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Here

Orna and Moshe Datz
Lyrics: Uzi Heitman
Music: Uzi Heitman
1992

Here is my home, here | was born
On the plain which is by the shore.
Here are the friends who | grew up with
And | have no other place in the world.
| have no other place in the world.

Here is my home, here | played
in the lowland which is near the mountain
here | drank water from the well
and planted grass in the desert
and planted grass in the desert.

CHORUS

Here | was born

here my children were born to me.

here | built my house - with my own two hands
here, you're also with me

and here are all of my thousand friends

and after 2,000 years — my wanderings are over.

Here | played all of my songs
and went on a night journey
here in my youth | defended
the land of my God

the land of my God.

CHORUS

Here | set my table

A piece of bread, a fresh flower

| opened the door to my neighbors

And whoever comes, we'll greet “Ahalan!™”
And whoever comes, we'll greet “Ahalan!”

CHORUS
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This Was My Home

Hilah Harari, Meni Begger, and Keleh 6
Lyrics and Music: Meni Begger

This was my home;

with a garden and chicken coop was my home.
It was yours, was mine, was ours.

At dawn, strangers will live in it,

and we, with all our memories, disappear.

We fought so much

that we forgot about what.

For me, this is war;

for them, a livelihood.

For me, this is home;

for them, it's just another line on the map.
It long ago changed to be much more
than just land.

| may not agree, but | have no problem understanding.

We made the wasteland bloom,

and this is what you are giving back.

The memories did not die; they relocated.
Yamit is resurrected.

A memory flits across my mind

from the day | wrote the first rhyme,
races against the clock,

distinguishes between dream and reality
in the photo album, beautiful years,
memories of youth (examined).

Nothing will stop time;

clock ticks, hands move forward,

and | distance myself. There's no place like home.

This isn't just a corny phrase borrowed from
"The Wizard of Oz."

This was my home;

with a garden and chicken coop was my home.
It was yours, was mine, was ours.

At dawn, strangers will live in it,

and we, with all our memories, disappear.

Now it's yours.
We'll no longer make memories in it.

n a'n T

6 X701 122 'm0 nn
121 "N '
712 0 Ny

MmN 72701 oy M an T
n7w e v A

DT 12 NIA' "NY DY

D'M7VY1 NRIND'TN '72 DY 1INAXI

NN D D mnn

nn 7y nnww

nnN7n NRT '7ava

N011D NNT D7'ava

n'an N7 'rava

non 7y 17 DNO TIY NT 07'ava

NNTX DNON INI' NN NI'NY7 1901 AT AT
n'wa 72 'an 7ax ,0mon X7'IX IR

NITNA D'INI DN'Y NN ATENANY'N N9
.0'T NV 0N LN X7 DRND'T™

.N"NN7 Nnp n'm!

[INDT 2y MT 779 7'nnn
[IWXRIN TN 'MAND AW DM
19100 7V Y1

NIN'YNY? DI7N |2 79N

NI9' DI ,NNINNN DA7XA
)71 1) NITY 9w nnnoT

[ATN DX IXY' X7 DI7D

NNTR D'TT DAINNA L7917 1YY
NN D DA 'R ,7NNNN XI
1901 NIRAN 7Y YIXN VOYN TIV X7 DT
"Ylv 7Oxn noizn"

M A 71700y M AT
n7w e v

DT 12 NIA' "NY DY
D'M7y1 NNIND'TA '72 DY NI

DO7W XIN 1I'YDY
AN NIRNOT 12 1IX X7 INIX

continued on next page

Page 2



<4— Table of Contents

This Was My Home (con't)

| remember the first night, the first kiss

separation that will never happen again

in which | sweated from being hot;

a quarrel and again, all happened exactly so

when | lifted and carried you over the threshold,
bending to the ground, taking a handful of soil.

Here, this is my home, childhood, soul.

In the morning, | awoke and breathed the air and dust.

Between us, to this day, the house was part of the connection.

| can't believe it's over now, everything taken.
Forever hand in hand we'll be ... and lost like the wind.

This was my home;

with a garden and chicken coop was my home.
It was yours, was mine, was ours.

At dawn, strangers will live in it,

and we, with all our memories, disappear.

Again, candles are no longer seen burning
in the windows we since left.
Again, candles are no longer seen burning
in the windows we since left.

When you left, with you left
all those friends we always laughed with.

This was my home;

with a garden and chicken coop was my home.
It was yours, was mine, was ours.

At dawn, strangers will live in it,

and we, with all our memories, disappear.
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The Spark of Love

Ehud Banai
Lyrics: Ehud Banai
Music: Folk melody

From the album: Tip-Tipah ("A Wee Bit"), 1998

Each one of us lives in a different world.

The difference is so great.

Each one of us lives in a different world.

The difference is so great.
What | feel inside
no one else feels like me.
What | feel inside
no one else feels like me.

What you think is long,

| think is flat.

What you think is long,

| think is flat.

What you see as closed,
| see as open.

What you see as closed,
| see as open.

What | see as white,

you see as black.

What | see as white,

you see as black.

When darkness descends on me,
on you shines light.

When darkness descends on me,
on you shines light.

What is a dream for you
for me is horror.

What is a dream for you
for me is horror.

What is peace for me
for you is war.

What is peace for me
for you is war.
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The Spark of Love (con’t)

To the place that | am going
you will arrive, too.

To the place that | am going
you will arrive, too.

All the roads

rise to the same heaven.

All the roads

rise to the same heavens.

To the place you're heading,
I'll reach, too.

To the place you're heading,
I'll reach, too.

But without the spark of love,
nothing will ignite.

But without the spark of love,
nothing will ignite.
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Not Yet Settled Between Us

Lyrics and Music: Etti Ankri

From the album: Etti Ankri and David D’Or in Concert, 1998

One more stone.
Another shriek
is heard on the roads.

Yet more despair
advances silently
then explodes inside.

And it's not yet settled between us,
not yet settled;

not yet settled between us,
another heart has been hurt.

One more stone
strikes hard
in the name of all the martyrs.

Another fear
prevails in the streets
in the name of all the occupied.

And what will be spoken between us,
what will be spoken?

What will be spoken between us?
Another heart is broken.

And the Messiah

isn't coming,

and there is no king

and no prophet.

If you are the messenger,
who will bring the peace?

One more stone,
another revenge,
another soldier,
several more.

One more stone.
Soon

no one

will remember why.

And it's not yet settled between us,
not yet settled;

not yet settled between us,

still crazy.

And the Messiah

isn't coming,

and there is no king

and no prophet.

If you are the messenger,
who will bring the peace?
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Born Here — A rap by Tamer Nafar
and the DAM crew

TAMER NAFAR:

This is a hunting season the prey is one more home

Of a dove trying to survive under the hawk’s regime

(*page ripped®) let's try something more optimistic:

each day | wake up and see like a 1000 cops

maybe they came to arrest a dealer...(he’s ever here, over
here, oh no they came to destroy his neighbor’s home)

what is happening here? A hate bubble surrounding the ghetto
why is it hard for him? And who'’s going to answer him? Any-
where | go, excuses are there to greet me | broke the law? No,
no the law broke me enough, enough (enough, enough) gen-
tlemen (gentlemen) | was born here, my grandparents were
also born here, you will not sever me

From my roots (you will not sever me from my roots) under-
stand, even if | have faith in this “if you wish it is not a legend”
regime

You still haven’t allowed me to build a porch to stand on and
express it

CHORUS

ABIR EL’ZINATI:

Our neighborhood is embarrassed

Not dressed in a silk dress

(DAM — if the fear will continue to live in our hearts)
a bride without a veil

standing, waiting, longing for her beauty

(DAM — the expulsion is knocking on our doors)
the time has passed over her, forgotten her
(DAM - that is why)

the separation wall has muted her hope

like a bird that will break out of the cage

she will spread out her wings and fly

(DAM — we will shout without fear)

MAHMUD GRIRI:

Here | build my home and here you have destroyed my home
And if this is not legal what about yours, my cousin?!

I’'m trying to build a home and what is build for me is found

In do-re-mi or will be found in a place with lots

Of people with promises that will be the light at the end of the
tunnel

but that is just a bulldozer or another train running over

(* a train siren*) no no in this song there is no censorship
there is a sewerage, railway track, call it architecture

and add to it white pepper

and what will be sneezed from it is a loaded gun

and — all the things I've said have been given a voice and —
there are the people who stand in line that —

they have difficulty in their smile and a smile in the difficulty
and as long as this difficulty is within us know that this is a
rope too tangled, “this is not racism, this is Zionism”

enough this is not ignorance this is fortification in ignorance
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Born Here — A rap by Tamer Nafar
and the DAM crew (con't)

CHORUS

ABIR EL’ZINATI:

our neighborhood is embarrassed...

c-part:

our eyes watch as our children seeking

a future that in it “the sky are the limit”

a slogan that has been covered with the ruins dust
but, the light hasn’t been turned off yet

SUHELL NAFAR:

a destroyed house and in the garden 8 railroad tracks
and, during the day, at least 200 trains pass

and behind the ruins, a separation fence

that should be between the house and the railroad tracks
but it is built between Snir and Nir Tzvi

and the municipality claims that everything there is illegal
so, just one second, one second

what with all the legal neighborhoods that has

health care centers — surrounded with sewerage
kindergarten — surrounded with sewerage

for that there is no excuse it’s just that the city didn’t care
for the Arabs

because the government has a wish:

maximum Jews — on maximum land

minimum Arabs — on minimum land

this house didn’t get approved by the law

and you will not erase!
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Black Labor *

Ehud Banai
Lyrics and Music: Ehud Banai
From the Album: Ehud Banai and the Refugees, 1987

The dark-skinned brothers from Ethiopia,

bringing with them an ancient and wonderful tradition.

The lost children, after the tribulations of the journey
discover the distant land [of Israel] gradually

For years they dreamed about it, and now it is reality.
When they are told to immerse themselves [in a mikveh for
conversion],

to wash away their innocence

And in their eyes such light | saw.

Who can know whether Abraham wasn't black?

The dark-skinned brothers in an absorption center in Tiberias
try to absorb and integrate, but it's not easy.

From the paradise beyond the mountains of darkness

to the local street, digital and confused

For years they dreamed of a home, and now it is reality

It happens at home, too; the exile has continued.

And in their eyes such light | saw.

Who can know whether Abraham wasn't black?

The dark-skinned brothers barefoot on the roadside

carrying their affront on foot, towards the town

They stand in front of the building; they stand in front of a
heart of stone

waiting for the door to open from within

They were faithful, yes; they awaited it, the [Divine] message
And now, all that remains is black labor

* Double meaning in that it is the Hebrew expression for "dirty work"
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In the Caravan *

Shlomo Gronich and the Sheba Choir
Lyrics and Music: Shlomo Gronich
From the album: Shlomo Gronich and the Sheba Choir, 1993

Father and Mother still dream of the Land of Israel

in the caravan.

Father and Mother love the Land of Israel in the caravan,
in the caravan.

Father is unemployed; it's pretty hard for Mother

in the caravan.

There are no clothes to wear and no food to cook

in the caravan.

Father and Mother still dream of the Land of Israel

in the caravan.

Father and Mother love the Land of Israel in the caravan,
in the caravan.

Father believes the difficulty is temporary

in the caravan.

On my mother's face are wrinkles of worry

in the caravan.

| was called Alimo in Ethiopia.

In Hebrew, I'm called Elidor.

At school, they call me a Kushite,
but they mean black.

[segment in Amharic]

"It's not terrible," my mother said; "we'll overcome"
in the caravan.

"It's only a matter of time," slowly says my father.
Father is pretty sad, and Mother encourages [him]:
"we have no hope, but we have a homeland"

in the caravan.

My sister's name is Little Lam-Lam.

In Hebrew, she's called Limor.

A year ago, she was kicked out of pre-school
because her color is black.

[segment in Amharic]

Father and Mother still dream of the Land of Israel

in the caravan.

Father and Mother hope for their salvation in the Land of Is-
rael in the caravan.

Once Father works

and Limor returns to her pre-school
in the caravan,

Mother will smile

in the caravan,

and he will be Elidor.
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Children of the Night

Ehud Banai (for ELEM/Youth in Distress in Israel)
Lyrics and Music: Ehud Banai
From the album: Tip-Tipah ("A Wee Bit"), 1998

They live in the abandoned lots on the shady side of the city.

They're connected only to their own shadows, flickering on the wall.

On a moonless night, a night without stars, come see where they
hang out.

They find shelter in a cellar, in a hideaway of bushes in a park.

In this way, every night, fear haunts them. They live in unprotected
spaces.

On the edge of the abyss, it's still possible to stop.

The children of the night beg for light.

I'm a butterfly in a box trying to fly into the world.
| so need a warm embrace.

When the sun sets, the stars twinkle with life.
And by me, there is no twinkle and no ray of light,
and everything dark from within.

I'm a butterfly in a box trying to fly into the world.

They sell themselves cheaply, for attention,

and within them is a large wound, open and painful.
On the edge of the abyss, it's still possible to stop.
The children of the night beg for light.

| want to have classes in literature and drama;

that there be a family with a mother and father,

who will kindle a tiny flame that will come and vanquish the
blackness,

and suddenly a sight of such beauty to behold, I fly and rise
from the pit.

On the edge of the abyss, it's still possible to stop.
The children of the night beg for light.
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Here in Jaffa

Fools of the Prophecy
Lyrics and Music: Fools of the Prophecy
From the album: Fools of the Prophecy, 2000

Chaim the collaborator has long forgotten that he was called Ahmad

when he helped catch the wanted [“terrorists”].

And today he lives in Jaffa without a moustache but with fear

that tough people will harm him.

Tami the hooker has a room on Jerusalem Boulevard.
She raises the girl alone.

Sometimes, when there are no clients in the afternoon,
she rocks her in the cradle.

Here in Jaffa, all are honorable;
here in Jaffa, even the children
among us, brothers and sisters.
Here in Jaffa, anything is possible.

Aywah alak, aywah alak, aywah alak, fahad ... [Arabic]

Oleg, Lev and Sascha kill off a fresh bottle of vodka

and slowly feel the flies.

A year has already passed since they came to work here
and, meanwhile, they're just hanging out.

Old Jaffa has already seen everything in its time.
Here is where the prophet Jonah stood up God.

For generations, people who sing about this city
touch eternity and crumble.

Here in Jaffa, with the prophet Jonah, here in Jaffa ...
With all that we might understand about ourselves,
brothers and sisters,

here in Jaffa, anything is possible.
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King

Etti Ankri
Lyrics and Music: Etti Ankri
From the album: Millions 2004

| was once the throne of kings

who stood head and shoulders above all, anointed with oil.

They knew there was a King of Kings,

and that there is intentionality, and there is understanding,
and there is faith.

Today, all sorts of people sit upon me,

faceless, in despair.

They make word-plated crowns for themselves,

lacking in intentionality, lacking in understanding,

lacking in faith.

| want a new king.

| want to be a king's throne;

a new king.

| want a king, a new king.

| want to be a throne in Beit HaMikdash.*

It's been ages since I've been free for a moment or two.
They immediately jump upon me,

eyes haughty,

and the winner thrusts his arms into the air,
lacking hope, lacking thought,

lacking love.

And the palace fills with close-minded clerks.
Because of them, it's a crime to be naive.
And rooms are added, and slaves are added
who worship the lie from morning to morning,
and the nation pays dearly.

| want a new king.

| want to be a king's throne;

a new King.

| want a king, a new king.

| want to be a throne in Beit HaMikdash.

*The Temple in Jerusalem
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Slaves

Lyrics and Music: Bari Sacharof
From the Album: Touches, 1998

On a river of aspirin we sat
in the familiar places,

not hearing, not seeing,

as though we are air.

Soon the film will end.

The reality is soon to come.
The picture is out of focus.
The sound's fuzzy.

Because we are all slaves; even

if we have, like ... you know ... like ...
we open wide

expecting the next pleasure.

We are all addicts of someone;

that asks us: feel now.

We open wide,

expecting the next hit.

The display windows are beautiful here.

It is all for sale.

We are also hanging

with return tags.

So what will we do with this anger?
What will happen with the jealousy?
Everyone wants to be free,

but of what, Elohim, of what?

Because we are all slaves...
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Talking About Peace

Lyrics: D. Niv
Music: D. Kark
Performed by: Mook E.

CHORUS

Everyone talks about peace

No one talks about justice

What's one man's heaven, is another man's hell
How many fingers are on the trigger?

How long will the storm rage?

How long a person live like a dog?
The face slides on the razor's edge
The fingers caress the sword
Sometimes life brings me to my knees
No one's guarding the gates

There are no signs from above

| see people living out

Dreams and hopes

| see people living out

Nothing but tricks and schemes

Some people ask questions that have no answers
Others are just full of nothing

But complaints and demands, but...

CHORUS

So we remain alone, talking to the wall,
There's no one to talk to

If we'd realize that we're one

We'd see how it's all connected

When your property bums

Your soul will bum

If you don't rush to save yourself

We murdered the land,

And we murdered the soul

We've got almost no air left to breathe

And the world is in constant motion

It spins and returns to the same spot
What goes up -- must come down

How can we take things in moderation?
CHORUS

And there are people

Who try to take ownership over God
And there are those who struggle
And kick and scratch

How many of us are really listening?
Everyone's talking about peace
CHORUS

Everyone has the same dream,

On a mountain,

In a valley

We keep on talking, and talking about peace -
But peace is not possible without justice
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| Have No Other Country

Corine Alal

Lyrics: Ehud Manor
Music: Corine Alal
1981

| have no other country,

even if my land is ablaze.

Only a word in Hebrew

penetrates my veins, my soul.

With an aching body, with a hungry heart,
here is my home.

I will not remain silent,

while my country has changed her face.
| will not give up on reminding her.

I'll sing in her ears

until she opens her eyes.

| have no other country,

even if my land is ablaze.

Only a word in Hebrew

penetrates my veins, my soul.

With an aching body, with a hungry heart,
here is my home.

I will not remain silent,

while my country has changed her face.
| will not give up on reminding her.

I'll sing in her ears

until she opens her eyes.

| have no other country.
Until she renews her days,*
Until she opens her eyes.

*Alludes to "renew our days as of old," from Eicha (Lamentations) 5:21; also

used in the service for returning the Torah to the ark.
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Song to Peace

Lyrics: Ya'akov Rotblit

Music: Ya'ir Rosenbloom

First performed by Miri Aloni and the
Army Nachal Troupe 1969.

Let the sun rise,

the morning to give its light.
The purest of prayers

will not bring us back.

He whose candle was snuffed out
and buried in the dust —

bitter crying won't wake him up;
won't bring him back here.

No one will return us
from the bottom of a darkened pit.
Here, neither the joy of victory

nor songs of praise will do any good.

So, just sing a song to peace.
Don't whisper a prayer.
Better to sing a song to peace
at the top of your voice.

Let the sun penetrate
through the flowers.
Don't look back;

let go of those departed.

Lift your eyes with hope,
not through rifle sights.
Sing a song to love

and not to wars.

Don't say "the day will come."
Bring that day!

Because it is not a dream.
And in all the city squares,
cheer to the peace!

So, just sing a song to peace.
Don't whisper a prayer.
Better to sing a song to peace
at the top of your voice.
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Winter of '73

Army Education Troupe, 1992
Lyrics: Shmuel Hasfari
Music: Ori Vidislavsky

We are the children of winter '73.

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

You were tired men who thanked their good fortune.

You were worried young women, and you wanted so much
to love.

When you conceived us with love in winter '73,

you wanted to fill with your bodies what the war had taken
away.

When we were born, the country was wounded and sad.
You looked at us; you hugged us; you tried to find comfort.
When we were born, the elders blessed with tears in their
eyes.

They said: "may it be that these kids will not have to go into
the army."

And your faces in the old picture prove

that you spoke from the bottoms of your hearts
when you promised to do everything for us;

to turn enemy into beloved.

You promised a dove,

an olive branch.

You promised peace at home.

You promised spring and blossoms.
You promised to fulfill promises.
You promised a dove.

We are the children of winter '73.

We grew up and now are in the army

... armed ... helmeted.

We, too, know how to make love, to laugh and cry.
We are men; we are women;

and we, too, dream babies.

This is why we will not pressure, we will not demand,
and we will not threaten.
When we were little, you said: promises must be kept.

If you need it, we will give you strength. We won't hold back.

We just wanted to whisper,
we are the children of that winter of the year '73.

You promised a dove,

an olive branch.

You promised peace at home.

You promised spring and blossoms.
You promised to fulfill promises.
You promised a dove.
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Prili *

Lyrics: Gilad Vital
Music: Gilad Vital
From the album: Fools of the Prophecy, 2000

| want some of the Perili

and also want a cherry that brings light to the eyes,

a flower when | enter the garden —

yes, again I'm just talking to myself —

and | have no idea what it is

that is hidden within me on the side of logic.
There are a lot of things to sleep on.

What a drunk/stoner he is,

the one who's currently in charge,

deciding now to conquer/occupy,

just now from the road, the people feel.

The morning that just dawned is a gift from God.

To dance, to jump,
what a spark.

Singing songs in the house,

moving the sofas.

To wander, to shout ... yes

Everything is a surprise, in life there are gifts

because this is not in feelings and not in logic.

The land of Israel today is crazed.

"The enemy will strike tomorrow,"

was written there in the newspaper.

So give me a bit of stirred milk and honey.
Palestinian Arab, Argentinian Jew —

it makes no difference — all are humans.
All are here.

No one will leave here —
no one will leave —

no one will leave here —
so start loving.

Say, is it fun to laugh?

We're a generation of love,

not wars.

Say yes to pleasant talk and yes to smiles.
We've been waiting five thousand years.

What a spark.

*Trademarked name of a fruit-flavored pudding cup popular with Israeli

children
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Websites that sell Israeli music as well as downloads:

Website that sells CD's in English: www.israel-music.com

Website that offers single-song downloads for a small fee: www.songs.co.il

More interesting websites:

Lyrics of Israeli music: www.mp3music.co.il/loader/ShowAdd.asp

Official Website of The Fools of the Prophecy: www.fools.com

Official Website of Shlomo Gronich: www.shlomogronich.com

Extremely recommended: Ehud Banai's unique Website, includes his
reflections on many Jewish topics, including parashat ha'shavua, as well as
music, lyrics, photography and more: www.ehudbanai.co.ll
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