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The Song of all Songs
Written by Shlomoh

Let Him kiss me with the kisses of His mouth
For Your intimacies are better than wine.
Your oils are the best fragrance,

and oils perfume Your Name;

Therefore the maidens love You.

“Attract me!”

“We will run after you”.

“The King brought me into His rooms!”
“We will rejoice ecstatically in you,
celebrate your intimacy above wine”.
“They love You deservedly.”

| am blackened but pleasing,
daughters of Jerusalem,

like the tents of Kedar,

like the tapestries of Shlomoh.
Don’t look at my blackness,

at how the sun has tanned me!

My mother’s sons

treated me with burning contempt,
they made me a vineyard guard;
My own vineyard.| have not tended.

“Tell me, the One my soul loves,

where do You graze,

where do You relax at noon?

Why should | be like a vulture

among Your friends’ flocks?”

“If you can’t understand on your own,

most beautiful of women,

you must follow in the footsteps of the flocks,
and herd your goats

near the tents of the herders.”

“To a mare of Pharaoh’s chariots

| compare you, my companion.
Your cheeks are adorned by rows of jewels,
your neck with necklaces.

We will make you rows of gold,
with points of silver.”

While the king reclined,

my nard sent forth its fragrance.

“My Love is a bundle of myrrh to me —
He will lie between my breasts!

My Love is a cluster of henna to me,
in the vineyards of Goatspring!”.

“Behold, you are beautiful, my companion,
Behold, you are beautiful,

your eyes are devastating.”

“Behold, You are beautiful, my Intimate,

also pleasant,

and our bedding is fresh.

The beams of our house are cedars,

our rafters are cypress.”
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“l am the rose of the Sharon plain,

the lily of the valleys”

“Like a lily among brambles,

so is my companion among the lasses”.
“Like an apple among the forest trees,

so is my Intimate among the lads.

| have yearned to sit in His shade,

with His fruit sweet on my palate.

May He bring me to the celebration house,
with His banner of love above me!”
(Support me with tree trunks,

let me lie against the apple trees!

For | am sick with love.)

“His left hand under my head,

with His right hand hugging me.”

“l demand your oath, lasses of Jerusalem,
by the deer or the rams of the field,

not to awaken or arouse the love

until she desires.”

The voice of my Intimate — behold it comes,

skipping over the hills, bounding over the valleys.

My Intimate is like a deer, or like a young ram.
There it stands behind our wall,

overlooking the windows,

shining through the crevices.

My Intimate prompted me:

“Arise, my companion, and go!

For behold the winter has passed,

the rain has shifted and departed.

The buds are visible in the land; the time of
singing has come;

and the voice of the dove is heard in our land.

The fig has put forth its early fruit,
and the ripening grapes are redolent.
Arise, my companion, my beauty, and go!”

“My dove in the clefts of the rock,
in the lee of the stairs,

show me your appearance,
project your voice to me!

For your voice is precious,

and your appearance pleasing.”

Grab foxes for us,

the little foxes that damage vineyards,

for our vineyard is ripening.

My Intimate for me, and | for my Intimate,

Who grazes among the lilies.

“Until the day blows away, until the shadows flee
- wander, my Intimate, be like the deer

or the young hart

on the hills of Beter.”
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While lying down at night,

| have sought the One my soul loves;

| have sought Him, but | have not found Him.
Let me arise and wander the city;

in the squares and streets

| will seek Him Whom my soul loves;

| have sought Him, but | have not found Him.
The watchmen wandering the city found me:

“The One Whom my soul loves, have you seen Him?”

| had almost passed them by

when | found the One Whom my soul loves.

| grabbed Him! | will not loose Him,

not until | bring Him to my mother’s house,

to the room of my conception.

“l demand your oath, lasses of Jerusalem,
by the deer or the rams of the field,

not to awaken or arouse the love

until she desires.”

“Who is this

ascending from the wilderness

like columns of smoke,

perfumed with myrrh and frankincense,
with all the merchant’s powders?”
Here is the bed of Shlomoh,

with sixty warriors surrounding it,

of the warriors of Israel.

All grasp swords and are trained in war;
each has his sword on his thigh,
fearing the terrors of the night.

Shlomoh made himself a palanquin
from the trees of Lebanon.

He made its pillars of silver,

its back of gold,

its seat of royal purple.

Inside it was inlaid with love

from the lasses of Jerusalem.

“Go out, lasses of Zion,

and see King Shlomoh,

wearing the crown his mother crowned him with
on his wedding day,

on the day his heart rejoiced!”
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“Behold, you are beautiful, my companion,
behold you are beautiful,

your eyes are devastating

behind your veil.

Your hair is like a flock of goats
cascading from Mount Gilead”.

Your teeth are like a flock of shorn ewes
just emerged from the wash,

all bearing twins, with none childless.
Your lips are like a crimson thread,

and your throat is attractive,

your cheeks are like a pomegranate rind
behind your veil.

Your neck is like the Tower of David,
built with turrets, a

thousand shields hanging from it,

all the conquests of the warriors.

Your two breasts are like two fawns,
twins of a doe,

that graze among the lilies”.

“Before the day blows away,

and the shadows flee,

| will take myself to the Mount of Myrrh,
and the hills of levonah”

“All of You is beautiful, my companion,
and there is no flaw in you”.

“With me from Lebanon, my bride,

you will come with me from Lebanon.

You will gaze from the height of loyalty,

from the heights of Snir and Chermon,

from the lairs of lions,

from the hills of leopards.

You have taken my heart, my sister my bride,
you have taken my heart with one of your eyes,
with one necklace from your neck.”

How beautiful your intimacies are,

my sister my bride;

how much better than wine your intimacies,

and the fragrance of your oils than any perfumes.

Your lips drip nafth, bride,

honey and milk lie under your tongue,
and the fragrance of your clothes

is like the fragrance of Lebanon.”

“A locked garden is my sister my bride,

a locked mound, a sealed spring.

Your branches are an orchard of pomegranates,
with sweet fruits for dessert,

also henna and nard.

Nard, karkom, kaneh, and cinnamon,

with twigs of levonah. myrrh and ahalot,
with all the best perfumes.

A spring feeding many gardens,

an effervescent fountain,

flowing down from Lebanon.”

“Awake, O North wind, and come to Yemen!
Blow, and the perfumes of my garden will flow!
Let my Intimate come to His garden,

and let Him eat its sweet fruits.”
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“l have come to my garden,

my sister my bride!

| have gathered my perfumed myrrh,
eaten my honey forest,

drunk my wine and milk;

the kind that lovers eat,

that intimates drink and get drunk on. “

| was asleep, with my heart aroused;

the sound of my Intimate pounding:

“Open for me, my sister my companion
my dove my perfect,

for my head is full of dew,

my locks with night rains.”

“I've taken off my robe: should | put it back on?
I've washed my feet: should | dirty them again?”
My Intimate let go of the keyhole,

but my insides churned for him.

| arose to open for my Intimate,

my hands dripping myrrh,

my fingers with flowing myrrh,

on the palmplate of the lock.

| opened for my Intimate!

But my Intimate was vanished and gone.
My life to hear Him speak!

| sought Him but could not find Him,

| called Him but He did not reply.

The watchmen wandering the city found me;
they struck me and wounded me;

They removed my veil from me,

the guardians of the walls.

“I demand your oath, daughters of Jerusalem:
If you find my Intimate,

you must tell Him that | am sick with love!”
“How perfect your intimacy is,

most perfect of women;

how perfect beyond words your intimacy,
that you have imposed this oath upon us.”
My Intimate is bright and flushed,

a banner for myriads.

His head is purest gold,

his locks are piled on each other,

black as the raven.

His eyes are like doves on streams of water,
rinsing in milk,

perched on stones.

His cheeks are like spice-furrows,

with towers of perfume;

his lips like lilies,

wafting flowing myrrh.

His arms are turned of gold,

set in beryl;

his abdomen smooth ivory

studded with sapphires.

His thighs are marble pillars,

founded on pedestals of purest gold;

his appearance like Lebanon,

select as cedars.

His palate is all sweetness,

and all of him arouses desire;

this is my Intimate and this is my Companion,
daughters of Jerusalem.
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Where has your Intimate gone,

most beautiful of women?

Toward where has your Intimate set His course,
that we may seek Him with you?

My Intimate has descended to His garden,

to the spice-furrows,

to pasture in the gardens

and graze among the lilies.

| for my Intimate, and my Intimate for me,

Who grazes among the lilies.

You are beautiful, my companion,

as All-women’s-desire,

attractive as Jerusalem,

awesome as a bannered army.

Turn your eyes away from me,

for they have overpromised me;

your hair is like a flock of goats
cascading from Mt. Gilead.

Your teeth are like a flock of shorn ewes
just emerged from the wash,

all bearing twins, with none miscarrying.
Your cheeks are like a pomegranate rind
behind your veil.

Sixty of my women are queens,

and eighty concubines,

and maidens beyond number.

But my dove, my perfect one, is unique —
unique to her mother,

brilliant to her birthmother;

Daughters praise her when they see her, and
queens and concubines exalt her!

Who is this who looks out like the morning star,
beautiful as the moon,

brilliant as the sun,

awesome as a bannered army?

| descended to a chestnut garden,
to see the buds of the wadis,

to see if the grape had flowered,

if the pomegranates had fruited.

| could not know

that my soul had placed me

in the chariot of my nation’s Ruler.
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Return, O return, woman of Completion;
return, O return, and we will feast our eyes on you.
What, will you feast your eyes

on the woman of Completion

as if she were a dancer in the camps!

How beautiful your footsteps in your boots,
O daughter of a ruler;

the sheathes of your thighs

like rings carved by an artisan.

Your navel is a clear goblet,

with nothing lacking in its blend;

your belly is a mound of wheat

enclosed in lilies.

Your two breasts

are like two foals,

twin deer.

Your neck is like the ivory tower,

your eyes calculating pools

near the public gate; your nose is like the
tower of Lebanon,

overlooking the approach to Damascus.
Your head upon you like Carmel,

and the fringes of your head like royal purple;
a king imprisoned in their flow.

How beautiful you have made this

and how pleasant;

love with all delights.

This — your figure rising like a palm,

and your breasts like clusters of dates.

| said — | will climb the palm,

I will grasp its finger-stalks;

Let your breasts, please, be like clusters of grapes,
and the scent of your face like apples,

and your palate like fine wine,

deserving my intimacy,

animating sleeping lips.

| for my Intimate, and His passion upon me.

“Come, my Intimate,

let us go out to the field,

let us lodge in the villages.

We will go eagerly to the vineyards,

we will see if the grapevine has flowered,
the grapes budded, the pomegranates fruiting;
there | will present my intimacy to you.
The mandrakes have given off their scent,
and at our doorstep all sweet fruit;

new and old,

my Intimate,

| have stored up for you.”
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If You could only be like a brother to me,
who nursed my mother’s breasts with me;
then if | found You outside | would kiss you,
still they would not disdain me.

| would take charge of You,

bring you to my mother’s house;

You would teach me!

| would kiss Your lips with spiced wine,
with the juice of my pomegranates.

(His left hand beneath my head,

with His right hand hugging me.)

| have demanded your oath,

daughters of Jerusalem,

lest you awaken or arouse the love
until she desires.

Who is this

ascending from the wilderness,

leaning on her Intimate?

| aroused you under the apple tree,

there where your mother labored with you,
there where your birthmother labored for you.
“Stamp me like a seal on Your heart,

like a seal on Your arm,

because love is strong as death,

jealousy unyielding as the grave.

Its embers

are fiery embers

from the flame of God.”

Mighty waters could not quench the love,
and rivers could not sweep it away,
though if a man gave

all the wealth of his house

for love,

they would surely disdain him.

“We have a little sister,

who has no breasts.

What will we do for our sister

on the day she is spoken for?”

If she is a wall,

we will bind upon her a silver rampart;
but if she is a door,

we will bar her with a cedar plank.

“I am a wall, and my breasts are like towers”;
then | became in His eyes a source of peace.

Shlomoh had a vineyard in the Field of Plenty;
he gave the vineyard to the watchmen.

Each would get a thousand of silver for its fruits.
“My vineyard is before me;

the thousand are for you, Shlomoh,

and two hundred for those who guard its fruit.”
She who dwells in gardens,

whose friends heed her voice,

tell me your will.

“Flee, my Intimate,

make yourself like a deer

or like an antelope fawn

on spice mountains.”
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