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1. The Song of Songs, by/about Solomon. nr.JLNJI? _“JUN D")_'U_-JD TQJ N
2. Let him give me of the kisses of his mouth! . = : g A
For your love is more delightful than wine. 1A AT DI '2 1012 Nijy'vin RITA- S
3. our gintments yield a sweet fragrance,
Your name is like finest oil—
Therefore do maidens love you.
4. Draw me after you, let us run!
The king has brought me to his chambers. —]nnw:“ l7 ] —.1-1[ -]'? ]]Nllj -]XI-]] -]r]nN |]3wn T

Let us delight and rejoice in your love, N
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Like new wine™ they love you! | AN Dl-]wln Iun -||-|--|' N1'IN 13_

5. lam dark, but comely,

O daughters of Jerusalem—

Like the tents of Kedar,

Like the pavilions of Solomon. NNTY NIV TR 20X DY NI NIRILCIX NN N
6. Don't stare at me because | am swarthy,

Because the sun has gazed upon me.

My mother’s sons quarreled with me, .

They made me guard the vineyards; "A10) AN O UJY.]EJ'\ ']DDTE}E} JT]IT\I'HU ']NUJ ']lN']ﬂ N

My own vineyard | did not guard. . ; . . _ R
7. Tell me, you whom I love so well; -9 N? I?w ‘N2 D'ARATNR M) Y
Where do you pasture your sheep?
Where do you rest them at noon? s
Let me not be as one who strays™®

Beside the flocks of your fellows.
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8. If you do not know, O fairest of women, :nu'};;h_ -'7_\_1 Y..Di?n o’ —]—]—] I?.U A'-?-rn NJ -]T nan |-|'|—|' '7]7 Nn
Go follow the tracks of the sheep,
And graze your kids'As a pretext for coming. n'xn; NN -l' NITNIN Dl?:h{j ')9_\}'7 |N IJXL‘] TiT -]nrr 0
By the tents of the shepherds.

9. | have likened you, my darling, 0INQTN Y'Y ]"ll'j'l'?Di:]_U_J h':l':!})'_]
To a mare in Pharaoh’s chariots:

10. Your cheeks are comely with plaited wreaths, iﬂ'.Z”"-?'?'l N2 MV -]:Z AR 'I,Z MY TIT NQY L

Your neck with strings of jewels.
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We will add wreaths of gold
To your spangles of silver. i

While the king was on his couch,
My nard gave forth its fragrance.

My beloved to me is a bag of myrrh
Lodged between my breasts.

My beloved to me is a spray of henna blooms
From the vineyards of En-Gedi.

Ah, you are fair, my darling,
Ah, you are fair,
With your dove-like eyes!

And you, my beloved, are handsome,
Beautiful indeed!
Our couch is in a bower;

Cedars are the beams of our house,
Cypresses the rafters.
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