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Do not worry, Balarama. | will take care of Kaliya,”
said young Krishna, confidently. Krishna headed
towards the Yamuna. On the river bank, a tall
Kadamba tree grew. Krishna dived into the water from
the top of the tree. Kaliya immediately swam towards
Krishna, spreading its hood. lt caught hold of the [ittle
boy and coiled its entire length around him. Then, with
its five heads, it spat its dreaded venom on him and
dug its fangs deep into his arm. The poison turned

the river a murky blue.

On the shore, Krishna’s friends looked on with horror.
“Kaliya has killed Krishna,” wept Balarama.
'//

“Hurry, go bring Nanda! Get some help!
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He’s a devil, he’s a darling.
He’s so cute, but oh so cunning.
He’s a pest, he’s a pleasure.
He’s a delight beyond measure.

He steals butter from my home,
And then comes to ask for more.
When | catch him, he just grins,
And in an instant, | give in.”
“l’'mno devil, I'm not cunning.
They just scold me, all for nothing!
Heed not what they say, O’ mal
They leave their doors open wide,
Then they entice me inside.
They are just simply telling!”
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Poor Yashoda! What could she do!
'H Tired of the complaints,
u she tied Krishna to a heavy mortar of stone.

1‘ “There! That will teach you to go stealing
| butter from other people’s homes!” she scolded.
+ g “"Don’t | give you enough milk?
o ol Do you have to drink it from
the cows?”

“But Ma,” said Krishna innocently,
with wide dark eyes, “the cow called
me and asked me to taste her milk.
How could | refuse?”

How could anyone remain angry with
this irresistible child?

Even the mothers who complained could
not bear to see him scolded or punished.

“Never mind, Yashoda,” they would
say, relenting, “he is a child after all.”

“Your Krishna’s such a problem,

O’ Yashoda! Your Krishna’s such

a mischief-maker too! How will we find
a word that means Krishna?

A rapscallion, a prankster, a rogue!

Many a time we’d like to keep him
locked in. Many a time we’d like to
pull his ears. But everything we do,
leads us to conclude. That Krishna’s
an impossible child!
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Kamsa was silent. He had to find a way to
lure Krishna to Mathura. “The bow, yes,

the bow sacrifice. That is a challenge Krishna
cannot resist,” he thought. Aloud, he said,
“Pradyotal In a forenight, | will perform the
bow sacrifice. Have it announced throughout
the kingdom. Invite Krishna for the ceremony.
| will see that he does not go home alive.”

“Yes, my Lord,” said Pradyota, leaving to
make the announcement.When Pradyota
had gone, Kamsa sent for Chanura,

the dreaded wrestler.

“Chanura, Krishna will
be here in a few days. | want you to
challenge him to a wrestling match.
He will accept. Then | want you

to kill him.”

“As you command, my Lord,”
replied Chanura.
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Q Jamaste! Namaste! | am Karadi the bear.
{ Stories and adventures with you | will share.

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

IKings 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 land that’s India!
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It was common practice among the cowherds
to worship Indra, the god of rain. One day,

as preparations were being made for this grand
ritual, Krishna approached his father, Nanda.
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[Kamsa then summoned the chief

. of the mahouts, who was in

¥ charge of the army elephants.
“Guard the entrance to the
sacrifice hall. If my other plans
to kill Krishna fail, crample him
to death with your elephants,”
he commanded.

The mahout chief bowed in assent. Having
made all these preparations to kill Krishna,
Kamsa awaited his arrival.

Krishna left for Mathura with Balarama.
The news of their arrival spread through
the entire kingdom. The people of Mathura
had heard of Krishna’s exploits. They also
knew of the prophecy that Krishna would
save them from the evil Kamsa.
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The boys ran to fetch Nanda and soon the entire village gathered on the riverbank.

- But lo and behold! What a sight greeted their eyes!

s Krishna was dancing on the heads of a meek Kaliya
while the waters of the Yamuna lashed the shore as if
to provide the music. Under the relentless pounding
of Krishna’s feet, the serpent accepted defeat. Krishna
ordered Kaliya to leave the river, and peace returned
" to Vrindavan.
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Pradyota greeted them at the entrance

and took them to the hall where the mighty
bow rested. The bow was huge and heavy
and none so far had been able even to lift it.

“IKrishna, are you up to the challenge!”
jeered Pradyota. Krishna smiled.

“Is this the bow! Lt does not [ook very
heavy to me,” he replied.

“Come on then,” challenged Pradyota.
“It is all yours to lift and break.”
IKrishna lifted the bow, and as easily as
one would snap a twig, he broke the
mighty bow in half.
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: Krlshna, his family, and all the cowherds moved to
@rmdavan in search of fresh pastures for their cows.
With them came Balarama. Do you remember that the
seventh child of Devaki and Vasudeva had been saved?
That was Balarama, Krishna’s brother and also his -
best friend.

The river Yamuna flowed through the meadows
of Vrindavan. In the waters of the Yamuna, therﬁivved
the five-headed Kaliya, the king of serpents. One day,

! Krishna and his friends took their cows to graze near

the river. Some of the cows drank the water from the river..
and died instantly. s
“Krishna,” said Balarama, “our cows are not safe ¢
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The music [ures me on, and captivated,
| follow the tune. The music stops
suddenly and | find no one.

Is it KKrishna up to his usual tricks,

| wonder. For it is well known,

dear children, that Krishna in his
childhood was an impossible prankster.
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The crowd was stunned into silence.

Krishna lifted the fallen crown and began
walking towards the palace. The crowds were
mad with joy as they followed him. He went
past the guards, into the dungeons, where he
saw Ugrasena, Kamsa’s father.

Krishna handed Ugrasena the crown.

I have brought you what is rightfully yours,
my lord.” Ugrasena had tears in his eyes.
He hugged Krishna. “You have saved Mathura,
my child!” he said.

Ugrasena was made King of Mathura
once again. Vasudeva and Devaki
were released from prison, and with
much joy, embraced their son.

Peace returned to Mathura and the
kingdom regained its lost glory.

There... the music has started again.
This time, | will find it.
Hurrying, | run in the direction
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KKrishna smiled. “Come, my people,” he said. “Follow me.”

IKrishna led them to Mount Govardhan. Then, with utter ease,

he lifted the huge mountain and held it aloft on the tip of his [ittle
finger. “Come everyone,” he called. “The mountain offers us shelter.
Come under it with all your cattle.”

Under this huge canopy thus formed, all the cowherds and cattle
took cover. Krishna sheltered them for seven days and seven nights.
Indra grew tired and had to give up. The rain stopped.
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News of Krishna’s

And you remember who
M.ﬁ»‘_' ruled Mathura,

y/" don’t you!

" VYes, the evil Kamsa.

deeds reached Mathura.

“"What is this | hear about
Krishna lifting the mighty
Govardhan with his little
finger!” Kamsa raged at
Pradyota, his courtier.

“"Why is this boy still alive!
Why have you not killed him
vet!” he roared.

I bave tried many things, my
lord,” replied Pradyota, meekly.
“l have sent a mad bull, a wild
horse... but nothing... nothing
has worked.”
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The rain has stopped. The sc
damp earth lingers in the forest a
A rainbow appears just as the koel
starts its song.

As | look up to admire it, | hear
the distant notes of a flute.

““Tam Karadi. This is not the first time
that the music beckons me.
| pick up my cane and head in
the direction of the haunting notes.





OPS/image22.jpg
Not wasting a moment, Krishna jumped
out of the arena. He went to the pavilion
in which Kamsa sat and took away

his sword. Kamsa looked terrified as

the words of the prophecy rang loud

and clear in his mind. Krishna caught
Kamsa, knocked off his crown,

and killed him.
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“"Why do we worship Indra, Baba? We are not farmers. We are nomads.
We have neither fields nor houses. Cattle and mountains are our gods.
Let us pray to Govardhan, our lovely hill where our cows graze.”

“You might make Indra angry, dear Krishna,” said Nanda.

“Then let him be angry!” said Krishna. “Come, [et us decorate our
cows with garlands and bells and worship our dear Govardhan hill.”

Convinced by Krishna’s logic, all the cowherds gave up their prayer
to Indra and made rich offerings to the Govardhan hill instead.
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Now the wrestling match was to be held.
Chanura, Kamsa’s greatest wrestler,
waited eagerly for his opponent. The entire
kingdom had gathered to witness the match.
[Kamsa himself sat in the royal pavilion.

Krishna entered the arena with grace and

a smile on his beautiful face.

Chanura stepped forward. He was huge and
dwarfed the young Krishna. The crowds
were tense. Chanura rushed towards

Krishna and grabbed him with his huge arms.

Enfolding him, Chanura squeezed hard,
trying to crush Krishna’s young body.
But Krishna slipped away.

A great struggle followed.

Finally, Krishna lifted the mighty
Chanura and dashed him
to the ground effortlessly.

"Krishna! Krishna! Krishnal
Victory to Krishna!”
the crowds chanted.
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A\ “lt is true, Yashoda,” said

# a pretty, young gopika.
"Yesterday, Krishna

and his friends stole

my sari as | bathed

and would not give it

to me until the evening.

“My Krishnal Never! How can you | bad to stay in the river almost a[[ day.

any way to raise your son!”

"My cows won’t give milk anymore,
until chey hear his flute, Yashoda,”
said another. “All they do is shake
their heads and moo. What spell
has your little one cast on them?”

She doted on this dark child of hers
and could not bear to hear these
things said about him.
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The crowd was jubilant.
"Victory to Krishnal
Victory to Krishna

[

they cheered.

When Kamsa, waiting in his chambers,
heard of this, he was furious. He again
summoned the chief of mahouts.
“Krishna has to be killed tomorrow!”
he warned the chief.

Next morning, as Krishna and Balarama
approached the gates of the palace,

[Kamsa’s massive elephant came charging
towards them. Krishna grabbed the elephant
by its trunk, [ifted it off the ground and sent it
hurtling into the air. The elephant was killed
imstantly. The cheering crowds were ecstatic.

Mathura’s saviour had finally arrived.
"Krishna! Krishna! Krishna!”
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™ |ndra, sitting on the throne in the heavens,

& was not amused at this deliberate insult -

and that too, by a mere boy!

He decided to teach the cowherds of Vrindavan a lesson.

Mounting his elephant, he unleashed a violent storm. Dark and heavy
e clouds filled the sky. There were loud rumbles of thunder and giant
f[ashes of lightning. The day became like night. The rain fe[[ N torrents.

The land appeared to have become one with the river.

The people of Vrindavan trembled with fear.

| Cows, faint with hunger, looked in vain for
some shelter. All eyes then turned
to Krishna for help.
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baby in the care of Nanda
and Yashoda, life in Gokul
was never the same. ’
Adorable and mischievous,
Krishna captured
everyone’s hearts.

He would steal butter from homes, drink
the milk right out of the cows’ udders,
tease the gopikas mercilessly, steal their
clothes while they bathed in the river, and
constantly trouble Yashoda. Every day,
Yashoda received many complaints from
other mothers.

“Yashoda! My pot of butter is empty
again,” complained one angry mother.
] caught your Krishna, his mouth
smeared with the butter. Yet he denies
stealing it!”





