 Sargal Singh 2- Sargal Singh is Dead!PRIVATE 

Note  This play would be easy to do at a center where there are many "shaved-up" devotees. One can also buy "bald-head wigs" at a joke and novelty shop.

Scene One 
(An old farmer and his ass stumble out. They are both rickety and tired. The ass costume may be as simple as a gray chaddar shawl covering a devotee on his hands and knees, long ears may be added.) 

Farmer: Ah, Sargal Sing, hold boy! Hard day today? Field's pretty

 
rocky this time of year. I'll get you some nice hay

 
(affectionately slaps ass). You're a fine beast, I couldn't survive without you! (ass stumbles, shivers and gets back up shakily) Sargal Sing, hold boy! Are you alright? What a good soul you are! You're getting old like me. We've been through a lot, huh boy? Now we're old and this farm is all we've got left. Got to keep it together. (ass tumbles, gets up shakily but won't walk) Come on, boy, we’ve got to get home before it gets dark. (Farmer is getting irritated, Sargal Singh is shaking.) Come on, boy, there's nice hay at home  I ain't got no she asses for you, but we're too old for that kind of stuff anymore. Work, eat and sleep, that's all we know. You gotta keep moving. (He slaps ass. Ass shivers and falls down. He lies still.) Sargal Singh? Sargal Singh?  Sargal Singh, my life and soul, dont die! Don't die ...I don't have anything left but you. Betty-Anne's been dead these last 10 years ... all I got is you and the farm ... and, without you, there is no farm. (Sargal Singh shivers, makes sounds.) Sargal Singh! (Sargal Singh dies. Farmer weeps loudly, throwing himself on the ground. Cries out.) What will I do?! Sargal Singh,my life and soul! (Farmer slowly calms down. Speaks to Sargal Singh.  ) I'll give you a good funeral. You'll be buried under your favorite tree with a nice headstone. Maybe, when I die someone will do the same for me. They'll lie my body down beside you and we'll be together til the end of time.


     But right now, I gotta get some bells to put around your neck and I'll get flowers, somehow, and ... and (breaks down again) ... I'll shave my head for you, just like if my father had died. I'll mourn you proper, Sargal Singh.   Right now. I'll go to the store and get some bells to put around your neck. O Sargal Singh! (He weeps with loud, ugly noises. He leaves stage area. Music. A store set is quickly set up. Unseen, the farmer removes his wig and re-enters with a shaved head and black clothing. In a crazy, lamentation sort of mood, he goes to the store. Store keeper looks up when the old farmer arrives, sees he is agitated but at first tries to act very calm.) 
Storekeeper: Good day! Fine day, today. What am I to do for you? Are you not feeling well? Can I get you something ... maybe one of these new pills? 

Farmer: I came to get... Sargal Singh! Sargal Singh is dead!          (weeps)My life is over! (weeps. Takes off his hat and holds      it over his heart. The merchant stares at his shaved head.)

I just came to get some flowers and religious decorations for the funeral ...

Storekeeper: Your head is shaved! 

Farmer: For Sargal Singh! If only I could have followed him!           Everything is in ruin now! O Sargal Singh! For you, I             shave my head. You were my life and soul. Alas! Alas!            What is the use of life without Sargal Singh? What a             calamity has happened? A great soul has died?

     (Merchant begins to weep.) He was a Savior!

Storekeeper: Please sir, just take whatever you need. I was just

 
    about to close up ... (He leaves the counter and thinks       aloud) What will happen to my business? People all over will be in mourning ... no one will buy my goods, we ...  we will all go to ruin. Sargal Singh, our life and soul has passed from this mortal world! I must follow the farmer's example.(He closes up shop and exits. He comes back with shaved head and a big sign for his shop that reads "Closed in honor of the passing of Mahatma Sargal Singh.   Let us all mourn together the passing of this great soul!" Merchant weeps and laments loudly. If possible the Farmer can stay on stage but at the far side, lamenting over the body of Sargal Singh.  ) 

Scene Two

(Stuffy, well-dressed banker enters, looking at his watch.) 

Banker: Thirty minutes left. Good. Time enough to pick up some things at the store and be back at the bank before closing. (He comes upon merchant.) Ho, what is this? Why are you lamenting, Storekeeper? (reads sign.)

Banker: Sargal Singh? Who is this Sargal Singh?   

Storekeeper: A great soul ... a great soul has died! What shall happen to us now? O beloved of the kingdom! O sage! O Spiritual Leader! You have left this material world and now all is bereft of you! 

Banker: What's this? Shops are closing ... people are lamenting in the streets ... Storekeeper, is this why you have shaved your head? 

Storekeeper: (The Merchant nods his assent and continues loudly

              weeping.) You'd best do the same. The people will all be agitated; show them you sympathize ...

Banker: May I use your store... purchase a razor...? 


   (the Merchant nods. Banker disappears, still crying out) I must hurry. No doubt there will be a rush on the bank. They will withdrawal all their money against hard times. (Banker does the hair switch and comes out again.) I had best close the bank completely until the people are calmer. Alas, what troubles befall us! I must get to the bank before the people find out. I have to save the bank. Sargal Singh!   Such a great soul ... such a great soul and now he has gone! Everything depended upon him and now we are without him! 

Scene Three 

(An Administrator is coming up the street and is bumped by the distracted Banker. The Banker sees who it is and is embarrassed that he has bumped such an important person but he is so overcome by grief that he has developed a case of hicups.) 

Banker: O(hic!)Ambassador of the King,(hic!) isn't it terrible?(hic!)  

Ambassador: My good banker, what has put you in such a state? Why are you crying and ... and what has happened to your hair? As the King's representative, I must know what is happening. 

Banker: Ohhhh! Everyone (hic!) is in great distress (hic!) ... the jewel of the kingdom, Sargal Singh has (hic!) departed! Sargal Singh! Sargal Singh(hic!) the sage! (weeps, then regains composure) The stores are closing! The (hic!) people are growing restless! Oh, who shall we take (hic!) direction from now? Sargal Singh(hic!) the saint is dead! We depended upon him (hic!) for everything(hic!) ! 

Ambassador: I must tell the King! Sargal Singh! Sargal Singh,         upon whom everything depended has left us! Right now I am        going to close up my bank; the people are liable to panic!       Sargal Singh is dead! What shall we do! (Banker hurries off      and Administrator sits down and laments.) Alas! Alas, what a      calamity! I must tell the King. First, I must shave my           head. O Woe, why have you settled so heavily on this             kingdom. I have to pull myself together. O Sargal Singh,         accept these few hairs as a memorial to your great service! 

(Administrator stumbles off, weeping. Offstage he switches to shaved head.) 

Scene Four  

King: (seeing administrator entering) What is this? Your head! Why have you shaved your head like this? Come on, pull yourself together; what is worth such lamentation? 

Ambassador: O my King, please hear the sad news  the people are all in unrest, the merchants have closed all the stores, the banks have been abandoned, all inauspicious signs have appeared now, for Sargal Singh is dead! 

King: Sargal Singh? Who is this Sargal Singh?   

Ambassador: A great soul! Everything depended upon him. Alas! Alas, what shall we do now!? 

King: A saint in my kingdom and I have never heard of him?

 
 Where did he reside? What did he teach? Who are his followers? 

Ambassador: I... I ... I don't know!! But he was such a great

 
   soul and ... I ... 

King: You don't know and you've shaved your head? Who are you lamenting for? 

Ambassador: O King, you must do something! Civil war may break out at any moment ... What shall we do? 

King: Enough!! You are speaking from what authority? Who is this Sargal Singh?   Who told you about this? 

Ambassador: Oh, all the people ... the banker was the first to tell me about this ...

King: Let's go see him. This must be cleared up immediately!  (They exit to go and see the banker.)

Banker: O your Majesty! Have you come to be with the people in  their darkest hour? What shall we do? Sargal Singh, our life and soul is dead! 

King: Who is this Sargal Singh?   

Banker: The foremost sage of all ages! The Savoir! Our hope!  Our Spiritual Master! 

King: Where did he live? What scripture did he use? 

Banker: I don't know ... but this morning, I went to the general      store and heard it all from the merchant. 

King: The merchant? You listened to a merchant? Let's go see the merchant. (They all go off to see the merchant. They seem   suspicious now.) 

King: So, no one knows who this Sargal Singh is, but everyone is glorifying him. What nonsense this is! (They come upon the lamenting merchant) 

Banker: Merchant! The King has comes to know about Sargal Singh!     (Merchant tries to pull himself together in the presence of the King, but his sorrow is too great) O King! O King, such a great calamity! All is ruined! I fear even you cannot save us!

King: Steady, merchant. For what are you weeping? Speak plainly        now for I have heard enough nonsense about this imaginary saint. 

Storekeeper: Sargal Singh is dead! 

King: (very gravely) So, who is this Sargal Singh?  

Storekeeper: (Shocked by King's reply) Sargal Singh. Sargal Singh the

      saint. Sargal Singh, the Sage. Sargal Singh, our savior! Our life and soul, without whose aid we can get nothing done, such a soul is dead. O King, take up this lamentation ...     if you do not feel the loss, then for your people sake, that they may know the import of this day! Shave your head!     Join us in mourning!

King: Still, you have not told me who this Sargal Singh is.

 
Now, where did he preach and who were his followers? And why was I not informed of this sage's presence before? 

Storekeeper: (looks puzzled) Uhhhh ...

King: (sarcastically) When did you hear of this Saint, Sargal         Singh?   

Storekeeper: This... this morning ... an old man ... a farmer came in and he was buying flowers and religious decorations for the funeral of a great soul. Up until that time I had never heard of Sargal Singh, but the farmer informed that Sargal Singh was the Savior! 

King: Enough. How dangerous is the spread of false rumor. The kingdom is lamenting and no one knows why! If a saint has died, let him be properly honored. If not ... The old man ... the farmer ... Where is he to be found? 

Storekeeper: Well, I didn't know the old man well. I suppose, he came from over in the far valley where the good farmland is. Generally, that's where the oldest farms are.

(They all leave the stage and return, heading right for the old farmer who still laments over the body of Sargal Singh.  )

Storekeeper: This way!

Farmer: Sargal Singh. Sargal Singh, my life and soul! All is over, all is ruined. 
(The group has heard this. They approach closer. The old man is oblivious to them.) 

Farmer: O Sargal Singh, my dear friend, remember your youth  what a spry beast you were when you first came to me ... What am I going to do? I can't afford to buy another mule and I can't farm alone. You were the best friend I ever had.

King: (to others) So this is Sargal Singh? This is the great sage.(Townspeople are shrinking from king, fearing punishment.) 

King: You have acted foolishly. You said "saint," you said a "great soul." 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 an ass. 


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








