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BuUCHUN asked me to write thestory of
Mira. I place it before the readers.

I do not claim for it a place as history.
I delight to call it a story. Based on
tradition, Macaulife and Todd have done
valuable work on the subject. Our
contemporaries have carried out researches
on Mira, and are alleged to have exploded
many established traditions assigned to
her especially the one which ascribes the
maltreatment of Mira Bai by her husband.
The fact is, the persecutions began after
the death of her husband, who was all love
to her, and were met at the hands of the
husband’s brother at the instigation of
his sister Udabai. With profit readerss
interested in the subject might refer to
either class of writings.



To me Mira is the moth that burnt
itself in the candle of love for Girdhar and
for all times filled the T'emple of Devotion
with fragrance. Undaunted by fire or
frown, unperturbed by persecutions, this
devotee of §ri Krsna sang her songs of
princely renungiation and self-surrender,
that shall infuse courage in the aspirant
on the Path of Love. Mira lived the
message she preached, scoffed at cold
intellectualism and boldly proclaimed the
doctrine of absolute faith in, and devotion
to the Lord.

Modern Science and Art might well
mock at her poetic outbursts and call those
emotional effusions as mere paroxyms
of a maniace or the after-effects of an
“overheated” brain; I, however, maintain
that these charges are untenable. I hold it
honestly and express it emphatically that
the Path to Salvation lies through love
and devotion, which transcend reason and
intellect. Iet them, who will, try it—Mira
has given the lead and with a smile softly
playing on her lips she beckons to us—Ilet
them who will follow.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE DEVOTEES OF THE LORD.
T ? 00K at those eyes, those beautiful little
orbs that seem to reflect the whole
&Sl universe and point to the Unknown.
The gospel of Love and Truth that they
are preaching, the religion of tears that they
are proclaiming, the joy of holiness that
they are showering, all shed a glow at
once resplendent and captivating. Their
language is so mute, yet so expressive;
they have no tongue, vet speak so vividly
of the mighty experiences of the days of
separation and recite the tale of pathos, of
parting and of meeting, with a clarity that
transcends the attempts of the artist’s
brush. On canvas I have witnessed many

sights, but seldom has it been rendered so
living as when I saw tears of gratitude in

1
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the penitent’s eye as be sat bathing under
the showers of the Master’s grace, or the
pearly drops in the eyes of the devotee as
he sat in meditation. Few realize, much
less experience, the joys that fall to the lot
of the Blessed. These are the children of
God, nurtured on the bed of sorrow, on
whose head was showered the ridicule of
the world, whose food has been the crush-
ings of their heart and whose drink has
been the pangs of affljction. Some born in
the manger#*, others discovered forlorn by
the tankt, and yet others forsaken to the
fire and the winds, these are the heralds
that announce the approach of a higher
power that points to the great IDEAL.
Their joy is in the distant meeting and
their satisfaction lies in the gleaming hope
that sheds lustre in the distance and whose
prize is the CROWN OF ETERNAL
BLISS. Such are the devotees of the Lord.

I lay in the lap of my mother, hearing
the tale of one such child of the Lord,

* Lord Christ.
+ Saint Kabir.



when the motherly caresses lulled me to
sleep and lo! in my dreams whom else
should I meet but the child of my fancy,
and I cried out......

“These tear-bedimmed eyes, these
dishgvelled hair, this fragile constitution,
wrapped in the divine ochre, is this the child
of love whose tale you were just reciting
to me, mother ? In the lanes of Brindaban
how like a maniac this beautiful devotee
sometimes rushes sideways, sometimes
dances in ecstasy as she wildly goes to meet
the Idol of her adoration with open arms !
The only words that come out of those
beautiful thin lips and charm the passer-by
are ‘Govind, Govind, Govind.' Sweet is
their melody and rhythmic is their metre.
They seem to mock at the technical rules
of prosody. So comprehensive in their
significance are these words as they come
out of the lips of a devotee that one stares
in awe at their sanctity and marvels at
their meaning. They seem to lay bare
to the dreamer the pathos of ages, and
teach him the lesson of the highest form of
love that merges the finite in the Infinite
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and ushers him into the mysteries of the
Unexplored Region. However mystic the
words, our holy mother was in her homely
way teaching the greatest lessons in the
simplest language, and that language none
else but the language of love and that
expression no other than that of emotion.
And, as she passed along the street, some
bowed in reverence and a few mocked her
in the same old way that greeted the great
benefactor of the world by the cross. But
her thoughts were centred in some higher
region, and little did she care to turn round
and hear theapplause and the sarcasms thus
showered. But many a stranger, better dis-
posed, inquired who that blessed lady was.
And the old man standing at a distance
with tears in his eyes said, my son, she is
our blessed mother that has made the soil
of this spot sacred, and has once more
recalled the days of the Rasalila of ages
past and is emacting in our midst once
again in all its genuineness and glory the
drama of our Lord Krsna. And, as she
dances in ecstasy, the Loord Himself appears

and makes His presence felt by everybody
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seated close to the feet of the holy mother,
as she sits wrapt in meditation. Once a
princess, now a beggar in the lanes of love,
various are her pet names; but to me the
only name with which the children of the
cowherds accost her as they feed her with
their cow's milk and ask her to sing to
them the old fogrlorn songs of the Gopis of
Vraja appeals the most. While round the
neck of the lovely dqcile figure they cling
and call out to their comrades, ringing the
air by their cries, come, friends, run, enjoy;
for, once more has Mira come; and they

rush and dance in the shades of the
trees while Mira sings—

‘Govind, Govind, Girdhar Govind.
And, as she weeps and laughs, in her
ccstasy, she swoons away to rest in the
lap of her dear Lord. The children
terrified begin to cry, and the Lord
pitying them, rouses the fainted beauty
again to pass her time among the
innocent children. Thus pass the days
of the holiest of the holy.

- >y Tata—
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CHAPTER L

CHILDHOOD AND MARRIAGE.

m got up from my reyerie and, with
Y tears in my eyes, entreated my
S2Imother once again to recite the tale
of this saint and she began:—

Born in Samwat 1557 in far-off
Marwar, in the village Kurkhi, this
princess of Chitor, forsaking the pomp and
glory of the palaces, started IN THE
QUESTOFTHE FLUTE-PLAYER bare-
footed, to tread the path that led to the
Abode of Eternal Bliss. Inthe forehead of
the little child shone the signs of future
greatness, as she rose up startled by the
sound of the marriage procession that
passed below the palace of her father,
Rao Ratan Singh, and, peeping through
the barred windows of the balcony
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and seeing the child-bridegroom dressed
artistically, this baby of five cried out,
“Mother, and where is my bridegroom ?”
‘The mother smiled at the innocence of the
child. She seemed to have read in her
broad forehead the future greatness of her
simple babe and replied ( pointing to the
little lovely idol of Lord Krsna that
stood in the temple and was so much loved
by the child ), “Girdhar Gopal is thy
bridegroom.” Since then Gopal became a
subject of special fascination to her. All
her discourses were about this beautiful
image. All her time was spent in bathing
and dressing it. She worshipped it. She
slept with it on a deerskin. She danced
about it. She sang to it lovely songs. Its
joys were her joys, and, when a slight ray
of gloom was witnessed by her on its bright
forehead, that would make her weep for
hours, till she again saw a clear smile on
the face that would captivate her heart.
To everybody it became known that this
mad girl seemed to read the expression of
this idol, and to hold conversation with the
seemingly mute Krsna.

-~
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Thus passed some years in patiently
wooing her Beloved. From her childhood,
therefore, she could know of no other love
but that for her dear Krsna. This could
not be tolerated by the conservative,
custom-ridden family, which like others
would permit no such display of fancy and
would scoff at those pargxysms of devotion,
and sneer at the flow of tears. In their
eyes these visionary dreams had no place
in the practical life of the household. They
mocked at it, as they saw things from a
different angle. They soon thoughtof a2
way to take the mgpiac out of her madness
for the I.ord and relieve her of the divine
intoxication. Therefore messengers were
despatched and great pains taken to find
out a husband suitable for the princess. The
fateful day arrived when her daily worship
was disturbed by the music of the drum, by
feastings, feedings, and a variety of cere-
monies; for, this was the bridal procession
that had arrived at Ratan Singh's palace.
Mira was married to the heir of the mighty
State of Chitor—the cyggsure of all Rajput
eyes and a terror to the conquering
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Moghuls. The husband was the wvaliant
Bhojraj, the eldest son of Rana Sanga,
whose name is writ large for all time to
come in the annals of Rajasthan as the
solitary figure that would own allegiance to
nobody, but would rather experience all
the hardships of life and would walk
bare-footed on the burning sands of
Rajputana, with his hungry princes
at his side and the midday sun overhead,
and would patiently watch even the
last particle of loaf, prepared from the
bark of a tree, being snatched away from
the hands of the famished children. But
he would not budge an inch from the
traditions of the Rajputs, who could never
recognize Muslim suzerainty. It is these
people that bore the banner of Rajput
chivalry. It was this blood that ran in the
veins of the family into which Mira Bai
was married. The son, Bhojraj, the husband
of this little saint, had inherited all the
martial qualities of his ancestors. Any
general would be proud of the physical
appearance he bore, the valiant qualities he
possessed. ‘The blood of these Rajputs has
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been the pride of India. But martial
qualities have no place in the sphere of
love, where hynility is the ideal, and the
lowly alone can attain to the highest
pedestal. Vanity has no place there and
pride is an outcast. How could this
marriage then prove to be a happy one!
But blessed is Mira who left no stone
unturned to please her husband and see
that his mandates were obeyed. She tried
to give him no occasion for offence. She
stood out a sublime figure of a devoted wife,
an ideal that could be the boast of any
Hindu lady. But in her love for Lord
Krsna she could accept no compromise. To
her that was supreme over all duties
spiritual, moral or temporal. There she
stood adamant in her virgin glory, guarding
her rights with meticulous care. Beyond
what was necessary she recognized no
vagaries in life. After finishing her house-
hold work, she would feel that all the time
was the Lord’s, and then she would go to
her temple—where sat the joy of her heart,
the little image of Lord Krsna—and start
in the company of one or two devotees the
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nightlong ecstatic dances before her Lord
and sing songs to Him. In her ecstatic
moments, witnessing this exuberance of
the heart and complete eﬂ'acement of
the self, the Lord would Himself appear.
The little lovely idol that sat mute
would get up, clasp His devotee to the
bosom, play the melodious tunes on the
flute to her, and hold long discourses.
This was Mira’s joy. This was Mira's
life. Mira was born for it. This was
what Mira could not give up. But this
frantic display of self-surrender and utter
recklessness of form and formalities
greatly irritated the mother-in-law and
other ladies of her husband’s family.
The mother-in-law, after giving her the
usual lectures on the code of married
life, and telling her that the discharge
of domestic duties alone could lead to
domestic happiness as conceived by the
wordly-minded, told the innocent bride to
bow to the family idol of Durga, the image
of Gauri, the goddess of Sakfs. But
the young copsort was too imbued with
love for her dear Krsna to think of any
other love. With tears in her eyes, in
abject humility she fell at the feet of the
lady and through sobs broke out—
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“Mother, this head has already been
dedicated to the lotus-feet of Sri Girdhar
Gopal. Forgive, mother, it can bow before
no other god or goddess now. Mother, do
not press me any more. Your threats and
coaxings leave me unmoved.” The mother
found the daughter-m-law adamantine in
her resolve. Though in her heart of
hearts she blessed the girl for her pious
determination and fearless love for the
Lord, yet, to keep up appearances and follow
the trodden track of social rules she
admonished the bride. This had no
salﬁéry effect on Mira. Then came the
turn of Uda, the sister of Bhojraj, to come
and plead with her sister-in-law to give up
her obstinacy and yield. VYield—this is a
horrible term to the devotees of the Lord.
The strong reply that the little Mira gave
to her sister’s scurnlous and offens:ve
remarks soon aroused the wrath of Uda
She and her companions started a regular
conspiracy against her to take her to ‘task
for her obstinacy and began to defame her.
They went to Bhojraj and told him that his
wife held discourses with her paramours

12



at dead of night in the temple. That they
had themselves witnessed this téte-a-téte
going on every night. That the Prince
could convince himself by watching it for
himself. That it was a matter for shame
for the family and brought a great slur
upon the fair name of Chitor that the wife
of the heir-apparent should carry on such
liaisons. The anger of the Prince knew
no bounds, blood rushed to his cheeks,
and, with a sword in his hand, he
hurried into the apartments of his newly
wedded wife to kill her and stop all
these scandals. Mira fortunately was not
in the room. The Prince was rushing like
a maniac when some kinder soul came and
pacified him, told him not to lose himself
so soon, but should first satisfy himself of
the truth of it, lest he may have cause to
repent later on. He accepted the advice.
He abandoned the idea for the time being
and anxiously waited for the fateful hour
of the night when he was to be called in
to witness the love-scene.

At dead of night the girls came to call
the Prince, and provoked him by saying,
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“Shame on the family whose ladies
carry on such love-intrigues. Go
now and satisfy yourself of the daily
nocturnal movements of your wife, who
pretends to be a great lover of the Lord
and who, in spite of the repeated requests
of mother, would not bow to the goddess
Sakti.” The Prince rushed to the temple
unable to control his passion any longer
and there he found Mira fully absorbed in
making her confessions of love to her
Divine Beloved and making complete
surrenders. Before Mira could finish her
sentences he broke open the door and
rushed towards her; but he was completely
stiunned when he saw no one else but Mira
seated in an ecstatic mood, completely
unperturbed by the entrance of theintruder
and absorbed in conversing with the little
1dol that stood before her. But the eyesof the

Prince could notdiscern the Lord behind the
mask that He wore, screened as they were
by the veil of Mayz. He saw nothing else
but the Idol. He caught hold of Mira and
asked her with whom she was conversing.
Mira, strong in the strength of her Beloved

14



smiled, looked up to him and said, “See for
yourself.” He cried, “Show me thy lover. 1
am athirst for his blood.” Pointing to the
little image in the front, she said, “There He
sits; shatter Him to pieces, if you can; there
is the Eternal One who has always been
stealing the butter of the Gopis in Vraja,
sometimes stealing their clothes as they
went down to bathe. But more than all He
has stolen my heart and gives it not back.
But I do not complain of it; for, therein lies
my solace. See how He smiles at His mis-
chief! No, He again assumes the old grim
face. Beloved ! smile once more as You
smiled of yore! Ah no, He feels I have
given myself up to the Prince. No dear, no.
Wait. Oh wait. Why are You parting so
early ? Pray, wait. W...a...i..t. W...a...i...t.
W...a...i....(and Mira fainted away ).
This was a queer experience for the prince,
who hurried away. The other girls who
had followed him stood aghast, and began
to see things in a different light altogether.
It was an unusual experience to them. Uda
ran to kiss her sister-in-law—the fainted
Mira; but she was deterred from within;

15



for, it was she who was partly responsible
for the accusations against this goddess of
piety in human form. The girls could not
read the mind of the Prince as he left
the place.

Henceforward the Prince felt that his
wife had gone mad, and so he did not for
some time trouble himself with the affair.
But the world saw this through the eyes of
scandal, and rumour went round that Mira
had started mixing freely with the Sadhus,
and various were the motives assigned to
the act by dame rumour. But Mira was
careless of these ignoble talks that were
the topic of the day; unaffected she would
go on singing her old song:—

“Now none else but Him can I clatm
as my own.

I forsook my father and my mother and
all those that were dear to me.

In the company of the Sadhus I
sacrificed my world and my modesty.
1 rushed to meet a saint when one
appeared, and wept when the worldly
crossed my path.

16



With tears I nourished the everlasting
creeper of love.

In my search I met the deltverers—
The Saint and the Holy Name.x

Thenceforward the Name within and the
Saint overhead have lighted my path.
To the Lord, the servant Mira las
constgned kerself.
What cares she for the rumours thal be
current all round /'t

She continued to mix freely with the
Sadhus. The Prince, seeing her resolve

* In the Chapter on the doctrine of Sabda,

this term is explained.
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as adamantine as ever, gave up his
militant attitude, and got a temple
especially constricted for her to carry on
her devotional practices.

The news of the devotion of Mira for
Krsna spread far and wide, so much so
that the Emperor Akbar and his chief
musician Tansen were seized with the
desire of seeing the wife of the heir-
apparent of Mewar, whose songs, it was
rumoured, were so full of genuine devotion
for the Tord that He Himself appeared.
They strongly yearned to hear the
songs sung by Mira herself. But, fearing
their lives were not secure in case they
went in state, they disguised themselves as
mendicants,and started incognito for Chitor.
After a long journey, at last, they came to
the temple of Mira, where her Idol sat
mute and glorious, and bowed before the
seat where Mira sat in devotion before her

yq A A1 I 0, W g7 FE |
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Lord. The new arrivals were transfixed at
seeing the delicate, innocent and smiling
face of the child of God, which seemed to
welcome the new entrants and to shower
her blessings upon them. Akbar would
have rushed to prostrate himself at the feet
of the devotee and disclosed his disguise;
but he was kept back by Tansen, who told
him it would mean death to them if strict
secrecy was not maintained about their
identity. The Emperor then sat silently. As
the devotees sat round Mira, she started
singing her songs. When the moment
arrived, she jumped up and started her
ecstatic dances. The scene was so much
enlivened that for the time being everyone
forgot himself and saw divine shaftsof light
shooting forth from the idol and encircling
Mira in a halo. Fragrance spread through-
out. Some lost their consciousness, seeing
Mira at the height of her emotions fall flat
on the ground,absorbed in divine conscious-
ness. When Mira recovered and wanted to
go away after the day's prayers were over,
Akbar rose from his seat and, with folded
hands, approached Mira and entreated her

19



to accept a little present of a necklace.
Mira refused, saying that a servant of the
Lord needs nothing and asks from nobody
except the Lord Himself. But the Emperor
humbly insisted, saying that it was an
offering made at the lotus feet of the Lord
Krsna, whose image stood before him, and
that she should not refuse it. The name of
Krsna—this was the strongest and the
weakest point in  Mira—made her
thoughtful. When the thing came in the
name of the Lord, she could say nothing
but accept it. The necklace therefore lay
at the feet of the idol. The Emperor,
however, left the place with a heavy heart,
steeped in reverence and love for the Lord.
It was a great experience for the Emperor,
and such occurrences were responsible for
the tolerant nature and liberal views
of the great Moghul. He was a great
success in uniting the various factions; but,
whatever the theologians may say, he failed
in the domain of religion and spirituality.
The reason is clear. He sought to reap by
the sickle of knowledge the fruits of
Devotion and wanted to expetience with’

20



his intellect the divine thrills which are the
very life of a lover of God. No such experi-
ences and interpretations could lighten his
path. He remained the Emperor, no doubt,
of the green fertile fields of India, that
yielded fodder to the animals and nurtured
the drosser element in man, the body. He
could not reign over the human heart; for,
its king sits on a subtler seat and obtains
that position as the result of a different
kind of training, which is the outcome of
years of penance,—not the penance of body
but that of desires. When humility be-
comes enthroned in the heart, then alone
the goal is reached.

When the news spread that the
strangers of yesterday were the Emperor
Akbar and his musician, Tansen, and that
the Emperor touched the feet of the blessed
Mira, Prince Bhojraj could not restrain
himself any longer. Burning with anger,
the words shot forth from his mouth like
fire: “Could a Muslim dare approach a
Rajput lady, even to make an offering and
leave the soil of Rajputana safe! Fie on
Rajputs, who heard the news and did not

21



take revenge!” The Rana could not
thenceforth tolerate her living in a separate
temple. He was determined to remove
her from the world. He therefore went to
Mira and severely reprimanded her for
having permitted a Muslim to enter the
temple. “Drown thyself in some river”, he
exclaimed, “and henceforth never show thy
face to the world. Thou hast brought the
greatest blot on the fair name of Rajputana
by allowing a Moghul to touch thy feet.
Thou canst not deny the truth of it; for lo !
there is the proof of it—the necklace.”

Sufficient for the day was the tragedy
thereof. The mischief was done. Rajasthan
was to lose her glory for ever. The
only divine being in it started on her
pilgrimage of Love to the distant regions
where diviner elements reigned, and for
which holy mission the Creator had sent
her a messenger. With the mandate of her
lord she started, like a pilgrim bound on
the errand of Love, which needed the
sacrifice of her life.

eSO
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CHAPTER IIL

ON THE ERRAND OF LOVE.

HROUDED in melancholy that day, the
devotees watched with anxious eyes
S Dlthe parting of their beloved,—the soul
that gave them joy and blessed them with
the sight of the Lord,—now going with a
divine message to meet the Lord from
whom she had been living apart for so
long. Born in the race of the Rajputs,
whose women boasted of the custom of
Jaukar and who had for their ideal
unshaken fidelity to their husbands, she
showed to the world that she would stand
by the behests of her husband, implicity
obeying them, however terrible the
consequences might be. This she felt was
the ideal of a wife in Hindu society, and
she wished to be no exception to it.
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Prompted by the idea of obeying the
mandates of the Rana, whose ignorance
and hauteur were responsible for such a
hasty and foolish order, the servant—for,
so does every Hindu wife delight to call
herself—made her way towards the river,
which was to become holy by the last
empraces of the Lord’s devotee who had
come to offer her holy frame to it. And, as
she started on the pilgrimage, she bent
low to her cherished idol, pressed it to her
bosom, then individually caressed her
companions, that had shared the joys and
papgs of the nightlong - vigils, waiting for
the coming of the Divine Bridegroom, and
borne ungrudgingly the ridicule of their
masters. For the last time she sang those
beautiful songs that bad brought solace to
many a bruised soul and pacified many a
broken heart—the very songs that have
been sung by many a pilgrim on the path
that leads Home. The meeting over, the
farewell approached, after which the
pilgrim started. This time the beloved
idol lay not in a temple made of brick and
clay, not within the structure that could be
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the boast of human agency, but in the
temple of the heart, on a safer pedestal
which the great Architect had prepared for
Himself. Thus she started, with all her
thoughts fixed on one object, that object
being none else than the Lord Himself.
To-day the world’s scaffold was again
to be smeared by the sacred blood of the
great devotee of the Lord. The martyr’s
tomb was again to be erected on the soil
of this ungrateful world. The world’s
ingratitude was again to be painted on
the canvas of the Universe. The lessons of
their forefathers’ sins were again to be
taught to their descendants. Her
tormentors—the blind knaves—did not
realize that they were in sheer ignorance
perpetrating once again the heinous
crime that centuries before had been
enacted by their brethren on a different
stage and in a different clime on the
Son of God.* The world seems to rejoice
in such devilish acts of her sons. It seems
to grow fat on the blood spilled of such
pure souls,—else how to account for these

* The crucifixion of Lord Christ,
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inquisitions and tortures that mark the
advent of every holy saint ! These are the
murderers who wish to stifle the spirit that
seeks to emerge forth frombelow the covers
of dirt and mud that it has taken over
itself by ages’ sleep, by drowning itself in
the quagmire of sensuality. Little do these
people realize that these manifestations
of divine love in Bhaktas are not the
expressions of a maniac, but are the dramas
enacted by His own children on the unholy
stage of the earth to purge it of its sinsand
serve as object-lessons to the many
yearning devotees that pray to the Master
for help. Their acts are not the hallucina-
tions of a madman, but they are the vital
sparks of eternal flame for ever ablaze. It
is a queer tragedy of human life that the
two—the Lord and the Satan—should
exist side by side in the same castle. But
it is a stern reality. Reality must play in
the lap of unreality. The servant,* however
rebellious, has by years of devotion to the
Lord earned for himself the boon that he

should be permitted to carry on his work

#* Satan.
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of mischief unbridled amongst the
impgstors. But when he exceeds the limits
prescribed, the Loord Himself comes to
the rescue.

In this burning ghat there is a temple,
and therein sits my Lord. For what else
should one call this world where the
choicest jewels in man—Ilove, beauty,
chastity, dignity and fortitude—lie
smothered at the hands of these fiends in
the shape of hatred, anger, desire and
pride. But there is the solace that, when
untold misery becomes rampant, He comes:

“Whenever there is decay of righ-
teousness, O Bharata, and there is
exaltation of unrighteousness, then I
Myself come forth.

“For the protection of the good, for the
destruction of evil-doers, for the sake of
firmly establishing righteousness, I am
born from age to age.”*
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The mischief of Satan is proverbial.
Here it appeared in the form of wrath in
the Rana, who denounced the beloved
Mira and gave her the peremptory
mandate—"“drown thyself in the river and
never henceforth show me thy face.” How
patiently she bore the verdict! Fully did
she follow the divine lovers' practice to
show forbearance under torture for the
sake of their Beloved to a degree unsur-
passed in human Thistory. Complete
surrender of the body and extreme
recklessness about it and laying it down at
the altar of love is considered as the high-
est form of sacrifice in the world. But the
Lord’s devotee has yet a higher ideal.

He considers the sacrifice of the
body as the lowest order of offering
the devotee can make to the Lord. The
standard with which the actions of the
two are to be judged is, therefore, different.
In the sphere of the world it is apparent
that the beloved must be convinced that
the lover has genuine affection for her,
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while she on her part must display rank
carelessness in respect of her body and
abkorrence for the rules of society. If
such tests are applied in the base worldly
love, what finer tests must not an aspirant
in the region of divine love volunteer
himself for; what fiery ordeal must he not
pass through; what agonies must he not
patiently bear before he can cross the
threshold and get entrance into the portals
of that more sublime region where love
reigns supreme and the pleasures of which
place know no surfeiting by excess. No
mathematical calculation can give its
idea; no formula can explain it. From
her youth Mira had been equipping
herself for this region. She had experienced
that the meeting had drawn closer; and,
as she wended her course towards the
river, a beautiful smile played on her
lips, and with the same old melody
she sang old songs in her characteristic
joyous tune, but this time with a
greater vigour, as she was conscious
that she had been freed from the
physical bondage. In her ecstatic mood
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she would jump high in the air and
cry out “Govind, Govind, Govind,” and
sometimes she would weep and repeat
“Govind, Govind, Govind. Thus she
reached the river wherein she was to
drown herself in comgliance with her
husband’s wishes. There she stood on the
banks of the river, a statue in meditation,
resplendent in its virginity, enrapturing
in its dignity and shining in its glory. All
the elements seemed to stand in awe, while
the bosom of the river heaved visibly,
none could say why—whether in joy at the
thought of her receiving a celestial being
into her lap, or in sorrow at the ingratitude
of the world, at its subjecting such a fair
creature to physical pain. Mira stood in a
contemplative mood, thinking of the distant
regions. It was now evening and the sun
shed its last rays to kiss the feet of the
universal beloved and then went low, not
to rise again for the day. In an instant the
conch and bells started their music in the
temple in the distance. At their sound Mira
was reminded of her hour of worship. The
thought of sitting for devotion irresistibly

30



came into her mind. Shelooked for a seat,
and at once felt that the best place was the
lap of the Lord Himself. There was no
time to waste. With all the vigour at her
command, she prepared to jump into the
river, and, as the feet were just about to
leave the ground, a hand from behind
grasped her. Mira looked behind and whom
else would she see but her beloved Sri
Krsna, who stood smiling at her in His
proverbially childish fashion. Mira fainted.
She had found the lap of the Lord, as she
had desired, wherein to pray, as the even-
ing had approached and the hour of prayer
had come.

Mira opened her eyes. The Lord
smiled and said, “Your life with your
mortal husband is over. Now you are
Mine. Go now and henceforward seek Me
in My kingdom—in the bowers of Vraja
and in the lanes of Brindaban. A final
clasp: a last embgace: now I go. Watch
how I fly!”
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CHAPTER IV.

IN QUEST OF THE FLUTE-PLAYER.

IRA started for Brindaban, singing and

dancing in the way as she passed.
As she crossed the burning sands of
Rajputana, her face did not betgay any
sign of physical pain or suffering. All
the way nothing came to her lips but
“Girdhar Gopal: He is my all, I have no
one else to call my own.”*

Whoever saw her was peculiarly
moved, and everybody was drawn towards
her. The heart of the poor was filled with
syvmpathy for her, and they requested her
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to share with them their unostentatious
meals. The children took her to be their
mother who had for long been away from
them. She, on her part, clasped them; for,
she saw in them so many Krsnas. Her
touch was magical, and her look captivat-
ing. Everybody wanted her blessings, and
returned overjoyed after seeing her with
the Lord’s name on her lips. It was
apparent that the Lord, taking compassion
on them, had sent them His own child as
the messenger to deliver them His
message—the secret of divine bliss. They
would not let her part. But to her the
Lord’s mandates were supreme and she
would waste no time in answering the
Divine Call. She therefore went on and
on for days and nights, cheerful and
unfatigued, till she reached the suburbs of
Brindaban. There, as if by intuition, the
cowherds’ children recognized her, ran to
her and, forgetting all decorum and
decency, kissed her, raised her up and cried
out, “Come, friends, she has come.” They
had recognized the Gopz that had been
absent from Vraja for so long. She
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reciprocated those sentiments of love thus
showered upon her; for, were they not the
genuine outpourings of affection and the
fragrant draughts of pastoral love? They
forced her to dance, and, when they felt
she must have been tired—little did they
know that those feet knew no tiring—they
gave her fresh milk to drink and the
piece of the loaf that was lying in the
cupboard. They brought her water and
cleansed her feet, and in the midst of
such exuberance of affection she lifted
her head to see who it was that was
playing those touching tunes that enrap-
tured the heart and sent a quiver through
it: and whom else would her eyes meet but
the Lord Himself, seated on vyonder
tree, witnessing His own Li/z. As she ran
to catch Him, He disappeared. Mira lay
weeping, and the children started con-
soling her. After some time she recovered
and started on her journey in spite of
the children’s vain entreaties to stay
for some days more.

Her eyes could not be arrested by any
other thing in the world except the purpose
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in hand, and that purpose was none else
but the love for the Lord, and that mission
no other than the journey to His abode.
Thus, nothing, not even the children’s
entreaties, howsoever feeling, could divert
her from her purpose, which was to meet
the Lord at Brindaban. At last the journey
was over and she reached the place and
there fell in a reverie. In her dreams she
looked about herself and seemed to
recognize the old place. She remembered
the good old days when she had with other
Gopis played with the boy Krsna, danced
with Him and had been the butt of all His
jokes. She remembered that she was
Radha in her previous birth and had
adorned the place and taught the woman-
kind the ideal of selfless love for their
consorts. She awoke from her reverie and
found herself entirely amongst new sur-
roundings. She tried to find the old places.
They were all gone, and huge buildings
stood in place of lovely bowers where His
dramas were enacted by Lord Krsna. She
went about and rested in the temple dedi-
cated to the Lord. As she passed through

35



the streets, people laughed at her. Careless
of the cayustic remarks, she went on intu-
itively. As evening approached, she went
out to beg for food. Having got some, she
took it to the banks of the Jamuna, offered
it to Lord Krsna and partook of it. During
night she sat in prayers, her little Krsna
before her, and passed hours in devotion
as usual, careless of the new surroundings.
To her there was nothing new. It was a
return home, and not a strgak of care was
visible in her face. There she sat all aglow
with divine fervour. She had not long to
stay. Like the moths that surround the
lamp, devotees began to gather about her.
The news spread all round that Mira had
come. All seemed to recognize her. Her
name seemed to be familiar to everybody.
News spread far and wide that the ILord
Himself visited Mira while she sat in
devotion and danced in ecstasy. People
started on the holy pilgrimage to visit her.
This news also travelled to Chitor, and
devotees arrived from there and begged
Mira to return to her native place. Since
her departure from there they had
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suffered great troubles. The Rana himself
realizing his folly repented, and dressed
like a mendicant, came to Brindaban to
seek her forgiveness. Clad in saffron,
he approached Mira and asked her
for alms.

Mira. What alms can you expect
of a beggar!

Rana. You can give me whatever
I want.

Mira. Then ask.

At this, the Rana removed his
disguise, disclosed his identity and
sought her forgiveness. Mira recognizing
her husband, fell down at his feet. She
accg_ded to his entreaties, and consented
to accompany him back home.

On arrival in Chitor her time was
passed in prayers in the temple. This
continued for some time. Bhojraj died
while Mira was only twenty-three, and
only ten years had elapsed after her
marriage. She now felt more at liberty to
carry on her devotional practices. But
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soon things changed, and, at the instance of
his counsellors, Ratan Singh, the new
Rana of Mewar and Mira's brother-in-law,

started persecuting her. Mira bore patiently
all the humi’ljations to which she was

subjected, in the name of the Lord, and
uttered not a word of complaint. Who
could know what she was, what she wanted
and what she did! Her feelings are
expressed in her own linesi—

O friend, I am mad with love: none
knows my anguish.

There, on the point of the ptke lics my
bed, how can I slecp !

The bed of the Dear Ome ts spread in
heaven, how can I meet Him !

Only Re who kas had a wound can
understand the condition of the
wounded,

Or else he who has dealt the blow.
Only a jeweller can know the secrels of
a jeweller or else he who the jewel be.
Smitten with patn I roam about tke
forests,

Physsctan I have found none.
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The pain of Mira will leave her,

O Lord, when You play the physician.»

The persecution of Mira continued
day and night and she was ridiculed for
mixing freely with the tonsured mendlcants
and for dancing before the Lord’s i image.
She was asked to give up this dancing and
singing as it cast a shadow on the fair
name of her family. Her characteristic
reply is contained in her following lines:—

Mine ts Girdhar Gopal, none else.
He wko wears the peacock crown is
Mira’s Lord;

Father, mother, brother or kin, none
s mine.

I have flung the pride of my family:
what care I for any one !

# 2 Qo @ Aw farh, A7 g T W7 B 0
l{&ﬁ FR AN Marm\%ﬁ | 2 |
TATESY AW frarst, fre fag frsar 7 120
RlecriRic cels cBE R EC I i ol
Medet ma e e, 31 faw Hed @ RN
ZEH AT 7727 N, Iz faed adt 21 |
"t oy i fa2 sw, 3 amEfedn & R

39



Lsving sn the company of saints, I
bade good-bye to the world and its
opintons.

I tore aside my vesl of many hues and
bedecked myself with coarse thread;

Pearl and corals I cast astde to weave
the garland of wild flowers.

With my tears for water, I nourished
the creeper of love,

Now that the creeper has spread, the
frust shall be joy ilself.

The milk-churn 1 twirled with decp
emotion,

And butter 1 gleancd: let him who
would, have the leavings.

I was born for devotion’s sake, but
the sight of the world made my heart
captive.

Mira vs Thy matd, O Lord Girdhar;

Save me NowW.*
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How could such a child be loved in
this world ! All sneered at her, but she
did not care. Her heart aimed at pleasing
one and one alone, and that was the Lord
Himself.

The Rana was always busy inventing
a new form of torture for her. Once he
sent a snake in a basket to her with a
message that it contained a garland of
flowers. Mira, after performing her
ablutions, sat before it. On opening it she
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discovered a beautiful image of her Divine
Beloved.

The Rana then tried another trick.
This time he sent her a cup of poison,
saying it was negtar. Mira, after perform-
ing her prayers, raised it to her lips and
quaffed the deadly liquid, which was really
transformed into nectar. She has described
these incidents of her life in the following
beautiful - song:—

Rana made a present of a basket of
serpent.

Mira performed her ablutions and put
ker hands in 1t.

Lo ! il was turned into an tmage of
the. Lord.

Rana sent a potsoned cup: having
performed her

prayers, Mira drank of it.

It had changed into nectar.

Rana sent a bed of nasls for Mira to
sleep on.

Evening fell and Mira slept on il
Lo ! it had transformed into a bed
of roses.
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Mira’s Lord, ever beneficent, keeps her
ever out of all troudle.

Mira has dedicated herself to Girdhar
and roams about in ecstatic mood
arissng out of deep lover
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The mystery behind these miracles
can only be explained by her love for the
Lord.

Steeped in the wine of love, the lover
sees nothing else but the wine all round.
The whole panorama is dyed red. The
very wine seems to pervade and fill the
atmosphere by its fragrance. The whole
consciousness is gone. Nay, the devotee
himself becomes symbolic of it. Every-
thing that he takes smells of that wine.
His love is responsible for that conversion.

When she was thus tortured and
troubled at her place, and when it became
impossible for her to carry on her
devotional practices, she sought the aid of
one who could understand her condition.
She addressed the following lines to a
renowned contemporary saint, Tulasidas:—

All the dear ones of my household
ever create trouble

Over my assoctatton with the Sadhus,
and in my devolion cause

me intensc pain.
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From my childhood have I made the
child Girdhar my friend.

The bonds of attackmeni have grown
loo stromg for me now to break.*

Tulasidas gauged her mental agony
and physical pain and came to her
rescue. He replied thusi—

Those who do not hold Rama and
Sita dear,

Shkun them as your dire ecnemies,
howsoever closely related.

Praklada defigd ’his father, Vibkisana
deserted his brother and Bharata
forsook his mother.

Nay Bali disowned his preceptor
And the Gopis left thesr husbands in
order to meet the Lord, and the
bekaviour of them all was a source
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of happiness and a blessing to the
world al large.

It s tn relation to God alone that
all kith and kin are worthy of love.
What s the good of the eye-salve
that only serves to make one blsnd !
Take up the hint: no more can I say.
He ts tn every way a noble friend,
worthy of your adgration and dearer
to you than your wvery life,

Who can generate aflection for the
Lord: suck is the creed of Tulastdase.
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CHAPTER V.
THE GOSPEL OF LOVE.

MIHE wild tale of pathos shall ever
Iremain writ large on the Temple of
Love. She lived on tears and she slept
on tears: this shall be the language of love
in which Mira will go down to posterity.
‘This child of the Lord, nursed in the best of
worldly circumstances, feeling disgusted
with the obstructions placed on her
meeting freely her Divine Beloved, directed
her course to those very regions where
His kingdom lay, where the mad rayings
of the world could not reach her and where
the darts of Satan fell scotched like so
many/pieces of feather. She had started
in search of a place where she could lie
undisturbed in the thoughts of her Beloved.
She was a child that did not look on Him
with the dwarfed vision of the world’s
artist. While freedom was her creed and
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liberty her watchword, the slaves of forms,
formalities and dogmas could not under-
stand her. Her bondage lay in her love
for her Beloved, and the suptle chains of
love that she put on herself were not
visible to many eyes. She started on her
way to Brindaban. Her journey over, she
found herself ushered into the region of
love, affection and beauty, where she
could with freedom continue her search
for the Beloved.

At Brindaban this messenger from the
Lord preached the cult of Bkakts. Beauti-
ful are the dramas she has enacted on this
world’s stage; lovely are the paintings
she has painted on the canvas of life, and
charming is the music of the poems she
has given to posterity, steeped in mystic
lore and perfect in their rhythm and
symphony. The music of her songs thrills
the heart. It isin concord with the soul.
Peace dawns as if by the help of some
miraculous power. To the dying and the
broken heart they apply the balsam of life
and give unction to the soul.

In the ruthless sea of life there are
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‘many whirlpools, through which these
devotees have steered clear, unscathed, and
pointed the Way. But it is not a lesson
that can be learnt by rote. It is the
fortunate ones alone that are afforded the
opportunity to learn. By her life Mira
showed there is no reason for an aspjrant
to get disheartened when she, born ina
noble and conservative family, could row
her boat safely through the troubled
waters and conventions of the world, un-
chilled and unruffied by adverse winds,
regardless of the sarcasms of the world, and
in the teeth of mighty persecutions. Her
path was the simplest and yet the most
-difficult, which can be followed without
going to the forests or practising
penances. It can be acquired in a moment,
for it comes as a gift and none can claim
it as of right. An aspirant has only to find
out one who knows the mystery, one who is
dear to the Lord; for, he is the best inter-
ceder who can speak for us to Him. It
was this search for the Master (Guru) that
made her start on her errand and she was
fortunate when she found her Teacher and
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through him the Way Home. But, before
she met Raidas, she had to undergo painful
ordeals, both external and internal, in her
noble cause—love.

- Who understands what is love ? Itis.
inexplicable. It can be described only by
those who have had an experience of it
themselves. Its signs are various and
varied. Itisknown by itseffects. A blank
face and a vacant eye may be an index of
the burning heart within. The attributes
of Love are the same everywhere. It is a
perilous position in which the lover places
himself, but one which he will not willingly
give up at any cost. Itis a grief in which
one feels pleasure. When he recites the tale
of separation, it is with a view to consoling
himself. Although the sword of Maya hangs
overhead, yet he is unhurt. And where is
sleep in love! Sleep is a condition of the
tired mind. None knows when the Beloved
might arrive. The vigil is long continued
and the effort sustained. The eyes know
no fatigue. The lover looks a maniac, the
result of continued wakefulness and wait-
ing. Mira describes this condition thus:
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1
O friend, all the world sleeps: I, the
separated one, sit awake.
There 1s one lske me who, sittsng tn ker
palace of pleasure, strings together a
necklace of pearl;
Of yet another I know who weaves a
garland of tears.
The whole night I pass counting the
stars; when shall the hour of joy arrsve ?
The Lord of Mirais Girdhar Nagar: 1t
15 by meeting Him that from anguisk
, I skall be relieved.
Mine eyes acke for a sight of Thee;
Stnce Thow hast lefl me, my Lord,
never kave I found rest.

2
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My bosom heaves at Thy Name,
Thy Name sounds so sweel.
I have fixed my ssght on Thy path and
awast Thy return; the night seems a
kalf-year.
O, to whom shall I recite the tale of the
pangs of separatson !
My friend, I feel as if the saw ts besng
applied to my eyes.
When wslt Thow meet me, O Lord of
Mira, who art the bestower of joy and
allayer of pain.
3
Friend, I have lostmy sleep.
The whole night 1 have passed in
wasting for the Beloved.
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My comrades offered me thesr counsel,
but to none did my heart pay any heed;
Without a sight of Thee my heartis

restless, so stubborn ss my heart.

My body is emaciated; I am wsthout
peace, and the name of THE DEAR
ONE 35 on my lips.

The pain of separation dburns my heart,
yet He cares not for st.

Lske the Chatak crying out for the
clouds, like the fisk pining for the waler,
Mira lies restless in her separation from
ker Beloved—so lost to kerself is ske.

Such is the state of the poor troubled
soul at every moment. None likes to hear
even the tale of these people. Nobody has
time to listen to their effusions of emotion,
unless he is similarly affected. When the
restless soul wanders thus, troubled by the
love current, and knows no rest, the Lord
Himself comes to them, listens to their tale,
rubs off their tears and clasps them to His
bosom. But the panting and thirst should
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come first, and then alone the divine
support will follow. When no peace comes,
the lover wanders weary and thirsty. His
condition is then like that of a fish out
of water.

A victim of the shafts of love, Mira,
hungry and thirsty passed days and nights
in silence, waiting and crying for the
Beloved:

How could I live without Hart, O mother!
For the Dear One I have gone mad; it 1s
lske the worm ealting out the wood.
Medsctnes and herbs do not work on me,
1t appears all madness to me.

As dwells the lotus in the waters, of
waler born.

As loses the fisk iis life, when from
waters withdrawn.
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In search of the Beloved from forest to
forest, lo catch the music of the flute,
I roamed.

Mira, the Blessed one, her Lord
Girdhar, the comforter, oblained.

When this climax was reached, she
found her Lord, and in the following lines
expressed her condition:—

Rama have I bought, O mother. Some
say it s im secret; some say, st is
by steaith.
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No, I have laken st to ke beatsing of
drums.

Some say He 1s black, some call Him
fair: with open eyes I have taken Him.
Some say He s lsght; and ke ts heavy,
say some.

All the ornaments of my body have I
given up even lo the bracelel.

Mira’s Lord ts Girdhar, so st was
ordained tn the previous birtk.

Here is the secret of all religions.
This is the only secret path through which
one can approach Him. Itis not outward
show nor the following of conventional
rules that can bring about this condition.
The path is through love. Every moment,
of separation is a pang of death to the
lovers. The only words that come to their
lips are “Lord, I am Thine and Thou art
mine.” Their lives are differently led.
The decorum of society does mnot bind
them. They live away from all forms and
shows. The paraphernalia of priestcraft,
the ceremonies in the temples and the
formal prayers in the churches do not
appeal to them. To all appearances they
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do not sit in prayers, yet not a moment
passes when they are not praying to their
Lord. They sing with the Sufi:

Father, I know not how to pray, nor

can I conform to the ceremonses.

I know only this muck: to bow before

Thee when Thow blessest me with

Thy wiston.

Similar sentiments are embodied in
what Mira said :—

How I yearn for a vision of Thee:
when shall I see Thy face ?

My perplexed heart knows no peace:
meet thou soon, O friend.

Mira’s Lord ss Girdhar Nagar: she 1s
burning tn separation from Him.

The condition of the devotees is the
|same at all times and in all climes. The
agonies of the soul know no subsiding.

ays and nights pass in torture. Sleep
eaves the eyes and no craving is left for
nything. Love for God is something
different from that for human beings. The
119ver’s passion is like thirst in its intensity.
1t is unique in its variety. Day and night,
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the flame of love burns in the hearts of
the fortunate few. It smoulders in the
adeﬂp’ts, but the spark never dies out. It
seems to gain energy from within. The
solace comes in the flow of tears, and
the creeper of love is nourished by the
eyes. This is how the thirst is quenched.
Their life is a queer paradox. They are
supreme artists and very bad caricaturists.
They paint things in their nudity. They
belong to the Children’s School of Art,
all innocence and purity. They lose heart
at the least obstruction. At the minutest
apprehension of the removal of divine
touch they run to the ILord and say,
“Father, why hast Thou forsaken me ?”
They alone realize the value of the ethereal
touch. They do not live. They linger in
the world. They lead a life of supreme
indifference. The knowledge of the world
is not their creed and there is no fear in
throwing off the shackles of forms and
ceremonies. There is a rank carelessness
about their actions. This is no immodesty
in them, but complete surrender to the
Lord. They know of only one union—that
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with the Lord. It is sacrilegious for them
to enthrone in their heart anyone else
than Girdhar, or even to think of others.
Such being the devotion, they meet the
Beloved with open arms. The ties of flesh
stand broken. So it was with Mira. With
the Lord alone she recognized a relation-
ship and in Him alone she found a friend.
When she saw the Lord, she cast down her
looks in modesty, in humble submission,
and realized how long she had strayed
away from Him. Her suppressed feelings
gushed forth to do homage to Him. She
fell at His feet, but He raised her to His
bosom. She felt peace in the arms of her
Lord. With the light of fidelity and
singleness of purpose clear from her eyes,
she started singing to Him:—
I am true to my Lord;
Why should I feel abashed, O comrade,
now that I have danced 1n public.
All day I feel no kunger, nor find any
rest; at night my sleep s gone.
The secret arrow of love has pierced
my heart and passed to the other
ssde.
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My family and kin have swarmed
round me Iske bees.

Mira is the servant of Girdhar, the
ridscule of the world khas lost sts sting
for her»

At another place she expresses this
state of fearlessness in the following lines:—

In the presence of Girdhar will I dance.
Him I shall please by dancing, and
Hiys lovers I shall solicit;

Love and affection shall be the trinkets
of my feet and Remembrance shall be
my dancing robe.

The world’'s regard and the famsly
dignsty I shall all dsscard,

And I shall go and sleep on the bed of
the Beloved.
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Mira shall dye herself sn the colour
of her Hari»

This is how Mira lived. All her
attention was directed to pleasing her
Lord. She lived inlove. This everlasting
spring of love gushes forth in her after
years of silent waiting and devotion for
the Lord. It therefore knew no drying
up. Ceaselessly it gushed out. This was
renunciation, the absolute denial of every-
thing. No place was left for an alien
thought in the mind. The only craving
was never to part from Him; and how
sweetly she cherished the new treasure, is
apparent from what she says on the
subject:—

O dwell in my cyes, Thou darling of
Nanda !
Enchanting ts Thy figure and dusky

# st st g |
A A R s fars,, S s I |
a-flad A9 Yuw, gEst FSA Frgh 1l 2 |l
AF-IW, FOH! TAQ, A TF A T |
framd o s g, A & a0 R 0

61



Thy complexion and big Thy cyes;
And so beautiful looks the fiute on Thy
lips, 1ts note sweet like nectar.

On Thy bosom s the Vaijayant:
wreath:

There is a belt of hittle bells round
Thy watst, and the trinkets tn Thy feel
sound sweet.

Thou art the giver of joys to the sainis,
O Lord of Mira and the protector of
Thy devotees I+

What else could Mira’s eyes see but
the Lord ? She gave herself up completely
to Him. This was renunciation, the
abandonment of all activities and desires.
This is the only channel by which men can
reach Him. Renunciation is the necessary
outcome of love, and love does not consist
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Girdhar Gopal,






Mira dancing in the presence of her Lord.






in bargaining and bartering. It does not
ask for any gift or comfort in lieu thereof.

From the time the devotee sells
himself to the Lord, he ceases to have
anything to do with himself. All his
property, wealth and pride, show and
power, which he foolishly thought his, he
offers to the Lord. He gives up all he has,—
and, after all, what are these possessions
worth, except Love! He goes to the
temple, and, through the veil, seeing rays
of glory shooting forth says, ' “Rather, I
have come to Thee, helpless and infirm,
but with hopes fixed in Thee. In utter
humility I lay myself before Thee. Do
whatever Thou wishest. Volition is dead
inme. I have ceased to be my old self.
Nothing is mine. Everything belongs to
Thee. 1 come, stand and knock at Thy
door. 1 ask for alms. Turn away this
beggar if Thou so desire: bestow on him
Thy blessings if Thou so choose. Kick
me if that is Thy wish. I am a sinner and
have not the strength left in me to repent.
Master, I beseech Thee: while the shadows
lengthen and the hour comes to die,
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take me out of the swamps of the dirt of
this world. I have nothing with which to
purchase this boon. The love that I have
is not the arrogant love of the world, the
result of pride. It is not that which has
caused so many of Thy fair children to
stray away from the right path and from
Thee. 1t is not the love for the flesh and
blood, the love for the beautiful eyes or
the pretty face. It is the love which is
the outcome of humility. When all my
companions, wealth, power and fame
forsook me, and their betrayal stood
personified before me, I sought the
protection of Thy feet; and, in the silence
of night, when everybody slept, I tossed
restlessly on my bed, drenching it with
tears, crying in all bitterness and asking
within myself, Is this love ? }

If I knew, to love was to tnvite pain,
T would have proclasmed by beat of
drum let none love.»
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“And, as my body has been reduced to a
skeleton and the reddish glow of my cheeks
has turned pale, the falling breath has
entreated Death to grant but one boon—
the sight of the Lord, the glorious vision,—
before life passes away:—

O black vultures, eat away everything,
of this flesh, but discriminately,

Only leave these two eyes, for they still
hope to see the Lord.

O black vullures, pull out these eyes
as well and take them to His presence.
Only make an offering of them to Lord,
before you devour them.’*

“And this last hope has kept life
enlivened. My hope has been in the
distant meeting, as in solitude I lay musing
in divine thoughts. In that pensive
mood Your Grace has been my only
hope. This has been the only softening
element, mellowed by the fragrant
memories of the passing years, when not a
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tear of anger has been shed at Thy
seeming indifference, not a syllable has
been uttered in complaint, not a gesture of
revolt displayed. The hope of the distant
meeting has given me as much food as the
separation itself. The painful watching of
the stars in the sky and the restless tossing :
on the bed have for their end the gleam of '
the glorious future. The prop has been the
divine embrace. I have tried to suppress
the feelings, but the body has betrayed me.
The eyes have told the tale in the language
of tears. They have betrayed the path I
was following in silence and in that I have
found myself helpless. I can boast of no
wealth or power or strength. I have no
offering to make, yet I have started to have
You. When I saw You, I said I wanted to
purchase You. But for what price ? I gave
myself up to You—body and soul. What was
this giving and what was this article pur-
chased, few will know. Suffice it to say, You
sold Yourself to me and I purchased You.
It was a bargain. I became Yourself and
You were idolized in me—a mighty comedy
and a majestic melting away into Infinity.”

Mira lost herself in the Lord as the
colour loses itself in the water.

e o
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CHAPTER VL
THE DOCTRINE OF SABDA.

E N the beginning was the soul merged in
the Lord and with the Lord. But since
then xons have passed and the soul has
left its abode of peace, where it lay
wrapped in  bliss. ‘The ignorance
persisting for ages, and the association
with the grosser elements of matter and
ego have covered the subtler element to
such an extent that the spirit has
apparently become benumbed. In the
innermost core it is still alive, but the
covers that it has put on bave made it
insensible to the Call. It has lost its
sensibilities, and has become insensate to
the shafts of love. They cannot pierce the
dense layers the soul has put on. But at
times it so happens that, when they do
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pierce, the experience, howsoever short-
lived, gives a thrill; but this effect is soon
masked by the external reactions. If
this temporary selflessness is allowed to
sustain itself a little longer, real love will
spring forth. These temporary flashes are
not of much value to a devotee, not very
praiseworthy even. They cannot lead the
pilgrim Home. The successful termination
of the journey presumes sustained effort
and consequent joy:—

Dursng the rains, cven rivulets swell

inlo lorrents;
‘Bhakts’ follows the constancy of the
rivers that do not dry even tn summer.*

Once this Bkakli is aroused in this
frame, it begins to respond to the Eternal;
the soul then starts upwards to the
real home.
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The soul has since its departure from
the eternal Home been enjoying itself with
the mind and the body* Like the
proverbial spendthrift, it is sharing with
these cheats the boon of its Home. Like
an ignorant child, it has fallen into bad
company and is every day descending
lower and lower in search of new pleasures
of a wvulgar type, which makes its
redemption impossible. But, before the
final wreck comes, it makes amends to the
Father, and is forgiven. It then begins its
career afresh. It only takes time to rise to
the old place once more. This often
happens when it is reminded in its fallen
condition of its glorious past and is assured
of the forgiving nature of the Father. The
innate goodness is then aroused in the
child. Then it realizes that these thieves
—the body and the mind—which were to
all appearances its companions, were really
enjoying at its cost, as the soul was the
only life-giving element. The covers of
depravity are removed, it repents and then
the Lord appears and makes it conscious

* Manas and Maya.
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of its fallen condition and of His mighty
forgiving nature. This realization is bound
to come, as the connection of the soul is
yet unbroken with the Lord. When such
a stage is reached, the Gury makes His
appearance. The Guru knows the secrets
of the Divine Path, and understands the
malady of the aspirant. He ministers to
the ailment of his new patient. To the
aspirant he describes his fall and points out
to him the path, following which he
can reach Home. This path is nothing else
but the current of divine love that leads
the individual towards the Eternal Soul.
If this route were not extant, the individ-
ual soul would never experience the
thrills from the Universal. The soul, when
it lay in the Ocean of Divinity, was lying
silent, calm and unruffled; but, when it
started its journey downward, the loss of
energy in the motion resulted in its
depletion, and this process of fall produced
sound. This sound is technically termed
Sabda in Vedanta and Yoga. At the
various stages in its descent the soul
adopted the form and the colour of the
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centre through which it passed. In our
world it assumed the form of ‘Manas’ and
‘Maya’. If now the soul wants to return
Home, it has to retrace its path; it has
once more to draw together all the energy
it bad diffused and then to proceed back-
wards. Just as in the wilderness in this
world the traveller is guided by the sound
at a distance, so also the soul on its
pilgrimage is guided by the Sabda. It is
the open sesame of the Divine Home.
The soul moves on and on in reponse to it.
As the sound grows clearer with the soul’s
advance in its upward march, the speed
also increases. Like the snake that gets
spell-bound itself when it hears the music
of the charmer’s flute, the soul drinks deep
of the eternal music that issues forth from
itself. This music of the soul is also
called by the Yogis as Anakata and by
the Sufis as Sauf-i-sarmads, the music
without a beginning and an end, which
never stops. When the music of this world
appeals to one so much, one can easily
imagine what must be the condition of
the soul when it hears this divine music
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all the time. This music the soul has
brought with itself. It sustains it. It is
under its influence that the devotee goes
into trances. It is the password to reach
Home. Mira called this .Seéda ‘NAMA'
Without ‘Nama’, she incessantly repeated,
you cannot reach Him. Itis, in fact, the
realization by man of his divinity. But
this, she repeated, could be possible only
through the help of the T'eacher. And the
Teacher will come only when the aspirant
lies il], crying for the beatific vision. He
gives the gift of ‘NAMA’, and the path
becomes accessible to the recipient.

I obtained the gift of ‘““Nama”;
The Satguri bestowed the invaluable
article,

And by His kindness made me His
own.*

The love for the Gurnx must be
unadulterated, unselfish and spontaneous.
The Guru is he who will open the gate
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that guards the entrance to the Divine
Throne. There must be implicit faith in
him. Divided affection is abhorred by
him. An honest heart wins him over.
How tenderly Mira loved her Guru and
with what tenacity, is depicted by her in
her beautiful lines, full of pathos and music
and brimming with genuine feelings of
affection and respect for the Teacher:—

My mind cherishes the love of the
Teacker’s feet;

I ltke nothing but them: the world to
me 1s but a dream.

The Ocean of metempsychosss ts dried
up for me: no anxtely lo cross it
atls “me.

My Lord is Girdkar Nagar:
My eyes have turned inward lo
obtatn His viston.*
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How many are those honest people
that have the stern faith and hope in the
Teacher ? It is very nice to sit philosophiz-
ing that the world isa dream. But these
are only pious thoughts. The poet is
more honest ( I say honest, not correct)
when he says: ‘Life is real’ and ‘not a
dream’. Because he says what he sees.
But the Teacher will open the devotee's
eyes and show him the hypocrisy of the
world and its transient nature. It will be
only then that in disgust he will turn his
back from the world and realize that it was
a dream. This hollowness will be shown to
him as a stern reality as God was shown to
Vivekananda by his Teacher,Swami Rama-
krishna Paramahansa, as a Being that
stood face to face with him and conversed
with kim. But one who for ages has been
enjoying the wine administered by the
body and the mind can seldom get out
of the stereotyped rut to breathe the pure
fresh air.
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The soul in this world has put on
covers with which it enjoys when it
dives deep into the quagmire of sensuality.
It is difficult for it to shake them off. It
is only after removing these covers of dirt
that it can follow the path of love, so
difficult and narrow:—

This is the house of love, not a mere

Joke;
Who removes his head and lays it on
the ground shall gel entrance tnto tf.»

Let the reader judge for himself and
decide how many are prepared to follow
this path with equilibrium and resolve
maintained throughout. Although every
one is ready with his gospel and is up to
deliver a sermon on the virtues of a
devotee’s life and the glories of the Path:

Everybody praises the Path: few reach

the Goalt
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yet very few find the ‘Teacher, still
less obtain his favours. On whomsoever
he showers his blessings, he takes him in
his company, reveals to him the secrets of
the Path and leads him Home. That is
the beginning of real LOVE, the love that
is synonymous with the Lord. The eye
sees, with its senses intact, ‘camels pass
through the eye of the needle’ and the
‘seas drown in the boat'.*

‘T'o meet the Lord is easy, to discover
His lover is difficult.” This is not a truism,
but a truth. When the soul proceeds with
implicit faith in the Teacher,—this
automatically happens when the Teacher
shows to the devotee his real form,—then it
reaches Hom= and merges itself in divinity.
Everything it sees there is its own.
It dances in ecstasy when it sees
its Lord. On one side stands the Teacher
and on the other it witnesses the Lord in

¥ This is a miracle that the devotee sces at a particular stage
in his devotion. Mind is there represented by the needle. The soul
ike a boat absorbs the ses, viz,, the Lord.
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full effulgence. In a dilemma it finds
itself :—

On whose feet should 1 fall, now that
I see both the Lord and the Teacher
before me ?

All obessance to the Teacker, who made
me reach the Lord /*

And it falls on the feet of its Teacher,
unable to understand its own action and
decision. The Lord smiles and clasps the
soul to His bosom. It feels the warmth of
the embrace. It revives from its slumber
and tastes of the eternal life. This 1s life
immortal which it now gets. The way is
through the Teacher, who is to impart the
knowledge of the .Sabda. There is no other
way in this Kalf age. Prepare for His
arrival; for, sooner or later, He is bound
to come. You are to be equipped, not
with the riches and the wealth of the
world, but with a poor man’s heart, a heart
that will burst forth into tears of joy at His
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name and in which the waves of love are
constantly rising, leaving no space for any
other love besides that for the Holy One:—

Narrow s the lane of love: st cannol
contain (wo.

When enters the Lord, 7 cease lo be:
where I am, the Lord enlers not.»

When this stage is reached, it is the
climax. It is complete absorption in Him.

The inception of love is the result of
the ascent of the accumulated energy
upwards. The way upwards is through
the Guru:—

Says Sakjo, cven success tn the world
withou! Guru s not possible:

Much less would the soul meet the Lord
without the kelp of Guru.t
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Mira was imbued with similar feelings.
She cried, “T'ake the torch of ‘Guru-Jfiana’
and steer clear through the abysmal dark-
ness of the world” What she said will be
understood only by those who have passed
through the path traversed by that great
devotee. The fidelity required in this
domain is too taxing, nay, boring at times,
for the soul that has started suddenly and
with great vigour at the very outset. It
staggers at the first shock it receives, as it
is yet raw—raw in the sense of lacking in
the support of the Guru. But, when the
Gurr is met, the watchword of the soul
is—“Always with the Gurzu.” This is the
sign of emancipation, and, sooner or later,
every soul must crave for the divine
support. Then redemption is not far off.
Else, like the many, it also finds a place in
some abyss. The onlookers have watched
with careless eyes the wrecking of many
boats, but they have never cared to
diagnose the cause. The phantom of
death, as the dear ones have been carried
on the bier, has haunted them only for a
moment. The realization has been
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short-lived. T'he attention is carried again
to the wrangles of the world and once
again the soul is drowned in the sea of
pain and pleasure, steeped in the desire of
the world, in its joys and in its sorrows.
The momentary flash does cross at least
once everybody'’s life, and many a pious
resolution is then arrived at, and solemn
promise made thenceforth to follow a
course that may lead Home. But their
unstable position soon wrecks them on the
rocks of worldliness. When once caught in
its meshes, no amount of frowning or fawn-
ing will avail them. But even then, if he
were to realize the greatnessof the soul and
follow its dictates to the last, there is every
chance of redemption. The Teacher will
give the devotee the strength to fight the
blandishments and snares of Miyzand Kala
and ultimately tow his boat unperturbed
through the gushing current. Few realize
the boon the Teacher confers although
everybody is familiar with the prevailing
practice in big households. The entry there
is regulated by permits. It is therefore nota
matter for surprise that the divine preserves
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shoild be protected by these saints, who
act as the repositories of divine secrets,
mysteries and knowledge. If the Ckela is
ready, he whispers the password, and with
its help the aspirant reaches the unexplored
region.

The Guru tells how the descent began
and the agonies of the soul commenced.
He knows it, as he has the experience of
that region. When the ingress into the
region of darkness has been through doors
of pain, the way back must surely likewise
be decked with wreaths of tears, notburning
tears this time, but the soothing draughts
that quench the thirst of the soul. Seeing the
wilderness in front and the uncertainty in
the result of the espoused cause, the tiro
doesnot grip the opportunity offered to him,
but allows himself to be washed with the
downward current into the region of
abysmal darkness. The proverbial laziness
in man, coupled with his love for pleasure
does not permit him to steer through and
beyond the rushes of Mava. He is afraid
of being drowned and desires to come out
unbruised. Thus, when a beginner finds
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after some time that the path is too difficult
for him, he abandons it immediately.
Thereupon the sparks of renunciation
convert themselves into strong chains of
worldliness, thus preparing the way to Hell.
The solitary stars shine in the firmament
of time; while some have persevered and
others have sneered, the devotees have
worn expectant looks. They have sat
helpless and penitent, awaiting the
motherly touch to come and take them up.
And the motker has come. Their hopes have
not been frustrated. The Teachers have
come and opened the portals for them.
There drinks the soul the nectar of bliss,
unable to find words in which to express
gratitude to the Teacher. In no words can
it pay tribute to him, the repository of the
GREAT MYSTERY, who unlocks the
mysteries that lie unfathomed in the
recesses of the heart.

Burning aspiration and strivings for
unselfishness appeal to the Teacher most,
and the language of tears pleads with
him most vigorously. As the devotee
lies dumb and mute in utter dejection
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and looks upon him as the sole liberator
of his entangled soul, he descends from
the celestial heights and takes up the
repentant child to his bosom and decks
him with the priceless jewel of Devotion
and ushers him into the Unknown region.
The soul then dances in ecstasy a dance
more ecstatic than the dance of Siva. It
is a state far above the comprehension of
the uninitiated. It knows no modesty,
and yet it can by no stretch of imagination
be called immodest. There is no compul-
sion or restraint, yet freedom clothes itself
in the bonds of self-surrender and one
finds oneself totally engrossed in the one
thought of Him. When the eyes of the
devotee fixedly gaze at the eyes of the
T.ord, the mind knows then of no other
thoughts but thoughts divine. When one
stands stupefied, amazed and absorbed in
the I.ord, He in his turn comes and stands
face to face. Where is the place, then, for
the decorum of society? It is to the
Almighty that the Teacher leads the
devotee and forever ushers him into the
Abode of Peace.
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Who is there who has not pointed out
that the only way is through devotion
and not through mere learning, which is
the lot of the privileged few? ILet the
philosopher try to circumscribe the in-
circumscribable by mere tenets of various
schools of th@ught, all is bound to turn
into vain efforts and is sure to elude his
grasp. The science of to-day, boast as it

might of its present-day achievements,
is defective and imperfect; for, many a

theory of yesterday is being exploded
to-day and those of to-day will likewise
be exploded to-morrow. The castle these
scientists have built for themselves has
defective foundations. It may collapse
any moment, however honest the savants
may be in their convictions. They
characterise divine problems and mystic
theories as absurd, because they cannot
be tested in their crucibles in the
laboratory. Let them first discover the
crucible of the heart, clean it with their
tears, and then let the experimenter—the
Teacher—try the experiment, and success
is sure. Then will revelation come, and an
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idea of the path that these devoted few
have followed will dawn upon them. Then
they will realize that it was no creation of
mere fancy that made the devotee mad. It
was no hallucination, but a stern reality.
It was actual seeing. It was actual talking.
But they will find that the eye that saw it
was different, the tongue that tasted it was
different, the band that touched it was
different, the lips that spoke were different.
All these were not the scientist’s senses.
They were the senses of the Bkakia, that
await the revelation in the innermost
recesses of the heart. They were the instru-
ments of the soul within. Genuine Biakts
startsat this stage, when the soulretracesits
path to find its mate. The fully developed
( Premariupa ) Bhakti, of which here we
find the shadow, 1s then being approached
silently yet steadily by the soul. It was
for this divine meeting that Mira at one
stroke kicked off the blessings of the world
and sought for higher visions. The
reckless ease with which she, the lover of
God, looked at these fleeting joys sends a
thrill through the body. A1l her thoughts
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were fixed in the Almighty, the beams of
renunciation cast a halo all round her
wherever she sat. She talked about
nothing but the Lord. The conversation
generally started in sighs and ended in
sobs. Her heart was full with His
munificence and grandeur and she could
express her gratitude in no other language
but the most human one, the language of
tears. Her abiding faith in the Lord was
a revolt against the established canons of
prevalent religion, the religion of books,
of ceremonies and conventions. Few
understood her, not many appreciated her
and still less followed her, and it was this
last group that benefited the most. She
was a herald of a new age—the age of
Bhakts. With great force she proclaimed
the message in tears. She was of the
brotherhood of saints—saints like Kabir
and Surdas. She was the Radha of her
Krsna, the Cowherd-boy of Brindaban,
the Thief who stole the heart of her
innocent companions—the Gopis of
Brindaban.

Her efforts were rewarded. Her
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mission of search was over. She had
found the physician that could cure her,
and the patient felt the rejuvenated life
bubbling out of her:—

1
How I prize the thought of heavenly
bliss tn my mind !/
My eyes are filled with tears as I think
of my Home,
The heart ts constantly aching, every
moment the pain is getting more and
more excruciating.
At night or tn day I know no sleep,
nor have I the least craving for food
ordrink.
Such patn dwells withsn me that I lie
slecpless night and day.
To whom should I describemy anguisk;
in my patn T wander hither and thither.
I seek a physician of Those Regions:
none s there lo gusde me,
7 met my Satguru, Saint Raidas,
who gave me a souvemsr sn the shape
of the Name of God.
I advanced and mel my Lord, then

was my pasn aliayed.
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1 threw dust on the head of the
world, then did I atlasn to my
Home.

2
I stand wasting to know the Path: none
knows the secrel.
The Sateuru adminsstered a medscine,
every pore sn my body found relief.
There ss no physician like the
Satguru: you ask the Vedas and
Puranas.
Mira’s Lord s Gsrdkar Nagar:
Duwells she for ever sn the region
of Immortality.
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Guru Raidas showed her the way
Home. She stuck to him and the mere
thought that she was losing sight of him,
would give her much pain and sorrow:—

Abandon me not, my Lord.
1 am a frail woman, my Lord, and
have no strength: you alone are my
Saviour.
I have no gqualifications, my Lord,
you are competent tn cvery way.
Where else can I go, since I am Yours?
Mira lays clasm to no other master,
come to ker, rescue this time.»

When such is the extent of helplessness,
when the devotee can rest his hope in
none else, then the Satguru appears. The
great Indian epic tells us that when
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Draupadi saw that all her relations had
forsaken her, that the point of shame had
been reached and she observed no help
was forthcoming, she burst into tears and
turned to the Lord for rescue, and the
Lord saved her honour:—

Thow art the refuge of the afiscted,

O Lord.
Thow extended the garment of
Draupadi, to save her from dsshonour.«

It was the same state of helplessness
that Mira experienced, and she cried for
help to the Loord. Mira knew that all the
austerities and penances carried on even
with the greatest piety and concentration
could not arouse ABhakis. The path of
Bhakti was different, and that was through
the personal touch of the Lord's representa-
tive on earth, the intermediary between
him and the Lord, the Teacher, and
Raidas in the case of Mira. When her
call was heard, she rejoiced and turned
fearless and revelled in joy divine. She
had found the Teacher:—

® gt | @ g Fawt Wi |
ReiFt @ TEt; g grE ARl
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Nesther do I recognize a father nor
a father-in-law, nor do my afections

rest tn my husband;
Msra met kher Gury Raidas and her
Lord Govind followed tn the wake.*

The Lord does not permit direct
meeting. The devotee must meet through
his preceptor. Her call is for all times
and is most emphatic:—

“Gird up your loins, ye devotees.
And if this life is spent in search, continue
the search in the next also. He is bound
to come at the appointed time. Before
that expect nothing. When he comes,
the gospel of love will be propounded to
you and he will interpret the mysteries
of the unknown to you and usher you into
the loving and enchanting presence of the
Lord. Then there will be no birth and no
death. It will be all eternal life. It will
be your salvation.”

o 76§ fE A g e e
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CHAPTER VIL

THE WAY HOME.

m ARK ye, my friends. Silence, O my
,i’g comrades. I hear the call of the
SO} Flute. I see the assembly of the
saints. How He smiles as I approach
Him, accompanied and guided by the
Teacher. The cries of the world below do
not attract me. The music of the distance
enthralls my soul. I go, I go...to the
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Peacock-crowned Lord.






region of peace, to the abode of bliss—the
hope of many, the satisfaction of a few.
There in the distance the hand is raised.
How like a beautiful little thing it beckons
me Home. The journey over, the traveller
retraces the way, heedless of the calls
behind. Like one intoxicated by those
thrilling notes, I go on and on. Years of
separation and pain have been recom-
pensed by the moment’s glimpse. Now
the joy of it is not going to be short-lived.
It is a joy that will last for ever and ever.
The return is to one’'s own Home, where
the guardian angel is the Lord Himself.
There is no need for anything. It is the
only self-contained Home. The drop that
had gradually tried to separate itself from
the Ocean and which remained connected
to the fountain by an invisible thread has
now returned. It is the return of the
prodigal and to-day she will feast with
joy and drink deep on the Lord's table.

The temple is decorated in a different
style. There is solemnity and yet grandeur.
All seems covered with lovely hues. All
is so captivating in this temple. She has
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been to Vraja,—to Barsana and to Muttra,—
and she has witnessed once again the
dramas that were enacted centuries ago.
She has waited at Dwarka and enjoyed
the company of her Lord Girdhar. Now
the night is drawing to a close. The dawn
of her new life is slowly making its
appearance. This dawn will sweep away
the last remnants of the darkness of
ignorance and usher in the sun of reali-
zation in all its glory. Mira must speed
up. She has to perform her last rites.
She has to clasp her little Image that has
so often heard her supplications. She
must draw near her old devotees that had
wept with her as she sat reciting the
tales of separation to them. They had
given her hopes and soothed her in her
woes of separation.

She assembles all her companions
and begins her evening prayers; and,
though now quite an aged lady, yet Mira
dances before her Lord like a child. To-day
she isall attention to everybody,and replies
to every query. She sings as many songs
as the devotees want. She is prepared to
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meet the Lord. All the dear devotees sit
in rapt attention. To-day Mira appears
so glorious. Sometimes they see Mira, at
other times the Lord appearing in Mira,
a unique phenomena. They rub their
eyes just to make sure if they are not
dreaming, and watch closely their holy
mother. They kiss her feet as she stands
insensible to all that is passing round her.
She sings the songs that have come down
to us, and will ever arouse thrills in the
body of the devotee, and point to the fair
haven—the realization of man’s desire,
the meaning of life. Hours pass like this.
Mira is in ecstasy. All round is suddenly
lit up with a halo. The Lord appears—
the little image opens, and cheerfully
Mira enters it, meets her Lord, and her
human form for ever disappears from
before the eyes of the devotees. The
Mira who gave the message of Bhaklis
forever disappears. Her message is
simple. “None by reason of birth, poverty,
age or sex will be debarred from His
divine presence. The way is but one,—that
of Bhakts. The portals will open when
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the Teacher will bless the devotee with
his company and teach him the mysteries
of the Sabda. Once He is reached, there
is no further or future separation possible.
Sooner or later everyone is to meet his
Lord. Time is a great factor, and can be
shortened by the intensity of one’s affection
for the Lord. Burn in the fire of separation
from the Lord. But this is to come through
practice of no Yogic exercises nor through
mere learning. It is a gift and a boon
from the Lord Himself” In fact, when
once the Lord manifests Himself to the
devotee, the Call becomes irresistible and
the urge can no longer be held up, the
devotee cannot contain himself. He pro-
claims with the mystic:—

“I go with a perpetual heartache.
None can see God or Goddess and live."+

—r ey Fata—

# From Coventry Patmore.
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(1)

Dear One come and bestow Thy vision
on me.
Without Thee, O Love ! I cannot be.
As the lotus without the water, as the night
without the moon,
So do I—Thy maid, feel without Thee,
Troubled and distracted, I move about night
and day long,
While the pangs of separation gnaw at the
heart.
The days pass without hunger, and the
nights go without sleep.
When the words do not come out of the
lips;
What can I then complain about, without
speech.
Except Ye, O Lord, what other hope can I
cherish.
Come, soothe this burning heart.
Come, be kind and meet me, O my Master.
Mira, Thy maid of ages,
In supplication falls at Thy feet.
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(2)

Now You have to protect me.
For You have accepted me as Thy bride.
The Powerful One, in You I seek my
refuge,
Pray let all my works be accomplished.
Vast is the ocean of the world, beyond
me to negotiate,
You alone are my ship, for me to cross o’er.
Of the supportless, You are the support,
O Teacher of the World,
And without Your aid every work of the
world is ill-performed.
‘Through ages the pain of Your devotees,
O Hari, You have allayed;
And on the world You have conferred
salvation;
Mira seeks shelter in Your lotus feet,
Protect her honour now, O Lord.

(3)
Great is my desire to meet Rama.
In the early morn, I go out to seek Him.
Without a sight of Him nothing appeals

to me.
Nor do these eyes get sleep.
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Ages are past undergoing the pain of
separation;
While round my neck is cast the noose
of separation.
O Beloved One, be kind to me now;
I, who am your maid.
My eyes are aching for a sight of Thee,
While my breaths in regular course do

not flow.
Day and night sighs rule,

When will the Beloved One come ?

Now that the heart is entangled in Thee

Difficult for it is to come out.

Why then do Thou create new troubles in
my Path.

When will Mira's Lord meet her,

To satisfy her wishes.
OO

(4)

Blocked are all the four pathways,
How can I then meet my Hari ?
Ups and downs cross this slippery Path,
On which the feet their hold cannot find.
Cautiously and thoughtfully I place my

foot and proceed on.
And at every step I tremble lest I fall.
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Steep and difficult is the Palace of the
Dear One to climb,
Difficult for me to ascend it.
Far off dwells the Lord while my Path
is narrow.
My mind all the time is swinging and
dangling about.
At stages sit the sentinels in watch,
While the Path is with robbers beset;
What a difficulty have you raised,
Far off have you located my abode.
Mira's Lord, Girdhar Nagar,
To her has her Satguru pointed out.
Mira, for ages separated from Home,
Is brought back to it.

el

(s)

Dear mother, The Lord did not even
care to enquire after my welfare.

Yet from this accursed body I know not
why the soul does not fly off.

The eyes remained closed, nor did this
tongue speak, the evening came and
then the dawn.

When without the tete-a-tete ages passed,
how could I then know what comfort is
like.
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The month of Shrawan has approached,
yet no news is heard of his approach.
While dark is the night, and shines the
lightning, the nights in counting the
stars are passed.

When the Lord Hari in my dreams
appeared, little did I know He will pass off.
As opened I my eyes, the vision gone,
how luckless I felt at last.

Taking hold of the dagger, my heart 1
shall tear and I will commit suicide.
Mira, the restless one, lies separated,
crying as a child.

eSO

(6)

Without a sight of Thee, even a moment’s

rest
I know not.

Thou art my life, how can I then live.
The meals do not appeal to me, the eyes
know no sleep, the pangs of separation
trouble.
Like the wounded one, I roam about,
none is acquainted with my pain.
The day passed in eating, the nightin
sleep is o'er.
The life is gone in agony of separation,
The sight I have lost through tears.
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Had Iknown that to love was to invite pain,
To the beat of drum in the city I would
have proclaimed, let none love.
I stand waiting, watching Thy course,
cleansing Thy path,
Mira’s Lord when will you meet her?
On meeting Thee she shall find peace.

eSO

(7)

Without the Dear One, my home is
a void,
Does there dwell some one who would take
me to my Lord ?
On such a one, my body and soul I
shall bestow.
For His sake, I wander from forest to
forest,
Adopting the Yogi's dress.

The date of meeting is past, even to-day
you are not come.
The very hairs on my head are grown grey.

Mira's Lord, when will He meet her,
Now that the Lord of the town she has

given up ?
OO

m
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( 8)

Pray, some one, convey to Him, my
message to come.
The glad tidings to come, the happy news
to come.
Neither comes He nor sendeth any news.
He hath acquired the habit to torment me.
Alack, howsoever I plead, these eyes care
not for my reproach.
Flow they as the streams in the rains.
What can I do, it is beyond me.
The wings I do not possess, wherewith to
fly o’er to Him,
Prays Miga, when will you meet her?
Fallen a victim is she to Thy snares.

et G

(9)

I know not, the manner in which the
Beloved to meet.
My Beloved came and from the courtyard
returned.

As I, the unlucky one, lay asleep.

113
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Accursed I, my garments I shall tear, and
the russet don,

A mendicant shall I turn, seeking Him.
I shall the sign of my consorthood, my
bangles, break, and the partings of my
hair disturb.
And the collyrium of my eyes, I shall
wash away.
For every moment the agony of separation
troubles me,

Not for a second can I secure peace.

Of Mira, the Lord is the Protector,
Mind, once you meet Him, take care,
you do not leave Him.

(;0)

Terrified am I at the sight of the dark clouds,
I am frightened seeing them.
How these black and yellow clouds rise
and rain !
Whithersoever 1 go, the place with water
is surrounded, the earth is all turned green.
She, whose Lord dwells in a foreign land,
stands, wet, waiting outside for her
Dear One.
Mira’s Lord is Hari, the Indestructible,
with Whom she is in genuine love.

Dt esassnt

11§



( 2t)
at% FZfar graat
ATt g |
graad  IAEy AQ wAn
s gat g st |
Fg-gag =gy o
I AR W It
Al g1 Ay A
dflas qaa  SEEEst |
Moy gy Ao R,
AT WIS et

( R)
gt 1 # g s A |

#ge 9g-9% W9 Ad

aat | #9113 wEE |
TR AR A A

S xR ar |
S € FERiy T,

gafr 8t e ||
q%ft &g Agr-asr  9ikAr

iz feme e |

116



(1),

Rain the clouds in the month of Shrawan,
Ah!the clouds of Shrawan, the heart-
captivating clouds !
In Shrawan my heart heaves up,
As hears it the approach of Dear Hari.
Come the clouds gathering from all sides.
Shivers the lightning heralding the
approach of rain-bearing clouds.
In tiny drops falls the rain and blows the
fragrant breeze, cool and pleasant.
Mira’s Lord, Girdhar Nagar,
The time is arrived for us to sing a glo-

rious welcome.
e ‘2 "aunad

(12)
I hear the sound of the approach of Hari.
The heights I climb, O friend,
When shall the Dear One arrive.
The frog, the peacock, papiya,
And the Cuckoo strike nielodious notes.
Or¥all sides Indra rises, and as it rains,
The lightning gives up her modesty.
The earth has assumed ever new forms,
To meet Indra, its beloved.
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‘Mira’s Lord is Hari, the eternal.
Pray meet her soon.

O

(13)
“The Lord, Manmohan, had His entagle-
ments cast.
The Cuckoo sings seated on the mango
branch.
“T'o me it means death, to the earth a mere
joke.
Struck by the pangs of separation, from
forest to forest I roam;
To give up my life I retire to holy Kashi.
Mira’s Lord is Hari, the Indestructible,
He is her Lord, and she is His maid.

et BhPetv—

(14)
‘On my bed as I closed my eyes in brief
reverie,
Just then appeared the Beloved, in the
twinkling of an eye.
And as I got up to offer my respects and
cordially receive Him,
I woke up only to find that the Dear One
had fled.

119



iR @t frg & TR

# g e Ry it @ |
#fitd g R arw,

99 g9 YW )W AW ||

R teascsssmd

()

w freus s g,

W iy s switd |
TFA-TEFA FB A &

fRgam 3T emft &)
ﬁ'ﬂ'&:{ 49y ﬁl{riﬁﬁr?ﬁ“b

% Aqe qd et d i
fiadfts § € wafRs,

gt ggga wnft & |
RREgSRT 37 e € e

R s Swit &l
| oy A e

I frdt @ft arft @ |
#iu sags =ifa Iwamh,

Rt I sfq anft & A

— B E—

120



Other friends lost Him while asleep, I lost
Him wide awake.

Mira’s Lord is Girdhar Nagar,

All are happy, the Lord has returned home.

s esseand

(15)

To meet the Lord, O dear friend,

The desire within my heart is invoked.

Troubled am I, no rest do I know;

The arrow of separation has pierced my
heart.

Everyday the arrival of my Lord I await.

Not for a twinkle have these eyes known
sleep.

While the name of the Beloved night and

day 1 repeat.
All my other pains and pleasures have left

me.
The black cobra eats my heart.

And the deadly poison hath permeated the

body.
My desire, O Lord, fulfil;

Come Thou and meet me early;
Mira tormented, is much troubled,
The love for the Lord is affecting her.

B teacsansd
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(16 )
For Thy sake I gave up all comforts;
Why dost Thou now torment me ?
In my heart burns now the flame of
separation.
Come Thou and quench my thirst.
Now it is difficult, Thy meshes do not
leave me.
Smile Thou and call me in.
Mira is Thy maid from age to age.
Pray, clasp her to Thy bosom.

et

(1)
Hear Thou my plaint, O Shyam,
I am Thy disciple.
For the sake of Thy vision, I have a
mendicant turned, the pain of separation
consumes me.
For Thy sake turned I a Yogi, and
the town I perambulate.
The very forest and the bowers I move
about;
And the body with ashes besmear, while
round the neck the deer-skin I put on;
and to ashes I am burning myself.
Even mnow Ram, the indestructible, I
have not gained,
Though wander I in the forests,
And tears I shed most bitterly.
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When met the Lord Girdhar, pain left
Mira, all round was comfort;

Every pore of the body gained peace
and came she out of the cycle of rebirths.
Turning a disciple she hath the ocean
crossed.

( 18)

Shyam, you have become as scarce as
the new moon.
A dweller of Madhuban, once again to
the Madhuban you have retired;
While round our neck you have thrown
the noose of Love.

Mira's Lord, Girdhar Nagar;
Seems to have cooled downin His affections.

( 19)
O Papiya, sing not thou, the mnotes of
the Beloved.
Only if the separated one thy laments
shall overhear, the tormented one shall
come and throttle thee,
And thy beak she shall cut off and put
salt on the wound.
The Dear one is mine, and I am His,
who art thou, to come in between.
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Yet sweet is thy note, and if perchance
the Beloved I meet,

I promise thee, O dear friend, thy beak
with gold I shall ornate.

Convey this message of mine, O crow,
to my Beloved;

And go tell Him, Thy dear one has
given up even her meals.

Mira, Thy maid, is in agony, and ever
Thy name is on her lips.

Meet Thou her soon, O Dear One,
without Thee, she cannot live

( 20 )
The world inside and out, nothing appeals
to me,
Without the Beloved all is so insipid.
Where then am I to go, and light the lamp,
O friend,

When dwells my Beloved in alien lands,
The vacant sleeping-couch to me looks

like a poisoned bed.
As passes my life falteringly.
To the eyes sleep doth not come.
I watch the road standing for what a
length of time,
All day and night long the pain of
separation torments me;
What can I say, when speech has left me.
My heart is grown so restless apd afflicted !
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Is there some onie so sympathetic,
Who would a reply to my message bring ?
When will the blessed moment arrive ?
When will the Lord clasp me to His bosom?
And Mira, dwelling in the lap of the
Beloved, shall songs of Holi sing.
(1)
O my friend, I shall turn a Vairagi.
In whatever form my Lord is pleased,
‘That I shall adopt.
Charity and contentment, I shall cherish
within my heart,
And ever serene I shall remain.
He who is called Niranjan,
On Him I shall meditate.
In the Teacher’s knowledge I shall my

clothes dye.
The mind on Him fix.

With love shall I sing songs to Him,

As I cling to the feet of the Lord.

Of this body I shall make an instrument,
On it the melodies of Thy Name I shall

. chant.
Mira's Lord Girdhar Nagar,

With Him, I shall live night and day long.
——ototi0iee—
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(22)
Thou, my companion of life and death,
Thee, I cannot in life forsake.
Without a sight of Thee, I am comfortless,
Ask, and my heart shall bear me out.
Higher and higher I climb for a sight of
Thee, and the nights in tears I pass.
This world and all is an illusion and is
false, false are all relations and connections.
My hands I fold, with respects I make this
request, would that Thou could’st lend ear.
This mind is grown corrupt like the mad
elephant,
When the Teacher his hands on me placed,
This mad elephant as with the goad
pricked, went to rest.
Every moment His form I see, by its sight
peace I get.
Mira’s Lord is Girdhar Nagar, in His feet
dwells her mind.
(23 )

Cling thou to the feet of the Lord, O mind.
The beautiful, cool, lotus-like, delicate feet,
That quench the fire of the three worlds.

The feet which Prahlad held,

And Indra stuck to.
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Holding which feet Dhruva became im-
mortal,
By giving shelter to Him.
Which touching, the whole Universe was
formed.
And on which the whole world depends.
With them, the wife of Gautama crossed.
With which feet Thou managed to crush
Kali-nag.
And danced to the melodies of the Gopls.
On which feet Thou supported the Mount

Govardhan.
And the vanity of Indra crushed.

Says Mira Thy maid,
These feet are unfathomable.

b assannd

(24 )

Shyam ! Take me in as Thy servant.
Girdhar Lal, make me Thy maid.
I shall be Thy maid, and beautiful gardens

for Thee I shall grow: in lieu I shall
Thy blessed visions enjoy;
In the lanes and bowers of Brindraban, Thy

exploits I shall sing.
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As remuneration I get Thy vision, for
expenses Thy Remembrance I secure,
As Jagir 1 obtain feelings for Thee; all
these three things are so nice.

The peacock-crown is on Thy head, with
Pitambara are Thou dressed, and around
Thy neck the garland of Baijanti hangs.
How Thou playst the cowherd, Thou
charming

Flute-player in Brindraban, as Thou go
about grazing the cows,

The green gardens I plant, with beautiful
rows interspersed.

As dressed in the Kusum Sari of my Lord

. . Sanwaria,
I obtain the vision.

The Yogi approached me to teach Yoga,
and the ascetic wanted me to learn

penances.
To recite the name of Hari, came as mendi-

cants the dwellers of Vraja.
Mira’s Lord is deep, unfathomable, ever

serene.
In the middle of night, the Lord blessed

me with His vision, along the banks of the
River of Love.

i
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(25)

Believe me, friend, the glances of the Dear
One,

Are like the daggers of Love,

The moment they strike, to madness I am

turned.

And lost is all care for the mind and the
body.

As the mind and the body, all with love is
permeated.

And a mad one I turn.

Few friends who met the Beloved,

Turned they likewise mad.

I however know Him full well.

He is the Behari, that roams about the

woods.

To the Chakor as the moon is dear, and
the candle to the mote,

As the fish loves the water,

So to me is my love for the Beloved.

1 pray to Thee, O dear Shyam,

As on Your feet I fall.

Know Mira, O Lord,

As Thy maid.
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(26 )

Let not the Dear One like this depart,
Let us go, my friends, and jointly make
efforts to hold Him,
And drink the nectar of His eyes.
Of Shyam, the Delicate One, the Blue-
complexioned One,
Whose sight gives me life to live on,
With the adoption of whatsoever form
the Lord I can get,
That will 1 follow.
Mira’s Lord is Girdhar Nagar,
They who are the fortunate ones, please
Him.

—eottttOne

(27)

To the Abode of Girdhar I go,
For Girdhar is my true Beloved.
At whose sight 1 stand enthralled.
At the approach of night I go to Him;
and at dawn, I start off.
Days and nights I pass in His company,
playing with Him;
In a hundred ways I try to please Him.
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Whatever He puts on me, with it I
dress on.
And I eat that which He on me bestows.
We are old friends, old is our love.
Without Him, I cannot a moment pass.
Wherever he asks me to sit, there sit I,
And if He would sell me, willingly I
offer me for sale,
Mira's Lord is Girdhar Nagar,
A hundred times my obeisances 1 pay
to Him.

—r O

(28 )

Drink thou, the nectar of the holy name
Ram.
O mind, drink thou the nectar of the
holy name.
Abandon thou evil company, associate
with the saints at all times.
And hear thou the discourses of the Lord.
From the mind turn thou all
Lust, anger and passions.
Mira’s Lord is Girdhar Nagar,
In His dye is she dyed.
—O——
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(29)

I shall recite the praises of Govinda,
The ruler if displeased, may keep his
kingdom to himself;
But, if I fall into Hari’s displeasure,
Where shall I go, forsaking His kingdom.
When the Rana sent me the cup of poison;
I took it to be nectar and quaffed it off.
When sent the Rana, in a packet a cobra,
I opened it to find the Saligram.
Mira is now love-mad,
And hath secured the Sanwalia for her

consort.

( 30 )
A peculiar sight, O friends, I witnessed
in Vraja

As went about a-selling, the Gujari,
with the curd on her head.
In the way met she the Darling of Nanda.
I tell you, forgot she the nameé of the curd,
And went about -calling, “Who will
purchase Shyam, the Beloved?”
In the lanes and bowers of Brindraban,
Struck Mohan His glances of love.
Mira’s Lord is Girdhar Nagar;
The beautiful Shyam, with eyes full of

love
O
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( 31 )
Meditate thou, on the lotus feet of the
Lord Indestructible.
All that lies in between the earth and sky,
Shall all pass away.
What availeth it to go on pilgrimages
and endure the fasts.
And what benefitteth it giving thy life at
Holy Kashi.
Be not vain of this body.
One day to dust it shall turn.
This world is a mere market-place,
That assembles, only in the evening to
pass away.
What availeth it donning the ochre dress,
And turning a mendicant, giving up the
family.
1f becoming the Yogi, with the Yoga you
are not acquainted,
Of a certainty you will be reborn.
With folded hands pleads the troubled

helpless one,
Mira, your Maid.

Mira’s Lord, Girdhar Nagar,
Sever You, the bonds of Yama round
my neck.
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(32)

The Satguru shot the arrow, it passed
me through.

The spear of separation, found its way
into my heart, the whole body is grown
restless.

The mind turned stable, doth not wander
hither and thither; in the noose of Love
it is enchained.

Who is there who is familiar with this
pain, except my Dear One ?

What should I do, I am helpless, from
my eyes flow the tears.

Says Mira, without meeting You, O Lord,
my heart shall know no rest.
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