Lord Nrsimhadeva #6 -The First Holi FestivalPRIVATE 

Narrator: 
Some millions of years ago, there lived two brothers named Hiranyaksa and 

Hiranyakasipu. These two brothers were very powerful demons and took pleasure in harassing the

 various living entities and breaking all the governing  laws of the universe. In order to protect the 

innocent and re-establish religious principles, Lord Visnu took the form of a giant boar and killed 

Hiranyaksa. This enraged Hiranyakasipu, who vowed to avenge his brother's death by killing Lord 

Visnu. He sought power by performing severe austerities until the effects of his austerities gave 

great distress to the demigods. To appease this situation, Lord Brahma granted Hiranyakasipu a 

boon. 

     Hiranyakasipu immediately asked for immortality but Lord Brahma replied that he could not 

grant immortality. Hiranyakasipu then asked that he not be killed by any creature created by Lord 

Brahma, neither in the day or in the night, neither on earth or in the sky,  that he not be killed by 

any weapon. These boons were granted by Lord Brahma.

  
  Thinking himself immortal, Hiranyakasipu terrorized the entire Universe. 

He conquered all of the fourteen planetary systems and sat on the throne of Indra the King o

 Heaven.

               Hiranyakasipu had a son named Prahlad who was a great devotee of Lord Visnu. This

 disturbed  Hiranyakasipu very much. How can Lord Visnu, who killed his very own brother, be 

worshipped by his own son?? He tried in vain to educate Prahlad, sending him to the gurukula of

 Sanda and Amarka, the sons of his own guru. Prahlad always chanted the Holy Names of Lord 

Krsna and Lord Visnu and influenced the sons of other demons to do so. Finally, Hiranyakasipu 

decided to have Prahlad killed. Although his demon soldiers tried very hard to kill Prahlad, in every 

instance, Prahlad was protected by Lord Visnu.

Hiranyakasipu: Visnu, Visnu, Visnu - to hell with Visnu! If He is so powerful, why doesn't he 

come before me? I will challenge Him to a duel! I have gained power from Brahma, now no one 

can kill me! No one can kill me! Ha ha! No one, ha ha ha!! None in Brahma's creation - Danavas,

 humans, Gandavas, Yakshas - everybody accepts my supremacy over the fourteen worlds!

     Only one person - one person dared to challenge my authority! Thus, I sentenced my own son, 

Prahlad to be killed!

Holika:   Ha ha ha!  How can you kill Lord Visnu, when you could not even harm a hair on the

 head of the head of His devotee?

Hiranyakasipu: What are you talking about? The devotees of Visnu, out of fear now consider me

 as their Supreme Lord! Even the demigods, who were devotees of Visnu - they now consider me

 as their authority! You talk about harming hair on Visnu's devotee - I have broken the very back 

bone of Visnu! Hahaha! These Brahmanas - by performing sacrifices and penance they were 

making Visnu very powerful. Now, I have stopped them from doing these things entirely! Ha! 

Now, being afraid of my wrath, it is said that Visnu has hidden Himself in the hearts of His

 devotees! Hahaha!!

Holika:        Oh, stop boasting! You cannot kill your own son, Prahlad.

Hiranyakasipu: What? Prahlad?

Holika:        Yes.

Hiranyakasipu: Still living?

Holika:        Yes.

Hiranyakasipu: No!
Holika:        Yes. It is true. 

(A servant enters and bows. He is trembling with fear.)

Servant:       All Glories to Hiranyakasipu!

Hiranyakasipu: (intensely) Where is Prahlad!? (no answer) I am asking you; do you hear me?!

Servant: 
Although the Rakshasas strike fear in the hearts of all, they could not bring fear to

 the heart of Prahlada, who always kept Krishna there with great love and devotion, and thus 

Prahlada was not hurt. They threw Prahlada in a pot of boiling oil, but the oil did not burn 

Prahlada. The demons grew fearful and put Prahlada beneath the foot of a giant mad elephant, but 

Krishna, being within the elephant's heart, picked up the the boy and placed Prahlad on his back, 

parading triumphantly about the courtyard. Next, they tried throwing Prahlada off a hill, and they

 tried killing Prahlada by putting him in great cold wind, in rain, and in ice. They tried to crush 

Prahlada with rocks, to burn him with fire and to starve him, but Prahlada remained safe. Finally, 

hey throw him in a pit of great poisonous snakes. 

         Hiranyakasipu: Well then, he must be dead by now! Tell me quickly!!

Servant: (croaks fearfully) He has not stopped chanting "Krsna Krsna" 

Hiranyakasipu: Leave me, now. 

(Servant runs out. Prahlad enters, singing happily. He continuously chants Hare Krsna for the rest of the play.)

Prahlad:       Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare




Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

(Everyone looks at Prahlad, struck with wonder.)

Holika: 
You were given the benediction that you cannot be killed but that doesn't mean

that you can kill everybody! What kind of benediction is this, huh? (sarcastically) "Cannot be killed

 by this, not that, not here, not there, not at this time, not at that time!" Instead of giving you the 

]boon of immortal life, Brahma has tricked you just as a father tricks his demanding son by 

offering him a candy if he will take bitter medicine.

Hiranyakasipu: (to Prahlad) You! Most impudent, most unintelligent disruptor of the family! 

Lowest among mankind! You have violated my power to rule you and therefore you deserve to

 die! Today, I shall dispatch you to the Lord of Death, myself!

Holika:  Do not embarrass yourself further! You have tried to kill him in so many ways, but you 

have failed. Therefore, it is my turn now.

Hiranyakasipu: What!? Huh?! You think that you can out do me??

Holika:  Brother, I want to do this for you. Just give me a chance, okay?

Hiranyakasipu: Bah! What can you do, when all my warriors, who
defeated the demigods, couldn't kill him?

Holika: I may be a woman, but you are forgetting, my dear brother, that fire cannot burn me!

Hiranyakasipu: (thinking) Hmmmm  

Holika: 
That is the boon that I long ago received from Lord Brahma and which has been 

useful to me on several occasions.  To aid you, I will sit in a burning pyre with your Prahlad on my 

lap. The fire will not burn me, but we will see who comes to rescue Prahlad!

Hiranyakasipu: Good, do it now. 

(Holika leaves. The demons set up the pyre prop. Then, Holika and demons stand ready.)

(to Prahlad)   You fool, you know that when I am angry all the  planets of the three worlds tremble,  along with their presiding deities! By whose power has a rascal like you become so impudent that you appear fearless and overstep my power to rule you??

Prahlad:       Father, the source of my strength is also the source of yours. Indeed, the original 

source of all kinds of strength is One. Even Lord Brahma, who gave you the power to conquer 

the three worlds, is controlled by Visnu, the Supreme Personality of Godhead.

Hiranyakasipu: How dare you utter the name of my enemy, the killer of my dear brother, your 

uncle, in front of me!!

Prahlad: 
My dear Father, do not discriminate in your heart between enemies and friends.

 One's uncontrolled and misguided mind is one's greatest enemy. When one sees everyone with 

equal vision, one then comes to the position of worshiping the Supreme Lord. 

Hiranyakasipu: You rascal, you are trying to minimize my value. I can therefore understand that 

you desire to die at my hands, for this kind of reckless talk is only engaged in by those who have

 no refuge from the onslaught of cruel Death!!

Prahlad: Unless Lord Visnu desires, you cannot kill me, Father. Everyone's birth and death are in

 the hands of Lord Visnu. 

Hiranyakasipu: Is that right? Holika, execute your plan at once. That is my order.

(Lights dim, use dramatic music, colored lights, fog, strobe and other special effects. Holika and Prahlad ascend the platform and sit in the middle of the pyre, "flames" engulf them [colored silks and acetate stiffened by blowers] Holika, Hiranyakasipu and other demons leave the stage.)

Narrator: Lord Brahma had given Holika the boon of protection against fire but Holika misused her boon by attempting to kill Prahlad, the Lord's greatest devotee. It is stated in the Bhagavad Gita that ultimately all benedictions are awarded by Krsna or Visnu. The Lord does not tolerate offenses to His devotees. Anyone who chants the Holy Name at once achieves the protection of the Lord. The Lord personally withdrew Holika's powers and thus she was burned up and Prahlad was unharmed by the flames. 

(Arrrange that Holika is concealed by the props, leaving Prahlad chanting in the flames.)



  The lesson we learn from this story is that Lord Visnu's devotees are fearless 

because they know that no one can vanquish them. In the Bhagavad Gita, Krsna states," Kaunteya 

pratijanihi/    Na me bkakta pranashyati." 

(Now Prahlad emerges from flames and comes center stage. Encourage cheers from audience. Happy citizens surround Prahlad and throw water and colors on him.)

   Here, Krsna tells Arjuna, "O son of Kunti, declare it boldy - My devotee never perishes."

The citizens gathered at the sight with colored powders, scented oils and colored water and 

celibrated the victory of Prahlad by throwing these auspicious items on the body of Prahlad and 

each other. This was the first Holi Festival and it is still celebrated throughout India today with

 bonfires, fireworks, the throwing of colors,  merry-making and the telling and re-telling of this 

account of the Glories of Prahlad and the Protection of the Holy Names.

(Holi Dance or Kirtan)
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