          
Two Scholars And A BoatmanPRIVATE 


adapted from an essay in Back to Godhead magazine Volume 11.11

CAST:
Professor Crane, Professor Failingsworth, butler and Boatman. 

Professor Crane: We are lost! Lost I say! What will we do?

Professor Failingsworth: It seems like months since we left civilization!

Professor Crane: It has been precisely 35 hours and 13 minutes since we left Calcutta!

Professor Failingsworth: I meant that the 21 days, 4 hours and 13 minutes since we left England seemed longer because ... oh, never mind! I need a drink! Coddlehop!!

Butler: Yes, sir.

Professor Failingsworth: I need a long, cool drink. Ale or lager, it doesn't matter anymore ...

Butler:  I only have water left.

(Both Professors make a discouraging face.)
Professor Crane: Wait, I see something ... I see water ... a river!

Professor Failingsworth: That's the river Ganges, I'm sure.

Professor Crane: And where might the Boat terminal be? We have to cross the river to get to Krishnapura and there is no bridge in sight! 

Professor Failingsworth: It's all physics, Cadbury, my friend. 

Professor Crane: How so?

Failingsworth: One must understand that the relation between the masses of two colliding particles influences the manner in which the total available energy will be used. For instance, here we are: a crisp, starry night, and by the bank of a great river; there a Boatman is waiting - simply energy fulfilling a need. Not chance but physics!

Professor Crane: Brilliant conclusion, Failingsworth! Brilliant!

Failingsworth: We must proceed to the river edge and negotiate with that native there for passage across the river. (to Butler) Coddlehop, you must stay with the car and supplies. We will traverse to the Institute of Futurology, give our lecture and return tonight. Have supper ready.

Butler: Yes, sir. 

(The professors walk over to Boatman. Boatman is sitting and mending something)
Professor Failingsworth: I say, Chappie! I say, Chappie!

Boatman: Yes sir, Good Day and how are you? Is there service I can render?

Professor Failingsworth: We wish to relocate ourselves to the Krishnapura district. Seems we must traverse a hydrocourse to do so, are you for hire? 

Boatman: I don't know what you are saying to me ...

Professor Crane: We simply must get across the river!

Boatman: Oh, do you want a ride on my boat?

Professor Failingsworth: That is a more simplistic formulation of the same concept I just put forth, yes. What is the fare, by the way?

Boatman: One way, or round trip?

Professor Failingsworth: One way.

Boatman: Only two rupees, sirs. Each.

Professor Failingsworth: Two rupees? Why that's almost 12 pence!

Professor Crane: Yes, 65 centimes! Why so much?

Boatman: Sirs, I have my wife, mother and all my relatives to support.

Professor Failingsworth: Oh, alright! We forgot that, since England left, you people are starving.

Boatman: You read too many of those missionary tracts, sir. The Lord provides all we need to live simply and worship Him.

Professor Crane: Still, I think a rupee for the two of us would be more than generous ...

Boatman: As you like. (continues mending) But I don't think you'll find anyone cheaper. That's the price these days. A man has to earn a living to support his family.

Professor Failingsworth: Okay, okay, just show me your boat.

Boatman: Just five minutes and I'll be finished mending this life-jacket ...

Professor Crane: No! Let's go now! We'll be late for our appointment at the university. We must deliver a very important lecture ... (looks at his watch) ... in exactly one hour.

Professor Failingsworth: God sake's, man, is this your carrier? Why, it's construction is abominable!

Boatman: The Lord keeps it afloat, sir, just like all these stars are floating in the sky.

Professor Failingsworth: Enough of this local superstition, let us push off, my man!

Boatman: Okay, first I'll put your bags and umbrellas in the middle, then you sit in the back and I'll sit up front. Step carefully ...  

Professor Crane:  That's your boat? I thought it was a pile of driftwood! My little joke.

Boatman: Climb in, sir.

Professor Crane: (hesitant) Is this boat navigable?

Boatman: Navigable? What does that mean?

Professor Crane: It doesn't leak?

Boatman: No, sir! I've had this same boat for twenty years. No problem!

Professor Crane: (doubtful) Alright. Let's go.

Boatman: Sir? (holds out hand, expecting payment. Professor pays him hurriedly).

Professor Crane: Where's my change?

Boatman: You're my first fare of the day, sir. I haven't any change.  You climb in, please, and I will push off. (Professor Crane climbs in clumsily, forgetting his umbrella) Your umbrella, sir. (Boatman hands him his umbrella. Boatman helps Professor Failingsworth settle then pushes off, singing sweetly the Hare Krsna mantra, which ruffles the passengers.)

Professor Failingsworth: Boatman, would you mind not singing these ethnic exuberations? I hear them all the time. Thank you very much.

Boatman: It's just the names of God, sir. You know, India is a very Spiritual country. All the people sing the names of God to pass the time away. Very pleasant, you know. We chant mantras. Mana means mind and tra means deliverance, so it takes your mind off mundane worries and puts the mind on the spiritual platform. Care to try it, sirs?

Professor Failingsworth: Yes, I'm sure it is ... pleasant ... frivolous, though. No gain to it ...

Professor Crane: Hmmmpff! Over our dead bodies ...

Boatman: As you like, sirs.

Professor Failingsworth: Any way, you now have two very important passengers, Boatman. I am Professor Emeritus Stanley J. Failingsworth, with numerous doctorates in Dead Languages, World History, Classical Literature and all manners of odds and sod information, Oxford University primarily. 


My travelling companion is Professor Emeritus Sir Cadbury Crane, head of the Astronomy Department at Harvard University. He holds a practically unlimited number of degrees in the Sciences, such as Chemistry, Astro-physics, Anthropology and Archeology. Within the crevices of our two formidable brains we have crammed all the theories and discoveries of Mankind. You are a very fortunate Boatman, indeed!

Professor Crane: Thank you, Stanley. Perhaps, I can demonstrate. Ahh, Boatman! Look in the sky! The constellation Andromeda.

Can you tell us the exact longitude and latitude given the hour and season?

Professor Failingsworth: Right in between Cassiopeia and Perseus. What a sight!

Boatman: We call them Stars, sir. We see them every night, they're nothing special.

Professor Crane: Really, tell me, Boatman, what do you know about Astronomy, hmmm?

Boatman: I'm sure I've never heard the word before.

Professor Crane: Why, that is preposterous!!! How can you steer your boat with no knowledge of Astronomy?! Why, every sailor knows about Astronomy! How else could he steer his ship?? When one knows the positions of Andromeda, Orion, the Horsehead Nebula and the Milky Way, then one can easily cross any ocean or river! It's simply unbelievable that you have no knowledge of Astronomy. Without a working knowledge of Advanced Astronomy, the positioning of the "stars" then you've wasted 25% of you life!!!

Professor Failingsworth: Tell me, Boatman, how long have you been a ferryman?

Boatman: All my life, sir. My father and his father too, taxied on the river and on and on in my family back as far back as anyone can remember!

Professor Crane: There's obviously not much opportunity for the Free Enterprise system in these undeveloped countries.

Boatman: Free enterprise? No sir, I charge everyone!

Professor Crane: I meant the system of inflation, recession, depression, bull markets ...

Boatman: I used to take my cow to the Bull Market, but she is old, too.

Professor Crane: Good God, you mean you have no understanding of Economics, the Science of Money Management, Boatman??!!

Boatman: (gravely) Hmmm ... money ... I'm certainly not a rich man, but I get by. And whatever excess money I have, I use for Krishna-seva.

Professor: Krishna-what?

Boatman: Krishna-seva  service to Krishna. Worship of Krishna.

Professor: You don't mean to say you belong to that Hare Krishna sect, do you?

Boatman: My family has been worshiping Krishna for generations. I don't know what you mean by "sect." In Bhagavad-Gita Krishna says "bhoktaram yajna tapasam, sarva-loka-mahesvaram"  He says, "I am the Supreme Lord, the Supreme enjoyer of all sacrifices." Therefore I worship Him. I simply accept the statements of Bhagavad-Gita.

Professor Crane:  Ach! This religion nonsense! Nothing more than an opiate for the people, if you ask me! It is one thing I have to agree with Karl Marx about: "Religion is the opiate for the people." Have you ever heard of Karl Marx?

Boatman: He is a movie actor, isn't he?

Professor Crane: (turns to audience) Just see! He doesn't know anything! He hasn't the slightest idea about economics, neither for his own economic advancement nor in theory. He has no idea about the great theories of economics, by which this whole world moves! Typically India! (turns to Boatman) I can't understand why you chaps don't dress like civilized fellows. Look at you! You're wandering around with your dirty bed sheets wrapped around your loins! Why don't you wear a pair of trousers? (Professor is taking off his jacket, loosening his tie and constantly wiping his brow with a handkerchief which he keeps removing from his shirt pocket and replacing there)

Boatman: This is a very scientific means of dress, developed for this rural area. It's called a dhoti and it's not dirty. Actually, it can be cleaned very easily. Every day I wash it myself, let it dry 10 minutes and put it back on - no pockets to worry about, no buttons to fall off and no zippers to break. By the way, sir, when was the last time you washed your clothes? Smell a bit awful, don't they?

Professor Crane: I say, do you mind? I had these cleaned back in, uh, let's see, in 1977 ... ah Founder's Day in 1977 to be exact! 

Boatman: I thought so, sir. You haven't washed them in many years.

Professor Crane: A fine cloth does not need washing! They improve with years ... distinguished.

Boatman: Animalistic, I call it ... going around in clothes that haven't been washed in years and criticizing me - who wears a clean dhoti every day. It's cool and comfortable, too. You must be quite hot in that get up!

Professor Crane: Tch! What makes you think that?

Oh my stars! (pointing to the water) those are ... umm uh ...

Boatman: We call them fish, sir. It's a school of fish.

Professor Failingsworth: No no no! Not just a school of fish! I'll have you know these are Asillisaurus!

Professor Crane: Aqualiformes Elasmobranchii Asillisaurus, to be precise, an extremely rare species at that! 

Boatman: A silly what, sir? We see thousands around here everyday.

Professor Failingsworth: Thousands?!

Boatman: Millions.

Professor: Millions?! No no no. Actually, there must be hundreds and hundreds of them in this school. You know, at his very moment, these fish are thought to go around only in pairs. There must be thousands of them here!

Boatman: They're nothing special.

Professor Failingsworth: Well, you're extremely fortunate, most of the world think this particular fish is extinct!

Boatman: Yes, you're quite right - when I see them for sale at the market they do stink, sir!

Professor Failingsworth: It's commonly known as the "Left Finned Throttle Fish". I've studied Ichthyology, you know. Tell me, how extensive is your knowledge of Ichthyology?

Boatman: Ickie what sir?

Professor Failingsworth: Why, you can't even say it! The categorization of Fish, man! You mean to tell me that you've lived on this river all your life and you've never studied the Science of Fishes before?!?

Boatman: Sir, excuse me, but I don't waste my time studying fish. A lot of people eat them, but I don't; I'm strictly vegetarian.

Professor Failingsworth: I must say, Boatman, 50% of your life is wasted if you have no knowledge of Underwater Life!!
Boatman: (pointing to river bank) That's my house, sir!

Professor Failingsworth: That's a house??

Boatman: That's right, sir. Around it I own some land and a cow. My wife helps me plant in the garden and take care of the cow. The fruit trees give plenty of fruit, so we simply pick the fruit, harvest the vegetables, milk the cow, offer them up to the Lord and take the remnants of the offering. That's how I earn my livelihood, not to mention the fares I collect from travellers such as yourself.

Professor Failingsworth: How barbaric indeed! What about advancement? There's more to life than a patch of vegetables. I prefer to take my place among the thousands of great thinkers who are speculating about the origin of life and the origin of man. I've studied Anthropology, you know. It thrills me when I think how man, after thousands of years of natural selection, evolved from the primates. Science means to trace our lineage back to our monkey ancestors!! 

Boatman: I may not be so well educated as far as book learning in school goes, but every evening I hear stories read by our village brahmanas from the Mahabharata and the Ramayana. You have heard of these books, sir?

Professor Failingsworth: Of course, of course  Mythology, all my-tho-lo-gy! Just some stories compiled for maintaining a stable and complacent society. As the rest of the world marches onward to greater and greater frontiers of advancement, India hobbles behind, worshipping her "sacred" cows. You probably don't even know that we have landed men on the moon, do you?

Boatman: Yes, someone was telling me about that, but quite frankly, I have my doubts.

Both Professors: (flabbergasted) DOUBTS!?

Boatman: Yes, doubts. After all, what did they find there? A few rocks, I heard.

Professor Failingsworth:
Not "a few rocks"  a LOT of rocks!!!

Boatman: Okay, a lot of rocks. Anyway, according to the Vedic description of the moon, there is much more than rocks to be found there. Actually it is a very beautiful, heavenly place. The people there live for 10,000 years, with each day being equal to our six months. If you ask me, they didn't land on the moon. Maybe some other planet. Anyway, they couldn't stay there, so what is the use?

Professor Crane: (indignant) Use? For advancement of human knowledge, of course! Man has an intrinsic need to explore the vast reaches of the unknown, to "leave no stone unturned", as the saying goes.

Boatman: That's alright, but what is the use if you know so much about moon rocks and film stars, but do not know who you are?

Professor Crane: (offended) You think I don't know who I am!? Of course I know who I am! I am the famous, one and only, Professor Cadbury Crane, with degrees in several subjects, including Astro-physical-biology, Political-economic-simplistics, and Ontological-paleo-cryptology. And I've studied so many subjects thoroughly, written hundred of papers and articles and books and I'm so busy with speaking engagements, that I simply have no time ...

Boatman: No time to consider who you actually are ... after all, that is what human life is for! That is what the Vedas say  the goal of life is to realize who you really are  as an eternal spirit soul! 

Professor Failingsworth: Now Boatman, that's quite enough. And why are you slowing down? It is getting late. Hurry up, for God's sake!

Boatman: Yes, okay. (resumes rowing, singing quietly to himself the Hare Krishna mantra)
Professor Crane: With your cows and Vedas and all that, you don't even believe that we have landed on the moon! Ha! I say 75% of your life is wasted is you have no knowledge of Modern Technology! 

Boatman: (continues to sing the Hare Krsna mantra, unaffected)

Professor Failingsworth: (resuming attitude of irritated impatience) Oh, no! Again this Krishna chanting! Why me?! 


Ahh! Did you hear that sound? I can't believe my ears ..,  it's the mating call of the Gyps Fulvus. They shouldn't even be in this region at this time of year! The instinctive response to the environmental cue is the forte of the nervous system of the Phylum Chordata, Class Aves!

Boatman: Who?

Professor Crane: He's expounding upon our feathered friends - birds!

Professor Failingsworth: Look! Look up there! Why those are ... (Professor gets bird turd right in the eye) Yes, of course!! I can tell by the aroma and coloring of their feces, those are Procellarriformes Chiroptera, commonly known as the "Blue Bellied Booby Bird", a rare species indeed! Do have a smell? (extends hand to boatman's face)
Boatman: No thanks, you can have it all for yourself. I have two of them nesting on my roof at home.

Professor Failingsworth: No! You're a  very fortunate fellow! You must have observed the unique mating patterns of these, as they are commonly known, "Blue Bellied Booby Birds"? (Professor flaps arms and squawks)

Boatman: Not particularly, sir.

Professor Failingsworth: Too bad, I've studied Ornithology, you know! Tell me, what do you know about Ornithology?

Boatman: I'm sure I've never even heard of it.

Professor Failingsworth: You have never even heard of it?? How disgraceful! The study of Birds is the most enthralling of the Natural Sciences!! All your life and - well ... I guess there is no limit to the essentials that you do not know. (thunder is heard. Another flock of birds passes overhead) Look! Some more are ...

Boatman: Uh oh!

(He starts singing Nrsingha Mantras)
Professor Failingsworth: Look at that mountain over there! What a marvelous mass of rock; must be from the Cambium period.

Boatman: The Himalayan Mountains, sir. Yes, it is very beautiful.

Professor Failingsworth: Ah, well done! (claps) At least you know a thing or two! Yes, the Himalayan Mountains.

Boatman: Great saints and sages live up there.

Professor Failingsworth: Well, I don't know about that but I can tell you that they were thrust up out of the earth millions of years ago in the pre-Cambrian era - metamorphic rock produced by volcanic reaction! I think it belongs to the Igneous category. I've studied Geology, you know. I'm sure you've studied Geology, haven't you?

Boatman: No, I haven't, but I know one thing. There are saints and sages that have lived in Hardwar and Hrshikesa since the beginning of time who practice yoga and have all mystic powers. Wonderful people they are, sir. They exemplify the real purpose of life.

Professor Failingsworth: Definitely nonsense! Don't you believe it! Ha ha ha! These Himalayan mountains were formed millions of years before there was even life on the planet. Then life came out of the ocean!

Boatman: But where did the ocean come from?

Professor Failingsworth: That doesn't concern us, now. There were violent electric storms in those days. The atmosphere was made of only methane and ammonia - a spot of carbon dioxide and a spot of nitrogen, you know. Somehow or other, these electrical charges reacted with this "primordial soup" and they began to reproduce themselves in the ocean. Can you believe it? 

Boatman: But the earth and sky - where did they come from? 

Professor Failingsworth: Well everything began from a primeval explosion. And that took place at "time zero."

Boatman: "Time zero?"

Professor Failingsworth: That's when time began!

Boatman: Why? 

Professor Failingsworth: It just happened by chance. Ultimately everything comes from nothing. If it hadn't turned out this way, then it would have turned out some other way. Anyway, scientists are still researching this and in the future we shall know everything.

Boatman: I would pay them with a post-dated check until they do. If I tell you that in the future I will pay you, will you object?

Professor Crane: I would indeed! Obviously, you have no respect for Research. If one doesn't know something he has to come up with a reasonable explanation using the theories available.

Boatman: That is the Ascending Process of Acquiring Knowledge. You may obtain knowledge, a little at a time, along with some amount of wrong information but Religious-minded men hear from the Greatest Authority, Who Himself created and therefore knows everything. God gives us complete information and we simply accept it. That is called the  Descending Process of receiving information.

Professor Failingsworth: Anyway, life began - a big soup of lives. They turned themselves into amoebas - squiggly things ... Some time went by and (snaps his fingers) then they turned into fish and the fish came out of the water and turned into amphibians - ugly looking things all covered with warts, but they were air breathers! Some say, "the sun caught his eye," others say he was chased out of the water by a bigger fish. Anyway, they, after a time, turned into dinosaurs of all shapes and colors. These huge dinosaurs ruled the earth for millions of years until all of a sudden they disappeared just like that (snaps fingers again)!!


Of course, no one knows why they disappeared but anyway they did and then, quite by chance other creatures developed and scampered up the trees and became monkeys. Some jumped down from the trees and became human beings. Would you believe it? Monkeys turned into human beings! We've got monkeys as our ancestors! Isn't it amazing? Of course, most of us have come a long way from the first ones. They were quite primitive ...  

Boatman: Excuse me, sir. You're ancestors may have been monkeys but mine were great saints and sages.

Professor Failingsworth: You have a very shallow appreciation of life, don't you, Boatman? (thunder is heard and a brisk wind blows) Anyway, look here Boatman, just get us across this river.

Boatman: You're an educated man, and you're telling me all that? Can your scientists create life? Can they make even one mosquito?

Professor Crane: Of course, this type of information cannot be had unles you've paid for a good education. Tell me Boatman, where did you go to University?

Boatman: What is a University?

Both Professors: What is a University!?!?! 

(look at each other and audience with astonishment)

Professor Crane: Egads, man!! You must have had schooling of some sort?!?

Boatman: Well, as far as schooling or knowledge is concerned, all I know is that we are all eternal servants of God, or Krishna and that if we can chant His Holy Names at death, as Lord Chaitanya Mahaprabhu has taught, then anyone can go back to home, back to Godhead. By nature, our spiritual self is eternal, full of knowledge and bliss.

Professor Failingsworth: Did you understand what he just said, Cadbury?

Professor Crane: Why no, Stanley, I didn't. I don't speak Bengali! Some kind of religious symbolism is implied, I suspect. Please explain to him that we are Atheists of the Highest Order. We believe in the Science of Possibility.

Professor Failingsworth: That's alright, Boatman. (to Prof Crane) I'm sure he'd never understand. Let me try to salvage the conversation: (to Boatman) Boatman, as a child, did your father ever teach you anything about the art of Poetry?

Boatman: No, he didn't. My father only taught me spiritual matters.

Professor Failingsworth: Surely, you've heard of famous poets such as Milton, Edgar Allan Poe or William Shakespeare? 

Boatman: No sir, I can't say that I have.

Professor Failingsworth: This is simply unbelievable!! Boatman, you must have read Robert Frost's "Stopping in the Woods on a Snowy Evening"?? Why, everyone reads Robert Frost!

Boatman: No, I'm sure I haven't, sorry.

Professor Failingsworth: Alas, you poor, uneducated bumpkin. Why, Poetry is the essence of a peaceful mind! It is transcendence, it is universal and timeless. Why, here, let me demonstrate to you the finery of Poetry - composed right before your very ears by me Stanley Failingsworth ...

Professor Crane: Esquire!

Professor Failingsworth: Esquire! Why, thank you, Cadbury!

Professor Crane: Don't mention it, Stanley! Do proceed.

Professor Failingsworth: Hey, what's going on? (opens his umbrella) It's raining and getting cold and blowing like anything! 

Boatman: A storm is brewing! There are the rainclouds.

Professor Crane: At least you know something! But, to be more precise, that's a Cumulonimbus cloud. I've studied Meteorology and Ethemology, you know. Do you realize that the isotonic pressure is thousands of pounds per square inch? 

(a little humble) Boatman, can't you be quicker?

Boatman: I'm trying my best; but the current is very strong. (rows intently, chanting the mantras to Lord Nrshinghadev.)
The weather is very unpredictable at this time of year. A heavy rainstorm can come at a moment's notice.

Professor Failingsworth: It's raining, already. No worry, I've got my brolly here. You're going to get a little wet, aren't you, Boatman? Tough luck old bean. Not me, I've got my brolly. (Stage effects of wind, rain, lightning)

Boatman: We've sprung a leak, sir. I don't think we're going to make it to the other side. 

Professor Crane: But (gasp)... but hurry up ... (shows panic) This can't be  I have to deliver my lecture on Futurology!! Look, I'll even pay you five rupees extra to hurry up!

Boatman: That is all right. I don't think it will help at this point. You can keep your money. The only means to save this journey now is to very sincerely Chant Chant Chant!!

Both Professors: WE Can't Can't Cant !!!!
Boatman: Well, now there really is only one last thing to do. 

(takes off shoes, shirt)

Professor Failingsworth: I must compose some words of epitaph, instructions to my colleagues to carry on my work ... some last words ...

Professor Crane:
What are you doing now?

Boatman:
Getting ready to swim.

Professor Crane: (panicking, tearful) Swim?! You are going to swim?!

Boatman: What else is there to do? (boat capsizes) Excuse me sirs, but we'll just have to swim for it now; it's not so far, but ... can you swim, by the way?

Professor Failingsworth: Nooooooooooooooooo! (blurble glub)
Professor Crane: (clinging to boat) Of course, I understand swimming on theory but I've never practiced it; I was always two busy ... reading books ... I can only speculate on the intrinsic value of swimming skills given the present circumstances and well ... for once, I am at a loss of words ... Failingsworth, how do you interpret the undue malportent of our present ... Failingsworth?? Failingsworth!?!?

Boatman: My dear sirs, since you have no knowledge of how to save your body or your soul, then 100% of your life is wasted!!!

Narrator: The lives of our unfortunate Professors was not actually 100% wasted. After all, they had heard the Hare Krishna mantra, and even drowned in the sacred Ganges  no doubt freeing them from all sinful reactions of their past misdeeds. The Moral of the story is whatever else we may learn in our life's journey, there's one thing we all need to know: how to cross safely to the spiritual world when our material body "capsizes." Therefore, while the West's technological science can analyze things and perhaps make our voyage more comfortable, we need the East's spiritual science to make it more successful.


Our simple boatman, on the other hand, despite his lack of book-knowledge on material subjects of so-called advancement, had sufficient knowledge not only to save himself from a physically dangerous situation, but also to bring him to realize the goal of life  going back home, back to Godhead.


We urge you to read the books mentioned in this play  the ancient Vedic literatures translated into English by His Divine Grace Srila Prabhupada. The Srimad-Bhagavatam and Bhagavad Gita are available today from the devotees here. Thank you very much.







