
 قصيدة لى أبي بكر الصديق

ـــكبِــلُــطْــف ــــدـا  جيلــهِــإِي ــن لــهــيــلٌ مقَــل زاد 

  يا جــلـيـل قِ يـأتي عــنْــد بـابِــكمـفْــلــس بِـالـصـِّـد

  

ذَنْــبُــه ـيــمــظالـع ــرِ الــذَنْــبفـاغْــف ـيـمــظع ذَنْــب 

  إنَّـــه شَــخْـــصٌ غَـــرِيـب مـــذْنِـــب عــبـــد ذَلِـــيــل

  

 مـنْـه عـصْـيَـان ونِـســيـان وســهْــوٍ بعْــد ســهْــوٍ

  مـنْــك إحـسـان وفَــضْــلٌ بـعْــد إعــطَـاءِ الجــزِيـل

  

 ـــلَ رمـــلٍ لا تُـــعــدقَـــالَ يـا ربــِّــي ذُنُـــوبِــي مــثْـ

  ي كُـلَّ ذَنْـبٍ و اصْـفَـحِ الصَـفْـح الجمـيـلعـنِّ ففَـاعـ

  

 لَـهِــي لَــيــس لي خَــيــر الـعــمـلإِكَــيـف حـالي يـا 

  ســــوءُ أَعــمـالـي كَــثــيــر زَاد طَــاعــتـي قَـــلــيــل

  

ـنــنِـى مــافـنـ عاءٍ و اقْــــضِ عـيكُــلِ دـــتـاجي ح 

    العـلـيـل يإن لي قَــلْــبـاً ســقــيـمـاً أنْــتَ من يـشْــفـ



  

يقُــــــلْ لِـــنَــــارِي ادبْــــــر با رـــقــ يــا يِفِــــي حكَـــم 

ا نَــارـيـل قُــلْــتَ قُــلْ يــقِ الخَــلـي حكُـونِي أنْــتَ ف  

  

 مــورِـمــات الأُأَنْــتَ شَــافـي أَنْــتَ كَــافـي فـي مــهِـ

  أنْــتَ حـســبِـي أَنْــتَ ربـِّي أنْــتَ لـي نِـعــم الـوكـيـل

  

 كَــرِيـمنْــتَ وهَّــاب أَرب هَـــب لـي كَــنْـــزَ فَــضْـــلٍ 

ـيـرِاـى ضَـمـا فـنِـى مــطلَّ يعــيـلدلالـد ـرَــنِـى خَــي  

  

 هَـــب لَــنَــا مــلْــكـاً كَــبِــيـراً نَــجــنَـا مــمـا نَــخَـاف

  ربَّــــنَــا إذْ أنْــتَ قَــــاضٍ والـمــنَــادى جِــبــرائــيـل

___________ 

ـــــــا رحيـــــــم  ـــــــا مولانـــــــــا    أنـــــت كــــــــــــــــافي ي االله  ي االله    

ـــــــا جليــــــــــــــل ـــــــــا    أنـــــت حســــــــــــــــــبي ي ـــــــا مولان االله  ي االله      

   

 

  



 

 

Oh my god be generous with lutf to the one who has scant provision 

Bankrupt he comes to your door with sidq Oh Majestic 

 

His wrong action is a great one, so forgive the great wrong action 

He is a person who is a stranger, guilty, a humble slave 

 

From him appears rebellion and forgetfulness and neglect after neglect 

From You appears Ihsan and bounty after magnificent giving 

 

He said, Oh my Lord my wrong actions are like sand beyond counting 

So pardon me for every wrong action and forgive with a beautiful forgiveness 

 

Oh my God what is my state like when I do not have good deeds 

My wrong actions are abundant and the effort in my acts of obedience is small 

 

Free me from every disease and fulfil my need 

Indeed I have a sick heart – you are the One who heals the ailing 

 

Say to my fire “be cold”, Oh Lord in respect to me as 

You said “We said, ‘Oh fire be cool’ in respect to the friend 

 

You are my healer; You are enough for me in important matters 

You are my Lord; You are enough for me; You are the best of guardians for me 

 

Oh Lord, give me a treasure of bounty; You are the Giving, the Nobly Generous 

Give me what is in my innermost and guide me with the best of guides  

 

Grant us a great kingdom and save us from what we fear 

For you, our lord, are the judge and Jibril is the herald 


