Post October 7 Israeli Poetry in Conversation with Traditional Sources

MUNI NS 2N 238 7Y TN Darkness over the Surface of the Deep  Tzur Guetta
2INIR TPRY 9on ning My teacher Michal once asked us:
,P1097 WA 1 D ni v IR " “Who can tell me the meaning of the verse,
72) 370 07 YR ‘The earth was chaos and confusion,
"?2i7n v3p by Twm with darkness over the surface of the deep’”?
Di°3 7YY RN ,APRT DI 92 All these years, from then to this very day
237577 ,°2102 PRV ANIR 77977 That question has echoed within me, the teacher’s eyes
,ND1M YAXR nivonng nYing 1Y As she was looking for a raised hand, resonated within me,
nPIAT AR NWI ANIR 02 77970 That all-encompassing silence echoed in me.
119213 2IXDY 7777 12i0pINa Y2 On October 7th the ringing telephone echoed
2on nning W anita Aana2 In the silent home of my teacher Michal.
RhimiRhichitilab st Gy “It’s me,” I said. “Here’s your chaos and confusion.
019 ,0inng man ,qwng ma Here’s your darkness. Here’s your deep. Goodbye.”

Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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During the Day  Rachel Sharansky Danziger

During the day one can bake cookies for the wives of reservists
During the day one can send strengthening messages to friends
During the day one can comfort mourners

During the day one can invest in life

But at night

There is no way to silence the dead.

I lie down and my heart is awake*

Awake and galloping

Chasing fragments of stories whose endings are well-known
And everything, everything, everything hurts and feels wounded, injured, damaged
And how can one sleep

And how can one be tranquil

When we have lost for all eternity

More than one thousand hearts?

*1 sleep, but my heart is awake. Song of Songs 5:2
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Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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In a Single Utterance*  Osnat Eldar

A

Keep your daughters close to you

The intimacy of family waking up on Shabbat morning
The longing for home

The innocence of being safe among its walls

The hope

And remember that Shabbat

The anxiety that drove a wedge into your sleep

The tranquilizing pills that distanced you from yourself
The quantities of wine

The pain for the little girl wandering alone in Gaza tunnels
Those who will remain hugging forever

The terror

B.

Arise, shake off the dust Reim

Rise and go forth from the ruins Be’eri

Clothe yourself in everyday clothing

Get up from the Shiva in October

C.

But |

Now, where can | turn??” **

* The italicized phrases are all from Lekha Dodi, a liturgical poem recited on Shabbat Eve. Its first line is “Keep and Remember in one utterance.”.” The command to observe the
Sabbath begins with the word “Keep” in Deuteronomy and “Remember” in Exodus. A Midrash reconciles this by saying that God recited both words “in one utterance.”

** These were the words of Judah when he could not find his brother Joseph. Genesis 37:30.
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Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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From Songs of the Exiled from Her Dwelling Place ~ Osnat Eldar
“And I shall dwell within them” Exodus 25: 8

Exiled from my dwelling place

Visible and exposed

Wandering among the ruins of the city

That was my home

My feet trample dust and ashes

Once it had been like the nectar of pomegranates
The fragrance of freedom wafted from the orchard of memories
Or was it perhaps the smell of a smoking house
In a city’s alleys

| am absorbed by longings

For the house that was destroyed

Exiled from my dwelling place

Visible and exposed

Roaming the alleys of a wounded city
From the houses’ ruins I take

A basin, an ark and a curtain

Tablets and their broken fragments

I am building You a sanctuary, My God
And I shall dwell in it

And you shall dwell within me

Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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What Do You See  Ronny Eldad

| see balloons flying in the air**

Shrieking birds, feathers, feathers in the doorways,

A father pushing a baby stroller, frozen in mid-motion

What do you see:

| see a fire burning in a flower shop,

| see, inside the house, good children, their pupils glowing
Bicycle helmets on their heads, for fear of cannons

A woman yelling a dreadful rumor into the phone

What do you see:

| do not see, | hear a divine being*** weeping

Behind a tall tree or inside the bushes.

Only a flesh-and-blood mother hovering over her chicks,
The whole world’s compassion shining from her wings
How she is devoured by the teeth of a wild beast.

What do you see, | see

That we have become strange: the sun is covered by angels’ dust
Jackals bare their teeth in our fields, all the children are wide-eyed
We will never sleep again. The darkness of God has woken us up.

Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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Jeremiah 1:11-14
AN AN T VKD I O9K TAI27 v 1INy 7127798 I8 TRWD NINT? DAT 02N TR N IR I8 TR Ppn aR) 1R AN RN ThKD 9N "1ma7 0w
TPIRT 02050 DY AR mnpn JI5Em 09X I maNRY [7310% 0197 1391 IR IR 19 0 K)

The word of God came to me: What do you see, Jeremiah? | replied: | see a branch of an almond tree. God said to me: You have seen right, For | am
watchful to bring My word to pass. And the word of God came to me a second time: What do you see? | replied: | see a steaming pot, tipped away
from the north. And God said to me: From the north evil shall burst forth upon all the inhabitants of the land!

Fhkhhhrrrhk

Goodness Will Burst Forth from the South n210n NNSN D"
Lyrics and music Avraham Zigman (1972) [NA'T DNNAN: |N71 D'Y7'N
What do you see? 20NN DNX NN
What do you see? ?NRN NNXR NN
| see an almond blooming NII9 TPYW NRN "IN
and the fortress is a guest hotel NIIX 170 TIvnnl
And this is a sign of peace and quiet NIYI VY Y N'o NTI
For goodness will burst forth from the South N2IvN NNSN DINTA ')
What do you see? 5 o
70NN NNXK NN

What do you see? ?0RN NNXR NN
[ see a bird in the wind . AN 19 AR X
W|th|n'th'e wa!ls her nest is safe ' nIvA |7 N7 NAINA 2
And this is a sign of peace and quiet For nIYWI OPY YW o AT
goodness will burst forth from the South A1107 NNSN DTN D

The martyred Rabbi Hanina ben Teradyon was burned while wrapped in a Torah scroll. His students said to him: Our teacher, what do you see? He said to them:
I see the parchment burning, but its letters are flying to the heavens Babylonian Talmud, Tractate Avodah Zarah 18a:

DITTID NIRRT POIWI 1993 132 AR 27N AR 72 027 11700 17 10K

*kkkkkkkkkkkkkkk
DIRY-OR TR MRA NORY 77 09 ORPATOR T9nd A7 MmN The king answered her, “Don’t be afraid. What do you see?”” And the woman said to
A1 LR IR PRGN 2098 R 2R Saul, “I see a divine being coming up from the earth.”
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Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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To Run Away Elchanan

The Torah, the scrolls, the prayer, the words, the novel, the poems, everything
We would throw them away in an instant

If only Your rage* would come to rest

Everything to the fire, everything, right now:

The wedding albums,

The china plates edged with the silver from grandma

The simple drawings of houses from Dinah’s kindergarten

(All with a red roof and no floor),

We have no time left

They are coming, You can hear their power,

They’ve breached everything — the fences, the wall, the towers,
They desecrated the oil, Tell us, when are You coming,
Quickly, be stronger, everything is going up in smoke,

Look, we are here,

We have nowhere else

To run

*Jonah 1:15 And they heaved Jonah overboard, and the sea stopped raging.
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Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen
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These Are the Names Yael Lifshitz

These are the names of the children of Israel who came to Egypt
(Exodus 1:1)

And these are the names of the children of Israel
Eighty and another six nights

And these are the names of those covered by darkness.
And these are the names of those descending to the abyss of grief
Whose lives were abducted and cut off from their life”.
And these are names of the children of Israel whose cry
Rises from the depth of the tunnels of darkness

And there is no angel nor seraph to save them

Not even a single expression of deliverance.

But there is hope

With trembling wings

With the power to break out of the straits

And call them by their names

And draw them out

To bring them back - to the land of the living.

Translation by Rachel Korazim, Heather Silverman, and Michael Bohnen




