Stav Yisraeli
Lyrics: Ya’akov Gilad

Melody: “The Sweet Philosopher”
Arrangement: Ilan Virtsberg

Vocals: Gali Atari
Dance: Shimon Assor

Ets hatsaftsafa, makriah mul shlulit shkufah
Stav yisraeli mul hahalon sheli.

Geshem pitomi, meivi oti el toh atsmi.
Omrim shehashana tih’yeh batsoret

Aval ani, bati min hakayits,

K’mo mitoh t’vusa, bati el hahoref,

Bati b’tisa, higati bimnusah.

Hu shehivtiah li horef ham—
Lo y’kayem I'olam

Ruah nihn’sa, I'toh b’gadim al hut k’visa,
Stav yisraeli bamirpasot muli.

Geshem lifrakim, nitaz al g'nei sh’tilim rakim
G’shamim p’zurim yordim b’hol ha’arets.
Aval ani, shuv matsati bayit:

Ets b’toh ginah, erets b’shalehet,

Ir kol kah k’tana,

V’klum lo hishtanah.
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Israeli Autumn

A poplar sheds its leaves by a clear puddle
Israeli autumn, outside my window.

Sudden rain gives me focus

They say there will be a drought this year.
But I came, as though defeated, from summer to winter,
I came by plane, I arrived in flight.

I was promised a warm winter—
It’s not going to happen.

A wind penetrates the clothes on the line
Israeli autumn, on the balconies facing me.
Raindrops sprinkle gardens of early shoots
Scattered rains blanket the country.

But once again I found a home,

A tree in a garden, a land in foliage,
A city so small, and nothing has changed.

(© Larry Denenberg 2003 Jul 8



