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La Palma Correctional Center
5501 N. La Palma Rd.
: Eloy, AZ 85131
February 26, 2013

Prisons Foundation
P.O. Box 58043
Washington, DC 20037

To: Prisons Foundation, Attn: Dennis Sobin
Dear Dennis,

Thanks for the encouraging letter, Dennis. Here’s my “Awake, Atman, Return To
Vaikuntha: An Assortment of Creative Writing & Poetry from Behind the Razor Wire”.
Hopefully the cover page is in order. Creative writing has indeed been therapeutic, and
has allowed me to review my entire life — before, during, and after — prison. Through
returning to my spiritual philosophy (Hare Krsna, ISKCON), I’ve sorted through all the
chaos of my former reckless life, and have restored order back to my life, guided by
spiritual knowledge. I'm more centered than ever, and I hope my writing reflects how
uplifting eternal love for Krsna and Radha are and inspires others how one can use his
time of incarceration responsibly and resourcefully to get his life back on track.

The second half is poetry, and the first half is “creative writing”.

[’'m now editing my nonfiction manuscript “Prisoners Of Samsara”. I hope to
send you 300 of its 400 pages of it by summer. Hopefully I’ll be able to point literary
agents or publishers (besides family and friends) to the website, who'll be able to read %
of the book and decide if they want to publish it.

Enclosed is a SASE.

Thanks for the amazing opportunity to get my writing recognized online! |

Peace, Truth & Love!! |

Michael L. Bonic
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Islanders Adrift: Creative Writing (2011-12)

Where Were You?

The Need for Magic in our Lives
Autobiography In 5000 Words

Returning To Vancouver Island
Circles/Lifestyles

Planning For Dummies

| Get High With a Little Help from Cannabis
The Allure of Corporeal Beauty

Vaikuntha Rays: Poems
Part I: A Karmi in the Fog of Illusion (2004)

Jet Set Headset/Bruised Hearts
Real Dream
Looking Forward Into Yesterday (Japanese perspective)
Hope
Part II: Vaikuntha Rays: Returning to Spiritual Life (2011,13)

Driftwood

Awaken From This Dream

Untitled

Five Acres

The Grave Of Fantasy

In The Brahman Effulgence

Happy Just To Be Alive

Take Refuge In The Wilderness (A Message To Myself)
Before And After

Cut Down The Banyan Tree

Tame The Wild Horses

Dream World Of Samsara

Wild Horses Of Free Will And Independence
Where Snow Falls Into Surf

Window To Another World

At The Edge Of Space

Dedicated to Sri Sri Radha-Krsna




wWhere Were You?:

Where were You when The Beatles broke up? When Woodstock went dowin?
Where were You whew the waves were breaking 4-6 feet at Number Threes anol
we were surfing Town breaks after school? \Whew the last Dlamond Head
Crater Festival played? When Fleetwood Mac § the Bee Gees were topping the
charts and the Led Zeppelin stoners split from the coke-addled craze of disco
dancers worshipping John Travolta? Where were You whew “The Dark Side Of
The Moon” topped Billboard’s charts and Blondie, The Cars, The Ramones ana
The Police of New wave transitioned into Madonna and Billy 0ol?  Where
were You whewn John Lennon was shot?

Do You remember the day You met the girl who was buying a stairway to
heaven? Whose Love teleported you over the ratnbow tnto her Japanese world? Do
you remember the magic of worshipping Radha and Krsna tn the temple,
bowing down to the lotus feet of Govinda? when you were overjoyed to have
found God in His true form, to love Govinda and Radha and be drawn into
Thelr Bternal Love? Do you remember trying to navigate through the higher
octave of enlightened spivitual folk, but, blundering big-time , You left the
lady of Your dreams? Yeah, | do.

| plneh myself but Today doesn't disappear. (' in prison paying for my
kRarmic dues, thew plnch myself again. Apparently, through experiencing this
avoldable “fate”, my wayward heart and drifting mind have returned to
Radha and covinda. As Bo Lozoff says, there's “spiritual purpose behind
every situation we face”. Now, spiritually-centered, | want to worship the
Deities tn the temple again and chant the holy Nawmes of the Lord to be free.
Seeing how out of touch with friends ana family 1've beew I've been writing
from behind the razor wive to pass the time, getting my head getting stronger
everyday, listening to Crosby, Stills, Nash § Young over and over. The
1970s seem like yesterday. The waves are still breaking at Number Threes
andt Dlamond Head; they've not changed a bit. Ownce an islander, You're
always an islander - especially when your home was ow the side Dlamond
Head Crater, or just a few blocks away. Maybe UL return one day. But not
before moving to the far north of America’s Last frontier - Alaska. This city
boy’s gotta get back to the garden, dial tnto the slow pace of rural Living and
get grounded in Spiritual Life.
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The Need for Magic in our Lives:

Hiba and Kika talk about the need for Magic in our lives in “Off The Map". Before
getting to the excerpts from their book, bear with my perspective on Magic. Who
needs magic in their lives? |, for one, certainly do. Senses of magic include: [za/ an
extraorainary power or influence seemingly from a supernatural source’ b
something that seems to cast a spell: ENCHANTMENT [= 1a) the act or art of
enchanting, bj the quality or state of being enchanted)j). Enchant means. [/vt) 2] to
attract and move deeply: rouse to ecstatic adamiration <the scene *ed to the point of
tears> ENCHANT means to araw another by exerting a powerful influence and
stresses the appeal of the agent and the degree of delight evoked in the subject
<hopelessly *ed by her beauty><*ed by the experience of greeting the Deities
Raaha and Govinda in the termple before aawn).

| thought taking a trip on acid with my good friend in 1979 would spark some
Magic in my life, but | wound up freaking out in a rabbit hole of paranoia and doing
a stint in the psych ward (where the real crazy folk are) till my nervous system
recovered. Since | didn't have the right frame of mind & knew | wasn't ready, but |
took it anyways, | deserved this. Instant karma: You reap what you sow. No probs:
“What doesn't kill makes you stronger...” So | left Hawaii with Rock Fever and found
the girl buying a stairway to heaven. She could’ve been one of the Japanese girls in
Pink Floyd's “7The Final Cut’ music video. She was a living, breathing, walking beauty
with eroticism flowing through her Japanese blood, 5 years my senior. A modern
dance student on a Z-year visa living life to the fullest in Hollywood, a lover of Jimi
Hendrix, Led Zeppelin and Jim Morrison who wanted to live in America. Magic
happened. We connected, and in NYC got married at City Hall, 60 Center Street,
with our friend Jazz as our Best Man. What could be better than mind-numbing,
nightly erotic sex with your spouse who's got the quintessential perfect hot bod?
Getting her pregnant and having a baby so that (in theory) she'll live with you for

the rest of your life.

[CUT]








































































































































