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Inner Courtyard 

Inner Courtyard, in association with the Y. B. Chavan Pratishthan, continues to 

provide a regular platform for artistes to interact with a discerning audience, since its 

inception 9 years ago. 

Inner Courtyardaims at making the arts more accessible to those who are interested 

in the fine arts and are keen to be initiated into the classical and traditional forms. It 

has also been our endeavor to present modern forms of expression and experiment 

with the arts. 

Our programs not only present artistes and their works but also create interesting 

events around them. If you have had the pleasure of discovering an exceptionally 

talented artiste or an equally unique concept, do share it with us. We may be able to 

incorporate the same in a future event. 

All our performances are done in the interest of promoting the arts. 

Entry to Inner Courtyard\s complimentary and by invitation only. 

Today's Programme would not be possible without the support of Shri S. G. Kale, Shri 

Vijay Desai, Ms Priti Turakhia, Ms Falguni Desai, Shree Sound Service, Prime Printers 

and Shri V. O. Sornani Charitable Trust. 

Inner Courtyardcan be contacted via e-mail at innercourtyard@gmail.com or by mail 

at P O Box 11520, Mumbai 400021. 

Todays Backdrop 

Venkatesh Pate gratuated from Mumbai's J. J. Institute and has been a Creative 

Director and Graphic Designer in France, Australia and India. He has participated 

in Arts and Designs exhibitions all over the world. In his latest collection 

(No Parking - An Inner Journey) he explains that much has been lost by us today and 

hopes that someday development will lead to greater freedom, space and positivity 

just as God would have wanted it. 

The backdrop Triptych in acrylic on canvas is Venkatesh's plea for more including 

growth and more space. 

Kabir 

Kabir says of himself that he is, "at once the child of Allah and Ram." 

He was born in Benares in the early 1400s in a Muslim weaver's family and became a 

disciple of Sant Ramanand. 

Not much is known about Kabir's early spiritual training. He did not become a sadhu 

and did not abandoned worldly life, choosing instead to live the balanced life of a 

householder and mystic, tradesman and contemplative. Kabir was married, had 

children, and lived the simple life of a weaver. 

He wrote and sang songs of deep spirituality, discovering oneself and walking on the 

path of good to discover truth and true happiness. The depth of his poetry has made 

him immortal. 

Shabnam Virmani 

Shabnam Virmani is a filmmaker and artist in residence at the Srishti School of Art, 

Design and Technology in Bangalore, India. 7 years ago she started traveling with folk 

singers in Malwa, Rajasthan and Pakistan in a quest for the spiritual and socio-political 

resonances of the 15th century mystic poet Kabir in our contemporary worlds. 

She is the founder and Director of the Kabir Project, Bangalore. Inspired by the 

inclusive spirit of folk music, she has begun to play the tambura and sing folk songs 

of Kabir herself. She has, to her credits documentary films, 2 folk music videos and 10 

music CDs accompanied by books of the poetry in translation. 

Mooralala Marwada 

Mooralala Marwada is a folk singer from Kutch district of Gujarat in western India, and 

sings the poetry of Kabir along with other poets such as Mira, Ravidas and also the 

Sufi Sindhi poet Shah Abdul Lateef Bhitai. 

Accompaniest: 

Co-singer: 

Dholak: 

Manjiras: 

Jhaanjh: 

Namrata Kartik 

Parbat Jogi 

Bhikha Bhai 

Sukhdev Bhai 



# 3TTCT WT Tfecft ^ 
- 

^ 3TRT W TFfSeT ^ 

fcfrT ftl IH *fr W? 

ft RT slfyl^U TRT TJF 3TRt 

TR ^iRd %T '5RT *fr W? 

cH^H" TShfr ^TT W Reft 

TR f^TT dT #*?#?*?? 

3nftlT Mtfl xJJl mII^II <i)cfl 

?? TPT ?ft JJiWIdl' «fr ?3T? 

it fit ifft*? ?ft H *ftrR 

m? ft?r ftt <f*ir? 

^ft? ft? ?T3T 31 ft)?! 

tju cm htht # i?r? 

lit IT ft lift <^VlHI 

irfftw % 3T HTHT ’ft 3?T? 

yflcM ■# M iftf 3vl 

?T3Fj iwe ft fttar ftt ??t? 

331? fttair ftftrr ?r eftft 

M^VII d,llll 3il!? Ml-W 3>l 

fft? ftte ?? ftter ftfir t 
T? M5-cih1 ifftt 33 

tji 3? irer frar fttar ft 

ftft 3Tlfr fTft ftt 33T? 

3rft33ftripft ufurat 

■351? 31? #3 ’fHT ftt ?*n? 

If You've Come From the Dome of the Sky 
- Kabir 

Song from Malwa, Madhya Pradesh Kabir invites us to taste the fearlessness that comes 
from "giving up our heads"- letting go of our mind-driven clinging to ideas, relationships 
and self-images. He invites us to enter our body-sky, recognize our fears and cravings and 
feel the limitless, expanded self that resides there. 

If you've come from the dome of the sky 

If you've give up your head 

What's there to fear? 

Be alert to this wisdom, always 

If your mind is one 

What's there to fear? 

Tend it with inwardness 

This field that you own 

Why do you sleep night and day? 
Take care of your harvest 
The birds will eat it away 

Why pamper your body and mind? 
Be alert to this wisdom, always... 

Nine hundred rivers flow in your body 
Can the seven seas be too deep? 

The guru's pool is full in your body 

Why wander thirsty, you fool? 
Be alert to this wisdom, always... 

In your house is a lovely spouse 

Why knock on a prostitute's door? 

Leaving the cool shade of a tree 

Why sleep on a bed of stones? 

Be alert to this wisdom, always... 

Bronze and brass won't turn to gold 
if they touch a touchstone 

The board game is spread 
Spot the colors of the five, my friend! 

Be alert to this wisdom, always... 

The dice of the guru's word is in your hand 
Can you lose a game that's already won? 

Kabir says, listen seekers 

caught in actions and delusions 
why are you lost? 

Be alert to this wisdom, always... 
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Song from Kutch, Gujarat 

Words Of Truth 
- Kheem Saheb 

Saint-poet Kheem Saheb evokes the experience of a meditator drinking deeply from 

the cup of the Name (our own breath?) and experiencing her/his awareness "climb to 

the sky" a sense of expansion perhaps towards a limitless, unbounded sense of self. 

Words of truth, a seeker takes her fill 

She is full to the brim, oh yes! 

Discard fear and drink deep 

From the cup of the Name, oh seeker 

I found my true guru today 

My awareness has climbed to the sky! 

In the bee's cave, my Lord sits 

The bee is buzzing there 

The seeker takes an inward posture 

It fills to the brim 

Discard fear and drink deep... 

With no clouds 

A lighting strikes 

An unbounded light 

Bursts into showers 

Discard fear and drink deep... 

Kheem has no spear 

But he takes on the fight 

Bhaan guru has shown him 

the secret 

Discard fear and drink deep... 



Wfr eft cHl^c^l t 

- cFsfk 

RRrt ^ Rcjnl %, ^fl* w^t 

W\t ft^TT^ %, 11* 

Tfrtt* fUd ’H6141ul HdH *rflr 

wft^* WTt it 

^FkT ^r^nf "w ^r ^dcwi 

3TTmT cftt 3RRTT 3TFjt 

3T3* dil 3T3RTT 3TT^* ^1^1 ?? (41 

m cfiT 3T<RTI ^ VifrafoT 

f^T H^T RchMI mql 

^TR’^^T xj(sid) fMt 

m^r f^r tfrt 

MSdl tfrf <H3i<»iY M 

SlRdlVfl ^T Mil £4i F^n" 

■^FT WH cTTRTf 

TH* FFcT ^ l^f f^TT 

sil<o TJTT tHdl^l 

3T3T TFrft* tftcT TTTT HFfr 

w 'hVh ftn mm! 

W%TTTR^R 

Rd M<ul 3ildY ^ <?41 

<+>41 < Tpft wf TrrarV 

•q^- W& #rfr 

Oh, She Really Wooed Him! 
- Kabir 

Kabir playfully describes his own awareness as a new bride, who has through long and 

assiduous courting of the Lord through several life times, finally taken him as husband 

today! The metaphor unfolds delightfully through all stages of the wedding rituals and 

festivities from the fixing of the match till the night of union between the bride-Self and 

her own innerTruth. 

What a groom she found, that crazy girl! 

She really wooed Him, the darling girl! 

My awareness has become a bride today 

She's taken the Lord as husband 

She wandered through so many lives 

Today she got her chance 

If she loses out on this moment 

She'll never find her ground 

Oh, she really wooed Him... 

They anoint her with the paste of love 
The turmeric of awareness 

The oil of the Name 

Five friends sing songs of celebration 
The canopy is decorated with gems 

Oh, she really wooed Him... 

Truth marks the four corners 

The groom's brought presents of love 

Their hands join in an everlasting bond 

God presides over this wedding 

Oh, she really wooed Him... 

In my colorful palace 

Is the bed of my Lord 

I deck myself in full awareness 

Now my love is only for Him 

I am one with all the saints 

Oh, she really wooed Him... 

After spinning in 84 lakh birth-cycles 
The energy wed me and come home today 

Say Kabir, listen seekers - 
My swan-soul is rejoicing! 

Oh, she really wooed Him... 
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It's With You But... 
- Bana Nath 

Song from Malwa, Madhya Pradesh 

A poetic and spiritual paradox - The truth is always with us, but if we try to grasp it or 
pin it down, it slips out of our hands. This song describes the crazy, paradoxical land 
of the seeker - who needs no outward idols, formal practices, chants or even body 
senses to experience the truth, but is one with it in a sahaj way - in a state of simple 
spontaneity. 

It's with you but... 
It cannot be caught 

The rare wise one understands 
Oh my friends 

My country is a crazy one! 

I don't go on a pilgrimage 
Nor chant or meditate 

I don't sit down to concentrate 
I am like this — 

At play in the world 
I seek no idol or holy place 

Oh my friends 
My country is a crazy one! 

With no feet, a path 
With no eyes, I see it 

No ears, I hear the cry 
Without a nose, I take in the fragrance 

I taste the juice, without a tongue 
Oh my friends 

My country is a crazy one! 

My swan remembers 
That lake of simple spontaneity 

Without wings it flies there 
It pecks pearls in Mansarovar 

Bathes in its pure waters 
Oh my friends 

My country is a crazy one! 

I have known the Lord thus 
Through these methods 

The complete Man is beyond the body 
Says Bana Nath, God resides in all 

Not less here or more there 
Oh my friends 

My country is a crazy one! 
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Friends, You Be On Your Way 

Song from Sindhi (17th century) 

- Shah Abdul Latif Bhitai 

This Sindhi Sufi poet of the 17th century spoke through the famous tragic love 

legends of the region. Here he speaks in the voice of Sasui, whose beloved Punoo 

has been wrested away from her on the morning after her wedding night by angry 

kinsmen. She is setting off across the harsh, hot desert of Thar in search of Punoo, 

when her friends try to stop her from embarking on her difficult journey. She brushes 

them off with the words of this song. She knows that the path to finding her Beloved, 

her truth, her own true self, cannot be without grief and suffering. This is akin to our 

search for truth, the path of which is difficult but leads to true joy if you can remove 

all the shackles and bonds that restrain you. 

Friends, you be on your way! 

My destiny is written 

Allah Miyan 

Those camels of Aari Jam 

(taking my Punoo away) 

Put shackles on their feet! 

My destiny is written 

Allah Miyan 

Won't you listen to the plea 

Of this wretched girl from Bhambhor? 

My destiny is written 

Allah Miyan 

Shah Latif says, listen my friends 

There is a deep thirst for you 

Inside of me 

My destiny is written 

Oh my friends 

My country is a crazy one! 
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In This Body 
-Kabir 

Song from Kutch, Gujarat 

Kabir describes with a heart-rending sense of poignancy the fleeting nature of our 

bodies and lives - so very fragile and yet so very beautiful. 

In this body are vessels of clay 

They will shatter 

They won't make that lovely sound 

I fear that day, oh Lord 

Just one day, just one moment 

Just the blinking of an eye 

You never know what may happen 

In a just one moment 

In this body is a string of pearls 

The thread will snap 

The string of this beautiful body 

I fear that day, oh Lord... 

In this body a market bustles 

Strike a good bargain 

With every moment 

I fear that day, oh Lord... 

In this body is a garden of flowers 

A deer will graze it away - 

, This beautiful forest 

I fear that day, oh Lord... 

A day will come 

Which calls for every one 

An account will be taken 

of every moment 

I fear that day, oh Lord... 

Says Kabir, listen seekers 

First is the 

Name of the Unseen 

• I fear that day, oh Lord... 
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Come With Me, My Dear Girl! 

- Dharam Das 

Famous disciple of Kabir, Dharam Das, speaks in the feminine voice inviting her dear 

friend/inner self to come to the land of the Beloved.Though she sobs and pines for this 

land - a land free of the pain of arrivals and departures, free of ties and attachments 

- she says the journey there is a joyous one. 

Come with me, my dear girl 

Let's go to the beloved's country 

Let's go to the guru's country! 

Nothing rises or sets there 

Wind gains no entry there 

Let's go to the land of the beloved 

I am awake in my colorful palace 

I weep I sob for that land 

Let's go to the beloved's country 

I dye my clothes saffron 

I wear the clothes of the unattached 

Let's go to the beloved's country 

I left my parent's home 

I left my husband's home 

I've left the company of my friends 

Let's go to the beloved's country 

Says Kabir to Dharamdas 

This game is a joyous play! 

Let's go to the beloved's country 
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While Fighting With The 5 And 25! 

- Dharam Das 

Song from Kutch, Gujarat 

Kabir seems to have lost a precious jewel in the garbage! The 5 perhaps denote our 

senses and the,25 the sense-objects in which we are entangled all our lives, in an 

enticing and deeply troubled relationship. In all this wrangling with the 5 and 25, we 

lose a jewel - perhaps evocative of our life, of the truth, of our precious and fleeting 

present. 

While fighting with the 5 and 25 

My jewel got lost in the trash! 

I searched in the East 

I searched in the West 

I searched in all the lands 

My jewel got lost in the dust! 

I searched in Ganga 

I searched in Gomti 

I searched in all the holy rivers 

My jewel got lost in the trash! 

Seekers lost their jewels 

Saints lost them too 

Those jogis lost them in their fancy airs 

My jewel got lost in the dust! 

Says Kabir, listen my friends 

That jewel can be found 

In your own heart! 

% My jewel got lost in the dust! 
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My Mind Has Taken To Living Free! 

- Kabir 

This is possibly a hallmark Kabir song that has travelled and entered into very distant 

lands and languages through the oral traditions. Kabir celebrates the freedom he 

feels through fakiri, the condition of owning and wanting nothing and wandering 

free and unattached. 

The joy I have found in frugality 

That cannot be found in plenty 

My mind has taken to living free! 

Your body shall end in dust one day 

Why strut about in arrogance? 

My mind has taken to living free! 

In my hands - a food bowl and a walking stick 

Yet my kingdom stretches in four directions! 

My mind has taken to living free! 

Don't praise or damn others 

Rest and be content 

My mind has taken to living free! 

Says Kabir, listen seekers 

You'll find the Lord in patience 

My mind has taken to living free! 
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My Spinning Wheel Calls The Name of Ram! ^ 

This song belongs to the tradition of ulatbansi poems of Kabir, a kind of nonsense 

or upside down verse, which challenge our rational, ordinary minds by asking us to 

delight in the absurd and the paradoxical. 

A drop fell in the ocean 

A pearl took shape in water 

I heard of an utter miracle 

A girl gave birth to her father! 

Listen to my plea 

My spinning wheel calls the name of Ram 
It cries, you-only-you-only-you! 

The girls says to her father 

Bring me an unborn groom 

If you cannot find such a one 

Then you will be my groom! 
Listen to my plea... 

My spinning wheel is colorful, wonderful 

The cotton balls are red, scarlet 

The one who spins - a bewitching gal 

She's hung the string from the sky! 
Listen to my plea... 

1 went to get the cotton ginned 

Listen to me, oh brother who gins 

He's been swallowed by his lover 

My guru gives me this teaching! 
Listen to my plea... 

My mother died, my father died 
My family died too 

Just one beloved carpenter didn't die 

The crafter of this loom! 
Listen to my plea... 

Says Kabir, listen seekers 

This is a spinning wheel 
Spin this with deep awareness 

. Birth and death are gone! 
Listen to my plea... 
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Eternal Cup 
- Ravidas 

Song is from Kutch, Gujarat 

Famous Saint-Poet Ravi Das belonged to the chamaar (leather workers') community. 

He pays joyous tribute to his guru Bhaan Saheb for giving him a sip, and making him 

drunk on the wine of that eternal, deathless experience. He sees through the fake 

posturing of so-called religious types-full of their intellectual pretensions, delusions 

and hypocrisies. 

My guru gave me a drink from the eternal cup 

I roam about like a crazy drunk 

Seek the eternal land, friends 

Quit your arrogant proud ways! 

How wide is it? 

How deep is it? 

Take a guess at the size 

of your delusion 

Seek the secret of the Word 

Quit your charades, oh yes! 

Deeper than the earth 

Subtler than the wind 
That's the size of the limitless 

No more, no less 
It is in perfect balance, oh yes! 

Without insight he wanders 

That fool, in a barren land 

Unaware of the self, he worships stones 

He's locked in fake meditation 

He's felt nothing at all 

Yet they call him a pundit 

So what if he reads many fat books 

He won't make it far 

This guy who's called a learned one! 

I come no more, I go no more 

I've given up my fake ways 

In the light of Bhaan 
Ravidas speaks - 

My guru has sent me 

a precious message! 
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My Heart Is Drawn To Wandering Free! 
-MiraBai 

In this song we hear Mira Bai's expression of being drawn to the path of fakiri. In this 
playful song addressed to her mother she sings of the profound joy of simplicity and 

frugality. 

I won't go to my in law's home 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My mind is set on wandering free! 

My heart is drawn to the path of poverty! 

Sweetmeats and dry fruits 

don't appeal to me, oh yes! 

Plain dry bread is all I want to eat 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My mind is set.*. 

Palaces and mansions 

don't appeal to me, oh yes! 

A small hut in the jungle 

is where I want to live! 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My heart is drawn... 

A gold-plated water vessel 

is not what 1 want, oh yes! 

The simple vessel of the 

Nathji followers is all I need! 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My heart is drawn... 

A fancy necklace of gold 

doesn't appeal to me, oh yes! 

I turn the beads of a 

necklace of basil seeds! 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My mind is set... 

Mirabai sings the praises of Giridhar 

With great love I sing the qualities of Hari 

Oh mother, oh Ram! 

My mind is set... 
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It's All a Game of Come-and-Go! 

- Brahmanand 

Song from Kutch, Gujarat 

Poet Brahmanand reminds us that all that comes shall go. The song nudges us into 

a poignant awareness of how all things are shot through with an incipient sense of 

departure - all the relationships, wealth and things we carefully accumulate and 

attach ourselves to. 

It's ail a game of come-and-go 

You meet in this world 

For two short days 

It's all a game of come-and-go! 

Someone's gone, someone's going 

Someone's gathering up their bundle 

Someone's standing alone, ready to go 

It's all a game of come-and-go! 

Mother, father, brothers and all 

No one touched your inner core 

The swan shall fly away alone 

It's all a game of come-and-go! 

You tricked, cheated and made a quick buck 

You amassed a fine fortune 

Not a penny will go with you 

It's all a game of come-and-go! 

This world will perish in an instant 

Says Brahmanand, listen seekers 

Just sing the name of God 

It's all a game of come-and-go! 
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Come, Let's Go Meet The Five! 

- Kabir 

Kabir invites us in this song to confront our 5 senses and their 25 sense-objects. The 

results of this confrontation can be startlingly joyous - a rapt absorbtion in the Word 

and the song. 

Come, let's go meet the five 

Let's reign in the twenty-five! 

Stay with the Name 

In every corner, the colors fade 

Oh friend, 1 found my complete guru 

Now I'm rocking to the Word 

Oh friend, 1 found the true guru 

NowVm rocking to the song! 

Come, let's go to that sky-dome 

That's where my Dark One stays 

I've seen the Ingla and Pingala 

Sukhmana is dancing there! 

Come, let's go to Mansarovar lake 

Where my soul is at play 

Awake to the radiant light 

My swan pecks there, totally aware 

A soft rain is falling there 

Lightning crackles in the sky 

Says seeker Kabir - 

The sacred stretches in all four directions 
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This song dt%crlbr. .» *.i.uk moment from th«« love l«?c|«*nd <>f ‘>*v.ul I’unoo whm 

she is alone, w.«lkln<| In th«- harsh sand dunes of Ihar desort with the men Hess sun 

beating down on her. As she laments her Beloved's going away from her, the song 

seems to bet ome a meditation on death and the moment in which our ever-present 

companion our breath - slips away with a sigh. 

Like a roti swells with hot air 

My flesh bakes 

He slipped away with a sigh 

Who was always by my side 

Allah Miyan! 

Don't sit and while away the day 

He slipped away with a sigh 

Who was always by my side 

I plough alone 

The sun flashes 

He slipped away with a sigh 

Who was always by my side 

They killed this wretched one 

And went home 

He slipped away with a sigh 

Who was always by my side 

Friends, says Shah Latif 

I enter the earth-grave 

He slipped away with a sigh 

Who was always by my side 
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An Upward Arrow Shot Through The Sky! 
- Kabir 

Kabir describes his spiritual awakening by using the image of an arrow piercing 

upwards to reach the sky - possibly a hatha yogic evocation of the Sushamna piercing 

through the chakras to arrive at the centre of our skulls - the gagan-mandal. The song 

unfolds in a range of metaphors as Kabir tries to give form to that formless experience, 

a glimpse of the Unknown 

An upward arrow shot through the sky 

There resides a body 

In that body, the Unseen resides 

My awareness is locked there, seekers 

Come watch the Lord's play! 

The true guru searches out the Word 

Come watch the Lord's play! 

In this body, a tree grows 

With no leaves or flowers 

It has no form, nor casts a shade 

But two mangoes hang from it 

In this body, the instrument plays 

All moments of the day 

Drums, gourds and pots resound 

A flute sounds deeply 

In this body, there are seven lakes 

Ninety nine hundred rivers flow deeply 

They toss and turn In this jewel filled oc ran 

In the centre a pool of net tar 

I he Unknown made me lead* * v friend* 

1 know no sonows now 

'.ay. Kabir, listen frlemh 

11 mint heads • »f the fonnli • n»■ " , 


