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Amarjit Chandan

LIKHANSAR

In Talvandi Sabo (Damdama Sahib) under Guru Gobond Singh’s supervision his scholars and
calligraphers Bhai Mani Singh and Baba Dip Singh compiled the Dasam Granth, and made
four copies of the Gurii Granth Sahib. Legend has it that the Guru immersed Bhai Mani
Singh’s reed-pen and ink in the pond saying that from this place rivers of knolwdge will flow
and from the school of learning many scholars and poets will emerge. Now there is a
Gurdwara named Likhansar (The Pond of Writing) at the spot where pilgrims bow before the
Punjabi alphabet (Painti Gurmukhi). There used to be a sand pit in the gurdwara on which
mothers made their young children put the first letter of the script € holding their hand. Now
there is marble all over.

&g g T ag o fefent € oA |
Ugt 379 BItae gu3dr sAu ||

This is the Kashi of the Guru, the school of learning.
It always waits on its toes for the wise.

Harst A9 fsaierf, Ut 99 Ayl
TGS IHH < JJ, niud niJg nigy |

Pilgrims bow their heads to the Painti Gurmukhi alphabet.
The light wells up from each letter with rare meanings.

I3 AL & Hae, &7 g fefsamrA|
AoT g Aieer gUs @ fHfgamA |

Miracles happen all the time they are never history.
And the myth is transformed into truth.

g3 J&gT =91 I, fed ugt I I3
H& 83t U3 & Are U= 53|

In the windstorm of falsehood, it’s darkness at noon.
Out of dustclouds appear the friendly faces.



A3 93 Je Ateer, for @ fer fie
S5 Aetit v gre fve 8 ffe

All happens in the present moment of time.
In a scratch three centuries shrink into a second.

IHdtug fagme fousrg & S|
Ute niyg ufa®sT, 39 o HiF »ials i

The Kalghidhar sits by the pond of Likhansar.
He dips the reed-pen in the ink divine then puts the first letter.

WI WIF IBHT Hed, Jae A% UdSd |
H HES II T, IIAS T I I

He sharpens the reeds and throws them in the pond.
They have holy dip praising the Lord.

AU A6 UT Ygd, dv 9J3 II5 |
idt miiE AfSAY: g HRa famrs famrs i

The satguru answers to congregation’s bewilderment:
The reeds are the seeds of knowledge and contemplation.

35 & a96 IABH IE, T3 Ydic IH 3T |
fra mur fe3 U3, oHY L g9 Il * grafe®™H USHIT 90

For the Sikhs I sharpen the reeds and offer them to the water.
To reach generations of my Sikhs to come.* * Gurvilas 10

T HaT fAW 3Tt A HSt HHe<IA |
fea I & ue, oH YAGHF I

Deep Singh and Mani Singh’s calligraphy is like pearls stringed.
How fortunate they are they trace the first word.

TH I®H ©f 39 J, 3t 9f36° g
s fauzT ues for foust @ A9l

This pen is like khanda the double edged sword.
It cuts many ways it’s hard to fathom its essence.

IT ¥T JdeIeT AT & qIST Hinf |
g 38T ug JuzT, g9t & S =l
Bhai Mani Singh laid down his life mangled bone by bone.

and Deep Singh, they say, died holding his severed head on his left hand
and the khanda in the right.



Jg 95 I W ugT Ha feg & sfomre|
e HE & fHSar a&H & yAe |

In the congregation I stand with folded hands
With apprehension waiting for the gift of the pen.

3% fogret I®H @7, He feg gt Al
TH ®H T I3 I, HaST & &7 37l

A fire burns in my heart that I keep my promise.
I seek no deliverance save the love for the word.

iyt gt 43 fout; AeH &<t It @9l

With nervous hand I put the first letter on earth-paper.
I’ll need many an incarnation to learn, unlearn and then learn again.

Transiated by the poet with Hew Mcl eod. May 2008



