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DEAR READER

My hope in sharing this collection of poems is ttiay will
bring to you the same feelings of hope, joy anddeanent
that | experienced at those times.

At school English was always my poorest subjedt\was a
great surprise to me when, in April 1997, my fpsem
"DEW DROPS" was born.

The labor was long and painful. It was a time diohgy into
the past and bringing up painful forgotten traurha.as
advised to go away for a day on my own. | decidegbt
down to the coast and took with me a small arpsis that |
had been given as a present.

| sat down on the pebbly beach with the thougladirasiving
the waves but my pen had other ideas and insteaalsw
came flowing through it.

Since that moment my pen has taken me to placesdeyy
dreams. The emotions that well up inside of me fea to
put pen to paper and words simply flow from a plaegond
any conscious thought.

| can only thank G-d for having opened up my haad
allowed me to connect to His creative Light.

| would like to dedicate this collection of poemsl those
who held out their hands to me and gave me so much

encouragement and love, and especially to my mother
husband and children.

% # #H#H&

(aemeallem@gmail.com)
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Life is like a golden web,
shimmering with drops of dew.

When the sun hides
the dewdrops fade,
their sparkling light being dulled.

So the heart heaves
when the spirit cries,
calling the soul to be strong.

Cry out to G-d
to send you the sun.
The sun that brings light to the world.

The light that the sparkling dew drops reflect,
so can the spirit absorb.

It can flow through our being.

Bring joy to the soul.

We must grasp every moment
that the sun comes out
and vibrate in harmony with the dew.

Brighton beach - April 1997



To be alive is to be full of joy.

To praise G-d with all ones heatrt.
To see the wonder in all His work
and thank Him for each new day.

To be open to the Light
that flows down from the Heavens,
a gift to man from above.

A gift to heal.

A qift to inspire.

But to be closed off from this Light
then what is life?
A spirit trapped in a body that cannot sing.

To know such despair

when the Light has gone out

is to cry from the depth of the soul.

A cry so profound that it pierces the heart.
A cry for the Light to return.

To enter and cleanse

and fill us with joy

SO again we can sing praises
as each morning dawns

and behold the world anew.

London - May 1997
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| find myself in a beautiful forest

but I do not see the trees.

| enter deep into the undergrowth.

It gets thicker and darker as | move forwards.
The whole forest seems to be closing in on me.

| continue to move deeper

with no thought of return.

| feel the power of the encircling fronds
awaken the 'child ' within.

The ‘child' that needs so much love
and in turn had so much to give.

As 'she’ curls up to sleep

a fox comes to lie by 'her' side,

protecting - caring,

giving 'her' such tender, unconditional love
that tear drops fall from 'her' eyes.

'Her' heart is so opened in receiving this love.
Never before has 'she’ felt

so safe , so tranquil.

Oh for it to last forever !

But the 'child’ is being called back
into the heart of the adult she is now
Together, as one,
in total harmony
to continue life's journey in peace.

But to know that there is always that place
where the fox is waiting to care.

London - May 1997
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What is this feeling locked so deep inside?
A feeling that no words can describe.

It surges through my veins
with no way to escape.

My hands tremble under its power.
Like a tornado it seeks to destroy.

Where has this anger come from?
My mind can give no answer,
only a recognition of its existence.

It is just an emotion
hidden deep in the past.

Do | need to search for its origin
or simply accept it as a spring
that gushes up from an underground source.

London - June 1997
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| feel like an acorn in winter
waiting to fall from the tree.

To leave the past behind.
Become who | was created to be.

The wind blows, the acorn falls.
Sweet earth receives it with love.

How incredible to realize

that in that small dried seed
lies, unbeknown to itself,

all the knowledge it needs

to grow into a mighty oak tree.

So it is for me.
Hidden from my conscious mind
is the wisdom of my true self.

Now as my own shell splits open
| embark on a journey
of discovery and hope.

All the powers of the past

that had oppressed,

drained and frightened

no longer have a hold over me.

At last | can become the person
that G-d gave me the potential to be.

My trunk shall grow tall but humble.
My branches reach out and bear fruit.

Oh what an amazing journey it will be!

London - June 1997
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My life is like a Jack-in-the-Box.
When the lid is open

| feel part of the world.

A world of beauty and song.

Then | am alive and full of energy.

But when the lid is closed
so | am pushed down.
Down into empty darkness.

| experience only fear and despair.

My thoughts become directed inwards.
| can see no further than my little box.
| forget how it feels to be free.

But | know,

deep in my heart,

that a time will come

when the lid will be opened again.

Then the sun will shine on my face.

Light can flow through my being once more.
| will laugh

Sing

Be filled with love.

So much hope.

So creative.

Oh how ecstatic | shall feel.

London - June 1997
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| feel I am spiraling downwards
far from the heights | had reached.
| try to clutch at the cliff top

but my hands begin to slip.

The rock crumbles in my fingers.
| am so frightened.

| grasp at another handhold

but now | am further from the top.

Why have | fallen?
How did | loose faith in myself?

| had begun to feel so strong and at peace,
so in control of my life.

The future was an exciting adventure

with obstacles that | knew | could face.

But now that has all been closed off.
Again | feel only despair and fear.

A cry surges up from deep within
as | gaze upwards

at the emerald green hills

where my life could be.

| must defeat all the negative thoughts
that keep overpowering.

Say ‘No’ I will not be ruled by them.
Understand that my past has molded me
but | do not have to stay this way.

(Continued)
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| can be given all the help that exists

but if | do not take the initiative and use it
| will forever be as | am now.

Ask for crutches from all around me

but never get up to try and walk.

| have wasted far too many years.
Allowed my life to be so clouded.
HaShem gave me life for a reason
and | objected to His gift.

| realize it will not be easy.

Traps will be put in my way.

If | acknowledge these as challenges,

as ways of gaining greater awareness.

then | will never again give up on my life’s jouyne

Now the rock stays firm

as | slowly pull myself up to the cliff top,
| see the emerald green hills get closer.
A gate waits open for me.

Will | find the courage to pass through?
Succeed to close it behind me
and leave all my fears behind?

| now understand

How | only felt safe in a familiar place.

Can | create and grow

if, at every gate | freeze

as | listen to those destructive voices from wizhin

| must find the courage to say
"STOP"

Listen to my intuition.

And be who | want to be.

London - July 1997
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When my spirit is low

and the light has gone out of my life.

When there are no more songs left in my heart
| stop a moment.

Tap into my memories.
Memories that have been forgotten in my despa
| search for a recollection of a time of joy.

| find myself in the garden of my youth
next to an exquisite red rose.

So great is its beauty
that my heart opens in wonder.

In my mind | reach out

to caress its velvet petals.

| gaze at the deep crimson hue
and sense its intoxicating perfume.

| allow the sheer wonder to flow through my being
Feel the life force awaken within me.
Re-live how it felt to be so full of love.

We all have the power,

deep within our minds,

to rekindle the spark that a memory holds
and lift ourselves out of our gloom.

Memories are so precious.

They are like pearls hidden inside an oyster shell.
Only when prized out

is their true glory revealed..

London — July 1997
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| am like a bulb planted in the soft brown earth
awaiting the rain to initiate my growth.

Roots spread out to draw up the life force
that will energize my soul
and feed my stem as it starts to emerge.

The sun shines down on my young shoot.
Taller and taller, upwards | grow.
My bud now ready to open up its glory.

Such wondrous songs | will sing to the world.
My petals of violet will bring joy to man’s eyes,
my perfume reach deep into their souls.

Yet what is this | feel?
One quick cut and | have lost myself.
Severed from the roots that held me so secure.

Slowly I wilt.

Soon there will be nothing to see.
What was the point of having so many
dreams and aspirations?

But NO!

The bulb is my true essence.

The flower bud was only one manifestation
of the potential that is contained within.

My roots can always draw up more nourishment
for another blossom to burst forth.

London - November 1997
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There it was again.
An animal in my dream
that | can never escape from.

It manages to squeeze
through the smallest keyhole.
Passes through window glass.

However fast | run.
Wherever | hide.

It always catches up with me
but strangely never attacks.

Last night it was a huge serpent.
| beg it to leave me alone but
it just pursues me relentlessly.

| reach a beach,
a vast expanse of golden sand.
Can | make it to the sea?

Surely the serpent will not enter the water.
At least there | would be safe.

But no, its ugly head rears up in front of me.

Suddenly a thought enters my mind.
What if | try to speak to it,
would it then leave me alone?

With all the courage | can muster

| turn to come face to face with my fear.
| can hardly utter the words.
"Please ,can we be friends?"

-19-
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My heart pounds.
| freeze and wait.

"Of course we can be friends "
My fear dissolves.
A great weight lifts from my being.

At that moment | awake
aware that a transformation has taken place.

Now | know the fear,
that has come into my dreams since childhood,
is something that only | have control of.

| cannot run from it.

It is deeply rooted somewhere in my past.

It is a fear whose source | may never discover
but now | have a strategy

to combat its hold over me.

When | feel myself being tortured,

by some destructive thought or feeling,
all I have to do

is turn to face the fear and say;

"You are my friend. "
"You do not frighten me any more."

London - February 899
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| am like a flower in a garden of weeds.
Every weed is beautiful, a creation of G-d,
but too me they strangle and devour.

They are the negative influences that
block my energy and stunt my growth.
Prevent my inner beauty

from shining out from my heart.

As | travel along my path of self discovery

| must transplant those weeds so powerful.
Separate myself from these destructive forces
planted so deep in my mind.

My roots would be able to spread unhindered
and absorb all the nourishment | need.

| could then become the flower

that G-d gave me the potential to be.

But no, this is just a fallacy,

wishful thinking that | can separate from my past.
The weeds have to stay in my garden.

| can learn from what they have to teach me.

It is | that has to change.

From within | must find the power

to push my own roots down deeper.

Allow my stem to reach up to heaven
Open my petals high above the weeds
and allow HaShem'’s Light to feed my soul.

From then on | will be the Jewel in my gard
for all the world to see.

London - March 1998
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A fearful thought enters my mind.
Suddenly a surge of anxiety takes control.
My heart starts to pound.

| want to punch out with my hands,

kick with my heels.

My stomach is in knots.

The more | try to clarify my thoughts
the greater the turmoil.

My head feels as if clamped in a vice.

Howling wind, crashing waves.

My body is like a tempestuous sea.
Its energy surges through my body,
gives me no rest.

| loose sight of how at peace | can feel.
How much joy there was in my soul.

Can | ever return to that place of tranquility
like the sea when its storm has abated?

But how to halt this turbulence within me?

| must physically exhaust the surge of adrenaline.
Forcibly transplant the negative thought

with a memory of a beautiful moment.

At last | am in balance again.

How incredible to realize

that the trigger to all this ferocity

lies only in the mind.

Just one destructive thought

has the power to precipitate such a storm

London - April 1998
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Here | am,
sitting on a train
traveling to town.

Such a tiny speck on this eternal earth
carried forward by man's ingenuity.
An insignificant train

in a world of destruction and hope.

If | were not here

the train would still be rushing

towards its destination.

Totally unaware of whom it carries,

of the joys, dreams and sorrows of those within.

To me, my life is so important.
So many hopes
So many stiles still to cross.

But to the train | account for nothing.

Nothing more than my ticket.

To the other passengers merely another body.
How could they know

that I, like themselves,

am a microcosm of the universe.

A cog in a wheel that is ever turning,

But a cog that has its own specific purpose,
its own special place in eternity.

London - April 1998
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At last | feel the sunshine.

Sense its energy permeate my soul.
| am in touch with life.

No longer do | want to hide away,
close my eyes to the world.

There is hope. there is joy.

My heart is filled with love

to give to others, but also to myself.
To the ‘me’ who | was born to be.

Before | was nebulous,

a drop of water with no fixed form.

Now | sense a boundary around myself.
| feel so solid within.

| am an independent, separate entity.

Yet it is impossible to believe

that | am here, just alone,

from my birth till my death.

Nothing else.

There has to be a connection to something.

Suddenly | am aware of a channel

with energy flowing both ways.

A filament of Light between myself and my Maker.
G-d is my beginning and my end..

He put me on this earth

He will take me from it.

As long as | keep this connection open
| will always find true peace
in my very own space on this earth
London - April 1998
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Oh Israel how I long for your hills.

To see Jerusalem, golden in the sun.
Tread the stones

that have seen so much history.

Touch the Western Wall.

Feel its holiness.

Sense the spiritual energy

that pervades every nook and cranny.

How did so much evil enter so many hearts?
What has happened

to the pure, joyful vibrations

that we are all born with?

The soul cannot grow on hatred
nor expand on falsehood.
It cannot reach its purpose in cruelty.

If only these people could see
that their lives are being wasted.

What will they have

to show to their Creator
when it is time to pass on?
They will have nothing.

But,

To live in harmony with the universe.
Show compassion.

tolerance

and understanding.

(continued)
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Then their souls will be nourished.
Divine energy will be absorbed into their being
and they will overflow with love.

Their minds will create instead of destroy.
Their hands mould instead of breakdown.
War will metamorphose into true peace

Now it is to Jerusalem that | turn

There, in the holy city will my footsteps fall.
Along with the thousands before me.
Along with the thousands still to come.

As | kiss the wall of the Holy temple

| shall know that at last | have come home.
A place from where to restart my journey.
A journey for my soul to be fulfilled.

London - June 1999
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A sudden flash of awareness.

It happened out of nowhere.
The ME,

The |,

The essence of my being
separate from my physical form.

No pains
thoughts
needs
emotions

For a fleeting moment
| was as one with G-d.

Suffering may affect my body,
influence my emotions,

but deep within my awareness
lies the knowledge

that these are but transient,
changeable, unpredictable.

My body is a gift from G-d
to be revered as His creation.
Be cared for, nourished and respected.

| now understand
who | am without this bodily form.

Divine pure Light,
The breath of G-d.
The 'I' that always was,
The 'I' that will always be.
Jerusalem - Ju899
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| see myself as a dancer

Draped in bright tangerine flowing silks.
Moving gracefully.

Filled with energy

| feel the music as part of me
and | as part of the music.
So beautiful!

Then | call others to join me.

We express our individual emotions in movement
but unite as one

in this divine moment of creativity.

Then | draw,
paint,
capture the same ecstasy of motion.

The bodies flowing.
Vivid coloured costumes
shaping to their elegant forms.

Just to look at my painting
sends the energy of the music
surge through my veins.

It is as if | am dancing on the canvas.

Jerusalem - April 1999
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My pen is still.

My mind silent.

| cannot feel the words
to express this moment.

Words that could bring joy.

May evoke sadness.

Might awaken a long forgotten emotion.
Where do they hide?

| watch the crashing waves.
Listen to their never-ending story.
What can they teach me?

They are so full of energy,
so powerful.

But tomorrow the sea may be calm.
No waves No spray No sounds
Only a tranquil, glass like surface.

It is like my emotions.
Days when | can feel the driving force within me.
Days when there is only stagnation.

| now understand that,

in times of gloom and loss of motivation
l, like the sea,

still have a well of hidden energy.

All | need do is locate its source
and send it surging through my body.

Tel Aviv beach - June 1999
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As my body fills with the music,

my heart swells within.

My limbs begin to move at their will
as if searching for my soul.

My whole being is filled with energy
seeking ways to express this ecstasy
and become absorbed into creation.

The magnificence of the experience
totally overwhelms me.

My hands reach up in prayer

to thank HaShem for this moment in time.

As | continue to move in unison with the melody
| am aware of a force within.

A voice calls out.
It is my ‘inner child’
who so longs to be expressed.

She can now be who she wants to be.
Free of restrictions, fears and taboos.

A child in love with life.

Who yearns to dance and sing.

A child enchanted by the forces of nature.
Wwind, rain, a raging sea

are all a part of her being.

Tears of emotion well up inside me.
| cry out.

A cry of release.

A cry of pure, emotional bliss.

Jerusalem - June 1999
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Our home is our very own Beit HaMikdash
It vibrates with spiritual energy.

When we walk through the door
we enter another world.

A place of love,

understanding and nurture.

The shell of our house is an outer garment.
Windows let in G-d’s holy Light.

Each door leads to new awareness.

Every room holds its own secrets.

Colours and sounds
harmonize in praise of HaShem.

| try to visualize

the house that | am searching for.
| see myself on the balcony.

My heart fills with wonder.

The wind,
trees,
hills,
rocks,
the earth of Eretz Israel.

All call me to lift up my arms
and praise the Creator from the depths of my soul.

The sun sets.
Clouds become tinged with gold.
Streaks of vibrant colours paint the sky.

(Continued)
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My heart misses a beat.
The beauty so overwhelms me
that a gasp escapes from my lips.

HaShem,

You have given me so many opportunities

for my soul to connect.

How have | been so blind,

so entrenched in my own materialist pursuits?

You show Your glory at every turn.
If only | would stop and take note.

Even the smallest blade of grass
is a wonder of creation.
Each speck of dust has own its purpose to fulfill.

Our home, our personal Beit HaMikdash
can be a place for our spirituality to grow.
A haven of light to all who are weary.

This then is my prayer,

a prayer from the depths of my heart,
that | may find my special sanctuary
in Your holy city of Jerusalem.

Jerusalem July 1999
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| feel like a bird

whose wings have been clipped.
He knows that he was born to fly.
He cannot fly.

| too cannot fly.

But | have a voice inside.

It warns when | am about to leap.
Tells me that it is dangerous,

| will fail.

The voice sends its messages throughout my body.
Every cell in me vibrates in fear.

In a state of anxiety and panic

| return to safe ground

in the cage that | know so well.

"Welcome back “ the voice retorts.
“Here you are safe, protected.”

It happens every time | am about to take flight.
Those same words
Those same feelings

ENOUGH! | scream,
My clipped wings are only an illusion.
| can fly.

| feel a pulsating energy stir within.
Up into the clear blue sky | soar.
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When did | loose myself?
The unique beautiful self
that | was conceived to be.

Today | am

daughter - wife - mother

friend - colleague.

The list is never ending.

But where do 'I' fit in?

Who would 'I' be without all these titles?

Me, a being made up of chemical energies
formed into a physical entity.
It was born, - it will die.

Now it breathes, moves, speaks,
eats, clothes itself.
Owns a multitude of material objects.

Even my emotions cannot be 'me’.
They can be controlled.
Can be changed.

So who owns this body
and has the power to direct the show?

Somewhere lost deep in the array of identities
lies a knowledge that | had at birth

At that moment | was perfect.
Knew only my own reality
No labels
No possessions,
(continued)
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Only needs that | recognized
and demanded be satisfied.

Now, as | am about to hear

the first notes of the shofar,

| must search for the awareness
of that primal, divine light.

Bring it back into my present reality.
Pour out my heart to HaShem.

Tears of bereavement

for the loss of who | thought | was.

Tears of joy

as | tune into my truth

and rejoin the flow of my soul's unique journey.

Jerusalem - August 1999
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As | sit here on a rock
in a clearing in the forest,
| feel at peace with myself.

Busy ants
Dried up blades of grass
Here and there a yellow flower.

The wind blows against my skin.
Gives me a feeling of being.

The only sounds that enter my ears
are the songs of birds
and the rustle of leaves.

| am alone,
yet part of the seething mass of humanity.

It is so hard to comprehend
that a whole world exists
outside of this forest

love -hatred

riches - poverty

birth - death

wars — harmony.

As for me, at this moment,
the forest and |
are the entire universe.

Jerusalem — August 1999
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My friend - My brother,

| am aware of your pain.

Your suffering tears at your heart.

No longer do you soar upwards with the wind.

There seems to be no hope.
The future is bleak.
You feel like giving up on life.

Now you are like a bird
whose wings have been clipped.
A bird imprisoned in a cage.

He can no longer fly.
He is trapped but still sings his sweet song.
Continues to flutter around his cage.

He feels the life force that remains within.
Knows that his essential spirit is unchanged.

So it is with us.
When tragedy hits we have two ways to go.
We come to a fork in the road.

One way will take us to a place,
of darkness and despair,
where we can wallow in our sorrow.

Or we can follow a path of Light and hope.
Acknowledge that we are still the same person
who had so much to give

and brought so much love into the world.

The creative gifts that we are born
with can never be taken away.

Jerusalemug@st 1999
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Are we ‘us’ because of our face,
because of the type of clothes we wear?

To a blind man these are nothing.
He cannot recognize us by our appearance.

Our voice is of no consequence to the deaf.
We may speak kindly,
but he will not hear that it is ‘us’.

If our looks and speech are not ‘us’
then what is?
How will a deaf and blind man describe us?

He can sense our presence.

Maybe he tunes into the energy we emit.
Knows who we really are

without all our external camouflages.

Jerusalem - August 1999
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Can | let go?
Break the chain that anchors my heart.
that prevents the free flow of love.

It holds tight onto my emotions.
Keeps me away from reality,

Protects me from an unknown danger
that drains all my energy

and clamps down like a fist.

It hurtles out of nowhere,
at the moment when | think | am free.
Says “No to my growth”

"No" to my needs,

"No" to my reality.

| begin to visualize my heart.

It appears as a black metal box
anchored by a chain to a hidden chasm.
| take a courageous step

and strike at the chain with an axe.

It is severed,
but immediately rejoins itself.
Each time the result is the same.

| must not give up.

Blow after blow | attack the chain.
Suddenly it splits

into a multitude of fragments.

| have succeeded!
Next | must conquer the fear

that is locked in my heart.
(Continued)
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| have to look into the black metal box.
The thought of it makes me tremble.

| turn the key
ready to face that which is hiding inside.

Slowly I lift up the lid.
| stare in amazement at what | see.

There, inside my heatrt,
are no demons of darkness.

Instead my eyes are dazzled
by the sheer brilliance
of a myriad sparkling crystals.

Colours of the rainbow
shining forth to envelop the world.

So this is what has been locked away for so long.
That | was so afraid to connect to.

Jerusalem - October 1999

-40-



To dance.
sing.
paint streaks of vibrant colours.

So much energy.

So deep the emotions.

| want to take a leap
and soar up into the sky.

To feel the wind rush past me.
The power of flight,
The freedom.

My whole being fills with desire.
So much creativity needing to be expressed.

| listen to the music
and my body starts to gyrate.

Tears begin to spill
like a spring
that gushes up from beneath the earth.

Tears for what?

May be they are tears of joy
in being at last in touch

with my soul and my Creator.

Slowly I become aware

of HaShem'’s pure, unconditional love
and feel myself being bathed

in His divine, golden Light.

Jerusalem - October 1999
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Jerusalem,

SO majestic is your aura

It penetrates deep into my heart.

Tugs at my very soul.

Urges me to acknowledge my true spirituality.

Material desires fade into insignificance,
My spirit free to find peace and harmony.

Sitting by the waters of Jerusalem
| see the world as a speck of dust
swirling in the infinite universe.

Each human being on his own unique journey.
All guided by the Hand of G-d.

Jerusalem - June 2000
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Pots of paint,
Bundle of brushes,
Virgin white canvas.

But where to begin?
How can | express to the world
my innermost feelings?

| close my eyes.
Clear my mind.
Try to make a connection to my Creator.

Onto my palette | squeeze the vibrant colours
and allow my hand to begin to paint.

Stroke after stroke
brilliant orange,
deep rose pink,
emerald green
sapphire blue.

My very soul spills out onto the canvas.
Lines of vibrating energy
that reach out to infinity.

Jerusalem - August 2000
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As | look out to sea
| feel a sudden sense of oneness,
a part of the infinite universe.

| loose awareness of my boundaries,

and merge into the vista that spreads out befae m
Rocks,

Crashing waves,

Spray being forced upwards,

A writhing , relentless sea.

| return to myself.
The wind plays with my hair.
| feel its power against my body.

The golden rays of the setting sun
envelope me in their glory.

Suffering seems so far away.
Mans inhumanity to man.
Wars, murders, rapes.

cries from the oppressed,
poverty and famine.

All so alien to this moment of oneness
with the natural elements of our Earth.

Tel Aviv Beach - Sept 1999
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This moment in time, HaShem,
You have given only to me.

How can | feel
jealousy,
anger,
sadness,
when | have been so privileged
to experience Your divine glory?

A glimpse into infinity
is far more precious
than any worldly possessions.

It can never be destroyed
or stolen from me.

It is mine to keep,
locked deep in the recesses of my being,
forever.

Eilat beach - DecemBép1
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Rachel ,
Mother of the children of Israel.

How you must be weeping for us.
We come so close to abandoning you.
Forgetting where we came from.

Some say your tomb is only a building.
It has no meaning.
No use in our modern state.

My heart bleeds for your memory
oh Mother of Israel.
Your children will never forsake your resting place

Women of Israel

Let us raise our hands heavenwards.
Draw down the Shechina

through our prayers and acts of kindness,
our love and forgiveness.

Fill Eretz Israel with the spirit of HaShem
and acknowledge that it is only through Him
that true peace will return to this land.

Jerusalem - February 2001
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Colours explode into stardust.
Shoot across the universe.
Vibrate in harmony with life itself.

crimson,
emerald green
violet
tangerine

Every cell
Every atom
Sings the song of Light.

Jerusalem — June 2001
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A blood red sun
slinks behind the horizon.

Scattered puffs of white clouds
transform into rubies.

The darkening sea rolls on relentlessly.
Oblivious of time,
day or night.

Its memory of being
marked only by ridges
carved into the sand.

The sun is now vanquished.
Another day is recorded
in the annuls of history.

Never to be repeated.
A day of joys and sorrows
lost in eternity.

Tel Aviv beach - August
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Dear innocent child

What is happening to your childhood?
Your heart is being filled

with hatred and cruelty.

Your life intended to be sacrificed

as a human bomb.

Come search in your dreams.

Open a door into your imagination.

Find your own special oasis

in the world of terror that surrounds you.

Close your eyes and follow me into your garden.
See the dancing waterfall

glistening like falling diamonds

in the golden rays of the sun.

Feel the softness of the rich green grass
as you dance barefoot like a gazelle.

Listen to the joy of the bird’s song.
Let it fill your heart with wonder.

Share the freedom of the swallows
as they soar upwards on the wind.

Oh little one,

how my heart reaches out to you.

To bring you the joys of childhood

and to a world of love and compassion.
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Are there any more words,

deep within my soul,

that need to flow from my pen.

Echo to the world my innermost feelings.

Enter another’s heart.
Resonate with their joys.
Empathies with their pains.

Words that can fly across time.
Enter hidden places.

Soar over mountains

to the reach the heavens.

Gifts from G-d to mankind.

Our words may flow
like gentle waves of the sea
to bring Light and healing to the world.

But
They can also destroy.
Pierce the heart as a poisoned arrow.

Be dashed on the rocks.
Scattered in the foam.
Violent and cruel.

Lake Kinneret - January 2002
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Decisions! —Decisions!

Go on a mission.

Collect quotes.

Write pages of data.

How can such stupidity rule my life?

Instead of connecting to HaShem
| get trapped in material things.
To be one hundred percent sure,
No! one hundred and fifty percent sure that...
It is the cheapest
the best.
a good deal.

Safe - No risks — No mistakes.
Stuck in the mud.

Helpless, drained

What do | hope for?

A knock on the door.

“Here is what you have been looking for”
It's reduced - Such a bargain!

The decision is made for me.

Wow, what a relief.

But no, that's not true.
Soon there will be another decision to make.
Another mission of fact finding to go on.

My mind and thoughts go
ROUND and ROUND like a roundabout.
No beginning
No end
cofitinued)
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Achieve nothing.
Dizziness — Nausea.

GET OFF!
Go on the slide.
Sit at the top.

It's a long way down!

What if | come off the side?

If my heart can't take it?

If I go too fast and fly off the end?
Broken leg — broken everything.

NOT SAFE!

Climb down

Go back on the roundabout.
Safe there.

No up - No down

No backwards — No forwards
Only round and round eternally.
Stagnation and pain.

WAIT!

Look inside.

There is a wise voice there.
Find it.

Listen to it.

It is a voice from deep within
that only wants the best for me.

It is not the yetzer hara

The yetzer hara wants me on the roundabout.
Chained .

No freedom,

No connecting to HaShem
(continued)

-52-



Hear that inner voice.
Find HaShem's treasures.

Just make that decision and JUMP
LEAP out into the air.

DIVE into the sea.

Be free .

Life really can be so simple.

Jerusalem — January
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Do | want to leave?
Leave what?

Leave my trash behind.
Empty my waste bin.
Make room for HaShem.

Is there be space for Him in my heart?
A heatrt full of negativity

Can | create an open vessel
for His love - His healing?
Sparkling Light where once there was fog.

Go forward.
No looking back.

Take HaShem's helping Hand.
Have faith
trust
no doubts

Only light. Only light.

But a familiar voice calls me back.
“See what you will be leaving.

A safe place that you know so well,
feel so comfortable in”

NO, NO, not that voice again!!
| am not listening
| no longer believe what you tell me.

This time | will leave!

Jerusalem — January
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Almighty G-d
We stand before You
a nation in pain.

We cry out in supplication
and humbly acknowledge
that alone we cannot prevail.

Our mortal knowledge is so limited.
We are but dust of the earth.

Our individual lives

not even a pin prick in eternity.

Almighty King.

Your servants bow their heads in shame.
We have sinned,

betrayed Your love

Help us return to your fold.
Gather in your flock.

Bring us in to Your palace.
We have suffered for so long.

Let our true spirit shine out to the world.

To be an example of love and compassion,
humility and morality.

A true light unto the nations.

HaShem, my King.
| cry from the very essence of my being.
Remember us - Remember us.

Your cycle of nature continues to turn.
Birds sing their morning song.
(continued)
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Flower buds open up their glory.
Rain falls and the wind blows.
All oblivious to our suffering.

Youcreatedtheworld
and formed mankind to be your partner.
To use the gifts that You blessed us with;

hands,
feet,
language,
music,
colours,
materials.

Everything with which to be creators too.

But so many have turned against You.
Have destroyed that which You created.
Used the tools You blessed us with

for cruelty and degradation.

HaShem

In our distress we humbly cry out.
Our voices as one.

We need Mashiah.

The world needs Mashiah.

Jerusalem - March 2002
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Come climb inside me.

In quiet solitude contemplate
my uniqueness,

my sameness.

Explore my soul.
Enter hidden places that even | am not aware of.
Delve into the mysteries of my creation.

Come climb inside me.

Descend deep into forgotten chasms.
Ascend the ladders of Heaven.

What secrets will be revealed?

My heart blocks me out.
| cannot enter into myself.
A fear guards the door.

Come climb inside me.

Search for my pure spirit.

Will you find pots of stones

or a treasure chest of crystals?

| need to know who | am.
No more trying to be an image
of who | think | should be.

Come climb inside me.

Scream for all the pain | protect.
Open the gates

of free flowing, unconditional love.

Please bring me to a place
of inner peace, trust and faith
as | continue on my life’s journey.
Jerusalem - April 2002
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Two jewels have just been united.
Under the chuppalyou stood.

The Shechinalescended

and one and one became one.

Gifts from the Almighty

who have given so much joy

as you traveled your separate ways
from birth to this moment.

Now you are husband and wife.

A partnership formed under the heavens.
The love that you have for each other
will radiate out to the world.

May HaShem shower you with His blessings
of wisdom, compassion,
tranquility and understanding.

| pray that your journey begun today,
under the holy chuppah,

will always be filled with His light.

A journey of discovery and excitement.

And may your home be forever a sanctuary,
filled with love and shalom.

Jerusalem - 26 August 2002
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Can we rise above this time of pain?
A world with such stark contrasts.

A women suckling her new born child
Love,

such deep tender love,

So much hope for the future.

Another women with explosives
strapped to her feminine body
evil

indoctrinated hate.

No future - Only destruction.

Nurturing life
Denying life

Both endowed at conception
with the feminine spirit

of compassion, love,

desire to give birth.

Oh HaShem
What can we say?
What can we do?

Only with faith , trust and
You in our hearts
can we rise above this crazy world.

Jerusalem — November - 2002
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Mountains tinged with blue
echo the sounds of HaShem.
Truth spellbound in its ecstasy.

Unborn songs vibrate in the innermost vaults.
Wait to be wafted in the wind.

Swirled amongst the trees.

Glimpse moments of divine presence.

Do | hear?

Do | see?

Do | ever truly listen

Open my eyes and question?

In silence | might hear!
In darkness | might see!

Jerusalem - October 2002
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Oh to capture!

The sensation of the wind as it swirls around neg fa
The breaking waves rhythmic interruption of silence
Dry sand, like sandpaper, between my toes.
Footprints fleetingly sculptured at the waters edge

Oh to capture!

The flock of white birds, caught by my eye,
as they skim the shimmering water.

The shoal of tiny, silver fish

that momentarily leap into existence.

Oh to capture!

The translucent, metallic sun barely visible
behind blackened, mysterious mountain peaks,
that await the awakening of their vibrant colours
by the new day about to be born.

Oh to capture!

The tingling sensation as | enter the cold, morrseg.
The state of total tranquility that engulfs me

as | swim along a glistening path

of sparkling diamonds.

Oh to capture!

The flickering, latticework of light,
painted on the sea bed below,
that dazzles my eyes as |

dive down into a world of silence.

Eilat beach - November 2002

-61-



Grey green mountains heave over.

Thunderous sounds
as the waves
crash down onto the pebbled beach.

Foam, whipped up like egg whites,
scarcely misses my feet.

The shriek of hungry gulls
pierces my ears
as they swoop overhead.

A howling wind
blows ice cold spray into my face.

My skin stings.
A salty taste clings to my lips.

| stand in awe
as | witness the power of HaShem'’s creation..

Brighton Beach, England - January 2003
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As a child, so long ago,
oh what dreams | had.

A spirit so powerful,

So strong

surged through my being.

| wanted to soar over mountain peaks.
Glide across oceans.
Dance to every melody created.

Now, so many years later
a luscious emerald green lawn
stretches out in front of me.

| start to run.

The velvety carpet of grass
caresses my bare feet.

The wind tugs at my hair,

rushes against my pulsating limbs.

The same childhood desires
burn in my heart.

One leap and | am air born
Oh what bliss!
Total freedom and weightlessness.

My arms, as if wings,
lift me higher and higher.

| allow my thoughts to play
the most beautiful music.
| am totally caught up in its emotion.

(continued)
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Can | merge with the wind
as it twirls and dives?

A sweet voice within

urges me to let go of my fears,
of my physical pains.

Trust in myself.

Trust in HaShem.

Dance! Dance! It implores.

| hesitate:

Then a moment of sublime release.
Like the swallow

| swoop ,

glide,

somersault.

The whole sky is my stage
as, in ecstatic movement,
| express the glory of creation.

An alarm clock rings.
So it was all only a dream!

Or was it?
The physical sensations are still with me.
The music fresh in my memory.

The gift of that magical experience,
of dancing with the wind,
can never be taken away.

Jerusalem - June 2003
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Joyous are your inhabitants

Every hand raises in expectation

Return to us Your golden Light

Uplift our hearts with unconditional love
Songs to ascend to the heavens.

Above the walls and towers

L_et Zion be a beacon to the world
Entreat mankind to lay down their arms
M erge all souls with one-another in unity.

Jerusalem — June 2003
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A still, velvety Kinneret
embraced by misty mountains
as a mother’s arms around her child.

Thick heat without even a whisper of breeze.
Sublime total stillness.

A painting captured by the eye.
Reality only perceived

when a flock of white egrets
glides silently across the canvas.

And me,

as | sit cross-legged on a rocky outcrop,
am part of this picture

painted by the Hand of G-d.

Kinneret — July 2003
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Can | dance the song of creation
Merge with HaShem’s majesty.
Be part of the beginning.

Every limb to vibrate

in harmony with the universe.

HaShem, please show me the dance of peace,
understanding and harmony.

| hear the wind whisper its secrets.
The waves tell me their story

as they gently lap against the rocks.
But what is my part in the play?

| am the cry of the birds.
The bark of a distant dog.
The rustle of the reeds.

A cacophony of disturbance
suddenly pierces nature’s symphony.
The rumble of lorries,

horns hooted by impatient drivers,
scream of a jet fighter.

Oh HaShem

can we ever return to nature’s song?
Sing in harmony with her.

Dance to her melody.

Kinneret — July 2003
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Cool green water welcomes me
as | plunge under the sparkling surface
into a world of silence.

Have | returned to the womb?

| surface for air

then

close my eyes,

hold my breath

curl up into a ball and float.

The rhythmic movement of the waves
gently rocks my foetal form,
cushions,
protects,
Such sublime total nothingness.

Can | grasp this memory?
Re-create the nurturing environment of the womb.
Bring it back into my world of chaos.

Kinneret — July 2003
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My stomach!

Oh poor suffering stomach.

Stuffed with all my emotional needs.
Crying for release.

Crying for peace.

“I'm dying from within”

“No one cares for me”

“I'm abused”

“I'm threatened”

“I am so full that | could burst”

Tears of past obstructions.
Cries for solace

to cool the aching heatrt.
For the moon so serene.

It waxes and wanes with such regularity.
No change in its eternal rhythm.

No emotion —No self.

Spirited only by the sun.

But my mouth
is not the moon.
It has choices.

| just have to make them!!!

Jerusalem — July 2003
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| trust in You.
Ordo I?

Can I really let go
of all the hooks
that attach me to so much negativity?

Can | cast my fishing rod
and haul in only Your gifts.
Pure, life giving Light.

But | am stuck fast in my habits..
So hard to let go.
A fear of the unknown.

In my heart there is trust
but a nagging voice still says
“Beware”

Jerusalerduly 2003
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| run

How fast?

How long?

| know only that | run

Escape, Freedom
words that echo in my mind.
No other thoughts.

No, | will not remember.
Pain

only pain.

Evil incarnate,

beyond belief.

It was a dream.
It had to be a dream.
My family waits for me.

To hug and to comfort
To take the haunting memories away.

How far can | run?
No shoes

No socks

Ragged dress

It's so cold now.
Night is falling.

Where is my downy bed?
My mother to kiss me goodnight

(continued)
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Sounds of barking dogs,

distant but getting nearer.

| run.

A river appears in the shadows of dusk.
lcy water

A gasp of pain.

With all the strength left in my body

| swim.

A grassy bank
Easy to climb

Panting,
Shivering
Filled with fear.

A forest

Trees,

tall, comforting,

loom up in front of me.

Crackle of dried Autumn leaves.
A nest

for me

alone with the night

but free.

Jerusalem — August 2003
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