
 ָמעֹוז צּור ְישּוָעִתי ְלָך ָנֶאה ְלַשֵבַח.
 ִּתּכֹון ֵבית ְּתִפָלִתי ְוָשם ּתֹוָדה ְנַזֵבַח.

 ְלֵעת ָּתִכין ַמְטֵבַח ִמָצר ַהְמַנֵבַח.
ָאז ֶאְגמֹור ְבִשיר ִמְזמֹור ֲחֻנַּכת ַהִמְזֵבַח:

 ָרעֹות ָשְבָעה ַנְפִשי ְבָיגֹון ֹּכִחי ָּכָלה
 ַחַיי ֵמְררּו ְבֹקִשי ְבִשְעבּוד ַמְלכּות ֶעְגָלה

 ּוְבָידֹו ַהְגדֹוָלה הֹוִציא ֶאת ַהְסֻגָלה
ֵחיל ַפְרֹעה ְוָכל ַזְרעֹו ָיְרדּו ְּכֶאֶבן ִבְמצּוָלה:

 ְדִביר ָקְדשֹו ֱהִביַאִני ְוַגם ָשם לֹא ָשַקְטִּתי
 ּוָבא נֹוֵגש ְוִהְגַלִני ִּכי ָזִרים ָעַבְדִּתי
 ְוֵיין ַרַעל ָמַסְכִּתי ִּכְמַעט ֶשָעַבְרִּתי

ֵקץ ָבֶבל ְזֻרָבֶבל ְלֵקץ ִשְבִעים נֹוַשְעִּתי:

 ְּכרֹות קֹוַמת ְברֹוש ִבֵקש ֲאָגִגי ֶבן ַהְמָדָתא
 ְוִנְהָיָתה לֹו ְלַפח ּוְלמֹוֵקש ְוַגֲאָותֹו ִנְשָבָתה

 רֹאש ְיִמיִני ִנֵשאָת ְואֹוֵיב ְשמֹו ָמִחיָת
רֹב ָבָניו ְוִקְנָיָניו ַעל ָהֵעץ ָּתִליָת:

 ְיָוִנים ִנְקְבצּו ָעַלי ֲאַזי ִביֵמי ַחְשַמִנים
 ּוָפְרצּו חֹומֹות ִמְגָדַלי ְוִטְמאּו ָּכל ַהְשָמִנים

 ּוִמנֹוַתר ַקְנַקִנים ַנֲעָשה ֵנס ַלשֹוַשִנים
ְבֵני ִביָנה ְיֵמי ְשמֹוָנה ָקְבעּו ִשיר ּוְרָנִנים:

 ֲחשֹוף ְזרֹוַע ָקְדֶשָך ְוָקֵרב ֵקץ ַהְישּוָעה
 ְנֹקם ִנְקַמת ֲעָבֶדיָך ֵמֻאָמה ָהְרָשָעה

 ִּכי ָאְרָכה ַהָשָעה ְוֵאין ֵקץ ִליֵמי ָהָרָעה
ְדֵחה ַאְדמֹון ְבֵצל ַצְלמֹון ָהֵקם ָלנּו רֹוִעים ִשְבָעה:

O mighty stronghold of my salvation,
to praise You is a delight.
Restore my House of Prayer
and there we will bring a thanksgiving offering.
When You will have prepared the slaughter
for the blaspheming foe,
Then I shall complete with a song of hymn
the dedication of the Altar.

My soul had been sated with troubles,
my strength has been consumed with grief.
They had embittered my life with hardship,
with the calf-like kingdom’s bondage.
But with His great power
He brought forth the treasured ones,
Pharaoh’s army and all his offspring
Went down like a stone into the deep.

To the holy abode of His Word He brought me.
But there, too, I had no rest
And an oppressor came and exiled me.
For I had served aliens,
And had drunk benumbing wine.
Scarcely had I departed
At Babylon’s end Zerubabel came.
At the end of seventy years I was saved.

To sever the towering cypress
sought the Agagite, son of Hammedatha,
But it became [a snare and] a stumbling block to him
and his arrogance was stilled.
The head of the Benjaminite You lifted
and the enemy, his name You obliterated
His numerous progeny – his possessions –
on the gallows You hanged.

Greeks gathered against me
then in Hasmonean days.
They breached the walls of my towers
and they defiled all the oils;
And from the one remnant of the flasks
a miracle was wrought for the roses.
Men of insight – eight days
established for song and jubilation

Bare Your holy arm
and hasten the End for salvation –
Avenge the vengeance of Your servants’ blood
from the wicked nation.
For the triumph is too long delayed for us,
and there is no end to days of evil,
Repel the Red One in the nethermost shadow
and establish for us the seven shepherds.
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