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by Adhoksaja dasa and Markendeya dasa

[The Brahmana hangs his kaupins up on a branch to dry and sits down to meditate. A mouse enters quietly, sneaks up to where the kaupins are, sniffs around and snatches them. As he excitedly starts hurrying away, he makes louder sounds, rousing the Brahman.]

Mouse: Eeep! Eeep! Eeep! Eeep!

Brahman: What? Hey! Hey! Come back here with those! [He chases the mouse around the stage a few times and then gives him a football tackle around the legs.]

Mouse: Yeeeeee!

Brahman: Aha! You didn't know I used to be a linebacker for Brooklyn College, did you?

Mouse: Yeee! Yeee!

Brahman: Gimme those! [he grabs the kaupins and gets up] Now get out of here before I give you such a charley horse!

Mouse: Yeee! Yeee! Yeee! Yeee! [mouse runs off]

Brahman: Hmmm. I think this mouse is going to be a real problem. He's obviously a troublemaker, that one, because there's certainly not much nutritional value in kaupins. He's sure to be back again as soon as I close my eyes. Oy, this I needed? What to do now?

[As he thinks, a salesman enters, carrying an attaché case.]

Salesman: Good morning! Allow me to introduce myself.

Brahman: And if I do, you'll leave me alone?

Salesman: Well, right after I...

Brahman: I didn't think so. All right, let's get it over with. I know you can't be another great sage, because a great sage would never wear a burgundy tie with a navy jacket like that. That's a terrible combination.

Salesman: My name is Pratap Patel, and I want you to know that I just witnessed how you were harassed by that mouse.

Brahman: You "witnessed" that, Flat Top? What are you, a lawyer? You think I've got a case against that mouse?

Salesman: No, no. I'm a traveling salesman. I've got just the thing you need to keep that mouse away.

Brahman: (feigning disbelief): No!

Salesman: Oh, yes. Right here. (He walks off for a moment and comes back with a cat.)

Cat: Meow! Meeoww!

Brahman: Logical. Boldly, unabashedly logical. But, I'm afraid I must disappoint you my friend, because I don't have any money with me, whatsoever. You see, I'm unbelievably renounced, and my only business is meditating on the Brahmajyoti.

Salesman: Not even Traveler’s Checks? 

Brahman: Nothing. "Austerity is the wealth of the Brahman;” you don't want any of that, right?

Salesman: (pause) Well, it's described in the Vedas that if one gives in charity to a Brahmana then, in the future, he will receive much good karmic results for enjoying gross sensual pleasures in a pious way. So ... you please take this cat as a gift.

Brahman: After a speech like that, how can I refuse? Thank you very much.

Salesman: No problem. (He bows with folded palms.) Namaskara!

Brahman: (Folding palms and bowing) The same!

(Lights out)

Narrator: Some days later, the salesman returned to see if the cat was doing it's prescribed duty of keeping the from stealing the Brahmana's kaupins. (Lights up. The Brahman is standing over the cat with his hands on his hips.)

Cat: Meow! Meeoww!

Brahman: Sshh! 

Salesman: My dear Brahmana, what has happened?

Brahman: Hey, Flat Top, right? This furball is making so much noise that I can't concentrate!

Cat: Meowww! Meooww!

Brahman: Ssshhh!

Salesman: Perhaps, it has eaten something inappropriate. What have you been feeding it?

Brahman: Feeding it? Who's been feeding it? I've been absorbed in meditation! 

Salesman: Ah, that's where the problem lies. You've got to feed the cat.

Brahman: Feed it what? You think I've got a thirty-pound sack of "Mouse Bits" out here? 

Cat: Meooowwww!!!

Brahman: Sssshhhhh!!!

Salesman: No, no! Simple milk will do. All you need is a cow.

Brahman: Oh, fine. Now where in Sam Hill am I going to find a cow?

Cat: Meooowwww!!!

Brahman: Sssshhhhh!!!

Salesman: I just happen to have one with me. [He walks off and comes back with a cow. The cat rolls over and sits up, interested.]

Brahman: Wonderful! Now, pray tell, who's going to milk the cow to feed the cat to keep the mouse away from my kaupins so I can sit and meditate in peace?

Salesman: Well . .  . I guess you need a wife!

Brahman:  A wife! I'm not even seeing anybody!

Salesman:  That's all right. I just happen to have a daughter of marriageable age, and if you would accept her hand, I would consider it a great honor to have a learned brahmana like yourself as my son-in-law.

Brahman: Well, I don't know. Is she good looking?

Salesman: Is she good looking!? Is Blackbeard a pirate?

Brahman:  Please, don't remind me of the Pirates! I used to be a baseball fanatic! I know every player on every team by heart!

Salesman: [calling] Jayanti! Jayanti!

Jayanti: Yes Father?

[Jayanti enters. Theirs eyes meet. They are very attracted to each other.]

Brahman: Well, hello there! What's your sign? [lights out. Salesman exits.]

Narrator: So, the traveling salesman performed a quick marriage ceremony. But, after only three weeks had passed, there was another disturbance to the brahmana's meditation:

Wife:  [singing] I need a new sari.

Brahman: [singing] I'm terribly sorry!

Wife: And bracelets on my hands.

Brahman: Don't bug me, I'm in trance!

Wife: And all my food cooked in ghee.

Brahman: I haven't got a buck on me!

Mouse, Cow and Cat: He lives tax-free!

Wife: Silver rings, gold rings, even on my thumb.

Brahman: I've been laid off since 1991!

Mouse, cat and cow: He's been laid off since 1991!

Wife: I need a big mansion!

Brahman: It's out of the question.

Wife: A private, chauffeured bus?

Brahman: You can't be serious!

Wife: A marble tub in which to soak?

Brahman: I hate to disappoint you, but I'm broke.

Wife: Silk scarves, satin sheets, and servants on every side!

Brahman: It's totally impossible because I'm unemployed!

Wife: Chippendale furniture, diamonds on a chain.

Brahman: I haven't got a rupee to my name!

Wife: Then, there's only one solution now that's worth considering. You'll have to get a job and forget your meditation.

Brahman: What?!

Cow: MOOOOO!!

Cat: Meeooowww!!

Brahman: Oh, I don't believe what I have created!

Cow and Cat: MOOO!!! MEEEOWWW!!!

Wife: Not only that, but I want a son!

Brahman: No! No!

Wife: A dozen sons!

Brahman: No! No!

Wife: Don't come back until you have a job!

Brahman: No! No! No!

Wife: And build a house!

Brahman: No! No!

Cow: MOOOO!

Cat: MEOWW!

[Lights out, everyone exits except Brahman. He looks bewildered. A Devotee enters.]

Devotee: I remember you! The impersonalist meditator, do it all yourself guy! How's it going?

Brahman: Please don't rub it in. To protect some kaupins worth about three paise from a mouse, I needed a cat ... then a cow for milk to feed the cat ... then a wife to milk the cow to feed the cat. She wasn't happy, so to keep her happy so she continues to milk the cow - I have to get a job!

Devotee:  I know, I know. So, what are you going to do?

Brahman: Ommmmmmmmmm

Devotee: That's good, but actually the process of solitary meditation is a little artificial.

Brahman: Now you tell me!

Devotee: [handing the Brahman some japa beads]: Here, Better you should chant with me the Hare Krsna mantra and become completely free of all material attachments in a natural way.     We'll get you set up on a home study program of the books by His Divine Grace A. C. Bhaktivedanta Prabhupada. Come to the temple and worship and serve Krsna, eat sanctified foodstuffs, more chanting ... You and your family will advance in Self-Realization and be happy in this life and get free from the cycle of material entanglement once and for all!

Brahman: Thank You. Hare Krsna!! [Lights out]







