020 wan
The Silver Platter

MAGASH HAKESEF

Lyrics: Natan Alterman 902 wan

Hebrew Source: Israel Ministry of Education

NNTIN D'NY 'Y, 07N YN
AONT DYNYN

.D'Jl{J)_{ ni“njg v

I’I[;l{,)iJ AN 17 m_}ng—Tm_gn mg?gg
01 NN 72§77

SN TOND

N0 HNT BH7A NN L|iDR D77 N'D)
NN AN NOIV ,Di-00 ,NTNYI
INYITIIN TN

W MYl

.NAND N TN D ITYY! ON DN

0'7Y1 17201 ,0ian1 7N w7
D17y 1M1

MNDINIT

D' TIVINRQ N7,07)219"700 N7
WIND-Ii7 771 1190-0i' NI2FY NN

VINRN 0 YT TY D19y
012V DAIY) 770 D9V

12 01IYN 0T

Y7271y

D! DN N DD 0PN DN DIN N

D071 VT NOI0Y NN TN TN
D07 WL "70RN " N
"9030 WD NI ATV
DRI NI NI 7 1YY

STNI901Y NTNTATONNNNTY)
TN NITTINA 190! WY

the

'&‘ iICenter

V’haaretz tishkot, ein shamayim odemet
Ta’am’em le’itah

Al gvulot ashenim.

V'umah ta'amod—K'ruat lev ach noshemet
L’kabel et ha’nes

Ha’echad, ein sheni.

Hee I'tekes tikon, hee takoom I'mool sahar
V'amda, terem-yom, o’tah chag v’eimah.
Az mi'neged yeitzu

Na’ara v'na’ar

V’at at yitzadoo hem el mool ha'ooma

Lovshei chol va’chagor v'’chivdei na’alayim
Banativ ya’alu hem

Haloch v’hacharesh.

Lo hechelifu bigdam, lo machu od ba’mayim
Et ikavot yom haparech V'leil kav ha’esh.

Ayefim ad bli keitz, n’zirim mimargo’a
V'notfim tal’lei n'oorim ivreeyim

Dom hashnayim yigshu

V’amdu livlee no’ah.

V’ein ot im chayim hem oh im y’rooyim.

Az tishal ha’'oomah, shtoofut demah vakesem

Vamrah: “Mi atem?” V’hashnayim shoktim,

Ya’anu lah: “Anachnu magash hakesef”
Sh’alav lach nitnah Medinat HaYehudim

Kach yomru v'naflu I'raglah otfei tzel,
V’hash'’ar yesoopar b’toldot Yisrael...

Translator Unknown

The earth grows still.

The lurid sky slowly pales over smoking
borders. Heartsick but still living, a people
stand by

To greet the uniqueness

Of the miracle.

Readied, they wait beneath the moon,
Wrapped in awesome joy before the light.
Then soon,

A girl and boy step forward, And slowly
walk before the waiting nation;

In work clothes and heavy-shod

They climb In stillness.

Wearing still the dress of battle, the grime
Of aching day and fired night

Unwashed, weary until death, not knowing rest,
But wearing youth like dewdrops in their
hair. Silently the two approach

And stand.

Are they of the quick or of the dead?

Through wondering tears, the people stare.
“Who are you, the silent two?” And they
reply: “We are the silver platter Upon which

the Jewish State was served to you.”

And speaking, fall in shadow at the nation’s
feet. Let the rest in Israel’s chronicles be told.
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