
she notes, almost coquettishly referring to her
swarthy skin, “and I am beautiful, O daughters of
Jerusalem, just like the tents of Kedar and the
opaque curtains of Solomon’s palace. Don’t stare
at me because my skin is so dark—the sun dark-
ened it when my mother’s sons were angry with
me and made me guard their vineyards for them.”
She pauses, then ends this section of her remarks
with words not tinged even slightly with unspoken
regret. “But my own vineyard,” she adds, glancing
quickly in the direction of the king’s procession, “my
own vineyard, I haven’t guarded at all.”

Having spoken so openly, the Shulamite now turns
to speak to Solomon directly, adopting a kind of
coquettish, playful tone openly intended to seduce.
“Tell me, lover” she begins rhetorically, imagining
Solomon as a hungry sheep, “how do you manage
to slip away to go grazing? How do you get away
long enough to lie down with me during an after-
noon you should probably be somewhere else?
Tell me—for why should I be tempted, veiled and
anonymous, to visit your friends’ flocks?”

A hush descends on the street as we can almost
hear the women wondering amongst themselves if
their friend will be arrested for her provocative
speech . . . or invited into the unseen king’s palan-
quin. But neither happens and the Shulamite is nei-
ther detained nor ushered into Solomon’s presence.
Instead, the king speaks, addressing her aloud for
generations to hear. “If you, O most beautiful of
women, don’t know the answer to those ques-
tions,” he begins, the playful lilt in his voice suggest-
ing that his question is more rhetorical than real,
“why don’t you go out and follow the sheep’s
footprints to find out? Just take your kids out to
graze among the shepherds’ huts!” At this, the
procession stops in the street. At an unseen,
unheard command, the porters place Solomon’s
palanquin on the ground and raise the silk curtain.
revealing Solomon himself, the king of Israel reclining
on an ivory divan. The women can barely believe
their eyes, but the young king turns to address the
Shulamite, apparently not finding any reason to dis-
semble or speak in the private code of lovers.
“When I think of you, my beloved, you remind
me of the finest mare in Pharaoh’s stable. Yourt

This eruv makes it permitted for us
(and for our neighbors in this place) 

to bake, cook and do whatever is necessary
on the day (or days) of this festival

to prepare our Sabbath meals.
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