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MOYSHE KULBAK

The Messiah of the House
of Ephraim

[ Opening

All those who have sct their souls on the word YAHWE, the
Lamed-vovniks, the thirty-six sccret saints, go about at the cdge of
the world, alonc and isolated.

In the darkness, they suddenly come to a halt. they scnsc each
other from afar, but no one sces anyonc clse. They walk about at
midnight, at the edge of the earth, tall Jews with long staffs,
hunched over against the blueness of the sky.

And on the Day of Doom, they come with their disheveled
beards, in their fur coats and boots, clutching their birch staffs. And
they ask nothing. They come and sit at the foot of the Thronc of

" Glory.

They put one slceve in the other and warm themselves in the
holiness of the Almighty.

And they smoke their pipes.

The Almighey sits on the Throne of Glory and smiles. He likes
his simple saints.

Z. . The Miller

Once there was a miller in the land of White Russia. —
“His wifc died and his son was taken off into the army.

The mill was overgrown with mosses and weeds.

The roof crept down like a fur over the mill until it touched the
ground. '

The countryside was deserted.

Only magpics were flying around, just poor magpics.

The miller didn’t know what to do.

He went into his.stable and saw that of all his livestock only his
cow was left.

He felt so loncly and miserable that he sat down on the threshold
of his housc and wept bitter tears.

His name was Benye.

Jolo

3. What Happens When a Man Lives Alone

I once read in an ancient volume that a man should be carcful not
to remain alone. At first he thinks it doesn't matter. But then his
mind turns to dismal thoughts. His voice changes and he walks
about in a daze.

If Benye had known, he might not have stayed all by himself in
the mill, he might have moved to a ncarby town or clse marricd
again.

Life in the country is too hard for an elderly person.

Every day, Benye would cook his bit of food alonc, milk the cow
alone, and then stroll around the mill with his hands behind his
back, or else recite the psalms, as lonely peoplc tend to do.

One day, he camc to wash at the well, and in the water he saw
that his lower lip was hanging down.

Never before had Benyc's lower lip hung down.

He realized then and there that it came from living alone. He
went back into the house, took down the mirror from the wall, and
lo and behold, his lip was really hanging down. Furthermore, his
eyebrows were growing denser, and all in all, he was hairy, shabby,
and shaggy, like a polecat. Benye clutched his lip, and it was as dry
as clay. T

And even though the evening was warm, he climbed up on the

oven, snuggled under the old clothes, and fell asleep.
-t
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270 YENNE VELT

. Benye Feeds the Cow

L

A forest of firs stood behind the mill.

It was the season of foggy days in White Russia, and the rains
were drenching the entire countryside.

In the gray dawn, Benye took the cow to pasture.

They walked along the loamy paths, over the foul-smelling fields,
and into the old forest.

Benye led the way with the rope in his hands and the cow at his
heels.

They climbed through the thicker and among the trees, and the
wet branches soaked them with warer, but Benye was so lost in
thought that he paid no heed.

Thus they went from one thicket to the next.

From time to time, the cow would nibble 2 few wet blades of
grass by a root, and that was her refreshment.

The tree stumps were huddling and rotting in the ferns.

The moss covered cverything, it touched the earth and the trees
all over. And in the petrificd stiliness, the « cold noises of the woods
were mingling and fading out. ”

Benye led the cow along the road, through the rainy spaces.

They trudged along, worn and weary, their heads hanging down,
loaded and heavy from not thinking.

Benye was used to having thoughts without the effort of think-
ing.

It was silent, his bare feet were red with cold and caked with
mud. The cotton was spilling out of the dirty coat. Benye st~zped,
looked over his clothes and the clothes of the forest.

+4- Benye, the fir trees have Jovcly garments!

§".  Lewvi the Moneylender oo ntact W/?‘a\)v'L

Levi the moneylender, a brother of Benye's, had moved from
Zamkevitz to Vilna, the capital of Lithuania. He quickly acquired
power by doing business with generals and wealthy men.

He had a daughter and she was so beautiful, the most beautiful
girl in Vilna.
He hung a sign in front ofl:i&ouu: Here I live, Levi Patashnik.

( %EW"&?:JFE lumber and grain. )
t night, in his study, he would sometimes have his servant open

his business books.

His beautiful daughter would read the figures to him.

His grain was being freighted along all highways.

His lumber was floating down all rivers.

Gold was being sown in his garden.

Gold was being laid by his chickens.

Levi Patashnik smiled.

“That’s enough for now,” he told his daughter, “you can go to
bed!”

And all night long in his study, he walked up and down his soft
carpets, thinking:

“Gold is, evidently, gold! Gold is, evidently, gold!”

Guests VIS Lot bothe <
Visiheg Aorhim; Magi of-Reth/chenm

Benye was sitting out in front, looking at the road. It was a white
evening in White Russia. Opening his eyes, he saw three men
coming along the road.

He stood up and began walking toward the three men.

Three hairy Jews in furs, with bags over their shoulders, were
trudging along from the forest.

Benye reached the travelers on the road and said hello to them,
and the Jews returned his greeting, they stared at him and mumbled
somcthing in a hoarsc tone but didn’t say a word.

(There are people who are destined to keep silent.)

Benye led the guests to his house and opened the doors up wide.

The three Jews bowed as they entered, for they were large and
tall.
Indoors, it was already night.

The guests slowly put down their bags and staffs. Their clothing
smelled of pitch and the fragrance of the woods.

Benye stared at his guest curiously.

..’
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22 YENNE VELT

They sat down on the broad benches around the table, and their
large bodies hulked in the darkness like the stumps of old trees.

Benye asked them: “Where do you come from?”

The eldest of the guests raised his brows, took out the clay pipe
from his pocket, and said:

“White Russia.”

Benye had nothing else to ask because his thoughts had d grown
into his flesh. T

And in the gloomy darkness, the blue windows were shining, and
the Jews spread their furs on the benches.

Benye kindled a pine splinter. The visitors turned around in the
darkness, casting strange shadows on the walls. The cow in the
stable senscd something, she left her warm stable and stuck her head
through the window of the house. She was listcning,

Benye quietly sat down at the table with his visitors, staring and
making a great cfforr at framing a thought, but he was fully unable
to do so.

All at once he turned to the guests:

“Fricnds, what should I do>”

The visitors looked at him stupidly, and a bit later the cldest of
the three asked him:

“Do vou have any food>”

lll do!"

“Don’t do anything.”

“Really? But what’s the sense>”

“There’s no sense.”

And the cldest guest, who had answered him, now stretched out
on the hard bench with his back to Benye and covered himself up
in his fur from his feer to his head, just like the other two gucsts.
They wanted to g0 to sleep.

Benye was standing over him.

He stood over him for a long time. Then he put his hand bchind
his back and quietly paced up and down the room, and the cow
watched him from the window.

Suddenly a thought came into his mind and gave him a sharp jolt.
He dashed over to the guest and started yanking his leg.

“What happens aftcr this? Do I dig>”

The visitor tricd with all his strength to pull his foot back out of
Benye’s hand, bur Benye wouldn't ler go, hc merely shouted even
louder:

“Whar?! Do I die?!”

And he burst into tears:

“Die?”

The visitors sat up on their benches, and Benye wailed, grabbed
at the walls, ran across the room, threw his clothes off breathlessly,
and roared in pain.

At midnight, the guests got up, washed their hands, and took out
their psalters. AEN YIS

All four Jews sat down upon the ground.

The clay floor was cold in the cool dawn. The cow was still
standing at the same window and freezing. The air was icy.

€ men recited the psalms in their hoarse voices with a gloomy
enthusiasm. Myshce visie —

They closed their cyes and gazed out of this world.

They didn't hear the voice that was squeaking, only the dark

illness that remained within and couldn’t lcave.
The prayer of a poor man who was hidden. |
nd he pours out his heart to God . . . . J

And in the night, the first flames were already darting out of the
dawn.

Toward morning, Benve was somewhat purified. his long arms
were dangling about his body like alien things, pointing into the
psalter, bony and cold. He stared at the gucests and slowly leaned
over to the man sitting next to him.

“What kind of work do vou do, sir>”

“I'm a water-carrier.”

“And vou:”

“I'm a musician.”

“And vou?”

“A chimneyswecp.”

Benye liked these fine trades.

Meanwhilc, the guests had already gotten up from the ground
and were preparing to get underway again.

Benye was stumbling around them, not knowing what to do next.

Each guest silently kissed the mezuzah and went out into the red
darkness.

A stork came flying past with its red legs tucked in, soaring from
one meadow to the next. Its flapping wings nearly grazed the heads
of the Jews.

(The third guest, a grumbler, who had kept silent all night long,
% -t
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274 YENNE VELT

suddenly started talking a blue strcak. He was furious at Benye,
babbling that Benye would not resist. He touched the confused
miller’s sleeve and pointed at the scraggy bird in the sky:

~ “That bird is a bird.” He pecred straight into Benye’s nose. “And

you—arc a jackass.”

e third guest was a nasty man, he spit angrily, didn’t look
around, and wrathfully took off. Benye stood there dazed, not un-
derstanding a thing.

Now the cldest visitor came over to him and, saying farewcll, he
murmured:

ET “You will have temptations to resist, Benye.”

And the three guests followed the road back to the woods,

+ ; The Prayer

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden.

And he pours out his heart to God.

Why are we so tormented, Lord!

Wherever I stand 1 am too much present, and wherever 1 go
I carry

The smecll of darkness.

I envy the bird who is better off than we are,

And the clay which is better off than all.

What shall T do with my hand, which is useless,

And with my heart, which is useless?

g, Knowledge

The miller spent the whole next day lying on the loamy hill that
stood behind his home. He gradually understood the clay of his_
body:, his face was buried in the sand, and his crooked fingers were
clutching the roots.

He felt terrible.

He lay there with the hill and it was as though he had been
poured into it; and if a blade of grass were to spring up anywhere,
it would grow out through him, out of his back.

And it was as if the clay were breathing and shaping up in hands,

feet, head, chest, and there were no difference in the world between

Benye and the clay of the e earth.
e spent whole weeks lying on the hill.
The cow wandered alone over the fields, hungry, and feeding on

grass and indolence.

Benye had forgotten everything, he was nearly lifeless.

Sometimes, at dawn, a magpie would come fAving out of the
mists, it alighted on his back as on a hog, and he didn't care, for he
was almost asleep and unable to tell reality from the drcams passing
through his mind.

Nor did he know whether he was a_human being or a stone lying
on the road and overgrown with lichen.

Onc cvening, he was sitting there, faint, at the edge of the hill.
His fect were hanging down and dangling against the clay, and he
himself was gazing, not thinking, just sitting quietly, and gazing.

He didn’t know why something inside him was urging him to see
everything, but it did give him a great pleasure. Slowly a fecling of
@;gg__u_lg_n; passed through Benye, his eyes bulged and gaped, big
and round. For a while, he forgot how to think.

The world stretched out before him, vast and cold, and God was
in it. The world echoed like 2 blue cavern of ice, and he crawled
around in it like 2 muddy bear. _
“He stood with his front Paws on the cold clods, gazing and gaz-
ing. He was looking for Him, for God, who was hiding from him.

The sparkling ice in the cavern shone a bright blue.

And here. ...

Here he saw Him, God, but then God was gone again,

But he had seen God!

nd a great joy poured through his body, a fine, bright joy. He
smiled; a yoke had fallen from his hearr.

Benye stood up, beaming with joy and goodness, and suddenly a
shriek tore from his heart, a dull bellow, like the bellow of his cow.
He stood with his arms akimbo, and the setting sun was gilding him
red.

Benye the miller was transfigured.

Off to the west, under the sunset, there were flayed red oxen as at
the Covenant of the Pieces, God's covenant with Abraham.

Now he understood the world in the very marrow of his bones,
in the burning skin of his body. He smirked at the clothes he wi
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276 YENNE VELT

wearing. Single strips of cloth were hanging on him, single strips of
cloth.

Benye came down the hill. The old mill had become shaggier and
older, and a sapling was growing from one wall.

He came to the door and was about to go in, bur all at once he
stopped. He could hear a voice full of tears and joy.

1, Levi Patashnik His mpehcal vidion

One gloomy cvening, Levi Patashnik was standing at his open iron

54~ cabinct as though at an open Holv Ark, where the Torah scrolls are

kept in the svnagoguc. The fading light of day was spread over the
shadowy wallpaper, shimmering, and spotting bright arcas on the
dark floors. Inside the cabinet, a heap of hot coins, imperials, was

glowing, biceding, stabbing his heart, Breathlessly Levi thrust both
hands into the coins.

He slowly sifted the gold in his hands as though letting a white

sand pour through his fingers, and he listened keenly to the clatter,

the true clatter of gold.
His pudgy hand was rosv from the waning daylight, it softly

caressed the coins, grazed them tenderly, the way a boy touches a
girl’s hair.
A decp, secret crooning emerged from the cabinct. Gold!

Wellsprings of gold are throbbing in the earth, and the eyes of
man sparkle golden.

High up, above the golden smr&@wm of
gold.
Levi Patashnik gently closed the heavy door of the cabinet,

clutched the upper molding so as not to fall, and his heavy head
dropped upon his chest.

The huge evening scttled hauntingly in the room.

Levi stood there with his hot head lowered, leaning against the
cold iron of the cabinet. His knees were buckling with fatigue, his
eves were shut, and deep in his breast, a thick drop was oozing out,

heavy and glowing. It fell down his inner darkness and scorched his
bowels with a sharp pain

At the door, the eldc.. guest was standing in the shadows.

or
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pious table and lived
people was too difficult fo,
woods as a hermit.

(0, Simkbe Plakhbte

Not far from the mill, just a few miles awa
in the forest. His name was Simkhe Plakhe.

Simkhe’s work hagd been very hard, He thought to himself: It’s
hard enough living as it s, so I'll simply Jive jn the woods.

He built-himself 5 shack of branches and weeds and plastered it
with clay inside and out.

Now Simkhe

Yy, there was 3 Jew living

not good to eat,
He never met anyone,
He was always smilin
closed eyes, and smilin
aloud though he was ajw
In wintertime, he would sit in his h
In the summer, he would Jook for fr
dance all kinds of dances.
He was 3 great dancer!
In the Springtime, he w.

was sixty years old, he w
of a boy.

and was cheerfy| just the same,

8: smoking his pipe, drowsing with half-
g—who knows 3¢ whom. He would talk
ays alone.

ut and crack jokes to himself.
csh meadows jn the forest and

Ilcd idn't act rational at all,
Simkhe liked to cat the
through the dense branches,

 water-carrier. Later on, jn

, he became 3 Hassidic rabbi, as everyone knows, kepr a
\Eﬁm}.\ very grandly. Bur living among’

r him, so he ran away and scttled in the
(As¥ T4 Y5 p(OL‘;JA)
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278 YENNE VELT

And, when the wind blasted the treetops and broke the branches,
what did Simkhe Plakhte do?

He perched on an uprooted tree inside the thicket,
in his mouth, listening and listening:

The nests were tumbling from the trees.

The female birds soared maternally to the ground, but the
fledglings were already lying there dead.

A rare featherless wing trembled here and there.

Simkhe would perch in the thicket, listening and listening. His
hair bristled and fluttered on his body. His teeth shone in the
thicket, and his eyes burnt from the storm.

And when a long, blue crackle of lightning sprang through the
woods and tore through the trees, like a hot whip, what did Simkhe
Platkhe do?

He would stand up, stretch his arms to heaven, and try to grab
the lightning in its course. His beard was tousled, and a vapor arose
from his hairy chest.

Simkhe Platkhe was alone in the woods!

But when it grew still:

The wet responsive woods echoed the whooping of the cuckoos.

The strawberries, like drops of blood, were splattered over the
grass.

Then, oh then!

Simkhe Plakhte walked through the cchoing woods, with his
hands behind his back.

His head held high.

And he hummed and crooned.

And he clacked his tongue.

And he swung his feet.

Humming and crooning!

The man had no sense of modesty.
And that was his lifc in the woods.

with his pipe

It was a lovely day in summer.
Simkhe Platkhe walked out of the woods toward the town on the
main road, and then along a side road. Benaye
On the way, he came to a low ground and saw a cow browsing
on the grass. What was she doing here> He went farther and came
upon a Jew lying in the mud, right in the mud, and the Jew had a
big, swollen head and long arms down to his ankles, he was holding
a psalter, and reciting, and rocking, and he was as gloomy as a cin-
der.

What was the matter?

Simkhe stopped and asked a question.

“Why sit here of all places?”

And the Jew snuffled, but then he replied:

“Where else should I sit?”

“Where else should you sit? In heaven, my friend!”

The Jew in the mud told him all the whys and wherefores: He
was Benye the miller. )

And Benye stood up, gazed at him with pleading eyes, and said:

“Help me, my friend!” :

But Simkhe was already asking somcthing elsc, he was asking
Benye about the cow:

“Does she give milk?”

“Of course she gives milk.”

“Could I taste a little of her milk>”

Benye replied that he didn’t have a milk pail along. '

Why did he need a milk pail? Who needs a milk pail?

And Simkhe Plakhte stepped over to the cow, went down on .all
fours beneath her, like a calf, and began to hungrily suck the milk
from her udders. L

He turned red and the sweat came gushing from him.

i.

The Ten Sefirot or Emanations of God

There are thousands of worlds in the mystery of the ten emana-
nor human soul wanders through the crystal of the worlds and
echoes the tone of each emanation that it traverses.

And know, the thousands of worlds reside in the glo.w of every
emanation alone and all the emanations together. That is ‘the mys-
tery of the ten that are one and the mystery of the one that is ten.

The Infinite, which comes in the raiment of the ten emanations,
includes the numbers and it inspires with the holiness of eternity,
and the holiness of eternity does not enter the level of measure and

uality.
1 Antg know that just a_s__we_qnno_t,distjnguish.bsr.wecn-the.nm
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280 YENNE VELT

bers of the ten emanations by the inspiration of holiness, we like-
Wwise cannot know or distinguish the area of the emanations.

The saying “The mystery of the ten that are one and the mys-
tery of the one that is ten” refers not only to life that moves in suc-
cession, but also to life that moves hand in hand, that is to say, the
numbers of thought are like the numbers of substance. That is why
we do not say like the ancients: Qur world is the world of action,
which lics on the lowest Ievel of the iness.

The “mystery of the ten that are onc” requires that our world
contain the Emanation of the Crown, which is the crown of the
Revelation of Holiness.

There are people in our world who find themselves under the
power of the Emanation of Beauty. Their gait is different, their
voices are differcnt!

I have seen people whose souls were radiant with the light from
the Emanation of the Crown.

The soul bursts asunder, it wants to absorb the light of cternity,
it wanders through the crystal of the worlds and echocs the tone of
cvery cmanation that it traverses.

And know that the soul of a child that was born today, is as old
as the soul of a dving man, and if vou ever come to a festivity for
the birth of a child, and you see the people rejoicing, say to them:

“Fools, what are you rejoicing about>”

And if you come into a housc where a cleaned corpsc is lying,
and you see the mourncrs sitting on the ground, inconsolable, say to
them:

“Fools, what arc you mourning about>”

Man does not know the mystery glowing in Creation.

If you come to a city, do not look at the buildings and high
towers. They are all smoke that will waft away.

Do not look at the pcople running around the streets, scurryving
about as though they were busy. They arc nothing but vanity and
delusion.

If you come to a city, stretch out on the ground, place your ear
to the carth, and listen to what the city is saving in uttcr secrecy.

And know: Benve, in_his simplicity, saw the hidden things, he

understood the millions upon millions of worlds and the Name:

'

YAHWE
It was a vast, a cold night, aglow with stars around and around.

Benye left his house, it was too dark and stuffy. He walked out
into the deserted field and sat down bencath a tree.

The branches hung overhead in long rods, and the darkness came
trickling down. .

A hidden hush emanated from the earth, and Benye sat there, tat-
tered, under the tree, his arms folded on his chest.

The heavens overflowed into one another, like rivers, and they
were enveloped in a great coldness. And then Benye saw something.

The moon floated out, white and big, as in a wheel on the sky, a
silent wheel.

The moon came floating from one side of the sky, and a
shrouded figure was sitting on it:

The Archangel Raphael.

And the figure sat there, lcaning over the moon, and peering
through the darkness at the other side of the world.

And from the other side of the world, a star came floating out. It
was Mars, dark and red, and blood was oozing from it, and a dark,
shrouded figure was sitting on Mars:

The Archangel Metatron.

And the figtite sat there, leaning over the star and peering into
the great brightness at the other side of the world.

It was clear and cold in the abyss of the heavens, there wasn't a
wisp of a cloud, and the space bencath was astir with echoes, like a
house that has been untenanted for a long time.

And now the two stars came together and they poured patches of
light and clumps of fire over the entire countryside.

“The world was boiling with hatred!

And the landscape could hear a bitter weeping and a deep joy.

Benye fell upon his face and felt the universe crumbling over-
ead. .

L.'n(ecning soundcd above him. Seeo fix MM eas’ &é\
And suddenly he felt a wrench, he lifted his head and was

amazed to see a tall, pure man eme ing far, far aw rom the

darkness on the earth.

He was approaching with soft steps, faint steps, his gait was light
and without weariness. And the man approached Benye, who was
so frightencd that he dropped his head back upon the ground.

Benye could feel the palpable light from the man’s clothing, he
could hear the soft steps of the tall, thin man overhead.

The man walked softly over him.

-t
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282 YENNE VELT

Benye wanted to peer after him, he wanted to kiss the hem of his
coat, but he couldn't lift his head, it was too heavy, and with his
face to the ground he laughed joyously inside himself even though
a dim longing enveloped his soul like 2 warm breath.

Benye lay therc in the cold all through the night, never lifting his
head.

At daybreak, he was all white and shrouded in frost, like a2 morn-
ing branch in autumn.,

|A_« Levi Patashnik and His Visitors

It was late in the evening when Lord Vrublevsky, a Polish squire,
left Patashnik’s home. He had just sold him a forest of timber, the
forest in which Simkhe had built his hut.

On the porch, Vrublevsky ran into Leah, Levi's daughter. Leah
was startled because the man had such long eyes, and they lashed
out like black rods. She curtsied and then breathlessly dashed into
the hallway and slammed the door.

Levi was sitting in the leather armchair, his fingers dangling over
the soft arms. He had onc more matter to scttle after Vrublevsky.

Today, one of Patashnik’'s men had fallen under one of the
saws, the poor fellow had gotten all sawed up, and now he was
coming to present his gricvance.

Levi Patashnik was sitting heavily in the chair, his head buried in
his hands, and the man was lamenting: “It was horrible!”

It had hurt terribly: After all, if you tumble under a saw, it
hurts.

Hahahaha!

Levi Patashnik was sitting in the dark parlor with the chandelier
sparkling in its rainbow glass throughout the gloomy space.

Levi Patashnik didn’t care for light!

Wide highways opened in the darkness, long distances. Walking
from road to road, you would run into people, an old brother, long
forgotten, or Lord Vrublevsky, or a man who was all sawed up.

The door opened slowly, and in walked three elderly Jews, with
sacks on their shoulders and staffs in their hands.

The newcomers stopped at the door, Levi was too busy to notice
them. The three guests could barely be seen in the darkness.

Levi just sat there, thinking about his problems and arguing. Sud-
denly he started up, there seemed to be someone here, and he
looked around toward the door:

“Who's there? What do you want>”

Tl}e three men stood there, wordless, like woodcen beams, not an-
swering. Then the eldest of the threc blurted out quietly:

“Nothing.”

And Levi got up from the easy chair, barely standing on his feet

bekca:sc of his heavy belly. He peered deeper into the darkness, and
asked:

“What did you say? I can’t hear you.”

The eldest visitor replied a bit louder:

“W.c were passing by, and we thought we should come jn.”

Lcw. turned crimson with rage, clenching his soft, effeminate
hands into fists. He strode over to the Jews and stuck his head in
their faces.

“Are you going to talk to me or not?”
And his yelling left the visitors speechless.

peering terror-stricken through the darkness,

However, the eldest guest finally answered:

Wh‘ with word hnik, there are no words to
express it.”

Levi screamed, he fan across the room and screamed: “I can't
hear you, damn it, I can’t hear you! What are there no words for>”

Thg: eldest guest said to him, quiet and gloomy:

“There are no words for the gricf, Levi, for the grief tha
to Him, to the long. pale face....” T

But Levi did not understand.

“What face? Whose face>”

The eldest guest refused to answer, he hesitated, and then he
slowly leaned over toward Levi, gazed ar him, and, dreadfully
quiet, he said:

e MessiahDThe Messiah’s face!”
Levi was stunned, he felt a sharp jab through his body, deep in-

_passes

sidej and he stood there for 2 while, staring at the visitor’s face,
staring, becausg he understood nothing.

v
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room several times, lost in thou
his easy chair as though nothing had happened.
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Gradually, he turned away, clutched at his own short, yellow
brown beard, bit his lip, and started pacing the large room.
And the visitors stood hunched over at the door.

The only sound was the soft clapping of Levi Patashnik's slippers
across the floorboards.

He was pacing to and fro with broad steps, pausing for an instant
in the middle of the room, and then starting off again, angry and
hasty. All at once, he turncd around and stood face to face with the
guests, and then he took the cldest visitor's sleeve:

“COmC!"

And he took them into the other room. The door remained open.
Leah Icaned over to the open door, pecring in and watching as her
father led the visitors into a corner of the room.

The darkness was broken by a grating noise when Levi opened a
lock. He was opening the door of the cabinet for the visitors. A
heap of gold sparkled and shone, burning like a deep fire,
in the darkness of the cabinet likc an eternal light in a synago

Levi stood up straight and boldly pointed at the gold:

“This is the Messiah!”

One of the visitors, dark, hairy, and angry, let out a roar. The
eldest turned and murmured something to him.

But Levi was exultant with victory, he stood there, short of
stature and with his big belly jutting out, his arms akimbo, and his
eyes sparkling.

His innards were swelling, and he thought he had put an end to
things, but then the eldest of the guests said to him:

“Levi, gold is sin, gold is the fire of hell!”

“What is gold>” rctorted Levi.

And he strode toward them with his mouth foaming:

“You beggars! Have vou ever had a penny in your pockets?!
Daydrcamers!

“Tramps!

“Fools!”

“Gold is sin>~Then why do vou want alms>”

And he slammed the door to the cabinet:

“There are no alms here!”

The angry guest, Ber Ben-Tsippe, raised his brown paw. He
wanted to bring it down on the short, fat man, but the eldest guest
pushed him away harshly, and said to Levi in a cold tone:

“Remember, Levi, gold is soaked in blood!”

And the thjrd guest, tall and foolis|
waved his hand, and stammered:

“It really did hurt him!”

Levi jumped at him:

“You impudent fool! Who got hurt?!”

“The man who fell under your saw!”

Levi’s eyes bulged glassy:

“What saw? Huh?! That saw?> How do you know? Tell me!”

He grabbed his own head, turned pale, and dashed into the other
room.

The visitors remained by the cabinet.

Leah, trembling, ran over to her father in the darkness, trembling.
She fell upon his neck, embraced him:

“Papa, what is it, papa>!”

And she began to cry softly.

Levi looked around, greatly upset, not knowing what was hap-

glowing
gue.

h, and as skinny as a beanpole,

pening. He gradually got his daughter away from him, took a deep,
hard breath, and peered

through the open door into the other room.
“What’s wrong, Leah? Don't you know?”

He calmly buttoned his robe, and suddenly he was taller. Stand-

ing up straight, he remained there for a while, and then he strode
back into the other room.

The guests were standing by the cabinet, gazing at him coldly,

apparently waiting for him to return. He muttered calmly:

“It hurt him, gentlemen, because it had to hurt him. Now, leave!”
They didn’t answer. He told them to g0, and they followed him,

but they were boiling with rage. Levi stopped at the door and let
the visitors pass.

“Leave,” he said, “and tell them that I, Levi Patashnik, say: Who

cares!

“Did you hear> Who cares!”
And he slammed the door. He walked back and forth across the
ght, and then he sat down again in

And sitting there, facing the window, he called out to Leah who

was standing somewhere behind him. He told her, the grown
daughter, to sit down on his lap:

“Did you play the piano?”
IIY&’1
“Did you take a walk in the garden>”
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C‘Ys.l‘

“And do you want a new dress, darling>”

But Leah, greatly distracted, didn’t answer. She said:
“Papa, their Messiah is better!”

And she was frightencd by her own words. I.evi stared at her

with terror in his eyes. She moved away and hurried into the next
room.
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\J. Gimpel the Philosopher

“You know, Benye, in late summer, when the frujr is fragran:
through the world, it’s not so bad to live on the earth.” These
words were spoken by Simkhe Plakhte.

Benye didn't answer. He Was standing on a log by the oven.
boiling potatoes. Simkhe was sitting behind him ar the closed win-
dow, with a Pipe in his mouth, staring out at the road,

The road was glowing in the sun. The gravel was twinkling in
the sand. '

Simkhe Platkhe was sitting and gazing into the distance because 2
man had emerged on the road. A thin man was walking in the dis-
tance with a staff in his hand,

Whereupon Simkhe said:

“Looks like a man coming along the road.”

But Benye didn't answer, he was cooking the potatoes.

Simkhe opened the window and looked out. The man waved at
him.

He was 3 very merry wanderer, jigging along, and the lovely
songs he was singing could be heard from far away.

Gimpel Zamkevitser was his name, a clown, 2 “flossafer.” (

Walking toward the mill, he sang a cheerful ditty. Ly Ku(ln/c :

Then he entered the house as if it were his own. He leaned his
staff in a corner, Put down his sack, and said:

“Good morning, fellow Jews!”

“Good morning to you.”

He spun around on his high heels, tied the red cloth around his
throat, and asked with a smile:

“Do you have anything to nibble on, friends?”

“To nibble on? You’ll ger something soon enough, but just who
are you, my fine feathered friend.

Gimpel had no steady trade and so he devoted himself to idleness,
but no matter, he knew what to say:

“'ma philosopher, a great philosopher!
“And pay no attention,” he went on, “to the fact thae my knees

are worn. My suit was once dotted with dots and striped with
stripes, yes indeed!

joyed with his victory, he began to chatter:

“L, Gimpel, discovered anew star in the sky.”

All at once, Benye turned around to him and yelled as though his
breath had been cyt off:

“Two stars!”

“No, just one, and jt’s going to be called Gimpelinus.”

“Two stars,” yelled Benye, there was a white man sitting on one
and a black man sitting on the other.”

“No, there were no people.” He had discovered one star and
without men.

Benye spat and angrily went back to the stove, where he bustled
around the fire. In a litt]e while he said aloud to himself:
“The guy’s a liar!”

Gimpel was stunned, he had been caught. He was so abashed that
he rubbed his eyes and began changing his story:

“Later on, when I've had a bite to eat, my thoughts will be
clearer, and I'll be able to explain even the most difficult pares of
my philosophy.”

And while sitting at the table and devouring the hot potatoes,
Gimpel said:

“There is no human_being in_the world. Everything exists, bue
_there is no huma_n_b_qigg_bqre._aniglyt is the difference between me
and a man named Schopenhayer., Manisa dream of _matter.”

“Here, read jt.”
nye came over, and the two men sat down at the window and

began toiling.
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/ 17/ The Note

The mind is now against nature, which has no mind.

Bchold, how small is the notion that man has of himself, in
contrast to the mountain thar has no notion. Man, renounce your
mind.

We should curse God, for the sea is more beautiful than God.

Behold, God was invented to beautify nature, but in so doing,
they merely annoyed him.

There is no soul and no matter, both things are inventions of
man’s mind.

Oh, just occupy your area, because the area outside yourself
is stronger and more wondrous than you.

It is not the fire emanating from the soul that knows the
world; it is the body that knows the world while we restrain it.

If we keep from thinking, we can find out the ultimate truch.

The world has to go through me, just as 1 go through the
world.

Oh, the proper notion is: not to know that I understand.

Dr. Lionson

And Gimpel laughed, it made him feel good, but Simkhe and
Benye didn’t laugh, evidently because they hadn’t understood.

The sun was about to set.

The housc became hot and dark, and as Gimpel came over to
them with a new note, he looked like a long, narrow stick. Grind-
ing his black teeth in pleasure, he looked even skinnier, like a
Frenchman in Russia.

“Just read this.”

They didn't feel like reading anymore.

“This is about the fact that we’re all a dream. It stands to reason
that we don't exist.”

But they didn’t feel like reading anymore.

He stood before them furiously, the way a man stands before 2
huge audience, and he began to speak aloud, in a lovely voice, like a
Germanized Jew:

“Gentlemen!”

There was a hush, the spectators sat there, all ears, their hands in
their laps. .

“Please be so good as to listen quietly to my lecture. You have
asked me to explain the system of irrational thinking ... .”

And he burst out laughing, and laughed so hard that Benye began
to smirk, but Gimpel kept talking:

“When we reject reason, ‘we also do away with the categories of

rational thinking: space and _time. We acquire an understanding of
the world only when we refuse to m'veﬁﬁ(_ﬁﬁé:gidin"ahal
conception of pluralism and individual entities. The body does not
comprehend pluralism, everything is ome for it, inalterably and
unchangeably.

“Gentlemen, just one moment!

“Knowledge occurs the moment the body realizes that there is no
void between itself and the world. It is the object without a subject,
like the world itself. When man becomes the subject, he_stops
knowing.”

Simkhe stood up laughing, not because he liked what he heard,
but simply because he felt like laughing, and he wiped his hand
across Gimpel’s face: -

“Philosopher!”

But Gimpel shook him off, the thoughts kept pouring from his
brain, leaping like fleas, running off to all sides—he wanted to gather
them in one bundle.

“Gentlemen, may I ask you to maintain silence! You fail to
comprehend me, gentlemen, now that you're involved in living, and
your heads are working, but you shall understand me at night when
you are asleep, you shall understand when you are dead or asleep.

“Dear friends, the world itself is the subject of its own object,
Space presupposes pluralism and individual entities, and just as the
body cannot comprehend any pluralism, there is thus, according to
correct knowledge, no such thing as space. Time is abstracted spati-
aJi_t;_g gentlemen, and there is no such thing as motion, because there

is no such thing as pluralism or individual entities, If motion does
-
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290 YENNE VELT

not exist, then neither does time, because _We cannot imagine time

Without motion. Ergo, ladies and gentlemen, the world exists, but
man does not exist! Hooray!”
~ Gimpel stationed himself hefore them with his hands at his sides,
carncst and haughty, and all threc men srarted gazing at onc an-
other like roosters, gazing and gazing, undl they exploded.

Simkhe laughed himself under the table, gasping choking, pant-
ing with tears in his eves, and Gimpel moved down to him, tickling

his armpits. Simkhe couldn't stand it anymore and from under the
table he yelled:

“You monster!”

Benye smiled too.

And at night they were stretched out on Benye’s wide benches,
fast asleep.

Simkhe Plakhte was lying in his furs with his face up and his
hands under his head, and he Was snoring away, but every so often
he would suddenly burst out laughing like a thin bolt of thunder.

Benye was huddled up under the rags in his bed, facing the wall
and softly sobbing, but every so often he would suddenly yell that
someone was killing him. Gimpel was the only one lying there
peacefully.

His skinny legs were sticking out from under the cover. Then,
softly and sleepily, he got up from his bench.

Gimpel was a sleepwalker. He stood up on the bench with his
pale hands stretched out before him. Softly, with quiet steps, he
moved from bench to bench,

Benye was weeping hard.

The simple philosopher strained his entire body listening to the
muffled weeping. Then he slowly climbed on the table which was
lit up by the moon.

His short blouse reached down only to his belly.

He stood there with parted lips, pale in the moonlight, like an
outsider, and he was murmuring  something, whispering  softly,
speaking voicelessly to Simkhe Plakhte and Benye.

In their sleep, they were listening, catching every word, and an-
swering with their terrified hodies:

“We understand, Gimpel, we understand . . . you . .
moon... and the field ... ..”

Benye was crying, and his tears blended with the moonlight,
which Gimpel and Simkhe Plakhte were absorbing.
And the dreaminess that came wafting from behind the moon

Wwas spun about the shadowy men, and they were all living the same
secret life.

. and the



A M ombw e oWty YT AR R M
PYPEIPT T ED PR DPNT BUNM [T PRUTRD LB
> ' (EPORPYER SUD,
MY AT LG PETWD D L Phyeen  prerrwe T
WD 2w LLmsb
TIPSR 1 BT TP W LB 2T yUpR 4
PR yEOR_gru IR pUyezu ogm preed g oee
2 BRI T
A PD LEWMTYLTR TR INn  pvpeshmws o p
[TEVD TpUUENY 3PN IYEVRETME wNT 25 P own
5 EypEhma R po phR mty ogaa vogm

ponnna ox9 3
UDEPPYTN TR DN Do 7B TR ™R 3P o1 4
N OTR pSUPmTE T BT am13 T e wpatp n

ey geomey L EEYR P WINPT Py
PR L,TTUR W PR BRI TN -
o5 PR oBOM TR Jh o L, o ool
LDITM R D Gu PR peste mrhps o oo anva
RETIE T L S S S I S
‘ PN oD 2 O3 oW
DIOTINIYISTR SSNIND IN SN ENT PRYR oNT W A
PROPR OROT 1D EDEIEYR GWR 7T oW yups N
SPTYT W LR LTRSS S ENYINY TP TR proyD Uy
L ben o weuEy LTV BT R 3me o o ol
JhInT DN ON
IO YR T DVRETR B O LN LN, K
DD TR mpmIOTR PPy o el
BNT SN MPTE T LINDT ONT LN T oTN oMy <
2hyn S e Imy o TUN (TR
SYPIER Gmsem BT mneemst a PR G N 39
PN IR R 7D pREh T mopenR 1 [ oy o
1T OTD R D P2 INDOUND IR W DTy B \
TAVIER 3R P m"r;
abzpoy b W o jeevtwa poseema pgimom
i TR TW BT PO MS YT IR, SETNSUTES (N Y
SFLEID TPTIOYTRY YT ¥ BB WD FTTT T S
-

STER M EYSRETPDT (2T 7N O ST
£/ =5y yIg1 1 (PIUPMT [T (SN SRS PEPNEIWD T ¢ -
T PPRUITY YT PO BRI MBI NI nenp ¢
L MeTa TN TR R P PTEY ONN TP KPS BT
' ' oYM e e o ebowe
e SRR PR DD SN DNUDIENUN BT VP ow
S DITTND L IRTP IR PTIN BIURPITR T T BN SRy
« JORUR3 1 BT

~p

5

The Cow
The cow came out of the stable and trotted off.

The cow was so overcome with loneliness that she started out to
wander through the world, into her diaspora.

She wandered from one place to the next, and wherever she came
she saw that life was a tobubobu, waste and wild.

In the daytime, she would sleep in the shade of a willow tree or
in a birch grove, and at night in a ditch by the side of the road.

But the cow spent most of her nights wandering about.

Benye once awoke from his sleep, and in the darkness he crept
over to the window and saw, far, far away, at the edge of the carth,
looming against the sky, the cow, trotting along.

All alonc, holding her head up, her cars taut, and her tail tucked
between her legs.

She wandered along, a pious cow, a tsaddik, listening to the
sorrows of the world. )

And then, one moonlit night, she suddenly trembled, her eyelids
opened, and in a far land, on a riverbank, she saw seven lean cows,
her ancestral mothers! e 1
They were lit “up by the moon, haughty and helpless, and the
strength of the earth was coursing through their bones with a hor,
stormy darknes.

Their big bones stuck out like chunks of wood, and their rigid
bovine eyes took in the entire world, for even cows yearn for the
silent earth, they envy the mountains that stand quietly, and even
cows curse the day they were born.

The cow’s legs collapsed beneath her, and in the middle of the
night she lay down, bellowing and lamenting that she had ever been
created . ... ’

*
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292 YENNE VELT

Lilith thlecious  sedmehon < 2aQ .

And in the night, Benye was lying on his bed at home, as in a deep
grave. He was barely breathing, and he was drenched with sweat,
he lay among the foul rags, disheveled and stretched out like a car-
cass.

He held out his hands in the darkness, trying to grab on to some-
thing, to kecp from falling, a stench arose from him and the drool
was running from his mouth.

_Benve, the saine of his generation, was drooling.

Hc untangled his hands from the darkness, and he stretched his
hands into the darkness, but then he quickly pulled them back.

Benye seemed to have touched someone next to his bed.

He peered deep into the room. Someone was really standing not
far from him, a stiff shape, a tall, warm shape.

Benye sat up in terror.

It was obviously a female, her hips and breasts were curving out
of the stiff, black cloth.

He asked her softly:

“What arc you doing here>”

She didn’t answer. Slowly, unhurriedly, she walked over to the
door, where she turned around to face him and remained standing
in that position.

A yellow radiance poured through the room like a fine dust.

“Benye,” she said, “once you summoned me.”

Her voice was burning hot, it was lulling and it drew his body to
her.

ul?n

“Yes, once, when vou were still a little boy.”

Benye stuck out his tangled beard.

“I? I was a little hoy>"

“Yes, yes, Benve, vou were wandering around the cows in pas-
ture, vou had a big swollen belly and calflike eves. Do you remem-
ber> Whenever a bull would lust for a cow, you would wring your
hands, and weep in pain, and start counting on vour fingers to see
how many years it was till you could marry.”

Benye began recollecting, but he didn’t want to answer.

venye, you summoned me then.... But I don’t come to little
children,” and she added with a smile: “Now you're a solid adult, a
man . ... A strong, handsome man . . . . Handsome and dear! |
want to put my head on your young chest . . . . I want your hot
hands embracing me, darling! 1 want to feel the fresh breath of
your body . ...

Benye's calflike eves bulged in the dark. He stammered:

“Woman, you must be mistaken.”

“Look,” she cried ecstatically, “you’re the only man for me!
Look at my fresh young body . ..."”

And wordlessly she began tearing off her clothes.

“Benye, my hips are still chaste, virginal, solid, and my thighs arc
supple and straight. ... The nipples of my breasts arc stiff, and my
breasts have never suckled a child.... never suckled.... never
suckled . . ..”

And she wept with passion, wept, glowed, and her naked body
sparkled in the yellow darkness, like the scales of a serpent.

Benye heard the benumbing voice, and in the yellow twilight he
saw her, Lilith, standing at the door, bending slightly, her hands over
her head, framed in the doorposts.

Benye grabbed the sides of the bed and clenched his tecth. He
felt drawn to her. He was choking, and suddenly he screamed, and
an alien voice yelled out of him:

“Get out! Get out of my house!”

He started throwing the rags and the pillows at her.

“Go away, you monster!”

He spat, tore his shirt, all at once he sprang from the bed and, in
confusion, began beating his head and his chest.

Lilith stood at the door in silence, staring gravely with a grave
smilc on her lips. She was waiting until Benye calmed down,

“You whore! Get away!”

Benye realized he was practically naked in front of this woman,
so he jumped back into bed, pulling the covers over him, closing his
eyes, and turning his face to the wall.

He groaned softly.

Lilith stood there quietly for a while, then she slowly tiproed
over to him, and gently tickled his armpit.

Benye bit his lips, the pleasure ran through his entire body, every
nook and cranny. He wouldn’t turn around, but he gradually
stopped groaning.
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Lilith sat down on his bed, smiled, and began tickling the soles of
his feet.

It was so delicious that it dazed him.

Benye knew that Lilith was sitting next to him, so he held back
his deep laughter, and lay there as mute as a wooden beam.

She began stroking his hair, and her slender fingers curled up the
disheveled strands. He couldn't bear it anymore, hc turned around
to her, and his thick yellow teeth were grinding with his sweet suf-
ferings.

He tittered like an old goat: “Darling, sweetest ... !”

Lilith said: “Your beautiful face drives me crazy, Benye, darling!
Don’t smile at me like that!”

Suddenly Benye realized it was Lilith, and he started laughing
and grinding his teeth all the harder, to drive her away.

She moved away from the bed.

“You slut!”

He leaped after her, dropping his rags in his excitement, but she
managed to elude him.

“I'm going get you, Lilith,” he shouted, “I'm going get you.”

Benye dashed after her through the yellow light, storming like a
wind, panting, screaming, until he caught her with his right hand,
in a corner.

He dug his brown, dirty fingers into her white body and thrust
his tangled beard into her face. Lilith curved away from him, but
he pressed her closer and yelled with foaming lips:

“Deborah, you Deborah, you!”

For his dead wife’s name was Deborah.

Lilith tried to fight back. She was delighted, but she fought back.
Suddenly she grabbed his dirty beard and kissed him so hard on the
thick parched lips that Benyc nearly fell over, then she lifted him
up on her hot shoulders and carried him off to his bed . . ..

“Oh God! Oh God! And the rooster hasn’t crowed!”

It grew dark in the room, their breath merged, sparks were flash-
ing in the darkness, and slippery limbs were wrapped around the
body with green eyes, and with a faint flickering . ... There is no

salvation, oh God!

And Benye was struggling, he didn’t know with whom, he fell
down and rcached out in the darkncss to take hold of something, he
dashed off the bed, but it was quict in the room, and no one was
there.

And his blood stopped in his veins, it curdled, froze.

Lilith, fresh, young Lilith, the wife of Satan, had killed him.

Adam’s first wife.

Benye dragged himself across the room, climbed up on the oven,
and then climbed down again. He sat naked, as he was, on the floor,
sat and sat, and then stood up again with his head drooping, crept
over to the pail of water, thrust in his hands, and then kept drag-
ging around the room....

He stumbled over to the door and opened it. The cold air re-
freshed him. He opened the door to the porch and stepped out. A
cold, silvery blueness enveloped his face and naked body.

At first he didn’t notice that a Jew was standing there with a sack
and a staff in his hand—it was one of the three guests that had once
visited him, and now the man touched his hand.

“Benye, you didn’t resist!”

enye remained cold, he didn’t care, but then all at once he
turned to the guest, and his eyes filled with blood:

“Thieves! Damn you all!”

And he burst into moans:

“Why don’t you leave me alone?! You monsters!”

And he dashed back into the house, grabbed a stick of wood, and
ran out again to;the porch. But the guest was gone.

Benye hurried down the road after him.

Leah welvaot “’/aéouc_,.

Grandmother was sitting at the window, and the girl sat opposite
hér,'pale, with a book in her lap. Bending over to the old ear, she
asked:

“Is he handsome?”

“A delight, Leah, he’s out of this world.”

“And where is he, Grandmother?”

“He lives alone in his home, secluded and remote, where there are
no people.”

“Alone, all alone?”

“Yes, he walks around, all alonc, in the ancicnt woods.”

The cool blue fires of evening drew around the world, frozen
and fine, making reality look like a dream.
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And | Leah, Levi's daughter, longed for kt\h_c_AMgs'sj‘gb;Thc long pale
face that the guests had spoken about floated like a radiance
through the vast house.

She felt it in the rustle of the cmpty rooms.

She avoided the large mirrors on the walls, she was frightened of
the dim reflections of the furnishings.

“Maybe he’s resting somewhere with that hidden face of his.”

Levi remained in the dim room, more somber every day. He kept
silent, stopped in his tracks, not knowning why.,

L.eah would avoid him, and if they met she would lower her cyes.
She wanted to tell him something, but she couldn't find the words.
She wanted to tell her father, Levi Patashnik:

“Father, I have to go to him .. ..”

And her father would reply:

“Silly! Respectable girls aren't pious, girls shouldn’t be pious at
all.”

But she would retort:

*“No, Papa, I'm not pious at all.”

He would then leap up and shout:

“Well, then what do vou want?”

“I want to go to him. [ have to go to him.”

“But he doesn’t exist, silly!”

“I'know he does exist, he bas to.”

And her father came closer and stroked her hair-

“But Leah, I'm old. What will T do all by mysclf>”

She didn’t answer, she had nothing to say.

“Don’t go away, Leah darling, don'tgo ...”

But at lunch they would sit like mutes, never uttering a word.
Levi would mumble somcthing in his beard; he was afraid to
express what he was thinking. He threw the dishes. . . . Got up in
the middle of the mcal and angrily hurricd to his room.

At the table, they could scnse someone, a third person, who
drove them apart.

And haunting days and nights wore by, without rest or sleep.

It was past midnight. Leah was wandering through the rooms,
dressed only in a nightshirt.

The place where the visitors had spoken his name, that was
where He must be . . . .

The rooms were filled with a silent darkness. He couldn’t be
heard. The place where the visitors had stood was empty.

She slowly opened a door into the next room.... Half-naked,
holding a candle, Levi was standing there, bending into the open
cabinet .. . counting, counting. . .,

Leah quietly hurried to bed and began weeping, whispering in-
comprehensible words to Him . . . to Him . . . .

And one evening she put on her coat, took her umbrella. Silently
she crept out of the house, never to come back again. ... Ourside it
was raining . . ..

At the corner, a squirc was standing, with a feather in his hat, a
rifle over his shoulder, and a drenched hound on a leash.
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In the Forest

Simkhe Plakhte and Gimpel Zaskevitser were lying by the hut in
the woods, which were blue deep into the thickets.

The fir trees were stretching out their strong branches, hung
with cobwebs, and the redness of evening was dripping from them.

The sun was just going down.

Dark Jews were passing between the trecs, they were soaked in
the redness and dipped in the shadows.

No foot had ever trodden through the forest. What were these
Jews in furs doing here, with their lambskin hats and their staffs,
walking in single-file, foolish, hidden? If they met anyone, they
would slip behind the trees.

“Maybe they’re Cabbalists,” said Gimpel.

“Hey! Out of my woods!” velled Simkhe into the thickets.
“Out!”

The Jews vanished for a short spcll into the bushes.

“They’re giving him a hard time, they're making fun of Benye!”

“Is Benye one of them?” asked Gimpel.

llYes-7|

“A Lamed-vovnik?”

“A Lamed-vovnik.”

“Do the Lamed-vovniks want to turn the world upside-down>"

“Leave me alone, you monster!”
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298 YENNE VELT

They were lying on the earth, chewing straws, wallowing and
talking. :

Where had they driven Benye?

“They drove him to the devil, Gimpel. They tortured him, damn
their eyes!™

“A peasant saw him at night, riding a cow.”

“Really>”

“Is that Cabbalah, too, Simkhe>”

Simkhe Plakhte didn't answer, he sat down, hugging his knees,
and just gazed into the woods.

“Gimpel, you're a fool. Why don’t you go back to town? We
and those people in the trees, we've all got old blood!”

“So what>”

“So old blood stinks.”

Gimpel propped himself up on his elbows and cocked his ears,

“If only you didn't talk so much, vou monster. All those men
among the trees bear the yoke in silence, like an old forest, But you
talk too much, Gi . 00 much.”

y mind has worn me out, Simkhe.”

“Too much mind, you're right.”

After a silence, Simkhe Plakhte began talking again,

“Now once I was a Hassidic rabbi, I had a large, pious following,
I delved into the secrets of the Torah. But then | couldn’t stand it
anymore, I fled here, to this hut.”

“Why couldn’t vou stand 3"

“There was no one I could really talk to, Gimpel. Too much in-
tellect!”

And Simkhe turned red with anger, leaped up, and yelled at the
Jews in the thickets:

“Hey! Get out of my forest! Out!”

And then he said to Gimpel:

“That’s my forest. It’s grown up around me. My forest. If you
want to come to me, you have to Pass through the thickets, walk
between the trees, on tiny paths, and you'll find me at home in my
hut. Gimpel!” He took hold of Gimpel's jaw. “Don’t come to me in
a storm. I, Simkhe Plakhte, would be struggling along with the
forest, and every dead bird would be lying dead here, right here, in
my heart.”

“You must be important, Mr. Simkhe.”

“Important>” cried Simkhe Plakhte. “Some day, they’ll be
coming to me in carriages!”

Gimpel broke in excitedly:

“Really? When?”

“When our friends in the Wwoods are no longer in the world.”

“Oh really> And who'll come?”

“Not snotnoses like you. There’ll be others coming. Lusty men.”

Meanwhile, 2 Lamed-vovnik came up behind them, a tiny little
Jew, a famished creature, He asked for water.

“What do you need water for>”

The Lamed-vovnik in his meekness answered:

“To drink.”

“So go, you little creep, to the right, you'll find a little spring,
drink, and praise God, but don’t come to me.”

The little man walked off wordlessly into the darkness of the
forest.

It was very late now. The dew was settling on the grass. Gimpel
was stretched out, with his head in his hands, staring at a beetle
crawling through the haulms,

Simkhe went over to the hut, he sat down on a log and sprinkied
seeds for the pigeons. The Lamed-vovniks, somewhere deep among
the trees, were finishing their evening prayers, they began scattering
again one by one, each with his winter hat and his secret.

Each one chose a tree in some corner, sat down all by himself
beneath the branches, slipped one sleeve into the other, and waited.
What does a Lamed-vovnik wait for?

Perhaps for Him, the man sitting at the gates of Rome.

His footsteps are burnt out by fire in the high mountains.

He'’s taking His time, the man born in torment, but He has to
come any day now, He has to come.

A dry darkness was burning in the woods. The leaves were softly
veiling the trees. Here and there, glowworms were glowing. Gim-
pel was all rolled up in the grass, sound asleep.

Simkhe was sitting at the threshold of his hut, his burning blue
eyes flashing into the forest.

A dull heaviness hung over the trees.

A cry rang out deep in the forest. A Lamed-vovnik was singing
tearfully with an old, hoarse voice, lamenting, wiailing from the
forest darkness, and it was mirrored in his voice, the way he lay
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300 YENNE VELT

there, with his face to the carth, bowing to the old sacred city
which had been destroyed:

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

We hung our hearts on your walls,

We built you with our tears,

Your stones are our bodies

And our eyes—your caves.

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

City of priests, of kings and prophets,
You lament over us like a storm,

And tear the blood from our burnt hearts.

We bear the voke upon our bony shoulders
Of your towers and your bridgcs,
And with the foxes of Your ruins
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jerusalem!

we grieve:

With his burning blue eves, Simkhe Plakhte peered sharply into
the darkness. The voice choked, it was throttled in the thickets.

Suddenly Simkhe leaped up as though something had bitten him.
He turned his broad shoulders, stretched out his arms, clenched his
fists, and let out a scream that was cast in copper:

“Crows, hey crows!”

And he dashed up a tree, like a cat, soft, and with sharp nails,
grabbed hold of the branches, and then leaped from tree to tree,
from one trectop to the next . . . A

In the stillness, he glided over the heights of the forest, screaming
through the night, waking the birds and storming, as before the
start of day.

Lord Vrublevsky

Lord Vrublevsky had a Palace near the town of Lebereve,

In the evening, people could sec him walking around in the vast
blue ficlds, a tall, thin man, with his riflc over his shoulder, and a
long hound running ahcad of him on a leash, Gloomy and
lonesome, he would wander over his ruined estates.

Benye’s mill was his property.

The woods, his ancient woods, were standing ready to be

chopped down, and his villages, all ruins, lay in the valleys with
protruding beams, like petrified birds.

Lord Vrublevsky, at night, would take his dog and poke around
the Jewish villages, looking round in the farms, peering into win-
dows, cavesdropping.

He fancied Jewish girls!

He had 2 marble palace, it was empty, the beds were untouched,
the heavy curtains drawn across the windows, and he, the lonesome
master, wandered through the biye fields, poking around, eaves-
dropping ... The palace stood empty. But at times, once 2 year,
the windows would light up, the flames of large lamps would flash
through it, and the palace would resound haughtily in the night.
Lord Vrublevsky was celebrating.

And now, what was he after?

Walking through the darkness almost every night, looming

firmly against the blue sky, the Gentile was seeking a salvation for
his Gentile soul. T e L e B

And once, in early winter, during his nightly wanderings,
came to the edge of the sky and met the angry guest, Ber Ben-
Tsippe, walking out of the world,

Ber, the dark, angry vagabond. They faced one another, stone-
still, like two gray wolves.

Vrublevsky’s dog, about to pounce upon the vagabond, remained

in midleap, with his front Paws raised and his body stretching
through the ajr.

And Jewish hatred clashed with Gentile hatred.
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deity, at the tin crown suspended over him.

Towns.... Touns. . ..

Rainy days had come. The lietle Jewish towns were shaking, housc
against house. The muddy streets were rocking, the ancient roofs,
one atop the other, were dancing with the thick rains, swaying back
and forth, gray and soaked,

Shoemakers were banging their hammers. Bathhouses were heated
up, chimne_vswecps were standing on the roofs.

From White Russia to Zhamut, from Zhamue to Lithuania, the
little towns banged and yelled to one another, like huge clocks scat-
tered across the plains . . . .

Draymen traveling through the countryside heaved their shoul-
ders against their wagons, which were heavily loaded down.

Psalms were recited in al| homes—a sea of psalms.

Kyril, the Gentile) who took care of the bath, was preparing the
rubbing brooms for the pre-Sabbath cleansings on Friday. He sat,
sickly, on the ground, staring at his big toes. He Wwas tormented by
the mystery of creation.

Velve the water-carrier, 2 Lamed-vovnik, was walking with his
shoulder board on his back, drudging with his body to understand

And he raised the long tangles of his beard up to the sky:

“Velve, is that you, Velve>"

And the two drudging sains conversed from roof to ground,
comforting one another in the midst of their toil, looking at one an-
other, but their thoughts were somewhere else.

“Motte, hey Motte!”

The tall, thin cap-makers were measuring the peasants for
enormous caps, Gittel, the beadle’s wife, was standing at the win-
dow, casting down food to the magpies. Hammers were clanging in
smithies.

Big, silent blacksmiths in leather aprons were standing and dream-
ing, in the tiny smithies, they were so tall they looked as if they
might surge through the roof at any moment.

Seven silent blacksmiths in Zhamut, Lamed-vovniks.

But unexpectedly, and gradually, there came 2 hush—tick-tock,
tick-tock, and then nothing.

Velve stood there with his beard raised to the roof.

The magpie was unable to fly down from the pig.

The draymen on the roads stood up straight, rubbed their eyes,
and gaped all around. A peculiar hush,

And from the foggy fields, into the lictle town, M
ing on his cow.

shred of clothing was hanging from his naked body, his miry
feet were dragging along the ground, one hand was holding on to
the back of the cow, the other was clutchin —a piece ay.

The rain ran down his body in muddy drops.

And Benye'’s eyes? Like the eyes of a pike when it’s hauled in
from the water.

The cow-with her craning neck, with her stiff tail between her
legs, was carrying a man more dead than alive, heavy and worn
out—an atonement for a cow, for grave sins, for a wretched life.

And Benye was babbling, rattling to her from his parched
throat. . ..

Benye was riding through the little Jewish towns with the u'ding
on his lips.

Velve, moaning, heaved the pails up on his shoulders. The narrow
streets began shaking inside, from house to house.

The hammers were clanging in the smithies,

Kyril sat there, staring at his big toes, and all at once his calflike
cyes opened wide and he saw:

Somewhere on 2 main road, there ﬂ&!n“a&igm\ciusiﬁisgiked

by the rains,

%ﬁm it, Jesus came climbin od’s son, he looked
around at the autumn fields Mdm_&moﬁ through the
——=_ = UI€ autumn fields, s g

world.
e

On the Way

Leah traveled by train, by wagon, on foot, and everywhere she met
shrunken Jews, who spoke to her compassionately. They were
standing along the main roads, but Leah didn’t need the signposts,
she knew the way instinctively.

The fine autumn drizzles splashed through the ragged mists, and
the clay squeaked underfoor.

Once, at a crossroads, she ran into a village tailor, huddled under
an ancient crucifix.

The wooden cross was leaning over him, like 2 weeping willow
branch, the kind used in the Sukkoth ccremony. A tin garland was
artached to the wood, and inside it, nailed to the cross, hung Jesus.

The painted deity had faded in the rains, his loincloth was rot-
ting, and it fluttered in the wind.

Leah stopped suddenly. Jesus and He, both had been thrown
down from heaven. Who knows, perhaps He too would be hung up
on crossroads for the sins of mankind>!

The wind blew apart the ends of the black shawl that stifly en-
veloped her white face. Her widened eyes ' gaped at the worn-out

-.’
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34 YENNE VELT.

“Is that God>"

Leah trembled, with tears in her cyes she stared at him anc
absorbed the  solitude of the crucified Jesus.

The ailor, half-dazed replied:

“Daughter, the cross gocs throughout the world, from land t
land, like a shadow of God, it is the gospel of Him who has tc
come, He will pass through gallows and crosses . . . through deac
forests . . touvs....

The tailor broke off, dissolving in tears. He huddled more intc
himself under the cross, frozen and soaked through; shuddered witl
muffled sobs and wiped the tears on his siceve.

“My daughter, I have been sitting right herc under this cross for
twenty years now, waiting. It keeps rotting and bending more anc
more from year to year. ... But He. .. He doesn’t come.”

The tailor drew up his knees, buried his head in his lap, and fell
silent.

Leah, willy-nilly, and with a heavy heart, bent down before the
cross and murmured somcthing, praving quietly, whispering
wordlessly, and the wind toyed with Jesus’ loincloth.

A man came walking down the road, Vrublevsky. In his green
hunting outfit, he looked like spring dew on the autumn field. His
black cyves sparkled like pitch, he stopped before 1eah, stood there
mute, and began undressing her with his cyes.

Leah, terrified, began to back away. She thought the man had
suddenly leaped down to her from the cross.

The tailor was huddicd up, he didn’t turn around, he seemed
unaware of the aristocrat’s arrival.

Leah, blanching, ran out into the ficld, she tried to scream but
couldn’t, and she fclt the aristocrat behind her, following her.
coming closer .. ..

The cldest guest appeared on the road. Calm, and with great
strides, he went over to Leah, took her hand, and gently led her to
another road.
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Stmmkbe Plakhte Says That Gimpel Is Right

Indeed, why should Simkhe Plakhte care:—The Hassids yearn for
their Spil’in;ﬂ leader the rebbe, and come to him like calves to their
mother's nipples.

There were two old Hassids sitting at the reader’s desk in the
synagogue, talking about the rebbe’s deserting them and going off
to the woods.

But why should Simkhe Plakhte care?

He was lying on his fur in a trectop like 2 stork in its nest, and
the wreaths of smoke from his pipe were curling up to the sky.

The lush countryside faded far away into a foggy blueness.

The streams gurgled along, through the fields, up and down the
hills, the way people go to God over mountainous roads, uphill and
downhill, to God.

You, oh vou, who are so overcome by the world that God yells
out of you, vou, the terror of the ficlds echoes in vour bones, it
echoes in your voice, why should you really care, after all?

Isn’t Man a vanished forest, an upheaved stone> Doesn’t Man
wash by, like a wave over God, like water over the shores?

Gimpel, oh Gimpel. We have to curse God, because the sea is
more beautiful than God! !

Yes, Hassidism is a.heroic cloak, but I, Simkhe Plakhte, go about
naked! '

No one opened up for me, and I stepped in all alone and did not
find soul, only a steamy field and laughing earth in my body....

And as long as I, this clod of world, have a loaf of bread in my
shack and a sheepskin, why should 1 care?

And singing proudly, he climbed ‘down from the tree, danced off
into his shack and flung open the window.

“Holiday! Holiday!”

He kicked off his bast shoes and sprang like a goat, intoxicated
with the summer.

Look! The body is a motherly earth! Does the earth breathe:
Doesn’t the misty earth live, doesn’t she think?

No one opened up for me, and I stepped in.
Raw, irritated branches,

‘Soaked moss,

fragrances, like faraway violins,

blood,

sleepy stones.

That is a strong, radiant wecping from me, Simkhe Plakhte,
through dampnesses, wails, roots, veins, sucking out the fragrances,
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306 YENNE VELT

benumbing, crushing marrow, and passing, passing, like light in all
things.

Gimpel, oh Gimpel, we have to curse God, because a bird is
more beautiful than God!

And then a peasant girl trudged past with a bundle of wood on
her back. She didn’t sec Simkhe although she sensed a man nearby.
and he beamed proudly, with his rosy eyes shining, delighted at
what he saw.

The tawny breasts were fresher than the forest, her bare feet.
with their springtime gait in the high grass, hurried to the window.

Simkhe laughed, a laugh like thunder, and he yelled out:

“Hcy, Marilia! Haven't you scen, haven't vou looked ar God?”

And the strapping, radiant peasant girl answered: “What haven't
I seen, what haven’t I looked at!”

He leaped through the window, took her in his arms, danced
with her, and spun her around.

The peasant girl laughed, struggled, tickled him saucily, and they
tumbled down into the grass, heady with the wet earth like trees in
springtime, and their hot faces drank up the cold dew of the grass
haulms. ...

Gimpel, oh Gimpel, the mountain has no power of conception!

Yes, Simkhe had been a saint among the Hassids, he was the piety
of the world, and perhaps, who can say, he might have been the
Messiah of the House of David.

He committed no sins,

He knew no hatred,

He knew no love,

He never desired or needed justice,
No war,

No peace.

While the earth was raging in his blood, and his limbs were scat-
tered by God among the trees in the forest, the waters, the cattle at
pasture, the fields and the plains.

Gimpel, perhaps you're _right, the world exists and man does not
exist!

And he came with heavy strides, Simkhe Plakhte, into the thicket,
and stopped by a dark meadow in the forest.

The earth shook dull beneath him, something was working dully

on the dark, isolated meadow, a writhing of clods of earth, tree
stumps, a silent joining of unmolded limbs.

And now, a heavy piece of coarse cloth stirred, and then crept
grossly, crept from the earth, a cruel, gray, earthen head was creep-

The gray eyelashes—nettles; the eyes—waters; the nose—earth;

tangled hair—like branches; tecth—stony; and the lolling tongue—
clay. ;
Not grieving, not smiling.

And now, slowly, the head was creeping forth, stuck without a
neck on the wooded shoulders, his chest matronly, and his arms,
twisted into thc trees of the forest, intertwined with the roots and
herbs, it spread out to Simkhe.

And then out from the earth all the way to the knees, but still in-
terkneaded with the motherly ficld, and the clay tongue snuffled
something to Simkhe in the eternal language, and he, understanding
the blossoming voice, fell into the crooked lap and nestled in the
bosom, disheveled and stirred up, like a bird in a storm. . ..

And suddenly Simkhe felt a radiant presence overhead, he was so
intoxicated he could barely open his eyes: The Prophet of Tashbe
was standing next to him, looking like the eldest guest. The vener-
able old man was not grieving, not smiling. He barely grazed
Simkhe’s shoulder:

“Simkhe, son of Stetye, what is the matter>”

And Simkhe burst into tears and tumbled upon the earth’s lap:

“Oh, God! I want to live, why did you make me a human being:
I want to live, live....”

The Great Assembly

In the middle of the night, the Lamed-vovniks gathered at Benye's
home. Simkhe came too. A scant fire stick was burning by the oven.

The Lamed-vovniks trudged into the room, the water-carriers
with their yokes on their shoulders, the chimneysweeps with their
brooms, the draymen holding their whips.

Gimpel, a heretic, was not permitted to attend. But he began
hollering, and so the Lamed-vovniks had to give in.

K
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38 YENNE VELT

The eldest guest put his bag on the tablc, and then sat down
gravely and rested his hcad in his hands.

The Lamed-vovniks sat down on the benches and the beds, others

The scven silent men sat down on onc beneh in a corner, big.}
strong, tan Jews in large fur coats—the seven from Zhamut.
Kyril, the Gentile in charge of the bathhouse (Abraham son of (
Isaac), stretched our at the threshold. He too was a LLamed-vovnik.
that was visible in the darkness were the tangled hicards,
the ragged knees, and eyecs filled with a turbid fire.

Simkhe was sitting somewhere, hidden, with his pipe in his
mouth.

The hot leaden air weighed down on the heads, it smelled of the
sweat on furs and bodies, and a sorrow was gnawing deep inside the

hairy chests.
The cldest gucst,; ;V;iathc son_of Bird, quietly asked for po-

liteness’ sake:

“Where is the host>”

Gimpel, who had been waiting for this, blurted out:

“The host is away-, he's ridden off on a cow.”

No one replicd.

Wolf raised his head and looked at the others. They were sitting
crowded together, around the room. The silent ones were silent, the
oven-sitters stuck out their heads. Wolf cleared his throat, ap-

arently about to speak: A
: sters and mgndszzé“ég;ai;a‘\<,& leee . Lk
But the air suddenly turned foul, the Jews looked every which |
way, Wolf held his nosc and peerced around. A tiny Lamed-vovnik,
upon whom suspicion fcll, defended himself:

“I swear, as surc as I'm a Jew, it wasn't mc!”

It was the same one who had asked Simkhe for a drink of water \
in the forese. T
olf began speaking. His voice was barcly audible, and the Jews
craned their necks, amazed, hanging on his every word.

“Oh, the sadness that comes to Him, with the long pale
face from eternity to cternity!

“He wanders abour in the ten scfiror,
“Secks to join the body,
“But,

“But the body is mere clay, the members unmolded,
“No arms or legs.

“And the long pale face wanders from etemnity to eternity.”

Wolf was breathing heavily, he buried his face in his hairy hands,
and in a trembling voice, he spoke deeply, as though to himself:

“Who lacks the Divine Image?

“The scas have the shape of etcrnity.

“The earth and the heavens have the shape of eternity.

“The stars drift from eternity to eternity.

“Only Man does not have the Divinc Image.” v

And Wolf racked and began wecping and spoke:

“Man on earth is seeking his face!

1) “He thought that Adam was his image, but Adam did not know
the torment of being born.
7) “He thought - that Moses was his image, but Moses did not know
the torment of being killed.
-5) —He thought that Jesus was hisimage, Jesus of Nazareth ...."

Tears were pouring from the seventy-two gaping eyes, the listen-
ers sat with bated breath, with open mouths, drawn irresistibly to
him. Wolf sighed and then spoke faintly:

“And here, Man stumbled.”

Kyril, the son of Fedot, was sitting at the threshold with his head
drooping, his fists rubbing away the tears. His heart was heavy.
Someone, a drayman, jabbed him to make him stop, they couldn’t
hear. Kvril kissed the hand that had jabbed him, and stretched out
his arms beseechingly.

Adl at once, Wolf began talking in a loud angry voice, pounding

the table, rocking to and fro:
“Crosscs stand on all roads, and on them hangg Jesus! )

“w v, &
'Woe to_us, men 'ha\e sinne y_have gon m so _that he
would be tormente 4
nd he, the fool, he took the gallows and went up to Golgotha.

“Men say: We have sinned, now someone must come to be
tormented.
“Crosses stand on all roads, and on them hangs the Messiah, and
the Messiah is nailed to them.
“And so they call him Messiah. "ok
l ~Woe, the world has become clean, and the world has been puri-
fied, because he, the Messiah, hangs on all roads.”
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310 YENNE VELT

Gimpel shot up like a spring, propped his hands on the table, and
screamed with all his might:

“I protest!”

The Lamed-vovniks stood up, terrificd, no one knew what was
going on. Clambering down from the oven, one of them knocked
over the burning fire stick. In the darkness, they all bumped into
onc another. There was a stampedc, and Gimpcl's shricks drowned
out cverything clsec.

“This isn't scientific! This is fanaticism!”

The Lamed-vovniks were furious. Ber Ben-Tsippe, managed to
grab hold of the “flossafer,” and Gimpel's poor bones cracked in
the darkness:

“Shut your mouth, you shrimp, or I'll smash you!”

And the scven silent men of Zhamut dashed over, the way
powerful rocks plummet in a storm. They roared and pushed.
Someone kindled the fire stick.

Simkhe was still sitting in a corner. He looked at the silent men,
and when he saw that things were going badly for Gimpel, he
slowly got up. The little LLamed-vovnik was standing in his way, he
grabbed his scrawny neck and twisted the creature around, and
then he quietly went over to Gimpel, took his arm and led him
back to the corner.

The silent ones glared at him ficrcely. Ber grumbled into his
beard, but they still felt reverence for Simkhe——though they weren't
sure why.

The Lamed-vovniks sat down again in their places, Wolf didn’t
even turn, he had propped his head on his elbows the whole time as
though not noticing anything.

It was already late at night, the exhausted men were dying to go
to slecp, but Wolf wouldn’t begin. A tall, skinny beanpole of a
man, the one who had spokcen to Levi Patashnik abour the saw, gave
the cldest guest a plcading look. leancd toward him, and said:

“Wolf, can vou hear? Your listencrs are waiting.”

Wolf didn’t answer, and the beanpole was so overcome with
despair that he shrugged his shoulders and sat down again.

The men lost all hope that Wolf would ever speak. They sat
there, wordless and waiting. Simkhe, however, smiled faintly. All at
once, the cldest guest turned, straightened, and looked about for
Ber. It was evidently because of him that he wouldn’t speak.

Ber was holding both hands on the table, he sat there like a log,
his hat slouching over his eyes. 2 A Spee A

Wolf smiled, his face turned radiant, his cyes moist, as though
from a faraway joy. He began rocking with enthusiasm, his voice
became purer and more joyful. The listencrs became more relaxed,
they breathed more easily.

“Listen, bur we say: The Messiah of the House of David does not
atone.

“But we say: Each man must take his gallows and go to‘Gglgothal}

—by himself, and every_beam must.be. taken from the wall, and every
tree from the forest, for we shall hang oursclves on all roads.

“Wel™ S w1

Wolf pointed his finger, he had broken into a strong chant of
deep joy and enthusiasm.

h“Gallows stand on all roads, and we are the ones hanging on
them.

‘ “The blood running down the wood of the crosses burns like an
impure sunset.

“Our blood, our blood, is running down the wood of the crosses.

“And from this blood, He shall arise—the Messiah of the House
of David!”

But now it happened, the thing that Wolf was afraid of. lum-
bered off his bench like an ox, red, with bloodshot eves. Hishouth
was foaming, he couldn’t speak. ’

The Lamed-vovniks retreated into the corners, and he began
scurrying around the room. Suddenly, he stopped, dashed over to
the table, and pointed at his own chest:

“Wez! We?!”

And he wrung his hands at the cciling, clenched his fingers, and
let out a dark roar that sounded as if it came from under the earth.

“Scoundrels! For whom?! Scoundrels!”

And he ran amuck around the table, pounding the benches with
the full strength of his fists:

rt

‘Revenge! That’s what! Revenge for little children. Revenge for
blood.”

A dreadful hush fell upon the room. Gimpel was so terrified he
slipped behind Simkhe. The quiet Lamed-vovniks wept, whining
into their beards, and Ber tore himself bloody, tore the hair from
his head, and yelled:

“We want blood!”

-3
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312 YENNE VELT

He grabbed the little Lamed-vovnik on whom suspicion had fall-
en earlier. The Lamed-Vovnik writhed and struggled in his hands.
Ber clutched his mouth:

comical  “You rebel, did vou draw blood: \V hy didn’t vou draw blood?”

LY
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SO RSN 10 D 37, hao ek exp o1 o
CW I EUWND BP9, 0n px yew e ¢ e

And Ber spat in his face. The little Lamed-vovnik twisted out of
his hands, barely alive; he quictly crepe into a corner and wiped his
face on his sleeve, on his coattails, on a cloth, there was so much
spit on it. Ber didn’t quict down. The others were terrified. they
hugged the walls, Kyril crawled under the bed, frightcned that Ber
would take vengeance on him for the Gentiles.

Suddenly, Simkhe got up, totally pale, his eves gaping.

“Look!”

He pointed at the windows. A strong, turbid white light was
glaring through the pancs-_B,ancL\uas;;unninng_Q\\-n the doorposts.
The terrified Lamed-vovniks peered outside, thev could hear the
heavy tolling of a thousand bells,

Ber was the first to run to the window.

Meanwlile, tu=t Afrb
Benye Rides His Cow

And that night, Benyc, riding his cow, rcached the edge of the
world.

The cow dug in her hooves, poked her tormented head and suff
cars into the darkncess, and her tajl curled upward.

Benye sat up straight, stopped hreathing, the life in his heart came
to a halt; he peercd with dark, cmpty cves—gaping holes; his mouth
opened, he gazed and stared into the dark void of the dreadful be-
ginning . . ..

The cow stood with her legs widc apart, the disheveled rider and
the cow looked like one single creature.

The stony landscape, with its huge crags, loomed into the cloudy
emptiness, Far, far off, among the stones, a small silver calf was
standing all by jtsclf, radiating a thin bluencss upon the cdges of the
towering rocks.

Benye gingerly leaned over and peered into the chasm,

This was the chasm where Samacl was falling head-first, heavy as
a stone. Samacl, the Anm Evil; he plunged with outstretched

arms, on and ort; :decper and deepcy, il his long, thin legs thrashed
about, trying to land on something.

And all at once, his onc hand grabbed a crooked thorn just at the
side of the chasm and he twisted his head up to Benye.

His crooked skull was covered with wooly, pitchy hair.

Samacl saw Benye, he gave him an evil smirk, and ground his
long, narrow tecth.

Benyve was astonished, he gaped at him, gaped, and craned his
neck, but suddenly the face looked like that of his brother,

“Levi? Levi the moneylender>”

Samael gazed straight up at Benye. He pressed his thin black lips
together and spat at him—a torrent of gold came pouring out of his
mouth up to the highest edge of the chasm and stopped, he kept
falling headfirst, the Angel of Evil, heavy as a rock, deeper and
deeper, his arms outstretched, his long thin legs trying to catch hold
of something.

The cow stood with her legs wide apart, her body alive with the
terror of the world that has come to naughe. ...
~ AndBenye gaped, gaped with bulging eyes.
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The Spectacle R AN

These things happened in a night without stars or moon. A bit of
light flickered in the fields. No onc knew where it came from.

The tombstones and the thick fresh woods of our graveyards
turned over, and out of the depths came the bones—old men to old
vition men, with wormy beards, women to women, foolish creatures, tiny

children, toddlers.
Hosts of the dead went out on the dimly lit fields, and they

walked along the highways toward the city of Rome. (4 of T usale )

ezelaclo

5P85P}‘5° aza Allin step, all in step.
. ' - Old men to old men, and the wind sighed out of their bones, the
IR VY N 0K TPRD N W 1‘2'}'3 .7“ ':: - lovely girls nestled together, and they were so modest that they
Sy opw povs bov R EUTINDIYI BTD LTI T covered their nakedness with their hands.
SR U - - B - P S B - A 20 L And the little children walked along, like flocks, in order, lamb
re2 PIWINR N0 TFHPN PETD FESR 7PN AEY T . by lamb. _
B NEYOTE M OP IR JE WP R oY Suddenly, an pl(l man halrcq. a mazce of patches, like an old S_ab—
;;1;'9"0'“ - t"b‘ BUSt W ZNPT — WM M oUDD al bath pot, he waited for the children on the roads, the old man liked
! N . pen T deathintheworld: -
o m“’l’, R BT ST, PR B0 -;,m%v;a #The Holy Flock of the Jewish People!” \
- TJJI'I‘D @m"g herds of children replied:
A 2 Y0 7, A PREROTE P T IS “Bagh.bash!” )
PORPOTE PO T?t; N TN R Jeoh fom R e And the old man laughed and laughed, he danced a jig, and
i LT BN U1 W slapped their empty behinds.
Tarann W BN L Eae W oEsw “You little rascals'”
w oD B3N QT BYM CI‘ IR LEUPT W ZUR YN oY At midnight, they arrived in Rome from all parts of the world,
L4 ' g

and the corpses groped the walls of the city—damp walls, they

= - o ve bl A il 5 M} }"5’
B T EPUT E N, TYIT B I L i knocked on the gatcs, but no one would open.

Cems AT P T IR LETR W2 T D npEe .ﬁ}: “What should we do?”

SRS TR PYTRE CDOPN WTWR P W IR T The old men pur their heads together, and the children put their

:'.’ LU TN ppyw M ben O™ oYIRY 3 little shoulders together, and they clambered up the walls, and if a
1o N BB LIYTITE ML,V pvp vy oy W corpse, a good-for-nothing, lost an arm on the way, the hand would
- ) LEopyw & @ Sooyw ¥ stand up, climb on its own strength, and then, clever creature that it
) g e whyew awde was, go through the city by itself. And onc echuted cadaver re-
M WEPIYETTND B P ¥ AL i moved the noose from his neck, and tied on his boot so that it

LIPT T ORTR NTINOp OYT BN TN Y ,m,zz::’vgrfm myeby
sEPn T AR BN TP, jpwRnty o I By oY
' T N —

wouldn’t drop . . ..
And thus they all silently lay down on the rooftops, in the soft
attics, on the warm porches, and thesc heaps of the dead be-

£ DWMIEP EPTPTPWE EEPTINIWD 1 ToD o PRy leagucred the high rowers of the ciry-.
i . - The church bells slowly began swaving, and then tolling heavily
il f thei &. Viee jeaks, howwy ue Sl it she it
: ot their own accord. Vast peals, heavy as stones, fell into the city.
- AV N -N: ’ TR » 5 e R Wy
e S LR S vhn i Y:’t.:“ s '1:9‘! 1 . And a red turbid stream ran down from the bells, looking like
TR PIESTY SpY T PR T mTma N PN blood, oozing down to the carth in heavy drops, drip, drip,

ITPPITIN 3EM R — drip....
PR D M ooyee P wonm) urhe g pn wep Rome! erc s/ +haaztes

— LNZW D RN M ojENEND oMw ey s no e A_corpse was lying under cvery window, a cadaver under every
t;‘J Ty LTI N R :gg‘,‘a o, unm pests bed. The old men. exhausted, sat down in the cradles and covered
I ' l_ ';WD TR PUIONN — themselves with the quilts: Goodnight. Father. And there were two
- olysassy occupants in cvery bed—one living and one lifeless, for brother-

S R LEND TR BN DU T ENTS 1 jpev oy P . g

. _ sty hood. The girls modestly _crept in with _the young boys, for love,
AT 3'!)?1"71’ e R ,"}’.rl:}"“?ﬁ T PRI ?W PP and secretly, silently, they scraped their bony voices and snored

oTRD nhueRY R PSR TID OR LIP TOW into the night:

TR T, W Lyew 8 T B L ZOMIPEIR BN R ‘Vengeance). . . Vengeance . . . Vengeance . . . "

JEITR T Wy "P&J?;"l LMD PRI T VD TR mvar‘)p And far, far away, in the windows of Benye’s house, the Lamed-

r{; '&”‘T“EW RI '-.r:*x PN ENEY B PN TJ-N Baar - Thal vovniks were piled atop one another, breathlessly watchi e

. o2 W W WD ,ERT R yhupe 7 ooww by spectacle. ‘

(7?.‘7 T LD T AT B LT 1R 3RS ]‘NEB‘W 23 er was pressing his hcad against the window, forcing back his
cosf /N by )

SRR STTESTY OUR TT g erh omy ow w .
PO IR IVITRD JEITNN TOPR LTS NS OTOW L,
IREY 1D SOy PINT T TTOTRY LwaNs

tears, and cursing the Christians. The others werce choking and gasp-
ing, they were squeczed into the windows like herrings, with their
eves bulging, and Gimpel stood higher than anyone, peering

. D‘.}“&:'ﬁp " “To3a -w‘m-;,ga MR PR oy ‘ thmugh his ﬁst.‘as though through a telescope.
.,W.‘Jf?,’ yEme -7'3;"""7 W i"‘”—' "IN EPTIIY R D IR A picce of night tolé.opcr]\ f:r thedcity ofl Ro‘;nc,.lrevnling the
- . . < - B a ) spectacle of the bones. Gimpel observed every last detail. .
:“;:D W .-I"'B t>§.:; '.W'l J_T I‘:s:;-::::i; 1:: 3;;;;0: “Look at that virgin!” he cried. “What passion!”  v©O {U/J' (Y2 aN
B172 L RPEED L INY PR TN R BN e v '_ The little Lamed-vovnik ran over to Gimpel and nagged him:
@ERERD  LEND YTV IR TV YT AW e 2 En. “Show me, show me! What is it>!”
oo BNT-ED Gimpel showed him, the Lamed-vovnik clutched at his own
tom -’ beard, screwed up his tiny face, and felt such delight that he
A3 R EPI U TR Mo x urb S e v scracched himself.
SN VPR OEYR TP SBUmNSND I L2 e “Why are vou so excited, friend>” . )
o MR YRR S B % ™ R :.Fxm: The Lamed-vovnik prctcndefi not to hear. Meanwh.lle, the dis-
»EOR YRR N 1P P . e R tance grew darker. the scenes in that depth began fading, all that
= JEP2 TR OEVINDITNT EDETY (3D OJN RN, MPiND was visible now was a white emptiness, far beyond the darkness.
T i psybuTz by L oee x o s 8 Some of the Lamed-vovniks at the windows were dozing off. The
= T k) ™ ¥ W ,',’,‘5‘-2":‘4’13 IO MW SmARI R elder ones, the Cabbalists, were sitting barely conscious, staring at
the white void and saddencd by the long night.
o1 All at once, in the silent ‘brightness, a shape appeared, it was

Benye, he was leading the cow.

Benve was wialking ahead, with the rope in his hand, and the cow
trudged after him. They only reached the mill at dawn.
The cow was carrying a mangled wolf on its horns.
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 The Town Blesses the New Moon

It was a cloudy night in winter. The snow warmly covered the
roofs, and icicles hung from the thin looming trees.

The whole little town was doubly illuminated by the snow and
by the moon.

The Jews came out of their homes, sheathed in furs and wrapped
in scarves. Silently, they moved toward the courtyards of the
synagogues and the white marketplaces to bless the new moon.

Through the dazzling whitencss they trudged like bundles of
rags, past the houses and street corners.

The god of the town was sitting on a low rooftop, an old
scrawny nag with dried-up hooves and a ragged tail behind. ~—
-?
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The Jews clustcred in the marketplaces, rocking to and fro, and
their long shadows stretched across the clean, twinkling spaces of
the streets.

The houses curved their roofs, stretching aloft with their crook-
cd cdges, like fearful humps.

The praying Jews raised their hands to God. The white bony
fingers stretched out, across the moon, and their shadows moved
over the vast, whitc bluenesscs.

The dark shapes of the Jews grew high, they were as thin as
sticks of wood, with their skinny knuckles strctéhing in the snow,
and with their flar heads looming in the sky, and the scrawny, nar-
row hodies swaved across the entire landscape., )

A vearning was blended in the snow, in the squinting cves, and in
the narrow littlc houses, whosc bright crevices stretched out longer
and longer to the sky.

The god of the town stretched out on his low rooftop, trying to
put his front hooves around the moon, which was lving- ready
above the town, like a largc, cold sickle. ’ ’

A group of tall Jews cmerged from a side strect, hunched over,
gloomy, a wordless flock, they made for a corner of the market-
place, and hollcred greetings at one another.

These were the old Hassids of the town, the ones whose spiritual
leader. the rebbe, had recently disappeared. — S am ke

The Jews stretched their hands across the sky, beseeching help
for themselves and salvation for the man who had forsaken other
men and gone to end his lifc in the ficlds and woods.

. The heavy snow echoed out of its bluencss, and a hushed vearn-
ing passed through it from the other side of the world. '

A man who was not celebrating peercd out along the houses, it
was Lord Vrublevsky coming into town, with a lantern in his hand
even though the brightness of the night was dazzling, and the snow
and the new moon were shining with a fresh radiance.

In the Palace

The windows of Lord Vrublevsky's palace were aglow. The Jews
came from the corners of the town, staring in amazement at the
sudden light in the distance and not saying a word to one another.

Terrified, they went back to their homes, still silent, and locked
their doors and shutters.

On the roads, buggies, coaches, and carriages werc streaking
through the night, cracking whips, and racing with a solemn laugh-
ter to Vrublevsky's family celebration.

The huge lamps of the palace were blinding. Footmen were hur-
rying up and down the snow-covered steps, carrving the fur coats
of the guests, whispering busily, bowing and scraping.

Then Prince Lubomirsky arrived with his daughters, and Lord
Vrublevsky welcomed them personally, smiling so politely, bowing,
kissing the fingertips of the lovely girls.

The trains of their French crinolines rustled along the stained
checkered floors, the thick moustaches of noblemen were rocking
in the air.

And the wide doors stood open. the servants were bringing long
platters with spiced geese, cakes, wines in silver buckets.

The impoverished squires were sitting in readiness, holding their
forks, telling jokes, greedily eying the food.

And a Jewish orchestra was playing. i\?o!f, khc cldest guest, who
was standing in front with closed eves, began playing a fiddle. His
soft, tired hand guided the bow, stroking, weeping secretly.

! The prayer of a poor man who was hidden,
‘Q And he poured out his heart to God . . . .

The officers strutted in. fresh and stiff, like roosters, their spurs
sparkling on the floor. and their smiles going out to everyone. They
called to Lubomirsky’s beautiful daughters in the distance.

A pricst with a dry face was walking through the crowd.

The couples presented themselves for the dance. White and pink
ladics in a long row. against the black jackets of the men, their
fingertips met over the heads of the women, the dancers turncd
slowly in a circle, bowing ceremoniously and sometimes whispering
amorous words to one another.

The bottles popped open.

The fat wives of landowners, with big bosoms, were dancing
with young boys, the little gentlemen led them about with both
hands, pressing hard against the bosoms. forgetting everything, and
not abating.

«?
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318 YENNE VELT

The priest halted at the orchestra, listened for a while, and then
came closer to Wolf:

“I'don’t really care for your music, sir!”

And before Wolf could even get a look at him, the pricst hurried
away, apparently frightened by his own words. I e caught sight of
Vrublevsky at the corner of a table, the man was sitting all alone, a
bit sad, by an open boetle.

The pricst sat down next to him,

An old aristocrat at the table ignored criquette, he quickly tucked
in a napkin at his throat, grabbed a knife and fork, and, fiercely
mumbling, he started carving the goose. ’

A few of the guests came from the ballroom.

The women were dazzling, they swished their white plumes with
nimble hands, and smiled saucily as they listened to the tender
words of their escorts.

Lord Vrublevsky leaned over to the pricst:

“\M@&_]ﬁcl sick at heart.”

“Repent. my son, confess vour sins!”

Lord Vrublevsky scowled into the priest’s face:

“But I don’t believe in God, Father!”

The old aristocrar with his mouth full of goose felt obligated to
join in:

“One must belicve, Lord lgnats, onc must believe.™

But Lord V rublevsky ignored him. He moved closer to the
priest, took hold of his hands, and. even gloomier than before, he
shouted into his face:

“But I don’t believe in God, Father!"

His nostrils were flaring. He grabbed the bottle from the table
and smashed it on the floor. The laughter in the room broke off.

The entire crowd was transfixed.

From another corner, Prince Lubomirsky hurried over with
quick steps. He began soothing Vrublevsky, stroking his head, and
he turned to the company with a smilc on his lips:

“It’s nothing, a bottle fell down.”

And the orchestra plaved and plaved without stopping. The
musicians were on a platform, crouching, bending over their instru-
ments, with their coats, their beards, like a swarm of spiders. They
ignored the sparkling all around them. the jovousness of the yvoung
bodics. They were absorbed in the instruments and reciting psalms
through the trumpets, flutes, and drums.

The company began to drink. Officers were quietly downing
bottles of wine like water. Ladies were telling one another mar-
velous things about their sons in Paris. The old aristocrat was get-
ting drunk. With one hand on the back of his head, he guzzied
down glass after glass, arrogantly shouting:

“What do you young pups know about drinking?”

And he would grab his long thick mustache and pull it down to
his shoulder while refilling his glass with the other hand.

Young girls were falling in love. One lordling was performing
black magic, with gold coins vanishing from his hands. And
Vrublevsky ordered more wine, the oldest wine they had. Standing
up to talk to his footmen, he suddenly caught sight of Wolf in the
orchestra. Something jogged his memory. Vrublevsky slipped away
from his guests and, with a pale face, he went over to Wolf in the
corner:

“Haven't I seen vou somewhere before, sir?”

Wolf looked coldly into his eyes:

“I can’tsay.”

“Wasn't it over on the crossroads, bv the old crucifix?”

“I can’tsay.” )

The orchestra played on. Wolf joined in again with his fiddle.
Vrublevsky remained before him. transfixed. The melody  had
struck him to the quick, it drew rears from his heart, and he sud-
denly felt as if he werc standing in front of the orchestra in a coma,
with his heart in his hands.

The old aristocrat joined the dancing. He banged the high heels
of his red boots, squatted down. stood up, bowed his head, flung
out his hands like a cross, whirled in 2 wide circle, jigged about,
quickly, quickly, banged his boots again, while boastfully clapping
his hands and panting like an ox.

The guests were gathering around him, cgging him on, admiring
his dexterity, making fun of him, the impoverished landowner, who
had to feast at other tables.

Lubomirsky was standing in the circle, holding his loveliest
daughter, the youngest. She had a full figure, and a birthmark on
her lips. Lubomirsky’s daughter, a decent person, realized she ought
to smile at the old nobleman, but she didn’t feel well at all:

“Unbelievers!”

The nobleman was dancing more wildly, he was so drunk he
didn’t know what he was doing, he dropped his head and flung his

*
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arms about like a scarecrow. The guests moved away in annoyance,
they glanced around; the room hecame too quict, the guests stopped
talking ... .. Someonc was standing at the door, a disheveled, bare-
foot Christian: Kyril. |

He was gaw Ing at the landowners, he couldn’t understand what
this celcbration was all about. Diamonds from shapely female ears
were glittering at him, gold on hands was scorching him, his breath
was cut off, his cves were dazzled, he was so cxhausted he could
barely regain consciousness. Scratching himself with his long hands,
he began to speak in a husky voice:

“Brothers, Jesus has climbed down from the cross, oh_my broth-
ers?’ P i

The gucsts stood there mute. The old aristocrat was already lying
on the floor with his head flung back, but no one cven bothcered to
glance at him. They stood at a distance, head by head, with round
eycs, and there was no air to breathe.

Kyril was talking as though out of a darkened room:

“I swear by my life, I saw him on a rainy day, he climbed down
from the crucifix at the crossroads, and went out into the world. ..
swear by my life, brothers ... "

And he crossed himself. The guests remained mute. A heavy,
cold-blooded lady stared at the barefoot intruder. She had been the
first to recognize him, and suddenly she burst out laughing:

“Why are you all gaping? That's Kyril, the bathhouse attend-
ante!”

Now the priest, the Protector of God, came to his senses. With a
pale face and tight blye lips, he cmerged from the crowd and
stomped over to Kyvril, and his dry face began showing red spots:

“You, stop profaning God!”

The guests bent toward them. Kyril gave him a sheepish stare,
failing to understand what the priest incant:

“Who, me>"

And the priest hollered out:

“You're profaning God, vou bathhouse attendane!”

“Who, me?"

And Kyril suddenly flared up, the breath poured our of his
nostrils like smoke from 1 chimney. He came to his senses and
pointcd his finger at the priest:

“You, Father, you're the one who profanes God, vou, do you un-
derstand!”

The guests burst mto a roar and threw themsclves ar Kyril.
Bitterly, he pushed them away with his bony shoulders. The guests
rolled on the ground, they were stunned, they choked one another,
and spat in the old aristocrat’s face.

Lubomirsky’s young daughter quictly took Kyril aside:

“Kyril, pleasc, go back to your people, they'll kill you here . . . .
I'll come too, I'll come to vou and your people . ., "

Kyril stared ac her in fright, and she smiled at him excitedly, in-
stead of weeping. She led him out to the door, and then all at once
she clutched him:

“Comc, Kvril, come . . . 2

strength pulling and pushing the long slide of his trumpet, puffing
out his cheeks, and marching with military steps over the guests.

The company dashed our to the carriages.

The whips cracked, the furious horses charged away with their
light buggies, over the foggy fields, flew through the night. The
confused guests threw off their clothes, moaned, tore their hair,
screamed for help.

That night, Lubomirsky’s daughter disappcared.

An Incantation

And he, who came from the House of David, goes from land to
land, from city to city, and wherever he meers people, he says to
them:

“Sons of man, why do vou love one anothers

“The mountain knows nothing of love.

“The field knows nothing of love.”

What Lord Vrublevsky Did to Gimpel

And the dawn broke through, red. The worms got up. The soaked
forest was smoking, and patches of fog were hanging from the

branches.
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Gimpel climbed out of the bushes, shaking from the cold, rub-
bing his drowsy eves with his fists, and yawning.

The grass was astir and arustle with creatures. Far, far away, the
fresh morning air resounded with the thudding of axes. They were
chopping away at the forest.

Gimpel felt sick at heart. He put his finger to his lips and listened
carcfully. They were chopping away at the forest! He took off on
a path towards Simkhe, not knowing why he felt so awful.

Breathlessly he ran from path to path. and suddenly, in the densc-
ness of the forest, he saw Lord Vrublevsky coming toward him
with a feather in his hat, and with his dog trailing him.

Gimpel quickly struck off to the side, but Vrublevsky stopped
him:

“What are vou doing in the woods>”

“Nothing my lord!”

“What do you mean nothing>” , :

“Just that, absolutely nothing, my lord.” double meqa, f

“Who mangled a wolf in the forest> Was it yous™

“Not me, my lord.”

“Who?"

“A cow.”

“What>!”

“A cow, my lord!”

Vrublevsky slapped him several times. With his cheeks burning
from the blows, Gimpel thought to himsclf that the man must be an
anti-Semitc. FHe touched his checks, lamenting:

“Why did vou hit me, my lord? Why should 1 manglc vour
wolves! Don’t I have better things to do>!”

But the lord was already crecping off into the bushes, Gimpel
dashed down the road. He thought the man was chasing him, and
he ran into an enclosure. Plopping down on a tree stump, he wiped
the sweat off on his sleeve, breathed a sigh of relicf, and then a keen
thought jabbed through his mind. He took out his pencil stub and a
scrap of paper and started jotting down the thought.

A rabbit came leaping wildlv out of the bushes, jumped over
Gimpel's head, and then the hound came shooting out of the thick-
ets, and therc was Lord Vrublevsky again. Gimpel sprang up as
whitc as a shect:

“What are vou doing in these woods:”

“Nothing, my lord!”

“What do you mean notbing>”

“Just that, absolutely nothing, my lord!”

And Gimpel got two more burning slaps. Not looking around, he
sensed that he ought to vanish on the spot, and he dashed off into
the thickets. The hound forgot about the harc and took off after
Gimpel.

Gimpel ran helter-skelter. He wouldn't stop, but the hound
ground his teeth into Gimpel's calves and torc off the legs of his
trousers, which had once been dotted with dots and striped with
stripes. But he didn't stop, he ran straight to Simkhe.

He could already make out the hut from far away.

Gimpel reached the door with his last bit of strength and began
pounding with his fists:

“Simkhe, help!”

Simkhe Plakhte was sitting inside, very calm. With no loss of
composure, he asked:

“What's the matter>”

“Simkhe, the carriages are here!”

The door whipped open, Simkhe dashed out, pale, disheveled,
horrified.

“What?! Where are they>!"

He saw the philosopher with his calves naked, his trousers gonc,
and his birdlike face full of terror. Simkhe calmed down again.

“Listen, Simkhe, do you hear?™

From far away, they could hear the dull thudding of the axes.
Birds were flving from that dircction, their nests had been
destroyed. Simkhe glared toward that area, listened hard, and then
exclaimed furiously:

“Levi the monevlender! May he rot in hell!”

And he trudged back into his shack, locking and bolting the door
behind him. Gimpel stood there, dazed, not knowing where to turn.
He cautiously knocked at Simkhe’s door:

“Simkhe, can you spare some trousers:”

“Can't you go without pants, you dandy:"

Gimpel stared a while at the door which had been slammed in his
face. Then he lost heart, thrust his hands in his pockets, and started
off into the woods. The road was asparkle with dew, and Gimpel
burst into song: m1SSo ‘

The road merged into the highway. Fach blade of grass awoke in
the moistness of dawn. Never had a daybreak moved him so decply.
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He strode proudly along the road, danced a bit, and sang the song
of the idler.

At the edge of the woods he ran into the little Lamed-vovnik.
The kind little Jew was shouting at the bushes:

“Come on out, miss, this is the road.”

And a young, black-haired girl, with a pack on her shoulders,
leaped over the ditch. The Lamed-vovnik stared at her with a bit of
drool on his lips, admiring her agility. It was

\i_mﬂdiwmj. Leah slowly glanced at him and
then modestly lowered her eyves again. He clutched at his pants, felt
as if the carth were opening under him, and then he cautiously

walked over to her, from the side, as red as a glowing cmber, and
introduced himself:

|

“Dr. Gimpel Abramovich Lionson!” W 2¢ k% ’

Leah shook his hand. The jealous Lamed-vovnik ran around to
Leah’s other sidc and his eves bored into the handshake.

“I must apologize for meeting you in my work clothes, made-
moisclle . . . .”

Leah put her arm into the Lamed-vovnik’s. The little saint didn't
resist, he acrually kept time with the music of her gait. Leah felt
terribly good between these two men, she walked calmly, thinking
about Him and smiling. Gimpel was talking:

“But actually, my area of specialization is speculative science.
With my philosophical system I have succceded in refuting the
greatest thinkers in the world. Socrates was a bourgeois, he was un-
ablc to rise bevond social life. Kant, you see, is a learned man—"

“Did you ever talk to him:"

“Whe? Kane?”

“No, the man who lives in the mill.”
“You mean He’s quite backward, even though he does

POssess a certain intuition in regard to universal understanding.”

Gimpel looked around at the sides of the forest, he had to run off
into a corner for a while, it was vital and crucial. He apologized
and dashed into the thickets. It was already' noon . . .. Returning
into the depths of the forest, he felt a terror, and wanted to run
back out, but it was too late. Behind a tree. he caughe sight of
Vrublevsky with a feather in his hat and a riflc over his shoulder,
and cold as ice. Gimpel lost his voicc:

“What are vou doing in these woods:

Gimpel was speechless.

“Why don’t you answyer?”

Gimpel was speechiess.

“Who mangled a wolf in these woods>”

Gimpel was speechless.

“Was it you, you wanderer?”

Gimpel was speechless.

“Who?”

Gimpel was speechless.

“Speak up!”

In the darkness of the thicket, sparks of phosphorus came flaring
from hand to check. Gimpel realized there was no_way of dealing
with_Vrublevsky, and another fear caught hold of him, an un-
known fear, interwoven with the carth and the stars. The tip of his
skull and the point of his nose began freezing. Suddenly he burst
into a run, screamed in terror, and leaped from bush to bush. He
ran around the squire in a circle and stretched out his hands to him.
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The Ten Sefirot

Now, know that the myriad crystal worlds in the mystery of the
ten sefirot overflow.into one another, an orbit into an orbit, like
waters.

And the light that overflows from one world to the other echoes
for trillions upon trillions of leagues.

Now, know that no human being ever born knows his road or
the worlds through which he shall go in and through which he shall
go out.

Trillions upon trillions of radiant leagues in length and in height,
and a black, thin man is crawling along them.

He climbs up the dazzling walls from one world to the next,
strains his big ears, opens up his eyves, and scans the various resound-
ing waters to find out who is listening. No one, no one is listening
to him, no one is listening.

Now, know that there is no one in the great world, no God, and
no devil, no kith, no kin, no redecmer.

The crystal worlds are shining, sparkling for millions of leagues
upon leagues, and the thin black man knocks on a dazzling wall,
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Puts his ear against it, and listens: And the loud enormous distances

respond with an emptiness, a splendid void. §
o~ /¢

And know that this is the secret of Infinity.

Leah Comes to Him, and He Also Claims thas
Gimpel is Right

The little Lamed-vovnik was standing by Benye’s house, showing
Leah the work she was supposed to do. The daylight was waning.

Leah was pale, more pale than ever. She listened to the sounds of
the countryside, looked about in amazement, her heart racing. The
Lamed-vovnik was comforting her, but Leah paid no attention, she
wanted to wait and see: Should she enter the house tomorrow, or
should she kecp out of it altogether? The Lamed-vovnik explained
that Benye was one of our people, Benye would welcome her with
open arms, she could count on it, and he pinched her arm, the old
lecher!

“You sly thing!”

The Lamed-vovnik had been accepted by the saints only because
of his great meekness, although he had committed a good many sins
with women. He scurried around Leah like a rooster. Leah finally
got up enough courage to enter the house. She walked over to the
.door with her pack on her shoulders, carcfully raised the bolt, and
then turned her face once again to the Lamed-vovnik. He waved
his hand:

“Go on in, silly, c’'mon!”

Leah cntered the porch. It smelled of roteen sacks and tatters. In
the darkness, she could make out old, unnailed wheels up on the
rafters, and a bagpipe on the wall. She saw the door leading into the
house and went over to it with soft, gentle steps, not daring to raise
the bolt. She remained standing at the entrance.

All at once, she opened the door wide. The house was pitch dark.
The oven had gotten larger in the course of time, it filled half the
room. She looked for Him in the darkness.. .. .

Benye was sitting on a log in the corner, he had been wringing
his hands and now thev were clenched together in his lap, his hcavy
head and tangled beard were drooping on his open, dirty chest. He
was in mourning. His thick lips kept closing, parting, closing, like
the mouth of a fish, and single words came rolling out, clumsy,

mossy, like stones:
- Gimpel is right.... There is no

“I'm_going to the earth..
God....”

" Leah clutched at the wall. Her knecs began shaking, and the
whole room turned upside-down. Burning dots flashed before her
eyes, her head became heavy and fell to one side, she could barely
sit down on the bench against the wall.

Patches of darkness were weaving before her eyes, intertwined
with bright spots, and her heart was gnawed by bitterness and
despair. She wanted to say something, but couldn't:

“Give me some water!”

Benye heard a voice asking for water, he got on his fcet, trudged
over to the wooden bucket standing by the oven, barely heaved it
up, and lugged it over to Leah.

He stood in front of her for i while, holding the bucket. She
raised her hand lifelessly and stuck it into the water, opened her
eyes, but they closed again, her head fell even deeper on her breast.

Benye stood and waited, he saw she wasn't drinking, so he care-
fully took her hand out of the pail, and brought the water to her
face. : :

He whistled heartily as though giving water to a horse, he
wanted to talk her into drinking. Leah turned her face to the water,
drank, and felt a sense of relief .

The Lamed-vovnik was moving past the windows, surprised that
the welcome was taking so long. He was already suspecting Benye
of a sinful act. He raised himself up to the window and pecked
through the glass, but it was dark inside. He slowly clambered up
on the mound of carth surrounding the house, pressed his face
against the window, covered himself with his hand—he couldn’t see
a thing. His heart hammering, he climbed back down with the in-
tention of going in, but then he heard a running from far away. It
was Gimpel whizzing through the night, his naked calves shining in
the dark, he ran up to the Lamed-vovnik, panting:

“Where is she?”

But the Lamed-vovnik played the fool:

“Who?”

“You oaf! I'm asking you: Where is the young lady?”

“Oh, the girl. She’s inside, with Benye.”

Gimpel wiped his sweat off on his sleeve. He didn’t want to have
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anything to do with the Lamed-vovnik. He halted at the corner of
the house, crossed one leg over the other, and whistled a tune. The
Lamed-vovnik looked at him suspiciously. Gimpel suddenly remem-
bered something, he pulled out a pouch of tobacco, poured some
into a slip of paper, rolled it up, and smoked a cigarette. He held
onc hand in his pocket, and smoked with the other, smoothed back
his hair, and serencly blew the smoke into the air.

The Lamed-vovnik hcld his beard, and stood there silently
looking at Gimpel, and looking. All at once he got up on his tiptoes
and blurted right into Gimpel's face:

“That is pride, nothing more!”

Gimpel put the cigarette in his mouth, turned his back to the
Lamed-vovnik with his hands behind him, and casually strolled past
the house.

But then the door opened, Leah stepped out as white as snow,
holding on to the doorposts, and Benye came after her with the pail
in his hand. Gimpel's heart froze at the sight of the wan girl. He
stared at her, and sudden tears poured out of his eyes, he couldn't
hold them back. He ran over to her and threw himself on the
ground:

“Darling. I love you!”

And he hugged her feet and kissed her black shoes, he wept and
twisted on the grass like a long, thin worm. Leah mechanically
stepped back to the wall and burst out crying, her whole small
body was trembling, and suddenly everything turned radiant before
her eyes.

An Incantation - 2
e o work, hvumaa = Ry +2,

And he, the Son of David, comes to a city that is being built. He
sees the masons on the scaffolds, the bricklayers at work, the car-
penters in the windows, and he is overcome with a deep joy, and he
says:

"‘Look, work comes out of men as a web comes out of a spider.

“Look, the water is working in the mountains for the sake of
work.”

Perbaps Simkhbe Is Also a Saint

Simkhe was spread out like 2 piece of cloth in thc@eld, he
was silent and bitter. Somewhere people were eating the harvested
rye, and here the pieces of straw were withering. The earth was ly-
ing there deceived and forsaken, like 2 woman who had been
promised things and then cast aside,

The brown gold of autumn was gricving, and the trees that werc
barely surviving, and the wet bony rocks in the ditches,

Simkhe i i ourner, he clenched
his hand into the soil, pressed his face and body into the ground,
and wept bitterly for the vanished life of the earth.

The foggy countryside was gricving, and so were the rows of
storks flying overhead through the bluish wetness of the rains.

He could hear one branch after another dying, the millions of
grass haulms languishing, and once they had so silently been woven
into the large brown body of the earth.

Simkhe was lying on a corpse—the earth was
motherly pang, and she came out to Simkhe in her

Simkhe slowly got to his feet. A melancholy
bones. With his large body bowing,
the fallen yellow leaves,

He gathered together a heap of leaves in the middle of the field,
like a huge hill, the fog embraced, crushed, and extinguished the
melting glow of the living body.

Simkhe sat down on the heap of leaves, took out his clay pipe,
and blew out curls of smoke that enveloped him like a cloud.

The thudding of axes echoed through the smokey blue forest.

Fresh logs were visible through the thin fog at the edge of the
forest, fresh wood, with its bark stripped off. A few enormous
boughs with clumps of needles on them had been flung around the
wood, like limbs that have not been buried with the rest of the
body.

Simkhe was sittin
squinting throu
the fog.

A shout came from nearby in the forest. Leah ran out of the

_.'

exhaling her final
warm grief.

was gnawing at his
he walked around, raking up

g in his fur, which was wet with dew, he was
gh the smoke into the distances which had faded in

]



L7070 EWepnuy ik pusper me w v
T LY yrworey yhys w =
DTV 3P R o pax P4PreUY M ae oy

(IIW L PERONS LY ool Lo L ysven g x
TP YIS e e epiesmoyy oy ToRRR M s
. S0

W JED W aw mypmpyne T ENT anow N
T iy e g 3P ppeh v vy
SP9EM X BB M, i EPYM2 &N 1201 oen s
STTEWTIOTT o TR pruspmmaes o g
‘ P ey
PIETS T 1T po Poowp parbynmy pep ,
PWEPT ST L0 1D epgn v s o oy o b
TS SETI PMINED  powrw ey - 1’ sehwopey
SV ENN JENTRY 1305 v, o v e TREP o 10
C AT T W rnem e gpam &M LT m, pha
MBI TP N LENM pOYD PN ey e mmew .
BTN OTTST T eppr pew SEYTEOTHD b N
i SER PN TR sy e o e
ATWPIR EWTPT T o1 wpm wa wwn ™
+55% = spave = TN 1D poalray m phmd
WINPT 0 e sepesepepee W
CERTIND TR a8 by IR BT e Enpbarm e
STITIR 0D oW amEw e w TP R phey
TWOWT T WD gENIn prmar aw BXT ¥ P, phwepa
RS R roaspawy ey po vy g NEYY BNy
W RV VERYTNY 7 N oy poup
TERSDR TP 0 IINPRENW e q o ewrapbren
B b ww e paw PN T i £y Loy
: NS I IR jmupr qy e gpbys
TV oET Y Lewon [FVBEW anew N ext wne .
BMOBEIR TFD INT L TW W1 AR W oy o’
| Y T BN £
SUITROPTEI TR D LIPTPEND B ODW BN jNB N
TTOBIURSTE R TR IR 5 phmd v prem
, JIT TR PN o W opw
IFEPD BUS & ML IPUNTNT WRY LWNT W anmw o .
TTOPN O JIVDUDUROPR OPIYOR WT WD MmNt U mp ow
AT PO B INT EPTTINY &R e W EP TWITR TN
PEPFIEPIUR L TE WT AW 1E R p5INy ope ow
JIMED A EPPED BFW PR LT NI ow o
SOREAPYTIINOSPT LW L JOENMPIDMN L, UUND R OIN p§n
S0 AN AUR PV LRI MR LOVNND T
ERP TYSNW TIXT YT AVR SN M2 I ime o
w2 by snen e —
TOMITR MWD N IRIOON ot bymwewn pw

Y

s B .. 8

o
. ui e

woTe pIk o '-.y-. ™ T R,y ey
FYIR TR PYVD T M omms 7oy e Sawroaw <t
IO LEER B o md Jpehnn v oy prbom
SWMUEY WOTR L PTOERIEN PSP I BV L IONTIDVR 0D
ARN SUEIM Y pEWRTR L phem v T vvmoa 0
BT BT CPT JWELID PN PEAWRT T Towmemt W il
TTID WTONT LIS WT PN PEE N oo s nd o 7"
TPI SV ERT Y o1 R Svpow m o pvbopa e ™

£ T [ LEPETPIRETE,

A Swesyn oyt wan puTnes v

NS TRUR) BN W pemon e Faesese 26w

EBY T INUPY L m Eynrew | aww IR ¥en &
BED T D PTRD M pypmwe m g 2L )

EYRI LTI 7 aprw jmbyasw wp orw EYPNI-25T
TP T oW PR L eys v spenw sewpy | b
ZTPDEIYY B oW g

TRT PITOPI Tphmee ypwaew w mpemaweey ELay- N

PIMOMW W TR wpupew s o 72 M orwe
TIRID 1B WIS g wywep g P
BE W R PRI N0 prwe x peupETs axr
KLY ERT SNEN 1D T sy Lo mrem PP MR
PID. CRIER DX LYLM opny et jove e
IHD W N 0N BT W wp powa e DIWTPRR %
TOBNP LT OTTEW Lmmpy mv BN D OW e
SR B 2 2 LR R STHI PYIR
PR A SN PTPT EYI R YRR %y exy wdbvbe
WEOIDY ¥ pIacrhen oy MOEEND W NEPS DN ¥
MR ED TR P P AR JDWTRI | e
IO OINEUTETR D oW e eppabon x )
’ - T oW T

FPER IR TMUIID gz ok opmy rx o
- TS G52 e e TEIR DD PRIy oent pEsnn

PR T TN M OUIN %N Ep mx o
PR PR 1 T e ownn L e x pe Jqm
£ ' 2 TP jeop

330  YENNE VELT

trees, exhausted, with her hair flying, she was screaming for help,
and Lord Vrublevsky and his hound were raging after her.

Leah dashed over to Simkhe in the field and collapsed, the
shrick of lust, clutched her
in his arms and showered her breasts with kisscs.

squire managed to grab her hair with a

Simkhe quietly climbed down from the h
filled with blood, he slowly moved towards V.

cap of leaves, his eyes
rublevsky.

Hec lifted onc foot heavily and then put it down again hcavily.

The ficld bent beneath his tread.

Vrublevsky didn’t notice him, he was bending over Leah, crush-
ing her against his body, swaying, with his lips on her throat.

Simkhe trudged over, grabbed Vrublevsky and lifted him high in
the air while his foot pressed the dog’s head to the ground. Leah
was lying on the earth, stretching her hands out to protect herself.
who was growing broader,
ling, and she looked at the

Terror-stricken, she looked at Simkhe,
bigger, with his solid, bony chest swel

green nobleman whom Simkhe was hoisting

aloft.

“God, pour out Thy wrath on the Gentiles! . . "
And then he flung him across the autumnal fields, hurled him
with all his strength across the meadows and woods up into the sky.
His thin legs struggling to catch hold of something, he swam like 2

fish through the fog, not knowing where,
gloomy Mountains of Darkness. The do
his master, who was plunging and whizz

poor animal clutched his tail between his

legs.

Levi Patashnik Looks for His Daughter

And in the middle of the night, Levi Patashn

He scurried around the rooms, half-naked, calling for Leah, peer-

perhaps to the jagged and
g shot off, whining, after
ing like an arrow, and the

ik began smashing the
objects in his home, he knocked out the windowpanes, splintered
the mirrors, tore down the drapes and the pictures.

ing under the beds and in the closets, But no one answered.

The tufts of yellow brown hair werc bristling around his bald
pate like prickly straw, and his eyes were shaking madly in their

sockets.

From under a bed, he took out a sack which, as it turned out, had
been prepared long ago. He slung it around his neck and ran over
— 1 Teeck Al

to the open cabinet, and his hot hands raked all
'b_ag. But he couldn’t rest, he rubbed his head, his

ran from corner to corner.

Suddenly, bencath 2 bed, he saw one of Leah’
and then dropped it, as though it were 2 picce of

into the bag. Whimpering like a beaten dog, he

for the door.

Outside, there was 2 terrible darkness,

shining yellow under 2 roof somewhere .

“ee

Levi passed through the streets, weeping,

arms, clenching his fists at heaven. ...

But no one heard him. Clouds lay on the sky,

forests.

Levi rambled through the autumnal fields,

treading in clay, he wandered from
meadows.

were so quiet, as if covered with moss.

They were indifferent to the wanderer,

He came into the villages, poked around ¢

the gold into the
shor: beard; and

ocs, grabbed it,
white-hot iron,

stood up and made

a few scant windows were

screaming, flailing his

like lichen in old

shaking, his bare feet

the roads to the 1solated

The silent villages were sprawling over the dewy plains, they

he courtyards, looked

into the stables, and tearfully knocked on the walls of the peasant

huts.

“Have you seen, have you heard, anything of my daughter

Leah?>”

No one had seen, no one had heard, anything of Levi Patashnik’s

daughter Leah,
Frightened-sheep bleated in the folds.

The ignorant peasants sleepily crawled back into bed with their

wives. -

A pointed moon slipped out from the clouds, it had eyes, and
beams of light rained down on the sides of the roads.

Levi trudged across the fields, munchin
silence of the night . . . . Somewhere far,

was howling long and sorrowfully.

No other soul was awake, Levi climbed down into the valley to (’((

find this one living creature.
A long female dog was standing there,

g and gnawing the silvery
far away, in a dale, 2 dog

her master, who had been hurled away, she didn’t care about Levi

although she knew the secret of his wande;

39
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Somewhere in the moonlit night, her green master was plunging
headfirst, plunging like an arrow, and no one could help him.

Levi stood crouching near her, with the bag of gold around his
neck, staring at the bony ribs of the dog, while tears came gushing
into his eyes,

And all at once—Levj turned to the moon with bulging eves and
began whining in the night, even louder than the grimy dog.

A Light W orld, Nearly Like a Dreay,
or

Gimpel Talks in Rbymes but Means Something Else

It was snowing, a dense, warm@nt the end of autumn, reviving
the countrvside. Simkhe's shack once again reccived a thick white
cover, which gave it a festive air, and the white forest all around it
bore the bright, noble yoke jovously.

Simkhe, Leah, and Gimpel the philosopher were sitting inside the
shack.

The snow had a healing effcct on their lives, it opened many new
eyes inside them, and they watched as the world became trans-
figured, transparent, and its clear, quict heart was open and would
tremble at the slightest rustle of 2 branch . . . white joy . . . white,
sad joy .. ..

Simkhe lay on the hroad bench by the window, leaning on his cl-
bows and staring into the festive roony, not thinking, hut dreaming
with his body, and warmly inhaling the hreath of the cool gelden
air secping in through the windows, Leah was SILting next to him on

the same bench, her bright clear CVes staring into the woods, as she
talked to Simkhe. He comforted her, assured lELthﬂ.LLhe_Mcs_iiifl
Sﬁ"“_HL’LQmeMnd that Benve might well I in_his
last_hour, his hide would slough off and he would appear to her
resh and young again.

impel shoo 'mch of tobacco over the table, snorted, and
rolled a cigarctte. He spoke wordlessly, jovously, warm thoughts
came from decp inside him, drifted through him like mists, talked
silently in his limbs, as light with light. He fixed his moist cves on

“I, Gimpel, need no language; I, Gimpel, can get along without
language.”

And Simkhe lay comfortably on the oaken bench with his beard
spread out on his chest, he was gazing at the philosopher, who was
sad because of the sweet dazzlement beyond the windows,

He sat opposite Simkhe, transparent, looking as if he might shat-
ter into pieces at a single touch, tinkling gently and blending into
the airy world around him.

Gimpel smoked the cigarette, put his hand in his pocket,
stretched out his legs, and, staring at Leah, he began speaking in
rhymes:

“Smoking this cigaretre of minc,

“I quietly sit here and I feel so fine, so fine....”

Simkhe said to him comfortably:

“If you feel fine, then I feel dandy.”

And Leah, peering through the window, folded her arms and
cupped her elbows in her hands, She didn’t turn toward Gimpel
though she did listen and clearly understood his dismal intention,
Gimpel had never been so pale and radiant, even if he cracked jokes
and kept up the pretense of speaking in rhymes:

The above necessity

To wit, that accumulation brings noninfinity
Will someday be decorated by a man like me
With a bald pate for all to see,

With eyes—bags

And legs like crags,

And will bring me to the Almighty

—A person like me, who's very flighty.”

“Fine, Gimpel, fine. You're a very flighty person.”

But Gimpel didn't anmswer, he didn't feel like scolding him. He
wasn’t dealing with Simkhe. He was sitting and, in his way, longing
for Leah, He exphined to :hm@gm
behind his back, he lifted his whiskers up to the ta]] guest and
the world:

God is God!-A twofold substance,
In infinity,
A female possibility,
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334 YENNE VELT

Dynamic and static,

An inference,

A birth pang and a song and dance.

He twirled the cigarette. His long fingers dangled on the table.
He looked at the soft profile of the mistress of his soul, who was
even paler and more quiet because of the snow outside. Suddenly,
he felt a slow twinge under his heart a tearful twinge. Very nobly,
and with utmost devotion, he asked her, using her Russian name:

“Liza Leonovna, why are you silent>”

She turned to him with a doleful smile:

“I'm not silent ar all.”

And Simkhe stretched out on the bed and replied:

“Because you do enough talking for evervone else, Gimpel.”

“What a day,” said Gimpel, “it’s a transcendental day, it is.”

And Leah was silent.

“A snow, a springtime snow?>"

‘lYes'Y'

"And the thing he had wanted to convey was uttered past the
words. Actually, he had already expressed it, and now he fell into a
sudden gloom. He stood up from the bench and started walking
around, he felt as if he were a littlc too big, a little too present in
this world. He stopped at the wall, touched the plaster (Simkhe’s

work), meditated, and then began talking to himself in rhymes
again:

A person like me who's very flighty.

A voice in the chasms began to call:
What is his name?

What is his name?

I don't recall.

A lazy fellow, oh God, an indolent . . s &

Poor Gimpel felt hemmed in by the world, even though this day
was lighter than crystal. He was permeated with the vearning snow.
His mind turned white, and tender as if prepared for the softest
sorrows around him. Then all at once, he couldn’t bear it anymore,

tears came gushing out of his eves, he burst into a bitter weeping,
on and on. With bated breath, he shrieked:

“Will the Messiah come, or not?

“The Messiah!!” ‘ iy
He ran over to Simkhe, fell on top of him, and started hitting

him with his skinny little hands, writhed against his chest, lamented,
and tore the poor man’s clothes:

“Make the Messiah come! Make Him come!” i
Gimpel wept, Leah trembled and buried her face in her hands,

before her eves
she held her breath and froze. She could see Benye : )
an:l smell his putrid smell, and now she remembered his chest which

looked Tike the man )
took Gimpel in his arms, and began speaking softly, as though not

to him:

ide of a carcass. Simkhe sat on the bed,

“Why are you bawling, you poor devil?” ‘
Simk:c was somewhat affected by what had happened, gingerly

she started, rurned to him, and fell wordlessly upon his breast.
Simkhe softly caressed her hair, he was still holding Gimpel, and he

| said to them:

\

|
|
|

)

(R4

,‘ . . . . drcn
“My goodness, you're still children, little chil
Heygfzed through the white window, far, far away.... Among

i irsky’s daughter was
the soft, snowy trees in the woods, Lubomirs )
wandering about, looking for the road. She clasped herself, shw'er-
ing with cold, in her summer clothing, which she had been wearing
at the family celebration in Vrublevsky'’s palace.

They Work Upon Benye

The Lamed-vovniks assembled by Benye's ho:.ne in the morning
cold. The mill, already looking like a mountain 9f gar.bagc, was
covered with frost. The Lamed-vovniks were sitting with frozsn
beards on the logs by the roadside, some of them clustered in

groups, mournfully talking to one another.

ed-beah—who-was sitting with"ler back-to him:- Suddeily
rincess Lubomirksy was standing on the road, not far from the

mill, trembling with cold; she was peering at the windo.ws. The
Lamed-vovniks had often seen her around the mill, wondering what
she was doing there. None of them spoke about her, though all of
them had noticed her.

Itwaslateaunmm,mecoldcreptundcrdnfurcggts.nos&wm
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°, while, thinking, wavering. He finally

336 YENNE VELT

freezing, and red, swollen hands cracked and dangled like alicn
things.

The village tailor was sitting on the seat of earth around the
house, he had a sack of potatoes on his shoulder. Jews were stand-

ing around him, trying to get him to say something, but he mercly
gazed at them, sick and fecble, and kept silent. Wolf and the angry

guest had gone into Benye's home ar dawn, they f@ﬁm
ﬁl_@.@fm im about redemption. The Lamed-vovniks kept

waiting outside, but no one asked them in, no understanding was

Simkhe and Leah appeared on the road, silently walking towards
Benye’s home. Leah was afraid of Benye. She hated him but she
had to obey Simm were be-
they paced around the house warmed their hands
under their armpits, there was no end to the waiting. The silent
ones were annoyed, but the talkative ones were hoping: If only it
would end!

The tall guest, who looked like a beanpole, was standing in front
of Kyril, counting off on his fingers the delicacies in store for them
on the table of the Messiah:

“Winey apples, pears, paprika,
sages....”

And the little Lamed-vovnik was standing there with
behind his back, he lifted his whiskers up to the tall
beamed with ease and joy:

“And we'll drink, won’t Wwc, raisin winc or even cyprus winc.

Meanwhile, the tall guest, lost in thought, wandered off some-
where else, meditating, walking about among the silent Lamed-
vovniks. One had been 3 great Cabbalist, knowing the secret of the
seven shepherds, but in his old age he had become senile. People
would think he wanted to tell them something and they lent him an
ear, but all he did was to nothing
more. The silent ones were sitting on a log, like oxen, with broad
necks, big, sheeplike €yes. not uttering a word.

The eldest guest came out on the threshold and stood there for a
motioned them to enter the
house. The Lamed-vovniks strcamed over to the door, each one try-
ing to get in first, a pushing, shoving mob. The tall guest remem-
bered something, he peered around, looking for Kyril in the

white bread, smoked herring, sau-

his hands
guest and

stampede. He could just barely make him out, and with all his
strength he elbowed his way over to him and said:
“Yes, and ice cream too!” /1, 2vi oo
e crowd burst into the room and climbed up on the benches,
and windowsills, blocking out the little light that came in through
the panes. Benye ingi

Wolf waited until they quieted down.

The seven silent ones went out first, the men who had under-
stood the world, like mossy stoncs in ditches, who had not tasted of
death or lifc, and knew the sccret of creation with their oxlike
shoulders.

Wolf distributed them around the room, he and the angry guest
slowly walked over to Benye, placing themselves on either side of
him like the men who lead a groom to a wedding canopy.

A hush fell, and it was so quiet you could hear the woodwork
creak. .

Benye was sitting with his head drooping, he was staring at his
dirty toes and didn’t see anyone, as though he were already dead.
Wolf began talking in a loud vojce:

“Benye, son of Blume!”

Benye didn’t answer.

“Benye, son of Shloyme. Because of the great torment of our life
on earth, we hereby declare you to be the Messiah of the House of
Ephraim!”

Benye didn’t answer.

“Benye son of Blume, tell us what you want.”

With difficulty, Benye lifted his head, his open mouth was
charred, he could barely reply:

“I want to dje!”

The Lamed-vovniks turned around with a sigh, a few began cry-
ing, for all of them suddenly felt that death was better than lifc,
and that there was nothing left to lose anyway. But Wolf raised
himself over everyone else and kindled like a flame, his face radi-
ated, lighting up the others:

“Benye, listen, I want us to be redeemed, | want us to rip off the




- g e shm gwo oymr A ® w T IO
C T M LMY NGEW W EYEPI .U M WD PR

. rw rowbyyy 3w ETR T DMID PMSN PRT BB
£ w1 o oz Mo P B IP LLYISND T OTEIW B3N 7
SIRI M PIN L BWP) PIEW LD BRI TIMY T WS
© 1T EP SN WY R PR T BPTROTR T 3T
®oyropoy R M PIIVR &1 OEN MK YIS U
B romypa pD v OATR DN ET W oM W PAETR TR
JRwn O YD M3 OEY B p;n -
“3 e
% opa,mbn o eysENp yprexe i L Bey Py _
4 7 ] l LIPUP e , ovpn prhem
4 v pasEE) %t MR Spumenpedd poownogw
R oo phyTIIoND ONT (IWINENN RN TN bR g .\1;
| HiTEYmY Y W RSN D PR AN U
JMDPY  LEFEN B T D LM BPTR N —

. £ ]
J.'PVTGS SPEINTWD R WIN SUMIWT MR AN '11713.3‘7 'm
N o T ST L BENER) WML YETO [PEAR
oo X See P IR SypunmTed LPZFW "
0 N WSRDRD 12T 0 ;m ot EDRTI 22D ";
S S ome e P L SEeewdw e oI 'W'-‘
ES 00 P NS L UDTRCYT PENR X pw thyev g Copep
i I e e e R e
yovn D SOP YETE W LSS M PN R PR O
« H C BTN BY RN R — (PN IRV
% 55pp1 R "yrEhy WY PEpyETR R Gyne e
BF s vt 0 W Be p;;‘m-:i_ O™ m*l.r‘m.s
EypIRTIIG T 3RW IR PR S po o PPTATIR
By chymyy e poyow TR PN W e wb e T e
BRes s om0 e cyoy gy T oERT Ak b 1 wwpr
WoERm B LY LI MR T e v e
TV OERT AL T NI DL BOMIMR oW b
DNERY NI R PR EewwRIem Ow
PTUNTNTIND NSNS NN -
PEPRETE L 2EV W eEses oo SSwogn
ENT EESBYND RIS T D (M v ANR L Py ¢ e
SPIMON PR EMPI TN Tupz oM grw w o ek o
TON TT PR R T AN T pmID o bxy ™S ZPT AvN.
BN LDV DR OTW [INTUTI PR Nm ESREW .
I T L B D e B e s &
TENN EINE PN mmme ,mpeaeew
Lo pyn byooy eewmpeey exn fbam
=20 I B V5 A 1 2" %7 ovNND JRANCPIOTN 122 hat B =)
(SN T PR FPIND TRINED o, ehyn W ppeupsen et
TROJEPY D R B poooyn o sheps by 1287 oy
VISR T BM YRBEITND YT D TP oy o s
JUuM opythe
ARG I i R S N TR
ESVEURTIIN T OINT UMDY W pmaynm nem prem
10 ST YD DT INN L TUTOWEIR W Ly e
S8 9w
VI T WM T pyn o mvher 8 ey N oy \
; EBM T 0 PR
AW EEEDI LBND CIT RYIENCN R v pups o\
Ehm Y M e e D Lo v 10 WD xS
TN TV VDY LT A0 ) wnswerm oy pmn me

s g2 papa —

, LWSERYI B BT Yups
Y WO 0 D e opr sy sty P -
PBYIER 13 MWD LYY WE 1In M v pvr S
¥ 3

X N T

1225 own L83 9 g
S “yioy Vo o ey Py ~

SOV oy )

. - . -
E,:::. TR neys s by ;z.,\:-s] orpvnx:n'mg.; -
B X1 B9 mmn ey ey BT poaes |
W B s 1w B S 1y, kg Y o
E;)‘:,:,m R TUWRY wpemap ;-'m.» 'r'wm"mé v
¥ ML rowpoy IO pan N o

X

H" TR M popmsegy T P v, by = ': an ,y:m
¥ ETIEPY py EXT pup2 N pon

¢ DD IO IR MY M) MG 1 e e C

MWD W psKpaen ™R N NS B R oep

APENEP OW YW

PRI & TIEBY K RIDY TN EY T YT PR

hide of the living world! Ben

to God! Do you hear!”

o3

But Benye didn’t answer.

ye, listen, I want us ro break through
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Gimpel Gives a Sermon on the Mount
and Then Goes to Sleep

It was a hot, blood-red evening, crimson mountains floated out from
the other side of the world and loomed on the fields, and the sky
burnt over them like blazing copper. The gory sunset stormily
flooded the countryside, the old forest was flaming in its blueness,
spurting fire and darkness.

Gimpel Zaskevitser, dunked in the evening redness, was climbing
the loamy mountain behind the mill, he lifted his arms to the blaz-
ing landscape and spoke to the four corners of the world:

“Why shouldn’t I use reason? If it were a bird, I would prepare
it for dinner; if it were a necktie, I would wear it to attract girls.

“My body works day and night to comprehend the world—rea-
son interferes with me and my work.

“Oh God! Irrationality can understand irrationality.

“Just look, the earth is alive, the earth thinks and - works, and
there is no divinity in j =and no rationality,

"“What is life, God>—I want to comprchend my own area in the
world.

“Here am 1, Gimpel, all alone in the field. My power of concep-
tion soars over the plains and valleys, but—it never legs my body
know the secret of the world.

“Oh God! I want to throw my reason out the window!”

And he came down the mountain with his head flung back, the
Way a general gets down from a horse after a war.

He walked down to the road, looking for a soft ditch to lie in
and sleep. He felt around in the holes, flggmxih&mu_@ld ,
come to him in his sleep.

Somewhere, in 2 mossy hole, he snuggled up with his head on his
hand, and went to sleep. The moon shone on his back, warming
him, the green light soaked through his clothes and lapped at his
body like a sweet water.

He smiled in his sleep.

Someone softly touched his shoulder, telling him to stand up. He
got to his feet, holding out his arms, and walked off across the
silvery misty ficlds,

The moon was driving him.

He walked lightly, almost on tiptoe, whispering soft words, with
his eyes closed, yet he saw the white landscape clearly before him,
the splotches of the trees and villages in the valleys.

Leah didn’t come to him, so he went off in his sleep to scour the
world. The drops of light fell heavily upon him, Jike drops of rain,
and coursed over his body, and he felt as if he were walking across
a riverbed.

Suddenly he halted, there was §shoclying in the road.,

Gimpel bent over, keeping his head toward the moon, he took

ing over the heads of people. No one knew about him, but he didn’t
need anyone. He went out on the highest lunar fields, eyeless, and
the earth bent out beneath him, writhing, like a big river in the
moonlight.

clouds, a long, green shape:
751’ “What are you doing here?”
"“Nothing.”
“What do you mean nothing>”
“Absolutely nothing, Gimpel, just that.”
Lord Vrublevsky was still floating over the world, and now—the
roads were swaying, there was no carth underfoot—a dream, a
dream.
And the world was transformed for him into moonlight, the field
was white smoke, Leah 2 foggy sound emerging from him, from jn-
finity, and Gimpel didn't exist at all.
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340 YENNE VELT

The Trek of the Lamed-V ovniks

And then came the night of the annual Jewish Day of Judgment.
Clouds from the farthest ends of the world gathered overhead,
brown and blazing. A thick, crooked rain lashed into the faces; and
it was so dark they couldn’t sec their own hands.

At the mill, the Lamed-vovniks got into line, with Benve in frone,
he had no hat on, his hair was soaked and snarled, and behind him
stood thc seven silent men of Zhamur. The Lamed-vovniks were
holding onc another. Gimpel, half-naked, was also wandering
among them.

The wind bent the trees over, tearing their boughs aloft, it ripped
the furs and swept the coats up over the men's heads, and the air
was so thin they could hardly breathe.

Simkhe Plakhte and Leah went to the cnd of the row, with the
cow behind them. But no one noticed that Princess Lubomirsky had
slipped in_among the Lamed-vovniks. She walked through the
crowd, wringing her hands, crossing herself, and praving to God in
her language.

The road led across loamy ficlds. Dense fogs emerged from the
darkness and drifted over the landscape like cnormous rags. The
travelers would put down a foot, not knowing where. Water came
pouring down the mountains, and the jutting ridges were freezing.
The winds tore into the clouds. scattering dark shreds over the
fields and pouring torrentially on the Lamed-vovniks. The cow,
who didn’t have a hair left on her skin, kept lying down, she could
barcly keep up with the trckers. The land became decper and
darker, each Lamed-vovnik was absorbed in himsclf, staring mutcly
into his own darkness, praying to God for mercy:

Prages $or pe Ty needs
God, God, have mercy on the boot tree,
On the tiny hammer,
On the needle and on the scissors.
Have mercy on our tiny little souls.
A patchwork of torment and tatrers,
On our children, who want cake.
On our wives, who do not lust but have too many babies.

On our daughters whose blood has dried.

Have mercy on those who lie behind the ovens
On the putrid, '
On those with ruptures,

On those who go begging.

Have mercy on the broken-down horses,

On the traveling draymen,

On the hatters and the tailors . . .

God. God!

‘ An('i thg air was so thin they could scarcely breathe. They sighed
in thclr'mlsery, only the silent ones held out their gravel faces and
pccrc.d into the darkness with their calflike cycs. The lictle Lamed-
voymlf trudged along, with his coat folded u'p on his head, he was
wringing his hands and weeping. '

They came into the forest. The trees were tearing at their roots,
a suffocating steamn came up from the ground and weighed on backs
like a yoke. Simkhe's shack was lving on its side, the furnishings
were smashed and scattered. Simkhe didn't halt, he hollered into the
weeping of the wind: g

“I'll build it again!”

No one heard him. The wind was whining overhead, through the
treetops, it struck against the chests of the men and tugged on their
beards. Its lament sounded like a human voice. The Lamed-vovniks
openeq their mouths; somewhere, deep in a ditch, 2 man w.
screaming, wailing from the earth, like an old branch. [Wolf
trudged over to the roadside and screamed into the darkness with
all his strength:

“You, who are you, you accursed man, come with us!”

A man came crawling out of the ditch on all fours, with a bag
around his neck. Leah shuddered, nestled against Simkhe. In the —
darkncs.s, no onc could discern what the man looked like. The wind
flung him among the Lamed-vovniks, he merged into the crowd
and remained silent.

And in the town, the Jews came trudging out of the houses
whole families, tattered men, women wrapped in shawls dishcvcled'
children. Out came the lame bli avarnpti i
swollen bellies, th t with

in rags, men in sacks.
—

ty eyesockets, asthmatic men

»
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342 YENNE VELT

They gathered in the crooked marketplaces, along the sides gf
the streets, head to head, nestled together, and the clammy rain
lashed into the faces and poured over the bodies. The houses, ram-
shackle with age, were about to collapse, they cracked and leaned
on one another, and on the low rooftop sat the god.. . . .

An Incantation

And the Jews came out to him from the synagogucs, the pricsts
from the churches, the yeshivah students, the women. They
gathered around him, they kissed the tails of his coat.
“Messiah, what have you come to add to the Torah?"
And he replied: Teatrs
“I have not come to vou to add anything to the Torah, I have
Mcome to take back the Torah.”
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“No, human beings do not exist.”

“What does exist?”

“There exists a body without cyes, a mouth that docs not spcak,
and a heart that does not beat.”

“But Gimpel, we believe that the body sces, the mouth speaks,

and the heart beats.”

“Because, leah, our shapes are reflecred in streams, because
waters speak and trees bloom.”

“Tell me, Gimpel, what does a tree dream about?”

“Leah, I am a tree and I dream about you.”

Help, Lord of Heaven, Help

And the Lamed-vovniks arrived in the town. The wind banged
them along like hammers, it wouldn’t let them go back. The seven
silent men trudged and trudged, bowed over as though they were
carrying the world on their backs.

The houses moved closer to the marketplace. .

Benye trudged at the head of his crowd, trembling, his hands

dragging over the mud. The mouths were full of rushing wind, the
eyes sealed with cloudiness, and the tongues parched.

The marketplace stirred with the clatter of crutches—the cripples
were trying to walk without them, the blind men were yelling to
their wives that they could see. Women were holding their bellies,
perhaps they had become pregnant. Dying men were being carried
out on their beds, and the barren women came dancing out, waving
mannish hands toward the Messiah, jigging with long, dry bodies
like withered trees, lowering their heads in shame, and the wind ac-
companied them on the roof shingles. The Lamed-vovniks entered
the marketplace. Benye thumped his broad, bare feet over the miry
pavement, he saw the courage in the eyes, and he crooned his last
prayer to God:

The prayer of a poor man, who was hidden,
And he poured out his hearr to God . ..

There was someone walking next to him, the dark man who had
sat on Mars. He looked at him cold and taciturn. From time to time,
Benye turned to the man, waiting for him to say something, but the
man showed him that he had no tongue and he continued to follow
him{The women saw Benye from afar; screaming, they flung them-
selves toward him with flying hair; the men stretched out in the
mud before him; the cripples and the asthmatic came leaping
toward him, the dying held out their arms to him; and the blind, in
tears, broke into a run toward the other side of the marketplace, not
knowing where he, the Messiah, could be, they stopped at the
pump, dropped to the ground, and began weeping to it and holding
out their blind hands to it. And Benye was trudging somewhere
else, there were men lying at his feet, kissing the ground he stepped
upon:

“Messiah, step on us!”

“Messiah, touch 7y womb, I have no children!”

“Messiah, take the hump off my back!”

“Messiah, I have no erotic desires!”

And he, the Messiah, walked over the heads of the men, over the
drooping breasts of the women, letting them kiss his feet. The

ed-vovniks, mute and bitter, followed him, scanning the market-
place with their calflike eyes, choking, and suddenly they screamed:

“Help, Lord of heaven, help!”

Ho
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344 YENNE VELT

Benye was struck deaf, he turned around to the Lamed-vovniks,
saw them lifting their hands to the sky, their faces looking up
toward God. Benyc heard the weeping and shouting in the market-
place, he was terrificd. And suddenlv he fcit the torment of all-thesc
people, tears pourcd out of his eyes. He lifted up the first woman
lying at his feet and kissed her bare breasts. he healed the lame, he
stroked the heads of the scabby, he comforted the despairing:

“Die, my poor things, dic!” '

AMc running, with holes under their evcbrows, a
foam gushing from their mouths, they fell upon him, threw him
down, gouged the eves out of his face:

“Messiah, we were praying to the pump!”

Benyc lay on the ground with bloody eyes, he no longer fele the
people. He saw the great beginning, which was nothing, like the
time he and the cow had come to the cdge of the world, and a
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And the Lamed-vovniks praved to God. Simkhe and Leah stood
over Benye; in the darkness, they couldn’t see what was happening
to him, but both of them sensed that he was nearing his end. Leah
tore out of Simkhe's arms. She felt all her hatred for Benye, he had
deceived her. With her hands outstretched, she dashed across the
marketplace, weeping; she wrung her hands and yelled at the Jews:

“Kill him! Kill him!”

And mobs of men and women ran over to where Benve was ly-
ing. The old crones threw rags at him, they kicked him into the
mud, the men beat him with sticks, they rhrew stones at him, struck
him with hearth brooms, rollingpins, paving stones.

“He deceived us, oh God, he deceived us'”

And Benyc lay there, tattered in the mud. His soul lcft him, and

= all at once he became as big and as strong as the earth, his limbs

joined together with his body. they grew out for miles, permeated
with the icy soul of the world. He was lving in the rown, in the
fields, seeing with other eyes. lving, hearing diffcrently, amazed at
the greatness of God. The Jews were crawling about on the earth,
kicking him, pouring out the anger of their despairing lives upon
him. The rain was plunging in torrents, the houses were cracking,
collapsing in the storm, and the men, women. and children were |v-

ing in the mud, weeping, cursing their Iivcsyéuddcnl_v, Simkhe
Plakhte rose up above the Jews, he struggle

bright flame from a living sun, and a choking scrcam boomed across
the town:

over them, like a

“Worms!”
Simke trod over the Jews with gigantic paces; in the darkness, his

- huge body shone with a quiet light. He trod away over the houses,
huge, fearful, and solid, and returned to his shack. Now, the poor
cow was standing by Benye, hanging her head, with Kyril sitting
next to her, his arms around his knees, rocking back and forth, la-
menting the death of the Messiah. Out of the night came Lubomir-
skv’s daughter, white and terrified. She fell upon Benye, kissed his

bloody face, held him in her arms, and wept over him, wept over
him....
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The Prayer

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden,

And he poured out his heart to God,

Why are we so tortured, God!

Wherever I am, 1 am too much present,

And wherever | go, I take along the smell of the darkness.
I envy the bird, who is berter than we are,

And the clay, which is better off than anything else.
What shall T do with my useless hand,

And with my useless heart?




