Krsna the Butter Thief #2 PRIVATE 

adapted from "Thirteen Playscripts by Bas," 13th Century

(As the curtain opens, we see Krsna, much bejeweled and wearing a peacock feather in His crown, asleep on the long bench-like throne. At His feet, Yasoda is seated. She nudges her son occasionally to awaken Him.)

Yasoda:
Khandhaiya, my Dear, come on, wake up.

(She shakes His shoulder to no avail then gestures with an open hand to Him and the audience.) The other boys have already gathered together their cows together and are ready to herd them out into the forest, so how can You go on sleeping like this? Aren't you going to herd your cows today, Khandhaiya, my Dear? (Krsna does not respond.)



Khandhaiya, the sight of Your face blesses all who see it.

Krsna:
Oh, Ma!

Yasoda:
Now, I hear Your friends calling You, Son. They are asking,  "When is our friend, Gopal, going to come and go out herding with us?" Come on, get up! 

(But when there is no reaction at all from Krsna,Yasoda decides to give up and let Him sleep. She stands up and proceeds to go. Then Krsna begins to dream and talk in His sleep while Yasoda is within earshot.)

Krsna:
Welcome Mahadev Ji, do be seated. Ah yes, Brahma Ji, do come near. Come sit at my left hand. How do you do, Karttikeya? May all be well with the army of the gods. Hello, Kuvera Ji, I have not seen you for some time. Indra, king of the demigods, may happiness be yours - surely there is no need to fear the demons. Today is a lucky day indeed, for Me to have all the gods assemble at my house. Welcome! Welcome!

Yasoda: (greatly flustered) Oh my goodness, what is happening? Is my dear little boy babbling something in His sleep? There is something ominous in all of this. (prays) O Narashimha! O Madhusudhana! O Narayana! Please protect my poor little boy! Who knows what kind of dream He is having? Oh Khandhaiya, come on now, get up! 

(She returns to the back of the sage and shakes Krsna uselessly, then calms herself somewhat.)



Well, it looks as if He has not had His fill of sleep, yet. No matter, I'll give Him some butter and bread to eat for breakfast.

(She goes off. Krsna sits up as soon as she is out of sight. He stretches and rubs His eyes.)


Ma? Hey, Ma! I'm very hungry. Hey, Ma! Ma! 

(His shouts trail off as he begins to search for something to eat.)



Aha! Today the whole storeroom has been left unlocked! Now is my chance! So, just now I'll learn how to steal at home and, once I've become a complete master at that, I'll go stealing butter in the Braja milkmaids' houses! But, first of all, I'd better see if Mother is around or not.

(He looks left and right then brings down the hanging butter pots. He dips His hand in and gulps up the butter. The door opens, Yasoda peeks in.)

Yasoda:
Hey, what's that sound coming from the storeroom? Who's



gotten in there? It can't very well be Krsna since it's His own house. I'd better go and see. 

(She slowly goes towards Krsna and catches Him in the act.) 



Who are you - the thief?

Krsna:
Krsna'ham. I am Krsna, Ma.

Yasoda:
Karosi kim? Well, what are You doing, Sweet, with both Your hands sunk down in the pot like that?

Krsna:
Ma, you know those jeweled bracelets you gave Me to wear? Well,that's whose fault it is. They kept scraping against My hands, so I've put my hands in this pot to soothe them.

Yasoda:
Are You sure You're soothing Your hands, or is it that 



stomach of Yours that You're soothing? Look Son, whatever it is You want, whether it's butter and sugar or milk and yogurt, all You have to do is ask me for it and You can have it. But, don't go stealing around like this for things to eat. After all, everything here is Yours anyway.

Krsna:
Well, Ma, if it's all mine, then how can you say that I am stealing it? Whether I steal it away or take it with you standing right there, its Mine anyway. Isn't that right?

Yasoda:
Khandhaiya, You go ahead and eat all the butter that You want but do one thing for me.

Krsna:
What's that, Ma?

Yasoda:
Khandhaiya, Krsna, You should start going to school.
Krsna:
But Ma, why should I study?

Yasoda:
Son, You'll study Philosophy - the great books.

Krsna:
What's the point of studying the "great books"?

Yasoda:
You'll learn about the nature of things, my Dear. 

Krsna:
The nature of what things? 

Yasoda:
You'll learn what is known about the nature of the all-



pervasive Supreme Self.

Krsna: 
The Supreme Self? Who's that?

Yasoda: 
The Supreme Self is the master of the three worlds.

Krsna: 
But what's the value of knowing that?

Yasoda: 
It makes possible the attainment of knowledge and devotion and abandonment of desire.

Krsna: 
And what comes of that?

Yasoda:
Liberation comes of that.

Krsna: 
Who's that, Ma, this "Liberation"?

Yasoda: 
My dear, these selves that we have (jivatma) ultimately 



drown in the sea of Time. And when that happens, all Your laughing and playing and jumping and eating butter will just vanish away.

Krsna:
Tell me, Ma, is there going to be bread and butter in this Liberation or not?

Yasoda: 
No, there's nothing at all.

Krsna: (shrugging the whole thing off with a gesture of confident incomprehension) Well, if that's the way Liberation is, you can 



have it, Ma, you can have it! Liberation like that makes me scared. What I like, instead, is sitting here in your lap eating bread and butter. 

(Yasoda enfolds Krsna in an embrace, picks Him up and carries Him off the stage.)

Scene Two

1st Sakhi:  Listen friends, everyday we collect our milk and curd and everyday, by some trick or another, all our milk and curd gets eaten up. Is there any girl among us who can manage to catch Nanda's son in the act and tie Him up for all to see?

2nd Sakhi:  Well friends, I know that none of you have been able to catch Nanda's little rascal, but don't worry, I'll catch Him and tie Him up for all to see. I will do it this very day.

1st Sakhi:  But how are you going to catch Him?

2nd Sakhi:  I'll catch Him by clever ruses, brute force and

 

intelligence. It's not yet time for Syama Sundara to come back from herding His cows, so you girls go off to your own houses and come back at evening time. 

(All but 2nd Sakhi exit. She busies herself with laying out a cloth in the center of the stage on which she places a pot of butter.)

2nd Sakhi: (meditatively, as she works) Pay attention to my plea, Syama Sundara. Come to my house and turn my butter and sugar to prasad.(then considers the matter to herself) Yes, that will work. Syama Sundara will hear my plea because, so they say, He is Janardhan, the knower of emotiions (bhava grohi). Syama Sundara is hungry for emotions alone, so certainly He will hear my plea and come to my house. Now, I'll hide myself and, when He comes, I will jump out and grab Him.

(She hides, peeking out from time to time, lights and music indicate the passing of time.)

Krsna: (appearing at the edge of the stage) Oh, this Braj girl is calling Me so lovingly! Off I go to her house! (approaching cautiously) Aha! The house is completely empty, so I'll just go on in. But first, I'd better look around to make sure she's nowhere about  

(He turns His neck over His shoulder and inches His way toward the pot at the center of the stage, twisting from side to side all the while in the familiar motions of "The thief's dance." Satisfied that He is alone, Krsnasits down by the pot and eats handfuls of butter with great pleasure.)

Krsna: 
Mmmmm! MMMMMMMMMMM!! Yum!

2nd Sakhi: (jumping out of her hiding place) Aha! Syama Sundara! (She catches Krsna's arm with her hand) Listen, Syama Sundara, it's a good thing You've come alone to my house today because I have a surprise for You.

Krsna:
A surprise! You shouldn't have 

2nd Sakhi:  Other days, You always came here with the other boys and managed somehow to blame one of them and slip away Yourself. But today, who are You going to blame? You are in my house, uninvited, so it is obvious that You have come here to steal from me. Therefore, I will tie You up and secure You to a post. Then, I will call everyone in Braj to come here and see how I have caught You smeared with the butter that I worked hard to prepare!

(Guiltily, Krsna avoids her gaze. She responds with annoyance:)



Now, don't look into space like that, look down here! What are You looking for up there? You should look straight at me when I'm talking to You.

Krsna: 
Why? What's the matter, friend?

2nd Sakhi:  Butter! That's what's he matter: Butter! You ate my 



butter and now You act as if You don't know a thing about it!

Krsna:
What's wrong with that?

2nd Sakhi:  All right. Syama Sundara, why did You come into my

 

house? Tell me that.

Krsna:
What?! You mean this is your house?

2nd Sakhi: (sarcastically) Noooo, how could this be my house? It must be Your father's house!

Krsna:
 O friend, if this is really your house, I'm afraid I've made a big mistake!

2nd Sakhi:  What do You mean, You made a "big mistake", Syama 



Sundara?

Krsna: (coyly) Oh, never mind, friend.

2nd Sakhi: (drawn in with reluctant curiosity) No, no, tell me.

Krsna: 
You see, somehow I thought that this was My own house and that's why I came in.

2nd Sakhi: (in full control of the situation: she is too smart to be taken in by so simple a ruse) Syama Sundara, if You thought

 

that that this was Your house, then fine. But, can You explain how Your hands happened to find their way into the pot of butter and sugar?

Krsna:  
Of course I can. You see, ants got into your pot of butter, so I thought to Myself, "Well, my mother is going to have to fish these ants out and here I am with nothing to do, so I'll just go ahead and get them out for her." That's why I was putting my hands into the butter pot.

2nd Sakhi: (not to be fooled) Syama Sundara, if You were getting out the ants with Your hands, then fine. But, what were You doing fishing out the ants with that lotus face of Yours?

Krsna: (defeated for the moment) Look, just never mind about that.

2nd Sakhi: (Confidently driving her point home) No no, tell me. 

Krsna: (launching into an explanation with coy reluctance and speeding up as he goes) Well, friend, one ant jumped up here on My 

face and started biting Me like crazy. So, I scratched it, of course. But there must have been some butter on my hands when I did and that's how My face became all messy. (At that He wipes His face off.) There, is it gone now?

2nd Sakhi:  Of course it's gone, You just wiped it off!

Krsna: 
Well then, if nothing is there, I guess I'll be going.

2nd Sakhi: (checking His departure with a ready hand) What do You mean, You'll be going? Where?

Krsna: 
Home.

2nd Sakhi: (sarcastically) Oh, you bet, Syama Sundara! Nothing

 

doing! Today I'm going to tie You up.

Krsna: 
Tie me up, friend?

2nd Sakhi:  That's right, Syama Sundara.

Krsna: 
Why, what are you going to tie Me up with?

2nd Sakhi:  With a rope made of silk.

(She brings out a long, bright red silken scarf.) 

Krsna: 
What? With this?

2nd Sakhi:  That's right, Syama Sundara.

Krsna: (suddenly the oppressed victim) These hands are very tender - spare your might! The rope may rub, Ouch! That's too tight! Go slowly now so that the rope does not scrape Me.

2nd Sakhi:  Don't whine like that. Just sit still because today,

 

whether You call for Your mother or plead for mercy, I'm not letting You go.

Krsna:
Oh come now, let Me go. I won't steal any more. Please, I beg you, let Me go. From today on, I'll never come into your house again.

2nd Sakhi:  Syama Sundara, You may not come into My house, but

 

You'll certainly go into other girls' houses.

Krsna: 
What's this, friend? Have you suddenly taken responsibility for all the houses in Braja? 

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, I most certainly have. Now come on. Hold Your

 

hands out straight.

Krsna: 
No, you have no pity. Just look at Me, Nanda's poor little son.

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, Syama Sundara, when I look at this little lotus face of Yours, I feel plenty of pity, all right. But, when I look at what You've actually done, my whole body fills with anger!

Krsna: 
Well, then it is simple, friend, just look at My face and let Me go!

2nd Sakhi:  Oh, You bet, Syama Sundara! Just save Your breath and hold out Your hands.

Krsna: 
Now, now, no need to be harsh. You know that all you have to do is say the word and I'm at your beck and call. What other purpose do I have, after all?

2nd Sakhi: (sarcastically) Oh yes, indeed! Do You think I summoned You over after I worked hard all day churning butter so that You could steal it away? Lovingly, I asked You to come to my house to eat my butter and sugar.

Krsna: 
And that's just what I did!

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, but did I ask You to come in like a thief and

 

steal it from me?

Krsna: 
All right, friend, if you don't believe what I say on that score, then let Me show you a little dancing. My friend, if there's no other way that you will believe me, then I'll dance for you or play the flute or sing for you - whatever you want.

2nd Sakhi:  All right, Syama Sundara, You show me how You can dance and if I like it well enough, I'll let You go. If not, I'll tie You up.

Krsna: 
All right. But, what if you really like My dancing just fine but then say that you don't, then what?

2nd Sakhi:  No, no, Syama Sundara, if I like it, I'll let You go.


Krsna: 
Oh no, first promise that you will let me go, then I will dance.

(When that is not forthcoming, He does begin to sing and dance, in the Kathak style -plenty of whirls and much jingling of anklebells. 2nd Sakhi remains unmoved as Krsna finishes.)



So, may I go now?

2nd Sakhi:  Go where?

Krsna:
Home.

2nd Sakhi:  Syama Sundara, I would not give a single coconut for dancing like that.

Krsna: (disgruntled) Oh, that's just what I said before I began - that you'd like it fine but then say that you didn't!

2nd Sakhi: That's right, Syama Sundara, all that effort was in

 

vain. Now, stick Your hands straight out.

(She takes them.)



Ooooh, what soft hands You have! They really are as soft as lotus flowers! (sighs)

Krsna: 
What's the matter with you!

2nd Sakhi: (distracted) Eh?

Krsna: I mean, the way you're looking at these little hands of 


Mine, it's as if your eyes were about to pop out!

2nd Sakhi: (jolted to consciousness again) Syama Sundara, I'm not eyeing them, I'm getting ready to tie them up! Now, stretch out Your arms!

Krsna: Here! 

(The Gopi tries repeatedly to get her rope to fasten Krsna's arms but Krsna is quick and each time she wraps it around, a flick of the wrist on His part is enough to leave her back where she started. Finally, Krsna tires.)

Krsna: Look, you old miser, it looks to Me as if you don't even know how to tie a knot!

2nd Sakhi:  All right, Syama Sundara, maybe I don't know how to tie  a knot. Here, you teach me.

(She gives Krsna all of the rope.)

Krsna: What!? Do you mean your mother-in-law didn't teach you how to tie a knot?

2nd Sakhi: No, Syama Sundara.

Krsna: Listen, friend, I'll explain how, but then you'll have to regard Me as your guru, of course.  

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, fine.

Krsna:      Look, I'll demonstrate on you, once. That's the only way you'll learn.

2nd Sakhi:  Oh? All right but then will You let me go? Or will You 

just run off and go home?

Krsna:
I would never do that! Don't worry, I'll let you go, all right. Now, pay attention.

(Krsnastarts to tie he up.)

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, yes.

Krsna: 
Now, this is once around.

2nd Sakhi:  All right, once around.

Krsna: 
Now, here's twice around.

2nd Sakhi:  All right, twice around. Now, You will let me go, won't You, Syama Sundara?

Krsna: (absentmindedly) Yes, yes.

2nd Sakhi: You won't just run off?

Krsna: (winding the rope around a final time and talking as He goes) No, no, I'll probably release you, don't worry. Now, here's three times around and then we make a knot. Then, we make a second knot. 

(He strains a little with the effort of making the second knot tight.) How about that, my friend? And here comes the third. Three knots. Very nice! I don't think anyone could get out of this.

(At that, He is ready to complete the demonstration by fastening the other end of the rope to a stable object. His first choice is the head of a particularly prominent devotee who is seated nearby. Ultimately, Krsna settles for a nearby object. In pantomime, He leads the 2nd Sakti to the object and ties her up like a domestic animal, and there she must stand.) 

2nd Sakhi:  All right, dear Syama Sundara, now I know how a good



knot is tied, thank you. Now, let me go.

Krsna:
But, my friend, if I let you go, then what will you do to Me?

2nd Sakhi:  What will I do? Why, I'll tie You up, of course! What else would I do?

Krsna:
Oh my Goodness! Is this to be a case of the guru being surpassed by the very knowledge that He imparts?

2nd Sakhi: (a little slow to comprehend the analogy) What do You mean, Syama Sundara?

Krsna:
Well, look: here I've taught you how to tie a knot and now you are ready to turn right around and use this knowledge against Me, your guru!

2nd Sakhi: (hoping to extricate herself by indirect means) Oh,

 

You're right. Listen, Syama Sundara, when You untie me, I will give You some butter and sugar.

Krsna: 
What is the need for you to give Me butter? I can perfectly well take it for Myself. You know, if I had been going to let you go, there wouldn't be any point in tying you up. And, since I did tie you up, I'm certainly not going to let you loose. No ma'am, you had fun with Me and now, I'm going to call all the boys and We'll have a little fun with you!

2nd Sakhi: Oh, Syama Sundara, don't go calling those terrible 


cowherd boys! They are all crude ruffians! They have spent so much time in the forest that they have forgotten how to practice polite behavior! You surely wouldn't let them see me like this! 

Krsna: (ignoring her plea and turning immediately the other way) Hey pals! Hey cowherds! Come on in, now! (Cowherd boys enter from all sides. There is a good deal of back slapping and rough-housing as they greet each other. They wear all manner of costume but are uniformly decked with a turban wrapped in the Braj style so that the end of the cloth dangles down a bit, adding a final touch to their generally disheveled appearance. They ignore the presence of the Sakhi.)

1st Friend: Well hello, Krsna! We've been looking for you!

2nd Friend: Hey, what's going on, Krsna? Why have You called us

 

over?

Krsna: 
To eat butter, of course!

Mansukha: (the joker who had been leading the motley pack and whose face is smudged with a particularly thick layer of cream-colored paste which makes him look unkempt and clown-like, adopts a pompous attitude that sounds particularly ridiculous coming from him.) 



But, friend Krsna, the shastras imply that with something like butter you have to ask first before you can eat it. Or, are You going to get some butter for us somehow without asking? (then overcome by his own thought) Ouch! When I just think about butter I can't get to sleep. Or, if I do get to sleep, I dream about pots full of butter th-ii-isss Big! (stretching his arms out to their fullest extent). I imagine one pot on top of another and another one on top of that. In this way they are stacked as high as my head all over the room!

Krsna: 
Then, you have come to the right place.

(The boys clamor and whoop wildly.)

Mansukha:
Gentlemen, I offer my dandabotts to our friend Krsna! He is the avatar of butter. (to Krsna) Krsna, whenever we get a look at You it is but a second until You have butter and sugar set before us!

(The boys cheer and make noises.)

1st Friend: Oh boy, just the mention of butter and I get an itch down in my stomach!

Krsna: 
Well, let's go then!

2nd Friend: Just the mention of butter and our mouths are watering, so let's make it fast! 

3rd Friend: What's going on? Has some gopi invited us over?

Krsna:
Yes, that's right, we have an invitation.

Mansukha:   From which gopi?

Krsna:
Of course, we'd never go without an invitation would we? After all, we're brahmanas, and impressive ones at that, not like the phony ones you see nowadays that think of nothing but their stomachs (bhojan bhatt).

Mansukha: (He makes light of the occasion by inventing a few lines of Sanskrit. That is, it sounds vaguely like a string of String of Sanskrit mantras and blessing but has no content whatever as the audience is clearly and happily aware. This Sanskritic pig Latin is always good for a laugh.) 

Krsna: Come on pals, here is the butter! (Krsna points out the many butter pots and the boys descend upon them, eating the butter and smearing it over their own and each others' faces. Before long, however, they are interrupted by an outraged voice from the side of the stage.) 

2nd Sakhi: (defiant but helpless) Syama Sundara, You let me go this minute! Ooh, when I get my hands on You! I'll tie You up! Let me go, pleeeease!!

Mansuka:    Ghost! Ghost! There's a ghost in the room!

1st Friend: What? 

Mansukha:   Listen, there is a ghost near here! Someone is saying, "Let me go! I'm going to tie You up!" I'm telling you, it's an evil spirit for sure!

Krsna: 
That's no ghost, pal - that's your girlfriend! 

Mansukha:   What? Where? I didn't see any girl when I came in.

Krsna: 
Why sure, that's your girlfriend. (walking towards where Sakhi is tied up) See how prettily she's standing with her hands joined in greeting. You'd better give her something nice to eat and confer your blessings upon her. Come on over and see how nicely her hands are folded! Oh, she is gazing upon you with great respect!

Mansukha: (gingerly picking up the rope with which she is tied, the rope of love (prem ke dori) and examining it.) Oh yes, indeed, 


brother, this girl's love is quite substantial. (He extends his hands in a gesture of abundant but hasty blessing.) May fortune be yours as the donor of this feast (yaman). Blessings upon you. We are so thankful for your love, my friend. (She struggles angrily with the rope to no avail. Mansukha continues.) Now, you just rest there. Never mind about hospitality, we'll just help ourselves to your butter and sugar. (He concludes with a benediction.) I grant long life to you and may you be ever alert!

2nd Sakhi: (grudging and frustrated) Now, I ask you, who needs a blessing from a cowherd?

(The boys have a hey day going from pot to pot of butter. Krsnais carried on the shoulders of two boys. They have a wild, whirling dance.)

2nd Friend: Krsna, is there anymore butter anywhere? These pots are already empty! 

Krsna:
Hey, buddies, now that we've been eating all this butter, I'm getting thirsty. Let's go down to the Yamuna River for a drink. Come on, Mansukha. (Krsna and Mansukha exit.)

2nd Sakhi: (calls) All right, Syama Sundara. It's been fun. Now, untie me. You can't leave me here like this all night!

(All the boys exit, ignoring the tied up gopi.)

Scene Three

(The other gopis enter noisily, gossiping and laughing. They are amazed to see their friend tied up. They quickly untie her.)

1st Sakhi:  But friend, you told us that you would catch Nanda's son in the act of stealing your butter!

3rd Sakhi:  And you said that you would tie Him up for us to see! But here you have been yourself tied up!

2nd Sakhi:  What could I do? I tried so many ways to get hold of Syama Sundara but nothing worked! I couldn't tie Him up, so He said He would show me how it is done. Then, He would not release me, no matter how much I pleaded.

3rd Sakhi:  Did Krsna make all this mess on His own!

2nd Sakhi:  No, as soon as Krsna called "Come friends!" Dozens of scruffy cowherd boys stormed in as if they had been waiting just outside. In short order, they devoured my entire stock of butter. It was as if Syama Sundara planned the entire caper. (She weeps.)

1st Sakhi:  There, there dear, never mind. We'll go over to Mother Yasoda's and lodge a complaint against her Krsna!

(All the gopis exit.)

Scene Four

(Mother Yasoda enters slowly to receive her visitors.)

Yasoda:
Why have you come in such a large group today, girls? Has some problem come up?

1st Sakhi:   I touch your feet, Mother.

Yasoda: (blessing) May you live long.

2nd Sakhi:   I touch your feet, Mother.

Yasoda:      Long life to all. Yes, yes, welcome.

2nd Sakhi:  Listen, Mataji, we've come to tell you of your son's

 

mischief, Today, that boy stole into my house and ate up my butter and sugar. He and his gang smashed every pot in the house.

Yasoda:     Krsna went stealing and broke your pots?

2nd Sakhi:  Yes, my house is a sea of butter, yogurt, milk and

 

sugar everywhere!

Yasoda: 
Well, don't worry about it, girls. I've got nine hundred thousand cows here. For every pot He broke, I can give you back ten in return. And, if He ate some butter, well, no matter, take twenty pots of butter in replacement. There's no need to be so upset.

(The Gopis are not relieved. She calls for Krsna.) Khandhaiya!

Krsna: (looking in innocently from the edge of the stage) Yes, Ma? Why have all these gopis of Braj come here?

Yasoda:
Son, where have you been?

Krsna:      I'm coming from the cowpen, Ma.

Yasoda:
From the cowpen? From over where Your father has been 



working? But, these girls say that Y've been out stealing from them. Khandhaiya, is that true?

Krsna:
 No, I didn't, Ma, I didn't.

Yasoda:
Now look, my dear Khandhaiya, this isn't good. First, You refuse to eat what there is at home and then You go out to these Braj gopis' houses and steal what they have. You'd better get rid of this habit of stealing or I swear that I will give You a good switching! 

(She lifts a small stick in a scolding, threatening gesture.) 



Why did You eat all that butter? Tell me, why?

Krsna:
 O Ma, just look what short little arms I have (He lifts them) and think how high those girls hang their pots off the ground! Tell me, how could I possibly get the butter down and eat it?

Yasoda:
He's right, girls, He has tiny arms and you keep your pots high above the ground. How could He possibly manage to get at your butter?

3rd Sakhi:  This is how he does it, Mother: first He places a rice mortar under the pot and then He has His friends play "horsey" by climbing on top of one another's shoulders, Then, He gets on top of the whole pile and knocks down our pots so that they smash to the floor!

Yasoda:
Well then, why not keep your butter in a very dark place?

3rd Sakhi:  Actually, we do that but by the light from the jewels on His body, He can see everything!

Yasoda:
Well then, I will take all the jewels from Khandhaiya's body!

1st Sakhi:  What use would that be? Simply the effulgence of His beautiful body illuminates everything!

Yasoda: (waving her stick at Krsna again) Now, you stop butter 



stealing or I'll give You a good switching! And, if that doesn't work, I'll just plain kick You out of the house, You thief!

Krsna:
 Ma, do not be so gullible as to believe everything that these gopis say. 

(Krsna goes over to the bed where His most precious possessions are laid and, with a look of consummate but unassuming martyrdom He brings them forward, one by one, and sets them at His mother's feet: His silver flute, His cowherd staff and the long cloth a cowherd keeps with him to shield himself from heat and cold. He parts with these silently and retreats, with an appearance of being grievously wronged, to the bed at the back of the stage. He rests His head on folded arms and looks mournfully into space. Flute music is heard in the distance.)

Yasoda: (Concerned, she goes to stand by Krsna) Oh come on, 



Khandhaiya my dear, I was just joking with you! (turning abruptly cold to the Gopis) And you girls, come over here! 

Sakhis:
Yes, Mother? (They step forward cautiously.)

Yasoda:
You big liars! Why daughters, thanks to our cows and thanks to the ascetics and brahmanas, this blessed Child was born from your own merits and glories. So, if He has eaten or spilled anything, never mind. You just take it from me - pay the matter no mind and go on with your business. Why do you make such a big fuss about the activities of a child?! Now, go home, all of you.

Sakhis:
Yes, Mother, we're going!

Yasoda: (going over to the bed where Krsna sits sulking and scooping Him up into her arms) Now don't cry, Khandhaiya, don't cry.

Krsna:
All I want is you Ma, and butter!

(Thus the lila ends on the same note of intimacy between mother and son with which it began. After Yasoda's desire to embrace Krsna has been satisfied, she move off the stage, preparing the way for the tableau that will follow. Krsna sits upright and a brahman pujari comes before Krsna and offers a ghee lamp before Him. Then the pujari invites members of the audience to come before Krsna to offer the lamp or flowers, give Him gifts of money or touch His lotus feet in reverence as they avail themselves of the chance to gain a close darshan of the Butter Thief, fixing this pastime forever in their hearts.)








