Additional Readings
and Songs




Pirkei Tikvah - Phrases of Hope

Citizens of Israel, an Israel that is both Jewish and Democratic, both Democratic and
Jewish; today requires a wake up call. The Israel of the Scroll of Independence, of the vision
of the Prophets of Israel, of compassion and loving kindness — it needs a wake up call.

We cannot be zealots. We cannot be bullies. What does this mean? We cannot be
anarchists maybe? The State of Israel has been, and must continue to be, a state of law
and order. It cannot be anarchy. The State of Israel has been, and must continue to be, a
state of liberty, of tolerance, and of justice. It cannot be anarchy. The State of Israel has
been, and must continue to be, our home, a home to all of us. “Only then may you be called
City of Righteousness, a Faithful City”. (Isaiah 1:26)

(From a speech by President Reuven Rivlin, 2015)
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| Believe/ Shaul Tchernichovsky
© 2008-2023

LyricsTranslate.
com

Laugh, O laugh at all my visions,
, the Dreamer, tell you true;
laugh, for | believe in man still,
for | still believe in you.

For my soul still yearns for freedom,
unbartered to the calf of gold:

for I still believe in mankind,

in his spirit, strong and bold.

Man shall rise to heights of glory,
vanity's fetters from him shed;

the worker then will starve no longer,
spirit—freed, and hunger—fed.

Laugh, in friendship too my faith is,
somewhere yet I'll find a heart,
one to share my every hope with,
feeling fortune, knowing smart.

| believe, too, in the future,
though the day’s not close at hand,
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it will come—then peace and blessing
will be borne from land to land.

My people, too, again will flower,

on the land a breed will rise,

that will cast their chains from off them,
see the light before their eyes.

Living, loving, working, doing,
on the earth alive indeed,

not hereafter—hope of heaven,
not content with empty creed.

A poet then shall sing a new song,

to beauty exalted heart awake;

from my grave, for him, the young one,
they'll pluck flowers, wreaths to make.

A Song for the Eve of Sabbath /
Yehuda Amichai

Will you come to me tonight?

Laundry that has already dried in the yard,
A war that was never enough

It is now somewhere else.

And roads are constantly returning

Alone as a horse without its rider,

And the house closes in the evening
About its good and evil.

And we knew well that the border

Is close and we're not allowed there,

My father prayed: and could

The land and all their armies.

The army and the land darkened

Soon the light will go out,

The commandment in which Heaven began
Again the two have to end.
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From the Songs of My Beloved Land /
Leah Goldberg

My homeland - land of beauty and poverty.
The queen has no home, the king has no crown.
There are seven spring days in the year

And cold and rain all the rest.

But for seven days the roses bloom,

And for seven days the dew drops shine,
And for seven days, windows are open.
And all your poor folk stand in the street
And lift their pale faces toward the good light,
And all your poor folk are happy.

My homeland, land of beauty and poverty,
The queen has no home, the king has no crown.
There are seven holy days in the year

And hunger and toil all the rest.

But for seven days the candles are blessed,
And for seven days the tables are set,

And for seven days, hearts are open.

And all your poor folk stand in prayer,

Your sons and daughters are grooms and brides,
And all your poor folk are brethren.
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My miserable land, impoverished and bitter,
The king has no home, the queen has no crown.
Only one in the world your praises has spoken;
Your infamy and shame all the rest.

And therefore I'll visit every street and corner,
Every market and courtyard and alley and garden.
From the rubble of your ruins I'll gather little
stones

To keep for souvenirs.

As from town to town, from country to
country,

I'll wander with a song and a music box
To relate your glorious penury.
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