My Experiences Are Like Jars
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My experiences are like jars sunk in the sea long ago

brought up from the sea bed covered with moss

and seaweed and barnacles all over, but the shape of the jars is still

as it was. So are my experiences, the cry is still my cry

and the laugh still my laughter. Don’t try to clean

them. The laugh is heavy and deep from the depths

and the cry is adorned with sediment thick and beautiful from the abyss.
This too is change this too a different place

and all the ships are in the heights of the heavens.

(Yehuda Amichai, Translated by Rabbi Steven Sager)



