
Megillat Shir Hashirim (Song of Songs)

 øé°ÄÐ

[Shir HaShirim]

:1(1)ÇäéÄÒ íé±HÄøÂà ø°ÆÐÀÐÄìØ ÏäÍÍÉîÄé:2ÈÒHGÅ÷ GHHHHéÄðÄîF’éÄÐ ú×H÷̄é½Ä– †ä

ÎéÍÄŒ×è íé°ÄáHÉ„é±HÆã ÕÄîÍÍÈŠ ÏïÄéFì:3éGHÅø GHHHHÇçFÐÈîéǢð Õ×è íé½Äá±ÆÐ ïÆî†œ H÷H̄Çø

FÐ²Æî ÕÎìÇò ï±ÅŒÂòÈì ú×°îÂàÅä†ÍÍá ÏÕÀÐEî:4±Åë éÄðÇàÂçéH̄Æø ÕÈ’†²ø äÈö

ÁäéÄá¬Çà éÄðÇäCÆY ÔÆìÂçHÈã åé«HÈøÈðéµÄâ äÈìFåÀÑÄðFî GHHHHäÈç Ô½È‚ÀæÇðéµÄŒ äHÈøHÉãéGHÆã GHHHHÕ

Äî½ÇŠ ïÄééÅîÈÐ íé±HÄøÂàÅä†ÍÍá ÏÕFÐ:5×ç äµHÈøÂà GHHHHéÄðÍFåàÈð ä½ÈåF‚ ú×±ðFé†øÈÐ²Èì íD

FŒÈàÃä éÅ̄ìHÅ÷ ø½HÈãéÄŒéHÄø ú×±òFÐØ ÏäÍÍÉîÎìÇà:6ÄœHÀø†Gà GHHHHéÄðÆÐÂà éǞð

FÐHÀøÇç½Éç úHÆøÆÐFÒÈæÀú±Çô éÄðÇä²ÈÒ ÐÆîF‚ é»ÅðÄà éǞYÍÄðÂçÎ†ø é«ÄáÈÑGËî GHHHHéÄð

ÉðÅè äH̄ÈøÎúÆàÇäFŒHÈø íé½ÄîHÀøÇŒ é°ÄîÆÐ é±ÄZ à°ØÈðHÀøÍÍÈè ÏéÄœÇä:7éǞƒ äHÈã é«ÄZ

µÆÐÈàÂä GHHHHäÈáÀôÇð é½ÄÐéÅà äÈ̄ëHÀøÄú ä½ÆòéÅà ä±ÈëHÀøÇœ õéǞ‚ÍÇ‚È̃Ãä²HÈø íÄéÇÐÈZ äµÈî

ÀäÍÆà GHHHHäÆéFŒÉ̄òFè ä½Èé ì±ÇòHÀãÆò é°HÅøÂçÅáéÍÍHÆø ÏÕÎíÄà:8 àµØÅúHFã GHHHHéÄò Ô½ÈìÇäÈŠ ä±Èô

Ç‚È’ íé²ÄÐÍFöÎéÄà Ô®ÈìF‚HÀ÷Äò éÅ̄áÇä ïà«É˜HÀø† GHHHHéÄòÎúÆàFƒHÄãÉŠ½Çú ÔÄé ì±Çò

ÀÐÄîFŒ ú×°ðÈäHÉø ÏíéÍÍÄòFì:9ËñÈñ GHHHHéÄúF‚ÀëHÄø éÅ̄áHÀøÇô ä½ÉòHÄ„éÄY Ôé±ÄúÀòHÇøÈé ÏéÍÍÄú

àÈð:10 †µåFìÈçGÇé GHHHHÔÄéÇ‚Éœ íé½HÄøÇöàÈ† Ô±HÅøÇ‚Âç†ø ÏíéÍÍÄæ×œ:11 éµHÅøÈæ GHHHHáÈä

ÇðÂòÎäÆÑ Ô½ÈZ í±ÄòFðHË÷ ú×°„ÇäÍÍÈŒ ÏóÆñÎãÇò:12µÆÐÇäGÆY GHHHHÔÆìÀîÄ‚Äñ ×½‚HÀøÄð é±HÄ„

Èð ï°ÇúéHÅø Ï×ÍÍçFö:13 ø×¬øÇä ÿøµÉY×„ GHHHHéHÄã é½Äì ïé°Å‚ÈÐ é±HÇãÈé ÏïéÍÍÄìÀÐÆà:14 ì¬ÉŒ

ÇäµÉŒ ÿøÆô×„ GHHHHéHÄã é½ÄìF‚HÀøÇë é±Åî ïé°ÅòÍÍÆƒ ÏéHÄãÄä:15 ÔµÈ’Èé GHHHHäÈôÀòHÇøÈé é½ÄúÄä Ô°È’

Èé ä±ÈôéÅò°Çð ÔÄé×é ÏíéÍÍÄðÀ’Ää:16 ¬ÕÈé äµÆô×ã GHHHHéHÄã óÇ̄àÈð íé½ÄòÎóÇàHÀøÇò±ÅÑ †ð

HÇøÂòÈð ÏäÍÍÈðÉH÷:17 ú×µøÈ‚éGÅœ GHHHH†ðÂàHÈø íé½ÄæHÇøéÄçÅè †ðHÇøéÄä±Åè †ðF‚×ø ÏíéÍÍÄú

Âà:1(2) GHHHHéÄðÂçÇáǢ̃ úÆìÇäÈÒ ï×½ø×ÍÐÇÐ ú±Ç’ÈäÂòÈî ÏíHéHÍÍÄ÷FŒ:2×ÍÐÇÐ GHHHHäÈ’ ïéÅ̄‚

Çä×ç íé½Äç ï°ÅŒÀòHÇøÈé é±Äú ïé°Å‚ÇäÈ‚ Ïú×ÍÍðFŒ:3Çú†G– GHHHHÇçÇ‚Âò éÅ̄öÇä½ÇŠ øÇò ï°ÅŒ

×„ é±HÄã ïéÅ̄‚ÇäÈ‚ íé²ÄðF‚Äö GHHHH×ZÄçHÀãÇ̄Y éÄœFåÈéÀá½ÇÐ éÄœ†HÀøÄô ×±éÈî H÷×°ú

FìÄç ÏéÍÍÄŒÁä:4éÄáGÇà GHHHHéÄðÎìÆà úéÅ̄‚Çä½ÈŠ ïÄéFåÀâHÄã ×°ìÈò é±ÇìÇàÂä ÏäÍÍÈá

(1)1:The Song of songs, which is Shelomo's. 2:Let him kiss
me with the kisses of his mouth; For your love is better than
wine.
3:Your oils have a pleasing fragrance. Your name is oil
poured forth, Therefore the alamot love you.

4:Take me away with you. Let us hurry. The king has
brought me into his chambers. We will be glad and rejoice
in you. We will praise your love more than wine! They are
right to love you.

5:I am dark, but lovely, You daughters of Yerushalayim, Like
Kedar's tents, Like Shelomo's curtains.

6:Don't stare at me because I am dark, Because the sun
has scorched me. My mother's sons were angry with me.
They made me keeper of the vineyards. I haven't kept my
own vineyard.

7:Tell me, you whom my soul loves, Where you graze your
flock, Where you rest them at noon; For why should I be as
one who is veiled Beside the flocks of your companions?

8:If you don't know, most beautiful among women, Follow
the tracks of the sheep. Graze your young goats beside the
shepherds' tents.

9:I have compared you, my love, To a steed in Par`oh's
chariots.

10:Your cheeks are beautiful with earrings, Your neck with
strings of jewels. 11:We will make you earrings of gold, With
studs of silver.
12:While the king sat at his table, My perfume spread its
fragrance.

13:My beloved is to me a sachet of myrrh, That lies between
my breasts. 14:My beloved is to me a cluster of henna
blossoms From the vineyards of En Gedi.
15:Behold, you are beautiful, my love. Behold, you are
beautiful. Your eyes are doves.

16:Behold, you are beautiful, my beloved, yes, pleasant;
And our couch is verdant.

17:The beams of our house are cedars. Our rafters are firs.

(2)1:I am a rose of Sharon, A lily of the valleys. 2:As a lily
among thorns, So is my love among the daughters.

3:As the apple tree among the trees of the wood, So is my
beloved among the sons. I sat down under his shadow
with great delight, His fruit was sweet to my taste.

4:He brought me to the banquet hall. His banner over me is
love.
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Çñ:5FY†Gë GHHHHéÄðÍÈ‚ÂàéÄÐ ú×½ÐHÇøF–†±ã éÄðÇ‚Çœ†– íé²ÄçÎéÄŒ×ç ú°ÇìÇàÂä ä±Èá

ÍÍÈà ÏéÄðFÑ:6àÉî GHHHH×ìÇ̄œ úÇçFìàHÉø é½ÄÐéÄåéÄî ×±ðFœÇçF‚HÍÍÅ÷ ÏéÄðÀÐÄä:7Àò¬Ç‚ éÄœ

ÀúÆà í}ÆëF‚ ú×µðFé†øÈÐGÇì GHHHHíDÀöÄ‚Èá ú×½à ×±àF‚ÀéÇà ú×ì̄ÇäÈÓ ä²HÆã

ÎíÄàÈœé»Äò ÿ†øÍFåÎíÄàFœ×ÍòHFø †ø̧ÎúÆàÈäÇàÂä ä±Èá ã°ÇòÆÐÀçÆœ ÏõÍÍÈ– ì×H÷̄:8

×„ é½HÄãÄäÎäÅ’ ä±Ææ à²È‚FîHÇã GHHHHâÅZÎìÇòǢäÈä íé½HÄøFîHÇ÷ õ±Å–ÎìÇòÇäFƒÈá Ïú×ÍÍò

×„:9 äµÆî×ã GHHHHéHÄãÀöÄì é½Äá ×±àFìÉ̄ò øÆôÍÈäÇàÈŠ íé²ÄìÄäÎäÅ’ äµÆæ×ò GHHHHãÅî

Çà øÇ̄çÀúEŒ½Åì †ðÀÐÇîéGÄƒ GHHHHÇçÎïÄîÍÇäÇçÙ ú×½ðÅî õé±ÄöÎïÄîÍÇäÂçHÇø ÏíéÍÍÄŒ

Èò:10 ä°Èð×ã é±HÄãFåÈ̄à øÇî é²Äì†HH°÷ éÄî ÔȨ̀ìÀòHÇøÈé é°ÄúÈéÈô é±ÄúÀì†ÎéÄë ÏÔÍÍÈì

ÎéÍÄŒ:11Ää ä°Å’ÇäF“ å±ÈúÈò ø²ÈáÇä¹Æƒ íÆÐÈç ó±ÇìÈä Ô°Çì Ï×ÍÍìÇä:12Ä’È̃ GHHHHíéÄð

ÄðHÀø †à̄Èá½Èà õHÆø ú°ÅòÇäÈ‡ øé±ÄîÄäé²Äƒ ÇòFå ì×H°÷Çä ø×±œÀÐÄð ò°ÇîF‚HÀøÇàÍÍÅö Ï†ð

Çä:13FœÅà GHHHHäÈðÍÈçFð äÈ̄èÇôé½Æƒ ÈäFåÇäFƒÈô ÿíé°ÄðFñÈî ø±HÇãÈ̄ðFú †ðé²HÅø Çç†HH°÷ éÄîFì éÄë

 ÔȨ̀ìÀòHÇøÈé é°ÄúÈéÈô é±ÄúÀì†ÎéÄë ÏÔÍÍÈì×é:14Èð é®ÄúF‚ÀâÇç éÅ̄åÇä«Æ“ òÇìF‚GÅñ GHHHHøÆú

ÇäHÀãÇYHÅø ä½ÈâHÀøÇäéGÄà GHHHHéÄðÎúÆàHÀøÇî½Çà ÔÄéÀÐÇäéÄî±Äò éÄðÎúÆà×HH÷ Ô²Åì

ÎéÄŒ×HH÷ Ô°ÅìÈò á±HÅø†HÀøÇî Ôé°ÅààÈð ÏäÍÍÆåÍÆà:15ÁçÎ†æGÈì GHHHH†ðÍËÐÈò íé½Äì

ÍËÐÈò íé°ÄìHF÷Çè íé±Ä’FîÇçF‚ íéǞìFŒHÈø íé²ÄîÀë†HÈøé±Åî †ðFñÈî ÏøÍÍHÇã×„:16 é°HÄã

 GHHHHéÄìÇåÂà éǞð ×½ìÈäHÉø ä±ÆòÇ‚×ÒÇÐ ÏíéÍÍÄ’ ãµÇò:17ÆÐÈŠ†Gô GHHHHÇçÇä í×½ŠFå±Èð †ñ

ÇäF̃Èì íé²Äì H́HHHáÉñHF„ÎäÅîFì ¬Õ×ã é}HÄãÀöÄì é«Äá ×à̧Fì°Éò øÆôÈäÇàÈŠ íé±Äì

ÎìÇò°Èä éHÅøÍÍÈá ÏøÆúÎìÇò:1(3)ÀÐÄîÈŒ GHHHHéÄáÇ‚éÅZ ú×½ìÄ‚ÀÐH¹Ç™ éÄœ ú°Åà

ÆÐÈàÂä ä±ÈáÀôÇð é²ÄÐÄ‚ÀÐHÇ™ åé±ÄœFå à°ØFîàÈö ÏåéÍÍÄúÈà:2†HH¬÷ äÈî à}È’

ÇåÂà×ñFá äÈ̄áÈá øé«ÄòÇ‚FÒÈå GHHHHíHéHÄ÷†È̄áHFøÉç ú×½áÂàHÀ÷Çá ä¹ÈÐ ú°ÅàÆÐÈàÂä ä±Èá

ÀôÇð é²ÄÐÄ‚ÀÐHÇ™ åé±ÄœFå à°ØFîàÈö ÏåéÍÍÄúFî:3Èö†Gà GHHHHéÄðÇäÉ̄ÒFî íé½HÄøÇäÉ“Fá íé±Äá

È‚ øé²Äò úÅ̧àÆÐÈàÂä ä°ÈáÀôÇð é±ÄÐHFøéÄà ÏíÍÍÆúÀîÄŒ:4 GHHHHèÇòÆÐÈòHÀøÇ̄á éÄœÅî í½Æä

 ãÇ̄òÍÆÐÈYà½Èö éÄú ú°ÅàÆÐÈàÂä ä±ÈáÀôÇð é²ÄÐÂàÀæÇç GHHHHåéÄœFå àØ̄HÀøÇà½Æ– †’

5:Strengthen me with raisins, Refresh me with apples; For I
am faint with love.

6:His left hand is under my head. His right hand embraces
me. 7:I adjure you, daughters of Yerushalayim, By the roes,
or by the hinds of the field, That you not stir up, nor awaken
love, Until it so desires.

8:The voice of my beloved! Behold, he comes, Leaping on
the mountains, Skipping on the hills.

9:My beloved is like a roe or a young hart. Behold, he
stands behind our wall! He looks in at the windows. He
glances through the lattice.

10:My beloved spoke, and said to me, Rise up, my love, my
beautiful one, and come away.

11:For, behold, the winter is past. The rain is over and gone.
12:The flowers appear on the earth; The time of the singing
has come, And the voice of the turtle-dove is heard in our
land.

13:The fig tree ripens her green figs. The vines are in
blossom; They give forth their fragrance. Arise, my love,
my beautiful one, And come away.
14:My dove in the clefts of the rock, In the hiding places of
the mountainside, Let me see your face. Let me hear your
voice; For your voice is sweet, and your face is lovely.

15:Catch for us the foxes, The little foxes that spoil the
vineyards; For our vineyards are in blossom.

16:My beloved is mine, and I am his. He browses among
the lilies.

17:Until the day is cool, and the shadows flee away, Turn,
my beloved, And be like a roe or a young hart on the
mountains of Bether.

(3)1:By night on my bed, I sought him whom my soul loves.
I sought him, but I didn't find him.

2:I will get up now, and go about the city; In the streets and
in the squares I will seek him whom my soul loves. I sought
him, but I didn't find him.

3:The watchmen who go about the city found me; "Have
you seen him whom my soul loves?

4:I had scarcely passed from them, When I found him whom
my soul loves. I held him, and would not let him go, Until I
had brought him into my mother's house, Into the chamber
of her who conceived me.
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ÎãÇòµÆÐÂäàéÅá GHHHHåéÄúÎìÆà úéÅ̄‚Äà é½ÄYFåÎìÆà±Æç øHÆã×äHÈø ÏéÍÍÄúÀÐÄä:5Àò¬Ç‚ éÄœ

ÀúÆà í}ÆëF‚ ú×µðFé†øÈÐGÇì GHHHHíDÀöÄ‚Èá ú×½à ×±àF‚ÀéÇà ú×ì̄ÇäÈÓ ä²HÆã

ÎíÄàÈœé»Äò ÿ†øÍFåÎíÄàFœ×ÍòHFø †ø̧ÎúÆàÈäÇàÂä ä±Èá ã°ÇòÆÐÀçÆœ ÏõÍÍÈ– éǞî:6

 úà«ÉæÉò GHHHHäÈìÎïÄîÇäHÀãÄY ø½È‚FŒéÍÄúFî ú×±øÈò ï²ÈÐFîHË÷µÆ‰ úHÆø GHHHHø×î

Àì†×á ä½ÈðÄî ì±ÉŒÀáÇà úH°Ç÷×ø ÏìÍÍÅëÄä:7 ä«Å’ÄîÈ‰ GHHHH×úÆÐÀÐÄZØ ä½ÉîÄÐ íé°ÄÒ

ÄƒÉ‚ íé±HÄøÈñ áéǞá …²ÈìÄîÄƒÉ‚ é±HÅøÀÑÄéHÈø ÏìÍÍÅàËŒ:8 GHHHHíÈZÂàË̄ç éÅæ½Æç áHÆø

FîËìFY é±HÅãÀìÄîÈç ä²Èî ÐéµÄàHÀøÇç GHHHH×‚ÎìÇòFéHÅø ×½ëÄî±Ç– ãÇçÇ‚éÅZ Ïú×ÍÍì

Çà:9HÀøÄ– ï×«éµÈò äÈÑ GHHHH×ìÇäǢY ÔÆìFÐØ ä½ÉîÅîÂò é±ÅöÇäFZÈá Ïï×ÍÍðÇò:10†Y GHHHHåéHÈã

È̄ò äÈÑ½Æë óÆñHFøéÄôHÈã ×ú̄Èæ á½ÈäHÀøÆîÈŒ ×±áHÀøÇàÈƒ ï²Èî×œ GHHHH×ëHÈø ó†ȫÇàÂä ä½Èá

ÄîF‚ ú×±ðFé†øÈÐÍÍÈì ÏíDFö:11é»Æà ÿäÈðHÀøÍ†éÆ̧à äÈðF‚ ú×°ðÄö ï×±ŠÇ‚ǢY ÔÆì

FÐØ ä²ÉîÈ‚ÂòÈè ä«HÈøÆÐÄòF‰ÎäHÈø ×µZÄà GHHHH×YF‚ í×é̄ÂçËúÈ’ ×½úÀá† í×±é

ÀîÄÑ ú°ÇçÄì Ï×ÍÍ‚Ää:1(4) Ô¬È’Èé äµÈôÀòHÇøÈé GHHHHéÄúÄä ÔÈ̄’Èé ä½ÈôéÅòÇ̄ð ÔÄé×é íé½Äð

Äî±Ç‚ ãÇòFìÇöÈY Ô²ÅúÀòÇÑ GHHHHÔHÅøFŒÅ̄ò øHÆãÍÈäÄò íé½Ä‡ÆÐÍÈƒFì †±ÐÅî ø°ÇäÀìÄƒ ÏãÍÍÈò

ÄÐ:2GÇ’ GHHHHÔÄéFŒÅ̄ò øHÆãÇäHF™†ö ú×½áÆÐÈò †±ìÎïÄîÈäÀçHÇø ä²ÈöÆÐËŒ GHHHHíÈZ

ÀúÇîéÄà ú×½îFåÇÐËŒ ä±Èì ïé°ÅàÈ‚ ÏíÍÍÆäFŒ:3 è†µçÇäÈÒ GHHHHéÄðÀôÄÑ×ú½Çú ÔÄé

†HÀãÄîÈ‚ Ô±HÅøàÈð ä²ÆåFŒµÆô çÇìÍÈäHÄø GHHHHï×YHÇøHÈ™ Ô½ÅúÄî±Ç‚ ãÇòFìÇöÈY ÏÔÍÍÅú

FŒ:4ÀâÄî ìµHÇ„HÈ„ GHHHHãéÄåÇöàÈ† Ô½HÅøÈ‚ é†±ðFìÀìÇúÄ– ú×²ŠµÆà óÆìÇäÈY GHHHHïÅâÈœ é†ì̄

Èò åé½Èì ì±ÉŒÀìÄÐ é°ÅèÇäÄƒÉ‚ ÏíéÍÍHÄøFÐ:5 é°ÅðÈÐḨÇã ÔÄéÀÐÄŒ é°ÅðÃòÈô íé±HÄø

Fœ×à éÅ̄îFöÄá ä²ÈŠÈä×ø íé±ÄòÇ‚×ÒÇÐ ÏíéÍÍÄ’ ãµÇò:6ÆÐÈŠ†Gô GHHHHÇçÇä í×½ŠFå±Èð †ñ

ÇäF̃Èì íé²ÄìµÅà ÔÆì GHHHHéÄìÎìÆà øÇ̄äÇä ø×½YFåÎìÆàÀáÄƒ ú±ÇòÇäFZ×á ÏäÍÍÈð

ËŒ:7 ÔµÈZÈé GHHHHäÈôÀòHÇøÈé é½Äú† í†±î ïé°Åà ÏÔÍÍÈ‚Äà:8 éµÄœÄîFZÈá GHHHHï×ðÇŒ ä½ÈZÄà é±Äœ

ÄîFZÈá ï×ð̄Èœ×²á éÄàÈœ†Ð̄ ÿéHÄøÅî ÐàH̄ÉøÂàÈî ä«ÈðÅî ÐàµHÉøFÑ GHHHHøéÄð

FåHÀøÆç ï×½îÄîFYÉò ú×ð̄ÂàHÈø ú×½éÍÅîÇäHFø é±HÅøFðÅî ÏíéÍÍHÄøÄì:9ÀáÇ‚±Äœ éÄðÂàÉç éǞú

5:I adjure you, daughters of Yerushalayim, By the roes, or
by the hinds of the field, That you not stir up, nor awaken
love, Until it so desires.

6:Who is this who comes up from the wilderness like pillars
of smoke, Perfumed with myrrh and frankincense, With all
spices of the merchant?

7:Behold, it is Shelomo's carriage! Sixty mighty men are
around it, Of the mighty men of Yisra'el.

8:They all handle the sword, and are expert in war. Every
man has his sword on his thigh, Because of fear in the
night.

9:King Shelomo made himself a carriage Of the wood of
Levanon. 10:He made its pillars of silver, Its bottom of gold,
its seat of purple, Its midst being paved with love, From the
daughters of Yerushalayim.

11:Go forth, you daughters of Tzion, and see king Shelomo,
With the crown with which his mother has crowned him, In
the day of his weddings, In the day of the gladness of his
heart.

(4)1:Behold, you are beautiful, my love. Behold, you are
beautiful. Your eyes are doves behind your veil. Your hair
is as a flock of goats, That descend from mount Gil`ad.

2:Your teeth are like a newly shorn flock, Which have come
up from the washing, Where every one of them has twins.
None is bereaved among them.
3:Your lips are like scarlet thread. Your mouth is lovely. Your
temples are like a piece of a pomegranate behind your veil.

4:Your neck is like David's tower built for an armory,
Whereon there hang a thousand shields, All the shields of
the mighty men.
5:Your two breasts are like two fawns That are twins of a
roe, Which feed among the lilies.

6:Until the day is cool, and the shadows flee away, I will go
to the mountain of myrrh, To the hill of frankincense.

7:You are all beautiful, my love. There is no spot in you.
8:Come with me from Levanon, my bride, With me from
Levanon. Look from the top of Amana, From the top of Senir
and Chermon, From the lions' dens, From the mountains of
the leopards.

9:You have ravished my heart, my sister, my bride. You
have ravished my heart with one of your eyes, With one
chain of your neck.
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Çë ä²ÈZÄìÀáÇ‚GÄœ GHHHHéÄðF‚Çà ãÇçF‚Çà úÇ̄çÅîéÅò½Çð ÔÄéF‚Çà ã°ÇçÂò H÷±ÈðÄîÇ̃F†HÉøÍÍÈð ÏÔÄé

ÎäÇî:10ÈŠ †°ôHÉã±HÇã ÔÄéÂàÉç éǞúÇë ä²ÈZÎäÇîµÉ‰ †áHÉãGHÇã GHHHHÔÄéÄî½ÇŠ ïÄéFåé°HÅø Çç

FÐÈî±Çð ÔÄéÄîÎìEŒF‚ÈÑ ÏíéÍÍÄîȨ́ð:11 úÆôÄœÀô°É‰ äÈðÀôÄÑ×ú±Çú ÔÄéÇŒ ä²ÈZHF„ ÐµÇá

FåÈç GHHHHáÈìÇ̄œ úÇçFì×Ð Ô½ÅðFåé°HÅø ÇçÀìÇÑÉî±Çú ÔÄéFŒé°HÅø ÇçFìÈá Ïï×ÍÍð ÿï°Çƒ:12

Èð ì†±òÂàÉç éǞúÇë ä²ÈZ ì°ÇƒÈð ì†±òÀòÇî ï°ÈéÈç Ïí†ÍÍúFÐ:13ÈìGÇç GHHHHÔÄéHÀøÇ– ñH̄Å„

HÄø×Y íé½Äð í±ÄòF– éH̄ÄøFîÈâ íé²HÄãFŒÈô íé±HÄøÎíÄòFðHÈø ÏíéÍÍHÄã ÿHÀ„HÀøÅ̄ð:14FåHÀøÇë í«ÉŒ

HÈ÷ GHHHHäÆðFåHÄ÷È’ ï×½î í±ÄòÎìEŒÂò éÅ̄öFì×á ä²Èð øÉîH§HHHÇåÂàÈä ú×½ì í±Äò

ÎìEŒàHÈø é°ÅÐFáÈÑ ÏíéÍÍÄîÀòÇî:15 ïÇ̄éÇƒ íé½Ä’F‚ ø±ÅàÇ̄î íÄéÇç íé²ÄŠFåÉðFæ íé±Äì

ÎïÄîFìÈá Ïï×ÍÍð†µò:16 éHÄøÈö GHHHHï×ô†×á̄ éÄàéÅú ï½ÈîÈäé°Äô éÄçÇâ é±Ä’ÄéF‡ †ì̄

FáÈÑ åé²ÈîÈé àµÉá×ã GHHHHéHÄãFìÇâ ×½’FåàÉé ì±ÇëF– é°HÄøFîÈâ ÏåéÍÍHÈãàÈ̄‚:1(5) éÄú

FìÇâ ¾éÄ’ÂàÉç éǞúÇë ¿äÈZÈàéµHÄø éÄú×î GHHHHéHÄøÎíÄòF‚ÈÑ é½ÄîÈàÀìµÇë éÄœÀòÇé GHHHHéHÄø

ÎíÄòÀáHÄ„ é½ÄÐÈÐé°Äú éÄúéÅé é±ÄðÎíÄòÂçÈì é²ÄáÀëÄà †ì̄HÅø íé½ÄòFÐ †°úFåÀëÄÐ †±ø

×„ ÏíéÍÍHÄãÂà:2 é°ÄðFéÅÐ ä±ÈðFåÄì éǞ‚ ø²Åò ÿì×H÷̄×„ éH̄Äã×ã H÷«ÅôÀúÄ–ÎéÄç é®Äì

ÂàÉç éµÄúÀòHÇøÈé GHHHHéÄú×éÈð éǞúÇúÈY é½ÄúÆÐàHÉš GHHHHéÄÐÀîÄðÎàÈì ì½ÈèHHF÷Ëå×˜ é±Çú

HFøé°Äñ éÅñÀéÍÍÈì ÏäÈìÈ–:3ÀèGÇÐ GHHHHéÄœÎúÆàËŒÀðEœ é½ÄœéÅà±Èë äÈëÀìÆàÈ‚²ÆÐ äÈ’

HÈøÀö°Çç éÄœÎúÆàÀâHÇø é±ÇìéÅà°Èë äÈëÂàÇèF’ ÏíÍÍÅô×„:4 é«HÄãÈÐ çµÇìÈé GHHHH×ã

ÎïÄîÇä ø½Éç†Åî é±ÇòÈä †°îÈò ÏåéÍÍÈìÀîH°Ç÷:5 éÍÄœÂà é±ÄðÀôÄìÉ̄œ ÇçFì×ã é²HÄãFåÈé éH̄Çã

ÍÈðFèÎ†ô ø×«îFåÀöÆàF‚Éò GHHHHéÇú ø×î̄Éò ø½Åá ì±ÇòÇŒ ú×°–ÇäÀðÇY Ïì†ÍÍò

È–:6ÀçµÇú éÍÄœÂà GHHHHéÄðFì×ã é½HÄãFå×ã é±HÄãÈç H÷Ç̄îÈò ø²ÈáÀôÇð GHHHHéÄÐÍÈéFö äÈ̄à

FáHÇãF‚ ×½øÄ‚ÀÐHÇ™éGÄœ GHHHH†äFå àØ̄FîàÈöé½Äú †äHF÷àHÈø åé±ÄúFå à°ØÈòÍÍÈð ÏéÄð

Fî:7Èö»Ëà éÄðÇäÉÒFî íéḨÄøÇäÉ“Fá íé°ÄáÈ‚ øé±ÄòÄä†Œ̄ éÄðFôÈö†²ò éÄðÍÈðFÑ †µà

ÎúÆàHFøéHÄã GHHHHéHÄãÍÅîÈò é½ÇìÉÐFî é±HÅøÇäÉç Ïú×ÍÍîÀÐÄä:8Àò°Ç‚ éÄœÀúÆà í±ÆëF‚ ú×ð̄

Fé†øÈÐ²Èì íDÎíÍÄàÀîÄœFö GHHHH†àÎúÆà×„ é½HÄãÎäÇîÇœéǞƒ †ã ×½ìÆÐ×ç ú°Çì

ÇàÂä ä±ÈáÍÍÈà ÏéÄðÎäÇî:9×„ ÔH̄ÅãÄî ã×½„ÇäÈŠ ä±ÈôÇ‚È’ íé²ÄÐÎäÇî×„ ÔH̄Åã

10:How beautiful is your love, my sister, my bride! How
much better is your love than wine! The fragrance of your
perfumes than all manner of spices!
11:Your lips, my bride, drip like the honeycomb. Honey and
milk are under your tongue. The smell of your garments is
like the smell of Levanon.
12:A locked up garden is my sister, my bride; A locked up
spring, A sealed fountain.

13:Your shoots are an orchard of pomegranates, with
precious fruits: Henna with spikenard plants,

14:Spikenard and saffron, Calamus and cinnamon, with
every kind of incense tree; Myrrh and aloes, with all the best
spices,

15:A fountain of gardens, A well of living waters, Flowing
streams from Levanon.

16:Awake, north wind; and come, you south; Blow on my
garden, that its spices may flow out. Let my beloved come
into his garden, And taste his precious fruits.
(5)1:I have come into my garden, my sister, my bride. I have
gathered my myrrh with my spice; I have eaten my
honeycomb with my honey; I have drunk my wine with my
milk. Eat, friends! Drink, yes, drink abundantly, beloved.

2:I was asleep, but my heart was awake. It is the voice of
my beloved who knocks: Open to me, my sister, my love,
my dove, my undefiled; For my head is filled with dew, My
hair with the dampness of the night.

3:I have taken off my robe. Indeed, must I put it on? I have
washed my feet. Indeed, must I soil them?

4:My beloved thrust his hand in through the latch opening.
My heart pounded for him.

5:I rose up to open for my beloved. My hands dripped with
myrrh, My fingers with liquid myrrh, On the handles of the
lock.

6:I opened to my beloved; But my beloved left; gone away.
My heart went out when he spoke. I looked for him, but I
didn't find him. I called him, but he didn't answer.

7:The watchmen who go about the city found me. They beat
me. They bruised me. The keepers of the walls took my
cloak away from me.
8:I adjure you, daughters of Yerushalayim, If you find my
beloved, That you tell him that I am faint with love.

9:How is your beloved better than another beloved, You
fairest among women? How is your beloved better than
another beloved, That you do so adjure us?
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Äî ã×½„ÆÐ±ÈŒ äÈëÀÐÄäÀòÇ‚ÍÍÈœ Ï†ð×„:10 é°HÄã GHHHHçÇöFåÈà í×½ãHÈ„ ì†±âÅîHFøÈá ÏäÍÍÈá

àHÉø:11 ×±ÐǢŒ íÆú æ²È–HHF÷Ëå×˜ GHHHHåéÈúÀìÇœÇœ íé½ÄZFÐÉç ú×±øÈŒ×ò ÏáÍÍHÅø

éÅò:12 åé¹ÈðFŒ×é íé±ÄðÎìÇòÂàéǞô HéHÅ÷²Èî íÄéÍHÉøÂç GHHHHú×öÍÆ‚Èç á½ÈìÉéFÐ ú×±á

ÎìÇòÄî ÏúàÍÍÅZFì:13Èç GHHHHåÈéÇŒÂò†ø úÇ̄âÇä½É‚ íÆÑÀâÄîHF„ ú×±ìHÀøÆîHHÈ÷ íé²Äç

ÀôÄÑ×ú GHHHHåéÈú×ÍÐÇÐ íé½Ä’ÉðFè ú×±ô ø×°îÉò ÏøÍÍÅáÈé:14 GHHHHåéHÈãFƒéÄì éÅ̄ìÈæ á½Èä

FîËîÈZ íé±ÄàÇ‚HÀøÇœ Ðé²ÄÐÅî GHHHHåéÈòǢò úÆÐ ï½ÅÐFîËò±ÆZ úÆôÇñéÄ– ÏíéÍÍHÄø

×Ð:15 GHHHHåHéHÈ÷Çò†Ȳ éHÅã Ð½ÅÐFîËéÈ“ íé±HÄãÎìÇòHÀãÇàÎéÅð æ²ÈôHÀøÇîGÅà GHHHH†ä

ÇŒFZÈá ï×½ðÈ‚ ø†±çÈŒÂàHÈø ÏíéÍÍÄæÄç:16 GHHHH×ŒÀîÍÇîÇú íHéH½Ä™FåËë ×±ZÇîÂçÇî íé²HÄ„ äµÆæ

×ã GHHHHéHÄãFå äǢæHÅø é½ÄòF‚ ú×±ðFé†øÈÐÍÍÈì ÏíDÈàH§HHH:1(6) äÈðÈä ÔÇ̄ì×„ Ô½HÅãÇäÈŠ ä±Èô

Ç‚È’ íé²ÄÐÈàH§HHH äÈðÈ– äÈ̄ð×ã Ô½HÅãÀð†HÀ÷Çá±ÆÐ †’Äò ÏÔÍÍÈY×„:2 GHHHHéHÄãÈé ãH̄ÇøFìÇâ ×½’

ÇìÂòHËø ú×±âÇä²É‚ íÆÑHÀøÄì GHHHHú×òÇ‚Çƒ íé½Ä’FåÀìÄì èÉH±÷×ÍÐÇÐ ÏíéÍÍÄ’Âà:3 éµÄð

Fì×ã GHHHHéHÄãFå×ã éH̄Äã é½ÄìÈäHÉø ä±ÆòÇ‚×ÒÇÐ ÏíéÍÍÄ’Èé:4 ä¬Èô ÀœµÇàÀòHÇøÈé GHHHHéÄú

FŒHÀøÄú ä½ÈöàÈð ä±ÈåéÄŒ†øÈÐ²Èì íDÂàËé ä±ÈYÇŒHÀãÄ’Èƒ Ïú×ÍÍìÈä:5µÅñ éÄ‚éÅòGÇð GHHHHÔÄé

ÄîÀâÆ’ é½HÄ„°ÆÐ í±ÅäHÀøÄäéÄä²Ëá éÄðÀòÇÑ GHHHHÔHÅøFŒÅ̄ò øHÆãÍÈäÄò íé½Ä‡ÆÐÍÈƒFì †±Ð

ÎïÄîÇäÀìÄƒ ÏãÍÍÈòÄÐ:6GÇ’ GHHHHÔÄéFŒÅ̄ò øHÆãÍÈäHFøÅç íé½ÄìÆÐÈò †±ìÎïÄîÈäÀçHÇø ä²Èö

ÆÐËŒ GHHHHíÈZÀúÇîéÄà ú×½îFåÇÐËŒ ä±Èì ïé°ÅàÈ‚ ÏíÍÍÆäFŒ:7µÆô çÇìÈäHÄø GHHHHï×YHÇøHÈ™ Ô½Åú

Äî±Ç‚ ãÇòFìÇöÈY ÏÔÍÍÅúÄÐ:8 íé°ÄÒGÅä GHHHHäÈYFîÈì ú×½ëÀÐ†Éî íé±ÄðéÍÄ–ÀâÇì íé²ÄÐ

ÇåÂòÈì ú×±î ïé°ÅàÀñÄî ÏøÍÍÈ–Çà:9 ú°Çç GHHHHàéÄä×éÈð éǞúÇúÈY é½ÄúÇà ú°Çç GHHHHàéÄä

FìÄà …½ÈYÈ‚ ä°HÈø àé±ÄäFì×ÍéHÀãÇì …²ÈœHÈø†µà ÈäÈá GHHHHú×ðÀéÍÇåÇàFÒ†½ø ÈäFîÈì ú×°ë

†éÍÄôÀâÇì íé±ÄÐÀéÍÇåÇäFì†ÍÍì ÏÈäÎéÄî:10 úà°ÉæÇäÀÐÄ’HÈ÷ ä±ÈôFŒÎ×î²ÈÐ øÇçÈé äÈ̄ô

ÇëFZÈá ä«ÈðÈ‚ GHHHHäHÈøÍÇŒÇç ä½ÈYÂàËé ä±ÈYÇŒHÀãÄ’Èƒ Ïú×ÍÍìÎìÆà:11Äƒ úµÇ’Áà GHHHHæ×â

ÈéHÀã½HÇø éÄœHÀøÄì ú×±àF‚Äà éÅ̄‚Çä²È’ ìÇçHÀøÄì GHHHHú×àÂäÍÈôHFø äÈ̄çÇä½Æƒ ïÆôÅä±Åð †ö

ÈäHÄøÉY ÏíéÍÍÄð àØ̄:12ÈéÀò½HÇã éÄœÀôÇð éǞÐÈÑÀú½Çî éÄðHÀøÇîFŒ ú×±áÇò é°ÄYÈð ÏáéÍÍHÄã

10:My beloved is white and ruddy. The best among ten
thousand.

11:His head is like the purest gold. His hair is bushy, black
as a raven.

12:His eyes are like doves beside the water brooks,
Washed with milk, mounted like jewels.

13:His cheeks are like a bed of spices with towers of
perfumes. His lips are like lilies, dropping liquid myrrh.

14:His hands are like rings of gold set with bareket. His
body is like ivory work overlaid with sapphires.

15:His legs are like pillars of marble set on sockets of fine
gold. His appearance is like Levanon, excellent as the
cedars.
16:His mouth is sweetness; Yes, he is altogether lovely.
This is my beloved, and this is my friend, Daughters of
Yerushalayim.
(6)1:Where has your beloved gone, you fairest among
women? Where has your beloved turned, that we may seek
him with you?
2:My beloved has gone down to his garden, To the beds of
spices, To feed in the gardens, and to gather lilies.

3:I am my beloved's, and my beloved is mine. He browses
among the lilies,

4:You are beautiful, my love, as Tirtzah, Lovely as
Yerushalayim, Awesome as an army with banners.

5:Turn away your eyes from me, For they have overcome
me. Your hair is like a flock of goats, That lie along the side
of Gil`ad.

6:Your teeth are like a flock of ewes, Which have come up
from the washing; Of which every one has twins; None is
bereaved among them.
7:Your temples are like a piece of a pomegranate behind
your veil.

8:There are sixty queens, eighty concubines, And virgins
without number.

9:My dove, my perfect one, is unique. She is her mother's
only daughter. She is the favorite one of her who bore her.
The daughters saw her, and called her blessed, The queens
and the concubines, and they praised her.

10:Who is she who looks forth as the morning, Beautiful as
the moon, Clear as the sun, Awesome as an army with
banners?
11:I went down into the nut tree grove, To see the green
plants of the valley, To see whether the vine budded, And
the pomegranates were in flower.

12:Without realizing it, My desire set me with my royal
people's chariots.
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†µÐ:1(7) éÄá†GÐ GHHHHéÄáÇä†Ò̄Çì úé½ÄY†°Ð éÄá†±Ð éÄáFåÆðÁçÎäÆæ Ô²È‚

ÎäÍÇîÆœÁç GHHHH†æÇ‚†Ò̄Çì úé½ÄYÀîÄŒÉç ú±ÇìÍÇäÇYÂçÍÍÈð ÏíÄéÎäÇî:2ÈŠ †»ôFôÈòÇ̧î ÔÄé

Ç‚F’Èò íé±ÄìÎúÇ‚Èð áé²HÄãÇç†Y HéHÅ̄÷FéHÅø½Çë ÔÄéFŒ ×î̄ÂçÈì íé½ÄàÇîÂò ä±ÅÑFé é°HÅã

Eà ÏïÍÍÈYEÐ:3HFø GHHHHÔHÅøÇà ïÇ̄ƒÇä½Ç“ øÇäÎìÇàÀçÆé ø±ÇñÇä²ÈY âÆæÀèÄ‚ GHHHHÔÅðÂòHÅø úÇ̄î

Äç íé½Ä‰†ñ ä±ÈâÇ‚×ÒÇÐ ÏíéÍÍÄ’FÐ:4 é°ÅðÈÐḨÇã ÔÄéÀÐÄŒ é°ÅðÃòÈô íé±HÄøÈœÃà é°Åî

FöÄá ÏäÍÍÈŠÇö:5àÈ† Ô±HÅøFŒÀâÄî ìH̄Ç„Çä ï²ÅÒéÅòCÇð ÔÄéF‚HÅø ú×ë̄F‚ÀÐÆç ï×«‚

ÎìÇòGÇÐ GHHHHøÇòÎúÇ‚HÇø íé½Ä‚Çà GHHHHÔÅ–FŒÀâÄî ìH̄Ç„ÇäFZÈá ï×½ð×ö ä±ÆôF– é°Åð

HÇãÍÍÈY HÏHH÷ÆÑàHÉø:6 ÔµÅÐÈòGÇì GHHHHÔÄéÇŒHÀøÇŒ ì½ÆîFåHÇã ú°ÇZàHÉø Ô±ÅÐÈŒHÀøÇàÈƒ ï²Èî±Æî ÔÆì

Èà ø†°ñÍÈ‚HFøÈä ÏíéÍÍÄèÎäÇî:7ÈŠ GHHHHúéÄô†ÎäÇîÈ’ ÀœÀî½ÇòÇàÂä ä±ÈáÇ‚ÍÇœÂò†ð ÏíéÍÍÄâ

 úàµÉæ:8×HHÍ÷Èî GHHHHÔÅúÍHÈ„Fî äÈ̄úFìÈú ø½ÈîFåÈÐ±HÇã ÔÄéFìÀÐÇàÉŒ Ïú×ÍÍìÈà:9HÀøGÇî GHHHHéÄœ

ÆàÁò äǢìFáÈú ø½ÈîÍÉàÂç ä±ÈæF‚ÀðÇñÄñ åé²È’FåÀäÍÄéÎ†é àµÈðÈÐGHÇã GHHHHÔÄéFŒÀÐÆàFŒ ú×ì̄

Çä½Æƒ ïÆôFåé°HÅø ÇçÇà Ô±Å–ÇŒÇœ†– ÏíéÍÍÄçFå:10Äç Ô¹ÅŒFŒ ïé°ÅéÇä á×‰̧×ä Ô°Åì

Fì×ã é±HÄãFìéÅîÈÐ íé²HÄø×„ á±ÅáÀôÄÑ é°ÅúFéÅÐ ÏíéÍÍÄðÂà:11 éǞðFì×ã é½HÄãFåÈò é±Çì

Fœ†ÐHÈ÷ Ï×ÍÍúFì:12 äµÈë×ã GHHHHéHÄãÅð àÅ̄öÇäÈÓ ä½HÆãÈðé±Äì äÈðÇ‚FŒÈô ÏíéÍÍHÄø

ÀÐÇð:13éGÄŒ GHHHHäÈîÇìFŒHÈø íé½ÄîHÀøÄð ä®ÆàÎíÄàÍÈ–HFø äµÈçÇäGÆƒ GHHHHïÆôÄ– çÇ̄œÇäF“Èî ø½HÇã

Åä±Åð †öÈäHÄø×Y íé²Äð íȨ̀ÐÆà ï°ÅœÎúÆàHÉ„ é±HÇã ÏÔÍÍÈìÍÇä:14†„HÈã íéǞà

ÍÈðFúÎ†ðé«HÅø ÇçFåÎìÇòF–ÈúéGÅç GHHHH†ðÎìEŒFîÈâ íé½HÄãÂçHÈã íé±ÄÐÎíÇƒFéÈÐ íé²Äð

×„ é±HÄãÈöÀð°Çô éÄœ ÏÔÍÍÈì éµÄî:1(8)ÄéÀðÆœ GHHHHÕFŒ çÈ̄à é½Äì×é H÷±ÅðFÐ éH̄ÅãÄà é²ÄY

ÀîÍÆàÈöÂà µÕÇá GHHHHõ†çÆàÈ̄ÒHF÷ ½Õ í±ÇƒÎàØÈé°Ëá †æ ÏéÍÍÄìÀðÆà:2ÍÈäFâ «ÕÂàéÍÄáÂà Õ̧

ÎìÆà úé°Å‚Äà é±ÄYFœÇìFY²HÅã éÄðÀÐÇàHF÷ GHHHHÕÄîÇ̄Š ïÄéÈä½HÆø çHÇ÷ÅîÂò ñé±ÄñHÄøÉY ÏéÍÍÄð

FÑ:3àÉî GHHHH×ìÇ̄œ úÇçàHÉø é½ÄÐéÍÄåéÄî ×±ðFœÇçF‚HÍÍÅ÷ ÏéÄðÀÐÄä:4Àò°Ç‚ éÄœÀúÆà í±Æë

F‚ ú×ð̄Fé†øÈÐ²Èì íDÎäÇîÈœé»Äò ÿ†øÍ†ÎäÇîFœÍÉòHFø †ø̧ÎúÆàÈäÇàÂä ä±Èá ã°Çò

ÆÐÀçÆœ ÏõÍÍÈ– éǞî:5 úà«ÉæÉò GHHHHäÈìÎïÄîÇäHÀãÄY ø½È‚ÀúÄîHÇø±Æ– úHÆ÷ÎìÇò×„ …²HÈã

(7)1:Return, return, Shulammite! Return, return, that we
may gaze at you. Why do you desire to gaze at the
Shulammite, As at the dance of Machanayim?
2:How beautiful are your feet in sandals, prince's daughter!
Your rounded thighs are like jewels, The work of the hands
of a skillful workman.

3:Your body is like a round goblet, No mingled wine is
wanting. Your waist is like a heap of wheat, Set about with
lilies.
4:Your two breasts are like two fawns, That are twins of a
roe.

5:Your neck is like an ivory tower. Your eyes are like the
pools in Cheshbon by the gate of Bath-rabbim; Your nose is
like the tower of Levanon which looks toward Dammesek.

6:Your head on you is like Karmel, The hair of your head like
purple; The king is held captive in its tresses.

7:How beautiful and how pleasant are you, Love, for
delights!

8:This, your stature, is like a palm tree, Your breasts like its
fruit. 9:I said, "I will climb up into the palm-tree. I will take
hold of its fruit." Let your breasts be like clusters of the
vine, The smell of your breath like apples,

10:Your mouth like the best wine, That goes down smoothly
for my beloved, Gliding through the lips of those who are
asleep.
11:I am my beloved's. His desire is toward me.

12:Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field. Let us
lodge in the villages.

13:Let's go early up to the vineyards. Let's see whether the
vine has budded, Its blossom is open, And the
pomegranates are in flower. There I will give you my love.
14:The mandrakes give forth fragrance. At our doors are all
kinds of precious fruits, new and old, Which I have stored up
for you, my beloved.

(8)1:Oh that you were like my brother, Who sucked the
breasts of my mother! If I found you outside, I would kiss
you; Yes, and no one would despise me.
2:I would lead you, bringing you into my mother's house,
Who would instruct me. I would have you drink spiced
wine, Of the juice of my pomegranate.

3:His left hand would be under my head. His right hand
would embrace me. 4:I adjure you, daughters of
Yerushalayim, That you not stir up, nor awaken love, Until it
so desires.

5:Who is this who comes up from the wilderness, Leaning
on her beloved? Under the apple tree I aroused you. There
your mother conceived you. There she was in labor and
bore you.
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µÇœ úÇçÇäÇœ†G– GHHHHÇç×ÍòHÀøHÇøé½Äœ ÕÈÐH§HHH äÈYÄçF‚ÀúÇ̄ì ÕÄà½ÆY Õ±ÈÐ äÈYÄçF‚ ä°Èì

FéÈìÀúÍÍHÇã ÏÕéÄÑ:6¬Åî éÄðÍÇë×ç í}ÈúÎìÇòÄì«Æ‚ ÕÍÇŒ×ç GHHHHíÈúÎìÇòFæ×ø½Æò Õ

ÎéÍÄŒÇò äµÈ‡ÇëGÈY GHHHHúÆåÇàÂä ä½ÈáHÈ÷ ä°ÈÐÀÐÄë ì×±àÀðHÄ÷ ä²ÈàHFøÈÐé¹Æô ÈäÀÐHÄø é¹Å–

 Ð±ÅàÀìÇÐ°ÆäÀúÆá ÏäÍÍÈéÇ̄î:7 íÄéHÇø íé«Ä‚ àµØ†ÍéFë GHHHH†ìFìÇë ú×‚̄

ÎúÆàÍÈäÇàÂä ä½ÈáÀð†Èä ú×±ø àØ̄ÀÐÄéFè†²ô ÈäÎíÄàÄé ï¬Åœ Ðé}Äà

ÎúÆàÎìEŒ ï×µäéÅ‚ GHHHH×úÈ‚ÇàÂä ä½Èá æ×±‚Èé†°á †æ Ï×ÍÍìÈà:8 ú×°çGÈì GHHHH†ð

HF÷Çè ä½È’FåÈÐ±HÇã íÄé ïéÅ̄à …²ÈìÎäÍÇîÇ’Âò GHHHHäÆÑÇìÂàÉç½Åú †ðÇ‚ í×±Š

ÆÐFŠHËãÎøÇ‚ Ï…ÍÍÈ‚ÎíÄà:9×ç äÈ̄î àé½ÄäÀáÄð ä°ÆðÈòé±Æì ÈäéǞè úHÇø²ÈŒ óÆñ

FåÎíÄàH̄Æ„ úÆì àé½ÄäÈð ø†°öÈòé±Æì Èä†°ì ÇçÍÍÈà ÏæHÆøÂà:10 éǞð×ç ä½ÈîFåÈÐ é±HÇã

ÇŒÀâÄYHÈ„ ú×²ì æȨ̀àÈäé°Äé éÄúFáéÅò åé±ÈðFŒ×îFö ú°ÅàÈÐ Ïí×ÍÍìǢŒ:11 íHÆøÈä äµÈé

ÀÐÄìØ GHHHHäÉîF‚Ç̄á ìÇòÈä ï×½îÈð ï°ÇúÎúÆàÇä±ÆŒ íHÆøÇìÉ’Fè íé²HÄø ÐéÄ̧àÈé à°Äá

F‚HÀøÄô ×±é°Æà óÆìÍÍÈŒ ÏóÆñHÀøÇŒ:12 é°ÄîÆÐ é±ÄZFìÈô é²ÈðÈäµÆà óÆìFì GHHHHÕFÐØ ä½Éî

†àÈî±Çú íÄéFìÉðFè íé°HÄøÎúÆàHÀøÄ– Ï×ÍÍéÇä:13×ŠǢÐ úÆáÇ‚Çƒ íé«Ä’ÂçÅá íéḨÄø

HÀ÷ÇîéÄÐ íé°ÄáFì×HH÷ Ô±ÅìÀÐÇäéÄîÍÍÄò ÏéÄðF‚:14 ÿçH̄Çø×„ é«HÄãHÀãÍ†ÎäÅîFì µÕÀöÄì GHHHHéÄá

 ×àH§HHHFìÉ̄ò øÆôÍÈäÇàÈŠ íé½Äì ì±ÇòÈä é°HÅøFáÈÑ

6:Set me as a seal on your heart, As a seal on your arm;
For love is strong as death. Jealousy is as cruel as She'ol;
Its flashes are flashes of fire, A very flame of HaSHEM.

7:Many waters can't quench love, Neither can floods drown
it. If a man would give all the wealth of his house for love,
He would be utterly scorned.

8:We have a little sister. She has no breasts. What shall
we do for our sister In the day when she is to be spoken
for?

9:If she is a wall, We will build on her a turret of silver. If
she is a door, We will enclose her with boards of cedar.

10:I am a wall, and my breasts like towers, Then I was in his
eyes like one who found shalom.

11:Shelomo had a vineyard at Baal-hamon. He leased out
the vineyard to keepers. Each was to bring a thousand
shekels of silver for its fruit.

12:My own vineyard is before me. The thousand are for you,
Shelomo; Two hundred for those who tend its fruit.

13:You who dwell in the gardens, with friends in attendance,
Let me hear your voice!

14:Come away, my beloved! Be like a gazelle or a young
stag on the mountains of spices!
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