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A long time ago in India, there lived a wicked king. He told his people that he was God, so they had to worship him. The malicious king had a son. His name was Prahlad, and he was kind and caring, while his father was cruel and vile.

One sunny morning, Prahlad was walking in a small meadow, when he saw woman praying on her knees. He overheard her saying, “Lord Vishnu, please help me! Something dreadful has happened to me on this day!” Prahlad thought, She should not be praying to this Lord Vishnu!  He stood in front of her and asked, “Excuse me,  but you shouldn’t be praying to Lord Vishnu when you know your king is God! Why are you praying, anyway?” The woman looked up with a sad look and cried, “My kittens! They fell into the deep well! I am hoping they will be saved!” She started crying all over again and then three mews came from the well. Suddenly, a small kitten clambered out of the well. Then, three more kittens came out. Wow! Prahlad thought.

“My prayer has been answered!” the woman cried with relief “They are saved!” she cuddled them tightly as Prahlad started to walk back to the palace.

Later that night, Prahlad thought about what had happened earlier, when the kittens came out of the well. If they were able to come out, then Lord Vishnu must be the one true God! He must have heard the woman’s prayer! From this day forward, I shall worship Lord Vishnu! He said to himself.

When the cruel king learnt of this, he got really furious. So furious he said to his guard, “Throw my son off a cliff! This Lord Vishnu won’t be able to help him!” he rubbed his hands gleefully and chuckled.

The guard did as the king told him too and took him to a tall cliff- the tallest cliff in the land and shoved Prahlad off! Prahlad clasped his hands together and prayed to Lord Vishnu.

When the guard brought Prahlad back to the palace, the king was even more furious! He commanded, “Throw him into a pit of snakes! He will not escape that!”  again, he rubbed his hands glee. The guard threw poor Prahlad into a pit of cobras, and Prahlad prayed, “Lord Vishnu! Help me please!” like before, Lord Vishnu saved him from being harmed.

When the guard brought Prahlad back to the castle yet again, the king thundered, “Throw him into a herd of elephants! Tease them first, so they become angry! They will trample him!” as usual, he rubbed his hands with glee.

The guard took Prahlad to a herd of elephants and the guard picked up a stick and threw it at the elephants. The started to charge at Prahlad, but  when they reached him, they just nuzzled him gently.

As the guard brought Prahlad back, the king already knew that Prahlad would have survived this, so he sent Prahlad to his enormous bedroom.

The spiteful king had a sister. She was called Holika and she wanted to see Prahlad dead as much as he did. They were discussing different strategies one night and then Holika came up with an idea. Here is what they said, “How about tomorrow morning, I ask the slaves to build a massive bonfire and then I could persuade Prahlad to come into it with me?” she said.
“Won’t you be burnt alive?” the king asked her.
“No! I have magical powers that shall protect me,” she said slyly.

The next morning, Holika ordered the slaves to build a bonfire. The sticks were so dry, that when they set it alight, it shot up into an enormous fire that could be seen for miles. Holika said to Prahlad, “My boy, come into this fire with me and let us see who is the bravest,” Prahlad did as he was told and they both walked into the fire.

Holika tried putting on her shield, however, Lord Vishnu took away her powers and gave them to Prahlad. He was protected, and now he was out of the fire, alive. Unfortunately for her, Holika was burnt alive.
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