
a poem

by d.a. levy

We publish this poem as a memorial to its author, d. a. levy, who shot
himself to death in his East Cleveland apartment Nov. 24, 1968, at the
age of 26. This poem first appeared in Connections underground paper
of Madison, Wisc.

Apparently levy had been in the U.S. Navy seven months and was
discharged perhaps for "manic depressive tendencies." levy seems to
have turned his apa r tmen t into a gathering place for young people. His
poetry, often lewd in verbiage, displeased the authorities. The Cleveland

D e a l e r M a r c h 30, in an editorial defending levy, write:
"Practically every time he looks up from his work he can behold a
cadre of bluecoats, their hands ready for the quickdraw if the
dangerous levy should ever show fight. Harassing him for writing words
that are uttered from stage and screen and are scrawled on fences and
walks all over town is making Cleveland look more like a province than
it really is." Among his poems is one, "passover '65 , a n d a n o t h e r
saying he had "decided to commit suicide at the age of 17."
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WHEN i was
six years

we dipped
apple slices
& bread
in honey
touched small glasses
of wine
& sed 'to life'

'to life'
that was the only time
my father ever hit me
his eyes were very sad
& he sort of walked away
knowing he was wrong
or that he couldnt reach me
i dont think he knew who i was
perhaps even asking if i was really his son
that was 1948-it is now 1968 and i know
he is watching a football game on television
in another city-his grey hair

his sad eyes
and he is probably still wondering if i
am really his son
what father wants to admit that his
son really is a 'poet'
i think i was ten when i asked the difference
between christians & jews
and his reply was
'the jews think jesus was a bastard'
he was wrong again

believes els and have, the christenth cult
around his image
a cult dedicated to suffering & love
as a means of liberation
the jews know, that one becomes liberated
thru living, not only thru programmed acts
of masochism or blindness
it was sometime afterward
my father and i
went to a temple to hear
the services
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