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Lori Laitman (b. 1955): The Secret Exit (2017) 
 
[2] What rose out of the white leaves of your body 
What rose out of the white leaves of your body 
You whom before your last breath 
I still called mother? 
 
What kind of longing-forsaken thing lies on the linen sheet? 
 
What wound closes the suffered time 
which ran out of your pulse 
with starry music? 
 
Where is the wreath of your warm embrace? 
In which azure your whispered blessing? 
 
What smile was born 
at the airy sign-language 
of your finger? 
 
On which track 
shall I seek the poetry of your blood? 
Where inquire for your salvation? 
 
How push away 
the sucking ball from under my feet 
to storm up the stair of death? 
 
We were often 
invited 
to time-transcending receptions 
petrified bark 
pushing back curtains of sea and fire — 
 
But now: 
the woman love dismissed bent 
here over the sorrow-stone-tragedy 
musing on the hair of separation 
 
and creating a time of the heart 
where death breathing fills itself 
and again diminishes — 
 
[3] When in early summer 
When in early summer the moon sends out secret signs, 
the chalices of lilies scent of heaven, 
some ear opens to listen 
beneath the chirp of the cricket 
to earth turning and the language of spirits set free. 
 
But in dreams fish fly in the air 
and a forest takes firm root in the floor of the room. 
 
But in the midst of enchantment a voice speaks clearly 
and amazed: 
World, how can you go on playing your games 
and cheating time— 
World, the little children were thrown like butterflies, 
wings beating into the flames— 
 
and your earth has not been thrown like a rotten apple 
into the terror-roused abyss— 
And sun and moon have gone on walking— 
two cross-eyed witnesses who have seen nothing. 

[4] Child 
Child 
Child 
in the hurricane of parting 
kicking with the toe’s white-flaming foam 
against the burning ring of the horizon 
seeking the secret exit of death. 
 
Already without a voice – breathing out smoke – 
 
Lying like the sea 
but with depth beneath it 
tearing at the mooring 
with the spring-tide of desire – 
 
Child 
Child 
with the interment of your head 
the seed pod of dreams 
grown heavy 
in final submission 
ready to sow another land. 
 
With eyes 
turned to maternal soil – 
 
You 
cradled in the notch of the century 
where time with ruffled wings 
drowns bewildered 
in the flood 
of your endless doom. 
 

Nelly Sachs (1891–1970) 
 
Permission to use these texts was granted by Suhrkamp 
Verlag and Farrar, Straus and Giroux. What rose out of the 
white leaves of your body, When in early summer, and Child 
from The Seeker and Other Poems by Nelly Sachs, 
translated by Ruth Mead (dates unknown), Matthew Mead 
(1924–2009) and Michael Hamburger (1924–2007). 
Translation copyright 1970 by Farrar, Straus & Giroux, Inc. 
Reproduced by arrangement with Farrar, Straus and Giroux. 
All rights reserved. Was stieg aus deines Leibes weissen 
Blättern, Wenn im Vorsommer, Kind, by Nelly Sachs. Nelly 
Sachs, Kommentierte Ausgabe in vier Bände © Suhrkamp 
Verlag Berlin 2010. 
 
 
 
I Never Saw Another Butterfly (1996) 
 
[5] The Butterfly 
The last, the very last, 
So richly, brightly, dazzlingly yellow. 
Perhaps if the sun’s tears would sing 

against a white stone … 
Such, such a yellow 
Is carried lightly ’way up high. 
It went away I'm sure because it wished to 

kiss the world goodbye. 
 
For seven weeks I've lived in here, 
Penned up inside this ghetto. 
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But I have found what I love here. 
The dandelions call to me 
 
And the white chestnut branches in the court. 
Only I never saw another butterfly. 
 
That butterfly was the last one. 
Butterflies don’t live in here, 
In the ghetto. 
 

Pavel Friedmann (1921–1944) 
 
[6] Yes, That’s the Way Things Are 
I. 
In Terezín in the so-called park 
A queer old granddad sits 
Somewhere there in the so-called park. 
He wears a beard down to his lap 
And on his head, a little cap. 
 
II. 
Hard crusts he crumbles in his gums, 
He’s only got one single tooth. 
My poor old man with working gums, 
Instead of soft rolls, lentil soup. 
My poor old greybeard! 
 

Koleba – Miroslav Košek (1932–1944), 
Hanuš Löwy (1931–1944), Bachner (dates unknown) 

 
[7] Birdsong 
He doesn’t know the world at all 
Who stays in his nest and doesn’t go out. 
He doesn’t know what birds know best 
Nor what I want to sing about. 
That the world is full of loveliness. 
 
When dewdrops sparkle in the grass 
And earth’s aflood with morning light, 
A blackbird sings upon a bush 
To greet the dawning after night. 
Then I know fine it is to live. 
 
Hey, try to open up your heart 
To beauty; go to the woods someday 
And weave a wrath of memory there. 
Then if the tears obscure your way 
You’ll know how wonderful it is 
To be alive. 
 

Anonymous 
 
[8] The Garden 
A little garden, 
Fragrant and full of roses. 
The path is narrow 
And a little boy walks along it. 
 
A little boy, a sweet boy, 
Like that growing blossom. 
When the blossom comes to bloom, 
The little boy will be no more. 
 

Franta Bass (1930–1944) 
 
[9] Man Proposes, God Disposes 
I. Who was helpless back in Prague, 
And who was rich before, 
He’s a poor soul here in Terezín, 
His body’s bruised and sore. 
 

II. Who was toughened up before, 
He’ll survive these days. 
But who was used to servants 
Will sink into his grave. 
 

Koleba – Miroslav Košek, Hanuš Löwy, Bachner 
 
[10] The Old House 
Deserted here, the old house 
stands in silence, asleep. 
The old house used to be so nice, 
Before, standing there, 
it was so nice. 
Now it is deserted 
rotting in silence — 
What a waste of houses 
What a waste of hours. 
 

Franta Bass 
 
Permission to use the English translation of the texts was granted by The Jewish 
Museum of Prague, copyright holder. 

 
 
 
Living In The Body (2001) 
 
[11] Burning the Woods of My Childhood 
I am burning the woods of my childhood, tree by tree, 
I am warming myself by the fire of those days. 
I am remembering the faces I can no longer see. 
 
And the places I loved that are gone from me 
and the roads and the paths and the open ways, 
I am burning the woods of my childhood, tree by tree. 
 
Where the elm trees stood, where the fox ran free, 
and we listened to the owl and the screeching jays, 
I am remembering the faces I can no longer see. 
 
For those who walked under the pines with me, 
who cannot join me at the fire as I sit and gaze, 
I am burning the woods of my childhood, tree by tree. 
 
Thinking old dreams that no longer can be 
Watching them fall into ashes, the reds into grays 
I am remembering the faces I no longer can see. 
 
While the fire goes low and night is around me, 
the memory of that time rises up from the haze. 
I am burning the woods of my childhood, tree by tree, 
I am remembering the faces I no longer can see. 
 
[12] Living in the Body 
Body is something you need in order to stay 
on this planet and you only get one. 
And no matter which one you get, it will not 
be satisfactory. It will not be beautiful 
enough, it will not be fast enough, it will 
not keep on for days at a time, but will 
pull you down into a sleepy swamp and 
demand apples and coffee and chocolate cake. 
 
Body is a thing you have to carry 
From one day into the next. Always the 
same eyebrows over the same eyes in the same 
skin when you look in the mirror, and the 
same creaky knee when you get up from the 
floor and the same wrist under the watchband. 
The changes you can make are small and 
costly – better to leave it as it is. 
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Body is a thing that you have to leave 
eventually. You know that because you have 
seen others do it, others who were once like you, 
living inside their pile of bones and 
flesh, smiling at you, loving you, 
leaning in the doorway, talking to you 
for hours and then one day they 
are gone. No forwarding address. 
 
[13] Lost at Table 
The weave in the green tablecloth 
is open. Enter, it says, and I do, 
sinking down into warp and woof, 
snug in a tiny linen homestead, somewhere 
east of candlestick and west of tapestry napkin. 
 
And if my disappearance is noticed, 
they have ways to bring me back again: 
conversation will hover, like heat-detecting 
helicopters over endless acres of cornfields 
and find me sleeping between the rows 
or walking aimlessly, singing my song 
to turn a thousand ears from green to gold. 
 
[14] Bring on the rain 
Bring on the rain and bang the leafy 
drum with sudden sticks of water. 
Pull down the silver-chained curtain 
and fill the window with streams 
of widest water falling through 
the shoreless air. 
 
Let the rainy sky be filled with jazz: 
drizzling saxophones, rivers of 
trumpet, xylophone pools. 
Send down some Billie Holiday 
to write sorrow on our 
dusty hearts. 
 
And long may the rain fall, whispering 
in a green tongue, just a summer’s night 
slipping like a silk dress over the 
lovely bones of earth, 
misty in the fields. 
 
[15] Crossroads 
The second half of my life will be black 
to the white rind of the old and fading moon. 
The second half of my life will be water 
over the cracked floor of these desert years. 
I will land on my feet this time, 
knowing at least two languages and who 
my friends are. I will dress for the 
occasion, and my hair shall be 
whatever color I please. 
Everyone will go on celebrating the old 
birthday, counting the years as usual, 
but I will count myself new from this 
inception, this imprint of my own desire. 
 
The second half of my life will be swift, 
past leaning fenceposts, a gravel shoulder, 
asphalt tickets, the beckon of open road. 
The second half of my life will be wide-eyed, 
fingers sifting through fine sands, 
arms loose at my sides, wandering feet. 
There will be new dreams every night, 
and the drapes will never be closed. 
I will toss my string of keys into a deep 
well and old letters into the grate. 
 

[The second half of my life will be ice 
breaking up on the river, rain 
soaking the fields, a hand 
held out, a fire, 
and smoke going 
upward, always up.] 
 

Joyce Sutphen (b. 1949) 
 
Poems by Joyce Sutphen (b. 1949). Burning the Woods of 
my Childhood, Living in the Body and Crossroads by Joyce 
Sutphen, from Straight Out of View, © 2001 Jim Perlman, 
Holy Cow! Press, Duluth, Minnesota. Reproduced with 
permission. Lost at Table from Coming Back to the Body and 
Bring on the rain © 2000 Joyce Sutphen. Reproduced with 
permission. 
 
 
 
Diana Rosenblum (b. 1983) 
 
[16] Winter Rain 
Every valley drinks, 
Every dell and hollow; 
Where the kind rain sinks and sinks, 
Green of Spring will follow. 
 
Yet a lapse of weeks 
Buds will burst their edges. 
 
Weave a bower of love 
For birds to meet each other, 
Weave a canopy above 
Nest and egg and mother. 
 
But for fattening rain 
We should have no flowers, 
Never a bud or leaf again 
But for soaking showers. 
 

Christina Rossetti (1830–1894), 
adapted by D. Rosenblum 


