Sivan Har-Shefi

The tree

In the morning, we pat the tree on its
shoulder:

“Are you still here?”

The tree is silent, in the manner of men of
action

The scent of its presence rises from its
many armpits

Its hundred arms already move at that
early hour.

Stand beside it, do as it does:

set aside the shafts of light

carve the air, drill into the earth.

Sit with it at noon, silent on the boiling
ground,

It will share its fruit with you

It will slide gently above your head:
You're still here.

Translated by Ethelea Katzenell
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