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Sadhu
Goes to Govardhana

Govardhana Hill is special because Krishna performed many pastimes there. Krishna 
lifted this hill like a large umbrella, and sheltered all the devotees from Indra’s rain storm. 
Govardhana is about one hour from Vrindavana town— longer if you come by bullock cart, 
Sadhu and Frog did.



When they arrived, Sadhu jumped off the bullock cart and raced to 
the side of the road.

“Sadhu! Sadhu! Wait for me,” Frog called anxiously, afraid he might 
get lost.

“Follow me,” Sadhu said, and disappeared into the bushes. He and 
Frog were good friends, and this was the first time they had gone to 
Govardhana together. When Frog caught up, Sadhu said, “Look straight 
ahead. Do you see those few rocks and boulders? That's the beginning 
of Govardhana Hill.”

Frog blinked and looked carefully.



The sun’s early morning rays were shining 
through the trees, landing here and there on 
the stones, which were a mixture of brown, 
grey, and purple colors. It was quiet except 
for the chirping of birds and the leaves 
rustling in the breeze.



“H e’s so beautiful!” Frog thought to himself as they moved closer. He 
imitated Sadhu and offered obeisances with his head touching a rock. Sadhu 

then took the flowers he had gathered along the way, offered them to 
Govardhana, and placed them carefully on different stones.
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“Govardhana is considered the greatest devotee of 
Krishna, because he lets Krishna and Balarama, with Their 
cows and friends, play on him. He gives soft green grass for 
sitting on, fresh clean water for drinking, caves in which to 
hide, rocks for climbing on, and all kinds of slides and swings and ...” 

“Water to swim in?” interrupted Frog.
“Yes!” Sadhu laughed, “and water to swim in for His frog 

friends like you, who splash about and make Him happy.”
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They took a ride on another cart as far as Manasi Ganga, the large kunda where 
the water is nondifferent from the Ganges. Frog bathed and felt refreshed, 
while Sadhu sprinkled drops of water on his head. They heard the story of how 
Krishna dressed as a boatman and took the gopis across the lake to the other side.



There was a storm, and when the boat began to leak, the gopis became 
frightened. Krishna just laughed. He made them throw all their jewelry and 
pots of ghee and yogurt into the water, but still the boat was sinking. Finally, 
when the gopis clung to the boatman, they understood that he was Krishna 
and they were relieved.
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Frog liked the story and jumped back into the water.
“I have a great idea!” he said. “Let’s stay here all day!”
“What about Dan Gati, Govinda Kunda, Aniyora and all the other 

wonderful places at Govardhana?” Sadhu asked.
“But it’s so hot. I might dry up.”
“Don’t worry, Frog. There are lots of kundas. Look over there. Let’s 

take a ride on that lady’s bundle of grass. Quickly.”



Frog scrambled up the steps to keep up with Sadhu. They jumped 
into the grass and soon were perched high above the busy street, 
watching all the action below.
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As they approached Dan Gati, Sadhu explained that this was 
where Krishna demanded tax from the gopis, who were carrying 
butter and yogurt across the narrow path. The gopis were 
indignant, and they threw butter and yogurt at Krsna.



Sadhu and Frog offered obeisances at Dan Gati and sat next to the hill.
“Govardhana is higher here,” Frog said.
“Mmm,” Sadhu replied, “and he gets even higher further on.”
They looked up at the rocks and boulders, which seemed so big 

compared to their small bodies. Lots of monkeys were on the hill, the 
older ones moving about slowly and the babies jumping, tumbling, and 
chasing one another.
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They stopped for lunch at Aniyora, in the shade of a pipal tree. As they ate they 
shouted “Aniyora! Aniyora! Give me more! Give me more! ” just as Krishna had 
shouted when He ate all the offerings the Brijbasis had cooked.

A,bullock cart carrying cow dung patties stopped on the road, and the two 
friends climbed aboard. “After Govinda Kunda we will walk,” Sadhu said.
Frog was beginning to think Govardhana parikrama was easy.
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“Some devotees do dandavat parikrama,” Sadhu continued.
“Danda what?”
“Dandavat. That’s when you offer obeisances all the way 

around the hill. It takes a long, long time.”
Frog thought it would take him ages to do dandavat 

parikrama since his body was so short. Sadhu s body was longer, 
plus he had a tail. Sadhu read his thoughts.

“You would surely dry up doing dandavat parikrama,” he 
laughed. Frog heartily agreed.



As the cart moved down the road, they were able to see 
Govardhana Hill clearly. Cows and goats were grazing on his sides 

White clouds floated in the blue sky above and the colorful 
bougainvillaea flowers looked like splashes of paint against the 
copper, brown, grey, and purple boulders. Peacocks, parrots, and 
f other birds kept the air filled with song.



The hill was high now, and Frog was amazed.
“Imagine!” Frog said, “Krishna lifted this hill with His little finger.” 
“Krishna is wonderful, simply wonderful!” Sadhu exclaimed. “He 

protected all the devotees from the terrible rainfall. They weren’t even 
hungry or thirsty for a whole week.”
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After bathing at Govinda Kunda, they walked on a sandy path that brought them 
close to the hill. It was getting hot. There were lots of different footprints in the sand, 
and Sadhu and Frog tried to guess whose they were.

“Ouch! Hare Krishna!” Sadhu shouted. He had stepped on a thorn.
“It’s mercy,” he thought as he held back his tears. Frog helped him pull it out and 

they continued on their journey.
“Look, Frog” Sadhu said excitedly, “ do you see those small stacks of rocks by the 

side of the path?”
Frog nodded.
“There is a famous prayer by Rupa Goswami that says, ‘Govardhana, please let me 

live close by you.’ Devotees come and build little stone houses, praying that one day 
they will live by Govardhana and serve Krishna.”

“Can we build one?” Frog asked.
“Why not!” Sadhu replied cheerfully.
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They set to work. It was hot, but they pulled and pushed and heaved the stones on 
top of one another. They were careful not to disturb anyone else’s house. As they 
worked they chanted Jaya Giri Govardhana, jaya Giri Govardhana. They decided to 
make one big house and share it.

“Let’s make it so big that our friends can also come and live with us by
Govardhana,” Sadhu suggested.

“Great idea!” Frog said.
Soon they were done and Sadhu was just placing the last stone on top. It was 

heavy, and he had to lean and stretch to push it up. Somehow he put the rock down 
crooked and the whole house collapsed— with both of them inside! For a moment,
everything was quiet. All that could be seen was a bundle of rocks and Sadhu’s furry

tail sticking out the top.



“Frog?”
“Yes?”
“Are you all right?”
“Yes. Are you?”
“I think so. I’m stuck though, and I can’t find my tail.”
They peered at each other through the darkness.
“Maybe Govardhana is fulfilling your desire to live by him,” Frog suggested. 
“Very funny, Frog.”
“What will we do now, Sadhu?” Frog was beginning to feel anxious.
“Pray,” Sadhu said, “and start trying to move these rocks.”
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There was light coming in through the cracks between the rocks. Frog pushed and 
pushed, but the rocks were jammed. He couldn’t make an opening. It was beginning to 
look hopeless. A big tear welled up in his eye.

“I’m scared,” he said.
“Don’t worry, Frog. Krishna will help us. I’m sure of it.” Sadhu replied, even 

though he himself didn’t feel so brave.”
They sat and chanted. Sadhu found his tail and pulled it in inch by inch. It was 

painful, but once he got his tail back he felt a lot better.
“Okay, Frog. Lets work together to move these rocks,” Sadhu said. “Ready? One, 

two, three— PUSH!”
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With great effort they managed to move the rocks enough to make a 
small opening. Sadhu squeezed out and then helped Frog, who was 
covered in dust but happy to be free.

“Oh, Sadhu!” he said. “Thank you for saving me. I thought I would be 
stuck in there forever.”

“That’s okay, Frog,” Sadhu said, as he rubbed his bruised tail. “That’s 
what friends are for. Krishna is also our best friend, and He and His 
devotees will always take care of us no matter what.”

He gave Frog a big hug. Now it was getting late, so they dusted 
themselves off quickly and went to Puncari.





Sadhu brought Frog to the area where Krishna had His rasa dance. “Shhh," he 
whispered. “This is a very special place. This is where Krishna danced with the gopis 
under the moonlight. Only pure devotees can see these pastimes.”

“Then what are we doing here?” Frog asked, opening his big eyes wide.
“Trying to get some mercy so we can understand we are Krishna’s eternal servants. 

Then we can go back home, back to Godhead.”
“And in the meantime?”
“Back home, back to Vrindavana!” Sadhu said with a smile, and scampered off 

toward the roadway.
“Wait, wait for me Sadhu!” Frog called after him, hopping and huffing and puffing 

to catch up.
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When they arrived home they rushed to tell Priya, their cow friend, all about 
their adventures.

“Y ou’ll never believe what happened at Govardhana,” Sadhu began, full of 
excitement. Priya listened to the two friends.

“Sounds like you had a good day,” Priya said. “Maybe next time I’ll go with you.” 
“Haribol!” shouted Sadhu and Frog.
Just then, Frog jumped on Priya’s back.
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“And maybe I can take a ride if I get tired?” he grinned.
“Sure,” said Priya. Then she swished her tail and sent Frog 

tumbling onto the grass.
“You’ll just have to hold on tight!” she added, and all three friends 

laughed and laughed.

\





Childrens Publications by Torchlight

G o M ata— A  girl learns to love cows 

Srila Prabhupada’s Music Box— A  mystery 

He Lives Forever— A  coloring book about Srila Prabhupada’s life 

Bhakta Musika and the Lion— A  mouse befriends a lion 

Bhakta Musika and the Terrible Snake— Bhakta Musika’s friendship w ith the lion saves him 

Sadhu goes to the Yamuna— T he famous squrriel visits the sacred River Yamuna 

Sadhu goes to G ovardhana— The famous squrriel visits the King of Hills 

Krsna Land Board Game— G ather fruits, flowers, sweets and Tulasi leaves to offer to Radha-Krsna.

If you enjoyed this book we feel you will also 
enjoy our other publications. Send for our catalogue now

\ nT o R c h L i q h T  P  u b  I i s h i n q P v t. Lid.
C orporate Office: Plot 9, M adhuban Colony, Ram an-reti, 
Vrindavan Dist. M athura, U .P., India 281124

Registered Office: 8/14, Hospital Road, Torchlight Publishing, Inc.
Jangpura Extension, New Delhi 110014 PO  Box 52, Badger, CA 93603 USA
Email: 102631.3476@compuserve.com 1-888-TORCHLT toll free
www.torchlight.com Email: torchlight @compuserve.com

mailto:102631.3476@compuserve.com
http://www.torchlight.com


Join Sadhu and his friends as he discovers the sacred land of Vrindavana

X
The Delaney Family Library

Saranagati Village 
Please return or contact: 
kardelaney@gmail.com

ISBN 81-87216-10-7  
1 "<111111111 mu

!ijl Ifc!

9 7 8 8 1 8 7  2 1 6 1 0 0

mailto:kardelaney@gmail.com

