Hora Iteem

Melody: N. Ben-Tor
Dance: Avner Naim

Eyt sh’kiah panah hayom, rak haru’ah od y’hom,
Mor yafitzu haganim, v'nihoah shoshanim.

Al ken neytsey kulanu laganim

L’hit’basem b’reiah shoshanim!

Eyt p’riha hi basadot: narkissim, kalaniyot,
Shuv porhim ha’duda’im, rakafot, v’karkomim.
Al ken neytsey kulanu lasadot

Zarey harakafot, kalaniyot.

Eyt b’shilat harimonim, hat’'marim v’hash’keydim,
Gam peyrot hate’enah, b’yisrael u’v’yehudah.

Al ken neytsey kulano lamatah,

El harimon, el eyts hate’enah.

Eyt I'kol v’eyt I'zman, eyt I'heyfetz v’davar,
Eyt lismo’ah, eyt lizhot, eyt lashir v’eyt lirkod.
Al ken nis’'mah, naron, nashir, nirkod,
Babustanim, bagan, u’va’sadot.
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Hora of the Seasons

A time of sunset, when the day turns to night

And only the wind still roars.

The garden scatters myrrh and the essence of roses.

So let’s go to the gardens,

To perfume ourselves with the scent of roses.

A time of flowering in the fields,

Of narcissus and anemone.

The mandrake, the primrose, and the crocus bloom once again.
So let’s go to the fields,

For bouquets of cyclamen and anemone.

A time of ripening of pomegranates, dates, almonds, and figs
In Israel and Judea.

So let’s go to the orchard,

To the pomegranate and fig trees.

A time for everything in its season,

A time to be happy, a time of victory,

A time to sing, and a time to dance.

So let’s be happy and joyful, let’s sing and dance
In the gardens, the orchards, and the fields.
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