
 63 

 

11. Deborah Vogel/ Dvoyre Fogel 
 
Biographical note:  
https://jwa.org/encyclopedia/article/fogel-dvoyre 

from Figures of the Day (see: https://www.asymptotejournal.com/special-
feature/dvoyre-vogel-figures-of-the-day/)  

Dvoyre Vogel 
 
Glass Flowers 
 
The moon is a white cherry blossom. 
Sorrow smell of viscous longing. 
The seven years. 
 
Yellow glass tulips 
under the streetlamps 
planted on street one, street two, street three. 
 
Yellow glass 
smell of cold hands 
and the amber coral of going without. 
 
You can go down the first street. 
Down the second. 
Let drops of blue moon flow into you, 
smell of viscous longing 
and the coldness of the yellow lamp glass. 
 
What more can each night bring 
besides the smell of viscous waiting, 
besides the glass smell of going without. 
 
 
 
 
Advertising Panels in the Rain 
 
Today the rain colors grey buildings with a second layer 
of its matte grey tone. 
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You’re far away 
everyone is far away now 
and no one can go to anyone. 
 
I lean against 
an advertising panel covered 
in lemon-yellow and red-orange paper. 
 
The rain today has garishly washed 
the vermillion letters that read: 
Today some movie theatre is showing 
a film about the ballerina, the red one. 
 
The red lines are hands that caress 
and hands that fall heavily 
on yellow paper building bodies. 
 
The yellow and red-covered board 
between ten grey buildings 
is the only colourful body. 
And you can unite with it 
like with a human body 
that’s far away now: 
impossible to reach. 
 
 
 
A Poem about Colourful Neon Signs 
 
A poem about colourful neon signs 
about red yellow blue letters 
about stretches of text that are snub-cornered suns. 
 
The multi-coloured, swooping shoe and fur signs 
are a poem written by a sweet poet 
on the grey boxes of city walls. 
 
Cherry red glows and tugs like someone else’s body. 
Navy blue caresses like the never-known hand. 
Lemon yellow cools with its cold metallic light. 
 
Red blue yellow stretching bodies 
can go for twenty-four hours, 
can turn on five, ten times a day. 
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You shouldn’t count the days 
under the electric advertisement suns. 
 
Just suck at the colourful light-flesh. 
Just breathe in its glowing smell. 
And turn. 
 
In a square. In a circle. In a parabola. 
Four times a day. Five, ten times a day. 
Countless times, going, going 
from one body to another 
fuelled by the round, multi-coloured lamp eyes. 
 
 
 
Grey Streets 
 
The streets are like the sea, 
reflecting the colour of longing, 
the burden of waiting. 
 
Now they are grey 
like pearls of abstention. 
 
Like lemon-yellow faces 
are extinguished 
in the windows of pale yellow houses. 
Like pale, transparent street lamps 
that are extinguished at 4 o’clock in the morning. 
 
In the milky grey streets 
the lost days are no longer counted: 
they run out like sweetened condensed milk. 
 
Faces are extinguished by the color of abstention 
like grey streets with yellow lamp-moons 
that don’t want anything anymore. 
 
 
 
 
 
Grey Buildings 
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One grey building. 
A second grey building. 
A third a fourth grey building. 
 
They walk together. 
For a day. 
For a second day. 
For 7 weekdays. 
 
They walk 20 or 30 meters. 
For 12 hours. 
On the first day. On the second. On the seventh. 
 
A light turns on. In the first building. In the second. 
A light turns off. In the first building. In the second. 
7 o’clock in the evening. 10 o’clock in the evening. 
 
On the second day 
they keep walking for a distance of 20 meters: 
two thee four grey buildings. 
 
 
The Lament For Courtyard Walls 
 
Are the back walls guilty 
for never being sealed 
just smeared in greasy yellow paint: 
duplicitous advertisement scripts. 
 
Each evening 1000 suns rising 
from the other side. By 4 o’clock in the afternoon 
the opening of round electric eyes. Red, navy blue, yellow-orange. 
They create elastic bodies with breasts like the searching eyes of people. 
 
But there, 7-days-a-week the flat sun hanging 
caressing duplicitous advertisements 
and maybe that’s why the legend can still flourish 
of the one and only yellow sun. 
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(Texts are also available on the course website:  
https://cudzoziemki.weebly.com/jewish-womens-writing.html ) 
 
Fogel’s poetry is also available in Swedish thanks to Beila Engelhardt Titelman and Sara 
Mannheimer’s translations: Deborah Fogel Tomma gator och gula lyktor (2020)  
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12. Rachel 
 
Bio notes: 

• https://web.archive.org/web/20050903020024/http://www.ithl.org.il/author_info.asp?i
d=207  

• https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rachel_Bluwstein  
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13. Irit Amiel 
Biography Note: https://sztetl.org.pl/en/biographies/4585-amiel-irit 
 
From the book Delayed/Spóźniona (2016) 
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14. Anne Frank and Renia Spiegel 
 
Fragments of Anne Frank and excerpts of Lost in Translation by Ewa Hoffman will be 
distributed before the class:  
 
 
(Exerpts of Renia Spiegel’s diary are available on the course website:  
https://cudzoziemki.weebly.com/jewish-womens-writing.html ) 
and also distributed in a separate handout  
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15. Lea Goldberg 
 
About the author, her life 
 
More about Lea Goldberg’s late poetry: 
https://www.worldliteraturetoday.org/blog/translation/last-poems-lea-goldberg-rachel-tzvia-
back  

 
Toward Myself  
The years have made up my face 
with memories of loves 
and have adorned my hair with light silver threads 
making me most beautiful. 

In my eyes are reflected 
the landscapes. 
And paths I have trod 
have straightened my stride – 
tired and lovely steps. 

If you should see me now 
you would not recognize your yesterdays – 
I am walking toward myself 
with a face you searched for in vain 
when I was walking toward you. 

 
 

Fragments 
* 
The distance between me and the poem’s she 
is like the distance between my body and its shadow 
on the wall. But I’ll die, she’ll remain 
and today I cannot forgive her that. 

* 
A person rises from his sleep 
poemless. 
A sage who forgot all his teachings 
wanders dumbfounded 
through the city streets. 
Maybe someone will find his house 
maybe someone will remind him: 
It was but a few years ago, was it not, 
that you were young. 

* 
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Just one step. 
You will not fall into the depths. 
Hard earth 
with no mercy of the abyss 
. . . . . 

* 
Already the silences are easy. 
The light is bright. 
When there are no roads 
There’s no fear of borders. 
And there’s nothing to reveal 
when there’s nothing to hide. 
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16. Zelda 
 
Leading article: https://jwa.org/encyclopedia/article/israeli-womens-writing-in-hebrew-1948-
2004  
 
Zelda Shneurson Mishkowsky (June 20, 1914 - April 30, 1984) was born in Ukraine to a 

Hasidic family and came to Jerusalem with her parents in 1926. She lived all her adult life in 

the ultra-Orthodox world, in Tel Aviv, Haifa and Jerusalem, and she also she had many 

friends and admirers in the secular world. “The Invisible Carmel” is the title poem of the 

second of the six volumes of poetry she published in her lifetime. 

 

Ghostly Scars of Our Flaws, Revealed in Displacement 

 

When I die, 

moving into a different mode, 

the invisible Carmel that is wholly mine – 

wholly the essence of joy, 

where the needles and cones of the pines, 

the flowers and clouds are engraved in my flesh – 

will split from the visible Carmel 

and its avenues of pines sloping down to the sea. 

 

Does delight in the crimson sunset 

come from death’s hidden nexus within me? 

And delight in the fragrant herbs, 

the moment of the water’s haze 

and the moment of return 

to the stern gaze of Jerusalem’s skies, 

to the Supreme over all – 

do these come from the hidden nexus of death? 

 
 
See: https://www.haaretz.com/life/books/.premium-poem-what-zelda-took-with-her-when-
she-died-1.5323528  
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17. Else Lasker Schüler 
 
HOMESICKNESS 
 
I cannot speak the tongue 
In this cold land. 
Nor walk the step 
 
Nor can I read 
The passing clouds. 
 
Night is a strange Step-Queen. 
 
I must think forever of Pharaohan forests 
And kiss the images of my stars. 
 
Soon my lips glow 
And speak a distance, 
 
And I am a chequered book of pictures 
On your lap. 
 
But your face spins a veil 
Out of tears. 
 
The corals have been plucked 
From my scintillating birds, 
 
Along the garden hedges. 
Their soft nests are turning into stone. 
 
Who embalms my lifeless palaces – 
They bore the crowns of my fathers: 
Their prayers sank down in the holy river. 
 
 
 
EARLY POEMS 
 
STYX 
 
O that I slept a wishless sleep, 
That a river ran as deep as my life, 
And I with its waters. 
 
 
WELTSCHMERZ 
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I, the burning desert-wind, 
Froze and took on form. 
 
Where’s the sun can break me down, 
Or lightning that can shatter me! 
 
Now I rage at all the skies, 
A sphinx with a head made of stone. 
 
 
END OF THE WORLD 
 
There is a weeping in the world, 
As though our God had died, 
A leaden shadow falls and weighs, 
A burden as heavy as the grave. 
 
Come close to me, we want to hide 
Like life that lies in all our hearts 
As though indeed it lay in graves. 
 
You! Let us kiss more deeply – 
As deeply as desire that throbs on the world, 
Throbs until the day we die. 
 
 
MY WANDERING SONG 
 
Twelve morning-brightnesses afar 
The spirit of midnight echoes and dies 
And my lips have reasoned out 
Proud in a line with eternity. 
 
Gate-downward strides all that has passed 
While still my soul breaks in the ray of its solution; 
Its light, a thousand-hot and white, 
Shines ahead in forms unmoulded yet. 
 
And I grow far – beyond all memory – 
Like distant music – and in peace and war 
My rising glances, pyramids, 
Are the goals behind all time. 
 
 
THE BABOON MOTHER SINGS TO HER LITTLE BABOON 
 
Sleep, sleep 
My rosy buttocks, 
My sugar-scamp, 
My little gold flea, 
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A Queen will arrive from Asia with treats 
Tomorrow with chocolates, sugar and sweets, 
            Quickly, quickly, 
            Go little hare, 
Otherwise blue mouth’ll have no share! 
 
 
 
MY PEOPLE 
 
Rotten the rock 
From which I spring up 
And sing my songs to God… 
Sheer I plunge from the roadside 
Rustling deep inside myself 
Far down alone on lamenting stone 
Toward the sea. 
 
Have streamed off so 
From my blood’s 
Bitter fermentation. 
And always, always still the echo 
In me, 
When fearful in the East 
The rotten bone-rock 
My people 
Shrieks to God. 
 
 
THE LAST STAR 
 
My silver glances ripple in the void – 
I never dreamed that life was hollow. 
On the lightest of my rays 
I slide across a woof spun out of sky 
Around up time and down its dome 
Revolving in an endless dance. 
With snaky freshness breezes rush 
Like columns rising from pale rings 
And fall dissolving down again. 
What will is there in all this sounding, lusting air – 
Things rock and sway beneath me 
As I curve around the loins of time – 
- My movement is softly coloured – 
And still it never felt day’s dawn arising fresh 
Nor new day’s joyful morning bloom. 
I feel the advent of the seventh day – 
And still no end has been conceived. 
Liquid drops dissolve in drops 
And rub on drops again, 
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Water tumbles in the deep, 
Surges on and falls down sheer on earth. 
Shimmering arms with rushing sounds 
Spume up wildly and lose themselves. 
What an urging there is and a narrowing down 
In the last impulse that seeks a shape! 
Time breathes more haltingly in the lap of timelessness: 
Hollow breezes creep along 
And cannot reach their goal, 
And my dance is turning into a speck 
Upon the blindness that surrounds it. 
 
 
SULAMITH 
 
O, I found too much bliss 
On your sweet mouth! 
Already I feel the lips of Gabriel 
Burning on my heart…. 
And the night-cloud drinks 
My deep dream of cedars. 
O, how your life beckons to me! 
            And I perish 
With a blossoming pain in my heart 
And I soar away into space, 
            In time, 
            In eternity, 
And my soul burns out in the evening colours 
            Of Jerusalem. 
 
 
WORLD-FLIGHT 
 
I want to flee 
Into the boundlessness 
Of my self. 
It’s almost too late, 
Now that autumn crocus 
Blooms in my soul. 
O how I perish with you! 
Since you strangle me with yourselves. 
I’ll wind myself around in threads 
Ending uproar! 
Distracting 
And deterring you, 
Flee 
My wards. 
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THE LAST ONE 
 
I lean upon the sealed eyelid of night 
And listen into silence. 
 
All the stars are dreaming of me 
- Ray by ray more golden they seem - 
And I more distant and impenetrable. 
 
Now the wandering moon runs round me 
Murmuring its blindly stricken shimmer, 
It is a dervish in its wandering dance. 
 
White-yellow young its pendent image, 
Thin as foam on night, 
And a droning avalanche, sheer above the clouds, 
Falls dusk and grey forever, 
Grazing on my side its gold. 
 
My homeland sea is listening softly in my lap – 
Bright in sleeping – darkly waking… 
I bear my people buried heavily in my hand 
And seasons draw across me shyly. 
 
I lean upon the sealed eye-lid of night 
And listen into silence. 
 
 
ARRIVAL 
 
My heart has reached its destination. 
Further leads no ray, 
Behind me I leave the world, 
Stars soaring in flight: golden birds. 
 
The Moon hoists up its tower of darkness 
…O how sweetly a song intones me… 
But my shoulders rise, disdainful domes. 
 
 
 
All translated by Felix de Villiers: http://poetrytranslated.blogspot.com/2013/03/the-
poems-of-else-lasker-schueler.html  
 

• https://www.dw.com/en/celebrating-firebrand-poet-else-lasker-schüler-150-years-
on/a-46995776  

• Project: Hommage to Else Lasker Schuler: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZT4496f38sg  
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18. Agi Mishol 
 
Biographical note: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Agi_Mishol 
 
Wiersze (published in Polish): Jestem stąd will be discussed in connection to the song by 
Kabra Kasai Habaita Haloch-Hazor 
http://www.wydawnictwoa5.pl/index.php?s=karta,id,238&zdod=Jestem-stad.-Wiersze  
 
 
The Sermon at Latrun 
 
You piss on my love as if 
it were a bonfire, extinguishing it 
ember by ember with the arrogance 
of the perfect crime, and afterwards 
you cry at night in front of an empty robe, 
a shirt on a barbed wire hanger— 
What were you thinking? 
 
So your carriages turned into pumpkins, 
your horses to mice, 
and rags began peeping through. 
Both of you, covered in fig leaves, 
biting into the apple of knowledge, 
knowing how to enter and exit the norm— 
Were you not afraid? 
Did you never hear that God 
has no God? 
 
You will be wanderers in the cash flow 
of life, dogs without collars. 
You will never relax into form, 
never again hear the heart go boom— 
 
A pig's head resting on a tray, 
a green apple stuffed in its mouth— 
With this you remain— 
So sayeth the Lord. 
 
 
 
Night Lamp 
 
It takes time for the body 
to grasp what the mind has decided 
so the body strokes itself 
with an outline of consolation: 
here the shoulder, here 
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the face, here the inner thighs— 
 
This is the bottomless sigh 
devoid of a consonant 
to lean against. 
 
 
 
 
 
Betrayal 
 
All the sorrel stalks I sucked on 
revealed nothing. 
 
Words piled up behind my back 
until they turned into a green hill. 
Phloem coursed through the trunks; 
lupine seeds plotted blue in the dark soil. 
 
Even if there is no singular form for grass 
and only the plural makes it green, 
I could not have known. 
 
Birnam Wood began to move, 
afterwards thought darkened 
with everything that lay behind the trees. 
 
 
  
translated from the Hebrew by Joanna Chen 
See: https://www.asymptotejournal.com/poetry/agi-mishol-three-poems/  
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19. Zuzanna Ginczanka 
 
Biographical note: https://culture.pl/en/artist/zuzanna-ginczanka  
 
A poem from the project: Żar-Ptak/ Fire-Bird: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_Dq4xis3bWw 
 
Exhibition (in Polish): https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qtQQT_QwFko 
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20. Adrienne Rich 
 

 
(Text is available on the course website:  
https://cudzoziemki.weebly.com/jewish-womens-writing.html ) 
and also distributed in a separate handout  
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21. Commentaries and Appendixes. Things to Read (Further 
Bibliographies), to Watch, to Think about. Connotations.  

 
Jewish Women Archive: https://jwa.org  
 
Magazine “Lilith:” https://www.lilith.org 
 
Video about Jewish Orthodox Women (BBC): 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MZ7yjuI1k_U 
 
Re: talks on Vivien Gornick: https://www.lilith.org/articles/fall-1976-37/  
 
Articles in Jewish Book Council, such as this one; https://www.jewishbookcouncil.org/pb-
daily/the-jewish-women-writers-who-made-their-mark-on-cafe-culture  
 
https://qarrtsiluni.com/2011/01/28/mary-a-yiddish-poem-by-anna-margolin/  
 


