I Fry (from the Diary of the Incarcerated Monk) Part OnePRIVATE 

I fry is the theme song 

Of a madman you know,

Who from the kitchen to the altar,

Continues to go.

Eternally fixed, 

And thoroughly insane,

Without stopping, without rest,

Without loss or gain.

I am that madman,

Shaking my fist.

I don't think there's ever

Been a story like this.

I fry when the clock rings

At quarter to four. 

I should have been up 

An hour before..

I grope through the dark,

I search for the soap 

Without Krsna’s mercy,

There’s just no hope.

Rushing to the altar,

I open the door,

I fry when the sweetrice

Falls to the floor.

As rasagullas and burfi

Continue to crash,

Saffron and ksira

Follow with a splash.

On the rug before Jagannath,

The Lord of the heart,

I beg for His mercy,

So my offenses will depart.

I fry when the mailman

Brings me the mail: 

"Pay up today,

Or your lights will fail!"

I fall to the ground

With a terrible moan,

"Pay two thousand dollars,

Or we will turn off the phone!"

No lights, no gas,

No water at all.

I fry when the moss grows

In the shower stall.

There's bats in the belfry,

And termites below,

At night the cockroaches

Put on their show.

I fry, I fry, 

I shout at the sky,

I don't think  theres anyone,

As  fortunate as I,

Eternally enslaved

At the Lord's lotus feet

No question of leaving  

No hope for retreat.

Part Two

IsKcon Seattle,

That holy land,

Has the mercy of Radhas

Benediction hand.

I try  to please Radha,

When I look at Her face,

So full of compassion, so full of grace.

To Her right stands Krsna

So beautiful and grave,

Appearing before us,

The world to save.

Nitai-Gauranga 

So full of love, 

Directly descended 

From Vaikuntha above.

To give Their mercy,

The holy name,

And all they ask,

Is that you do the same.

So I preach, I preach,

I try at least,

To convince the guests

At the Sunday feast.

I give them the sauce,

But inspite of it all,

They talk prajalpa 

In the prasadam hall.

Surrender to Krsna,

Don't be a fool,

The kicking of Maya,

Is harsh and cruel.

You work like an ass

To acquire some loot,

But foam from the mouth,

Is your only fruit.

So why waste your life

In constant strife,

Only to be chastised

By your loving wife.

Whose only concern is

That the children are fed,

But couldn't care less,

If you died in bed.

So chant Hare Krsna,

And become like me,

An inmate of IsKcon 

Eternally.

From the kitchen to the altar

Forever you will roam

The lotus feet of Krsna

Your only home.

I fry, I fry,

I shout at the sky,

I don't think there's anyone,

As fortunate as I.

Part Three

Joe das Bhakta

Is the good name,

Of a prasadam thief

Of perpetual fame.

I fry at the thought

Of his guileless behavior,

While stealing prasadam,

His mind does not waver.

With his hand in the pot, 

and a smirk on his face

were it not for prasadam,

it would be a disgrace.

For some living entity

To be so bold,

To eat anything and everything,

Be it hot or cold.

One day while cooking 

Lunch for the Lord,

The offering was late,

No time could I afford.

He came into the kitchen

With guilt on his face,

In  front of the cooler,

He began to pace.

"Something is up,"

I surmised with suspicion,

"Because stealing prasadam,

is his life's ambition."

He disappeared, but then,

Emerged from the door,

With so much bhoga,

It was falling to the floor.

He froze with fear

When he caught my glance,

Which could annihilate everything ,

Like Lord Siva's dance.

He tried to run,

But I caught him quick 

"Give that back,

Or you'll get the stick!"

"I can't help it, it's my nature,"

he replied with a chuckle.

So now on his face

Is the mark of my knuckle.

So take my advice,

Don't steal from the Lord.

The sufferings in hell

You just can't afford.

He'll punish you gently

By His divine grace,

But you will get my mercy 

All over your face.

I fry, I fry,

I shout at the sky,

I don't think there is anyone,

As fortunate as I.









