
Hayim Nahman Bialik
1873 – 1934

• Poet, journalist, children's writer, translator (Yiddish and

Hebrew)

• “National Poet” of Israel

• Father dies early, raised by grandfather

• Attends the Volozhin Yeshiva (age 15)

• Drifts from religious life as a young adult

• Attracted to Cultural Zionism

• Publishes first poem in 1882

• Co-publishes Sefer Ha’Aggadah in 1911

• Establishes Dvir publishing house in 1918

• 1924 moves to Palestine (Tel-Aviv)

• Gives address at opening of Hebrew University in 1925

"Through legend one
may penetrate the
Jewish nation’s living
home and behold its
inward parts."



Take Me Under Your Wing (1905)
Hayim Nahman Bialik (Translation by 
Ruth Nevo)

Take me under your wing,
be my mother, my sister.
Take my head to your breast,
my banished prayers to your nest.

One merciful twilight hour,
hear my pain, bend your head.
They say there is youth in the world.
Where has my youth fled?

Listen! another secret:
I have been seared by a flame.
They say there is love in the world.
How do we know love’s name?

I was deceived by the stars.
There was a dream; it passed.
I have nothing at all in theworld,
nothing but a vast waste.

Take me under your wing,
be my mother, my sister.
Take my head to your breast,
my banished prayers to your nest.



Alone (1902)

Hayim Nahman Bialik

Alone Wind blew, light drew them all. 
New songs revive their mornings. 
Only I, small bird, am forsaken under the Shekhinah’s wing. 

Alone. I remain alone. 
The Shekhinah’s broken wing trembled over my head. 

My heart knew hers: her fear for her only son. 

Driven from every ridge – one desolate corner left – in the House of Study
she hides in shadow, and I alone share her pain. 

Imprisoned beneath her wing my heart longed for the light. 
She buried her face on my shoulder and a tear fell on my page. 
Dumbly she clung and wept. 
Her broken wing sheltered me: “Scattered to the four winds of heaven; they are
gone, and I am alone”. 
It was an ancient lament a suppliant cry I heard
in that lost and silent weeping, and in that scalding tear.



The Sun Over the Treetops (1903)

Hayim Nahman Bialik

The sun over the treetops is no longer seen,
Come, let us go forth to greet the Sabbath Queen,
Behold her arrival, the holy, the blessed,
And with her angels of peace and of rest
Come near, come near, and here abide.
Come near, come near, O, Sabbath Bride!
Peace to you, O angels of peace.
We've welcomed the Sabbath with songs and with praise;
We go slowly homeward, our hearts full of grace.
The table is set and the candles give light,
At home every corner is shining and bright.
Sabbath is peace and rest.
Sabbath is peaceful and blest.
Come in peace, you angels of peace!



Zelda Schneurson Mishovsky
1914-1984

• Family ties to HaBaD dynasty

• Born in Russia, immigrated to Palestine with her family at age 11

• Lived with her mother for much of her life – Jerusalem, Tel-Aviv, Haifa

• Married Hayim Mishovsky at age 36

• Worked as a schoolteacher

• Began publishing poems in the 1940s, but rose to prominence after the
publication of her first collection in 1967

“There are those who think that if a person is religious, his faith is all
set (literally, “set in a box”), but they don’t understand that day by day
the believer must renew his faith.”



The Delicate Light of My Peace
Zelda (translation by David Jacobson)

A butterfly (parpar) hailing from paradise
(gan eden)

clung (davak) to the flower I planted
in autumn
letters from on high on its golden wings
signs of God (Yah).

In these signs
that before my eyes sank into space
(hallal)
fluttered (rifref) the delicate (daq) light
of my peace.



All Night I Wept
Zelda (translation by David Jacobson)

All night (kol ha’lilah) I wept
Master of the Universe (Ribono shel Olam)

perhaps there is death without
violence (alimut)
death that resembles a flower.
All night I offered my entreaties (tahanunai)
even if I am dust (afar)
may I have the tranquility (menuhah)

to look at the heights of the heavens
again and again and again
to separate (le’hipared) from their beauty.

All night (kol ha’lilah) I thought
many creatures dwell
in my aching breast
and many stories,
I must light a candle (ner)
and look (le’habit) at them
before I sleep the sleep of death (mavet).



Opening to the Bedtime Prayer (or Bedtime Sh’ma)

Praised are You, Lord our God, King of the universe, who brings sleep to my eyes, slumber to my eyelids. May it be Your
will, Lord my God and God of my ancestors, that I lie down in peace and that I arise in peace. Let my sleep be undisturbed
by troubling thoughts, bad dreams, and wicked schemes. May I have a night of tranquil slumber. May I awaken to the light
of a new day, that my eyes may behold the splendor of Your light. Praised are You, Lord whose glory gives light to the
entire world.



Everyone Has a Name
Zelda
(translation based on Marcia Falk)

Everyone has a name
given to her by God
and given to her by her parents

Everyone has a name
given to him by his stature
and the way he smiles
and given to him by his clothing

Everyone has a name
given to them by the mountains
and given to them by their walls

Everyone has a name
given to her by the stars
and given to her by her neighbors

Everyone has a name
given to him by his sins
and given to him by his longing

Everyone has a name
given to them by their enemies
and given to them by their love

Everyone has a name
given to her by her feasts
and given to her by her work

Everyone has a name
given to him by the seasons
and given to him by his blindness

Everyone has a name
given to them by the sea
and given to them by their death.



Yehuda Amichai
1924-2000

• Born in Germany, German name – Ludwig Pfeuffer
• Orthodox home
• Emigrated to Palestine with his family at age 12
• Fought in Palmach, British Forces, IDF
• Attended David Yellen Teacher’s College and Hebrew University
• Taught secondary school
• Changed his name to Amichai (“My people lives) c. 1946
• First published poetry collection – 1955
• First novel – 1963
• Extensive use of biblical and liturgical language and motifs
• “Secular Psalmist”
• Work translated into 40+ languages – “The most widely translated
Hebrew poet since King David” (Robert Alter)

• Winner of major literary prizes in Israel and abroad

“Amichai's poems are easy on the surface and yet profound: humorous,
ironic and yet full of passion, secular but God-engaged, allusive but
accessible, charged with metaphor and yet remarkably concrete.”
-Jonathan Wilson, New York Times



El Malei Rahamim
Yehuda Amichai (translation based on David Jacobson)

God full of mercy (El malei rahamim),
If (il’malei) God were not so full of mercy,
there’d be mercy in the world, not just in Him.

I, who picked flowers on mountains
and looked out onto all the valleys,
I, who brought corpses down from the hills (g’viot min ha’g’vaot)
can say for sure the world is empty of mercy.

I, who was king (melekh) of salt (melah) by the sea,
who stood undecided by my window,
who counted steps of angels,
whose heart lifted weights of pain
In the awful contests.
I, who use only a small portion
of the words in the dictionary.

I, who must solve riddles against my will,
know that if God were not so full of mercy (il’malei ha’el m’lei rahamim)

there’d be mercy in the world,
not just in Him.



My Father, My King (Avi, Malki)
Yehuda Amichai (translation by David Jacobson)

My father, my King, baseless love and baseless hatred (hinam) 

have made my face like the surface of this arid (harevah) land.

The years have turned me into a taster of pain.

Like a wine taster I can distinguish
between different kinds of silence,
I know what has died (mah met). And who (mi). 

My Father, my King, make it so my face is not torn apart
by laughter or crying. 

My father, my King, make it so that whatever happens to me
between desire and sadness
will not afflict me; and that all things
I do against my will (retzoni),
seem (ye’ra’u) to be according to my will. And my will like flowers.  


