STHE< ||
Naam Dayv:

8 IHEI AAL ||
Come, O Lord of beautiful hair,

T MgeT& AT || I8 I

wearing the robes of a Sufi Saint. ||Pause||

fAfs A I fAfg et IEH AUS uTe |

Your cap is the realm of the Akaashic ethers; the seven nether worlds are
Your sandals.

IHI UR & Heg 39 &g faft g& gure 1Al

The body covered with skin is Your temple; You are so beautiful, O Lord of
the World. ||1]]

2Us dfe & Udg 37 A%d AIHA feamar |l
The fifty-six million clouds are Your gowns, the 16,000 milkmaids are your
skirts.

3Tg METIJ HEdId 3I" AJSA A FATTT (12 ||

The eighteen loads of vegetation is Your stick, and all the world is Your plate.
[12]]

2Jt Hafafe He HB® e AaH foe™ aF g |
The human body is the mosque, and the mind is the priest, who peacefully
leads the prayer.

grat I A Ffes 3T fodarg nirarg 13l
You are married to Maya, O Formless Lord, and so You have taken form. ||3||

FdI13 AI3 HJ IS feae fag ufag &98 uara |

Performing devotional worship services to You, my cymbals were taken away;
unto whom should I complain?

&H I ANTHT ni3TrHT fed Fars ger=r I8 1Al

Naam Dayv's Lord and Master, the Inner-knower, the Searcher of hearts,
wanders everywhere; He has no specific home. ||4||1]]




