The Poems Here Are About Our Family
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The poems here are about our family of which no one knows its borders

about this tribe of ours, small, expanded

this tribe of ours, like sand death does not control it

rather, after death it shines, like a star.

Here among us is Joseph stripped of his coat. Here, too, his brothers.

And the pit folded and carried on Joseph’s back. And the yearning woman with whom he never slept.
Poems about me are inscribed here, too. About me, of whom no one knows whence | came

of whom no one knows where | am going.

Rivka Miriam
Translated by Rabbi Steven Sager
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