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I’m a Gotta Move Jew 
 
I’m on the move. 
I came yesterday – tomorrow I’ll go. 
You won’t catch me pouring down foundations. 
My roots of memory longing 
like my tailbone to the cut-off tail. 
I move and move, turn quickly, 
turn upon the ground, 
not rooted, not hovering 
I will not stay to age in people 
and the people will not age in me. 
Here is one fall and spring 
and it’s already stifling here. 
Gotta move on 
let me through 

I need some air. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

A Mural with No Wall 
A Qasida for Mahmoud Darwish1 
 
It’s been a while that I’ve wanted to write to you, not about you, 
And even now I don’t know where to start, from where 
I can take words to face your eternal words, and I am in transit 
Through the verse-houses of your poems, homeland of the words, 
folded into slim volume – cities 
Of poetry which – I’ll be frank with you – fill me with envy 
recently; 
Not that of a poet but of an exile: it is so yours, so fully yours, 
I have no such homeland, neither in writing nor on earth 
But do not pity me – that’s not it. When it comes down to it,  
I am the murderer 
And a thousand petitions against the occupation won’t help me,  
I am the soldier 
Who kills three pigeons again and again with a single shot 
And it is a matter of habit –  
It was me who shot the forsaken horse, alone beside the house that 
became my new home 
And I who sealed its windows well against the keening of the 
yearning mourners 
And I who sealed the well with armored concrete 
That I should not see nor hear life from within the water 
And what do I need an Arab horse or eternal Sabra cactus for? 
You will find not even one Sabra cactus to soothe your soul  
in the sand dunes of Isdud2 
Where we built a city for people who have never heard your name 
Your name rubbed out in Moroccan and in Russian and in 
Ashdodian3 Hebrew, 
To tell you the truth, Andalusia or not,  

                                                 
1  Mahmud Darwish is the most renowned Palestinian national 
 poet. 
2  The Palestinian village of Isdud was occupied and destroyed 
 by Israel in 1948. The residents were made refugees. 
3  The Israeli city of Ashdod was founded approximately at the 
 site of the demolished village Isdud. Immigrants flown in from 
 Morocco (1950s-1960s) and from Russia (1970s-1990s) were 
 settled there. It became renowned for being a “development 
 town”, although it’s the fifth biggest city in Israel. 



 

That’s how we do Andalusia in Ashdod, among the Jews, 
And now they celebrate fifty years for it in a brand-new museum 
by the sea, exactly at the spot where 
Nabi Younes, a fishing village, used to stand; and the exhibition 
holds 
Not even one shred of lonely Arab horses and no Sabras 
And children are taught the ancient history of the city 
The Philistine, not the Palestinian, because museums are not about 
politics.  
I read your poems as indictments and plead guilty to every single 
charge, 
Each time anew, and my thousands of protests will not help here, 
against the elders of Zionism, 
Nor the youngest, Ashkenazim and Mizrahim, white and black –  
I am one of them 
Because I am not one of you, that is the miserable bottom line; 
I – who steals in and out of your thresholds as if it were my own -  
Sipping from the Arab coffee,  
Kicking at the jug and shouting ‘dirty Arab!’ 
Smashing each and every mirror so that I will not see in them 
The face of my grandfather, puzzling back at me, in Arabic. 
What do you mean Arabic? I am a Hebrew poet! 
I am a jailor-poet, do not believe a word I say,  
I am the jailor of myself and of my words 
Whose wings are clipped, and of my sleep that wanders, 
With no exact address to rest within,  
And you were so right – the homeland is not a suitcase; 
And you were so right – the homeland is a suitcase, 
As the Jews can explain at the airport, you there! 
What are you flying with the whole homeland in your  
suspicious suitcase? 
That’s the most basic irresponsibility, step aside please, I 
The security screener dressed up as a Middle Eastern intellectual 
Desperately seeking his homeland inside an Arab suitcase, 
And me, all the words of love and agony that I have written and 
that I have yet to write and also all those 
That beat against my temples, that I will never write,  
Even they will never be salvation for me and for you 
As in my life I embody your death, 
You are suffocated because I breathe, 



 

You are hungry because I eat, 
You are bound because I am unfettered,  
Write it down, 
Your shackles are my wings 
And how am I to write you words of peace, of coexistence, ya’ani 
ta’ayush4,  
Even if I buy myself a suitcase just like yours and travel far away 
from here,  
And I have traveled so, so far away from here, and it does not go 
away, this thing, 
As an Arab intellectual once told me with a madman’s bluntness: 
“How can you insist on being with the Jews?” 
I laughed at him, what do you mean, how? I am a Jew, I do not 
know how to be something else,  
What insolence! I am a Jew, not a Zionist but a Jew, I have been a 
Jew since the dawn of the Mugrabi man,  
And perhaps I did not really understand until my son grew up and 
became a lad who reads for himself and hears things on his own... 
And one day, when I told him sadly how far he is going from us, 
from the Jews, he shook me off politely: 
“What do you want from me? You said get up, we have to go to 
America to run away from the Hebron Jew,  
But you can’t, because there are no other Jews in the 
world... you are running away from yourself, Dad.” 
And I sat and wept bitterly; I so envy his freedom, 
I so would like to take leave of my knowledge, my mind, my 
consciousness... 
And so, dear Arab poet, I write to you in Hebrew,  
And so, painter of eternal words, I paint for you in Jewish, 
A mural I have no wall for, nor will I ever, 
As I have come to detest your land and my land has always cast me 
out,  
And I live in exile on motes of air, not here nor there,  
Closing my eyes, touching, not touching... 
Look, 
How you fall asleep and the Jew inside me creeps up with words 
To make you feel guilty, to wheedle compassion out of you, 

                                                 
4  Ya’ani is Arabic for “in other words.” Ta’ayus is Arabic for 
 coexistence.  



 

And Ecclesiastes and all of his vanity of vanities will not help you 
here,  
Nor will the Song of Songs, nor the poetry of poetries,  
Even the Messiah himself will not save you from me and me from 
you, 
Because I have killed him this morning, 
I rise every day to kill him anew,  
To put off the end of everything,  
For on this day atonement shall be made for you... 
For on this day he shall rise above the fear of heights and depths 
And he will come a-running to me on the waves of the roiling bog, 
On this day the worlds will be upturned and then I will stand 
Before my grandfather and my son and look them in the eye and 
say Enough!  
The tapestry of my life is Jewish lies in Arabic embroidery, 
And it is not that I took your life and made it mine, 
But rather your life was once your life until King David came from 
Poland 
And knocked us both down with just one sling shot, 
As if we were the eyes of that same Goliath,  
A single Polish shot did us both in, 
As we were busy with prayers and storytelling, baking bread and 
cracking olives,  
And other time-consuming, mind-sweetening, Arab activities of the 
heart, 
But the King desired me and raised me up 
To life, like Elisha, with a single vodka-filled blow, and sent me 
upon you, 
Sent me free and cried: The Arab is dead! The Arab is dead! Long 
live the new Jew! 
Write it down, 
I was born Jewish out of your death, the death of the Arab in me, 
And then we danced a bracing Hora and the Polack brandishes my 
grandfather’s beard 
And points at my dark skin and sings: Here is where I came from, 
this is where I hail from, this is my home! 



 

And I was filled with new Jewish pride and sharp wolves’ teeth and 
you – rooh min houn5! Go away! 
You refused to remove yourself from my eyes, watching to the 
Western horizon... 
You became my enemy, who peeks anew at me from the mirror 
every morning, 
And I spit and curse and kill you and kill you again, 
To rebirth myself a renovated Jew, 
And do not mistake me, I am not here to replace you, 
I am not an Orientalist, I am Oriental, ya’ani a Mizrahi Jew, 
There is no atonement or redemption for me, not in this lifetime, 
Perhaps on the day that your three companions overcome their 
fear of heights, 
Lo,’ those inquirers into the secret of life –  
Gilgamesh, Solomon, and Yeshua6 (Jesus, King of the Jews) –  
And descend from the top branches of the tree of life down to the 
land of the end of all, 
On that day, which will nevermore come,  
I will tear the mask off my face,  
Benevolent of countenance and soul, 
And be who I am, 
Whoever I am I will be, 
A Jew with no Jews,  
An Arab with no Arabs,  
A suitcase with no homeland, 
A homeland with no suitcase,  
A painter with no words,  
A poet with no paint,  
A wall with no mural, 
A mural with no wall. 
 
 
 
 

                                                 
5  Rooh min houn is an Arabic phrase known to most Israelis. It 
 means “go away from here,” and it’s used broadly by soldiers 
 toward Palestinians.  
6  Yeshua is one of the Hebrew forms for the name Jesus. Many 
 Jews refuse even to mention this form.  



 

My Mother Loves Arik Sharon 
 
My mother loves Ariel Sharon, 
that’s what she tells me, 
now that he’s dying in the endless broadcasts 
(the endless talk of intracranial hemorrhages and edemas 
gives her a headache, she should only be well), 
and me, I love my mother, that’s the thing, 
even now, while he does his dying, all over the downer evening 
line-up 
(Really, it makes me ill, zap to a soap Mother). 
I’ll also love my mother after that,  
when they’ll have dedicated a hall of culture to him,  
across the street from her, 
and we’ll go there together, to hear an Andalusian concert. 
“Poor thing, he didn’t deserve that,” says my mother, sadly 
(dead prime ministers always make her sad, even Ben-Gurion, 
certainly Begin). 
And I love my mother, that’s the thing, 
and how can I heap ashes on her sorrow 
(now is not the time to remind her how he took me all the way to 
Beirut, for instance, and how she showered him with curses then, 
but does she need that, now, during the national celebration of 
broadcast grief?) 
Ye’ebi bashk ubashna aiyma. 
May his soul be your redemption and ours, Mother. 
 
 
Ashdod, 1.6.06, 3:35pm 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

I am an Arab Refugee 
 
When I hear Fairuz sing: 
I will never forget you, Filasteen, 
I swear to you by my own right hand  
that at once I am a Palestinian,  
I suddenly know: 
I am an Arab refugee. 
If I’m not,  
let my tongue dry up and fall free.   
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


