Month of Grace Abounding
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Translation

Sawan is the Month of Rejoicing

It is the time when dark clouds pour.

I long for my love, but my Lord is away;

My Master being away, my pangs are galore.
The lightning flashes and frightens.

All alone in my bed I grieve,

The pain is killing, © my mother!

Leave aside, sleep or hunger

| cannot bear even finery at home.

Says Nanak, she is a happy bride

Who is merged in the person of her Spouse.
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