SRILA PRABHUPADA:
THE TRANSCENDENTAL ART MASTER






At our very first meeting, Swamiji, who later
became known as His Divine Grace A. C.
Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada, told us to
paint pictures of Lord Krishna. It was in January
of 1967. Only a montprior to this, both Gary

and | had been art students at the University of
Texas in Austin. As soon as Swamiji heard we
were studying art, he engaged us in doing
transcendental artwork. And he became our
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When we met Swamijgs he was called then,

we had been away from the University for little
more than a month. So we were never really
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initiated by him and given the names,

Goursundar das and Govindadasi.

During my first year of collegéhad studied
under Thomas Payne, one of the best
watercolor artists in America. | had also



excelled in life drawing, as | had a flair for
drawing the human figure. Between my second
and third year of college, | studied art in

Europe, in France and lyaand for a short time

In Holland. So | was familiar with the Medieval
and Renaissance Schools of art, as well as those
of the Dutch Masters, and the art history of
Europe, as well as England and America. Yet
nothing could have prepared me for the
wonderful world of transcendental art that
Swamiji, SrilaPrabhupada, was about to bring to
the realm of mankind.

My first assignment was a huge painting of
Radha and Krishna, beside a Surabhi cow, near
a desire tree in the Vrindaban background. The
painting was four foot by four foot; Swamij

gave me a small book jacket to copy. It was the
cover of his SrimadBhagavatam that he had



brought from India. Then he described the
detalls.




So only days after meeting His Divine Grace, |
waspainting daily on this large work, while my
husband, Goursundardasa, read aloud to me

the first three volumes of
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volumes that had traveled with Swamiji from

India were the only books we had. Though they
sounded i GLYRAIFY 9y 3IfAaKE
were wonderfully inspiring; one of my best
memories in life is painting and hearing from
those early volumes of SrimadBhagavatam.

However, since | was a new devotee, | often
had to ask questions about the work. Swamiji
welcomed my questions; he clearly wanted me
to paint everything exactly as he described. So
| would go to his nearby apartment, where
Hayagriva was often present as well, working
with Swamiji on the manuscripts of his books.
Hayagriva would ask questioabout the



manuscripts, and | would ask questions about
the artwork. Swamiji welcomed our questions;
In fact, he encouraged them.

Since the book cover he had given me was

guite small, | had to ask him about various

details. For example, | had no idea whalor
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He was sitting in his rocking chair in the tiny

living room, chanting on his japa beads. He
welcomed me with a big sunshine smile.

After offering my obesances, | asked,
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For a few long moments, Swamiji was quiet.

Then, with a faraway look, as if he were actually
gazing at Lord Krishna across the room, he said,
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| had the dstinct feeling that he simply looked

Into another dimension, one that | could not
8SSY YR AYyi2 [ 2NR YNA3
was one of the first of many mystical

experiences while working with

SrilaPrabhupada.



As soon as the large painting of Raddreshna
was complete, and hanging on the Frederick
Street temple wall, Swamiji called me to his



apartment. There, he gave me several

snapshots of himself that had been taken by
Mukunda. He told me to choose one of them,

and to paint a portrait of him, ging on the
Vyasasana in the newly formed San Francisco
temple. He specified that the painting of Lord
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This large painting, four foot by three foot, was
to be positioned on the Vyasasana whenever
he went away to preach in other places. It was
to be treated as if SrilaPrabhupada, the
Acharya, were present there in the painting.

Admittedly, this paiting was much more

difficult for me. Though | had excelled in life
drawing from models, and faces and figures
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expressions proved to be quite a challenging
assignment.

Nevertheless, within a month, the paingrwas
successfully completed and hung above his
Vyasasana. He seemed pleased with it. It was
by then around March of 1967, and Swamiji
was planning his return to New York.
Goursundar and | traveled with him; he flew
and we went by car, crossing the ratiin only



four days and nights. When we arrived, he had
been in New York for only two days.

There, Swamiji introduced us to the small New
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welcomed as part of the &v York devotee

family, sharing prasadam with such wonderful
devotees as Brahmananda, Gargamuni,
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Rupanuga, Rayarama, Achyutananda,
Satsvarupa, Jadurany and others.
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In his upstairs apartment. There, just after
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spent our days. At night, after his evening class,
we slept on the floor of the 26 Second Avenue
temple. We later stayed at Satsvarupa and
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place of our own.
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apartment late into the evening, clustered

around him like a family, listening to his

wonderful talks about Krishna. We were truly

just like a transcendental family, and he was

our beloved spiritual father. There was only an
atmosphere of spiritual loveThere was, at this



time, no money, no power, no politics, SO no
positions to defend, and no conflict amongst
us. It was a special time when Swamiji was the
center of our world, and we all joyfully served
him as brothers and sisters.






Throughout the dy, Swamiji would walk in and
out of his tiny living room cum art studio. His
small apartment had a tiny kitchen, a
bathroom, and two rooms, with a window
between them. Swamiji would work and sleep
In one room, and the other room, the living
room, was theart studio. There, Jadurany sat
painting in one corner. Goursundar and | sat on
the floor painting in another corner. The
atmosphere was delightful and intimate, as
Swamiji would watch our work and often give
encouragement and guidance. He seemed to
enjoy walking in and out of the art studio, many
times a day, looking at our work, and giving
directives.

Our first assignment in New York was to paint a
whole series of pictures to illustrate the story of



PrahladMaharaj. Swamiji wanted this series to
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educate them about Krishna consciousness. So
the drawings were designed with children in

mind. Since these paintings were to attract

young children, he wanted them to be simple

and colorful.



Dhahtad

A Story for Children from the Ancient Vedas of India

**Indeed, this Prakad series was later used in
slide show presentations in London and other



places, and also printed into a sdfbund
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rahlad is the hero of this story. But the story of Prahlad began long
d before Prahlad was born. It began with four saintly persons called
= = Sanaka, Sanatana, Sanandana, and Sanat Kumara. They had been
1|vmg for millions of years, but they still looked just like little boys of four
or five years old.

These four boys had often heard of the wonders of Lord Krishna, the
Supreme Person. They very much wanted to visit Krishna in His shining
palace. It was way beyond the stars in Vaikuntha, the spiritual sky.
Vaikuntha means “‘the land where there is no fear.”” There, everything is
full of light, so there is no need of sunlight, moonlight, or even electricity.

These boys were the best little boys in the world, so they felt sure that
Lord Krishna would let them enter His kingdom. That is why, one day, they
went beyond the stars to the spiritual sky. When they got close to Vaikuntha,
they could hear the sound of water flowing in the fountains. They could
smell the fragrance of heavenly flowers. Then they approached the main
gates.




he four boys stood at the entrance to the palace. They were surprised
by what they saw. Two powerful guards stood at the doors. They
o3 were dressed in yellow silk and held golden clubs in their hands. The
names of these gatekeepers were Jaya and Vijaya.

The gatekeepers were very strict. They had to bar the way to all who
were not perfectly free from sin. They thought that the little boys didn’t
belong in Vaikuntha. They never imagined that such small boys would want
to visit Lord Krishna.

“Only those who are spotless and pure can enter here!”’ said the guards.
The little strangers stood their ground. They were so anxious to see Lord
Krishna that they threatened the guards.

““Let us enter, or we shall curse you,”’ they warned, but to no avail. And
curse them they did, which is how the two gatekeepers happened to take
birth in the material world.




knew what had happened, because He is in everyone’s heart.

Jaya and Vijaya prayed to Him with folded hands. *“O Lord of
lords, O King of kings! Please save us from the curse of these young boys.
They have punished us because we said they were unfit to enter Vaikuntha.
We beg You to take away this terrible curse. They have condemned us to
take birth in the material world. There we will suffer from the miseries of
birth, death, disease, and old age.”

““‘Hear Me, My gatekeepers,”” said the Lord. *‘These four boys are My
devotees. I cannot take away their curse. But I shall give you this choice. You
may go to that miserable material world for seven lifetimes as My devotees,
or for only three lifetimes—but as My enemies. And if you go as My

enemies, I shall have to kill you each time!”’

”@,‘f\ uddenly the Lord of Vaikuntha appeared at the gate. Lord Krishna
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aya and Vijaya thought it over. Finally they decided to be born as

enemies of Lord Krishna. That way they would be able to get back to

.43 the spiritual sky more quickly. Any time spent away from the Lord

was painful for them. They were willing to play the part of demons if it would
speed up their return to Vaikuntha.

So Jaya and Vijaya took a long journey. We can’t imagine how far they
had to travel. They went spinning down and down until they reached the
universe of dense darkness. The universe is shaped like an egg. It is covered
by seven layers, each one ten times thicker than the one before. Jaya and Vi-
jaya had to pass through layers such as air, fire, and water, until they finally
reached the inside of the universe itself.




;M nside the universe, the planets were scattered like specks of dust. On
g one of these small planets a terrible storm was raging. The rain beat

of lightning sent the birds crying from their nests. The dogs and jackals
howled. All night long the wind roared.

On such nights, demons are born. Because of the curse of the four small
boys, the gatekeepers Jaya and Vijaya were forced to be born as demon
babies on that terrible night. Jaya, the elder child, was named Hiranya
Kashipu. Hiranya means gold, and Kashipu means soft bed. He was expected
to have lots of gold and a very soft bed to sleep in when he grew up.




o rule the whole universe. So he started a war with the demigods, who
=1 are in charge of ruling the universe.

At the same time, Hiranya Kashipu had another ambition. He wanted to

live forever. Of course, no man can live forever. Not even the demigods can.

Only the Lord and His servants in the spiritual world can live forever.

But Hiranya Kashipu was very determined to get his wish granted. He
stood on his toes for many years, with his arms held high in the air. He stood
there for so long that he turned into a skeleton and was almost covered by a
giant ant hill. He stood there for such a long time that by his will power he
was able to control the forces of nature. He became so powerful that the
earth began trembling in fear.



veryone became afraid of Hiranya Kashipu’s growing power. From
| his head there came a scorching light. The whole universe became
| unbearably hot. People from all the planets approached Lord
Brahma the chief of the demlgods to complain.

So Lord Brahma went to visit Hiranya Kashipu, who had become an ob-
vious threat to the safety of the whole planet. Lord Brahma knew that there
must be a reason for his long and painful meditation. He must want some
special reward. So Lord Brahma said: *‘Your mystic powers are disturbing
everyone. Do you want some favor from me? Is that why you are standing
on your toes?”’

Hiranya Kashipu at once demanded: ‘‘Please grant that I shall not be
killed during the day or at night, inside or outside, on the ground or in the
sky, or by man or beast, or by any weapon.”

““All right. Your wish is granted.”” said Lord Brahma. Hiranya Kashipu
bowed low to Lord Brahma and said, ‘““Now I shall live forever.”

“We shall see, foolish human,”’ thought Lord Brahma, who knew that
no man can live forever.




ravattd hile Hiranya Kashipu was in the mountains standing on his toes, the

55 demigods attacked his palace. In the palace they found Hiranya
S35 Kashipu’s wife, Kayadhu, who was going to have a baby. The
demigods were afraid that the baby might become a great demon like his
father, Hiranya Kashipu. So they wanted to take Kayadhu away.

But suddenly the great sage Narada Muni appeared and said, ‘‘Release
this woman! It is not right to steal another man’s wife.”’

“But she is carrying the child of Hiranya Kashipu!”’ said the demigods.
““‘He will probably turn out to be a demon like his father.”

“No,” said Narada. ‘“The child within her body is a great devotee. Let
her come with me, and I shall protect her. I shall teach her and her child how
to love God.” So Kayadhu went with Narada Muni.

While Queen Kayadhu listened to the teachings of Narada Muni, the
baby Prahlad was also listening from within his mother’s body. That is how
he learned to be a devotee of Krishna even before he was born. He could
hear the voice of Narada Muni singing a wonderful song of praise to Lord
Krishna. This is what Narada sang: Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna, Krishna
Krishna, Hare Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare.
When Prahlad was born, he was a remarkable child. He had a face that shone
like the full moon.




eanwhile, Prahlad’s father, leanya Kashlpu had once again be-
7] come the most powerful king in the universe. He forced all the
L3 demigods to take orders from him. But from the very first he could
not control his little son Prahlad. The thundering voice of Hiranya Kashipu
would have frightened an ordinary boy. But not Prahlad.

When Prahlad was five, Hiranya Kashipu sent him to school. His
teachers were named Shanda and Amarka. These men were very good at
teaching children how to become wicked demons.

Shanda and Amarka started teaching Prahlad how to break the laws of
God. But Prahlad wouldn’t listen. They threatened him with punishment
and tried to force him to learn. But Prahlad just pretended to listen. He was
thinking of his real teacher, Narada Muni. Narada used to say: “We are all
part of Krishna. So always remember Krishna and never forget Krsna.”
Prahlad sat and thought of beautiful Krishna, while his teachers taught their
low and wicked lessons.




=3

frATe fter Prahlad had been in the school for some time, Hiranya Kashipu
jt] sent for him. The king looked at his son with interest. ‘‘Speak!”” he
KA commanded. ‘“Tell me what you have learned from your teachers.”
Prahlad said: ““I have learned that everything belongs to Lord Krishna
and that we are all the Lord’s servants.”

“You fool!”” shouted Hiranya Kashipu. He could not understand how a
little prince could say something like that.

He looked around at his palace, which was fully decorated for his
pleasure. The walls were hung with black velvet and embroidered silk. Dia-
monds and rubies sparkled everywhere. ‘‘Everything belongs to me!”
screamed Hiranya Kashipu. Then he turned accusing eyes on Shanda and
Amarka. ‘“Who has spoiled Prahlad?’” he howled.

But no one knew. So they promised to protect Prahlad in case a devotee
of Krishna was coming to the school in disguise.




fter a while, Hiranya Kashipu again sent for Prahlad. His teachers
Shanda and Amarka were sure that this time Prahlad was better edu-
cated. Hiranya Kashlpu seated little Prahlad on his lap and said to his
child: **‘My dear son, what is the best thing you have learned from your
teachers?”’ He expected to hear about money, or killing animals.

But again Prahlad talked only about devotion to Krishna. He said that
there are nine ways to worship God, and that a person who knows these nine
ways knows everything worth knowing.

The King was furious. He shouted at the teachers. But they said it was
not their fault. They said Prahlad was naturally a devotee. They said no one
was teaching him these things.

“You rascal!” shouted Hiranya Kashipu to Prahlad. ‘“Where have you

learned this?”” But Prahlad would not say.
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: 4 iranya Kashipu got so angry that his eyes glowed like red-hot copper.
He threw Prahlad from his lap onto the ground. He shouted to the
4 servants: ‘O demons, take away this boy! He deserves to be killed!
He is only five years old, but he will not obey his father.”” The only thing that
Hiranya Kashipu wanted was treasure and pleasure. He could not under-
stand Prahlad.

‘““He certainly doesn’t act like a son of mine! Such a disobedient boy
must be killed.”” On and on he raged. He nearly tore out his hair in fury.
““Guards!”’ he shouted. ‘““Come and take him away! This boy Prahlad has
turned out to be my enemy. How could such a disaster happen to me? My
own son is a devotee of Krishna. I cannot control him. Take him away and
kill him!”’




rahlad bowed his head as four guards came and dragged him off to
d the torture chamber.

] The servants of Hiranya Kashipu were terrible demons. They
had fearful faces with sharp teeth and reddish coppery beards and hair. They
came toward Prahlad shouting, ““Chop him up! Pierce him!” Yelling and
screeching, they tried to kill him with their sharp weapons.

But Prahlad was not afraid. He felt completely safe, just like a baby on
the lap of his mother. And although Prahlad’s body was very soft, the guards
could not stab him with their sharp spears. Thus Lord Krishna protected
him. Krishna loves all of His children. But He gives special protection to
those who love Him.

Prahlad did not struggle or cry, because he was always chanting the holy
names of Krishna: Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna, Krishna Krishna, Hare
Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare.




ext the demons decided to destroy Prahlad with a Kkiller elephant
whose feet were as hard as rocks. This elephant was trained to tram-
ple on the king’s enemies. The elephant’s trainer used to prod him
with an iron goad. This hurt so much that the elephant would scream in pain
and run amuk, smashing everything to dust under its feet.

When the elephant saw Prahlad, its eyes were burning with rage. But
Prahlad looked at the dangerous beast fearlessly.




B 1 he wild elephant stood over Prahlad, waving its head from side to
% ;f, side. Then the elephant swung out its trunk and pulled Prahlad to
L_ safety, twelve feet above the heads of his father, the elephant
trainer, and a crowd of demons. The trainer was the only one who knew how
to control the elephant. But this time he could not. He danced around on the
ground with his goad, menacing the elephant.

The elephant swung clear and began to walk away. ““Oh no!" bawled
Hiranya Kashipu. *‘Get that miserable child. He is making my life
unbearable.”




f Krishna protects you, no one can kill you, and if Krishna wants to
#3 kill you, no one can protect you. When the demons finally caught up
with Prahlad, Hiranya Kashipu ordered him thrown into a pit of

snakes.

The snake pit was in a damp cellar. The whole bottom of the snake pit
was a tangled mass of moving bodies. Snakes coiled and uncoiled their long
bodies. They were constantly moving back and forth over the oozing mud.
A bite from one of the snakes would Kill a person in only a few seconds.

When Prahlad was thrown into their midst, the snakes made angry hiss-
ing noises. They stared at him with their glittering eyes. But Prahlad stood
completely still. Then one large snake glided from the shadows. It stretched
its neck up over Prahlad as if to protect him.

When the guards came they were utterly amazed. ‘“He’s not dead!” they
said. ‘““And he’s made the snakes into tame pets!”




@ mmm . .."" said Hiranya Kashipu. ““This boy must have some power
Ree
‘3 £.-1 nice personality will not help him from falling and smashing on the
rocks below.”

So Hiranya Kashipu took Prahlad up to the top of a high mountain. Then
Hiranya Kashipu gave him a good push, and Prahlad fell. He was turning
round and round, headed straight for the rocks, when Krishna appeared.
Krishna stretched out His beautiful arms and caught Prahlad as he fell
through the air.

Prahlad never doubted Krishna. He was never afraid, even while he was
falling down and down. He knew that Krishna would save him.

t f{ over animals. So this time I will throw him from the top of a cliff. His




| iranya Kashipu still did not give up. If he could not throw Prahlad
| down from a cliff, then he would boil him alive. So the demons put
Eaxe.tt Prahlad into a big pot of boiling liquid.

But Prahlad didn’t struggle. Prahlad didn’t cry. The power of his faith
was stronger than any harm his father tried to do. That means that any devo-
tee can take shelter of Krishna, just as Prahlad did. Because he was thinking
of Krishna so hard, Prahlad didn’t even mind the hot boiling liquid, and his
body was not burned.



{.,‘ ‘?" f heat doesn’t do it, then perhaps cold will!* growled his father. He
b (G

N g sent Prahlad up to the northernmost part of the planet. It was always
winter there, and the sun never shone. Snow fell in big soft flakes.
Chilly winds blew over the hills. No man could live there for more than a
few hours without a fire or shelter.

They sent Prahlad out to die in the freezing cold. Although he wore only
a dhoti, he did not seem to feel the cold. He hardly noticed the snow falling.
His love for Krishna kept him warm.




"1

3| am not being hard enough on that boy!”’ thought Hiranya Kashipu.
d He then sent Prahlad to a place where a hurricane was raging. This
hurricane could pick up a house and whirl it into the sky. Then it
would smash the house into a bundle of broken sticks.

But Prahlad believed that he had nothing to fear. All night long the wind
roared, and lightning flashed across the sky. The storm raged all around
him, but the child managed to hold onto the trunk of a palm tree.

He was not afraid. His face was lit up with a smile. He was thinking of his
beloved Krishna.




W 4 iranya Kashipu tried starving the boy. For many days he gave .him no
,; ’ food. Anxiously, he waited for signs of success, but his waiting was

in vain. Prahlad Maharaj had no need of food; he was completely
satisfied with chanting Hare Krishna and absorbing his mind in thoughts of
the Supreme Lord.

His demoniac father then gave him poisoned food, but because Prahlad
was a devotee and wished only to serve God, he first offered the food to
Krishna. By the supreme power of the Lord, the poison lost all effect.

Hiranya Kashipu remained silent and despondent, his face downcast.
But Prahlad’s two teachers approached him and reassured him, ‘‘You need
not be so morose and full of anxiety. Prahlada is nothing but a child. When
he grows up, he will change in his intelligence and adapt to our ways.”

Being reassured by the statements of Shanda and Amarka, Hiranya
Kashipu agreed, and he requested them to give Prahlad further lessons in
mundane affairs.

Even though Prahlad Maharaj did not care for the instructions, he was
very humble, and he submissively went with his teachers.




;: 8 hen Shanda and Amarka went home to attend to their household
@ affairs, Prahlad’s friends would call him to play. Smilingly, Prahlad
=M would teach the boys about the uselessness of materialistic life. Be-
cause of their affection for Prahlad, the boys gave up their playthings and sat
down to hear him. Prahlad instructed them, ‘*My dear friends, when we are
young we should spend our time engaging in the service of the Lord, instead
of uselessly wasting our lives trying to find happiness, which comes and goes
of its own accord. We are all looking for our dearmost friend. That dearmost
friend is Krishna, and if we please Him, we shall all be eternally happy.”




rahlad spoke with so much faith that the children believed him. His
i love was so great that the other boys could feel it too, just by hearing
= him speak. He laughed happily when they all began chanting the holy
names in loud voices. Again and again they lifted up their little arms and
danced.

That is how they discovered that even a child can experience the won-
derful feeling of love for Krishna. To learn how to love God is very easy, if
you are lucky enough to meet a great devotee like Prahlad.

He led the chanting in his clear voice: ‘““‘Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna,
Krishna Krishna, Hare Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare
Hare.”

The teachers heard the sound of the children chanting, and they rushed
into the classroom. When they saw what was going on, they stared at the
children in amazement. They decided to take Prahlad back to his father.
That seemed to be the only thing to do.




g(g ] o into the throne room they brought Prahlad. ‘‘My dear king,”’ said
@. Shanda, ‘I wonder if your son is in his right mind.”

The king glared at his little son as if he could find the secret in
the boy’s eyes. But Prahlad smiled back quite pleasantly. His eyes were as
bright as polished marble, but they told his father nothing.

“What does all this mean?’” asked the king. ‘I have heard reports that
you are teaching the other boys to become devotees of Krishna. You may
have defied me with some magic tricks before, but this is worse! Now you
are taking the part of a teacher. You are teaching the boys about a Supreme
Being who is not me! You talk about some other God, who is supposed to be
everywhere. But where is He? Why can’t I see Him? Is He in this pillar?”’

Prahlad fearlessly replied, *Yes, my Lord is present everywhere.”




~a iranya Kashipu took his sword in hand and got up from his throne.
¥ 4 He then struck his fist in great anger against the marble pillar. With a
growl he turned to Prahlad. *‘It’s all nonsense!’’ he shouted. *“‘And
because you are always talking nonsense, I'm going to cut off your head!”

Just then, a fearful sound came from the pillar. Hiranya Kashipu looked
around nervously to see where the loud sound had come from. He had
never heard anything like it before. The terrible thundering sound was proof
that the Lord was indeed inside the pillar.




4 11 of a sudden a wonderful being jumped out of the pillar. His top half
looked like a lion, and His bottom half looked like a man. But ac-
KRN tually He was Krishna. This special lion form of Krishna was named
Lord Nrisinghadev. He came out of the pillar to encourage Prahlad, saying,
“Don’t worry, I am here.”

Then He shook His head angrily, looking at Hiranya Kashipu with burn-
ing eyes. His shining mane made His head look very large. His teeth were
pointed, and His tongue was as sharp as a razor.

In spite of all this, Hiranya Kashipu was not even afraid. He thought that
he would never die, because he had a promise from Lord Brahma. Hiranya
Kashipu thought that Lord Brahma’s promise would cover all conditions.
But he never imagined anyone like Lord Nrisinghadev.

Proudly, Hiranya Kashipu took up his club and attacked the Lord. And
for a while Lord Nrisinghadev returned his blows. But He was just playing
with the foolish demon king, as a cat plays with a mouse before killing it.




“\1 inally the Lord made a loud, shrill laughing sound. Hiranya Kashipu
l%(‘ closed his eyes in fear of this loud laughter. Then the Lord pounced

2.3 on him. The demon squirmed in terror. Then Lord Nrisinghadev
placed the king on his lap and very easily tore him to pieces with the nails of
His hand.

Because God is the most wise person, He killed Hiranya Kashipu with-
out breaking Lord Brahma’s promise.

He killed him neither inside nor outside, but in the doorway. It was
neither on the land nor in the sky, but on the lap of the Lord. It was neither
during the day nor at night, but in the twilight. And the demon was killed
neither by man nor beast, nor by any weapon, but by the Lord’s own sharp
nails.



ord Nrisinghadev then sat down on Hiranya Kashipu’s throne. Shin-
ing rays of light blazed from His enormous head. No one dared to
=) approach Him. Only Prahlad came forward.

The Lord was glad to see how bravely His little devotee came and bowed
before Him. He flashed His teeth in a smile and placed His hand lovingly on
the boy’s head. It was the very same hand that had killed Hiranya Kashipu
with its sharp nails.

Prahlad began to speak. At last he was seeing his Lord face to face. His
voice trembled with joy.

““My father tried to destroy me, but You were always there to save me.
Now You have finally killed him, in a second. But I only hope that you will
not send him to hell.”

Lord Nrisinghadev said: ‘‘Because you are My devotee, I shall save your
father from hell. And your forefathers for twenty-one generations will also
be saved.”




ow Prahlad,” said Lord Nrisinghadev, ‘“‘what is your desire?”’
( \ **My dear Lord,” Prahlad answered, *‘l have no desire. I do not
i ' want anything from You.”

The Lord very much wanted to give Prahlad something. But Prahlad
smiled, shook his head, and said, *‘I want nothing for myself.”’ Prahlad
loved all the children in the world, and it made him very sad to think that
they might never hear Hare Krishna. He remembered how his teacher,
Narada Muni, used to sing and play on his vina. How glad he was that
Narada had come to teach him.

““There are so many people in the world who are running after money,
clothes, and jewels. What are these toys in comparison with You?" asked
Prahlad. *‘If You are set on giving me something, then here is my desire.
Would you please allow me to serve my teacher, Narada Muni, in his great
work of teaching people how to chant Hare Krishna? I shall help him to
make everyone happy.”’

It so happened that at that time, Swanwas
daily translating the part of SrimadBhagavatam
that described the pastimes of PrahladMaharaj
and Lord Nrsinghadev. So he was constantly
absorbed in the mood of Nrsingha Lila.

Since that canto was not yet available, we did
not even know the story dPrahladMaharaj!
However, he was speaking daily in his morning
class on this pastime, and he gave us more and



more description as we worked. Swamiji
guided us every step of the way.

In fact, Swamiji often posed for us to help

describe the events in théay! On one

occasion, he posed for the demon

Hiranyakasipu, standing on his tippy toes with

his arms held high, in the middle of our little art
studio--but only for a minute. This was to
AffdzZAONI 0SS | ANFYeEl1FaaL
another occasion, herrapped himself in a long
white cloth, like a dhoti, and posed as Krishna,
AY | RAKANBSSY RAY 3 LI2 4 0 dz
that Jadurany and | could see Krishna's special
posture, and sketch the way the folds fell in the
type of dhoti Krishna wears. Themere many

such instances.



Surprisingly, on numerous occasions, (nearly
every day) Swamiji would pose for Lord
Nrisinghadev! He seemed to love to
RSY2YAaAUNIGS [ 2NR DbNRaAY
pillar! In fact, he seemed to delight in doing
this! He waild raise his hands like claws, his
eyes would get big and show the white on top,
and he would roar like a liershowing us how
Lord Nrsinghadev should look while attacking
Hiranyakasipu! He would perform this pastime
daily--often more than once. | lataealized

that he was simply absorbed in Nrisingha Lila,
translating SrimadBhagavatam each morning,
and speaking about PrahladMaharaj in class
every day. This was indeed his lila absorption
at that time, and it was spiritually delightful, as
well as instuctive.



On one occasion, Swamiji told me to paint
Prahlad being tortured by demons. He said
they should have horns and pitchforks and
knives and look very mean and ugly. Truly, |
had no idea what such demons should look
like! So | researched ugly moast in comic
books. Then | made composites of them, giving
them ugly faces, long claws, horns, and
pitchforks. | then presented the sketches to
Swamiji.




He studied the sketches carefully, then said,

G, Sas GKA&a Aa I22RO ¢ K
Even ow, there are many such demons in dark
jungles of Africa and other places, even in the
ayzege LI OSa ftA1S 0KS |

Swamiji said this in such a mattef-fact
manner, and with such certainty, that | was
taken aback. After all, | had never heard of
such things in my scalled wellrounded
college education! Horned demons with
pitchforks?

{ dZNLIINA ASRX L 3l 4LISRZ ah

Calmly, almost deagan, Swamiji looked at me
GAOUK ASNAR2dza O2YLJ aaAizy
many things you do notyk2 g ® €



He said this with such wisdom and compassion,
that for a moment, | realized | was standing at
the threshold of real knowledge, and that all
true knowledge would be coming from him.

¢cK2aS SI NI @& RINGa aAytlzRMA{24
surely some of the best days of my life. | can

look back and they still seem more real and

alive than many of the other events that have

been a part of my life later on.

Those wonderful art studio days lasted from
March to May, and thetragedy struck.

Swamiji had a stroke, a near fatal stroke. It had
to be the worst day of our lives. Jadurany and |
hung by the window that separated his
bedroom/workroom from the living room art



studio. Tears streamed down our cheeks as we
watched Brimananda and Satsvarupa sit
Swamiji up, and open his Bhagavatam at his
request. Trembling and breathless, Swamiji
read from the SrimadBhagavatam. Even if it
were his time of death, he was determined to
give every breath for glorification of Lord
Krishna! And he was determined to teach us
everything he could, in whatever short time he
had. | witnessed his incredible compassion and
loving concern for us, his spiritual children.

Swamiji instructed us to pray to Lord
Nrisinghadev for protection and to atkat he

be allowed to remain with us in this world. He
had so much more to teach us! Even when he
went to the hospital, we continued to chant the



Nrisinghdev prayers; we were praying fervently
for his recovery.

We took turns going to the hospital to sdim,

to bring him foods, to massage his lotus feet,
and to shower our love and express our desire
for his speedy recovery. It was an intense time.
We all loved him so much that he was in the
center of our minds, our hearts, and our
conversation day andight. In such a short
time, he had become like our beloved father.
We all felt we could not live without him.

After only a week or so, Swamiji left the
hospital. Rayarama and Brahmananda
arranged a house for him at the New Jersey
seashore. Goursuar and | were selected to
go there and stay with him, and care for him,



along with Kirtanananda. Ostensibly, it was
because we were artists, the only married
couple, and we could be spared from the busy
schedule of work and temple duties. Several of
the devotees had day jobs, and others were
needed for cooking and maintaining the temple
programs. But | knew there was a deeper
reason.

CKIGOG FFHaS¥FdzZ yAIKIG 2F {
face pressed against the window weeping, | had
some deep realizationsAs if guided by Lord
Krishna within my heart, | understood that he
would not be with us long, and that what he

was doing was the most important thing in the
universe. So | made a vow. It was a secret

vow; | told no one of this, not even my



husband. BulLord Krishna in my heart
withessed my vow.

| vowed that as long as he was here In this
world, | would do whatever | could to help him,
to make him comfortable, and to make his
mission the absolute center of my life.
Whatever that meantscrubbing floos,

cleaning his refrigerator, preparing his
medicines, cooking, cleaning, typing letters,
transcribing his books, or painting pictures for
him. It was a simple vow of absolute love and
surrender, with nothing held back. And it was
coming from the hearof a simple young girl.

But it was sincere, straight from the heart. | was
determined to make his life as easy as possible
so that he could do his all important work for
Lord Krishna, and for humanity.






still believe it was for this reason that | was

taken by Rayarama to the New Jersey seashore,
to the beach rental, in order to clean it

0 K2NRPdzAKE & FyR LINBELI NB
That became my focus, my service, and my life.

| was dedicated to making him comfortable and
well cared for.

So when Samiji arrived, the apartment was
spotless, and fragrant with many vases of fresh
picked roses. Dally, | picked bagfuls of sweet
aYStftAy3a NrasSasz | yR KS
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his hand, and breathe in itsafgrance, and say it
took away his headaches. He was especially
F2YyR 2F eéStft2¢ Nrasasz |
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During those three wonderful weeks in Long
Branch, New Jersey, | did only one small
painting. ltwas of Lord Chaitanya traveling
with Lord Nityananda. It was a copy of a
picture from India. At first, Swamiji encouraged
us to copy Brijbasi prints and other Indian
works, while he gradually guided us into this
new style of art. This was much like my a
teachers in college had done. Until we
developed a style to his liking, he wanted us to
study the devotional artwork of India. He was
not so favorably inclined toward the artwork of
Europe.






Perhaps because | had also studied the works of
the Medievaland Renaissance masters while in
Europe, | understood the importance of having
devotional mood imbibed into paintings. The
religious paintings of old masters in Florence,
Venice, Rome, Paris, and elsewhere were often
FTAff SR 6AGK &oKladiiad RS
first hand experience of this. Many of these

works evoked spiritual feelings in the minds

and hearts of their viewers. The old masters
usually had apprentices who did their bidding,
laying in backgrounds and blocks of color, but

the paintingswere usually designed and

O2YLX SGSR o0& 0UKS YIFauasSNn
paintings, usually of a religious nature, were a
NEFESOGAZ2Y 2F GKS YI ads
devotion.



The mood of devotion that Swamiji wanted
reflected to the world was indeed his mood
devotion. We were simply apprentices, much
as the old masters had apprentices who
painted while the masters guided their hands.
The old masters would design the
compositions, and instruct their apprentices,
even In the finest details. But, in the ertiey
would strive to imbibe their own devotional
spirit into the work.

Swamiji went even further than thiecause

he could. Swamiji actually implanted his
devotional mood into those early paintings, via
his apprentices! This is why, on later segin
OKIFIy3aSa 42 KAa o0221a:z
removed those early paintings? They were full
2F OoOKI {1 UAHE ¢ KS& ¢SNB



Swamiji guided our hands as well as our hearts.
His mystic potencies enabled him to do that.
The old masters coulguide the hands of their
apprentices; Swamiji could guide our hands,
our minds, and our hearts so as to get the
desired result. We were his apprentices in
every way, through and through.

Soon after our brief stay at the Jersey seashore,
Swamijileft for India to recover his health. He
gSYid G2 £NAYRFIOIFIYZ G2 6
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would never return, so we prayed constantly

that he would quickly get well, and come back

to us.



Goursundar and | wertb the Montreal temple
for the months that Swamiji was away in India.
Having been trained by him for several months,
we continued to do line drawings for his Back
to Godhead magazine. We designed covers,
did illustrations, and tried to make the
magazinamore attractive, though we were
limited to black and white due to printing costs.
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THAKUR HARIDAS
Part II
from the book “Sree Krishna-Chaitanya
A by Professor Sanyal

“In Part I, Professor Sanyal has described
} how Thakur Haridas was accosted by a harlot,
fl/ /) at the instigation of Ramchandra Khan, Instead
>4y of falling to the woman’s wiles, however, the

>, Thakur converted her to the path of Krishna

(!
Consciousness.) (/(' '&
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The immoral life that was being actually led by the {(\\ ':(54.'»
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w4 harlot did not stand in the way of her redemption. The '/_’f/)
fj point is made absolutely clear by the fact that she went /”’ ‘é’"l’ 4 R
§ to Thakur Haridas for the purpose of seducing him. This e -
shows also that her instinctive faith in sadhus was not =

coloured by any conventional moral sentiments. This
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