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The PasTime of The liberaTion of PuTana WiTCh

When the gopis saw little Krsna fearlessly playing on Putana’s lap, 
they very quickly came and picked Him up. Mother Yasoda, Rohini and 
other elderly gopis immediately performed the auspicious rituals by 
taking the tail of  a cow and circumambulating His body. They child was 
completely washed with the urine of  a cow, and the dust created by the 
hooves of  the cows was thrown all over His body. This was all just to 
save little Krsna from future inauspicious accidents. 

This incident gives us a clear indication of  how important the cow is 
to the family, to society and to living beings in general. The transcendental 
body of  Krsna did not require any protection, but to instruct us on the 
importance of  the cow, the Lord was smeared over with the cow dung, 
washed with the urine of  the cow and sprinkled with the dust upraised 
by the walking of  the cows.

After this purificatory process, the gopis, headed by mother Yasoda 
and Rohini, chanted twelve names of  Visnu to give Krsna’s body full 
protection from all evil influences. …

…Mother Yasoda was firmly convinced of  the Vedic [injunctions] 
regarding the importance of  cows and the holy name of  Visnu. 

Vedic culture has taken advantage of  keeping cows and chanting the 
holy name of  Visnu since the beginning of  history, and persons who are 
still following the Vedic ways, especially the householders keep at least 
one dozen cows and worship the Deity of  Lord Visnu, who is installed 
in their house. 

These are some instructions for persons advancing in Krsna 
Consciousness about how much they should be interested in cows and 
the holy name of  Lord Visnu. 

Excerpt from a narration of  Krsna Book, a summary study of  Srimad 
Bhagavatam, 10th Canto, by A. C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada
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foreWord

Labangalatika was an amazing soul who loved SrilaPrabhupada with all 
her heart. This book is the story of  her herculean efforts to protect 
a large number of  cows in her retirement years, in order to give life 

to Srila Prabhupada’s desire to promote farm communities and lifetime 
protection of  cows as the basis of  Varnashram (Sanatan) Dharma. 

Our chance meeting via an internet chat group has changed my life in 
profound ways. I am so grateful for her guidance and loving friendship. At 
the time of  our meeting I was absorbed in writing a series of  children’s’ books 
about the cows at my goshala. She mentioned her own book and I offered 
to help her self-publish. She did not want to interrupt my work and at first 
refused. I had to gather these chapters from her bit by bit. Farm life being 
what it is- this book was delayed for far too long.

These are poignant stories of  her beloved cows detailing the huge 
amount of  work she put in on a daily basis- year in and year out- to give her 
cow family the best of  care. She was a wealth of  knowledge. We can all learn 
from her life’s example. 
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inTroduCTion

Chandrabhaga and Subhadra at Godham
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Srimad-Bhagavatam 1.16.18

“The personality of  religious principles, Dharma, was wandering about 
in the form of  a bull. And he met the personality of  earth in the form of 
a cow who appeared to grieve like a mother who had lost her child. She 
had tears in her eyes, and the beauty of  her body was lost. Thus Dharma 
questioned the earth as follows:

Purport

The bull is the emblem of  the moral principle, and the cow is the 
representative of  the earth. When the bull and the cow are in a joyful 
mood, it is to be understood that the people of  the world are also in a joyful 
mood. The reason is that the bull helps in the production of  grains in 
the agricultural field, and the cow delivers milk, the miracle of  aggregate 
food values. The human society, therefore, maintains these two important 
animals very carefully so that they can wonder everywhere in cheerfulness. 
But at the present moment, in this age of  Kali, both the bull and the cow 
are being slaughtered and eaten up as foodstuff  by a class of  men who do 
not know the brahminical culture. 



Labangalatika Malik

9

 Visakha

The Indian cow is the only living being who has a nerve along her spine from 
her hump to the tail bone which connects to the sun. The sun rays produce 
gold salts which are present in all her bodily fluids, in her blood, in her urine, 
which gives us immunity from all diseases by preventing formation of  free 
radicals and can repair damaged DNA, and in her milk, which can cure 
even cancer, and in buttermilk and ghee. This milk is the only substance 
on earth apart from sunshine which contains vitamin D. Cow’s milk is 
rich in vitamin A which is very effective for eye diseases. It is also a rich 
source of  the omega 3 fatty acids so important for human health, and has 
an agent which protects against atomic radiation. It sharpens the intellect, 
gives power to the brain, swiftness to the body and stability to the emotions. 
(National Bureau of  Animal Genetic Resources, Kanpur)
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The cow is eating grass or dry straw. Where are all the vitamins or 
minerals in these things? Nothing for us, but the cow eats them, and 
the microbes in her rumen, which are eight times more powerful 

than the hydrogen atom, produce enzymes to digest grass and turn it into 
nectarian milk, medicinal urine and dung.

The Indian cow is so beautiful and special. In the Rig Veda it is said that 
the cows are daughters of  the beings of  light, sisters of  the sungods, mothers 
of  the cosmic powers, the refuge of  the universe, mothers of  the past and 
future, and of  the gods themselves, the navel center of  truth and the source 
of  ghee.

Srimad Bhagavatam 1.17.3 (1965)

For a Sanatanist, a follower of  Vedic principles, It is the duty of  every 
householder to have cows and bulls as household paraphernalia, not only 
for drinking milk, but also for deriving religious principles from her. The 
Sanatanist worships the cow on religious principles as much as a Brahmin 
is so respected. The cows’ milk is required for the purpose of  sacrificial fire 
and by performing sacrifices the householder can only be happy. The cow 
with her calf  is not only beautiful to look at but also it gives satisfaction to 
the cow and happily she delivers milk as much as possible. Foolish people 
do not know how happiness is earned by making the cows and bulls happy 
but it is a fact by the law of  nature. Let us take it from the authority of 
Srimad Bhagavatam and adopt the principles for all round happiness of 
the human-kind.”
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We started taking care of  cows because we knew, as householders, it was 
our duty to maintain a cow. The final instructions of  His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada, the Founder Acarya of  the International 
Society for Krishna Consciousness, on his deathbed, to his disciples were to 
“farm, farm, farm and to protect cows.”

In August 1977 he said “This 
is the next aspect of  Krishna 
Consciousness which I wish to 
push forward. If  I am able to 
travel again then I shall visit the 
farms and make them perfect. On 
these farms we can demonstrate 
the full varnasrama system. If 
the farms become successful, the 
whole world will become enveloped 
by Krsna Consciousness.” 

In a conversation at another time he said, “If  a man has got a cow and 4 
acres of  land he has no economic problems. That we want to start. All the 
factories will be closed.” 

ISKCON Bangalore took this message to heart and has kept cows and 
working bulls on their Mysore farm from the very beginning. 
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Kaushalya with Calves

Unfortunately, this important order of  the spiritual master has not been 
understood or carried out by ISKCON, and their history of  cow protection 
has many examples of  painful and criminal neglect. The cow projects were 
not well funded. Keeping qualified cowherds was not made a priority. The 
cows suffered as a result.

For example: At the ISKCON Gita Nagari farm community in Juniata 
County Pennsylvania, in the early 1990s, the GBC representative in charge 
had no understanding or affinity for the mission of  the farm project, which 
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was to supply milk for the East Coast Temples. He had hopes of  selling 
the property to purchase a much smaller farm nearer to his ashram for the 
purpose of  holding weekend retreats. The experienced cowherd devotees 
who had been there for years were removed because they were judged as ‘not 
being up to the devotional standard.’ They were replaced with persons who 
had no experience caring for cows. The results were disastrous for the cows. 

A young girl, Padmavati dasi, who was living at Gita Nagari at this time, 
wrote a letter to the editor which was published in the Juniata Sentinel in Port 
Royal, PA. She describes how the once magnificent herd of  175 Brown Swiss 
cows had become skinny and their rib bones were showing and they were 
mooing loudly in hunger. They all had sad faces. The ox barn was the worst 
place, everywhere deep in dung, even in water troughs… and baling twine 
and pools of  water everywhere. The girls tried to give the hungry cows more 
hay at night which was devoured in seconds, but then a padlock was put on 
the hay loft to prevent their clandestine feedings. Two oxen, in their hunger, 
had entered the hay loft for the fodder, but fell to their deaths when the floor 
caved in. 

At the goshala in Vrindaban India, they used to take the older weaned 
bull calves and drop them off  at villages in Braj to unknown fate. I made a 
report of  this to the ISKCON Ministry of  Agriculture and gave the data 
of  how many cows, and how many bulls, which showed the disparity. In 
Kartik 2000 there was a total, (including all the different age groups), of  155 
cows and only 62 bulls. Although the goshala is within walking distance from 
the temple, devotees hardly visited the cows and the temple did not give 
sufficient funds to maintain them. Everyone just wanted the milk. Thankfully 
the situation changed when Sanak Sanatan Prabhu took over the goshala and 
trained the oxen to pull carts. 

In Mayapur, India the calves were not getting enough milk, and were 
kept in a dark place under the stairs. All the milk was used for the temple 
and for devotees who paid for it, letting the calves suck only to let down 
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the milk. The Bull calves were always given away, and there are no records 
where they went. Then the Cow Ministry and GBC, (ISKCON Governing 
Body Commission), made a new policy that the breeding must stop until the 
problem of  overcrowding and giving away of  bull calves is solved. The care 
of  the cows improved under the guidance of  the homeopathic veterinarians, 
Dr Shree Kumar and his wife Kala Shree, who gave new standards to follow 
from sastra: that cows should be milked only once a day in the morning, or 
the calves will lose their health and will not grow, (Brhat Parasara), and that 
all the cows should go for grazing daily. 

Despite all of  these institutional failures there are individual devotees 
who have sincerely and successfully engaged in cow protection and farming. 

Sanatan dasa, (Stephen Voith), and his wife Linda brought their cow, 
Chintamani, along with her two calves to live with them on their three-acres 
of  land in the village of  Angelica in Southwestern NY State, where they 
met with outrage and hostility from a community who simply could not 
understand that a cow can be a member of  your family instead of  just a 
commodity for milk. 

The Village authorities that complained that the Voith’s three cows were 
bringing noise and dirtiness even though there were 60 beef  cows kept on land 
just opposite them. The Village brought court cases against Sanant and his 
family. Many Hindu organizations combined and hired a lawyer, maintaining 
that the family was keeping the cow as part of  their religion. 

Now they keep 6 cows, after Chintamani passed on from old age, and 
have the use of  the land of  the Hindu community’s Dham across the way for 
grazing cows. And Sanat dasa works for them by mowing and maintaining. 
Even in the cold snow of  winter, Sanat is feeding cows, filling water, and 
breaking ice so the cows can drink; and Linda is milking their cow and pulling 
hay on a sled. They run a nonprofit called, Govinda Goshala Cow Haven, and 
give educational programs and sell gobar, dried dung patties, for Agnihotra 
and Homa ceremonies. 
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Dr Sankar Shastri retired from his position as a Dean of  Engineering 
at New York University in Brooklyn to start Lakshmi Cow Sanctuary in 
Stroudsburg PA in the US. He has 40 acres of  land near NY City.  He single 
handedly maintains a herd of  22 cows and oxen and many other types of 
animals that have been rescued.  He has won over the hearts of  many in the 
area and has even convinced a beef  farmer to stop killing cows. 

“Just by seeing a cow one gets good luck.” Professor Sankar Shastri, 
Lakshmi Cow and Animal Sanctuary

“Many people in America see animals as meat. But animals have a soul, 
a personality, they interact. Twenty years ago I did not know much about 
farming, but the divine call was there. I got help from many people who knew 
more about farming. I enjoyed my years of  teaching, but I enjoy this work 
much more.”   (Sankar Shastri, quoted from The India Telegraph 06/06/2003) 
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My husband and I have always followed his rule of  cow protection to never 
give away cows or bulls, and we have kept all our bulls, now 38 in number. Another 
rule we tried to follow, but not with much success, is not to breed a cow unless 
you have a lifetime plan for the calf  too. However Manu Samhita cautions us: 
“Neglect of  breeding a good cow makes the coming generation of  society into 
beggars,” and “Denial of  breeding to good cows makes them infertile and makes 
cows angry and curse their keepers to death.”

Balabhadra das of  ISCOWP with Gaurangi at Roha

Balabhadra Prabhu and Chayadevi run ISCOWP and keep oxen on their 
land in Alachua, Florida and rescue calves from the auctions. Balabhadra 

teaches others how to train oxen with great patience to work by voice 
commands. Srila Prabhupada instructed us to use oxen to plough, so 

they will not be killed, and not to use tractors which spoil the microbes 
and fertility of  the top soil. 
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Shalini Bosbyshell and her husband Mahesha run Gopal  
Goshala in Elverson, PA. She rescued two cows from dairy farms and 

now brings them to temple events and house-warmings. Shalini is a 
skilled animal communicator and animal trainer. She tells people that the 
cow, as the representative of  Mother Bhumi, is an emblem of  the care 
that should be extended to all living beings, to the environment and to 

the earth itself. 

Wenda Shehata, (Bhumipriya), and her partner Matthew, of  Hugletts 
Wood Sanctuary in U.K., keeps 40 large bullocks, all rescued as calves, and 
many lambs. When she was a small girl her father kept some calves to be 
sent to slaughter. In the night she went out and released them and got a 
heavy beating. She vowed that when she grew up she would save cows and 
other animals from being killed. She has rescued many calves destined for 
the butchers and spent many nights nursing a sick calf  with pneumonia; lying 
together with them in the barn to keep them warm. She is also the only 
woman in England who makes dung cakes by hand, and dries them to supply 
the performers of  Agnihotra rituals. 
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Kishore Karale of  
Shree Ram Drishti Goshala

Kishore Karale and his wife Jyoti are the most dedicated cow keepers 
anyone could ever find. They have rescued 1200 cows from the leather 
industry and place them with farmers for lifetime care. They keep 127 of 
these cows at their home where they run the Shree Ram Drishti Goshala, in 
Wada, District Palghar. All the cows are young and beautiful. They built the 
goshala for the cows before making their own house, and all funded by his 
profession as a builder.
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Jyoti Karale with Gauri Gomata

The cows are all kept untied for grazing, but chopped pendas are always 
available. They are also fed in the evenings. There is a high tech drinking water 
arrangement with little water pots in the feeders, which fill up again as soon as 
the cows drink. Kishore has designed and made a great cow ambulance with 
hydraulic lift to pick up the cow and put her inside. They brought one cow at 
a time like this. 

I was there when one cow named Ganga went down with a slight 
fracture and dislocation in her hind leg from slipping. Kishore has this 
wonder machine to lift her up and make her stand for two hours and then 
sit down to rest. All the workers (about 7) went to her as she stood up añd 
massaged her legs putting them straight down to stand when she kept them 
crooked. They were hugging and kissing her and feeding her. After some 
time she was able to stand and even walk a little on her own carefully! Jyoti 
was sobbing tears of  joy.
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Srila Prabhupada and Jyoti’s guru, Devendra Patel, were friends in Delhi 
as young men, long before His Divine Grace went to the West, and both, 
even then, wanted to save cows. Jai Gomata. Hare Krishna.

We were with Kurma Rupa Prabhu from the very beginning when he 
lived nearby in Madhavan colony in Vrindaban, and was feeding some cows 
who came to his door. Everyday he took his bike down to the market and 
pushed it, (walking back up the hill), loaded with fresh green grass for them. 
He kept the grass in a charkan, (trough), outside Bihari Lal’s empty lot which 
was next to our house. Bihari Lal, a shopkeeper, loved cows and he said with 
tears in his eyes “Everyone loves a good milking cow, but Kurma Rupa takes 
care of  the old and injured cows.” 

Kurma Rupa and a cow
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Bihari Lal opened up his lot for Kurma Rupa to keep and feed the cows. 
I used to help him give feed to a couple of  cows, one of  them, the black and 
white Kaliya, and a calf  with a broken leg which had been set. We supplied 
water by a hose over the wall from our house. Then came Krsna the padayatra 
bull to retire there. 

Soon, as numbers grew, they moved with Rupa Ragunath and Food for 
Life to a goshala further up the road to Sundrakh where Rupa Ragunath grew 
all his vegetables. The cows occupied the sheds and the big lots there and 
supplied dung to grow the vegetables.

Daily abandoned and injured cows came to him. As soon as there was 
news of  an injured cow on the streets he sent a tempo, (trailer), to bring them 
to Care for Cows, as his Goshala became known. Kurma Rupa said it was a 
battlefield hospital where they could only nurse most of  the cows until their 
death; the death rate greatly exceeded the birth rate. 

Krsna opened the doors of  devotional service to him in Vrindaban, 
giving him all facility, and devotees from all over the world gave donations 
to maintain the cows. Soon there were hundreds, and many were kept in 
the meadows across the Yamuna River at Belvan where he was able to hire 
caretakers. Kurma Rupa had his oxen trained to pull several school buses to 
take children to their schools.

Care for Cows Goshala was attacked by the cattle mafia who used to 
try to steal and round up cows and sell them for slaughter. The gwalas who 
guarded the cows at night defended them by throwing bricks and petrol 
bombs against their guns. Then they got a security guard. Later Care for 
Cows Goshala moved quite far away to a safer place, Kiki Nagla, where there 
is a school, and a big goshala next to the Yamuna and it continues in the 
devoted care of  Kesi, who lives there day and night in the cow shed, after the 
tragic, untimely death of  Kurma Rupa in 2015. 
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My husband and I 
started taking care of 
cows nearly 30 years ago 
at our 35 acres of  land at 
Roha, Maharasthra, where 
we have plenty of  water 
in our wells and nearly a 
hundred mango trees, 
numerous cashew trees 
and coconut palms and 
some jackfruit. 

A young man named 
Rupesh came to work for 
us; hardly missing a day 
in all these years, to take 
the bulls for grazing and 
train them with love and 
patience to plough and 
pull the bullock cart. 

We didn’t know 
anything about taking care 

of  cows. The cows taught us to care for them, and taught us all about life... 
The first thing we learned of  course was that we are not the controllers. 
We already knew that waving a stick and shouting is the worst thing to do. 
When I walked behind them they would swish their tails at me in contempt, 
as if  I was of  no use.

I loved to take care of  the cows personally. I had no time or interest 
in social engagements. I loved to spend more time with the cows than in 
household duties, and my husband complained.
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This is what I wrote about my cows in 1995:

“Jaya Radhe, a young cow with her first calf, Nandini, walks proudly. 
It seems she knows she is a descendant of  Kamadhenu, the wish fulfilling 
cow said in the Puranas to be the original cow. At first Jaya Radhe wouldn’t 
allow us to milk her. We gained her trust with much petting and coaxing and 
rubbing under her neck. We didn’t like to tie her legs, the common practice; 
that would have been a battle, and we didn’t want to force her. She gives 
milk now, but when she has reached her limit, she’ll kick hard and further 
persuasion is useless. Nandini has become fat and beautiful with plentiful 
milk from her mother. 

We don’t treat our cows as milk machines, as is done in commercial 
dairies. There calves are separated from their mothers and made to suffer 
the indignity of  drinking milk from a bucket or a bottle, or worse, starved to 
death or sent to the slaughter house so that the master can have all the milk. 

It’s the time of  the first monsoon rain, and three young bullocks: Bhima, 
Nakula, and Sahadeva gallop across the field. Their heads are smeared with 
soft red earth they’ve dug up with their horns. The’ve seen an intruder, a 
strange bull on their land, so they chase him out, tails and heads held high, 
snorting, eyes shining brightly, hooves thudding, followed by little black 
Nandini, who is ready for anything.

Soon they’ll be working hard under the yoke of  the plough, in the water 
and deep, soft mud of  the rice fields, and they will become quiet and sober. 
But when all the ploughing is over, the farmer will bow down to their feet in 
respect to thank them and tell them they are free to go. Such reciprocation 
between man and animal, and the idea of  ‘go seva’ or service to the cow, is 
new to us in the West, who have been brought up to believe we are the lords 
of  all we survey and nature is ours to exploit.” 
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Once a young doctor came to visit and saw the few milking cows 
in their house, and then the bull, oxen, and older calves in another 
cowshed. He was surprised and said: 

“These don’t give any milk? What’s wrong with them?”
“They’re bulls,” I replied. 
“Oh, why do you keep them then?” 
“Are your sons not as good as your daughters?” I asked. 

I told him that all our cows, bulls and calves have lifetime protection. 
I told him that to give milk, a cow must have a calf, who must be 
engaged and cared for his or her whole life. 

The bulls are even more important than milking cows because 
they plough the fields, carry loads on the bullock cart, and 
turn the oil press to extract oil from seeds. Both cows and 
bulls produce dung, which is more valuable than gold or even 
the famous Kohinoor diamond, according to eminent Indian 
economist, Venishankar M. Vasu, because it fertilizes the soil. 

The farmland of  India has remained fertile for hundreds 
of  thousands of  years by the application of  cow dung. But now, 
because of  cow slaughter, India has a shortage of  cow dung for 
fertilizer, and chemical fertilizer has ruined the land, by killing the 
microbial life in the soil. 

“If  we destroy our cattle wealth, not even God can save this 
country.” Venishankar M. Vasu 
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Rupesh training the Bulls

“Lord Krsna as teacher of  human society, personally showed us by his acts 
that the mercantile community, or the vaisyas, should herd cows and bulls 
and give protection to the valuable animals. According to Smrti regulations, 
the cow is the mother, and the bull is the father of  the human being. The 
cow is the mother, because just as one sucks the breast of  the mother, 
human society takes cows’ milk. Similarly the bull is the father of  human 
society because the father earns for the children, just as the bull tills the 
ground to produce food grains. Human society will kill its spirit of  life by 
killing the father and mother.

“It is mentioned herein that the beautiful cows and bulls were of  various 
checkered colors--- red, black, blue, yellow, ash etc. And because of  their 
colors and healthy smiling features, the atmosphere was enlivening.” 
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Srila Prabhupada writes in a purport to Srimad Bhagavatam (3.2.29)  

Banshi-Shaku-and-Bola w Krsna  

“As He, (Lord Krsna), grew to be six or seven years old, the Lord was given charge of 
looking after the cows and bulls in the grazing grounds. He was the son of  a well to do 
landholder who owned hundreds of  thousands of  cows. According to Vedic economics, 

one is considered to be a rich man by the strength of  his store of  grains and cows. With 
these two things humanity can solve its eating problem. All other things but these two are 
artificial necessities created by man to kill his valuable life at the human level and waste 

his time in things which are not needed.  
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We can fix our minds on the Lord as he is described in this verse on 
which Srila Prabhupada is commenting:

“While herding the very beautiful bulls, the Lord, who was the reservoir of 
all fortune and opulence, used to blow his flute, and thus he enlivened his 
faithful followers, the cowherd boys.”

And we can do as Srila Prabhupada has instructed us: protect the 
beautiful cows and bulls and benefit human society. 
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In 2014 we invested our savings to start Godham Goshala, near Pune. We 
moved about 40 of  our cows and bulls there so that they could be protected 
after we became too old to care for cows anymore. They make distilled cow 
urine products like many goshalas do. 

But 20 more cows could not be moved from here at that time. Now the 
directors of  our goshala who oversee our Roha land plan to bring them all 
back here when there is sufficient manpower so that they will all be together. 

Friends, I Exhort you: 
If  you purchase dairy milk at market price you are contributing to the 

slaughter of  cows because on such income the farmer cannot afford to 
maintain the calf  or provide for the cow when she is dry. If  you purchase and 
drink milk, it is your solemn duty to support cows and goshalas. 

After a lifetime of  service; cows deserve a safe home. 
Do not sell your cows. Save your cows and bulls. Save your land. Save 

your family. Save your country. 
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laliTa

When we came to our farmhouse in 1992 we planned to keep a 
cow because as householders it was our duty. We wanted a local 
Indian breed cow. But Lalita was given to us when she was just 

6 months old, by my husband’s friend, who owned a chicken farm. I never 
planned to have a Jersey cow, and she was a pure Jersey, but I thought, “well, 
that’s alright. She is a cow after all.” 

Lalita our first cow, given as a calf  by our friends
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 She was all alone at first, crying and following me everywhere. Soon we 
brought Laxmi, a desi cow, and her calf  Bhim from a local farmer, and so she 
had company. Laxmi was so scared when she first saw me, a white person, in 
the cowshed. She jumped in the manger trying to escape. She was only used 
to seeing short, brown skinned adivasi men in shorts. Laxmi’s first calf  at her 
old place had been taken away by a tiger. It happened sometimes in those 
days that a tiger might come and snatch a calf  or a dog from farms. Therefore 
cows were, and still are, always kept in pens close by the house at night.

Labangalatika at her goshala in Roha Maharashtra

We learned first-hand the hard way how difficult it is to keep a Jersey 
cow in Indian conditions. They need three times as much food as Indian 
cows. They must have grain and rice bran twice a day and three times as 
much water. No ordinary Indian farmer can afford to keep such a cow. 
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The government programme of  promoting Jersey cows for all farmers to 
increase milk production was a disastrous policy. It led to the untimely death 
of  many such cows and their unfortunate male offspring, who were sold 
to be slaughtered for meat. Jersey cows have a thin and loose skin which is 
always getting torn. They have no immunity to the Indian climate, and they 
are subject to come down with any disease. Indian cows are so hardy and 
disease resistant. Their skin is firm and thick. They need less water and can 
do well on less fodder. Only affluent farmers can keep a Jersey cow; and how 
long will they do so? This government policy of  promoting Jerseys, and the 
demand for fatty buffalo milk, was leading to the extinction of  the Indian 
breeds. Now thankfully, the policy seems to have changed with the recent 
change of  government. 

Lalita was very sweet natured with the adorable dishy shaped Jersey 
face and appealing eyes. When she grew up, in our ignorance, we went along 
with the regular programme that most people follow of  breeding cows for 
milk. The vet came and performed the forced ritual of  artificial insemination. 
When she delivered Gaura, a nice little Jersey bull, I started to milk her with 
the idea of  covering the cost of  her maintenance too. But in spite of  our lust 
and greed, and expectations of  gallons of  milk, she produced 3 or so liters in 
the morning. She gave milk for about three years, giving only about 1 litre in 
the last year. We gave up our ideas of  selling milk.

Parvati was raised on her milk when she came to us as an orphan. Gaura 
grew up fast into a big bull, and before we knew what was happening he 
impregnated his mother. Our workers had assured us that a bull would not 
be able to impregnate a cow until they were three years old. After years of 
experience, we now know that this is not even true of  our Indian desi bulls. 
Due to our ignorance and relying on the villagers advice, Nitai was born. Then 
Gopal was born. His hind legs somewhat splayed and crooked in motion 
from this inbreeding.
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After Gopal, Govinda was born. They both became bullocks. Gaura 
died of  snake bite. We didn’t know it was a snake bite. When we noticed the 
swelling on his leg, we thought it was caused by a hit from another cow. In the 
evening he refused to eat. We suddenly realized, “Oh Gaura!” 

Rupesh, our cow herd, got some leaves from a special tree, crushed them 
with water and poured it into Gaura’s nose. In a minute or two , he passed 
both dung and urine but it was too late. The poison had been in his body all 
day. The vet did not come and if  he would have come, he wouldn’t have been 
able to help anyway. Anti venom is not available for animals because it would 
be required in great quantity to treat their body weight. 

I tried giving him homeopathic doses of  Echinacea but to no avail and 
I sat with him all night. The other heroes on our property did not come to 
help. Rupesh had gone back to his village and the others slept. But I sat with 
him and tried to comfort him, making space for him as he tried to struggle 
forward at times. He died at 4:00 am. I left and let the men make a deep pit in 
the rainy season and do the work of  a burial. 

The widow of  my husband’s friend who had the chicken farm and who 
had given us Lalita demanded a Jersey bull from us for breeding, so we had 
to give her Nitai. After some years we learned he had drowned in the floods 
which swept through their farm by the river one heavy monsoon. Indeed 
many cattle were washed away in Roha at that time. 

Govinda lived with us for many years but also died of  a snake bite very 
suddenly. Gopal died recently of  old age and Madhava who is half  Gir and 
enormous in height is still with us. We had the idiotic plan to breed Lalita with 
our Gir bull. After that we stopped allowing her to breed. She remained in 
very good health for many years especially in the rainy season grazing on the 
green grass with great relish. 

Jerseys, after all, belong on the Channel Islands in England where it rains 
every day and the grass is green and lush. Here in India, it is dry for eight 
months of  the year and life is hard for her with dry fodder. We tried to grow 
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some green grass just for her. Our land is not irrigated and we grow rice in 
the rainy season. At one stage we nearly lost her as she collapsed a couple of 
times, and I thought it must be old age as she was close to 20 and couldn’t 
chew whole fodder since she had no teeth. We had to chop it small for her. 
One day I noticed that the man who was bringing her the special feed just put 
it down so another cow nearby, Satyabhama, could reach over and take it. The 
problem was that she just wasn’t getting enough to eat. 

I changed her feeding area, and put her on a good quantity of  soaked, 
cracked wheat and rice bran, and rice husk four times a day. This immediately 
revived her robust health. She even got strong enough to enjoy eating whole 
rice straw again even without teeth. When she was 23 I felt I had to get 
the entire herd vaccinated against foot and mouth disease which was in the 
area, and we already had experience of  how hard it is to treat foot lesions by 
cleaning and applying ointment. 

Unfortunately, after being vaccinated she developed lesions between her 
hooves. There was no chance she could have caught this from another source. 
It was a direct reaction and side effect from the vaccination. It would not clear 
up with application of  medicine. After a couple of  weeks, she sat down and 
did not get up. After a few days she left her body. 
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GoPal

Gopal was born by the accidental inbreeding of  his mother, Lalita, 
with his elder brother, Gaura. Although he was a very beautiful 
calf, he had skin problems, and as he grew up his hind legs became 

splayed as he walked. He often developed abscesses on his face because the 
Jersey skin is very thin and any scratch became a wound inviting maggots. He 
became enormous and we fed him and his younger brother Govinda great 
quantities of  food just to maintain the weight for their size. Jerseys need 
green grass all year to be healthy, but in India we cannot provide it for them. 

Lalita’s son Gopal as a calf
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Gopal loved to eat long straw pendas, but as he became old and had no 
teeth to chew properly he would chew them a little and then spit them out 
instead of  taking them down to ruminate, and then go on to spoil a new one. 
I tried cutting them small for him, but he was not interested in the least and 
refused. Only long pendas would do…chew and spit out.

He was the most gentle giant, slow moving, looking out of  his big eyes 
at you. We had taken milk from his mother so it was our responsibility to look 
after him life-long. It doesn’t matter whether he was a Jersey, or whatever kind 
of  breed, we loved him. 

He died at 18 years old when he was in perfect health, eating very well, 
and walking about. One night after eating, he laid down to sleep. In the 
morning, his body was sitting in the same place without moving, but he was 
not there. He had quietly left his body so peacefully.
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bhim

B him came to us at one month old with his mother, our first desi cow, 
Laxmi. We already had Lalita, our 6 month old Jersey calf. When 
Laxmi went out to graze, Bhim stayed by himself  in the cow shed and 

was very quiet. Then he got to go out, but he was never very social, which was 
our fault for not petting him enough. He got bigger and one day broke into 
the little vegetable garden behind the house. I tried to wave him out, and he 
was angry, ran at me, and knocked me over. It hurt to laugh for a while.

Bhim and his brother Sahadev eating pendas 
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When he grew up he stayed with the cows and bullocks, and later on 
with the bulls in their new shed on the far side of  our land. Although he 
had known me for years, when he saw me, or practically anyone, especially 
a stranger, he would paw the ground and start snorting, wanting to fight. 
Although I was afraid of  him, I knew I had to give him lifetime protection 
for very many years to come and would have to overcome my fear. In the far 
field at times where farmers and other villagers crossed through our land, he 
would start to chase them, bellowing, and they would run terrified. He was 
small and black with good horns. He was trained to work and actually loved 
it. It was no problem for him to pull the bullock cart. He would run along 
happily, with his brother Sahadev.

When he got much older he mellowed, and he was free to go anywhere 
on the land day and night. He could go in the shelter if  he liked with some 
other bulls and sit. I used to go every morning to feed the bulls before our 
cowherd, Rupesh, could come from his village to take them for grazing; and I 
would give him a chapati. By this time, Bhim had become a very friendly old 
person. 

One morning in the summer when he was 19 years old, he disappeared, 
but we found him in the afternoon. He was lying dead having fallen over 
small rocks while eating fallen cashew fruits half  way down the hill. I sat while 
a pit was dug on the same place on the hill side, and he was buried there with 
full honours.
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ParvaTi

A doctor from Mumbai has his land and house and a Shiva temple 
about five Kilometer away from us. He used to come every couple 
of  weeks and kept a servant there and a cow and some bullocks. He 

demanded we give them a nice cow and since the doctor professed to be a 
great lover of  cows we gave him our Gopi, the white cow who was pregnant 
and sent her year old daughter Vishaka along for company.

Gopi our beautiful white cow
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Gopi gave birth to a red colored female calf, her father being Giri our 
Gir bull. Everything went on fine until the following year when someone 
told us a cow there was very ill, so we went to see. It was not Gopi but the 
doctor’s cow, a Kankrej Friesian mix. She had an untreated septic wound on 
her leg and was just lying flat down without food or water. She had a new calf 
a few days old. The hired man was feeding this calf  Gopi’s milk in a very dirty 
bottle. By this time Gopi had her own young bull calf  sired by one of  the 2 
mix breed Gir bulls there. 

We helped the cow sit up and gave her water and made the hired man 
bring food for her, and we called the vet and waited for him. The vet treated 
her and described how she must be cared for. We instructed the man there 
and then we had to go back to our own place. The next day we returned to 
check up on the cow. Once again she was lying flat, not sitting, and she had no 
water, no food, and no attention. If  she was to survive and recover, some care 
had to be given to her. We sat her up again but she was very far gone. And 
we could not come over there again and again. So we left taking away the new 
calf  with us so we could feed her and later returned with a tempo. We took 
away Gopi and her calves: Vasudev, and Visakha, Gopis elder daughter, and 
Roshni, Gopi’s daughter who was born there and now a year old. The mother 
cow died that day. We named the new calf, Parvati, as she had come from the 
Shiva mandir there. 

Parvati was a beautiful black and white Friesian mix breed. She eagerly 
drank 2 ½ litres of  milk by baby bottle every day from our Jersey cow, Lalita. 
I had to fill this bottle 5 times at each session and she would be so impatient 
to get at the next one. She grew up into such a beautiful, big, black and white 
cow with Kankrej horns, but no hump. She is the most friendly of  the cows 
at Roha and is not afraid of  strangers as are most of  our little desi cows. She 
shows her affection by licking one on the arms so thoroughly that you have 
to move away before you are washed away. 
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When she grew up the doctor from the farm of  her origin sent his 
servant in a tempo to ask for her back, just like that, after a year of  our care. 
We refused. My husband shouted down from the terrace: “The doctor doesn’t 
know how to take care of  cows.” 

Parvati

We let her breed once and she had Kartikeya, whose father was Giri, 
who has a hump and is the tallest bullock, who starts fights with the others 
at Godham goshala. Parvati gave milk which must have been A1, not suitable 
for humans, but just as she herself  was raised as an orphan on a bottle, her 
milk was given for more than a year to Subhadra, who had then come as an 
orphan calf. Kartikeya drank his fill and Subhadra got 2 ½ litres a day and 
there was even more for a couple of  years. These Friesians are the most 
exploited cows all over the world for milk, because they are docile and give 
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large quantities of  milk which cannot be well digested by humans and this is 
one reason why vegans condemn milk. 

Japa meditation with cows at Roha
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Giri

Giriraj, a pure bred Gir bull came to us when he was 2 ½ years old 
from a goshala in Kalyan, smiling and joyful, red colored with long 
ears like the leaves of  the banyan tree and long heavy dew lap. His 

skin is soft, thin and glossy; the hair coated by an oil secreted by the skin 
which is a natural insect repellent. There is an extra layer of  muscle tissue 
under the skin by which he can shake his skin to remove parasites. We had 
decided to upgrade our local breed cows by breeding with a Gir. We should 
have brought a Gir cow along with him and let them breed pure Gir but we 
worked on our own misconceptions 

Giriraja our Gir bull
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The Gir and local breeds mix were naughty and irritable, not like sweet, 
good natured Gir cows. Our Roshni would even go and butt people with her 
horns, but then she was not born here. We brought her back when she was a 
year old with her mother Gopi from the doctor’s place, where Gopi had been 
given. It seems she may have been teased a lot over there as a calf  which made 
her aggressive. The bullocks are better, friendly, and easy to handle but Gir is 
not a good draught animal. The local breed is excellent, surefooted, fast, and 
tireless on these hilly tracts.

Giri as a calf  with our granddaughter, Snehal 

Giri was magnificent and so distinctive in his features and a noble soul, 
courteous to all who used to come and pat him in the cow shed where he 

stood near the door. 

He was the leader of  the herd for years but as he grew old, one of  his 
own sons drove him away and he would graze alone. When he was 18 we kept 
him with the few calves and the Jerseys in the chikoo field as he was being 
bullied. He felt badly. He did not seem to be ill but he would have to sit often. 
At the start of  the rains we kept him in the open sided earth floor cow shed 
so he could go out if  he wanted. 
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Finally, he sat and could not get up. He left his body in a few days. He did 
not seem to want attention. When I talked to him before he died he looked 
hard at me straight in the eye. I felt incapable of  understanding the profound 
meaning of  what he was saying.

When I went back a little later he had passed away. His massive body was 
put in samadhi with harinam chadar, and tulsi leaves in his mouth. He was 
buried at the back of  the cowshed. The pit dug in the rain by 2 adivasis who 
had agreed to come and help. I touched his feet and chanted as we piled earth 
on top of  him. 

Giri was the sire or grandsire of  most of  the cows at Roha

In Roha, all the bulls, mostly Giri’s sons and grandsons, are free at night 
to wander and graze under the trees. It is so auspicious to see them with 
their big horns, moving on their four legs of  Dharma; emblems of  the moral 
principle, purifying the land and guarding the earth itself. They are safe here, 
and even more safe now that the ban on beef  is signed into law in this state of 
Maharashtra, after a wait of  20 years. Now bulls cannot be killed here, thanks 
to Mr Rajendra Kumar Joshi, the lawyer who got the law passed in the first 
place. It remains so in spite of  so many appeals against it from an astonishing 
number of  people who think it is their right to eat beef.
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subhadra

Subhadra came to us from Mumbai, brought by PAWS, The Plant and 
Animal Welfare Society. She had been found running in the traffic on 
the road. Maybe she had fallen from a truck. She had a knife like slash 

on the inside of  her back leg. She didn’t know how to drink milk from a bottle 
so the staff  at Paws resorted to giving her grains in a bowl, although she was 
only about 2 weeks old. Luckily our cow, Vishaka, had just delivered a calf, 
Gaurangi who was about the same age. Our big crossbred cow Parvati was 
also still giving milk so we had enough milk for Subhadra. 

Subhadra and Gaurangi grew up together as calves
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She drank two and half  liters a day. She didn’t know how to suck on the 
bottle. I kept trying. Then I made sucking noises and she suddenly caught on 
and grabbed that plastic nipple and never let go. She drank all the milk, and I 
had to keep refilling the baby bottle. She was always terrified of  any stranger. 
We do not know her ordeal when she lost her mother. 

Subhadra grew up with Gaurangi. Gaurangi was golden and Subhadra 
was black. They played together in the chikoo field and stayed together at 
night. She grew up and after a few years had a bull calf, beautifully speckled 
black and white, like his father Dauji who was the Deoni breed. The calf ’s 
name is Janmashtami. He never left his mother’s side when he was small. He 
was really shy. We didn’t take Subhadra’s milk at all. A couple of  years later 
her next calf  Bimal Prasad came. He was all black. She was always so happy 
sitting with all her calves in the Chikoo field. 

We let the vet vaccinate her along with all the other cows for foot and 
mouth disease although she was so scared. It is troublesome to deal with the 
foot lesions of  foot and mouth. We have seen this twice here. Only some get 
it, some so mild it goes after a day. But if  it comes on the feet, they have to be 
washed and then ointment is applied and they kick, of  course, which makes 
it very difficult. That year we got it done under pressure from the vet and the 
village people. 

I am now against the practice of  vaccination as side effects are apparent 
in more than a few cases and there are fatalities too. The carrier material of 
vaccines, mercury and aluminum, are not meant to be injected into the body, 
human or animal. Anti rabies vaccine is necessary for dogs as it is a terrible, 
fatal disease. However, foot and mouth is not fatal and is easily cured in 
a few days, not by conventional treatment of  which there is none, but by 
homeopathic doses of  Merc Sol and Arsenic Alb. In Subhadra’s case it should 
not have been done as after a few days she became restless. 

She had been on heat a few days before and we did not give her the 
opportunity to mate. She took this very badly and I will never forget the 
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hopeless look on her face in the evening. I vowed that the next time she 
should be able to breed again. But that time never came. I was leaving for 
Vrindavan to catch the train when I saw her running and stumbling a little 
outside. I told the working couple, who had been with us for only a short 
time, not to tie her again in the shed with the stone floor but take her to the 
outside wada with the earth floor when necessary.

I should have cancelled my trip at that moment and not gone to 
Vrindavan. 

Indeed the trip was not even a good one nor of  any special spiritual 
significance as trips to Vrindavan usually are. I have never gone back again to 
Vrindavan after this. But after I had left for the train, the workers didn’t listen 
and again tied her in the shed with the stone floor and she fell and broke 
her femur and she was put outside again trying to get up and hurting herself 
more. I was not there to see what took place.

Subhadra with calves in the chikoo field
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When I came from Vrindavan in a few days, I found her lying in the shed 
with the soft gobar floor so I sat her up propped by bales of  paddy straw and 
she drank water and ate too. For one month I tried to get so many vets to 
come and diagnose if  she had a broken or just dislocated hip, but no one was 
of  any use until I got a good post graduate vet from a more distant place to 
come at great expense, and he found a broken femur and gave her IVs and 
said she should be lifted to stand daily. 

Unfortunately, when the local not-so-qualified vet came, he put 
something in the saline IV which caused her to breathe very heavily. He 
didn’t come back to rectify it. It is difficult to get vets to come here. So she 
continued breathing rapidly, in spite of  how I tried to ease her condition with 
homeopathic remedies, and then she left her body. I am still grief  stricken 
and always remember this beautiful little black cow sitting with the calves, her 
own and others, in the chikoo field. She was only 7 years old. 

Two years ago I also fractured my hip joint in a fall. There must be a 
coincidence in this. But my hip was mended by surgery, and I can walk again 
but Subhadra could not get up again

.
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GauranGi

While Gaurangi was being born, her mother Vishaka stood up and 
Gaurangi fell down to the floor. She seemed fine but still did not 
stand up until 12 hours later at 10 pm. I was so delighted to see her 

stand up at last. There was nothing wrong with her legs. She was just in shock. 
We were lifting her to take milk from her mother’s udder, which she could not do 
on her own. But fortunately the power came back to her legs and then she never 
stopped dancing. She was so beautiful. All golden, so they called her a brahmin 
cow. She grew up together with Subhadra, one golden and the other black.

 Gaurangi as a calf
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Gaurangi

When she was not much more than 2 years old she came on heat one 
day. I was walking near the cow sheds when she saw me and came running 
and suddenly jumped up and knocked me backwards. I said, “Oh Gaurangi 
No!” 

But I was flat down and she jumped right on my chest crushing some 
ribs and then ran off. It was deliberate, almost as if  planned. For some time 
afterwards whenever she saw me, she would look my way with intent to come 
and meet me, but I was cautious to avoid her. Now she is grown up, sedate 
and matronly with 2 calves of  her own. Such unruly behavior would never 
occur to her.
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I made my way to the house as best I could and took 2 months to recover 
from the blow or even lie down again on my back. It was directly the mercy 
of  Lord Krishna so that the holy feet of  the cow should remove my sinful 
reactions. Certainly a lot more auspicious than being run over by a truck.
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GanGa

One time the wife of  my husband‘s friend, the owner of  a chicken 
farm, who had given us Lalita as a calf, demanded one of  our cows 
to be given in charity. A friend of  hers had been told by the brahmins 

she had to give a cow in charity for purification on the death of  her husband. 
Not having enough cows of  her own, she approached us. My husband under 
this social obligation made me accept, and I was forced to send Madhavi, 
a young cow. I will never forget how she looked at me when she left in the 
tempo. She was not angry or sad but just questioning, like “How?” The friend 
gave Madhavi in charity to a villager for her own good karma. 

Ganga in the cow shed
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I was not happy about this and could not reconcile giving her away, so 
after a year I wanted to see how she was doing. When I went to this distant 
village, she had gone out, but her calf  was there. I went back again on another 
day, with prior notice, and found out the calf  was no more. He had not 
survived being turned loose with no food and water after a year. This is what 
they do in the villages. They especially do not want male calves, so they make 
sure they cannot survive once their usefulness for extracting milk from their 
mother cow is over. They may also tie unwanted cows, who may for example 
have become blind, or too old, and extra calves, and starve them to death 
so they do not have to feed them or take them for grazing. I know several 
instances. I was personally feeding an abandoned calf  from a village who 
came to our place, but when the rainy season came, the lady took her home 
as she could not be allowed free movement any more on account of  the rice 
crop. After a month I learned she had died, for no reason.

So I went with a tempo to bring back Madhavi and paid Rs 700 to the 
farmer. She was very hard to catch and ran here and there. When we put her 
in the tempo she was so terrified she sat spread eagle the whole trip, and when 
we got her out and tied her in the cow shed she sat the same way for a couple 
of  days until fortunately she stood up at last. I had remarked that Madhavi 
was brown but this cow was grey and white and her horns curved down, but 
Madhavi’s horns were upwards. I was told cows change colour in time and 
horns develop in other ways too. They had called her Ganga. So Ganga she 
stayed. Now I realize they duped me as they wanted to keep Madhavi, a better 
cow, and also not return a cow given in charity with puja. After a few months 
she gave birth to Ekadasi, a white female calf  who all these years has never 
been able to have a calf  of  her own. She loves attention and demands to be 
petted all the time and will not leave you.

Ganga is now more than 20 years, a little old white cow and blind in 
one eye. She roams everywhere in our jungle land with great agility finding so 
much to eat. She likes to stay on her own day and night, but always within sight 
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of  other cows. She comes up to me looking for treats, like dry coconut pieces 
and opens her mouth with hardly any teeth left. If  I don’t have anything she 
would like to give me a butt with her head and then again ask for something. 
She is blessing us by her long life. 
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bandi

Bandi’s owner in the village sold her to another person elsewhere. 
Somewhere along the way to her new owner’s home, she refused to 
move an inch further and the drunken man beat her, fracturing her 

leg and hip and left her in a ditch. Rupesh, who takes care of  our bulls and 
lives in the village, saw her on his way home and lifted her out of  the ditch. 
She managed to hobble around on 3 legs. The next day she had hobbled 
down the hill to our cowshed. 

Wenda Shehata of  Hugletts Wood Farm Animal Sanctuary  
sits with Bandi in her final hours
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It was hard for her to graze in her condition so we took her 
inside and kept her and fed her well. After 2 months she gave 
birth to a beautiful white female calf, Sita. Then the former owner’s 
wife actually came down with a vessel in her hand and asked for 
her milk. Of  course we were not milking her. 

She could walk then very well with a limp and uneven hip. She was small, 
brown, and white patched, with floppy horns loosely hanging over her ears. 
Still if  annoyed, she could give a good bang with her head. 

We did not want her to become pregnant again in her wrecked condition 
but somehow she managed to mate with our big Gir bull and had a very 
good male calf, Prahlad. Later too she managed to give birth to our little cow, 
Yasoda. She kept to herself  not caring much to associate with other cows, and 
at night she always sat outside. Sometimes I was afraid the old falling branch 
of  a coconut tree might fall on her but she knew where to sit safely. 

She became very old and sat down. We had her sit on a big heap of  straw 
in the open cow shed with the gobar floor and turned her daily. My friend 
Bhumipriya came from England to visit with a homeopathic vet named Tim. 
He also used acupuncture and gave her some needles in her back, which 
enabled her to stand and walk about again. However, she got a maggot 
wound in her ear and not wanting to hurt her by trying to remove them from 
inside her ear, the vet came and gave her a dose of  ivermectin. The maggots 
vanished but she was not able to get up again. Tim had gone back to the UK, 
but Bhumipriya came back to us for a week and sat with Bandi all day, every 
day, until she left her body, after being turned one day. We all buried her in the 
field nearby with Tulsi and pictures of  Deities and a kirtan.
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Yasoda

Yasoda was Bandi’s last daughter, brown and white, with crooked 
bending, but firm horns, not loose and wobbly like her mother’s. 
She grew up with Kalindi and Parvati, and was always a great pet.

Yasoda 



Mothers of  the Past and Future

62

She never produced any calf  until she was eight years old. We thought 
she was infertile. But after she gave birth to Devaki in 2010, she soon followed 
with Krsna and then Shakuntala. They shared the cow shed at night and the 
chikoo field by day with Bandsiddhar, Roshni’s calf, and Bholanath, Ahilya’s 
calf, of  the same age, besides the big girls, Aruni and Vishnupriya. At night 
and early morning I would move among the calves and their mothers inside 
the cowshed. It was crowded, but the calves were very good and quiet and 
sober, not disturbed by anything. They sat together at night a little away from 
their mothers. Milking took place once a day in the evening only. 

Shakuntala, Banshi, Bhola as calves in the field 

Yasoda and Shakuntala eventually shifted to Godham, with Roshni and 
Bansidhar, and when I would be there in the goshala, Yasoda would always 
come and demand more to eat. I would give more pendas to her which she 
wanted, finding it tough to get to the charkans among the big Gir and Kankrej 
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cows who used to shove the smaller cows away. Shakuntala was drinking milk 
not only from Yasoda but also would go behind other cows and quietly take 
milk. She became very fat and robust and by the age of  two years she gave 
birth to a small calf, Sushila

Yashoda with her friends near their cows shed at Roha
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GoPi

 Haripriya’s daughter Gopi

My old cow, Gopi, 23 years old, died this morning at Godham. 
We were rushing from here to be with her when I heard she 
was down, but she didn’t wait for me. I was with her about 2 

weeks ago and she was walking well but not far. She was happy when 
I brought her bakris, (chapatis of  jowar/ sorgum) and pieces of  gur, 
(date sugar). She was well cared for and eating chopped green sugar 
cane every day. She was Haripriya’s calf. I knew her from the day she 
was born so she has left a big gap in my life. The fact that I wasn’t there 
to talk to her at the end makes me very sad. They were playing a CD 
of  Srila Prabhupada singing on a loudspeaker in the goshala when she 
passed. She had 4 calves and many descendants. She loved all calves 
and always groomed and licked the calves around her. Even though 
she had no milk they would go to her udder and get licked.
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JaYaradhe

Jayaradhe came when she was a two-month old calf  with her mother 
Hari Priya in 1994 and the first thing she did was knock into my husband 
who fell and lost his glasses. He never went out among the cows again.

Jayaradhe the matriarch at Roha 

She was a great matriarch, giving birth to eight calves here. She had 
become quite lame after an unexplained accident out in the pasture with the 
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other cows, in which her hip became dislocated with a slight fracture. Five of 
us had to half  carry, half  walk her, even through some water, back to the cow 
shed. For four days she was sitting and unable to get up because a local vet 
was unable to set the dislocation. 

But we brought an old man of  eighty years from some distance away 
who could set bones, for both cows and humans. He just touched her hip 
and she sprang to her feet, ready to fight, and showing her horns. But her 
calf  Bhavani, a year old, could no longer be allowed to nurse from her, and 
when she came to try to get into her mother’s pen, she was kept away by 
Rupesh. This made him her life long enemy although he was only protecting 
her mother. He could never touch her again. 

Because Jayaradhe had become lame, we sent her to graze in the chikoo 
field with the calves and away from other cows so she would not by chance 
become hurt again. What happened though, was that, when she came on 
heat, she became pregnant from the year old bull calves even though she had 
become old, even when she was eighteen years old and lame. But it made no 
difference to her ability to raise calves. 

Her first calf, long before her accident, was Nandini, a black cow whose 
daughter Ahilya produced many more descendants. If  any stranger came 
near when Jayaradhe was with her small calf  out in the field, she became 
very aggressive. One time she chased our daughter Sangeeta who had to run 
behind a tree and call out for help to be rescued.

Then came Shyam a black/brown Gir cross bull whose father was Giri, 
the Gir bull. Shyam was made a bullock at five years because of  his tendency 
to fight and go off  alone. Since then he always seems sad, but his behaviour 
is much improved and there is no trouble in the herd. 

Yamuna was a small brown and white cow with long curved horns-one 
of  which is now half  a horn having broken off  some time ago. She is most 
unfriendly and responds to everyone, including me, by tossing her head and 
horns. When she was a calf, we had a worker for a short while, named Babu, 
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who treated her roughly at milking time. However when offered a nice treat, 
she becomes lovable and will allow her head to be rubbed. Then again if  you 
approach her with nothing, she will not allow and again shows the horns. 
She had only one calf  named Mahadev, a very fine working bullock with 
enormous curved horns.

 Katyayani

Then came Dauji, our breeding bull, who is now seventeen years old. 
His father was Giri, the Gir bull. He is a perfect example of  the Deoni breed, 
black and white speckled, tall, and strong with no trace of  Gir or of  his 
mother Jayaradhe, a local desi cow. The genes must have been there for this 
breed to appear and be prominent. 
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Bhavani was born at the time of  the Bhuj earthquake of  2003, with a 
beautiful white blaze on her face. She had only one calf, Nityananda, and he 
unfortunately was fatally injured by his father, Dauji, who hit him and broke 
his back leg (femur). He lay all night outside as there were no men in the late 
evening available to lift him. It was raining and we put a shelter over him and 
bedding for him, but in the morning he had slid out of  the place. I was so 
worried I went at three A.M to see and tried to help him. I can never forgive 
myself  for not bringing people out for him at night. Then much later, five 
men came and brought him on a stretcher to the cow shed. 

He was not able to get up and stand and he lived for 6 weeks on big 
beds of  straw, being turned and changed daily. We could not bring him close 
to our house as the road was too muddy from rains for any vehicle to move 
him. I stayed with him every evening till dusk, giving him company, talking 
to him, and rubbing him, helping him to drink water and reach fodder. His 
wounded leg was free from maggots and daily we sprayed his body with an 
Ayurvedic spray so no bed sores came. We kept a tape recorder playing Srila 
Prabhupada’s voice constantly, day and night. After six weeks, he just stopped 
eating and took a little water and then he left his body. 

Then came Nanda Kishore, who is a good working bullock. At one point 
he was given to a friend, who had been the head of  the SPCA. She insisted 
that she needed a bullock for her worker at her farm and promised to give 
him life long protection. They were told to keep him tied for one month. But 
after four days, they took him out and he broke loose, running into their nice 
garden, where even 24 men could not handle him. There was no patient, calm 
approach, and he ended up being tied with all kinds of  ropes to a tree outside. 
We went to pick him up and quietly led him away and into the tempo with no 
trouble at all. When he got home, he just ran to his place in the cow shed and 
drank four buckets of  water. Now he looks at me as if  to say, “what next?”

Then came Jagannath, who is black with white eyebrows. He is small due 
to his mother’s advanced age of  17 years. Her last calf  named Katyayani was 
born when she was 18 years old, who is a very small but beautiful cow with 
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white tilak. Jayaradhe went down when Katyayani was a year old. She sat up 
under a chikoo tree on a large pile of  straw bedding. I cut fresh green hathi 
grass for her daily and we turned her sides daily. Her daughter always stayed 
with her by her side and shared her feed and fodder.

Our old lame cow Jayaradhe, who took care of  the calves while mothers were grazing; 
and Poonam (the dog), who guards everyone.

When Jayaradhe left her body, the men dug a deep pit nearby in the 
field and she was buried with harinam chaddar and Tulsi in her mouth and 
Ganga water sprinkled on her and pictures of  Deities to accompany her on 
her journey. We had a good kirtan with, my husband coming too, and we all 
cried a little. Katyayani felt very bereaved. She remembers me very well when 
we meet at Godham goshala.
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sYama

Haribol. Syam left his body when we were away at Godham. 
We couldn’t come fast as we had to be at Godham to see 
to things while Sohan’s wife had her baby, and he had to 

be there in Pune too. Just like Linda said, it does happen like that. A 
person will leave his body while the family member has gone out of 
the room! So they can leave peacefully without all that attachment.

He just sat down in the field and although Rupesh asked passing 
villagers to help get him up to stand, he refused to walk and just sat 
down again. At first he ate well of  dry fodder and rice bran too. Then 
only rice bran along with whatever green leaves Rupesh could find, as 
there is no green grass now until the rains in June. Then none of  that, 
and he accepted only chapati and a litle gur, then only water, then no 
more and peacefully left early morning. 

 I wasn’t there of  course but Rupesh did all these things and we 
talked on the phone. The vet had given him saline IV but it didn’t 
help. He was 18, and other bulls here of  his age, and older, are hale 
and hearty. We caused him pain by having him castrated when he was 
6 yrs old as he was fighting too much and going off  alone. Afterwards 
he behaved ok but he was always sad. He must remember that pain. 
Maharaj (of  Rajasthan) told us that they should have given him local 
anesthesia, but these vets are unwilling of  course. He has gone to his 
next life and we wish him happiness and Krsna will take care of  his 
soul always.
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an email ConversaTion WiTh 
labanGalaTika and linda voiTh

 Kancenbala and new born son Bharat with Pinky, the daughter of 
our cows’ caretakers

Linda: Can you tell me a more about how you take care of  your cows and 
land. It will be helpful for others who want to keep family cows or run a 
goshala. How do you manage so many cows and keep peace in the barn 
during feeding time. Do you tie them?
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Labangalatika: Ours are tied often and therefore easy to handle. In rainy 
season they have to be tied at night and kept in so they don’t go and jump 
in the farmers’ rice fields. While they are grazing they have to be herded 
carefully for the same reason. When they are tied they always have access to 
fodder, and water of  course. They are tied for 3 hours in the afternoon while 
herders eat and take rest. And yes, they are all tied when they get their grains 
to keep law and order while they eat.

We can do this with 30, but at some of  the larger goshalas cows are free 
during feeding times and the big ones are so pushy, making it hard for the 
smaller cows to get enough to eat. Another common practice is to keep the 
bulls tied all the time to prevent fights. That’s another extreme as there can be 
neglect in keeping fodder and cleaning gobar and giving water. Kind handling 
of  calves is a must and within a year they could learn to be tied. I’m talking 
about Indian breed cows.

Linda: I think it’s helpful to make tying part of  the routine for animals. At 
least while being fed and brushed. That way they learn to trust humans. They 
learn patience and manners. They all get their fair share of  food and there is 
no need to eat hurriedly or anxiously. 

My first cow, Chintamani, and her twins were handled so much that I 
could have led them around on a leash made of  shoe string. Even Shyama 
with his huge horns was so gentle with people. He was also patient with the 
other cows and did not chase the smaller animals. My children were young 
when we got our cows. I did not want the children to get hurt, so I made a 
habit of  tying the cows anytime we were in the barn. It got to the point where 
Shyama would see us coming and go to one particular place in the barn and 
stand still like a statue and wait for me to come brush him.

Linda: What do you do with the manure from all these cows?
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Labangalatika: As for manure, we use it for mango, coconut, and other 
trees. We sell it by the pick-up truck load to people who come. They load it 
and take it away themselves. I’m sure you could sell organic manure in the USA. 
Now it’s all wet with the rains so put 1 part gobar and 2 parts water and keep it 
in a container for two days, giving a stir every once in a while. Then I use it for 
the garden and the plants. You can do this too. Use it on the third day.

 Bulls Tied While Eating

Linda: Do you use the composted manure for growing crops? 

Labangalatika: Our land, isn’t suitable to grow anything except prized 
alphonso mangoes but cashews grow here on their own. It is also great for 
grazing cows. There is a rice paddy field, and we used to grow rice yearly 
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in the monsoon season. We grew millet on the hillside but the advent of 
monkeys a couple of  years ago makes it impossible to grow anything. They 
eat it all. They eat all the fruit from our chikoo and guava trees, and the 
papayas. Mangoes are in the jungle, so they don’t take all of  ours. They even 
eat the green napier grass grown and irrigated for cows in summer. We grow 
some greens, eggplant, chilis, and squash during the monsoon season. 

Linda: Can you get a dog to chase the monkeys away? Or are monkeys too 
big for a dog? In the US I need a dog to keep raccoons away from the house. 

Labangalatika: I have three dogs that I take care of, but they know that 
monkeys can climb trees, and they cannot catch them, so they don’t bother 
to chase them. But the dogs keep the monkeys away from the house. Watch 
dogs are essential out here to keep away robbers and wild boar.

Aside from Rupesh, the best cowherd I know is our dog Poonam. She 
stays with the cows day and night. She was thrown into the bull’s shed early 
one morning by a villager as an unwanted female pup. I found her sitting at 
their feet and crying. I fed her and she has stayed with the bulls ever since, 
sleeping with them at night, herding them in the day, and guarding them from 
strangers. She does not allow anyone to use our land as a public thoroughfare, 
and raises the alarm during the night to warn of  any intruder, even wild boar. 
She is protecting the gates of  dharma at the farm.
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Linda: Which kind/species of  monkeys do you have? How big are they? 

Labangalatika: I don’t know what species they are. They are not like the 
ones in Vrindavan. These have long tails and are shy and swing in the trees. 
They come every few days now to raid the guava tree by the house. They are 
scared of  scarecrows, which we put in the elephant grass and in the jackfruit 
tree, so that was a relief. But we can’t do it for every tree! I bang a pot on 
the railings to scare them, but one should not make enemies by throwing 
things, or it may become dangerous sometime. Another breed of  monkey are 
langurs, but I don’t see them here.
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Linda: I understand you are a homeopathic doctor.

Labangalatika: Yes I am, however, I was never interested in getting certified 
to practice. I just use it for the cows and for family. 

Linda: Can you tell us the remedies that have been the most useful for your 
cows?

“My commitment to cows is that Lord Krsna is the original cowherd boy 
and He came here to personally show us how to take care of  cows.”
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Homeopathic Remedies used for my cows

Arnica is for any pain or injury, much used. (1 M)
Hepar Sulph is for Abscess, all pus will come out and go away. (1 M, 4 
drops of  liquid tincture, 4 times a day in a tbs of  water). 
Conium is very helpful for downed and old animals 200C, 2 times daily. 
Aconite is for shock and is first to be given in onset of  any illness. (30 
C, given in 4 doses 1\2 hour apart). Then followed by another remedy if 
symptoms continue. 
Calc phos is the best calcium supplement. (30C) 
Belladonna is for inflammatory conditions, fast pulse, heat, pain, redness, 
mastitis. (1 M)
Nux Vomica is for bloat and indigestion (1M) 
Ruta is for sprain and strain of  ligaments, joints, tendons. (1 M)
Rhus Tox is for lameness which is better on moving. (200 C)
There are so many. See what your needs are. These are wonderful books to 
guide you by homeopathic veterinarians in England:
“The Homeopathic Treatment of  Beef  and Dairy Cattle” by Christopher Day 
“The Treatment of  Cattle by Homeopathy” by George Mcleod
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Linda: The fact that you have given this great number of  animals a wonderful 
life for the past 27 years is a testament to your devotion to Srila Prabhupada. 

Labangalatika: By Srila Prabhupada’s unbelievably great mercy, I got the 
opportunity to distribute his transcendental books and get purified. And now 
he gave me the cows. 

Linda:Why did you decide to start the goshala? 

Labangalatika: Well I distributed books for many years at the Los Angeles 
airport. Then I started traveling all over the world to distribute the books, 
which are translations of  the Bhagavad Gita and Srimad Bhagavatam. For a 
while I was in Moscow giving out books. I was out there in the winter with 
an old jacket, no gloves, no socks, and sandals. But I was in ecstasy because I 
knew I was giving people a chance to read the Bhagavad Gita. They had never 
had the chance before. Later I came to Delhi. I was travelling all over India 
to distribute the Russian Bhagavad Gitas. There were many Russians in India 
at the time in 1984. When I came to Delhi, I had a friend who came with me, 
and we stood outside the Russian embassy selling Bhagavad Gitas. I had been 
selling books for many years; I wanted to have a family and a home.

When I met my husband and we got married, he was working for the 
chemical company called Colour Chem situated in Roha. He was a chemical 
engineer. He had purchased land with five others here. He kept telling me he 
wanted to leave the job. We bought the land and built the house here, and 
then decided we needed a cow, or two, so she wouldn’t be lonely.

My husband and his colleagues bought this land to plant and grow the 
world famous Alphonso mangoes, which only grow in the Konkan region 
here. This is why we have so many mango trees. We decided to move here if 
there was good water, and there is. 
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 Cows in the Pendas at the Roha Goshala

Linda: How many hectares do you have and how many cows, male or female, 
young and old are you caring for? 

Labangalatika: We have 16 hectares in Roha where we keep ten cows and 
twenty bulls. Two of  the cows are 22 years old, one young female calf  who is 
a one year old, and the rest of  the cows are over 10 years old. As for the bulls, 
12 of  them are between 10 and 20 years old, seven are young, and one baby 
bull is a month old. 

Linda: Can you tell me about your daily routine while caring for all your cows?

Labangalatika: I was milking the cows for many years and there were very 
sweet relationships. The calf  always drank milk at the same time and thus 
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the cow gave willingly. These are Indian cows who are not heavy milkers 
like Jerseys or crossbreds, but their milk is much more nutritious. The calves 
remember me very well to this day when they are grown up. I had to stop 
milking when I couldn’t squat any more after an accident and my old age 
prevented full recovery. 

While serving the cows in the evening when our cowherds had gone 
home, I would go to cowsheds and give them treats like dried coconut, more 
fodder, and water. Also clean up any more cow dung they had dropped. I 
would go home after eight pm and my husband would be upset because I was 
neglecting him. Early in the morning, I would walk across the fields to our 
far cowshed and give fodder, rice, and straw pendas to the bulls there because 
they could not go out till the cowherd came at eight am. Now, except in the 
monsoon rains, they are free to be outside all night.
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A Page from My Journal 20 Years Ago

Milking our cow Haripriya on our small farm in the South Konkan 
belt of  western India is quite different from milking cows on a big 
communal farm like Gita Nagari or in a commercialized dairy industry. 
She is a zebu, or hill breed India cow, who must have her calf  with her 
to be milked and will allow only one person who has her confidence 
to milk her, or she will just kick anyone else across to the other side of 
the room. 

The Taurean breeds on the other hand, are very passive. They 
don’t need a calf  with them to give their milk and they will allow anyone 
to milk them. In villages, they tie the calf  away from the mother after 
letting it suck enough just to let down the milk and the poor thing 
struggles while they steal her milk. 

Haripriya is tied for milking and her calf, Jaya Radhe is sucking 
milk at her other side as I milk from 2 teats. I milk with one hand, 
holding the vessel in the other. Hariprya’s teats are small and they are 
difficult to grasp with the whole hand. Using two fingers and a thumb 
is the easiest way to milk. Hariprya stands patiently as I squat by her 
flank. The switch of  her tail swatting flies falls on my head. There is 
complete quiet in the cowshed except for the rhythmic squirts of  milk. 
Her eyes are full of  love for her calf  as the udder empties.

A big Brown Swiss cow may give up to 10 gallons of  milk and our 
Haripriya gives less than 2 liters of  milk, but that is all we need. The 
satisfaction of  caring for her is just the same.
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Godham is a big goshala with 80 cows and bulls.

Linda: I am really impressed that you are still caring for the cows well you’re 
your retirement age.

Labangalatika: I can’t work anymore. I got a hip fracture some years ago as 
a result of  trying to restrain a friend’s greedy, but otherwise friendly dog from 
eating the kittens food. He knocked me flying. I’m still here, but I can’t work 
anymore. I used to love working with the cows. Now I have an overall loss 
of  balance. 

The work I do is in slow motion in the house. If  I go out, I take a big 
bamboo stick for support and have to be very careful among the cows so as 
not to fall over. Anyway, they are more interested in browsing and grazing.

Linda: Now you have 80 cows in total. Are you keeping them all on your land 
in Roha? 
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All the cows at Godham are taken for grazing 5 hours per day 

Labangalatika: We used our retirement savings to purchase land for a 
goshala called Godham. We moved 40 of  the cows there to be cared for 
by our friends, Sohan and his wife, who gave up their well paying computer 
software jobs to care for the cows. They make distilled cow urine products 
like many Goshalas do.

We also started a nonprofit called Surbhi Kutir Udyog Foundation, so 
that my land at Roha can remain a goshala after I am gone. We have a very nice 
programme for training and working the bulls. I feel that it is very important 
to give the bulls engagement and I want that programme to continue at Roha. 
“All Goshalas would benefit from such a program.”

Yesterday some of  the cows came home along with two small bulls. But 
the journey was horrible for them. On coming off  the truck the two young 
bulls bolted. It is good that they are here now as we can slowly make friends 
with them as they were not used to being handled. We will keep the young 
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bulls tied for a week so that they get used to it here and learn not to jump into 
the neighbors’ fields. The two older cows remember their home very well. I 
was missing those cows so much. Krsna fulfills one’s desires.

An Article from Lifescape Online Magazine:
Feb\March 2008 LIFESCAPEmag.com

Protecting Cows in Western India

I protect and defend all the members of  my herd as they 
are no different from my own family. They trust us with their 
lives and depend on us, a trust which can never be betrayed. I 
have always been fond of  animals and longed to set the cows 
free from the barbed wire enclosures you see along the highway 
in California. As a small child I used to breathe into the nostrils 
of  curious cows along hedgerows in England to make friends. 

We train young bullocks to plough the rice fields and pull the 
bullock carts to carry materials, and will never give them away to 
anyone. Local people do not take much care. Cattle roam ever 
diminishing pastures and jungle and by the end of  summer they 
are practically starving. Except for working oxen they do not 
feed them. Now they have sold their lands for money needed 
for marriages, sold their bulls and cows to the cattle traders, and 
gone to Mumbai for work, leaving only the old folks at home. 
30 years ago nearby villages kept herds of  500, but now you see 
a few here and there.

Labangalatika Mallik 
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Cow Slaughter Ban

Linda: I am glad that there is a slaughter ban in India now. Can you tell me 
about the reality for cows in India. Is the ban actually followed?

Labangalatika: As for cows in India, cow killing is illegal, not like in the 
US where beef  is the main food, but it goes on. Now, after some violence 
against truckers transporting cows on one hand, and activists, like our friends 
at Godham, starting goshalas to protect cows on the other hand, the truckers 
refuse to transport live animals. It was very hard for them to send me those 
ten cows and calves. It was only possible with all kinds of  papers and an 
escort car. 

Now the cows are killed at their own homes and the meat goes out in 
the trucks. As you can see from my stories, I don’t have a good opinion of 
farmers and villagers in their betrayal of  the cows. I used to feed fifty village 
cows who were hungry outside my gate with our fodder and adopted a couple 
of  very malnourished calves. No one ever came to look for them until they 
were grown and fat. Then, one day, they sold nearly all their cows and bulls 
to cattle traders, (butchers’ agents), for a few thousand rupees each. It was a 
big shock. So I will never give a cow or a bull to a farmer. We have kept all of 
our bulls too for this reason. 

There are even some goshalas that collect money and keep rescued 
cows in appalling conditions of  neglect with no food, water or medicine. It 
goes on. 
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Shakuntala a miniature zebu and her second calf  Chaitanya 

Just by touching the cow, we revive our energy. She gives out energy. 
Harmful radiation cannot touch a building plastered in cow dung. The 

presence of  cows dispels harmful radiation.

Linda: It is really disturbing to hear this news. What can be done to bring 
change?
Don’t you think the government should get involved to help? You mentioned 
that the government is subsidizing rice, so now the local farmers are giving up 
their bulls, because it is easier to buy rice than grow it. Isn’t there something 
that can be done to turn these things around?

Labangalatika: Compassion is a matter of  the heart. You can’t legislate it. 
Instead, people need to be encouraged to take up devotional activities like 
chanting Hare Krsna. That is the real way to change their hearts so they will 
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have compassion and gratitude for their fellow creatures, the cows, who give 
so many benefits to human society. 

Linda: Sometimes I get discouraged, because it is hard to change people’s 
perceptions about cows in the USA. Here they have affection for dogs, but 
can’t understand how cows can be loved as part of  one’s family. 

Labanglalatik: Never mind whether anyone appreciates your work or not. 
That’s not why we are doing these things. Don’t expect anyone to care. Set 
the example. We can’t be attached to the fruits or results of  our work. That’s 
what we learn from the third chapter of  the Bhagavad Gita. For now, it is up 
to individuals who have land to save cows and give them shelter. 

Fortunately there are many big goshalas for keeping saved cows, and 
there are also some goshalas for breeding cows. 

The Maharaja of  Rajasthan keeps 200,000 cows, of  which 25,000 are 
bulls. Pathmeda in Rajasthan is a large area of  villages where cows are rescued 
from within a 150 km radius daily. They are brought in to get medical treatment 
at ICU hospitals and are kept life-long. 

 It is our good fortune that two businessmen from Mumbai, who are 
totally dedicated to cows and who also support the cow hospitals in Pathmeda, 
have undertaken to care for our Roha goshala and land when we are no more, 
which time may not be far off  when you see how afflicted we are by old age 
and disease, staggering around the house trying to do things. 

We do have hired help; one man who has worked with our bulls for 
nearly 30 years every day! We also have another couple who stay here and help 
care for the cows. There are 3 boys who are soon to come help take care of 
the cows. Young boys are good helpers; everything is an adventure for them. 



Mothers of  the Past and Future

88

 Those who serve the cows require as much support  
and protection as the cows themselves
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Still I hope that all the workers who come here in the future will be well 
treated. I feel it is very important for the directors of  our foundation Surbhi 
Kutir Udyog Foundation, and indeed everyone must understand that those 
who serve the cows require as much support and protection as the cows 
themselves.

Caitanya Caritamrita Adi Lila 111 

“In my last birth, I was born in the family of  cowherd men, and I gave 
protection to the cows and calves. Because of  such pious activities, I have now 

become the son of  a brahmana.” 

Purport 

“The words of  Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu, the greatest authority, herein 
clearly indicate that one becomes pious simply by keeping cows and protecting 

them. Unfortunately, people have become such rascals that they do not even care 
about the words of  an authority. People generally consider cowherd men lowly 
members of  society, but herein, Caitanya Mahaprabhu, confirms that they are 

so pious that in their next lives they are going to be brahmanas.” 

Translation and purport by His Divine Grace,  
A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada, Founder and Acarya of  the 

International Society for Krsna Consciousness 
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ePiloGue: 

Mom was born in Worcester, England 
in 1939. Her father was a Major 
in the English Army; his job was 

recruitment. In her youth, my mom attended 
boarding school. Her sister said she was 
beautiful, brilliant, and way ahead of  her time. 
She graduated from Oxford with a Masters in 
Philosophy, Political Science and Economics. 
She met my father there in 61 when he 
graduated with a Masters in fine arts. She and 
my father were part of  the anti war movement 
and used to put up posters against the use of 

nuclear weapons. He remembers the police blowing their whistles at them 
and telling them stop in the name of  the queen. They wouldn’t stop; but 
would go somewhere else to continue their activities. 

My mother had the occasional trips to the Mediterranean when she was 
a child. After she met my dad she decided to leave England for California. She 
was tired of  the the gray skies. My parents were together for about 5 years. 
My father being a self  employed artist made little money, but they were both 
happy to live in nice affordable farm ranches. One such place they rented in 
Terre Del Sol near San Diego back when I was around 3 was for $35 a month. 

My mom was always a big animal lover. She had a horse, a goat, a German 
Shepherd dog, chickens, Egyptian ducks, and a peacock. 

In 66 she decided to take me to San Miguel De Allende, Mexico when I 
was 3 years old to write her novel. While down there my mom and I ended up 
getting deported to Brownsville Texas. 
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Mom was an idealist and didn’t want to 
conform to society. She met some hippies and 
was experimenting with an alternative life style. 

When we were living in a commune near 
Placitas, New Mexico she heard a devotee 
named Revitananda chanting the Hare Krsna 
mantra. That was it: it drew her to the shelter 
of  Srila Prabhupada. In 1968 we both joined 
the storefront temple in Santa Fe, New Mexico 
run by Toshan Krsna and Harinamanada. The 
temple closed down shortly thereafter so we 
both got in the VW bug and went to the Los 

Angeles Temple where we both met Srila Prabhupada. In those days almost 
anyone could talk to Prabhupada. My mother took initiation and received her 
new name: Labangalatika devi dasi. 

Prabhupada told her if  we hadn’t come we both would have been killed. 
When Prabhupada travelled to New Vrndavan Temple in West Virginia in 
1969, we both also went there. My mother was happy doing a lot of  service 
like pujari service, cooking, and cleaning. While we were staying there she paid 
for the first cow in ISKCON named Kaliya. Srila Prabhupada told her to take 
care of  the cow and sell the milk to maintain herself. Being in a communal 
organization without opportunities for entrepreneurship that opportunity 
didn’t materialize. She had to forgo her dreams for the time being. 

Mom went to different places like Montreal to distribute Back to 
Godheads Magazines. Then in 73 she moved to Los Angeles, California. She 
became famous all over ISKCON for going out 7 days a week distributing 
big books, mostly at the Los Angeles airport. Her nickname was Jail Rosie for 
getting arrested so many times on account of  distributing books. She was one 
of  top book distributors and money collectors. Over a ten year period she 
collected a million dollars for Srila Prabupada’s movement.
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Here is a memory of  Mom’s activities at the Los Angeles International 
Airport, (LAX), narrated by her friend, Narataki devi dasi: “I remember, 
one time at LAX airport, Labangalatika was distributing Bhagavad-Gitas to 
people in a tour group who had come to see Disneyland, Universal Studios, 
and Hollywood etc. She gathered them all, gave them each a Bhagavad Gita 
and told them of  the importance of  this scripture from India. They were 
happy, gave a donation and left. After a few minutes they came back, saying 
their tour guide told them that the book distributors are not authorized to 
be at LAX airport. They wanted to give the books back and take the money 
back. She neither gave the money back nor took the books, but stood up on 
a bench and gave a loud speech. 

‘Dear Ladies and Gentlemen: not only are we fully authorized to be present here 
today, but also we are giving you a most valuable book called Bhagavad-Gita, a 5000 year 
old literature about Yoga, Meditation and Self-realization, with wisdom for our modern 
day to day life. You are very welcome to keep this book and bring it as a gift for your family. 
Do not listen to the ill advice of  others who have selfish motivations. Hare Krishna.’ 
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She was so convinced and determined that even the tour guide was 
stunned and did not dare to retaliate. With a smile on her face she stepped 
down from the bench, went to the book box, got more books and kept on 
distributing them.” 

In 1983 Mom started distributing Russian translations of  the Bhagavad 
Gita to Russians around the world. She even went in to Moscow in 1984 
during the Iron curtain days. She left books on peoples’ window sills and 
stood to watch as people picked them up. This was a dangerous activity at 

the time as she could have 
been arrested by the KGB. 

Eventually she ended 
up in India. In 1985 she met 
her husband, Prakash, and 
they decided to settle down 
in their own home, on land 
he had bought some years 
earlier in Maharashtra to 
grow mangoes. This land 
eventually became her 
goshala. She received her 

first cow, Lalita, from her husband’s friend back in 1992. Now her goshala 
protection has grown to over to 60 cows.

My Mom told me she didn’t have any desire to go live anywhere else. She 
was always busy taking care of  her cows by administering medical care, mostly 
with homeopathic medicines. Sometimes she had to call the veterinarian. A 
lot of  times she had to do the work of  milking, picking up the cow dung or 
giving the cows pendas, (rice straw bundles), since the workers would go on 
vacation. She would make special trips in the evening to give the cows their 
treats.
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Mom passed away on May 28, 2019 on her farm surrounded by her 
loving husband Prakash and her cows. She had health challenges as she had 
broke her hip in 2015 which made walking difficult.  She always wanted to 
check on her cows to see of  if  they needed any medical attention or to give 
them treats. I was lucky to have visited her in April of  2019, a short time 
before her passing. Such a special soul came for a higher purpose for starting 
her own goshala, to show by example what is required to care for cows.  The 
legacy of  her goshala will live on. It will be managed by trustees and the 
workers will be caring for her cows and the land. 

Dvarakadhisa Dasa
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ediTor

Editing, Mothers of  the Past and Future, has been a challenge for me. 
Labangalatika described some tragic incidents that took place at 
ISKCON farms in the US. I was involved in various aspects of  the 

cow program in the 1980’s. I have tried to leave painful memories behind 
and work towards creating something positive and constructive at my own 
goshala. But Labangalatika insisted that “the truth must be told.” 

In retrospect I see that it is sometimes good to examine situations that 
have played out poorly, time and again, to find out why. Why has it proven 
so difficult to implement a program for life time protection for cows within 
ISKCON? 

I could echo some of  Labangalatika’s conclusions: the farm programs 
were not given priority; the goshalas were not well funded, and above all, the 



Mothers of  the Past and Future

96

cows’ caregivers were not sufficiently facilitated in their personal needs and 
this caused frequent personnel turnover, which adversely affected the cows.

In a Goshala setting, it is imperative for the board members to have 
agricultural experience; for them to take input from the cows’ caregivers 
when making decisions that affect their ability to care for the cows. This is 
especially true when making decisions about using cows for providing milk. 

The cowherds who are giving daily care to the cows will know best 
whether the facility and current staffing can handle the extra demands of  more 
milking cows, (and calves), while still providing them with a high standard of 
care. 

At a goshala, all policy should be guided by one question; Is this 
decision beneficial for the welfare of the cows? Labangalatika’s 
example was to put the care of  the cows first. Milk was a byproduct of  the 
loving care she gave them.  

When I met Labangalatika, she was in great distress. The limitations 
of  her advanced age were interfering with her desire to personally serve her 
cows.  She had already set up a goshala in Pune to take over the care of  her 
cows, but she was loath to force her cows to move from her own land, a place 
they had known as home all their lives.         

Labangalatika wanted to ensure that her workers intrinsic knowledge of 
the cows’ needs, and of  the land that feed the cows, would continue to be 
taken seriously by her trustees.   

Agriculture is a science. The knowledge required to perform it properly 
is earned from years of  observation and living in tune with the animals, the 
land and the universal elements. The Vedas say that agriculture is God’s gifted 
profession to mankind. But in modern days it is seen as an uneducated pursuit. 

Tragedy can happen unexpectedly quickly when people who are out of 
touch with the needs of  agriculture make decisions affecting farmers and 
their crops and animals without seeking their input. Anyone who follows 
development work around the globe knows of  stories where bureaucrats 
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held up crucial decisions or funding by a few weeks, causing crops to fail 
because seeds could not be purchased, delivered or planted in time to harvest 
within a narrow growing season, thus causing localized famine in the very 
communities they were trying to ‘help.’  

 I have found great inspiration reading Fredrick Laloux’s book, Reinventing 
Organizations, wherein he describes a management style that not only takes 
into account the opinions of  ordinary workers who run an organization, but 
gives them the reins of  management decisions. I believe that nothing less 
than this type of  autonomy will resolve the problems Labangalatika described 
in the introduction. 

In her last days, Labangalatika was working feverishly to set up another 
goshala trust for her land.  She wanted her workers to remain employed and 
well cared for. She also wanted her ox working program to continue.       

Time and tide did not wait for Labangalatika. One of  her ancient cows, 
Bhavani, unexpectedly gave birth to a calf  and afterwards was unable to stand 
up.  Her family and workers rallied to care for Bhavani. In the flurry of  activity 
following this event, Labangalatika, fell and injured her head and back.  She 
was taken to the hospital, but reported that she was in worse shape after her 
discharge than when she was admitted. 

Labangalatika held on for a couple of  months, lovingly cared for by her 
husband Prakash as well as Kishore and Jyothi Karole. Fortunately I was able 
to get a copy of  this book into her hands before she departed and she offered 
some additional material. 

The insights and cautions that Labangalatika has mapped out in this 
book can help avoid needless mistakes and set us on a new path, guiding 
our efforts to give lifetime protection to cows and bulls with great care and 
attention, as Srila Prabhupada requested us to do.  

Linda Voith, Director of  Govinda Goshala Cow Haven, NY State, USA
Author of, A Safe Home for Shanti Cow 
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simPle livinG bY sTePhen voiTh 

I was always attracted to a simple lifestyle, and was fortunate that my 
stepfather engaged us in planting dwarf  apple trees in our backyard at 
our half~acre suburban Maryland home. He taught us about composting 

and horticulture at an early age.
From the time we first visited our 200 acre farm and apple orchard in 

Frederick, MD during the winter of  1965, I felt that life would never become 
satisfying if  I couldn’t live amongst animals and nature. Besides that, every 
week we watched the funny new show on TV, Green Acres ~ a story about a 
New York City couple that had enough of  city life and decided “farm living 
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is the life for me!”
That same year, 1965 ~ and on my tenth birthday ~ His Divine Grace 

Srila Prabhupada, feeling the pulse of  the dissatisfied youth, departed from 
India for America to transplant the ancient and modern Vedic Culture.

His message was simple: ‘Get all your material and spiritual necessities 
from the land and cows...and save time for chanting Hare Krishna.’

In the spring of  1977, when I came to visit the Potomac, Maryland 
Krishna Temple, New Hastinapura Dhama, the third ‘person’ I happened 
to meet there was Krsi Nanda, the Temple Mascot bull. There used to be 
a picture in the foyer of  all the devotees surrounding Srila Prabhupada and 
Krisi under a willow tree outside the Temple.

By serving the sacred bull, Krisi, I was able to understand a little about 
the importance of  Prabhupada’s Transcendental Books and Movement. 

In one place, Srila Prabhupada states ‘It’s not enough to not kill animals; 
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one should give them all comfort, love and protection.’ I could quickly 
understand that this was an essential part of  spiritual life - that was not 
embraced by any other religious tradition.

In the summer of  1979, while residing at Prabhupada’s Manhattan 
skyscraper Temple daily collecting Laxmi for Their Lordships Sri Sri 
Radha~Govindaji,we got a break to visit the Gita Nagari Farm in Spruce Hill 
Township, Pennsylvania. Driving down the long dirt road towards the farm 
and Temple buildings in our van, we spotted an effulgent and beaming Isvari 
Pati dasa, who was sitting upon a surrey, being pulled by three teams of  oxen, 
ploughing a large field.

I was awestruck at this inspiring sight; In the moment I felt as though I 
was in Goloka atmosphere. I realized that Krishna must also want me to do 
this, sometime in the near future.

In March of, 1991, I was fortunate to get the opportunity to move to 
the Gita Nagari Farm. After arranging to fix the barn roof, which had been 
seriously damaged by a tornado several days prior to my arrival, I was asked 
by Acharya das to help him plough a five acre corn field near the barn. I was 
nervous, but ecstatic, that Krishna was suddenly giving the sanction for me 
to engage in Agrapuja. 

Acarya showed me how to hold the hand plough and be vigilant to “keep 
it ALWAYS in the furrow.” I was to walk behind the three sets of  oxen with 
Acarya in front commanding them: “Gee Cows, good; Now, haw cows....
HAW!!”

We ploughed one acre per day for five days straight. It was beyond any 
earthly experience. Watching the ground turning over so dramatically slowly 
and seeing that the worms are devotees too, since they work to increase 
the fertility of  the earth’s soil, was to me the most essential aspect of  Lord 
Krishnas mysterious creation I have ever been graced to witness.

If  time could stand still ~ or be transcended ~ I ruminated, it is here 
in the field being part of  the confluence of  Lord Krishna’s energies ~ the 
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synergy of  animals, man, land and God combined for the best all round 
purpose...

This was my actual initiation into Prabhupada’s revolutionary movement 
of  simple and plain lifestyle. 

Soon after I met Linda and we 
worked to upgrade Gita Nagari Farm 
further and give nice facilities to the 
large herd of  Brown Swiss cows.

In 1999 we were lucky to get 
Chintamani, ‘the Magic Cow’ who 
gave birth to twins, Jaya Radhe and 
Shyama, whom we immediately 
began to yoke train for pulling carts. 

At that time, I recalled 
Prabhupada’s quoting Poet Cowper: 
“The city was made by man, but the 

country was made by God”
Gradually, by Srila Prabhupada’s mercy, we got a small farm with 

no major effort. And we raised two children while milking two cows and 
producing butter and ghee and planting productive gardens. Always trying to 
keep Prabupada’s general instructions of  simplicity in the forefront of  our 
actions. 

Chintamani was indeed ‘magic’ in that her last calf  was born in January 
2005. But for twelve more years Chintamani continued providing large 
quantities of  milk and ghee. 

This astonished many people, since modern dairy science states that 
a cow must give birth every year to keep up milk production. However, 
Prabhupada explained that the protected cows on his farms gave more milk 
because they reciprocated the love and affection they received from their 
human caregivers.
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Many visitors come to our family farm and goshala from India and are 
amazed that Westerners are living the life their parents and grandparents lived. 
They are always grateful for the opportunity to serve the cows. I tell them, 
‘Prabhupada stated that this movement will be unique in the world.’ 

My inspiration for simple living is a statement that Srila Prabhupada 
wrote in the preface to the Srimad Bhagavatam:

“There is need of  a clue as to how humanity can become one in peace, 
friendship and prosperity with a common cause. Srimad Bhagavatam will fill 
this need, for it is a cultural presentation for the respiritualization of  the 
entire human society.”

Elsewhere in the Bhagavatam His Divine Grace states that there is no 
humanity and spiritual brotherhood if  the cows are being exploited and 
not protected. Peace and prosperity will remain elusive until human beings 
work together to promote the equality of  all species of  life from the point 
of  view of  Lord Krishna’s Peace Formula as stated in the Bhagavad gita 
5.29, bhoktaram yagna tapasam sarva loka mahesvaraam. And BG. 5.18 vidya vinaya 
sampane brahmani gavi hastini suni caiva svapake ca pandita sama darshana.

Prabupada mentions throughout his purports to the Srimad Bhagavatam 
that the cows ~and all living entities ~ are also the praja, citizens, of  the 
state. And the cow is especially revered and protected in Vedic culture. If  the 
cows, (one of  the seven mothers), and the bulls (the emblem of  the moral 
principle) are afforded all protection in human society, then all living entities 
will automatically be shown respect, as sons and daughters, parts and parcels, 
of  the Supreme Lord, Sri Krishna.

Prabhupada stated in a letter to a disciple, on January 11, 1968, (just 
months before Mother Labangalatika purchased ISKCON’s first cow at New 
Vrindavan), that teaching the Vedic Agricultural arts to the children could be 
executed inside or outside the (ISKCON) Society. 

We think it is not merely coincidence that he had a color picture placed 
in the center of  His original, Bhagavad Gita As It Is, depicting a family with 
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their cow, living happily together, a simple life of  Krsna Consciousness. 
In His Letter of  January 11, 1968, Prabhupada writes:
“If  you can open an ideal institution for the future children of  our 

associates, it will be a great service. Actually as I have already discussed in my 
Srimad Bhagavatam, for economic problem one requires a little land and a 
few cows. Then the whole economic problem is solved... If  you can develop 
such an institution for the future children of  the society, OR OUTSIDE 
THE SOCIETY, it will be a great service for the humanity.” (Emphasis mine)

This was very important for us to read in 1993, as we had experienced 
difficulty giving protection to cows (‘within the ISKCON society’) and found it 
necessary to move outside the movement in order to fulfill Srila Prabhupada’s 
important instructions to protect cows. 

Thus demonstrating the efficacy of  His sublime instructions. Including 
‘ahaituki ya pratihata’ ~ there is no material impediment to engaging in the 
Lord’s devotional service. Either inside or outside the Society. Because there 
is no difference. 

So many auspicious events took place in my life over many years while 
striving to give facility to the cows; culminating in our meeting Mother 
Labangalatika and assisting her in getting her book, MOTHERS OF THE 
PAST AND FUTURE published.

Linda and I are so grateful to Srila Prabhupada and Lord Krishna to 
grace us with our elder Godsister’s association. Finding Labangaltika was like 
discovering a spiritual needle in a haystack - even without looking.

While penning this - and my wife editing her book MOTHERS OF THE 
PAST AND FUTURE ~ we learned of  Srimati Labangalatika’s departing and 
going back to Godhead to serve the Lord and Srila Prabhupada with Their 
cow program in Goloka. But there is no loss - though we feel profound 
distress hearing this development. Because Labangalatika will live on in 
the hearts and memories of  many generations of  Krishna Cow enthusiasts 
through her sublime book and exemplary life’s work on behalf  of  Gomata. 
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Indeed, Mother Labangalatika IS herself  a mother of  past and future! 

Srila Prabhupada at New Vrindaban with Kaliya, ISKCON’s first Cow, 
purchased by Lababgalatika

Labangalatika to our understanding is like the incarnation of  cow 
protection on behalf  of  His Divine Grace. For a half  century this great 
soul remained steadfast and undeviating in her unique vision of  serving the 
quintessential instructions of  her Spiritual Master. Thousands of  people 
have come and gone in Prabhupada’s Whole World House – unable to avail 
themselves of  the nectar of  devotion to Lord Krishna’s divine cows; but this 
amazing woman, Labangalatika, remained incredibly steadfast against all odds 
with unbreakable one-pointed attention. And though she was British- born, 
her 30 years of  cow seva has been performed in India. As the saying goes, 
“nobody can touch it.”

Although I had no idea who Labangalatika was prior to June, 2017, I 
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am nonetheless of  the opinion that all these unexpected occurrences in my 
life in the years beginning from my arriving at Gita Nagari Farm on March 
20, 1991 to take shelter of  the cows’ feet were subtly influenced by the great-
souled devotee and lover of  Krishna’s cows, Labangalatika devi. She had 
also, just at that same time, taken up cow protection in India after serving 
Srila Prabhupada’s Mission by distributing thousands of  His transcendental 
literatures over many decades. 

I had written to her, that her staunch devotional activities were so 
potent and pleasing to the Lord that without knowing how or why, I had 
been inexplicably drawn into her cow-seva-krsigoraksya-vision, which by 
Srila Prabhupada’s grace and direction suddenly began anew for me at Gita 
Nagari Farm in 1991. I explained to her that otherwise it made no sense 
that I would suddenly go from a comfortable (and extravagant) city life to 
strongly desiring to serve the cows in a rural setting. And that her love for 
Prabhupada and His cow program had imperceptibly pushed through the 
ether and changed my fate.

Thank you, my dearest friend and well-wisher of  our cows, Mother 
Labangalatika; Your hundreds of  emails to me reveal you to be sweet, fierce, 
large-hearted, wise and totally dedicated. Far beyond my ability to process 
and comprehend !

All glories to the great and humble Mother of  the Past and Future, our 
dear friend and cow lover, Labangalatika Devi Dasi !

Signed Stephen Lawrence Voith,
Author, ISKCON Gitanagari Farm Report As It Is: A Call to Refarm
Pub. December 16, 1992.




