
 I. Babi Yar 
 
On Babi Yar, there are no monuments. 
Its steep ravine is like a grotesque 
     gravestone. 
I’m frightened. 
Today I feel as old in years 
as all the Jewish people. 
 
It seems to me right now— 
     I am a Jew. 
See how I trudge through ancient 
     Egypt. 
And see how, hanging on the cross, I 
     perish, 
and to this day I bear the scars of nails. 
 
I feel right now that Dreyfus— 
    I am he. 
The bourgeoisie— 
     are my accuser and my judge. 
I’m behind bars. 
     I’ve fallen in a snare. 
Persecuted, 
     spat upon, 
     slandered. 
And dainty ladies in their fancy 
     Brussels frills 
squealing, poke me in the face with 
     parasols. 
 
It seems to me— 
I am a boy in Byelostok. 
Blood gushes, spilling onto all the 
     floors. 
The ringleaders in bars are on a 
     rampage 
and stink of vodka and onion half  
     and-half. 
 
I, kicked aside by a big boot, am 
     helpless. 
In vain, I plead with bully-pogromites. 
To loud jeers, 
     “Beat the Yids, save mother Russia!” 
a grain merchant beats up my poor 
     mother. 
 
O, my good Russian folk! 
     I well know— 
     you 
are by your nature international. 
But often those, with unclean hands, 
have made a mockery of your pure 
     name. 
 
 
I know so well the goodness of your 
     land. 
How awful, 
     that without the twitch of ev’n a vein 
     the anti-Semites pompously have 
     proclaimed 

themselves “The Union of the 
     Russian People!” 
 
It seems to me— 
     that I am Anna Frank, 
so transparent, 
     just like a twig in April. 
And I’m in love. 
     And I’ve no need of phrases. 
I just need 
     for us to gaze into each other. 
How little we can see, 
      can smell! 
 
We are forbidden leaves, 
     and are denied the sky. 
Yet we can do so much— 
     that is: to tenderly 
embrace each other in a darkened 
     room. 
 
They’re coming here? 
      Fear not—that’s just the buzzing 
of the spring— 
     she’s coming here. 
Come close to me. 
     Give me speedily your lips! 
They’re busting down the door? 
     No—it’s the drifting ice . . . 
 
On Babi Yar, a rustle of wild grasses. 
The trees observe us sternly, 
     like a jury. 
Everything here silently screams out, 
     and I, taking off my cap, 
I sense myself, 
      how slowly I am graying. 
 
And I myself, 
     am like a massive, soundless scream 
above the thousands upon thousands 
     buried. 
I— 
     am ev’ry old man here shot dead. 
I— 
     am ev’ry small child here shot 
     dead. 
 
No part of me 
     can lose the memory of this! 
The “Internationale” 
     o let it thunder, 
on the day we bury for eternity 
the final anti-semite of this earth. 
 
No Jewish blood is found within my 
     blood. 
But I, despised by all their twisted 
     evil, 
I’m to all anti-semites 
     like a Jew, 
and that is why— 
     I’m a true, steadfast Russian.	


