Passover Scarf:
A poem by Judy Belsky

my father wraps the matza in it
| place it on my shoulder
to rehearse the weight
of freedom
smooth against my cheek
fragrant with my mother's perfume
my father's chant

we are slaves in the land of Egypt
and they afflict us
and we cry to the G-d of our Fathers
and the Holy One blessed be He
redeems us from their hands

OVer rise
and fall
| dream back
four centuries
my father
is a physician
in the court of the king
at night he dips his feather
into rich blue ink
| read honor and wealth
| hear prayer images of silver and gold
have ears but do not hear
| read chaos and betrayal
| hear prayer do not trust in princes
| read torture and death
| hear prayer straits of the grave seize me
| hear an offer to become Christian
we abandon our homes
the church takes our wealth
in my flight | cry
mankind is false

we leave by boat
in dying light
my father says
water is ink
write an ocean
as long as your eye can see




prayer
as long as two arcs reach
home
anywhere
you find
His voice
upon the water












