
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

"Pilgrims had a stake in the solidity of the world they walked; in a kind of world in which 
one can tell life as a continuous story, a sense-making story… The world of pilgrims – of 
identity builders – must be orderly, determined, predictable, ensured; but above all it 
must be a kind of world in which footprints are engraved for good… Modernists strove to 
make the world solid by making it pliable, so that identity could be built at will. 
They…turned the space in which identity was to be built into a desert. And a desert does 
not hold features well. The easier it is to emboss a footprint, the easier it is to rub it out. 
A gust of wind will do. And deserts are windy places."  

Zygmund Bauman, "From Pilgrims to Tourists – or a Short History or Identity", 1996 
 
 

"My roots are in two disparate landscapes"  
Leah Goldberg, Pine, in Selected Poems, 1976  

 
 

Go forth from your country, ְלָך ֵמַאְרְצָך -ֶלְך 
and from your relatives, ּוִמּמֹוַלְדְתָך 
and from your father's house,  ,ּוִמֵבית ָאִביָך 
to the land which I will show you. ָהָאֶרץ, ֲאֶשר ַאְרֶאךָ -ֶאל. 

(Genesis 12, 1) )בראשית י"ב, א( 
 

 

 

 

 

 
David Ben-Gurion, 'To the Negev", 1968  

 
 

Love of the Land  
By Yehuda Amichai 
 
The land is divided into sections of memory and of hope. 
Its inhabitants mingle with one another, 
As they do when returning from a wedding or funeral.  
 
And the land is not divided into war and peace zones.  
And he who digs a trench to lie in during the time of war, 
Will return and lie in the trench with his beloved at times of peace. 
If he lives until peace returns.  
And the land is Beautiful. 
Decorated by the surrounding enemies as well, 
In armor which shines and sparkles like the sun. 
Like a shimmering necklace on a person’s neck.  
 
And the land is its own package  
And she is tied well with everything within, 
And she is tied tightly, 
And the strings sometimes hurt. 
 
And the land is very small. 
And I can contain her within me. 
The current of the land sweeps over me as well, as I rest. 
And the height of the Kineret is always on my mind  
And thus I can feel her with my eyes shut;  
The sea valleys and mountains.  
And I am able to remember all that happened within her, all at once  
As a man whose life flashes before him at the time of his death. 

                                                                     )Transl. by C.E. Pomeranz) 

"It is easy for us who travel into remote countries, which are 
seldom visited by Englishmen or other Europeans, to form 
descriptions of wonderful animals both at sea and land.  
Whereas a traveller’s chief aim should be to make men wiser 
and better, and to improve their minds by the bad, as well as 
good, example of what they deliver concerning foreign 
places.   (GULLIVER’S TRAVELS into several REMOTE NATIONS OF THE      

    WORLD, BY JONATHAN SWIFT, D.D., DEAN OF ST. PATRICK’S, DUBLIN. CHAPTER XII.) 
[First published in 1726–7.] 

 

The Wiz (1975)  
Joel Schumacher, Sidney Lumet 

 
"When I think of Home 
I think of place  
Where there's love overflowing. 
I wish I was home 
I wish I was back there 
With the thing I've been knowing. 
Wind that makes the tall trees  
Bend into leaning  
Suddenly, the raindrops that fall  
Have a meaning  
Sprinkling the scene 
Makes it all clean…" 

 


