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waBayna Kuntu ‘Usalli

wa ' Udammedul Jruh

While | was praying;
asking to bind up my wounds



‘Ata‘ammalul Mutajalli
wa Atlubu Fayda Rruh

| looked at the Crucified,
waiting for the Holy Spirit to pour out



u\_\_A u_’x_.—, L3 j_\A_A
‘Arani Fi1 ‘Ensani
Makhltugan ‘Ala Mithaleh

He thence reminded me that,
in His image | was made, according to His likeness
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Mutasaffehan Zamani

Mushawwihan Jamalah

At once | cringed to recall
how dreadful | turned that Image
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Qad ‘Ahdanil Fulka

faHasadtu Ttufan

He granted me The Ark,
but | deserved the Flood
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waHina Wahabanil Mulka
‘Eshtaraytu Ssulban

When He guaranteed my Reign,
| favored the disgrace



waBayna Kuntu ‘Usalli

wa ' Udammedul Jruh

While | was praying;
asking to bind up my wounds



‘Ata‘ammalul Mutajalli
wa Atlubu Fayda Rruh

| looked at the Crucified,
waiting for the Holy Spirit to pour out



u\_\_A u_’x_.—, L3 j_\A_A
‘Arani Fi1 ‘Ensani
Makhltugan ‘Ala Mithaleh

He thence reminded me that,
in His image | was made, according to His likeness
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Mutasaffehan Zamani

Mushawwihan Jamalah

At once | cringed to recall
how dreadful | turned that Image
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Qad Nassabant ‘Ebnan
faKuntu Lahu Shater

He declared me as His Beloved Son,
vet | chose to be The Lost One



waHTna Ja‘alani Sakhran

Kuntu "Ana Nnaker

When He called me The Rock,
| denied Him instead



‘Ahabbani Hubban Jamma
fa'’Asbahtu ‘Anal Jurha

He unconditionally loved me
until | became His Wound



(S N T Y
NS | G G
waMin Faydel Khatr ati

‘Adhaytu "Ana Rrumha

And from my abounded sin,
| became the Spear causing that Wound



waBayna Kuntu ‘Usalli

wa ' Udammedul Jruh

While | was praying;
asking to bind up my wounds



‘Ata‘ammalul Mutajalli
wa Atlubu Fayda Rruh

| looked at the Crucified,
waiting for the Holy Spirit to pour out



u\_\_A u_’x_.—, L3 j_\A_A
‘Arani Fi1 ‘Ensani
Makhltugan ‘Ala Mithaleh

He thence reminded me that,
in His image | was made, according to His likeness
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Mutasaffehan Zamani

Mushawwihan Jamalah

At once | cringed to recall
how dreadful | turned that Image



