Shmuel Eshel
The Dune

Waking on her divan,

Smoothing the sandy sheet,
Tightening up gold grains,
Buried neck-deep in sand,

The dune prepares her bright day.

Suspiring breezes brush away,
Traces of night,
Chiseling her body’s curves.

Sudden whirlwind piles up her hem,
Divulging her tender flesh,
Cascading sands leap backwards,
Averting eyes,

Covering nudeness with broad sheet.

Lechery eye-lashed blushing sun,

Spread-eagles sand grains, leaning and searing.

The dune pants for the wings of night,

To allay her heat in the mists of chill,

To recount her anguish to the caring moon,
To rest her head,

To share with enamored couples,

The secrets of her dream.

Translated by Dani Censor, January 2009.

TIT-20R DRI
7170

VI ¥ NAYIWNN TIvTa
770 vEn apdhnn

779373 277 NPTAN

2372 RN TV NRAM
1A NINXNY aTph

MY 271 MW MmN
79790 Mapy
DI 01 MS0ON

7 7IDI0 D1V DIRNDT W IR
7302 DWW IWnN

TIRD 107 217 099

DIV 120

SN 1007 A Y

717237 N1 7°0YOY 0172 W °19 1pnd
17X T2 NI DT ST NP

799977 59109 73177 nAW
719X 99°07V2 10 DR D
WY 7aR 2N 777 010
JWRA 17

DOATIRT NINT Qv P9
sl

2008 qanxT



