


Live, my friend, said the sage...

"Live, my friend", said the sage, "just live and be yourself".
"How can I live this life", she answered, "when all I know is how to run"?
"Why do you run?" asked the sage?
"Today I run to find myself", she replied, "and tomorrow I run to hide from myself".
"And what keeps you from enjoying life?" the sage asked further.
"I am afraid of the Unseen and the Unknown. I find so many obstacles in my way,
and sometimes the entire universe seems to be against me".

"Come with me", said the sage, "I will share with you what I have learned.
You know, I once felt like you, but by great good fortune I was guided the way out".

They sat down by a hill and enjoyed the evening breeze. The gentle wind felt like a
warm embrace and seemed to carry away all the burdens that had been part of her
life for a long t ime. "You see", said the sage, "the wind is telling you that all fears
and all obstacles can simply be swept away".
And before she could reply to his words, he began to sing a melody with words which
felt just like the tender embrace of the wind:

Aithai othai rakhavaalaa
Prabh Satigur deen
Da-i-aalaa
Daas apanay aap raakhay
Ghat ghat Shabad
Subaakhay

Gur kay charan oopar
Bal jaa-ee
Dinas rain saas saas samaalee
Pooran sabhanee thaa-ee.

Aap Sahaa-ee Hoa Sachay
Daa Sachaa Dho-a

Tayree bhagat vadi-aa-ee
Paa-ee Naanak prabh
Saranaa-ee

Aap Sahaa-ee Hoa Sachay
Daa Sachaa Dho-a
Har Har Har



"This ancient Shabad will take away all fear and removes all obstacles from your path.
In its essence, it carries a simple truth:

The Lord himself has become my Refuge and Protector.
True is the support of the True Lord.

"Sing it, remember it, and make it a part of yourself at all moments, especially in
moments of challenge. This shall be your first lesson of all lessons".

Then the sage asked her to remember the t ime when she was very young. "Can you
look back and see yourself being in your own presence, when nothing else mattered"?
He spoke very softly, and his words began to penetrate her heart.
He turned his head to the sun and pointed to the earth.
"Do you remember when Mother Earth and Father Sun were hold ing you in their loving
embrace? When your mother carried you, nourished you, and you never had to worry
about anything? When you were surrounded by nothing but pure love - and there was
no yesterday and no tomorrow?"
And the sage sang a song to her, about the Divine Mother that carries the whole
universe with her infinite love:

Jit mukh sadaa saalaahee-ai
Bhaagaa ratee chaar
Naanak tay mukh oojalay tit sachai darbaar.
Bhand jammee-ai bhand nimmee-ai. Bhand mangan vee-aaho.
Bhand-ho hovai dosatee. Bhand-ho chalai raaho.
Bhand mu-aa bhand bhaalee-ai. Bhand hovai bandhaan.
So ki-o mandaa aakhee-ai. Jit jammeh raajaan.
Bhand-ho hee bhand oopajai. Bhandai baajh na ko-i.
Naanak bhandai baahraa. Ayko sachaa so-i.
Naanak tay mukh oojalay tit sachai darbaar. 



Listening to his song, she remembered the mother of all - the one who gives life
to so many beings, she, who gives birth to all beings.
Memories of her own loving mother arose in her mind.

She, who gives birth to kings and queens, she, who gives birth to man, and with whom
man is engaged and married. She, with whom man enjoys friendship and through
whom generat ions of life continue. 

And she recognized "Without women, there would be no one". 
The singing of the sage went on:

"The mouth which ever praises the Lord is very blessed and beautiful.
O Nanak, their faces will be radiantly bright in the court of the True Lord".

Hearing these words, her face began to shine.
"Come and sing with me, my child", said the sage, "and feel that the essence
of the entire creat ion is love".
"I st ill don't know what love is", she answered, "I am always running away from it". 
The sage, knowing her from even before she was born, looked at her and replied:
"You do know love, you have just forgotten it because you have forgotten your true
nature, which is love. Soon you will remember it". 

His words deeply touched her, and leaving the sage, her mind was occupied with his
last request:

He had asked her to find a chain made of solid iron, sturdy enough to fix a strong man
into bonds. She wondered what she should do with such a chain, and whether she was
strong enough to carry it. She had no clue why the sage had asked her to bring it all the
way from the valley up to his cave high up in the mountains.
But she was so touched by what she had learned from him and the songs that he
had shared with her that she decided to surrender to his wish.



On the way down to the village she saw a beautiful bird,
sitt ing high up in a tree, singing a song sweeter than
anything she had ever heard before.

"Why are you so happy?" she asked, and the bird replied:

"I have fallen in Love,
I have fallen in Love with my Beloved".

The bird continued singing:

Moo Laalan si-o preet banee.
Toree na tootai chhoree na chhootai.
Aisee maadho khinch tanee.
Dinas rain man maa-eh basat hai.
Too kar kirpaa prabh apanee.
Bal bal jaa-o si-aam sundar kau.
Akath kathaa jaa kee baat sunee.
Jan Naanak daasan dass kehee-at hai.
Mo-eh karaho kirpaa thaakur apunee.

Enchanted by the bird's song, she went on until the sound faded away. When she
reached the village, she found the chain that the sage had asked for. It was heavy and
made of solid iron. On her way back, she found the bird, st ill singing, and it looked
even more colourful and happy than the first t ime. "How can you be so happy to be in
Love, when your Beloved is not with you, I cannot even see him"? The bird replied: 

"I feel my Beloved is present everywhere, and I am filled with devotion,
so much, that I feel free and content l ike never before".

Inspired by the bird's words she resumed her journey, but soon she felt the weight of
the chain on her shoulders, making every step more d ifficult. She stopped and looked
up just when the clouds opened and uncurtained the figure of the sage, sitt ing high up
on a cliff in deep absorption. 



She knew she had to give him the chain he had asked for, so she kept on climbing, as
she d id not want to d issapoint him. She remembered the bird, being so happy, and the
lightness of its devotion kept her going through a full day and a full night. She recalled
another line from its beautiful song and repeated it, over and over again:

"Bless me with your grace, O Lord".

Through her singing prayer, her own devotion became stronger and stronger, and
suddenly she felt the chain breaking into pieces, lift ing its weight from her shoulders.
She felt grace showering on her, while she kept repeating:

"Day and Night the Lord abides within my mind.
Bless me with your grace, O Lord". 

At this moment she realized that the bird had followed her all the way.
It sat right next to her in a tree, continuing its song:

"Such are the bonds of devotion which God has fastened me with:
Breaking, they are not broken, letting go, he won't let go."

When she finally arrived at the top of the hill, the sage was already wait ing for her.
She told him what had happened and she was so full of joy and happiness that it
brought tears to the eyes of the sage. She told him:

"I am a sacrifice, a sacrifice, unto my beauteous Lord.
I have heard His story and His subl ime discourse."

The sage saw that she was happy. He smiled at her and concluded:

"Servant Nanak is said to be the slave of His slaves.
O my Master, bestow your grace upon me".

"You have learned how to break your chains and find your Beloved
everywhere. Go out into the world. Nothing will be in your way,
and you can feel as light and as free as a bird", said the sage
and with this advice he left her.



The bird accompanied her a good part of the way, telling her how it feels to fly, to see
the world from above, to be one with the winds and to love life as it is. It told her all
this with such enthusiasm and love that soon she felt a lightness that she had never
felt before. She felt as if she was flying herself.

Wahe Guru Naam jahaaz Hai. Charhe so ootre paar.
Jo shardhaa kar sevde Gur paar ootarn haar.

"You see", said the bird,

"Wahe Guru, that true, great wisdom beyond all description,
Is l ifting you up to the sky, and those who can fly,
They will obtain salvation.
Those who remember Him with devotion will be taken to God
By the perfect Guru, the perfect wisdom".

And spread ing its wings, flying high up into the sky, the bird left her with these words
which forever resounded in her heart.

When she entered a forest, she became scared, as there were so many noises.
The trees were moving as if shaken by some unseen hands, and the wind carried
sounds that she had never heard before. She heard animals near and far, and she
wasn't even sure whether she was st ill on the right path.
Then the forest opened into a clearing and finally she could see the sky.
There she saw a warrior sitt ing, as if wait ing for her. He was very
beautifully dressed, he was tall and strong, and his rad iant face
reminded her of the rad iance of the sage. He spoke:
"Do not worry, I have come to bring you this message:

You are always protected.
Our father is Guru Gobind Singh. You shall be safe
in the knowledge that the sword is in his hand,
and the Kalgi looks beautiful on his head".



Hearing these words, she saw that he himself was also wearing a beautifully shining
Kalgi on his head which made his rad iance appear even brighter. The warrior continued:

"Guru Gobind Singh is always protecting us, he protects us everywhere".

Trust, confidence and lightness came back to her, and grat itude welled up in her heart.
They sat down together and shared a meal, and in their hearts the song continued:

Kundaa jaa ke haat mai
Kalgi so-e sees.
So hamri rakhsha kaare-h
Guru kalgi dhar jagdis.

The warrior accompanied her from now on. They travelled many days and nothing
obstructed their way. Then, one clear night, they saw a shimmering glow of golden
light reflect ing in the sky. "Here I will leave you", said the warrior, "from here you can
walk alone, it is now not far anymore".

She awoke early the next morning from a sound that sounded so sweet to her that
she took a moment to enjoy this eternal music. To her, it was like an ocean of peace,
a symphony of happiness, offered freely to anyone who is able and willing to listen.
It was a sound of water mixed with sweet music. She started to walk in the d irect ion
of the sound.

When she came closer, she saw a beautiful
temple which was built right in the centre of

a pond, and people from all paths of life, men 
and women, young and old, children, warriors 
and humble devotees surrounded that temple.
There was a wonderful stream of music which

emerged right from the heart of the temple, 
as if it came from her own heart.



"When you reach the temple, take some t ime to abide within yourself, reflect over what
you have experienced, and prepare yourself for what is yet to come", she remembered
the last words of the sage and decided to stay.

Seasons passed and t ime went by. She was happy and content, yet something inside her
told her that this was not the end of her journey; she would st ill have some way to go.

One day, an old man stopped at her side and said to her:
"I know who you are. I have been wait ing for you for a long t ime".
His words were kind and gentle, and his eyes reminded her of the eyes of the sage
from whom she had learned so much. 
"I saw your arrival here in my dreams, and I know that God had sent me that dream
to share with you what I have learned". She listened to him with great affect ion and
devotion, as she felt that his words carried the truth.

"Wherever you may go, remember to always protect yourself. For this, my dreams told
me to give you a holy poem, d ivine words that I have learned from my teacher which
will protect you at all t imes. It will shatter all negativity that is d irected toward you,
and it will give you peace, happiness and victory. You will need it on your journey."

Ji-o bhavai ti-o raakh lai

Ham saran prabh aa-ay raam raajay.

Ham bhool vigaar-he dinas rat 

Har laaj raakhaa-ay

Ham baarik too Gur pitaa hai

Day mat samjhaa-ay

Jan Naanak daas har kaa(n) dhi-aa

Har paij rakhaa-ay.



She decided to go to the big city
where she settled and worked.
Sometimes, when her old feelings
seemed to conquer her again, she remembered the t ime she had spent with the
sage nd the wisdom he had shared with her. Then the songs of the sage and the bird
resounded in her heart and she was happy again. Sometimes, when she was afraid
and something unknown came in her way, she remembered the warrior and his
message, and she felt light and protected again. It happened several t imes that she
was confronted with negativity and anger, which she easily overcame by recit ing the
holy poem that she had learned from the kind old man at the temple.

But often the life in the city and the manifold impressions d isturbed her state of silence.
It was like stand ing in front of a huge paint ing with only very little d istance, being
unable to see the whole picture and understand its message, but instead being con-
stantly occupied with meaningless details and facets. "How can I learn to see God in
everything, when everything moves so fast, so unequally, so loud, so dark and bright
that it is d istract ing me from reaching my soul?", she asked herself over and over.

The years passed by and her longing became stronger day by day. One evening, when
the sun had almost set, she went out to take a walk. Far away, she heard some music.
It was a voice, very soft, almost inaud ible, but as she walked on, it became louder.
She came to a young boy sitt ing in the grass, being totally absorbed in the music and
the beauty of the d ivine flow. She recalled the sage sitt ing on the rock in deep trance,
being one with everything that exists. This boy had exactly the same rad iance, and
through his music the wisdom of the sage reached her and deeply touched her soul.

Becoming aware of the oneness this boy and his singing was rad iat ing, she felt remin-
ded of the oneness within herself and everything around, and she felt it was all part of
her own soul which again was part of everything. There was no more d istance, the
great Divine Self was all around, outside, and at the same t ime inside, filling every cell
of her being from deep within.
She merged into this total being and the moment seemed to last forever.



When the boy stopped singing, he invited her to sit next to him, so he could tell her
a story. And he spoke:

"Once upon a t ime, there was a poor man, and he took the few things that he had left
to make his way to the city and try his luck. But the city made his life even worse. He
lost even the last few things he had left, he slept under a bridge and he was begging
every day for some little food that just made him survive. He was very desperate and
sad, and to him it seemed as if God himself had decided to make his life so miserable.
One day, this man decided to go to another part of the city, where he had never been
before. He crossed the bridge over the river and it took him a long t ime to get there
as he realized it actually was a very large city, so he walked and walked.

At some point, he started realizing that people looked very d ifferent, all having shining
faces and wearing beautiful clothes. They all seemed to be very prosperous, and at the
same t ime they were very kind to each other, talking to each other with gentle words,
taking t ime for each other. He became aware that in the part of the city where he
lived, people were never giving anything to each other and everyone was always
trying to hide from the other.

‘How come you have so much trust in each other that you keep giving and receiving all
the t ime?’, asked the poor man, ‘don't you fear that you may not get anything in return
for what you are giving?’ One of them, it was a young man with bright eyes full of ten-
derness, walked up to him and said: ‘We do not know this fear that you are talking
about, but we know that God is always provid ing us with everything we need, so much
that we can give it away all the t ime’. ‘How can you know this, and who told you this?’,
the old man replied, ‘my life is very miserable and I don't receive anything from anybo-
dy’, and he was almost about to turn away when the young man took a wonderful
gemstone from his pocket and put it into the hands of the poor man. He had never
seen such a wonderful gemstone, and it was very large and valuable. From one
moment to the next one, he became a rich man, just by the young man offering him
this beautiful gift.



‘Dear son’, he said, ‘although I am very touched by your graciousness, I don't think
I deserve this gift at all’. ‘You see’, said the young man, ‘this is the d ifference between us.
We know and we feel that we deserve these treasures, because this is how the universe
is made. In this awareness we always share with each other, and we feel so naturally
one with this knowledge that we keep find ing gemstones like this all the t ime - they
even seem to fall right into our hands. And we honour it that way, as a wonderful gift
of God, the great Giver’. 

The boy waited a little moment and saw that she had not moved at all while he was
telling her the story. She was very amazed by that story and the happiness of the boy
sharing it with her. "And do you know
the secret how these people learned
to trust in God to be the great Giver?",
he asked, and looked at her with a
winning smile. "They always sang a song
that they kept in their heart and
passed it on to each generat ion".
And the boy sang this song to her:

Bahutaa karam likhi-aa naa jaa-ay. 
Vadaa daataa til na tamaa-ay. 
Kaytay mangahi jodh apaar. 
Kayti-aa ganat nahee veechaar. 
Kaytay khap tutahi vaykaar. 
Kaytay lai lai mukar paahi. 

Kaytay moorakh khaahee khaahi. 
Kayti-aa dookh bhookh sad maar. 
Ayhi bhe daat tayree daataar. 
Band khalaasee bhaanai ho-ay. 
Hor aakh na sakai ko-ay. 
Jay ko khaa-ik aakhan paa-ay. 
Oh jaanai jaytee-aa muhi khaa-ay. 
Aapay jaanai aapay day-ay. 
Aakhahi se bhe kay-ee kay-ay. 
Jis no bakhsay sifat saalaah. 
Naanak paatisaahee paatisaahu.



"What do these words mean?" she asked him, "and where do they come from?"
"This is a verse from a very ancient and sacred text", the boy replied. "This verse has
the power to bring prosperity even to those whose dest iny it is to be poor. It carries the
trust of God, the great Giver, in itself. Those who sing it and trust in the words shall be
rich and happy unto infinity".

She wanted to reply to the boy, but he added: "But remember the other secret of the
people in that story: they were all giving to each other, and this is how they maintained
their wealth - they shared it, and d idn't keep it just for themselves".

And the boy began to sing another wonderful little piece of music to her, and the melo-
dy joined with the wind in the trees to form a d ivine stream of sound which reminded
her of the four words which the sage had told her to never forget:

Wahe Guru Wahe Jio

Wisdom beyond description, infinite wisdom
All around and deep within, embracing all from within.

The encounter with the boy and his singing changed her life. She began to share with
everyone, and more and more good things and opportunit ies came to her. She kept
singing the song of prosperity and often, inside her heart, the d ivine song of peace joi-
ned in a d ivine flow of words:

Sat Nam Wahe Guru

This is the True Identity, Infinite Wisdom.

Many years later she left the city and went back to the mountains.
What she had learned and shared had become so much a part of herself
that she truly became one with the One. 



She recovered the way back to the cave where she had once found the sage, but she
found it empty. There was something written on the wall that the sage had left for her:

"Welcome, dear friend, you are the true Soul of God.
That is where your home shall always be".

And underneath these lines, she could read his last words:

I have found in me what I am to be,
That I already am.
And I'll be what I am
Because only I can.

Merging with the totality of Life and Death, with the Creator and the Universe,
she herself became the sound of sounds, the universal dance of creat ion...

... Ong - Ong - Ong ...

"Live, my friend, just live and be yourself"...,
she said to the young one who came to visit her
one day and found her in the cave …
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