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Praise for Strangers with the Same Dream:


‘STRANGERS WITH THE SAME DREAM explores the dark side of utopian longing with terrific sensitivity, intelligence and attention to beauty. Alison Pick is one of the wisest and most compassionate of writers’ Lauren Groff, author of Fates and Furies

‘A riveting, timely novel that takes an essential moment in Jewish history and allows it to blaze into being in all its strange and glorious complexity. Alison Pick has a way of reinventing the historical novel again and again’ Jenny Offill, author of Dept. of Speculation

‘Stunning. On one level, a fascinating novel about early kibbutz life. More deeply, this is thought-provoking fiction that asks important questions about idealism, privacy, equality, power, corruption and war’ Miriam Toews, author of All My Puny Sorrows
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About the Book

When Ida arrived in the new place and saw the hot sun broken over the mountain’s crust and the sky above it an impossible ravaged blue, she felt that she had been dead up until that moment. Her real life was about to begin . . .

Palestine 1921. A band of young Jewish pioneers sets out to realise a dream, the founding of a settlement on a patch of land that would, twenty-five years later, become Israel. Ida is fleeing Russia and the persecution which led to her father’s death. David, the group’s charismatic leader, hopes to wash away the shame and violence of his recent past, and Hannah struggles with her role as a wife in a community that takes nothing for granted when it comes to motherhood.

The valley offers none of them the clean break they had hoped for, and indeed is already home to people the pioneers only poorly understand. In her first novel since the Booker longlisted Far to Go, Alison Pick takes us to a lost time and place that vividly haunts our present day. Writing with exquisite control, she leads us inside the minds of three extraordinary characters to reveal how, despite flashes of love and hope, hardship, human frailty and the lure of confrontation allow the unthinkable to happen, even in a brave new world.


For Eric


 



And surely your blood of your lives will I require; at the hand of every beast will I require it, and at the hand of man; at the hand of every man’s brother will I require the life of man.

—Genesis 9:5







Spilled blood is not the roots of trees but it’s the closest thing to roots we have.

—Yehuda Amichai






This story begins with a lie.

I killed myself. That’s what they said. They made me pay with that particular shame. When our descendants spoke of me, I was not named but instead called “the suicide,” or sometimes “the first suicide.” A cautionary tale.

Committing suicide meant no burial, no mourning rites. No Kaddish, no winding sheets, no shiva. No final consolations, just as, for me, there had been no daughterhood or motherhood, no group of people who could stand in for the family I never had. Alone in death as I had been in life.

Back then, to kill yourself was a sin. It brought great disgrace. Which, of course, is what they wanted. Well. Maybe I deserved it after all the damage I had done.

We lived that whole year pushed up against death—illness, accident, things more sinister still. There was a gun, and we argued over it like the children that we were—who could touch it, who could hold it, who would be the first to discharge the verdict of its bullets. The first time I saw it I knew, somehow, that it would be the instrument of my death. I could not have guessed the story that would come first.

Now I am dead and that story is all I know.

I revisit it, questioning my judgment, my motivation. And mostly, I am graced now with compassion for myself I did not have in life. I understand why I did what I did, and why I sometimes kept silent. I can forgive my mistakes.

Still, it is small consolation to be alone in forgiving oneself; I would like for you to understand me too.

What does a ghost want? Redemption. To tell her story. And you are the ones I have chosen to tell. You are my own chosen people.

Now that I have been snipped free from linear time I can drift back and forth as I wish. Far in the future lies the terrible bloom of what we planted. It is your bloom now. The future is a tangle I prefer not to visit.

Instead, I go backward as ghosts love to do. I want to take you with me, to that first year when we were living only for each moment, and each moment contained the whole of time, a kind of perpetual present that we grew to take for granted. That first year, when the swamps were drained, when the land was readied and the fields were sewn, when the crops first faltered and then thrived. The year when, despite our failures, something bigger grew up all around us. How proud we were. How satisfied. How could we have known what was coming?

When the story of the first year is told—and it is, in poems and songs and books—our descendants gloss over the sickness, the long months of near starvation, the mix of Jews and Arabs whose backs they stood upon. Is truth revealed over time? In your time? I wish I could say so. But nobody knows the full scope of what happened—to all of us. And to me. I wish it didn’t matter, but my honour is at stake.

I would like my truth to stand so my name might be spoken, if not in the hushed tones of reverence given to the founding members, then at least with respect. I did my best. I came up short. Can any of you claim otherwise?
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