
WE WHO DESIRE 
 

It shall be for (Pinchas) and his descendants a pact of forever-priesthood  
because he was zealous for his God…  

 
 
Before  white phosphorous illumined the bodies of the damned, 
 

tunnels imploded with quarrel and armament – 
 
Before  mortar shells & Qassam rockets, F-16 bombers & Apache 
 helicopters, 
 

cast lead and the clotted remains of illegitimate sacrifice – 
 
Before  all this is rightfully ours and the taste of the morgue, artillery,  

and hollowed-out orchards  – 
 
Before mirrors of pain and while preparing food for the baby… 
 
 strategic landscape and alleyways of blue ash – 
 
Before starving children found beside their mothers’ shriveled bodies  

 
and the keening that swallows up the future – 

 
  shrapnel in the stomach, are you sure he’s dead, and unabated thirst  

for the forbidden sea – 
 

Before Blessed is the will of the Lord which today guides the hand  
 of the bombardier, 
 

guides the hand of the apologist & of the commander, 
 
and the hand, unclaimed, that fed the sheep at dawn – 
 

Before  human shields, crackling static, and the strangled sirens  
in their graceful flight… 

 
Deep  in our wandering, sick with desire, we cried out O God, choose us! 

 
Creator of light and shatterer of worlds – let us prove ourselves to you.  

 
Thus deep in the night did we ascend with our offering – 
 

deep in the feverish night did we pick up the sword. 
  



n 
 

And God said to Moses: Rightly speak the daughters of Zeloph’had!  
 
 
Deep in the wandering 
come the daughters of Zeloph’had. 
 
They stand –  
Mahla, Noa, Hogla, Milka, Tirtza – 
before Moses and the High Priest, 
before the gray-haired elders,  
before the entire community,  
and do not flinch. 
 
They bring no magisterial theology, 
no shrouded agenda. 
No theory.  
No dogma. 
Only this uncertainty:  
Why should our father’s land 
be lost to us and all who come after 
just because there is no son? 
 
They rise before all Israel 
and all history to say 
give us a holding. 
 
Balanced on razor thin circumstance 
these daughters remain,  
they and all their descendants – 
union maids, 
& women’s libbers,  
dykes, grrrl gangs, 
and the one who says: 
you can make your own damned dinner. 
I’m going out with the girls. 
 
Today, all of us  
and all of ours 
stand before the Holy Tent 
brandishing our desire. 
We stand and do not flinch, 
we daughters deep in the wandering, 
waiting for a God  
we can believe in. 
 


