
ਗੂਜਰੀ ਸ੍ਰੀ ਤ੍ਰਰਲ੅ਚਨ ਜੀਉ ਕ੃ ਩ਦ੃ ਘਰੁ ੧  
Goojaree, Padas Of Trilochan Jee, First House: 

ੴ ਸ੍ਤ੍ਰਗੁਰ ਩ਰਸ੍ਾਤ੍ਦ ॥ 
One Universal Creator God. By The Grace Of The True Guru: 

ਅੰਰਰੁ ਭਤ੍ਲ ਤ੍ਨਰਭਲੁ ਨਹੀ ਕੀਨਾ ਫਾਹਤ੍ਰ ਬ੃ਖ ਉਦਾਸ੍ੀ ॥ 
You have not cleansed the filth from within yourself, although outwardly, you 
wear the dress of a renunciate. 

ਤ੍ਹਰਦ੄ ਕਭਲੁ ਘਤ੍ਿ ਫਰਹਭੁ ਨ ਚੀਨਹਾ ਕਾਹ੃ ਬਇਆ ਸ੍ੰਤ੍ਨਆਸ੍ੀ ॥੧॥ 
In the heart-lotus of your self, you have not recognized God - why have you 
become a Sannyaasee? ||1|| 

ਬਰਭ੃ ਬੂਲੀ ਰ੃ ਜ੄ ਚੰਦਾ ॥ 
Deluded by doubt, O Jai Chand, 

ਨਹੀ ਨਹੀ ਚੀਤ੍ਨਹਆ ਩ਰਭਾਨੰਦਾ ॥੧॥ ਰਹਾਉ ॥ 
you have not realized the Lord, the embodiment of supreme bliss. 
||1||Pause|| 

ਘਤ੍ਰ ਘਤ੍ਰ ਖਾਇਆ ਤ੍਩ੰਡੁ ਫਧਾਇਆ ਤ੍ਖੰਥਾ ਭੁੰਦਾ ਭਾਇਆ ॥ 
You eat in each and every house, fattening your body; you wear the patched 
coat and the ear-rings of the beggar, for the sake of wealth. 

ਬੂਤ੍ਭ ਭਸ੍ਾਣ ਕੀ ਬਸ੍ਭ ਲਗਾਈ ਗਰੁ ਤ੍ਫਨੁ ਰਰੁ ਨ ਩ਾਇਆ ॥੨॥ 
You apply the ashes of cremation to your body, but without a Guru, you have 
not found the essence of reality. ||2|| 

ਕਾਇ ਜ਩ਹੁ ਰ੃ ਕਾਇ ਰ਩ਹੁ ਰ੃ ਕਾਇ ਤ੍ਫਲ੅ਵਹੁ ਩ਾਣੀ ॥ 
Why bother to chant your spells? Why bother to practice austerities? Why 
bother to churn water? 

ਲਖ ਚਉਰਾਸ੍ੀਹ ਤ੍ਜਤ੍ਨਹ ਉ਩ਾਈ ਸ੍੅ ਤ੍ਸ੍ਭਰਹੁ ਤ੍ਨਰਫਾਣੀ ॥੩॥ 
Meditate on the Lord of Nirvaanaa, who has created the 8.4 million species of 
beings. ||3|| 

ਕਾਇ ਕਭੰਡਲੁ ਕਾ਩ੜੀਆ ਰ੃ ਅਠਸ੍ਤ੍ਠ ਕਾਇ ਤ੍ਪਰਾਹੀ ॥ 
Why bother to carry the water-pot, O saffron-robed Yogi? Why bother to visit 
the sixty-eight holy places of pilgrimage? 



ਫਦਤ੍ਰ ਤ੍ਰਰਲ੅ਚਨੁ ਸ੍ੁਨੁ ਰ੃ ਩ਰਾਣੀ ਕਣ ਤ੍ਫਨੁ ਗਾਹੁ ਤ੍ਕ ਩ਾਹੀ ॥੪॥੧॥ 
Says Trilochan, listen, mortal: you have no corn - what are you trying to 
thresh? ||4||1|| 

 


