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- Let my People Go (the Russian Immigration)

Farewell
Homeland Season — Michael Zatz

In my childhood land

First sun rays

Are warmly caressing snowy hills
Melting threatening icicles

Budding flowers

Proudly raise their heads

The lilac will soon flower.

It will leave no trace of white
It will paint everything purple

In the summer we will go to the dachal
On the city outskirts

We will bath in the Moskva River
We will gorge

on wild berries.

The spaces

Will be

Endless.

On rainy evenings

We shall light the fireplace
A burning smell

Will spread in the clean air
We will go on long walks
And will send toy soldiers
On secret missions.

We will not know

That in the middle of life

The longing will slither in

And will want to return to all these.
The long

Severe years

Will insist

Refusing.

When spring comes

The lilac will bloom again
And I, as an observer,
Will savour my childhood

1 Summer home
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From afar.

Fragments Michael Zatz

Wires 7/ npoBogblibl (provodyy)

In the last days before our departure, our little apartment was full, during almost all hours; day
and night.

On one side were the crates full of dishes sets and on the other side were the people who
wished to say goodbye. Neighbors, relatives, distant relatives, who have been relegated
unwillingly to first degree relatives because of their geographical proximity. Friends of our
parents who were in on the secret, all of them performed the pilgrimage to our place. In those
days the unknown prevailed over that which was clear, the first to leave were considered
heroes “trail blazers”. Grandpa and grandma came especially by train to accompany us. This is
how I knew this was a special event. After all it is not every day one comes from Kharkov to
Moscow.

We knew that in Israel, they have rented an apartment for us in a town called “Haifa” (about
which we knew nothing, obviously). In our free time between packing and saying goodbyes,
they studied Hebrew at home, so we should have something to start with. All the precious
(valuable) things, those you were not allowed to take out of the Soviet homeland, we moved
for safekeeping with relatives, hoping we would be able to get them back one day, nothing was
promised though..

My parents had said nothing at my school and almost none of my friends knew we were
leaving, so I assume that in a way, you could say we escaped.

Then came the last goodbye from grandma at the airport, some waiting time in Hungary that
had looked long to me, and then the airplane doors opened to a springtime heat-wave of early
April, that hit me with a great surprise. I saw palm trees. I asked dad if we were in Africa.
From school and cartoon movies we learned that palm trees grow in Africa. But father said we
were in Israel. In the terminal, we were meet by excited young people who gave us flags and
were singing at the top of their voice “Hevenu Shalom Aleichem” (We brought Peace unto
you). After all the goodbyes it seemed it was time for some new beginnings.

Vita

Vita was living in the apartment above us, with his mother and grandparents. There was no
father in the picture. We being the children we have been, were too embarrassed to ask.

Vita made Aliya, half a year before us, all the other children in the building agreed that Vita
and his split family were “old timer new immigrants” for all practical purposes.

Vita was a year older than me and as an “old timer Oleh” he often felt he had to let me know
everything he knew. This is how I found out that the car with music, driving in the
neighborhood, was actually an ice cream car, and that I needed to quickly ask my parents for a
shekel, not a negligible amount of money for new immigrants, and try to catch the ice cream
car before it continues on its way, in our neighborhood, that looked to me like an endless
magical space. Vita also let me in on the Israeli magic of the water sprinkler. We would wait
for the sprinklers to start working on the lawn, go down and run as fast as we could from the
fearful waterjets of the sprinkler. Vita was my first friend in Israel who could speak the
language as well as the mentality and was my partner in believing that we were “almost like
everybody else”, but only “almost”.



One day, as these things go, Vita told me that his mother did well. She is marrying an Israeli
and in about a month they are moving away from our immigrants’ building to a spacy
apartment and that his grandparents are going to live nearby but not in the same apartment. At
that moment I did not really get the meaning of Vita’s departure, I was more concerned with
what was to happen to our collection of single “agorot”, in which we had invested all our
energies. How were we going to divide the bounty? Vita was ahead of me and said that since
he was the older among us, he will keep the collection for us. I believed him, of course. A few
days after the end of the Gulf War, Vita came to say a final goodbye. Meanwhile he also
mentioned that he is not called Vita anymore. His mother had changed his name to Aviv
(spring). Honestly, I was jealous. Vita became a true Sabra. He made it. He is not “almost” any
more, he is like everybody else.
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Travel Warning

Before our arrival

The letters were warning profusely
Of the bitter taste of the potatoes
And the lack of decent herring.
Only

About the ignorance

And the prejudices

No one warned us

A Guest (visitor)

In a few years

| do not know when exactly

I will knock on the door

Of what used to be

My home.

A little boy

Will ask across the threshold, what | wanted
And |, slightly embarrassed, will say

To come back, please.
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Luggage — Yael Tomashov

The luggage followed us
For a whole year

| still remember, how the great treasures were packed in cardboard boxes
Mama’s dishes sets, grandma’s chandeliers, papa’s records,

My little sister’s toy animals regiments, pictures, curtains

Kitchen utensils and hundreds of poetry, prose and art books.

They had all sailed slowly
At the heart of an unknown sea.

| have waited long days for the boxes, sealed with my mother’s beautiful hand writing.
At night I dreamt about the huge cardboard boxes resting in the belly of the boat.

In the middle of their parade — a gigantic wooden box — the old German piano.

On its chest, a golden plaque with carved names of European capital cities.

I could imagine it swaying lightly with the waves’ rhythm,

Eyes wide open in the darkness of the ship’s hold, its back straight

Silent and strong, a model of nobility and patience.

When they opened its box, after a year, under our new home

Its profile revealed to the air of the Levant

I was reminded of my father’s grandfather, Srulik, who stepped off the airplane in the Ben

Gurion Airport

In a Jewish Agency wheelchair — proud and senile

Waiting for a welcoming ceremony

To mark his many years of Zionist activities
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On One Foot Yael Tomashov

Do not interrupt me.
Let me speak my mind
Even if it leans on handicapped crutches,

With a heavy tongue, that learned only yesterday

How to gurgle letters, like sea salt
In a parched throat.

Do not interrupt me

Let me, even if it is hard for me

To speak your language.

It is a great privilege, even if

I have my father’s stuttering in my mouth
And my mother’s silence

(Although, my mother understood everything)

Do not interrupt

| may yet say something.
A bitter saying; when all is said, a butt
A dictum, a stump of a thought.

Do not interrupt, remember:

There is a stop sign ahead
Linguistic, epileptic creature

With a stick between its teeth, a bag
Of an eclectic lexicon.

Do not interrupt me

Let me finish the sentence at least
Listen, and look -

Here | am, with a heavy backpack
Standing on one foot.
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Beta Israel (The Ethiopian Immigration)
SONG OF THE VOYAGE Haim Idisis Music: Shlomo Gronich

The moon watching over above

On my back, the meagre bag of food

The desert beneath me, no end up front

And my mama promises my little brothers...

A bit more, a little more
Lift your legs

A final effort

Before Jerusalem

The strong moonlight scene

Our bag of food got lost

The never-ending desert, the howls of jackals
And my mum calms my little brothers...

Another moment, a little more,

Soon we will be redeemed

We won'’t stop going, to the land of Israel

And in the night, bandits attacked

With knives and a sharp sword

In the desert, the blood of my mum, the moon my witness
and | promise my little brothers

Just a moment, a little more

The dream will be fulfilled

Soon we will arrive, to the land of Israel

In the moon, my mama’s image

Looking at me. Mum, don’t disappear from me!

If only she was by my side,

She would be able to convince them, that I’'m Jewish.

A moment more, a little more

The dream will be fulfilled

Soon we will arrive, to the land of Israel
A moment more, a little more

Lift your legs

A final effort

Before Jerusalem.
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https://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=390&lang=1
https://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=980&lang=1

The Oslo Agreements and the Rabin Assassination

Temporary Poem of My Time Yehuda Amichai

Hebrew writing and Arabic writing go from east to west,
Latin writing, from west to east.

Languages are like cats:

You must not stroke their hair the wrong way.

The clouds come from the sea, the hot wind from the desert,
The trees bend in the wind,

And stones fly from all four winds,

Into all four winds. They throw stones,

Throw this land, one at the other,

But the land always falls back to the land.

They throw the land, want to get rid of it.

Its stones, its soil, but you can't get rid of it.

They throw stones, throw stones at me

In 1936, 1938, 1948, 1988,

Semites throw at Semites and anti-Semites at anti-Semites,
Evil men throw and just men throw,

Sinners throw and tempters throw,

Geologists throw and theologists throw,

Archeologists throw and archhooligans throw,

Kidneys throw stones and gall bladders throw,

Head stones and forehead stones and the heart of a stone,
Stones shaped like a screaming mouth

And stones fitting your eyes

Like a pair of glasses,

The past throws stones at the future,

And all of them fall on the present.

Weeping stones and laughing gravel stones,

Even God in the Bible threw stones,

Even the Urim and Tumim were thrown

And got stuck in the beastplate of justice,

And Herod threw stones and what came out was a Temple.

Oh, the poem of stone sadness

Oh, the poem thrown on the stones

Oh, the poem of thrown stones.

Is there in this land

A stone that was never thrown

And never built and never overturned

And never uncovered and never discovered

And never screamed from a wall and never discarded by the builders
And never closed on top of a grave and never lay under lovers

And never turned into a cornerstone?

11| Page



Please do not throw any more stones,
You are moving the land,

The holy, whole, open land,

You are moving it to the sea

And the sea doesn't want it

The sea says, not in me.

Please throw little stones,

Throw snail fossils, throw gravel,

Justice or injustice from the quarries of Migdal Tsedek,
Throw soft stones, throw sweet clods,
Throw limestone, throw clay,

Throw sand of the seashore,

Throw dust of the desert, throw rust,
Throw soil, throw wind,

Throw air, throw nothing

Until your hands are weary

And the war is weary

And even peace will be weary and will be.

Translated from the Hebrew by Barbara and Benjamin Harshav, in A Life of Poetry: 1948 - 1994, New
York, HarperCollins, 1994, with thanks to the publisher
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In My Shoes Dan Almagor

For some people a Palestinian is Yasir Arafat,

A youth throwing a Molotov cocktail at a bus,

A boy hurling taunts at soldiers and cursing their mothers.
When you say “Palestinian” to me, I think of Walid.

The only Palestinian I know and who knows me,

And with whom | converse (in my language, of course).
He is thirty or so, married with children,

Has a pleasant smile and speaks passable Hebrew.

An intelligent fellow, with a degree in accounting

Who reads for pleasure classical Arab poetry,

Philosophy and religious works.

He has a good sense of humor and he’s an optimist.

I wish I had more friends like him.

He uses his education in our local supermarket,

Weighing vegetables and making home deliveries.

In his spare time he washes cars or cleans apartments

in our neighborhood, as many hours as possible.

He has a family to support and he may not be able to come tomorrow.
There might be a curfew.

Or he might find himself “inside” like his brother

Six months administrative detention without trial.

Every day he has a story to tell.

Minor incidents, not what you would call atrocities.

His identity card was torn up by a reserve soldier

for no particular reason.

Trucks turned up suddenly with soldiers without uniforms
and loaded a few of his cousins -- (our cousins).

Some people think of Yasir Arafat or Abu Nidal

when you

mention Palestinians.

| think of Walid.

When we tactfully offered Walid parcels of secondhand clothes for his relatives in the village
He accepted gratefully without taking offense.

How strange to think that someone, somewhere

In Walid’s village near Nablus,

Is wearing my shoes now.

Once, not so very long ago, | was in his shoes.
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The Right to Cry Out Rabbi SHA”GAR

Bambi Sheleg
Rabbi Dov Berkowitz
Moshe Meir

Rabbi SHAG”R - Shimon Gershon Rosenberg

I agree with Chava’s words about Shulamit Aloni. The problem is that whatever direction we
pull in, half of the people will feel themselves in dire straits, in exile. The way we fell now is
exactly how the left felt before the elections. And should an upheaval 7572 happen again the
wheel will turn back again. Unlike your optimism, I cannot see any other possibility right now,
and that is perhaps the greatest catastrophe, some people will feel themselves at a bitter
alienation from the state.

QUM XA, 10K TIWNRI RHW 11170 AIORW X7 TOXT .AMW 23 IR LONHR D1ADWD 02 M YW 220K 221
,TDIM 21 719 DN XY ,NIIAN 2100 DRAWS WO, 1PWIY 2OWOAIN MR 74 .N1932 ,1%772 Y IR IR
YOIR NRTY ,NMR NWOR RITWIOR VAT IR K? IR ,T2W DPRWOIRD 713012 193 .PINR NI W 93030
13979 570 719712 MRY DR WO WA LN’ 21730 7917000

Moshe Meir

What | am saying is that | am challenging the statement that what brought about this process are
only spiritual numbness and loss of values. There is an additional thing that may be connected. |
understand that the vision of The New Middle East is very threatening for people. It is a
temptation with a breakthrough but also the threat of borders being suddenly shattered. | can
understand the fear and an extreme breakthrough is threatening to me as well. But | think it is
also connected to the threat on our feeling of uniqueness, the feeling of the chosenness, from the
national perspective as well as a special meaning to our own community. This sudden equality;
to see the other world that may have similar feelings to ours, this can be very healthy even if at
the beginning, because of home versus human beings. And just like someone who sacrifices a
close person at war shouldn’t say; the state is taking my child, we are not allowed to say; the
state is taking my home.
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Rabbi Dov Berkowitz

There is a lot to be said about these things, but for now I want is to put one thing in a right
perspective. Had Yitzhak Rabin come back from Washington and turned to the settlements in
YESH”A (Judea Samaria and Gazza) as you address bereaved parents, one of you had made this
equation, not | — I think that | too would have felt differently and the reaction of the whole
settlement movement would had been totally different.
But rather than telling the settlers: “You had set forward with a devoted idealistic way, and now,
for the sake of peace, for the sake of the people — I am asking you to let go”, that would have
been totally different.
What had happened was the exact opposite. He did not treat me like someone who is about to
sacrifice his son.
He intended first to leave the settlements under the PLO and they were even those who have said
let us attack the settlers with guns. This is not the right way to bring a people together as you do
at times of war.
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Bambi Sheleg

Following the Oslo agreement, | truly felt that my world had been destroyed, a terrible feeling of
alienation towards the state, just like you have all said it today. The strongest part of this for me
is the part of guilt and I think some of you share this.

The guilt of people who felt like me and were silent for many years. When the extremists in the
settlements spoke all the time, in a very strong way against things I believe in, and | kept silent.

We kept silent because it was convenient, | say so at least about myself, it was convenient to
keep silent for many years while the extremist in our camp became the leaders of the settlements
and they mocked and denigrated and trampled many things | believe in, and | kept quiet because
| had many other things to do, and the settlements were built and | wanted to build my life and
my family.

We had never seriously faced the Arab question at least not on a level that could be heard
outside. We kept silent when our camp did not treat Arabs as human beings but rather like *Alien
Residents, these are not just words, the intention is to suggest that they have no rights — maybe
individual rights but not national rights.
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Rabin’s Assassination

Shalom Haver

The city square lights up
Thousands of your lovers
Rushed to the gathering
Came to see your face

Yaakov Rotblit

When, embarrassed and blushing like a child
You sang aloud

Destiny knocked on the door

And you did not even hear

A tremor runs through my body

Time and again

Who could have known?

What can we say, there are no simple words
Shalom Haver

While drenched in happiness

Singing the song of peace

There in the darkness luring for a chance
The assassin was already waiting

The square is humming and...
Heart opens to heart

His gun loaded with death
His eyes ice cold.

A tremor runs through my body
Time and again

Streets drenched in tears

A day, a night, a week

Tears are running down my cheeks
Candle light trembles, why?

A pale dawn is rising

Night shadows are retreating
The sun will rise soon

We shall get up to go on

A fall night is descending on the Negev

A willow weeps afar
Even up there — there are no simpler words.
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O Captain! My Captain! wALT WHITMAN

O Captain! My Captain! Our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! Heart! Heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! My Captain! Rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up—tor you the flag is flung—tfor you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—tfor you the shores a-crowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain! Dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck,
You’ve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/walt-whitman
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https://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=355&lang=1
https://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=738&lang=1
https://shironet.mako.co.il/artist?prfid=738&lang=1

