
שרההמורה/יותרטובמשהו

טוֹב,מַשֶּׁהוּיוֹתֵר,אַחֵרמַשֶּׁהוּ
לִכְתּבֹ.נסִִּינוּלְנגֵַּן,בִּקַּשְׁנוּ
ואְוֹתִיּוֹתתָּויִםהֵיכָן
הַמִּתְגַּלּוֹת?יפָוֹתמִלִּים
כַּאֲשֶׁר...אוֹתָןאֶמְצָאאוּלַי

אַחֵר,מַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶ
יוֹתֵר.טוֹבמַשֶּׁהוּ

כַּאֲשֶׁר...

אִתָּנוּ,פּהֹכֻּלָּם
עֲבוּרֵנוּיהְִיהֶבַּיתִאָז

בֵּיןרַקמִמָּקוֹםיוֹתֵר
לְשִׁשִּׁי,רִאשׁוֹן
חָפְשִׁי,ונְלֵֵ�נבָוֹא
רְחוֹקוֹת,לְעָרִיםנסִַּע
לַשֵּׁניִ,אֶחָדרַקחָזָקנצִָּמֵד
מָחָר.אֵיןכְּאִלּוּנרְִקדֹ
מָחָר.אֵיןכְּאִלּוּ

אַחֵר...מַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶ

שִׁעֲמוּםסְתָםיהְִיוּהַחֲדָשׁוֹת
כְּלוּםכְּבָרקוֹרֶה�אכִּי

שַׁבָּת,בְּבקֶֹרכְּשֶׁנּתְִעוֹרֵר
כּחַֹ,לָנוּיהְִיהֶדָּבָרלְכָל

שֶׁבָּא,מָהרַקנעֲַשֶׂה
בְּנוֹחַ,ירְַגִּישׁוּכְּשֶׁהַיּלְָדִים
שִׁגְרָה.רַקתִּהְיהֶכְּשֶׁשִּׁגְרָה
בַּשָּׁנהָ,הַיּמִָיםכָּלכְּשֶׁיּחְַזְרוּ

נפְִלָא,מַמָּשׁרוּחַבְּמַצַּבנהְִיהֶ
לְהַפְלִיא.נפְִלָאלְגַמְרֵימַמָּשׁ

אַחֵר...מַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶ

ימְַרִיאלַשָּׁמַיםִקְרָבמְטוֹס
הָעַצְמָאוּת,בְּיוֹםרַק
ולְִיוּלְ�
לְהַפְלִיא,נפְִלָאחַגלָנוּיהְִיהֶ
לְהַפְלִיא.נפְִלָאלְגַמְרֵימַמָּשׁ

אַחֵר...מַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶ

יתְִחַבְּרוּ,הַיּפָוֹתהָאוֹתִיּוֹתכָּל
ישְִׁתַּקְּפוּהַכְּבֵדוֹתמִלּוֹתַיכָּל

ורָדֹ.שֶׁלבִּגְונָיִם
אַחֵר,מַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶאָז

יוֹתֵר.טוֹבמַשֶּׁהוּיהְִיהֶ

Something Better / Sara

Something else, something better,
We sought to play, we tried to write.
Where are all those notes and letters
For pretty words that come about?
Maybe I’ll find them when…

There will be something else,
something better.
When…

Everyone is here with us,
A home will be for us then
More than just a place between
Sunday and Friday,
We’ll come and go freely,
Drive to faraway cities,
Hold each other closely,
Dance as if there’s no tomorrow.
As if there’s no tomorrow.

There will be something else…

The news will be just a bore,
Because nothing happens anymore,
When we wake up on Saturday morning,
We’ll be up for anything,
Do whatever we please,
When the kids will feel at ease,
When routine is just a routine.
When all the days of the year return,
We’ll be in a really wonderful mood,
Really, totally wonderfully good.

There will be something else…

A fighter jet soars into the sky
only on Independence Day,
And you and I
We’ll have a totally wonderful holiday,
Really, totally wonderfully good.

There will be something else…

All of the pretty letters connect,
All of my heavy words will reflect
In shades of pink.
There will be something else,
something better, then.


