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Soul-cherisher, merciful father, 
                                                                     bend your servant to your will.
Then deer-like will your servant leap, 
                                                                    to bow down before your majesty.
For your servant, your love is sweeter
                                                                    than honey dripping from the comb, than any taste.

Majestic, beautiful, glowing radiance of the world,
                                                                    my soul is sick, pining for your love.
Please, God, heal her, now,
                                                                    show her the pleasantness of your radiance,
That she gain strength and be healed, 
                                                                    and become your maidservant, forever.

Ancient one, let your compassion be aroused,
                                                                   have pity on your loving child,
Who for so long has yearned 
                                                                   to behold the splendor of your might.
Please, God, my heart’s desire,
                                                                  have pity, and do not conceal yourself.

Reveal yourself, oh beloved and spread,
                                                                  over me the shelter of your peace.
Illumine the world with your glory; 
                                                                 let us rejoice and be glad in you.
Quickly, my love, the time is close,
                                                                shower your grace upon me, as in days of old.

