Saksi Gopal # 2PRIVATE 

based on a play by Bhurijana dasa

Scene One - The Sri Gopal Temple in Vrndavan

Baba: Sanjay, come rest a while. It has been a long day. Look at the Yamuna River, S! Look at it! Sri Krsna, as a young boy, sported here along with His friends! He would picnic by day and at night He would attract the Gopis to Him by playing on His flute. It seems that the moon has not forgotten this spot for he has a cast a silvery veil over everything!

        Tell me, we have visited most of the sacred places and 


temples of Gaya, Kasi, Prayag, Mathura and now we are here in Vrndavana at the temple of Gopal, right? Which of all the sights we have seen has most impressed you?

Sanjay: Well, Baba, of all the places, I quite like this one! My mind is taken by the deity we just saw - Gopal. Everything about Him! His color - like a dark cloud! His eyes - they are mystical! I can't quite express my feeling of  peacefulness, here.

Baba: Yes, yes. I feel affected in the same way. It appears that a song is about to flow from Hs lotus-like lips! His flute about to play! His lotus feet about to dance! O my dear Lord, there is no difference between You and Your Form! (Baba shivers)

Sanjay: Baba, you should put your chauddar on! Here. 

(Sanjay hands Baba the chauddar.) You seem chilled by the night

 
air. You must be tired.

Baba: And you, my dear boy, have shared all this with me and have rendered such loving service throughout our whole journey. It is by providence that we met on this pilgrimage. It is a strange coincidence that we come from the same district and had never really come to know one another before, isn't it?

Sanjay: It is not so strange. Although we are of the same cast in our village, your statue is very different from mine. You see, I am a brahmana, but a brahmana who knows very little. There is something I haven't told you, Baba. I'm illiterate. I can't read or write. For this reason, I am somewhat of a laughing stock in our village. 

Baba: Bah! Let the dogs bark! As you have seen yourself, when a

 
caravan of elephants  passes through the village, the dogs will bark but the caravan goes on. People don't understand that a brahmana is not revered for his ability in academics; he is revered for his ability to live by the higher values of life.  As for myself, I cannot bear to be in the company of some of those arrogant pandits! Sanjay, I'll take your company any day. You are a brilliant man with a heart of gold!

Sanjay: Oh, Baba, please! I don't deserve 
Baba: No, no, no, I mean it! I've been watching you. Now, tell me, what is your heart's desire?

Sanjay: Heart's desire? Well, to serve the servant of the Lord and hope that by doing so I will please Lord Krsna.

Baba: Well said, Sanjay. And, if the pleasure you have given me is an indication, I am sure that Lord Krsna is well pleased with you! Besides that, is there not any way in which I can show my gratitude? We are near the end of our pilgrimage tour and I would like to repay you in some way for the kindness you have shown me. Isn't there something you need or wish that I might supply?

Sanjay: Well, I have a simple life  I don't require many things. I have everything that I need  and I don't really wish to acquire more things. So, I 
Baba: (earnestly) But, there must be something! Some way  If I do not give you some token of my appreciation, I will feel ungrateful! You must need something. Wait!  You are unmarried and not betrothed? (Sanjay nods his head) Aha! You need a wife!

Sanjay: (stunned) A wife!?

Baba: Yes, a wife! Well, don't just stand there with your mouth

 
open! (Facetiously) You don't know what a wife is?

Sanjay: Yes, of course, but I 
Baba: Yes, I was thinking - I have a daughter; she needs to be

 
married. And you are a young man and you need to be married. It's as simple as that. Yes, it is done. You will have my daughter as your wife.

Sanjay: But, Baba 
Baba:   Her name is Kamala. Have you seen her before?

Sanjay: (hesitatingly) Y ye  yes.

Baba:   Is she pretty?

Sanjay: Yes. 

Baba:   Do you think you could like her? 

Sanjay: Y ye yes.

Baba:   Then that settles it. We'll have the marriage as soon as we get back! You are of the same caste, you are both gentle, you are inclined to like one another - a good match!

Sanjay: Baba, I can't accept.

Baba:   What!?

Sanjay: I can't accept her.

Baba:   (incredulous) And why not?

Sanjay: Because  because  yes, we're of the same caste but you are noble, learned and wealthy  whereas I am a poor man 
Baba: Please, you will do me disservice if you will not accept my gift.

Sanjay: Baba, hear what you are saying. This is not possible. My parents are very poor; you and your daughter are rich and respectable. I am not a suitable match for her; it will never be allowed. You family and relatives will never allow your daughter to marry me. It is dangerous to make a promise that you cannot keep.

Baba: My dear boy, do not doubt me. I have given my word, you 


shall have my daughter to wed.  There is nothing wrong in this matter. It is in keeping with our Vedic custom. It is simply an arranged marriage, like so many others.

Sanjay: But, who has arranged it?

Baba:   I have.

Sanjay: But, usually the family must agree. Such arrangements take time. The two families meet for some time and everyone is consulted. Finally the astrologer compares both candidates charts and gives his opinion of the couple.

Baba: My daughter is my own. I have already decided. 

Sanjay: Baba, baba please! You must listen to reason. Do you

 
remember the story of Bhismaka, the king who couldn't give his daughter, Rukmini in marriage to Lord Krsna?

Baba: Yes, I know the story well. The king's son objected to the marriage. His idea was to use his sister as a uniting factor between two powerful kingdoms. Hmmmm (pensive) you have given a brilliant parallel 
Sanjay: It could be that similar circumstances 
Baba: Nevertheless, Lord Krsna obtained His way in the end and 


finally Their marriage did take place. Sanjay, just accept my proposal. I've made up my mind. My daughter is my own flesh and blood. If I choose to give her to someone, who has the power to stop me? I will give you my Kamala and I will ignore the opinions of others. You will be husband and wife. (silence)
Sanjay: Baba?

Baba:   Yes?

Sanjay: If I am to prepare myself for this event in my life, can you promise this, but this time before the Gopal Deity?

Baba: Gopal? Yes. Yes. Why not? This Deity is said to be a Deity of good fortune!

(Both approach the Deity.)


My Lord, please witness that I give my daughter, Kamala, to this young man, Sanjay.

Sanjay: Lord, You are my witness. I shall call upon you to testify this if there is ever any dispute about our union.

(They gather their belonging and depart from the temple.)


And now, we must return home.

Baba: Yes, and I will miss this place, Vrndavana - the sights, the sounds, the smells. Especially, I will miss Gopal's beauty!

(Close Deity curtains)

Scene Two - Vidya-nagar

(A proud brahmana [Bali, Baba's son] struts across the stage with a puja tali in his hand. An untouchable enters, begging for alms ad while approaching the brahmana, steps on his shadow. The brahmana is furious.)

Bali: What is this!? Do you know what you just did!? You stepped on a brahmana's shadow! You should be beaten. 

(He raises one arm as if to strike the untouchable, while balancing the tali of puja paraphernalia with the other arm.)

Untouchable: Aaiiiiiieeee!

Bali: Have you no shame, rascal? Gopalet down. Show your respect. 

(The untouchable complies, trying to touch the brahmana's feet.)

Untouchable: Forgive me!

(Bali tries to avoid the touch of the untouchable and the puja paraphernalia is sent flying.)

Bali: There now! See what you've done! That's Offence Number Two against a brahmana! 

Untouchable: I guess this just isn't my day 
Bali: Get out of here! Gopalet out! (Untouchable flees.) May the

 
god of Death, Yamaraja, send you to the hell where the killers of brahmanas go!

(Bali's mother and sister run in.)

Mother: (laughing haughtily) What has happened? What's wrong? 

(Bali continues to fume.) What's wrong? Why are you so passionate?

(Kamala scurries about picking up the fallen items.)

Bali: Passionate? I am not passionate - it is these Untouchables! They act like they own the world!

Mother: Now, hold your tongue, son. Stop this shouting. Everyone in the neighborhood will hear you. We shouldn't even speak of these untouchables.

Bali: (softer, but still angry) Mataji, sometimes we have to speak to bring out the truth. If the brahmanas don't do it, who will?

Kamala: I think that Mata is just saying that there is a proper way to express the truth 
Bali: (somewhat calmed and apologetic) Forgive me, Mata.

Mother: (kisses son) It's all right.

Bali: My sensibilities get inflamed when I associate with those who cannot recognize the obvious - that we are better than most. To most people, the truth is strange, stranger than fiction.

Mother: You are right, my son. Over the years, our conducting the worship in the temple has given us our good name. What to speak of the rich reputation of our ancestors.

Kamala: But, Mata, I was told that some of our pitris didn't always stick to the rules so well.

(Mother and Bali are in denial of this fact and they respond with a guilty defense.)

Bali: Who told you that?

Mother: What? You shouldn't listen to silly rumors; the world is full of them!

Kamala: (Pause) Bali, isn't this entire world a fiction? Aren't we just playing temporary roles here, chasing after goals that are just dreams? They look like clouds - if you wave your hands through them, there's nothing there.

Bali: My, aren't you becoming the "playground philosopher"?

Mother: She's becoming more like her father every day! His head is more in the temples than in his family house. If he stuck his nose in his accounting ledger as much as he does the Vedic Storybooks, we'd be rich today!

Kamala: I have heard a few of the Vedas! I enjoy hearing the

 
stories!

Mother: Now, don't get carried away! You young ones are always a little bit too eager to try new ideas! You're starved for attention. It is only a sign that you are needing a strong husband to engage you. I was already with child when I was your age! But, don't worry, your father and I will find you the perfect husband! He'll be rich, respected, possessing a large house - he'll be a real pandit!

Bali: (Teasing) Maybe she doesn't want one of those. Maybe she

 
wants an old geezer with a dozen co-wives!

Kamala: Ooooooooh! (She throws some household objects at him.)
Mother: (to Bali) Now, you be careful what you say, it seems your marriage didn't end your craziness.

Kamala: Mata, when is Pita returning from pilgrimage?

Mother: He'll be back any day now. Why do you ask?

Kamala: It seems like he's been away so long  

(She sees him in the distance approaching.) Mata, Mata! What does it mean when you think of someone and suddenly that person appears?

Mother: It means that the person in mind will have a long life. 

(She realizes, and so does Bali that Baba is returning. They rise to greet him as he enters, tired from the long journey. Traditional obeisances are offered and Baba is led to a seat.)

Bali: Welcome, Pita! Welcome home!

Kamala: Pita! We were just wondering if you'd ever return!

Mother: Thank God you're safe!

Baba:  (to Kamala) How is my daughter? 

(She gestures with a nod, indicating "good.")

Mother: She's fine, just a little difficult from time to time.

Bali:   Has your journey been fruitful?

Baba:   Very  however my legs 
Mother: I told you, You are just getting to that age where you

 
can't make those journeys.

Bali: Allow me. 

(He offers the traditional foot bathing ceremony to his Father.)

Baba: One's legs are no better than the trunks of trees if they are not mobile for visiting sacred places. Fortunately, I have been able to do that. These legs, this body, everything becomes worthless unless we prepare ourselves for to attain the more perfect world in our next life.

Bali: But Pita, with all due respect, why take these journeys? 


Isn't God everywhere? Why travel to find God?

Baba: True, but sometimes we must step out of our self-created

 
illusion and take a more objective look at our own life.

Bali: But, what can give you better insight than what your family has to say objectively?

Baba: That they cannot do, under the circumstances, because those who are illusioned cannot disillusion the illusioned.

Mother: (enters with fruit) Take this, the servants have quickly prepared some fruit and after that you can take a full meal.

Baba: (Baba gestures "no") I'll honor a little fruit  but, my

 
stomach has shrunk while on the journey; I wouldn't be able to handle any more food tonight.

Kamala: Pita, I know you have so much to say about the past few 


months, but could you please tell us what you considered the best part of the pilgrimage.

Baba: Well, I have many tales to tell you and a very special

 
announcement, but I shall be brief. In my travels, I came upon many extraordinary places  - I was particularly charmed by a small temple in Vrndavana- a temple which houses the deity Gopal. His features were exquisite and a mere glance at Him gave me such inner calm and peace. On my entire journey, I felt like a bird in perpetual flight until I came upon the deity Gopal.  Then, the wings of the bird were clipped. I did not want to leave that place. I would just stare at Gopal as if He had stolen away my heart ... 

(He enters into a moment of devotional meditation. Only the sound of a flute is heard.) Oh! For a moment, I was lost in my meditation of Gopal.

Bali: (uninterested) Well, I have some temple worship to attend to, Pita 
Baba: No, no, please wait. I have a very important announcement to make.

Mother: Announcement?

Baba: Yes. During my travels, I met a local brahmana - a decent

 
young man. Being younger than me in years, he had inexhaustible energy which he spent largely to see to my personal needs. In any event, when the time to turn homeward was upon us, I was thinking that it is the duty of the parent to see to the safekeeping of the offspring, up to the point of marriage. I then thought of Kamala and how she needs a husband.

Kamala: (excited) Oh, Pita!

Bali: (skeptical) Well, this is quite the announcement 
Mother: (shocked) My God!

Baba:   Yes, I felt it was time to take care of this family matter.

Mother: But, it wasn't made a family mattter. You decided this on          your own.

Baba: Now, shanti, shanti, shanti. Everyone calm down, please. 


Have some trust in my decision. I have not revealed to you the husband-to-be. I have taken many aspects into consideration. This man greatly impressed me. In fact, due to some dangers we encountered, I would not have returned home had it not been for the assistance of this man. He served me as a disciple serves the guru. I felt obliged to do something in exchange for his kind services. I considered the nature of Kamala and what she needs and I believe that they would make a wonderful couple.

Bali: Who is he, Pita?

Baba: Well, you may know him, as in our district everyone is

 
acquainted with each other. His name is Sanjay.

Bali: Sanjay  Which Sanjay? Sanjay, son of Sivalingham Thakur?

Baba: Guess again.

Bali: Sanjay, son of Venkata?

Baba: No.

Bali: Who then? I can't think of any Sanjays who are brahmanas.

Baba: You're still missing one.

Bali: Then, who is it? The only person I could recall is  no, of course not.(laughs) Not Sanjay the Illiterate. "Slow Sanjay" they call him. Ha!

Baba: Well, I do not know what men of impolite company call him. Sanjay does lack academic skills, however .

Bali: Pita, brahmana's don't joke about such things.

Baba: I couldn't be more serious.

Bali: (gasps. Speechless)

Kamala: Oh, Pita! (She is thrilled.)

Baba: Well, there you have it. Can't you see the expression ofjoy on a woman's face when it is there? 

(Meanwhile, Mataji's face goes sour. She burst into tears.)

Bali: Pita, how could you? (shouting) He's a pauper! He dresses

 
like a beggar - he's a disgrace to the brahminical order.

Kamala: Brother, please - don't be so passionate!

Bali:   I am not passionate.

Mother: Then stop raising your voice.

Baba:   It's all right, let him shout if it gives him satisfaction.

Mother: This Sanjay is not a good match for our daughter. He is a charlatan.

Baba:   Be careful, you are talking about a brahmana.

Mother: A brahmana in name only.

Baba:   A brahmana indeed. In name and in deed.

Mother: There are hundreds, thousands, millions of men everywhere -why him? How can you even think of such an arrangement? What would people think of us if Kamala were to marry someone like him? We would be the laughing stock of the entire district! Kamala, Bali, there's no need to panic  We will just marry Kamala off to someone else.

Kamala: But 
Bali: Exactly. When we see him next, we'll tell him to avoid 


walking on our street, that he can just keep his eyes off Kamala.

Kamala: But 
Baba: Have either of you ever considered what might be good for

 
Kamala instead of just our name's sake? Furthermore, there is one other aspect - I promised this man our daughter in marriage.

Mother: You didn't?

Baba: And furthermore, I promised that Kamala would be married to Sanjay, which I swore before the deity Gopal.

Mother: No! I knew you shouldn't have gone on that journey! You've become insane. If you go ahead with your crazy scheme, I shall drink poison and die!

(She dashes off, taking Kamala with her.)

Bali: Well, looks as I you have plenty to think about, Pita. It

 
looks as if you either you fail your family or "Sanjay the Slow."

Baba: O please, please do not be so unreasonable! I promised him my daughter before the Lord, Sri Gopalji Himself. The Supreme Godhead is the witness to my promise. The young brahmana will call the Deity to testify if need be. He could then take our daughter by force! Then, my religious practices would become meaningless  and what would be your plight?

Bali: The Deity may have been a witness, but He's miles away in a far distant state. How is He ever going to come here to testify on your behalf? There's no need to make any false statements or to flatly deny that you ever said such a thing. When that fellow does come here, then you must simply say that you don't remember having made such a promise. I will take care of the rest! I will defeat him ... by argument!
(He leaves. Baba looks somewhat bewildered and unhappy.)

Baba: O Lord, Lord, Lord! I feel like I've been hit by a rain of arrows. What fate! Sanjay warned me. He's a smart man. I was a bit over-confident that night. I was taken by the beauty of Gopal. I take it as an arrangement of the Supreme Lord - not a blade of grass moves without His will. Oh, my dear Gopal, please help me through this ordeal!

Scene Three - Vrndavan

(A pujari opens the curtains, the Gopal Deity is presented again. A dancer presents a marvellous Bharat Natyam performance. Curtain closes again.)

Scene Four - Vidya-nagar  

(Kamala enters with a scroll in her hand. She touches it to her forehead to denote that it is sacred. She opens it and reads.)

Kamala: The story of Lord Ramchandra is so wonderful! It is likened to the activities of a baby elephant! In the great assembly of military heroes, the lovely Sita was to gain her husband. Whoever could string the massive bow of Lord Siva would win her hand in marriage. It took three hundred men to carry the heavy bow into the center of the assembly. Gopalreat and mighty warriors from all over the world attempted to lift the bow and string it. One by one, each failed. When the valiant Rama came forward, he lifted the bow, bent it, strung it and broke it in the middle just like a baby elephant breaks a stick of sugarcane. Much to the envy of those who lost, Lord Rama achieved the hand of Sita, who was equally as endowed with qualities of beauty and countenance. Indeed, she was a goddess who 
(Mataji enters. She is extremely curt.)

Mother: What are you reading?

Kamala: Mataji, I was just reading about elephants 
Mother: In the name of Ganesh, what use is this? How can this

 
help you at an hour like this? Don't you realize the gravity of this situation? Your father is bent on going through with this marriage and I'm totally against it. It's a bad arrangement. It will spoil our family. 

Kamala: (perturbed) Mataji, it is not so bad. I've seen him before. We used to talk sometimes in the playground years ago. I remember that he would only talk about Lord Krsna and Lord Ramachandra - nothing else. 

Mother: What, are you also mad like your father? O God, what

 
will become of our family? (She weeps.)

Kamala: Mata, please!

Mother: (continues weeping) We have to go.

Kamala: Go where?

Bali: Your brother, he has arranged a havan.

Kamala: A havan? What for? 

Mother: To purify the atmosphere. To dispose of the evil forces.

Kamala: Then, I suppose you are sending me away?

Mother: What are you saying, child?

Kamala: Well, you say you are disposing of the evil forces, I 


happen to be one of them. I like the arrangement.

Mother: In the name of Ganapati who removes all obstacles, I

 
pray and pray that some sense will come into your head! 


Are you serious about this man?

Kamala: Yes, I think I am. You see, Mataji, I love you very much, but I am not interested in these showbottle brahmanas that you propose for me. They are not real people to me. Some of them -Suddhir, Chetan, Balakumaran and the like - they are the charlatans. I once heard, "It is better to be a sincere sweeper in the streets than to be an imposter meditator."

Mother: (insulted and surprised) Kamala!

Kamala: And besides, they are all too fat! I would just like a

 
kind, understanding man that had real faith in the Supreme Lord. I am not interested in status, fine clothes, rich food and all the attention - these things are just material. They only have to do with the body and the false ego.

Mother: You may try to talk like some pandit but, in reality, you are my Kamala and you are not capable choosing what is good for you. 

Kamala: But, I didn't choose. Baba did. 

Mother: He chose a fool!

Kamala: Mataji!

(Baba enters)

Baba: What is all the hair-raising noise about? (No answer) So,

 
we've become silent asa yogis in meditation? (To Mataji) You must not see this as the end of the world. Life will go on.

(She evades him and remains silent while she dashes off to various parts of the stage with Baba following her.) He is not such as bad young man, this Sanjay. I made a vow before Gopal. It is binding, don't you see? I swore this to a brahmana on pilgrimage. The entire Earth loses its gravity when promises are broken and when people live by lying. So, you ask why did I commit myself in the first place? I was so light-hearted that night in Vrndavana- I felt my sense of giving knew no bounds! Please try to understand. Be reasonable, I am not a stranger in this house, I'm your husband.

(She does not soften, but curtly exits from the room. Baba addresses Kamala.) So, you see, I have attempted, by whatever means 
I could fathom, to persuade your mother. Neither sweet words, logic or firmness makes her budge. Oh, sometimes I think that it is a curse to be married!

Kamala: Baba?

Baba: (clarifies himself) Oh, and it's a blessing, too! Dualities, dualities. That's what we are talking about- like the seasons -winter and summer. They always take us by surprise, even though we are aware that they will present themselves before us in due course of time.

Kamala: I understand.

Baba: Kamala, I see that you are content about this arrangement, but it is all perplexing to me. I fear you will gain a husband but lose a mother and a brother.

Kamala: Please don't be sad, Baba. Everything is happening by the will of the Supreme Lord. It is disturbing to see you like this. May I read you something cheerful?

(Bali's voice is heard in the distance calling " Kamala! Kamala!")

Baba: What's happening?

Kamala: Oh! It's Bali calling. He has arranged a havan.

Baba: A havan?

Kamala: Yes, he did not tell you? (Baba gestures "no") I take your leave. I'll be back. I'll read a beautiful story - it's about elephants! (She exits)
Baba: Elephants!? (prays) You know, my dear Lord, I have a feeling that everything is going to be all right. Thank you.

Scene Five - Another Day

Baba:
Oh, how have I become a victim of these terrible calamities? In such a helpless condition, my only shelter is the lotus feet of the Lord. My dear Lord, please help me to simply fix my attention on You. You are my only shelter, so please protect me from falling into dishonesty, and at the same time save my kinsmen from death and dishonor. (there is a knock at the door) Please come in!

Sanjay:
(entering) It is I, O holy sir. I am most happy to see you again!

Baba: O Sanjay, you've come! You are most welcome, of course. 


Please be seated. May we offer you any refreshment?

Sanjay: Cool water would be fine. I will never forget the wonderful pilgrimage we made together! So many sacred places we visited, and in each one we were able to take the darshan of the Lord. Your association was so inspiring! There is nothing sweeter than the holy association of the Vaishnavas. Do You remember our time in Sri Vrindavan? Ah, the beautiful form of Sri Gopal constantly decorates my mind! I especially remember that occasion, because at that time you promised me the hand of your daughter in marriage, and Sri Gopal was Himself our witness. We must therefore fulfil this commitment and... Is something wrong, sir? You look very troubled! (Son enters, very suddenly)

Bali: (entering)Father, do we have a visitor? Oh, it's you! You

 
lowly wretch! I heard you speaking this nonsense to my father. You want to marry my sister? Ha! Who do you think you are? You are just like a dwarf who wants to catch the moon! But the only thing you will catch is my stick! 
(Bali picks up a stick and gives chase to the young brahmana) 


Get out and don't come back!

Scene Six - The market place

Sanjay: (concluding) So, this is the situation. I think we must 


have a convention, as is held at such times of dispute.

Villager 2: This is indeed a serious business.

Villager 1: Let us go to the meeting place.

Villager 2: Yes. Go and get the elderly brahmana and his family. We must hear the other side of the story; in this way we can fairly assess the situation.

Villager 1: Members of the village council, holy sirs, respected members of the public. We are gathered here today, praying for the guidance of the Almighty, to decide on an important issue regarding the truth and purity of two respectable brahmanas. As it is the custom, we will first hear the plea of the plaintiff. Shhhhhh!

Sanjay: Respected councilors, I had the great honor of being able to go to the holiest of places with this elderly brahmana and, by the Lord's grace, was able to go to render service to him during that time. Being grateful to me, he offered to me his daughter's hand in marriage. Yet now he does not follow his promise. Now, I do not desire material benefit from the service I have rendered, but since the promise was made before the Supreme Lord, it must be carried out. Why does this holy sir decide now to not keep his promise?

Villager 1: (to Baba) On behalf of the people of the

 
village, I am obliged to ask you, revered sir; if you have already promised to give this young brahmana your daughter in charity, and have given your word of honor, why are you not fulfilling your promise?

Baba: I am sorry to cause such trouble...

Bali: Go on, father!

Baba: I ... have to submit that I cannot exactly remember making such a promise...

Bali: Members of the council. If I may interject for a moment, I can give you the exact truth in the matter. My father is too embarrassed and afraid to speak, but I, as his son, will not stand by and see him defamed. What actually happened was this  whilst traveling with this... gentleman... my father carried a lot of money. Taking advantage of the situation, this rogue gave him an intoxicant known as datura, making him insane, and stole his money! He claims that it was stolen by a thief, and to add insult to injury, he is saying that my father promised to give him his daughter. All of you are respectable gentlemen - how is it possible for you to decide to offer my sister to such a wretch? (villagers mutter to each other)

Villager 2: Indeed, the lust for wealth is strong...

Villager 1: Strong enough to make one give up all religious principles...

Villager 2: Indeed!

Villager 1: Shhh! Silence in court! Order!

Sanjay:  My dear gentleman! Simply to win the argument, this man is blatantly lying! I neither stole his father's money, nor did I give him an intoxicant. This his father will confirm. He knows well that he promised to give his daughter to me. I refused to accept his proposal and I warned him that his relatives would be outraged. Still, he insisted and urged me to agree. It was then that we called upon Sri Gopal to be the witness, and now, if you so desire, I will go to Vrindavan and request the Lord to come and testify to my honesty. This revered brahmana is simply afraid to admit to my plea because his family disapprove. I simply want to protect his religious principles, and so on the strength of his piety, I will call the Lord to come!

Baba: If Gopal personally comes to serve as a witness, I shall

 
certaily give my daughter to the young brahmana!

Bali: Yes! This is a nice settlement! The stone Deity has to come 


the one hundred miles to this place! Ha! Whoeve heard of it!? Fat chance!!

Sanjay: Let us write this down on paper with the appropriate

 
signatures of all concerned. Then there will be no question of deviating from the truth later.

Villager 1: Yes, write it down! We will take signatures. All will be legal and proper.

Villager 2: Sign here. (the paper is passed amongst the brahmanas.) 
Villager 1: Very good.

Baba:  Since Lord Krishna is very merciful, He will certainly come to prove my statement.

Bali: It's not possible for Gopal to come and bear witness. Ha! How can a statue bear witness? Supreme Personality of Godhead... Ha!

Villager 2: After all, the Lord is merciful, and if He likes He can come!

Villager 1:  The meeting is adjourned. All may return home. Sri

 
Gopal must be the witness.

Bali: So this Deity must come to bear witness... What fools they all are! Believing in and worshiping a lump of stone. Intelligent people know that God doesn't exist. At least my sister will be saved from degradation. She can marry a nice rich merchant in town and thus benedict me with a nice brother-in-law who can provide us with wealth. After all, life is meant for enjoying riches, beautiful women and a good name. It certainly isn't meant for waving feathers at a stone statue!

Baba: Such a blasphemous character ... I only can pray that the

 
Lord will somehow give him some mercy. He will certainly learn his lesson when Sri Gopal comes to bear witness. Then he will see the power of God's devotee, who is able to summon the Lord simply by sincere prayer. I will be most happy to have such a qualified brahmana devotee as a husband of my daughter. We will spend hours immersed in sweet talks about Krishna!


  Hmmmm, Testerday Kamaka told me a story from the Srimad Bhagavatam - Gajendra had taken the form of an elephant and another powerful personality had taken the form of a crocodile. In the water, the crocodile was mych stronger than the elephant, so the elephant could no longer depend on his own strength. He picked up a lotus flower and prayed to the Supreme Lord to save him and Lord Visnu came. So, i must simply pray that all will be well ...

Scene Seven- The Sri Gopal Temple in Vrindavan

(The pujari is cleaning when the young brahmana enters)

Pujari: Jai Radhe! Welcome, welcome to Sri Gopal's temple once

 
again! I remember you! Your were here not long ago with that elderly brahmana.

Sanjay: Yes, I have come back to see the Lord, Sri Gopal, once more.

Pujari: There is no darshan now, for the Lord is resting... but for such a devotee as you, I will make an exception!

Sanjay: Thank you. You are most kind. (pujari opens curtains) Jai Sri Gopal! (pujari leaves) My dear Sri Gopal, I have returned from Vidya-nagar to take shelter at Your lotus feet. You are the Supreme Lord and have appeared in this form to specially benedict the living entities who are bereft of Your association. Both myself and the elderly brahmana are Your devotees, and we are now in great difficulty. Since You are present as the Supersoul in the hearts of all living beings, therefore You are fully aware of the events which have brought me back here to see You. You will remember that the old brahmana promised to give me his daughter in marriage  in this very place  but because of pressure from his family members, he is not fulfilling his promise. My dear Lord, I am not thinking to become happy by getting the daughter as my bride. I am simply thinking that the brahmana has broken his promise, and this is giving me great pain. My dear sir, You are very merciful and You know everything, therefore kindly come with me to Vidya-nagar to bear witness in this case.

Gopal:  My dear brahmana, go back to your home and call a meeting of all the men. In that meeting, just try to remember Me. I shall certainly appear there at that time, and I will protect the honor of both you brahmanas by bearing witness to the promise.

Sanjay:  My dear Lord, even if You appear there as a four-handed Vishnu Deity, still none of them will believe in Your words. Only if You go there in the form of Sri Gopal and speak the words from Your beautiful lotus face will Your testimony be heard by all the people.

Gopal: I have never heard of a Deity walking from one place to

 
another...

Sanjay:  That is true, but how is it that Your are speaking to me, although You are a Deity? My dear Lord, You are not a statue, but directly the son of Maharaja Nanda. Please, for the sake of the Old Brahmana, do something that You have never done before!

Gopal:  My dear brahmana, just listen to Me. I shall walk behind You, and in this way I shall go with You. Do not try to see Me by turning around, for as soon as you do so, I will remain stationary in that very place. You will know that I am walking behind you by the sound of My ankle bells. Cook one kilo of rice daily and offer it; I will eat that rice and follow behind you. Now you may begin your journey  but remember, do not turn around! 
(The young brahmana turns to leave the temple and soon after the Deity of Sri Gopal walks after him. The pujari enters singing a bhajan. Seeing the Deity has vanished, he drops the arati tray and laments in great distress)

Pujari:  Gopal! Gopal! Come back! (runs off stage)

Scene Eight - The Forest

(The young brahmana is cooking some rice)

Sanjay:  I am so fortunate! What mercy  to have a personal

 
instruction from the Lord Himself! Ah! I hear His anklebells ringing. He is coming to take His rice! 

(The young brahmana exits quickly, then Sri Gopal enters, takes a little of the rice and gently drops it into His mouth.)

Scene Nine - The outskirts of Vidya-nagar

(Curtains open, enter the young brahmana, walking slowly, chanting Hare Krishna)

Sanjay: Now, we have finally reached the outskirts of Vidya-nagar! But, I don't hear the Lord's anklebells. I wonder what is happening! (turns around and sees Sri Gopal, offers his obeisances) Ah! Jai Sri Gopal!
Gopal: Now go and fetch all the villagers, I shall stay here and will not leave.

Sanjay: Come, everyone! Sri Gopal, the Supreme Personality of 


Godhead, has personally walked to Vidya-nagar. Come see this great, wondrous phenomena! The Lord is here, having arrived at your fortunate village!

Villager 1: Come quickly, the Lord is here! 

(far offstage, various shouts and cries of astonishment are heard)

Villager 2:  This is incredible! Sri Gopal has come to Vidya-nagar?

Villager 1:  I don't believe it!

Villager 2:  Let us go and see!

Sanjay: Here is the Lord! He walked all the way from Vidyanagar on His own lotus feet!

Villager 1: Walked?

Villager 2: For certain! He is too heavy to carry!

Villager 1: Of course the Lord walked! Sri Gopal, welcome to Vidya- nagar!

Villager 2: Isn't He beautiful?

Baba: O Sri Gopal... All glories to Sri Gopal! O Lord, You are the most merciful personality. You are so kind to have journeyed all this distance simply to save the honesty of your devotees.

Gopal:I am appearing before you in this Deity form, which is My

 
very self, just to help you increase your love for Me. These two brahmanas are My eternally faithful devotees, and therefore to please them I have come here as a witness. I am obligation by their loyal devotional service, for I become purchased by My devotees. Before all of you I bear witness that this elderly brahmana did indeed promise his daughter's hand in marriage to the younger brahmana. Please let the wedding take place immediately. You two brahmanas are my eternal servants; l have become very pleased by the truthfulness of you both. Now you can ask for a benediction.

Baba: My dear Lord Gopal, we beg this benediction: Please remain here so that people all over the world will know how merciful You are to Your servants. Out of causeless mercy, You appear in a form apparently made of material elements, but because You are omnipotent, and because all energies come from You, You can appear in any form You desire.

Sanjay:May all the world come and see the witness  Gopal,          the protector of brahminical culture  who appeared           just to benedict a humble brahmana. For one hundred            days, He traveled through the countryside, walking on          His own legs. Thus His transcendental activities are           wonderful!

Villager 1: We must prepare the wedding ceremony immediately! (The old brahmana, his wife, son and daughter all offer obeisances to the Deity. The daughter's hand is given to the young brahmana. There is an ecstatic kirtan  Govinda Jaya Jaya, Gopala Jaya Jaya breaking into the Maha-mantra)








