SOLOMON'S SONG.

Like the {pice trees of Kedar,

like the tapeftries of Solomon.
Regard it not that I am tawny, 6
That the {fun hath looked upon me:
The fons of my mother were angred againft me;
They made me keeper of the vineyards :
The vineyard that was mine I have not kept.
O tell me, thou, whom my {oul loveth, 7
Where thou feedeft thy flocks,
Where thou leadeft them to lie down at noon :
Why muft I be as a wanderer

Amongft the flocks of thy companions ?

If thou knoweft not, O moft beautiful of women, 8
Go forth in the footfteps of the flock,

And feed thy kids
Near the tents of the thepherds.
To my horfes in the chariots of Pharaoh 0

I compare thee, my beloved.
Beautiful



