
Shibolet Bassedeh
Shibolet bassedeh kor'ah baru'ach
Me'omes gar'inim ki rav.

Uvemerchav harim
Yom kvar yafu'ach.
Hashemesh ketem v'zahav.

Uru, ho uru
Shuru bnei kfarim.
Kama hen bashla kvar
Al pnei hakarim.
Kitzru, shilchu magal
Et reshit hakatzir.

Sdei se'orim tama
Zer chag oteret
Shefa y'vul uvracha.

Likrat bo hakotzrim
B'zohar mazheret
Cheresh la'omer m'chaka.

Havu, hanifu,
Niru lachem nir.
Chag la kama
Et reshit katzir.
Kitzru, shilchu magal
Et reshit hakatzir.

Ear of grain in the field,
bowed in the wind
From the weight of its seed,
which is great.

And in the expanse of the mountains
The day already rises.
The sun is fine gold.

Arise, oh arise,
Look, sons of the village.
The tall grain has already ripened
in the meadows.
Harvest, extend the scythe -
It's time for the beginning of the harvest.

A pure field of barley
Is crowned with a holiday wreath,
An abundance of produce and blessing.

Just before the coming of the harvesters,
With shining brilliance,
Silently, it waits for the sheaf.

Come, brandish (the scythe)
Plow for yourselves the broken-up field.
It's a holiday for the standing grain,
The time of the beginning of the harvest.
Harvest, extend the scythe -
It's time for the beginning of the harvest.

ISRAEL


