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This Night Is All about Poetry
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Israel’s Declaration of Independence (excerpt)
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THE STATE OF ISRAEL will be open for Jewish immigration and for
the Ingathering of the Exiles; it will foster the development of the country
for the benefit of all its inhabitants; it will be based on freedom, justice
and peace as envisaged by the prophets of Israel; it will ensure complete
equality of social and political rights to all its inhabitants irrespective of
religion, race or sex; it will guarantee freedom of religion, conscience,
language, education and culture; it will safeguard the Holy Places of all
religions; and it will be faithful to the principles of the Charter of the
United Nations.




Identity Class Hamutal bar Yosef

I am from here, my parents were born in the Gola
(exile)

The called the Jewish state Geulah

I was born to the square Hebrew, upright, hungry
That was a good reason to be proud.

I was born in a kibbutz I walked barefoot

For good and for better we grew up like brothers,
The girls with the boys the happy times with the fears

In our kibbutz there was no synagogue

But erev Shabbat was a different time, special:
After a warm shower,

We were all dressed in white shirts

That had arrived all ironed from the communal
laundry

And on erev Pesach

We reaped the new wheat

The Chaver who played the great Cohen had asked:
Did the sun set?

And we all responded: It did, it did and he asked
again: shall I reap?

And we all responded: Reap! Reap!

Then we gathered to celebrate the Seder

And we were all together

We did not think that what we had done was Jewish

We did not think that it was a good reason to be proud.

I am from here, most women light Shabbat candles
here

For a whole week every year it is hard to get bread in
most places.

One day a year, a desert silence paralyzes most of the
traffic

Two day a year the sound of the siren is a fire skewer
Heart wrenching.

Not a big people, not numerous

Living in a Jewish state

The only one we had loved and will love

And whatever it is worth for good and for better
It is a good reason to be proud,

Even now.

Translation _ Rachel Korazim
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Every Person Needs to Have a Certain Egypt:
Amnon Ribak

Every person needs to have a

certain Egypt,

To deliver themselves from

with a strong arm,

or with grinding teeth.

Every person needs terror and great darkness,

and comfort and promise and redemption,

that they would know to look up at the sky.

Every person needs

One prayer,

that would always be on their lips.

A person needs to bend once —

Every person needs a shoulder.

Every person needs to have a

certain Egypt,

to redeem themselves from, from the house of slavery,
to get out in the middle of the night to the desert of fears,
to march straight into the waters,

to see them open on both sides.

Every person needs a shoulder,
to carry the Joseph’s bones,
Every person needs to straighten their back.

Every person needs to have a
certain Egypt,

and a Jerusalem,

and one long journey,

that they will remember forever
in their feet soles

Translation Vavi Toren, Rachel Korazim
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Getting out of Egypt — Hagit Ackerman

Not with a strong hand

And not with an outstretched arm

And not with great awe

And not with signs

And not with wonders

Rather hesitantly, with small steps, terrified by darkness
Softly

Dedicated

Purposefully

With accuracy

And love

Carrying little signs like the wrinkles of passing time, the transition of seasons, my
changing body, the pearls of my longings.

Getting out of Egypt (Exodus)
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Reflections on Seder night Yehuda Amichai

Reflections on Seder night, Mah Nishtanah, we asked,

“How is this night different from all other nights?” “How changed?” Most of us are
grown up now and have stopped asking, but some

Go on asking all their lives, the way one asks

How are you, or what time it is, and keep on walking,

Without waiting for an answer. Mah Nishtanah kol layla, “How changed is every night,”
Like an alarm clock whose ticking is soothing and soporific.

Mah Nishtanah, ha-kol yishtaneh, “What has changed, all shall be changed.” Change is
God.

Reflections on Seder night. Of four sons does the Torah

Speak: one wise, one wicked, one simple, and one who knows

Not how to ask. But nothing is said there

About a good one, or a loving one.

And that’s a question that has no answer,

And if there were an answer [ wouldn’t want to know.

I who have passed through all the phases of the sons

In their changing constellations, I’ve lived my life, the moon shed its light

On me for no reason, the sun went on its way, the Passovers

Passed without an answer. Mah Nishtanah. “What has changed?”” Change is God, Death
is his prophet.

Translation Chanah Bloch and Chana Kornfeld



The Kid from the Haggadah
Nathan Alterman

He stood there in the market, among she goats and billy goats
Swinging its tail

As small as a pinkie

A kid from a poor home

A kid for two coins (zuzim)

With no adornments

No bell and no ribbon.

No one paid him attention, so no one knew
Not the goldsmiths not the wool combers
That this kid

Will enter the Haggadah

And become the hero of a song

But Father approached, his face aglow

And bought the kid and caressed its forehead...
And this is the start of one of the songs

That will be sung forever.

The kid licked Father’s hand with its tongue
And touched it with his wet nose

This, my brother, was the first rhyme

Of the verse “dezabin aba”.

It was a spring day and the wind was dancing
Girls were laughing with twinkling eyes

And Father and the kid entered the Haggadah
And both just stood there.

That very same Haggadah was already full
With wonders and great miracles
Therefore they stood on the last page
Hugging and pressed to the wall

That very same Haggadah then silently said
Good, stand there kid and Father

In my pages walk smoke and blood

I am talking of greatness and secret things.

Yet I know that the sea will not part in vain

That there is a reason for splitting through walls and deserts
If at the end of the story

Stand a Father and a kid

Waiting for their turn to shine.

Translation Rachel Korazim; Rabbi Marc Rudolph
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Ben Gurion’s speech at the UN commission on Palestine 1947

“300 years ago, there came to the New World a boat, and its name was the
Mayflower. The Mayflower’s landing on Plymouth Rock was one of the great
historical events in the history of England and in the history of America. But I would
like to ask any Englishman sitting here on the commission, what day did the
Mayflower leave port? What date was it? I’d like to ask the Americans: do they know
what date the Mayflower left port in England? How many people were on the boat?
Who were their leaders? What kind of food did they eat on the boat?

“More than 3300 years ago, long before the Mayflower, our people left Egypt, and
every Jew in the world, wherever he is, knows what day they left. And he knows what
food they ate. And we still eat that food every anniversary. And we know who our
leader was. And we sit down and tell the story to our children and grandchildren in
order to guarantee that it will never be forgotten. And we say our two slogans: ‘Now
we may be enslaved, but next year, we’ll be a free people.’



How I Missed the Exodus Rachel Chalfi 2018

When midnight arrived I knew I was forty minutes late

For the Exodus, I was just about done packing the red suitcase

When I remembered I did not pack the hats for the family

And we were expecting a walk in the scorching desert sun

For forty years. So I dragged the ladder from the yard to the shed (storeroom) —
There, among the summer clothes, were all the hats tightly packed. And until

I managed to untie the threads around the packages of garments

And until I swallowed a few sips (gulps) of water to strengthen

My soul, weary of the exhausting preparations for departure

And until I sat down for a bit in the corner of the shed —

1 bit into an apple and fell asleep.

And when I woke up panicking - How could I fall asleep

For an apple? How could I be beguiled by the snake?

How come I am still so gullible, not getting

The greatness of the hour, the sign that was given, the destiny of the people.
How come I did not yet get what a people is, what is destiny, what does it mean to turn (reverse?) fate —
And until I emerged from the hut and arrived running and limping while dragging along
The red suitcase and everything in it

Including the waterskin and the hats for the whole family

And until I reached

The shores of the Sea of Reeds —

All my family members, the whole people, all the neighborhood families

Who came out of the baked sand huts — all of them including that bitch,

You know, the one who made me lose the taste

For lengthy wonderings with the likes of her —

Until I reached the sea shore —

They were all far, far away

Like pinheads in the deep valley, in the dry land

That gaped, gaped among huge waves, and when the waters returned with Pharaoh’s chariots and his
horses and horsemen and the whole whirlwind of the Egyptian army

I could not jump into the water, since I don’t know how to swim

And I am still carrying a post trauma from that time when I drowned in the Nile-
And was rescued by a she crocodile — I knew I had no chance

No chance that I will manage to catch up with my people,

There, on the other shore of the sea

There was no chance I will make it — a tired solitary woman

Downtrodden with a red suitcase

There was no chance I could gulp down the hugeness of the dry land

That meanwhile had turned into a giant Tsunami wave. No chance whatsoever.

I could not raise my voice and yell: “wait for me —just a minute”!

My voice filled my head echoing,

Bouncing against its walls, it would not be heard anyway. I stayed where I stood
My mouth wide open, I was frozen as a salt column freezing a shout from
Hundreds, hundreds of years ago,

This is how I missed the great Exodus towards redemption

I did not cross the sea nor the dry land

I did not even get wet by water

This is how I never left Egypt.
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Saving the Goat Kid
Anda Amir Pinkerfeld

You know what I shall do

This Seder night?

I will hide the Haggadah kid

The cat will not know at all

Where it is, and will not eat it;

It will come and say: the kid is not here!

The dog will not avenge it
Not the stick nor the burning fire
Not water nor even a goring OX.

For I will take the kid
I will hide it well
And no harm will ever happen again.
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She Who Stood, Talya Glazer

She who stood and cleaned and washed and shined and koshered

And immersed in boiling water and held it to the fire

And got deeply burnt with caustic soda

And ruined her clothes with bleach

And cooked and broiled and baked

And prepared six Seder plates

And set a table for thirty guests

And laundered and ironed clothes for the holiday.

She who stood

And served

And cleared the meal

She who stood at “Pour out Your wrath” did not get to sing “Hallel” and

“Chad Gadya”

She laid down her head for a moment

And fell asleep.

And Miriam the prophetess came to her in her dream

She came to have a sip of her cup and said to her:

Daughter! Has the time of your freedom not come yet?

It is in your hands

You are the manager of the home and a good manager does not do everything
herself. She delegates:

Delegate tasks to your family, each according to their age and ability, yes that
includes your husband...

Accept the fact that not all will be perfect — that is part of your freedom! You can
assign tasks to your guests as well, so you too can say “we all recline”.

If you learn to run your home like this — Pesach will be your time of Freedom
and maybe, next year you will stay awake till “Chad Gadya”

13



How to start Ely Eliyahu
Maybe I should start cleaning up my life.

Start, but with what?

Maybe I’ll chuck out a thin fear
That has accrued over the years

And cobwebs of guilt
Spun silently at night.

Or maybe I’ll roll up the loneliness that lay
inside from wall to wall and clean beneath it
So the floor of my soul will shine again as

though it had never been
Trod upon.

Or maybe postpone it to another day. After all
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It’s still possible to walk here and through the windows, it must be

said, there’s still a view

Of the world. And moreover, this

poem:

The inside thereof inlaid with love.

From English: Vivian Eden
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Those are the Plagues Mois (Moshe) Benarroch
And there was

The plague of birth

The plague of parents

The plague of teachers

And the plague of uncles

The plague of family

The plague of Arabs

The plague of Aliya

The plague of Zionism

The plague of Jews

The plague of helplessness

And for every plague I was struck by on land
I was struck with fifty others in the sea

And two hundred and fifty above the sea
Until my wife came

Held me hugged me

And showed me all the beauty in the world
All the beauty above the plagues.

Translated from Hebrew by Orna Taub.
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Chad Gadya Chava Alberstein
Our father bought for two zuzim

One kid, one kid

Our father bought a kid for two zuzim

So the legend says

The cat came and preyed on the kid
A little kid, a white kid

The dog came and bit the cat

That preyed on the kid

That our father brought

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

Then a big stick appeared from somewhere
And beat the dog, who barked loudly

The dog that bit the cat that preyed

On the kid that our father brought

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

And the fire came

And burned the stick

That beat the dog that walked around
That bit the cat

That ate the kid

That father brought

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

And the water came that quenched the fire
That burned the stick

That beat the dog that bit the cat

That ate the kid that father bought

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

And the ox came and drank the water
That had quenched the fire

That burned the stick

That beat the dog that bit the cat

That ate the kid that father brought
Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

And the slaughterer came and slaughtered the ox
That had drunk the water

That had quenched the fire

That burned the stick

That beat the dog that bit the cat

That ate the kid that father brought

Then came the Angel of Death and killed the
slaughterer

That had slaughtered the ox

That had drunk the water

That had quenched the fire

That burned the stick

That beat the dog that bit the cat

That ate the kid that father had brought

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

Why are you singing Chad Gadya”?

Spring has not come yet, Passover isn't here
What has changed for you? What has changed?
I myself have changed this year

And on all nights, on all nights

I have asked only four questions

Tonight I have another question:

How long will the cycle of horror last?
Hunter and hunted, beater and beaten
When will this madness stop?

And what has changed for you. What has
changed?

I myself have changed this year

I used to be a sheep and a calm kid

Today I am a leopard and a predator wolf
I've been a dove and I've been a deer

Today I don't know who I am

Our father bought for two zuzim
One kid, one kid

Our father bought a kid for two zuzim

And we're starting again from the
beginning...
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Each Morning 7 Arye Sivan

Each morning a person gets up
On the shore of tomorrow’s sea
And asks himself: to cross

Or not to cross
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With a Handful of Heaven — Avraham Chalfi
With a handful of heaven in my hand

I would pass my life.

I would cross the sea

By foot

With a handful of heaven in my hand.
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The Exiles’ Pesach Nathan Alterman
(1)

And the People smoldering and destroyed
And beaten to the ground with a sledge,
Sound its tune with a pleasant voice

As the holiday eve is sanctified

)

In cities drenched in sorrows,
Spreading a cloth of death over its eyes,
Sitting tonight dressed in white,

In glory born of immortality.

3)

The whip crossed this people already and burned its
blood

It was spit upon by legions,

Yet the candles of it ancient feast are upright
[lluminating its face as if it were a king.

4

Its enemy’s’ swords honed sharp as always
A mere step between them.

How much silence awe and festivity

Did our chronicles pour unto you Pesach eve!

(5

Spanish night, monks plotting in their cells

Night of dear moon and sinking silence,

Holy night, blood libels’ night

Pour out thy wrath night and an angel at the door.

(6)

In the cities of hatred, the cities of sorrows

Out of which roads lead to the valley of death
Dressed in white, the people sits down to celebrate,
Festive silent immortal.

(7)

The eyes of its orphans as candles to light

Its daughters in white their hair braided.

Father, look at Your people, it is pure, it is pure!
As pure as refined gold, heavens will witness.
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(8)

For it was thrown to the dogs, seeking its skin
No redeemer nor consoler

No feast like its feast and no song like its song
As it sings to You tonight.

9

Upon its falling down houses with broken in roofs

The Shechina is looking and biting her lips,

It is a holiday no weeping! For it’s a holiday, a holiday!
Dressed in white the daughter smiles at the candles.

(10)

Consolation (71m1), consolation the girl will yet behold!
But when the people will rise from its mourning —

It will still be strong!--

This night — this Passover sacrifice,

Will never be forgotten, World!

It cannot be forgotten!
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Nun — Nathan Alterman

In a decaying old hut,

With his brothers and the love of a merciful
God,

In Goshen, long ago,

Once dwelled a man

A Hebrew by the name of Nun.

In the depths of the Book of Exodus — there
he got absorbed

Between the mines of Ramses and Pithom.
He did not wait for great signs or wonders
For he said: Wonders? What for?

Under an oppressing rod

That ripped off his yellow skin,

Dead silent he walked, apathetic and
drained,

Yet his heart did not break from the pain.
And with the same idle walk

He went on to gather his vessels

On the day Israel departed from Egypt...
As it states there, in the heavy laden book.
Heavens and earth illuminated

The wondrous birth of the nation,

The depths below boiled and stormed

And the sea tore in two—

But even the ripped sea,

With death on both sides,

He crossed, with his woven basket,

Just like that.

The battle did not cause him to shudder
And his heart remained silent and stubborn.
And just in this manner, he got

To the verses that state, “Then Moses
sang...”

And then, only then,

When festive song thundered with force on
the shore, —

Then (even Nun could not tell why...)

His heart broke within him for the end had
arrived. ..

Then he remembered the brick and the
mortar,

He remembered the red lashing rod, and his
silent wordless wounds howled a scream all
of a sudden.

Then he remembered the wonders and signs,
He remembered the darkness and blood,

He remembered the depths that erupted,

He knew that for him the sea ripped

apart—

With his hand as hairy as a forest

He gently caressed the head of his son.

And Joshua (son of Nun) was still just a lad,
Just a lad still in the Youth Brigades...

In the depths of the Book of Exodus,

There wept an elderly man, among the
simpletons of Israel—

And the moon shone upon him as it does
upon us

On this very night.

Passover 1949
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Freedom Shlomi Chaski

This standing promise for our ancestors and us, were it not for it, we
would not be

Sitting-leaning here this night, counting minute

After minute until the meal begins, but instead we would still be
building suburban pyramids for young-Pharaonic-couples or getting lost
sans GPS in the infinite desert of illusions.
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Slave-Work in Ras El Satan — Sinai 2003, Matty Shmueloff
Not all the slaves left Egypt

Said the 16-17 hour work-leaden feet
Of 13 year old Ismail
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Out of Egypt Alma Zohar

There’s always war in Africa

Fortunately it’s so far away,

We don’t have to see or hear it, from here.
I too walked, once

Down lengthy paths of pain

From Egypt to Jerusalem,

Across a desert, for many days,

Without water,

With the same question in my eyes.

I, as they, encountered evil,

Striking out in all directions,

A falsely accused people,

People lacking all protection

Homeless

Carrying little children in their arms.
They come knocking on your door,
Crying out bitterly,

Do not say “— what are they to me

They are but foreigners”

Don’t you know in every generation,
Everyone must see himself,

As if he escaped from Egypt

So he won’t forget how he fled,

How he was beaten, humiliated, murdered,
How he called out to heaven.

I too, tried in vain,

To save the little that I could,

With nowhere to hide

My blood free for all,

Mark of Cain,

People pleading on their knees.

They come knocking at your door,

Crying out bitterly,

Don’t say — “what are they to me, just black people?”
Don’t you know in every generation. ..
Master of the Universe

Save us please while you still can

And bless us so we never need

The mercy of others

Don’t you know each day and age...
There’s always war in Africa,

How fortunate we are

It is so far away,

We don’t have to see or hear it, from here.
There’s always war in Africa,

Fortunately it’s so far away

We don’t have to see or hear...the scream
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My Father on Passover Eve Ychuda Amichai
Last evening I gave you the parable of my father,
Who on the eve of Passover eve

Would slice bread carefully

Into precise cubes and put them

On the window sill so he would be able

To find them with his heavy eye’s

In the light of a candle dancing a mitzvah dance.
So his blessing on the burning of leavened bread
Would not be in vain.

To live like this:

Stage directors of ourselves,

Cheating directors

With perfect faith, almost,

And we shall not be

In vain.
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And What Is My Life Span? Yehuda Amichai

And what is my life span?

I’m like a man gone out of Egypt:

The Red Sea parts,

I cross on dry land, two walls of water,

On my right hand and on my left.

Pharaoh’s army and his horsemen behind me.
Before me the desert,

Perhaps the Promised Land, too. That is my life span.
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Miracles Yehuda Amichai

From a distance everything looks like

a miracle

But up close even a miracle doesn’t look
like that.

Even someone who crossed the Red Sea
when it split

saw only the sweating back

of the man in front of him

and the swaying of his big thighs,

or at best, in a hasty glance to one side,
fish in a riot of colors inside the wall of
water,

as in a marine observatory behind panels of glass.

The real miracles happen at the next table
of a restaurant in Albuquerque:

two women sat there, one with a diagonal
zipper, altogether lovely,

and the other said, “I kept it together

and didn’t cry.”

And after in the red corridors of the foreign hotel I saw boys and girls who held in

their arms tiny children born of them, and they held sweet little dolls.
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Human Tissue Moti Hamer

When I die, something of me
Will die within you.

When you die, something of you within me
Will die along with you

Because all of us, yes, all of us

All of us are just one living human tissue
And if one of us,

Fades away

Something of us dies alongside him

And something stays within him

If we only knew how to calm

The hatred, if only we knew how.

If we only knew how to silence our rage
To say we are sorry, in-spite of our pain

If we only knew how to begin anew.

Because all of us...
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