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THE FABLE OF THE FLOURISHING FURZE BUSH
That year it didn’t stop raining. The cold winter winds whistled and howled. They plucked every single leaf from the trees. Birds were left without warm homes, and were forced to seek a dry place where they would be safe from the wind. Some sheltered under the roofs, or under windowsills.

One family of sparrows couldn’t find shelter. It was getting colder and colder – soon their feathers would freeze. Suddenly the father sparrow remembered a tale his father had told him about a place called the Negev, where it hardly ever rained.

Gathering the last of their strength, the family of sparrows feebly flapped their wet, cold wings and flew south. And it was true – the farther south they flew, the less it rained. The clouds seemed to melt. Finally they came to a place where the sun’s rays warmed the frozen mountain tops. The sparrows gazed around them. as far as they could see, a vast and barren wilderness stretched beneath them, without trees or greenery.

“Look,” said the head of the family. “There’s a bramble bush, let’s fly to it.” So they all flew t the bramble bush and landed between its thorny branches. The bramble bush said: “Don’t you see that I have few branches, and my leaves are sparse?”

The sparrow family flew off and landed on the branches of a salt bush. The salt bush said: “It’s not enough that my leaves are chewed by the teeth of camels and deer – now you’re here too? Please find yourselves another tree.”

The sparrow family looked around and found a wormwood bush growing at the foot of the hill. They settled on its branches, but the bush said to them: “You can’t stay here. My few branches are twisted and thin.”

The sparrows were very downhearted. They flew off and landed on a rock at the top of the hill. Night was falling and it was getting very cold. The sparrows huddled together, shivering. They began to think it would be better to perish in the rainy north than to freeze in the desert cold. 

Then suddenly they heard a voice coming from the wadi: “Little birds, perch on my branches.”  The sparrows plucked up courage and flew towards the voice. There stood a furze bush with many branches. The birds landed among the leaves and found shelter from the cold. 
In the north the rain continued to fall. But at the beginning of the month of Shvat, the mouths of the clouds were sealed and the almond branches began to quiver. Little pink buds began to shake and burst into blossom, heralding the coming of the Holiday of Trees.

In the Negev there was no trace of the Holiday. All the bushes and shrubs were still fast asleep, because the cold nights froze the tender buds. The sparrows were used to seeing flowers in the north, and they became downhearted. Could it be that the Holiday of Spring would pass without a single bud or flower? In vain they searched for a flowering almond tree. “Could it be that we won’t spend the Holiday among fragrant, blossoming branches?” chirped the baby sparrows.

On the eve of the holiday the sparrows huddled on a branch of the furze bush, crowding together for warmth. The warmth began to grow and spread. It grew and spread along the branches of the furze bush until the whole bush trembled and shook. Flowering buds slowly opened their eyes, and after a few minutes the whole bush was covered in snowy white blossoms, whose sweet scent floated in all directions.

At daybreak the sparrow family awoke to a wonderful surprise – their green home was wreathed in a garland of flowers. The sparrows linked wings and danced around the flowering furze bush. They soared into the blue skies and from above they could see the whole barren Negev, every hill and rivulet sparkling with the white blossoms of the furze bush.

The sparrows chirped with joy, because the whole Negev was celebrating the Holiday of Trees.  
ABED THE SHEPHERD

By Nathan Yonatan

Every Shabbat I went for a walk among the gray hills. A strong wind was always blowing, bringing with it the scent of wildflowers and sun drenched mountain ranges.

One day I met Abed, a young Bedouin shepherd. We had no common language, but we had not yet been tainted by the hatred of adulthood. Children’s games have no need for words. We used to hide in one of the channels where rainwater had deposited soil and quicksand, and there we would play for hours. The herd of cattle would graze on hollow nettle stalks while we shared secrets. 

Then came the days of hostility between our people. The sound of gunfire tore apart the silence of night and a dark shadow clouded every face. The Bedouin folded their tents and moved to the distant plain at the foot of the Judaean Mountains, and Abed and his herd of cattle were not seen again for a long time.

One Shabbat he appeared stealthily, hurrying along the path and peering in all directions for fear that someone would curse him and chase him away. I rushed after him. I was frightened, but curiosity and the memory of our old friendship drove me to follow. 

I caught up with him at one of the rainwater channels. At first he was startled, but when he recognized me he relaxed and greeted me. After that, silence settled between us like a shadow. All around us was the desolation of mountains and thorns, dusk was falling and we stood face to face - two silent, miserable children.

And then he gave me his one gift, the gift of poverty, which he held in his hand: his shepherd’s crook - his Nabut. This was an old, tough stick, patiently carved by wandering shepherds. His thin, dark hand was shaking as he passed me the Nabut. Suddenly I felt the chill of evening. I heard a voice calling from afar, and it seemed to be calling me. We parted, and as I turned to look after him I could see his outline against the mountain range. 

After this came the time of blood. Perhaps Abed was given a knife or a gun. Perhaps they incited him to kill. He vanished without trace. During that long period of journeying, the Nabut he gave me also vanished without trace. But I still remember our friendship and our final parting because they endure beyond hatred. I still remember the brotherly love between two people on the slopes of the gray hills, by the water channels, on the wide plains and on the shores of many seas... 

MY BROTHER JONATHAN          

 Rivka Elitzur

My brother Jonathan!

He was my brother

Now he isn’t any more…

And my mother is always sad

Very sad.

She sits and sits…

Silent, thinking…

In front of the picture

Of my brother Jonathan.

And I, Michael,

I’m the little one

My brother fell in the Hebron Hills

And never came back…

The enemy, thousands of them

Were approaching

Jerusalem, the capital city.

My brother and his friends

Fought heroically

They blocked the enemy

With all their might…

That’s what my mother told me.

My brother Jonathan!

In the picture he is wearing

His cap, the “stocking cap”

That kept him warm in the evenings, 

At night, when he kept watch

In his outpost on the mountaintop…

In the picture his eyes are smiling…

As if he never fell in battle

As if he’s still alive, my brother Jonathan

And I’m still his little brother

And perhaps, soon

We’ll go for a walk, hand in hand

Outside. And we’ll be happy

We’ll dance and sing… and yet...

My mother is sad

My brother Jonathan has disappeared

He isn’t here, he isn’t with me.

I sat in a corner of my room

Staring at the picture…

Suddenly my mother looked at me

And said: “Michael!

Today, my son, the state has a holiday,

It’s a holiday for the State of Israel.

Let’s go out, together with all the people

Let’s rejoice and be happy. 

Jonathan, in the hills, fought 

For this…

Look at the picture, Michael,

Doesn’t it seem 

As if he’s also happy…

On this holiday?

So we went out to celebrate in the streets…

And my brother Jonathan

Watched us go

With gentle eyes.

TEFILLAH -Prayer
Miriam Yalan Shteckelis

Hallo God,

It’s me, Dani.

You remember me, don’t you?

After all, You remember

Each and every blind puppy,

And every mosquito on the wall.

I, Dani,

Will be eight tomorrow.

I don’t want a fountain pen.

I don’t want a football.

I don’t even want a bicycle.

God in heaven,

I want one thing,

Only this one thing:

Please, God, would You change me, overnight

Into a hero!

A brave hero, unafraid,

My victorious sword in my right hand!

Make me like Matityahu,

Like Yehuda the Maccabee.

Teach me, O Lord, teach me

To be a hero.

Because I need to build an airplane – 

One hundred and seventy thousand tons – 

With wings –

Like an autumn cloud spreading over the skies,

With cannons –

On each side there must be 

A cannon!

And a ladder – 

Not just any ladder,

But a lo-o-o-ng ladder

Like a thread from the sky – 

Twisting and turning – 

A ladder that can fold up.

On it should be written – 

In silver, not in black –

This is where Jews go to Eretz-Israel!

Each letter large and separate,

So every boy and girl can read it.

Up the ladder

They’ll go, every one:

Boys, girls, and grown-ups,

The really old people as well – 

In Germany, Poland, Rumania,

In France, Africa and America, 

And one more country –

I forget what it’s called – 

Every place where a Jewish name is heard – 

They’ll go up the ladder

Every one of them,

And I’ll bring them to Eretz-Israel, to our Land.

Just do this one thing.

What’s it to you? It’s nothing to you!

After all, you are so big,

You can do anything – 

And I want this so much, so much,

I, Dani,

In Jerusalem, on the roof

Please, don’t forget… 

ROOM FOR RENT
Lea Goldberg

In a beautiful valley,

Beneath a blue sky.

There stands a tower –

Five stories high.

And who lives in the tower?

A hen so fat she can hardly walk,

Who likes to lie in bed and talk

Lives on the first floor.

A cuckoo bird who daily roams

To visit in her children’s homes

Lives on the second floor.

And up above, a ribboned cat,
Who’s lean and black and likes to chat.

Lives on the third floor.

A squirrel who gathers nuts to store,

Then cracks them all against the door

Lives on the fourth floor.

On the fifth floor lived Mr. Mouse,

But he packed up and left the house.

He’s been gone a week or so.

Why did he leave? Where did he go?

They don’t know. 

The neighbors then, from every floor

Put a sign up on the door.

They put it up the day he went.

The sign said, simply

ROOM FOR RENT

And lickety-split, the people zoom

From everywhere to see the room!

First came an ant to the upper floor.

She read the sign there on the door.

She opened the door and looked around,

Up to the ceiling, down to the ground.

The neighbors came from their rooms meanwhile

To stand around her, and smile and smile

“Does the room look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the bed look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the hallway look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Well, then, stay with us, Mrs. Ant!”

“No, I won’t stay.”

“Why not?”

The ant replied…

“I don’t like the neighbors. I’m an ant.

Live with a lazy hen, I can’t!

She only likes to lie and talk.

She’s so fat she can hardly walk.”

The hen was insulted and waddled away,

And the ant didn’t stay.

Next came a rabbit, hippety-hop.

With a couple of leaps she reached the top.

She read the sign hung on the door

Of the empty room on the topmost floor.

She opened the door and looked around,

Up to the ceiling, down to the ground.

The neighbors came from their rooms meanwhile

To stand around her, and smile and smile

“Does the room look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the bed look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the hallway look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Well, then, stay with us, Mrs. Rabbit!”

“No, I won’t stay.”

“Why not?”
The rabbit replied…
“I don’t like the neighbors. That cuckoo’s habit 

Just can’t be borne by a mother rabbit.

She abandons her children! They can’t return.

What a terrible thing for my bunnies to learn!”

The bird was insulted and flew away,

And the rabbit didn’t stay.

After the rabbit, there came a pig.
He was round and smooth and fairly big.

He was so roly-poly

He climbed rather slowly.

With his tiny eyes he looked around,

Up to the ceiling, down to the ground.

The neighbors came from their rooms meanwhile

To stand around him, and smile and smile

“Does the room look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the bed look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Well, then, stay with us, Mr. Pig!”

“No, I won’t stay.”

“Why not?”

The pig replied…

“I don’t like the neighbors. I’m white and fat.

How can I live with a thin black cat?

I come from a family that’s fat and white;

This wouldn’t be proper. It wouldn’t be right!”

The neighbors agreed, and said “Pig, go away!

We certainly don’t want you to stay.

You think it would not be the right thing to do,

And we’re just as sure that we don’t want YOU!”

The next to arrive was a nightingale.

He sang a sweet song as he flipped his tail,

And flew to the room for rent, looked all around,

Up to the ceiling, down to the ground.

The neighbors came from their rooms meanwhile

To stand around her, and smile and smile

“Does the room look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Does the bed look nice?”

“Nice.”

“Well, then, stay with us, Mrs. Ant!”

“No, I won’t stay.”

“Why not?”

The nightingale replied…

“I don’t like the neighbors. On the fourth floor

A squirrel cracks walnuts against the door.

Nut after nut he’ll bang it and crack it.

There’ll be no end to this terrible racket.

My ears aren’t accustomed to sounds like these;

They’re tuned to beautiful melodies.”

The squirrel was insulted and scurried away,

And the nightingale didn’t stay.

When the nightingale left, along came a dove.
Lightly she hopped to the floor up above.

She opened the door, and looked all around,

Up to the ceiling, down to the ground.

The neighbors all gathered, as they had been,

But their smiles were growing a trifle thin.

“Does the room look nice?” 
“It’s rather small.”

“Does the bed look nice?”

“It’s not big at all.”

“Does the hallway look nice?”

“It’s not very bright.

There’s not enough light.”

“So, like the others, you won’t stay?”
“I will! I’ll move in right away!

The room’s just fine for sleep and such, 

But I like the neighbors very much!

The hen has such a pretty comb,

I’m sure that I’ll feel right at home.

The cuckoo’s also very pretty,

And I love the sleek black kitty.

Cracking nuts won’t bother me.

Oh! How happy we will be!

We’ll be good friends, I know it. Yes,

We’ll live in peace and happiness!”

In a beautiful valley, beneath a blue sky

There stands a tower five stories high;

And to this very day good neighbors dwell,

Contented and happy, peaceful and well.
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Maybe on Shabbat - Uri Orbach
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“I'm Turquoise,” said Turquoise,
and smiled.
“Do you want to be my friend?”

“Yes,” said Benjy.

“Do you like to climb trees?”
asked Turquoise.

“I love to climb trees,”
said Benjy.
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What’s up? – Baruch Hashem!


How are things? – Baruch Hashem!


And school? OKAY?  Baruch Hashem!


Are you pleased with your teacher?  Baruch Hashem!


How are your parents?  Baruch Hashem!


So many questions,


And always the familiar answer,


Bruch Hashem we do not need


Another answer.
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