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BHS SONG OF SONGS 1

KV

Sir hasSirim ’ #3er liS##mitth

yisSHgEnT minn#Siqot#  pitha Ki-t#ob#im  diditey ki
miyy#yin

|#réah# SHm#neyk## t#Ob#Iim Semen tlraq S#mek##
‘a-k#n ‘H#HH#MOH  #hrtb# Ok

mEsHk#ENT - ahireyki#E nndrGs#th hb# ant
hammelek# hiditr#yw  n#g#il#h  winis##mghih
btk# naz#Kir#h Oftd#teyk#t  miyyayin - més#rim
" H#hibH Ok

SHh#HOr#h " #ni wing w#h b#nOt# y#rGSH#im k# #h#lé
Qi Kir' Ot# SH#mith

‘a-tird Onl Se'#nl  Sthifarithitfiret#t  SeSSHzHpHat#H#N
haSS#EmeS b#né 'immi nin##rO-b#i #muni  n#t#Hr#h
"etit-hakk#r#Emim kar#mi SellT |# ittt

haggid#th 11T Se'#hitbth nap##HSi ' ek#tth  tHir# eh
'ék##Hh tar#bis#t baststh#r#yim  Sall#m#h ehttyeh
k# #Hitty#h *al * ed#ré hittibittrey ki

Im-l# AT 1#k# hayy#Hpiith bann#Sim st 1-1#k#
b# ig#b#e has#stt n Gr#1 ' et#-gidHtiyy#Hitayik# ‘d
mi SEk#NOLH hifr# Tm

|#sustt#i birik##b#e prar# #h dimmit#ik# ra #y#tH
n# wa |#hityayik# batt#rim staww# ritk# bahi##razim
toré z#htb# na #eh-ll1#k# ‘im n#quddot# hakk#sep#

‘ ad#-Sehammel ek# bim#sibbo nir#di n#t#an rén#o

SHHror hammr dod#i 1T bén Std#ay y#ln

'eSHk# hakk#pier dod#i 1T bik#ar#mé ‘ én ged#
hinnttk# y#pih ra #y#t# hinndk# y#p#h ‘ énayik#
yonim

hinn#k## y#pteh dH#ODHA ap# n#im ' ap#-'ar##ni
ral #n#nth
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1 The song of songs, which
is Solomon's.

2 Let him kiss me with the
kisses of his mouth: for thy
loveis better than wine.

3 Because of the savour of
thy good ointments thy
name is as ointment poured
forth, therefore do the
virgins love thee.

4 Draw me, we will run
after thee: the king hath
brought me into his
chambers: we will be glad
and rejoice in thee, we will
remember thy love more
than wine: the upright love
thee.

5 | am black, but comely, O
ye daughters of Jerusalem,
as the tents of Kedar, as the
curtains of Solomon.

6 Look not upon me,
because | am black, because
the sun hath looked upon
me: my mother's children
were angry with me; they
made me the keeper of the
vineyards, but mine own
vineyard have | not kept.

7 Tell me, O thou whom my
soul loveth, where thou
feedest, where thou makest
thy flock to rest at noon: for
why should | be as one that
turneth aside by the flocks
of thy companions?

8 If thou know not, O thou
fairest among women, go
thy way forth by the
footsteps of the flock, and
feed thy kids beside the
shepherds tents.

9 | have compared thee, O
my love, to a company of
horses in Pharaoh's chariots.
10 Thy cheeks are comely
with rows of jewels, thy
neck with chains of gold.

11 We will make thee
borders of gold with studs
of silver.

12 While the king sitteth at
his table, my spikenard
sendeth forth the smell
thereof.

13 A bundle of myrrh is my
well-beloved unto me; he
shall lie al night betwixt
my breasts.

14 My beloved is unto me as
a cluster of camphire in the
vineyards of Engedi.

15 Behold, thou art fair, my
love; behold, thou art fair;
thou hast doves' eyes.

16 Behold, thou art fair, my
beloved, yea, pleasant: also
our bed is green.
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QfrOt# b#tténl ’ #r#zim rahit##n bi#rotHim 17 The beams of our house

are cedar, and our rafters of
fir.
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