
שרההמורה/הַזֶּההַגֵּיהִנּוֹם

תְּמוּנוֹת,שֶׁלרִבּוּעִים
יפָוֹת,עֵיניַםִטוֹבוֹת,עֵיניַםִ
עֲיפֵוֹת,בְּפָניִםיוֹםעוֹד

מֵרָחוֹק.חִבּוּק
בִּבְרִיחוֹת,בִּקְטַנּוֹת,עֲסוּקִים

עָמקֹ,בְּגַעְגּוּעַמָלֵאלֵב
לִצְעקֹ?כְּבָראֶפְשָׁרכַּמָּה
עָבְרוּ?כְּבָררְגָעִיםכַּמָּה
תְּסַפְּרוּ,אַללִיתַּרְאוּאַל
הַזֶּה!מֵהַגֵּיהִנּוֹםאוֹתָםהוֹצִיאוּרַק
שֶׁלְּ�?הַבֵּןשֶׁלְּ�,אַבָּאהָיהָזֶהאִםמָה
נעֲַשָׂה?�אעוֹדמָהמָה,

בְּלִבִּי,חָלָלעוֹלָמִי,נחֱֶרַב
לְמָה?מְחַכִּים,לְמָה

הַזֶּה!בַּגֵּיהִנּוֹםאֶפְשָׁראִיגֵּיהִנּוֹם!
בַּמִּרְפֶּסֶת,צְהֻבִּיםדְּגָלִים

נתְִפֶּסֶת,שֶׁ�אזוֹבִּמְצִיאוּת
אֶתְכֶם,שָׁכַחְנוּשֶׁ�איוֹדְעִיםאַתֶּם
עֲלֵיכֶם?עוֹבֵרהַזְּמַןואְֵי�
הַגּוּף,כּוֹאֵבחָטוּף,מַבָּט
עוֹד?מָהלַעֲשׂוֹת?אֶפְשָׁרעוֹדמָה
ועְוֹד,שְׁניִּהָועְוֹד

יקָָר,אָחיקִַּירָתִּי,אֲחוֹתִי
דָּבָר.לִינוֹתַר�אבִּלְעֲדֵיכֶם

תְּמִימוֹת,עֵיניַםִקְטַנּוֹת,פָּניִם
כָּתםֹ,חוּט
לִנשְׁםֹ!אֶפְשָׁראִי

הַזֶּה!מֵהַגֵּיהִנּוֹםאוֹתָםהוֹצִיאוּ
בַּתַּחֲנהָ,תְּמוּנוֹתשֶׁלרִבּוּעִים
לַמִּלְחָמָה,בְּדַרְכָּםוחְַיּלִָים
ילֶֶד,עַםהָייִנוּ
�א.כְּבָרעַכְשָׁו

וּפהֹ,שָׁםדְּהוּייִםרִבּוּעִים
בְּקַוּיִם,תְּמוּנוֹתשֶׁלרִבּוּעִים
אֲהוּבִים,שֶׁלִּיילְָדִיםסְלִיחָה,
מְקַוּיִם.הַזְּמַןכָּלשֶׁאַתֶּםמְקַוּיִם

הַבַּיתְָה,אֶתְכֶםמַחְזִירִיםכִּי
הַבַּיתְָה!אֶתְכֶםמַחְזִירִים

This Hell / Sara

Squares of pictures,
Kind eyes, beautiful eyes,
Another day with a tired face,
A far off embrace.
Busy with nickels and dimes, with escapes,
A heart full of deep longing,
How much more can I cry?
How many moments went by?
Don't show me don’t tell,
Just get them out of this hell!
What if it was your father, your son?
What, what else haven't we done?
My world is destroyed, a void in my heart,
What are we waiting, for what?
Hell! Can't go on in this hell!
Yellow flags on the balcony,
In this unperceived reality,
You know we haven't forgotten you,
And how is time passing you?
A quick gaze, a body sore,
What else can we do? What more?
And another second and another,
My dear sister, dear brother,
Without you I'm left without a thing.
A small face, innocent eyes,
An orange string,
We can’t breathe!
Get them out of this hell!
Squares of photos at the station,
And soldiers on their way to war,
We were a child nation,
Now we are no more.
Faded squares, there and here,
Squares of pictures in lines,
Sorry, beloved children of mine,
We hope that you hope all the time.
Because we're returning you home,
Returning you home!


