3566 – תכנים ומסרים ליום הזכרון – כללי – עבור שליחים ושליחות

כיצד גורמים לקהילה היהודית להרגיש חלק מיום הזיכרון?
מהם המסרים שאני יכול להעביר כשליח/ה ביום הזיכרון?
 
להלן תשובות אפשריות, אשר כל אחת מהן יכולה לשמש בסיס לפעילות/ תוכן ומסר ליום הזיכרון:

1 - אחריות וסולידריות של העם היהודי, כלפי כל קהילה או יחידים שנמצאים בצרה או תחושת אבל לאומית על אנשים שמסרו את חייהם בשל היותם יהודים (פיגועי טרור, מלחמות, אנשטימיות).

2.     ביטחון מדינת ישראל וגורלה של מדינת ישראל כביתו של העם היהודי.

3.     רצון להעביר את התחושה החזקה של הסולידריות בישראל ביום הזיכרון. לנסות להעביר את התחושה של הכאב הלאומי, שיש לו הרבה מאוד ביטויים במרחב הציבורי והאישי: הצפירה / אזכרות וטקסים יישוביים / טקסי יום הזיכרון הממלכתיים / טקסים בבתי הספר ובמקומות עבודה / מדבקות הזיכרון / הדגל בחצי התורן / חולצות לבנות / טקסים צבאיים בבתי עלמין ובאנדרטאות / חיילים ואזרחים שמלווים משפחות שכולות בבתי העלמין הצבאיים / סיפורי לוחמים ונופלים בערוצי התקשורת לוח שיעורים מיוחד / שירי זיכרון ברדיו / "עוד מעט נהפוך לשיר".

עוד על עוד מעט נהפוך לשיר:
אתר הפרויקט
חוברת לטקס עם השירים והסיפורים:



במסמך הנ"ל תמצאו 12 סיפורי חיים של נופלים ושירים שכתבו:



4.     "במותם ציוו לנו את החיים"- הערכה והוקרה/ הצדעה לזכרם של אלו שמסרו את חייהם למען המדינה ולמען בטחונה. "מגש הכסף". סיפורי אומץ וגבורה של לוחמים ושל מגני יישובים וכו'..

5.     גיוס לצה"ל כחובה של כל אזרח במדינת ישראל. הזכות לשרת בצה"ל, צבא העם. שמירה על הבית.

6.     לגעת בכאב על הנופלים ממקום אישי, זיכרונות אישיים שלי (השליח/ה) או של אנשים בסביבתי, סיפורים אישיים של נופלים ואפילו סיפורים של נופלים מהקהילה. כל מה שאישי ומספק פרספקטיבה אנושית.

7.     השאיפה של מדינת ישראל היא לחיות בשלום, בביטחון עם שכניה, ולהיות חופשיים להתפתח ולצמוח. הרבה מכשולים עברה מדינת ישראל במהלך השנים מאז הקמתה וגם היום היא נמצאת במאבק מתמיד לשמירה על גבולותיה ועל ביטחון ושלום. ביום הזיכרון יש מקום גם לזכור את המסר הזה ולהעביר אותו בטקסים.

בנוסף - תודעת השכול במדינת ישראל:
כנסיית השכל: "שום דבר לא יפגע בי", קליפ ופעילות. 
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סיפורי נופלים.doc
פרוייקט ההנצחה "עוד מעט נהפוך לשיר" של גלי צהל – אמנים מבצעים שירי נופלים.

המיזם, שמשודר זה אחת עשרה שנים, הפך בשנים האחרונות לאחד ממאפייניו של יום הזיכרון. מידי שנה אוסף צוות התכנית מהארכיונים, מקצינות הנפגעים, מבני משפחות שכולות ומחברים, קטעים שהשאירו אחריהם נופלים. אלה מועברים למיטב אמני ישראל, שמלחינים ומבצעים אותם בהתנדבות מלאה.

אתר הפרויקט: http://shir.glz.fm/node/8

Itai Sharon


Born in ט"ז באלול תשמ"ח (29/08/1988)


Died in Wednesday כ"ט באב תשס"ו (08/23/2006)

Itai wrote the song "ניהול העיזבון" ("estate management"), in memory of his father, who also died while his army service. Itai wrote it as part of dealing with his loss.

This song was performed by the Israeli band "Beit Habubot".

Itai was born in Haifa and grew up in Zichron Yaakov. His father, the late Major Moti Sharon, "Yasur" helicopter pilot in the Air Force, died while putting the last border stone laying the peace on the border between Israel and Egypt, in the winter of 1988, when Itai was 4 months old. 

Itai expressed from a very early age his desire to walk the path of his father, to join the pilot course, wanting to know the man who gave him life, and in fact he does not know almost anything about. Six days before Itai’s 18th birthday he died in "Hatzerim" air Force base as a result of heat stroke, in the training seminar for the flying course of the Air Force, which he dreamed about so much. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HkLqP8DcM90

"ניהול העיזבון"/ בית הבובות

מילים: איתי שרון
לחן: בית הבובות



אני לא מפסיק להתגעגע, 
חושב עליך, 
מנסה ללכת בדרך שלך... 

מאז שעזבת 
הזמן עובר לאט, 
ימים זולגים 
כמו מבעד לשעון חול, 
ואני חייב להמשיך בחיפוש. 

אני מפחד 
לא לעמוד בציפיות, 
של כולם, של עצמי... 
ואני חייב להמשיך בחיפוש, 
אני חייב להמשיך בחיפוש. 

אני לא מפסיק להתגעגע, 
חושב עליך, 
מנסה ללכת בדרך שלך, 
שהצבת בפניי כשעזבת. 

מאז שעזבת 
הזמן עובר לאט, 
ימים זולגים 
כמו מבעד לשעון חול, 
ואני חייב להמשיך בחיפוש, 
אני חייב להמשיך בחיפוש. 

אני לא מפסיק להתגעגע... 
חושב עליך, 
מנסה ללכת בדרך שלך, 
שהצבת בפניי כשעזבת.
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"Estate management"

Since you left,


Time passes slowly,


Days dripping as if through the hourglass,


And I have to continue searching.


I keep missing,


Thinking of you


Trying to go your way,


The path you left for me after you died.


I'm afraid not meet expectations,


Of everyone, of myself ...


Afraid to disappoint you,


Since you left.


Deputy Solomon (Sloimik) Brilovsky

Born in א' בשבט תש"ו (03/01/1946)

Died in כ' בתשרי תשל"ד (10/16/1973)

Wrote the song "Morning," which was performed by Solomon Gronich.


Sloimik was born and raised in Netanya. He was a member of the "Maccabi" soccer teamand one of the top players in youth soccer team of "Maccabi" Netanya.


He spent his spare time writing poetry and taking photos of landscape. Sloimik was recruited to the armored corps in 1964, and later in his military career he was in officer training course. He was released a few months before the outbreak of the Six Day War, and was needed to go back to the army with the outbreak of battles. Sloimik got back to the army during the Yom Kippur War. He was killed in the bloody battle in Sinai that led to the crossing of the canal.


http://www.linkton.co.il/linkton.php?lt_id=VmtjMWQxZHJNWEpPV0VaWFZrWktUMVZyWkU1UFVUMDkrTw%3D%3D

"הבוקר"/ שלמה גרוניך

מילים: שלמה ברילובסקי
לחן: שלמה גרוניך

הבוקר 
שוב דמו העצים 
למפרשים 
והאדמה 
היתה גלים 

ואני הייתי שט, 
מפליג למרחקים 
על גב חלום 
שעוד מעט תגרשהו 
השמש העולה.


Morning
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This morning

 the trees were again like

Sails


And the ground 

become wave


And I was sailing, 

Sailing to the far distance 

on the back of a dream


That soon will be deported

By the rising sun. 

Izhar Front

Born in כ"ה בכסלו תש"ך (12/26/1959)


Died in י"ז באב תשל"ט (10/08/1979)

Wrote the song "זה שנה ומשהו" performed ​​by Dana Berger.


Izhar was born and raised in Haifa. In 1974, when he was 15, his father died, and Izhar was raised by his mother, Miriam Front - Shalit.


Izhar studied in schools "Ehud" and "harieli" in Haifa, with a focus on biology. He liked to play sports, and especially liked swimming. His friends assumed he will continue in the footsteps of his father, Jacob, and become a doctor.


In 1978 he was drafted to the IDF and served in the computer unit "mamram". He was killed along with his friend, David Kay, in a car accident on their way back from a vacation in Sinai.


After his death, His mother published a book of his poems, named after him.


דנה ברגר/"זה שנה ומשהו"

For a year or so


חלומותַי טְעוּנים / חומר נפץ./ אני מעכב אותם בַּשער,/ בִּבְדיקה שגרתית, 
אולם הַהִסתנְנוּת/ היא בלתי נמנעת./ אני לבדי, 
איני יכול לעָכֵּב/ את כל חלומותַי ;/ הם מתפוצצים בְּנִשמתי,/ וְנִבְעִים סדקים. 
נפשי פרוצה/ לְרוּחוֹת מַשטֵמָה מקפיאות. 
/ וַסַת החום משוּתק,/ זה שנה וּמשהו. 
הטכנאים שובתים,/ זה שנה וּמשהו.
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Charged dreams


Explosives.


I'm keeping them at the gate,


In a routine examination,


But the infiltration


Is inevitable.


I am alone,


I cannot delay


All my dreams;


They explode in my soul,


And making cracks.


My soul is open to all

To freezing winds of hatred.


The thermostat is paralyzed,


For a year or so.


The technicians are on strike,


For a year or so.

Deputy Emmanuel (Manu) Ben Yishai 


Born in י"ב בסיוון תש"ח (19/06/1948)

Died in י"ז בתשרי תש"ד  (10/13/1973)

Wrote the song "שעות של אמת" performed by Guy Mensch and Yahel Doron.

Emmanuel (Manu) Ben Yishai was born and raised in the Nir Etzion, and during high school he studied in Yavneh. In July 1967 he joined Patrol "Shaked" in the paratroops, where he became an outstanding officer. In March 1970 he was wounded in action against terrorists from Jordan and damaged the right part of his body. In 1973 he was called back to service. Emmanuel was killed during a chase that took place in the first days of the Yom Kippur War after sections of the Egyptian commando soldiers. For his courageous actions he was awarded the medal of distinguished service after his death.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZqTkzdXd-0Q

גיא מנטש ויהל דורון/"שעות של אמת"


שעות של אמת,
כשהים וג'ון באז ברקע
ואחרי מקלחת,
סרוק ובפיג'מה,
כשלא בוער כלום
והכול שליו ושלם את שלמותו
כשלא לוחץ,
כשלא מכאיב,
כשהכול נושם בקצב אחד,
אחד.
והמחשבות מסוכמות
ויום מאחוריך
בא להירדם בנשיקה.
אז יש ותרגיש שנתפסת
לשעה אחת קטנה קטנה,
אחת מאותן שעות של אמת.
כשלא לוחץ,
כשלא מכאיב,
כשהכול נושם בקצב אחד,
אחד.
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Hours of Truth

Hours of Truth,


When sea and Joan Baez is in the background


And after a shower,


Combed and wearing pajamas


When nothing is burning


And everything is peaceful and completes the completeness


When nothing is stressful,


When nothing is painful,


When everything breathes in same rhythm,


One.


And thoughts are summarized


And a day ended

Come to sleep with a kiss.


So there is and you will feel caught

For one small hour,


One of those hours of truth.


When nothing is stressful,


When nothing is painful,


When everything breathes in one time,


One.


Staff Sergeant Moshe Ohayon


Served as a combat soldier in the explosive engineering unit of the "Golani" Brigade. Most recently, he served as commander of the mortar position in "Richan" post in Southern Lebanon. 

Killed in כ"ד בשבט תשנ"ה, 01.25.1995, in an operational accident. He was 20 years old when he died.


The song "המכתב האחרון" performed by Idan Amadi, composed of lines taken from the letters Moshe wrote to his girlfriend.

Moses, son of Ziva and Nissim, was born and raised in Afula – He went to elementary School "Haze’ev" in Afula and then to High School of Arts Education on the name of Ben Gurion. Moshe was good in sports and won several trophies as an outstanding athlete, he played basketball in a youth team and as part of that participated in a compatition in Germany.


At the end of 1992 Moshe joined the army. He completed his basic training in the engineering battalion of the Golani Brigade, sent to a course APCs and continued its course of advanced training combat brigade. Moshe was killed in the post “Reichan”, in the security zone in southern Lebanon (01/25/1995). During the battle, when the group fired missiles at a terrorist operational accident occurred - consistent mortar shell exploded and caused the death of Moshe. 

His girlfriend, who missed him during his military service, asked him to write her letters. After his death, the family moved the letters. The song "Last Letter," which is performed by Idan Amadi, is made up of lines taken from the letters he wrote to his girlfriend.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jiOxKaNJTyA

עידן עמדי/"המכתב האחרון"

אהובה,
ביקשת שאקדיש לך שיר,
אולי רק פזמון,
לא מוכשר עד כדי כך,
מקווה שאהבת את הניסיון..

אהובה,
איך השלג צנח כאן הלילה,
רומנטי מאוד,
כמה פתיתים לך רציתי לשלוח,
במכתב האחרון..

אל תבכי בגללי,
אני כאן מחייך מרצון,
תשמרי על עצמך בשבילי,
תשמרי על ירון,
היום לאבא יש יום הולדת,
תמסרי לו שאוהב המון,
שלך משה,
הבן האבוד בלבנון..

אהובה,
ביקשת שאקדיש לך שיר,
אולי רק פזמון,
לא מוכשר עד כדי כך,
מקווה שאהבת את הניסיון...

"The Last Letter"

Love,


You asked me to give you a song,
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Maybe just a Chorus,


Not that talented,


Hope you liked the attempt..

Love,


How snow fell the night,


Very romantic,


Some flakes I wanted to send you,


In the last letter ..


Do not cry for me,


I'm here voluntary smiling

Take care of yourself for me,


Take care of Yaron,


Today it's Dad's birthday,


Give him lots of love,


Yours Moshe,


The lost son in Lebanon ..

Love,


You asked me to give you a song,


Maybe just a Chorus,


Not that talented,


Hope you liked the attempt..

Reuben Politi


Served as a combat solider in "Egoz" patrol. 

Killed in כ"ד בתשרי תשל"ד, 10.20.1973, in the battles of the Yom Kippur War. 

Died two days before his 19th birthday.

Wrote the song "אמא, אבא וכל השאר", which was performed by Idan Haviv as part of the Idan Raichel Project.

Reuben, the son of Mazal and Moshe, was born on כ"ה בתשרי תשט"ו (10/22/1954) in Jerusalem. In his life his love of the various arts was very important to him. He was an active member of the Jerusalem Theater and participated in all the plays that were done at that time. He wrote many poems and was doing welding and engraving art metals. Reuben was also an outstanding athlete as a member of the wrestling group "Hapoe’l". Reuben has successfully passed the acceptance tests to the navy commando, but decided he did not want to sign up and decided to join the "Egoz" patrol. During the Yom Kippur war Reuben with his unit participated in battles of the Golan Heights. On כ"ד בתשרי תשל"ד (20/10/1973), he was hit and killed by Syrian artillery, fired unit burrowed Tel Antar, after seizing it from the Syrians. Reuben was buried in the military cemetery on the Mount - Herzl. He left behind him: his parents, sister and two brothers.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lL9eJjDiKK8

 עידן חביב- הפרויקט של עידן רייכל/"אמא, אבא וכל השאר"

כשהלילה תם והשמש מאירה
התדעי אמא מה לעינינו נראה?
עצים סביב, רמי צמרת אך חרוכי גזע
בתים גדולים סביב, אך הרוסים ודהויי צבע
מהלך על הריסות אני, אמא
ותאמיני לי, אין כאן שום אגס ואין כאן פרח

לא גיבורים אנו כי מלאכתנו שחורה
תשקע השמש, תבוא עלטה 
ואז ננום בבגדנו במיטה.
כן אמא, זה חשוב, זה קשה וזה נורא.
 
בחיי שזה קשה, אך אני נשאר
אפרה האדמה ושחור האופק
וכחול השמים כאילו משתהה, והוא ממתין
ולא נוגע, הוא לא נוגע באופק השחור
ביניהם חלל, שום קשר וכל השאר.
וזה קשה מאוד, אך אני נשאר.
יש כאן גדר תיל ואחריה חרב שלופה,
אמא, אבא וכל השאר.
 
לא גיבורים אנו כי מלאכתנו שחורה
תשקע השמש, תבוא עלטה 
ואז ננום בבגדנו במיטה.
כן אמא, זה חשוב, זה קשה וזה נורא.
 
וכשהלילה תם והשמש מאירה
התדעי אמא מה לעינינו נראה?

Mom, Dad and all the rest


And when the night is over and the sun gives light

Will you know mother what is reveled to our eyes?

There are trees around the tops high up but their trunks burnt

Big houses are around, but they are ruined their colors faded

I am walking on ruins, Mom


And believe me, there is no pear and not a flower


We are not heroes and our duty is black


The sun will set, the darkness will come

And then we will rest in our clothes in bed

Yes, Mom, it's important, it's hard and it's terrible.


 

I swear it's hard, but I stay

The earth is grey and the horizon is black

And blue sky is being delayed , and it makes you tremble

And it doesn't touch the black horizon


Between then there is a space, no connection to all the rest

And it is very difficult, but I stay.


There is a barbed wire fence here and behind it a drawn sword,


Mom, Dad and the rest.


 

We are not heroes and our duty is black


The sun will set, the darkness will come


And then we will rest in our clothes in bed


Yes, Mom, it's important, it's hard and it's terrible.


 

And when the night is over and the sun gives light
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Will you know mother what is reveled to our eyes?


Benjamin (Benny) Frank 


Served in the signal corps.

Killed in י"א באב תשל"ד (30/07/1974), in a training accident. He was 19 when he died.

Benny wrote the song "שלחי אותו", which performed by Roni Daloomi and composed by Ronit Shachar.

Benny, son of Walter and Rachel, was born in Kiryat Tivon on 03/30/55. Benny was a social activist - he was the head of the student council of his school, edited the school newspaper, and was a member of the big youth movement " הנוער העובד והלומד." Benny wrote many articles about his political views, and also wrote many songs, especially during the time he joined the army - During the War Yom Kippur. During the Yom Kippur War, he wrote letters to his friends that are in combat. Benny had a low medical profile, but despite being released from the IDF because of his health, he insisted to join the army. On 09.06.1974 he was drafted and found a place where he can contribute more – all his abilities - even though his health. He served in Contacts Unit, where he was in codes course. Benny was killed in an accident, less than two months after joining the Army.


http://shir.glz.fm/node/11

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AFp_yL6Ve1k

רוני דלומי/"שלחי אותו"


מילים: בנימין פרנק
לחן: רונית שחר

שלחי אותו, תני לו ללכת לחופשי 
אף כי יודעת את שלא יחזור אלייך 
שלחי אותו, תני לו ללכת למקומו, 
לשיבולים הכפופות ברוח 

תני לו לחלוץ את נעליו, לרוץ להשתובב עם הרוח 
תני לו לשרוק ולזמר, לדלג על אבני דרך 
תני לו לחיות כפי שחי 
אל תתעצבי עוד כי הוא הלך, 
כציפור לדרור, שובי לימי החול 
כי את יודעת, אהובך לא יחזור אלייך

Send him away


Send it away


Let him go free


Even though you know that


He won't come back,


Let him go to his place


Do the stalks bent in the wind,


Let him take off his shoes


Run, romp with wind,


Let him whistle and sing


Skip milestones,


Let him live as he lived always

Don't be sad because he left

As a bird, return to the days before


Cause you know, 

Your loved one won’t come again
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Mati (Mordechai) Katz 

Served as a combat battalion 50th (Airborne Nahal, today Battalion 101)


Killed in Syrian border on Wednesday, 06/08/1964, כ"ח באב תשכ"ד. He was 19 when he died.


Wrote the song "לשטח מת", which preformed by the band "Monica Sex".

Mati, son of Moses and Zipporah, was born in Tel Aviv in 1944. His life was intense and full academic, social and work. Was a member of the youth "המחנות-העולים" and - then guide traffic. After matriculation was training with a group "הבשור" was intended to Kibbutz "רעים" in the Negev. Showed a tendency for literature and discovered a talent for drawing, writing and especially poetry.


In October 1962 he was recruited to the army. After basic training in Nahal, He volunteered to go to Nahal parachutes Brigade. Despite getting hepatitis in the army, he demanded to go and serve in a combat unit. On the night of August 6, 1964, he volunteered to go with the squad mission in Syrian border. His force was ambushed and injured during the battle Mati got a direct hit. After his death, his parents found a drawer in his room with diary pages filled with poems, including expression of deep lyrical songs. His poem book "with the arrival of Sun ", with an introduction by the poet Natan Alterman, appeared on the first anniversary to his death. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uhpha-xnidE

http://shir.glz.fm/node/4

מוניקה סקס/"לשטח מת"

מילים: מתי כץ
לחן: צבי אבני

זחלתי, 
בגדי דבוקים 
בזעה ודם. 
יריות ורימון שנדם. 
פצוע ושותת 
זחלתי לשטח מת. 

שרירי 
עייפים ממלחמת 
אלפי עיניים 
ושמש יוקדת. 
פצוע ושותת 
זחלתי לשטח מת. 

הפקרתי, 
השארתי להם הכל. 
זחלתי 
עד גבול הרעש הגדול 
פצוע ושותת 
זחלתי לשטח מת.

Dead space


I crawled,


Clothes stuck
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Sweating blood.


Shooting and grenade stopped.


Wounded and bloody -


I crawled into the dead space.


Muscular


Tired from the


Thousands of eyes


And sun.


Wounded and bloody -


I crawled into the dead space.


Abandoned,


I left them all.


I crawled


Up to a big noise


Wounded and bloody -


I crawled into the dead space.


Oren Rotem


Born in כ"ז בשבט תשל"ט (24/02/1979)


Died in כ"ה באדר ב' תש"ס (03/31/2000)


Wrote the song "ארץ מראות הכסף", which performed by Miri Mesika.

Oren was born in Kiryat Ono, and together with his family, moved many in Israel and abroad, and lived for four years in London. At the age of 12, moved to Kochav Yair. Oren was focused on philosophy and literature. In 1997 he joined the Engineering Unit, guided soldiers recruits course and went for officer training. He was killed during the weekend, returning on his motorcycle from visiting his girlfriend at Kibbutz Yagur.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_ARgIzto-NI

http://shir.glz.fm/node/36

מירי מסיקה /"ארץ מראות הכסף"

מילים: אורן רותם
לחן: אורי זך

שפתיים אדומות כפרח האביב 
מסוגל לאהוב אותך ביום מעונן שכזה? 
באפלה החורפית 
תביאי לי את הקיץ 

עינייך התכולות מאירות לי 
מבעד לטיפות הגשם האחרונות 
אולי הראשונות 
קרני שמש חודרות אל ליבי מבעד למבטך 
ממיסות אט אט את האבן כמשב רוח עז 
כרקפת מתחת לסלעים מתחבא אני 
וכותב לך שירים 
לא מסוגל להתמודד פנים אל פנים 
עם יופייך 
פנייך החיורות 
אדמדמות מביטות בי ומחייכות 
חיוך של אלף פעמונים נעימים 
כמו דלי מים שנמשה מבאר עתיקה 
ללטף את שערך בערפל הכחול הזה 
לחלום את נשיקותייך בליל ירח וכוכבים 
לעוף איתך על כנפי אדום החזה 
אל ארץ האש שלנו 
ארץ מראות הכסף 
שכולן, את

Land of silver Mirrors


Red lips as spring flower


Am I capable of loving you on a cloudy day like this?
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Winter darkness


Bring me the summer


Your blue sky are lighting me


Out the last drops of rain


Perhaps the first


Sun shining into my heart through your gaze


Slowly melt the stone gust


Cyclamen hiding under rocks I


And write you poems


Cannot deal face to face


With your beauty


Your Face pale


Reddish looking at me and smiling


The smile of a thousand bells pleasant


Like a bucket of water dredged ancient well


Pat your hair this blue fog


Dream of your kisses moon and stars


Fly to you on wings robin


To the land of fire


Country show money


All of which, you are.

Erez Stark


The song "שום דבר לא יפגע בי" was written by Deputy Erez Stark and preformed by the band "The Church Of Wisdom". Erez was killed in a helicopter disaster he was twenty-one years old when he died. Erez was buried at the cemetery in Kiryat Ata. He left behind songs and diary notebook where this song was written. In an interview with Erez's sister, Oshrit, she claimed that the song "appeared at the end of the notebook, the front page was a cartoon of tombstone that says Erez. Ilan my older brother and I found it together and we were shocked, it was like he knew what is going to happen".
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Erez was the son of Bracha and Meir. Born on כ' בטבת תשל"ו (24.12.1975) Kiryat Ata. Brother od Ilan and Osher. Erez began his studies at - Elementary School " הצבי ישראל" in Kiryat Ata, later continued in "Rogozin" school sports class, which was the elite class - school and finished high schools trending electronics and computers. occupations in his life were sports and reading books. Erez played volleyball and basketball, and for his talent also got in to Israel volleyball team, which represented the state in competitions abroad.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IKDWRWqPS3s

"שום דבר לא יפגע בי" / כנסיית השכל

מילים: ארז שטרק
לחן: יורם חזן


Nothing is going to hurt me.

Nothing is going to hurt me. Nothing. 


Not a woman, not a terrorist's bullet, Nothing. 

Because that is what I swore to my brother, my sister, and my parents. 

And I cried during the nights, and worried during the days,﻿ because I was afraid that something was going to hurt my parents. 

And my father's voice echoes in my head for years now.


"If something is going to happen to you, I have no point in living. I have no point in living tomorrow.”


If you are standing﻿ here above me, I guess I didn't keep my promise. 

I'm sorry, I swear. 

I'm sorry.... I swear.


"If something happens to you, I have no point in living. I have no point in seeing tomorrow.“


Nothing is going to hurt me. Nothing. 

Not a woman, not a terrorist's bullet, nothing. 

Nadav Harari


Born in  כ"ז באב תש"ז (13.8.1947)

Died in כ"ח בתשרי תשל"ד (24.10.1973)

Wrote the song " חזק חזק" that was composed by Yehoda Poliker and performed by Gidi Gov 

Nadav, son of Leah and Simcha, born in Kibbutz "Alonim". From his childhood he stood out for his sensitivity, wanting to help others and love of nature. Loved the Bible and had a tendency to poetry and literature in Hebrew. He was the moving spirit in meetings, parties, trips, and picnics. Since his childhood he made plays for children at "the family home" in Kiryat - Tibun. Nadav was a member and active in the the youth movement "" הנוער העובד והלומד. After graduating high school "chugim" in Haifa, he joined with his friends to "Yiftach" farm .


In the army, he served in the Nahal- armor unit and fought in the Six Day War areas of "um – katef", Gaza and Rafiah. After the war he served for a long time isolated outpost on the banks of the Suez Canal.


In the farm Nadav worked in the orchards, organizing parties with charm and humor. He wrote beautiful poems and notes, that were inspiring and colorful. Nadav guided in a delegation of his movement in Elijah and Jaffa. In "Yiftach" farm he organized the social actions of the adult people in the farm and went with them on trips and travels. Nadav married to Noga Din, and established a warm family. His son, Roey, was born and Nadav invested in his education with a lot of love. Noga and Nadav went in search of a challenge and moved to "Chatzva" in the south and they invested their power and energy to building the farm there. They fought to grow the plants in the impossible weather and they succeeded. The farm grow and it was thanks to them.

Nadav was a mixture of male beauty and inner beauty - spiritual. Kind, hardworking, helping others in times of trouble, knowledgeable, articulate and wisdom of hands. 

On Yom Kippur, he joined his unit in the Armored Corps in the IDF. He fought bloody battle, and crossed the Suez Canal. He was brave and fearless. His commanders and his friends talk about courage - His spirit, the resourcefulness in battle and his concern for his friends. In the heavy battles in the city of Suez he remained the moral of his unit high, fighting bravely, He went down to the city alone, in his turn after Egyptian snipers hiding, and while he walked out of the city of Suez Egyptian sniper's shot him. He was buried in military cemetery in Kiryat - Shaul in his birthday. He left behind his wife, Noga, and his sons, Roey and Gal (that was born a few months after he died).


His family and friends established in his memory a factory that build libraries in small and distant cities in Israel. More than four hundred families, seven - ten farms, joind to the factories and helped his family. The factory built and operates 15 libraries that are placed: five in the Golan Heights, the Galilee fingers, two in the Jordan Valley, two in the south and three in Dimona. So far, there are more than sixty thousand books in the libraries.

"חזק חזק"/ גידי גוב

		מילים: נדב הררי
לחן: יהודה פוליקר
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אני אוהב אותך חזק גם כשאת עייפה 
אני אוהב אותך גם כשאת מדוכדכת 
אני אוהב אותך חזק גם כשאת עצבנית 
אוהב אותך חזק גם כשאת פרועה 

אני אוהב אותך חזק, אפילו כשאת לא לובשת 
את השמלה הכי יפה, הכי יפה שלך 
אפילו, כשלא צבעת את העיניים בשחור 
אפילו שלא התבשמת או עשית את תסרוקתך 

אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
ולא יעזור לך אם את עייפה או מדוכדכת 
אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
ולא יעזור לך אם את עצבנית, פרועה 

אני אוהב אותך, לא יעזור לך כלום 
לא תצליחי להעביר את אהבתי 
אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
אפילו כשלא לבשת את השמלה הכי יפה שלך 

אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
ולא יעזור לך אם את עייפה או מדוכדכת 
אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
ולא יעזור לך אם את עצבנית, פרועה 

אני אוהב אותך חזק, חזק חזק חזק 
ולא יעזור לך אם את עצבנית, פרועה

		



		



		



		 





Strong, strong


I love you, too strong when you're tired


I love you even when you're depressed


I love you even when you're nervous stronger


Love you too strong when wild


I love you strong, even when you're not wearing


The most beautiful dress, your most beautiful


Even, when you painted the eyes black


Even not perfumed or did your hair

I love you strong, strong strong strong


Not help you if you're tired or depressed


I love you strong, strong strong strong


Not help you if your nervous, wild


I love you, no good


You are not going to pass my love


I love you strong, strong strong strong


Even when you wore your prettiest dress
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I love you strong, strong strong strong


Not help you if you're tired or depressed


I love you strong, strong strong strong


Not help you if your nervous, wild


I love you strong, strong strong strong


Not help you if your nervous, wild

Nimrod Gaon

Born in א' באב תשי"א (3.8.1951). 


Died in י"א בתשרי תשל"ד (7.10.1973).


Nimrod (Nimi), Son of Edith and Rafael, born in Kibbutz "Gvolot". He studied at the elementary school in "Gvolot" and continued his studies in "Arlozorov" school in Ashkelon. Later on he graduated school from a military boarding school. Nimrod was a graduate of the first class of military school. He was a good student, diligent and disciplined, he excelled primarily in the military. Since his childhood he was a fan of music, loved playing the guitar and singing, writing songs and devoted his spare time reading history books. He was a passionate person, loved beauty and was very ambitious, loved new experiences and beautiful landscapes, and he was drawn to people that werw beautiful inside and outside. Nimrod was a men that kept his word, quiet and shy. Everyone knew him as a loyal and honest, friendly and humble person. He was very hardworking and had leadership skills; he worked diligently and with knowledge to do the job faithfully. His parents had respect and had a loyal and dedicated.


Nimrod was drafted into the army in early August 1969, and volunteered for the Armored Corps. After completing basic training, trained infantry squad commanders course, course subjects Tank "Patton" and tank commanders course. During his military service he studied operations officer course, course Armor officers and commanders course companies in the Armored Corps. Commanders in their opinion he wrote: "He's a responsible, hardworking, loyal, devoted, exemplary military man and an exemplary member. Has discretion, strength and determination. Is firm and does not compromise, very particular about discipline and following orders given."

Nimrod was one of the most beloved of the commanders. One of his commanders told him:" Nimrod was the commander stern, strict and principled briefly - an excellent commander, and commander of the Armored Corps Good is the chief good professional level. His approach to his subordinates had a special way - there were no compromises. He had principles of reward and punishment, which was not ready to give up. His unit was a very disciplined and neat unit, and he made every effort to achieve more". in October 1972 , the Jerusalem Post published an article that describes the way the officer Nimrod controlled his unit in the routine of the cease-fire, and how he fights apathy and boredom among his soldiers. While the 6 Day War – Nimrod was sent with his unit to Sinai and participated in the battles against the Egyptians. Nimrod died in a battle that took place on the banks of the Suez Canal, in the central sector. His unit got into a battle with by commando soldiers from Egypt, and his company was imposed to eliminate the ambush. Nimrod's tank was hit and he was on another tank and continued to command his unit. following that night – after fighting again his tank was hit a direct hit, and three of Nimrod's soldiers were injured. He continued to fight and shoot from the tank. His upper body was exposed over the ledge, and he was hit in the head and killed instantly. He was buried in the cemetery in Ashkelon. Left behind his father, mother, brother and sister. After he died he was promoted to the rank of captain.


His parents have published a book in memory, with the words of his friends and family about his character- letters, memories, poetry and photographs. One of his poems says: "I am a soldier and do not cry girl," was aired on Memorial Day- Army Radio program memory, called "human life."

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PWNGGfiuBoo

"אני שומע שוב"/ שלמה ארצי

מילים: נמרוד גאון
לחן: שלמה ארצי
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אני שומע שוב ברגעי השלווה 
את ג'ניס ג'ופלין שרה בלוז ישן 
על בובי מק-ג'יי. רביעייה קאמרית 
מנגנת מוסיקה צלולה מעבירה בי 
שוב אותן צמרמורות עונג ידועות. 
אבל אני חייל - ואל תבכי לי ילדה. 

אני מוסיף ללכת מוסיף בשביל הצר, 
מושך במעלה הדורות רב החתחתים. 
מעלי ציפורים, דואות חופשיות 
והרוח במרחבים - כמו קוראת תגר, 
אבל אני חייל - ואל תבכי לי ילדה. 

אהבתי - רגעי זכרונות וגעגועים טרופים. 
על השולחן סיפורים של צ'כוב, כאבן שאין 
לה הופכין, כי אני הוא אדם מחופש 
לחייל, כפות בכתונת משוגעים - 
אז בכי לי ילדה על רגעי הבדידות, 
על הציפיות ועל השנים, ובכי על 
שני לבבות אוהבים ורחוקים.

I hear again

I again hear in the tranquil moments
Janice Joplin singing old blues
about Bob McGee. Quartet
plays lucid music, brings me
again those familiar shocks of delight


But I'm a solider- and don't cry for me girl
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I continue to go, continue on the narrow path,
I pull up, the generations full of cuts,
Above me birds, hovering and free.
and the wind in the distances - like calling a merchant


But I'm a solider- and don't cry for me girl

I loved - moments of memories and mixed longings
on the table, stories of Chekhov, 
like a stone that is untouched,
because I'm a man that's disguised as a soldier,
tied up in a coat of madmen -
so cry for me girl over the moments of loneliness,
the expectations and the years, and cry over
the two loving, far-away hearts.
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Yom Ha’Zikaron 
Israel Memorial Day  


fallen soldiers victims of terror attacks  


 תשע"ד 2014







במסגרת המיזם  להנצחת חללי מערכות ישראל. מוזיקלי הוא מיזם "עוד מעט נהפוך לשיר
נבחרים מדי שנה מספר שירים שמילותיהם נכתבו על ידי חיילים וחיילות שנפלו ועל ידי אזרחים 
שנהרגו בפעולות טרור, ואלו מולחנים ומבוצעים על ידי מבחר מאמני ישראל המוכרים. השירים 


המוקלטים מושמעים במסגרת שידורי תחנת הרדיו גלי צה"ל ביום הזיכרון לחללי מערכות 
 .ישראל


נאספים ממקורות שונים טקסטים רבים  ,2001 במסגרת המיזם, שנערך כמעט מדי שנה מאז
שכתבו חיילים שנפלו במשך כל שנות קיומה של מדינת ישראל, וכן שירים שכתבו אזרחים 


שנהרגו בפיגועי טרור. הטקסטים מועברים למוזיקאים ישראלים מוכרים, וכל מוזיקאי בוחר את 
השיר שאותו הוא מעוניין להלחין. תהליך זה יוצר חיבורים מרגשים בין סגנונות מוזיקליים 


ותרבותיים שונים. כמו כן, במסגרת תהליך הפקת השירים נפגשים האמנים עם המשפחות 
השכולות על מנת להכיר מקרוב את סיפוריהם של הנופלים, והדבר מתבטא בכתבה אודות כל 


אחד מהנופלים ששיריהם הולחנו במסגרת המיזם. לעתים אף תהליך הלחנתו והקלטתו של השיר 
 .מתבצע בליווי בני המשפחה השכולה


 


 אני מקדישים את טקס יום הזיכרון השנה לפרוייקט חשוב זה.


 


“Soon we will become a song” is a musical project perpetuating the fallen soldiers of 
the IDF. Every year, the project selects a number of poems that were written by 
fallen soldiers and the victims of terror, which are then composed and performed by 
a variety of known Israeli artists. The recorded songs are aired as part of the annual 
broadcasts of “Galei Tzahal” (IDF radio) on Israel’s Remembrance Day for the fallen 
soldiers of the IDF. 


 


During the project, that is being held almost every year since 2001, many texts that 
were written by the fallen (since the founding of the state of Israel) are being 
gathered from many sources, along with poems that were written by civilian victims 
of terror. The texts are then given to known Israeli musicians, and each chooses the 
one they would like to compose. This process creates a moving combination 
between different musical styles and different cultures. More so, during the project 
the artists meet with the bereaved families, to get to know the stories of the fallen 
on a more personal level- those stories are then published in a special article about 
the project and the people perpetuate through it. Sometimes the process of 
composing and recording the song is done with the family.      
 


We dedicate this year’s ceremony to this important project. 



http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%9E%D7%95%D7%96%D7%99%D7%A7%D7%94

http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%9E%D7%95%D7%96%D7%99%D7%A7%D7%94

http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%9E%D7%95%D7%96%D7%99%D7%A7%D7%94

http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%99%D7%95%D7%9D_%D7%94%D7%96%D7%99%D7%9B%D7%A8%D7%95%D7%9F_%D7%9C%D7%97%D7%9C%D7%9C%D7%99_%D7%9E%D7%A2%D7%A8%D7%9B%D7%95%D7%AA_%D7%99%D7%A9%D7%A8%D7%90%D7%9C

http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%99%D7%95%D7%9D_%D7%94%D7%96%D7%99%D7%9B%D7%A8%D7%95%D7%9F_%D7%9C%D7%97%D7%9C%D7%9C%D7%99_%D7%9E%D7%A2%D7%A8%D7%9B%D7%95%D7%AA_%D7%99%D7%A9%D7%A8%D7%90%D7%9C

http://he.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D7%99%D7%95%D7%9D_%D7%94%D7%96%D7%99%D7%9B%D7%A8%D7%95%D7%9F_%D7%9C%D7%97%D7%9C%D7%9C%D7%99_%D7%9E%D7%A2%D7%A8%D7%9B%D7%95%D7%AA_%D7%99%D7%A9%D7%A8%D7%90%D7%9C
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 יזכור


-חַיָּלֵי צְבָא, הַנֶּאֱמָנִים וְהָאַמִּיצִים, יִזְכֹּר עַם יִשׂרָאֵל אֶת בָּנָיו וּבְנוֹתָיו


וְכָל לוֹחֲמֵי הַמַּחְתָּרוֹת וַחֲטִיבוֹת הַלּוֹחֲמִים בְּמַעַרְכוֹת , הֲגָנָה לְיִשׂרָאֵל


וְכָל אַנְשֵי קְהִילִיַּת הַמּוֹדִיעִין וְהַבִּטָּחוֹן וְאַנְשֵי הַמִּשְׁטָרָה אֲשֶׁר , הָעָם


וְכָל אֵלֶּה שֶׁנִּרְצְחוּ בָּאָרֶץ , חֵרְפוּ נַפְשָׁם בָּמִלְחָמָה עַל תְּקוּמַת יִשְׂרָאֵל


.  וּמִחוּצָה לָהּ


יִזְכֹּר יִשׂרָאֵל וְיִתְבָּרַך בְּזַרְעוֹ וְיֶאֱבַל עַל . בִּידֵי מְרָצְחִים מֵאִרְגּוּנֵי הָטֶּרוֹר


זִיו הָעֲלוּמִים וְחֶמְדַת הַגְּבוּרָה וּקְדֻשָׁת הָרָצוֹן וּמְסִירוּת הַנֶּפֶש אֲשֶׁר 


רָאֵל עֲטוּרֵי הַנִּצָּחוֹן . נִסְפּוּ בַּמַּעֲרָכָה הַכְּבֵדָה יִהְיוּ גִּבּוֹרֵי מִלְחֲמוֹת יִשְֹ


רָאֵל לְדוֹר דּוֹר .  חֲתוּמִים בְּלֵב יִשְֹ


 


Yizkor 


May G-d remember the valiant men and women who  braved mortal danger in the 


days of struggle prior to the establishment of the state of Israel and the soldiers who 


fell in the wars of Israel. 


May the people of Israel cherish them in their memory, Let them mourn the 


splendor of youth, the altruism of  Valors, the dedication of will and the dignity of 


self- sacrifice which came to an end on the battlefield. 


May the loyal and courageous heroes of freedom and  Victory be sealed forever 


within the hearts of all Israel, in this generation and forevermore 







 


Memorial Prayer for Members of the Israel Defense Forces 
 


 .הַשְּׁכִינָה כַּנְפֵי עַל נְכונָה מְנוּחָה הַמְצֵא ,בַּמְּרומִים שׁוכֵן רַחֲמִים מָלֵא אֵל


 .מַזְהִירִים הָרָקִיעַ  כְּזהַר ,וגיבורים טְהורִים ,קְדושִׁים בְּמַעֲלות


 .ארצנו גאולת עַל נַפְשָׁם שֶּׁמָסְרוּ הַקְּדושִׁים ,עמנו גיבורי כל לְנִשְׁמות


ם אֶת הַחַיִּים בִּצְרור וִצְרור לְעולָמִים כְּנָפָיך בְּסֵתֶר הסתירם הרחמים בעל אנא  .נִשְׁמתֵֶ


 אָמֵן וְנאמַר ,מִשְׁכָּבָם עַל בְּשָּׁלום וְיָנוּחוּ ,נַחֲלָתָם הוּא יהוה


 
Exalted, compassionate God, grant perfect peace in Your sheltering Presence, 
among the holy and the pure, whose radiance is like the heavens, to the souls of all 
our brothers and sisters who gave their lives to bring about the rebirth of our Land. 
Master of mercy, may they find eternal shelter beneath Your sheltering wings, and 
mat their souls be bound up in the bond of life. Adonai is their portion. May they rest 
in peace. And let us say: Amen. 
 
ּ  


 קדיש


יִתְגַּדַּל וְיִתְקַדַּשׁ שְׁמֵהּ רַבָּא.  


בְּעָלְמָא דִּי בְרָא כִרְעוּתֵהּ וְיַמְלִי� מַלְכוּתֵהּ בְּחַיֵּיכוֹן וּבְיוֹמֵיכוֹן וּבְחַיֵּי דְכָל בֵּית יִשְׂרָאֵל בַּעֲגָלָא וּבִזְמַן 


קָרִיב, וְאִמְרוּ אָמֵן: 


יְהֵא שְׁמֵהּ רַבָּא מְבָרַ� לְעָלַם וּלְעָלְמֵי עָלְמַיָּא: יִתְבָּרַ� וְיִשְׁתַּבַּח וְיִתְפָּאַר וְיִתְרוֹמַם וְיִתְנַשֵּׂא וְיִתְהַדָּר 


וְיִתְעַלֶּה וְיִתְהַלָּל שְׁמֵהּ דְּקֻדְשָׁא. בְּרִי� הוּא.  


לְעֵלָּא מִן כָּל בִּרְכָתָא וְשִׁירָתָא תֻּשְׁבְּחָתָא וְנֶחֱמָתָא דַּאֲמִירָן בְּעָלְמָא. וְאִמְרוּ אָמֵן: 


יְהֵא שְׁלָמָא רַבָּא מִן שְׁמַיָּא וְחַיִּים עָלֵינוּ וְעַל כָּל יִשְׂרָאֵל. וְאִמְרוּ אָמֵן: 


 עוֹשֶׂה שָׁלוֹם  בִּמְרוֹמָיו הוּא יַעֲשֶׂה שָׁלוֹם עָלֵינוּ וְעַל כָּל יִשְׂרָאֵל וְאִמְרוּ אָמֵן:


 







 


First Lieutenant Rami (Avraham) Zusman z”l 
Born: Nissan 29 5713, 14.04.1953                                       
Died: Eyar 22 5734 14.05.1974 
 


Rami was born and raised in Hadera. Drafted to the Golani brigade in which he became a 
commander of fresh recruits. As the Kipurim war broke, Rami and his recruits were sent to the 
rear for portage and service jobs, but after a couple of days Rami left them and rushed to the 
Golan Heights front to fight with his friends from the brigade. A few months after the end of the 
war, in which he lost four of his classmates from high school, Rami Fell after his position, “Tel 
Antar,” where he served as a vice to the company commander, got hit by a Syrian bomb.   


 


Person knows/ David Lavi 
Words:Rami Sussman 
Music: David Lavi and Ishai Fitzion 
 
A person knows when his end is close. Knows. 
And has a desire to shout so the whole world will know 
And has a desire to wilt softly 
In dark silence 
At least existed  
 
My death does not come to me suddenly and not as a 
common man 
I knew it was nearing only sometimes 
When I was alone 
I'll go, I'll be one of them, both. 
Standing waiting, in the crowd, a crowd of people. 
And only the first step will be followed by the stab of pain. 
My death does not come to me suddenly and not as a 
common man 
Goodbye world , 
I found better than you. 
Here it’s quiet, here you meet friends. 
Here you exist without living or feeling. 
Sorry to everyone. Thank you and goodbye. 
 
My death does not come to me suddenly and not as a 
common man 
I knew it was nearing 
Yielding. Shalom. 


  דוד לביא/ אדם יודע
 וישי פיציון דוד לביא :לחן     רמי זוסמן :מילים


 
  .יודע. אדם יודע כשקיצו קרב


  ויש לו חשק לצעוק שידע כל העולם
  ויש לו חשק ליבול חרש


  בדממה חשוכה
  העיקר שהיה


  
  מותי לא בא לי לפתע ולא כאחד האדם


  ידעתי כי קרב רק לפעמים
  כשהייתי לבד


  .השניים, אהיה שייך להם, אגש
  .המון אנשים, בין ההמון, עומדים מחכים


  .ורק הצעד הראשון יהיה מלווה במדקרת הכאב
  מותי לא בא לי לפתע ולא כאחד האדם


  , היה שלום עולם
  .מצאתי טוב ממך


  .פה פוגשים מכרים, פה שקט
  .פה נמצאים בלי לחיות ולהרגיש


  .תודה ולהתראות. סליחה לכולם
  :פזמון


  ,מותי לא בא לי לפתע ולא כאחד האדם
  ידעתי כי קרב


  .שלום. בהכנעה
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Privet Binyamin Frank Z”l 


Served in the signal corps.  


Fell in Av 11 5734, 30.7.1974 in a training accident. He was 19 years old. 


Beny was born and raised in Kiryat Tivon, and was very active socially. He 
was the chairman of the student council at his high school, the editor of 
the school newspaper, and participated as a member in the youth 
movement “Ha’Noar Ha’Oved Ve’Halomed” (the working and studying youth). Beny wrote articles 
about his political views, and wrote a lot of poems, especially during the time period before he got 
drafted- the war of Yom Kippur. During the war of Kippur he wrote letters to his friends in the 
front. 


Beny had a low medical profile and although he was excused from drafting to the IDF (due to his 
medical condition), he insisted on drafting anyway. He served in the signal corps, where he took a 
course of ciphers. Beny was killed in an accident, less than two months after his drafting day. 


 


Send him/ Ronnie Dloomy  
Words: Benjamin Frank  
Music: Ronit Shachar  
 
 
 
Send him, let him go free  
Even though you know he will not 
return to you 
Send him, let him go to his place,  
To the sheaves slouching in the wind  
 
Let him take off his shoes, run and frolic 
with the wind  
Let him whistle and sing, skip on the 
milestones  
Let him live as he lived  
Don’t be sad anymore because he has 
left,  
Like a bird to freedom, return to the 
weekdays  
Because you know, your lover will not 
return to you 


  רוני דלומי / שלחי אותו
 בנימין פרנק :מילים


 רונית שחר :לחן
 
 
 


  תני לו ללכת לחופשי, שלחי אותו
  אף כי יודעת את שלא יחזור אלייך


  ,תני לו ללכת למקומו, שלחי אותו
  לשיבולים הכפופות ברוח


 
  לרוץ להשתובב עם הרוח, תני לו לחלוץ את נעליו


  לדלג על אבני דרך, תני לו לשרוק ולזמר
  תני לו לחיות כפי שחי


  ,אל תתעצבי עוד כי הוא הלך
  שובי לימי החול, כציפור לדרור
  אהובך לא יחזור אלייך, כי את יודעת
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Igor Drovitzki  Z”L  
Born on October 23 1982, in the city of Birabijan in the former USSR. 
In 1996 Igor made Aliyah with his parents and started school in Israel in the 9th grade. 
He used to go to Ulpan to learn Hebrew and go to class to participate in lessons he 
didn’t even understand. Slowly he integrated to the school and the society life. Igor 
loved Israel. He loved Naharia, where he lived, loved the sea and loved people. With 
his class he took a lot of hikes and trips in Israel and went through many experiences. He found a way to 
make some money delivering newspaper on a bicycle. One day, Igor went to an “Open Day” in the Navy 
Officers School at Acre with his friends. Igor Decided to get into that school. His parents didn’t believe he 
would get in- his grades weren’t very good, and that’s why everyone was surprised when he passed the 
entry exams for the school. Since Igor graduated the Navy Officers School, he had to get drafted to the 
navy. But he didn’t want to take the ‘easy route’ and decided to become a combat soldier in one of the 
combat units. On March 14 2001 he joined the IDF. His mother, father and brother, Roman, came to escort 
him to the recruiting center. He was in a very good mood till he boarded the bus that will take him to the 
base. At that moment, his mother broke into bitter tears, and couldn’t stop crying even when they came 
home. Like she knew what was coming. At first, Igor wanted to be in the Paratroopers unit, but he didn’t 
pass the “Gibush” (the physical exam), and eventually got to the Naha”l infantry.  
Igor was the field medic in his unit and was very proud that he had the responsibility to save people’s lives. 
He had planned to go to medical school once he had finished his service, but those plans never came to be. 
In 15.11.2002, during an encounter with terrorists in Hevron, Igor rushed to help his injured friends and 
fulfill his duty as a medic. Igor was killed while he was treating injured friends, and by that became a 
symbol and an example for those he left behind. After his death, Igor got the GOC’S citation, which was 
given to his parents in an emotional ceremony.  
 


That would be me/ Danny Rubes 
Words : Igor Drobitsky 
Music: Danny Rubes 
 
A black cat lying on the window sill 
My faith is clear and daily 
And it returns with the same gray hair 
I am not alive but staying here forever 
 
War goes past beyond the window  
But it never scares us 
I'm lying on a back that gently moves   
You and I together he’s always alone 
 
And tomorrow the sun the world  
Will warm like every day in a selection of tones 
When the night will come a star will shine and it will be me, 
it will be me 
My soul rose to the skies I'm alone sitting by the fire 
And there is not even a shadow of hope in the horizon 
There’s no cloud and only our love only it remained 
 
And tomorrow again the sun... 
 
I did not want to leave so young and anyone who tries to 
escape only loses  
So do not cry after me, no do not cry do not cry – because I 
did not want to but I am gone forever 


  דני רובס/ זה יהיה אני
 דני רובס :לחן      איגור דרוביצקי :מילים


 
  חתול שחור שוכב על עדן החלון


  האמונה שלי ברורה ויומימית
  והיא חוזרת באותה שיער שיבה לבן


  אני לא חי אבל נשאר כאן לתמיד
 


  מעבר לחלון עוברת מלחמה
  אבל אותנו זה אף פעם לא מפחיד
  אני שוכב על גב שמתנועע ברכות


  אני ואת ביחד הוא לבד תמיד
 


  ומחר שוב השמש את העולם
  תחמם כמו כל יום בשלל גוונים
  וזה יהיה אני, זה יהיה אני  כשיבוא שוב הלילה יידלק כוכב


 
  הנשמה שלי עלתה אל השחקים


  אני לבד יושב ליד המדורה
  ואין אפילו צל תקווה באופק


  אין ענן ורק אהבתנו רק היא נשארה
 


  ...ומחר שוב השמש
 


  ומי שמנסה לברוח רק מפסיד   לא רציתי לעזוב כל כך צעיר
אל תבכי - כי לא רציתי אך  אז אל תבכי אחרי, לא אל תבכי


  הלכתי לתמיד
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Erez Shtark Z”l  was born on 24.12.1975 in Kiryat Atta.  


Brother to Ilan and Oshrit  


His main activities were focused on sports and reading books. Erez played 
volleyball and basketball, and due to his great talent he even made it to the 
Israeli national volleyball team, where he represented Israel in competitions 
abroad. 
In mid-October 1994 Erez got drafted to the IDF. He went through training in 
the signal corps, and was then placed in one of the corps bases in the north of 
Israel. During his service he was sent to missions in Lebanon. 
In the eve of Shvat 29 5757 (4.2.1997), the Israeli Helicopter disaster occurred- two “Yasur” helicopters 
clashed into each other above the Moshav “Sha’ar Yishov”. All 73 soldiers on board, who were on their way 
to an operative mission in Lebanon, were killed. Among them-Erez. He was 21 years old. 
His family perpetuated him through volleyball competitions and by calling an ambulance after him. The 
officers course of the signal corps has performed a drill named after Erez, in which the participants 
exercised battalion signal orders.  
Erez left a notebook of poems and a diary, in the last page of the notebook, the poem was found. His sister 
and Brother-Oshrit and Ilan were shocked to discover the poem, and to find a drawing in the page before it 
of a small tombstone on which he had written “Erez.” As if he knew what was going to happen.  
 


 


Nothing will harm me/Knesiyat Hasechel 
Count: Erez Stark     Music: Yoram Hazan  
  
Nothing will harm me, nothing  
Not a woman not a terrorist bullet, nothing  
That's how I swore to my brother, sister, parents  
And I cried in the nights and worried in the days  
Because I was afraid something will hurt my 
parents  
And my father's voice echoing in my head for years  
 
If anything will happen to you  
I have no reason to live  
I have no reason  for tomorrow  
I have no reason to live  
I have no reason  for tomorrow  
 
If you are standing here above me I probably 
didn’t keep my promise  
Sorry, honestly 
Sorry, honestly 
Sorry, honestly 
 
If anything will happen to you...  
Nothing will hurt me, nothing  
Not a woman not a terrorist bullet, nothing 


  כנסיית השכל/ שום דבר לא יפגע בי
 ארז שטרק :מילים


 יורם חזן :לחן
 
 


  שום דבר, שום דבר לא יפגע בי
  שום דבר, לא אישה לא כדור מחבלים


  להורים, אחותי, כי ככה נשבעתי לאחי
  ובכיתי בלילות ודאגתי בימים


  כי פחדתי שמשהו יפגע בהורים
  וקולו של אבי מהדהד לי בראש כבר שנים


 
  אם יקרה לך משהו
  אין לי טעם לחיים
  אין לי טעם למחר
  אין לי טעם לחיים
  אין לי טעם למחר


 
  כנראה שלא עמדתי בהבטחתי אם אתם עומדים כאן מעלי


  בחיי, מצטער
  בחיי, מצטער
  בחיי, מצטער


 
  ...אם יקרה לך משהו


 
  שום דבר שום דבר לא יפגע בי


 שום דבר לא אישה לא כדור מחבלים
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Sargent Reuven Politi Z”l,  
Was born on Tishrei 25, 5715 (22.10.1954) In Jerusalem, son of Mazal and Moshe.  
 
Served as a combat soldier in the “Egoz” commando unit.  
Fell on Tishrei 24, 5734, 20.10.1973, in the blocking battles during the Yom Kippur war. He fell 
two days before his 19th birthday.  
Wrote the poem “Ima, Aba Ve’Kol Ha’Sh’ar” – “Mother, Father and all the rest”, performed by 
Idan Chaviv with the Idan Raichel Project.  
  
His love to the different arts took an important place in his life. He was an active member in the city theater of 
Jerusalem, and took part in all of the shows that were running at the time. He also spent a lot of time writing poems 
about contemplation and philosophy, and made artwork using the technique of welding and engraving with a variety 
of metals. Reuven was an exceptional athlete, as a member of the “Ha’poel” wrestling group. Reuven passed 
successfully the tests for the navy commando, but decided he didn’t want to sign on a permanent contract that will 
bind him, and this way he got to the “Egoz” commando unit. Durin the Yom Kippur war, he participated in the blocking 
battles in the Golan Heights. On Tishrei 24, 5734, 20/10/1973, he got hit and killed by Syrian artillery fire that was 
fired at his unit which was entrenched in the “Tel Antar” post, after they conquered it from the Syrian army. Reuven 
was laid to rest in the military cemetery of mount. Hertzel. He left behind parents, a sister, and two brothers. 
 
 


Mum, Dad and the rest/ The Idan Raichel Project 
Words : Reuven Politi     Music: Idan Raichel 
 
And when the night is over and the sun shines 
Will you know mum what appears in front of our eyes? 
Trees around, with tall branches but stem singed 
Big houses around but they are ruined faded colours 
I'm walking on ruins, mum 
And believe me there's no pear and no flower here 
 
We are not heroes because our task is black 
The sun will set, the darkness will come 
And then we will sleep in our clothes in bed 
yes mum, it's important, it's hard and it's terrible 
 
I swear that it’s hard but I'm staying 
The ground is gray and the horizon is black 
And the blue of the sky as if pauses and it's waiting 
And doesn't touch, it doesn't touch the black horizon 
A space between them, unrelated and the rest 
And it's really hard but I'm staying 
There is a barbed wire fence and behind it a drawn sword 
Mum, dad and all the rest 
 
We are not heroes because our task is black 
The sun will set, the darkness will come 
And then we will sleep with our clothes in bed 
Yes mum, it's important, it's hard and it's terrible 
 
And when the night is over and the sun shines 
Will you know mum what appears before our eyes? 
 


  הפרויקט של עידן רייכל/ אבא וכל השאר, אמא
 עידן רייכל :לחן          ראובן פוליטי :מילים


 
 


  וכשהלילה תם והשמש מאירה
  ?התדעי אמא מה לעינינו נראה


  רמי צמרת אך חרוכי גזע, עצים סביב
  בתים גדולים סביב אך הרוסים הם דהויי צבע


  אמא, מהלך על הריסות אני
  ותאמיני לי אין כאן שום אגס ואין כאן פרח


 
  לא גיבורים אנחנו כי מלאכתנו שחורה


  תבוא העלטה, תשקע השמש
  ואז ננום בבגדנו במיטה


  זה קשה וזה נורא, זה חשוב, כן אמא
 


  בחיי שזה קשה אך אני נשאר
  אפורה האדמה ושחור האופק


  וכחול שמים כאילו משתהה והוא ממתין
  הוא לא נוגע באופק השחור, ולא נוגע


  שום קשר וכל השאר, ביניהם חלל
  וזה קשה מאוד אך אני נשאר


  יש כאן גדר תיל ואחריה חרב שלופה
  אבא וכל השאר, אמא


 
  לא גיבורים אנחנו כי מלאכתנו שחורה


  תבוא העלטה, תשקע השמש
  ואז ננום בבגדנו במיטה


  זה קשה וזה נורא, זה חשוב, כן אמא
 


  וכשהלילה תם והשמש מאירה
  ?התדעי אמא מה לעינינו נראה
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 התקווה


 


 כּל עוד בַּלֵּבָב פְּנִימָה
 נֶפֶשׁ יְהוּדִי הומִֹיָּה


 וּלְפַאֲתֵי מִזְרָח קָדִימָה
.עַיִן לְצִיּוןֹ צופִֹיָּה  


 
 עודֹ �א אָבְדָה תִּקְוָתֵנוּ


 הַתִּקְוָה בַּת שְׁנותֹ אַלְפַּיִם
 לִהְיותֹ עַם חָפְשִׁי בְּאַרְצֵנוּ


.אֶרֶץ צִיּוןֹ וִיְרוּשָׁלַיִם  


 


 


So long as still within our chests 


The Jewish heart beats true 


So long as still towards the east 


To Zion looks the Jew 


 


So long as our hopes are not yet lost 


Two thousand years we cherished them 


To live in freedom in the land 


The land of Zion and Jerusalem 


 


Kol od balevav P'nimah -  
Nefesh Yehudi homiyah 


Ulfa'atey mizrach kadimah 
Ayin l'tzion tzofiyah. 


 


Od lo avdah tikvatenu 
Hatikvah bat shnot alpayim: 


L'hiyot am chofshi b'artzenu 


Eretz Tzion v'Yerushalayim 
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