Selected Translations of Hebrew Poetry by Haviva Pedaya

Edited and Selected by Aubrey L. Glazer
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XXVIII.

O Gently

O forcefully

release my bound soul

please | need longing and sighing

more than what exists

may | yearn

and nothing come

but may I not stop asking

please give me words you once gave me pure
and I will say

please have pity

today today and not tomorrow

please declare that even if | tarry

I will surely come

and I will place myself in words please
remember me

for having wished you for me and for not

for my being a walking dead/your dead child
for a soul’s striking the body’s walls

wishing to be uprooted

striking itself crying

please blessed one

please bless please

understand me for | am barren

for I have no one to whom to reveal my sickness
for I did not understand in time that my body is me
and when | understood I did not know my soul

I found no outlet for my weeping when it strikes
as there is no-thing

please understand me for | need some time

to calculate the chances of flowering

whether more devastation will come

and | wither from terror

and vomit every morning

and every night threatens touch

and netherworld knowing/intuition reaches netherworld/below
and | have no more chance of creating worlds in my image and blood
and giving them spirit

one word | desired, after it shall I seek

your dwelling in me your en-souling me

one thing I cried when | remembered myself
for then when | prayed I lacked nothing

and now that | desire nothing



everything is trampled within me so please be gracious to me and pity
bless my days purify them

raise them like a daughter crying over the apple of her eye

O if you can

© 2002, Haviva Pedaya
From: Mi-tevah stumah (From a Sealed Ark)Am Oved, Tel Aviv, 2002
Revised Harvey Bock © 2005 Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2012
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It is the awful weeping of angels

It is the awful weeping of angels dripping throughout the night
we didn't know it was so

as the mighty legacy of the sea are we

crashing and crashing

turning in tiny viscous beds

in this encrusted swampland

our most ancient songs buzzing like mosquitoes

our bodies freeze our faces burn

we remember the bitter delight

preserved in all our limbs

but now the taste is strange

though not foundlings we wail

aglow within the darkness

we have no further materiality to transform

we scream in our sleep

foronce more we hoped to feel this yearning toward our selves
the words slip from their own presence uncontrollably

it is the awful weeping of angels

coercedwe eavesdrop

on our grave secrets

it’s been decreed for us to remember and not forget

if only it had been the crying and hissing sound of the sea
but it is no more than a distant generator

the scorching wind thrusts into our openings

and the reeds don’t peel or shed their leaves

the bulrush is astonished and questions the meaning

but how do we explain a dream not yet dreamt to a bulrush
as our voice flows forth into this desolation
despitemoments of mingling blood

it is possible to feel orphaned

and our voice flows

it is hard and vile

O such longing

it is the awful weeping dripping

how could we know that it was so

to be human

Translated by Aubrey L. Glazer © 2001, 2012
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Rachel Corrie, In Memoriam

When a digger encroaches the earth is upturned, piling into piles

When you stand before it, mounds of earth drag you downwards

And you fall

When you climb to the top of the mound, climb to the top of the mound
Balancing at the edge of the digger’s jaw

Only a few moments remain for you to jump aside
To flee, to escape

To continue to scream from the side

Already fallen does the question arise: will the digger drop
Allowing the body to be pulled out ‘neath

For if the digger moves back and then forth

Its lower jaw may injure once more

When a bulldozer encroaches the earth is upturned
When a bulldozer encroaches intent to destroy
There is no earthly desire to hear it speak digger in Hebrew

Ay! This earth dissolving in the hand of the potter the plougher the sower

Thrust and dig thrust and dig
Into the mouth of the pit
Into the mouth of the pit

Touching the edge of the jaw

Wanting to cry out over the face of the earth
Enough of this thrusting into the house
Enough of this digging into the midst of life

Thrust and dig thrust and dig
Fallen into the pit fallen into the pit

Ay! The entrails of life

Thrust and dig thrust and dig drunken bull

When a bulldozer encroaches intent to destroy

The earth with her memory of Hebrew repels those words telling of the digger’s jaw
An iron jaw

As if the Jews in exile ate with iron jaws and what do we know of the word jaw



The earth digs into her memory searching for the word and comes up with the
a sling-jaw

Where the souls of the enemies were slung out as a sling-jaw

The enemies wandering between the world’s extremes

Projected like stones from a sling

Into an incessant unrest

While the beloved are bound in the bundle of life

But what can we say now that the world is other

With the entrails of the earth upturned she longs to spew out
To spew out the lives of those swallowed before their time

But the blood now flows and flows and flows

And so she tries to spew out these unfamiliar words
From their two thousand years of exile where they dozed without a voice

And when with a supreme force she tries to express her sorrow for Rachel
Sacred stones exhumed

Precious stones sparkling stones

Life stones, precision word stones

Thrust and dig thrust and dig drunken bull

your sister standing in the inner sanctuary to stop you

Touching the edge of the jaw touching the scepter’s edge of a drunken king
Lot. The destiny of fate

Thrusting and digging thrusting and digging

Your sister her voice of blood
Thrusting and digging cries out
Thrusting and digging from within
Thrusting and digging the earth

Poems from The Land of the Dove, by Haviva Pedaya
Translated from the Hebrew by Howard (Tzvi) Cohen
(Revised Howard (Tzvi) Cohen Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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So stalks the night

So stalks the night its prey within the cavities of darkness

filled with such hunger famished falls the night

gold trees rustling inside odd aridity

fruit trees wakeful throughout the year

and in this sleeplessness the fruit blossoms to no-thing

all is barren

for there is no rain, no rest, no respite, remember us, ensure us

even the gold trees are parched amazing how much water bursts from thirsty eyes once
the deception is revealed

amazing how meager and wretched the hidden one in his cradle like a grain failing to
open in the dawn

amazing how stark the harsh rustle of crumbling leaves

rustle of the Shulamite’s hair shedding in the parched waterfalls

the scorched wastelands appearing within the forests

amazing the prayer for soul fruits of Eden’s trees

thismoment bursting forth from sleeping lips of the forgotten and now endeavor

if You remember them they shall remember You, and if You forget them what then

Strips of Your gold in openings of darkness

wailing: we were in the diminishing remnant of spirit and raiment of light

now we are in our seasonal dirge, ensure us in autumn and winter our God, ensure us in
spring and summer our God

teach us to abandon the hope for picking

redeem us from this uniform year, empower us to endure this barrenness

Strips of Your gold in openings of darkness roaring: give us a mission

within this tearfully weary desolation allow animplanting the Tree of Life as if a
dream

Translated from the Hebrew by Howard (Tzvi) Cohen
(Revised Howard (Tzvi) Cohen Translation by Aubrey L. Glazer © 2012)
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A man goes

For Subhi Hadidi

A man goes

from Damascus to Paris

whether passing through a tunnel

or slicing through the air

I wouldn’t know

suddenly | saw the East in motion
quivering without a center

I covered the distance of years from Jerusalem to Beer-Sheva
without preparing my things for an exile
likea prostrate Ezekiel

in a Babylon bed

365 days

his beloved dead and Zion exiled
Abraham went up from Beer-Sheva to Moriah
three days

in his mind binding and unbinding his son
three days slaughtering and weeping

still bound and unbound are we

those weeping and butchering?

Those laughing and butchering?

how they all go

and there is already one who emerged and encroached the city of the dead

is that where we are headed?

while | yearn to be dug out of the graves

how

long will there be nothing

but life racing backwards

mask-face and my own face

if 1 were a man imprisoned as a woman

if 1 were a prayer in terse phrases

if the mountains of Jerusalem were in the deserts of Beer-Sheva
many a desert have | walked

without reaching Mount Moriah

now | feel in my homeland

for suddenly I see how fickle is this land, how disconcerting its tremor
and among my brothers | roam

some going from Iraq to America

some from Lebanon to Nicosia

14



some from Israel to Palestine

some from lIsrael to Israel to Israel to Israel
confronting absence for Israel is voided from Israel
you who wanted to be free in your land

pack your things for exile

there is no free man who has not been cast out
am | not a girl

am I not a woman

cast out from man

with neither mother nor father

am | not a person

dispossessed of words

ousted but not in exile

yet in my own land my people

buried not in the desert

but become my coffin in redundancy

exiled not in distance

but in this dust

conquering blood and tears

and choking

a man soars and soars

if with weeping or Vodka

I would not know

will it always be this way in the East

either spirit or soil

in the meantime | prefer to inhabit the word
another home does not yet exist

if it ever did

within my Hebrewness my blindness my Arabesqueness
a music merely being played

my lips move

but my voice unheard

adults cursed and loved in this language

from which I’d been banished from any redemption
“Hebrew speak Hebrew”

while the East still howls

Translated from the Hebrew by Aubrey L. Glazer © 2001, 2012
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Nightfall

Perhaps darkness shall fall in the rooms like honeycombs darkness

will come like tin like an opaque sheet of plastic seeping through bulbs

aglow venomous poisonous or sweet and delirious

precise like the taste of waters of the day’s abyss bright upon its thousand faces
for all in their cages

Eden and hell held in daily reserve for us an angel or poet who only

does what he must what will in any way

happen without him. Still the work is his life.

And he works. Each day as dusk falls and today he put on his gloves

so as not to redden his hands and skin of the golden skies stripped him carefully cruelly

and azure flesh exposed tore him soft cloudy pink

ungathered‘neath his nails for obvious reasons while he was plundering

soon they’ll announce on the news that night is falling

Translated by Peter Cole
(Revised Peter Cole Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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XI.

The one who speaks to the void
how deep his conversation
singing for the sake of that one
unaware that he exists

exposing in his nakedness

to that one who looks not

how entranced by this divine music
are the listeners

unaware it was unintended for their ears yet not
grasping merely its echo

the one who speaks magnificently
who births them

mouth in the dust

soul trickling inward expiring
blessing over the slaughter
restraining the flow

the ever lover

never loved

remembered in his dream

with eyes opening

no one comes

one who speaks of the void
essence of no-thingness

sitting alone in the gloom singing
as the darkness is stirring

he is not rushed

© Translation: 2005, Harvey Bock

(Revised Harvey Bock Translation © 2005 by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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XVIII.

When | come forth from the Weeping Place

the pitied the deceased

and in life voided

when | come as his hand shakes me

at night he withdraws his light entirely

so that from within him was the tree’s verdure purified
a bird so black concealed between his wings

the crickets can be heard, the buses motoring off
that very moment | opened the walls

and the heavens blew into rooms

I call you to answer me now

despite in the mornings, my prayers muting
despite in my closet, the moth

despite my fullness with rusted talk

for | fell as you shake me, for I rise

as | was my own enemy

When | come forth from the Weeping Place

I’ll come bliss everlasting

the pitied the deceased, yet alive her life

I’ll sparkle within the tears

and I’ll break through, not wondering yet that my day is so
dark for I’m far from discerning

all the precious kinds of darkness

still I understand nothing of the illuminated night
I give thanks to you then for the orange beak
birth-giver of the sun in its song

© Translation: 2005, Harvey Bock
(Revised Harvey Bock Translation © 2005 by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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XXII.

Like the tearing of firmaments from their firmament
while intertwined, sucking their air

like their plucking in time as one
intended to recite their song

like their descent

to be weeping waters

Like a stirring moment of creation
approaching

flee flee anunparalleled flight

arise to your firmaments and go

ascend to the gleaming light

and take with you the laughing waters

I knew you could do anything
dismantler,separator, arranger

creator with utterances

tear your firmaments cruel one

still I want to be sung

and within me there is no whispering sound
its gentleness covers with light

the one who stoops to immerse

in my desired verdure

even if it falls seven-fold

and the rain’s pure drops circling

with their touch like fine needles striking
walking on waters

you won’t imagine

me as falling firmament

that inside me is a mourning light

how as he commanded and created

how as he willed and fled

how he separated me from within him of my essence therein

© Translation: 2005, Harvey Bock
(Revised Harvey Bock Translation © 2005 by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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XXIV.

The quill of the body, trapped

not a single tear, dripped

it swallowed an entire sea along with its fish
roaring and the unseen tossed within it
whether soul or word

not noted

that its depressed essence was the key
half alive,half dead

his desire unseen

to shed himself

in attaining his name

a name to be shouted

worldwide from within the manacle

And if you say

no word about the desert

and if you say

there’s a trace of creation in existence
and the language of signs is wondrous

So am lhuman

as the dust stutters

sometimes it prays— act

for the sake of the great sea— act
flowing burdened

coerced

inside the

quill

© Translation: 2005, Harvey Bock
(Revised Harvey Bock Translation © 2005 by Aubrey Glazer © 2012)
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Sun-space

A space that sun sacrificed its light & 'twas blazing

a space that abandoned its horn-light, & ‘twas beating stone, tender-head
a space of complacence, a space of yearning

a simple space, a frantic space

a space my heart inhaled shone

© Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2005, 2012
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(Let me) have

Night falls upon azure mountaintops

blessed with light, implanted and concealed within them
soon inseminated in all

'till waking when | feared you, ashamed

as I’m undressed

in this weeping and trembling am I, among those screaming
(Let me) have days, have light, have the gift of soul
yearningyou’d hear meinside this odd evening

yet | awoke not hearing you

this journey must add and disprove toimprove in reaching your truth
in the passage of possible times | abandon my screams
every eve emptying my cries into locked boxes

as the moon shines | hear

the eve’s candle arousing the hoping, yearning dogs

yet their dehydrated howls

(Let me) have

© Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2003, 2012
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The golden molten stream

The golden molten stream trembled, scurrying away

engulfing a black cloud in the dark expanse,sowing a line of aurum

the precious luminescence fluttering

while the molten aurum line

of a wrought creature working loose

its burning wick curtailed clouds, clouds with no rain

grasping, weeping, panting in the tatter

you concealed the most precious of all in them, yet they lost it

as the wondrous day aborts into heaven’s mouth

earthly dwellers laughed, astonished, gulping in losing their edge, tottered
even wandered

whilethat darkness coming into being, overcoming, spinning, encircling

blackening black, reddening clouds bellowing their bitter weeping

finest of the fine aurum speckle, pristine, perished

that one day surely lost as

the living light contracted

© Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2003, 2012
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l.
Crack the sun & she’s reddening

Plundered in her many tears
punctured as a sieve

Black board sky

as someone inscribes

your wondrous start foreseen

Efface pure heavens, your face a word

in them, not inscribed till

thepoint of clarity neither dirge

nor love

Day by day desiring her setting, burial in the sea
In your passions split

Her fish into his depths, peelingtheir gold
cra-cra-crack your heart swallowing them

This is the sea’s plunder

Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2001-2003, 2012
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IX.

The one whispering in cars

quivering lamps into curtsey & thank you’s

& degrading their heights in their haughtiness
in the hour of utter darkness

in their intensifying inter-city thoroughfares
The one crossing over green grass & sailing
craving doves

plump& cooing

guarding a wondrous integrity

& then commentators come to try and explain
whether or not the luminescence is sui generis
The one breathing by the empty curtains

the haughtiness of angels’ wings

sighing in the hollows of spinning tops

biting the hand that knocks at the door

the available & everlasting

The one peeping between the slits

his fleeting & bitter slits scorching

leafing through the newspapers abusing themselves in the streets
scouring in splitting trash cans

directing the rustle that moves along the road
like that boring in my mind

its entry into the parking lot

The one turning, ears & shells as one, to listen
to her overflow

dripping precise subscribed tears

into the great sea

Open a gate for us
for the day has descended

Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2001-2003, 2012
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XV.

Majesty manacled in Your beauty

King limbs upon limbs

King fettered

Majesty my tears are not for You

Majesty draws me, King shall we follow
from where within me are you coming
where are you hidden

a word shall | say to you

aword | knew not

& all I knew as no-thing

for this was all before any eye could see you
in the eye

Majesty O where, King here

& what’s darkness to you, O llluminator, &what’s love to you, O Reaper
unbindunbind

tormenting you

Translation by Aubrey Glazer © 2001-2003, 2012
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Translator's note

The translation of poetry may perhaps be compared to the alchemist's attempt to transmute elements. Both are
involved in an artform trying to create a new substance in defiance of an hermetic and unique logic holding together the
original; the translator, however, is faced with an additional hurdle — for not only must the translated piece appear as
autonomous in its own right, it must, at the same time, remain faithful to its origins. Naturally, his task is impossible,
and it is being aware of this impossibility which drives the translator forward in his mission. This awareness has also
led to the following important note to the reader.

As with almost all the poems of Professor Haviva Pedaya, the plaintive content is linked, at a deeper level, to the plaint
of the Hebrew language itself — a language crying out as a result of its enforced occupation. To engage fully with the
present poem, one must, therefore, be aware of the parallel being made between the imposition of modern Zionist
ideals subjugating a land and a people [the Palestinians] and its enforced manipulation of the sacred language
associated with this land. The following words within the Hebrew poem demonstrate this parallel oppression and are
referred to here in order to allow for a fuller engagement with the English translation.

Dahpur is a modern-day Hebrew word for “bulldozer,” and has been translated as “digger”. It is a hybrid, artificially
formed from the words lidhof, meaning “to thrust”, and lahpur, meaning “to dig”. In Hebrew, there also exists the
transliterated word “bulldozer”, and the poem oscillates between “digger” and “bulldozer” with dramatic and ironic
effect.

Rachel Corrie was crushed to death during the week of the Jewish holiday of “Purim” which celebrates the Scroll of
Esther from the Bible. Esther saved the Jews from certain destruction, after the Pur, a biblical word meaning “lot”, was
cast for them to be destroyed. The poem employs a play on words between this pur meaning “lot” and the pur present
in the modern-day dahpur, thus revealing the imprisonment of sacred (biblical) words under the aegis of the
conquering spirit. Unfortunately, it has not been possible to include this play on words in the English translation.

Another word that is necessary to mention is cuf. Meaning spoon, it appears in the bible in reference to the sacrificial
offering in the temple of Jerusalem, where fragrant incense was carried in golden spoons onto the alter. It also has the
meaning “palm”, and appears in the bible in the context of the high priest anointing his palm with oils to purify himself
before the Lord. Its use as “palm” in the poem, at one point alludes to the exiled Jew in the East (who ate his rice not
with a spoon but from out of his cupped palm). Like so many other words, however, cuf has also been sequestrated for
utilitarian purposes, and it is employed in modern Hebrew to describe the front of a bulldozer. Thus, Cuf hadahpur has
been translated in the poem as “palm of the bulldozer”, thereby revealing the enforced subjugation of this biblical word
within the context of the aggressor.

In light of the above, one can understand why the traumatized land wishes to “spew out” this corrupted idiom and to
return to a time, 2000 years ago, before the exile of the Jews by the Romans from the Land of Israel, and before the
spirit of modern-day Zionism came into being. In searching through its memory, the land comes across the biblical
expression cuf hakelah (Samuel 1, 25 verse 29) translated here as “the palm of a sling.” The land has returned to a
time which is other, a time when the pious David (the poet of psalms) was alive and so too was the sanctity of the
Hebrew language.

In this poem, therefore, one can feel that on the symbolic level, Rachel’s brutal death instigates a reaction, a
movement, whereby the land, in soaking up her blood, is transformed by it. The resulting awareness of its present
sickness causes the land to try to spew out the effects of this modern-day oppressor and so cure itself. But the only
recourse available under the circumstances is to take refuge in a past of uncontaminated presence- an act
emphasizing the absence of a future under the destructive force of the present.

Howard (Tzvi) Cohen.
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