
  
Nandlal has now started walking in a staggering style. 




  

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


   
 

Resuming His crawling, He reaches the main door which has a large door sill. 


- - -

  


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 work. 



 
 

In despair He starts crying loudly.  Hearing His cry Mother Yashoda comes running In a panic. 


  
The same Lord who destroys the universe by slightly raising HIs eyebrows, Is performing sweet pastimes of 

childhood for the pleasure of His devotees. 


 
 

Mother Yashoda says, "Don't cry, my sweet child!  I will have this bad doorsill removed tomorrow." 


      
 

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."

 

 


