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To my mother

I do not know 
In what strange far off earth 
They buried you; 
Nor what harsh northern winds 
Blow through the stubble, 
The dry, hard stubble 
Above your grave.

And did you think of me 
That frost-blue December morning, 
Snow-heavy and bitter, 
As you walked naked and shivering 
Under the leaden sky, 
In that last moment 
When you knew it was the end, 
The end of nothing 
And the beginning of nothing, 
Did you think of me?

Oh I remember you, my dearest, 
Your pale hands spread 
In the ancient blessing 
Your eyes bright and shining 
Above the candles 
Intoning the blessing 
Blessed be the Lord….

And therein lies the agony, 
The agony and the horror 
That after all there was no martyrdom 
But only futility - 
The futility of dying 
The end of nothing 
And the beginning of nothing. 
I weep red tears of blood. 
Your blood.

(The lines “Pale hands 0. Lord” is a reference to the Jewish prayer over the Sabbath candles, traditionally performed by the mother in the 

home.) From Holocaust Poetry, ed. Hilda Schiff (New York: St. Martin’s Press, 1995), 142–143.
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