
Debka Medabeket zwacn dwac
Lyrics: Ehud Manor xepn ced‘ :milin
Melody: Gary Eckstein oiihyw‘ ixb :ogl
Dance: Shmulik Gov-Ari ix‘-aeb wileny :cewix

Kum ah.shav u’k’shor mitpah.at zgthn xeywe eiykr mew
V’nafnef bah me’al harosh, ,y‘xd lrn da sptpe
Hatslah.a tamid muvtah.at zghaen cinz dglvd
Kah. avir v’tispor shalosh! !yely xetqze xie‘ gw
Ken hadebka medabeket, ein omed bif’nei hatof, ,sezd ipta cner oi‘ ,zwacn dwacd ok
Ken hadebka medabeket, gam ata tirkod basof! !seqa cewxz dz‘ mb ,zwacn dwacd ok

Hashura darka kotsetset zvvew dkxc dxeyd
V’hiluh. r’kiya mahir, ,xidn driwx jelide
U’l’feta hi kofetset zvtew ‘id rztle
V’kofeyt rega ba’avir! !xie‘a rbx z‘tewe
Ken hadebka medabeket . . . . . . zwacn dwacd ok

Ten, ten, ten katef, yah.ad k’mo nahar shotef, ,shey xdp enk cgi ,szk oz ,oz ,oz
Ken, ken, hitstaref, ten l’gufh.a l’hisah.ef. .sgqdl jtebl oz ,sxhvd ,ok ,ok
Ken, ken, zeh hakef, ad sh’targish al saf hetkef, ,swzd sq l‘ yibxzy cr ,sikd df ,ok ,ok
Ken, ken, hitstaref, ad shetath. il l’hisaref! !sxydl ligzzy cr ,sxhvd ,ok ,ok

Dereh. mala, dereh. mata, ,dhn jxc ,dlrn jxc
Kmo pulh.an me’olam atik, ,wizr mlern oglet enk
Shuv v’shuv gam im nigmarta zxnbp mr mb aeye aey
Ad asher lah. ’shov tafsik! !wiqtz aeygl xy‘ cr
Ken hadebka medabeket . . . . . . zwacn dwacd ok

Lo zoh.er me’ayin bati iz‘a oi‘n xkef ‘l
Lo h.ashuv li l’an eleh. , ,jl‘ o‘l il aeyg ‘l
Kol od b’raglai nishbati izrayp ilbxa cer lk
Et kol hakoshi l’rakeh. ! !jkxl iyewd lk z‘
Ken hadebka medabeket . . . . . . zwacn dwacd ok

Ein omed bif’nei hatof, gam ata tipol basof! !seqa letz dz‘ mb ,sezd ipta cner oi‘

Contagious Debka

Get up, tie a knot in your kerchief and let it flutter on your head.
You can’t go wrong, so take a deep breath and count three!
The debka is contagious—the sound of the drum is irresistible.
Eventually, you too will dance!

The line of the dance cuts sharply and moves with fast stamps
Then suddenly it jumps and freezes for an instant in mid-air!

Come lend a hand, we’ll dance together like a flowing river.
Join in, let yourself get carried away, it’s fun!
Dance to the brink of collapse. Dance until you’re in flames!

The dance moves up and down like a ritual from the ancient past,
On and on, beyond exhaustion, until your brain gives up.

I don’t remember where I came from and I don’t care where I’m headed,
But I swear, on my feet, that I will smooth over every difficulty.

The sound of the drum is irresistible—you too will dance till you drop!
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