
 

BABI YAR 

By Yevgeni Yevtushenko | Translated by Benjamin Okopnik, 10/96   

No monument stands over Babi Yar.  
A steep cliff only, like the rudest headstone.  
I am afraid.  
Today, I am as old  
As the entire Jewish race itself.  
 
I see myself an ancient Israelite.  
I wander o’er the roads of ancient Egypt  
And here, upon the cross, I perish, tortured  
And even now, I bear the marks of nails.  
 
It seems to me that Dreyfus is myself.   
The Philistines betrayed me – and now judge.  
I’m in a cage. Surrounded and trapped,  
I’m persecuted, spat on, slandered, and  
The dainty dollies in their Brussels frills  
Squeal, as they stab umbrellas at my face.  
 
I see myself a boy in Belostok  
Blood spills, and runs upon the floors,  
The chiefs of bar and pub rage unimpeded  
And reek of vodka and of onion, half and half.  
 
I’m thrown back by a boot, I have no strength left,  
In vain I beg the rabble of pogrom,  
To jeers of “Kill the Jews, and save our Russia!”  
My mother’s being beaten by a clerk.  
 
O, Russia of my heart, I know that you  
Are international, by inner nature.  
But often those whose hands are steeped in filth  
Abused your purest name, in name of hatred.  
 
I know the kindness of my native land.  
How vile, that without the slightest quiver  
The antisemites have proclaimed themselves  
The “Union of the Russian People!”  
 
 
 
 
 

It seems to me that I am Anna Frank,  
Transparent, as the thinnest branch in April,  
And I’m in love, and have no need of phrases,  
But only that we gaze into each other’s eyes.  
How little one can see, or even sense!  
Leaves are forbidden, so is sky,  
But much is still allowed – very gently  
In darkened rooms each other to embrace.  
“They come!”  
 
“No, fear not – those are sounds  
 
Of spring itself. She’s coming soon.  
Quickly, your lips!”  
 
“They break the door!”  
 
“No, river ice is breaking…”  
 
Wild grasses rustle over Babi Yar,  
The trees look sternly, as if passing judgement.  
Here, silently, all screams, and, hat in hand,  
I feel my hair changing shade to gray.  
 
And I myself, like one long soundless scream  
Above the thousands of thousands interred,  
I’m every old man executed here,  
As I am every child murdered here.  
 
No fiber of my body will forget this.  
May “Internationale” thunder and ring  
When, for all time, is buried and forgotten  
The last of antisemites on this earth.  
 
There is no Jewish blood that’s blood of mine,  
But, hated with a passion that’s corrosive  
Am I by antisemites like a Jew.  
And that is why I call myself a Russian!  
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EVERY PERSON HAS A NAME 
Program 

 Welcome - Jason Moss (Jewish Federation’s Executive Director) 

 
 Remarks - Pasadena Mayor Victor Gordo 
 
 Remarks - Representative from the Consulate General of Israel 
 

 Jewish Youth Orchestra (Directed by Janice Markham) 
 

 Remarks - Congresswoman Judy Chu (27th Congressional District) 
 

 Remarks - Sandra Croxton, Field Deputy for LA County Supervisor Kathryn Barger 
 

 Remarks - State Senator Anthony Portantino (25th State Senate District)  

 

 Remarks - Ann Marie Hickambottom, Field Representative for 

    Assemblymember Chris Holden (41st Assembly District)  
 

 Babi Yar - Cantor Paul Buch (Temple Beth Israel of Pomona) 

  
 Remarks & Kaddish - Rabbi Jonathan Kupetz (Temple Beth Israel of Pomona) 

 

 Closing Remarks - Jason Moss  
 
 Hatikva - Janice Markham 
 

 Reading of the names of those who perished during the Holocaust -  
    Holocaust Survivors, Elected Officials, and Community Members 
 

Names will be read continuously until tomorrow night at 8 pm. You 
are invited to come during the 24 hours to sit and listen as the 
names are read, and view Auschwitz: A Place on Earth Exhibit  
produced by Yad Vashem, made possible with the support of PJTC 
Sisterhood.  
 
You can also join us virtually at www.facebook.com/jewishsgpv. 

This program is co-sponsored by the City of Pasadena. 

EVERY ONE HAS A NAME 
A poem by Zelda Schneersohn Mishkowsky 

Everyone has a name 
that God gives  
and one’s father and mother give. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתן לו אלהים

 ונתנו לו אביו ואמו

Everyone has a name 
that stature and the curve of one’s smile give 
and the weave of one’s clothing gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו קומתו ואופן חיוכו

 ונתן לו האריג

Everyone has a name 
that the mountains give 
and the walls of one’s city give. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו ההרים

 ונתנו לו כתליו

Everyone has a name 
that the stars give 
and one’s neighbors give. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו המזלות

 ונתנו לו שכניו

Everyone has a name 
that one’s offenses give 
and one’s longing gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו חטאיו

 ונתנה לו כמיהתו

Everyone has a name 
that enemies give 
and love for others gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו שונאיו

 ונתנה לו אהבתו

Everyone has a name 
birthday celebrations give 
and one’s work gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו חגיו

 ונתנה לו מלאכתו

Everyone has a name 
that the seasons of the year give 
and our blindness gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתנו לו תקופות השנה

 ונתן לו עיורונו

Everyone has a name 
that the sea gives 
and one’s death gives. 
  

 לכל איש יש שם

 שנתן לו הים

 ונתן לו

 מותו.


