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g'q L g{oB f;zx 

““y[b/Q x[zv @ ftu' 

 

G/Nk 

 

  fdb fBZek fijk 

  nZi dk pj{z tZvk nkfJnk W 

  nBzd g[o/ ftu pkp/ pkiK tkb/ dk dopko fd;dk 

  fdb dh N'j B{z 

  T[j o"De fJbkjh w/o/ fdb dh ezfroh s/ tzih W  

  fdb w/ok uwe T[fmnk, 

  nzBd g[o/ gqhsw fgnkok fwZso ethnk dh ouB B{z ;[D fojk. 

  e'wb UBoK d/ ozrk dk ;otZr: gkoyh. 

 

  ““mfjo' GkJh! iok mfjo'!  

  fJe pkb dh nktk˜ dh mzY fijh nkJh W.””  

 

  w?A pkb-i'Ù ftu nr/ tfXnk, 

  s/ uoBK s/ oyh ik fJj ;?Auh. 

  w?B{z Ekgh ;KJh dh j[D/ fwbh W, 

  w/oh ;?uh ep{b j'Jh. 

 

  ““fJe pkb  dh nktk˜ dh mzY fijh nkJh W!@ 

 
~~~ 

 

r'dktoh dk rhs (bfjoK d/ jko ftu'A) 

(ebrhXo ih d/ r'dktoh ftu uoB ewb) 

GkJh tho f;zx (1922) 

 

  Eoo Eoo e[Jh fSVh fyoB W 

  bj˜ rJ/ w/o/ gkBh  

  MoB MoB j; fGzBVh S[N gJh 



  ezp T[mh fiTA[ ekBh 

  uwe uwe bfjoK ftu fbÙeh  

  fpibh fiT[A EookBh  

  w;s nb;sh M{wB M{zwh 

  g/qw bNe bNekBh 

  :'rh ish sgh f;ZX  

  go;/ go; go; gSskBh 

  go; uoB fBZs ı[;e ojh w?A 

  o; fpB T[wo fpjkBh. 

  e"T[D ;yh nZi S[j frnk ;kB{z 

  ihndkB dk dkBh 

  Bhftnk s"A BhthA w?A trdh 

  pDh noÙ dh okBh, 

  fe; B/ fgnko-nDh nk u'Gh 

  gqhs sko fyzukBh< 

~~~ 
 

nzsw e[opkBh! 

 

  oki-Gkr XB-gk; b[Nk e/, uko/ p/N/ esb eoke/ 

  tsB S'v p/-tsB j' rJ/, ni/ f;e e[opkBh dh! 

  ;'uB ni/ ikB W pkeh, fJ; d/ fdfsnk j'T{ p/pkeh 

  d/j fJe j'o ;[okjhT[ ;keh, u[bh gq/w bkckBh dh. 

  nkj gzikp' d{o d[okv/, ;'u oj/ eh ;fsr[o ;kv/, 

  b'e' ykbh j[D brh nZi, r'dh phph GkBh dh 

  efjD t;kyh d/ fdB uzr/, ;h; f;ZyK d/ w?A ;B wzr/, 

  fsTA[ f;o ngDk w?A j[D d/;K, G/Nk ngB/ ikBh dh.  

  ˜fjoh ;g fiUA e'Jh bvkt/, eksb B{z r[o fst/A fyvkt/, 

  fJj Gh fJe w"i ;h wkB', T[; oZph ;?bkBh dh! 

  jK! ftÙ-xks nfs j'fJnk, ;[Zfsnk Skvh S[ok yG'fJnk, 

  fSB ftu uweh f;oh ;kfjp Gh, uoB gzE d/ pkBh dh! 

  eksb B{z y[d j'; T[e;kDk, yzio ykDk ;h; T[vkDk 

  ;wM B nkt/ y/b nB/yh, ebrhXo bk;kBh dh. 

  o;kbk jz; ftu'A (gza 88) 

 
  THE SONG OF THE GODAVARI 

 
(The river Godavari feels a glorious joy as Guru Gobind Singh from the Punjabi wets 

his feet in her waters, end the river bursts into the following ecstatic song) 
  The thrill of life, the lotus-touch of His feet,  



   has made me sweetly. Insane with joy, 
  The sacred moon has drawn to me the trembling  
   tides of song. 
  In every wave of mine throb the rhythm of  
   the celestial song. 
  And I kindled suddenly every ripple of mine  
   with the glow of life, 
  And in my myriad waves I quiver forever, restless in love,  
   like the lightning of the sky. 
  It has lifted me off my feet, and  
  I float in sweetest confusion of love; 
  I rise out of myself, every drop  
   trembling in this universe of song.  
  I melt into a million ripples at  
  His feet,  
  O sisters ! say what strange and sweet  
   gift is this 
  That has made me free ? 
  Many an adept came; I ran to touch the feet of each. 
  I laved the feet of  hundreds of the jogi-saints,  
  I bathed with devotion the feet of many priests and pious men.  
  But my soul returned, finding no fountain of   
   life where I had dreamt so love-thirsty. 
  But, sisters, who  has been so sudden kind to me to-day;  
   and so like a shower of heavenly grace ? 
  Who makes me, the least of His devotees,  
   the queen of heaven ? 
  Who has pierced me to-day with the tip of his love-arrow,  
   from whose delicious pain I 
  I have become a perfectly-tuned string ? 
  Who overwhelms me thus with the Infinite ? 
  And who transfixes me in wondrous love,  
   quivering forever with song,  
  Shuddering forever with the glow of His love ? 
  Say, sisters, who has been so kind ?  
 

¤ 


