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by Markendaya dasa and Adhoksaja dasa

Scene One: the Dean's Office

[A teacher, Professor Whitfield, brings a student, Ned Devry, into the Dean's Office.]

Devry: Gee whiz, I said I was sorry.

Whitfield: Young man, you have been warned on several occasions about having loud, raucous parties late at night in your dormitory room. We excused you once, twice, and thrice but now the matter must be brought before the Dean!

Devry: Aw,  goll-leee ...

[Groucho (Professor Quincy Adams Wagstaff) enters carrying many books. He sets them down on his desk, sets an open can on the desktop, sits down on his desk, crosses his leg, and lays out several tiddlywink chips in front of him. He plays, trying to get the chips into the can as the others watch in awe.]

Whitfield: Professor Wagstaff ...

Groucho: Not now, I'm busy. [He continues playing.]

Whitfield: Professor, this is a matter which I feel requires your attention. [Groucho continues playing.]

Groucho: Aah! Missed by that much! Well, I can still get seven out of ten.

Whitfield: It's quite urgent, Professor. Many of our students are being influenced to engage in unsavory practices.

Groucho: They're becoming doctors? The medical profession is the most unsavory practice I know of.

Whitfield: I'm referring to Mr. Devry's carrying on with wild abandon until all hours in his dormitory.

Groucho: Wild Abandon? She must be new at this college. [He picks up the phone.] What's her phone number?

Whitfield: I mean loud partying!

Groucho: (putting phone down) Well it wasn't loud enough; I slept right through it! [Whitfield becomes distraught.] Alright, we're going to take care of this problem once and for all. Young man, what's your room number?

Devry: Thirty-six in Douglas, Sir.

Groucho: That's all I wanted to know. [He presses the intercom.] Miss Lambert, get Gowran Construction Company on the phone immediately. I want room thirty-six in Douglas soundproofed by ten o'clock tonight.

Devry: The party starts at nine.

Groucho: Make that nine o'clock, Miss Lambert and while you're at it, you can get my party jacket out of the cleaners, too. [He releases the intercom button.]
Devry: Gosh, thanks, Professor Wagstaff! 

Groucho: Don't mention it, especially to the rest of the faculty members. [Devry rushes out happily as Professor Whitfield puts his hands over his face and shakes his head.] Well, that solves that problem. (to Whitfield): Do me a favor, willya? Don't let the door hit you in the pants on the way out.

Whitfield: There is one more thing I wanted to ...

Groucho: I was afraid of that. Well, hurry up with it before someone comes in and sees me talking to you.

Whitfield: It's about your son, Frank.

Groucho: You could stand to be a little more frank yourself.

Whitfield: He's been taking quite an avid interest in religion lately, to the extent that his studies are being neglected.

Groucho: What?!! That is an outrage! A Wagstaff interested in religion? Where is the low-life? Where is that scoundrel?

Whitfield: He's outside reading some kind of ancient scripture.

Groucho: Send him into my office immediately! I'll put a stop to that! Why the very idea! A man spends years trying to raise a happy, carefree, agnostic family, and the his own son comes along and wants to spoil it all! Of all the nerve! I'll show him!

[Whitfield exits.] I'll show him!! [Zeppo (Frank Wagstaff) enters, carrying a Bhagavad-gita.]
Zeppo: Good morning, Dad.

Groucho: Don't "Good morning" me, you traitor!

Zeppo: I don't follow you! What did I do?

Groucho: That's exactly what you did! You didn't follow me ... in the Wagstaff tradition. Oh, the shame of it. [He puts his arm across his forehead.] To think that a son of mine is becoming a religious fanatic! What'll I tell them down at the bridge club?

Zeppo: Dad, there's nothing wrong with trying to live a little more in harmony with nature's laws!

Groucho: What do yo know about nature? What do you know about harmony? What do you know about Ebony Princess in the fourth at Aqueduct?

Zeppo: I know that there's much more to life than just what we see on the surface.

Groucho: So that's why you've got no time for schoolwork! You're too busy going to the beach and watching the surfers! If you're so interested in surfers, why don't you get a job doing civil service and send your father to Las Vegas? Just make sure you send your mother to Atlantic City the same week.

Zeppo: But I want to do better than that. I want to become a transcendentalist.

Groucho: A transcend-what?

Zeppo: A transcendentalist.

Groucho: Ah, now you talking. Our family could use a few good dentists. And when you know your stuff, you can fix this gregarious bicuspid for me. [He shows Zeppo the inside of his mouth and points to a tooth.]
Zeppo: You know Dad, if I apply myself in earnest, I could really change a lot of people's lives for the better.

Groucho: Couldn't you apply yourself just as well in Chicago? I don't know anybody in Earnest.

Zeppo: And then, at the end of my own life, I can go to the kingdom of God ... Goloka Vrindavan.

Groucho: Well, you can go there if you want, but don't come to me for the bus fare. Look, I'll tell you what. [He starts edging Zeppo towards the door.] Why don't you go burn a few candles and come back later when you've got enough wax to open a museum? And if-um you see-um Great White Light in Sky, remember that Foster Grants are only four dollars a pair at K Mart. [He pushes Zeppo out, closes the door, and opens up a telephone book at his desk.] Let's see ... Dog manicures ... dirigibles ... deprogrammers. There we go. [He picks up the phone and dials.] Hello? Is this Courteous Deprogrammers Incorporated? This is Professor Quincy Adams Wagstaff. It's about my son. I want a couple of your meanest, toughest, most ruthless men sent over to the Dean's Office at Huxley College in a flash! And if they can't get here in a flash, tell 'em to get here in a Studebaker! [ He hangs up the phone and quickly exits.]

Scene Two: The College Campus
[Some students walk by carrying books. Chico (Bravelli) and Harpo (Pinky) enter carrying a table and a box of books and a pot of nectar.]
Chico: Hey Pinky, this looks like a good spot. Let's-a set 'em up quick.[Harpo whistles in agreement. They place the table upright and Harpo very quickly pulls a rolled-up, wild-looking blanket out of his coat. He unrolls it in one motion, jumps up and lies down across the table, covers himself with the blanket, and closes his eyes]. Hey! Wotta you doin'? We got-a no time to sleep now! [He shakes Harpo's leg.] Hey, com'on, we gotta set up the books an'-a the prasadam before the classes come out. [Chico gets no response. He tries shaking Harpo's torso and Harpo reacts as if ticklish.] Hey Pinky, we're here to do business for the temple. We gotta sell all this nectar drink to the students so we can give the money to Krsna. Com'on-a, pisana ... [ Harpo waves Chico away and lies down again, closing his eyes.] Well, I see I'm-a gonna have to get you off-a the material platform a different way. [ He lifts the table up on one side and Harpo slides off onto the ground. Harpo gets up, acts angry and indignant, and gets into fighting stance swinging one of his fists back and forth.] Hey, take it easy, champ, or we're gonna get us in-a trouble. Easy ... [He looks past Harpo.] Hey! Look Pinky! (pointing): Frank Wagstaff's comin' across campus...the Dean's son! [Harpo puts the side of his hand over his eyes and looks into the distance. He then sobers up, raising his eyebrows and extending his lower lip, standing innocently.] You remember-- he's-a buy nectar in quantity for a party in room 36, and we gave him a dozen magazines to pass out before his friends pass out. Ey, well he's-a visit the temple last week for the Sunday Feast and you know what? [ Harpo shakes his head.] Now he's-a real favorable and he chants four rounds a day just like us. Okay, we gotta make a good impression. You got-a your beads with you?

[Harpo smiles, nods, and takes a pair of beets out of his pocket.] Hey, no beets. Beads! Beads!  [Harpo pats Chico's chest and gestures like now he gets the idea, whistling. He then pulls out a chldren's flash card with a picture of three bees on it.] At'sa bees! Beads - japa beads! You know, what-a you chant on! [Harpo gives a long whistle and gestures like he finally understands. He pulls out a beadbag and hold it up.] Heyyy....at'sa nice. At'sa right. [Harpo closes his eyes and shakes his head Hindi style.]
Okay, how many rounds-a you finish today so far? [Harpo indicates three rounds.] At'sa real nice, Pinky. But we gotta chant four rounds a day cause we're in the FOLK program - at'sa whatcha call Friends of Lord Krsna, and we wanna be-a full time devotees some day. Right? [Harpo nods.] Okay, you finish 'em up, and I'll set up the table. [Harpo nods in approval. Chico begins putting books on the table as Harpo takes his beads out of his beadbag. It only has about ten beads on the strand. Chico notices them and comes back around, taking his own 108-bead strand out to compare.] Hey Pinky, I think-a you missin' a few. [Zeppo arrives.] (to Zeppo): Hey, Bhakta Frank! It's-a good to see you again! [They shake hands. Harpo extends a hand, but when Zeppo goes to shake it, he gets Harpo's leg instead. Harpo honks his horn.] Pinky ... he's-a sayin' "Haribol" to you.

Zeppo: Boy, I sure am glad you fellas are here today. Why, I just had the most dreadful experience!

Chico: Whatsa matter, boss? You run into a bunch of Mayavadis who say that I'm-a you, you're-a God, and everything she's-a nothing?

Zeppo: Worse. I was just trying to explain the wonderful benefits of Krsna consciousness to Father, but he was angry about it from the moment I walked in.

Chico: No!

Zeppo: Yes!

Chico: Well, what did he do?

Zeppo: Why, he gave me the bum's rush, and when I was outside his office door, I overheard him making a telephone call to some hoodlums to have me deprogrammed!

Chico: No!

Zeppo: Yes! [Harpo covers his open mouth in a shocked expression.] I tell you, I'm so disappointed in Father's reaction that I'm positively frenzied! I really wanted to become a devotee of Lord Krsna in this lifetime, and encourage Father to do so as well!

Chico: Hey, well, you don't have to worry about a thing, boss. Me an'-a Pinky, we're-a your friendsies. We're-a gonna fix everything up.

Zeppo: Do you think you really can?

Chico: Sure. Why, my partner, he's an expert preacher. He's-a what you call-a versatile. [Harpo pats Zeppo's arm and takes out some tiles with verses pasted on them.] You see? He's-a got-a Bhagavad-gita verses pasted up on every tile of our apartment wall. He's even-a carry a few with him to memorize.

Zeppo: That's wonderful! [Harpo pretends to be proud.]

Chico: You bet. (to Harpo): Hey Pinky--hide-a de boxes for now, 'cause we gotta get to Professor Wagstaff's office before the hoodlums come.

Zeppo: I'll take you there.

Chico: Okay! [Zeppo exits, and Chico starts to leave, but turns back toward Harpo.] Don't forget, Pinky! Hide the boxes! [Chico exits. Harpo nods, quickly puts the boxes together in the center of the table and throws his blanket over it. He rubs his hands together and exits.]
Scene Three: Back at the Dean's Office.

[Chico and Harpo sneak into the office quietly and close the door behind them.]

Chico: Ssshhh! [Harpo returns the gesture, Chico looks around. Harpo taps the Professor's pointer on the desk and then uses is as a cue stick to knock a small globe into a paper weight, knocking it off the desktop. Chico looks out of the window and runs back, interrupting Harpo's "billiard" game.] Hey! Those guys are comin'. We gotta work quick. Wagstaff's-a gonna be back from-a lunch in a few minutes. You wait down the hall until I call you. [Harpo rushes out. Chico quickly puts on Wagstaff's cap an gown and a false Groucho face, and picks up a cigar from the desk. Knocking is heard at the door.] Come in! [The deprogrammers, Mullen and McHardie enter.]
Mullen: Professor Wagstaff?

Chico: At'sa me.

Mullen: My name's Mullen. This is McHardie. We're from Courteous Deprogrammers Incorporated ...

Chico: Oh yeah. Well, I'm-a really glad you guys-a showed up. My son Frankie, he's-a really got-a me worried lately.

McHardie: What group is he mixed up with?

Chico: The Knights of Columbus.

Mullen: The Knights of Columbus?!?!

Chico: Yeah, he-s in-a really bad shape. Wait, I show you. [He goes to the door and calls out.] Hey Frankie, com'ere son, I wanna you to meet some-a friends of mine. [Harpo comes in with Zeppo's college sweater on and stands by Chico.]

McHardie: Hey! He's got one of those bags that the Hare Krsna people use!

Chico: Oh, well, you see, he's-a belong to the Knights of Columbus on-a Mondays and Thursdays, the Hare Krsna's on-a Tuesdays and Fridays and the 3M on-a Wednesdays and Saturdays.

McHardie: 3M? What's 3M?

Chico: 3M-- At'sa what-a you call Mental tranquility, Meditation, and Mortgage your house to pay the Messiah.

McHardie: That's 4M!

Chico: You bet it's for 'em, 'cause we don't get-a nothing out of it!

Mullen: Wait a minute. He's a Knight of Columbus on two days, with 3M on two days, and a Hare Krsna on two days. That's only six days. What is he on the seventh day?

Chico: He's a Seventh Day Adventist! [He slaps the desk top and laughs. HcHardie pushes a chair up behind Harpo and Mullen shoves Harpo down into it.]
Mullen: Sit down, Frankie. We're your friends and ... [Harpo starts to stand up, but they push him down again.]

McHardie: Yeah, Frankie. You got a little problem and we're here to help you. [Harpo starts to stand, but they push him down.]

Mullen: We're doin' this for your own good. [Harpo is up and down again as before.]

McHardie: Who do you give all your money to, Frankie? [Harpo whistles, pulls out a piggy bank, and shakes it. Mullen takes it away.]

Mullen: Who's your leader, Frankie?

McHardie Yeah, Frankie. Who's your leader? [Harpo pulls out and unrolls a poster of George Washington. Mullen takes it away.] You're a victim of brainwashing, you know that, Frankie? [Harpo pulls out a washboard and rubs his head against it. As Mullen reaches to take it away, Harpo moves it and gives it to McHardie instead.]

Mullen: Look at you, Frankie. Your mind has become like a bowl of oatmeal! [Harpo makes a thoroughly disgusted face.]

Chico: He no like oatmeal. what other flavors you got?

McHardie: You're throwing' your life away, Frankie. Is that what you want to do? Throw your life away? [Harpo nods, and takes out a Life magazine. He holds it up momentarily and throws it over his shoulder, grinning.]

Mullen: Look, it's a cult you're in, Frankie! You hear me? you got to get out of that cult! [Harpo stands up, takes off his coat, and throws it on the ground. Chico walks over carrying a sport jacket.]

Chico: His coat ain't gonna fit you, Boss. Why dont'cha try this one on? [Harpo stands up while Mullen's back is turned. When 

Mullen turns to push Harpo back down, he loses his balance and falls against McHardie.]

Mullen: (exasperated) Listen, Frankie, you're making' a big mistake. Your father cares for you. Is this how you repay him, after he's given you everything? That's what I call mighty ungrateful. [Harpo gets bored and starts going to sleep.]

McHardie: Hey, he's falling asleep. I'll get the ice.

Mullen: Good idea. [McHardie gets some ice from a bag off to the side as Mullen watches. When Harpo hears that "the ice" is coming, he opens one eye, pulls a glass and a bottle of soda water out of his coat, and pours himself some, holding it out as the ice arrives.] Give me that! [They struggle. Harpo shakes up the bottle and sprays his captors with soda water. McHardie brings some rope over from his bag.]
McHardie: He's getting out of control! We better use this! [Chico runs up behind him and pulls his hat down over his eyes and Harpo does the same to Mullen when he turns around. Then Chico and Harpo each take an end of the rope and run around the men with it, entangling them. Mullen and McHardie struggle and protest.]

Mullen: Hey! what's goin' on here? Get me out of this thing! 

McHardie: What do you think your doin'? Cut that out! Hey! (etc.)

Chico: You guys-a play a little-a too rough. I Think maybe I'll change-a my mind about you changin'-a Frankie's mind. [He and Harpo lead Mullen and McHardie to the door and throw them out. Several loud thuds are heard outside, followed by a loud crash. Chico and Harpo shake hands.] Okay, Pinky. It's-a one o'clock. Wagstaff's gonna be back any minute. We gotta hurry. [He takes off his Groucho disguise, and Harpo gets down behind the desk and takes off Zeppo's sweater and his beadbag, and puts his own hat back on.]
Groucho (entering) Well, that'll teach me to look both ways before crossing the lobby downstairs.

Chico: How d'you mean?

Groucho: I was on my was up and I almost got knocked over by a pair of drunks rolling down the stairs. Well, a lot of people said the bums were gonna start falling if Reagan got elected. Oh, please forgive me. I didn't mean to barge into my office this way. [Harpo goes through some of Groucho's papers as Groucho sits down at his desk.]

Chico: Aw, that's ok. We ain't-a been waiting long.

Groucho: Hey, what're you doing with my students chemistry exam papers?

Chico: At'sa okay boss. He just wantsa help you by gradin' 'em.

Groucho: Gradin' them?

Chico: Sure. See? [Harpo takes out a cheese grater and scrapes a stack of papers against them. Groucho puts his fist up to his cheek.]
Groucho: Thanks a lot. You're really saving me a lot of time. [He waits for Harpo to finish.] Well, how many people passed? [Harpo opens up some papers to show a line of doll cut-outs. Chico very quickly counts them with his finger.]
Chico: Hey, it'sa thirteen, boss! A baker's dozen!

Groucho: I wouldn't mind dozin' myself for a few hours. Why

don't you guys go over to Northwestern for a while and help grade their papers? They're pretty far behind and could certainly use your help.

Chico: At'sa why we're here, boss. We hoid-a you need-a help with your son.

Groucho: Son? Do I have a son? Oh, no. He's no son of mine.

Chico: But you call us up and tell us to come here to...what'cha 

call..unprogramize him.

Groucho: Oh! you're the deprogrammers! [Chico and Harpo put their 

fingers up to their lips.]

Chico: Sshhh. Not so loud. I'm-a Baravelli, and this is-a my partner Pinky.

Groucho: Wait a minute. I wanted two of their toughest men. (indicating Harpo) He doesn't look so tough to me.

Chico: Oh, he's-a plenny tough. (to Harpo): Pinky, get tough. [Harpo grimaces through his teeth, clenches his fists, breathes heavily in and out several times.]

Groucho: Well, that's a horse of a different color! I guess you need a horse to take care of the cults, huh?

Chico: You got it.

Groucho: So can you really help me?

Chico: Hey, do snakes have hips?

Groucho: I don't know. I never got close enough to find out. [Harpo goes looking around Groucho's office.]
Chico: Sure, we gonna help. We got everything we need to make-a your son poifectly normal again. [Harpo rushes over and honks his horn several times; Groucho glances at the audience momentarily.]

Groucho: You mean normal like him?

Chico: Even-a more normal than that. When-a we get through with him, he's-a gonna worship God just as much as you do.

Groucho: Uh ... that's not very much. I guess that's normal these days.

Chico: What're you talking about? Everybody, she's-a believe in God. It's like we got an old Italian proverb: "there's-a no atheists in-a de foxhole."

Groucho: Of course not! They're all in he universities teaching how life comes from chemicals!

Chico: If-a you were in-a big trouble, you would ask God for help.

Groucho: That's a big laugh; I've had nothing but trouble since you guys came into my office! [He spots Harpo picking up a sword and shield from a table off to the side.]

Ah-ahh! Careful with those. They're for my history class. They're sixteenth-century relics.

Chico: Sixteenth-century?! At'sa just when-a Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu an'a Sri Nityananda Prabhu, They'a rise on de horizon of-a West Bengal just like-a de sun an' de moon to deliver the whole woild from de darkness of-a nescience by de chanting of the holy names of the Lord - Hare Krsna! Hare Krsna! Krsna Krsna! Hare Hare! ...

Groucho: Baravelli ...

Chico: Hare Rama! Hare Rama! Rama Rama! Hare Hare! ...

Groucho: Baravelli ... [Harpo whips out a mrdanga and Chico produces a pair of karatals from his pocket, and they play along to the chanting. Soon they are dancing also.]

Chico: Hare Krsna! Hare Krsna! Krsna Krsna! Hare Hare! Hare Rama! Hare Rama! Rama Rama! Hare Hare!...

Groucho: Baravelli!! [Chico and Harpo stop singing and playing, but Harpo continues dancing out the door.] I know you came here to help me, but whose side are you on anyway?

Chico: Sorry, boss. I just got a little carried away because I'm-a gotta study all different kinds of philosophies so I can-a know--whatta they do, whatta they think, eh? Then I can-a defeat them.

Groucho: I see.

Chico: Now ... if we're gonna take dis assignment, we're gonna hafta get a little more information foist. So I gotta know what is it that-a you think you don't like about what-a your son do?

Groucho: Well, what I think I don't like is what I don't like.

Chico: At'sa what I like: a man who knows what he don't like. So now I got another question. What is it-a you don't like?

Groucho: I'm glad you asked me that. First of all, we used to go out to lunch every day and eat a big plate of grizzled kippers, and now he won't touch the stuff.

Chico: What does he wanna kipplin's for? He's-a-got-a so many better dish like-a de subji, de rice, de dahl, de chapatis, de vegetarian ravioli, manicotti, lasagne, egg-a plant parmigiana ... pizza!

Groucho: Pizza? Well, that's different. Alright, I can understand pizza. (moving closer): But tell me this. My son and I used to have a little nightcap every evening before retiring, and now he won't even smell the cork. What's the deal with that?

Chico: Ey, whatsa you wanna drink-a de liquor for? You just get-a sick and-a throw up. You can do that without drinkin' and-a you save money!

Groucho: I know, I'm about to do that. That's a pretty powerful argument you got there. Alright, this next one is the clincher.

Chico: Ey, you got-a clinchers too? My grandfather, he's got-a clinchers. He's-a take 'em out and put 'em in a glass of water before-a goin' to sleep.

Groucho: I'll pretend I didn't hear that! As I was saying, this is the clincher: how come my son doesn't play the field anymore?

Chico: Play the field? Oh, well, that's because the goils, they're supposed to be chaste.

Groucho: I agree with you a hundred percent! So why isn't he chasin' 'em anymore?

Chico: At'sa because visaya vinivartante, niraharasya dehinah, rasavarjam rasopyasysa, param drstva nivartate.

Groucho: Well, as long as there's a good reason. Now, would you mind playing that back at thirty-three and a third?

Chico: When he's-a get a higher taste, he's-a immediately give up the lower pleasures.

Groucho: Lower pleasures? You mean like skin-diving?

Chico: The skin pleasure ...  (rubs skin) yeah, at'sa no good.

Groucho: What's no good about them?

Chico: Well, if you're-a thinkin about-a material things all the time, then in your next life, you gonna take another material body.

Groucho: Well, it depends where you take it and how much the cover charge is. But, why worry about the next life when I haven't finished this one yet?

Chico: At'sa the point, boss! You gotta plan for the future now, so you can escape from the material entanglement later!

Groucho: I can escape from material entanglement right now, just by locking my office door with you on the other side of it. [Harpo rushes in and slams the door behind him, leaning his back to the door and his arms outstretched.] I knew I should have locked that door!

Chico: What's up, Pinky? [Harpo opens his eyes wide and shakes his head. Zeppo tries to get in and can't, so he starts knocking.] Wotta you doin', Pinky? Somebody wants-a come in. [Zeppo knocks again, and Harpo shakes his head again.]

Groucho: Hey, let him in, willya? It might be your parole officer. [Chico pushes Harpo away nd opens the door.]

Zeppo: (entering): Dad, I just wanted to say that I ...

Groucho: So! It's the black sheep in the Wagstaff flock! The disgrace to our family name! The harbinger of misfortune and ruination to our entire lineage! Thou most insidious rogue! Prepare to meet thy destiny! [Groucho picks up the shield and one of the swords from the side of the table. Chico grabs the other two swords and gives one to Zeppo.]

Chico: Okay, boss. We fight on behalf of truth, justice, and the vedic way. [Groucho hums the first bar of "Superman" theme.]
Groucho: En garde! [He raises his sword up.]

Zeppo: (raising his sword): Touche!

Chico: (raising his sword): Provolone! [Harpo raises his rolled poster of George Washington and honks his horn twice. The four men fight briefly, then stop for a moment as Groucho turns to the audience.]

Groucho: Aren't you glad you came to the Hare Krsna Temple for a peaceful evening? [He turns back and the four continue fighting a few moments more. Suddenly, harpo thrusts his poster into Groucho's unprotected side, taking him by surprise.] They got me! (to audience): Well, I put up a valiant fight, but now the looming hand of fate has cast its merciless shadow upon me. [Harpo bends the tip of his poster and shrugs his shoulders at the audience.] Everything is getting dark ... darker ... darker!

Chico: Hey, whatta you chantin' Daksa's name for? He's-a get a goat's head from-a Lord Shiva. You should be chantin' Krsna's name instead, and you be a lot better off!

Groucho: Wait a minute! I'm too young for such an untimely demise! Oh God, please save me!

Chico: Ah ha! At'sa what I thought. You see, boss? You believe in-a God after all, just like I said. It was just-a lying dormant in-a your heart, waitin' for the right circumstance to come out?

Groucho: By golly, your right! Well ... I'm not the atheist I thought I was! And come to think of it, a lot of things you said before actually makes sense to me. Of course, I could be delirious. [He clutches his side.] Ooohhh ...

Chico: Ey, you no delinquintous, boss. See? [He points to Harpo, who shows Groucho the poster, then unrolls it.] Pinky's-a no stab you! He's-a just give you a little poke with-a the piksh.

Groucho: George! How could you? After all those years I spent writing poems about you in grade school!

Chico: (showing Groucho a book): This is-a the best poem, boss. The Bhagavad-gita, she's-a givin' you the absolute truth that's-a universally applicable.

Groucho: No, no. This is the University of Huxley.

Zeppo: Its true, Dad. This book is more valuable than all the other books in this college put together.

Groucho: Is that so? Where'd you get the money for it?

Zeppo: Tch. I mean it's more valuable in knowledge. Look, when one of your suits gets old and worn out, what do you do with it?

Groucho: I give it to you.

Zeppo: You get rid of it and get a new one, right?

Groucho: Well, it depends if Woolworth's got a sale or not.

Zeppo: So, this body is just like clothing. When it becomes old and worn out, you just get a new one! Then, whatever you consciousness is at the time of your passing from the body will determine what your next body will be. If you're thinking of Krsna - God - at the end of your life, then you'll go back to the spiritual world with a spiritual body and personally associate with Krsna Himself in a full life of eternity, knowledge and bliss.

Groucho: I have to admit, that does sound better than working like a dog all week long just for a few howls on the weekend. Tell me, how should I go about thinking of this Krsna at the time of my deceasement?

Zeppo: You've got to practice thinking of Krsna now, and then it'll be easy to think of Krsna when your number's up.

Groucho: Well! I ... uh ... I know your gonna like this one. What's the best way to practice thinking of Krsna? [He holds out his hand and raises his eyebrows.]

Chico: I can answer that one.

Groucho: I knew you could. I went through the rehearsals with you.

Chico: The best way to practice thinking of Krsna is by chanting His holy names, just like-a we do before. This is confirmed by the Puranas.

Groucho: Really? I didn't know fish could chant. How does that song go again that you guys were singin' before?

Chico: Ey, I show you. Bhakta Frank, you gotta the karatals?

Zeppo: I sure do!

Chico: Pinky, you gotta the drum? [Harpo honks and brings the drum over.] (to audience): Is everybody ready? [devotees in the audience raise their arms and shout "Yeah!"] Okay, here we go! A-one-and-a-two-and-a- ... [He leads the Hare Krsna chanting for a while, ending by yelling "Haribol!" and the four "brothers" take a bow and exit. Curtain.]
