RAZA is a radical reimagining of the traditional prayers and mystical poetry
recited on Friday night to welcome the Sabbath Bride. Combining the soulstirring songwriting of Basya Schechter (Pharaoh's Daughter), the spine-tingling
rap/poetry of Eden Pearlstein (ePRHYME), and virtuoso instrumental performances,
RAZA transforms this most beloved of Jewish liturgical rites into a genre-defying
work of Sacred Pop-Art. Sampling Psalms. Remixing Rabbis. Renewing Creation.
The Bride has arrived....

Note: For various aesthetic and esoteric reasons we have rearranged the order of the traditional Shabbat
liturgy for the purposes of this album. We hope you enjoy this new iteration of our ancient tradition.

ANIMATE MY ANATOMY
ָ מַ ה ּגָדְ ל ּו מַ ע ֶ ֲׂש
יך ְי ָּה
ָ ֶמְ ֹאד עָ מְ ק ּו מַ חְ ׁ ְשבֹת
יך

mah gad-lu ma-a-se-cha yah
me-od am-ku mach-she-vo-te-cha

PSALM 92:6

world symphony
word symmetry
turn inwardly out to the assembly
that surrounds and compounds the crown
while we sweep beneath
the throne underground
that's where we found
all the fallen fruit
that we gather and elevate
back to the root
sow seeds of light like or zaru
when you pierce the veil
there's more to view

ַצ ִ ּדיק ּכ ּ ַָתמָ ר יִ פְ רָ ח
ֹ ְָּכ ֶארֶ ז ּב ַּלְב
נון יִ ְ ׂש ּגֶה

tza-dik ka-ta-mar yif-rach
ke-erez bal-va-non yis-geh

PSALM 92:13

there's peaks to climb
and secret signs
believe you me
what you seek you find
the valley sighs
and the river swells
every blade of grass got a story to tell
we rap and sing
we dance and dream
prayer paves the way for the path of peace
we craft the mask of her majesty
with the handle of the ax
still attached to the tree

tree of life
body of a man
heart of the world
in a grain of sand
hands of time
womb of the galaxy
divine mind
animate my anatomy

efil fo eert
nam a fo ydob
dlrow eht fo traeh
dnas fo niarg a ni
emit fo sdnah
yxalag eht fo bmow
dnim enivid
ymotana ym etamina

LET THERE BE LIGHT
לְ כ ּו נְרַ ְ ּננָה לַיי
נָרִ יעָ ה לְ צ ּור יִ ׁ ְשעֵ נ ּו
ֹ נְקַ ְ ּדמָ ה פָ נָיו ְ ּב
תודָ ה
ֹ ַרות נָרִ יע
ֹ ִִ ּבזְ מ
לו
ֹ ִּכי אֵ ל ּג
ָדול יי
ֹ ּומֶ ל ְֶך ּג
ָדול עַ ל ּכָל אֱלֹהִ ים
ֹ א ׁ ֲֶשר ְ ּבי
ָדו מֶ חְ קְ רֵ י אָ רֶ ץ
ֹ תוע ֲֹפת הָרִ ים
ֹ ְו
לו
PSALMS 95:1-4

le-chu ne-ran-ne-nah la-do-nai
na-ri-ah le-tzur yish-e-nu
ne-kad-mah fa-nav be-to-dah
biz-mi-rot na-ri-a lo
ki el ga-dol a-do-nai
u-me-lech ga-dol al kol e-lo-him
a-sher be-ya-do mech-ke-rei a-retz
ve-to-a-fot ha-rim lo

the soul is a bird
and your voice is the wind
with wings made of words
we intend to ascend
to the depths of the heights
let there be light
said the breath to the flesh
dry bones come to life
so many seek and so many strive
for a view from the peak
just open your eyes
and allow yourself
to be moved by the tide
like the moon in the sky
salute the sun
scream i am alive

ֹ אַ רְ ָ ּבעִ ים ׁ ָשנָה אָ ק ּוט ְ ּב
דור
וָ ֹאמַ ר עַ ם ּ ֹתעֵ י לֵבָ ב הֵם
PSALMS 95:11

but it's not
always so simple
can your heart be whole
in a broken temple?
when things fall apart
can you make a new start
and transform a ruin
into renaissance art?
passionate youth
escape from the empire
moment of truth
put your feet to the fire
nothing to prove
at home in the wilderness
the world needs tikkun
we are god given instruments
ar-ba-im sha-nah a-kut ba-dor
va-o-mar am to-ei le-vav hem

SING A NEW SONG
what does it mean to sing a new song?
if you always freestyle
no one else can sing along, but...
if it's always the same
then you're stuck on autopilot —
no heart, no brain.
prayer is similar to seducing a lover
when you see each other
everyday under the covers
it's interpretive dance
and you're left to wonder:
who's leading who — is it one or the other?

in a state of grace
thanks and praise
radical amaze
every single day
love that phrase
barrel of a wave
even on stage
minimum wage

— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song

ֹ ְדו ְ ּבכָל הָעַ ִּמים נִפְ ל
ֹ בו
ֹ סַ ְּפר ּו בַ ּג ֹויִ ם ְּכ
אותָ יו
ֹ ִּכי ג
ֹ ָדול יי ּומְ הֻ ּלָל מְ ֹאד
נורָ א ה ּוא עַ ל ּכָל אֱלֹהִ ים

sap-ru va-go-yim ke-vo-do be-chol ha-a-mim nif-le-o-tav
ki ga-dol a-do-nai u-me-hu-lal me-od no-ra hu al kol e-lo-him

PSALMS 96:3–4

radical renewal is deeper than novelty
just cuz it's trending
don't make it worth following
on the other hand, i got no apology
for smashing idolatry
and breaking the monotony
truth is the glue that holds us together but
music is proven to purify the present so
join the chorus line of cosmic creation and
sing a new song
in the name of the ancients

found another way
had a good day
out of harm’s way
being in the sway
think i’ll stay
what the hei?!
happily astray
trump’s toupe

— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song
— sing a new song

ׁ ִשיר ּו לַיי ׁ ִשיר חָדָ ׁש ׁ ִשיר ּו לַיי ּכָל הָאָ רֶ ץ
ֹ ָיום יְ ׁש ּוע
ֹ ְמו ַ ּב ְּ ׂשר ּו מִ ּי ֹום ל
ֹ ׁ ִשיר ּו לַיי ָ ּברְ כ ּו ׁ ְש
תו
shi-ru la-do-nai shir cha-dash shi-ru la-do-nai kol ha-a-retz
shi-ru la-do-nai ba-re-chu she-mo ba-se-ru mi-yom le-yom ye-shu-a-to

PSALMS 96:1–2

ARRIVES THE BRIDE
ֹ לְ כָה
דודִ י לִ קְ רַ את ַּכ ָּלה
פְּ נֵי ׁשַ ָ ּבת נְקַ ְ ּבלָה
le-cha le-cha do-di li-krat ka-lah
pi-nei sha-bat ne-kab-lah
two paths
one step
new flask
old press
your plan
our test
let's dance with the bride
our body
your breath
run through the fields, return to the root
drink from the well, the stone's been removed
the table was set before the house had a roof
the seed of the tree is concealed in the fruit

in the palace of time
we create holy space
from the ruins of our lives
we plead our case

the peak's only visible
down in the valley
loss and grief
are just part of the journey

from the pit of our stomach
to the light of your face —
a narrow bridge paved
with our past mistakes

this too shall pass
like a pillar of cloud
the tree of life sprouts
from a burial mound

rise from the dirt like truth from the earth
the sun is a shield and the sky is a skirt
bread needs water and water takes work
don't strike the stone, intone the word

voices and choices
noises in the dark
that come back to haunt you
and taunt you — depart!

stir the pot, stoke the flames
ready or not we've unlocked the gates
the north wind blows all the hearts awake
love flows from the soul in songs of praise

the wine has been poured
and the tent's been erected
the candles are lit —
creation perfected

when your head expands
don't forget the heart
the left hand path
embraced by the right arm
from snake to stick to staff to speech
the secret of seven, the city of peace
bo-ee ve-sha-lom a-te-ret ba-lah
gam be-sim-cha uv-tza-ha-lah
toch e-mu-nai am se-gu-la
bo-ee ka-lah, bo-ee ka-lah

ֹ ּבֹאִ י בְ ׁ ָש
לום ֲעטֶרֶ ת ַ ּבעְ ל ָּה
ּגַם ְ ּב ִ ׂשמְ חָה ּובְ ָצ ֳהלָה
ּת ֹו ְך אֱמ ּונֵי עַ ם סְ ג ֻּלָה
ּבֹאִ י כ ַּלָה ׁ ַש ָ ּבת ה ַַּמלְ ּכָה

HAPAX LEGOMENON
breath held hovering
between sky and ocean
wingspan wondering
which window's open
white whale wanderlust
you can call me ishmael
lion's den
daniel
round table
holy grail
the way appears suddenly
no path to follow
voices in your head like
lightning in a bottle
thunder clap bass line
broken heart beat box
cedar lined sandalphon
salmon song sleep talk

solar sound system
cicada symphony
birdsong bebop
order out of entropy
the band's back together
behemoth and leviaton
bereshiet blues
in a twelve bar behibaram

ֹ ְמִ ז
...מור לְ דָ וִ ד הָב ּו
ְ ּבנֵי אֵ לִ ים
PSALMS 29:1

miz-mor le-da-vid ha-vu... be-nai ey-lim

something from nothing
turns back into one
when the huddling underlings overcome
all the obsolete obstacles
divisive definitions
the most-high don't belong
to any one religion
some people find faith
between the lines of a newspaper
in a skyscraper or
when they're out in nature
but everyone forgets
about the others in their blind spot

and that's when belief
becomes a ticking timebomb
communication breakdown
kicked out of the garden
when it's worn on your sleeve
eventually the heart hardens
seventy faces of the
one soul phenomenon
in every single language
i'm a hapax legomenon

THESE

ARE

THE

JOURNEYS

אָ ָּנא ְ ּבכֹ ַח ְגדֻ ּ ַּלת יְ מִ ינ ְָך
ּ ַת ִּתיר צְר ּורָ ה
קַ ֵ ּבל רִ ַּנת עַ ְּמ ָך שַ ׂ ְ ּגבֵ נ ּו
ֹ ַטהֲרֵ נ ּו
נורָ א

ֹ נָא ִג ּב ֹור
דורְ ׁשֵ י יִ ח ּודְ ָך
ְּכבָ בַ ת ׁשָ מְ רֵ ם
ָ ּברְ כֵם ַטהֲרֵ ם רַ חֲמֵי צִדְ קָ תְ ָך
ּ ָתמִ יד גָמְ לֵם

ֹ דו ׁש ְ ּב
ֹ ָחֲסִ ין ק
רוב ט ּובְ ָך
ַנהֵל עֲדָ תְ ָך
יָחִ יד ֵּגאָ ה לְ עַ ְּמ ְך פְּ נֵה
ֹ
זוכְ רֵ י קְ דֻ ׁ ּ ָשתְ ָך

ׁשַ וְ עָ תֵ נ ּו קַ ֵ ּבל ּו ׁשְ מַ ע ַצעֲקָ תֵ נ ּו
ֹ ֻיודֵ עַ תַ עֲל
ֹ
מות
ֹ בוד מַ לְ כ ּו
ֹ ָ ּבר ּו ְך ׁשֵ ם ְּכ
תו
ֹ ְל
עולָם וָ עֶ ד

we come to you
with broken wings
cranial guitars
with stolen strings
heart shaped scars
start opening
for the soul to sing
unspoken things

we like to picture god
inside of us
but what if we
were the sacred trust
would it change the way
that we discuss
the pursuit of justice
can't be just us

with gentle strength
and the power of peace
please guide our steps
and help us reach
that space beyond
where the eye can speak
with words with wings
with praise with feet

every letter is a leaf
on the tree of life
every day is a seed
in the soil of night
every moment is a mirror
take off your mask
now we're face to face
may i have this dance?

RAZA

ְּכגַוְ נָא דְ אִ ּנ ּון
מִ תְ ַיחֲדִ ין לְ עֵ ּלָא ְ ּבאֶ חָד
ֹ
אוף הָכִ י אִ יהִ י
אִ תְ ַיחֲדַ ת לְ תַ ּ ָתא ְ ּברָ זָא דְ אֶ חָד
רָ זָא דְ ׁ ַש ָ ּבת אִ יהִ י ׁ ַש ָ ּבת
ְ ּדאִ תְ אָ חֳדַ ת ְ ּברָ זָא דְ ֶאחָד
לְ מִ ׁ ְשרֵ י ֲעל ָּה רָ זָא דְ אֶ חָד
ZOHAR II:134A

ke-gav-na de-in-nun
mit-ya-cha-din le-ei-la be-e-chad
of ha-chi i-hi
is-ya-cha-dat le-ta-ta be-ra-za de-e-chad

ra-za de-sha-bat i-hi sha-bat
de-is-o-cho-dat be-ra-za de-e-chad
le-mish-rei a-lah ra-za de-e-chad

holy mystery divine mathematics
one plus one equals one — cant grasp it
unity — overcome false dichotomy
used to confuse the human community
so we forget about our root in the celestial
but remember
truth bears fruit in the terrestrial
spread these songs
like audio appleseeds
every seven days
create another new masterpiece

ֹ ְו
לומַ ר
ָ ּברְ כ ּו אֶ ת יי הַמְ בֹרָ ְך
ZOHAR II:135B

the bride arrives in time through rhyme
all dressed in red like a glass of wine
put the crown of her mind
at the top of your spine
and let the light shine
now the thread is white
for six days the painter painted
she became what we created
on this day the secrets stated
all for the sake of unification

ve-lo-mar
bar-chu es a-do-nai ha-me-vo-rach

RUN MY LOVE
ְ ּברַ ח ּד ֹודִ י ּודְ מֵ ה לְ ָך לִ צְבִ י
ֹ
או לְ ֹעפֶ ר הָאַ ּיָלִ ים
עַ ל הָרֵ י בְ ָ ׂשמִ ים
SONG OF SONGS 8:14

let go and leap my love
out of love
into love
out from the womb
of the one who warned you
into the polemical mouth
of the proverbial snake
out of the cradle endlessly mocking
into the beard of the bard
who sings the bride's ballad

brach do-di u-de-meh le-cha litz-vi
o le-o-fer ha-ai-ya-lim
al ha-rei ve-sa-mim
falling in love, flying face to face your fear
arise and expand my love out from between
the pursed lips of the cherubim
into the rustling of leaves and wings
out from beneath the
cracked cornerstone of history
into the temple of time in eternity
you dirty dove you've been
rolling in ashes far too long
brush off your sack cloth you masochist
get out of your ruinous head

and don't come back without a promise
a prayer a dream a drop from the ocean
a seed of song from a speck of stardust
take flight and soar my love
over chagall's crooked rooftops
and shalom's clumsy milk carts
out of the efficient ovens of auschwitz
over the crescent crowned cupolas of córdoba
out of the jazz man's golden horn
over the minarets of the middle east of eden
out from behind all those pews and pages
express yourself o empty abstraction
speak yourself real
sing your soul divine
do not disturb or delay this dance
of drunken devotees spinning stories
out from the dusty genizas of cairo
out of the milquetoast melting pot
out of the graveyards

museums and monuments
off of the battle field
return me o love
from the wilderness of civilization
settle me back into the garden of paradox
take me into your atlantean arms
let us erect our tent atop
this hennaed hill of spices
and rejoice in the rolling
of waves and roaming of clouds
our love is water running back to its source
wine that retains the shape of a glass
after it shatters
these secrets aren't for sale
but blessings are available through barter for
those who make it past golgotha's gates
beyond those rusty hinges
lies an open field
of incomparable radiance

WE ALREADY ARE
יְ דִ יד נֶפֶ ׁש אָ ב הָרַ חֲמָ ן
ֹ ְמְ ׁש ֹו ְך עַ בְ ְ ּד ָך ֶאל ר
צונ ֶָך
ֹ יָר ּוץ עַ בְ ְ ּד ָך ְּכ
מו אַ ּיָל
יִ ׁ ְש ּ ַתחֲוֶ ה ֶאל מ ּול הֲדָ רֶ ָך

ֹ הָד ּור ָנ ֶאה זִ יו ה
ָעולָם
ֹ נַפְ ׁ ִשי
חולַת אַ הֲבָ תֶ ָך
אָ ּנָא ֵאל נָא רְ פָ א נָא ל ָּה
ֹ אות ל ָּה
ֹ ְְ ּבהַר
נועַ ם זִ יוָ ְך

my soul sings to you sweetest friend
and begs to be admitted
to your depths within
if you say the word and strike the chord
i'll let down my guard
and put down the sword

from a broken place we seek your face
for just one taste of limitless grace
like a cluster of grapes
is crushed and fermented
we elevate the pain
by making a blessing

i've done all i can, i've fixed what i could
your love is the fire, my heart is the wood
but who holds the match?
is it you or the fact
that i yearn to burn and turn
into ash and then back?

within your tent
what was two becomes one
and dissolves back to none
before birthing a sun or a moon or a star
or a song from afar
we sing to come close but we already are

ָ ֶידות
ֹ ִלו יְ ד
ֹ ֶיעֱרַ ב
יך
מִ ּנ ֹופֶ ת צ ּוף וְ כָל טָעַ ם

אָ ז ִּתתְ ַח ּזֵק וְ תִ תְ רַ ֵּפא
ֹ וְ הָיְ תָ ה ל ָּה שִ ֹ מְ חַת
עולָם

אֵ ּלֶה חָמְ דָ ה לִ ִ ּבי
וְ ח ּוסָ ה נָא וְ אַ ל ִּתתְ עַ ּלֵם

ֹ ֱהוב ִּכי בָ א
ֹ מַ הֵר א
מועֵ ד
ֹ וְ ָח ּנֵנ ּו ִּכימֵי
עולָם

ָ רוס חֲבִ יבִ י עָ לַי וָ תִ יק ֶיהֱמ ּו נָא רַ ח
ֹ ְהִ ָּגלֶה נָא ּופ
ֲמֶיך
ֹ ֶאת סֻ ּכַת ׁ ְש
וְ ח ּוסָ ה נָא עַ ל ֵ ּבן אֲה ּובֶ ָך
לומֶ ָך
ֹ ְִּכי זֶה ּכ ַָּמה נִכ
ֹ ּ ָתאִ יר ֶארֶ ץ מִ ְּכ
סוף נִכְ סַ פְ ִּתי
בודֶ ָך
ֹ ְלִ ר
ָנ ִגילָה וְ נִשְ ֹ מְ חָה ָ ּב ְך
אות ְ ּבתִ פְ ֶארֶ ת עֻ ּז ֶָך
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