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Abrahan Sutzkeves

Yanova Bartoszewicz was a Polish woman who hid Sutzkever in her cellar
and brought food to his family in the Vilna Ghetto during a period of
mass liquidation in late October 1941. Sutzkever planted a tree in hex

memory in the Avenue of the Righteous Gentiles, part of the Yad Vashem
Memorial in Jerusalem.
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And when I go up as a pilgrim in winter, to recover

the place I was born, and the twin to self I am in my mind,
then I'll go in black snow as a pilgrim to find

the grave of my savior, Yanova.

She’ll hear what I whisper, under my breath:

Thank you. You saved my tears from the flame.

Thank you. Children and grandchildren you rescued from death.
I planted a sapling (it doesn’t suffice) in your name.

Time in its gyre spins back down the flue
faster than nightmares of nooses can ride,

quicker than nails. And you, my savior, in your cellar you’ll hide
me, ascending in dreams as a pilgrim to you.

You'll come from the yard in your slippers, crunching the snow
so I'll know. Again I'm there in the cellar, degraded and low,
you're bringing me milk and bread sliced thick at the edge.

You're making the sign of the cross. I'm making my pencil its
pledge.

Cynthia Ozick



1981

9
YUY YT PR BROWHMT T N TOORTIYT M K I P
) - 1y N8
1 17U PR OKN
AOYW K K YYAY DK
' K 111 PERWAY MK DK X T VKT LIV
i ) AKags nd Sy K

oo K STIpYRN JPYPIRY K N D1V DK
APMIK TS YNMB 7T MK K1 MK TINYYAK DXD
AW JPrTAYDRTIN PR YBRNIBTNIMK VK K
o AKIRS 1S D1y ORI

YDA TR DIYN TR TRYK PR 515 0K
’ MW aypravaya K PR ST 1‘7=9w_1y1:~p 1’1,1
ARTIVIYD TR DIYIT YT PR TS (98w M
o AKIxe 18 Sy ox

3 k)
TIMWYY U7 DROWNTT W NS Sryma ™ P oYN -Lx
’ ™2 IKS VIR JIKN LYN T YOI yup:y:y;m'm,]_n
KT IS MmN K yAayIa TR ‘wn_u‘mny K
o ) MKIKE DS Sy oK

Abraham Sutzkever

Ponary, in Yiddish Ponar, is a lovely country retreat about ten kilometers
from Vilna where the Ge

ghetto and buried them i

rmans shot many thousands of Jews from the
n gigantic mass graves.
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A letter arrived from the town of my birth

from one still sustained by the grace of her youth.

Enclosed between torment and fondness she pressed
a blade of grass from Ponar.

4

This grass and moribund cloud with its flicker
once kindled the alphabet, letter by letter. p
And on the face of the letters, in murmuring ash,

the blade of grass from Ponar.

This grass is my doll’s house, my snug little world
where children play fiddles in rows as they burn.
The maestro’s a legend, they lift up their bows

for the blade of grass from Ponar.

I won'’t part with this stemlet that yields up my home.
The good earth I long for makes room for us both.
And T'll bring to the Lord my oblation at last:

the blade of grass from Ponar.

Cynthia Ozick
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Europe, Late

Violins float in the sky,
and a straw hat. I beg your pardon,
what year is it?
Thirty-nine and a half, still awfully early,
you can turn off the radio.
I would like to introduce you to:
the sea breeze, the life of the party,
terribly mischievous,
whirling in a bell-skirt, slapping down
the worried newspapers: tango! tango!
And the park hums to itself:
I kiss your dainty hand, madame,
your hand as soft and elegant
as a white suede glove. You’ll see, madame,
that everything will be all right,
just heavenly—you wait and see.
No it could never happen here,
don’t worry so—you’ll see—it could

Written in Pencil in the Sealed Railway-Car

here in this carload

i am eve

with abel my son

if you see my other son
cain son of man

tell him that i
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The Roll Call

He stands, stamps a little in his boots,

rubs his hands. He’s cold in the morning breeze:
a diligent angel, who worked hard for his promotions.
Suddenly he thinks he’s made a mistake: all eyes,

he counts again in the open notebook

all the bodies waiting for him in the square,

camp within camp: only I

am not there, am not there, am a mistake,

turn off my eyes, quickly, erase my shadow.

I shall not want. The sum will be all right

without me: here forever.

Testimony

No no: they definitely were

human beings: uniforms, boots.
How to explain? They were created
in the image.

I was a shade.
A different creator made me.

And he in his mercy left nothing of me that would die.
And I fled to him, floated up weightless, blue,
forgiving—I would even say: apologizing—

smoke to omnipotent smoke

that has no face or image.
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The smoke back to the tin chimney and further on and inside

back to the hollow of the bones,

and already you will be covered with skin and sinews and you
will live,

look, you will have your lives back,

sit in the living room, read the evening paper.

i 7yn Here you are. Nothing is too late.
1M
s As to the yellow star:
oMY it will be torn from your chest
immediately
and will emigrate
to the sky.
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Footprints

“Erom heaven to the heaven of heavens to the heaven of night”
—Yannai

Against my will
I was continued by this cloud: restless, gray,

trying to forget in the horizon, which always receded

Hail falling hard,

like the chatter of teeth:
refugee pellets pushing eagerly
into their own destruction

In another sector

clouds not yet identified.
Searchlights that set up
giant crosses of light

for the victim.
Unloading of cattle-cars.

Afterwards the letters fly up,
after the flying letters mud
hurries, snuffs, covers for a time

It’s true, I was a mistake, I was forgotten
in the sealed car, my body tied up
in the sack of life

Here’s the pocket where I found bread,
sweet crumbs, all from the same world

Maybe there’s a window here—if you don’t mind,
look near that body, maybe you can open up

a bit. That reminds me

(pardon me) of the joke. about the two Jews

in the train, they were traveling to
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the double citizenship will help,
the old passport,
maybe the cloud? what’s new in the cloud,
here too of course
they take bribes. And between us: the biggest bills
are still nicely hidden away, sewn
N between the soles—
ng Mpg M Max but the shoes have been piled up below:
a great gaping heap

ooy Yy YY nimy Convoys of smoke. Sometimes
.m@m 7m someone breaks away,
amYa RNP 0 DN MIR 1IN recognizes me for some reason, calls my name.
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TY M who else
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Without any right to remember. What else
was there? Already 'm not afraid
that I might say
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there was a heart, blue from excessive winter,
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and a lamp, round, blue, kind-hearted.
But the kerosene disappears with the blood, the flame flickers—

Yes, before I forget:

the rain stole across some border, so did I,

on forbidden escape-routes, with forbidden hope,
we both passed the mouth of the pits

Maybe now
I’m looking in that rain
for the scarlet thread

Where to begin?

I don’t even know how to ask.

Too many tongues are mixed in my mouth. But
at the crossing of these winds,

very diligent, I immerse myself

in the laws of heavenly grammar: I am learning
the declensions and ascensions of

silence.

Who has given you the right to jest?

What is above you you already know.

You meant to ask about what is within you,
what is abysmally through you.

How is it that you did not see?

But I didn’t know I was alive.

From the heaven of heavens to the heaven of night
angels rushed, sometimes one of them

would look back, see me, shrug his shoulders,
continue from my body and onwards

*

Frozen and burst, clotted,
scarred,
charred, choked.

If it has been ordained that I pull out of here,
Il try to descend rung by rung,
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my eyes hint to me:

you have been, what more did you want to see?
Close us and see:

you are the darkness, you are the sign.
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And my throat says to me:
if you are still alive, give me an opening, I
must praise.
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And my upside-down head is faithful to me,

and my hands hold me tight:

I am falling falling

from heaven to the heaven of heavens to the heaven of night

* »

g% 1IN Well then: a world.
N33 pAan ARy The gray is reconciled by the blue.
J9onR SY pinn oR 123 WY WY3 In the gate of this cloud, already a turquoise
' N M3 P AR innocence, perhaps light green. Already sleep.
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Heavens renew themselves, try out their wings, see me
ARNR TV RY DY YY Nan DU70

and run for their lives. I no longer wonder.
The gate bursts open:

a lake
void void pure of reflections
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o M < (not to remember now, not to remember)

Over there,

in that arched blue, on the edge of the air,
I once lived. My window was fragile.
Maybe what remained of me
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And before I arrive

(now to stretch out to the end, to stretch out)
already awake, spread to the tips of my wings,
against my will I feel that, very near,
inside, imprisoned by hopes, there flickers
this ball of the earth,
scarred, covered with footprints.
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Ready for Parting

Ready for parting, as if my back were turned,

I see my dead come toward me, transparent and breathing.
I do not consent:

one walk around the Square, one rain,

and I am another, with imperfect rims, like clouds.

Gray in the passing town, passing and glad,

among transitory streetlamps,

wearing my strangeness like a coat, I am free to stand
with the people who stand at the opening of a moment
in a chance doorway, anonymous as raindrops

and, being strangers, near and flowing one into another.

Ready for parting, waiting a while

for the signs of my life which appear in the chipped plaster
and look out from the grimy windowpane. A surprise of roses.
Bursting out and already future, twisted into its vejns—

a blossoming to every wind. Perhaps

I'will go out
from the Space in between as if from the walls of denial.



AB3A Kovvel

FROM THE LITTLE BOOK (1972)

Sun-Watchers

Eat and drink

Eat and drink because

tomorrow we're not going to die because
we’re going to live because
we’re going to go through the whole twilit city
from end to end

that Hebrew city between the veiled hills because
you stand revealed

with me by your side,

my beautiful bridegroom:

we sun-watchers lie down in the field

we’ll be. And until the sun shines

on the wall again we’ll lie down again mouth
and anyone who’s seen it all and said nothing
will see again

under the tree’s spreading boughs

how love is torn

you and I and the canopies overhead |

are seven,

my beautifu] bridegroom.

to mouth
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Tashlich

On the first of Tishre 1 was walking the ficld in the evening breeze.

Suddenly I found myself-looking around
Searching for a well.

My father was no more. He would turn his pockets inside out and say

“And all their sins you shall cast into the deep”—
It’s a field of Ein Hahoresh. And ’m alone in the field
No veteran, no oldtimer. My pockets filled with
Sand and gravel, and why “all their sins” '
Why won't it suffice
“Into the deep”
For him who knows how to ask
For him who was
Incinerated
He had the boldness to ask how shall we save ourselves
And how docs Satan unrepentant save
Himself
And the Creator
Who created him in his image?

I’d walk in the field in the evening breeze in relative serenity
If it weren’t the first of Tishre

And in the field 'm so

Alone.
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Xenophon among Jewish Partisans

I

And they cracked their lice at the edge of the bonfire and
the potatocs for supper they roasted

on the same fire and they boiled

their tea from the water of the green-cyed

swamp and the frogs watched the spectacle.

Every man on his weapon. And they spent the night

in the earthen burrows, dug out, well camouflaged,
women and young men together

and no rape here, they only make love.

For cold is the earth of Lithuania and the winter is harsh.
And Russian partisans who came from far away
lusted after the daughters of Israel. For famed are

the daughters of Israel all over the forest and the Jewish
Partisans were at war

front and back.

2

And Cyrus fell in the batile of Kunaxa. And they cut off
his head and his right arm. And the arm and the head
of Imka werce hanging with his guts on the electrical
wires and the electrical wires were torn by the blast.
Imka whose brother Danko was brought from the place
where he fell beyond the river

Jjust yesterday, was not yet eighteen

and he did not start this war and on the mine

the boy’s feet did not step in order

to conquer the kingdom of Persia

-15—



2

DIPYIS NYRY RY NYIAD "WIND DN
by Y2 NR ORY? ORP3 IR 0N

oY) 0K MY

wiTga oYy B9 AINQY ANgYR 1910
| NIy DR NN PR
WInY MY NNoR

27 27¥

et

RY .PRR RV J190p3 PRI
221D RN P1IR2 i1
DYTR DY T2
RPN O
1i9) D3 YR N TRYD? ARIR
YR ..R7
nYR 1vnn?
npnena
(I NIRRT

PN ATV ADPNP RM7 YN Yon 5p ,DDRARIR 12NN NANDI

{n7paY 401) wma Ya1 12

i

3

Like the men of Sparta you never heard of Partisans
crying. But when they finished covering the grave o,
the two brothers,

ends of a family that was, you could register

the sigh of pinetrees rising

from branches heavy with

snow

When there is no Xenophon. No Imka. No

i Danko hcre only he circles

among the trees wafting

the smeil of novocaine

trying to put himself in the right perspective
for what... My god!

To wake up mute

m a forcign bed

and without the fcar of the {orest!
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