
َ َي َف      َََانَ ض          َكَ ََكَ دَ وَ ج      َل      َوَ ه      َََلَ اط      َاَه      َعَ م     

 

َ َرَ ب     َََانَ ه     َدَ ص          َا َََكَ ق     َََكَ ف     َََكَ د َ ض          َق     َعَ اط    

 

َ َ ب     َََي  َ ال     َايَ ب  ص          ََ َف َََت َي     َ ض          َنَ ََل  َعَ ص         

 

َ َزَ ك       َانَ م       َاَ َ َب       َاءَ ن       ََ َال       َب       َلَ وَ ت       ََ َدَ ب       َعَ ائ      

 
َ اَ  َش  َاق  ََ َدَ ق       َس  ََ َف  ج       ََ َب       َي       َكَ ن       َل ََ َعَ م      

 

َرَ دَ  َج        َاَات         َب ََ َل        َ ع        َل  َاَ َ َكَ ن        َرَ َ َعَ اف       

 

َ َال      َرَ م      َس           َ ل      َي  َاَ َ َل  ال    ن      ََ َاةَ ج      َرَ ذَ َ َعَ ائ     

 

َ َََنَ م     َََج َوَ م     َا َََكَ د َ ض          َََت َن     َع     َََهَ ن     َدَ م     َعَ اف    

 

َ وَ  َب  َََه رَ َم      ذَ ف  ََ ال      َيَ َخ      َل      َي      َََةَ ق      َعَ ادَ ص          

 
َي  َ ف  َ ب  َ ف  َ  َرَ ََض  َعَ ال  َ ََب   َ ََرَ             ص       َن    َََكَ م     َعَ ال  َ ط    

 

َ ال َف  َمَ َ َ ق َ           ر َش       َب َََي  َعَ وَ ََانَ ي     َََكَ ظ     َعَ اطَ س         

 

َ َل     َم     َََانَ ع     َََكَ ورَ ن     َف  ال     ََ َوَ ع     َل َََمَ ال     َََ*ََعَ م    

 

َ َل َ س        َح َ ََانَ ط     َق َ ح َ ل َ ب َََكَ ق      َََةَ ي ق     َ*ََرَ اه َ ق    

 
َاَ  َََت َزَ رَ ح     َََنَ م     َخ     َََقَ ل     َع     َََيَ ظ     َج      *ه     َاَ

 
َ ا َََدَ ق َ  َق َ ش  َََت  ََعَ ف  َاَ*ذَ ََب  َ هَ الَ ََكَ ر َ           ص      

 

َج َ ََنَ م  َ َوَ دَ رَ ف َ ال َ ََةَ ن     َََس  َج   َل َ ََت َئ     َي َ دَ ه     *ن     َاَ

 
َاَ  َي  َ ح    َََت َي     َم    اَ ن     َفَ ن  َ اَ َس          م    َََنَ اَ َي  َ م    َ*ََةَ ت    

 

َ َََالَ ق      يَال    ن      َدَ ََب  َع      َ كَ ََهَ ات      َل  َن      َب      َ*ََاءَ ي     

 

َأَ  َرَ ج     َََت َي     َف     َََكَ ل     َل   ل     َن     َََاةَ ج     َك     َن     َ*ََمَ وح     

 
َرَ ل َََلَ ي  َ لَ خَ ال َََت َن  َ اَ  َعَ ََب   َ*ََب َي    َطَ ََ           رَ ص      

 

َع َوَ  َعَ َال َل  َ ىََ           ص       َ*َئَ ك َ وَ            ت مََ ََمَ ه مَ يَ كك 

 
َاَ  َدَ ب     َ             عَ ا َََت َي     َ*ََذَ ا َََاللَ ََح َوَ رَ ك   َََاازَ ج    

 

The radiance of your light shines across all worlds; your bounties pour forth like abundant rain. 

 

The sovereignty of your right truly conquers; the proof of your truth cuts through the falsehood of your foes.  

You have attained the fullness of noble virtues; the brilliance of your grace shines before all creation. 

In your golden age, wonders have dawned anew—like the blessed era of the descendants of Batool. 

 

From the Garden of Paradise you came to guide us; the lights of sanctity gleam upon your forehead. 

You revived our souls from death. You raised us upward toward Paradise. 

The Prophet said: his Da’is, like the prophets, are pathways of salvation. 

Like Prophet Noah, you set sail the ship of deliverance, shielding it from the tempests of the enemy. 

You are the Friend—Khalil—of Tayyib, the Lord of the Age; by his command, you proclaim the truth. 

Like Moses, leaning upon his staff, by the fayz of the Lord of the Age, your star ascends. 

You revealed miracles like the Spirit of God, Jesus; your words of wisdom illumine East and West. 
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َوَ وَ  َص            َهَ ي         ََ َ خ        َي  َ اَ َل  َئ        َةَ م        َرَ َ َعَ اك       

 
َل  َ ل  َ  َم    َلَ خ    َ ص         َب َََي  َس          َدَ ََلَ ي     َم    َََكَ ع     َعَ اف   َش         

 

َوَ  َل      َث      َه رَ َغ      ََ َنَ م      َاَ َ َلَ ه      ََ َح      َدَ ق      ََ َم      َعَ ان     

 

 َ َََـ             ي  َال      َََاةَ دَ ه      َال      َ غ      َاَ ََر  َََكَ ن      َج      َعَ ام     

 

َ َََنَ ع      َب      َي      َ ََهَ ت      َال  َص           َاَ ََامَ ن      َََكَ ن      َق      َعَ ال     

 
َاَ  َكَ وَ ت        َاَ َ َي        َانَ م        ب         ََ َكَ ق         َوَ َ َعَ اس           

 

َ وَ  ب َل  َاَ َ ش           َي  ََ َال       َف       َحَ ت       َبَ َ َكَ ب       ََ َعَ ار َق      

 

َ َل      َل      َؤَ م      َم      َ ن      َََي  َال      َم      َلَ خ      َ ص          َََي  َرَ م      َعَ اب     

َ

 َ َََه  َل      َل      َم      َي      َالَوَ ََنَ ام      َس         ي َََودَ ع      َم      َن      َعَ اب     

َ

َ َم      م      َدَ اَ َمَ ح       ََ َأ نَ رَ ق      ََ َ ح      َق  ََ َس           َعَ اج     

 

َ َك      َح     َ ََدَ م     َخَ ا َََلِ  ٰ َََعَ ض          َس          َ*ََدَ اج    

 

َوَ  َك     َف     َََمَ اط     َف  ل     ََ َي     َل     َه     م     َاَ َت     َب     َ*ََلَ ت     

 

َغ َ َ ََبَ ض          َ حَ ال َََنَ ي لَ  َمَ ََق  َحَ ََلَ ث     َ ي َس       َ*ََمَ ن 

 

َ َا َََت َانَ ش        َس       َل  َ*ََ           ي َ مَ اطَ ف َ ال َََاةَ ع َ اليَََف 

 
َ وَ ن َل  َََنَ ي     َ ح     َب َََق  َل     َح     َق     َي     َ نَ ََةَ ق     َ*ََص 

َ
رَ يَ ن ََ َال   رَ ََةَ ح      ٰ َََنَ ح     َََكَ رَ دَ ص          َ ل     َلّ  ََ*ََنَ ي    

َ

َ َف  ال   ل     َََب َرَ ََح َوَ َ َف     َا َََحَ ت     َكَ ََكَ ر َم     ََ*ََبَ ت    

َ

َق   َب  َ وَ  َََت َي     َي   َف    ن  َ ن     َاَ َع    َوَ ََةَ م     َوَ ت  َ ارَ ََكَ ب     َ*ََت 

َ

َ َه    َََاكَ ن     َي  َ م    ب  َ دَ ل  َمَ اَ َئ  َ ا َََرَ             ص       َ*ََةَ م    

َ

َ َص           َ ََل  َلَٰ ال  ََ َع      َل  ال    ن      َب  َ َ َ اٰوََ َ َل  َ*َ
 

نبقوىَالالََ

 لينَحقَنصَ

٢١ 

 نيَفخرَدينَاَلل

Like Muhammad, you prostrate in humble devotion; like his Waṣī, the best of Imams, you bow before the Divine. 

Like Fatema in her night of worship, you intercede for the sincere with flowing tears. 

You burn with the zeal of Husain for the true faith; you guard its fortress from the people of malice.  

You gather the radiant virtues of Fatemi Da’is —guides adorned with divine light. 

You are the true helper of the religion of truth, purging its sanctuary of every idol. 

O mercy of the Merciful! You welcome all who come in faith, enveloping them in vast compassion. 

The Lord has inscribed your triumph in the Preserved Tablet; the herald of victory knocks at your door. 

May you ever remain a blessing among us; may the meadows of the faithful be ever watered by your grace. 

Felicitations on your Milad in the Misr of the Imams—pure springs of blessing and fortune. 

May God send salawaat upon the Prophet and his pure descendants, for as long as the true Qur’an sings their praise. 


