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All matters of this universe

Are blessed by the name,

The name of paramount importance,
Outstanding among the line of prophets

This is the one and only sun

Of the created universe:

The light of prophethood

That emerged at the beginning of creation

I cannot make a better choice.
Than to move round his abode.
Like flowers, its fragrance

Pervades the creation and my being.

The light from him

Radiates so brightly

That at his touch,

Even shadows turn into illuminations.

Yasrab is close to my heart,

My soul has a yearning for it*

The dust of this place

Is the best cure for my eyes and soul

I found Medina,

The centre of grace and mercy

All can beg forgiveness at his door,
The rewards are immeasurable.

The reason for Khatir’s journey to Medina,
The garden of the greatest man,

Is to seek closeness to him

And to enjoy the fragrance of his garden
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