A Clod's Prayer

I was born into this deep dark

My activities so far just a lark

My Lord, I've gone so far astray

I've stumbled and I've lost my way

Your blessings I sincerely seek

I am humbled now and meek 

I know I am a worthless dope

Without hardly a shred of hope

My Lord, I know I'm just a clod

Only if You give Your divine nod

Will I cease to be completely fried 

And become completely satisfied!

Thank you, Lord just for being there

And being always the repose of prayer

Because no one is a greater fool than me

My claim is fit for Your causeless mercy.

Maha

Where ever I see milk with saffron

My appetite is raised

And if there's sweets with Tulasi upon

My taste buds become crazed!

The mercy of the Lord is limitless

My mind, so wild and apt to flight

Is now satisfied, I must confess.

I cry "Jai! Hari Bol!" at every bite.

The Queen's Arithmetic

Of subjects, Math, or Arithmetic, was not her favorite one

"There's no life or artistry in this, so Arithmetic I'll shun!

O endless, lifeless numbers and symbols in between,

Please excuse me," said the weary little queen.

She would wander in her garden for hours on end

In course of time, the humble Gardener she'd befriend

To know the names and faces of the herbs and shrubs

And recognize their stages of sprouts, blooms and buds.

The Queen learned of plants from the Gardener each day

As they worked in an intimate and personal kind of way

By his guidance, in time hidden secrets began to come to light

She saw there is Arithmetic in Nature, if you know it right. 

The Gardener: 

"In the forest we see how the trees divide,

By seeds, the flowers and fruits multiply.

Spread of weeds has so intense a reaction 

That we have to pull them out - subtraction!

And that's my lesson on Arithmetic, dear Queen

I pray you found it useful, quick and clean."

"Dear sir," said Her Royal Highness, "I do have queries:

Could it be there is an omission in your good theories?

You've spoken of division, multiplication and subtraction,

But is there not yet another type of Nature's interaction?"

The Gardener grinned from ear to ear, 

Now certain the Queen wanted to hear:

The Gardener:

"Yes, in my work of maintenance of plants and soil

One factor consistently promotes my earnest toil

From Spring to Fall I labor, but I never work alone

Krsna is always with me, not just when seeds are sown."

Then the Queen, her head so ornately crowned

Spoke a solemn prayer directly to the ground

"O Lord, You are Addition, the final lesson in Math

Now, I will always know You upon the garden path!"

The Men in My Life

The woman, her hair now turned gray, thought:

In childhood, father held my hand

Protecting me - that time was grand

He showed me wonders of the Earth

Of love there was no doubt or dearth.

Then my hand was given, but with the utmost care

To a qualified suitor who had both charm and flair

The cows, our home, land and crops as our wealth

Our children grew straight and strong with health.

My husband has departed, my son is the family head

And he will guide me with love until this body's dead.

But I will live beyond these too short chapters of my life

I was a daughter, a mother and another soul's good wife. 

Life is What You Make of It

The flair of my way with words

Has no value unless it is heard

I may write it nicely just so

Unaware of how far it will go

I make up adventures of all kinds

Opening up unimaginative minds

I just place words upon the sheets

Considering not success or defeat

Of life in part or all complete

With one's self alone compete

Make a bundle, bound and neat

And place it at Govinda's feet.

Et tu, Brutus?

So sad a tale as this there never was

Tears welled up in our eyes because

Cousins, nephews, former wives

Stab us with their kitchen knives.

Our plans and demands all decompose

We rescued a few in verse and prose

Just letters, bills, a photo at best

Clutching them to our bleeding chest 

Alhough the rest are dead and gone

The lives of writers goes on and on

Diaries fill with thrills and spills

Creating happy endings to their ills.

A Phani Thing Happened on the Way to the Cemetery

(an out-of-body experience)

One day I went home - straight to bed

Thought I'd better rest my weary head

I didn't wake up but someone said

The fact was that ol' Phani was dead.

Of course, I really didn't know that

At least, at first I couldn't tell

I was feeling oh so light, yet fat

And I was real afraid I'd go to hell.

But wow, it was quite in contrast!

I actually floated skyward bound

From the time I breathed my last

As my old covering hit the ground!

I saw that body as just a worn-out shell 

I'd soon take another, my karma to repair

There is no Heaven and there is no Hell

And I knew that I couldn't stay in the air
When from above I chanced to peek

It pained me so to see them so forlorn

What is it that all these loved ones seek

Not connecting death with being born?

The Phani Rabbit

timid little creatures roam

in fields and forests pristine

beneath the surface their home 

everywhere but seldom seen

they'll crouch at bushes' base

by humbleness they assert 

and naturally their form erase

so still - completely alert

the lesson - simple self-control

work for preservation sake

in this world, ever-active soul,

with senses spiritually awake

I Had a Phani Feeling

You sent word, my old friend

So I hurried to see you again

You live so near and yet so far

I thought I'd better take the car

The day late, the weather fine

I daydreamed in the traffic line

Arriving at your new place

Tears running down my face

I knocked, I rang, I called your name

neighbors probably thought me insane

as back and forth I paced on your stoop

memories flashed like frames on a loop

I turned away again, the Earth to roam

It was a close call that you weren't home

I'll continue this in my romantic dreams

Where what seems to seem just seems

Phani as Hell

I may not be a salesman or a doctor

But I could be defined as a "collector"

Just by accumulating lots of "stuff"

Or "Failure" 'cause I always muff it

Or "Fatso" 'cause I always stuff it. 

Phani, I Didn't Notice

How much is lost in this world of illusion

We may not ever come to know

The thoughts rush in such profusion

Infertile seeds of the plans we sow

How much is lost in sweeping confusion?

Ideas come to me but rarely stay

And of the meritous, my conclusion

Can we capture even one sun ray?

Not So Phani as I Thought

The sky was clear, the air so fresh

I walked, not caring where or when

I lived with whoever let me in

I had no concerns at all back then.

But one good feeling everywhere

I felt Krishna was with me there

Confident I had His companionship

I never imagined that I could slip.

But all my experience made not a dent

On the fallen condition I'm in at present

I don't know what will happen now

Uncertainties often crease my brow. 

A Plague of Apathy 6

When it comes to Krishna's pleasure - I should crave it

But instead, as far I'm concerned, I'm rather apathetic

If I don't change the Vaisnavas may not be sympathetic

They might pass by and say, "Prabhu, you're pathetic!" 

A Change of Service

Some souls see Krishna just as plain as day

Others serve His Maya and she has her way.

What the future may hold for me is still a mystery

Maya's grip holds me with her skill and mastery.

Bewildered, I'll get up and go do any dirty task

She is my boss, I deserve no mercy, I don't ask.

Deep down I know Krishna as a friend, yours and mine

Krishna is the Lord of all the worlds - hellish and divine.

Them and Us

Through the years we got some sneers 

They leaned back and drank their beers

But neither they nor you nor me

Can come to ever really truly see

We all fear the end of all our years

But we have faith and they shed tears. 

Our Minds

In giving life some serious thought

We may find it hard to focus

Our dreams will always poke us

Identifying with what we are not!

The Game of Life

In long hours of relaxation spent in vain

Our minds relive our hearts' past pain: 

"O hopes! Good plans! O dreams of old!" 

They can't be bought by mounts of gold!

The future, too, we scarcely anticipate

"Hold? Take a chance?" Fearful of our fate

After all is totaled up, will it be disgrace or fame?

And soon our name will be preceded by "the late."

The Rat Race

The dim and grim reminders

Staring us right in the face

The distant destinations set

The nature of our pace.

The Final Rap

In my 'hood I was thinking I was king

I was ready 'n' willing to do anything

I was cool, I was in the right groove, 

I was sure goin' places, on the move.

I was sure havin' fun in the sun

I was up to speed, on the run …

On all the latest I was up to date

An' all the "incrowd" was my mates!

When I made the scene, I was feelin' cool

I was the law, the man, I made the rule.

When drawin' sides I'm quick on the draw! 

Let's shake on that / Hold out your paw!

Until one time, I had an achin' pain in my brain:

I couldn't even talk without feelin' great strain

I just can't tell you 'xactly when I began to limp

Now I sometimes hear old rivals call me a gimp!

I wasn't doin' well at work/ my joints were so stiff 

Then, one night I thought, "What if I die?…What if!?”

I worried, "In the past I've been so bold 

But now, will ya look at me - I'm just old!"

For years I'd done whatever I pleased

But the result is that now I'm diseased!

I got nothin' man left in my house I can sell

I'm sick and I'm dyin' and I'm headin' for hell!

There's no other way. No, there's no other way,

I won't be able to stay even one additional day.

An' all I can say if you ask me what to do

Is "don't think that this won't happen to you!"

"For the love of God!" 

My Good Ol' Dad would blurt

to express parental exasperation

at first these words would hurt

later they became my inspiration!

When I say when I get out of bed

"Why work hard all our given days?"

I remember what Dad always said

And serve Krsna in countless ways

Angles of Perception

With every passing day

Never to be regained, old chum,

That time has run away

That's the standard rule of thumb.

Of moments come and gone

Not one now here remains

Of tears that dropped in vain

All that is left is stains.

Don't Worry Be Happy

Everyone says, "Be happy!"

But I want to remain hateful

And miserable and unhappy

Then I won't have to be grateful.

If I am not grateful, then I 'd be an ingrate.

If I was an ingrate, I would be sinful.

If I was sinful, I would have to suffer.

I have to be grateful so I won't suffer.

No Struggle for Existence
Let others struggle as they might

While I sit calmly down to write.

If I was Edgar Allan Poe

My doubts about survival in this world-gone-mad

Propel me to sorrows laced with darkly chilling thoughts.

My purpose fulfilled at the cost of such emptiness

Now this cold heart beats out of tune with time.

A habit I picked up is forcing me to act. / You act?
Yes, I perform in plays, some of them are brilliant …

But, that is not the point … a stabbing pain inflicts me 

My speaking restricted to words that are curt, explicit.

My words bring forth some stumbling rhyme:

Where to go and what to do? Or was that you?

Who said, "Life is what it is meant to be?"

Life is what we make it, or what it makes of us!

Out for a Walk

moving 'bout the mushy marshes

splashing through the slimy swamps

bogged down betwixt the soggy logs

stuck by thorns o' the wild rose bush

ripped and savaged by briars and brambles

pierced by pointed pine cones and needles

out into a meadow's golden tall grasses

falling grateful onto plush Earth cover

it was Heaven-on-Earth save for one catch -

I did not have the right body to live there -

cold shivers did not compare with the fever 

that burned my skin throughout the night.

A Familiar Theme

at the waning of a summer day 

a weary traveler on life's highway

sat down on the curb to rub his feet

his slender, ruddy body truly beat

as he stretched, he voiced a prayer:

"Lord with rambling, my patience at an end

if not for You, I'd have not a single friend!

I had thought that I could find my vocation

But now I no longer have the inclination!

I'll rest here a while, camp for a few days 

And weigh my futures in countless ways."

so cried our hero, the transient near-do-well 

as into a far-from-peaceful slumber he fell.

a breeze stirred the hot and fragrant air

the autumn colors framed a scene so fair

the clouds slid by, it was an ideal scene 

and the days grew long as if in a dream.

days grew cold, he clutched his coat to his chest

but stayed there in an unpleasant, languid rest

in time, even this soul will come to know his lot

for we've only reviewed flashes in a life-long plot.

Creeper of Devotion

Where did they get the fantastic notion

That somewhere exists a magic potion?

A miracle drug to vanquish chill!


Difficulty or trouble it will kill!

It's the cure for all our little ills!

Actually, there are no such pills.

The panacea can be found within

Serve the Lord and be free of sin.

Make tall this creeper of devotion

For love it's always growing season.

Mother Nature

My Mother is seen everywhere

She is Nature personified

Nurturing all embodied souls

As she stands by Father's side.

Back to Godhead

So far away I had wandered - helter-skelter

Until I chose to return to my Father's shelter

Ungrateful to him, I hadn't once called

Unsure, for countless ages I had stalled 

A fool, I thought that He would be mad

But, quite the contrary, He was truly glad.

My past all forgiven, I was taken back in

To my Father's abode where there is no sin.

He only speaks of His love for me

He never did, nor will He ever reject me

This is the message of my little poem -

Go Back to Godhead, back to Home.

The Original Author

The book of life is written by the author high above

And the quill He holds is dipped into the ink of love

Creating characters for souls who perform as in a play

Untold millions unfold in the space of His one day

We always have a choice, although it looks like chance

Will we turn away and cry or turn to Him and dance?

It's Your Move

With destiny - mind your behavior

Right actions will prove your savior

Be wary to obey the Laws of God

Or live beneath the Chastising Rod

The choice is yours - be strong or weak

To avoid being caught - try being meek. 

The Miser 5

Once, I was a miser living all alone

Claiming every decision as my own

In fear of loss, I suffered great anxiety

No room in my heart for foolish piety

At the time of my demise

I at last began to realize

How far afield I'd wandered

And my time I'd squandered

In my next life as a human

I became a different man!

I've taken shelter in Iskcon

My karmic account is gone.

When I Observe the Devotees

Above the Material Ocean glide

The saintly ones on Krishna's side

Krishna standing watch at the helm

Guides within and from His realm

As they walk, Krsna guides their steps

All worldly cares He softly intercepts

The devotees live the way the sages say

And Prabhupada's books light the way

Hearing Krishna's Flute

Art is just inspiration, for the most part

From the heart, not the head, it must start

And the purest of inspiration of all can be found

In the sweet vibrations of transcendental sound
Of friends, Krsna is the Friend Supreme

Just to penetrate the sphere of dull dream

The good Lord with His fluteHH plays a tune

More beautiful and soothing than the moon.

Gita 7.15

Being sinful, atheistic, foolish, deceitful

The living entities are prone to forget 

that everything belongs to Krishna 

only the demigods do not forget

Antique Vaisnavas

comparing antique cars

and 'retired' devotees:

beautifully presented

yet rarely seen

originally designed to move

Prose and Poetry

I write for my own reflection

and to you, as my connection

lacking the inspiration of purity

and weak due to my insecurity

in poems I can see myself

as bric-a-brac upon a shelf

if I want to improve some way

I must read and chant and pray

I'll Tell You the Truth

What's the matter, can't you see

What the hell’s happening to me?

No matter what I do or say or try

Very soon this body is going to die.

But I must be fortunate, this is all I know

That Prabhupada came, the path to show.

Over the fate of my body I have no control

But, Krsna's mercy, Back to Home I'll stroll

Self-Realization is knowledge, through and through

Of one's service to Krishna, absolutely true!

When You're Just Plain Old

I've come to know the reason 

That no matter time or season

I nearly always feel so cold

Is that I am just plain old.

I sit or walk, lie down or stand

(About) in every way I know

But stiffness here or there declares

(Or shouts) "Get out! You cannot stay!"

I seek some shelter or some rest 

Kicked about by Nature's force

No matter how weary I am 

I always have to be on the lam!

Countless mistakes haunt me

The past must love to taunt me!

Where can I go for peace and quiet?

If there's a memory plug I'll buy it.

I've fought my way, had my fill

Now I'm the new "King of the Hill!"

From here on I can simply slide

Down until into death I collide

Yet, I'll admit - who am I to complain

(Even) in the presence of ceaseless pain?

It's been my companion since my start

And will be 'til its time for me to depart.

Seeing Krishna Everywhere

When I saw my beloved's movement

My eyes went wide with wonder

Then they closed for a single moment

Oh! Such a devastating blunder!

The form of Krishna I had beheld

Vanished from my view in a flash

Into sudden darkness I'm propelled

And I fall down with a crash!

But if I chant in peaceful solitude

I may then see Krishna all around

Krishna is manifest in full beatitude

In His Form of Transcendental Sound.

Suggestions for the Bhagavatam Speaker

Prabhu, whenever you walk in that door

The men, old and young, begin to snore

You may know synonyms and verses galore

But with the hearers you have no rapport!

We can't tell you how much you bore

We just squirm and shift upon the floor

Until the bony place where we sit is sore.

Within I scream, "I can't take it anymore!"

O learned speaker, we beg and implore 

Tell us stories from the Vedic lore:

Who are the real heroes for ever more?

Why was it the yogis blessed or swore?

Tell us of the countless bodies we wore

Teach us what will happen if we ignore

Apart from Krishna, as Hell we explore

Missing the bliss He has for us in store! 

Come on Prabhu, tell us the score!

Tell us of He within our heart's core

Tell us more and more and more

Of Krishna who our soul adores!

To My Family
I'll be there when you need me

(and not when you don't)

you're anything but needy

so please don't be greedy

Illusion 1

A prisoner in the dungeon of the mind

Chained with the shackles of desire

By the glare of temptation

Becoming blind

Blind and deaf

With my back to the Lord

There's no hope to find Him

A Second Chance

For the risk of death, I'm not prepared

Grasping my loved ones, feeling scared

If I have a chance, I will finish my affairs

And live instead without excessive cares.

Doubtful Scholars

It is best to doubt common titled scholars

Who measure endeavor's value just in dollars

The esteemed paid highly for their knowledge

They'll gladly show their receipts from college.

O misers with letters tacked on your names

With diplomas displayed in dusty frames

Though your research may be hard and long

I'll now tell you what you're doing wrong.

In you, Sirs, humility is sorely lacking

Look within - to the source back-tracking

Introspection is highly recommended

Please take my advice, don't be offended.

The puffed-up leaders - we often hear you bellow

"What is the use of all these uneducated fellows?"

Even if you have heard of Self- Realization before

You don't feel that it should spread beyond your door. 

Notice what a devotee owns - its not that much

Austerity the wealth of a brahmana - not a crutch 

The wise may be a beggar - just playing the part

In order to get close enough to touch your heart.

Out and About

I remember the morning I escaped for a walk

"O Lord are You with me? Let's have a talk."

I shut up my mind and I murmured His Names

But hard as I tried, I had no vision of His fame.

The Enemy, my Mind, treats this as a game

And Lust - it pains, consuming me in flames

In shame I writhe, I yearn for betterment

Unworthy, I experience new bewilderment.

Mad, I depend upon my wits / I ponder and pout

I could stack poems as high as my nose, no doubt

Without direction I have been here a dozen times

I go around and around with these awful rhymes!

On the Battlefield of My Mind

Each day of my life this battle must be fought

Captured by the enemy, arrested by my thoughts

Bound by desires, condemned to crash and burn

My senses not my allies, I'm attacked at every turn

The raging wind is destructive just like this mind

To living with this enemy I've become resigned

Co-dependent, he has long been riding within 

With such high stakes, how can I ever win?

I'm sure a treaty is what we'd both prefer

So to the Srimad Bhagavad Gita I'll refer 

How soon, barring my ultimate demise,

Do you think this peace I can realize?

The Principle of Charity

"When I was a child, my Mother used to tell me, "Krishna has ten hands and if he wants to take something away from you then what can you hold onto with your two hands? And, if Krishna wants to give something to you with His ten hands then how much can you accept with your two hands." - Bhadra dasa

Srimad Bhagavad Gita Chapter 9, Verse 27- 28:

O son of Kunti, all that you do, all that you eat, 

all that you offer and give away, 

as well as all austerities that you may perform, 

should be done as an offering unto Me. 

 In this way you will be freed from all reactions

 to good and evil deeds, 

and by this principle of renunciation 

you will be liberated and come to Me.

The wise are known to give

While some may hold it back

By gratitude we must live

In generosity there's no lack

Everything belongs to Krishna

But if you agree to offer it back

Krishna will preserve what you have

And He will carry what you lack.

Devotees only want to give

For this we should be grateful 

Vaisnavas know how to live 

And they are always blissful
Krishna is always grateful

For any service we give

Our life is deemed successful

And with Him we will live.

So offer everything you do to Krishna:

If you want to be successful.

Don't be neglectful.

There's no need to be bashful.

It's widely adviseful.

It's the way of the artful.

It's the art of the faithful.

One can't be over-careful.

Your forefathers will be thankful.

Krishna's Mercy is super powerful.


Go ahead and offer any quantity of service:

a dropperful to a cupful

a spoonful to a glassful

a ladleful to a bucketful

a handful to an armful

a boxful to a cartonful

a baleful to a barnful

If you don't give service to Krishna:

You're among the unfaithful.

You'll be seen as ungrateful.

Your life will be ungainful.

Your situation will be disgraceful.

Everything else will be unhelpful.

Your activities will be unfruitful.

The results will be awful.

You'll always be fearful.

You'll leave this world tearful.

Your destination will be doubtful.

Your reactions will be tormentful.

You'll be eternally dismayful!

If you do give service to Krishna:

You'll surely feel cheerful.

Your happiness will be brimful.

Everyday will be delightful.

Your prosperity will be bountiful.

Your appearance will be beautiful.

Your stride will be purposeful.

Your words will be meaningful.

Your predictions will be insightful.

Your meals will be tasteful.

Your present will be eventful.

Your future will be hopeful.

Your passing will be graceful.

You will always be blissful!

A Resignation

These verses of sentiment only come now in spurts

As feelings alternately stretch and clench they hurt

My friend, my son, I'm so proud, I have no regret, 
I'm leaving home but don't worry, don't be upset

My talents were at your disposal, my skills lay at your feet

But our goals were not accomplished, I must admit defeat.

The land, the business are yours now, I'll not participate,

I'm sure you'll have the success I missed. It's not too late.

I still have differences to sit down and to calculate

I need to be alone so that I can sort and re-evaluate

All I have heard and seen, experienced and come to know.

I don't want to make it difficult, we'll part with "Hari Bol!" 

One comes to life's end, time is short and as one ages

Leaves home to walk upon the path of the great sages

No exception, I must apply myself to ultimate goals

Or I will be as forlorn and lost as many other souls.

Krishna the Supreme Creator

Krishna is inspiration's original start

He gives it to us / then we create art

Yet because our vision is ever so small

We say that our talent has created it all.

We come from Krishna / we have some power

But have we the skill to make even one flower?

In Nature we see Krishna's studio work place

In the hills, dells and valleys we see His face.

A Lesson in Fractions

In relationships, we fear that we may be hurt

So to hiding deep inside our mind we revert

The fear of tomorrow determines our actions

But it can divide us into indivisible fractions.

O Souls, it is your duty call to figure out your fate

So best to begin immediately for it is growing late.

Find the common denominator, the problem solve

By seeking the Supreme Lord, differences dissolve.

Do the Twist

What if, when we are small

And all the others are so tall

That we don't grow but others shrink

Could it really happen, do you think?

And when we're old and hard of hearing

Voices distant, ears filled with ringing

its not our ears that are problem bringing

we just don't care for everyone's whispering! 

If there are problems, its everyone else's fault

Is it our inability to taste? No, there's no salt!

Those clearer days remain - our eyes are A-okay

The windows have just dried in a hazy, crazy way.

Its not we that we have lately grown so old

Its just that time has been bought and sold 

I'm sure that I'm growing younger and younger 

Just as the world's to blame for pain and hunger!

My Loving Friend 

My yearnings lead me far and wide

yet still not close enough

I ignored my loving Friend, 

The one would never leave me.

 I searched to find another,

my brother, a mother, some other.

 While all-the-while, the little boy

Who pokes fun at me was at my heel.

 I had not thought to turn around

and if I had, He would have run around

to play more tricks on me.

The more I sought, the more I felt,

That I was all alone.

 'til when I met

 with full regrets

I tried to sit to sob, the small lad

with prodding stick

struck me with its knob

 Ow! How is it that

I can not rest?

Is this what some 

call a "test?"

So languidly I ponder and 

attempt to recognize

That as I seem to suffer

My end, not my demise

There is more to life than matter

 though this may surprise

Our best friend stands behind us, 

every one

Just beyond our vision -

 like the sun pre-dawn

His light fills every sphere

 It is driving out all fear.

How did I lose track

 of that most beloved one?

Some call Him Bhagavan

but He is to me Yasoda's son

He plays all forms of games

And is known by countless names

 Each act He chooses to perform

Is wholly transcendental - beyond the norm

 He gives Himself with full love

 Like no other, so pure, far above.

 So wander on, O seeker, me

 Find He who is just beyond, let's see?

 No? Oh no, I miss Him

So kind He is to all

 By baiting us to find Him

 we are too engaged to fall.

Once, I felt Him everywhere

watching over me

Now, I sense that I am alone

 That sense that I cannot see

Or feel, or touch or taste

 Or smell or hear. Yes, here,

I hear

Small foot falls (sometimes)

that strange ringing within my head

Could it be that small child

Dancing close behind?

Yes, I will die one day -

Then to wake I may see

 That I was blind.

Like no other, so pure, far above.

So wander on, O seeker, me

Find He who is just beyond, let's see?

No? Oh no, I miss Him

So kind He is to all

By baiting us to find Him

We are too engaged to fall.

Once, I felt Him everywhere

Watching over me

Now, I sense that I am alone

That sense that I cannot see

Or feel, or touch or taste

Or smell or hear. Yes, here,

I hear

Small foot falls (sometimes)

That strange ringing within my head

Could it be that small child

Dancing close behind?

Yes, I will die one day -

Then to wake I may see

 that I was blind.
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Blind, three-quarters of my life flown away,

My yearning to change led me far and wide

As so languidly I pondered my past

attempting to find purpose in my life

While all-the-while, the little boy

Who pokes fun at me was at my heel.

I ignored my loving Friend

The one would never leave me,

I searched to find another.

I had no thought to turn around

and if I had, He would have run around

to play more tricks on me.

The more I sought salvation

the more I felt that I was all alone.

I tried to sit to sob but the small lad, 

The one that is always with me,

struck me with His walking stick

"Ow! How is it that I can not rest?!"

O why did I frighten Him away,

that most beloved one?

I miss Him, so kind He was to me!

Now, I am truly alone.

Yet, I feel Him everywhere

watching over me

But how? I cannot see …

Or feel, or touch or taste

Or smell or hear. Yes, there!

I hear His small foot falls!! 

I feel that strange stirring in my heart …

Could it be that small child 

Has been with me all this time?

So kind He is to all

By baiting us to find Him

We are engaged to fall.

Now I know who He is!

Some call Him Bhagavan

but He is to me Yasoda's son!

He plays all forms of games

And is known by countless names.

Each act He chooses to perform

Is wholly transcendental - beyond the norm!

He gives Himself to His devotees

with a love that is like no other!!

Yes, I will die one day -

My life not wasted - a success!

Then, I will  only play - an eternal youth

I was blind but I will see!

Our best Friend stands behind us, 

Just beyond our vision, like the pre-dawn sun

His light fills every sphere

And that light drives out all fear.

The Epilogue


By the time our time is nearly done,
We’ve passed our selfish ways, all for fun.
Whimsically, displaying our flighty mood,
What a life - an animals, low and crude!
One should know the fate of sinful fools 
Disgrace results if you break the rules.

Goodbye

Are you ready to die for what you believe?

I will die soon? I will not die.

The casing will fall away as dead

Which is exactly what it is

And what it has always been

The body is matter

The soul is inside

The soul is the life force

Thus, the body seems alive 

No, I am ready to die because of what I believe.
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