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Night, where is your hand?
I'seek it

Among the wrinkles of the earth

Among the breaths of the fear
Night, where is your hand?
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Once we cried

Once you laughed

The wind has ironed

The wrinkles of my thoughts
In the scent of a tear

But you have never

Seen me, you never
Remained alive beside me
Only a shadow

A slight shadow

You were
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Stations

Life

A streaming train flows
To nowhere place

Like tears

Without river-beds

Dam the stations

That hold life back--
Opportunities passing by
When you don't pay attention
On them

Close your eyes
Don't be afraid
You'll only
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Disappear
To yourself
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Childhood

There is no distance
In the childhood

But light

Light

Is the caress

Of an angel spreading
One’s wing in a breath
The whisper of

The forest in your bones
The blue line

In the pulse

Of your lungs
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That Autumn

That autumn

You had a laugh of grapes
Veiled in sourness

And a smell of earth

- Of this one -

Which inebriates

That autumn

Naked of your shadow
Embrace

At the foot of the vine
You left your loyalty

Since then the vineyard
Is niddah
Without respite

Through your blouse
Half-open by the wind
I glimpse your
Breasts

Wildflowers
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Your nipples
Turgid

To the gaze

That catches them
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By Day

By day

You were sitting
In the shade

Of a white wine
Shaping your lips
In the goblet
While the slit
Was sliding

On your leg

You were sipping
Your life so
Between a glass
And a glance-

At night the slit
Penetrated

Between legs
Of others
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The Stillness Blinds You

The stillness blinds you
Along multilingual streets

In the amber stripes
Of cat eyes
You reflect yourself

When with severed hands
You knot the branches-destiny
Baskets

Without a future

And you hear the rumble
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Of your fear flowing
Through your veins
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A Rag Doll

In my arms

I hold tightly

A rag

Doll

With black

Eyes and without
A mouth, my
Rag doll.

In my arms

I hold tight

My days

A vase full of
Notes

That time

Does not

Take them away.
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Weeping roads

On the weeping roads
On the milky paths
You will find the small
Grain of sand

Precious stone
Heavenly stone
Hidden in the pockets
Of your thoughts

In the glass that slices
The faces, in the mirror
That does not reflect us

There is the pebble
There is the grain of sand
The beginning

Sulle strade che
piangono

Sulle strade che
piangono

Sui sentieri
lattiginosi
Troverete il
piccolo

Granello di sabbia

Pietra preziosa
pietra celeste
nascosta nelle
tasche

dei vostri pensieri

Nel vetro che
taglia
I volti nello




specchio
che non vi riflette

Li ¢ il sassolino
Li ¢ il granello di
sabbia

L'inizio
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Our letters

With hands

Veiled of caresses and locks
Of wind

We entrust

Our letters

In the porous fabric of your
bones
You shall keep our secrets-

con mani velate
di carezze e
ciocche

di vento

ti affidiamo le
nostre

lettere

nel tessuto poroso
delle tue ossa
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le storie tessute
in un labirinto
di respiri

Katerina Kuznetsova
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I'm a lie.

Not a word of truth

Not a letter.

I am a shadow

that changes its length and shape
dependent

on the sun and clouds.

I am mercury

I scatter myself around the world
and get together from anew.

I have a hundred faces

and voices.

I can be anything
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While truly I am nothing.
Noone can catch me
Because I don't know myself
Who am I today

And who will I be tomorrow.
I live only fleeing,

Can survive.
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An Erotic Poem with an Industrial Flavour

We are laying together
Intertwined

Our bodies

Two gold bars

In a smelting furnace
It's getting hot

We are getting soft
We are becoming one
Melted together

Fused together

There is no border
Between our golden bodies.

And then

Solidified

Hard

Metal

We are walking away.
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The Full Moon

The lazy Moon

Hangs in the sky.

She ripens,

Becomes exposed

She opens herself

Like a huge rose

That makes the garden drunk
With a pleasant smell.

The lazy Moon

Overfills itself with energy,
She is full

Of lust, of desire

That stream down

On the earth,

In the sea,

And everything fills

With gentle poison.

And here comes the night
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When the lazy Moon is full.

The full Moon is a piece of a Turkish delight
Between the teeth

Of a naked dancer

That is laying in bed

With her lover

On a summer night,

And drops of sweat

On their bodies

Are little pearls.
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The New Moon

The sky is the deathbed.

The bare emptiness is silent
moonless.

Quiet blackness between stars
Sleeps indifferently

Calmly

Like a lake, in which
Nothing is reflected.

The sky is the birthing bed.
Screams the mute constellation
From pain and joy

And hope.

The Moon carries in her
Herself.

Her own mother,

Her own daughter.

She is being born

And is giving birth

In another cycle,

In another month

In eternal harmony.
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The spring is coming,

You hear its gentle step.

It whispers:

Run away from the city

Run somewhere

Then stop

And give yourself the rest
And look

Like black and brown and green
Burst up

With purple, green, and blue.
Here is the miracle, see?
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From nothing a grass, a leaf, a flower
becomes,

And darkness suddenly blooms

And loneliness becomes love

And joy comes from a sorrow

And silence becomes a song.
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The Spring Dance

My sisters, witches,
Fly here!

Let's light the fires,
Bring the kindling.

This fire will melt
Snow and ice.

Let's dance, sing, shout
in a circle.

My sisters, say the spells

In insomnia.

Winter curse must be broken
Finally.

Now we all are enchanting,
Drive the cold away

Our magic will renew

The white world.

World renew and sew

The flower dress

When the earth is giving birth in pain
To the spring joy.
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Circe

The exhausted goddess

Sits by the fire

She is reading a letter

From Ithaca.

He doesn’t love her anymore.
The child cries in the bedroom.
Goddesses don’t need to sleep
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Normally.

But now she wants to sleep.

And what then?

Should she curse him?

Should she curse the whole world?
Burn the whole world?

Destroy the whole world?

She is tired,

She doesn’t have the strength to destroy the
world, or even a tiny little island.
She doesn’t have power

And arrows.

Finally, she gets up

And hugs the child.

She is singing

And remembers

That she is immortal.

Iryna Zrobok

mayn mame (z.48)
Mos mama

Most mama,

JBAIISATHABOXIIITHS,

3aJIMIIUIACS BIOBOIO 3 JBOMA MEJICHBKMMH JIITKAMH
[To6oxHO BupimmiIa

OinpIe HikoMy He OyTH KiHKO¥O.

Tuxo TarHynucs i aHi 1 poxH,

OCBITJIEHI MOBOM CKYIIIM KaraHIIEM CBiTJIa.

Most Mama HiKkoMy OLjIbIIle He cTaa )KiHKOIO.
Bci 6araronenHi, 6aratopiuni, OaratoHi4uHi kai
i MOJI01101 1ICTOTH, TOBHOI JIFO0OBI,

ii ’KarIMBOI KPOBi —

s BCE B3sUIA IO JTUTAYOTO CEPIIs.



https://www.yiddishbookcenter.org/collections/yiddish-books/spb-nybc200426/dropkin-celia-in-heysn-vint-lider

B ceOe BBiOpasia rmOoKo,

1 IpUTHIIIEHa, KUITy4a Tyra MO€i MaTepi, K ITiI3MHa BoJa
B MEHI PO3JIHIacs IHUPOKO.

Tenep gacto 6’¢€ 3 MeHe

MOJIyM’sTHA MAMH MOET CBATA,

mOOKO OepexeHa MPUCTPACTb.

2
a kush (z. 47)
[ominyHoxk onst Vpi Hicima ['necina

41 3 KBiTaMU CIIOKIHHO HOTO 3yCTpiHY,

KOJIM BiH JI0 MiCTa JI0 MEHE IpHife,

1 CIIOKii1 JM1Ie MO€E OTOpTaTUME,

KOJIM 51 KBiTaMH HOTO BiTaTUMYy.

TinbKM KOJIK BiH MiJIe JI0 HIYHOTO CIIOYHHKY,
31 MHOIO B OTHOMY OyIUHKY —

mpodepycs THXO A0 HOro JIkKa,

THXEHBKO BHOYI, HIOW MUIIIKA,

1 um Oyze BiH MOOPUMHU CHAMH BKOJIMXaHHUH,
a uu Oy/ie BaYKKMM CHOM TIPUOUTHIA —

BIiH Mili, OTaK, SIK JIE)KHTb.

Binroprato mokpoB, Hisyro rpyaH, ’aIi0HO 1’10 HOTo KPOB.
I Bix TOro Hapas Tak Jerko, Tak go0pe cTaHe,
00 siKa X BOHA HOTO crparia —

MOSI XBOpa, CaMOTHS JTI000B.

mayn gast (z. 30)
Toctro

JlackaBo mpoiiry, TOCTIO, TACKAaBO MPOILY,
OOTpPYCH BiJl )KHUTTS CBOIO HOIITY,
po3msraiics, 3a0yBaii cBoi 0011

Yy MOEMY CBITIIOMY JIOMi.

Muii co0i pyKH i HOTH,

cijaii 3a CTid 31 MHOIO,

i B MCHE Ha TPY/SIX, HA TPYASIX

TOJIOA 1 CTIpary BTaMOBYH. ..

di tsirkus dame (z.49)



A e y nupky nama,

TaHIFOI0 MK KHHKaJIaMU —
pO3cTaBIIeH] apeHOI0

BICTpSIMH HaBEpX.

I'Hy4Ke nereHpke Tino

TOpKa X rOCTPOTY Jeab-Ieab —
OMHUHA€E CMEPTh.

3aramyBaBIIH MOIUX,

CIOCTEPIraroTh TAHEIIb,

3a MEHe, MIEBHO, OOTa MOJIUTh SIKUHCH JIPYT.
MeH1 KUHXaJIiB IIITHEIDb

nepes] ouMMa B KpyTr —

HIXTO HE 3HAE, SIK )K€ XOUEThCS YIACTH.

Bbo st BToMHIIach TaHIIOBATH MIXK BaMH,
XOJIOAHI CTaeBl KMHKAJIHU.

51 xouy Bac KpoB’10 3irpirtu,

Ha Ballll OroJIeH] KK

sl XOUy YIacTH.

midkayt (z.12)
Broma

Bce 3aBmepiie, Bce moTomIiieHe,

COHIIE #/I¢ CIIOYMBATH THXO, THXUMHU KPOKaAMHU.
COHIIE BTOMJICHE, XBOPE, ChOTO/IHI TaK CaMO
COHIIE ChOTOJIHI )KYPHO O€3IIII0THE.

XMapH KeBpilOTh M’ SIKi, TOKBOJIHKCTI,
3aCHHAIOTH Y BHCI TUXO0-CIIa0o0,

MiY HJIe 10 3€MJIi TAKOXK BTOMJICHA,
XOJIOIHIIIIE I TEMHIIIE CTAIO.

Sandra Israel-Niang
https://niangara.de

Wasser ohne Sprache - Malka Heyfetz Tussman

Das Meer
riss sich eine
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Rippe aus seiner Seite

und sprach:

Geh,

leg dich dort hin,

Sei ein Symbol dafiir, wie groB ich
bin,

ich bin méchtig,

geh,

sei ein Symbol

So liegt der Kanal an meinem Fenster
stumm

Was kann noch trauriger sein
als Wasser
ohne Sprache

Malka Heifetz-Tussman: shotns fun gedenken, Tel-Aviv. 1965

Liebeslied 7°5v2°% - Dvoyre Fogel

Du bist leise und langsam

wie ein sehr langes Flof3

das duftende Tannen fiihrt

von einem Berg mit blauen Nebeln
in eine ferne Stadt mit Laternen.

Durch Tage mit gelben Sonnen
Durch Tage mit grauen Himmeln

Du bist traurig wie ein Flof3
still und traurig wie das Gliick

Mit dir werden Jahre vergehen
Wer gedenkt der verlorenen Jahre

Dvoyre Fogel: Manekinen, Varshe Lemberg. 1934 (S. 40)

Falls Du... - Hadasa Rubin

Falls Du eine weitere Runzel auf meiner Stirn sein willst,
ein Schatten geworfen auf diistere Stunden -

Geh! Rechne nicht aus, wem es schwerer ergehen wird
und zéhle nicht nach, wessen Haar grauer ist.



Gestreng hat das Leben mir Falten gezeichnet,
Milde erfuhr ich nicht einmal im Traum -

von dir nehme ich keine Beleidigung mehr an,
und verweigere Hérte in jeglicher Form.

Geh. Ich werde dir nachsehen - vielleicht sogar Jahre,
doch du wirst mein Rufen nicht horen.

Ist es mir gelungen, etwas Gliick anzusparen,

wirst Du meine Trénen nicht sehen.

1944

Hadasa Rubin: Trit in der nakht, Varshe. 1957 (S. 18)

Es zittert das Meer - Rayzel Zychlinski

Es zittert das Meer

auf meiner Braue;

bring mich nach Haus,

nach Haus.

Nimm mich in deine Tréne auf,
in eine Strophe deines Lieds -
nimm mich mit!

Rayzel Zychlinsky: Shvaygendike tirn, New York. 1962 (S.7)

Mein Zuhause - Anna Margolin

Hauser wiegen sich und schweben leuchtend-grau
mit feuchten Gérten, silberhellen Straf3en,

und Menschen auf den Treppenstufen

beugen sich, lacheln, verblassen,

werden und vergehen

durch einen Trdnen-Regenbogen.

Ein Kind sitzt am Fenster.

Im Mondschein stromen die Haare wie dunkeler Regen.
Ausdauernd und leuchtend suchen die Augen

wie durch einen Wald

die eigene ferne Gestalt.

Oh, was zitterst du, Kind,

wenn ich geh dir entgegen?

o™ 72n Anna Margolin, in: Lider, New York. 1929 (S. 14)



Meine Vaterlinder - Kadya Molodowsky

Meine Vaterlidnder,

wer kann euch zdhlen und ermessen?

Nur zittrige Fufe spiiren die vor ihnen liegenden
endlos wartenden Strecken.

Warten,

wie auf der Lauer ein Lowe,

warten -

geduldig und sicher,

darauf, dass Fiie in Trauer erscheinen
Fife,

die auf ewig schuldig bleiben.

Feuer-

warten, dass wir uns ihnen niahern,

im Feuer hat Gott sich uns offenbart.
Meere-

warten, dass wir in ihnen versinken,
einmal haben wir bereits das Meer geteilt.

Meine Vaterlidnder,

kalte, heif3e, sonnige, triibe,

ich sage euch zu das Pfliigen und Sien und Singen,
aber Liebe versprechen kann ich Euch nicht.

Sehr verliebt bin ich in ein Kirschenbdumchen,
das bliihte an einem scheinbar hellen Tag,

in einem weiBen Kleid ging ich umher

mit einem Kranz aus glasernen Korallen.

Meine Vaterlidnder,

heif3e, kalte, sonnige, triibe,

lass uns sprechen iiber Gott und Wasser und Brot,
jedoch nicht mehr iiber Liebe.

yIon WwTIwovuRd, Kadya Molodowsky. 1953



