
R Yehudah Halevi I: A Lyrical Life 

Timeline 
Adapted mostly from Scheindlin; he dates Halevi’s birth in the 1080s, while most historians date it earlier 
C.1055​​ Moshe ben Jacob Ibn Ezra is born in Granada (ruled by the Zirid dynasty) 
1056​ ​ R. Samuel ha-Nagid Ibn Nagrillah, vizier of Granada, dies 
1066-7​​ A major anti-Jewish massacre breaks out in Granada  
C. 1075 ​ Judah Halevi was born in either Toledo or Tudela.  
1070s/1080s​ Halevi spends his childhood in Christian-controlled Navarre or Castille  
1080s/1090s​ As a teenager, Halevi travels south to Granada and joins the circle of Moses Ibn Ezra. 
1085​ ​ Alfonso VI of Castile captures Toledo, incorporating it into Christain Spain 
1086​ ​ Almoravids (al-Murabitun), invited by al-Mu'tamid of Seville, begin conquering land in Spain 
C. 1092​ Moshe Ibn Ezra is forced to leave Granada; presumably Halevi has already moved away 
1103​ ​ Halevi composed two poems celebrating R. Joseph Ibn Megas’s appointment in Lucena to  

position of Rosh Yeshiva 
C. 1108​ Halevi resides in Christian Spain, potentially in Toledo, where he likely practices medicine 
C. 1128​ Halfon ben Netanel, an Egyptian Jewish merchant, visits Spain and develops a close friendship  

with Yehudah Halevi 
C. 1130​ [Some historians believe that Judah Halevi set out on a first attempted journey to the holy land] 
c. 1135​​ Moshe ibn Ezra composes Kitāb al-Muḥāḍara wa-al-Mudhākara in Castille, associating  

Yehudah Halevi (and Avraham ibn Ezra, likely his son-in-law’s father) with the city of Cordoba  
1140​ ​ Halevi sets sail from al-Andalus, intending to settle in the land of Israel 
1140 (Sept 8)​ Halevi arrives in Alexandria, where the local Jewish community treats him very well 
1141 (winter)​ travels to Cairo, where Egyptian Jews attempt to dissuade him from further travel. 
1141 (May 8)​ Halevi returns to Alexandria and boards a ship bound for Palestine but was delayed by winds 
1141 (May 14) Halevi's ship sets sail from Alexandria, and presumably reaches the port of Acco or Jaffa 
1141 (July)​ Judah Halevi is referred to as being deceased very recently 
1141 (Oct): ​ Nathan ben Samuel, the secretary of the Nagid of Egypt, writes a letter mentioning Halevi's  

death, referring to him with the honorific "saintly," often used to denote a martyr. 
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1. Introduction 
 
Link: Cairo Genizah (Cambridge, Taylor-Schachter Collection) T-S 8J18.5 

 
 
 

 

https://cudl.lib.cam.ac.uk/view/MS-TS-00008-J-00018-00005/1


2. Biography (Until 1140) 
 
Letter-Poem of Halevi Describing His Arrival in Granada (Rand, Hebrew Union Annual 2018; Halkin translation) 
 
He was, he wrote, “making music on the wine cups” one night with some friends who were endeavoring to 

compose a girdle song. It was addressed to  
“their poet-leader-in-chief 
and to be brief, 
I made a good start  
on the poem’s first part 
But after continuing well,  
my companions soon fell  
into such a confusion  
that they cried in profusion,  
‘What you’ve started, please end!’  
I replied, ‘God forfend!  
How can I add one more line  
with these poor skills of mine

 
 
Invitation Extended by Moshe ibn Ezra (transl. By Hillel Halkin) 

One so young / And still unsung / Has shouldered all / Of wisdom’s weight 

Come from the North, / His light shines forth / To everywhere / Illuminate. 

 Have him make haste / (No time to waste!) / To the grounds / Of my estate. 

 There, where flowers / Scent the bowers / He can rest / And rusticate, 

 And eat good things, / Love’s offerings, / At no expense / Till satiate, 

 And live within / My spacious inn, / No matter who / Else shuts his gate. 

 

 



Poem to Moshe ibn Ezra (DYH, 1:154; HaShira, #185:1, translated by Hillel Halkin) 

Wander-life, you are an old friend— 
 And the River of Tears has owed 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 nursed 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 sow 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. 

 
Brody, Diwan, 1:224-225 (epistle 7 to Rabbi David of Narbonne) 
I have not even had time to respond to his letter, much less to do what he asked. Great deeds are ascribed to 
me. People exaggerate about me and make great claims about me, and many falsely sing my praises, while 
the multitude, who will believe anything, look to me for the wisdom of Kalkol and Darda, though I have neither 
culture nor learning. The result is that I am caught up day and night and in between with the foolishness of 
medicine, though it can never heal them. This is a great city inhabited by powerful men, hard masters whom I 
can only satisfy by wasting my days on their whims and using up my years healing their ills. “We have tried to 
cure Babylon, but she has not been cured.” All I ask of God, my only petition to Him, is that He bring about 
some favorable turn of events of the kind He has in infinite number; that He save me speedily, proclaim my 
freedom from slavery, find me a place of rest, and exile me to the place of the living waters that surge from 
your spring, to the fountains of your age’s sages whose waters emerge from a sacred source. 
 
“And he wrote this when he drank a potion.”  

 
 ברי"ף( ה דף כ: )לדף השנה לראש שם כתוב ראב"ד

 כי הספרדי חייא ב״ר אברהם רבי ומחבורי הכוזרי מן הריח אשר והריח הזה, כלו הגליון ואחר האלה, הדברים אחר אברהם: אמר
 לפי התלמוד מאנשי שאינו מי מדברי ללמד לנו אין שלו, שאינם בעדים מתעטר והוא עצמו הדרך זה על הללו ההלכות פירשו הם

 כן. לא כאשר לדבריהם ההלכה פני מסבבים שהם
 
Citations of R. Yehudah Halevi in Avraham ibn Ezra’s Commentaries: 
Bereshit (2nd commentary) 1:3, 6:2 
Shemot (2nd commentary) 4:10, 13:14, 20:2, 24:11 
Bamidbar 27:3 



Devarim 14:22, 15:9, 26:17-18, 29:18-19, 33:5 
Zechariah (1st commentary) 8:6 
Tehillim (2nd commentary) 18:5, 30:8, 49:21, 72:20, 73:25, 80:16, 82:8, 139:14, 150:1 
Daniel (2nd commentary) 9:2 

Life/Career as a Poet 
DYH, 1:89. A muwashshah. In “If Only I Could Be,” below, HaLevi employs the same form and similar motifs in 
a powerful liturgical poem. 
 

 
 
 DYH, 2:316; HaShira, #178:2 

 
“You win against me alone one on one / But what will you do when my army will come” 
 
 
 
Riddle of a cloud DYH 2:209 

 
With its own joy makes all the people sad 
 

Kuzari and Poetry 
Kuzari 5:16 (Hartwig Herschfeld translation) 



The consummate philosopher, like the prophet, can only impart little to another person in the way of instruction, 
and cannot refute his objections dialectically. As to the master of Kalām, learning sheds its lustre on him, 
thereby inducing his hearers to place him above the pious and immaculate whose learning consists in 
principles of a creed which allow of no refutation. The final aim of the Mutakallim in everything he learns and 
teaches is that these principles of creed enter his soul as well as that of his disciples in the same natural form 
as they exist in the soul of the pious person. In some cases the art of the Kalām does him greater harm than 
the principles of truth, because it teaches doubts and traditional prejudices. We experience a similar thing with 
people who apply themselves to prosody and practice scanning metres. There we can hear braying and a 
babel of words in an art which offers no difficulties to those naturally gifted. The latter enjoy making verses in 
which no fault can be found. The aim of the former class is to be like the latter who appear ignorant of the art of 
verse-making, because they cannot learn what the others are able to teach. The naturally gifted person, 
however, can teach one similarly endowed with the slightest hint. In the same manner sparks are kindled in the 
souls of people naturally open to religion and approachment to God, by the words of the pious, sparks which 
become luminaries in their hearts, whilst those who are not so gifted must have recourse to the Kalām. He 
often derives no benefit from it, nay, he comes to grief over it.  
 

Dreams 
Kuzari, Author’s Introduction (my translation based on Shilat and Shvartz) 
This king—so it is said—had a dream that kept recurring. In his dream appeared an angel, who spoke to him 
and said: “Your intentions are worthy in the eyes of the Creator, but your deeds are not.” Now, the king was a 
scrupulous observer of the religion of the Khazars, so much so that he personally officiated in their temple and 
offered sacrifices with all his heart. Yet no matter how scrupulous he was, the angel kept appearing night after 
night and telling him, “Your intentions are worthy but your deeds are not.” 

-​ The Kuzari 1:79, which states that the “conditions which render man fit to receive [the] divine influence 
do not lie within him.”  

-​ The Kuzari, 4:3: “But our intellect...cannot penetrate to the true knowledge of things, except by the 
grace of God, by special faculties which He has placed in the senses....To the chosen among His 
creatures He has given an inner eye which sees things as they really are, without any alteration. . . 
[The] prophets without doubt saw the divine world with the inner eye... His sight reaches up to the 
heavenly host directly, he sees the dwellers in heaven, and the spiritual beings which are near God, 
and others in human form.” 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

DYH, 2: 302; HaShira, #202. (with Schindlin’s translation, then Peter Cole’s, then Hillel Halkin’s) 
Fleischer and Gil suggest that the poem was most likely written in Egypt (HaLevi uVenei Hugo, p. 235) 

 
 
 
 

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,  
Ḥasaf tina be-raglei farzela?  
Suppose He struck you down with 
 avna di-meḥat  

Tsalma,  
and paid you back for all  
that you begot!”  
 
 

 
 
From the poem אדני היכל ,  

 
 
Brody, Diwan, 3:65(?) 
My heart beheld You and was sure of You 
as if I stood myself at Sinai mountain. 
I sought You in my dreams; Your glory passed 
before my face on clouds descending, landing. 
 
 



Asleep yet heart aflame /Wild passion none can 
tame / Arise, shake off your shame / And walk in my 
light's glow

Rise up and ride with might / A star guides through 
the night / Who lay in pit's dark site / Now climbs 
where Sinai shows

Let not their souls delight / Who say "Zion's lost 
quite" / For there my heart burns bright / My eyes 
forever go

I hide, then am revealed / In wrath, then grace I yield 
/ Who loves with greater shield / My children here 
below

 

 עֵר ולְִבּוֹ ישֵָׁן
וּמִשְׂתָּעֵר בּעֵֹר  
והְִנּעֵָר נאָ צֵא  

פָּניַ בְּאוֹר וּלְכָה  
 

וּרְכַב צְלַח קוּמָה  
כּוֹכָב לְךָ דָּרַךְ  

שָׁכַב בְּבוֹר ואֲַשֶׁר  
סִיניַ לְראֹשׁ עָלָה  

 
נפְַשָׁם תַעֲלֹז אַל  

תֶּאְשַׁם הָאמְֹרִים  
שָׁם והְִנּהֵ צִיּוֹן  
עֵיניַ ושְֵׁם לִבִּי  

 
ואְֶסָּתֵר אֵגָּל  

ואְֵעָתֵר אֶקְצףֹ  
יוֹתֵר יחֲַמלֹ מִי  

בָניָ עֲלֵי מִנּיִ . 
 

 

 
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 
 
 



Brody, Diwan, 3:122–23 ( הנפלאות אדון יקר ), lines 6–12. Like poem 2, it is an ofan, designed for the qedusha 
preceding the Shema in the morning service 

 
He has created prophesying souls 
summoned to come before Him, 
and given them the strength to encounter 
the awful vision. 
They behold His royal train 
and walk among His angels. 
They pour His generous spirit 
over those who are true to His covenant 
For they draw rivers of prophecy 
from the sources of His wisdom; 
for they are familiar with mysteries and prophecy, 
both in dreams and visions. 

In quest of the face of the King 
they crowd around the gate of their Lord. 
 
 

 
 

 
Adapted from an Arabic poem by Abu-l-Shis. Cf Scheindlin (Gazelle, pp. 79–83).  



 See also The Kuzari, 1:115: “If we bear our exile and degradation for God’s sake, as is meet, we shall be the 
pride of the generation which will come with the Messiah, and accelerate the day of the deliverance we hope 
for.”  
 
Letter (Brody Diwan, translated by Scheindlin “Song” p. 130-132) 
My deeds are diminished, my thoughts are lost and find no vision from God. I cannot find the children of my 
mind. I regret ever having begotten them, for they have gone rebellious on me like the house of rebellion, 
setting their faces hard, closing their eyes, and stopping their ears. . . . I spread my net and drew my bow, 
when no one was with me, meaning to draw them to do my will and to bring them into the folds of my rein. I 
summoned them in your name, set riders on them and, lo! They came running, one after one, for now the 
divine vision was everywhere: Who could not prophesy? Thus I have come today to send you greetings, to 
attend you in your place, and to proclaim to my lord how sorry I am that I ever left you, since I love you. When I 
think of you, I seek you, but do not find you… And may the two of us return to the delights of wine and the 
delusions of the eye . . . for you and I both remember the poems we used to compose in the days of our youth, 
so fine, now flown. You ask, “Can it be done when the heart is youthless and no longer feckless, when one 
looks around and sees no gleam of light, and when spring rains fall no longer?” One day, your friends were 
busy drinking and firing the brazier of love. They gave me something to drink, too, and we talked of old times. I 
awoke speaking verses, uttering words fit for princes, poems of friendship, with a particular delightful man in 
mind. So now, in your kindness, take this offering, cense yourself with its fragrance, and forgive its 
shortcomings. 
 
 
Letter to R. Habib (published by Y. Ratzhaby, translated by Scheindlin “Song” p. 16) 
I call this place “Busy,” for it keeps me on the run. It makes me the watchman of others’ vineyards while I 
neglect my own, makes me have dealings with healing, diverts me from the prophets’ words. . . . I wish, I wish, 
I wish the Merciful One would restore me to what I was before and bring back my youth! I would go back to 
studying [what I failed to study] and achieve a wisdom I failed to achieve before. I would stay among the 
columns and listen like the students. . . . But what can I do, now that the white hairs have overwhelmed the 
black, tender youth has turned to tinder, and dawn has turned to sunset? Now that the turn of years has altered 
me and the seasons made me falter and set me on coals? I have aroused myself and shaken out my clothing 
and rowed hard to get back to the dry land, yet I have failed. I have searched out my conscience and laid bare 
my hidden self; but no vision came, and my meditations brought no revelation from God. 
 

Piyyut 
One line from פורים לכבוד פיוט - כמוך מי  

 יג( א השירים )שיר המור צרור קשב רב קשב
 לשמור הקבועים המלך מסריסי

 לאמר המלך על חושבים והנם
 י( א )שמות לו נתחכמה הבה

 הלוי יהודה ר' / אביוניך שמע יה
 פָּניֶךָ הַמְחַלִּים אֶבְיוֹניֶךָ שְׁמַע יהָּ

 אָזְנךֶָ תַּעְלֵם אַל לְבָניֶךָ אָבִינוּ
 

 מְצוּקִים מֵרוֹב יקְִרְאוּ מִמַּעֲמַקִּים עַם יהָּ
 מִלְּפָניֶךָ הַיּוֹם רֵקִים תְּשִׁיבֵם נאָ אַל
 

 זְדוֹנםָ ורְֻבֵּי מְחֵה ועֲַוֹנםָ הַוּוֹתָם



 לְמַעֲנךֶָ צוּרִי עֲשֵׂה לְמַעֲנםָ תַעֲשֶׂה לֹא ואְִם
 

 ניִבָם שַׁי כְּמוֹ וּרְצֵה חוֹבָם הַיּוֹם וּמְחֵה
 אָזְנךֶָ תַּקְשִׁיב וגְַם לִבָּם תָּכִין וּלְךָ

 
 תּוֹעֶה עֵדֶר ותְֶאֱסוֹף תִשְׁעֶה פְּניֵהֶם דִּמְעַת
 צאֹנךֶָ בְּטוֹב וּפְקוֹד רוֹעֶה לְךָ ותְָקִים

 
 סְלִיחָה הַיּוֹם תְּבַשְּׂרֵם נכְחָֹה בְּדֶרֶךְ הוֹלְכֵי

 חִנּךֶָ הַמְצִיאֵם הַמִּנחְָה וּבִתְפִלַּת

 

 
SQYH, #97, lines 1–2, 13–14; HaShira, #231. This poem is part of a longer ofan for the festival of Simhat 
Torah.  



 
 
Where, God, could I find you 
Your place is exalted, obscured 
Yet where would I not find you 
Your glory fills the world 

… 
I sought your nearness 
Called with all my heart to you. 
And when I went to greet you,  
Coming to meet me I found you! 
In the wonders of your might 
Your temple is in my sight. 
Who says he has not seen you? 
But the heavens and their hordes 
Are speaking of your glory  

Without their voices being heard 
 

Expressions of Religious Longing 
 
 SQYH, #28; HaShira, #225 



 



 
Incline my heart to serve  
​ The service of your sovereignty 
And my thoughts purify 
​ To know your divinity 
God, answer me 
​ Don’t be silent at my pain 
At the hour that I ache 
​ Do not delay, for you can heal 
Remake me anew 
​ And say to your servant, “I am here”  
 

6. Exile 
SQYH, #330; HaShira, #190. An ahava. 

 

 



 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 

 
 
Raymond Schindlin’s translation: 
My heart in the East, and I in the West, 
as far West as west can be! 
How can I enjoy my food? 
What flavor can it have for me? 
How can I fulfill my vows 
or do the things I’ve sworn to do, 
while Zion is in Christian hands 
and I am trapped in Arab lands? 
Easily I could leave behind 
this Spain and all her luxury!— 
As easy to leave as dear the sight 
of the Temple ruins’ dirt would be to me 
 

Birds 
SQYH #246 

 
 
SQYH #326 
 



סָבֲבָה רְחבֹוֹת לַילְָה יוֹנתִָי  
שֶׁאָהֲבָה אֶת לְבַקֵּשׁ הלֶֹכֶת  

 
קוֹלָהּ בִּבְכִי תִּתֵּן לָהּ הַרְפֵּה  

 
מַעֲלָהּ כְּעצֶֹם עָצַם מַחֲלָהּ כּי  

 
עֻלָּהּ סָר ולְֹא אֶלֶף לָהּ סָפְרָה  

 
ישְָׁבָה כִּשְׁכוּלָה עָם רַבָּתִי  

 
חִשְּׁבָ קֵץ אַחֲרֵי קֵץ מַהְפֶּכֶת  

 

My dove strays about the streets at night, Seeking 
her love with all her might; 

Her voice pours forth in tearful song, Her pain as 
deep as faith is strong; 

A thousand years, her yoke remains, Like childless 
mother wrapped in pains; 

She counts each end that fails to show, Each 
promised time that comes and goes. 

 

 
Hillel Halkin’s translation: 
Far-wandering, the woodward-strayed dove 

Flails in the boughs and can’t find her way out, 

Flounders and flings herself all about, 

Frantically beating her wings toward her love. 

A thousand years have now passed—yet her term 

Is not over, her dreams have been dashed. 

 

Brody, Diwan, 4:222–23 (poem 112), translated by Scheindlin 

 

Brody, Diwan, 2:171–72 (poem 12), translated by Scheindlin 



 
 



Mid-Life Crisis? 
Still chasing fun at fifty 

 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

כָל‑ נגְֶדְּךָ אֲדנֹיָ!  
 שְׂפָתִי. עַל אַעֲלֶנּהָ לֹא ואְִם

 ואְֶגְועָ, ‑ רֶגַע אֶשְׁאֲלָה רְצוֹנךְָ
 שֱׁאֶלָתִי, ותְָבוֹא יתִֵּן וּמִי

אֶת‑ ואְַפְקִיד  ר ר�  י �
 שְׁנתִָי! לי ועְָרְבָה ויְשַָׁנתְִּי
 בְחַיּיָ, מוֹתִי – מִמְּךָ בְּרָחְקִי

 בְּמוֹתִי, חַיּיַ – בְּךָ אֶדְבַּק ואְִם
 



 
 
 
 
Brody, Diwan, 2:248 (poem 27) 
If you will put your hope in God alone, 
why worry at the troubles Time can bring? 
If you would truly trust in God’s own name, 
the things that Time can do 
would make you neither glad nor sorry. 
You’ve made your home among the graves of lust, 
and turned your back on right behavior, 
lived in mindlessness, 
pent in such darkness that you cannot 
even see the place of light. How then can you tell 
the good from bad? 
Soon you must travel on. Choose the right path— 
why wander to the right or to the left? 



Time will betray you; better if you 
betray her first!—Then you’ll do well. 
Go for a treasure  
You can keep forever;  
spurn the one you must bequeath 
 to those who follow. 

Making the Dream a Reality 
Letter sent to Samuel ben Hanania from Alexandria (early 1141; reconstructed by Scheindlin, p. 156-158) 
And now, permit my tongue to speak confidentially to my lord about the thoughts that drove me out of my 
homeland. After giving thanks and making confession to Him who granted me favors and answered me amply, 
I dedicated to Him my heart’s praises and my mind’s gratitude, while . . . vows . . . the lower soul in its 
calculations, the spirit in its . . . and the higher soul in its delights. All these came together . . . to trap the truth 
in a narrow confine from which there is no escape right or left, no room for escape.  
And the philosophy of the Greeks, so praised,/ is merely crazed; / it claims to shed light / but yields only blight. 
One of its spokesmen says this and the other says that: one praises pleasure—the lute and the flute—while 
the other says, “Better to go to the house of mourning,” while a third says, “Both pleasure and sorrow are 
hollow.” Disagreement rules; doubt and darkness dominate. There is no one to settle an argument, no one to 
make a clear statement or proclaim an answer. But then came the pure lamp, the Torah, and opened men’s 
eyes and ears, confounding their opinions and spoiling their thoughts, and said, Upside-down! You give 
counsel according to your own interest. My thoughts and my ways are not yours; there is no wisdom, no 
insight, no counsel in the face of God’s. Not every living creature is a human being, not every human being is 
an Israelite, not every Israelite is a priest, and not every priest is Moses or Aaron; not every land is Canaan, 
not all of Canaan is the gates of heaven, and not all the gates of heaven are Jerusalem. Not all days are 
festivals, not all festivals are the Sabbath, not all Sabbaths are the Day of Atonement. Not all service of God is 
sacrifice, not all sacrifices are whole offerings, not all whole offerings are offered in the inner chamber. But 
there are holy men in the Holy Land. . . . Therefore there is no adding or taking away: the laws are righteous 
ones, authenticated by tradition, not to be transgressed or doubted. The evidence—the wonders and miracles 
seen by the eyes, heard by the ears in the wilderness and in Egypt, a sign and a testimony for past and 
present. So I said, “I have come, I have heard, and I believe. I shall not question or test the Lord.” Seeing that 
all Israel bows toward the House of God, my heart yearned for my father’s house and my soul longed for the 
Holy Mountain—to prostrate myself to it nearby, among the priests, where the ark lies buried, and to say to the 
Lord: “Rise and have mercy on Zion! For Your servants take pleasure in her stones and cherish her soil.” My 
love was stirred . . . lest my face be one of those turned aside from God at the sound of the call: “For who will 
have mercy on you, Jerusalem? Who will mourn you? Who will turn aside to ask about your welfare? There is 
none to care for her!” If you desire to get me my desire, send me to my master; let me go. For nowhere will my 
foot find rest until I make my home inside His home. Do not detain me from the journey, lest disaster overtake 
me. All I ask is shelter underneath God’s wings, a grave among my fathers’ graves 
 
 
Brody, Diwan, 2:164–66 (poem 6) 



 
 

 



 
 
 
 
Kuzari 2:23-24 (Hartwig translation) 
23. Al Khazari: If this be so, thou fallest short of the duty laid down in thy law, by not endeavouring to reach that 
place, and making it thy abode in life and death, although thou sayest: 'Have mercy on Zion, for it is the house 
of our life,' and believest that the Shekhinah will return thither. And had it no other preference than that the 
Shekhinah dwelt there five hundred years, this is sufficient reason for men's souls to retire thither and find 
purification there, as happens near the abodes of the pious and the prophets. Is it not 'the gate of heaven'? All 
nations agree on this point. Christians believe that the souls are gathered there and then lifted up to heaven. 
Islām teaches that it is the place of the ascent, and that prophets are caused to ascend from there to heaven, 
and, further, that it is the place of gathering on the day of Resurrection. Everybody turns to it in prayer and 
visits it in pilgrimage. Thy bowing and kneeling in the direction of it is either mere appearance or thoughtless 
worship. Yet your first forefathers chose it as an abode in preference to their birth-places, and lived there as 
strangers, rather than as citizens in their own country. This they did even at a time when the Shekhinah was 
yet visible, but the country was full of unchastity, impurity, and idolatry. Your fathers, however, had no other 
desire than to remain in it. Neither did they leave it in times of dearth and famine except by God's permission. 
Finally, they directed their bones to be buried there.  
24. The Rabbi: This is a severe reproach, O king of the Khazars. It is the sin which kept the divine promise with 
regard to the second Temple, viz.: Sing and rejoice, O daughter of Zion' (Zachariah 2:10), from being fulfilled. 
Divine Providence was ready to restore everything as it had been at first, if they had all willingly consented to 
return. But only a part was ready to do so, whilst the majority and the aristocracy remained in Babylon, 
preferring dependence and slavery, and unwilling to leave their houses and their affairs. An allusion to them 
might be found in the enigmatic words of Solomon: I sleep, but my heart waketh (Song of Songs 5:2-4). He 
designates the exile by sleep, and the continuance of prophecy among them by the wakefulness of the heart. 
'It is the voice of my beloved that knocketh' means God's call to return; 'My head is filled with dew' alludes to 
the Shekhinah which emerged from the shadow of the Temple. The words: 'I have put off my coat,' refer to the 
people's slothfulness in consenting to return. The sentence: 'My beloved stretcheth forth his hand through the 
opening' may be interpreted as the urgent call of Ezra, Nehemiah, and the Prophets, until a portion of the 
people grudgingly responded to their invitation. In accordance with their mean mind they did not receive full 
measure. Divine Providence only gives man as much as he is prepared to receive; if his receptive capacity be 
small, he obtains little, and much if it be great. Were we prepared to meet the God of our forefathers with a 
pure mind, we should find the same salvation as our fathers did in Egypt. If we say: 'Worship his holy 
hill--worship at His footstool--He who restoreth His glory to Zion' (Psalms 99:9, Psalsm 99:5), and other words, 
this is but as the chattering of the starling and the nightingale. We do not realise what we say by this sentence, 
nor others, as thou rightly observest, O Prince of the Khazars. 
 
Kuzari 4:27 (Hartwig translation) 



27. The Rabbi: Just so, O King of the Khazars, by God! This is the truth, the real faith, and everything else may 
be abandoned. Perhaps this was Abraham's point of view when divine power and unity dawned upon him prior 
to the revelation accorded to him. As soon as this took place, he gave up all his speculations and only strove to 
gain favour of God, having ascertained what this was and how and where it could be obtained. The Sages 
explain the words: 'And he brought him forth abroad' (Genesis 15), thus: Give up thy horoscopy! This means: 
Forsake astrology as well as any other doubtful study of nature… As soon as Abraham had understood, 
meditated, discerned and clearly grasped, the Lord of the universe revealed Himself to him, called him His 
friend and made a covenant with him between the ten fingers of his hand, which is the covenant of the tongue; 
and between the ten toes of his feet, which is the covenant of circumcision, and He pronounced upon him the 
word: 'Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee' (Jeremiah 1:5). 
 
Kuzari’s concluding section (5:22-28) 

לֵאלֹהֵי בָרָה נפְַשׁוֹ הַלֵּב, טְהוֹר הַמַּעֲשִׂים, זַךְ הָאֲמִתִּית, דָּת בַּעַל כָּל ועְִם אֶזְרָחִי ישְִׂרָאֵל כָּל עִם הִיא הָרוּחָניִת הַנּסְִתֶּרֶת הַשְּׁכִינהָ אַךְ  
ישְִׂרָאֵל, בְּאֶרֶץ דָר שֶׁאֵינוֹ מִמִּי בְּטֵלוֹת ישְִׂרָאֵל מִמִּצְוֹת והְַרְבֵּה בָּהּ, אִם כִּי ישְִׁלְמוּ לֹא והְַמַּעֲשִׂים ישְִׂרָאֵל, לֵאלֹהֵי מְיחֶֻדֶת כְּנעַַן ואְֶרֶץ ישְִׂרָאֵל.  
אֱמֶת שֶׁהוּא שֶׁכֵּן כָּל וּבְמָשָׁל, בְדִמְיוֹן זֶה הָיהָ ואְִלּוּ לֵאלֹהִים, מְיחָֻד שֶׁהוּא בּוֹ שֶׁיּוֹדְעִים בַּמָּקוֹם אִם כִּי וזְַכִּים טְהוֹרִים אֵינםָ והְַנּפֶֶשׁ והְַלֵּב  

עֲוֹנוֹת, לוֹ שֶׁקָּדְמוּ לְמִי שֶׁכֵּן וכְָל רָחוֹק, מִמָּקוֹם אֵלָיו שֶׁהוֹלֵךְ מִי שֶׁכֵּן כָּל בּוֹ, הַנּפֶֶשׁ ותְִטְהַר אֵלָיו הַתְּשׁוּקָה ותְִתְעוֹרֵר בֵּאוּרוֹ. קָדַם כַּאֲשֶׁר  
רַבּוֹתֵינוּ: שֶׁאָמְרוּ מַה עַל ויְסְִמךְֹ וּשְׁגָגָה, מִזָּדוֹן ועְָוֹן עָוֹן לְכָל קְבוּעִים הָיוּ אֲשֶׁר בַקָּרְבָּנוֹת לוֹ אֶפְשָׁר ואְִי הָאֱלֹהִים, כַּפָּרַת מְבַקֵּשׁ והְוּא  

אֱלֹהֵיכֶם", ייְָ אֶת תְנסַּוּ "לֹא בְּאָמְרוֹ: נכְִנסֶֶת אֵינהָ וּבַיּבַָּשָׁה בַיּםָ הַסַּכָּנהָ אֲבָל רָצוּי לְמָקוֹם הַגָּלוּת יהְִיהֶ אִם שֶׁכֵּן כָּל עָוֹן", מְכַפֶּרֶת "גָּלוּת  
הַדִּין הָיהָ הַכַּפָּרָה, וקְַוּוֹת תְּשׁוּקָתוֹ כְפִי מִזֶּה יוֹתֵר מְסֻכָּן הָיהָ ואְִלּוּ בָּהּ. שֶׁיּרְַויִּחַ מְקַוֶּה סְחוֹרָה לוֹ שֶׁתִּהְיהֶ מִי כְּמוֹ מְסֻכָּן שֶׁהוּא סַכָּנהָ אַךְ  

ויְכִָּנסֵ אלהיו בִּרְצוֹן ימָָיו בִּשְׁאָר והְֶחֱזִיק בּוֹ הִסְתַּפֶּק מִיּמָָיו, שֶּׁעָבַר מַה עַל והְוֹדָה נפְַשׁוֹ עִם חָשַׁב אֲשֶׁר אַחֲרֵי בְסַכָּנוֹת, בְּהִכָּנסְוֹ עִמּוֹ  
בַּעֲבוּר בַּמִּלְחָמוֹת בְנפְַשָׁם יסְַכְּנוּ מֵאֲשֶׁר טוֹבָה עֵצָה יוֹתֵר זֶה אֲניִ ורְוֹאֶה בַעֲוֹנוֹתָיו. ימְִיתֵהוּ ואְִם ויְוֹדֶה, ישְַׁבַּח אֱלֹהָיו יצִַּילֶנּוּ ואְִם בְּסַכָּנהָ;  

עַל שָׂכָר לְקַבֵּל כְּדֵי הָרְשׁוּת בְמִלְחֶמֶת יכִָּנסְוּ מֵאֲשֶׁר הַזּאֹת הַסַּכָּנהָ הִיא קַלָּה ושְֶׁיּוֹתֵר גָּדוֹל, שָׂכָר שֶׁיּקְִחוּ בַעֲבוּר אוֹ בִגְבוּרָה, שֶׁיּזִָכְרוּ  
 .הַמִּלְחָמָה
22. The Rabbi was then concerned to leave the land of the Khazari and to betake himself to Jerusalem. The 
king was loth to let him go, and spoke to him in this sense as follows: What can be sought in Palestine 
nowadays, since the divine reflex is absent from it, whilst, with a pure mind and desire, one can approach God 
in any place. Why wilt thou run into danger. on land and water and among various peoples?  
23. The Rabbi answered: The visible Shekhināh has, indeed, disappeared, because it does not reveal itself 
except to a prophet or a favoured community, and in a distinguished place. This is what we look for in the 
passage: 'Let our eyes behold when Thou returnest to Zion.' As regards the invisible and spiritual Shekhināh, it 
is with every born Israelite of virtuous life, pure heart, and upright mind before the Lord of Israel. Palestine is 
especially distinguished by the Lord of Israel, and no function can be perfect except there. Many of the 
Israelitish laws do not concern those who do not live there; heart and soul are only perfectly pure and 
immaculate in the place which is believed to be specially selected by God. If this is true in a figurative sense, 
how much more true in reality, as we have shown Thus the longing for it is awakened with disinterested 
motives, especially for him who wishes to live there, and to atone for past transgressions, since there is no 
opportunity of bringing the sacrifices ordained by God for intentional and unintentional sins. He is supported by 
the saying of the Sages: 'Exile atones for sins,' especially if his exile brings him into the place of God's choice. 
The danger he runs on land and sea does not come under the category of: 'You shall not tempt the Lord' 
(Deuteronomy 6:16); but the verse refers to risks which one takes when travelling with merchandise in the 
hope of gain. He who incurs even greater danger on account of his ardent desire to obtain forgiveness is free 
from reproach if he has closed the balance of his life, expressed his gratitude for his past life, and is satisfied to 
spend the rest of his days in seeking the favour of his Lord. He braves danger, and if he escapes he praises 
God gratefully. But should he perish through his sins, he has obtained the divine favour, and may be confident 
that he has atoned for most of his sins by his death. In my opinion this is better than to seek the dangers of war 
in order to gain fame and spoil by courage and bravery. This kind of danger is even inferior to that of those who 
march into war for hire.  
24. Al Khazari: I thought that thou didst love freedom, but now I see thee finding new religious duties which 
thou wilt be obliged to fulfil in Palestine, which are, however, in abeyance here.  



25. The Rabbi: I only seek freedom from the service of those numerous people whose favour I do not care for, 
and shall never obtain, though I worked for it all my life. Even if I could obtain it, it would not profit me--I mean 
serving men and courting their favour. I would rather seek the service of the One whose favour is obtained with 
the smallest effort, yet it profits in this world and the next. This is the favour of God, His service spells freedom, 
and humility before Him is true honour.  
26. Al Khazari: If thou believest in all that thou sayest, God knows thy mind. The mind is free before God, who 
knows the hearts and discloses what is hidden.  
27. The Rabbi: This is true when action is impossible. Man is free in his endeavours and work. But he deserves 
blame who does not look for visible reward for visible work. For this reason it is written: 'Ye shall blow an alarm 
with the trumpets, and ye shall be remembered before the Lord your God (Numbers 10:9) . . . They shall be to 
you for a memorial (Numbers 10:10) . . . A memorial of blowing of trumpets' (Leviticus 23:24). God need not be 
reminded, but actions must be perfect to claim reward. Likewise must the ideas of the prayers be pronounced 
in the most perfect way to be considered as prayer and supplication. Now if thou bringest intention and action 
to perfection thou mayest expect reward. This is popularly expressed by reminding, and 'the Tōrāh speaks in 
the manner of human beings.' If the action is minus the intention, or the intention minus the action, the 
expectation [for reward] is lost, except in impossible things. It is, however, rather useful to show the good 
intention if the deed is impossible, as we express this in our prayer: 'On account of our sins have we been 
driven out of our land.' This sacred place serves to remind men and to stimulate them to love God, being a 
reward and promise, as it is written: 'Thou shalt arise and have mercy upon Zion, for the time to favour her, 
yea, the set time is come. For thy servants take pleasure in her stones and embrace the dust thereof' (Psalms 
102:14 sq.). This means that Jerusalem can only be rebuilt when Israel yearns for it to such an extent that they 
embrace her stones and dust. 
 

Rav kook siddur page 374 

רַעְיוֹניָ יעְִירוּניִ  
י וסְוֹד אָלוֹ לִבִּ וּמִשְׁ  
בְרֵי הֲגוֹת תַחֲנוּניָ דִּ  

זִמְרַת וּמַהֲלָלוֹ אֵל בְּ  
ן ולְֹא נתָ אֶתֵּ לְעֵיניָ שְׁ  

גְלָלוֹ לַילְָה חֲצוֹת בִּ  
נעַֹם לַחֲזוֹת ה בְּ ´ 

ר הֵיכָלוֹ וּלְבַקֵּ בְּ  
 
Roused by my thoughts and driven to profess 
God’s praise in song and plead my neediness, 
From my eyes I brush midnight’s sleepiness 
To seek the pleasance of the Lord’s palace 
 
 
R. Avraham Yitzhak Kook, Orot 1:1 

י הָאִמּוּץ ל הָאֲמִתִּ גּוֹלָה הַיַּהֲדוּת רַעְיוֹן שֶׁ בֹּא בַּ קּוּעוֹ עמֶֹק מִצַּד רַק יבָאֹ  אֶרֶץ שִׁ רָאֵל, בְּ קְותַ ישְׂ רָאֵל אֶרֶץ וּמִתִּ ל ישְׂ מִיד יקְַבֵּ כוּנוֹתָיו כָּל אֶת תָּ  תְּ
יתָ הָעַצְמִיּוֹת. כֹּחַ הִיא ישְׁוּעָה צִפִּ עֲמִיד  ל הַמַּ ל והְַיַּהֲדוּת הַגָּלוּתִית, הַיַּהֲדוּת שֶׁ רָאֵל אֶרֶץ שֶׁ  עַצְמָהּ. הַישְׁוּעָה הִיא ישְׂ

 
R. Avraham Yitzhak Kook, Orot 1:6 

כֹּל ה מָה  שָׁ קָּ בֹּל יוֹתֵר שֶׁ כֹּל לָאָרֶץ, חוּץ אֲויִר אֶת לִסְ ים מָה  רְגִּישִׁ מַּ מְאָה רוּחַ אֶת יוֹתֵר שֶׁ ל הַטֻּ  יוֹתֵר לִקְלִיטָה סִימָן זֶהוּ טְמֵאָה, אֲדָמָה שֶׁ
ניִמִית ל פְּ ת שֶׁ רָאֵל, אֶרֶץ קְדֻשַּׁ ר עֶלְיוֹן, לְחֶסֶד ישְׂ נּוּ יעֵָזֵב לֹא אֲשֶׁ זָּכָה מִי מִמֶּ צֶלְצַח לְהִסְתּוֹפֵף שֶׁ ל בְּ הִתְרַחֲקוּ גַּם חַיִּים, אֶרֶץ שֶׁ  גַּם ונְוֹדוֹ, בְּ
גָלוּתוֹ ים הַזָּרוּת נדְִידָתוֹ. ואְֶרֶץ בְּ רְגִּישִׁ מַּ חוּץ שֶׁ רֶת הִיא הֲרֵי לָאָרֶץ בְּ ק כָּל אֶת יוֹתֵר מְקַשֶּׁ ניִמִי הָרוּחַ חֵשֶׁ רָאֵל לְאֶרֶץ הַפְּ תָהּ, ישְׂ  וּקְדֻשָּׁ



יָּה פִּ רֶת לִרְאוֹתָהּ הַצִּ בְניִת חֲקִיקַת וצְִיּוּר מִתְגַּבֶּ קֹּדֶשׁ תַּ ל הַ ר אֶרֶץ שֶׁ הּ ד' עֵיניֵ אֲשֶׁ מִיד, בָּ ית תָּ נהָ מֵרֵאשִׁ נהָ, אַחֲרִית עַד הַשָּׁ קֶת שָׁ  מִתְעַמֶּ
שׁוּקַת ועְמֶֹק ויְוֹתֵר, יוֹתֵר קֹּדֶשׁ תְּ ל הַ ת שֶׁ ל צִיּוֹן, חִבַּ כֹּל הָאָרֶץ, זְכִירַת שֶׁ  הּ חֲמוּדוֹת שֶׁ הִיא קְשׁוּרוֹת, בָּ רֶת כְּשֶׁ הּ, מִתְגַּבֶּ מָּ נשַׁ  יחְִידִית, אֲפִלּוּ בִּ
ה הִיא הֲרֵי ת עוֹשָׂ עֻלַּ מוֹת לְרִבְבוֹת הַכְּלָל, לְכלֹ מַעְינָיִת נבְִיעָה פְּ שׁוּרוֹת נשָׁ הּ, הַקְּ ל שׁוֹפָר וקְוֹל עִמָּ חִים קִבּוּץ שֶׁ ים ורְַחֲמִים מִתְעוֹרֵר נדָּ  רַבִּ

רִים, רָאֵל חַיִּים ותְִקְותַ מִתְגַּבְּ ה ישְׁוּעָה ואְוֹר וּפוֹרֵחַ, הוֹלֵךְ ד' וצְֶמַח מִתְנוֹצֶצֶת, לְישְׂ צֵּל וּגְאֻלָּ ט, מִתְפַּ שֵּׁ חַר וּמִתְפַּ רֻשׂ כְּשַׁ  הֶהָרִים. עַל פָּ
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