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Beyond Casteism
By Radha devi dasi

We all know the material world is full of inebrieties. 
Materialistic vision reflects duality rather than unity. Envy 
and the desire to enjoy cause us to exploit other living enti-
ties in horrible ways. We also know that a society based on 
spiritual principles is essential both to minimizing global 
suffering and to providing an atmosphere that promotes 
spiritual consciousness.

In this regard, Krishna recommends a social order 
based on the four varnas (brahmin, kshatriya, vaishya, 
and sudra) and the four ashrams (brahmachari, grhastha, 
vanaprastha, and sannyasa). Srila Prabhupada asked us to 
take up the mission of establishing a varnashrama system 
in modern times.

However, the remnants of the varnashrama system in 
India are the basis of exploitation and the cause of un-
necessary suffering for millions. The Dalits (formerly 
Untouchables) continue to be exploited, tortured and 
murdered on the basis of the low social standing they 
have. As Vaishnavas, do we have a duty to counter this 
awful misuse of varnashrama dharma? In the Caitanya-
caritamrita (Adi-lila) Srila Prabhupada specifically states 
that Dalits have the right to become devotees.

Krishna’s Bhagavad-gita, clearly establishes that we 
are not the body, that spiritual advancement is equally 
available to everyone without regard for social norms. Our 
Gaudiya Vaishnava tradition rests on the understanding 
that spiritual practice can convert a sudra or untouchable 
into a brahmin. Hence, any social order that limits a per-
son’s social role based on birth alone is inconsistent with 
our philosophy.

But this varnashrama system is used to support egre-
gious violations of human rights in India. 180 million 
Dalits are among its most wretched citizens, because of an 
unforgiving and cruel caste hierarchy that condemns them 
to the bottom of the heap. The segregation of Dalits begins 
early: they are separated by markers and coloured wrist 
bands in classrooms; and forced to clean school toilets.

Upper caste school children routinely boycott school 
lunches cooked by Dalit cooks. There is systematic per-
secution of Dalit students in Indian universities. This 
persecution stems from the perception of higher ranked 
individuals that Dalits have no right to enjoy the same 
activities or careers as other citizens. The horrific murder 
of a young Dalit man in Gujarat exemplifies this problem.

Twenty-one year old Pradip Rathod was killed for 
riding a horse. Prior to his murder, upper caste Darbars 
threatened his family, reportedly saying that horse riding 
was a hobby that could only be practiced by members of 
higher castes. Rathod’s mutilated body was discovered af-
ter his father became concerned at not being able to reach 
him.

Such 
atrocities 
are noth-
ing new 
in Gujarat 
where 
cases have 
been quite 
often 
reported 
about 
Dalits be-
ing pulled 
down from 
horseback 
during wedding processions, being assaulted for sporting 
a moustache, being denied haircuts in village barber shops, 
not being allowed entry in temples, or not being allowed 
to fetch water from public sources.

The real purpose of varnashrama is to establish the 
duties of the various social groups. The modern emphasis 
on privilege rather than duty perverts varnashrama into a 
system of exploitation. A system in which the upper castes 
feel no sense of responsibility for the well-being of other 
groups can never create an atmosphere conducive to God 
consciousness. If we want to follow Srila Prabhupada’s in-
struction to re-establish true varnashrama, we have to show 
the world how that system is meant to work.

According to Srila Prabhupada and to our Vaishnava 
philosophy, everyone has a right to practice Krishna con-
sciousness. Thus, our temples must be open to all. The 
opportunity to serve the Lord and His devotees belongs 
to everyone. We can and must set aside questions of caste 
and social standing in our devotee communities. And we 
must understand our responsibility to protect those who 
are being exploited. In this way, we can show the world 
real varnashrama.

Spiritual Perspectives
Seeing the World through Spiritual Eyes 
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Pradip Rathod, 21, member of the Dalit community, 
murdered for riding his horse
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Srila Prabhupada’s Son Vrindavan Chandra De 
Passes Away
By Madhava Smullen, iskcon News, April 5, 2018
https://bit.ly/2KtsL3L
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iskcon Founder Srila Prabhupada’s youngest 
son, Vrindavan Chandra De, passed away at his 
home in Kolkata at 10:30 p.m. on April 3. He had 
been suffering from lung cancer. 

Vrindavan Chandra was favorable to his fa-
ther’s society. He had also been the only family 
member present when Srila Prabhupada boarded 
the Jaladuta to leave for the U.S. on August 13, 
1965. He related the experience when he attended 
the 50th anniversary celebration of Prabhupada’s 
historical journey at Netaji Stadium in 2015.

Vrindavan Chandra recalled seeing his father 
off from Kolkata’s Khidirpur Dock with a jar of 
coconut laddhus from his sister (Prabhupada’s 
daughter) Bhakti-lata. He remembered Srila 
Prabhupada being so renounced that he even 
gave him the forty rupees he had left, “because 
it wouldn’t be any use to him in America.” 
Prabhupada asked his son to give his best wishes 
to his family, and requested them to pray for his 
safe journey. Then, as the ship’s bell sounded its 
departure, Vrindavan Chandra shed tears and 
prostrated himself in obeisance before his father.

At another time, iskcon guru Radhanath 
Swami recalled, “I once asked Vrindavan Chandra, 
‘What were you thinking when your father, just 
going on 70 years old, was walking alone up the 
steps to the Jaladuta, carrying only forty rupees 
and not knowing anyone in America to help him?’ 
With tears in his eyes, Prabhupada’s son told me, 
‘I was proud of my father.’”

Vrindavan Chandra continued to keep in 
touch with Srila Prabhupada over the years as 
iskcon grew. GBC Madhusevita Das remembers 
him visiting Prabhupada in Mayapur in the early 
1970s. Meanwhile Bhagavat Maharaja, another 
Prabhupada disciple, recalls him coming to visit in 
Bombay. “During that time Srila Prabhupada gave 
his son the sole rights to sell his books in all the 
stores of India,” Bhagavat Maharaja says. “I was in 
Srila Prabhupada’s room when they both signed 
the agreement. Vrindavan Chandra De main-
tained his family during his life by selling Srila 
Prabhupada’s books to the stores in India. When 
he retired, he signed over the rights to sell them to 
the stores back to iskcon. He was a very beautiful 
devotee who was so dear to Srila Prabhupada.”

Later, during Srila Prabhupada’s last days in 
Vrindavan, Vrindavan Chandra often came to see 
his father.

“Srila Prabhupada was naturally very affec-
tionate towards him, and spoke very intimately 
with him, making arrangements for the welfare of 
his family,” Bhakti Charu Swami recalls. “Although 
he did not seriously accept the path of devotion, as 
the son of a pure devotee he will positively receive 
a destination beyond our imagination.”

“All glories to Srila Prabhupada. All glories to 
Sri Vrindavan Chandra!”ht
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Vrindavan Chandra De speaks at the 50th 
Anniversary of Prabhupada’s departure for the U.S.

Vrindavan Chandra De with Radhanath Swami
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guage mixed with rap, she creates a living, dynamic and 
very appealing connection between the timeless and the 
contemporary. Her lyrics are like prayers, which with 
the aid of her astoundingly beautiful voice are fully 
capable of capturing the heart - sometimes by stirring it 
up, other times by pacifying it.

Being a working mom I do not have much 
time to put my feet up, pour a cup of tea and en-
joy music, but I always like to listen to stuff when 
I’m driving around on errands, alone with my 
thoughts, open for reflections. I get into my car, 
turn the engine on, and listen to my favorite song 
on the album Tell My Ego. OK, Dhanya, “speak” 
to me, I’m listening!

“Wake me up, I’m foreign in this habitat, 
So I think it’s time for me to let it go, 
You can tell my ego that.  
It’s time,  
Time to pull the curtains back, 
Time to let the light shine in, 
Time to take my power back! 
I have had enough of this mess 
And I can tell that there is no winning 
So why try? Why try?” 

A series of nice metaphors – a lovely start. The 
first part of the song reminds me of the poetry 
of Bhaktivinode Thakura, praying for wisdom, 
and expressing a mindset in which one feels the 

Continued on page 4
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Tell My Ego – A Tour Around My Conscience 
with Dhanya
By Krishna Lila Dasi (Krisztina Danka), iskcon News, April 3, 2018
https://bit.ly/2k0Wiq8

The cover art of Dhanya’s new music album. www. dhanyamusic.com
I am a literary critic and a filmmaker, with 

a special appreciation for every form of art that 
connects our modern and conditioned minds with 
ancient, eternal wisdom, and inspires our soul to 
wake up and become the best that we can. My 
favorite contemporary painter is G. Subramanian, 
a South Indian mixed media artist, who creates 
fantastic mythical pictures and Krishna portraits 
made from torn out of pieces of recent issues of 
the “National Geographic” magazine. When you 
look at the canvas from afar, it looks like a tradi-
tional Indian painting, but when you go closer, 
you notice that Krishna’s face is a printed photo of 
the blue sky dotted with birds, his yellow dhoti is 
a desert with camels marching on it, his shirt is a 
mountain range mixed with a written explanation 
of a recent scientific discovery. 

Subramanian’s paintings are embraces of the 
eternal and the present; brilliantly creative evoca-
tions of ancient motifs adapted to our own time, 
embodiments of the principle of yukta vairagya. 

Dhanya’s recently released debut album, entitled 
“Dhanya,” does a similar thing in the realm of music. 
By evoking ancient stories such as the Ramayana (Fire), 
referring to elements of age-old philosophy such as 
karma and reincarnation (Another Lifetime), attach-
ment and detachment (Parallel Lives), the importance 
of the spiritual master (Gurudev), or the mantra (Over 
Again), expressed in modern, “new age-y” musical lan-
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need to break away from the mess of one’s circum-
stances, but also aware of the futility of the efforts.

I can totally relate to this sentiment. I often 
find myself fighting on two fronts: facing my own 
internal enemies, character flaws and shortcom-
ings, while, remaining a hopeless idealist, being 
heavily influenced by and involved in external 
issues concerning the larger community, such as 
religious freedom, environment, or social justice.

“This is war, Maya’s not a diplomat. 
So I’ve gotta be a warrior,  
You can tell my ego that 
It’s time to take my weapons up, 
Time to face the enemy, 
Time that I start fighting back!  
I have had enough of this mess 
And I can tell there is no winning 
So why try? Why try?” 

I pull into the parking lot of the venue where my 
recent film about the Yamuna: The Stolen River is about 
to be premiered. I am fired up, but also full of doubts 
and anxieties. Being driven by the desire to give voice to 
voiceless Brijbhasi children, to help save their beloved 
sacred river from deadly pollution, I have spent a great 
deal of my last five years producing this documentary. I 
am fully convinced that it is a fight worth fighting. But 
would my efforts matter in the slightest? Would I be 
able to help bring forth a positive change? Or, am I just 
kidding myself and my filmmaking is nothing else but 
some sort of cheap ego-gratification? Are my motiva-
tions pure enough?

“Oh, it’s so painful to find out that I’m not in 
charge, 
I am the servant of the servant,  
and I am the servant of the servant of the 
Boss. 
Tell my, tell my ego that.”

Oh well, how often do I need to keep remind-
ing my ego to not to be attached to results before 
it finally sinks in? 

A few days later, in the morning I’m driving 
my seven-year-old to school past Santa Fe College 
in Florida. The giant flag in the middle of the 
campus is half-mast, mourning the 17 high school 
students who had lost their lives to a senseless mass 
shooting the day before, not so far from where we 
live. My heart is heavy with sadness, also boiling 
with anger. Having been brought up in Europe, 
the utter insanity and the complete lack of com-
mon sense around gun issues in the United States 
is just beyond my comprehension. How could the 
leaders of the supposedly most developed country 

be so out of whack that instead of putting a cap 
on the weapon industry’s soulless lobby and limit-
less desire for more and more profit they would 
rather let their country turn into a war zone and 
endanger innocent children’s lives?

I hear a voice from the back seat, “Mommy, 
why are you crying?” I have never imagined that 
instead of teaching her about the beauty of nature 
and literature, the day would come when I had to 
instruct my daughter about how to hide when a 
gunned thug shows up at the door.

 “I have had enough of this mess, 
And I can tell there is no winning, 
So why try? Why try?”

I have read the warning many times in the 
Vedic literature that “the material world is not for 
gentlemen.” It is in moments like these, when the 
lightning bolt of the harsh reality strikes me down, 
that I truly understand there is no happiness in 
this world. So, yeah, what’s the point? Why keep 
trying?

“The general says the method’s iron clad. 
Says He’ll keep all that I’ve done, 
Says He’ll carry what I lack. 
It’s time, 
Time to get the mercy in, 
Time to get my faith get strong, 
And you can tell my ego that.”

When I feel completely lost, Dhanya reminds 
me that there is hope, a way out of this mess. I just 
have to listen to the “general” and cling onto the 
mercy that He offers. I do not need to be perfect, 
but I should never give up trying, and He prom-
ises to take care of the rest. 

Aligned with the simple “method,” I feel re-
energized, powerful, invincible. I will do my part 
and very best to help clean the holy Yamuna and 
save the lives of millions of Brijbhasis! I will do 
everything in my power to propel the lawmakers 
for common sense gun laws in my adopted coun-
try! I will not stand idle in the face of injustice 
and ignorance, will be a responsible citizen of the 
world, and an active spiritual change-maker!

And most importantly, to make sure that my 
arrows always point at the right target, I will not 
give up fighting the demons of my own heart! 

“I’m going to fight the good fight, 
And there is no guarantee of winning,  
But I’ll try, I’ll try.”

Thank you, Dhanya, for rekindling our fire!
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Remembering HG Jayananda Prabhu
By Ajitananda das, www.dandavats.com, April 27, 2018
https://bit.ly/2IIfnvy

Portrait of His Grace 
Jayananda Prabhu

I first became ac-
quainted with Jayananda 
in the autumn of 1976, in 
the old New York Temple, 
located on West 55th Street 
in Manhattan. I was de-
lighted to be teamed up 
with Jayananda to preach in 
several universities.

From the very begin-
ning of our association I 
sensed something special 
about Jayananda, and always 
felt extremely happy and 
contented in his company. I 

certainly considered him to be my spiritual supe-
rior, but never felt uncomfortable or intimidated 
in his presence. He was like a kind elder brother. I 
could sense that his heart was filled with genuine 
humility and spiritual affection, and this instantly 
endeared him to me. Never one to condescend, 
Jayananda would always take the humble position 
and solicit my advice on matters which he was 
obviously competent to deal with himself. That 
was his considerate nature, always depreciating 
his own importance, while offering all respect to 
others.

On our very first engagement, at New York 
University, Jayananda exhibited his tremendous 
enthusiasm for preaching Krsna consciousness. It 
seems that the devotee responsible for publicizing 
the program had neglected to sufficiently advertise 
it throughout the student body. As a result, no one 
came, and we were obliged to pack up and return 
to the temple about a half-hour after we had ar-
rived. As we were leaving, however, a young stu-
dent stuck her head into the room and curiously 
asked us if this was the location of the Krishna 
yoga feast that she had heard about. When we 
replied that it was, she immediately expressed her 
pleasure and an avid interest in learning about 
Krishna consciousness. Seizing the opportunity 
to bless this sincere soul with spiritual knowledge, 
Jayananda asked me to arrange a full plate of pras-
adam for the girl, and then proceeded to preach 
to her expertly for the next hour-and-a-half, 
patiently taking the time to answer all of her ques-
tions about Krishna consciousness. By the time 
Jayananda was finished, the student’s face shone 
with an aura of satisfaction and, as she left, she 

expressed her heartfelt appreciation for the courtesy 
that had been extended to her by Jayananda.

After this incident we departed for the subway. 
Before descending the stairway to the underground 
station, however, Jayananda suggested that we hold 
a harinama party on the street and distribute the 
uneaten feast prasadam to the passersby. Being a bit 
introverted and self-conscious at the time, I declined 
the request to pass out plates of prasadam while he 
chanted. Unlike some, who might have had dif-
ficulty tolerating this disobedience, Jayananda did 
not show the least bit of anger towards me. Rather, 
being very sensitive to my awkward situation, he 
just smiled and told me that I could chant hari-
nama while he distributed the remaining prasadam 
himself. Later on that evening, while recalling the 
day’s events, I was pleasantly struck by how nicely 
Jayananda had transformed a seemingly hopeless 
situation into a glorious success. What had pos-
sessed all the earmarks of a completely wasted day 
was converted into a very rewarding preaching 
event and, from this humble beginning, the college 
program increased week by week, reaching many 
thousands of young students throughout the course 
of the year.

I find it difficult to precisely describe the feel-
ing that Jayananda’s presence would invoke in me, 
as we travelled in our car to and from the universi-
ties. The only thing that I can compare it to is the 
feeling that one may experience upon returning to 
the west from the holy dhamas, after having spent 
many days travelling on pilgrimage and bathing 
in the purifying waters of the sacred rivers. Upon 
returning from these journeys one sometimes has 
a sensation of spiritual lightness, a perception of 
having had the heavy effects of many sinful activi-
ties lifted from one’s subtle body, and a feeling of 
closeness to Lord Krishna. When travelling with 
Jayananda these very tangible effects were always 
felt by me, and the spiritual dimension of reality 
seemed very close at hand.

Jayananda never exhibited even a trace of ma-
terial anger during the time that I knew him and 
thus, as our relationship developed, my trust grew 
in him each passing day. The only time I saw him 
show the faintest glimmer of disapproval was dur-
ing a preaching engagement in the lower Bronx. 
During the presentation one student, who had been 
showing some interest in Krishna consciousness, 
was simultaneously maintaining an air of disrespect 
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towards the Vedic tradition and viewpoint, 
an attitude that was reflected in several semi-
derogatory remarks that he had made. Out of 
curiosity I glanced over to see how Jayananda 
would respond to the boy’s remarks and ob-
served him standing there with a look on his 
face more hurt than irate, although it was very 
clear to me that he was not pleased by the boy’s 
prideful demeanor. I realized at the time, that 
Srila Prabhupada’s movement and preaching 
work were very dear to Jayananda, and that he 
found it very difficult to tolerate such a show of 
disrespect. His disapproval, however, was not 
a manifestation of material anger, arising out 
of false ego, but bespoke his intense love and 
appreciation for Srila Prabhupada, to whom he 
had completely and uncompromisingly dedi-
cated his life.

Later on we drove that same student back 
to the temple, at his own request, to learn 
more about the devotional lifestyle. In spite 
of his rascal tendencies, he had developed 
an attraction to Jayananda to compliment 
his partial interest in Krishna consciousness. 
His problem, however, was his uncontrolled 
tongue, which seemed incapable of uttering 
anything but complete nonsense and, in an ef-
fort to stymie his destructive habit, Jayananda 
requested me to read to him continually from 
Srila Prabhupada’s books as we travelled in the 
car. Every time I paused to take a breath or 
clear my throat, Jayananda would immediately 
ask me to continue reading before the boy had 
a chance to begin babbling. In this way he 
not only introduced the student to Krishna 
consciousness, but also kept the atmosphere in 
the car free from the polluting influence of his 
mundane sound vibrations. We soon arrived at 
the temple, and the boy was mercifully engaged 

by Jayananda in 
practical devotional 
service.

One day 
Jayananda confided 
in me that he had 
recently developed 
a strain of cancer 
which was having 
a debilitating effect 
upon his physical 
health. I was sur-
prised to hear this, 
as he had never 
shown any apparent 

signs of illness. He explained to me that he had 
first noticed the affliction during the construc-
tion of Lord Jagannatha’s carts for the 1976 
New York Ratha-yatra Festival. At that time he 
began to observe the formation of “these funny 
bumps” all over his body, the nature of which 
he had no knowledge, and although they pre-
sented him with some cause for concern, his 
main concern was to get the carts built and 
successfully put on the Ratha-yatra Festival for 
the pleasure of the Lord. In his characteristi-
cally unpretentious manner, Jayananda told me 
that he had decided to ignore the “bumps” and 
remain fixed in his service to Lord Jagannatha. 
Hearing this, I began to understand for the 
first time something of Jayananda’s exalted po-
sition, and felt very small and unworthy in his 
presence. I tried to place myself in his situation 
and imagined how frightened I would have be-
come if the circumstances would have befallen 
me. I most certainly would have rushed off at 
once to see a doctor, forsaking all of my de-
votional responsibilities. Thinking in this way, 
I saw my illusions of being a staunch devotee 
blown away by the soft winds of Jayananda’s 
humility and surrender.

Jayananda’s response to his apparent mis-
fortune reminds me now of the Bhagavad-gita 
verse in which Lord Krishna declares: “O best 
among men (Arjuna), the person who is not 
disturbed by happiness and distress and is 
steady in both is certainly eligible for libera-
tion.” (BG 2.15) Despite uncongenial circum-
stances, Jayananda remained completely cheer-
ful at all times, absorbing himself cent-per-cent 
in the service of Lord Jagannatha and inspiring 
hundreds of healthy young devotees to enthu-
siastically engage in the service of the Ratha-
yatra Festival. Always remaining humbler than 
a blade of grass, Jayananda was a constant 
source of happiness and inspiration for every-
one, and was a reservoir of deep love for Srila 
Prabhupada, who considered Jayananda to be 
the ideal disciple.

Jayananda’s exceeding humility was beau-
tifully demonstrated in an episode which oc-
curred shortly after he took leave of the college 
preaching program, a turn of events brought 
on by his deteriorating physical condition. 
One evening he was sitting in his wheelchair 
on the basement floor of the temple building, 
waiting for the elevator. When the elevator ar-
rived it was filled to the brim with devotees. 
Although common courtesy should have im-
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Continued on page 7
Jayananda Prabhhu (center) with friends and devotees
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Jayananda also lent his energy to the “festival 
truck” program, which was a source of great de-
light, not only to the devotees who took part in 
it, but to all of the New Yorkers who cheered it 
on every day as it paraded through the city streets, 
blessing everyone in sight with free prasadam and 
the holy name. During one class given in the 
temple, Jayananda raised his hand to comment 
on the “festival truck” program. As he described 
the glories of this type of preaching in all of its 
lucid and colorful details, his words swelled with 
tremendous enthusiasm, and by the time he was 
finished there was not one devotee present who 
harbored the slightest doubt that this program was 
of the utmost importance and should be carried on 
nicely at all costs.

During Jayananda’s final days with us he never 
once complained about his lot, only joking now 
and then about feeling “a little wiped out,” as he 
dragged his weary body to as many temple func-
tions as possible. Sometimes I would observe him 
sitting before Lord Jagannatha in the temple room 
for hours, meditating on the form of the Lord and 
chanting softly with tears in his eyes. Sometimes 
he would request me to come into his room in 
the evening and read to him or play him a tape 
of Srila Prabhupada narrating the Krishna Book. 
As Jayananda listened to this tape his saintly face 
brightened and he laughed with great delight, 
describing to me the great pleasure he felt from 
hearing Srila Prabhupada narrate Lord Krishna’s 
pastimes in such a sweet and personal manner.

Jayananda’s last days were spent in New Dwaraka, 
where he resided happily among the devotees and, in a 
final gesture of selflessness and surrender, offered to Srila 
Prabhupada the $5,000 that had been set aside for his 
medical treatments. On the morning of his disappear-
ance from this world, Jayananda was lying in bed in his 
room, surrounded by a few of his close godbrothers. 
Mangal arotika was about to begin in the temple across 
the street, and the sound of the conch could be heard in 
his room. Jayananda, being too weak to move about, sim-
ply focused on the sound of Srila Prabhupada’s chanting, 
coming from a tape player positioned near his pillow. As 
the arotika ceremony began, Lord Jagannatha’s garland 
was brought over from the pujari room and gently placed 
around Jayananda’s neck in a gesture of loving recipro-
cation for the kindness and friendship he had so freely 
given of himself throughout his life. At that moment, 
Jayananda moved his ear up closer to the sound of Srila 
Prabhupada’s chanting, left his body in full glory and 
joined his beloved Lord in the spiritual world.

* For the full gallery of pictures click here

pelled a few devotees to step off and make room 
for Jayananda, no one thought to extend him this 
favor and he was left to sit there as the elevator 
door closed. Upon seeing this, Jayananda meekly 
bowed his head and folded his hands respectfully, 
saying, “That’s alright, I can wait,” and exhibited 
no discontent over the offense that had been com-
mitted against him.

Jayananda’s enthusiasm for any kind of devo-
tional service that he was asked to perform was un-
paralleled among the disciples of Srila Prabhupada 
with whom I have served. After leaving the college 
program, he was requested to assume the respon-
sibility of managing and developing the temple’s 
“Govinda Store.” One would never have guessed 
that his body was a reservoir of pain and disease, as 
he cheerfully dashed here and there, transforming 
the store, which had previously been an embar-
rassing failure, into a shining success. Despite his 
failing health and the fact that he was instructed 
to conduct the store business from the third floor, 
an area of the temple building inconveniently lo-
cated outside of the mainstream of daily visiting 
traffic, Jayananda never once uttered a complaint 
and did the best he could, perfectly following Srila 
Prabhupada’s advice to make the best use of a bad 
bargain. His labor of love was so surcharged with 
pure desire and devotional zeal that the “Govinda 
Store” soon sparkled with a perceptible spiritual 
brilliance, attracting the temple guests and devo-
tees as if by magic, from wherever they were lo-
cated within the building. During the short time 
that Jayananda managed the store, it emerged as 
a financial and inspirational success and, having 
been blessed by his touch, eventually blossomed 
into a magnificently designed creation in the style 
of Vedic architecture.

Jayananda Prabhu (center) with friends and devotees
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Personal 
           Message...

Dear Friends,
Please accept my humble obeisances. All glories to Srila Prabhupada.
Why is it that after many decades of chanting the Hare Krishna mantra, reading Srila Prabhupada’s books, becoming a san-

nyasi, a guru and sometimes a Temple President, Regional Secretary, or GBC member, devotees in these categories are seen to fall 
down, succumbing to maya and even departing from iskcon? Some think this indicates that the process is faulty or that the practice 
doesn’t work.

Srila Prabhupada reportedly told us that we should not be surprised at how many leave iskcon; rather we should be surprised 
at how many remain.

Randal Marlin’s metaphoric aphorism that “the pursuit of truth is like picking raspberries – if you approach from only one 
angle, you will miss something” is instructive. Srila Prabhupada has mentioned “angle of vision” well over a hundred times. For 
instance:

• definition of munis’ philosophies (Bhagavad-gita As It Is, 2.56/purport)
• description of how a mountain is perceived (“On the Way to Krsna,” chapter 5)
• explanation of good and evil (“Dialectical Spiritualism” V)
• perception of the sun (conversation June 17, 1971, Allahabad, location unknown)
• discussion about Vedic philosophy (“Light of the Bhagavata,” verse 20)
Truth can be multi-faceted. Lines between right and wrong, friends and enemies can blur, and are sometimes seen to dissolve 

in the face of the Absolute Truth.
Vishnu has four hands: a lotus and conch for blessing and a cakra and club for punishing. It is stated that Krishna has two 

purposes in coming to earth: to kill demons and save devotees (Bhagavad-gita As It Is, 4.8). Therefore He sometimes appears kind 
while at other times He appears cruel. But even when He kills, He is doing it for good. For instance both Putana and Kamsa, 
enemies of Vishnu, after being killed by Krishna, attained liberation. Prahlada Maharaja taught that there is no distinction between 
so-called friends and enemies.

Truth is not one-sided. It is intellectually dishonest to quote a saying or sentence by Srila Prabhupada and to say or think that 
such statements are always true, for all times and places. One has to see what Srila Prabhupada said and how he lived in many 
situations at many times and places in order to understand completely. Thorough research is often required if one wishes to learn 
the truth.

One has to be careful in explaining Vedic wisdom, knowing that truth often has many sides.
 

Your servant,

Mukunda Goswami


