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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 month prior to this, both Gary 

and I 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 

άǘǊŀƴǎŎŜƴŘŜƴǘŀƭ ŀǊǘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΦέ 



 

When we met Swamiji, as he was called then, 

we had been away from the University for little 

more than a month.  So we were never really 

άƘƛǇǇƛŜǎΦέ  !ƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

initiated by him and given the names, 

Goursundar das and Govindadasi. 

During my first year of college, I had studied 

under Thomas Payne, one of the best 

watercolor artists in America.  I had also 



excelled in life drawing, as I had a flair for 

drawing the human figure.  Between my second 

and third year of college, I studied art in 

Europe, in France and Italy, and for a short time 

in Holland.  So I 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; Swamiji 

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 

details.  

 



So only days after meeting His Divine Grace, I 

was painting daily on this large work, while my 

husband, Goursundardasa, read aloud to me 

the first three volumes of 

{ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ{ǊƛƳŀŘ.ƘŀƎŀǾŀǘŀƳΦ  ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

volumes that had traveled with Swamiji from 

India were the only books we had.  Though they 

sounded likŜ άLƴŘƛŀƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΣέ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ 

were wonderfully inspiring; one of my best 

memories in life is painting and hearing from 

those early volumes of SrimadBhagavatam. 

However, since I was a new devotee, I often 

had to ask questions about the work.  Swamiji 

welcomed my questions; he clearly wanted me 

to paint everything exactly as he described.  So 

I 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 questions about the 



manuscripts, and I would ask questions about 

the artwork. Swamiji welcomed our questions; 

in fact, he encouraged them. 

Since the book cover he had given me was 

quite small, I had to ask him about various 

details.  For example, I had no idea what color 

ǘƻ Ǉŀƛƴǘ YǊƛǎƘƴŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ  {ƻΣ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΣ L 

ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ {ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

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 obeisances, I asked,   

ά{ǿŀƳƛƧƛΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ŀǊŜ YǊƛǎƘƴŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΚέ   

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, 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴǘȅΣ ά.ƭŀŎƪƛǎƘΗέ 



I had the distinct feeling that he simply looked 

into another dimension, one that I could not 

ǎŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ [ƻǊŘ YǊƛǎƘƴŀΩǎ ƭƻǘǳǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ 

was one of the first of many mystical 

experiences while working with 

SrilaPrabhupada. 



 

As soon as the large painting of Radha Krishna 

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, sitting on the 

Vyasasana in the newly formed San Francisco 

temple.  He specified that the painting of Lord 

/ƘŀƛǘŀƴȅŀΩǎ{ŀƴƪƛǊǘŀƴ tŀǊǘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ά[ƻǊŘ 

/ƘŀƛǘŀƴȅŀΩǎ [ƻǘǳǎ Cƻƻǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦέ   



 

 



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 painting was much more 

difficult for me.  Though I had excelled in life 

drawing from models, and faces and figures 

ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƛǘȅΣ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ {ǊƛƭŀtǊŀōƘǳǇŀŘŀΩǎ 

expressions proved to be quite a challenging 

assignment. 

Nevertheless, within a month, the painting was 

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 I traveled with him; he flew 

and we went by car, crossing the nation in 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 

¸ƻǊƪ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŜǎΣ ŀǎ άƘƛǎ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ {ŀƴ 

CǊŀƴŎƛǎŎƻ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΦέ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ 

welcomed as part of the New York devotee 

family, sharing prasadam with such wonderful 

devotees as Brahmananda, Gargamuni, 



Rupanuga, Rayarama, Achyutananda, 

Satsvarupa, Jadurany and others.   

²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǿƻǊƪ ǎǇŀŎŜ ƛƴ ά{ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ŀǊǘ 

ǎǘǳŘƛƻέΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƴȅ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ Ǌƻƻm 

in his upstairs apartment.  There, just after 

{ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǇǊŀǎŀŘΣ ǿŜ 

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 

wŀȅǊŀƳŀΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΣ ǳƴǘil we found a tiny 

place of our own.   

²Ŝ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ {ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ 

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 love.  There 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 day, 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 the art studio. There, Jadurany sat 

painting in one corner.  Goursundar and I 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 

be usŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǎƭƛŘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ 

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. 



 

**Indeed, this Prahlad series was later used in 

slide show presentations in London and other 



places, and also printed into a soft-bound 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ōƻƻƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άtǊŀƘƭŀŘΦέ   



























































 

It so happened that at that time, Swamiji was 

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 of PrahladMaharaj!  

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 the story!  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 

ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘŜ IƛǊŀƴȅŀƪŀǎƛǇǳΩǎ ȅƻƎƛŎ ǇŜƴŀƴŎŜΦ  hƴ 

another occasion, he wrapped himself in a long 

white cloth, like a dhoti, and posed as Krishna, 

ƛƴ ŀ άǘƘǊŜŜ-ŦƻƭŘ ōŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǇƻǎǘǳǊŜΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ 

that Jadurany and I could see Krishna's special 

posture, and sketch the way the folds fell in the 

type of dhoti Krishna wears.  There were many 

such instances.   

 



Surprisingly, on numerous occasions, (nearly 

every day) Swamiji would pose for Lord 

Nrisinghadev!  He seemed to love to 

ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜ [ƻǊŘ bǊƛǎƛƴƎƘŀŘŜǾΩǎ ƭŜŀǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

pillar!  In fact, he seemed to delight in doing 

this!  He would raise his hands like claws, his 

eyes would get big and show the white on top, 

and he would roar like a lion--showing us how 

Lord Nrsinghadev should look while attacking 

Hiranyakasipu!  He would perform this pastime 

daily--often more than once.  I later realized 

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 instructive. 

 



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, I 
had no idea what such demons should look 
like!  So I researched ugly monsters in comic 
books.  Then I made composites of them, giving 
them ugly faces, long claws, horns, and 
pitchforks.  I then presented the sketches to 
Swamiji.   

 



He studied the sketches carefully, then said, 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ  ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦ  

Even now, there are many such demons in dark 

jungles of Africa and other places, even in the 

ǎƴƻǿȅ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ IƛƳŀƭŀȅŀǎΦέ 

 

Swamiji said this in such a matter-of-fact 
manner, and with such certainty, that I was 
taken aback.  After all, I had never heard of 
such things in my so-called well-rounded 
college education!  Horned demons with 
pitchforks? 

 

{ǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΣ L ƎŀǎǇŜŘΣ άhƘΗ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 

 

Calmly, almost dead-pan, Swamiji looked at me 

ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 

many things you do not kƴƻǿΦέ   



 

He said this with such wisdom and compassion, 

that for a moment, I realized I was standing at 

the threshold of real knowledge, and that all 

true knowledge would be coming from him. 

 

¢ƘƻǎŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ Řŀȅǎ ƛƴ ά{ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ŀǊǘ ǎǘǳŘƛƻέ ǿŜǊŜ 

surely some of the best days of my life.  I 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 then tragedy struck.  

Swamiji had a stroke, a near fatal stroke.  It had 

to be the worst day of our lives.  Jadurany and I 

hung by the window that separated his 

bedroom/workroom from the living room art 



studio.  Tears streamed down our cheeks as we 

watched Brahmananda 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.  I witnessed his incredible compassion and 

loving concern for us, his spiritual children. 

 

Swamiji instructed us to pray to Lord 

Nrisinghadev for protection and to ask that 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 see him, 

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 and night.  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.  Goursundar and I 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 I knew there was a deeper 

reason.   

 

¢Ƙŀǘ ŦŀǘŜŦǳƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ {ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ǎǘǊƻƪŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 

face pressed against the window weeping, I had 

some deep realizations.  As if guided by Lord 

Krishna within my heart, I understood that he 

would not be with us long, and that what he 

was doing was the most important thing in the 

universe.  So I made a vow.  It was a secret 

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



husband.  But Lord Krishna in my heart 

witnessed my vow.  

 

I vowed that as long as he was here in this 

world, I would do whatever I could to help him, 

to make him comfortable, and to make his 

mission the absolute center of my life.  

Whatever that meant--scrubbing floors, 

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 heart of a simple young girl. 

But it was sincere, straight from the heart. I 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. 



I 



still believe it was for this reason that I was 

taken by Rayarama to the New Jersey seashore, 

to the beach rental, in order to clean it 

ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ {ǿŀƳƛƧƛΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΦ  

That became my focus, my service, and my life.  

I was dedicated to making him comfortable and 

well cared for. 

 

So when Swamiji arrived, the apartment was 

spotless, and fragrant with many vases of fresh 

picked roses.  Daily, I picked bagfuls of sweet 

ǎƳŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǊƻǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άCƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ 

YǊƛǎƘƴŀΩǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΗέ {ǿŀƳƛƧƛ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ǊƻǎŜ ƛƴ 

his hand, and breathe in its fragrance, and say it 

took away his headaches.  He was especially 

ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǊƻǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŀȅΣ άL 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǊƻǎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŦǊŀƎǊŀƴǘΗέ 

 



During those three wonderful weeks in Long 

Branch, New Jersey, I did only one small 

painting.  It was 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 art 

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 I had also studied the works of 

the Medieval and Renaissance masters while in 

Europe, I 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 

ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ άōƘŀǾŀΣέ ŘŜǾƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎǇƛǊƛt, and I had 

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 paintings were usually designed and 

ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎΩ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

paintings, usually of a religious nature, were a 

ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎΩ ƻǿƴ ƳƻƻŘ ƻŦ 

devotion. 

 



The mood of devotion that Swamiji wanted 

reflected to the world was indeed his mood of 

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 end, they 

would strive to imbibe their own devotional 

spirit into the work.   

 

Swamiji went even further than this--because 

he could.  Swamiji actually implanted his 

devotional mood into those early paintings, via 

his apprentices!  This is why, on later seeing 

ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

removed those early paintings?  They were full 

ƻŦ ōƘŀƪǘƛΗέ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǾƻǘƛƻƴΗ 



 

Swamiji guided our hands as well as our hearts.  

His mystic potencies enabled him to do that.  

The old masters could guide 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, 

Swamiji left for India to recover his health.  He 

ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ±ǊƛƴŘŀōŀƴΣ ǘƻ άƎŜǘ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ  ²Ŝ ŀƴƎǳƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ 

would never return, so we prayed constantly 

that he would quickly get well, and come back 

to us. 

 



Goursundar and I went to 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 

magazine more attractive, though we were 

limited to black and white due to printing costs. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 






