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A Keyboard Pianist 

What is poetry for me? I linger on the answer, so many images cross before me. Should I, can I, catch 

one of these butterflies, tighten my palm around it and see if I can find an answer before it flutters its 

wings again? 

What is poetry for me? I reflect on the answer, while knowing it is constantly changing. One answer is 

that poetry is something that crumbles easily. You can hear its rustle in the leaves. Or in the sea waves. 

Being able to listen to them, in the midst of prosaic and hectic life by sitting quietly in front of a blank 

page and write, is poetry for me. Listening to them, to their differences, knowing their rustle is some 

kind of a heart murmur, and that it tells you something of value, is poetry. The attempt to capture this 

essence with sparse words, that will still echo their sounds, is poetry for me. 

Poetry is inability, absence. Its letting void be. Even the one at the end of this line.  

It is what came out when I couldn’t answer the overwhelming, the unspoken, intolerable, uncontainable, 

the overflow, of even bliss. Poetry is more than a form of relief. Poetry is grace.  

And I want to tell you, want you to know, I’m someone who is sticking to writing on her father’s old 

school days desk. No matter how small it is, or undesigned to computers it is. No matter I needed to 

take a couple of moments to rearrange it with my notebooks, since I first wrote by hand, with a pen 

that happened to be purple. Then its ink ran out and I switched to another one, just a black one, and 

it seems this one is about to run out too, so I’m changing it again and yet, I still write. And this is 

poetry for me, if I choose, before it reaches the page or the awareness. Because poetry for me is an 

act of creating meaning by finding similes, finding color and fullness, kept in the transparent, shiny, jar 

of language.  

What is poetry for me? Should I try harder to answer? The question itself is maybe changing too. 

Maybe it is: what am I to poetry? A vassal? Protagonist? Relator? Singer? A keyboard pianist? Or should 

I rephrase it then: who am I for poetry? The ‘I’ who now switched from her study to the kitchen table 

at night to avoid the screen of that computer that somehow fits her father’s childhood desk, even when 



cramped with next to it. It is winter, even though a mild one, a third quarantine in Israel is just starting 

to untighten. The landscape hasn’t changed much in front of my eyes in the last year. Yet poetry is 

here. Sometimes it’s changing my landscape. Poetry for me is what I write at the dead of the night, 

(and the “dead” here is deliberate), not knowing if anyone but me will hold on to it. Including, even, 

the ‘me’ this poetry seems to be for. So poetry is something that easily crumbles, however, it lets you 

hang on to it. 

Or maybe I do not know what poetry is for me. Or unwilling to know, at the moment. But I know it is 

there. I know it was there for me many times. On many crucial times. The same as knowing there is 

light somewhere when all seems completely dark. 
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