Words of Nitzan, Naomi's friend, at the first year memorial

I didn’t know what   denial   really   was, 

until the rumor of your death found its way to my ears.

The amounts naivety that can sprout from your heart, the instant your world threatens to disintegrate in front of you. 

"It’s a misidentification. They got the names mixed up. It's some different Naomi not my Naomi. It a sick joke and somebody has to stop it already".

I didn’t know what   shock   was,   truly,

Until the walls of denial I had surrounded myself with, started to collapse around me.

But I'm a rational person, and I've already thought about these things before.

Death is an integral part of life.

And we'll all die eventually, sooner or later.

So nothing bad actually happened.

There is no lapse of logic, you were raffled earlier.

And just like that, took your place some other lady called "repression".

You're still traveling through India, In Parvati or Ladak or God knows where. And in a moment I'll be joining you, just like we agreed to.

That’s how I tried to bury you, but you rose from the ground. I trampled you back down but you wouldn’t let go. Even in a foreign country you appeared in the face of anyone I ran across, in every street corner, passing casually through my mind. "Naomi would love these boots, that guy is just her taste, if she was here she would laugh her head off right now…"

But I fought in vain,

because you are woven into me, and every cord burns like acid running through my veins. And every thread of you is a dagger that's slashing me from within.


Emotion does not depend on reason, it stands on its own.

Friends say I've grown old,   and to me it's quite clear.

Because along with you washed away my playfulness, cense of adventure and the conviction that I am able to do and overcome anything. 

Instead of those, came    fear    and pain    and transfixion. 
My smile is fake, and laughter is strenuous, because inside me there's a shattered heart.

And some light in my eyes has withered away, and all the colors have a shade of grey. 

And the moon has a blinding light, and a big black cloud hovers over my shoulders.

There isn't a lonesome tree or a scorched flower or even a pebble in my arid soul. 

The silence is deafening. And the innocence has gone beyond return.
Now you tell me,

What kind of a home is this here, if I can't by chance find you napping in my bed? 

If you don’t come for a night chat around the sand circle and tell me my man isn't good enough for me.  If you don’t come over to show off the last bargain you stumbled upon in your last journey, or to bring me a sample of your last experiment in the kitchen.

Who's going to go party with me at 3 am and dance till midday? And what is the point of even going to a party, if you're not there on the floor dancing beside me?

There is no point.    And who even wants to go dancing right now?!

What's the point of going to a pub if your not there to toast with me, its even a little absurd, in Hebrew, isn’t it?  To say cheers - "Lechaim".
