
Song of Solomon 2:8-13 New Revised Standard Version 

 
8 The voice of my beloved! 

    Look, he comes, 

leaping upon the mountains, 

    bounding over the hills. 
9 My beloved is like a gazelle 

    or a young stag. 

Look, there he stands 

    behind our wall, 

gazing in at the windows, 

    looking through the lattice. 
10 My beloved speaks and says to me: 

“Arise, my love, my fair one, 

    and come away; 
11 for now the winter is past, 

    the rain is over and gone. 
12 The flowers appear on the earth; 

    the time of singing has come, 

and the voice of the turtledove 

    is heard in our land. 
13 The fig tree puts forth its figs, 

    and the vines are in blossom; 

    they give forth fragrance. 

Arise, my love, my fair one, 

    and come away. 

 

Psalm 45:6-9 New Revised Standard Version 

 
6 Your throne, O God, endures forever and ever. 

    Your royal scepter is a scepter of equity; 
7     you love righteousness and hate wickedness. 

Therefore God, your God, has anointed you 

    with the oil of gladness beyond your companions; 
8     your robes are all fragrant with myrrh and aloes and cassia. 

From ivory palaces stringed instruments make you glad; 
9     daughters of kings are among your ladies of honor; 

    at your right hand stands the queen in gold of Ophir. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Luke 24:1-12 New Revised Standard Version 

 
24 But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking 

the spices that they had prepared. 2 They found the stone rolled away from the 

tomb, 3 but when they went in, they did not find the body. 4 While they were 

perplexed about this, suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside 

them. 5 The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but the 

men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, 

but has risen. 6 Remember how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 7 that the 

Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day 

rise again.” 8 Then they remembered his words, 9 and returning from the tomb, they 

told all this to the eleven and to all the rest. 10 Now it was Mary Magdalene, 

Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other women with them who told this 

to the apostles. 11 But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and they did not 

believe them. 12 But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he 

saw the linen cloths by themselves; then he went home, amazed at what had 

happened. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


