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TO MY SISTER SELMA



WARSAW GHETTO—TALE OF VALOR

That maze of streets which seemed to overflow 
With milling human flesh and droning_ sounds 
And little shops, in back-yards, dark and dull and damp, 
Where bearded men and placid women tried 
To wrest their bread and butter (scarcely iam),
From less than thousand cubic feet of space.

So poor they were—your brethren of the East .. . 
Between their worn pathetic caps and clumsy boots 
You saw their fluttering coats, no longer black,
With here and there, a shiny spot:
You saw the gentle faces of the older ones 
Grow downward into hairy frames 
As if to hide their sauntering dreams.
You saw their eyes—
Betraying gaps through which the Jewish soul 
Revealed itself in hunting after sparks of light 
And being hunted by the dark 
Despotic forces of the world.

The stone is mumbling forth its tale,
But searching eyes would stumble forward now 
Until they sight the shattered wall that once belonged 
To one of their dilapidated homes,
Those tiny worlds where, after tiring days 
In streets, in basements, shops or shacks,
The small communities of blood and love—
The Jewish families—
Regained their sacred unity each night.
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WARSAW GHETTO—TALE OF VALOR

Or with their death.
Their hopes and joys, their grief and their despair, 
They are all lit by nervous swordlike flames 
Of candles such as this.
Its story—who could tell?
Its hidden fate—who knows?

Perhaps it lent its modest beams of light 
To someone on the threshold of eternal dark, 
Perhaps it stuck in some distorted candlestick 
Whilst, hidden in a cellar, pious people prayed. 
Perhaps it was a graceful woman’s hand 
That held the light to call the blessing of the Lord 
Upon a white-clad virginal bride. . . .
It might have been a frightened child’s desire 
Which kept the candle burning all the night—
It might have been, at last, a shining link, 
Resplendent in a chain of solemn lights 
To greet the Sabbath on a Friday night,
When every single Jewish home—
The poorest even, in a shack or den—
Became a place of proud and quiet joy.

The table laid with linen, white and stiff,
Two loaves of bread beneath a silken cloth, 
Embroidered with an emblem or a word,
A bottle, filled with home-made raisin wine 
And, next to it, a goblet for the man,
The master of the house who now comes home
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WARSAW GHETTO—TALE OF VALOR

Transforming drab surroundings of the poor 
Soon into merry playgrounds of the Lord,
So beautiful, so warm and bright. . . .
But suddenly — ~
The lights went out . . .
The lights went out . . .
The little candle-end was one of them.
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TERROR

As they produced some dubious names 
To make their robbery a legal deed.
Reb Hersh, surrounded by the black-clad mob.
And glued with fear to what was once a chair,
Glanced helplessly toward his wife.

They did not even understand the words
Which tried to pierce the skin like poisoned spears;
A timid shrug was all they both could give.
The henchmen, then, climbed down the scale of values- 

soon:
The food they did not find, ranked high, indeed,
The money less, but cheapest thing of all 
They could get hold of, was the flesh of Jews,
Just good enough to spend an ounce of strength 
On slaving for the robbing master-race 
And then to rot in some forsaken ditch.

As they approached to grab their prey, by force.
He raised his arms in fruitless self-defence,
A hand lashed out—a brutal hostile claw 
Whose fingers, bent like fierce attacking hooks,
Reached for the reddish beard of Hersh, the Jew.
He turned his head, with horror in his eyes—
Alas, the hooks were faster than his fear,
They gripped the beard beneath his chin and jaw,
And when the man, whipped up by pain and fright. 
Attempted feeble moves to free himself,
The vicious grip grew harder still
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T li 11 K O R

They smelled of drink. Their eyes were vicious slits, 
Their faces split by smiles of wantonness.

Four hearts were throbbing, shedding nameless fright 
The father, fumbling with his Pentateuch,
The mothcr—weary—lying on the bed,
A boy of eighteen, with a crippled leg.
And there was Malka, young and beautiful,
A child—and yet a women in her dawning bloom 
Which no privation even could destroy.
She had been stitching on a piece of cloth.
And as the two intruders strode into the room,
She was as paralysed as all her folks 
Who stared, not knowing what to do.

The men did not pretend to’ve come in peace,
They did not try to hide their evil plot.
While one of them pulled out his gun 
And took position at the only door,
The other thug walked up with clumsy steps 
To Malka. who, without the faintest move,
Nor showing any sign of crawling fear,
Stood face to face with him, the deadly foe.
As he looked up and down her slender frame.
His eyes half closed, his jaw pushed out with greed.
She smelled his alcoholic breath
Which made her lips close tightly in disgust.

But then his hand shot out and grabbed her cloth. 
And with a brutal violent jerk
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He tore it down from throat to waist,
Exposing thus her frightened youthful flesh •' •
To flickering dimness which received the gift i 
Of softly gleaming skin with pride and shame.

It happened then,that, crippled though he was,
Her brother started to his feet so fast ’ ’ "
That no one noticed it at first.
He gripped a heavy candlestick of brass 
And hurled it at the drunk assaulter’s head.
It hit the brow and set a purple stream 
Between the eyebrows flowing fast.
It was, perhaps, the first heroic act 
Te boy had done—and certainly his last. ...
A shot rang out from where the gun-man stood 
And almost casually killed the gallant lad.
Three Jewish hearts were throbbing in the dark.

Ye Heavens! Aren’t ye pierced by all the cries 
■Sent up for succour and for help?
Or are ye just too high above
To hear the moans of slowly dying men.
The sighs of their insulted womenfolk,
The frightened shrieks of children—Heavens—hark!
Ye stones and trees, ye winds and clouds and seas—
To all of ye we turn in our distress—
Perhaps we’ve sinned against the law of God,
"“Al chayt” we’ll cry and humbly beat our breasts,
We shall atone, but do not let us fall

WARSAW GHETTO—TALE OF VALOR
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WARSAW GHETTO—TALE OF VALOR

The raging masters of the town,
And whilst the ghetto-elders prayed to God for strength,
The young ones hastily built barricades
And braced themselves for murderous attacks to come.

The hours went by like guardians of eternity 
Who called ten hostile corpses to account 
For all the evil deeds they’d ever done.
The hours went by and when the hesitating dawn 
Stretched out its palish fingers on the firmament,
The ghetto held its breath—the fatal hour had struck.

A whole battalion of the enemy 
Took up positions at the gates.
A task force, well-equipped and bound to strike 
With weapons strong and fraught with death,
Set out to make reprisals for their loss of men.
A voice released through radio, thundered down the 

streets,
Commanding ninety elders of the Jewish town 
To gather at the gate at once and serve 
As hostages until the armed rebels were found.
One hour was given to comply with their command, 
And should the granted time expire 
Without the order being carried out . . .
They’d come and take the hostages, by force.

A deadly stillness was the ghetto’s sole reply.
The hour went by—it was the longest yet
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T HE BATTLE

The Warsaw ghetto ever had to live,
And when the time was up, the Jews responded not, 
And when the zero-hour was there, they gravely smiled.

The storm broke loose,- the enemy rushed in 
With panzer cars and truckloads full of men,
With mortars and machine-guns manned and trained 
On Jewish houses, windows, roofs and doors.
But when they tried to enter Jewish homes 
And found them locked and gave the first machine-gun 

burst,
The storm broke loose in tenfold force.

The army of intruders was received 
Witn totrents of destructive lead,
Whilst women, children, invalids 
Used manifold devices harming the attacking foe. 
Frorr roofs and windows, like in ancient times, 
They poured their pots and pans of boiling oil 
Upon the raving enemies’ heads.
Those Jewish mothers who, not long ago,
Would have despised the very thought 
Of harming any living creature in the world, 
Accomplished, outraged as they were,
Heroic deeds of everlasting fame.
Protecting helpless children with their flesh,
They threw grenades and flaming bottles down, 
Disabling panzer cars and vans and trucks.
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