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rwgu sUhI mhlw 1 kucjI 
<> siqgur pRswid ] 

mM\u kucjI AMmwvix fosVy hau ikau shu rwvix jwau jIau ] iek dU ieik cVMdIAw kauxu jwxY myrw nwau jIau ] ijn@I 
sKI shu rwivAw sy AMbI CwvVIeyih jIau ] sy gux mM\u n AwvnI hau kY jI dos Dryau jIau ] ikAw gux qyry ivQrw hau 
ikAw ikAw iGnw qyrw nwau jIau ] iekqu toil n AMbVw hau sd kurbwxY qyrY jwau jIau ] suienw rupw rMgulw moqI qY 
mwixku jIau ] sy vsqU sih idqIAw mY iqn@ isau lwieAw icqu jIau ] mMdr imtI sMdVy pQr kIqy rwis jIau ] hau 
eynI tolI BulIAsu iqsu kMq n bYTI pwis jIau ] AMbir kUMjw kurlIAw bg bihTy Awie jIau ] sw Dn clI swhurY ikAw 
muhu dysI AgY jwie jIau ] suqI suqI Jwlu QIAw BulI vwtVIAwsu jIau ] qY sh nwlhu muqIAsu duKw kUM DrIAwsu jIau ] 
quDu gux mY siB Avgxw iek nwnk kI Ardwis jIau ] siB rwqI sohwgxI mY fohwgix kweI rwiq jIau ]1] 

AYqvwr, 1 BwdoN (sMmq 552 nwnkSwhI) 16 Agsq, 2020      (AMg: 762) 
pMjwbI ivAwiKAw: 

rwgu sUhI mhlw 1 kucjI 
<> siqgur pRswid ] 

(hy shylIey!) mYN shI jIvn dw c`j nhIN is`iKAw, myry AMdr ieqny AYb hn ik AMdr smw hI nhIN skdy (ies hwlq 
ivc) mYN pRBU-pqI ƒ pRsMn krn leI ikvyN jw skdI hW? (aus dy dr qy qW) iek dUjI qoN vDIAw qoN vDIAw hn, myrw 
qW auQy koeI nwm BI nhIN jwxdw [ijnHW shylIAW ny pRBU-pqI ƒ pRsMn kr ilAw hY auh, mwno, (cumwsy ivc) AMbW 
dIAW (TMFIAW) CwvW ivc bYTIAW hoeIAW hn [ myry AMdr qW auh gux hI nhIN hn (ijnHW auqy pRBU-pqI rIJdw hY) mYN 
(AwpxI ies ABwgqw dw) dos hor iks ƒ dy skdI hW? hy pRBU-pqI! (qUµ byAMq guxW dw mwlk hYN) mYN qyry kyhVy kyhVy 
gux ivsQwr nwl d`sW? qy mYN qyrw kyhVw kyhVw nwm lvW? (qyry AnykW guxW ƒ vyK ky qyry AnykW hI nwm jIv lY rhy 
hn) [ qyry b^Sy hoey iksy ie`k suMdr pdwrQ dI rwhIN BI (qyrIAW dwqW dy lyKy qk) nhIN phuMc skdI (bs!) mYN qYQoN 
kurbwn hI kurbwn jWdI hW [ (hy shylIey! vyK myrI ABwgqw!) sonw, cWdI, moqI qy hIrw Awidk sohxy kImqI 
pdwrQ—ieh cIzW pRBU-pqI ny mYƒ id`qIAW, mYN (aus ƒ Bulw ky aus dIAW id`qIAW) iehnW cIzW nwl ipAwr pw ilAw 
[ im`tI p`Qr Awidk dy bxwey hoey sohxy Gr—iehI mYN AwpxI rws-pMUjI bxw ley [ mYN iehnW sohxy pdwrQW ivc hI 
(Ps ky) ZlqI Kw geI, (ieh pdwrQ dyx vwly) aus Ksm-pRBU dy pws mYN nwh bYTI [mwieAw dy moh ivc Ps ky ijs 
jIv-iesq®I dy SuB gux aus qoN dUr pry cly jwx, qy aus dy AMdr inry pKMf hI iek`Ty ho jwx, auh jdoN ies hwl ivc 
prlok jwvy qW jw ky prlok ivc (pRBU dI hzUrI ivc) kIh mUMh ivKwvygI? hy pRBU! mwieAw dy moh dI nINd ivc 
Zwi&l pey irhW mYƒ buFypw Aw igAw hY, jIvn dy shI rsqy qoN mYN KuMJI hoeI hW [ hy pqI! mYN qyry nwloN ivCuVI hoeI 
hW, mYN inry du`K hI du`K shyVy hoey hn [hy pRBU! qUµ byAMq guxW vwlw hYN, myry AMdr swry AOgux hI AOgux hn, iPr BI 
nwnk dI bynqI (qyry hI dr qy) hY ik BwgW vwlIAW jIv-iesq®IAW qW sdw hI qyry nwm-rMg ivc rMgIAW hoeIAW hn, 
mYƒ ABwgx ƒ BI koeI iek rwq b^S (myry auqy BI kdy myhr dI ingwh kr) [1[ 

English Translation : 
RAAG SOOHEE,  FIRST MEHL,  KUCHAJEE  ~  THE UNGRACEFUL BRIDE: 
ONE UNIVERSAL CREATOR GOD.  BY THE GRACE OF THE TRUE GURU: 

I am ungraceful and ill-mannered, full of endless faults. How can I go to enjoy my Husband Lord? Each of His 
soul-brides is better than the rest — who even knows my name? Those brides who enjoy their Husband Lord are 
very blessed, resting in the shade of the mango tree. I do not have their virtue — who can I blame for this? Which 
of Your Virtues, O Lord, should I speak of? Which of Your Names should I chant? I cannot even reach one of 
Your Virtues. I am forever a sacrifice to You. Gold, silver, pearls and rubies are pleasing. My Husband Lord has 
blessed me with these things, and I have focused my thoughts on them. Palaces of brick and mud are built and 
decorated with stones; I have been fooled by these decorations, and I do not sit near my Husband Lord. The 
cranes shriek overhead in the sky, and the herons have come to rest. The bride has gone to her father-in-law’s 
house; in the world hereafter, what face will she show? She kept sleeping as the day dawned; she forgot all about 
her journey. She separated herself from her Husband Lord, and now she suffers in pain. Virtue is in You, O Lord; 
I am totally without virtue. This is Nanak’s only prayer: You give all Your nights to the virtuous soul-brides. I 
know I am unworthy, but isn’t there a night for me as well?  || 1 || 
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