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About the Soldier Elbaz - Nathan Alterman

Who, inadvertently, while dismantling a hand-
grenade, had set it on. Elbaz did not throw the grenade
away to save his life since there was another man with
him in the tent, he sprang out with the bomb. When he
saw that there were people there as well, he ran to the
barren wadi, yelling “Grenade! Grenade!” He was
blown up at the end of the four seconds between the hit
on the pin and explosion. All his friends had survived.
1954

You ran fast, not stopping, as if
Madness had caught you.

You ran fast and your face darkened
Like the face of a loot robber.

You were so quick to run, that

You had no time to apologize, Elbaz
Oh hot headed, hasty lawless,

Root of Africa son of Morocco.

Oh unstoppable, unrestrained galloping
Savage, who had never. (Of the world)

You were never part of a delegation
Explaining the merits of immigrants from the
desert.

You did not know, how to peacefully
Advocate, for large families,

You only sprang forward

And yelled Grenade! Grenade!

Oh hot headed, hasty lawless

Root of Africa son of Morocco.

Oh springing and roaring aloud
Creating so much noise in the world.

You did not throw the grenade back
For a man was lying in the tent.

You did not slap the grenade ahead
For there were people outdoors.
Gapping mouth, your eyes wide open
Certain death in your hand.

Oh lawless reject

Oh startled gapping mouth

Seen only by God.

TATNPR 103 / 1308 D by

Tia T3 TR ool Y030 T T P1ns peyw
umh S7Ton 1R nR TR 89 1EhR LpIRes

oY 7D N7 .S e o w1 Reine by

T o 2N 2 23 92 ININTD IN IR TRess
RI7.1RN" 1Y DiRg INTPD 2R STRYT BN
TPORD NPI TR W NPT YN 2n? PRIm

,1954 2% IR AT 7 MBI PN

N3 Ty T3 2PN 0¥
TY 92 T TN
T2 270 WA B
12 12 yiDT whN 12
e Y7 mme 10
T298 Do NY pTURT
7 3932 e avan
P17 73 STPEN Wk
2221 2p 89D T 7
2215 TR NP wAN

nmbwia 9307 noby N

S Tiavei-S9iy 2y nivae NN
nmaa Tk oy N

T 28 %33 Dy iR
NI TR nXNe
I3iran 787 sam
,PR-oRh e avan 7
1 32 TREN w
a7 ire aih pair
Bbiva mama 73

£7ui7 &5 My 10T
127 PR3 LAR T 0
e X 2397 1T
PITD DOWIN W 0P

TIRR 2PV AW TP

Y 92 T

P93 TR o TR
2T 33 TR W




You sprang to run on earth,

To look for a place in the world

With no man and no child

And the road was heavy and long

In your hand the ticking bomb

That had started counting to four.

Oh lawless rushing intruder,

Oh the troubles of Moroccan immigration,
Oh regressive element, refuse

Of selection, God almighty!

The people will inscribe its chronicles

On a slate as it always did.

With a lamp in hand, it is searching

The heart of this hidden epoch...

The time, like a heart, is breaking

At your four seconds Elbaz.

Facing them it is lawfully kneeling,

Root of Africa son of Morocco,

From their depth, like a sea it is humming
So help it God.

It seems not everything is clear on the road
It holds secrets yet

Look, the time is kneeling

As it should; praise and slander,

Yet its ultimate value is that

Of its passing seconds Elbaz.

Oh lawful fallen on earth

Root of Africa son of Morocco

Oh lying, amazed gapping mouth,

May God be our witness.
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Employment Office Jo Amar

I suddenly recalled what people have said
How we were separated from our parents

We arrived and did not find what we hoped for

May God have mercy on us
May God have mercy on us

I sailed the sea for seven days

I arrived to Haifa and relaxed
Soon they lead me to “Beit Lid”*
Left, right they taught me

Left, right they taught me

O Mother come see me

They threw me into a tent

Eating, drinking, wandering around aimlessly
Oy what happened to me

I went to the employment office
He said where are you from?

I told him from Morocco

He said get out!

He said get out!

I went to the employment office
He said where are you from?

I told him from Poland

Come in please

Come in please

They took us to a Kibbutz

Eating drinking dressing

I am working — they give us no money
And since I arrived they made fun of me

Oh mother come see me
They threw me in the kibbutz
They fed me bread and olives

*Military Base
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CHILDREN ARE HAPPINESS
Joshua Sobol, Shlomo Bar

Have two have three

Have four children

You get housing with an entrance and a kitchen
And two small rooms

Have four have five

Have six children

You’ll get pleasure and respect from your relatives
You love children

Children are happiness
Children are a blessing
You have hearts of gold
It’s written in the Torah
Maybe in the Gemara
Go ask the rabbi

Have six have seven

Have eight children

It’s not a joke

The country needs lots of wonderful youngsters

Have a dozen and why not eighteen?
Have twenty children

God will provide

And so will Welfare

Whatever children need

God is great

It’s hard for Him to bear

That one gets everything

He showers one with money, strength and fun
And to you He gives children
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There Is A Place

There 1s a place far across the sea

There the sand 1s white, and home is warm

There the sun shines over

The market, the street and the port

Home is there, across the sea

[ remember the candle lighting on Sabbath eve
And my father is looking, looking at me in silently.

It's a faraway place, a wonderful place

Prayer is heard from every window

In the yard, a mother and daughter

Are baking Challah for the Sabbath in the oven
Home is there, across the sea

I’1l never forget my father's eyes there

How he looked, looked to the East.

This place remained far away

No Sabbath songs or, prayers, no laughter

Narrow alleys facing great sea

And empty houses weeping voicelessly

The heart is still there across the sea

I can hear the sound of prayer from an empty home
There is a place that remains, remains far away.

No matter where run to

There is a place that I’ll never forget
I’ll always carry it with me in my heart
There is a place that I love
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What Will the Dreams Be?
Balfur Hakak

When we came to the new land
They saw the striped coats we were wearing
And they made us take off our striped coats

There was a golden seal on the hems of the coats.

They also said:
Let us see what the dreams will be.

When we came to the new land

We were silent and whispering:

We are seeking our brethren.

Dark was that day.

Our brothers did not see our souls’ trouble
Nor did they hear.

Nowadays when we are singing
In the public squares, in the beautiful halls
For the chief butler and the chief baker

We set our brethren in front of us pleasantly:

Our striped coats always on us.

In hours of troubled sleep
During lightless minutes
Sometimes we still remember
The pit
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