                          Safety HarryPRIVATE 

CAST: Harry, Betty Jean, Doctor, Mr. Jones.

Harry: Y'know, Betty Jean, after that Sunday sermon, hearing Reverend Jenkins preach the gospel, I feel a stirin' in my soul.

Betty Jean: Glory be, honey!

Harry: Yeah, I feel a real inspiration - an inspiration to go huntin' - duck huntin'! I'm gonna git us a Sunday dinner like I always promised ya.

Betty Jean: Well, you better be careful now, honey. You know what happened to ol' Zeke out there by Stoney Crik!

Harry: Now, don't you worry your purty head for a minute, Betty Jean, I have thought of everything! Why, do you know what they call your husband down at the Moose Lodge, at the Elk's Club, at the Pink Flamingo Tavern??

Betty Jean: Why no, Harry, I don't.

Harry: Do you know what they call me at the V.F.W., at the American Legion?

Betty Jean: No, honey, what does they call you?

Harry: They call me "Safety Harry." Yep, "Safety Harry,"  'cause I have made sure of everything! Now, just take a look at this here jacket - I bet you think it's one of them ordinary huntin' jacket, like the kind you sees in the Sear's & Roebucks Mail Order Catalogues, don't you?

Betty Jean: It looks like a plain ol' huntin' jacket to me.

Harry: Well it ain't! You see this here button?

Betty Jean: You mean this one right here?

Harry: Don't touch it! Now, don't you touch it! You know what happens if you put just so much as put your finger on this button?

Betty Jean: No, can't say I do.

Harry: The whole jacket becomes an inflatable life preserver - 

right before your eyes!

Betty Jean: Do tell!

Harry: Keep you afloat for near a week! And you see this string?

Betty Jean: (nods yes)Uh huh.

Harry: You know what happens when you pull on this here?

Betty Jean: (shakes head) Huh uh.

Harry: It'll act-i-vate a highly compressurized propulsion unit from right under here! Two jets come shootin' out with enough power to propel my body to the nearest shore up to a distance of three miles!

Betty Jean: Don't that beat all!

Harry: Yep, has a money back guarantee, too! Now, you take a look at these here boots - bet you think they're just ordinary hill stompin' boots, don't ya?

Betty Jean: Looks like your old pair o' clod hoppers ...

Harry: Well, you're in for a surprise. One tug on these laces and you know what happens?

Betty Jean: I can't imagine.

Harry: Two helium filled balloons attached to each boot will pop out right from under these soles!

Betty Jean: Lord have mercy!

Harry: The balloons will lift me out of the water and glide me to safety.

Betty Jean: Well, I never!

Harry: Why, I have got on my body every conceivable safety device to be had. Yep, the name of the game is survival, honey, and I am fit 'cause I am a "Survivor."

Betty Jean: I know!

Harry: Y'know, just the other day, I saw this bird come flyin' down our yard, poke aroun' for a few minutes and pulled hiself outa the groun' a long, juicy worm. Then I saw Lowell's cat come creepin' up behin' that bird, pounce on him and nearly tore his head clean offn his body. And you know that ol' houn' dawg Amos has had for goin' on twenty years?

Betty Jean: You mean ol' Trusty?

Harry: Yep, that's the one. Well, that cat was jest bout to have hiself a meal when ol' Trusty came chasin' up behind him - barkin' and howlin' - and the cat had to git with that ol' houn' dawg's teeth just inches from his tail. And it made me unnerstan', Betty Jean, that this life is just a hard, hard struggle for existence.  Betty Jean: Ain't it the truth!

Harry: Yep, one livin' thing is simply prey for another. But, that's okay with me 'cause I kill everythin' that I eat and I eat everythin' that I kill. And I was thinkin, t'other day, Betty Jean, that if there was no more food in this whole world, I mean no game, no nothin', why I'd kill me and eat me a human bein'.

Betty Jean: Why, Harry!

Harry: And if there was no one else around, just you and me, why I'd even kill you and eat ya, honey pie.

Betty Jean: Oh Harry, you just tickle me to death!

Harry: 'Cause I'm a "Survivor", honey, and a practical man.

Betty Jean: That's why I married you.

Harry: Well enough jawin', let me get outta here and get you that duck dinner.

Betty Jean: Take care now, hon!

Harry: Rest your head, Betty Jean, I have thought of everything. Let me take this boat on out and just get this outboard motor runnin' ... (pulls imaginary outboard cord several times, motor doesn't start, he looks disgusted and kicks it twice) ... on second thought, I'll just row on out to where the ducks are, sneak up on 'em. You just stand here on shore lookin' purty 'til I get outta sight, then you can run on home and star the cookin' fire!

Betty Jean: Okay, honey! (she looks and looks for a long time) Oh my God! Man overboard! Quick! Somebody come runnin'! 

Harry: Don't worry. Don't worry. I'll jest press this here button and everythin'll be alright. Hey! Dad blasted button doesn't work! Well, that's alright, I'll jest pull this here do-dad and propel myself over ta Sally's Lakeside Diner. Where's the heck is the raft? The durn string broke. I'll jest tug on ma laces and - they're stuck! Help! Help! I can't swim!

Betty Jean: (frantic) Oh no! He's drownin'! Somebody save him! Save my husband!

(Social Worker appears on the scene)
Mr. Jones: Listen, ma'am, just calm down. My name is Mr. Jones and I'm from the County Social Services Department. Perhaps I can help you, if you would just fill out this form.(hands B.J. a form and pencil)

Betty Jean: Oh, thank God! Thank God, Mr. Jones for coming!

Mr. Jones: Let's not get this confused; I'm from the federal government. Perhaps I had better fill out this form for you. What did you say your name was?

Betty Jean: Betty Jean. Betty Jean Riley. 

Mr. Jones: Let me write that down.  (murmurs "Betty Jean Ril...) Alright, Mrs Riley, no problem is too big for the County Social Services Department to handle. Why, just the other day  a woman with ten children came to se me. Her 11th husband had just left her. She was 9 months pregnant and had 10 children already! Can you imagine? But, we fixed her right up. Yeah, food stamps, welfare money, Medicaid, the works. We put her in a 2 bedroom subsidized apartment over by the railway tracks. So, don't worry, Mrs. Riley, we have the solution to all your problems. What is your street address?

Betty Jean: Mr. Jones, my husband is drowning! He was duck huntin' and his boat capsized an' he can't swim. See him way out there? I don't know how much longer he can last.

Mr. Jones: Well, Mr. Riley, as I was saying, Medicaid will give you full coverage. In the case of your husbands demise, if the funeral expenses are too much ...

Betty Jean: Never mind all that now - save him! Save my husband!

Mr. Jones: Tell you what I' going to do - I'll jump in and save him with my own hands. (starts to take off his shoes) Don't worry, ma'am! I'll save that poor guy! I'm a social worker! Saving people is my business. Look, when people are hungry, they come to me! If they need a shirt on their backs, they come to me! If the sheriff throws them out on the street, they come to me! If they need a...

Betty Jean: Please hurry  or it'll be too late!

(the Social Worker tears off his jacket, takes off his tie, takes off his shoes and dives into the imaginary lake. He swims over to the drowning man, grabs him and starts pulling him back to the shore. The victim struggles the Social Worker subdues him with a punch. At this point, the drowning man slips out of his jacket and the Social Worker swims back to land with the jacket. Upon reaching the shore the Social Worker yells:)
Mr. Jones: Everything's okay, ma'am! I told you I'd take care of him! Here he is, ma'am! I told you! I told you I'd save him!

Betty Jean: Harry? AAAAHHHHHH!!! You fool! You didn't save Harry! You just saved his coat! (she cries and wails over the empty coat. Doctor enters)

Doctor: Now, now, what's trouble? I'm a doctor. Is there anything I can do to help?

Mr. Jones: Yes, Doctor. I'm Bob Jones from the County Social Services Department and I'm trying to help this woman but she's become hysterical. You see, I just saved her husband from drowning.

Doctor: (examines coat) Hmmmm .... Looks okay to me ... a bit wet, maybe, but still in one piece. You've done a fine job, Mr. Jones.

Mr. Jones: Just doing my job and then some!

Betty Jean: You're both crazy! Crazy! My husband's out there drowned and you're offering me this? (she sobs loudly)

Doctor: She seems to have been under a lot of stress.

Mr. Jones: Maybe you could give her something, Doc.

Doctor: Got just the thing. (pulls out a huge Veterinarian hyperdermic needle)
Betty Jean: No! Don't touch me! Don't touch me!

Doctor: Hold her, Mr. Jones.(they both hold her with great effort)
Betty Jean: You're insane! Insane!

Doctor: Now now, ma'am, we're just trying to help you. You'll be alright in a few minutes. Then you'll be able to see things our way.(he injects medicine. Her eyes widen, gradually she stops struggling)
Betty Jean: No! No! Oh ...

Doctor: There now. Isn't that better? How do you feel, ma'am?

Betty Jean: I don't know ... I don't feel anything ...

Mr. Jones: She's going to be all right!

Betty Jean: (looks at coat) Harry? ... Harry?

Doctor: You're going to be alright. Now let's take ... uh (looks at label in coat) Mr. "Land's End" home. He's had a hard day. Here he is, ma'am. See? He's alright.

Betty Jean: (accepting the coat) Harry? (caressing coat) You've come back to me!

Mr. Jones: She's going to be alright!

Doctor: Sure, there's nothing that modern medicine can't do. Come on. (Doc pushes Mr. Jones and Betty Jean to start walking away. She is still looking adoringly at the coat)
Betty Jean: Harry!

(all exit)

Narrator: The moral of this story is that while a social worker or a doctor can alleviate a person's material problems (or save his coat) he can't begin to help the real person living inside the body (the soul). Only by taking up a spiritual process can we do that. Then we can realize our spiritual nature and see the spiritual nature of others. In this age, the easiest and most recommended process of spiritual realization is to chant the Hare Krishna maha-mantra:


Hare Krishna Hare Krishna, Krishna Krishna Hare Hare


Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare

The End
(Lecture about false bodily identification should follow.)






