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᠐
ـك
ُ
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 Kuntu Hunāka `ArqubuL Bashar YukarrisūnaL Mawta kaQadar 
 I was there watching the crowd as they see death like it is the end 

ـض᠒ السَـمَــاءْ، 
ْ
 فِــي رَف

َ
ـقـون
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ᗷـسـا

َ
ـت
َ
ᘌ  ْــر

َ
ـج

َ
ـرْەِ الـعِـــᘘـادِ وَالـح

᠑
 وَفِـي ك

 Yatasābaqūna Fī Rafḍi Samā` waFī KurhiL ‘Ibādi walḤajar 
 Racing to deny heaven and to hate everything 
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 Wa `Anā Yaluffunī Ḥuznun waḤanīn Yajūzu Fī Qalbī Sayfon wa`Anīn 
 While I was in deep sadness and agony A knife is piercing my heart 
  ْ
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᠐
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 Fa Waladī Waladī Mu’alaqon YaftadīL Bashar 
 My son is being crucified to redeem mankind 
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 Laḥẓatul Widā’i Qad `Atat Kuntu `Aḥsibu Lahā Ḥisāba 
 Now is the time of valediction I knew it was coming eventually 
 ،

ْ
ــرت

َ
ه
ْ
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 Risālatu Ḥabībī `Azharat Takallalat biṢalbin wa‘Aẓāba 
 My beloved son mission is fulfilled and it ended in torture on the cross 
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َ
ودِع

᠑
ــادِ الآبِ أ

َ
مْـج

᠐
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 `Ila `AmjādiL `Ābi `Ūdi’ak `A’innī Yā `Allah `AḥtamiluL Ghiyāba 
 I deliver you son into the Father’s glory Oh God help me to bare the separaƟon 
دي… آە 

᠐
دي … ᘌا وَل

᠐
  ᘌا وَل

َ
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᠐
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᠐
 مَــا أ

 Yā Waladī Yā Waladī `Āh Mā `Aṣ’abaL Wadā’a 
 Oh, my son, how hard is farewell 
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ْ
مُـᖔع

ُ
ـةِ الد
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 ب
ْ
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ُ
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َ
ـى رَجـاءِ الــرُوح᠒ وَالـᘘَـقاءْ  ع

᠐
 إِل

 ‘Abartu Min Bawwābati Dumū’ `Ilā Rajā`i Rūḥi walBaqā` 
 I crossed from being in tears to dwelling in hope 
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 waMin Farāghi Qabrika Yā Yasū’ `Ila YaqiniL Wa’di bilLiqā` 
 And from your empty grave Jesus, to certainty in the promise of being reunited 
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 `Ilā `Bahā`i Qudsika Ta’ūd liYabda`a ḤƟfālu Samā` 
 You return to your glory and heaven can start rejoicing 
دِي… آە… 

᠐
ا وَل
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ا وَل
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ع
᠐
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 Yā Waladī Yā Waladī Mā `A’ẓama Fidāk 
 Oh my son, how great is your sacrifice 

 


