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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 

Each psalm-poem is an inspiration of the corresponding 
numbered psalm. A dialogue with David, the harpist­
psalmist, throughout the generations, forever yearning 
for God in our midst. 



For Adam H . Herzig 
who is a model of righteousness 

For Betty, Sigmond, and Loren 

I love you for always 
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To my mother: thank you for the 
harp and the music it brings ... 
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Prologue 
David in Dialogue with a Jonathan 

To recognize 
the stillness of the moment 
is sublime 

A walk in the woods 
a cup of tea with you 
in silence spent 

A word 
here and there 
not more! 

To add 
only when it 
will not subtract 

From what you 
already know 
and that the other 

Will only discover 
on his own 
not through verbiage 

But through 
the stillness of the moment 
spent with you. 
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No Mask - No Entity 
only a vessel and its gifts 

There is no mask 
because there is no face 

All that exists is a vessel 
which was broken 

but is being put together 
agam 

Just as the baby 
from birth to infant of two 

does not differentiate 
between its identity and that of others 

so that all is illusion 
until that recognition 

that each one 
is part of all without distinction 

then the mask dissolves 
and all that exists is the vessel 



In the vessel are all 
the emotions hurled into space 

emotions depicted 
as separate fleeting entities of a dream 

when, the cosmos 
is but one entity 

the very web of life 
which is love 

the very material of creation 
and its opposite, fear 

Nothing else exists 
each a variation on that theme 

Thus, only love exists 
and its absence is the void 

the imaginary ego or self 
fades into its own nothingness 

Thus, no emotions exist 
nor do separate entities 

All that is left 
is the vessel 



unique only because 
it can tune into one aspect of the Divine 

to which no other entity 
has given voice 

This is the paradox 
there is no mask, because there is no face 

but a vessel 
which, when empty 

can tune into 
as an instrument, or a tuning fork 

to one single note of the universe 
uttering a sound 

to make another part 
of the universe materialize into being 

it was always here 
in potential, waiting for the utterance 

as a copartner 
to creation 

Therefore, I am the refugee 
the homeless person without a corner of the world 



I am the perpetrator of crimes 
because I have not as yet stopped "him" from 

perpetrating crimes 

I am well 
and I am ill 

I have healed one part of the universe 
but not the other 

I mete out justice 
and trample it, creating injustice 

I am at peace 
or I am at war 

I am a brother 
or a sister or I am withdrawn 

I am a lover, a friend 
or I am distinct, separate 

I am with all 
or I have become lost in illusion 

The lighting, background sets, music choreography 
to the world; its cast and scripts from which to choose 
have been created as gifts by God, 
within me to take out at will, 
when I tend to His gardens 
and pools of water on the planet 



I am conscious 
that I am conscious 

or I am aware 
that I have been awakened 

It is the consciousness that is life 
and when I love each vessel or its note 

I make the Divine Chord 
of the universe audible for myself and others 

There is no mask 
because there is no face 

All that exists is the vessel. 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 1 

Water lapping, splashing, gurgling, 
washing the windows of the mind, 
once empty of itself, 

The soul finds itself 
with the Divine, 
listening to His chords. 

The soul, like a seashell with its cosmic echo, 
becomes a boomerang, hurling through space and time, 
only to return upon God's command. 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 2 

Peals of His forced laughter roar in the heavens; 
incessant rain falls 
on humanity's shipwrecked ark. 

From clouds that heave and sigh, 
then ripped apart, their tears flow and flow 
as if, spilled from a measuring cup, 

which cannot find a drain; 

Into a black hole beyond space and time, 
sorrows stream and gather in quantum masses, 
heavier than our galaxy, 

Only to reappear to drown the universe, 
if not for the dikes from Zion, 
there would be no shelter, built on the prayers 

and deeds of repentance. 

3 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 3 

The City of Jerusalem 
it too awakens from sleep's lullaby. 

Each day, 
waiting for redemption; 
yet, redemption is waiting, 
to march through the Golden Gate; 
trumpets, shofars herald a procession, 
held in suspense. 

As each awaits the other, 
time passes by. 
Another night ended 
or perhaps another day about to begin, 
waiting for redemption. 

5 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 4 

I dreamt of my father; 
he walked with me 

at l'heure bleue, 
a road through the Judean Hills, 
the light diffused, 
its source everywhere; 
as if the light of a million candles 
lit up the horizon 
which stretched in all directions forever. 

6 



I H ear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 5 

I will not let go, 0 Lord, 
as long as You are with me, 
the drone is persistent, 
one continuous sigh, 
that never stops to inhale, 
sustained by the original breath of life, 
you gave me. 

Listen to my plea, 
audible, only to you, 0 Lord, 
for only You choose to hear; 
in You, is my surety 
I will purify my thoughts, 

ponder my words, 
and, thus, enter into my actions. 

Happy is the man, 
who is content with his lot, 
although he does not know it 

or understand it. 

7 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 6 

The low note reverberates 
at the floor of my existence, 
attempting to make me stoop, 
to give in, to surrender 
with Your help, Dear Lord, I refuse; 

That low note 
can be raised 
an octave higher; 
the choice is mine. 

The eighth string of the sheminith 
plucked provides a bass 
that needs a taunt treble 
for harmony renewed. 

With You, dear God, 
I tune my soul. 

The eighth note, then becomes 
the background overture 
to a symphony; 

Far above existence 
beyond the seventh string, 
to a sphere 
that only life provides. 

When I choose to soar 
above the floor 
to take flight '" 

8 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 7 

By wishing harm to my enemies, 
I wound myself; 

By speaking ill of my enemies, 
I make myself ill; 

By carrying anger within me, 
I hold myself hostage to anxiety; 

By giving in to impatience, 
I lose serenity; 

By frustration, 
I unleash the violence of chaos; 

By fear, 
I create horror; 

By falling into anguish, 
I abandon hope and belief; 

In giving myself to you, 0 God, 
I become one with You, 
Only then am I myself. 

'J;~ ..... , --4 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 8 

What is man that You 
should notice him and transmit 
dominion ov'r earth. 

Who is he that You 
give him the world and seasons 
to do as he pleases 

Or does he, is it 
but an illusion passing 
from brook, stream, river, ocean 

then recycled all 
from whence it came to appear 
and yet never to be, 

here but rather there, 
if there is a here only 
to glimpse the there; 

for what is below 
is mirrored above and what is 
above is mirrored below 

c '~ .,---... ) 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

dependent on Him, 
yet, with choice, await and turn 
until fulfillment; 

under tree and shade 
for reflection in water, 
moving, yet, always still, 

the soul frees itself 
reaching there, to tell the tale 
here shatt'ring the pond, 

pieces together 
missing notes, composed by God 
to be sung by man. 

12 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 9 
A walk in the park, 
trees sway and sigh, leaves caress 
air that sends kisses 

in the direction 
of the caress that settles 
on faces, yours and mine, 

as we walk or sit 
without sound but for the breeze 
which brings you and me 

together for now 
in the eternal instant, 
everlasting here 

to be remembered 
by me in anguished moments, 
seized by illusion 

that injustice triumphs, 
that violence vanquishes 
that illness attacks 

but in blindness does 
it, deafen the inner ear, 
paralyze the soul; 

temporarily, 
ash covers my soul until 
rekindled by flames 

that silence ignites 
when I recognize in You, 
the Everlasting Here. 

13 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 10 

I can hear the crying, 
feel the tears dripping, 
down his and her cheeks. 

I can hear the scream, 
feel the pain of loneliness, 
understand anguish ... 

I can, too, dear God, 
but I can't stop it 

neither can I, now ... 

Why, God, tell me why? 
Do orphans remain alone, 
do the widows mourn? 

No, You tell me, why? 
I have a contract, 
a partnership, made 

with humanity; 
I have honoured it. 
Has humanity? 

14 



I H ear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

It has broken it 
over and over again. 
Ask humanity, 

all your questions. 
Bring any answers to Me, 
I always listen ... 

Noone has answered, 
N or have many even listened. 
I turn to You, God. 

My child, I hear you 
I was, am and will be Here. 
Will humanity? 

That depends on You. 

No my child, that depends on you, 
on each of you. 

I answer prayers 
but someone must pray for them, 
widow and orphan 

For that, they must hear, 
feel the pain of loneliness, 
understand the anguish. 

15 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Child, because I hear 
one who prays and one who acts, 
I must act when one 

should but pray, act, and 
if humanity does not 
then I do alone; 

If not here and now 
Than there and then, yet, always, 
I can hear the cry; 

I can hear the scream; 
feel the pain of loneliness 
Understand anguish 

My child, I hear you ... 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

'"'\' ~~t§ /~~n ~~~N ~ 
~J""f7Jn f'.r~ "rJ!I~ 

Psalm 11 
(for the Tasher Rebbe) 

His inner peace drifts 
to calm illusion's chaos, 
making rock but sand; 

He is that being 
consumed in worship's union, 
becomes the prayer. 

His soul, a lit flame, 
burning, between heaven, earth 
beyond time and space, 

fulfilling God's words 
"And I shall be sanctified 
amongst Israel's children." 

The translucent rav's 
eyes, window to his soul 
a mIrror to yours; 

together dissolved 
drop by drop, soul by soul 
united in God's sea, 

17 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

horizon's expanse 
into the infinity 
of the Spirit's Breath; 

in thought, word and deed, 
by love's care for another, 
tree trunk's roots extend 

to all other roots 
every soul together 
bound, branched heavenward. 

18 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 12 

The fortunes of time 
enter the stream of history 
guided by the Master Being 

His watchful presence 
dispersed in eternity's second 
travels like the night that passes into day 

To begin anew 
what already was known 
but to a few who listened 

To their inner voices 
knowing what it is 
that must be done 

To alter the course 
of history though 
given at birth 

If but taken 
rather than removed 
stolen by the mindless presence 

Simply because 
it did not awake 
when there was still time 

In this life 
to alter that which 
could be 

19 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

If only awareness 
of conscience would surrender 
to the True Being 

Since all else 
is but fleeting 
in a clouded sky 

That disappears 
into the shadows 
of the night 

But to return 
in a new life 
to begin again 

what is left undone 
yet for another 
day or era 

when it will be known 
that man must assume 
responsibility for who he is 

And what he does 
otherwise he must face 
the jurors in another life 

to begin anew 
what was already known 
but to the few who listened. 

20 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 13 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, 
Winter's dark stillness, waiting, 
trusting God's Spring comes 

If we are created 
in God's image than the earth 
in heaven's image 

If not here than there, 
the cycle returns to Spring 
after the winter -

23 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 14 

o Jerusalem, 
I look to you for comfort 
joy that comes from peace 

Justice that combines 
with mercy to bring a truth 
by which all can live 

It is to you, I 
turn, Lord, to open Your gates 
of understanding, 

of human frailty 
as you have so often done 
before and must do 

again, if we are 
to survive, not but within 
but also without 

Save us from ourselves 
and from others who are just 
as foreign to us 

as we are to ourselves, 
forgetting we are one 
organism within 

and an organism 
without, if we are to live, 
it must be in peace-

24 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

soul: 

body: 

ame: 

corps: 

Psalm 15 

bird in flight 
your nest is God 

chariot on a mission, 
Your road the earth .. . 

The two meet, 
one in God: 
bird in flight 

and 
chariot on a mission 

oiseau en vol 
ton nid est Dieu 

Chariot en mission, 
ta route la terre ... 

Les deux se rencontrent, 
un en Dieu: 
oiseau en vol 

et 
chariot en mission 

25 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 16 

God's words resonate 
past, present and future, all one 
creation's echo 

Eternal music 
testimony of all spheres 
called into life 

No time, no space exists, 
only Divine sound uttered 
brings to existence 

atoms split, only 
the void remains a witness 
to the vibration 

the pendulum swings 
to and fro, with but nothing 
in between, a ripple 

in the sound waves played 
on David's harp, composed by God 
which midnight's wind strums, 

melodies of life 
everlasting not separated 
from this life or next 

heard when we listen 
to the sunrises and sunsets 
on nature's soundscapes 

27 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

which play symphonies 
that paint the landscapes we hear 
in music boxes 

set in motion 
by God's words which reverberate 
in the soul's seashell. 

28 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 17 

o Lord, keep me as the apple of your eye 
I am Your meditation 
As you are mine 
I merge with You, in You 
I am Your meditation 
In that all that You have created 
Is a reflection of You 
an echo, a reverberation 
of the words you uttered 
and that which came into being 
But You, Dear Lord, are so much more 
unfathomable 
ineffable for us 
for we, fathomable for You 
which is proof that you created us 
and not, we created You 
which, Dear Lord, is proof 
for the skeptics 
that You exist, have and will 
and we exist 
only by Your will 
and grace 
and You, Dear Lord, simply are 
the Eternal Present 
whose hem we touch 
when we acknowledge 
thus praise, Your presence 
we only are 
when we exult You 
for then we recognize 
that we are Your Meditation 
when we meditate on Your essence 
Knowing, we only are in You. 

29 





I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 18 

All the trees are singing a hymn to God 
their light - the blueprint about to emerge 
from Spring's expectancy to Summer's birth, 
their leaves to bloom in a cry of life; 
now but an aura in a translucent womb 
of brilliance seen through the hamsa 
just as the radiant pulsation, vibrating light 
surrounds you and you in a rainbow bright. 

How could there be anything but love 
for each sight heard in a frequency 
borne of serenity; 
thus, recognizing Hashgaha Pratit, 
God's eternal presence - His creation's chords 
sustained through the universe by which life 

continues; 
a cosmos whose sound echoes like the sea 

in a sea shell, 
purring awareness in its luminescence, 
a hymn, heard only in certain frequencies, 
a scale caught simply by tuning in 

through the soul's conductor to the 
Divine gift in all. 

31 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 19 
(a) 

From ethereal white, 
Midnight sky illuminated 
Blue ocean's horizon, 

Emerald mossed forest 
Sun's splash of yellow aura 
Sunset's orange glow 

to earth-life crimson 

From the harmony of the spheres 
do, re, mi, fa, so 
la, ti navigates 

the cosmos, planets 
each with but one note to play 
as every living being 

sustains itself and 
the universe when it joins 
in unison, the all 

In Sanctification 
of God, who forever breathes 
life into all. 

32 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 19 
(b) 

Elusive justice 
where is it? how can I find it 
Why is it hiding? 

Why must I search it? 
Justice, Justice, You shall pursue 
God has commanded us. 

The tree of wisdom 
in the Garden of Eden 
stood there to be picked; 

yet prohibited, 
Justice to be sought - absent 
from the co-partner 

to creation 
who must first find it 
to apply it, case 

by case, 
without justice no garden 
exists since the tree 

of life is missing, 
when justice is not found or 
not sought at all. 

34 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 20 

To perpetuate life 
as a vessel receives light 
is the victory 

By which to reflect 
the Divine light in others 
in the dark of space. 

To withstand the night, 
Daybreak's symphony plays chords 
into hope's sunrise 

Withstanding black holes 
where light's radiance awaits 
the human vessel 

giving and drawing 
light mutually to sustain 
the lives' lights of all. 

35 



I H ear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 21 
In Memory of Dr. Jakub Herzig 

(yarzeit - 42 years) 

Triumph over time 
enter the Eternal Now 
as participant 

Not as observer, 
aware of the wind and sun 
rain, clouds, stars and moon 

the laughter and tears 
of each breathing being 
each leaf and petal 

each drop of the whole 
in season's rhythms 
in birth's gestation 

a synchronized world, 
an interdependent web 
of energy flow 

initiated 
by Divine Will and sustained 
moment to moment 

Space between moments 
transcends time's illusion, 
its God's presence. 

36 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 22 (Yom Hazikaron) 

Not the final road, 
but illusion makes it so; 
blind, deaf and stricken 

despair surrounds me; 
the sets, props, actors convince me, 
I betrayed myself 

for fleeting moments 
I lost sight of eternity 
souls everlasting. 

Salvation in You 
was, is and will be, simply 
I forgot again. 

37 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
M editation-Poems 

Psalm 23 

In your world's garden 
I lose myself in You, God 
and thought remains still 

All merges, becomes one 
Your Collage, transfixes my soul, 
stream, river, pasture 

turns sky, sun and clouds, 
reflected in the mirrors 
of my eyes; 

Hand in hand, we walk 
as You teach me Your ways and 
accompany me home. 

39 





-J 
U 
J u-

'7 



I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 24 

Prepare for the Lord 
in thought, in speech and in deed. 
wait in confidence 

Golden Temple Gates 
lift, His Majesty precedes 
white-robed Temple priests, 

the throng's procession, 
His sanctity, each soul's space 
for He is the Place. 

On Mount Moriah 
is the world's foundation stone, 
Creation's blueprint. 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Psalm 25 (Yom Ha'atzmaut 5758) 

Ricocheting light 
bursts into my world-scape, Lord, 
if I but open 

the eyes of my soul; 
every path, I am to choose shines 
in my spirit's mirror. 

Soaring above clouds 
of illusions, I free myself 
by the choice You give. 

Everlasting Guide, 
You wait at the walls, I built 
for my open door; 

While I look for the keys 
when no entrance has been locked 
as my time goes by; 

and, yet, you still wait 
for me to awaken now, 
or, maybe later. 

43 
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I Hear Music in Every Psalm 
Meditation-Poems 

Epilogue 

Where have the years gone? 
To map the body, etch the soul, 
drop into the sea; 

yet with each mem'ry 
a landslide of emotions 
paintings and music, 

each mem'ry a country 
enlarged on the map, decreases 
all the other states; 

exhibits revolve 
silenced by meditation 
beyond time and space, 

where the soul resides 
in the Everlasting Now 
impervious to age. 

45 
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"Bergstein, Bergstein" 

(For Mundi, who recited all 150 psalms every day and for Lily, his 
devoted wife and best friend) 

46 

"Bergstein, Bergstein," continued to resound as the refrain from an echo 
from the hundreds of grateful farewell-wishers at the shore as the ship 
pulled out of Shanghai Harbour. 

A chapter had ended. With his wife, Lily, at his side, Solomon or 
Mundi, as he was affectionately called, was leaving the transit camp that 
had given them both refuge, when no other corner of the world had 
offered their fleeing bodies a haven from Nazi Austria, although their 
souls had always been anchored to each other. 

No one had ever made a public commotion about either of them 
since their student days. Now, Mundi had found acclaim for what he had 
done, singlehandedly, in establishing an apothecary where he worked 
day and night to attend to the first aid needs, as well as to the medicine 
he could concoct by himself from items in the camp, or purchase from 
the Chinese authorities, to attend to the pain or illnesses of the refugees 
as best he could. 

He negotiated, transacted, bargained, pleaded or simply prayed 
that he be able to find the supplies, needed. 

As he heard his name repeated over and over, tears slid down his 
cheeks, like the drops of medication he so often counted to cure others. 
He looked at the first ocean ahead on his journey to New York, a haven, 
finally offered by U.S. authorities to Jews, after too long a wait which 
had cost so many, their lives. 

They both continued to wave goodbye as their family-name began 
to swirl with the waves, the engine of the ship and the prevailing winds. 

N ow in their early forties, both realized that they would not be 
known to others and that again, they would be strangers. That did not 
cause either of them any pain. The anguish, both felt, was for those 
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killed in Europe and those who remained, who, as yet, were waiting for 
visas to safe havens. Mundi also thought of his make-shift apothecary 
and the young pharmacist, whom he trained, not in pharmacology, but 
in perseverance, that was necessary to obtain medical supplies through 
any channel or contact available. 

As the last well-wishers were seen, he embraced Lily, and by his 
silence and her reciprocal response, all was understood . 

... the tea biscuits, strawberry jam and teabags in the pantry of 
their apartment were a sign of the same meticulous care that had been 
shown throughout their lives, whether in the apothecary in Vienna or in 
Shanghai, in his pharmacy in New York or in her kitchen cupboard, 
now, specifically prepared, waiting for our arrival. 

My brother and I shared the treat left for us when we came to 
bury Lily, who had only recently described the Shanghai harbour scene 
of fifty-two years earlier. Nothing gave her solace, since Mundi's 
departure in his sleep, three years previously, to the shore to which she 
eagerly waited to sail to rejoin him. 

As her ship was now drawing closer, he waited at the port and 
calls of "Bergstein, Bergstein," were heard again. 
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