Pralambasura Meets Krsna and Balarama
Characters:

Krsna - Kish
Balarama - Bali
Pralamba – Vish (disguised), Caitanya (demon)
Sridhama - Joe
Bhadrasena - Roy
Vrsabha - Parama
Chorus of singers – Bhakti, Salagrama, Jackie, Radha, Radhe
Harmonium – Kar

Drum - Gaura 
Chorus:

Vrndavan is such a nice place

With Krsna there, there’s never a taste

Of doubt or fear, the springtime is here

The peacocks crow, the cool winds blow

The waters falls, the cuckoos call

The lotus blooms beneath the moon

And everything is new, when Krsna plays his flute

Krsna, Balarama, and the cowherd boys come on stage, with Krsna playing his flute.
Krsna: Oh dear friends, this looks like a perfect place to relax while the cows on the lush grasses. Oh Rama, we all love your singing so much. Will you sing us a song?

Balarama: Oh Yasoda-dulal, Krsna Kanaiya, I never want to stop singing your glories. But please satisfy us by continuing to play your flute.  

Balarama begins bhajan. Towards the end, Pralambasura as the large ugly demon can be seen observing from the woods nearby. The cowherd boys don’t notice him, absorbed in their bhajan. As bhajan ends, cowherd boys begin miming conversation, while chorus sings: 
Chorus:

One day Krsna and Balarama

Were playing with their friends

A demon named Pralamba [comes onstage]

Came there to pretend

He changed his ugly body

To look like one of them [chorus pauses, music continues, Pralamba indicates his idea, goes behind a bush, and comes out disguised]

He said...

Pralamba (in same tune): Kamsa has sent me to, kill these boys of white and blue!

Chorus:

So he came a little bit closer

To join into their fun

Thinking he would steal the Lord

And away he would run

But because the Lord is residing

In everyone’s heart

He knew the demon’s evil plan

From the very start

Pralamba walks over to the cowherd boys. 

Sridhama: Look, a boy is coming this way. 

Bhadrasena: Poor fellow, he looks rather lost or out of place.

Pralamba: Hey guys, good morning. Looks like your cows and mine decided to get eaten together...I mean eat together today. You from around here?
Krsna: Yes, we are from nearby Vrndavan. My parents are Maharaja Nanda and Yasodamayi. This is my brother Rama, who we call Balarama because there is no one in the world as powerful as him. And these are my friends Sridhama, Vrsabha, and Bhadrasena. We are in charge of my father’s cows, who grazing in the nearby fields.
Pralamba: Yes, they look delicious...the fields I mean.

Bhadrasena: What is your good name, friend?

Pralamba: Pralambasur...I mean, ah...Gopralamba! My boss gave me that name. He said, “Go Pralamba! Bring me those two...er...calves...that dare to defy me!” So I’m on my own ‘til the cows come home.
Vrsabha: Aaaaawwww! Don’t worry, you can join us. Govinda can help you. He is the master of all mystics and nothing is impossible for him.

Sridhama: Yes! Krsna Murari, can he please join us? Can Gopralamba play with us?

Krsna: Of course! It is a splendid idea to play with Pralamba! And I am certain he will find what he’s looking for.

Vrsabha: Well friend, tell us a little about yourself.

Pralamba: Well, let’s see where to begin...I am the greatest! I am the most powerful! I’m the dark cloud that easily blocks the light of the sun – 
Balarama:  - Hey Pralamba, you play flute too? Wonderful! Show us a local tune from where you’re from.
Pralamba: Well, I don’t know, my lips are a little chapped right now...
Balarama: Oh come on! All cowherds can play flute. My brother is even known as Murlidhara, Venudhara, and Vamsidhari!
Pralamba: Oh yeah? He is, is he? Well I’m known as...nevermind...I can do this...I’m the greatest!

Pralamba fumbles with his flute, and then makes some awful screeching sounds on it. Boys do the slow clap.

Krsna: Well you have a horn too. Show us how you call your cows.

[If we can’t get a horn, it can be whistling instead.]

Pralamba blows a blast/cat call whistle. Cowherd boys wince.

Pralamba: Yeah, well I’m not really in the mood for music either. You guys ever do any duels? You know, like a one-on-one test of strength?
Krishna: I’ve got one! We’ll split into pairs, and arm wrestle [or race]. The loser will have to carry the winner back down the path.

Pralamba: What a fabulous idea! I’ll go against the strongest of you!

Krsna: Okay, that’s Balarama. I’ll go against Sridhama, so Vrsabha you are against Bhadrasena.

Chorus:

Krsna said:

Krsna: 

Come boys lets fight

We’ll challenge Balarama with our might

The team who wins the first attack

Will ride the losers on their backs

Chorus:
As they played they watched the cows

Pralamba meant to keep his vow

So there he was on Krsna’s side

Trying his best his form to hide

Boys begin wrestling/racing. Pralamba, Krsna, and Bhadrasena lose, so put the others on their shoulders/backs. All exit stage. Pralamba comes back on with Balarama. 

Chorus:

As it was Balarama was victorious

His strength and his name are most glorious

So now the demon grew bolder

He took the Lord on his shoulder

He thought Krishna to be most powerful

But now he found himself most sorrowful

For Balarama’s just like a mountain

Which is something he didn’t count on

Pralamba: I have accomplished my mission! Hahaha, I am just like a thief who has broken all the rules and carried off a valuable jewel!

Balarama: Pardon me? Do you want to head back now?

Pralamba: Well, you are getting rather heavy...hmmm...I’ll have to just be myself I guess.
They go offstage. 

Chorus:

As Balarama was carried off

Away from where they played

He noticed that his carrier

Had changed in every way

Pralamba feeling such a weight

His normal form assumed

He looked just like a cloud with lightning

Carrying the moon

Balarama: [from backstage]: Woah! How did you do that? You’ve changed in every way!!

They come onstage as Pralamaba the demon carrying Balarama.

Balarama: Hey, Damodar! Hey Manorama! A demon is trying to carry me away! Oh you of infallible power! Oh Rasa-vilasa! Tell me what I should do?

Krsna [from backstage]: Why are you playing like you have forgotten your own strength, which is unrivalled and exceeds the thunderbolts of Indra? Just kill him. We’ll join you there.

Balarama shrugs and begins hitting Pralamba on the head. As blood pours, he staggers and drops to the ground. 
Chorus:

So Baladeva who has never missed

Hit Pralamba with his fist

The ugly demon fell down dead

Just like a snake with a smashed head

The boys were praising his powers

While the demigods showered flowers

The music was heard for hours

The chanting of his names

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare

Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

Krishna and the cowherd boys run onstage. When they see the body, they shout:

All boys: Sri Sri Krsna Balarama ki jay! Sri Sri Krsna Balarama ki jay!
