








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































or illusion; it can remove ignorance and misunder-
standing, but not the bondage. If there is no
genuine union, then prakirti (matter) is not matter
but (maya) illusion. But the Sankhya school of
thought does not hold it as such.

When we consider the School of Yoga, Patan-
jal, the compiler of this philosophy, had gone a step
further than Kapil, the atheist. He says that there
is also a Supreme Being, who is the Lord and the
Maker of Universe. But this God of Patanjal
remains aside throughout his system. After passing
through the eight successive courses of moral discipline
and rigours of mental concentration, it brings man
to the same state. The first five steps are only pres-
paration for mental concentration and the last three,
namely 'Dharna' 'Dhyan' and 'Samadhi' constitute the
courses of concentration proper. In the final stage, the
mind itself is the object of concentration and when
it is said to become perfectly still, the self is said to
be realized, and the goal is alleged to be reached.
Yoga literally means union, the union of being with
the Supreme Being. But Yoga of Patanjal ends with
concentration and unruffled state of mind. God is
no where reached or realized.”

HANS: “If there is but One God who creates
the world, as you say, then God has a desire to
create. One who has a desire, cannot be perfect and
free of evil.”

SENAPAT: “When you impute desire to the
Supreme Being, you credit him with characteristics
of a normal human being. You are measuring
the Infinite, Unlimited and Measureless with your
own yard-stick. One who is above time and space,
cannot be compared or appraised as other things



of the world that are the objects of our senses. As
He Himself is endless and unfathomable, so is His
Will or Cosmic Order:—

“Through His Will, He creates all the forms of things,
Through His Will, the stream of life doth flow,
But what His Will is, who can express or know.”

No limits can be imposed on Him, who is bound-
less and Infinite. You cannot lay the limits of Time
and Space upon Him, or His Will. For, all human
thoughts and actions are conditioned under the
three Gunas or psychic modes, while He is trans-
cendent beyond and above human mind, and nature
also. As all rivers must flow down to sea, so all
spirits must go in the Universal Spirit, the self in
Cosmic Self, the beings in Supreme Being. If we
really wish for salvation, we ought to take refuge
in the Lord of the creation. It is only there that
Prakirti or Pudgal or Maya or by whatever name
you call it, is powerless and inaccessible.”

HANS: ‘‘SO far we have been discussing the
Shastras (the different schools of Hindu philosophy).
But please let me know the Sikh Thought. How can
the mind be purified and how can we get the
knowledge of the Transcendent of which you speak.”

SENAPAT: “The Guru, unlike the Hindus of
mediaeval ages, does not lay much stress on the
metaphysical philosophy of life, which could be only
intellectually grasped and comprehended. Instead,
he emphasizes the practical way of life which must
be lived and experienced. It is true, there can be
no practice without the doctrine. Sikhism, therefore,
has for its doctrine, its view of Reality, its view of
nature, of man and his behaviour and his inter-relation-



ship. But it lays primary stress on the practice,
the discipline and the way of life which is based not
upon rules and laws but on self-surrender to the
Guru who moulds and shapes his life to the divine
ends. This life of the spirit is the gift of the Master.
Thus speaks Guru Amar Das, the Third Nanak:—

1. “Knowledge of the Transcendent is not obtained,
Through outward religious observances,
Without true Divine Knowledge
Doubt and delusion will not depart,
No amount of outward observances
Will remove doubt and delusion.
When the mind is filthy with ignorance
How can it be made clean?
Wash thy mind, O man, in the Light of the Word,
And fix thy heart and thy soul upon the Lord.
Saith Nanak: It is by the Grace of the Guru,
That knowledge of the Transcendent is obtained.
It is the only way for doubt and delusion to depart.”

(Guru Amar Das: Anand Sahib)
Translated

2. “The world is smeared with the dirt of ego and duality
If one tries to cleanse it off at the holy places, the impurity goes not.
If thou practisest the Way of Action (Karam Marg),
Thy impurity sticks to thee even more,
By learning, these impurities leave thee not,
Ask yea thou, any man of letters.
O my mind seek Refuge in the Guru that thou becomest pure.
The egoists even though they repeat the Name of the Lord endlessly.
But their dirt sticks to them, (1-Pause)
The impure minds devote not to the Word and receive not the Nam.
Impure they live, impure they die and lose honour as they depart.
If, through the Guru's Grace, the Lord cometh into us
Our vanity leaves us off.
As the light dispels darkness, so does the Divine knowledge
dispel ignorance.
”I did it, I'll do it” saith the uncouth fool,
But he forgetteth the (real) Doer; for he is in duality.
Wander thou mayest the whole world through;
Thou findest no pain greater than that of Maya;
Yea, thou findest Peace only in the Divine Word;
Take then the Name of the Lord in thy heart.



I am a sacrifice to them whom the Lord unites with Himself
When the mind is imbued with devotion,
Through the True Word it findeth itself.
In thy mind then is the Lord, on thy tongue is the Lord
And thou singest the praises of the Lord, the God,
Saith Nanak, “Forget not the Nam, and merge thyself in Him.”

(Guru Amar Das: Sri Rag)

Thus the way to perpetual salvation and Eternal
Bliss lies in abiding in the Lord.

HANS: “Please tell me some fundamental prac-
tical steps for spiritual practice.”

SENAPAT: “Enlightened by God, the Guru
has unravelled one mystery:—

There is but One Benefactor of all beings; may
I never forget Him.”

(Guru Nanak: Japji)

The Sikh religion draws the seeker of Truth
to the Feet of God, without weaving a cob-web of
intricate philosophical thought. A single saying
of the Guru shows the path of salvation. We have
only to surrender ourselves wholly to the Guru—
The Master Spirit, and he makes us holy.

No spiritual regeneration is possible unless the
Guru Sun rises in the firmament of our soul. Without
him only darkness reigns in our mind. With all our
sins and misdeeds, our shortcomings and failures,
we cannot unaided reach the Transcendent and
Formless, God Absolute. We cannot go through the
difficulties and trials of life without a Helper, a
Comforter, a Strengthener, who willl abide with us
in all our daily temptations and help us each
day to purify our hearts and rent the veil of
our egoism that we may truly see God face to face.



The Guru is the perfect embodiment of the Lord's
Love to sinful men. He also gives back man's love
to God, as he brings us to the Father's Arms after
cleansing our mud-smeared hands and washing our
face darkened with sin. Thus he completes the
way, backward and forward, which leads to God.
Guru is a Cosmic Personality, Impersonal-Person
who being atone with God is above Time and Space.
All power is given unto him. ,

“Worship thou the Guru, thy personal God, with all thy mind;
The True Guru is the bestowerof bliss; He is the mainstay of all.
Practice thou the Word of the True Guru—this indeed is the true

philosophy.

Without His holy association, all this attachment to worldly possessions
is as dust.

O my friend, gather-in the Nam of the Lord.
Thy mind will rest in peace in the Assembly of the Holy,
And all thy desires shall be fulfilled.
All-Powerful and Infinite is the Guru;
Fortunate is the one who seeketh His holy Sight;
Incomprehensible, Immaculate & Pure is He;
O, no one can equal the Guru.
Yea, He is the Creator and the Cause; through Him is all glory.
Without the Guru, there is no one; and all that happens is in His Will
The Guru is the Place of Pilgrimage; the Guru the Kalp5-tree
The Guru is the fulfiller of our minds' desires.
The Guru is the Giver of Nam wherewith the whole world is saved.
Yea, He is All-Powerful, the Formless, the High, Unknowable and vast;
Ineffable is His praise; what can a sayer say?
All the rewards our mind seeks are in the Guru's Hands;
If it were so writ in thy eternal Destiny, He blesseth thee with the-

Treasure of True Nam
If thou seekest the Refuge of the True Guru, thou shalt not die again,
Nanak forgets not the Lord, who hath blest him with a soul and life, yea,

(Guru Arjan: Sri-Rag 4-29-99)

HANS: “Yea! I see this life of inspiration is
the Guru's gift. Senapat please, I pray, beseach
the Mercy of the Master on me that I may also



experience this innner life of the spirit, and earn
peace that you seem to enjoy.”

Next day, Senapat, as usual, went to the Guru's
Darbar. He wanted to say something, but the Master
stopped him and said, “Well, good poet! your
friend is stone-hearted and has no compassion.”

SENAPAT: “Lord what you say must be right,
but ”

GURU SAHIB : “Please wait for a day and you will
see for yourself!” With these words, the Guru beckoned
to Bhai Daya Singh, and asked him to go to a certain
place at a little distance. Daya Singh would find a
hill there on the right of which was a cave. Within
this cave would be an ascetic whose weak and
feeble condition required compassion. He would be
borne lightly in a palanquin by Daya Singh and
brought before the Guru.

Before Daya Singh arrived with the ascetic in
the palanquin, the Guru asked Senapat to go and
bring his friend Hans, to the Darbar. Hans arrived
and bowing reverently to the Guru, seated himself.
Meanwhile, the weak and famished looking ascetic
with sunken eyes and cheeks, was brought by Daya
Singh. The Master descending from his throne
and lifting the ascetic up in his embrace seated him
by the side of his throne.

Tears welled up in the Master's eyes and with
maternal love and affection he caressed the man
whose frame had no flesh but bones.

“Lord touch me not, throw me down, I am a
sinner,” quivered his famished lips.

“No my son, thou art not a sinner. Thou art
innocent,” said the Guru. The Guru then offered
Mm hot milk to refresh him and cheered him up.



With the affectionate care and nursing, he was
gradually restored and regaining strength, he rose
and humbly bowed to the Master and sat down.
He thus related his story in a weak and feeble voice:—

”I hail from Surat. When I was a lad of barely
twelve, a group of Jain Sadhus and nuns visited our
city. They tried to impart their faith to us and arranged
to preach a sermon. The nuns preached to the
women and the Sadhus to the men. Under the
influence of their preaching, I took a vow and offered
myself to be converted as a Jain Sadhu. About the
time of my conversion, a little girl who was my child-
hood playmate and who belonged to my home-town
was also presented to the nuns by her parents. We
were taken together to a hilly tract in northern India,
where we parted, she to the convent of nuns, and I to
the monastry. My life at the temple under Hans was
totally different. I entered the rigid life of a Jain
sadhu observing the various fasts for self-purification.
Long afterwards, one such day, while I had gone to
fetch flowers for Puja (worship) of deity in the wild
forest nearby, I met the girl who was my playmate
in the childhood and had joined the nunnery. Old
memories brought tears to our eyes and we sat
together conversing for a short while. We were not
aware that we were being watched by the matron,
the head of the nunnery, nor did we realize that
what we did was objectionable. Despite our plea of
innocence, both of us were accused of an unpardon-
able crime. Punishment was meted out. The girl
was punished according to the rules of the convent;—
she was deprived of both of her eyes; I was put to
a number of hard and prolonged penances. I was
being ridiculed by the others and proclaimed a



sinner; for I had violated the rule in talking to a
girl. In despair, I asked Hans ji if I could do
something to atone for my sin. He replied that
the most appropriate punishment would be for me
either to be deprived of my eyes or to enter into
continuous penances for a further period of twelve
years. Here, I stand before you a bare skeleton after
being subjugated to untold suffering for the crime I
committed.”

THE GURU: “Senapat, this is the living picture of
your friend Hans ji. He was responsible for all this.
Now you can see for yourself.”

At this Hans rose, and trembling, fell at the feet
of the Guru and said, “It is true Lord, I am
stonehearted and merciless.” Hans then turned to the
young ascetic and said, “You are not a sinner, I alone
am the sinner. I beseech your pardon and crave that
I should be forgiven”.

The Guru made over the youngman to two Sikhs
bidding them to carefully nurse and look after him.
To Hans he said,

“Hear thou, the instructions of the perfect Guru,
And see thou, near thee, thy transcendent Lord,
And with every breath, utter thou, the Name of God
Thus the affliction of thy mind will depart.”

(Translated)

The Master further asked him to search for the
girl and to bring her to Anandpur.

After a long search, Hans found the blind girl
and took her to the Guru's Darbar. Meanwhile, the
young man, enjoying the warmth of Guru's great
love, and care of his disciples, was restored to
complete health. He was initiated into the Raj-Yog
of Nam. While he was seated in the holy congregation



and Hari-Kirtan (singing of hymns in praise of the
Lord) was in full swing, the blind girl entered. As the
Master looked at her and blessed her, she regained
her eyesight and her face shone with celestial bliss.
The Master's joy was great, and he ordered that the
nuptial of the young man and the girl should be cele-
brated instantly. Great was the rejoicing of the
disciples. Hans was also taken the same day into the
fold of discipleship.

(19) The Guru's Gift: Devotees from far and
near, with a varied outlook came seeking the Guru.
The hearts of some of them blossomed at the very
sight of the Master, just as the lotus blossoms at
the sunrise. There were others whose doubts and
delusions vanished the moment they saw and heard
the Guru's Words. Instantaneously, they sought the
Ocean of Light. There was yet another class who
came to the Guru, searched him with questions,
went into contemplation, and thereafter pinned their
faith on Nam and were transformed. A fourth
class of people remained floating in illusion for
some time. Having experienced the turns of fortune
and the bitterness that life had in store for them,
they fell back on the Master for peace and solace of
mind. Their sleeping minds awoke to the conscious-
ness of Reality after having undergone bitter ex-
periences. These variations in the transformation of
people, who flocked to the Guru, were due to the
variations in their inner state of mind, as also to their
degree of intellect. Their education, environment
and associations had their impact on their regenera-
tion. Much depends on our powers of thinking,
reasoning and actions, past and present.



A man, named Har Gopal, came from Ujjain, to
see the Guru. But he was of wavering mind and
uncertain in belief. Although a worldly wise man, he
lacked in faith.

Har Gopal's father, Bishamber Das, was a dis-
ciple of the Guru. Bishamber Das wished that his
son should also enter the path of discipleship, become
cultured, and lead a godly life, but Har Gopal's mind
moved in different channels. His father, however,
insisted that he should visit the Guru at Anandpur in
order that he might receive the Glow of life from him.

Har Gopal Disillusioned: After considerable
hesitation, Har Gopal came to Anandpur. He was
astonished to see the Guru living like a king. He had
formed a different picture of the Guru in his mind.
He thought that the Guru, would be an ascetic sitting
in a cave in meditation, his body a mere skeleton, worn
away by austerities.

When Har Gopal encountered a stately man, with
all the magnificence and splendour of Royalty, doubts
arose in his mind as to the spirituality of the Guru.
His faith was shaken and he was disappointed. He
regretted his mistake in undertaking such a long
journey, especially because of the expenditure involved.
In vain, he thought, he came seeking this man, the
Guru. But he decided to spend a few days at Anand-
pur now that he had taken the trouble of coming over
there.

The people of Anandpur were in the habit of
rising early before dawn and beginning the day with
prayer's and meditation. Har Gopal too had to rise
early and join the Guru's congregations. The
singing of the Asa-di-Var by the Guru's musicians was



melodious and sweet. One such morning, as Har
Gopal, listened to the singing of the sacred lyric, the
music moved him to ecstasy. He was thrilled and
was absorbed in the sacred song—his mind was in a
state of oblivion and on recovering from it he felt
comforted. He realized that he had never felt the
peace and tranquility such as he now experienced,
although his ears and eyes had feasted on lavish music
and dancing many a time before. Such a joyous peace
his mind had never known. The innermost recesses
of his heart were touched and his mind was now
calm, quiet and still. It was perhaps the joy of the
mind being self-centred.

After congregation, he went up to the Guru and
fell at his feet and in a low voice apologized, saying,
“True King! Save me, I am a sinner. Until yesterday
I had not realized your greatness and your glory. I
was awfully mistaken and my mind was clouded with
a wrong conception of thee, my Lord. Master! have
compassion on me.”

The Guru lifting him up said, “Har Gopal, you
have my forgiveness even without asking for it.”

Har Gopal was delighted. He decided to spend
another month at Anandpur. Everyday he listened
to the divine music, met many Sikhs, discussed many
religious problems, and cleared the doubts that clouded
his mind. But his love of riches, his engrossment in
temporal pursuits and superficiality of his mind would
repeatedly swing him back to the same whirlpool of
thought. At last, he decided to return home.

Offering for the Guru: He went to the Guru to
bid him farewell. The Guru sat at the bank of the river
for his evening prayer. Har Gopal, always proud of his



wealth, came and bowed before the Guru, “Sire, I have
brought a trifling present in token of my love. May
be, it is unworthy of your acceptance, yet here it is.
Since I am leaving tomorrow morning, let me offer it to
you.” So saying, he laid the two gold bracelets
studded with precious stones at the feet of the great
Master.

The Guru accepted the offering and as though to
display his pleasure, began playing with one of the
bracelets, tossing it up in the air and then catching it
up in his palm, while talking to Har Gopal. Suddenly,
the bracelet slipped and rolled into the river.

Har Gopal, who had been watching the Guru
intently, immediately jumped into the river in order
to find the jewel. The Master smiled, but remained
silent.

After a long search, Har Gopal came out of the
river, his eyes down-cast and his clothes drenched.
“Master, I have hopes of recovering the bracelet if
you could only point out the exact place where it fell.
Inadvertantly I have lost my bearings and cannot
recollect the place where it fell.” So panted, Har
Gopal had his eyes turned more to the river than to
the Master.

Bracelets Discarded: The Guru, who knew and
understood all the feelings that arose in Har Gopal's
mind, threw the other bracelet into the river and said,
”Lo, Har Gopal, it is there.”

Har Gopal stood aghast, and could not believe
his eyes. He was still more shocked and bewildered.
Thereupon, the Master walked towards him, took
him in his arms, flooded him with kisses and said,
“Har Gopal, I got rid of the bracelets on purpose,



as I felt they were a barrier between you and me.”
At this Har Gopal fell at the Master's feet and during
those brief moments, felt as though he had been lifted
to celestial heights.

The Guru's Gift: The Guru then sent for some
“PERSAD” which he gave to Har Gopal. The Master
also gave him an iron ring as a parting gift and
said, “This I give you as a souvenir. Please keep
it with regard and with it, I give you my blessings.
Please convey these words to your father and my
good wishes to him.”

Har Gopal reverently bowed with all the faith of
a devoted disciple and departed. But as Har Gopal
went farther and farther from Anandpur, his faith
began to waver and weaken. He began to doubt
and ponder and said to himself, “Ah ! What have I
done? I made an offering, nay gave away valuable
bracelet of gold studded with jewels, but what did I get
in return. This ring of iron!” The Guru said, “Withit
I give my blessings!” “What blessings can this piece
of iron bring? Of what use can this ring be to
me?”

Conflicting Thoughts: And yet the next moment, he
would say to himself, “No. I should not let my mind
think like that. The Guru is the Guru of my father.
O, what glory there was on his face. I saw it with my
own eyes. The Guru also knew and understood my
innermost thoughts. I had evidence of it on many
occasions. Nearness to him brought peace and joy to
my mind, and there was no room for doubts and mis-
givings. I experienced it myself. Saints, yogis and



devotees of many faiths day and night come and pay
their homage to him. My own father is his devoted
disciple and he did not send me to him for nothing.
The Guru must be divine. It might be true, but
of what worth is this iron ring! Good wishes yield
no reward. My doubts and delusions still haunt
me. I have not seen any Light. Nor have I seen
any vision. Above all, I have not seen any miracle
performed by the Guru.”

With thoughts such as these in his mind, he
continued his journey. By evening, he reached
Chamkaur.

At Chamkaur, there lived a Sikh, Bhai Dhyan
Singh. He saw Har Gopal, a stranger passing
that way in sad and pensive mood. He met him,
and affectionately invited him to spend the night at
his house. It was rather late in the evening and a
stranger needed shelter, and it was customary for
Dhyan Singh to show hospitality to strangers. At
Dhyan Singh's house, his wife received Har Gopal
with affection and smile. They made him comfortable
and feel at home.

Loss worries Har Gopal: At night, as they con-
versed, Har Gopal spoke to his host of the doubts in
his mind. Dhyan Singh was perturbed and sad to
know that the young man's faith was shaken. He
explained to him the worth of the iron-ring—“It was
a gift from the Guru, it was the symbol of Divine
Love and spiritual well being. When the Master
gave his blessings his words were pregnant with Love
and Grace. Pricelessly precious were the Master's gifts
and invaluable his Words. The keeping of the sacred
ring and the Master's counsel would lead you into



the realms of Divine Wisdom and self-realization.
He advised Har Gopal not to falter or waver in his
faith. Despite such wise counsel from Bhai Dhayn
Singh, Har Gopal, the calculating type of man that
he was, measured the worth of Guru's gift in terms
of Rupees. The monetary worth of Rs. 500 seemed
to be of considerable importance to him and so
he felt the loss of his gold bracelets more than
ever.

Thereupon, Dhyan Singh conferred with his
wife, who was a devotee of the Great Guru. She
learnt with sorrow, the misgivings and lack of faith
in Har Gopal. The fact that the young man held
his gold jewels more precious than the priceless gift
of the iron ring from the Guru, made her shed tears.
She urged her husband to dispose of some of her
valuable ornaments or arrange to mortgage the
property to raise the sum of Rs. 500. This amount,
she insisted, should be paid to Har Gopal and in
return the Guru's iron ring recovered; for she argued,
that the priceless gift of the Great Master should not
remain with a man who had no faith or regard for the
Guru's Words.

Har Gopal sells Guru's Ring: Bhai Dhyan Singh,
a poor farmer as he was, raised Rs. 600 instead
of the Rs. 500. He told Har Gopal next morning,
“If you have faith in Guru's word and his souvenir
which is priceless beyond word and thought, do
keep it with you with all the love and reverence
it deserves. But if you have no faith and value
money more than the Divine Word, do let us
have the honour of keeping the iron ring with us,
while you can have Rs. 600 from us, instead of



Rs. 500. But be assured that I do not wish to deceive
you by depriving you of the priceless gift of the
Guru. I implore you still, to realize that pricelessly
precious [is the Guru's gift and invaluable his
command.”

Har Gopal's face began to glow with joy as he
pocketed the money. Bhai Dhyan Singh and his
wife stood before him reverently and with great
humility to receive the invaluable gift.

Har Gopal thought Dhyan Singh was a fool,
for paying Rs. 600 for an iron ring which was of no
intrinsic value. So he gave them the ring without
any hesitation and with it the Guru's Word.

Dhyan Singh's Insight: Very few among men, are
gifted like Bhai Dhyan Singh—few, indeed, who have
the insight to see and value the priceless gifts of the
Guru. Bhai Dhyan Singh could realize that the
Word of the Guru was more valuable than gems,
jewels and rubies.

When, at last, Har Gopal reached home, he
related the entire episode to his father. He described
at length, how he had felt close to the Guru and
divinity for a short while during his stay at Anandpur
and how the spell had been unable to withstand his
own misbeliefs and faithlessness. He justified his
action in parting with the Guru's gift of the iron ring
saying that it was but a worthless piece of iron as
compared to the precious gold bracelets which he
had presented to the Guru. He was proud of his
timely wisdom, and told his father as to how he had
recovered the lost fortune, taking advantage of
the ignorance of the foolish farmer. His father
heard the story and was full of grief at what his son



had done. He rebuked him but could not reconcile
himself to the tragedy of the situation. He moaned,
“Son, I sent you to trade in Truth; but you have
traded in falsehood.”

“Kabir saith what can the True Guru do
If the disciples are wanting in themselves,
The blind can see not the light
The bamboo hollow within can retain nothing,
However hard one may blow in it.”

{Translated.)

Fortune's ebb & flow: The avaricious and self-
willed Har Gopal would not heed his father's wise
counsel. It was time when fortune favoured him.
His business prospered and his wealth increased day
by day. Money and material turned his head. His
pride and arrogance increased. He was full of conceit
and gloated over his intelligence that brought him pros-
perity.

After some time, however, his luck deserted him.
His business began to dwindle. He lost all the wealth
that he had accumulated. All that he undertook by
way of improving and prospering his business brought
him further loss and resulted into failure. He wondered
at his own skill and intelligence which now failed to
bring him the success he had hitherto enjoyed. He
was reduced to extreme poverty. In adversity, he
turned to his father and sought his advice.

Father's Counsel: His father enlightened him with
truth saying: “My son, if man's intelligence were perfec-
tion in itself, man would be all-knowing—there would
be no higher realms of knowledge and creation beyond
his perception, and all the intelligent persons would have
been always successful. But there is a background of the



nature which is beyond the grasp of intellect. So there
remains the fact, that man's actions—however intelli-
gent and skilled, are always governed by God's Will.
Even our intellect is a gift of God. We can see because
of His having given us the eyes. We can work because
of His having given us the hands and feet. Our bodies
and all that we have are given by Him when He is the
ultimate source of all power and energy in us, there
can be nothing that we can boast of. No doubt, He
has given free will to the man and man thinks, reasons,
labours and makes ceaseless efforts to achieve his end,
but there is a Divine Factor also that counts. If it is
favourable, man's efforts are crowned with success
but if it is unfavourable, there is failure. Man must
work consistently and diligently and use all his faculties
to achieve his objective, but the ultimate result is in the
hands of God. Every thing is under His Command,
and His Command is based on our deeds, present and
past. He meets out justice and rewards for all our
actions, past and present.

When in comfort, we forget God, but when in
distress we seek Him. Therefore, God in His mercy
administers the medicine of adversity to those ailing
in the comfort of prosperity. The misery that has be-
fallen you, my son, is therefore a blessing in disguise. I
thank the Guru for sending you a timely awakening
that you may begin to seek God.”

HAR GOPAL: “Kindly tell me how I may be rid
of poverty and affliction so that I may make a living
again.”

FATHER. Our fifth Guru Arjan says:

” . . If one is weak and is afflicted by hunger and nudity
And hath no money on him and none is there to give him comfort



No desire of his is fulfilled; no work of his accomplished
If he, even he, in his heart, bethinketh the Lord, he rolleth in abundance

for ever.”
(Guru Arjan: Sri Rag)

Translated

Further, in another hymn he says:
“Dwell on Him alone, O mind, who is the King of kings,
Rest thy hope on Him alone, who is the hope of all.
Shed all thy cleverness, and take to the Feet of the Guru.
Meditate O my mind, On the Divine Name, in peace and joy.
Day and night call thou on thy God and utter his praises for ever.
Seek His refuge, O my mind, whom no one equals;
Meditating on whom thou gatherest peace, and pain and woe touch

thee not;
Yea, serve thou thy Lord, thy True Master, ever and for ever more,
If we join the society of the holy, we become pure and the Noose of the

Yama is loosed

Pray thou to the Lord, the Giver of Joy, the Destroyer of fear.
On whomsoever God looketh with Mercy, all his deeds come right
For, He is the Greatest of the great, His place is the Highest of high,
He is beyond colour, beyond sign, beyond value.
Have Mercy on Nanak, O Lord, bless him with Thy True Name.”

(Guru Arjan: Sri Rag)
Translated

Forgiveness and Reconciliation: Har Gopal begged
his father to take him to the Guru and obtain forgive-
ness for his sins. Atlast, Bishamber Dass set forth
with his family for Anandpur—they stopped at
Chamkaur in order to meet Bhai Dhyan Singh. Har
Gopal's father entreated Dhyan Singh to accompany
them on their journey to Anandpur.

The Master, when he saw them all coming, he
smiled. As usual, they were received very cordially.
One day, finding a suitable opportunity, Bishamber
Dass narrated the story of his son's faithlessness and
craved for the Guru's pardon. So did Dhyan Singh.
Har Gopal, whose mind was now free from all
impurities of doubts and misgivings, prostrated in utter



humility at the feet of the Master. Guru Gobind
Singh blessed him with all happiness and prosperity.
He also bestowed Nam upon him. Har Gopal now
a transformed man, was filled with perpetual
bliss, and lived as a devoted disciple of the Master
throughout his life. Bhai Dhyan Singh was privileged
to receive the Guru's highest pleasure and added
blessings. The Master blessed Bishamber Dass also
with everlasting joy and happiness.

(20) PADMA—Princess of Nahan: The air was
thick with rumours that the hill Rajas were being
compelled by Aurangzeb to wage war on the Guru
and to vanquish him. The hill Rajas decided to
gather at Rawalsar and they sent an invitation to the
Guru requesting him to come over there for friendly
and reconciliatory talks between them for the establish-
ment of better relations. The Guru, a lover of peace,
accepted the invitation and joined them along with a
few of his choicest and brave disciples.

The Rajas who were accompanied by their
consorts, stayed at Rawalsar for several days. During
this period, all the Ranis sought audience of the Guru
and paid their homage and all of them were greatly
impressed by the Guru's divinity. Among the Ranis
was the young daughter of the Raja of Nahan. She
was learned besides being a true seeker of Truth. But
she had some doubts about the Reality. Before she
could decide to have holy darshan of the Guru, she
wished to be rid of all the doubts that marred her
faith. Therefore, she wrote letters to the Guru to
explain certain religious enigmas which her mind failed
to comprehend.

In the assembly, where all the Ranis gathered, she



asked them what they thought of the Guru and what
were their impressions about him. Each one of them
told her that they had visions of the Guru, each
according to her faith. Some saw him as Rama,
others as Shiva, a few as Lord Krishna and Vishnu
and so on. Princess Padma's quest about the Guru did
not stop with this. She further queried them if any
one of them had examined and found proof of Guru's
true greatness. At this, the Rani of Dadwal answered
and put the princess wise thus: “Listen, Oh my dear
princess. There are two kinds among moths. Those
that truly love the light, fly straight towards the
lamp and falling on it sacrifice themselves. There
are the other class—those that doubt if the light is
genuine or otherwise and in an effort to find the truth,
all the same have their wings charred and drop to the
ground. Their plight is helpless; they can neither
reach the light nor stay away from it, having been con-
vinced of its genuineness. Have you not seen moths
writhing beneath the lamps in the agony of separation,
wistfully longing and yearning to reach their beloved
but cannot?”

But Princess Padma's wisdom provoked her to
reply, “Of course, there may be some, who, while
descending on the light in an effort to make sure if it
is genuine, blend and merge in its flame.”

When at last, Padma went to see the Master, her
devotion had reached its peak. Her tender soul
eagerly beheld the Divine Light and refused to part from
its radiance. Separation from the Divinity meant
death to her. Yet she had to return ¢p Nahan.

Padma learnt that there was impending war
between the treacherous hosts and the glorious guest
at Rawalsar. She entreated her father to avert the



threatening war. None of the Rajas could dare stand
against Emperor Aurangzeb, and least of all, of Nahan,
a very small state. Therefore, war was inevitable.
Padma's grief knew no bounds. Before leaving
Rawalsar, she implored the Guru to grant that her eyes
might not see the day when the bloody war is waged
against him. The Master said, “It shall be so.” So
it happened. Padma's days were numbered. Soon
after leaving Rawalsar, she flew to the Realms of
Heaven cherishing His Perpetual Image winking her
eyes.

(21) General Saiyed Khan bows before the Guru :
The hill chiefs expressed their inability to suppress the
Guru unless the Emperor's own army took up the
field.

So General Saiyed Khan, who was holding the
command of the Imperial forces at Ghazni, was ordered
by the Emperor to proceed to Anandpur and extirpate
the Guru. A large army was placed at his command.
He was to be joined by the hill chiefs with their forces.

Now, Saiyed Khan's sister was Pir Budhu Shah's
wife. Therefore, before marching to Anandpur,
Saiyed Khan first went to Saddhora to see and console
his sister Nasiran on her bereavement. She had lost
two of her sons fighting for Guru Gobind Singh.
Having learnt that the young ones had died fighting
for the opposite cause, Saiyed Khan began a little
altercation with Buddhu Shah for his faith in the
infidel. Buddhu Shah tried to convince him of the
Master's divine mission, his high ideals and lofty
principles, but Saiyed Khan was incredulous. He
could not understand how a soldier could be a saint.
Their discussion came to an end when Nasiran told



her brother, how in her deep sorrow she had fallen in-
to a swoon and when she had regained consciousness,
she had become calm and peaceful; because she had
seen that her sons were not dead but they were alive.
She said she had seen them with her own eyes. She
continued that in her trance, she had found herself in
a celestial realm. There she had the vision of Guru
Gobind Singh, whom she had never seen before. He
was wearing a starry crest. She saw him on his blue
steed riding past her. He blessed her saying, “Daughter
fear not, do not mourn, thy sons live in this
higher spiritual realm.” He then called out his sons.
They came running, in full angelic effulgence of
perfected souls. She said, they met her and said,
“Mother grieve not, we live here in Heaven in perfect
peace,joy and eternal bliss.”

Since her vision, continued Nasirn, she had lived
in an intense Dhyanam of the Guru. She had been
in fact initiated into the path of the discipleship and
the Master had indeed bestowed upon her a very high
spiritual status. Her mind, she said, continuously
remained intent upon the Lotus Feet of the Lord.

Saiyed Khan was thus struck with the holy trans-
formation of his sister. But having received orders to
lead the army against the Guru, Saiyed Khan left
Saddhora for Anandpur after a few days. With a
very huge army at his command, Saiyed Khan was
certain of a complete and speedy victory.

The Guru's soldiers though far too few to oppose
the mighty host, fought more valiantly and with greater
skill and endurance than Saiyed Khan had imagined
they would. He marvelled at their heroism. He
wondered at the miraculous power behind the Guru's
words which inspired them with such strength, daunt-



less courage, pluck and endurance. He was amazed
and struck with wonder when he saw General Sayyad
Beg and Maimun Khan and many other Moham-
medan soldiers on the side of the Guru and fighting
for him.

The sight of these brave men and the words of Pir
Buddhu Shah that echoed in his ears: “We breathe
and live for the Beloved, we shall willingly die a thou-
sand times to have but one glimpse of Him,” were
beating against the citadel of his heart. But he was not
the man to give in so easily. He, as a reputed General,
had come to conquer. But amidst his war passions,
he was also anxious to meet the Guru face to face.

A day came, when General Saiyed Khan, all of
sudden, saw the Master riding on his blue steed into the
enemy's camp amidst a thousand swords raining their
flashes upon him. Yet he came galloping right up to
him.

Saiyed Khan aimed a shot at the Guru but it
was missed. He had never missed his shot before.
There was a tremor in his heart. The Master allowed
him to take another chance, he shot a bullet but this
was also a misfire.

The episode appeared to Nasiran, clear as day
light, in her Dhyanam at Saddhora. She saw Saiyed
Khan lifting his gun and aiming it at the Guru. She
instantly shook it making the shot miss its mark.
Saiyed Khan saw her standing near him, as in a vision.

Saiyed Khan was bewildered and rubbed his eyes.
The Master smiled and came still closer to him and
said, “Come, Saiyed Khan, will you measure swords?
You may avail the first chance.” Saiyed Khan was
fresh from Saddhora, and Nasiran’s face flashed before
his eyes as he beheld the Guru. “Sire, do explain the



mystery to me. What can I do, my Lord, to have a
glimpse of that Fairyland, of which Nasiran, my sister,
mentioned to me the other day, when I went to condole
her, on the death of her sons in the battle field?”

“That promised land is, no doubt, real—truer
than this solid earth—but thou must seek and get the
key to its hidden portals.” said the Guru.

Enraptured, he bows his head on the Master's
stirrups and implores him to confer upon him the
Secrets of Immortality. “All this life—these weary
years, have I spent in vain in sun and shade,” says the
General, “Confer on me, O Lord, the bliss of ineffable
union that thou didst confer on Saiyed Buddhu Shah.”

“Saiyed Khan ! Go and gather ye the treasures of
Allah's Nam.” said the Master.

Saiyed Khan entered the path of discipleship and
obtained the spark of Life or the Seed of Simran.

The battle is still raging, the trumpets are blowing,
the cannons thundering, but General Saiyed Khan is
nowhere to be found in the battle field. He retired
forthwith into the secluded hills of Kangra to accumu-
late the inexhaustible riches of God's Name. Several
years hence, when Saiyed Khan rose from meditation,
he saw in his Dhyanam Anandpur deserted and the
Master far away in Deccan. He followed him thither
and remained with him to the last.

(22) Bhai Kanhaiya : In the thick of the battle
Bhai Kanhaiya had gone forth serving water and
giving aid to the wounded. A complaint was brought
against him by a new comer that he served the friends
and foes alike. The Guru called him to his presence
and enquired about the charge. Bhai Kanhaiya bowed
to the Master and said: “Lord! Ever since I touched



thy Lotus Feet, I do not differentiate between man and
man. All men are equal in the sight of God. Thou
hast so enlightened my eyes that I see no other but
Thy All-Pervading Divine Spirit everywhere and in
all. I serve no other but thee. I gave water to none
but Thee, O Master.”

”O Guru! 'tis through Thy Grace that my eyes got the Divine Light
Now these eyes look not on aught else but Thee
This world, this world which of late appeared gall and sore
Now all this, all this is changed, transfigured.
This earth is to-day, Thy Image, O Beloved, Thy Rain-bow-vision
When Thy Grace, O Master, dwelleth in me within,
Then all is One, Yea ,A11 is Thou, O Beloved emanting into all, that is.
Without Thee, without Thee, O Nanak, these eyes lacked Light
But on meeting the Guru, the veil is lifted
And lo! 'tis now Eye-Divine
Yea, all is One, One-in-All, and All-in-One, none but Thee alone.”

(Guru Amar Das: Anand Sahib)
Translated.

The Guru was greatly pleased with this spirit of
all embracing love and service exhibited by Bhai
Kanhaiya. He blessed him further with the gift of
Nam and Service, and up to this day these gifts of Nam
and service-of-love are preserved by his people called
Sevapanthis.

(23) The Master besieged : When General
Saiyed Khan left the field, the command of the
Imperial army was taken up by General Ramzan
Khan. He led the charge with renewed vigour and
fury. The Emperor further sent urgent orders to
the Viceroy of Sirhind and Lahore to despatch all
available troops against the Guru. This was in
1701 A.D. The orders were that the Guru himself was
to be captured alive and brought before the Emperor.



The Master was thus faced with heavy odds. The
battle raged long and fierce. The Sikhs could not
withstand the furious onslaught of the overwhelming
forces of the army. So the Guru had to slowly retire
to the fort. A prolonged blockade followed. The
Guru's supplies were failing. During the siege, the
Master and his disciples starved and with them
Master's family including his wife, his four sons, his
aged mother, and the Mother of the Khalsa. The
Persadi elephant, the blue steed of the Master, and
many other useful animals died a lingering death for
want of food.

The disciples patiently bore hunger and hardships
for a long time. But they could not endure to see him
starve, much less his little ones. So they pleaded the
Guru for vacation of Anandpur, but the Master was
adamant and persisted to stay within the fort till the
end.

The hill chiefs and the Emperor sent feelers to the
Guru through their envoys assuring on oath of cow and
the Qoran respectively, a safe passage, in case the
Guru vacated Anandpur. The Guru doubted their
motives. But when the Sikhs again represented for
vacation of the fort, the Guru told the envoy that his
property would be first sent out the next day. The
Guru got litter, rubbish and other waste collected and
loaded it on bullocks. A covering of beautiful brocade
was put on each bullock. No sooner did the bullocks
reach near the invaders, they began to plunder
the property, but were greatly disappointed and
humiliated.

The Guru thus proved to the Sikhs the malafide
intentions of the invaders.

The physical pangs of hunger and the innumerable



untold sufferings over the long period of war began to
tell on the Sikhs. Exasperated, some of the Sikhs still
urged the Guru to vacate the fort forthwith failing
which they would part company with him. The Guru,
therefore, told the Sikhs that those who wanted to
leave Anandpur should make a declaration in writing
that they sever their connections with the Guru.
Alas, forty of the disciples gave the disclaimer and
escaped from Anandpur. But when they reached
their homes, the Sikh mothers and Sikh wives like-
wise disclaimed them and they received no welcome
wherever they went. They were filled with remorse
and wished to return to the Master. But they could
not reach Anandpur; for by then, the Guru had left
Anandpur.

It so happened that a few days after these dis-
claimers had deserted, an envoy brought a message
from the Emperor, signed by the Emperor himself
under his seal. It urged the Guru to hasten to him for
an intimate talk and to cease warfare and evacuate
the long besieged fort. The Emperor swore by the
Qoran not to harm the Master and his men, if they
complied with the request to leave the fort and endea-
vour to come towards meeting him.

The Guru could hardly believe this sudden turn
of the Emperor's mind. However, some of the Sikhs
again represented to the Guru for vacation and the
Guru's mother interceded on their behalf. The Guru
could not refuse his mother but said, “Mother, thou
shalt have to pay heavily for it.” And he decided
finally to vacate the fort which was besieged, for well-
over a period of three years. The Guru destroyed or
threw into the River Sutlej, all the valuable posses-
sions. The only treasure they carried with them were



piles of manuscripts, which were the results of years
of literary work.

The party left the fort on the night of 15th of
Maghar 1761 Bikrmi (20/21 December 1704 A.D.).
They had gone for some miles when some of them
realized that it was the time of their daily meditation.
They exclaimed, “At the time of our Asa-di-var
(the musical recitation of the sacred hymns), it is sad
that we are marching to save our lives.”

The Guru immediately called for a halt. The
party squatted on the ground around the Master. They
sang whole-heartedly the divine hymns in praise of
God. They were so absorbed in the divine music and
meditation that all sense of danger left them during
those peaceful hours. They felt refreshed and soothed
after meditation.

When the enemy learnt that the Guru and his
men had escaped from the fort, they made haste to
chase them. The Emperor's solemn promises not to
harm the Sikhs, were simply thrown to the winds.
They fell upon these Sikhs who had hardly finished
their morning prayers. Severe fighting took place bet-
ween them on the banks of the Sarsa Nadi.

A band of Guru's choicest men, stoutly held up
the enemy and would not let the treacherous soldiers
advance any further near the Guru. Each one of them
fought with a valour and resolve that astonished their
opponents. While these brave Sikhs were over-
powered and fell in the fight, the Guru and members of
his family managed to cross the stream and had gone
fairly far away. Bhai Udhe Singh, the commander of
the Guru's forces, and three out of the Five Beloved
along with many other Sikhs lost their lives while
fighting at Sarsa Nadi.



The stream was in spate and while the Guru
crossed the swelling waters, the disciples stood on his
either side and at his back forming a thick wall to
protect him from the enemy's arrows. Hundreds of
the disciples thus sacrificed their lives falling around
him like moths round a lamp.

Mata Gujri, the aged mother of Gobind Singh
with her two little grand children escaped in one
direction. Mata Sundri and the Mother of the Khalsa
went towards another direction.

The Guru, accompanied by two of his elder sons
and a group of forty survivors, marched towards
Ropar. Most of the manuscripts were either lost in
the affray or washed away by the stream. A few
scattered hymns and some literary translations from
Sanskrit books, that could be saved, were long after
compiled to and form what was known as “Dasam
Granth”.

(24) The Sweetness of Death: News reached
the Master that a large army of the Emperor lay
in wait, a few miles ahead of him. The situa-
tion in which the Guru found himself, sandwiched
by armies to the front and rear, would have unnerved
the mightiest of Generals and made them surrender to
the enemy, but the Guru remained unruffled, and in
the height of his spirits. Gauging the situation, the
Guru hastened to Chamkaur (now in Tehsil Ropar,
Punjab) and occupied there a small fortress which stood
on a mound. He had but forty brave disciples along
with his two elder sons. Soon, the Imperial army,
which was in hot pursuit, besieged the fortress.

The disciples held the fortress for a long time
against heavy odds, while the Master from the upper



storey kept up an incessant shower of arrows. Nahar
Khan and Ghairat Khan tried to scale the wall
but were shot down by the Guru. The arrows and
bullets shot in succession kept the mercenary soldiers
at a distance.

At last, the enemies tried to force open the gate
of the fortress. The Guru's disciples in a desperate
effort to defend fortress, sallied out in batches fighting
bravely to arrest the advance of the enemy. They
fought valiantly killing many of their adversaries.
The enemy was kept in dismay at a distance but they
far outnumbered this small group of brave men who at
last being overpowered fell victims to their merciless
swords.

The Guru watched the battle with the composure
of his divine self and was not perturbed throughout the
whole fighting. It was to him a melodrama where each
one of them had to play his part but effectively.

The Guru's eldest son, Prince Ajit Singh, eighteen
years old, sought permission of the Guru to go out of
the fortress and fight the enemy. “Dear Father,”
said he, “Thou hast named me Ajit Singh or uncon-
querable Lion. So I shall not be conquered, but if
overpowered, I shall die fighting like my brother
Sikhs.”

“Go, my son! Immortal Lord so Wills it.”
The Sikhs heard this and with anguish they said,

“Master! We cannot bear to see the prince die before
our eyes, while we are in flesh and bone.”

The Master replied: “All of you are my sons.
Your tender eyes should get accustomed to seeing
sorrow and bear the burden of grief with equanimity
and forbearance. If He Wills, it should be sweet to
suffer.”



So saying the Guru bade his son to go. He
watched him from the balcony and to him it was joy
and satisfaction to see his son fight like a hero. When
he saw him fall, after killing scores of enemy soldiers,
he thanked God that his son proved worthy of the
righteous cause of the Lord.

Prince Jujhar Singh, the Guru's second son, who
was hardly fourteen, now stood before his father and
made the same request, as his elder brother had done.

“Go my child,” said the Guru, “We do not belong
to this earth, we are here for a while and shall return
to our Eternal Home. Go and wait for me there.”

This lad of mere fourteen had gone but a few
paces, when he turned back and said that he felt
thirsty and asked for water. Gobind Singh said, “No,
go my child! There is no more water for you on this
earth. See yonder, Ajit Singh is holding the cup of
nectar for you which will forever quench your thirst.”

The prince did not wait for another hint. He
rode the way his elder brother had gone. The Guru's
face was jubilant and his countenance breathed divine
satisfaction when he watched with great interest and
zeal his young son fighting valiantly the holy war and
meeting his end bravely.

AllHail!AllHail!The Guru Glorious! As a
father he was unrivalled, as he had proved as a son.
At the age of nine, he sent his father to die a martyr to
defend the faith of the Hindus against the bigotry and
oppression of the rulers and now he decked his tiny
sons for the wedlock of steel and they died as the sons
of Guru Gobind Singh ought to have died to uphold
righteousness and Dharma.

When the brave boys had shed their blue blood,
the Guru then himself got ready to go out, and fight.



The remaining few Sikhs fell on the their knees before
the Guru and entreated him not to go. For at that
critical moment their victory lay in saving the Guru.
If the Guru lived, he would create millions like them.
But the Guru would not listen to any one of them.

Thereupon, the Sikhs formed a congregation
and passed a ''gurmatta'' (Resolution unanimously
passed by atleast five Khalsas, fully enlightened by
Nam ) which embodied a mandate for Guru Gobind
Singh to quit the fortress at night. The Guru had
to bow before the mandate of the Supreme Authority
of the Khalsa Brotherhood, as he had himself at the
time of taking Amrit from the Five Beloved voluntarily
reduced himself to the status of a common member
of the great Brotherhood of Khalsa. Thereafter the
the commands of the Khalsa (Atleast five Persons
fully enlightened by Nam and constantly abiding in
Him) were to be supreme and even binding on the
Guru.

So under the thick dark cover of the night, the
Guru left the fortress with three of his disciples,—
Bhai Dya Singh, Dharm Singh and Man Singh.

The Guru, while going away discharged arrows
from his bow in different directions. This caused a
great confusion in the ranks of the invading forces in
the darkness of the night. The Sikhs who remained
in the fortress continued to fight against the enemy till
they were killed one and all.

(25) In the Jungles of Machhiwara: It was
pitch dark at night. The winter wind was bitingly
cold. The three disciples who were with the Guru
could not keep pace with him. They lost their way
in the darkness and were separated. The Guru,



lonely, barefoot and with his clothes in tatters,
trudged along the thorny wilds of Machhiwara. For
days he found neither food nor shelter. His feet were
blistered and bleeding. He slept in the wide open on
chilly winter nights. Thirst, hunger and fatigue
overtook him. One day, as he lay on the ground
resting his head on a clod of earth, Bhai Dya Singh,
Dharm Singh and Man Singh, who had separated from
him in the darkness of the night by sheer fortunate
coincidence arrived at the place where the Guru was
asleep. Although weak and feeble, Guru's hands
clasped the naked sword while he was asleep.

Throughout this period of agony and distress, his
noble resolve, and patriotic determination did not
flicker in the least. He did not waver in his purpose.
In weal and woe he was the same. Without a morsel
of food, weary, and in physical pain and suffering,
yet in ecstasy of spirit, he burst forth into a song—
the song that was symbolic of his true spirit:—

The Message of we, the disciples, to the Beloved:

O give Him, the Beloved, the news of we, the disciples!
Without Thee, the luxury of soft beds and rich coverings in anguish rack
Pleasures of palaces are like living among snakes, if Thou art away.
The flask of drinks are like unto a Cross
The lips of the cup cut us like a sharp dagger
Yea, without Thee all these articles of joy and comfort kill us like a

butcher'sk nife.
The straw of bed of the Beloved is Heaven for us, if Thou art there!
Burnt be, the rich dwellings, which are like burning hell to us, if Thou

art away, O Beloved.
(Guru Gobind Singh)

Translated.

The disciples found, the Master's feet sore with
blisters and thorns and that he could not move.
So Bhai Man Singh carried him on his back to a well,



nearby. There the Master bathed after a lapse of
several days and felt very refreshed. Gulaba, the
owner of the well, supplied them with fresh milk and
gave them shelter in his house. Although he longed
to serve the Guru, but he was afraid of being discovered.
So the Guru soon departed.

The Guru had to undergo innumerable hardships
during his journey till at last he reached Jatpura, where
a Muslim chief, Rai Kalha, heartily entertained him.
Kalha heard the tragic tale of Guru's sufferings and
shed tears of sorrow, and condemned the oppressors.
The Guru asked his host to send a messenger to Sirhind
to inquire the fate of his aged mother and his two
younger sons. Mahi, the messenger, soon came back
from Sirhind with the fatal news. Mahi, woebegone,
related the tragic story of the innocent children
martyred.

(26) Innocent Children Martyred : In the con-
fusion that followed in crossing the flooded stream
Sarsa, the companions of the Guru and his family
were scattered in different directions. The Guru's
aged mother, Gujri, and her two little grandsons,
happened to separate from the rest of the party. Lost
and forlorn, they travelled in the direction where
Providence took them, through the thick jungles and
biting cold morning winds. On their way, they were
met by a man called Gangu Brahmin, who had for
sometime worked as a domestic servant in their house-
hold. They trusted their one time loyal servant, when
he offered to provide them shelter in his house in a
nearby village Saheri on the Ropar-Morinda Road.

But he betrayed them, overcome by his greed and
avarice. He made them over to the officer at Morinda



who in turn handed them over to Nawab Wazir Khan
at Sirhind.

They were imprisoned in a Cold Tower, at
Sirhind. The young princes Zorawar Singh and
Fateh Singh aged about nine years and seven years
were produced before the Nawab, the following day.
The Governor's court was stunned to see the tall and
unusually handsome, remarkably bright and strikingly
fearless young boys. Their countenances sparkled
with the divine grace and brilliance of their benign
father.

The children were produced in the court on
December 24th, 1704 A.D. and were tempted with
fabulous rewards if only they would abjure their
faith. Persuasions and temptations failed, threats and
tortures were devised but all in vain. The princes
remained unwavering in their faith. The Nawab
tried to hand them over to two Pathan youths whose
father was lost in the battle against the Guru. They
could revenge themselves on these boys, since the
Guru's arrow had killed their father. The Pathans
true to their blood, refused to obey to the Nawab,
with these words: “It is cowardice to slay these
innocent children. But we shall only fight the enemy
in an open battle.”

The children and their grandmother passed the
cold winter nights in their imprisonment in the cold,
airy Tower without any bedding or cloth to wrap
themselves. On the fourth day of their captivity,
a council of ministers was called upon to consider ways
and means of bringing the princes in the folds of Islam.
The princes were brought to the court and the inevit-
able choice of death or acceptance of Islam was
offered to them. The princes, true to their faith,



preferred death and disdainfully rejected the offer of
conversion.

The Nawab was enraged and looked towards his
councillors for advice. Sucha Nand (also called
Kuljas) the Hindu minister said, “Sire, this progeny
of a cobra had better be smothered in time”. There-
upon the Nawab ordered that the children be bricked
alive and buried to death.

He then looked around for someone in the
council to approve and appreciate his command and
thereby confirm what his Hindu minister had proposed.
But everyone of them sat silent with heads bent low
and their eyes downcast. At last, the one, lone, brave
voice of Nawab Sher Mohammed Khan of Maler-
kotla rose in protest and said, “The holy Qoran did
not allow the slaughter of innocent and helpless
children.” But the Qazi confirmed that the holy law
gives the infidels the choice between Islam and death.
“Let them choose what they like,” he said.

A very cruel form of execution was devised. The
wall of Sirhind was knocked down for a length of three
yards. These young ones of the Master were made
to stand a yard apart from each other and the wall was
to be built step by step on their tender limbs until the
brick wall came up to the height of their shoulders.
Finally at the behest of the Nawab, the executioner
cut off the throats of the boys with the butchers'
knives. This treacherous event took place on the 13th
of Poh sambat 1762 (27th December 1705 A.D.) and
is significant in Sikh history as another day of martyr-
dom. Grand mother Gujri expired in prison on
hearing the tragic end of her two beloved little
grandsons.

As the messenger Mahi, related his tale of woe,



Rai Kalha and the other listeners were torn with grief
and wept bitterly. But the Guru was unruffled and
listened to the whole episode with perfect composure
and equanimity. He was above mundane shocks.
When Mahi ended the distressing story, he closed his
eyes and thanked God for the glorious and triumphant
end of his four sons.

After perfect communion with his Heavenly
Father, he said, “No, my sons are not dead. They
have returned to their Eternal Home. It is Sirhind that
shall die.” So saying he spontaneously knocked out
a shrub with his arrow and added, “The enemy shall
be uprooted likewise.” The Master foresaw the entire
destruction of Sirhind and as he saw it in his vision,
a tear rolled down his eyes.*

(27) The Epistle of Nawab of Malerkotla Addressed to the
Emperor Aurangzeb Nawab Sher Mohd. Khan of Malerkotla was
a man of faith, he was a man of conscience, who stood for
•chivalry, justice and fairplay, and protested against the cruel order
of the Governor of Sirhind. He left his court in disgust and
worte an historic epistle to the Emperor Aurangzeb: Translated
into English from Persian, it reads as follows:—

````O Mighty king of the world, who on account of justice has
placed thy throne on the azure vault, may the dappled horse of the
skies be ever under thy control, because thou hast eclipsed the brilli-
ance of the sun and Moon by the splendour of innumerable victories.

The humble and devoted petitioner, with all respect due to the
grandeur of the shadow of God and the might of the saviour of the
world, most respectfully begs to lay his humble appeal before your
Most Gracious Majesty and hopes from your Imperial Majesty's
unfathomable kindness and unlimited magnanimity that the august
person of the shadow of God , Viceregeant of the holy Prophet (peace
be on him) in this world, the incarnation of God's mercy over his

•Three years after this atrocity, Banda Singh Bahadur razed the whole
of Sirhind to the ground and destroyed the enemy root and branch.



creatures by sheer munificence, be pleased to bestow his compassion
and forgiveness on the young sons of Gobind Singh, Tenth Guru of
the Sikh nation.

The Viceroy of Sirhind Province with a view to avenge the
disobedience and disloyal activities of the Guru which may have been
committed by him, has, without any fault or crime of the guiltless and
innocent children, simply on the basis of their being sons of Gobind
Singh, condemned those minor sons liable to execution and has
proposed to wall them up alive till they die.

Although no one dares to raise an objection against the order
of the Viceroy, whose order is as inevitable as death, yet the faithful
servant and well-wisher of thy august Majesty's Empire deems it most
advisable to humbly appeal and to bring this to Your Majestÿs
benign notice.

May it be said that in view of certain important political consi-
derations Your Majesty is disposed to inflict suitable punishment
on the Sikh nation for their undesirable activities in the past. It
would be quite compatible with justice, but Your Majesty's humble
and devoted servant thinks, it would be no way consistent with the
principles of sovereignty and supreme power, to wreak vengeance
of the misdeeds of a whole nation on two innocent children, who on
account of their tender age are quite innocent and unable to take a
stand against the all-powerful Viceroy.

This sort of action obviously appears to be absolutely against
the dictates of Islam and the laws propounded by the founder of
Islam {may God's blessings be showered on him) and Your Majesty's
humble servant is afraid that the enactment of such an atrocious act
would perpetually remain an ugly blot on the face of Your Majesty's
renowned justice and righteousness. It may graciously be considered
that the mode of inflicting the punishment and tortures as contemplated
by the Viceroy of Sirhind can by no means be considered compatible
with the principles of Supreme Rule, Equity and Justice.

In view of the above consideration Your Majesty's humble and
and devoted servant most respectfully takes the liberty of suggesting
that if Your Majesty consider it expedient that the sons of Guru
Gobind Singh may be kept under restraint from indulging in disloyal
activities, it would be more appropriate if they could be interned in
the Royal Capital Delhi, till they are duly reformed so as willingly
to acknowledge allegiance and loyalty to the throne.



As an alternative both the boys may be placed under my care
so as to keep a check on their actions and movements and not to allow
them to entertain any kind of ideas of sedition or disloyalty in their
minds. Although the humble petitioner fears that the humble appeal
which is prompted exclusively by the sense of veracity and loyalty
to the throne may be deemed as transgressing the limits of propriety,
yet the fear of God and urge of truth does not allow undue sup-
pression of truth.

If this humble appeal has the honour of meeting the Royal
acceptance, it shall be most fortunate. If, however, it is unfortunately
deprived of the honour of acceptance, still Your Majesty's humble
and devoted servant shall have the consolation of having performed
the sacred duty of expressing what was right and just and having
allowed his pen not to deviate in the expression of truth.”

(28) Zafarnama—The Epistle of Victory: The
Guru then took leave of Rai Kalha and moved
onward to Dina, where he was welcomed and
entertained by three brothers, Shamira, Lakhmira and
Takht Mai. These brothers did not care for the
threats of Nawab Wazir Khan, but however, they
kept vigil over the movement of enemy troops, if any.

It was a period of the Master's life when distress
and despondency could have destroyed the spontaneity
of his spirit and his gaity. Yet, it was at this painful
period that he was found in his most exalted spirits
and liveliness of disposition. The sacrifice of his
dearly loved sons, his revered parents, and thousands
of his faithful followers together with the privations
from his wife and his own endless sufferings, had not
daunted his spirits. But it was during this period, in
the year 1706 A.D. that he wrote from this village Dina,
the Memorable letter called ZAFAR-NAMA—the
Epistle of Victory—to Emperor Aurangzeb. It was
in fact, an exquisite relpy to the letters of invitation
he had received from the Emperor.



The epistle, written in perfect persian verse is a
beautiful piece, the tone of the whole is quite in-keeping
with the title of the theme. The letter is characteris-
tic of the sublimity of the Saint-General. Every
line is pregnant with stimulating truths and righteous
indignation. The letter bore the loftiness of a super-
ior being addressing an individual of a lower, baser
metal.

The Guru told the Emperor, in no uncertain terms
that he had no faith in his solemn promises in the
name of God and oaths on holy Qoran. The fact
remained that he, the Emperor on all occassions
violated his sacred promises and proved false, mean
and treacherous. No doubt, he was a mighty
Monarch and capable General but he lacked the depth
of a true religion.

Referring to the murder of his sons, the Guru
remarked: “What, though my four sons were
killed, when lives the whole people — the Khalsa,
all my sons! What bravery is it to quench a few sparks
of life. Thou art merely exciting the big raging fire
all the more ”

Apart from its literary worth, the letter had a
greater singificance because of its candid manifesta-
tion of naked truths which the Emperor, living as he
was, in a superficial world of sly-flatterers, would
fain had heard. Such was Guru's fearless exposition
of the Emperor's merciless acts of tyranny and
grotesque atrocities that even the relentless heart of
Aurangzeb was touched. Its soul stirring strain could
not but move the stone-hearted monarch. The letter
was entrusted to Bhai Dya Singh, who delivered
it to Aurangzeb in Deccan. This letter indeed,
awakened the Emperor's sleeping conscience and



evoked in him a mood of true repentence. It had
such a miraculous effect on him that from the very
day he read the letter, he began to pine and was soon
confined to bed. Seized with a sudden trembling, he
called for his scribe and dictated a letter to his son.
And this was the last letter he dictated when death
was at hand and he acknowledged his defeat in the
life that he lead:-

” Whatever good or bad I have done,
I am taking it as a load upon my head to the Great
Unseen. How strange it is to contemplate that
I came to this earth all alone, but now I am leaving with a caravan of

my doings
My heart is anguished by the thoughts of armies and military resources,

which I am leaving. But it is more bitterly torn by the pain of
death which is around the corner.

I am totally in the dark about the destiny that awaits me. But what
I know is that I have committed enormous sins. Canst tell what
grim punishment is in store for me? ”

Guru Gobind Singh, the Sovereign Redeemer
of humanity, at such a crucial hour made him repent
for his sins and further offered therein words of
solace. He advised him to humbly implore for for-
giveness of his iniquities and to pray for mercy to
God, the Almighty.

(29) Tie The Broken Ties : The Guru left Dina
after despatching the Zafarnama to the Emperor
through Bhai Dya Singh, who stayed then in Deccan.
After a short sojourn at Kot-Kapura and Jaito, he
moved further, collecting men and material; for the
air was thick with rumours that the forces of Sirhind
were on the move and were closing in on the Guru.

Some of the Sikhs, who had deserted the Guru
at Anandpur and had given a disclaimer to him,



were put to shame by their women folk. One brave
lady, Mai Bhago, gathered 40 such men and brought
them to the aid of the Guru along with a large
contingent of other Majha Sikhs.

The Guru had taken up his position on a sandy
hillock at Khidrana in the District of Ferozepore.
The Mughal army was advancing towards the Guru's
camp, but before they could attack the Guru, they
had to encounter enroute this contingent under the
command of Mai Bhago of Jhabal and Bhai Mahan
Singh of Rataul. They had encamped in the vicinity
of a small pond fringed by a wild growth of shrubs.
To mislead and make the enemy wonder at their
great numerical strength, this small but brave group
of men, spread white sheets on the shrubs.

A fierce fighting ensued. The Sikhs fought
with their inherent courage and strength. They
fought not so much for victory but for resisting and
delaying the enemy's advance towards their Master
thereby trying to retrieve the Guru's Grace and Mercy
upon them. The tenacity and fearlessness of the
saint-soldiers struck terror in the heart of the mercenary
soldiers of the Mughals. The Guru from his position
of high altitude, about two miles further, from the
place of the battle, showered arrows on the leading
commanders of the enemy.

Wazir Khan, the Commander of Imperial forces
soon lost heart. He called forth a council of officers,
for there was no drinking water available for the men.
Kapura, the intelligence officer, informed him that
there was no water to be found in the vicinity. The
men were thirsty and so the commander decided that
it was not worth risking their lives where there was not
a drop of water to drink. Besides they feared the



enemy's numerical strength. They were in the dark
about the exact number of the Sikhs who opposed them.
The men refused to fight without water to quench their
thirst. So the Imperial army began to retreat. They
abondoned their dead and wounded and began to
flee.

As soon as the enemy disappeared from the place
of action, the Guru descended from his place of obser-
vation, to the battle field. He, who had watched the
battle scene, now, with paternal care went about lifting
the heads of the martyrs to his lap, wiping their faces
and blessing each one of them. And among them,
he found the forty who had disclaimed him and deserted
him at Anandpur.

These forty men had left the Master in despair
during the prolonged seige at Anandpur. But when
they reached their homes, they found the doors
closed against them. Their near and dear ones
at home refused to receive them with love; for
they condemned their actions. But a noble Sikh
lady, Mai Bhago, aroused in their hearts the fire of
love and faith that was nearly extinguished. So it
was, they formed a contingent of troops and a host
of other Sikhs joined them and they all hurried forward
to reinforce the Guru's small army. They all died
fighting for the Guru. Among the dead was one
who was still alive and was on his last breath of life.
The Guru lovingly lifted him to his lap and said,
“Are you not Mahan Singh, my son? You have
all died as martyrs. Look into my face and ask for
anything you desire—have you any prayer for life
or Immortality?”

Mahan Singh, opening his eyes, was delighted
to see the Guru. His countenance glowed and his



eyes were wet with tears. And he mumbled: “No,
Master! Far from being martyrs, we have sinned
against thee, deserting you at a time of need, we are
sinners, and we died as sinners. Therefore, the Doors
of Heaven—the Region of Grace is closed against
those of us, who have gone ahead of me. This secret
has been revealed to me. Lord! If you could forgive
us out of compassion and grant us thy Grace, it is
the only prayer that I seek. Let the sacred ties that
were broken, be tied again and let us for ever live
at Thy Lotus Feet.”

The Master, taking out the Disclaiming Docu-
ment, which he carried on his vest during all these
viccitudes, tore off the same and blessed the forty
martyrs. Mahan Singh saw this with his own eyes
and breathed his last, happy and content, that they
were forgiven.

The souls of forty were thus saved. The Forty
Mukte—the Saved Ones are remembered in our daily
prayers.

“Tie again the broken ties” is one of the most
stirring of our religious songs.

Then he sought the place where the noble lady,
Mai Bhago, who inspired these Forties, lay wounded
in an unconscious state. A little aid revived her.
The Guru was greatly pleased with her and blessed
her. She was a Brahm Gyani and henceforth she
remained with the Guru to the last.

The Guru then gathered the bodies of the martyrs
and cremated them.

(30) Love Gatherings again: The Guru then
continued his march. Wherever he went, he spread
wings of love, conquered hearts and emancipated the



people's minds from fear, desire and passion and
instilled in them a longing to deliver their motherland
from the bondage of its tyrannical rulers.

During these vicissitudes, the Master stayed for
a time in the Lakhi Jungle, so called by the Khalsa.
The disciples flocked to him in hundreds and thousands,
even as swarms of bees hover around him fascinated by
his spiritual beauty and maddened by his inner frag-
rance. Each swarm brought greater glory than the other.
Like a halo of light the Master was encircled by the
luminous rays of glory. How the disciples were
overwhelmed with joy on meeting the Master again,
is evident from the following soul-stirring effusion of
the Master, which even now brings tears to our eyes,
his poor disciples:

”O! When they heard the call of the Beloved,
They came running to him
Even as the buffaloes let drop the half-chewn grass from their mouths,
And lifted in hurry their half slaked lips from the pool,
None lingered to wait for the other,
Each came running all alone,
Such was the over-powering force of the Beloved's fascination to them.

(Guru Gobind Singh)
Translated

Upon this the poets and songsters gathered on the
sandy plane around the Master, burst forth extempore,
passionate and love inspired poems one after the other.
These spontaneous out-pourings of love, from their
aching hearts, show how the disciples were attached to
the Guru by ties of love and sacrifice and what yearn-
ings they had for reunion with the Master.

Whenever the Guru had a little time to rest, Nam-
Congregations were held, religious discourses were
delivered, and Asa-di-Var was sung in the morning.
Suffice it to say that the blissful atmosphere of
Anandpur was reproduced in Lakhi Jungle. Those



who saw him there among the disciples would hardly
believe that he had gone through so much suffering
and distress. The radiance of his eyes was not
dulled, the majestic glory of his countenance was
undiminished.

In a remote part of the jungle, in the village
called Chattaina, there lived an aged hermit named
Sayyad Ibrahim. He had spent the greater part of
his life in meditation and such meditations which
bore no fruit.

Dana Singh, an old friend of Sayyad Ibrahim, had
been influenced by Guru's benign teachings and had
become a Sikh. Since they were friends, it was
habitual for them to get together and discuss religion;
for they were both desirous of attaining the higher
life of the spirit. Now, Sayyad Ibrahim saw the change
in Dana Singh. His eyes gleamed with spiritual
light and his countenance reflected an extraordinary
glow of divinity. When Sayyad questioned him about
this change, Dana Singh admitted that it was the gift
of the Guru. So Sayyad Ibrahim, implored his
friend to take him over to the Guru.

The chanting of Asa-di-Var was over and great
poets like Nandlal were offering their inspired new
poems at the feet of the Master, when Ibrahim came
in the company of Dana Singh to the Master's presence.
Ibrahim inhaled the spiritual aroma instantly even as
a bumble-bee sucks honey from a flower. The more
he heard, the greater was the transcendence of his
spirit till at last there was but one step between the
finite and Infinite. It was indeed a tremendous step
towards divinity. Just as a little baby, crawling
towards the Queen-Mother on the throne cannot reach
her unless the Mother picks him up in her arms, so



with the finite beings, none can soar up into the realms
of Infinity except through Divine Grace.

When 'Kavi-Darbar' was over, Sayyad took
up the opportunity to unlock his heart to the
Guru.

“Master, I have grown grey in meditation yet
I remain far from the goal. My friend, Dana Singh
who was initiated in the divine ways only the other
day is already soaring up in the realms of Infinity.
Bless me, O Lord, with the same Spark of Life.”
beseeched the aged anchorite.

The Master then blessed him with Nam-Amrit.
He was baptized as Ajmer Singh by the Master. He
grew into a towering personality and lived and died a
true Sikh, the very embodiment of Guru's ideal of the
Khalsa.

(31) At Dam-Dama Sahib: Passing through
several villages and hamlets, showering bliss and
happiness on the crowds of people who thronged from
every nook and corner to have a glimpse of his holi-
ness, the Guru at last reached Talwandi Sabo (now
called Dam-Dama Sahib).

Dalla, the chief of the locality was a man of
eminence. He had the command and love of the
inhabitants of that area. At his call, the people would
gladly lay aside their plough and take up the sword
for any honourable cause.

When Dalla heard of the Master's arrival, he led
four hundred stalwart men to meet and welcome the
Guru. He, who had heard with sorrow the poignant
story of Guru's privations and sad loss of his sons,
said to the Master, ”I am sad, my Lord, that you did
not inform me, thy servant. If only you had informed



me, I would have sent my brave soldiers and they
would have quite vanquished the enemy. The world
would have marvelled at their great courage and the
dear princes would not have died.”

“Do not grieve my friend,” said the Master, “The
princes are not dead. They have returned to their
Eternal Home.”

Just then a visitor entered and presented a gun to
the Master. It was a token of his love to the Guru for
he had spent several days and nights making it with his
own hands. The Guru accepted the offer and said
to Dalla, “Dalla, here is an opportunity, bring me
one of your men, I just want to try this gun.”

Dalla was confounded, yet he returned to his camp
in order to prove his bravado and tried to persuade
one of his men to come, but in vain. Therefore, he
returned to the Lord's presence with a long face, hang-
ing his head in shame.

The Master then said, “Let some one go and
announce to those two Sikhs, whom I see over there
tying their turbans that one is needed by the Guru
as a target for this new musket.” No sooner had the
Sikhs heard the call of the Guru, they came running
with their half tied turbans in hand.

The Guru selected the one who arrived first. The
disciple stood steady and firm with his breast thrust
forward ready to receive the bullet.

At this juncture, the other Sikh rushed forward
and said, “Sir, I request you for a little favour. The
target for your aim is my own brother. If he were to
inherit my father's property, I stand to share half of it,
by virtue of his being, his brother. Now that you are
conferring upon him the cup of immortality, I beg to
claim half of it.”



It amused the Lord, and he said, ”I grant, come and
take your stand behind your brother; so that my
bullet may deal with both of you squarely.”

They both stood straight, and vied with each other,
too eager to receive the shot.

The Guru shouldered the gun, aimed at them and
clicked the gun. But the Lord took care to pass the
bullet over their heads. But the Sikhs did not swerve
even a hair-breadth. Even as the rays of the sun touch
the soul of the earth, a million flowers and leaves
spring forth with arms spread out to meet the lyrical
soul, similarly at the call of the Master's musket,
disciples came running to him holding their heads on
the palms of their hands. Is not this loving response
akin to the mute yet spontaneous response of the
Gopikas of Bindraban to the call of the Krishna's
flute?

Dalla, witnessed the scene. He was astonished.
This stirred his spirits, and he requested the Master to
administer him and his men his life-giving Amrit.
Thousands of people took Amrit here. The Guru's
Darbar here was now as splendid as it used to be at
Anandpur. Poets and scholars who had gathered
around him at Lakhi Jungle had accompanied him to
Dam-Dama Sahib.

By this time, all restrictions against the Guru had
been removed. For on receipt of the Zafar-Nama,
the governors had been ordered by Aurangzeb to
cease molesting the Guru. It was here that the Guru's
consort and the Mother of the Khalsa joined the Lord.
When they arrived, the Guru was seated in a big
gathering of the disciples numbering about 125,000*

•According to Dr. Trump.



who were singing the immortal songs. Addressing
the Lord, the mother of the Children said:

“Where are my Four, Sire? Where are my Four?.

He replied:

“What of thy Four,
O Mother of the Children!
What of thy Four
When lives the whole people, the Khalsa here and all over.
Gone, gone are thy Four
As sacrifice for the life of these millions and more, all thy sons!
O Mother of the Children!
What if thy Four are no more?”

At Dam Dama Sahib, the Master sent for the
original copy of the Granth Sahib from Kartarpur,
at the river Beas, in order to incorporate Guru Tegh
Bahadur's hymns in it, but the foolish Mahants would
not part with it. So the Guru from his intense
'Dhyanam' of the Word dictated the whole of Granth
Sahib, comprising 1430 pages, to Bhai Mani Singh.
Granth Sahib had a second birth from Guru Gobind
Singh, and it came out of his soul, as came his Khalsa.

(32) Bahadur Shah approaches The Guru for help:
Meanwhile, Aurangzeb died in Deccan in February
1707. His death was followed by a war of succession
between his sons. Bahadur Shah, who was the eldest
son, hurried down from Peshawar to oppose his younger
brother, Azam, who had proclaimed himself Emperor.

Now Bahadur Shah sent Bhai Nandlal, to the
Guru and requested him to help him in obtaining the
throne. It has already been stated that Bhai Nand
Lai had been a secretary to the prince, but for a long
time had taken shelter at the Guru's Darbar. Bahadur
Shah promised the Guru, to be fair and just to the



Hindus and Muslims alike, and to undo all that his
father had done against them and to atone for the
injustice and oppression committed by his father—the
late Emperor. So the Guru helped him with a detach-
ment of his men in the battle of Jaju and Bahadur
Shah came out victorious.

In grateful regards for the Guru's timely help,
Bahadur Shah invited him to Agra where he was being
crowned. Bahadur Shah presented to the Guru a rich
Robe of honour and jewelled scarf (worth sixty
thousand Rupees).

After coronation, the Emperor had to go to the
South. He invited the Guru to accompany him, if
he so desired. The Guru had his own mission in
Deccan, he therefore, decided to go in his company.
For his object was also to impress upon the Emperor's
mind the utter folly of the bigotry, animosity and
narrow mindedness with which the Hindu subject
was being treated. During this journey to the South
he brought home to the Emperor the atrocities and
monstrous cruelties with which the Muslim rulers tried
to spread their faith and convert Hindus to Islam.

While marching to the South, the Guru occasion-
ally separated from the Emperor in order to preach
his Gospel. Once the Guru, followed by his disciples
was passing by the 'Smadhi' of saint Dadu. In order
to test the faith of his disciples, he lowered his arrow
before the Smadhi as a token of salutation and waited
to see how the Sikhs would react to it.

It is recorded that the Sikhs at once surrounded
the Master and asked him to come down from his
horse and explain himself. They accused him of
having broken one of the principal tenets of his faith
and therefore should be tried by a regular Commission



of the Five. He was obliged to confess and exculpate
himself by paying a fine of Rs. 125/-. But he was
much pleased with their alertness and in following the
principles laid down and not personalities. Verily>
the Light of the Perfect One had come to shine in then‰
when they coud detect a flaw even in the most honoured
of the personalities in the world.

The Guru finally parted company with the Emperor
when they reached Nander (near Hyderabad, Deccan)
on the banks of the river Godavri. He settled there
and began to preach his Gospel of Nam. Thousands
flocked round him to listen to him and be thrilled by
his holy words.

(33) Banda Singh Bahadur: A secluded hut
stood in a beautiful spot on the bank of the river
Godavri. It belonged to a Bairagi or a monk named
Madho Das. The Guru had journeyed a long way
to Deccan, perhaps, to retrieve the soul of this ascetic
and convert him to his faith and ignite him with
Promethean Fire; so that he might continue to fight
the Mughal oppressors and thus deliver the country
from their cruel hands. It was as though ordained
by Heaven that the Guru selected him. When the
Guru came, the Bairagi was not in his hut. The
Guru entered the hut and suddenly occupied the
Bairagi's couch, which no one dared to touch. For
Bairagi was known to possess some occult powers,
and he mused himself in working miracles on
whosoever visited him.

Now his men hastened to inform him about the
strange intruder. The Guru's followers had also
killed two wild goats and had cooked their meat in
the forbidden square of the Bairagi.



Madho Das was an orthodox vegetarian and so he
thought this was adding insult to injury. Therefore,
he was mad with anger and rushed back to his hut
ready to take revenge.

He violently moved headlong towards the Guru,
in his fury without waiting to ask for an explanation.
But all his powers failed him. When he found him-
self helpless, he then asked the Guru as to who he was
and what was the purpose of his visit. The Guru
answered that he was Gobind Singh and he had
come to take him out of the evil deeds and to convert
him, and retrieve his soul.

He had hardly caught the eye of the Guru, when
he was pacified and his anger transformed into active
worship. The divine light from the Guru's eyes dis-
pelled the flickering darkness from the mind of the
Bairagi, who immediately knelt before the Master and
surrendered himself heart and soul and said that he
was his Banda—slave.

The Master then instructed him in the tenets of
Sikh religion and then and there, administered Amrit
to him and initiated into the folds of his faith, and
named him Banda Singh.*

Syed Mohd Latif M. A. in his History of the
Punjab writes:-

“Gobind Singh by his persuasive eloquence and
religious zeal made such a deep impression on the
mind of Banda that he was initiated into the 'Pahul'
(Amrit Ceremony) and became disciple of the Guru.”

*(Foot Note) : Refer: (1) Tarikh-i-Hind by Ahmed Shah of Batala
(completed in 1817 A.D.)

(2) Bakhat Mai's book “Mukhtisar Hal-i-Ibtida-i-Firqa-Sikhan.
(completed in 1811 A.D.)

(3) lbrat Nama of Ali-uf-Din Mufti and Mohd Ali Khan Ansari
(1810 A.D.)



Banda Singh, as he heard from the Sikhs, the
events in the Punjab which had preceded the Master's
journey to the South, especially the episode of martyr-
dom of the princes at Chamkaur and those of younger
ones, bricked alive in the wall·at Sirhind, his blood
boiled with rage. Anger lit his heart and aroused in
him righteous indignation. He, therefore, yearned with
all his heart to wage war against the tyrants and vin-
dicate himself and punish the evil doers and subdue
the cruel rulers.

The Guru, sometime before he left this world,
granted his wish, at last. The Guru equipped him
with his own bow and quiver containing five arrows,
a standard (flag) of Saffron colour and a battle drum.
He deputed five of the khalsas to accompany him and
help him with their counsel and advice.

Banda Singh was to be the secular leader of the
Sikhs. He was enjoined to adhere to Truth at all
costs and to abide to the counsel of the Five and never
to ignore them. He was assured that as long as he
was true and faithfully obeyed the word and spirit of
Guru's parting instructions, victory would ever abide
with him. He was also warned that the Divine Grace
was highly volatile and that it evaporated the moment
it was warmed by the flame of self-seeking and
Egotism. He was, therefore, instructed to follow the
Master's Will and not his own, and thereby save him-
self from dangers and pitfalls. The counsel of the
Five Khalsas (who were fully enlightened spiritually)
would guide and advise him. Banda Singh took the
oath, bowed and departed.

The outstanding example of Guru Gobind Singh's
power to make the sparrow to hunt the hawk and one
man fight a legion (sava Lakh) was Banda Singh



Bahadur, a hermit wedded to the creed of non-violence,
whom the Guru made into the greatest general of the
age.

He planted the Guru's flag in a village thirtyfive
miles of Delhi. The Sikhs from all over the Punjab
gathered under his banner and made such powerful
and devastating attacks that within a few months of
his arrival, they erased the Mughal adminstration from
all over the Cis-Sutlej territories.

Samana, Shahabad and Sadhaura were among the
first important places to fall in Banda Singh's hands.
He next moved in the direction of Sirhind, whose
governor, Wazir Khan, came out to meet him with a
large force and an innumerable host of Muslim
crusaders. The battle was fought on the plain of
Chappar Chiri on May 12, 1710. The cold-blooded
murder of the young sons of Guru Gobind Singh
associated with the town and its governor was still
fresh in the memory of the Sikhs. They made so
strong and sweeping attack that the enemy could not
stand against them. Wazir Khan was killed in the
battle. His minister, Sucha Nand, who had supported
the order of the governor of bricking alive of the infant
sons of Guru Gobind Singh was put to sword.
Sirhind was razed to the ground.

In the next few years Banda Singh fought the
Mughal Subedars in several pitched battles. His
raids extended from the Himalayan foothills where
he set up his headquarters to the Jumna-Gangetic
Doab. Lahore and Delhi were two islands in a
surging sea of Banda's soldiers. Emperor Bahadur
Shah failed to crush him and died in delusion of victory
over the Sikhs.

In the whole of the world history, there is no figure



so remarkable, and mighty who without any equip-
ment and without resources could have challenged
the mightiest empire, as that of the Mughals and in so
short a time brought it to its knees as did Banda.
Even the mightiest of Monarchs and the greatest of
the world generals had not performed the wonders that
Banda Singh achieved during a brief span of a few
years. Banda need only to be touched to be stirred
into great action—the gentle touch of the Master was
enough to inspire him to intense vigour and activity
—that he became a hawk from a sparrow.

Guru Gobind Singh, never wielded arms except
to save a soul. Whoever died under his bow, died
on earth only to live eternally in Heaven. Guru was
God-Sent. He was all love. He was the saviour
come to earth. He created an ideal man—Khalsa.
He struggled to establish, the Kingdom of Heaven on
earth, but not to wreak vengeance or build an Empire.
Where love abides there is no room for revenge.
It was not for him to take up arms against those who
slew his sons. When he took to arms, it was to save
the stricken Punjab or down-trodden Kashmir, where
Islam was being forced upon people at the point of the
sword. The Guru raised his sword not for personal
ends but for righteousness—for saving and up-holding
Hindu Dharma from the bigotary and oppression of
the Muslim rule.

But Banda Singh was born retribution, he was the
shadow or the reverse of Guru Gobind Singh. The
sword of Banda Singh Bahadur struck, but he had no
balm, he fought only to punish and kill and not to
save. Aurangzeb reaped what he had sown. Banda
Singh was a personification of all that were vindictive.



He recoiled with greater and increased strength of
revenge on the tyrant.

Banda Singh Bahadur overran the whole of the
area from Lahore to Delhi and destroyed root and
branch all those oppressors and cruel administrators
and meted out punishment to one and all for their
past misdeeds.

Ultimately in the winter of 1715 A.D., Banda
Singh was surrounded at Gurdaspur Nangal and
starved to surrender.

Banda Singh along with his family and over 700
companions were brought in irons to Delhi for
execution. The scene is described by Mirza Mohd:
Harisi who was an eye-witness:

“Those unfortunate Sikhs, who had been reduced to this last extremity,
were quite happy and contented with their fate; not the slightest
sign of dejection or humility was to be seen on their faces.—And
if any one said: “Now you will be killed,” they shouted back:
“Kill us then. When were we afraid of death?”

The execution began on the 5th March, 1716,
A.D. and continued for a week. They were watched by
thousands of citizens. The scene, graphically described
by British envoys, was perhaps the first glimpse of
Sikhism given to the West . They record that not
even one Sikh bought his bodily safety at the price of
his faith.

After 700 men had been executed (including a
young newly married boy who refused to accept
pardon) came the turn of Banda Singh on 19th June,
1716. He was taken to Mehrauli, eleven miles south
of Delhi. He was offered pardon if he accepted
Islam. On his refusal to do so, his son, Ajai Singh,
was hacked to bits before his eyes and the boy's heart
was thrust into Banda's mouth.



Before Banda Singh was executed, a Mughal
noble-man, Mohammed Amin Khan, said to him:
‘It is surprising that one, who shows so much acuteness
in his features and so much of nobility in his conduct,
should have been guilty of such horrors.”

Banda Singh replied :—

“Whenever men become so corrupt and wicked and the tyranny of the
despotic rulers passeth all bounds, then Providence never fails to
raise up a scourage like me to chastise a race so depraved; but when
the measure of punishment is full then he raises up men like
you to bring him to punishment. As you and I can see.”

Translated

Banda Singh's flesh was torn from his frame by
red-hot pincers and he was put to death in a most
brutal manner.

Banda Singh Bahadur lived like a meteor, blazing
a life of transient splendour and yet his name will
sparkle, when true national history of India would be
written, for his wounderous achievements which were
no less than miracles.

(34) Life at Nander: At Nander, the Guru
selected a charming and a lovely spot on the bank
of the river Godavri, and he pitched his camp there.
Crowds of people seeking spiritual light, love and life
flocked to him.

He spent the last days of his earthly life wrapped
in the wonderous glow of ‘Nam’ which was similar
to the life he lead at Anandpur. The same divine
songs, and the soul stirring Words spontaneously
flowed as from a fountain renewing life and vigour
to the lost and forlorn, sad and dry hearts. It was
indeed a model of 'Anandpur' reproduced in Deccan.



Saiyad Khan, the former general of Imperial
forces, who was so much touched with the divineness
of the Guru in the battle field that he chose to fall
at his lotus feet, now travelled all the way from
Kangra hills to see the Master at Nander. One day,
when Saiyad Khan, was seated in the assembly with
the Master and his disciples, a messenger brought
him a letter from the Punjab. The letter, was a sort
of short song from his sister, Nasiran, telling in brief
the story of heroic death of Sayyed Buddhu Shah of
Sadhura. The Emperor's armies had ransacked
Sadhura and treated Pir Buddhu Shah as a rebel
for having faith in Guru Gobind Singh whom they
considered as a ‘Kafir’—infidel. The letter read:-

“Shah Sahib is gone to the Abode of Truth and now it is my turn.
Though I have not seen the Master with these eyes, but I have drunk
of His Beauty in my 'Dhyanam\ I have tied a white 'Kafin* on
my head and have slung a Kirpan in my belt.

Thy Sister Nasiran, the Guru's Nasiran, is blossoming in joy to
meet death as a soldier of the Master. Lo, brother! Farewell.
Now I am going out to fight and die a glorious death.”

The lady, Nasiran, who was born and bred up as
a Muslim, was enlightened by the Master's divinity
and her devotion led her to sacrifice her two sons,
her husband and then her own life at the alter of
righteousness.

After a long and weary journey, the messenger
had found Saiyad Khan seated in the assembly sharing
the joy and radiance imparted by the Master's glow-
ing face.

As the letter was read, the Master closed his
eyes and blessed his daughter, Nasiran.



(35) Guru Gobind Singh's Ascension : The close
connections between Bahadur Shah and Guru Gobind
Singh for sometime past alarmed Wazir Khan, the
Nawab of Sirhind. For he had ordered the infant
sons of Guru to be briked alive in the wall and it
was he, who was responsible for inflicting most of
the sufferings on the Guru. He feared that his
life would be in danger if the new Emperor and
the Guru should come to a compromise. He,
therefore, conspired a plot to kill the Guru and he
sent two young pathans to assassinate him.

One day, the Guru was having a nap after the
evening prayers, the two pathans stole into his tent
room. The Master's sole attendant was also feeling
drowsy at the time and this afforded the pathans an
opportunity to accomplish their mission. One of
them thrust a dagger into his side, fatally wounding
the Master. Before he could deal another blow,
he fell a prey to the Guru's sabre. His fleeing com-
panion was stabbed to death by a Sikh who rushed
this side hearing the noise,

The Guru's wound was immediately stiched up by
the Emperor's European surgeon and within a few days
it appeared to have been healed. Soon after, when the
Master tugged at a hard strong bow, the imperfectly
healed wound burst open and caused profuse bleeding.
But the Guru maintained his usual cheerfulness and
so nobody could guess that his end was drawing near.

But to the Guru, however, it was crystal clear
that the call of the Father from Heaven had come;
therefore, one day in the sacred assembly of the
Khalsa he gave the last and enduring message of his
mission. Having placed five pice and a cocoanut
before the Granth Sahib, he said:—



“So had the Eternal Father ordained,
And therefore I set up the Panth,—The holy Way of Life,
Hear ye all my Sikhs,
This is the final commandment;
The Word is Master now—
Guru Granth, the Brahm Gyan, the Song of Nam.
Let all disciples seek the Master in the Divine Word
The Spirit of all the Ten Gurus
Is enshrined in Guru Granth
The Embodiment of the Divine Word.”

(A free translation)

Having spoken the memorable words, the Guru
bowed before Guru Granth, Brahm Gyan (Divine
Knowledge) and so did all the Sikhs after him. As
for his personality, the Guru had already merged
the same in the Five Beloved Ones—The Khalsa.
The Sikh history had been moving towards this
divine end. There was to be no personal Guru in
future for the Sikhs. Gurbani, the Divine Word
would inspire and bring about the inner realization
of the Impersonal Guru. The Guru—God's Light
is eternal, ever-lasting, ever shining and all-pervading.
His presence can be realized in the firmament of
our soul, through Gurbani, and Sangat (Association
of the Khalsa).

Thus fulfilling and completing his mission he
retired for the night. About an hour and a half
after midnight, he arose and began to recite the Divine
Word. He, then called his Sikhs around him and
bade them the last farewell.

WAHEGL·RU JI KA KHALSA

WAHEGURU JI KI FATEH

(The Khalsa is 0fG0J, the Lord
And to God is the Victory)

(Translated)



The Sikhs were shocked at what had so un-
expectedly happened. Deep was their grief that they
had not the opportunity of talking to the Master at
the last moment before his departure.

The Master returned to his Eternal Home.
This happened on the 5th of the bright half of Katik,
Sambat 1765 (7th October 1708 A.D.). The Guru
was then 42 years of age. His stay at Nander was
less than a year.

Come out, O Saki ! once again
And manifest Thyself in our inner spiritual realms
And dye our minds in the fast crimson colour of Thy Love
That this may never get soiled
And ever remain spotlessly clean and bright.

Pray, stay on Thy Door of Mercy
A little while more,
And pour out of Thy Flask the Ruby Wine
On our broken bowls
That the very pieces may combine with joy of Thy presence,
And may still hold on Thy Wine,

Till the dead rise, the dumb sing and the blind see
And all the three drunk with Nam-Ras
May dance round Thy Throne
In pristine glory of the manifestation of Man again !
And welcome a new sun rise in a new sky
Incarnadined by the splash of Thy Ruby Wine.

(The Author)



THE EVER LIVING PRESENCE OF THE GURU

Guru, the Divine Master is a prolific Being,
With all powers endowed.
Being Supreme, Infinite Spirit,
Nanak, Guru, is for ever and ever in presence.

(Guru Arjan: Bilwal)
Translated.

Our Father Guru Gobind Singh, the Tenth
Master, before he physically left this planet and hid
himself in the Eternal Realms of the fathomless Spi-
ritual Infinity, said to his disciples: ”I give you
now these Divine Songs. The incorporated sacred
hymns will be the voice of the Guru to his disciples.
The Word is the Master, now I name this Embodi-
ment of the Word, as Guru Granth Sahib.”

The Guru thus promised his own presence for
all times to come, in the mystic person of “Guru
Granth”. Guru Granth Sahib is Man with Divine
appointment. Guru Nanak is still with us, a Song,
a Book—nay Braham Gyan. We bow to Braham
Gyan—Divinity incarnated. Guru Grantha is in
every home. And the Father still sings so sweet,
his voice still rings in our ears. Gurbani is sur-
charged with the Guru's Spirit. The Divine Word
enlightens and inspires the seekers of Truth.

The Master is still before us in his Khalsa.
Khalsa is he, who day and night constantly abides
in Ever-A wake Divine Light of Consciousness and in
whose mind the Full Moon of the Divine Light shines
forth. The Man is still the centre of life. The



saint reminds us of the Father's love, he speaks with
confidence: “Look, the Father-of-All is still standing
behind, who sees ye, but whom ye see not. Be full
of reverence every moment of your life. Beware!
let not the Guru-given fire within die out! Keep up
the Flame of Nam, let not the Flame die out.” Love
for the Man of God is very love of God. This common
thing is precious beyond value. This is what Jewel-
lers know. My soul! Rise, awake and say Hail
Master, Hail Holy One, Lord Thou art Wonderful.”

The disciples of the Master live not by bread
alone, but by every Word that proceedeth out of the
mouth of the Lord. The Guru's Word is the voice
of God arousing the soul to spiritual effort.

When the Guru appeared to a person, drawn by
his child-like consciousness, he was wonderstruck to
see the Master. He simply blushed and was speech-
less. He did not know what to say and how to welcome
the Lord and sing his glory. The first gift of the Guru
was the gift of the song of praise in the name of Him-
self.

The inspired disciple then praised the Lord by
those songs put into his soul. These flowers of songs
were showered on the Divine Bridegroom. The poet
in person stands in the back-ground of the Guru
Granth. The Guru portion is absolutely silent. It
is Eternity.

The Master also made prayers for the humanity
in the name of himself in the first person and said,
“Come ye little children, let thou thus pray to the
Lord.”

All divine poetry is thus disciple poetry. Words
have been put in the mouth of the disciples for prayer
and praise.



The Guru's hymns are sung to fill the disciples
with the peace of God when they are faint and exhaus-
ted. Gurbani is the living fountain from which
hundreds quench their thirst. It is like a snow-fed
river in which we can dip our soul. This cools down
all fire of passions and we feel refreshed.

Guru's songs give us joy, they vitalize the whole
of our spritual being, elevate it and ennoble it. We
meet the Master in his hymns and kiss his Lotus Feet.
Nanak pours the infinite of his soul in his lyrics,
which is then poured into the hearts of the disciples
who then participate in the Infinite.

We love to repeat his songs and recite them over
and over again. So profound has been the influence
of the constant repetition of the divine lyric that its
pure cadence has dissolved in the very blood and
bones of our people.

Of course, mere mechanical repetition, like the
Namaz of the Qazi of Sultanpur, will not be a graceful
act. We must learn to live, move and have our being
in the rhythm of the divine songs and gather experi-

' ence of love sensation and the thrill of life.
A Sikh is enjoined to rise early in the morning,

bathe and say the Japji* of Guru Nanak, Jap Sahib
and ten Swayas of Guru Gobind Singh. He may
also repeat 'Sukhmani' and listen to 'Asa-di-Var'.
In the evening he is to recite 'Reheras' and at bed-time,
the 'Sohila-Arti'. And he is to remember and con-
sciously repeat the Name of God at all times.

The Japji is a revelation, which springs from the
God-illumined heart of Guru Nanak, in direct and

•Readings from the Japji & translation- of a few hymns of Guru
Gobind Singh are given in the next chapter.



constant touch with the Eternal Reality, the One-in-
all and All-in-One. Japji is the burden of the
whole Guru Grantha.

The day of the disciples begins with Japji.
Whenever the worldly troubles encompass us, we
go to Japji. . And as we rise in the rhythm of Japji,
there is no more distress or dust. The sore melan-
choly of our heart and mind is made whole by Japji.
It imparts the Spark of Life and the soots on our
faces burn up and they begin to glow like roses. It
is a charmed hymn. In its repetition is life.

Guru Granth Sahib is for ever calling us. It
is the call of the Heavenly Father to his children
reminding them that it is time to cease play and
come home—offering to wash and cleanse their dusty
faces and mud-smeared hands and feet with the Soap
of Sabad. Those who heed this call, are purified in
mind and body, receive and drink Nam Ras—the
Honey of Life which the Divine Master gives them.
Henceforth they are brought under the loving care
of the Father, their faces glowing with the bliss of
innocence and love.

Meeting the Guru, the personification of God,
in the subjective realm within us, is a whole spiritual
enlightenment in a glance. Without his Grace we
grope in darkness. When Guru—the Impersonal
manifests himself in our soul consciousness, he merges
out as our personal God, thereby inspiring us with
his continuous and enduring companionship.

Behold! He tarries at the door and gently
knocks, if any man hears his voice and open the doors
of his heart, he will come unto him and reveal himself.
And fill the devotee's heart with wonderous strange
new feelings, which will quicken every fibre of his



being with the creative instict, and a veritable Elixir
of Life. Man's whole soul will leap with joy, enlight-
enment and perfect peace, that human words and
human mind cannot possibly picture. The man
comes to realize, that after all these weary years of
wandering, he has at last returned to ‘his home’ and
entered into the Kingdom of God within him.

The more complete our faith, sincerity and surren-
der, the more will be the Guru's Grace and protection
upon us. When he is our strength and shield,
our rock and fortress, whom should we fear? The
realization of his presence will carry us through all
difficulties, obstacles and danger and we can go our
way careless of all menaces, unaffected by any hosti-
lity however, powerful. Such are his loving care
and tender mercies.

We should, therefore, take all our problems and
difficulties to Him. His touch can turn difficulties
into opportunities, failures into success and weakness
into unfaltering strength. For the Grace of the Guru
is the sanction of the Supreme. Let us, therefore
submit the realm of our mind to him. Guru Arjan
thus speaks in the 1st person while describing the
condition of the mind of a disciple, when he is
touched by the Grace of the Guru :-

“Happiness I have found in the child-like temperament.
I met the Master, he touched me.
Since then joy or grief, pain or pleasure,
Profit or loss or even life and death are same to me.
My mind remains undisturbed.
So long as I remained entangled in my own thoughts, desires and expec-

tations
There were worries, sorrow and suffering.
But since I am touched by the Grace of the Guru,
There is constant peace and joy.
Before meeting the Master,



The more clever and skilful I tried to become
The more were the bondages and chains around me.
But since the Divine Master blessed me by placing his hand on my head,
I became free of all cares, worries and anxieties.
So long a · I was engrossed in ‘My’ and ‘Mine’
I remained, as if, encompassed by poisonous snakes.
But leaving all my cleverness.,
I gave myself up in his hands,
Like a child in the arms of the mother,
Since then, I have slept comfortably without any worry.
So long as I carried the bundles of responsibilties on my head,
I paid the penalties and remained helplessly servile.
I threw all these bundles at the feet of the Master
And took refuge in Him,
Since then have I become fearless,
No more worry, no fear, no sorrow.

(Guru Arjan: Rag Majh)

So we must not leave our hearts cold and bare,,
but prepare in them a Royal Throne for the True
King. Girding our loins in readiness, we ought to
keep our lamps burning, as of those who wait and
watch for their Lord. The Master of the House
might appear any moment and delight us saying:
'I still am here, My little children! Awake and
say: Hail Master! Hail Holy One. Lord Thou art
Wonderful.”



READINGS FROM GURU NANAK'S JAPJI
(Translated)

PROLOGUE

There is but One God—Manifested and Unmanifested One,
The Eternal All-pervading Divine Spirit,
The Creator, the Supreme Being,

(omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent)
Without fear, without enmity,
Immortal Reality,
Unborn, Self-Existent,
Realized through the Grace of the Guru.

JAPJI

True in the timeless beginning,
True in the past infinity of ages,
Even now, He is the Truth,
Sayeth Nanak, for ever & ever He shall be Truth Eternal.

I

Not by thought can He be comprehended
Tho' one thinketh a hundred thousand times,
Nor by silence can He be grasped
Even if, it were possible at all, to have continuous silence.
Without Him, the desire satiates not,
Even with the world-loads of wealth.
And of the countless clever devices,
Not even one availeth.
How then to attain the Truth?
How can the veil of falsehood be rent asunder?
Abiding by the Divine Will only,
Which is ingrained in our being.



IV

The Lord is Truth Absolute
And is manifested in Truth.
Infinite are the ways in which He is described.
His creatures pray to Him for all kinds of gifts,
The Bounteous One gives unwearingly
Naught is our own, all is His that we possess,
What then should we offer
That we might see His Kingdom?
What sweet words shall we utter to win His Love?
In the ambrosial hours of the fragrant dawn
Meditate on True Nam and His glory.
Our actions determine this vesture of body
But salvation comes through Grace alone.
Thus know, O Nanak,
That the True One is all-in-all Himself.

V

He cannot be installed (in temples)
Nor can He be created
He is of Himself, devoid of material conditions
Great are they and honoured of Heaven
Who serve His Will,
He is the Treasure House of all Goodness and Beauty.

Sing ye men, His greatness,
Praise the Lord, and hear of Him
Fill thy heart with His Love & greatness
Thus ye shalt go free of pain & suffering
And thy heart shalt be filled with joy & peace.

The Guru's Word confers the Celestial Music,
The Guru's Word is the source of divine illumination,
For the Guru's Word is inspired by the spirit of God.
This life of holy inspiration is the Master's gift,
Through His Good Will & Love one sees the presence of God

everywhere.
(we recognise no other gods & goddesses)



The Guru's glory is so exalted
that even if I knew,

It would be impossible to express in human language,
But the Guru has unrevelled one mystery:
That there is but One Benefactor of all creatures;
May I never forget Him
(This is repetition of Nam, this is simran)

VI

I would bathe at the sacred places
If by so doing I could please Him,
But what use is this bathing
If it pleaseth Him not that way?

How can mere bathing help,
When in the whole wide world that I see around
Nothing can be gained without right action
In thy own mind, lie buried
Gems, jewels and rubies
Of thought, goodness & virtue
But only if ye hearken to the one counsel of the Guru
That there is but One Benefactor of all creatures;
May I never forget Him.

VII

Were a man to live ages four,
Or even ten times more,
Were he be known all over the nine continents
And were all men to follow him
And he to win a name & fame
And to get praise & renown of the whole world,
Yet without the Light of His glance beaming on him
He would be of no account whatever,
Such a man would be a worm among vermins,
A sinner amongst sinners,
But wonderous are the ways of the Lord,
He bestoweth virtue on the non-virtuous who repent
And increasing blessedness to the virtuous



But I can think of none
Who in turn could do Him any good.
(He is the Infinite Supreme, above all!)

XX

If the hands, feet or body become dirty
They can be washed clean with water
When the clothes are soiled with dirt,
Soap is applied and they are washed clean
But when mind is defiled by sin
Naught, else availeth
It needs to be washed
With the Love of Thy Name, O Lord
Thy Name can restore to its fair transparency.

‘Virtuous’ and ‘Vicious’ are not mere words
Whatever one does,
One carries its record along
Just as men sow, so shall they reap
O Nanak, they come and go
As ordained by the Divine Law.

XXI

Small indeed is the merit of making
Pilgrimages, penances, compassion and alms giving
If one has not been within oneself
And bathed in Ambrosial River within.
If one has not felt holy inspiration within,
If the seed of Nam is not put in the soil of the heart,
If love has not yet sprung.

All kinds of Beauty are Thine, O Lord!
No beauty whatever I have,
How can I aspire to love thee
If Thou makest me not to see Thy Beauty everywhere!

All hail to Thee!
O Self-existent, Thou art the Word



Thou art the Primal Truth, Thou art the Eternal Beauty!

XXII

There are millions and millions of worlds below and above ours,
Man's mind is tired of this great search.
It cannot reach the end of His vastness.
All knowledge of man and thousands of books of East and West
Proclaim with one voice that He is boundless.
How can the Infinite be reduced to finite?
All attempts to describe Him are lost.
O Nanak, He Himself knows how great He is.

XXIII

Ours is to lose ourselves in praise and worship
Nor need we know His greatness
No need to fathom the unfathomable.
As the rivers and streams flow into the sea with their song
Let us flow on to the Infinite
Not knowing how vast is the ocean's flood
Like an Ocean is the Lord Almighty.
The devotees merge themselves in Him
But cannot describe the greatness of the Lord
On the other hand, kings who possess dominion as vast as the sea
With heaps of wealth as high as mountain
Are not equal to the little ant
The ant that forgetteth not God in its heart.

XXVII

The same and the same and the Eternally True is my Master!
He forever, subsists His Name is True.
He is; He shall be; He cannot be thought away
Nor doth He depart.
He made this world of diverse shapes and colours,
Fold on fold, embryo within embryo,



That new to new grows
And my Lord watches His own Handiwork
And enjoys its greatness and glory
All moves by His will.
He wills as He wills.
None can undo His will.
My Lord is the King of Kings, the Absolute!
Nanak, it behoves us to remain resigned to Him.

XXVIII

Of what avail are thy ear-rings O Yogi?
To be a true Yogi,
Put on the ear-rings of Contentment,
Make ‘Spiritual Effort’ thy begging bowl and pouch
‘Mind intent on God’, the a ashes ye rub on thy body
‘The thought of the death’ thy patched coat
‘Virgin-like chastity’ thy way, and Faith thy staff
Make ‘Universal Brotherhood’ thy sect.
To subdue the mind is to conquer the world
Hail to Him who is the beginning of all.
And who Himself is without a beginning
The Primal, Pure, Eternal and Immortal
Who is the same through ages & ages.

XXXII

Let my tongue become a hundred thousand tongues
Let the hundred thousand be mutiplied twenty folds
With each tongue I would repeat the Name of the Lord
Many hundred thousand of time
For this is the path leading to the house of Bridegroom
There are steps which we have to mount
And become one with Him.

By hearing the news of Heavens High
The self-conceited persons
Who are like worms crawling begin to vie
With those whose souls are lit by the glances of God,

who beam with Beatitude Eternal.



xxxin

0 Lord! Throw me not on myself,
Of my power I can nor speak nor observe silence
Throw me not on my own strength;
Of my will I can
Nor pray nor give myself to Thee!
Nor I can follow life nor even death!
Nor by my own power can I a begger be or a king.
Throw me not on myself;
For by myself I can
Nor gain my soul nor the knowledge of Thyself.
Throw me not on myself.
For I am unable to cross the Sea of change.
1 cannot, O Lord!
All Power belong to Thee;
Thou alone can do and undo all things
Verily, Verily, Sayeth Nanak, no one can of himself be high or low.

XXXVIII

They, on whom God looks with favour
Toil hard with patience as smiths
Chastity of thought and speech and deed is their Furnace,
On the anvil of understanding
They hammer with the Hammer of Divine Word
With the blast of Suffering and the Bellows of God's Fear.
In the Crucible of heart full of love, they melt the Gold of Nam
True is this mint where man is cast and recasts in the image of God,
Where Man is the Word and the Word is Man;
On such as these, He showers His grace and Glance and Bliss of Life

Eternal.

(EPILOGUE)

Air like the Guru's Word gives us the breath of life,
Water sires us, earth is our mother,
Day and Night are the two nurses
The whole world is playing in their lap
Before the Great judge will be read out our actions good or bad;



According to our actions
Some of us shall be nearer to Him,
Some of us farther off.
But those who have fixed their Dhyan on Nam,
They shall pass above the pain of labour;
Their task is done.
The faces of those victors reflect glory
Nanak, many more, in their company, shall be saved.



TRANSLATION OF A FEW HYMNS OF
GURU GOBIND SINGH

BY THY GRACE

Thou art O Lord formless, colourless, markless,
Thou art casteless, classless, creedless,
Thy form, hue, shape and garb
Cannot be described by anyone.
Thou art the Spirit of Eternity.
Self-Radiant Thou shineth in Thy splendorr,
Limitless is Thy power.
Thou art the Lord of countless rulers
The King of kings,
The Supreme sovereign of the whole universe
Highest of the high,
Men, gods and demons,
They all sing of Thee
Nay, even the grass blades of the forest
Speak of Thee in myriad of voices:
“Thou art Infinite, Thou art Infinite,
O Lord, who can tell the count of Thy Names?
Thy names relating to Thy deeds I will state
Through Thy wisdom and grace.

(Jap Sahib—1)

Thou art O Lord;
Formless, Peerless, Beginningless, Birthless.
Bodiless, Colourless, Desireless, Dauntless.
Beyond thought, Beyond praise, Beyond apprehension, Beyond

knowledge,
Beyond time, Beyond action, Beyond fear, Beyond defeat.
Immovable, Invincible, Unassailable, Unconquerable,
Immeasurable, Unknowable, Unfathomable, Incalculable.
Above creation, above praise, above name, above definition,



Above work, above support, above bondage, above birth.
My obeisance to Thee.

(Jap-Sahib—29)

Thou hast neither sons nor grandsons
Thou hast neither friends, no foes,
Thou hast neither father nor mother
Thou hast neither caste nor lineage

(Jap-Sahib—148)

Thou art O Lord;
Eternal Existence, Consciousness and Bliss,
Destroyer of enemies of righteousness
Merciful creator, Indweller of all, Marvellous, and with Wonderful

powers,
A Terror to the tyrants,
Destroyer and Preserver,
Compassionate and Merciful.

(Jap-Sahib—198)

Thou art O Lord;
Pervading Spirit in all the fourquarter,
Dominant in all the four directions
Self-Existent and abiding in glory
Controlling everything for its good.
Pilot at two crossings, birth and death,
Embodiment of Grace and Compassion
Ever so near to everyone, Protector of all
Everlasting is Thy Treasure and Glory.

(Jap Sahib 199)

Those bathing at sacred places,
Generous, Charitable,
Those subduing the senses and practising physical restraint,
Performing multitude of religious rituals,
Those studying Vedas, Puranas, and Quran,



Of all climes and of all times,
Those said to be living only on air,
Celebates, restraining their passions
Thousands of them have I seen,
But without the worship and love of God,
All their deeds are of no account.

(Sudha Swaya 4)

Trained armies accoutred with coats of mail,
Powerful, irresistible, unconquerable,
Filled with high martial spirit,
With indomitable determination
Unshaken even if mountains on wings they encounter,
Shattering the ranks of their enemies,
Ready to humble the pride of mad war-mongers,
They pass on leaving this world.
But without the Grace of Almighty God
They are of no account.

(Sudha Swaya 5)

The temple and mosque are the same;
The Hindu worship and the Muslim prayer are the same;
All men are the same; it is only through error
That we see them different.
All men are endowed with the same eyes, the same body
And are a compound of the same elements.

Thus the Abhek of the Hindus and Allah of Muslim
Mean the same Supreme One;
The Puranas and the Quran sing of the same Lord.
They are all of one form,
The One Lord made them all.

(Akal Ustat 86, 16)

O Great God!
Grant me this boon
May I never waver
From doing righteous acts;



May I never fear
To fight evil in the battle of life
Instead let confidence and courage
Bring forth my victory.
May my highest ambition be
To sing Thy praises
And may Thy Glory
Be engrained in my mind.
And when this mortal
Reaches its limit
May I die fighting
With unbounded courage.

(From Chandi-Ki-Var)

He who constantly keeps his mind
Intent upon Ever Awake Light of Consciousness,
And never swerves from the thought of One God;
And he who is adorned with full faith in Him;
And is wholly steeped in the Love of the Lord,
And even by mistake never puts his faith in fasting,
Or in the worship of tombs, sepulchre or crematoriums,
Or in anything else but devotion to One God;
Caring not even for pilgrimages, alms-giving,
Penances or austerities
And in whose heart and soul the Divine Light
Shines forth as the full moon
Such a one is worthy to be deemed as pure Khalsa

(1st of 33 Swayas)



THE SIKH THOUGHT AND WAY OF LIFE

(a) Sikh Belief

Through countless ages, complete darkness brood-
ed over utter vacancy. There were no worlds, no
firmaments. The Will of the Lord was alone pervasive.
There was neither night, nor day nor sun nor moon,
but only God in ceaseless trance. When there was
no creation at all, Nirankar (Formless), the Unmani-
fested Lord, was centred in Himself, Formless and
Self-Absorbed. When He so willed, He became
manifest as also unmanifest—He, the back-ground
of all things. But just before the world of form was
shaped and all was still in a single unit, in a state of
oneness—all in Divine Light, we call Him Ik-Onkar
—the IK—1—denotes His unity and uniqueness,
He is one without any equal, in whom Nirgun (Abso-
lute,) and 'Sargun' (One Being with attributes) both
were reconciled; in whom subject and object were still
one.

Ik-Onkar first formed Himself into Sat Nam.
Sat Nam (The Word)—the Eternal and All Pervading
Divine Spirit is the first manifestation of the unmani-
fest, and in Him all that is, has its being.

The whole universe flowed out of Sat-Nam.
He made all things and unto Himself He shall again
absorb. It is Nam that ultimately leads back the
manifest into unmanifest One.

“For millions and millions of ages and for uncountable aeons.
There was nothing but nebulous density in the beginning
Neither planets nor sky was there;
Only the Divine Will was pervasive.



There was neither night nor day; neither solar system, nor satellites
but only God self-absorbed.

No atmosphere, no gases no sound,
No water or imprimis water
There was no time either.
When God willed, He created the universe
The expanse was caused without a formal cause,
None knoweth the Lord's beginning nor His end.
The Perfect Guru revealth this secret.
Nanak, those whom the knowledge of the Lord
Maketh to wonder,
Are caught into His Truth,
Since singing His glory,
They become aware of His wonder.

Guru Nanak:
(Maru Sohile 1-3-16)

“When Thou willst, forthwith streams out wonderous cosmoses many
Pervaded all by Thy Hallo-Multicoloured, yea! by the Modes Three
Good and Evil then begin to be spoken of,
So did the fear of Hell and hope of Heaven.
There the entangling-net of Maya is cast, and all earthly snares,
Then follow Egotism; Illusion, fear, error and doubt,
Weal and woe, honour and dishonour; these in endless confusion.
A plethora of these verily! difficult, too dfficult to explain.
This is all God's play and God Himself is the spectator,
But when He lets the curtain fall, then lo! all is One! The only One God.

(Guru Arjan's Sukhmani Sahib 21-6)
Translated.

“Through His Will He created all the forms of things,
But His Will cannot be expressed.
It is through His Will the streams of life do flow
Some are exalted and are in higher life, others are born low.”

(From Guru Nanak's Japji)
Translated.

“From the One are all forms, all colours,
Yea, all contain the same air, water and fire;
And He the Lord seeth all in different forms
But rare are the God-wards, who reflect on this.
The Lord pervades all, at all places,
Yea, He the Manifest, Unmanifest.
He, of Himself, awaken one out of Slumber.”

(Guru Amar Das, Gauri Gaareri)
Translated.



The Sikh thought is strictly monistic. There
is nothing Eternal or Self-Existent except God. Both
matter and soul are His creation: “From One, the
many emanate and finally they all merge in One.”

God is not detached from His creation. But
while He is transcendent, He is also immanent. He
is Sat-Nam—Eternal All Pervading Supreme Spirit,
Which sustains the whole creation. He is One-in-All
and All-in-One. He is thus described in a single
sentence:—

“One Supreme Being-Becoming, All-Pervading Eternal-Spirit, Being
that creates, Without fear, Without hate, Time-less-Form, Unborn,
Self-Radiant, Known by the Grace of the Guru.

(Japji)

In the Sikh scriptures, God is described as the
greatest moral being Whose justice is truest, who hears
our complaints whether expressed or unexpressed,
Who understands all our intention, and Who is the
perfect Master of His Will.

God expresses Himself in His creation. By
this very act, the Limitless is limited in the form of an
individual which comes into existence. The indivi-
dual exists as a separate entity so long as awareness
of 'I-am-ness' persists.

' 'I-am-ness' or egoism is the limiting factor which
limits the Limitless, Universal Consciousness into
individual consciousness, separating Jiv-Atma from
Param-Atma and creates the separated-asserting-self.
It is because of this egoism that we are born, live,
suffer and die.

The Root of Evil

Thus self-hood, or ego is the deep-rooted disease
from which man suffers and is, therefore, the root of



evil, sin and the cause of pain. This self-hood, or
individuality, appearing in the shadow of Maya,
under interplay of three GUNAS (Raj, Sat, Tarn)
creates 'Karma' (action) and binds the individual
to the wheel of birth and death. As long as the
asserting of self persists, the Jiv-Atma or the individual
soul, must reap the fruits of its own action or karma
and remain subject to transmigration.

“The Jiva is bound by his own action.

(Guru Ram Das : Bhairon)

As long as he knows himself as the~doer
He is subject to re-birth.”

(Guru Arjan: Gauri Sukhmani)
Translated

Maya
We see neither God, nor His creation, in its true

light, because we are enveloped by Maya (The Great
Illusion) which individualizes our personality and
gives the feelings of 'I-am-ness\ But from where
has Maya descended?

It, too, is the creation of the Self-Same Supreme
God; for darkness is nothing but the other side of
the light, and yet how could we distinguish between
light and darkness without knowing and coming to
grip with either?

Maya, according to Sikhism has no positive
existence. As the individual limited consciousness
perceives the Reality only in the form of partial
knowledge, which is a necessary corallary on account
of the process of involution. Just as darkness is
is merely a negative aspect of the light so is Maya or
ignorance, which causes illusion and doubt, an
absence of knowledge.



The World is described in the Sikh scriptures not
as an illusion or a source of sin, but as the very house
of God in which he lives. The earth, therefore,
becomes sanctified, being the “Abode of the True
One.”; for how could that who is Eternally
True, create some thing which is eternally false?”
True this world is transient and is subject to change
and there are greater realities than this; but this does
not mean that the world does not exist at all and is
a mere dream, though it may be short-lived like a
dream. But it does exist in reality.

The Evil: Good and evil are stern facts, and by
no Vedantic hocus-pocus can we get rid of our indivi-
dual responsibility for what we do. We carry the
impressions of our deeds wherever we go, thereby
determining our future accordingly:

“Good and Evil are not mere verbosity
Whatever one does, one carries its records along
Man reaps what he sows
God so wills it, O Nanak,
That consequently man must be subject to the cycle of births and deaths.

{Translated Japji: 20)

The question arises if God is good, why should
there be evil at all in God's creation. From where
has it come? Was it God who created evil or whether
evil was due to the misuse of the gift of Free Will? A
good tree cannot bring forth evil fruit. The whole
creation emanates from God, according to Sikhism.
And because God is the embodiment of all that is
good, nothing that emanates from Him could be real
evil, all that is from God is good.

Evil is only something which is a partial view
of the whole, something that gives that impression
when not seen from the correct perspective. It is



an essential aspect of creation. Evil and good appear
at one stage of this involution-cum-evolution and they
disappear when the process of evolution culminates
into the unitive experience of God, just as the white
ray of light splits into its variegated spectrum while
passing through a prism, and again gathers these
multi-chromatic hues into its all-absorbing whiteness,
when it becomes itself again.

“Bura Bhala Tichar Akhda jichar hai du mahairí`
Gurmukh eko bujhia ekas mahain samain``

Translation: (Rag Su¡ Mohalla Guru Amar Dass)

“As long as man remains in duality, he talks of good and evil:
But the Gurmukh,who has realized Oneness of God, to him both are the

same as they merge in One.”

The whole of creation is God's Lila—a play of
love, a sportive delight, whose significance and meaning
is beyond the comprehension of human mind. Lila
is motiveless. It is the delight of the Supreme Soul
that all existence is born, by His delight it remains
in being, to His delight, it departs. Creation is God's
play, His joy, perpetually inexhaustive, creating and
re-creating Himself for the sheer bliss of that self-
creation, of that Self-expression. By this very act
the limitless is limited and the individual comes into
existence as a separate entity. The individual-limited-
consciousness perceives the reality only in the form
of partial knowledge. So this brings in illusion,
self-hood and struggle for existence starts. This Maya
of ignorance brings in its train passions, anger, greed,
attachment and self-conceit and these entangle one in the
world. But the glory of light is enhanced by the pre-
sence of darkness in the world. Lust, greed and anger
are there as human sentiments because God desires



to mould souls into noble ones, which can conquer
passions and evils. Sufferings, struggle, trials
and tribulations help one develop one's personality
and character. Although, evil or sin is a fact, yet
it is not a final and all-pervading fact inherent in the
nature of creation.

Evidently, evil is not present on the purely
material plane; for material nature is neutral, it is
neither good nor evil. It is only when evolution
reaches the plane of consciousness that evil originates;
for it is only on this vital plane that self-assertiveness
finds its expression and becomes forcible enough to
preserve itself against all obstacles and hostile forces.

Evil arises under certain conditions and disappears
when these conditions vanish. Evil is certainly a
product of plurality and diversity, and consequent
limitations combined with self-assertive, or egoism.
In the final stage, when the veil of egoism is rent
asunder and man is in tune with the Universal Will,
then all become one; then there is neither good nor
evil.

Free Will & Fate
As I have mentioned, the Sikh belief is that there

was a timeless time when there was nothing but God
absorbed in Himself, in a passive state; but yet He
remained potential and endowed with His Will.
When God willed, He created the Universe. That
being so, there was no original sin or past 'Karma'
at the beginning of the creation for which man could
be condemned for ever:

”O when the world of form was not shaped
Where was sin and where was virtue then?

(Guru Arjan : Sukhmani V 15)
Translated



“When there was nothing but void,
Who then acted and for what acts
Could one come to take birth?
It is the Creator who sets the game going
And views it in bliss
It is the Lord who has created the creation

(Guru Arjan: Suhi)
Translated

When once, man goes through a cycle of birth
and death, his character is no longer free of the
past. By virtue of having lived a life once before
he was born anew, he inherits characteristics of his
past as well as that of his family and race. These
characteristics undoubtedly contribute to his persona-
lity and being, and inescapably influence the moulding
of his future. Further, the environment in which
he lives, plays a part in shaping his character.

Apart from these factors that influence his
character, man is fortunate to be endowed with the
free will. This helps him modify those inherited
and acquired tendencies which form his character.
In doing so, he can reform his conduct and behaviour.

Freedom of action

If this were not so, he would not be responsible
for his actions. True, under the circumstances man
is free to choose and act to a certain extent and to
that extent alone, he is morally responsible for his
action.

1. “Good or bad that we do, we reap the reward thereof accordingly”
(Guru Nanak: Var Asa)

2. “Why blamest thou others, blame thy deeds
For thou receivest the fruit of what thou sowest.”

(Guru Nanak: Patti Asa)
3. “You sow poison, but desire to gather ambrosia,

Strange is the standard of justice you want to set up thus.
(Guru Angad: Var Asa)

Translated



4. The Lord driveth thee by His command,
But His Pen move according to thy deeds

(Var Sarang Guru Ram Das: Shlok M. 1)

5. That what thou doest is writ upon thy forehead
From whom wouldst thou hide thy shame
When the Lord see-eth all.”

(Guru Arjan: Asa, Chant)

6. “The man reaps what he sows in the field of Karma
Ever remember the Lord, devotion to Him brings happiness.
If we are to gather the fruits of our actions,
Why should we then act in an evil manner?
Do absolutely nothing wrong,
Look always at what is to happen at the end.
We should play the game in such a manner
As not to be loser before the Lord;
We should work so as to make profit in the end.

(Guru Nanak: Asa di Var)
Translated

Thus our mode of existence in the present life
is determined by our deeds of previous births. The
destiny cannot be changed in the ordinary course.
However, Sikhism does not postulate a belief in the
indestructibility of 'karma'. By constant efforts for
good actions, by ceaseless rememberance and contem-
plation on Nam, we can counteract the effect of our
past sins. By prayer and invoking grace the destiny
can be changed or effaced. There is an interesting
blending of effort and Grace in Sikhism. Grace follows
honest effort, truthful living and loving rememberance
of God. These are intertwined:

(a) Lekh na mithi he sakhijo likhia Kartar
Ape Karanjin Kia Kar Kir pa pag dhar```

Translation: Destiny cannot be effaced O friend, what has
been ordained by God. But the Almighty who is the cause
of everything may bless mercy.”



(b) “likhia pher na Sakijion bhavai Tio Sar, nadar teri
Sukh paiya nanak Sabad vichar

Translation: “Destiny cannot be changed, as He wills, it
takes place.
But happiness is obtained by thy Grace, Saith Nanak by
meditating on the Divine Word.”

(c) “Janam Janam ke kil vikh naseh kot majan ishnane
nam nidhan gavat gun gobind lage Sehaj dhiana”

Translation: The sins of several birth are removed and
man gets purified,
By singing praises of Lord in true awareness,
And further the man thus attains the balanced, inborn state
of mind.”

(d) “Kirat karm na mitai
Nanak Nam dhan Nahin Khatia”

Translation: Destiny cannot be effaced if a man has not
earned the wealth of Nam. Nam can counter act the
effects of past Karma.”

Again, the will of the man is not left helpless or
solated, but if through the Guru's Word, it is attuned
0 the Supreme Will, it acquires a force with which
Le can transcend all his past and acquire a new char-
ter . For the Law of Karma is objective and is at
day in the objective world of three 'Gunas'. But
/hen man becomes truly spiritual by imbibing Nam
1 the spirit, then Karma is of no consequence. The
pirituals reap crops, they had never sown. It is the
Lealm above three 'Gunas' and beyond the poor
fCarma' and its deadly reckonings.

The common man may be susceptible about the
iutward incongrueties in the thought of the sacred
criptures. There may appear to him contractions
nd inflicting views on men and things, crossing their



lines and planes of thought, cutting each other at
infinite number of little points, now holding out the
law of 'Karma' then dashing it down like a fragile
snowball. Now saying this is Truth and then
enunciating a still higher Truth, one sweet mood is
contradicted by another still more fresh and still more
new revealed. All this gives to the thought in Guru
Granth Sahib the cosmic colour, which baffles all
attempts at analysis, unlike the sphere restricted by
man-imposed division and limitation. Beyond
language, beyond meaning, the whole design of Guru
Granth Sahib goes and fascinates the soul by an end-
less repetition and by taking the man from within.
This artful blending of variety of notes goes on to
compose an inner harmony. A chequer-board has
black and white squares, but the design and pattern
of the game depends on both. The contrast, despite
its contradiction, is essentially complementary in
mirroring the Designer through the compactness of
His design. In depicting such design lies the real
beauty of the sacred scriptures.

Life is not sinful in its origin, as we have seen.
Having emanated from a Pure Source it remains pure
in its essence. Impurities, however, pollute its state
—such impurities as actions under Maya, or
delusion. But sinful acts that have tarnished the
brightness of our souls could always be expiated by
Nam and thenceforth the soul sparkles with its origi-
nal gleam and lustre.

Object of Life
The object of human life is to seek God and to

be re-united with Him, from where life issued forth.
Just as all waters must flow down to sea whence they



came, so all life must ultimately go back to God in
Whom it was. All life is transient and moves on and
on, on the whirling wheel of transmigration in
accordance with its Karmas, or actions good and bad.
Having gained a human body, this is our only opportu-
nity to meet our Lord. God, whom we seek, is not
merely a God of mercy or even a distant ruler to be
prayed to and supplicated before, but an all too human
God, like a bridegroom yearning to receive his youthful
bride in His restful Arms. The analogy of the
bridegroom employed over and over again in the holy
Granth to explain and express the idea of the indivi-
dual soul and that of the Supreme Soul is pregnant
with a great meaning.

Process of Purification

We have already seen that it is the veil of “Haun-
Main” or 'I-am-ness' which separates the Jiv-Atma
(individual soul) from Parm-Atma, (Supreme Soul.)
The Guru says:

(i) “Haun haun bhit bhio hai bicho”
It is the veil of man's self-hood that stands in between. ,

(Guru Arjan: Sorath)
Translation.

(iï) “Antar Alakh nah jaii lakhia which parda haumna pai”
God is within us but unrealized, for there is screen of egoism
in between. Translation.

(iii) “Nanak Hukme je bujhe tan haumne kahe na koi” (Japji)

He who realizes the Divine Will shall not assert his self-hood.
Translation.

(iv) ”Kiv sachiaran howie kiv kure tute pal
Hukam razain chalna Nanak likhia nal.” (Japji)
How then shall we become truthful
How shall the veil of falsehood be rent?
Abide thou by His Command and submit to His Will with
pleasure;
His Will, that is ingrained in our heart.

Translation.



Now the seeker or truth is likely to ask: What is
the Divine Will, or His Commandment following
which the veil of Ego will be rent and Truth realized?

Curtain of Sin

Because our conscience has been blackened with
sin, or by the filth of our past deeds, in this life and
previous lives, we, therefore, cannot directly pick up
and conceive the Divine Command. Our minds
have gone out of tune with the Infinite. So in order
to realize the concept of Hukam (Command), we must
approach the Guru or the Divine Master, who is pure
of heart, sinless by nature, clear of conscience and at
one with God, the Lord:

(v) “Jab lag Hukam nah bujhta tab lag dukhia
Gur mil Hukam pachania tab hi ta sukhia.”

So long as the man does not realize the commandment, he suffers;
But when after meeting the Guru,
The Commandment is realized, he acquires peace and comfort.

Translation.

There lies hidden an eternal yearning in the heart
or the man for the Supreme Being and there can be no
peace unless we seek Him and find Him out. This is
the purpose of life. But under delusion of Maya,
we are running after the shadow with our back to the
Sun of Reality, and, therefore, we do not get peace in
our pursuits of the worldly objects. Our hunger is
never appeased.

(vi) ”Eh man essa Sat-Gur khoj lao jit sewie janam maran dukh jai
Sansa mul han howai haumen Sabad jala¡
Kure ki pal wichon nikle sach wase man aie
Nanak pure karam sat Gur mile
Har jio kirpa kare razae.”

(Shlok M. 3 War Wadhhans M4.)



O my mind seek ye the True Guru
By serving whom the pain of death and birth would end.
There should be no scope left for any doubt
And the ego may be burnt up with the Guru's Word
The veil of falsehood in-between be removed
And Truth may abide in the mind
Nanak saith the True Guru is met by good fortune
May the Lord's Grace be upon man.

Translation.

The Guru gives us the concept of the Command-
ment as under:—

(vii) ”Eko Nam Hukam hai Sat-Guru dia bujhai jio.”
To contemplate upon One Nam is the Lord's Commandment. It has
been made clear to me by the True Guru.

Translation.

(viii) “Simir Gobind man tan dhur likhia.”
Lovingly remember the Lord, this is the Commandment.
It is embedded in the very core of human personality.

Ttranslatien.

(ix) ”Mal kuri Nam utar¡an, Jap Nam hoia sachiar.”
(Guru Amar Das: Var Ram Kali)

It is the love of Nam that removes the dirt of falsehood
By repeating His Name, man becomes truthful.

Translation.

(x) “Sift salahan tera Hukam rajain.”
To praise and eulogize the Lord is the commandment.

Translation.

(xi) 'Tis ka Hukam bujh sukh hoi, Tis ka Nam rakh kanth proie”
Realize the Divine Commandment and be happy
Lovingly remember Him always in thy mind.

Translation.

(xii) “Hukam mano Guru kera gawo sachi Bani.”
(Guru Amar Das: Anad Sahib).

Obey the command of the Guru
Sing ye the True Word.

Translation.

(xiü) “Bin Sabde bharam na chukai na wichon haume jai.”
Without the Divine Word, the illusion cannot be removed
Nor can the ego go from within.

Translation.



(xiv) “Ahanbud bandan pare, Nanak Nam chhutar.”
Egoism lays the snares that bind the man
Nanak, it is the Nam that liberates the man from bondages.

(Guru Arjan: Gauri Bawan Akhri)
Translation.

(xv) ”Har ki bhagat bína nah sansa chuke Gur eh bhet batawe.”
Without devotion to the Lord, the doubts and delusion of Maya cannot

be removed
This mystery has been revealed by the Guru.

Translation.

As we have seen, ego gives man his individuality
and leads him to action. It also ties him down to the
world and sends him on a cycle of births and deaths.
From where does come this ego and how can it be
suppressed. It is caused by delusion or Maya which
brings in its train ignorance or darkness by the very
fact of Limitless creating a limited individual. And this
is God's Will. Thus ego comes to man because of God's
Will. It is a deep-rooted disease, but it is not without
a remedy. The evil can be cured when by practice
of Guru's Word and contemplation on Nam one gets
his tiny little will tuned to the Supreme Will of the
Lord.

Reunion

The mere singing or mechanical uttering of the
Word, however, does not lead to the spiritual realiza-
tion, so long as one's actions are not in accordance
to the Divine Commandment. It is, therefore,
essential for one treading this path to control, but not
to supress the five desires. Sikhism being a Way
of Life, one has to grapple with life in all its aspects
and manifold activities.

By conscious and loving repetition of the sacred



Name, and its constant association with the life
breath purifies the mind. Says the Guru:

“Intellect clouded by sin is washed by the love of NAM.”

(Japji)

Nam endows the mind with Light, and, therefore,
the power to turn from unreality to reality. It dis-
perses the mist of self and enable man to surrender
himself to the Divine Will. And by complete surrender,
a man, even when performing action, becomes
actionless. Inspired by true devotion, with a passionate
longing for God, a man holds himself as naught,
the Beloved becomes the heart and focus of life,
and no thought or action can be performed except
in relation to Him. They who take refuge in Him,
are freed from the bondages of Maya. What others
seek by mental and physical efforts, by mastery over
the senses, the devotee receives by consecration of his
soul to the Beloved.

When through loving worship of God, our tiny
ego is merged in the Super Ego, our passions and
cravings like lust, anger, greed, attachment and pride
vanish. In the pure and stainless Divine Light, all
darkening shadows disappear. There is no more
delusion, no more sin. The sense of duality is lost and
we work and move in the Lord's Being and accept
joyously His Will in whatever happens. We become
instruments in His hands. The spark of fire merges
in fire, the wave merges in the expanse of sea. The
drop of water goes back to the Ocean, whence it was.
We may say the man flows out of one self into the
Supreme Being.

It is by the Grace of God that such a devotion



fills the heart of the disciple and he becomes one with
God. Such a devotee:

“Is not aware of grief
Even when afflicted with grief
He is not aware of comfort, attachment or fear
To him a lump of gold and clod of earth are the same
He talks evil of none,
Nor is he afflicted by praise
Freed from greed, attachment, conceit
Pleasure and pain, honour or dishonour,
Hope and fear, desiring nothing from the world
No more affected by passion and anger;
On whom the Guru bestows His Grace,
He alone knoweth the way to this conduct.
Nanak, He becomes one with God
As water with water.”

(Guru Tegh Bahadur: Rag Sorath)
Translated

The Sikh religion draws the seeker of Truth to the
Feet of God, without weaving a cobweb of intricate
philosophical thoughts. A single saying of the Guru
shows the path of salvation. If we move one step,
taking refuge in the Lotus Feet of the Lord, the Lord
comes forward to receive us with millions of
steps. A sincere self-giving needs no spiritual or
philosophical learning. Knowledge imports itself
to him who gives himself up to the Lord.



THE SIKH WAY OF LIFE

GURU NANAK, upon his advent, found the masses
steeped in the darkness of ignorance with no soul-
consciousness whatsoever. The tyranny and oppression
of the rulers of the day and domination of the people
by the priestly class had led to their demoralisation
and degeneration. What passed for religion contained
more of husk than kernal. The Spirit of Turth was
buried under heaps of senseless dogmas, meaningless
rituals and blind superstitions.

“The popular religion about the time of Nanak's^birth was confined to
peculiar ways of eating and drinking, peculiar ways of bathing and paint-
ing the fore-head and such other mechanical observances. The
worship of idols—pilgrimages to the Ganges... The springs of true
religion had been choked by weeds of unmeaning ceremonials, debasing
superstition, the selfishness of the priests and the^indifference of the
people.”

(Sir Dr. Gokal^Chand Narang)

The need of the hour was to restore the faith of the
people in One God and to extricate all that hindered
man's relation with God.

First Thing First

Nanak placed first thing first. He exhorted the
people to forget all supposed agencies of creation,
sustenance and death. And he restored their faith
and undivided loyalty to One God, as source of all
creation. The religion, that Guru Nanak preached
was strictly monotheistic, requiring belief in none
other than the One Supreme Being only. Guru Nanak
described God as Absolute yet Personal, the Eternal,



All-Pervading Divine Spirit, the Creator, the
Cause of causes, without enmity, without hate, both
immanent in His creation and transcendent. He is
not jealous or merely a just God, but God of Love and
Grace. That being so, He creates man not to punish
him for his sins or to reward him for his good actions,
but for realization of his true purpose in the cosmos
and to merge-in from where he issued forth.

Way to Reality

Guru Nanak affirmed God as Transcendent
“NIRGUN” as also Immanent “SURGUN” in whom
personal and impersonal are reconciled. As such,
he taught, there is a way to Reality, in and through the
human soul. We can move and have our being in
Him who is ONE-in-ALL and Aix-in-ONE. We can have
constant communion with him through prayer. God
being the Supreme Spirit, He is to be worshipped in
spirit and not in stones, idols or pictures.

But there can be no true worship as long as man's
mind is dark with sin. Without virtues, real devotion
is not possible. So then, how can we purify the
mind?

“Dirty hands, feet and body
Can be washed clean with water;
Soiled clothes washed clean with soap.
But when the mind becomes dark with sin
Naught else but the Love of the Divine Name
Can restore it to purity.

“Righteousness and s¡nfulness are not mere words to talk
Men's actions have retribution.
Even as they sow, they reap,
So saith Nanak, they come and go under His Divine Law.”

(Guru Nanak: Japji)
Translated



“Bethinking the Lord, the mirror of mind is wiped bright,
Bethinking Him, Nectrine-Nam illuminest self, like sunlight.”
“By singing His praises, O man, thy filth of mind shall be removed,
Thy inflated-egotism and seed of wickedness shall also be destroyed;
Care-free ever! thou shalt in this blissful eternal dwell,
Remember ever the Holy Presence, with every breath, with every morsel,
Give up all cleverness, O creafty mind,
In the company of the saints, this true wealth shalt thou find.”

(Guru Arjan : Sukhmani Sahib)
Translated.

So, we should humbly pray to the Lord, as for
instance:

“All kinds of Beauty are Thine
O, Lord, no virtue whatever have I,
How can I aspire to love Thee, if
Thou makest me not beautiful of heart and wakest me not
To see Thy beauty everywhere.”

(Guru Nanak: Japj¡)
Translated.

The continuous daily prayers go on cleaning our
minds and a day comes when the evil cloud of selfish-
ness is removed and the Divine Light within the human
heart shines forth in its full effulgence, rendering all
our thoughts and actions pure and in unison with
His eternal Laws.

Religion—Inspiration of Love

Guru Nanak preached that religion is inspiration
of Love. The Beloved is in His people, and the
service of the people is the service of God. His
followers were to utilize all their energies in the service
of God and humanity. So a Sikh—the Seeker of Truth,
is a householder. He works and toils hard and earns
his living by the sweat of his brow and then lovingly
shares the fruits of his labour with his brothern.

Guru Nanak, thus, brought about a new conscious-
ness, a new awakening, shaking all the old foundation



of time-worn society. There was a new creation, a new
life. There is no parallel in the Indian history to the
awakening that took its birth in the mind of Guru
Nanak. He spoke with the voice of a deliverer,
up-braided the rulers of the day and condemned the
imposition on the people of the priest class and their
hypocrisy. He thus delivered the people's mind
from blind superstitions, empty rituals, mechanical
ways of worship and dry formulae, which were so
contrived as to make no demand upon the conscience
of man, and in fact sapped the spirit of faith.

Renunciation Denounced

The hypocrisy of renunciation, the dogmatic
systems of asceticism, the observances of fasts, vows
of celibacy meaningless penances, and mortification
of the body in several ways were all denounced. The
practice of the physical Yogic feats acquired through
mental and physical exercises were declared to be
irrelevant. For, even if the mind could be stilled by
Yogic practices, the man remains still remote from the
love of God in this meaningless state of blankness,
even as he was when disquietening thoughts filled his
mind.

All those who sought Guru Nanak were blessed by
his genial smile—this smile of the Infinite, together
with his teachings inspired those who met him, and
they soon forgot the fanatic time-worn views. Instead,
overwhelmed by the Guru, they were wonder-struck
and speechless and became immersed in the Ocean of
Light. What took place is a most remarkable
phenomenon of soul-consciousness. The disciple's
soul was kindled by a Spark of Life. Henceforth, the
disciples lived by its inspiration. They struggled to



keep this Flame burning in their soul day and night.
This is what we call ‘Nam-Simran’. His body thence-
forward is a temple, his life a wholly dedicated in
memoriam. His eyes see what those around him do not
see. The man not so awakened sees the world as a
solid reality; the man converted realizes that there are
greater values of life than these and before those the
facts of this world are mere illusions, as transitory as a
passing show. His attitude undergoes a complete
transformation.

Journey to Divinity

The life of the spirit really begins when the rain of
His Mercy falls on man. It is the Guru's favour that
helps man's soul on its journey towards the divine.
This attainment could be likened to a man climbing up
a mountain in order to get a full and perfect view of the
valley down below, so the man realizes ‘THAT’ by seeing
the Guru. Guru himself is the religion of the disciple.
He is the Way and the Light. When Bhai Nandlal
saw the Master, his eyes were unwilling to open and see
any one else.

No spiritual regeneration is possible unless the
Guru Sun rises in the firmament of our soul. With-
out him only darkness reigns our minds. His physical
presence or absence from us is immaterial. For Guru
is the impersonal personality above time and space.
All worship in temples, churches and mosques is but
futile without aspiring for this Glow of Life. It is a
phenomenon in a spiritual world, as cosmic as the
revolution of the solar system. If this Jewel-of-
Nam is not embedded in one's consciousness, life is
but one of sorrow, misery, distress and death. But



when it glows within man's soul, life is one of joy,
prosperity freedom and immortality.

Religion purified

When sleep overcomes man, he is not conscious
of his arms that might relax and fall to the sides by
themselves—even so, when the Light of Truth dawns
on man he undergoes a natural phenomena where all
superficial beliefs and notions drop off. So all the
way-side views and view points have been discarded
in the hymns of Guru Grantha. The prejudices of
ethics created by man are thus overcome. All gods
and goddesses are eliminated and dispensed with.
All the so called religious systems of philosophy are
rooted out. The indulgence in pedantic philosophy,
which had become a religious practice of the learned
of those days, was no longer considered to be of any
merit without living a good life. The so called creeds
became broken reeds. All the chaff that was mixed up
with the pure corn of religion was thus separated from
it and discarded. Guru Nanak thus presented religion
in a crystal clear and pure form in all its pristine
glory.

Guru Nanak, unlike the Hindus of mediaeval ages,
does not lay much stress on the meta-physical philo-
sophy of life, which could be intellectually grasped and
comprehended. Instead, he emphasizes the practical
way of life which must be lived and experienced. It
is true, there can be no practice without the doctrine.
Sikhism, therefore, has for its doctrine, its view of
Reality, its view of the nature, of man and his behaviour
and his inter-relationship. But it lays primary stress
on the practice, the discipline and the Way of Life,
which is based not upon rules and laws but on disci-



pleship and following the pattern or model of life set
before him. In the career of the disciple, the Guru's
personality is all along operative, commanding his
whole being and shaping his life to the divine ends.

“They on whom Master casts his Glance of Grace
Toil with patience at their crafts as smiths
Chastity of thought, speech and deed is their furnace,
Understanding is the anvil on which they hammer it out,
Divine Wisdom serves as tools for those toilers at life,
With the fire of sufferings and the bellows of God's fear
They make the heart of Love the vessel in which melts the Gold of Nam
True is this mint where man casts and recasts his being in the Image of

God.”
(Guru Nanak: Japji)

Translated

We find Guru Nanak never preached but only
planted with his own hand the seedlings of spiritual life
in the soul of the seeker of Truth, and watched it
steadly grow into a beautiful flower, as the gardener
watches the flower plants.

Surrender essential

Religion to the Sikhs, is thus the art of living a
beautiful flower-like life, a life of fullness, in all its
aspects, a life filled with the fire and the fervour of God,
a life of light, love and service; a life of vigour,
vitality and valour in the midst of perils. This life
of inspiration is the Master's gift. Man achieves this
illumination through his goodwill and love. The
enlightened one sees God's presence in all things and
all places.

But this Spark of Life is the reward for those who
lay down their egoism as a carpet under the feet of the
Divine Master and surrender themselves head and
heart unto him.



The world had laid down a number of valuable
commandments; but they were all negative and one
sided such as: “Thou shalt not kill, thou shalt not
steal, thou shalt not lie etc.” This emphasis on the
negative side of virtue, lead to the adoptation in the
East of asceticism as the highest ideal of life, which
ultimately meant the negation of all manly duties.
Indeed, the monastic tendency of Hindu philosophy
and Hindu life had well-nigh killed the spirit of true
religion in India. Most of the holy men called the
world “Maya” or deception, and shunned it. The
result was that the so called religious leadership of
India sat idle in slumbering meditation while the
masses groaned under the heel of the Mohammedan
invaders. Unlike many other saints and religious
leaders of India, the Gurus did not allow their followers
to confine themselves exclusively to a life of prayer and
devotion. But they awakened in them a new political
consciousness. Guru Nanak had felt outraged at the
invasion of Babar when the town of Eminabad was
subjected to massacre, loot and rape. Like a wounded
father he shed tears of great sorrow. He did not sit
idle in impotent rage but came forward and offered him-
self to be taken captive. Later he up-braided Babar
when he appeared before him and made him repent for
his deeds.

Sikh Chivalry

During the foreign invasions and days of oppre-
ssion by the rulers, it was the women who suffered most.
But it is sadder still that the Indian men failed to
protect their own womenfolk. But with the advent
of Sikhism however, the diginity and respect were
restored to the noble Indian women. It resulted in a



magnificent role of chivalry. The Sikhs pledged their
lives for the honour of Indian women. Such chivalry
was even unknown in Europe or Rajasthan in India.
The Sikhs were the knights who performed deeds of
valour with no personal motives of attaining glory,
no passions of worldly love to inspire them in the
performance of their duty. The mere sight of wronged
innocence or exploitation of weakness goaded them to
action. The Sikh chivalry rose to such heights of
greatness that there is no parallel to it in Indian history
or even that of the world.

The ideal of life, which the Guru taught is not
happiness, or a life of comfort devoid from sufferings.
He exhorted the Sikhs to love God and serve humanity,
which in itself provides greater bliss than the so called
happiness and peace of a deadened soul, though in
serving mankind one undergoes the trials and tri-
bulations of life. The disciples were to suffer rejoic-
ingly that they were counted worthy to suffer for His
sake.

By far the most starting and revolutionary fact
of Sikhism is the emergence of a race of God-conscious
men, who operates in the mundane world of the
phenomena, .with the object of transforming and
spiritualizing the life of earth into a higher and more
abundant plane of existence. The God-conscious
man is animated with an intense desire to do good in
this world.

What is the discipline, the practice which Sikhism
recommends as necessary and efficacious for attaining
this God-consciousness and for yoking it to the urge
for transformation of life, and humanity on this earth
and on plane of mundane existence? It is the doctrine
and practice of Nam.



“At the present age of living no other practice
but that of Nam is efficacious, therefore, practice the
discipline of Nam”, says the Master. Throughout the
voluminous pages of the Sacred scripture of the Skihs,
this fact is stressed again and again with a wealth of
metaphors and imagery, illustrative material and
exposition, that, at the present stage of mankind
the discipline of Nam is the only suitable and efficacious
practice that will lead to the vision of God. The
limitation and sickness in the soul of man can be
removed only by mercerising it with the chemical of
Nam. Nam heals the wounded soul, wounded by
sin, or by grief or by distress in life.

But it is the Divine Master, the Guru who sows
the Grain of Faith in the soil of the heart. And this,
Little Grain thus inplanted fills the disciple with inner
radiance and blesses him so much that he falls on his
knees and closing his eyes in rapture says: “Hail
Master! Hail Holy One! Lord Thou art Wonderful—
Wahe-Guru, Wahe-Guru!”

The chosen, thus blessed by Nam, while living and
acting in this world, remain unaffected by its worldli-
ness. The Swan swims across a lake, yet its wings
remain dry in water. The Lotus blooms in a pond,
but remains above and unaffected by its ripples. Even,
so, the enlightened men of God, pass through the
vicissitude of life with perfect calmness and confidence
like that of a child walking beside his father. Life to
such a man is joyous, beatific, and a wonderous
venture. Goodness and peace radiate from such a
person. He is called a Khalsa or a Singh who has
reached the goal of life.

THE END


