
 מָעוֹז צוּר יְשוּעָתִי לְךָ נָאֶה לְשַבֵחַ.
 תִּכּוֹן בֵית תְּפִלָתִי וְשָם תּוֹדָה נְזַבֵחַ.

 לְעֵת תָּכִין מַטְבֵחַ מִצָר הַמְנַבֵחַ.
אָז אֶגְמוֹר בְשִיר מִזְמוֹר חֲנֻכַּת הַמִזְבֵחַ:

 רָעוֹת שָבְעָה נַפְשִי בְיָגוֹן כֹּחִי כָּלָה
 חַיַי מֵרְרוּ בְקֹשִי בְשִעְבוּד מַלְכוּת עֶגְלָה

 וּבְיָדוֹ הַגְדוֹלָה הוֹצִיא אֶת הַסְגֻלָה
חֵיל פַרְעֹה וְכָל זַרְעוֹ יָרְדוּ כְּאֶבֶן בִמְצוּלָה:

 דְבִיר קָדְשוֹ הֱבִיאַנִי וְגַם שָם לאֹ שָקַטְתִּי
 וּבָא נוֹגֵש וְהִגְלַנִי כִּי זָרִים עָבַדְתִּי
 וְיֵין רַעַל מָסַכְתִּי כִּמְעַט שֶעָבַרְתִּי

קֵץ בָבֶל זְרֻבָבֶל לְקֵץ שִבְעִים נוֹשַעְתִּי:

 כְּרוֹת קוֹמַת בְרוֹש בִקֵש אֲגָגִי בֶן הַמְדָתָא
 וְנִהְיָתָה לוֹ לְפַח וּלְמוֹקֵש וְגַאֲוָתוֹ נִשְבָתָה

 רֹאש יְמִינִי נִשֵאתָ וְאוֹיֵב שְמוֹ מָחִיתָ
רבֹ בָנָיו וְקִנְיָנָיו עַל הָעֵץ תָּלִיתָ:

 יְוָנִים נִקְבְצוּ עָלַי אֲזַי בִימֵי חַשְמַנִים
 וּפָרְצוּ חוֹמוֹת מִגְדָלַי וְטִמְאוּ כָּל הַשְמָנִים

 וּמִנוֹתַר קַנְקַנִים נַעֲשָה נֵס לַשוֹשַנִים
בְנֵי בִינָה יְמֵי שְמוֹנָה קָבְעוּ שִיר וּרְנָנִים:

 חֲשוֹף זְרוֹעַ קָדְשֶךָ וְקָרֵב קֵץ הַיְשוּעָה
 נְקֹם נִקְמַת עֲבָדֶיךָ מֵאֻמָה הָרְשָעָה

 כִּי אָרְכָה הַשָעָה וְאֵין קֵץ לִימֵי הָרָעָה
דְחֵה אַדְמוֹן בְצֵל צַלְמוֹן הָקֵם לָנוּ רוֹעִים שִבְעָה:

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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