Lord Caitanya and the Kazi 4 - Lord Caitanya Defeats Chand Kazi 

PRIVATE 

SCENE ONE - the Office of the Muslim Magistrate

Kazi: 
What a day! What a day! Do you know, my own barber cut me twice while he was shaving

me this morning!?! Twice!! He's lucky I'm so tolerant! I know other kazis who would have had him

beaten! Then, a crazy camel spit om me! Yukkh! And, after that, for the rest of the morning, I 

had to listen to two men arguing over who stole a donkey! I know what I'll do, I'll sneak out of 

here and hide in my garden 'til after lunch. No one will find me there. 

1st Muslim: Chand Kazi, O noble kazi! Please hear the complaint of this unworthy beggar! 

Kazi: 
Oh no, now what? Maybe I'll just pretend that I don't hear him. 

(hums a tune as he walks on) 

2nd Muslim: Chand Kazi! Wait! We must speak to you! 

Kazi: 
 Oh no, not two of them! Now, I'll never get away! 

1st Muslim: Chand Kazi, you must do something about these Hindus.  Hare Krsna! 

Kazi: 
  Which Hindus are you referring to? Please explain yourselves. 

1st Muslim: The Hindus who are on the streets chanting all the time. Hari! Hari! Hare Krsna! They are making a terrible disturbance, Your Excellency. All day they chant Krsna! Krsna! Krsna!

2nd Muslim:  Hare Krsna That's right, Excellency, they chant, they laugh, they cry, they fall on 

the ground! They are acting like crazy people! 

Both: 
Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare



  Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

        
  Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

            Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

Kazi: Yes, yes. I am sure the effect is temporary. Go home and take rest. Good day! 

(They leave.)

             Now, who could this be? It looks like two of those pompous, old Hindu priests. Smart Guys, I think they call them. 

Smarta:  Honored Kazi, will you grant me an audience? 

Kazi:   Come forward. 

Smarta:  Sir, You must do something about this Nimai Pandit. 

Kazi: 
 You don't like Him, either? But, I thought He was one of your religion. 

Smarta:  Not at all, honored Sir; quite the opposite. I represent the Brahmin community and it is

 our opinion that Nimai Pandit is destroying religious principles with His Sankirtan Movement. 

Indeed! A priest should stay at home and study scripture. He should be serious. But, this Nimai 

Pandit spends His day singing in the streets with His followers and dancing like a madman! 

Kazi:   That doesn't sound so bad. (to audience) It sounds better than sitting here all day listening

 to people complaining! 

Smarta: You don't understand, Honorable Sir, these Names of God make up the most powerful

 prayer in the world! Only special people should chant it, people who have had proper training. 

Kazi: 
People like yourself, I suppose. 

Smarta: Well, yes ... But, Nimai Pandit is giving it to everyone, even to the lower classes! If 

everyone starts to chant it, the potency will be lost! 

Kazi: 
(to himself) For so long, the Hindus did not seem to care much for their own religion, yet 

now they appear to be following with great enthusiasm! I wonder what this person is like who has 

inspired them so! 

2nd Smarta:I tell you, Excellency, this Nimai Pandit, who, incidentally, allows his followers to call

 Him Lord Caitanya and even Gaura Hari, is making all the townspeople go mad! They wildly

 chant at the top of their voices  clashing cymbals, pounding drums and blowing on horns and 

conch shells! We can't get any sleep. Can't you hear it from here? I think I still hear it now, it's hard 

to say ... Hare Krsna!! 

Smarta:  That's right, we're going mad! 

2nd Smarta: We're not going mad. 

Smarta: We're not? 

2nd Smarta: No! Nimai Pandit is mad. 

Smarta: Who is He mad at? 

2nd Smarta: Oh, never mind! 

Smarta: Please protect our religious principles, sir! Bring peace again to our streets, Your 

Excellency! 

2nd Smarta: Make Nimai Pandit leave town! 

Kazi: 
I appreciate that you have brought this serious matter to my attention. Since Nimai Pandit

 and His followers are disturbing both the Muslims and h alike, I will put a stop to His activities. 

Where is my servant? 

Servant: Here, Your Excellency. 

Kazi: 
I want this order sent throughout the streets of Nadia. "Let it be known that I, the Chand 

Kazi, from this day, forbid the chanting in the streets of this city by Nimai Pandit or any of His 

followers." 

Servant: At once, Your Excellency! (Servant leaves.)  Well, that should do it! Good day, everyone!

 Go home now, yes ... (Visitors leave.) The rest of my day should be peaceful, at least. Perhaps, 

I'll go out into my garden now and have a little nap! Humph! 

SCENE TWO  Kirtan 

(Opens with a roaring kirtan party. After some time, the kazi, the magistrate, enters flamboyantly with the Two Muslims.) 

Kazi: 
I myself will put an end to this madness! You there! (pointing) Stop playing that drum! 

Stop this chanting! Stop! (Devotees don't hear the kazi! The kazi attacks one drummer and takes 

the drum away from him.) I ordered you to stop this pounding! Now take this! (He hurls the drum 

to the ground.) BANG!  There! Ha Ha! (Kirtan stops. The devotees are afraid.) I warned you once 

what would happen if you persisted in this crazy religion of yours; now I will tell you for the last 

time! (Shouting, livid with anger) If I ever catch your leader Nimai Pandit or any of you making 

this noise again, every one of you, do you hear - all of you (sweeping his hand) I will take away 

your property and make you become Muslims by forcing you to eat meat! (They leave.) 

Muslims 1&2: (sneering) Ha Ha! We fixed you! 

SCENE THREE - That Night

(The kazi enters in his bedclothes, yawns and clambers into his bed, covers himself and falls asleep. The lights are dim. Lord Nrshingadev enters suddenly and wakes the kazi with His loud roaring. The kazi awakens terrified.)

Nrsinghadev:
(very deep and loud) Kazi! Kazi! Now I can rid this world of you! You have

 offended the pure devotees; now you shall always suffer in Hell! 

Kazi: (screaming) Guards! Guards! Help! 

Nrsinghadev:
I shall immediately rip apart your chest, just as you did to that mrdanga drum 

today! You have forbidden the performances of My congregational chanting; therefore, I must 

destroy you! 

Kazi: 
Nooooo!! My dear Lord, Please, give me one more chance! I surrender unto You! I am 

Your servant! 

Nrsinghadev:
Very well! Because you are surrendered, I cannot kill you!! But, hear me, if you 

perform such activities again, I shall not be tolerant! At that time, I shall kill you, your entire family 

and all the Meat Eaters!!! (Lord Nrsinghadev roars; kazi trembles. Lights go out. Lord

 Nrsinghadev quickly disappears. Lights go back on and brighten.)

Kazi: 
Ahhhh,, morning at last! What a terrible dream! Let me forget it! I want nothing to do with 

this horrible Sankirtan Movement ever again! (Kazi gets up walks about, changes to his official 

clothes and goes to his desk or throne. Servant runs in, very panic stricken!)

Servant: Chand Kazi! You must stop this chanting of Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare

Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare! When I went to stop the congregational 

chanting today, as you yourself had ordered, suddenly flames struck my face! The flames came out

 of nowhere; my beard was burned and there are blisters on my cheeks! 

Kazi: I don't believe it! Get out of here at once, you crazy fellow! This movement is nothing, I tell 

you! It can't last! 

Meateater: Sir, I represent the Meat Eaters and we are disturbed! All day long we do not hear

 anything but this chanting! Indeed, we ourselves now always say this at every moment. Hare 

Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare!!!

Kazi: 
These Hindus chant Hare Krsna and they smile, cry, dance and fall on the ground, 

smearing their bodies with dirt because that is the name of their God. But, you are a Muslim Meat 

Eater, why do you also chant! 

Meateater: Hari! Hari! Sir, one day I was joking with the Hindus (He chants Hare Krsna mantra in 

a funny voice as if teasing a child). Since that day my tongue always vibrates the sound Hare! and 

Krsna! I have no desire to say it, but still, my tongue always says it. Hari! Hari! I do not know what 

to do! I do not know what mystic hymns and herbal potions these Hindus know! 

Kazi: 
(to himself) Oh no! What shall I do? What have I done! This Sankirtan Movement appears 

to be unstoppable!

(Hurriedly, embarrassed) Uh, yes! Rest assured, my dear Meat Eaters, that I am making a 

thorough investigation of this problem! Now, good day! Goodbye! Out! Get out!

 (They exit with loud sorrowful chanting.)

1st Meateater: Hari! Hari! (throwing his hands up in anguish) Now there will always be

unrestricted chanting of Krsna! Krsna! In the streets! The religion of the Hindus will increase 

unlimitedly. KRSNA! Krsna! That's all we can hear anymore! 

2nd Meateater: We are becoming deaf from this Hari Hari! Krsna! Hari Bol! 

(chants and the other Meateater joins him.) 

Both: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

           
Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

2nd Meateater: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

1st Meateater: Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare!

Kazi:   Gentlemen, thank you for coming! I shall certainly put an end to all these unnatural 

occurrences, Go home now and rest. This Sankirtan Movement is a temporary phenomenom at 

best. It has no real potency. Go home, go on, good day! 

(Everyone leaves except Chand Kazi who paces thoughtfully.) 

      Whew! What a day! I thought they'd never leave! What wonderful pastimes are happening

 here in Nadia? I feel uplifted, somehow! Who is this Gaura Hari? Is there something glorious

 about this mantra: 

                Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

                Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

                Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

                Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

(He continues to chant quietly to himself with eyes closed blissfully.) 

Narrator:       And so, after duly rendering their complaints, the Mohammedans and caste Brahmins returned home thinking that the Kazi was intent on fulfilling their desires to stop the congregational chanting of the Holy Names. But the Kazi, although originally against the chanting, had become completely purified by several times chanting the Holy Names of Krsna. Such is the great potency of the Lord's Holy Names. 

SCENE FOUR Lord Caitanya's Civil Disobedience 

Devotee:  Oh, Lord Caitanya, please help us! The Chand Kazi came yesterday to the town square and disrupted the kirtan. He even broke a drum and ordered us to never chant Hare Krsna again! If we disobey his order he threatened to take away all our property and turn us into Muslims by forcing us to eat meat! The chanting is going on today, as you have ordered, but the devotees are worried for sake of their families! Everyone is afraid! 

Caitanya:  The Kazi does not understand. No one can check this Hare Krsna Sankirtan Movement. I will pay a visit to this Chand Kazi at his house and make him understand that our only desire is to glorify the One Supreme Lord of everyone! If he can understand this, he will have no objection to our Sankirtan Movement! Go now and organize many huge Hari Nama parties from all parts of the city.  Tell them to bring torches from their homes and meet Me on the roadway Let us see what kind of kazi comes to stop our kirtan! 

Devotees:  Jai! Hari Bol! (Kirtan)

SCENE FIVE The Kazi's House 

Caitanya:   How many people have come for the kirtan? 

Devotee:  By your command, at least one hundred thousand will join us before we reach the house of the kazi. 

Caitanya:   Jai! Hari Bol! Let us see what kind of kazi comes to stop our kirtan now! 

(Lord Caitanya begins a kirtan and the party moves out of view. When they come out again, their 

ranks have swelled. If possible, they should hold a few torches. Several tapes of kirtans should be 

played in background to indicate that other parties are converging on the kazi's house. The kazi 

comes on but he appears to be very afraid and wanting to hide. He runs off.)

Kazi:   Oh no! I see them coming! Roaring and angry! Guards! Protect the walls! I must hide! Oh, Lord! They are breaking down the walls and destroying the gardens! 

(Kazi disappears.)

Caitanya:  Do not disturb this respectable gentleman's property. We have come for friendly talks. I will sit here by the door and you older men go and inform the kazi that I have come to converse with him. 

(Lord Caitanya calms the crowd and stops the kirtan. The devotees go offstage and in a few moments they return with the kazi, who appears very afraid and reluctant.) 

Caitanya:  (in a friendly way) Good evening, Chand Kazi, I am Caitanya.

Kazi:   Namaste, Sadhuji!

Caitanya:   Sir, I have come to your house as a guest, but upon seeing me, you hid yourself in your room. What kind of etiquette is this? 

Kazi: (defensively) You came to my house in a very angry mood. I did not come to meet You immediately, just to pacify You. But, now that You are pacified, we can talk freely. Actually, You are just like my nephew, because Your grandfather, Nilambhara Cakravarti was just like an uncle to me in the village where I was a boy. If a nephew is angry, his uncle should be tolerant and similarly, when an uncle commits an offense, the nephew should not take it very seriously. 

Caitanya:  You are quite right, my dear "Uncle." I have just come to your home to ask some

 questions about the Muslin faith. 

Kazi:   And You are welcome here! Now, tell me - just what is on Your mind? 

Caitanya:  My dear "uncle", You drink cow's milk, therefore the cow is like your mother. The bull produces grains for your maintenance. What kind of religion do you practice that allows you to kill your mother and father and eat them? 

Kazi: Why, just as You have Your scriptures, we have ours, known as the Holy Koran. In the Koran, there is a regulation for killing cows and if such killing is done under the guidance of scripture, there is no sin. 

Caitanya:  No! The Vedas clearly say that cows should not be killed. Therefore, the Hindus do not engage in cow killing.entity, then he can kill it and bring it back to life experimental purposes. Therefore, the great sages sometimes killed animals and brought them back to life by chanting the Vedic hymns, just to prove the power of the Vedas. But now, there are no brahmanas with such powers and so, in this age, such arts are strictly forbidden.


    In this age of Kali, five acts are forbidden: the offering of a cow in sacrifice, the offering of a horse in sacrifice, the acceptance of the order of sanyassa, the offering of oblations of flesh to the forefathers and a man's begetting children by his brother's wife.  

              Since you Mohammedans can not bring a dead animal back to life, you are responsible for killing that animal. Therefore, you are going to hell; there is no way for your deliverance. Cow killers are condemned to rot in hell for as many thousands of years as there are hairs on the body of the cow.

Kazi:  There are many such mistakes in our scriptures. Their
 compilers, not knowing the essence of knowledge, gave orders against all reason and argument.  

Caitanya:  My dear, uncle, I wish to ask you another question. Recently, in your city, there is always congregational chanting of the Holy Name going on. As a Mohammedan magistrate, you were at first opposed to the Hindus but now you do not do anything to stop them. When you broke the mrdanga drum, you made some threats but when the chanting continued on the streets, you did not carry them out. I cannot understand why this change has come over you. 

Kazi:  Kindly listen, O Gaura Hari! Please come to a private place, I shall then explain. 

Caitanya:  Do not be afraid of these men, they are all My confidential associates, speak frankly. 

Kazi:   (a little hesitant) Well, when I went to the Hindu's street, broke the drum and forbade the congregational chanting, that very night I had a terrible dream. I saw a greatly fearful lion, roaring very loudly, His body like a human being and His face like a lion! Roaring loudly. He placed His nails on my chest!!  He said to me: "I shall immediately split your chest just as you broke the mrdanga drum! You have forbidden the performance of My congregational chanting, therefore, I   must destroy you! (Kazi closes his eyes and trembles.)   If you perform such activities again, I shall not be tolerant. At that time, I shall kill you, your entire family and all the meat-eaters!! (roars)

              After saying this, the lion left, but I was very much afraid of Him! Just see the marks of His nails on my heart!

(Kazi rips open his shirt to show the long, red nail marks of Lord Nrsinghadev. Everyone is amazed except for Lord Caitanya.) 

              I know now that You are the Supreme Lord, Narayana Himself and I take shelter of You. 

Caitanya:  (Pleased, Lord Caitanya touches the kazi.) The chanting of the Holy Name from 

Your mouth has performed a wonder. It has nullified the reactions of your many sins. Now, you 

have become supremely pure. 

Kazi:   Only by Your mercy have my bad intentions vanished. Kindly favor me so that my devotion will always be fixed upon You. 

Caitanya: I wish to beg you for one favor in charity. You must pledge that this Sankirtan Movement will never again be stopped by you, at least not in the district of Nadia.

Kazi:  To as many descendants as take birth in my dynasty in the future, I give this grave 

admonition: No one shall  check this Sankirtan Movement!

All:   Hari Bol! Hari Bol! (kirtan)









