"Was it only a dream…"
Was it only a dream? Was it I?
Was it I who long ago
rose with the dawn to fill the fields
by the sweat of my brow?1
Was it I who on long, sultry days
of harvesting
on a high wagon loaded with sheaves
would sing?
Was it I who bathed in the innocent blue2
—under a peaceful sky—
Of my Galilee, my own Galilee?
Was it only a dream? Was it I?
Translated by Robert Friend

[1] “By the sweat of your brow shall you eat bread till you return to the soil, for from
there were you taken, for dust you are and to dust shall you return.” (Genesis 3:19) The
phrase ‘sweat of your brow’ is from the story of Adam and Eve’s banishment from the
Garden of Eden, which may well echo the feeling of the poet being forced to leave her
beloved Sea of Galilee.
[2] The word taharti (literally, “I purified myself”) might be a comparison of bathing in the
Kineret to the ritual of submerging oneself in the mikveh (ritual bath).
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אוּלי ֹלא ָהיוּ ַה ְדּ ָב ִרים...
וְ ַ
עוֹלם,
אוּלי ֹלא ָהיוּ ַה ְדּ ָב ִרים ֵמ ָ
וְ ַ
אוּלי
ַ
עוֹלם ֹלא ִה ְשׁ ַכּ ְמ ִתּי ִעם ַשׁ ַחר ַל ָגּן,
ֵמ ָ
ת־אַפּי?
ָ
ְל ָע ְבדוֹ ְבּ ֵז ַע
יוֹק ִדים
עוֹלםְ ,בּיָ ִמים ֲא ֻר ִכּים וְ ְ
ֵמ ָ
ֶשׁל ָק ִציר,
מוּסת ֲא ֻלמּוֹת
רוֹמי ֲע ָג ָלה ֲע ַ
ִבּ ְמ ֵ
קוֹלי ְבּ ִשׁיר?
ֹלא נָ ַת ִתּי ִ
שׁוֹק ָטה
עוֹלם ֹלא ָט ַה ְר ִתּי ִבּ ְת ֵכ ֶלת ְ
ֵמ ָ
וּבתֹם
ְ
ֶשׁל ִכּנֶּ ֶרת ֶשׁ ִלּי ...הוֹיִ ,כּנֶּ ֶרת ֶשׁ ִלּי,
ֶה ָהיִ ית ,אוֹ ָח ַל ְמ ִתּי ֲחלוֹם?
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I Believe
Laugh, laugh, at my dreams,
I the dreamer now speak.
Laugh—while knowing I still believe in humanity,
Because I still believe in you.
Because my soul still thirsts for freedom
I haven’t sold out for a golden calf.
Because I will still believe in humanity,
In its spirit, its powerful, empowerment.
That spirit will pulverize binding chains
It will raise us up, with heads held high
No worker will die of hunger
Souls will be nourished with freedom, the poor people with bread.
Laugh, but know I also believe in friendship
I’ll believe—I will still find a heart
A heart of my hopes, and of another’s hopes,
That will feel joy, and understand anguish.
I will also believe in the future
Even if redemption day seems far away
But when it does come, it will bring peace
And a blessing from nation to nation.
Then, my people will also flourish
And in the land a new generation will arise
One that shakes off its iron shackles.
And eye after eye will see light.
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ֲאנִ י ַמ ֲא ִמין
ַשׂ ֲח ִקיַ ,שׂ ֲח ִקי ַעל ַה ֲחלוֹמוֹת,
חוֹלם ָשׂח.
זוּ ֲאנִ י ַה ֵ
אַא ִמין,
אָדם ֲ
ַשׂ ֲח ִקי ִכּי ָב ָ
עוֹדנִּ י ַמ ֲא ִמין ָבְּך.
ִכּי ֶ
שׁוֹא ֶפת
ֶ
ִכּי עוֹד נַ ְפ ִשׁי ְדּרוֹר
ל־פּז,
יה ְל ֵע ֶג ָ
ֹלא ְמ ַכ ְר ִתּ ָ
אָדם,
אַא ִמין ַגּם ָבּ ָ
ִכּי עוֹד ֲ
רוּח ָעז.
ַגּם ְבּרוּחוַֹ ,
י־ה ֶבל,
רוּחוֹ יַ ְשׁ ִליְך ַכּ ְב ֵל ֶ
י־על;
רוֹמ ֶמנּוּ ָבּ ֳמ ֵת ָ
יְ ְ
ֹלא ָבּ ָר ָעב יָ מוּת ע ֵֹבד,
ְדּרוֹר – ַלנֶּ ֶפשַׁ ,פּת – ַל ָדּל.
אַא ִמין,
ַשׂ ֲח ִקי ִכּי ַגּם ְבּ ֵרעוּת ֲ
אַא ִמיןִ ,כּי עוֹד ֶא ְמ ָצא ֵלב,
ֲ
וֹתיו,
וֹתי ַגּם ִתּ ְק ָ
ֵלב ִתּ ְק ַ
יָ חוּשׁ א ֶֹשׁר ,יָ ִבין ְכּ ֵאב.
אַא ִמינָ ה ַגּם ֶבּ ָע ִתיד,
ֲ
אַף ִאם יִ ְר ַחק ֶזה ַהיּוֹם,
אְַך בּוֹא יָ בוֹא – יִ ְשׂאוּ ָשׁלוֹם
וּב ָר ָכה ְלאֹם ִמ ְלּאֹם.
אָז ְ
יָ שׁוּב יִ ְפ ַרח אָז ַגּם ַע ִמּי,
אָרץ יָ קוּם דּוֹר,
וּב ֶ
ָ
יוּסר ֶמנּוּ,
ל־כּ ָב ָליו ַ
ַבּ ְר ֶז ְ
ן־בּ ַעיִ ן יִ ְר ֶאה אוֹר.
ַעיִ ְ
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