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Rabbi Akiva in Jerusalem

Leo Haber

Roman soldiers patrol along the walls,
Jewish Christians travel the dolorous way,
wandering beggars slide among the stalls
looking for mislaid change. None pray
at the forsaken Wall. Fach sacred stone clings
to the other seeking solace from the stout
camaraderie of solid weight, of things
that saw the usclessness of prayer, devout
men and women burning among the beams
of God’s house. He dodges eyes and sneaks
between alleyways into a basement that teems
with Torah study. A bearded elder tweaks
a child’s nose and thumbs his own at strife.
We live, Akiva cries, Our word is life.
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