UNIT C: Writing About a Memory

Lesson Twenty: The Final Draft

    After REWRITING my draft for POLISH, and then after following the instructions of the REWRITING--MORE THAN ONE DRAFT section of the PROCESS CHECKLIST, I came up with this final draft of "In the Presence of Prabhupada."

                        *    *    *    *

                  In the Presence of Prabhupada

    In  1974,  the Krsna Balarama temple was not  completed,  the scaffolding  made of bamboo hugged it's incomplete structure  and the  devotees who came for the Mayapura festival were staying  at the nearbye Fogel Ashram.   Prabhupada's quarters,  however, were complete enough for him to live in,  and I was asked to fan Srila Prabhupada  with a peacock feather fan as he took  lunch.   As  I stood  on the cool black stone floor,  and waved the peacock  fan trying  to  keep  the  flies  away from  Prabhupada  as  he  ate, Prabhupada  asked  me,   "How  do  you  like  Vrndadan?"   Liking Vrndaban, but having come from Mayapura and having liked Mayapura more,  I told that to Srila Prabhupada.   He looked at me,  and I wondered if he was going to chastise this fool for making such  a whimsical statement,  but Prabhupada didn't.   He shook his head, accepting my answer, and continued eating.  Another time I walked in  Prabhupada's  sitting room as he was speaking to a  group  of guests.   The  room was lit by crystal wall lamps which casts its finger-like shadows upon the wall.   As the overhead fans  turned on the high ceilings above,  Srila Prabhupada sat behind his wood and  smooth  white marble desk in the corner of  the  room.   The black  stone fireplace nearbye seemed massive,  and as I took  my place  sitting on a multicolored straw mat,  I noticed  something with mixed feelings.   Prabhaupada didn't have a garland.  It was improper,  but yet a felt some secret happiness.   I quickly paid my  obeisances,  left,  hopped  in a ricksaw to the Banki  Bihari temple  and  withing 30 minutes had returned with  some  fragrant rose and malati flower garlands for His Divine Grace.  As I again entered  and paid my obeisances,  I garlanded  Srila  Prabhupada.  And when Srila Prabhupada smiled, I too smiled.

                            Comments

    I  can no longer fan Prabhupada as he eats within his  rooms, and  I  can no longer receieve his smile in reward  for  fragrant garlands  brought  to him as he sits preaching  to  guests.  Yet, although  I certainly miss him,  I still know Prabhupada has  not left.  That  hundreds  of his books,  dressed in  their  colorful jackets  and translated into tens of languages,  are covering the walls of his house prove that he did not leave.  Srila Prabhupada will  live  forever  through these books,  and  those  who  seeks Prabhupada's  presence within his books,  will live forever  with him.

             *       *   **   ***   **   *       *

  Now complete your draft by following the REWRITING--MORE THAN            ONE DRAFT section of the PROCESS CHECKLIST.

                  *   **   *   **   *   **   *
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