Hakotel

Lyrics: Yossi Gamzu

A girl stood facing the kotel (western wall)
She drew her lips and chin close to it.
She said to me, the shofar's blasts are strong
“But the silence is even stronger.
She told me: Zion, the Temple Mount
She was silent, about the reward and the right.
And what shone on her forehead at evenlng
Was the purple of royalty.

Chorus:

The kotel, moss and sadness.

The kotel, lead and blood.

There are people with a heart of stone.
There are stones with a human heart.

The paratrooper stood at the kotel.
Of his whole division - the only one.
He told me that death has no image
But it has a diameter -

Nine millimeters only.

He told me, I'm not shedding tears
And again lowered his glance.

But my grandfather, God knows,

Is buried here, on Har Hazeitim (the Mount of Olives).

Chotus:

She stood, dressed in biack, at the kotel.
The mother of one of the infantry soldiers.

She told me, it's the eyes of my son that are shining

And not the candles on the wall,

~ She t_old me: I'm not writing

Any note to hide between the cracks.

- Because'what | gave to the kotel only last night
- Is greater than any words or writing,

_ Chorus:

|
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AN ARAB SHEPHERD IS SEARCHING FOR HIS GOAT ON MOUNT ZION

Yehuda Amichai

An Arab shepherd is searching for his goat on Mount Zion
And on the cjpposite hill | am searching for my little boy.
An Arab shepherd and a Jewish father

Both in their temporary failure.

Our two voices met above

The Sultan's Pool in the valley between us.

Neither of us wants the boy or the goat

To get caught in the wheels

Of the "Had Gadya" machine.

Afterward we found them among the bushes,
And our voices came back inside us

Laughing and crying.

Searching for a goat or for a child has always been

The beginning of a new religion in these mountains.



M’al Pisgat Har Hatzofim

From the summit of Mount Scopus,
I will prostrate myself to you,
From the summit of Mount Scopus,

O Jerusalem, peace unto you.

For a hundred generations I have dreamt of you,

To merit/to cry

And behold the light of your countenance.

Chorus:

Jerusalem, Jerusalem

Light up your face to your son,
Jerusalem, Jerusalem

From your ruins will I build you.

From the summit of Mount Scopus,

O Jerusalem, peace unto you.

- Thousands of exiles around the world,
Raise up their eyes to you.

In thousands of blessings may you

be blessed,

Kingly sanctuary, royal city.

Chorus:

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

I shall not move away,

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

The Messiah will surely come, one day.

Me'al pisgat har hatzofim
Eshtachaveh lach apa'im.
Me'al pisgat har hatzofim
Shalom lach Yerushala'im.
Me'ah derot chalamti alayich
Liz'kot/liv'kot,

Lirot be'or panayich.

Chorus:

Yerushalayim, Yerushalayim
Ha'iri panayich livnech.
Yerushalayim, Yerushalayim

Mecharvotayich evnech.

Me'al pisgat har hatzofim
Shalom lach Yerushalaim.
Alfei golim mik'tzot kol tevel
Nos'im elaich einaim

Alfei brachot hayi b'rucha
Mikdash melech ir mluchah.

Chorus:
Yerushalayim, Yerushalayim
Ani lo azuz mipo

Yerushalayim, Yerushalayim

|Yavo hamashiach yavo.




Lach Yerushalayim Lyrics: Amos Bttinger ~ Music: Eli Rubenstein
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For you, O Jerusalem, fortress of David, let a new light
shine. '

In our hearts there exists but one song, a song dedicated
to you. '

For you Jerusalem, between the city walls,
For you Jerusalem a new light will shine.

In our heart there exists but one song
For you Jerusalem, between the Jordan and the sea.

For you Jerusalem, an ancient glorious view,
For you Jerusalem a riddle and a secret.




Sisu Et Yerushalayim Text: Isaiah 66:10, 62:6 Music: Akiva Nof

Sisu et Y’rushalayim gilu va

Gilu va kol chaveha kol

ohaveha.

Al chomotayich ir David
hif-kad-ti shomrim

Kol hayom v’chol halaila.

Sisu . ..

Al tira v'al temhat avd1
Ya-akov
Ki yafutzu m’sanecha
mipanecha.

Sisu . . .

. §'i saviv einayich ur’i
kulam
Nik-b'tzu u-va-u lach.
Sisu..

V'ameich ameich kulam

tzadikim

L’olam yirshu aretz.
Sisu .
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Rejoice with Jerusalem, all you who love her.
I have set watchmen upon thy walls, O Jerusalem.
They shall never hold their peace, day or night.

Do not fear, my servant Jacob,

For your enemies shall be scattered before you.-




Tourists

Yehuda Amichai

Visits of condolence is all we get from them,
They squat at the Holocaust Memorial,
They put on grave faces at the Wailing Walll
And they laugh behind heavy curtains

In their hotels.

They have their pictures taken

Together with our famous dead

At Rachel's Tomb and Herzl's Tomb

And on Ammuniticn Hill.

They weep over our sweet boys

And lust after our tough girls

And hang up their underwear

To dry quickly

In cool, blue bathrooms.

Once | sat on the steps by agate at David's Tower,

| placed my two heavy baskets at my side. A group of tourists

was standing around their guide and | became their target marker. "You see
that man with the baskets? Just right of his head there's an arch

from the Roman period. Just right of his head.” "But he's moving, he's moving!"

| said to myself: rédemption_will come only if their guide tells them,
"You see that arch from the Roman period? It's not important: but next to i,

]eft and down a bit, there sits a man who's bought fruit and vegetables for his family."



PSALM 122

© 122:1 A Song of Ascents; of David. | rejoiced when they said unto me: 'Let.us go unto the
house of the Lord.' ‘ .

122:2 Our feet are standing within your gates, O Jerusalem;
122:3 Jerusalem, you are built as a city that is compact together;

122:4 There the tribes went up, even the tribes of the Lord, as a testimony unto Israel, to
give thanks unto the name of the Lord.

122:5 For there were set thrones for judgment, the throne§ of the house of David. :
122:6 Pray for the peace of Jerusalem; may they prosper that love you.

122:7 Peace be within your walls, and prosperity within your palaces.

122:8 For my brethren and companions’ sakes,'l will now say: 'Peace be within' ydu'f -

122:9 For the sake of the house of the Lord our God | will seek your good.

L’ ma’an Ahai

1Y AN V1Y  L'ma’an ahai virelai
2 0iYW X3RN adabta na shalom bakh. |
WEON T P2 YR7  Uma‘an beit hashem eloheinu -
A9 290 TWRAK  avaksha tov lakh, '
For the sake of my farily and friends I will pray for your peace.

For the sake of God’s house I will seek your welfare.
— Psalin 122:8-9



Jerusalem Is Mine

Lyrics and music by: Kenny Karen

| am the sun, Jerusalem,

You are a painted sky

| am a bird, Jerusalem,

You have the wings to fly

You are the father of my dreams,
| am a gift of time

| am your child, Jerusalem,
Jerusalem is mine

You are an orchard in the sand,

| am the fruit you bear

You are the glove that warms my hand,
| am the smile you wear

You are the music of the hills,

| am the words that rhyme

| am your song, Jerusalem,

Jerusalem is mine

You are the cradle of freedom,
and | am the harvest of springtime
You are the dawn of a new day,

f am tomorrow, you are forever

You are my shelter from the storm,

| am your guiding light

You are a book whose leaves are torn,

| am the page you write

You are the branches of a tree,

lam a clinging vine | am your prayer, Jerusalem,
Jerusalem is mine

| have come home, Jerusalem,

Jerusalem is mine



YIBANEH HAMIKDASH
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The Temple will be rebuilt,
The city of Zion will be filled.

And there we will sing a new song
And be uplifted with rejoicing.

UVA-U HA-OVDIM
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Those who were lost in the land of Assyria,
And those who were cast away in the land of Egypt,
Shall come and worship the Lord on the holy mountain at

Jerusalem.

|



Yerushalayim Shel Zahav

Avir harim tzalul kayayin
v'reiach o-ranim

Nisa b'ru-ach ha-arbayim
im kol pa-a-monim.
Uv-tardeimat ilan va-even
sh’vuya ba-chaloma

Ha-ir asher badad yoshevet
uv-liba choma.

" . Y’rushalayim shel zahav
v’shel n'choshet v'shel or
Halo Vchol shi-rayich ani
kinor.

Chazarnu el borot hamayim
lashuk v’lakikar

Shofar korei b’har habayit
ba-ir ha-a-tikah.

U-vam’arot asher ba-sela
alfei sh’'mashot zor'chot
V'shuv neireid el yam

hamelach b'derech Y'richo.
Y’rushalayim shel zahav . . .

Ach b'vo-i hayom lashir lach

viach likshor k'tarim
Katonti mitz-ir banayich

umei-acharon hamshor'rim

Ki sh'meich tzoreiv et

; . has’fatayim kin-shikat saraf
Im eshkacheich Y'rushalayim

asher kula zahav.

Y'rushalayim shel zahav . .

Lyrics and music by Naomi Shemer
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Mountain air as clear as wine and the scent of pine, borne

on the evening wind with the sound of bells.

And iri the slumber of trees and stone, imprisoned in her

ﬁream is the city which dwells alone, 2 wall within her
eart. ‘

Jerusalem of gold, of copper and of light,
Behold 1 am a harp for all your songs.




