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Robert Friend with Shimon Sandbank

Rachel

Rachel, Mother of mothers,

who shepherded Laban's sheep—

it is her blood that flows in my blood,

her voice that sings in me.

%erefore is my house narrow

and the city strange,

because her scarf once fluttered

in the desert wind.

Iherefore do I make my way

unswervingly

because my feet remember

her path of then, of then.
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Michal

"And Michal Saul's daughter loved David

And she despised him in her heart. 
"

(1 Samuel, XVIII, 20; 11 Samuel, VI, 16)

Michal, distant sister, time's thread has not been severed,

time's thorns in your sad vineyard have not prevailed.

Still in my ear I hear the tinkling of your gold anklet,

the stripes in your silk garment have not paled.

Often have I seen you standing by your small window,

pride and tenderness mingling in your eyes.

Like you I am sad, O Michal, distant sister,

and like you doomed to love a man whom I despise.
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Robert Friend with Shimon Sandbank

Jonathan

.1 did but taste a little honey

.and, 10, I must die. 
'

(1 Samuel, XIV, 43)

Ihrough the veil of distances, the sweet

face of a youth in splendid dress;

a constant heart in need: in the success

of battle and in retreat.

Jonathan, must you die? How sad the path

that each must follow in this world of strife,

paying with his life

for even a little taste of honey in the mouth.
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Robert Friend with Shimon Sandbank

From Mount Nevo*

Ihe ear listens.

And the heart.

Has he come? Will he come?

In every waiting for,

a never,

the sadness of Nevo.

Shore and shore

of a single stream

facing each other.

The stone decree:

apart

forever.

Stretch out a hand

in vain.

There!

No coming to.
A man and his Nevo
on a wide plain.
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