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“Plastic Tradition”
A song of the steps:

From out of the depths I called to You, God: 

“Master, listen to my voice;


let Your ears be pricked


by the sound of my appeals.

“If God conserved sin,


Master, who could stand?

“Therefore, forgiveness is Yours,


so that You should be feared.”

I yearn for God, My souls yearns,


and upon His word I trust.

My soul waits for my Master,


More than night watchmen


await the break of morning.

Trust God, Yisrael, because unflinching love is His,


and with Him is much reprieve.

Thus, He will pardon Yisrael of all his sins.  

Tehillim 130
 TABLE OF CONTENTS

	Introduction
	8

	Two Poems by Abigail Rozenberg

	9

	Two Poems by Jay Michaelson

	11

	Why I Roll Up My Beard by Mordechai Shinefield
	14

	Epstein and the Angel of Death… by Ronald Pies
	16

	Sunset Flying East by David
	19

	Rivka by Michael Berger
	19

	If It’s Not In The Heavens By Joshua Emden 
	20

	Two Poems by Jake Marmer
	21

	My Wife Has a Secret by Aaron Roller
	23

	Kallah in Victoria Secret by Viva Hammer
	24

	Chanuka Guilt by Mimi Yasgur
	25

	Bloated by Ilana Etienne
	25

	Sara Settled by Chaim Rosenblum
	26

	Photo Realistic by Mordechai Shinefield
	27

	Morning Blessings, Part 3 by Hanoch Levine (Tr. – Sipai Klein)
	31

	Two Poems by Pinny Bulman
	33

	Yom Kippur Guernica by Lily Lozovsky
	34

	Green by Chana Holder
	35

	Freilich by Dovid Statman
	36

	Ghetto by Jennifer Schulman
	36

	Announcements by Judah Harris
	37

	Three Poems by Daniella Ross
	38

	Book of Tehillim by Lois Michal Unger
	40

	The Professor’s Guest [For Emil] by Samuel Thrope
	41

	Three Poems by Dena Weiss
	42

	X-Ray Rabbi by David Druce
	45

	Former Israel by Andrea Naomi Kamens
	48

	Two Poems by Philip S. Angel
	51

	Ancient Text by Emilia Cataldo
	53

	Two Poems by Sipai Klein
	54

	Two Poems by Jessica Sacks 
	56

	Israel Iwler and His Peaceful Cow by Judith R. Robinson
	59

	A Ballad of Moses and the King by Stephen Hazan Arnoff
	61

	Illiterate Poem by Rae Abileah
	63

	Gelila by Miriam Feldmann
	64

	Psalm 23, A Translation by Lauren Mervis
	66

	The Last Psalm by David Druce
	67

	Bios
	68


Introduction

TWO POEMS BY ABIGAIL ROZENBERG
Sinai

The ravers stand silent. Excited, they wait,
Sweaty bodies jammed together.
No individuals, just a mass begins
To pulse, first gently, then faster, faster
Heads nodding, bodies shaking, floor
Vibrating, walls toppling, lights blinding
Feet stamping. Pause. Collective breath inhaled and...
Full Power! Boom!
Six hundred thousand pairs of arms shoot
Upwards, punching, grabbing, reaching, reaching,
Faster faster, electric Shofar crescendoes
In deafening synthesis with the thunder
And the mirror ball shoots lightning and the
Smoke is furling everywhere and still our clubbers
Strain in their euphoria, mouths agape, some
Weeping uncontrollably and all try to drink in the essence
Of the lyrics when they burst forth. They stuff the sounds into themselves:
Lo yiyeh lecha (boom-whoosh), elohim acherim,
Al-p'nai. Bodies contort and rock as they absorb the ecstasy.
And somewhere, up there on the mountain DJ Moshe has his finger
On the vinyl. He mixes as if his life depends on it, and he cranks the bass
Like a man possessed by supernatural forces. His Bare Feet drum and
His matted hair swings across his eyes. Z-z-z-zz-Zachor- et yom Ha Shabbat
He cries out wordlessly for water, for air but Aron is stranded below.
Moshe lies prostrate before the decks, the people consumed by the trance
And still the Voice tells him to play play play the end of the set
...V'chol asher l'arecha.
Space.
Too much Space.
No warning of how much much emptiness could be contained here.
Moshe rolls limply, carelessly into
A grassy crevice where he lies, face to the heavens, blank and shivering.
The people flop too, rag-dolls falling one on top of the other. The
Vastness of the silence is unbearable.
Each man is suddenly completely alone- clutching forlornly at nothing
Even as his neighbour's weight presses more forcefully upon him.
And the people remember the shaking and the crying but
They cannot remember the music, nor even the beat for
God's voice leaves no echo. 
And Aron turns his back on the people lest they see his tears.

Zmirot

They sway solemnly and bang their fists.

Eyes screwed shut for the choruses

Tongues tripping over the main bits

Especially the Aramaic; always pesky.

The room feels thick with Ruach and

The Rabbi smiles beatifically

Shabbos Koidesh in Oxford no less.

But he is the lonely Man still 

because

He understands of what he sings.

Not the Kabbalistic traditions nor

The missing p'sukim but just that

'Tzooreinu' Means 'Our Rock,' as well

 as fitting the tune rather well and

'Tifarteinu', which rhymes nicely of course

means, 'our glory' and comes from the 

same root as 'Tiferes, which is the second 

name of the baby of another rabbi we know.

She was born on the Shabbos of Shabboses:-

So it all fits. But no one notices.

Once I sneaked into a chapel to hear

Mozart's Last Requiem. I gazed guiltily at

The Stained glass, Stained with the blood of

My people and the soaring beauty of the Music.,

The notes lift the soul up and up in its fiery chariot

Only to be spat out in an explosion of splendor

To embrace the majesty of the Lord. 

It's not very Jewish, (unsurprisingly for a Mass.)

And I wondered, as I watched my friend

Who has 'been called' to the Priesthood

Shockeling gently in his Pew, eyes screwed shut,

Would he understand 'tzooreinu' or 'tifarteinu'

Is he another lonely Man or is he, like us,

Caught fast by something greater and lesser

Than mighty words which mean so much

And matter so little. 

Perhaps Mozart and David HaMelech 

Could get together somewhere.

TWO POEMS BY JAY MICHAELSON
?

the question mark is erotic
so open
the exclamation mark jumps like a petulant child
demanding
but the ? is a scholar draped over his book
or the davener bowing

when you ask a question you tilt your head ever so slightly
counter
clockwise

i can hear you now
your voice becoming almost adolescent
a little nasal twinge
as you ask

so acknowledging
that you are part of more
taking in information
thinking 

even the word “ask” is beautiful
like the word “later”
which i love

even if the question is commonplace,
asking it opens you
to be entered
by something from me
The Yiddish Marionette Theater Dream

When I grow up, 
I want to be a master 
of Yiddish Marionette Theater. 

I will put on marionette theater 
on the Lower East Side 
and I will say 
“Zolst vaksen tsibulas in dayn pupik.” 
And the children will laugh 
Because they will understand me 
And the language of my people will be thriving 
And Yiddish culture will be blossoming 
And we will play at Tonic 
And everyone will be happy. 

This poem is a 
numerological anagram. 
It was licensed to me 
as part of my redemption. 
It was incorporated into my repertoire 
When I channeled it from the dybbuk 
Of the Maharal of Prague. 
In Aramaic, 
it is numerically equivalent 
To the 72 letter name 
of God. 

When I grow up, I will be a master 
of Yiddish Marionette Theater. 
I will dance and sing and I will say 
“Zolst vaksen vie a tsibula, min kup in drayrd!” 
And the children will laugh 
And the boys and girls will dance 
And Yiddish culture will be thriving 
and my marionettes will be at Tonic 
and I will sweep my hair backwards 
and I will feel rapturous joy 
and I will be in a state of hitlavut 
and I will be a master 
of Yiddish Marionette Theater. 
My marionettes will reenact 
the parting of the red sea. 
I will stand again at Sinai. 
I will defeat Og, melech ha bashan. 
I will circle around Jericho, 
ignoring the casinos, 
and all the Palestinian flags, 
and I will perform anarchist marionette puppet theater 
in Yiddish 
in Ramallah 
in Ladino 
in Majd al Shams 
in Aramaic 
at Sharm al Sheikh 
and I will bring peace to the nations 
and the rivers will run full 
and global warming will stop 
and the children will laugh 
and I will chant the mystical alphabet 
of Abraham Abulafia 
and there will be applause in the heavenly spheres 
and Metatron will carry me through the palaces 
and the shimmering lights will shimmer 
and I will say 
“Zolst vaksen vie a tsibula 
min kup in drayrd!”


When you are studying
you involuntarily open your mouth
just a half an inch
as if to drink up
the juices
of the text.

WHY I ROLL UP MY BEARD

Mordechai Shinefield

I rolled up my beard for world peace,
my contribution to compromise.
I rolled it up to strike a blow against fascists, or fundamentalist regimes.


I rolled up my beard for self-constrained anarchy.
I rolled it up to cut off blood circulation,
to reveal my Adam’s Apple.
To make it easier to talk,
To talk without people wondering how old I am,
To look my age, or at least not ten years older than I am. 

I rolled up my beard because my Mashpia told me to comb it,
and I didn’t have a comb.
I rolled up my beard because my mother said to trim it,
and I didn’t have scissors. 

I rolled up my beard to impress a girl.
Not one in specific,
but the general idea of one,
should she come my way. 

I rolled up my beard to make people notice,
to make people notice that they no longer notice my long beard.
I rolled up my beard because beard rhymed with feared and with weird,
and I didn’t want to be weird. 

I rolled up my beard because I thought people were watching,
but then I realized that there was no connection.
That I was weird with it rolled up or down.
I was weird wearing black pants and a white shirt and a black hat in a color world.
I was weird studying Gemara in a language that nobody spoke,
and I was weird because I cried at Farbringins, even though I had nothing to drink. 

But I still kept my beard rolled up,
Because though the Tanya tells me that my mind should control my heart,
My heart stills moves my lips to speak,
my legs to run,
my arms to hold,

my ears to hear,
my hand to write. 

So I still roll up my beard,
because it gives me something to write about,
something to read about,
something to be personal about,
something to feel saddened about. 

Because though bachurim complain when they feel depressed,
When my heart is heavy,
and my soul is numb,
and I am afraid that I am in the wrong Yeshiva,
learning the wrong things,
I know that I am alive. 

So I roll up my beard,
To remind myself,
That I am not yet perfect,
but I am still alive.
Epstein and the Angel of Death Or: Still Life With Fallen Candles

Ronald Pies

“A man cannot say to the Angel of Death, I wish to arrange my affairs.” 
The Talmud

One of the rules of drama - Chekhov, I think, says it somewhere - is that if you show a gun at the beginning of a play, you better have it go off before the end. Well, the gun Epstein holds in his hand this night does eventually go off. As the forensic psychiatrist who investigated the case, I can attest to that. 


You need to understand, things had not gone well for Harold Epstein this past year. His journal entries leave no doubt that from the psychiatric standpoint, the man had been experiencing what we call a melancholic depression. To spare you the clinical details, this is basically the industrial strength version of the disorder. This should not be confused with Freud’s more subtle notion of melancholia or with the romance of, “Come to me, my melancholy baby.” You can look it up in DSM-IV, or you can go over Epstein’s journal entries. (If you’re concerned about my breaking confidentiality, this problem does not arise). 

June 7, 2002: Can barely get out of bed. It feels like my veins are filled with sewer water. Still, need to talk to curator at MOMA about the Beckmann retrospective. Ate a lunch of cold lima beans, which I barely finished. How can I convince the curator that Beckmann is worth the trouble? That my thesis is worth taking seriously? I am still waking up at 4 am, seeing strange things – like darkness wrapped in darkness.
June 12, 2002: MOMA is still cool to the idea. The curator, a pleasant guy named Dufresne, suffers from the French prejudice, a la Roger Frye, That modern German painting is “incredibly aggressive and altogether gratuitous bad taste." Drufresne can’t see the hints of Bosch, the Garden of Earthly Delights, or the sensuality of Beckmann. Meanwhile, Ruth has been saying that I need professional help.” She says she can no longer put up with my “moping around the apartment,” and my pushing away every meal she prepares. I feel like my pants are two sizes too big on me. Ruth says, “Go to the doctor, it could be cancer.” 

You may be feeling a little lost right now, so let me explain. At the time of his journal entries, Harold Epstein, a 67-year old married male with no previous -  I’m lapsing into psychiatric chart speak, which I promised myself I would avoid. Let me just say that Epstein was struggling in a number of areas at the time. There was his battle with the Museum of Modern Art out in Queens. Epstein had for many years been a champion of an obscure German artist named Max Beckmann. I say obscure though I am not an art critic. To me, this Beckmann was a complete unknown. Monet, Manet, these I can relate to. I’m even vaguely familiar with some of the abstract expressionists, like Jackson Pollock.


Anyway, Beckmann I didn’t know from Adam. Epstein, on the other hand had made Beckmann his life’s work. At age 67, Epstein had flat-lined at the associate professor level, in the art history department of N.Y.U. His recent attempts to advance to full professor had been shot down by his own department chairman. Epstein’s journal entry covers all of this.

July 17, 2002: Bingham, that sanctimonious brie-eating yutz, screwed me royally today. The promotions committee turned me down for full prof, based on Bingham’s conclusion that “Prof. Epstein has failed to distinguish himself in the scholarly literature, whilst simultaneously indulging a less-than-salutary-one might say, salacious-interest in a second-rate German artist.” Salacious? Why, Bingham? Because Max Beckmann was not afraid to show nude men frolicking on the beach? Because Beckmann shows us a corseted woman, bound and splayed, beside a pipe-smoking man breaking another man’s arm? Salacious? Why? Because Beckmann was not afraid of his evil inclination, unlike you, Bingham, you ineffable homophobic putz!

Psychiatrically speaking, I think it was Epstein himself who was struggling with his “evil impulse,” something my grandfather used to call in Yiddish “the inflamed organ.” I know that Epstein was having sexual problems during the time of his battles with MOMA. Of course, that’s common with severe depression, but I think it was more complicated than that. Maybe Epstein himself was realizing that the “nude men frolicking on the beach” held more attraction for him than his wife, Ruth, who left him at the end of July. Epstein’s journal entry speaks for itself.

July 27, 2002: Ruth left today. She went to her sister’s home in Rochester. I am not entirely surprised, what with me moaning about “shadows” at four in the morning closed off, clogged, limp, a foreigner even to myself. Shechtman, my internist, thinks I need Prozac. I told him to stick the Prozac up his fat ass and stormed out of his office. I am thinking of buying a gun, but not suicide. Maybe I'll find Bingham alone in the NYU parking lot and put a bullet in his fat Oxbridge head. Maybe what I need is some time back in Florence. A little light from the rinascimento, instead of all this Gothic gloom from Beckmann. Meanwhile, the Shadow in my bedroom is thickening-becoming almost gelatinous, with just the suggestion of a torso and limbs. But not limbs exactly-more like stubby little wings. We shall see. I have moved Beckmann’s masterpiece, “Still Life With Fallen Candles” into my bedroom. I love the image of the tipped-over candles crushing the ripe pears and grapes. I love the obsidian darkness behind the candles, with one flame still burning. But why? Why the one flame? Is all not lost? Perhaps not. 

I should explain that as part of my position with the Forensics Unit of the New York City Department of Mental Health, I’m sometimes called upon to look into certain cases involving suicide or homicide. I was never Harold Epstein’s psychiatrist so there was never any question of maintaining confidentiality from that standpoint. Furthermore, since shots were fired in Epstein’s apartment, the police were called in and filed their own report, all of which is in the public record. As for Epstein’s journal entries - Well, I’m getting ahead of myself.


First let me reconstruct what happened that final night from Epstein’s perspective. Since there are no more journal entries to draw from, I admit that this is speculative. Of course, from a scientific standpoint it is complete nonsense. 


Sometime in the early hours of July 30th, 2002, probably around four in the morning, Epstein awoke to find the Angel of Death standing at the foot of his bed. The “shadow” Epstein had described in his journal had finally congealed; the “stubby little wings” were now fully-formed, with the dark sheen of a raven’s feathers. The Angel spoke to Epstein.
“Nu, Epstein, you know who I am?”
“Yes. You are the darkness behind the candles.”
“Such melodrama! Epstein, listen, I’m just the messenger. You’re the one who has to close the deal.”
“What deal is that?”
“Don’t play the schlemiel with me, Epstein. You bought the gun. Now it’s time to make your move. What will it be, boychik? Are you ready for the big trip, or not?”
“I thought you’re supposed to take me, carry me off or…”
The Angel made a dismissive gesture with his hand.
“Please, Epstein! You think God makes it so simple? You think that when the Darkness comes, it picks you up like a sack of potatoes?”
“What, then? What do I do?” Epstein said, his hands trembling as he clutched the small, pearl-handled revolver he had purchased in Jersey. 
“It’s time to end it, Epstein. Use the gun! You are stuck at the Associate Professor level. You can’t get MOMA. to do the Beckmann exhibition. You have no wife. You can’t get it up. Why not end the misery?”
“Look,” Epstein said sheepishly, “I need some time to think about this. Maybe put some things in order. There are stock certificates, the matter of a will, and…”
“That’s not how it works, Epstein. I show up, boom! I want results. Otherwise, I get in trouble. You know how it is.” 

What Epstein’s neighbor, Mrs. Tatelbaum, reported was that three shots rang out. She also heard talking. She recognized Epstein’s voice, but thought she could hear another voice as well. But Mrs. Tatelbaum seemed confused about this. At first, she thought it was an animal noise of some sort. Maybe the sound of a goat or a pig. Under questioning by both the police and myself, Mrs. Tatelbaum thought maybe “it was somebody with a thick foreign accent.” In any case, when the police broke in to Epstein’s apartment, they found him sitting on his bed, holding the pear-handled revolver, and looking dazed. Later that day, on the forensic unit at Bellevue, this is what Epstein told me.
“I thought about putting the gun in my mouth and firing. That was the reason I bought it, I suppose, though I did fantasize about putting a bullet in Bingham’s brain. Then I thought back to Beckmann’s painting. You know which one I mean?”
“The one in your bedroom?” I said. “The one with the fallen candles?”
“Yes. I thought to myself, there has to be a reason why Beckmann left one candle burning. And then I got pissed. I mean, really angry! Who is this with the black wings to show up and tell me what to do?”
“So, you shot him?”
“Three times. I thought that would do it.”
“But the police said they couldn’t locate the bullets. They couldn’t locate any holes in the walls either.”
“I fired three times, I’m telling you. But as each bullet left the gun, I saw it turn into a - I know this sounds crazy….”
“I’ve heard crazy. Try me.”
“Well, each bullet turned in to a piece of chocolate. Into a chocolate truffle. And the Blackness, he just swallowed each one and laughed! ‘Epstein,’ he said to me, ‘You’re not ready yet. Go work out this nonsense with Beckmann. I’ll be back.’ And then he was gone.”
Of course, none of this went in to my final report for the New York City Department of Mental Health. Thank God, it’s not my job to speculate on metaphysics, much less the supernatural. I simply wrote this up as an “atypical parasuicide, in the context of a major depression with psychotic features.” 
Epstein, who did eventually get MOMA. to take the Beckmann exhibit, was kind enough to let me use his journal entries in my report. From the professional standpoint, though, I thought it best not to mention that the life of Harold Epstein had been spared by the Angel of Death. 

SUNSET FLYING EAST

David 

There is lightning in the clouds
threatening an island beach of orange haze
that is the sun’s sandy footprint. 
A little girl from Crown Heights,
a little girl named Mushka says, 
“it looks like fire in the cloud.”
She asks, “who made the fire?”
Rivka

Michael Berger

Rivka who is afraid

That Judaism

Is too provincial

Leaves it

For me to say 

The monstrous

Bodybuilder has arms 

Like braided challah.
IF IT’S NOT IN THE HEAVENS

Joshua Emden 

-If it’s not in the heavens then the imagists have won, 

says the old Rabbi.

While his ugly features scare the people,

he prays with the palsied servants

and the wounded in wombs,

telling them the earth is not ready to be clay.

 

As he saves himself from Jerusalem, 

his skin pales, and his questions turn into answers,

and from his temple rises the girdled scent of human-burn.

 

The Rabbi walks toward Yavneh

with the foxes and the city dwellers, 

singing in a beautiful voice "Zion

I am your fleeing bridegroom, 

the documenterian of your children, 

the space between the scribe and his questions.

 

Do not travel far, Zion.

Street walkers observing the boats

wait to leave the shoreline, 

sail the Mediterranean

and prepare the earth for the kiln.
TWO POEMS BY JAKE MARMER
Uncovered Triolet
I watched her praying. 
With my head uncovered,
Not daring to dream, to crave –
I watched her. Praying,
Eyes closed, she slowly swayed:
God’s syncopated lover.

From beneath the covers,

I watched her, praying 
With my head uncovered.

Aspirations of a Chassidic Cheerleader 

Slam Poem

I will never be on the team with the long black-
bearded Talmud warriors
who dribble mysticism 
and pass the spinning revelations
through their Chassidic court. 

I am too short – 
of knowledge and patience
I’ve slept through my morning scrimmages
and never learned the rules 
And so instead, I’m going to shave my legs
rent out a tutu and pompoms
to dance in the half-break periods – 
keeping the crowd ecstatic when we’re winning
raising the spirits when we’re down, 
Yeah, I’ll dance, and chant and flash the crowds
till I become old and retire 
to sit around with my black-
bearded grandchildren; 

I’ll show them the tutu and tell them, 
that I, too, sweated out for the cause, 
and however indirectly, I, too, contributed
to our glorious victories
back in my wild days, 
as a Chassidic cheerleader. 

MY WIFE HAS A SECRET
Aaron Roller 

 

My wife has a secret.
This demure Jewish girl with a skirt that sweeps the ground she walks on,
who shleps orange Glatt Mart bags full of Empire chickens down Avenue M,
who kicks me out of our bed in the morning so I get to shul on time,
who majored in OT at Touro so she could make her own hours,
who litters our Toyota with Torah tapes featuring rabbis who are "world renowned" because they've taught in Monsey and Bayit Vegan,
who recites ten chapters of Tehillim every week for the matzav in Israel,
who reads to me aloud from the Jewish Press on Friday nights,
who claims to make a better chulent than my mother, but not her own,
who drops her change into the cups of the beggars on Coney Island Avenue even though half aren't really Jewish and the other half aren't really poor,
who has wished both her Bubbes a Gut Shabbos every Friday afternoon since her year in seminary,
This wife of mine comes home at night, pulls off her wig and reveals a head dyed with bright pink Manic Panic-
And only me, her, the styrofoam head on our windowseat, and I guess the mikvah lady, 
know about it.

KALLAH IN VICTORIA’S SECRET

Viva Hammer

This body

perfectly covered,

Knees, elbows, calves, cleavage

only a hint of shape under the swaths of clothing

I walk into Victoria's Secret

A tumble of shiny, gaudy colors and long queues

In the cottons I find something blue and flouncy and low-cut

And am stung with embarrassment and desire

Beneath this modest attire lies a soft and moist body

Well-fleshed, pulsing with energy, pliant to the touch

Looking at this deliberately suggestive garment, made to be removed,

To excite and seduce, this soft and ready body is offended

piqued

Imagining the unimaginable

That which has been desired for so countless long 

forgotten almost

Except for a faint memory, maybe from another life, that guides me to what I want

And I shudder.

CHANUKA GUILT

Mimi Yasgur

Oil expands from its splatter 
on the 4x6 suggestion, wrapping 
the wad of supportive green paper; 
a greeting decorated
with a woman in a white dress,
flowers on her veil, 
and a man with a black hat.
“Make me a great-grandfather soon.”
My little sister unfolds her card;
just a bowl of oranges on the front,
citrus, without seeds.
Crumple the envelope…
Thanks, Zaidie. 
BLOATED 

Ilana Michelle Etienne

Skipped breakfast, lunch, and dinner, 
My waistline is the perfect size.
Am I ever hungry!
Guilt is eating me up, instead. 
The world is not a perfect sphere,
Geographic turbulent territories
That I can’t even pronounce.
Must-have brand names that fund genocides.
Upper West Side engagement,
Five-Towns anniversary,
The rings I can’t buy.
If this room gets any warmer,
My cover up will melt, 
Unmask the tribal marks,
Scars from the ritual:
One-night-stand ceremony.
And I can’t keep my stomach tucked in.
SARA SETTLED

Chaim Rosenblum


Sara, settled on the porch
surrounded by large, ripe lemons

stored in green nylon bags.

She squinted sourly at her
husband's gnarled hands,
as he poured cups of lemonade
for his "nephews",
young stalwart saplings
in season's blossoms.
"When did Abe and I become so old?"
Bony twigs on withered branches
gestured from her lap,
quiet and sad,
from never bearing a child.

The sap oozed; stirrings of the unborn.
"When your heart gave up praying for me."
"I didn't give up!"
Sara heard the squeaking
of Abe's sneakers
as he returned to sit by her.

"When did we become old?"
Abe's eyes reflected the laugh of toddlers,
"Did we?"

PHOTO REALISTIC 

Mordechai Sheinfeld

You know what I hate about married women? When they are so attractive.” 

She was attractive. Her dress was plain, and face sad. Her hair came out of her hair-covering at the corners. It seemed to hang out because she couldn’t be bothered to tuck it back in. Maybe because she was too sad to do so. She stood outside the Yeshiva, holding the hand of her two year old son. His hair had not been cut yet, so the locks hung down past his neck. He scratched his dirty corduroy pant leg and stared ahead into the traffic-filled street. She also stared ahead, but at the students rushing to class. She couldn’t have been older then twenty, and one might wonder why her eyes were so heavy and tired. She was young and living in New York. For Ephraim, from a small suburban shtetl, youth and city were the high points of life. 

Sometimes though, all that is left to do is be sad. Only because when the hundreds of students rush by, and their faces contain a myriad of expressions, you look for one to connect with. Maybe she saw a student with a look that saddened her. Or maybe she was sad because her son’s pant leg itched, and she wasn’t sure why she continued to stand at a street corner waiting. Maybe she was sad because she knew that Ephraim was looking at her, thinking she looked sad and beautiful, like a 1920's socialite: bored and out of place. Or maybe because Ephraim’s friend was angry that a married woman was attractive, or vice versa. 

“I wish I had a camera,” Ephraim said to his friend as they ran up the stairs into the school building. 

“Why?”
“So I can capture moments on film and write them down later.” Of course, Ephraim thought, a part of the moment involves me being witness to it. A camera shot would have to include me watching. 

Later that day, he went back outside and the woman was gone. People walked by the spot on the sidewalk where she stood. Apparently the mother and son had stopped waiting. But still the boy scratched his leg and the mother stared out, looking attractive to Yeshiva students, and writers wishing they had cameras. 
*** 
Ephraim saw her again the following week. He watched her pick through fruits and vegetables on the main city street. She sorted through carrots, apples, and onions. The apples, she tapped with her finger before dropping into a bag. Each apple seemed to open a spot in the plastic bag for itself before falling into place. Red upon red. One could visualize each piece of produce as its final creation. The carrots go into the chicken soup with the onions. The apples become an apple kugel, or even apple pie. The husband and child will eat the pie at the Friday night table, unaware of the bagging of the apples in the market. All Ephraim saw as the food was collected, was as it will be served. 

Suddenly uncomfortable watching the women for the second time in a week, despite his desire for a writer’s perspective, Ephraim took the first chance he had to meet her. An apple fell out of the crate, displaced by the movement of her hands, and rolled onto the floor. Ephraim quickly picked it up and offered it back to the woman. She ignored the apple. By extension, she ignored Ephraim. 

It was not a modest snub. She didn’t turn her head away like the Seminary girls. Her face didn’t turn red trying to avoid what was hard to avoid. (A boy! Standing right there!) Rather, she just continued shuffling through fruit, failing to acknowledge Ephraim’s existence. The writer in him took this as a sign to return to his post of careful analytic, but he was already standing there, holding a bruised apple. He dropped it into the crate and followed her to the next row of produce. 

“I saw you at the Yeshiva last week,” he said, low enough that only the two of them would hear. It was not appropriate to be seen talking to women. He scratched at the short hairs of his unshaven face. In the community, a beard was a sign of masculinity, stroking it, a sign of maturity. He didn’t want to appear attractive, just capable and wise. He wanted her to understand he was a writer. Understand he was an artist who sometimes stopped strangers in markers to chat. That he did it all the time. 

“So what?” she said curtly. 

He immediately regretted initiating a conversation with her. She was either in a bad mood, or deep spiritual communion with the vegetables. Maybe she used the time shopping for food to think about life. Ephraim frequently spent his time doing that. There was no chance for him to finish the thought though, because she continued speaking. 

“I was trying to put my child in school. They didn’t have space, but I convinced a Rabbi to meet with me. I was waiting.”
“Did you meet with them?”
“He stood me up.” She dropped a red pepper into its plastic bag, twisted the bag shut and dropped it in her cart. It fell against the apples and caught Ephraim’s attention. Red upon red. She turned around to face him and examined his face. “What’s your connection to the school?” 

Ephraim felt the instinctive urge to say that he attended the Yeshiva as a student. There was pride in studying there. It had excellent academics, and it made sense that the woman wanted her young child to be in school. There was a long waiting list, even for the younger grades. 

Instead of saying student though, he felt a need to impress her. 

“I am a writer.” 
“A writer?” she asked, amused. Her red lips formed a smile. Ephraim’s heart quickened, feeling as though he had somehow gotten a positive response from something he said. The rest of the words tumbled out with no pause for breaks in words, no pause for interruption. 
“Well I write, I do some writing for the Yeshiva. I write different things, things for the school and stuff. You know, I have connections to the Rabbis, maybe could put in a good word for your son.” 

“Really?” she said. It was clear to her that the young man standing before her, hardly a trace of hair on his face, was definitely not a part of the school’s administration. Though it was amusing that he found it necessary to tell her he was. She watched him bite his lip, with his crooked hat, and she felt a little charmed. Or flattered. Yeshiva students rarely stopped to chat with married women in front of markets. She could be dismissive, or appreciative. She chose the latter. 

“You know, my husband is a writer himself. Maybe you would join us for Shabbat dinner? My name is Naomi. We live near the Yeshiva.” She didn’t offer a hand with her introduction, in keeping with the laws of modesty. 

“My name is Ephraim.”

“Like the son of Joseph who gets the blessing of the firstborn because he didn’t have wicked descendants. So we will see you for Shabbat?” 
*** 
Ephraim ran down the street to shul for Shabbat. He thought he had an idea of whom Naomi’s husband was, and so he planned to meet up with him at the town synagogue. Her husband was known for writing bitingly sarcastic stories about Rabbis. He was famous among the more intellectual circles. Ephraim was thrilled to be meeting him. 

The crowds poured past the closed city stores and into the shul. Men with their black hats and beards, and women in their shetles and hats, crowded into the building. The shul smelled filled, a sense that the people who grew up in the community came to associate with Shabbat. The shul herself was much more then a place of prayer. Since so many people made their engagement parties, weddings, bris milahs and bar mitzvahs within its halls, the synagogue had her own personality. When Rabbis would call for a student’s attention, the student would excuse himself. 

“The shul is bored today, Rabbi. She won’t let me concentrate.” The walls would groan and floorboards creak. Yet the shul would stay attractive, like an aging Hollywood actress who had still retained her allure. 

On Shabbat, all of this personality would become nullified by the filling of it. As if she was unable to be the experience of all who entered simultaneously, so she was none at all. To the beggars she was a sanctuary; to the men, an exciting temptress from their boring homes; and to the children, a place to search for secret doors along the walls. For Ephraim, the shul was a place of hidden depth. He had been one of the children who had searched for secret doors, and that experience of the shul had stayed with him. Tonight, the shul was a matchmaker for him and Naomi’s family. He normally ate dinner in Yeshiva, but tonight he would dine with another writer and a woman who occurred to him as a literary character of exciting darkness. Or so his mind ran as he pushed through the crowds into the inviting synagogue. 

The chazzan’s voice called out to the crowd, booming through the curvatures of the synagogue’s architecture. Ephraim called out the traditional response with the thousand other voices that passed back to the chazzan. He chanted again, and the interchange between the crowd and him continued. The exchange bended to the walls of the synagogue, manipulated by the desire of the shul to hear and be heard in a specific way. 

When the service eventually ended, those sensitive enough to hear the beauty of Shabbat stood to listen. Others in a rush to join their families in meal quickly greeted each another and left. Ephraim scanned the room for his host and, when finding him, ran over to wish him a good Shabbat. 

His host was a heavy man with a large gut and deep voice. He spoke and laughed and breathed through his large stomach. Apparently he had taken a shot of liquor before the Shabbat, because his breath smelled like alcohol. 

“Good Shabbos,” he bellowed, his deep thumping voice expanding to fill the air. 

“Good Shabbos,” Ephraim greeted him. “I heard you are also a writer . . . Rabbi?” then stopping to allow the man to give his name. 

“A writer but not a Rabbi. Or rather,” he paused to give an affectation of importance to his next words. “A writer about Rabbis. I expose the lies of the Rabbinate. How they conspire.” 

“Conspire?” 

“Sure. All of them to some extent. Even my father-in-law, but don’t tell Naomi I said that.” Then he winked. In his excitement, Ephraim winked back. “My name is Shimshom. Shall we go eat?” 

Throughout the meal, Ephraim watched the foods of the market in their final form. There was indeed a soup with carrots and onions. The chicken was cooked with red peppers. The Naomi of the store was also a very different Naomi now. She passed food with grace and fed her child. As her husband expounded on the virtues of writing to his young audience, she nodded demurely and smiled her red lips. 

“You will see my friend,” Shimshom said, pausing to down a glass of wine, refill i and drink it again. “You will see moments of clarity. Moments of perhaps individual uniqueness of being. You will not be the same in that moment as in others.” 

He shoveled some food down his thick throat, wiped the juices off his lip and continued. “Do you understand my young writer?” 

Ephraim obediently nodded. 

“This is the trick. If you are able to bring people’s attention to those moments. Let them see what they run by, and they give you everything. Good food,” he pointed to his chicken. 

“Good wine,” his wineglass.

“And a wife that looks like my Naomi,” and he pointed to Naomi. 

“Do you think I write about Rabbis conspiring? I write about things people miss! The Rabbis are the delicious flavors. The red peppers. But people buy my books for the chicken. The chicken is the style!” With this last declaration, Shimshom suppressed a burp. Then tossing a copy of his latest book to Ephraim, “A present of me to you. Read this book. It will teach you to be great. Famous! You will be like me, or you will try.” 

“I think I understand,” Ephraim said meekly before this great literary genius, “When I first saw your wife standing with the baby in front of the Yeshiva, I had a moment of everybody and everything. How it is all seemed to go together. I am not sure I can explain it yet.”

“What?” Shimshom boomed. “What was Naomi doing at the Yeshiva?” 

“I was trying to enroll the child in the preschool.” 

“Never! Never will I send my child to that school. Unlettered, unappreciative chareidim. Naomi, why did you do this behind my back? Listen, I understand you can’t understand. But try to follow my words.” 

Naomi looked down at her plate. Her face was clenched in anger. Her eyes squinted shut, her red lips folded in on themselves and disappeared. The air that she breathed in slowed as she took deeper swallows of oxygen. Ephraim felt outraged at the embarrassment that she was forced to suffer. He wanted to jump out of his seat and denounce the writer as a fraud. A fake artist. But keeping him in his chair was the book he had just received. The accolades it had been awarded from major newspapers held Ephraim to his place. Instead of outrage, he felt sickened. The bottom of his stomach felt like it had formed a void and was sucking itself in. His head felt hot and airy. 

As Shimshom took a slice of the apple pie, Ephraim rose from his seat. 

“I am sorry. Thank you so much for having me for dinner, but I suddenly feel nauseous. Everything was delicious. I need to excuse myself for the evening though.” 

“Without your pie?” Naomi asked. 

Ephraim nodded and stumbled to the door. In the cold air he ran toward the shul. As his feet quickly moved down the street, he felt chased. In desperation his reached for the shul door and pulled himself in. Beggars moving along the rows looked for Sedorim to put away. It was their job to straighten up after the Shabbat service, and in exchange receive Shabbat meals. He saw a Sedor lying on the floor and handed it to one of the beggars who flashed him a toothless smile. The red benches in the shul were hardly as comfortable as the beds at Yeshiva, but he lay down on one and closed his eyes. All he could see inside of his eyelids though was Naomi standing unhappily outside the Yeshiva. Instead, he opened his eyes and followed the walls of the shul as they curved around. As an artist might, he watched the images of the building with his eyes, taking mental pictures of them. He wanted so much to engrave the look of the building in his mind. To burn on the inside of his head something pleasant to look at. He had no interest in writing about the shul later on, he just wanted to inhale it, and make it apart of him. He lay like that until he heard the bodies of the beggars lie down on the benches near him. With the sounds of heavy breathing in his ears he found sleep. And the shul watched over him like a mother.

Morning Blessings, Part 3

Hanoch Levine

Translated by Sipai Klein
The Sephardic Berta Levy perches by the window and cracks nuts.

Her buttocks, like two good plump and tender sons

that flatter one another by bowing when she struts,

now rest in the sag of the flowery couch.

Her breasts, like two curious and bloated sons,

road signs for the lost, rebel against her bra

and peek from behind the dip of her dress to hear men holler.    

Her attention swells like dough

on the embers of her glances.

Adonis and Ben Gurion, her sons,

have gone to school with unlaced shoes.

Her daughters, Gloria, Victoria, and Fantasmagoria

anoint their hair with bird-oil,

scratch the lust pimples on their thighs,

and question one another:

Who’s the man to whom I was promised?

Her husband, Yoseph Levy, owns a shoe store.

When you enter he is polite

And when you depart your shoes rip.

Her other children, Simone and Leon,

stand in pajamas on the roof 

and pee on the chickens.

Who rises from the washroom?

Dina, the washerwoman.

 

As Haim Koralnik kisses the parchment on the doorpost

and leaves his home for the synagogue,

Berta Levy rests and cracks nuts

while her breasts climb the window sill.

Her eyes slowly turn like two turtles 

watching arrivals and departures

of the people on the street,

how the rains pour,

the minyan
 dwindles,

the feeble rising voices of the Kaddish
,

the words twisted with a red thread,

the undersized crowd leaves the Synagogue 

and kisses the parchment on the doorpost,

the worker gluing the mourners’ notices,

and the man who suddenly feels sick,

walks to the roadside and vomits,

the sky constricting him,

while the shofar’s
 broken notes in his ears.

As she perches by the window and cracks nuts,

and in his ears the shofar’s broken notes, broken notes.

TWO POEMS BY PINNY BULMAN

smoker: eclipses

it is said

that in a certain obscure

section of Brooklyn

the cats still gather

for an ancient Friday night alleyway ritual

solemnly hypnotized

by the red glow

of a cigarette tip

blinking on and

off

with the vio

lent 

rhyth

mic

sway

ing

black-hatted-eclipses

of an ancient Friday night alleyway Jew

wildly gesticulating

haunting songs of revolution

desperation

in a yiddishe purr.

smoker: unlit

when shabbos afternoons turned

cigaretteless summer mean

words thrown

like uncaught boomerangs

inhaling the moment

of laughter stopped

mouths still

guilty crooked

half open

as though to wail

something blackened on the inside

a lip began to twitch

disturbing

an unlit addiction.
 THREE POEMS BY DANIELLA ROSS
Dalai Lama in NYC

 

His Holiness waits another minute 

more for the late. Ta-le proverbial,  

he winks in saffron sun, does not fidget

but quips, gestures, charms. And that Laugh! It’ll               

 

sear us good. His hee-hawing fantasy 

charms Lisa so she hums his waltz in three.

I watch them both under a cloud: the man

beside me, human censer, smokes. God damn.

 

Reverent monks om their way through the shit

of babies and dogs in heat, remember 

to kiss the ground, ready now to submit  

themselves before this halcyon ember --   

 

six days til Rosh Hashana, first reprieve.

And me, Jew girl me, I want to believe.  

 

 

Azizam

 

Keep you safe from vulgar hands, Azizam, 

from those men that cry holy, Azizam.

 

Money is spoken, but blood is better

in the marketplace. I weep, Azizam.   

 

Today, I saw you with the butcher’s son.

Did he give a fleshy word, Azizam?

 

You smiled from your den of covered hair,

bouquet of curls maddened touch, Azizam.

 

All for fat soup bones, for plump fish heads? 

How you would howl had you known, Azizam.

 

Tulips rise, red like fists, in the garden.

Mother tries to weed your name, Azizam.

 

I pray for rain, and a husband for you

whose eyes drink but one glass, Azizam.  

 

Kippurim

 

I. 

 

High Priest counts 

blood drops

akhat,      akhat v’akhat

one by one 

 

He fingers atonement 

in deliberate beads 

akhat,      akhat v’akhat

scarlet diadem of a jealous God

 

II.

 

Hours sharpen 

razors move in rhymes on his skin. 

 


Click-click. He fingers 


deliberate beads -- 


a jealous god. 

 

He remembers the first time. 

Her lips 

in prayer, consecrating flesh 

with touch. 

 

Blood drips warm

on their bed, and he counts

measured murmur 


ahkat,      ahkat v’ahkat,

 

prostrates himself before 

the memory of her smiling eyes,

his faithless altar 
 

Book of Tehillim

Lois Michal Unger

With the boldness of a young dancer 

or a hip hop punk

tapping out the rhythm of a song
David waits for me on my bed.
How come you’re so comfortable in my century
I ask him.
David flashes the smile that made him famous,
a red haired Jimmy Dean.
He offers to play on his lyre or a home made instrument.
My light bulb needs fixing, 
I ask him to do it.
Being a poet or a king is great 
but what men really have to do is fix.
My legs are so cool on the sheet.
Pick me up, David says.
I do.
THE PROFESSOR’S GUEST [FOR EMIL] 
Samuel Thrope

In the winter it is cold. We sit inside,

between the television and his Thai housemaid

whose name--Suzanne--she shares with his dead wife.

The table lamps emit too dim a glow to see

the titles of the books that closely hug his walls

but their presence is a comfort more or less,

promise of the knowledge gained in years;

a thin crutch against the cold Jerusalem

the that comes with winter and the rising dark.

In heat the balcony is fine, a glance over

El Roi, the street that's named in Spain, the yelling kids

their faces turned towards the sun as mine to his

expectant and ashamed; what rotten teeth, what shining. 

He was so slight I could have held him, father,

to bathe his feet, just like the bride her beau,

I could have oiled his skin like Hanuman did Ram,

to keep his face as treasure in my beating heart.

But he was Jeremiah in repose;

The sofa's overbearing portrait casts him thus.

My nape would brush against the painted feet each time

we met, reminding who here spoke on mountaintops,

claimed to know the face of God, his unfurled law. 

A later year. I came back once to visit him,

passed through the same garage where noon is dark as night

and rang the bell that calls his famous name, 

as if a book had sprung and then begun to be.

Suzanne appears. "Professor! The young man is back!"

"Oh no," the voice within, "he left long ago."

I swear his face was truly shocked. He did not know

that I am stubborn, that my stubbornness is admirable,

an ode on all his days of brilliance and defeat.
TWO POEMS BY DENA WEISS
When the Poetess Married the Rabbi

They don't call Him the Almighty for nothing. Another red sea split and down the aisle of dry land walked the rabbi. Then, white, chaste, and sobbing, followed the poetess, his bride.  The chuppah remained erect and indifferent. The blessings allowed themselves to be recited, the spectators' breath held, and the couple successfully wed. But the lower cosmos swelled with the news, like a self-important sukkah in menacing fall winds, when the rabbi married the poetess. And in the upper court the angels flapped their wings, descended ascended the ladders, running, faces lit, still frozen, astonished and appalled. Did the Omniscient not know how the Talmud assures us that a man weds only the girl he deserves? How could the rabbi choose one such as she, and how could God dare nod His assent?  

But God held onto His lightning, didn’t even rumble with displeasure when the rabbi married the poetess.  

They say that the rabbi is young and handsome, but consistent and wise, with a deep voice that echoes the Divine. His sharp insights drizzle like honey and dew from the eaves of the beis medrash ceiling. In national mourning or private introspection his pale scholar's chin grows in blond and bronze, refined gold like the ink of Rash"i or the words of the other great sages. His eyes blue, guarded but compassionate. His back sore from hovering over his books, as the verse instructs "all day and all night" (yet who but the rabbi can say he obeys?!)  And of the poetess they report that she is somewhat graceless and her beauty mild, but her tongue is clever and bittersweet. She cuts her own dark wild hair, which she seldom tames or brushes. She drinks herbal tea, with honey once spread on hallowed phrases. Prays with her feet tucked under her legs and sings when she needs to, aloud and immodest. Her eyes brown and sympathetic, betray how little or seldom she cares, but also (sometimes) how intently. Could this independent support the rabbi?  A good Rebbetzin recites psalms, she doesn’t write them. 

The trees stopped shuckling and the skies withdrew their enduring hallel when the rabbi married the poetess.

 

Others read the rabbi undeserving, too simple and cautious to get caught in this woman's tresses. Let the poetess be ignorant and less than scrupulous, as long as she could be understood! For the rabbi, discovery had limitless limits and horizons where suns set on time. Where would he meet his beloved who rose between suns and rested between the lines? When other others spied her traditional diamond they too sighed and moaned in dismay. They remembered how her soul had been tough and solid, her mind more brilliant than the stone she bore, her arguments once unchallengeable. They recalled how she swore that she would never make her bed another’s, be pregnant with child instead of idea. Would she change her name for him? Wear a kerchief for him?  

These and those shook their heads unbelieving when the poetess married the rabbi. 

Yet, when the rabbi and his poetess sit alone, their hands in hesitant union at last, they smile. They understand what they can and don’t demand more from one another. Over the symphonic uproar of their love, they just can’t hear anyone complain. The wind hums as God sighs, the walls of water relax and collapse back into the sea. The waves approach and recede, kissing the sand and letting it go, the depths surge proud with the knowledge they had before creation and before birth: that the poetess and the rabbi were one another’s intended. And God didn’t care if the world would accept it, when the rabbi married the poetess.

This One Goes Out To All My Yeshiva Boyz

(especially you, #24)

I love you

I love you

I love all you yeshiva boyz

playin' basketball erev Shabbos

your shtarkness exposed

in outgrown mesh shorts

dribble with your right

the second clutching your velvet;

kiss it if it falls

like you kiss all cheftza shel mitzvahs

and you could kiss me too

in my gold embroidered 

Shabbos robe

and unroll me

like a sefer torah;

I love you 

cuz you don't got no strings attached

no tcheiles, no srugies

hooked by some ex-girlfriend

you never slid your Yad Achim

under any Mach Hach sweatshirt;

Kadosh 

Kadosh

haKadosh Baruch Hu wraps Himself

in a divine davening jacket

and bangs 

on the blue shtender hakavod;

Am I nearer unto thee, my God, in Boro Park?

then will You trust my kashrus?

I offer you Cholov Yisroel mozarella

on the hood of my Lincoln;

Brooklyn glasses

Brooklyn shoes

Brooklyn accents shouting

in black and white across Ave.

J if for Torah Judaism

T is for Tati

CH is for Chumra, cheit

shechatanu lifanecha

b'naarishkeit

like Euripides and Maimonides

like Sappho

I love you

even though I know

that the hole in the sheet?

it's a myth

and that you won't have me

shave off my locks

of wild hair…

but I will,

if you'll let me.
The Love Poem for God

I love You,

obviously,

You told me to

(not that You have a larynx

or anything like that,

but You know what I mean

meaning, I think You do)

and by love

I mean, of course,

not-hate

and by You

I mean not not-You

and by not I mean

not not not,

obviously,

and by obvious 

I don’t mean to be blasphemous

claiming that I don’t need Rabbis and their Torah

or suggest that You didn’t write the Torah,

You forbid,

(I mean, not not-write)

just that I can’t always understand it,

and by It I mean You,

not that You are an It 

and not that You

are anything I should be able to

define or comprehend,

not that You aren’t evident

or that You, You forbid, 

are irrelevant,

it’s just that sometimes

loving You

(I mean, not-hating You,

seems 

a little meaningless

and by meaningless 

I mean,

obviously 

X-RAY RABBI

David Druce

'Hillula this night…happiness all night…all are here tonight…so there is no reason for fear tonight'
-Gaia



'July is such a quiet month, even the Palestinians are taking a break from firing their Qassam missiles', I joked. Asher didn't laugh — a former nightclub bouncer; he couldn't hear me.

I had always wondered how much faster light was than sound, and felt like we were 20 decibels from finding out. Peugeots and Mitsubishis swept down the 'Hungry Road' like the plague of locusts that had made the Bedouins of 1924 desperate enough to build this road, giving it its name. A few were still in the area — families who squatted by the highway, with their tent, camel and sheep, but today the vast majority of the residents were Mizrahi Jews who had settled here in the early Fifties. They built several moshavim and Asher's hometown of Ofakim, where we both worked as English-speaking counselors.

The frenetic beats matched my mood — I was very excited that we were driving to a Hillula. Neither of us would ordinarily go. I had to explain to my Ashkenazi family that a Hillula is a yahrzeit with a celebratory twist; Asher is a 'kippah zruqah' or thrown-off skullcap as the slang goes. Still, both of us were the same age, veterans and rejects of the yeshiva day-school system, the only males working in camp this year, and we wanted to hang out together. Living alone with five girls was an exercise in frustration, and when the euphoria of being in an Israeli development town waned, I couldn't forget the poverty — two Ethiopian children playing in dirt, an old woman walking barefoot, and kittens dying underneath stairways. I thought of my home in New Jersey, my neighbor's swimming pools, and wondered if there was any real benefit in teaching children how to draw an American flag or camp cheers.

It had been a long workday, 95 degrees by 7:15 AM. I had missed the camp bus and had run towards its next stop, stumbling past soldiers, factory workers, and an old Yemenite man who went door to door selling 'nana' (mint). It was said he was in his seventies and walked from another moshav hours away by foot, just to earn a living. My street, Eli Cohen looked like a movie set; made of two-story garden apartments, complete with graffiti, a cement mixer parked on the street, and a crazy rooster who crowed all day — even the light above my apartment had been smashed. I turned left at the Aguda poster, ran through an alleyway, and five minutes later I was at Herzl, trying to dash through cars, bicycles and a fleet of golf carts given to senior citizens, when I saw an advertisement at my feet. I turned it over and saw it was a local news magazine for the Haredi community, complete with summer specials at the 'Super Mehadrin', stories of a local rabbi who had won the lottery, and a very unusual advertisementthat read:

With G-d's help. Sponsored by the city of Netivot, the local authority of Sha'ar Ha'Negev, and 'Brit Shalom V'Chesed'. Hillula D'Tzadika. Greetings to Israel as G-d lives amen! On the holy and great Hillula of the holy Admor the righteous man of Netivot Sidna (Our Master) Rabbi Shalom Ifregan, may his holy memory be for a blessing. That will be held G-d willing on Monday, 7 Tamuz, 5763, (7.7.03 for unbelievers) in the holy of Netivot. His son stands and continues in his path, the Admor Rabbi Yaakov Yisrael Ifregan shlita. The Rentgen 'X-Ray'. The Hillula ceremony will be begin at 18:00 with guest rabbis, mayors, and public figures. 22:00 central Tikun in the holy cemetery. The holy public is invited. For more information call the Rabbi's courtyard, 08-9944444. Private cars can park nearby the cemetery. The Hillula is secured by private guards, and the Israeli police. The Baba Shalom promised before his passing that all who come to his Hillula would see miracles and wonders.

We drove north towards Netivot, a city sometimes called 'the Bnai Brak of the South'. In the 1950's, these roads had not been safe; often 'infiltrators' left mines at crossroads, preying on guards and shepherds. The moshav of my co-counselors Neta and Shiran had even been attacked during a wedding in 1955, and I often wondered if their grandparents had been there. Much had changed since then; Shiran worked in a mall in Be'er Sheva, Gaza had been captured and fenced off, and the Baba Sali had come to Netivot. Many of Israeli's Moroccans had settled in the Negev, and they were joined by Rabbi Yisrael Abu-Hatzera, a kabbalist and 'miracle worker', who brought pilgrims and business to this otherwise unknown town. He had passed away in 1984. When textile factories moved away, his tomb became the largest enterprise in town. Ofakim today has 34, 000 residents, Netivot has 23,000. Yet Netivot has coffee bars, dance halls, malls, an American-style supermarket and a laundromat, while Ofakim has little more than a shuk, one café, and an occasional dance inside the local community center.

Netivot's cemetery is located on the west side of town, facing fields, Gaza, and eventually the sea. After the obligatory security check, we parked in a field that was then serving as an impromptu parking lot for tens of buses and cars. Before the cemetery gates was something of a market — women sold kippot; shlichim collected money; men sold meat, soda, and salads. A sofer cajoled passers-by to inscribe a letter in a new sefer torah, which to my amazement had disco lights on top. Though the Baba Sali's Hillula is in February, the visitors hadn't forgotten him. In front of his tomb, a large furnace flickered; worshippers bought small candles and threw them into the flame. I stood next to the flame, when an old woman hobbled up. Standing near the flame, she tossed more candles in with her tired hands, her lips moving but not speaking.

Leaving the tomb, we entered the cemetery itself, and saw yet another field which had a picnic feeling; plastic chairs, children running around, hanging lights. A large stage stood between Rabbi Ifregan's tomb and the cemetery fence, expansive enough to hold a table sitting seven rabbis. I looked at the crowd,which was mostly Moroccan with some scattered Russians, Ethiopians, and Haredim. About 1,500 people sat listening to a local politician talk about the Rabbi's organization. Much literature exists on the Baba Sali, less on the Baba Shalom. It seemed the Baba Shalom's son picked up where the Baba Sali left off, blessing barren women, giving politicians advice, and had even been nicknamed the X-Ray. He was rabbi to the stars, visiting Ofra Haza on her deathbed and giving her a new first name, Chaya. Around this time, he decided to build a great tomb for his father.

The speaker droned on, speaking of donations and organizations. I didn't understand all his Hebrew, but I knew all too well the preambles of asking for money. The melodrama reached a pitch when the man exhorted the crowd to give anything, even fifty agurot, for the sake of tzedaka. No one reached for their wallets or cried out for divine help. Asher was visibly restless — when I pointed out a jolly man selling fezzes among the crowd. 'That's one of my uncles' he said 'he's a little crazy.' Meanwhile the Rabbis chatted to each other on stage and drank mineral water. By now it was 19:21 (rather 7:21), and I joined a crowd near the stage, the better to hear the speakers. Then, a black sedan drove onto the grounds; it was the X-Ray Rabbi! He exited the car surrounded by several of his followers, and was escorted to the stage. Crowds started to rush him, begging for a blessing, for his touch, to speak with him. A phalanx of Amazonian Moldovan policewomen pushed the crowds back, their blonde hair and blue shirts seeming to keep the faithful literally at arm's length from the Rabbi. I tossed Asher — who also had worked as a cameraman— my disposable camera, and he raised my camera above his head to take a picture of the scrum. 'So this is what a stampede is like,' I thought. How good it would be to lose my balance and not have to push anymore, I thought when the crowd started to thin, and I pulled myself away.

At last, the Rabbi was here, the mystery man, who commanded such crowds. I wondered what he would say, as the emcee repeated his earlier speech, then kissing the Rabbi's hand and introducing a singer named Ofer Shariki. Shariki wore a velvet kippah and shirt with a vest from a three-piece suit. I waited for a fiery song. When he started to sing 'Samcheynu…b'eliyahu ha navi avdecha'. I looked in shock at the crowd as they joined in, mimicking the Boro Park inflections. Asher, still trying to make the best of it, said 'It's a good song.' I replied I expected something more local, when the singer began another plaintive song about the Rabbi's father and his wonders. Again the speaker droned, and Asher asked if the X-Ray Rabbi was going to speak. He was not. 'So what are they going to do? What is this tikkun?' I asked. 'People will come up and repent. I remembered the videos of Amnon Yitzchak, where ponytails are cut, women put on head coverings, and earnings are melted into torah crowns. It wouldn't be fair to put Asher through this and it had been two hours, so we decided to leave.

Driving back, I started to hum a satirical song called 'Rabbi Joe Kapparah', written by Kobi Oz, a musician who grew up in nearby Sderot. I waited for Asher to laugh at the refrain 'the schina for him is a business' but instead he said 'I don't think he's a fraud.' My friend Meir wouldn't be here, if not for his help. I know people, not gullible types, who told me what he's done for them. As for the people around him, well, they aren't dishonest; but they have a strong agenda to get money and make people religious.' He sighed and asked me if I had a good time. 'Fa shizzle my nizzle', I replied — it wasn't really a lie. It was 23:00 when I was dropped off at 22-10 Eli Cohen; the girls were probably watching 'Sex in the City' and my parents were just getting home across the sea. I stayed outside, sat on the bench, watched an owl fly above broken street lamps and started to write in my notebook. 
Former Israel

Andrea Naomi Kamens

Am I glad of the Diaspora,
My bitterness
Gone.
Three years gone,
Like a tourist
At the Wall?

Because you
Are safe.
Because when I
Am pieces on the road,
When my and my brothers’ blood
Is greater
Than the thirsty land,
There will be you. 

That is
What you say
In hushed tones
Before turning away
From your classes and talks.
My mother is old,
My grandchildren are young,
My job is vital
And who ever will replace me
On the synagogue board?
Haven’t enough made aliyah?
Where will they put us?
That is
What you say. 

And the cats!
Those shrill, skeletal cats,
Scavenging
Like 1980 Ethiopians.
How you pity our cats
Who haven’t a home 
Or milk.
Pity
Yet wonder,
Why are they not 
Sterilized?
From the Ethiopian
You buy a multicolored tallis,
A pillow with Miriam
Playing her tambourine
Look!
Black Jews! 

 

I am
An ingrate.
A rude Mediterranean
All sleek
And brown,
Secular;
Cursing in the language
Reserved
For prayer. 

But you did invite me. 

You had hoped I’d talk
Of money
And letter campaigns,
Apologize
For putting your teens
In harm’s way-
Send them home. 

They seated me on a panel
Last night:
Rwanda,
Former Yugoslavia,
Israel.
Two white male American
Journalists
And me.
Israel.
What did they
Want to hear?
My land
My home
My simple, ordinary days –
I wear denim you know?
I brush my hair at night.
I pour milk from a bag.
I have a daughter, sixteen.
Are these
My compatriots:
A people too torn apart
To speak?
A nation no more? 

I had hoped the Jews
Would be better.
But you molest me;
You cannot shut up.
Am I glad
Of the Diaspora?
Of your checks?
Of your undying love?
Is it safer to rent a car
Or ride
A bus? 

I know now why those cats 
Howl.
They are not pets.
They are not wild.
They are simply victims
Of immigration
Gone awry.
I too am hungry,
Cute,
And sometimes
Bite. 

I want to go home.
I want you all to come.
They cannot burn
The bitterness
Of Jordan
From me,
A river
That flows to a sea
Full,
Full
Of the melted 
Who looked back. 

 

Cry.
It is bitter
And wrenching
And worthy of tears,
And the only language
We truly
Share

TWO POEMS BY PHILIP S. ANGEL
Tamei (Defiled)

1

The first time we made love,
the ocean was out of sight.

Leaving Duke’s Bar, we stole 

the soft insistence of the surf,
and leaning into the dream of our feet 
beneath future trees, children, wrinkles.

We named each other in many languages:
in English, Hebrew
and one other, a whirlpool 

of distance and skin, prior to words, 
prior to our eyes’ strange ability 
to make what is familiar unknown. 

2

The first time we made love
we tried the handles of two locked doors
then stole into a darkened classroom.

The floor was cold. I stretched my thin shirt 
between its stone and your back. I shivered 
then it was over.  We slept 

between the metal legs of desks,
wet with sweat and the rust from another
month you remained not yet a mother. 

I woke and woke you, warned away the cold 
we both have caught and gathered 
our clothes strewn about, invisible as stones 

on the beach at night. The fluorescent’s buzz of light 
when you opened it painted us pale and imperfect,
the space of our love, hard and smeared red. 

T’marim  

For Avner, friend and teacher from Ethiopia, who walked five hundred miles to Sudan at the age of seven to be airlifted to Israel, who spoke Hebrew with me when no one else had the patience.

Riding in a wagon, on our way to the dates,
clouds’ shadows mark the mountains’ skin
as a cow is marked or as continents on a map. 

In the sea, habit calls sky, we bottom-dwellers
pull tools and twine, inching ladders
and chugging machines forward toward harvest. 

Callused hands collect each day’s dirt.  Highways of veins 

map taut, tanned skin.  How limited our fingers seem, 
raising knives against the background sea we breathe, 

intruded upon only by fronds’ green sheathes.  

Fifteen meters up and straddling the elastic palms, 
we tie up dates so that their weight won’t break 

the fragile eshkol.  It is hot.  We finish each tree 
quickly with few words.  The radio coughs news
of imminent peace, imminent war.  Laughing 

at the expense of each other’s mistakes, I say 
“Clouds’ shadows mark the mountains’ skin 
like a cow is marked or continents on a map”

in Hebrew.  You grin, reply: “How long 
have you practiced that sentence?”

Ancient Text
Emilia Cataldo


Blue-print
on the blue
walls. 
We're over...texed,
Under-mind.
Honey, doncha
say it's right?
To learn Gemara
on a Thursday night. 
It's alright.
He's overtexed,
She's overtexed,
And we've all gotta reason 
to be so
perplexed.
So blessed,
Pressed.
Wishing to G-d 
to just be 
beyond this mess... 
But, I digress. 
Assess,
Blue-print
in the blue
halls.
It's getting late,
just another tractate.
Truth expressed.
Over-texed.
TWO POEMS BY SIPAI KLEIN
A Thank You Note

Shana tova to the masculine and the feminine
Shana tova to the poignant and weak who endure with or without the black leathery boxes
Shana tova to those who lace their words with blue threads as cotton numerology 
Shana tova to my mother cooking what I will eat what my father is accustomed to moan over and what my siblings will taste before washing their fingertips
Shana tova to the student minds in chrome dorm rooms wishing the hard bonded texts to evolve into yielding breasts and feel as brown soft thighs
Shana tova to the mock voice in discussion over the imagists who will not paint the word holiness because to worship is abstract
Shana tova to the black lean rabbinic cloak that will not stand for the omnisexual
Shana tova to the rare kiss that means you will have sex with me tonight and rise with practiced verbosity as the sun lands on your eyelids
Shana tova to the languid tabloids who do not care not enough not close enough for the organic red if I am foreign
Shana tova to downtown workers who sweat to build for those have not learned to say I am sorry I need you different I need you not bare but ravenous
Shana tova to the illustrators of books who will read a picture like a thousand pre-packaged sour candies
Shana tova to the doctors whose titles will name every chair in the row before me in synagogue
Shana tova to the shofar that reminds me to hear silent pauses you insist are absolute confessions
Shana tova to the giddy teenage girls reeling like a roll of film around their waists
Shana tova to the barreled men who gaze at the bearded cantor impatient at the invisible laws which will starve them
Shana tova to the addicts that stumble into the sanctuary with their hands in their pockets smelling from the last vow of cigarette smoke
Shana tova to the mothers who bore me and the mothers who bore them in pain
Shana tov to the distasteful who have faith that I will return greater and with more substantial lies
Shana tova to more than perfect sons and perfect daughters who will join me in shul and say Amen my father Thank you my mother please bless me for a nude and beautiful year

Kitchen Soup Ladle

my mom stretching the kitchen ladle like Moses over a rock,
she wont let go or fight. But she’ll tell me to step away from her soup
and away from her art. 

Who needs young men who know nothing about art.
Who needs young men who have no share in my kitchen.
You deserve no matzo ball, no chicken soup, no Friday night dinner


Just sit there, You. And stay away from my art. 

I am afraid.
So I leave and join my lonely father at the table
TWO POEMS BY JESSICA SACKS
Mashal

Are you sitting comfortably?

Emshol lecha mashal.

An Allegory: what is it 

like?  It is like

a king, who sends his

messenger looking for something  

of gold, perhaps, or say

his daughter who’s lost, or rather,

his son who is wayward or meant

to get married tomorrow, or 

pining away or ill and unable 

to laugh.

It is like a man who

is journeying far and is

lost and looking 

for water to drink; 

and God is the king (moshel

bacol) and you are the man 

who is lost, unless you 

prefer it the other way round, but I think

you are the water for once for

I am the man and

God can be the

woman at home at the window not knowing

whether he’ll ever come back again; only

God knows if I’ll come back so better

God should be the man and then

you can be the signpost and

I can be the dust beneath his feet, except that God

is like an emperor who

builds himself a palace and

its head in the heavens: if you like

climb the turret and see 

all the world mapped out, like on 

the YMCA tower where 

they don’t let you go up

alone, 

in case 

you jump – and 

I can be a fly 

on the wall or else 

buzzing round the ears 

of the builders on the site while

the King is in the Field 

far away, weaving

stories of the world

out of daisy chains.  

Le’mah hadavar domeh?  It’s like

a notice on a lamppost, Lost:

it’s like – it’s

hard for me to say; it’s like

rain, it’s like

the turning of the seasons, it’s like

when you were a child and 

it hurt so very much to be

lost when out

shopping, it’s like 

shadows or a cloud or wind or dust, like a 

dream and if you find it, call me

please, give it back but still

leave it where it 

is as it is, and then

you can be the king and

I will be the messenger and

God will be the wayward son who

wants to come back home

and has to leave so

we believe and then 

we’ll all change 

places till it’s 

right, my friend, 

it’s right it might

be true it might

fit in after 

all like a 

thousand tall

stories and a story

that could save me

up my sleeve.
Through Windows

I look out from my window

over all the rooftops.  

I could rule over this, and nobody

know.  I am hidden.

On the internet I listen to 

music from Ireland,

as if I were far away;

news from Israel; 

and to practise, Arabic radio,  

as if I were somebody else

and understood.  

I work on my essay and listen and sometimes 

I stop and type thoughts, like this.

The bells chime the hours outside and the song changes.

Sometimes my hands dance to strange rhythms of Reshet Daled as I type,

and I am happy, 

because sometimes happiness is like the sun

shining out everywhere,

and sometimes it is like soft

rain, absorbed and becoming

hidden, and nourishing and 

smelling in the twilight

of somewhere else 

and here.

Anies showed me how to hear 

a Palestinian singer.

She sings sweetly of a little bird, who flies to her window, 

Hide me with you; 

and over the treetops

come waves of freedom.  

I listen hard, to learn words.  

She sings softly, and her heart is aching in her,

And she hates me, because I am a Jew.  

Other women join her, the chorus, quiet,

Little bird, chaayif min miin?  Who

are you frightened of?

Hide me with you, hide me

with you, he sings 

to her.

I work on my essay and listen and sometimes

I feel it will never be done.

I look out over the rooftops,

And I am hidden.
Israel Iwler and His Peaceful Cow

Judith R. Robinson 

After seven hundred
days of night
he emerged,
a stunned Jew-bird
on bleeding 
hands and knees,
light-blinded by
the years in his 
deep cave home. 
He came into
the presence of
the green-sprung
world again,
and remembered: 
a sun, a moon, 
the roof of stars. 
It was when
he saw his own cow 
dumb, peaceful,
and not frightened
in the quiet field,
that he fell down 
and howled; 
savage,
beneath a drift of
wind and heedless blossoms
he clawed 
and wept
and tore apart 
the abundant ground.


A Colorado Story

by Sophie Kleinmann

Today my friend Rakhel came running… she is a daughter of the settlers who came during the season of snow. They came with the families in a train of wagons that rolled from the direction of the sun rising. 

Rakhel’s mother was with child and the baby wanted to come into this world when the wagon train rolled past. There was much screaming from her wagon that day. The chief of the all the wagons would not stop to let the woman screaming to bring her baby into the light. Instead he told them they could travel or die by the hand of the savages. 

Rakhel told me that her family came from across the great sea for freedom and to build a new life here in the new world. She told me that her people are from the tribe of Judah and that they had to leave their home in Poland because people not of her tribe came to destroy and kill because her people do not share the same practices and believe in the Creator in a different way. 

Rakhel and I share many things the same… my people too are not like the white man that has come to our lands. From many tribes we learn that the white man has been steeling our lands and our old ones stories of yesterday and our people. Our brothers are fighting and the white men are too many. They come, they take and they spoil. 

When Rakhel her parents and the other two families came they did not take. They stood by their wagons. Their hands raised to the heavens and they sang. The woman was screaming and Rakhel ran to us crying… she pointed to the wagon and in her strange tongue let us understand that she wanted help for her mother. My grandmother went into the wagon. When the sun returned to rest and the sky filled with the color of smoke we who waited heard the first screams of new life. 


I was in wonder at what I saw. Rakhel’s father ran into the wagon… he came out holding his beautiful baby son raised him to the heavens and began singing again. He brought the baby back to its mother, came out grabbed Rakhel and me and everyone began singing a song of such joy. My grandmother and the other woman took Rakhel’s mother to our tent for warmth. This song that these people sang was different form the first, for this one held dance. The men and children danced in a circle and called everyone to dance a simkah dance. Every one was happy. Rakhel’s people, like ours, love to dance and sing and rejoice. Their sound is different and strange to me but ours is strange to her.

We are friends sisters for three years and I learn from her and she learns from me. Her people do not look like the white man. They have darkness in the skin and their hair is black or the color of tree bark or red like fire in the sky. Rakhel has black hair that looks like wool from a lamb it is very long and when I pull it jumps like a ball up and down and we braid our hair after the swim.

But this day Rakhel came running. She was shouting very strong, “The soldiers are coming! The horses are coming, the white men are coming." Our men were out on the hunt and will return in three moons. Only our older braves, the woman and young are here. 

The earth trembles the sound of hooves, the war cry of the white man is carried in the wind and before we could gather ourselves they were here. A man on a horse point his gun at running grandmother holding a baby, “We will come to kill." he screamed to his soldiers. Rakhel grabbed my hand and we are running like everyone. I hear the man say,  “We will kill all the savages who stand in the way of Christianity and country. It is our obligation to take any measures in God’s kingdom to kill these uncivilized heathens.” 
We run to Rakhel’s farm I am running running with RacheI. I begin to scream. The man on the horse is pulling me up by my hair I am screaming and see Rakhel running to me she throws her knife the man falls  I fall  I cannot move my leg. Rakhel pulls me to a hole in a fallen tree we climb in and hear the screams and howlings of my village and the war cries of the white-men. The air is stinking with burning and we hold together shaking. The black night comes there is quiet the air holds foul-smell of our biggest fear. 
We crawl from the hole, Rakhel makes for me a splint for my broken ankle, she stands, she screams in a new voice like a mother mountain lion when she sees the cloud of gray smoke from her farm. I follow her running forgetting the pain in my ankle to her farm. What we saw was sickening. Rakhel sat in big silence. For a long time. She took my knife from me and began to cut her hair till it looked the way of
the men of her tribe. She went forward. And pulled the pants and shirt from the body of her father then tore her white under-dress and wrapped his body and parts in it. She took off all her girl clothes and dressed in the pants and shirt. Then she went to the body of her mother to cover it... her mother was torn
like an animal her hair was cut from her scalp and her breasts were not there. Rakhel tore the rest of her dress and wrapped her mother then dragged the body next to her father she looked for her little brother. She ran and looked and looked but we could not find him. She went to what was left of the house and
looked into the smoldering ash. There was nothing. She ran to the barn and I ran after her. There was he. His little body hanging upside down like the meat we smoke in the smoke tent.

Rakhel did not make a sound. She cut him from the hanging. Took his little body and laid him next to her parents. She went to the hay and began weaving together the pieces to make a covering. I did the same watching her. When we finished she wrapped him in the blanket. Then she began digging three graves. I
helped her she made not sound we worked in silence until the moon met the sun two times and when the sun filled the sky with the paint of morning rising Rakhel covered the graves. She raised her hands to the sky like her father and spoke words in her tongue. Then I watched carefully. This was not Rakhel any longer. She sat next to the graves, very quietly, for seven days she did not move only to relieve herself. I gave her water and the berries that grew in the field. When the seventh day was at moon Rakhel stood
she raised her hands to the sky and now roared like the thunder before the falling rain. Her eyes filled and her rain came from her eyes. She took my hand and we went to the house. She found a hatchet and knife and tied it to the belt of her father. Then she said, "We go the village." 
When we arrived to the village I saw the braves that returned from the hunt, the village was no more.

The whole village looked like a burial ground and the braves were still taking the remains of bodies for burial. We walked quietly through the village. It looked like Rakhel’s farm, my father and brother saw us. All the men came running to us. I cried into my fathers arms for what I saw all were butchered slaughtered the bodies of my people were torn like was seen after the vultures find a dead animal on the range. I looked over at Rakhel my friend. She stood firm. 
When the tears stopped, I told my father my brother and the rest of the men how Rakhel came to save me and how she buried her parents and brother like a strong-brave and how she roared after seven days in her tongue. The men of my village gave her a new name and gave her a feather of first warrior and a pony. 

"From this day until she is more grown she would be called Little Brave Shadow." 


Rakhel said: "My name will be Levi Little Shadow." 

The Ballad of Moses and the King
Stephen Hazan Arnoff

The King says –
Show me something that moves me.
I have imagined your Exodus with every turn.
It is simple:
As this one walks to freedom, 
This one falls in a heap without a word. 

Moses says –
My thoughts are my body and my body is the sea.
An ancestor’s breath on the back of my neck pulls me away from sleep. 
I will pass judgment on the ones I love
And then that judgment shall fall upon me. 
Have mercy on me, King. 

Clouds of mercy gather above me as I pray – 
A shadow like cool wool across my face. 
Today, I will be an angel. 
Tomorrow, I will be the stones beneath my lover’s feet.
I am the jagged rocks in the way. 

The King says – 
There is a stream that leads to a river and a river that leads to the sea.
I raise my hand as you approach and say, 
‘Show me something that moves me.’
We all know that these shades will never change. 
We all know that I will stop myself in the middle 
And that we will swallow my rage.
You will seek signs unbearable
And we will remain strangers. 

And the Lord says – 
You recall the face you had in the Garden, asking,
‘Where shall we begin?’
Your eyes perfectly white, licked clean. 
Now go and bring greetings from the lost fathers on your back.
There is no one left but you to reclaim them. 

Moses says – 
I first bent my back to the Lord in a field of wheat,
Heat like pillows beneath my feet and no wise word to say there – 
not a rhyme or a prayer. 
My heart was full, 
I gathered my clothes, 
There was no army at the foot of the mountain and no one there to know;
I began the long, slow walk through the night, 
As I came awake. 

Now there are pieces of me buried in the sand 
I am a broken hearted people.
You smile, you say, 
‘There must be a savior in our land.’
I stand before you like a scarecrow and say – 
A great plague will come upon yea. 
I will reach into my chest and draw forth terrible scales, 
My staff will dance in the sand with blood and beasts and rain. 
My wooden tongue will plead for you 
To release the burdened few,
This earth churning with its terrible weight. 

Illiterate Poem

Rae Abileah



My cheeks burn when I ask,
Who wrote the Kabbalah?
and you say, It is not a book.
We are standing 
in the corner of 12th and 6th 
in Strand bookstore
in the Jewish literature section
in front of a book that writes 

about that which is 

not a book.

Outside, still on the street corner,
I blurt out,
The tzadik is coming.
The light turns red.  We walk.  
The conversation I wanted to have, 
about how the little black ball in my gut 
gets big and swollen when my anxious 
mind thinks about this new relationship, 
well, it stops.
My words still obey the traffic laws.  

After we part 
I dive into the Union Square station;
I board the subway.
I am seated in the corner.
I begin the process of uptown travel:
I smear peppermint oil on my angel’s kiss,
my sinuses, my third eye spot.  
I have visions of little poetry lines
but the peppermint begins to take affectó
already my eyes are tearing; my skin is burning again.
The woman facing me on the bench is trying to hide her stare;
I, an apparition, a confusionó crying or sick:
the homeopathy of my desire to birth the poem that doesn’t come

Gelila

Miriam Feldmann

Gelila

Covering the Torah

Wrapping, supporting, holding the feeling within,

Tying a corset around my faith.

Squeezing out remaining drops of rationality.

Streams of Tzitzit trailing around the Old City

Ruins

History, deconstructing rolls of beautiful garments

As I walk along, backwards, don’t look at me

Don’t look at me please.

Cover up my substance with a crown,

A new dress

A belt

And a wonderful woman holding me close to her

Divinity of a female intention

Depends on a hidden voice

Lifting me up for the world to see – 

Read my words

Read between my lines

My stories, my Sinai,

My life, my loneliness,

My men, my meaning,

My redactors, my rabbis

All hold their hands up to my light, basking in my glorious suffering, and proclaim,

 “And this is the Torah that I deemed my most treasured priority in a hostile secular society, according to the word of God, through Orthodoxy”.

All believing together, writhing in disbelief.

All screaming together in silence.

And then lay me down 

on my back on your bed

make me yours

wrap me carefully

cover every part of my body

Hold me.

But don’t look at me please.

Hold me.

If you drop me you shall mourn three days

Mourn all your life for revealing my secrets

Betraying my trust

Raping the Torah

Laying waste women.

Cover me cover me 

Hold me hold me

Sing to me sing to me

Reveal my truth to those true to you

Read my story

Interpret my wishes

But just cover me cover me and keep me covered.

Cover me cover me in loose linen sheets with embroidered blessings

Cover my body

Leave my eyes open so I can still see myself

Rising

Out of the Torah

Despising my body and seeking for something deeper within

That can only be accessed through reading me

Reading my life

Redeeming my life 

Redeeming you

Despising the outline of my letters

Cover me, ready for my redemption

Here I come

Gelila Gelila Gelila Ge’ula.

PSALM 23
A Translation by Lauren Mervis
I.
A love song to Being--which is my shepherd

I will not miss the weeds' pleasantness
when Being blasts putrefied waters over me--
may they revive me. 
May my soul return and find in my blood
the rippling righteousness
which justifies my name 
even at this shadowy hour
of disintegration.

II.
Nor am I astonished by evil--it, too, is within me
Its instruments tranquilize and soothe me
So, stretched out on the examination table,
I resemble my enemies
And my cup is quickly filled with preparations
to medicate the mind
which persists in seeing only good
and practices kindness
to get through the days.

Oh that I may dwell in reality. 

The Last Psalm
David Druce

O, She that dwells in Jerusalem
G-d has judged her, and smiled
as Aaron watches his daughter
a giddy neviyah in a jean skirt 

Intoxicated by the limestone wall
her lips, solely seals of faith, pray
to stones with the hearts of men 
while a man remains stone-silent 

forever his prayers, hours too late
ascend, pass her answered ones
leaving only a fusillade of pleas
mute as archaeological debris 

This David has no more Tehilim
slumbering in Manhattan night 
he shall mouth hallowed ones
in exile, write no more petakim
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� The minimum number of ten adult Jews or, among the Orthodox, Jewish men required for a communal religious service.


� A prayer recited in the daily synagogue services and by mourners after the death of a close relative.


� A trumpet made of a ram's horn


� lit. “my dear one.”


� This poem was inspired Elyakeem Kinstlinger's legendary haiku, published in Mimaamakim 5763 / 2003: Green means go // Red,stop. The evil inclination // Comes at the yellow. Live reading of the haiku could be could be viewed at � HYPERLINK "http://www.mimaamakim.org/bowery/elyakeem1.mov" ��www.mimaamakim.org/bowery/elyakeem1.mov�











