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L ong, long ago, 
in a place now call India,

Krishna sported with His cowherd boyfriends,  
just like an ordinary child...



H/very morning in tne 
village of Vrindaban, Krishna  
blew His buffalo  horn to 
gather all His friends together.

There were thousands of  
cowherd boys who cared for 
thousands of  calves. Each boy 
had a stick, flute, horn and  
lunch bag. Each wore pearls, 
gems and gold ornaments.
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Each decorated himself with f low ­
ers, leaves, twigs, peacock feathers and 
red clay found here and there in the 
forest. Always happy, the boys played  
many games. Sometimes Krishna went  
on alone to view the beauty of the forest. 
The boys behind Him tried to catch  
up and be the first to touch Him. One  
would cry out, “I will run and catch  
H im !” Another would cry, “Oh no you  
w o n ’t! I ’ll get to Krishna first!”
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S o m e t im e s  one  boy  
sto le  another  b o y ’s lunch  
and passed it to a third.  
When the boy whose lunch 
was stolen found out, he 
tried to take it back. But 
they continued  to pass it 
from boy to boy.



Some of the boys caught  
the tails of the young monkeys  
hanging in the trees. Others  
climbed up the trees with them, 
making faces at them or jumping 
from branch to branch.

Som e o f  them  played  
their flutes or blew their  
bugles made of buffalo horn. 
Some sang with the music of  
the black bees.

Some followed the swans,  
and some ran after the shad­
ows of  the birds.







Som e of  the boys s 
with the cranes, while others  
danced with the peacock  
Some imitated the cuckoo  
“Cookoo! C ookoo!”
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Som e sp lashed  in the  
water and imitated the frogs.  
Some laughed at the shadows  
and cursed the echoes they  
made in the wells. Thus they  
spent their days in the forest 
of Vrindaban.







O ne day, K r ish n a  and His  
friends were enjoying themselves in 
the forest.

A mighty and terrible demon named Agha  
watched them. He hated to see them having  
so much fun. He decided to kill Krishna  
and all His friends. This demon was so terrible 
that even the residents of  heaven were afraid  
of him. As he watched, he thought, “This Krishna  
is the boy who killed my demon sister, Putana,  
and my demon brother, Baka! Now I ’ll kill His 
friends and calves. With the children dead, all the 
people of Vrindaban will die of grief!! 99
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Then the terrible demon Agha grew longer and 
longer until he was eight miles long. He stretched his 
mouth wider and wider until it was as wide as a mountain  
cave. His sharp teeth appeared like peaks on that 
mountain, and his hot tongue appeared like a broad 
road. His eyes blazed fire. Agha decided to swallow  
Krishna and the boys all at once. So he sat on the path 
and waited.



When the boys first saw the demon,  
they thought he was a statue. They began  
to talk among themselves.

“W hat is this?” said one boy. “It 
appears to be a huge animal. He looks  
like he wants to swallow us all!”

“Just see!” said another. “I sn ’t it a 
big snake that has opened his mouth  
wide just to eat us?”

“His breath is a fierce hot w ind,” 
said a third boy, “and the fishy bad  
smell from his mouth is the smell of  his 
intestines. But he cannot swallow us all 
at once. Even if he did, Krishna would  
kill him.”

And so, unafraid, they marched right 
into the mouth of the demon.
Agha waited for Krishna.





For a moment, Krishna felt very  
sad. His friends were lying in the belly 
of a great serpent! “How will I save  
them?” He wondered. Then Krishna entered 
A gha’s mouth.

All the demigods hiding in the clouds  
were afraid. They cried out,

“ Alas! Alas!”







Once inside the d em o n ’s throat, Krishna grew bigger  
and bigger. Agha choked, thrashed about, and his big eyes 
moved violently. His life-air burst from a hole in the top 
of  his head and waited in the sky. It was like a dazzling  
light that spread everywhere.



Inside A gh a’s belly, 
K r ish n a  fou n d  His  
fr iends unconsc ious .  
With His mystic glance, 
He brought them all 
to life .  T hen  they  
marched right out of  
the d em o n ’s mouth.

I







Suddenly, A g h a ’s 
glittering spirit soul merged  
into the body of  Krishna.  
The d e m ig o d s  b eca m e  
overwhelmed with joy. They  
showered flowers on Krishna.  
They danced and beat drums  
and sang songs. “Jaya! Jaya! 
All glories to K rishna!”

The gigantic, fierce mouth  
of the demon stayed open for 
many days. Slowly his body  
dried up.

So they used it for a 
playground.







Thus ends the story of Krishna  
and the demon Agha.

This is only one of  K rishna’s adventures—  
so wonderful to tell 

that they are worth telling another time, 
in another book.


