
םיִריִׁשּהַ ׁש  ריִ  Song of Songs Chapter 2
mechon-mamre.org/p/pt/pt3002.htm

תַּנַׁשֹוׁש ןֹורָׁשּהַ , תֶלֶּצַבחֲ  יִנאֲ  א  
.םיקִמֲָעהָ

.I am a rose of Sharon, a lily of the valleys 1

יִתָיְעַר ןֵּכ  םיחִֹוחהַ , ןיֵּב  הָּנַׁשֹוׁשְּכ  ב  
.תֹונָּבהַ ןיֵּב 

As a lily among thorns, so is my love among the 2
.daughters

ןיֵּב ידִֹוּד  ןֵּכ  רַעַּיהַ , יֵצֲעַּב  חַּופַּתְּכ  ג  
ֹויְרִפּו יִתְּבַׁשָיְו , יִתּדְמַּחִ  ֹוּלִצְּב  םיִנָּבהַ ;

.יִּכחְִל קֹותמָ 

As an apple-tree among the trees of the wood, so 3
is my beloved among the sons. Under its shadow I
.delighted to sit, and its fruit was sweet to my taste

יַלָע ֹולְגדְִו  ּיהַ , ןיִָ תיֵּב  - לאֶ יִנאַיִבהֱ  ד  
.הָבהֲאַ

He hath brought me to the banqueting-house, and 4
.his banner over me is love

, יִנּודְפַּר -- תֹוׁשיִׁשאֲָּב יִנּוכמְּסַ , ה  
.יִנאָ הָבהֲאַ , תַלֹוח  - יִּכ םיחִּופַּתַּּב  :

Stay ye me with dainties, refresh me with apples;  ' 5
.' for I am love-sick

ֹונימִיִו יִׁשאֹרְל , תחַַתּ  ׂש  ֹולאֹמְ ו  
.יִנקְֵּבחְַתּ

Let his left hand be under my head, and his right 6
.hand embrace me

, םִַלָׁשּורְי תֹונְּב  םֶכְתאֶ  יִתְּעַּבְׁשהִ  ז  
הדֶָׂשּהַ : תֹולְיאְַּב  ֹוא , תֹואָבְצִּב ,
- תאֶ ּורְרֹועְתּ  - םאְִו ּוריִעָתּ  - םאִ
ס}   } .ץָפּחְֶתֶּׁש דַע  הָבהֲאַהָ ,

I adjure you, O daughters of Jerusalem, by the  ' 7
gazelles, and by the hinds of the field, that ye

{awaken not, nor stir up love, until it please.' {S

, גֵּלדַמְ אָּב ; הֶז  - הֵּנהִ ידִֹוּד , לֹוק  ח  
.תֹועָבְּגהַ - לַע ץֵפּקַמְ , -- םיִרהָהֶ - לַע

Hark! my beloved! behold, he cometh, leaping 8
.upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills

רֶפֹעְל ֹוא  יִבְצִל , ידִֹוד  המֶֹוּד  ט  
רחַאַ דמֵֹוע , הֶז  - הֵּנהִ םיִלָּיאַהָ ;

ץיִצמֵ ּלחַהַ , תֹונֹ - ןמִ חַיִּגְׁשמַ  -- ּונֵלְתָּכ
.םיִּכַרחֲהַ - ןמִ

My beloved is like a gazelle or a young hart; behold, 9
he standeth behind our wall, he looketh in through

.the windows, he peereth through the lattice

ְךָל ימִּוק  יִל  : רמַאְָו  ידִֹוד , הָנָע  י  
ְ.ךָל - יִכְלּו יִתָפָי , יִתָיְעַר 

My beloved spoke, and said unto me: 'Rise up, my 10
.love, my fair one, and come away

, םֶׁשֶּגהַ רָבָע ; וָתסְּהַ , הֵּנהִ  - יִּכ אי  
.ֹול ְךַלהָ  ףַלחָ 

For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and 11
;gone
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תֵע ץֶראָָב , ּואְרִנ  םיִנָּצִּנהַ  בי  
עמְַׁשִנ רֹותּהַ , לֹוקְו  ַעיִּגהִ ; רימִָּזהַ 

ּ.ונֵצְראְַּב

The flowers appear on the earth; the time of 12
singing is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard

;in our land

םיִנָפְּגהְַו הָיֶּגַפ , הטְָנחָ  הָנאְֵתּהַ  גי  
( ְךָל  ) יכל ימִּוק  חַיֵר ; ּונְתָנ  רדַמָסְ 

ס}   } ְ.ךָל - יִכְלּו יִתָפָי , יִתָיְעַר 

The fig-tree putteth forth her green figs, and the 13
vines in blossom give forth their fragrance. Arise, my

{love, my fair one, and come away. {S

רֶתסְֵּב עַלסֶּהַ , יֵוְגחְַּב  יִתָנֹוי  די  
, ְךיִאְַרמַ - תאֶ יִניאְִרהַ  הָגֵרדְמַּהַ ,

ְךֵלֹוק - יִּכ ְךֵלֹוק  : - תאֶ יִנִעימְִׁשהַ 
ס}   } .הֶואָנ ְךיאְֵרמַּו  בֵרָע ,

O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the 14
covert of the cliff, let me see thy countenance, let me

hear thy voice; for sweet is thy voice, and thy
{countenance is comely.' {S

םיִלָעֻׁש -- םיִלָעֻׁש ּונָל , - ּוזחֱאֶ וט  
, ּונימֵָרְכּו םימִָרְּכ ; םיִלְּבחַמְ  םיִּנטַקְ ,

.רדַמָסְ

Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the  ' 15
.' vineyards; for our vineyards are in blossom

הֶעֹרהָ ֹול , יִנאֲַו  יִל  ידִֹוּד  זט  
.םיִּנַׁשֹוׁשַּּב

My beloved is mine, and I am his, that feedeth 16
.among the lilies

םיִלָלְּצהַ : ּוסָנְו  םֹוּיהַ , חַּופָּיֶׁש  דַע  זי  
רֶפֹעְל ֹוא  יִבְצִל , ידִֹוד  ָךְל  - ּד המְֵ בֹס 
ס}   } .רֶתָב יֵרהָ  - לַע -- םיִלָּיאַהָ

Until the day breathe, and the shadows flee away, 17
turn, my beloved, and be thou like a gazelle or a

{young hart upon the mountains of spices. {S
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