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Våndävana is revealed in the heart of the sincere devotee. In reality,
it is not on any map, nor is it part of any country.
— Hayagréva Swami, Vrindaban Days: Memories of an Indian Holy Town

Serving Çréla Prabhupäda’s Mood
It’s winter in Våndävana — and that means COLD! It’s almost time for Räja-bhoga äratika
and I’m keen to take darçana of the Deities. I brace myself in preparation for the ocean of
cold awaiting me outside and exit the front door. My knees complain their way down the
many cold steps. The outside air is much cooler and there is a north wind, but the sun is
attempting to shine. My eyes scan the very familiar surroundings and soon note something
that’s also familiar, but not so ordinary.
It’s Daivé-çakti Devé däsé standing before a small grove of large and very healthy tulasé
trees. She’s absorbed in her service and doesn’t notice me, and so I take the liberty of
carefully observing her for some time. Her nimble fingers, seemingly impervious to her
body age and the cold, are gently yet swiftly plucking the limitless maïjarés from Tulasédevé’s branches. From what I see, it seems she wants to assure Tulasé Mahäräëé that — Yes
all your maïjarés will soon be offered to Çré Çré Rädhä-Çyämasundara, and then you can
peacefully hibernate for the now settling in month of fog and very low temperatures.
As I glance upon Daivé-çakti’s quiet, tireless and very practical service, I am reminded of
some very heart rendering words from Çréla Prabhupäda which clearly indicate not only
how dear Tulasé-devé is to him — but also how much he appreciates devotees who cultivate
and care for her.

(1)
My Dear Daughter Govinda däsé,
I am so very glad to learn that Çrématé Tulasé-devé has favored you so much.
If you can actually grow this tulasé plant, and I am sure you will do it, then
you must know it for certain that your devotion for Kåñëa is testified. I was
very much anxious to introduce this worship of tulasé plant amongst our
Society members, but it has not become successful till now, therefore, when I
hear that you have got this opportunity, my pleasure does not have any
bounds. (SPL 7th April, 1970)
(2)
Tulasé leaves are very dear to the Supreme Personality of Godhead, and
devotees should take particular care to have tulasé leaves in every temple and
center of worship. In the Western countries, while engaged in propagating the
Kåñëa consciousness movement, we were brought great unhappiness because
we could not find tulasé leaves. We are very much obliged, therefore, to our
disciple Çrématé Govinda däsé because she has taken much care to grow tulasé
plants from seeds, and she has been successful by the grace of Kåñëa. Now
tulasé plants are growing in almost every center of our movement. (ÇB 4.8.55p)

As I step into the narrow lane leading to the main temple entrance, I notice a small team
of enthusiastic devotees pushing a flat-top rickshaw laden with a huge, heavy and piping
hot container of khichré prasäda. They’ll soon be mass distributing it at the temple and the
fragrant steam billowing in the air seems intent on announcing their auspicious arrival.
As they approach a small shop and office complex, a middle aged Vrajaväsé shopkeeper
dressed in tight jeans and a very trendy but warm jacket, bolts out of his shop and sprints
towards the steaming khichré. His words are very well chosen — he obviously doesn’t want
to be refused: Prabhus, I really need your mercy! Please give me some mercy!
The young prasäda distributors look at each other, smile and prepare a plate of prasäda
for him. But the man has developed a transcendental greed — Prabhus, can you please
give me two? And he receives a second plate, with a smile.
All of this has been very carefully observed by the other shopkeepers, office workers, and
construction laborers. Not wanting to miss out on the mercy, they all quickly approach the
piping hot nectar. 15 or 20 men surround the rickshaw and the devotees happily serve
them — and offer a second helping. It’s such a blissful scene — everyone’s joking and
laughing and honoring prasäda. IT’S A FESTIVAL!

Seeing all this, my mind carries me back to 1966 and Çréla Prabhupäda
personally distributing prasäda…
Prabhupäda's open decree that everyone should eat as much prasädam as
possible created a humorous mood and a family feeling. No one was allowed
simply to sit, picking at his food, nibbling politely. They ate with a gusto
Swamiji almost insisted upon. If he saw someone not eating heartily, he
would call the person's name and smilingly protest, "Why are you not eating?
Take prasädam." And he would laugh. "When I was coming to your country
on the boat," he said, "I thought, ‘How will the Americans ever eat this
food?'’ And as the boys pushed their plates forward for more, Keith would
serve seconds — more rice, däl, capätés, and sabjé.
After all, it was spiritual. You were supposed to eat a lot. It would purify you.
It would free you from mäyä. Besides, it was good, delicious, spicy. This was
better than American food. It was like chanting. It was far out. You got high
from eating this food.
(Çréla Prabhupäda-lélämåta, Planting the Seed, Ch. 8)

As I enter the main temple gate, I can’t help but notice the large groups of street sädhus
and young street kids waiting for their daily quota of steaming hot khichré prasäda. I guess
they are wondering why it’s a little late today. The ISKCON bakery is also crowded with
pilgrims eager to purchase prasäda both for now and for sharing with family and friends
when they return home.

And when I finally enter the temple, I am greeted by the sight of a crowd of well-dressed
but jostling guests eager to receive a small plate of mahä-prasäda. Kåpälu Hari Prabhu and
Nalini Devé däsé are in their element. An unassuming yet dynamic father/ daughter team,
they have dedicated their hearts and lives to distributing this transcendental nectar and so
their happiness and satisfaction ever increase as plate after plate reaches the eager and
very grateful hands of Çréla Prabhupäda’s guests.
Overwhelmed by the oceanic waves of mercy I have witnessed in the last twenty

minutes, I can’t help but remember the compassionate genius who’s inspiring
it all. IT’S ÇRÉLA PRABHUPÄDA! My thoughts hone in on a very special
and historical pastime that happened in ISKCON Mayapur in 1974. His
Holiness Jayapataka Swami remembers it well ….
When we moved from the grass hut to the lotus building, the first multi-story
temple guest house where Prabhupada's quarters were, we had a big feast and
invited many villagers to come. After the feast was over, all the leaf plates
were thrown behind the temple and Prabhupada went upstairs to his room. I
was sitting with Srila Prabhupada in the room when we heard a dog barking

in the back. Prabhupada got up and walked all the way to the veranda,
looked over, and saw the big pile of banana leaf plates. So many people had
taken prasadam that there was a big pile of leaves (using a leaf as a plate is
the organic way that one eats in India). There were some very poor young
children with torn clothes and sticks in their hands who were beating off the
dogs to get the remnants of food that people had left on their plates. When
Prabhupada saw how these children had to fight dogs to eat throwaways, he
started to cry. Tears were coming down (his face). He said, "How hungry they
must be." Who would stoop to that situation, to fight off dogs to eat things
that other people had thrown away? Prabhupada was so moved by these
hungry children that he said, "We have to organize in such a way that nobody
within a ten-mile radius of the temple is hungry. Everyone should have food
to eat."
(Çréla Prabhupäda — Memories by Siddhänta Prabhu, Vol 1, Ch.2)
-

I am on my way to take darçana of Çré Çré Gaura-Nitäi when I notice a very large school
group filing into the temple. Hmmm! Experience tells me that it’s best I honor caraëämåta
first because that very special line will be VERY long VERY soon. As I extend my hand
to accept caraëämåta, I am greeted by Aarti Devé däsé. Her service is very simple but her
devotional awareness and sensitivity is very deep. Most pilgrims who approach her are
Indian, but many have forgotten their culture and extend their left hand to accept
caraëämåta. She’s strict with them, but ever so patient and kind — and so they are happy
to be corrected, and eagerly extend their right hand for the mercy. Aarti is meticulous in
her service and quick to attend to even a drop of caraëämåta spilt by the guests. She is
obviously well aware of the preciousness of the nectar she is distributing and she’s keen
that Çréla Prabhupäda’s guests are too.

Enlivened by her mood, a couple of very relevant and powerful thoughts from
Çréla Sanätana Gosvämé’s Hari-bhakti-viläsa come to mind…..
Know for certain that in Kali-yuga, drinking Lord Hari’s caraëämåta is the
best atonement for all kinds of sinful activities. Just by drinking caraëämåta,
one’s body becomes purified. (HBV V9.26,51)
Planetary positions cannot harm a person who regularly drinks caraëämåta,
nor can thieves and rogues plunder him. (HBV V9.43)

Standing beside Aarti is a vivacious young gåhastha distributing Bhagavad-gétä. Gétävalé
Devé däsé is her name and she has a very special son called Kåñëa Candra Däsa whom she
loves dearly — but her passion is book distribution. Come cold, heat, rain or sunshine
you’ll find her encouraging pilgrims to perfect their visit by taking home one of Çréla
Prabhupäda’s books. She’s gentle, but very tenacious — if she’s not successful in having
them purchase a book, she’ll hand them a mahä-mantra card as a gift and have them chant
the Holy Name. Her husband, Rasikendra Prabhu, is a dedicated püjäré, but it’s not
uncommon to also find him in the temple courtyard distributing Çréla Prabhupäda’s books
assisted by his enthusiastic little son.

Whenever I see or remember this very special couple, I inevitably remember
Çréla Prabhupäda’s amazing commentary on Govindadeva’s instruction that
there should be no attachment to children, wife, home and the rest. Çréla
Prabhupäda writes ….
As for detachment from children, wife and home, it is not meant that one
should have no feeling for these. They are natural objects of affection. But
when they are not favorable to spiritual progress, then one should not be
attached to them. The best process for making the home pleasant is Kåñëa
consciousness. If one is in full Kåñëa consciousness, he can make his home
very happy, because this process of Kåñëa consciousness is very easy.
(Bg 13.8 – 12p)

And I quite often remember a favorite insight shared by Çréla Prabhupäda in
his Kåñëa Book….
It is said that attachment for material objects and home is due to illusion,
which makes a living entity conditioned in the material world. But this is
only the case for persons who are not Kåñëa conscious. In the case of the
residents of Våndävana, such obstructions as attachment to hearth and home
are nonexistent. Because their attachment has been directed unto You and
their homes have been converted into temples by Your constant presence there,
and because they have forgotten everything for Your sake, there is no
impediment. For a Kåñëa conscious person, there is no such thing as
impediments due to attachment for hearth and home. Nor is there illusion.
(Ch.14)

I’m finally taking darçana of Çré Çré Gaura-Nitäi — but I’m distracted. Many school
children are standing in front of all three altars and the main teacher’s primary concern
seems to be that they stand in lines and be quiet. The students don’t look happy or
enlivened and many are shivering from the cold. Their neat but very flimsy uniforms are
no match for a Våndävana winter day!
Soon I see Bhägavata Puräëa Prabhu approach the main teacher. Bhägavata Puräëa is
certainly not the youngest of the 24-hour kértana team, but he is definitely the most
enthusiastic, dynamic, flamboyant and proactive preacher. He flashes one of his oceanic
smiles at the teacher and rests a friendly and reassuring hand on his shoulder. He
encourages him to raise his hands into the air just like Gaura-Nitäi — AND TO DANCE!
The man is completely charmed by this far from the ordinary Holy Man and does exactly
what he’s told! Before long Bhägavata Puräëa has all the students — and the teachers! —
dancing in the courtyard and loudly chanting responsively to the kértana. The mood is
contagious and many of the other guests join the party. And it’s a NAMA SANKÉRTANA
party!

Experiencing this overwhelmingly blissful mercy magic, my mind races back to
1967 and the mantra rock dance at the Avalon ballroom in San Francisco. It’s
Çréla Prabhupäda at his best …..
At ten o'clock Prabhupäda walked up the stairs of the Avalon, followed by
Kértanänanda and Raëacora. As he entered the ballroom, devotees blew
conchshells, someone began a drum roll, and the crowd parted down the
center, all the way from the entrance to the stage, opening a path for him to
walk. With his head held high, Prabhupäda seemed to float by as he walked
through the strange milieu, making his way across the ballroom floor to the
stage.
Suddenly the light show changed. Pictures of Kåñëa and His pastimes flashed
onto the wall: Kåñëa and Arjuna riding together on Arjuna's chariot, Kåñëa
eating butter, Kåñëa subduing the whirlwind demon, Kåñëa playing the flute.
As Prabhupäda walked through the crowd, everyone stood, applauding and
cheering. He climbed the stairs and seated himself softly on a waiting cushion.
The crowd quieted (and an enlivening kértana began)…..
(After some time) Çréla Prabhupäda stood up, lifted his arms, and began to
dance. He gestured for everyone to join him, and those who were still seated
stood up and began dancing and chanting and swaying back and forth,
following Prabhupäda's gentle dance.
Roger Segal: The ballroom appeared as if it was a human field of wheat
blowing in the wind. It produced a calm feeling in contrast to the Avalon
Ballroom atmosphere of gyrating energies. The chanting of Hare Kåñëa
continued for over an hour, and finally everyone was jumping and yelling, even
crying and shouting…..
Then suddenly it ended. And all that could be heard was the loud hum of the
amplifiers and Çréla Prabhupäda's voice, ringing out, offering obeisances to
his spiritual master: "Oà Viñëupäda Paramahäàsa Parivräjakäcärya
Añöottara-çata Çré Çrémad Bhaktisiddhänta Sarasvaté Goswami Mahäräja ki
jaya!... All glories to the assembled devotees!"

Yes this is Çréla Prabhupäda’s world — it’s a world of MERCY
MAGIC! The visionary mercy of a compassionate Gauòéya
Vaiñëava’s heart, and the magic of bhakti in action. On this very cold

day we have had the good fortune to see so many compassionate
devotees in action — all of them uniquely individual, all absorbed in
their own heart-chosen field of service. But there’s a palpable synergy
among them. All their hearts have the same heart beat and they dance
to the same tune — and what’s that? It is the irrepressible,
indefatigable — and irresistible! — compassion of Çréla Prabhupäda!
Many hearts, one heart beat — love for Kåñëa! — this is the precious
gift from Goloka Çréla Prabhupäda came to give — and he is still
distributing it through his many devoted and very dear followers! Jaya
Çréla Prabhupäda! Jaya Çré Våndävana-dhäma!

As I offer my obeisances before leaving the temple, my head and hands
touched by the sacred dust of Vraja, my heart is overwhelmed by just one
emotion…..
väïchä-kalpatarubhyaç ca kåpä-sindhubhya eva ca
patitänäà pävanebhyo vaiñëavebhyo namo namaù
I offer my respectful obeisances unto all the Vaiñëava devotees of the Lord.
They can fulfill the desires of everyone, just like desire trees, and they are full
of compassion for the fallen souls.

(jaya) çré-kåñëa-caitanya prabhu-nityänanda
çré-advaita gadädhara çréväsädi-gaura-bhakta-vånda
Hare Kåñëa, Hare Kåñëa, Kåñëa Kåñëa, Hare Hare
Hare Räma, Hare Räma, Räma Räma, Hare Hare

A Våndävana Winter Darçana
— Maìgala-ärati at ISKCON Våndävana —

— Çré Çré Gaura-Nitäi —

— Çré Çré Kåñëa-Balaräma —

— Çré Çré Rädhä-Çyämasundara —

Placing white jasmine garlands in the sky with His repeated smiles and laughter,
making all directions full of blue lotus flowers with His moving glances, and planting
blossoming land lotus flowers on the ground with His footsteps, Lord Mädhava walks
with Çré Rädhä in Våndävana forest.
— Çréla Prabodhänanda Sarasvaté, Våndävana-mahimämåta 10.29

