
 
 

1 
 

Yehuda Amichai poems for Parsahat Bemidbar 

Tel Gath (Anniversaries of War) 

I brought my children to the mound  

where once I fought battles,  

so they would understand the things I did do  

and forgive me for the things I didn’t do. 

 

The distance between my striding legs and my head grows bigger and I 

grow smaller.  

Those days grow away from me,  

these times grow away from me too,  

and I’m in the middle,  

without them,  

on this mound,  

with my children 

 

A light afternoon wind blows  

but only a few people move in the blowing wind,  

bend down a little with the grass and flowers.  

Dandelions cover the mound.  

You could say, as dandelions in multitude. 

 

I brought my children to the mound  

and we sat there, “on its back and it’s side”  

As in the poem by Shmuel HaNagid in Spain.  

Like me, a man of hills and a man of wars,  

Who sang a lullaby to his soldiers before the battle. 

Yet I did not talk to my heart, as he did,  

but to my children. To the mound, we were the resurrection, fleeting like 

the springtime,  

eternal like it too. 
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Sonnet 

by Yehuda Amichai 

My father fought their war four years or so, 

And did not hate or love his enemies. 

Already he was forming me, I know, 

Daily, out of his tranquilities; 

Tranquilities, so few, which he had gleaned 

Between the bombs and smoke, for his son’s sake, 

And put into his ragged knapsack with 

The leftovers of my mother’s hardening cake. 

He gathered with his eyes the nameless dead, 

The many dead for my sake unforsaken, 

So that I should not die like them in dread, 

But love them, seeing them as once he saw. 

He filled his eyes with them; he was mistaken, 

Like them, I must go out to meet my war.  

Wildpeace 

Not the peace of a cease-fire, 

not even the vision of the wolf and the lamb, 

but rather 

as in the heart when the excitement is over 

and you can talk only about a great weariness. 

I know that I know how to kill, 

that makes me an adult. 

And my son plays with a toy gun that knows 

how to open and close its eyes and say Mama. 
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A peace 

without the big noise of beating swords into ploughshares, 

without words, without 

the thud of the heavy rubber stamp: let it be 

light, floating, like lazy white foam. 

A little rest for the wounds— 

who speaks of healing? 

(And the howl of the orphans is passed from one generation 

to the next, as in a relay race: 

the baton never falls.) 

Let it come 

like wildflowers, 

suddenly, because the field 

must have it: wildpeace 
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A Math Book  

I remember a problem in a math book about a train that leaves from 

place A and another train that leaves from place B.  

When will they meet?  

No one ever asked what happens when they meet.  

Will they stop, or pass each other, or collide?  

None of the problems was about a man who leaves from place A and a 

woman who leaves from place B. When will they meet, will they meet at 

all, and for how long?  

As for that math book: Now I’ve reached The final page with the 

answers.  

Back then it was forbidden to look.  

Now it is permitted.  

Now I check where I was right and where I was wrong. 

And know what I did well and what I did not do. Amen. 


