





























































































































































































































Stay Smoothly Spread
Vicchia Rahu ’

Stay spread like the mat at the door,
Stay flat, rny mind! Stay smoothly spread.
It bas no ruffles, not a bit of anger,
So stay by renouncing your ego;
Like the earth spread flat yet full of hope,
Waiting for the auspicious rain;
The giver of the auspicious rain,
Is but your own benevolent Beloved!
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Homage to Your Magical Wonders
Sadke Teri Jadugari De

In me, deep inside, deep inside somewhere
Hides my Beloved!

Yes,

You strike me with your melodious tunes,
Awakening

My inner strings.

They sing songs

— Songs of parting, songs of meeting with you —
Casting their magic spell on me.

I frantically look around

Trembling, quivering.

Rastated %% % %%

Sleep, yes, you usurp my sleep.
Awake, yes, you keep me quivering —
Like a golden thread dangling

From the border of a bride’s scarf.

%% % 6% b e

Oh Beloved!

Behind sight hidden Beloved!

Very near but far, farther still,
Far far away, but near, very near,
Homage to your magical wonders!

%% X%t x5t

Voice! Silence!!
Yes, my trembling voice, be quiet.
Friends!

Here language comes to a stop.
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Struck By Desire
Lagg Gai Si Bali Umare

I was a little gir] then

Playing dress-up with my dolls,
Playing games with my friends

And singing songs with my brothers.
I was a little girl of tender age.

% % %%

I was sound asleep locked in childhood sleep,
Nobody was around me — no nurse, mother, father.
The moon in the skies was sending its silvery rays
Stars were emitting their caressing waves —
Soft delicious waves hit my tender face.
You came cloaked in the night of silver
You kissed my forehead in moonlight’s dazzle,
You slipped a ring around my little finger,
Then you bowed down and whispered something in my ear.
I was sound asleep, but perhaps inside I was wide awake
You went away cloaked in the night of silver.

%% %t %%

I woke up. I woke up from my baby’s sleep
I looked around as though I was somebody other,
Yes, I was a stranger to myself.
Thinking — was [ lying lost somewhere?
Or was I found and returning home?
My young mind could not fathom.
My forehead throbbed in joy
— A delicious fountain burst inside —
‘What happened to my forehead? I could not say.
My little finger shook shooting tremors all the way
I wore the ring I had received in my dream

57




Cosmic Symphony

Looking around I saw words glittering in circles,
‘Beloved! My Beloved!” written in its dazzling script.
A constant melody echoed in my ears,
It was the song ‘Beloved! My Beloved.’
A naive little girl I was struck by desire —
‘Beloved Mine, Beloved, My beloved!’

A% k% b

You came back in a dream again,
Flashing your effulgence you swept away
— ‘It was me, me’ you said in a musical symphony
But off you went not waiting a wink.
My desire grew even more when 1 woke up
‘Beloved, Beloved’ 1 said, ‘please come to me’
‘Close, close, near me, here, closer to me
Come my Beloved! Yes please do come for sure!
Kisses with your own lips see how they make it flutter
My forehead, look at it, also look at my trembling finger —
Yes, with the ring you slipped on, and that too trembles
It wants to touch your lotus feet
Seeking a vision of your luminous form.’
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Priceless Gift
Vadmulli Dat

I heard someone say:

“Your Love has come today,

Has gone to the temple.

I took off in a rush

I had barely reached the station

When [ heard a musical echo -

The sound of necklace bells of chariot horses.
I stood glued on the path thinking —

I will have a glimpse, my divine vision

My Beloved will look out the chariot

With those lovely eyes — will look at me once.

%% %% %5

Along with my thoughts the chariot arrived
A wonderful vision was right in front:

‘My Beloved!” _

Yes, I had the vision,

‘My Beloved!”

%% % %% % %%

But off they flew with the chariot

In a flash -

Those horses faster than the wind

Yes, their tracks were in the middle of the dirt road.
So by the lines on the road

On my feet

Yes, on my feet

I sat -

I picked up a bit of dust with my right hand

[ raised it to my forehead, yes,
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Cosmic Symphony

I put the speck of glorious dust on my forehead.
I told my mind: think about it
This too is a gift ~

Eyes were brimming full

Dust stuck to my forehead
Voice broke into words:

This is a gift beyond price.
Yes, it was a miracle
Receiving the gift of dust
Along with the visionary flash
This priceless gift!

This priceless gift!

60



The Bamboo Basket
Vans Di Tori

When I sing your songs, my Beloved,
I dwell in your presence;

It is in your absence

That I realise, you

Yes, you were the singer of my songs:
I was but a lifeless bamboo basket,
Empty, full of holes

You yourself fill me with songs!

~ A mere bamboo basket

In a flash you come and exalt me.
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Joy, Enjoyer, Enjoyment

Ras, Rasia, Rasal

The veena says to its player:
‘T add colour to your songs.’

The player wrapped it in its covers
And put it away.

That’s when the veena realised:

I was all wood, strands and strings
My body had no life

This is my Beloved’s immutable magic
That filled me with music.

Every fibre turned into a chord,

That recited love love ever louder;

My Beloved sang along,

Enchanted by my song.

Yes, my Beloved sang, played the music as well
— Ecstatically swaying from side to side
The enjoyer was fully enjoying.

%% X% % %%

Wondrous, wondrous are your feats, my Beloved!
Felicitations to you on the beauty of your songs
You are the song, the music and the essential taste
You are the joy, the enjoyer and all enjoyment.
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Meeting Time
Mil Vela Uu

Calling out loud by the river,

Frantically waving my arms in the air,

Stammering ‘Beloved, Beloved,” but
You carefree self you!

Swim? I can’t, my arms are too weak,
The river hisses in its tidal waves.
Walk? I can’t, there is no path,

Lover, friend, you comforter!

My raft is too old,
Too ragged from: use,
I see no oars, no ferryman,
Going across is far too threatening,

Amidst billowing clouds and gusty winds,
Men who pilot aeroplanes,
Scream and yell in panic:

— “This is not the time to fly.’

My helplessness knows no bounds my love!
The wish to meet you has doubled itself
I am calling you in agony My Beloved
Come, you come yourself and meet with me!

You are omnipotent with all the facilities

You can do whatever you want my dear

You also have compassion and empathy

Quickly then let the meeting time be.

You may be carefree!

But

You are lover, friend, my comforter!

Come, you come yourself and meet with me
Quickly let the meeting time be.
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I Myself Go To Their Door
Janda Ap Han Uhna De Duar

Tired from grazing my goats
In the heat of the sun
As I sat on a stone in the shade of the chinar tree,
Your soldier, my love, came over to me,
And read me your commandment:—
‘At night, yes, at midnight,
Come to the mansion and knock at the door
In the royal palace —-
From the back gate’
The king himself will open
His portal.
Yes, you poor destitute!
The king is captivated
By your beauty wearing rags.

* %% b bt e d

At times I thought it was a joke

Even so

Lonely and shaky

I started to go in the middle of the night.
I walked and ! stopped,

Sometimes strolling, sometimes wobbling,

I have reached your place,

Honourable king! Open your gate!

4% % %% % %% %

The black clouds of my luck
Joined the darkness of the sky,
Darkness fell all around,
Stumbling over and over
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Mere Sainyan Jio

Holding tightly on my knot of hope
I have reached your place,
Honourable king! Open your gate!

%5 % ok *56%

Raindrops are beginning to fall,
Easterly wind is sweeping by,

My king!

Amidst the army of roaring clouds,
Lightning is thundering in the skies.
My eyes are blinded by its flash
The closed doors are revealed.

Open your locks for me.

%% % X5t % %>

Where are those closed doors?
I died at your entrance —
Seeing your closed doors
Stabbed by the lashing rain.

% % %% % %% %

This here is my own shack —

Made of straw and cane

Seated inside is my great king —
King, the magnificent king of kings!
How did you come to my straw hut?
How did I reach your closed gates?

2

Enfolding me in his arms
The king opened his lips —
“Those who love me,

They go to my door
Looking for me,

But whom I love,

I myself go to their door,—
Their door is my door too.’
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Presence
Hazuri

O my friends, my love did not come,
But he sent a gift of his presence —
He made us come to him
Persuasively, forcefully;

In his presence we became present —
Close, very close and near, very near,
Qur distance was removed!

Look at our Beloved’s magic —

He moved our distance away!
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Recognition of My Beloved
Sainyan Ji Di Sian

Who are they who say:
‘Your Beloved cannot be recognised?’

My Beloved!

Those with eyes recognise

Your beauty overflowing
From scenes to sight!

Those with ears recognise
Your musical rhythms
Echoing in our cosmos.

Yes, the dancing, bouncing fragrances
Give you away!
To those who can smell, my Beloved!

Then those without fear
Recognise you.
From your exciting touch.

%% b 2 R S e

Your ambrosial drops

From some distant planet

Pour, into the mouths

Of those who call you —

Like papiha, the ever thirsty love-bird.
They give a taste of your being

To those with the heightened sense
Higher than the five senses.

Yes!
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Cosmic Symphony

You reveal yourself to them:

— With wreaths of flowers — you stand behind
To garland their minds —

A step forward, a step backward,

Meeting, separating, embracing tightly,

You merge with them

Like the river with the sea.
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In The Tiny Lap
Nikki God Vich

At the touch of light today

When ‘morning’ was beginning to stir
Against the burgeoning white lap of dew
Within the silky lap of a blossomed rose
You were playing my Beloved!

How, yes! How

Did you enter that tiny lap?

My great and vast Beloved!
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Yes, Will Meet For Sure
Milso, Han, Milso Zarur

‘T met’
You met, yes, you met
Yes, you met for sure
Having met you intensified
The desire to meet you even more.

‘Will meet’
Yes you, said, I will meet
Your words echo
Twice as loud.

‘Used to meet’ -
Yes, you visited me in my dreams, -
Upon waking the pain of parting is twice over
Yes, the pain of parting is twice over.

‘Will you meet?’
Since you said ‘will meet’
You will meet for sure!
But months weeks days
Hours seconds in millions
— like the flowing waters —
Have incessantly gone by.
A child is sitting by the river
He is counting the surging waves
Neither they finish nor does the counting.
The river has myriad partings
The waves go by never ending.
Will you meet when they stop my love
Or somewhere in the middle of their flow?
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Mere Sainyan Jio
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Your word is true, true is your promise,
Your blessings are true, true what you say;
But I am a child, an impatient child

I cannot wait

No my Beloved do not delay!

You will meet, yes you will meet

This is my hope, this is my core —

From it my life spins forth

My Beloved!

My life’s cord!

71




No Room For Words
Bolan Da Nahion Tan

My memory - that memory of mine,
Erases all chasms my Beloved!

But when you come and embrace

Take me tightly in your arms

I lose control over my words —

How can I explain my state?

Be quiet O friend, O handsome be quiet!
Words dissolve into ineffable silence
Understanding, thought and speech
Here come to an end

Yes, my friend!

When you take me tightly in your arms
There is no room for words

The art of language is lost.
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Beloved’s Land
Saiyan Da Desh

Here you come playing your lute O Jogi!
Singing songs of angst
You are roaming like a lunatic,
Are you corning from the Beloved’s land?
If you are coming from there then give us his message,
Give us some news about our Love;
Tell me how far
Is my Beloved’s land?

Jogi — There behind lies the Beloved’s land
Listen young lady!
There behind lies the Beloved’s land
My Beloved’s land.
I ventured out to see the world —
I’d started on my travels
I have forgotten the way to the good land
Far away is the Beloved’s land.
I am searching for some sign
Roaming from country to country,
Searching every city, village and street,
Searching through forests and trees
I can’t find any path
To the land of my Beloved
To the land of your Beloved.

Lady — Try playing your lute again

I will sing along with it

So we’ll join our songs of separation.
A saint close by whispered:

‘His ears are music.’

Yes, the Beloved’s ears are music
Come now let us sing songs

Songs of his praise;

Songs of our separation.




Well Done!
Shabash!

I have not yet mastered any tunes or notes,

Nor any rhythm or melody;
I don’t have a singing voice,

Nor, my love, the art of harmony.
Yet I have the urge to sing

Which never subsides, so

What do I do?
I also wish you’d hear my song

Which only grows stronger by the day!
Why? My Beloved, you

Don’t ever scold or frown at me?
Instead, you listen rapt

Swaying side to side with eyes shut
Sometimes a tenderly whispered

shabash

Reaches my ears!
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Inner Eyes
Andarle Nain

Eye —

The human eye

Could not see you

My Beloved!

Darkness had overtaken

Knowledge and intelligence.

It still cannot see you,

The brilliance is too dazzling —

Yes, the strong light of intellect is blinding.

Do cast a favourable glance:

Do open those inner eyes

Which would recognise you —

Whether it be light, dark or bedazzling,

You, my Beloved! Beloved! )

In every place, in every colour, in every direction
Playing everywhere, yet remaining apart! -
Handsome, you are the height of splendour.

75




Pot
Taula

Today I have come at the door —
Yes at your own door
In the guise of a beggar,
O wealthy one!
Drop in a gift,
Do drop it in,
As 1 beg at your door,
O wealthy one.
The pot is beside me -
Can it hold anything?
Yes, perhaps something!
No, nothing at all!
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Loneliness
Ikkal

Giver with a thousand ears
Please listen to me!
Without you ‘loneliness” has made me paranoid
I come to your door, rescue me O wealthy One!
Amidst my own or strangers, in small or big crowds
Amidst forests or flowers, by the river or the sea
I am afflicted with loneliness. It does not leave me.
Nobody can heal me except you
Give me your vision — cure me
I sacrifice myself to my Beloved
Give me your gift

I stand at your door
Give me your self —
I am yours after all.
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Evening and Morning on the Go
Turdi Sanjh Saver

Swept by the crisp breeze
Night and day flow
Playing their symphony
They sing their Lover’s song
With their unstuck melody
They choreograph their Lover’s dance -
Reaching up to the trees
Embracing again and again!
Never does it stop
Never does it slow
Constant is its flow
Evening and morning are on the go
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Spring
Bahar

‘Spring is here’

‘Spring is here’

Hearing the call,

Flowers came out to see
Blooming with joy.

Lifting their fragrance

Spring swung ahead

Lifting their fragrance

Spring swung ahead

And entering our house

Says: ‘Open your doors.’
Then in an uproar:

‘There is no more winter or snow,
so open your doors. '

6% %% x5t

Says:

Listen to the buzz of the bumblebee
Listen to the hum of the honeybee
Listen to the chirping birds

Listen to the nightingale’s songs
Listen to the classical melodies
Patterned on the spring Raga Basant

Listen to the joy beating in every heart.

%% %%t 4%t

She carried good tidings —
Coming from the lover’s home
She spoke:

Now hear carefully,
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Cosmic Symphony

The Beloved will soon show up

So get ready as beautifully as you can
Get ready now —

Keep your eyes tightly focused

Keep your doors wide open

The Beloved will come

The Beloved will surely come.
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A Fleeting Instant
Chinn

My friend dear! Listen to me:
Between my walking and falling asleep
There is an incredible instant,

Deep in it

Hides an ambrosial drop —

Like the honey

In the flower.

That instant | intimately touch —
Perhaps the threshold of my love.

It is a shock awakening

How can we catch it sister dear!

How can we seize that fleeting instant forever?
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Waking Up From This Sleep
Jagi Jan Es Nindon

I was a little girl

Getting ready to go to school,
When I slipped into

Another state.

I fell sound asleep

But [ was fully aware

I could feel a transcendent delight
Beginning to take over.

Naive, [ could not understand
[ was totally taken in

By an infinite bliss

Filtering through me.

4% %% 6%

When I woke from this sleep —
My auspicious sleep

Inducing an ecstasy

That broke all barriers

I wondered:

Where did it commence?

The deliciousness for which

I now seethe with desire?
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My Message
Mera Sandesh

Oh black pigeon
Welcome my dear brother!
Flying across buildings
Splitting through trees
You have finally arrived.
Have you brought any message for me?
This blue necklace of yours,
Carries no note no letter.
I was sad to begin with,
[ am now all the more.
Yes, 1 understand brother!
You didn’t come to deliver,
You came to carry my message.

%5k % %% % %%

Since you are flying back brother
To my Beloved’s place,
Do carry my message!

I’ll fasten my letter to your necklace:
‘My eyes are two fountains
Bursting with tears
Bursting with big hot tears.
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Sign

Sainat

About the joy in holding our Love
Tighter and tighter -

Ask the breeze

That caresses the ocean waves,

For she alone can explain.

Ask the fragrance:

What is the joy in embracing our Love?
Rippling through the garden

She will give you a sense

Of the scent from holding the Beloved tight.

Ask the beautiful woman:

What is the joy in embracing our Love?
Her lips breaking into smile

Her eyes bouncing with light

Will say it all

She’ll teach you the joy of embracing.

The joy of meeting with our Love,
Ask the one who is imbued in colour:
Tears fill his eyes,

His forehead glows

With the sign that shows

This is the joy of divine union.
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Disclosure of Love
Preet Di Ugarh

My Beloved!

I sing your songs,

So I am a trained singer;

I recite your praise,

So 1 am an eminent poet;

I call in endearing tones,

So I am courteous in manner;

I express pangs of parting,

So I .am a renowned lover;

When somebody gives me a bit,

I begin to think that I am their beloved.
Today, yes today

I realise I am a bundle of wishes —
Standing at your threshold

With my begging bowl

A beggar posing as a giver!

This is my love’s disclosure

Help me Love! My Beloved.
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My Crisis
Meri Mushkal

Parted from you, I cry and say,
‘Do please come!’

But when I think about the hassle
I'd be putting you through,
I say, ‘Don’t!’

Then I think I should go,
But how do I make it?

My Beloved,
Please get me out of my crisis!
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You Planted This Sapling
Tuhon Buti Eh Lai Si

This sapling of your memory
Was planted by your sight
With your one glance,
It was animated with life.
A breath from you,
Suffused it with fragrance.
A scent reaches my mind again
My consciousness is inebriated.
If you forget us
How could we stay in bloom?
Our vibrant and fragrant love
It was you who poured out your gift!
Don’t forget us even for an instant
May we not forget either
That this fragrant sapling
Was planted by you!
Pass the veena in my hands
And fill me with music
So I burst into my song — “You Beloved!
You planted this sapling.’
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Swoop of the Swan
Hans Pheri

Seeing the swan flying in the skies:

Come you swimmer

With so elegant a gait

Dive down from the vast skies,
Come to me, you who fly so high!

I know not how to fly
I trip as I walk by,

I cannot swim

O saviour mine!

I have no talents

I learnt nothing

I have no virtue

O treasure of virtues!

Do cast a glance

Oh light of lights!

I sit waiting for you
O compassionate One!

Let me be able to say,

“I had your vision

In the beauty of a swan”
You wondrous beauty

You with eyes!

With penetrating eyes

Send me a glance

From your effulgence above!
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Mere Sainyan Jio

Do swoop low

Give us your shade

Come down from your lofty flights
You auspicious One!

To the swan descending into the pool:—
You have come down on your own,
Now come close to me for a moment,
You who glide so regally

Across the ocean of my mind!

From the heart of the sea
My eyes discovered two pearls,
They are set on my palms
For your benevolent glance!

These pearls are not pierced
Come close ~ pick them up,
You shining white splendour,
Collect my two pearls!
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Where Are You?
Kitthe Ho?

Where are you?
I know close by!
Why don’t you call me?
You do, but my ears don’t hear you.

Where are you?
I know close by!
Why can’t you be seen?
You can be, but my eyes don’t picture you.

Where are you?
I know close by!
Why can’t we meet?
We can, but my arms don’t grasp you.

Where are you? My handsome Beloved!
You are close by me, my dear Beloved!
You are close by, yet 1 yearn to meet you'
I can bear these pangs!

No, I can’t.
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Such Nights

Essian Ratan

Night of the full moon

Bright light flooding through

My satiny white terrace

I am lying on my bed

With my eyes closed —

We have our tender union.

My lotus-heart and you

You, you, you!

My mind free of anxiety

Rapt in embracing you, you, only you!
My Beloved! My Beloved!

Do give me such nights, won’t you!
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Misery and Pain Down The Memory Lane
Dukh Andoh Gae Sabh Bhul

Misery and pain

Struck me again and again
Wings of hope could not take off

Lamps of my heart lay in utter dark.
How could their light return?

A withered flower bloom again?
‘My Beloved! Beloved mine!’

A tiny ray from you
Makes us glow —

The dark heart begins to sparkle
As though you entered yourself —

Misery and pain are forgotten
Musical melodies burst forth

Lips vibrate ‘Beloved! Beloved!”
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At the Still Point
Ruk Jaye Kal Chal

All suffering goes away

No worry comes close,
My mind is stretched clear

With the pull of your love.
Nights belong to me

And days do not go astray,
Breathing is calm

Unruffled by craving, my love!
‘Beloved! Beloved?”

Is my only chant
In musical rhythms

It harmoniously flows.
In my rapt embrace

You are sitting, my Love!
Time and flux come to a stop

I get my gift, the refuge of your lap!
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Love for the Ephemeral
Binashar Da Prem

My Beloved!
When we get fixed on things we look at,
When we long for them,
When we are seduced by beauty
Other than yours,
When we emotionally invest in
Other soerrows and desires,
We ache as they flee,
For, they are ephemeral.
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Wedded
Larh Laggi

My desires have not yet ceased,
‘Me! Me!” has not yet paused,
‘Mine! Mine!” hovers behind,

Thus [ am betrothed to you —
Wedded to your Narme.

‘Beloved’ ‘Beloved’ 1 'scream

“Yours” ‘T am Yours’ 1 ple,ad
‘Come meet’ ‘Come meet” I wail;

I call out loud again and again:
Beloved, please overlook my failings.

For the sake of your infinite virtues,
Extend your passion to this lover,

O compassionate One!

Look at the ocean with its virtues,
They are yours, your own, my Beloved.
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Unflinching Eyes
Attik Nain

I spent the night in agony,"
I waited and wept,
Wailing, ‘Beloved’ ‘Beloved’
Counting every minute.
At the break of dawn you came, but
Misfortune has its mysterious ways,
The eyes that waited unflinching all night
Had relaxed for a moment.
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How to go Across?
Dur Kinj Hoe Duri?

When the lover was away

I’d say, ‘please come,

But when the lover came,

I went away.

O fortune-teller — quick!

Send me some tips

How do I cross this distance?

How do I dwell in my lover’s presence?
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Mashobra — In Autumn
Mashobra — Khiza Vicc

My brother Mashobra! Now tell me,
Weren’t you that spectacular blossom -
Who was rejoicing like flowers?

Whose grass was luscious green?

Now that grass lies pale,

It looks so very sad!

Your flowers are wilting —

They stand sadly with their heads down,
They shrivel and wither in pain!

Like a mother apart from her offspring,
They that bear fruit are fruitless,

Laying bare the agony of separation!
Leaves too have changed their colours,
They fall off with the touch of breeze.
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Winter-Sun in Mashobra
Mashobre Di Sial-Dhup

After hugging the snow clad mountains
A gentle breeze is sweeping through
Freezing cold, it sends out its chills
But stays silent and serene.

Sunshine squeezes out that chill!
Sliding quickly from the sun clad skies

She wraps all those shivering on her lap

With a mother’s love and coziness,

A free and vast expanse

Pours from the celestial world —
Pure silence, silence, silence!

This halo of my Beloved
Overflows with fragrant joy —
Ever serene and beautiful!

Eyes close, and inward they go,
My face begins to face itself,

I now so easily enter
The land of my infinite Beloved.
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Hands to Work, Voice to Recite
Hath Kar Vall, Rasna Uchar Vall

From distance comes a sound:

Thatt tharar tharar
Thatt tharar tharar

%% % k% ot

you, you, you, you
Thatt tharar tharar
Thatt tharar tharar
Thatt you tharar
Thatt you tharar

%% % %% %t

Hearing it one friend says to the other:
What is this kharar kharart
Along with ‘you,” this tharar tharar?

Her friend responds:
The world is so topsy-turvy
Things come together in strange ways!

Former friend:
Let us go friend,
Let us go see
Those mysteries.

Latter friend:

The place seems a bit far,
But if you want, let us depart.
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Both begin to walk. Approaching the place where the sound was coming
from, the former friend:

Oh good women!

Wise and beautiful!

What are you doing? And

What are you singing?

With an axe in her hand, a stone cutter:
We are cutting rocks and stones,
They turn to pebbles with each pound of our ax.

The second friend (quickly):
But what do you recite as you pound?
It sounds like ‘you’ over and again.

The other stonecutter:
Yes, we sing our song of ‘you’
‘You, you,” and, ‘you alone.’

The former friend:
But who is this ‘you’ you address?

The stonecutter:
That One who hides in the cave of our heart,
— That One who sits listening to our songs.
You may think we are making a racket,
But we are soothed by these sounds.
Our Beloved rejoices in our songs,
And annuls all our misgivings.

That sound struck again:
Thatt tharar thatt tharar
Thatt tharar thatt tharar
‘Hai tun hai tun hovanhar
hai tun hai tun hovanhar.’

The first friend:
Wait a bit my sister!
Tell us something else:

! Tilang Mahalla5, Guru Granth, p. 724.
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Cosmic Symphony

Why do you perform them together?
Surely, you must get tired.

A wise stonecutter:
We cut stones, we earn money — with which
We eat sweetened bread at night
So we rest and fuel our body.
But the ‘you’ fills our deepest needs
It quickly wears off all other fatigue
We gain a force that never leaves.

The second friend:
Your two jobs chime together like silver anklets
How did you get into this habit?

The wise stonecutter:
A holy man walked by one day,
He was sad seeing us work so hard.
‘Come listen to me,” he said to us,
‘Let us think about your tired body and vacant heart.
You can fill your stomach with food
But the void in your heart?
It’s a blessing to work with your two hands —
I hear you pronounce “wonder” as you labour hard;
This lonely sound will feed your stomach,
Let us now remedy the hollow in your heart’
He then sat amidst us, and
Taking up our work of breaking stones,
Broke into a mesmerising rhythm -
‘You are, you are, you’ll always be,
You are, you are, you'll always be.”
‘Only you, only you, only you, only you,
You only to you only I offer myself ...
He was cutting stones and singing along,
His face was all smiles, his eyes were ablaze.
That fiery bliss in his eyes
We still remember vividly.
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One of the friends:
When you just cut stone,

Without calling for ‘you,’
What do you feel?

The wise stonecutter:
The labour makes us physically ache
We feel worn-out and jaded
When we don’t sing of our handsome one,
The situation turns like before:
Loneliness invades our inner space
All we feel is empty and desolate;
With ‘you’ going away,
Out happiness is wiped away.

The second friend:
Have you seen with your own eyes
The One you so amorously recite?

The wise stonecutter:
Our holy man explained to us -
“You’ is the Beloved of the universe;
That One’s form is ‘you,” sheer ‘you’
That One’s song is ‘you,” sheer ‘you.’

Suddenly all the women in a melodiois chorus:
You are you are you’ll always be
You are you are you’ll always be.
Thatt tharar tharar
Thatt tharar tharar
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Your Magical Wonders
Tere Chojan Di Chal

My handsome beloved!

Your magical wonders

Make me ecstatic forever.

You perform your magic in my interior
At times behind my dark recesses

At times in your own light —

— Your dazzling light —

Playing hide and seek with my heart.

But today,

Yes my Beloved, today,

What wonders did you perform?

At the break of dawn,

You soared far away into the skies —
Farther and farther

Farther than the farthest

Your infinite light spread all over
Flooding colours across the horizon!
I am seduced by the sparkle

That exposes your transcendent body.
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Wonderful your feats, my Love!

Wonderful your delights, my Beloved!

Closer than the closest, farther than the farthest —
You are far away but extremely close

You captivate us however you please

Your wonders are sheer magic.
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Curdled Bit
Chiddi

Question:
Who are you lady?

Answer:
I am born of milk, but I am not yogurt.
I am born of milk, but I am not cream.
I am born of milk, but I am not butter.
I am born of milk, but 1 am not buttermilk.

Question:
Then who are you lady?

Answer:
With hands behind your ears,
Listen to me carefully, O brother:
I am chiddi, a curdled bit, a curdled bit.

Question:
Then lady, you must be good for nothing?

Answer:
No brother! Don’t say this!
A woman who rubs me on her hands,
I make them soft like a petal
So they delicately caress her lover.
Listen O brother!
A woman who rubs me on her face,
Her lover’s eyes ceaselessly chase
In rapture that takes him beside himself.
Our Beloved has endowed us with honour
Has given worth to us unworthy slips,
Yes,
We are divinely gifted curdled bits.
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Exchange of Hearts
Dil Vatandra

Your radiance shoots arrows at my heart

No, my dear, I should say love abides in my eyes
Will your eyes carry away the flow of my love?

No my dear, no, let them irrigate my inner recesses.
Let your love flow in me, I promise

[ will hold its tenderness securely in my castle.
How can eyes reach that interior space?

How can I have a vision of that handsome one?

I have heard it is impossible to get there!

So help me find a way my friends.

A heart can only chime with another heart!

We get by giving ours — this is the name of love
When we give some of our heart away

We are left with even more! There is no other way!
This we call the exchange of hearts, my dear

One heart is shared by the lover and the beloved
One heart — one body is the ancient way

So let our double hearts unite in my body.
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I Am Getting My Oars
Mere Chappe Lagg Rahe Han

I am getting my oars ready
My boat is going across a crystal breast,
Softly, smoothly, rhythmically.

The sun has set
I will get the oars, my boat is gliding along
Where to though?

Evening is here, the boat is still going,
The rippling waters
Are saying
Go go, go go.

It is dark
I see lamps flicker in the distance
I am getting the oars, the boat is going, ...
On and on
Going where, O Giver?

Stars ascende. the skies and descended into the waters
A gentle breeze sweeps over
Twinkling mirrors play in the waters
Oblivious of my boat. )
I am getting my oars, the boat is still going
On and on
Going where, O Giver?

No moon, no sun, there is no lamp in my boat!
I find no row, no street, no road
On this crystalline breast.
The oars I have are naive
Waters alone are sliding my boat
As it is moving along
Stars I feel are fading farther away.
Waters are cold, undulating; there is a nip in the air
It hugs me still, but my hands are getting cold.
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On and on, where am I going, O Giver?
Night has loosened its grip, stars are hanging over,
My boat is slip sliding
Waters kiss my oars and say,
Go, go, go.
Tell me O Giver, where to?
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Keru Mountain
Keru Paharh

I made my home in the cave of contentment

Located near Keru Mountain, when
Seismic and thundering rocks

Violently shook my meditation spot
Barely would a roar fade from one

When others would come tearing down.
Our strength and our fragility

You alone know, O almighty One!
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Entirely My Beloved’s
Sainyan Di Sari

Off went my spinning bodkin
Off went my spinning basket
Slipped away my spinning wheel
No more of my spinning group
No more dancing, hopping or games
When my Beloved winked at me
My eyes sewed to his like fish on a line
I became my Beloved’s — I am entirely his!
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Blurry

Jhanwla

In the dark distance I don’t see much:

It seems blurry to me, so let blurry it be
I find myself aligned with it

That blurriness has rapt me.

I am calling out frantically towards it —
I hope a hint of my cry reaches your ears
It seems you don’t hear me nor speak to me
And yet my ears tend to hear
‘You are not not speaking either!’

You speak the ineffable, like the language of the stars
Their brilliance suffices, so let it just be your light!
The delicate string of love is pulling at my heart,
What do I do with my little romance?

Do fulfill my raw desire my Beloved
You inflamed it, you are drawing me on!
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Heart’s Desire
Dil Saddhar

When I see ‘idol worship’
I begin to wish

That you were behind my
every single fibre.
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My enchantment does not fade
with my passing years
Farther than the farthest
you are unfathomable, my Love!

Come for a blink of an eye

let me see you just once
Fulfil their desire

before these eyes turn to dust
Let them have a glimpse of you

My Love -

take me in your arms

—~ just once!
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Tremors of Love
Pyar-Tarban

O veena player,

Come play your veena
Come here,

Stir some of its sleeping chords.
Its strings of love

Are lying loose
Come over

Stretch them tight.
Oitals veena rlayes,
Instill some life

In this dead heart
Stir it so

That it begins to beat
Start up

Some songs of love —
Songs that will

Pierce my heart
I will bring out trays of pearls
I will pile your lap with riches.
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All of a Sudden
Chan Achkian

O drummer, beating your drums,
Play the tune of meeting with our Love.
Strike a melody so intense,
That it will uproot all my pain.
No don’t unfold anything sad,
Just play rhythms of joy
- With the beating of your drum
May my Beloved suddenly come!
I'll fill your empty lap to the brim —
As soon as I hear ‘Beloved is here!’
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Again and Again I Return
Murh Murh Phere Pandian

Like an ocean wave returns
Kissing the shores again and again,
I return to the threshold of your vision,
My lips kissing it again and again.
You don’t get tired, nor does the shore,
This- quality has struck me so!
Whereas the shore can become rough
Your feet remain ever calm,
They bear my incessant kisses
And with each one I rejoice;
Your never-ending patience
Brings me back again and again.
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Lines of Love-Sickness
Birhon Lekh

O astrologer! Quickly check my horoscope —

How many lines of love-sickness are there?
O fortune-teller! Tell me my fortune —

When will my Beloved come home to me?
O yogi! Look into the unknown —

When will my love-sickness go away?
O ascetic! Wandering around -

Erase these lines of love-sickness in my palm!
O saint! Sivike some nail that will

Drive away love-sickness from my fate!
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Nobody hears my cries of pain
Nobody helps me in my hour of need
I am exhausted from going around
Searching for your greetings and messages.
Now I live with only one hope:
I ardently wait to see you.
With the passing of years it is getting harder
I have no more patience left over —
Now come on your own, my handsome one
Don’t delay a moment more, my Love!
You are my wish, you the meeting-point,
To you | make my endearing requests.
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Your Nest
Tera Ashiyana

From garden to garden

Nature went asking: “Tell me nightingale,

Is there a garden you find befitting yourself?
Let me know, for I will make it

Into a nest, for you to rest.’

Somewhat startled but with a smile she said,
‘What is fitting for me, I do not know;
Whichever garden I made my home,
I have been forced to fly away.
So please hear my wish my friend:
Any place wafting with my beloved
Any place coloured with my beloved
Make my nest in that garden
I'll live in its branches, singing my songs.’
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Pull
Khicch

You made the law:

‘the bigger pulls the smaller.”
The sun pulls the earth,

the earth the moon,
And the moon,

the leaping waves.
Gather us in yourself,

the greater of the greatest!
Keep us drawn to you,

the greater of the greatest!
Without your pull my Beloved,
We'll be lost — scattered shrubs in a forest!
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Don’t Walk Away

Tur Jao na

When you come over, my love,
You completely take over me.
When you don’t come,
- I writhe in pain.
When you visit my mind,
Then I long to be with you —
Like the waves of the ocean,
I'm an incessant tide and ebb.
When you walk away,
Then I beg and beseech you,
I try to latch on to things
To make my time pass.
. When you smile, my heart slips.
Into your vibrant colours, my Beloved!
Seeing you see me in your slippery silence,
My life wriggles in joyous pain.
No form, no colour,
You have no trace, no living trait!
‘Don’t walk away’ ‘don’t walk away’
From my deepest depths, I call for you.
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Invisible Camel
Ojal Dachi

O transcendent One!

Take on form so you can caress us,
Or, make us transcendent

So that we may see your formless form;
I wave my arms — like Sassi awaiting

The invisible camel aloft with her lover!
Day and night I call for you,
Come my Beloved, come over!
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Don’t Hide
Na Chappia Kar

You are always hidden -

Yes, you, who hide yourself!
Keep hiding,

Keep hiding,

With our hearts rejoicing, keep hiding!
But tell your love

Not to hide itself:

When your love hides,

Night engulfs the world,

The cosmos revolves in darkness.
O you, who hide yourself!
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Writhing
Tarfan

1

Taking off from the mountains
Hugging the valleys

Trailing through the desert sands
Reached the shore

And stood by the beautiful sea.
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The sun was beginning to bathe
In the far western side of the sea.
I was shocked —

To see the waves fall

Yes, so close to me,

To see them writhing in pain

So near my eyes.

I asked them, alas!

From where did you get this pain?
Or was it my touch —

That made you writhe such?

‘Whish, Whish!” bellowed the waves
They surged so high and crashed down
Rolling around in agony

Calling out louder and louder.

Amidst those deafening groans,

Who could hear my call?

At that moment I beseeched the sun:
O bright brother! Brother dear!

These waves are writhing
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When did it all start? What is the cause?
When will it all end, dear brother?

Sun ~ I am the culprit, listen my lady!

I was the one to seduce them —

They leap high yearning to meet me!

Ah, the poor things cannot reach

There lies a big gap between us

Our distance makes their lovesickness worse.

I — But handsome brother,

You are caressing their writhing wrists, look —
How you enter their transparent selves!

Yon are so intimate with these waves

Where is the distance you claim

To be the cause of their pain?

Sun — You are standing there good lady,
You can see me here,

But I am just as far as you

There exists an equal distance —

Between the sea and me

Yes, a vast vast expanse separates

These writhing waves from me!

Your eyes are disillusioned, my lady,

They show you something other than reality.

I — Why this suffering, Sun! Why?
Who fashioned these towering surges?
Why some writhe in pain

While another shines in light? Ah!

Sun — [ am to pull, dear lady,

Yes this is my decree from our primal source!
That the waves be pulled, this too

Has come from that primordial source, me lady!

I — Who created this torturous pull?
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Sun — The One who pulls us all!

That One has made it so that the waves
Are pulled up with desire and then fall;
The writhing written on their foreheads
Is set in your heart as well.

Between your aching sighs there may be
Some of our royal life’s mysteries!

By bearing it, my beautiful lady, perhaps
Hidden enigmas can be revealed

So endure as much as you can -

Your writhing could unfurl life’s mysteries.
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Reality
Asliat

O reality of ‘Me’ and ‘Mine!’
Part from them for a while at least;
Strip off your outer clothes,
Wear your intrinsic colours.
Who knows your pure lustre
May allure that Real One!
And if you are embraced,
Never ever escape!
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Request

Ardas

(Of the drop of water dangling
on the edge of a pipal-leaf by the ocean)

O ocean! Our mighty ocean!

Our splendidly sparkling ocean!

Here I am dangling from this pipal-leaf,
How do I embrace you? O jewelled ocean!
If I try to jump in, I'll dissolve in the sand,
And I knew not how to fly.

Leap up and absorb this drop,

O compassionate One!
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Amorphous Rock
Bitthun Patthar

A rock was lying around
Amorphous, it had no form.
A sculptor glanced upon it
And saw in it its shape,

He saw too the useless mass
Concealing its distinct image.
With a chisel in one hand,

In the other a mallet,
Chipping away the superfluous,
He carved out —

Look a perfect picture —

From that formless, amorphous rock.

Similarly

My intrinsic self is formless

Amorphous like a rock;

But my Beloved,

Carve in it your own image.

With the beat of your mallet,
— Chisel it away.
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It hurts me

I sigh in pain

I don’t see Beloved the love

With which you are sculpting your form!
My mind is an amorphous rock —

Beat away all that is extrinsic

Let me feel your exciting image

Take shape in me.
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My Beloved! You are an artist,
Your art is full of compassion;
Sharpen our aesthetic vision,
Chisel away our dullness.
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Diamond-Speck
Heera-Kani

A diamond fell from the skies
Shattering into tiny specks;
But each speck is a diamond,
It is its intrinsic self nevertheless.
The jewellers who can assess,
Set them in exquisite patterns of gold;
But idiots do not know their worth,
They trample them into The dust.
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Guess Who?
Bujho Eh Kaun?

Oil lamps dried out after shining all night

Even their wicks wore out after burning all night
The tears that were flowing like melting wax

They too dried out my Beloved!

Above the dark clouds engulfed us in pitch darkness
Even so my eyes continued to look out the gate,
Ah! My Lover sneaked in the backdoor,

Covering my eyes asked,— ‘Guess who?’
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Unmusical Music
An-Sangeetak Sangeet

My melodies are out of tune,
O my musically refined Beloved!
How can you enjoy my music?
I am amazed to see you
At the break of dawn
Enter my hut and secretly sit down —
Listening to my discordant song!
How you are rapt in music so unmusical'
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Instant Flash
Acchan Ceti Da Jhalka

The ball of cotton
Slipped through my hand
The revolving spinning-wheel
came to a halt
The moon from the skies
stood beside
I could not make out the figure! But
The sparkle in my eyes
shimmered,
The fire of my life
lighied up,
Should I merge in
or enjoy the sight?
Wave upon wave fiercely made its way!
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Wild Berries
Kokan Ber

Wonderful are these tiny shrubs

Growing on their own beside my hut!
Wonderful are their wild berries!
Wonderful are your marvels my Beloved!
Who knows you may come today

Yes, refusing pears and apples
Yes, refusing a feast of apple berries
‘Refusing as well succulent berries
Round and plump and juicy and red
And all those shiny black berries
That yearn to be savoured by you!

Yes My Beloved, my handsome beloved!
You have arrived at my paltry home saying,
‘T am hungry, I am hungry
Bring some wild berries growing beside your hut.’
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Trembling, quivering, rejoicing, but shy
I picked some berries —
I was about to rinse them quickly, and
Place them on arab#® leaves
In front of my Beloved
As my humble gift -~
A gift that actually had been asked for.
But my Beloved rushed in
And snatched them while I was rinsing
— Like a child snatches fig-candy from the mother’s hand!
My Beloved ate them all, one by one relishing each berry
Wonderful my Beloved! Wonderful! I whirl in ecstasy!

! Arabi/aravi is a root from the calocasia plan, and Punjabis prepare a vegetable
dish from it.
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Ah! Now

Listen to me my inner eyes! I make one request:
Don’t be rushed like my outer eyes;

Oh please don’t be in a hurry

Treasure the image of my Lover forever.

And you, my outer eyes,

Let your tears flow!

You deserve so!

Your haste was the cause of our parting.
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From Beauty Into Beauty
Sundarta Ton Sundarta Vic

Like the rose bush blossoms

When it looks at you

Rejoicing

I creep towards your door
Intoxicated by your floating fragrance

I sway from side to side
Your touch sends tremors in me

Each fibre becomes a billowy wave
- I lose into my own self

Enveloped by somebody there
Mysterious strokes of somebody handsome

Sweep through me
In that flood of passion

From somewhere somebody says ‘T’
Tell me now

Could this be my Beloved?
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Rapturous Hint
Sukh Sainat

Today a rapturous hint came from the skies —
‘You are loved by your Beloved
The same Beloved, the very same one
Who you have adored mind and body.’
I am inebriated
The sonorous intimation

fills me with rapture
In gratitude

tears flood my eyes
I cry wildly
I cry wildly
Tharar tharar thar tharar tremors shoot
Bursting waves ripple through
I am lost
I am lost!
Even at this moment that lovely memory
Sways me in rapturous colours
Wonderful my Beloved!
Wonderful my Beloved!
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Flow of a Still Heart
Dhara Dil Tike Vali

O still heart! You are the Ganges,

O stillness in perpetual motion!
You are a magical flow,

A truly magical flow!

O cool flowing Ganges
O ambrosial flow

Your form is divine
Indeed, divine!

Your flow is invisible
Your cool so invigorating

Your transparency reveals your source
In your form you are formless.

Fortunate are they O friends,

Who bathe in this Ganges;
And they who sip its waters,

Are supreme aesthetes on earth.

Go on flowing, O Ganges

Go on gifting us with your sacred dips
O embodiment of purity,

Go on endowing us with your qualities.

By envisioning you and immersing in you,
We soothe our mind and body;
You give birth to luscious gardens,
Your magical touch is like a philosopher’s stone.
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That you descend from the skies

And flow in the soil of our hearts
O Ganges is truly magical!

You are a marvel, a marvel you are!
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Aura of Your Visit
Phera Pa Jan Di Prabha

Glancing away, I went up the stairway
Sneaking my way to the top of the roof.
The skies were still so far away,
I stared at them
And started to call out loud:
My Beloved! My Beloved!
My eyes just froze
Heavy, they could hold no more.
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[ was in somebody’s arms!
My eyes opened wide with.the shock
Ah, this was but the balmy breeze
Calming me inside out.

I called out even louder
My Beloved! My Beloved!

I did not want that world to hear
So I left it far below
Yes, you are now nearer than before
I want my voice to reach your ears —
My beloved! My beloved!
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The moon ascended the skies
But its light dipped down,
I was getting inebriated
I felt somebody’s lips on my forehead.
My eyes opened wide with the shock
Who was kissing my forehead?
You! Was it you? No
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It was the moonlight
Kissing my forehead.
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I said: My mind! Don’t be forgetful,

Keep on calling, go on, call,
Enjoy yourself but don’t forget to call,
O mind, your Beloved is hearing you
That tender heart hears
Your forlorn calls.
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Again | was shocked:

Who did I hear? ‘Your Beloved

Is coming, O your own Beloved;’

Is it so?

Who did I hear it from?

Dorn’t know, but I heard it for sure

Yes, otherwise too, it is getting late

The Beloved may be on the way now.
My mind! Quick, make preparations for the welcome
What if the Beloved arrives and you are not even ready?
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I polished the platter clean
Poured oil in the four-lipped lamp
Placed four cotton wicks at each end.
I then put upright an incense stick
With sandal-paste powder beside it
Matches were set by my finger-tips
So
As soon as I’d hear the footstep

I would light up the lamps
And immediately start with my arati.
I'd garland my beloved,
Place my head at his feet,
I’d circle my platter around his face.
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Dewdrops are sprinkling
Darkness is softly departing

A delicate mist sheens my eyes —
Dripping in joy

They are about to shut.
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I am shocked yet again, but why?

Why am I taken aback?

My eyes open up wider still

It is getting colder, and my joy more intense,

My mind is intoxicated, my eyes are moist,

My entire self is a fount of joy

O mind, quickly! Get ready for the arati- welcome:
The fount of joy within

Is a sure sign —

My Beloved is on the way.
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Instantly I took out the match

I ignited a flame

So
To light up the lamps and burn the incense
And to prepare the sandalwood paste.
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[stunned]
What!
What! What happened Love!
1 lost the garland I made for you.
Who could have taken it away?
What!
Incense? It is already smothered to ash
The lamps have devoured all the oil
They lie asleep in black soot.
What!
Sandalpaste and camphor,
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Both took off on their own.
Perfumes and scents have flown.
The entire arati-welcome is over!

All done?
Finished without my even getting started?
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Really, my Beloved Love!
Is my worship all finished?

“Who came and what was done?

The door to the roof is still locked,
Except you who could have come from
Below or above or in between?
Alas in a blink of the eye

Within the tiny tremor of my eye
You came: the arati worship itself
Performed auspiciously on its own!
You came and disappeared

In just a flash.

How I pined for you all the while
And you came and stole away!
Wonder of Wonders,

How you played your magic!
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My Beloved! Your arat?
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Who performed it?

The garland was put around the neck!

The propitious mark received on the forehead!
The fragrances wafted into air!

The camphor offered itself!
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My Beloved!

When [ touch my forchead

The glowing dust from your feet
I can feel it still sticking to me.

What! Look!

My forehead has received
The touch of your feet.
How did my head rest
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At your endearing feet?
1 did not bow, i
So who did it? i
What? It bowed itself? How? ;
Wonderful giver! This rapture, this intensity, peace, jo‘y, excitement,
This love, delicate fragrance, this magical colour,
Is it a brilliant aura of your circular visit? ‘
From your touch, air and skies,
My inner constellation, have derived this joy? |
This ecstasy of ecstasies!
Wonder of wonders! ‘
You slipped away.
You came and went away! !
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My Beloved! I call for you yet again, |
Don’t be angry, my tender hearted love! |
This cry is but my winged flight.
I had said, today I'd be greeting you with my amti,‘\
You came showering your infinite gifts, |
But you slipped away in an instant i
[ wish you’d touched me so “
I'd lose all
My craving and cognition. ;
You stole away
Stealing behind even the veil of time ‘
Ecstasy is left in this scarf of mine |
‘O wondrous form! Wondrous trsm!”
Sheer ecstasy, ecstasy, ecstasy!
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The Ambrosial Cup
Nam Pyala

The cup of the beautiful Word
Is overflowing O friends!
Who will have a sip of it?
Keep watching, O friends.
She whose own cup
Is brimming with desire,
She alone will receive it, but
Hold on to this secret.
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