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"THE Poem before us, 1s an Epithalamium,

written by Solomon, on his marriage, as fome

have fuppofed, with the daughter of Pharaoh.

In the difputes concerning the myftical fenfe

of it, my defign, which 1s only to tranflate the

poem, leads me not to engage.

Dr. LowTHs, the prefent Bithop of London,
in his valuable le€tures on the facred poetry of
- the Hebrews, has fully difcourfed on this Song.

A 2 PE R-




bl R O R O

SOLOMON
QUEEN
CHORUS OF DAMSELS

M & Teedl

CHORUS OF MEN




I‘-1-

SOLOMON’S SONG.

FIRST GCEHARIT E N

A SONG OF THE SONGS OF SOLOMON. I

LET him kifs me with the kiffes of his mouth ; 2

For good is thy love above wine.

Like the fcent of thine own {weet perfumes 3

Is thy name, a perfume poured out;

Therefore the virgins have loved thee.

Draw me after thee. We will run. 4

Into his chambers hath the King led me.

We will exult in thee and rejoice:

Thy love we will praife above wine :

The virtuous have loved thee.

Black am I, but lovely, O ye daughters of Jerufalem, 5
B Like
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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
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Beautiful are thy cheeks with rows, 10
Thy neck with chains.

Rows of gold we will make for thee I
With ftuds of filver.

While the King is at his banquet, 12
My f{pikenard fpreads it’s fragrance.
A bag of myrrh is my beloved unto me, I3

Between my breafts fhall he repofe.

A bunch of the camphire-tree is my beloved unto me, 14

In the vineyards of Engedi.

Lo! beautiful art thou, my love ! I5

Lo, beautiful! thine eyes are like doves.

Lo! beautiful art thou, my beloved, and pleafing; 16

And our couch is green :

The beams of our houfe are cedars,

Firs, our roof,

SECOND
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I AM arofe of Sharon,

I
A lily of the vallies.
Like a lily among the thorns 2
Such is my beloved among the damfels.
Like an apple tree among the trees of the wood, 3
Such is my beloved among the youths :
Under it’s thade, I longed, and fat down ;
And it’s fruit was delicious to my palate.
He led me into the houfe of wine, 4
And his banner againft me was love.
Support me with cups, 5
Around me ftrew apples,
For faint with love am 1.
His left hand is under my head, 6

And his right doth embrace me.

A i s ——

I adjure
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I adjure you, O ye daughters of Jerufalem,
By the roes and the hinds of the field,

That ye difturb not, neither roufe
The beloved, till herfelf be inclined.

The voice of my beloved ! behold him!
He cometh bounding over the mountains,
Springing over the hills.

My beloved is like a deer,

Or a ftag’s fawn.

Behold him ftanding behind our wall,
Looking out from the windows,
Sparkling at the lattice !

My beloved anfwered, and faid to me,
Get thee up, my companion,

My lovely one, come away:

For, lo! the winter is paft,

The rain is over, is gone,

The flowers are feen on the earth,

C
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The {eafon of the {fong 1s come,

And the voice of the turtle 1s heard in our land:

The fig tree puts forth it’s green figs, I3
And the vine’s tender grapes yield a fragrance:

Arife, my companion, my fair one, and come.

My dove is in the clefts of the rock, 14
In a hollow of the precipice.

O, let me behold thee,

Let me hear thy voice !

For thy voice is {weet,

And thine afpe&, beautiful.

Catch for us the foxes, IS
‘The little foxes that deftroy the vines,

And our vines’ young grapes.

My beloved is mine, and I am his 16
He feedeth among the lilies.

Till the day breathe, till the {fhades be difperfed, I7

Return ;



SOLOMON'’S SON G.

Return ; be like the roe, my beloved,

Or the ftag’s fawn,

On the mountains of Bether.

THIRD
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ON my bed in the night, I
Him, whom my foul loveth, I fought:

I fought him but I did not find him.

I will arife now, and go about, 2
In the city, in the lanes, and in the ftreets ;

I will feek him whom my foul loveth.

I fought him, but I did not find him.

The watchmen going round in the city met with me: 3
Him, whom my foul loveth, have ye feen?

But a little way had I paffed on from them, 4
When him, whom my foul loveth, I found:

I {eized him, and would not let him go,

Till I had led him into the houfe of my mother,

And into the chamber of her, who gave me birth.

I adjure you, O ye daughters of Jerufalem, 5
By the roes and the hinds of the field,

That
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That ye difturb not, neither roufe
The beloved, till himf{elf be inclined.

Who is fhe rifing up out of the defert

Like columns of fmoke,

Perfumed with myrrh and frankincenfe,
With all the powders of the {pice merchant ?
Behold, Solomon’s couch !

Sixty chieftains around it

From the mighty of Ifrael !

All of them men of the fword,

expert in war,

Each his fword by his thigh,

againft the peril of night!
Solomon the King made himfelf,
Of the trees of Libanon, a marriage bed :
It’s pillars he formed of filver,
I's covering of gold, it’s bottom of purple ;
D

10

It’s
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It’s middle was firewed with love

by the damfels of Jerufalem.

Go forth, ye daughters of Sion, ' II
and behold Solomon the King

In the diadem with which his mother
crowned him,

On the day of his nuptials, and on the day
of the gladnefs of his heart.

FOURTH
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L O, beautiful art thou, my love, lo, beautiful ! I
Thine eyes within thy locks are like doves :
Thy hair is like a flock of goats
That browfe about mount Gilead.
Thy teeth are like the thorn flock 2
Which have come up from the wafhing place,
All of which have twins,
And none among them is bereaved.
Like the twice-dyed thread of crimfon are thy lips, 3
And thy language is {weet :
Like a flice of the pdmegranate
are thy temples amidft thy locks.
Thy neck, is like the tower of David 4
Built for an armoury ;
A thoufand fhields are hung up againft it,
All, bucklers of the mighty..

Thy
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Thy two breafts are like two young fawns,
Twins of the roe, that feed among the lilies.
Until day breathe, and the {hades be difperfed,
I will betake me to the mountain of myrrh,
And to the hill of frankincen{e.

Thou art all beautiful, my love,

And fpot there is not in thee.

With me from Libanon, O {poufe,

With me from Libanon, come away ;

Look from the height of Amana,

Frm:n the top of Shenir and Hermon,

From the dwellings of the lions,

from the mountains of the panthers.

Thou haft ravithed my heart,

O my fifter, O {poulfe,
Thou haft ravithed it at once with thine eyes,
At once with the chain round thy neck.

How {weet is thy love, O my f{ifter, O {poufe,

How much better than wine is thy love,

10

And
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And the odour of thy perfumes than all {pices !
Thy lips, O fpoufe, diftil honey from the comb,
Honey and milk are under thy tongue,
And the {cent of thy garments

is like the fragrance of Libanon.
Thou art a garden locked up, O {poufe my fifter,
A {pring clofed, a fountain {ealed.
Thy branches fhall be

as an orchard of pomegranates,
With fruit the moft delicious;
Camphire trees with fhrubs of nard,
Spikenard and {aftron,
{weet cane and cinnamon,
With all trees of frankincenfe:
Myrrh and aloes,
With all the choiceft of {pices ;
A garden fountain, a well of waters, alive

And flowing from Libanon.

IL
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O North wind rife, and come thou, O South, 16

Blow through my garden, let it’s fragrance go forth,
Let my beloved come to his garden,

And eat the moft delicious of it’s fruits.

B LB EH
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I AM come into my garden, O {poufe my fifter, I

I have gathered my myrrh with my {pice,

I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey,
I have drunk my wine with my milk,

~ Eat, companions, drink,

Inebriate yourfelves, my beloved.

I {leep, but my heart watcheth.
The voice of my beloved knocking!

Open to me, my fifter,
My friend, my dove, my perfect one :
My head is covered with dew,

My hair with the drops of night.

I have taken off my garment,

How can 1 put it on ?

I have
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I have wafhed my feet,

How can I foil them ?

My beloved put his hand through the door hole :
My heart was in confufion thereat.

I arofe to open to my beloved ;

And my hands dropped myrrh,

And my fingers liquid myrrh

That was on the handles of the bolt.

I opened for my beloved ;

But my beloved had withdrawn himfelf, was gone.

My foul, by calling him, fainted.

I fought him, but I could not find him,

I called him, but he did not an{wer me.

The watchmen going their rounds in the city,
found me ;

They fmote me, they wounded me ;

The keepers of the walls, took my veil from off me.

I adjure you, O ye daughters of Jerufalem,

It
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If ye find my beloved,
That ye tell him, how I languifh with love.

What is thy beloved above others,

O, thou moft beautiful of women,
What is thy beloved above others,

that thus thou haft adjured us?

My beloved is fair and ruddy,
diftinguifhable among ten thoufand,
like him who carrieth the banners.
His head is as fineft gold,
His cluftring locks are jetty as the raven.
His eyes are like pidgeons over torrents of water,
That bathe themfelves in milk,
and dwell among the ripe corn.

His cheeks are as a bed of fpices,

as flowers yielding perfume ;
F

10
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His
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His lips, lilies, diftilling liquid myrrh ;

His hands are rounds of gold, fet with beryls ; 14

His body, polifhed ivory overlaid with fapphires;

His legs are pillars of marble Ig
founded on bafes of gold ;

His afpect is like Libanon,
{furpafling as the cedars ;

His mouth is {weetnefs, 16
yea every part of him is lovely.

Such is my beloved, {uch is my friend,
O ye daughters of Jerufalem.

SIX T H
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WHITHER gone is thy beloved,
O thou moft beautiful of women,
Which way turned is thy beloved ?

and with thee we will {eek him.

My beloved is gone down into his garden,
to the beds of fpices ;
To eat in the gardens, and to gather lilies.
I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine :

he is eating among the lilies.

Handfome, my dear, art thou, as Tirzah,

Beautiful as Jerufalem,

Awe-ﬂriking as armies when their banners fly.

Turn




SOLOMONS SON G

Turn away from me thine eyes, 5
For they have overcome me.

Thy hair 1s like a flock of goats

Which feed about mount Gilead.

Thy teeth are like a flock of fheep 6
That have come up from the wathing place;

All of which have twins,

And none among them is bereaved.

Like a {lice of the pomegranate vi
Are thy temples amidft thy hair.

There are {ixty queens, 8
And eighty concubines,

And damfels without number ;

She alone is my pidgeon, my perfe&t one, 9
She, the delight of her mother,

The darling of her who bare her.

The damfels beheld her, and blefied her,

The queens and concubines, and they praifed her.

Who
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Who is fhe that is feen like the morning,
Beautiful as the moon, bright as the {un,

Awe-{triking, like armies with their- banners ?

To the nut garden I went down

To look after the fruits of the valley ;
To {ee whether the vine fhot,

The pomegranates flourifhed.

Unexpeétedly methought were drawn out for me

The chariots of my loyal people.

Return, return, O Shulamite,

Return, return, and let us look on thee.

Wherefore {hould ye look on the Shulamite ?

10

11X
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13

She is as the trumpet, when armies ftand ready for battle.

G SEVENTH
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H oW beautiful are thy feet I
In fandals, O royal daughter !

The rounds of thy thighs are like collars

The work of an artift’s hands.

Thy navel is like a round goblet 2
Intended to hold the draught,

Thy belly as a parcel of corn

Set about with lilies.

Thy two breafts are like two young fawns, 3
Twins of the roe.

Thy neck is like a pillar of ivory ; 4
"Thine eyes are as fithponds in Hefhbon,

At the gate of Bethrabbim ;

Thy nofe is like the tower of Libanon

Which looketh towards Damafcus.

Thy head upon thee is like Carmel, 5
And
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And the hair of thy head is like purple :
The King is bound captive in it’s flowing trefles.
How beautiful, and how delightfome art thou,
O love, in thy charms!
That thy ftature, is like a palm tree,
And thy breafts are as clufters of grapes.
I faid, I will climb up into the palm tree,

will take hold of it’s branches.
And now fhall thy breafts

be like bunches of the vine,
And the fragrance of thy face like that of apples;
Thy mouth alfo, like wine the moft delicious,
That goeth down fweetly and well,
Giving {peech to the lips of thofe who {leep.

I am my beloved’s, and to him obedient is my will,

Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field,

Let us lodge in the villages.

I10

1I

In
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In the morning let us go to the vineyards, 12

See whether the vine fhoot,

The little grape appear, the pomegranates flourifh ;
There will I give thee my love.
The mandrakes yield their fragrance, I3

And at our gates, all fruits the moft choice,
New and old,

My beloved, I have prepared for thee.

EIGHTH
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O THAT thou wert as my brother ' X
That {ucked my mother’s breafts !
Should I find thee abroad, I would kifs thee,
Nor reproach fthould I {uffer.
I would lead thee, I would caufe thee to go, 2
To the houfe of Talmadni my mother ;
I would make thee drink of {piced wine,
Of the juice of my pomegranate,
His left hand fhould be under my head, 3
And his right thould embrace me.
I adjure you, O ye daughters of Jerufalem, 4
By the roes and the hinds of the field,
That ye difturb not, neither roufe
The beloved, till himfelf be inclined.

H Who
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Who is fhe alcending from the defert 5

Leaning on her beloved ?

Under the apple tree I lifted thee up;

There was thy mother in travail with thee,

There was the in travail, fhe brought thee forth.

Set me as a {eal upon thy heart, 6
As a feal upon thine arm ;

For powerful as death is love,

Mercilefs as the grave is jealoufy ;

The coals thereof, are coals of fire, the flame of God.
Many waters would not be able 7
To extinguifh love ;

Floods even would not overwhelm it.

If a man fhould give all the riches of his houfe

Againft love, men would utterly defpife him.

We
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We have a fifter who is little, 8
And hath not breafts :
What fhall we do for our fifter

In the day, when it fhall be fpoken of concerning her ?

If {he be a wall, Q
We will build againft her, a tower of filver :
If fhe be a gate,
We will raife bulwarks againft her
with planks of cedar,

I was as a wall, and my breafts were as towers 3 10
Then was I in his eyes, as one who had found favour,
Solomon had a vineyard in Baal-Hamon : IX
He committed the vineyard to keepers ;

Each was to yield him, for the fruit of it,

a thoufand pieces of filver.
The
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The vineyard which I have, is before me; I2
The thoufand are for you, Solomon,

And for the keepers of it’s fruit, two hundred.

O thou, who dwelleft in the gardens, I3
Thy companions hear,

Let me hear, thy voice.

Make hafte, my beloved, and be thou like to 14
The roe or the ftag’s fawn

On the mountains of {pices.

NOTES
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FIR ST TG H A BT B

ERSE 1. A fong of the fongs. 2™n fhould I think be
tranflated ¢ of the fongs,” inftead of, ¢ of fongs.” Becaulfe
the article 11 is prefixed to D'

Ezek. xxvi. 7. 2990 of kings.

Gen. xiv. 17. D390 of the Kings.

So o™ « of the fongs;” one of the fongs; one of
the thoufand and five which Solomon compofed. 1 Kings iv. 32.

3. Like the fcent—inftead of ¢ becaufe of the fcent” for 9, here
prefixed, has the fignification of ¢ like” as in Deut. x1, 18, novY
<¢ like frontlets.”

4. We will praife—inftead of ‘“ we will remember” for {1921}
being in the Conjugation Hiphil does not mean ¢ to remember,” but
¢« to caufe to be remembered.” We will caufe 1t to be remembered,
that is, we will praife or celebrate it. Thus in Ifaiah xxvi. 13. 9213
1o we will ¢ celebrate” thy name.

Ibid. We will run. Thefe words feem addreffed to the Chorus.

5. Spice trees of Kedar—inftead of ¢ tents of Kedar.” The word
YR fignifies ¢ trees,” Numb. xxiv. 6. It is true, it fignifies alfo
“ tents.” But I think in this place, the former meaning is to be
prefer'd : it being more likely that a beautiful woman fhould be com-

pared to a tree, than to a tent. Ulyfles compares Nauficaa to a young
palm tree.

1




N 4@ iT GE &8

Tsyspey ¢, avaose, = * » #
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bosvines veoy epyog &,vspxaf.oivav Voo
Hom. Od. vi, 162.

Once did I in the Delian ifle,

A palm’s fair fapling fee,
That near Apollo’s altar grew,

In form, O queen, like thee.

§. Like the tapeftries of Solomon—inftead of ¢ like the curtains
of Solomon.” The word my™y is generally tranflated, Aulezum :
which Cicero ufes to fignify tapeftry. Crc. pro Czl. One does not
readily fee how a woman can be like ¢ curtains:” but fhe may eafily
be like fome of the beautiful figures on fine tapeftry.

6. Regard it not that I am black—inftead of ¢ look not upon me
becaufe I am black.” mN9 refpexit, ne re{piciatis, mind it not.

9. To my horfes in the chariots of Pharaoh. To ¢ my horfes”
inftead of, ““to a company of horfes.” For ? is here fuffixed to
DD and fignifies ““ my”,

It might feem ftrange that Solomon fhould fpeak of ¢ his horfes”
in Pharoah’s chariot, did we not learn 2 Chron, i. 16, 17. that So-
lomon had horfes brought out of Egypt, and a chariot for fix hun-

dred fhekels of filver.
Theocritus, fpeaking of Helen, makes a fimilar comparifon.

Qg—ctopati OLOSAUA0S TS,
Idyl. xviIr. 30.

10. Thy neck with chains—inftead of ¢ with chains of gold.”
It does not appear by any expreflion in the Hebrew, that they were
chains of gold. Were it neceflary to take any liberty, they thould
rather be called, chains of pearl: pearls drilled, and ftrung on
thread : for i1 in rabbinical writings fignifies, according to Bux-

torf, to ftring. Thi
15. Thine
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15. Thine eyes are like doves—inftead of ¢ thou haft dove’s eyes.”
For the word "y is in the plural number.

He feems to compare her eyes, not to the eyes of doves, but to
doves themfelves, the emblems of love.

o3y 3y Thine eyes doves.
Ch. vii. 4. M2 2 'y Thine eyes fithponds.

As we tranflate the one, « thine eyes are like fithponds,” and not
« thou haft fithponds’ eyes,” fo I think we muft tranflate the other,
« thine eyes are like doves,” and not thou haft doves’ eyes.”

17. The beams of our houfe are cedars. Cedars inftead of ¢ ce-
dar.” The word D1\ being in the plural number. _

Ibid. Firs, our roof —inftead of « and our rafters of fir:” &2'N"2
being alfo in the plural; and concurring with what was faid in the
former verfe, to thew, that they were not in a houfe, but a grove;
where the heads of tl_le firs and of the cedars, are poetically called,
the beams, and the roof of their chamber.

Thus M'ilton, defcribing Adam’s Eowcr.

« » » the roof,
Of thickeft covert, was inwoven fhade,

Laurel and myrtle; and what higher grew,
Of firm and fragrant leaf.

Par. Loft, 1v. 6g2.

SECOND
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VERSE 1. Iam a rofe of Sharon. Sharon was a canton of
Paleftine.

3. Under it’s fhade, I longed, and fat down.
I longed —inftead of ¢ with great delight.” For the word 1m

fignifies « vehementer concupivit,” and exprefles her very great defire
to tafte the fruit of the tree under which fhe fat down.

§- Support me with cups,
Around me ftrew apples,
For faint with love am I.

Anacreon, in a like ftrain, fays.

Aote ot J\n‘r’, @ WNVRAAES
Boopui8 ety oLpavgs®

Y0 RAVUALTOS 9040 1oy
TpomroSes &m;emg}u '
Aote 3 avSewy exemy”

= Qavss 9 oigs &c.
Ode xx1.

Damfels I faint,

Hafte, bring me wine,
Flowers around -
My temples twine,

9- Sparkling —inftead of ¢ fhewing himfelf.” The word p¥3
fignifies < to fparkle,” and exprefles a great deal more than merely

“ thewing himfelf:” to her eyes her lover feemed {fparkling as a
diamond.

10. My
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10. My beloved anfwered. Solomon heard her exclamation,
when fhe cried out, Lo! &c; and in an{wer, {poke.

14. In a hollow of the precipice—inftead of “in the fecret places
of the ftairs.” 299 means, ““a precipice.” In the dark caves and
hollows of the precipice.

17. Till the day breathe—inftead of “till the day break.” ms

fignifies *to breathe;” the idea is poetical, and ought to be preferv-
ed : Milton has the fame.

Sweet is the breath of morn.
Par. Loft. 1v. 641.

———_‘—#’ —

THIR D L HAP BEK

VERSE 4. I would not let him go,

Till I had led him into the houfe of my mother.

It hath been fuppofed, that this poem was written by Solomon on
his marriage with the daughter of Pharaoh. But this paflage feems
to prove, that the perfon here married was not Pharaoh’s daughter;
for if fhe had been Pharaoh’s daughter, her mother’s houfe would
have been in Egypt; whereas this {cene lies at Jerufalem; for in
the next line fthe addrefles the daughters of Jerufalem, and defires
them not to difturb her {leeping hufband.

8. All of them, men of the {word.

I am inclined to think that 297 *tr18 2595 does not mean ¢ they all
hold {fwords,” for in the next line every one of them is faid to have
« his fword by his thigh,” but holders, poffeflors of the fword, that
1S, warriors. -
Thus {83 nyM though literally, ¢ feeding fheep,” means, a < feeder
of fheep,” Gen. iv. 2.
K FOURTH
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PO TR SEE CE O A BT eR

VERSE 1. Browfe about mount Gilead—inftead of ¢ from
mount Gilead.” 1 does not only fignify ¢ from” it fignifies alfo
‘“ near, by, about, &¢c.”

297 91D by the mount Horeb, Exod. xxxiii. 6. And the child-
ren of Ifrael ftript themfelves of their ornaments ¢ by the mount
Horeb.”

2. All of which have twins,

And none among them is bereaved.
‘“ Bereaved,” inftead of ¢ barren.” The word Yo% fignifying, not
barren, but bereaved. 13 275 DwnaoN I will meet them as a bear
““ bereaved ” of her whelps. Hof. xiii. 8.

Her teeth are compared to a flock of fheep, accompanied each
by two lambs. '

‘The comparifon will be found exa&, if we recolle&, that the
teeth are of unequal heights; the incifors, or front teeth, being fome-
what lower than the canine: and that the former, are generally cight
in number, the latter, four.

9- At once—inftead of ¢ with one.” In eighteen of the collated
copies, inftead of the word TmN2 we find prNa, that 1S, ‘“at once”
inftead of ¢ with one.” A falfe reading, in this place, was naturally
to be {ufpected, it being ludicrous to fay, that fhe ravithed his heart
with one eye.

Anacrcon was thus {mitten by his miftre(s’s eyes.
Ouy, iTTos WALTEY pug
Ov 7e(os, Exs vyis®
ZTpaTOS 0% xovos aMNos,

AT oupatwy Barwy ps.

Ode xvi.
11, Thy
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11. Thy lips diftil honey from the comb.

Homer and Theocritus have the {fame 1dea.
T ‘r; Ao YADOTHS JAENITOS YAVKILY ﬁeev awoy.
Iliad. 1. 249.

£ SOUATWY O

Egpes pos Qe yAuipwrepd 1 [ENXNPW.
Theoc. Id. xx. 26.

13. Thy branches. That is, the children who fhall {pring from

thee.
16. Letit’s fragrance go forth—inftead of ¢ that the fpices thereof

may flow out.”

D2 fignifies, it is true, ¢ {pices.” But I imagine, by a poetical
licenfe, the word is here meant to fignify, “ the fweet odours of
fpices.” She feems to call upon the gales, to blow out, not the
{pices themfelves, but their {weet odours. In 2 Chron. xvi. 14. and
Efther ii. 12, the word is tranflated ¢ fweet odours,”

FIFTH
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'The voice of my beloved knocking !
Open to me, my fifter,
My friend, my dove, my perfect one:
For my head is covered with dew,

My hair, with the drops of night.

A paffage in Anacreon is fo fimilar to this, that it feems, I think,
to bear the marks of imitation.

Megoywrtiois wol wpois,
SegeQemy ot Apx7es 701
Kame xapes ™y BowTew,
Mepormay 0 QuAa, myTeL
Keamy ®ome e:)\abmm,
Tor' 'Epws emsndels pev
@upeay gxom| oxpnets *
Tis, ¢, Gupas apaoset ;
Kot JLey Q/iaels ovetpss.
'0 9" 'Epws, avoips, Pras,
BpeQos expus, un Qobrony®
Bpexopoy 0%, mf:fa'e}\nvav
RKoATod VAT TEmAAYLoY «
"EASNT
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EAHTA TAUT axSods:
‘Ave 3 oS Avyvey &'\I’“’ﬁ
'ﬂvzgufm.

HNalapaiss yegqs awTs
’Ava&m)\mv, % O% Y CATHS

"AmeINiCoy :}'}«ew ﬂd\mp.
QOde 111,

At that ftill hour when mortal eyes
In deepeft fleep were bound,

When now beneath Bootes’ hand
The Bear was turning round,

Cupid came, and loudly rapp’d.
I cried, who comes thus late ?

Who thus, my gentle dreams difturbs,
By beating at the gate ?

Said Cupid, fear not; ’tis a child
Who having loft his way,

Has wander’d much, is cold and wet -
O, let me in, I pray.

I rofe, and gave him entrance, mov’d
To pity by his prayer ;

Warm’d his cold hands in mine, and fqueez’d
The dew-drops from his hair.

Thus, as in the one pafiage,

Solomon comes in the night time—raps at the door—begs for ad-
miflion—complains of being wet—ihe rifes to let him in,

| So,
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So, in the other,

Cupid comes in the night time—raps at the door—begs for ad-
miflion—complains of being wet—Anacreon rifes to let him 1n.

It is obfervable that as they both ftand knocking at the door, fo
do they both, while there, plead for pity and admiffion in the fame

way. Solomon by faying,

For my head is covered with dew
My hair with the drops of night,

Cupid by faying, Bpixouey, I am wet : his hair was fo, for Anacreon
upon admitting him, fqueezes out of it the dripping dew.

We cannot, I think, read the two paffages without being ftruck
with the fimilarity ; and fancying, that if Anacreon ever read this
poem, he drew from it fome of the outlines of his ode.

That Anacreon might have {een the poem, is poflible ; for it was
written between four and five hundred years before his time; and
{fome copies of it might have been abroad when he wrote.

N. B. In the tranflation, inftead of ¢ My head,” read, “ For my
head.”

10. Diftinguifhable among ten thoufand,
like him who carrieth the banners.

97 fignifies, to raife the banners. She feems by this exprefiion to
mean that he f{urpaffes others, is as much diftinguifhable from the
reft of mankind, as he who carries the banners, is more confpicuous
in an army, than any other individual.

11. His head is as fineft gold,
His cluftring locks are jetty as the raven.

In the hair defcribed by Anacreon there is alfo a mixture of, gol-
den and black,

AiTtl=
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AVTrapgs Roas Tomaoy,
T, ey evdodey pelawes

Tt 0 &5 axpoy qAwTds.
Ode xx1x.

Ovid unites the fame colours in his defcription of hair..

Nec tamen ater erat, nec erat color aureus illis,
Sed quamvis neuter mixtus uterque color.
Am. El. x1v. qg.

Tho’ neither black, nor golden was her hair,.
Yet black and golden, both, united were..

12. And dwell amongft the ripe corn. _

We find the word nnY» Exod. xxii. 29. MNP &Y N89S Thou
fhalt not delay to offer < the firft of thy ripe fruits.” Or, according
to the Septuagint jAwa,pxa,;_ aiwyos. “¢'The firft of thy thrcfhing floor.”
By which the word appears to mean ‘“ripe corn.” |

A fignifies, manfit. So that the paflage inftead of * and fitly
fet” fhould be tranflated.*¢ and dwell amongft the ripe corn.”

13. Liquid myrrh. 923y cannot, I think,. properly be tranflated
“{weet {melling.” 1 Sam, xxix. 2. MNBY DAy DN 13"DY:
And the lords of the Philiftines ¢ paffed on ” by hundreds.

The word fignifies therefore ¢ to move, to pafs,on.” And when
applied to myrrh, feems. to mean, myrrh before it is hardened into
a gum, yet dropping and ifluing from the tree. With myrrh in this.
ftate, he feems to have fmeared the hafts of the bolt. Ch. v. o

SIXTH
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v ERSE 8. There are fixty queens,

| ~ 'And eighty concubines.
The number, we find, at another pericd, was confiderably greater.
1 Kings x1. 3. - ~

g. Delight of her mother. nmx fignifies “ one.” 1 apprehend,
in this place, it means the favourite one” of her mother. An only |
child is exprefled by = Gen. xxii. 12, 16. Judges xi. 34. She
{peaks of a fifter, Ch. viii. 8..

0. Who is fhe that is feen like the morning. N
The nuptial celebrity among the Hebrews ufually lafted feven days.
A divifion, anfwering to that number of days, is obfervable in this
poem.

The Bithop of I.ondon informs us, in his thirtieth difcourfe on the

facred poetry of the Hebrews, that the feven days are thus marked
out by Bofluet. - |

Ch. Ver.
Firft day begins at I.--1.
Second - = = = - II. - 7.
Third - - - - - I1I. -1
Fourth = = = = - V.-=-2
Fifth - = = = = = VI. 10
Sixth = = = = = = VII.-12
Seventh- = = = = VIIL 4

that the Chorus fays,
S YD (ORI NN D

-pry 02 mabs no

Who is fhe that is feen like the morning,
Beautiful as the moon, bright as the fun’
















