The Bhogi Yogi 2PRIVATE 
by Annutama dasa and Vaishnavananda dasa 
Note - Main actor should be adept at yoga poses, a humorous type, able to speak with an Indian accent and be dressed in a long beard, a robe and beads. 
Nick: (depressed, playing guitar) I had it all! (twang)

I had it all and I lost it! (twang) We were going to the top! My band, the fantastic Rolling Bones, had just signed a contract for a six hundred million dollar tour. I paid for my Lear Jet with the pennies they threw on the stage at our last concert. My girl, Terra Tossit, was going to give up her TV show just to be my full-time sweetheart. Now I've lost it all. My Lear Jet went down over the Bay of Acapulco and the Bones were in it. But not even one body, not even one Bone floated to the top. And Terra Tossit didn't even come to my birthday party! I call my best friend, Snert, my business manager, and found out that he was at the bank and when I talked to my ex-banker, Harley, he said that Snert was at the airport. And when I called the airport they told me that he and Terra had just left for Hong Kong. (Nick is practically in tears.) What else can go wrong? (He looks forlornly at the audience, then piks up a newspaper.) Maybe "Dear Abby" can help me. (looking through paper) What's this? (reads) "Are you Dissatisfied? Do you feel like the world is coming to an end? Puzzled about the purpose of life? (looks up qwith surprised look) Try YOGA! The perfect hobby for lonely widows with large inheritances, languishing millionaires and tycoons looking for a quick way to enlightenment. Experience no more fear, no more worries, no more hassles, no more questions, no more answers, no "more". Transcendental Medication, Swami Snatchythe dollar. All lessons free of charge with he exception of fees for mantras, turbans, tigerskins and other paraphernalia necessary for becoming a Yogi! Motel 6 Room Number 8." 

Hey, this sounds far-out! Transcendental Medication! Yessir! I think I'll try it!
SCENE ONE - Motel Six, Room 8
(Swami and servant enter from different sides, dancing around to Motown Music.) 
Swami: 
Groovy groovy! Yes, groovy! This is very, very nice! (lies back) Oh Charlie! 
Charlie: 
Yes, Swamiji? 
Swami: 
Get me some shampoo ... pink shampoo! 
Charlie: 
I think you want champagne, Swamiji. 
Swami: 
Yes yes. Whatever is there you may bring. Shampoo/champagne, it is all the same to me. 
Charlie: 
Here you are, Swamiji, pink champagne. 
Swami: 
Ahhh! This is very nice! This music, Charlie, what is it? 
Charlie: 
This is American soul music, Swamiji. 
Swami: 
Yes, music for the American soul ... (bobs head) ... works for me! Is my television show on? 
Charlie: 
Yes, the Beverly Hillbillies will be on soon. 
Swami: 
Ah, very good program. What time will it be on? 


(There is a knock at the door. Both look up in surprise.The servant peers outside.)
Charlie: 
You have a customer. 
Swami: 
Quick! We must prepare. Change the music. 


(Swami turns room into more spiritual atmosphere, turns around paintings, hides drink, throw cover over the TV etc and Charlie puts a tape of New Age music such as wind, bells, waves, etc.)


One Cosmic moment, please! (they rush about converting until everything is ready!) Okay, is that everything. Okay, smile ... it's show time! (calling) Come in, my son! The door is always open. Comes in. 
Nick: 
(enters and looks about with surprise) Oh! I must have the  wrong place ...
Charlie: 
Oh no! You have the right place! Come on in! 
Nick: 
This is The Shree Shreemad Swami Bhogananda Yogi Ashram?? 
Charlie: 
Yes, it is. 
Nick: 
Are you ... Mr. Yogi? 
Charlie: 
Not yet ... the master is right here (points). 
Nick: 
Oh, he's sleeping. I don't want to bother him ...
Charlie: 
No, he is always deep in meditation. Come, I'll introduce you. (Charlie goes to whisper something in Swami's ear.)
Swami: 
Om Tat Sat!! (They confer in whispers.)
Nick: 
What did he say? Is it convenient? 
Charlie: 
The Swami will see you now. He has been waiting a long time for you to come here. He wants to instruct you. 
Nick: 
Oh, really? That's amazing!! 


(Swami half opens his eyes. He speaks to Charlie.)
Swami: 
You get him a mat to sit on, please. 


(Charlie gets him a mat, bows and leaves. Guest sits down.) 
Nick: 
Er, how do you do? I'm  Nick Bagger ...from the fantastic Rolling Bones ... I have a lot of money but I'm not happy. My girlfriend left me and took my dog and ... 
Swami: 
You have been directed here by destiny! 
Nick: 
I have? And I, uh ... saw your advertisement in the National Inquirer. You know, "discover inner peace, merge, see the light" ... and I thought well I've tried everything else so why not ask the "Beyond" or whatever. 
Swami: 
Everything that you need to know is actually within you. 
Nick: 
It is? 
Swami: 
Yes, the problem with all the people in the Western world is that due to too much business and material possessions, they have forgotten. I have come to take all these things away from you, leaving you with only Bliss. 
Nick: 
Forgotten? 
Swami: 
Yes, they have forgotten that they are actually God. 
Nick: 
Really, you know, I always thought that, but no one ever told me, you know, not even my mother. That's fascinating! 


(Charlie enters and sits to side.) 
Swami: 
So, my idea is to help all you American people. So, tell  me, what is the next thing to do? You have forgotten, so you have to ... ? 
Nick: 
Erm ... remember! 
Swami: 
Of course! Very good! (to Charlie) He is a very intelligent fellow. (to Nick) So, yes, to remember, to remember that you are God, what you have forgotten. That you can remember through meditation! You simply have to learn the proper way to meditate. That I can teach you. 
Nick: 
Yeah right ... it's so logical.
Swami: 
Yes! The thing is that you know that you are God and that everyone around you is God. (looks at Charlie) Some of us are still trying to remember. I am also God and I am telling you that you are God and of course, God does not tell lies, so by this you can know that it is the Absolute Truth. 
Nick: 
Now, that is amazing! My God, it is so logical! 
Swami: 
It is Scientific actually! 
Nick: 
Scientific? Yes, it all makes sense to me. I think this is the answer to all my questions ... 
Swami: 
So, what you have to do is ...? 
Nick: 
I have to remember that I am God! 
Swami: 
Yes, and the practice of remembering your Divinity is to chant one mantra. 
Nick: 
Mantra? Yeah, I've heard of that. 
Swami: 
Yes, mantra is a Sanskrit word. It is taken from two words in Sanskrit man  and tra. The exact translation of man is ... I am a man. 
Nick: 
I am a man "man" means I am a man .... That makes sense. 
Swami: 
It is very scientific, like I say and "trayah" means I am also God but now I have forgotten so I must remember! 
Nick: 
Wow! 
Swami:
Now, if you put the two syllables together, you have man-tra. Mantra then means I am a man but I am also God but I have forgotten so I must remember. 
Nick: 
Ohhhh! I see ... that's tremendous ... this is really wonderful ... I feel so ...
Swami: 
To chant this mantra, it takes some practice. You will need to commit to a series of practice sessions at the ashram of a Yoga teacher. But where to find such a Yogi in America? ... Hmmmm ... that is the question. Perhaps if you went to the Mystic Jungles of Ceylon or the peaks of the Himalaya Mountains ...
Nick: 
Swami! Please, is there any way that you yourself could instruct me. I'd be willing to do anything! If it's money you want, I've got plenty of that ...
Swami: 
I never touch money. Charlie here will take your credit  information and give you the necessary forms. We take Visa and Mastercard, but we do not take American Express. 
Nick: 
That sounds great! Here Charlie (gives Charlie his credit card.)  
Swami: 
So, the first thing is that you are not sitting properly. 
Nick: 
I'm not? 
Swami: 
No, as I am sitting, you must also sit. (Nick imitates posture of  Swami. Swami makes a more difficult pose. As Nick tries to copy that, Swami puts both feet behind his head and inverts into a head stand. Nick is so surprised that he gapes in a very comical way.) 
Nick: 
Gollll- lleee! 
Swami: 
(returning to a simple sitting pose.) I have illustrated the three basic sitting postures that you will master with practice as you sit in meditation upon your mantra. Every mantra is personally designed by the Yoga Master and you must not tell this mantra to anyone else. If you do then it's potency will be lost. Now, close your eyes tightly and repeat the mantra after me. Do not open your eyes until I tell you. When you open your eyes you will see the White Light! You will then see the true origin of everything  nothing! Repeat after me: IIIIIIIMMMMMMMMM! 
Nick: 
IIIIIIIMMMMMMMMM! 
Swami: 
SSSSSOOOOOOOO! 
Nick: 
SSSSSOOOOOOOO! 
Swami: 
DDDUMMMMMMMBB!
Nick: 
DDDUMMMMMMMBB!!
Swami: 
Very good! Faster, keep chanting! 
 

IIIIIIIMMMMMMMMM SSSSSOOOOOOOO DDDUMMMMMMMBB Repeat!
Nick: 
IIIIIIIMMMMMMMMM SSSSSOOOOOOOO DDDUMMMMMMMBB
Swami: 
IIIIIIIMMMMMMMMM SSSSSOOOOOOOO DDDUMMMMMMMBB Repeat!


Faster, now! Concentrate!
Nick: 
I'm So Dumb. I'm So Dumb. I'm So Dumb! 
Swami: 
Faster! Repeat!
Nick: 
I'mSoDumbI'mSoDumbI'mSoDumb! 
Swami: 
Keep chanting! I will now touch you upon your head and transfer to you my own personal shakti so that you feel the power of the white light! Chant very loud! Feel my energy flow into your being and merge with your life force! Chant louder, faster!
Nick: 
I'mSoDumbI'mSoDumbI'mSoDumb! I'mSoDumbI'mSoDumbI'mSoDumb! 


(Charlie comes forward with an electric vibrating massage tool.) Do you feel it! 
Nick: 
Yes, I feel it! I feel the power! (Charlie withdraws.)
Swami: 
Keep chanting! 
Nick: 
I'mSoDumbI'mSoDumbI'mSoDumb! I'mSoDumbI'mSoDumbI'mSoDumb! (Charlie comes before Nick's face with a flash camera.)
Swami: 
Now, open your eyes! (Charlie flashes the camera.) Do  you see the White Light? 
Nick: 
I see the Light! It's white and it's bright! It's bright and it's white and ... 
Swami:
(lamenting) I have given you my shakti and now I am empty! I have given everything to my nice disciple and now I have nothing left to give! Leave me now, Nick! Always chant your mantra and pay your credit card bills! Don't call me; I'll call you! 


(Nick is shoved off stage. Charlie and the Yogi pack up a few things hurriedly and run off the other way.) 
SCENE TWO  On a Street Corner A Month Later 
(Nick Bagger, looking disheveled, staggers in chanting his mantra softly.) 
Nick: 
I'm so dumb! I'm so dumb! I'msodumbI'msodumb...  I'm so dumb! 
Devotee: 
Excuse me, sir, my name is Vishala dasa from the Hare Krsna Bhakti Yoga Center and I'm passing out books about yoga today! 
Nick: 
Oh, I know all about yoga. I'm in debt big time to my Yoga Teacher on account of he gave me all his Shakti and now I've seen the White Light and I realize that I am God. 
Devotee: 
Really???? I didn't realize, I'm sorry. 
Nick: 
Well you don't remember that you are God unless you always chant the mantra that your yoga teacher gives you. 
Devotee: 
That's sorta the idea, yes. What's your name, sir? 
Nick: 
Nick Bagger. 
Devotee:
Nick, what is your Yoga Teachers name? 
Nick: 
It's uh ... Shree Shreemad Swami Bhogananda. 
Devotee:
Oh yes, I've heard of him. He had that ad in the National Enquirer. Well, where does he live? I'd like to have a talk with him myself. 
Nick: 
He's just over here at Motel 6, Room 8! As a matter a fact, I was just thinking that I should go and see him and ask him if i was doing anything wrong, you know, in the chanting of my mantra and all. 
Devotee: 
Why, are you not fully satisfied? 
Nick: 
Well, I know I should be. I read all the materials he sent me and all but it just seems that the mantra he gave me doesn't have any effect any more. 
Devotee:
What is that mantra, Nick? 
Nick: 
Oh, I can't tell you that. It's a secret and I paid over a thousand dollars for it. 
Devotee:
A thousand dollars! That's a lot of money! 
Nick: 
Yeah, well I'm still paying on it. If I tell you my mantra then it will lose it's potency. 
Devotee:
You just told me that it no longer had any effect. 
Nick: 
Well, okay, I guess I can tell you 'cause you're into yoga and all that, too ... It's (Nick whispers mantra in Devotee's ear.) 
Devotee:
What? That's your mantra? Do you realize what you're saying?! Listen, Nick  you've been really had by this huckster that's going around taking "Sincere Spiritual Suckers" and I want to get you into classes at the Krsna temple, maybe even residency at the ashram and straighten out your misunderstandings about spiritual life! 
Nick: 
No thanks! I couldn't possibly spend any more money on my spiritual life! 
Devotee:
Your spiritual life is already there. You are spiritual. You are not this body. You never were. Look here, in black and white: five thousand years ago, Krsna (that's a name for God) says it in this scripture the Bhagavad Gita. Go ahead - you open the book anywhere and I'll read it aloud: "Never was there a time when I did not exist, nor you, nor all these kings, nor in the future will any of us cease to be. Only the body is subject to destruction. Try to understand, O son of Kunti, that every living being is an individual soul who dwells within the body but is different from it. 
      
    The body changes at every moment, from boyhood to youth and then to old age, but the soul within the body does not change. 
       
     At death, the soul passes from one body to another just as a person takes off an old garment and puts on a new one. Therefore, the wise man does not lament for the living nor the dead."
Nick: 
Wow! It says that! Hey, that's different than what Swami Bhogananda says. He says that we're material and we can be God if we surrender our materialism and our possessions to his yoga society. 
Devotee:
What does he do with all those materials and possessions? 
Nick: 
He says they become part of the Void, too. 
Devotee:
Yeah, right. Listen, enough said about this trip you've been on. We won't talk about the past anymore. We're not lawyers or philosophers, we are Devotees of Krsna. We are never going to charge you money for participating in the classes and the service at the Krsna temple and you are free to come and go whenever you like. I'll even give you this book, free. You don't have to change the way you dress or give up your work. We simply request that, if you like, you can add Krsna to your life. Will you give it a try? 
Nick: 
Maybe I will. I'll take this book and read it, thanks.


thanks!
(They go off in different directions.)
Scene Three - Motel 6, Room 8
(The room is a mess. There is loud Soul music playing. Swami Snatchythedollar comes out in a Hawaiian shirt, drinking a beer. He makes a phone call.) 
Swami: Hello, McDonalds? This is Swami Snatchythedollar. I would like to place an order. Yes, I would like to have one Hamburger, please. No, make it two Double Hamburgers! No, no fries. Yes, one large vanilla milkshake. Swami Snatchythedollar. Motel 6, Room 8. Ten minutes? Thank you.
(Swami dances wildly to the music.)
Nick: (knocking) He probably can't hear me with all that loud
music. He said the door was always open. I better go in. I have to see him! (Nick enters, they are shocked to see each other.)
Swami: (turns off music) My nice disciple! Come in, come in, my son. I had a large press conference here today and I was just cleaning up. I had a great many respectable gentlemen over here today and it was so crowded that, in their enthusiasm, they upset everything. Uh, these are my cleaning clothes...
Nick: (holds up a ladies high heeled shoe) Yes, I see that one of the gentlemen was so enthused that he left his shoes here!
Swami: Today we will meditate outside. It's a beautiful day!
Nick: No, today I need all my questions answered. I read all your books and I'm more confused 

about life than when I first came here!
Swami: Spiritual life is not easy but now that you have read the books, you are qualified to become a 

Yoga Teacher yourself. For only $1000 I can give you your...
(There is a loud knock on the door.)
Swami: Who is at the door, please?
Delivery Boy: It's "McDonalds". 
Swami and Nick: "McDonalds"!!
Delivery Boy: (coming in) Hi, I've got your order here.
Swami: Uhh, You must have the wrong room, my son!
Delivery Boy: No, it says right here, "two double Hamburgers with the Works and a large milkshake. 

Swami Snatchythedollar. Motel 6, Room 8." 
Nick: I smell a rat, here! Someone is not playing ball, here!
(Swami runs about, gathers his belongings and the Hamburger bag and runs off stage followed  by Nick and Delivery Boy clamoring for their money.)


