Nathan Alterman, Menachen Mendel's Letter

My Sheina Sheindal, my beautiful partner
The moon glows beyond the clouds
My Sheina Sheindal, through night and storm

You touch my dreaming head

My caftan is wrinkled by the wind of night
And my cap is slipping from my head.

This is how I walked when I lived and this is how I

lie down to die
Because my character — they say — is eternal

My Sheina Sheindal, white snow is falling.

There is no man, they have all perished — please

understand.
Tevya is dead
And dead also is Motl, son of Peysi the Cantor.
And dead as well is that dear man, Uncle Pini.

And Topele also is resting, the simple Tuturitu
He rests like a baby smiling in death.

The laughter and the weeping of the people are

eternal
And that is why Topele is immortal.

The night was dark red, reflecting the fires
And I have written my will for you

In a brief note, my Sheina Sheindal

And obviously I forgot the core.

The core ... that I wanted to say thank you
For being my patient and forgiving partner.
Sheina Sheindal, we played an eternal comedy
But it ended otherwise, otherwise.

My Sheina Sheindal, through night and storm
You touch my lifeless head
My Sheina Sheindal, my beautiful partner

In the heavens, the moon glows.
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Nathan Alterman, On the High Road

On the high road, stood a tree

It stood bent in penitence

Sleep my son the night has fallen.
It’s a stormy night upon the waters

Hush, son. The ship is tilting

Under the force of the wind.

On the high road stood a tree
With no flower or fruit.

To this tree, once upon a time, my son
Your mother’s father reached.

And a shadow of evening nested on the tree
And not a branch moved.

Your mother’s father leaned his head on the tree
His face to Jerusalem.

And he wept as he prayed wincha

Alone with God.

To this tree, your father, my son,

Was bound with a rope.

And he was beaten with iron and a whip, my son
And, hot, the vapor drifted away.

And when the whip, sharper than a sword,
Turned red as fire,

Your father fell dead to the ground,

At evening time, the time for mincha.

He fell slowly from his altar

His face to Jerusalem.

Hush, my boy, the boat is tilting
Bent and kissing the waters.
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The boat, almost capsized,

Rises with its last nail!

For on the high road, a tree was felled
And from it was made a mast...

Hush, my boy. The gate of glory
Will open for this mast.

For now it is both an amud

And an altar.

On the high road, a tree stood

And it will not bend in penitence.
Hush my boy, the boat is titling

It is pushing forward, splitting the sea.
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The Silver Platter

And the land will grow still
Crimson skies dimming, misting
Slowly paling again

Over smoking frontiers

As the nation stands up
Torn at heart but existing
To receive its first wonder
In two thousand years

As the moment draws near

It will rise, darkness facing
Stand straight in the moonlight
In terror and joy

... When across from it step out
Toward it slowly pacing

In plain sight of all

A young girl and a boy

Dressed in battle gear, dirty
Shoes heavy with grime

On the path they will climb up
While their lips remain sealed

To change garb, to wipe brow
They have not yet found time
Still bone weary from days
And from nights in the field

Full of endless fatigue

And all drained of emotion
Yet the dew of their youth
Is still seen on their head

Thus like statues they stand
Stiff and still with no motion
And no sign that will show
If they live or are dead

Then a nation in tears
And amazed at this matter
Will ask: who are you?
And the two will then say



With soft voice: We—
Are the silver platter

On which the Jews’ state
Was presented today

Then they fall back in darkness
As the dazed nation looks

And the rest can be found

In the history books.
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