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 ‘Erfa` Rabbī fī Qalbī Burjan Burjan Yaṭālu Samāk 
 Raise, my Lord, within my heart a tower that reaches Your heavens 
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 Burjan `Ālin Ya`lū Kulla Qaṣrin Yaḥjibu `Annī Ru’yāk 
 A high tower that rises above every palace that blocks my vision of You 
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 Burjan Fīhi ‘U`āyinu Wajhaka ‘U`āyinu Wajhaka Fīhi ‘Aṣfū biṢafā’i `Aynayk 
 A tower where I see Your face, where I am refined by the purity of Your eyes 
  

َ
 ك
َ
 رُوف

ُ
 ي ح

ِّ
، رَب

َ
 ك
َ
 روف

ُ
 مْ ح

َّ
 عَ ل
َ
ت
َ
  فِ يهِ أ

ْ
 لِ مَ  ات

َ
 ال ك

َ
 قِ ك

ْ
 ل
َ
 عْ لِ خ

َ
صْ ن

َ
 ا أ
َ
 ه
ْ
 وَمِ ن

 Fīhi ‘Ata`allamu Ḥurūfaka Rabbī Ḥurūfaka waMinhā ‘Aṣna`u liKhalqikaL Kalimāt 
 Where I learn Your letters my Lord so I may craft words for Your creation 
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 ‛alLāzima Habnī Ḥobbī laka Yazīd Ḥobbī laka Yazīd Yazīd Yasmū wa Ya`lū waYafīḍ 
Chorus Let my love increase for You Lord increase, rise and overflow 
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 Qalbī Fīka Yanām Yastarīḥ Yanām waYastarīḥ Habnī Rabbī Ḥobbī Laka Yazīd waYazīd 
 My heart rest in You let my love increase for You Lord 
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 Habnī Ḥobbī Laka Yazīd Ḥobbī laka Yazīd Yazīd Yasmū waYa`lū waYafīḍ 
 Let my love increase for You Lord increase, rise, and overflow 
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 ‘Anta Ta`lam biḤobbīL Kabīr Ḥobbī Laka Kabīr   ‘Akthar min Ha’ulā’ Ḥobbī Laka Yazīd waYazīd 
 You know how big is my love for You and it keeps increasing 
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 Ta`ibtu ’Amḍī KhalfaL ‘Aṣwāt faṢawtuka bihi Waḥdahu Qalbī Ṭāb 
 I am tired of chasing after voices only Yours healed my heart 
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 biḤajarī wa`Ezzī Banaytu Kulla ‘Ahrā`ī waNasītu Rabbī bi’Annī Turāb 
 With my own strength and pride I built my castles 
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 Fa`Ṣof waNfukh Fī Rūḥī ‘Elāhī fa’Anta ‘Abī 
 So, God, blow and stir within my spirit for You are my Father 
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 ‘Unfukh wa’Aḥyī Kulla Mā Yaḥlū Fī `Aynayk 
 Breathe and revive everything that pleases You 
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 Khoẓnī ‘Elāhī L’ān Ḥabībī Khoẓnī biYadī waHabnī LakaL Yawma Ḥobbī Yazīd 
 Take me God now, my beloved, take my hand and grant me today a growing love for You 

 


