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(An old man and his mule are trudging along a road. The mule stumbles, lies down

and refuses to go any further.)

Farmer: Just a little further, old pal, another half an hour, maybe. We can't stop now if we are going to make it to the market by closing time. Yes, you and I, we're both getting older, now. Maybe, one of these days, we can retire , that's when you can just sit in the shade all day and remember all the good times we've had! But, we can't do that now, can't afford it! C'mon, get up ... Get up! Can't stop now. What's the matter? You sick, old pal? Oh, no! Oh, No! He's dead!! Goodbye, old pal! I'm going to miss you!  You've been my only friend these long years! I won't forget you, pal ... I'll give you a proper burial ... I'll even shave my head for you, just as if my father or Spiritual Master had died ... because you were the best friend I ever had. 

(Music. He old man goes off crying and returns with a shaved head.) 

Scene Two. At the General Store

Storekeeper: Old man, why have you shaved your head like this? 

Farmer: You don't know? Sargal Singh is dead! He was a great soul! 

Storekeeper: No! Say, it is not true! 

Farmer: He was everything to me! Kind, merciful, tolerant, his

 
patience was a shelter to me in good and bad times and all kinds of weather. I have come to purchase some flowers and religious decorations for his funeral.

Storekeeper: This is terrible  what a calamity has befallen us!   Please, take anything you want for the funeral. Please take everything. I will go and shave my head also!! (He leaves. The Farmer takes some flowers and leaves the store. He laments on the side of the stage over the body of Sargal Singh. The Storekeeper puts up a large sign, " Closed to     Mourn the Passing of Mahatma Sargal Singh," then he leaves    again.) 

Soldier: Storekeeper? Service! Service! 

Storekeeper: (enters) We are closed today. Didn't you see the sign?   Don't you know that today is a day of mourning? 


  (He reads the sign, then notices Storekeeper's shaved head)


  Why have you shaved your head like this??

Storekeeper: You don't know? Sargal Singh is dead!! He was our

 
   only shelter  the Mahatma! He gave light to everyone      now we are bereft of his association forever. (He weeps) 

Soldier: No! We are doomed without his wisdom and guidance! I must shave my head at once! 


(The Soldier goes off. The Storekeeper stays on the other side of the stage from the Old Man.) 

Scene Three 

(The  Captain struts impatiently back and forth, then a small troop of soldiers stumbles in, lines up and salutes. They all have shaved heads. The Captain is astonished.)
Captain: My company! Why have you shaved your heads like this??? 

Soldiers: (together) Captain, you don't know? Sargal Singh is dead! 

Soldier: He was the savior of all mankind! Without his mercy, this world has become dark! 

(The soldiers wail uncontrollably. To the side, the 


Storekeeper and the Old Man lament) 

Captain: Everyone must have a ten day Leave of Mourning! Go and 


take shelter of his teachings! Try to maintain your life, somehow, now in our misfortune. (They all leave, slowly, crying.) 

Scene Four

(The King sits with his Brahman advisor. The Captain enters and offers respect, removing his hat.) 

King: Captain! Why have you shaved your head like this? 

Captain: Your Majesty! You don't know? Sargal Singh is dead!! The whole world is mourning the loss of this Mahatma! (He laments.) 

Advisor: Your Majesty! Who is Sargal Singh! 

King: You don't know?

Advisor: No, I've never heard of him. 

King: Either have I, really. Captain, who is Sargal Singh? 

Captain: I don't know. My company showed up this morning with 


their heads shaved as if they were mourning the passing of a great saint so I gave them all a ten day Leave of Mourning. I'll go try to find one of them, right away. 


(The Captain leaves. Music. He soon finds a shaven-headed soldier lamenting.) 

Soldier: Soldier! Who is Sargal Singh? 

Soldier: Captain! You don't know? 

Captain: No, I don't know. The King doesn't know. The King's Advisor doesn't know ... 

Soldier: I don't know. I saw that the Storekeeper at the General Store had closed his doors to honor the passing of a Great Soul ...

Captain: Let's go see that Storekeeper! 

 (Music. They both go to the Storekeeper, who is still lamenting.) 

Soldier: Storekeeper! Who is Sargal Singh? 

Storekeeper: You don't know?

Soldier: No, I don't know. My Captain doesn't know, the King 


   doesn't know, the King's Adviser doesn't know. 

Storekeeper: I don't know. The old farmer who comes in once a 


   month said that a Great Soul has left this world. He had    shaved his head and was preparing his funeral. 

Captain: So, let us go and find this old farmer and ask him who Sargal Singh is. (Music. They all approach the Old Farmer.)

Captain: Sir! Who is Sargal Singh? 

Farmer: You don't know? Sargal Singh is dead!! 

Captain: No, I don't know, no one else knows either, or where he can be found. The whole town has shaved their heads, closed their shops ... but, no one has ever heard of Sargal Singh before! They all thought that everyone knew who Sargal Singh was except them!

Farmer: Here is the body of Sargal Singh, right here. 

Captain: This is a mule's body!! 

Farmer: Not just any mule! This mule was my friend, my 
confidante, my co-worker for twenty long, long years. He had a strong back and a soft heart. He loved everyone. He never complained. I wish that I had gone to heaven with him! How can I go on without him? All of the world is dark and empty now! 

Captain: Oh, no! We have been very foolish! By our own pride, we have been the victim of false rumors! The King will have our heads! 


(Music. They return to the King.)
SCENE FIVE - At the King's Palace

Captain: Your Majesty, we were foolish due to our pride. We did not want to appear lacking in knowledge so we conformed to the foolishness of others. We freely attributed noble qualities to an undeserving soul. Truth to be told, sire, the rumor was started by an old farmer who is very aggrieved by the death of his farm animal  an old mule by the name of Sargal Singh. We hope that we can learn from this embarrassing experience.

King:Ha ha! A mule!? You have acted foolishly. Stop your

 
weeping.Do not be afraid; there will be no punishments. Your actions are tribulations enough. Simply, please learn not to accept mere hearsay. To avoid such mistakes, you must learn who the proper authorities are. If someone is said to be a teacher then you should ask, "What does he teach and what was his teacher's name." Test  does what you hear agree with the word of the scripture. Learn the qualities of a


real saintly person and then you may be fortunate enough to follow one. First, know the qualifications of a Spiritual Master  then you can talk of such things. This is called the test of "Guru Shastra Sadhu." That means that if the source of the teachings, the Guru, does not change the Scripture, Shastra, and if his follower or followers, Sadhus, also follow and teach the Scripture, then you can be confident that you are receiving knowledge of real value. If you accept blindly whatever you hear then you will follow anyone  even a mule. 


(The King leaves. The others look sadly in the direction of the farmer and his mule. One by one they slowly, pensively, leave the stage.) 








