Inspired by Temple Emanuel 2017 Tiyul — On the Way to the City
1947 — 1967

Our Convoy — Nathan Yonathan

Johnny — Haim Guri

The Trailblazers Words — Nathan Alterman

Bab El Wad — Haim Guri

The Harel Battle - Bob Gibson — translated by Haim Cheffer
The Land of Har’el — Haim Cheffer.
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It became clear that the battle of Jerusalem will not be decided in the Old City, not even in

Katamon of Sheik Garach, but rather on that narrow asphalt stripe connecting Jerusalem to Tel
Aviv. The road is the life artery of the city, without it there was no hope to hold on.



Our Convoy
Nathan Yonathan

The song sets out on its way again
Our days walk crying once more
Where to, convoy?

Sing please, it is so sad on the roads

Again you are carrying bread and water
Backpacks and the sorrows of the plains
You turn your eye to the sky again
Trying to find a road among the stars

Darkness; just the sound of arms
Somewhere the road is blocked
You my convoy are open eyed
Only the bullet of death is blind.
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Johnny Haim Guri
In memory of Gideon (Johnny) of Kiryat Anavim

We saw your face tonight again, Jonny our friend,

The fog had passed with the mountain winds, stars were shining in our faces.
The trail climbed up to the night covered ridge.

On the road to the city celebration lights are shining, our friend — Johnny
We remembered your name, we thought: he is not among us

The memory of the fallen is cruel, second to none.

We are now passing these hills

Upright and smiling, the fear is far away from your home.

The rains will come, Etrog like rock flowers will grow

Girls, dressed with blue shawls, flower garlands on their heads

And spring will come, your land’s spring is beautiful

.The nights will see many lights, the voice of crowds and festival songs
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The Trailblazers’ Words

Nathan Alterman

Logic ruled: “In Vain™!

Fear had said: “we are doomed”
The old accounting of wars

Spat disdainfully in our faces
British steel and Arab fire

Yelled: “On your knees”!

And we had just a score of rifles...
But we broke through the road

From the eastern border Amon poured in,
Egypt from the South had risen,

From North and West with roaring voices
They closed on us the hunting circle

Our feet they had saddled, Lord!

On our bellies we crawled up the mountain,
A fallen brother on our back...

But we had passed the road.

Crows and vultures high above

Have seen the birth of a nation

As Hebrew regiments

Ravaged ceaselessly.

Just as at the end of a deep ploughing day
They lay now under earth and flowers
They cannot hear no song nor laughter
Since they have broken through the road

To you the people upstanding and alive

They were betrothed with no praise nor crowns

To you the people they have gifted
These forty kilometres (25 miles)
These forty parasangs

Drenched in blood and toil

Grey and rocky...

But as of now the road is open
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Bab El Wad
Haim Guri

Here I am passing, standing by the stone.
An asphalt road, rocks and ridges.

Day goes down slowly, sea-wind blows
Light of a first star, over Beit Machsir.
Chorus: Bab-el-Wad

Do remember our names forever,

Convoys broke through, on the way to the City.
Our dead lay on the road edges.

The iron skeleton is silent like my comrade.

Here pitch and lead fumed under the sun,

Here nights passed with fire and knives.

Here sorrow and glory live together

With a burnt armored car and the name of an unknown.
Chorus: Bab-el-Wad . . .

And I am walking by, passing here silently,
And I remember them, one by one.

Here we fought together on cliffs and boulders
Here we were one family.

Chorus: Bab-el-Wad . . .

A spring day will come, the cyclamens will bloom,
Red of anemone on the mountain and on the slope.
He, who will go on the road we went,

He will not forget us, Bab-el-Wad.
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Har Adar — Harel 1947 -1967

THE HAREL BATTLE

Boom bo, bo boom, boom, boom

The whole universe is dark,

The hill is obscured, the road is black,
The city is starving under siege--

There’s no bread, there's nothing, nothing.

Boom bo, bo boom, boom, boom
We will not sleep tonight.

We'll cross the road silently
With forty bullets for each man--
Save me, merciful God.

Open your shutters slowly,

Because we're passing by your house:
All those who almost, almost,
Almost, are not returning.

Boom bo, bo boom, boom, boom
Our hearts are already sealed--
Thirty on Nebi Samuel,
Seventeen on the Castel,

The convoy of Nebi Daniel,

We shall yet rise

The night of darkness is above
Hiding a knife inside

If we return again from this night,
We’ll have aged twenty years.

You will yet see, you will yet see
The open road!
You will yet see, you will yet see
The open road!

Who goes there? It's the wind:

The enemy hides between the shrubs.
Our ruptured glance

Still remembers (our) brothers' graves
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You will yet see, You will yet see

The open road! XN TV ,RON Y IR
You'll see again, you'll see again, AMND 7777 DR
The open road! 'RIN T ,KIN TW

. MDD 7070 DX
Your beloved went to the battle,

Your beloved out to the battle,
But where is he now?
From the road, he hasn't returned.
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From the road, he hasn't returned, LW XY R 770

The dust covers his eyes.

His comrades dug his grave, 2w X7 R T

Because he didn't live until morning. Y 70°D 19YR
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If we return, girl, P12 TV O KD R 0D

if we return, girl,

if we come back, 7IY1 T 211 OX

Put your black dress on. =Y1 T W1 OR
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Put your black dress on,
AN 9P wadn

In memory of the whole Chavura
Since only ten of us will live

Of the whole company by morning. AW 770w "w1a7n
72n7 9 010

Boom bo, bo boom, boom, boom hinli77 i hinlakh i

Our hearts are already sealed L1207 7Y Ao I

Thirty on Nebi Samuel,

Seventeen on the Kastel, 12,002,012 12,2 0m

The convoy of Nebi Daniel...red-headed Moshe, Michael, AYK 735 1337

Menachem, Tsvikah, and Samuel,
And Moti, Gad, and Betsalel--
We shall yet rise.
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The Land of Harel
Haim Cheffer

Here, I stand on this mountain’

And | am Yitzhak and I am Abraham

My eyes gaze at the river valley

And return to the seashore

| am standing on this mountain

And | am David and Johnathan

And my eyes wander in Shomron vineyards,

They return to look for mount Moriah among the
towers.

| lower my eyes

And go to Kiryat Anavim, to the valley of the dead
And | see the so many who fell, of the army of the
few.

There is Yaakov Levi, fifteen, resting under a
stone.

And next to him some who just made Aliya in
n"wn and fell in n"wn

Yerushalayim, Harel surrounds you, say my
friends who remained on the mountain.

And they are going from house to street and from
tree to a village.

They are still riding the armoured Furmans
through Bab EIl Wad to the Castel up high.

Some will reach the upper pumps and some will
never make it.

Some will make it to the hair splitting battle on the
rooftop of the Katamon monastery.

Forteen will break into the old city from mount
Zion through Zion Gate.

One will tell: | saw at dawn, when the fog was
lifting, my friends climbing the mountain on their
way to Nebi Samuel. The fire surrounds them
suddenly, as the morning turned into day;

Thirty; one by one, one by one — and the mountain
turned red.

One says, | have seen Shuafat and Ramat Rachel
and mount Scopus. The summer of n"wnburning
among two winters.

Between Hulda and Masrek, between El Hawa and
Sheik Garach. Until I arrived to Raffah to the
battle that went on and on, until the very last hours
in the calendar of n"wn.

Until the moment of victory with white shirts at
the parade.
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And here we are, looking at the Land of Harel
From the top of Radar Hill

Here we are only four hundred eighteen short.

One will say Harel Land is in Um Shachan in 1956
There, near Abu Ageila in the fire trap.

Another will say, here is the land of Harel in the
tanks breaking through to the Radar again and Nebi
Samuel once more collecting the taxes of n"wn in
Beit Hanina and the Mivtar Hill.

They are conquering Ramallah and Tel el Ful, and
the mountain top.

Climbing again to mount Scopus and descending to
Jericho and Beit Haarava.

They are coming back here with hope, and pain and
pride. The twenty years old with the grey haired
ones.

The Land of Harel at their feet great and vast.

And one will say; | have seen the Land of Harel
even in that foreign land. In the southern command
and the bitter lake during a bitter hour. | have seen it
in the melting sand and the burning soil. I saw it at
Gabel Genifa and in the endlessly vast plains.

| have seen it at Adabia in the Gulf of Suez.

And | have seen it coming back here, always
coming back here.

Like a dove to its nest like the sword to its sheath.
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