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The album is named after a verse in 
The Last Moments of Light, with 
poignant lyrics by poet Eli Eliahu (see 
page 2). The song depicts desperate 
moments, and seeks answers to an 
apocalyptic situation. Listen here.

After a year that has brought us all to a 
standstill, we might want to hang on to 
the last remnant of light, and hope that 
it will shine fully very soon. This album 
might bring us a little bit closer to that 
day. Listen here.

See the Full playlist.

For an entire year, the music industry in Israel has come to a 
standstill. Venues were closed and concerts were cancelled. 
Some musicians performed in living rooms and backyards 
for small groups of people, and some had online gigs.

So it came as a surprise to many when in December a new joint album was 
launched by two prominent rock musicians, singers, songwriters—Berry 
Sakharof and Dudu Tassa. A Remnant of Light (b’dal shel or) was declared 
the best album of the year by several publications.

The instrumental number Karatas (named after the Jewish neighborhood 
in Izmir, Turkey, where Sakharof was born) embodies the intent of 
the pair’s collaboration—they are western musicians, but the eastern 
(Mizrachi) sounds are embedded in them. This merging of east and west, 
associated with Sakharof, has become the ultimate sound of contemporary 
Israeli Rock. 

MUSIC IN THE 
TIME OF CORONA

http://theicenter.org/abitofculture
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xd_SM_HmcCk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D-r5JeARFdY
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLeZqOp-eE-FpClQ3rtkLgDZ40RFXHHLmj
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On that evening I walked alone
On a street whose name I will never remember
The wind banged on the roofs like a drunkard
These were the last moments of light
 
On that evening I met someone
Who wished to turn back time
I saw a girl who slipped away like a bird
These were the last moments of light
 
It’s already the end of the day, silent is the street
You have been asleep for a while
Above my head is a remnant of light
Where do we go from here
 
I saw a man who could not find his home
He just walked there back and forth
And a man who has already lost his mind
These were the last moments of light
 
Not far from there the fields burned in silence
And I trembled, but not from cold
Female poets wrote war songs
These were the last moments of light
 
It’s already the end of the day, silent is the street
You have been asleep for a while
Above my head is a remnant of light
Where do we go from here

י לְבַד  ָּעֶרֶב הַהואּ הָלַכתְִּ ב

ִּרְחובֹ שֶׁאֶת שְׁמוֹ לְעולָֹם לאֹ אֶזכְרֹּ ב

ַּגגַּוּתֹ כמְּוֹ שִׁכוּרֹ הָרוחַּ חָבַט ב

ּ הָרְגעִָים הָאַחֲרונֹיִם שֶׁל הָאורֹ יו ֶּה הָ אֵל

 

י אֶחָד תִּ ָּעֶרֶב הַהואּ פָּגשְַׁ ב

זמְַּן לְאָחורֹ שִׁיב אֶת הַ שׁ לְהָ ִּקֵּ שֶׁב

ַּחורָּה שֶׁחָמְקָה כצְִּפּורֹ רָאִיתִי ב

ּ הָרְגעִָים הָאַחֲרונֹיִם שֶׁל הָאורֹ יו ֶּה הָ אֵל

 

ּוםֹ, נדַָם הָרְחובֹ י כבְּרָ סוףֹ הַ

אַתְּ ישְֵׁנהָ מִזמְַּן

ְּדָל שֶׁל אורֹ  י ב מֵעַל ראֹשִׁ

לְאָן הולְֹכיִם מִכאָּן 

 

ֹ ֵּיתו רָאִיתִי אֶחָד שֶׁלאֹּ מָצָא אֶת ב

הואּ רַק צָעַד שָׁם הָלוךְֹ וחְָזורֹ

ֹ עְתּו ַּ ֵּד כבְָּר אֶת ד ואְֶחָד שֶׁאִב

ּ הָרְגעִָים הָאַחֲרונֹיִם שֶׁל הָאורֹ יו ֶּה הָ אֵל

 

ִּדְמָמָה ָׂדותֹ ב שּ ּ הַ ָּעֲרו ָם ב לאֹ הַרְחֵק מִשּׁ

י אֲבָל לאֹ מִקּרֹ דְתִּ ואֲַניִ רָעַ

ירֵי מִלְחָמָה ּ שִׁ מְשׁורְֹרותֹ כתְָּבו

ּ הָרְגעִָים הָאַחֲרונֹיִם שֶׁל הָאורֹ יו ֶּה הָ אֵל

 

ּוםֹ, נדַָם הָרְחובֹ י כבְּרָ סוףֹ הַ

אַתְּ ישְֵׁנהָ מִזמְַּן

ְּדָל שֶׁל אורֹ  י ב מֵעַל ראֹשִׁ

לְאָן הולְֹכיִם מִכאָּן 

The Last Moments of Lightהָרְגעִָים הָאַחֲרונֹיִם שֶׁל הָאורֹ

Poem by: ELI ELIAHU אלי אליהו | Translated by: 
VAVI TORAN AND AYAL WEINER-KAPLOW 
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