Tourists
Visits of condolence is all we get from them.
They squat at the Holocaust Memorial,1
They put on grave faces at the Wailing Wall
And they laugh behind heavy curtains
In their hotels.2
They have their pictures taken
Together with our famous dead
At Rachel’s Tomb and Herzl’s Tomb
And on the top of Ammunition Hill.
They weep over our sweet boys
And lust over our tough girls
And hang up their underwear
To dry quickly
In cool, blue bathrooms.3
Once I sat on the steps by a gate at David’s Tower, I placed my two
heavy baskets at my side.4 A group of tourists was standing around their
guide and I became their target marker. “You see that man with the
baskets? Just right of his head there’s an arch from the Roman period.
Just right of his head.” “But he’s moving, he’s moving!” I said to myself:
redemption5 will come only if their guide tells them, “You see that arch
from the Roman period? It’s not important: but next to it, left and down
a bit, there sits a man who’s bought fruit and vegetables for his family.”
Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt

[1] The word yoshvim here translated as “squatting,” literally means “sitting,” which suggests
the practice of “sitting shiva”—the seven-day mourning period.
[2] The luxurious hotels where tourists stay in Jerusalem.
[3] The trappings of modern travel.
[4] The linguistic style, spacing, and printing of the poem changes from poetry in the first
section to prose in the second section.
[5] Geula refers to the eventual salvation of the world by God.
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ַתּיָּ ִרים
עוֹר ִכים ֶא ְצ ֵלנוּ,
קּוּרי ֲא ֵב ִלים ֵהם ְ
ִבּ ֵ
יוֹשׁ ִבים ְבּיָ ד וָ ֵשׁםַ ,מ ְר ִצינִ ים ְליַ ד ַהכּ ֶֹתל ַה ַמּ ֲע ָר ִבי
ְ
חוֹרי וִ ילוֹנוֹת ְכּ ֵב ִדים ְבּ ַח ְד ֵרי ָמלוֹן,
צוֹח ִקים ֵמ ֲא ֵ
וְ ֲ
שׁוּבים ְבּ ֶק ֶבר ָר ֵחל
ִמ ְצ ַט ְלּ ִמים ִעם ֵמ ִתים ֲח ִ
משׁת,
וּב ִג ְב ַעת ַה ַתּ ְח ֶ
וּב ֶק ֶבר ֶה ְר ְצל ְ
ְ
בוּרת נְ ָע ֵרינוּ
בּוֹכים ַעל יְ ִפי ְגּ ַ
ִ
רוֹתינוּ
חוֹשׁ ִקים ִבּ ְק ִשׁיחוּת נַ ֲע ֵ
וְ ְ
יהם
תוֹלים ֶאת ַתּ ְחתּוֹנֵ ֶ
וְ ִ
ְליִ בּוּשׁ ָמ ִהיר
אַמ ַבּ ְטיָ ה ְכּ ֻח ָלּה וְ צוֹנֶ נֶ ת.
ְבּ ְ
צוּדת ָדּוִ דֶ ,את ְשׁנֵ י ַה ַסּ ִלּים ַה ְכּ ֵב ִדים
ַפּ ַעם יָ ַשׁ ְב ִתּי ַעל ַמ ְד ֵרגוֹת ְליַ ד ַשׁ ַער ִבּ ְמ ַ
בוּצת ַתּיָּ ִרים ְס ִביב ַה ַמּ ְד ִריְך וְ ִשׁ ַמּ ְשׁ ִתּי ָל ֶהם נְ ֻק ַדּת ִציּוּן.
ַשׂ ְמ ִתּי ְליָ ִדיָ .ע ְמ ָדה ָשׁם ְק ַ
רוֹאים ֶאת ָה ִאישׁ ַה ֶזּה ִעם ַה ַסּ ִלּים? ְק ָצת יָ ִמינָ ה ֵמרֹאשׁוֹ נִ ְמ ֵצאת ֶק ֶשׁת
"אַתּם ִ
ֶ
אָמ ְר ִתּי ְבּ ִל ִבּי:
רוֹמיתְ .ק ָצת יָ ִמינָ ה ֵמרֹאשׁוֹ"ֲ .א ָבל הוּא ָזז ,הוּא ָזז! ַ
קוּפה ָה ִ
ִמן ַה ְתּ ָ
קוּפה
רוֹאים ָשׁם ֶאת ַה ֶקּ ֶשׁת ִמן ַה ְתּ ָ
אַתּם ִ
ַה ְגּ ֻא ָלּה ָתּבוֹא ַרק ִאם יַ ִגּידוּ ָל ֶהםֶ :
אָדם ֶשׁ ָקּנָ ה
יוֹשׁב ָ
וּל ַמ ָטּה ִמ ֶמּנָּ הֵ ,
ֹאלה ְ
רוֹמית? ֹלא ָחשׁוּבֲ :א ָבל ְליָ ָדהְּ ,ק ָצת ְשׂמ ָ
ָה ִ
ֵפּרוֹת וִ ָירקוֹת ְל ֵביתוֹ.
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A Purchase on Dizengov
I purchased a store on Dizengov
to strike roots
to purchase roots
to find me a perch in Roval
but
the people in Roval1
I ask myself
who are these people in Roval
what’s so special about these people in Roval
what make them tick these people in Roval
I don’t address the people in Roval
and when the people in Roval address me
I pull out the language,2
clean words,
a most up-to-date Hebrew,

Dizengoff Street, named after Tel Aviv's first mayor, Meir Dizengoff (1861–1936), is a major
thoroughfare in Tel Aviv. In the street's heyday, it was described as the "Champs-Élysées of
Tel Aviv." Biton consciously misspells the name of the street in Hebrew to hint at prevalent
Ashkenazi prejudices regarding the literacy and language of immigrants from North Africa.
[1] Roval, a European-style café, opened in 1948 on Dizengoff Street and became renowned
for its pastries. It was a popular meeting place for the political, bohemian, and bourgeois
society of Tel Aviv until it closed in 1980.
[2] The word used by Biton is sholef (i.e., I “draw” out the language, I make it sound classy and
Western).
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שיר קנייה בדיזנגוב
יתי ֲחנוּת ְבּ ִד ְיזנְ גּוֹב
ָקנִ ִ
ְכּ ֵדי ְל ַהכּוֹת שׁ ֶֹרשׁ
ְכּ ֵדי ִל ְקנוֹת שׁ ֶֹרשׁ
ְכּ ֵדי ִל ְמצֹא ָמקוֹם ְבּרוֹוָ ל
ֲא ָבל
ָה ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל
שׁוֹאל ֶאת ַע ְצ ִמי
ֵ
ֲאנִ י
ִמי ֵהם ָה ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל,
ַמה יֵּ שׁ ָבּ ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל,
הוֹלְך ָבּ ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל,
ַמה ֵ
ֲאנִ י ֹלא פּוֹנֶ ה ָל ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל
ְכּ ֶשׁ ָה ֲאנָ ִשׁים ְבּרוֹוָ ל פּוֹנִ ים ֵא ַלי
שׁוֹלף ֶאת ַה ָשּׂ ָפה
ֲאנִ י ֵ
ִמ ִלּים נְ ִקיּוֹת,
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