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Illusion Michael Zats
Amazing
How everything looks
Unchanged,
Even
When nothing
Remained

The same.
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A New Language Michael Zats
Translated by Michael Bohnen, Heather Silverman, Rachel Korazim

Once again

I feel like an immigrant child.
Pretending that I understand
Nodding in agreement

Shaking my head in disagreement
But everyone around me

Is speaking another language
One that I relearn anew.

After October 7™

Hebrew.
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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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Kaddish Asaf Gur
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel
Korazim

Yitgadal V’yitkadash 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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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.
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Mom is Always Right Itay Lev
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim

Mom said that when I grew up there would be no army.
Mom was right.

I haven’t yet grown up and already there was no army.

It wasn’t there when I heard the screaming outside.

It wasn’t there when I saw dad so scared and stressed.

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

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

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

It wasn’t there when they suddenly entered.

It wasn’t there when they tore dad off mom

Mom had said that when I grew up there would be no army.
Mom was right

Now all I want is to tell her that she is always right.

I cried, I screamed, and still she is silent.
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Good Day Tal Shavit

I want to manage all the war rooms,

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,

become iron domes over the heads,

of all the girls,

each and every one.

To sustain all the families,

The evacuated

The broken

The crushed.

Return those who were taken,
Bring back all that is gone.

I want to collect all the donations,

And take them where they belong.

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.

VA S0 2w av
0°%"nnn 22 NY 2017 %0 IR
DRI 72 DY YIY?
77773 2232 2207 1§11 "I
niI7ma NinnRD SY
WRY

0°WR1? WYY 752 1317 VI
DAmPIn 22 71y

TPWRT DY nian nisnh
mT2°a 23 Y

72

ninsyna 293 7hn?
niaong

ninavia

NiPYINT

NiTaRT 22 NX W7
niswna 92 NX viga?
ninIng 22 DX ADRY 737 IR
7977 1W0202)

nivTing 92 Dy avab
0°2°797 22 DX 17377

23w 032 HaR

¥ IR

akelpY

aji7hly

akelpY

niny®

akelpY

IR 222RY WRna
2iv o3

YN "IN

akalpy

.Nin2%




Cleared for Publication*  Dael Rodrigues Garcia

Translated by Michael Bohnen, Heather Silverman and Rachel Korazim

Cleared for publication:

That our hearts are broken

And in hidden places™*

In empty rooms

Thousands of sobs

Are choking silently.

Cleared for publication:

That open season was declared on us
We were plundered in the dark

Of the most precious of the precious
It is already cleared for publication:
That the magical shining light

Of our beloved’s face is extinguished.
However, beneath the same soil

A stubborn plant is sprouting
Sending roots without end

Tightly grasped with love
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* Announcers on TV and radio say this before reading the names of the soldiers killed on a given
day. It means the families know already. The word hutar is used here and in the line referring to

“open season”.

**Hidden places: The poet noted that this is a reference to a Talmudic discussion of Jeremiah
13:17 “If you do not heed this, my soul will cry in hidden places because of pride.” Our sages
explained that God has a hidden chamber where He weeps for Israel’s pride which was taken
from it and given to other nations. The sages questioned the presence of weeping, since |
Chronicles 16:27 says that ‘it is joyful in His place. They explained that the innermost chambers
are for hidden weeping, while in the outer chambers there is no weeping. Talmud Hagigah 5b.



https://www.facebook.com/dael.rodriguesgarcia?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVGt22-lCsZOq6sgPrn_S1jpmF0rGWSaj9xvmClVUIbmfqAuiCkpGSv34UQcaTns0uXMKxgJqIEVFKJFV8rUsVmeRTNwLW-b6HJMsvlwvIPAY3IGQWO03NqKepfDc809gYHsrkvoMAKOM3NegMy0QVABFNVBykpHUUqQw8xrd505c47ZqK0CuIb2f2d2ftSW34&__tn__=-%5dK-R

A Fallen Soldier Dael Rodrigues Garcia

Translated by Michael Bohnen, Heather Silverman, Rachel Korazim

A soldier is falling

Like a coin into a tzedakah box
He bumps into the copper coins
Secretly; he falls, anonymously*
He saves from death*

He rattles with his brothers

He kisses their faces

Rusty with the sweat of battle

And his father and mother are stretching out their hands

Begging to bring him back
Through the narrow
Slit

*Proverbs 10:2 “Tzedakah saves from death.” The highest form of charity is when it is

given anonymously,
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Nowadays One Has to Check Avital Liman
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim

In the evacuees’ hotel

By the Dead Sea

She carefully gathers

The doll’s hair with a ribbon

She attaches a sparkling pipe cleaner

To the ribbon.

And then she asks: “Tell me, am I alive?
And how would they know if I were dead?”
What would you say

to a four-year old girl?

“Only the living can hug.

Come, let’s hug and see if
We're alive.” 71712 9N YWy
Later she says:
“Tomorrow morning let’s check again.” owsnT 115n3
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I Can’t Stop Checking If You Are Breathing Yael Keidar
Translated by Michael Bohnen, Heather Silverman, Rachel Korazim

I enter your room in the dark

To see that you’re in bed

For a long time you’ve been taller than I am

But I still watch over your sleep.

You arrived for an “after’”*

Your laundry smells of machine grease and fear.

Your job is to fix cannons

But to me you still look like a little girl.

And how will I know if you are sad or lonely while you sleep?
Perhaps I will touch you softly, as I did after you were born
To check if you are breathing. Then you can go back to sleep.
I am locking the door

To keep Sunday away from you.

* Short leave
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