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Handouts Drisha 3 

Song 3:1–5 

אתִיו צָּ לאֹ מְׁ תִיו וְׁ שִי בִקַשְׁ ה נַפְׁ הֲבָּ אָּ ת שֶׁ תִי אֵּ ילוֹת בִקַשְׁ בִי בַלֵּ כָּ  .)א( עַל מִשְׁ

שִי  ה נַפְׁ הֲבָּ אָּ ת שֶׁ ה אֵּ שָּ חֹבוֹת אֲבַקְׁ רְׁ קִים וּבָּ וָּ עִיר בַשְׁ ה בָּ בָּ ה נָּא וַאֲסוֹבְׁ קוּמָּ אתִיו)ב( אָּ צָּ לאֹ מְׁ תִיו וְׁ  .בִקַשְׁ

ם אִיתֶׁ שִי רְׁ ה נַפְׁ הֲבָּ אָּ ת שֶׁ עִיר אֵּ בִים בָּ רִים הַסֹבְׁ אוּנִי הַשֹמְׁ צָּ  .)ג( מְׁ

ל יאתִיו אֶׁ הֲבֵּ נוּ עַד שֶׁ פֶׁ לאֹ אַרְׁ תִיו וְׁ שִי אֲחַזְׁ ה נַפְׁ הֲבָּ אָּ ת שֶׁ אתִי אֵּ צָּ מָּ ם עַד שֶׁ הֶׁ תִי מֵּ בַרְׁ עָּ עַט שֶׁ אֶׁ  )ד( כִמְׁ ית אִמִי וְׁ תִיבֵּ ר הוֹרָּ דֶׁ  .ל חֶׁ

ת הָּ  רוּ אֶׁ עוֹרְׁ אִם תְׁ עִירוּ וְׁ ה אִם תָּ דֶׁ לוֹת הַשָּ אַיְׁ אוֹת אוֹ בְׁ בָּ לַםִ בִצְׁ רוּשָּ נוֹת יְׁ ם בְׁ כֶׁ תְׁ תִי אֶׁ בַעְׁ ץ)ה( הִשְׁ פָּ חְׁ תֶׁ ה עַד שֶׁ  .אַהֲבָּ

1. Upon my couch at night I sought the one I love— I sought, but found him not.  

 

2. “I must rise and roam the town, Through the streets and through the squares; I must seek the 

one I love.” I sought but found him not.  

 

3. I met the watchmen Who patrol the town. “Have you seen the one I love?”  

 

4. Scarcely had I passed them When I found the one I love. I held him fast, I would not let him 

go Till I brought him to my mother’s house, To the chamber of her who conceived me  

 

5. I adjure you, O maidens of Jerusalem, By gazelles or by hinds of the field: Do not wake or 

rouse Love until it please! 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Paraklausithyron, the lover at the door. Greek: “lament beside a (closed) door,” or in Latin, 

exclusus amator, “the locked-out lover.” 

The components of a paraklausithyron may include all or some of the following: a lover 

standing outside a door pleading to be let in, the night (often a long and dark winter night), cold 

and rain, the woman’s refusal to open the door, a focus on the door and its parts, including the 

man’s banging on the door or trying to break it down, and/or placing wreaths or perfume on the 

door. 

Once in the middle of the night, at the hour when the Bear is already turning by the 

Ploughman’s hand and all the tribes of mortals lie overcome by exhaustion, Love stood at 

my bolted door and began knocking. ‘Who’s banging my door?’ I said: ‘You’ve shattered 

my dreams.’ Love said, ‘Open up! I’m a baby: don’t be afraid. I am getting wet, and I have 

been wandering about in the moonless night.’ When I heard this I felt sorry for him and 

immediately lit a lamp and opened the door and saw a baby with bow, wings and quiver. I 

made him sit by the hearth, warmed his hands in my palms and squeezed the water from his 

hair. When the cold had relaxed its grip, he said, ‘Come, let’s try this bow to see if the 

string has been at all damaged by the rain.’ He drew it and hit me right in the heart, like a 

stinging gadfly; and he leaped up chuckling and said, ‘Stranger, rejoice with me: my bow is 

undamaged; but your heart will be sore.’ (LCL 143: 203–204.) 
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The night is long, and it is winter weather, and night sets when the Pleiads are half-way 

up the sky. I pass and repass her door, drenched by the rain, smitten by desire of her, the 

deceiver. . . . (The Greek Anthology, Book 5: 189. LCL 67: 332–333.) 

____________________ 

Song 5:2–16 

וֹל.2  ר קִּ֣ ֵ֑ י עֵּ לִבִִּ֣ ָ֖ה וְׁ נָּ שֵּ י יְׁ יְׁ  ׀ אֲנִִ֥ ָֽ י לָּ יסֵּ סִִ֥ י רְׁ וצֻּוֹתַָ֖ ל קְׁ א־טִָּ֔ לָּ ראֹשִי֙ נִמְׁ י שֶׁ תִִ֔ י תַמָּ תִִּ֣ יָּתִי֙ יוֹנָּ י רַעְׁ י אֲחֹתִִ֤ חִי־לִִ֞ ק פִתְׁ י דוֹפֵֵּ֗ ה׃  דּוֹדִִּ֣  לָּ

ם׃ 3  . ָֽ פֵּ ה אֲטַנְׁ כָּ ִ֥ יכָּ י אֵּ לַָ֖ ת־רַגְׁ תִי אֶׁ צְׁ חִַ֥ נָּה רָּ ֵ֑ שֶׁ בָּ לְׁ ה אֶׁ ָ֖כָּ יכָּ י אֵּ תִִ֔ נְׁ ת־כֻתׇּ תִי֙ אֶׁ טְׁ שַ֙  פָּ

י .4  יו׃  דּוֹדִֵ֗ ָֽ לָּ וּ עָּ מִ֥ י הָּ עַָ֖ ר וּמֵּ ח יָּדוֹ֙ מִן־הַחִֹ֔ לִַ֤  שָּ

וּל׃  .5  עָֽ וֹת הַמַנְׁ ל כַפִ֥ ר עַָ֖ וֹר עֹבִֵּ֔ עֹתַי֙ מִּ֣ בְׁ צְׁ אֶׁ וֹר וְׁ פוּ־מֵ֗ טְׁ ָֽ י נָּ יָּדִַּ֣ י וְׁ דוֹדִֵ֑ חַ לְׁ תִֹּ֣ י לִפְׁ י אֲנִָ֖ תִָֽ מְׁ  קִַ֥

ה בְׁ .6  ִּ֣ אָּ צְׁ ָֽ שִי֙ יָּ ר נַפְׁ ֵ֑ בָּ ק עָּ מִַּ֣ י חָּ דוֹדִָ֖ י וְׁ דוֹדִִ֔ י אֲנִי֙ לְׁ תִָֽ חְׁ תִַ֤ נִי׃  פָּ ָֽ נָּ א עָּ ִֹ֥ ל יו וְׁ אתִָ֖ רָּ יהוּ קְׁ אתִִ֔ צָּ א מְׁ ִֹּ֣ ל יהוּ֙ וְׁ תִ֙ וֹ בִקַשְׁ רִ֔  דַבְׁ

וֹת׃  .7  י הַחֹמָֽ ָ֖ רֵּ י שֹמְׁ לִַ֔ עָּ ָֽ דִידִי֙ מֵּ ת־רְׁ וּ אֶׁ אִ֤ וּנִי נָּשְׁ עֵ֑ צָּ וּנִי פְׁ יר הִכִּ֣ עִָ֖ ים בָּ בִִ֥ ים הַסֹבְׁ רִִ֛ נִי הַשֹמְׁ אֻֻ֧ צָּ  מְׁ

 8. ִ ֵ֑ לָּ רוּשָּ וֹת יְׁ נִּ֣ ָ֖ם בְׁ כֶׁ תְׁ תִי אֶׁ עְׁ בִַ֥ נִי׃ הִשְׁ ָֽ ה אָּ ָ֖ ת אַהֲבָּ חוֹלִַ֥ וֹ שֶׁ ידוּ לִ֔ י מַה־תַגִִּ֣ ת־דּוֹדִִ֔ אוּ֙ אֶׁ צְׁ ם־תִמְׁ  ם אִָֽ

נוּ׃ .9  ָֽ תָּ בַעְׁ ה הִשְׁ ָ֖כָּ כָּ וֹד שֶׁ ךְ מִדִּ֔ ִּ֣ ים מַה־דּוֹדֵּ ה בַנָּשִֵ֑ ָ֖ וֹד הַיָּפָּ ךְ מִדִּ֔ ִּ֣  מַה־דּוֹדֵּ

ה׃ .10  ָֽ בָּ בָּ רְׁ וּל מֵּ גָ֖ וֹם דָּּ דִ֔ אָּ י צַח֙ וְׁ  דּוֹדִִ֥

ב׃  .11  ָֽ עוֹרֵּ וֹת כָּ חֹרָ֖ ים שְׁ תַלִִ֔ יו֙ תַלְׁ וצֻּוֹתָּ ז קְׁ ֵ֑ ם פָּ ִּ֣תֶׁ וֹ כֶׁ  ראֹשָ֖

את׃ .12  ָֽ וֹת עַל־מִלֵּ בָ֖ ב יֹשְׁ לִָּ֔ חָּ ָֽ חֲצוֹת֙ בֶׁ יִם רָֹֽ ֵ֑ י מָּ יקֵּ ים עַל־אֲפִִּ֣ יוֹנִָ֖ יו כְׁ ינָָּ֕  עֵּ

ם.13  שֶׁ יָּו֙ כַעֲרוּגִַּ֣ת הַבִֹ֔ חָּ ר׃    לְׁ ָֽ וֹר עֹבֵּ וֹת מִ֥ פָ֖ ים נֹטְׁ וֹשַנִִ֔ יו֙ שָֽ תוֹתָּ ים שִפְׁ חִֵ֑ קָּ רְׁ וֹת מֶׁ לָ֖ דְּׁ  מִגְׁ

ים׃  .14  ת סַפִירִָֽ פֶׁ ָ֖ עֻלֶׁ ן מְׁ ת שִֵּ֔ ִּ֣שֶׁ יו֙ עֶׁ עָּ יש מֵּ שִֵ֑ ים בַתַרְׁ אִָ֖ מֻלָּ ב מְׁ י זָּהִָּ֔ ִּ֣ לִילֵּ יו֙ גְׁ  יָּדָּ

אֵּ֙ .15  ז מַרְׁ ֵ֑ נֵּי־פָּ ים עַל־אַדְׁ דִָ֖ יסָֻּ ש מְׁ י שִֵּ֔ וּדֵּ יו֙ עַמִּ֣ ים׃  שוֹקָּ זִָֽ אֲרָּ וּר כָּ חָ֖ וֹן בָּ נִ֔ בָּ  הוּ֙ כַלְׁ

םִ׃ .16  ָֽ לָּ רוּשָּ וֹת יְׁ נָ֖ י בְׁ עִִ֔ ִּ֣ה רֵּ זֶׁ ִ֤ה דוֹדִי֙ וְׁ ים זֶׁ וֹ מַחֲמַדִֵּ֑ כֻלָ֖ ים וְׁ תַקִִ֔ מְׁ  חִכוֹ֙ מַָֽ

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.  
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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 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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Greek male body description. 

Paint my beloved Bathyllus according to my prescription: make his hair shine, dark beneath 

but with the ends lightened by the sun; add curling locks falling freely in disorder and let them lie 

where they wish. Let his soft dewy forehead be garlanded with eyebrows darker than snakes. Let 

his black eyes be a mixture of ferocity and serenity, taking their ferocity from Ares, their serenity 

from beautiful Cythere [Aphrodite], so that he may inspire terror and also hopeful suspense. Make 

his downy cheek as rosy as an apple, and, if possible, add a blush like that of Modesty. I do not yet 

know how you are to make his lip soft and full of persuasion: but let the wax [on which encaustic 

painting was done] itself have everything, talking silently. After his face make an ivory neck finer 

than that of Adonis. Give him the chest and two hands of Hermes, the thighs of Polydeuces, the 

belly of Dionysus1; above his soft thighs, thighs with raging fire in them, put a simple member that 

already desires the Paphian [Aphrodite]. But your art is grudging: you cannot show his back; that 

would have been better. Why should I describe the feet? Take your fee, as much as you ask. 

Take down this [picture of] Apollo and create Bathyllus; and if ever you come to Samos, paint 

Phoebus from Bathyllus.2 (Anacreontea 17; LCL 143: 184–187). 

 
1 Adonis, the type of youthful beauty; Hermes, the ideal young athlete of the sculptors; Polydeuces (or Pollux), 
the boxer; Dionysus, the youthful god of later Greek art. 
 
2 The poet is jokingly telling the painter to replace the picture of Apollo, the most beautiful of the gods, with the 

picture of Bathyllus, and that Bathyllus should be the model for a future portrait of Phoebus = Apollo. 
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_________________________________ 

Song 2:17 

 ָֽ י בָּ רֵּ ִ֥ ים עַל־הָּ אַיָּלִָ֖ ר הָּ פֶׁ עִֹ֥ וֹ לְׁ י אִ֛ בִֵ֗ י לִצְׁ ךָ֨ דוֹדִִ֜ ה־לְׁ מֵּ ים סֹב֩ דְּׁ לִֵ֑ לָּ ָ֖סוּ הַצְּׁ נָּ וֹם וְׁ יָּפ֙וּחַ֙ הַיִ֔ ד שֶׁ ר׃עִַ֤            תֶׁ

When the day blows gently And the shadows flee, Set out, my beloved, Swift as a gazelle Or a 

young stag, For the hills of spices! 

Song 8:14 

  ים׃   מִָֽ שָּ י בְׁ ִ֥ רֵּ ל הָּ ים עַָ֖ אַיָּלִִ֔ ָֽ ר הָּ פֶׁ עִֹּ֣ בִי֙ א֚וֹ לְׁ ךִ֤ לִצְׁ ה־לְׁ מֵּ דְׁ י וָּֽ ח דּוֹדִֵ֗ רִַּ֣ בְׁ  

 “Hurry, my beloved, Swift as a gazelle or a young stag, To the hills of spices!”  

 

 
 


