
Esther 7, 2-4

יִן מַה־ ה הַיַּ֔ ם בַּיּ֤וֹם הַשֵּׁנִי֙ בְּמִשְׁתֵּ֣ ר גַּ֣ לֶךְ לְאֶסְתֵּ֜ אמֶר֩ הַמֶּ֨ וַיֹּ֩
י ךְ עַד־חֲצִ֥ ךְ וּמַה־בַּקָּשָׁתֵ֛ ן לָ֑ תֵֽ ה וְתִנָּ֣ ר הַמַּלְכָּ֖ ךְ אֶסְתֵּ֥ שְּׁאֵלָתֵ֛

שׂ׃ הַמַּלְכ֖וּת וְתֵעָֽ

On the second day, the king again asked Esther at
the wine feast, “What is your wish, Queen Esther?
It shall be granted you. And what is your request?
Even to half the kingdom, it shall be fulfilled.”

לֶךְ י֙� הַמֶּ֔ ן בְּעֵינֶ֙ אתִי חֵ֤ ר אִם־מָצָ֨ ר הַמַּלְכָּה֙ וַתֹּאמַ֔ עַן אֶסְתֵּ֤ וַתַּ֨
י י וְעַמִּ֖ לָתִ֔ י נַפְשִׁי֙ בִּשְׁאֵ֣ לֶךְ ט֑וֹב תִּנָּֽתֶן־לִ֤ וְאִם־עַל־הַמֶּ֖

י׃ בְּבַקָּשָׁתִֽ

Thought
Starters

it is a quite difficult question to

answer. We ask people to define

what they want without

preconditions. But almost nobody

can answer without passing the

information through a series of

socially acceptable, tone-policed,

considerate filters to be as

judgement-proof as possible.

Similarly, we filter our hopes

through the lens of possibility.

Sometimes out of caution, or fear,

but nevertheless sitting in the

silence of knowing that hope can

be misconstrued as feckless wishful

thinking, lacking agency or

willpower.  The reality is that hope

is a muscle that can atrophy when it

is not used and a strategy to create

possibility when possibility defies

logic. 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers
By Emily Dickinson

“Hope” is the thing with feathers 
That perches in the soul 

And sings the tune without the words 
And never stops at all 

And sweetest in the Gale  is heard 
And sore must be the storm 

That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land 
And on the strangest Sea 

Yet never in Extremity, 
It asked a crumb of me.

Queen Esther replied: “If
Your Majesty will do me
the favor, and if it pleases
Your Majesty, let my life
be granted me as my
wish, and my people as
my request.

יד י לְהַשְׁמִ֖ י וְעַמִּ֔ רְנוּ֙ אֲנִ֣ י נִמְכַּ֙ כִּ֤
ים אִלּ֠וּ לַעֲבָדִ֨ ד וְ֠ לַהֲר֣וֹג וּלְאַבֵּ֑

י שְׁתִּי כִּ֣ רְנוּ֙ הֶחֱרַ֔ וְלִשְׁפָח֤וֹת נִמְכַּ֙
לֶךְ׃ {ס} ה בְּנֵ֥זֶק הַמֶּֽ ר שֹׁוֶ֖ ין הַצָּ֛  אֵ֥

For we have been sold,
my people and I, to be
destroyed, massacred,
and exterminated. Had
we only been sold as
bondmen and
bondwomen, I would
have kept silent; for the
adversary is not worthy
of the king’s trouble.”

What do you want? What do
you want? It’s the easiest
question to ask but, often, 

The Book of Esther is one of
two books in the Tanakh that
don’t explicitly mention God,
what does that tell us about
the agency with which we are
forced to reckon in difficult
circumstances?

When considering the idea of
hope as an agent of strategy,
how can we push against the
narrative of hope as a
nebulous feeling of simply
wishing for a saviour or an
unlikely outcome?

Even in positive circumstances, hope can
be viewed as an unrealistic, perhaps even
toxic, concept, putting it at odds with
social constructs that reject willfulness as
strength. What path is there for hope to
be symbolic of strength rather than
frivolity?

In honor of
Internation Women’s

Day

“Don’t ever underestimate the
importance you can have because
history has shown us that courage can
be contagious and hope can take on a
life of its own.”

–Michelle Obama



Bring on the Rain
Jo Dee Messina

Another day has almost come and gone
Can't imagine what else could go wrong

Sometimes I'd like to hide away somewhere and lock the door
A single battle lost but not the war

'Cause, tomorrow's another day
And I'm thirsty anyway

So bring on the rain

It's almost like the hard times circle 'round
A couple drops and they all start coming down

Yeah, I might feel defeated and I might hang my head
I might be barely breathing but I'm not dead, no

'Cause, tomorrow's another day
And I'm thirsty anyway

So bring on the rain

I'm not gonna let it get me down
I'm not gonna cry

And I'm not gonna lose any sleep tonight

'Cause, tomorrow's another day
And I'm thirsty anyway

So bring on the rain

'Cause, tomorrow's another day
And I'm thirsty anyway

So bring on the rain

Bring on, bring on the rain

No I'm not gonna let it get me down
I'm not gonna cry

So bring on the rain

Bring on, bring on the rain
Bring on the rain
Bring on the rain
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