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Part 1

Chapter One
Day One (September 8, 1994)

The main thing about my stories is that they are
improvised and that they aim for Krsna conscious-
ness. I'm not sure about the audience orientation
except it’s for myself. I intend them as some kind of
service to my spiritual master and to devotees of
Krsna. That’s about it.

Did I hear a dorg barking? That’s the last thing I
need. This house gained some points by the fact
that there’s hot water. Yeah, it’s a dog I hear out
there, nearby. Down ten points. How can I go on a
walk before dawn if some cur is yapping at me?
One of the main deterrents to our taking this place
for a second retreat is that there’s no central heat-
ing. You can get by without it in September, but not
in the winter. There is one of those small kitchen
stoves you put turf into and that’s all—no radiators
upstairs, no fireplaces, and certainly no oil burner. I
do have a small electric heater, but it only warms
up your feet.

Improvised, and when I say Krsna conscious, the
emphasis should be on desiring Krsna conscious-
ness or even say, on the absence of Krsna con-
sciousness. Workmg to put Krsna into it. Not being
able to live without it. In life, I just open the Srimad-
Bhaguvatam and start reading Citraketu’s prayer to
Lord Siva and Parvati. Or I sit before an improvised
altar made from the deep window shelf and I start



chanting japa on beads. But in a story you are sup-
posed to narrate, blend in, and not just read from a
book or write out the mantra again and again: Hare
Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna Hare Hare/Hare
Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare.

An anthology of short stories states in the Intro-
duction by Richard Bausch, “The most important
thing in the story as a form is the story itself . . .
Readers want . . . what people have always wanted
from the earliest speech: to be told a story.”

We (you and I) are waiting for dawn. The win-
dow is wetted over and there’s a reflection from my
desk lamp so we cannot see clearly outside. But it’s
dark.

Beasts and vipers, there I go off into woods.
“That story, one has only language, languaging . . .
” Yeah? Well, what about poems and words like
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“fruit” and Bhagavata Purana asks me if I want
pieces of ginger for breakfast. I told you he’s going
to Vrndavana to join the twenty-four hour kirtana.
But I didn’t mention the gadgets he’s bringing with
him: two silver-run flashlights (I told him they’ll
get stolen when he leaves them out in the sun-
shine), a tent, a supersonic gadget that chases away
rodents by a high-pitched sound, a battery-run fan
for 112° summers. He’s got a five-year visa. I ad-
mire him. Tell you more about him in our story of
this retreat.

Dreams are boring except for your own. I can
hardly remember the one I had last night, but it
was intriguing. Let me play it back from the tape re-

corder:

Krsna is giving me the power to be truthful,
but not reveal my mind to my Godbrothers
who were all trying to become Number One. I
was clearly admitting my own weakness but
they couldn’t pry out of me my allegiance to
Lord Krsna and Srila Prabhupada. I was able
to keep part of me sacredly secret. One time
they gave me a truth serum, but I took it and
still they could not get at my secrets, by
Krsna’s grace. I thank Krsna for allowing me
to do that.

After that dream: It seemed like they
were all trying to become Number One. Is
that a fact? Is it a fact that I am free of this
and that I think everyone else is playing
that game? Is that why I try to be alone,
because I want to be free of it? Am I free of
it?



You see, I have already given you two micro-
stories and if I open a letter, I'm sure there’s a third
one in there. I'm not going to answer mail for over
three weeks. But Bhagavata Purana brought a few
letters with him for me from Boston.

Citraketu Maharaja was exemplary in his toler-
ance. Mother Parvati cursed him and he accepted it
without protest. It was a serious curse—to have to
be born as a demon.

And as I say, poems are as good as stories. And as
good as poems are notebook lines that come—pop
out due to frustration maybe

or joy

lease
Free door slam the
sound of little heater
obscures others
dogs I tell
stop. M. clears his throat
in a house. Stop. In a house
a hundred years old or more,
more
with blue light bulb-under picture
of Sacred Heart
and we worship Krsna. A “form”
is what they call a low bench a bunch of
kids sat on
at the dinner table in
the old days. . .
Irish tales,
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an open fire

nowadays it’s different, last
of black Kerry cows. M. says
when Irish lose their piety
they are merely stupid.

And to Frank

Francis, don’t mind me. I am Eloise Poise and
will be free when you write with gloves on. Don’t
complain. But it’s cold. Stay awake. I am hoping
only if I could become a lover of Krsna conscious-
ness—of Krsna and Radha, of Srimad- -Bhagavatam,
of holy name, of Srila Prabhupada.

I assured Bhagavata Purana the twenty-four
hour kirtana is preaching and so is this.

Chapter Two
Plans for a Mystic Seminar

So I told in my first story how the main thing is
to improvise and to be Krsna conscious. I think an-
other main point is to take in influences and then
shake them off, and to really try to be honest. The
story is the main thing, they say. But when I look at
their stories, of course, the lack of Krsna conscious-
ness is the main thing, so there’s really nothing
there. Everything’s like a shell. Or as Prabhupada
put it, “decoration of a dead body.” But my frustra-
tion is that I know Krsna consciousness, but I may
not be a good storyteller, right?

All I can tell is a story of my retreat, what I'm
doing now, or things I did in the past. It just seems
to make no sense to try and make up characters and
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all that stuff, but the influences are there from
others.

Okay, then surrender to it.

I imagine myself putting a classroom of sixty
devotees into a trance by repeatedly reading select
verses of the Bhagavad-gita. I've got this selection of
ones where Krsna speaks to us directly, and so I do
a kind of lectio divina with them. We’d pray together
—wouldn’t that be wonderful? I'd have to have
real courage and relaxation, and what if someone
like a senior Godbrother walked in the middle of
the class, I wouldn’t be able to do it, would I? But I
could try if I had real courage, I could be brazen if I
had the real conviction to do it.

The thing is, it would be a performance. How can
you perform a prayer in public? But you can if you
practice it enough yourself in earnest, alone, like
Jesus says, “in your closet.” You talk about prayer,
and then it could be possible to pray with devotees.
I mean, devotees are so nice. They want to pray,
they want to hear about it, so why not do it, even
though it’s a little simulated? And admit to them
in the beginning, “Look, this is a simulated thing.
It's not prayer, I can’t pray anyway, but it’s Krsna’s
words, and let’s just hear it.”

So then we do it. We read a verse like Krsna
saying, “Many, many lives both you and I have
passed. I can remember them but you cannot.” And
then you repeat some of the things that
Prabhupada says in the purport about it. And the
intonation of your voice and the repeating of it,
there’s “something” there beyond just the text. It’s
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like getting past the barriers to the receptive stage.
Where you could actually start thinking, “Yeah,
Krsna is speaking to us.” And even if you don’t—I
mean, some people will get it more than others,
and I don’t pretend that I'm there in the center,
hearing Krsna. But I know Krsna is there, and
Prabhupada says Krsna is there, so I go ahead. I'm
like the guide, a guide who can, the people who are
following me, they go further than I do. So it’s not
wrong, it’s not phony.

This is a good story, isn't it? It’s a story of a semi-
nar that I might never do, but I'm thinking about
doing it. It's called “The Guided Tour Into the Se-
lect Verses of Bhagavata-gita Where Krsna is Speak-
ing Directly To Us.” Prabhupada says that it’s non-
sense to think that Krsna spoke Bhagavad-gita 5,000
years ago and now it’s null and void. Krsna’s pre-
sent in His words, Krsna’s present in His words.

You could do a lot of things like this, just sit
down with the devotees and go over that Hare
Krsna mantra, but you have to use your “trance
voice” and say Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna
Krsna Hare Hare/Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama
Rama Hare Hare. Some of the devotees, they might
not be able to get into it. Those especially who
operate from the head mostly say, “What’s this
anyway?” So be it.

Chapter Three
Home Base
I don’t think we’ll ever get a home base in
Ireland. M. and I don’t want to be entangled in



8

ownership or maintenance. For example, this old
house we are renting. The toilet doesn’t flush
down the turds. The washing machine doesn’t
work. The kitchen stove does not heat the house.
So who would repair these things? To do it justice
we’d have to live here most of the time and M.
would work at it. Anyway, I'm supposed to travel
around and preach. So it’s not likely. But maybe
there’s a man in a retired stage of life who would be
owner and caretaker and who would like to live in
a place, a small house with maybe a smaller house
attached to it and he would be chanting sixty-four
rounds a day and have a garden and he would own
the place, see? And one of his services, which he
would love to do, is keep the house for me to come
there. That’s a fantasy because there is no one like
that.

It is cold in this house. This is the second day of
our official one-month hidden retreat. It’s so secret
I can’t even tell myself and can’t write about it. As
soon as I start to write like this it means my story is
doomed to be kept secret until maybe after ten years
when the world changes, ISKCON changes and I
change sufficiently so that this information can be-
come Declassified.

I write top secrets nowadays that are too hot to be
handled by the world of ISKCON, peers and sub-
ordinates. One secret is how delightful it is to start
out on a walk by yourself just before dawn. I can’t
tell that. Devotees usually don’t do such a thing, so
I keep it to myself. But it leaks out in little essays
where I mention I'm on a walk. I try to hide it, but
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people are getting the idea I sometimes go to iso-
lated places in between my big preaching engage-
ments. Mainly I am protected by people’s indiffer-
ence to whatever I do. This, plus the fact that I'm
on good behavior anyway and am a senior fellow
in ISKCON. Also, I actually do get headaches about
once a week that put me out of commission for the
day, even when in a retreat, and if I tried to move
in regular society, the headaches would come every
day. So I'm lucky in that way.

The sheer pleasure of an early morning walk is a
secret. Besides, what can I say? You walk downhill
with a flashlight. You turn right, you chant and get
ready for your project, whatever it is—currently it
is learning to pray with Lord Krsna in the verses
where He speaks directly to us in Bhagavad-gita.

I'm talking about freedom. This is what I live for.
The little life. Sometimes I pretend I'm not even
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doing this, not taking so many retreats. It has been
creeping up on me. I’ve brought my 1980s diaries
with me to this house and I'll start reading them,
especially from 1988 when I thought I might get a
home base and lead a life of prayer. Would you like
to hear about that? When I start to read it, I'll tell
you about it. _

As I say, we would not want to own a house. But
wouldn’t it be nice? This place for example. It has
some extraneous buildings next to this one. The
owner uses them for storage or something, and
they are junk-yardy. We would have to clean the
place up, do major work. But just see that the other
houses didn’t exist. Then this place would be great.
You could fix it up. M. knows what has to be done
and how to do it. We could take money from my
travel fund. But then how would it be a travel
fund? Would the patrons be willing to give money
for me to live in one place in Ireland? Is it justi-
fiable? We would paint the outside, then fix the
inside. First thing is a heater up here. Bookshelves,
furniture. We are not going to do it. I'm just
fantasizing. We've got a better thing going, with
the traveling . . . but one of these days, the elaborate
network of lies may be exposed and I'll say what the
heck and just come out of the closet and say “I want
to be alone to write and read. That’s my main
service. Leave me alone.”
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Chapter Four
The Weather Will Be Changing

The rain rains hard and it goes away. Next hour
bright sunshine for awhile, then it goes away.
That’s what the weather is like here in September.
There’s an Irish way to express this and Madhu
knows it. It’s something like, “The weather will be
changing . . . ” He said this to the landlord, Dennis,
and his friend, the day we arrived and they imme-
diately assented, “Yep, yep.” He knows the words
for these parts and his name is Foley, a Kerry name.
Anyway, this is supposed to be the story of the
retreat, but unfortunately I have brought so many
storybooks here by nondevotees. I thought it might
be helpful to look at before doing this one this
afternoon.

I looked through a chapter in Jean Shepherd’s
musings over his mythical Midwest American
childhood. It left me dissatisfied mostly because the
chapter was about fishing. Then I had only ten
minutes left before 4 P.M. and I must follow my
self-imposed schedule. I looked at Spalding Gray’s
monologue and it seemed so corrupt and clever,
him just going for the laughs about being a
Christian Scientist when he was a kid. You could
almost hear the audience laughing at his lines. By
now I was becoming aware that all of this was
going to have a negative effect on whatever I
attempted in the name of a story.

I turned to my own collection called Stories in
April. I thought they were my friends. But the first
one, “In the Flow,” seemed as artificial as anything
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by Shepherd, Gray, and the rest. As Prabhupada
says, some people touch their nose by putting their
arm around the back of their neck instead of touch-
ing it directly. Is it because of the genre itself, the
Story? My Writing Sessions are more friendly and
directly accessible at every minute. But they are not
so presentable. They are like your underwear.

With two minutes left before 4 P.M. I opened a
page in the Henry Miller Collection, the story called
“Astrological Fricassee” and he seemed to call
everyone in his world a phony, corrupt, at a party
that he is attending. Nothing simple or pure. ..

I then turned to Saroyan’s Obituaries for one min-
ute. He tells about driving cross-country and put-
ting American lyrics to Armenian folk songs in
order to pass the time and that’s how he and his
friend invented the pop song “Come on a my
house” that was made famous by Rosemary
Clooney. This is Saroyan’s response to the name
Betty Clooney in a list of the dead for 1976. But that
is not a world that I can relate to, the show-biz
friends and enemies of Saroyan and his shoot-
from-the-hip prose which I recall twice alluded to
Hare Krsnas in unkind cuts and based on no direct
knowledge of what Krsna consciousness is.

So here I am on time and skitting along, know-
ing only that I would like to be truthful, would like
to be Krsna conscious, and maybe I'm in the wrong
genre at the wrong time and am the wrong kind of
person to do this. Why did I read so many stories in
the first place?
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Being kind seems important, but it costs a lot.
You have to go out of your way to help people. Or
at least you have to restrain yourself from barking
up trees and allowing the mind to put people
down. That's the start of it. My mind works over-
time whenever I see an ISKCON publication with
devotees’ names and works in it. I could be kinder.
I wish I were. Do unto others as you would have
others do unto you. The Buddhists follow that,
ahirisa parama-dharma even without God con-
sciousness. We in Krsna consciousness have far
more reason to do it—because Krsna wants us to be
kind. Trnad api sunicena . . . a devotee thinks himself
lower than a blade of grass, he really does. Corrupt,
corrupt, dirty lines from Spalding Gray float into
the inner chambers of my working mind.
Shepherd mostly leaves out the raunchy details . . .
I sit now, half-paralyzed (exaggeration a la
Shepherd), looking at the peaked hill which is half
in sunshine and half covered with evanescent rain.

This is only the second day, so there isn’t much
to say. At this rate, I may give up with these karmi
books entirely. On the prayer front, I tell myself my
feet are on the ground and this is good. Story-writ-
ing does that. When I go to pray, I won’t be caught
up in a mystique of prayer, but will face the fact of
who I am in the last years of the 20th century. I
want to pray to the transcendental Lord, but not
play a game at it. Right now I don’t see how the
story attempts contribute to the life of prayer. They
are always ready to smirk, to bust into a smile and
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to pull out with some influence from the writers I
just mentioned as well as many I haven’t men-
tioned yet.

One thing about a retreat is it’s supposed to be a
way to get away from influences. Don’t bring them
all with you. You go alone and open to your deeper
self before God. I never heard of a prayer retreat as
being a time for a lot of story-writing. I've got the
writer and devotee mixed up together in one. Try-
ing to do everything in a schedule throughout the
day. One hour for prayer walk, before that one hour
for story, then poems after reading James Tate and
Haydn Carouth and then my own WS and trying to
log two hours daily in for reading my spiritual
master’s books. It sounds like quite a mixture. The
story is like a prayer, the prayer is a little Christian,
the japa rounds are filled with everything except
attention to the holy names, agnostics are being
thrown out the back door and new ones are coming
in the front door of the mind . . . and I am lucky if I
can get up to the two hours maximum quota in
that which is actually the best for me—Sukadeva
Gosvami speaking to Maharaja Pariksit. Where
will it end? I am clearing the air here in hopes that
within a few days, some of these anamolies may be
cleared up. I may even start throwing books out. I
may get down to brass tacks, or down to transcen-
dental tacks. Stop touching your nose in a round-
about way. Just write whatever comes.

And accept the actual life of the retreat. (Today
Bhagavata Purana dasa came up the stairs with
Prabhupada’s offering plate filled with hot steamy
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lunch goodies, but a full hour early. When I told
him he went back down again. Then at 1 P.M. he
came up again, but the capatis were so tough I
couldn’t eat them.) I think it’s nice what’s going on
here and right now it’s sunny, so I think I'll stop
this chapter.

Chapter Five
Tell Ya a Story

Why are you so embarrassed? There’s no one
here but me and everyone. You are improvising
and there’s no harm in that. You are telling your
story to a room of hip brahmacaris. You are forget-
ting yourself. The words are rolling out.

“Yeah, but what would Prabhupada say?” He says
it as if Prabhupada were an ordinary father. He
doesn’t know our spiritual master wants art, wants
revolution, wants us to somehow remember Krsna
no matter what else. If you can’t even chant, Pra-
bhupada says, then at least appreciate Krsna in the
taste of water or even in the taste of wine. Begin
there.

Krsna is in the improvisation. Coltrane was say-
ing that on the back of the album “A Love Su-
preme.” He said God is in all things. He especially
liked to see Him in the beautiful things. In his
music. I see God on the walk downhill, the light on
in the small house at the landlord’s where his sick
father is. I see Him in the trees and the hill, even
though it’s so dark you can’t see much of anything.
For a writer the main thing is genuine being in
voice.
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That guy Bausch says a story has to be mainly a
story, but what’s a story anyway? It’s not just that
while I was on the walk, I got attacked by a dog, and
then the owner came out and it was a girl my age
(55 years old) and we conversed about sandwiches
and Balzac. A story is what really happens as far as
you can figure out. And a story is guided by sastra.
It’s like prayer or meditation. If you are not guided
in your meditation, then you go off on your own
thing. All the stories in the world are written by
speculators. People who would rather be caught
dead than be guided by $astra. They don’t know a
damn thing, but they are proud. Don’t know who
they are (they think it’s a dumb question to ask
nowadays, after Wittengenstein). No one even
guesses about the next life. Imagine, such an im-
portant thing but nobody gives a damn. They think
it’s all settled that you become Nothing. Or, even if
there’s a next life and you go somewhere and be-
come something, it’s not important because the
struggle here and now is what counts.

It's quite chilly in this room. That kitchen stove
doesn’t heat the house. I said this before, but when
you’re shivering, you keep coming back to the
same point of not being warm. I mentioned it to M.
He said “It’s a lot warmer in here than outdoors.”
Oh sure, but I didn't think of it that way. He said,
“Of course, it’s not cozy like you could put your feet
up.” They say the Americans are strange for want-
ing to keep their houses warm. This house is per-
fect in almost every respect once you get used to the
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primitive ways, like flushing the toilet by throwing
a bucket of water down into it and things like that.
But the lack of heat is no charm at all. How could
we come back here in December? It doesn’t seem
possible.

Come back in December? Sounds like you're
about to tell a story, mate. No I'm not. But neither
am I on a trip to not tell a story. I just tells what
comes.

Oh, if you could only wake up and realize you
are living in the best story of your life. It is the tale
of trying to be a devotee in a world of nondevotees.
Dennis is a nondevotee; he chains that dog up. A
devotee is not however, noticable just by superior
virtues. In fact, he may lack most of them. But he
has the one great virtue—he accepts that Krsna is
the Supreme Personality of Godhead. He honors
Krsna’'s pure devotee and he chants the holy names
of Krsna. He likes to hear about Krsna and doesn’t
think He is a myth. He is not swallowed by
Darwin’s theory.

A devotee is special and very rare. Even an aspir-
ing devotee is rare. So tell the life story of one of
them. It’s good enough. Therefore I wish you could
find your own voice. That’s what I like about
Henry Miller, not that he writes about sex, but that
he found his voice. That much I could learn from
him. And even that I can learn without him.

I'm not sure that he’s not faking it half the time.
I know I complained about reading other books but
I can’t seem to give them up. I looked at another
this morning. It's called Dear Bruce Springsteen. It's
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supposed to be told by a fourteen-year-old kid, in
the style of Catcher in the Rye and Huckleberry Finn.
It's made up of a series of letters the kid writes to
his rock hero, Bruce Springsteen. It’s okay in some
of the letters. I just read one where he says he likes
his mom who is a nursing assistant. He told how
she tries to get the family the things they need . . .
and the boy, Terry, appreciates her effort. I thought
it’s nice. You could say I fell for it, the novelist
caught me in his trap. He may have made the
whole thing up. But it’s the values he was
portraying . . . kindness between mother and son
who hit it off okay. My point again, it had some
voice, maybe not entirely authentic, but there it
was and it touched foolish me.

I think I ought to stop this author’s lament about
no themes and so on. I've got it right here, the ac-
tual story of this retreat. Yes, I am the main subject,
but wait a minute—that’s not as egotistical as it
may sound. I am just a tiny integer. I am myself. I
am part of God the infinite. As Terry likes his mom
and appreciates her, I appreciate the Supreme Per-
sonality of Godhead. I appreciate His pure devotee,
Prabhupada, who came here to bring Krsna con-
sciousness to us. I heard Srila Prabhupada telling
them in Bombay . . . I was shivering in the bath-
room and listening to the tape of his lecture from
1974 (when I was also there as his servant) . . . He
was telling them, you in India have blown it. You
have put aside Krsna and you are wasting your
time with -isms. You will never be happy. The
Mayavadis mislead and those who teach dharidra-
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narayana keep you. People don’t know that Krsna is
God. This is the conclusion of the scriptures in
countless verses. Krsna is God. The dcaryas, even
Sankara and Ramanu]a all say Krsna is God. Who
are you not to accept this? What standard do you
have that is better than the authority of scripture?
He challenges everyone, but mostly they don’t take
up the challenge. They put it aside. They are brain-
washed by modern science and skepticsm. Srila
Prabhupada called them on it and said, especially in
India, who do you think you are, neglecting your
Krsna in the Vedas?

Tell the story of me adopting Krsna conscious-
ness. I am one of the American and European boys
and girls he speaks of who “five years ago” (now
it’s more like twenty-five years ago), “they did not
know Krsna, but now they are mad after Krsna.” A
priest in Boston wrote a pamphlet and said these
boys are our boys coming from Christian and Jew-
ish families, and before they were Krsna conscious
they didn’t care for the Bible or church, but now
they are mad after God. How is that? Tell that story
and also the dream I had last night—that I was
carrying Srila Prabhupada in my arms and he pre-
ferred it.

Tell your story. It’s fine with me.

Chapter Six
A Retreat is Many Things
Don’t be snide. I am feeling okay and have plans.
As for a story, this is the story of the time we are
spending here. Right, we have no water in the
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house. A leak sprung in the water tank, which is
located in the kitchen. The landlord said a man
will be here in half an hour. That was an hour ago.
I've come to the van to be away from any
commotion.

The landlord said it’s a nice day, which was silly
because it keeps changing. M. replied, “It goes back
and forth.” Sure enough, five minutes after Dennis
left with his nice day remark, it rained again. But
still, it is not unpleasant. Our peace is pretty much
unbroken and it’s up to me to fill up the hours.

The plan for the seminar on Bhagavad-gita verses
is progressing. I think I'll pick thirty verses which
are the most moving ones, the Supreme Lord
speaking most directly. Then I will familiarize my-
self with the meaning of each of them. Then pre-
pare lead questions for writing assignments. What
I'll do is take four verses per class hour, speak a
little, then say, “Okay class, get ready for ten min-
utes of writing. I want you to tell me what you feel
about this verse, how it enters your life.” Or I
might say, “Make a prayer now of some practical
service you'd like to do to Lord Krsna so that you
can be free of fear and doubt.” I thought of saying,
“If you don’t have experience of this, then imagine
it. Make up a scenario in which you are dedicating
your practical works in this world to Krsna and as a
result you're feeling relief from anxiety. Go ahead.”

Then they will all start writing and I'll watch or
write something myself. Sounds like a good
outline to me. Now I just have to pick my top
thirty verses. The whole thing could flop, I know.
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So I'm going to carefully go after it each day on my
morning walks to build up conviction in it. It will
be nice to turn them on to writing. I just have to be
willing to read what they write. In the class,
immediately after the ten minutes of writing, I'll
call on one devotee to read what he or she has
written. Then I'll read the rest of their pieces after
the class hour.

So that happened today. Bhagavata Purana dasa’s
capatis were as hard as yesterday’s, but I don’t mind.
The dal was good, and there were some health bis-
cuits made by Madhu which were served as the
sweets. I didn’t object to that either. They were
tasty, although not sweet. I'm expecting tomorrow
they’ll make some real sweets because it’s Sunday
and then Monday is Radhastami. Besides, I have a
keen enough appetite each day so anything tastes
good. And all the food is remnants of an offering I
make to Srila Prabhupada in his picture.

The man has arrived to fix the water tank. I'm
eager to meet with M. at around 6 tonight and tell
him my thoughts how we could come back here for
a winter retreat. It's mostly a frame of mind. We
could prepare for living in cold weather without
adequate heating in the house. Wear at least two
layers of long underwear. A gas heater. Seal off the
second floor bedroom and don’t use it. Or locate all
action on the first floor. It’s just a question of atti-
tude because Ireland doesn’t get frigid like in North
America. M. will have some practical assessment of
this.
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I ought to take my own medicine. I am planning
to ask devotees in the seminar to write their feel-
ings about how Krsna is speaking and to pray to
Him. When am I going to do that? Hypocrite. I
figure it’s not hypocritical because I am the guide to
the writing class and I don’t have to be a liberated
person. But still, why come to a retreat in a Ken-
mare farmhouse unless you are going to do some
praying? Before I came here, I read a book about a
retreat. It was by a woman who chose Thomas Mer-
ton as her guide. She put in many quotes by him
and outlined the aims of the seven-day retreat. I
put some of the quotes into my travel diary. I'm
not going to repeat them here, but I am so busy
writing and producing things that I’'m not in the
quiet mood of that “waiting that you do in a
retreat.” It’s a fact, however, that you do expect in a
retreat to . . . think about love of God. Someone
could even attain it. Love of Krsna is already a fact.
He loves us and we have to open to it.

I still have a month to go on this one. I'm trying
not to be phony even in a subtle way, thinking I
can attain Contemplation or Vaisnava samadhi,
tears and horripilation, etc. Just go into each day
and night and keep doing something in devotional
service. Keep writing and making tapes and
reading and building up. A retreat is not just one
thing but all things added up. And the conviction
that it's a good thing to do. I take to them like a
duck takes to water.
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Chapter Seven
Straight Krsna Consciousness

You get ideas when you read. You wouldn’t
think of them on your own. “By rapt attention
fixed upon Krsna, one is purified and thus one is
delivered from material life.” Lord Krsna is a per-
son. He has a form. It's not enough to think of Him
as formless or to think just of this material life in
the city or the country. Neither is it enough to be
(as is said of James Tate), “A poet of mad wit and
stunning anecdote.” Not enough to be Spalding
Gray wandering around in NYC worrying about his
left eye and telling a witty story about it, “Evocative
Scream of Comic Existential Torment.” It’s not
enough.

As for me, I am hiding from myself. I don’t want
you to know that I am a preacher with an agenda to
convince the world to take to Krsna consciousness.
But that’s obvious, isn’t it? Just by dedicating his
Forbidden Archaeology to Srila Prabhupada, Sadaputa
was found out and the reviewers called it “Hindu
creationist drivel” even though there was nothing
about Hinduism in it. My writing is outright for
devotees, so why am I hiding the preaching punch?
Let them have it. Oh well, I thought . . .

You also hide from yourself that the writing may
be good (it may also be bad). When I read last night
in The Wild Garden, 1 thought “This is good.” But
then that takes away from my pure, innocent,
humble self, which is the source of writing. I'm
thinking that if God will be kind upon me, I can be
a mouthpiece for Him. But remember, “His blissful
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position is never affected by enmity or friendship”
(Bhag. 7.1.26). He is not hurt by a blasphemy or
flattered by praise. It is for our good that we praise
Him and become His friend. Gosh, He doesn’t need
one Satsvariipa little wit down here on earth,
pounding out on the Typestar in a cold room and
circulating his writing to his friends. I need it. Get
that through your skull.

So you are shy and you are yourself, but still you
are covered and don’t know who you are yet . . .
you think, “Maybe I am supreme and there is no
one but me and no God.” This is all nonsense, says
our spiritual master, and I believe him. God allows
for and arranges for everything. These scientists
and their atheist friends are doing the greatest dis-
service to keep us away from the rational conclu-
sion that there is a big brain behind everything.
Things are happening systematically under the
direction of the Supreme Person. But the atheists
have become so clever that they find ways to deny
Him. That cleverness also comes from God.

Shoot them down, Stevie. Join those who fight
against the demons.

Naturally, my story is quiet. I don’t go to a sweat
lodge with seventeen people and have to tell you
about them. And it’s quiet because there is no sex.
No sex at all. In dreams it comes sometimes, in
innuendo mostly. I'll be talking to some lady about
devotional service and then there’s some innu-
endo. It happened last night, but I can’t remember.
The night before that there was a pure servant
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dream where I was carrying Srila Prabhupada in
my arms. I thought, “Boy if this can happen every
night!” So last night, just the opposite. It was a
long, drawn-out dream where a company charged
an ISKCON temple six million dollars to put on
their Janmastami festival. It didn’t even turn out to
be a success, so the temple was wondering if they
really had to pay. It was very complicated. Then
some sex innuendo came when I was talking to a
lady about this legal entanglement. But basically,
no sex when awake, so you don’t get that in my
story.

Another possible difficulty for a reader is that I
keep saying the same thing because I'm writing
every day, about the walk and the Gita seminar. But
I am satisfied with all of that, even with telling
about the capatis. I don't care if you don’t like it,
provided I tell it right. Then I like it. It will look
good later.

I was talking about this shyness. The coyness of
preaching. The big thing is to enter total Krsna
consciousness. Prabhupada said the gopis had total
love for Krsna and they meditated how He was
walking in the forest and maybe hurt His delicate
feet. “The gopis are absorbed in such thoughts at
home, althought Krsna is away from them. Simi-
larly, when Krsna plays with His young friends,
Mother Yasoda is very much disturbed by thoughts
that Krsna, because of always playing and not tak-
ing his food properly, must be getting weak.” This
is the mood of the devotees of Vrndavana. Who-
ever constantly thinks of Krsna gets a spiritual body
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to be with Him. So what do I mean by shy? Maybe I
think that if I come out and say that I feel Krsna
conscious, then what little bit of Krsna conscious-
ness I actually have will be taken away. I'm not
worried that the nondevotees will be scared off by
my proselytizing. Only the devotees read me any-
way. But it’s another kind of shyness and I just for-
get what I was going to say.

That kid, Terry Blanchard, in the novel, is okay.
He wore a headband to school and the teacher chal-
lenged him to take it off, but he stood his ground.
Then he dyed his hair. It makes you think that if he
kept going in that direction, he might become a
Hare Krsna. But that doesn’t happen in novels. It
does happen in real life, however.

Do I make the rules in this story? I don’t know. I
like to think it is happening by Krsna’s arrange-
ment. But I have to take responsibility. It is going
alone. It is gradually getting colder. The question is
whether we could live here in the winter. I don’t
know. I do look forward to the morning walk. It is
more straight Krsna consciousness than this.

Chapter Eight
Untitled
The story of a what? A retreat. That's just a
euphemism. I am here for a month and every day I
work out through a schedule of spiritual activities.
I am not a character in a novel or an author of one.
Get that straight. I'm actually a spiritual soul. I say
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that theoretically, and yet it is truer than the other
identifications I can readily come up with. Espe-
cially when I recall the pre-ISKCON past. A few
years ago I went back to Great Kills, Staten Island,
where I lived for thirteen years. It was strange. I
didn’t want to stay there long. I was the only one
walking down the block at 6 A.M. in summer who
knew that I was looking for my past. Everyone else
was either asleep in their houses or just coming
out and living in the present, going to the Staten
Island Rapid Transit to catch the train. Anyway I
am not that body, past or present either.

But how much realization do you have that you
are a spirit soul? How much do you realize Lord
Krsna in your life? On the one hand, I know a lot
of theoretical doctrine and I believe in it and live it.
But for ready access, I don’t have much and that is
my fault, my shortcoming.

Here is a picture of Krsna with Radha. In this
picture He looks very young, about six years old,
and Radha too. But it’s hard to be pure and see with
eyes of love. That means I am affected by the pre-
Krsna conscious past or by the agnostic present. I
have crap on my mind. I am not a pure devotee.
That’s why I keep on with the Writing Sessions—
they allow me to be who I am. But I'm not an
ordinary person, not a nondevotee. I am struggling
to become a devotee. I would never settle for being
a voidist or a speculator. I want Krsna conscious-
ness and Srila Prabhupada has given it to me. I
chant Hare Krsna and when I write, it’s on this sub-
ject.
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It’s tough writing about Someone you don’t real-
ize, who you do know to a little degree, but who is
infinite and who is not attained except by pure
devotion. That means I don’t have it. Maybe now
I'm sounding like a character in a novel, like
fourteen-year-old Terry Blanchard. Such a strong
voice an author can get. But there are no novels yet
with strong voices of conditioned, practicing dev-
otees. In the future, there will be such writers, for
sure.

I am making a tape for cueing devotees into
writing down their feelings for certain verses of the
Bhagavad-gita. At the same time, I ought to practice
it myself. I do on my morning walk. I say, “Here is
verse 6.30 where Krsna says that those who see
Him everywhere are never lost to Him.” Krsna has
a sense of humor. But He is all-great, so don’t trifle
with Him. I go to Him through my spiritual mas-
ter, who also has a sense of humor, but is mostly
grave. I myself am foolish and mad about writing
things down. Anyway, I ask myself to go ahead and
think of times I have seen Krsna in some object. I
know the theory pretty well and it appeals to me. It
is not theory it is fact. But as yet it is unrealized by
me. When a mother sees the little shoe of her
child, she feels her love for the child through the
shoe. Now, not only a shoe but the whole creation
is God’s energy. Therefore, a devotee feels for Krsna
wherever he is. He may see separate objects, but he
actually sees Krsna within them. I have heard this
and I aspire to it. I would like to aspire for it.
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I like the idea of asking devotees to write things
down. It may get out of hand, however. They may
write boring pieces or they may not want to write. I
don’t want to have to coax them into finding writ-
ing fun. I think, though, that I will risk it. They will
like to give it a try. Writing is fun if you let yourself
go. I'm not trying to turn them into writers per se,
but just to use writing as a tool for this particular
class so we can get access to the feelings.

Is this going to be another of those psychological
courses like the one I did on the Krsna book? Well,
that one was successful. I taught a way that we
could get together and read Krsna book by visual-
izing the scenes. But it was something that people
did not continue to do after the course. I'm think-
ing all this out as much as I can beforehand. So
much preparation for just a seven-day course I'll be
giving in January. You’d think I was some New
Age guru or writing coach.

.. e,
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All right, end this segement. I take an afternoon
slot in the van for writing. We have been here
three days. I'm saying that it’s going well and I have
a green light to move on unobstructed in the inner
life. But there may be a road block ahead. You
never know. Predictably, I met a big writing block
after a week and want to call it quits. Just warning
you. So we are rolling and that’s how it should be.

Just a little each day. To Bhagavad-gita 6.30 and
then 6.47. For that I plan to cue them with this line:
“Think of the Deity of Krsna with Radha in a tem-
ple, the one you most identify with. Now think of a
time you felt like you abided in Him. Write down
what it was like. Now think of a time you felt you
were worshiping Him and serving Him. Write that
down. What was it like, no matter how little it was.
Describe something you actually felt. Now write
down something that you shared, an intimacy with
the Deity (maybe late at night or at mangala-arati,
whenever).” This is how they can write down
feelings. Then ask them to write a prayer to Krsna,
“Please, I wish to abide in You and serve You and
be in an intimate reciprocation like a bhakti-yogi.”
What do you think, is this all right? Is this pre-
sumptuous? It's coming out this way.

Chapter Nine
Radha’s Day, I Pray I Don’t Bloop
This is my story. I want to be a good person. I'm
getting the idea. You shouldn’t look only for some
peak experience such as in prayer or raganuga-
bhakti. That was a learning experience. I don’t even
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want some big achievement. But I want to stay
steady for Srila Prabhupada. I want him to like me
and recognize me. Let me carry him as I did in my
dream. He's actually carrying me. But he let me do
that service.

I want to be who I am, but I want that to be
acceptable. I haven't read those 1980 diaries yet, the
section where I quit the GBC and a long section
where I was under the influence of Amala-bhakta
dasa and entered the life of prayer, so-called, and
when I thought that I ought to live full-time in
seclusion. I was like a kid and I still am in some
ways, but I'm steadier. I like what we are doing, go-
ing into seclusion sometimes and then sometimes
coming out and paying dues by being with people. I
think I should call this seclusion, not retreat.
Otherwise, it sounds too strange, as if you are
always retreating from the battlefield. “Hey, when
do we go forward? Why are we always in retreat?”
So I call it seclusion, but that too has a negative
feel. I don’t care so much what it sounds like to
others. Write and be to please yourself.

But this is a contradiction. You want to please
Krsna and your spiritual master, but you want to
do it in the most real way, being yourself. I know
something about this. I know what it’s like to be
influenced by others in a religious movement.
They want you to be a certain way. They shape you.
You attend the meetings and it’s like going through
a ringer. You lose your sense of integrity for self,
but they say, “Good, keep doing this. This is sur-
render to Krsna.” But it’s not. It’s surrender to



32

them and to the emergencies of the institution—
which come about due to mismanagement and the
fact that the material world is what it is.

Ranting?

Today is Radhastami. In the early morning read-
ing time I turned to the song of the bumblebee
where Srimati Radharani is speaking as if crazy out
of intense love for K;sr_\a First, I read a section
where the gopis are accusing Krsna. It’s far-out, of
course, how they make all these similes comparing
Krsna to selfish people who just want to get some-
thing out of a situation and then abandon it. For
example, there is the student who leaves school
once the semester is over, or the prostitute who
kicks out the “john” when he has no money. In-
sulting similes . . . the gopis can do that. Then I
started reading Radha’s talking to the bumblebee in
the presence of Uddhava. I didn’t get far. I wasn’t
able to read it in the right mood. I decided to listen
to the tape where Srila Prabhupada is speaking his
original dictation of Krsna book. I will hear it while
honoring the feast at mid- -day.

I went back to Srimad-Bhagavatam where I am
reading in the Seventh Canto. It’s a section where
Hiranyakasipu is accusing God of being partial.
There was a wonderful purport. What the heck was
it? My memory is so bad I have to look at the book.

“Hiranyakasipu accused the Supreme Lord of
having a restless mind like that of a small child
who can be induced to do anything if simply of-
fered some cakes and laddus” (7.2.8, purport). Srila
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Prabhupada says that this is actually indirect praise
of Krsna, who is pleased with the simple foodstuffs
a devotee gives Him. “This quality should not be
misjudged to be childish. The highest quality of the
Supreme Lord is that He is bhakta-vatsala; in other
words, He is always extremely pleased with His
devotees.”

I was pleased to go to the Seventh Canto and
leave the speech of Radha because I wasn’t
qualified for it right now. Stay on my actual level,
stay with the reading sequence I have been
following for close to a year now. I realized that
something very valuable has been building in this
sequential readmg I also realize that Srila
Prabhupada gives us the topmost nectar at every stage,
starting with his very first purports in the First Canto and
also throughout the Bhagavad-gita. Best nectar is not
always the most extreme conjugal detail, but the
pure devotion and knowledge of bhakti which is
the foundation of all progress, without which you
cannot sail abruptly into Radha’s speech or the
insulting words of the gopis to Krsna when He
blocks their path at the Dana-ghata.

It's Radha’s day and I'm going to depart from the
usual schedule. Instead of a 10 A.M. reading in Pra-
bhupada’s $rimad-Bhagavatam lectures followed by
a one-hour-long Writing Session, I will sift them
in and we will read out loud together in Vilapa-
kusumafijali. That may bring up memories of my
recent intensive studying of rasika life with a rasika
guru. We’ll read and see what happens. We will
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also be fasting. I noticed that they have been mixing
some ingredients for a feast. I try not to notice it.
When we read Raghunatha dasa Gosvami’s pray-
ers; it will be way beyond us, but I figure that one
day a year it’s all right. There was a custom at Gita-
nagari that one day a year they showed Radharani’s
feet. They lifted Her skirt up a little bit. I think this
is partly a concoction, but there was a letter by Pra-
bhupada who said that Visnujana Swami could do
it. Also, Prabhupada wrote a letter to Himavati
when she made the skirts too short for Prabhu-
pada’s traveling Radha-Krsna Deities. He consoled
her and said, “It’s all right, the skirts you made
afford us a view of Srimati Radharani’s lotus feet.”

I guess that’s all for now. Today is also the day I
was intitated by the Swami twenty-eight years ago. I
have told memories of this in some of my books,
but I can never remember very much. Just some-
thing about him saying the pranama mantra and
me repeating it word for word. And when he said
“bhakti” 1 sort of mentally swooned—probably self-
induced in those permissive and “ecstatic” days of
youth, not long after LSD—and I felt myself free-
falling into the bottomless life of dedication which
I proposed—the life of dedication that I will
actually try to attain up to my dying day.

It’s not good when you blow your own horn and
say, “Hey, I'm a good disciple all these years and I'm
still here. After so many disciples have left I'm
good, I'm valid, Prabhupada knows me, I'm one of
the earliest . . . Just shut up and eat your feast and
chant. Go on your walk and be here now preparing
a seminar for 1995.”

It's Radha’s day—I pray I don’t bloop.
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Chapter Ten

Simple Facts
They brought some flowers into the room in
“vases” which were originally containers for liver
pills or something. The flowers were foxgloves and
some red ones for Srimati Radharani. Then I led a
kirtana. Then Madhu sang, “Radhe jaya jaya
madhava dayite.” Then we started an out loud read-
ing of Vilapa-kusumafijali. After forty verses I want-
ed to switch to one of Prabhupada’s books, so we
took turns reading aloud from Chapter 46 of Krsna
book, Radharani’s mad talking to the bumblebee.

An hour went by like that.

At noon we had a great feast—cauliflower,
mashed potato patties with peas in them, some
dried “caccaras” from Mother Kaumodaki in Balti-
more, a red chutney, etc., and a dessert consisting of
sweet rice and halavd. There was also a nice orange
juice drink. We all recovered from it soon after.

Tonight we will meet again for more out loud
reading. I picked sections from Caitanya-caritamrta,
Adi 4 and Madhya 8 about the glories of Srimati
Radharani. Earlier today the energy was high. Mad-
hu was ordering Bhagavata Purana and together
they were preparing for the feast. I thought it was as
nice as any Radhastami observance I might have in
a temple. At Krishna-Balaram Mandir last year I
couldn’t even get close to the altar rail to see Sri-
mati Radharani. And there was the usual politics
in the air. This year was quiet, you might say too
quiet, but I'm always watchful, not wanting to in-
trude into radha-bhava, mafijari-bhava, beyond my
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actual interest and without being explicitly led
there by Srila Prabhupada. He certainly has filled
his books with much nectar of Radha if you want
to specialize in it. Tonight we will read aloud
- Radha-krpa-kataksa-stotra.

Teasel tassel I don’t know what. Words come out
or rot your gut. Beezle basel this is to perform, you
better watch out or I'll call a reform. Mister, master,
beware of shorts. If you don’t like this I'll throw
you in the forts.

Measel mess, the place is at rest. If I were a dev-
otee I'd be in bliss with God consciousness right
now.

Wind in the trees, September is creeping along.
A fair moment just now, sunshine everywhere
and the highest hills in Ireland, almost mountains,
are not far from here, circling the lakes of

)

) ) ) ) )

)



)

o)

> )y )

L

) )

37

Killarney. Then into this van to tell the simple
facts of Radha’s day. If you don’t have anything to
say just let it go. Maybe you traded natural
eloquence for that sweet rice and halava mixed with
carob. Maybe it went down with the orange juice.
Your restraint from advanced topics is nice, but . . .
that may be all I have to say.

Chapter Eleven
Treading in Collnacuppogue

In my Writing Session today, I mentioned a
story. I hinted that maybe it could play out or
evolve. I said it was close-mouthed yesterday. I
meant it was a big holiday and yet I didn’t have
much to say. But I defended that reticence and said
that sometimes words don’t do the job. There was
some reason for the silence.

I want to be honest. Some kind of a narrative
tone has crept into this The Story of a Retreat. Prob-
ably it is the influence of the books I read for a
warm-up before I begin each chapter. It’s a little
weird. I'm always complaining. I complain if there
is no narrative and then if I get one going—and it’s
a story of my own, not exactly autobiography-diary
and not a fiction either—then I complain again just
because there’s even a fragment of artifice. So I
can’t win at that rate.

What does it mean to write for yourself? What is
navel-gazing? I never liked that term, it sounds so
derisive. Writing for yourself ought to mean that
you try to do something well, a story or whatever,
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and you yourself are the main audience. You write
for the reader in yourself. In that sense, it’s not
gibberish or mumble, but rather it’s the communi-
cation with most integrity. You don’t write to sell
the soul, to please some editor and his policy; you
write what you think is the best way to go.

But another problem is: why do it? Is it going to
help other people? Is it going to entertain them?
Why write a story? If you are really going to do it,
then why not make a suspense-filled fiction? The
answer to that is that it’s a kind of labor I don’t care
for. So I run on.

Prose-poem. Stories . . . I like poems, I like
language, I like mini-stories or vignettes, flashes of
something. But they should be real, not abstract.
Tell us how a tree looks on your walk. Or you were
reading Bhagavatam at 2 A.M. and the dog that’s tied
up in the backyard started barking and yelping and
another dog somewhere was barking against him
or with him . . . but I kept reading.

I was reading Hiranyakasipu’s preaching to his
relative (Seventh Canto, Second Chapter). I liked it.
It’s important stuff about how the soul is immortal
and is actually not affected by the subtle and gross
changes of the body. Then it occurred to me, “Why
not write some notes on this terrific material you
are reading?” So I did it. I wrote out a quote from
the purport. Then I recalled my attempt to combine
what I read along with what passes through my
head. I did that previously (I was going to say last
summer, but it’s only a month ago). I started off
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what I thought might become a long-term book
called Writing While Reading. 1 did it for my own
benefit, to read later, with not much thought of it
being a readable narrative. But after one day I got
tired of it. The two things don’t seem to go together
so well—flowing with the self-expression of a Writ-
ing Session and deliberately making reading notes
as you go through a Srimad- Bhagavatam chapter.
But this morning I started it up again. It’s just an-
other thing. The reading notes or whatever I may
call them don’t have to replace this story or the
Writing Session. It’s a separate thing. And yet all
this writing seems to be like one thing, only in dif-
ferent ways.

But then what is the distinctive feature of this
Story? It's the telling of the events of what’s going
on in this place called Collnacuppogue (this is
where we actually are, which is four miles from
Kenmare). It's a different kind of voice than the
WS and I can’t quite pin it down. There is some
energy that makes it different than plain Writing
Sessions where I really just keep the hand moving
and jump from one topic to another. This is the
story for now. If it could improve into something
or change, I don’t object. I could start a new section
if I got a bright idea. But don’t ask me to write
another Nimai story or invent a character like Hari-
deva of that short novel Caitanya-daya. I'm just
myself in Collnacuppogue.

I really don’t want to go into fiction. Not even
like I was doing last April. I did like those Stories in
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April and Gite Stories. The Gite Stories were written
in France. They were just getting warmed up but
we had to leave after six days. I imagined that some
people were sitting around a table. It was the actual
green metal table in the backyard where I wrote
each afternoon. It was hot as hell out there and I
could barely stand it for an hour. I started putting
around the idea that there were people sitting
around this table, like in a Joseph Conrad novel
where one person narrates the whole story while
others sit and listen. It’s a devise he uses for telling
his novel. And I see that Jean Shepherd does the
same thing in his book. He tells us that he is going
to visit his hometown, so he goes into the tavern
that’s run by his childhood buddy, Flick. Then he
and Flick reminisce about the old days and that’s
the substance of the book—chapters of his child-
hood memories. I don’t feel much like doing that.

Go a little further with this chapter. Don’t be
close-mouthed. You can’t escape playing for the
audience. There is a tension and you are playing
with it, using it for effect. It’s the tension between
opposites—wanting to write only for yourself
(which also means writing only for God, like the
flute player in the pit)—and the desire to write
something that will be universally readable. Yeah, I
like that success, an objective piece which the ma-
jority of intelligent readers really dig. “Wow that’s
a good piece, so interesting,” and so on. I want that.
But when I write my own way, part of my is
thinking, “How will it go over?” Will she and he



)

)

41

think this is a satisfying chapter even though I just
talk about writing? Will it look like some author’s
notes? This bring us to the point of Bluff and
Modern Art.

If we go further, it brings us to “what do you
really care about?” Do you have some strong con-
viction about what you want to write, either for
yourself or for the readers? If you have a love for a
way, then do it and don’t care about other things.
That’s my sought ideal—just write what you can
(not what you can’t—don’t tear your hair out about
that) and do it in Krspna consciousness. Write what
you think will read well. That’s all there is to it.

Fail? Pass off notes as a finished product? Don’t
worry about all that. It could be edited or excerpted
later.

This is a somewhat strange energy and I think it
may lead somewhere. I am not overjoyed to be
writing about the nature of writing. But at least it’s
the actual story of a retreat—this one.

Today they’ll serve some sweets left over from
yesterday’s feast.

Chapter Twelve
Untitled

Dear Story, I was talking about you today. It was
during my 11 A.M. Writing Session. I said I was
willing to give up the afternoon slot for writing
this story. I also wrote this down on a Post-it when
I was in the bathroom: “You don’t have to write so
much about writing. Just tell the retreat’s story.”
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But the retreat isn’t simply externals. For exam-
ple, the landlord brought a man over and they in-
stalled a brass-looking barrel to replace the leaky
water tank. I was upstairs and I heard them talking
with Madhu. The Irish rural talk is fast and has its
own rhythm. M, talks like one of them. He gave
them each a cup of mint tea. They were laughing
about that because anyone else would have given
them booze. M. told them why we can’t do that.
They were gentle enough, crude country gentle-
men. Thank him downstairs with my coat and hat
on and say hello. “Madhu, can I spend some time
in the van?” They know him as Maurice. So here I
am in the van. These are some of the externals.

Before coming out here, I worked some more on
the Bhagavad-gita, preparing short writing assign-
ments to give to the devotees. You know about that
already. I'll have to polish them up. They may
draw blanks with some devotees who won’t be able
to express themselves. I'm thinking of saying,
“Imagine you are on your deathbed.” (This would
be for a response to Krsna speaking 8.5.) “Describe
yourself in the ideal surroundings in which you’d
like to die. Think of particular devotees who you’'d
like to be there and how everyone is chanting. Go
ahead.” Some may think that’s weird, especially a
Godbrother who might drop by while I'm speaking
it in class. I'm trying to personalize the Bhagavad-
gita and coach them to make responses to the state-
ments Krsna makes when he speaks directly. The
idea for the writing class is good, but I don’t know
whether it will actually work. I do plan to write
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these assignments myself along with the class, so
I'll have fun one way or another. We will all have
notebooks and we can save the results of our writ-
ings to look at later.

It irks me to sit back and have nothing more to
say. What kind of a writer or devotee is that? Ima-
gine a devotee getting an opportunity to appear on
a T.V. show that many people watch. The host
introduces him as a follower of the Hare Krsna
movement and asks him if he has anything he’d
like to tell the people of America and those watch-
ing around the world via satellite. The devotee
looks up blankly and says nothing. Or he talks
about a leaky tank in an old farmhouse and then
comes abruptly to a stop. The interviewer asks him,
“Could you explain to us the aims of a retreat?”

The devotee starts saying things he’d read in
Christian books. “It’s a time to be alone with God.
We are all so busy, we think solitude is a luxury,
but actually it is a need. We need to be alone with
God. Even if we belong to a church, we need to
personalize our relationship with Krsna.”

“And how do you do that?” the interviewer asks.

“We chant the names of God.”

“Well, couldn’t you do that without taking a
retreat?”

“Yes, I guess so. Matter of fact, I don’t chant better
when I'm on a retreat, but I get a lot of writing
done.”

“What are you writing now?”
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“I’'m writing a pictorial biography to celebrate the
Centennial of His Divine Grace, which occurs in
1996” (make some points with the Centennial
organizers).

“Could you tell us about His Divine Grace?”

“Oh, you can read that in one of the many books
I have prepared about him.”

“Is there anything else you would like to tell the
people?”

“It is raining tink-tink-tinkle on the metal roof
of the van. They haven’t finished installing the
new water tank. I ought to go on my own. Hare
Krsna.”

Chapter Thirteen
End of One Week

Today ends one week on this secret retreat. Start-
ing today, I'll write in this story only one time, in
the morning. I'll give the afternoon hour to inter-
views with Madhu on my letters from Srila Pra-
bhupada. But just because I write less here doesn’t
mean I can’t tell the story. You may wait
sometimes and take it up when more has
happened and a pressure has built up to do it.

On my walk I carry a tape recorder in my left
jacket pocket and wear earphones. In my right
jacket pocket I have a dictaphone. What I do is play
the tape recorder, which is a recording of my voice
speaking the Bhagavad-gita verses and some sugges-
tions for writing assignments. When I get an idea,
then I put the tape recorder on pause and reach for
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the dictaphone with my right hand, then speak
something. This speaking will become a basis for
the writing assignments as I'll give them in the
class next January. In the last two days I was sur-
prised to see the first flashes of headlights of an
approaching car. So with both hands, I shoved the
tape recorders into my pockets, feeling almost as if
I'd been caught carrying guns. When the car ar-
rives, they’ll see me as a peaceful nonentity out for
a morning walk with his hazelwood cane. But once
I'm alone, I'm at it again.

The last part of the walk is quite a stiff incline up
toward the house. On the tape recorder my voice
said to go ahead and speak some inspiration now
into the dictaphone, but I had to laugh because my
only inspiration was how to climb up that hill. In
the distance I saw the smoke curling up from the
chimney. For most of the walk it was raining, but
now it had mostly stopped—I could tell by looking
at the puddles—so I folded up my umbrella and
started using the cane again to help me get up the
hill. This is sweet stuff, walking and preparing. I
have been not been able to enter myself into the
prayer states but this is a good consolation to be pre-
paring something for the devotees so that they can
enter prayer states. When they do so I'll do it with
them. We'll each write in our own words a reponse
to Krsna speaking in the Bhagavad-gita.

At the end of one week:
Think of Maharaja Pariksit and his seven last
days. That was the original and bona fide bhagavata-
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saptaha. He was given notice. But how can you
drastically improve when you only have one week
left? Or is it that we should be patient. In the hos-
pital you are a patient. Calm nerves. Here’s your
mother, here’s the nurse holding your hand. You
cry regrets. You chant Hare Krsna, but it is empty,
even at this crucial hour.

There was an old T.V. show on the theme,
“What if you had a million dollars?” A person was
given a million dollars, but had to spend it within
twenty-four hours. The last supper. Money worries
up until the end.

Hey, this isn’t the last week of my life! It’s just a
warm-up. Tattva-vit reviewed one of my books
and said that I'm usually self-conscious for the first
ten or fifteen pages while warming up. What does
he know? At the end of one week, you feel that
there is plenty where this came from. Have faith in
the process. Don’t give up.

Who knows what I actually did in this week? I
can’t figure it out. Where did the week go? Like
autumn evenings that have gone West, it will
never return. It is a lost week. Gone into oblivion,
into the time warp, misspent?

Lord Krsna, this material body and this material
energy is illusion to the soul. Please give us time
and the intelligence to spend it well. There goes a
week and I am weak.

In this week I wrote this story.

)
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Part 11

Chapter One
Don’t Go Mum

This is not Ballyferriter. The bathroom gets cold
here. We have decided not to return here after
India. My main reason is that it’s not an ISKCON
place and would be hard to explain to the ISKCON
authorities why I spend so much time here. But . . .
it’s also cold and the dogs bark. No, it’s a good place,
remote. You never hear an electric bass from a rock
band over the radio and you hardly hear cars go by.
No place is a perfect writer’s paradise, and even if
you could find such a paradise that doesn’t mean
the muse would visit you there.

This morning I urged myself gently, “Go ahead
and continue regular writing. Write your poem
when you come back from the morning walk.” Yes-
terday I wrote no poems morning or night. Not
writing was good, but so is the advice to keep at it.
It should be a way of life. Still, when you have no
desire, you can’t do it. You wonder if you are right
or wrong.

I was reading about Hiranyakasipu getting the
benedictions from Lord Brahma. It looked so fool-
ish in print, “That I may not be killed by any crea-
ture created by you, or any entity not created by you
. . . That I not be killed in a house or outside a
house, by a man-made or demigod-made weapon

... ” He tried to cover all the possibilities. So vain
and demoniac. They continue to do it today in
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perhaps more sophisticated language. May I not be
killed by cholesterol or AIDS or by nuclear waste or
nuclear bombs, by terrorists’ or big nations’ bombs,
by Russian or non-Russian. We all have to die.
Truism.

Not much reason to read another writer except
to see that he has the balls to write his point of
view, so why don’t I persist in telling the Krsna
conscious rap of higher life?

I liked it when Srila Prabhupada wrote, “Of
course, it is not possible to convince modern scien-
tists of the Vedic information about the universe.
Nonetheless, we are not very much impressed by
the words of the scientists who say that all other
planets are vacant and that only the earth is full of
living entities” (Bhag. 7.4.7, purport).

Srila Prabhupada really blasted the scientists and
gave inspiration for his scientifically learned disci-
ples to do the same, as Sadaputa is doing in such a
defiant way. Prabhupada didn’t speak as much of
poets and writers, but he did mention them. They
are among the speculators, “thoughtful poets,”
sense gratifiers, those who deride Krsna, etc. Maybe
they are not as influential as the scientists, but Pra-
bhupada was aware of them. Let the writer become
Krsna conscious, that is Prabhupada’s wish and
Narada’s direction when he tells how things
should be used in the Lord’s service. When I read
some pages of Ballyferriter Stories, I see a friendly,
Krsna conscious person talking to any friends who
want to listen. It's Krsna conscious talk and that’s
good.
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Here is Srila Prabhupada, with relevant com-
ments on being a writer: “One must dedicate every-
thing in the service of the Lord. If one is a learned
scholar, scientist, philosopher, poet, etc., then he
should employ his learning to establish the
supremacy of the Lord. . . . Do not decry Him . . . or
take His position simply by fragmental acccumula-
tion of knowledge. . . . The best thing, is. . . to . .
engage oneself completely in hearmg the transcen—
dental pastimes of the Lord. But in case of the ab-
sence of such an opportunity, one should try to
engage in the service of the Lord everything for
which one has specific attraction” (Bhag. 1.5.32,
purport).

This last statement seems to touch on what I
have been working with. I recently thought to cur-
tail my stories and poems and do more direct
Srimad-Bhagavatam reading. That may be the
higher platform Or even if one were entirely
satisfied in only hearing Srimad- Bhagavatam one
might come down to the world and write in a way
that people could relate to. In my case, I'm not sure
exactly why I write the way I do. It may be a
compulsion, like a material drive or habit. It may
be that I have evolved here step by step to free-
writing and I don’t know how to get out of it. It is
also likely that I am materially conditioned and so
tend to write of this body, this world. I am not yet
addicted to talking of Krsna. In any case, it is good
for me to use the writing in the service of the Lord.

Narada Muni says, “O good soul, does not a
thing, applied therapeutically, cure a disease which
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was caused by the very same thing?” Prabhupada
writes, “The material concept of a thing is at once
changed as soon as it is put into the service of the
Lord. That is the secret of spiritual success” (Bhag.
1.5.33, verse and purport).

“Thus when all of a man’s activities are dedi-
cated to the service of the Lord, those very activities
which cause a perpetual bondage become the de-
stroyer of the tree of work” (Bhag. 1.5.34).

Perhaps the best exposure of the mundane writ-
ers was done by Srila Prabhupada in his purport to
Srimad-Bhagavatam 1.5.10, after the verse
beginning, “Those words which do not describe the
glones of the Lord . . . are like a pilgrimage place for
crows.” Srila Prabhupada speaks of the crows’
literature as decorative language which is like the
decoration of a dead body: “Spiritually advanced
men who are compared to swans do not take
pleasure in such dead literatures, which are the
source of pleasure for those who are spiritually
dead . . . in the modes of passion and ignorance
they are distributed under different labels but can
hardly help the spiritual urge of the human being .

. Such literary men . . . mundane poets . . . are all
dolls of the material energy.”

I advise you to keep on talking as best you can,
whether in Ballyferriter where you sifted through
the Blasket Island writers and concluded that Krsna
consciousness is infinitely better, or wherever you
find yourself. Go on writing. You are the standard
bearer of Prabhupada’s teachings. It's your duty.
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One may say it is also my duty to present Krsna
consciousness in a more elevated form of litera-
ture, or in the traditional way, like Vedic com-
mentary on $astra, but as I have said many times, I
can only do what I am suited to do. I can talk with
you like two friends by the fireside or on the walk,
what it’s like to try to be a devotee, how I like to
read Prabhupada’s books, what we go through . . .
what we see with our senses transformed by the
bhakti process.

I hope to continue one way or another. Don’t go
mum. Don’t abandon the field so that the crows
have it all to themselves. Until Western devotees
start producing ISKCON Shakespeares, I'll be glad
to do a little man’s talking on a cold morning.

Chapter Two
After the Walk

COMES DAWN AND
THE MAHA-MANTRA
You are walking in pre-dawn on the

lonely road and suddenly you feel and
see light from behind you. You think
it's the first glint of car’s headlights.
You turn to see but there is no car.
This is the way dawn comes.
From where? Over there above
that hill, no yellow ball or even
hint of red or shine, but a general
lighting as if a stage director were
slowly turning up some indirect lighting.
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Usually you don’t catch him in the
act, but sometimes the actual moment
catches you. There it is, Stirya’s
chariot is approaching. The night

is over.

Listen, please, with your brain and
anything else you can bring to bear upon
the uttering of Hare Krsna

mantras and your
hearing them. At least feel good
about the mantras. Live in them
and don’t desire any other meditation
or yoga or God or method.
That much I can do, feel at home and
walking and chanting. But it's a shame
I'm such a poor representative
of the maha-mantra.

So that’s how it is. Hold on. Don’t become a
cynic. It is God’s way. Be true to your own experi-
ence. I'm gathering the writing assignments for the
seminar. I can feel the cynical influence of James
Tate hounding me because I just read one of his
poems. Can’t deny it; it’s here, I think he’s a friend
of a similar madman, Charles Simic. Why not
write your own prose-poem?

Keep sniffing your trail like a dog does; don’t
look up. Your nose and your trail. I told them,
“Write what you feel when you hear someone de-
ride Krsna.” And, “Do you ever flinch when you
hear Lord Krsna and Srila Prabhupada call the non-
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devotees asses and dogs and hogs?” I'm asking
them to come out with their gut responses to
Bhagavad-gita verses. Then adjust or correct wrong
visions, make prayers and resolutions. It's fun and
I hope it works in the classroom.

We've got it easier than the nondevotees. Christ
also said. “Follow me. My way is easy. My yoke is
light.” Krsna supplies what you need and protects
what you have, but the nondevotee prefers to
suffer because at least he retains his freedom to defy
God. He’d rather have eagles eat out his entrails
while he’s chained down, as long as he can curse
God and the gods. He’d prefer to be Sisyphus,
punished to roll the big boulder up the hill only to
have it roll back down. Some are like that.

Some, if you could explain it to them, would be
willing to accept the patronage of Lord Krsna who
can solve all problems. “No, I'd rather be on my
own,” most say. “You tell me that God is like a
wealthy father and can give me all I need, but I hate
Him. Why does He allow suffering and why is
everything in His creation messed up and the stu-
pid jerks are always in control of the government?”
(more or less that’s what I said to Father Hicks in
1960.)

To some extent, you can explain it if you are
patient, learned, and expert. If they will listen. Start
with yourself.

God is not to blame. Humans bring on the tur-
moil by their misbehavior, breaking nature’s laws.
The first big law they break is to defy God Himself.
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That leads them into all kinds of trouble. There are
modes of nature and sins and illusion and greed.
All kinds of things. It's explained step by step in
Bhagavad-gita As It Is. Soften your rock heart a bit by
chanting the maha-mantra. Hear from the pure
devotee. We can try to tell them, we must. Some-
one will be interested. Most will prefer to deny the
only Supreme God even while they are crushed by
the illusory energy.

Chapter Three
Twenty-four Hour Kirtana

Headache went away overnight. Dogs barking
almost all night, but I'd prefer to think they don’t
bother me much. I'm indoors and have so many
nice things including a hot water bottle to embrace
to my chest with both my arms. I didn’t so much
want to get out of bed, but I knew it was right. So to
the desk I went, turned on the electric heater at my
feet, adjusted the chair pillow, and went at it, my
early A.M. Writing Session. After that I read the
Bhagavatam for about thirty-five minutes. Then I
was chanting japa before a candle in a red votive
candleholder and a blue-colored one, before the
altar pictures. Meanwhile, the dogs continued bark-
ing. I saw through the mist-covered window that
the near-full moon was very bright and I guess that
maybe that’s what the dogs were barking about. My
japa was not soulful, and I don’t even know what
to think or feel about that. I can’t get upset about it,
nor do I wish to get upset. Just keep going.
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The bathroom in early morning is gradually get-
ting colder. There is no way to heat it. We can’t
reach it with our little electric heaters. While I
washed, I listened to a recording of Sadaputa lec-
turing in the U.S.A. He was debunking the theory
of the Aryan invasion of India and the chronology
of the Vedic civilization according to the Western
scholars. It did sound flimsy and absurd. And now
I'm back up here facing this chapter.

What did I read in the Bhagavatam? 1 can't
immediately remember. Let me dredge a moment,
or better, let me turn to the book. I do recall in
general that I'm impressed how Srila Prabhupada
goes right to the jugular or right to the best heart of
bhakti topics. The editors of one collection of Henry
Miller’s writings said of him, “Reading Miller, I
feel experience being communicated—not in a
form that needs to be translated back from my head
to my heart, but as if it were food and flowing
straight to my gut.” In the case of reading Srila
Prabhupada, it is much more than that. It is
flowing directly to the spiritual mind, spiritual gut,
spiritual heart, everything. And it happens even if
you’re not aware of it. But you do need to be
attentive. In the half-conscious state, drifting your
eyes over the page, you are not actually reading.
That’s more like dozing or cheating. Reading is a
full engagement. Even the hands want to take part.
I mean, the way they sit quietly by while the whole
breathes and waits, while the souls draws in its
nourishment. When you read the Bhagavatam
nicely, you are in a state where nonsense activities
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are suspended. The soul drinks and eats . . . No
matter what the topic discussed, Srila Prabhupada
is bringing us up to the highest stage. He may not
directly discuss gopi-bhava, but he is giving us what
we need in order to reach that stage in the future.
Therefore, no one gives more advanced teachings
than he does—if by advanced you mean that which
will actually make you advanced .

In one verse the word madarsanam is used. The
Supreme Lord was replying to the demigods who
prayed to Him for relief from Hiranyakasipu’s per-
secutions. The voice of the Lord replied to them
and said that they should seek His daréana. Srila
Prabhupada writes that the ability to understand
the Supreme Personality of Godhead depends on
our bhakti. There are nine forms of bhakti and any
one of them can give us darsana or direct meeting
with Krsna. Hearing the Lord’s voice was as good as
seeing His form. “Contrary to the laws of the mate-
rial world, there is no difference between seeing the
Lord, offering prayers and hearing the transcen-
dental vibration. Pure devotees therefore are fully
satisfied by glorifying the Lord. Such glorification is
called kirtana” (Bhag. 3.4.27, purport).

This reminded me that writing is also kirtana as
good as singing with drums and karatalas. Let’s
have twenty-four kirtana, of one sort or another.

I am feeling the relief of not having a headache.
Happiness is to get a respite from the material
miseries. For a practitioner of vaidhi-bhakti, it also
means that you can do your active service. We are
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not so advanced that we can remain fully engaged
only in the mind. I need to be able to write and read
and chant, all of which takes mental strength. For
this I need relative freedom from pain. Only be-
cause I was free from head pain could I be generous
and tolerant toward the dogs barking. I knew they
couldn’t stop me from my tasks. But if the head
pain comes, then I am stopped and can only retreat
to bed and look for rest and time, which are the
only known cures for the headaches. I know the
headache is not bad or evil. It does make me grate-
ful for this blessed state I'm in now, anticipating
my morning walk, writing this chapter, and
thinking of the things I'd like to do. I want to
become more accomplished and make my
contribution to the Krsna consciousness
movement. Besides that, the headache is itself
connected to Krsna, so it’s not evil. When it comes
it tells me I cannot do what I like and that the body
is not my permanent home, not a place of peace.
Krsna is always teaching us, either through matter
or spirit.

Uninterrupted bhakti—

Ah! You’'d like that, wouldn’t you? You and
Henry Miller and Victor Borges. You want to be
with them in a writer’s heaven? But maybe they’re
in hell. You better leave them. Or go preach to
them if you think you're strong enough. Maybe
you just better say, “Good-bye.”

Srila Prabhupada. He’s the one. Become his
menial servant. The bell is ringing and his servant
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now has to go to Prabhupada’s room. Would you
like those days again? Are they gone? Am I still his
menial servant? Yes, when you read, and when
you write for him.

Prabhupada is the teacher. He set the example of
uninterrupted bhakti. One time he told me that
whether you wash the dishes or read, they’re all
different varieties of Krsna consciousness. Krsna in
the heart will teach you when to do one and when
to do the other.

Nirantara means you never stop. Not at death.
There was a devotee named Nirantara dasa. He
used to sing and joke and challenge me. I wonder
where he is. We're all moving along.

Diaries. Write and write. Don’t stop. No death.

But you know you're not the only one in the
world,

You're a tiny mite,

dust mote

spark of the great fire

that is Lord Krsna. He will tell you
your rasa. Get it together to

give up the false ego “rasa,”

the dog rasa, dream rasa

sweet rice rasa or you'll have to come back for
that and taste the rasa of pain and kicking others
and being kicked by them in Bosnia, Rwanda, and
in history, the row of presidents being knocked
down like bowling pins, all play dead.

Dear Lord, teach us rightly and please deliver us.
Srila Prabhupada had the nght idea: be always en-
gaged in Lord Caitayna’s mission, thinking how to
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save the others. We may not be able to save every-
one, he said, but at least a few. We are fortunate
who follow him and despite our faults, stay always
engaged in some attempt to practice Krsna con-
sciousness twenty-four hours a day in this life and
in the next.

Chapter Four
Autumn, Praising

Hey, I'm back. I'm back in the house, back on my
routine. Bag of oatmeal on kitchen table. BP is
cooking it. The range stuffed with stubby logs. Up-
stairs there is no heat. There’s no heat. Nothing
like autumn here. Seems it occurs only in North-
east U.S.A., real autumn. But so what? The whole
world is in illusion. It does refer back to something
original and pure in the spiritual world. Lord
Krsna knows autumn nights. They too are not like
Vermont foliage with its red and yellow maple and
birch—but why not? Vrnda-devi arranges every-
thing and anything. Be sure His autumn nights are
infinitely better . . . and no violence, no beer cans
and condoms thrown in the woods or police head-
lights after the murder on the highway.

In the autumn, $arat, the Supreme Lord wanted
to enjoy the rasa dance with the doe-eyed gopis, so
He arranged through his Yoga-maya that the moon
should be full, the breezes soft, and the flowers
aromatic. Then He played His flute, enchanting His
best lovers who fled from their houses to be with
Him.



Hey, hey, puddles. You can barely see when you
start out walking. Walking in the woods is like
bumping into a wall. Better use your flashlight and
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stay on the track. Going down the hill there’s the
light ahead in a little house belonging to the land-
lord. Don’t use your cane on the ground. Say Hare
Krsna in your mind—so the dog won’t bark. Then
you reach the gate—a long metal gate for cows—Ilift
it up with your foot, slide it off the cement, get
through and slide it back. No dog barked. Head for
the road.

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna Hare Hare.
Let them laugh. I laugh too. Just go on chanting,
timing yourself, and go on writing. Go on
collecting verses spoken by Lord Krsna and
planning your future days.

I plan to get my work done on this seminar in a
week at most. Then I'll go back over the verses
again, but this time for myself. I plan to Listen to
Lord Krsna speaking, to hear with a better inner
ear. I don’t know how far I'll get.

Praise—make it sincere, your own. Your own
words and music. Do seek it—my own experience
in praise. To Krsna, the one Krsna.

Praise and penance. Four rules is penance and
just to be cold in this room, that’s enough. I didn’t
fast on Vamana’s Appearance Day. How is penance
connected to praise?

Why? Because God wants it. Just because. He's
great. Why do you ask? Ain’t you moved? You
must be tired, man, to ask why praise. Everything
He does is so perfect, everything comes from him.
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He lifted Govardhana. He is my pulse. Praise the
God of all. Praise the Lord’s names, the gift of
mercy.

If you can’t, you're dead. Take a little nap and
come back praising.

Chapter Five
A Scoop

Dear Story, I have the scoop for you. In the
Writing Session I began at midnight, I hit on the
train of thought that this retreat should be more
directed toward prayer. I discussed what is prayer.
That led me to conclude the best concentrated pray-
er I could do would be to increase the japa quota. I
reasoned that the quota increase does not in itself
constitute prayer, but it may promote it. I want to
be aware and strive to overcome inattentive
chanting. I may do some japa reading along with
this. So, dear Story, this will be relevant for you. In
order to increase to thirty-two rounds, I will
suspend my two morning Writing Sessions. But
the time allotted for this Story of a Retreat will stay
intact. I supposed we will have some incidents to
tell about how we fared in the japa. What do you
think?

Part of me says, “Oh well, I've seen them come
and go.” But let’s not be cynical about attempts to
improve chanting. They’re always worthwhile, I
think. You are as good as dead if you lose all hope.
Even in terms of writing, japa produces some of
your most relevant pieces and interests devotees.
Anyway, that’s the proposal on the table right now.
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I'll be gathering my resolution for it during the day
and I plan to start tomorrow, which happens to be
the Disappearance Day of Srila Haridasa Thakura.
Today is the Appearance Day of Srila Bhaktivinoda
Thakura, who was also a great advocate of chanting
the holy names of Krsna. He said in one song that
there’s nothing in all the fourteen worlds except
the chanting of the holy names of God.

Last night the chained-up dog in our backyard
commenced barking at 10:30 P.M. He kept at it and
kept me awake until midnight. I wrote a note to M.
that maybe we should tell Dennis (the landlord)
that this dog is keeping us awake at night. One of
the main reasons we rented this place is that we
wanted quiet. They assured us it was quiet. But
even in ordinary places I don’t usually hear a dog
barking so close. I was wearing used earplugs and I
took them out and put in new ones but still the
poor dog’s yelps pierced through.

M. said to me that the time of a retreat is rare.
Usually I have no chance to take a solitary walk in
a place where no one will be able to interrupt me.
This retreat is like that (despite the dog), so I should
use the time in the most appropriate way. This has
led me to thoughts about concentrated forms of
prayer. I decided that I would sacrifice my daily
Writing Sessions in favor of the japa. NG says,
“That is the challenge: to let writing teach us about
life and life about writing. Let it flow back and
forth.”
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This is a big scoop for you, dear Story. It means
you can tell the story of a prayer retreat, a japa diary
sort of thing. I don’t have more to say about it right
now since it’s just a new idea. But speaking of pre-
cious time, the morning slot for the story is also
precious, so I won’t stop now just because I have
nothing on the tip of my tongue. I'll continue. Let
writing teach us about life and story. Let writing
create story.

When you are on a retreat, you can ask God to
reveal Himself to you. That may not be so comfort-
able. But Merton and others say not to set a de-
manding schedule and an impossible goal for your-
self. Don’t be like Vrtrasura who declared to Lord
Siva, “If you don’t appear in a few days to grant my
boons, I will cut off pieces of my flesh.” That forced
Siva to appear. We take the attitude, “Dear Lord,
please see my attempt to chant Your holy names in
a lonely place. Be pleased with me.” We may go so
far as to say, “Please let me not remain so dull and
neglectful of the great gift You have given in the
form of Your holy names.”

One has to persist in this. I am just a beginner, a
baby in spiritual life. But I'm not dead.

Chapter Six
Right Here if You Need Me

Begin Chapter Six, man, Chapter Six. How you
doin’ with your Gita verses for the writing course?

Oh, jes fine. I'm almost done. It will be done to
turn on my friends to writing, to express our re-
sponse to Lord Krsna. “Imagine that someone is
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disappointed with devotees and you are preaching
to them. Use verse 10.9 (mac-citta mad-gata-prana).”
“Write the way I did in Living with the Scriptures;
give a frament of your autobiography and some ex-
perience you had with this verse, api cet su-
duracaro.” “Write a letter to Lord Krsna responding
positively to His invitation in verse 9.30 where He
says He’s a special friend to His devotee.” “Write a
prosepoem on the inconceivable greatness of Lord
Krsna as expressed by Him in Bhagavad-gita 10.7.
Begin each sentence with ‘He is . . . * And end it
with a personal prayer.”

Don’t be pretentious or fanatical, but speak
Krsna's lila, guna, riipa,and nama.

I didn’t notice the landscape so much, but it was
light and the sky clear. That much I noticed. I was
listening to hear Lord Krsna’s presence. Don't tell
me I didn’t feel it, or can’t qualify, don’t know
Krsna.

Ve Jd
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Tired—you better be awake when you chant.
Hear alert, walk or spray your face with water or
ring a bell.

I've got my physical and mental limits. I was up
so early, you know. And there was a dog barking all
night.

Then when I hit the sack? Dream, lad, and why
don’t you catch one of them?

I'm not tired in spirit, just need a little snap. I'm
not tired of life. I'm not disgusted with everything,
just give me some time to rest.

“I'm sick and tired of sense gratification,” said
Devahiti to Lord Kapila. That's good. Give it up.

No way.
The express.
You shut down the WS for the time
being
and it may shut down on you.
How will you
figure anything out if you don't
write it down?
Oh, there will be a way.
I'll be right here if you need me,
chanting, chanting, I hope
utterable mantras
don’t disturb you. How few chant in this
world, huh? They never get the word,
dopes chant anyway,
chant in India and Hinterland.
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Therefore, this verse. It leaks out. Did you re-
ceive First Communion, diksd, of holy name?
Better go now. Take rest. Time is up.

I think the proposed japa quota is a good idea.
And I think there’ll be good results. I think you'll
be walking along. rain or shine, and one of these
days. . . it’s like he said about the first sunlight. The
name is going to sneak up on him, you know? No,
I think it’s a good thing and I'm all for it. Here’s my
ten rupees. Tell him Jiminy Cricket approves.

No kidding.

On my desk I have these books fresh out of the
cold van: Entering the Life of Prayer, Japa Reform
Notebook, Begging for the Nectar of the Holy Name,
Namamrta, The Way of the Pilgrim, and Caitanya-
caritamrta chapters on the glories of Haridasa Tha-
kura.

I told M. and he said as soon as I begin the thirty-
two, he’ll do it also till I stop.

Chapter Seven
Suspending

I started rearranging my schedule to accommo-
date the increase to thirty-two japa rounds per day. I
finished up my Bhagavad-gitd seminar writing as-
signments today. I'll be clear for a new kind of
hearing of Gita starting with tomorrow’s walk. In
other words, the thirty-two-round retreat deserves
a fresh start. Then I wrote, “Think—is The Story of a
Retreat okay or do you want to start a new diary
which would incorporate features of both Writing
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Sessions and The Story and a japa diary—in which
you could write whenever you want? You don't
need a whole hour or even a half hour, although
there would be likely times to write in it.”

Not yet clear what kind of writing I'll do starting
tomorrow, but I think I'll suspend the Story for
now. Even if I don’t add to it, it can live as it is,
another slice. It was good while it lasted, like the
yogurt-cream-covered pie Madhu offered today in
honor of Srila Bhaktivinoda Thakura (September
17,1994, in Collnacuppogue).



)

)

)y )

9

)

Part II1

Preface

It has been three full weeks since I suspended
this story. I didn’t think I'd take it up again, but
here goes. I'm in the last five days of the retreat.

Since I last wrote, I did a thirty-two-rounds-per-
day yajfia for two weeks, and sixty-four on Ekadasi.
I'm not bragging, just providing data. Completed
the syllabus for a seven-day seminar, “Selections
from the Bhagavad-gita, A Writing Course.” Did
two one-hour Writing Sessions per day, fifteen and
a half microcassettes. Relished eating every day
very much. Saw the days slip by and dwindle.
Watched the strong white water rapids of Sheen
River from a stone bridge. Began Letters from a
Sannyasi. It’s well under way now, by Krsna’s grace;
I do them talking out loud on the way home from
the walk.
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Morning walks start at 7 A.M. now, anything be-
fore that is as dark as night outside. In WS I worked
out a lot of tension about worrying whether it’s all
right for me to take frequent retreats. I decided,
“Yes.” We also decided on our itinerary for the next
half year. Reading in Prabhupada’s books never got
up to even a steady one and a half hours a day. But
I do relish the first session of reading from 1:15 to
almost 2 A.M. For one week I had headaches almost
every day. Madhu has been interviewing me, rem-
inisces and preachmg based on Srila Prabhupada’s
letters to me in Boston, 1970. It has been quiet and
fruitful and detached. Recently, I've gone out into
the solitude of backyard pastures for a half hour in
the afternoon where I do a kind of lectio divina pray-
er with no more than four verses of Bhagavad-gita.
That’s what I've been doing.

For the next five days (the last of the retreat) I
intend to continue with The Story of a Retreat.

Intro to Part III:
Natural Krsna Consciousness
Still thinkin’ of a five-day book
Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday
Saturday
Progresso looks lively, full of bounce
in Krsna consciousness.
If I'm more Krsna conscious serious now
then be that.

But give us a book of who you
are with drawings
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clusters,

big sheet

typing.

Going from one to the other,
Night Notes
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