Sivan Har-Shefi

Hinds

“Why do you cry out to Me?” [Exodus
14:15]

With care for Your honor, we checked
how to shout

Like hinds, not hounds

Inwards, not outwards

so as not to distance, rather bring closer.
In the pangs of contractions

we remained in pain

we measured each cry against silence
we debated if anger is allowed.

In anger, we recalled compassion.

To cry out for You from the foxholes
To break through even for You,

Your existence, entrapped by Your edicts.

Aiming and flying towards

expanses of mercy, pooling like dew
in Your crown, God in hiding.

The discus throwers

open-mouthed are tossed upwards,
higher and higher

with momentum only pain can create
to flee this distress.

We lovers of truth shouted

for You, and not to You,

Like women in childbirth, we bellowed
You

Translated by Ethelea Katzenell
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