
 

 

 



 

Part 1 
Attachment to the Prophet 

ملسو هيلع الله ىلص   

 

1 

Here is my heart; I present it to the 
Mukhtār 

And with humility, I lay it down at his 
portals. 

 

2 

I offered my heart a large draught from 
the wine of his love 

When I was a little boy; and since then, I 
have been watering it ceaselessly. 

 

3 

I engraved his blessed name on my 
heart when I was a child 

So that time itself could never erase it. 

 

4 

I inscribed the letters of his name inside 
my limbs 

So they became a book which I could 
tell the beauty of in every language. 

 



 

5 

I built a house between the ribs of my 
chest. 

For him to stay in so that I can frequently 
visit him and meet him. 

 

6 

How often I came to the thresholds of his 
balcony 

And returned in a state of ecstasy clothed 
with pride. 

 

7 

How often he invited me to his city, 
Medina, 

He was the best host for his guests, 
offering not only food but also wealth. 

 

8 

Often I would imagine myself sitting with 
him in public, 

With his companions, or in private at his 
home with his family. 

 

9 

Then, I would stand up to recite my poetry 
in his presence 

And would see him being happy with me; 
and hear him tell me, when I pause "Pray, 

continue!" 
 


