ALIKE

LYRICS AND TRANSLATIONS

Songs my Mother Taught Me - Adolf Heyduk

Als die alte Mutter mich noch lehrte singen
Trénen in den Wimpern gar so oft ihr hingen
Jetzt, wo ich di Kleinen selber iib im Sange

Rieselt’s in den Bart oft von der braunen Wange

When my aging mother taught me to sing

Tears would often hang from her eyelashes

Now when I teach my little ones to sing

Song of Songs — adapted from “Song of Solomon”

Baxe 3aropinucs 30pi BedipHil

Bitep THxeceHbKoO Bie

[Tone pocoro BedipHOIO CKpiIUICHE,
CHOM OTIOBHUTE SICHIE.

Tinpku BepmmHa Kapmens nanexoro
B csiiBi poskeBiM 3HUKAE.

Twumra Hactana i BCIOIW 3aMOBKHYJIO,
Muuoro cepiie yekae

Jle ' T!, KOXaHUH MiH,

Je i, xopommii Miid,

Tuxwuii marep cBiit xoBaem?

Jle TH macen CBO€ CTaI0 OMiBIHI
Jle TH, CKaXkH, OfIUXa€n?

Uyem Ty rooc Mii?

Bauwin ti, 100U Mii,

Yopwi nekyui ci o4i?

JloBro mrykaina s Tebe

Koxanoro, mrykana

B cyrini mitHBROT HOUl

JloBro, 1OBro mrykana,

JloBro mykana s

Vzhe zahorilysja zori vechirn’iji,
Viter tykhesen'ko vije,

Pole rosoju vechirnoju skriplene,
Snom opovyte jasn’ije.

T’il’ky vershyna Karmelja dalekoho
V sjajvi rozhevim znykaje.

Tysha nastala i vsjudy zamovknulo,
Myloho sertse chekaje.

De zh ty, kokhanyj mij,

De ty, khoroshyj mij,

Tykhyj shater svij khovajesh?

De ty pasesh svoje stado opivdn’i,
De ty, skazhy, oddykhajesh?
Chujesh ty holos mij?

Bachysh ty, ljubyj mij,

Chorn’i pekuchi s’ ochi?

Dovho shukala ja tebe,
Kokhanoho, shukala

V sut’in’i I’itn’0ji nochi.

Dovho, dovho shukala,

dovho shukala ya

Tears often trickle down my cheek.

The evening stars are burning

The wind quietly blows

The fields are wet with dew

The sleeping field grows bright.
Only the peak of Mt. Carmel far away
Disappears in a pink glow.

Silence has fallen everywhere

A heart awaits its beloved

Where are you, my beloved?

Where are you, my dear?

Are you hiding in a quiet tent?
Where is your flock grazing at noon?
Tell me, where are you resting?

Do you hear my voice?

Do you see, my dear,

My burning, black eyes?

Long I have searched for you
Beloved, I have searched

In the twilight of a summer’s night
Long, long I have searched for you

Long, I have searched



I ocs BiH, KOXaHMIT Miii! I os’ vin kokhanyj mij! And here he is, my beloved!

Big #ioro mactsM manae... Vid joho shchastjam palaje From him, happiness radiates
[Tix romoBoIo B MeHe Horo mpasas, Pid holovoju v’'mene joho pravaja Under my head is his right arm
JliBa — mene obiiimae. Liva- mene obijmaje His left — embraces me

KADDISH - Brooke Bailey Johnson

Rocking horse without a rider
Mother with no one beside her
Wash their hair. Clean their faces.
Let them go to peaceful places.
Rolling hoop without a turner.
Teacher left without a learner.
Wash their hair. Clean their faces.
Let them go to peaceful places.
See them playing in the lanes.

By the lake, in the fields.

See them playing in the clouds.
Laughing, dancing in the lanes.
By the lake, in the fields.
Laughing, dancing in the clouds.

Yisgadal, v'yiskadash sh’mey raba (Magnified and Sanctified be his great name)

Rocking horse without a rider
Mother with no one beside her
Wash their hair. Clean their faces.
Let them go to peaceful places.

Oseh shalom bimromav (May the one who makes peace in high places)
Hu yaseh shalom aleinu v’al kol Yisrael (Make peace upon us and all of Israel)
Laughing, dancing in the lanes.

By the lake, in the fields.

Oseh shalom bimromav (May the one who makes peace in high places)
Now they sing and dance for me

Music of tranquility

Yisgadal, v'yiskadash (Magnified and Sanctified)

They are always here beside me.

Oseh shalom bimromav (May the one who makes peace in high places)
Hu yaseh shalom aleinu (Make peace upon all of us.)

Amen.



JEPHTHAH’S DAUGHTER - Amy Beach

Darkness hovers o’er the land when from the breaking heart
deep in slumber’s soft embrace,

the woes of life depart.

Lonely, lonely wanders far a maid in sorrow.

Lonely o’er the desert wild.

Fearing, fearing the morrow,

Her sweet voice now so plaintive is echoed again.

Ere these words in her grief, she utters all in vain.

“At dawn the tender vine may drink Aurora’s light,

While the palms fresh and green shall whisper on high.
The flow’r pale and fair will linger for the night.

Yet |, alas, must die.

The friends | leave in sadness, when mother love shall waken.
In their hearts filled with rapture,

Will breathe a secret sigh.

A son in their arms will rest, while | am forsaken.

Great Jephthah’s name must die!

If their father shall bow ‘neath the burden of years,

Their love so pure and tender will be forever nigh.

Strength unto him will give and soothe his trembling fears.
But I, alone must die!

O Thou who art in Heaven,

Thou hearest my bitter complaining.

Behold the grief of my father and heed his lonely cry.



All the days lost to me, give him whose life is waning.
Then shalll learn to die.

Morghe Sahar (Bird of Dawn) - Mohammad-Taqi Bahar, translation by Kian Ravaei

oS

Morghe sahar nale sar kon Bird of dawn, sing your lament
Daghe mara taze tar kon Renew my pain

Zahe sharar bar in ghafas ra With a sign that rains fire

bar shekan o zir o zebar kon Break and overturn this cage
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Bolbole par baste ze konje ghafas dara Flightless nightengale
Naghmeye azadiye noe bashar sara Escape from the cage

Vaz nafasi arseye in khake toode ra From the breath of the masses
por sharar kon Fill the open earth with fire
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Zolme zalem, jore sayad The cruelty of the cruel and the tyranny of the hunter
Ashiyanam dade bar bad Have left my nest dwindling in the wind

Ey khoda ey falak ey tabiat 0 God, O Universe, O Nature

Shame tarike ma ra sahar kon Turn our dark evening into dawn.
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No bahar ast, gol be bar ast It is a new spring; the flowers have bloomed.
Abre chashmam zhale bar ast The clouds in my eyes are filled with dew
In ghafas chon delam tang o tar ast This cage, like my heart, is suffocating and dark
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Shole fekan dar ghafas ey ahe atashin O fiery sigh, set this cage alight
Daste tabiat gole omre mara machin 0 hand of nature, do not trim the flower of my life.
Janebe ashegh negah ey taze gol az in O flower, give this lover a glance.
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Bishtar kon, bishtar kon, bishtar kon Make it longer! Make it longer! Make it longer!
Morghe bidel You heartless bird.
Sharhe hejran The story of suffering and longing

Mokhtasar kon Make it brief!



Invocation — Text collected by Kim D. Sherman from the people in her neighborhood
Make peace on all your lands (English)

Assalaam ‘alaa kullil ‘aa lam (Arabic)

La’asot shalom b’chol ha’olam (Hebrew)

Faccia la pace in tutto il mondo (Italian)

Subete no kuni ni, heiwa o, kizuki maho (Japanese)
Sara Vishva me shanti rakhiye (Hindi)

Faites la paix sur tous le monde (French)

Irini se oli diyi (Greek)

Haga la paz en todas sus tierras (Spanish)
Machen sie Frieden auf allen ihren Landern (German)
Face pacem in terra (Latin)

Myr (Ukrainian)

He Ping (Chinese)

Sollh (Farsi)

Pace (ltalian)

Vishva (Hindi)

Frieden (German)

Mir (Russian)

Shalom (Hebrew)

Assalaam (Arabic)

Peace (English)



