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The Justice Platter

Yehoshua Sobol

Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel
Korazim

And the land will quake, the ruler’s eye will bleed

While old lies are spread in abundance

And the nation will stand — in shock but still breathing
Receiving assurances from the one who breached its trust
It will face the lies, sitting across from the liar

The one who sows hatred, chaos and terror.

Then a girl and a boy emerge

And together they march, side by side, at the head of the nation.

Strong-voiced and speaking directly.

To Balfour Street they go in their multitudes, multitudes
They do not sell their souls, nor dirty their hands

With bribery, deception and breach of trust.

Weary of the deception that comes from those in power
Fearless young men and women

Approach the gate and stand still

Until the corrupt one comes out and stands to be judged.
Then the brainwashed, fearful nation will ask:

Who are you? And her children will answer with
Wisdom and reason:

We, all of us, together

Will, without fear, restore the State of Israel.

Thus they will say: We will guard her soul by day and by night
And the rest will be told in the annals of Israel.
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And We Shall Live Avraham Chalfi

Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim

Life was lost, lost - and we shall live.

And we shall live, and mock you, Death.

This is how we shall live - linking arms and strength
With the majestic splendor of immortality.

We shall breathe. Yes, with rage we shall breathe — and we shall live,

Even if fear shuts our mouths.

Should one still fear? Fear what, God,
After the losses we saw?

We shall breathe. Rage. Live. And mock
Even if your heavens will fall upon us,
Life is lost. But we shall scream

The scream of our immortality.
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Prayer Avraham Chalfi

Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim
I know not words from which prayer is born.

All the words are lost in my voice like the silent darkness.

Yet my eyes can still see the light of a child’s eyes.

They can still see a star of unparalleled splendor.

And mothers with worried faces leading their little ones to the light.
What will become of them? What?

Hear their happiness breathing like the spring,
That seems to be never-ending.

I will kneel in front of the image of God

Even when it is hidden from my eyes.

Do not harm the innocent,

They know not why lightning strikes a tree, innocently bearing its fruit.

Do not harm the innocent.
They know not why humans desecrate their image.

I know not words from which prayer is born.
All the words are lost in my voice like the silent darkness.
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Written on February 3792015 Ayat Abu Shmeiss
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim
When a mother loses her child

She immediately drops

Totally falling apart

Her body fills with naked burning pain

Her face sheds tears that have already dried

Nothing in the world will console her

When she closes her eyes

She sees his eyes

And when she opens them

She sees a huge hole.

May Allah have mercy upon you, Joseph.
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Home Front Command’s New Regulations for Small Talk Lital Kaplan

Translated by Maya Valentine
“What’s up?” Cancelled. Instead use:
“What’s shaken up?”

“What’s beaten up?”’

“What’s blown up?”

“What’s going on?” Banned. Alternatives:
“What’s breaking down?”
“What’s forever gone?”

Instead of the rude “How are you?”
We must frown in the face of our friend and ask —
“How war you?”

And instead of the standard response,
Forbidden by strict veto power:
“I’m fine, in fact.”
It is required to say - “Everything’s cracked.”
And the truthful ones will answer —
“Everything is shattered. Everything is shattered”
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Kadish Asaf Gur
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel
Korazim

Yisgadal V’yiskadash Shmei Raba

And no one came

Many thousands called Him on Shabbat morning
Crying His name out loud

Begging Him with tears just to come

But He ceased from all His work

No God came

And no God calmed

Only Satan celebrated uninterrupted

Dancing between kibbutzim and the slaughter festival
And our correspondent goes on to report

All the while sobbing

Saying there is a burnt baby

And there is an abducted baby

There is an orphaned baby

And there is a day-old baby

Still linked to his mother’s body by the umbilical cord
He hadn’t even managed to find out his name

What will be inscribed on the tiny headstone

With a single date for birth and death

This is what the kibbutz looks like after Satan’s visit
Turning the broadcast back to the studio

Quiet now they are shooting

They are also launching rockets

And there is no government

And there is no mercy

Just the screaming and the pictures

That will never leave the mind

The seventh of October

Two thousand twenty three.
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Illusion Michael Zats

Amazing
How everything looks
Unchanged,
Even
When nothing
Remained

The same.

All the Way to Victory Michael Zats

I know what you are thinking
It’s not the hour

The time will come
For the accounting

It will be long.

Long and bitter.

But now,

Now

We massage the heart
Bite our lips

And fight

All the way to victory.
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Beeri Adi Blechman Sofer!

Translated by Adi Blechman, Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim

Soon winter will be here,

Weeping clouds will water the earth
Making red carpets grow

The anemone will flower first

Yet no one will come to admire its beauty.
The buttercup will bloom next

And there will be no festival

The poppy will flower last in silence

Seen by none.

The protected flowers had already been picked
In the fall.?

1 This is a temporary translation — A final version will follow
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2 The poem references the Israeli love and celebration of wild flowers with yearly festivals especially in the

area of Beeri




A Good Day Tal Shavit

I want to manage all the war rooms
To mobilize all the supply chains

I want to take care of all the children
of all the single mothers

and those who are gone

I want to turn myself into protective vests
for all the fighters

Turn myself into iron domes over the heads
of all the girls

all of them.

To sustain all the families

That were evacuated

That were broken

That were crushed.

Return all that is lost

Bring back all who are kidnapped

I want to collect all the donations

and deliver them to their destinations.
To pass all the messages

To make all the sandwiches

To oversee all the efforts.

But on a good day
I manage
Sometimes

To breathe
Sometimes

To drink
Sometimes

To call loved ones.

On a good day
I manage
Sometimes

To cry.

vaw by 29 ar
0°7"nn 92 NY 2037 3§ I
DTET 22 DY VIY)
D°777 723 7207 ¥ 7
nPITma NinnRD Yy
PR

D°UR1? MY 7577 1% I
N3 92 N2y

TWRY Sy NI Nina
ok irih Rro el 7

172

nineYng 933 707
niaona

ninaYin

Bahironich

NiTANG 22 N§ W37
nivwga 92 NR gAY
ninInRg 92 NR NORY %17 I
17972 W02

nivTing 22 n§ 1was
D°37197 22 MY 127

2iv o132 Hax

¥ IR

Dnyo?

ali7aly

Donys?

ninYs

ayapa)

123K 0°2IR? WRnT?

2iv oiv2
aEn I
o°nyD?
.niagb




