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Letters To My Wife

Miklés Radnoti

Translated from Hungarian by Zsuzsanna Ozsvath and Fred Turner

Beneath, the nether worlds, deep, still, and mute.
Silence howls in my ears, and | cry out.

No answer could come back, it is so far

from the sad Serbia swooned into war.

And you're so distant. But my heart redeems
your voice all day, entangled in my dreams.

So | am still, while close about me sough

the great cold ferns, that slowly stir and bow.

When I'll see you, | don’t know. You whose calm
is as the weight and sureness of a psalm,
whose beauty’s like the shadow and the light,

whom | could find if | were blind and mute,

Interrogacdes ciumentas: Diga-me, fala
Vocé ainda me ama? Vocé se tornard, no auge da minha

tenra idade, minha futura esposa?

o uod di ¢l doli
sdgi ol JbglEsio

Sl Jlox s gujla yloyps

Hj)> gooyo yloy

aabgS o sigaw. 1Sh.a)j bools
£J9> )l i gxawly

Liy jl soxjglinyys jl.

ool g0 atld ol ¢)9> jlu dy gi g

2y o0 od yo gy 9o 9.jg) solai i slas
JUX X ¢las g pibgolx

21l 9o gy s g 21> gld jux

~uiol)i a5 1) gi $ays “iadlgX o5 gils gai
<l ¢594w plgd g 3l 0d

allw g joi yoy» lujas

<108l 0. pog1 0d J5 9 J9o S5l giN aS
siloiy pids yg)> gjlail puity ) JIn

il pias i Lol.aiy o ayyés



hide in the landscape now, and from within
leap to my eye, as if cast by my brain.
You were real once; now you have fallen in

to that deep well of teenage dreams again.

Jealous interrogations; tell me; speak.

Do you still love me? Will you on that peak

of my past youth become my future wife?

---But now | fall awake to real life

and know that's what you are: wife, friend of years,
---just far away. Beyond three wild frontiers.

And Fall comes. Will it also leave with me?

Kisses are sharper in the memory.

Daylight and miracles seemed different things.
Above, the echelons of bombers’ wings:

skies once amazing blue with your eyes’ glow
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are darkened now. Tight with desire to blow,
the bombs must fall. | live in spite of these,
a prisoner. All of my fantasies

| measure out. And | will find you still;

for you I've walked the full length of the soul,
the highways of countries!---on coals of fire,
if needs must, in the falling of the pyre,

if all I have is magic, I'll come back;

I'll stick as fast as bark upon an oak!

And now that calm, whose habit is a power
and weapon to the savage, in the hour

of fate and danger, falls as cool and true

as does a wave: the sober two times two.
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Shema

Primo Levi

Translated by Ruth Feldman & Brian Swann

You who live secure
In your warm houses,
Who return at evening to find
Hot food and friendly faces:
Consider whether this is a man,
Who labours in the mud
Who knows no peace
Who fights for a crust of bread
Who dies at a yes or a no.
Consider whether this is a woman,
Without hair or name
With no more strength to remember
Eyes empty and womb cold

As a frog in winter.

Consider that this has been:

| commend these words to you.

Sl Jlox s gujla yloysp

=il ~uinl )5 d%s Laud

glil a5 ¢lg dilx o
21545 oo pdilx arlongye a5
ais o g6 wlaeli

2ty diliwgs sld ooy 9

d5 1) ¢opo ayjoly jEai

able ao ygX g SN o
:)_)I::_iJl"Lolﬂd.b

2195 o 2w gili asi gl g
culdi b ali 4y ¢qp% s Jhils ds
|y sdj ayoly psiy

W oaublyig el o

)9l ol jl ylgili

JOX o 9 oyw jiilagj g 595 Hitiloainy
Jliwpj )5 oSge yligy



Engrave them on your hearts

When you are in your house, when you walk on your way,
When you go to bed, when you rise.

Repeat them to your children.

Or may your house crumble,

Disease render you powerless,

Your offspring avert their faces from you.
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A Cartload of Shoes

Abraham Sutzkever

Translated by David G. Roskies

The wheels hurry onward, onward.
What do they carry?
They carry a cartload

Of shivering shoes.

The wagon like a canopy
in the evening light;
The shoes — clustered

Like people in a dance.

A wedding, a holiday?
Has something blinded my eyes?
The shoes — | seem

To recognize them.

The heels go tapping

With a clatter and a din.
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From our old Vilna streets

They drive us to Berlin.

| should not ask
But something tears at my tongue
Shoes, tell me the truth

Where are they, the feet?

The feet from these boots
With button like dew —
And here, where is the body

And there, where is the bride?

Where is the child
To fill those shoes
Why has the bride

Gone barefoot?

Through the slippers and the boots
| see those my mother used to wear

She kept them for the Sabbath

Her favourite pair.
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And the heels go tapping: Ail oo 21lUgl o0 o)olo as 1) ilaidl
With a clatter and a din, <lub joy Jitos

From our old Vilna streets [y Jiugiso Hi1os
They drive us to Berlin.
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Translator Jamal Arian
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