
   
My Lord, forgive my rudeness, but I am going to tell You something very bluntly. 

 

 
I am Yours yet I am wandering here and there suffering abuse in the world. 

 

   
You are my almighty guardian, yet I am known as an orphan. 

 

  
You pervade each and every particle yet I cannot see You anywhere. 

 

 
I do realize that You have been extremely merciful to me. 

 

 
But my Lord I am unable to gain control over my restless mind. 

 

  
My mind is full of worldly affairs and my meditation is like that of a crane (standing on one leg, seemingly 

meditating in water but really just trying to fool the fish and make a meal out of it). 

 

    
I do not ever shed tears with the purpose to please You. 

 

 
O Shyamsundar!  Cast Your merciful glance towards me and grace me as I am very afraid of Your maya shakti. 

 

   
Says Shri ‘Kripalu,’ “I may be an impostor, but still I do call out to You as my savior.” 


