YTHT HJ&' 9 I
Aasaa, First Mehl:

e HaT €9 & Ty fefg ufent 3% |

The One Name is my lamp; I have put the oil of suffering into it.

8fs grafe &g RAftmr gar A fAG He 14l

Its flame has dried up this oil, and I have escaped my meeting with the
Messenger of Death. ||1]|

FAT HI I A3 U ||

O people, do not make fun of me.

Y HiSnT Jfg Ta6 e I3t & Ffa 11l ITE |

Thousands of wooden logs, piled up together, need only a tiny flame to burn.
[|1]|Pause]|

fifz u3f® it A fafanr A9 &4 S939 |

The Lord is my festive dish, of rice balls on leafy plates; the True Name of the
Creator Lord is my funeral ceremony.

g §8 »irdt ute &g N nirarg 121l
Here and hereafter, in the past and in the future, this is my support. ||2]|

Jidr &TarA fAef3 IHST &7 M3H I8 |
The Lord's Praise is my River Ganges and my city of Benares; my soul takes
its sacred cleansing bath there.

AoT aeE 3T a7 nifafellm &da 38 131l

That becomes my true cleansing bath, if night and day, I enshrine love for
You. ||3]]

e Bat 99 SfHadt govHe <fe Uz ufe |

The rice balls are offered to the gods and the dead ancestors, but it is the
Brahmins who eat them!

ood fUs SUrtA & qug fedeth a1fa 18112 11321

O Nanak, the rice balls of the Lord are a gift which is never exhausted.
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