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1. On The Highway

There's a tinkling in the pasture and a whistling
And the field lies in gold till evening.

A hush of green wells,

My wide open spaces and a road.

The trees risen from the dew

Gleam like glass and metal.

| shall never stop looking, | shall never stop breathing
And | shall die and will keep going.
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2. Moon

An old sight too has its moment of birth.

A bird less sky

Strange and set apart.

Facing your window on the moonlit night stands
A city plunged in crickets' tears.

And when you see a road still watching for a wayfarer
And the moon

Is on the cypress spear,

You say: 'My God, are all these things still out there?
May one whisper them a greeting?'

From their pools the waters gaze upon us.

The tree is at rest

In a flush of catkin blossoms.

Never shall the sorrow of Your great playthings
Be plucked from me, O our God.
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3. Of All the People

When under the gallows our children cried
we did not hear the world’s wrath.

For of all the peoples you selected us

for us you loved and sanctified.

For you selected us of all the peoples

hose of France, Japan and Norway.

And when our children march to the gallows
Smart Jewish kids, they all know

that their blood does not count and say
Mom, turn your eyes the other way.

The iron devoured day and night

and the holy Christian Father in the city of Rome
Did not come out with the icons of Christ

To stand one day in a pogrom.

To stand one day, one single day
where for years like a lamb

a small

Unknown

Jewish kid

stands alone.

Great is the worry about sculptures and paintings
Lest those art treasures are destroyed in a raid

But the heads of infants, art treasures they are,

Are smashed to the walls, and crushed on the roads.
Their eyes are begging: Mom don’t look and don’t see
us lined lying in long rows on the ground.

We are famous old soldiers

only short in size, aren’t we?

They say with their eyes a few more words

“We know, God of our forefathers

that you selected us of all the kids in the world

that you loved and pampered us more than all others.

That of all the kids in the world us you selected
To be killed at the feet of your throne,



And our blood in small vases you collected
Because no one else would, only you alone.

And you smelled it like flowers

and you wiped it with your scarf

and for it you will charge both the killers
and the silence keepers.”

July 1942

Translated by Dan Ben-Amos
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4. A Response to an Italian Captain

The wind lashed the sea

And the sea lashed the ship

The task was completed

Holly Moses!

We drink to you, Captain

And lift the glass high

We'll meet again on these waters.

No Lloyds would insure your small
Secret craft

Nor the perilous struggle it wages:
But though in the ship’s log

No record be kept

We'll chart it in history pages.

This frail hidden fleet

Grey and silent of song and of story:

And many a captain, who hears of the tale
Will envy you, Captain, your glory.

The night hid the battle with wave

And with tide.

But our lads, than the storm wind were stronger.
Oh, Captain, you saw how from ship

To the shore

Each swam with a refugee on his shoulder.

A toast to the darkness that swooped
On the ship

And crouched on the long lights

That sought her:

Oh, captain, God-speed to the small,
Wooden boats.

God-speed to those ships on the water!

A toast to the lads that took up the fight
And made it their people’s Trafalgar.
They turn each frail ship to a

Mailed man-of-war;

The ship is of steel — it will conquer.



Years to come — you'll sipping

A glass of mulled wine,

Or quaffing a draught that is stronger;
Then you’ll smile smoke your pipe,

And shake your grey head,

And think of the days you were younger.

You’ll remember past deeds, and say to your friends;
“I've seen much but by Santa ‘Maria;

I'll never forget the night of the chase

When we sped towards Nahariya”.

Then we’ll tell you: “The gates of the land are open!
They are open for quite some time now, thanks God
Opened by the lads who clambered abroad

And carried ashore their precious load”

Then you’ll chuckle and whisper:

“So nothing availed: neither radar,

Nor destroyers to block our way”:

You'll curse in Italian and finish your glass

And the lights throughout the port will fade away.

That’s how it will be! So, facing the lashing wind
A toast to the danger and hard work of today
Oh, Captain, God- speed to the

Small wooden boats,

God - speed to the ships making their way.
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5. The Reprimand to Tawfik Toubi

Who had enraged the majority of the Knesset when he expressed serious accusations about the
conduct of the army when searching for infiltrators in the Galilee.

His remarks had brought upon him reprimands; among other things it was said that he should be
grateful for the privilege he was granted to be a member of the parliament and to speak up. The
vote supported Ben Gurion's suggestion to move on the agenda.

So, who is Towfik Toubi? He is a member of the Knesset,
An Arab Communist. In the Parliament

He sits there with full rights and not out of charity.
Perhaps it's time to remember this, Haverim.

He owes us no debt for greatness of soul

His position is legal

It is a commandment it is as basic as ABCC.

No! The parliament should not with waving hand
Throw a V) at him once in a while.

And it should not under any circumstances

Tel him: you are speaking freely

Because | am good, | am generous, supporter of freedom.
It is not appropriate even in a private party.

It is time to decide at last; like all other representatives
Toubi too is there by virtue of the regime.

And if this is serious, we should not hand him

A bill to be paid for the right every other day.

This is the nature of Democracy. Its squires
Should not creditors be! It is not easy

But if is not self-evident,

It will not be evident at all!

And now to the crux of the matter;

The army's "combing" hand.

Not a week goes by without one,

And every intelligent man knows: it is not a ritual
Of polite creak less bowing.

It is true we do not call our journalist to attend
As we do to photography parties

Though it may seem if we did

They wouldn't leave empty handed

11



One thing is clear:

When an MK rises

With a different image of the searching,

It is not less important than the one of the press
That praises the "collaboration of the populace"

He had fact not yet denied

He had asked for an inquiry. So what's the outcome?
NO! It is an unhealthy forest this forest of hands
That had already decreed: a slander...

The topic was removed without any debate

Is it really so empty of content?

And we comb fiercely, as we all well know

It is not so god to comb without combing your own hair.

If a Communist Arab had asked for it —it is no reason
To tear the request apart!

NO! Especially as it seems, this time

He is doing what the government had not done.
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6. The Valley Song

Rest has come to the valley

Comfort to the laborer

Pale night spreads forth

Upon the fields of the Valley of Jezreel

Dew below and moon above
From Beit Alfa to Nahalal

What, what, from night to night
Silence in the valley.

Sleep valley land of glory.

We stand guard over you.

The sea of grain sways gently
The tinkling song of the flock
This is my land and its fields;

This is the Valley of Jezreel

May my land be blessed and praised
From Beit Alfa to Nahalal.

Darkness upon Mount Gilboa,

A horse gallops from shadow to shadow
The sound of a cry flies upward

Upon the field of the Valley of Jezreel.
Who fired? And who fell there,
Between Beit Alfa and Nahalal

What, what, from night to night
Silence in the valley.

Sleep valley land of glory.

We stand guard over you.
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