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Zelda, “In the Shade of the Oak”
Translated by Rabbi Steven Sager

“In the Shade of the Qak”

An old hobbled woman

a beggar in the street

was drinking tea in a paved courtyard

in the shade of the oak.

It was wondrous to me how she could break free
from the terrors of a cursed fate

to refined etiquette

to regal manners that take wing

in a life of bounty, in a life of beauty.

In her brown eyes shines the light

that Job saw in the heart of the whirlwind

the shame of rubbish did not obscure in her face
the awe of heaven.

Suddenly, she said to me:

Did you notice the man who sells notions in the basement

at the corner?

Did you see how he looks?

| was amazed

that even in her bleak state she could reflect so
on life’s dramas.

But only when her heart overflowed

and she offered me a jar of honey

that she had been given in some doorway—
did I discover to my surprise

that my love still hovered in the lower spheres
for | had to shatter seven walls of refusal

to be able to accept from her hand

honey offered as a gift of friendship.



