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Were We Like Dreamers? 
From Six Days to Fifty Years 



Jerusalem of Iron - Meir Ariel Jerusalem of Gold – Naomi Shemer 
 
In your darkness, Jerusalem,  
we found a loving heart,  
when we came to widen your borders  
and to overwhelm the enemy.  
 
We became satiated of all his mortars,  
then suddenly dawn broke,  
it just arose, not yet even white,  
and it was already red.  
 
Jerusalem of iron,  
of lead, of darkness,  
haven't we set your wall free?  
 
The strafed battalion broke forwards,  
all of him in blood and smoke,  
and a mother came, and another mother, in 
the congregation of bereavement.  
 
Biting his lips, not without toil,  
the battalion continued fighting,  
till, at the end, the flag flapped  
above the house of bitterness.  
 
Jerusalem of iron,  
of lead, of darkness,  
haven't we set your wall free?  
 
The king's army dispersed,  
the sniper his tower is silent,  
now it’s possible to go to the Dead Sea  
by the way of Jericho.  
 
Now it’s possible to the Sanctuary Mountain  
And to the Western Wall,  
here, you are, in the twilight  
almost all of you, gold.  
 
Jerusalem of gold,  
and lead, and dream  
Will forever be Peace, between your walls. 

 
The mountain air is clear as water  
The scent of pines around  
Is carried on the breeze of twilight,  
And tinkling bells resound.  
 
The trees and stones there softly slumber,  
A dream enfolds them all.  
So solitary lies the city,  
And at its heart -- a wall. 
 
Oh, Jerusalem of gold,  
and of light and of bronze,  
I am the lute for all your songs.  
 
The wells are filled again with water,  
The square with joyous crowd,  
On the Temple Mount within the City,  
The shofar rings out loud.  
 
Within the caverns in the mountains  
A thousand suns will glow,  
We'll take the Dead Sea road together,  
That runs through Jericho. 
 
Oh, Jerusalem of gold,  
and of light and of bronze,  
I am the lute for all your songs.  
 
But as I sing to you, my city,  
And you with crowns adorn,  
I am the least of all your children,  
Of all the poets born.  
 
Your name will scorch my lips forever,  
Like a seraph's kiss, I'm told,  
If I forget thee, golden city,  
Jerusalem of gold. 
 
Oh, Jerusalem of gold, 
and of light and of bronze,  
I am the lute for all your songs.  
 
 

  



Time to End the Disgrace at the Wall 
By YOSSI KLEIN HALEVI 
19.05.2013 
  
The exclusion of any form but Orthodox prayer from the main area of the Wall is an Israeli 
tragedy. The Wall should have been designated as an open place of diverse Jewish prayer 
immediately after its liberation in June, 1967. The secular government of Israel should have 
insisted that all Jewish groups have access – through time sharing if necessary – to the space we 
have come to regard as “the Wall.” The first mass pilgrimage to the Wall in 1967, which occurred 
on the holiday of Shavuot, mere days after the end of the war, was a spontaneous outpouring of 
hundreds of thousands of Israelis, without any separation between bareheaded securalists and 
haredim – or men and women. In that moment of awe, the calculations of religious bureaucrats 
were superfluous. 
  
But the decades since have created a haredi lock on the plaza before the Wall – a status quo 
which has taken on a powerful life of its own. Any attempt to reverse that reality, even backed 
by a court decision, will lead to further ugliness and violence – an ongoing hillul Hashem. 
  

 Psalm 126 תהילים פרק קכו
 

יר, ַהַמֲעלֹות:  א  שִׁ
יַבת -בְּשּוב יְּהוָה, ֶאת ּיֹוןשִׁ ים.--צִׁ מִׁ  ָהיִׁינּו, כְּחֹלְּ

 
 

ינּו חֹוק, פִׁ נָה:--ב  ָאז יִָׁמֵלא שְּ שֹונֵנּו רִׁ  ּולְּ
רּו ַבּגֹויִׁם ם--ָאז, יֹאמְּ יל יְּהוָה, ַלֲעשֹות עִׁ גְּדִׁ  ֵאֶלה.-הִׁ

 
 

ָמנּו יל יְּהוָה, ַלֲעשֹות עִׁ גְּדִׁ ים.    --ג  הִׁ ֵמחִׁ  ָהיִׁינּו שְּ
 
 

יֵתנּו(שבותנו -ד  שּוָבה יְּהוָה, ֶאת בִׁ     --)שְּ
ים ַבנֶֶגב. יקִׁ  ַכֲאפִׁ

 
ָעה מְּ דִׁ ים בְּ עִׁ צֹרּו.    --ה  ַהזֹרְּ נָה יִׁקְּ רִׁ  בְּ

 
 

 ַהָזַרע:-נֵֹשא ֶמֶשְך    --ו  ָהלֹוְך יֵֵלְך, ּוָבכֹה
נָה-בֹא רִׁ  נֵֹשא, ֲאֻלמָֹתיו.    --יָבֹא בְּ

 
126:1 When the LORD turned again the 
captivity of Zion, we were like them that 
dream. 
 
126:2 Then was our mouth filled with 
laughter, and our tongue with singing: then 
said they among the heathen, The LORD 
hath done great things for them. 
 
126:3 The LORD hath done great things for 
us; whereof we are glad. 
 
126:4 Turn again our captivity, O LORD, as 
the streams in the south. 
 
126:5 They that sow in tears shall reap in 
joy. 
 
126:6 He that goeth forth and weepeth, 
bearing precious seed, shall doubtless 
come again with rejoicing, bringing his 
sheaves with him. 

 


