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Dead Girls 
 
The month of April features Bia, a girl with reddish hair and a string of 
pearls around her neck. You are the very spit and image, the teacher says, 
tearing April out. I take Bia home and tape her to my bedroom wall. Her 
tawny eyebrows crawl into the wood paneling. I tell her all my joys and 
sorrows. When I pray, her lips open and close, and her fingers move along 
the chain-link belt hanging around her waist. One day I find her inches 
from the floor, swinging toward the window. I put her back in her chair 
and tell her to sit still like a good girl. She swings her feet and peels the tape 
off the corners. Flat on her face she falls, tearing her nose and the end of 
April. I  fold Bia into a little silver box. Her pearl necklace holds her down. 
A decade passes and a glory be. I am in the Uffizi and see her there, framed 
and suspended in one of the galleries. Her tombstone says that she was an 
illegitimate daughter of Cosimo I de’ Medici, Grand Duke of Tuscany, who 
was sixteen when she was born. Her grandmother called her the comfort of 
our court.  Bronzino painted her on wood in tempera grassa, a long-lasting 
mixture of oil and egg yolk, but fever killed her at the age of six. Next to 
Bia is a sister, a recompense, who looked just like her, they said, but she 
was strangled by her husband a month shy of thirty-four (I look nothing 
like her). I ask the guard if the girls ever try to get out, and he shakes his 
head. Bia’s fingertips rub together, a crack in the frame splits open. 

  



 

 

 
Tal Nitzán 
 
 
DMNT 
 
Every night names and words fly from Iris’s head, 
stars fall upside down, a final flicker, 
gone, like a dream in the waking light. 
 
Wrong, Iris thinks, a correct diagnosis 
isn’t half the cure (“diagnosis” hasn’t vanished yet), 
with chilling clarity she sees what is happening  

 
but she can’t be saved. Our lady of losses, 
of words snatched away, our lady 
of the fog. 
 
Every night Iris wanes. 
In the dark suburb, in one of the houses  
a baby grows. 
  
Translated from the Hebrew by Adriana X. Jacobs 
 
 
 

 ניצן טל
 

DMNT 
 

כָל לָה בְּ חִים לַיְּ ל מֵראֹשָהּ פּוֹרְּ  ,וּמִלִים שֵמוֹת אַיירִיס שֶׁ

רִים כּוֹכָבִים הֻפָּךְ נוֹשְּ הוּב ,בִמְּ  ,אַחֲרוֹן הִבְּ

גוֹזִים מוֹ ,נְּ וֵרֵי חֲלוֹם כְּּ סַנְּ קִיצָה בְּ  .הַיְּ
 

ת ,טָעוּת בֶׁ נוֹזָה ,אַיירִיס חוֹשֶׁ כוֹנָה דִיאַגְּ  נְּ

פֵּא חֲצִי אֵינָהּ נוֹזָה)' מַרְּ מָה לאֹ עוֹד 'דִיאַגְּ לְּ  (,נֶׁעֶׁ

דִיוּק רוֹאָה הִיא הִנֵה פִּיא בְּ ה מָה דָם-מַקְּ  קוֹרֶׁ
 

אֵין יָדָהּ וְּ הִנָצֵל בְּ תֵנוּ .לְּ בִרְּ ל גְּ  ,הָאֲבֵדוֹת שֶׁ

ל מָסוֹת הַמִלִים שֶׁ תֵנוּ ,הַנֶׁחְּ בִרְּ  גְּ

ל ל שֶׁ  .הָעֲרָפֶׁ
 

כָל לָה בְּ ת אַיירִיס לַיְּ טֶׁ מַעֶׁ  .מִתְּ

אַחַד וָר הַבָתִים בְּ חָשוּךְ בַפַּרְּ  הֶׁ

  .גָדֵל תִינוֹק
 

 

  



 

 

Tahel Frosh 

 

Clarice 

 

On November 30 Clarice’s throat lodged 
in the teacher’s diaphragm, her blindness cracking against the raised chest  
She says expanded now 
  
I don’t know anything about Clarice.  In my ribs 
an ugly little bird nestles with a torn wing 
I never had a Clarice 
 
Not one. Maybe she rolls around between pencil cases and ring binders, between wit 
and fear, down these long halls and walls 
Who knows.  Like that 
 
Clarice sits in the mud and the voices she makes from whispers breathe 
but she doesn’t breathe she crafts flying creatures, and in a daze 
she takes more sand and wets her hands 
 
No. I don’t know 
to whom will I give this or that Clarice?   
There is fog in the secret garden  
and nothing can be seen but 
a settling cloud and Clarice 
with a key and a hand and a fence around her throat 
 
She should be moving already. If she moves, she will appear on time 
If she appears on time she will die, 
she will die and the birds will come. If birds are even singing then. 
 
 
Translated from the Hebrew by Adriana X. Jacobs 
 

  



 

 

 פרוש תהל

 

 קלריס

 

 

לֹשִים ר בִשְּ בֶׁ מְּ נוֹבֶׁ ל צַוָּארָהּ בְּ לָרִיס שֶׁ קַע קְּ    נִתְּ

ת פֶׁ עֶׁ סַרְּ רוֹנָהּ הַמוֹרָה בְּ בַר עִוְּ      מוּרָם חָזֶׁה מוּל נִשְּ

שָו ת עַכְּ רֶׁ הִיב אוֹמֶׁ   .מַרְּ

 

לָרִיס מֻשָג לִי אֵין נֶׁת .מִקְּ עוֹתַי בֵין שוֹכֶׁ  צַלְּ

טַנָה צִפּוֹר עוּרָה ,קְּ רוּטַת ,כְּּ  נָףכָּ  מְּ

תָה לאֹ מֵעוֹלָם לָרִיס לִי הָיְּ  קְּ

 

לוּם ת אוּלַי .כְּּ לֶׁ גֶׁ גַלְּ מָרִים בֵין מִתְּ רִים ,קַלְּ לָסֶׁ נִינָה בֵין ,קְּ  שְּ

ךְ ,וּפַחַד אֹרֶׁ רוֹנוֹת לְּ דְּ קִירוֹת אֲרֻכִּים מִסְּ  וְּ

 כָּכָה גַם .יוֹדַעַת לאֹ

 

לָרִיס ת קְּ בֶׁ חָשִים וּבוֹנָה בַטִיט יוֹשֶׁ מִים קוֹלוֹת מִלְּ נוֹשְּ  שֶׁ

ת אֵינָהּ מֶׁ צוּרִים בוֹרֵאת נוֹשֶׁ עָפִים יְּ ת ,שֶׁ רֶׁ רֶׁ סֻחְּ  מְּ

טִיבָה חוֹל עוֹד לוֹקַחַת ת מַרְּ יהָ  אֶׁ   יָדֶׁ

 

 מֻשָג לִי אֵין .לאֹ

מִי תֵן לְּ אוֹתָהּ אוֹתָהּ אֶׁ  ?וְּ

ל גַן עֲרָפֶׁ עוּלִים בְּ  הַנְּ

לאֹ אוֹת נִתָן וְּ בַד דָבָר לִרְּ  לְּ

יַשֵב מֵעָנָן לָרִיס מִתְּ  וּקְּ

צַוָּארָהּ תֵחַ  לְּ יָד מַפְּ גָדֵר וְּ  וְּ

 

תָזוּז בָר שֶׁ מַן תוֹפִיעַ  תָזוּז אִם .כְּּ  בַזְּ

מַן תוֹפִיעַ  אִם דֻיָק בַזְּ   ,תָמוּת אָז הַמְּ

יַגִיעוּ תָמוּת רִים וְּ רִים אִם .צִפֳּּ  .יָשִירוּ אָז צִפֳּּ

 
 

 

 

 

 


