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POETRY COLLECTIONS OF THE SAME AUTHOR

IN YIDDISH

« THREE SISTERS », 1932

« DAWNING MAN », 1935

« BURNING VILLAGE », in two volumes, 1938
« MY GRAND MOTHER MOINE », 1939

«TO HAPPIER DAYS », 1941

« SIMPLE DREAM », 1947

« MIDDAY », 1954

IN ENGLISH
«LAND OF MANNA », 1965

« Land of Manna » has already been translated
into French, Italian, Spanish, Polish, Hebrew,
Czech, Japanese, Shona, and Kannada.

ITIOIHTIKEZXZ XYAAOTEX TOY I410Y

ITA YIDDISH

« TPEIZ AAEPO®EZ », 1932

« O ANATEAAQN ANOPQITIOE », 1935

« TO ®PAETOMENO XQPIO », 860 tépot, 1938
« H I'lATIA MOY H MO'I'N», 1939

«[IPOL EYTYXELTEPEL HMEPEZ », 1941

« AITAO ONEIPO », 1947

« MEZHMEPI », 1954

IT ATTAIKA
«I'H TOY MANNA », 1965

‘H «T'fy T00 Mavva», Exet petagpactel xal
FaAAxa, ‘Italixd, ‘Ioravikd, Iolwvikd, ‘E-
Bpaixa, Toéxika, Manovéfika, Toéva kal Kav-
vavia.
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ABOUT THE POET

Menke Katz was born in a little town in Lithuania. He
came to the United States at the age of 13.

He wrote the first eight books of his poems in Yiddish,
his beloved mother tongue. In 1965 appeared his first book
of poems in English: «Land of Manna», which has been
translated into Italian, Czech, French, Spanish, Hebrew, Shona
(an African dialect), Kannada (a Hindu dialect), and this
collection of his poems in Greek, together with the English
original.

A new collection of his English poems « Rockrose », will
appear in 1969.

A new collection of his Yiddish poems will appear in 1969.

A translation of his poems into Shona will appear in Sa-
lisbury, Rhodesia, in 1968.

Menke Katz is the editor of «Bitterroot», a quarterly
poetry magazine.



A TON TOIHTH

‘O Mévke Kat{ yevvABnke of pia pikpy moln ot At-
fovavia. [Tfiye otig "Hvopéveg MoArteleg ot A ikia 13 xpdvov.

Ta npdra dytd Bipria tov, 1d ypaye ot yYAbooa Yiddish,
v dyannuévn tov untpikn yhdooa. To 1965, xuxhopdpnoe
10 npdto motnTikd PiAio Tov oTAV CAyyhikh pd tov Titho
«'H I'fj tob Mavva», tod perappdotnke otd "Iraiikd, Toi-
xka, Faldiikd, ‘Ioravikd, ‘EBpaikd, Zova (piav "Agpikaviki
Siaiexto), Kavvavta (piav’Ivdixs didhekto), xabdg ki 1 GUA-
Aoyh adt) thv moinpdtov tov otd ‘EAAnvikd, pall pg 10 dy-
YAKO Keipevd toug.

Mua AN ovAhoyf Tov otd "AyyAikd pé tov titho « Pédo
whv Bpaywv» 0a kvkdopoproet &pétog.

Muid xaitvovpia moinTiky ovAAoyf tov of yhdooa Yid-
dish 6a kxvkAogoptioer o1 1969.

Mud petagpacn motnpudtev tov, 8d kukAopopricel &niong
2pétog o106 ZhAoprnovpy tfig Podeciag.

‘O Mévke Kat{ &kdider 10 tpyunviaio mointixd meptlo-
S1kd «IMikpbpila ».



FOREWORD

Manna, the original miraculous food, « and it was like
coriander seed, white; and the taste of it was like wafers
made with honey», was given to the fleeing refugees in the
desert ; it was crisis food for a crisis period. When the children
of Israel reached the Promised Land, the descent of manna
stopped.

In these extracts from a very deeply moving book of verse,
one can appreciate how Menke Katz has given subtle assonance
to the crisis-days in which we live and the eternal values that
support and protect « even in the valley of the shadow of
death ».

He calls to mind his origins and homeland in Lithuania :
the town of Michalishek, the wonderful names, the childhood
loves ; he invokes the beloved, detested city of emigration, New
York: the progress- grinding, the soul -releasing, the haun-
ting, the filth- enveloped.

Yet this poetry is based on far more than only American
or only Jewish responses and values. It extends to all time, and
embraces all mankind, with three qualities that are the rarer,
today, for being ever evoked: Menke Katz sings with real
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compassion, delicate humour, and uncompromising love as he
does in the spiritually - disturbing « Hymn to the Mouse ».

His first works written and published in Yiddish — eight
volumes —, Menke is also editor of the stimulating U.S. poetry
quarterly « Bitterroot ». His poetry has been translated into ten
languages, excluding this work, in which the last twelve poems
are identical with his « 12 Poems in Japanese». When this
latter book was presented to the Japanese Ambassador in
Israel, it so charmed him that he gave a great party in honour
of the book and its author.

There is bounding force in some of the verse; the wildly
extrovert happiness of the Yiddish comedian, always near to
tears, real tears:

«I am a lover, a pauper, and a poet! »

He writes on all the many faces of life: on the «types
of bores» with a steel point; on his son David, his pride,
with a sentiment and satisfaction shorn of sentimentality only
by blinding sincerity ; on the magical, mystical, real-unreal
city of Safad, in the profound « other - wisdom » of « A Prayer .

By using the title-noun «Land», Menke embodies a
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promise of hope: that a day will come, the City will descend;
and that a divine justice shall rule. It is a profoundly humane
book that sneaks for now ; and that will arouse a special chord
of sympathy amongst Greek readers, who are aware, by living
experience, of the hardness and the glory of life.

Special appreciation and thanks are extended here, from
the author no less than the editor, to Madame Sotiracopoulou
for her moving and sensitive translations; without her ready
and generous collaboration this work could not have been pro-
duced.

Its message is one that will speak on, never becoming
stale, through the years ahead, towards the day when huma-
nity, the new Adam, will walk in unity and justice through
the gates of that new Jerusalem, upon whose pillars are en-
graved the words «This earth is one country, and
mankind its citizens».

Menke, live forever!

H. McKINLEY

Syros
Winter - 1967
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TTPOAOIOL

‘H mowrdrvan Bavuaroveyds roopr), mod fjrave oav dow-
pariouévos ondpog Aevxdg xal elye pid yedon aav Aenrn) yaléra
prioxndto Lopwubvo ué uéie, 6d0nxe arovs mpdopuyes mod @ev-
yave gy Egnuo, fitave wia roopn xplown yia pia xplowun me-
glodo. "Ovrav td matdia to?d *loganl grdoave ovi) I'fj 1ij¢ *Enay-
yeriag, 16 udvva oraudtnoe va néprer md.

*Ano adrd v’ droondouata 08 wa mold aquyxivnTing moin-
Tix7) ovAdoyi}, umogel xavévag va xavaldfer nwg 6 Mévxe Katl
Exel Odoer Ty Aemty) maprynon oric uépeg tije xplons otig
énoies Lobue xal otic aldwes afleg mod ornpllovve xal mpo-
agraredovve « dxdua xal oy xotkdda 1i¢ oxds 1o Bavdrov ».

‘O Mévxe Katl dvamolel iy xaraywyr] tov xal 1y na-
tolda tov o) Abovavia: Ty molirela Miyalisex, ta Bavud-
oia dvduara, tic dydmes TdY Tadixdv Tov yodvwy' dvamolei
) modvayannuévn pa xal pionty molitela tijg petavdorevong,
77) Néa ‘Yopxn: tiy xatanmieatiny mpdodo, Ty &yvym, 1) oroL-
yewuévn, ) Bovtyyuévy ot Powud.

Adty) 1§ moingon 8év Pacilerar povdya otic dueoixdvixes i)
éPoainds dvramoxploels xal Gfles. *Enexvelverar aé Sleg tig
énoybs, xai dyxaldaler 8An iy dvbowndrnra, ué toeis i6idty-
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teg, nod elvar of mo ondwieg, ofjuega, yia va tic dmixalearel
xavels. “O Mévxe Ratl toayovdder ué dAnbuvy) svundvora, Aemto
ylotuop xal dxaumrn dydnn, Snws to xGver otov SAo mvevua-
Txny dvatagayn «"Yuvo oto movrinty.

‘H modty dgoyacia tov elvar ygauuévny xai Snuoctevuévn
oé¢ yAdooa Yiddish, cé Syt tduovs. ‘O Mévxe slvar émlong
xal 6 xddtns To¥ gmovdaiov Towunvialov momTixoD TEQLOLXOD
tijc Apeoixijs « IIixgdpila ». Ta moujuard vov Exovv uera-
poactel o 8éxa yAdooes éxtog dno td tedevraia dddexa moui-
puatd tov mod elvar Tavrdonua ué ta « Addexa Ioujuard vov
agta Danwvélixa». “Otay 16 televraio adro Pufilo magovaid-
otnxe ooy Ianwvélo moeafevey) oo *loparjl, téao moAd Tov
yorjrevae date Edwoe pia ueydin deklwen meds tiuny tod fi-
BAlov xal tof ovyygapéa Tov.

‘Yrdoyer ma ad0dpuntny pdooa oé pegixods atiyovs 1j
dyoia dvrixepeviny edrvyla vod Yiddish xwuixod, mod dyyile
Ta ddxpva, Ta mpayuatixa ddxgva:

« Eluar &vag dpaotifs, &vag grwyds, xai &vag mommifs ».

Todper yia 8Aes tig dyes tijs Lwijsc: yid todg TdmovS
tii¢ mAhEne ué mav droalévia alyu yia to yié Tov Aafié,
Ty mepnpdveta tov, ué &va aleBnua xal wdy ixavomolnon

arnallayuéva ano alobnuarvixdrnres, yovdya ué pid Tvpln &i-
Awxplvaia” o) payuxr), puvotixlotue), moayuatixy dratniy) mo-
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Mrela Zapdve, oty Pabeia « Suapogetiny goplar ord « Mia
ITgooevyr ».

Xonowomotdvrag tov odorastino titho « Xddoa », 6 Mévxe
dvowpardver uia dndayeon Anidag @ 8ti 0d ’gfet pa uéga mod
7 IToAvela Oa xaréfec xai pia Oeixn) duxatoodvny Ba xvBeovioer.
Elvar &va Babd xai avBpdmvo BifAio mod utAder yia t6 mapdv
xal lowg Sovijoer wia eidixn) xopdn ovumabelac dvduesa orodg
"EApves dvayv@dotes, mod yvwellovw dnd iy melpa Tove 17
oxAngdrnra xal T ddéka i {wijs.

Eibuxr) éxtiunon xai edyapiaries éxpodlovrar 86d, ano 1ov
ovyyeapéa pa xai ano Tov éxddry, oty xvgla Zwinoaxomoblov-
Zywvd yia Tig ovyxivnTinég xal Tdoo Aemtéc pevapedoets TG
Alyws iy npdbvun xai yevvaiddwen ovvepyacla T adto To
BiBAio 8év 0d *ye éxdobet.

To wijvoud tov 0d piAder mdvva, moté 8év Ba malidaer
ota yedvia mod 0d ’gbovy ds 1) uépa mod 17 dvlgwndrnra, é
xavodpyros *Addu, Ba mpoywerioer ué évdtnra xal dixatosbvy
dnd tic ndpres vijg véag ‘Iegovoaiu, nod ndvw otig otiiAes To¢
Exovy yagayrei ol Aéfeig: «Adt) 7 yij elvar piad ydoa,
xal ol moAlreg Tng 10 dvlpdmivo yévognr.

Méyue, va Lels mavrorewd!

H. McKINLEY
Zipog
Xewdvag 1967
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THE OLD STREET

Night. Angels guard the rich dreams of the poor
The old street, overawed, feeds its own doom.

A stray cat in the midst of a wild climb,

as if by a somnambulist lured,

grips with broken claws a steep chimney,
mewing for help to delirious stars:

A wingless cat-bird on a soaring tree.

Heaven is near, the earth as Eden far.

Autumn chills the rouged souls of two - bit girls.

Lonely harlots brood in veiled attics.

Banjos, cats and bums

welcome to hell condemned buildings.

The moon crowns each princess of sin

the kindest of women,

kind to the kind as to the brute,—

the friend of the streets,

noble as moonbeams

which give to dung as to the rose God’s light.

Through the haggard night I am the wondrous
flute.

16



O ITAAIOZ APOMOZ

Noygta. Ol dyyeror, @braxeg o1a tholoa dvelpa 10 Ty ob.
‘O naAr1dg pdpog, pe 8€og, tpéeet v 1d1a TV katadixn tov.
Mia yata nov Eyace 10 Spodpo TG ot péon pidg Gypragavap-
pixnong,
cav v&’ xe Seheaostel and xarnoio Orvofarm,
Gpralerar pé 1d oracpéva voyla tng &nd pid dndtopun xa-
nvoddyo
viaovpiler {nthvrag Pondeia an’ 1d dotépia nov tapainpolv.
Mia Goptepn xi Spog Intapevn ydta ynia mavo and Eva
Sévrpo.
‘O odpavdg elvar xovtd, 1 yfig pakpva cdav v "Edép.

To pOivénwpo naydver tig vipornaric yuydg dud pikpdv.

"Epnueg ndpveg mod xovpvialovv o2 andkpupeg copiteg xopi-
to1dv 100 Spdpov.

Mnavtlog, yateg xai dAfjteg

xaldg fipBate o1d katacTpapéva ktipia 1fig kéAaong.

To geyyapL otepavavet kabe npiykiniooa tfig dpaptiag

v mod edyevikia an’ Sheg tig yuvaikeg

edyeviKId otovg edyevelg Snwg kal otd ktiivn,—

™ @iAn 1dv dpduev

peyaddrpenn ocav tig peyyapoaytideg

nod Sivouv oty xorpid 100 pdHItvov Oeod 10 Pidg.

*Avapeca oty xatdyropn voyra elpat

Eva Bavpactd @Ardovto.
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AT A PATCHED WINDOW

I am a lover, a pauper, and a poet.

My heart is clean beneath the threadbare shirt.

I learned wisdom from the Talmudic skies of Lithuania.
I am gracefully uncouth.

I cleaved my grace from the slums of New York.

My father like Columbus dreamed of America, when I was born.
My childhood wanned at a patched window,

where I imagined a cake soaring like a cherub,

where I saw candy, toys and cocoa,

under the wings of a nymph only.

The cruel hand of destiny led us through hunger, war and plague.
We were four little brothers and a scrawny sister.

In the autumn garret we heard the song of Spring,

as crawling doves would hear the giggle of their craven victor.
The wind through redolent meadows was a bleak laughter.

O our weary mother carried us

through the prosperous thorns of our scared little town,
Michalishek,

From a fairy tale came the night—a spectral undertaker,

to bury the thorny day of Lithuania.

God was the baker from Eden who baked the tasty stars.

18



L’ ENA EEXAPBAAQMENO ITAPAGYPO

Elpar Evag 3paoctiig, ¢toyds xal mointis.

‘H xopdia pov elvar dyvi) xdto ar’ 10 Eepruopévo pov mov-
Kauico.

Znovdaca copia &n’ tovg TaAipouvdixodg odpavovg tfic At-

Elpor Evag yaprreopévog GEeotog. fovaviag.

"Exo dmoyticer 1M yxdpm pov an’ 1d @roydomita tfig Néag
‘Yopxng.

‘O natépag pov dveipedinke v "Apepikf, od tov KoddpPo
Stav yevviiOnka.

Xiopa raidikd pov ypdévia oto Eexopfaropévo napdbupo,

8mov gavralépovva va kéik va metd oav Eva yepovPeip.

“Orov EBrena xapapérdreg, raryvidia kal kakdo.

kGt 4n’ 14 @repd pidg ypvoorridag povaya.

To oxinpd yépr 1fig poipag pig 631ynoe avapeca oty nel-
va, t0v nohepo kal 1 mavovkAa.

Téooepa pikpd 43époio elpactav xal pia koxkaiidpa adepom.
To pbivénwpo o1 copita dxodyape 0 Tpayobdt tfig "A-
voigng,

cav 14 dvatpiyracpéva neplotépia mod dxodyave 1o yérotlo
tfig dvavdpng vikng Tovg

‘O dyépag Gvapeca ot popopéva Aefddia fitave Eva mayw-
pévo yéloto.

"Q 1) xovpaocuévn pdva pag pic kovpdinoce
dvapeca &n’ 1a efmopa dykddia ot eoPionévn pikpn mOAL-
tela, Miydiioex.

*Anod Eva napabipt fipOe 1§ vOyta—Evag vexpoBaetng pdviacua

va Bdyer v dykddivn pépa tfic ABovaviag.

‘O Oedg fitave 6 govpvapng an’ v *Edén nov Eynve 1a v6-
otipa dotépra.
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A YIDDISH POET

I am a Yiddish poet—a doomed troubadour,

a dreamsmith jeered by the soft-voiced yokel,

the smooth snob with the swinging lash shrieking: jargon!
O are the mocked tears of my people a jargon?

Yiddish,

formed as Adam of the dust of the four corners of the earth;
the quenchless blaze of the wandering Jew,

the thirst of the deserts.

My mother tongue is unpolished as a wound, a laughter,
a love-starved kiss,

yearnful as a martyr’s last glance at a passing bird.

Taste a word, cursed and merciless as an earthquake.

Hear a word, terse and bruised as a tear.

See a word, light and lucent, joyrapt as a ray

Climb a word — rough and powerful as a crag.

Ride a word — free and rimeless as a tempest.

Yiddish,

The bare curse thrown against the might of pitiless foes.
A «black year» shrouding dawn after a massacre.

The mute call of each speechless mouth of Treblinka.
The prayer of stone to turn into gale.

20



ENAX YIDDISH IIOIHTHZ

Elpat Evag Yiddish nrorntiig—E&vog katapapévog tpopadolpog,
gvag dvelponbdrog yrevaopévog &’ v drroikn Qwvy tod
xoplatn,

6 fipepog ovoun xovvaviag pvBuixd 10 pactiyio @eovalet:
*Apyk6 !

"Q, unrog elvar d&pykd 1 xopoldevrtikd Sdkpva tod Adaob
pov oL droPépel 1600 ;

Yiddish,

oL oxnuatiotnkeg odv tOv "Adap and oxdvn an’ tig téo-
oepelg yovigg tfig g

1 GoPnotn eroéya 100 nepirhavodpevoo “Jovdaiov !

1 diya tfig épfHpov.

‘H untpikf pov yAdooa elvar d€ectn oa pid ninyn, cav éva
Evo @A otepnuévo &nd Gyanm, yéloto,
oL Auytapdet civ 1ol pdptopa 16 tedevtaio Préupa Eva ne-
pOCTIKO ®OULAL.
*AmolapBaver pia AEEn, xatapapévn xal GomAayvn odv 19
celGHo.

"Axovoe pid AEEn, ypnyopn kai poremopévy cav ddxpu.
Koitage pid A&En, Ehagpa xai Aapnph LapoOpHevn EKOTATIKT
oav aytida.
Zxappdiooe ot pra AéEn GEeotn xal dvvath cdv katodfpayo
avéBa mave of pid AEEN ELedBepn Sixwg Gkpn odv Tpikupia.

Yiddish

‘H yopvy) BAactiuia piyuévn évdviia otf dvvapn t@v ave-
Aéntov &x0pdv.

"Evag « patpog ypdvog» mov cafavover v adyn UGotepa
and pa cpay.

‘H PouP) xpavyn dnd xG6e otdpa tfig Tpepuniivka.

N’ dAraEer of Obedda TV mpocevyy &nd métpa.
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ON THE BIRTH OF MY SON

My son, I am so

affluent with beginning

that if I die now

God will see me as first light
and he will say: «It is good».

A FURNISHED ROOM

The silence of walls

has claws, teeth. A wolf threatens
to leave the painting.

A clock on the maimed table

is near a time disaster.

ON FREEDOM

No freedom is free.

Doomed we stand in endless row,
free-tongued slaves of death.
Free are birds on wings of hail
which never reach day or night.
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ITH TENNHZIH TOY I'IOY MOY

I'ié pov, elpat 1600

wAovslog y1d xdatt wobd dpyilo

oL (v nebdve 1hpa

6 Ocdg 0a pg Bel oav 10 npdTO POG
kai 0d mel: «"Ott )70 KAAGV ».

ENA ENIITAQMENO AQMATIO

‘H cwont tdv toiyov

Exel vOya, 86vtia. "Evag Adkog ameiAel

va @byel an’ tovg Lwypagicolbsg mivakes.

“Eva poA6i 610 onacpevo Tpoanéll

ninociater va deifel v dpa 1fig xatacTPORPfis.

ITH AEYTEPIA

Kappid Agvtepra 8&v elvar &hedfepn
Kataotpappévol otekdpucte ot dtédeimtn oeipd,
pe glevbepootopia okrhdPfor tob Bavartov!

Téa noviid elvar ElebBepa pg 10 xoralr otd QTepd
nov noté 8&v @rdvouvv T uépa fi ) viyra.
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SPRING RAIN IN MANHATTAN

O brook of the streets after the first spring rain,
quarrelling with Pan on the strange city stones,
licking the pavements, pleading with fate in vain,
seeking the fields in panic, O barren rain!

O cloud longing for the sky, O brook of pain!
The gutter in the sun is God’s highest throne.
Naiad of the streets, born by a city rain,

you left a kiss on each cool, grateful stone.

0ASIS

Awaiting you, the

green attic turns into a
top oasis or

an old treasure boat before
sailing an unknown sea.

Even the vilest

seem welcome guests in the sun,
invited by God,

each with a handful of dawns:
the gift of generous dust.
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ANOIZEIATIKH BPOXH XTO MANXATTAN

"Q pvixi Sotepa and tig npdreg dvoigidtikeg Ppoxés otovg
dpopovg,
mobL toaxdvecal pé 1ov Iava a1ig nétpeg tig napdéevng no-
Ateiag,
vhelpoviag 1d nefodpdpra, parara {keredovrag 1y poipa,
pé mavikd yayxvoviag tovg dypovg, "Q dxapnn Bpoxn!
"Q obvvepo mobd Aaytapdc yid ovpavéd, "Q pudkit tob mdvov!
To petBpo otdv Ao elvar & ynAd1epog Bpdvog 100 Oeob.
Naiado tdv Spodpwav, yevvnuévn and tfig noArreiag ) Ppoyn,
donoeg Eva gAl o¢ xabe xpdo ki edyvdpova wéTpa.

OAZIH

Mepipévovidg o, W

npacivn coeita Eyive

pia Saon ynia §

Eva nai1d xapdpr Onocavpol npotob
coAndper yid pia dyvestn 6dracoa.

*Axopa xai ol mod dypelor

matovv karddeytor émoxénteg ooV fijlio,
xaAeouévor dnd 10 Ogd

6 xaBévag Tovg KputdvTag pid yovpta adyés :
10 ddpo tfig neyahdyuyng oxdvng.



PRAISE TO OUR FAULTS

Praise ye the Lord for each of our blessed faults,

with psaltery and dance, with flesh and bone:

the prankish shades which save us from the scorching sun.
A pygmy without faults is a giant fault.

Perfect is the boredom of the half-witted crone.

Faultless is the false-eyed rose which cannot fade,

the synthetic heart, the soul hand made.

Grim numbers cannot err, impotent sticks cannot ache.

The eunuch in a nude harem is all sin.

The tiniest worm like the sunrise is genuine.

Authentic is the shadow of a blade of grass.

Dreams are real as the reflection of nighthawks which pass
in the Spring, northward, over a moonlit lake.
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EITAINOZ I'TA TA Z®AAMATA MAX

*BEbuvnoe otd Ocd Y14 xdde Eva and 1@ o@dApartd pag,
pe yolpwdieg kal yopodg, né odpka kal pé kékkalra:
Oi otohiopéveg okidg mod pig mpourdve Grd 1Ov fillo mod
uag xafet.
*Evag vavog diymg AGOn elvar &va yiyavriaio Adbog.
KaAbdtepn elvar § dvia and pia xaly yprd.
Télero 0 yebdTIKO TpLaVTAQUAAO oL SEv papaivertatl,
% ovovBetikn xapdia moL TN QTIAxvEL Epyuyo xEpL.
Ol gpixaiéor apBpol d&v ocpdriovv, ol avikaveg Pépyeg dev
rovolv.
‘O edvolyog o’ Eva yopuvo yapéut elvar apaptia.
To m1d pikpd oxovrixkt elvar yviioio odav v dvatoin.
Ta Sverpa elvar dAndiva xabdg ol dviavaxAidoeig 1®dv xov-
voumi®dv mod mepvolv,
v "Avoi€n, npdg 10 Boppd, mave &nd pia eeyyapdiovotn
Alpvn.
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HYMN TO THE MOUSE

To be as great as a mouse,

hidden with God in a blind hole.
To shun the mob as the mouse:

O velvet-faced child, O cursed soul!

A poltroon in the light of day.

Fear frozen against the kind cheat
who feeds her trap with alms-meat.
To pray her fate may damn each ray.

To learn from God to weep alone.
To hear the queen of solitude say:
— Bless my darkness at break of day,
I am your grief, your flesh and bone.

Against modern moons to be

the alchemist who turns gold into rust.
To be with eternity,

before you return to dust.
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YMNOXZ ZTON IIONTIKO

Ndoat 1600 peydrog cav Evag movtikodg

Kpuppévog pE 16 @cd of pid TVPAN TplRa.

Na drogedyerg 1ov Syho odv 1OV rovtikd:

"Q nadl pé 10 Behovdévio npbowmno, & xatapapivn yoxf !

“Evag dvavtpog o1d odg tfig népag.

Hoyopévog 96Pog Evaviia oV edyevikT andrn,

nod Tpépel v mayida Tov p¢ {nrTiavepévo xpéag.

Na rapakaraer v 10Yn Tov pnopel va katadikaler xdde
aytida.

Na padng and 16 @ed va kiaig povayog.

N* dxobg 1} Bacilicoa 1fig povagidg va Aéer:
Ebloynpuévo 10 oxotddt pov v adyf.

Elpai §) A0 oov, 1 ocdpka kal 10 ké6kkohro.

’Evavtia o1d poviépva geyydplo vacal

6 dlynuiomig mob kdver t0 YpvodeL okdvn.
Ndaoar p¢ v alovidmra,

npotol Eavayvpiong o1d ydua.
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A MANIKIN

A manikin in a show window —a mocked bride,

deprived of sorrow, condemned to smile till doomsday.

Children on winged horses of a carousel ride

like little folk of yesterday to her wedding day.

Her wedding gown of mournful white —a starry shroud.

The bridal train — the tail of a longing mermaid.

Each ray, a mirror smashed by the evening crowds.

The show window is a dazzling lake, her heart — bait.

The day is rushed into shreds, crushed under tired feet.

The sun, a squeezed lemon hugged to death in subways.

The mermaid tossed through flame and steel, from street to
street,

on glorious Fifth Avenue. through skulked byways.

My bride in the twilight trance, before her last dance.

And I, self-doomed, drunk with death, fall in her fire-dance.
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ENA ANAPEIKEAO

“Eva dvbpeixero o pia Prrplva — pia voen mobd 11jv kopoi-
dedovv,
draidaypévn and xdbe Admn, katadikacpévn va yapoyerd
_ bg 10 téhog 100 xdopov.

IMadd o2 @repotd droya pidg kodpoag o1d Aodva IMapx

odv tovg pikpoovyyevelg 1ol yteocivod Tng ydpov.
To vo@ikd TG Gonpo mévlipo — adPavo aotepdeeyyo.
To vupikd tpalvo—odv v obpd plg Aaytapiorfic yop-
vévag.
KaOe dyrida, fitave Evag onaopévog xabpéetng and to Bpa-
duvd mAfiBoc.
‘H ¢miberytikn) Prrpiva elvar pia Alpvn Aaprepn, oav myv
xapdid tng — S6hopa.
‘H pépa Eetvriyxtnke od Aovpideg, katanatnpéveg dnd kovpa-
cuéva nddia.
‘0 fiklog, od otipévo Aepobvi, dyxoAialel 10 8dvato otd Ond-
yewo tpaivo.
‘H yopydva tpavialetar dvapeco oty pAdya kai 10 drodi,
anod dpbpo o dpbpo
otv Bavpdoia IIépntn Aewpdpo, otd kpupd dpopdkia.

‘H veévopei] pov o1d Spapa tob covpovmov, ntplv &’ ToOV te-
Aegvtaio yopo.
Kai yd, adbtoxatapapévog, pebuvopévog dnd Odvato, mé@rae
o10 pAeySpHEVO 1O0pd TNG.
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COMELY WOMAN

Comely woman under the cupid tree,

planted by the frost on my windowpane.
Faultless as the first snow you came to me:

a deathless goddess craving death again,

seeking the dark hallway of old New York,
where wild - eyed with longing blood I brought you,
a fatherless child on wings of a stork.
Moonstruck, you sit in a silver canoe.

The single paddle, hoary - leaved by frost,

(You are the midnight on my windowpane.)
propelled by a frigid, whitehearted ghost.

O pray for dawn to turn you into rain!

Love is eternal in the winterland.

On ice grow sinless apples to the crown.

On virgin leaves lies frozen Eros’ hand.

The sun is a flood where snowy maidens drown.
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QPAIA F'YNAIKA

‘Qpaia yovaixa xdtov an’ 100 Epota 1 dévipo

oL PUTPWOE &n’ v mayvn otd mapabupd pov.

*Avéykiytn odv 10 tpdto Y16vi, fipleg ot péva:

d8avatn Bea Exiimaphdvrag 10 Bdvato Eavd,

yayvovtag yia 10 oxotelvd dpopdxt 1fig nahilic Néag “Yopxng,

Smov pd pania Gypra Aaytaphdviag alpe cod pépve

Eva Oppavd ntandl ndve otd @tepd tob nehapyol.

TpeAdn, Exatoes 6’ Eva donpévio povoEuro.

To povadikd xovuri, priaypévo and Gonpa OAAa mayvng.

(Té pecdvoyta Epyecar ndit otd napddupd pov)

onpoypévn and Eva noayepd edvtacpa pd donpn kapdid.

"Q rapaxaAieos va ot yoploer o Ppoxn A adyq.

‘H dyénn drapket aidvia ot} ydpa 108 xeipdva.

IIavew otdv mayo & Gvopdprinta upfjAa peyaidvovv otiv
Kopoi.

INave ota napBéva @dAra Ppioxetar 10 mayopévo xépt t0d
"Epota.

‘O fidiog elvar Evag yelpappog mod nviyovtar ol ylovicpéveg

napBéveg.
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A GARRET IN MANHATTAN

I am lonely as a Yiddish poet

in New York, as God in Safad on a

rainy autumn night. Against life and death
storm the blues of my forsaken poems.

Drab-lit buildings — my rust-eaten neighbours,
cast shadows of prophets on old alleys:

ashes on their heads, sackcloth on their loins.
The moon, steel-clenched, an open lion’s den.

Daniel is a ghost trapped in a cobweb,
gnawed by the curse of a cheated spider.
What a stratagem ! What deluded prey!
A beggar on a stone dreams like Jacob:

Angels ascend, descend with full almsbags,
take the beggar to the sky of pennies.

The stars crowd as a pack of dusty dreams,
each beam — a bud of a forbidden bush.

On Satan’s throne play princes of darkness,
the reckless children of the underworld —
spendthrifts of the riches of the sunsets,
children hewn out of the womb of a rock.

The sun drops as the head of a squealer.
Garbage cans turn into suspicious gold.
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MIA ZO®ITA ITO MANXATTAN

"Epnuog odv Evag Yiddish mointig
ot} Néa ‘Yoépkn, Srnwg &6 Ocdg 010 Zagdvt pid
Bpoxepf viyta 100 9Bitvénwpov. 'Evavtia ot Lo kai o10
6avato
xton®d &E 2p6Sov tig pelayyorieg tdhv moinpdrev pov mov
drapvhdnka.

Movétova — poticpéva ytipra — ol @ayopévor én’ 11 okov-
pid yeltovég pov,
oxiég npopntdv piypéveg otig naridg devrpoororyieg:
OTaYTEG OTh KEPAALa TOVG, AVATOEG GTODG YOPOUG TOVG.
Té @eyydpr, oav dvoopatopévo - dtodht, otd dvorytd Gvipo
700 Alovtapiol.

‘O Aavifd, eavracpa naydepévo otov {016,

xatapayopévog an’ v xatdpa pnidg d6Arag dpayvng.

Ti téyvaocpa! Ti Eeyehaocpévo Obpa!

“Evag {ntidvog ndve ot ma nétpa dverpedetat oav tov Takdp.

“Ayyelot aveBaivouy, kateBaivouv p yepdtovg odkkovg EAen-
poodvng.

naipvovv 1dv {nrtidvo o’ Evav odpavd &md Sexdpeg.

T’ dotépra otpipdyvovial odv konadL &nd oxoviouéva Sveipa,

ka0e aytida — elvar Eva provurodkt drnayopevpuévov 8apvov.

Z1d 0p6vo tob Zatavi maifovv ol mplykineg tob okdrovg,
td Eévolaota madid tob kGt K6oHOL —

cndtalol ota nhodvoia fAofaciiépara,

na1did oxnuatiopéva ot pitpa tod Ppayov.

‘O fidlog méptel odv 10 KeEPdAL £vog pwvakAd.
Ol okovnidotevekédeg dArGlovv o¢ Oronto % puvod.
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EVENING

The old house still echoes your vanished voice.

The bricks like loose teeth hold the word good bye.
Blind beggars count pennies with lucky eyes.

Over old rays the young shadows rejoice.

I dream of you as of fire a fallen tree.

Each thing you touched, the ground on which you walked
envies even the ears which hear you talk,

is a conqueror’s whiphand over me.

Mammon corners the day in a cobweb.

Mammon the merchant of life and death turns

you into stocks and bonds, a Wall Street urn.
Night and fire, fondling foes, leave me spear swept.

Good the sun is noosed in the spider’s prey.
No darkness dismays as the light of day.



ZOYPOYIIO

Z’ ad1d 10 nakd onitt dvinyel dxdpa | ofnopévn oov pwvi.
Ta 1o0Ppra od yaraopéva do6vtia xpatodv 11 AéEn dvrio.
Of tuphol {ntidvor petplive tig Sekdpeg pd tuyepd pdatia.
Ol xatvovpyLeg oxiég drorapBavovv ndve otig maridg dytides.

¢ dvelpedopal oa Sévipo mod nEPreEL an’ 17 QoTid.

Kdafe npdypa mod &yyi€eg, 1 vfi mov mepratnoeg

Eniever dxdpa 1¢ adtia mov dkovoav T piiid oov,

10 yépt 100 kataytntfy pé 16 pactiyo elvar dnd nave pov.

‘O Moppwvag euiakifer ) pépa otov {otd tfig dpdyvns.

‘O Mappwvig 6 Epnopog 1fi¢ Lofig xal tod Bavéarov

ot petapoppdver o dnobépata xal ypedypaga, pa Odpia g
TovdA ZtphT.

‘H voyta ki | eot1d, domovdor &xbpoi, u’ dpfivouv gronnué-
vov &nd d6pv.

‘0O xahdg fihiog Bdpa tfig aphyvng midotnke oty Onlerd.

Kavéva okotddr 8&v elvar téco tpopepd cdv 10 9dg fig
pépag.
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A HERO IN BRONZE

A hero in bronze, rain-blinded in the autumn park,

Birds stain his gallant ire, he is all pitiful love.

On the kind bronze rest stray sisters of the flood-drenched dove,
in search of a green olive-leaf out of Noah’s ark.

Battle-spent — a crowned bore, he prays for downfall or hell.
Gloom frightens each trembling glimmer of his faded wreath.
Good to see the leaves around him fall as yellow myths.
Only the saddest leaves which never grew never fell.

Dusk. Cherubs are wing-maimed, unborn children craving light.
The hero, sorrow-wreathen, tomb-eyed, a stoned captive,
does not know he was ever born, hence he never lived.

He may scare as a ghost, if left with a child at night.

The sea-gray trees face the oldest pirate — solitude.
I heard dead leaves say: No darkness is blind, no stone mute.
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ENAZ HPQAX AIIO MITPOYNTZO

.

“Evag prpoovvifivog fipmag, Topropuévog an’ ) Bpoxh 61 @Oi-
vorwpivd mdpko.

IMovlid Aekiafovv tOv 4Bpd Bupd tov, elvar yepdtog dnod ed-
oniaviky aydnn.

INdveo otdv xarokdyabo prnpobvi{o uévovv rmapactpatnuéveg
adeppdc dnd ™ povoxeppévn neprotepd,

oV {ntdel Evo @OAAo mpaocivng &Ailg EEw an’ t Kifa1d
100 Noe.

Kovpaopévog an’ 10v néiepo &vag crtepavopsdvog maraipa-
%0¢ mpoceLYETAL YA tdon § yid x6Aaon.

‘H xaxoxepia tpopaler xdBe tpepdpevo péyyog otd papapé-
VO TOV OTEQPavL.

Elvar xald va BAérer ydpo tov 10 @OAAQ VO méPrTOouVE GaAV
xitpivotr povbor.

Movéya 1@ eOAda td md OAhippéva Tod d&v peyaikdvouve Sev
REQPTOVV mOTE.

Tovpouvro. Ta yepovPeip Exovv toaxiopéva @tepd, dyévvnta
radia mov Aaytapodve 10 9HG.
‘O fipoag, 01Bepd ortepavopévog, pé 1d pikpd patnia Evag
puiakiopévog tfig métpog

S&v Eéper nidg xdmote yYevvhOnke, dpob 8év ELnoe moté.
Mropel va tpopdler oav &va ¢@dvracpa, v Eueve p’ Eva
nadl ) voyta.

Ta 8aracowa ykpila 8évipa dviikpdlovv tov md naiird ner-
patf} ot povafid.

"Axovoa 1@ vexpd @OAAa va Aéve: Kavéva oxotadi dév el-
vai topArd, kapuia nétpa d&v elvar PouPd.
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WHEN MY THREE YEAR OLD SON
WILL BE FIFTY THREE

When you will be fifty three as I am today,
will still be left of me, at dusk, a single glow.
Looking at the twilight you will at random say:
my dad is dead long ago, dead long, long ago.

It may be on the streets of New York or Tel Aviv,
you will one day by reminiscence overrun,
see me as you do now ever and anon live,
see me longing in your eyes, my three year old son.

I will be the young sadness of each new sunset.

My poems : gold-lit boats on earth and sky will sail.
Yiddish in your mouth — a brisk, hasty rivulet
will flow agile, beyond me over hill and dale.
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OTAN O T'IOZ MOY TQN TPIQN XPONQN
©A T'INEI IIENHNTA TPIQN

“Otav yivelg meviivia Tpidv xpovdv Snwg elpar dyd ofuepa

0d *yer peiver &dxépa pia Adpyn, otd covpovrno &rd péva.

Kottafovrag 10 Avkdépwg 6a nelg Etor otfv tOYn:

‘O natépag pov ntBave and karpd, &6® xal yxpdévia elvar ne-
Oapévog.

Abtd pmopet va yiver otovg Spoépovg tfig Néag "Yopxng #
o0 TEA *ABip,

karoia pépa propel va ot xatakAivoovv ol dvapvioetg,

koitaké pe Onwg topa wdvra {ovtavd,

xoltaké pe pé Aaytdpa otd pdatia cov, Tpidv xpovdv yié povu.

06’ par 1§ npotdérepn AOnn xdabe xaivovpylov HAtoPaciAs-
Hatog.
Td& mowfjpatd pov: 1@ xpuodewta kapdfra ot yfig xal tov
obpavé.

'H Yiddish o106 otépa cov—od {onpd yopydnyo puaki
8a x1Ad edbxivnro, mépa and péva mdveo &rd Adpovg kal
Aaykadia.

41



MY FIRST NEW YEAR’S EVE
ON BROADWAY

It was I, wistful as my barefoot town,

a lost, rawboned boy praying on Broadway;

God, if I must go astray O lose me

in dark woods enchanted by Elijah,

where his glance makes kind each brute in its lair,
where elves play with fire in the eyes of wolves.

This I learned, you cannot long anywhere,

as on the crooked lane where I was born.

You cannot see light as sad anywhere

as on a gay New Year’s Eve on Broadway.

The lights vanquish, riot, rout each other.
Each light seeks darkness as the darkness light.

The jolly horde roars as a beast of gloom.

The clamour overhead is like a whip.

The sun is condemned to immortal light.

It seems someone kidnapped the good, old night
and left the clowns to bargain the ransom.
Broadway, O grandeur of modern ennui !

The old year dies raging glory to doom

as if death were the fountain of triumph.

In my eyes —the warm, quivering lamplight,

in combat with the cold, crushing splendour.

A straw-roofed hut humbles the Great White Way.
Each frolic is avid of my sorrow.



H INPQTH MOY ITAPAMONH IPQTOXPONIAZ
ZTO MIIPONTT'OYAIH

"Hpovva &yd, dveipondrog odv v Eumdhutn mohitteia pov,

Eva yapévo, aybépt kxoxkkaridpiko mobd mpocevydpovva GTd
Mnrpovtyovain :

©¢ pov, Gv elvar va napactpatficn kaAlitepa va yadd

oTd oxotelvd ddon wod ta payeye & "EMay,

dmov /| pati@ tov fpepederl xade krfivog 6Tl POALL TOL

6mov ol vepdideg nailovve pi ) pwtid 01d patia TV Adkev.

Ad1d mov Epaba, S&v propeig va 10 mobfoelg novbeva

cav 10 oTp1pTd povondrt mov Exw yevvnOel.

ITovBeva d¢v propelg va Selg té€tolo Avrnpévo g

Srwg o2 pia yapovpevn napapovi [Ipatoypovilc otd Mrpovr-
yovain 1fig Néag “Yoépkng.

Ta edta drotdocovv, dpyidfovv, xatatpondvouvy 10 Eva 10

&ilro.
Ka0e pd¢ yayvet yid okotddt dnwg 10 okotddt yid 10 @dg.

‘H- yapobpevn 6pd1 Ppoyxditar oav xaxbéxepo {(o.

¥nia 1 xpavyi elvar od pacrtiyo.

‘0O iAo elvatl xatadixaocpévog ot &0avato @bq.
Mowdl el oav karorog va *kAeye v KaAf, makid voxta
K1 fpnoe 100G naAridtoovg va nalapedovy td AvTpa.
Mrnpovryovain, & peyarelo tfig poviépvag TAREng!

‘O malidg xpdvog nebaiver dpyiopévn 86Ea tob mempwpévou

odv va’tave 6 8dvarog tob OpiapPov f| nyN.

Z1d pdtia pov — 10 TpEpovAlacTd YAopd @dg tfig Adunag,

payerar pg w0 xpvo, cvvipipovrag v Aaunpdinra.

M kxaAOPa pi dyvpévia otéyn tarewvéver tdv Meydro
“Aonpo Apdpo.

Kdafe edfopia elvar Grinotn an’ 1 Adnn pov. '
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Through Times Square as through a huge, garish den,
wayfares over tower-crowns my razed town,

where mute birds drag with their bills their clipped wings.
The moon is a base, yellow-fingered coin.

A brook complains, in vain, to hill and dale:

Not a shred, not a shade of wonder left.



’Avapeca otiv IMhateia t®v Talpg kabdg dvapesa pidg re-
Abprag Srakoounpévng TpdyAng
ta15eder nave and otepavopévoug thpyovs 1| Katactpappévy
roAiteia pov,
Onov dhala movAtd oépvouv ud td papog toug Td TOEK!t-
ouéva tovg QTeEpd,
To peyyapt elvar Eva motand kitpivoddytvho vopiopa.
"Adtka ykpividler 10 puaxt o1d Aépo kal otiyv ko1Adda :
Otte Eva xovpéhi, ufte pia oxkid Gavpacpod div Epetve.
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YOU AND GABRIEL

My son,

do not ever mourn in the marketplace,

so the pitying rabble may not see

your tears as an autumn drizzle,

sprinkling its monotony,

over the yellow ears of a pestering November day ;
so that some sorrow-sick crocodile,

may not creep out of some old traveller’s tale,
sobbing in view of all after devouring its prey.

My son,

may you never yawn

under the clipped wings of a virginal bore.
Mine is the fire-bed of the yet unborn Rahab,
the harlot of the yet unbuilt Jericho.

The farthest ray — the untouched kiss,

is more Satan and I, more you and Gabriel
than all the legal orgasms of a routine wife.



EZY KI O TABPIHA

I'é pov,
pf 8pnvicerg notd otiv dyopd,
ufyv toxeL xal ot 8¢l & onhayvikdg Syrog
1@ 8dxpvd oov cav yiyxdiicpa tob @BivéTpOL
pavtifovtag tijv povorovia tov,
ndveo otlg 1o0peg tdV kitpivov otayidv pids Bacaviepivng
népag tod NoépPpn.
‘Qate kGnolog kpok6deihog O ippévog péxpt favatov
va uy pnopéoet va cvpbel EEw and v iotopia xdrotov yé-
pov to§ididTn,
xAafyovtag p& Avypodg ot 0éa 1fig xataPpoyBionévng
Aelag Tov.

I'é pov,

pnopel motd v p1y yoopovpnOeig

kGto an’ 10 toaxiopéva @tepa pibg Grnelpng mapbévag.

‘H 317 pov elvar 10 proyepd — kpePPatt tfig dyévvning dxo-
pa Payaur,

Y népvn tfig Gytiotng moritelag “lepiydg.

‘H dndtepn aytida — 10 dvéyyiyro QiAd,

elvar meprocdtepo Zatavig kal yb, nepiocdtepo 260 kL 6

TafpinA
and Shovg Tovg vopipovg dpyaspods pidg cvfvyov povtivag.
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A PRAYER

Hear my prayer, Elohim, when I die,

O let me not be a rose or a thorn,

but a midnight sky on my childhood lane
where of my love is still left a shy braid,
out of a moon-beam spun —a hoary dream.

O let me lead the lovelorn, Elohim.

soothe the featherless crow, the whining mouse,
the mermaid bereft of her fableland:

the culled townfolk to serenade the hag,

before the archfiends in the ruins riot.

O let me be a smooth stone out of the brook,
that will fit into David’s shepherd bag:

an old sling against a new Goliath ;

or a twilight window in a lone house,

where a self-doomed looks at the last sunset.



MIA ITPOZEYXH

“Axovoe v npocevyf pov, "Eloyip, Stav nebdvo,
& pa p° dofoeig va yivo tpravidGeuiro §i dykdbi
pa Evag peocovoytiog obpavog otfig naidixfic pov fAkiag 1o
[3popéxkt.
“Orov Exer pefver dxdpa pid veporain naelida an’ tiv &yd-
[mn pov
rAeyuévn and md geyyapoaytida — Eva Agvkd Sveipo.

"Q, "Eloyip, Goe pe vi 8dnyficw adtdv nov Exace tiv dyd-
[rn Tov
va mapnyopnoe tiv &ptepn xovpodva, 10 xarpircidfiko
[rovtixkt.
) otepnuévn vepaida &nd 1 pudixf ¢ ydpa:
tovg Sraleytovg moAiteg vd kGvovv oepevdta ot pdyiooa,
rwpotod ol dpy18idBoror Enavacratioovy ot Epeima.

'Q, doe pe va yivo pia yvahotepn nétpa EEo an’ 10 puaxt,

wod Bd taipialer o1dv mowuevikd ohkko tol Aafis:

uid waiid Onieia dvavria otdv xavodpyio Forrdd:

A &va Avkavydg mapdBuvpo o’ Eva povayikd omitt,

Snov Evag adtokatapapévog koitaiel 10 teAevtalo fAlofa-
[ciAepa.
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TO YEISKE

At a cup of coffce

I write these lines to

you, unpolished as your name
unmeasured as love.

My private island is a

table in a coffee shop.

Just an hour sojourn,

in self served meridian
splendour. I daydream

safaris on dazed camels.
Broadway is a crude cart road.

The safaris crushed

on rock, skull and cliff of the
nerve ridden city;

echoed and reechoed through
the hoarse air of Manhattan.

A cup of coifee

is my shield. A trance

eludes the jam on Times Square.
It is coffeetime — chat time,

from dawn to dawn in New York.

O the humble joy

of a cafeteria,

detouring hell with

you and glowing friends at a
cup of coffee — cup of dreams.
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LTO TI'IEXKH

T’ Eva pAavtlawvt xagd

¢ oéva yphoo adtég tig ypappés,
dkatépyocteg oav 10 Svopd cov,
apétpnteg ocav v dyann.

To vnol pov elvar Eva

tpantll o’ Eva kagevelo.

Mudg Gpag mapapoviy povaya,

ot abtdpkn pecnpeplaviy

Aapnpdtnta. T pépa dveipedopar vi tagi1dedm

pé xapafavia mave ot Laliopéveg kapfjies.

Té Mnpovtyovain elvar Evag xappotocddpopog dnd xatch-
Bpaxa.

Td cagdpr ovvipiferat

ndve o106 Bpdyo, kpavio xal ykpepndg
tfig vevpddixiag moArteiag

mob avrnyel kai dvinyel Eava avapeca
o1d Ppayvd dyépa tob Mavydrrav.

“Eva plut{avt xaég

elvar 1 dorida pov. “Eva Spapa

Eepevyer 10 oopfvopa otv IMhateia tdv Taipug.
Elvat ) dpa y14 xapt — Hpa yid xovPeviordil
arod adyn ot adyn ot Néa ‘Yopkn.

"Q tanewvi xapa

¢ xapetepiag

drexpuyl an’ v xk6iacn pali cov

xai pg gvBovoidderg pidovs o’ Eva gAvtfavi
xapg — pAvtiavt yepdto Sveipa.
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MY LAST POEM

This is my last poem, a death-bell each rhyme.
All the days are locked, the key thrown away.
When I reach the last line is the end of time,
the end of life and death of night and day.

These last words as condemned steps to gallows lead.
The sun —a golden noose in hangman’s hand.
Beyond me, glowing, furrow-cloven, I leave

in lone metaphors my women stranded,

sensuous, longing for my manful touch in vain.
Women I know from a hundred years hence,
yearning for me as parched soil for plough and rain,
wave hands of tomorrow to my last glance.

The end ends at the beginning, before birth,
before ghost and ghoul, before heaven and earth.
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TO TEAEYTAIO MOY IIOIHMA

To tehevtaio pov noinpa elvar adtd, xabe pipe pd xapné-
va Bavdrtov.

“OAleg of pépeg elvar xAeidwpéveg, 10 xheldl metapévo.

Zav ptave otyv tehevtaia ypapumn elvar 10 1éhog 100 ypdvov

10 térog tfig Lofig xal tob Bavatov tfig viytag xal tfig uépac.

Ta tedevtata Adyia adtd oav xatadikacpéva Brpata O6n-
yobv mpdg v ayyévn.

‘O fiAtog — elvar Evag ypvodg Ppdyog otof dfpuiov T xépt.

ITépa dand péva Aaprogeyyofolrodv puvtiSwpéveg,

xal {obv péca otovg oriyovg pov, ol Epnpuég pov yuvaixeg.

diAndoveg, Gdixa Aaytapbdviag ta dapaiéa pov yadia.

INvvaikeg nod yvopilo £6& ki éxarovtadeg ypbdvia,

nod pé¢ noBolv cav 1o Eepd yOpa mod {nrder Spyopa xal
Bpoxn,

yaipetdviag pé t° adpiava yépra thv tedevtaia pov patid.

To téhog teretdver oty dpxf, nplv dnd ) yévvnon

nply an’ 16 @dvracpa xu ar’ td Ppuxdiaka, mpiv an’ tov
odpavd xt and T iig.
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