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To want, to want – 

I dare 

to want, 

I still recall – 

though less and less –  

what it’s like to want, 

to hope, 

to believe, 

that we can still escape 

this fate. 

 

      * 

Inside the  

sealed bubble 

that we call ‘the situation,’ 

two wrestlers stand, 

arms locked, exhausted, 

both desperate 

and both right – 

Oh, so right, 

so right there’s no light 

inside the bubble. 

Might is right 

inside the bubble. 

It’s our destiny,  

called ‘the situation’ – 

Don’t breathe, 

not even once, 

not with both lungs. 

Don’t ever 

be free, 

don’t really be. 

 



We can never have our lives, 

If they do not have their lives. 

They can never have their lives, 

If we do not have our lives. 

 

             * 

 

Quick to despair, 

we turn and run 

from rumors of 

a chance, 

from word of 

hope. 

But the candies of war –  

the enmity, 

the hatred,  

the revenge –  

they want to taste them 

again and again, 

the frenzied children 

of catastrophe. 

They never tire, 

they keep embracing  

death 

as a way of life. 

 

            * 

 

To want, to want – 

I dare to want, 

I still recall 

(but less and less)  

what it’s like 

to want, 

to hope, 

to yearn, 

and to believe we can still 

write this story  

differently. 



To believe 

that I will yet be 

a free man, 

a free people, 

in my country, 

in my home, 

inside my soul. 

 

           * 

 

“…for behold, I create new heavens and a new earth; 

and the voice of weeping shall be no more heard in her,  

nor the voice of crying. 

There shall be no more thence an infant of days,  

nor an old man, that hath not filled his days;  

for the youngest shall die a hundred years old.”    (Isaiah 65:17-20) 

 

           * 

 

I want to raise children 

in the light, 

so that their shadow falls 

on no one, 

so that they never know the darkness 

of occupation 

and of terror. 

In the light, 

I want them. 

In the light, 

in the weary, blemished beauty 

of the day-to-day. 

In the gentle glow 

of the future. 

In the light, I want them 

in the light, 

with the full, 

open breath 

of returning to life 

after a war.                                                                         Click HERE for the song's website 
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