Preface
This untitled article originally appeared as a six-page document. The author’s name is not indicated. However, the letterhead on page one indicates it was sent from the office of the president of New Vrindaban: Kuladri dasa. I suspect the article may have been written by Gargarsi dasa, the editor of the New Vrindaban News and Brijabasi Spirit, in consultation with Kuladri. 
The article describes how Michael Shockman—known as Triyogi dasa—assaulted Bhaktipada on the evening of October 27, 1985, and Bhaktipada’s subsequent trip to the hospital and the procedures he suffered through. The article is undated, but was probably written soon after the assault, and most likely was mailed out to Members and Friends of New Vrindaban to inform them of the nearly-fatal attack on Bhaktipada and his precarious physical condition, along with a request for prayers.
Although most of the article appears factual, some of it, such as the conversation between Kuladri and the Sheriff’s deputy, may have been exaggerated, undoubtedly for reasons of propaganda. When quoted in the newspaper, Sheriff Bordenkircher said he had a general discussion with Shockman but nothing specific was brought out that explained the reasons for the attack. “It was a philosophical discussion. I got the feeling that he [Shockman] believes whatever occurred, occurred for the good of Krishna and to cleanse the church.” 

Never-the-less, this article accurately and poignantly portrays the great love in the hearts of the New Vrindaban residents for their spiritual father, and their inconsolable grief after he was nearly taken from them. 

—Hrishikesh dasa (Henry Doktorski), October 2008
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Srila Bhaktipada is directing all the young gurukula boys to move the broken bricks.  Walking through the crowd of working devotees, he encourages everyone.  It’s 6:00 Sunday night, and all the devotees are working hard to finish the brick marathon so Bhaktipada can begin the Rama Vijaya Mahotsava celebration by piercing Ravana with an arrow.  The 15-foot demon scowls at the devotees as the time draws near.
The parking lot is a beehive of activity, everyone running around doing their various little tasks. A dozen gurukula boys are buzzing around Bhaktipada, following his instructions. Michael Shockman approaches him from behind, carrying a 20-pound steel spike used for anchoring the forms and prying bricks.  But he is not interested in service.  His purpose is demoniac.
He approaches Bhaktipada from behind, lifts the spike well over his head, and sends the spike deep into the top of Bhaktipada’s head.  Blood showers the gurukula boys around him as they scream in terror.  He then pulls the steel rod back like a bat and takes two shots at the base of Bhaktipada’s head, throwing Bhaktipada face down on the bricks.  Blood pours from the back of Bhaktipada’s head.  Devotees scream in agony: “Bhaktipada’s dead! He’s killed him!  Oh, Krishna!” As the screams resound, the other devotees look up from their tasks, and Michael Shockman turns and runs across the parking lot with the spike.
At the first scream, Kuladri looks up and sees Bhaktipada on the ground.  He chases Michael Shockman across the parking lot. They race 100 feet, and Kuladri catches up with him.  Shockman turns to face Kuladri, swinging the bar at his head.  Kuladri  is grazed as he tackles the assailant and throws him to the ground. Kuladri pulls the bar away from him and puts it against his neck. He turns him over to the other devotees.  Then he jumps up, runs over to Bhaktipada’s car, backs it up to Bhaktipada, and tells the devotees, “Put him in.  We’re going to the hospital.”  The parking lot is filled with terror and fright. The devotees are weeping hysterically, stunned at the unbelievable, inconceivable, demoniac act that has just occurred.
“Call the hospital, call the police.  Have the police come and pick him up. Tell the hospital we’re coming in with Bhaktipada and he’s dying of head injuries.”  The car flies up the hill towards town.  We’re passing everyone, lights flashing, as Bhaktipada is convulsing in the back of his car, sometimes pushing the devotees away, sometimes calling out “Krsna” or ”Prabhupada.”
It’s twenty minutes to the nearest hospital.  We enter the emergency room, the doctor’s eyes open wide when he sees the two huge gashes in the back of Bhaktipada’s head, the blood coming from his eye and the bruise on his forehead where he fell face down on the bricks.
Bhaktipada does not cooperate with the doctors.  He cries out, “Leave me alone!  Prabhupada!  Leave me alone!  Krsna!” He does not take shelter of the doctors, but concentrates his mind on the lotus feet of guru and Krsna.  “Prabhupada, give me a chance to serve you. Krsna!  Krsna!”
“Leave me alone!  Let me go! Don’t touch me!” he shouts at the nurses and doctor.
The doctor looks at us perplexed, “What should I do? If he’s going to live, we must begin working on him.”
But Bhaktipada will not compromise. He fights to keep the intravenous away from him, does not sit still to allow an X-ray, and continually chants, “Krsna!  Prabhupada!” After some agonizing minutes, Bhaktipada collapses in a coma due to massive hemorrhaging in his skull.  The pressure from the blood between the skull and the brain causes him to stop his fighting, and the doctor immediately enters an I.V. and prepares to take X-rays.
Doctor Nick, New Vrindaban’s resident doctor, arrives on the scene.  When he sees the doctor’s face and looks at the blood pressure, he begins crying.  “I’ve been through this so many times.  Bhaktipada’s going to leave us.  His brain is  hemorrhaging, his blood pressure’s gone out of control.”
“Kuladri,” he cries, “we’re going to lose him.  We’re going to lose him, I know it.” The emergency doctor is also very doubtful and demands an ambulance.  Bhaktipada must be taken to a larger hospital.  The double fracture and hemorrhaging is too massive a problem for this small rural facility.
The ambulance arrives and Kuladri jumps in with Bhaktipada, ignoring the protests of the driver.  He is continually chanting Krsna’s name in Bhaktipada’s ear.  Bhaktipada is just lying there now, without protesting.  The doctor is next to Kuladri, giving radio instructions to the new hospital.  Sirens wail.  Two carloads of devotees follow the ambulance.

We pull into the Ohio Valley Medical Center and Bhaktipada is rushed into the emergency room.  Devotees surge at the doors. The security guards hold them back and there is almost a tussle as we insist that at least one devotee be with Bhaktipada all the time.  Kuladri steps forward as Bhaktipada’s beneficiary and assumes personal responsibility for his decisions.
They allow Kuladri in the emergency room, where the doctors begin studying Bhaktipada’s wounds and ask what happened. Bhaktipada is quiet now, and the doctors go to work as Kuladri continues to chant in Bhaktipada’s ear. The hospital’s brain surgeon arrives and immediately orders a series of brain scans to determine the damage and identify each injury to the head.
Time is agonizingly slow as Bhaktipada’s face begins to swell up. His eyes bulge out of his head and the skin around them turns black. His head and face are smeared with blood. We pray to Prabhupada, “Please give your son a chance.” Kuladri explains to the doctors and surgeon that he must be with the Swami at all times. They agree.
A tape recorder arrives. It follows Bhaktipada from the emergency room to the X-ray room.   Bhaktipada hears Prabhupada continually.
The surgeon discusses the scan with Kuladri and Dr. Nick. “He’s bleeding massively. He’s hemorrhaging between the skull and the brain. The pressure is sure to kill him. He’ll never regain consciousness if we don’t operate immediately.” Dr. Nick and Kuladri discuss it for a second.  There is no other choice.

“Doctor, do it immediately,” says Kuladri, “but I must be present, and you must allow Prabhupada’s tapes to play in the operating room.” Somehow, the doctor agrees and we prepare Bhaktipada for his operation.
It’s almost 10:00 as the nurses shave Srila Bhaktipada’s head and wash him for the operation.  The doctor shows Kuladri the x-rays of Bhaktipada’s head.  A huge fracture appears at the upper back of the skull, and another behind the left ear.  The surgeon explains that he’ll drill into Bhaktipada’s skull and remove a one inch circle of bone.  This will allow the blood to drain, taking the pressure off the swelling, bludgeoned brain. Kuladri continues to chant as the surgeons drill and cut into Bhaktipada’s brain.  Bhaktipada’s blood pours all over the floor of the operating room.  One of the assistants leans over to Kuladri and says, “If you feel faint, just sit down on the floor where you are.  But Kuladri continues to chant along with Prabhupada, who is praying to Krsna loudly in the background.

After two hours in the operating room, Srila Bhaktipada is wheeled into Surgical Intensive Care.  The surgeon explains that the operation went well, and now we must wait and watch, as new complications may develop.
It’s midnight and all the devotees are waiting outside in the parking lot because the hospital won’t allow them in the waiting room of Intensive Care.  Kuladri goes down and addresses them, giving them the grave news.  Devotees are weeping and praying.  Umapati is allowed upstairs in the waiting room. Kuladri stays with Bhaktipada constantly.  Bhaktipada’s head swells up to twice its normal size, his eyes like huge black plums, the slits almost invisible.  Bhaktipada has tubes entering all parts of his body—on both arms, in his nose, in his mouth. Every ten minutes the nurses come in and check his reflexes, his blood pressure, heart beat. All of the critical life signs.
It’s 3:00 in the morning, and Umapati is allowed to be with Bhaktipada. Kuladri has been with him the whole time, the entire journey.  Kuladri’s body begins to shake as he experiences symptoms of shock. His head aches from the slight bruise. He lies down for an hour, then calls the farm and gives the report.

He then calls the sheriff’s department to find out what’s been done with the assailant.  The deputies explain that Shockman was bragging of his feat, his only regret being that he did not finish the job. He is convinced that he is the chosen one amongst others who want the leaders of ISKCON overthrown.  He expects many godbrothers to appreciate his act. He is also disappointed that he didn’t have time to finish off the other leader out there—Kuladri.
Srila Bhaktipada remains in a deep coma as drainage tubes from his brain drip blood from the fractures.  Srila Bhaktipada remains stable for two days, while devotees carry on discussions with Indian doctors and professionals around the East. They determine that he should be moved to Allegheny General in Pittsburgh.

A Life Flight helicopter team comes to pick him up.  Within 20 minutes, he is in Allegheny General, in the hands of an experienced neurosurgeon and a team of qualified assistants.  The flight does not disturb Bhaktipada, and he is immediately prepared for another brain scan.
The hospital is very accommodating.  Umapati and Kuladri continue their 24 hour watch on Bhaktipada as Prabhupada sings in the background. The doctor discusses the scan and says that Bhaktipada needs to be operated on again.  He has a blood clot in the back of his head.  It must come out.  It is impairing his right-side movement, and may cause permanent paralysis or death if not removed immediately.

Another problem shows up on the X-ray.  The hemostasis was causing pressure on the fluids around the brain, forcing them through a fractured bone behind Bhaktipada’s nose.  This thick fluid, called cerebrospinal fluid, is the fluid that the brain floats in.  It is flowing steadily into Bhaktipada’s mouth.
We sign the consent and beg to be allowed in the operating room.  This is a different environment than the country hospital in West Virginia, and the doctor allows us to stand in the hallway outside. Umapati and Kuladri stand in the hallway next to a telephone, and as the doctors relay the progress, Kuladri calls New Vrindaban where the entire community holds kirtan during the operation. The kirtan stops as each step is announced.  Then the kirtan starts again, more intense than before.
Upon entering the back of Bhaktipada’s head, the doctors avoid a vulnerable vein, going across the huge fracture behind Bhaktipada’s left ear. They were not able to remove any of the skull to relieve the pressure and scrape the clot, so they drill four holes and drain it very carefully.  If the vein ruptures, there will be severe bleeding and the body will hemorrhage and stop working. Somehow, the operation goes on successfully, and the doctors and devotees regain the courage to face Bhaktipada’s critical condition for a few more days.
The tubes are still in Bhaktipada’s body, and he is on a respirator. But after a day of recovery, while still in critical condition, the doctor says to remove the tube from his throat and force him to breathe on his own. Although Bhaktipada’s vital activities—blood pressure, pulse, pain response, pupil dilation, etc., are going well, this will be the first major test of a self-maintained bodily function.  They remove the tubes and Bhaktipada immediately begins choking and turning red.  This continues on for what seems like an eternity.  For over an hour and a half he chokes and gasps.  The devotees are in complete anxiety.  The nurses are waiting to put the tube back if there is any immediate complication, and at one point they ask the doctors if they can.
“No,” says the doctor, “let’s try and let him make it on his own.”  So for another hour Bhaktipada struggles and struggles, his face almost blue, tears coming from his eyes.
“Turn him over on his stomach,” says the doctor.  “That should help him.” Bhaktipada stops choking and straggling.  He is breathing a little more easily.

While Bhaktipada became very inactive and was simply struggling to breathe, his swelling gradually went down, and now he lies in bed, comatose.  His eyes, head, and the back of his neck are dark bluish black.  He is helpless.  The prayers of the devotees enter his unconscious ears, and Krsna decides his future.

There are so many more dramatic details that have been left out.  Please pray to the Deities of your heart, pray to Srila Prabhupada to allow Bhaktipada to stay with us. As Srila Gurupada explained it, “In our war with Maya, our top general has been struck down on the front lines by the demons.” Now we must rally the devotional troops to come to his support. Our movement cannot afford to lose its greatest leader during such troubled times. Whatever problems have gone on and are going on in our movement, cannot compare to the loss of such a great Vaisnava. Krsna save us!
� Donald Bordenkircher, cited by Douglas Root in “Krishna Follower Held in Attack on Swami,” The Pittsburgh Press (October 29, 1985), B-5.


� To see another piece of poignant literature from this period of New Vrindaban history, see � HYPERLINK "http://henrydoktorski.com/nv/Forever_By_His_Side.doc" ��http://henrydoktorski.com/nv/Forever_By_His_Side.doc�.





