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REVENGE
Abraham Bomba
Translated by Todd Presner

I'will tell you the story again and
again

Though everyone knows what an
“action” is.

Treblinka and O$wiecim were Jewish
graves

Where they sent our sisters and
brothers.

And if you want to know what
happened there

Then ask those who escaped.

Someone must remain when the war

is over

Remember, brothers, to take revenge

See, someone is coming—he tries to

escape.
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He goes to the wires to bribe one of
them.

Money plays no role, he has enough,
He goes to the wires with slow steps.

But suddenly a shot, he becomes
faint—

He falls down, curled up in pain.
Innocent blood cries out and calls:

“Revenge, revenge, remember its
worth.”

Now we live at HASAG, in wooden
houses.—*

They give us clothes and sustenance.

America is in no hurry, England takes
its time,

The Russians are coming but they are
still far away.

And another action in the middle of
the night,

Five Hundred Jewish victims were
killed.

To the world they say they are waging
war,

But the time will come to take
revenge.

* After escaping from Treblinka and returning to Czestochowa in the summer of 1943, Bomba
was deported to the Hugo Schneider Aktiengesellschaft (HASAG), a forced labor camp at a
German ammunition factory, where he survived until the end of the war.
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UNTITLED SECOND POEM
Abraham Bomba
Translated by Todd Presner

It happened a day after Yom Kippur—

A scream, a cry, the situation is
dreadful.

An action had begun where we
were,

We all stand there, our eyes wide
open.

We didn’t know this yet

But from us Jews, only a bit of trash
would be left.

We start running through the streets,

And on every corner of the city
guards are watching.

Going to work from the ghetto is no
longer allowed,

The gendarmes have their weapons
ready.

And the Jewish police run through
the streets,

They barge into homes shouting:

“All Jews get out immediately on this
and that street.

And you will soon find out what
happens next.”

Men are chased to the right and
women to the left,

Or we will be shot and forced into a
cattle car.

You too are already at the designated
spot.
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This one on the right, a slap, that one
on the left, a kick to the belly.

The selected ones go to the factory,

And they chase us to the train.

They count us, one, two, three, four,
five,

Move faster, you Jewish filth.

This is how we arrived on the ramp,

But the cattle cars were already full
with other victims.

They command us to go back
home—

In the streets, both joy and sorrow.

This one has his family; that one
wasn't so lucky.

It’s said that the action has stopped.
The Nazis are in the streets again.

They keep on shooting, laughing all
the while.

And three days went by like this,
with sounds of weapons

And it is a new misfortune.

Besides those sent in the first
transport,

They shot two thousand on the spot.

Now they brought us back to the
train,

And like rubber balls, they threw us in.
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And as we were shoved into the
cattle car

Many Jewish lives were lost.

We are in a cattle car with a hundred
people,

And no one knows what will become
of us.

One person says we are going to
work, another says into the fire,

And meanwhile, everyone holds tight

what is dear to them.

From the ramp we travel to the city

Here we learn of our misfortune.
And through the little window, a
Christian spits on us,

“To Treblinka,” another bursts out

with a cry.





