
Love the Merciful Lord, Giver of Life 

tuKarI C;t mhla 1 barh maha 
^ sitgur pRsaiw . 

p]iK tuKaru pz{ vNu itRNu rsu s]K{ . 
Aavt kI nahI min tin vsih muK[ . 
min tin riv rihAa jgjIvnu gur sbwI r;gu maNI . 
A;dj j[rj s[tj xutBuj Gio Gio j]it smaNI . 
wrsnu w[hu wieAapit wat[ git pavxu mit w[h] . 
nank r;ig rv{ ris rsIAa hir isxu pRIit sn[h] . 

Translation* 

As the winter’s snow 
Freezes the sap in tree and bush, 
The absence of the Lord 
Kills the body and the soul. 
O Lord, why comest not Thou? 

He that gives life to all the world 
Do I praise through the Guru’s Word. 
His light is in all life born 
Of egg or womb or sweat or seed. 
O merciful God and Master! Give us Thy vision 
That we may find salvation. 

Spake the Guru: 

Only that person mingles with Him 
Who loves the Lord, the Giver of Life.           
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* Translation based on Khushwant Singh’s rendering. 
 


