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translator’s introduction

In the name of Allah, the Beneficent, the Merciful

Praise be to Allah, Lord of the Worlds. May He confer blessings
upon our Master Muhammad, his folk, and companions, 

and grant them peace.

This is a collection of poetry in praise of the Prophet Muhammad

œ that was recited by his companions in his presence œ. This

collection draws almost exclusively from Imam Ibn Sayyid al-

N¥s’s Mina^ al-Mida^. On occasion, verses have been adjusted for

clarity by including alternate recensions from other sources. 

While the translations herein are not literal, they do present a

poetic rendition of Prophetic-era verse in idiomatic English. With

one exception, all translations in this work are originals. As for

Ka¢b ibn Zuhayr’s epic Mantle Ode (Burdah), its translation has

been copied verbatim from Suzanne Stetkevych’s The Mantle

Odes: Arabic Praise Poems to the Prophet Muhammad.

May Allah accept this work and increase love for the Prophet

Muhammad œ through it. Ameen.

Moustafa Elqabbany

The Royal Islamic Strategic Studies Centre

Amman, Jordan

16 May 2023 c.e. / 26 Shaww¥l 1444 a.h.
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Poets Whose Names Begin with Alif

Aswad ibn Mas¢‰d al-ThaqafÏ

Tonight, I’ve come to worship only God,
The Lord of Men when mankind’s been amassed,
Creator of this world and all we laud.
When tree and water are no more, He’s asked.

I seek but God alone. I’ll worship Him
As long as valley beds are made of stone.
The Messenger’s the one who’s gifts are sought
In drought when what remains of rain is none.

2 compositions of the companions
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أسْوَدُ بنُ مسعود الث攐擠قفي
]البسيط[

لَ البَشَـــرُأمسَـــيتُ أعبُدُ رَب攐攀ي 摀扰 شَريكَ لهَُ 攐攀العِبادِ إذا ما حُص 攐擠رب

والمُجتَدى حِينَ 摀扰 ماءٌ و摀扰 شَـــجَرُأهلُ المَحامِدِ في الد攐擰نيا وخالِقُها

ما دامَ بالجـــزْعِ مِن أركانِـــهِ حَجَر摀扰ُ أبتَغـــي بـَــد摀扰َ بـــاِ� أعبُدُهُ

نَوافِلُهُ تُرجى  ال攐擠ذي  الر攐擠سولَ   攐擠عِندَ القُحوطِ إذا ما أقحَطَ الــــمَطَرُإن



4 compositions of the companions

Anas ibn Zunaym

Through your command, Ma¢add is set aright,
Nay, God guides, bidding you bear witness bright.

No beast has carried on its back a greater man,
Than great Muhammad, truthful, kind beyond the span.

He bids for good and gives with open hand;
His parting gleams like sword of Indian brand.

Unasked, he paid for Yemen’s cloaks with due respect,
And for the swiftest steed, unmatched, he gave direct.

God’s Messenger, know you have caught me, and
Your threat’s like being bounded by the hand.

God’s Messenger, know you possess domain
Of those in Najd and on Tih¥mah’s plains.

God’s Messenger’s been told I’ve criticized
Him—may this hand of mine be paralyzed!

No honour have I soiled, no blood I’ve shed.
Remind the folks who know, with level head.
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أنََسُ بنُ زُنيَْم 
]الطويل[

بِأمرِهِ  攐擀تُهـــدى مَعَد بلِ ا�ُ يَهديها وقالَ لَكَ اشْـــهَدِوأنتَ ال攐擠ذي 

أبـــر攐擠 وأوفـــى ذِم攐擠ةً مِـــن محم攐擠دِفما حَمَلَتْ مِن ناقَةٍ فَوقَ رَحلِها

نائِلً وأوسَعَ  خَيرٍ  على   攐擠دِأحَث攐擠اهْتِزازَ الــــمُهَن 攐擰إذا راحَ يَهتَـــز

الـمُتَجَر攐攀دِوأكسى لبُِردِ الخالِ قبَلَ اجتِدائِهِ ابِقِ  攐擠الس لِرأسِ  وأعطى 

مُدرِكي أن攐擠كَ  اِ�  رَسولَ  باليَدِتَعَل攐擠مْ  كا摀戰خذِ  مِنكَ  وَعيدًا   攐擠وأن

قادِرٌ أن攐擠ـــكَ  اِ�  رَســـولَ  تِهامٍ ومُنْجِدِتَعَل攐擠مْ  سَكْنٍ مِن   攐攀على كُل

هَجَوتُهُ قد  أنْ  اِ�  رَسولُ  فل رَفَعَتْ سَوطي إلَي攐擠 إذَنْ يَديونب攐攀ُي 

دَمًا  摀扰و خَرَقتُ  عِرضًا   摀扰 هَرَقتُ فَذَك攐攀رْ عالِمَ الحَق攐攀 واقْصِدِفإن攐攀يَ 



Poets Whose Names Begin with Th¥’

Tharw¥n ibn Faz¥rah ibn ¢Abd Yagh‰th

God’s Messenger, to you my camel’s run
Across great lands as rises, sets, the sun.

Poets Whose Names Begin with JÏm

JahÏsh ibn Uways al-Nakha‘Ï

God’s Messenger, you speak the truth, indeed!
Blessèd be you, our guide and guided lead!

You brought the faith that spun our lives anew;
Like asses we had worshipped gods untrue.

O greatest of those called and those God sent—
From man and jinn—I serve your call’s ascent.

You’ve brought clear proof about this here affair,
And you’ve emerged among us true and fair.

6 compositions of the companions
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ثَروان بنُ فَزارةَ بنِ عبد يَغُوث 
]الطويل[

مَســـافَةَ أرباعٍ تـَــروحُ وتَغْتَديإليَكَ رَســـولَ اِ� خَب攐擠تْ مَطِي攐擠تي

 攐擰خَعي攐擠جَهيشُ بنُ أوَُيْسٍ الن
]الطويل[

صادِقٌ إن攐擠كَ  اِ�  رَســـولَ  يا   摀扰هادِياأ وَبُورِكتَ  مَهدِي攐撰ا  فبَُورِكتَ 

طَواغِياشَـــرَعتَ لنا دينَ الحَنيفَةِ بعَدَما الحَميرِ،  كَأمثالِ  عَبَدنا، 

مِنَ ا摀扐نسِ بَل والجانِ، لب攐擠َيكَ داعِيافيَا خَيرَ مَدعُو攐擐 ويا خَيرَ مُرْسَـــلٍ

فأصبَحتَ فينا صادِقَ الوَعدِ زاكِياأتيَتَ بِبُرهـــانٍ مِنَ ا摀戰مرِ واضِحٍ



Poets Whose Names Begin with ¤¥’

¤ass¥n ibn Th¥bit

O trusty pillar, refuge of the destitute,
O shelter sought, and kindest neighbour, sans dispute,
O you the Lord has picked for everyone,
And thus He graced you with all good, bar none.
For you’re the Prophet, best of Adam’s seed,
O you whose gifts flood forth like endless seas.
Both Gabriel and Michael at your side
Are aids to victory from God, Most High.

�

Most noble are God’s Messenger’s own team
At times when minds and men do plot and scheme.

¤umayd ibn Thawr Al-Hil¥lÏ

No friend of yours will ever find a cure,
Despite his love and loss in paths obscure,
Until he’s with Muhammad, all secure.

8 compositions of the companions
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حَسّانُ بنُ ثابتٍ بنِ المنذر بنِ حَرامٍ ا摀戰نصاريّ 
]الكامل]

摀扰ئِذٍ وعِصمَةَ  مُعْتَمِـــدٍ  ركُنَ  ومَـــلذَ مُنتَجِعٍ وجـــارَ مُجاوِرِيا 

الط攐擠اهِرِيا مَـــن تَخَي攐擠ـــرَهُ ا摀扐لـــهُ لِخَلقِهِ  攐攀كِـــي攐擠الز بالخَلقِ  فَحَباهُ 

زاخِرِأنـــتَ الن攐擠بِي攐擰 وخَيـــرُ عُصبَةِ آدَمٍ بَحرٍ  كَفَيضِ  يَجُودُ  مَن  يا 

كِلهُما وَجِبْرَئيلُ  مَعْكَ  قاهِرِمِيكالُ  عَزيزٍ  مِن  لنَِصرِكَ  مَدَدٌ 

]البسيط[

ـــيَعُأكرِمْ بقومٍ رَســـولُ ا� شِيعَتُهُمْ 攐攀والش ا摀戰هْواءُ  تَفَر攐擠قـَــتِ  إذا 

�

حُمَيدُ بنُ ثورٍ اله摀扰ِلي攐擰 الشاعر 
]الرجز[

ـــدًا ـــبٌ أب ــا ينبغـــي وأوْجَـــدامـــا يشـــتفي منكـــم حبي ــدَ فيمـ ألحـ

حتى أتيتُ المصطفى محمدا



Poets Whose Names Begin with Kh¥’

Khuf¥f ibn Na\lah al-ThaqafÏ

I’ve been in touch with someone in the know,
A jinn from Wajrah letting secrets flow.
On many nights, he recommended you,
And then, in hubris, said: ‘I shall not go.’

Poets Whose Names Begin with Dh¥l

Dhub¥b

I followed God’s Apostle, when truth he’d proclaimed
And left Farr¥|1 behind in ruin and in shame.

With force I’d pushed him, then released his frame,
And he was naught. Life’s trials are untame.

When God’s faith triumphed, resolute and pure,
I heeded His Apostle’s call for sure.

And as Islam’s aid, I’ve emerged most true,
With truth of purpose, all that I can do.

Sa¢d al-¢AshÏrah—tell him of this news:
I’ve purchased what remains for transient views.

10 compositions of the companions

1 The name of an idol belonging to Sa¢d al-¢AshÏrah that the poet had 
destroyed.
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خُفافُ بنُ نَضْلةَ الث攐擠قَفي 
]الكامل[

مِن جن攐攀 وَجرَةَ في ا摀戰مُورِ مُواتِإنّي أتانـــي في ا摀戰مُـــورِ مُخَب攐攀رٌ

ــا ــا وليَاليًِـ ــكَ ليَاليًِـ ــو إليَـ بِآتِيَدعـ لَستُ  ــالَ  وَق  攐擠َاحـــزَأل  攐擠ثُــم

ذُباب 
]الطويل[

هَوانِتبَِعتُ رَسولَ اِ� إذ جاءَ باِلهُدى بِـــدارِ  فَرّاصًا  وخَل攐擠فـــتُ 

كَأنْ لَم يَكُنْ، والد攐擠هرُ ذو حَدَثانِشَـــدَدتُ عليـــهِ شَـــد攐擠ةً فتََرَكتُهُ

دِينَهُ أظهَـــرَ  اَ�  رَأيتُ  دَعانيولـَـــم攐擠ا  حِينَ  اِ�  رَسولَ  أجَبتُ 

وألقَيـــتُ فيهِ كَلْكَلـــي وَجِرانيفأصبَحتُ ل摀扐ِسلمِ ما عِشْتُ ناصِرًا

العَشيرَةِ أن攐擠ني سَـــعدَ  مُبلِغٌ  شَـــرَيتُ ال攐擠ذي يَبقـــى بِآخَرَ فانِفَمَن 



Poets Whose Names Begin with Z¥y

Ziml ibn ¢Amr al-¢UdhrÏ

To you, God’s Messenger, my mount I’ve spurred
Through rough terrain and dunes, with faith assured,

To grant the best of men a victory,
And link your rope to mine in unity.

My debt’s to God alone, I testify,
As long as my own sandals bear me nigh.

Zuhayr ibn ßurad al-JushamÏ

God’s Messenger, please shower us in grace,2

For you’re our hope, our valiant embrace.

Grace nobles hindered by fate’s dire plight,
Whose stature fell from fortune’s lofty height,

Left stranded crying in life’s hardest place,
Our hearts o’erwhelmed by sorrow’s grim embrace.

Unless your grace, most kind and proven true,
Should reach us now, then what are we to do?

12 compositions of the companions

2 This poem was composed when the poet’s tribe had been taken as captives by
Muslims.



compositions of the companions 13

زِمْل بنُ عَمرٍو العُذْري
]الطويل[

ها 攐擠مْلِإليَكَ رَســـولَ اِ� أعمَلتُ نَص攐擠مِنَ الر وقـَــوْزًا  حَزْناً  أكَُل攐攀فُها 

مُؤَز攐擠رًا نَصرًا  الن攐擠اسِ  خَيرَ  وأعقِدَ حَبلً مِن حِبالِكَ في حَبلي摀戰نصُرَ 

غَيرُهُ شيءَ   摀扰 اَ�   攐擠أن نَعْليوأشهَدُ  قَدَمي  أثقَلَتْ  ما  لهَُ  أدِينُ 

زُهير بنُ صُرَد الجُشَمِيّ
]البسيط]

نَرجـــوهُ وننَتَظِرُامنُنْ عَلَينا ـ رَسولَ اِ� ـ في كَرَمٍ  فإن攐擠كَ الــــمَرءُ 

قَدَرٌ عاقَها  قد  بيَضَةٍ  على  غِيَرُامنُنْ  دَهرِها  في  شَملُها،  مُشَت攐擠تٌ 

علـــى قلُوبِهِمُ الغَمّـــاءُ والغُمَرُأبقَتْ لنَا الد攐擠هرَ هُت攐擠افاً على حَزَنٍ

تنَشُرُها نَعماءُ  تُدارِكْهُمُ  لَم  يا أرجَحَ الن攐擠اسِ حِلمًا حَينَ يُخْتَبَرُإنْ 



Grace ladies who’d once nursed yourself with care,
Back when your mouth was filled with milk, most fair;

When, as a child, you suckled at their breasts,
And you they’d teach to seek and to protest.

So treat us not like folk devoid of guide,
But spare a group, for we’re a decent tribe.

Grateful are we for blessings shunned by some;
Today we’ll get a surplus, goodly sum.

So clothe your mothers, who gave life’s first feed,
In pardon, for your pardon’s known indeed.

O best of men for whom bay chargers leap3

Into the battle’s fray when sparks burn deep.

We’re hopeful that your pardon clothe this folk,
O man of pardon, bearing triumph’s cloak.

Forgive us; may God pardon what you’ve given
On Judgment Day, when triumph’s to you driven.

14 compositions of the companions

3 In this context, a ‘charger’ is a powerful steed of war, and ‘bay’ is its colour.
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دِرَرُامنُنْ على نِسوَةٍ قد كُنتَ تَرضَعُها مَحضِها  مِن  تَملَؤُهُ  فُوكَ  إذ 

وإذ يُرينـُــكَ ما تأتي ومـــا تَذَرُإذ أنتَ طِفلٌ صَغيرٌ كُنتَ تَرضَعُها

نَعامَتُهُ شالَتْ  كَمَن  تَجعَلَن攐擠ا   摀扰ُزُهُر مَعشَـــرٌ  فإَناّ  مِناّ  واسْـــتَبقِ 

كُفِرتْ إذ  للِن攐擠عْماءِ  لنََشكُرُ  مُد攐擠خَرُإناّ  اليَومِ  هذا  بعَدَ  وَعِندَنا 

مُشْتَهَرُفأَلبِسِ العَفْوَ مَن قد كُنتَ تَرضَعُهُ العَفوَ   攐擠إن أم攐擠ُهاتِكَ  مِن 

عِندَ الهِياجِ إذا ما اسْتَوقَدَ الشَرَرُيا خَيرَ مِن مَرَحَتْ كُمْتُ الجيادِ بِهِ

تلَبَسُـــهُ مِنكَ  عَفوًا  نُؤَم攐攀ـــلُ  هـــذي البَرِي攐擠ةُ إذ تَعفُـــو وتنَتَصِرُإناّ 

الظ攐擠فَرُفاغفِرْ عَفـــا اُ� عَم攐擠ا أنتَ واهِبُهُ لكَ  يُهدى  إذ  القِيامَةِ  يَومَ 



Poets Whose Names Begin with SÏn

Salamah ibn ¢Iy¥\ al-AsadÏ

O noblest of mankind, you’ve spread a tome
Whose clear instruction with the truth is known.

Through it, you’ve shown truth’s great and guiding light
When darkness reigned, and blinded was our sight.

With the Qur’an, despite our darkest fray,
You did extinguish disbelief’s deep sway.

God’s grandeur’s far above celestial spheres;
His rank transcends all things, both far and near.

Saw¥\ ibn Q¥rib

After a lull, my confidant appeared—
A truthful one, by lying words, unsmeared—

Three nights elapsed, each eve he’d say most clear:
‘A messenger from great Lu’ayy is here.’

I tied my wrap and mounted, camel-back—
A swift, neat ride across the desert’s tracks.

I testify that God alone does reign.
Your truth in unseen matters, I maintain,

O son of noble lineage, pure, refined,
And closest of God’s messengers, assigned.

16 compositions of the companions
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سَلَمَة بنُ عِيَاض ا摀َ戰سَديّ
]الطويل[

نَشَـــرتَ كِتاباً جاءَ بِالحَق攐攀 مُعْلِمارَأيتُـــكَ يا خَيـــرَ البَري攐擠ـــةِ كُل攐攀ها

عَنِ الحَق攐攀 لَم攐擠ا أصْبَحَ ا摀戰مَْرُ مُظلِماشَرَعتَ لنَا فيه الهُدى بعَدَ جَوْرِنا

وَأطفأتَ نارَ الكُفـــرِ لَم攐擠ا تَضَر攐擠ماوَأوضَحتَ باِلقُـــرآنِ ظَلماءَ حَندِسٍ

سَـــمائِهِ فَوقَ  اِ�   攐擰عُلُـــو وَكانَ مَـــكانُ اِ� أعلى وَأعْظَماتَعالى 

سَوادُ بنُ قارب
]الطويل]

وَلَم يَكُ فيما قد عَهِدْتُ بِكاذِبِأتانـــي نَجِيّي بعَدَ هَـــدءٍ ورَقدةٍ

ليَلَةٍ:  攐擠كُل قَولهُُ  ليَالٍ،  غالِبِثَلثَ  بنِ   攐攀لُؤَي مِن  رَسولٌ  أتاكَ 

طَتْ  攐擠زارَ وَوَس摀扐رْتُ عَن ذَيلي ا攐擠باسِبِفَشَم 攐擠عْلِبُ الوَجْناءُ بيَنَ الس攐攀بِيَ الذ

غَيـــرُهُ  攐擠رَب 摀扰 �َا 攐擠غائِبِفأَشـــهَدُ أن  攐攀كُل على  مأمونٌ  وأن攐擠كَ 

وَسيلَةً الـمُرسَلِينَ  أدنى  إلى اِ� يا ابنَ ا摀戰كَرَمينَ ا摀戰طَايِبِوأن攐擠كَ 



Poets Whose Names Begin with <¥’

<aby¥n ibn Kud¥dah

By ßaf¥ and The Ancient House I swear,
The oath of one whose words will truth lay bare:

In you we find praise, virtue, blessèd light,
And truthfulness, trustworthiness, most bright.

Poets Whose Names Begin with ¢Ayn

Al-¢Abb¥s ibn ¢Abd al-Mu~~alib

In shadows deep, how lovely was your grace,
Amidst a heap of leaves that were embraced.4

Then you descended, not in human guise; 
Not flesh, nor clot, did at that time arise,

But as a drop, you sailed the Ark’s great tide,
While Nasr5 and kin, by drowning, were belied,

From loins to wombs, your passage did proceed;
As one group died, another would succeed,

18 compositions of the companions

4 A reference to ß¥d, 20:121. The poet is referring to the existence of the Prophet
Muhammad œ in the loins and womb of Adam and Eve in Paradise. 

5 A deity that the people of Noah ∑ had worshipped.
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ظَبيانُ بنُ كُدادة ا摀扐يادي
]الطويل[

فا 攐擠لُفأَشـهَدُ باِلبَيـتِ العَتيـقِ وبِالص攐擠شَـــهادةَ مَـــن إحســـانُهُ مُتَقَب

مُبارَكٌ لَدَينـــا  مَحمُـــودٌ  وَفي攐擀 أمينٌ صادِقُ القَولِ مُرسَـــلُبِأن攐擠كَ 

العبّاسُ بنُ عبد المط攐擠لِب
]المنسرح[

الوَرَقُمِن قبَلِها طِبتَ في الظ攐攀للِ وَفي يُخصَفُ  حَيثُ  مُستَودَعٍ 

بَشَرٌ  摀扰 ــلدَ  ــبِ ال هَــبَــطْــتَ   攐擠ــم عَلَقُثُ  摀扰و مُــضْــغَــةٌ   摀扰و أنــتَ 

وَقَد فينَ  攐擠الس تَركَبُ  نُطفَةٌ  ــهُ الــغَــرَقُبَلْ  ــرًا وأهــلَ ــسْ ــمَ نَ ــجَ ألَْ

ــمٍ رَحِ إلــى  صالِبٍ  مِــن  طَــبَــقُتنُقَلُ  بـَــدا  ــمٌ  ــالَ ع مَــضــى  إذا 
ُ



‘Till Khindif’s noble house a summit claimed,
Adorned below by belts, with pride sustained.6

And at your birth, the sun lit up the land;
Its light filled up horizons, vast and grand.

Immersed we stand; in radiant glow we’re draped;
In virtue’s paths and goodness we’ve been shaped.

Al-¢Abb¥s ibn Mird¥s al-SulamÏ

O Prophet, Seal of Truth, of noble mission:
All guidance of the path is your possession. 

Among creation, love for you’s been set;
Muhammad is your name per God’s behest.

¢Abdull¥h ibn ¤adaf

O sons of ¤¥rith,7 hailed as Yemen’s best,
Unto Muhammad is your noble quest.

The Prophet’s call you’ve answered with your zeal;
Your idols you’ve forsaken, truth revealed.

20 compositions of the companions

6 Khindif (or, Khindaf) was wife to Ily¥s and mother to Mudrikah, ancestors of the
Prophet Muhammad œ. The reference to ‘belts’ is a play on words: it can refer to
either mountain belts below a summit or women’s belts. In the first sense, the poet
is saying that Khindif’s descendants are nobler than other tribes. In the second, he
is saying that other tribes provide support for Khindif’s descendants.

7 A tribe from Najr¥n, Yemen.
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الن攐擰طُقُحَت攐擠ى احْتَوى بيَتُكَ الـمُهَيمِنُ مِن تَحتَها  عَلياءَ  خِــنــدِفٍ 

الـْ أشرَقَتِ  وُلِــدتَ  لَم攐擠ا  ا摀戰فُُــقُوأنتَ  بِنورِها  فَضَاءتْ  أرضُ 

ياءِ وفي النّـ 攐攀نَختَرِقُفنََحنُ في ذلِكَ الض الــر攐擠شــادِ  وسُــبْــلِ  ــورِ  نُ

لَمي 攐擰العَبّاسُ بنُ مِرْداس الس
]الكامل[

مُرسَـــلٌ إن攐擠كَ  الن攐擰بَآءِ  خاتـَــمَ  ـبيلِ هُداكَايا  攐擠هُدى الس 攐擰كُل ،攐攀بِالحَـق

سَـــم攐擠اكَاإن攐擠 ا摀扐لـــهَ بنَـــى عَليـــكَ مَحَب攐擠ةً ومُحَم攐擠دًا  خَلقِـــهِ  مِن 

عبدُ اِ� بنُ حَدَفٍ
]الخفيف[

وَكُنتُم  攐攀بـــي攐擠وَفَدتـُــم إلى الن يـــا بنَي حـــارِ خَيرَ وَفـــدٍ يَمانِقَد 

ــانِفــَقَــبِــلْــتُــم عَـــنِ الــن攐擠ــبــي攐攀 دُعـــاهُ ــ وَخَــلــعــتُــم عِـــبـــادَةَ ا摀戰وَث

ا摀扐يمانِفاسْتَقيموا على الط攐擠ريقِ إلى الل攐擠ـ على  فَرضًا  وَموتوا  ـهِ 



So in God’s path persist in steadfast might;
In faith, depart this world to endless light.

¢Abdull¥h ibn Raw¥^ah

In you, I’ve seen all goodness, clear and true;
God knows my sense is truthful, through and through.

You are the Prophet—those denied your plea
At Judgment are disgraced most fatefully.

God fortify the good bestowed on thee,
Like Moses, and the like with victory.

¢Abdull¥h ibn al-Ziba¢rÏ

My sleep took flight, and worries filled my nights—
Most dark and topsy-turvy, void of light—

As Ahmad’s8 censure fell upon my ear,
A feverish night befell me, filled with fear.

O best of all those carried by swift-paced-
And-onager-like camels, full of grace,

I do apologize for errant ways
When aimlessly I’d wandered, lost, astray,
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8 I.e., The Prophet Muhammad œ.
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عبدُ اِ� بنُ رَواحة
]البسيط[

أعرِفُهُ الخَيرَ  فيكَ  تَفَر攐擠سْتُ  البَصَرُإنّي  خاننَي  ما  أنْ  يَعلَمُ  وا�ُ 

شَفاعَتَهُ يُحرَمْ  ومَن   ، 攐擰بي攐擠الن يَومَ الحِسابِ لقََد أزْرى بِهِ القَدَرُأنتَ 

تثَْبيتَ موسى وَنَصرًا كال攐擠ذي نُصِروافثََب攐擠ـــتَ اُ� ما آتاكَ مِن حَسَـــنٍ

عبد ا� بنُ الزِبعَْرى
]الكامل[

ــلٌ وَهُــمــومُ ــادَ بَــلبِ بهَيمُمَــنَــعَ الــر攐擰ق الـــر攐擰واقِ  مُعتَلِجُ  والل攐擠يـــلُ 

摀扰مَني أحْــمَــدَ   攐擠أن أتاني  مَحمومُمِمّا  كَــأن攐擠ــنــي   攐擰ــت ــبِ فَ فــيــهِ 

غَشـــومُيا خَيرَ من حَمَلَتْ على أوَْصالِها اليَدَينِ  سُـــرُحُ  عَيرانَةٌ 

أهيمُإنـّــي لَمُعتذرٌ إليَـــكَ مِنَ ال攐擠ذي للِ  攐擠في الض أنا  إذ  أسدَيتُ 



When I’d been then assigned a devious plot
By Sahm and by Mahkz‰m, with evil fraught!9

Misguided men’s commands, which proved untrue,
I’d heed with rope outstretched, their plans pursued!

Today, my heart finds faith in Prophet’s creed:
Muhammad, from whom miscreants recede!

Enmity’s passed; its reasons are now lore.
Show mercy as you’re shown, have shown, before.

With regal grace, the King bestowed a sign,
Of radiant blaze,10 perfected seal, most fine—

He gave you love along with proof combined—
The Lord’s immense proof, through His grace entwined.

¢Abd ¢Amr ibn Jabalah

For guidance, to God’s Messenger I went,
And thanks to God, in love, my heart’s content.

From goblets’ joys, I’ve chosen to depart,
Though drink and mirthful times had been my art.

In God, of lofty rank, I do believe,
Denying idols, long as I can breathe.
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9 Sahm and Mahkz‰m are the names of two clans.
10 A horse’s blaze is a white strip that extends down its face. It is commonly used

when describing nobility.
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خِط攐擠ةٍ بِــأغــوى  تــأمُــرُنــي  ــامَ  مَخزومُأيّـ بِهـــا  وَيأمُرُني  سَـــهمٌ 

وَيَقودُني الر攐擠دى  أسْبابَ   攐擰أمرُ الغُـــواةِ، وَأمرُهُم مَشْـــؤومُوأمَُد

مَحرومُفاليَـــومَ آمَـــنَ بِالن攐擠بـــي攐攀 مُحَم攐擠دٍ هـــذهِ  وَمُخطِىءُ  قلَبي، 

مَرحومُمَضَتِ العَداوَةُ وانْقَضَتْ أسْبابهُا ــمٌ  راحِ فإن攐擠كَ  وارْحــمْ 

ــمٌ مَــخْــتــومُوعَلَيكَ مِن سِمَةِ الـمَليكِ عَلمَةٌ ــاتَ نـــورٌ أغَـــر攐擰 وخ

عَظيمُأعطـــاكَ بعَـــدَ مَحَب攐擠ـــةٍ برُهانَهُ ا摀扐لــهِ  ــانُ  ــره وَبُ ــا  شَــرَفً

عبدُ عمرو بن جَبَلَة
]الطويل[

أوَْجَراأتيتُ رسولَ اِ� إذ جاءَ بالهُْدى  �ِ الحَمدِ  بَعدَ  فأَصبَحتُ 

أَصْوَراوَوَد攐擠عتُ لَذّاتِ القِداحِ وقد أرُى ولل攐擠ِهْوِ  عُمري  سَدِكًا  بها 

مَكانُهُ  攐攀العلي ــاِ�  ب ــتُ  ــن وأصبَحتُ ل摀戰ِوثانِ ما عِشتُ مُنكِراوآمَ



¢Urfu~ah ibn Na\lah (Ab‰ Muk¢it)

I, Ab‰ Muk¢it, truthfully do stand and say:
‘May peace upon you, Abul-Q¥sim, be conveyed.’

May peace and fragrance from the Lord be yours,
And peace from those who fast and pray all hours.

No one will conquer your good family,
Nor will your way divided ever be.

¢Amr ibn S¥lim

My Lord, I call Muhammad by this claim—
A pledge by our great sire, well-sustained:

Quraysh has broken covenant, firm, true;
Their faithlessness revealed, their deeds askew.

They’ve claimed you hold no sway; their words untrue;
For truth be told, it’s them who’re weak and few.

And in Kad¥’, an ambush they have laid,
So call God’s slaves that help may be displayed!

Amidst them stands God’s Messenger, sleeves rolled,
White as the full moon, climbing hilltops, bold.

When asked for some disgrace, his face grows dark;
He glides like foam; his sea of men embark.
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عُرْفُطةُ بنُ نَضْلَة أبو مُكْعِت
]المتقارب[

صادِقاً مُكْعِـــتٍ  أبـــو  ـــلمُ أبا القاسِـــمِيَقـــولُ  攐擠عَلَيـــكَ الس

وَرَيْحانـُــــــهُ  ـــائِمِسَـــلمُ ا摀扐لــــهِ  攐擠والص الــــمُصَل攐攀ينَ  وَرُوحُ 

ومـــا لِسَـــبيلِكَ مِـــن قاسِـــمِفَمـــا إنْ 摀戰هْلِـــكَ مِـــن غالِبٍ

عمرُو بنُ سالم
]الرجز]

مُحَم攐擠دًا ــاشِــدٌ  ن ــي  إنّ  攐攀رب ــدايــا  ــلَ حِــلــفَ أبــيــهِ وَأبــيــنــا ا摀戰تَْ

الــــمَوعِدا أخلَفوكَ  قُرَيشًا   攐擠داإن攐擠الــــمُؤَك ميثاقَكَ  وَنَقَضـــوا 

أحَدًا تَدعو  لَستَ  أنْ  عَـــدَداوَزَعَموا   攐擰وَأقـَــــل  攐擰أذَل ــم  ــ وَهُ

ــدا ــداءٍ رَصَ ــكَ ــد أقــامــوا بِ ــدَداوَقـَ مَ ــوا  ــأتْ ي اِ�  ــبــادَ  عِ ــادْعُ  فـ

تَجَر攐擠دا قـَــد  اِ�  رَســـولُ  أبيَضُ مثلُ البدرِ يَسْـــمو صُعُدافيهِم 

في فيَلَقٍ كالبَحـــرِ يَجري مُزْبِداإنْ سِـــيمَ خَســـفًا وَجهُهُ تَرَب攐擠دا
攐擠



They crushed us as we slumbered on high ground,
Or read Qur’an while praying, safe and sound.

For if we’re children, you’re our father dear;
And we’ve embraced Islam; our fealty’s clear;

So help, may guidance from the Lord be near!

¢Amr ibn Subay¢

To you, God’s envoy, this here mount I’ve driven,
Through barren wastelands, all alone and riven.

By night, on wide-backed camel, I advance:
By saddle jump, and then its rapid prance.

There’s no respite with me—‘till you find rest 11

In Hashemite realm, at his door, most blessed.

Then you'll be free; no grief will you then carry
Of sleepless treks, through dunes, and growing hoary.
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11 Here and in the following verses, the poet is addressing his camel.
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ـــدا 攐擠هُج عيـــدِ  攐擠باِلص ــدًاوقت攐擠َلونـــا  攐擠وسُــج ــا  رُك攐擠ــعً ــرانَ  ــقُ ال نتَلو 

ــدا ــنــتَ الــوالِ يَداووَلـــدًا كُــنّــا وكُ ننَزَعْ  ــم  ولَ أسْلَمْنا  ثُم攐擠تَ 

أبَدا نَصْرًا  اُ�  هَداكَ  فاَنْصُرْ 

عمرو بن سُبَيْع
]الطويل[

ها 攐擠تَجوبُ الفَيافي سَمْلَقًا بعَدَ سَمْلَقْإليَكَ رَســـولَ اِ� أعْمَلتُ نَص

رى 攐擰الس أكَُل攐攀فُها  ألواحٍ  ذاتِ  تُعْنِقْعلى   攐擠ثـُــم بِرَحلـــي مر攐擠ةً   攐擰تَخُب

المُوَف攐擠قْفَما لَكِ عِندي راحَةٌ أوْ تلَُحلِحي  攐攀الهاشِـــمِي  攐攀بي攐擠الن بِبابِ 

مُـــؤَر攐攀قْعُتِقْتِ إذَنْ مِـــن رِحلَةٍ ثُم攐擠 رِحلَةٍ  攐擐وَهَـــم دَياميمٍ  وَقَــطــعِ 



¢Amr ibn Murrah al-JuhanÏ

I know God’s real! Of stone gods, I’m the first
To shun their worship, while in light immersed.

With wrap rolled up, to you I’ve made my way,
Through plains, then sinking sands, in light of day.

To join the greatest soul, of sire most fine,
The Messenger of God, Lofty, Divine.

Poets Whose Names Begin with Q¥f

Qa~an ibn ¤¥rithah

I deem you, O creation’s very best,
To’ve sprung forth pure, from Ka¢b’s line, wholly blessed.

In Yem’ni garb, he stands before our sight;
His face a full moon, radiant in the night.

You set the truth’s path straight when it was twined;
In drought and harvest, orphans’ needs you’d mind.
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عَمرو بن مُرّة الجُهَني
]الطويل[

تـارِكِشَـــهِدتُ بِأن攐擠 اَ� حَق攐擀 وَإن攐擠نــــي أو攐擠لُ  ا摀戰حجـــارِ  لِلِهَـــةِ 

إليَكَ أَجُوبُ الوَعْثَ بعَدَ الد攐擠كادِكِوَشَم攐擠رتُ عَن ساقي ا摀扐زارَ مُهاجِرًا

رَسولَ مَليكِ الناّسِ فَوقَ الحَبائِك摀戰ِصْحَبَ خَيرَ الن攐擠اسِ نَفْسًا وَوالِدًا

قَطَنُ بنُ حارثةَ العُلَيْمي الكَلبي
]الطويل[

نبََت攐擠 نُضَارًا في ا摀戰رَُومَةِ مِن كَعْبِرَأيتُـــكَ يا خَيـــرَ البَري攐擠ـــةِ كُل攐攀ها

وَجهِهِ سُن攐擠ةُ  الــبَــدرَ   攐擠ــأن كَ  攐擰ــر إذا ما بَدا للِناّسِ في حُلَلِ العَصْبِأغَ

قايَةِ والجَدْبِأقَمتَ سَبيلَ الحَق攐攀 بعَدَ اعْوِجاجِها 攐攀ورُشتَ اليَتامى في الس



Qays ibn Nushbah

Muhammad’s path I’ve chosen, heart and soul;
For faith and honour, it’s my chosen role.

A man with whom, on guidance, I did vie,
Then pledged my right in his, under the sky.

His era’s dawn I’d eagerly await,
‘Till God had guided me and sealed my fate.

Of ®minah’s son, the trusted one I claim,
My refuge from disgrace, a shield from shame.

Poets Whose Names Begin with K¥f

Ka¢b ibn Zuhayr

Su¢¥d has departed and today
my heart is sick,

A slave to her traces,
Unransomed and enchained.

On the morning of departure
when her tribe set out,

Su¢¥d was but a bleating antelope
with languid gaze and kohl-lined eye.

When she smiles she flashes
side teeth wet

As if with a first draught of wine
or with a second,
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قيَسُ بن نُشْبَة بنِ أبي عامر
]الكامل[

وَلِدِينيتابعَـــتُ دِينَ مُحَم攐擠ـــدٍ وَرَضيتُهُ 摀戰مانتَـــي  الر攐攀ضـــا   攐擠كُل

الهُدى قَولَ  نازَعتُهُ  امْــرُؤٌ  وَعَقَـــدتُ فيـــهِ يَمينـَــهُ بِيَمينيذاكَ 

ــرَهُ دَه وَأنــظُــرُ  آمَــلُــهُ  كُنتُ  يَهدينـــي قــَد  أن攐擠ـــهُ  قـَــد攐擠رَ  وا�ُ 

بِهِ  الهُونِأعْني ابْنَ آمِنَـــةَ ا摀戰مَِينَ وَمَن  لمَةَ مِن عَذابِ  攐擠أرْجو الس

كَعْبُ بنُ زُهَير
]البسيط[

مُتَي攐擠ـــمٌ إِثرَهـــا لَم يُفْـــدَ مَكبولُبانَتْ سُـــعادُ فَقَلبي اليَومَ مَتبولُ

رَحَلوا إِذ  البَينِ  غَداةَ  سُعادُ  إ摀扰ِ أغََن攐擰 غَضيضُ الط攐擠رفِ مَكحولُوَما 

كَأن攐擠ــــهُ مُنهَـــلٌ بِالـــر攐擠احِ مَعلولُتَجلو عَوارِضَ ذي ظَلْمٍ إِذا ابتَْسَمَت



Mixed with cool water from a wadi’s bend,
in a pebbled streambed limpid

And sparkling in the noontime sun,
chilled by the north wind,

Cleansed by the winds
of all dirt and dust, 

And by white cumuli left overflowing
with a night cloud’s rain.

Alas! What a mistress, had she been true
to what she promised,

Had true advice not gone
unheeded. 

But she is a mistress
in whose blood are mixed

Calamity, mendacity,
inconstancy, and perfidy.

She never stays the same
but is as mutable

As the gh‰l in her garb
ever-changing. 

Nor does she hold fast love’s bond,
once she has claimed it,

Except as sieves
hold water.

The false promises of ¢Urq‰b
were her model;

Her promises were nothing except
empty prattle.
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صافٍ بِأبَطَحَ أَضحى وَهْوَ مَشمولُشُج攐擠ت بِذي شَبَمٍ مِن ماءِ مَحنِيَةٍ

يَعاليلُتَجلو الر攐攀ياحُ القَذى عَنُه وَأفَرَطَهُ بيضٌ  سارِيَةٍ  صَوبِ  مِن 

مَوعُودَها أوَ لَوَ ٱن攐擠 الن攐擰صحَ مَقبولُيا وَيحَها خُل攐擠ةً لـَــو أن攐擠َها صَدَقَتْ

دَمِها مِن  سِـــيطَ  قَد  وَتبَديلُلَكِن攐擠ها خُل攐擠ةٌ  وَإِخـــلفٌ  وَوَلعٌ  فَجعٌ 

بِها تَكونُ  حالٍ  عَلى  تَدومُ  الغولُفَما  أثَوابِها  في  تلََو攐擠نُ  كَما 

كُ بِالوَصلِ ال攐擠ذي زَعَمَت 攐擠الغَرابيلُوَما تَمَس إ摀扰ِ كَما تُمسِـــكُ الماءَ 

مَثَلً لهَا  عُرقوبٍ  مَواعيدُ  ا摀戰بَاطيلُكَانَت   摀扰ِإ مَواعيدُهـــا  وَمـــا 



I hope and pray that in the end
they’ll be fulfilled,

But they will remain forever
unfulfilled.

Don’t be deceived by the desires
she aroused, the promises she made,

For hopes and dreams
are a delusion.

Su¢¥d alit at nightfall in a land
unreachable

But by the best of she-camels
of noble breed and easy pace,

Never to be reached but by a she-camel
huge and robust

That despite fatigue sustains
her amble and her trot,

Sweat gushing from the glands
behind her ears,

Eager for the nameless road,
its way markers effaced,

With the eyes of a lone white antelope
she pierces the unknown

When badlands and sand dunes blaze
in high noon’s sun,

Stout where the pendant hangs,
full where the shackle binds,

Her build, the best of all
the stallions’ daughters,
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أبََدٍ في  يَعجَلْنَ  أنَ  وَآمُلُ  تَعجيلُأرَجو  طَـــوالَ الد攐擠هرِ   攐擠وَما لهَُن

وَعَدَتْ وَما  تَضليلُفَل يَغُر攐擠نْكَ ما مَن攐擠ت  وَا摀َ戰حلمَ   攐擠مَانِي摀戰ا  攐擠إِن

يُبَل攐攀غُها  摀扰 بِأَرضٍ  سُعادُ  الـمَراسيلُأمَسَت  الن攐擠جيباتُ  العِتاقُ   摀扰ِإ

عُذافِـــرَةٌ  摀扰ِإ يبل攐攀غَهـــا  وَتبَغيلُوَلـَــنْ  إِرقالٌ  ا摀戰يَنِ  عَلى  فيها 

عُرْضَتُها طامِسُ ا摀戰عَلمِ مَجهولُمِن كُل攐攀 نَضّاخَةِ الذِفرى إِذا عَرِقَت

لهَِقٍ مُفرَدٍ  بِعَينَي  الغُيوبَ  وَالميلُتَرمِي  الحُـــزّانُ  تَوَق攐擠ـــدَتِ  إِذا 

مُقَي攐擠دُها فَعْمٌ  مُقَل攐擠دُها  في خَلقِها عَن بنَاتِ الفَحلِ تَفضيلُضَخمٌ 



Huge as a mountain, her sire her sibling,
by a dam blood-stallion bred,

Her uncle by sire and dam the same,
She is long-necked, brisk-paced.

The tick walks on her hide,
but then the smoothness 

Of her breast and flank
makes it slip off.

Sturdy as the onager,
her sides piled with meat,

Her knees set wide, clear of
The breastbone’s daughters,

As if her muzzle and
the two sides of her jaw

Between her eyes and throat
were an oblong stone.

She brushes with a tail
like a stripped palm branch, tufted

Over a dry udder,
its milk ducts unimpaired,

Hook-nosed, in her ears the expert eye
discerns nobility of breed,

In her two cheeks,
great smoothness.

Overtaking others, she speeds
on legs lance-like and nimble,

Like an oath annulled they barely
touch the ground,
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نَةٍ 攐擠مُهَج مِن  أبَوها  أَخوها  شِمليلُحَرفٌ  قَوداءُ  خَالهُا  وَعَم攐擰ها 

يُزلِقُهُ  攐擠ثُم عَلَيها  القُرادُ  مِنهـــا لبَـــانٌ وَأقَـــرابٌ زَهاليلُيَمشي 

مَفتولُعَيرانَةٌ قُذِفَت في الل攐擠حمِ عَن عُرُضٍ الز攐擠ورِ  بنَاتِ  عَن  مِرفَقُها 

وَمَذبَحَها عَينيَها  فاتَ  مِن خَطمِها وَمِنَ الل攐擠حيَينِ بِرطيلُكَأن攐擠َما 

ا摀َ戰حاليلُتُمِر攐擰 مِثلَ عَسيبِ الن攐擠خلِ ذا خُصَلٍ تَخَو攐擠نْهُ  لَم  غارِزٍ  في 

بِها للِبَصيرِ  حُر攐擠تيَْها  في  تَسهيلُقنَواءُ  الخَد攐擠يْنِ  وفي  مُبينٌ  عِتقٌ 

تَحليلُتَخدي عَلى يَسَراتٍ ـ وَهْيَ 摀扰حِقَةٌ ـ ا摀戰رَضَ   攐擰وَقعُهُن ذَوابِلٌ 
ُ



Brown their sole sinews, they scatter
pebbles in their wake,

So tough no shoes protect them
on the hilltops

On a day when the chameleon
is as burnt as if

His sun-scorched parts were bread
baked on hot rock.

As if the repeating motion of her forelegs—
when she is drenched in sweat

And when the narrow mountain peaks
are cloaked in the mirage,

And the camel driver, his song their goad,
says to the tribe

When ashen locusts kick up pebbles,
“Stop and rest,”—

At high noon were the arms of a woman
tall and middle-aged,

Risen in lament, then others,
near-barren and bereft, respond,

Wailing, arms flailing,
when the heralds announced

The death of her firstborn,
bereft of reason,

Tearing her clothes from her breast
with her bare hands,

Her woolen shift ripped from her collarbone 
in shreds.
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تنَعيلُسُمرُ العُجاياتِ يَترُكنَ الحَصى زِيَمًا ا摀戰كُْمِ  رُءوسَ   攐擠يَقِهِن لَم 

مُصطَخِمًا الحِرباءُ  بِهِ   攐擰يَظَل مَملولُيَومًا  بِالن攐擠ارِ  ضاحِيَهُ   攐擠كَأَن

عَرِقَتْ وَقَد  ذِراعَيها  أوَْبَ   攐擠العَساقيلُكَأن باِلقُورِ  تلََف攐擠عَ  وَقَد 

وُرقُ الجَنادِبِ يَركُضنَ الحَصا: قيلواوَقالَ للِقَومِ حاديهِم وَقَد جَعَلَتْ

نَصَفٍ عَيطَلٍ  ذِراعا  الن攐擠هارِ   攐擠قامَـــت فَجاوَبهَا نُكـــدٌ مَثاكيلُشَد

لهَا ليَسَ  بعَين  攐擠الض رَخوَةُ  بِكرَها الن攐擠اعونَ مَعقولُنَوّاحَةٌ  نَعى  لـَمّا 

وَمِدرَعُها بِكَف攐擠يها،  الل攐擠بانَ  رَعابيلُتَفِري  تَراقيهـــا  عَن  مُشَـــق攐擠قٌ 



My slanderers at her two sides
denounced me saying,

“You, O Son of Ab‰ Sulmá, are
as good as dead.”

And every trusted friend in whom
I put my hopes

Said, “I cannot help you, I am occupied
with other things.”

So I replied, “Out of my way,
you bastards!”

For all that the All-Merciful decrees
will come to pass!

For every man of woman born,
though he be long secure,

Will one day be borne
on humpbacked bier.

I was told God’s Messenger 
had threatened me,

But from God’s Messenger 
pardon is hoped.

Go easy, and let Him be your guide
who gave to you

The gift of the Qur’¥n in which
are warnings and discernment!

Don’t hold me to account for what
my slanderers have said,

For, however great the lies against me,
I have not sinned!
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لَمَقتولُيَسْعى الوُشـــاةُ بِجَنبَيها وَقَولهُُمُ سُلمى  أبَي  يابْنَ  إِن攐擠ــكَ 

آمُلُهُ كُنتُ  خَليلٍ   攐擰كُــل ــالَ  مَشغولُوَق عَنكَ  إِنــّي  ألُهِين攐擠كَ   摀扰

لَكُمُ أبَا   摀扰 طَريقي  خَل攐擰وا  مَفعولُفَقُلتُ  الر攐擠حمَنُ  قـَــد攐擠رَ  ما   攐擰فَكُل

مَحمولُكُل攐擰 ابنِ أنُثى وَإِن طالَت سَلمَتُهُ حَدبـــاءَ  آلةٍَ  عَلى  يَومًا 

أوَعَدَني اِ�  رَسولَ   攐擠أَن مَأمولُأنُبِئتُ  اِ�  رَسولِ  عِندَ  وَالعَفوُ 

وَتَفصيلُمَهلً هَداكَ ال攐擠ذي أعَطاكَ نافِلَةَ الـ مَواعيظٌ  فيها  ــرآنِ  قُ

وَلَم الوُشاةِ  بِأقَوالِ  تأََخُذَنّي   摀扰ُقَاويل摀戰ا عَن攐攀ي  كَثُرَت  وَلَو  أذُِنب 



I stood where I saw and heard
what would have made

The mighty pachyderm,
had it stood in my stead,

Quake with fear unless
the Messenger of God,

By God’s leave,
granted it protection,

Until I placed my right hand,
without contending, 

In the hand of an avenger,
his word the word.

He is more dreaded by me
when I speak to him

And I am told, “You will be questioned
and must answer,”

Than a lion,
snapping and rapacious,

Its lair in ¢Aththar’s hollow,
thicket within thicket,

Who in the morning feeds flesh
to two lion whelps

That live on human flesh,
flung in the dust in chunks,

Who when it assaults its match
is not permitted

To leave its match 
unnotched,
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بِهِ يَقومُ  لَو  مَقامًا  ــومُ  أقَ الفيلُلقََد  يَسمَعُ  لَو  ما  وَأسمَعُ  أرى 

لهَُ يَكـــونَ  أنْ   摀扰يُرعَـــدُ إ  攐擠تنَويلُلَظَل اِ�  ــإذنِ  بِ الــر攐擠ســولِ  مِــنَ 

أنازِعُهُ  摀扰 يَميني  وَضَعتُ  القيلُحَتّى  قيلُهُ  نَقِماتٍ  ذي   攐攀كَف في 

أكَُل攐攀مُهُ إِذ  عِندي  أهْيَبُ  وَمَسؤولُلَــذاكَ  مَسبورٌ  إِن攐擠ــكَ  وَقيلَ 

غيلُمِن ضَيغَمٍ مِن ضِراءَ ا摀ُ戰سْدِ مُخدَرُهُ ــهُ  دونـَ غيلٌ  عَــث攐擠ــرَ  بِبَطنِ 

خَراذيلُيَغدو فيََلحَمُ ضِرغامَينِ عَيشُهُما مَعفورٌ  القَومِ  مِنَ  لَحمٌ 

لهَُ  攐擰يَحِل  摀扰 قِرناً  يُــســاوِرُ  مَفلولُإذا  وَهْوَ   摀扰ِإ القِرنَ  يَترُكَ  أنَ 



For whom the braying onager
falls silent,

In whose wadi no hunters
stalk their prey,

In whose wadi lies an honest man,
his weapons and torn clothes

Flung in the dust,
his flesh devoured.

The Messenger is surely a sword
from whose flash light is sought,

One of the swords of God,
an Indian blade unsheathed,

In a band of Qurashis whose spokesman
said to them in Mecca’s hollow

When they submitted to Islam,
“Depart!”

They departed, but no weaklings
departed with them,

None who flee the battle,
none unsteady in the saddle, none unarmed.

Haughty, high-nosed champions,
who on battle day

Don shirts
of David’s weave,

White, ample, their rings
interlocking

As if they were the qaf¢¥’ plant’s
interlocking rings.
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ضامِزَةً الوَحشِ  حَميرُ   攐擰تَظَل ا摀戰رَاجيلُمِنهُ  بِــواديــهِ  تُمَشّي   摀扰َو

ثِقَةٍ ــو  أخُ ــهِ  ــواديِ بِ يَـــزالُ   摀扰َمَأكولُو وَالد攐攀رســـانِ   攐攀البَز مُطَر攐擠حُ 

بِهِ يُستَضاءُ  لَسَيفٌ  الر攐擠سولَ   攐擠مَسلولُإِن ا�َِ  سُيوفِ  مِن  مُهَن攐擠دٌ 

زولوافي عُصبَةٍ مِن قُرَيشٍ قالَ قائِلُهُم أسََـــلَموا  لَمّا  مَك攐擠ةَ  بِبَطنِ 

عِندَ الل攐攀قـــاءِ و摀扰َ مِيـــلٌ مَعازيلُزَالوا فَما زالَ أنَكاسٌ و摀扰َ كُشُفٌ

لبَوسُهُمُ أبَطالٌ  العَرانينِ   攐擰مِن نَسجِ داوُدَ في الهَيجا سَرابيلُشُم

مَجدولُبِيضٌ سَوابِغُ قَد شُك攐擠ت لهَا حَلَقٌ القَفعاءِ  حَلَقُ  كَأن攐擠َها 



They walk as the white camels walk
when kept in check by blows,

While the stunted black ones
go astray.

Neither jubilant when their spears
strike down a tribe,

Nor distraught when
they are struck,

The spear does not pierce them
except in the throat,

Nor do they shrink from
death’s water troughs.

Kulayb ibn Asad

O Prophet long foretold in Torah’s lore, 
Fulfilling ancient prophecies of yore.

Poets Whose Names Begin with L¥m

LabÏd ibn RabÏ¢ah

To you, supreme creation, we draw near,
Seeking your mercy, trials we endure.

To you we come, our grievances laid bare:
Seven long years of destitution’s glare.
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الت攐擠نابيلُيَمشونَ مَشيَ الجِمالِ الز攐擰هْرِ يَعصِمُهُم ودُ  攐擰الس عَر攐擠دَ  إذا  ضَربٌ 

نيلوا摀扰 يَفرَحـــونَ إذا نالَت رِماحُهُمُ إِذا  مَجازيعًا  وَليَسوا  قَومًا، 

ما إنْ لهَُم عَن حِياضِ الـمَوتِ تَهليل摀扰ُ يَقَعُ الط攐擠عـــنُ إ摀扰ِ في نُحورِهِمُ

كُلَيْبُ بنُ أسَد الحضرمي
]البسيط[

كُنّـــا نُخَب攐擠رُهُ ـــرَتنْا بِكَ الت攐擠وراةُ والر攐擰سُـــلُأنتَ الن攐擠بـــي攐擰 ال攐擠ذي  攐擠وبَش

لبَِيدُ بنُ رَبيعة
]الطويل]

لتَِرْحَمَنـــا مِمّا لقَِينـــا مَنَ ا摀戰زْلِأتيَنـــاكَ يا خَيـــرَ البرِي攐擠ـــةِ كُل攐攀هَا

أمرُها  攐擠جَل حِط攐擠ةً  نَشكو  مَحْلِأتيَناكَ  على  واقِفِينَ  سِنينٍ  لِسَبعِ 



If once again you pray for drought’s cruel might,
Legends shall we become, in history’s light.

If you beseech for rain and pardon’s grace,
The sky will pour, restoring life’s known pace.

The gums of virgins bleed as we seek aid,
And mothers are distracted from their babes.

In hunger’s clasp, brave men throw hands above,
Not tasting bitter, sweet; devoid of love.

We lack what others eat, save bitter fruit
Of colocynth, and ¢ilhiz,12 destitute.

In Life and then Hereafter, our sole trust,
Reliance on your favour is a must.

At Judgment’s call, we wait your intercession,
Delivering us, a fit-for-kin concession.

Poets Whose Names Begin with MÏm

M¥zin ibn Gha\‰bah

And through the Hashemite, God led us straight,
Though faith unthought of, saved from errant fate.
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فإَن攐擠نا بالقُحوطِ  أُخرى  تَدعُ  أحاديثُ طَسْمٍ، ما دُعاؤُكَ باِلهَزلِفإَنْ 

قيا وَبِالعَفوِ يُرْسِلِ السّـ 攐擰صْلِفإَنْ تَدْعُ بالس摀戰مرُ يَبقى على ا摀戰سَمـاءَ لنَا وَا

لثِاتُها تَدمَى  والعَـــذْراءُ  بي攐攀 عنِ الطّفْلِأتيَناَكَ  攐擠الص 攐擰ُوَقَد ذَهِلَتْ أم

اسْتِكانَةً جاعُ  攐擰الش بِكَف攐擠يهِ  مِنَ الجُوعِ صَمتًا ما يُمِر攐擰 و摀扰َ يُحليوألقَى 

سِوى الحَنظَلِ العَامي攐攀 والعِلْهِزِ الفَسْلِو摀扰َ شَيءَ مِمّا يَأكُلُ الن攐擠اسُ عِندَنا

لِدِينِنا وَأنـــتَ  لِدُنيْانا  تُؤَم攐擠ـــلُ للِد攐擰نيْا ول摀戠ِخَـــرِ الفَصْلِوَأنـــتَ 

فاعَةُ في ا摀戰هْلِلنَا مِنكَ في يَومِ الحِسابِ شَفاعَةٌ  攐擠تُزَحْزِحُ عَناّ، والش

مازنُ بنُ الغَضوبةَ
]البسيط[

ضَللتَِنا مِن  هَدانا   攐攀ولـَــم يَكُنْ دِينُهُ مِنّـــي على بالِبِالهاشـــمي



52 compositions of the companions

M¥lik ibn ¢Awf

Among all men, none can I hear or see
Quite like Muhammad in nobility.

In bond and gifts, he’s generous and true,
And if he wills, tomorrow’s course he’ll cue.

And when battalions bare their teeth at fray
With highland swords and Indian blades asway,

In battle’s dust, he stands a sight to see:
Lion in ambush, guarding cubs, most free.

Musliyah ibn ¤add¥n

I vow the Lord of prancing, ridden camels,
From sands emerging, to Min¥, sans trammels:

Muhammad is God’s envoy to our sphere.
His sires from Ka¢b are chief and king, endeared.

He brought a proof from God, a radiant ray,
Through which The Merciful lit dark away.

He fortified The Helpers through its way,
When brave men met with lances, swords asway.
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مالِكُ بنُ عَوْفٍ الن攐擠صْري
]الكامل[

بِواحِدٍ سَمِعتُ   摀扰َرَأيَتُ و إنْ  مُحَم攐擠دِما  بِمِثلِ  كُل攐攀هِـــمُ  الن攐擠اسِ  في 

وإذا يَشَـــأْ يُخبِـــرْكَ عَمّا في غَدِأوفى وأعطى للِجَزيلِ إذا جَدى

أنيابهُا عَـــر攐擠دَتْ  الكَتيبَـــةُ  مُهَن攐擠دِوإذا   攐攀كُل وَضَربِ   攐攀بِالـمَشرَفِي

أشْـــبالِهِ على  ليَـــثٌ  وَســـطَ الهَباءَةِ خادِرٌ في مَرْصَدِفَكَأن攐擠ـــهُ 

مُسْلِيَةُ بنُ حَدّانَ الحَدّاني
]الطويل[

طَوالِعَ مِن بيَنِ القَصِيمَةِ بِالر攐擠كْبِحَلَفتُ بِرَب攐攀 الرّاقِصاتِ إلى مِنًى

لهَُ الر攐擠أسُ والقُدْموسُ مِن سَلَفَي كَعْبِبِـــأن攐擠 نبَـــي攐擠 اِ� فينـــا مُحَم攐擠ـــدٌ

بِهِ الر攐擠حمنُ مُظْلِمَةَ الكَرْبِأتانـــا بِبُرهـــانٍ مِـــنَ اِ� قابِسٍ أضاءَ 

ربِأعََز攐擠 بِـــهِ ا摀戰نْصارَ لَمّـــا تَقارَنَتْ 攐擠ناوُشِ والض攐擠صُدورُ العَوالي في الت
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Waraqah ibn Nawfal

So O KhadÏjah, if your words are true,
Then Ahmad is the messenger that’s due.

God’s spirit, Gabriel, who brings relief
Descends to him, with Michael—this believe!

Through him, success is found in faith’s embrace,
Through him, lost souls will meet their ruinous chase.

Two groups emerge, distinct in their end fate:
One graced in gardens, one in Hellish state.

54 compositions of the companions
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وَرَقةُ بنُ نَوْفَل
]الطويل[

حَديثَـــكِ إيّانا فأَحمَدُ مُرسَـــلُفإَنْ يَكُ حَق攐撰ا يا خَديجَةُ فاَعْلَمي

مَعْهُما وميـــكالُ  يأتيهِ  درَ مُنزَلُوجِبريلُ  攐擠مِنَ اِ� رُوحٌ يَشرَحُ الص

بِدِيـنِهِ عِــز攐撰ا  فــازَ  مَن  بِــهِ  قِي攐擰 الـمُضَل攐擠لُيَفوزُ  攐擠ويَشقى بِهِ الغاوي الش

جِنانِهِ في  فِرقـَــةٌ  مِنهُمْ،  تُغَل攐擠لُ فَريقانِ  الجَحيمِ  بِنِيرانِ  وأُخرى 
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