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In Morocco I was the center

of all the parties

a social phenomenon

always surrounded by friends

until I came to Israel

and ended up in a corner

the corner of all the parties

I stopped going

always on the outside

the outsiderwhen

I came

I became a poet.

*
[image: ]


I CAN SEE YOU

Moshe

I can see you my friend Moshe

a twelve and a half year old boy

sensitive and lazy

I love you Moshe

I see you after the Bar Mitzvah

your mother announcing that

tonight we are leaving

I see you with the suitcases

always looking for something secure

suddenly nothing is secure

I see you in Ceuta

waiting for your father to sell the buildings

for peanuts

the Arab took out a knife

before he finally paid in Spain

I see you on the ship

on the way to Algeciras

I see you dreaming

dreaming of the land of Israel

dreaming a dream

a wonderful dream

with a temple

a dream full of light

I see you full of joy

traveling through Spain

in Valencia, in Barcelona

see you full of happiness and full of hope

that the land of Israel will heal

your brother Ari who is dying

see you in a hired taxi

you are wonderful Moshe

trying to be loved by everybody

tired and lazy

but always nice

I see you arriving at Marseille

entering the bus there

your father is angry

at the manager of the transit hotel

the sewer is plugged

shit is flowing everywhere

everything is wonderful

but there is shit everywhere

you cannot know what is awaiting you

I see you Moshe

landing in the land of Israel

half-drunk in the airport

you don't understand what is happening

but you don’t kiss the land

or more precisely the asphalt

I see you

a week in the boarding school

of Aliyat Hanoar

a week you cried without stopping

I see the nice tutor

coming from the boy scouts

saying you, you are too big to cry

and you cry even more

that it’s going to pass

and you cry even more

I see you Moshe

and my heart goes out to you

I love you Moshe

and suffer with you there

in Zichron-Yaacov

when will you forget Moshe

when will forgive

a week later your mother came to save you

took you to the secondary school

in Pardes-Hanna

they didn’t want you in 9th grade

in spite of skipping a class

because of your age

and your mother

“why should he lose a year?”

Insisting and insisting

till you finished the final exams

at sixteen and a half

and then waited a year

studying physics and mathematics

at the Hebrew University

she pushed you to this too

always pushing

you wanted to walk slowly

It took you so long to learn to go slow

my heart goes out to you Moshe

Moshe the immigrant

Moshe looking for redemption

Moshe disappointed

Moshe crying

Moshe becoming religious

Moshe a half-year atheist

Moshe who doesn’t get along with girls

Moshe believing in reincarnation

Moshe studying mathematics

Moshe studying literature

Moshe wanting to be a poet

Moshe running after literary editors

Moshe editing a literary review

Moshe writing a novel in 3 weeks

Moshe writing thousands of poems

Moshe writing ten novels

nobody publishes

Moshe always trying to be loved

by people

Moshe after people who don’t understand

his sensitivity

Moshe who wants to be loved for his poems

Moshe my heart goes out to you truly

Moshe I love you

in all your searching

in all your impossible searching

Moshe who knows everything will have

an explanation one day.

Two things always

writing and listening to music

music

especially after you visited your cousin

in Madrid

arrived religious and returned a heretic

there you bought

your first Van Morrison record

since then you bought them all

and thousands more

always music and writing

to save yourself

from going insane

in this crazy world

my heart goes out to you

Moshe the poet

Moshe the true poet

I love you at last

with all your travels

with all your suffering

I would caress you

in every step of your life

caress and kiss you

me who hated you so much

who suffered so much from you

now I love you

all the yous

you ever were.

Twenty years twenty

passed since those two weeks

that changed your life

the last week of August

and the first week of September

nineteen seventy two

everyday changed your life

making you a poet

writing in Hebrew

in your land

and not a writer

writing in a foreign language

in a foreign land

twenty years

in which you tried so hard to escape

not loving yourself

not wanting to be like the others

writing about suicide

angry at God

twenty

with asthma and without asthma

with allergies and skin sores

angina and digestive pain

crazy eating, women problems

trying to escape reality

trying to escape Israeli society

travelling abroad as much as possible

and coming back

to Paris, specially to Paris

dreaming about living there

marrying a French woman

emigrating to France, what else,

but she, what else,

just not to go back to France,

each one his own escape

always weak in front of women

and difficult to make changes

you are still here

with all the oxymoron and all the morons

possible inside your head

feeling the most here

and most there that is possible

so close to the land of Israel

and so far away from the State of Israel.

I love you Moshe

and I enjoy writing it

at last I love you

with all that you did

and all that you failed

and all that you fucked up

and all that you are ridiculous

and with all your running

away from here and escaping again

and again escaping

and still, staying here

I love you

Moroccan, Spanish, Sephardi,

European, looks Ashkenazi,

Western, Eastern, Mediterranean,

Middle-eastern, Palestinian,

African, French

with all the things you are and aren’t

I love you crazy and insane

and most logical

but then it is you

it is all the you that made me

and I love you.
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I EMBRACE YOU

go to the world

love it

give it all you have to give

even what it can’t accept

give the world all your love

all you have learned

and your experience

in all your previous lives

it won’t accept

but it needs you

the world needs you

it needs your love

give it

but don’t expect any reward

go to the world

go to God

go

don’t be afraid anymore

I caress you good-bye

go your way

I kiss you good-bye

go.
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THIS LAND IN WHICH I was not born

said the immigrant

this land in which my children were born

now I leave it

like a man leaves his lover

who cheated on him

like a man leaves the mother

of his children

in pain in joy in suffocation in liberation

that’s the way I leave this land

in which I did not plant a tree

in which I did not seek revenge

and if you say this is a descent

I will tell you, said that same immigrant,

it is a descent meant to go up

and if this is your face

I am an ass

and if these are your legs

I am a wheelchair

everyday in my land is suffocation

and everyday abroad is oxygen

I travel twice a year abroad

to have enough oxygen to breath here

and not suffocate

in this ghetto, in this mellahh,

this land in which I was not born

my children were born here

this land

didn’t rejoice toward me

and didn’t give me joy

nor did I rejoice toward her

in spite of not having another land

beside her

not having

but, said the man angry

with tears in his eyes,

it is impossible for things

to be done infinitely

just for lack

of alternatives.
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MY CHILDHOOD,

a black flower I did not pick,

Tetuan mountains around her

Arab children shouting

“awadel yahoud”

and throwing stones at us

on the way to school

hugging the girls in class

the old Arab who touched my chin

the Arab beggar

to whom I always gave a coin

my mother always knowing what’s good for me

the smacks I got from her when I lit matches

and almost burnt the house

hugging the son of the Rabbi at ten

Saturday night at grandma and grandpa’s home

and shouting and noise the whole family

my cousin getting on my nerves

I hit my cousins

the vacation house in Restinga and tennis

the motorcyclist who broke his hand

my daddy’s toy store

he brings me a red Mercedes

me and my brother breaking it with a screwdriver

my sick brother who died at 8

the scissors I threw at my sister

my brother Levi disappears

and we’re looking for him again

the recurrent dream of the falling lamps

private lessons in Arabic

the giant house made of granite

Levi and me climbing the walls

Levi and me not going to the solfege class

and going to play soccer

the cakes we bought after the Shabbath prayer

my uncle hitting me when I

touched a moving car

the cruel stick of the teacher

breaking the stick after class

the three loyal classroom friends

the club I started with my cousin Levi

mama and dad travel to the U.S.

to take care of my brother

I am left with grandma and grandpa

in the vacation home playing and swimming

the one handed French tourist

suffocation

asphyxiation

suffocation

my childhood

a black flower I did not pick

a black flower I did not smell

I did not remember

I did not forget

I did not love

I did not appreciate

I did not hate

I did not understand

my childhood

I don’t miss you

nor your smells

nor your wealth

everything was asphyxiating

pressuring

my childhood

I don’t miss the famous Alliance school

maker of students in the universities

of Strasbourg, Madrid, Jerusalem and Tel-Aviv

I don’t miss the Jewish community

nor the family who always knows what’s best

for the others

nor the feeling of superiority

for being true Sephardim

nor the smell of Ladino nor the ballooning wealth

nor the imagined honor of the family

nor the synagogue I was always forced to go

my childhood my lost childhood

my insensitive childhood

where are you, where did you go

if you ever came.
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EVERY FRIDAY EVENING

all the grandchildren

gathered on the steps

of Papa Levi’s giant store

and waited to be called one by one

to receive money for Shabbath.

First he used to call

the grandchildren bearing his name

sons of his sons

then the grandchildren bearing his name

sons of his daughters

who received less

and then the others, me among them,

and he called me Mosselito,

who received even less,

and then we all compared

how much we received

and I always was jealous of the others

who received more then me

and the same day I wasted everything,

they said I had holes in my hands.
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ON SABBATHS MY GRANDFATHER used to sit

in the middle of the living room

his thumb on his mouth

every few hours going to the bathroom

to smoke a cigarette

they called it Sabbath diarrhea.
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MY GRANDFATHER WAS very rich

every five years he traded his Plymouth

but not the chauffeur

who stayed with him

his whole life.

Just before he emigrated to Israel

he caught emphysema and died

didn’t do what I did

died staked to machines

physician’s machines

who keep the angel of death unemployed.
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OUT OF FOUR WHO CAME to Israel from Tetuan

three left

all the cousins now

in Paris, Madrid and New York

one by one they left

married abroaders

and left

they understood

this was not for them

where everyone categorizes them

as something they are not

forced to defend something

they couldn’t identify with

when they say

you are a Moroccan

or an oriental

and you have to defend the Moroccans

to whom you can’t feel affiliated

you have no choice but to become arrogant

with the Ashkenazi especially

for their arrogance and their cultural ignorance

to the eastern Jews and their customs

and they always repeat that same sentence

half funny half sad

but you don’t look Moroccan!

I once said to someone

after this sentence

“yeah, that’s true, I had an operation

I took of the tail

and now I don’t look Moroccan.”
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IN FRONT OF MY HOUSE

with the granite walls

there was a mountain

covered in trees

in front of my house

the police stood

called Consul Murphy street

in front of my house

my only home

where I drown the years

that made me

till I arrived in Israel

to the years that broke me

since the third of September

nineteen seventy two

I collect the pieces

I try to find some logic

to the puzzle

with my words

I try to find warmth

human warmth that always scares me,

I collect the pieces

and stay an orphan

in my words.
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I HAD EVERYTHING IN Morocco

I had everything

my grandfather was

the richest man in town

but I was always anxious

a sensitive boy

in a pressure-cooker family

I had everything in Morocco

except what I needed

air to breathe time to think

time to create

to be myself

to be a child

and dream.
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WHAT’S GOING TO HAPPEN to you

Moroccan prince

what’s going to happen to you

spoiled child

who never made his bed

what’s going to happen with you

in the land of Israel

when you won’t be able to shout

Fatima bring me a glass of water

Fatima I am hungry

what’s going to become of you

Moroccan prince

here in the land of Israel

where everyone has to work.
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THE FATHER OF MY GRANDFATHER Mimon

used to ask my father everyday

when? when is it happening?

(the State of Israel)

and he answered

it is coming

just coming

he died in 1946

he had a grocery store

before dawn

he used to put bags of food

near the houses of the poor

so they wouldn’t know

and wouldn’t be ashamed

he never made any money

like my grandfather Moshe

but thanks to him and to his deeds

I live today in Jerusalem.
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MY GRANDFATHER DIED of diabetes

when I was four or five

I remember his completely bald head

covering his head

like a dream

he walks in the house

he is ill in bed

after his death

my father grew a beard

my grandfather made a lot of money

and lost a lot of money alternately

he willed me a building

so I’d have the money to study

because I was named after him.

I was the grandson of my grandfather.

They say I am like him.
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MY GRANDFATHER MOSHE

stood with suitcases

ready to travel to Argentina

to manage a milk company.

He was going for six months

then the family would

follow.

My grandmother and her mother

stood in front of him and

cried

wo wo he is going and won’t be back

wo wo

he is going forever.

They stood and cried

my grandfather dropped the suitcases

and said

I stay here

and that’s how I wasn’t born in Argentina.
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WHERE IS MY HOUSE NOW

where are the walls where I grew up now

who is in my house now

the house my grandfather built

built every stone in it

the house in which I played with my brother

and run in its corridors

who lives in my house now

Arabs live in my home now

and I

live in an Arab house

the immigrant who lived here

may be writing poems now.

*
[image: ]


YEARS

Years you didn’t remember your childhood

and after you

remembered

years

you didn’t want to write about it

you didn’t want to write

what everyone expects

from a Moroccan poet

you knew every poem

about Tetuan and about the couscous

will be published

and that’s why

you didn’t write the poems

inside of you

years you walk

with a tree that has no roots

years

the roots

are in the sky.
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I WENT TO THREE MEETINGS

of the Bnei Akiva boy scouts

and heard many times

hebraya hebraya hebraya

and didn’t understand

all the aya aya aya

I never understood the togetherness

of the sabras

not in the scouts

nor in the school

nor in the army

a lone wolf

in the company of snakes.
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THE NAME OF MY GRANDMOTHER is Mercedes

her son the doctor

always buys Mercedes

He was the gynecologists of

some of the king’s wives.

In the early seventies

a Zionist minister

of Morocco

told him it was time to leave

He went to Madrid

then to Nice,

tried a few times to get a job

in an Israeli hospital

and failed.

He didn’t make his Aliyah

didn’t leave

and wasn’t disappointed.
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MY FATHER NEVER MADE it here

he didn’t want to come either

he wanted Canada, Spain, Venezuela

but my mother said that from Morocco

she would only leave to the land of Israel

he always said this won’t suit him

and he was right.

I saw him

failing from business to business

until he got emphysema

asphyxiated from the neglect

of the Ashkenazi bureaucracy

and died.
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THE HEAD OF THE ABSORPTION center

at the time of the government of

the Yiddishe mama

and this was in 1973

and not in the fifties

said to my parents

that we don’t have a high enough

cultural level to live in Jerusalem

my parents

went back enraged

to the small apartment

and decided to leave the country

it happened every two months

for four years

the winds blew to the immigrating direction

I think this caused a genetic change in me

and it happens twice a day

I would like to meet the little principal

the son of a bitch

and spit on him.
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FOR YEARS I USED TO walk and discuss

in my head

I am religious I am not religious

I am secular I am not secular

discuss with imaginary Rabbis

and with atheists in my head

for years without concluding

my head was a theological soccer camp.
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EVERY YOM KIPPUR EVE

I redeemed all my sins

when the Rabbi came

to slaughter the chickens

we had raised a few days earlier

me and my brothers

and we cried trying to escape

and the Rabbi says

ze kaparateja

this is your redemption

and beats the chicken

and says again ze kaparateja

and blood is everywhere

and sand on the floor to dry the blood

and this way

a chicken per person

he slaughters

and this way every Yom Kippur

in every slaughter

I redeem all my sins.
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I SHOUT MY RIGHT

to be different

to be Sephardi

to be traditional

in the Israeli society

not right and not left

I demand my right

to stop feeling

strange and detached

I the Israeli.
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The last words 

OF THE IMMIGRANT

––––––––
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THE

more I explain

the less I understand

Watch

––––––––
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Watch the green leaves

DROPPING AND FALLING

From the wind

If it didn’t shake the tree

How long could they stand

Watch 

Our love

Falling

And who will stop it

If it is a leaf

The land will burry it

If it is a fruit

A tree shall rise. 

Promises

You didn't promise anything

like lovers do

but you fulfilled

you didn't promise wealth

you didn't promise happiness

faithfulness

or a long marriage

but what you didn't promise

you kept.

I didn't promise you anything

not a big house

not infinite love

or a long marriage

but what I didn't promise

I kept

and what I won't promise

I will fulfill.

Lisbon

While writing poems to you

in a cafe

in front of the birds

the painter painted me

smiled to me

while I wrote you poems

and wrote that he was painting me

all the world was invaded by love

our love

filled the world.

In the place where we sat

––––––––
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IN THE PLACE WHERE we sat

before we made love

and discussed the last tango in Paris

a couple sat today in the sun

I don't know what they were talking about

they sure weren't talking about our last tango.

Can a poem help

You buy clothes

and I buy records

you cough

and I have hemorrhoids.

When discussions go well into the night

and the feeling is that only the wall understands

that all paths lead to a dead end road

that everything is gray and gray and gray

and nothing is white or black

You wear yellow clothes

and I go to Fendelkreiss

looking for a way to fly abroad for a month

or trying by all means to avoid you

How can a poem help...

––––––––
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IF NOT FOR YOUR

If not for your smile

if not for your anger

if not for your screams

if not for your gaiety

I would walk

the fields

barefoot

looking for spines

to fall upon

I would walk between countries

stumbling and falling

like an ant without a nest

like a sun without people

if not for your smile

I would be walking naked

from cafe to cafe in Paris

collecting fume donations

if not for your joy of living

I would be walking in Spain

from bar to bar

eating shrimps and calamaris tapas

looking for cheap shoes to wear

instead of worn boots

if not for your smile

what would have happened to my poems

what would have happened to my poems...

Ups and downs

––––––––
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THERE WERE MANY UPS

but I always wrote in the downs

every second day thinking of divorce

like i think about emigrating

every second day thinking it's the end.

I got married for six months

never thought it would hold longer

six months passed

nine years now

I am with you

and you are with me.

Every second day I rediscover you

every second month I refall in love

every second year I chose you

to be miss universe

I touch your breasts

dripping honey

and above sex there is warmth

above warmth smell

touching

joining

mating

hope

tikkun

every second day I say to myself it is the end

every second day

every second month

every second year


The ships anchor in the harbor.


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

When you dream distant into yourself
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WHEN YOU DREAM DISTANT into yourself

into a dream-balloon somewhere

and I don't know what you are thinking

I don't love you

you scare me

when you repress your feelings

when you hear without listening

you scare me

and I don't love you.
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Your Thousand Lovers
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SOMETIMES WHEN I LIE near you

I think of your thousand lovers

those you loved

those who bought you

those who deluded you

who exploited you

who took advantage of your dreams

those you used

those who desired you

those who used you

I think of your thousand lovers

think of them and I want you

more, think of them and become

angry with myself

angry with them

angry with my abysmal loneliness

with my fear from women

with my fear from you

when I think of your thousand lovers

about your crazy life before me

I can’t understand what happened to us

two lunatics, how two lunatics

become after x years boring

deadly boring, when I think of your

thousand lovers I love you more, I hate you

I want you, you repel me

when I think of your thousand lovers.

When I think you are the only lover in my life

I am proud, I am angry

I want you, I want to kill you

when I think about

my gorgeous loneliness, universal

about my fear from women,

from the thousand women

who wanted me, from whom I ran away

and drove away.

When I think of your thousand lovers

and see you staring at me with your naiveté

I want to embrace you, I want to strangle you

I feel I am going crazy

where are you? Where are you?

I want you, I don't know you

don't recognize you, who are you?

When I think of your thousand lovers

of those who loved you

those enchanted by your eagerness

those who bought you with money, with presents

those who hated you

those who wanted to dominate you

who am I, when I think of those

who visited you before me, before I knew you

who are you when I think

of your thousand lovers

who am I when I want to lie with other women

to be with a thousand women who will love me

or not, I will love or not.

Who am I within your thousand lovers

within and without your thousand lovers?

Come, the tears have fallen
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COME COME, THE TEARS have already fallen

you have cried enough a star would dry

the coma of our pain cannot tell

who is going to feed the rain.

Come come on you can cope with it

you are stronger than mountains and seas

stronger than waves and winds.

We have seen bones walk again.

We have seen the dying bird fly

the poor become rich

the amputated hand grow again.

We have seen in the mirage of our imagination

the desert become a river and its water

was never enough for our thirst.

So, now come come again

your tears are sweet.

Time To Go

––––––––
[image: ]


AND IF IT'S TIME TO go I'll go

but you rarely know when the time has come

to do the right thing

to leave the things that have perished

when they look as if

they were just born today.

It's a place that once was home

or a friend that was once best

or a woman you never loved

a street where cars are torn

or a book, a poem with too many lines

a line for years in my mind

If it's time to go I'll go if I ever know.

You never asked for anything
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YOU NEVER ASKED FOR anything

when I offered money you just smiled

you had nothing but nothing you wanted,

and then

you left twenty years ago, the smile on your face

the laughter melted to your skin

you didn't say why, you didn't say where

there was no one to ask you were

and you weren't as well.

Now here you send me this beautiful flower

so much like me so much like your memory

she says she's my daughter,

she says you said so

on your deathbed, you never said why you left

to France, you never said you'll be back

half you half me.

Like you, she doesn't ask for a thing.

She just smiles.

Nothing I'd rather do
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THERE IS NOTHING I'd rather do

than lie with you in bed

this cold sunny winter day

without an erection.

Kiss your lips again and again

smell your skin and your hair's shampoo

not say a word for hours

just a smile from time to time.

Nothing I'd rather do than sit and talk with you

while only the streets remember there is a war.
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SALTY LOVE

I came all this way to ask for your hand

my camels need water

my hands, olive oil.

I came all this way to sit by this tree

your hands never smile

your breasts always do.

In my Ketubah I give you

100 poems people will dream about

and one day

pay

100 camels for them.

I came all this way to ask for both hands

but more than that I came

to ask for your tears

those you cried before you knew me

before you dreamt me, I come for

those tears in the jar

to taste the saltiness of your love.

She writes a diary
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SHE SUN ON HER FACE cafe Friday noon

writing her diary it's not the first time

I see her

we frequent the same cafes, she ignores me

how lovely, her face changes

from line to line

now she is almost crying

looks like she's writing in jail,

then it returns to normal

and then she smiles she is running

naked on the beach

the sun on her breast and face,

and then it's pain again.

Lady, I have seen you in your secrets

so many times

and wanted to write this poem in front of you

but I didn't have a pen,

no notebook like I used to

in those early days when words were waves

floating into my hands, then you go inside

the winter's sun is too hot to write

I still see you and can decipher

all your secrets

and I want to tell you,

I want to see you everyday

every day writing your diary, know you love you,

be afraid to say something

that might turn into words

but instead of that I am thinking

that the war is near

half of the people sitting in this cafe

will die, half, I mean it,

it's either you with your diary or me,

pure chance,

either me or my wife, my son or my daughter,

I wish I didn't believe my thoughts,

and all this time

you are still there writing,

turning the pages back and forth

writing such wonderful words,

tense and intense,

and your face changing from silver to blue

from gold to black, what's a young girl like you

writing such things, obscure and wonderful.

Sane at last
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IT'S AS IF YOU ARE not here

you don't listen

and when you talk things don't make any sense

when did you disappear,

when gone away from the world,

years ago I did not notice,

or just an hour ago, have I changed

or have you,

or did our directions change,

I am not even asking you to come back,

there is no coming back,

no place in the past for both of us

we can now let ourselves distance

and hope to meet or try to force it,

but force is not love,

I am not even disappointed or crying

like I used to

it's like I am living in a cave full of light,

like a dream

where waking up is impossible,
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