A)

Hello Earth
1. Instrumental with ensemble

2. Grasp instruments to chest

3. J speaks:

4. I began opening my concerts with an intention that I took from the image in Ben-Zion's "The Psalmist." When I stared into that piece, I saw King David clutching his instrument to his chest, not playing it, but I imagined the moment before he played it, a moment of silent intention, holding the instrument to his heart. Like David in that image, I opened my concerts by an embrace, holding my instrument silently to my chest.

Come in at     C  -  D  -   E
O Holy Pesach

Because the Holy One passed over (pasach) 

our houses in the land of Egypt 

this I tell my children.

Because G*d leaped or jumped over our houses 

so should we leap or jump, in everything we do 

this from Rashi.

You need a leap a jump every now and again, 

a breakthrough, to remind us what 

we are all about, said the musical Shlomo.

Because G*d jumped in (pasach) 

jumped out                of our story. 
Hello Matzah
Bread of poverty 

we call it by the Zoharbread of faith.

What is matzah but chometz

in arrested development,

bread without ego.

What is chometz but the inner puffiness

that separates us from G*d

and all we love the most.

Somewhere along the continuum of rising

the matzah becomes bread --

the bread remains matzah if the 

rising is interrupted --

a symbol of transformation

without a change of substance.
O Holy Maror
Maror, the bitter herb,

because Pharaoh embitteredour lives in Mitzrayim.

What is Pharaoh? 

Why haven’t we left him behind?

Every ceremony 

a celebration of cosmic union –

Set against this is Par'oh, to rend, to split,

the separator, the dis-integrator.

That’s why

we had to leave Pharaoh

to become one
with ourselves.

Listen:

In Egypt we were feeling far away 

but Moses whispered to us:  the secret of the Pesach 
and we came to understand 

near and far

leaping in leaping out, it’s all the same –

so we sacrificed our lowliness 

we offered up our distance 

with the lamb, 

the fragrance rose up high and G*d,

as it were, descended into the pit of Egypt. 

Near and far, jumping in jumping out,

we came to understand the secret 

of the Pesach, 

that’s when we became free

when Moses whispered the secret.

5. Back into the Song: finish instrumental

B)

Will (D)

In Every Generation

Light Drum

The truthful linguist
Stretched out in his chair
His hands folded over his belly

He was eating fish
Fish is a blessing, he said
He then talked about water

The early waters into which we pitch our sins
And the later waters when we draw them out
Those are the sins that become merits –

Transforming, he said to me
You know how that works,
don’t you?

The place where the turning one stands
The righteous cannot stand –
Yes, I said,

I do know how that works
But joy?
That’s elusive for me

Simchah is avodah, he said
You have to work it
It doesn’t fall out of the heavens for us

Then he began to sing until the hand of G*d came and rested upon him
We settled into our vessels and our vessels into our chairs
And our chairs descended into the earth

Later when we were finished
I pulled myself up by a strap of woven palm
Hung from the roof of the radiant booth

Then I commended joyfulness [Kohelet 8:15],
this is the joy of the mitzvah. . .
as it is said, but now bring me a minstrel.
And it came to pass, when the minstrel played,
the hand of G*d came upon him [2 Kings 3:15] – BT, Shabbat 30b

Chorus: Em  Am
C)

Hora in Dm

Jim plays drum

As I moved through the labyrinth of the jailhouse, I glanced through the window of one of the doors and I saw the lock-up. There was a man in an orange suit standing in it. It was the same orange that the Buddhist monks of southeast Asia wear.


As I looked into the cell, I felt myself gulp a breath, how could you breathe in there, I thought, caged up that way?


I waited in a room with a half a dozen partitions, heavy glass, and phones like you see in the movies. I waited another twenty minutes. The person I was visiting came and sat down at the other side of the thick glass. He picked up the phone. He was also wearing an orange Buddhist monk costume. 


We started to talk about what got him into prison. 


We talked about attachment and the freedom of the personality liberated from such attachments, the freedom to work ourselves well, and sure enough, we began to sound like two Buddhists although only one of us was dressed appropriately. There in jail, we began to hover over the thick glass which separated us, somewhere above the dirt we met and spoke the truth clearly and unjudgmentally to each other, I liked him, he liked me, but he's in there and I'm out here. 

"What's it like to be in there?" I asked.

He began to tell me. "Not so bad. . .really, you get used to it. You carry your jail around with you, right?" 

That's what we had been talking about all along, some of us are out here but we carry our prison with us wherever we go, and likewise our freedom, because it's an inside job, jail, freedom, the work is inner. It's an inside job, freedom, prison, we get what we work, we are our struggles. We are the freedom we seek. Or we are not. 

D) 
El Ginat Egoz
F  Gm  Dm

Gm  A  Gm

Dm  Am  Dm

G  Gm  A  Dm

To David a song

first the Shekhinah came and sat on his shoulder

then David sang the world, played flat out on that axe of his too

A song to David

first David started to scat

THEN the Shekhinah came and sucked his face 

so hard he sang the secret bird

song to his son King Solomon

who knew the

Shekhinah would not descend 

where there is laziness or sadness 

silliness light talk but

when there is joy

the deep joy of the mitzvah
then WOW your mind Is BLOWN like

when the slow hand player came to play

the hand of God rested 

UPON him

I heard this when the northern

wind blew through David’s singing harp

in the palace of the King

E)

Dror Yikra

Dunash poem

Dunash

Born in Fez

My family’s origins are in Baghdad

As a young man I was curious

I went East.

I came to the academy of the

Gaon

The great Saadia

In Sura

Today Fallujah.

Still A boy 

I brought my innovations in poetry to Saadia himself

Such a thing has been unknown

Among our people

Said Saadia.

I brought Arabic meter to Hebrew poetry

The metrics of vowel sounds

Long short short short long long

Now we could scan Hebrew poetry

And poetry in Hebrew entered a new phase.

Also I wrote about Wine  Love   War

All the epic subjects --

After Saadia died in 942     I returned to Fez

And then to Cordova Where Hasdai ibn Shaprut

Was creating a world.

I was appointed court poet.

Not much else is known of my life

I changed the nature of post Hebrew poetry

But there is little of my own work preserved,

A few poems

And this: a piyyut

A liturgical poem written in north Africa in the 10th century

My name Dunash

concealed in the acrostic of the verses.

Dror Yikra     Freedom will G*d proclaim

For all people

After poem: drum
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