“Family Album” by Amos Neufeld

My father stands in the picture 

with his parents, brothers and sisters,

(The gas and sealed cattle-cars

are still two years away.) They smile

not knowing this is the last time

they will be gathered happily together,

that nothing guards their world,

that sky will be all that remains.

Their eyes rest peacefully

on one another and on the camera

while tomorrow winds its arms

and twists tighter round their necks.

Yet it is still too early 

to see the black boots coming

smoke floats carelessly from a cigarette 

and children go to summer camp

We see them-not yet lost,

standing on the precipice of wind and fire,

their image of vanished innocence,

captured and in our memory engraved.

Still they stand, unsuspecting,

composed, like any other happy family,

while their black and white world rushes towards. . . .

is already on the final page.

“An Anti-Semitic Demonstration” by Gail Newman

There are hundreds of people in the street.

This could be New York or Chicago.

Traffic is stopped in the cold. 

he men are bare-headed, wearing long 

heavy coats, and some of them are running

with raised arms, their flat palms lifted

like white slashes against the sky.  The dark

bodies move in formation across that ordinary

street, a street with lamp posts and gutters,

a street with automobiles and drug stores and stains

that could be the scuff marks of hundreds of shoes

marching, or car oil, or blood.

the faces of the crowd are far away and small

with features indistinct as smudged charcoal.

I don’t know the name of this street,

but I know it is Poland, 1938, and my mother 

may be living close by, listening at the window 

with the shades drawn, listening to the future

rushing toward her like a wave, listening to her heart

beat against her sixteen year old breast like a finger

tapping on glass.

I’d like to push this crowd back along the narrow 

littered street, back into the past

when my mother’s arm was still bare, before

a blue number, was branded there.

1)  What is the tone of this poem?


























2) Are there any literary devices in this poem?


























3)  Can you find any relation to Maus in this poem?





























4)  If you had to summarize this poem in 3 sentences, how would you summarize it?
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