Rachel Adelman

HaTzipporen 5b

Beit Shemesh, Israel

Adelmanr@actcom.co.il

Etude for Voice and Skin

Your fingers are rough like ropes after years of shearing--

Calluses, the dark of sense.  What is on the surface?

Your hand, my skin, while she lies under the bed within hearing.

When you enter, what do you find?

Am I called to rise, or like rice paper walls drawn aside?

You call her name.  She answers--my alibi.

Lying on the stone floor, her moan is chill--what you think

Must be my skin.  I am wan, a bird whose bill is tied,

The damper pedal sealing the hammer from the string.

And you deepen and draw, draw and deepen. 

I am sealed against you, letting her cry while I am skimmed.

Like scalded milk, you strip the layer.

She murmurs your name--no heat to this simmer.

The floor is stone.  Her moan feigned.

Like waves, I am folded in again and again.

And by now the floor has fallen.  I am broken.

And we surface with one voice, one skin.

� This poem is based on a midrash: "My father plotted to replace me by my sister with my husband [Jacob], and it was very difficult for me, so I planned to exchange secret signs with him under the wedding canopy so that he would be able to distinguish me from her, but I regretted the plot, suppressed my desire, and gave the signs over to her so that she would not be shamed.  Not only that but I slipped under their bed so that when he lay with my sister and would speak to her, she would be silent and I would answer on her behalf, for every word so that he would not recognize the voice of my sister, and, in this way, I granted her kindness." (Petihta 24 of Eicha Rabbah, my translation)








