To Menke Katz

0)

Menke,

with your sweet

mandolin and

thick-accented song,

your poetry of

burning villages and

brave forays beyond the pale,

of coming to America

and golden Lower East Side streets,
of the secret laughter at the center

of the most Holy Kabbalah, O Menke,
for you, dead at nearly ninety, I write
this Katzian sonnet. The body sleeps to free the soul.
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