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Coke and Jeans   Yosef Ozer 
The same week Jews read in the synagogue the section in the Bible 

 About Sarah's banishment of Hagar and Ishmael, 

 Seven-year-old Ali Jawarish was wounded 

 By a plastic-tipped bullet 

That penetrated straight through to his brain.  

Ali Jawarish became a vegetable. 

He lay dying in an Israeli hospital for two whole days, 

And the Angel of Death who arrived 

Did not show the well to Ali's mother. 

The same week Jews read in synagogue 

The section in the Bible about 

The binding of Isaac 

Ali Jawarish was divided into several parts – 

One 15 – years – old boy received Ali’s liver and lungs. 

The boy’s mother told the media 

That her son sat up in bed and asked for 

A Coke and a pair of jeans. 

Ali’s father said that they should also donate his son’s organs 

To a Jew (yesterday 

A Jewish soldier was divided up 

Among a number of Arabs) 

This insane poem is begging to be written. 

Perhaps in this way, 

Slowly and delicately we will carry out a population transfer: 

Palestinians will receive the organs of Jews 

And Jews the organs of Palestinians 

And Sarah our Matriarch and Hagar their Matriarch 

Will be oh so pleased with their lot, 

And we will all drink Cokes and wear jeans. 

 

 Translated by Mark Elliott Shapiro 

  

 יוסף עוזר -קולה ומכנסיים  
א ֵירָּׁ ת וַּ שַּ רָּׁ ה פָּׁ לָּׁ בּועַּ בֹו חָּׁ שָּׁ   בַּ

ֵעאל מָּׁ ִישְּ ר וְּ גָּׁ ת הָּׁ ה אֶׁ רָּׁ ה שָּׁ שָּׁ ֵגרְּ שֶׁ  כְּ

ן הַּ  ואִריש בֶׁ 'אוָּׁ אִלי גָּׁ ד עַּ יֶׁלֶׁ ע הַּ צַּ  7ִנפְּ

ִטי סְּ לַּ ּדּור פְּ   ִמכַּ

חַּ  מֹּ ל ּתֹוְך הַּ ר אֶׁ  יָּׁשָּׁ

ח מַּ צֶׁ ְך לְּ פַּ ואִריש הָּׁ 'אוָּׁ אִלי גָּׁ   עַּ

בֵ  ִיםבְּ ס יֹומַּ סַּ ֵאִלי גָּׁ רְּ ִישְּ חֹוִלים הַּ  ית הַּ

א בָּׁ וֶׁת שֶׁ מָּׁ ְך הַּ אַּ לְּ  מַּ

ִים ֵאר מַּ ִאמֹו בְּ ה לְּ אָּׁ רְּ ֹּא הֶׁ  ל

 

דֹות ת ּתֹולְּ שַּ רָּׁ ה בֹו פָּׁ לָּׁ חָּׁ בּועַּ שֶׁ שָּׁ  ּובַּ

ִקים ֲחלָּׁ קּו לַּ ואִריש ֵפרְּ 'אוָּׁ אִלי גָּׁ ת עַּ  אֶׁ

ד ֵבן  יֶׁלֶׁ ֵראֹות 15לְּ הָּׁ ֵבד וְּ כָּׁ ת הַּ קּו אֶׁ  ִחלְּ

ִשּדּור ִאמֹו ה בְּ רָּׁ מְּ  אָּׁ

ִים נָּׁסַּ ה ּוִמכְּ ם ּוִבֵקש קֹולָּׁ ד קָּׁ יֶׁלֶׁ   הַּ

נּו  ִיּתְּ ר שֶׁ מַּ ואִריש אָּׁ 'אוָּׁ ל גָּׁ א שֶׁ בָּׁ אַּ

ם ִליהּוִדי ִקים גַּ   ֲחלָּׁ

ִבים ֲערָּׁ הּוִדי לַּ יָּׁל יְּ קּו חַּ מֹול ִחלְּ תְּ ק אֶׁ   רַּ

 

ב ּתֹּ ע ִלכְּ גָּׁ שֻׁ ִשיר מְּ   וְּ

ֲעִדינּות ט בַּ אַּ ְך לְּ י כָּׁ  אּולַּ

ה ִחים נֲַּעשֶׁ רָּׁ זְּ אֶׁ ת ִחלּוֵפי הָּׁ  אֶׁ

הּוִדים ל יְּ ִקים שֶׁ ִּתיִנים ֵמֲחלָּׁ שְּ לַּ  פָּׁ

ִּתינִָּׁאים שְּ לַּ ל פָּׁ ִקים שֶׁ  ִויהּוִדים ֵמֲחלָּׁ

 

ם ר ִאמָּׁ גָּׁ הָּׁ ה ִאֵמנּו וְּ רָּׁ שָּׁ  וְּ

ן קָּׁ לְּ חֶׁ סּוטֹות בְּ בְּ יּו מַּ  ִיהְּ

ִים נָּׁסַּ ש ִמכְּ בַּ ם ִנלְּ גַּ ּה וְּ ה קֹולָּׁ ּתֶׁ ִנשְּ  וְּ
 



5 | P a g e  
 

 Feminist Orthodoxy 

Safety Pin – Shlomit Naim Naor 

This is not a laundry pile. 

These are clean clothing that just came out of the washing machine, straight into 

the dryer. These are the cloths that are covering the people you love. The man you 

have waited for and built a home with, this is the shirt enveloping his softness, 

giving him a home when he goes outside. These are the cloths enveloping your 

daughters, your only ones, when they venture out to the vulnerable outdoors. 

Breath in their childish smell, do not let them leave you, this age will never come 

back to you. Fold their dreams into the tights boulevard and the streets of slacks. 

Your love is a safety pin in their hearts.  

Hineni 

And you will stand, facing yourself and you will say loud and clear and your lips and your heart 

are one and you will spread your hands and breath deep and the sea will spread at your doorstep 

and you will dip and rise from the bath pure and clean with no blemish and you will face your 

God in front of the desert the city and the wall in front of your childhood self and in front of 

what you will be and you will roar that you have chosen life, chose yourself and you shall 

forgive yourself for all yesterday’s crimes and your will forgive those around you for what they 

have done today and you will find compassion for all creatures and your will find love for all 

your eyes caresses and you will know that you are one and your name is one. ֵמְך ַאַחד  ַאתְּ ַאַחת ּושְּ  

 הנני

ִדי  ִנָשא ִכי ִפי ַוַתַעמְּ ל ָרם וְּ קוֹּ ִרי בְּ אמְּ ֵמְך ַותֹּ ָעִלית מּול ַעצְּ תְּ וְּ ָטַבלְּ ָתֵרר וְּ ֵחְך ִהשְּ ִפתְּ ָים לְּ ק וְּ תְּ ָעמֹּ ָנַשמְּ תְּ ָיַדִיך וְּ ִלֵבְך ָשִוים ּוָפַשטְּ ְך וְּ
ָבר מּול ַהָים מּול ָהִעיר ַההוֹּ  ִדי מּול ֱאֹלַהִיְך מּול ַהִמדְּ אּום ַוַתַעמְּ ֵאין ָבְך מְּ ָרה ּוָבָרה וְּ הוֹּ ֵמְך ש  ֵמָהַרֲחָצה ּוטְּ דּות ּומּול ָמה מּול ַעצְּ ל ַהַילְּ

ֵמְך ַעל ִפשְּ  ַעצְּ תְּ לְּ ָסַלחְּ ֵמְך וְּ ַעצְּ תְּ בְּ תְּ ַבַחִיים ָבַחרְּ תְּ ִכי ָבַחרְּ ָשַאגְּ ָחה וְּ ִיי ַבִשכְּ ִתהְּ ם ָמה ש  ם ַהיוֹּ ִביך ַעל ַמֲעֵשיה  בְּ תְּ ַלּסוֹּ ָסַלחְּ ל וְּ מוֹּ תְּ ֵעי ָהא 
ָלה ַעל ָכל ָברּוא ּוָמָצאת בָ  מְּ ֵמְך ַאַחדּוָמָצאת ח  תדעיְּ ִכי ַאתְּ ַאַחת ּושְּ ָפה וְּ ר ֵעיֵנְך ִלטְּ ָכל ֲאש   .ְך ַאֲהָבה לְּ
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Reut Hamburger    She Enters the Café 

And when she entered the cafe, she adjusted a fold in her skirt, 

Gathered a stray lock of hair behind her ear, 

And said a short prayer: 

“May it be Your will, Lord, our God and the God of our ancestors 

That we will have fun, Amen. 

And let me not make a blooper. 

Let me rejoice in him and him in me. 

Let me open my heart, 

That I shall not unveil anything too early. 

Let me not judge too fast and not say “Yes, for sure, let us continue”, just because 

Perhaps – perhaps – perhaps. 

Even though I know in my guts, that 

NO! 

Let God grant his mouth and mine wisdom, 

Knowledge, smarts and sensitivity. 

And if possible, let that moment with the bill, at the end, not be too awkward. 

* 

And upon leaving the cafe she whispered a short prayer: 

“God, 

Just let my heart not break.” 

 

 
ּה, תָּׁ לָּׁ ִשמְּ ל בְּ ת ֵקפֶׁ רֶׁ ּדֶׁ סַּ ה מְּ תָּׁ יְּ ה, הָּׁ פֶׁ קָּׁ ֵבית הַּ ּה לְּ תָּׁ ִניסָּׁ   ּוִבכְּ

זֶׁן אֹּ ץ סֹוֵרר ֵמֲאחֹוֵרי הָּׁ וֹונְּ ת שְּ פֶׁ   אֹוסֶׁ

אֹומֶׁ  ה:וְּ רָּׁ צָּׁ ה קְּ ִפלָּׁ ת ּתְּ  רֶׁ

י ֲאבֹוֵתינּו, נֶׁיָך ה' ֱאֹלֵהינּו וַּאֹלהַּ פָּׁ צֹון ִמלְּ ִהי רָּׁ   יְּ

נּו ֵכיף. יֶׁה לָּׁ ִיהְּ ֵמן שֶׁ וַּאי אָּׁ לְּ   הַּ

ל יִָּׁדי, ה עַּ ִדיחָּׁ ר פָּׁ בַּ ע ּדְּ ֹּא יֱֶׁארַּ ל  שֶׁ

ח ִבי. מַּ ִישְּ ח בֹו וְּ מַּ שְּ אֶׁ  שֶׁ

ח ֵלב ּתַּ פְּ אֶׁ   שֶׁ

מַּ  ֵאין זְּ ה שֶׁ ֱחשף מַּ ֹּא אֶׁ ל שֶׁ  ּנֹו.וְּ

ק ִכי ִשיְך" רַּ ח, בֹוא נַּמְּ טַּ ִגיד "ֵכן, בֶׁ ֹּא אַּ ל שֶׁ י וְּ ֵהר ִמּדַּ ט מַּ פֹּ שְּ ֹּא אֶׁ ל   שֶׁ

י י־אּולַּ י־אּולַּ   אּולַּ

ן טֶׁ בֶׁ ת בַּ עַּ ֲאִני יֹודַּ רֹות שֶׁ מְּ   לַּ

ֹּא. ל   שֶׁ

ה ִמִפי ּוִמִפיו, מָּׁ כְּ ִיֵּתן ה' חָּׁ  שֶׁ

ִגישּות. בּונָּׁה ּורְּ ת, ּתְּ עַּ  ּדַּ

ר, שָּׁ פְּ ִאם אֶׁ ּסֹוף. וְּ בֹון בַּ שְּ חֶׁ זֶׁה ִעם הַּ ע הַּ טַּ קֶׁ ל הַּ יֶׁה ֵמִביְך כָּׁ ֹּא ִיהְּ ל  שֶׁ

* 

ה: רָּׁ צָּׁ ה קְּ ִפלָּׁ ת ּתְּ שֶׁ ה לֹוחֶׁ תָּׁ יְּ ה הָּׁ פֶׁ קָּׁ ּה ִמֵבית הַּ תָּׁ  ּוִביִציאָּׁ

  ֱאֹלִהים,

ֵלב. ֵבר ִלי הַּ ֹּא ִישָּׁ ל ק שֶׁ  רַּ
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Delicate Balance Sivan Har-Shefi 

Our Shabbat 

The one only I can bring in 

And only you can let go (leave, out) 

Holding two candles 

But when it ends they become one 

Two wicks in one candle 

For a new beginning 

In the beginning we were two faced 

The world was hanging by a spinal cord 

Now two spinal columns 

Are holding a home 

And when I bend a little, 

When you, delicate balance. 

 
 שפי-סיון הר, איזון עדין

נּו ת ֶשלָּ  ֶאת ַהַשבָּ

ה ְלַהְכִניס  ֶשַרק ֲאִני ְיכֹולָּ

ה יָּכֹול ְלהֹוִציא  ֶשַרק ַאתָּ

 .ַמְחִזיִקים ְשֵני ֵנרֹות

ד ּה ִנְהִיים ֶאחָּ ל ְבסֹופָּ  ֲאבָּ

ד  ְשֵתי ְפִתילֹות ְבֵנר ֶאחָּ

ה שָּ ה ֲחדָּ לָּ  .ְלַהְתחָּ

ִיינּו ּדּו  ְרצּוִפיןפַ -ּוְבֵראִשית הָּ

לּוי עֹולָּם יָּה תָּ ה הָּ  .ְבחּוט ִשְדרָּ

ה ו ְשֵני ַעּמּוֵדי ִשְדרָּ  ַעְכשָּ

 ַמְחִזיִקים ַבִית

ת ִמְתּכֹוֶפֶפת  ,ּוְכֶשֲאִני ְקצָּ

ה ִדין. ּוְכֶשַאתָּ  .ִאּזּון עָּ
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  LGBT 

 Come  Lyrics Miri Feigenbaum     Ivri Lider 

 בוא

 עברי לידר 

 בויםמילים: מירי פיגנ

 לחן: רמי קלינשטיין

 בוא נפזר את מסך הערפל עברי לידר

 בוא נעמוד באור ולא בצל 

 עד מתי נמשיך לברוח 

 אל משחקים של כוח 

 מותר לך לבכות לפעמים 

 כשמשהו נשבר בך בפנים 

 ספר לי קצת על רגעי הפחד 

 קל הרבה יותר לפחד ביחד 

 וכשרוחות קרות יסערו בחוץ 

 אשלח בך אש חמה 

 אחד אולי תפסיק לרוץ  יום

 בין הצללים בנשמה 

 בוא נפזר את מסך הערפל 

 בוא נעמוד באור ולא בצל 

 עד מתי נמשיך לברוח 

 אל משחקים של כוח 

 מותר לך לרעוד לפעמים 

 כשמשהו נפלא קורה בפנים 

 ספר לי קצת על רגעי האושר 

 עד שיעלה עלינו הבוקר 

 וכשרוחות קרות יסערו בחוץ 

 חמה אשלח בך אש 

 יום אחד אולי תפסיק לרוץ 

 בין הצללים בנשמה 

 ספר לי קצת על רגעי הפחד 

 קל הרבה יותר לפחד ביחד

 

  

Come, let us disperse the screen of fog 

Come, let us stand in the light and not in darkness 

How long will we keep running away 

To games of control? 

It is okay to cry sometimes 

When something breaks inside of you. 

  

Tell me a little about the moments of fear 

As it is much easier to be scared together. 

  

And when cold winds storm outside 

I will send you a scorching fire 

One day perhaps, you will stop running 

Among the shadows in the soul. 

  

Come, let us disperse the screen of fog 

Come, let us stand in the light and not in darkness 

How long will we keep running away? 

To games of control? 

It is okay to tremble sometimes 

When something wonderful is happening inside. 

  

Tell me a little about the moments of happiness 

Until the sun rises upon us. 

  

And when cold winds storm outside 

I will send to you a scorching fire 

One day maybe you will stop running 

Among the shadows in the soul.  

Tell me a little about the moments of fear 

As it is much easier to be scared together. 
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Tehila Goldberg    Turquoise the Tortoise 

See attached PDF or PPT 
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Challenges  

 I  Splits with Diaspora Jews 

I'm at #AIPAC2018, and I'm hearing the same question    Sarah Tuttle Singer 

What can American Jews do to support #Israel? 

I'm glad you're asking:  

Well, I will tell you one thing you DONT need to do. You don't need to defend our 

right to exist.  Because we exist. And we are strong and thriving. 

And in all we are, we have won the right to celebrate our country, and be criticized, 

too. 

Here's what you can do, and should do: 

Come visit Israel. 

Come see it in all its splendor... and all its ugliness, too. 

Have coffee at a cafe in the middle of the night in Rothschild, and look at the 

family with the kid sleeping on his father’s lap right next to you.  That kid is 

growing up in a world where the year is measured according to the Jewish 

calendar, protected by an army that is one of the strongest in the world, in a place 

where he never has to hide his Jewish star necklace under his shirt.  This is a 

beautiful thing, and something we should never take for granted. 

Visit our beaches.  Swim in the sea. But look at the memorial just north of Jaffa 

right near the water -- a memorial   for all those teenagers blown to smithereens on 

a Friday night.   

Go to Yad Vashem. Cry. Get angry. Swear out loud "never again." 

Visit all our holy sites if that's what moves you - but remember they're just stones. 

It's the people there that make them holy. 

Buy cucumbers and fresh strawberries and clementines in the Ramle Shuk, and 

take the train and the bus and look around at all the people. 

Get stuck in traffic. Get annoyed.  

Eat hummus.  

Go to checkpoints, too. And stay long enough to see how it really is if you aren't 

Jewish- if you're a Palestinian who just wants to get to work. Look everyone in the 

eye. 

Go to East Jerusalem and ask yourself why no one picks up the garbage or fixes 

the streets when East and West Jerusalem are meant to be Israel's "united and 

eternal capital."   

Mostly, talk to people. Lots of people. 

Talk to Jews, talk to Palestinians. And notice how both sides are exquisite 

and painful and true. 

And try to be comfortable with that.  
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But don't get too comfortable with what Israel's leadership is doing right now. 

I know we've all used that line about Israel being the only democracy in the Middle 

East... and while it's true, we are a democracy, we need to look something squarely 

in the face and talk about it before it's too late. Because this is what you can do to 

help: 

You may not know this but there are several measures that Israel has put in place 

or is putting in place to silence dissent. 

For instance, if an organization publicly commemorates the Nakba in Israel, they 

can lose state funding.  

Is coercively shutting down the narrative of the Palestinian citizens of Israel a sign 

of a healthy democracy? 

Or do you know about the law that was passed in 2011 which makes it possible to 

sue Israeli citizens who call for settlement boycotts?  

Is silencing criticism the sign of a healthy democracy? 

Or the fact that Israel can now ban both foreign national BDS activists AND even 

proud liberal Zionists (including many Jewish leaders and rabbis) who love Israel, 

oppose BDS, but are against the settlement enterprise and call for settlement 

boycotts from entering Israel?  

Look: I'm against BDS and boycotts, but I support the RIGHT to boycott... because 

boycotts and dissent are both signs of a healthy democracy. 

So what does it mean when we ban those who disagree? 

Look: I know a lot of Jewish Americans feel they shouldn't weigh in about internal 

Israeli matters -- but I call bullshit. And so does President Ruvi Rivlin. 

He says Israel is made up of five tribes:  

Secular. 

Religious nationalist  

Ultra-orthodox  

Arab 

And diaspora. 

That's you. 

Firmly part or our tribe. 

And we need you to weigh in: not only for moral reasons but for pragmatic ones: 

Most American Jews voted for Hillary - most young American Jews are 

progressive,  and  many are either checking out of the Israel conversation or they're 

ashamed of Israel -- because they are unable to reconcile their values with  what's 

happening in Israel and Palestine.  

The Occupation, settlement expansion, silencing voices of dissent in Israel, and 

casting out the stranger, goes against everything young American Jews are taught 

to celebrate and champion. 
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And there is so much worth celebrating and championing about Israel -- but the 

truth is we are in trouble.  

At this point, it isn't too late, but we are like that frog in the pot on the stove, and 

the water is freaking hot right now, and the steam is rising, and unless more 

American Jews who care about Israel speak up and say "we love you but this is 

unacceptable," you stand to lose an entire generation of caring Jewish American 

young people who won't be able to justify support of Israel because our 

government policies will be so out of whack with their values. 

So now is the time to stand as proud Zionists and condemn the Occupation. Yes, 

Israel needs strong, secure borders, but we are ruling over 2.5 million Palestinians 

in the process, and most of these people are just everyday ordinary folks who want 

to go to work, and take care of their kids, and maybe even drive to the beach on a 

hot summer day.  But they can’t, and while certainly their own leadership is flawed 

and to blame for many of their problems, we are to blame as well, we have taken 

big steps away from the two state solution we say we want, and we are responsible 

for taking the first steps to make it right.  After all, we know what it’s like to yearn 

for a homeland, and yearn to be free. 

And now is the time to stand with the tens of thousands of African asylum seekers, 

men and women and children literally prefer PRISON and detention centers to 

going back to face what they fell is certain death in Africa.    Because while their 

countries problems are NOT our fault, we have a responsibility here, because we 

Jews know what it’s like to be afraid and to be strangers in a strange land and seek 

refuge.  

 Because something irreplaceable is at stake, and that is Israel's Jewish and 

democratic soul, and we cannot lose that. 

So please: 

Come visit. Come see this place for yourself -- and challenge yourself beyond the 

basic tour of Masada and the Western Wall. Come see the miraculous things that 

will give you hope for Israel's future and our shared future, and come see the 

terrible things that we are doing, too -- things that will jeopardize our future unless 

we stop. 

That's what you can do to help - love us AND hold us accountable for the ideals we 

signed on to champion in our Declaration of Independence.   

That's what we need now more than ever before it's too late. 
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Mishael Zion     The Tale of Two Zions 

Video Clip 
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II  Splits Within  

Learn Haredi Nobility 

Reeducation a poem by Yosef Ozer 2018 

After the war I wanted to run away to another continent, 

I wanted distance, I wanted a passport to silence 

To save myself from here, from death, I found You, with You there is unity, wholeness  

Unity between yesterday and tomorrow. The security wall of returning a stolen soul 

One penny is as important as a hundred, and mainly… 

God is ancient, he forgives transgression, sing the Song of Songs, and candle light, the smell of 

Chulent. 

I agreed to hate anyone who is not Ben Torah (Observant) 

Rav Kanievsky said that Rav Oerbach deserves to be stoned. 

I agreed to hate Ben Gurion, to hate water sprinklers, Eucalyptus trees 

“Rejoice, rejoice now in the dream”1 

Yitzhak Ben Tzvi, “Believe the day will come”2 

You taught me “Those burnt in the ovens accuse..” 

I agreed to hate the National Water Carrier and all those who planed Moshavs and fields and 

water – 

Just like those who dug water holes for the pilgrims. And what did you dig? Or built? 

I agreed to hate all the forests planted by the Zionist heretics. 

The forests you are going to for picnics, 

Trees you did not plant. 

Forgetting who said to whom: “There is no foretold Apocalypse” 

On Israel’s fruit bearing trees hills. 

I agreed to mock the weeping on the eve of Independence Day. 

I went to visit my friend who was killed, on mount Herzl, secretly. 

To laugh at your jokes about the Hallel: “It is a Yom Tov (Holiday), did you make Kidush? 

How you told me while dressed in a nice white shirt – “It is more appropriate to say Mishnayot 

for the souls of the soldiers”. 

As if we said even a low calorie one at the Yeshiva, for them. 

I agreed to hate the sense of responsibility, the camaraderie, 

The good morning, the “And perhaps, these things never happened, 

Perhaps I never woke up at dawn to the garden..”3 

I agreed to hate the sweat of my brow. 

You remember how you taught me to say Hi? 

Without touching, one does not touch the hand. 

Bow your head, like that, forward and with a little angle, 

Facing the person, like that, you said, do not touch the hand. 

Learn some Haredi nobility, you are not like the Franks. 

I came to you to be part of the Garden of Truth, 

                                                           
1 A quote from a poem by Shaul Tchernichovsky – glorifying man’s free spirit 
2 Reference to an Israeli song expressing hope in peace 
3 Reference to a poem by the poet Rachel 
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A unifying Torah, the candle stick all come out of one structure –  

To say that we are all…one heart. 

Ha Ha Ha ! how you rejected my daughter 

And what I had to pay secretly so she is accepted to school – 

How you accepted my daughters into a segregated class until the head of school testified: 

He is not a Frank4, he is one of us. And I am after all a Frank son of a Frank father. 

 

And whose sons are you. It is not possible that you are the sons of a straying woman! 

I agreed to hate Bialik; that hour between sun and shadow, 

How beautiful is this tree, the soil, the cyclamen; 

Sometimes I was surprised, when I was shocked by two hundred and fifty thousand killed by the 

Tsunami: 

What do you care if Goyim die at the Tsunami? But it is written: 'My creations are drowning? 

You did not understand! Only God says this about the Egyptians during the Exodus! – 

To hate – the bastards who gave us the Health Fund so that every Jew has health. 

You better learn, because of this Health Fund there is now less Chessed and fewer people say 

psalms! 

It is a fact, it was not done by rabbis! Anything new is forbidden by Torah! 

To hate, to hate Zionists, who made the Health Fund- 

They destroyed faith, because God is the healer! 

I agreed to hate the cotton I had picked when I was 8 at the Moshav 

And it still tickles my fingers 

I agreed to hate the chicks I raised 

I agreed to hate the main water tap I opened 

And the rainbow that was so happy in the palace of water drops. 

I looked at the rainbow, and no cataract grew on my eyes, 

I agreed to accept forged checks from the rabbi, who created the yoke of Torah- 

I greed to hate everything you hinted at secretly or out loud 

I agreed to hate the non-white shirts 

I agreed to hate the guitar  

I took you for a model 

What did you teach me to love? 

 

 

 

  

                                                           
4 Derogatory name for Mizrachi Jews 
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ד מַּ ל ֲחֵרִדים, ִּתלְּ ִקים. ֲאִצילּות שֶׁ ענְּ רֶׁ פְּ ל הַּ מֹו כָּׁ ה לֹּא כְּ ּתָּׁ  אַּ

 חינוך מחדש. פואמה מאת יוסף עוזר

 30.07.18-פורסם ב

ת רֶׁ חֶׁ ת אַּ שֶׁ . יַּבֶׁ חַּ רֹּ ִציִתי ִלבְּ ִהיא רָּׁ ה הַּ מָּׁ חָּׁ ִמלְּ ר הַּ חַּ אַּ  ,לְּ

ה ִתיקָּׁ שְּ כֹון לַּ רְּ ִציִתי ּדַּ ק, רָּׁ חָּׁ רְּ ִציִתי מֶׁ  ,רָּׁ

ִמי  צְּ ֵלט עַּ מַּ ֵלמּותלְּ שְּ דּות, הַּ ֲאחְּ ם הָּׁ כֶׁ ם. ִאּתְּ כֶׁ תְּ אִתי אֶׁ צָּׁ ת, ּומָּׁ וֶׁ מָּׁ אן, ֵמהַּ  ִמכָּׁ

ה זּולָּׁ ש גְּ ת נֶׁפֶׁ בַּ כֹות ֲהשָּׁ ל ִהלְּ ֵגן שֶׁ מָּׁ ת הַּ ר, חֹומַּ חָּׁ מֹול ּומָּׁ תְּ ִאחּוד ֵבין אֶׁ  ,הָּׁ

ר ִעקָּׁ ה. ּובְּ ִדין ֵמאָּׁ ה כְּ רּוטָּׁ  — ִּדין פְּ

ר ִשיר שִ  וֹון, שָּׁ ִּתיק, נֹוֵשא עָּׁ ִמיןֱאֹלִהים עַּ  .יִרים. אֹור ֵנרֹות. ֵריחַּ חַּ

ה ן ּתֹורָּׁ ֵאינֹו בֶׁ ל ִמי שֶׁ ת כָּׁ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  .ִהסְּ

ִקילָּׁה יָּׁב סְּ ְך חַּ בָּׁ רְּ ב אֹויְּ רַּ הָּׁ ר שֶׁ מַּ ִקי אָּׁ סְּ יֶׁבְּ נְּ ב קַּ רָּׁ  .הָּׁ

טּוִסים ִליפְּ ֵאיקָּׁ ת הָּׁ ֵטרֹות, אֶׁ מְּ ֹּא מַּ נ יֹון, ִלשְּ ן גּורְּ ֹּא בֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ,ִהסְּ

חֲ  ת שַּ ל ֲחלֹומֹותאֶׁ ֲחִקי עַּ  .ִקי־שַּ

ֲאִמיִני יֹום יָּׁבֹוא ת הַּ ִבי, אֶׁ ן צְּ ק בֶׁ חָּׁ ת ִיצְּ  .אֶׁ

ֲאִשיִמים ִנים מַּ שָּׁ ִכבְּ רּוֵפי הַּ ם אֹוִתי: "שְּ ּתֶׁ דְּ  ,"ִלמַּ

ִים דֹות ּומַּ שָּׁ ב וְּ נּו מֹושָּׁ נְּ ִּתכְּ ִצי ּוִמי שֶׁ רְּ אַּ מֹוִביל הָּׁ ת הַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  — ִהסְּ

פַּ  חָּׁ מֹו זֶׁה שֶׁ םכְּ ִניתֶׁ ה בְּ ם? מַּ ּתֶׁ רְּ ם ֲחפַּ ּתֶׁ ה אַּ ל. ּומַּ גֶׁ רֶׁ עֹוֵלי הָּׁ  ?ר בֹורֹות לְּ

ִציֹוִנִיים ִרים הַּ כֹופְּ עּו הַּ ּנָּׁטְּ רֹות שֶׁ עָּׁ יְּ ל הַּ ת כָּׁ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ,ִהסְּ

ִניק ִפיקְּ ם לְּ ִכים ֲאֵליהֶׁ ם הֹולְּ ּתֶׁ אַּ רֹות שֶׁ עָּׁ יְּ  ,הַּ

ם ּתֶׁ עְּ טַּ ם נְּ ּתֶׁ ֹּא אַּ ל  .ֵעִצים שֶׁ

ִחים  ה ִמזֶׁהשֹוכְּ גֻׁלֶׁ ָך ֵקץ מְּ ה "ֵאין לְּ ל מַּ ר עַּ מַּ  ,"ִמי אָּׁ

ִרי ִאים ֲעֵצי פְּ ֵאל נֹושְּ רָּׁ ֵרי ִישְּ ל הָּׁ  .עַּ

אּות מָּׁ צְּ ֵבי יֹום עַּ רְּ עַּ ִכי בְּ בֶׁ ג לַּ עֹּ ִּתי ִללְּ מְּ כַּ  ,ִהסְּ

ל) צְּ רְּ ר הֶׁ הַּ אי בְּ ֲחשַּ ִליִתי בַּ רּוג עָּׁ הָּׁ ל ֲחֵבִרי הֶׁ  (אֶׁ

הַּ  ל הַּ ם עַּ כֶׁ לָּׁ ִדיחֹות שֶׁ בְּ ק ֵמהַּ חֹּ ִלצְּ ִשיתָּׁ ִקּדּושוְּ יֹום יֹום טֹוב, עָּׁ  ?"ֵלל: "הַּ

ה חֹורָּׁ ה צְּ צָּׁ לְּ חֻׁ ה, בְּ ם ִלי, ֲענּוִבים יָּׁפֶׁ ּתֶׁ רְּ בַּ  — ֵאיְך ִהסְּ

יִָּׁלים" חַּ ת הַּ מַּ ִעלּוי ִנשְּ נָּׁיֹות לְּ ר ִמשְּ  ,"יֹוֵתר נָּׁכֹון לֹומַּ

ת חַּ נָּׁה אַּ ה ִמשְּ ִשיבָּׁ יְּ נּו בַּ רְּ מַּ ם אָּׁ עַּ ִאלּו ֵאי פַּ  כְּ

יֹו לֹורְּ ת קָּׁ לַּ יִָּׁליםּדַּ חַּ ת הַּ מַּ ִעלּוי ִנשְּ  .ת לָּׁ

ֲחֵברּות ת הַּ יּות, אֶׁ ֲחרָּׁ אַּ ת חּוש הָּׁ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ,ִהסְּ

ִרים ֵמעֹולָּׁם בָּׁ ּדְּ יּו הַּ ֹּא הָּׁ י... ל אּולַּ ת "וְּ ר טֹוב, אֶׁ קֶׁ בֹּ ת הַּ  ,אֶׁ

ן גַּ ר לַּ חַּ ִּתי ִעם שַּ מְּ כַּ ֹּא ִהשְּ י... ל אּולַּ  ..."וְּ

פַּ  ת אַּ ת ֵזעַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  .יִהסְּ

לֹום ר שָּׁ ם אֹוִתי לֹומַּ ּתֶׁ דְּ ִרים ֵאיְך ִלמַּ  ?זֹוכְּ

יָּׁד ִעים בַּ ֹּא נֹוגְּ ה. ל ִגיעָּׁ ֹּא נְּ ל  .לְּ

זִָּׁוית ת בְּ צָּׁ ה ּוקְּ ִדימָּׁ ה, קָּׁ כָּׁ רֹּאש כָּׁ ת הָּׁ ִפים אֶׁ כֹופְּ  ,מְּ

יָּׁד ִעים בַּ ֹּא נֹוגְּ ם, ל ּתֶׁ רְּ ה ֲאמַּ כָּׁ ם, כָּׁ נָּׁדָּׁ בֶׁ  .מּול הַּ

 ֹּ ה ל ּתָּׁ ל ֲחֵרִדים. אַּ ד, ֲאִצילּות שֶׁ מַּ ִקיםִּתלְּ ענְּ רֶׁ פְּ ל הַּ מֹו כָּׁ  .א כְּ

ת ֱאמֶׁ ן הָּׁ ק ִמגַּ יֹות ֵחלֶׁ ִביל ִלהְּ ם ִבשְּ אִתי ֲאֵליכֶׁ  ,בָּׁ

ת חַּ ה אַּ שָּׁ ִאים ִמִמקְּ ה יֹוצְּ נֹורָּׁ מְּ ֵני הַּ ת, קְּ דֶׁ חֶׁ אַּ ה מְּ  — ּתֹורָּׁ

ד חָּׁ נּו... ֵלב אֶׁ כֻׁלָּׁ ִגיד שֶׁ הַּ  .לְּ

ת ִבִּתי ם אֶׁ ִחיתֶׁ ה! ֵאיְך ּדְּ ה חָּׁ ה חָּׁ  חָּׁ

ּסֵ  ִּתי בַּ מְּ ה ִשלַּ ִמינָּׁרּומַּ ּסֶׁ ֵנס לַּ ִּתכָּׁ ֵדי שֶׁ ר ִבכְּ  — תֶׁ
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נֵַּהל ֵהִעיד מְּ הַּ ד שֶׁ ִתית. עַּ ה ֲעדָּׁ ִכּתָּׁ י לְּ נֹותַּ ת בְּ ם אֶׁ ּתֶׁ נַּסְּ  :ֵאיְך ִהכְּ

ק ענְּ רֶׁ ל פְּ א שֶׁ בָּׁ ן אַּ ק בֶׁ ענְּ רֶׁ ֲהֵרי ֲאִני פְּ נּו, וַּ לָּׁ ק, הּוא ִמשֶׁ ענְּ רֶׁ ֹּא פְּ  ,הּוא ל

ר שֶׁ  שָּׁ פְּ ֹּא, ִאי אֶׁ ם. ל ּתֶׁ ֵני ִמי אַּ ם בְּ ּתֶׁ אַּ ּדּותוְּ רְּ מַּ ֲעוַּת הַּ ֵני נַּ ם בְּ ּתֶׁ  !אַּ

ֵצל ה לְּ מָּׁ ת ֵבין חַּ עַּ ת שְּ יָּׁאִליק, אֶׁ ת בְּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ,ִהסְּ

ת פֶׁ קֶׁ רַּ ת הָּׁ ה, אֶׁ מָּׁ ֲאדָּׁ ת הָּׁ ן זֶׁה, אֶׁ ה ִאילָּׁ ה יָּׁפֶׁ ת מַּ  .אֶׁ

ף ֵמִתים  לֶׁ ֲחִמִשים אֶׁ ִים וַּ אתַּ ִּתי ִממָּׁ ֲעזַּעְּ ּדַּ ִהזְּ שֶׁ ע, כְּ ּתָּׁ פְּ ִייִתי מֻׁ ִמים הָּׁ עָּׁ ִמיִלפְּ צּונָּׁ  :בַּ

ִעים י טֹובְּ ה יָּׁדַּ ֲעשֶׁ תּוב: מַּ ל כָּׁ ִמי? ֲאבָּׁ צּונָּׁ ֵמִתים גֹוִיים בַּ ָך שֶׁ ת לְּ פַּ ה ִאכְּ  ?...מַּ

ִים רַּ ת ִמצְּ ִרים ִביִציאַּ ִמצְּ ל הַּ ק ֱאֹלִהים עַּ ת זֶׁה אֹוֵמר רַּ ! אֶׁ ּתָּׁ נְּ ֹּא ֵהבַּ  ! — ל

ֹּא  נ ת חֹוִלים  —ִלשְּ פַּ נּו קֻׁ ֱעִניקּו לָּׁ הֶׁ ֵבלֹות שֶׁ ּנְּ ת הַּ ִריאּותאֶׁ יֶׁה בְּ הּוִדי ִּתהְּ ל יְּ כָּׁ לְּ  .שֶׁ

ִהִלים) ר ּתְּ ֲחתּו לֹומַּ ד ּופָּׁ סֶׁ חֶׁ ת הַּ חַּ ה, פָּׁ ֵאלֶׁ ת חֹוִלים הָּׁ פַּ קֻׁ ל הַּ לַּ ד: ִבגְּ מַּ  (!ִּתלְּ

ה  ּדָּׁ ה —עֻׁבְּ ּתֹורָּׁ סּור ִמן הַּ ש אָּׁ דָּׁ ת זֶׁה! ִכי חָּׁ שּו אֶׁ ִנים עָּׁ בָּׁ ֹּא רַּ  !ל

ת חֹו פַּ שּו קֻׁ ֹּא ִציֹוִנים, עָּׁ נ ֹּא, ִלשְּ נ  — ִליםִלשְּ

ֵשם רֹוֵפא חֹוִלים סּו ֱאמּונָּׁה ִכי הַּ רְּ  !הָּׁ

ִגיל  ִּתי בְּ פְּ טַּ קָּׁ נָּׁה שֶׁ כֻׁתְּ ת הַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ ב 8ִהסְּ מֹושָּׁ  בַּ

י עֹותַּ בְּ צְּ ת אֶׁ ת אֶׁ גֶׁ ּדֶׁ גְּ דַּ ִין מְּ ֲעדַּ  וַּ

ִּתי לְּ ִגּדַּ רֹוִחים שֶׁ פְּ אֶׁ ת הָּׁ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ִהסְּ

שִ  ת הַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ ִּתיִהסְּ חְּ תַּ פָּׁ ר שֶׁ  יבֶׁ

ִים מַּ מֹון ִטפֹות הַּ רְּ ל אַּ כָּׁ ת בְּ רֶׁ שֶׁ אֻׁ ה מְּ תָּׁ יְּ הָּׁ ת שֶׁ שֶׁ קֶׁ ת הַּ אֶׁ  וְּ

ֵעינִַּים ל הָּׁ לּוִלים עַּ בַּ חּו ִלי ּתְּ מְּ ֹּא צָּׁ ל ת, וְּ שֶׁ קֶׁ ִּתי בַּ לְּ כַּ ּתַּ ִהסְּ  .וְּ

ה ל ּתֹורָּׁ ּה שֶׁ ב, ֵמִקים עֻׁלָּׁ רַּ זֻׁיִָּׁפים ֵמהָּׁ 'ִקים מְּ ֵבל צֶׁ קַּ ִּתי לְּ מְּ כַּ  — ִהסְּ

לּוי גָּׁ ר ּובְּ ֵּסתֶׁ ם בַּ ּתֶׁ זְּ מַּ רְּ ה שֶׁ ל מַּ ת כָּׁ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ִהסְּ

נֹות בָּׁ ֵאינָּׁן לְּ צֹות שֶׁ לְּ חֻׁ ת הַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ִהסְּ

ה רָּׁ ִגיטָּׁ ת הַּ ֹּא אֶׁ נ ִּתי ִלשְּ מְּ כַּ  ִהסְּ

ל ם מֹודֶׁ כֶׁ ִאיִתי בָּׁ  .רָּׁ

ב ֱאהֹּ ם אֹוִתי לֶׁ ּתֶׁ דְּ ה ִלמַּ  ?מַּ
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Agi Mishol   A Post for the Poet Rachel 

 

I sang for you my land 

I pressed a trail with my feet too 

My hand planted a tree 

And I walked with Uri my son slowly 

In the garden trails. 

But I will not glorify her name 

With spoils of war 

And Deeds of heroism 

Much waters ran down river Sorek 

Since the kikayon 

The pear trees flowered and withered 

Distant lights winked and faded 

Idiom after idiom  

Are crashing backwards 

My poems are also emigrating 

Dress up in foreign languages 

No visa 

No passport 

I am packing everything by my self 

Except for hidden weeping 

No one gave me anything 

To carry. 
 
 

  

 

TO MY LAND   RACHEL 

I have not sung to you, my country, 
not brought glory to your name 
with great heroic deeds 
or the spoils a battle yields. 
But on the shores of the Jordan 
my hands have planted a tree, 
and my feet have made a pathway 
through your fields. 
 
Modest are the gifts I bring you. 
I know this, mother. 
Modest, I know, the offerings 
of your daughter: 
Only an outburst of song 
on a day when the light flares up, 
only a silent tear 
for your poverty.  
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     אל ארצי
  

 
 ,לא שרתי לך ארצי
 ולא פיארתי שמך

 בעלילות גבורה
 .בשלל קרבות

 רק עץ ידי נטעו
 ,חופי ירדן שוקטים

 רק שביל כבשו רגלי
 .על פני שדות

 
 
 

 ,אכן דלה מאוד
 ,ידעתי זאת, האם

 אכן דלה מאוד
 מנחת בתך

 רק קול תרועת הגיל
 ,ביום יגה האור

 רק בכי במסתרים
 .עלי עניך

 
 

  

 פוסט לרחל

* * * 

ִצי, רְּ אַּ ִּתי לְּ רְּ  שַּ

ִביל  ם שְּ י,גַּ לַּ גְּ שּו רַּ בְּ  כָּׁ

י עּו יָּׁדַּ  ֵעץ נָּׁטְּ

ט אַּ ִּתי לְּ עְּ סַּ ִני פָּׁ ִעם אּוִרי בְּ  וְּ

ן, גָּׁ ִביֵלי הַּ  ִבשְּ

ּה מָּׁ ת שְּ ֵאר אֶׁ ֹּא ֲאפָּׁ ְך ל  אַּ

בֹות רָּׁ ל קְּ לַּ ל שְּ  עַּ

ֲעִלילֹות.  וַּ

ֹוֵרק שֹּ מּו בַּ ִבים זָּׁרְּ ִים רַּ  מַּ

יֹון, ִקיקָּׁ ז הַּ  ֵמאָּׁ

לּו, נָּׁבְּ חּו וְּ רְּ ס פָּׁ גָּׁ  ֲעֵצי אַּ

ח בּואֹורֹות רְּ כָּׁ צּו וְּ רְּ  ֹוִקים קָּׁ

ר ִניב חַּ ִניב אַּ  וְּ

חֹור. אָּׁ ה לְּ ִסים פֹּ  קֹורְּ

ץ רֶׁ אָּׁ ִדים ֵמהָּׁ י יֹורְּ ם ִשירַּ  גַּ

פֹות זָּׁרֹות שָֹּּׁ ים לְּ שִֹּ פָּׁ חֻׁ  מְּ

ִלי ִויזָּׁה  בְּ

כֹון, רְּ ִלי ּדַּ  בְּ

ד בַּ זֶׁת לְּ ל ֲאִני אֹורֶׁ כֹּ  הַּ

ִרים ּתָּׁ ִמסְּ ִכי בַּ חּוץ ִמבְּ  וְּ

ר בָּׁ ן ִלי דָּׁ ֹּא נָּׁתַּ  ִאיש ל

ֲעִבי הַּ  ר.לְּ
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 אגי משעול , קבלת שבת
 קּוס אֹוְחתֹו ֶּכֶתם ַהֶחֶסד

ִזי  ֶשִהְתַפֵשט ֵמחָּ
עֹולָּם  ְלתֹוְך הָּ

ת ַהַּמְלּכָּה  ְוֶשִתְקפֹּץ ִלי ַשבָּ
ל ְבֵני דֹוֶדיהָּ   ִעם ּכָּ
עֹוף ַבַתּנּור  ְוִעם הָּ

ִבי ְוִאִּמי  ְואָּ
לַ  הּוְבעָּ ַדי ְוַהַחּמָּ  י ִוילָּ

ה סֹוף סֹוף  ְשִּנְסַתְלקָּ
נֹות ִאילָּ אֵשי הָּ  ֵמרָּ

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shabbat the Queen (excerpt)    H. N. Bialik  

The sun o’er the treetops no longer is seen; 

Come, let us go forth and greet Sabbath the Queen. 

Behold her descending, the holy and blest, 

And with her the angels of peace and of rest. 

Welcome, welcome, queen and bride, 

Welcome, welcome, queen and bride. 

Peace be unto you, angels of peace.  

Kabalat Shabbat / Welcoming Shabbat Agi Mishol 

Fuck the stain of grace 

That spread out from my chest 

Into the world 

 

Shabbat the queen can suck it up 

With all its cousins 

With the chicken in the oven 

My father and my mother 

And my husband and my kids as well as the sun 

That finally left 

The top of the trees. 
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Almog Behar 

Ana min al yahoud – I'm one of the Jews / Almog Behar 
Translated by Vivian Eden 

At that time, my tongue twisted around and with the arrival of the month of Tammuz the Arabic 

accent got stuck in my mouth, deep down in my throat. Just like that, as I was walking down the 

street, the Arabic accent of Grandfather Anwar of blessed memory came back to me and no 

matter how hard I tried to extricate it from myself and throw it away in one of the public trash 

cans I could not do it. I tried and tried to soften the glottal `ayyin, the way my mother had in her 

childhood, because of the teacher and the looks from the other children, but strangers passing by 

just rooted me to the spot; I tried to soften the pharyngeal fricative het and pronounce it 

gutturally, I tried to make the tsaddi sound less like an "s" and I tried to get rid of that glottal 

Iraqi quf and pronounce it like "k," but the effort failed. And policemen started to head 

assertively towards me on the streets of Jerusalem, pointing at me and my black beard with a 

threatening finger, whispering among themselves in their vehicles, stopping me and inquiring as 

to my name and my identity. And for every passing policeman on the street I would want to stop 

walking and pull out my identity card and point out the nationality line and tell them, as if I were 

revealing a secret that would absolve me of tremendous guilt: "Ana min al yahoud, I'm a Jew. 

"But suddenly my identity card started to vanish precisely when I was very much in need of it. 

And thus, every evening and every morning the police would arrest me without anything in my 

wallet that would agree to protect me. Then at home I would find the identity card rolled up 

between two NIS 20 bills, or in my pocket outside my wallet I would find my driver's license as 

though I had taken it out for some reason, or in my knapsack among the papers my military 

reserve service card would appear as though I had forgotten it there unintentionally. But when 

the policemen stopped in front of me I couldn't find any document at all that would tell them 

about my past and my future. And then I would start to make phone calls, telling the policeman, 

look, it's only since yesterday that my accent has been Arab like this, heavy like this, and it isn't 

even Palestinian, it's Iraqi, and you don't look to me like you spoke Yiddish in your parents' 

home yourself, maybe you learned it somewhere outside, maybe your own grandfather had an 

accent like mine and listen, I'm calling friends, my friends, listen to what a beautiful accent they 

have, Hebrew as Hebrew should be spoken, without any accent, and if these are 

my friends, then who am I. 

But all of a sudden my Ashkenazi friends weren't answering me at all, they wouldn't hear the 

plea of my ringing and only in the evening or the next day would they call me back, ask what I 

wanted and refuse to identify my voice. And I'd remain standing there facing the policemen all 

alone and start to call my friends whose parents were from Aleppo or Tripoli or Tunisia saying 

maybe their Hebrew is not perfect, it isn't so pure, but nevertheless it's better than mine. And 

they'd answer right away, not hesitating at the sound of the ringing, and suddenly they too had 

such a heavy Arab accent and they'd be listening to some meandering oud in the background or 

some persistent qanoun, and they'd greet me with "ahlan bik" and call me "ya habibi" and ask me 

"ashlonek" and take their leave of me with "salamatek" and what could the policemen do, how 

could they believe me, after all of my friends had abandoned me, that I was an Israelite and not 

an Ishmaelite. And then they'd check me slowly, rummaging in my clothes, going over my body 

with metal detectors, stripping me of words and thoughts in their thorough silence, searching 

deep in the layers of my skin for a grudge, seeking an explosive belt, an explosive belt in my 

heart, eager to defuse any suspicious object. And when the policemen presented themselves to 

me in pairs, the one would say to his companion a few minutes into their examination, look, he's 
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circumcised, he really is a Jew, this Arab, and the other one would say, an Arab is also 

circumcised, and explosive belts don't care about circumcision, and they would continue their 

search. And really, during the time when I left my body to them explosive belts began to be born 

on my heart, swelling and refusing to be defused, thundering and thundering. But as they were 

not made of steel or gunpowder they succeeded in evading the mechanical detectors. 

In the end, when the policemen had left me alone, I would continue on my way from the 

beautiful Belgian Consulate building and the circle at the top of Jabotinsky Street and walk down 

Marcus Street to the Jerusalem Theater. There I would wait to see some American film 

plentifully endowed with Oscars, but suddenly there was no theater at the end of the street, and 

suddenly it wasn't Marcus Street, it was a street with an Arabic name, and the house had gone 

back to being Arab, and so did the Belgian Consulate, and the people in the yards, family by 

family, were Arabs, not only construction workers, not only street cleaners and renovators. 

2. 

And I would start to walk the streets of Katamon and the streets of Talbieh and the streets of 

Baqa and instead of seeing the wealthy Jerusalemites who had gathered there in the spacious 

homes, and instead of reading there on the street signs "Kovshei Katamon" and "Yordei Hasira," 

I'd once again see the wealthy Palestinians, and they were the way they had been before the 1948 

war, as if there had never been a 1948 war. I see them and they are strolling in the yards among 

the fruit trees and picking fruit as though the newspapers had not told them that the trees would 

wither, that the land would be filled with refugees. And it was as though time had gone through 

another history, a different history, and I remembered that I had asked my mother why we talked 

history so much, enough history, we've had enough of history, because this history binds me, 

leaving nothing inside me, and also nothing inside you. 

And really, we have become so fixed in our history, and extinguished, but here for a moment 

history has followed a different trajectory. And I would walk through the wealthy Palestinians' 

streets, and I thought that perhaps they would speak to me respectfully, not like the policemen. I 

hoped that I would be able to tell them how much I had read about the writer and educator Khalil 

al Sakakini, and how much I wanted to make friends with his grandchildren, and I would walk 

among them, approaching their yards and I do not succeed in mingling with them because all I 

have at my disposal is Hebrew with an Arabic accent and my Arabic, which doesn't come from 

my home but from the army, is suddenly mute, strangled from my throat, cursing itself without 

uttering a word, hanging in the suffocating air of the refuges of my soul, hiding from family 

members behind the shutters of Hebrew. And all the time, when I tried to speak to them in the 

small, halting vocabulary of the Arabic I knew, what came out was Hebrew with an Arabic 

accent, until they thought that I was ridiculing them, and had my accent not been so Iraqi, had it 

not been for that, they would have been certain that I was making fun of them. 

But like that, with the accent, they were confused, they thought I was making fun of the Iraqis, 

the Saddam Husseins, or maybe some old Iraqi who had kept his accent but forgotten his 

language. And I didn't make friends there even though I wanted to, and I remembered how I had 

once heard an uncle of mine say of those Arabs of the wealthy neighborhoods of Jerusalem, they 

are effendis, they wear Western suits and tarboushes on their heads, and I heard the word effendi 

at that time with a kind of scorn, even though now I can remember that he hadn't said it that way 

and I had heard the scorn as though I were some Palmachnik in sandals and shorts who scorns 

the 

Arab landowners and praises his own holy socialism and that of all the Zionists. They are 

effendis, my uncle told me, and he meant it respectfully, but I had lost their language and they 
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didn't know my language and between us remained the distance of the police forces and the 

generations. 

On my way back home, only the bus drivers were accepting of my accent, knowing that it is 

impossible to expect what the accent of a passenger who boards a bus in Jerusalem might be. 

And my heart did not know I had returned to my heart, he didn't know, and my fears didn't know 

they had all returned to me, they did not know. 

3. 

And thus my voice was replaced by my grandfather's voice, and suddenly those streets that had 

become so accustomed to his death and his disappearance and his absence from them began to 

hear his voice again. And suddenly that beautiful voice, which had been entirely in my past, 

started coming out of me and not as a beggar and not asking for crumbs, but truly my voice, my 

voice strong and clear. And the streets of Jerusalem that had grown accustomed to my silence, to 

our silence, had a very hard time with the speech, and would silence the voice, gradually telling 

it careful, telling me careful, telling me I am alien telling me my silences are enough. And 

despite my fear, and even though this voice was foreign from the distance of two generations of 

forgetting, I spoke all my words in that accent, because there was speech in me that wanted to 

come out and the words would change on me as they came out of the depths of my throat. And a 

stranger who didn't know me would have thought that I was a loyal grandson, and would not 

have known how much I had piled non-memory on memory over the years, and would not have 

guessed how much my memory had blurred and how many times, how many, many times, I had 

not made the connection to my grandfather on my lips. 

And when I returned home from that first walk in the streets with my new accent and the 

policeman's searches of my body, my life's companion wondered about my voice, and as she 

spoke to me and advised me to stop she was infected by my transformation and her lips 

connected to a jumble of her father's Yemenite Arabic accent and her mother's Istambouli Ladino 

accent. And a few days later, she began coming home from work with reports that there was 

anxiety going around the different departments and a small plague was spreading among the 

people at her office and the old accents that were hoped to have vanished are coming out again. 

And a small item in the 

margins of one of the major newspapers revealed that the security authorities are keeping track 

of who has been infected by whom with the forbidden accents, and there is already concern that 

the country will be filled with Arabs, many, many Arabs, and therefore they have decided to 

reinforce the radio with announcers whose Hebrew is so pure that we will feel alien in our 

speech. And shortly thereafter, my life's companion was explaining to me in an unsteady voice, 

one moment veering north to the Straits of the Bosporus and one minute veering south towards 

the Gulf of Aden, that this dybbuk was also haunting Ashkenazim. For them, the change would 

develop more slowly, she prophesized, because their children were convinced that their parents' 

accent and their grandparents' accent had originally been American, and they have less concrete 

memories of their old speech. But in a little while the Polish and the Hungarian and the 

Rumanian and the German and the Ukrainian accents will be heard again in the streets, and this 

is what is most feared by those who are responsible for public security, their fear being that they 

will no longer be able to find announcers to send to the armies of the radio and teachers will not 

be found to instruct our children in the secret of the correct accent. 

And despite her prophecies of a huge wave of change, my parents stood staunchly against me 

and against the plague, remembering the years of effort they had invested to acquire their clean 

accent, and they began to hint strongly to me to cease and desist, reminding me of my plans to 
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study. And they would ask me earnestly what could I do, how I could cover up my longings, my 

longings so suddenly in this voice that is so foreign to me, and I am so sorry and regretful that it 

is coming out of me, but I can't, I can't stop it just like that in a single moment, because there is 

no barrier inside me and no brakes. If you persist in this speech that keeps coming out of you, 

you will distance yourself from the scholarships, said my father, and he was very, very right, if 

you don't come back to our plain speech, what will become of you, said my mother, and she was 

very, very right. In all my interviews all the professors and the women professors were very 

surprised at my accent, trying to find a different speech in me, something more like university 

speech, more academic, even though the words were almost the same words, perhaps a bit more 

broken. How will you go on if you speak like this, they said plaintively, and they are very 

concerned about my future, and neither my heart's ruined tranquillity nor my heart's broken 

stones nor my heart's sharp corners could help lift the decree from me. But during those days of 

their worry my ears were not opened to hearing them, and my language became deaf and their 

accent became alien to me and distant, and I took pleasure as cycles of the moon went by and my 

life companion's prophesies were being fulfilled and the streets of Jerusalem were changing and 

my own parents were alone in their non-transformation. And I revealed to her ear that I had 

started to write my stories in Arabic letters, and soon the important departments would be 

shocked again. And some days later she came home to tell me that the department heads had 

laughed and said, let him write like that. Let him write stories that only he can read, his parents 

or his children will not read them and our children will not fall into the danger and, if he applies, 

we will give him all the government prizes for Arabic literature without having read a word in 

his books. 

And of course the department heads were right, and my wife began to prophesize the future in 

Ladino proverbs, telling me this proverb my mother had used and though I don't remember how 

she said it in her language, I do remember the accent. This is the last visit of health before death, 

she would whisper and then begin to explain, these are death throes and not the resurrection and 

in the highest of the departments they already know, they've decided that it is possible to relax, 

they will assign job slots for correct Hebrew speech and everyone will think back to the source 

of his income, earning his living and his family's penury, and then regular Hebrew will return as 

if there had never been a plague. 

4. 

And my heart began to give indications in my voices, saying this is my voice and this is not my 

voice, this is a lamed coming out of my mouth and this is an alien quf, alien to my heart. And I 

would slow down the pace of my thoughts, in order to think, to think about my thoughts and not 

only about my thoughts, but I had no time and I would scatter words to the wind like the sea salt 

that certainly no one is scattering into the sea. And my grandfather would speak to me, asking 

me in my voice whether there is any end to this story, and why is this history of mine mixed up 

with yours, how I have come to trouble your life, I am the generation of the desert and how have 

you arisen to renew me. You are the generation for which we waited so that there would be no 

difference between its past and the past of its teachers, because our past was already very painful 

and we remained in the desert for the birds of prey to eat us for your sake, so that you would not 

remember me, so that you would not be hurting like me and how is it that your teeth are again 

biting into my words and where, the 

Districts of Jerusalem are different, there are no teahouses, there is no Tigris River flowing 

through the city for pity's sake, but I did not meet my death in Jerusalem, nor in the city of my 

birth, but rather in the desert between them, a great desert of silence. Build extensions in your 
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heart, my grandson, he would say to me, make many departments, and lodge me in one of the 

hidden departments, and live in the rest of them. Or move into the silence department, because 

the change that you thought is occurring is too simple, and what is going to change if a different 

accent is spoken? Will I live again, will you live my new life? Enough of the streets for you, go 

to your parents, my accent will not convince them, and they know it and have already raised the 

flags of many revolts. Perhaps silence will put the present's fear of the past and of the future into 

their hearts. And why you don’t show them your story, perhaps that way they will wake up, said 

my grandfather from the dead, almost making me swear an oath. 

And I started to measure my silences, this is a day's silence, this is a week's silence, this is a 

month's silence, well-framed inside the walls of my house, and no mouth opens and no window 

opens and the scenes of the profane do not come in, but there is nothing sacred either, and 

nothing is subtracted and nothing is added. And everything is the voice of my silences, my 

silences are many, many silenced words, and I am not being, and I am not becoming, and there is 

no end to the story and there is no before there was the story, there is no beginning. And I was 

silent for more and more time, until my parents would say speak, if you don't speak how will you 

get a scholarship, how will you continue your studies and what will you do with your life, and 

where are your smiles and where have they gone into hiding, speak, speak in any accent because 

the fear of silence has descended upon us. 

5. 

There is no Tigris flowing through Jerusalem, and its murmur does not silence the borders that 

rise up against us, the borders that separate myself from myself. I am not here not there, not East 

not West, not my voice now and not the voices of my past, and what will happen in the end. I 

walk through the streets mute and also somewhat deaf. This time only my appearance worries the 

police, my thick beard and my stubbornness not to utter a word. Again the month of Tammuz is 

waning in me and despite the heat I wrap myself in coats to cover up the explosives belt of my 

heart. And thus out of the policemen's devotion to duty I am brought to the jail and my 

parents come after me, to see their son and where he is being taken. 

I stay silent in front of my parents, and how they will respond, I stay silent in front of my parents 

and give them all my stories that I had concealed from them, hinting here I have written about 

you, Mother, and here about you, Father. Here I have written poems of opposition to Hebrew in 

Hebrew. I give them many more signs, because I have no other language to write in, out of so 

much shame you have not bequeathed me anything. And these times prohibit me poetry and 

force me to sing, and while they are crowding in on me, crowds and crowds, crowding in on you 

too, and the language that has become my language is commanding me to pour my soul in it, to 

be an empty flute for its gusts, until together we produce a sound, and together we would become 

nay – an arab flute, we would be disguised as a different language, an absent language. And this 

really is the same story, recurring over and over again, how many stories do I have, Mother, 

Father, how many stories does a person have? Each time he tries to tell the story in different 

words, each time he tries to resolve the unsolved story a bit differently, and aren't you identifying 

your own story here, nevertheless your silence has told me a little. Look, now I've tried to write 

the story in the Arabic accent, but what has come of it. Look where we are meeting. Take them, 

read my story, Mother Father, read all my stories that I have hidden from you for many years, 

you too are the same exile, the same silence, the same alienation between heart and body and 

between thought and speech, perhaps you will know how the plot will be resolved. 

And the first speech my parents uttered was a denial, Father said this is not our son and this is 

not the beard we have raised, said Mother, and where, we don't have this accent, they said in 
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chorus to the officials, he had nowhere to inherit this accent from, not from the nuclear family, 

his grandfather Anwar died before he was born, our son wasn't there. 

And the second speech they uttered was the implication that if thou doest not well we shall go 

home from the jail disappointed in the cycle of generations and if thou doest well and drop the 

stories, this story, this speech and this silence and speak to us in our language, we will stay here 

with you until you are judged fit to go free, until all of us together are judged. 

And my parents did not know that I had returned to their heart, they did not know, and they did 

not know that all of their fears had returned to me, they did not know. 

Adar Bet, 5765, Jerusalem (March-April 2005) 
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