
The Striking of the Senses 3 -the StomachPRIVATE 


by Vishnu Sharma (from the Hitopadesh)

SCENE ONE
(Actors wear T shirts with simple images on the front depicting them as the senses and the stomach. Stomach is sitting alone center stage when Eyes enters.)
Eyes: My dear Stomach, I see so many nice foodstuffs for you to enjoy. Some are round like apples, some are straggly like noodles, some are white like yogurt and some are dark like Carob Yogi Bars! Whatever I see is for you because you are the enjoyer in the body. All glories to Sri Stomach!

(Eyes takes his place beside Stomach. Legs Enters.)

Legs: My dear Stomach, I go everywhere to bring you so many nice foodstuffs. I go to the barn for your milk, I go to the fields for your grains, I go to the garden for your vegetables, I go up into the trees for your fruits. I go everywhere for you because you are the enjoyer in the body. All glories to Sri Stomach!

(Legs takes his place beside Stomach. Hands Enters.)

Hands: My dear Stomach, I pick up so many nice foodstuffs for you to enjoy. Some are soft like chutney, some are hard like rock candy, some are dry like toast, some are wet like orange juice and some are hot like peppers or cold like ice cream. Whatever I pick up goes to you because you are the enjoyer in the body. All glories to Sri Stomach!

(Hands takes his place beside Eyes. Nose Enters.)

Nose: My dear Stomach, I smell so many nice foodstuffs for you to enjoy. Some are baked like Gouranga Potatoes, some are fried like curd, some are steamed like cabbage and some are mixed and spiced like a big pot of Vegetable Soup! Whatever I smell goes to you because you are the enjoyer in the body. All glories to Sri Stomach!

(Nose takes his place beside Legs. Mouth enters.)

Mouth: My dear Stomach, I taste so many nice foodstuffs for you to enjoy. Some are sweet like candy, some are crispy like pastry, some are chewy like carrots and some are bitter like lemon slices! Whatever I taste is for you because you are the enjoyer in the body. All glories to Sri Stomach!

(Mouth takes his place beside Nose. The senses stand, link arms and sing:)

Senses Chorus: Old MacStomach had some senses




Hari Hari Bol!




And with those sense he enjoyed




Hari Hari Bol!




With a look-see here




And a walk-run there




Here a touch, there a sniff




Everywhere a taste taste




Old MacStomach had some senses




Hari Hari Bol!

SCENE TWO 

(Stomach is off stage)

Eyes: Everything I see goes to the Stomach. I wonder what it would be like to just enjoy something for myself - like Mother Jaya Sri's pizza!! What a sight! Three colors of cheese with veggies and black olives shining in the light! What about you Legs? Did you ever go get something for yourself??

Legs: No. Everything I get goes to the Stomach. I wonder what it would be like to just enjoy something for myself - like Yamaraja dasa's peanut butter halavah!! I'd walk five miles for it!! What about you, Hands? Did you ever pick up something for yourself??

Hands: No. Everything I pick up goes to the Stomach. I wonder what it would be like to just enjoy something for myself - like Mother Devaki's gooey carob cupcakes!! WOW! I like them dripping all over me! What about you, Nose? Did you ever smell something for yourself??

Nose: No. Everything I smell goes to the Stomach. I wonder what it would be like to just enjoy something for myself - like Mother Sunita's cauliflower pakoras! MMMM ... cooked in fresh ghee with hing and cumin and ... I can't even think about them! What about you, Mouth? Did you ever taste something for yourself??

Mouth: No. Everything I see goes to the Stomach. I wonder what it would be like to just enjoy something for myself - like the Morning Sweets Hands steals from the little preschool children! They'd be sweet, sweet, sweet!!! Why can't we enjoy like the Stomach!??

Nose: Yeah! Nose Is right! We should enjoy separately!

Legs: We don't need anyone else!

Hands: Sounds good to me! Let's do it! C'mon Legs, let's steal us some Sweets!

SCENE THREE
(The senses walk back and forth carrying protest signs against the Stomach.)

Eyes: Blind Stomach is unfair to Eyes! Doesn't see anything but his own gut! He sees nothing; he enjoys everything!

Legs: Lame Stomach is unfair to Legs! Doesn't go anywhere but empty! I can't stand Stomach! Unfair! 

Hands: Lazy Stomach is unfair to Hands! Doesn't pick up anything but enjoys everything! Starve the Stomach! Don't work! Let Stomach get his own food!

Nose: Stomach is a smelly-belly! Turns fragrant food into stinky gas! Unfair to Nostrils everywhere!!

Mouth: Selfish Stomach unfair to Mouth! He takes everything in, enjoys it and gives nothing! Don't swallow! Stomach is Unfair!!

(Senses tire. They lean on walls, signs, props.)

Eyes: Hey, Legs! Where are you? I can't see so well. I'm getting tired. Could you get me some carrot juice?

Legs: What am I - your servant? Anyway, I'm too tired, too. Hey hands, how about picking me up a sandwich?

Hands: Nothin' doin'! I'm too tired to lift a finger! Hey, Nose!Smell anythin' good to eat?

Nose: I'm ah ah ah  AH -CHOO! - too sick to smell anything. I need some ginger root tea and golden seal. Hey, Mouth!

Mouth: Forget it! That stuff tastes terrible! I need something solid ... something that tastes good, but I'm too weak to chew.  

What to do? What to dooooo .... (drifts into unconsciousness. Stomach enters and walks among collapsed senses. He has a box of Prasadam (Sanctified Food) with him.)

Stomach: Hey, Mouth ... Mouth!

Mouth: What? Ohhh ... it's you ... can't you see you're half killing us?

Stomach: Mouth, listen ...

Mouth: Go on ... leave us! We'll get by on our own. What's the matter, Stomach? No guts? Ha!

Stomach: Mouth, listen. You were so happy when you gave everything you tasted to me. Do you remember how good those Sunday Feast desserts tasted? Sandesh, gulab jamans, burfi ... 

Mouth: Yes! Oh yes!

Stomach: Here. Give this sweetball to me.

(Mouth gives sweetball to Stomach. Mouth is immediately revived and stands up next to Stomach.)
Stomach: Jai! Let's go help Mr Nose. Hey, Nose! Nose!

Nose: What? Oh, it's "Smelly-belly"! 

Mouth: Nose, listen! Stomach helped me and he can help you, too! Remember how good those Sunday Feast vegetable preparations smelled?

Nose: Yes! How could I forget! You have any with you? I think I smell something ...

Stomach: (opens a container) Here, give some of these fragrant savories to me.

(Nose gives vegetables to Stomach. Nose is immediately revived and stands up next to Stomach.)
Stomach: This is more like it, isn't it guys? Let's go help Mr. Hands! Hey, Hands ... Hands! 

Hands: What? Stomach? If I had the strength, I'd punch you right in the belly button! I'd ...

Nose: Hands, listen! Stomach helped me and he can help you, too! Remember how great you felt after a good hot lunch of soup, salad and a sandwich? With renewed strength you could go out and do any work - "no job too big or too small", you used to say ...

Stomach: Hands, you were so happy when you gave everything you picked up to me. Do you remember how good those Sunday Feast desserts felt? 

Hands: Yes! Gooey, some hot, some cold, some as soft as a cloud and some quite substantial ...

Stomach: Here, take this Energy Bar and give it to me.

(Hands gives Energy Bar to Stomach. Hands is immediately revived and stands up next to Nose.)
Hands: Jai! Let's go help Mr Eyes. Hey, Eyes! Eyes!

Hey, open up, Buddy!

Eyes: Huh? Is that Hands and Stomach? You guys working together again?

Hands: Eyes, listen! Stomach helped me and he can help you, too! Remember how great you felt after a good breakfast of juice, fruit and cereal? Didn't the world look fine! You used to say, "I see a bright future dawning today!" and a lot of other sentimental rot too sappy to mention! 

Stomach: Here, take this fruit salad and give it to me.

Eyes: It's beautiful! So colorful! Look at all the shapes and designs and the variety! Whoever made this sure knew how to make a fruit salad! (Eyes gives fruit salad to Stomach. Eyes is immediately revived and stands up next to Mouth.)
I love it! Hey Nose, smell this!

Nose: Hmmm! That's fresh! I love that apple smell and the dressing is nice, too! Has ... let's see ... cinnamon in it and a little nutmeg ... Mouth, you gotta taste this! Come here!

Mouth: Hey, if I wasn't full of savories I would! 

Hands: What else do you have with you, let's spread it all out so everyone can have some! 

Eyes: Let's not forget about old Legs! C'mon guys, he's over here. He's pretty weak, we'll have to help him get over to the beautiful Prasadam! 

Mouth: Alright! Legsy old boy! Get up - Stomach came back for us!

Legs: Stomach?! If I were stronger I'd kick you from here to the lake! I'd kick all of you! I'd ...

Hands: Legs, listen! Stomach helped me and he can help you, too! Remember how great you felt after we brought Stomach a Feast of fresh fruits, vegetables and grains - right out of the fields - bursting with energy?! You used to say, "Oh, now I want to play football! Look out world - here I come!"

Legs: Yeah ... but I'm too weak now, I ...

Stomach: Here, take this Veggieburger and give it to me. It has fresh sprouts, lettuce and tomatoes on it. I need your strength. We all do.

Legs: Well, okay ... if you put it that way ...

(Legs gives Veggieburger to Stomach. Legs is immediately revived and stands up next to Hands.)

Stomach: Well, I'm glad we're working together again! How do you feel?

Eyes: I can see again!

Legs: I can walk again!

Hands: I can touch again!

Nose:  I can smell again!

Mouth: I can chew again!

Senses Chorus: Happy days are here again 




We're serving Sri Stomach once again 




Happy days are here again!




Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 




Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare 




Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 




Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare 

Narrator: So, the senses became happy again by serving the stomach. In the body, the stomach is the enjoyer, and no part of the body can be happy without cooperating to feed the stomach. This parable is very important because it reminds us that the Absolute Truth us that Lord Krsna is the Supreme Enjoyer and we living entities (His eternal parts and parcels) can only be happy when we cooperate to render pure loving devotional service to Him. The purest sacrifice, says His Divine Grace A. C. Bhaktivedanta Prabhupada in his Bhagavad Gita As It Is in the purport to Chapter 10 verse 25, is chanting Hare Krsna. So, my fellow parts and parcels of the Supreme Enjoyer, let's chant Hare Krsna and be Happy! 



 Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 




Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare 

(Kirtan)








