Beloved Land...

Alongside the songs of yearning for Zion compiled by generations of exiles, we have the

poetry of other generations, those who fulfilled the dream. They stand before exposed hills,

huge building projects and glorious vistas, while the wretchedness of development towns

arouses their pity and compassion.

The poems in this collection praise but sometimes condemn the Zionist endeavor. With a

clear and unerring eye they focus on the reality of our lives, at one and the same time loving

and rebuking, while conveying some of the colors and sights of the Land
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Song of the Land
Asher Reich
High from a penthouse you can’t see

The beauty of the land for which we were killed.

Standing upright | bless this ground
I live on her clods of earth, | am lengthened in the abundance of her shadows

This thrilling earth for which 1 am a living wall

A walkway and a canopy over her, my life is bound up with her
Every breath is for her. This is the earth upon which
I shed my blood, treading out my days in silence

Anointing her with the splendor of my seed after me. Earth.

Upon which | tread

And silence the pain of her wounds, cavity by cavity.
This is the land where | am a remnant and a refugee
Living in desolation above her, gradually fading

The heavens are the heavens of the Lord.
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Sderot
Shimon Adaf

It took me twenty years to love

This hole in the middle of nownhere.

The cotton bolls spread a white flame

And a breeze disturbed the cypresses,

Until for the first time, clear eyed,

| saw

The artless houses under their roof of clouds,

Until | heard

The wondrous bustle of the street.

The last whisper emitted by waves of asphalt
Mingled

With the sound of evening slamming onto the earth,
Like the sound of a forgotten and betrayed woman,
When he told the truth that she tried

To hide from herself.

Tens of years of erosion

Have taught the children to caress the water with stone,

To float paper boats in the puddles, in absurd hope.

The circus-like passage of young girls bloomed in the flick of a skirt
While the crowd pierced with their eyes.

Only loveless places merit total love.
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A Galilee Summer

Natan Yonatan

Hedgerows of prickly pears rise dustily as you approach Peki’in,
Dark hedges of tobacco leaves line the ascent to Horfish

Garlands of browning figs on the roofs of

Gush Halav, the sanctified raspberry on the slopes of Tarshish
Between the wadis, the oaks, the thistles and the thorns.

Our legs draw us eastwards, our hearts, to the west. It is summer

In the Galilee — ah, what a summer! What did you see, my love
With your bird’s eye view that | did not? Such beauty that my tears
Stop in my throat — igniting sparks of laughter

In your eyes. Time that fills me with

The smoke of memory, like an oafish Sisyphus rolling

The rocks of the past down into a web

Fills you with honey from figs, scents of tobacco and red raspberries.
This was but a single Galilee summer, but my God,

For me it still continues, it will endure forever.
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Meir Park

Natan Alterman

If we deserve it and swift time
Doesn’t suddenly tell us: Stop!
We’ll yet stroll, my friend,
Along the paths of Meir’s park,
Leaning on sticks, at eventide.

We’ll walk between green trees
Agitating the Tel Aviv sparrows.
Our beards will be long,

And oh! our bones will speak.

Oh! Our bones will speak, my brother
And tell of groaning old age

Where, despite sadness and weeping,
There is also contentment.

The trees overhead will sway

[lluminated with the glow of twilight.

We knew them when they were still saplings
Now they reach the skies.

We knew them when they were merely a proposal

In a hotly debated budget discussion.

We knew them when they were no more than a speech,
A lecture about the development program. ..

Look at them now, in the glory of their stature
Surrounding us with noise and trembling.

The years that elevated them

Are the same years that bowed us down.

So let us sit, my rusty friend,

On a crumbling bench, as old as we.

While a lively bird from the Lod district

Hops and chirps at our feet.

It was an abstract wish

Now bursting into reality...

It was one item on the agenda
That has definitely been fulfilled.



Natan Alterman

If we deserve it and swift time
Doesn’t suddenly tell us: Stop!
We’ll yet stroll, my friend,
Along the paths of Meir’s park,

Leaning on sticks, at eventide.

We’ll walk between green trees
Agitating the Tel Aviv sparrows.
Our beards will be long,

And oh! our bones will speak.

Oh! Our bones will speak, my brother
And tell of groaning old age
Where, despite sadness and weeping,

There is also contentment.

The trees overhead will sway

[lluminated with the glow of twilight.

We knew them when they were still saplings
Now they reach the skies.

We knew them when they were merely a proposal
in a hotly debated budget discussion.
We knew them when they were no more than a speech,

A lecture about the development program...

Look at them now, in the glory of their stature
Surrounding us with noise and trembling.

The years that elevated them
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Are the same years that bowed us down.
So let us sit, my rusty friend,

On a crumbling bench, as old as we.
While a lively bird from the Lod district

Hops and chirps at our feet.

It was an abstract wish

Now bursting into reality...

It was one item on the agenda
That has definitely been fulfilled.
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Kvutzat Geva turns 60

Didi Menussi

Someone has painted the top of the Gilboa
In red

A rooster in the henhouse

Has announced the dawn

Sixty years old, she opens her eyes
And slips on her shoes

It’s a special day

It’s her day

It’s a special day
Young and new

Ironing out her wrinkles
And erasing the years

She’s real, not a symbol
Not a flag or a sign

The past is behind her
She looks to the future

She’s both grandmother and mother
Granddaughter and great-granddaughter
In short — she renews herself

Like the seasons of the year.

Summer woman, winter woman
Bosom friend and vixen

Yet underneath, deep in her heart
It’s always springtime

There her callused hand,
Tough as a tree trunk

Is soft and caressing
Endlessly gentle

Someone has painted the top of the Gilboa
In red

A rooster in the henhouse

Has announced the dawn

Sixty years old, she opens her eyes
And slips on her shoes

It’s a special day

It’s her day



Sixty years old by the calendar
But in every other sense

She’s barely sixteen

Or six years old
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To My Land
I have not sung you, my country,
Not brought glory to your name
With the great deeds of a hero
Or the spoils a battle yields.
But on the shores of the Jordan
My hands have planted a tree,
And my feet have made a pathway
Through your fields.
Modest are the gifts I bring you.
I know this, mother.
Modest, I know, the offerings
Of your daughter:
Only an outburst of song
On a day when the light flares up,
Only a silent tear

For your poverty.
© 1994, Jean Shapiro Cantu. Translation: Robert Friend
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My Heart is with your Dews, O Homeland

Esther Raab

My heart is with your dews, O Homeland,
At night on thorny fields,

To the scent of cypress and moist thistle
| spread a hidden wing.

Yours paths are soft sandy cradles
Between flattened hedges of acacias,
Like pure silk

Where | can move endlessly

A charmed, undying estate,

Whose transparent heavens rustle

Over the darkness of a frozen ocean of trees.
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What | Did Not Get From Siddurim and Machzorim
Yitzhak Shalev

What I did not get from Siddurim and Machzorim
| read from the hills.
Among the hills | utter

all my supplications and praises.

The deep ravine taught me
To cry out, as from a dungeon.
And many pure prayers

| learned from the blue sky.

| saw mountaintops engraved
With all the liturgy.

All the verses etched

In exposed, weather beaten slopes.
And all the words of anger —

In the cliffs.
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| Have No Other Home Land
Ehud Manor
Translated by: Karen Alkalay-Gut

| have no other homeland

though my earth is aflame

a word in Hebrew alone

pierces through my veins to my soul -
with aching body, with hungry heart,
Here is my home.

I will not stay silent

that the face of my land has changed

I won’t give up but keep reminding her --
singing in her ears

until she opens her eyes

| have no other country

though my land is burning

only a word in Hebrew

pierces my veins my soul -

with aching body, hungering in my heart,
this is my home.

I will not remain quiet

though the face of my land has changed
I won’t stop reminding her --

singing in her ears

until she opens her eyes

| have no other country

until she renews her days of old

until she opens her eyes

| have no other country

though my land is burning

only a word in Hebrew

pierces my veins my soul -

with aching body, hungering in my heart,
this is my home.
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