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OPS/image10.jpg
Kamsa looked down at the distraught nobleman. "Yes! Wouldn’t that be
glorious!' he thought to himself. 'l’ll prove the prophecy wrong. Il kill
every child born to Devaki with my own hands. Especially the eighth!
Let the world see how invincible Kamsa is!”

Kamsa laughed [oudly. His evil [aughter turned every heart cold with fear.
Placing the tip of his sword on Vasudeva’s chest, he said, “l’ll spare

your lives. But to make sure you keep your promise, you’ll spend the rest
of your days imprisoned in my palace dungeon.”
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Devaki trembled with fear.

Her lips quivered. She tried to

say something but no words

came out. She clung to Vasudeva’s

arm and hid behind him.

“"Come out, you wretch!” shouted
Kamsa, dragging Devaki out by
her hair. “lIl kill you first!

You won’t [ive to bear any children.
Ha! Your eighth son... slay me,
indeed! Ha! We’ll see!” he roared,

raising his sword.
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background score by 3 Brothers & A Violin.

© & ® 2000 Karadi Tales Company Pvt. Ltd.

www.karaditales.com Featuring Girish Karnad as Karadi the bear

Product of India





OPS/image7.jpg
Around this time, Princess Devaki was
married to a Yadava nobleman named
Vasudeva. Devaki was Kamsa’s cousin.
Many important people gathered at the
wedding. Kamsa himself came dressed in
all his finery. After the wedding, just as
Vasudeva was about to take his bride home,
a heavenly voice rang across the halls of
the palace.

“"Cruel Kamsa! Your death is near! Beware!
The eighth son born to Devaki will kill you!”

Kamsa turned pale. He strode towards
Devaki. Anger surged through him.
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Inside the prison cell, a little
past midnight, the eighth son of
Devaki was born.

As the clouds grew dark and heavy,
And the rains poured strong and steady,
At the midnight hour of Shravan,
Rang a cry from the mouths of heaven:

Krishna! Krishna! Krishna!

A child of wonder, joy and beauty,
A child of radiance, dark and dusky,
Two dancing eyes that shone with wonder,

A dazzling smile that it the dungeon.
Krishna! Krishna! Krishna!

Mathura will rise with a hope anew,
Hearts will stit, dreams come true,
All the dark and gloomy days
With this child will fly away!
Krishna! Krishna! Krishna!
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Stories and adventures with you | will share.

Namaste! Namaste! Warm greetings from my land!
Walk across the threshold, and step onto my sands.

Kings and kingdoms aplenty, cunning warriors too.
Saints and powerful sages, with a miracle or two.

The mysteries of the rivers, the magic of the mountains.
The beauty of the seasons, the legends of the sun.

Join me in my voyage, through epics and legends.
Come discover with me, the [and that’s India!
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Vasudeva looked at Devaki helplessly.
She was sobbing loudly.

“Don’t cry, my dear,” Vasudeva consoled
Devaki, putting his arm around her.

“Let us keep our hopes alive. Someone
will save us. Perbaps the prophecy will
come true and our son will kill Kamsa.”
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“"What a beautiful baby,” said Vasudeva
looking at his son with pride and awe.
“"How | wish | could hold him... but these
chains,” he whispered, glancing at his :
shackled hands. But as soon as he uttered the
wortds... [o and behold! The chains fell ‘

off miraculously.

The doors of the prison opened wide.

The guards had all fallen asleep. “Quick!
Give me the baby, Devaki. | will take him to
our friend Nanda in Gokul. He will be safe
there.” Devaki bundled up the little child in
a cloth. She kissed him and with tears in her
eyes, handed him to Vasudeva.

“Take care, my lord,”
Devaki whispered.
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The soldiers came and bound Devaki
and Vasudeva with long chains.

Then, they took them to the dungeon.
They were pushed inside and huge iron
gates closed on them. Several soldiers
stood on guard. The windows were high
and had thick iron bars.

“"Guards!” Kamsa called,

summoning his soldiers.
"Take them away!”
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Vasudeva quickly placed the child b
in an empty basket. With the basket on

But what a miracle this was! Not a drop of
water touched the sleeping child. lt was as if
there was an invisible umbrella protecting him.
Vasudeva ran to the bank of the river Yamuna.

On the other side lay Gokul, but the Yamuna
was in full spate. Deep and turbulent, it rose
to touch the child’s feet as if in respect.
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“Stop! Stop! Kamsa, please stop!” pleaded Vasudeva,
falling at Kamsa’s feet. “Your sister has done you no harm,
Kamsa. Please don’t kill her. As for the prophecy, | will give

you every child that is born to us. | promise. Please... please
don’t kill her,” begged Vasudeva.
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The beautiful city of Mathura lies on the
banks of the river Yamuna.

A long, long time ago, Mathura was ruled by
a king called Ugrasena.

He was a wise and good king. However, his
son Kamsa was cruel and wicked. He spread
terror wherever he went. He raided the
neighbouring kingdoms, plundering their
wealth. Ugrasena could not bear to see his
son’s evil ways.
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‘Hmmm... only one child left to
worry about!” thought Kamsa
eagerly. When the news arrived that
Devaki was bearing her eighth
child, Kamsa became nervous..£

Devaki and Vasudeva were put in chains.
[Kamsa placed more guards outside and
reinforced the prison gates. The prophecy
[oomed before Kamsa’s eyes. His days
became restless, his nights sleepless.

He lost interest in everything and was often
seen pacing up and down his chambers.
Several times during the day, he would seek
news of Devaki.

“I’[l have peace only when the eighth child
is killed,” he muttered to himself.

The long awaited day finally arrived.
The people of Mathura uttered quiet
prayers in anticipation of their saviour.
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Devaki and Vasudeva prayed fervently
that this child would not be yet another
victim of Kamsa’s wrath.

It was the month of Shravana and the
eighth day of the waning moon. A gentle
wind blew, caressing the earth. Lotuses
danced in the lakes, the trees were in full
bloom and the waves of the sea seemed to
make music. As the midnight hour
approached, a deep roll of thunder, louder
than the roar of the ocean, rumbled across
the sky. It began to rain.
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It is almost midnight. A deep rumble of thunder rolls across the sky. A few seconds later,
| hear the rain. What starts as a pitter-patter soon sounds [ike a storm. | peep out of my

cave and smell the damp earth.

I am Karadi the bear. Though it is very fierce, the rain somehow calms me. Lt reminds me of
the birth of Krishna. On a stormy night like this, when the wind roared and the rains lashed
the earth, Krishna was born.
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Kamsa came charging through the prison
gates like a mad bull. lgnoring Devaki’s and
Vasudeva’s cries, he seized the child by its
legs. He lifted the baby high and was about
to smash it to the ground when it escaped
from his hands and disappeared. Kamsa’s
mouth fell open in astonishment.

Then a heavenly voice rang out from the skies.

“Kamsa! He who will destroy you still [ives!”

The rain continues to pour.
Thunder rents the air and bolts
of lightning streak the night.

The prophecy still rings in
my ears. Did it come truel,
Do you wonder!

VYes, it did. But that is

another story.
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Months went by. Soon, a beautiful son was
born to Devaki. The guards rushed

to tell Kamsa about the birth of the baby.
Kamsa’s eyes flashed. His face bore

a determined look.

Charging through the gates of the prison,
he shouted, “Where is he, Vasudeval
Where is your son? Don’t hide him from me.
Come on, come on, show him to me!”
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In Gokul, Nanda’s wife Yashoda had just
given birth to a baby girl. Both mother and

child were fast asleep when Vasudeva arrived.

Vasudeva put the basket down quickly and
placed his son next to Yashoda. With tears in
his eyes, he kissed his son goodbye. Then he
took Yashoda’s daughter back to Mathura,

to Kamsa’s prison.

The guards were still asleep when he arrived.
As soon as Vasudeva set foot in the prison,
the gates closed. Vasudeva’s hands were
shackled again. The baby began to cry.

The guards woke from their slumber and ran
to tell Kamsa about the arrival of

the eighth child.
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Mathura lost its glory. A city that was
once vibrant with colour and joy now
became pale and sad. The people of the
kingdom were terrified. Women were afraid
to step out of their homes. Children were
too frightened to play on the streets.

The men watched helplessly as Kamsa
continued his evil rule.
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And then it suddenly sank low.

Its waters just caressed Vasudeva’s ankles.
Crossing the parted waters of the

Yamuna, Vasudeva reached Gokul.
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Devaki clung to her baby. She [ooked at Kamsa
desperately. “Please, dear brother,” she wailed.
“It is only the eighth son you want. Spare this
tiny, innocent [ife. | beg of you.”

Kamsa’s heart knew no mercy. He snatched the The seventh son born to Devaki and
baby out of Devaki’s arms and killed it instantly.  Vasudeva was miraculously transported
Thus it came to be that the evil Kamsa killed to Rohini, Vasu/deva’s ﬁTSt wife.

every child born to Devaki... until the seventh. To allay Kamsa’s suspicions, he was

told that the seventh child was
born dead.
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{8/ am ashamed to be your father. Change
your ways! If you don’t, I'll banish you.
You are not fit to be the future king of
Mathura. My kingdom is not safe in your
vile hands. Mend your ways Kamsa,

or else...” Ugrasena commanded.

Kamsa was afraid he would lose Mathura. He was impatient to be king. With the help
of some guards, he imprisoned his own father in the palace dungeons. Then Kamsa
crowned himself king.





