Even The Honeymooners 

by Markendaya dasa and Adhoksaja dasa

PRIVATE 

* a spoof of a 1960's TV show starring Jackie Gleason

Scene One

Ralph: Alice, I'm home!

Alice: [Enters, wearing an apron] Hello, Ralph. Dinner will be ready in a minute, dear. Have a nice day?

Ralph: Did I have a nice day? Of course, Alice, I had a great day. What better way to spend a hot summer day than driving a bus for eight hours in beautiful downtown Manhattan?

Alice: Uh oh.

Ralph: The sweet smell of exhaust fumes; The tranquil sounds of car horns and ambulance sirens! Little old ladies holding up bus lines for fifteen minutes picking pennies to put in the coin box. What to speak of appreciative riders commenting under their breath if I'm more than a few minutes late. Oh yeah, Alice, I had a great day!

Alice: I'm sorry, Ralph, but what makes today different from any other day?

Ralph: It isn't, Alice; that's just the point. It isn't any different. But, you'd think that after all the trouble I go through day after day, for once when I get home, I'd find my lovely little wife dressed in something beside that worn old house coat and those crummy bedroom slippers looking more like the cleaning lady!

Alice: Cleaning lady? Hah! On you're salary, we're lucky if we can afford a mop and pail.

Ralph: Oh? Do you have a mop and pail, Alice? Because from the look o' this joint you sure wouldn't know it!

Alice: Thanks, Ralph. Listen, let's not argue; why don't you sit 

down and relax. I'll get the pot roast out of the oven. Tomorrow will be better; you'll see.

Ralph: Maybe you're right, Alice, I guess I'm just tired, that's all. Somebody got up early in the building and was pacing up and down the halls muttering something; I couldn't get back to sleep.

[There is a knock at the door.]

Alice: I'll get it. [Ed Norton enters. His hand is in a bead bag and he is chanting the Hare Krsna Mantra.] Oh hello, Ed.

Norton: Evenin' Alice. My you're looking spiffy tonight!

[At this compliment, Alice casts a mocking glance at Ralph.]

Hello, Ralphy boy!

Ralph: Norton, are you nuts?! What're you doing?!

Norton: I'm startin' my human life, that's what, Ralph. I'm chantin' the names of God.

Ralph: You're what?

Norton: That's right, Ralph. If we can't see da Lawd in everything we do, then we're no better than an animal ... a pretty big animal, too. [pats Ralph on stomach]
Ralph: Oh, no! I come home from a hard day's work, find you lookin' like a cleaning lady and who comes marchin' in here? Reverend Moon!

Norton: Hey Ralph, ya know what your problem is? You ... you're just a karmi.

Ralph: Now wait a minute; I am a registered Democrat like millions of other Americans in this country and I am not going to stand here and have you call me a Commie!

Norton: No, no, Ralph, kar -mi, like kar -ma! You heard of the word karma?

Ralph: No, Norton, I've never heard of it.

Norton: It's like this, Ralph, you drive a bus all day, right?

Ralph: Yeahhh ... ?

Norton: Well, whattaya get for it?

Ralph: Indigestion, that's what I get for it, Norton.

Norton: No, no. I mean, whattaya get at the end o' the week?

Ralph: I get a pay check, Norton, just like you do for working in the sewer all day every day.

Norton: Right, Ralph,that's the fruit. If you use it for yourself you have temporary benefits and if you use it to serve the Lawd then you get eternal benefits, simple.

Ralph: What are you talking about, Norton? I don't even eat fruit. I'm a meat and potatoes man.

Alice: What's that smell? Something burning?

Ralph: I don't smell ... yeah, something is burning.

Alice: The pot roast! [Alice runs out.]

Ralph: The pot roast!

Norton: Pot roast?

[Alice enters with a roasting pan]
Alice: It's ruined. I'm sorry, Ralph, I tried.

Ralph: Well, it ain't a total loss. Give it to Norton, he'll eat anything. Here Norton, this is all your fault, you may as well help us eat it.

Norton: Ugh! Are you crazy? Get that outta here! You're cookin' you own mudder!

Ralph: What?

Alice: His mother?

Norton: Alice! You wid a heart o' gold! And Ralph, my best buddy ... how can you do this to your own mudder?

Ralph: Wait a minute, Norton, are you going to tell me that this burnt piece of meat is my mother?

Norton: That's right, Ralph. The cow is your mudder, because of the udder.

Ralph: The other? What other?

Norton: The udder, Ralph, the udder [gesturing]
Ralph: Oh.

Norton: You drink cow's milk, right?

Ralph: Sometimes.

Norton: And where does it come from? The udder. It is the Lawd's arrangement that people are raised on cow's milk. Therefore the cow is your mother.

Ralph: Oh brother!

Norton: [addressing the pot roast]: Don't take it too hard, mudder.  Ralph isn't such a bad son. Just a little ignorant, that's all, but I'm going to educate him. [to Ralph] Look on the bright side. It ain't every day that a cow raises an elephant! [laughs and pats Ralph on the stomach]
Ralph: Oh you're gone, Norton!

Norton: I hope she forgives you, Ralph.

Ralph: Oh, now my pot roast forgives me.

Norton: What goes around comes around, that's what karma means. Eat hearty, Ralph old buddy 'cause in the next life she's going to come back and do the same thing to you. That's the Law O' Material Nature if you want to be a materialist.

Ralph: "The Ghost of the Burnt Pot Roast" - make a great movie.

Norton: Ralph on a bun! Kramden a la carte comin' right up!

Ralph: That does it! Get outta here, Norton. That's my law!

Norton: There's a lot more Spiritual Knowledge that I need to give you but I gotta get up early and practice my Bhakti Yoga. Best time to do it is before sunrise if you're interested [Ralph opens the door, points and frowns] Well, I guess not ... Good night, Alice.[Norton leaves]
Ralph: Oh, he's out there, Alice. To the moon!!!

Alice: What's got into him? Ed's never behaved strange before. Dull-witted perhaps but never other worldly.

Ralph: Beats me, Alice. Some of the fellas been saying that he's been associating with one of them cults and buying their books. I told them that Norton can hardly read anyway ...

Alice: What cult? Where?

Ralph: You know that one that parades on the streets downtown?

[Ralph skips humorously about with his arms held high.]
Alice: Well, let's humor him, Ralph. Ed will probably get over all this in a few days and be his same old self.

Ralph: I'm not so sure that's going to be much of an improvement, Alice, but I guess you're right. Say, why don't we go down to the corner and get a roast beef ... a hamburg ... ah ...

Alice: A tossed salad?

Ralph: Oh, brother, what a day! Come on, we'll find something we can eat. [they exit]

Scene Two

[the next morning. loud  noises of Ed Norton singing Samsara prayers and playing karatals. Ralph enters in a bathrobe, followed by Alice]

Ralph: What's going on up there? Is that Norton? Hey, Norton! It's four o'clock in the morning! What are you doing?

Voice # 1: Hey, shut up, will ya? I'm tryin' to get some sleep!

[Ed continues to chant.]

Voice #2: Quiet, ya bum, or I'll call the cops!

Voice #3: Hey, are you crazy! It's four o'clock in the morning!

Alice: Ralph, he's got the whole neighborhood awake!

Norton: Jiv jago! Wake up sleeping souls! Don't sleep on the lap of illusion!

Ralph: Norton, have you gone bananas? Do you know what time it is?

[A cacophony of noises ensues while Ed continues to preach loudly. Finally Ralph yells "QUIET!!!" and the noise subsides.]

Ralph: I'm tellin' ya, Alice, I can't take much more of this.

Alice: Now remember, we want to humor him, Ralph.

Ralph: Yeah, well right now I want to send him to the moon, Alice!! Look, what's the point in going back to bed? It'll be time to get up soon, anyway; let me get washed up so I can see straight.

Alice: Alright, Ralph. I'll put on some coffee.

[she sets table slowly. There is a knock at the door. She opens door and sees her neighbor, Mrs. Rudabaker whining and crying at the door.]
Alice: Mrs Rudabaker! What's the matter?

Mrs. Rudabaker: Oh my head, my poor head!

Alice: Mrs Rudabaker, why ...?

Mrs. Rudabaker: All morning some lunatic's been screaming at the top of his lungs in a foreign language. I can't get a wink of sleep. Oyyyy, what a headache!

Alice: I'm sorry, Mrs Rudabaker. I'll go look for some aspirin.

Mrs. Rudabaker: Aspirin won't make it any better. Maybe you have a little Sherry in the cupboard? Oyyyy!

[Alice exits as Ed peeks through the door and sees Mrs R.]
Norton: Mudder! [Mrs R turns as Ed moves closer.] Mudder!

Mrs. Rudabaker: What?!

Norton: You're my mother, Mrs Rudabaker. A devotee of the Lawd sees every woman as his mother. Hello, Mom. I love you.

Mrs. Rudabaker: [shrieks] Oh, my poor head ... 

Norton: What's matter, Mrs. Rudabaker? Are you under the illusion that you might have a headache or sumthin'? Don't worry a thing about it, 'cause you know what? You're not this body!

Mrs. Rudabaker: You want my body? Mrs Kramden!

Norton: Mrs. Rudabaker, are you that old head? [touches her head]
Mrs. Rudabaker: My head?

Norton: And your hand - [takes her hand] are you this hand? Are you this sagging chest?

Mrs. Rudabaker: What my chest?

Norton: You're not your chest. You're not any of your body.

Mrs. Rudabaker: I'm not ... this ...?

Norton: No, you're the spirit soul inside the body, eternally youthful, full of knowledge and bliss.

Mrs. Rudabaker: I am?

Norton: Yep, aren't you glad to hear that? But, to really feel it, ya gotta chant the Holy Names of the Lawd. Hey, I know, why don't you chant along with me, okay?

Mrs. Rudabaker: Well ... I never ...

Norton: Hare Krsna ... Hare Krsna ... Krsna Krsna ... Hare Hare 

Mrs. Rudabaker: I'll try ... 

Norton: Raise your hands, Mrs. Rudabaker! [Ed tries to raise her hands. He sings]: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare  

Mrs. Rudabaker: Oy, my arthritis! (she presses her hands with pain) 

Norton: I'll tell you what - do you know "Havangila?"

Mrs. Rudabaker: Ohhhh, Havangila!

Norton: [he chants the mantra to the lively tune of Havanagila, a popular Jewish song]: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 

Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 
[Mrs. Rudabaker joins in and soon they are both singing, finger snapping and dancing in a circle, having a merry time.]

Norton and Mrs. Rudabaker: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 

Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 

Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Mrs. Rudabaker: I like it!

Norton: Mrs Rubabaker - you're wonderful!

[they lock arms and chant and dance out the door or offstage as Ralph and Alice enter, gaping]
Ralph: Did you see that? He's nuts and he made Mrs. Rudabaker nuts! He's drivin' the whole neighborhood nuts!

Alice: We've got to do something, Ralph. You're the only friend Ed has ever had - do something!

Ralph: I'll tell you what we gotta do, Alice. We have to get that guy to a shrink. There's no doubt about it, Alice. Ed has got to see a psychiatrist.

Alice: Are you sure they won't hurt him or make him worse?

Ralph: It's either that or we'll all be headin' for the loony bin from lack of sleep! The bus company has a psychiatrist down in Workmen's Comp, they're always saying that we should go to her for any little thing so I'll ask her to see Ed this afternoon. Only, I'll tell Ed that I'm the one with the mental problem and ask him to come in with me.

Alice: Well, okay Ralph, that sounds like a good plan. Have a nice day at work! [they exit]
Scene Three - The Psychiatrist's Office
Ralph: Well, here we are, Norton. Now, I think her name is Dr Wirehammer.

Norton: You sure you want to go through with this, Ralph? I mean you always seemed pretty functional to me, in a fat kinda way.

Ralph: I told you, Norton, sometimes we all have problems that are a little tough to deal with, we need someone to talk to.

Norton: You can always talk to the Lawd, Ralph.

Ralph: Sure, Norton, sure. That's why I brought you along- for ideas like that.

Norton: Hey, here she comes now.

Psychiatrist: [enters and heads right for Ralph] Helloooo, you must be Mr Norton, I'm Dr Weisenheimer. Please sit down.

Ralph: Ah, no Doctor, I'm Ralph Kramden and this is my neighbor, Ed Norton.

Psychiatrist: How do you do?

Norton: I do pretty good. Put 'er there! [they shake hands, Ed sits down, Ralph steers her aside]
Ralph: Ah, Doc can I talk to you for a minute? Like I told you on the phone, Ed thinks we're here for my benefit. It's the only way I could get him down here. Now, in my opinion, Ed has gone out of his mind. All the time he's got his hand in a bag saying ha ha ra ra ra! See? He's doing it right now! And at four o'clock in the morning he's debating with the tenants who can't sleep 'cause he's banging and singing. He thinks our pot roast is his mother and that the old lady upstairs is Ginger Rogers the hoofer ...

Psychiatrist: I understand the problem, give me a little time with him now.

Norton: Hey Ralph, ain't you going to sit down, too?

Psychiatrist: Mr. Kramden, could you go down to the ground floor and get us three coffees and donuts? I want to speak to Mr Norton alone.

Norton: Make mine milk, Ralph! I like it boiled three times with a teaspoon of sugar and a little bananas. Tell them I'm going to offer it to the Lawd.
Ralph: Bananas, right. [gives Ed a hard look] And away I go! [exits quickly]
Psychiatrist: Now, Mr Norton, I'm interested to know about your past. I believe that all our present troubles stem from our past.

Norton: I believe that, too! Do you study Bhagavad Gita?

Psychiatrist: No, I studied Freud. What I'm going to do is induce a hypnotic trance. I'm going to hear from you just as you were when you were an innocent little boy.

Norton: You really think hypnotizin' me will help Ralph?

Psychiatrist: Unquestionably!

Norton: You're the doctor.

Psychiatrist: [swings a necklace back and forth] You're going into a deep sleep. Now, watch carefully and count backwards slowly from one hundred. Ninety-nine ...

Norton: Ninety-eight, ninety-seven, ninety-six, nine-five, ninety-four, ninety-three, ninety-two, ninety-one, ninety-what's next?

Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton, aren't you the least bit sleepy?

Norton: How do you expect me to sleep wid you danglin' that thing in my face?

Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton, please try to relax deeply. Sleep ... sleep ...

Norton: You want me to sleep? Sing me a lullaby.

Psychiatrist: A lullaby?

Norton: When I was a little boy, my mudder would always sing me a lullaby.

Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton, this is highly irregular!

Norton: Nah, she would do it regular. Almost every night. It's the only thing that would work.

Psychiatrist: Wellll ... this is most unprofessional ... but, alright. [She looks side to side as if to avoid being seen. She sings.] : Go to sleep, go to sleep, my dear little baby.



Go to sleep and don't you cry!

[Ed falls asleep like a baby.] My God! Now, Mr. Norton, let's go back in time. You're ten years old. Any problems? Nine, eight, seven, six, you're five years old. [Ed starts to whimper at five years old.] Five years old ... what happened at five years old? What are you remembering? What important event? Tell me ...

Norton: Billy.

Psychiatrist: Yes?

Norton: My friend Billy ...

Psychiatrist: Go on ...

Norton: I had a lollipop and he asked me for a lick. But he started to eat the whole thing and I stuck my hand in his mouth, to get it back, and he bit me on the finger. [Ed begins to cry.]

Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton, I'm afraid that's not traumatic enough. Now, let's go back further - to when you were three. Five ...

Norton: Five.

Psychiatrist: Four.

Norton: Four.

Psychiatrist: Three!

Norton: Three Two One.

Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton! Mr. Norton! Wait! [Ed assumes the position of a small baby.] Mr. Norton, you've gone too far. [She claps her hands three times.Suddenly, Ed begins to wail like an infant. Finally, having no other recourse, she again sings him a lullaby.] Go to sleep, go to sleep, my dear little baby ...

Norton: [starts to become pacified]: Goo!

Psychiatrist: Go to sleep, go to sleep and don't you cry! [Ed falls asleep with his thumb in his mouth.] Dear God! {Suddenly, Ed convulses and assumes the position of an embryo.] Oohh!! [Ed quivers in this stage for a moment and then starts to whine and scratch like a dog.] Mr. Norton? [Ed looks up at Dr Weisenheimer and begins to growl and snarl.] Mr. Norton? [Suddenly, Ed leaps off the chair, barking and chases the Doctor around the room.] AAAAAA!!!! Mr. Norton! [She claps her hands. Ed stops cold. She tries to catch her breath Ed starts to moo like a cow.]
Norton: Mooooo.

Psychiatrist: Oh, no!!

Norton: [as a cow] Mooooo! [Ed begins to walk towards he as she backs up, frightened. Ed starts to munch on her dress. She finally manages to yank it out of his mouth.]
Psychiatrist: Mr. Norton, please![She claps. Ed stops dead in his tracks for a moment. Suddenly, he starts to squawk loudly like a chicken, jumping up and down and flapping his wings. He again wildly chases Dr Weisenheimer around the room.] AAAAAHHHHHH!!! [Finally, she grabs a clipboard and hits him on the head.] Mr. Norton!!!

Norton: [smiling, obviously enjoying a practical joke] Had ya goin' there, didn't I Doc?

Psychiatrist: [flustered]  Wha - what?

Norton: I had ya fooled. Admit it! Don't worry, Doc, just enjoyin' a little practical joke. Say, are you okay?

Psychiatrist: Oh, I'm fine, just fine. Little ... adventures like this happen to me every day.

Norton: So, you see ... we're changing bodies boith after boith just like a person changes clothes. Sometimes we're a cow, sometimes a dog, sometimes a chicken or somethin' else. Sometimes we even thing we're some big Doctor. But actually, we ain't none of these things. We might identify with them for a short period of time like if you're in an auto accident you say "You hit me!" but we're pure spirit soul, Doc - eternal, full of knowledge and bliss. Sometimes we forget just like a student forgets his coursework.

Psychiatrist: We are? I mean - that's fine, Mr. Norton, but I'm the Doctor and you're the patient and I'm trying to help you. Now, what is your problem?

Norton: That's what I been tryin' to tell you - I ain't got no problems since I found real knowledge in the Bhagavad Gita. But, what about you, you look kinda dishevelled and forlorn. I'm here to help you.

Psychiatrist: Me?

Norton: Yeah, the real you. Tell me, are you happy?

Psychiatrist: Well, I ... of course, I ... I ...Welll, I ... no, I'm not. I'm miserable. Nobody understands me.[Ed picks up her clipboard and starts to take notes.] My husband doesn't understand me. My parents don't understand me. Even my psychiatrist doesn't understand me.

Norton: You see a psychiatrist, huh?

Psychiatrist: Yes, but ... only professionally.

Norton: How often? Once a week?

Psychiatrist: Yes.

Norton: Twice a week?

Psychiatrist: Yes.

Norton: Three times a week?

Psychiatrist: [She grabs the clipboard from Ed, trying to recapture her authority.] Mr. Norton, don't you realize you need help, help, help?? I want you to realize the full potential of your mind and body.

Norton: But Doc, I'm not this body and I'm not this mind. they belong to the Lawd and He can use them as he sees fit.

Psychiatrist: [breaks down completely and starts to cry]

Norton: There, there Doc. It's alright. You're not that mind and body, either.

Psychiatrist: No?

Norton: No, you're the soul within the body.

Psychiatrist: I'm eternal?

Norton: Yeah.

Psychiatrist: I'm full of knowledge and bliss?

Norton: Yeah, you don't have to see anybody to be happy?

Psychiatrist: I don't?

Norton: No, you can be happy right within your heart.

Psychiatrist: How?

Norton: By connecting with the Reservoir of All Happiness - God - that's Krsna - through the chantin' of His Holy Names. You see, Krsna is non-different from his names so when you chant you are always with Krsna.

Psychiatrist: How strange ... I feel relieved, uplifted, somehow. Oh, Mr. Norton ... may I call you Ed?

Norton: Why not?

Psychiatrist: Thank you, Ed.

Norton: I didn't do nuttin' Doc. I am an instrument and you were destined to receive this knowledge at this time.

Psychiatrist: Can I ask you a small favor, Ed? Please don't tell anyone that I broke down and cried. You promise?

Norton: Cross my heart. A team of wild horses couldn't drag it out o' me, but ...

Psychiatrist: But what?

Norton: You gotta chant the Holy Names with me once.

Psychiatrist: I don't know how.

Norton: I'll teach ya. Just repeat after me : Hare Krsna 

Psychiatrist: Hare Krsna 

Norton: Hare Krsna 

Psychiatrist: Hare Krsna 

Norton: Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 

Psychiatrist: Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 

Norton: Hare Rama 

Psychiatrist: Hare Rama 

Norton: Hare Rama 

Psychiatrist: Hare Rama 

Norton: Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Psychiatrist: Rama Rama Hare Hare

Norton: Let' sing it loud:

Both: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Ed: Now, you can sing that anytime you want. Always is a good idea. I gotta get goin' ... I get up early to study.

Psychiatrist: Thank you so much, Ed.

Norton: It helps if you have a few books too. This card has the mantra on it and the address of the Krsna temple where you can get books on the philosophy. Oh, and here, I've got something else for you - a blessed sweet from the altar there.

Psychiatrist: [she eats it] Mmmmmm! This is simply wonderful!!

[They both sit on floor. Ed produces a package of simplies. Ralph enters loudly.]

Ralph: I'm back, I had to wait in a long line. I see you're administering some medicine there.

Norton: This medicine is good for everyone. It's candy, Ralph, from the temple - here have some!

Ralph: What is it?

Norton: A simply.

Ralph: A simply what?

Both: A Simply Wonderful!

Norton: It's a milk sweet, Ralph; the taste is out of dis woild! One simply comin' right up. [Ed goes through a routine of baiting Ralph by rubbing his palms, cracking his knuckles, limbering up his fingers]

Ralph: Will you cut that out!?

Norton: 'Ere you are, Ralphy boy - a new life!

Ralph: [examines the sweet and pops it into his mouth. His eyes roll with delight.)

MMMMMMMMmmmmmmmmm.MmmmmmmmMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM! How sweet it is!

Norton: Ya like it?

Ralph: This is great, Norton. A "Simply Wonderful", huh?

Norton: Made with pure cow's milk, little butter, sprinkled with love and devotion to God and ...

Ralph: Uh, Norton, say, uh ...

Norton: Have another one, Ralph; you too, Doc. We gotta finish off this whole package 'cause I'm getting more tomorrow.

[they accept another sweet with relish]
Ralph: Say, Norton, how does that song go again, the words I mean. All day, I've had the tune in my head.

Norton: We'll teach ya, pal. The Doc's real good at chantin', too.

Both:[singing together] Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare !!

Ralph: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare 

Norton: That's it! Your human life has begun, too. Let's sing it on home, I gotta get up early to study my preachin' guides.

Ralph: Ho Ho Ho and awaaaay we go!

All: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare  [all exit chanting. Then return with Alice and Mrs R for a bow]





The End.
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