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1Behold,  thou  art  fair,  my  love;  behold,
thou art fair; thou hast doves' eyes within
thy locks: thy hair is as a flock of goats,
that appear from mount Gilead.2Thy teeth
are  like  a  flock  of  sheep  that  are  even
shorn, which came up from the washing;
whereof every one bear twins, and none is
barren  among  them.3Thy  lips  are  like  a
thread  of  scarlet,  and  thy  speech  is
comely: thy temples are like a piece of a
pomegranate within thy locks.4Thy neck is
like  the  tower  of  David  builded  for  an
armoury, whereon there hang a thousand
bucklers,  all  shields  of  mighty  men.5Thy
two breasts are like two young roes that
are  twins ,  which  feed  among  the
lilies.6Until  the  day  break,  and  the
shadows flee away, I  will  get me to the
mountain  of  myrrh,  and  to  the  hill  of
frankincense.7Thou  art  all  fair,  my  love;
there is  no spot  in  thee.8Come with  me
from Lebanon, my spouse, with me from
Lebanon: look from the top of Amana, from
the top of Shenir and Hermon, from the
lions'  dens,  from  the  mountains  of  the
leopards.9Thou hast ravished my heart, my
sister, my spouse; thou hast ravished my
heart  with  one  of  thine  eyes,  with  one
chain of thy neck.10How fair is thy love, my
sister, my spouse! how much better is thy
love  than  wine!  and  the  smell  of  thine
ointments than all spices!11Thy lips, O my
spouse, drop as the honeycomb: honey and
milk are under thy tongue; and the smell
of  thy  garments  is  like  the  smell  of
Lebanon.12A garden inclosed is my sister,
my spouse; a spring shut up, a fountain
sealed.13Thy  plants  are  an  orchard  of
pomegranates,  with  pleasant  fruits;

1هـَا أنَـْتِ جَمِيلـَةٌ يـَا حَـبيِبتَيِ، هـَا أنَـْتِ جَمِيلـَةٌ. عيَنْـَاكِ

حَمَامَتاَنِ مِنْ تحَْتِ نقََابكِِ. شَعرُْكِ كقََطيِعِ مِعزٍْ رَابضٍِ
علَىَ جَبلَِ جِلعْاَدَ.2أسَْناَنكُِ كقََطيِعِ الجَْزَائزِِ الصادرَِةِ مِنَ
ــن ــسَ فيِهِ ْ ــمٌ، ولَيَ ِ ــدةٍَ مُتئْ ــل واَحِ ُ ــواَتيِ ك  ــلِ الل الغْسَْ
عقَِيمٌ.3شَفَتاَكِ كسَِلكْةٍَ مِنَ القِْرْمِزِ. وفَمَُكِ حُلوٌْ. خَدكِ
انـَـةٍ تحَْــتَ نقََابكِِ.4عنُقُُــكِ كـَـبرُْجِ داَودَُ المَْبنْـِـيكفَِلقَْــةِ رُم
ــرَاسُ ْ ــا أتَ هَ ــهِ، كلُ ْ ــقَ علَيَ  ــن علُ ــفُ مِجَ ْ ــلحَِةِ. ألَ للأِسَْ
الجَْباَبرَِةِ.5ثدَيْاَكِ كخَِشْفَتيَْ ظبَيْةٍَ، توَأْمََينِْ يرَْعيَاَنِ بيَنَْ
هاَرُ وتَنَهْزَمَِ الظلالَُ، أذَهْبَُ وسَْنِ.6إلِىَ أنَْ يفَِيحَ الن الس
كِ جَمِيلٌ ياَ حَبيِبتَيِ باَنِ.7كلُ إلِىَ جَبلَِ المُْر وإَلِىَ تلَ الل
ليَسَْ فيِكِ عيَبْةٌَ.8هلَمُي مَعيِ مِنْ لبُنْاَنَ، ياَ عرَُوسُ مَعيِ
مِنْ لبُنْاَنَ. انظْرُيِ مِنْ رَأسِْ أمََانةََ، مِنْ رَأسِْ شَنيِرَ
مُورِ.9قـَدْ وحََرْمُـونَ، مِـنْ خُـدوُرِ الأسُُـودِ، مِـنْ جِبـَالِ الن
سَبيَتِْ قلَبْيِ ياَ أخُْتيِ العْرَُوسُ. قدَْ سَبيَتِْ قلَبْيِ بإِحِْدىَ
كِ ياَ عيَنْيَكِْ، بقَِلادَةٍَ واَحِدةٍَ مِنْ عنُقُِكِ.10مَا أحَْسَنَ حُب
تكُِ أطَيْبَُ مِنَ الخَْمْرِ، وكَمَْ أخُْتيِ العْرَُوسُ. كمَْ مَحَب
رَائحَِــةُ أدَهْاَنـِـكِ أطَيْـَـبُ مِــنْ كـُـل الأطَيْاَبِ.11شَفَتـَـاكِ يـَـا
عـَرُوسُ تقَْطـُرَانِ شَهـْداً. تحَْـتَ لسَِانـِكِ عسََـلٌ ولَبَـَنٌ،
ةٌ مُغلْقََةٌ، ورََائحَِةُ ثيِاَبكِِ كرََائحَِةِ لبُنْاَنَ.12أخُْتيِ العْرَُوسُ جَن
عيَنٌْ مُقْفَلةٌَ، ينَبْوُعٌ مَخْتوُمٌ.13أغَرَْاسُكِ فرِْدوَسُْ رُمانٍ مَعَ
أثَمَْارٍ نفَِيسَةٍ فاَغِيةٍَ ونَاَردِيِنٍ.14ناَردِيِنٍ وكَرُْكمٍُ. قصََبِ
ُوعَوُدٌ مَعَ كل باَنِ. مُر الذريِرَةِ وقَرِْفةٍَ، مَعَ كلُ عوُدِ الل
ةٍ، وسَُيوُلٌ مِنْ اتٍ، بئِرُْ مِياَهٍ حَي أنَفَْسِ الأطَيْاَبِ.15ينَبْوُعُ جَن
ــحَ ـَـا ريِ ــاليَْ ي ــالِ وتَعََ مَ ــحَ الش ـَـا ريِ ــتيَقِْظيِ ي لبُنْاَنَ.16اسِْ
تيِ فتَقَْطرَُ أطَيْاَبهُاَ. ليِأَتِْ حَبيِبيِ ي علَىَ جَن الجَْنوُبِ. هبَ

فِيسَ. تهِِ ويَأَكْلُْ ثمََرَهُ الن إلِىَ جَن
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camphire, with spikenard,14Spikenard and
saffron;  calamus and cinnamon,  with  all
trees  of  frankincense;  myrrh  and  aloes,
with  all  the  chief  spices:15A  fountain  of
gardens,  a  well  of  living  waters,  and
streams  from  Lebanon.16Awake,  O  north
wind; and come, thou south; blow upon my
garden, that the spices thereof may flow
out. Let my beloved come into his garden,
and eat his pleasant fruits.


