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<> siqgur pRswid ]  
 rwgu sUhI bwxI syK PrId jI kI ]  

qip qip luih luih hwQ mrorau ] bwvil hoeI so shu lorau ]qY sih mn mih kIAw rosu ] muJu 
Avgn sh nwhI dosu ]1] qY swihb kI mY swr n jwnI ] jobnu Koie pwCY pCuqwnI ]1] rhwau ] 
kwlI koiel qU ikq gun kwlI ] Apny pRIqm ky hau ibrhY jwlI ] iprih ibhUn kqih suKu pwey ] 
jw hoie ik®pwlu qw pRBU imlwey ]2] ivDx KUhI muMD iekylI ] nw ko swQI nw ko bylI ] kir ikrpw 
pRiB swDsMig mylI ] jw iPir dyKw qw myrw Alhu bylI ]3] vwt hmwrI KrI aufIxI ] KMinAhu 
iqKI bhuqu ipeIxI ] ausu aUpir hY mwrgu myrw ] syK PrIdw pMQu sm@wir svyrw ]4]1] 

(AMg: 794) 
pMjwbI ivAwiKAw:  

<> siqgur pRswid ]  
 rwgu sUhI bwxI syK PrId jI kI ] 

bVI duKI ho ky, bVI qVP ky mYN hux hQ̀ ml rhI hW, qy Jl̀I ho ky hux mYN aus Ksm ƒ lB̀dI iPrdI hW [ 
hy Ksm-pRBU! qyrw koeI dos (myrI ies BYVI hwlq bwry) nhIN hY, myry ivc hI AOgux sn, qwhIeyN qUM Awpxy 
mn ivc myry nwl rosw kIqw [1[ hy myry mwilk! mYN qyrI kdr nw jwqI, juAwnI dw vylw gvw ky hux ipCoN 
mYN Jur rhI hW [rhwau[ (hux mYN koiel ƒ pùCdI iPrdI hW—) hy kwlI koiel! Blw, mYN qW Awpxy krmW 
dI mwrI duKI hW hI) qUM BI ikauN kwlI (ho geI) hYN? (koiel BI iehI au~qr dyNdI hY) mYƒ myry pRIqm dy 
ivCoVy ny swV id̀qw hY [ (TIk hY) Ksm qoN iv̀CuV ky ikQy koeI suK pw skdI hY? (pr jIv-iesq®I dy v̀s 
dI g̀l nhIN hY) jdoN pRBU Awp imhrbwn huMdw hY qW Awp hI imlw lYNdw hY [2[ (ies jgq-rUp) frwauxI 
KUhI ivc mYN jIv-iesq®I iekl̀I (ifg̀I peI sW, ieQy) koeI myrw swQI nhIN (myry dùKW ivc) koeI myrw 
mddgwr nhIN [ hux jdoN pRBU ny myhr kr ky mYƒ sqsMg ivc imlwieAw hY, (sqsMg ivc Aw ky) jdoN mYN 
vyKdI hW qW mYƒ myrw r̀b bylI ids̀ irhw hY [3[ hy BweI! Aswfw ieh jIvn-pMD bVw iBAwnk hY, KMfy 
nwloN iqK̀w hY, bVI qyz Dwr vwlw hY; ies dy auqoN dI AsW lMGxw hY [ ies vwsqy, hy PrId! svyry svyry 
rsqw sMBwl [4[1[ 

 

English Translation: 
ONE UNIVERSAL CREATOR GOD.  BY THE GRACE OF THE TRUE GURU:   

RAAG SOOHEE,  THE WORD OF SHAYKH FAREED JEE:   

Burning and burning, writhing in pain, I wring my hands. I have gone insane, seeking my Husband 
Lord. O my Husband Lord, You are angry with me in Your Mind. The fault is with me, and not with 
my Husband Lord.  || 1 ||   O my Lord and Master, I do not know Your excellence and worth. 
Having wasted my youth, now I come to regret and repent.  || 1 ||  Pause  ||   O black bird, what 
qualities have made you black? “I have been burnt by separation from my Beloved.” Without her 
Husband Lord, how can the soul-bride ever find peace? When He becomes merciful, then God 
unites us with Himself.  || 2 ||   The lonely soul-bride suffers in the pit of the world. She has no 
companions, and no friends. In His Mercy, God has united me with the Saadh Sangat, the Company 
of the Holy. And when I look again, then I find God as my Helper.  || 3 ||   The path upon which I 
must walk is very depressing. It is sharper than a two-edged sword, and very narrow. That is where 
my path lies. O Shaykh Fareed, think of that path early on.  || 4 || 1 || 
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