
Song of Songs, Chapter 5

Song of Songs 5 שיר השירים ה׳
יִתי מֹוִר֙י  י ַכָּל֒ה ָאִר֤ אִתי ְלַגִּנ֮י ֲאֹחִת֣ (א) ָּב֣

י  ְלִּתי ַיְעִר֙י ִעם־ִּדְבִׁש֔ י ָאַכ֤ ִעם־ְּבָׂשִמ֔
ים ְׁש֥תּו  י ִאְכ֣לּו ֵרִע֔ י ִעם־ֲחָלִב֑ יִתי ֵייִנ֖ ָׁשִת֥
י  י ְיֵׁשָנ֖ה ְוִלִּב֣ ים׃ (ס) (ב) ֲאִנ֥ ְוִׁשְכ֖רּו ּדֹוִדֽ

י  י ֲאֹחִת֤ ק ִּפְתִחי־ִל֞ י דֹוֵפ֗ ר ֣קֹול ׀ ּדֹוִד֣ ֵע֑
ל  י ֶׁשּרֹאִׁש֙י ִנְמָלא־ָט֔ י ַתָּמִת֔ ַרְעָיִת֙י יֹוָנִת֣

ְטִּת֙י  ְיָלה׃ (ג) ָּפַׁש֙ יֵסי ָלֽ י ְרִס֥ ְקּוֻּצֹוַת֖
ְצִּתי  ָּנה ָרַח֥ ָכה ֶאְלָּבֶׁש֑ י ֵאיָכ֖ ֶאת־ֻּכָּתְנִּת֔
י  ם׃ (ד) ּדֹוִד֗ ָכה ֲאַטְּנֵפֽ י ֵאיָכ֥ ֶאת־ַרְגַל֖

יו׃ (ה)  י ָה֥מּו ָעָלֽ ר ּוֵמַע֖ ח ָידֹ֙ו ִמן־ַהֹח֔ ָׁשַל֤
ְטפּו־֗מֹור  י ָנֽ י ְוָיַד֣ ַח ְלדֹוִד֑ י ִלְפֹּת֣ י ֲאִנ֖ ְמִּתֽ ַק֥
ל ַּכּ֥פֹות ַהַּמְנֽעּול׃ ר ַע֖ ְוֶאְצְּבֹעַת֙י ֣מֹור ֹעֵב֔
ר  ק ָעָב֑ י ָחַמ֣ י ְודֹוִד֖ י ֲאִנ֙י ְלדֹוִד֔ ְחִּתֽ (ו) ָּפַת֤

א  ֹ֣ יהּ֙ו ְול ה ְבַדְּב֔רֹו ִּבַּקְׁשִּת֙ ְצָא֣ ַנְפִׁש֙י ָיֽ
ִני׃ (ז)  א ָעָנֽ ֹ֥ יו ְול יהּו ְקָראִת֖ ְמָצאִת֔

יר ִהּ֣כּוִני  ים ָּבִע֖ ים ַהֹּסְבִב֥ ִני ַהֹּׁשְמִר֛ ְמָצֻא֧
י  י ֹׁשְמֵר֖ ָעַל֔ ְפָצ֑עּוִני ָנְׂש֤אּו ֶאת־ְרִדיִד֙י ֵמֽ

ְעִּתי ֶאְתֶכ֖ם ְּב֣נֹות  ַהֹחֽמֹות׃ (ח) ִהְׁשַּב֥
י  ם־ִּתְמְצאּ֙ו ֶאת־ּדֹוִד֔ ְירּוָׁשָלִ֑ ם ִאֽ

ִני׃ (ט)  ה ָאֽ ת ַאֲהָב֖ ידּו ֔לֹו ֶׁשחֹוַל֥ ַמה־ַּתִּג֣
 � ים ַמה־ּדֹוֵד֣ ה ַּבָּנִׁש֑ � ִמּ֔דֹוד ַהָּיָפ֖ ַמה־ּדֹוֵד֣

י ַצ֙ח  נּו׃ (י) ּדֹוִד֥ ָכה ִהְׁשַּבְעָּתֽ ִמּ֔דֹוד ֶׁשָּכ֖
ֶתם  ה׃ (יא) רֹאׁ֖שֹו ֶּכ֣ ְוָא֔דֹום ָּד֖גּול ֵמְרָבָבֽ
ב׃  ים ְׁשֹח֖רֹות ָּכעֹוֵרֽ ז ְקּוּצֹוָתי֙ו ַּתְלַּתִּל֔ ָּפ֑

ִים  יֵקי ָמ֑ ים ַעל־ֲאִפ֣ יו ְּכיֹוִנ֖ (יב) ֵעיָנ֕
את׃ (יג)  ב ֹיְׁש֖בֹות ַעל־ִמֵּלֽ ָחָל֔ ֲחצֹו֙ת ֶּבֽ ֹרֽ

ים  ֶׂשם ִמְגְּד֖לֹות ֶמְרָקִח֑ ְלָחָי֙ו ַּכֲערּוַג֣ת ַהֹּב֔
ר׃  ים ֹנְט֖פֹות ֥מֹור ֹעֵבֽ ִׂשְפתֹוָתי֙ו ֽׁשֹוַׁשִּנ֔

(1) I have come to my garden,  My 
own, my bride;  I have plucked my 
myrrh and spice,  Eaten my honey and 
honeycomb,  Drunk my wine and my 
milk.  Eat, lovers, and drink:  Drink 
deep of love! (2) I was asleep,  But my 
heart was wakeful.  Hark, my beloved 
knocks!  “Let me in, my own,  My 
darling, my faultless dove!  For my 
head is drenched with dew,  My locks 
with the damp of night.” (3) I had 
taken off my robe—  Was I to don it 
again?  I had bathed my feet—  Was I 
to soil them again? (4) My beloved 
took his hand off the latch,  And my 
heart was stirred for him. (5) I rose to 
let in my beloved;  My hands dripped 
myrrh—  My fingers, flowing myrrh
—  Upon the handles of the bolt. (6) I 
opened the door for my beloved,  But 
my beloved had turned and gone.  I 
was faint because of what he said.  I 
sought, but found him not;  I called, 
but he did not answer. (7) I met the 
watchmen  Who patrol the town;  
They struck me, they bruised me.  The 
guards of the walls  Stripped me of 
my mantle. (8) I adjure you, O 
maidens of Jerusalem!  If you meet 
my beloved, tell him this:  That I am 
faint with love. (9) How is your 
beloved better than another,  O fairest 
of women?  How is your beloved 
better than another  That you adjure 
us so? (10) My beloved is clear-
skinned and ruddy,  Preeminent 
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יׁש  ים ַּבַּתְרִׁש֑ ב ְמֻמָּלִא֖ י ָזָה֔ (יד) ָיָדי֙ו ְּגִליֵל֣
ים׃ (טו)  ֶפת ַסִּפיִרֽ ן ְמֻעֶּל֖ ֶׁשת ֵׁש֔ ֵמָעי֙ו ֶע֣

ים  ׁש ְמיָֻּסִד֖ ׁשֹוָקי֙ו ַעּ֣מּוֵדי ֵׁש֔
הּ֙ו ַּכְּלָב֔נֹון ָּב֖חּור  ז ַמְרֵא֙ ַעל־ַאְדֵני־ָפ֑
ים ְוֻכּ֖לֹו  ְמַתִּק֔ ים׃ (טז) ִחּכֹ֙ו ַמֽ ָּכֲאָרִזֽ
י ְּב֖נֹות  ים ֶז֤ה דֹוִד֙י ְוֶז֣ה ֵרִע֔ ַמִּד֑ ַמּחֲ

ְירּוָׁשָלִֽ ם׃

among ten thousand. (11) His head is 
finest gold,  His locks are curled  And 
black as a raven. (12) His eyes are like 
doves  By watercourses,  Bathed in 
milk,   Set by a brimming pool. (13) 
His cheeks are like beds of spices,   
Banks of perfume  His lips are like 
lilies;  They drip flowing myrrh. (14) 
His hands are rods of gold,  Studded 
with beryl;  His belly a tablet of ivory,  
Adorned with sapphires. (15) His legs 
are like marble pillars  Set in sockets 
of fine gold.  He is majestic as 
Lebanon,  Stately as the cedars. (16) 
His mouth is delicious  And all of him 
is delightful.  Such is my beloved,  
Such is my darling,  O maidens of 
Jerusalem!
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