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16. Ki Va Moed  

G
Intro: ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai) ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai)

G
ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai) 

Am        G  Am          G
ya lai lai   ya lai lai    (ya lai lai   ya lai lai)  (REPEAT SEVERAL TIMES WITH FUNNY VOICES)

G
Verse: everybody say ‘ki’ (ki) everybody say ‘va’ (va)

everybody say ‘moed’ (moed) say ‘moed’ (moed)

say ‘ki va moed’ (ki va moed) (4x)

G Am D G
Chorus: ki va moed                 ki va moed         (3X)

Em Am D   C
the time has come!     the time has come!

G
Outro: ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai) ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai)

G
ya lai lai lai lai (ya lai lai lai lai) 

Am        G  Am         G
ya lai lai   ya lai lai    (ya lai lai   ya lai lai)  (REPEAT SEVERAL TIMES WITH FUNNY VOICES)

Words from Psalm 102:14 Music by Shlomo Carlebach
Arr. by Rick Recht #. Title  Music by CREDIT LINE HERE

I only started seeing clearly for the first time the day I broke my glasses.

This is my story of - “eyewareness.”   That word may sound kind of funny, but if you peel
away at the meaning, you will learn a life-changing story.  

You “see” it was when I finally became “eyeware” that I learned so much about how won-
derful it is to celebrate our differences rather than separate them.

I was in the third grade when it happened.  I thought I was the coolest kid in town.  I had all
the best clothes, designer glasses, fancy shoes, a cool hair style, and all the “right” friends.  I
only hung out with a certain group of people.  The weirdest thing about it was that we all
acted the same, we dressed the same, we even talked the same.  We made fun of anyone who
wasn’t like us.  They didn’t matter at all.

One day in gym class we were playing floor hockey.  Mrs. Daniels our gym teacher came up
to me and said, “Rebecca, I think it would be a good idea for you to wear sports glasses to
protect your beautiful eyes.”  I couldn’t imagine wearing them!  “My  designer glasses will
do just fine Mrs. Daniels.”  

Boy should I have listened to Mrs. Daniels.  It was only ten minutes into the game when out
from nowhere the puck hit me smack center in the middle of my glasses right between the
eyes.  My glasses fell to the ground and broke in half.  For the rest of the day I could not see
things clearly at all.  It was like everything and everyone was blurry.  I could only 
recognize people by their voices, not their faces and clothing and hair styles and shoes.  For
the first time I needed help to get from one place to another.  I asked my friends for help and
they laughed at me.  

“You look so silly squinting and it makes your face look wrinkly and weird!” they said. 

Missy, one of the girls in my class, heard what my friends were saying to me and came over.
“Do you need some help?  Grab my arm and we can walk together to math class.”  

I couldn’t stop thanking her.  “No big deal!  I know what it feels like to be alone and need
help from a friend.”  I had never really talked to Missy before.  She was one of the people
that I used to make fun of.  I felt pretty rotten for that.

The next day I came to school in my old glasses.  I was waiting for my new ones to be fixed.
My friends were still ignoring me, I guess my old glasses looked funny to them.  I felt very
alone that day.  I didn’t fit into any group.  

It was that day I started really seeing clearly -  the way my friends were treating others and
the way I used to treat others.  I finally became aware, or ‘eyeware,’ to be more exact.  You
see, I finally started to see things clearly only once my vision was blurry.  Now that I have
my glasses back, I have a whole new prescription and perspective. 
I look at people on the inside, not the outside.  I’m “eyeware.”
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