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Instructions: Mark & highlight poetic devices in each of the poems.  Summarize each 

poem- both stanza by stanza and as a whole. Make connections to 

the novel NIGHT. 

 

 

Riddle  ~William Heyen (1940-) 

 

From Belsen   a crate of gold teeth, 

from Dachau a mountain of shoes, 

from Auschwitz a skin lampshade. 

Who killed the Jews? 

Not I, cries the typist, 

not I, cries the engineer, 

not I, cries Adolf Eichmann, 

not I, cries Albert Speer. 

My friend Fritz Nova lost his father-- 

a petty official had to choose. 

My friend Lou Abrahms lost his brother. 

Who killed the Jews? 

David Nova swallowed gas, 

Hyman Abrahms was beaten and starved. 

Some men signed their papers, 

and some stood guard, 

and some herded them in, 

and some dropped the pellets, 

and some spread the ashes, 

and some hosed the walls, 
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and some planted the wheat, 

and some poured the steel, 

and some cleared the rails, 

and some raised the cattle. 

Some smelled the smoke, 

some just heard the news. 

Were they Germans? Were they Nazis? 

Were they human? Who killed the Jews? 

The stars will remember the gold, 

the sun will remember the shoes, 

the moon will remember the skin. 

But who killed the Jews? 

 

A Funeral  ~ Poem by M.J., a Warsaw ghetto poet. 

Translated from the Polish by Yala Korwin. 

 

The coffin – a crematorium furnace, 

Lid – transparent, made of air, 

Human body turned into smoke, 

Blown through the smokestack of history. 

 

How shall I honor your passing, 

Walk in your funeral procession? 

You, homeless handful of ashes 

Between the earth and heaven. 

 

How to cast a green garland 

On the grave dug high in the air – 

An ark of the world’s four corners 

Under the invader’s fire. 
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Your coffin, which is not, 

Will not slide from roaring cannons, 

And only the column of air 

Illumines your death with sunrays. 

 

And here is such a great silence 

On earth, like a trampled banner, 

In the mourning smoke of corpses, 

In the crucified outcry. 

 

 

Death Be Not Proud ~John Donne 

 

 Death be not proud, though some have called thee 

Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not soe, 

For, those, whom thou think'st, thou dost overthrow, 

Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill mee. 

From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures bee, 

Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow, 

And soonest our best men with thee doe goe, 

Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie. 

Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men, 

And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse dwell, 

And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as well, 

And better then thy stroake; why swell'st thou then? 

One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally, 

And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die. 
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Dulce et Decorum Est ~Wilfred Owen 

 

1 Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 

2 Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 

3 Till on the haunting flares we turned out backs, 

4 And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 

5 Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, 

6 But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame, all blind; 

7 Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 

8 Of gas-shells dropping softly behind. 

 

9 Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!--An ecstasy of fumbling 

10 Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, 

11 But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 

12 And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime.-- 

13 Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, 

14 As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 

 

15 In all my dreams before my helpless sight 

16 He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 

 

17 If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace 

18 Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 

19 And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 

20 His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin, 

21 If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 

22 Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs 

23 Bitter as the cud 

24 Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,-- 

25 My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 

26 To children ardent for some desperate glory, 

27 The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

28 Pro patria mori. 
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Funeral Blues ~W.H. Auden 

 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,  

Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,  

Silence the pianos and with muffled drum  

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.  

 

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead  

Scribbling on the sky the message He is Dead.  

Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,  

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.  

 

He was my North, my South, my East and West,  

My working week and my Sunday rest,  

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;  

I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong.  

 

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,  

Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun,  

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;  

For nothing now can ever come to any good. 

 

The Young Soldier ~Wilfred Owen 

 It is not death 

Without hereafter 

To one in dearth 

Of life and its laughter, 

 

Nor the sweet murder 

Dealt slow and even 

Unto the martyr 

Smiling at heaven: 
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It is the smile 

Faint as a (waning) myth, 

Faint, and exceeding small 

On a boy's murdered mouth. 

 

 

Has Your Soul Sipped? ~Wilfred Owen 

Has your soul sipped 

Of the sweetness of all sweets? 

Has it well supped 

But yet hungers and sweats? 

 

I have been witness 

Of a strange sweetness, 

All fancy surpassing 

Past all supposing. 

 

Passing the rays 

Of the rubies of morning, 

Or the soft rise 

Of the moon; or the meaning 

Known to the rose 

Of her mystery and mourning. 

 

Sweeter than nocturnes 

Of the wild nightingale 

Or than love's nectar 

After life's gall. 

 

Sweeter than odours 

Of living leaves, 

Sweeter than ardours 

Of dying loves. 

 

Sweeter than death 
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And dreams hereafter 

To one in dearth 

Or life and its laughter. 

 

Or the proud wound 

The victor wears 

Or the last end 

Of all wars. 

 

Or the sweet murder 

After long guard 

Unto the martyr 

Smiling at God; 

 

To me was that smile, 

Faint as a wan, worn myth, 

Faint and exceeding small, 

On a boy's murdered mouth. 

 

Though from his throat 

The life-tide leaps 

There was no threat 

On his lips. 

 

But with the bitter blood 

And the death-smell 

All his life's sweetness bled 

Into a smile. 

 


