
In my garden there is a well
There is a bucket there,

Every Shabbes my beloved,
Comes there to drink water.

Like my heart, the bucket keeps watch,
Its gold drips peacefully into the well:

A pearl drips, then a second
Here he comes, here he comes.

Quiet, it seems I hear steps...
Is that him? Or maybe not?

Faster, faster, come my beautiful one,
I am alone, with no one else around...

We sit here on the well‘s rim,
Head to shoulder, hand in hand...

“I will ask you something,
But please, I beg you, don‘t laugh.

“Tell, where does the pain come from,
Which like a worm gnaws at my heart? - 

I hear my mother say,
as you want to leave me.”

My beloved says: don‘t be silly,
Enemies say such things,
Another year, god willing,

We will get married...
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