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RETURN TO JEWISHNESS: Elie Wiesel

Remember: the Jew influences his environment only if he does not
assimilate. Others will benefit from his experience to the degree that it is
and remains unique. Only by assuming his Jewishness can he attain
universality. The Jew who repudiates himself, claiming to do so for the
sake of humanity, will inevitably repudiate humanity too. A lie cannot be
a stepping stone to truth; it can only be an obstacle.... By working for his
own people a Jew does not renounce his loyalty to mankind. On the
contrary, he makes his most valuable contribution.... By struggling on
behalf of Russian, Arab, or Polish Jews, | fight for human rights every-
where. By calling for peace in the Middle East, | take a stand against
every aggression, every war. By protesting the fanatical exhortations to
"holy wars’ against my people, | protest against the stifling of freedom in
Prague. By striving to keep alive the memory of the holocaust, | denounce
the massacres in Biafra and the nuclear menace. Only by drawing on his
unique experience can a Jew help others. A Jew fulfills his role as man

only from inside his Jewishness.






PSALM 27

The Lord is my light and my salvation. Whom shall | fear?
The Lord is the strength of my life. Of whom shall | be afraid?

When the wicked, my enemies and my adversaries, came upon me
to eat up my flesh, they stumbled and fell.

Though a host should encamp against me, my heart shall not fear:
though war should rise against me, even then | will be confident.

One thing have | desired of the Lord, that | will seek after;
that | may dwell in the house of the Lord all the days of my life,
to behold the beauty of the Lord, and to inquire in His temple.

For in the time of trouble He shall hide me in His pavilion;

under the cover of His tent shall He hide me; He shall set me up
upon a rock.

And now shall my head be lifted up above my enemies around me;
therefore | will offer in His tent sacrifices of joy;

| will sing, | will make music to the Lord.

Hear, O Lord, when | cry with my voice; be gracious to me, and
answer me.

Of You my heart said, seek my face; Your face, O Lord, will | seek!
Hide not Your face from me; put not your servant away in anger;
You have been my help; do not abandon me, nor forsake me,

O God of my salvation.

For my father and my mother have forsaken me, but the Lord will take
me up.

Teach me Your way, O Lord, and lead me on a level path, because
of my enemies...
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A LETTER TO THOSE WHO WAIT OUT THE WAR: Chava Allon Katz

When we're not drafted into service, uniformed and assigned
And yet feel in our inner beings the need to be counted

As part of the people;
We share longings and simple feelings we had thought we always knew:

In war there is no living, only enduring

In war there are no happenings, only clinging to front line events

In war there are no heroes, only those who act as they really must

In war the palette of meanings is black-and-white and choices depend only
on primary rules — win or lose; survival or demise

In ware the crazy folks come out of hiding; feeling equal to all, as before
judgment, they feel good. Everybody’s on a jag. High and depressed.

In this war, | am Babi Yar's bent twig in April.

In this war, my children pee in their beds and write Am Ysrael Chai atop
letters that have replaced good-night kisses.

In this war, there is no Neilah.

In this war, there are no wonders, only hard and sad persistence.

And we, who wait in our homes, eating in a sukkah daddy won't see;
our blankets and food bundles by the door, ready for the shelter on
a moment's siren; and yet who sleep in our own beds;

And you, who wait in a distant place, separated from us by the seas and
oceans, not knowing the bundles, nor the darkness, and yet sharing
our anxiety and sadness at the realness and sadness of it all,

And our soldiers on the fronts, poised and striking from the nest's edge
perch — those soldiers playing backgammon and those idly waiting:
and those under fire; and those about to be, again;

Are, in the different ways we dream and ache for Zion, inexorably linked.



PSALM 130

Out of the depths I cry to You, O Lord.

Lord, hear my voice; let Your ears be attentive to the voice of my
supplications.

If You, Lord, should mark iniquities, O Lord, who can stand?

But there is forgiveness with You, that You may be feared.

| wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in His word | hope.

My soul waits for the Lord more than those who watch for the morning.

Let Israel hope in the Lord:; for with the Lord there is loving kindness,
and with Him is bountiful redemption.

And He shall redeem Israel from all his iniquities.
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THE SILVER PLATTER

“No state is handed to a people
on a silver platter.” Chaim Weizmann

The earth grows still,
The lurid sky slowly pales over smoking borders.
Heartsick, but still living

a people stands by

To greet the uniqueness of the miracle.

Readied,
they wait beneath the moon,
Wrapped in awesome joy,
before the light.
— Then, soon, a girl and boy step forward.
And slowly walk

before the waiting nation;

In work garb and heavy-shod,
They climb in stillness
Wearing yet the dress of battle,
the grime
Of aching day
and fire-filled night

Unwashed, weary unto death
not knowing rest,
But wearing youth like dewdrops

in their hair.
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— Silently the two approach and stand.
Are they of the quick or of the dead?

Through wondering tears,
the people stare.
“Who are you,
the silent two?”
And they reply: “We are the Silver Platter
Upon which the Jewish State

was served to you.”

And speaking, fall in shadow
at the nation’s feet.

Let the rest in Israel’s chronicles be told.

Natan Alterman



THE DIAMETER OF THE BOMB: Yehuda Amichai
translated by Chana Bloch

The diameter of the bomb was thirty centimeters

and the diameter of its effective range about seven meters;
with four dead and eleven wounded.

And around these, in a larger circle

of pain and time, two hospitals are scattered
and one graveyard. But the young woman

who was buried in the city she came from,

at a distance of more than a hundred kilometers,

enlarges the circle considerably,

and the solitary man mourning her death

at the distant shores of a country far across the sea

includes the entire world in the circle.

And | won't even mention the crying of orphans

that reaches up to the throne of God and

beyond, making
a circle with no end and no God.
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JERUSALEM: Jeff Schwaber

Jerusalem, at Yom Kippur, is a city for dreamers. | climb the walls
and watch the sun set over the ancient city, heightening the magical golden
splendor of the panorama. It is a sight that seems always new, yet

thoroughly familiar.

Friday evening cloaks the golden city in white. Like Cinderella,
Jerusalem races the clock, frantic in the face of impending transformation.
The fury climaxes, and quickly the metamorphosis is apparent. Traffic
disappears, horns top honking, cigarettes are extinguished, and through-
out the streets, children and adults, women and men, look rested and

peaceful.

I look at these people, study their faces, their eyes filled with pride in
what they've accomplished, their cheeks stained with too many tears of
grief over the price they've paid, their manner blending hope with anxiety as

they look ahead.

As a boy, | knew the Western Wall as nothing more than an answer
on my Bible quiz. But with its liberation in 1967, that enchanted structure
tripped out of my textbook and into the grasp of hundreds of thousands of
grateful dreamers, all united by fervent faith, in many cases fleeting, but in

all cases sincere. There are no false tears at the Western Wall.
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Background, family, education, social class, degree of religious faith —
these things all blend into irrelevancy, as time imprints passion onto the

faces of all who come here.

As | watch thousands make their way to the Wall, | hear Muslim
prayers and Armenian chants, harmonizing with the melodies of the Shofar,
and | am reminded of the dream of this city, a dream not always tangible,
but always accorded the privilege of plausibility. History strengthens a
fervent faith in the future — a faith which defied newsprint, scorns politics,
and dodges bullets in its quest to turn the dream of this golden city and its

New Year into a reality of a better world.



AN ARAB SHEPHERD IS SEARCHING FOR HIS GOAT

ON MOUNT ZION: Yehuda Amichai
translated by Chana Bloch

An Arab shepherd is searching for his goat on Mount Zion
and on the opposite mountain | am searching

for my little boy.

An Arab shepherd and a Jewish father

both in their temporary failure.

Our voices meet

above the Sultan’s Pool in the valley between us.

Neither of us wants

the child or the goat to get caught in the wheels

of the terrible Had Gadya machine.

Afterward we found them among the bushes

and our voices came back inside us, laughing and crying.
Searching for a goat or a son

has always been the beginning

of a new religion in these mountains.
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BY THIRTEEN-YEAR-OLD TALI SOREK
FROM BEERSHEBA, ISRAEL

| had a box of colors -
Shining, bright and bold.
| had a box of colors,

Some war, some very cold.

| had no red for the blood of wounds.
I had no black for the orphans’ grief.
| had no white for the dead faces and hands.

I had no yellow for burning sands.
But | had orange for the joy of life,
And | had green for buds and nests.
| had blue for bright, clear skies.

| had pink for dreams and rest.

| sat down and painted Peace.

12



IF | FORGET THEE, JERUSALEM: Yehuda Amichai

If | forget thee, Jerusalem,

Then let my right be forgotten.

Let my right be forgotten, and my left remember.
Let my left remember, and your right close

And your mouth open near the gate.

| shall remember Jerusalem

And forget the forest — my love will remember,
Will open her hair, will close my window,

Will forget my right,

Will forget my left.

If the west wind does not come
I'll never forgive the walls,

Or the sea, or myself.

Should my right forget,

My left shall forgive,

| shall forget all water,

| shall forget my mother.

13
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JERUSALEM OF GOD: Naomi Shemer

The olive trees that stand in silence
Upon the hills of time

To hear the voices of the city

As bells of evening chime.

The Shofar sounding from the temple.
To call the world to prayer,

The shepherd pauses in the valley
And peace is everywhere.

Jerusalem, Jerusalem

Forever young, yet forever old,

My heart will sing your songs of glory.
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jerusalem,
Oh, city with a heart of gold,

My heart will sing your songs of glory,
Jerusalem.

The water well for those who thirsted,
The ancient market square,

Your golden sun that lights the future
For all men everywhere.

How many songs, How many stories,
The stony hills recall.

Around her heart my city carries

A lonely ancient wall.

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

Forever young, yet forever old,

My heart will sing your songs of glory.
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jerusalem,
Oh, city with a heart of gold,

My heart will sing your songs of glory,
Jerusalem.
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And far away beyond the desert

A thousand suns will glow.

We shall be going to Jordan,

By way of Jericho.

My simple voice cannot acclaim the,
Too weak the words | choose,
Jerusalem, If | forget thee,

May my right hand its cunning lose.

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

Forever young, yet forever old,

My heart will sing your songs of glory.
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jerusalem,
Oh, city with a heart of gold,

My heart will sing your songs of glory,
Jerusalem.

A PRAYER FOR WORLD PEACE
adapted from Rabbi Nachman of Bratislav

May it be Your will

that there be an end to war and to the shedding of blood in this world,
and that a deep and genuine peace pervade this world,

and that nation not have to lift up sword against nation in this world,
and that human beings no longer have to learn war.

Instead may all those who live on this planet

realize and comprehend that we have not come into this world

in order to quarrel or to hate or to envy or to compete or to kill,

but that we have come into this world to live and to labor and to love.
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