The silver salver/ Nathan Alterman
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"A State is not handed to a people on a silver

salver"

Chaim Weizmann, first President of Israel
The Earth grows still.

The lurid sky slowly pales

Over smoking borders.

Heartsick, but still lving, a people stand by
To greet the uniqueness

of the miracle.

Readied, they wait beneath the moon,
Wrapped in awesome joy, before the light.
-- Then, soon,

A girl and boy step forward,

And slowly walk before the waiting nation;

In work garb and heavy-shod

They climb

In stillness.

Wearing yet the dress of battle, the grime
Of aching day and fire-filled night

Unwashed, weary unto death, not knowing
rest,

But wearing youth like dewdrops in their
hair,

-- Silently the two approach

And stand.

Are they of the quick or of the dead?

Through wondering tears, the people stare.
"Who are you, the silent two?"

And they reply: "We are the silver salver
Upon which the Jewish State was served to

"

you.

And spekaing, fall in shadow at the nation's
feet.
Let the rest in Israel's chronicles be told.
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THE FRIENDSHIP
Lyrics: Haim Guri
Melody: Sasha Argov

In the Negev, the autumn night falls,

And it kindles the stars in the quiet,

As the breeze rustles outside the door
And the dust settles down on the highway.

Time goes on, do we notice at all

How the months have gone by in our fields?

Time goes by, there are few of us left, and so many
we once knew are gone.

They are gone from our midst,

All their laughter, their youth and their splendor.
But we know that a friendship like that, we are
bound all our lives to remember.

For a love that in battle is forged,

Will endure while we live, fierce and tender.

Oh, the friendship we bore without words, It was
silent and grey, it was wordless.

From the pain and the blood of those days, it
remains with us, ardent and yearning.

In the name of that friendship we know, in its name
we'll go on, go forward,

For those friends, when they fell on their swords,
left us this precious gift to recall them.

They are gone from our midst,

All their laughter, their youth and their splendor.
But we know that a friendship like that, we are
bound all our lives to remember,

For a love that in battle is forged,

Will endure while we live, fierce and tender

They are gone from our midst....
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My young brother Yehuda
Lyrics: Ehud Manor
Melody: Yochanan Zarai

My young brother Yehudabh,

do you hear?

do you know?

The sun still rises every morning
and its light is white,

and in the evening the wind scatters
the leaves of the garden.

The first rain

came down two days ago

on Tuesday evening,

and the sky is visible again,

in the puddle on the main road.

My young brother Yehudah,
do you hear?

do you know?

Your kids are in the garden,
they're learning a new song already,
and in high school the students
are again training on the field,
winds of sunset

howl on the balcony

the songs of autumn,

and Mom secretly waits

that maybe a letter will arrive.

My young brother Yehudabh,

do you hear?

do you know?

All your good friends

carry your image with them,

and in all the tanks on the border lines you are
with them.

My good brother,

I remember your eyes,

and they solve a riddle.

And my baby son is handsome like you,
I will name him in your name, Yehudah.
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Ballad for the medic
Lyrics: Dan Almagor
Melody: Effi Netzer

They slowly advanced. Everything was calm.
Against the river, with the reeds rustling
suddenly a lightning bolt roared,

and one [person] yelled out: [I'm] wounded!

I'm coming - the medic replied to him.

We went over a mine! the wounded yelled,

I'm here, by your side - the medic replied to him.

A hail of fire is coming down,

a heavy fragmentary hail,

across the river, to the murmuring reeds

Leave me here - the wounded requested,

leave the non-sense

- the medic then answered him.

Save yourself - the wounded requested.

I'm staying with you - the medic answered him.

And the two remained alone, and the field was open.

And the two remained alone, exposed to the fire.

We are [about to] perish - the wounded then muttered,

hold me well - the medic answered him.

You were wounded too- the wounded then muttered
never mind, it's not too bad - the medic answered him.

The fire is very heavy! It's very hard to move.
Just don't despair, just don't despair,

I'll always remember you

- the wounded then pledged.

Just don't fall - the medic then muttered.

I'm yours till the day you die

- the wounded then pledged.

Today's the day I die

- the medic answered him.

Suddenly a dust cloud, suddenly the wind rose,
and a shaddow over the ground,

it approached loudly.

We're saved! They're coming!

- the wounded then whimpered,

but he did not hear a word out of the medic.
My brother, my very brother!

- the wounded then whimpered.

Across the river, the reeds are rustling,

my brother, my very brother

my brother, my very brother

my brother!!!
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Watch over the world
Lyrics & melody: David D’or

Watch over the world child,
there are things forbidden to see
watch over the world child,

If you see, you'll stop being.
The hero of the world child,

is the one with an angel's smile;
watch over the world child,

for we no longer do succeed.

Watch over the world child,

don't think too much;

for the more you know, child,
you only understand less.

And at a certain hour

all the doors will be shut

and all the love will finish

only you will continue to wonder.
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He did not know her name
Lyrics: Haim Guri
Melody: Sasha Argov

He walked one day on the road to Be'er-Sheva,
The wind from the sea rustled the bushes,

By an old tree, she turned her head,

Her plait dropped along her shoulder.

The battalion marched on, he went with it,
Wind and sun kissing his face.

But during a night camp he realised
Realised that he forgot to ask her name.

He didn’t know her name,

But that plait

Stayed with him all the way long,
And he knew, the day will come
That they will suddenly meet,

In a dew-dawn or with evening sun.

The second summer changed shades and color,

A commando came back from a June night

The ambulance rushed on the road to Be'er-Sheva
And she was waiting, waiting for him, in a white
(nurse’s) dress.

And he asked: “Do you?”. And she answered:
“Remember”.

So they talked for hours, nobody knows about what,

And when he went, not to return, and she was left behind,
pale,

She remembered that he forgot to ask her name.

He didn’t know her name

But that plait

Went with him all the way long,
And he knew, the day will come
That they will suddenly meet,

In a dew-dawn or with evening sun.
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How shall I bless him
Lyrics: Rachel Shapira
Melody: Yair Rosenblum

What blessings can I give this child, what can he be
blessed with? Asked the angel

And he blessed him with a smile, bright as light, And
he blessed him with big observing eyes

With them to catch every flower, every living
creature or bird

And with a heart to feel what he sees.

What blessings can I give this boy, what can he be
blessed with? Asked the angel

And he blessed him with legs to dance for ever
And a soul to remember all tunes

And a hand to collect shells on the beach, and a ear
attentive to old and young

What blessings can I give this adolescence, what can
he be blessed with? Asked the angel

And he blessed that his hands which are used to
flowers

Will succeed in learning the might of the steel; And
his legs to dance the roads journey; and lips to sing
the command pace

What blessings can I give this man, what can he be
blessed with? Asked the angel

I gave him all I could give

A song, a smile and legs to dance

And a delicate hand and a trembling heart
What else can I bless you with?

What blessings can I give this boy, what can he be
blessed with?

This boy is now an angel

No one will bless him, he will never be blessed
God, God, God

If only you blessed him with life.
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Yoram
Lyrics: Eli Mohar
Melody: Yehuda Poliker

He remained 20 years old

and the time passed,

time that did not touch his face,
time without him.

He was lost in the sands,

till this day he has not returned
only now it is possible to speak
for a moment to him

Yoram, tell me:

what do we do with a friend like you?
what do we do with your death?

with the memory of your being

and with the forgetfulness

Back then you wrote a diary
and a letter remains

and you laugh from the page
on the shelf

Yoram, you tell me:

what do we do with a friend like you?
that is neither there nor here

that was and isn't

but despite that he is

Because with time it went out (as fire)
the pain calmed down

sometimes even an old wound

returns and opens

Yoram, you tell me:

what do we do with a friend like you?
what do we do with your death?

with the memory of your being

and with the forgetfulness

Yoram, you tell me:

what do we do with a friend like you?
what do we do with your death?

with the memory of your being

with a friend like you

that remained 20 years old
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The wheat is growing again
Lyrics: Dorit Tzameret
Melody: Haim Barkani

Fields spilled out from horizon to the threshold
Carob, olive and Gilboa -

The valley is showcased in the evening with
beauty like never seen.

It's not the same valley; this is not the same house.
You are gone and will never be back.

The path with the boulevard, eagle in the sky, but
the wheat is growing again

From the bitter soil the chives grow, and on the
lawn, a boy and his dog

The room is lit and the nights fall on the room,
what’s inside him and what’s in his heart

It's not the same valley ...

And all that happened may be forever, the sun
shone, the sun comes again

More songs are being sung, but how it will be told
of all the pain and all the love

It is the same valley, it is the same house

But you will not be able to return

And how did it, how did it happen and still does-
That the wheat is growing again.
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May it be
Lyrics: Asaf Cohen
Melody: Naomi Shemer

There is still a white sail on the horizon
Opposite a heavy black cloud

All that we ask for - may it be

And if in the evening windows

The light of the holiday candles flickers
All that we seek - may it be

May it be, may it be - Please - may it be. All that we
seek - may it be.

What is the sound that I hear

The cry of the shofar and the sound of drums
All that we ask for - may it be

If only there can be heard within all this

One prayer from my lips also

All that we seek - may it be

May it be...

Within a small, shaded neighborhood

Is a small house with a red roof

All that we ask for, may it be

This is the end of summer, the end of the path
Allow them to return safely here

All that we seek, may it be

May it be...

And if suddenly, rising from the darkness
Over our heads, the light of a star shines

All that we ask for, may it be

Then grant tranquility and also grant strength
To all those we love

All that we seek, may it be

May it be...

5799
70 AOX :0°7n
MW Ny

PDINA 127 Won W T
720 W 1Y 7N

ST 12 wpaw 9o

29V MNP oKX

V17 A7 M1 R
717 wpaw 9o

AR R Y
217 - RIX
S 2 wpaw 93

YR CIR MY DR A
o°9I0 Y 1w NP
17 wpaw 9

9% 92 7102 vawen W
D1 DR 777°00 03
T2 wpaw 93

..... KR RA R

NYXIM TP AN N2
Q17X A3 Qv LR M2
712 wpaw 9o
anink\Rarakilhii
% 2wh o 1n
712 wpaw 9o

L Ty

SDWM 171 DIRND OX)
2290 MR NWRI DY
S0 wpaw 93

M3 2 1M INPw 10 IR
2RI 779R 7O

SN2 wpaw 93

BRhIR VIR LR Y




CHILDREN OF WINTER 1973

We are the children of winter 1973

You dreamt us first at dawn at the end of the battles

You were tired men that thanked their good luck

You were worried young women and you wanted so much to love
When you conceived us with love in winter 1973

You wanted to fill up with your bodies that what the war finished

When we were born the country was wounded and sad

You looked at us you hugged us you were trying to find comfort

When we were born the elders blessed with tears in their eyes

They said:" we wish those kids will not have to go to the army"

And your faces in the old picture prove that you said it form the bottom of
your hearts

When you promised to do everything for us to make an enemy into a loved
one

You promised a dove, an olive tree leaf, you promised peace
You promised spring at home and blossoms
You promised to fulfill promises, you promised a dove

We are the children of winter 1973

We grew up and now in the army

with our weapon and helmet on our heads

We know how to make love to laugh and cry

We are men we are women and we too dream about babies
This is why we will not pressure you we will demand of you
And we will not threaten you

When we were young you said promises need to be kept
We will give you strength if that is what you need

We will not hold back- We just wanted to whisper

We are the children of that winter in the year 1973

You promised a dove....

We are the children of winter 1973

You dreamt us first at dawn at the end of the battles

You were tired men that thanked their good luck

You were worried young women and you wanted so much to love
When you conceived us with love in winter 1973

You wanted to fill up with your bodies that what the war finished
And we were born the country was wounded and sad

You looked at us you hugged us you were trying to find comfort
When we were born the elders blessed with tears in their eyes
They said:" we wish those kids will not have to go to the army"
And your faces in the old picture prove

That you said it form the bottom of your hearts

When you promised to do every thing for us

To make an enemy into a loved one

You promised a dove.....

We are the children of winter 1973

We grew up and now in the army with our weapon and helmet on our heads
We know how to make love to laugh and cry

We are men we are women and we too dream about babies

This is why we will not pressure you we will demand of you

And we will not threaten you

When we were young you said promises need to be kept

We will give you strength if that is what you need

We will not hold back - We just wanted to whisper

We are the children of that winter in the year 1973

You promised a dove...
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http://www.shiron.net/artist?prfid=583&lang=1
http://www.shiron.net/artist?prfid=988&lang=1

BAB EL. WAD

Here I am passing, standing by the stone.
An asphalt road, rocks and ridges.

Day goes down slowly, sea-wind blows
Light of a first star, over Beit Maschir.

Bab-el-wad,

Do remember our names forever,

Convoys broke through, on the way to the City.
Our deads lay on the road edges.

The iron skeleton is silent like my comrade.

Here pitch and lead fumed under the sun,
Here nights passed with fire and knives.
Here sorrow and glory live together

With a burnt armoured car and the name of an unknown.

Bab-el-wad

And I walk, passing here silently,

And I remember them, one by one.

Here we fought together on cliffs and boulders
Here we were one family.

Bab-el-wad

A spring day will come, the cyclamens will bloom,
Red of anemone on the mountain and on the slope.
He, who will go on the road we went,

He will not forget us, Bab-el-wad
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