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-- הָּלַכ יִתֹחאֲ  יִּנַגְל , יִתאָּב  א  
יִתְּלַכאָ ימִָׂשְּב , - םִע יִרֹומ  יִתיִראָ 

- םִע יִניֵי  יִתיִתָׁש  ּד  יִׁשְבִ - םִע יִרְעַי 
ּורְכִׁשְו ּותְׁש  םיִעֵר , ּולְכאִ  יִבָלחֲ ;

ס}   } .םידִֹוּד

I am come into my garden, my sister, my bride; I have 1
gathered my myrrh with my spice; I have eaten my

honeycomb with my honey; I have drunk my wine with
my milk. Eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O

{beloved. {S

לֹוק רֵע ; יִּבִלְו  הָנֵׁשְי , יִנאֲ  ב  
יִתֹחאֲ יִל  - יחְִתִפּ קֵפֹוד , ידִֹוּד 
ּרֶׁש יִׁשאֹ -- יִתמַָּת יִתָנֹוי  יִתָיְעַר 
יסֵיסְִר יַתֹוּצֻוקְ  לטָ , - אָלמְִנ

.הָלְיָל

I sleep, but my heart waketh; Hark! my beloved 2
knocketh: 'Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my
undefiled; for my head is filled with dew, my locks with

.' the drops of the night

, הָכָכיאֵ -- יִתְּנָתֻּּכ - תאֶ יִתּטְַׁשָפּ , ג  
, יַלְגַר - תאֶ יִתְּצחַָר  הָּנֶׁשָּבְלאֶ ;

.םֵפְּנטַאֲ הָכָכיאֵ 

I have put off my coat; how shall I put it on? I have 3
?washed my feet; how shall I defile them

, רֹחהַ - ןמִ ֹודָי  חַלָׁש  ידִֹוּד , ד  
.ויָלָע ּומהָ  יַעמֵּו ,

My beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door, 4
.and my heart was moved for him

; ידִֹודְל חַֹתְּפִל  יִנאֲ , יִתּמְקַ  ה  
רֹומ יַתֹעְּבְצאְֶו  רֹומ , - ּופטְָנ ידַָיְו 

.לּועְנמַּהַ תֹופַּּכ  לַע , רֵבֹע ,

I rose up to open to my beloved; and my hands 5
dropped with myrrh, and my fingers with flowing myrrh,

.upon the handles of the bar

ידִֹודְו ידִֹודְל , יִנאֲ  יִתּחְַתָפּ  ו  
האְָצָי יִׁשְפַנ , רָבָע ; קמַחָ 
אֹלְו ּקִּב  ּוהיִתְּׁשַ -- ֹורְּבדְַב

.יִנָנָע אֹלְו  ויִתאָרקְ  ּוהיִתאָצמְ ,

I opened to my beloved; but my beloved had turned 6
away, and was gone. My soul failed me when he spoke. I
sought him, but I could not find him; I called him, but he

.gave me no answer

םיִבְבֹסּהַ םיִרמְֹׁשּהַ  יִנאָֻצמְ  ז  
ּואְׂשָנ יִנּועָצְפ ; יִנּוּכהִ  ריִעָּב ,

יֵרמְֹׁש יַלָעמֵ , ידִידְִר  - תאֶ
.תֹומֹחהַ

The watchmen that go about the city found me, they 7
smote me, they wounded me; the keepers of the walls

.took away my mantle from me

תֹונְּב םֶכְתאֶ , יִתְּעַּבְׁשהִ  ח  
- תאֶ ּואְצמְִתּ , - םאִ םִָלָׁשּורְי  :

תַלֹוחֶׁש ֹול , ּודיִּגַתּ  - המַ -- ידִֹוּד
.יִנאָ הָבהֲאַ 

I adjure you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my  ' 8
.' beloved, what will ye tell him? that I am love-sick
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הָפָּיהַ דֹוּדמִ , ְךדֵֹוּד  - המַ ט  
, דֹוּדמִ ְךדֵֹוּד  - המַ םיִׁשָּנַּב  :

ּ.ונָתְּעַּבְׁשהִ הָכָּכֶׁש 

What is thy beloved more than another beloved, O  ' 9
thou fairest among women? What is thy beloved more

?' than another beloved, that thou dost so adjure us

ּד לּוגָ םֹודאְָו , חַצ  ידִֹוּד  י  
.הָבָבְרמֵ

My beloved is white and ruddy, pre-eminent above  ' 10
.ten thousand

, ויָתֹוּצֻוקְ זָפּ ; םֶתֶּכ  ֹוׁשאֹר , אי  
.בֵרֹועָּכ ׁש , תֹורֹחְ םיִּלַתְּלַתּ ,

His head is as the most fine gold, his locks are curled, 11
.and black as a raven

יקֵיִפאֲ - לַע םיִנֹויְּכ  ויָניֵע , בי  
, ׁשֹי תֹובְ -- בָלחֶָּב תֹוצחֲֹר , םיִמָ ;

.תאֵּלמִ - לַע

His eyes are like doves beside the water-brooks; 12
.washed with milk, and fitly set

, ּבהַ םֶׂשֹ תַגּורֲעַּכ  וָיחְָל  גי  
, ויָתֹותְפִׂש םיחִקְָרמֶ ; ּדְגמִ  תֹולְ

.רֵבֹע רֹומ  תֹופטְֹנ , -- םיִּנַׁשֹוׁש

His cheeks are as a bed of spices, as banks of sweet 13
.herbs; his lips are as lilies, dropping with flowing myrrh

םיאִָּלמֻמְ בהָָז , יֵליִלְּג  וידָָי  די  
, ׁש ןֵ ׁשֶע  תֶ ויָעמֵ  ׁשיִׁשְרַתַּּב ;

.םיִריִפּסַ תֶפֶּלֻעמְ 

His hands are as rods of gold set with beryl; his body 14
.is as polished ivory overlaid with sapphires

םידִסָֻּימְ ׁש , ׁשֵ ידֵּומַּע  ויקָֹוׁש  וט  
-- ןֹונָבְּלַּכ ּוהאְֵרמַ , זָפ ; - יֵנדְאַ - לַע

.םיִזָראֲָּכ רּוחָּב ,

His legs are as pillars of marble, set upon sockets of 15
fine gold; his aspect is like Lebanon, excellent as the

.cedars

, ֹוּלֻכְו ּקַתמְמַ , םיִ ֹוּכחִ , זט  
, יִעֵר הֶזְו  ידִֹוד  הֶז  ּדמַחֲמַ ; םיִ

.םִָלָׁשּורְי תֹונְּב 

His mouth is most sweet; yea, he is altogether lovely. 16
This is my beloved, and this is my friend, O daughters of

.' Jerusalem
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