NAw 110 ARIYA OXT

D*0°p OpYT *7 UM
XN YT MDYV OpYT 7 B

DI 37 172 LIPYI T PR T
AR 1R YPIYNR T 1IP0I
JORDYS PORT 171 T 12X PUUIRD
ORI 771 IR0 10777 197K TR

U172 1 VIWTRYIRD M7 1NN
JUIRDYZ WY UM T7I8 TR WK X
20 YP Y79 1M UERDYH JART M
JUIRDYI T TR TR

29D YT PR PPUTID T3 OTR IR

TR YRIRI M TRT PR OXT IR
29012710 11 VIWVY Y YN

L3 T TINEYAIR TR INT VIRIWD
DAY 1291 07 YRIPYA PR TR I3 IR
LTI TR IRLYA VIM? X LRI OV
DAY TIWNYR PR VYN YIIRY T IR
PORT WITOROYS 10

;28997 R DPPIDYI LR

2D YPIIYIDD 170,30 11 N
229D 7 LM LWLREYL LRI

— D10y TR LRI IR

READINGS: SHABBAT / 734

Excerpted from Kol Haneshamah: Shabbat Vehagim, © 1998.
Used by permission of the Reconstructionist Press.
http.//stores.jewishreconbooks.org


Michael Fessler
Excerpted from Kol Haneshamah: Shabbat Vehagim, © 1998. Used by permission of the Reconstructionist Press. 
http://stores.jewishreconbooks.org


LD YITN LYVIYIYI LRI NI 1%
JIOP K ORPD K L7 J0I12Y3 TIX0 M
RN YT 7D AL T LPYTIRD LR PV
L0°0%P OPYT °T D2 2799 0¥ N

— 39Y3 1D UTPIT N

J3 19D 0PI T

— D 119 WIS W

J2R 7D yaDT YT

— DI OYT 1D AINTYI 0N
AW 1D YT ORI M

— YIRT 7°°0 1D ANV ORT W
JI2R PR YT M

Song of the Sabbath / Das Gezang fon Shabes

I quarreled with kings till the Sabbath,
I fought with the six kings
of the six days of the week.

Sunday they took away my sleep.
Monday they scattered my salt.

And on the third day, my God,

they threw out my bread: whips flashed
across my face. The fourth day

they caught my dove, my flying dove,
and slaughtered it.

It was like that till Friday morning.

This is my whole week,
the dove’s flight dying.

735 / READINGS: SHABBAT

Excerpted from Kol Haneshamah: Shabbat Vehagim, © 1998.

Used by permission of the Reconstructionist Press.
http://stores.jewishreconbooks.org


Michael Fessler
Excerpted from Kol Haneshamah: Shabbat Vehagim, © 1998. Used by permission of the Reconstructionist Press. 
http://stores.jewishreconbooks.org


At nightfall Friday

I lit four candles,

and the queen of the Sabbath came to me.
Her face lit up the whole world,

and made it all a Sabbath.

My scattered salt

shone in its little bowl,

and my dove, my flying dove,

clapped its wings together,

and licked its throat.

- The Sabbath queen blessed my candles,
and they burned with a pure, clean flame.
The light put out the days of the week
and my quarreling with the six kings.

The greenness of the mountains
is the greenness of the Sabbath.
The silver of the lake

is the silver of the Sabbath.

The singing of the wind

is the singing of the Sabbath.

And my heart’s song
is an eternal Sabbath.

Kadia Molodowsky (translated from Yiddish by Jean Valentine)
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