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What good karma flows from my past that I am born a woman, 

And God Himself courts my favors? 
Immortal, inexpressible, beyond understanding, 

The Lotus Lord clings to me. 
 
In these lines, Mehta writes with great joy and ease of the blessings of birth as a woman. What 
kind of benefit is it to be born a woman that God Himself politely asks permission to come be 
with her? No human psychology can account for this situation. The husband of Goddess 
Lakshmi wants to put his loving arms around her neck!  
 
In the first two lines, Narsinh Mehta takes the idea of an “avatar” to a whole new level in using 
the verb form for the feminine gender, “avatari,” to describe “being born” as a woman. By the 
fifteenth century C.E, the term “avatar” to signify an incarnation of Lord Vishnu is a commonly 
accepted concept, in all parts of India. What does this mean in the context of Mehta’s poem? 
First, instead of just being born, a condition every mortal is subject to, this speaker looks at 
herself as an incarnation. Second, the term evokes the status of women in that society. She is 
special while normally women as women are neither special nor important. Her “beyond the 
norm entitlement” is located precisely in the fact of her gender. It is because she’s born as a 
woman that the indescribable Lotus Lord, the husband of Lakshmi, goddess of wealth, now is a 
supplicant before her. She knows that this must be because of some unusual action. What kind of 
good deed has she done to deserve this? 
 
Having set up the problem, the speaker goes on to work out the question. 
 
Perform rituals, meditation, penance precisely; 

Hari comes not even in a dream. 
That same Hari appears most easily, 

When sought with devoted passion. 
 
 

As far as she knows, the usual methods of achieving the sight of God are to perform ceremonial 
prayers faithfully, meditate sincerely, and even do painful sacrifices to assert your devotion. But, 
she knows that even after all such proofs, the sight of the Lord is not a guarantee. In contrast, she 
finds that just because she loves the Lord passionately, he arrives in an instant. The speaker is 
stunned. Is achieving oneness with God so simple? I love him and He loves me back?  
 
She goes on to think more about this amazing event. 
 
Shesh Nag’s comfortable cradle we gain 

In the heavenly palace, for our pain. 
Greater than that is my temple; adoringly the 

Yellow-Garbed One comes to my bed. 
 
She has learned or heard that as a reward for good deeds and sacrifice we mortals will be given a 
place of comfort in the coils of the eternal serpent who cradles, vaikunth, the abode of Vishnu. 
And she realizes, that even more remarkable than such a heaven is her own place, her bed, her 



temple as it were, where God visits her. Again the reversal of the normal, devotees go to the 
temple and here God comes to the devotee, causes her much wonder. 
 
The Vedic Puranic scriptures declare 

Proclaim him devotee lover. I say, 
Well met are You, Narsinh’s Lord, 

Granting me grace, knowing me frail. 
 
 
At last she begins to understand. All the holy texts, the Veda and Puranas, always describe God 
as one who loves those who love Him. Well then, it is only natural. Thus she is able to say, in 
that case, Narsinh’s Lord, I am glad you came to meet me. You knew that I am the weak one and 
it is appropriate that you should be gracious to my effort at love. 

 
What Narsinh Mehta has done in this poem is to set up a dramatic scene. A woman is pleased 
that her lover has come to her. But this is no ordinary woman, this is the gopi, the milkmaid of 
legend and God in human form has come to be with her. So the scene unfolds through her 
consciousness. Mehta’s imagination questions the possibility, how can a divine being so easily 
consort with an ordinary mortal? He finds an inspired answer in thinking about what the woman 
feels. He shows that in her own reality she understands that this event is extraordinary. As if he 
were at her side, Mehta works out the wonder and puzzlement through the first three stanzas in 
her mind. Then he shows her achieving a clear grasp of the fact that pure love transcends every 
obstacle. At this point, he has worked out a metaphor for the way a joyous devotee feels in the 
grip of divine illumination. The image of passionate love’s fulfillment, a woman’s utter 
satisfaction, becomes a symbol for the seeker of spiritual union with the divine. 
 
In a flood of footnotes and bibliographical references, we can correlate this particular metaphor 
across many different texts, authors, and cultures. It might even be very interesting and 
illuminating to do so.2 But there is a much more immediate and important point to make about 
Narsinh Mehta, his poem, and his gift to his audience.  
 
Whether or not we credit the popular legend that he personally witnessed the Ras Lila of Lord 
Krishna in Vrindavan because of the boon the God Shiva granted him, this poem illustrates that 
strictly in terms of his poetic imagination and ability, Mehta here presents an artistic tour de 
force in celebrating womanhood and love at their highest peak. It is a paean to the feminine 
principle that reverberates much more powerfully than any feminist tract. Joy is in the 
celebration of who you are. Here, the male principle of Godhood, power (Shiva or Vishnu) is 
complete only in union with its complementary other half, the female, the source of energy or 
abundance (Shakti or Lakshmi). Mehta’s talent thus transcends perceptions of gender limitations 
that prevailed in his time and that continue in some form even into the twenty-first century. 3 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                
1 The Wikipedia entry on Narsinh Mehta is a good place to get a general overview about his life 
and works. Note that in most references, he is cited more as a saint-poet than poet-saint. More to 
come on this point. 
 
2 In fact this is material enough for a half dozen master’s and doctoral theses. 
3 As these blogs continue, I hope to expand understanding about Narsinh Mehta as a powerful 
poet. As always, constructive, interested comments and questions are welcome. 


