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Version 1, translated from the Hebrew by Chana Bloch, from The Selected Poetry of Yehuda Amichai 
 
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. 
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. 
  



	  

 
 
 
 
Version 2, translated from the Hebrew by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav, Yehuda Amichai: A Life of Poetry: 
1948-1994 
 
Wild Peace 
 
  
Not the one of an armistice, 
Not even the one of wolf and lamb, 
But, 
As in your heart after an excitement: 
To talk only of a great weariness. 
I know that I know how to kill,  
I am grown up. 
And my son plays with a toy gun that knows 
How to open and close its eyes and say “Mama.” 
Peace 
Without the commotion of turning swords into ploughshares, without words, without 
The sound of heavy seals: let it be light 
On top, like lazy white foam. 
Rest for the wounds, 
Not even healing. 
(And the scream of orphans is passed on from one generation 
To another, as in a relay race: the baton won’t fall.) 
  
Let it be 
Like wild flowers, 
Suddenly, an imperative of the field: 
Wild peace. 



 
translated from the Hebrew by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav, Yehuda Amichai: A Life of Poetry: 1948-1994 
 
 
Tourist 
 
She showed me her hair turning 
To the four winds of her coming. 
I showed her some ways of my folding life 
And the trick and the lock. 
She asked me for my street and my house 
And I laughed aloud. 
She showed me this long night 
And the inside of her thirty years. 
I showed her the place of the tefillin 
I once put on. 
 
I brought her proverbs and verses and colored sand from Eylat 
And the giving of the Torah and the manna of my death and all the miracles 
That did not heal in me. 
 
She presented to me the stages 
Of joy and the return of her childhood. 
I revealed to her that King David is not buried in his grave, 
That I do not live in my life. 
She believed me. 
 
When I was brooding, she ate.  
The map of the city was spread on the table: 
One of her palms on Katamon, 
My palm on hers. 
The mug covered the Old City. 
Ashes dropped on the King David Hotel. 
The pain of our forefathers shielded us. 
Ancient weeping undid our groins. 
 
 
 
 



 

translated from the Hebrew by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav, Yehuda Amichai: A Life of Poetry: 1948-1994 
 
 
Not Like a Cypress 
 
 
Not like a cypress, 
not all at once, not all of me, 
but like the grass, in thousands of cautious green exits, 
to be hiding like many children 
while one of them seeks. 
 
And not like the single man, 
like Saul, whom the multitude found 
and made king. 
But like the rain in many places 
from many clouds, to be absorbed, to be drunk 
by many mouths, to be breathed in 
like the air all year long 
and scattered like blossoming in springtime. 
 
Not the sharp ring that wakes up 
the doctor on call, 
but with tapping, on many small windows 
at side entrances, with many heartbeats. 
 
And afterward the quiet exit, like smoke 
without shofar-blasts, a statesman resigning, 
children tired from play, 
a stone as it almost stops rolling 
down the steep bill, in the place 
where the plain of great renunciation begins, 
from which, like prayers that are answered, 
dust rises in many myriads of grains. 



 
translated from the Hebrew by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav, Yehuda Amichai: A Life of Poetry: 1948-1994 
 
 
The First Rain on a Burned Car 
 
 
Life close to death 
At the body of a car on the roadside. 
 
You hear the drops of rain on rusty tin 
Before you feel them on the skin of your face. 
 
Rain came, salvation after death.  
Rust more eternal than blood, more beautiful than the color of flames. 
 
Shock absorbers calmer than the dead  
Who will not calm down for a long time. 
 
Wind that is time alternates  
With wind that is place, and God  
Remains on earth like a man who thinks  
He forgot something and stays 
Until he remembers. 
 
And at night, you can hear, 
Like a wonderful melody, man and machine  
On their slow road from a red fire  
To black peace and from there to history  
And from there to archaeology, and from there 
To the beautiful strata of geology, 
This too is eternity and a great happiness. 
 
Like human sacrifice that turned into animal  
Sacrifice and then into prayer with a loud voice, 
And then into prayer in the heart 
And then without prayer. 



 
translated from the Hebrew by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav, Yehuda Amichai: A Life of Poetry: 1948-1994 
 
Poems of Spring in the Appalachian Mountains 
 
 
1.  
 
It was not given me to linger at this lake, 
As it was not given me to linger in many 
Places where I wanted to linger. My wishes 
Weary me more than my deeds. I didn’t get used to  
Any place. So, I wasn’t weaned either. 
To be weaned often—is to live. Death creates habit. 
 
2. 
 
Today I saw traces 
Of the last snow in the corner of a wall, in a passage between passages, 
In the few days between winter’s end and spring’s beginning. 
Old pain no longer hurts. The new hasn’t yet begun to hurt. 
And I am still among things 
You can measure 
With steps and beats of watch and heart. 
A person wants to be a river in his youth. 
But the breadth of my life scares me.  
Rivers become very wide at their end. 
 
3. 
 
In the other valley they shot and hunted. We were waiting for the thud 
Of falling birds. A high lake slowly poured 
Into a lower one. Give and take went on 
In the other forest, a rustling discussion of all this.  
To find gold on such a day: not the metal. 
I breathe again, lucid air, as a bell 
Breathing lucid, precise time. 
 
4. 
 
People tell you: “Come here in the summer, 
You have to be here in the fall.” Always 
The season after you is the most beautiful. 
You find yourself at windows 
To decide, wondering where you are today 
And where you’ll wake up tomorrow. Places 
Are passing by you. You don’t choose. The wares 
Will choose you: this one will buy me. I shall be his death. 
 
5. 
 
In silent agreement, we arrived on different planes 
In the unknown city where two rivers meet, 
Like two diplomats coming to sign a treaty  
Or to part. We are staying longer 
In places where we wanted to stay a little. 



We imagines this will stretch out our days. We imagine. 


