Golden Jerusalem
Prayers for Jerusalem abound in traditional liturgy, the verbiage is quite eclectic, but
they all focus on one theme, the rebuilding of the temple in Jerusalem and God’s
subsequent residence in the city. The only element of that theme I am comfortable with
is the rebuilding of Jerusalem. Sacrificing innocent animals built in a temple to a
thought construct, is not my cup of tea. But is there any sense in praying for the
rebuilding of this city?
Jerusalem has already been rebuilt. In fact it is a bigger and more splendid city than it
ever was in its history. If you include the suburbs of Jerusalem there are almost one
million people living there. If, however, we focus on the human condition there is
definitely a lot to fix in Jerusalem. Jerusalem, with all its splendor is one of the poorest
cities in Israel. The glaring disparities between the rich and the poor, the Ashkenazim
and Sephardim, the Haredim and the Secular, the Jews and the Arabs, are there for all
to see. As an Israeli, as a Jew, and as a humanist, I thus find that there is plenty to pray
for and to fix.
The following is my take on the very popular song composed by Naomi Shemer on the
eve of the Six Day war. My take on the song focuses on the ills brought on by the war. All
war is bad and brings with it death and destruction and a myriad of other ills, even the
unavoidable defensive wars the Israelis fought. Though the Six Day war is celebrated in
Jewish Israel, I find it hard to share in the celebration. Perhaps because it is because I
wasn’t born at a time of constant angst regarding Israel’s existence, and primarily see
the ills that this pivotal moment in Israeli history has brought. Though I can appreciate
that the victory in this war brought with it a collective sigh of relief, I firmly believe we
must strive to correct the ills that this war brought into the world. This is my prayer for
Jerusalem:
Golden Jerusalem
The mountain air polluted with ash
Senseless war
Carried on the breeze
The sound of rage without appease.
Jerusalem of iniquity, of bullets
and of want, No balm exists, I cannot sing your song
And while thoughtful restraint slumbers
Captured in her thrall
The city sits solitary
For around it is a wall.
Why did we drain those prideful dregs,
Slipping on the dust of the Temple mount
Turning our victory into a rout

As I come to mourn you,
Crying on behalf of those you have oppressed
My cry is one of many, though I am obsessed
For your name scorches the lips
Like the kiss of a seraph
If I forget thee, Jerusalem,
Which was so golden...
We now share the cisterns
Salaam I hear from the market stall
A Muezzin calls out on Temple Mount
A shofar at the Western wall.
And in faces hewn from stones
Rays of hope are born And a stream now descends to the Dead Sea
By way of Jericho!
Jerusalem of gold, and of bronze and of light
Behold I am a violin for all your songs.
ירושלים של זהב
אֲ ו ִיר הָ ִרים עָ כּור ְּבפִיחַ ּומִ לְּחֲ מֹות הֲ ָבלִים
נִשָ א מָ רֹום אֶ ל הַ שָ מַ י ִם עִ ם קֹולֹות הַ נֶאֱ נָחִ ים
ַ ּוב
ְּת ְּרדֶ מֶ ת פִקְּ חּות ו ְֶּרסֶ ן שְּ בּוי ִים בְּחָ ְּרמָ ה
הָ עִ יר אֲ שֶ ר גֵּאֶ ה יֹושֶ בֶת ּומִ סְּ בִיבָּה חֹומָ ה
י ְּרּושָ לַ י ִם שֶ ל חָ מָ ס ו ְּשֶ ל עֹופֶ ֶרת ו ְּשֶ ל מַ חְּ סֹור
הֲ ֹלא לְּר ֹב ְּפצָעַ י ְִך אֵּ ין לִי מָ זֹור
אֵּ יכָה ֹלא בָחַ נּו אֶ ת ּכֹוס הַ ַת ְּרעֵּ לָה
 מָ עַ דְּ נּו בְּעָ ְּפ ָרה,הִ ְּרּכַנּו ר ֹאש בְּהַ ר הַ ַבי ִת
 טָ מַ נּו אֶ ת הַ סְּ פֵּקֹות,ּו ְּבלִבֹות קָ שִ ים ּכַסֶ לַע
ְּבי ְָּרדֵּ נּו מִ ירּושָ לַ י ִם בְּדֶ ֶרְך י ְִּריחֹו
אַ ְך בְּבֹואִ י הַ ּיֹום לִסְּ פ ֹד לְָך
קִ ינָה ַלעֲ שּוקִ ים
,צַעֲ קָ תִ י הִ יא אַ ְך קְּ טַ נָה
ַאחַ ת מֵּ אֲ ָלפִים
ֵּ ּכִי שִ מְּ ָך
צֹורב אֶ ת הַ שְּ פָ ַתי ִם ִּכנְּשִ יקַ ת שָ ָרף
ִ ִהֹוי ע
!ירי י ְּרּושָ ַלי ִם אֲ שֶ ר הָ י ְָּתה זָהָ ב

חִ לַקְּ נּו אֶ ת בֹורֹות הַ מַ י ִם סָ לָאם שָ מַ עְּ תִ י ַב ִּכּכָר
מּואַ זִין מְּ סַ לְּסֵּ ל מֵּ הַ ר הַ ַבי ִת ,בַּכ ֶֹתל קֹול תְּ רּועָ ה
ּובְּפָ נִים קָ שֹות ּכַסֶ לַע ָראִ ִ
יתי אֲ ְּלפֵּי תִ קְּ וֹות
ּומַ עְּ י ָן פָ ַרץ אֶ ל י ָם הַ מֶ לַח בְּדֶ ֶרְך י ְִּריחֹו
י ְּרּושָ לַ י ִם שֶ ל זָהָ ב ו ְּשֶ ל נְּח ֹשֶ ת ו ְּשֶ ל אֹור
הֲ ֹלא ְּלכָל שִ ַ
ירי ְִך אֲ נִי ּכִנֹור

