The Stones

Light beams from all directions

Make my eyes squint with the 

Warm glow on David’s Tower.

The gold Dome sits in judgment.

The anxious yearn as the Wall beckons. 

Patience , patience

Wait your turn. 

Wait your turn?

To cry…to shout… to beg.

No Answer, 

but a beggar’s voice

Calls, “Please, please…?”

Holding a red string for dollars

Flown in from hometown well-wishers.

Where are You? 
Are You here?

Are You …at the Wall? 

I am here,

While we trade bombs in the North.

Much is lost to prove a point.

Tested again. 

Did we pass?

 I touch the ancient stones

They are what they are,

A cold remnant stuffed with folded papers

Full of human frailty, fear, anger, sadness, hope.

Are You here? I ask again?

I am here.       Hineni!

I stand at the stones 

Pounding them.
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