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Behold, Our Bodies
To Danny and his Friends —

By Haim Guri

Behold, our bodies are laid out in a long, long line.

Our faces have altered, death looks from our eyes, we do not breathe.
The last rays of daylight; evening glides down the hill.

Behold, we shall not rise to walk the roads by the light of the far sunset.
We shall not love, not pluck the strings with delicate whispered sounds,
Not shout in the gardens when the wind stirs through the wood.

Behold, our mothers are bowed and silent, our friends choking with tears.
Bursts of grenades nearby. Firing... And signs presaging storm.

Will you bury us now?

Lo, we shall arise and press forward again as of old, return to life.

We shall march, formidable, resolved to bring aid,

For all still lives within us and floods our veins.

There was no betrayal, our guns are still strapped to us empty of bullets.
They tell of our fight till the end, their barrels are still aflame,

And our blood spattered the path with every step we took.

We did all we could till our last man fell and lay still.

Are we guilty if we were left dead at even-tide?

With our lips pressed to the hard, rocky ground?

Behold, how wide and spacious is the night...

How the stars blossom in the dark!

Sweet smell the pines. Now you shall bury us with clods of earth on our faces.
Where the barbed wire is nailed, in ditches, here all of us together.

A new day, forget not! Forget not!

For we upheld your name till death closed our eyes.

Behold, our bodies are laid in a long, long line; we do not breathe,

But the wind is now on the hills, the wind breathes,

Morning breaks, and the shining dew sings.

We shall return again, we shall meet, shall return as scarlet flowers.
You will know us at once, our silent "mountain platoon" -

Then we shall blossom, when the last shot has been silenced in the hills.

(Translation: L.V. Snowman) -
http://www.jafi.org.il/education/festivls/zkatz/atz/etzion5.html
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Rain in the Battlefield

From: Yehuda Amichai

In memory of Diki

Rain falls on the face of my comrades;
On the faces of my living comrades, who
Cover their faces with a blanket —

And on the faces of my dead comrades.

Who do not cover anymore.
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The Parade of the Fallen: Haim Hefer

They come from the mountains,

from the valley, from the desert,

They come - names, faces, eyes -

and stand for the parade.

They come in a masculine step,

strong and sunburnt,

They emerge from the shattered planes

and from the burnt tanks;

They rise from behind the rocks, from across
the dunes, from connecting ditches,

Brave as lions, tough as tigers, swift as eagles,
And they pass one by one

between two rows of angels,

Who feed them candy and place flowers
around their necks;

And | look at them, and all of them are happy.
These are my brothers, these are my brothers.
And they meet one another,

black eyes and blue and brown,

And they remind each other of names,

and weapons, and places,

And pour each other cups of coffee and tea
And burst suddenly together shouting: "Hi, Boy!"
And they meet in the large assemblage,
friends and comrades,

And officers slap the privates' shoulders

and the privates shake the officers' hands,
And they burst in song and clap hands

And all the dwellers of heaven listen to them
beside themselves,

And the get-together lasts a day and a night,
and a day and a night,

Because such a bunch has not yet been above!
And then suddenly they hear familiar voices cry,
And they look homeward at father and mother,
at the wives, children and brothers,

And their faces are silent

and they stand perplexed

And then someone quickly whispers:

Forgive us, but we had to!

We won the battles and now we are resting.
These are my brothers, these are my brothers.
And so they stand, the light on their faces,
And the Lord alone passes among them,

With tears in His eyes He kisses their wounds
And He says in a trembling voice

to the white angels:

These are my sons,

these are my sons!

CANON

RACHEL KORAZIM | korazim@gmail.com

WWW.PARDES.ORG.IL



5 Pardes o110 CANON

Institute of Jewish Studies RACHEL KORAZIM | korazim@gmail.com

mysn
99 N BN

PNON DY TP 2NN Y
YIN WIN D010 NN/
90N Yy 72y MIN NY

. TN DY ©YI5NN DY

VYN NN XD MY 72D
MINITYA DININ MY TN
VYN NIMN MY 12D

. 199919315 DNV DY N

D210 NN MO TN
ANIN NNDIAN YD NN
DYIYY NNIOYW MY 7D
MDY 1N NN N XD
D72 NYNPN NINN

. MM9Y 122N NN

D2 552 THNYI MYIN
NPV NIVPY NNON
DTN NNIRN MDON

. APOYTY NN NN NN

D212 TV NYIN
19921 7N) THv1A WY
DN HY VY DY D
.9 Y PMN TN NN

... D91 DX O

ol11 WWW.PARDES.ORG.IL


http://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=395&lang=1
http://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=395&lang=1

'Pardes 0110 CANON
Institute of Jewish Studies RACHEL KORAZIM | korazim@gmail.com

HaReut - The Friendship
By Chaim Guri

On the Negev, the autumn night falls,

And it kindles the stars in the quiet,

As the breeze rustles outside the door
And the dust settles down on the highway.

Time goes on, do we notice at all

how the months have gone by one by one?
Time goes by, there are few of us left,

and so many we once knew are gone.

Chorus

they are gone from our midst,

all their laughter, their youth and their splendor.
But we know that a friendship like that,

we are bound all our lives to remember,

for a love that in battle is forged,

Will endure while we live, fierce and tender.

Oh, the friendship we bore without words,
It was silent and grey, it was wordless.
From the pain and the blood of those days,
It remains with us, ardent and yearning.

In the name of that friendship we know,
In its name we'll go on, smiling forward,
For those friends, when they fell on their swords,

Left us this precious gift to recall them.

Chorus
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Givat Hatachmoshet - Ammunition Hill

BY: Yair Rosenblum & Yoram TeharlLev

It was the second morning of the war in Jerusalem. The darkness faded out in the
east. We were deep in the battle over Givat Hatachmoshet. It was a fierce battle.
The Jordanians were hard to crack.

It was a well-fortified bunker, in some stages of the battle | had only four soldiers
with me. We came up there with two companies.

| never knew where the others were because the radio was with Dudik, the
commander was cut off from the beginning of the battle, at that moment | was sure
that everyone was killed.

It was 2:30 at night

when we came through the rocks
to the fields of fire and mines

of Givat Hatachmoshet.

In front of fortified bunkers
machine guns and cannons
A hundred and some guys on
Givat Hatachmoshet.

The pillar of dawn didn’t rise yet

When all the company was already covered with blood
But we were there

on Givat Hatachmoshet.

Because of the fences and mines
we left the medics behind

and we ran senseless

to Givat Hatachmoshet.

We came down to the tunnels
to the holes to the cracks

and to the death in the trenches
of Givat Hatachmoshet.

There were no questions
those who went first, just fell
you really needed a lot of luck
on Givat Hatachmoshet.

10111 WWW.PARDES.ORG.IL
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Those who fell were dragged to the back
so they wouldn’t disturb the others passing
until the next one fell

on Givat Hatachmoshet.

Maybe we were lions

but if you wanted to live
you should not have been
on Givat Hatachmoshet.

We decided to blow up their bunker with the bazooka it made a few scratches on
the concrete. We then decided to blow it up with explosives. The guy at the back
would throw me the packs and | would put them at the entrance to their bunker.
They had a system, first they would throw a grenade, then they shot a few shots and
then they would rest, so between the grenades and the shots | ran and put down
some explosives. | had only four meters (12 feet) to move because there were
Jordanians all over the place. | do not know why | got the Medal of Honor, all |
wanted was to go home safely.

Smoke covered the hill

the sun was rising in the east

we were only seven, going back to the city
from Givat Hatachmoshet.

And this is the story

the story of trenches and bunkers

the story of our brothers the men

who remained twenty years old

on Givat Hatachmoshet
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