Rainy season is one of intense longing for the Lord
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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, | shall die pining for Him.

The lightning strikes terror in my heart.
| stand all alone in my courtyard
In solitude and sorrow

O Mother of mine, | stand on the brink of death.
Without the Lord | have no hunger nor sleep
| 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.



