
 
They say: There is a land                                       יְֶשָנּה ֶאֶרץאֹוְמִרים  

  Lyrics: Saul Tchernichovskyשאול טשרניחובסקי                                        : מילים
 

For the LORD your God is bringing you into a good land, a land with streams and springs and fountains 

issuing from plain and hill; a land of wheat and barley, of vines, figs, and pomegranates, a land of olive 

trees and honey; a land where you may eat food without stint, where you will lack nothing; a land whose 

rocks are iron and from whose hills you can mine copper. When you have eaten your fill, give thanks to 

the LORD your God for the good land which He has given you. 

 

 
 

 ,יְֶשנָּה ֶאֶרץ: אֹוְמִרים

 ֶאֶרץ ְשכּוַרת ֶשֶמש  

 ,ַאיֵּה אֹוָתּה ֶאֶרץ

יפֹה אֹוָתּה ֶשֶמש  ?אֵּ

 ,יְֶשנָּה ֶאֶרץ: אֹוְמִרים

 ,ַעּמּוֶדיָה ִשְבָעה

י  ֶלֶכת-ִשְבָעה כֹוְכבֵּ

 .ָצִצים ַעל ָכל ִגְבָעה

יפֹה אֹוָתּה ֶאֶרץ  ,אֵּ

י אֹוָתּה ִגְבָעה  ?כֹוְכבֵּ

נּוִמי    ֶֶֶּרְיַנְחֵּ

 ?יִַגיד ִלי ַהנְִתיָבה

 ְכָבר ָעַבְרנּו ַכָּמה

 ,ִמְדָבִריֹות וְיִַּמים

 ,ְכָבר ָהַלְכנּו ַכָּמה

ינּו  . ַתִּמיםכֹחֹותֵּ

 ?כֵּיַצד ֶזה ָתִעינּו

 ?ֶטֶרם הּונַח ָלנּו

 ,ֶשֶמש-אֹוָתּה ֶאֶרץ

 .אֹוָתּה ֹלא ָמָצאנּו
 יְִתַקיֵּםָבּה –ֶאֶרץ 

 – ִקָּוהָכל ֲאֶשר ִאיש 
 –נְִכנַס ָכל ַהנְִכנָס 

 .  ָפַגע בֹו ֲעִקיָבא

 !ֲעִקיָבא, ָשלֹום ְלָך"

 !ַרִבי, ָשלֹום ְלָך

ם ַהְקדֹוִשים יפֹה הֵּ  ,אֵּ

יפֹה ַהַּמַכִבי  "?אֵּ

 ,עֹונֶה לֹו ֲעִקיָבא

ר לֹו ָהַרִבי  :אֹומֵּ

ל ְקדֹוִשים"  ,ָכל יְִשָראֵּ

 ".ַאָתה ַהַּמַכִבי

 ,יְֶשנָּה ֶאֶרץ: אֹוְמִרים

 ...ֶאֶרץ ְרוַת ֶשֶמש

 ?ַאיֵּה אֹוָתּה ֶאֶרץ

יפֹה אֹותֹו ֶשֶמש  ?אֵּ

 

 

They say: There is a land, 

a land drenched with sun. 

Wherefore is that land? 

Where is that sun? 

They say: There is a land, 

its pillars are seven, 

seven planets, 

springing up on every hill. 

Where is that land, 

the stars of that hill? 

Who shall guide our way, 

tell me my path? 

Already we have crossed many 

deserts and seas. 

Long we have walked, 

our strengths is at an end. 

How is it we have gone astray? 

That not yet have we been left alone? 

That land of sun, 

that one we have not found. 

A land where it shall come to pass 

what every man had hoped for, 

Everyone who enters, 

meets with Akiva. 

Peace to you, Akiva! 

Peace to you, Rebbi! 

Where are the holy ones? 

Where are the Maccabees? 

Answers him Akiva, 

answers him the Rabbi: 

All of Israel is holy, 

you are the Maccabee! 

They say: There is a land, 

a land drenched with sun. 

Wherefore is that land? 

Where is that sun? 

.  


