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BHS HABAKKUK 3
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tHpHil 1 | ahitttbtagog hann#o#i’ *al SgyHNOMH

yi#hw#h  S#ma#ti  Sm#E#k#  y##tH y#hwih
p# #l#k## bHgereb# Snim hitayyéhl b#gereb# S#nim
tod#ia’ btrighez raht#m tiz#kor

"#10ah mittém#n y#b#HO' wHOHAHOS mithar-p# r#n sel#h
Kissth S#mayim hod#0 Ot##hill##0 mil# #h hit #rest

wHntgitahh k# Or tih#yeh gar#nayim miyy#d#0 10
WHSHM hiteb#tyon ‘ uzz#h

| #ptnttyw reSep#
|#ragt#yw

“H#mad# wayHmidited# 'erestt r#f #h wayyatt#r goyim
wayyitH#HpHsHst#l har#ré-‘ad# Sah#( gib## Ot# ‘Ol#m
h#flTk#Ot# * 61#m 16

yHek#  dffbHer  WHyHSHY

tah#at# *#Hwen r# Tt " #hil @ k#OSHN yir#gHzOn y#1* Ot#
'erestt mid#Hy#Hn

hib#ingh#rim  hifrdh - y#hw#h 'im bann#h#rim
"appek#t im-bayy#m  ‘ebittrittek#t  Ki tHirdkab#
‘al-sliseyk## mar#k#btttHeyk# y#30' #h

‘erdfy#h t### Or qaSHtek## SHb#HU OtF mat#t#ot# '#mer
sel#h n#h#rot# tHb#agga - #rest

r# Ok# y#OHIIO hrim zerem mayim ‘#b##r n#tHan
t#hom g0l 6 rom y#d#ehl N

SemeS y#r#ah# ‘#mad# z#bHul#h [# Or hifi ststeyk#
y#hall#k#( [#n#giahh birag hinitiek

b#zal am tist## ad#-' #rest b ap# t#d#0S goyim

YHSHH tHE |#y#Sa ‘ammeki 1#y#HSA ' et#-mi#STihitek#
mih#asttt 'S mibbét#  r#SHE  #otH  yHSOdH
‘ad#-staww# r sel#h
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1 A prayer of Habakkuk the
prophet upon Shigionoth.

2 O LORD, | have heard thy
speech, and was afraid: O
LORD, revive thy work in
the midst of the years, in the
midst of the years make
known; in wrath remember
mercy.

3 God came from Teman,
and the Holy One from
mount Paran. Selah. His
glory covered the heavens,
and the earth was full of his

praise.
4 And his brightness was as
the light; he had horns

coming out of his hand: and
there was the hiding of his
power.

5 Before him went the
pestilence, and burning
coalswent forth at hisfeet.

6 He stood, and measured
the earth: he beheld, and
drove asunder the nations;
and the everlasting
mountains were scattered,
the perpetua hills did bow:
his ways are everlasting.

7 | saw the tents of Cushan
in affliction: and the
curtains of the land of
Midian did tremble.

8 Was the LORD displeased
against the rivers? was thine
anger against the rivers?
was thy wrath against the
sea, that thou didst ride
upon thine horses and thy
chariots of salvation?

9 Thy bow was made quite
naked, according to the
oaths of the tribes, even thy
word. Selah. Thou didst
cleave the earth with rivers.
10 The mountains saw thee,
and they trembled: the
overflowing of the water
passed by: the deep uttered
his voice, and lifted up his
hands on high.

11 The sun and moon stood
sill in their habitation: at
the light of thine arrows
they went, and at the
shining of thy glittering
spear.

12 Thou didst march through
the land in indignation, thou
didst thresh the heathen in
anger.

13 Thou wentest forth for
the salvation of thy people,
even for salvation with thine
anointed; thou woundedst
the head out of the house of
the wicked, by discovering
the foundation unto the
neck. Selah.
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nHQabity  bimatitittyw  r#' S pHriztyw  yis# #rQ
lah#ptistni ‘#isttutm  k#mo-le #k#H “#nl
bammi stit#r

d#rak##t# bitayy#m slseyk## hi#tmer mayim rabbim
S#ma #11 wattirdgaz bit##ni 1#q0l sHA# G #Hptittay

yHOHO' r#gib# ba #stimay witHahittay ' erttghiz ' #3er
"#nlahtt 1#yom sttrh |al # 6t# |# am y#Hg#Ud#ennl

K-t #ndth |3 -t piritndt wi én y#b#0l bago#p#inim
King#S ma #h-zayit# OSHA#HMOE |# - #i#H#h ' #k#el
gftzar mimmik#A#h s n w# én bHg#Hr bfrdpH#tHim

wa #ni bayhwi#h ' €' #0z#h ’ #o#il#h b# [#hé yiSH 1

y#hwih  '#d#ndy  h#8T wayy#tem  ragitlay
k#' ayy#lOt# w#'a b#motHay yad##rik#Nt
lam#naststttahtt bi n#gHinot#y
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14 Thou didst strike through
with his staves the head of
his villages: they came out
as a whirlwind to scatter
me: their rgjoicing was as to
devour the poor secretly.

15 Thou didst walk through
the sea with thine horses,
through the heap of great
waters.

16 When | heard, my belly
trembled; my lips quivered
at the voice: rottenness
entered into my bones, and |
trembled in myself, that |
might rest in the day of
trouble: when he cometh up
unto the people, he will
invade them with his troops.
17 Although the fig tree
shall not blossom, neither
shall fruit be in the vines,
the labour of the olive shall
fall, and the fields shall
yield no meat; the flock
shall be cut off from the
fold, and there shall be no
herd in the stalls:

18 Yet | will rgjoice in the
LORD, | will joy in the God
of my salvation.

19 The LORD God is my
strength, and he will make
my feet like hinds' feet, and
he will make me to wak
upon mine high places. To
the chief singer on my
stringed instruments.
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