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Shibolim [ Assi Stav (translation: anonymous)
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Assi Stav' Shibolim created after October 7th contains references to well-known Israeli
bereavement songs: The Wheat Grows Again sung by Chava Alberstein, The Road to the

Village by Rivka Zohar, In Our Garden by Shi Li Atari..

Do you remember when we were young
We would hide behind the haystacks
Baskets of tomatoes and October wind
whistling in the air

Stones in our shoes, a smile on our face
Flowers in our hair

We lost the road to our village

The way to return back home

The battlefield will turn to fields of wheat (Shibolim)
You will see, we will return and raise children

The battlefield will turn to fields of wheat

Beautiful people will dance on the paths

More poems will be written

and thousands of anemones (kalaniyot) will cover
the stains

You remember when we were grown up
We would hide behind the wall

Baskets of gunpowder and smell of October
Ignite the air

Dust in the shoes, a faceless smile
Shabbat flowers on the table

We lost the road to our village

The road in which | saw how it all ended

The battlefield will turn to fields of wheat (Shibolim)
You will see, we will return and raise children

The battlefield will turn to fields of wheat

Beautiful people will dance on the paths

More poems will be written

and thousands of anemones (kalaniyot) will cover
the stains

The battlefield will turn to fields of wheat (Shibolim)
Seeds of hope will sprout and grow high

The battlefield will turn into fields of wheat
Beautiful people will continue to dance everywhere
More books will be written

and thousands of anemones (kalaniyot) will cover
the years
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https://youtu.be/FL1lILSIiN8
https://youtu.be/FL1lILSIiN8

"/\\ THE 'n NI
£N/A JEWISH AGENCY Y
\R FOR ISRAEL

X2 N)'7 | Qinat Be’eri (a Lamentation for Be’eri), by Yagel Haroush

Qinat Be’eri was written by Yagel Haroush in the month of Cheshvan after the October 7t
Massacre and disseminated on social media. The initial English translation and notes was
shared by Yosef Goldman and Josh Fleet.

Eikhah' — Alas! my well? XD NN
has turned into my grave. MY NI9ND
And the day of my light!®! MixN DI
has become my darkness "INy 790
And all fruit has been destroyed 19 7 J.WDVJD!
and my singing overturned 'Y 9l
My eyes pour forth water!” D Ny Yy
from the depth of my brokenness YR
Eikhah — Torah MR D'
so orderly and arranged NYTO! NYNY
So full of splendor AIXD 7|
did not come to our aid 1YY Ty X7
And on the day of her exalting,” T m'?"
| have lost my standing RN N
My eyes pour forth water on m,gn -?-y
from the depth of my brokenness 1Y Pin
Eikhah — lIsrael e el b
on a day of calling to God X NNy DI
Life was requested 7xiv novN|
but chaos received 227 NpInnd
Elder and infant 771 |7
wallow in blood!® 72iann D13
His festival desecrated 70 'm!
by a merciless enemy "I?’-f LN
My eyes pour forth water D!r'f ny;n I.M"J
from the depth of my brokenness SRV RN
Eikhah — mothers, NINAX ND'N
girls, and young women NYM NiTY
Taken into captivity ni>7n 1aya
as in the days of pogroms niy19 '
And fences were breached T"'T!? "#19.3!
righteous sheep _NNYTRY
And the dancing ceased ml?'m; "?Qg"

MY NN

and the songs of my singers


https://youtu.be/qdZN0NYW0VY
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My eyes pour forth water
from the depth of my brokenness

And eikhah — | wonder,

you who enobled her —

How long shall a nation

live in upheaval

How long shall her stature

be brought low to the ground
And now, arise

to kindle my lamp!”

And from the wellsprings of your mercy
heal my brokenness

And my eye!®

that pours forth will water Be’eri

Kadish / Asaf Gur
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael
Bohnen, Rachel Korazim
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Immediately following October 7t", many people could not find words to express their
grief. Asaf Gur, an Israeli journalist, editor and musician, offers the following words in his

version of the Kaddish Prayer.

Yisgadal V’yiskadash Shmei Raba

And no one came

Many thousands called Him on Shabbat
morning

Crying His name out loud

Begging Him with tears just to come
But He ceased from all His work

No God came

And no God calmed

Only Satan celebrated uninterrupted
Dancing between kibbutzim and the
slaughter festival

And our correspondent goes on to report
All the while sobbing

Saying there is a burnt baby

And there is an abducted baby

There is an orphaned baby

And there is a day-old baby

Still linked to his mother’s body by the
umbilical cord
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He hadn’t even managed to find out his
name

What will be inscribed on the tiny
headstone

With a single date for birth and death
This is what the kibbutz looks like after
Satan’s visit

Turning the broadcast back to the studio
Quiet now they are shooting

They are also launching rockets

And there is no government

And there is no mercy

Just the screaming and the pictures
That will never leave the mind

The seventh of October

Two thousand twenty three.

And We Shall Live / Avraham Chalfi

Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael
Bohnen, Rachel Korazim
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Abraham Chalfi (1904-1980) was born in Lodz, Poland. He arrived in Israel in 1924 and
worked in agriculture, construction and road construction. He joined the worker’s
theater, Ohel, when it opened in 1925, and in 1953 became a member of the Tel Aviv
Cameri municipal theater. He began publishing poems in 1933. Many of his poems

were set to music and became popular songs

Life was lost, lost - and we shall live.

And we shall live, and mock you, Death.
This is how we shall live - linking arms and
strength

With the majestic splendor of immortality.

We shall breathe. Yes, with rage we shall
breathe — and we shall live,

Even if fear shuts our mouths.

Should one still fear? Fear what, God,
After the losses we saw?

We shall breathe. Rage. Live. And mock
Even if your heavens will fall upon us,
Life is lost. But we shall scream

The scream of our immortality.
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https://youtu.be/NM9t-Y07L9c
https://youtu.be/NM9t-Y07L9c

