
Rainy season is one of intense longing for the Lord 

quKwrI CMq mhlw ñ bwrhmwhw 
< siqgur pRswid 

saviN srs mna GN vrsih ruit Aae[ . 
m{ min tin shu Bav{ ipr prw[is isWae[ . 
ipru Gir nhI Aav{ mrIA{ hav{ wamin cmik drae[ . 
s[j iek[lI KrI wuh[lI mrNu BieAa wuKu mae[ . 
hir ibnu nIw BUK khu k{sI kapzu tin n suKave[ . 
nank sa s]hagiN k;tI ipr k{ A;ik smave[ . 

Translation 

The season of rain has come. 
My heart is full of joy, 
My body and soul yearn for the Master. 
But the Master has gone abroad. 
If He returns not, I shall die pining for Him. 

 
The lightning strikes terror in my heart. 
I stand all alone in my courtyard 
In solitude and sorrow 
 
O Mother of mine, I stand on the brink of death. 
Without the Lord I have no hunger nor sleep 
I cannot suffer the clothes on my body. 
 
Spake the Guru: 

She alone is the true wife 
Who loses herself in the Lord. 

                 [SGGS: 1108] 
* Translation by Khushwant Singh. 


