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The golden peacock flew oft and away,
and night opened its golden eye.

My radiant one, sleep on.

Night opened its golden eye,
[ became the fiddle and you the bow.

My restless one, sleep on.

[ became the fiddle and you the bow,
happiness arced fondly above us.

My gentle one, sleep on.

Happiness arced fondly above us,
left us alone, flew off and away.

My mournful one, sleep on.



der goldene pfau ist geflogen, geflogen
und die nacht hat die goldenen augen geédffnet

mein leuchtender, schlaf ein

die nacht hat die goldenen augen geéffnet
ich bin geige geworden und du der bogen

mein unruhiger, schlaf ein

ich bin geige geworden und du der bogen
und das gliick hat sich verliebt tiber uns gebeugt

mein zirtlicher, schlaf ein

und das gliick hat sich verliebt tiber uns gebeugt
lieR uns allein und entflogen, entflogen

mein trauriger, schlaf ein
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MY ANCESTORS SPEAK

My ancestors:
Men in satin and velvet,
faces long and silky pale,
faintly glowing lips
and thin hands caressing faded folios.
Deep into the night they speak with God.

Merchants from Leipzig and Danzig
with clean cuffs, smoking fine cigars.
Talmudic wit. German niceties.
Their look is clever and lacklustre,
clever and self-satisfied.

Don Juans, dealers and seekers of God.

A drunkard,

a pair of converts in Kiev.

My ancestors:
Women bejewelled in diamonds like icons,
darkly crimsoned by Turkish shawls,
and heavy folds of Satin-de-Lyon.
But their bodies are weeping willows,

the fingers in their laps like withered Aowers,



and in their faded, veiled eyes

lifeless desire.

Grand ladies in calico and linen,
broad-boned, strong and agile,

with their contemptuous, easy laughter,

with calm talk and uneasy silence.

At dusk, by the window of the humble house
they sprout like statues.

And coursing through their dusky eyes

cruel desire.

And a pair
I am ashamed of.

All of them, my ancestors,

blood of my blood,

flame of my flame,

dead and living mixed together,

sad, grotesque, iImmense,

They trample through me as through a dark house.
Trampling with prayers, and curses, and wailing,
rattling my heart like a copper bell,

my tongue quivers,

[ don’t know my own voice—

My ancestors speak.



DEMONS

They roll by

in the green rays of the hysterical moon
and grow dark,

their spindly legs underneath them,

in all the shadowy corners.

And they are good.

Their long, black, snakelike, twisted fingers
pointing only at you,

stretching slowly to you, only to you,

and they are good.

And you, human being, why are you trembling?

You slender island among the rising waves,

you, thin spark extnguished among the clouds,

you, the outflung dagger from God’s hand,

with your sunshine-filled goblet

shattered by the night—

You fool, you fool, you poor fool, in the deep of night,

in that menacing shimmer of the hysterical moon.
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On the Other Side of the Poem

On the other side of the poem is a grove,

Inita house with a straw roof and a yard —

Three pine trees are standing silently
there,

Three sturdy watchmen on permanent

guard.

On the other side of the poem is a bird,
A yellow-brown bird with a ruddy breast,
He arrives to fly off every winter anew,

Like a bud hanging from a bare bush

secks his rest.

On the other side of the poem is a path,

Slender and sharp as the thin-thinnest
slir,

And there someone ambles adrift in time

Trnading ever so softly with barefooted

rait.

On the other side of the poem wonders
can occur

Even now on a day so grayish and dour,

When a knock is felt against the
windowpane,

‘The feverish longing of a wounded hour.

On the other side of the poem my
mother may appear,

Pensive she stands at the threshold in
thrall,

Then calls me inside as she did long ago:

— You've played enough, don’t you see?

It's nightfall.



Jenseits des Gedichts

Jenseits des Gedichts ist ein Obsthain ganz nah
und im Obsthain ein Haus, das ist strohiiberdacht,
und es stehen drei Kiefern und schweigen sich aus
wie drei Wachter auf standiger Wacht.

Jenseits des Gedichts ist ein Vogel ganz nah,

ein Vogel braungelb und mit rétlichem Bauch,
und er kommt jeden Winter aufs Neue geflogen,
eine Knospe, so hingt er im blattlosen Strauch.

Jenseits des Gedichts ist ein Saumpfad ganz nah,

er ist schmal, zieht sich fein wie der diinn-diinnster Schnitt.
Jemand geht dort, verirrt und verloren die Zeit,

wandelt barful3 voriiber mit lautlosem Tritt.

Jenseits des Gedichts konnen Wunder geschehn,
selbst im Grau dieses Tages, ganz wolkenverhangen,
wenn er wieder und wieder aufs Fensterglas haucht
einer schmerzlichen Stunde entflammtes Verlangen.

Jenseits des Gedichts steht vielleicht meine Mutter

auf der Schwelle noch lang, hat an etwas gedacht,

und sie ruft mich nach Hause, wie einst, so wie einst:
,Hast genug jetzt gespielt. Siehst du nicht? Es ist Nacht. "



Ich méchte manchmal hingehn Ich m6chte manchmal hingehn
nur auf Zehenspitzen, leis,

zu einem fremden Haus

und mit meinen Hianden die Wénde beriihren -

Aus was flir einem Lehm sind die Ziegel gebrannt,

aus was fiir einem Holz ist die Tiir gemacht

und was fiir ein Gott hat dort sein Gezelt,

dass er es bewahre vor Ungliick und vor der Vernichtung?

Was fiir eine Schwalbe hat unter dem Dach
gebaut sich aus Stroh und aus Erde ihr Nest,
und welche Engel in Menschengestalt

sind dorthin gekommen zu Gast?

Was fiir Gerechte sind ihnen begegnet,

kamen mit Schiisseln voll Wasser entgegen,

um ihnen den Staub von den Fiilen zu waschen,
den Staub von den irdischen Wegen?

Und was fiir einen Segen lieRen sie

fiir Alt und Jung, fiir jedes Kind da,
dass der sie beschirmt und behiitet hat
vor Belsen, Majdanek, Treblinka?

Aus solch einem Haus —
von sorgsam gestrichenen Zdunen umgeben,
inmitten von Bdumen und Blumenrabatten gelegen,
ganz Bldue und Goldglanz und Flammen -

er Morder meines Volkes,
meiner Mame.

Wachsen lassen will ich meine Trauer
wie Samson einst sein Haar

und drehen den Mahlstein der Tage
um jene blutige Spur.

Bis irgendwann, in der Nacht,

wenn ich iber mir hor

das betrunkene Lachen des Morders,

dann reif ich aus ithren Angeln die Ttir

und lass das Gebdude erzittern —
Aufschrecken soll diese Nacht, hellwach
vom Schauder, der jede Scheibe durchdringt,
jeden Ziegel und Nagel und Balken im Haus,
vom Boden hinauf bis zum Dach.

Obwohl ich weil}, ich weil ja, mein Herr,

die stiirzenden Winde und Mauern

be%lraben ja doch nur mich selbst

und mein Trauern. Stockholm, 20.4.1947



ST B8 BR D

JETIEBE PROSDES 1D BHMSE3
403 PRI I PRI 1D TR
JUBETE 1PYTE UMt oEn

— DM MR

78D MR 11D WTIYD W

JUBED B 1D

SN 1B 1opEN 187 s

W PINT DD e m

B NE PBE YT T PR
SIEE WP Iy o

MBI B N LO8DE M

TR W TWTIWT Yo M

SJI8? 1o payTpn Bpt

TH YT VIR B PR oM 8 T Y
— M2 DPT B PR B N

TEMIWPT B LIS YT 12P1 8D

AN PIPY NS BYN DN YT 1B
SN DPND BIM3 PR 283 PR 1Y 1YY
— J¥T 112 B9 Yol 1B

JIST PR DY LB DYDY wRED
BIPN PTIAEE YT 19D I8

T ™93 1a8KD

SPS 1D

20-1v 1947 ,oS5xnpyne



ORN IMB 2V

J8DE s s

M3 1EBY-IYAD NN

™I T BN

— BIPI YT BBBRID BAPT PITO W PN
JBIYNAYR 9308 YT {PapT DY OMY 8 8D DN 1B
JAIBBYI PR D YT PORT 8 8D DEY B
JPPRPI T BIRT BEN BEY B WD OEN P8
TWORNBI (270 1N YT D oY BEe Y T8

TET T YRNN BT RN 8 8D DY
LRI P T BIPIEYI Y 1 NN e b
PRTYBRIRE TPBIYD 8D DMK PI7YN DK

0oy 0% Yy YT DY

DIIPIVD T JIWT DPYTIY N WD DB
TIVDIBIE [IRTBYI P0ET BY oW R
,D0B PUPNT NID aNBE OPT jsN 1% O
!IPM PETIY T N e Oy

TTETP3 ™1 1380 273 § e o¥N R
JPIMYD 13 DRI I — YT M

TOYIRD 1IN RIPPYI [YDOPEHED YT BET T8
PPIYIPIL L PYIBTED LPYentya T8p



One day I want

One day I want

simply to go on tiptoe

to a building I don’t know

and to stroke the walls with my hands-
What sort of clay was baked into its bricks,
what sort of wood made into its door,

and what sort of God has pitched his tent
to ward off holocaust and war?

What sort of swallow beneath its roof
has crafted a straw-and-earth nest,
and what angels in human guise

have arrived as guests?

What sorts of saints did those angels meet
and carry bowls for a bath

to rinse the dust off their feet,

the dust of the earthly path?

And what sort of blessing have they left

for the children-from biggest to smallest,
that could have shielded and guarded them
from Majdanek, Treblinka, and Belzec?

Out of just such a building,

fenced in by painted, pointed dread
amongst the trees and flowerbeds
that gloam, glint, blaze and smother,
comes walking

the killer of my people,

of my mother.

[ want to let my sorrow grow

like Samson with his hair

and turn the millstone of the days
around that bloodstained lair.



Until one day, or rather night,

I hear from the next floor

the killer’s drunken laughter,

then I'll unhinge the door

and rattle the whole house-

I'll wake the night with a start

send terror through each pane,

make each brick, nail, and girder smart
from the basement to the rafters—

yet I do know it, Lord, I know
that then all the falling walls
will bury is me

and my sorrow.

Stockholm, 20 April 1947



Marina Alexeeva

1968

*
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Uber Nacht

Was hast du nur mit meinem Haar gemacht?
Geschah ein Wunder plétzlich tiber Nacht?

Es war ein blonder Kniuel, strohig, hart
und heut auf einmal ist es glatt und zart,

es war in wirre Strahnen dicht versponnen,
heut féllt es zu den Knécheln wie geronnen,

wie lauter Gold, zerschmolzen in der Glut,
als es heut nacht auf deinem Herz geruht.

Overnight

What happened to my hair?
Sudden wonder overnight:

What was a hard blonde heavy coil -
is now shiny smooth and soft!

It was short thick wild and messy -
now it flows down to my ankles,

and today, like gold, red hot and melted -
the hair, that rested on your heart.



DREAMS

[ am a dear beloved child

and dreamed a lovely brilliant dream;
my mother sews a wedding dress

my father builds a house for me.

And then I dreamed once more;
a big cold house where people grieve;
a mother sits and sews a shroud,
outside a father digs the grave. ..

I am a dear beloved child

And dreamed a lovely brilliant dream
a mother bakes the wedding cake

a father chills the Khuppah wine.

And then I dreamed once more;

a broken skull holds shattered glass...
and near the ground my parents sit
and swallow mute hard eggs with ash. ..
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GIRL WITHOUT SOAP

As 1 sit so lonely, lost and desolate
and tired of being poor
the idea came to me to write a song

about my poverty

[ wear a heavy shirt of worries
still one must do the wash
the weave is so dark and yellowed

resembling tarnished brass!

Worries swell and hurt my mind
an iron presses on my brain
If only the storekeeper would be kind and give

a little loan of soap.

No he didn't give it!
Stiff as starch he stood
My pretty dark eyes could not sway him

to let me have some soap.

I am estranged from fresh white wash
My clothes are yellowed and gray with dirt
but my body longs to sing the song

of a fresh and clean white shirt.






A Journey NY'0I N

The whole world VOYN YNIND T
asked me VIYIFYI TIN LRN
the same question: :NINY VIOV >T
Are You alone? Are You alone?
To the whole world VYN IYNIND YT
I answered VIYIVIYYI TN AN
the same answer: :YHVIY 1PAYYT DY
Yes, I'm alone! Yes, I'm alone!
Then your image 1952127 ORN VINNYT
smiled to me VYINVYI N Y
Near and dear YL JIN VINI
And within me the whole world VYN PRIND ¥T 1 PR ONN'D )IN
could not douse VINPYI 0 JWYIING
Your fire. Y 1

Eine Reise

Die ganze Welt

stellte mir

dieselbe Frage:

Are you alone?

Der ganzen Welt
gabich

dieselbe Antwort:
Yes, I'm alone.

Da ldchelte dein Bild

mir zu,

nah und vertraut -

die ganze Welt vermochte nicht,
dein Feuer

in mir auszuldschen.



Who Has Seen

Who has seen

how two branches kiss one another?
A love like that is not to be found.
The happy wind

whispers to the dawn

that all should grow still.

A bird alights

and leaves them to their love,

It becomes quiet,

As if God would drive away

the clouds

so no one should disturb

in this deep silence

the kiss

of abranch

with a branch.
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And Again

Ran through the heavens,
Walked through dreams
and didn’t meet you,
Didn’t reach you.
Kneeled to birch trees,
Called to stars,

Prayed to grass,

So you should hear.

But words have come apart
and dreams have melted,
And again dawn -

Dream and longing.
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To a Friend
for Nekhama L.

[ want to come to you today —
I don’t know your doorstep,

[ want to bring you a flower -
The leaves are yellowed.

[ want to speak a word to you -
The wind doesn’t let me,

I want to hear how you sing,
Sing, sing, my dear.

Take my love as a flower,
Take me at my word,
Surely, surely they will
come to your door.
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WOMEN-POEMS

|

The women of our family will come to me in dreams at night and say:
Modestly we carried a pure blood across generations,

Bringing it to you like well-guarded wine from the cellars

Of our kosher hearts.

And one woman will say:

I am an abandoned wife, left when my cheeks

Were two ruddy-red apples still fixed on the tree

And I clenched my white teeth throughout lonely nights of expecting.
And I will go meet these grandmothers, saying:

Like winds of the autumn, your lives’

Withered melodies chase after me.

And you come to meet me

Only where streets are in darkness,

And where only shadows lie:

And why should this blood without blemish

Be my conscience, like a silken thread

Bound upon my brain,

And my life, a page plucked from a holy book,

The first line torn?

VI

For poor brides who were servant girls,
Mother Sarah draws forth form dim barrels
Pitchers of sparkling wine.

To those so destined, Mother Sarah

Carries a full pitcher with both hands.

And for those so destined, Mother Sarah’s
Tears fall into the tiny goblet.



And for streetwalkers

Dreaming of white wedding shoes,

Mother Sarah bears pure honey

In small saucers

To their tired mouths.

For high-born brides now poor,

Who blush to bring patched underclothes
Before their mother-in-law,

Mother Rebecca leads camels

Laden with white linen.

And when darkness spreads before their feet,
And all camels kneel on the ground to rest,
Mother Rebecca measures linen ell by ell
From her rings to her golden bracelet.

For those whose eyes are tired

From watching the neighborhood children,
And whose hands are thin from yearning
For a small, soft body

And for the rocking of a cradle,

Mother Rachel brings healing leaves
Discovered on distant mountains,

And comforts them with a quiet word:

At any hour, God may open the sealed womb.
To those who cry at night in solitary beds,
And have no one to share their sorrow,
Who talk to themselves with parched lips,
to them comes Mother Leah quietly,
Shielding both eyes with her pale hands.
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suburban buildings

after Utrillo

in a walery pink building:

CCD and CI
&c;oﬂ‘ 9q,,

cheap, watery smoke for sale for abandoned people’s nights.

and on a streel corner —
here yvou can get colfee: a viscid brown drink
that can softly caress the blue tobacco smoke.

seven days swinging on a tin sign with a purple-painted ligure
are the sad, strung out lines of a banner:

Pretty Gabby’s.

that's where you can fog-over a broken heart. night afier night.

until you find a cynical sign beside it:
Used Sheets

on Sale Here
two hapless hearts shot thru with two arrows,
marked in pencil
as forever-broken hearts.
and their story scratched out in crooked serawl.

all seven days of the first week, the second
two banal hearts painted on a wall

with an inscription that begins:

you're my life's dearest memory —

and ends with the hapless clump of a sentence:
you were the mishap ol my lile.



Vorstadthauser
nach Utrillo*

Im waBrig rosa Haus verkauft man:
\ und Z;j

&800 90,,@0

waBrig billigen Rauch fir die Abende verlassener Menschen.

Und an der StraBenecke -
gibt es Kaffee: das braune dickflissige Getrank
das wie der blaue Tabakrauch weich liebkosen kann.

Sieben Tage schaukeln auf dem Blechschild
mit der lila lackierten Figur
traurige, gedehnte Striche einer Aufschrift:
Das Haus zur schénen Gabrielle*
Hier kann man sein gebrochenes Herz benebeln.
Einen Abend und einen anderen.

Bis man daneben auf ein zynisches Schild stéBt:
Altes Bettzeug
hier zu verkaufen
Zwei unbeholfene Herzen durchbohrt von zwei Pfeilen,
mit einem Bleistift gezeichnet
fur immer gebrochene Herzen.
Und ihre Geschichte eingeritzt mit schiefen Strichen.

An allen sieben Tagen der ersten Woche und der zweiten
sind zwei banale Herzen auf die Mauer gemalt

dazu Zeilen, die so beginnen:

Du bist die schénste Erinnerung meines Lebens —

und enden mit dem tumben Satzklumpen:

Du warst das Ungliick meines Lebens.



autumn erasure

the gray zinc plate of the world

has the grey lines of squares
ctched 1nto 1t with a cold needle:
three four five little building boxes.

three women’s heads made out of lemon-yellow cardboard
(the color of abandoned things)

stuck in milky layers

Lo the metallic day-panel,

to the seven zinc panels that make up a week.

the sweet grey milk of identical days
drips down thirty times
drips down three times thirty

onto three lemon-yellow plate l[aces
onto glass circle eyes

that become sweet color-blotches of greyness:

like the milk of days, when you don’t want anything anymore.
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Plakatwande im Regen

Der Regen farbt heute graue Hauser mit einer zweiten Schicht
seiner grauen gedeckten Farbe.

Du bist fern.
Jeder ist jetzt fern.
Und man kann zu niemandem gehen.

Ich lehne mich
an eine Plakatwand, beklebt
mit zitronengelben und orangenroten Papieren.

Der Regen hat heute grell ausgewaschen
die zinnoberroten Buchstaben, die erzahlen:
Heute l&uft in irgendeinem Kino

ein Film Gber die Ballerina, die rote.

Die roten Striche sind liebkosende Hande
und Hande, die schwer fallen
auf Hauserkdrper aus gelben Papieren.

Unter zehn grauen Héusern

ist die gelb und rot beklebte Bretterwand
der einzige heiBe farbige Kérper.

Und man kann sich mit ihm vereinigen
wie mit einem Menschenkérper

der jetzt ganz fern ist:

unerreichbar.






Kashes vegn yidish /
Questions About the Status of Yiddish
[Some notes for evaluating the present attitudes towards Yiddish]

Farvos vilstu gedenken yidish? /[ Why do you want to remember Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu bahaltn yidish? [ Why do you want to hide Yiddish?

Farvos vilstu avekgebn yidish? /| Why do you want to give away Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu redn yidish? / Why do you want to speak Yiddish?

Farvos vilstu borgn yidish? / Why do you want to borrow Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu analizirn yidish? /[ Why do you want to analyze Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu shlingen yidish? /| Why do you want to swallow Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu fargesn yidish? /| Why do you want to forget Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu bagrobn yidish? /| Why do you want to bury Yiddish?
Farvos vilstu lernen yidish? /| Why do you want to study Yiddish?

Farvos vilstu aroysvarfn, avekvarfn, untervarfn, kokhn, shmekn, trin-
ken, esn, farflantsn, tsehakn, derhargenen, brenen, farleshn unzer ma-
me-loshn yidish? /

Why do you want to throw out, throw away, abandon, cook, smell, drink,
eat, plant, chop up, murder, burn, put out our mother-tongue, Yiddish?

Etlekhe verter oyf mame

loshn /
A Few Words in the Mother
Tongue
lemoshl: for example di yente the gossip
the busybody
di kurve the whore who knows what’s what
a woman who acknowledges and is never caught off guard
her passions
di lezbianke the one with

di yidene the Jewess a roommate though we

the Jewish woman never used
ignorant overbearing the word

let’s face it: every woman is one
dos vaybl  the wife
or the little woman



kkk

in der heym at home

where she does everything to
keep

yidishkayt alive

yidishkayt a way of being
Jewish always arguable
in mark where she buys

di kartofl un khale
(yes, potatoes and challah)

di kartofl the material
counterpart of yidishkayt

mit tsibeles with onions

that bring trern tsu di oygn
tears to her eyes when she
sees

how little it all is
veyniker un veyniker
less and less

di khale braided

vi ir hor far der khasene

like her hair before the wedding
when she was aza sheyn meydl
such a pretty girl

di lange shvartse hor
the long black hair
di lange shvartse hor

kkk

kkk

a froy kholemt a woman

dreams ir ort oyf der velt

her place in this world

un zi hot moyre and she is
afraid

so afraid of the words

kurve

yidene

yente

lezbianke

vaybl

zi kholemt she dreams

un zi hot moyre and she is afraid

ir ort

di velt

di heym

der mark

a meydl kholemt

a kurve kholemt

a yidene kholemt

a yente kholemt

a lezbianke kholemt

a vaybl kholemt
di kartofl
di khale

yidishkayt

zi kholemt
di hor
di lange shvartse hor

zi kholemt
zi kholemt
zi kholemt

kkk



Di rayze aheym / The journey home

1. Der fentster/ The window

She looks out the window.
All is present.

The shadows of the past
fall elsewhere.

This is the wilderness

she thinks.

And our tongues have become
dry the wilderness has
dried out our tongues and
we have forgotten speech.
She looks out the window.
All is present.

2. Vider a mol/ Once again

Vider a mol
she tries
to rise above circumstances.
Too much is at stake
this morning
yedn frimorgn

every morning
to see what can be wrenched
from the unconscious
crowded darkness
fun ir zikorn

of her memory.
It is there
di gantse geshikhte
fun folk

the entire history

of the people.
Vider a mol

she reaches out
and tries to hold on
clinging

like a drowning

person

to a flimsy plank.
Ober der yam iz groys
but the sea is vast
un di velt

and the world
afile greser

even larger

afile greser.

3. Zi flit/ She flies

Zi flit
vi a foygl

like a bird
i flit
ibern yam

over the sea
iber di berg

over the mountains.
Tsurik

tsurik back

back

Zi flit

and settles
oyf a boym

on a tree
lebn a moyer

near a wall
a moyer
fun a beys-oylem

a wall
of a cemetery.

4. A beys-oylem/ A cemetery

Der moyer

the wall
oyf der zayt

on this side
un oyf der zayt



and on this side
Oyf beyde zaytn
Oyf der zayt
a keyver

on this side
a grave

oyf der zayt

a vistenish
on this side

a wasteland.
Der moyer
a beys-oylem
oyf der zayt

un oyf der zayt.

5. Kashes/ Questions

In velkhn yor?

in what year?
Mit vemen?

with whom?
Di sibes?

the causes?
Der rezultat?

the outcome?
di geshikhte

the history
fun der milkhome

of the war
fun dem sholem

of the peace
fun di lebn geblibene

of the survivors
tsvishn fremde

among strangers
oyf der zayt

on this side

tsvishn meysim
among ghosts

oyf der zayt
on this side.

on both sides.

6. Zi shemt zikh/ She is
ashamed

Zi shemt zikh.
She has forgotten
alts fargesn
forgotten it all.
Whom can I speak

to?
she wonders.
di mame the mother
der tate the father
di bobe the grandmother
der zeyde the grandfather
di oves the ancestors
alts
alts fargesn
forgotten it all
di gantse
mishpokhe
the entire family
dos folk
the people
Mit vemen
ken ikh redn?
Whom can I
speak to?
di meysim farshteyen
mir dfile nit

even the ghosts
do not understand
me.

7. In der fremd/ Among
strangers

how

she wonders

should I speak?
Velkhe verter

Vi azoy?

which words
should I use
in der fremd



among strangers?

Red
bloyz dem emes
speak
only the truth
kayn lign nit
no lies.
Zi gedenkt
She remembers
di lektsyes
the lessons
di printsipn

the principles

un zi shvaygt
and she remains

silent.

8. Di tsung/ The tongue

Zi shvaygt.
Di verter feln ir
she lacks the words
and all that she can force
is sound
unformed sound:
a
der klang

the sound
0
dos vort

the word
u
di tsung

the tongue
0
dos loshn

the language
e
di trern

the tears.

9. Di rayze aheym/ The jour-
ney home

Zi flit

she flies
vi a foygl

like a bird
Vi a mes

like a ghost
Zi flit
iber di berg

over the mountains
ibern yam

over the sea.
Tsurik

tsurik back
back
In der fremd
among strangers

iz ir heym
is her home.
Do
here
ot do
right here
muz zi lebn

she must live.
Ire zikhroynes
her memories
will become
monuments
ire zikhroynes
will cast shadows.
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Adam

Spoiled,

you had been fussed over

by many women’s hands

when I came across you,
young Adam. And before I pressed
my lips to you

you pleaded, your face paler
and more gentle

than the gentlest lily:

Don’t bite, don't bite.

I saw that teethmarks covered
your entire body. Trembling,

I bit into you—you breathed
over me through thin nostrils

and edged up to me
like the hot horizon to a field.



To Lucifer

My beautiful Lucifer,
your cold-grey gaze

looks steadily at me,

and turns my head: like a monkey
I get on my knees

and lick your thin feet.
My back is curved now
like a question mark,

but it doesn’t matter.

As long as you gaze at me
so steadily

my beautiful Lucifer,

I will crouch

at your feet,

like a gargoyle

at Notre Dame.



Toa Young Poet

So what if you analyze things deeply?
Your heart, your heart sleeps.

And if, when he came, you looked
at him clearly, as at a son—so what?
You must burn in hell

three times, like me, in a fire

of love burn long and slow.

You must be purified in hell

three times, like me. You must love
without reason or pride; you must
love to death. Then, when you

acknowledge the death in love,

write love poems.
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