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Dedication

 

For my mother who always read stories to me, and who knows me better than anyone.

 

For my family, original & spiritual, for you are very dear to my heart.

 

To His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta and the whole guru-Parampara (master disciple lineage) including my spiritual master His Holiness Kadamba Kanana Swami.

 

 

 





Life is a Travel

 

Based on a true story.

 

This play is for the people and the freedom. 

 

For a world of Peace, Love, Union in the Spirit of Life.

 

Stories come alive and are truly powerful when read aloud. So share these simple yet beautiful stories with everybody especially your neighbours.
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Prologue

 

Once a Traveler was looking for all that life has to offer. Lo and behold, freedom awaits, lasting satisfaction dawns, true wealth immerses and all sorrow fleets by dint of a single travel.

 

The Traveler is very fortunate because he is able to follow in the footsteps of great personalities, but first we have to do the work. Traveling is no easy endeavour but playfully, it can be an exploration of the depth of life including its profound relationships.

 

“I give my mum a last hug, it was the hardest and most nerve and soul-wrecking one but what if, when I come back I'm her new boy - maybe even a man.”

 

On this search for truth the Traveler gains insight and growth, always curious to know the inner value of human life. Thereby questions arise: Are we here to enjoy and merge into Oneness? Are we unique and differently searching bliss?

 

Who is this person I call God, and who am I in this regard? Yes, we might end up in a sacred space where everyone dances and chants ecstatically… Well, to say the least, the Traveler found something endlessly valuable, that is leading towards the boundless of love of the absolute truth. 

 

Are you ready to embark on a journey from darkness to light? Let’s follow the Characters who are simply set; like Father & Son who are reading the sacred book, Bhagavata Purana, in an evening setting. Let’s hear from them while they share questions and answers based on a timeless story.

 

Within the dialogue of Father & Son develops a modern fairytale of a young prince, and his mysterious arrival in the earthly plane. Because he failed in his spiritual quest for self-realization, he had to take birth again, emerging in a river that leads to the Garden of the Royal family. 

 

Comparison can be drawn to the story of Syakamuni, Gautama, the future Buddha, whereby restlessness is a motive, but a much greater one is the harmlessness and balance in the show of the dark age. Throughout the story, a dialogue between a Beggar and the Traveler develops and it turns out that actually the scene is a depiction of a previous Master-Student relationship that took place before the dark age. Both remember, transcending current bodily comforts, tuning into the divine exchange.

 

So it happens that their timeless exchange must find new ground in this age, where the Yoga Teacher comes into play, receiving this exchange and rendering it towards the community of interested, curious and seeking youth. From the moment the Yoga Teacher hears the stories he loses his impersonal conception of the Absolute and finally finds joy in accepting a personal, transcendental and spiritual relationship to Krishna, who invites all of  to participate in the program nearby.

 

As all of them are eager to know more, and dependent on a little help, they accept the invitation to join the temple and have a huge feast at the Hare Krsna Temple.

 

All of them chant & dance in bliss. The story unfolds and the Father explains that this is how got to know Krishna, the Maha Mantra and the Srimad Bhagavatam.

 

In glorification of this journey of life, from an unknown travel, uncertain in nature, steeped in impersonal ideas and concocted philosophies, to steady ground, landing in this endeavour, through thick & thin, dependent on the well-wishing hand of a friend.

 

By this mercy, the Travel receives a paper & pen to pinpoint the human struggle, noting human greed, dependency, lust, addiction, consumerism, corruption, falsity of sense perception, materialistic longings and desires that eventually long for love.

 

Love is a grand theme in this play, expanded to divine love of a personal, perfect and absolute Being that we call God or Krsna. With this focus on love and sharing it wholeheartedly to the whole world, the Traveler intends to follow in the footsteps of holy men and master teachers.

 

 

 

 





Characters:

 

	Krishna & Rukmini (in Conversation, based on Srimad Bhagavatam)


	Father (narrator) & Son (listener) (in good night setting)


	A Traveler & his travel diary


	A lonely Beggar & his tea pot


	The Yoga Teacher & his students


	A child Prince


	His father, the King


	The princess Queen


	Angel of God


	Sadhu (holy man)


 

	The Traveler & Falk, the boy; 


	The Traveler & his two friends Leon & Lasse; Mother Sagres (daytime-setting)


	Bookseller-Couple


	Wes, the truck driver


	Milkshakebar-owner 


	The SUV driver


	The bearded black cloaked street artist (with horns)


	Jio, the Jamaican friend


	The Hare Krishnas


	Zack, the Monk


 

 

 

 

Abbreviation

 

SB - Srimad Bhagavatam

PLUS - Peace, Love, Union Spirit

 

Essentials

 

Paraphernalia of play, travel guitar, a journal, a backpack, Srimad Bhagavatam, etc…
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Prelude 

 

(A father reads Srimad Bhagavatam with his Son, evening setting)

 

“Because You are suitable for me, I have chosen You, the master and Supreme Soul of all the worlds, who fulfill our desires in this life and the next. May Your feet, which give freedom from illusion by approaching their worshiper, give shelter to me, who have been wandering from one material situation to another.”

 

(Read from SB 10.60.43)

 

(A Father tells his children a story from a book, Srimad Bhagavatam, where Rukmini & Krishna are in Conversation, then the Son & Father are discussing it:)

 

(The Son wonders what would be the circumstances  and how his father got to know the book, he asks: What is the spiritual world like?)

 

“It comes to a time when the world is a playground forever green and prosperous, neither in the future, nor in the past, there, all the people are free.”

 

(The Son longs to hear more)

“This freedom is present because all agree this to be the one way to eternal evergreens.”

 

(The father continues reading ŚB:) 

 

KRISHNA speaks to Rukmini: “You mistakenly heard about My having very exalted character, although factually I was nothing more than a beggar. Without seeing Me and My actual position, simply by hearing about Me,(…)”

 

(The Son inquires of what a beggar is… There, the father tells a little story)

 

(A first scene takes places; the beggar is preparing his morning)

 

On a free day, a beggar woke up by the light of the rising sun, beautifully warm it shone into his face and his eyes started to glare. What a simple yet nice picture of nature and humans living in a relationship, like a mother wakes up a child.

 

(The father impersonates the voices of the beggar in  a deep tome)

 

'Here we go, a new day!' Nothing is like it used to be yesterday and the beggar had just one point on his bucket-list:

To be grateful.

 

So, he followed along and bowed down to the already golden sun to thank for the smooth awakening.

 

'What a joyous day, may this be a good One!'

 

(The father uses the momentum and tells the story of the Traveler)

 

(Next scene, the Traveler arrives)

 

There a Traveler came along a way out of the morning mist and greeting the beggar with a smile. 

 

(Again the father impersonates the voice, now light and young)

 

'Hello, my begging friend, what a beautiful day isn't it?’

 

(The beggar remains stern in his meditation)

 

They both united on the splendour of the sunrise and came into a conversation of no words. Silence brought a friend, so the beggar also bowed down to appreciate the silence of the moment. 

 

(With a look the beggar tells the Traveler to stand next to him)

 

The Traveler looked and felt to do the same, why not? 

 

(In this scene both stand for considerable time to look into the horizon, into everlasting freedom, breathing, closing the eyes, embracing the warmth, until the Traveler gains awareness again)

 

So they sat and stared into the sunlight, until the Traveler packed out. He’s got a bag full of stories and who better to meet than this lonely beggar with all the time in the world?

 

(Now the father gives the story into the hand of the Traveler, sparking the curiosity of the Son who inquires of what happened next)

 

Here the Traveler picked out his beloved writings and opened it with a glance

 

(Now the narration of the Father pauses, and the Traveler takes his stage, a sound scape is creating an image of lonesome heroism in the midst of the world, where everyone needs love, a silent piece with flute played by the Beggar)





 

 

Act 1 

 

(The Story of Srimad Bhagavatam continues though the whole play, the voice of the father glorifies Srimad Bhagavatam by rendering a background story to his Son)

 

“My Lord, You have stated that only the beggars praise Your glories, and that is also perfectly correct. But who are those beggars? Those beggars are all exalted devotees, liberated personalities and those in the renounced order of life. They are all great souls and devotees who have no other business than to glorify You. Such great souls forgive even the worst offenders. These so-called beggars execute their spiritual advancement in life, tolerating all tribulations in the material world…”

 

(Even the Traveler listens, but finds his diary in his hand taking the stage, presenting it to the beggar)

 

(Sound of nature, birds, water, flute softly played)

 

 





A Traveler’s Journal

 

(The Journal is thick & it is well kept, beautifully written, nicely organized, with a hard but colourful colour of a spiritual artist, many different sketches, drawings, portraits & diary entries are held within, the Traveler gets into a special mood, opening his heart, speaking in a clear voice)

 

Reflect to See Yourself,

Over view to keep the ground,

don’t drown in waves of fear,

follow the light of sound,

do sometimes drop a tear. 

 

Live, cry, laugh and dance.

Let the energy in,

Glance in advance

let the world within spin.

 

Can you Enjoy the breeze, the wind of surrendering to the highs and lows, let it be the promise to a world of smiles, a lofty love of community, the embrace of unity.

 

Greet the trees and keep it up, 

there is a journey without a stop, 

can you feel the salty drop of the sea, 

the wonderful stillness of the freedom, a love to be?

 

Oh you hear this voice from above. 

You be, you see, you are free. 

Appreciate the flow of the wavy winds, 

greet the endless shore

and feel, all you adore.

 

(Here the Traveler walks to shore, looks around and sees the Beggar listening attentively to the waves, the Traveler has brought a big bag of stories. The Traveler continues:)

 

Hearing a Prophecy

 

(The Traveler gets into a state of spiritual ecstasy, or trance; his voice light but strong and stern, his gestures are eccentric, his mimic extensive, his arms expand, loudly he tells:)

 

The Adventure shall be the fulfillment of a prophecy, a true enchantment of the spirit in harmony.

 

 God may be sending One to this earth, sowing an endless seed, in His hand one’s prosperous deed that longs to meet. 

 

It is the love of a wandering soul, endlessly searching an infinite goal.

 

(The Traveler ponders up and down the sandy shore)

 

It is the time to shine, to let the sad of the world whine, 

to be truly with yours and thine.

 

(Waiting for the sunrise)

 

Blessed are the longing One’s that strive to serve and grow, like a flower blooming that longs to show, its grace and beautiful serenity, joyfully expressed and blissfully dressed in layers and layers of harmony.

 

(Here the Traveler becomes sentimental, dropping a tear, thinking about his divine mission and raising his hands in the sky to pray for forgiveness.

Consequently, he weeps a comedic song with a travelers guitar, the beggar hears it)

 

Love Song to a Stranger

 

(It’s a song story of the season in the mountains, winter & spring & summer time, sweet and melodious the Traveler sings:)

 

Oh a wonder the people I’ve met,

One of a-kind and no two to bet,

so I dedicate this song to them all -

may all be blessed on their call (again x2).

 

Sitting right here in winter resort, 

no time to waste, the days are so short, 

so I spend the days on blank white slopes,

Without a doubt, without the hopes,

suddenly there comes a skier my way,

‘hey, you look lost on this windy day!’

 

So we carefully find a way out, 

without an injury, without a doubt,

Thank you my dear friend, that was much fun!

There’s no fear, rays from the sun,

shine on you crazy ski-bum,

I will be back, from where I have come.

 

Up the mountain peaks

 

So I make it to the mountains again,

this time it’s spring, my friend.

The flowers that bloom in the wilderness creek,

winter is over, now’s time to seek

a new adventure, all alone,

where is the way, lost without a phone!

 

So I walk an unknown path to the peak,

of course there’s someone going down to the creek,

Hello you flower, a wild wander smile,

she comes a hold, we talk for a while.

 

There is no way up the mountain side,

snow is still covering the high tide.

Trust in my words and you will see,

it takes sometime for the way to be free.

 

That is ok, I trust you my dear,

behind her ear flowers appear,

magical forest, we change a gear,

while walking along, nature drops a tear.

 

So summer came by and the waters roar,

it’s time to fly and let spirit soar,

dive into the liquid blue ocean bed,

completely wet my body feels fed,

the mind at peace and all in ease,

whatever happens it is here to please.

 

So music comes over and the night drops in,

what a glorious win-win-win,

As the fire ignites we burn the sin,

let the party of life now begin!

 

On the shore, we gather around, 

the burning wood and waves sound,

all I wish for the world to be, 

surrounded by people harmoniously.

 

Hello, can I come this place?

I have no home to warm my face.

Seeing your fire gives me chills,

may I be here enjoying the stills?

 

We invite this homeless friend,

because the fire is for all to end.

There is no difference, we are all the same,

playing this elemental game,

from the infinite source,

ruled by an endless force.

 

So can you play us a song, we ask him,

cluelessly searching and scratching his chin,

he picks up the wood and tune’s it along,

when he starts with our favourite song:

 

(now the Traveler starts to sing one more stanza  and all tension passes with a nice outro played on acoustic guitar)

 

Like a gem from every different side

Every facet no wrong nor right 

Let life be a wild ride

With a clear sight.

 

(Written on a journey in B.C., Canada to Hot Keys Springs meeting a folk singer on the bonfire, Winter 2015/Summer 2016)

 

(This song is sort of an answer to the question, ‘where have you come from?’  The Travel is surprised by the flute play of the beggar and smiles, it seems they have found a good jam)

 

(Now a dialog ensues, praising the mood and the Traveler picks back up the guitar and starts to express his longing ‘to go somewhere’)

 

I Gotta Go Somewhere

 

(Sweet and melodious, the Traveler sings;)

 

It all started when I said to myself;

 I gotta go somewhere…

 

 From the duality away

 I stepped into a plane

 to experience a true way, 

to be One in this game.

 

What I can call life,

 this is the time,

now it is ripe  

when the travel started to shine…

 

(The dialog continues and the Traveler speaks of his experience:)

 

“On the way countless things happened, but the Oneness truly came into being when I lost all I knew. “

 

“In nature, I forget to be someone, but I just be. So I could truly express and be free, to truly come to Unity, to the core, the source, the divine essence.”

 

(We hear the fire sparkling still, the beggar puts on for a tea, waves of the water bodies vibrate, birds sing in the distance, a sustaining resonator sound of the guitar vibrates)

 

“This travel is the greatest discovery of my life. Since I shared this experience to let everyOne know; 

but what is there to know?”

 

(The Traveler looks silently towards the fire and the beggar, holding a pause, the beggar answers simply)

 

“To live, just know to live.”

 

(This question and answer session may seem mysterious, but it continues in a song, waves roam, the Traveler picks up his voice and sings:)

 

 “Like the breeze of the wind, 

like the gulls that freely sing,

we Are life, just flowing all around, 

Can you hear the sound?”

 

(The beggar answers in chanson, picking up a tea pot)
“Just listen as we go, along the nature way, 

each and every day come to see, to just be.”

 

 

(The Travel smiles and reciprocates:)

“This is all within our hands, 

can one open up and glance?

There is something in front so beautiful and nice,

watch it flowing down, down down down.”

 

(The beggar answers again in a chanson)

“That is the nectar, that is the splice,

that is the One we call life.”

 

(The beggar collects water from a spring, the Traveler continues to chant:)

 

So just go for a ride,

 on the wave of life, 

the beautiful discovery, 

the great adventure possibly, 

all within unity,

of dark and light,

of day and night,

of peace and fight,

all is one, all is one,

OOONE LIFE.

(Silence and nature sounds, guitar ringing)

 

 

 

The Journey to Oneself

 

(The Traveler cares to look at the bright horizon of the ocean, then to his listening friend, the Beggar, than he continues with this travel story:)

 

“It’s another travel; One so easy to overlook but probably the most important of our lives. When we can’t see that there is more to the eye, we are certainly blind to see the beauty of every creature’s nature, including ourselves. 

 

This beauty does not lay in your belongings, believes, your attitude, status or finances, it lays in your core, your essence, your nature. 

This is the source of your life energy, where all actions, thoughts, emotions stem from. So whenever this question comes up: Who am I or what did I just do? You can be sure, it is you, but can you be sure where the source of this is?”

 

(The Beggar hands the Traveler a tea, inquiring:)

“Well, have you ever asked? 

Have you ever asked yourself?”

 

(The Traveler takes a cup and remains attentive, whilst the beggar continues:)

 

“When you start asking yourself, you will notice that everything you do came from within, you can also be aware that most of your doings are just reactions or mind-triggered. This is not your source, this is just a cloud with no ground.”

 

(The Traveler looks inside the tea cup, the beggar continues)

 

“When the sky is clear and all clouds disappear, you will be able to see the sun, the same for your source, only when all the clouds of thoughts, emotions and attachments dissipate, the sky of infinite knowing, undisputed energy and unlimited bliss come into sight.”

 

(The beggar shares his wisdom in a positive manner, giving the Traveler an example, while both share a tea, the Traveler is thankful and quiet for a moment)

 

 

Conquest and Failure

 

(The Traveler then continues the poetry in a more dramatic and picturesque way, while moving and acting out the scenes, the Beggar watches delightfully)

 

 

 

 About a place I will

never forget…

 

Travel, Learn, Grow.

On all the ways I go.

 

It all started when I said to myself:

'I gotta go somewhere...' 

 

I drop the pen gazing onto the paper. 

Yes, this line is the start of something new;

 a story of a kid 

that didn't know what to do 

or where to go,

 in a time so precious others call it GAP. 

What a name is that?

 

Fallen for confusion in the game of life, 

I'll need a map, because maybe

every little GAP

holds a deeper cause - 

we jump, we climb, we tap -

A Great Adventure Pause! 

 

It's three a.m. and mad 

of carving more lines into my mind, 

I decide against another coffee time 

to make it through the night,

 but instead I call good life - my bed

to jump into the GAP

 

To Dream about an unknown place.

 

(That happened in a narrative voice, neutral, which changes now to a deep, compassionate one)

 

In nature's bare-footstep,

Imagine new discovery,

Of true companionship

One Self does not forget.

 

Like a bird I want to be -

No doubt, alive and free

from the feet to the head -

Flying high without regret.

 

In Nature's awesome way

From the valley where we stay to live, to be, to sway

Into this grand-new day.

 

I truly won't forget a travel to my soul

in good companionship,

with memories that last.

 

Dawning, 

adventure,

in the air,

only one lane to travel where,

 

So myths say, 

a Thunderbird 

flew so low to spread his wings and form

with a stunning storm. -

Dark shaded clouds,

pure thunder,

light beams -

one giant miracle illuminates

the world at dusk. From the Holy Beak,

down the lowest creek

to the highest Peak

Natives call Black Tusk.

 

(Water Sounds can be played, a green scenery of Garibaldi Lake in Spring with chirping birds, pointing towards the peak Black Tusk)

 

Where we find and seek:

 

A Travel to the Roots,

calling us to go somewhere.

A journey to the woods,

 leaving the city spare.

 We grow & rise, beyond the looks

to dare.

 

And shared, 

We leave urban Vancouver to the 99 - 

From Sea-to-Sky we ride.

On the cliffy shore

to explore where the pristine waters flow 

up the shiny snow 

from the Whistler's blow,

where the Mountains know why we bow down low.

 

(Scenes of Whistler provincial park mountains in spring)

 

We enter the Garibaldi Provincial Park

into a little parking lot. 

We carry what we need, free spirit in our Heart,

we wonder, hike & seek for Adventure.

 

(Traveler looks at the beggar, thinking: Are you getting into the travel mood? While the beggar smiles, rests, the Traveler continues:)

 

We find a travel tick 

to hike the narrow track up a sloping path, 

overleaping stones,

gathering the feel

of liberty and wanderlust.

 

We learn, live and grow an elemental trust;

Earth, Water, Fire, Air, 

we sense, we face -

All that is -

Nature's grace.

 

(It’s getting into the musical mood)

 

So beautiful we say:

(Here a chorus can be sung)

As we walk along the stream,

we live a wander-dream.

From woods and wonder trees

to the root that shackles frees.

“Hey fellows, look at these!”

 

(A curious voice points out the wonders of nature including trees and other flowers)

 

One, bearded green, long and wise

Stands it tall, what a surprise!

Naturally, awareness rise!

So precious, without a price.

Suddenly, a birdy cries.

(A shrieking birds, or eagle cry, back to narrative voice)

 

A story to be told, 

sang melodiously.

A story to unfold

unimaginably.

 

(A mystical atmosphere)

 

One Thunderbird in hold -

Is it really thee? 

.(a mystical fanfare of glockenspiel and xylophone may be played announcing the mythical creature)

 

A miracle.

(Deep flute sounds)

We can't believe, until we come under the heating summer sun 

to a lake as cold as ice, 

so blue, 

it's like nature's magic splice, 

so true,

so nice, 

so beautiful.

 

(a naive, innocent voice and mood ensues)

From the blissful air, diving in,

All-in care,

beneath glaciers eyes, opened-up,

vitalized,

we cheer the sights, resonate,

calming nights - 

Nature's vibes. 

(Nights setting under the stars with scenes of the lake)

 

Heaven's Flights.

(Dreamlike sounds)

We hear it cry again, 

the mystic of the mountain god - 

The Thunderbird awakes on top.

(Profound bird or eagle cries and deep flutes as well as glockenspiel and xylophone for the awakening)

 

And I remember when

a dream illuminates, alive and free,

to wake me up and truly be.

 

(The daylight starts and the Traveler continues to the mountain peak)

 

The seeking travel for the calling beams

through green fields, swamps, flows, tracks and streams

where flowers bloom harmoniously. 

We hike a little further,

to lava solid ground

along the snowy trails,

from where we hear the sound.

 

(Traveler following the sounds, inquiring:)

 

“It's calling us, so can you hear?”

 

(A personal dialog continues)

 

The sound of Nature's voice vibrates in my ear.

So close we have no choice to rise without a fear.

 

(Challenging to be fearless and brave:)

 

We are almost there!

Friends, we cannot stop, 

let's find the heavens stair,

To climb it on the spot.

 

(More vigilant Music, andante, flute, Xylophone, Glockenspiel, e-Guitar)
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