Chapter 3
Texts and Translations

Hardas
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Sitting still, oh Avadhu, you cannot find your destiny.

You turn away from worship—but don’t think you can find release in comfortable
sleep at home. (refrain)

Your band of companions have all marched ahead, how can you stay back then, so
calm?

You have no one but Raghunath, no helper for you in the crowd. (1)

Of those you love instead of Madhau, who is really yours?

A yogi’s disciple, travelling the path, may find a place to rest, but he’ll never give in
to sleep. (2)

You keep trying to make your body happy, but meanwhile its seven components’
decay.

The guru commands: Get up! At home you won’t see the feet of Ram, the true
treasure. (3)

When the nine-doored house? demanded, you ran for dry crumbs—all there was
that interested you.

Hardas says: If you reach the tenth door, you will recognize the truth in its
greatness. (4)

D According to ayurvedic notions, the physical body consists of seven components. — 2 The
body with its nine orifices.
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Sants, let the potter' be your guru!

If you seek the treasure that’s the Lord’s lotus feet, you must dig below the pottet’s
wheel. (refrain)

The potter digs out some clay with a pickaxe, he works through some more with a
hoe

bl

For the happiness it gives, he extracts the elixir; from duality he crafts the One. (1)

Close by lies the treasure, at a finger’s breadth’s length in the dust. How can he find
it if he does not act?

Give up the senses’ pleasures and explore the name of Ram, then the guru will say
quickly where it is. (2)

He who finds it can’t help telling of it. How long can he keep it hidden?

He then speaks of the supreme good, says Hardas, even if he dies thereafter. (3)

! Prajapati is the name of the ancient god of cteation and the surname of the potter caste.
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Y pragati pamca basi) MS Sharma 3190 pragata samci baya gadha. —  dasail MS Sharma 3190
dasasari, unless a sctibal mistake, this could mean ‘the lake at (door number) ter’, that is, the lake
of the void, identified with the Manasarovar of the esoteric body.
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When made like this, oh Pande,! the sacted cord will turn out well:

First fully control the five manifest senses, you’ll then be known as great. (refrain)

The cord’s threads were carded in the house of a Shudra, who spun them with his
Shudra hands,

This cord of beaten, broken threads—why such pride in wearing it? (1)

The tank from which you draw your water was built by me, the Shudra.

With all your cares about the tank, oh Pande, you never came across the highest
good. (2)

In you are sattva, rajas, tamas: these three strands you must kill.

A fourth strand will then be close in reach, which you must try to comprehend. (3)

When reciting words about Lord Brahma, you need to know yourself as brabma,
the highest good,

Cast the nine-stranded cord behind, and pull your mind up to the tenth doot! (4)

You’ll then see something so amazing you’ll forget the whole world just like that.

Says Hardas, by Kesav’s mercy you’ve found the guru, and all doubt is gone. (5)

D Pande, a sub-caste of Brahmans.

4. Pad (rag Bilaval)

T A S e T |
ATt e 1= REma 12w
EIEd| el Ty, TSl 99 ® qrer |

TR THR, T = A Fm 10
TE W ] R HiEL, AR T O
QAT el a1 ol el I i Sg T S0 1R
TSt TRATT 3T GO, 377 I 79w |
S ERET TE U BIE, d T 0ol AW 113 1l

Listen, a Kanha sings

Enthralling his mind with his own bliss. (refrain)

No bamboo flute of any kind is there, nor musical beat,

Alone there is the discriminating hero—Ram in all bodies while still distinct. (1)

He desires no Satyabhama or Radha Rani,

No play with groups of girls: no one knows his state. (2)

There is no Rukmini, he himself’s the Susumna—he sees the Lord without any
trappings at last.

Those who abandon this kind of Lord, says Hardas, have forgotten all scriptures. (3)
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“The right way to live is for enjoyment, brothet’, the crude man says and laughs
while wasting his life.

Pushing forward, he keeps falling and then stands up again, but his mind stays
absorbed in the show. (refrain)

The fool sits with the sinner and has covered his mind with dirt.

Then a Sant worships God by remembering his names—and the fool, getting up,
moves on to his ruin. (I)

He’ll certainly go to hear tales of Lord Hari—but then dozes off, a belching donkey.

Though he may be awake with ears that hear, faults are present in his heart. (2)

Dhruv, Prahlad, Kabir and Namdev travelled the path to joy:

Says Hardas, don’t get lost in appearances, rejecting the supreme truth! (3)
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How can I sing the 4rati for Ram? I cannot find the supreme self’s farthest end.
(refrain)

If you speak the name of Ram, the 4rati is right; if you don’t understand yourself,
the arati’s all wrong. (I)

An drati put on for show can’t be believed in—with food first offered to a deity
eaten up by others. (2)

Outside a house is lit by light. How can someone blind inside trace footsteps? (3)

Whatever the arrangement of the grati, says Hardas—a dog laps up the oil lamps. (4)
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Y MS. Sharma 3190 bharabbara. — » Hypermetrical. — » Hardas 2007 bbagavamia.

One moong bean, split in two; they take it as a curiosity and gape.

Caught between those two is the sprout of separation:' The notables come rushing
with their bowls.

Close packed, they settle for the meal. They are served lots of rice and puffed-up
chapatis.
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They shout across the dining place, ‘Serve me! Serve me!’, and ‘Brother, avoid any
polluting touch!’

‘Harikatha? is when you worship minding caste, otherwise, it’s just singing for fun.’
All who were sleeping woke up hearing this, their minds were filled with fear. (1)

How the pollution will go away now becomes a topic of painful controversy.

They shake their heads: ‘Our reputation is at risk. Our house is hit by a blow that
should never have come.’

‘If we scheme, harming our honour, our caste will be blamed and our lineage
shamed.

‘If you eat, you’ve lost the game; if you walk away you act like a fool.”

These are the virtues of Brahmans and Baniyas, high-born people know such things.

What does a lover of Ram care, repeating His name amid pangs of separation? (2)

As long as you don’t do away with caste, the gang of robbers will intrude on your
body.

They search the bundle, pilfer the bag; your name may shine, but around the waist’s
a moneybelt.

Though your mind longs badly for release, as long as you’re weak you will carelessly
fail.

A hero draws his sword; the sky may fall, but he’ll push it aside with his arm.

Since your birth you have been immersed in qualities, but you have not found the
treasure.

On your head you carry a bundle of arrogance: pride in your high rank. (3)

As long as you talk in terms of ‘high’ and ‘low’, you cannot join the broken thread
together.

As long as you don’t know what joining together’ means, idle talk will go on and
on.

One dances idly, sings idly, and idly advises people near and far.

If he can give advice, why can’t he disentangle himself from family prestige?

As he swept the path of family prestige, somewhere Ram got lost.

In the grip of family prestige, a poor wretch must suffer the uproar of Death. (4)

He suffered hard blows helplessly but cannot see the truth, for happiness impaired
his sight.

Inside and out there are obstacles; he calls for justice but is hostile to Hari:

The thief’s wife laments, reminding him tearfully:

“You were selfish and ate treats, thinking of your belly, and held a strange man
captive in the house!” Inside and out there are obstacles; he calls for justice but
is hostile to Hari.

The thief’s wife laments, reminding him tearfully:

“You were selfish and ate treats, thinking of your belly, and held a strange man
captive in the house!’
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There is no place for him to speak, no witness for his being rightous.

The water has flown off to Multan. Because he was unworthy, he could not retain
it. 5

Bring the water back and dam it up; if there is no water, you can’t be saved.

Immersed in the waves of exuberance, you drink your full. But how will a yogi live
without love?*

Ideas of salvation or drowning in the worldly sea are wrong. The snake of Time
must die, and a short stick’s not enough.

Without striking hard, no blow can be dealt. Fool, you don’t worship, and yet you
want respect.

One whose heart is full of fear and error remains ill with false ideas.

People like that suffer in vain. The lover of Ram is beyond them. (6)

If someone aware of this falls into despair, he’ll certainly speak the name of Ram.

He is with you everywhere for sure. If you have no faith, don’t dress up in religious
robes!

Don’t believe in hollow words! How can someone false himself enlighten you?

For proof they quote rote verses or read from thick books; they have hollow heads
and no mystery within.

The world produces greed alone, a play of greed alone it stays.

Fulfilment is at hand, but carrying too great a load makes man blind. (7)

A hollow torso, more foolish than an owl; shining outside, dirty inside.

If someone cuts his fetters, why does the poor soul deliberately fasten them again?

Men may have been failures in every existence, ruthless gluttons, hollow like a straw.

But if the light of wisdom shines clearly for them, milk and poison are the same.

If someone throws away the candy that is Madhau and takes to poison instead,

That Lotrd of the land will take back the essentials he owns, for that man’s field
produced no fruit. (8)

If you till your field with due attention, why would you reject what’s near at hand
and run afar?

Those running afar are lost. Even now your eyes haven’t opened!

This is not the hour for falling asleep; if you can’t decide now, you’ll have lost in the
morning.

If his mind is full of petty gossip, he ends up worshipping trash. He does not find
the guru since he can’t control his speech.

Someone wanting control of his speech looks inside himself with love.

He refrains from daring flirtatious glances, bows his head and restrains himself.

In this way he reflects on himself and settles down in a place of plenty.

When the post is planted in the centre of the threshing floor, the harvest is spread
out, twelve men® throw armloads of sheaths on it.

When the headman has given each one his share, he waves his hand to stop. (10)
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You will be brave and till with success; perseverance as your cattle will break the
clods of difference.

How can a woman give up her creator’s own name? He is her great benefactor”.

Oh friend, if you desire a happy married life with Syam, you must break the worldly
code of honour like a straw.

This world is a night’s dream; apart from Brajnath you have nothing.

If you cry piu, piu’ day and night for your beloved, like a catak bird for raindrops

—With the cloud as the groom and the lightning, the bride—you’ll experience his
love. (11)

If the gracious cloud pours rain into this vessel, your body will stop suffering and
you’ll be content.

Tears of bliss burst forth, a stream of svati rain® filled lakes and ponds.

The stream of meditation was released in the sky; as the showers increased, so did
the thirst.

Where the strong winds of change don’t blow, there retrieve your wealth.

In an grati lasting day and night I will sacrifice my body.

From now on, says Hardas, my tongue won’t forget Raghauvir. (12)

» The same simile is used by Rajjab in Chappay 6. For him, the sprout appearing between the two
parts of the grain of legume is the symbol of unity of distinctions, for the fruit of the sprout is the
attainment of gnosis. Cp. also GopS 44.6.8. — ? Harikatha, see p. 8. — » This refers to the legend
of which one version runs as follows: Gorakhnath was in Banaras and went to see Raidas, the
Chamar. Raidas’s daughter offered him water, but he did not want to accept this from a Chamar.
By the time he had realized the saintliness of Raidas and went to see him again, the daughter was
no longer there to offer him water, for she had been married to Multan (HG, p. 78). Hardas
embeds this legend in a yogic context, for the water he has in mind is the semen, as becomes clear
in the next stanza. — ¥ The original has prema, the highest form of disinterested love. The phrase
expresses the quintessence of Hardas’s yoga-bhakti. —» A name of Visnu. — 9 Twelve is a
recurrent number in the origin mythology of Rajasthan (Lawrence A. Babb, ‘Recasting the Caste:
The Case of the Dadhich Brahmans’, in The Anthropologist and the Native: Essays for Gananath
Obeyesckere, ed. H.L. Seneviratne. Florence: Societa Editrice Fiorentina, 2009, p. 110). —
7 Manuscripts display the variant readings bbarabbira, ‘responsibility’, and karatira. This suggests
bharatara, ‘husband, rel.: supreme lord’ somewhere down the line of scribal transmission. —
8 The catak bird craves only the rain falling towards the end of the rainy season, during the
constellation named svati.
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D In HG the stanzas are numbered consecutively (refrain plus 30 stanzas). This has been followed
here. MS Sharma 3190 counts a refrain followed by six paragraphs of five stanzas each which
reflects the alternative perception that the text was composed of units hanging somewhat loosely
together. This is also reflected, albeit with a variant, in Gopaldas’s Sarbargi, for which compare
Appendix 1. The title T7spadi may have been given to this rather loose sequence of verses after
its consecutive arrangement had become commonly recognized.
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Be as eager as if always reaching for a mirror

To see if your face has some spot. (refrain)

Listen, good man, I will teach you, take to heart these helpful words:

Wake up your drunken soul and make a start! Go make your own Kasi!" (1)

Understand, be wise, walk ahead! Tie up all your belongings!

Walking step by step with love, the Creator will kindly support you. (2)

What you learned from your guru to keep you on your way, tie it up tight in your
pouch! Be mindful, watch out!

Having entered alien land, do not fall asleep!* A thief spies from behind. (3)

Don’t eat rice, white flour, crushed wheat cooked with jaggery—or sweets of any
flavour’!

Be alert! You go wrong! About to leave, your hour has come. (4)

You gorge as you like, friend, on bitter gourds and coconuts.

From now on there is no cure for you, what you crave bogs you down. (5)

The world feasts on milk, wheat, and coconut pulp—and other things, besides.

Then, out of the blue, a stroke of lightning kills the seed. (6)

Go the right way, blind man; you’re going nowhere now.

A piercing pain will run up to your eyebrows, and then you’ll exit the theatre. (7)

Thorns and spears of all the tastes stick everywhere into your body.

Day and night they’re burning close by, while inside burns the fire of your error. (8)

Hay has caught fire in the mine, bursting forth with flame.

Crying ‘mine, mine’, you’re all burnt up, inviting Death in your frenzy. (9)

Burnt to ashes by the fire, full of pain, you’re sent to hell,

Once shameless with gigantic greed, now whining with repentance. (10)

Liberation’s the hoard of pearls buried in the field, Sivapura’s* the mother of pearl
in the ocean.

On that you set your foot, Man, stay away from duality island! (11)

In valiant fights with nasty foes, he was just like raw gold, prepared in the mould
with lead, tongs, and borax—

And yet remains unwounded as before: Hari, the highest good, is near. (12)

While menacing rebirth hovers over him, drowsiness is his ruin.

The hunter has laid out the noose: let not the deer fall into the trap! (13)

Theft and adultery, servitude, Veda, different sorts of trade,

Prestige derived from farming or usury: these all sow the seeds of samsara. (14)

Men totally given to those pursuits drift away, as all have witnessed.

How can a needle and thread get through, without being pushed from one side to
the other? (15)

Bare dust or essence, the fool doesn’t care.

He is shamelessly brazen, while aware of the mark on his brow.” (16)
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Concealed in the alphabet you’ll find the touchstone, hero. Read out all the fifty-
two letters!®

At the lake of the navel is the water of dispassion; drink from it and get to the other
shore! (17)

Let your mind be the ink and your body, the paper; the inkpot’s a stream within
you.

Divine knowledge is writing and your hand’s the heart’s lotus: with all this you’ll see
the light of the sun. (18)

Having fought the battle, the hero shines brightly in the state of union.”

When he moves from the sky to the Name, a trumpet is blown in his house. (19)

Can the conqueror of the flag of fame ever remain hidden?

The sun richly proves the virtue of his truthful heart. (20)

When speech unravels, he is empowered, everyone knows that the winning throw
is his.

With a few heavy blows from the anxious seeker, the gem mine opened up by
itself. (21)

At first confused, he shoved aside the ordinary gems, picked up the diamond, and
was stunned with joy.

King Bhoja managed to access the wealth of the nearby city of Dhar.® (22)

Having sifted through the fourteen sciences, he was a treasury of songs and of
excellences,

Staking cowries, he won a fortune—and long kept spending it on gifts. (23)

Parrot, your cage constrains you, while behind you is the majestic mountain.

If you spot the cat of false ideas, you will be the leader of the birds. (24)

Your beak is red, your dress is bright, you suck the dripping sugarcane.

Don’t resent reciting ‘ra’-‘ma’: that beloved resides in the cage of your body. (25)

Those happy in the satya age® may pursue or subdue desire,

Beyond that, though, there is only distress for those who know nothing of Ram. (26)

You’ve lost yourself in delights of taste, you fool, and you’ve let go of your heart.

You'll repent of the past when the great destruction comes. (27)

He has no master and no place, a stupid donkey in the field.

He follows useless precepts, then his body dies, burning fast till he’s mixed with
dust. (28)

His mind must be his rosary; his conviction, Magahar; he steadily offers silent
mantras.

His virtues and vows lie in keeping remembrance of the truth alive, and he must
remove sin, the poison of the Kali age. (29)

He sees the deity, and the encounter is fulfilled.

Those who drink the milk of the Lord to their heart’s content, says Hardas, won’t
be born again in this world. (30)
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) Hardas refers to the legend commonly known by the Sants of the sixteenth and seventeenth
century according to which Kabir left his glorious hometown of Kasi, that is, Banaras, to die in
the depressingly insignificant town of Magahar, for which see the the last stanzas. The moral of
this is that the true Kas is in the intetior wherever you may get stranded. — ? Hardas draws on
the popular motif of the dangers of travelling to a ‘“foreign land’, which can just be a foreign
locality in the same region. For a warning against such an entetprise, see John D. Smith, The
Visaladevardsa: A Restoration of the Text, Cambridge: Cambridge University Press 1976, vv. 33-5,
pp. 116—21. — ¥ Literally, six flavours’, as they are taught in Ayurveda. — ¥ The city of god Siva.
— 3 Man’s fate is thought to be written on his brow. — 9 There is a pun about “fifty-two’. The
alphabet has this number of letters. These are inscribed at various stations of the tantric body and
finally accumulated at the topmost cakra. In this way, all that exists in the world by its particular
name, a sequence of letters, is wound back into the unchangeable eternity. ‘Fifty-two’ is also a
conventionalized high number. As an attribute to the word bira, ‘hero’, it signifies ‘eminent’. —
7 This is the sabaj, for which see p. 11. — ¥ The eleventh-century king Bhoja of Dhar was himself
a renowned prolific poet and patron of the arts and sciences. His wealth, therefore, lay in himself
and the experts he patronized. — ? The satya age is the best of the consecutively degrading four
ages of the world. Longevity and luxury prevailing in this make its denizens forget that it is finite
and that they have to seek salvation.
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Please don’t leave me, Kesav! Carry me through to the end. (refrain)
Though you’ve seen my faults, please don’t bear a grudge.
Protector of the desolate, you’re merciful; I’'m your sinful servant. (T)
I’ve been a sinner life after life, through and through filled with corruption.
You’re the great creator of the world: please wipe away my faults. (2)
Though your servant, I've done much wrong, now please put me right.
My Lord you are most mighty, use your power to lift me up. (3)
Don’t forget me, Kesav, even though your servant forgot you.
Carry Dadu through to the end, please don’t leave me now! (4)
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In the first watch of the night, oh Banjara, you came into this world.

You started to drink the juice of worldly appearance and forgot the Creator.

You forgot the Creator and stretched out into the world: with father and mother,
relations and wife.

You bound yourself to false worldly appearance; fool, you did not think.

You didn’t think about your countless faults, fool, and were bound to all your family.

The servant Dadu says: Banjara, you came into this world. (T)

In the second watch of the night, oh Banjara, you were in love with a woman.

You were drunk, spellbound by worldly appearance, unable to recollect Ram.

You didn’t recollect Ram, for you were engrossed in the woman; blind, you did not
notice Time.

You did not contemplate Hari and wasted your life. The tank was broken all around.

Broken all around, its water dispersed; you won’t find it easy to settle accounts.

The servant Dadu says: You were in love with a woman. (2)
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In the third watch of the night, Banjara, you shouldered a most heavy load,
You acted as it pleased your mind, and didn’t reflect at all.

You didn’t reflect or utter the name of God; how will you get across?

You will not get across and will repent again while drowning in the floods.
You’re drowning and your boat is broken, you have no grip on the essential.
The servant Dadu says: You shouldered a most heavy load. (3)

In the fourth watch of the night, Banjara, you’re a worn-out old man,

Your youth is gone, old age holds sway, and you’re clueless about your body.
You're clueless; the night is wasted and you are in tears.

The boat starts sinking in the water of being, no one can moor it.

No one can moor it, it’s in the noose of Death. How will you reach the shore?
The servant Dadu says: Banjara, you’re a worn-out old man. (4)
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Avadhu, capture the wish-granting cow!

She’ll release the immortal elixir if subdued. Don’t give her any more forage!
(refrain)

Well fed, she will stir and bellow, and then she can’t be handled.

Well starved, she always gives twice the milk. Milk this cow right! ()

The more worn out she is, the more the milk she gives. Unleashed, she will kick

you.

Block the ways down, fence her in, bring her home! Fetter her, and you’ll
succeed! (2)

If you tie her to sahaj, she’ll never run away, and the ties of karma will fall off.

By cutting karmic ties you'll fetter her to sahaj, into which she’ll merge. (3)

Every moment she’ll fulfil all your wishes, every day will be bliss.

You'll find the Lord in plain view, says Dadu, the never-decaying root that cures the
Kali age’s ills. (4)
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True knowledge and reflection all come from the mouth of the guru.

For all my understanding, I’ve never understood him—him of countless colors.
(refrain)

For all of my knowledge, I've never really known him, this I’'ve come to realize.

For all of my searching, I haven’t searched him out—though roped to him, I move
forward. (1)

For all that I've taken, I never could take him, despite the yearning of my mind.

For all that I’'ve guarded, I didn’t guard the elixir he showed me, nor did I drink
it. (2)

For all that I’'ve attained, I've never become splendour merged in splendour.

For all my many actions, none has made my soul embrace him. (3)

For all the games I’ve played, I've never played face to face with the Creator.

For all he ever saw, the servant Dadua has not seen the essence. (4)
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This is how Nirafijana himself praises the Creator:
I and my servant are not two, they’re the essence in one body. (refrain)
For me he forsakes all pride of himself,
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Forever, without stopping, he keeps me in his heart and speaks my name. (1)
He cannot live with a curtain inside, but will die.

Apart from me he pines like a fish that lives only in water. (2)

As milk and water mix, as water enters water,

His self is salt dissolved in water, there is no difference. (3)

I and my servant are not two, I am his resting place.

My servant is identical with me, says Dada Ram. (4)
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Rare are the supreme lovers, drunk in the bliss called Nirafijana. (refrain)

Those who love Ram constantly—they are his true servants.

They know of none besides you, coloured in your love. (T)

Someone’s a true sadhu who finds pleasure in no one but you.

Rare is the servant who thirsts for the Beloved’s love. (2)

You alone are the life in the hearts of those steeped in bliss,

They’re attached to the Beloved and immersed in love, absorbed in you.
Servants coloured in your love have no other colour.

Dadu, fulfil your life among these! (4)
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Hari is my one and sole support, those trying to cross he carries to the other side.
(refrain)

I'am no pandit, I don’t read and ponder, I have no knowledge and no thought.

I do not know the Veda or astronomy, I have no beauty and no finery. (1)

I do no austerities, don’t dampen my senses, nor do I visit distant shrines.

I don’t worship at temples, meditate, or try to fix an object in my mind. (2)

I have no method for yoga and know no religious practice.

I have no drugs or herbs, nor can I tell of faraway lands. (3)

I don’t know of anything else, tell me what more I can do.

Dada must melt into Govinda—it’s the only method he trusts. (4)
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My mind is weary of speaking. It’s absorbed itself into consciousness. (refrain)
While thinking and reason drive all that is spoken, true wisdom is beyond the senses,
has no limits, and can’t be approached. (1)

How can a drop try to measure the ocean? Can that which can’t be spoken ever be
expressed? (2)

Like the firebird soaring into the beyond, Ram fills all. (3)

Brother, this is how I'm thinking now: Dada cannot speak of the unspeakable. (4)
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No one can grasp the Ungraspable, all have their own ideas. (refrain)
So many Brahmans ponder the ultimate, so many pandits read scriptures,
So many seek to experience the self, so many gods and men recite the Name. (1)
So many take the Siva posture, so many yogis meditate,
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So many sages torment their minds, so many wise men seek wisdom. (2)
So many pirs, so many prophets, so many read the Quran,

So many qazis, so many mullahs, so many wise shaikhs. (3)

So many find no end to their probing, for their goal has no bounds.
However many come and go, says Dadu, none of them knows its price. (4)
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I've asked what my beloved might be like, but no one can tell me.

Unreachable, fathomless, boundless, he’s way beyond the senses: the intellect
cannot grasp him. (refrain)

Without beginning, middle, or end, no ‘this side’ or ‘that side’ are found.

Seasoned wise men grew deranged thinking ‘what’s he like? where is he?’ (1)

Brahma, Visnu and Siva asked the countless gods: ‘Can one of you tell?’

Can any shaikh or elder, pir or prophet grasp the one who can’t be grasped? (2)

Sky, earth, sun, and moon were asked, all winds and colours examined.

Dadu is struck with amazement. Can someone burn his karma? (3)
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Why run away from Hari’s worship? There’s nothing to gain from running away.
What good can you get from shunning Hari? For this you will repent. (refrain)
A true hero fights with natural ardor, enduring a spear’ in his chest.
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He stands fast in battle and does not flee, nor does he throw down his arrow. (1)

The sati holds on to the real truth?, she can’t be scared of dying.

Seeing the world, she gives up her life, embracing her beloved. (2)

She gives up her life like a moth, unable to turn its body from the flame,

And burns her young life in the brilliant flame, on which her eyes are fixed. (3)

A servant is someone who worships the Lord, abandoning trust in his body and
mind.

He alone gets the sight of the Lord, says Dadu, and has the joy of union. (4)

D Comm. on sdra, (1) essence. (2) spear. — 2 The sati is imagined to possess an innate power of
truthfulness. This is called saz, ‘that which truly is’. This is the self-combustible fire inherent in
herself by which she ignites herself on the pyre of her husband.
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As you have mercy on your servants, so will they prosper, my Lord! (refrain)

As we break, so you join; we break, but you never do. (1)

We are forgetful, but you don’t forget; we do wrong, but you never do. (2)

We go astray, but you take us in; we part, but you embrace us. (3)

Although we have nothing that pleases you, let Dadu still have the sight of you, my
Lord. (4)
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The weaver does not leave his loom, and cleanses the yarn of impurities. (refrain)
He applies the starch of love on the threads; the oil of the real serves as his lamp
within.
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Beginning his work with a focused mind, he’s inserted the warp threads into
wisdom’s comb. (T)

He’s filled the shuttle with the name of God, his heart coloured with love.

The weaver-soul then drives the shuttle through the warp, drunk in the highest
real. (2)

He thoughtfully weaves the greatest of all goods, breaking no thread in the warp.

Always mindful, with deep concentration, he mends a thread the moment it
breaks. (3)

In this way weaving a thick cotton fabric, he pleases his Lord.

The weaver Dadu is joined with the Creator, and won’t come again to this world. (4)
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A trickster, brother, enacted a show in which he alone is left. (refrain)
He staged a trick that dazzled all who saw it.
But once the trick was shown, the trickster couldn’t be found. (T)

This trick confused the world, and no one knows who the trickster is.
Something was seen that was not there, with no one perceiving the trickster. (2)
The kind of illusion he used laid total waste to body and mind.

Throwing magic dust, the trickster cast a spell that let him not be seen. (3)

The trickster’s the light, and the trick is the false show here.

Only the one not enmeshed in this trick, says Dadu, will find him. (4)
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Become so deeply absorbed in Ram that your heart won’t ever forget Hari. (refrain)

A mother cares each moment for her child; a yogi avadhita guards his semen,

An ugly woman chants to conjure up beauty; a tightrope walker gazes at her pole.
1)

The tortoise stares in meditation at her eggs, the cirak calls for the water of lovers’
speech,

The demoiselle crane cries protecting its young, the worm can think of nothing but
the wasp'. (2)

Like the deer that pursues an alluring sound, like the moth who can’t turn from the
flame,

Like the floundering fish out of water about to die—in these ways, says Dada, God’s
servant should act.

D The trope is taken from the hatching wasp, of whom it was believed that it transformed worms,
of which it is a parasite, into wasps.
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Hindu and Muslim I don’t know as two,
Alone that One exists, the Lord of all, I don’t see any other. (refrain)
In worms and moths and in all creatures, in water and on land—he is there.

He bewilders pirs and prophets, gods and demons, nobles and the wise. (I)
I’ve identified the only Maker, and no one should get angry.

As one polishes a mirror, Ram-Rahim will wash the body and the soul. (2)
Just serve the Lord: why throw away the wealth that you’ve now found?
Let the servant Dadu repeat the name of Hari, his friend in life after life. (3)
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One calls him Svami, another calls him Shaikh,

But no one understands the secret of the cotton-carder. (refrain)

One proclaims Lord Ram, another proclaims Allah, but no one grasps Allah-Ram’s
mystery. (1)

One sees himself as Hindu, another as a Muslim, but neither knows what being
Hindu or a Muslim is about. (2)

It’s the Veda and the Books' that have led to all this: understand that and you’ve
found the secret! (3)

Dadu sees one Self alone, heard of and talked about in endless different ways. (4)
D Torah, Psalms, Gospel, and Quran.
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Be afraid, O, be afraid: that way you’ll keep Ram’s name in mind! (refrain)
Those who let their five senses take over were killed, O, were killed. ()
Those who withdrew their five senses met the Lord, O, the Lord. (2)
Those who, like a tortoise, retreated within, lived on, O, lived on. (3)
When the worm is absorbed in the wasp, then there is true meditation, there is, O,
there is. (4)
Be like a goat caged among lions, says Dadu, and then you’ll obtain the vision. (5)
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Baba,' do the 4rati for Ram like this: Wave the light within your soul. (refrain)
Let body and mind be the sandalwood incense, and love, the garland of flowers;
then hear the unstruck sound as a bell for the caring Lord. (T)
With wisdom as the lamp and breath as the wick, the leaves offered to Nirafjana
become the five principles®. (2)
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Let bliss be the auspicious songs and emotion be the worship, with thought as the
temple and the soul as the divinity. (3)

I make myself a sacrifice with bhakti that will never cease, says Dada, but still don’t
know how to serve you! (4)

) Reverential address of a venerable male elder. — ? The tattvas, correlated to each of which are
five categories. See Introduction, p. 34.
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O Life of the Wortld, let your grati be performed—and dedicated to your lotus feet.
(refrain)

Lovingly wave the flywhisk of awareness over Hari, while knowing the lamp as the
light of wisdom. (T)

Ring the bell of unstruck sound, and let the bliss of Zrati rumble in the sky.' (2)

Burn meditation’s incense before Hari; circle flowers of love around him. (3)

The essence of service is worship within to Nirafijana, the only Lord. (4)

Perform his 4rati with fervent bhakti, says Dada, and you’ll live from age to age. (5)

D The ritual is accompanied by the beating of drums. Their rumbling is, however, the audible
symbol of the rumbling of the unstruck sound in the perfected devotee’s interior. Compate text
no. 79, v. 38.

Bakhanam

29. Sakhis ‘Man kan arg’— Chapter of the Mind

29.1
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The mind may be thick, the mind may be thin, the mind may be water or fire,
As objects come into the mind, so the mind takes shape.

29.2

T HET UK 9% A7, g AT WE |

= qUTY =eTeRT, I 79 ol Jerg |



120 Texts and Translations

The mind demands food, but don’t feed it, for if it is fed it makes you suffer.
You must divert the mind like a mother giving the breast to her baby. (2)
29.3
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The mind has many colours, says Bakhanam, changing every moment.
A devotee whose mind remains one colour is rare.
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If you don’t shackle it with virtue and constantly goad it,

It turns into a reeling wild elephant—the intoxicated mind, says Bakhanam.
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The demoness desire rides the hyena mind': day and night she spurs him hard.
Dusk or dawn, says Bakhanam, she’ll never get down from him.

D The demoness has the hyena as her riding animal.
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Pull it, and it won’t follow; unleash it and it runs away.
Grab the tail of the mind-cow, says Bakhanam, and you’ll remain caught in its
constant swirl.
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Five hunters, one deer, followed by twenty-five does.
Keep the deer fenced up, says Bakhanam, or else it will surely be eaten.
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They live inside, they graze inside, they cannot be destroyed.

Every single sprout they see—they eat it up.
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Block the door at the base, keep guards at the nine passageways,

Stretch the bow of meditation, then point the arrow, says Bakhanam.
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The butcher woman Ill-will, the sweeper woman Slander, the flayer woman

Callousness, and the Chandali Anger together formed a little clique.

The entire feast was thus polluted, says Bakhanam, and the Brahman woman, called
Compassion, went off.
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He keeps well away from where they eat: that group unsettles his mind.
Sons of Brahmans, says Bakhanam, don’t eat next to such people.
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You didn’t hear the teaching so your mind stays dirty, says Bakhanam.
You washed and washed, but for all your washing only bleached your hair.
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Bathing in water, you bleached your hair,
Why do you now dye it black? asks Bakhanam.
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What do you expect, at your age, from dressing up again?
Why do you dye your hair black? Are you ashamed it’s so white?
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Bathe at the sixty-eight pilgrimage sites and wash up in water of sixty-eight kinds:

Let Bakhanam, though, tell you this: the mind’s a fish—its smell will never go away.
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Think it through, fool! says Bakhanam: you can’t just rinse off the dirt!

Sin’s not washed away in water, even if you wash yourself a hundred times.
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30. Pad (rdg Gauri)
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Here’s my plea, Ram, here’s my plea. Please accept it this time! (refrain)

A fire rages, emitting no smoke, and no one can see it burning.

Ramij, put it out with your rain, so my body can cool down. (I)

The pain of separation never escapes from within me, consuming the cage of my
body like weevils.

Just like that, my mind’s been pierced. Please, please, grant me your sight! (2)

All' T do is watch for you, while the whole night passes.

Ramji, let me see your feet, if not, my birth will be for nothing. (3)

The brother of those who strive for bhakti, you’ll give perfection to good-hearted
souls.

Now it’s my turn, Ramji, don’t wait any longer! (4)

I’ll clasp your feet and plead with you to come into my house.

So many days we’ve been apart, but now I'll make myself a sacrifice. Please, no more
delays! (5)

Ram, accept my plea and help your servant!

Grant poor Bakhanam your sight: he’s sacrificing himself to you. (6)

31. Pad (rdg Gauri)
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I'm now filled with fear more than anyone!
And I'll be afraid of fear’s return. (refrain)
I don’t want to listen to the world, fearing all its words:
My ears have heard the lore of Hari, which I pray not to forget (1)
Like nothing else, I fear talking,
My tongue exists to talk of Ram and nothing more. (2)
I’m afraid of drinking water, a fear deep in my mind:
I think the letters bz and 77 now written in my heart might be washed out. (3)
My fears are ones like these—please help me overcome them!
Keep protecting Bakhanam, O Ramji, and make his fear go away. (4)

32. Pad (rag Gauri)
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Because the world’s bewitched, it can’t recognize Lord Ram. (refrain)

Around the fool’s neck is a silver Bijhasani, a goddess for whom he holds regular
vigils.

All this so, if angry, the goddess won’t harm him—should famine strike, though,
the silver can be sold for food. (T)

Offering oil and soaked wheat to Bhairav, he chops off a goat’s ear for him, too.

The Bhopi will happily take all the offerings, with a dog lapping up what is left. (2)
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Balancing a bowl with live coals on her head, a woman goes to the shrine of a
Goddess,

But sitting to feast with everyone else, she’s thrown into a pit of death. (3)

Those who worship the gods and goddesses, cling to a lamp that shines their way
to hell.

I’d like to know who Sankar-Ranf saves on Trouble Fourth!" (4)

Women fast on Smallpox Goddess Eighth?, and string ritual threads on trees.

Does this mean they’re agents of virtue or stupid asses instead? (5)

A woman may go into trance and act as a Bhopi,

But if you grab that swindler by the nose and cut it off, she’ll be too scared to
breathe. (0)

What’s the use of Goga, Gusami and portable shrines?

When a child is born in the house of a whore, how can you tell who’s the father? (7)

Not to one did she belong, but to many; they say she’s had plenty of husbands.

This woman of many men, asks Bakhanam, with which one will she burn
herself?® (8)

D Samkat Cauthi is on the fourth lunar day of the waning phase of the month of Magha, when
the Goddess is worshipped as saviour of her son Ganesa, inadvertently decapitated by his father
Siva, and of her devotees from hell. — ? Ahof Astam is on the eighth lunar day of the waning
phase of the month of Caitra, when the smallpox goddess is pacified. — » That is, immolate
herself as a sati.

33. Pad (rag Ramkali)
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Ram is close by, but they have missed the way,

Some heading east and others, west, they roam about very confused. (refrain)

Rub iron on a touchstone forever, but will that iron ever turn into gold?

Iron remains iron, and no stone is ever a touchstone. (1)

Deluded by their own appearances, they’ve forgotten the names they should chant
within.

They terrorize people and spread made-up stories. (2)
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Tormented by the threefold pain',

They rushed to a mirage and drank but could never quench their thirst. (3)
People rushed to dig between Makrana and Khatu,

While through his guru’s wisdom Bakhanam found wealth inside his house. (4)

D There are three kinds of suffering, namely, mental and physical, inflicted by gods, and inflicted
by evil spirits.

34. Pad (rag Ramkali)

qq St X 99 el < |
mﬂgmﬁ%@ggi N F
e |
qEeT e U el [d1e &) 1K [gaet 1g 1l
aatrmﬁ%rqmﬁﬁ}tﬂ%aﬁwwéﬁm
&1 TR ST e, TN a1 F8 1R |

g e uaR &ell, wet AT Setel |
ﬁéﬂ??ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁww 031l
T ATt e Fretell, T Hite Tt |
IR ATH TOAT 9T A, ATSATE T it Iy |

The creeper of true being, the creeper of true being:

It stands in a bed split up into five, and then into twenty-five; if you tend to it with
effort, it will grow. (refrain)

First sink a well in the stony ground; broken open and built up, it’s your water
source.

Here you’ll run a water wheel, with its chain of buckets letting the creeper drink
from a channel. (1)

The life-breath will nourish the bed, and tender sprouts will appear.

Made fertile by the guru, the creeper will climb the tree and grow. (2)

It will spread in all directions, bearing fruit and blossoms.

If tended with effort, this is how the creeper will grow. (3)

Then the garden will bear rich fruit, and the sky will thunder.

This creeper is the deathless Name, says Bakhanam, yielding fruit that lasts forever.

)

35. Pad (rag Asavari)
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If you seek salvation, you must worship Ram,

Hold the lotus feet of Hari in your heart! (refrain)

You’ll find there’s no other way to worship, once you know that all here is false.
You frolic in an empty tank: there is no water there! (1)

You've entered into a hill of mist—how can that give you shelter?

Grain won’t grow if there’s smoke but never any clouds. (2)

How will you cross the ocean clutching a sheep’s tail?

How can a trader’s wife—poor thing—manage to kill a thief?" (3)

Milking a goat by its dewlap won’t get you any milk.

Let some sadhu reflect on this, says Bakhanam. (4)

D This refers to the popular prejudice that Jains are cowardish, not to speak of their women.

36. Pad (rag Asavari)
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No patient will survive the Veda of this doctor from our bad Kali age. (refrain)
‘Hari touched the cowhetrdesses’ shoulders’, this sort of wisdom is what he

proclaims.

Listeners get aroused by it, flushed by a wave of lust. (I)

Sexual daydreams and carnal corruption cause pain in their bodies.

Although they have a doctor, there’s no end to their pain and they find no way to
rest. (2)

They all had listened hoping to end the pain of karma,

But the potion they got wasn’t right for their pain, so none got a treatment that
worked. (3)

A man of twenty and a girl of sixteen were among all those listeners.
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What they heard proved so persuasive, says Bakhanam, they didn’t notice the wound
from the dagger. (4)

37. Pad (rdg Sorath)

T U § Iy 97 |
AR TR TIT R i, ot qererr B |1 ||
‘g’ﬂﬁ%cwm%wu TR, o AT el el |
awwwﬁ@%m ||2||
i BN I A1 B, S TRR
mﬁwmﬁ@wﬁaﬁ$aﬁ IR 1
TG G shife oAt ey, TG |1 STEET |
ﬁ%ﬁaﬁ %;Wg-ﬂ%w JEN
T AR et T | T HIE 9 |
Teh 9TF W o qTs, 4 e qal &M 11X 1l
et g1 Tt i S, GRRoT It S |
JuAT Uk TR 3T, 3 fater &f Ifermom iy 1

King Ram, I am your archer?,

Have mercy on me this time, my lord, sir! (refrain)

A long time now I’'ve been your servant, staying where you’ve posted me.

Though sometimes I stumbled, I stayed with you, fulfilling my duties wherever you
sent me. (1)

You command nobles with ranks of five and seven thousand?

While my official rank is ‘one’, whether or not it’s on the rolls. (2)

Or should I just be given the rank of three cowries and a half?

My inner Lord, I stand before you to make my submission. (3)

I do not ask for wealth or magic powers, nor have I come to ask for liberation.

I only ask for bhakti that feels for the sublime. I’ll hurry wherever you send me. (4)

My armour is virtue from the steel of forgiveness, my lance is wise remembrance,

In this way Bakhanam stands before you, alone your mercenary soldier. (5)

" Lit. ‘quiver bearer’. — 2 The rank of imperial military officeholders was expressed in numbers.
Five thousand and 7000 would only be attained by the highest-ranking nobility. The digits
correspond to the number of horses they had to supply to the imperial army.

38. Pad (rag Sorath)
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O mind, they say that true love means

To remain as you were in life after you die. (refrain)

A hero who valiantly fell in battle gave up his body, mind, and community, too,

Then went on acting as before, shouting ‘kill them’ on the battlefield. (1)

Mansur’s soul left his body but he never left his Love, though he was burned and
cut into pieces.

And after he died ‘An‘al-haqq, an‘al-haqq’ sounded from the earth.! (2)

Though his body was gone, he remembered the rapture—this is true love.

Says Bakhanam: After death, the pining fish drank from the water in the mouth of
his foe.” (3)

D This refers to the legend surrounding the martyrdom of the Sufi Mansar al-Hallaj (d. 922),
‘Mansur, the cotton-carder’, who was executed for having cried out in the state of mystical
annihilation T am the Truth’. The legend has it that from his tomb T am the Truth’ continued to
resound. The Indian Muslim cotton-carders refer themselves to Mansur. — 2 The line refers to
the legend that Mansar’s ashes were thrown into a river, where they continued chanting. From
this river water was drawn for the king’s table, and fish from the same river was served to him.
Though dead, the fish—not expressly mentioned in the line—did not stop pining in separation
from the water filled with the truth proclaimed by Mansur’s ashes. When the king ate the fish and
washed it down with the water from that river, the fish was reunited with it.
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D This corresponds almost verbatim to Dhola Mari ra duba, v. 69; see Ramsimh, Saryakaran
Parik, and Narottamdas Svami (eds), Dhola Mari ra diaha: Rajasthani ki ek suprasiddba précin
lokgit, 2nd edn, Jodhpur: Rajasthani Granthagar, 2001.

The distance between Hari and me hasn’t gone away.

Who knows when it will disappear? These thoughts make my mind uneasy. (refrain)

Many hills and forests block my way, countless rivers flow,

My body has no wings to let me reach him any time. (1)

Footless, I must walk my path and find no ground below,

Without a mountain to be seen, I still must cross a threatening mountain pass. (2)

Day by day I keep walking, with this anxious thought on my mind:

Friend, let me meet him while I'm alive; dead, I can’t meet anyone. (3)

Because I long for Hari’s sight, friend, my eyes stay full of tears.

I’ve thus parted from my comrades and am far from home; fear weighs on me. (4)

Should I even get a letter from my cherished husband, how will I read it?

With clouds of separation gathered densely, my eyes no longer read. (5)

A traveller moving on that way, my message in his hands:

T'm coming, I can bear no more.” Somebody honest will carry it. (6)

As the elephant pines for the forest and the ruddy shelduck hen for the farther
shore,!

Bakhanam pines for the Name, like the wife of a mercenary posted abroad. (7)

D) Where she will meet her mate.

40. Pad (rag Todi)
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Neither can a power from above do harm, nor one from within save. He who is a
pandit may reflect on what this means! (refrain)

Someone is called Mr. Singh, a Lion, but has no manliness; ‘having wings to fly’ is
just a way of speaking of a bird. (I)

Someone they call a sadhu is not one—he’s just an invention among invented things.
@

Someone may craft a wooden cow for his house. But if his visions led to results,
why is he eating dry crusts? (3)

Place your hope in unseeable Nirafijana, says Bakhanam, how can you believe in
what is of this world? (4)
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41. Pad (rag Tori)
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The diver plunges into the sea and picks from it the jewel, Ram. (refrain)

Tied to a rope, he plunges into the sea of happiness, in and out." (1)

The endless lake, the sea of happiness, the mine of pearls and precious stones: (2)

Gods, men, and geese frolic in it, the wise men sport among the fish. (3)

Thought’s the ruddy shelduck, the mind is filled with bliss, no rise or setting of the
sun, no phases of the moon. (4)

The lotus blooms, light has come, the buzzing bee is pierced by scent. (5)

One cannot gauge how deep it is or how high up it goes, the greatness of the sea’s

beyond description. (6)

He who picks the real thing from the sea, rejoicing in it—know him as the diver,
says Bakhanam. (7)

D The line evokes the yogic breath discipline.

42. Pad (rag Malar)

The friend of Ram is gone, and my heart is full of grief. (Refrain)

In separation from him, the forest lies in ashes, a saw cuts into my heart.
All my companions lament, like betel creepers' with no water. (1)

The reflection of the brilliance of his smile lingers in my heart,

None like him exists, I've searched the world in vain. (2)

All seems stale to me, brothers, he who embellished our circle is gone,
Who will now beguile the assembly with his pure speech? (3)
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He gives us so much love to drink. Could only someone bring me Dadul!
Bakhanam is deeply grieved, he pines for the sight of him. (4)

D The betel creeper with its fragrant leaves is also reputed for finding support on the sandal tree.
Either way, dependent on water or a support, the motif is suitable for the bbakta.
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The Misra Brahman' told a charming story:

|

Feeling drowsy, Radha found an open bedroll, on which she went to sleep. (refrain)

Red juice from the betel she chewed had managed to stain her eyes, while kajal from
her eyes had blackened her lips.

If T could only make your thoughts my own, she said to her friend, my mind would
be content. (1)

I’ve thrown away my bracelets and my bangles—and wear a necklace with no string.

But if you listen with attention, you can feel the same way I do. Just meditate to
sense that state. (2)

Dear Radha, curb your pique, said her friend, why are you being so stubborn?

You’re the daughter of great Vrsabhanu: keep him vital and he’ll live a long time! (3)
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Let your mind’s willfulness go, be cheerful, and then turn to Krsna for drinking the
nectar that oozes from you both!

In your heart you may bear him rancor, but don’t turn your back on an enemy. (4)

O Yasoda, shouted the friend, did you or did you not hear me?

Then Radha spoke: In the shade of the banyan tree Krsna gripped my arm. (5)

With so many girlfriends standing around, I was shy and said nothing.

Snatching the end of my garment he took me out to lake Mansarovar’s edge. (6)

The cowherds are on my side, he told me, and on yours are the cowherdesses.

They’ve rounded each other up—but to what end? (7)

Wherever you go, he said, my mind will follow.

I dedicate myself to you, my mind and wealth lie in your hands. (8)

He then forced the betel roll into my mouth, his arm around my neck.

He lured me away with ruses, grabbing me in the dark. (9)

Such is the wisdom and deep meditation appealing these days to women and men.

If you believe the vyds’s story, says Bakhanam, no truth will come into your
heart. (10)

D The reference is to the professional storyteller, the vyds (see v. 10), focusing on the Krsna
legends. Misra is the name of a Brahman community. The story is that of Radha’s pique on Krsna
and his violent courtship of her. Radha’s girlfriend admonishes her to give in to him.
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Perform the Zrati, my luminous soull Ram has come to fulfil my longing. (refrain)

Like the thirty-three gods my soul’s risen high; moored in the One, it waves the
flywhisk. (1)

The five auspicious instruments' and bells are silent, while the cymbal of Ram’s
name resounds. (2)

The lamp of the five elements is raised, lit for the light in its true form. (3)

At the tenth door stands God Murari, his bride is face-to-face with him in
worship. (4)

The mind is the priest engrossed in service; Bakhanam won’t return again. (5)

D The strings, handclapping, cymbal, kettledrum and clarion. See for this standing phrase, John
D. Smith, The Visaladevardsa: A Restoration of the Text, Cambridge: Cambridge University Press

1976, v. 14, pp. 78-9.



Rajab 133
Rajab

45. Savaiya Dedicated to Dadu
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When Father Hari called Mother Dadu, Mother pushed all her children from her

lap,
The wind-like Lord has blown away the Dada-cloud, our cuckoo-minds cry for him

everywhere.

The sun himself, by drying up the Dadu-lake, killed all the fish, his disciples.

The sad disciple Rajab grieves his guru’s passing, alas, but blazing love for Dada
burns within him still.

46. Savaiya Dedicated to Dadu
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The Lord of Mercy for the Distressed has hurt distressed people badly, wrenching
the Dadu-wealth from their hands.
Hari is angry with the sadhus: he’s snatched the poor person’s daily bread from the
world.
The Saviour of the Poor has killed all the poor, inflicting sharp pain on the Sants.
‘Why did this happen?’ says Rajab in tears, ‘Why did you do this? Save us!’
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The garb is a deception, Sants, it’s nothing,
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The six religious views and ninety-six heresies' have lost themselves in a world of
delusion. (refrain)

The thirsty mind runs after a mirage: but the water it seeks is just an appearance.

There’s no water of the Name there, not any at all—and you’ll suffer from all your
running. (1)

If you’re hiding in a fortress of mist, tell me please how you’ll find shelter?

And all of those people heeding their views? Death spared none of them. (2)

All of life is only a straw fire: our monkey minds gather around it.

The servant Rajab says: it doesn’t take away the cold, but the blind-hearted give it
their lives. (3)

D Though enumerated by exegists, these numbers signify the totality of false views. For an
enumeration, see RV, p. 1044, commentary on pad 28.
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The right view that the Lord gave you, he conceived it by himself when the world

began—and you were still in the womb.

Afterwards all the heresies spread: this is what my true guru says. (refrain)

Circumcision is false if the cut is outside, and the sacred thread dispensed by hands
is a fraud.

Yogic earrings show willfulness, while the yogi’s horn is futile; wearing ochre robes
and getting into fights are both errors. (I)

In this world the Jains made falsehood a craft: wearing a mouthshield, like splitting
your earlobes, is worthless.

Prayer beads and brow marks and special attire—they’ve all come from this world
and were thrust on your body. (2)

Views of religion created in this awful age are false: headstrong people came and
brought them here.

They don’t bear the primeval seal?, so the servant Rajab can’t accept them. (3)

D The line mixes freely practices of the Jains (mouthshield) and Nathyogis (splitting the ear at full
initiation). This is a stylistic device to express that religious folly is pervasive. — 2 This recalls the
Sufi notion of the heart of the shaikh or of any completely dedicated devotee being the signet
into which are carved the divine attributes and names (Schimmel, Mystical Dimensions, p. 271).
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Sants, my soul is not content with stones,

The highest Lord alone is real, and all the rest is heresy that shouldn’t be trusted at
all. (refrain)

Stones fished from rivers' give no liberation, nor do brothers, sons, or relations.

People close the Lord up in a box and peddle him from house to house. (1)

Those praying to a deity that can’t rise above the earth, themselves can’t go to
heaven.

These ways will change and have no essence, so don’t be taken in by them! (2)

A god that rides on shoulders or is tied around the neck runs the risk of fire and
water.

I know the power of objects crafted by goldsmiths and sculptors, says Rajab. (3)

D The ammonites, szlagrams, taken as representations of Visnu.
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O Avadhg, the true guru gave proof, and I realized their singular craftiness:

The six views’ inveterate thugs are the traders: they embody Death. (refrain)
They’re fakes who catch their prey by dealing in fake wares— spear-bearers infesting
life.

Their trickery lies on top of all, so even the best scales and measures don’t work. (1)
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They’ve broken the poor oxen to their will, with their cares about austerities and
sacred journeys.

Embodying Time, they’ve caught their prey by spreading a wide net of nooses. (2)

They’ve put men in family ties, fastened by counterfeit goods that occupy minds,
wotds, and deeds.

In heaven, hell, and on the earth, that’s how the thugs work their thuggery. (3)

They’ve overcome leaders of gods and men, and supporting the earthly elite won
them over as well.

The servant Rajab says: To any who could free themselves from these thugs, I make
myself a sacrifice. (4)
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Listen, my Hindu and Muslim brothers! Don’t inflict pain on any others!

Release from debt depends on how much you can grow. Whatever you've done is
with you always. (refrain)

It’s senseless to make a living by killing living beings; people who devour meat think
only of themselves.

You’ll have to pay up your accounts, friends, you can’t just laugh them all off. (T)

The Prophet’s foot was hurting, so as a cure he heated a stone to put on it. This
hurt the stone.

The Lord, nearby, heard the stone’s cry and knocked out the Prophet’s teeth. (2)

After that, Muhammad lived out his life eating millet bread and vegetables,

And when asked to kill an animal wouldn’t touch a knife. (3)

Seers went out to the jungle and stayed there, eating fruit that had fallen from trees.

Their stomachs burned with hunger, but they knew techniques to dampen their pain
and never harmed any living creatures. (4)

The auliyas and sadhus are Huma birds, causing no pain, while spreading happiness.
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The servant Rajab says: In the shadow of their wings, one gets kindness and
compassion. (5)

D The Huma bird brings good luck and the shadow of its wings creates kings. Its origin lies in the
Old Iranian Awesta, but this mythological bird has impacted the whole Muslim world. One of its
most powerful appearances in India is in the eighth chapter of the ‘Birds’ Conversation’, Mantiq
al-tayr, of Farid al-Din “Attar of the thirteenth-century Panjab. See Carlo Saccone, ‘Huma’, in
Encyclopaedia of Islam, THREE, ed. Kate Fleet et al. http://dx.doi.org/10.1163/1573-
3912_ci3_COM_30551. First published: 2018. Consulted on 8 September 2021.
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Always listening to the Veda, people are bedazzled,

Set on the sixty-eight pilgrimage sites, they rush in all directions. (refrain)

With the tenth book of the Bhdgavata® taken as God himself, simple folk are misled,

While thinking people keep swaying from heaven to hell and the world in between.
1)

The Vedic scriptures have always taught that the formless divine and the world of
form are one.

If that’s so, the self, entangled in this world, won’t be able to get itself out of it. (2)

Pondering grammar won’t make strong doubts go away.?

The servant Rajab says: Without the true guru, the soul can’t get to the other side.

3)

Y The tenth book of the Bbigavatapurina tells the life of Krsna, the corporeal cowherd-god. —
9 A jibe on the commentatorial procedures of Bhdgavata exegetes.
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I’'m afraid, oh, so afraid!

Life shrinks every moment and the body wears away, the enemy Death hovers over
me. (refrain)

From clouds of misery, the lightening of false hope flashes, then torrents of all sorts
of troubles pour down.

The eighty-four lakhs of creatures are short prickly grasses, your roots are so frail! (1)

Pride’s forest fires endlessly rage through the five zattvas trees.

Who but the cloud of mercy will put them all out? Like worthless grass, body and
mind just keep burning. (2)

The old anxiety shows itself everywhere: moving or still, there’s nothing but death.

Time is the butcher; the creatures, the animals—all their heads are in his grip. (3)

They cry ‘Save me, save me!” and seeing their suffering, I desperately want to
remember Lord Hari.

The servant Rajab says: Ram alone has the power to remove my anguish. (4)

54. Pad (rag Toti)
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I’'m frightened, oh, I'm frightened,

The enemies are both inside and out, so where will the soul pass through? (refrain)

Human life, which lasts a day, is over; night has come and there’s only darkness.

The soul is plunged into death and birth, and the hostile river is hard to cross. (T)

Death is the blacksmith and the soul is the iron, which he’ll melt in the fire of your
ego,

Each body is his anvil, and mystical consciousness, his tongs; he’ll strike with the
hammer of virtues. (2)

Once more does the soul play the game of the eighty-four types of existence;' who’s
going to win it this time?
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Your evil deeds are the losing pieces, blows come from all sides. (3)

Aeon by aeon Time’s eaten up your life, while Death remains always unsatisfied.

The servant Rajab says: Be wise, and understand that for release you need to take to
Hari! (4)

D Multiplied by 100,000, this is the number of incarnations, out of which only one will be a human
p } > > >
one.
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Tell me how to perform the 4rati: the crucial objects used for it are nowhere to be

found. (refrain)

First, others now sit on the throne in the heart. There’s no room there for the
highest Lord. (1)

In the heart’s lamp the flame of knowledge has gone out as well—blown away by
the wind of Woman. (2)

The bell has burst on the stone of taste; and on the flywhisk of the life-breath, the
staff of uprightness has broken. (3)

Leaves of love are scattered about on the dirt, a garland made from wisdom’s
flowers lies forgotten. (4)

With reason’s sandalwood stolen by worry, how can the Lord be worshipped and
praised? (5)

It stands there: an icon smeared with chalk on its brow, a sweetmeat once offered
now snatched by the six thieves’. (6)

Rajab implores you for what he needs to offer the Innermost Lord as 4rati. Please
give it to him! (7)

D The mind and the five senses.
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The servant asked the Lord: ‘How was this work produced, O Ram?

Is the creation based on your will, or did it arise from that One with no qualities?’
1)

‘No creation without intention’ is false, a statement none should ever make.

Creation is a picture displayed with no intention, just like the shadow of a tree. (2)

The moon does not conttive to be seen, and lotus flowers make no effort to unfold.

In this way every self emerges from the One Self, each fashioned competently—but
unintentionally so. (3)

Since all trees think of the sandal tree with longing, they absorb its scent.

This is how the Maker who doesn’t act, once acted. That’s what I believe. (4)

When would a magnet think about making iron shards, when near it, burst into
dance?

In this way, the one who does not move causes men to move. Rare’s the wise Sant
who understands this. (5)

Clouds, lightning, raindrops, and wind each arise embodied from the void.

In this way, what is qualified derives from the Unqualified. Matchless are the deeds
of undifferentiated Nirafijana. (0)

The ocean’s not attached to the creatures alive in it, it’s they who stage the play of
love and hate.

The water doesn’t know of sin and merit: in this way the highest Self is present in
us all. (7)

[luminated by the sun, innumerable eyes watch all kinds of behaviour,

But the sun plays no part in the good or bad acts those eyes see —taking the name
of Ram I swear to this. (8)

The light of a lamp shines on all gamblers: some win and others lose.

But the light shines not to illuminate the joy or sorrow of either. Such is the Supreme
Lord’s relationship with humankind. (9)

Desires occur to a man asleep at home. The desires don’t act, but instead are
absorbed into a play of actions.

They’re far from the deep meditation that brings release from worry. It’s that
through which the Highest Self pervades embodied souls. (10)

The stopping of bodily breath causes problems of all sorts, but the breath of the
inner life knows none of them.

In the same way, every quality has its base in the Unqualified, while the real thing
inside is hurt by nothing. (11)

Hosts of birds may live in a fruiting tree; some might be killed out of lust or anger.
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The tree, though, neither kills nor cares; just so, the immanent Lord of the World is
pure. (12)

Watch the ungrateful lotus, which turns its back on the water from where it sprang.

Turned away from the water, its mind becomes pained by desire, like a soul on fire
in a sea of happiness. (13)

All beings gather on the earth, playing at all sorts of games.

Just as the earth adopts none of their moods, the Highest Self adopts none either—
even as he stays in touch with all the many selves. (14)

A whole country is reflected in a mirror, which has no cares at all for the country’s
troubles.

Just so, the Controller within has no qualities to show—even though everyone’s at
play in him, each in pursuit of their own desires. (15)

Fire is inherent in all trees, thus mixing with their various scents—while not reacting
to them at all.

In this way, the Unstained One abides in every stain, while actions both sinful and
worthy don’t touch him. (16)

Through the many peatls runs just a single thread: the pearls are all different,
although they touch each other.

The Lord of the World is like that thread, together with all but distinct from all. (17)

The jewel adorns the snake', but neither grasps the othet’s worth.

Likewise, the essence of being is found in the body and mind: I've come to know
this through the guru’s grace. (18)

No description matches you, how can I explain this perplexing coming together of
everything and sameness?

You're called the place beyond description—which I have reached by Guru Dada’s
grace. (19)

While doing all, he takes no part in any deed: a perfect devotee alone can grasp this
deepest mystery.

Although he can do anything, his ways are his own: to this detached Lord, Rajab
makes himself an offering. (20)

D The cobra is said to bear a jewel on its forehead.

57. 997 91<¥ — Examination of the Soul
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I have examined the human soul: It takes on the qualities that happen to come its
way.

Water that goes into the sugarcane plant becomes sweet, while poppies can turn
water into opium.

As water finds its way into all the different trees, it takes on their distinctive tastes.

Depending on which pigments are in it, water becomes black, white, red, or yellow.

Exactly like this should the soul be perceived: it becomes like the qualities it soaks
up.

In the cold, watet turns into snow, but it becomes hot on a fire.

Viewed with a wise discerning eye, the soul resembles water:

When things it encounters have qualities, the soul takes them on, but when it meets
anything free of them, the soul assumes its genuine form. (T)

A state of the soul is only this: it takes on the qualities that happen to come its way.

A single state of mind is touched by infinite moods, and like those moods that state
is felt within.

I've studied this inner state in many scriptures, which the Veda and other books
know as having two types.

Whatever skill someone finds appealing, he’ll find a quality like it within. (2)

For the secker of pleasure, the inner state has five tastes; but there’s only one taste
for the yogi.

People find all kinds of qualities appealing, and few devotees are not tempted by
them.

The shape in which you meet the Lord, springs from the inner state’s play.

Examining the soul is like determining an auspicious moment: each person has its
own.

The servant Rajab says: The soul behaves like a crystal: it takes on the colour of
whatever supports it. (3)
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Santdas

58. Pad (rag Dhanasri)
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I followed the words of my honeyed Lord and now I am at peace; my soul no longer

has limits.

My mind was enthralled by the Sadhu’s speech, and entered the realm of the void.
(refrain)

When your mind’s desires are met in the mind itself, you’re naturally drenched in
the waters of love.

And when your mind is purified all over, you can access the Inaccessible. (1)

When birth and death have become as one, the world of change exists no more.

When the soul sees itself as the Primal one, it gains faith in the Inaccessible. (2)

Those who find bliss in the Sadhu’s speech are steeped in love forever.

No longer bound by the triple worlds, they live in the grace of the true guru’s
word. (3)

After they search through their minds, they see that their minds remain pure and
alone.

Through discovering the self, inner darkness ends. (4)

When you’ve found the Immovable, all you can do is stop moving—for you’ve
reached the eternal place.

Someone who’s united with the One sees the world he used to know as totally
dissolved. (5)

If your body, mind and life-breath fuse, you’re absorbed in the immortal sea.

When you meet the formless one, says Santdas, you forget all your actions, good

and bad. (6)
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Brother, the ways of Time are something else.

Laughing and having fun, mixing with everyone—it’s as if all this is pulled away.
(refrain)

Where are our former affections and habits, which we renewed from day to day?

Where did our emotions go, our trust in disciplined ways and sense of community?
All this is gone. (T)

Now only the Name can support us—if destiny wills that we let it.

I’ll enjoy the bliss of Hari, says Santdas, dwelling amongst the Sants. (2)
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Out of love, let me sing you this ballad: In the city of Kasi,
Gangaji asked me to set down the essence of Dada’s greatest distinctions. (a')

Dada rules, strong and gallant,

He’s absorbed in repeating the name of Hari, who began and rules the ancient panth.
(refrain)

Remote and near, the ultimate brabman, the greatest guru, and ultimate dtma, Hari’s
beyond any difference at all;
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Unborn and undivided, he’s never taken birth—such is Dada’s God. (b)

The earth herself had called out to Dadu, ‘A burden oppresses the land:

Sin holds sway all over the world. Get rid of it!’ (T)

In this terrible age, Dadu is Kesav—sent to remove the earth’s burden of sin.

Beating the Name’s kettledrum, he forces sin to flee in retreat. (2)

Why should one search around here and there: a heroic servant needs no religious
trappings.

The people among whom Dada shines are fully engrossed in their worship. (3)

The mystery of bhakti practice he also imparted to others:

‘Sants, take up the weapon of remembering the Lord: that way, Death can’t slay
youl’(3a)

He undid the difference between Hindus and Muslims, for both of whom he
launched the panth,

And he did not believe in the world: such was our Svami, at one with the highest
truth. (4)*

At the popular ghats he did not worship, nor did he bow to stones.

Instead, he sang the praise of Nirafjjana, formless and immaculate. (7)

He stayed away from the avatars, while knowing the Veda’s mysteries.

Thus able to quash all errors, the Svami refuted falsehoods. (8)

His disciples formed many branches and his followers were vast; nobody flaunted
religious emblems.

Taking up the sword of truth, that warrior brought down Hindu-Muslim
difference. (9)

Rosaries, earrings, matted locks and ochre robes: What’s the point of all these?

The one who remembers the Lord is dear to God. (10)

Why consult qazis or pandits, how can astrologers help?

The actor can act only through action, and whatever’s to happen will be. (11)

Let the righteous be as righteous as they like, but no one is successful without action.

Ram is happy with those who take action, while singing the Unseeable One’s
glory. (12)

Dadu took his human form in Ahmedabad —something all Hindus and Muslims
know.

He granted the emperor a vision, and later on settled in Naraina. (13)

A ship was about to sink and Dadu pulled it from the water; he then spread his hand
benignly over it.

He taught a gazi in Sambhar a lesson, changing a document’s letters. (14/15)

Taking on seven bodies, he graced seven feasts at once, making all his followers

happy.

His followers said, ‘Our Svamr’s been merciful, we’re blessed that we saw this.” (16)
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A mad elephant proceeded toward Dada in Khatu, then lowered his head before
him,

And made homage with his trunk; we’re blessed by the sight of him. (17)

In east, west, north and south, in all four directions and assembly halls everywhere,

The forces of karma trembled, for Svami Dada's horsemen had arrived. (18)

Equipped with the Name’s kettledrum, Dadu put on the armour of love.

Beating the drum, he strode forth; and drawing his sword, he fought skilfully. (19)

He was neatly fit out with a helmet of virtue and discipline’s harness.

Wielding the sword of remembrance, he made the House of Death despondent. (20)

Loud shouting and noise abounded; the drum was beaten among the troops.

Dadu strode forth to crush Death’s messengers, deftly repelling the enemy. (21)

The hero’s crown adorned his head, and with him were warriors staking their lives,

The one who had died to the world has brought his army of yogis to beat King
Death. (21 2)

Heroes like Rajab fought at the front of the very first line of battle.

In the disciples’ branch, fifty-two stalwart fighters stood out, leading who knows
how many more warrior armies. (22)

Excellent horses were frenzied, their hoofs kicking at heads.

Mighty elephants collapsed, steeped in blood, the forces of the enemy crushed. (23)

Countless troops were moving ahead, while the whole earth rang with the sound
within.

The heroes rode their horses at full gallop, and in the front line stood Dadu. (24)

They all marched forth, each bolder than the next, together with the Supreme.

Dadu stood in the very first line and won the battle ground. (25)

The forces fought on every side, and he stood like a column among them.

Against great kings, he fought the epic war, his attention turned to God. (20)

Auspicious music resounded in heaven, the soldiers were ready to fight,

In the front line of battle soldiers fought and died, doing their master’s work. (27)

Sitting in elephants’ howdahs, they waved fout lakbs of flywhisks.

They had engaged in battle from howdahs, canopied and decorated. (28)

Fighting this battle, they conquered the world, entering mansions of well-being.

They made their Master happy, and he gave them wonderful grants. (29)

Apsaras® wave lights to honour them, and to them the three worlds bow.

All earth has come forth to pay homage: and every honour, they’ve received. (29a)

In the month of Phalgun, Dadu Das directs his troops home for a festival.

For a month he receives the homage of everyone, looking after them with loving
care. (30)

In Dadu's court, Phalgun is when the garden blossoms:

The monks are absorbed in remembering God’s name, and it seems like the doors
of heaven have opened. (31)
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Inner wealth falls from the heavens, filling up countless storerooms within.

To entertain the monks, people organize different festivities: (32)

A festival of sermons and of groups singing praise, pandits reciting from books,

Handbells, mridangas, cymbals and tambourines—all these resound, with dancers
performing in front of them. (33)

Tents are pitched everywhere, and a temple shines forth in their midst.

In front of the temple’s a lake filled with water: the thirty-six rigas are played. (34)

A tax was levied and a temple came up, in a place where the monks wearing robes
get together.

In this sorry age, art comes to life at Naraina’s religious fair. (34a)

Pilgrimage, temples, Ekadasi-vows,*—someone absorbed in the root of all of these

Sees Govinda in his heart and sings his glory. (39)

What’s a great commander, and what is a prince—when all the earth bows before
Dadau.

If someone slanders Dadu, he will go to hell. (40)

The Dadupanth, true to its promise, defeated the six views and four sampradayas,®

It thus fulfilled its destiny, gaining access to the court of the Lord. (41)

Because he had served without flinching and repelled a strong enemy,

The Creator said, ‘Come, Dadu, you’ve been graced with an excellent land, (42)

Where Dhruv, Prahlad, Sudama, Kabir, Nama, and Raidas

Were given the bliss of bhakti as their reward: a dwelling in the fortress on the peak
of the void.” (43)

Fight the mental Mahabharata® against your own mind, and your mind will be set
free,

Nothing can harm anyone who sees within their heart. (44)

Pursuing the mental Mahabharata and engrossed in praise of the Name,

Dadua fought the mental war; his appetite for bliss was never fully satisfied. (45)

Perfected ones and seckers, all of you listen to these verses of Maru:

Santdas Galtant sings the praise of Dadua Das. (46)

I’'ve been very thorough in this composition, a creeper of immortality,

The praise of Dadu Das reaches the farthest shore of life’s ocean. (47)

D Verses added in a manuscript are marked by small letters of the alphabet, and so are verses
unnumbered in a manusctipt. — 2 Stanzas 5, 6, and 35-8 do not exist. This seems to be merely
a mistake in numbering. — * Heavenly dancing-gitls (myth.). — % Ekada$i is the eleventh day of
the half of the lunar month. This is observed by certain vows. — * The four established Vaishnava
otders, who observed iconic worship. — © The war in which the eponymous epic culminates.
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Sundardas

01. Sakhi tfrom ‘Chapter of the Evaluation of Speech’
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Literature can be composed in many ways, like building an elegant dwelling,
But what is the use of a temple, says Sundar, if that houses no sacred image?

62. Savaiya from ‘Chapter of the Divine Guru’

Link: https://doi.org/10.11588/heidicon/1716663

IIL. 19: Nirbhaynathji (1947—) at his ashram in Sesli, Pali District;
petformance of texts 62 and 63 in reverse order. © D. Rajpurohit 2021.
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In his mercy the guru brought me delight: he made Hari’s Name resound within me.

Like the night disappearing at sunrise, delusion’s darkness faded away.

I worship my blessed Guru with my body, speech and mind.

Joining his hands in reverence, Sundardas says, I'm a servant of Dada Dayal
forever.’

03. Savaiya from ‘Chapter of Reminder of Mortality’
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Here are my territories, here are my elephants, and all this is my property,

Here are my parents, here are my brothers, and these are my sons and my grandsons.

Here are my women, always there to amuse me, and here are my servants, at hand
day and night.

They’ve simply abandoned you now, says Sundar—Iike a wick run out of oil, you’ve
been extinguished.

04. Savaiya from ‘Chapter of Opposites’
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Reversing roles, the bullock packed the trader up—with endless loads of
unessentials heaped atop the real thing,

He came into this world, a foreign place, and his trade went briskly.

The trader’s wife was overjoyed with her able husband.

Handing over his capital to the merchant-banker, Sundar’s head was finally relieved
from its burden.

05. Savaiya from ‘Chapter of Opposites’
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A merchant came for trade in fierce and scorching heat; bartering for some good
stuff, he knotted it all in a pile and strapped it up firmly.

The trade accomplished, he went home again; seated under a banyan tree he drew
up his accounts.

Sundar’s merchant-banker was greatly pleased with these, for the bullock had been
balanced by the capital.

06. Kavitt from ‘Chapter of the Discrimination of the Types of
Speech’
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One kind of poetic speech is like a woman with beautiful clothes and pretty
adornments: she’s described as lustrously shining.

Another type’s like a woman whose clothes are torn and tattered: listening to her
poetic speech is repellent.

The third type is simply dead, like a woman smothered by too many ornaments:
although she may appeal to some, Sants stay away from her.

Three types of poetic speech exist in the world, says Sundar, but distinguishing one
from another needs cleverness and skill.

07. Kavitt from ‘Chapter of the Discrimination of the Types of
Speech’
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Speak only if you know how to speak, otherwise keep your mouth closed and stay
silent.

Compose poetry just if you know how to do so, with rhyme, metre and meaning
that can’t be matched.

Sing only if you’ve a fine singing voice, so that listening to it enraptures the heart.

Poetic speech that’s meaningless, with broken rhyme or metre—this, says Sundar,
should never be voiced!
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08. Kundaliyi from ‘Chapter of Slander of Women’
e O @ Oor 3R FRiE 1 |
X Tga farer ol aarE oty |
[ TS =i o foRRm ot = |
S e Y=UE 10 A9 R A |
<t AT g wTE A SR |
e I I 818 At A9 o e )

Rastkapriya, Rasmarijari, Srz';égdr: informed by these books’ ideas, clever writers
show women in ways that please the senses.

Shown in ways pleasing the senses, a woman appeals to lecherous men.
Praising a woman’s body from head to toe gives rise to the strongest desires.
Like a patient making his illness worse by eating heavy sweets,

Such are those lecherous people, says Sundar, engaging with Rasikapriya.

69. Chappay
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Reading poetry flawless from head to toe is really very nice.
If someone reads verses without enough limbs, though, poets take to flight.
If syllables are too many or missing, poetry limps like a lame man.

With too few or many morae, it staggers like a drunkard.

If the rthymes don’t match, it’s like a crooked person with only one eye; it’s like a
blind man when it’s meaningless.

Says Sundar: The life of a poem’s the praise of Hari; without the praise of Hari it’s
dead.
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70. Pad (rag Asavari)
Link: https://doi.org/10.11588/heidicon/ 1716665

IlI. 20: Svami Lakshmandasji (ca. 1930—?) of the Udaipur Jamat in Udaipurvati, Jhunjhunu
District at performance in 2004. © IGNCA and South Asia Institute.
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Many thirst for Ram’s elixir, but only the rare person drinks it.

That nectar flows in the heavens, where he dwells in a house beyond the mind.
(refrain)

Cutting off his head, he puts it on the earth and expects not a thing from his body,

The nectar is always very expensive, throughout the six seasons and twelve
months. (1)

Someone who prices it gets fulfilled, even from far away; because he holds it dear,
he no longer lives in this world.

Any who drink it live through all the ages: they’ll never be destroyed. (2)

For this elixir, kings have turned into yogis, giving up all their worldly pleasures,
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Once sitting on cushioned thrones, they smeared their bodies with ashes and
renounced. (3)

The nectar was prized by Bhartrhari and Gorakhnath, while Kabir brought it into
action.

And Sundardas was given just a little bit, through the grace of Guru Dadu. (4)

71. Pad (rag Sarang)
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Earlier I was simple boy,

Making just a penny, I barely fed myself, while now I am a moneylender!. (refrain)

Lending at one per cent to all, I flourished,

I left others’ backyards and built a grand mansion, imposing and imperishable. ()

I’'ve got diamond and ruby jewelry at home, and four-stringed necklaces of rubies
and peatls.

I'lack nothing at all, and my cellar’s completely full. (2)

Before, I endured many troubles and faced hard times,

After he met the enticing Ram, Sundardas’s hopes were all fulfilled. (3)

Y Bobaras in Sundardas’s time were generally Muslim money-lenders and merchants of Gujarat.

72. Pad (rag Sarang)
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Earlier I was a simple boy,

I then made my trade reflecting on the Self and grew into a wise elder.
I’ve collected a wonderful thing that people come to buy from me.

Our business cannot be done on loan, you need to pay all up front.

If a customer draws on love for his purchase, he gets rid of his sorrows.
The thing that I sell is the truth alone, says Sundar, everything else is trash.
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73. Pad (rag Sorath)
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My merchant-banker Ram’s a tycoon, I’'m his petty grocer. (refrain)

5 d,

He gave me this body—a market stall—and made me his own, settling me in.

My capital knows no end or limit, though I’ve worked a lot in the black market. (1)
But once I bought the priceless essential thing, I rejected pleasure’s bitter oil-cakes.
My storeroom is all filled up—not a corner left empty. (2)

If a customer comes to buy, he’ll get just what he wants.

Seeing all the different wares, he never goes to any other shop. (3)

Those who come to the Mighty One’s storehouse, are called big moneylenders.
The one who trades in Hari’s name at home, is the merchant Sundardas! (4)

74. Pad (rag Sorath)
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See what kind of merchant-banker Ramaiya is, he is not hidden. (refrain)

He made the world a fleeting market, with all kinds of trade in it.

All souls joined it as traders, they earned on what they sold. (1)

Some bought bitter oil-cakes; some, cloves and betel-nuts.

Some bought gems and peatls, some bought glass beads. (2)

Some bought medicine and herbs, some, saffron and musk.

Some bought a lot of grain; some, just garlic and onions. (3)

The Sants purchased the Hari diamond, only with them do I mix.

Sorrow and poverty don’t come near them, so sings the merchant Sundar. (4)
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75. Arati
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Let me offer the 4rati to the Supreme Self,
My mind has no trust in any other place. (refrain)
In the circle of the heavens the drati’s prepared, the unstruck-sound cymbals are
played. (1)
Wisdom’s lamp is lit, and the servants stand waiting upon the Lord. (2)
Auspicious songs are sung with great gusto, as someone revels in bliss without

end. (3)
(Variant 1) Sundar is the 4rati, Sundar is the god, to whom Sundardas pays

service." (4)
(Variant 2) Beautiful is the 4rati, beautiful the god, to whom the servant of the
Beautiful pays service.? (4)

1 This is based on the ritual principle of nydsa, ‘depositing’, by which the worshipper places the
deity in his own body, that is, becomes the deity himself, and in this condition worships the deity,
thus himself. — ? God the Beautiful is a typically Muslim topic. The poet speaks of the various
aspects of beauty partaking of each other.

76. ST ST 3¥h — Octave of Amazement
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Doba:

Sundar falls at the Creator’s feet and pays reverence to the master,

He bows as well to the servants of God. (1)

Sundar speaks of something amazing within the body.

To penetrate this mystery, you need a true master. (2)

Gitaka:

When you offer yourself to your master and discipline your breath, you’ll bring forth
the love of Allah.

Without love, how can you reach the state of a servant?

The heart’s faqir will support you: a spear that pierces conceit.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (1)

Doba:

When you’re in love with Him alone, says Sundar,’ anything else in the heart is
destroyed.

Someone with love, compassion, and humbleness is called a dervish. (3)

Chand.:

A dervish knows how to reach the door, unbelief is far from his heart.

He suffers pain but is pure inside, and there alone makes his journey.

Free of greed, he utters God’s name; his heart remains pure with every breath.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (4)

Doba:

The polo ground of the servant, says Sunder, is inside the heart,

Driving the ball on that field, he comes to a state of ecstasy. (4)

Chand.:

Firmly gripping the mallet, he does well in the polo game on the field.

In love with the Beloved, with a hotse as fine as the horseman himself,
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He takes the ball, drives it into the goal, and enters that ecstatic state.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (3)

Doba:

Utter His name, says Sundar, desire only Him.

The Lord, the Compassionate, the Noble, He is the One called Allah. (5)

Gitaka:

You are Allah, God, the Noble, the Forceful, the Pure, and the Nourisher.

Praise be to You—the Concealer, the Lotd, the Pure, and Creator.

Most Beloved of the Beloved, I long for your name.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (4)

Doba:

Inside this body, says Sundar, burns the fire of love.

When the lover is burnt down, he joins the Beloved. (6)

Chand.:

Beloved Lord, praise be to the Holy Truth. You are on earth and in heaven.

You’re water, fire, the wind within, you watch over the world.

King of Kings, You know the ones whose hearts are always pure.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (5)

Dobha:

Says Sundar, the lazy are far from the Lord.

The servant who’s there for Him is present in His Presence. (7)

Chand.:

Someone present in His Presence is called a Gusaim, who keeps away from the
careless.

Seamlessly one and the same, it is only He who pervades His disciples.

He’s called finer than fine— in his vastness, greater than the greatest.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (6)

Dobha:

The Lord’s the Divine Truth, says Sundar, He pervades the whole world.

Only by His light are all other lights visible. (8)

Chand.:

By His light all lights are visible, all brightness comes from His.

And every flame comes from His flame; from His love, all love comes.

The sun, moon, and stats all move on His command.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (7)

Doba:

The wise have long studied all sacred wisdom with care, says Sundar,

But how can they truly speak of that One who is called the Matchless? (9)
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Chand.:

They call Him matchless and great—incomparable they call Him,

Saints and even prophets, sacred scriptures and holy men— all stand before Him.

No one can speak of Him, and there are no words for Him at all. He’s beyond and
distinct from everything.

Sundar proclaims: When duality’s tamed, that’s amazement! (8)

Doha:

Amazement at the One, says Sundar, cannot be described.

Words do not reach Him, but come right back here, exhausted. (10)

D As in the previous text, the word ‘Sundat’ in the dobds refers to the author and in all likeliness
is associated with the idea of God the Beautiful.

77. IR aﬁz HATH — Octave of Master and Disciple
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Doba:

Searching and searching, Sundar finally found his master,

I went and clasped his feet, and saw something very profound. (1)
Camara:

First, with both my hands I pressed my master’s feet,

He showed kindness to me, which left me drunk with love,

When at last he spoke to me, he said ‘Practice intense obedience!

If you take this straight path, you’ll find the Beloved.” (1)

Then I stood up and questioned the master like this:

‘Be kind to me, Master, I am your bow.!

Tell me, please, how should I practice obedience?

What’s that straight path on which the servant walks?’ (2)

Then the master told the disciple: ‘Let go of all desire!

Obedience comes when your lower self’s under control.

Keep duality, too, away from your heart: let no wish remain,

This is your path, you must walk it within, all alone.” (3)

Again I asked the master: “This path is subtle:

If the disciple is cut off from all and can’t see ahead, how can he walk it?
Master, be kind and show me that path now.

Ilong for that path like a thirsty man longs for water.” (4)

At this the master told the disciple: “This is obedience:

You’ll get to that path by controlling your breath and taking His name.
If you keep remembering His name, you’ll reach the place

Where He himself sits on the throne, where no one else exists.”” (5)
Then the disciple said: ‘Master, listen—where He himself sits,

That one without mother or father, tell me, please, what is he like?
Only someone with a body can be said to sit or stand up.

They say he’s unmatched and like nothing else.” (6)

When the disciple had spoken, the master fell silent.

No one will ever or was ever told this, so what can someone say now?
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The master looked deeply at his disciple and then closed his eyes.

A good disciple will understand this sign. (7)

A wonder, and a wonder, and a wonder! He is neither near nor far.

And how can one speak of the One who pervades all?

This dialogue of master and disciple—few will grasp its secret!

He who speaks is the Beautiful (Sundar), he who listens is the Beautiful, he alone
becomes the Beautiful. (8)

D The disciple is the bow operated by the master at will to bring about his enlightenment. Maybe
the bow is also associated with God being just away two bow-widths from the devotee, for which
see Quran 59.9. — ? This refers to the ‘throne verse’, ayat al-kursi (Quran 2.255). See p. 76.

78. 7% JUCT A AFFR! — Octave of the Wisdom Imparted by the
Guru’s Teaching

Link: https:/ /heidicon.ub.uni-heidelberg.de/#/detail /1716652
(The recording starts at 00:04:04.)
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D This octave forms part of the Daduapanthi liturgy. The full text is a sequence of doha with gitaka
verses. In the liturgy, only the gitaka verses are chanted. The dobas have therefore been skipped.

He kindled amazing wisdom in the hearts of all who heard his teaching,

Completely destroying ages of ignorance and the darkness of all error.

Offering bliss and support, he frees his servants from desire,

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (1)

When his speech’s arrow strikes someone’s heart, that person will die—but he
revives them.

His essence flows from his mouth when he speaks, and all may drink of that
deathless nectar.

We live in the endless bliss that he gives us, day and night.

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (2)

He removes all the suffering from those taking refuge with him.

He turns them around and leads them, while living, to the Supreme Self.

Someone who sees none as high or low brings rest to all.

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (3)

The ocean of being, so hard to traverse—how can we cross it this time around?

Trying so many approaches in vain, so many people fail and die.

He, though, can take you across with ease—he, the abode of happiness.

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Gutru, I bow. (4)

What’s called heaven and hell, he revealed as a dream.

So, too, our feelings of sorrow and happiness, sadness and joy, disdain and
respect—

While all that’s called clan and descent, life-stage and caste, turn out to be false ideas.

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (5)

The world sprang up from what has no beginning and spread as the great illusion.

It also appears in many forms, making everyone lose their reason.

The one who wiped out error then showed us Ram pervading all.

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (6)

As a snake may be seen as a rope and an oyster shell taken for silver,

As a mirage just appears to be water—so the whole world is false.
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To the one who’s reached the state of the undivided non-dual Self, present
everywhere,

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (7)

Someone reciting this Octave of Wisdom all of the time will be easily freed:

No doubt will remain in him—this his servant Sundar proclaims!

The one through whose mercy many were saved, who is free in every way,

To Dadu Dayal, the famous True Guru, I bow. (8)

79. ST (Gazal)
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D kebane is a phonetic rendring of kabane. This substitution of -aba- by -e¢ha- is common. —
D jasum payo) tasum pavo. — * The word is unexplained. — ¥ takika] jakika. — ) tatakika)
tanakika. — © susama) surama.

Doba:!
I fall at the feet of the true guru saying: “Tell me the path!’

Accordingly, he reveals to Sundar this wonderful work. (T)

The Supreme Self’s son is the self, and the son of the self is the mind,
The mind has five sonVs, all of whom turned out bad. (2)

At this the mind grew frightened and said:
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‘O ears! Where is that path? Tell me what you’ve heard!” (3)

‘O Father, we met the true guru, who said to us:

“Why do you fall asleep while flames are all around?” (4)

The eyes were deceived by the robber Form and his colors of white, red and black.

Enchanted by these, people keep roaming and looking around, but never detect the
thief. (5)

The nose was deceived by the robber Scent with all his various flowers:

Sniffing around for perfumes and sandalwood, people go astray. (6)

The robber Six-Tastes deceived the tongue with sweet, sour, and salty flavours.

Then when the tongue tasted the three bitter flavours, he became addicted. (7)

The robber All-Emotions deceived the skin, delighting in soft bodies,

The skin was beguiled by a woman on a soft, attractive bed.” (8)

I explored my own body when I heard the true guru’s teaching:

The master of all masters, through him the highest Principle’s found. (9)

Gazal stanzas:

Searching your body for divine power, you find the perfect Supreme Self.

Pondering the pervading Ram, you’re drunk through deep immersion in him. (1)

You drink from the cup of love and therefore live for all ages.

The more the voice of wisdom speaks, the more you thirst for it. (2)

Lazing in the colour of love, bow down to the spotless Lord!

This world is his, and he the noblest noble in it. (3)

Any day, these true and brave soldiers are ready to give their lives.

Austerities thus become their horses, fitted out with the armour of love. (4)

Reasoning is their saddle cloth, absorption their grip on the reins,

With energy of thought as their whips, they’re beyond any comparison, surpassing
everyone. (5)

Their fervor is radiant; revelation is their shining armour.

Their heads are adorned with helmets of bliss, attractive like beautiful palaces. (6)

They wear coveted sashes of rulership, into which precious double-bladed knives?
are tucked.

They take up sword and knife, and quickly wield them. (7)

The bow of action is drawn, with contemplation’s arrow pointed at the target.

Meditation’s shield is raised, and the lance of mystical awareness brandished. (8)

Reason is the shining matchlock; its noise, the state of fearlessness.

With steady contemplation and the firmest thought, absorption’s barrel seeks its
target. (9)

These are weapons you can trust, as they’re forged in red-hot virtue.

The horses charge, running at full gallop in your heart. (10)

Spur the neighing horses, beat the drum to the inner sound’s rhythm!

The hero proves his worth as he digs his heels into the battleground. (11)
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He draws the sword of truth, comes down with it on his foes,

Joytully slays the three enemies, and offers himself to the Ultimate Self. (12)

He reduces to ashes the error that causes the switl of existence, and sheds his false
sense of duality.

Patiently holding on, he slays the mad-elephant mind. (13)

Affection, illusion, bewilderment—all killed by the blade of his sword.

Karma and anger are also slain, and the wicked all shot dead. (14)

He makes Wisdom’s cannonball thunder, and blows up the enemy.

The fierce war was won, with resounding drums of victory. (15)

Take absorption as your booty, how glorious it is! Find it in your heart.

There they all are: the yogis and jangamas, yatis and heroes—with satis there, too—
(16)

Samnyasis and shaikhs, all dressed in their different hues;

Great sects of distinction, the nine Naths close by,? (17)

The illustrious eighty-four Siddhas, the original eighty-eight sages,

The prophets and pirs, the mighty holy men, as well as all the nobles. (18)

Drawing away the veil, he recites the words of the kalima.

He sees now with the eyes of the heart—that’s his continuous fast. (19)

The prayer-beads of truth lie now in his body, he’s coloured with love, drenched in
its juice.

Instead of written letters, he turns to the truth of the speech from on high, as true
faqirs all do. (20)

Listen attentively, all of you, be especially mindful now:

Turn your mind to consciousness, then happily stay absorbed in it always. (21)

If the five are inclined to meditate, then let them without any restraint.

A flower’s scent is pervasive, and in the sugarcane so much juice is hidden. (22)

Like ghee in the milk, the truth is hidden in the body.

You possess it in yourself, but it spreads out in many ways. (23)

The real person lies within and is neither man nor woman.

It does not break and can’t be broken; it isn’t bitter or sour, (24)

Nor is it sweet or bland, or stiff or soft.

It doesn’t recline and doesn’t stand up; it has no roots in water or firm ground. (25)

Such is the unfathomable: it cannot be known through the Vedas.

The one who realizes it, is, is, is, is—is that which is! (26)

The lovers have full grip of it: the heroes of the true guru’s word.

They press the cakra at the base*, and their breath bounces up to the sky. (27)

They keep the cakras blocked and then reverse the blockages,

They make the breath flow in reverse so that it goes into the sky. (28)

The breath resides in the navel cakra and can inhale and exhale sacred sounds.

Just master the subtle Veda®, reciting the silent prayer: ‘I am that’ so ham. (29)
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As you reach the cakra of unstruck sound, the immaculate lord gets closer,

At the throat cakra’s platform, you hear the cuckoo’s murmuring call. (30)

The sound is that of rain, mixed with total mystical awareness.

There’s a shower from the rainclouds of love, while lightening flashes up
everywhere. (31)

Ila and Pingala are like Yamuna and Ganga:

They meet at the triguti, the place between the brows. (32)

And so they’re called ‘the braid of three’, the convergence that signifies bliss.

The Ganga is named the deep one: get purified when you dip your body in it. (33)

It shimmers like a twinkling flame, every moment you see it.

There’s also a deep rumbling in the sky, and the unstruck sound plays its
instruments: (34)

The tambourine rings, there are twangs of stretched strings,

Bells jingle with sounds not intoned. (35)

Clashing anklets’ rhythms match the beating of a drum

While trumpets resound, against cymbals’ sharp sound. (36)

Flutes are played at high-pitch, as the kettledrum growls.

Says Dadu’s disciple: “The union with the Ultimate Self is achieved.” (37)

Summary verse:®

At the first stage, a black bee hums; at the second, the sound of the conch,

At the third stage, the beats of a double drum; at the fourth, you hear hands that are
clapping the beat.

At the fifth, the sound of the bell, at the sixth, the lute’s melody,

At the seventh, the sound of a pipe, at the eighth, the kettledrum signals your
freedom from fear.

At the ninth, the ocean rumbles, at the tenth stage, the clouds thunder.

Says Sundar: “The yogi hears the unstruck sound in ten different forms.” (38)

D These nine dobads are ecither a sketch of or draw on Sundardas’s Adbbut updes, for which see SG,
pp. 179-85. — 2 The double-bladed dagger is the emblem of a Rajput ruler. — * The established
but fictitious number of the Nathyogis. — ¥ The bottommost centre of power situated at the
petineum. — ¥ This is based on a conjectural reading. The ‘subtle Veda’ is, however, a current
term for the yogic equivalent of the Vedic lore (Hajariprasad Dvivedi, Nath sampraday, 1st edn
1966 in Hajariprasad Dvivedi granthdvali, ed. Mukund Dvivedi, vol. 6, 2nd edn, New Delhi:
Rajkamal Prakasan, 1998, 147). — © This is identical with Sundardas’s jadnsamudra 3.67.
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80. T =T — Memento Mori: Come to Reason

IIL. 21: Gumansinghji (1946-) at his home in village Sokra, Pali District. © D. Rajpurohit 2021.

Gumansinghji performing text 80, vv. 1—4, 4.

Link: https://doi.org/10.11588/heidicon/1716667
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King Nirafijana, the perfect Supreme Self, created this body from head to toe so

carefully,

Why have you gone so astray?

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (1)
Who kept you safe in your mother’s womb, a place of intense suffering?
Once born, you quickly forgot that place.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (2)

As an infant you knew nothing, just attachment to your parents.
Since you first went wrong, you’ve never understood.

You've come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (3)
When you were a young boy, you had no place for thought,

Passing time with eating, playing, laughing, and tears.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (4)
On growing up into a youth, desires awoke: you stared at others’ wives.
And thought of marriage.

You've come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (5)
Your parents arranged a match for you, or maybe you struck a deal yourself.
You thus put the noose around your own neck.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (6)
The householder’s life gave you much satisfaction, as the five female friends® sang

auspicious wedding songs to you.
With them you grew elated and foolish.
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You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (7)

Then you brimmed with youthful lust and wallowed in sensual pleasures,
With your wife or with some other woman—no matter to you.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (8)
Shameless in the grip of lust, you had no scruples nor cares for your kin.
You brushed away good behaviour and honour.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (9)

Puffed up with pride you strut about, saying whatever comes into your head,
Casting aside all shame and modesty.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (10)

You twirl your moustache, cock your turban, gaze at your face in the mirror.
Complacent, you are utterly debased.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (11)

Day and night, you’re drenched in sensual essence, your body, mind and wealth
made over to a woman:

You remain in thrall to attractive flesh.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (12)

You bring food, drink, and clothes to her, and dress her in fancy attire.

To her you’re completely submitted and have made yourself a sacrifice.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (13)

You stay enmeshed with her, as if you think you’ve finally found salvation,
Not ever do you want to be apart.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (14)
Whatever your wife says, you agree with—and like a monkey dance before her day

and night.

You let her beat you and swear at you.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (15)

You till the field, make money with some trade, run in all directions as her servant,
And come to her with plates brimming over.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (16)
Carrying wood, grass, and heavy bundles, you lose status and others’ respect.
This is how you try to please her?

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (17)

You do odd jobs for others, and thus become everyone’s servant.
You steal and become a highway bandit.

You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (18)

You bring home what you’ve scraped together, and say meekly to your wife:
‘Always your obedient servant.’
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (19)
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While all this went on, your children were born. Then you became beside yourself
with joy.
The family gave you congratulations—something you would die for!
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (20)
With joy, you think this wonderful. You play with your son on your lap,
Snapping your fingers and clapping.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (21)
Four sons were born and maybe a fifth, for each you built a house,
Imposing mansions: pavilions and terraces on the roof and some very large halls.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (22)
You’re shackled to a family that swells with sons and grandsons. You claim these as
your own, you fool,
And boast of them in public.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (23)
With constant effort you collected vain things; or maybe you’re just a lucky heir.
And by now your thirst for things has been enormous.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (24)
Before you wanted just ten, twenty, or fifty, then thousands and millions,
And billions and trillions—how blind can you be!
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (25)
You’ve horses and elephants, near and far; the more you hoard, though, the less it
all seems.
Never satisfied, you keep getting more frustrated.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (26)
Living like that, you’ve grown old, and cling more closely to vacuous things.
It hurts you to spend a single cowrie.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (27)
‘My sons and grandsons will enjoy this. No one else will get what I've earned.’
You never considered the ways of God.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (28)
When your body’s completely decrepit, with perpetually watering eyes,
You lie in the courtyard and guard the door.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (29)
Your eyes don’t see, your ears are bad: you often mistake what someone says.
So many ways now you’ve become distressed.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (30)
Your son and his wife will not come near you and tell you to stay away,
Throwing you morsels of food as if to a dog or a cat.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (31)
‘He babbles and his tongue won’t stop; he won’t die and just wears out the bed.
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And then he spits out mucus, spoiling everything.’
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (32)
Hearing all this makes you angry, and all sorts of swear words flow from your
mouth:
‘What a shrewish slut I have left myself with!”
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (33)
You can stand up no longer, your hands and feet tremble, better to die than to live
like this,
And yet you burst with ego.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (34).
A person who’s like that —no one will do his bidding: he’s dependent on others
and cries out for help,
Striking an axe into his leg himself.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (35)
Now that he can do nothing at all, in his mind he repents in many ways,
And he’s so very sad, beating his head in grief.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (36)
Now death is close by as he chokes on gall, phlegm, and air.
Death’s messengers have spread out their noose.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (37)
Leaving his body, his life-breath continues to call, but Narayana’s name doesn’t
cross his mind.
Seeing all this, he begins to cry.
You've come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (38)
The traveling soul has set out on its journey, but the sight of the corpse frightens
everyone:
‘Get him out of the house!’.
You've come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (39)
The same ears, eyes, nose, and mouth remain, but no breath flows at all,
How could anyone love what’s left?
You've come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (40)
The one who continually tended the garden day and night, attentively giving it water,
That gardener who drenched its ditches—is gone.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (41)
Friends and family all gathered together, the tears of some making others cry too,
They take him outside, wailing.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (42)
They take him to the cremation ground; they find firewood for the pyre.
They then set his body on fire—and let it burn.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (43)
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His friends all stand there and cry, while two stout men conduct the cremation,
His son performs the skull-breaking ritual.?
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (44)
When he is burnt to ashes, they call him a ghost and run away,
Then take a bath to get purified.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (45)
After the cremation, they go home, consoling his sons and their wives:
‘Don’t cry anymore, we promise to stand by you.’
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (46)
He had stored away masses of trivial things, unused by himself and not given to
others.
But he left the world empty-handed, just like a ruined gambler.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (47)
He did no good deeds and had no thought of Ram, gambling away his priceless life,
Why didn’t he open the door to salvation?
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (48)
Nor did he ever mix with devotees, and thus was never enveloped in Hari’s colours.
Instead of sweets he bought bitter things.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (49)
Nor did he ever turn to the Lord, but wore himself out in worldly dealings.
He never worshipped Krsna with his flower garlands, even though Krsna is All-
Sustaining Visnu.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (50)
Now he must reap the results of his deeds. Unlucky, he suffered in life after life.
Who else but Ram can save him?
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (51)
He was born as a pig, a dog, a crow, a worm, a moth, and other harmful creatures:
Who can count them all?
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (52)
An evil spirit, a dead man’s ghost, a goblin, a demon, and more: only after becoming
these terrible things
Will his soul pass on to earth.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (53)
When his straying finally comes to an end, God will give him a human body:
He himself equipped you to meet him.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (54)
Existence is best in a human body: it’s the house of God himself,
Where you can find the lord with the flute.
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (55)
Brother, reflect if you’re able to do so, but don’t just cry for help!
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Sundardas calls out to you:
You’ve come into the human world, reflect now on your fate. (50)

D Upside down in the womb, the foetus is exposed to the gastric fire and other perils. — ? The
senses. — *» Towards the end of the cremation, the performer of the ritual, the nearest male
relative of the deceased, knocks with a long stick against the skull of the dead body so that the
soul be released from it.

81. SRS T (F<d B<) — Savaiyis on Roaming the Regions

(indav and kirit metre)

Gumansinghji performing text 81, vv. 1, 5, 6, 9.

Link: https //doi. org/IO II588/held1con/I716676
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The people are dirty, they pee standing up, and kill animals with no pity.
Brahmans and Kshatriyas, Vaishyas and Shudras—all castes fry fish.
The women are dark, with a piercing gaze, and red powder where they part their

hair. Also, they’re all sarikbinis'|

Knowing all this, says Sundar, God’s servant: a Sant doesn’t go to the east. (1)

The women all dress in dark blue or black, they have dishevelled hair; they bear ill-
omened signs and have no compassion at all.

They cook onions, they spoil the wheat, and eat anything with no shame.

Sit near them and you’ll smell their stench. Says Sundardas: ‘Leave at once!’

The people are cloddish, like wandering cattle. Why would a Sant go south? (2)

With my own ears I heard how they speak there and can make out their slang from
far away.

Their dialect’s gone bad and nothing sounds right: ‘this of me’, ‘this of you’ say the
Khatri women,

Nobody thinks about getting polluted: they all take bread from the same clay oven
and water from the same well,

Says Sundardas: “‘What can you gain there? It’s bad for your nerves.” (3)

Lahore has the very best water; Lahore’s gardens alone are worthy of praise.

Lahore has the very best textiles; Lahore’s dried fruit is the most praised of all.

In Lahore alone are those pining for God; Lahore’s patrons alone make devotees
content.

All that belongs to Lahore is the best, and so Sundardas went to see it. (4)

I’ve seen almost all of our regions, but Gujarat was especially disturbing,.

People keep polluting ascetics, cats and dogs lap the pots,

Nobody thinks or sees differences; in all carefree crowds you see women.

Says Sundardas: ‘Leave at once! If you stay on, you’ll soon face disgrace.” (5)

With no trees, no water, no beautiful textiles, Marwar is the worst of all the regions.

Your feet get pricked by spiky seeds and thorny grass, and sand blows into your
eyes,
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Everyone drinks 72bari? and buttermilk, which scabs the children all over and
makes them blind at night,

Sundardas says: ‘Don’t stay there, just find a way to get out fast!” (6)

The soil is pure and the people extraordinary, music and colour emerge from there,

The choicest clothes, the very best food: eating there always pleases the mind.

Countless trees and flowing rivers, it’s a wonderful place for Sants to thrive.

The climate’s always nice; there’s never any drought—of all regions, Malwa’s the
best. (7)

I came to know the regions, near and far, by roaming east, west, north and south,

Sundardas lived for a while in Fatehpur and then for a while in Didvana,

He stayed in Guyjarat, too, for a while—but never settled there:

He made up his mind to go from there to Kursana. (8)

They have no sense of cleanliness, and maybe each six months take a bath,

When they scratch their head their hair falls out, and they knead it into the dough.

They eat with hands that a moment before had washed a child’s behind.

Sundardas was disheartened by the slovenly women of Fatehpur. (9)

The banks of the Ganga are sanctified by flowers, fruit, and healing plants,

There’s no sorrow, no sickness, and nothing that darkens your path; all this goes
away when the mind starts to seck liberation.

Here you abide in the light of wisdom forever, here Sundardas crosses existence’s
ocean—so difficult to pass.

Gorakhnath offered praises: ‘Go to a place that’s fit for yoga, the wonderful
northern region.” (10)

D According to Indian rhetorics, the sazkbini (conch-like) represents the third, coarsest and hence
least attractive type of women. In his poetological treatise Rasikpriya (Kesavdas, Rasikpriya, ed.
with Priyaprakas commentary by Visvanathprasad Misra, Ist edn 2015, 2nd edn, Varanasi,
Kalyandas aind Braders, vs 2024, p. 73). In Chapter 3.8—9, Kesavdas defines this type as follows:
She is given to anger and fraud, her body is sweaty and hairy,
She wears red clothes, enjoys being scratched with the nails (while making love), she is
shameless and impudent
When making love her perspiration smells salty, her vulva is hot.
This is how everyone desctibes the saz7kbini, who greatly indulges the love game.
2 Millet flour cooked with buttermilk.

Bajid

82. FAMTT — Account of the Sati (select verses)

Gumansinghji performing text 82, vv. I and 3.
Link: https://doi.org/10.11588 /heidicon/1716678
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Hari’s servant, says Bajid, must have a hero or a sati’s tempet:

Even while he burns up to the sound of beating drums, he doesn’t covet life. (2)
82.2
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Kettledrums were beaten, says Bajid, and everybody heard their sound.

Running away at the sight of the pyre, the sati gives in to her body." (3)
Y The reading of daiha pasihi-sa should be daiha pasi hi-sa, ‘saying “yes” to her body’. We take
ha-sa as the polite Marwari affirmative ham-sa.
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When the drums are beaten, says Bajid, and the trumpet of unstruck sound resounds
No sadhu, or sati, or hero ever looks back. (5)
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Someone who dies gains liberation, says Bajid, and someone who lives gains glory
in the world:

Sadhu, sati, and hero—they do not covet life. (6)
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The servant who gave his life for his lord, says Bajid, thought like a sharp-witted
woman.

Reflecting, he saw that the world was a market open for just a couple of days. (11)
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Even a woman unfaithful all her life, says Bajid, without any sense of her guilt,

When hurrying to unite with her lord, she’ll wash away her eatlier faults. (12)
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She’s filled with corruption from head to toe, says Bajid, how can I fully describe
her?
A woman who burns herself up for all to admire is, indeed, a worldly sati. (13)
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No one compares to a truly righteous person, says Bajid,
Turning away from everything, he’s the sati who walks to the pyre. (15)
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Within 2 moment she stood before her husband, while the world looked on.

Flowers, red powder, sandalwood, scent— she needs none of this, says Bajid. (16)
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Says Bajid, the sati had no fear at all; how could the fire scorch her?
Hugging her lord, she gently stretched herself out and went to sleep. (19)
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Says Bajid, a woman who breaks all her bangles and pulls apart her nine-stringed
necklace,
Then gives up her life and burns up her body is called a worldly sati. (26)

83. GIHROT i 3T — Chapter of Remembrance
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Get rid of all entanglements and contemplate the Lord. You’ll get release in just a
moment and won’t plunge into the sea of existence.

Sit with the servants of God, reciting the name in silence. But brother, alas, you’re
forgetting your treasure, why so? (T)
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Now your life passes fruitlessly— just remember the Beloved! Then what once was

hard will be easy.
If Ram is in someone’s heart day and night, he’ll surely be released: all holy people
will tell you this. (2)
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Looting the name of Ram is good for the soul-—so day and night, says Bajid,

remember the Beloved.
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This is a simple truth affirmed everywhere: Wasn’t the dissolute Ajamil' redeemed
through Narayan’s name? (3)

D The mythological figure Ajamil was a Brahman who had become infatuated with a prostitute.
This made him forget worship. He had a son by the name of Narayan, which is a name of Visnu.
On his deathbed Ajamil called for Narayan whereby he happened to utter the name of God and
was saved accordingly.
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Why are you so negligent, brave man? Tell me why you rely on the limited power of
human breath.
Awake and take up Hari’s name! How long will you sleep? What falls below the
millstone, alas, is ground into flour. (4)
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I know you feel hostility towards me, but still I tell you this: What’s here today is
gone tomorrow.
Alas, it passes like heat from an iron. With your own eyes you see this but still seem
somehow fooled. (5)
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Lost in confused illusion, you don’t perceive death; you think that your sons, wife,

wealth, and house are yours to keep.
In your heart you’ve no knowledge of Hari’s name—but alas, like a lamp, you’ll be
extinguished. Brother, keep this in mind! (6)
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Repeat the name of your Beloved day and night, don’t give up your soul to illusion’s
mad net!
Relations and family, house and trade—nothing is yours: won’t these quickly vanish,
alas, like the shadow of a cloud? (7)
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In every house the gong announces: your lifetime is mostly over, and very little
remains.

Why do you sleep so mindlessly? Wake up and recite the Beloved’s name! Today or
tomorrow, alas, your wayfarer soul will pass on. (8)
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How long will it take the water to flow through your cupped hands? Look and
reflect, the story is always the same:
I’ve told you so often that this is a fatal game. Ah, a win or a loss now depends on

you. (9)
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With your eyes and with your ears you can plainly perceive: a ploughman reaps as

he sows.

Fix all your thoughts on God’s lotus feet, let go of your body and everything else!
But brave man, alas, there’s nothing to gain if you break away from Syam, the
Supreme. (10)
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How can those who are Hari’s own bear to live in this world, forsaking the gods’
river to drink water from a well?

They keep the Lord alone in their minds and hope for nothing else; indeed, the
servant Bajid speaks of the eternal abode most thoughtfully. (11)
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Let go of the branch and seize the root, mind my teaching well! Nothing good will
come to you without the name of Ram.

If you don’t trust me, then ask any villager. Mantras, austerities, sacred sites and
vows—all these, indeed, are in that one name. (12)
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When preaching through songs and kavittas, short poems and long ones—

constantly mention Hari’s name!

How could the servant Bajid be able to hide that Name from anyone? Surely, it’s
only the salt that adds spice to the gravy of every vegetable dish. (13)

83.14
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An idol of stone won’t get you across, but just half of the Lord’s name will. No one
in this bad age who speaks the name of Ram has ever drowned.
All things crafted will be destroyed, but dogs can’t eat someone riding an elephant.
(14)
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Even with fraud in your mind as you praise Govinda, you won’t collect any sin—

for you’ve spoken Ram’s name.
Apply your mind, speech, and actions, says Bajid, to this truth: fire surely burns the
hand, whether or not you touch it on purpose. (15)
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Compress the innumerable names of God into a single name on your tongue, and
you’ll challenge the sins of all your lives.

This time, make a fire from a tiny spark! A house fully stored with cotton will surely
burn down. (16)

84. A IUSH @l 3T — Chapter of Advice on Good Deeds

84.1
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Give freely in the name of the Lord and your gift won’t be gone, brave man: it will
stay with you.

What you dedicate to the Beloved, says Bajid, always bears fruit: when times are
hard it will surely come back to you. (I)
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No valuables can match benevolence. Why do you keep your wealth so tightly stored
away?

Don’t believe that it will stay with you, says Bajid, so give it to others—in the Lord’s
name! (2)
84.3
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Man searches through all that he has in his house, but in the pitch-black darkness
can’t see a thing.
How can anyone find anything by searching blindly? Someone with a lamp in his
hand, though, will surely find what he needs. (3)
84.4
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Worship with love the people of God, don’t think of the sadhu who comes to you
as different from yourself.

Some one you helped in distress will not abandon you later. Feed him as best you
can! (4)
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He who gives freely gains by the thousands. Don’t think you can hide all your wealth
in your armpit!
Recognize your Lord and let the water flow for all; alas, thinking that money will be
your salvation, how can you give with open hands? (5)
84.6
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He buried his wealth so deep that even the air couldn’t reach it. Then everyone
watched him leave empty-handed.

That wealth, says Bajid, won’t go with him. Wash your hands in running water, brave
man! (6)
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Bajid now calls you! Listen to my teaching: good deeds will help you in times of

need.
Why do you thoughtlessly stuff your belly? Always give at least a morsel of your
bread to someone else! (7)
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Know that wealth lies with the Lord alone, and sin sticks to all other riches.
Give these away as soon as they come to you: don’t stuff your house with them.

Alas, how will you get across in a boat of stone? (8)
84.9
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Give away all that’s tied up in your purse. Why don’t you act? The Lord is in
everything.

Why not surrender your wealth to its owner and enjoy some calm sleep? Of course
in the end, says Bajid, you reap as you sow. (9)
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Live to increase Ram’s wealth! Listen, brother, don’t even dream that money once
gone will return.

Tell me, when someone’s time has come, who ever clings to his wealth? Alas, at that
time they carry an empty pot and a bundle of firewood for you. (10)
84.11
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This wealth you amass that you think of as freedom, who is it for? It’s just a handful
of dust, says Bajid, that’s thrown to the winds.

What use is a deeply buried hoard of wealth? Travellers will dig it up, brave man,
and fritter it away. (IT)
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Why bury your wealth like stones? Now it’s entered in your account, but you’ll have
to part with it later.
Says Bajid, what’s the use of piling up billions and trillions? Instead, to gain merit
lovingly worship the friends of Ram. (12)
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Quickly, give gifts that make merit! Why the delay? Death counts the days, the day’s
watches, the half hours, and the minutes.

He’ll slap your face and snatch all your valuables. Hey brave man, don’t leave your
soul to Death’s net! (13)
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Day and night Death keeps his arrow pointed at mortal men. What’s the use of
hoarding your wealth? Give it to the Beloved instead!
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Carry on with your everyday business and then help others! The mind’s a guest in
your body for just a couple of days. (14)

85. ToRUAT T 31T — Chapter of the Miser (Selected Verses)
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When seeing someone come to beg, he hides his face: for the people, his great
wealth is useless.

He’s never given food to the hungry or clothes to the naked, how will this weasel
reap, says Bajid, without ever having sown?
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On no account at all will he give anyone even a cent. Money, says the servant Bajid,

is the miser’s ground of being.
His heart is made of stone, though singers praise him. Not even a billion singers will
satisfy his mind!

85.3
TSRO 379 BT ISl ohg ST, UT3A H[E aie foeman ff 9= |
TS TE o Aig 7 Fehd A1 ¥, INEt T g amsiig < Hl @i <l

A miser hates to let a single penny leave his hand, even if the Creator puts on ankle-
bells and dances to persuade him.

Just as you can’t squeeze blood from bones and marrow, says Bajid, you’ll never
extract alms of any kind from a miser.
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However deep you dig, you can’t get any closer—it always stays far away: you cannot
reach the root of this man’s greed.
Resign yourself and hope for nothing, the miser keeps his wealth in the depths,
where water flows.
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The miser thinks day and night about growing his trade—and thus, says Bajid,
becomes Death’s prey.

Look at his passion: again and again he ties up his purse. Alas, he’ll be skinned:
nothing at all will go with him.
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Day and night he may guard it, but however hard he tries to preserve it, it runs like

water through his cupped hands.
Just as a sweeper can always spot a diamond, thieves or kings will surely rob a miser’s
wealth.
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Day and night, says Bajid, a madman amasses wealth. But where’s the heat now,
brave man, as the sun begins to set?

People are ants who toil away with a grain in vain, but—as everyone knows—the
grain is gone when picked up by a partridge.
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If you dream of the miser’s wealth, brave man, consider the plight of your mind.
Only a few can take hold of something that lies in a place beyond ready reach.
Without being hit, says Bajid, a tree won’t give away its fruit (10)
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Listen people, I’ve told you how it is! Strengthen your mind and don’t beg from a
soul!
A miser will never hand you a cowrie. Surely, someone will kill the snake and take
the jewel to be found on its head.
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Know that this is what he lives for, says Bajid, how could anything else come into
his heart?
He’s a bee collecting honey and won’t, in fun, give any away. Surely, his heirs will
take their shares and then throw dust on his face.








