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The Music
poems from the holocaust
Allan Blank’s Poems from the Holocaust include two poems in Yiddish by Abraham Sutzkever (1915-2010) 
and Isaiah Speigel (1906-1990), and three English translations of poems written by children interred 
at Terezin, a walled fortress turned into a concentration camp for Jews who would be problematic to 
inter in death camps, such as intellectuals and military veterans. It was also used to provide film 
propaganda. One inmate was Friedl Dicker-Brandeis, a Bauhaus graduate, who organized art therapy 
for the children there under the guise of instruction; others organized poetry contests and concerts.  
A few statistics: the population of this city in early 1941 before it became a concentration camp was 
3,700; this soon rose to near 60,000. A total of 141,000 were sent to Terezin; 16,832 were liberated in 
May, 1945. 1,500 children passed through Terezin; less than 100 survived, none under the age of 15.

introduction, Five poems, interludes & conclusion
Much of the poetry of Jane Kenyon springs from the life she shared with the husband, the poet 
Donald Hall. It is helpful in understand ing these specific poems to know that in 1975 Kenyon and 
Hall moved from Kenyon’s home city of Ann Arbor, Michigan, where Hall taught, to the village and the 
family farm in New Hampshire where Hall had spent his childhood summers with his grandparents. 
Here Kenyon reflected on time, age, and what it meant to enter a community and its history. She  
also reflected on illness and death: “Let Evening Come” and “Otherwise” were written while Hall  
was being treated for liver cancer. After his recovery, Kenyon was diagnosed with leukemia, from 
which she died. 
  Kenyon’s collected poems were published in 2005; the next year Hall published his memoir of 
Kenyon’s final illness (The Best Day, The Worst Day) in which Hall, a former poet laureate of the 
United States, predicts that one day he will be best known as Jane Kenyon’s husband.

The Composer
Allan Blank is Professor Emeritus at Virginia Commonwealth 
University in Richmond. His early training was on the violin.  
He attended the High School of Music & Art, where an interest 
in conducting and composition was fostered. Further studies 
were at the Juilliard School of Music, New York University, the 
Univer sity of Minnesota, and the University of Iowa. He was a 
violinist with the Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra (1950-1952) 
and has taught a number of schools and universities. Many of 
his more than 300 compositions have been published, and a 

number have been recorded on Albany, CRI, Orion, Advance, Open Loop, Centaur, Contemporary 
Society, Titanic, Pro Viva, and North/South. 
  His many awards include First Prize in the George Eastman and a grant from the NEA in support 
of his one-act opera, The Magic Bonbons. He has received commissions and grants by the Virginia 
Shakespeare Festival in Williamsburg, the New York State Council on the Arts, the Virginia 
Commission of the Arts, and four commissions from the Virginia Music Teachers Association. 
His prizes include the Eric Satie Mostly Tonal Award, the Annual Choral Competition Context spon-
sored by the Chautauqua Chamber Play ers, and Cornell University’s Lind Solo Song Competition. 
Three recent CDs include his Music for Bassoon (Centaur CRC2485), Chamber Works (Arizona 
University Recordings AUR CD 3103), and The Saxophone Music of Allan Blank (Albany TROY1621). 
He composed Introduction, Five Poems, Interludes and Conclusion for Andrew Kohn, which is included 
on this recording.



shpieltzeig
Dayne shpiltsayg, mayn kind, halt zey tayer,
Dayne shpiltsayg nokh klener vi du.
Un bay nakht, ven s’geyt shlofn dos fayer,
Mit di shtern fun boym dek zey tsu.

Loz dem goldenem ferdele nashn
Di farvolknte ziskeyt fun groz.
Un dem yingl tu on di kamashn
Ven der odler fun yam git a bloz.

Un dayn lyalke tu on a paname,
Un a glekele gib ir in hant.
Vayl s’hot keyner fun zey nit keyn mame,
Un zey veynen tsu got bay der vant.

Hob zey lib, dayne kleyne bas-malkes,
Ikh gedenk aza nakht—vey un vind—:
Zibn geslekh un ale mit lyalkes
Un di shtot iz geven on a kind.
                         —used by permission 
       of the estate of  
       Abraham Sutzkever

The Texts

poems from the holocaust

de profundis (Psalm 130 [instrumental])
Out of the depths I call You, O Lord.
O Lord, listen to my cry;
 let Your ears be attentive
 to my plea for mercy.
If You keep account of sins, O Lord,
 Lord, who will survive?
Yours is the power to forgive
 so that You may be held in awe.

I look to the Lord;
 I look to Him;
 I await His word.
I am more eager for the Lord
 than watchmen for the morning,
 watchmen for the morning.

O Israel, wait for the Lord

 for with the Lord is steadfast love
 and great power to redeem.
It is He who will redeem Israel from all their  
 iniquities.

at Terezin
When a new child comes
Everything seems strange to him.
What, on the ground I have to lie?
Eat black potatoes? No! Not I!
I’ve got to stay? It’s dirty here!
The floor—why, look, it’s dirt, I fear!
And I’m supposed to sleep on it?
I’ll get all dirty!

Here the sound of shouting, cries,
And oh, so many flies.
Everyone knows flies carry disease.
Oooh, something bit me! Wasn’t that a bedbug?
Here in Terezin, life is hell
And when I’ll go home again, I can’t yet tell.

(Author: “Teddy,” 1943, building L410; translation 
public domain)

My daughter, you must care for your toys,
Poor things, they’re even smaller than you.
Every night, when the fire goes to sleep,
Cover them with the stars of the tree. 

Let the golden pony graze 
The cloudy sweetness of the field.
Lace up the little boy’s boots
When the sea-eagle blows cold.

Tie a straw hat on your doll 
And put a bell in her hand.
For not one of them has a mother,
And so they cry out to God.

Love them, your little princesses—
I remember a cursed night
When there were dolls left in all seven streets
Of the city. And not one child.
                                —trans. Chana Bloch

(“Toys” by Abraham Sutzkever, translated by Chana 
Bloch, from THE PENGUIN BOOK OF MODERN YIDDISH 
VERSE by Irving Howe, Ruth R. Wisse and Khone 
Shmeruk, copyright © 1987 by Irving Howe, Ruth 
Weise, and Chone Smeruk. Used by permission of 
Viking Penguin, a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.)

}



Close your precious eyes,
Birds are flying nigh,
And circle all around
The house by fire rent. 
Aflutter above your crib.
A bundle ready in hand, 
We are off, my child,
To seek good luck.

God has shut our world so bright
And everywhere is dark, dark night,
And waits for us right here
With horror and with fear.
We are both standing there
In this dreadful, dreadful hour,
Not knowing where
The road will lead.

Close your precious eyes...

Naked, of everything bereft,
Chased, our homes we left,
In the pitch of night
Pursued into the field,
And storm, hail, and wind,
My child, escorted us
To the fathomless void.
          —trans. Frieda W. Aaron

Man proposes, god disposes
Who was helpless back in Prague,
And who was rich before,
He’s a poor soul here in Terezin,
His body’s bruised and sore.

Who was toughened up before,
He’ll survive these days.
But who was used to servants
Will sink into his grave.

(Authors: Miroslav Košek, Hanuš Löwy, Eli Bachner, 
26. II. 1944. Košek b. March 30, 1932, at Hořelice in 
Bohemia; deported to Terezin on Feb. 15, 1942; died at 
Auschwitz on Oct. 19, 1944. Löwy b. June 29, 1931, in 
Ostrava; deported to Terezin on Sept. 30, 1942; died in 
Auschwitz on Oct. 4, 1944. Bachner b. May 20, 1931 in 
Ostrawa; deported to Terezin on Feb. 21, 1942; sent to 
Auschwitz on May 18, 1944; survived and immigrated 
to Israel.)

Makh Tsu di eygelekh
Makh tsu di eygelekh,
Ot kumen feygelekh
Un krayzn do arum
Tsukopns fun dayn vig.
Dos pekl in der hant,
Dos hoyz iz ash un brand;
Mir lozn zikh, mayn kind,
Zukhn glik.

Di velt hot Got farmakht,
Un umetum iz nakht,
Zi vart oyf undz
Mit shoyder un mit shrek, 
Mir shteyen beyde do
In shverer, shverer sho
Un veysn nit vuhin
S’firt der veg.
Makh tsu di eygelekh…
Men hot undz naket bloyz 
Faryogt fun undzer hoyz,
In fintsternish
Getribn undz in feld,
Un shturem, hogl, vint
Hot undz bagleyt, mayn kind,
Bagleyt undz inem opgrunt
Fun der velt.

Makh tsu di eygelekh…
              —Isaiah Speigel

(written after the death of his daughter in the  
Łódz ghetto)
(Isaiah Speigel, “Makh Tsu di Eygelekh,” with transla-
tion by Frieda Aaron, reprinted by permission from 
Bearing the Unbearable: Yiddish and Polish Poetry in 
the Ghettos and Concentration Camps by Frieda W. 
Aaron, the State University of New York Press ©1990, 
State University of New York. All rights reserved.) }



introduction, Five poems,  
interludes and conclusion

let evening come 
Let the light of late afternoon
shine through chinks in the barn, moving 
up the bales as the sun moves down.

Let the cricket take up chafing
as a woman takes up her needles
and her yarn. Let evening come.

Let dew collect on the hoe abandoned
in long grass. Let the stars appear
and the moon disclose her silver horn.

Let the fox go back to its sandy den.
Let the wind die down. Let the shed
go black inside. Let evening come.

To the bottle in the ditch, to the scoop
in the oats, to air in the lung
let evening come.

Let it come, as it will, and don’t 
be afraid. God does not leave us
comfortless, so let evening come.

peonies at dusk
White peonies blooming along the porch
send out light
while the rest of the yard grows dim.

Outrageous flowers as big as human
heads! They’re staggered
by their own luxuriance: I had 
to prop them up with stakes and twine.

The moist air intensifies their scent,
and the moon moves around the barn 
to find out what it’s coming from.

In the darkening June evening
I draw a blossom near, and bending close 
search it as a woman searches
a loved one’s face.

The butterfly
The last, the very last,
So richly, brightly, dazzlingly yellow.
Perhaps if the sun’s tears would sing
 against a white stone....

Such, such a yellow
Is carried ‘way up high.
It went away I’m sure because it wished to
 kiss the world good-bye.

For seven weeks I’ve lived in here,
Penned up inside this ghetto.
But I have found my people here.
The dandelions call to me
And the white chestnut candle in the court.
Only I never saw another butterfly.

That butterfly was the last one.
Butterflies don’t live in here,
 in the ghetto.

(Author: Pavel Friedman, 4. 6. 1942. Born Jan. 7, 1921 
in Prague; deported to Terezin on Apr. 26, 1942;  
died in Auschwitz, Sept. 29, 1944. English translation 
of “The Butterfly” used by permission of the Jewish 
Museum in Prague.)

Kaddish (instrumental)
Let us magnify and let us sanctify the great 
name of God in the world which He created 
according to His will. May His kingdom come 
in your lifetime, and in your days, and in the 
lifetime of the family of Israel—quickly and 
speedily may it come.
May the greatness of His being be blessed from 
eternity to eternity.
Let us bless and let us extol, let us tell aloud 
and let us raise aloft, let us set on high and let 
us honor, let us exalt and let us praise the Holy 
One—blessed be He!—though He is far beyond 
any blessing or song, any honor or consolation 
that can be spoken of in this world. Amen.
May great peace from heaven and the gift of 
life be granted to us and to all the family of 
Israel. Amen.
May He who makes peace in the highest bring 
this peace upon us and upon all Israel. Amen.



The Performers

catharine Thieme is well-known regionally for her performances with 
West Virginia University Choral Union, Wind Symphony, Opera Department.  
Ms. Thieme has performed various leading roles with West Virginia Public 
Theatre and performed with other regional theatres in the states of Illinois, 
Kansas, New York, Ohio, Rhode Island and Texas. Her roles have ranged  
from opera to musical theatre. She has also appeared as a soloist with  
the West Virginia Symphony and the Wheeling Symphony. She is a private 
vocal instructor for the College of Creative Arts Community Arts Program, 
West Virginia University, and is an Academic Advisor for the WVU College  

of Business and Economics.

Robert Thieme has served as the Director of the West Virginia University 
Opera Theatre since 1985, where he is also Coordinator of Vocal Studies 
and Head of Accompanying. He has performed with many vocalists and 
instrumentalists throughout the US and in Europe. His experience includes 
conducting and staging opera, operetta and musical theatre productions. 
Professor Thieme had been on the faculty of the American Institute of 
Musical Studies since 1987 in Graz, Austria, a summer training program for 
vocalists and pianist. He was appointed Dean in 1996 and placed on the 
Board of Directors in 2005 as Co-artistic Director. After resigning in 2008 

he joined the Richard Crittenden Opera summer programs in Washington, DC and Boston as a vocal 
coach. Professor Thieme currently serves on the Board of Directors of the National Opera Association 
and is the Editor of the NOA Opera Journal, and has served in many capacities as a member of the 
National Association of Teachers of Singing. Professor Thieme has been a frequent keyboardist with 
the Wheeling, West Virginia, and Corpus Christi Symphonies and has also worked with the Orlando, 
Columbus, Chautauqua and Augusta Opera Companies.

Finding a long gray hair 
I scrub the long floorboards 
in the kitchen, repeating 
the motions of other women 
who have lived in this house. 
And when I find a long gray hair 
floating in the pail, 
I feel my life added to theirs. 

The Thimble
I found a silver thimble
on the humusy floor of the woodshed,
neither large nor small, the open end
bent oval by the wood’s weight,
or because the woman who wore it
shaped it to fit her finger.

Its decorative border of leaves, graceful 
and regular, like the edge of acanthus 
on the tin ceiling at church . . . 
repeating itself over our heads 
while we speak in unison 
words the wearer must have spoken.

Otherwise
I got out of bed
on two strong legs.
It might have been
otherwise. I ate
cereal, sweet
milk, ripe, flawless
peach. It might
have been otherwise.
I took the dog uphill
to the birch wood.
All morning I did
the work I love.

At noon I lay down
with my mate. It might
have been otherwise.
We ate dinner together
at a table with silver
candlesticks. It might
have been otherwise.
I slept in a bed
in a room with paintings
on the walls, and
planned another day
just like this day.
But one day, I know,
it will be otherwise.

(The poems of Jane Kenyon © Graywolf Press. Used by per-
mission of Graywolf Press and the Estate of Jane Kenyon.)



andrew Kohn is on faculty at West Virginia University, where he teaches 
double bass and music theory. He holds an Artist Diploma from the Peabody 
Conserva tory, where he studied bass with Eugene Levinson, and a Ph.D in 
music theory and composition from the University of Pittsburgh, where he 
studied with Eric Moe and Pablo Ortiz. The former principal bassist of the 
National Chamber Orchestra (now called the National Philharmonic) and the 
Harrisburg Symphony Orchestra, he currently plays in the Pittsburgh Ballet 
Theatre and Opera orchestras. He has performed and adjudicated at inter-
national conventions of the International Society of Bassists and the Third 

International Bass Festival (Wrocław, Poland) and has published several articles in the areas of 
music theory and of double bass repertoire and pedagogy.
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