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the fruit that you bear is love / the clothes that you wear are love
the story that you share is love

ruin upon ruin / holy city of homes / raised from the ground

with Jerusalem stone / hue of flesh / weight of bone / land of ages
‘neath rock and dome / many spoken tongues / that in exile hear
your wailing walls / built of courage and fear / dead sea salt
blessing bread with tears / the price of faith your history mirrors

the fruit that you bear is love / the clothes that you wear are love
the story that you share is love / the promise you made . . .

captives and kings / rich and the poor / witness to joy and bullets at doors
bittersweet glow on desert shores / ashes and dust veil your sacred floors
eternal ear to battleground cries / to the threat of siege in playground eyes
who’s borne the pain of brotherly ties / to Israel

the fruit that you bear is love / the clothes that you wear are love
the oath that you swear is love / the story that you share is love
the burden that you bear is love / the promise you made

gift of peace . . . Yerushalayim . . . Jerusalem stone



