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Khirbet Khize (excerpt) S. Yizhar 

“We have no right, Moishe, to kick them out of here!” I didn’t want my 

voice to tremble. And Moishe said to me: “You’re starting with that again!” 

And I realized that nothing would come of it. It seemed such a shame, such a 

crying shame. The first transport had already moved off without my noticing 

and was climbing the big dirt track. (If only I could go from one to the next 

and whisper to them, come back, come back tonight, we’re leaving here 

tonight and the village will be empty. Come back! Don’t leave the village 

empty!) At once the second transport moved off too, the one with the 

women, who decorated the truck with the blue of their dresses and the white 

of their headscarves, and a single wail rose aloft, and was inserted into the 

sobbing of the heavy truck that grated and grabbed its way in the wet sand. 

(And the blind men would surely be forgotten here by the roadside.) It was 

the afternoon. Against the tranquility of the sky leapt the anger of the wind 

that darkened the day and foretold new rain, tomorrow or the day after. Here 

and there in the village there rose a trail of white smoke from damp 

materials that refused to burn, and refused to go out, and would go on 

smoking like this, half-burning, for a few days, until suddenly a wall or roof 

would collapse. A cow bellowed somewhere. When they reached their place 

of exile night would already have fallen. Their clothing would be their only 

bedding. Fine. What could be done? The third truck began to rumble. Had 

some astrologer already seen in the conjuncture of the stars in the sky over 

the village or in some horoscope how things would turn out here? And what 

indifference there was in us, as if we had never been anything but peddlers 

of exile, and our hearts had coarsened in the process. But this was not the 

point either. And how does it end? The valley was calm. Somebody started 

talking about supper. Far away on the dirt track, close to what appeared to be 

its end, a distant, darkening, swaying truck, in the manner of heavy trucks 

laden with fruit or produce or something, was gradually being swallowed up. 

Tomorrow, both painful humiliation and helpless rage would turn into a kind 

of casual irritation, shameful but fading fast. Everything was suddenly so 

open. So big, so very big. And we had all become so small and insignificant. 

Soon a time would arise in the world when it would be good to come home 

from work, to return exhausted, to meet someone, or walk alone, to walk 

saying nothing. All around silence was falling, and very soon it would close 

upon the last circle. And when silence had closed in on everything and no 



man disturbed the stillness, which yearned noiselessly for what was beyond 

silence—then God would come forth and descend to roam the valley, and 

see whether all was according to the cry that had reached him. 

Yizhar, S.. Khirbet Khizeh (p. 107). Farrar, Straus and Giroux. Kindle Edition. 

  



The Dead Village 

Dan Pagis 

 

When you come to the dead silence 

To the stones and the mud walls 

To the beheaded dead village 

To the trembling ashes 

To the abandoned rustle among the thorns, 

Clouds of memory over your head 

Heavy with anger mounting and rising – The falcon of hatred drops 

suddenly 

Wings spread like a cross above you 

Its claws like sun knives chasing your steps. 

 

 

 

 

  
 

 



There Was No Farewell Translated by Peter Cole, Yahya 

Hijazi and Gabriel Levin 

 

 

  



 


