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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.

* 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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* A Garret In Manhattan

I am lonely as a Yiddish poet

in New York, as God in Safadona

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

Drab-lit buildings — my rust-eaten neighbors,
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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% 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.
T heard dead leaves say: No darkness is blind, no stone mute.

X 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 Tél 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 vear 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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* 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

ason 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 clamor 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 splendor.

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

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 bhase, yellow-fingered coin.

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

Not a shred, not a shade of wonder left.
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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 traveler'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.

* 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.
— 12 —
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Y Oasis

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.

¥ 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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For Menke’s poems are always a
blend of two elements, two atmospheres.
They are. touched by the fairy-tale
quality of the 0ld European villages,
and they are alive with the shock and
wonder of the modern city, the City of
New York that he understands and loves,
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