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O blessed Providence, King of the
world, Sovereign of the earth! We are
but a handful of distressed souls seeking
solace from Thee, and a lonesome band
desiring refuge with Thee. In the
darkness of the world, set a lamp before
the lost; amidst the hardships of the
times, make clear the path to tranquility.
With Thy heavenly waters, wash away
the filth of perversity from our hearts,
and purge our eyes from the dust and
chaff of covetousness and captiousness.
In Thy grace and bounty, shine Thy
supernal light upon our souls; in Thy
solicitude and generosity, cast the ray of
Thy celestial splendor upon our spirits;
and with the light of knowledge and
insight, illumine the eyes of the blind.
O blessed Providence! I desire naught
from my tongue but to praise Thee,
naught from my mouth but to worship
Thee. With mine ear, I hearken unto
Thy voice, and from Thy voice I
perceive the song of Thy praise. Of what
use to me is writing, if it not be done in
praise of Thee? And if they disclose not
Thy secret, if they celebrate not Thy
praise, what then would proceed from
my hand and my tongue?

 ﺟﻬﺎﻧﺪارا، ﺟﻬﺎن ﺧﺪﯾﻮا،ﭘﺎک ﭘﺮوردﮔﺎرا
ﻣﺎ ُﻣﺸﺘﯽ ﭘﺮﯾﺸﺎﻧﯿﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻣﺎن از ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮﯾﯿﻢ و
.ﮔﺮوﻫﯽ ﺑﯽﻛﺴﺎﻧﯿﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻨﺎه از ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﯿﻢ
ﻫﺎی ﺟﻬﺎن ﭼﺮاﻏﯽ ﻓﺮا را ِه
ِ در ﺗﺎرﯾﻜﯽ
 و در ﺳﺨﺘﯽﻫﺎی روزﮔﺎر،ﮔﻤﺮاﻫﺎن دار
.را ِه آﺳﺎﯾﺶ ﻫﻮﯾﺪا ﻓﺮﻣﺎ
آب آﺳﻤﺎﻧﯽ
دلﻫﺎ را از
ِ ﭘﻠﯿﺪی زﺷﺘﯽ ﺑﻪ
ِ
ﺧﺎﺷﺎک آز
 و ﭼﺸﻢﻫﺎ را از ﺧﺎک و،ﺑﺸﻮی
ِ
 ﺟﺎنﻫﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﺸﺖ.و آک ﭘﺎک ﻓﺮﻣﺎ
 و روانﻫﺎ را از دﻫﺶ و،ﻓﺮوغ آﺳﻤﺎﻧﯽ ده
ِ
 ﻧﺎﺑﯿﻨﺎﯾﺎن را.ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﯾﺰداﻧﯽ ﺑﺨﺶ
ِ ﻧﻮازش
.ﻓﺮوغ داﻧﺶ و ﺑﯿﻨﺶ ﺑﺨﺸﺎی
ِ
ْ
ْ
زﺑﺎن ﺳﺘﺎﯾﺶ ﺗﻮ
ﭘﺎک ﭘﺮوردﮔﺎرا از
ْ
 از.دﻫﺎن ﻧﯿﺎﯾﺶ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻧﻢ
 و از،ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ
ْ
ْ
ﺳﺮوش
ﺳﺮوش ﺗﻮ ﻧﯿﻮﺷﻢ و از
ﮔﻮش
ِ
 ﻣﺮا،ﺳﭙﺎس ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ
 اﮔﺮ.ﺳﺮود ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮﯾﻢ
ِ
ِ
ﻧﮕﺎرش ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر آﯾﺪ؟ و اﮔﺮ ﻧﻪ راز ﺗﻮ
 ﻣﺮا از دﺳﺖ و،ﮔﻮﯾﺪ و ﺳﺘﺎﯾﺶ ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮﯾﺪ
زﺑﺎن ﭼﻪ ﮔﺸﺎﯾﺪ؟

O Sovereign of the earth! Since there can
neither be any end to praise of Thee, nor
any limit to worship of Thee, better
would it be for me to close the book of
my praise and worship of Thee with the
words of Thy servant of old:
My Lord, my King! Evince Thy
munificence and overlook my
sins
By reason of the privation Thou
seest, the shame Thou knowest
Only in the hope of obeying
Thee, do I wish for life in the
body
If there be not this wish, better,
then, that I should perish!
In the beginning, Thou didst
deliver me unto the felicity of
guidance
What if, in the end, Thou wert to
honor me with a martyr’s death?

 ﺳﺘﺎﯾﺸﺖ را اﻧﺠﺎﻣﯽ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ و،ﺟﻬﺎﻧﺪارا
دﻓﺘﺮ
ِ  آن ِﺑ ْﻪ ﻛﻪ.ﻧﯿﺎﯾﺸﺖ را ﻓﺮﺟﺎﻣﯽ ﻧﻪ
ﮔﺰارش ﯾﻜﯽ از
ﺳﺘﺎﯾﺶ و ﻧﯿﺎﯾﺶ را ﺑﻪ
ِ
:ﺑﻨﺪﮔﺎن دﯾﺮﯾﻨﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم ﺑﺮم
 َﻛ َﺮﻣﯽ ﻧﻤﺎ و ﺑﮕﺬر،َﻣﻠِﻜﺎ و ﭘﺎدﺷﺎﻫﺎ
 ﺑﻪ ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺘﯽ ﻛﻪ داﻧﯽ،ﺑﻪ ﺿﺮورﺗﯽ ﻛﻪ ﺑﯿﻨﯽ
ﺗﻦ ﺧﻮﯾﺶ زﻧﺪه ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ
ِ ﺑﻪ
ِ اﻣﯿﺪ ﻃﺎﻋﺖ ﺗﻮ
 ﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ و ﻧﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﺎﻧﯽ،ﭼﻮ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ اﯾﻦ ﺗﻤّﻨﺎ
ﺳﻌﺎدت ﻫﺪاﯾﺖ
ﺗﻮ رﺳﺎﻧﺪَﯾﻢ در اول ﺑﻪ
ِ
ﭼﻪ ﺷﻮد اﮔﺮ در آﺧﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺎدﺗﻢ رﺳﺎﻧﯽ

