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SABBATH BRIDE Words and music by Shelly Orbach

On the sixth day after creation came, an angel looked west and he spied,
A lonely figure upon a hill , calling "Come, I will be your bride."

She beckoned to him, she beckoned to him,
calling "Come I will be your bride.

The seventh day is the Sabbath, and for now you must rest by my side,"

He started to tell her of those six days, the work and the pain and he cried,
resting his weary head on her knee,, the weight of the world in his eyes.



She said, "Blessings on him" She said, "Blessings on him"
She said, "on this day you are mine. Until heaven comes down to earth,

You must rest with the Sabbath Bride,"

On the eighth day after creation came, the angel awoke and he sighed,
For nowhere could he find her, gone was the Sabbath Bride.

Many years later I find myself on the evening train home Friday night,
wondering if this week's creations are worthy of the Sabbath Bride.

Please beckon to me, bless all that you see
even though the world's not yet right. Please remind us of heaven

on the wings of the Sabbath Bride.



Bar'chu



Shema



V’ahvta



V’ahvta



V’ahvta



Mi Chamocha













Mashiv Haruach u’morid ha gashem

Iris, need Mashiv haruach slide





L’vrecha











Torah Blessings:  













Mi Sheberiach




















