1 586 gsthsen

8°D Lrendd

156805 FBE S0, BLEEOROT BT, LB L. EBEGowE R SyBboowdisE,
8BS LD TR, Afed@. Afel B55 FET D, OB D, H088 ©odR BT oD, HEIEH KBS LS
Foled 4955 by B bokpuore 65 AB0E OpineShs. 45 Sobly SOTEES trobs 363s Biodoboobs
BABTE. SFBE FEI6 obyhb wSes OPYow, @ FET Lhost b Fowd ©hEshoss 85 eéy 154
300 RETTT S 0DoR 6. O F&E° G 555 R0 19688 8@ E58%0 o B8 ieyldbsos® 8" R.
©inSo8 R&OS® 1,6 100 R0 DEEDoGBS bDoBSH 84d 6 2598°0, Bok whs'o 0T ko B bo.
8Bogoep G2 R0 LirsRodre $5,6° & 0T R SPOF ©85Tb0n. Gk RFord RFTo 16 Diorr £86>
éé@oéf@éi@&%% ©2DNoD. £3 G?oé ORTE D) S50 BOE"D, Hind ©STBo BAS & oSofméeo.

£88 R&en 18 19960858 K0, OF®E WO 4§ Sborven ol  HESHEBD
D630 L> LODE AyE RGOS’ ©5¢003é88&0 ©oRksbo BE KI5, HOEBS 505y ©hbo&BS $6598,5
600w §5008° FE\ZE ©I6'F L 6 OPRDOTE® £58305°E. ©F§ Bh FRS Slsrwiobess” H&EED0W R enrv
20T, BRIGE G508 &4 Bbdre, Lore, &nore, $E&or, Ly, Hgv, Sore ©F% Seedre SeoBtaw,
L6o b8 Hobopr, L1 BOTEs. 65 48D svoFopmls, §5 OLETOD S8 de508 LodsEoks,
B ROES RS oFdo D6, 20d VDY VY OREDS 1°958%, 20d 8L ©EeHS B e
LPES® HodgoTaw. 66&9@@3 LR STed ©5HE08 KD, éo&@c{é D& 203808 ©odb0ho&*S FRT &0k .
FETEebo8 Kbody FEp ©FEBS Sthoolchd.  LEbde &BLS LicbE s &5 A&HBS
Eés50600 oy 556° LSREHrGE 150 THRESHEo.

16obodyes § $yoRo § TEEDEROEBS EEE 1566 BE Sl T EHE S BoodES,
$655°6 {56 500mS S80S Kb ©ZEPLFSor Bvs 570 LOSLTE Lobermen. AGBS 08 LBldéiorr
5&%@0%@0@95@5; Lénde, Bhedy ééomg“oés BDboS® QD wh SF8o. VD DY SEES Lndsedd
Déﬁ)oérﬁé, BDbo ééé?_aég .

580 K589, S OB RdD 65 ®B0é Lo ©RZ0 BT8R, Sy Aoy, Sedoltoss &
£5%0 ©o8obo - ENI%

£ ODTRY B "Tiod" LI0p ©odTo Bd S9008ES’ FESWET LEOoRBokdE
©oREDowd Dodpen § 865 H1f rros O SN ééégée?zaé;&ogsa,
ave Nl

ZH0Q www.koumudi.net ‘1{’92‘560 2018



2 586 gt

(K8 $0D8 200D S8R0 )
LIX

1. 52. khasm na dnhai bawari

O MAN, if thou dost not know thine own Lord, whereof art thou so proud?
Put thy cleverness away: mere words shall never unite thee to Him.
Do not deceive thyself with the witness of the Scriptures:

Love is something other than this, and he who has sought it truly has found it.
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LX
1. 56. sukh sindh K sair ka

THE savour of wandering in the ocean of deathless life has rid me of all my asking: {p. 105}

As the tree 1s in the seed, so all diseases are in this asking.
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LXI
1. 48. sukh sdgar men &ike

WHEN at last you are come to the ocean of happiness, do not go back thirsty.

Wake, foolish man! for Death stalks you. Here is pure water before you; drink it at every breath.
Do not follow the mirage on foot, but thirst for the nectar;

Dhruva, Prahlad, and Shukadeva have drunk of it, and also Raidas has tasted it:

The saints are drunk with love, their thirst is for love.

Kabir says: "Listen to me, brother! The nest of fear is broken.

Not for a moment have you come face to face with the world: {p. 106}

You are weaving your bondage of falsehood, your words are full of deception:

With the load of desires which you. hold on your head, how can you be light?"

Kabir says: "Keep within you truth, detachment, and love."
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LXTII
1. 35. safi ko kaun s'ikhawta hai

WHO has ever taught the widowed wife to burn herself on the pyre of her dead husband?

And who has ever taught love to find bliss in renunciation?
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LXIII

I. 39. are man, dhiraj kdhe na dharai

WHY so impatient, my heart?

He who watches over birds, beasts, and insects, {p. 107}

He who cared for you whilst you were yet in your mother's womb,

Shall He not care for you now that you are come forth?

Oh my heart, how could you turn from the smile of your Lord and wander so far from Him?

You have left Your Beloved and are thinking of others: and this is why all your work is in vain.
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LXIV
1. 117. séin se lagan kathin hai, bhal

NOW hard it is to meet my Lord!

The rain-bird wails in thirst for the rain: almost she dies of her longing, yet she would have none other
water than the rain.

Drawn by the love of music, the deer moves forward: she dies as she listens to the music, yet she shrinks
not in fear. {p. 108}

The widowed wife sits by the body of her dead husband: she is not afraid of the fire.

Put away all fear for this poor body.
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LXV

. 22. jab main bhUa, re bhal

O BROTHER! when I was forgetful, my true Guru showed me the Way.

Then I left off all rites and ceremonies, I bathed no more in the holy water:

Then I learned that it was I alone who was mad, and the whole world beside me was sane; and I had
disturbed these wise people.

From that time forth I knew no more how to roll in the dust in obeisance:

I do not ring the temple bell:
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I do not set the idol on its throne: {p. 109}

I do not worship the image with flowers.

It is not the austerities that mortify the flesh which are pleasing to the Lord,

When you leave off your clothes and kill your senses, you do not please the Lord:

The man who is kind and who practises righteousness, who remains passive amidst the affairs of the
world, who considers all creatures on earth as his own self,

He attains the Immortal Being, the true God is ever with him.

Kabir says: "He attains the true Name whose words are pure, and who is free from pride and conceit."
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LXVI

I. 20. man na rangéye

THE Yogi dyes his garments, instead of dyeing his mind in the colours of love: {p. 110}

He sits within the temple of the Lord, leaving Brahma to worship a stone.

He pierces holes in his ears, he has a great beard and matted locks, he looks like a goat:
He goes forth into the wilderness, killing all his desires, and turns himself into an eunuch:
He shaves his head and dyes his garments; he reads the Gita and becomes a mighty talker.

Kabir says: "You are going to the doors of death, bound hand and foot!"
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LXVII

L. 9. néa jane sahab kaisa hai

I DO not know what manner of God is mine.
The Mullah cries aloud to Him: and why? Is your Lord deaf? The subtle anklets that ring on the {p. 111} feet of

an insect when 1t moves are heard of Him.
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Tell your beads, paint your forehead with the mark of your God, and wear matted locks long and showy: but a

deadly weapon is in your heart, and how shall you have God?
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LXVIII

IT1. 102. ham se raha na jay

I HEAR the melody of His flute, and I cannot contain myself:

The flower blooms, though it is not spring; and already the bee has received its invitation.

The sky roars and the lightning flashes, the waves arise in my heart,

The rain falls; and my heart longs for my Lord.

Where the rhythm of the world rises and falls, thither my heart has reached: {p. 112}

There the hidden banners are fluttering in the air.

Kabir says: "My heart is dying, though it lives."
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