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Once in India, there lived a wicked man. He was a king who was both boastful and greedy. It was a fine summer’s day when a boy called Prahlad (the son of the king) went out for a peaceful walk.
Whilst he was walking, Prahlad saw a woman down on her hands and knees.  ”Lord Vishnu, please save me,” she sobbed.  Prahlad was mad. ” Woman why do you pray to Lord Vishnu when you know your king is God?” Her eyes were red and tears were trickling down her face: her kittens were stuck in the well.  
Soon after Prahlad had realised this, they heard a soft meow coming from the well and then another.  Eventually, there was a whole symphony of kittens meowing. “Oh my prayer has been answered” she exclaimed gratefully.  “Thank you Lord Vishnu.”  Prahlad walked away and thought to himself, “My father is not God.  From this day onwards I shall worship Lord Vishnu instead.”
When his father found out about this he was furious so he had his guards carry Prahlad across the land to the biggest snake pit they could find. As Prahlad peered down into the pit, all he could see was hundreds of snakes wriggling and slithering and he was afraid.  The guards threw him in.  Prahlad clasped his hands and muttered under his breath, “Lord Vishnu, please save me from my father’s wicked plan.”  It worked!  Lord Vishnu saved him just as he did the woman’s kittens.
The guards returned to the palace with an unharmed Prahlad.  Just as before, the king was fuming and he told them to throw Prahlad off the largest mountain they could find.  The drop was so deep it seemed never ending.  He prayed with all his heart and just as before, his prayer worked.
This time the king could stand no more. “Guards,” he bellowed, “taunt a herd of elephants to trample my son.”  The guards did as the king commanded and they took Prahlad to a desert where they threw him into a herd of elephants. 
Just as the king had thought, they came charging towards Prahlad through a cloud of dust.  Maybe this time the cruel king had finally got rid of Prahlad for good?   However, as the dust settled, Prahlad could be seen praying in the midst of the herd of elephants who were now snuggled up to him affectionately.
“Graaagh!” The king screech when Prahlad returned.  “Someone rid me of this troublesome boy.”  From the darkness of a shadowy corner, the king’s sister (Holika) whispered, “Leave it to me, Sire.”  She had a plan- she was going to build a gargantuan bonfire to burn Prahlad. The king was worried.  “You shall surely burn too though,” he stammered.  
“Not I,” she grinned, “I have great powers which will shield me from the heat.”  So, as she said, a great bonfire was built.
As it turned nightfall, Prahlad went on a walk with his Aunt, suspecting nothing, and he was led to the bonfire.  Holika then dared him, “Come into the fire with me.  Your Lord Vishnu will surely save you.”  Reluctantly, Prahlad walked into the blazing flames and prayed again and again to Lord Vishnu until his message was heard.
Lord Vishnu was listening and he took away Holika’s magic powers and granted them to Prahlad instead.  Slowly but painfully, Holika burned into nothing but a pile of ashes and Prahlad walked unharmed out of the bonfire.
And that is why in springtime each year Hindus celebrate Holi and light bonfires to remember that good will always triumph over evil.



