Near Debrecen horsemen pasture stallions on the remaining pusta
as did their fathers who are giant memory; they wear the hat
and boots (as if the village streets were mud) as had their fathers worn.
In Sopron there stands a church in which my mother’s blood and mine
still sits in prayer as if the beads bring peace to a family unseen.
Broadcast continuance, such is the conquest history has won.
Each in its place unswerved by change can measure what is man—
neither rebel, fool, nor the Hun, but man as common trance;
the farmer at his fields, the millwright at his flour, commoners.
Such is the victory over time, that individuals or communities keep pace.
Such is the victory of time, the changing vista ’round unchanging grace:
In Budapest the Turkish baths are full and, afterward,
there’s cafe Viennese and Linzer torte. These things, more than citizen
or mother tongue, denote a dream still dreamt,
a dream from which one cannot walk away.
I cannot walk away.
How could I leave my hands that gesture as she had
or turn my eyes toward another vision of the world
as if I’d not been born a son of him who felt
and saw this earth as he had seen. Had I been
immaculate in birth no less could I have been
than I am now. There must be dreams from which one cannot walk away.
I know this as one knows of breath—I am his untrained son and, yet,
I am the factory in which he died, the mine in which he began his work,
I am no less the stowage of the ship in which he slept and therein dreamt;
I am the woman with the swollen womb; I am what she had been to him;
and I am what was for them as much as I am what I am and must become:
The stallion—history, the sword of time, the one moment—mine,
the past forever in the child alive as in those who gave it birth.
Thus, Paris burned and plundered lies beneath my breath; the continent
in movement is the movement that I make; from where I stand, seasons
and the corners of the earth stretch out; the center of the shape of things
I am; round me and mine wherever is my blood, THERE is Ungarn, Hungary,
the Magyar land from setting sun to risen light, beyond and round again.
Such, as it was for mine and as it will for mine: it is a dream and not.
There must be dreams from which one cannot walk away; there must.
It is something that the Jews have known, a Covenant with God;
and, yet, I am no Jew nor have I been at any place in time.
An Israelite without that history, a Zionist who dreams that dream,
and, yet, I have not been of these and neither have my kin. A dream.
It is a dream that lives; it is a gypsy breathing in my soul;
it is an unconscious sphere of thought within—a dream,
as some would say—but it is more than that which lives:
it lives and dies; it breathes beneath my breath; its sacrifice
particular to its own gods, its ritual and its own gold calves.
The past— life given us at birth— a dream from which none walks away.
Yet, we crave it in our bones: those dreams from which one walks away.