Srila Prabhupada's Journey To America

(Scene opens with Srila Prabhupada sitting behind a makeshift desk  his trunk  on board the steamship Jaladuta during the long journey from Calcutta to Boston, U.S.A... A few large volumes of Srimad-Bhagavatam are visible. He is sitting in the light of a lantern, wearing glasses, and he looks weak in health. As he is writing, he pauses occasionally to think. He seems to be very thoughtful and grave, and at same time there is an unmistakable mood of determination, victory, ultimate happiness and peace about him. As he writes, his thoughts are heard)

Prabhupada:
Today the ship is plying very smoothly. I feel today better. But I am feeling separation from Sri Vrindavan and my Lords Sri Govinda, Gopinath, Radha-Damodara. I depend fully on Their mercy, so far away from Vrindavan. I have left Bharata-bhumi, just to execute the order of Sri Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati, in pursuance of Lord Chaitanya's order. I have no qualification, but have taken up the risk, just to carry out the order of His Divine Grace. By his strong desire, the Holy Name of the Lord Gauranga will spread throughout all the countries of the western world. In all the cities, town and villages on the earth, from all the oceans, seas, rivers and streams, everyone will chant the Holy Name of Krishna.







Although my Guru Maharaja ordered me to accomplish this mission, I am not worthy or fit to do it. Therefore, O Lord, now I am begging for your mercy so that I may become worthy, for you are the wisest and more experienced of all. Today that remembrance of You came to me in a very nice way. Because I have a great longing, I called to You. I am Your eternal servant and therefore I desire Your association so much. O Lord Krishna, except for You, there is no other means for success...

(there is a knock on the door. Captain and Mrs. Pandia enter)

Prabhupada:
Captain Pandia... Mrs. Pandia! Hare Krishna!
Cpt. Pandia:
Maharaja, how do you feel now? Has your health improved?

Prabhupada:
Oh yes, yes. Do not worry! The chest pains have gone now, and but for a slight headache, I am feeling much better.

Mrs. Pandia:
Oh, this is good news. We were really worried about you, you know, Swamiji!

Prabhupada:
If the Atlantic had shown its usual face, perhaps I would have died. But Lord Krishna has taken charge of the ship.

Cpt. Pandia:
Yes, I believe you are right. I have sailed these waters a hundred times, but never in my entire career have I seen such a calm Atlantic crossing!

Prabhupada:
It is Krishna's mercy.

Cpt. Pandia:
Yes!

Mrs. Pandia:
Swamiji, perhaps you will come back with us, so that we may have another crossing such as this one! (they all laugh)

Prabhupada:
Yes, yes, surely I would return with you. But I have my mission to fulfill!

Cpt. Pandia:
Yes. I would like to help you, Maharaja. Is there anything we can do before you go?

Prabhupada:
Mmmm? Yes... you take these copies of Srimad-Bhagavatam  this is the First Canto in three volumes  simply try to understand it, chant Hare Krishna, and you will be happy, that's all. This is the best thing you can do for me.

Cpt. Pandia:
This is... most kind...

Mrs. Pandia:
Oh Swamiji, we cannot possibly thank you enough...

Cpt. Pandia:
Maharaja, here's twenty dollars. Please accept it as a donation for the books. It's not much, but it may help you.

Prabhupada:
(touching the money to his head) Thank you very much!

Mrs. Pandia:
Your future looks very bright, Swamiji, I can tell these things. That you have passed beyond this crisis shows that you have the blessings of Lord Krishna.

Prabhupada:
Hare Krishna!
Cpt. & Mrs. Pandia:
Hare Krishna! (they leave. Srila Prabhupada rises, and with the help of his stick he walks to the front. Leaning on the ship's rail, he peers out across the ocean to Boston's bleak and dirty skyline)

Captain:  Indeed, the ocean voyage of 1965 was a calm one for the Jaladutta. Never in my entire career had I seen such a smooth Atlantic crossing! We reached Boston's Commonwealth Pier on the morning of September 17th, 1965. At that time, Srila Prabhupada wrote this poem entitled Markine Bhagavate: 

(Srila Prabhupada rises, and with the help of his stick he walks to the front. Leaning on the ship's rail, he peers out across the ocean to Boston's bleak and dirty skyline. Sounds of a boat docking, seagulls, horns, voices, street noises, auto, buses. Srila Prabhupada takes center stage, a suitcase in one hand, japa mala in the other hand. )

Prabhupada:
           My dear Lord Krishna, You are so merciful upon this useless soul, but I do not know why You have brought me here. 




Now You can do whatever You like with me. 




But I guess You have some business here, otherwise why would You bring me to this terrible place? 

                                  Most of the population here is covered by the material modes of passion and ignorance. 




Absorbed in material life, they think themselves very happy and satisfied, and therefore they have no taste for the transcendental message of Vasudeva. 




I do not know how they will be able to understand it, but I know Your causeless mercy can make everything possible, because You are the most expert mystic. 




How will they understand the mellows of devotional service? O lord, I am simply praying for Your mercy so that I will be able to convince them about Your messsage. 




All living entities have come under the control of the illusory energy by Your will, and therefore, if you like, by Your will they can also be released from the clutches of illusion.




I wish that You may deliver them. Therefore, if You so desire their deliverance, then only will they be able to understand Your message ...




How will I make them understand this message of Krsna Consciousness? I am very unfortunate, unqualified, and the most fallen. Therefore, I am seeking Your benediction so that I can convince them, for I am powerless to do so on my own.  

                       
            Somehow or other, O Lord, You have brought me here to speak about You. Now it is up to You to make me a success or failure as You like.




O Spiritual Master of all the worlds! I can simply repeat Your message. So, if You like You can make my power of speaking suitable for their understanding.




Only by Your causeless mercy will my words become pure. I am sure that when this transcendental message penetrates their hearts, they will certainly feel gladdened and thus become liberated from all unhappy conditions of life.




O Lord, I am just like a puppet in Your hands. So, if You have brought me here to dance, make me dance, O Lord, make me dance as You like.




I have no devotion, nor do I have any knowledge, but I have strong faith in the holy name of Krsna. I have been designated as Bhaktivedanta and now, if You like, you can fulfill the real purport of Bhaktivedanta. 









