
THE EXCHANGE

"We have something we think is yours,

Pani Klara," said the daughter-in-law

of the man who hid us in an Univ attic

in forty three and four. Lyuba had come

to Brooklyn, to work for a year or two.

From her purse she took out a man's

gold ring, held it out to Mammi.

My mother, whose eyes had failed, 

passed the ring to me. I made out

the engraved initials, F.R., and said,

"It's Uncle Fromcie's ring, I think," 

My uncle has a son.  We paid them

in gold, at the end in jewelry, all we had. 

But no gold could buy goodness, or life

not in those days, not in Ukraine.

I put the ring in my mother's palm. 

In one motion, her wrinkled hand 

steady as it had not been in years, 

she gave it back to Lyuba. "It's yours."
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