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The Silver Platter

“No state is given to a people on a silver platter.”
Chaim Weizmann

...And the land will grow still. The sky’s eye reddens
Slowly dimming

Over smoking frontiers.

And the nation will rise — broken-hearted but breathing
To receive the miracle

The one and only.

Ready for the ceremony, she will rise, facing the moon
She stands at dawn, garbed in festivity and fear.

-- When, from within her emerge

A girl and a boy

Slowly they march to face the nation.

Dressed in civvies with military gear and heavy boots
They will climb up the path

Walking in silence.

They haven’t changed their clothes, nor washed away
Traces of the day’s hard work and a night in the line of fire.

With endless fatigue and bereft of rest,

Dripping with the dew of Hebrew youth --

The two approach in silence

Standing motionless.

No sign whether they’re alive or have been shot.

Then the nation will ask, captivated and crying,
Saying: who are you? And the two quietly

Will answer her: We are the silver platter

upon which you were given the Jewish State.

So they will say, wrapped in shadows, as they fall at her feet.
And the rest will be told in the chronicles of Israel.
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