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A rose.  Red, fragrant.  Carefully crawling up toward the moon
Shining its light through the ceaseless darkness of the January night
A schoolboy.  Young, innocent.  Curiously watching the flower of life
As it diligently struggles upward past the ominously black rain
The sickly green ivy begins to climb up the helpless flower
The schoolboy, a peaceful observer, is unaware that he is a Jew

The ivy crawls mercilessly up the flower as the schoolboy Jew 
Watches the sad rose, destined for death, proceed toward the moon
The uniformed Nazis burst into the school as the ivy destroys the flower
They rip the schoolboy from the class and force him into the January night
Past the dying flower and into the painfully strong rain
The ivy races toward the moon with a sudden burst of life

Nazis march past the crying flower, devoid of life
Pushing, beating, and yelling at the six-year-old Jew
The crying boy’s tears are wiped off his face by the strong-willed rain
As the reaching ivy is caressed by the mustached man on the moon
The terrified schoolboy is shoved into a crowded train in the January night
And hugs his sweating knees while he closes his eyes to remember the flower

The shriveled rose sheds a blackened petal, a pathetic flower
The poison ivy smirks and the moon laughs with life
The cattle train filled with humans crushes fallen petals in the night
To where?  No one knows.  Only suffocation is known to a Jew
The whistle hoots as the cruel train travels the rickety road
The dead, wilting flower sheds black tears under the shining moon

A starving schoolboy.  Helpless, alone.  Another day of doom in the heavy rain
It has been months since he has last seen his mother.  His father.  A flower.
All he can see is the contemptuously nocturnal moon
The innocent child wonders how much longer he has of life
A hollowed, neglected stomach.  Forced labor.  All because he is a Jew
The scheming ivy prospers in the dark of yet another night

Allies!  American soldiers freeing a tormented people in the January night
The nervous moon suddenly disappears, confusing the wilting ivy and ceasing rain
The schoolboy Jew admires the scene through sunken eyes, watching the flower
As the ivy crawls away from it and the rose’s black petals become red once again
But the little Jewish boy, now seven, wonders what happened to a year of his life
Forever gone.  Never to be seen again under the face of the moon

The schoolboy Jew wanders blindly in a cold January night
Nowhere to go.  Yet no moon.  No rain.
A flower.  A happier future.  The schoolboy Jew thanks G-d for life

