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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   












