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Home Front Command’s New Regulations for Small Talk Lital Kaplan

Translated by Maya Valentine
“What’s up?” Cancelled. Instead use:
“What’s shaken up?”

“What’s beaten up?”’

“What’s blown up?”

“What’s going on?” Banned. Alternatives:
“What’s breaking down?”
“What’s forever gone?”

Instead of the rude “How are you?”
We must frown in the face of our friend and ask —
“How war you?”

And instead of the standard response,
Forbidden by strict veto power:
“I’m fine, in fact.”
It is required to say - “Everything’s cracked.”
And the truthful ones will answer —
“Everything is shattered. Everything is shattered”
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Kadish Asaf Gur
Translated by Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel
Korazim

Yisgadal V’yiskadash Shmei Raba

And no one came

Many thousands called Him on Shabbat morning
Crying His name out loud

Begging Him with tears just to come

But He ceased from all His work

No God came

And no God calmed

Only Satan celebrated uninterrupted

Dancing between kibbutzim and the slaughter festival
And our correspondent goes on to report

All the while sobbing

Saying there is a burnt baby

And there is an abducted baby

There is an orphaned baby

And there is a day-old baby

Still linked to his mother’s body by the umbilical cord
He hadn’t even managed to find out his name

What will be inscribed on the tiny headstone

With a single date for birth and death

This is what the kibbutz looks like after Satan’s visit
Turning the broadcast back to the studio

Quiet now they are shooting

They are also launching rockets

And there is no government

And there is no mercy

Just the screaming and the pictures

That will never leave the mind

The seventh of October

Two thousand twenty three.

T noR WY

X272 7Y WIpnn 27a0

N2 N7 708 A%

TR122 naw32 12 IRTp °OPR 93
Y DY PYT

X122 P NivnT72 IN0T
iRIROR 2 N2V X 92N

Yo7 X7 0oox 0w

Y377 X7 0oy 0w

Y97 73 230 WEa 71

M2k N2°0R7 O°X12°P0 72 T19R
oNT PRI 11207

R 03 7A7 73

Y pira vy

M Pirn W)

oin? pirn v

0¥ 12 Pirn U

R NDIND MM2WT 2272 "2 Pun
iy i nivaY 1998 22800 X9

‘‘‘‘‘

WD P2 0N YI2PT AR 12
1DOIRY T DY 1In

D1 VRY WY

DoAY D3 W

TPWRR TR

R0 1YY

ninyRg NInRT P

URNon 0719 Ry KD

1210PING YT

UioY) oy 0oehy




Illusion Michael Zats

Amazing
How everything looks
Unchanged,
Even
When nothing
Remained

The same.
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Beeri Adi Blechman Sofer!

Translated by Adi Blechman, Heather Silverman, Michael Bohnen, Rachel Korazim

Soon winter will be here,

Weeping clouds will water the earth
Making red carpets grow

The anemone will flower first

Yet no one will come to admire its beauty.
The buttercup will bloom next

And there will be no festival

The poppy will flower last in silence

Seen by none.

The protected flowers had already been picked
In the fall.?

1 This is a temporary translation — A final version will follow
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2 The poem references the Israeli love and celebration of wild flowers with yearly festivals especially in the

area of Beeri




Good Day/Tal Shavit

I want to manage all the war rooms,
mobilize all the supply chains,

I want to take care of all the children,

of all the single mothers

and those who are gone.

I want to turn myself into protective vests
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To sustain all the families,
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Bring back all that is gone.

I want to collect all the donations,
And take them where they belong.
To pass all the messages

To make all the sandwiches

To oversee all the efforts. %3713 99 P T
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Sometimes to breathe

Sometimes to drink

Sometimes to call loved ones.
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On a good day
I manage
Sometimes

To cry.
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Mom is Always Right Itay Lev

Mom said that when I grew up there would be no army.
Mom was right.

I haven’t yet grown up and already there was no army.

It wasn’t there when I heard the screaming outside.

It wasn’t there when I saw dad so scared and stressed.

It wasn’t there when the door was kicked in.

It wasn’t there when I hid under the bed.

It wasn’t there when we three pushed back on the door of the safe room.
It wasn’t there when time just stood still.

It wasn’t there when they suddenly entered.

It wasn’t there when they tore dad off mom

Mom had said that when I grew up there would be no army.
Mom was right

Now all I want is to tell her that she is always right.

I cried, I screamed, and still she is silent.
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