Prayer by ’Abdu’l-Bahd in Verse

Translation by Joshua Hall in Rhyming, lambic Hexameter Couplets

O God replete with grace, O Thou the Lord
All-Bountiful,

O Thou the knower of my mysteries, my heart, my
soul!

Thou art the friend unto my heart in hours ere the
dawn doth shine,

And this the burning of my sore bereavement dost
divine.

The heart that in its orisons to Thee its breath doth
lend,

Except for loving thought of Thee, doth seck no
other friend.

To blood then be that heart that is not sore aflame
for Thee!
“T1is better to be blind than not have tears to claim for

Thee.

During the doleful, darksome night, O Thou
almighty One,
All thought of Thee within my heart is like the

dawning sun.

Breathe in this heart a breath out of Thy generosity,
That of thy grace nihility become eternity.

Look not on that which my own worth and merit
might accord;

Rather, look towards what Thine own grace
bestow’th, O bounteous Lord.

These birds of broken, shattered wing that lie
dejectedly

Do Thou vouchsafe new wings out of Thy
magnanimity.
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