Sivan Har-Shefi

In your world

No longer a guest.

A member of the household:

Doing the dishes.

And if one breaks, not panicking.

The contorted can be fixed, and what
cannot —

it too is a part, plays a part.

No longer standing like the poor in the
doorway

or like an observer in the corner.
Integrated, involved,

touching and sharing.

Looking you straight in the eyes.
There’s still room for improvement:
Apologizing when taking

and embarrassed when giving.

Yet, crying without hiding my face
and laughing without inhibitions.
Comfortable in my own body

Like a baby at the breast.

No longer afraid of the rooms

that are hidden.

A friend of the spirits.

At the sound of knocking on the door
no longer jumping up anxiously.
From where | sit, | call aloud:
t'sopen!
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