AVIA TADMOR

Leaving Jerusalem

Tonight, younger self, imagine all the women
who walked away from this city of stone
& into the wilder embrace;
how they must have bore themselves,
disposed & translucent, buckets brimming
with rainwater. And how they too
had known fear, felt its airless flutter
as you do: filling the throat like live birds
bunched in a smokestack before a thunderstorm
because they know—
the same way they know the season
for breeding from season to roam—
that each stride onward, there will be more

& more to lose.
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