
  
  
  
  
  

Hine Ma Tov — How Good It Is
Traditional Hebrew Folk Song

Hebrew:

Hine ma tov umah nayeem 
Shevet amim gam yachad. 
Hine ma tov umah nayeem 
Shevet amim gam yachad.

Yiddish:

Oy, vee gut un vee voyl s’is 
lebn vee mentchen tsuzamen.  

Oy, vee gut un vee voyl s’is 
lebn vee mentchen tsuzamen.

How good it is for nations/peoples to live together in peace.
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Reconciliation
Chief Stacey Laforme

I sit here crying 
I don’t know why

I didn’t know the children 
I didn’t know the parents

But I knew their spirit 
I knew their love

I know their loss 
I know their potential

And I am overwhelmed 
By the pain of an entire people

Unable to protect them, to help them 
To comfort them, to love them

I did not know them 
But the pain is so real, so personal

I feel it in my core, my heart, my spirit 
I sit here crying and I am not ashamed

I will cry for them, and the many others like them 
I will cry for you, I will cry for me



I’ll cry for the what could have been 
Then I will calm myself, smudge myself, offer prayers

And know they are no longer in pain 
No longer do they hurt, they are at peace

In time I will tell their story, I will educate society 
So their memory is not lost to this world

And when I am asked 
what does reconciliation mean to me

I will say I want their lives back 
I want them to live, to soar

I want to hear their laughter 
See their smiles

Give me that 
And I’ll grant you reconciliation



Demonstrating against the Dakota Access pipeline, 2016. 
Photo: Alessandra Sanguinetti, Magnum Photos.

You Got to Run (Spirit of the Wind)
Buffy Sainte-Marie, Tanya Tagaq

Whether you’re woman or whether you’re man 
Sometimes you got to take a stand 
Just because you think you can 
You got to run 
You got to run

Whether you’re woman or whether you’re man 
Sometimes you got to take a stand 
Just because you think you can 
You got to run 
You got to run

Trying against the odds you’re in a trance 
Say who did you think you are to have a chance? 
You’re a no one from a place 
Where everyone knows your face 
The come and go way they know the sun 
So you better hang on and hey you better run 
’Cause here’s your chance and your race has begun

Down in a hole 
You feel like two different people in your soul 
Feel like a loser until you see that as you bend 
You learn to be your own best friend 
And you learn how and you learn when 
To take a chance on the spirit of the wind

Chant: hay ha hay ha ya hey hi yo 
Hay ha ha …….

Whether you’re woman or whether you’re man 
Sometimes you got to take a stand 
Just because you think you can 
You got to run 
You got to run

Babe ain’t we been down 
We’ve been so broke and been so low that I kissed the ground 
But you can see yourself a winner 
Beyond the money and the greed 
Beyond the pride is a pure untested need 
And to be a champion is more than luck and speed 
It’s power and freedom in the spirit of the wind

Whether you’re woman or whether you’re man 
Sometimes you got to take a stand 
Just because you know you can 
You got to run  
You got to run

Standing Rock!



Untitled
Nadine Murtaja

There, on the other side, 
time changes, hours pass, and it gets darker, 
the sky takes off its dim dress, then the morning arrives, 
but here where I live, and breathe, life wears its black dress constantly, 
to mourn the labour of my land, 
which took a long time. 
Here, the hanging clock, in my room is broken, 
not only this one, everyone’s clock is broken here, 
my mother keeps saying: 
everyone is waiting for the elixir, 
we’ve had it with the grief and agony, 
in this holy land we sleep and wake up on the sound of bombing and shooting 
so the first light of day rises in the evening, 
lighting up the sky with the blood of martyrs, 
here death sleeps not far from us, 
we all walk towards freedom, towards hope, 
we walk on the shattered glass of our broken windows, 
we walk on stones that once were a house, carrying stories and secrets, 
we walk with the screams of children, and the groans of mothers pulsating over and
      over in our ears.
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Have You Been To Jail For Justice?
Anne Feeney

Chorus: 
Have you been to jail for justice? 
I want to shake your hand 
’Cause sitting in and lying down 
Are ways to take a stand 
Have you sung a song for freedom 
Ot marched that picket line?

Have you been to jail for justice? 
Then you’re a friend of mine. 
Was it Cesar Chavez or Rosa Parks that day? 
Some say Dr. King of Ghandhi set them on their way 
No matter who your mentors are, it’s pretty plain to see 
That if you’ve been to jail for justice 
You’re in good company. (Chorus)

You law-abiding citizens, come listen to this song 
Laws are made by people, and people can be wrong 
Once unions were against the law, but slavery was fine 
Women were denied the vote, while children worked the mine 
The more you study history, the less you can deny it 
A rotten law stays on the books 
’til folks with guts defy it! (Chorus)

Well the law is supposed to serve us, and so are the police 
When the system fails, it’s up to us to speak our peace 
We must be ever vigilant for justice to prevail 
So get courage from your convictions 
Let ’em haul you off to jail! (Chorus)

Have you been to jail for justice? 
Have you been to jail for justice? 
Have you been to jail for justice? 
Then you’re a friend of mine.

Rest in Power, Anne Feeney 
1 July 1951 – 3 February 2021



Peaceful Farewell
Shadiya Aidid

how does it feel 
when you are in the safest place you know 
you feel the plush carpet beneath your toes 
so soft and grounding reminding you of home

you breathe in the old pages of the kitaabs 
brushed through by so many hands 
you think about who was reading this last 
which verse brought them to their knees? 
which surah were they trying to etch into their memory?

you taste the presence of good people 
of your sisters, of your brothers in Islam 
that by you shoulder to shoulder you stand

you see in this space there is no difference between ability or creed 
there is no stench of judgement 
no hierarchy 
this space that was made for the purpose of worship 
is wholeheartedly our place to find unity

how does it feel 
when what you’ve heard about your people doesn’t exist in these walls 
ravenous Muslims preying on women and children 
jihadist thoughts leading to extreme walks of life



how does it feel 
when oil is more valued than the blood of Muslims 
they bleed out our countries yet somehow paint us as the villains 
but when I enter a masjid, I am welcomed with a smile 
and when I exit, I am sent off with a peaceful farewell

screams of terror and bullet wounds are not peaceful farewells 
it’s where peace meets terrorism 
funerals shouldn’t start where they begin

we ask ourselves how could this happen? 
here 
your answers lie within bill 24, 62, 51 
people shouldn't have to die for us to recognize the state we are in

some days you visit the masjid* unaware of a janaaza** taking place 
they did not enter thinking this was the last place before theirs

*mosque; **funeral



Leonard Cohen by Dennis Eriksson

Anthem
Leonard Cohen

The birds they sang     Ring the bells that still can ring 
At the break of day      Forget your perfect offering 
Start again       There is a crack, a crack in everything 
I heard them say        (there is a crack in everything) 
Don't dwell on what     That’s how the light gets in 
Has passed away 
Or what is yet to be     You can add up the parts 
Yeah the wars they will     You won’t have the sum 
Be fought again      You can strike up the march 
The holy dove      There is no drum 
She will be caught again     Every heart, every heart to love will come 
Bought and sold      But like a refugee 
And bought again      (Ring, ring, ring, ring) 
The dove is never free           
        Ring the bells that still can ring
Ring the bells (ring the bells) that still can ring    Forget your perfect offering 
Forget your perfect offering    That’s how the light gets in 
There is a crack in everything         That’s how the light gets in
  (there is a crack in everything)        That’s how the light gets in 
That's how the light gets in
        There is a crack, a crack in everything
We asked for signs       (there is a crack in everything) 
The signs were sent      That’s how the light gets in 
The birth betrayed 
The marriage spent      Ring the bells that still can ring 
Yeah the widowhood       (ring the bells that still can ring) 
Of every government     Forget your perfect offering 
Signs for all to see      There is a crack, a crack in everything 
I can’t run no more       (there is a crack in everything) 
With that lawless crowd 
While the killers in high places 
Say their prayers out loud 
But they’ve summoned, they’ve
     summoned up 
A thundercloud 
And they’re going to hear from me 
(Ring, ring, ring, ring)



i’m not alone
Saskia Laufer

there’s green all around me and blue above 
below me is just a bunch of soft stuff 
don’t know what is but i think if i jump i would fly 
the end of the world but it’s still beautiful 
the captain is guiding his ship through the smoke 
don’t know what he’s saying but i think he’s waving goodbye

we rode a train 
into the mists of time 
what once was lost 
is now all mine 
everything is mine

out of the window we just see the smoke 
but it’s filled with stars so we know the way home 
this journey is scary so good thing that i’m not alone 
it’s like we each have our own little world 
our own little time 
my world is mine 
everything is mine 
your world is yours 
my world is mine

we rode a train 
into the mists of time 
what once was lost 
is now all mine 
everything is mine

as we descend from the end of the world 
the sky becomes clear again i feel the earth 
this journey has saved me so good thing that i’m not alone 
i’m not alone

Image by Fadli Abravers: https://pixabay.com/users/fadliabravers-13863288



Turn, Turn, Turn
Text from the Book of Ecclesiastes 
Music by Pete Seeger

Chorus: 
To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
And a time for every purpose, under Heaven

A time to be born, a time to die 
A time to plant, a time to reap 
A time to kill, a time to heal 
A time to laugh, a time to weep

Chorus

A time to build up, a time to break down 
A time to dance, a time to mourn 
A time to cast away stones 
A time to gather stones together 
A time of love, a time of hate 
A time of war, a time of peace 
A time you may embrace 
A time to refrain from embracing

Chorus

A time to gain, a time to lose 
A time to rend, a time to sew 
A time to love, a time to hate 
A time for peace, I swear it's not too late
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Kol Nidre — All Vows

Kol Nidrey ve-esarey va-ha-ramey v’konamey v’hinu-yey v’kinusey u- 
sh’vuot, di-n’darna u-d’ish-t’vana, u-d’ah-rimna, v’di-asarna al 

naf-sha-tana mi-yom kipurim sheh-avar ad yom kipurim zeh ha-ba aleynu 
l’tovah, kol-hon ih-ratna v’hon, kol-hon y’hon sharan. Sh’vikin, sh’vitin, 

b’teylin u-m’vutalin, la sh’ririn v’la ka-yamin Nidrana la nidrey, ve-esarana 
la esarey, u-sh’vuatana la sh’vuot.

All vows, oaths and promises which we made from last Yom Kippu 
to this Yom Kippur and were not able to fulfill 

May we be forgiven of all such vows. 
May we be absolved of them and released from them. 

May these vows not be considered vows. 
May these oaths not be considered oaths. 

May these promises not be considered promises.



When I’m Gone
Phil Ochs
There’s no place in this world where I’ll belong when I’m gone 
And I won’t know the right from the wrong when I’m gone 
And you won’t find me singing on this song when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

And I won’t feel the flowing of the time when I’m gone 
All the pleasures of love will not be mine when I’m gone 
My pen won’t pour a lyric line when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

And I won’t breathe the brandy air when I’m gone 
And I can’t even worry ‘bout my cares when I’m gone 
Won’t be asked to do my share when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

And I won’t be running from the rain when I’m gone 
And I can’t even suffer from the pain when I’m gone 
There’s nothing I can lose or I can gain when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

Won’t see the golden of the sun when I’m gone 
And the evenings and the mornings will be one when I’m gone 
Can’t be singing louder than the guns when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

All my days won’t be dances of delight when I’m gone 
And the sands will be shifting from my sight when I’m gone 
Can’t add my name into the fight when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

And I won’t be laughing at the lies when I’m gone 
And I can’t question how or when or why when I’m gone 
Can’t live proud enough to die when I’m gone 
So I guess I’ll have to do it while I’m here.

Image of Phil Oches from A&M Records 
and the William Morris Agency.



Who By Fire
Leonard Cohen

And who by fire, who by water, 
Who in the sunshine, who in the night time, 
Who by high ordeal, who by common trial, 
Who in your merry merry month of May, 
Who by very slow decay, 
And who shall I say is calling?

And who in her lonely slip, 
Who by barbiturate, 
Who in these realms of love, 
Who by something blunt, 
And who by avalanche, 
Who by powder, 
Who for his greed, 
Who for his hunger, 
And who shall I say is calling?

And who by brave assent 
Who by accident, 
Who in solitude, 
Who in this mirror, 
Who by his lady’s command, 
Who by his own hand, 
Who in mortal chains, 
Who in power, 
And who shall I say is calling?



What A Wonderful World 
Louis Daniel Armstrong

I see trees of green, red roses too 
I see them bloom for me and you 
And I think to myself what a wonderful world

I see skies of blue and clouds of white 
The bright blessed day, the dark sacred night 
And I think to myself what a wonderful world

The colors of the rainbow so pretty in the sky 
Are also on the faces of people going by 
I see friends shaking hands saying how do you do 
They're really saying I love you

I hear babies crying, I watch them grow 
They'll learn much more than I'll never know 

Photo of the Earth taken by Apollo 11 astronauts on July 20, 1969. NASA/Flickr 



Un Zol Vee Vayt — And Though Delayed 
Avram Reisen 

Transliteration by Hershl Hartman

Un zol vee vayt 
Nokh zany dee tsayt 
Fee leebe un fun sholem. 
Dokh kumen vet 
Tsee free, tsee shpet — 
Dee tsayt; es iz keyn kholem. 
Ikh her dos leed 
Fun leebe freed: 
Dee nekhtike gezangen. 
Un yeder ton 
Fun leed zogt on: 
Dee zun is oyfgegangen. 
Es ekt dee nakht, 
Dee velt dervakht 
Ful hofenung, lust un shtrebn. 
Ikh her in luft 
A shtime ruft: 
Tsu mut, tsu kraft, tsu lebn!

And though delayed 
may be the day 
When love and peace join hands, 
Yet it will come, 
for it must come — 
No dream, it’s our command 
I hear the song 
of mighty throngs,. 
The song of peace in chorus. 
And each voice sings, 
as each note rings: 
“The sun is rising for us!” 
An end to night, 
the world grows bright 
With hope, with joy and giving. 
I hear the sound, 
it’s all around: 
“To courage, strength and living!”

Image found at www.shaarayshalom.org


