

The Owl
Roy “Chicky” Arad


From the yellow sand,
to slaughter the falcons,
to blanch the adder’s visage,
the rock owl.
I’ve seen it all,
I haven’t seen anything yet--
the rock owl.


On every side,
an ad for R.C Cola.--
‘round his earlobes
Israeli Rap from the frenzy system,

--the rock owl.

Will strike and flee,
will crush and ascend,
the owl
will blaze in the desert wind,
brazed of a grainy mound of darkness,
the owl,

The first Israeli owl,
rattles his wings deep in the pit,
and upon him a man in a gay American shirt.
Right here!
Right here!

(ten years previously)
A blue sky like a tee shirt.
It’s the meanwhile of the desert.
On this spot will be raised the Negev Mall,
With a ransack of bones.
A Swiss-made theodolite,
his rage is crystal and 
his arrows metal
ringing to the 


Hever owl born of Het
.
And Yossi the assistant surveyor,
And the Beer Sheva city coalition.
And I and little Nir!
I and the owl!
I and the owl!

Erez Surveyors Inc!
Erez Surveyors Inc!

Wielding the sword
his arm runneled with wounds,
the owl
the son of Anath
Earth’s son, son of the crescent.
the owl.

Beer Sheva of the early Nineties,
and the former desert,
alowly spreading his wings,
bronzed and mortared,
and quietly revealing his sword.
What sense for me now
owl and love?

And then the mall,
three stories, octagonal with fluted skin, and a floor of restaurants
yellowed with dust,
standing five and a hundred cubits
clad in chill marble.

And the folks with their swords,
next to picantic-china
across from i.M.P.
The Fox-Man store is next to a pile of orange clothing,
and the Fox-Man salesgirl,
a pretty gumchewer aged one score less two
her face pitted, chewed, blue-green, gleaming with 
fire,
her heart chewed
with lust and passion.
(On her chest a freckled shirt that will never by stylish, whatever may come 
to pass)
And in the volume of the mall
shouts the owl with zeal
with a torch-cry
I am immortal
I am King Kong of the desert,
I am Godzilla of the Negev
The Golem of the Negev Mall.

His grandfather?
Baal.
His grandmother?
A Canadian real estate developer of Jewish origin,
massing and buying,
racing with their dumb shopping bags
down the neon corridors,
in the formike passage.
And the local paper’s photog flashes,
And then the guard, brave and proud
(He already fought in Afganistan, a Lau missile powdered his 
nose),
he draws his gun,
Looks at the Fox-Man Girl, the foxie human’s girl.
And the owl, there’s the cool and quiet flint,
weary, his eyes today are dry,
the beat of his wings is aureate,
his feathers are pure creolite,
he smiles.

Raise the fire and consume the mall and its daughters,
conflagrate the merchandise of Fox-Man,
the wild bull of Burger Ranch.

I’ve seen it all,
I haven’t seen anything yet--
the rock owl.

Who will re-inter the rock owl, the fire owl?
What transgression made I on this dread world?

-
-

Mall nation by the owl accursed.
A human being by the owl accursed.
An owl by his smile accursed.


Written especially for artist Michal Helfman’s exhibition at the 2003 Venice Biennale.

Translated from Hebrew by Pesach Slabosky
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