
Shimon Bouzaglo 

 

 7 poems        
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



April in Lebanon 

  

If it seems that toward Spring 

only trees awaken - Wrong! 

A solid green cedar surges forth  

from my loin, 

inspecting the scenery from its' top. 

Look, look, he says to her. 

And she - flooded in acorns - 

joins him, gazing at the wondrous scenery. 

Gazing, blossoming in a shudder. 

  

(From Hollywood Lawns, 2015, translated by Irit Sela)  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



A love song for books with hard covers 

  

This is a love song for books 

with hard covers 

and markers of red velvet. 

Tempestuous hearts smeared into letters, 

a beloved turned into a page, 

a tree into a paragraph. 

Thick leather binding 

and in its center a copper intaglio of February, 

signed:     

                                       The brothers Limburg. 

  

This is a love song I sing 

for books with hard covers 

who have, for heaviness, compressed our love, 

into mysterious signs: Writing! 

Unbelievable how the hand moves 

to make of our joy 

words words happiness happiness love. 

This is a love song for books 

with hard covers, 

leather straps close on them 

and sometimes there a tiny lock. 

  

(From Aram, 2000, translated by Immanuel Witztum) 

  

  

   



A Love song to my ceiling 

  

Just  

As you are 

You need no icons. 

  

(From Aram, 2000, translated by Irit Sela) 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



The Day before the Iliad 

  

1 

On the plains of Thessalia, 

before they left to besiege Troy, 

Achilles' warriors leaned on their swords 

contemplating the words of the blind old man 

who had passed by the camp at noon. 

Someone had said that his name was Homer. 

          An evening breeze blew,    

          blowing the broom plants on their shields. 

Zephyrus, by the way, had not been born yet.  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



2 

 

When the sun is extinguished by nameless gods, 

thus, one puff and that's it. 

And the moon with a hallucinatory voice 

declares its' ware: 

night, 

who wants night? 

The Trojans dreamed that they rose 

above a bed of fine ash. 

A burning smell still wafts 

from the blackened walls 

and from their charred bodies - 

from an unexplained enclave 

in their city walls, they left. 

The moon was silenced and in the exposed space 

between the city and the coastline 

they walked captured in thought, 

their shadows as giant bats 

hung on the wall. 

In the morning, when they awoke, 

they turned without too much thought 

to the city square. 

And there, on the podium, 

Hector already stood, deathly pale. 

No need to explain, said the Trojans. 

  

(From Aram, 2000, translated by Immanuel Witztum) 

   



Yearnings 

  

We parted in winter 

and now it's the end of summer 

and still these haunting, 

intensifying dreams. 

I do no ask 

why all my dreams are painted from you, 

how can so many lips flower 

out of my body. 

By the way, 

yesterday I went 

through the valley of Megiddo. 

Remember? The valley of Megiddo.  

  

(From Aram, 2000, translated by Moshe Dor) 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



* 

  

Malachi is watching Jungle Book. 

Suddenly, 

from amongst the trees, 

Shere Khan springs downstage, Noah howls, 

weeping. 

I hold my angel, 

words assemble within me, 

wishing this face of his never ends, 

that my Noah will never  

ceases weeping for Shere Khan.  

  

(From Pressing Defence, 2004, translated by Irit Sela) 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  



À la Corot   

  

If Cicero had to choose between 

dropping in to visit a friend this morning 

or writing about it, 

I’m pretty certain, 

at least judging from his essay - 

De Amicitia - 

what he would have chosen. 

  

And as for me - shall I go see my friend 

or write this poem? 

In the store, at the gas station 

opposite the boot camp, 

they sell great coffee. 

I’ll buy him a big can. 

Cicero, clearly, wasn’t familiar 

with this magic brown powder. 

Probably he’d have brought his friend 

cheese balls in olive oil, 

all from his farm. 

Okay, I’ll bring this to Ran too. 

  

  

Suddenly I’m possessed by a yen 

for that row of cypresses there. See them? 

Beside the path that Cicero’s climbing. 

The sun is already high enough 

to slap his bald pate, 



but the light breeze from the hill 

takes the edge off the heat. 

One hand holding the labaneh, 

the other rolling his toga up, 

alongside the silent cypresses, 

there, on the hillside 

he, with the starling, is faintly whistling 

a tune that’s dogged him for two days. 

  

(From Hollywood Lawns, 2015, translated by Vivian Eden) 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 


