The End of Elul
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I’m tired of summer. The smoke from the monastery of the silent nuns
is all I have to say. This year winter
will be late in coming, when we’re ready—and also not.

I’m tired and | curse the three famous faiths
that won’t let me sleep at night, their bells
and cries, rams horns and pleas disturb me.

God, shut your houses, give the world some rest,

why haven’t you left me? The year is hesitant this year.

The summer persists. If not for the tears

that I have stored all these years, | would have dried up along with the thorns.

Great battles persist within me in awful silence,

only the sighs like thousands of wrestlers, naked

and sweating, no iron no stone, only flesh fighting like serpents.
Afterwards, falling from each other in passion,

from exhaustion come clouds,

and rain, when we’re ready—and also not.
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