
My beloved made answer,

And to me said :

Up, my loved one, my fail-;

Hie thee away!
I^'or lo. the winter is ])a.st.

Tlie rain is over, and ^'one;

The flowers appear on the earth.

And the time of merry sons is come;
And the voice of the turtle

Is heard in our land:

The fiif tree seasons lier unrip<' fruit.

The vine in blos.som frasranec yields.

Hie thee away, my love, my fail-;

Hie thee away!

—Song of ASoiigs ii. 10- 1,'}.
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