
Saturday 
 

Bontshe Shvayg 













Saturday 
 

Protocols 











Saturday 
 

Kafka 



















Saturday 
 

Bialik, City of Slaughter 



 1 

The City of Slaughter 

Haim Nahman Bialik  

Arise and go now to the city of slaughter; 
Into its courtyard wind thy way; 
There with thine own hand touch, and with the eyes of thine head, 
Behold on tree, on stone, on fence, on mural clay, 
The spattered blood and dried brains of the dead. 
Proceed thence to the ruins, the split walls reach, 
Where wider grows the hollow, and greater grows the breach; 
Pass over the shattered hearth, attain the broken wall  
Those burnt and barren brick, whose charred stones reveal  
The open mouths of such wounds, that no mending 
Shall ever mend, nor healing ever heal. 
There will thy feet in feathers sink, and stumble 
On wreckage doubly wrecked, scroll heaped on manuscript.  
Fragments again fragmented 

Pause not upon this havoc; go thy way 
Unto the attic mount, upon thy feet and hands; 
Behold the shadow of death among the shadows stands.  
Crushed in their shame, they saw it all;  
They did not pluck their eyes out; they 
Beat not their brains against the wall! 
Perhaps, perhaps, each watcher bad it in his heart to pray:  
A miracle, O Lord, and spare my skin this day! 

Come, now, and I will bring thee to their lairs 
The privies, jakes and pigpens where the heirs 
Of Hasmoneans lay, with trembling knees, 
Concealed and cowering -the sons of the Maccabees! 
The seed of saints, the scions of the lions! 
Who, crammed by scores in all the sanctuaries of their shame  
So sanctified My name! 
It was the flight of mice they fled, 
The scurrying of roaches was their flight; 
They died like dogs, and they were dead! 
And on the next morn, after the terrible night 
The son who was not murdered found 
The spurned cadaver of his father on the ground. 
Now wherefore dost thou weep, O son of Man?... 

Descend then, to the cellars of the town, 
There where the virginal daughters of thy folk were fouled,  
Where seven heathen flung a woman down, 
The daughter in the presence of her mother, 
The mother in the presence of her daughter, 
Before slaughter, during slaughter and after slaughter! 
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Note also, do not fail to note, 
In that dark corner, and behind that cask 
Crouched husbands, bridegrooms, brothers, peering from the cracks,  
Watching the sacred bodies struggling underneath 
The bestial breath, 
Stifled in filth, and swallowing their blood! 
Such silence will take hold of thee, thy heart will fail 
With pain and shame, yet I 
Will let no tear fall from thine eye. 
Though thou wilt long to bellow like the driven ox 
That bellows, and before the Altar balks, 
I will make hard thy heart, yea, I 
Will not permit a sigh. 
See, see, the slaughtered calves, so smitten and so laid;  
Is there a price for their death? How shall that price be paid?  
Forgive, ye shamed of the earth, yours is a pauper-Lord!  
Poor was He during your life, and poorer still of late.  
When to my door you come to ask for your reward, 
I'll open wide: See, I am fallen from My high estate. 
I grieve for you, my children. My heart is sad for you. 
Your dead were vainly dead; and neither I nor you 
Know why you died or wherefore, for whom, nor by what laws; 
Your deaths are without reason; your lives are without cause. 

Turn, then, thy gaze from the dead, and I will lead 
Thee from the graveyard to thy living brothers, 
And thou wilt come, with those of thine own breed,  
Into the synagogue, and on a day of fasting, 
To hear the cry of their agony, 
Their weeping everlasting. 
Thy skin will grow cold, the hair on thy skin stand up,  
And thou wilt be by fear and trembling tossed; 
Thus groans a people which is lost. 
Look in their hearts - behold a dreary waste, 
Where even vengeance can revive no growth, 
And yet upon their lips no mighty malediction 
Rises, no blasphemous oath. 
Speak to them, bid them rage! 
Let them against me raise the outraged hand, 
Let them demand! 
Demand the retribution for the shamed 
Of all the centuries and every age! 
Let fists be flung like stone 
Against the heavens and the heavenly Throne!... 

 
 

 


