Zvia Ginor Womanswell (Isha Bor)

TOWER

On one clear day I will set my course

to the bell tower. People

built it so that it would ring and remind and play and awaken
and I will set my course toward it.

What is it about people that they build for themselves bell towers.
I see from above the roofs

windows open to the sea, and at a pre-set hour

they move here and there and notify

here and there.

And then they weave legends and deeds on

the tongue of the bell.

On one clear day I will set my course to the tower
and I will see the birds above and everything



Zvia Ginor Blood Tie (Kesher Dam)

DEATH OF THE FLUTE

All the small flowers will fall
suddenly over their heads and the melodies

will escape tune by tune and the orchestra
will become completely silent

As if in hushed sanctity at the foot of the mountain,
some poet or gardener has woven buds on the flute, a blossoming on a staff --

The death of flowers, the death of melodies.
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Wrapping

Ripening inside your arms

like a Talith, breathing

your air with my skin, a fruit in your sun
and moon

your arms like a womb

I turn soft and hard

a melted pearl in your leaves

you dress me in the veils of your naked

eyes in mine
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Exile

My love:

in masks we see you, me,

eyes that remain true to life remembered
departing figures of speech we find a self
once-removed, in exile

where its true me and true you.

How terra sancta is our exile, how we pray
on foreign lands our lips plough

unfamiliar bodies

of water, borders of old battles,

giving us our new and

now eternal names naked under disguised,
finally

the masks of us.
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To David Roskies

May 28, 97

Cliche

They say lose in order to
find

leave to

return

. chaos

in order to

order, in order to

die--

rhyme

lie

Holding balloons I fly



