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Chanita Goodblatt
7 October 2023

a.

Like a bomb on

Hiroshima

endless grief

landed on me

erased reality

and filled my heart with ashes

A fallout of sadness

covers my whole world

poisoning my thoughts

emitting radiation that turns

my dreams into dark hallucinations

b.

In the bed

on the third floor of the house

| hang

between hallucinations and times.
The noise of the planes

passing in the black sky above me

and the sounds of the attacks on Gaza
return me to

the hysterical messages on the radio
about gas masks

and to the horrifying noise of cars colliding
at an intersection near the house

of my youth

C.

We have not freed ourselves from Kishinev
and not from “vengeance for the blood of a little boy”
inflammatory words like bestial acts

lead us

directly into the darkness.

If there is light,

it is in a WhatsApp group

where together we comfort a friend

who at the funeral

counted 11 new graves that were filled
and another 9 still open

for the bodies of those murdered.

Let this poem

be a memorial candle



