Kimo!

Roy  Arad

*

Here comes somebody who really

Knows what it wants – 

My goldfish

*

Independence day. a migrant worker is drinking

A diet soda with

A pampered woman

*

Below the geese column

Picking from a calm sea

The clerk’s forehead

*

First rain after the elections

Papers flying in the wind

A child walks alone

*

Night. The sun that darkens my

Sweetheart, lays

A crude light over New-Zealand 

*

Behind the bank counter,

Crying out loud – 

A turkey

*

It is so dark in Kazinsky street

And yet I can not

Find the moon.

*

In city hall, glistening their faces towards

Me, even on the hottest day

The plastic flowers

*

I can never tell

If it only jokes

At my expense, the spring 

*

The straw in the coke is leaning towards

The prettiest girl

In the world

*

Moving in the wind made of dry straw.

Never can sleep – 

The rocking chair

*

I haven’t got up yet, and already a tree and a car

And a man who decided 

That he owns a grocery store

*

My father is a surveyor, my grandfather was a surveyor:

I wish that it would be said

That I have been a madman

*

The shoe soles are turning

To me in accusation – 

A visit to the shoemaker

*

Facing the green palace in Budapest,

My spits remained like

In Israel

*

A twilight over Tel Aviv.

Its color is of the stupid war,

The crow’s croak.

*

Handclaps of a waitress in may.

On the street,

The prime-minister’s car

Translated from Hebrew by Dory Trupin

� Kazinsky is the street where bodies were stores in the Jewish Ghetto of Budapest








