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Hymn oF DepicaTion

O God, to Thee our praises ring,
Thou Rock of our salvation;

Accept the thanks our voov_o bring
On this Feast of Dedication.

When the force of hate is demolished,
And war at last abolished,

We then will greet with joy complete
Thine altar’s consecration.

When the Maccabees to the Temple came,
Having saved their nation,

To light again the Menorah’s flame,

With song and jubilation,

Of pure oil there was none,

Save one small flask alone;

Its holy light, shone pure and bright,

In eight-day celebration.

THE MaccaBaeaN SpiriT Tobay

Who can retell
The things that befell us?
Who can count them?

In every age,
A hero or sage,
Came to our aid

Hark! At this time of year, in days of yore,
Maccabees the Temple did restore,

And today our people, as we dreamed,

Will arise, unite and be redeemed.
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