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Let the sacred scriptures be your milk and cream,
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and the ocean of the mind the churning vat.
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Be the butter-churner of the Lord,
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and your buttermilk shall not be wasted. ||1]|
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O soul-bride slave, why don't you take the Lord as your Husband?
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He is the Life of the world, the Support of the breath of life. ||1||Pause||
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The chain is around your neck, and the cuffs are on your feet.
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The Lord has sent you wandering around from house to house.
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And still, you do not meditate on the Lord, O soul-bride, slave.
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Death is watching you, O wretched woman. ||2]|
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The Lord God is the Cause of causes.
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What is in the hands of the poor soul-bride, the slave?
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She awakens from her slumber,
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and she becomes attached to whatever the Lord attaches her. ||3]|
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O soul-bride, slave, where did you obtain that wisdom,
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by which you erased your inscription of doubt?
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Kabeer has tasted that subtle essence;
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by Guru's Grace, his mind is reconciled with the Lord. ||4]||5]|




