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— CHORUS — 

 َ صْطَ ُ مَدْ  ُ  َ َ ناَ صَل 
َ

وْلا َ نَا ياَ   ياَ رَ

صْطَ  ُ مَدْ  ُ  َ َ ناَ صَل 
َ

وْلا َ نَا ياَ  َ ياَ رَ  

ناَ 
َ

وْلا َ نَا ياَ  َ   ياَ رَ مُصْطَ
ْ َ ا َ صَل   

نَا ناَ    ياَ رَ
َ

وْلا َ َ   ياَ  صْطَ ُ مَدْ  ُ  َ َ صَل   
 

Yaa Rabbanaa, yaa Mawlaanaa, ṣalli ʿalaa Muḥammad Muṣṭafaa 
Yaa Rabbanaa, yaa Mawlaanaa, ṣalli ʿalaa Muḥammad Muṣṭafaa 

Yaa Rabbanaa, yaa Mawlaanaa, ṣalli ʿalal–Muṣṭafaa 
Yaa Rabbanaa, yaa Mawlaanaa, ṣalli ʿalaa Muḥammad Muṣṭafaa 

O our Lord, our Master! Bless Muhammad, the Chosen One! 
O our Lord, our Master! Bless Muhammad, the Chosen One! 

O our Lord, our Master! Bless the Chosen One! 
O our Lord, our Master! Bless Muhammad, the Chosen One! 
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 َ َ
فْسِ مِنْ حُزْنٍ وَمِنْ أ ِ ا ما  ِ  ِ  هَلْ مِنْ مُغِيثٍ 

مَسَا
ْ
ِ ا صبحِْ وَ ِ ا رََامِ 

ْ
ِ ا

ْ س ِ ا عُمْرُ 
ْ
 قدَْ وَ ال

 
َ
وْ
َ ْ
   ِ ترَْكِ الأ

َ
مَوْ

ْ
ي قَ    مَقْتُ ا ِ بِ ا

ْ
قَل

ْ
َ لِ  

َاريِ
ْ
ن ا ِ

مُنَادِي   لٰ
ْ
بِ رسََا    لِ

ْ
قَل

ْ
ِ ال مَن نوُراً   

Hal min mugheethin lee mimmaa fin–nafsi min ḥuznin wa min asaa 
Qad wallal–ʿumru fis–saʿyil–ḥaraami fiṣ–ṣubḥi wa fil–masaa 

Fee tarkil–awlaa maqtul–Mawlaa lil-qalbil–ladhee qasaa 
Laakinnal–Baaree lil–munaadee manna nooran fil–qalbi rasaa 

Can anyone save from the grief and remorse within my soul? My life is past, spent on forbidden things  
from morning to night. Leaving what is right brings the Lord’s displeasure upon the hardened heart, 

but the Creator blesses the petitioner with a light in the soul! 

— 2 — 

غَرَامْ 
ْ
َ هٰذَا ال َ  ِ مْ تلَوُمُ َ مُحِب 

ْ
شِحَ ا َ  ياَ 

مُسْتَهَامْ 
ْ
ُ إِلا ا

َ
لَ  ِ  دَ

َ
بِ لا

ْ
قَل

ْ
ِ ال عِشْقُ 

ْ
 وَال

 َ عَاشِقِ
ْ
رَْ ال َ مُدَامْ   مَنْ ذَاقَ 

ْ
طْيبََ ا

َ
ذَاقَ أ  

 ِ ا َ ِ سْتقَِيماً   هٰذَا  مْ    ُ َ َ ْ
نَالُ بفَِن ال ُ  

َ
لا  

Yaa kaashiḥal–muḥibbi kam taloomunee ʿalaa haadhal–gharaam 
Wal-ʿishqu sirrul–qalbi laa daleela lahu illal–mustahaam 

Man dhaaqa khamral–ʿaashiqeena dhaaqa aṭyabal–mudaam 
Haadhaa ṣiraaṭee mustaqeeman laa yunaalu bi fannil–kalaam 

O denigrator of love, how you blame me for this burning passion! But love is the heart’s secret,  
its only proof is infatuation. Whoever tastes the lovers’ wine has tasted the sweetest drink! 

Such is my path – direct and ineffable. 
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 ِ
ْ

لْةَِ الإ
َ
 ِ َى  فََاَ

ْ
مَِ ا اءِ ظَاهِراً بعَِا َ ْ 

 َ وْ
َ ْ
طَاياَهُ الأ َ عَرْشِ حَ ناَلَ مِنْ 

ْ
 دَناَ مِنْ ربَ ال

هْداً وَوَفَا َ نتَْ  َ َ فَ مُصْطَ
ْ ُ ا ْ  مَا زَاغَتْ عَ

صفَا  دْركِْ بِهِ نوََالاً وَمَنَازِلَ ا
َ
ِ أ  هٰذَا ا

 

Saraa fee laylatil–israa’i ẓaahiran bi ʿaalamil–khafaa 
Danaa min Rabbil–ʿarshi ḥattaa naala min ʿaṭaayaahul–awfaa 

Maa zaaghat ʿaynul–Muṣṭafaa fa kaanat ʿahdan wa wafaa 
Haadhan–Nabee adrik bihi nawaalan wa manaazilaṣ–ṣafaa 

On the Night of Isrā’ he ascended, physically, into the Unseen realm, drawing near to the Lord of the 
Throne, and receiving His fullest gift. The Chosen One’s eye swerved not; a covenant fulfilled.  

This is the Prophet! Attain through him grace and degrees of purity! 
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ْ

مَال
ْ

رَِايةَِ الآ ِ رَافعِاً 
ْ َ ْ ِ عِندَْ هَوْلِ ا  شَفِي

 
ْ

مَال ْ َ ْ
َةِ الأ هُمْ مِنْ رُؤْ ُ اً شُعْثاً خَوْ ْ َاياَ غُ َ

ْ
 ترََى ا

وَفِْ 
ْ

 غَوثَْ عِندَْ ذَاكَ ا
َ

    لا
ْ

جَال
ْ

ِ الآ َنقَْ  َ حِ  

    عَليَهِْ مَن   إِلا بِمَنْ 
ْ

كَمَال
ْ
قَبُولِ وَال

ْ
 باِل

َ
مَوْ

ْ
ا  

Shafeeʿee ʿinda ḥawlil–ḥashri raafiʿan li raayatil–aamaal 
taral–baraayaa ghubran shuʿthan khawfuhum min ru’yatil–aʿmaal 

laa ghawtha ʿinda dhaakal–khawfi  ḥeena tanqaḍil–aajaal 
illaa bi-man ʿalayhi mannal–Mawlaa bil–qabooli wal–kamaal 

My intercessor on Judgement Day, lifting high the banner of hope. Behold all mankind in disorder,  
afraid to face their deeds. There will be no rescue from that dread, when all lives have been spent,  

but through him whom God blessed with acceptance and perfection. 


