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Wanted

Admiel Kosman
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Wanted, a quiet place to rest the soul.

Just for a few moments.

Wanted, a place to rest the feet.

Just for a few moments.

Wanted, a plant, leaf, stalk or a shrub, that won't

fold up when the soul arrives, just for a few moments.

Wanted, one phrase, clean, agreeable and warm to serve as a bench,
a refuge, for someone close to me, a dove-child, my own soul,

Who left the ark this morning, for a few moments, in the early hours,
And couldn’t find a place to rest her feet.



Mom Is Always Right

Itay Lev

Mom said that when | grew up there would be
no army.

Mom was right.

| haven’t yet grown and already there was

no army.

It wasn't there when | heard the screaming
outside.

It wasn’t there when | saw dad so scared

and stressed.

It wasn’t there when the door was kicked in.

It wasn’t there when | hid under the bed.

It wasn’t there when we three pushed back
on the door of the safe room.

It wasn't there when time just stood still.

It wasn’t there when they suddenly entered.

It wasn’t there when they tore dad off mom
Mom had said that when | grew up there would be
no army.

Mom was right

Now all | want is to tell her that she is always right.
| cried, | screamed, and still she is silent.

All Will Be Well, | Promise

Haim Gouri

Come, a bit of quiet.

Come, a little boredom.

You deserve it,

Everything is so loud here, unfinished.
How are you?

They ask me on the street,

all kinds of people.

| am how my people are,

| respond,

and then they heave a small sigh

like sharers of a troubled time.

All will be well! | promise.

As if | were the secret keeper of the Messiah.
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Almost All The Sacred Cows Have Been Slaughtered

Haim Gouri
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Almost all the sacred cows have been slaughtered. What shall we do?

Perhaps we should turn to the One who is wondrous in purpose and mighty in deed,
To the One who says and does.

Perhaps we’ll smuggle some from the east,

From the Jordan Valley beyond the border.

Perhaps we’ll ask for a time-out.

Perhaps Tumarkin will erect with his rough hands a monument to their precious memory—
Curved iron, rising on an attentive ridge, facing Moab.

It’s difficult for me personally without those cows.

For years and years | pastured them.

| am coming to resemble Methuselah,

Another sacred cow that has been slaughtered.



In The Fires Of War

Hannah Senesh

In the fires of war, in the flames, in the fire
Amongst stormy days of blood

| pass my small lamp

To search, to search for a human being

The flames of the fire are extinguishing my lamp
The light of the fire is dazzling my eyes;

How will | look, how will | see, how will | know,
how will | be aware

When he stands before me?

Give me a sign Lord, give me a sign on his forehead
That in the fire, and the flames and the blood

| will know the pure, eternal spark

That which | searched for: a human being

11 October, 1940

Miriam’'s Prophecy
Osnat Eldar

It seems her faith was complete

As if she’'d heard the promise of the covenant
Before it was given.

If not, she wouldn’t have cast into the river’s
waters

A wicker basket

With a future leader inside

And the life of a people in the making.

And |,

Walking among the shards of my fractured faith

As though on pebbles on the banks of the great river

Pray that she is standing far off
Knowing what will befall me.
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The World Is Filled With Remembering And Forgetting

Yehuda Amichai
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The world is filled with remembering and forgetting

As it is with sea and dry land. Sometimes memory

Is the dry land that is firm and founded,

And sometimes memory is the sea that covers everything,

Like in the flood. And it is forgetting that is the dry land like Ararat.
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And who will remember? And by what means do we preserve memory? How do we preserve
anything in the world?

We preserve with salt and sugar, high heat and deep freeze,

With vacuum seal, with drying and embalming.

But the best way of preserving memory is

To preserve it within forgetting so that not even a single memory

Will be able to penetrate and disturb the eternal rest of the memory.



At the Funeral Ceremony in Kibbutz Be'eri for Some 100 Members
of the Kibbutz Killed in the Slaughter on October 7

David Grossman
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We will remember you, our dear one who was lost to us. Your appearance, your facial expressions,
the light in your face, the pulse of life in your movements, in your laughter, in your sorrow. We will
remember your voice, the spark of light in your eyes. You will stand alive before us, for a moment,
always. We will remember your thoughts and opinions, the value you gave to people. What always
was, and will always be, you yourself, the one, the unique....

Every day we will mourn what was cut short with you—the years of life, the future you could have
had, the occupation you could have chosen, learned from and enriched with your wisdom. The
people you could have loved, the family you would have built. The small pleasures of life, and also
the hardships and sorrows: life, in all its fullness. And we will remember your death. And how cursed
and horrifying evil struck you. And we will cry out the words of the poet Haim Nahman Bialik, “Let
the blood pierce through the abyss! Let the blood seep down into the depths of darkness, and eat
away there, in the dark, and breach all the rotting foundations of the earth.”...

Our dear one, something of us died with you, something of you lives in us. Until the end of our days
we will carry you among us. Again and again we will bring you to life—in memory, in words, in tears,
in the joy of our lives that will always be mingled with you, in all the greatness that you were, and in
your absence.



Crosswords
Avraham Sharon

A crossword clue

Will say

Death Camp

And someone will answer
Auschwitz

But there are only four letters
Someone biting a pencil will say
Turning it

To erasing mode

Searching for an answer

And a girl

From Kibbutz Be'eri

Will say: | know

It was my home

Horizon
Gali Ravitz

This is a period
In which, it is hard to speak
of horizon,

It seems that there is not anything on the horizon.

And yet,

When | close my eyes
At night,

before sleep

| remember my dreams
And the places | wanted
to bein

My children, my loves
And | become weightless
like a seagull

soaring very high
Drawing me a line

and fly in its direction.
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If It Be Your Will

Leonard Cohen

If it be your will
That | speak no more
And my voice be still
As it was before

| will speak no more
| shall abide until

| am spoken for

If it be your will

If it be your will
That a voice be true
From this broken hill
| will sing to you

From this broken hill

All your praises they shall ring

If it be your will
To let me sing

From this broken hill

All your praises they shall ring

If it be your will
To let me sing

If it be your will
If there is a choice
Let the rivers fill
Let the hills rejoice

Let your mercy spill

On all these burning hearts in hell
If it be your will

To make us well

And to draw us near
And bind us tight

All your children here
In their rags of light

In our rags of light
All dressed to kill
And end this night
If it be your will

If it be your will
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