The TanakhML Project

© 2004-2010 Alain VVerboomen



BHS SONG OF SONGS 6

KV

"#nith hilak# dOd##k# hayy#p#h bann#Sim '#n#h
pinith d#odirk# OnttbttagiSenn ‘ immi#k#

dod#i y#rad# 1#gHannd |a #rlgHot# habb#em lir# Ot#
baggannim w#lil#g#t# S6Sannim

"HNT | #AHOAHT WHOHOOH IT hr#' eh basSoSannim

yHpHN Catt ra #y#H kt#Hirgsh nf wih KirGS#i#m
"#yummi#h kanni d##gi Ot#

hitsttbbl  ‘énayik# minnegi##di  Seh#m  hir#hib#uni
#Ha #ritk# k# #o#ter ' 1zZim Segg##30 min-haggil# #d#
Sinnayik# k# #Hdtter hrhiH Tm Se'#lU
min-h#rahtstih Sekkull#m mat## Tmot# w#Sakkul#h
'én b#hem

k#p#elah#  h#rimmon  raqo#t#tk#  mibba ad#
|#stammitk#

SS8Im h#mm#h mm#l#k#otE GSHMENTIM  pilaghHsim
wa ##mOt# ’ én mistp#r

"ahfat# hi' yon#t#l thammit#i " ah#at# hi’ [# imm#hh
b#r#h hi' [#y6ladi#tt#hh r# Oh# b#nGt# way# aSSHrah
mil#k#0t# Op#il agiHSim way#hal# Oh#

mi-z#' t#  hanniS#gipi#ith  k#mo-Sthtar  y#Hp#ith
k#all#bttngth  b#rdh kah#famm#h  "#yummi#h
kanni d#tg# Ot#

"el-ginnat# ' #gHoz y#rad##H# lird Ot# b# ibbé hann#h#al
lir# Ot# hifpitrthttth haggep#en hin#st( hirimm#nim

l#  y#HdHa #T HHmat#HN

“ammi-n#diib#

Nap#HSI mar#k#oHOtH
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1 Whither is thy beloved
gone, O thou fairest among
women? whither is thy
beloved turned aside? that
we may seek him with thee.

2 My beloved is gone down
into his garden, to the beds
of spices, to feed in the
gardens, and to gather lilies.

31 am my beloved's, and my
beloved is mine: he feedeth
among thelilies.

4 Thou art beautiful, O my
love, as Tirzah, comely as
Jerusalem, terrible as an
army with banners.

5 Turn away thine eyes from
me, for they have overcome
me: thy hair is as a flock of
goats that appear from
Gilead.

6 Thy teeth are as a flock of
sheep which go up from the
washing, whereof every one
beareth twins, and there is
not one barren among them.

7 As a piece of a
pomegranate  are  thy
temples within thy locks.

8 There are threescore
gqueens, and fourscore
concubines, and virgins
without number.

9 My dove, my undefiled is
but one; she is the only one
of her mother, she is the
choice one of her that bare
her. The daughters saw her,
and blessed her; yea, the
gueens and the concubines,
and they praised her.

10 Who is she that looketh
forth as the morning, fair as
the moon, clear as the sun,
and terrible as an army with
banners?

11 | went down into the
garden of nuts to see the
fruits of the valley, and to
see whether the vine
flourished and the
pomegranates budded.

12 Or ever | was aware, my
soul made me like the
chariots of Amminadib.
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