The Music That Prabhupada Plays

   by Kalakonta dasa (ACBSP) Gainesville, FL


When you get to the stage

Where you’re showing your age

(And next summer I turn sixty-two)

The next critical task

Is to earnestly ask

What would Prabhupada want me to do?

Prabhupada is the choice 

For a clear inner voice

He’s brilliant. He’s fearless. He’s kind.

(And that list is as long as The Ramayana and The Mahabharat combined.)

Should I teach? Should I learn?
Should I preach? Should I earn?

Is my seva to pay for my clan?

Let things rest or protect?

Join the crew? Be aloof?

Independent or corporate man?

Will I slowly pass on 

Like my dear Ghanasyam

Or fast like my dear TKG?

Only one thing is sure 

Life is never secure

Death is busily looking for me.

So before Yama’s theft
In the time I have left

Tho’ I’m much less enlightened than you

In my time, which is short

I’ve this four-verse report

Of what Prabhupada wants me to do.

Number one: keep the house

Where we’ve taken our vows

Which our Prabhupada built with his hand

Though it leaks and it squeaks

It’s where Prabhupada speaks

And he built it on stone, not on sand.

Number two is to act

In ideal and in fact

As our Prabhupada acted himself

With a view to all others

As sisters and brothers

And concern for their spiritual health.

Number three: Krsna’s God

On the plate: His Prasad

Srila Prabhupada gave us His Name

If our meal becomes worse

Will we dump it? Or curse

Shymasundar? Or shoulder the blame?
Number four (and the last):

Shall I slop through the past

Or join others to build better days?

Every dawn brings a chance

To drink nectar and dance

To the music that Prabhupada plays.
