A mother talks to her kids in Jersusalem

Matthew Weiss

On Thursday mornings she'd be present,

with her two children, dressed up

by the rail of her window, fingers on it,

children leaning over, dressed for school,

and one morning, she answered a question, 

which was asked by her oldest boy,

with: 

In the days of the Second Temple,

when Mattathias ruled the kingdom,

there was a big argument between

the kids who wanted to play all day

who got scraped up--some of them died,

and they often cried when it was over--

and the kids who wanted to sit quietly,

and maybe talk, or talk a lot, but hug

very carefully somebody with them.

And they argued a lot

since no one wanted to give anything up

until at last they started seeing things

from the other side

but this just made everything more confused

especially as some kids were better at playing

and some kids were better at sitting and talking,

and some kids were pretty good at both, or not.

One among the boys, a great intelligence, emerged

at this time, and suggested to the kids

that they join him; he brought them to 

a hill where the rocks came out like

the birds in the morning, and red flowers

dotted the sides, and told them to lay there,

in the flowers, and he would come around 

and hand them a certain thing and they would

fall asleep, and in their dreams, they could

play and talk, and run and hug, and do both

of everything. But when the kids woke up,

they found they didn't want to play, or hug,

or talk or sing, but stood there, peering 

at each other, in suspicion, and wondering

if they weren't all a dream of a king somewhere,

desirous of experiencing 

again what it's like to be a kid.
