And 1n the 51st Year of that Century,
while My Brother Cried
1 the Trench,
while My Enemy
Glared from the Cave

This star is only an augury of the morning,
Gift-bearer of another day.

A wind has brought the musk of thirty fields,
Each like a coin of silver under that sky.

Precious, the soundless breathing of wife and children
In a house on a field lit by the morning star.

Hyam Plutzik (1911-1962)

from “Apples from Shiva” by Hyam Plutzik 1959. Reprinted here by kind permission of Tanya Plutzik for the Hyam Plutzik Estate.

Poems for... all ages NHSEE Y oo,
https://poemsforthewall.oxrg H?SFund <‘%LA§P

Poems for...the wall is a Hyphen project. “Hyphen-21"is a company registered in Cardiff no.2925831. Registered Charity no.1040077.



