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MINOR POET
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Today I’m a minor poet

I’m very minor

The most minor among 

Minor and major poets

Today I’m so minor that people

Greet me on the street

Hello minor poet

Pointing a finger at me they say

There goes Mois Benarroch the minor poet

The most minor poet in world poetry

So minor he’s been granted the Ursa Minor Prize

And the minimal prize awarded by minority vote

First prize granted by lack of votes.

And besides being one

Today I’m feeling like a minor poet

The least of the minor

The best minor poet I’ve ever felt like

So I’ve sat down

To write a minor poem

At a quarter to minor.
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PLASTIC SURGERY
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Somebody else should say this

Because I’ve got other things to do

And maybe they have

But today I’ll say it anyway

Plastic surgery is

Tittish

Yes, that’s it,

A bittish silly

But here I am

In this café

Which shares even a restroom

With a plastic surgery clinic

Women emerge with their new tits

Or rather, they come out to see that all is well

That they are more beautiful, that their synthetic tits

Are the most marvelous

And I see them and they please me, but I want to play the bad guy

And ask

And how much did you pay for them

I want to be the mischievous guy

Even though 

I like to sit here 

In this café

Where for the first time I’m writing

Poems

Poems and more poems

And more poems

And more poems

Synthetic and contittish,

And sometimes the magical man comes out in his apron

The man behind the scalpel, the man who changes fate

Comes out of his clinic and drinks a cup of coffee like any

Human being, and the women look at him as if

He were God, he is God.

And I think I’ll never touch all those tits

I think of her

My only one

Of her bosom

And she’s beautiful.
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MOVING AWAY
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They’ll say you’re moving away

From your own folks

You’ll say

They’re oppressors

Just as family

Is later

Called hometown

Then

Country

Sometimes God

But I remember a street in Barcelona

With its very specific scent

That smells just like another street

In Tel Aviv

It reminds you of your Spain

The Spain that exists only in your dreams

And in the dreams of many others among the banished

Like you

The farther you move from all this

The more you realize

That

The world is round,

The only thing you’ve done

Is move closer.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

NOTHING'S EASY
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Nothing was ever easy at all

Your brown eyes reflected in the sand

Your breasts under flyaway sheets

The slope leading up to the riding track

Solfège classes and soccer games

Dreaming of better lands during nights of asthma

Lands that became disappointments

A childhood lost in Atlantic sands

Each breath was the effort of a child grown too old

The not so sensitive teacher asking why do you breathe like that

Although now I can see very well that it bothered her

And what could I say to her, to the lady who despite her years

Is still too young to understand

That this boy who’s only ten knows more than she does

Because they’ve never been young few people in this world know

Nothing was ever easy at all and it’s not

And it’s not.
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She’s ten like my daughter

And comes to play at our home

They cook together and she asks

Does your mother allow you to cook

And when they’re done

She won’t eat

Says she’s on a diet

And the first few days 

Are the hardest

She doesn’t look overweight to me at all.

Western culture...

This reminds me more than anything

Of the shoes they used to put on Chinese girls

Preventing their feet from growing

Deforming the bones.

If this is progress

Let them bring my grandmother

Feeding me another spoonful of mush

And another and another and one more

Telling me

How all the strength

is in the last spoonful.
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JERUSALEM WHERE I DO NOT LIVE
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The clothes vendor in Tétouan

Was getting heated

And although I said I was French

He realized I lived in Israel

And I was from Tétouan

It must be the smell

And he began to argue

That there are no Jews

Living in Jerusalem

With such arguments

What could I reply

And more friends arrived 

From other shops

To look at me and my brother

And another one jabbered 

How Hebrew is like Arabic

And shalom sounds a lot like salaam

But there was no way to change the subject

He would always come back to arguing

That there are no Jews in Al-Quds

Then where do I live

At last I said

Well, how much is this shirt

And both of them together

And three

And we ended up by taking photos 

He gave me his address so I could send them to him

But from where

From Jerusalem where I do not live?

I sent them without a return address

So he won't start arguing by mail

That I don't know where I live 

And he knows even less. 
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ARI
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Brother Ari

Ari meaning Lion in Hebrew

With a fever of a hundred and four

Pulling out your own hair

At the age of three

Blond hair

White hair

In your

Brown

Enormous

Deep eyes

I saw the suffering of your slow death

Today I see your beauty through my tears

As in a car on a rainy day

Through the sweep of windshield wipers

One sees a forested mountain on the horizon

I see you Ari

And in my heart

A flower is born

To be placed on your tomb.
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TALENT
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We've got talent, we’ve got talent to spare

We're the generation of talent

We've got more talent than we lack readers

And we're the best poets in the world

Poetry begins with us

We've got loads of talent

Now that we don't belong to kings

To patrons or the masses

To critics or publishers

To money or fame

Now in full poetic spate

Of desperate poets

We're not rich, but we're not hungry

Now we're writing the best verses 

Of humankind, and we could even give a bit of talent

To Quevedo, to Lorca, to Rimbaud, why not

To Baudelaire a bit of air, to Eliot flair

He was so constipated, and to Pound, so frenzied

We could even give a few poems to Whitman

To Najara and Hikmet, to King David himself

A few more verses for his songs

It's just that there are so many of us alive

In our times, more than ever on this planet

So many living and so many talented poets

And the best of it is that nobody knows it

Everybody believes the poets of the past were better

Every poet of the past was better

But we've got so much talent even we cannot

Believe it, we're better than the De Vegas, and the Bécquers 

The Esproncedas, the Vallejos, the Nerudas,

Not Neruda, no, I say no, perhaps not Neruda

But the others, the others

They could learn something from us.
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KSAR EL RIMAL
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In Tétouan in the Hotel Ksar El Rimal

I met Hanan

Whose Spanish was just as good as her French

And her Arbía Magrebía

And every time I ran into her in the lobby

My eyes would fix themselves on hers

And I could see nothing else

She’d tell me about her Spanish future husband

And I’d pay her compliments

I would tell her

That guy had better get married soon

Or else he'll be left without a woman

And she'd laugh

A very naïve laugh 

Of very little sexual experience

Or perhaps of none

Which gave her more sensuality

More love, more youth

Than she already had

And I don't forget Hanan

Or her name.
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