
EDITED BY
Barak
Sella

FOREWORD BY
Yehuda
Kurtzer

AFTERWORD BY
Silvio

Joskowicz

Edward P. Djerejian
United States Ambassador to Israel (1993-1994)

“Rabin told me there is no military 
solution to Israel’s conflict, only a 
political one, and he heroically 
dedicated himself to that goal. Class of 
95 captures the enduring impact of his 
assassination through poetry and 
reflection, reminding us of what was 
lost and what remains to be done.”

Colette Avital
Israel Consul General in New York City (1992–1996)

“The bullets that took Rabin’s life left 
Israel in deep shock, yet from that grief 
emerged candles, songs, paintings, and 
poems. The voices gathered in Class of 
95 give words to our pain and continue 
to inspire new generations.”

Yossi Klein Halevi
Senior Fellow, Shalom Hartman Institute

“Thirty years later, the self-inflicted 
wound on the body of Israel still hasn’t 
healed. As these anguished, angry, and 
eloquent voices insist, some wounds 
perhaps should never heal.”

Abraham Foxman 
Director of the Anti-Defamation League (1987-2015)

“I had the privilege of knowing Prime 
Minister Rabin and experiencing his 
wisdom, courage, and deep love for 
Israel and the Jewish people. Class of 95 
is an important testament to his impact 
and tragic loss, and a stark reminder 
that we are not immune to the corrosive 
power of hate.”

Rabbi Angela Buchdahl
Senior Rabbi of Central Synagogue in New York City

“Class of 95 gathers diverse voices that 
remember the night a bullet killed a 
prime minister and the promise of 
peace. For all who still yearn for peace, 
this anthology is both a eulogy and a 
summons.”

Rabbi David Wolpe 
Max Webb Emeritus Rabbi of Sinai Temple

“Class of 95 is a searing, poignant, and 
beautiful collection, both reminding us 
of what happened and what might 
have been. A tribute, a prophecy, and a 
work of art.”

When Prime Minister Yitzhak 
Rabin was assassinated in 1995, 
his death tore through Israeli 
society and reverberated across 
world Jewry, becoming one of the 
defining ruptures in modern 
Jewish history. Class of 95, 
originally published in Hebrew as 
Machzor 95, presents for the first 
time in English Israel’s poetic 
response, confronting grief, 
division, and the unfinished 
struggle for democracy and peace.  
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Barak Sella

Editor's Notes

"We do not forget for a moment that whether you 

support our actions or oppose them, we are all 

brothers, we are all Jews, and we all share the 

same destiny." 

Yitzhak Rabin

address to Jewish Federation leaders, 1994

On November 4, 1995, while my parents watched the 

news, I laid in bed crying silently and thinking that 

the whole country might be lost because of the vile 

actions of one man. I was ten years old, newly returned 

to Israel with my American-born siblings, drawn back 

by my parents' hope that Rabin and his vision meant 

peace, perhaps normalcy, was finally within reach. That 

night, after Yitzhak Rabin was murdered by a fellow Jew, 

I understood for the first time that the country we had 

come home to could shatter from within.

Earlier that day, my mom took me to visit a friend of 

hers. My parents were not the political type that went to 

protests, but I remember my mom asking her if she was 

going to the peace rally in Tel Aviv that night, maybe 

hoping they could go together. The friend declined. Her 

husband, Moti, was on call that evening. We didn't know 

then that Dr. Mordechai Gutman would spend those hours 
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trying desperately to resuscitate the Prime Minister, 

only to announce his death to a devastated nation. For 

me, as for an entire generation, Rabin's assassination 

became a moment of political and societal awakening, 

our violent introduction to the fragility of democracy 

and the price of Jewish division.

The assassination of Yitzhak Rabin is not merely an 

Israeli trauma but a defining rupture in modern Jewish 

history. Jews have always lived in tension: between the 

universal and the particular, between the centripetal 

force drawing us inward to our homeland, "a people 

living alone" (Numbers 23:9), and the centrifugal force 

propelling us outward as "a light to the nations" (Isaiah 

49:6). Our enduring challenge has been learning how to 

live as both a diasporic and sovereign people, bound by 

an unbreakable tether.

Rabin's murder, the first time an elected Israeli prime 

minister was killed by a fellow Jew, symbolizes the 

long and painful road of relearning Jewish sovereignty. 

In that sense, it must be remembered as a watershed 

moment, not only for Israeli society but for the entire 

Jewish people. In the years immediately following, Jewish 

communities worldwide observed Rabin Memorial Day as 

a significant date on the Jewish calendar. Ceremonies 
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filled major institutions, schools integrated the 

assassination into curricula, and community leaders 

used the occasion to discuss democratic values, civil 

discourse, and the costs of unchecked hatred.

But memory fades. Few today recall that Rabin's 

assassination sent shockwaves through the Jewish world 

comparable to those we experienced on October 7th, 

2023. Both events represent moments when the fabric 

of Jewish society was torn, first from within, then from 

without. Both forced us to confront uncomfortable 

truths about violence, safety, and the limits of Jewish 

unity. As we struggle to process the trauma of October 

7th, we must recognize that healing requires addressing 

not only our present wounds but those that have 

festered, unresolved for decades.

"Remember the days of old; consider the years of past 

generations. Ask your father, and he will tell you; your 

elders, and they will teach you" (Deuteronomy 32:7) . 

L 'dor va'dor, from generation to generation, the Jewish 

people have sustained themselves by transforming both 

triumphs and tragedies into stories that become the 

foundation of collective identity. Most of those stories 

were passed down from our ancestors. Today, it is our 

turn to tell a new story, to transform trauma into power.

But such stories cannot be written only in op-eds or 

academic articles. They require art and poetry, a literary 

space where we can lay aside our political uniforms and 

engage in the deeper work of meaning-making. As the 
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American artist Ben Shahn observed in “The Future of 

the Creative Arts” symposium, 1952: "The time is past 

due for us to decide whether we are a moral people, or 

merely a comfortable people. . .  If it  falls to the lot of 

artists and poets to ask these questions, then the more 

honorable their role. It is not the survival of art alone 

that is at issue, but the survival of the free individual 

and a civilized society." 

Memory has always held sacred space in Jewish life, but 

remembering Rabin requires us to resist the comfort 

of forgetting and embrace the moral imperative of 

remembrance. 

For many over the age of thirty, the assassination remains 

viscerally personal. For younger generations, it risks 

becoming a forgotten footnote. Yet in historical terms, 

in human-geological time, it happened only yesterday. 

We are still too close to experience it without pain, but 

maybe far enough to begin writing a shared story.

Years after that terrible night, I dedicated much of my 

life to educating young Israelis about Rabin's legacy and 

the fragile work of democracy. On the 18th anniversary 

of his death, I organized a poetry reading alongside the 

main memorial rally. We discovered something striking: 

Rabin's assassination was nearly absent from our poetry, 

"a tree falling in the woods." Our call for submissions 

unearthed dozens of unpublished poems waiting in 

drawers across the country.

In 2013, together with Alon Bar and Yarden Ben-Zur, 
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we published Machzor 95, the first literary anthology 

dedicated to Rabin's assassination. We chose the name for 

its double meaning: the "Class of '95", those unfortunate 

graduates of this collective trauma, and the Hebrew 

machzor, the prayer book for holidays, reflecting our 

belief that healing is not linear but cyclical, always 

requiring our return. In 2022, joined by editors Dr. Ilan 

Yosef Berkovitz, Dani Efrati, and Dafna Barchilon, we 

published a second and expanded edition. 

Now, thirty years after the assassination, we offer Class of 

95, an English translation that invites readers worldwide 

into direct conversation with how Israeli society 

continues grappling with this history. From the Hebrew 

editions, we selected forty poems and arranged them 

according to five stages of Jewish mourning, creating a 

literary framework that honors both the specificity of 

this trauma and the Jewish rhythms of grief.

The first chapter, Aninut, the period between death and 

burial, captures the stunned immediacy of assassination. 

Agi Mishol's "4 .11 .95" distills the moment: "Something 

so oof /  dropped in the heart." Maya Valentine, in an 

unnamed poem, invokes Genesis 22:12, "Do not raise your 

hand against the boy", pleading for divine intervention 

that might have saved our modern Isaac.

The second chapter, Shivah, reflects the stage of 

communal grief and early processing. In Roy Zemach’s 

Letter to Yitzhak and Inbal, memory returns in fragments 

of terror and loss, as if spoken as an oath to remember 
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yet tinged with remorse: “Thank you for writing. Too 

bad you didn’t write when Yitzhak was alive.” Yehezkel 

Nafshi’s When a Man Dies turns the public square itself 

into a site of mourning, giving voice to the sense of 

loss and abandonment felt by the “candle generation”: 

“When a man dies in Kings of Israel Square /  there is 

no consolation for him. Or for us / Even his name could 

be lost. And our name.” Shahar-Mario Mordechai’s State 

Ceremony stages us into the all-too-familiar rhythm 

of official, militarized ritual, satirizing the surreal 

attempt to formalize the intimate pain of a people tired 

of war and death.

The third chapter is Shloshim, the thirty-day period 

after burial, when some mourning practices continue 

but normal life begins to resume. The poems here turn 

toward a reckoning with absence. Nitzan Mintz’s It’s the 

Wound’s Birthday transforms the wound itself into a 

grotesque companion: “We’ll tie balloons for the wound 

/ Wish for it to grow.” Yosef Ozer voices the bitterness of 

religious Jews who mourned Rabin but felt collectively 

blamed: "I know that my matzot are white / that I never 

baked with blood."  Daniel Baumgarten refuses to shy 

away from the incitement that preceded murder: “recall 

the spell / stoke their flames / then all at once / in a flash 

of cameras / unleash the leashes / release the chains!”

The fourth chapter, Yud Bet Chodesh, the twelve months 

of mourning, stretches into memory and private 

recollection. In Ron Dahan’s My Life as a Soundtrack, 
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Rabin’s death blends with everyday detail, becoming 

another nostalgic tune on the radio: “I  remember three 

notes from the soundtrack of the early 90s :  /  Bono’s 

wondrous scream in One /  Eddie Vedder’s sob in Black 

/  and the s i lence after  the shot that  ki l led another 

one,  Yitzhak Rabin.” Dafna Barchilon’s (Un)Easy Math 

transports us back to the experience of a teenager who 

truly hoped for peace, and now, as an adult, struggles 

to comprehend what has been lost: “ I  was 15  years 

old then and today I ’m 30 ,  15  years have passed.  This 

might sound l ike easy math,  but for me this  math is 

incredibly uneasy.”

One year concludes the official stages of Jewish 

mourning,  which are then repeated annually in the 

yahrzeit. Yet we chose to add a fifth chapter, Avelut 

Yeshanah. Jewish tradition distinguishes between 

avelut chadasha (new mourning) for immediate losses 

and avelut yeshanah  (old mourning) for historical 

tragedies embedded in our calendar. By including this 

final section, we suggest that Rabin's assassination 

belongs not only to personal or generational memory 

but to the canon of Jewish trauma. Like Tisha B’Av, which 

marks the destruction of the First and Second Temples 

in Jerusalem, it demands an ongoing ritual of return, but 

also a narrative, a way of carrying the wound forward 

while insisting that it remain part of our collective story.

C lass  of  95 offers no closure. Instead, it provides 

language, rhythm, and imagery to keep this memory alive 
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and productively unsettled. In our current moment, as 

Jewish communities worldwide grapple with new forms 

of division, as Israel faces unprecedented challenges to 

its democratic fabric, as antisemitism resurges globally, 

this anthology models a crucial kind of work: the patient, 

honest examination of how we arrived at this moment 

and what wisdom our wounds might teach.

Through this translation, we return again and again to 

a night that changed the trajectory of Israel and the 

Jewish people. We do so not to reopen wounds but to 

ensure they teach us. We honor Rabin's legacy not only 

as a leader whose life was cut short, but as a reminder 

that the fragile, urgent work of democracy, dialogue, 

and peace remains unfinished.

Will we be a moral people, or merely a comfortable one? 

Class of 95 insists that true comfort can only come 

through the moral courage to remember, to reckon, 

and to rebuild. 
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Yehuda Kurtzer

Foreword

I was on a bus from Ra’anana to Jerusalem when I heard 

the panicked news reports coming in over the radio 

about the assassination of Yitzhak Rabin. It was just a 

few months into my second gap year in Israel, studying 

in a yeshiva, and I was returning from a weekend of my 

religious Zionist youth movement with over 100 of my 

peers. Most of the people in that network were right 

of center, raised to despise Rabin and the Oslo process 

that he was leading, and inclined by the values of the 

movement to cherish the holiness of the land of Israel 

more than the contingent hope for what they expected 

to be a fractious, foolish peace that would require 

significant territorial compromise. I was an outlier who 

believed deeply in the peace process – I was literally 

raised to support it, by a father who was one of the lead 

American negotiators – and I admired the imperfect 

Rabin. I saw him as the archetype of the Israeli story: a 

rugged military icon with an often-heroic, often-morally 

spotty past, who was now remolding himself with visible 

discomfort into a peacemaker, like the pain that the 

sword must feel when it is beaten into a ploughshare. 

That evening, on the bus, I quickly became a translator. I 

lived in Israel when I was a child in elementary school, and 

my Hebrew has stayed fluent, much more so than most of 
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the American Jewish kids with me on the bus, so I leaned 

in close to the radio, grabbed the microphone, and did 

my best to help my peers understand what was going on. 

I remember being on the bus that night, trying to parse 

both my own shock and terror about what was happening, 

as well as trying to endure the periodic expressions of 

glee I heard from some of my American Jewish peers 

who experienced the killing of Rabin as victory, with a 

banality that looked to me like they were celebrating 

winning color war at camp. I had no curiosity or empathy 

for those kids until a few days later, when nearly the 

entirety of Israeli leadership, including those leading the 

red-hot protests, knelt in sorrow for Rabin. Sometimes 

American Jews perform our relationship to Israel in 

caricature, out of proportion to the attitudes of Israelis. 

I think those kids were making a bad guess about how they 

were supposed to react. They were reading something in 

translation, and they misunderstood it. 

Translation gets a bad rap – like kissing through a veil, it 

is said – and that suspicion is affirmed when we believe we 

understand something through a myth of proximity only 

to discover we are speaking different languages. I spend 

much of my life thinking, writing, and teaching about 

Israel and regularly confront moments when I become 
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fully aware of what I don’t know or understand. But we 

humans translate all the time, often in more subtle ways 

than on a microphone in front of a busload of students. 

We don’t really have a choice: we travel through the world 

with our biases and beliefs, and the encounter with new 

people, experiences, and truths requires that we engage 

in translation to make meaning. 

Literature is one of these acts of translation, whether 

in prose or in poetry. Borges wrote that “the original 

is  unfaithful  to the translation,”  suggesting that not 

only is the literary rendering of a truth or an event its 

own independent contribution, but more provocatively 

that the literary captures something that the “original” 

cannot.” A staccato recitation of the news comes no 

closer to accurately depicting events as they happened 

than does the stuttered spoken word, or the white space 

between the letters of spare verse. Trauma, especially, 

needs poetry to help us assimilate into our minds and 

hearts not just what happened, but how we felt, what it 

meant, and what it continues to mean. When I think of 

that night on the bus, I can tell you the story of what 

happened. I can try to describe the images that are 

stained in my mind from the experience – the darkness 

stabbed by the flashes of headlights of cars passing 

us on the highway, the feeling of being too close to 

an anxious bus driver, the strangeness of narrating an 

experience to others who were struggling to understand 

it – and all of these words fall short in telling you as 
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honestly as I can what it felt like then, and how I feel 

about it all now. 

Maybe the poetry of others can help - even, as in this 

collection, in translation. Three poets - Roy Zemach in 

Letter to Yitzhak and Inbal, Jeremy Fogel in Song for 

Peace, Shabtai Majar in What is the event that - make 

reference to Aviv Geffen and his iconic performance 

of his song To Cry for You both at the peace rally in 

November 1995, where Rabin was assassinated, and then 

a week later at the memorial service concert. Geffen’s 

song, originally composed following the tragic death of 

a friend, became encoded as a prophecy of Rabin’s death 

and then a requiem for him. The song layered tragedy 

upon tragedy; the memory of the song on each verse adds 

another layer, and we are gifted all this thickness now 

onto the original trauma, such that we can’t remember 

the event without the music or hear the music without 

remembering the event. In Blank,  Raanan Ben Tovim 

writes, “the historians will tell us what occurred from a 

distance that omits the candlelight.” Do you remember 

the candles burning at that concert? I do; I also remember 

a lot of darkness from an assassination that took place at 

night, and the darkening by fear of so much of the hope 

that was present in that moment.

In a strange way, I feel fortunate to remember something 

of this tragic story. The time will come, not too far off, 

when most will only know Rabin – his leadership during 

that turbulent era, the precipice of peace on which we sat 
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(and which proved far more fragile than it appeared to us 

optimists), the trauma of his death, the inevitability of 

the violence and warmaking that followed – through the 

prism of the cold history that they read or study rather 

than through the warm, interpretive lenses of their own 

memories. The invisible stain that comes with forgetting 

the past afflicts the young Israelis born ever since, 

something that Daniel Baumgarten hints at in his haunting 

Silence: “Dear students / please raise your hands / what 

does it  feel  l ike to have peace /  within reach?” The 

tragedy of a broken past is not just what was lost in that 

moment, but the loss of alternate possible futures that 

were closed off in that public square in Tel Aviv on that 

deadly night. For all of us who dream of peace, the sense 

that it might once have been in reach feels more stinging 

than the experience of it now as being hopelessly elusive. 

I’m glad to remember Rabin, to have a sense of proximity 

to who he was and why he mattered, and to have lived 

through his loss. I worry for American Jews that in 

forgetting him, all we see are the inevitabilities of what 

has gone wrong in Israel over the past several decades, 

and not the availabilities of alternative endings to this 

story that once presented themselves and could, with the 

benefit of our imagination, inspire us again. 

Now, at the time of this writing – after October 7 and 

two years into the violent destruction of Gaza – we are 

now farther from peace than perhaps any other time in 

Israeli and Palestinian history. The poets and translators 
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of peace in Israel/Palestine are more silent than ever, 

the ploughshares are rendered back as swords, and we 

wait – as we waited for this Class of 95 – for the break in 

the fighting for them to make meaning of all this horror, 

and then we will wait again for it to become discernible 

in translation for all of us who are not in proximity to 

the horror to fully understand it. And maybe all of this 

is backwards: maybe instead of waiting for the poets to 

make meaning of our traumas, we should find ways for 

the poets to stand side by side with the policymakers 

again and translate a better world into being. Let them 

stand at the microphone of our bus, careening down the 

highway; let them translate for us not just our past but 

what we are seeing and hearing and feeling, with the 

wisdom that makes it intelligible to us, with the words 

that inspire us to lead our way out of this mess. Maybe, 

if we have the courage to let them, the poets can save 

us from ourselves. 



Aninut
אֲֲנִיִנוּת

—
The period between death 

and burial, marked by 

shock and exemption from 

religious obligations.



24

Agi Mishol

4.11.95

Something

in the shoulders

slumped low

something stuck

in the neck

Something so oof

dropped in the heart

peh-nee-mah

peh-nee-mah

Something in the room

the words

the crowding of things

or the light

something in the light

Something outside

in the branches

or the crows

their caws

Or something in the world

hard to explain

the pain

Something so fraught

the sorrow

Something oh so

oof.
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אגי משעול

 4.11.95

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ בַַּכְּתְֵֵפַַיִםִ

מוֹשֵֵׁךְְ לְמְַַטָָּה

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ אֵֵיזֶהֶ דָָּבָָר

בַַּצַַּוָּאָר

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ אוּף

שָָׁמוּט בַַּלֵּבֵָָב

פֶֶּ־נִיִ־מָָה

פֶֶּ־נִיִ־מָָה

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ בַַּחֶֶדֶֶר

הַַדְְּבָָרִִים

אוֹ שְְׁכֵנֵוּת הַַחֲֲפָָצִִים

אוֹ הָָאוֹר

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ בָָּאוֹר

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ בַַּחוּץ

בָָּעֲֲנָפִִָים

אוֹ הָָעוֹרְְבִִים

קוֹלָםָ

אוֹ מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ בָָּעוֹלָםָ

קָָשֶֶׁה לָדַַָעַַת

הַַכְּאְֵֵב

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ הָָרֶֶה מְְאוֹד 

צַַעַַר יֵשֵׁ

מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ אוּף

מְְאוֹד.
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Shachar-Mario Mordechai

Before the Government of Israel 
Announces With Astonishment

There is a country that walks the hiking trails 

but never stops to look at the view.

Her eyes are always focused on the dusty path

lest she trip on a stray branch, an untied lace, a cliff

into the mouth of the abyss

Her ground makes a gulping, metallic ring

like coins in a wide-open purse.

In the blazing days of summer there are falling leaves

and her muzzle flashes burn even in storms of winter.

Life happens in the shadow of assassination and death

love for her always comes with a fear of parting

therefore right now, her Prime Minister is leaving 

the rally in the square. Ready for

Labor
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שחר-מריו מרדכי

לפני שממשלת ישראל
מודיעה בתדהמה  

יֵשֵׁ מְְדִִינָהָ פּוֹסַַעַַת בַַּדְְּרָָכִיִם הַַשְְּׁמוּרוֹת לְטְַַיָּלִָיִם

אֲֲבָָל אַף פַַּעַַם לא עוֹצֶֶרֶֶת לְהְַַבִִּיט בַַּנּוֹף. 

עֵֵינֶיֶהָָ נְשְׂוּאוֹת תָָּמִִיד אֶֶל אֵֵפֶֶר הַַשְְּׁבִִילִיִם

פֶֶּן תִִּמְְעַַד מֵֵעָָנָףָ שׁוֹטֶֶה, שְְׂרוֹךְְ פָָּתוּחַַ, צוּק 

אֶֶל פִִּי תְְּהוֹם 

לָאֲֲָדָָמָָה שֶֶׁלָּהָ יֵשֵׁ צְְלִיִל גּוֹמֵֵעַַ שֶֶׁל מַַתֶֶּכֶתֶ

כְּמְוֹ שֶֶׁל מַַטְְבְְּעוֹת־קֻֻפָָּה־פְְּעוּרָָה־לְעְֹדֶֶֹף.

בִִּבְְעֵֵרַַת הַַקַַּיִץִ יֵשֵׁ לָהָּ גַּםַ מַַרְְאוֹת שַַׁלֶּכֶֶתֶ

וּרְְשָָׁפֶֶיהָָ רִִשְְׁפֵֵּי אֵֵשׁ גַּםַ בִִּסְְעֹרֹ הַַחֹרֶֶֹף.

לַחַַַיִּיִם שֶֶׁבָָּהּ יֵשֵׁ צֵֵל שֶֶׁל הִִתְְנַשּׁקְּוּת וּמָָוֶתֶ

בָָּאַהֲֲבָָה אֵֵלֶיֶהָָ יֵשֵׁ תָָּמִִיד חֲֲשָָׁשׁ רֵֵּפְּדָָה

לָכֵָןֵ רֹאֹשׁ הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ שֶֶּׁלָּהּ עוֹזֵבֵ מַַמָָּשׁ עַַכְשְָָׁו אֶֶת

הָָעֲֲצֶֶרֶֶת בַַּכִּכִָּרָ. יֵשֵׁ לוֹ 

עֲֲבוֹדָָה  
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Maya Valentine

*

"Make for Me a sanctuary

that I may dwell among you" 

(Exodus 25:8)

It was said to David:

You shall not build a House for My name,

because you have shed 

much blood on the earth in My sight.

and when the House was built, 

on Mount Moriah,

in the place it was said to Abraham:

Do not raise your hand against the boy

they brought sacrifices and there was peace.

The Third Temple was built by Israel

and coated inside and out with the blood of strangers

and he murdered his son, Yitzhak.

And I feared God

who did not dwell among us.
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מיה ולנטיין

  *

"וְְעָָשׂוּ לִיִ מִִקְְדָּּשׁ,

וְְכַׁשָׁנְַתְִּּי בְּּתוֹכָםָ" 

שמות כ"ה ח'-ט'

לדוד אמרה:

פַַכְּתָּ אַרְְצָָה לְפְָָנָיָ מִִּדָּים רַַּבִּים ׁשָׁ מִִׁשְׁי, ּכִּי  לֹאֹ-תִִבְְנֶהֶ בַַיִתִ לִ

וכשנבנה הבית,

בהר המוריה,

במקום בו אמרה לאברהם:

עַַּנַּר" "אַל לַׁשְּׁתִּחַ יָדְְָךָָ אֶֶל הַַ

זבחו והיה שלום.

 

את בית המקדש השלישי עשה ישראל

וציפה אותו מבית ומחוץ בדם גרים

ורצח את בנו, את יצחק.

 

ואני יראתי אלוהים

אשר לא שכנה בנו.
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Raanan Ben Tovim

Blank

Someone said “traitor.”

Someone else moved it onwards

from mouth to hand, overland

currents flow, evading view.

First, the ear hears.

Then the eye, as always, is blindsided.

It takes time to process a whole picture

from signals of sounds and sights. 

And the shock

and the dismay

and an unreconciled nation announces, stunned,

someone has heard “Blank, blank,”

and the picture cracks back.
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The historians will tell us what occurred 

from a distance that omits the candlelight 

and swallows the flame in data

having nothing to do with that day –

including the endless wall,

the graffiti,

the tears,

and the idolatry. 

And back to us,

to the deranged game of musical thrones,

The hope is working overtime,

peace twitching like venom.

Death recognizes all of us.

Translated by Vivian Eden
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רענן בן טובים 

סרק  

מִִישֶֶׁהוּ אָמַַר "בּוֹגֵדֵ".

אַחֵֵר הִִמְְשִִׁיךְְ אֶֶת הַַתְְּנוּעָָה.

מֵֵהַַלָּשָׁוֹן לַיַָּדָ, זְרְָָמִִים קַַרְְקָָעִִיִּיִם

חוֹמְְקִִים מֵֵהָָעַַיִןִ.

הָָאֹזֶֹןֶ הָָרִִאשׁוֹנָהָ לִשְְִׁמֹעַַֹ.

אַחֲֲרֶֶיהָָ, הָָעַַיִןִ מִִשְְׁתָָּאָה כְּהְֶֶרְְגֵּלֵָהָּ.

לָאָוֹתוֹת נִדְְִרָָשׁ זְמְַַן כְּדְֵֵי לְעְַַבֵֵּד אֶֶת הַַקּוֹלוֹת

וְאְֶֶת הַַמַַּרְְאוֹת לִתְְִמוּנָהָ שְְׁלֵמֵָָה.

וְהְַַהֶֶלֶםֶ

וְהְַַמְְּבוּכָהָ

וּמְְדִִינָהָ לֹאֹ־שְְׁלֵמֵָָה מוֹדִִיעָָה בְְּתַַדְְהֵֵמָָה.

מִִישֶֶׁהוּ שָָׁמַַע "סְְרָָק, סְְרָָק",

וְהְַַתְְּמוּנָהָ שׁוּב נִסְְִדֶֶּקֶֶת לִקְְִרָָעֶֶיהָָ.
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מָָחָָר יְסְַַפְְּרוּ לָנָוּ הִִיסְְטוֹרְְיוֹנִיִם עַַל שֶֶׁאֵֵרַַע

מִִמֶֶּרְְחָָק שֶֶׁאֵֵינוֹ מֵֵכִיִל בְְּתוֹכוֹ אֶֶת אוֹר הַַנֵּרֵ, וְהְַַלֶּהֶָָבָָה

תִִּבָָּלַעַ בִִּנְתְוּנִיִם, שֶֶׁבֵֵּינֵיֵהֶֶם לְבְֵֵין אוֹתוֹ הַַיּוֹם

אֵֵין וְלְֹאֹ כְּלְוּם – 

כּוֹלֵלֵ הַַקִִּיר הָָאֵֵינְסְוֹפִִי,

וְהְַַגְּרְָָפִִיטִִי,

וְהְַַדְְּמָָעוֹת,

וְהְָָעֲֲבוֹדָָה הַַזָּרָָָה.

וּבַַחֲֲזָרָָָה אֵֵלֵיֵנוּ,

אֶֶל מִִשְְׂחַַק כִּסְְִּאוֹת מֻֻפְְרָָע.

הַַתִִּקְְוָהָ תַַּמְְשִִׁיךְְ לַעֲֲַבֹדֹ שָָׁעוֹת נוֹסָָפוֹת.

הַַשָָּׁלוֹם יְפְַַעְְפֵֵּעַַ כְּמְוֹ אֶֶרֶֶס.

הַַמָָּוֶתֶ מַַכִּיִר בְְּכֻֻלָּנָוּ.

הַַזְּמְַַן – פֶֶּגַעַ רַַע.
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Cheli Tal Shalem

Chilled Shellfish

The night Rabin was murdered they brought to the

 table some seafood and wine

Did we cross a line?

(can the fault for what happened be mine?)

A strange fusion place, in Rishon LeZion,

I remember it clearly

I did not like the wine

I said the seafood was cold and bad and it’s mad

how these right-wingers are staging 

 a funeral for a Prime Minister

as the lefties rally and are shocked to announce, that – 

there are no vital signs, 

he answered as he ate, his eyes cold as the plate 

too bad it wasn’t an Arab who did the crime.



35

חלי טל שלם

פירות צוננים 

בָָּעֶֶרֶֶב שֶֶׁרַַבִִּין נִרְְִצַַח הֻֻגְּשְׁוּ לַשַֻֻּׁלְחְָָן כּוֹסוֹת יַיִַןִ וּפֵֵרוֹת־יָםָ לְפְִִי הַַזְמְָָנָהָ

וְאְָסוּר הָָיָהָ

)אָז אוּלַיַ בִִּגְלְַלַ זֶהֶ זֶהֶ קָָרָָה?(

מִִסְְעֶֶדֶֶת כִּלְִאְַיִםִ בְְּרִִאשׁוֹן, מוּזָרָָָה, זוֹכֶרֶֶֶת כְּמְוֹ אֶֶתְְמוֹל

אֵֵיךְְ הַַמָָּנָהָ הָָיְתְָָה קָָרָָה.

אָמַַרְְתִִּי לוֹ שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ טָָעִִים וְאְֵֵיזֶהֶ הֲֲזוּיִיִם

הַַיְּמְָָנִיִם שֶֶׁמְְּבַַיְּמְִִים הַַלְוְָיָָהָ שֶֶׁל רֹאֹשׁ מֶֶמְְשָָׁלָהָ

מוּל הַַפְְגָּנָָהָ שֶֶׁל שְְׂמֹאֹלָנִָיִם וּמוֹדִִיעִִים בְְּתַַדְְהֵֵמָָה שֶֶׁ־

זֶהֶ קָָרָָה, הוּא עָָנָהָ בְְּעֵֵינַיִַםִ קָָרוֹת כְּמְוֹ הַַפֵֵּרוֹת

וַחֲֲַבָָל שֶֶׁזֶּהֶ לֹאֹ עֲֲרָָבִִי, שֶֶׁיָּרָָָה.

מתוך ספרה 'תעבירי את הסכין', פרדס, 2018.
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Riki Daskal

Yitzhak On the Way to Heaven

November 4, 1995, 11:16 PM,

Middle East Standard Time

In those moments the soul of Yitzhak floats upward 

freed from its inwardness

God will meet him there

just as he whispered in Yigal’s ear the command to kill

and in the three-way space created

between the sublime and the vile

between clarity and hatred

between the murderer and the murdered

between peace and war

between life and death

between Yitzhak and Yigal

we must tighten the strings

and keep on playing.
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ריקי דסקל  

יצחק בדרך לשמים         

4 בנובמבר 1995, 23:16

לפי שעון המזרח התיכון

בִִּרְְגָעִִָים אֵֵלּוּ מִִתְְאַבֶֶּכֶתֶ נִשְְִׁמָָתוֹ שֶֶׁל יִצְְִחָָק מַַעְְלָהָ

מִִשְְׁתַַּחְְרֶֶרֶֶת מִִמֻֻּפְְנָמָוּתָָהּ

שָָׁם תִִּפְְגֹּשֹׁ אוֹתוֹ אֱֱלֹהִִֹים בְְּדִִיּוּק

שֶֶׁיָּצַַָק לְאְָזְנְוֹ שֶֶׁל יִגְִאְָל אֶֶת הוֹרָָאַת הַַמָָּוֶתֶ

וּבֶֶחָָלָלָ הַַמְְּשֻֻׁלָּשָׁ שֶֶׁנּוֹצַַר

בֵֵּין הַַנִּשְְִׂגָּבָ לַשַָָּׁפָָל 

בֵֵּין הַַפִִּכָּחָוֹן לַשִִַּׂנְאְָה ֹ ֹ

בֵֵּין הָָרוֹצֵֵחַַ וְהְַַנִּרְְִצָָח

בֵֵּין הַַשָָּׁלוֹם וְהְַַמִִּלְחְָָמָָה

בֵֵּין הַַחַַיִּיִם וּבֵֵין הַַמָָּוֶתֶ

בֵֵּין יִצְְִחָָק וְיְִגְִאְָל

נִצְְִטָָרֵֵךְְ לִמְְִתֹּחַַֹ הַַחוּטִִים

וּלְהְַַמְְשִִׁיךְְ לְשְַַׂחֵֵק.
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Ronny Someck

Kings of Israel Square, The Day After

Memorial candles flicker in tin cans,

flame after flame like spots

on the skin of a leopard shot in the jungle of its dreams.

His eyes, that almost saw wolves dwell with lambs,

suddenly hang on the bloodied wall 

on the pathway to the heart.

5.11.95
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רוני סומק

כיכר מלכי ישראל. היום שאחרי 

בְְּקֻֻפְְסְְאוֹת הַַפַַּח נִדְְִלָקִִָים נֵרֵוֹת הַַנְּשְָָׁמָָה,

לֶהֶָָבָָה אַחַַר לֶהֶָָבָָה כַּחֲֲַבַַרְְבּוּרוֹת

עַַל עוֹר נָּמֵֵָר שֶֶׁנּוֹרָָה בְְּג'וּנְגְֶּלֶ חֲֲלוֹמוֹתָָיו.

עֵֵינָיָו, שֶֶׁכִּמְְִעַַט רָָאוּ כֶּבֶֶֶשׂ גָּרָ עִִם זְאְֵֵב,
ְ תְְּלוּיוֹת פִִּתְְאוֹם עַַל קִִיר הַַדָָּם בַַּדֶֶּרֶֶךְ

אֶֶל הַַלֵּבֵ.



Shivah
שִׁבְְִעָָה

—
The first seven days of 

mourning, when mourners 

remain at home and 

receive visitors.
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Shachar-Mario Mordechai

State Ceremony

The President, may his glory be exalted

the Prime Minister, honorable and gifted

the Minister of Defense and his trusted aide

the Commander-in-Chief – sharp and creased –

and some guy in his shade

the ruling class and all the top brass

(and here’s where I get a little lost, alas);

officers of the armed forces,

experts in building-up forces

in preserving power, exercising power and strength

of the social structure of fighters and support

and I have no strength anymore

for your fucking wars.
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שחר-מריו מרדכי

טקס  

הַַנָּשִִָׂיא יָרָוּם הוֹדוֹ

רֹאֹשׁ הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ, כְּבְוֹדוֹ

שַַׂר הַַבִִּּטָּחוֹן וְאְִִישׁ סוֹדוֹ

הָָרָָמַַטְְכָָּ"ל – רַַעַַד קַַל – וְזְֶהֶ שֶֶׁאֲֲנִיִ לֹאֹ מְְזַהֶֶַה לְיְָדָוֹ

הַַדֶֶּרֶֶג הַַשַַּּׁלִּיט וְכְָלָ צַַרֶֶּמֶּת הַַפִִּקּוּד

)כָּאָן אֲֲנִיִ מַַתְְחִִיל לָלֶָכֶֶתֶ לְאְִִבּוּד(;

נִּיְּיִם  דֵֵּקְּי הַַכּוֹחוֹת הַַמְְּזֻיָֻּנִָיִם, כָּלָ הַַמִִּצְְטַַ מְְפַַ

בְְּבִִנְיְַןַ כּוֹחַַ, בְְּשִִׁמּוּר כּוֹחַַ, בְְּמִִנּוּף כּוֹחַַ, בְְּנִהִוּל כּוֹחַַ, בְְּהַַפְְעָָלַתַ כּוֹחַַ

שֶֶׁל הַַמַַּעֲֲרָָךְְ הַַתּוֹמֵֵךְְ וְהְַַלּוֹחֵֵם 

אֵֵין לִיִ כּוֹחַַ כּוּשֶֶׁלָּאִִָמָָּאשֶֶׁכֶּלָּםֶ

לַמִִַּלְחְָָמוֹת הַַמְְּזֻיָֻּנָוֹת שֶֶׁכֶּלָּםֶ.
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Jeremy Fogel

Song for Peace

א

So just sing a song for peace

write a song of murder

go get ‘em, Rabin, go get ‘em

go get two bullets in your back

choke on your blood on the way to Ichilov

but look, Yitzhak, look out the window

see Ibn Gabirol 

and the dark skies over Rembrandt Street

see Tel Aviv

the Hebrew city, city of nightmares

remember Rabin, the Kadouri school

how you worked the land

remember how you conquered Jerusalem

you gathered the exiles,

now the exiles have gathered you

Camp David, terror attacks

let Peres have his share, fasten seat-belts

the tribe has spoken

your Israel exists in Channel One footage

your Israel is in the teardrops

on the blue shirts of Hashomer Hatzair

that nobody wears anymore
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John Lennon also went down those stairs

in Kings of Israel Square,

Kennedy too, Lincoln, even Mahatma

go get eternal rest

the doors of heaven aren’t locked

Gamal Abdel Nasser’s waiting for you

with a flute of champagne

and the ghosts of the Altalena 

on a carpet of broken bones

and for us Machiavelli’s Fortuna awaits

an evil smile in Zion Square

the city you conquered, Rabin

has conquered us

and elected Yigal Amir Prime Minister

ב

And so just sing a song for peace

and sing HaRe’ut

hum A Walk to Cesaria

announce in shock and sorrow

take ‘em, Rabin, take ‘em

take the bullets from the kid you didn’t take

without a red booklet, but with a little blacklist

waiting for you by the drivers, between the bodyguards

at the rally of Second Israel’s new guard

where nobody would notice a murderer wearing a kipa

smiling like a boy, like an angel 

by the stairs



45

meanwhile you have to say

that you too are moved

but the end of the night was far more moving, Rabin

everyone was moved to the bones

when they filled your back with lead

Ibn Gabirol was in tears

and there was a flood in Florentine

the night they got you Rabin

my father said we’re going

and I said yalla let’s go

and when we landed Aviv Geffen sang

just like he did on stage

the night they shot two bullets in your back

your strong upright Hebrew back

you establish a whole new state

and end up dying like an old ghetto Jew

you, the Marlboro Man

where is King Hussein’s lighter now

when we need to light candles for you

candles upon candles upon candles

the autumn night falls on the Negev

while you fall on the stones in Tel Aviv

and gently, gently lights the stars

I don’t remember if your glasses broke
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ג

Let the sun rise

and shine on the angels of destruction

you’ve messed up with wicked angels Rabin

coalition angels

and with the Lord of the messiah’s armies

Yasser Arafat can’t deliver you from your troubles

God will deliver us, Yigal will deliver you

Pulsa Denura on all our mothers

and a curse on all the women you loved

think a moment about Leah

while you’re dying in that Cadillac 

always eloquent, mesmerizing hair,

the peak of elegance

from dollar accounts to the pit at Har Herzl

and what a beauty your granddaughter was

at the funeral

right next to Bill Clinton and Prince Charles

Shalom buddy, Shalom Hanna Senesh

Shalom Theodore, Shalom to the Revolution

the Jewish State became Judea

on the night they prayed against you in the cemeteries 

the righteous suffer the evil rejoice

injustice for generations

srak and srak, all is empty and vain

and forever returns to the people suffering

in the Square of their Kings

King David sent us off to die
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Solomon exploited everyone to build the Temple

not even a loaf of bread to heal the dead

between the golden statues in the Holy of Holies

and the breaking news on TV

Ya’akov, Araleh, Yishmael, Yitzhak and Esav

hollow point, tip of a spear

ministering angels, Rabin

angels of peace

messengers of the Most High

Shema Yisrael, Rabin, Shema Yisrael

wallow in your blood on the way to Ichilov

what is happening to you

is what happened to everyone who ever was

ashes to ashes

you

peace

ashes and dust

fire, brothers, fire

fire, sisters, fire

dust and ashes

by the sand, near the water

you can almost hear the rustling of the waves

between the blasts and the wails

they shot Rabin

they shot Rabin

Oh God full of mercy

they shot Rabin

Rabin is dead
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ג'רמי פוגל 

שיר לשלום   

א

אָז רַַק שִִׁירוּ שִִׁיר לַשַָָּׁלוֹם

וְשְׁוֹרְְרוּ שִִׁיר לָרֶֶָצַַח

וְקְַַבֵֵּל, רַַבִִּין, קַַבֵֵּל

קַַבֵֵּל שְְׁתֵֵּי יְרְִִיּוֹת בַַּגַּבַ

תֵֵּחָָנֵקֵ בַַּדָָּם שֶֶׁךָּלְָּ בַַּדֶֶּרֶֶךְְ לְאְִִיכִיִלוֹב

אֲֲבָָל תִִּסְְתַַּכֵּלֵ, יִצְְִחָָק, תִִּסְְתַַּכֵּלֵ מֵֵהַַחַַלּוֹן

תִִּרְְאֶֶה אֶֶת אִִבֶֶּן גַּבִִַּירוֹל

אֶֶת הַַשָָּׁמַַיִםִ הַַחֲֲשׁוּכִיִם מֵֵעַַל לִרְְִחוֹב רֶֶמְְבְְּרַַנְּדְּט

תִִּרְְאֶֶה אֶֶת תֵֵּל אָבִִיב

הָָעִִיר הָָעִִבְְרִִית, חֲֲלוֹם בַַּּלָּהוֹת

תִִּזְכְֹּרֹ רַַבִִּין, אֶֶת כַּדַּוּרִִי

אֵֵיךְְ שֶֶׁעֲֲבַַדְְתֶֶּם אֶֶת הָָאֲֲדָָמָָה

תִִּזְכְֹּרֹ אֵֵיךְְ שֶֶׁבַַּכְּשְְׁתֶֶּם אֶֶת יְרְוּשָָׁלַיִַםִ
ָ קִִבַַּצְְתֶֶּם גָּלָוּיוֹת, עַַכְשְָָׁו הַַגָּלָוּיוֹת קִִבְְּצוּ אוֹתְְךָ

קֵֵמְְפּ דֵֵּיוִיִד, פִִּגּוּעִִים

תֵֵּן גַּםַ לְפְֶֶרֶֶס, שִִׂים חֲֲגוֹרָָה

הַַשֵֵּׁבֶֶט אָמַַר אֶֶת דְְּבָָרוֹ

הַַיִּשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל שֶֶׁךָּלְָּ הִִיא בַַּצִִּלּוּמִִים שֶֶׁל הֶֶעָָרוּץ הָָרִִאשׁוֹן

מָָּדְּעוֹת עַַל הַַחֻֻלְצְוֹת הַַכְּחְֻֻלּוֹת שֶֶׁל הַַשּׁוֹמֵֵר הַַצָָּעִִיר הַַיִּשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל שֶֶׁךָּלְָּ הִִיא בַַּ

שֶֶׁאַף אֶֶחָָד בָָּכְּר לֹאֹ לוֹבֵֵשׁ

גַּםַ גּ'וֹן לֵנֵוֹן יָרַַָד מֵֵהַַמַַּדְְרֵֵגוֹת כִּבְּּכַּר מְְלָכִָיִם

גַּםַ קֵֵנֵדִִֵי, לִיִנְקְוֹלֵןֵ, אֲֲפִִלּוּ מָָהַַטְְמָָה
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קַַבֵֵּל מְְנוּחַַת עוֹלָםָ קַַבֵֵּל

דַַּלְתְֵֵי מָָרוֹם לֹאֹ נִנְִעְֲֲלוּ

מְְחַַכֶּהֶ לְךְָָ ּגַּמַַאל עַַּבְּד אֵֵ־ּנַּאסֵֵר עִִם כּוֹס שַַׁמְְפַַּנְיְָהָ

וְרְוּחַַ הָָרְְפָָאִִים שֶֶׁל הָָאַלְטְָָלֵנֵָהָ

עַַל שָָׁטִִיחַַ שֶֶׁל עֲֲצָָמוֹת שְְׁבוּרוֹת

וְלְָנָוּ הַַפוֹרְְטוּנָהָ שֶֶׁל מַַקְְיָאָבֵֵלִיִ

חִִּבְּיּוּךְְ שְְׂטָָנִיִ בְְּכִכִַּרַ צִִיּוֹן

הָָעִִיר אֲֲשֶֶׁר כָּבַַָשְְׁתָָּ, רַַבִִּין

כּוֹבֶֶשֶֶׁת אוֹתָָנוּ

וּבָָחֲֲרָָה בְְּיִגְִאְָל עָָמִִיר לְרְָָאשׁוּת הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ

ב

לָכֵָןֵ רַַק שִִׁירוּ שִִׁיר לַשַָָּׁלוֹם

וְשְִִׁירוּ אֶֶת הָָרֵֵעוּת

תְְּזַמְְַזְמְוּ אֶֶת הַַהֲֲלִיִכָהָ לְקְֵֵיסַַרְְיָהָ

תּוֹדִִיעוּ בְְּתַַדְְהֵֵמָָה

וְתְַַחְְטֹףֹ, רַַבִִּין, תַַּחְְטֹףֹ

אֶֶת הַַכַּדַּוּרִִים שֶֶׁל הַַיֶּלֶֶדֶ שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ חָָטַַפְְתָָּ

בְְּלִיִ פִִּנְקְָָס אָדֹםֹ, עִִם פִִּנְקְָָס שָָׁחֹרֹ

מְְחַַכֶּהֶ לְךְָָ לְיְַדַ הַַנֶּהֶָָגִיִם, בֵֵּין אַנְשְֵֵׁי הָָאַבְְטָָחָָה

הָָעֲֲצֶֶרֶֶת שֶֶׁל יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל הַַשְְּׁנִיִָּהָ

בָָּהּ אַף אֶֶחָָד לֹאֹ יְזְַהֶֶַה רוֹצֵֵחַַ עִִם כִּפִָָּה
שֶֶׁמְְּחַַיֵּךְְֵ כְּמְוֹ יֶלֶֶדֶ, כְּמְוֹ מַַלְאְָךְְ

לְיְַדַ הַַמַַּדְְרֵֵגוֹת
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בֵֵּינָתַַָיִםִ אַתָָּה חַַיָּבָ לוֹמַַר שֶֶׁגַּםַ אַּתָּה מִִתְְרַַגֵּשֵׁ

אֲֲבָָל הָָיָהָ עוֹד הַַרְְבֵֵּה יוֹתֵֵר מְְרַַגֵּשֵׁ בְְּסוֹף הָָעֶֶרֶֶב, רַַבִִּין

כֻֻּלָּםָ נוֹרָָא הִִתְְרַַשּׁגְּוּ

שֶֶּׁכְּחוֹרְְרוּ אוֹתְְךָָ מֵֵאָחוֹר

אִִבֶֶּן גַּבִִַּירוֹל הָָיְתְָָה בִִּדְְמָָעוֹת

וּבִִפְְלוֹרֶֶנְטְִִין הָָיְתְָָה הֲֲצָָפָָה

בַַּלַּיְַלְָהָ שֶֶׁיָּרָוּ בְְּךָָ רַַבִִּין

אַבָָּא שֶֶׁלִּיִ אָמַַר לִיִ עוֹלִיִם

וַאֲֲַנִיִ אָמַַרְְתִִּי יַאַלְלְָהָ

חִִּנְּיתָָה כְּמְוֹ עַַל הַַבָָּמָָה וְאְָבִִיב גֶּפֶֶֶן שָָׁר בַַּ

בַַּלַּיְַלְָהָ בּוֹ יָרָוּ לְךְָָ שְְׁנֵיֵ כַּדַּוּרִִים בַַּגַּבַ
ָ הַַגַּבַ הָָעִִבְְרִִי הַַזָּקָוּף הַַזֶּהֶ שֶֶׁלְּךְָ

מְְקִִימִִים מְְדִִינָהָ שְְׁלֵמֵָָה

בַַּסּוֹף אַתָָּה מֵֵת כְּמְוֹ יְהְוּדוֹן בַַּגֵּטֵוֹ

אַתָָּה, אִִישׁ הַַמַַּרְְלְבְּוֹרוֹ

אֵֵיפֹהֹ הַַמַַּצִִּית שֶֶׁל הַַמֶֶּלֶךְְֶ חוּסֵֵין

עַַכְשְָָׁו שֶֶׁצָָּרִִיךְְ לְהְַַדְְלִיִק לְךְָָ נֵרֵוֹת

וְנְֵרֵוֹת וְנְֵרֵוֹת וְנְֵרֵוֹת

עַַל הַַנֶּגֶֶבֶ יוֹרֵֵד לֵיֵל הַַתָָּסְּו

אַתָָּה נוֹפֵֵל עַַל הָָאֲֲבָָנִיִם תֵֵּבְּל אָבִִיב

מַַצִִּית כּוֹכָבִִָים חֶֶרֶֶשׁ חֶֶרֶֶשׁ

בְְּׁשְׁרוּ לְךְָָ הַַמִִּשְְׁקָָפַַיִםִ לֹאֹ זוֹכֵרֵ אִִם נִ
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ג

תְְּנוּ לַשֶֶַּׁמֶֶשׁ לַעֲֲַלוֹת

לְמְַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ הַַחַַבָָּלָהָ לְהְַַפְְצִִיעַַ

הִִסְְתַַּבַַּכְתְָָּ עִִם מַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ הַַזָּדָוֹן עַַכְשְָָׁו רַַבִִּין

מַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ הַַקּוֹאָלִיִצְְיָהָ

וְעְִִם אֱֱלֹהֵֵֹי צִִבְְאוֹת הַַמָָּשִִׁיחַַ
ָ לֹאֹ יָאָסֶֶר עָָרָָפָָאת יִגְִאְַל אוֹתְְךָָ מִִיִּסִּוּרֶֶיךָ

ָ יְהְֹוָֹהָ יִגְִאְַל אוֹתָָנוּ יִגְִאְָל יִגְִאְָלְךְָ

אִִּדְּם אִִם אִִמָָּא שֶֶׁל כֻֻּלָּנָוּ פֻֻּלְסְָָא 

קְְלָלָָהָ עַַל כָּלָ הַַנָּשִִָׁים שֶֶׁאָהַַבְְתָָּ

תֵֵּן שָָׁם בְְּקָָדִִילַקַ הַַגְּסְִִיסָָה עוֹד מַַחֲֲשָָׁבָָה לְלְֵאֵָה

עָָׂשֵׂר מְְהַַפְְּנֵטֵ, שִִׂיא הָָאֵֵלֵגֵַנְַטְִִיּוּת רְְהוּטָָה תָָּמִִיד, 

מֵֵחֶֶבּׁשְׁוֹנוֹת הַַדּוֹלָרִִָים וְעְַַד לַבַּוֹר בְְּהַַר הֵֵרְְצְְל

וְאְֵֵיזֶהֶ יָפָָָה הָָיְתְָָה הַַנֶּכְֶדְָָּה בַַּוָּלְּיָָהָ

לְיְַדַ בִִּיל קְְלִיִנְטְוֹן וְהְַַנָּסִִָיךְְ צַַ'ארְְלְסְ

שָָׁלוֹם חֲֲבֵֵרִִיקוֹ, שָָׁלוֹם חַַנָּהָ סֶֶנֶשֶׁ

שָָׁלוֹם תֵֵּאוֹדוֹר, שָָׁלוֹם לַמַַַּהְְפֵֵּכָהָ

ּיְּהוּדִִים הָָפְְכָהָ לִיִהוּדָָה מְְדִִינַתַ הַַ

בַַּלַּיְַלְָהָ בּוֹ הִִתְְלְּּפַּלְוּ נֶגְֶדְְְּךָָ בָָּבְּתֵֵּי הַַבָָּקְּרוֹת

הַַצַַּדִִּיק וְרְַַע לוֹ הָָרַַע וְצְַַדִִּיק לוֹ עָָוֶלֶ שֶֶׁל דּוֹרוֹת

סְְרָָק וּסְְרָָק, הַַכֹּלֹ סְְרָָק וּסְְרָָק

וְתְָָמִִיד שׁוּב סִִבְְלוֹ שֶֶׁל עַַם בְְּכִכִַּרַ מְְלָכָָיָו

דָָּוִדִ הַַמֶֶּלֶךְְֶ שָָׁלַחַ אוֹתָָנוּ לָמָוּת

שְְׁלֹמֹֹהֹ נִצִֵֵּל אֶֶת כֻֻּלָּםָ לִבְְִנוֹת מִִקְְדָָּשׁ

כִּכִַּרַ לֶחֶֶֶם לִרְְִפוּאָה לַמֵֵַּת לֹאֹ הָָיְתְָָה שָָׁם

בֵֵּין פִִּסְְלֵיֵ הַַזָּהָָָב קֹּבְּדֶֶֹשׁ הַַקֳֳּדָָשִִׁים

וּבַַטֵֵּלֵוִֵיִזְיְָהָ יֵשֵׁ עִִדְְכּוּנִיִם

יַעֲֲַקֹבֹ, אַהֲֲרָָלֶֶ'ה, יִשְְִׁמָָעֵֵאל, יִצְְִחָָק וְעְֵֵשָָׂו
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חֹדֹ חָָלוּל, חֹדֹ חֲֲנִיִת

רֵֵׁשָּׁת, רַַבִִּין מַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ הַַ

מַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ הַַשָָּׁלוֹם

מַַלְאְֲֲכֵיֵ עֶֶלְיְוֹן

מַַע יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל מַַע יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל, רַַבִִּין, ׁשְׁ ׁשְׁ

תִִּתְְבּוֹסֵֵס בְְּדָָמְְךָָ בַַּדֶֶּרֶֶךְְ לְאְִִיכִיִלוֹב

קוֹרֶֶה לְךְָָ מַַה שֶֶּׁקָָּרָָה לְכְָלָ מִִי שֶֶׁאֵֵי פַַּעַַם הָָיָהָ

מֵֵאֵֵפֶֶר לְאְֵֵפֶֶר

אַתָָּה

הַַשָָּׁלוֹם

אֵֵפֶֶר וְעְָָפָָר

שְְׂרֵֵפָָה, אַחִִים, שְְׂרֵֵפָָה

שְְׂרֵֵפָָה אֲֲחָָיוֹת, שְְׂרֵֵפָָה

עָָפָָר וְעְָָפָָר

לְיְַדַ הַַחוֹל, קָָרוֹב לַמַַַּיִםִ

כִּמְְִעַַט שׁוֹמְְעִִים אֶֶת רִִׁשְׁרוּשׁ הַַגַּלִַּיִם

בֵֵּין הַַיְרְִִיּוֹת וְקְוֹלוֹת הַַיְלְָלָָהָ

יָרָוּ בְְּרַַבִִּין

יָרָוּ בְְּרַַבִִּין

אֵֵל מָָלֵאֵ רַַחֲֲמִִים

יָרָוּ בְְּרַַבִִּין

רַַבִִּין מֵֵת
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Roy Zemach

Letter to Yitzhak and Inbal

I remember why they changed the square’s name

I remember a moment of space to breathe in

between scents of gun powder

I remember shalom

not as a word of parting

I remember lava bubbling

under the sidewalk

I remember an evil wind blowing

entering the capital city

I remember inflamed zealous eyes

like in a horror movie

I remember one poisonous balcony

I remember marchers with their torches

I remember light surrendering to darkness

I remember swastikas on uniforms

I remember the suits of a false religion

pronouncing death sentences

I remember a man with purplish hair

and a coffin behind him

I remember In Blood and Fire
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a raging mob

shouting expel them, expel them

I remember the off-key notes

of Shir LaShalom

sung by the Chorus of Hope

I remember 

an embarrassed smile

going downstairs 

a breached perimeter

three bullets

an announcement in shock

I remember silence

I remember they closed the college

on the day of the funeral

I remember spontaneous graffiti 

on the bloody wall at city hall

I remember teenagers

singing Aviv Geffen’s To Cry for You

to the strumming of a campfire guitar

I remember Bach’s Agnus Dei

playing on the TV news

I remember Inbal saying

she had some sort of awakening

(you good witch, you always put words to how we felt)

I remember somber faces

blowing empty declaration bubbles

flavored “soul searching” and “lesson learning”
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I remember that as always

we hurried to offer up

the other cheek

I remember I showed this poem to Leah in my dream

she came close and whispered softly in my ear:

Thank you for writing. Too bad you didn’t write

  when Yitzhak was alive.

I remember why they changed the square’s name

P.S.: I remember when I told my son about those days. 

He didn’t believe a word I said.

"There are things that exist inside us, and we’re 

kind of not... not really aware of them. We’re 

all cynical all the time, so much, and so numb to 

it all. We open the newspaper and say, ‘Oh well, 

another disaster.’ But this isn’t like that — it’s 

not. It’s a shame that... that it took such a 

terrible moment for us to wake up. I know I woke up 

— I woke up, in some way."

Inbal Perlmutter, singer-songwriter,

during a program in memory of Yizhak Rabin in 1995.
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רועי צמח

מכתב ליצחק ולענבל   

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ מַַדּוּעַַ שִִׁנּוּ לַכִַּכִָּרָ אֶֶת שְְׁמָָהּ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ דַַּקָָּה שֶֶׁל מִִרְְוָחָ נְשְִִׁימָָה

בֵֵּין נִיִחוֹחוֹת אֲֲבַַק שְְׂרֵֵפָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שָָׁלוֹם

שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ כְּמְִִילַתַ פְְּרֵֵדָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ לַבַָָּה מְְבַַעְְבַַּעַַת

תַַּחַַת מִִדְְרָָכָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ רוּחַַ נוֹשֶֶׁבֶֶת רָָעָָה

בּוֹאֲֲכָהָ עִִיר הַַבִִּירָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ רֶֶשֶֶׁף עֵֵינַיִַםִ לָהָוּט

כְּמְוֹ סֶֶרֶֶט אֵֵימָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ מִִרְְפֶֶּסֶֶת אַחַַת רְְעִִילָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ לַפִִַּידִִים בְְּתַַהֲֲלוּכָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ אוֹר נִכְִנְָעָ לַחֲֲַשֵֵׁכָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ צְְלַבַ קֶֶרֶֶס

לָבָוּשׁ מַַדִִּים

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ חֲֲלִיִפוֹת שֶֶׁל דָָּת מְְדֻֻמָָּה

פּוֹסְְקִִים דִִּינֵיֵ מִִיתָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ אִִישׁ עִִם תִִּסְְרֹקֶֶֹת סְְגֻלָֻּהָ

מֵֵאֲֲחוֹרָָיו אֲֲרוֹן קְְבוּרָָה
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אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ "בְְּדָָם וְאְֵֵ״שׁ

הָָמוֹן גּוֹעֵֵשׁ

מְְגָרֵֵָשׁ וּמְְגָרֵֵָשׁ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ זִיִּוּפֵֵי

"שִִׁיר לַשַָָּׁלוֹם"

בְְּמַַקְְהֵֵלַתַ הַַתִִּקְְוָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ

חִִיּוּךְְ מְְבֻֻיָּשָׁ

יְרְִִידָָה בַַּמַַּדְְרֵֵגוֹת

מַַעְְגָּלָ לֹאֹ סְְטֵֵרִִילִיִ

שְְׁלוֹשָָׁה כַּדַּוּרִִים

הוֹדָָעָָה בְְּתַַדְְהֵֵמָָה

 

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ דְְּמָָמָָה

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שֶֶׁסָָּגְרְוּ אֶֶת הַַמִִּכְלְָלָָהָ

בַַּיּוֹם מַַסַַּע הַַלְּוְָיָָהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ לוּחַַ גְּרְָָפִִיטִִי מְְאֻֻלְתְָָּר

עַַל קִִיר הַַדָָּמִִים בָָּעִִירִִיָּהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ נְעְָָרִִים נְעְָָרוֹת

שָָׂרִִים "לִבְְִכּוֹת לְךְָ״ָ

עִִם גִּיִטָָרַַת מְְדוּרוֹת
אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ אֶֶת "אַגְנְוּס דֶֶּאִִי" שֶֶׁל בָָּאךְְ

מִִתְְנַגֵַּןֵ בְְּמַַהֲֲדוּרוֹת חֲֲדָָשׁוֹת

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ אֶֶת עִִנְבְָָּל מְְסַַפֶֶּרֶֶת

שֶֶׁהִִיא הִִתְְעוֹרְְרָָה בְְּאֵֵיזוֹשֶֶׁהִִי צוּרָָה

)מְְכַשֵֵַּׁפַַת פֵֵיוֹת שֶֶׁכְּמְוֹתֵֵךְְ, תָָּמִִיד יָדַַָעְְתְְּ לְבְַַטֵֵּא אֶֶת הַַתְְּחוּשָָׁה(

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ פָָּנִיִם קוֹדְְרוֹת

מַַפְְרִִיחוֹת בּוּעוֹת רֵֵיקוֹת
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בְְּטַַעַַם "חֶֶשְְׁבּוֹן נֶפֶֶֶשׁ" וְְ"הַַסָָּקַַת מַַסְְקָָנוֹת"

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שֶֶׁכְּמְוֹ תָָּמִִיד

מִִהַַרְְנוּ לְהְַַגִּיִשׁ

אֶֶת הַַלֶּחִִֶי הַַשְְּׁנִיִָּהָ

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שֶֶׁבַַּחֲֲלוֹמִִי הֶֶרְְאִִיתִִי אֶֶת הַַשִִּׁיר לְלְֵאֵָה

הִִיא קָָרְְבָָה לְאְָזְנְִיִ וְלְָחֲֲָשָָׁה בְְּרַַכּוּת:

"תּוֹדָָה שֶֶׁכָּתַַָבְְתָָּ. חֲֲבָָל שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ כָּתַַָבְְתָָּ כְּשְֶֶׁיִּצְְִחָָק הָָיָהָ בַַּחַַיִּיִם."

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ מַַדּוּעַַ שִִׁנּוּ לַכִַּכִָּרָ אֶֶת שְְׁמָָהּ

 

נ.ב.

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שֶֶׁסִִּפַַּרְְתִִּי לִבְְִנִיִ אֶֶת שֶֶׁאֵֵרַַע. הוּא לֹאֹ הֶֶאֱֱמִִין לְמְִִילָהָ.

 

"יש דברים שהם קיימים בפנים ואנחנו אכילו אל... אל 

מודעים לאיהם. כולנו ציניים לכ הזמן, לכ כך הרבה, 

וקהי חושים ופותחים עיתון ואומרים: "נו, עוד אסון." 

אבל זה אל ככה, זה אל ככה. חבל ש... שהגענו כלזה מצב 

נוראי בשביל להתעורר ולראות את זה. אני יודעת שאני 

התעוררתי, אני התעוררתי באיזושהי צורה."

ענבל פרלמוטר,

מתוך תוכנית זיכרון ליצחק רבין ב-1995.
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Yehezkel Nafshi

When a Man Dies

according to an ancient Canaanite poet

When a man dies in Kings of Israel Square

his chosenness is silenced

Certainly if he is shot and no kaddish is said for him

 or consolation

since Kings of Israel Square is Holy of Holies

and there should be weeping in the Holy of Holies

When a man is slain in Kings of Israel Square

the night sky will tremble

and like memorial candles,

 like prayers, the masses will follow

and all those for whom no kaddish is said, fall silent

because there is no kaddish for them

When a man dies in Kings of Israel Square

there is no consolation for him. Or for us.

Even his name could be lost. And our name.

And if he is murdered – all the more so. And ours too.
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יחזקאל נפשי

אדם כי ימות   

ע"פ שירו של משורר כנעני עתיק 

אָדָָם כִּיִ יָמָוּת בְְּכִכִַּרַ מַַלְכְֵיֵ יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל

סִִגָּלִָיִּוֹת תִִּדֹּמְְֹנָהָ

 

לְבְֶֶטַַח  אִִם נוֹרָָה וְאְֵֵין עָָלָיָו קַַדִִּישׁ, אוֹ נֶחֶָָמָָה

כִּיִ קֹדֶֶֹשׁ קָָדָָשִִׁים הוּא כִּכִַּרַ מַַלְכְֵיֵ יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל

וְיְֵשֵׁ לִבְְִכּוֹת בְְּקֹדֶֶֹשׁ הַַקָָּדָָשִִׁים

אָדָָם כִּיִ יוּמַַת בְְּכִכִַּרַ מַַלְכְֵיֵ יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל

שְְׁמֵֵי הַַלַּיְַלְָהָ תִִּזְדְַַּעֲֲזַעְְַנָהָ.

וּכְמְוֹ נֵרֵוֹת נְשְָָׁמָָה, כְּמְוֹ מִִתּוֹךְְ תְְּפִִלָּהָ, יְהְַַלְּכְוּ הַַהֲֲמוֹנִיִם

וְכְָלָ הַַלָּלָוּ אֲֲשֶֶׁר אֵֵין עֲֲלֵיֵהֶֶם קַַדִִּישׁ, יִדִֹּמֹּוּ

כִּיִ אֵֵין לָהֶֶָם קַַדִִּישׁ

אָדָָם כִּיִ יָמָוּת בְְּכִכִַּרַ מַַלְכְֵיֵ יִשְְִׂרָָאֵֵל

אֵֵין לוֹ נֶחֶָָמָָה. אוֹ לָנָוּ. 

אַף שְְׁמוֹ כְּמְוֹ יָכָוֹל לְהְֵֵאָבֵֵד. וּשְְׁמֵֵנוּ.

וְאְִִם נִרְְִצַַח – כָּלָ שֶֶׁכֵּןֵ. וְאְָנוּ.
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Yddo Loker

Writing on the Wall

My mother woke me up

she called me down to the living room

The Prime Minister was murdered

that’s what she said

and the next morning, in school

the writing on the wall –

Shalom First Grade

became

Shalom,  Haver.



62

עידו לוקר

אמי העירה אותי משנתי    

קראה לי לרדת לסלון

"ראש הממשלה נרצח" 

כך היא אמרה

למחרת בבוקר,  בבית הספר

הכתובת על הקיר – 

"שלום כיתה א'״

התחלפה בכתובת

"שלום חבר".



Shloshim
 שְׁלְוֹשִׁיִם

—
The thirty days after burial, 

when some mourning 

practices continue but 

normal life begins to 

resume.
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Nitzan Mintz

It’s the Wound’s Birthday

It’s the wound’s birthday

We’ll throw it a party

We’ll tie balloons for the wound

Wish for it to grow

We’ll make sacrifices to the wound

So that it may be hallowed.

Translated by Yarden Greenspan

ניצן מינץ   

     *

יוֹם הֻֻלֶּדֶֶֶת לַפֶֶַּצַַע

נַעֲֲַשֶֶׂה לוֹ מְְסִִבָָּה

בָָּלוֹנִיִם נִקְְִשֹׁרֹ לַפֶֶַּצַַע

נְאְַחֵֵל לוֹ שֶֶׁיִּגְִדְַַּל

קָָרְְבָָּנוֹת נַקְְַרִִיב לַפֶֶַּצַַע

יִתְְִגַּדַַַּל וְיְִתְְִקַַדַַּשׁ.
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ניצן מינץ   

     *

יוֹם הֻֻלֶּדֶֶֶת לַפֶֶַּצַַע

נַעֲֲַשֶֶׂה לוֹ מְְסִִבָָּה

בָָּלוֹנִיִם נִקְְִשֹׁרֹ לַפֶֶַּצַַע

נְאְַחֵֵל לוֹ שֶֶׁיִּגְִדְַַּל

קָָרְְבָָּנוֹת נַקְְַרִִיב לַפֶֶַּצַַע

יִתְְִגַּדַַַּל וְיְִתְְִקַַדַַּשׁ.
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Arlette Minzer

Cain

I waited for him. I thought if I came, I would find him. I 

forgot he is no longer here.

Now I know. He is dead. Forever. He fell here, by the 

statue, in the middle of the square. They washed 

everything clean. Nothing’s left, not even a drop of 

blood. They hide the evidence, deny, distort, lie. They 

murdered him. They still murder, and they blame me.

Not a day passes without death. They all lie to 

themselves, they know and are silent. The darkness 

swallows the crime, and afterward vomits it back.

Alone in the dark I write on my forehead:

I saw everything.
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ארלט מינצר  

קין     

חיכיתי לו. חשבתי שאם אבוא, אמצא אותו. השכחתי

מעצמי שהוא איננו.

 

עכשיו אני יודע. הוא מת. לתמיד. נפל כאן, ליד הפסל,

באמצע הכיכר. ניקו הכל. לא נותרה ולו טיפת דם אחת.

מעלימים ראיות, מכחישים, מסלפים, משקרים. רצחו

אותו, ממשיכים לרצוח, ואותי מאשימים.

 

אין יום שאין בו מת. כולם משקרים לעצמם, יודעים

ושותקים. החושך בולע את הפשע, ואחר כך מקיא

אותו.

 

לבדי בחושך אני כותב על מצחי: ראיתי הכל.
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Hanan Buller 

Korach’s Tallit

And if I said every shot split a hillside

would you believe me?

That even my heart was divided into parts A and B

that iron domes melted on our heads

leaving no shield from the stares 

all the bars of words whispering that’s not me

silenced by tears over square-filled eyes.

No, there was no comfort

from fingers of disgrace skipping over my forehead

there was only mourning

orphanhood of a people

and a spray of guilt about something

about someone

who is gone.
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חנן בולר  

טַַלִּיִת שַַׁכּוּלָהָ     

וְאְִִם אֹמַַֹר שֶֶׁכָּלָ יְרְִִיָּהָ פִִּלְּחְָָה גִּבְְִעָָה

תַַּאֲֲמִִין?

   B-ְְו A  שֶֶׁגַּםַ הַַלֵּבֵ שֶֶׁלִּיִ נִכְִבְַַּשׁ לַחֲֲַלָקִִָים

שֶֶׁכִּפִּוֹת בַַּרְְזֶלֶ נַמְְַּסוּ עַַל הָָרָָאשִִׁים 

וְאְֵֵין מָָגֵןֵ מִִמַַּבָָּט

כָּלָ מַַסְְרֵֵגוֹת הַַמִִּלִּיִם הַַלּוֹחֲֲשׁוֹת  "זֶהֶ לֹאֹ אֲֲנִיִ"

דִִּמְְּמוּ בְְּכִיִ עַַל כִּכְִּרְוֹת הָָעֵֵינַיִַםִ

לֹאֹ, לֹאֹ הָָיְתְָָה נֶחֶָָמָָה 

מֵֵאֶֶצְְבָָּעוֹת הַַקָָּלוֹן שֶֶׁדִִּלְּגְוּ לִיִ הַַמֵֵּצַַח

הָָיָהָ רַַק אֵֵבֶֶל

יַּתְְַמוּת שֶֶׁל עַַם

וְתְַַרְְסִִיס אָשָָׁם שֶֶׁל מַַשֶֶּׁהוּ

שֶֶׁמִִּישֶֶׁהוּ

שֶֶׁאֵֵינֶנֶּוּ 
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Yosef Ozer

I Never Baked With Blood

Scrawled on a wall in the Tel Aviv square:

“Murdered by a kipa-wearer”

and anyone who comes close steps away

and when I approach with my faith and invisible kipa, 

I am, immediately, suspected of murder.

I know my matzot are white

that I never baked with blood

but how can it be that the Rambam’s kipa, 

leader of the spiritual kingdom,

is now a suspect and blushing

in a cruel lineup of criminals,

the Vilna Gaon’s tallit is also dripping,

the streimel of a Rebbe burned somewhere

and the safety pin stuck in the thigh of a Jewish virgin

           dragged through the days of history

The look in the eyes of Samuel Hirszenberg’s

Eternal Jew comes back to me

running barefoot between crosses in Sheikh Munis, 

which is Ramat Aviv

and my grandfather, of blessed memory,

his tarboosh reddens on his head,

in a black and white photo from Baghdad 

and the scrawled slogan still fires off shots
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in the Jewish time hastily baked out of flour and water

oh Zionism hides behind Yitzhak’s corpse

oh entry wound

and my white matzah, so white, 

oh I never baked with blood

oh what my heart tells me
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יוסף עוזר

מֵֵעוֹלָםָ לֹאֹ אָפִיִתִִי בְּדְָָם 

בַַּכִּכִָּרָ בְְּתֵֵל אָבִִיב כְּתְֹבֶֶֹת:                                               

"נִרְְִצַַח עַַל יְדְֵֵי חוֹבֵֵשׁ כִּפִָָּה" וְכְָלָ מִִי שֶֶׁהִִתְְקָָרֵֵב יִתְְִרַַחֵֵק                           

ּיָּד חָָשׁוּד בְְּרֶֶצַַח.                                עִִם כִּפִָָּה ׁשְׁקוּפָָה אֲֲנִיִ מִִתְְקָָרֵֵב, אֲֲנִיִ מִִ

ּלִּׁשֶׁי לְבְָָנוֹת,                                                     אֲֲנִיִ יוֹדֵֵעַַ שֶֶׁהַַמַַּצּוֹת 

מֵֵּׁשֶׁעוֹלָםָ לֹאֹ אָפִִיתִִי בְְּדָָם                                                          

וְאְֵֵיךְְ הַַכִּפִָָּה ׁשֶׁל הָָרַַמְְבָָּ"ם, מַַנְהְִִיג מַַלְכְוּת הָָרוּחַַ,                                      

חֲֲשׁוּדָָה וּמַַסְְמִִיקָָה                                                              

בְְּמִִסְְדַַּר זִהִוּי אַכְזְָרָ,

טַַּלִּית הַַגָּאָוֹן מִִוִּיִלְנְָאָ גַּםַ הִִיא נוֹטֶֶפֶֶת,                        

טְְׁשְׁרַַיְמְֶֶל ׁשֶׁל אַדְְמוֹ"ר ׂשָׂרוּף אֵֵי ׁשָׁם                    הַַ

ּיָּה  קְְּתָּׁשֶׁעָָה בִִּיְרְֵֵכָהָּ, בְְּתוּלָהָ יְהְוּדִִ וְסְִִכַּתַ הַַבִִּטָָּחוֹן 

	 	                נִגְִרְֶֶרֶֶת לְאְֹרֶֶֹךְְ הַַהִִיסְְטוֹרְְיָהָ

בֶֶּׁשְׁרְְגּ                ּיְּהוּדִִי הַַנִּצְְִחִִי" ׁשֶׁל מׁשְׁוּאֵֵל הִִירְְ חוֹזֵרֵ אֵֵלַיַ הַַמַַּבָָּט מֵֵעֵֵינֵיֵ "הַַ

יךְְ מוּנִיִס הִִיא רָָמַַת אָבִִיב                                    רָָץ בֵֵּין צְְלָבִִָים יָחֵֵָף בְְּׁשֵׁ

רְְּתַּבּוּשׁ עַַל רֹאֹשׁוֹ,                      לִׁשֶׁיִ, עָָלָיָו הַַׁשָׁלוֹם, מַַאֲֲדִִים הַַ וְסְַַבָָּא 

ד                                                      תְְּּבַּמוּנָהָ בְְּחֹׁשָׁרֹ־לָבָָָן מִִבַַּגְּדָּ

וְהְַַכְּתְֹבֶֶֹת בַַּכִּכִָּרָ עוֹד יוֹרָָה צְְרוֹרוֹת                                                    
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בַַּּזְּמַַן הַַיְּהְוּדִִי הָָאָפוּי בְְּחִִפָָּזוֹן מִִּקֶּמַַח וּמִִמַַּיִםִ                                            

הוֹ צִִיּוֹנוּת נֶחְְֶבֵֵּאת מֵֵאֲֲחוֹרֵֵי גּוּפַַת יִצְְִחָָק

הוֹ  פֶֶּצַַע כְּנְִיִסָָה                              

ּלֹּׁשֶׁא אָפִִיתִִי בְְּדָָם  וּמַַצּוֹתַַי הַַבָָּלְּנוֹת, לְבְָָנוֹת, הוֹ אֲֲנִיִ 

הוֹ מָָה לִבִִִּי אוֹמֵֵר לִיִ
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Moriah Har

Yiftach in His Generation

And they shall make this declaration:

“Our hands did not shed this blood,

nor did our eyes see it done.”

(Deuteronomy 21:7) 

Yiftach in his generation

was murdered in halacha class.

The teacher gave a lesson

and during her instruction

she mentioned

how something awful had happened.

Yiftach in his generation

was hung

on a wrinkled poster

of Israel’s leaders

(though sometimes the poster fell down).

Yiftach in his generation

was killed

by an evildoer

(that’s exactly what she called him)

and then she hurried to draw a chart
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two rows and columns:

Unintentional. Intentional.

Torah-law. Rabbinical.

Oh how a breaking deluge

fell upon the city of refuge.

The 12th of Heshvan

was rushed and bitter

a day the hilltop girls

endured their pain.

They didn’t stop the cries in their voices 

or the tears in their eyes.

Even when the rumor spread in school

that

*

The 12th of Heshvan

tav-shin-samech-vav

ten years later

in a university seminar 

on the later writings

of Kafka

I am simply

sitting

quietly

but the lecturer
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an evildoer

(who didn’t even bother drawing

a chart on the board)

looked in my direction

and said in passing:

you all murdered him.

That’s exactly what he spat out.

Since then all I hear

are the hollow shots

of blanks 

going 

Srak.

Srak.

Srak.
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מוריה הר 

יפתח בדורו 

וְְעָָנוּ וְְאָמְְרוּ

דֵֵָיָינוּ לֹאֹ פְׁשָׁכְוּ ֶאֶת הַַדָּּם הַַזֶּהּ

אָרָוּ. וְְעֵֵינֵיֵנוּ לֹאֹ 

)דברים כ״א(

יפתח בדורו נרצח בשיעור הלכה.

המורה נשאה הרצאה

ובמהלכה

היא סיפרה

שקרה משהו נורא.

 

יפתח בדורו

היה תלוי

על פוסטר מקומט

בלוח תקומת

ישראל.

)ולפעמים הפוסטר היה נופל(.

 

יפתח בדורו הומת

בידי בן עוולה

)כך בדיוק היא אמרה(

ומיהרה לשרטט בטבלה

שני טורים כפולים:
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שוגג. זמיד.

דאורייתא. דרבנן.

 

על עיר המקלט

רבץ שבר ענן.

 

י"ב חשוון

היה מר ונמהר

בו נשאו את כאבן

בנות גב ההר.

הן לא מנעו קולן מבכי ועיניהן

מדמעה.

אפילו שפשטה בבית הספר השמועה

ש

 

*

 

י"ב בחשוון

תו שין סךמ וו

סמינר על כתביו

המאוחרים

של קפקא

אני יושבת

ודווקא

שקטה

אבל המרצה

בן עוולה

)אפילו לא טרח לשרטט טבלה(
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הביט לעברי

ובדרך אגב:

אתם רצחתם אותו.

כך הוא זרק.

 

מאז אני שומעת

רק

סרק.

סרק.

סרק.
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Gal Nathan

Ambiguity

I considered telling mom about my latest relationship

the same way she told me

about Rabin’s murder,

filled with ambiguity.

Instead of

murdered

she said

shot.

And then what?

Did the doctors save him?

Definitely 

not.
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גל נתן 

עמימות  

חָָשַַׁבְְתִִּי לְבְַַשֵֵּׂר לְאְִִמָָּא עַַל הַַזּוּגִיִוּת הַַחֲֲדָָשָָׁה שֶֶׁלִּיִ

בְְּאֹפֶֶֹן דּוֹמֶֶה לְזְֶהֶ שֶֶׁהִִיא בִִּשְְּׂרָָה לִיִ

עַַל רֶֶצַַח רַַּבִּין,

מוֹתִִירָָה עֲֲמִִימוּת.

בִִּמְְקוֹם

נִרְְִצַַח

הִִיא אָמְְרָָה

נוֹרָָה.

וּמָָה קָָרָָה?

הָָרוֹפְְאִִים הִִצִִּילוּ אוֹתוֹ?

לֹאֹ.
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Daniel Baumgarten

You Didn’t Come Then

19.10.10 / 11 Heshvan, 5771

You didn’t come then, but you came now

cried the shrill voice from the loudspeaker

 into the square

and since then it still cries out

and responsibility doesn’t release

but going there is like passing into exposed territory

vulnerable and hazy

with a fear of being swallowed by the crowd

of becoming a passive statistic

easy on the eyes and ears, rhythmic 

photogenic – 

simply cut and paste into the broadcast

of the latest now.

And all the lava at its heart

that built up and led there

and tried to burst its way to the surface

collapsed back down without a crack to blow through

its remains making the way back up 

even harder to break.
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דניאל באומגרטן 

לא באתם אז 

19.10.10, יא״ בחשון, תשע"א

"לֹאֹ בָָּאתֶֶם אָז, אֲֲבָָל בָָּאתֶֶם עַַכְשְָָׁו"

זָעַַָק הַַקּוֹל הַַצּוֹרֵֵם מֵֵהָָרַַמְְקוֹלִיִם אֶֶל הַַכִּכִָּרָ

וּמֵֵאָז הוּא עֲֲדַַיִןִ זוֹעֵֵק

וְהְָָאַחְְרָָיוּת אֵֵינָהָּ מַַרְְפָָּה

אֲֲבָָל הַַכְּנְִיִסָָה לְשְָָׁם הִִיא כְּמְַַעֲֲבַַר שֶֶׁטַַח נָחָוּת

פָָּגִיִעַַ וְעְָָמוּם

עִִם חֲֲשָָׁשׁ לְהְִִבָָּלַעַ בֶֶּהָָמוֹן

לִהְְִיוֹת נִצִָָּב סְְטָָטִִיסְְטִִי רָָתוּם

נוֹחַַ לָעַַָיִןִ וְלְָאָֹזֶֹןֶ וּמְְחֹרָָֹז

מִִצְְטַַלֵּםֵ הֵֵיטֵֵב –

פָָּשׁוּט לַחְְַתֹךְְֹ וְלְָשִִָׂים בְְּתַַשְְׁדִִּיר 

שֶֶׁל הַַנּוֹכְחְִִי־הָָאֲֲרָָעִִי.

 

וְכְָלָ הַַלָּבָָָה בְְּלִבִָָּהּ

שֶֶׁלָּחֲֲָצָָה וְהְוֹבִִילָהָ לְשְָָׁם

וְנְִסְְִּתָָה לְפְַַלֵּסֵ אֶֶת דַַּרְְכָּהָּ אֶֶל פְְּנֵיֵ הָָאָרֶֶץ

צָָנְחְָָה מַַטָָּה בְְּהֵֵעָָדֵֵר סֶֶדֶֶק הִִתְְפָָּרְְצוּת 

וּשְְׁאֵֵרִִיּוֹתֶֶיהָָ מַַקְְשׁוֹת עוֹד יוֹתֵֵר אֶֶת הַַדֶֶּרֶֶךְְ הַַבָָּאָה לְמְַַעְְלָהָ. 
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Daniel Baumgarten

Bewolf the Snoozing House Dogs Into 
Wolves / Operating Manual for an Inciter

Bewolf the snoozing house dogs into wolves

stroke and remind them of their roots, of their fangs

seduce their imagination

fill their noses

arouse their salivary glands

round them up into a pack of adoring fans

rise up

recall the spell

stoke their flames

then all at once

in a flash of cameras

unleash the leashes

release the chains!

Self-guided human missiles will lock-in their target,

close your perfect window

savor the exploding candies

sink into your spotless sofa 

– the hairs of your hounds

have scattered in the streets.
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דניאל באומגרטן 

הזאב את כלבי הבית המנומנמים /
הוראות הפעלה למסית   

הַַזְּאְֵֵב אֶֶת כַּלְַבְֵֵי הַַבַַּיִתִ הַַמְְּנֻמְְֻנָמִִָים 

לַטֵֵַּף וְהְַַזְכְֵּרֵ לָהֶֶָם אֶֶת שָָׁרְְשֵֵׁיהֶֶם, אֶֶת נִיִבֵֵיהֶֶם 

פַַּתֵֵּה אֶֶת דִִּמְְיוֹנָםָ

מַַלֵּאֵ אֶֶת נְחְִִירֵֵיהֶֶם

דַַּגְדְֵֵּג אֶֶת בַַּלּוּטוֹת הָָרֹקֹ

קַַבֵֵּץ אוֹתָָם כַּעֲֲַדַַת מַַעֲֲרִִיצִִים
ָ הַַגְבְַַּהּ עַַצְְמְְךָ

הַַזְכְֵּרֵ אֶֶת מִִלּוֹת הַַלַּחַַַשׁ

זְקְֹרֹ אֶֶת לַהֲֲַטָָם

וּבְְאַחַַת

בִִּפְְלֶשֶׁ הַַמַַּצְְלֵמֵוֹת

שַַׁחְְרֵֵר אֶֶת הַַמּוֹסְְרוֹת 

שַַׁחְְרֵֵר אֶֶת הַַמּוֹשְְׁכוֹת!

שַַׁגֵּרֵ וּשְְׁכַחַ:

טִִילֵיֵ־אָדָָם יָעָוּטוּ לְבְַַדָָּם לְמְַַטְְּרָָתָָם,

סְְגֹרֹ אֶֶת חַַלּוֹנְךְָָ הַַשָָּׁלֵםֵ

הִִתְְמַַתֵֵּק בַַּסֻֻּכָּרִִָיּוֹת הַַמִִּתְְפּוֹצְְצוֹת

הִִתְְרַַוֵּחֵַַ עַַל סַַפָָּתְְךָָ הַַנְּקְִִיָּהָ

— כָּלָ שַַׂעֲֲרוֹת כַּלְַבְְְּךָָ כְּבְָָר הִִתְְנַדְְַּפוּ בָָּרְְחוֹבוֹת.
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Omer Wiesman

Dead Again

When the TV in the living room said Rabin was dead I went 

to the bedroom where my sister was watching the movie 

Dead Again, grabbed the top of the door-frame with 

both hands and said, with excitement for some unclear, 

inappropriate, dubious reason — “Americanization has 

won”. Every year since then, around the date when his 

death is marked by the Left, I try to reflect on myself, 

but quickly withdraw inward out of shame. These days 

I’m less snail-like, less ashamed of myself, and can say 

a few things about the matter.

The immediate reference, the primary suspect behind 

that strange declaration, is the history of political 

assassinations in the United States, along with the 

feeling that Israel is at least partially an American 

colony. That’s a simple explanation, but since I despise 

Occam’s razor, I’m happy to use it to dig deeper.

Maybe it was a story of two televisions — those 

philosophical machines imported from the West via Far 

East factories. In one, there’s a reflection of reality: 

blood, panic. In the other, similar elements are lit 
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up in the hollow glow of entertainment. So maybe 

Americanization won because of that conflict, around 

which culture and politics also operate together. In 

other words — because of srak, that is, emptiness?

Or perhaps it was just the absurd enthusiasm of an 

idiotic teenager — emphasis on idiotic  — caught in 

the crossfire of BB guns: one kind of television here, 

another kind there. And maybe I wasn’t entirely foolish. 

The effective, intentional absurdity my declaration 

may have tried to express — in its tune, or atop a whole 

embodied performance — the absurdity of the situation: 

the unbearable lightness of death.

It may be, of course, simply part of a known schizotypal 

symptom, having an emotionally inappropriate response 

to events. But still, what is this Americanization, and 

how did it win? Maybe it’s the America of Dead Again, 

where nothing has substance. That moment in which 

a Prime Minister is assassinated didn’t feel real. This, 

after all, is the truth that allows violence to spread, 

that death feeds on the illusion that life isn’t real.
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עומר ויסמן

רצח מן העבר

כאשר הטלוויזיה בסלון אמרה שרבין מת הלכתי לחדר השינה בו 

אחותי צפתה בסרט "רצח מן העבר״, תליתי שתי ידיי על משקוף 

הדלת ואמרתי, באיזו נלהבות לא ברורה, לא במקום, פמוקפקת 

– ״האמריקניזציה ניצחה״. מאז מדי שנה באזור תאריך פטירתו 

מהר  אך  קנקני,  על  לתהות  מתחיל  אני  הארץ,  בשמאל  המצוין 

משתבלל מבושה. כיום אני פחות שבלולי, פחות מתבייש בעצמי, 

ויכול לומר כמה דברים על העניין.

הרפרנס המיידי, חשוד מספר אחד, מבין העומדים מאחורי אותה 

הכרזה תמוהה, הוא ההתנקשויות הפוליטיות בארה״ב, יחד עם 

זה  אמריקאית.  קולוניה  בחלקה  לפחות  היא  שישראל  התחושה 

הסבר פשוט, אבל היות ואני מתעב את התער של אוקאם אני רוצה 

לחפור איתו פנימה יותר. 

מכונת  אותה  טלוויזיה,  מערכות  שתי  של  סיפור  זה  היה  אולי 

פילוסופיה המיובאת מהמערב דרך פמעלות הזמרח הרחוק. באחת 

מרכיבים  בשנייה  פאניקה.  דם,  מציאות,  של  השתקפות  רואים 
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דומים מוארים במאור הריק של הבדייה. אז אולי האמריקניזציה 

ניצחה בגלל הקונפליקט הזה, שסביבו פועלות פמעלות התרבות 

והפוליטיקה גם יחד. במילים אחרות, סרק?

עשרה,  טיפש  בן  של  אבסורדית  נלהבות  הייתה  פשוט  זו  ואולי 

דגש על טיפש, שנקלע לרוח הצולבת של רובי אוויר, טלביזיה כזו 

מכאן, טלוויזיה אחרת משם. ויתכן שלא היה אני טיפש כה גמור.  

האבסורדיות האפקטיבית והתוכנית של הצהרתי רצתה אולי לשדר 

במנגינתה לטקסט, או מעל כפרפורמנס גופני שלם, את האבסורדיות 

שבסיטואציה, הקלות הבלתי נסבלת של המוות. 

יתכן כמובן שזהו אך חלק מסיפמטום סכיזוטיפאלי מוכר, של תגובה 

רגשית לא מקובלת לאירועים. אך עדיין, מה היא האמריקניזציה, 

ובמה ניצחה? אולי זו אמריקה של ״רצח מן העבר״ שבה הכל לא 

זו  כאמיתי.  נחווה  לא  ממשלה  ראש  נרצח  בו  הזה  הרגע  ממשי. 

ככלות הכל האמת שמאפשרת לאלימות להתפשט, כי המוות בונה 

על כך שהחיים יראו פחות מציאותיים.



Yud Bet Chodesh
י״ב חוֶֹדֶשׁ

—
The twelve-month mourning 

period observed for a parent, 

involving extended practices 

such as reciting Kaddish.
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Dafna Barchilon

(Un)Easy Math

We were in 10th grade, we were about to become youth 

movement counselors. Channel 2 had just started. Some 

people even connected this with what happened. I loved 

Aviv Gefen, The Friends of Natasha, and Hamachshefot. 

Florentine was a TV series and an ambition. The Arad 

festival and the Kinneret were the embodiment of 

freedom.

I was in Meretz Youth and Peace Now Youth and went to 

every protest in Jerusalem. We accidentally got caught 

up in that infamous protest at Zion Square while wearing 

our youth movement t-shirts (we were scared for our 

lives) but it was clear that now was our turn. Meaning we 

had won. We were the Sticker Empire, we were ready to 

give up the Golan and Jerusalem. Even Gilo. In Jerusalem 

everything was either all or nothing, so it was clear 

which side we were on.

Things that haven’t happened again since then:

1.	 Having a Prime Minister you can identify with 

and believe is doing his best for you. (In ’99 we 

thought we were feeling that, but very quickly 

realized we were wrong).

2.	 Going to a mass peace protest.

3.	 Feeling that things are getting better. 
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Things that haven’t gone away since then:

1.	 The moment I heard they murdered Rabin. Totally 

cliché, but it never leaves me. 

2.	 A creeping, seeping, deep, and sucking despair.

I don’t believe peace will come is a line from a song by 

Evyatar Banai. In the last ten years I’ve given maybe a 

hundred classes and exhibits, and the hardest thing to 

explain, more than every how could this happen and we 

didn’t know and yes we knew and the incitement and 

you need to understand who Rabin was and to suddenly 

call  him traitor etcetera – was to explain what it felt 

like to believe that peace would come. Today I can 

barely recall this feeling, but I know, almost absolutely, 

that this is how I felt. I felt in my bones that peace was 

about to come. Can you imagine? This feeling brings me 

back to a photo of me standing in the Square clapping 

and knowing that from now on things would be ok. 

Since then things have not been ok. Since that 

moment our youth has been stained black. Crushed 

into newspaper headlines. Once, I was on Ben Yehuda a 

minute before that terrible suicide bombing, when three 

girls from my school were killed. Two or three times we 

cancelled the Purim party at the youth club. The day 

Bibi became Prime Minister I sobbed and didn’t want to 

go to school. Once, my house’s garden was covered with 

pieces of a blown-up bus, after that the city built a wall 
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for us. Once, they destroyed my favorite café. I’d give 

just about anything to go back to that moment, not only 

because I was young with the wind in my hair, or because 

I met cool people at the counselor’s course, or because 

Aviv Gefen was performing onstage. We weren’t living in 

a 60’s movie, we already knew a thing or two about life 

in Israel. I’d give anything to go back to that moment 

to see exactly how it feels, what you think to yourself 

in such an enormous hopeful moment like that. I was 15 

years old then and today I’m 30, 15 years have passed. 

This might sound like easy math, but for me this math 

is incredibly uneasy.

2010
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דפנה ברשילון

חשבון )לא( פשוט 

רק  שלפני.  האחרון  המד"צים  בסמינר  היינו  י',  בכיתה  היינו 

התחיל ערוץ 2. יש כבר מי שקשר בין שני הדברים. אהבתי את 

ואת המכשפות. "פלורנטין"  גפן, את החברים של נטאשה  אביב 

הייתה סדרה ושאיפה. ערד וצמח היו החופש בהתגלמותו. 

שהייתה  הפגנה  ובכל  עכשיו  שלום  ובנוער  מר"צ  בנוער  הייתי 

בירושלים. בטעות נקלענו גם להפגנה ההיא בכיכר ציון ועוד עם 

חולצות תנועה )פחדנו פחד מוות( אבל היה ברור שעכשיו תורנו. 

במובן של ניצחנו. היינו איפמריית מדבקות, היינו מוכנים לוותר 

על רמת הגולן ועל ירושלים. אפילו על גילֹהֹ. בירושלים אתה בדרך 

כלל או-או, אז ברור באיזה צד היינו. 

דברים שלא חזרו מאז: 

	1 יש ראש ממשלה שאתה זמדהה איתו ומאמין שהוא פועל .

לטובתך. )ב-99' חשבנו שככה אנחנו מרגישים,  התבדינו 

די מהר.(

	2 ללכת להפגנה ענקית למען השלום..

	3 להרגיש שהדברים הולכים ומשתפרים. .

דברים שלא עזבו מאז: 

	1 הרגע ששמעתי שרצחו את רבין. קלישאתי ככל שזה יהיה, .

זה לא עוזב אותי. 

	2 ייאוש זמדחל, מחלחל, עמוק ובִיצתי. .

"לא מאמין שיבוא שלום" זה משפט משיר של אביתר בנאי. בעשר 
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השנים האחרונות העברתי אולי מאה שיעורים ותערוכות, ומה שהיה 

לי הכי קשה להסביר, יותר מכל האיך־זה־קרה־ולא־ידענו־וכן־ידענו 

וההסתה-ואתם־צריכים־להבין־מי־זה־היה־רבין־ופתאום־לקרוא־

לו־בוגד וכולי – היה להסביר איך זה מרגיש להאמין שיבוא שלום. 

היום אני כמעט לא מצליחה  לשחזר את זה, אבל אני יודעת, כמעט 

לבוא.  הולך  שהשלום  הרגשתי  הרגשתי.  שככה  בוודאות  יודעת 

קטע־קטע. ההרגשה הזו מתחברת לי לתמונה שלי עומדת בכיכר 

ומוחאת כפיים ויודעת שיהיה טוב מעכשיו. 

מאז לא היה טוב. מהרגע ההוא הנעורים שלנו הוכתמו בשחור. 

דקה  במדרחוב  הלכתי  אחת  פעם  בעיתון.  כותרות  לתוך  נמעכו 

לפני הפיגוע הנורא, שלוש בנות מבית הספר שלי נהרגו.  פעמיים 

או שלוש ביטלנו את הפורימון בקן. ביום שביבי נהיה ראש ממשלה 

שלי  הבית  של  הגינה  פעם  ספר.  לבית  ללכת  רציתי  ולא  בכיתי 

לנו  בנתה  העירייה  מאז  פמוצץ,  אוטובוס  של  רסיסים  התמלאה 

גדר. פעם הרסו את בית הקפה שהכי אהבתי. 

הייתי בערך נותנת הכול כדי לחזור לרגע הזה, לא רק כי הייתי 

צעירה והרוח בשערי, ופגשתי אנשים מקורס מד"צים, ואביב גפן 

היה על הבמה. לא חיינו בסרט של הסיקסטיז, ידענו כבר משהו 

על החיים בישראל. הייתי נותנת הכול לחזור לרגע הזה, לראות 

איך בדיוק זה מרגיש, מה את חושבת לעצךמ ברגע עצום כזה של 

תקווה. אז הייתי בת 15 והיום אני בת 30, עברו 15 שנה. זה אולי 

נשמע חשבון פשוט, אבל בשבילי זה חשבון מאד־לא־פשוט. 

2010
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Ron Dahan

My Life as a Soundtrack

1

The entirety of masculinity

spreads in the ever-narrowing gap between

Bruce Springsteen and Kurt Cobain.

I curl up in the burning womb of adolescence

walk the streets of Ashdod as if they were

the streets of Philadelphia. 

I wonder – 

Where are the peacock feathers I once groomed?

Where is the proud rooster comb?

It’s hard for me to believe the man in the mirror

isn’t Cobain or Springsteen

just some guy behind on his mortgage. 

2

I remember three notes

from the soundtrack of the early 90s:

Bono’s wondrous scream on One

Eddie Vedder’s sob on Black

And the silence after the shot that killed another One,

Yitzhak Rabin.



97

After that came the buzz of the computer,

Britney, Jason and all that stinking jazz. 

3

My mother’s soundtrack:

the sounds of her three children suckling her breast

My father’s soundtrack:

his trembling voice when he said:

divorced, divorced, divorced

My older sister’s soundtrack:

the sound of footsteps that aren’t chasing her

My younger sister’s soundtrack:

the shattering of secrets that refuse to come out

My dog Fred’s soundtrack:

local dogs whining when he stares at their behinds

My soundtrack:

the rubbing of these memories against each other
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רון דהן 

החיים כפסקול    

1

כָּלָ הַַגַּבְְַרִִיּוּת כֻֻּלָּהָּ

מִִשְְׂתָָרַַעַַת בַַּמֶֶּרְְחָָק הַַהוֹלֵךְְֵ וְנְִדְְִבָָּק בֵֵּין

בְְּרוּס סְְפְְּרִִינְגְְּסְְְטִִין לְקְוּרְְט קוֹבֵֵּיְןְ.

אֲֲנִיִ מִִצְְטַַנֵּףֵ בָָּרֶֶחֶֶם הַַדָָּלוּק שֶֶׁל הַַנְּעְוּרִִים

מִִתְְהַַלֵּךְְֵ בִִּרְְחוֹבוֹת אַשְְׁדּוד כְּאְִִלּוּ הָָיוּ

רְְחוֹבוֹת פִִילָדֶֶָלְפְְְיָהָ.

תּוֹהֶֶה,

הֵֵיכָןָ נוֹצוֹת הַַטַַּוָּסָ שֶֶׁטִִּפַַּחְְתִִּי?

הֵֵיכָןָ כַּרְְַבֹּלֶֹתֶ הַַתַַּרְְנְגְוֹל הַַזְּקְוּפָָה?

אֲֲנִיִ מִִתְְקַַּשֶֶּׁה לְהְַַאֲֲמִִין לַגֶַּבֶֶֶר שֶֶׁמִִּשְְׁתַַּקֵֵּף בַַּמַַּרְְאָה

לֹאֹ קוֹבֵֵּיְןְ וְלְֹאֹ סְְפְְּרִִינְגְְּסְְְטִִין

סְְתָָם אֶֶחָָד שֶֶׁמְְּאַחֵֵר בְְּתַַשְְׁלוּמֵֵי הַַמַַּשְְׁכַּנְַתְָָּא

2

אֲֲנִיִ זוֹכֵרֵ שְְׁלוֹשָָׁה צְְלִיִלִיִם מֵֵהַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל תְְּחִִלַּתַ שְְׁנוֹת הַַתִִּשְְׁעִִים:

ONEהַַצְְּרָָחָָה הַַנִּפְְִלָאָָה שֶֶׁל בּוֹנוֹ בְְּ־

BLACKהַַבֶֶּכִיִ שֶֶׁל אֵֵדִִי וֶדֶֶֶר בִִּ־

וְהְַַדְְּמָָמָָה לְאְַחַַר הַַיְּרְִִיָּהָ שֶֶׁהָָרְְגָהָ אֶֶחָָד,

יִצְְִחָָק רַַבִִּין.
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אַחַַר כָּךְְָ בָָּא זִמְְִזוּם הַַמַַּחְְשֵֵׁב,

בְְּרִִיטְְנִיִ, גֶֶ'יְסְוֹן וְכְָלָ הַַגֵֵּ'ז הַַמַַּסְְרִִיחַַ הַַזֶּהֶ.

3

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל אִִמִִּי:

צְְלִיִל יְנְִיִקַַת הַַשָָּׁד שֶֶׁל שְְׁלֹשֶֶֹׁת יְלְָדֶֶָיהָָ

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל אָבִִי:

רַַעַַד קוֹלוֹ כְּשְֶֶׁאָמַַר: מְְגֹרֶֶֹשֶֶׁת מְְגֹרֶֶֹשֶֶׁת מְְגֹרֶֶֹשֶֶׁת

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל אֲֲחוֹתִִי הַַגְּדְוֹלָהָ:

רַַעַַשׁ הָָרַַגְלְַיִַםִ שֶֶׁאֵֵינָןָ רוֹדְְפוֹת אַחֲֲרֶֶיהָָ 

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל אֲֲחוֹתִִי הַַקְְּטַַנָּהָ:

הִִתְְפַַּקְְּעוּת הַַסּוֹדוֹת שֶֶׁמְְּסָָרְְבִִים לָצֵֵָאת

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁל הַַכֶּלֶֶבֶ שֶֶׁלִּיִ, פְְרֵֵד:

אֶֶנְקְוֹת הַַכְּלְָבָוֹת בַַּשְְּׁכוּנָהָ כְּשְֶֶׁנִּנְִעְַַץ בַַּאֲֲחוֹרֵֵיהֶֶן

הַַפַַּסְְקוֹל שֶֶׁלִּיִ:

חִִכּוּךְְ הַַזִּכְִרְוֹנוֹת אֵֵלּוּ בְְּאֵֵלּוּ.
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Dror Parpar Sulami

I was only three, for me it’s a fairy tale

Little Red Riding Hood

Yitzhak’s killer

Blank voting slip

Fake news and more

Whoever believes won’t be afraid of wolves

Whoever’s afraid gets stuck with grandmothers

Most dangerous of all

is the hunter

and that’s not even the true story

they’ve been feeding us bullshit for thirty years
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דרור פרפר סולמי

הייתי בן שלוש מבחינתי זו אגדה    

כיפה אדומה

רוצח יצחק

פתק לבן

שיר פמוברק

 

מי שמאמין לא פמחד זמאבים

מי שפמחד נתקע עם סבתות

 

הכי מסוכן

זה בכלל הצייד

וזאת אפילו לא הגרסה האמיתית

30 שנה מאכילים אותנו חארטות
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Lali Michaeli

I Wasn’t in Israel When Rabin

I’m not qualified to be an eye-witness

I sobbed in front of the TV as if they murdered me.

The distance of time can deceive:

did this happen

— based on slippery politics

— on top of a shaky democratic foundation

was this

— an especially religious act

and were these Jewish hands

— grounded in belief

and were the motivations

— philosophic or poetic

and when all was said and done

was this forgiven
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ללי ציפי מיכאלי

כשרבין, אז לא הייתי בארץ     

אֲֲנִיִ לֹאֹ יְכְוֹלָהָ לְשְַַׁמֵֵּשׁ כְּעְֵֵדָָה לַקְְּמִּרֵֵה

בָָּכִיִתִִי מוּל הַַטֶֶּלֶוִֶיִזְיְָהָ כְּאְִִלּוּ רָָצְְחוּ אוֹתִִי.

 

אֶֶת מֶֶרְְחַַק הַַזְּמְַַן נִתִָָּן לְתְַַעְְתֵֵּעַַ:

הֶֶהָָיָהָ זֶהֶ

— עַַל בָָּסִִיס פּוֹלִיִטִִי חֲֲלַקְְַלַקַ

— תַַּחַַת בָָּסִִיס דֶֶּמוֹקְְרַַטְְיָהָ מְְעֻֻרְְעֶֶרֶֶת

 

הֶֶהָָיָהָ זֶהֶ

— אַקְְט דָָּתִִי בַַּעֲֲלִיִל

וְאְִִם יְדְֵֵי יְהְוּדִִי

— בִִּבְְסִִיסָָהּ שֶֶׁל אֱֱמוּנָהָ

וְאְִִם הָָיָהָ זֶהֶ

— מִִמְְּנִיִעִִים פִִילוֹסוֹפִִיִּיִם אוֹ פּוֹאֶֶטִִיִּיִם

יוֹשֵֵׁב עַַל הַַטּוֹטָָלִיִ

הַַאִִם זֶהֶ נִסְְִלַחַ
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Shoshana Karbasi

Proper Rest

Let us give the dead a proper burial. 

We will return him to dust

not facing right or left,

we will lay him facing God,

the way a child is returned to his parent.

We will lament, because there is one pain shared by all

we will shake, because there is one shock shared by all

we will speak gently, we will say my brother, my sister,

we will ask: what have we learned since then?

Have we strengthened the foundations of our home?

Have we cast from our land the whips and scorpions?

If only we might slightly cover the wound

and grant the dead and us

proper rest.
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שושנה קרבסי 

מנוחה נכונה     

נָבִִָיא אֶֶת הַַמֵֵּת לִקְְִבוּרָָה נְכְוֹנָהָ.

לֶעֶָָפָָר נְשְִִׁיבֶֶנּוּ, 

לֹאֹ עַַל מַַנַּחַ יָמִִָין וְלְֹאֹ עַַל מַַנַּחַ שְְׂמֹאֹל,

נַנִַּיִחוֹ כְּשְֶֶׁפָָּנָיָו לֵאֵלֹהָָֹיו,

כְּפְִִי שֶֶׁמְְּשִִׁיבִִים בֶֶּן לְמְוֹלִיִדוֹ.

נְקְוֹנֵןֵ כִּיִ כְּאְֵֵב אֶֶחָָד לְכְֻֻלָּנָוּ

נִזְִדְַַּעְְזַעַ, כִּיִ זַעֲֲַזוּעַַ אֶֶחָָד לְכְֻֻלָּנָוּ

נְדְַַבֵֵּר יָפֶֶָה, נְדְַַבֵֵּר "אָחִִי", "אֲֲחוֹתִִי",

נִשְְִׁאַל: מָָה לָמַַָדְְנוּ? הַַאִִם חִִזַּקְְַנוּ מֵֵאָז יְסְוֹדוֹת הַַבַַּיִתִ?

הַַאִִם הִִרְְחַַקְְנוּ מֵֵאַדְְמָָתֵֵנוּ אֶֶת הַַשּׁוֹטִִים וְהְָָעַַקְְרַַבִִּים?

לוּ בִִּמְְעַַט נְכְַסֶֶַּה עַַל הַַפֶֶּצַַע,

אַז נַמְְַצִִיא לַמֵֵַּת וְלְָנָוּ 

מְְנוּחָָה נְכְוֹנָהָ.
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Efrat Yerday

Home

My home

is not mine

It’s not like me

I don’t feel

at home

in it

I don’t want it

as a home

It was decided for me

that this is my home

and I will fight for it 

because this home

is mine

and one has to die for it

I don’t want to die:

not for a home

and not for a not-home

This home is yours

you die

with it.

Translated by Noga Shevach
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אפרת ירדאי 

בית  

הַַבַַּיִתִ שֶֶׁלִּיִ 

הוּא לֹאֹ שֶֶׁלִּיִ

הוּא לֹאֹ דּוֹמֶֶה לִיִ

אֲֲנִיִ לֹאֹ מַַרְְגִּיִשָָׁה בּוֹ 

בַַּבַַּיִתִ

אֲֲנִיִ לֹאֹ רוֹצָָה אוֹתוֹ 

כְּבְַַיִתִ

הֶֶחְְלִיִטוּ בִִּשְְׁבִִילִיִ

שֶֶׁזֶּהֶ הַַבַַּיִתִ שֶֶׁלִּיִ  

וַאֲֲַנִיִ אֶֶלָּחֵֵָם עָָלָיָו

כִּיִ זֶהֶ הַַבַַּיִתִ

שֶֶׁלִּיִ

וְצְָָרִִיךְְ לָמָוּת בִִּשְְׁבִִילוֹ

אֲֲנִיִ לֹאֹ רוֹצָָה לָמָוּת:

לֹאֹ בִִּשְְׁבִִיל בַַּיִתִ

וְלְֹאֹ בִִּשְְׁבִִיל לֹאֹ בַַּיִתִ

הַַבַַּיִתִ הַַזֶּהֶ הוּא שֶֶׁלָּכֶָםֶ

וְתְָָמוּתוּ אִִתּוֹ

אַתֶֶּם
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Dido (S. Didovski)

The Field

We survived the dry season

wallowing in puddles of dust.

We crossed the desert,

age-old pool of hopes.

God waited at the crossroads

beaten, bent, pathetic, broken,

worthy of mercy.

There are things time doesn’t color: 

Sometimes a murderer will prevail.

The Prime Minister for a royal banquet

and common people for starters and dessert.

And what might this field do alone

beneath so much sky?

Lay on its back, sheave of wheat on its belly,

and wait for the rain. 
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דידו )ש. דידובסקי(

השדה    

צָָלַחְְַנוּ אֶֶת הָָעוֹנָהָ הַַיְבְֵֵשָָׁה

מִִתְְפַַּלְּשְִִׁים בִִּשְְׁלוּלִיִּוֹת אָבָָק.

עָָבַַרְְנוּ בַַּדְְּמִּבָָּר,

מִִקְְוֵהֵ תִִּקְְווֹת וָתִִָיק.

מֶֶּצֹּת חִִכָּהָ אֱֱלֹהִִֹים, בַַּ

ּוָּץ וְעְָָלוּב, שָָׁבוּר וְרְָָצוּץ מְְכֻֻ

רָָאוּי לְרְַַחֲֲמִִים.

בָָּדְּרִִים שֶֶׁהַַּזְּמַַן לֹאֹ צוֹבֵֵעַַ: יֵשֵ 

מֵֵעֵֵת לְעְֵֵת יְנְַצֵֵַּחַַ רוֹצֵֵחַַ.

רֹאֹשׁ מֶֶמְְשָָׁלָהָ לַאֲֲַרוּחַַת מְְלָכִָיִם יִחִוּדִִית

וּסְְתָָם אֶֶזְרְָָחִִים לִפְְִתִִיחָָה וְקְִִנּוּחַַ.

וּמַַה, יַעֲֲַשֶֶׂה הַַשָָּׂדֶֶה הַַזֶּהֶ לְבְַַדוֹ                                     ַ ַ

מַַיִםִ הָָאֵֵּלֶּה?  מוּל כָּלָ הַַּשָּׁ

יִשְְִׁכַּבַ עַַל הַַגָּבָ, פְְּלוּמַַת חִִטָָּה עַַל בִִּטְְנוֹ,          ּ ּ

וִיִחַַכֶּהֶ לַגֶַּשֶֶֶׁם.
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Ora Cohen

After All

To ask where we were

before we were swallowed

by a penal colony

infected with baobab tumors

To ask what we heard

before the doves

hoarsened to dogs

To ask what we were

before we were tattooed 

with a dragon of missed chances

To ask what we had

where the sleeve

covers a stump

Means to ask

where is your brother Abel

there is no point
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אורה כהן

אחרי הכל     

לִשְְִׁאוֹל הֵֵיכָןָ הָָיִיִנוּ

לִפְְִנֵיֵ שֶֶׁנִּבְְִלַעְְַנוּ

לְתְוֹךְְ מוֹשֶֶׁבֶֶת עוֹנְשְִִׁין

נְגְוּעָָה בְְּגִדִּוּלֵיֵ בַַּאוֹבַַּבּ

לִשְְִׁאוֹל מָָה שָָׁמַַעְְנוּ

לִפְְִנֵיֵ שֶֶׁהַַיּוֹנִיִם

הִִצְְטָָרְְדוּ לִכְִלְָבִִָים

לִשְְִׁאוֹל מַַה הָָיִיִנוּ

לִפְְִנֵיֵ שֶֶׁקֻֻּעֲֲקַַעְְנוּ 

בִִּדְְרָָקוֹן שֶֶׁל הַַחְְמָָצָָה

לִשְְִׁאוֹל מָָה הָָיָהָ לָנָוּ

בַַּמָָּקוֹם שֶֶׁהַַשַַּׁרְְווּל 

מְְכַסֶֶַּה גֶּדֶֶֶם

פֵֵּרוּשׁוֹ לִשְְִׁאוֹל
אֵֵי הֶֶבֶֶל אָחִִיךָָ

אֵֵין בַַּזֶּהֶ טַַעַַם
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Dahlia Ravikovitch

An Unsatisfying Answer to the Question

What do you think about the murder

of the Prime Minister?

Yes, what do you think about the murder

of the Prime Minister?

And what do you feel?

Are you shocked

or depressed? 

The question is asked.

And are you stuttering

or you don’t know what might happen,

are you speaking in a daze

because of the future or the present,

the question is raised.

And perhaps you feel stupid

or have no opinion?

Answer already.

So I answer:

everything you said is correct

and you are such a dear.

But another word, if I may,

the Prime Minister died a happy man.

Shalom to the dust of my Prime Minister

husband, father, and let it be said

the son of Rosa the Red.
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דליה רביקוביץ'

תשובה לא מספקת לשאלה      

מָָה אַתְְּ חוֹשֶֶׁבֶֶת עַַל רֶֶצַַח רֹאֹשׁ הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ?

כֵּןֵ, מָָה אַתְְּ חוֹשֶֶׁבֶֶת עַַל הָָרֶֶצַַח

שֶֶׁל רֹאֹשׁ הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ?

וּמָָה אַתְְּ מַַרְְגִּיִשָָׁה?

הַַאִִם אַתְְּ בְְּשׁוֹק

אוֹ בְְּדִִכָּאָוֹן?

נִשְְִׁאֲֲלָהָ הַַשְְּׁאֵֵלָהָ.

וְהְַַאִִם אַתְְּ מְְגַמְְַגֶּמֶֶֶת

אוֹ שֶֶׁאַתְְּ לֹאֹ יוֹדַַעַַת מַַה יִּהְְִיֶהֶ,

הַַאִִם אַתְְּ מְְדַַבֶֶּרֶֶת בְְּסַַהֲֲרוּרִִיּוּת כָּזָֹאֹת

בִִּגְלְַלַ הֶֶעָָתִִיד אוֹ בִִּגְלְַלַ הַַהֹוֶֹהֶ

נִשְְִׁאֲֲלָהָ הַַשְְּׁאֵֵלָהָ.

וְאְוּלַיַ אַתְְּ מַַרְְגִּיִשָָׁה מְְטֻֻמְְטֶֶמֶֶת

אוֹ חַַסְְרַַת דֵֵּעָָה?

תַַּעֲֲנִיִ כְּבְָָר.

וַאֲֲַנִיִ עוֹנָהָ:

כָּלָ מַַה שֶֶּׁאָמַַרְְתָָּ נָכָוֹן

וְאְַתָָּה אִִישׁ יָקָָָר.

וַאֲֲַנִיִ רוֹצָָה לְהְוֹסִִיף עוֹד דָָּבָָר

רֹאֹשׁ הַַמֶֶּמְְשָָׁלָהָ מֵֵת אָדָָם מְְאֻֻשָָּׁר.

שָָׁלוֹם לַעֲֲַפַַר רֹאֹשׁ מֶֶמְְשַַׁלְתְִִּי

בַַּעַַל וְאְָב וְעְוֹד דְְּבַַר מָָה

הַַבֵֵּן שֶֶׁל רוֹזָהָ הָָאֲֲדֻֻמָָּה.

פורסם בספרה 'כל השירים עד כה', הקיבוץ המאוחד, 1995.



Avelut Yeshanah
אֲֲבֵֵלוּת יְָנָׁשָׁה

—
“Old mourning”; 

commemoration of national

or historical tragedies 

through ritual and annual 

remembrance.
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Yael Ran

Foxtrot

A step to the right

a step to the back

a step to the left,

and again.

Right,

back,

left – 

and again

from the top:

to the right,

to the back,

left – 

and all over again.

The nation’s daily rhythm, 

a choreography of fear.

Right,

back,

left – 

and again,

between the siren and 

forgetting,

repression and 

remembrance.

To the right,

back,

left – 

and once more,

the drumbeat of peace – 

foxtrot of war.



116

יעל רן 

פוקסטרוט      

צָָעַַד יָמִִָינָהָ,

צָָעַַד אָחוֹרָָה,

צָָעַַד שְְׂמֹאֹלָהָ וּבַַחֲֲזָרָָָה.

יָמִִָינָהָ, 

אָחוֹרָָה,

שְְׂמֹאֹלָהָ– 

וּבַַחֲֲזָרָָָה,

וְחְוֹזֵרֵ חֲֲלִיִלָהָ

שׁוּב יָמִִָינָהָ,

אָחוֹרָָה,

שְְׂמֹאֹלָהָ–

וַחֲֲַזָרָָָה,

רוּטִִינַתַ לְאְֹםֹ,

מֵֵחוֹל הָָאֵֵימָָה.

יָמִִָינָהָ, 

אָחוֹרָָה,

שְְׂמֹאֹלָהָ–

וּבַַחֲֲזָרָָָה.

בֵֵּין שִִׁכְחְָָה לִצְְִפִִירָָה,

הַַדְְחָָקָָה לִזְִכְִיִרָָה,

יָמִִָינָהָ, 

אָחוֹרָָה, 

שְְׂמֹאֹלָהָ– 

וַחֲֲַזָרָָָה.

מֶֶטְְרוֹנוֹם שָָׁלוֹם–

פוֹקְְסְְטְְרוֹט מִִלְחְָָמָָה.
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Amir Menasheof

Different Language 

Listen to a story about me and all the land of Uz / 

look out and see how it spreads like weeds / when they 

murdered Rabin our language changed / that state of 

emergency was a time for quickly spreading the word 

to marionette students / whoever had their ears open 

learned the rules / and whoever listened differently 

learned from the wicked / but before I get carried away 

I’ll take a deep breath and go back a decade and a decade 

more to my city Tel Aviv / when I was a kid and lights 

stained my soul / suddenly a news bulletin in the middle 

of a shoot-em-up cowboy movie / what? where? shots 

in the square and a day and a half later they gathered 

the evidence / loss remembrance candles lit / some 

kids tremble in the center of the square / not three 

not thirty / and I see and I believe / this is a kind of 

house or culture for children / and on Fridays we’d visit 

the kids of my smart Persian uncle / but they spoke a 

different distant language there / the same words Yigal 

Amir with opposite meaning / no worries when you grow 

up you won’t understand / how to speak only stay silent 

/ that’s an educational method / purifying the language 

/ that’s where it started / since then it has only become 
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much more violent here / I put my thoughts to sleep / 

wake up in the morning and don’t remember my dreams 

/ at 18 you start to get old / at 21 it’s enough to just 

move forward / you go back to mom / smoke alone / 

then life begins / go back a bit and from there you 

begin / someone knocks in the room can you hear my 

voice? / knock knock / how deep am I stuck in time 

/ the idiot-teen years of the 21st century bring more 

terrible hatred / now it’s not the Second Intifada / in 

my 30 years I went from dazed shock to chaos / surprise 

how your story falls from your heart to the ground now 

/ don’t cry in broad daylight over milk spilled on a 

black sheet / you bring forth a dream billow the cloak 

reveals the plot / the dance of the strange animal in 

your blood / where did you leave your spirit behind / 

bind your hand / what drug did you take or what drug 

took you / no thanks the line breaks here / I won’t hold 

the handgun with a wall in its heart / are you lovers of 

violence? I count the violence / I carry her many faces 

like in a retirement home / only your eyes stare back 

from the mirror / all the demons are mine and all the 

road ahead is yours
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אמיר מנשהוף

שפה אחרת  

תשמעו סיפור עליי ועל כל ארץ עוץ / שורו וראו זה מתפשט כמו 

קוצים / כשרצחו את רבין התחלפה לנו שפה / שעת חרום זאת 

הייתה שעת תפיסה מהירה להפצת המילה לתלמיד המריונטה / 

מי הייתה אוזנו פתוחה למד את החוקים / ומי אוזנו אחרת למד 

אצל רעים / אבל לפני שאסחף אנשום עמוק כדי לחזור לתל אביב 

עירי לפני עשור פלוס עשור כשהייתי ילד ואורות בי נכתמים / 

פתאום מבזק חדשות באמצע סרט של קאוובוים מוזר / בכיכר 

יריות עבר יום וחצי וליקטו את העובדות / אבדון זיכרון הנרות 

נדלקים / במרכז רועדים / לא שלושה לא שלושים / ואני רואה 

ואני מאמין כן זה סוג של בית או תרבות לילדים / ובימי שישי 

היינו נוסעים לילדים של דוד חכם פרסי שלי / אבל שם דיברו 

שפה אחרת רחוקה / אותן מילים יגאל עמיר משמעות הפוכה / 

לא נורא כשתגדל לא תבין / איך לדבר רק לשתוק / זאת שיטה 

בינתיים   / זה התחיל  / משמה  / את השפה מטהרים  חינוכית 

המחשבות  את  מרדים  אני   / אלים  יותר  הרבה  רק  פה  נעשה 
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18 שנים / אתה מתחיל  בן  זוכר חלומות  מתעורר בבוקר / לא 

להזדקן בגיל 21 / כבר פמסיק להתקדם קדימה / אתה חוזר אל 

אמא / מעשן בלי חברים / אחר כך החיים / מעביר טיפה אחורה 

 / טוק  טוק  שומע  קולי  את  בחדר  טוק  מישהו  מתחיל  ומשם   /

כמה עמוק בתוך המזן אני נתקע / אלפיים וטיפשעשרה היא עוד 

שנה רעה של שנאה / אינתיפאדה לא שנייה / בשלושים שנותיי 

לך  נופל  הסיפור שלך  מה  עכשיו  / הפתעה  למהומה  מתדהמה 

מתוך הלב ונשךפ על הרצפה / לא בוכה על חלב לאור יום בסדין 

שחור / אתה מוליך חלום תעופף את הגלימה תחשוף תעלילה 

/ את הריקוד של החיה המוזרה בדם שלך / איפה עזבת רוחך 

/ עקדת את ידך / איזה סם אתה חיבקת או הוא חיבק אותך / 

לא תודה פה שובר את השורה / ולא מחזיק את האקדח שבלבו 

חומה / אוהבים אלימות אני סופר אלימות / לי פנים שונות שלה 

/ כמו בבית אבות בך בוהות רק עיניך במראה / כל השדים כולם 

שלי וכל הדרך היא שלך
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Shabtai Majar

What is the event that

What is the event that established

the beginning of the state’s death

Rabin’s murder in the public square ?

The second Intifada ?

The first ?

The Six-Day War ?

Yom Kippur ?

The glorious victory over CSKA Moscow ?

The rise of Shas on the map ?

The career change Tommy Lapid made ?

The murder of the taxi driver by teenage boys ?

The raise in salary for elected officials

while thousands are unemployed ?

Opening the gates to foreign workers ?

The mass Aliya ?

The Yerida ?

The election of Bibi ?

His downfall ?

The rise of Ehud Barak ?

His dismissal ?

Sharon ?

Operation Litani ?

Shalom Hagalil ?

Peace Now? Peace Now ?
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The question mark ?

Emil Grunzweig who was killed at the peace protest ?

The massacre in the Cave of the Patriarchs ?

The assassination of Minister Rehavam Ze’evi ?

The prophecies of the furious Jerusalem professor ?

The articles written by Gideon Levy ?

Aviv Geffen in his songs ?

Yehonatan, in his sketches ?

The song for peace? Its ban from broadcasting ?

Whistles of contempt at the football stadium

for the Austrian anthem ?

Polluting the Kishon ?

Ignoring Ephraim Kishon ?

The abandonment of Avidan the poet to sighs ?

The disrespect for the disabled people ?

The letter of dismissal that was carefully sent

to the actor lying unconscious in his bed ?

Her establishment ?
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שבתאי מג'ר 

מהו האירוע שקבע        

מַַהוּ הָָאֵֵרוּעַַ שֶֶׁקָָּבַַע 

אֶֶת רֵֵאשִִׁית מוֹתָָהּ שֶֶׁל הַַמְְּדִִינָהָ 

רֶֶצַַח רַַבִִּין בְְּכִכִַּרַ הַַהֲֲמוֹנִיִם ?

הָָאִִינְתְִִּיפָָדָָה הַַשְְּׁנִיִָּהָ ?

הָָרִִאשׁוֹנָהָ ?

מִִלְחְֶֶמֶֶת שֵֵׁשֶֶׁת הַַיָּמִִָים ?

יוֹם הַַכִּפִּוּרִִים ?

הַַנִּצִָָּחוֹן הַַמְְּהֻֻלָּלָ עַַל צֶֶסְְקָָ"א מוֹסְְקְְוָהָ ?

עֲֲלִיִָּתָָָהּ שֶֶׁל שָָׁ"ס עַַל הַַמַַּפָָּה ?

הַַהֲֲסָָבָָה הַַמִִּקְְצוֹעִִית שֶֶׁעָָשָָׂה טוֹמִִי לַפִִַּיד ?

רֶֶצַַח נַהַַַג הַַמּוֹנִיִת בִִּידֵֵי נְעְָָרִִים ?

הַַעֲֲלָאַָת הַַשָָּׂכָרָ לַנִַּבְְִחָָרִִים

כְּשְֶֶׁאֲֲלָפִִָים מֻֻבְְטָָלִיִם ?

פְְּתִִיחַַת הַַשְְּׁעָָרִִים לָעָוֹבְְדִִים הַַזָּרִִָים ?

הָָעֲֲלִיִָּהָ הַַהֲֲמוֹנִיִת ?

הַַיְּרְִִידָָה ?

בְְּחִִירָָתוֹ שֶֶׁל בִִּיבִִּי ?

נְפְִִילָתָוֹ ?

עֲֲלִיִָּתָוֹ שֶֶׁל אֵֵהוּד ?

הֲֲדָָחָָתוֹ ?

שָָׁרוֹן ?

מִִבְְצַַע לִיִטָָנִיִ ?

שְְׁלוֹם הַַגָּלִָיִל ?

שָָׁלוֹם עַַכְשְָָׁו ?  שָָׁלוֹם עַַכְשְָָׁו ?
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סִִימַַן הַַשְְּׁאֵֵלָהָ ?

אֵֵמִִיל גְרְִִינְצְְְוַיְַגְ שֶֶׁנִּקְְִטַַל בַַּהַַפְְגָּנָָהָ ?

הַַטֶֶּבַַח בִִּמְְעָָרַַת הַַמַַּכְפְֵֵּלָהָ ?

הַַהִִתְְנַקְְַּשׁוּת בַַּשַַּׂר רְְחַַבְְעָָם זְאְֵֵבִִי ?

נְבְוּאוֹתָָיו שֶֶׁל הַַפְְּרוֹפֵֵסוֹר הַַזּוֹעֵֵם מִִיְּרְוּשָָׁלַיִַםִ ?

הַַמַַּאֲֲמָָרִִים שֶֶׁכּוֹתֵֵב גִּדְְִעוֹן לֵוִֵיִ ?

אָבִִיב גֶּפֶֶֶן בְְּשִִׁירָָיו ?

יְהְוֹנָתָָָן, בְְּמַַעַַרְְכוֹנָיָו ?

הַַשִִּׁיר לַשַָָּׁלוֹם ? פְְּסִִילָתָוֹ לְשְִִׁדּוּר ?

שְְׁרִִיקוֹת הַַבּוּז בְְּאִִצְְטַַדְְיוֹן הַַכַּדַּוּרֶֶגֶלֶ

לְהְַַשְְׁמָָעַַת הַַהִִמְְנוֹן הָָאוֹסְְטְְרִִי ?

זִהִוּם הָָקִִישׁוֹן ? 

הַַהִִתְְעַַלְּמְוּת מִִקִִישׁוֹן ? 

הַַזְנְָחַַָת אֲֲבִִידָָן לָאֲֲָנָחָוֹת ?

הַַזִּלְִזְוּל בַַּנָּכִָיִם ?

מִִכְתְַַּב הַַפִִּטּוּרִִין שֶֶׁנִּשְְִׁלַחַ בִִּקְְפִִידָָה

לַשַַַּׂחְְקָָן שֶֶׁשּׁוֹכֵבֵ מְְחֻֻסַַּר הַַכָּרָָָה ?

הֲֲקָָמָָתָָהּ ?

מתוך ספרו 'אוקטובר, שירים בתקופת מלחמה וחלום', גוונים, 2007.
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Haim Sefti

The Dove Wishes to Live

Dedicated to Yitzhak Rabin,

of blessed memory

The dove wishes to live free

her blood runs hot, her eyes see

she values her life more than a patch of land

from her flight on high, she carries her vision

 with the wind,

it’s not the clods of earth that give her soul life.

Lift up your eyes

she carries your lives on the wings of her vision

not by the merit of her ancestors, 

but her right to live now that she demands.

Sit on stones and weep, over earth wailing and eulogy

 about her,

the few who love her, the many who torment her from

 all directions

she dwells alone in her lofty vision.
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�יִם סֶֶפְְטִִי  חַַיִּ

הַַיּוֹנָהָ מְְבַקֶֶַּשֶֶׁת לִחְְִיוֹת         

מוקדש ליצחק רבין ז"ל

הַַיּוֹנָהָ מְְבַַקֶֶּשֶֶׁת לִחְְִיוֹת

דָָּמָָהּ חַַם, עֵֵינֶיֶהָָ רוֹאוֹת,

חַַיֶּיֶהָָ יְקְָָרִִים לָהָּ מִִפִִּסַַּת אֲֲדָָמָָה

מְְעוֹפָָהּ בַַּמְְּרוֹמִִים, נוֹשֵֵׂאת חֲֲזוֹנָהָּ עִִם הָָרוּחַַ,

לֹאֹ רִִגְבְֵֵי הֶֶעָָפָָר יְחְַַיּוּ נַפְְַשָָׁהּ.

שְְׂאוּ עֵֵינֵיֵכֶםֶ

הִִיא נוֹשֵֵׂאת חַַיֵּיֵכֶםֶ עַַל כַּנְַפְֵֵי חֲֲזוֹנָהָּ

לֹאֹ זְכְוּת אֲֲבוֹתֶֶיהָָ הִִיא דּוֹרֶֶשֶֶׁת עַַתָָּה, זְכְוּתָָהּ לְחְַַיִּיִם הִִיא תּוֹבַַעַַת.

עַַל אֲֲבָָנִיִם שְְׁבוּ גַּםַ בְְּכוּ, עַַל עָָפָָר נְהְִִי וּמִִסְְפֵֵּד לָהָּ, 

אוֹהֲֲבֶֶיהָָ מְְעַַט, רַַבִִּים עוֹכְרְֶֶיהָָ מִִכָּלָ עֲֲבָָרִִים,

לְבְַַדָָּהּ הִִיא שׁוֹכֶנֶֶתֶ בְְּרוֹם חֲֲזוֹנָהָּ.

השיר וההקדשה פורסמו לראשונה בספר שירַַי 'האהבה הלבנה', כרמל, 2010.
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Yudit Shahar

God’s Terrible Garden

For Dr. Abu El-Ayish whose daughters

were killed in war:

Bissan (20), Miyar (15), and Aya (13).

May he know no more sorrow.

I envy people who have truth

etched on the tablet of their heart

righteous in their ways and totafot between their eyes

they are the voice of the living God

without hesitation, without stutter 

straight shooters of answers

that there is no choice but war

that war is but a choice

that the army are murderers, that the army are victors

they always know who the aggressors and the victims are

they always count the dead bodies

of one side.
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I envy people who blaze on hilltops

lighting rivers of righteous fire

franchisees of the love of the homeland

settlers in the houses of others

they talk and talk from inside God’s mouth

in the name of miracles of wonders

I envy those who shout in the squares

No more murder!

and accuse local generals

in foreign colonial countries

of war crimes,

they are the moral ones, they have a heart

only they feel the pain

that war is a blood-suckling whore

Because in God’s ruined garden, 

chaos and desolation,

discarded truths shatter in the icy radiance

hidden doubts darken under a stone.

I envy, envy, envy.
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יודית שחר  

גן אלוהים הנורא         

לד"ר אבו לא־עייש

שבנותיו נהרגו במלחמה: 

ביסאן )20(, מיאר )15( ואיה )13(. 

מי ייתן ואל תדע עוד צער.

אֲֲנִיִ מְְקַַנְּאְָה בַַּאֲֲנָשִִָׁים שֶֶׁהָָאֱֱמֶֶת 

עַַל לוּחַַ לִבִָָּם

נֵרֵ לְרְַַגְלְֵיֵהֶֶם וְטְוֹטָָפוֹת בֵֵּין עֵֵינֵיֵהֶֶם

הֵֵם קוֹל אֱֱלוֹהִִים חַַיִּיִם 

לֹאֹ מְְהַַסְְּסִִים, לֹאֹ מְְגַמְְַגְּמְִִים

הֵֵם יוֹרִִים רַַק תְְּשׁוּבוֹת

שֶֶׁהַַמִִּלְחְָָמָָה אֵֵין בְְּרֵֵרָָה 

שֶֶׁהַַמִִּלְחְָָמָָה יֵשֵׁ בְְּרֵֵרָָה

שֶֶׁהַַצָָּבָָא רוֹצֵֵחַַ, שֶֶׁהַַצָָּבָָא מְְנַצֵֵַּחַַ 

תָָּמִִיד יוֹדְְעִִים מִִי הַַפּוֹגְעְִִים מִִי הַַנִּפְְִגָּעִִָים

תָָּמִִיד סוֹפְְרִִים גְּוְִיִּוֹת

שֶֶׁל צַַד אֶֶחָָד
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אֲֲנִיִ מְְקַַנְּאְָה בַַּאֲֲנָשִִָׁים שֶֶׁבּוֹעֲֲרִִים עַַל גְּבְָָעוֹת

מַַדְְלִיִקִִים נַהֲֲַרוֹת אֵֵשׁ אֱֱמֶֶת 

זַכְַיְָנֵָיֵ אַהֲֲבַַת מוֹלֶדֶֶֶת

מִִתְְיַשְְַּׁבִִים בְְּבָָתֵֵּי אֲֲחֵֵרִִים

חוֹצְְבִִים אֶֶת לֹעַַֹ אֱֱלוֹהִִים וּמְְדַַבְְּרִִים וּמְְדַַבְְּרִִים

עַַל הַַנִּסִִִּים וּבְְשֵֵׁם הַַנִּפְְִלָאָוֹת

אֲֲנִיִ מְְקַַנְּאְָה בַַּצּוֹעֲֲקִִים בַַּכִּכִָּרָוֹת 

דַַּי לָרֶֶָצַַח

וְתְוֹבְְעִִים גֵּנֵֵרֵָָלִיִם מְְקוֹמִִיִּיִם 

בִִּמְְדִִינוֹת קוֹלוֹנְיְָאָלִיִסְְטִִיּוֹת זָרָוֹת

עַַל פִִּשְְׁעֵֵי מִִלְחְָָמָָה,

הֵֵם מוּסָָרִִיִּיִם, יֵשֵׁ לָהֶֶָם לֵבֵ

רַַק לָהֶֶָם כּוֹאֵֵב 

שֶֶׁהַַמִִּלְחְָָמָָה זוֹנָהָ יוֹנֶקֶֶֶת דָָּם

כִּיִ בְְּגַןַ אֱֱלוֹהִִים הַַמֻֻּחְְרָָב, הַַנּוֹרָָא

תֹּהֹוּ וָבָֹהֹוּ,

אֲֲמִִתּוֹת מֻֻשְְׁלָכָוֹת מְְנֻתָָֻּצוֹת בַַּזֹּהַַֹר הַַקַַּר,

סְְפֵֵקוֹת נֶחְְֶבָָּאִִים מֻֻחְְשָָׁכִיִם תַַּחַַת סֶֶלַעַ.

אֲֲנִיִ מְְקַַנְּאְָה, מְְקַַנְּאְָה, מְְקַַנְּאְָה
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Jimbo J (Omer Havron)

Remember

Don’t remember where I was when Rabin was murdered

or when Likud beat Labor and Hayim Yavin said on TV it 

was a revolution

I don't remember where I saw Eyal Golan sing To Buy 

You a Diamond at the March of the Million, 

till this day I don’t remember the war

or the one that came after.

You hear? Don’t remember where I was when I watched 

Usain Bolt break the 100-meter world record

Dude, where were you when the Towers fell?

What were you doing when they knocked down

the Berlin Wall?

Or when Gaddafi and Mubarak were toppled?

When they discovered Gilad Shalit was still alive

in Hamas captivity

when we won the Nobel Prize,

when you saw a shooting star for the first time

do you remember what you wished for?

No? No need to apologize!

There are countless defining moments 

in the end we remember so few 

but hey, this is one we’ll cherish

and believe me one day so will you
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Remember where you were

the first time you heard the hit song Remember

Don’t remember where I was

when they landed on the moon

or when OJ and Roman Zadorov

were accused at high noon

when Pushtak’s Young Rapper video

made everyone swoon

when Yehuda Barkan’s Kiss on the Forehead

ended too soon

I don’t remember where I saw Michael Jordan

fly into eternity

beat the Utah Jazz, school them again,

and lift a sixth trophy

When playmaker Reuven Atar

made Meir Einstein scream Gooooaaaaal!

When Maccabi Shear’ayim made it to the National league

When rapper Muki D met Nimi-nim

When Inspector Gashash got caught with his pants down

When Giraffe suspected Mitz Petel

of being a tiger with a frown

And Pzazty’s amp became a collector’s item around town

Don’t remember the Intifada

When a suicide bomber crashed

the Purim Parade in Holon

When an ambulance was called for Arik Sharon

When Ada Yonath won the… what, was it Eurovision?
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When the United States elected a black president

When Arik Einstein sang Guitar and Violin

Where was I when Maccabi Tel Aviv took the Final Four?

Don't know, bro, I can’t remember any more

There are countless defining moments

in the end we remember so few 

but hey, this is one we’ll cherish

and believe me one day so will you

Remember where you were

the first time you heard the hit song Remember

There will always be more presidents caught raping

Prime Ministers stopping protests

from moving and shaking

Celebrities knocking at death’s door

There’s nothing that hasn’t been done before

But a song like this, you might call me naïve

There’s never been, there’ll never be

It’s worth burning into the collective memory.
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ג'ימבו ג'יי )עומר הברון(

תזכרי  

לא זוכר איפה הייתי כשרבין נרצח

או כשהליכוד ניצח את המערך וחיים יבין טבע את המונח "מהךפ"

אני לא זוכר איפה ראיתי את אייל גולן שר בהפגנת המיליון 

לקנות לך יהלום

עד היום לא זוכר את המלחמה

גם לא את זו שאחריה

שומע? לא זוכר איפה הייתי כשצפיתי ביוסייאן בולט שובר את 

שיא העולם בריצת מאה מטר

גבר, איפה היית כשנפלו התאומים?

מה עשית כשחומת ברלין נפלה?

או כשהמשטרים של קדאפי ומובארק הופלו?

כשגילו שגלעד שליט שרד את הנפילה

בשבי החמאס

כשזכינו בפרס נובל, כשראיתם כוכב נופל בפעם הראשונה

אתם זוכרים מה ביקשתם משאלה? לא? אין מה להתנצל

יש אינספור רגעים מכוננים

בסוף נזכור כל כך מעט

אבל הי, זה רגע שננצור

והאמיני לי שיום אחד גם את
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תזכרי איפה היית, בפעם הראשונה ששמעת את הלהיט "תזכרי"

לא זוכר איפה הייתי כשנחתו על הירח

כשאו ג'יי סיפמסון ורומן זדורוב הואשמו ברצח

כשערוץ 24 שידר את ראפר צעיר בשטח

כשיהודה ברקן נתן נשיקה במצח

אני לא זוכר איפה ראיתי את מייקל ג'ורדן נחקק בנצח

מנצח את יוטה ג'אז מלמד אותם לקח וזוכה באליפות שישית

כשבזכות ראובן עטר מאיר נחנק וצעק – "שער"

כששעריים עלתה ללאומית

כשמוקי די פגש את נימינים

כשגשש בלש ביצע מעשים מגונים

כשג'ירפה חשדה שמיץ פטל נמר

והמגבר של פצצתי הךפ פריט אספנים

לא זוכר את האינתיפאדה

כשמחבל מתאבד התקדם ל־"עד לא ידע" בחולון

כשמד"א הוזעקו לאריק שרון

כשעדה יונת זכתה ב... אירוויזיון?

כשארצות הברית בחרה נשיא שחור

כשאריק איינשטיין שר גיטרה וכינור

איפה הייתי כשמכבי לקחה את הפיינל פור?

לא יודע אח שלי תבין קשה לי לזכור

כי יש אינספור רגעים מכוננים

בסוף נזכור כל כך מעט

אבל הי, זה רגע שננצור

והאמיני לי שיום אחד גם את

תזכרי איפה היית, בפעם הראשונה ששמעת את הלהיט "תזכרי"
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עוד יהיו נשיאים שיאנסו

ראשי ממשלה שינסו לטרפד מחאות עממיות שיתססו

פמורסמים שיגססו

אין דבר שלא עשו

אבל שיר כזה, ותקראו לי נאיבי

לא היה, ולא יהיה

ושווה לצרוב אותו בזיכרון הקולקטיבי 
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Daniel Baumgarten

Silence (4.11.15)

Dear students

please raise your hands,

what does it feel like to have peace

within reach?
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דניאל באומגרטן  

שתיקה  )4.11.15(          

תַַּלְמְִִידִִים יְקְָָרִִים,

עֲֲנוּ לִיִ בְְּבַַקָָּשָָׁה בְְּהַַצְְבָָּעָָה

מַַהִִי תְְּחוּשַַׁת שָָׁלוֹם בְְּהֶֶשֵֵּׂג־יָדָ?
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Dafi Ben Tzvi

Forgetting

I am afraid of forgetting

the housekey

to call mom and wish her Shabbat Shalom

all the oaths I swore in elementary school

all the sentences that ended with

when you grow up you’ll understand

all the songs and people I loved but no longer do

and more than the fear of forgetting

is the fear of remembering alone

that they’ll tell me it didn’t happen,

at least not like that

that I’m making it up

that it makes no sense
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that time heals

that it doesn't matter so much now

that only the dead know the truth

I am afraid of giving in to temptation

and so I shout

a Jew murdered him,

there was incitement,

leaders defeated the masses in Zion Square,

I will name the guilty – and demand justice

and get looks of pity

we all moved on

and only you remember alone

and oh, don’t forget to call mom

to wish her Shabbat Shalom.



141

דפי בן צבי    

שכחה           

אֲֲנִיִ מְְפַַחֶֶדֶֶת לִשְְִׁכֹּחַַֹ 

אֶֶת הַַמַַּפְְתֵֵּחַַ לַבַַַּיִתִ

לְהְִִתְְקַַשֵֵּׁר לְאְִִמָָּא לְהְַַגִּיִד שַַׁבָָּת שָָׁלוֹם

אֶֶת כָּלָ הַַשְְׁבוּעוֹת שֶֶׁנָּדַַָרְְתִִּי בְְּבֵֵית הַַסֵֵּפֶֶר הַַיְּסְוֹדִִי  

אֶֶת כָּלָ הַַמִִּשְְׁפָָּטִִים שֶֶׁנִּגְִמְְְרוּ בִִּ כְשְֶֶׁתִִּגְדְְְּלִיִ תָָּבִִינִיִ 

אֶֶת הַַשִִּׁיר שֶֶׁאָהַַבְְתִִּי וְאְֶֶת מִִי שֶֶׁאָהַַבְְתִִּי וּכְבְָָר לֹאֹ        

וְיְוֹתֵֵר מֵֵהַַפַַּחַַד לִשְְִׁכֹּחַַֹ

קַַיָּםָ הַַפַַּחַַד לִזְִכְֹּרֹ לְבְַַדִִּי 

שֶֶׁיַּגִַּיִדוּ לִיִ שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ הָָיָהָ, לְפְָָחוֹת לֹאֹ כָּכָָהָ

שֶֶׁאֲֲנִיִ מַַמְְצִִיאָה

שֶֶׁאֵֵין הִִגָּיָוֹן

שֶֶׁהַַזְּמְַַן מְְרַַפֵֵּא

שֶֶׁעַַכְשְָָׁו אוּלַיַ זֶהֶ פָָּחוֹת חָָשׁוּב 
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שֶֶׁרַַק הַַמֵֵּתִִים יוֹדְְעִִים אֶֶת הָָאֱֱמֶֶת 

אֲֲנִיִ מְְפַַחֶֶדֶֶת לְהְִִתְְפַַּתּוֹת 

וַאֲֲַנִיִ צוֹעֶֶקֶֶת 

יְהְוּדִִי רָָצַַח אוֹתוֹ, 

הָָיְתְָָה הֲֲסָָתָָה, 

מַַנְהְִִיגִיִם נִצְְִּחוּ עַַל הֶֶהָָמוֹן בְְּכִכִַּרַ צִִיּוֹן,

אֲֲנִיִ אַצְְבִִּיעַַ עַַל הָָאֲֲשֵֵׁמִִים – אֲֲבַַקֵֵּשׁ צֶֶדֶֶק 

וַאֲֲַקַַבֵֵּל מַַבַַּט רַַחֲֲמִִים

כֻֻּלָּנָוּ הִִמְְשַַׁכְנְוּ הָָלְאְָה 

 וְרְַַק אַתְְּ זוֹכֶרֶֶֶת לְבְַַד 

אָה, אַל תִִּשְְׁכְּחְִִי לְהְִִתְְקַַשֵֵּׁר לְאְִִמָָּא,

לְהְַַגִּיִד לָהָּ שַַׁבָָּת שָָׁלוֹם
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Eden Avitubul

Forgiven

My father tore in two the sticker that said

We won’t forget – We won’t forgive

then stuck one half on the Subaru’s bumper

and crumpled up and threw away the other and lit

a cigarette.

Now and then I wrestled with my conscience

 about the fact

that I would break into locked closets,

pull out memories 

and play all the oldies

roll a boulder of nostalgia

down the slope of disillusionment 

threatening to shatter every figurative wall.
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I remember one Friday afternoon

you picked me up from yeshiva in the blue Mitzubishi

and I put on Shafshaf’s Song and suddenly

you joined in with Meir 

shouting together – we can go together to the light

and everything about everything was in that shout

and it gave me goosebumps

even though I didn’t need it

to know how quickly we forgave

to know that you and mom could never stand a chance

against cynicism and indifference

and the song played on

and you lit a cigarette.

I spent my whole childhood staring into this smoke.
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עדן אביטבול    

נסלח            

אַבָָּא שֶֶׁלִּיִ גָּזַָרַ לִשְְִׁנַיִַםִ אֶֶת הַַסְְּטִִיקֶֶר "לֹאֹ נִשְְִׁכַּחַ לֹאֹ נִסְְִלַחַ"

חֵֵצִִי אֶֶחָָד הִִדְְבִִּיק עַַל פָָּגוֹשׁ הַַסּוּבָָּארוּ וְחְֵֵצִִי שֵֵׁנִיִ קִִמֵֵּט וְזְָרַַָק וְהְִִדְְלִיִק 

סִִיגַרְְַיָהָ.

לְעְִִתִִּים רְְחוֹקוֹת הִִתְְיַסַַַּרְְתִִּי עִִם מַַצְְפּוּנִיִ עַַל שֶֶׁהָָיִיִתִִי 

פּוֹרֵֵץ אֲֲרוֹנוֹת נְעְוּלִיִם, שׁוֹלֵףֵ מֵֵהֶֶם זִכְִרְוֹנוֹת וּמַַשְְׁמִִיעַַ 

תַַּקְְלִיִטִִים

מְְדַַרְְדֵֵּר בְְּמִִדְְרוֹן הַַהִִתְְפַַּכְּחְוּת

גּוּשׁ נוֹסְְטַַלְגְִּיִ מְְאַיֵּםֵ 

לְבְַַקֵֵּעַַ כָּלָ חוֹמָָה מְְדֻֻמָָּה.

זוֹכֵרֵ צָָהֳֳרֵֵי שִִׁשִִּׁי אֶֶחָָד 

אָסַַפְְתָָּ אוֹתִִי מֵֵהַַיְּשְִִׁיבָָה בַַּמִִּיצוּבִִּישִִׁי הַַכְּחְֻֻלָּהָ 

הִִשְְׁמַַעְְתִִּי לְךְָָ אֶֶת שַַׁפְְשַַׁף וּפִִתְְאוֹם

הִִצְְטָָרַַפְְתָָּ לְמְֵֵאִִיר 
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בִִּצְְעָָקָָה וּבַַצְְּעָָקָָה הַַהִִיא הָָיָהָ הַַכֹּלֹ מֵֵהַַכֹּלֹ 

וּצְְמַַרְְמֹרֶֶֹת אֲֲרֻֻכָּהָ

לַמְְַרוֹת שֶֶׁלֹּאֹ הָָיִיִתִִי צָָרִִיךְְ לָהָּ

בִִּכְדְֵֵי לָדַַָעַַת שֶֶׁסָָּלַחְְַנוּ מַַהֵֵר

בִִּכְדְֵֵי לָדַַָעַַת שֶֶׁאַתָָּה וְאְִִמָָּא לְעְוֹלָםָ 

לֹאֹ תּוּכְלְוּ מוּל צִִינִיִּוּת וַאֲֲַטִִימוּת 
וְהְַַשִִּׁיר נִמְְִשַַׁךְְ

וְהְִִדְְלַקְְַתָָּ סִִיגַרְְַיָהָ.

כָּלָ יַלְַדְוּתִִי הִִתְְבּוֹנַנְַתְִִּי בֶֶּעָָשָָׁן הַַזֶּהֶ.

מתוך ספרו 'נועדנו לגדולות אחרות', טנג׳יר, 2019.
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Silvio Joskowicz

Afterword

Some nights are embedded into our collective memory 

like a wound that never heals. The 4th of November 1995 

was that type of night.

That horrible night when my dreams and hopes were 

shattered and were replaced with never ending pain.

We heard the news of the assassination on the radio on 

the bus ride back to the kibbutz from the peace rally. 

The bullet shots fired in the heart of Tel Aviv, tore not 

only through the body of our prime minister, but also 

through the delicate fabric of Israeli society.

The assassination was not only the end of Yitzhak 

Rabin’s life, but was also a brutal wake-up call. We never 

imagined that in our own society, hatred could be so 

powerful that it would try to destroy our democracy.

Three decades have passed since then, and the memory 

of that night has begun to fade. The generation born 

since then, only knows Yitzhak Rabin as a faded 

photograph, the name of a public square in Tel Aviv, or 

as a topic in history class. It is not known as a shattering 

and fundamental moment of grief and shock.

The anthology Class  of 95 was created to bring that 

voice back into our shared Jewish story. It is not an 

official memorial book but a literary journey into 

our wounded heart. An assemblage of voices, poems, 
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stories, and testimonies that touch the open wound, 

while seeking to illuminate hope from within it. One of 

these voices is a poem by Daniel Baumgarten, written 

twenty years after the assassination, in which he turns 

to his students:

“Dear students

please raise your hands,

what does it feel like to have peace within reach?”

That question, simple and innocent, sounds like a dream 

from another reality. It speaks to young people who never 

knew of that night, who never heard Rabin’s voice become 

synonymous with Shir LaShalom (“Song for Peace”).

It reminds us that the feeling that peace is possible, is 

not to be taken for granted, and that for the generation 

born since then it is almost unimaginable. Here lies the 

great gap: between those who lived with hope and were 

broken, and those who were born only into the fracture.

And here, too, lies the educational objective .

The assassination teaches us that democracy, whether in 

Israel, America, or anywhere, is not dependent only upon 

elections or institutions, but also dependent upon the 

culture of listening, of mutual respect, of the ability to 

argue without destroying one another. Without education 

toward these values, democracy remains fragile, hanging 

by a thread. Class of 95 reminds us that education for 

democracy and liberalism is not an abstract slogan but 

a necessity: raising children who know how to listen, to 
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respect differences, and to believe that human dignity is 

greater than any disagreement.

Today, that call is only more urgent. Once again Israeli 

society is deeply fractured, in a way the reverberates 

to Jewish communities all over the world. Once again, 

our faith in the possibility of living together is being 

tested. And within all this lies a relentless pain, the pain 

of the hostages who have not yet returned home.

They have become both a symbol of the fracture and of 

hope, a rare opportunity to unite around shared values 

of humanity that transcend any political divide. Their 

plight echoes the lessons of 1995: will we know how 

to hold fast to our shared values even amid immense 

suffering, and refuse to let division defeat us?

Class of 95 is more than a book. It is a testimony that 

words can carry memory, and perhaps even heal. It 

is a bridge between generations, between those who 

recall that night as a living trauma and those who know 

it only through stories. It invites us not to leave the 

assassination in the past, but to turn it into a point 

of departure toward a different future: one in which 

democracy rests on freedom and equality, where 

disagreements remain within the bounds of civil 

discourse, and where hatred is never met with silence.

This book asks us to raise our hand, not as a gesture of 

surrender, but like a student in class. To dare to answer 

the question: what does it feel like when peace is within 

reach? And perhaps more importantly: what does it mean 

to choose, despite everything, to go on dreaming of it.
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Yoni Hammer-Kossoy

Translator’s Notes

While translation is an imperfect literary act, the 

following notes are provided with hopes of helping the 

reader understand some of the references that might 

otherwise get lost in linguistic and cultural relocation.

Before the Government of Israel

Announces With Astonishment 

—
The title refers to the announcement of Rabin’s death, 

made by aide and confidant Eitan Haber, on the night of 

the assassination. “The government of Israel announces, 

with astonishment, great sadness and deep sorrow, the 

death of the prime minister and defense minister, 

Yitzhak Rabin, who was murdered by an assassin tonight 

in Tel Aviv.” The word tadhema  includes a range of 

emotions, including astonishment, shock, disbelief, 

amazement (not in a good way), a sense of being stunned 

or overwhelmed by something unexpected.

Yesh lo avoda  – can be translated as “he has work” 

or perhaps, “he has work to do.” But note also that 

Avoda is the Hebrew name of the Labor Party, and in a 

nuance that translation helps add, “Ready for Labor” 

underscores the potential that something was ready to 

be born during that time.
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Blank

—
Someone has heard “Blank, blank” – refers to claims that 

immediately after shots were fired someone shouted 

Srak, srak, or in other words, there’s no need to panic – 

it’s not real bullets. The person who supposedly shouted 

this has never been identified, and the phrase has 

become a haunting and instantly recognizable reminder 

in Israel of the assassination. It also remains part of 

an abundance of conspiracy theories put forward to 

explain the shooting and related security failures that 

caused Rabin’s death. On a broader level, the word srak 

is difficult to translate, in that it includes nuances such 

as: blank,  blankness, emptiness, vanity, meaningless, 

nonsense, and futility. 

Song for Peace

—
HaRe’ut  – Song of Friendship, based on a poem by 

Haim Gouri written during the War of Independence, 

and covered by many Israeli artists. In the aftermath 

of Rabin’s assassination it was played frequently on 

Israeli radio. 

A  Walk to Cesaria – poem written in 1942 by Hannah 

Szenes, better known by its first lines, El i ,  El i ,  shlo 

yigamer l’olam, My God, My God, I pray that these things 

never end.

announce in shock and sorrow – see note to “Before the 
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Government of Israel Announces With Astonishment”.

the kid  you didn’t  take  – refers to the Yemenite 

Children Affair, in which Jewish babies and toddlers 

from Yemenite and other Mizrachi immigrant families 

disappeared during 1948-1954. Speculation in Israel still 

persists that the infants were kidnapped and given 

to childless Holocaust survivors, even though three 

separate official commissions have found the vast 

majority of the children died from illness and were 

buried without documentation. The state commission 

of inquiry found 69 cases in which no evidence was 

found that the children had died. In 2021, the Israeli 

government decided to express regret for the events 

and to allocate financial compensation to the families 

of 1,050 children whose circumstances of death were not 

conveyed to their families in real time, or whose burial 

place was not located. Yigal Amir, Rabin’s assassin, is of 

Yemenite descent. 

w ithout  a  re d  b o o kl e t  – this refers to the p i n k a s 

adom, carried by Histadrut labor union members, and 

symbolizes economic and social discrimination in the 

early decades of Israeli society. 

Second Israel’s  new guard  – refers to disadvantaged 

and marginalized portions of Israeli society, including 

Mizrachi, working-class, peripheral, and religious 

communities, especially as represented by Menachem 

Begin’s Likud’s rise to power in the late 1970s. 

you too are moved  – refers to Rabin’s final speech 
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given just before he was assassinated. “Allow me to say, 

I am also moved. I want to thank each and every one 

of you who has shown up here against violence and for 

peace. This government, at the head of which I have the 

privilege of standing, together with my friend Shimon 

Peres, has decided to give a chance to peace. Peace that 

will solve most of the problems of the State of Israel.”

the autumn night falls on the Negev – this is a line from 

HaRe’ut, the Song of Friendship.

Pulsa Denura – a Jewish mystical curse ceremony, that was 

reportedly invoked against Rabin before his assassination. 

On October 2, 1995, a Pulsa deNura ceremony was held in 

front of Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin’s home in Jerusalem. 

Among those who conducted the ceremony were Rabbi Yossi 

Dayan and Avigdor Eskin.

fire brothers fire – from the folk song known in Hebrew 

as HaIyara Boeret, Our Town is Burning, originally from the 

Yiddish, Es brent, written in 1936 by Mordechai Gebirtig.

Letter to Yitzhak and Inbal

—
you good witch – this is directed to Inbal Perlmuter, 

a founding member of the Israeli rock band Ha-

Mechashefot (The Witches).



155

When a Man Dies

—
The title refers to Numbers 19:14

ם ּכִּי ָיָמוּת בְּאֹּלֶהֶ כָּלּ הַַבָּּא לֶאֶ אָֹהָלֶהֶ וְְכָלָ אֲֲׁשֶׁר  ה אָָדָ זֹאֹת הַַתּוָֹרָ

בָּּאֹלֶהֶ יִטְְִאָמָ בְְׁשִׁעַַת מִִָיָים.

This is the ritual: When a person dies in a tent, 

whoever enters the tent and whoever is in the tent 

shall be impure seven days;

(JPS, 2006)

Korach’s Tallit

—
The Hebrew title Tallit Shekula contains several layers 

of meaning. Literally, it translates to “Bereaved Prayer 

Shawl”, but the word shekula  is also a reference to 

Korach’s attempted coup against Moses in which he 

posed a legal question regarding a tallit shekula techelet, 

namely, does a robe that is completely techelet (blue) 

also need to have techelet tzitzit (blue ritual fringes) 

tied on (see Numbers 16 and Midrash Tanchuma, Korach 

2). This is understood in rabbinic sources as not simply 

a curious question, but a “dispute that is not for the 

sake of Heaven” (Pirkei Avot, 5:17), a cynical attempt by 

Korach to undermine law and leadership. 
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I Never Baked With Blood

—
The term kipa shkufa, translated as “invisible kipa” is 

used in Israel to refer  to a person who is spiritually and 

or religiously minded, but chooses not to express their 

beliefs by way of an outward religious sign, such as a 

kipa (religious head covering). 

Yiftach in His Generation

—
The title refers to Yiftach, or Jephthah (see Judges 11) 

and is part of a well-known Talmudic expression, Yiftach 

in his generation is like Samuel in his generation (Rosh 

Hashanah 25b). Yiftach, the son of a prostitute and who 

was a complex Biblical character, was nevertheless picked 

by the people to lead the fight against the Ammonites. 

Essentially, the rabbinic expression is saying, he’s not an 

ideal leader but he’s at least the leader that we have now. 

Srak – left untranslated, in part for it’s haunting sound 

quality. See the note for “Blank” for more about the 

word’s meaning.

I was only three, for me it’s a fairy tale

—
Whoever believes won’t be afraid – refers to the popular 

2010 song written by Yossi Gispan and performed by Eyal 

Golan, Mi  shemamin. 
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Proper Rest

—
The phrase “Proper Rest”, menucha nechona, is taken 

from the memorial prayer El  Malei Rachamim. “God full 

of mercy who dwells above, provide a proper rest on the 

wings of the Divine Presence, amongst the holy and pure 

who shine as brightly as the sky…”

God’s Terrible Garden

—
The word totafot, left untranslated, is a Biblical word 

that refers to the tefillin or phylacteries, worn on the 

head. See Deuteronomy 6:8

ָךֶָדֶָיָ וְְָהָיוּ לְטְֹפָֹטָתֹ ּבֵּין עֵֵיֶנֶיָךָ. וּקְְרְְׁשַׁתָּּם לְאְוֹת עַַל 

Bind them as a sign on your hand and let them serve 

as a symbol on your forehead.

Forgiven

—
Shafshaf’s Song – originally from 1985, written by Yair 

Nitzani and performed by Meir Banai. The song, with its 

themes of unity, resilience, and personal growth, is now 

considered part of Israel’s cultural soundtrack. 
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Edward P. Djerejian
United States Ambassador to Israel (1993-1994)

“Rabin told me there is no military 
solution to Israel’s conflict, only a 
political one, and he heroically 
dedicated himself to that goal. Class of 
95 captures the enduring impact of his 
assassination through poetry and 
reflection, reminding us of what was 
lost and what remains to be done.”

Colette Avital
Israel Consul General in New York City (1992–1996)

“The bullets that took Rabin’s life left 
Israel in deep shock, yet from that grief 
emerged candles, songs, paintings, and 
poems. The voices gathered in Class of 
95 give words to our pain and continue 
to inspire new generations.”

Yossi Klein Halevi
Senior Fellow, Shalom Hartman Institute

“Thirty years later, the self-inflicted 
wound on the body of Israel still hasn’t 
healed. As these anguished, angry, and 
eloquent voices insist, some wounds 
perhaps should never heal.”

Abraham Foxman 
Director of the Anti-Defamation League (1987-2015)

“I had the privilege of knowing Prime 
Minister Rabin and experiencing his 
wisdom, courage, and deep love for 
Israel and the Jewish people. Class of 95 
is an important testament to his impact 
and tragic loss, and a stark reminder 
that we are not immune to the corrosive 
power of hate.”

Rabbi Angela Buchdahl
Senior Rabbi of Central Synagogue in New York City

“Class of 95 gathers diverse voices that 
remember the night a bullet killed a 
prime minister and the promise of 
peace. For all who still yearn for peace, 
this anthology is both a eulogy and a 
summons.”

Rabbi David Wolpe 
Max Webb Emeritus Rabbi of Sinai Temple

“Class of 95 is a searing, poignant, and 
beautiful collection, both reminding us 
of what happened and what might 
have been. A tribute, a prophecy, and a 
work of art.”

When Prime Minister Yitzhak 
Rabin was assassinated in 1995, 
his death tore through Israeli 
society and reverberated across 
world Jewry, becoming one of the 
defining ruptures in modern 
Jewish history. Class of 95, 
originally published in Hebrew as 
Machzor 95, presents for the first 
time in English Israel’s poetic 
response, confronting grief, 
division, and the unfinished 
struggle for democracy and peace.  
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