
 
 

 

Ibil 

Ichme 

Kadrbey 

Karngerd 

Kaylu 

Keghvank 

Keorpe 

Keserig 

Kharpert 

Khērkhrig 

Khokh-Vari 

Khraj 

Khulakügh 

Khuylu 

 

—— 

İçme 

———— 

Çakmaközü 

——— 

Güntaşı 

Körpe 

Kesrik 

Harput 

Gümüşkavak 

Kavaktepe 

Kiraç 

Şhınkaya 

Kuyuluköy 

 

Dzovk 

Elemlik 

Ēnguzig 

Ganepig 

Garmri 

Ghurbet Mezire 

Habusi 

Haji Seli 

Harseg 

Havig 

Hin Akarag 

Hntsor 

Hoghe 

Hüsenig 

Gölcük 

İlemil 

Dallica 

Koruca 

Yedıgöze 

———————  

Ikizdemir 

Erbildi 

Salkaya 

Havik 

Bağlaca 

Örençay 

Yurtbaşı 

Ulukent 

Kavakaltı 

Saraybaşı  

Akçakent 

Aro 

Kuşluyazı 

Alpavud 

Uzuntarla 

Muratcık 

————— 

Obuz 

Cakıl 

Çöteli 

Harmantepe 

Kaplıkaya 

Aghntsik 

Akhor 

Akhsa 

Arodzig 

Arozig 

Arpavud 

Arzurug 

Ashvan 

Ayu Baghi 

Ayvos 

Chakhēlli 

Cheoteli 

Chor Kegh 

Dzarug 

the quick and the dead shared  

a common grave 

at night they piled up the bodies  

and set fire to them  

in order to clean out the streets  

they brought some garbage trucks and  

loaded them in the back  

of the boys orphanage where  

there was a ditch ready  

I fixed a place under the floor 

a subterranean hole in the earth 

I could not eat or drink  

I was more dead than alive  

seven weeks went by 

of human bones and hairy skulls 

one sad morning I woke to find soldiers in 

front of my house lay the beautiful 

fountain of drinking water  

young maidens and young men often 

started their romance here  

this sheriff’s target was the priest  

the lynching, the pulling of nails,  

the scaring his tongue with a hot poker 

he wants to put an end to his existence 

as soon as they get to a deep well  

he throws himself down  

Koulou had lots of wells 

(that is where it derives its name) 

all went and the word was called 

judenrein 

meant clean of Jews  

there were no more Jews in this town 

we were living just day by day  

when we got freed I was taken  

to the hospital because I was served eggs 

and was too fat  

after two weeks of hospital 

I weighed 45 kilos 

if the war would have taken  

another day  

I would not have made it 

I would see a cart full of bodies 

they didn’t even bother covering it 

we were working late at night  

after a whole day’s work and so guards  

the head of those, said Don’t you want to 

work? Or you can’t work?  

Either way you’ll get the bullet  

so we worked with all our strength 

and I survived this too 

there wasn’t a day we were not killed  

it was quite fast that they came 

almost the same evening  

they came into town with tanks 

it was August now 

the foul air, the fleas, the lice 

I decide life was not worth living  

I had reconciled the idea of death  

I felt I could welcome death in any form 

than live in the miserable rat-hole 

my wife called me to come out  

there was an outburst of crying and joy 

crying because I had become a skeleton 

one day two of the boys went out  

and returning back they each had a skull 

in his hand covered  

with long hair 

they told us the valley was full  

in my dream Koulou still exists  

the wells remain in tact  

the barley still grows plenty  

here there was no death  

here there was no great-grandmother  

stabbed 27 times who did not die where 

she was supposed to here my genes were 

not turned on by famine or a blade of 

wheatgrass that was not mine anymore 

here I am not good at hiding  

here I am not good at hiding beneath the 

floorboards at burying myself alive 

here I am not good at watching from 

beneath a staircase as my father is shot 

I am of a family— we were ten  

and until the war of 1939  

they— we were all together 

everybody was in good health 

shabbat meal was certainly very warm 

warm [PAUSES 5 SECONDS] in a way you 

could see the candles lit  

[PAUSES 8 SECONDS]  

there was a candle for each member  

they was gone 

my youngest brother and my parents my 

sisters and I had many uncles  

and cousins in the same town and 

here I am not good at serving a woman 

dressed in my dead mother’s clothing 

here I am not good at jumping into wells 

to avoid being beaten to death here I do 

not hate potato skins here I am not 

coming across flogged men as I walk 

home here I am not sleeping next to those 

who have frozen to death here you would 

not call this comisado here I am not tired 

of the categories we’ve given violence 

here I am not thinking I am the last man 

who survived here I am not thinking I am 

the last Jew that survived here I am not 

asking amha? 

are you of my people? here I am not 

stripped of my tefillin here I am not 

worried whether a shower is really a 

shower here I am not worked harder 

because they know it is yom kippur and 

I am fasting here they do not use the 

word survive only live here 

perseverance of faith does not make the 

ordained here language is not good at 

cutting the throat of language here I 

need not ask what is sufficient about 

agony here I am not a mechanized 

coffin factory here I am not a 

performance of violence 
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