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Elad Armon

This night, like the nights that came 

before it, will be will be moonstruck  

and will inevitably lead to a heavy 

morning, this night, in which the 

routine of pain will not be broken 

or disturbed, that suffering will 

not pass over, even if I paint all 

the doorposts with blood, this night, 

throughout which I will look into 

the darkness for familiar sights, 

a connecting angle between ceiling 

and wall, the geometry of shadows, 

only to make it even more difficult,

to operate sprinklers in the winter, 

this night, in whose nightmares 

I will imagine that I am being 

agellated, my esh peeled, and my

bones warmly hugged only to drive 

away this insatiable chill, this 

night, wherein mother won’t be able 

to fall asleep again at the feet of 

my bed, but would feign sleep just to 

calm me down, this night, wherein I 

will desperately try to squirm just 

to see, for one brief moment, the stars 

through the thick layers of darkness 

in the window and accidentally bump 

into the cupboard, knocking down a 

china cup that would  fall directly on 

my mother’s head and awaken her with 

a halo of  black stars, had I not been 

able to catch it in the air a moment 

before the crash, this night, wherein 

the accelerated beating of the heart 

doubled the pulsing beating in the 

crushed foot, this night, this night, 

is all bitterness1, this night, much 

like strip poker, loses its own 

mind. 

1 In Hebrew: Maror. A bitter herb eaten as 

part of the Passover seder.


