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YEHUDA  HALEVI, who lived more than 900 years ago, was arguably the greatest poet 
Judaism has produced, and one of the world’s great poets. Nextbook Press is pleased 
to make available this collection of 35 poems by Halevi in their original Hebrew, 
alongside masterful translations by renowned essayist, critic, and translator Hillel 
Halkin. Each poem has been annotated by Halkin to offer brief commentary and 
context for a poet who could be intensely erotic, confessional, spiritual, and liturgical, 
often at the same time. 
  This collection of poems is a companion volume to Yehuda Halevi, the magiste-
rial biography written by Halkin and published by Nextbook/Schocken Books in 
2010. In that book, Halkin tells one of the greatest romantic stories in all of Jewish 
history. Halevi was born in Spain at the height of its Golden Age, but though he was 
celebrated as a master of the poetic forms of this most poetic era, enjoying wealth and 
fame as a poet, physician, and sage, in 1140, then in his late sixties, he turned his back 
on Spain and sailed for Crusader-ruled Palestine.
   For hundreds of years, legend had it that Halevi was killed by a Muslim horse-
man at the gates of Jerusalem. Although even today it is not clear how much truth 
there is in this, modern scholarship has revealed that he did die in the land of Israel 
within several months of arriving there. Halkin traces the overlapping strands of 
myth and history, the secular and the sacred, the rootedness of Spain and the un-
quenchable longing for the land of Israel that Halevi braided into his poetry, and that 
Judaism braided into its legend of the poet. We hope readers of this volume will want 
to turn to Halkin’s Yehuda Halevi for a full portrait of the man and his world and its 
meaning. But we are extremely pleased to give readers a chance to encounter Halevi 
purely as a poet, both in the original Hebrew and in the English of a master translator.

Foreword
Jonathan Rosen
Editorial Director

Nextbook, Inc.

http://nextbookpress.com/books/214/yehuda-halevi/
http://nextbookpress.com/books/214/yehuda-halevi/
philidor
Underline
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THE  ENGLISH  TRANSLATIONS of the 35 poems posted below all appear as part of my 
biography of Yehuda Halevi published by Schocken Books and Nextbook in 2010. In 
preparing the book for publication, I had wanted to include the original poems in an 
appendix, so that readers with some knowledge of Hebrew could read them with the 
help of the English and have a better idea of both what Yehuda Halevi and I had done. 
Unfortunately, this proved impractical. I am therefore grateful to Nextbook for mak-
ing possible on the Internet what could not be done in print.
  A few, brief words on technical matters for those who are interested:
  Translating Hispano-Hebrew poetry into English is in some respects a more dif-
ficult task than translating French, German, or Russian poetry. This is because, of its 
two main formal characteristics, Arabic-style mono-rhyme and Arabic-style quantita-
tive meter, the first is rarely reproducible in English and the second never is.
  Mono-rhyme—the repetition of a single rhyming syllable throughout a poem, no 
matter how long it is—is possible in Hebrew and Arabic because both languages have 
numerous stressed grammatical suffixes that can be rhymed line after line. An example 
of this is Poem 10, “A Lament For Moshe ibn Ezra,” in which the last word of every one 
of the poem’s 34 Hebrew lines has the masculine plural ending –im. (A line in most 
Hispano-Hebrew poems was a distich numbering between 20 and 30 syllables and  
divided into two equal hemistichs. Because the Hebrew texts in this selection were 
taken from different anthologies, some poems appear with longer, distich-length lines 
and some with the shorter, hemistich-length ones into which their editors divided 
them.)  In English, on the other hand, grammatical suffixes like “–s,” “–ing,” and “–ed” 
are unstressed and do not rhyme. 
  To be sure, Arabic-style mono-rhyming in Hebrew is not so easy, either, since the 
initial consonant of the rhyming syllable must repeat itself, too; thus, in “A Lament For 
Moshe ibn Ezra,” each line ends in –mim and Halevi had to restrict himself to plurals 
of nouns, verbs, and adjectives having the final Hebrew letter mem. Yet Hebrew has 
large inventories of such words, whereas a mono-rhymed 34-line poem in English is all 
but unimaginable. 
  Although such a rhyme scheme in a Hispano-Hebrew poem, especially a long 
one, may seem monotonous to our ears, its purpose is not the same as that of European 
rhyme. Rather than create a varied pattern of sameness-within-difference that links 
certain lines while separating them from others (as in a sonnet, for instance), it func-
tions like a repetitive drum beat or plucked chord, regularly marking the point where 
one musical phrase ends and the next begins. Nor is the English translator completely 
helpless in the face of it. He can rhyme in some places and not others, or resort to long 
strings of slant-rhymes or unstressed English suffixes that do not rhyme. In different 
translations, I have tried all of these methods. 
  As for Arabic quantitative meter, it depends on a regular alteration of long and 
short syllables, the distinction between which is intrinsic to Arabic phonetics and 
grammar. In point of fact, not only English, but Hebrew as well, recognizes no such 
distinction. Yet in Hispano-Hebrew poetry, starting with the mid-10th century, vow-
els came to be arbitrarily defined as long or short to adapt them to the Arabic system. 
The shva na, h.ataf patah. , h.ataf kamatz, and h.ataf segol, and sometimes the conjunctive 
shuruk, were treated as short; all other vowels, as long. Apart from liturgical verse, 
most Hispano-Hebrew poems of Halevi's age were composed according to this system, 
which no English translation can convey.
  Here, too, however, the English translator is not without recourses. Since, for 
grammatical reasons, Hispano-Hebrew’s “short” syllables are all unstressed, Arabic-
style quantitative meter in Hebrew tends to result in regular patterns of stressed and 
unstressed syllables like those found in English poetry, so that a line of Yehuda Halevi’s 
read aloud is not very different in its metrical effect from, say, a line of John Donne’s. 
In translating Halevi’s poetry, therefore, I have generally fallen back on the common 
English meters. These do not necessarily have the same stressed/unstressed sequences 
as does Halevi’s Hebrew, and I often chose them on the basis of the first line or two of 
a translation to come to mind, instinctively following my ear without noticing where 
it was leading me—but this, after all, is how a great deal of metrical poetry gets writ-
ten. Because medieval Hebrew is a more highly inflected and compact language than 
English, I also usually turned the hemistiches of Halevi’s Hebrew into separate lines of 
English. In some cases, I broke Halevi’s verse into separate stanzas in places where he 
did not have them.  
  Hispano-Hebrew poets did not punctuate their work; all the punctuation marks 
in this selection of poems have been added for intelligibility either by myself or by 
other anthologists.  Nor did the poets of Halevi’s time give titles to their poems, which 
were known to their readers and to posterity by their first words or line. In some cases, 
I have followed this practice in English. In others, I have given poems titles of my own.
  In short, in translating these poems I have not followed any one strategy. Each 
poem was a challenge in its own right and I sometimes responded to similar challenges 
in different ways. Like all Hispano-Hebrew poets, Halevi was extremely fond of puns, 
complicated wordplay, and alliteration, and I have sought to represent these aspects of 
his verse, too—although, again, not always on a direct basis: an alliterative cluster of 
words in one of his lines may have been transferred by me to another, a play on words 
that I could not capture where it occurred may have had a different one substituted for 
it further on.  
  Like all great poets, Yehuda Halevi is translatable, but like all great poets, too, he 
is a greater poet in his own language. I hope the 35 poems appearing below in Hebrew 
and English will convince the reader of both these truths. 

Introduction
Hillel Halkin

Translator & Annotator
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ְּב� ָאִעיר ְזִמרֹות
The Poet Thanks an Admirer for a Jug of Wine 

I shall sing your praise all my days
For the nectar you sent for my lips. 
Brother Jug joins in my lays,
And from him I won’t cease my sips

Even though all my friends say, “Come, come!
How much longer will you play the rake?” 

“What?” I’ll reply. “I have Gilead’s balm
And shan’t drink to cure every ache? 

“I’m too young to put down the cup
I’ve only begun to pick up. To and for 
What end should I stop
When my years are not yet two and four?”

Although not necessarily the earliest 
poem of Halevi’s to have come down 
to us, this is the earliest that is datable, 
written, as its last, punning stanza in-
forms us, when the poet was not yet 24. 
(In Hebrew, the pun is on the word kad, 
“jug,” whose two letters kaf and dalet 
have the numerical value of 20 and four.) 
This does not, of course, mean that he 
was 23, as he could have been quite a 
few years younger. In any event, he was 
sitting, so it would seem, in a tavern 
with friends when an admirer sent over 
a jug of wine, to which he replied with 
some improvised verse.
 “The Poet Thanks an Admirer” is writ-
ten in five mono-rhymed distichs, each 
composed of two 11-syllable hemistichs. 
Its meter, known in Hebrew as the 
m’rubeh, is short-long-long-long, short-
long-long-long, short-long-long. As was 
customary in mono-rhymed poems, the 
rhyming syllable is introduced by the in-
ternal rhyme of y’motai and s’fatai in the 
first distich. The poem’s 10 hemistichs 
have been rearranged in my translation 
as the 12 lines of three predominantly 
anapestic, ABAB-rhymed English qua-
trains.

ְּב�	ָאִעיר	ְזִמרֹות	ָּכל	ְימֹוַתי	ּוַבְעִסיְס�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָמצּו	ְׂשָפָתי,
ְוָאִחי	ֶאְקְרָאה	ֶאל	ַּכד	ְׁשַלְחּתֹו	ּוִמִּפיו	ֶאְטֲעָמה	טּוב	ִמְגְּדנֹוָתי,

ֲעֵדי	ֵרַעי	ֲחָׁשבּוִני	ְלסֹוֵבא	ְוֵעֶקב	זֹאת	ְׁשֵאלּוִני	“ְלָמַתי?”
ֲעִניִתים,	“ֵאי�	ְצִרי	ִגְלָעד	ְלֶנְגִּדי–	ְו�א	ֶאְׁשֶּתה	ְלַרֵּפא	ַמֲחלֹוָתי?
ד	ְׁשנֹוַתי!” ְוֵאיָכה	ֶאְמֲאָסה	ַבַכד	ֲעֶדָנה–	ְועֹוד	�א	ָנְגעּו	ַעד	ַּכ“



I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

As an aspiring young poet, Yehuda 
Halevi left the Christian north of Spain 
in which he was born for the Muslim 
south, with its more lively and sophis-
ticated literary culture. There, in Anda-
lusia, the great Hispano-Hebrew poet 
and critic Moshe ibn Ezra (1055–1135) 
was his first and most important literary 
patron. Ibn Ezra belonged to a wealthy 
and prominent family in Granada, but 
following the Almoravid conquest of 
that city in 1090, which took place 
when Halevi was in his teens, he was 
driven into exile in northern Spain. In 
this poem of farewell, Halevi calls him 
“Beacon of the West” because Andalusia 
was at the western end of the medieval 
Muslim world. To reach Christian terri-
tory, Ibn Ezra would have had to cross 
its high mountains to the Castilian pla-
teau. These are refigured in the poem 
as Mount Hermon, the Land of Israel’s 
tallest peak, and lowly Mount Gilboa, 
cursed with barrenness by the biblical 
David, the two symbolizing the more 
cultivated Spanish south and the less 
lettered north.   
 Like “The Poet Thanks an Admirer,” 
“To Moshe ibn Ezra” consists of five 
distichs, which have the mono-rhyme 
of –o’a. Its meter, known as the shalem, 
is long-long-short-long, long-long-short-
long. long-long-long. The m’rubeh and 
the shalem were the two meters most 
favored by Halevi, who wrote a high per-
centage of his poems in them. The meter 
of the translation is that old English 
mainstay, iambic pentameter, and I have 
used similarly ending half-rhymes (“rest,” 
“last,” “crossed,” “against,” “West,” “cast”) 
in six of the translation’s ten lines.

R 2 S

ֵאי� ַאֲחֶרי� ֶאְמְצָאה ַמְרּגֹוַע?
 To Moshe ibn Ezra, On His Leaving Andalusia 

Where, now that you are gone, will I find rest?
When you departed, with you went all hearts, 
And had they not believed you would return,
The day you left them would have been their last.
Be my witnesses, wild mountains that you crossed,
That heaven’s rains are scant when set against
My wealth of tears. Beacon of the West, 
Be again our seal and coat-of-arms!
What will you do, O peerless tongue, among the dumb,
Like Hermon’s dew on bare Gilboa cast?

ֵאי�	ַאֲחֶרי�	ֶאְמְצָאה	ַמְרּגֹוַע?
ָּתַנע	ְוַהֵּלב	ִעְּמ�	ִיּנֹוַע.

לּוֵלי	ְלָבבֹות	ִיֲחלּו	יֹום	ׁשּוְב�
ָאז	יֹום	ְּפִריָדה	ַּתְמנּו	ִלְג�ַע.

ֵהן	ַהְרֵרי	ֶבֶתר	ְיִעידון	ִּכי	ְמַטר
ַׁשַחק	ְמאֹד	ִּכיַלי	ְוִדְמִעי	ׁשֹוַע.

ֵנר	ַמֲעָרִבי	ׁשּוב	ְלַמְעָרָב�,	ֶהֵיה
חֹוָתם	ֲעֵלי	ָכל	ֵלב	ְוָכל	ֶאְזרֹוַע!

ָׂשָפה	ְברּוָרה,	ַמה	ְל�	ֶאל	ִעְּלִגים,
אֹו	ַמה	ְלַטל	ֶחְרמֹון	ֱאֵלי	ִגְלּבֹוַע?
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The earth’s an infant, sucking at the breast 
Of winter’s showers, the clouds her wet nurse—
Or better yet, a maiden, long kept indoors by cold,
Who longed for love. Now, the warm days here,
Her pining heart is healed. Coquettishly, 
She stepped outside today in a new dress, 
White-trimmed with gold embroidery,
Long skirt spread wide. Yet every day
She wears a different pattern of wild flowers: 
Now pink, now turquoise, now a pearly pale,
Now blushing red as though kissed by a lover. 
So glorious a garland must have been
Stolen by her from the stars in heaven!

Come, then, let us picnic on her greensward 
With the passionate daughters of the vine!
(Chilly to the touch, they’re inward fire,
Hot with sunshine hoarded in a pot 
And poured from there into the finest crystal.)
We’ll greet the dawn in a tree-shaded park,
Whose boughs weep softly from a last 
 spring rain,
As through her tears she smiles and wipes away
The drops that fall like beads of glass unstrung,
Rejoicing with the vine’s juice and the jays
And murmuring doves, and fluttering gaily, 
Like a dancing girl, behind a veil of leaves. 

I fain would rise at such a sunrise to a breeze
That brings embraces from a dearest friend!
Let it play around the myrtle’s branches
And bear their scent to cherished hearts afar 
While palm trees clap their hands at the 
 birds’ song,
So that they wave and bow to Yitzhak,                                        
Whose name means laughter and with whom 
 all laugh.

“It is a godly jest,” the whole world says, 
“To put the All in thrall to just one man!”
And I reply: Refute me if you can,
But Yitzhak’s glory cannot be denied.
Although no ordinary grandee is all good
Without a modicum of bad, in him
Not a smatter of the latter’s to be had. 
My ears are gladdened when, thinking of him,
I hear his name; think then how seeing him
Would double and redouble my acclaim!

For you, Don Isaac, my voice flows in pure verse,
The pursuance of your praises my life’s pledge.
Yet how win the race to add to these
When you are surrounded by such honors? 
All the virtues have pitched camp in you, 
And your wisdom rallies their joint forces;
Drinking deeply from discernment’s sources,
You plumb the mysteries of things unseen,
Whose knowledge nests and frolics in your being.
Go forth and multiply, and give your progeny
The spirit of your generosity,
And may their sons and son’s sons have more sons
On whom God’s grace rains down its benisons!

R 3 S

ֶאֶרץ ְּכַיְלָּדה ָהְיָתה יֹוֶנֶקת
To Yitzhak ibn el-Yatom 

ֶאֶרץ	ְּכַיְלָּדה	ָהְיָתה	יֹוֶנֶקת
ִּגְׁשֵמי	ְסָתו	ֶאְתמֹול	ְוָעב	ֵמיֶנֶקת,
לּוָאה	ַבְּסָתו, אֹו	ָהְיָתה	ַכָּלה	ְכּ

ַנְפַׁשּה	ְלִעּתֹות	ַאֲהָבה	ׁשֹוֶקֶקת,
ָחְׁשָקה	ְלֵעת	ּדֹוִדים	ֲעֵדי	ָנַגע	ְזַמן

ַקִיץ	ּובֹו	ִנְרָּפא	ְלַבב	חֶֹׁשֶקת.
ִּבְלבּוׁש	ֲערּוַגת	ָּפז	ְוִרְקַמת	ֵׁשׁש	ְּכַבת

ְלבּוׁש	ּוִמְתַּפֶּנֶקת, ִמְתַעְּנָגה	ִבּ
ָּכל	יֹום	ֲחִליפֹות	ָהְרָקמֹות	ַּתֲחִליף

ּוְלָכל	ְסִביֶביָה	ְּכסּות	חֶֹלֶקת.
ִמּיֹום	ְליֹום	ֵעיֵני	ְצָמִחים	ַּתֲהפֹ�,
ֵעין	ַּדר	ְלֵעין	אֶֹדם	ְוֵעין	ָּבֶרֶקת,

ַּתְלִּבין	ְותֹוִריק	ֵעת	ְוַגם	ֵעת	ַּתֲאִּדים
ִּתְמִׁשיל	ְצִבָּיה	אֲֹהָבּה	נֶֹׁשֶקת.
ָיפּו	ְפָרֶחיָה	ְמאֹד	ַעד	ֶאֱחׁשֹוב
ִּכי	כֹוְכֵבי	ֵאל	ָהְיָתה	עֶֹׁשֶקת.

ַּפְרֵּדס	ְׁשָלֶחיָה	ְׁשַחְרנּוהּו	ְּבַבת
ֶּגֶפן	ְּבִרְׁשֵּפי	ַאֲהָבה	ַהִנֶּׁשֶקת,

ָקָרה	ְּכקֹר	ֶׁשֶלג	ְּבַיד	ּתְֹפָׂשּה	ֲאָבל
ֵּבינֹות	ְקָרָביו	ִהיא	ְכֵאׁש	ּדֹוֶלֶקת.
ִמּתֹו�	ְּכִלי	ֶחֶרׂש	ְּכֶחֶרס	ַּתֲעֶלה
ַנִּגיׁש	ְּכֵלי	ׁשַֹהם	ְוִהיא	מּוֶצֶקת,

ָּבּה	ַנֲה��	ַּתַחת	ְצָלִלים	ַעל	ְסִביב
ַּגָּנּה	ְלִבְכַית	ָהְרִביב	ׂשֶֹחֶקת.

ִּתְׂשַמח	ְוִדְמַעת	ָעב	ְּבָפֶניָה	ְרִסיס
ִּכְזרֹק	ְּבדֹוַלח	ֵמֲעָנק	זֹוֶרֶקת;

ָּתִׂשיׂש	ֲעֵלי	קֹול	ִסיס	ְּכַעל	ָעִסיס	ְוקֹול
יֹוָנה	ְמַנֶהֶגת	ְוסֹוד	ַמְמֶּתֶקת;

ָּתרֹן	ְּבַעד	ָעֶלה	ְּכרֹן	ַעְלָמה	ְּבַעד
ָמָס�	ְורֶֹקֶדת	ּוִמְׁשַּתְקֶׁשֶקת.

ַנְפִׁשי	ְלרּוַח	ַהְּׁשָחִרים	ִׁשֲחָרה
ִּכי	ָבּה	ְלֵריַח	ַהְיִדיד	חֶֹבֶקת.
רּוַח	ְמַׂשֶחֶקת	ְוָתִניף	ַהֲהַדס

ֵריחֹו	ְלחְֹׁשִקים	ָרֲחקּו	ַמְרֶחֶקת,
ּוְסִעיף	ֲהַדס	ִיְגֶאה	ְוִיָּכֵפל	ְוַכף
ָּתָמר	ְּברֹן	ִצּפֹור	ְלַכף	סֹוֶפֶקת,
ִמְתנֹוְפָפה	ִמְׁשַּתֲחָוה	ֶנֶגד	ְּפֵני
ִיְצָחק	ְוֵתֵבל	ִעם	ְׁשמֹו	צֶֹחֶקת.

תֹאַמר,	“ֲה�א	ָעָׂשה	ֱאלהִֹים	ִלי	ְצחֹוק
ִּכי	ַבֲעבֹת	ִיְצָחק	ֲאִני	ֻמְחֶזֶקת!”

אַֹמר:	ְוֵאין	ֵמִׁשיב	ֲאָמַרי	ַעל	ְׁשַבח
הֹודֹו	ְואֶֹזן	ָׁשְמָעה	ַמְצֶּדֶקת.

ֵׁשם	ָּכל	ְנִדיִבים	ֶנֱחַלק	ֶאל	טֹוב	ְוַרע–
ָאֵכן	ְׁשמֹו	ַרק	טֹוב	ְּבִלי	ַמְחֶלֶקת!
ַמה	ָנֲעָמה	ָאְזִני	ְבִׁשְמעֹו	ַּכֲאֶׁשר

ַנְפִׁשי	ְבִזְכרֹו	ָהְיָתה	עֹוֶסֶקת,
ֲחזֹוָתּה	ֶאת	ְּדמּותֹו	ָיְסָפה ַא�	ַבּ
ֶׁשַבח	ְוִכְפַלִים	ְלִׁשיר	ַמְעֶּתֶקת!
ָּב�	ַהְּגִביר	ִיְצָחק	ְלׁשֹוִני	ַתֲעֶנה

ַצחֹות	ְוִׁשיר	ַּתְחִּביר	ְו�א	ַמְפֶסֶקת,
ִּכי	ֶאְכְרָתה	ִעָּמ�	ְיֵמי	ַחַּיי	ְּבִרית

ִמַּמֲהָלְל�	ַּבל	ְּתִהי	ׁשֶֹתֶקת.
ַמה	זֹאת	ֲאַקֵּדם	ִמְּׁשָבֶחי�	ְוֵהן

ַנְפָׁש�	ְבָכל	ִמיֵני	ְיָקר	ֻמְדֶּבֶקת?
ָּב�	ַהְּנִדיבֹות	ָאֳהֵליֶהם	ָּתְקעּו
ּוְל�	ְּתבּוָנה	ַמֲחֶנה	ַמְזֶעֶקת.

ַנְפָׁש�	ְּבדֹוֵדי	ַהְּתבּוָנה	ָרְוָתה
ּוְלַתֲעֻלָמה	ַאֲחִרית	ּבֹוֶדֶקת,

ִּכי	ָמְצָאה	ֵקן	ָלּה	ְּבִלָּב�	ַוְּתִהי
ִמְׁשַּתְעְׁשָעה	ִעָּמ�	ּוִמְתַרֶּפֶקת.
ָלֵכן	ְּפֵרה	ּוְרֵבה	ְוַהְנֵחל	ַזְרֲע�
רּוַח	ְנִדיָבה	ָל�	ְוָיד	ַמְעֶנֶקת,
ּוְרֵאה	ְבֵני	ָבִנים	ְלָבֶני�	ְוָעב
ֶחֶסד	ֲעֵליֶהם	ִּתְהֶיה	יֹוֶצֶקת.

A wealthy Andalusian Jew, Yitzhak ibn 
el-Yatom was a patron of Yehuda  
Halevi’s in the period following Moshe 
ibn Ezra’s banishment from Andalusia. 
Hispano-Hebrew poets were expected 
to praise their patrons lavishly in verse, 
and not all of the flattery in this poem 
need be assumed to have been sincere. 
Yet it is marvelously well-crafted flat-
tery, written in an Arabic form known 
as the qasida, a longish poem that 
begins with a secondary theme—here, 
a description of a flower-strewn An-
dalusian spring morning into which a 
group of early-rising picnickers ventures 
with a hamper of wine. Only when this 
scene has been fully developed does 
the poet introduce his main theme, 
the extolling of “the dearest friend,” Ibn 
el-Yatom, whose first name of Yitzhak, 
like that of the biblical patriarch, means 
“he laughs.”
  The Hebrew is mono-rhymed. Apart 
from a few places, such as the poem’s 
closing lines, my translation foregoes 
rhyming.
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In addition to the financial support of 
patrons, the young Halevi made a liv-
ing by writing verse to order for occa-
sions like weddings and funerals. Only 
three distichs long, this little poem was 
composed for the tombstone of an 
unknown “grandee.” Its lovely music 
depends equally on its mono-rhyme of 
–kham and its repetition of key words 
(e.g., hafakham, r’gavim, b’tokham) at 
the end and beginning of consecutive 
lines, causing it to double back on itself 
each time that it also moves forward.

Does the tear know whose cheek it runs down,
Or the heart by whom it is turned?  
It turns to its light that is now in the ground,
And the ground knows not who has returned.
Returned is a grandee of our town, 
A man who feared God and was upright and learned.

ֲהֵיְדעּו	ַהְּדָמעֹות	ִמי	ְׁשָפָכם
ְוֵיְדעּו	ַהְּלָבבֹות	ִמי	ֲהָפָכם?

ֲהָפָכם	ּבֹוא	ְמאֹוָרם	ּתֹו�	ְרָגִבים
ְו�א	ֵיְדעּו	ְרָגִבים	ַמה	ְּבתֹוָכם.
ְּבתֹוָכם	ַׂשר	ְוָגדֹול,	ָּתם	ְוָיָׁשר,
ְיֵרא	ָהֵאל	ְוִאיש	ָנבֹון	ְוָחָכם.
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ֲהֵיְדעּו ַהְּדָמעֹות ִמי ְׁשָפָכם
Carved on a Tombstone 
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The identity of the couple whose wed-
ding Halevi celebrated in this poem 
is also unknown. Moving from initial 
humor to ultimate gravity, his poem was 
undoubtedly meant to be read aloud 
to the wedding guests. For all its light 
touch, its final declaration that every 
groom and bride are an Adam and Eve 
illuminating, however briefly, a fallen 
world with new hope is a solemn one. 
 I have translated the poem’s six dis-
tichs as English couplets, each with its 
own rhyme. 

Leave what was and what will be.
Stick to what you plainly see!
   
Every lad must hunt his lion,
And each lass should keep her eye on
 
Her young man: One look can bag him,
And a single word may snag him.

Yet when to a gem a gem engaged is,
God joins them in a rock of ages

Whose bright rays light up the dark
And of this waste make Eden’s park.

By two such souls we now stand blessed
As though by Levite and by Priest.

ֲעזֹוב	ִלְראֹות	ֲאֶׁשר	ִיְהֶיה	ְוָהָיה
ְוַקח	ָל�	ֵמֲאֶׁשר	ִּתְרֶאה	ְרִאָּיה!

ְצִבי	ָיצּוד	ְּבֵעיָניו	ָהֲאָריֹות
ְּתצּוֶדּנּו	ְבֵעיֵניָה	ְצִבָּיה,

ְּבַעִין	ִאם	ְּתִמיֶתּנּו	ְוָימּות
ְוָׂשָפה	ִאם	ְּתַחֵיהּו	ְוָחָיה.

ְׁשֵני	ַאְבֵני	ְיָקר	ֵהָּמה	ְוָהֵאל
ֲאָסָפם	ִלְהיֹות	ֶאֶבן	ְׁשִתָּיה,

ְמאֹוֵרי	אֹור	ְּבֶאֶרץ	ַמֲאֵפְלָיה
ְוַנֲהֵרי	ַנֲחֵלי	ֵעֶדן	ְּבִצָּיה.

ְיָקר	ִנְתָלה	ְּבָכבֹוד	ִמין	ְּבִמינֹו
ְּכִהָּתלֹות	ְּכֻהָּנה	ַבְלִוָּיה.
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ֲעזֹוב ִלְראֹות ֲאֶׁשר ִיְהֶיה ְוָהָיה
A Wedding Poem
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The subject of this bantering epigram 
may have been a real woman with 
whom the young Halevi conducted a 
disappointing flirtation or simply a pre-
text for a display of wit. “Ofra,” in any 
case, would certainly not have been the 
young lady’s real name. The word means 
“doe” in Hebrew, and stags and does 
were conventional metaphors for male 
and female lovers in the Arabic and  
Hebrew poetry of the age.

Ofra does her laundry in my tears
And dries it in the sunshine she gives off.
She doesn’t have to take it to the trough,
Or wait to hang it till the weather clears.

ָעְפָרה	ְּתַכֵּבס	ֶאת	ְּבָגֶדיָה	ְּבֵמי
ִּדְמִעי	ְוִתְׁשָטֵחם	ְלֶׁשֶמׁש	ָזֳהָרּה:

�א	ָׁשֲאָלה	ֵמי	ָהֲעָינֹות–	ִעם	ְׁשֵּתי
ֵעיַני,	ְו�א	ֶׁשֶמׁש–	ְליִֹפי	ָתֳאָרּה.	
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ָעְפָרה
Ofra
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In their fusing together of the physical 
and the spiritual, their love of fanciful 
conceits, and the playful intricacy of 
their language, the great Hispano- 
Hebrew poets of the 11th and 12th 
centuries have been compared to the 
Metaphysical poets of 17th-century 
England, and my rendition of this 
four-distich poem of Halevi’s may 
make some readers think of Robert 
Herrick or Andrew Marvell. Yet the 
poem, with its metaphor of sexual 
warfare, is equally typical of its place 
and time. Like “Ofra,” it was most 
probably written by Halevi when he 
was in his twenties, prior to the poi-
gnant love affair described in “Why, 
My Darling, Have You Barred All 
News?”

Over this fallen soldier fight your war,
Then make him burn still more as you withdraw.
You have stopped loving me, so cast your spear
And let it strike a heart that doesn’t care.

And yet, my sweet, I deem it not seemly
That I should languish in captivity. 
Reverse your chariot and with one kiss
Convert my sickbed to a bed of bliss!

ּוְבֵאׁש	ְנדֹד	ָהַאֲהָבה	ַהְדִליִקי. ִלְקַראת	ֲחַלל	ִחְׁשֵק�	ְקָרב	ַהְחִזיִקי,	
ַוְאִני	ְּבַנְפִׁשי	ֶאְמֲאָסה–	ָהִריִקי! ָמַאְסְּת	ִּבי	ַעל־ֵּכן	ְּתִריִקין	ִלי	ֲחִנית,	

ִקְרִבי	ְוִרְכֵבי	ַהְּנדֹד	ַהְרִחיִקי. ַרְעַית	ְצִבי,	�א־טֹוב	ֱהיֹות	ּדֹוֵד�	ְׁשִבי,	
ּוְדַבׁש	ְוָחָלב	אֲֹהֵב�	ָהִניִקי. ֶעֶרׂש	ְּדָוי	ִהְפִכי	ְלֶעֶרׂש	ַּתֲענּוג,	
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ִלְקַראת ֲחַלל ִחְׁשֵק� ְקָרב ַהְחִזיִקי
Love’s War 
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Why, my darling, have you barred all news 
From one who aches for you inside the bars of his own ribs?
Surely you know a lover’s thoughts
Care only for the sound of your hellos!
At least, if parting was the fate reserved for us,
You might have lingered till my gaze had left your face.
God knows if there’s a heart caged in these ribs
Or it has fled to join you in your journeys.

O swear by Love that you remember days of embraces
As I remember nights crammed with your kisses,
And that, as through my dreams your likeness passes,
So does mine through yours!
Between us lies a sea of tears I cannot cross,
Yet should you but approach its moaning waves,
They’d part beneath your steps,
And if, though dead, I heard the golden bells
Make music on your skirt, or your voice asking how I was,
I’d send my love to you from the grave’s depths. 

That you have shed my blood, I have two witnesses—
Your lips and cheeks. Don’t say their crimson lies!
What makes you want to be my murderess
When I would only add years to your years? 
You steal the slumber from my eyes,
Which, would it increase your sleep, I’d give you gratis.
My vaporous sighs are stoked by passion’s flames,
And I am battered by your icy floes,
And thus it is that I am caught, alas,
Between fire and the flood, hot coals and cold deluges.
My heart, half sweetness and half bitterness,
Honeyed kisses mixed with hemlock of adieus,
Has been shredded by you into pieces, 
And each piece twisted into curlicues.

Yet picturing your fairness– 
The pearl-and-coral of your teeth and lips;
The sunlight in your face, on which night falls in cloudy tresses;
Your beauty’s veil, which clothes your eyes
As you are clothed by silks and embroideries
(Though none’s the needlework that vies with Nature’s splendor, Nature’s grace)—
Yes, when I think of all the youths and maidens
Who, though freeborn, would rather be your slaves,
And know that even stars and constellations
Are of your sisters and your brothers envious –
Then all I ask of Time’s vast hoard is this:
Your girdled waist, the red thread of those lips
That were my honeycomb, and your two breasts,
In which are hidden myrrh and all good scents. 
 
O would you wore me as a seal upon your arms
As I wear you on mine! May both my hands
Forget their cunning if I forget the days,
My dearest, of our love’s first bliss!
Hard for the heart made vagrant are the memories
Of your ambrosia on my lips–but could I mix
My exhalations with their perfumed essence, 
I would have a way to kiss you always. 
Are women praised for their perfections?
Perfection in you is praised for being yours.
The fields of love have many harvesters– 
And your harvest is bowed down to by their sheaves.
God grant that I may live to drain the lees,
Once more, of your limbs’ sweet elixirs!
Although I cannot hear your voice,
I listen, deep within me, for your footsteps.
O on the day that you revive Love’s fallen legions
Slain by your sword, think of this corpse
Abandoned by its spirit for your travels!
If life, my love, will let you have your wishes,
Tell it you wish to send a friend regards. 
May it bring you to your destinations,
And God return you to your native grounds!
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ַמה ָּל� ְצִבָּיה, ִּתְמְנִעי ִציָרִי� 
Why, My Darling, Have You Barred All News? 

ִמּדֹוד,	ְצָלָעיו	ָמְלאּו	ִציָרִי�?	 ַמה	ָּל�	ְצִבָּיה,	ִּתְמְנִעי	ִציָרִי�	
ִּבְלִּתי	ְׁשמַֹע	קֹול	ְׁש�מֹוָתִי�? �א	ֵתְדִעי	ִּכי־ֵאין	ְלדֹוֵד�	ִמְּזָמן	
ִעְמִדי	ְמַעט	ַעד־ֶאֱחֶזה	ָפָנִי�! ִאם	ַהְּפִריָדה	ַעל־ְׁשֵנינּו	ִנְגְזָרה,	

ִלִּבי	ְוִאם	ֵיֵל�	ְלַמָּסָעִי�. �א	ֵאְדָעה	ִאם	ֵּבין	ְצָלַעי	ֶנֱעַצר	
ֶאְזּכֹר	ֲאִני	ֵלילֹות	ְּתׁשּוקֹוָתִי�, ֵחי	ַאֲהָבה!	ִזְכִרי	ְיֵמי	ִחְׁשֵק�,	ְּכמֹו		
ֵּכן	ֶאְעְּבָרה־ָנא	ַּבֲחלֹומֹוָתִי�! ַּכֲאֶׁשר	ְּדמּוֵת�	ַּבֲחלֹוִמי	ַיֲעבֹר,	
ַגָּליו,	ְו�א־אּוַכל	ֲעבֹר	ֵאָלִי�, ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�	ָים	ְּדָמעֹות	ֶיֱהמּו	

ָאז	ִנְבְקעּו	ֵמיָמיו	ְלַכף	ַרְגָלִי�.	 ַא�	לּו	ְפָעַמִי�	ְלָעְברֹו	ָקְרבּו,	
קֹול	ַּפֲעמֹן	ָזָהב	ֲעֵלי	ׁשּוָלִי�, לּו	ַאֲחֵרי	מֹוִתי	ְּבָאְזַני	ַיֲעֶלה	
ֶאְׁשֵאל	ְּבדַֹדִי�	ּוִבְׁשלֹוָמִי�! אֹו	ִתְׁשֲאִלי	ִלְׁשלֹום	ְיִדיֵד�–	ִמְּׁשאֹול	
ֵעִדים:	ְלָחַיִי�	ְוִׂשְפתֹוָתִי�– ָאֵכן	ֲעֵלי	ָׁשְפֵכ�	ְּדֵמי	ִלִּבי	ְׁשֵני	
ָדִמי	ְוַעל־ִּכי	ָׁשְפכּו	ָיָדִי�?! ֵאי�	ּתֹאְמִרי	“לֹא־ֵכן”	ְוֵהם	ֵעַדי	ֲעֵלי	

ָׁשִנים	ְלהֹוִסיף	ַעל־ְׁשֵני	ַחָיִי�. ַמה־ַּתְחְּפִצי	מֹוִתי?	ְוֵהן	ֶאְחּפֹץ	ֲאִני	
ֶאֵּתן	ְׁשָנת	ֵעיַני	ְלַעְפַעָּפִי�! ִאם־ִּתְגְזִלי	נּוִמי	ְּבֵליל	ִחְׁשִקי	ֲה�א	

ַאְבֵני	ְלָבבֹות	ָׁשֲחקּו	ֵמיָמִי�, ֵמיֵמי	ְדָמעֹות	ִלֲחָכה	ִאֵּׁשך	ְוַגם	
ִלִּבי	ְבִדְמעֹוַתי	ְוֶגָחָלִי�! ָּבאִתי	ְּבֵאׁש	ִחְׁשֵק�	ּוֵמי	ִבְכִיי,	ֲאָהּה,	

רֹאׁש	ַהְּנדֹד	ּוְדַבׁש	ְנִׁשיקֹוָתִי�, ֵּבין	ַמר	ּוָמתֹוק	ַיֲעמֹד	ִלִּבי,	ְוֵהם:	
אֹתֹו,	ְּפִתיִלם	ִקְצצּו	ָיָדִי�. ַאֲחֵרי	ְדָבַרִי�	ְּכַפִחים	ִרְקעּו	

ֶאְרֶאה	ְׂשָפַתִי�	ֲעֵלי	ִׁשָּנִי�, ַמְרֵאה	ְדמּות	אֶֹדם	ֲעֵלי	ַסִּפיר	ְּבֵעת	
ַעל־ָזֳהרֹו–	ָעֵבי	ְּקֻוּצֹוָתִי�; ֶׁשֶמׁש	ְּבָפַנִי�,	ְוַלִיל	ִּתְפְרִׂשי	
ַהֵחן	ְוַהיִֹפי	ְּכסּות	ֵעיָנִי�, ֶמִׁשי	ְוִרְקָמה	ֵהם	ְּכסֹות	ּגּוֵפ�	ֲאָבל	

ַההֹוד	ְוַהֶחְמָּדה	ְׂשִכּיֹוָתִי�; ַמְׂשִּכית	ֲעָלמֹות	ַמֲעֵׁשה	ְיֵד־ִאיׁש,	ְוַאְּת־	
ִלְהיֹות	ְּכַאַחִי�	ְוַאְחיֹוָתִי�, ֶחֶרס	ְוַסַהר,	ָעּׁש	ְוִכיָמה	ִקְּנאּו	
ִלְהיֹות	ֲעָבַדִי�	ְוִׁשְפחֹוָתִי�. ָּבִנים	ּוָבנֹות	ָחְׁשבּו,	ִאם	ָחְפׁשּו,	

ִמחּוט	ְׂשָפַתִּי�,	ֲחגֹור	ָמְתָנִי�: �א־ֶאְׁשֲאָלה	ֵמהֹון	ְזַמן	ֶחְלֵקי	ְלַבד	
ִנְרִּדי	ּומִֹרי	ֵּבין	ְׁשֵני	ָׁשָדִי�. ַיְעִרי	ְוִדְבִׁשי	ֵּבין	ְׂשָפַתִי�,	ְּכמֹו	

ֶאְהֶיה	ְּכחֹוָתם	ַעל	ְזרֹועֹוָתִי�: ַׂשְמִּתי�	ְּכחֹוָתם	ַעל־ְיִמיִני,	לּו	ֲאִני	
ִאם־ֶאְׁשְּכָחה	ַאֲהַבת	ְּכלּו�ָתִי�. ֶאְׁשַּכח	ְיִמיִני	ִמְּׂשמֹאִלי,	ַיֲעָלה,	

נֶֹפת	ְׂשָפִתי	ִמְּנִׁשיקֹוָתִי�; ֵהַמר	ְנדֹד	ִלִּבי	ְּבָזְכִרי	ַיֲעַרת	
אּוַלי	ְּבֵריִחי	ֶאֳּׁשָקה	ַאָּפִי�! ֵריִחי	ְּבֵריַח	ָמר־ְּדרֹוֵר�	ֶאְמֲהָלה,	
ָּב�	ִנְכְּבדּו	ַהּיֹום	ְּתִהּלֹוָתִי�: ִהֵּנה	ְּכבֹוד	ָנִׁשים	ְּתִהָּלָתן,	ְוַאְּת־	

ִּתְׁשַּתֲחֶוַין	ַלֲאֻלּמֹוָתִי�! ִּבְׂשֵדה	ְבנֹות־ֵחֶׁשק	ֲאֻלּמֹות	ַאֲהָבה	
ּבֶֹׂשם	ּומֹר	ִמֵּבין	ֲהִליכֹוָתִי�: ִמי־ִיְּתֵנִני	ֶאְחֶיה	ַעד־ֶאֱאֶרה	
ִסְתֵרי	ְלָבִבי	קֹול	ְצָעדֹוָתִי�! �א־ֶאְׁשְמָעה	קֹוְל�,	ֲאָבל	ֶאְׁשַמע	ֲעֵלי	
ִחְׁשֵק�	ְויֹום	ּבֹו	ִיְחיּו	ֵמָתִי�, ִּפְקִדי,	ְּביֹום	ָּפְקֵד�	ְלַחּיֹות	ַחְלֵלי	

ָנְסֵע�	ְּבֵצאֵת�	ָיְצָאה	ַאֲחָרִי�. יֹום	 ַנְפִׁשי	ְלָהִׁשיב	ֶאל־ְּגִוָּיִתי,	ְבּ
ִאם	ַהְּזָמן	ִיְׁשַאל	ְׁשֵאלֹוָתִי�: ִּבְׁשלֹום	ְיִדיֵד�,	ַיֲעַלת־ֵחן	ַׁשֲאִלי	
ֶחְפֵצ�	ְוֶאל־ֶאֶרץ	ְמֻכרֹוָתִי�! ׁשּוִבי,	ְוצּוֵרנּו	ְיִׁשיֵב�	ֶאל־ְמחֹוז	

This is one of the greatest of Halevi’s 
poems, probably the first written by 
him to earn him a place in the pan-
theon of Hebrew verse. If the women 
in “Ofra” and “Love’s War” were either 
poetic inventions or passing episodes, 
the woman in “Why, My Darling?” was 
real and momentous. She was some-
one Halevi had an intense love affair 
with in the years before his marriage 
and who then, to his anguish, left him 
for a journey from which she sent no 
word of herself. This is all we know 
about her. 
 I have sought to imitate the poem’s 
mono-rhyme of –ayikh, which occurs 
in all of its 39 distichs, by ending each 
of my translation’s 73 lines with an 
“s” sound. Yet not only does this lack 
the musical effect of true rhyme, the 
rhyme it fails to reproduce is inimi-
table. Consisting of the two syllables 
of the second-person singular, femi-
nine, possessive suffix –àyikh, “your,” 
it builds up slowly into a haunted cry 
for the missing loved one. Moreover, 
since it is close in sound to ayèkh, the 
feminine form of “Where are you?,” this 
question repeats itself like a subliminal 
lament at the end of each line.
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Moshe ibn Ezra had three brothers, 
Yehuda, Yitzhak, and Yosef. For a 
while in the early 12th century, all 
four lived in Toledo, the capital of 
Christian Castile, as did Halevi, who 
was practicing medicine there.  
Yehuda was the first of the Ibn Ezras 
to die, and this elegy that Halevi 
wrote for him begins with a pun, 
since hevel, the biblical word for  
“vanity,” is also the Hebrew name 
of the biblical Abel. (Literally, the 
poem’s first Hebrew distich reads, 
“Because it sees that man is hevel/ 
Time turns on him and becomes 
Cain.”) The next-to-last line is a barb 
aimed at Yosef, an official in the Cas-
tilian administration Apparently hav-
ing gone to see him on some matter 
following Yehuda’s death, Halevi was 
told that he was too busy to receive 
him.
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ָרָאה ְזָמן ִּכי ָהֱאנֹוׁש ֶהֶבל
On the Death of Yehuda ibn Ezra

Because it sees man is but a vain thing,
Time turns on him. Like Abel killed by Cain,
It lays the splendidest of our sons low
And slays the darlings of our fancy.
Souring our wine until our tears taste sweet,
It has breached the Ibn Ezra’s foursquare lines.
For two of them, now far away, I pine,
And for the days in which they won the palm;
While asking for Yosef I’m told to wait,
And for Yehuda, “He is gone.”

ָרָאה	ְזָמן	ִּכי	ָהֱאנֹוׁש	ֶהֶבל	ְוָאז
ֶנְהַפ�	ְלָצר	ָעָליו	ְוִהּנֹו	ָקִין,

בֹו	ַלֲהרֹג	ִּבְבֵני	ְיָקר ַא�	ָׁשת	ְלָבַ
ַוַּיֲהרֹג	ּכֹל	ַמֲחַמֵּדי	ַעִין.

ָּפָרץ	ְּתמֹול	ֶּפֶרץ	ְּבַאְרַּבַעת	ְּבֵני
ֶעְזָרא	ְוִהְמִּתיק	ַהְּבִכי	ִמָיִין.

ֶאל	ַהְׁשַנִים	ָהְרחֹוִקים	ֶאֱהֶמה
ִּכי	ֶאֱחֶזה	ָיִמים	ְיִניפּון	ָזִין;

ה ֶאְׁשַאל	ְּבַעד	יֹוֵסף	ְויֹאְמרּו	ִלי	ֲחֵכּ
ּוְבַעד	ְיהּוָדה	יֹאְמרּו	ִלי	ָאִין.	
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Wander-life, you are an old friend—
And the River of Tears has flowed for long years. 
Shall I quarrel with fate? But why fault what is fated?
Or with time that goes by? What else should time do!
Like a skein from the spindle it runs straight and true,
As does all made above. This may not be new;
But the world is not new and its laws are writ in God’s hand.
How expect them to change when they all bear His stamp,
And all things run their course and each cause has its cause?
Men are joined in order to part—that’s how differences start,
From which nations are born and the earth is peopled 
 with tribes.   
Nothing is all good or bad; every potion is also a poison, 
And the day cursed as paltry by one man, others praise for 
 its bounty. 
A rich dish is a treat if you’re well, hot coals in your mouth 
 when you’re ill, 
And so black is the sight of the man who is vexed that it 
 darkens all light, 
As my eyes are clouded and wet because Moshe is gone.

The source of all wisdom, his words were pure nuggets 
 of gold!
Our friendship is old; it goes back to when no one 
 harnessed or rode
The wagons of wandering’s road, and my soul
Was unpracticed at parting, and our days were 
 unfractured and whole.
Time bore us separately, but Love, which bore us twins, 
Raised us in her spice garden and suckled us with 
 guzzled wines.
When I think of you, many mountains away (why, 
 just yesterday
You were my pleasure’s peak!), the blood leaves my cheeks
For the tears running down them. I think—and remember 
 the days
That once were. Were we dreaming? What a traitor time is!
It has taken you from me and given me strife-minded men
Who pretend to be friends. The more their manners
Stink like garlic, the more I miss the manna of your speech.
Damn the fools who are so wise in their own eyes
That their own lies they deem the dogmas of true faith,
And my faith sorcery! They sew and reap empty ears and 
 call it grain; 
With the exteriors of fashion they cover up the gems within. 
But I will mine truth’s storerooms for its rarest stones
And rest not till their sheaves bow down to mine. 
“What? And cast my pearls before the swine?”
I’ll say when they come knocking. “Why on seedless soil 
Let fall my rain?” No, all I need from this poor age is what 
 my soul 
Needs from my body: A place to live in while it lasts,
And to abandon when it topples and we leave. 
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ְיַדְענּו� ְנדֹד ִמיֵמי ֲעלּוִמים
A Lament for Moshe ibn Ezra 

ְיַדְענּו�	ְנדֹד	ִמיֵמי	ֲעלּוִמים,
ְוַנַחל	ַהְּבִכי	ַנַחל	ְקדּוִמים.

ֲהרֹב	ִעם	ַהְּזָמן	ַעל	�א	ֲחָטָאה
ְוִעם	ָיִמים	ְוֵאין	ָעֹון	ְלָיִמים?

ְּפָלִכים	ֵהם	ְּבַקו	ֶצֶדק	ְירּוצּון
ְוֵאין	ִנְפָּתל	ְוִעֵּקׁש	ַּבְמרֹוִמים.
ֲהֶּזה	ָחָדׁש	ְוֵאין	ֵּתֵבל	ֲחָדָׁשה
ְוֻחֶּקיָה	ְּבֶאְצַּבע	ֵאל	ְרׁשּוִמים,

ְוֵאי�	ִיְׁשנו	ְדָבֶריָה	ְוֻכָּלם
ְּבַטַּבַעת	ְיִמין	ֶעְליֹון	ֲחתּוִמים?

ְוָכל	ִסָּבה	ְמצּוָאה	ַבְמִסָּבה
ְוָכל	ָחָדׁש	ְּכָבר	ָהָיה	ְפָעִמים,

ְו�א	ֻחַּבר	ֱאנֹוׁש	ִּכי	ִאם	ְלֶפֶרד
ְלהֹוִציא	ִמְלאֹם	ֶאָחד	ְלֻאִּמים,
ְולּוֵלא	ִנְפְרדּו	ֵמָאז	ְּבֵני	ִאיׁש

ֲאַזי	�א	ָמְלָאה	ֶאֶרץ	ֲעָמִמים.
ְוֵיׁש	ָּדָבר	ֲאֶׁשר	ִייַטב	ְוֵיָרע
ּובֹו	ִׁשּקּוי	ְוָרָקב	ָלֲעָצִמים,

ְּבִהְתַקֵּצף	ֱאנֹוׁש	יֹומֹו	ְיַקֵּלל
ְוִיּקֹב	ֶאת	ְרָגָעיו	ַהְּזעּוִמים

ְוהּוא	ַהּיֹום	ְיָבְרכּוהּו	ֲאֵחִרים
ֲאֶׁשר	אֹתֹו	ְיַבּלּו	ַבְנִעיִמים.

ְוָכל	ַמְאָכל	ְּבִפי	ָבִריא	ְּכנֶֹפת
ְוַהּנֶֹפת	ְּבִפי	חֶֹלה	ְרָתִמים,
ְודֵֹאג	ֶיְחְׁשכּו	אֹוִרים	ְּבֵעיָניו
ְו�א	ִיְרֵאם	ְוֵהם	לֹו	ַנֲעָלִמים
ְּכֵעיַני	יֹום	ְׁשכֹן	ָעָנן	ֲעֵליֶהם

ְלנֹד	מֶֹׁשה	ְוֵהם	יְֹרדֹות	ְזָרִמים.
ְמקֹור	ָחְכָמה	ֲאֶׁשר	ֶאְמָצא	ְּבִפיהּו

ָתִמים. ְמקֹום	ַהָּפז	ּוַמְחַצב	ַהְכּ
ְיִדידּות	ָקְׁשָרה	ַנְפִׁשי	ְּבַנְפׁשֹו

ְּבעֹוד	ִרְכֵבי	ְנדֹד	ֵאיָנם	ְרתּוִמים,
ְּבעֹוד	�א	ִנְּסָתה	ַנְפִׁשי	ְפִריָדה

ְוִאָּתנּו	ְּבֵני	ָיִמים	ְׁשֵלִמים.
ְיָלדּונּו	ְבנֹות	ָיִמים	ְּפֻרִדים

ּוַבת	ַאְהָבה	ְיָלַדְתנּו	ְתאֹוִמים,
ֱאֻמִנים	ַעל	ֲערּוַגת	ַהְּבָׂשִמים
ָרִמים. ת	ַהְכּ ְויְֹנֵקי	ׁשֹד	ְׁשֵדי	ַבּ

ְזַכְרִּתי�	ֲעֵלי	ָהֵרי	ְבָתִרים;
ְּתמֹול	ָהיּו	ְּב�	ָהֵרי	ְבָׂשִמים,
ְוַעְפַעַּפי	ְמגֹוָלִלים	ְּבִדְמָעה
ְוַהִּדְמָעה	ְמגֹוָלָלה	ְבָדִמים!
ְזַכְרִּתי�	ְוִנְזַּכְרִּתי	ְלָיִמים,
ֲעַבְרנּומֹו	ְוָהיּו	ַכֲח�ִמים.

ָכל	ִאיׁש ֱהִמיְר�	ִלי	ְזָמן	ּבֵֹגד	ְבּ
ֲאֶׁשר	ִלּבֹו	ְקָרב	ּוְבִפיו	ְשלֹוִמים.
ֲאַדֶּבר	ָּבם	ְוִאם	ֶאְמָצא	ְבִפיֶהם
ְּתמּוַרת	ַמְּנ�	ָחִציר	ְוׁשּוִמים.

ֲחָמִסי	ְוֲחָמִתי	ַעל	ְּפָתִאים
ֲאֶׁשר	ֵהָּמה	ְּבֵעיֵניֶהם	ֲחָכִמים,

ֲאֶׁשר	ָקְראּו	ְלִׁשְקֵריֶהם	ֱאמּונֹות
ְוָקְראּו	ֵׁשם	ֱאמּוָנִתי	ְקָסִמים,
ֲאֶׁשר	ָזְרעּו	ְוָקְצרּו	ִׁשֳּבֵליֶהם

ְוָׂשְמחּו	ָבם	ְוִאם	ֵהָּמה	ְצֻנִמים,
ַבר	ָחְכָמה	ֲחָדִׁשים ְוִחצֹוֵני	ְדּ
ְלַכּסֹות	ַהְפִניִנים	ַהְּפִניִמים,
ְוִלי	ֵנרֹות	ַאֲחֶּפׂש	ָּבם	ֲחָדָריו

ְואֹוִציא	ִמְּגָנָזיו	ַהְּלָׁשִמים,
ְוָסָכל	ִּכי	ְיַבֶּקׁש	סֹוד	ֲעִניִתיו
ֲעֵלי	ַאף	ַהֲחִזיר	ַמה	ַלְּנָזִמים,

ְוֵאי�	ַעל	�א	ְמקֹום	ֶזַרע	ֲאַבֵּקש
ֲעָנִני	ַלֲערֹף	ָעָליו	ְּגָׁשִמים?
ְוָצְרִּכי	ַלְּזָמן	ָנֵקל	ְוִנְדֶמה

מֹו	צֶֹר�	ְנָׁשָמה	ַלְּגָׁשִמים, ְכּ
ֲאֶׁשר	ִמֵּדי	ְיִכילּוָה	ְּתַחֵּים

ְוִאם	ִנְלאּו	ֲעָזָבַתם	ְצָלִמים.

Moshe ibn Ezra left Toledo, under 
unclear circumstances, for a life of 
unhappy wandering in northern Spain. 
(It has been conjectured on the basis 
of a poem of his that he departed 
due to a family rift caused by his fall-
ing in love with his brother Yitzhak’s 
daughter.) Although Halevi himself 
continued to live in Toledo for many 
more years, it was a city whose atmo-
sphere and inhabitants he disliked. He 
never thought of it as a permanent 
home and, prior to developing a de-
termination to settle in the Land of 
Israel, dreamed of returning to Anda-
lusia. This mono-rhymed verse letter 
addressed by him to Moshe ibn Ezra 
is thus a lament for the transiency of 
both their lives. The poet’s mining 
of “truth’s storerooms for its rarest 
stones” is apparently a reference to 
the composition of The Kuzari, Halevi’s 
great intellectual defense of Judaism, 
which he began to work on in his 
Toledan years.  
 I have not sought to reproduce this 
poem’s monorhyme of –im. Its meter 
is the shalem. I have used a longer 
English line in translating it than I did 
with the same meter in “Why, My 
Darling, Have You Barred All News?”, 
resulting in a mere 41 English lines for 
its 64 Hebrew distichs.



My child!
Had you forgotten the way
To your own home
That your pallbearers strayed 
To the underworld’s gloom,
Leaving me with 
(Since you are not there
To ask how you are) 
A grave’s clods to kiss 
And your memory?
Ah, death has come between you and me.

O daughter torn 
From her mother’s rooms!
What life have I left when,
Shaped from my soul,
She makes my tears flow
Like a spring from split stone? 
How can she be so changed,
Once white as the moon, 
That she now wears the earth
As her bridal gown,                      
Its sod the sweets
Of her wedding feast?
Bitter is my own misery,
For death has come between you and me.

Plucked like a flower
Before her time, 
She always will be
Before my eyes 
Like a frontlet.
Yet were I to cry
Whole rivers for her, 
Still she would lie,
A fallen star
In a wormy pit, 
Deep-sepulchered,
Earth-bonneted. 
My child, there is no clemency,
For death has come between you and me.

Languishing, 
Her mother’s voice,
Bereft, I hear.
(Ah, let her be!
She too grieves bitterly.
Death scaled her walls,
And pierced her side,
And drove her pride
From its abode,
And turned her joy 
Into a dirge
The day it ripped 
The vine she planted
From her heart.)

“What good, my child,  
Does it to cry your name?
Your ears are deaf
And you are silenced utterly,
For death has come between you and me.

Alas, my child, 
You have laid me low!”
“O mother, O!
You should not have had me
If you meant to spurn me,
And when my turn came
To Death’s minion to wed me, 
And with dirt to wreathe me
And cruelly lead me
Under doom’s canopy.
Yet in truth you did not do it willingly,
For death has come between you and me.”

May He
Whose judgments 
None repeal
Unseal your bonds                     
And heal your sleep
With angels’ song,
And be not wroth
With His own flock
And stop the plague
That He sent forth,
And comfort every heart
For what it lost!
And may you wake
On the Last Day,
To light like dew, 
And rise in the arms of His mercy,
For death has come between you and me. 
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ָהּה ִּבִּתי ֲהָׁשַכַחְּת ִמְׁשָּכֵנ�
On the Death of a Daughter 
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In purely formal terms, this moving 
elegy written by Halevi for a teenage 
girl of marriageable age who died in an 
epidemic is unusual. Divided into six 
stanzas ranging from six to nine lines, 
each with its own separate mono-
rhyme but all ending with the same 
refrain, it is written not in Arabic-style 
meter but according to the older He-
brew system of counting stressed syl-
lables alone—in this case, four to the 
line. Three different voices speak in it: 
the dead girl’s father’s, her mother’s, 
and her own. Each utters the refrain, 
which is taken from the Book of Ruth, 
where Ruth tells her mother-in-law 
Naomi: “Where thou diest I will die, 
and there will I be buried. May the Lord 
do unto me accordingly if aught but 
death come between you and me.”
 In all the biographical accounts of 
him, Halevi is mentioned as having 
had a single daughter, who bore him 
at least one grandson. The possibility 
that this poem is about the death of a 
second daughter, and that he himself 
is the speaker in it, has never been 
raised. Yet I believe that this was the 
case, and that a third child, a small boy, 
was probably mourned by him in yet 
another poem that he wrote.

ָהּה	ִּבִּתי	ֲהָׁשַכַחְּת	ִמְׁשָּכֵנ�
ִּכי	ִלְׁשאֹול	ָנְסעּו	נְֹׂשֵאי	ֲארֹוֵנ�?	

ְוֵאין	ֶחְלִקי	ִמֵּמ�	ַרק	ִזְכרֹוֵנ�,
ַוֲאחֹוֵנן	ֶאת	ַעְפרֹות	ִצּיּוֵנ�

ֵעת	ָאסּור	ִלְׁשאֹל	ְׁשלֹוֵמ�	ְוֵאיֵנ�,
ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.

ַּבת	מּוֵצאת	ֵמֶחֶדר	הֹוָרָתּה,
ֵאי�	ֶאְחֶיה	ּוִמַנְפִׁשי	ִגְזָרָתּה?

ע	ֵעת	ֶאְרֶאה	צּוָרָתּה! צּור	ֲאַבַקּ
ֵאי�	ִתְׁשֶנה	ְלָבָנה	ֵמַהְדָרָתּה

ָׁשם	ִּבְׁשאֹול	ֶאְרֶאה	יֹום	ֲחֻתָּנָתּה?
ֵאי�	ָּתִׂשים	ּגּוׁש	ָעָפר	ֻחָּפָתּה

ְוֵאי�	ָמְתקּו	ָלּה	ִרְגֵבי	ְקבּוָרָתּה?
ַמר	ִלי	ָמר	ִּבִּתי	ַעל־ֶחְסרֹוֵנ�,
ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.

ׁשֹוַׁשָּנה	ְּב�א	ִעָּתּה	ִנְקֶטֶפת
ֲאֶׁשר	ַצְלָמּה	ֵּבין	ֵעיַני	טֶֹטֶפת,

ֵאי�	ִּדְמָעה	ַּכָּנָהר	ׁשֶֹטֶפת,
ֵאי�	ַּבת	ָעׁש	ְּבֵחיק	ָעָפר	ֶנֱאֶסֶפת,

ְוֵאי�	ַחָּמה	ְּבִרָּמה	ִמְתַעֶּלֶפת,
ְוֶחְבֵלי	ְׁשאֹול	ַעל	רֹאָׁשּה	ִמְצֶנֶפת?

ָהּה	ִּבִּתי	ֵאין	ָּדן	ְלָמזֹור	ִּדיֵנ�,
ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.

קֹול	ְּכחֹוָלה	ָׁשַמְעִּתי	ְלֵאם	ְׁשכּוָלה.
ַהְרֵּפה	ָלּה	ִּכי	ַנְפָׁשּה	ָמָרה	ָלּה,

ִּכי	ָמֶות	ְּבַחּלֹוֶניָה	ָעָלה.
ִעם	ִּגְזַרת	ְּכֵבָדּה	ְּכבֹוָדּה	ָּגָלה,

ַוַיֲהפֹ�	ִׂשְמָחָתּה	ְליָלָלה
יֹום	ֶנְעְקָרה	ֶגֶפן	ַּבֵּלב	ְׁשתּוָלה.
“ָמה	ֶאְזַעק	ִּבִּתי	ְוָאְזֵנ�	ֲעֵרָלה,

ְוַלֲענֹוִתי	ִמָּלה	ֵאין	ִּבְלׁשֹוֵנ�,
ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.

ָהה	ִּבִּתי	ַהְכַרע	ִהְכַרְעִּתִני!”
“אֹוי	ִאִּמי	אֹוי	ִלי	ִּכי	ְיִלְדִּתִני

ַא�	ַהּיֹום	ֵאי�	ָמאֹוס	ְמַאְסִּתִני,
ִכי	ִלְבכֹור	ָמֶות	ִּגַּדְלִּתִני,

ְבַהִגיַע	ּתֹר	ְלַנְפִׁשי	ְׁשַלְחִּתִני
ּוַבֲעֶטֶרת	ָעָפר	ִעַּטְרִּתִני,

ּוְבֻחַּפת	ֲאַבּדֹון	הֹוַׁשְבִּתִני.
ְבַעל	ּכְרֵח�	ֱאֶמת	ִּכי	�א	ִבְרצֹוֵנ�,

ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.”

ַהּגֵֹזר	ְוֵאין	ֵמֵפר	ְּגֵזרֹוָתיו
ֶאת	ֶחְבֵל�	ַיִּפיל	ִּבְנִעימֹוָתיו

ְוַרב	ִמְהיֹות	ִקְצּפֹו	ַעל	ִצְבאֹוָתיו.	
ִיָּנֵחם	ְוַיְעצֹר	ַמֵּגפֹוָתיו,

ִוְיַנֵחם	ֵלָבב	ִמּקֹורֹוָתיו.
ְלֵקץ	ָיִמין	ְיִקיֵצ�	ְּבַטל	אֹורֹוָתיו;

ָּגם	ִיְתמֹ�	ִּביִמין	ִצְדקֹו	ְיִמיֵנ�,
ִּכי	ַהָּמֶות	ַיְפִריד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביֵנ�.	
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Hispano-Hebrew poets sometimes 
signed their work by weaving their 
names into it. The initial letters of 
each stanza of this poem spell “Yehu-
da.” One of Halevi’s most anthologized 
poems, “Lord, Where Will I Find You?” 
deals with a central concern of his reli-
gious sensibility: the paradox of a tran-
scendent and unknowable God who is 
nevertheless present in this world and 
“closer to man than his own skin and 
bone.” The “Creator of All” is the same 
God who was present in the Ark of 
the Covenant in the room of the Holy 
of Holies in the Temple. The poem 
is written in the form of what the 
Arabs called a muwashah.  or “girdle” 
poem. The “girdles” or stanzas are 
preceded by a “necklace,” an introduc-
tory distich that introduces a rhyme 
(ne’elam/ olam) that runs through the 
second and fourth “girdles” and ends 
the last two lines of all four. As in “On 
the Death of a Daughter,” the poem 
eschews Arabic-style metrics for the 
older Hebrew system that counts only 
the stressed syllables in each line.
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ָיּה ָאָנה ֶאְמָצֲא�?
Lord, Where Will I Find You? 

Lord, where will I find You?
 Your place is remote and concealed.
And where will I not find You?
 Your being fills the world.

Creator of All, You are in all that is small. 
To the far You are near, to the near You are here.
An ark was Your home—so is heaven’s dome:
 Its Hosts sing Your praises and You are host to their clan.
 The spheres cannot hold You, but a room can.    

Alone and unknown, above on Your throne,
You are closer to man than his own skin and bone. 
His words proclaim that it was You who made him.
 Who does not know You? Your yoke is his guide.
 Who does not pray to You to provide?

I have longed for Your presence, I have called You in Your absence,
As I set out to greet You I have found You come to meet me: 
In Your holiness I saw You, in the wonder of Your glory. 
 Yet who has not seen You, if ever he saw,
 In skies that are silent, stars loud with awe? 

Did You truly decide to reside in man’s midst?
O let him but trust in that, made out of dust,
Though You dwell in solitude, sacred and blessed!
 The seraphs extol You from their supreme height:
 They carry Your seat—and You, the world’s weight. 

ְמקֹוְמ�	ַנֲעֶלה	ְוֶנְעָלם. ָיּה	ָאָנה	ֶאְמָצֲא�?	
ְּכבֹוְד�	ָמֵלא	עֹוָלם. 	ְוָאָנה	�א	ֶאְמָצֲא�?	
ַאְפֵסי	ֶאֶרץ	ֵהִקים. ַהִּנְמָצא	ַבְּקָרִבים	

ַהִּמְבָטח	ָלְרחֹוִקים. ַהִּמְׂשָּגב	ַלְּקרֹוִבים,	
ַאָּתה	ׁשֹוֵכן	ְׁשָחִקים. 	 ַאָּתה	יֹוֵׁשב	ְּכרּוִבים,	

ְוַאְּת	ַעל	רֹאׁש	ַמֲהָלָלם.	 	 ִּתְתַהֵּלל	ִּבְצָבֲא�,	 	
ַאף	ִּכי	ַחְדֵרי	אּוָלם.	 	 ַּגְלַּגל	�א	ִיָּׂשֲא�,	 	

ַעל	ֵּכס	ִנָּׂשא	ָוָרם, ּוְבִהָּנְׂשֲא�	ֲעֵליֶהם	
ִמרּוָחם	ּוִמְּבָׂשָרם. ַאָּתה	ָקרֹוב	ֲאֵליֶהם	

ִּכי	ֵאין	ִּבְלְּת�	יֹוְצָרם. ִּפיֶהם	ָיִעיד	ָּבֶהם	
ְוַעל	ַמְלכּוְת�	ֻעָּלם. 	 ִמי	ֶזה	�א	ִיָרֲא�?–		 	
ְוַאָּתה	נֹוֵתן	ָאְכָלם.	 אֹו	ִמי	�א	ִיְקָרֲא�?–	 	

ְּבָכל	ִלִּבי	ְקָראִתי� ָּדַרְׁשִּתי	ִקְרָבְת�,	
ִלְקָראִתי	ְמָצאִתי�, ּוְבֵצאִתי	ִלְקָראְת�	

ַּבּקֶֹדׁש	ֲחִזיִתי�. ּוְבִפלֵאי	ְגבּוָרְת�	
ֵהן	ָׁשַמִים	ְוֵחיָלם 	 ִמי	יֹאַמר	�א	ָרֲא�?	 	

ְּבִלי	ִנְׁשַמע	קֹוָלם. 	 	 ַיִּגידּו	מֹוָרֲא�, 	
ֱא�ִהים	ֶאת	ָהָאָדם? ַהֻאְמָנם	ִּכי	ֵיֵשב	
ֲאֶׁשר	ָּבָעָפר	ְיסֹוָדם? ּוַמה	ַיְחׁשֹב	ָּכל	חֹוֵׁשב	
ְּתִהּלֹוָתם	ּוְכבֹוָדם. ְוַאָּתה	ָקדֹוׁש	יֹוֵׁשב	

ָהעֹוְמדֹות	ְּברּום	עֹוָלם. 	 ַחּיֹות	יֹודּו	ִפְלֲא�	 	
ְוַאָּתה	נֹוֵׂשא	ֻכָּלם. ַעל	ָראֵׁשיֶהם	ִּכְסֲא�,	 	
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In the year 1130, the Hebrew year 4890,  
Yehuda Halevi, then a man in his late 
fifties, had a dream in which he saw 
the Jewish people “raised high” and 
the downfall of the Arabs, symbol-
ized by Ishma’el—Hagar’s son and the 
biblical Isaac’s half-brother, called a 
“wild ass of a man” by the Bible. The 
Aramaic lines in the poem, which are 
retained untranslated in my English, 
come from the Book of Daniel, whose 
arcane prophecies were traditionally 
mined by Jews for their messianic 
hints. Daniel’s pum memalel ravrevan, 
“a high-and-mighty mouth,” was prob-
ably meant by Halevi to refer to the 
bombastic language of Muhammed in 
the Koran. H. asaf tina be-raglei farzela, 
“feet of iron mixed with clay,” is from 
the Babylonian king Nebuchadnezzar’s 
dream of a “great image” or idol, inter-
preted by Daniel to represent the four 
evil kingdoms of history. Avna di-meh. at 
tsalma, “the stone that smote the im-
age,” signified for Halevi the smashing 
of the fourth, Islamic kingdom. I have 
sought to reproduce his pun on tatatz, 
“890” (the Hebrew letters taf, taf, and 
tsadi, 400+400+90), and tutatz, “will 
be smashed” with “will end in naught,” 
in which “naught” also refers to the 
zero in 4890.

Heart pounding, you wake. Is it as it seemed?
What is this dream that you have dreamed?

Did its vision truly show
Yourself raised high and your foe laid low?

Tell Hagar’s son, then: “Cease to scorn
The son of Sarah, higher born,

For in my dream you were undone.
Has your doom so soon begun

That in the year 4890
Your sway will end in naught also? 

Proud tyrant! Assailant of Heaven! Are you not the one 
Called ‘wild ass of a man’ and pum memalel ravrevan,

The last to rise against God’s Law,
H. asaf tina be-raglei farzela?

Suppose He has struck you down with avna di-meh.at
Tsalma, and paid you back for all that you begot!”

ַנְמָּת	ְוִנְרַּדְמָּת	ְוָחֵרד	ָקְמָּת–
ָמה	ַהֲחלֹום	ַהֶּזה	ֲאֶׁשר	ָחָלְמָת? 	

אּוַלי	ֲחלֹוְמ�	ֶהְרֲא�	ׂשֹוַנֲא�
ִּכי	ַדל	ְוִכי	ָׁשַפל,	ְוַאָּתה	ָרְמָּת. 	

ִאְמרּו	ְלֶבן	ָהָגר:	ֱאסֹף	ַיד	ַּגֲאָוה
ִמֶּבן	ְּגִבְרְּת�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָזָעְמָּת! 	
ָׁשֶפל	ְרִאיִתי�	ְוׁשֹוֵמם	ַּבֲחלֹום;

אּוַלי	ְּבָהִקיץ	ֵּכן	ְּכָבר	ָׁשָמְמָּת, 	
ץ	ֻּתַּתץ	ְל�	ָּכל	ַּגֲאָוה, ּוְׁשַנת	ְּתַת“
ֵּתבֹוׁש	ְוֶתְחַּפר	ֵמֲאֶׁשר	ָזָמְמָּת. 	

ַהַאְּת	ֲאֶׁשר	ִנְקַרא	ְׁשֶמ�	ֶּפֶרא	ֱאנֹוׁש?
ַמה	ָּכְבָדה	ָיְד�	ּוֶמה	ָעַצְמָּת! 	
ַהַאְּת	ְמקָֹרא	ֻּפם	ְמַמִּלל	ַרְבְרָבן

ַוְאֶׁשר	ְּבַקִּדיֵׁשי	ְזֻבל	ִנְלָחְמָּת? 	
ַהַאְּת	ֲחַסף	ִטיָנא	ְּבַרְגֵלי	ַפְרְזָלא
ָּבַאֲחִרית	ָּבאָת	ְוִהְתרֹוַמְמָּת? 	
אּוַלי	ְנָגְפ�	ֵאל	ְּבַאְבָנא	ִדי	ְמָחת

ַצְלָמא,	ְוִׁשֵּלם	ָל�	ֲאֶׁשר	ִהְקָּדְמָּת! 	
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ַנְמָּת ְוִנְרַּדְמָּת
The Dream
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My soul! 
Cross God’s threshold at dawn and breathe to Him sweet-incensed song.
How long will you follow Time’s follies and think that their witchcraft is truth,
Though days’ and nights’ revels and mornings slept softly away
Will soon leave you holding only the dead branch of a tree? 
Shelter under the wing of your Lord and your King,
May his great name be praised by all that lives from His breath!

The preceding poems, with the excep-
tion of “Lord, Where Will I Find You?”, 
would have been classified as shirey 
h. ol, “secular poems,” by the standards 
of Hispano-Hebrew poetry, since none 
was intended to form part of the 
liturgy of a Jewish synagogue service. 
This poem and the three following 
ones would have been classified as 
shirey kodesh or “sacred poems,” also 
known as piyyutim, because their pur-
pose was liturgical. Each was meant to 
be sung by the cantor or prayer leader 
at a specific juncture—this “Nishmat” 
before the prayer in the morning ser-
vice beginning, Nishmat kol h. ai teva-
rekh et shimkha adonai eloheynu, “The 
breath of all that lives shall bless Your 
name, O Lord our God.” The poem’s 
last words, asher nishmat eloha h. ai 
be’apav, would have led directly into 
the Nishmat of the prayerbook. Prayer 
is depicted here by Halevi as a kind of 
divine circuitry in which God exhales 
the breath of life into the early morn-
ing worshiper and then re-inhales his 
own exhalation in the form of prayer.
 The initial Hebrew letters of the 
first five distichs of this poem spell 
“Yehuda.”

ְיִחיָדה, ַׁשֲחִרי ָהֵאל ְוִסָּפיו, ְוִכְקטֶֹרת ְּתִני ִׁשיֵר� ְּבַאָּפיו:
ֲה�א ִאם ִּתְרְּדִפי ַהְבֵלי ְזַמֵּנ�, ְותֹאְמִרי ִּכי ֱאֶמת ֵהם ָּכל ְּכָׁשָפיו,

ְוֵתְזִלי ַאֲחָריו ֵליֵל� ְויֹוֵמ� ְוֶתְעַרב ָל� ְּתנּוָמה ִמְּנָׁשָפיו, 
ְּדִעי ִּכי ֵאין ְּבָיַדִי� ְמאּוָמה ֲאָבל ֵעץ ִייְבׁשּו ָמָחר ֲעָנָפיו.

ֲהִיי ִלְפֵני ֱא�ַהִי� ּוַמְלֵּכ� ֲאֵׁשר ָּבאת ַלֲחסֹות ַּתַחת ְּכָנָפיו.
ְׁשמֹו ִיְגַּדל ְוִיְתַקַּדׁש ְּבִפי כֹל ֲאֶׁשר ִנְׁשַמת ֱאלֹוַּה ַחי ְּבַאָּפיו!
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ְיִחיָדה, ַׁשֲחִרי ָהֵאל ְוִסָּפיו
Nishmat 
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A barkhu is a piyyut preceding the invo-
cation Barkhu et adonai ha-mevorakh, 
“Bless ye the Lord who is blessed,” 
which follows the Nishmat kol h. ai. This 
one describes the poet waking from 
a “vision” or dream of God, which, 
although not described, was clearly an 
intense experience. A “soft” mystic who 
never aspired, as more radical mystics 
do, to a waking union with the Divinity, 
Halevi nevertheless regarded his reli-
gious dreams as revelatory moments in 
which God appeared to him. 
 Once again, the first letters of this 
poem’s five distichs spell the name of 
the poet.

My thoughts of You wake me at night and I muse on Your kindness to me.
Through it I fathom the soul You have lodged in me, which yet is beyond me.
I see and believe in You in my heart as though Sinai rose over me.
I have sought You in visions and in their clouds Your glory swept down on me.  
And I think: My Lord who is blessed, let me rise at day’s dawning to bless You!

ְיִעירּוִני	ְבִׁשְמ�	ַרֲעיֹוָני	ְוָיִׂשימּו	ֲחָסֶדי�	ְלָפַני.	
ֱהִבינּוִני	ְדַבר	ֶנֶפׁש	ְיַצְרָּתּה	ְקׁשּוָרה	ִבי–	ְוִהיא	ִנְפָלאת	ְּבֵעיָני,

ְוִלִּבי	ָרֲא�	ַוַּיֲאֵמן	ָּב�	ְּכִאּלּו	ָמֳעָמד	ָהָיה	ְּבִסיָני.	
ְּדַרְׁשִּתי�	ְבֶחְזיֹוַני	ְוָעַבר	ְּכבֹוְד�	ִּבי	ְוָיַרד	ַּבֲעָנָני.

ֱהִקימּוִני	ְׂשִעַּפי	ִמְּיצּוַעי	ְלָבֵר�	ֵׁשם	ְּכבֹוֶד�	ֲאדָֹני.
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ְיִעירּוִני ְבִׁשְמ� ַרֲעיֹוָני
Barkhu 



I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

I
J

A ge’ula, literally, a “redemption,” is a  
piyyut sung before the blessing 
Barukh ata adonai, ga’al yisra’el, 
“Blessed are you O Lord, who re-
deems Israel,” which comes in the 
section of the prayer between the 
barkhu and the Amidah. The theol-
ogy of this ge’ula is conventional: 
inasmuch as God (characteristically 
described by Halevi as both near 
and far, “Ark-dwelling” and “looking 
down” from above) has not forgiven 
Israel for its sins, the chastisement 
of exile must be borne. Yet the final 
line hints at rebellion. One would 
have expected it to read, “Redeemer, 
look down on Your folk from Your 
place and redeem.” The unexpected 
“my” as though declares to God: 
“You say we are Your people—but 
you are in Your place and we are in 
ours, and from where we are, Your 
redemption is not discernible.” 
 The name Yehuda is woven into 
this piyyut, too.

Your will be done until Your anger is gone.
Must I always be parted from You by my sin? 
How long must I seek You and of You find no sign?
Why, O Ark-Dweller beneath cherubs’ wings, 
Have You enslaved me to strangers when You are mine?
Redeemer, look down on my folk from Your place and redeem!

ַּכֲאֶׁשר	ָעַבר	ֲחרֹוְנ�– ַיֲעבֹר	ָעַלי	ְרצֹוְנ�	
ַיֲעמֹד	ֵּביִני	ּוֵביְנ�? ַהְלעֹוָלִמים	ֲע�ִני	

אֹוְת�	ִעִּמי–	ְוֵאיְנ�? ַוֲעֵדי	ָמַתי	ֲאַבֵּקׁש	
ַהְּפֻרִׂשים	ַעל־ֲארֹוְנ�, ֻרִבים,	 ָּדר	ְּבַכְנֵפי	ַהְכּ

ַוֲאִני	ַכַּנת	ְיִמיְנ�! ֶהֱעַבְדַּתִני	ְלָזִרים–		
רֹם	ְוַהְׁשֵקף	ִמְּמעֹוְנ�! ּגֲֹאִלי,	ִלְגאֹול	ֲהמֹוַני	
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ַיֲעבֹר ָעַלי ְרצֹוְנ�
Ge’ula 
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An ahava was a piyyut prefaced to the 
blessing of Ohev amo yisra’el, “Who 
loves His people Israel,” which occurs 
in the service before the Shma Yisra’el. 
Like Halevi’s ge’ula, this ahava touches 
on God’s perceived abandonment of 
Israel, but from a different perspective. 
Here the stress is on His love. The “rare 
beauty” is the exiled Jewish people, 
while Edom is a rabbinic term for 
Christendom. Despite their degraded 
condition, this ahava affirms, the fol-
lowers of Judaism can mock their 
Christian and Muslim rivals’ preten-
sions in the confidence that they alone 
are God’s true partner. No matter how 
long His quarrel with them lasts, He 
could no more lose His heart to the 
“low-born sows” (pra’im or”wild asses,” 
in Halevi’s Hebrew) who are vying with 
them than a king could choose a rude 
peasant girl over a princess.
 The poem’s last two lines invoke 
the verse in the Songs of Songs, “Many 
waters cannot quench love, neither can 
the flood drown it.” Such incorpora-
tion of biblical language for allusive 
purposes, known in Hebrew literary 
criticism as shibutz or “insetting,” was 
a common technique in the Hispano-
Hebrew poetry of Halevi’s age.

A rare beauty far from her place of high birth:
 Why does she laugh when her true love is wroth?
She laughs at the daughters of Edom and at
 Arabia’s mignons and at the thought
That they covet her beau. Low-born sows! 
 Don’t they know that she lay in his arms as his doe?
Where are their Prophets? Where their Menoráh?
 Where their Holy Ark and Shekhináh?
Don’t, my foes, don’t hope to quench love’s desire.
 You will only be burned by love’s fire. 

אֹוֲהָבּה	ּכֵֹעס–	ְוָלָּמה	ָצֲחָקה? ַיֲעַלת־ֵחן,	ִמְּמעֹוָנּה	ָרֲחָקה,	
ַהְּמַבְקׁשֹות	ַלֲחׁשֹק	ּדֹוד	ָחְׁשָקה! ָצֲחָקה	ַעל	ַּבת־ֱאדֹום	ּוְבנֹות	ֲעָרב	

ַיֲעָלה	ַעל־ַהְּצִבי	ִהְתַרְּפָקה? ֵהן	ְּפָרִאים	ֵהם –	ְוֵאי�	ִיְדמּו	ֱאֵלי	
ַהְּבִרית,	ֵאי	ַהְּׁשִכיָנה	ָּדְבָקה? ֵאי	ְנבּוָאה,	ֵאי	ְמנֹוָרה,	ֵאי	ֲארֹון	
ִּכי	ְתַכּבּוָה	ְוִהיא	ֵאׁש	ִנְּׁשָקה! ַאל־ְמַׂשְנַאי,	ַאל־ְּתַכּבּו	ַאֲהָבה,	
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ַיֲעַלת־ֵחן, ִמְּמעֹוָנּה ָרֲחָקה
Ahava 
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A modified “girdle” poem (my 
translation retains its original rhyme 
scheme), “Waked By My Thoughts” 
compares God to a king in a cloud-
moated castle to which the poet, 
likened to a slave, tearfully but boldly 
seeks admission. The tension climaxes 
in the fourth stanza, which starts 
with an appeal, borrowed from the 
imagery of romantic love, for dawn, 
the enemy of trysting lovers, to be 
delayed so that the petitioning slave 
can finish “pouring out” his “heart's 
blood,” and ends with his gaining a 
seat at the king's nocturnal table.
 The image of “the king at his feast” 
is taken from the Song of Songs. A 
second biblical inset is “If He finds me 
proud”—in the Hebrew, “If my heart 
is lifted up in His eyes.” This comes 
from Ezekiel 28:2, which reads, “Son 
of man, say unto the prince of Tyre . . . 
because thine heart is lifted up . . . 
thou hast said, I am a God . . . yet thou 
art a man and not God.” Although 
“Waked By My Thoughts” is one of 
the most mystical of Halevi's poems, 
he was nevertheless, by means of this 
inset, disassociating himself from 
the radical goal of becoming God 
through mystical union with Him. 
While God is approachable when love 
overcomes fear, the nearer one draws 
to Him, the more conscious one is, for 
Halevi, of how far away He remains.
 This poem is a signed one.

Waked by my thoughts and driven to profess
God’s praise in song and plead my neediness,
I from my eyes brush midnight’s sleepiness
To seek the pleasance of the Lord’s palace. 

Roused from drowsiness, I ask: Who stirred me?                   
The holy dweller in glory has spurred me.
He has taught me to listen; stood by me and beside me;
To my undying thankfulness, advised me. 
 All souls are His, all forms bear His impress!

To Him I pray–and rapt is my prayer. 
Its tears pierce His clouds and are sweeter than nectar.
If He finds me proud, my heart is like butter,
Melting with fear like a slave’s of his master.
 May love make him forget his distress!

Stay, solemn night! Let dawn wait in the east
Till the vassal who offers his heart’s blood has ceased
Pouring it out and his lord is appeased,
And the slave is alone with the king at his feast,
 Pledging his flag in his fortress!   

A slave of slaves before the King of Kings!
With heavy hands and many tears he brings
His life and limbs as Your sworn underlings
To bless You and confess You in all things.
 Forgive like so much sand his sinfulness!

ְוסֹוד	ִלִּבי	ּוִמְׁשָאלֹו,	 	 ְיִעירּוִני	ַרְעיֹוַני	 	
ְּבִזְמַרת	ֵאל	ּוַמֲהָללֹו, 	 ֲהגֹות	ִּדְבֵרי	ַתֲחנּוַני	 	
ֲחצֹות	ַלְיָלה	ִּבְגָללֹו,	 ְו�א	ֶאֵּתן	ְׁשָנת	ְלֵעיַני		 	

ּוְלַבֵּקר	ְּבֵהיָכלֹו! 	 ַלֲחזֹות	ְּבנַֹעם־ֲאדָֹני	 	
ִמי	הּוא	ֲאֶׁשר	ֱהִקיָצִני?	 	 ֱהִקיצִֹתי	ַוֲאַחֵּׁשב:		 	

ְּתִהּלֹוָתיו	ֱהִאיָצִני,	 	 ְוִהֵּנה	ָקדֹוׁש	יֹוֵׁשב	 	
ְוִחְּזַקִני	ְוִאְּמָצִני,	 	 ְוָנַתן	ְּבָאְזַני	ֶקֶׁשב,	 	

ֲאָבֵר�	ֲאֶׁשר	ְיָעָצִני	 ְוָכל־עֹוד	רּוִחי	ָהֵׁשב	 	
ְוַהְּגִוָּיה	ִמְפָעלֹו! צּור,	ֲאֶׁשר	ַהְּנָׁשָמה	לֹו	 	

ּוִבְתִפָּלה	ֶאְתַעָּנג,	 	 ָוֶאְתַּפֵּלל	ְלָפָניו–		 	
ּוָמְתקּו	ִמּצּוף	ּוַפָּנג,	 ּוָבְקעּו	ְדָמַעי	ֲעָנָניו–		 	

ְּבֵעת	ָנַמס	ַּכדֹוָנג, 	 	ְוָגַבּה	ִלִּבי	ְבֵעיָניו,	 	
ִמַּפֲחדֹו	ִיְתמֹוָגג,		 	 ְּכֶעֶבד	ִלְפֵני	ֲאדָֹניו	 	

ִיְנֶׁשה	ֶאת־ָּכל־ֲעָמלֹו!		 	 ְוִכי	ִיְזּכֹר	ַמְחַמּלֹו		 	
ְוַאֵחר	ַׁשַחר	ִמּבֹוא, 	 ּדֹום	ַלִיל	ְוִהָּכֵבד	 	
ְּבַתֲחנּוָניו	ֶאל־ַרּבֹו, 	 ַעד־ִיְתַרֶּצה	ֶעֶבד	 	

ְוַיִּגיד	ִנְגֵעי	ִלּבֹו, ְוִיְׁשּפֹ�	ַּדם	ֵלב	ְוָכֵבד,		 	
ִעם־ַהֶּמֶל�	ִּבְמִסּבֹו, 	 ְויְתַיֵחד	ָהעֵֹבד	 	
ְלֵׁשם	ִּדְגלֹו	ּוִמְגָּדלֹו! 	 ְוָיִׁשיר	ְוִיָּׂשא	ְמָׁשלֹו	 	
ִלְפֵני	ֶמֶל�	ְמָלִכים	 	 	ִהֵּנה	ֶעֶבד	ֲעָבִדים		 	
ּוְדָמָעיו	ֶנֱהָלִכים–	 	 עֵֹמד,	ְוָיָדיו	ְּכֵבִדים	 	

ְּבעֹוד	ַחָּייו	ִנְמָׁשִכים, 	 ְל�	ְיֻצָריו	ֶנְעָּבִדים	 	
ּוִמְתַוִּדים	ּוְמָבְרִכים, 	 ְוָכל־ֵאָבָריו	מֹוִדים	 	

ֲאֶׁשר	ַּכחֹול	ִמְׁשָקלֹו! 	 ְסַלח	ְלרַֹע	ַמֲעָללֹו,		 	
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ְיִעירּוִני ַרְעיֹוַני
Waked By My Thoughts



Lord, You are my sole desire,
 Though I keep it my soul’s secret.
Could I but do Your will and die
 That moment, I would seek it.
Placing in Your hands my spirit,
 I would sleep—and sweet such sleep is. 
Far from You, all life is dying;
 Death is life with You beside me.
 

And yet I know not how to further
 Most my faith or best to serve it.
Instruct me in Your ways, then, Lord,
 And free my mind from folly’s service.
Teach me while I have strength to suffer,
 Nor despise my suffering
In the time still left before,
 Myself a burden to myself,
My cankered bones fail to support me
 And, my only choice submission,
I make the voyage to my fathers,
 Stopping to rest at their last stop
Deep in the earth, I who once was
 A sojourner upon its surface.

  
My young years thought of naught save themselves.
 When will my world-sated soul save itself? 
 How worship my Maker when all He has made
 Makes me passion’s captive and slave,
Or strive for the heights when at the day’s end
 Sister worm awaits my descent?
How, even, be glad in glad times,
 When none know what the future will spell,
And the days underwrite my decay  
 With the nights, half of me to dispel
To the wind and half to the dust?
 What can I plead when I am pursued
By my lust from my youth to my wane?
 What of this world but Your will is my share,
And if You are not mine what is mine? 
 What more can I ask or declare? 
I am naked of deeds, Your justice my only attire.
 Lord, You are my sole desire. 
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Toward the end of his long stay in 
Toledo, Yehuda Halevi underwent 
what today might be called a mid-
life crisis. The sense that time was 
running out and that, despite all his 
poetic achievements, something of 
ultimate importance had been left 
undone began to take hold of him. All 
the honors and adulation that were 
his merely weighed on him. Growing 
old, for most people a process of ac-
commodation to who they are, had 
become for him the anxiety of who he 
still was not. 
 “Lord, You Are My Sole Desire” is 
an expression of this state. The poem 
begins with a declaration of extreme 
religious devotion coupled with a 
fatigue so great that it is couched as 
an open death wish; pulls back from 
this brink with the reflection that, de-
spite the poet’s sense of having lived 
enough, he is unprepared to cast off a 
world in which he has not yet fulfilled, 
or even clarified, his true mission; and 
ends with the confession that this 
failure makes him as frightened as the 
next man of the death he thought he 
had longed for. The stage for a radical 
decision was being set.

ֲאדָֹני,	ֶנְגְּד�	ָכל	ַּתֲאָוִתי
ְוִאם	�א	ַאֲעֶלָּנה	ַעל	ְׂשָפִתי. 	

ְרצֹוְנ�	ֶאְׁשֲאָלה	ֶרַגע	ְוֶאְגָוע–
ּוִמי	ִיֵּתן	ְוָתבֹוא	ֱׁשֶאָלִתי, 	

ְוַאְפִקיד	ֶאת	ְׁשָאר	רּוִחי	ְּבָיְד�
ְוָיַׁשְנִּתי,	ְוָעְרָבה	לי	ְׁשָנִתי. 	

ְּבָרְחִקי	ִמְּמ�	מֹוִתי	ְבַחָּיי,
ְוִאם	ֶאְדַּבק	ְּב�	ַחַּיי	ְּבמֹוִתי. 	
ֲאָבל	�א	ֵאְדָעה	ַּבָּמה	ֲאַקֵּדם,
ּוַמה	ִּתְהֶיה	ֲעבֹוָדִתי	ְוָדִתי. 	

ְּדָרֶכי�,	ֲאדָֹני,	ַלְּמֵדִני,
ְוׁשּוב	ִמַּמֲאַסר	ִסְכלּות	ְׁשבּוִתי, 	

ְוהֹוֵרִני	ְבעֹוד	ֶיׁש	ִּבי	ְיכֶֹלת
ְלִהְתַעּנֹות,	ְוַאל	ִּתְבֶזה	ֱענּוִתי 	

ְּבֶטֶרם	יֹום	ֱאִהי	ָעַלי	ְלַמָּׂשא,
ְויֹום	ִיְכַּבד	ְקָצִתי	ַעל	ְקָצִתי, 	

ְוִאָּכַנע	ְּבַעל	ָּכְרִחי,	ְויֹאַכל
ֲעָצַמי	ָעׁש,	ְוִנְלאּו	ִמְּׂשֵאִתי, 	
ְוֶאַּסע	ֶאל	ְמקֹום	ָנְסעּו	ֲאבֹוָתי,
ּוִבְמקֹום	ַּתֲחנֹוָתם	ַּתֲחַנִתי. 	
ְּכֵגר	ּתֹוָׁשב	ֲאִני	ַעל	ַּגב	ֲאָדָמה,
ְואּוָלם	ִּכי	ְּבִבְטָנּה	ַנֲחָלִתי. 	
ְנעּוַרי	ַעד	ֲה�ם	ָעׂשּו	ְלַנְפָׁשם,

ּוָמַתי	ַּגם	ֲאִני	ֶאֱעֶׂשה	ְלֵביִתי? 	
ְוָהעֹוָלם	ֲאֶׁשר	ִנַּתן	ְּבִלִּבי

ְמָנַעִני	ְלַבֵּקׁש	ַאֲחִריִתי. 	
ְוֵאיָכה	ֶאֱעבֹד	יֹוְצִרי	ְּבעֹוִדי

ֲאִסיר	ִיְצִרי	ְוֶעֶבד	ַּתֲאָוִתי? 	
ְוֵאיָכה	ַמֲעָלה	ָרָמה	ֲאַבֵּקׁש

ּוָמָחר	ִּתְהֶיה	ִרָּמה	ֲאחֹוִתי? 	
ְוֵאי�	ִייַטב	ְּביֹום	טֹוָבה	ְלָבִבי

ְו�א	ֵאַדע	ֲהִייַטב	ָמֳחָרִתי? 	
ְוַהָּיִמים	ְוַהֵּלילֹות	ֲעֵרִבים

ְלַכּלֹות	ֶאת			ְׁשֵאִרי	ַעד	ְּכלֹוִתי, 	
ְוָלרּוַח	ְיָזרּון	ַמֲחִציִתי,

ְוֶלָעָפר	ְיִׁשיבּון	ַמֲחִציִתי. 	
ּוַמה	אַֹמר,	ְוִיְצִרי	ִיְרְּדֵפִני

ְּכאֹוֵיב	ִמְּנעּוַרי	ַעד	ְּכלֹוִתי? 	
ּוַמה	ִּלי	ַּבְזָמן	ִאם	�א	ְרצֹוָנ�?

ְוִאם	ֵאיְנ�	ְמָנִתי,	ַמה	ְּמָנִתי? 	
ֲאִני	ִמַּמֲעִׂשים	ׁשֹוָלל	ְוָערֹם,

ְוִצְדָקְת�	ְלַבָּדּה	ִהיא	ְכסּוִתי. 	
ְועֹוד	ָמה	ַאֲאִרי�	ָלׁשֹון	ְוֶאְׁשַאל?

ֲאדָֹני	ֶנְגְּד�	ָכל	ַּתֲאָוִתי.	
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ֲאדָֹני, ֶנְגְּד� ָכל ַּתֲאָוִתי
Lord, You Are My Sole Desire 
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Most likely it was sometime after 
the Crusader conquest of Jerusalem 
in 1099 that Halevi had the dream 
described in this poem, in which 
he took part in the ancient Temple 
sacrifices and listened to the song of 
the Levites. Since he was a Levite and 
“singer” himself, his dream was also 
about his own sense of religious and 
literary vocation.
 “In the Temple” also has another 
dimension. We have seen how Halevi 
both struggled with, and delighted in, 
the paradox of a God who created the 
world from without yet dwelt within 
His creation. Though how this could 
be was a conundrum that human 
reason could not resolve, God’s “near-
ness” in Halevi’s dream is as “clear as 
things seen.” What is unknowable to 
the intellect, “In the Temple” pro-
claims, can nevertheless be grasped 
by direct experience.
 If we look at the remarkable se-
quence of poems about Jerusalem 
and the Land of Israel that came to be 
known to posterity as Yehuda Halevi's 
shirey tsiyon, his “songs of Zion,” “Your 
Dwellings, Lord” was probably the 
first of them. This is because, unlike 
the others, it does not express the 
thought or hope of actually going to 
live in the Land of Israel—a hope that, 
for Halevi, came as a response to the 
crisis described in “Lord, You Are My 
Sole Desire.” It is as if when Halevi 
wrote 'Your Dwellings, Lord' such a 
hope did not yet exist—or, going a 
step farther, as if the hope were en-
gendered by the dream

Your dwellings, Lord, are places of love,
And Your nearness is clear as things seen, 
 not guessed of. 
My dream took me to Your Temple’s mount to sing
In all its lovely worshiping and bring
My offerings with their libations.
Around me swirled thick smoke and ministrations, 
Sweet to my ears, of Levites at their stations. 
I woke, but when I did You still were there
For me to thank You as befits my prayer. 

ֱא�ַהי!	ִמְׁשְּכנֹוֶתי�	ְיִדידֹות,
	ְוִקְרָבְת�	ְּבַמְרֶאה,	�א	ְבִחידֹות.	

ֱהִביַאִני	ֲחלֹוִמי	ִמְקְּדֵׁשי	ֵאל,
	ְוַׁשְרִּתי	ַמְלֲאכֹוָתיו	ַהֲחמּודֹות,

ְוָהעֹוָלה	ּוִמְנָחָתּה	ְוִנְסָּכּה,	
	ְוָסִביב	ִּתיְמרֹות	ָעָׁשן	ְּכֵבדֹות.	

ְוָנַעְמִּתי	ְּבָׁשְמִעי	ִׁשיר	ְלִוִּים
	ְּבסֹוֵדיֶהם	ְלֵסֶדר	ָהֲעבֹודֹות.	

ֱהִקיצֹוִתי,	ְועֹוִדי	ִעְּמ�	ֵאל,
	ְוהֹוֵדיִתי,	ְוָל�	ָנֶאה	ְלהֹודֹות.
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ֱא�ַהי! ִמְׁשְּכנֹוֶתי� ְיִדידֹות
In the Temple 
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“My Heart in the East” is probably the 
best-known and most translated of all 
Halevi’s poems. In formal terms, it is 
easily described. Its three 28- or 29-syl-
lable distichs have the meter, known as 
the mitpashetet, long-long-short-long, 
long-short-long, long-long-short-long, 
long-short-long. The poem has the 
mono-rhyme of -rav. It has one pun, 
a double play on h. evel, “domain,” 
but also “rope,” and khevel, “chain,” 
and three phonetically linked pairs 
of words: mizrah. , “East,” and ma’arav, 
West,” yeykal, “it would be little,” and 
yeykar, “it would be precious,” and tuv 
s’farad, “the goodness of Spain,” and 
d’vir neh. erav, “the Shrine [i.e., Temple] 
in ruins.” 
 All this is cut-and-dried. Yet, de-
scribing the conflict of a man who has 
decided to journey to Crusader-ruled 
Palestine and live there, yet who is 
frighteningly aware of the difficulties 
of doing so, “My Heart in the East” is a 
living poem. Indeed, it is a perfect one, 
a miniature marvel of balance in which 
opposites tug in different directions 
while remaining musically joined.

My heart in the East
But the rest of me far in the West—
How can I savor this life, even taste what I eat?
How, in the bonds of the Moor, 
Zion chained to the Cross,
Can I do what I’ve vowed to and must?
Gladly I’d leave
All the best of grand Spain
For one glimpse of the ruined Shrine’s dust.

ִלִּבי	ְבִמְזָרח	ְוָאנִֹכי	ְּבסֹוף	ַמֲעָרב.
	ֵאי�	ֶאְטֲעָמה	ֵאת	ֲאֶׁשר	אַֹכל	ְוֵאי�	ֶיֱעָרב?

ֵאיָכה	ֲאַׁשֵּלם	ְנָדַרי	ֶוֱאָסַרי,	ְּבעֹוד
	ִצּיֹון	ְּבֶחֶבל	ֱאדֹום	ַוְאִני	ְּבֶכֶבל	ֲעָרב?

ֵיַקל	ְּבֵעיַני	ֲעזֹוב	ָּכל	טּוב	ְסָפַרד,	ְּכמֹו
	ֵיַקר	ְּבֵעיַני	ְראֹות	ַעְפרֹות	ְּדִביר	ֶנֱחָרב.
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ִלִּבי ְבִמְזָרח
My Heart in the East 
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In this poem, the dust of Jerusalem’s 
ruins that the poet sought a mere 
glimpse of in “My Heart in the East” is 
imagined as a more intense sweetness, 
the taste of a lover’s kiss. Indeed, “To 
Jerusalem,” with its beauteous queen 
banished from her “cloister” of the 
Temple, has the motifs of a romantic 
love poem. Its pining lover; its beloved 
he has been torn from by a cruel fate; 
its hope for a blissful reunion with 
her—all are met with often in the me-
dieval poetry of the troubadors and 
in romances like Tristan and Isolde. In 
many of Halevi’s “songs of Zion,” of 
which this is one of the most consum-
mate, one finds, uniquely, the themes 
of romantic love fully integrated with 
the theme of Jewish exile and the 
yearning for an end to it.

O fair of view! World’s joy! Great monarch’s home!
For you, from earth’s far end, my spirit yearns.
Compassion stirs in me when my mind turns
To your lost cloister and its splendor’s doom.
Would that on an eagle’s wings I flew  
To mix the water of my tears with your parched clay!
Always I think of you—and though your king’s away,
And snakes and scorpions scuttle where once grew
Your balm of Gilead, your stones and earth
Would taste when kissed like honey in my mouth. 

ְיֵפה	נֹוף,	ְמׂשֹוׂש	ֵּתֵבל,	ִקְרָיה	ְלֶמֶל�	ָרב!
	ָל�	ִנְכְסָפה	ַנְפִׁשי	ִמַּפֲאֵתי	ַמְעָרב.
ֲהמֹון	ַרֲחַמי	ִנְכָמר	ִּכי	ֶאְזְּכָרה	ֶקֶדם,

	ְּכבֹוֵד�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָּגָלה	ְוָנֵו�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָחָרב.
ּוִמי	ִיְּתֵנִני	ַעל	ַּכְנֵפי	ְנָׁשִרים	ַעד

	ֲאַרֶּוה	ְבִדְמָעִתי	ֲעָפֵרך	ְוִיְתָעָרב!
ְּדַרְׁשִּתי�	ְוִאם	ַמְלֵּכ�	ֵאין	ָּב�,	ְוִאם	ִּבְמקֹום

	ֳצִרי	ִּגְלֲעֵדך	ָנָחׁש	ָׂשָרף	ְוַגם	ַעְקָרב,
ֲה�א	ֶאת	ֲאָבַנִי�	ֲאחֵֹנן	ְוֶאָּׁשֵקם,

	ְוַטַעם	ְרָגַבִי�	ְלִפי	ִמְּדַבׁש	ֶיְעָרב.
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ְיֵפה נֹוף, ְמׂשֹוׂש ֵּתֵבל
To Jerusalem 
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Zion! Do you wonder how and where your captives
Are now, and if they think of you, the far-flocked 
 remnants?
From north and south, east, west, and all directions,
Near and far, they send their greetings
As I send mine, captured by my longings
To weep like Hermon’s dew upon your mountains. 
Mourning your lowliness, I am the wail of jackals;
Dreaming your sons’ return, the song of lute strings.  
My heart stirs for Peniel, and for Bethel, and all 
 those places
With their pure traces of God’s presence, where 
 your gates,
Facing the portals of the highest heavens,
Stand opened by your Maker. You He illumines
Not with the sun, or moon, or stars, but with 
 the rays
Of His own glory. Gladly I would choose
To pour my soul out where your chosen ones
Stood in a downpour of God’s effluence. 
You are the throne of the Lord, His royal house—
How then are slaves enthroned in your lords’ 
 houses? 
If only I could wander past the way points
Where God appeared to your appointed and 
 your seers,
And, flying to you with a bird’s wings,
Shake woeful head, remembering the throes
Of your dismemberment, my face
Pressed to your earth, cherishing its soil and 
 stones–
Yes, even so, the graves of patriarchs.
Wondrous in Hebron at your choicest tombs,
I would cross Gilead, and Carmel’s woods,
And stop to marvel at your lofty peaks
Across the Jordan, on which, illustrious,
Lie buried the two greatest of your teachers.
Your very air’s alive with souls;
Your earth breathes incense and your rivers
Run with balm. I would rejoice
To walk with my bare feet, in tatters,
Upon the ruins of your Sanctuaries,
In which, before it was removed from us,
The Holy Ark stood guarded by its Cherubs
Posted at the innermost of chambers—
And then, all worldly pomp cast off, I’d curse
The fate that did defile your peerless pilgrims.
How could I eat or drink, seeing the dogs
Make off with the remains of your proud lions?
How find the daylight sweet when my two eyes
Were forced to witness crows feast on your eagles?

Enough, desist from me, O cup of sorrows,
Drained to the dregs of all its bitterness!
Zion! God’s love, combined with Beauty’s grace,
Has bound to you the souls of all your friends,
So that they joy when you’re at peace
And weep when you’re all wounds and wilderness.
Imprisoned, they yearn for you, each from his place
Turning to bow in prayer to your gates–
Your many flocks, dispersed to distant hills
Yet ever mindful of their vows
To re-ascend to you and reach your heights,
As the palm tree, rising above all else,
Is scaled by the bold climber. Who compares 
To you? Not ancient Babylon, nor Greece:
What are all their empty oracles
Beside your Prophets and the breastplates of 
 your priests?
The heathen kingdoms lapse, collapse, and pass,
But you remain forever, crowned for the ages.
God makes His home in you: Blesséd are those
Who dwell with Him, residing in your courts.
Blesséd is he who comes, and waits, and sees
The rising sun illuminate your dawns,
In which your steadfast share the happiness
Of your lost youth, restored as it once was.

ִצּיֹון	ֲה�א	ִתְׁשֲאִלי	ִלְׁשלֹום	ֲאִסיַרִי�,
ּדֹוְרֵׁשי	ְׁשלֹוֵמ�	ְוֵהם	ֶיֶתר	ֲעָדָרִי�?
ִמָּים	ּוִמְזָרח	ּוִמָּצפֹון	ְוֵתיָמן	ְׁשלֹום
ָרחֹוק	ְוָקרֹוב	ְׂשִאי	ִמּכֹל	ֲעָבָרִי�,

ּוְׁשלֹום	ֲאִסיר	ַּתֲאָוה,	נֹוֵתן	ְּדָמָעיו	ְּכַטל–
ֶחְרמֹון	ְוִנְכַסף	ְלִרְדָּתם	ַעל	ֲהָרָרִי�.

ִלְבּכֹות	ֱענּוֵת�	ֲאִני	ַתִּנים	ְוֵעת	ֶאֱח�ם
ִׁשיַבת	ְׁשבּוֵתך	ֲאִני	ִכּנֹור	ְלִׁשיָרִי�.

ִלִּבי	ְלֵבית	ֵאל	ְוִלְפִניֵאל	ְמאֹד	ֶיֱהֶמה
ּוְלַמֲחַנִים	ְוכֹל	ִּפְגֵעי	ְטהֹוָרִי�,

ָׁשם	ַהְּׁשִכיָנה	ְׁשֵכָנה	ָל�	ְוַהּיֹוְצֵר�
ָּפַתח	ְלמּול	ַׁשֲעֵרי	ַׁשַחק	ְׁשָעָרִי�,
ּוְכבֹוד	ְיָי	ְלַבד	ָהָיה	ְמאֹוֵר�	ְוֵאין
ֶׁשֶמׁש	ְוַסַהר	ְוכֹוָכִבים	ְמִאיָרִי�.

ֶאְבַחר	ְלַנְפִׁשי	ְלִהְׁשַּתֵּפ�	ְּבָמקֹום	ֲאֶשר
רּוַח	ֱא�ִהים	ְׁשפּוָכה	ַעל	ְּבִחיָרִי�.
ַאְּת	ֵּבית	ְמלּוָכה	ְוַאְּת	ִּכֵּסא	ְיָי	ְוִאם
ָיְׁשבּו	ֲעָבִדים	ֲעֵלי	ִכְסאֹות	ְּגִביָרִי�.
ִמי	ִיְּתֵנִני	ְמׁשֹוֵטט	ַּבְּמקֹומֹות	ֲאֶׁשר

ִנְגלּו	ֱא�ִהים	ְלחֹוַזִי�	ְוִציָרִי�!
ִמי	ַיֲעֶׂשה	ִלי	ְכָנַפִים	ְוַאְרִחיק	ְנדֹד

ָאִניד	ְלִבְתֵרי	ְלָבִבי	ֵּבין	ְּבָתָרִי�!
ֶאּפֹל	ְלַאַּפי	ֲעֵלי	ַאְרֵצ�	ְוֶאְרֶצה	ֲאָב־

ַנִי�	ְמאֹד	ַוֲאחֵֹנן	ֶאת	ֲעָפָרִי�,
ַאף	ִּכי	ְבָעְמִדי	ֲעֵלי	ִקְברֹות	ֲאבַֹתי	ְוֶאְׁש־

ּתֹוֵמם	ְּבֶחְברֹון	ֲעֵלי	ִמְבַחר	ְקָבָרִי�.
ֶאְעבֹר	ְּבַיְעֵר�	ְוַכְרִמֵּל�	ְוֶאְעמֹד	ְּבִגְל־

ָעֵד�	ְוֶאְׁשּתֹוֲמָמה	ֶאל	ַהר־ֲעָבָרִי�,
ַהר־ָהֲעָבִרים	ְוהֹר	ָהָהר	ֲאֶׁשר	ָׁשם	ְׁשֵני

אֹוִרים	ְּגדֹוִלים	ְמִאיַרִי�	ּומֹוָרִי�.
ַחֵּיי	ְנָׁשמֹות	ֲאֵויר	ַאְרֵצ�	ּוִמָּמר־ְדרֹור

ַאְבַקת	ֲעָפֵר�	ְונֶֹפת	צּוף	ְנָהָרִי�.
ִיְנַעם	ְלַנְפִׁשי	ֲהלֹו�	ָערֹם	ְוָיֵחף	ֲעֵלי
ִביָרִי�, ָחְרבֹות	ְׁשָמָמה	ֲאֶׁשר	ָהיּו	ְדּ

ִּבְמקֹום	ֲארֹוֵנ�	ֲאֶׁשר	ִנְגַנז	ּוִבְמקֹום	ְּכרּו־
ַבִי�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָׁשְכנּו	ַחְדֵרי	ֲחָדָרִי�.

ָאגֹז	ְוַאְׁשִלי�	ְּפֵאר	ִנְזִרי	ְוֶאּקֹב	ְזָמן
ִחֵּלל	ְּבֶאֶרץ	ְטֵמָאה	ֶאת־ְנִזיָרִי�.

ֵאי�	ֶיֱעַרב	ִלי	ֲאכֹול	ּוְׁשתֹות	ְּבֵעת	ֶאֱחֶזה
ִּכי	ִּיְסֲחבּו	ַהְּכָלִבים	ֶאת	ְּכִפיָרִי�?

אֹו	ֵאי�	ְמאֹור	יֹום	ְיִהי	ָמתֹוק	ְלֵעיַני	ְּבעֹוד
ֶאְרֶאה	ְּבִפי	עְֹרִבים	ִּפְגֵרי	ְנָׁשָרִי�?

ּכֹוס	ַהְיגֹוִנים	ְלַאט	ַהְרִּפי	ְמַעט	ִּכי	ְכָבר
ָמְלאּו	ְכָסַלי	ְוַנְפִׁשי	ַמְּמרֹוָרִי�!

ֵעת	ֶאְזְּכָרה	ָאֳהָלה	ֶאְׁשֶּתה	ֲחָמֵת�	ְוֶאְזּכֹר	
ָאֳהִליָבה	ְוֶאְמֶצה	ֶאת־ְׁשָמָרִי�!

ִצּיֹון	ְּכִליַלת	ֳיִפי,	ַאְהָבה	ְוֵחן	ִּתְקְׁשִרי
ֵמָאז	ּוָב�	ִנְקְׁשרּו	ַנְפׁשֹות	ֲחֵבָרִי�,

ֵהם	ַהְּׂשֵמִחים	ְלַׁשְלָוֵת�,	ְוַהּכֲֹאִבים
ַעל	ׁשֹוֲממּוֵת�,	ּובֹוִכים	ַעל	ְׁשָבָרִי�.

ִמּבֹור	ְׁשִבי	ׁשֹוֲאִפים	ֶנְגֵּד�	ּוִמְׁשַּתֲחִוים
ִאיׁש	ִמְּמקֹומֹו	ֱאֵלי	נַֹכח	ְׁשָעָרִי�,
ֶעְדֵרי	ֲהמֹוֵנ�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָּגלּו	ְוִהְתַּפְּזרּו
ֵמַהר	ְלִגְבָעה	ְו�א	ָׁשְכחּו	ְגֵדָרִי�,
ַהַּמֲחִזיִקים	ְּבׁשּוַלִי�	ּוִמְתַאְּמִצים
ַלְעלֹות	ְוֶלְאחֹז	ְּבַסְנִסֵּני	ְּתָמָרִי�.

ִׁשְנָער	ּוַפְתרֹוס	ֲהַיַעְרכּו�	ְּבָגְדָלם	ְוִאם
ֶהְבָלם	ְיַדּמּו	ְלֻתַּמִי�	ְואּוָרִי�?

ֶאל	ִמי	ְיַדּמּו	ְמִׁשיַחִי�	ְוֶאל	ִמי	ְנִבי–
ַאִי�	ְוֶאל	ִמי	ְלִוַּיִי�	ְוָׁשָרִי�?

ִיְׁשֶנה	ְוַיְח�ף	ְּכִליל	ָּכל	ַמְמְלכֹות	ָהֱאִליל,
ָחְסֵנ�	ְלעֹוָלם	ְלדֹור	ָודֹור	ְנָזָרִי�.

ִאָּו�	ְלמֹוָׁשב	ֱא�ַהִי�	ְוַאְׁשֵרי	ֱאנֹוׁש
ִיְבַחר	ְיָקֵרב	ְוִיְׁשּכֹן	ַּבֲחֵצָרִי�!

ַאְׁשֵרי	ְמַחֶּכה	ְוַיִּגיַע	ְוִיְרֶאה	ֲעלֹות
אֹוֵר�	ְוִיָּבְקעּו	ָעָליו	ְׁשָחָרִי�,

ִלְראֹות	ְּבטֹוַבת	ְּבִחיַרִי�	ְוַלְע�ז	ְּבִׂשְמ–
ָחֵת�	ְּבׁשּוֵב�	ֱאֵלי	ַקְדַמת	ְנעּוָרִי�.
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ִצּיֹון ֲה�א ִתְׁשֲאִלי ִלְׁשלֹום ֲאִסיַרִי�
Zion, Do You Wonder? 

“Zion, Do You Wonder?” is another 
of Halevi’s best-known poems, one 
familiar to many Jews from the book 
of lamentations for Tisha b’Av, the day 
of mourning for the destruction of the 
Temple. Yet despite its inclusion there 
by Jewish tradition, it was not originally 
written for liturgical use and would 
have been  considered a “secular” 
rather than a “sacred” poem by Halevi’s 
contemporaries.
 Indeed, the poem that “Zion, Do 
You Wonder?” most has to be read 
in conjunction with is “Why, My Dar-
ling, Have You Barred All News?” Like 
it—and unlike anything else Halevi 
ever wrote—the 34 distichs of “Zion, 
Do You Wonder?” have the haunting 
mono-rhyme of “–ayikh,” and like it, 
too, they follow the same progression 
of emotions from bereaved longing to 
bitter grief to hope for love’s restora-
tion.  In composing this, the greatest 
of his songs of Zion, Halevi was clearly 
aware of having modeled it on the 
greatest of his love poems.  
 As in my translation of “Why, My 
Darling, Have You Barred All News?”, 
I have substituted a final “s” sound 
for Halevi's mono-rhyme. The poem's 
Hebrew meter is the mitpashetet, for 
which I have once again fallen back on 
an English iambic line.
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ְוָיֶמיך	ְלִהְתעֹוֵפף	ֲחֻמִׁשים! ֲהִתְרּדֹף	ַנֲערּות	ַאַחר	ֲחִמִּׁשים?	
ְוִתְכסֹף	ֶאל־ֲעבַֹדת	ָהֲאָנִׁשים, ְוִתְבַרח	ֵמֲעבַֹדת	ָהֱא�ִהים,	
ְּפֵני	ֶאָחד	ְלָכל־ֵחֶפץ	ְּדרּוִׁשים, ְוִתְדרֹׁש	ֶאת	ְּפֵני־ַרִּבים,	ְוִתּטֹׁש	
ְוִתְמּכֹר	ֶחְלְק�	ִבְנִזיד	ֲעָדִׁשים? ְוֵתָעֵצל	ְלִהְצַטֵּיד	ְלַדְרָּכ�,	

ְוַתֲאָוָתּה	ְּתַבֵּכר	ָלֳחָדִׁשים? ֲה�א	ָאְמָרה	ְל�	עֹוד	ַנְפְׁש�:	הֹון!–	
ְוסּור	ֵמַעל	ֲחֵמֶׁשת	ָהְרָגִׁשים, ְנֵטה	ֵמַעל	ֲעָצָתּה	ֶאל־ֲעַצת־ֵאל,	
ְימֹוֶתי�	ֲאֶׁשר	ָאִצים	ְוָחִׁשים, ְוִהְתַרֵּצה	ְליֶֹצְר�	ְּבֶיֶתר	

ְוַאל־ֵּתֵל�	ְל�	ִלְקַראת	ְנָחִׁשים; ְוַאל־ִּתְדרֹׁש	ְּבֵלב	ָוֵלב	ְרצֹונֹו,	
ְוַקל	ִּכְצִבי	ְוִגּבֹור	ַּכְּלָיִׁשים, ֱהֵיה	ַלְעׂשֹות	ְרצֹונֹו	ַעז	ְּכָנֵמר	

ְוָהִרים	ֶּתֱחֶזה	ָמִטים	ּוָמִׁשים, ְוַאל־ִיּמֹוט	ְּבֵלב	ַיִּמים	ְלָבָב�,	
ְוַחְכֵמי	ַהֲחָרִׁשים	ַמֲחִריִׁשים, ּוַמָּלִחים	ְיֵדיֶהם	ַּכְּמָלִחים,	

ְוָׁשִבים	ֶאל־ֲאחֹוֵריֶהם	ּובִֹׁשים, ְׂשֵמִחים	הְֹלִכים	נַֹכח	ְּפֵניֶהם–		
ְוֵאין	ִמְבָרח	ְל�	ִּכי	ִאם־ְיקּוִׁשים, ְוֻאְקָינֹוס	ְלָפֶני�	ְלָמנֹוס,	

ְוָינּועּו	ְוָיזּועּו	ְקָרִׁשים, ְוָימּוטּו	ְוָינּוטּו	ְקָלִעים,	
ְּכנְֹׁשֵאי	ָהֳעָמִרים	ַּבְּדָיִׁשים, ְוַיד־רּוַח	ְמַצֶחֶקת	ְּבַמִים,	

ּוַפַעם	ַּתֲעֶׁשה	ֵמֶהם	ְּגִדיִׁשים, ּוַפַעם	ַּתֲעֶׁשה	ֵמֶהם	ְּגָרנֹות,	
ְוֵעת	ֵהָחְלָׁשם	ָּדמּו	ְנָחִׁשים, ְּבֵעת	ִהְתַּגְּבָרם	ָּדמּו	ֲאָריֹות,	

ְּכִצְפעִֹנים	ְוֵאין	ָלֶהם	ְלָחִׁשים; ְוִראׁשִֹנים	ְּדָלקּום	ַאֲחרִֹנים	
ְוַהּתֶֹרן	ְוַהֵּנס	ֶנֱחָלִׁשים, ְוִצי	ַאִּדיר	ְּכָקט	ִיּפֹל	ְּבַאִּדיר,	

ְּכַתְחִּתִּים	ְׁשִנִּים	ַּכְּׁשִלִׁשִים, ְוַהֵּתָבה	ְוִקֶּניָה	ְנֻבִכים,	
ְוָנִׁשים	ַוֲאָנִׁשים–	ֶנֱאָנִׁשים, ּומְֹׁשֵכי	ַהֲחָבִלים–	ַּבֲחָבִלים,	

ְוָקצּו	ַהְּגִוּיֹות	ַּבְּנָפִׁשים, ְורּוַח	ֻחְּבָלה	ֵמחְֹבֵליֶהם,	
ְוֵאין	ֶחְמָּדה	ְלַתְחֻּבַלת	ְיִׁשיִׁשים, ְוֵאין	ִיְתרֹון	ְלחֶֹזק	ַהְּתָרִנים,	

ְוֶנֶהְפכּו	ְלָקִנים	ַהְּברֹוִׁשים, ְוֶנֶחְׁשבּו	ְלַקׁש	ָּתְרֵני	ֲאָרִזים,	
ּוַבְרִזֵּלי	ֲאָדִנים	ַּכֲחָׁשִׁשים, ְוֵנֶטל	חֹול	ְּבַגב	ַהָּים	ְּכֶתֶבן,	

ְוַאְּת	ּפֶֹנה	ְלקֶֹדׁש	ַהֳּקָדִׁשים, ְוָעם	ִיְתַּפֲללּו	ָכל־ִאיׁש	ְלָקְדשֹו–	
ֲאֶׁשר	ַעל־ָּכל־ְלָבבֹות	ֵהם	ֲחרּוִׁשים, ְוִתְזּכֹר	ִמְפְלאֹות	ַים־סּוף	ְוַיְרֵּדן,	

ְּבֵעת	ֶׁשִּיְגְרׁשּו	ֵמיָמיו	ְרָפִׁשים, ְּתַׁשֵּבַח	ְלַמְׁשִּביַח	ְׁשאֹון	ָים,	
ְוִיְזָּכר־ָל�	ְזכּות	ָאבֹות	ְקדִֹׁשים! ְוִתְזָּכר־לֹו	ְזכֹות	ִלּבֹות	ְטֵמִאים–	

ְלָפָניו	ִׁשיר	ְמחֹול	ַמְחִלים	ּומּוִׁשים, ְיַחֵּדׁש	נֹוְראֹוָתיו	ִּכי	ְתַחֵּדׁש	
ְוִיְחיּו	ָהֲעָצִמים	ַהְיֵבִׁשים, ְוָיִׁשיב	ַהְּנָׁשמֹות	ַלְּפָגִרים,	

ֲעָדִרים	ַעל־ְּפֵני	ֶאֶרץ	ְנֻטִׁשים, ְוֶרַגע	ִיְׁשְּתקּו	ַגִּלים,	ְוִיְדמּו	
ְצָבא	ָמרֹום	ְוָעָליו	ַׂשר	ֲחִמִּׁשים– ְוַהַּלִיל–	ְּכבֹוא	ֶׁשֶמׁש	ְּבַמְעלֹות	

ְוִכְתֵכֶלת	ְּבִמֻּלַאת	ְּגִביִׁשים, ְּככּוִׁשית	ִמְׁשְּבצֹות	ָזָהב	ְלבּוָׁשּה,	
ְּכֵגִרים	ִמְּמעֹוֵניֶהם	ְּגרּוִׁשים, ְוכֹוָכִבים	ְּבֵלב	ַהָּים	ְנֻבִכים,	
ְּבֵלב	ַהָּים	ְּכֶלָהבֹות	ְוִאִּׁשים, ְוִכְדמּוָתם	ְּבַצְלָמם	ַיֲעׁשּו	אֹור	
ֲעֵדי	ַלִיל	ְמטָֹהִרים	ְלטּוִׁשים, ְּפֵני	ַמִים	ְוָׁשַמִים	ֲעֵדִי־ָים	

ְשֵניֶהם	ָאז	ְׁשֵני	ַיִּמים	ֲחבּוִׁשים– ְוָים	ּדֹוֶמה	ְלָרִקיַע	ְּבֵעינֹו,	
ְּבׂשֹוא	ַגֵּלי	ְׁשָבַחי	ַהֲחָדִׁשים! ּוֵבינֹוָתם	ְלָבִבי	ָים	ְׁשִליִׁשי,	
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ֲהִתְרּדֹף ַנֲערּות ַאַחר ֲחִמִּׁשים?
A Man in Your Fifties 

A man in your fifties–and you still would be young?
Soon your life will have flown like a bird from a branch!
Yet you shirk the service of God, and crave the service of men, 
And run after the many, and shun the One
From whom the multitudes of all things come,
And laze about instead of setting out 
On your true way, and for a mess of pottage 
Sell your immortal part. Has not your soul had enough? 
Why then yield each day to its lusts? 
Leave its counsel for God’s, put the five senses aside, 
And make amends to your Maker before your last days rush away.
Don’t pretend you have to seek to know His will,
Or wait for auguries. Will but to do it! 
Be bold as a panther, swift as a deer!
Fear not the open sea, though mountains of waves crest and crash,
And hands shake like rags in a gale,
And speechless ships’ carpenters quail,
And crews leap to the task and in dismay stagger back,
Trapped in an ocean with nowhere to flee
While the sails flap and crack, and the deck creaks and groans,
And the wind whips the water into haystack-high bales. 
One day it towers like ricks and the next it’s flat as a field, 
A ripple of snakes without even a whisper or hiss. 
Yet when roiled to a prideful of lions, each hot on the other one’s heels, 
Mighty fleets reel and are wrecked. Masts totter and fall;
Bulwarks are breeched; the tiers of great triremes are pierced, 
Unmanning their oarsmen; men, women, grow faint with dread; 
Sailors stand stunned by their shrouds; the living would rather be dead;
The heft of the yards counts for nothing, for nothing the tricks of old tars; 
Tall spars are no stronger than straws; cedar beams snap like stems;
The ballast cast out is but chaff; keels have the resistance of grass. 

At such times, when each man prays to what is holy to him, 
You turn to face the Holiest of Holies.
Recount, then, stamped in men’s memories,
The wonders of the Red Sea’s parting, 
And of the Jordan’s in the days of Joshua.
Praise the Soother of the storms that stir the depths,
The Pardoner of stained souls, who for His sainted Patriarchs’ sakes
Will pardon yours. Sing Him a Levite’s song while He renews 
His awesome world, restoring souls to bodies, life to dry bones.
Now, the waves subside; like flocks of sheep they graze upon the sea.
The sun has set, departing by the stairs 
Up which ascends the night watch, led by its silver-sworded captain.
The heavens are an African spangled with gold, blue-black
Within a frame of milky crystal. Stars roam the water,
Flare and flicker there, outcasts far from home. 
The seaward-dipping sky, the night-clasped sea, both polished bright, 
Are indistinguishable, two oceans cupped alike, 
Between which, surging with thanksgiving, lies a third, my heart. 

Yehuda Halevi was in his fifties from 
the early 1120s to the early 1130s, and 
while  the idea of leaving Spain for the 
Land of Israel increasingly preoccupied 
him during this period, he repeatedly 
put off its implementation. As the 
friends who urged him to abandon it 
kept reminding him, Crusader Palestine 
was a war zone, its Jewish population 
decimated by its Christian conquerors. 
Mediterranean travel was dangerous, 
and even if he arrived safely, Halevi, a 
lionized figure in Spain, would have 
nothing but a life of social and cultural 
isolation to look forward to. The entire 
plan seemed like madness.
 Halevi hesitated—and castigated 
himself for doing so. The perilous sea 
voyage imagined in this poem is a met-
aphor for the entire project of settling 
in Palestine. The poem can be read 
as a waking dream in which the poet 
masters his anxiety by letting the worst 
happen in his thoughts, so that his 
heart beats as wildly as a ship tossing in 
high seas and then, the winds subsiding 
as he regains control of his fears and his 
breathing becomes regular again, reas-
suringly slows to the steady pulse of 
the certitude of being in God’s hands.



Driven by longing
for the living God
to hasten to where
His anointed ones dwelt,
I had no time 
to kiss my friends
or family
a last farewell;
no time to weep
for the garden I grew,
the trees watered and watched
as they branched and did well;
no time to think
of the blossoms they bore,
of Yehuda
and Azarel,
or of Yitzhak, 
so like a son,
my sun-blessed crop,
the years’ rich yield. 

Forgotten are
my synagogue,
the peace that was
its study hall,
my Sabbaths
and their sweet delights,
the splendor of
my festivals:
I’ve left them all.
Let others have
the idol’s honors
and be hailed—
I’ve swapped my bedroom
for dry brush,
its safety
for wild chaparral,
the scents 
and subtle fragrances
that cloyed my soul
for thistles’ smells,
and put away 
the mincing gait
of landlubbers
to hoist my sail
and cross the sea
until I reach
the land that is
the Lord’s footstool. 

There will I
pour out my heart
and huddle by
His holy hill,
and pitch my tent
at heaven’s gate,
and irrigate
from Jordan’s rill
and the pool
of Siloam
the sacred spikenard
of my soul. 
I am the Lord’s
and fear no ill
as long as His 
own angels shall
take up cudgels
for me while 
I praise Him till
my breath falls still.
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ֱהִציַקְתִני	ְתׁשּוָקִתי	ְלֵאל	ָחי
ְלַׁשֵחר	ֶאת	ְמקֹום	ִּכְסאֹות	ְמִׁשיָחי

ֲעֵדי	ִּכי	�א	ְנָטַׁשְתִני	ְלַנֵּׁשק
ְּבֵני	ֵביִתי	ְוֶאת־ֵרַעי	ְוֶאָחי,

ְו�א	ֶאְבֶּכה	ֲעֵלי	ַּפְרֵּדס	ְנַטְעִּתיו
ְוִהְׁשִקיִתיו	ְוִהְצִליחּו	ְצָמָחי,
ְו�א	ֶאְזּכֹר	ְיהּוָדה	ַוְעַזְרֵאל

ְׁשֵני	ִפְרֵחי	ְיָקר	ִמְבַחר	ְּפָרָחי,
ְוֶאת	ִיְצָחק	ֲאֶׁשר	ַּכֵּבן	ֲחַׁשְבִּתיו
ְיבּול	ִׁשְמִׁשי	ְוטּוב	ֶּגֶרׁש	ְיָרָחי.

ְוִכְמַעט	ֶאְׁשְּכָחה	ֵּבית	ַהְּתִפָּלה
ֲאֶׁשר	ָהיּו	ְבִמְדָרָׁשיו	ְמנּוָחי,

ְוֶאְׁשַּכח	ַּתֲענּוֵגי	ַׁשְּבתַֹתי
ְוַהְדַרת	מֹוֲעַדי	ּוְכבֹוד	ְּפָסָחי,

ְוֶאֵּתן	ֶאת	ְּכבֹוִדי	ַלֲאֵחִרים
ְוֶאְעזֹב	ַלְּפִסיִלים	ֶאת	ְׁשָבָחי.
ֲהִמירִֹתי	ְּבֵצל	ִׂשיִחים	ֲחָדַרי
ּוִּבְמׂשּוַכת	ְסַב�	חֶֹסן	ְּבִריָחי,
ְוַנְפִׁשי	ָׂשְבָעה	ָראֵׁשי	ְּבָׂשִמים

ְוֵריַח	ַנֲעצּוץ	ַׂשְמִּתי	ְרָקָחי,
ְוָחַדְלִּתי	ֲהלֹו�	ַעל	ַּכף	ְוַעל	ַאף

ְוָנַתִּתי	ְּבֵלב	ַיִּמים	ֳאָרָחי
ֲעֵדי	ֶאְמָצא	ֲהדֹום	ַרְגֵלי	ֱא�ָהי.

ְוָׁשָּמה	ֶאְׁשְּפָכה	ַנְפִׁשי	ְוִׂשיָחי
ְוֶאְסּתֹוֵפף	ְּבַהר	ָקְדׁשֹו,	ְוַאְקִּביל

ְלִפְתֵחי	ַׁשֲעֵרי	ַׁשַחק	ְּפָתָחי,
ְוַאְפִריַח	ְּבֵמי	ַיְרֵּדן	ְנָרָדי
ְוַאְׁשִליַח	ְּבִׁש�ַח	ְׁשָלָחי.

ֲאדָֹני	ִּלי	ְוֵאי�	ִאיָרא	ְוֶאְפַחד
ּוַמְלַא�	ַרֲחָמיו	נֵֹׂשא	ְׁשָלָחי?
ֲאַהֵּלל	ֶאת	ְׁשמֹו	ִמֵּדי	ֲחיֹוִתי

ְואֹוֶדּנּו	ֲעֵדי	ֶנַצח	ְנָצָחי.
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ֱהִציַקְתִני ְתׁשּוָקִתי ְלֵאל ָחי
Driven by Longing for the Living God 

In this poem, we see Halevi finally 
setting out on the voyage he had 
debated for years. The poem’s 
“drivenness,” with its opening de-
scription of a hasty departure from 
Spain, led me to render its m’rubeh-
metered, 11-syllable hemistichs in 
short three-to-six-syllable lines. I 
wanted to convey their breathless 
quality, their feeling that now, his 
journey begun at last, events were 
taking place for Halevi with a rapid-
ity that was the opposite of the 
long delays that preceded it. Since 
this makes the English poem many 
lines longer than the Hebrew one, I 
have broken the latter into separate 
stanzas that do not exist in Halevi’s 
version.
 Of the three names mentioned 
in this poem, only one can be cer-
tainly identified, that of Halevi’s 
grandson Yehuda. (Sephardic Jews, 
unlike Ashkenazim, permitted the 
naming of children for living grand-
parents.) A second may be that of 
Halevi’s son-in-law Yitzhak ibn Ezra, 
son of the renowned Hebrew poet, 
Bible critic, and polymath Avraham 
ibn Ezra. Azriel could have been a 
second grandson, but this is con-
jectural. The poem was apparently 
written in the course of a land 
journey that was to be followed by 
a sea voyage.
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ִקְראּו ֲעֵלי ָבנֹות ּוִמְׁשָּפחֹות
A Letter from Aboard Ship 
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Halevi sailed for Palestine via Egypt 
in the summer of 1140, when he was 
in his late sixties, and “A Letter From 
Aboard Ship” may have been posted 
by him to family and friends in Spain 
from one of the North African ports 
his vessel docked in on its way to 
Alexandria. Alternately, however, it 
may have been a mere poetic conceit. 
In either case, it is a playful poem, in 
response to which I allowed myself a 
free arrangement on the page of its 
twelve distichs. 
 The poem’s account of a 12th-cen-
tury sea voyage is entirely accurate. 
Medieval ships were small, crowded, 
and unsanitary, and their passengers 
slept one against another in an un-
ventilated hold beneath the deck and 
prayed they would not be capsized by 
storms or attacked by pirates. Halevi’s 
high spirits in the face of this testifies 
to the enormous relief felt by him at 
finally being on his way.

To sisters, brothers, family, and friends:
 Greetings from one,
  a prisoner of hope sold to the sea,
   his spirit hostage to the winds
    that blow from west to east and back again!
Between him and death is nothing more
 than a thin sliver of a board
  (unless death already has occurred,
   since he is buried in a wooden box 
    six feet under water without a coffin’s worth of space).
Seasick and scared of pirates, tempests, and Mohammedans, 
 he sits because there isn’t room to stand,
  lies down and has no place to put his feet.
The captain is a brute, the crew are no-accounts,
 yet they’re this kingdom’s king and counts 
  with whom no education counts if you can’t swim.
I’ll tell you, though, what makes them glum:
It’s when I smile because I know
 that soon I’ll lay my soul in my Lord’s lap.
There, where once His ark and altar stood, 
 I’ll thank Him, requiter of men’s guilt with good,
  with all the song and praise I can bestow.

ִקְראּו	ֲעֵלי	ָבנֹות	ּוִמְׁשָּפחֹות
ָׁשלֹום,	ְוַעל	ַאִחים	ְוַעל	ֲאחֹות,

ֵמֵאת	ָאִסיר	ִּתְקָוה	ֲאֶׁשר	ִנְקָנה
ַלָּים,	ְוָׂשם	רּוחֹו	ְּבַיד	רּוחֹות,
ָּדחּוי	ְּבַיד	ַמְעָרב	ְלַיד	ִמְזָרח,

ֶזה	ַיֲעבֹור	ַלְנחֹות	ְוֶזה	ִלְדחֹות.
ֵּבינֹו	ּוֵבין	ָמֶות	ְכֶפַׂשע,	ַא�
ֵּבינֹו	ּוֵביָניו	ַמֲעֵבה	לּוחֹות,

ָקבּור	ְּבַחָּייו	ַּבֲארֹון	ֵעץ,	�א
ַקְרָקע	ְו�א	ַאְרַּבע	ְו�א	ָּפחֹות,
יֹוֵׁשב	ְוֵאין	ַלֲעמֹד	ֲעֵלי	ַרְגָליו,
ׁשֹוֵכב	ְוֵאין	ַרְגָליו	ְמֻׁשָּלחֹות,

חֹוֶלה	ַוִייָרא	ִמְּפֵני	גֹוִים
ַּגם	ִמְּפֵני	ִלְסִטים	ּוֵמרּוחֹות.
חֵֹבל	ּוַמָּלח	ָּכל	ְּבֵני	ִפְרָחח
ֵהם	ַהְּסָגִנים	ָׁשם	ְוַהַּפחֹות;

�א	ַלֲחָכִמים	ֵׁשם	ְוַגם	�א	ֵחן
ַלּיֹוְדִעים,	ַרק	יֹוְדִעים	ִלְׂשחֹות.

ִיְתַעְּצבּו	ֶרַגע	ְלזֹאת	ָּפַני:
ֵאי�	ַיֲע�ז	ַהֵּלב	ְוַהּטּוחֹות

ַעד	ֶאְׁשְּפָכה	ַנְפִׁשי	ְּבֵחיק	ָהֵאל
נַֹכח	ְמקֹום	ָארֹון	ּוִמְזָּבחֹות?
ֶאְגמֹל	ְלֵאל	ּגֹוֵמל	ְלַחָּיִבים

טֹובֹות,	ּבטּוב	ִׁשירֹות	ְוִתְשָּבחֹות.
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Although Mediterranean sea captains 
in the Middle Ages generally sought 
to stay close to land, they sometimes 
strayed out of sight of it in good 
weather, as Halevi’s ship is described 
in this poem as having done. I have 
partially reproduced the poem’s mono-
rhyme by slant-rhyming all 17 lines of 
my translation: “land,” “ground,” “man,” 
“remained,” “sand,” “mind,” etc. While 
these may not have the same effect as 
the single repeated –va of the Hebrew, 
they do give some idea of it.
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ֲהָבא ַמּבּול 
At Sea

Has a new Flood drowned the land
And left no patch of dry ground,
Neither bird, beast, nor man?
Has nothing remained?
A strip of bare sand
Would be balm for the mind;
The dreariest plain,
A pleasure to scan.   
But all that is seen 
Is a ship and the span
Of the sea and the sky, and Leviathan
As he churns up the brine,
Which shakes its white mane,
Gripping the ship as the hand
Of a thief grips its find. 
Let it foam! My heart bounds
As I near the Lord’s shrine. 

ֲהָבא	ַמּבּול	ְוָׂשם	ֵּתֵבל	ֳחָרָבה
ְוֵאין	ִלְראֹות	ְּפֵני	ֶאֶרץ	ֲחֵרָבה,
ְוֵאין	ָאָדם	ְוֵאין	ַחָּיה	ְוֵאין	עֹוף?

ֲהָסף	ַהּכֹל	ְוָׁשְכנּו	ַמֲעֵצָבה?
ּוִבְראֹות	ַהר	ְוׁשּוָחה	ִלי	ְמנּוָחה,

ְוֶאֶרץ	ָהֲעָרָבה	ִלי	ֲעֵרָבה,
ְוַאְׁשִּגיַח	ְלָכל	ֵעֶבר	ְוֵאין	ּכֹל

ֲאָבל	ַמִים	ְוָׁשַמִים	ְוֵתָבה
ְוִלְוָיָתן	ְּבַהְרִּתיחֹו	ְמצּוָלה,

ְוֶאְחׁשֹב	ִּכי	ְתהֹום	ַיְחׁשֹב	ְלֵׂשיָבה
ְוֵלב	ַהָּים	ְיַכֵחׁש	ָּבֳאִנָּיה

ְּכִאּלּו	ִהיא	ְּבַיד	ַהָּים	ְּגֵנָבה.
ְוָים	ִיְזַעף	ְוַנְפִׁשי	ַתֲע�ז,	ִּכי

ֱאֵלי	ִמְקַּדׁש	ֱא�ֶהיָה	ְקֵרָבה.
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Letters discovered in the Cairo Geniza 
in the 1950s tell us thatYehuda Halevi 
landed in Alexandria in early Septem-
ber, 1140 and remained there until 
mid-May, 1141. Although the length of 
his stay might seem to indicate a re-
newed uncertainty about continuing 
on to Palestine, the difficulties were in 
fact largely logistical. Yet Halevi was 
deeply impressed by the richness and 
lushness of Egypt and by its wealthy 
and sophisticated Jewish community. 
Moreover, he felt he was already 
treading on semi-sacred ground, since 
much of the biblical account of the 
Patriarchs, as well as the entire story 
of the exodus, takes place in Egypt. 
The biblical references in this poem 
are to the blood of the paschal sacri-
fice that the fleeing Israelites painted 
on their door jambs and to the col-
umns of cloud and fire that led them 
through the desert to the Red Sea.

These great cities, these country villages,
Were of old lived in by Israel.
All honor then to Egypt!
Tread gingerly in streets 
Through which God’s presence roamed,
Seeking His blood-pact on the doors.
Columns of fire, columns of cloud,
Seen by every eye!
The people of the Covenant carved out,
Its mighty cornerstones
Cut for the ages!

ְרֵאה	ָעִרים	ְוִהְתּבֹוֵנן	ְּפָרזֹות	ֲאֶׁשר	ָהיּו	ְלִיְׂשָרֵאל	ֲאֻחּזֹות,
ְוֵתן	ָּכבֹוד	ְלִמְצַרִים,	ְוָהֵקל	ְּפָעֶמי�	ְוַאל	ִּתְדרֹו�	ֱעזּוזֹות

ְּבחּוצֹות	ָעְבָרה	ָּבם	ַהְּׁשִכיָנה	ְלַבֵּקׁש	ַּדם	ְּבִרית	ַעל	ַהְּמזּוזֹות,
ל	ְמַצּפֹות	ָּבם	ְוחֹוזֹות, ֹּ ְוַעּמּוד	ֵאׁש	ְוַעּמּוֵדי	ֲעָנִנים,	ְוֵעיֵני	כ

ּוִמָּׁשם	ֻחְּצבּו	ַּבְעֵלי	ְּבִרית	ֵאל	ּוִפּנֹות	ַעם	ֲאדָֹני	ָׁשם	ְּגרּוזֹות.

R 28 S

ְרֵאה ָעִרים
Egypt 
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Halevi remained in Alexandria until 
mid-November 1140, staying at the 
home of the prominent, Jerusalem-
born rabbinical judge Aharon el-
Ammani before traveling up the Nile 
to Fustat or old Cairo. Watching the 
great river flow, he felt he was look-
ing at the same water that Moses 
and Aaron had turned to blood with 
a wave of their staffs in the first of 
the Ten Plagues. Yet as he was to 
write elsewhere, whereas God’s pres-
ence in Egypt had been “like a trav-
eler’s,/ Resting in the shade beneath 
a tree,/ In Zion, it’s at home and 
dwells/ Grandly, as all Scripture tells.” 
Egypt was once the site of sacred 
events. The Land of Israel—“a place 
more wondrous yet than this”—was 
sacred. Nothing he saw in Egypt 
could take its place.

From age to age Your wonders, God, are told
And not denied by father or by son.
This river Nile has always testified
To how its waters were turned into blood.
No hierophants performed the magic trick, 
But only Your name and Moses and Aaron’s rod,
Transformed by You into a hissing snake. 
Help then Your trusting servant to make haste
To a place more wondrous yet than this! 

ֱא�ַהי	ִּפְלֲא�	ּדֹור	ּדֹור	ְיֻרָחׁש	ּוִמִּפי	ָאב	ְלָבִנים	�א	ְיֻכָחׁש,
ְוֶזה	ַהְּיאֹור	ְלֵעד	ִּכי	ָדם	ֲהַפְכּתֹו	ּב�א	ַלַהט	ְו�א	ֶקֶסם	ְוַנַחׁש,

ֲאָבל	ִׁשְמ�	ְּבַיד	מֶֹׁשה	ְוַאְהרֹן	ְוַהַּמֶּטה	ֲאֶׁשר	ֶנְהַּפ�	ְלָנָחׁש,
ֱהֵיה	ֵעֶזר	ְלֶעֶבד	ֶהֱאִמין	ָּב�	ְוִלְראֹות	ֶאת	ְמקֹומֹות	ִּפְלֲא�	ָחׁש!
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ֱא�ַהי ִּפְלֲא� ּדֹור ּדֹור ְיֻרָחׁש
From Age to Age 
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At a dinner party in Fustat, Yehuda 
Halevi took part in a poetic competi-
tion in which the guests were asked 
to improvise a tribute to the absent 
Aharon el-Ammani. He chose to do 
so in the form of a qasida, choosing 
for its preliminary theme a musical 
concert he had recently attended. Fac-
ing the garden that its male audience 
sat in was a latticed window through 
which a crowd of attractive young 
women had gathered to watch. It was 
easier for Halevi to let his eyes stray in 
their direction when the singers were 
silent, and his poem, reliving this mo-
ment, begins with an appeal for the 
instrumentalists to play by themselves 
before turning to a teasing description 
of the female beauty that, too old to 
bid for its favors, the aging poet can 
still appreciate..
 “Laban’s daughter” is the biblical 
Rachel, who dutifully runs to tell her 
father that Jacob has kissed her at the 
well. Only the first part of the qasida 
appears here. It represents, one might 
say, an old man’s last, wry experience 
of sexual desire, whose cessation frees 
the soul to contemplate beauty undis-
turbed by the wish to possess it, yet 
whose unexpected return, if only for a 
final parting, comes as an even greater 
moment of grace.

Let’s have more lutes 
For the lovely girls,
You sweet singers! 
Give the instrumentalists their chance
To serenade the secrets sirens 
Looking through the lattice!
Well-behaved they learned to be
From Laban’s daughter at the well; 
Is it their fault,
Unwitting archers that they are,
That their arrows have pierced hearts,
Though their bare arms
Never sought to lift a sword? 
So languidly they move
That you would think
They could barely lift an eyebrow,
Much less bear
The armor of their ankle-bands and bracelets. 
One look at the sun from them 
And it would be sunburned!
“Let there be light,” they say,
And it shines in their faces;
“Let it be dark”—
It’s in their raven tresses. 
Their tunics are bright 
Like the splendors of friendship;
Their hair is as black 
As the gloom of goodbyes.
They’re so like stars
That I would be the sky
In which they orbited forever.
Full or delicate, lush, lithe, or lanky–
I could fall for them all
And for their perilous red mouths,
Each perfect with two rows of pearly crystal. 
Be gentle if you catch them making eyes
(At me, I hope),
Gentle with their wiles, 
For they are burdened by
Silver bells of apples and of pomegranates,
And roses sprinkled with rare essences.
And what about that stately one back there,
Swaying like a palm tree in the breeze?
Just count the hearts they’ve stolen!
I ask you:
Will they pay for them, 
Or is it retribution
For the curls on their soft cheeks
Our eyes have poached on? 

ְיֵפי	קֹול	ַקְּדמּו	ִכּנֹור	ְלָיפֹות
ְוָׁשִרים	ַאֲחֵרי	נְֹגִנים	ֲחִליפֹות,

ֲעָלמֹות	ַלֲעָלמֹות	ַנֲעָלמֹות
ְוִנְׁשָקפֹות	ְּבַעד	ֶאְׁשָנב	ְוצֹפֹות,
ְּבתּולֹות	ָלְמדּו	ִמַּבת	ְּבתּוֵאל
ְקֻדַּׁשת	ָטֳהַרת	ִלּבֹות	ְוגּופֹות,
ֲאָבל	ִּכי	ָמְׁשכּו	ֶקֶׁשת	ְלֻתָּמם

ְוָהְרגּו	ִאיׁש,	ְוֵהם	ַזּכֹות	ְוָחפֹות
ֲאֶׁשר	�א	ָׁשֲאלּו	ִלְקָרב	ֲחָרבֹות

ְוַדָּים	ַּבְּזרֹעֹות	ַהֲחׂשּופֹות.
ְוֵאי�	ָנְׂשאּו	ְצִמיִדים	אֹו	ְצָעדֹות
ֲעֵצלֹות	ִמְּנׂשֹוא	ַעְפַעף	ְיֵעפֹות?

ְולּו	ָנְׁשאּו	ֱאֵלי	ַחָּמה	ְפֵניֶהם
ֲאַזי	ָעְזבּו	ְּפֵני	ַחָּמה	ְׁשזּופֹות!

ְותֹאַמְרָנה	ְיִהי	חֶֹׁש�	ְיִהי	אֹור
ְּבאֹור	ָּפִנים	ּוִבְׁשחֹור	ַמֲחָלפֹות,

ְוָכְתנֹות	אֹור	ְּכאֹור	ֶחְבָרה	ְלבּוׁשֹות
ְּבֵליל	ֵׂשָער	ְּכֵליל	ֵּפרּוד	ְצנּופֹות,

ְמאֹורֹות	ָנְתנּו	ִלִּבי	ְרִקיִעים
ְּתסֹוַבְבָנה	ֲעֵלי	ַּכָּמה	ְתקּופֹות,

ְוֵיׁש	ִלְׁשּגֹות	ְּבַרּכֹות	ַוֲעֻנּגֹות
ּופֹוִרּיֹות	ֲעֻבּתֹות	ַוֲעֵנפֹות,
ּוִפיִפּיֹות	ְיֵפהִפּיֹות	ֲאֻדּמֹות

ֲעֵלי	טּוֵרי	ְבדָֹלִחים	ְרצּופֹות.
ְלַאט	ִּבְמַׂשְּקרֹות	ּוְמַׁשְּקרֹות	ִלי,

ְלַאט	ָּבֵהן	ְולּו	ָהיּו	ֲחֵנפֹות,
ְמֻסָּבלֹות	ְּבַתּפּוַח	ְוִרּמֹון

ְוׁשֹוַׁשִּנים	ְוָעֵליֶהן	ְּתרּופֹות!
ּוַמה	אַֹמר	ְּבהֹוד	קֹוָמה	ְּכָתָמר

ְוָהרּוַח	ְיִניֶפָה	ְתנּופֹות?
ְרֵאה	ִּכי	ִנְטְרפּו	ִלּבֹות	ְלָקחּום!
ְׁשַאל	ַהְיַׁשְּלמּו	ֶאת	ַהְּטֵרפֹות,

ְוִאם	ָלְקחּו	ְנַקם	ִציַצת	ְלֵחיֶהם
ֲאֶׁשר	ָהיּו	ְבֵעיֵנינּו	ְקטּופֹות?
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ְיֵפי קֹול ַקְּדמּו ִכּנֹור ְלָיפֹות
from “Let’s Have More Lutes for the Lovely Girls” 
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During the winter of 1140–41, Halevi 
took a boat trip up the Nile, from 
where he wrote a letter to an acquain-
tance in Fustat that included these 
lines. Their mood is of a piece with 
the calm but joyous acceptance of old 
age’s still-enduring ability to respond to 
beauty that we find in “Let’s Have More 
Lutes For The Lovely Girls.” Not far 
from where the poet stood flowed the 
river. A bare-armed girl walked beside 
it. In the distance, where the watered 
valley yielded to the desert, were the 
cones of pyramids and the fronds of 
oases rising from the sands. A north 
wind bent the stalks of wheat low. An 
old man about to set out on his last 
journey, Halevi was filled with a great 
thankfulness for everything.
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ֲהָפַׁשט ַהְּזָמן ִּבְגֵדי ֲחָרדֹות
By the Nile 

Has time cast off its grim old clothes
And dressed itself in its holiday best,
And the earth put on an embroidered vest
Festooned with patterns of checkered gold?
The vale of the Nile is a blazon of fields, 
The land of Goshen an ocean of grain, 
Palm islands etched against the sky,
The glint of far pyramids bright in the sun. 

A girl by the banks of the river:
So like gazelles they are, but heavy-laden,
Heavy the bracelets on their arms, 
The anklets circling their slim steps.
And the foolish heart forgets how old it is,
And remembers other boys and other girls, 
Here, in this paradise of Egypt, 
In these gardens, by the river, in these fields. 
The yellow stalks are a rich brocade,
And when the sea breeze ripples through them,
They bow and pray in gratitude to God.

ֲהָפַׁשט	ַהְּזָמן	ִּבְגֵדי	ֲחָרדֹות	ְוָלַבׁש	ֶאת	ְּבָגָדיו	ַהֲחמּודֹות,
ְוָלְבָׁשה	ָהֲאָדָמה	ֵׁשׁש	ְוִרְקָמה	ְוָעְׂשָתה	ִמְׁשְּבצֹות	ָזָהב	ְרִפידֹות?

ְוכֹל	ִמְזַרע	ְיאֹור	ַּתְׁשֵּבץ	ְּכִאּלּו	ְנאֹות	ּגֶֹׁשן	ְּבחֶֹׁשן	ֵהן	ֲאפּודֹות,
ּוַמְרַבֵּדי	ְנאֹות	ִמְדָּבר	ֲחטּובֹות	ְוַרַעְמֵסס	ּוִפתֹם	ָּפז	ְרבּודֹות.

ְוִׁשָּדה	ַעל	ְׂשַפת	ַהְּיאֹר	ְוִׁשּדֹות	ְצָבאֹות	ֵהם,	ֲאָבל	ֶׁשֵהם	ְּכֵבדֹות,
ְיֵדיֶהם	ָּכְבדּו	ִמן	ַהְּצִמיִדים	ְוָצרּו	ַצֲעֵדיֵהם	ַּבְצָעדֹות.

ְוֵלב	ִיְפֶּתה	ְוִיְׁשַּכח	ֶאת	ְזקּוָניו	ְוִיְזּכֹר	עֹוד	ְיָלִדים	אֹו	ְיָלדֹות
ְּבַגן	ֵעֶדן	ְּבִמְצַרִים	ְּבִפיׁשֹון,	ְּבַגּנֹות	ַעל	ְׂשַפת	ָנָהר	ְוָׂשדֹות.
ְוַהָּקמֹות	ְיַרְקַרּקֹות	ֲאֻדּמֹות	ְוְלִרְקמֹות	ְמֻלָּבׁשֹות	ְּבָגדֹות,
ְורּוַח	ָים	ְּתִניֵפמֹו,	ְוִנְראּו	ְּכמֹו	ִמְׁשַּתֲחֹות	ֶאל	ֵאל	ּומֹודֹות.
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Shlomo ibn Gabbai was one of two 
young traveling companions who 
accompanied Yehuda Halevi from 
Spain to Egypt, where he remained 
devotedly by his side. The other was 
Halevi’s son-in-law, Yitzhak ibn Ezra, 
who informed Halevi in Fustat that he 
did not intend to return to his family 
in Spain. For Halevi, who had to blame 
his voyage for his daughter’s loss of 
her husband, this was a bitter blow. 
 Though humorous, Halevi’s tribute 
to Shlomo ibn Gabbai is heartfelt. A 
literal translation of its final Hebrew 
distich would be: “They said: ‘There is 
no manna in this world.’ I answered: ‘If 
there isn’t, there is manna’s brother.’”  
“Manna’s brother” is ah. i man, a pun 
on the biblical name Ahiman in the 
Book of Numbers. When a play on 
words can’t be gracefully conveyed in 
translation, the translator has to try 
something different in meaning but 
similar in spirit, which is what I sought 
to do here.

An ever-eastward wanderer,
Lone as a childless widower,
I’m asked, “How could you get along
Without the kindness of a helping hand?” 
“My luck,” I say, “is that a righteous man
Feeds me manna every day
That tastes like sweets and choice viands.”          
“Manna?” they say. “Don’t you anachronize?”
“Not,” I reply, “when it’s Ibn-Gabbai’s!”

ְּבׁשּוִטי	ַמְעְברֹות	ִמְזָרח	ְוֵתיָמן,	ְיִחיִדי	ִמְּבִלי	ָקרֹוב	ְּכַאְלָמן,
ְׁשֵאלּוִני:	“ֲהִתְצַטֵּיד	ְּבִלי	ָיד	ְוֵאין	חֹוֵמל	ְלַרֲעבֹוְנ�	ְוַרְחָמן?”

ר	ְוֶנֱאָמן ֲעִניִתים:	“ַהְּזָמן	ִזֵּמן	ְלָיִדי	ֲאִחי	ֶצֶדק	ְוִאיׁש	ָיָשׁ
ֲאֶׁשר	ָמן	ַיֲאִכיֵלִני	ְּבָכל	יֹום	ּוַמְטַעָּמיו	ְּבִפי–	ַמְמָּתק	ּוִמְׁשָמן.”

ְוָאְמרו:	“ֵאין	ְּבֵתֵבל	ָמן!”	ֲעִניִתים:	“ְוִאם	ֵאין	ָמן	ְּבֵתֵבל–	ָׁשם	ֲאִחי	ָמן.”	
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ְּבׁשּוִטי ַמְעְברֹות ִמְזָרח ְוֵתיָמן
On Shlomo ibn Gabbai
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Halevi boarded the ship that took him 
to the Land of Israel on May 7, 1141. 
Although he was wined and dined con-
stantly during his months in Egypt, not 
a single one of his hosts volunteered 
to travel with him to Palestine, whose 
Crusader rulers had a reputation for  
viciousness and were greatly feared. 
Having already parted angrily from 
Yitzhak ibn Ezra in Fustat, he now 
said goodbye to Shlomo ibn Gabbai, 
describing it in one of the simplest and 
most moving poems he ever wrote. 
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ְלֵעת ָּכזֹאת
On Boarding Ship in Alexandria 

At such a time, my eyes can’t hold 
The tears back any more.
They pour like hailstones, 
Hot from a storm-wracked heart.
To part from Yitzhak was the easy part, 
Even though the shock of it was rude.
But now that Shlomo is gone too, 
I’m left in solitude
With no hope of seeing anyone again. 
And that’s the last of all my friends from Spain!

ְלֵעת	ָּכזֹאת	ְּתַכל	ֵעיִני	ְוֵתַרד	ְוָתִׂשים	ַנֲחֵלי	ִדְמִעי	ְּבמֹוָרד
ֲאֶׁשר	ִהְתַלְּקחּו	ִביקֹוד	ְלָבִבי	ְּכִהְתַלַּקח	ְיקֹוד	ַּגַחל	ְּבָבָרד.
ְּתמֹול	ָנַקל	ְּפרֹד	ִיְצָחק	ְּבֵעיַני,	ְוִאם	ִיַּתר	ְלָבִבי	לֹו	ְוָחַרד,

ֲאָבל	ָנד	ִמְּמקֹומֹו	ַעל	ְׁש�מֹה	ֲאֶׁשר	ָנד	ַוֲעָזַבִני	ְמפָֹרד.
ֲאָיֵאׁש	ֵמְראֹות	ֲאִחי	ְוֵרַעי–	ְוֶזה	סֹוף	ָּכל	ְיִדיַדי	ִמְּסָפַרד!
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Yehuda Halevi’s ship remained in 
port for a week after boarding its 
passengers, waiting for the east 
wind that was blowing to change 
to a westerly. Passengers were re-
quired to stay nearby and Halevi, 
unable to pay his friend Aharon 
el-Ammani a last visit, wrote him 
this poem.
 “Master Aaron” and his “unflag-
ging staff” are perfunctory allu-
sions to the biblical Aaron, whose 
name El-Ammani bore. Yet the 
poet’s wish that the east wind keep 
blowing is a startling confession of 
last-minute fear that the Land of 
Israel might prove to be a disap-
pointment. Always in the many 
poems written during his sea voy-
age, Halevi depicted the west wind 
as his ally, pushing him onward to 
his destination, and the east wind 
as a foe holding him back. Now, all 
this was reversed. Suddenly it was 
the west wind that was dreaded, 
threatening to bring Halevi to a 
land of torrid heat and icy cold in 
which he would not find his place, 
while Egypt, the “leafy tree” be-
neath which the poet had likened 
God’s presence in biblical times to 
a homeless traveler’s, now seemed 
like home—as indeed Aharon el-
Ammani’s grand mansion in Alex-
andria had been for many months.

Be still, you booming surf, enough to let
A pupil go to kiss his master’s cheek.
(That’s Master Aaron, whose unflagging staff 
The years have not made tremulous or weak.)
A teacher who never says, “The lesson’s done,”
A giver who never fears to give too much, 
He makes me bless the east wind’s wings today
And curse tomorrow’s gusts out of the west.
How can a man who feels as though a scorpion
Has stung him leave Gilead’s balm behind? 
How trade the shade of a grand, leafy tree
For winter’s ice and summer’s savagery,
The shelter of a masterly mansion
For the shriving of God’s rain and sun?

ֶהֶרף	ְׁשאֹון	ָים	ַעד	ֲאֶׁשר	ִיְקַרב		ַּתְלִמיד	ְוִיַּׁשק	ֶאת	ְּפֵני	ָהָרב.
ַיד	ַאֲהרֹן	ָהָרב,	ֲאֶׁשר	ִׁשְבטֹו	�א	ָנס	ְנִעים	ֵלחֹה	ְו�א	ָחַרב,
ִלֵּמד	ְו�א	ָאַמר	ְלִפיהּו	“הֹון,”	ִּפֵּזר	ְו�א	ָאַמר	ְלָידֹו	“ַרב.”
ַהּיֹום	ֲאִני	מֹוֶדה	ְכַנף	ִמְזָרח,	ִּכי	ָמֳחָרת	ֶאּקֹב	ְּכַנף	ַמְעָרב,

ֵאי�	ַיֲעזֹב	ִאיׁש	ֶאת	ְצִרי	ִגְלָעד	ַאְחָריו,	ְוהּוא	חֹוֶלה	ְנׁשּו�	ַעְקַרב,
אֹו	ַיחִליף	ֶאת	ֵצל	ֲעַנף	ָעבֹות	ַּבחֹום	ּוַבֶּקַרח	ּוַבָּׁשָרב,

ֵחֶלף	ְלֵצל	קֹוַרת	ְנַות	ָהַרב	ִצִּלי	ְמעֹון	ִקְרָיה	ְלֶמֶל�	ָרב?
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ֶהֶרף ְׁשאֹון ָים
On Parting from Aharon Al-Ammani 
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The wind, letters from the Cairo 
Geniza tell us, finally changed on May 
14, the day on which Halevi’s ship 
sailed. Since May 14, 1141, was the first 
day of the holiday of Shavu’ot, on 
which writing was forbidden (sailing 
on the holiday, on the other hand, 
was permitted by rabbinic law), we 
know that this poem could not have 
been written, as it was long thought 
to have been, on that day.  Rather, it 
must have been composed in similar 
circumstances en route to Egypt, in a 
North African port where, too, east 
winds had held up Halevi’s voyage. 
Yet there is nothing to keep us from 
imagining Halevi thinking of it as his 
ship raised its sails in Alexandria. Did 
his heart rebound as they went up, 
his doubts and fears drop away like 
the stage fright of an actor when the 
curtain rises? No more poems of his 
have survived to tell us. We know 
only, informed again by letters from 
the Geniza, that he died less than 
three months later, in July or early 
August, in the Land of Israel.

Spikenard-and-apple-tinged,
Winged from the west,
You, wind, 
Come not from the Cavern of Winds,
But from the storerooms of a spice merchant:
Scented like incense, 
Swift as a bird,
Bearing my freedom. 

How you were longed for
By those who rode
The sea’s back this far
While they bestrode
The deck of a bark! 

Stay not your hand from us now.
Fill our sails, long becalmed.
Stamp flat the depths.
Part the water in two.
Rest not till you reach the most sacred of mounts.
Rebuff the easterlies that stir the sea like a bubbling stew!

Now leashed, now loosed— 
What could a Lord-lashed prisoner do
But trust in him, 
Maker of mountains and winds, 
To send you?
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ַהֶזה רּוֲח� ַצד ַמֲעָרב ָרקּוַח
West Wind 

ֶזה	רּוֲח�	ַצד	ַמֲעָרב	ָרקּוַח,
ַהֵּנְרְּד	ִּבְכָנָפיו	ְוַהַּתּפּוַח–

ֵמאֹוְצרֹות	ָהרְֹכִלים	מֹוָצֲא�
ִּכי	ֵאיְנ�	ֵמאֹוְצרֹות	ָהרּוַח.

ַּכְנֵפי	ְּדרֹור	ָּתִניף	ַוִּתְקָרא	ִלי	ְדרֹור
ּוְכָמר־ְּדרֹור	ִמן	ַהְּצרֹור	ָלקּוַח.

ַמה־ִּנְכְספּו	ָל�	ָעם	ֲאֶׁשר	ִּבְגָלְל�
ָרְכבּו	ְבַגב	ָים	ֲעֵלי	ַּגב־לּוַח!
ַאל	ָנא	ְתַרֶּפה	ָיְד�	ִמן	ָהֳאִני

ִּכי	ַיֲחֶנה	ַהּיֹום	ְוִכי	ָיפּוַח,
ּוְרַקע	ְּתהֹום	ּוְקַרע	ְלַבב	ַיִּמים,	ְוַגע

ֶאל	ַהְרֵרי	קֶֹדׁש	ְוָׁשם	ָּתנּוַח,
ּוְגַער	ְּבָקִדים	ַהְמָסֵער	ָים	ֲעֵדי
ָיִׂשים	ְלַבב	ַהָּים	ְּכִסיר	ָנפּוַח!

ַמה	ַיֲעֶׂשה	ָאסּור	ְּבַיד	ַהּצּור	ֲאֶׁשר
ַּפַעם	ְיִהי	ָעצּור	ְוֵעת	ָׁשלּוַח?

ַא�	סֹוד	ְׁשֵאָלִתי	ְּבַיד	ָמרֹום,	ְוהּוא
יֹוֵצר	ְמרֹום	ָהִרים	ּובֹוֵרא	רּוַח.
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The Hebrew Types of Guillaume Le Bé

From 1559 through 1565, the punchcutter Guillaume Le Bé made 
a series of Hebrew types that he sold to the Antwerp printer 
Christophe Plantin, who would use them in the magnificent 
Polyglot Bible, regarded as one of the masterpieces of typographic 
art. Le Bé (1525–1598), who had learned his craft with the Paris 
printer Robert Estienne, had become a specialist in “oriental” 
languages, especially Hebrew. Settling in Venice by 1546, he 
produced types for some of the earliest printed editions of the 
Talmud and other Judaic works for the printers Marc’Antonio 
Giustiniani, Meir de Parenzo, and others. The types sold to 
Plantin are Le Bé’s most mature work and, as such, are among 
the finest of the Golden Age of Hebrew printing—bold, elegant, 
spirited, and easy to read. 

The Hebrew types used here are digital versions of Le Bé’s types 
made by Matthew Carter and Scott-Martin Kosofsky. They 
are very close renderings of two sizes of the original types, the 
larger gros double canon, and the texte, both of which survive at 
the Plantin-Moretus Museum, in Antwerp. This is their début 
appearance. Historical type forms have not played a significant 
role in modern Hebrew typography, as they have in Latin types, 
but we hope this might inspire further interest. The other 
types used in this e-book are Garamond Small Text, by Robert 
Slimbach, and Trinité, by Bram de Does.
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