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Hashkediyah – The Almond Tree
(Y. Duschman & Menashe Ravina, 1932?)

ת. חַ ז זוֹרַ שׁ פָּ מֶ שֶׁ ת, וְ חַ ה פּוֹרַ יָּ דִ קֵ שְּׁ הַ
ת בּוֹא רוֹת אֶ שְּׂ בַ ג מְ ל גַּ רֹאשׁ כָּ  ים מֵ רִ פֳּ  צִ

ג: חָ הֶ

Hashkediyah poraḥat, vᵉshemesh paz 
zoraḥat, tziporim merosh kol gag, 
mᵉvasᵉrot et bo heḥag.

נוֹת. ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ
נוֹת! ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ

Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot.
Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot!

ת! עַ טַ ת לָ ה עֵ יעָ גִּ ת: הִ עַ וַּ שַׁ ץ מְ רֶ אָ הָ
א צֵ ים נֵ תִּ אִ ץ, בְּ ע פֹּה עֵ טַּ ד יִ חָ ל אֶ  כָּ

ץ: חוֹצֵ

Ha’aretz mᵉshava’at, higi’ah et lata’at, 
kol eḥad yikaḥ lo etz, bᵉitim neitzei 
ḥotzetz.

נוֹת. ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ
נוֹת! ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ

Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot.
Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot!

ע: בַ ר־שֶׁ אֵ ד בְּ עַ ן וְ דָּ ע, מִ בַ גֶ ר וָ ל הַ ע כָּ טַּ נִ
ר הָ צְ ית יִ ץ זֵ רֶ שׁ – אֶ ירַ נוּ שׁוּב נִ צֵ רְ אַ  וְ

שׁ. בַ וּדְ

Nita kol har vageva, miDan vᵉad Bᵉer 
Sheva, v’artzenu shuv nirash, eretz zet 
yitz’har ud’vash.

נוֹת. ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ
נוֹת! ילָ אִ ג הָ יעַ – חַ גִּ ט הִ בָ שְׁ ט״וּ בִּ

Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot.
Tu Bishvat higi’a, ḥag ha’ilanot!

The almond tree is blooming, a golden sun is shining. Birds on every 
rooftop announce the arrival of the holiday:

“Tu Bishvat is here, the holiday of the trees!”

The land is begging: It’s time for planting! Everyone will plant a tree, 
gleefully coming out with shovels.

“Tu Bishvat is here, the holiday of the trees!”

We’ll plant every mountain and hill from Dan 
until Be’er-Sheva! Once again we’ll settle 
our land, the land flowing with oil and 
honey.

“Tu Bishvat is here, 
the holiday of the trees!”



Garden Song
(David Mallett, 1975)

Inch by inch, row by row,
I’m gonna make this garden grow.
All it takes is a rake and a hoe
and a piece of fertile ground.
Inch by inch, row by row,
someone bless these seeds I sow.
Someone warm them from below
’til the rain come tumbling down.

Pulling weeds and picking stones,
we are made of dreams and bones.
I feel the need to grow my own
’cause the time is close at hand.
Grain for grain, sun and rain,
I’ll find my way in nature’s chain.
I tune my body and my brain,
To the music of the land.

Inch...

So, plant your rows straight and long,
and temper them with prayer and song.
Mother Earth can keep you strong,
if you give her love and care.
Now, an old crow watching hungrily,
from his perch in yonder tree.
In my garden I’m as free
as that feathered thief up there.

Inch…



Where Have All the Flowers Gone
(Pete Seeger, 1955)

Where have all the flowers gone? Long time passing...
Where have all the flowers gone? Long time ago...
Where have all the flowers gone?
Young girls have picked them, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn? Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young girls gone? Long time passing...
Where have all the young girls gone? Long time ago...
Where have all the young girls gone?
Gone to young men, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn? Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young men gone? Long time passing...
Where have all the young men gone? Long time ago...
Where have all the young men gone?
Gone for soldiers, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn? Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the soldiers gone? Long time passing...
Where have all the soldiers gone? Long time ago...
Where have all the soldiers gone?
Gone to graveyards, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn? Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the graveyards gone? Long time passing...
Where have all the graveyards gone? Long time ago...
Where have all the graveyards gone?
Gone to flowers, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn? Oh, when will they ever learn?



Day is Done
(Peter Yarrow, 1969)

Tell me why you’re crying, my son,
I know you’re frightened, like everyone.
Is it the thunder in the distance you fear?
Will it help if I stay very near?
I am here.

And if you take my hand my son,
all will be well when the day is done.
And if you take my hand my son,
all will be well when the day is done.

Day is done…

Do you ask why I’m sighing, my son?
You shall inherit what mankind has done,
In a world filled with sorrow and woe.
If you ask me why this is so,
I really don't know.

And if you take my hand my son...

Tell me why you’re smiling my son.
Is there a secret you can tell everyone?
Do you know more than men that are wise?
Can you see what we all must disguise,
through your loving eyes?

And if you take my hand my son…



This Land is Your Land 
(Woody Guthrie, 1940)

This land is your land, this land is my land,
from California to the New York island,
from the redwood forest to the Gulf Stream waters.
This land was made for you and me.

As I was walking that ribbon of highway,
I saw above me that endless skyway.
I saw below me that golden valley.
This land was made for you and me.

This land is your land...

When the sun came shining, and I was strolling, 
and the wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling;
as the fog was lifting a voice was chanting: 
This land was made for you and me.

This land is your land...

Nobody living can ever stop me, 
as I go walking that freedom highway.
Nobody living can ever make me turn back.
This land was made for you and me. 

This land is your land...



Vᵉhi she’amᵉda
(Haggada; Yaakov Shwekey & Yonatan Razel, 2009)

נוּ.  לָ ינוּ וְ בוֹתֵ אֲ ה לַ דָ מְ עָ יא שֶׁ הִ וְ
ד  בָ לְ ד בִּ חָ לֹּא אֶ  שֶׁ

נוּ …  לּוֹתֵ כַ ינוּ לְ לֵ ד עָ מַ עָ
רוּךְ הוּא  דוֹשׁ בָּ קָּ הַ וְ

ם. דָ יָּ נוּ מִ ילֵ צִּ מַ

Vᵉhi she’amᵉda 
la’avotenu vᵉlanu. 
Shelo eḥad bilvad 
amad alenu lᵉkhalotenu… 
vᵉHakadosh Barukh Hu 
matzilenu miyadam.

It [God’s promise] is that which stood
for our ancestors as well as for us.

For it was not only one [person who]
tried to annihilate us;

(rather, in each and every generation
there are those who try to annihilate us).

But the Holy, Blessed God
saves us from their hands.



Al Kol Eleh
(Naomi Shemer, 1980)

תוֹק, מָּ הַ ר וְ מַּ ל הַ ץ, עַ עֹקֶ ל הָ עַ שׁ וְ בַ דְּ ל הַ עַ
טּוֹב.  י הַ לִ מֹר אֵ ת שְׁ ינֹקֶ תִּ נוּ הַ תֵּ ל בִּ עַ

ים, כִּ זַּ ם הַ יִ מַּ ל הַ ת, עַ רֶ בֹעֶ מְּ שׁ הַ אֵ ל הָ עַ
ים.  קִּ חַ רְ מֶּ ן הַ ה מִ תָ יְ בַּ ב הַ שָּׁ ישׁ הַ אִ ל הָ עַ

Al hadᵉvash vᵉal ha’oketz, al hamar 
vehamatok, al bitenu hatinoket shᵉmor  
Eli hatov. Al ha’esh hamᵉvo’eret, al 
hamayim hazakim, al ha’ish hashav 
habayta min hamerḥakim.

א מֹר נָ ה, שְׁ לֶּ ל אֵ ל כָּ ה, עַ לֶּ ל אֵ ל כָּ  עַ
ץ, עֹקֶ ל הָ עַ שׁ וְ בַ דְּ ל הַ טּוֹב, עַ י הַ לִ י אֵ  לִ

קֹר עֲ א תַּ ל נָ תוֹק. אַ מָּ הַ ר וְ מַּ ל הַ  עַ
ה. וָ קְ תִּ ת הַ ח אֶ כַּ שְׁ ל תִּ , אַ טוּעַ  נָ

ה. טּוֹבָ ץ הַ רֶ אָ ל הָ ה, אֶ שׁוּבָ אֲ י וַ נִ יבֵ שִׁ  הֲ

Al kol eleh, al kol eleh, shᵉmor 
na li Eli hatov, al hadᵉvash vᵉal 
ha’okets, al hamar vehamatok.
Al na ta’akor natu’a, al tishkaḥ 
et hatikva,hashiveni va’ashuva, 
el ha’aretz hatova.

ל ן, עַ גַּ ל הַ ת, עַ יִ בַּ ה הַ ל זֶ י עַ לִ מֹר אֵ  שְׁ
ה.  מָ חָ לְ מִּ ע, וּמִ תַ ד פֶּ חַ פַּ גוֹן, מִ יָּ ה, מִ חוֹמָ הַ
ל עַ אוֹר וְ ל הָ י, עַ שׁ לִ יֵּ ט שֶׁ עַ מְּ ל הַ מֹר עַ  שְׁ

יל עוֹד שִׁ בְ לֹּא הִ  י שֶׁ רִ פְּ ל הַ ף, עַ טַּ  הַ
ף.  סַ אֱ נֶּ שֶׁ וְ

Shᵉmor Eli al zeh habayit, al hagan, 
al haḥoma, miyagon, mipaḥad peta, 
umimilḥama. Shᵉmor al hamᵉat 
sheyesh li, al ha’or vᵉal hataf, al 
hapᵉri shelo hivshil od, vᵉshene’esaf.

ה... לֶּ ל אֵ ל כָּ ...Al kol elehעַ

ב, ר כּוֹכָ חוֹק נוֹשֵׁ רָ , מֵ רוּחַ ן בָּ ילָ שׁ אִ רֵ שְׁ רַ  מְ
יו.  שָׁ כְ מוֹת עַ שָׁ רְ ךְ, נִ חֹשֶׁ י בַּ בִּ לוֹת לִ אָ שְׁ מִ
י הוּבֵ ל אֲ עַ ה, וְ לֶּ ל אֵ ל כָּ י עַ מֹר לִ א שְׁ נָּ  אָ

ה ל זֶ עַ י, וְ כִ בֶּ ל הַ ט, עַ קֶ שֶּׁ ל הַ י, עַ שִׁ פְ  נַ
יר.  שִּׁ ה...הַ לֶּ ל אֵ ל כָּ עַ

Mᵉrashresh ilan baru’aḥ, meraḥok 
nosher kokhav, mish’alot libi 
baḥoshekh nirshamot akhshav. Ana 
shᵉmor li al kol eleh, vᵉal ahuvei 
nafshi, al hasheket al habekhi, vᵉal 
zeh hashir. Al kol eleh...

Protect, my good God, the honey and the sting, the bitter and the sweet, and our 
baby daughter; [protect] the burning fire, the pure water, and the person returning 
home from afar.

Protect all of these, my good God! The honey and the sting, the bitter and 
the sweet! Do not uproot the planted, do not forget the hope. Return me, 
and I will return to the good land.

Protect, my God, this house, its garden and its fence, from woe, 
sudden fear, and war. Protect the little that I have, the light and 
the children; [protect] the fruit which has been gathered but is not 
yet ripe.

A tree rustles in the wind, far away a star falls; my heart’s wishes 
in the dark are recorded now. Please protect all of these, and 
those my soul loves; [protect] the stillness, the crying, and indeed, this song!



Lu Yᵉhi
(Naomi Shemer, 1973)

Od yesh mifras lavan ba’ofek, mul 
anan shaḥor kaved, kol shenᵉvakesh
— lu yᵉhi. Vᵉim baḥalonot ha’erev, 
or nerot haḥag ro’ed, kol 
shenᵉvakesh — lu yᵉhi.

חֹר ן שָׁ נָ ק, מוּל עָ אֹפֶ ן בָּ בָ שׂ לָ רָ פְ שׁ מִ  עוֹד יֵ
לּוֹנוֹת חַ ם בַּ אִ י. וְ הִ שׁ לוּ יְ קֵּ בַ נְּ ד, כֹּל שֶׁ בֵ  כָּ

ד,  ג רוֹעֵ חַ רוֹת הַ ב אוֹר נֵ רֶ עֶ הָ
י. הִ שׁ לוּ יְ קֵּ בַ נְּ כֹּל שֶׁ

Lu yᵉhi, lu yᵉhi, ana — lu yᵉhi, 
kol shenᵉvakesh — lu yᵉhi.

ל י – כָּ הִ א לוּ יְ נָּ י, אָ הִ י, לוּ יְ הִ  לוּ יְ
י. הִ שׁ לוּ יְ קֵּ בַ נְּ שֶׁ

Im hamᵉvaser omed badelet, ten 
milah tovah bᵉfiv, kol shenᵉvakesh— 
lu yᵉhi. Im nafshᵉkha lamut sho’elet 
mipᵉriḥa ume’asif, kol shenᵉvakesh
— lu yᵉhi.          Lu Yehi…

ה ה טוֹבָ לָּ ן מִ ת, תֵּ לֶ דֶּ ד בַּ ר עוֹמֵ שֵּׂ בַ מְּ ם הַ  אִ
מוּת ךָ לָ שְׁ פְ ם נַ י. אִ הִ שׁ לוּ יְ קֵּ בַ נְּ ל שֶׁ יו, כָּ פִ  בְּ

שׁ לוּ קֵּ בַ נְּ ל שֶׁ יף – כָּ סִ אָ ה וּמֵ יחָ רִ פְּ ת מִ לֶ  שׁוֹאֶ
י.  הִ י...     יְ הִ י לוּ יְ הִ לוּ יְ

Mah kol anot ani shome’ah, kol 
shofar vᵉkol tupim, kol shenᵉvakesh
— lu yᵉhi. Lu tishama bᵉtokh kol eleh  
gam tᵉfilah aḥat mipi, kol 
shenᵉvakesh— lu yᵉhi.         Lu Yehi…

קוֹל ר וְ , קוֹל שׁוֹפָ עַ י שׁוֹמֵ נִ נוֹת אֲ ה קוֹל עֲ  מָ
תוֹךְ ע בְּ מַ שָּׁ י. לוּ תִּ הִ שׁ לוּ יְ קֵּ בַ נְּ ל שֶׁ ים, כָּ פִּ  תֻּ
שׁ קֵּ בַ נְּ ל שֶׁ י, כָּ פִּ ת מִ חַ ה אַ לָּ פִ ם תְּ ה, גַּ לֶּ ל אֵ  כָּ

י.  הִ י...     לוּ יְ הִ י לוּ יְ הִ לוּ יְ

There’s still a white sail on the horizon in front of a heavy black cloud; all that we ask 
is – let it be. And if in the evening’s windows the holiday candlelight trembles, all that 
we ask is – let it be.

Let it be, let it be, please, let it be. All that we ask is – let it be.

If the announcer is standing in the doorway, put a good word in his mouth; all the we 
ask is – let it be. If your soul longs to expire from the blooming and the harvesting,  
all that we ask is – let it be. Let it be…

What is that sound I hear, the sound of a shofar, the sound of drums? All that we ask 
is – let it be. If among all this my one small prayer can also be heard, all that we ask 
is – let it be. Let it be…

Let it Be (The Beatles, 1970)
And when the broken-hearted people, 
living in the world agree, 
there will be an answer – Let it be. 
For though they may be parted, 
there is still a chance that they will see. 
There will be an answer – Let it be.

Let it be… whisper words of wisdom – Let it be.
Lu Yᵉhi!



Bashana haba’a
(Ehud Manor, Nurit Hirsch, 1970)

פֹּר סְ נִ ת, וְ סֶ פֶּ רְ מִּ ל הַ ב עַ שֶׁ ה נֵ אָ בָּ ה הַ נָ שָּׁ  בַּ
קוּ חֲ שַׂ ה יְ שָׁ פְ חֻ ים בְּ דִ לָ דוֹת. יְ ים נוֹדְ רִ פֳּ  צִ

דוֹת. שָּׂ ין הַ בֵ ת לְ יִ בַּ ין הַ ת, בֵּ סֶ תּוֹפֶ

Bashana haba’a neshev al 
hamirpeset vᵉnispor tziporim 
nodᵉdot. Yᵉladim bᵉḥufsha yᵉsaḥaku 
tofeset ben habayit lᵉven hasadot.

ה טוֹב מָּ ה כַּ אֶ רְ ה, עוֹד תִּ אֶ רְ  עוֹד תִּ
ה. אָ בָּ ה הַ נָ שָּׁ ה, בַּ נָ שָּׁ ה, בַּ יֶ הְ יִ

Od tireh od tireh kama tov 
yih’yeh bashana bashana 
haba’ah.

שׁוּ גְּ יֻ ב, וְ רֶ עֶ ד הָ ילוּ עַ שִׁ בְ ים יַ מִּ דֻ ים אֲ בִ נָ  עֲ
ל אוּ עַ שְּׂ ים יִ דוּמִ רוּחוֹת רְ ן. וְ חָ לְ שֻּׁ ים לַ נִ  צוֹנְ

ן. נָ עָ ים וְ נִ שָׁ ים יְ תּוֹנִ ךְ, עִ רֶ דֶּ ם הַ אֵ
ה... אֶ רְ עוֹד תִּ

Anavim adumim yavshilu ad 
ha’erev, vᵉyugᵉshu tzonᵉnim 
lashulḥan. Vᵉruḥot rᵉdumim yisᵉu el 
em haderekh, itonim yᵉshanim 
vᵉanan.         Od tireh...

אוֹר ם, מוּל הָ יִ דַ פּוֹת יָ רֹשֹ כַּ פְ ה נִ אָ בָּ ה הַ נָ שָּׁ  בַּ
אוֹר רֹשֹ בָּ פְ ה תִּ נָ בָ ה לְ פָ נָ ן. אֲ בָ לָּ ר הַ גָּ נִּ  הַ

ן. תוֹכָ ח בְּ רַ זְ שׁ תִּ מֶ שֶּׁ הַ ם וְ יִ פַ נָ כְּ
ה... אֶ רְ עוֹד תִּ

Bashana haba’a nifros kapot 
yadayim, mul ha’or hanigar 
halavan. Anafa lᵉvana tifros ba’or 
kᵉnafayim vᵉhashemesh tizraḥ 
bᵉtokhan.         Od tireh...

Next  year  we’ll  sit  on  the  veranda  and  count  wandering  birds. 
Children on vacation will play tag between the houses and the fields.

You will see, you will see, just how good it will be, next year!
Red grapes will  ripen before evening and be brought to the table 
chilled. Sleepy breezes will carry old newspapers and clouds to the 
crossroads.

You will see, you will see, just how good it will be, next year!
Next year we’ll spread our hands towards the spilling white light. A 
white heron will spread its wings in the light, and the sun will shine 
between them.

You will see, you will see, just how good it will be, 
bashana haba’a.



One Day
(Matisyahu, 2008)

Sometimes I lay under the moon and thank God I’m breathing.
Then I pray, “Don’t take me soon, ’cause I am here for a reason.”

Sometimes in my tears I drown, but I never let it get me down.
So when negativity surrounds, I know some day it’ll all turn around, 
because...

All my life I’ve been waiting for, I’ve been praying for,
for the people to say, that we don’t wanna fight no more, 
there’ll be no more wars, and our children will play.

One day...

It’s not about win or lose, ’cause we all lose when they feed
on the souls of the innocent, blood-drenched pavement,
keep on moving though the waters stay raging.
In this maze, you can lose your way.
It might drive you crazy, but don’t let it phase you, no way.

Sometimes in my tears I drown, but I never let it get me down.
So when negativity surrounds, I know some day it’ll all turn around, 
because...

All my life I’ve been waiting for, I’ve been praying for,
for the people to say, that we don’t wanna fight no more, 
there’ll be no more wars, and our children will play.

One day...

One day this all will change, treat people the same, 
stop with the violence, down with the hate.
One day we’ll all be free, and proud to be,
under the same sun, singing songs of freedom like:

Wai-o...

All my life I’ve been waiting for, I’ve been praying for,
for the people to say, that we 
don’t wanna fight no more, 
there’ll be no more wars, and 
our children will play.

One day…



Hatikva
(Naftali Herz Imber, 1878)

Kol od balevav pᵉnima,
nefesh Yᵉhudi homiya,
ul’fa’atei mizraḥ kadima,
ayin lᵉTziyon tzofiyah.

Od lo avᵉda tikvatenu,
hatikva bat shᵉnot alpayim,
lih’yot am ḥofshi bᵉartzenu,
eretz Tziyon Virushalayim.

ה,  ימָ נִ ב פְּ בָ לֵּ ל עוֹד בַּ כׇּ
ה, יָּ י הוֹמִ הוּדִ שׁ יְ פֶ נֶ

ה,  ימָ דִ ח קָ רָ זְ י מִ תֵ אֲ פַ וּלְ
ה.  יָּ יּוֹן צוֹפִ צִ ן לְ יִ עַ

נוּ, תֵ וָ קְ ה תִּ דָ בְ לֹא אָ עוֹד 
ם, יִ פַּ לְ נוֹת אַ ת שְׁ ה בַּ וָ קְ תִּ הַ
נוּ, צֵ רְ אַ י בְּ שִׁ פְ ם חׇ יוֹת עַ הְ לִ

ם. יִ לַ ירוּשָׁ יּוֹן וִ ץ צִ רֶ אֶ

As long as the Jewish soul yearns 
deep inside the heart, and the eye 
looks to the East, towards Zion, we 
have not lost our hope – that two-
thousand-year-old hope – of being 
a free nation in our own land, the 
Land of Zion and Jerusalem.

Our heartfelt thanks to our 
sponsors, our supporters, our 
volunteers, our audience, our 
families, the Israel Defense 
Forces and Magen David Adom.

Please continue to donate generously to Magen David Adom 
(https://afmda.org/donate/)  and other Israeli charities.

#BringThemHomeNow

💔 Barry , Lara & Rabbi 


