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[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). 

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

"Was it only a dream…"
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ְואּוַלי ֹלא ָהיּו ַהְּדָבִרים ֵמעֹוָלם,

אּוַלי

ֵמעֹוָלם ֹלא ִהְׁשַּכְמִּתי ִעם ַׁשַחר ַלָּגן,

ְלָעְבדֹו ְּבֵזַעת־ַאָּפי?

 

ֵמעֹוָלם, ְּבָיִמים ֲאֻרִּכים ְויֹוְקִדים

ֶׁשל ָקִציר,

ִּבְמרֹוֵמי ֲעָגָלה ֲעמּוַסת ֲאֻלּמֹות

ֹלא ָנַתִּתי קֹוִלי ְּבִׁשיר?

 

ֵמעֹוָלם ֹלא ָטַהְרִּתי ִּבְתֵכֶלת ׁשֹוְקָטה

ּוְבֹתם

ֶׁשל ִּכֶּנֶרת ֶׁשִּלי... הֹוי, ִּכֶּנֶרת ֶׁשִּלי,

ֶהָהִיית, אֹו ָחַלְמִּתי ֲחלֹום?

ְואּוַלי ֹלא ָהיּו ַהְּדָבִרים...
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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.

I Believe
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ַׂשֲחִקי, ַׂשֲחִקי ַעל ַהֲחלֹומֹות,

זּו ֲאִני ַהחֹוֵלם ָׂשח.

ַׂשֲחִקי ִּכי ָבָאָדם ַאֲאִמין,

ִּכי עֹוֶדִּני ַמֲאִמין ָּבְך.

ִּכי עֹוד ַנְפִׁשי ְּדרֹור ׁשֹוֶאֶפת

ֹלא ְמַכְרִּתיָה ְלֵעֶגל־ָּפז,

ִּכי עֹוד ַאֲאִמין ַּגם ָּבָאָדם,

ַּגם ְּברּוחֹו, רּוַח ָעז.

רּוחֹו ַיְׁשִליְך ַּכְבֵלי־ֶהֶבל,

ְירֹוְמֶמּנּו ָּבֳמֵתי־ָעל;

ֹלא ָּבָרָעב ָימּות ֹעֵבד,

ְּדרֹור – ַלֶּנֶפׁש, ַּפת – ַלָּדל.

ַׂשֲחִקי ִּכי ַּגם ְּבֵרעּות ַאֲאִמין,

ַאֲאִמין, ִּכי עֹוד ֶאְמָצא ֵלב,

ֵלב ִּתְקֹוַתי ַּגם ִּתְקֹוָתיו,

ָיחּוׁש ֹאֶׁשר, ָיִבין ְּכֵאב.

ַאֲאִמיָנה ַּגם ֶּבָעִתיד,

ַאף ִאם ִיְרַחק ֶזה ַהּיֹום,

ַאְך ּבֹוא ָיבֹוא – ִיְׂשאּו ָׁשלֹום

ָאז ּוְבָרָכה ְלֹאם ִמְּלֹאם.

ָיׁשּוב ִיְפַרח ָאז ַּגם ַעִּמי,

ּוָבָאֶרץ ָיקּום ּדֹור,

ַּבְרֶזל־ְּכָבָליו יּוַסר ֶמּנּו,

ַעִין־ְּבַעִין ִיְרֶאה אֹור.

ֲאִני ַמֲאִמין


