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The War              

 

              You can’t start a story about the war 

              with ‘It was a sunny day’.  

                                              my mother, Hala Goldstein 

                                               

 

It was a sunny day and my grandfather 

followed his wife and the four children, 

followed his feet, following their feet,  

with miles of wind in their bones.  

My whole naked family.  No word yet 

from God. 

 

If I place before him a bowl of porridge, 

will he eat?  If I wash his face, 

would his eyes be stripped of fire?  

Let the trains be angels and tracks  

ladders of smoke.  Let heaven fill 

the chamber’s longing.  Let my poem  

sing for all that cannot be redeemed. 
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