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Translation from “The Song of Songs,"” Ariel Bloch and Chana Bloch
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Chapter1
1 The Song of Songs which is Solomon’s
2 Kiss me, make me drunk with your kisses!
Your sweet loving is better than wine.
3 You are fragrant, you are myrrh and aloes.
All the young women want you.
4 Take me by the hand, let us run together!
My lover, my king, has brought me into his chambers.
We will laugh, you and |, and count each kiss,
better than wine Every one of them wants you.
5 | am dark, daughters of Jerusalem, and | am beautiful!
Dark, as the tents of Kedar,
lavish as Solomon’s tapestries.
6 Do not see me only as dark: the sun has stared at me
My brothers were angry with me,
they made me guard the vineyards.
| have not guarded my own.
7 Tell me, my only love,
where do you pasture your sheep,
where will you let them rest in the heat of noon?
Why should | lose my way
among the flocks of your companions?
8 Loveliest of women, if you lose your way,
follow in the tracks of the sheep,
graze your goats in the shade of the shepherds’ tents.
9 My love, | dreamed of you as a mare,
my very own, among Pharaoh’s chariots.
10 Your cheekbones, those looped earrings,
that string of beads at your throat!
i I will make you golden earrings with silver filigree.
12 My king lay down beside me
and my fragrance wakened the night.
13 All night between my breasts
my love is a cluster of myrrh,
14 a sheaf of henna blossoms in the vineyards of Ein Gedi.
15 And you, my beloved,
how beautiful you are! Your eyes are doves.
16 You are beautiful, my king, and gentle.
Wherever we lie our bed is green.
17 Our roofbeams are cedar, our rafters fir.
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Chapter 2
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| am the rose of Sharon, the wild lily of the valleys.

Like a lily in a field of thistles,

such is my love among the young women.
And my beloved among the young men

is a branching apricot tree in the wood.

In that shade | have often lingered,

tasting the fruit.

Now he has brought me to the house of wine
and his flag over me is love.

Let me lie among vine blossoms,

in a bed of apricots! | am in the fever of love.
His left hand beneath my head,

his right arm holding me close.

Daughters of Jerusalem, swear to me by the
gazelles, by the deer in the field,

that you will never awaken love until it is ripe.
The voice of my love: listen!

bounding over the mountains toward me,
across the hills.

My love is a gazelle, a wild stag.

There he stands on the other side of our wall,
gazing between the stones.

And he calls to me:

Hurry, my love, my friend, and come away!
Look, winter is over, the rains are done,
wildflowers spring up in the fields.

Now is the time of the nightingale.

In every meadow

you hear the song of the turtledove.

The fig tree has sweetened its new green fruit
and the young budded vines smell spicy.
Hurry, my love, my friend come away.

My dove, in the clefts of the rock,

in the shadow of the cliff,

let me see you, all of you!

Let me hear your voice,

your delicious song.

| love to look at you.

Catch us the foxes, the quick little foxes

that raid our vineyards now,

when the vines are in blossom.

My beloved is mine and | am his.

He feasts in a field of lilies.

Before the day breathes,

before the shadows of night are gone,

run away, my love!

Be like a gazelle, a wild stag

on the jagged mountains.
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Chapter 5
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How is your lover different from any other,
O beautiful woman?

Who is your lover that we must swear to you?
My beloved is milk and wine,

he towers above ten thousand.

His head is burnished gold,

the mane of his hair black as the raven.
His eyes like doves

by the rivers of milk and plenty.

His cheeks a bed of spices,

a treasure of precious scents,

his lips red lilies wet with myrrh.

Chapter 6

10

Threescore are the queens,

fourscore the king’s women,

and maidens, maidens without number.

One alone is my dove,

my perfect, my only one,

love of her mother, light of her mother’s eyes.
Every maiden calls her happy,

queens praise her, and all the king’s women:
“Who is that rising like the morning star,
clear as the moon, bright as the blazing sun,
daunting as the stars in their courses!”

i1 PAb

D2 19 T 1T v
MINYAVE 72W T 7

;12291 517 DiTR fY 7iT L

19 ON3 WK X
271y ninw 0'%R%n nivip

DM R RKOY D iy =3
:NXPR-%y niawh 2%02 hivm

D07 NPT AT Ny »

112V in niowl oY 1nind

19D

DA 8 DNneA NisYn en 0wy n
801 TR NinZy

"m0 naiv ke nox v

T2 17 KT T2 AHKY KT oK

AW Nl M

{97 DMWY D nian
IWYTinD ABRWIT NRTM ’

:niP3TaD MER AN 12 N33Ya NDY



Chapter 8
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Who is that rising from the desert,

her head on her lover’s shoulder!
There, beneath the apricot tree,

Your Mother conceived You,

there you were born In that very place,
| awakened you.

Bind me as a seal upon Your heart,

a sign upon your arm,

for love is as fierce as death,

its jealousy bitter as the grave.

Even its sparks are a raging fire, a devouring flame.

Great seas cannot extinguish love,
no river can sweep it away.

If a man tried to buy love

with all the wealth of his house,

he would be despised.

King Solomon had a vineyard

on the Hill of Plenty.

He gave that vineyard to watchmen
and each would earn for its fruit

one thousand pieces of silver.

My vineyard is all my own.

Keep your thousand, Solomon!

And pay two hundred to those

who must guard the fruit.

O woman in the garden,

all our friends listen for your voice.
Let me hear it now.

Hurry, my love! Run away, my gazelle,
my wild stag on the hills of cinnamon.
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