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calan lage, thumuki thumuki nandlal

Nandlal has now started walking in a staggering style.
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thare hot, pag dvaik calat puni,
giri giri calat gopal

He stands up, takes a couple of steps, loses His balance and falls down on the floor.
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puni ghuturuvani gavani taham

pahumcat, jaham dehari viséal
Resuming His crawling, He reaches the main door which has a large door sill.
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kar-pad-udar sabai chal-bal kari,
lamghan cah tatkal
With the help of His hands He gets up. Holding the high sill He tries to put His leg over It, but fails. Then
He uses His stomach and leg to roll over the sill, but even this trick does not worR,
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lamghi na sakel, macayeu rodan,
daurim matu behal
In despair He starts crying loudly. Hearing His cry Mother Yashoda comes running In a panic.
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bamka bhrkuti jehi pralay sol kar, 1113 bal rasal
The same Lord who destroys the universe by slightly raising HIs eyebrows, Is performing sweet pastimes of
childhood for the pleasure of His devotees.

<ERfE I Frerer |
jani rovahim mero 1al kali him,
deharihim deum nikal
Mother Yashoda says, "Don't cry, my sweet child! I will have this bad doorsill removed tomorrow."
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imi ‘krpalu’ kahi hari dularavati,
deharihim tarati tal
In the words of Shri ‘Kripalu,' "Mother Yashoda thus rocks the baby In her arms and hits the sill with her
hand, as If to show that she Is punishing it for making her child cry.”



