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Narrator:  The temple priest hurried into the garden.  He looked around and pondered.

Priest:  Now which flower shall I offer to Lord Krsna today?

Rose:  Pick me!  Pick me!  I am the queen of all flowers.  Just look at my soft petals!  Smell my wonderful scent!  No one is more beautiful than me.   It is no secret.  I alone am worthy for the offering!

Gardenia:  How vain!  Pick me!  Pick me!  Why just look at this Rose.  She does not last for even an hour!  But I am strong and pretty.  My petals are white like snow and my fragrance is divine.  To tell the truth, only I am really fit to be offered to Their Lordships!

Carnation:  What rubbish!  Pick me!  Pick me!  Gardenia is not only plain and boring but her scent is far too strong.  Now look at me…see my bright colour and my full blooms!  I am the best of all flowers and only I deserve to be placed on the temple altar!

Marigold:  Not so! Not so!   Pick me!  Pick me!  This Carnation has a very weak scent and her harsh colour hurts our eyes.  But  see my colour - it is sunny and lifts the spirits of everyone.  To be honest it is me, and only me who should be picked for the offering!

Narrator:  The priest reached out as if to pick the lilac rose.  Then he stopped and thought for a moment.  He moved slowly to the white gardenia who smiled proudly.  After a second the priest walked over to the bright red carnation.  He was just about to pick him, when he spotted the golden marigold.  Just then a small voice rose from the far corner of the garden.

Jasmine:  Pick me!  Pick me!  I am tiny, plain and white and not fit to be offered to anyone.   But my scent is sweet and not too strong and my soft petals will never hurt Their Lordships bodies.  I will lie gently between Krsna’s toes or rest softly in Sri Radha’s hair.  Oh, if I can only serve them once my life will be perfect.
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Rose:  Such a nerve!

Gardenia:  Why, little more than a weed!
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Marigold:  Yes, quite ridiculous!

Narrator:  But the priest had spied the humble Jasmine.

Priest:  O sweet Jasmine.  You are Radha’s favourite flower.  Your petals are soft and your scent is like heaven.  I will put you in Radha’s hand and sit you gently at Lord Krsna’s lotus feet.  Today I will offer you to my Lordships!

Narrator:  So the priest plucked some of the star shaped flowers and hurried quickly into the temple

Priest:  I better hurry!  I don’t want to be late!

Narrator:  Just then a low sigh rippled through the garden and all the flowers bent their heads although there was no breeze.  

All the flowers together:  Shame, shame upon our pride!
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