TODAY'S HUKAMNAMA FROM SRI DARBAR SAHIB, Sri Amrits  ar.
[December 2¢, 2016 — Tuesday - 05:30 AM. IST]
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English Translation:

ONE UNIVERSAL CREATOR GOD.
BY THE GRACE OF THE TRUE GURU:
RAAG SOOHEE, THE WORD OF SHAYKH FAREED JEE:

Burning and burning, writhing in pain, | wring myimds. | have gone insane, seeking my Huskbiand
Lord. O my Husband Lord, You are angry with me iou¥ Mind. The fault is with me, and not wit
my Husband Lord. || 1 || O my Lord and Mastedplnot know Your excellence and wortf.
Having wasted my youth, now | come to regret argené. || 1 || Pause || O black bird, what
gualities have made you black? “I have been buynsdparation from my Beloved.” Without h@r
Husband Lord, how can the soul-bride ever find p@a&/hen He becomes merciful, then Gpd
unites us with Himself. || 2 || The lonely sbrile suffers in the pit of the world. She has o
companions, and no friends. In His Mercy, God hated me with the Saadh Sangat, the Compgny
of the Holy. And when | look again, then | find Gad my Helper. || 3 || The path upon whidh |
must walk is very depressing. It is sharper th@nwaedged sword, and very narrow. That is whre
my path lies. O Shaykh Fareed, think of that pattiyeon. || 4 || 1 ||
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