Ihis poem and “Here | Have
Never Been™ were not reprinted
in Glatshteyn's collected poems

ot 1956.
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> On the Butcher Block

What a commotion 'there was yesterday around me,
As [ stood bleeding on the butcher block
Like a slave for sale.
Here’s the man, they pointed ar me,
5 Who deserves our pity.
IE’s true, a fast tongue was shricking,
You'd better warch out for his sticky fingers,
He’s 4 a bit of a swindler, curthroar, sleazy,
Bur wasn't it we who pushed him |
1o To the livelihoods that are casy.
To be sure, he himself is loathsome,
A stain on our family—
Said another in deep compassion,
A tear choking his gullec—
'S But it’s hard to forgert the Holy Book
That his fore-torefathers bequeathed to us.
Just tor the Ten Forbiddings
One should be gracious unto him
And ¢ndure
2e This sneak, whoreson and boor.

Just look ar that hump—
An old maid felt my swollen back—
[t comes from sitting, from poring over books,
Sharpening his wits tor jewing.
25 But the blame, she says, must fall on ourselves
For we did not force him
Into the sweary rrades,
Like cutting stones, digging portatoes;

)

So, instead of his neck, he harnessed his head
3 Like an ox to a plow,

Ourclevered us all,

And took away our last cent.

Now listen to the language he babbles,
Sce, how he celebrates separateness in our land,
5 The land our fathers tough tor,
Here how he squeals that they slaughtered his brother,
How he makes our lives miserable —
Caresses me the bass voice of a liberable —
No trace would be left of him
Yo If we had loved him instead of hating
And opened our arms
For him, the chosen, the proud one.
Our churches would have melted him long aeo
We must not forget—he concludes wich | priestly snap—
“* The point isnt always to slap his other «heck.
But to ser ours against
His tribal nastiness.
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Whar 4 commotion there was yesterday around me
In the butcher shop.
21 stood there in a shirt and tattered underwear
As they purged my veins
With justifications.
They explained away my base instincts so well,
They sang so beautitully the merits
$5 Of my pious grandfathers,
Thart even the butcher block spurted tears.
A pious old woman made a sign over me,
Down and across;
And everything around me dissolved.
b0 [ remained alone under a cold sky.
The gang came out of hiding
And [ closed my eyes.
The blows no longer concerned me.
With a shudder, I remembered
¢ How they had assembled
At the round butcher block,
How they had belched over my beaten body,
And like bees, were stinging mv wounds with honey.
You extinguished one star, a second, a third,
72 Your entire shining might.
God, what am I doing here alone,
In your eternal nighe.

June 1939
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Ben Shahn: Wanaw, 1vet vor
Hebrew Quote trom a 1ieh
century Yom Kippur praver
“T'hese mareves | will remember
and my soul 1 torn with sorrow
[ the davs ot our tnoials there 1
no one to help us.™
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1946

vessel of light—unagery from
the Kabbalah.

Pillars, Rocks: tibhical cpithers
apphied to grear sages.

The Thirty-Six Just*

away from you to return
again---an allusion to a personal,
rehigious poem by the Spanish
Hebrew classical poet 1bn
Gabirol, talking to God of tlecing
“trom You 1o You.”
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. Without Jews

Without Jews, no Jewish God.

If, God forbid, we should quit

this world, Your poor tent’s light

would out.

Abraham knew You in a cloud:
«  since then, You are the flame

of our face, the rays

our eyes blaze,

our likeness

whom we formed:

in every land and town

a stranger.

Shattered Jewish skulls,

shards of the divine,

smashed, shamed pots—

these were Your light-bearing vessels,

Your tangibles,

Your portents of miraclel

Now count these heads

by the millions of the dead.

Around You the stars go dark.

Our memory of You, obscured.

Soon Your reign will close.

Where Jews sowed,

a scorched waste.

Dews weep

on dead grass.

The dream raped,

reality raped,

both blotted out.

Whole congregations sleep,

the babies, the women,

the young, the old.

Even Your pillars, Your rocks,

the tribe of Your saints,

sleep their dead

eternal sleep.

‘Nho will dream You?
Remember You?

Deny You?

Yearn after You?

Who will flee You,

only to return

over a bridge of longing?

No end to night

for an extinguished people.
Heaven and earth wiped out.
Your tent void of light.
Flicker of the Jews’ lu.i loui.
Soon, Jewish God,

Your eclipse.

Cynthia Ozick

» My Wander-Brother

I love my sad God,
My wander-brother.
I like ro sit with him on a stone
And silence to him all my words.

S When we sit like this, dumbtounded together,

Our thoughts merge
In one stillness.
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The Bratslaver to His Scribe

1

Nathan, lay off thinking today;

Have you ever seen such a world:

Such loveliness, every which way?

Il give you a mouthful of fist

If you squeeze out a thought today.

Is there anything that keeps you from living?
Live, with all of your organs;

Breathe the sun, like a fly. ...

Let's go backward again ...

Let’s think our whole fortune away

And squander our thoughts on the byways.
Let’s become holy peasants

With hallowed cows on a holy pasture;
Let’s eat kasha with milk;

Let’s find stinking tobacco to smoke

And tell fairy tales about dwarfs;

And let’s sing songs.

Dai-donnae-dai, dai-donna-dai,
Pure songs, without words—
Dai-donna-dai.

I se: a small cloud rising already
over your forehead.
Oh, what a sock in the kisser I'll give you

If you start thinking,

5 Today, you'll have to shut
Your thinker behind locked doors.
Today, we are innocent singers
Who can hardly coun® up to two.
D’you get it—
s How splendid it is?
One—echod;
One, and only one,
And always, one;
And again, and once more—echod.
35 Listen—how simple;
How lonely, how lovely, how sadly beautiful
One—echod.

10

e

Seedling singl
Honeybee, hum!

Yo Caress the flower.
Little cloud, rain!
Refresh the roads;
Make the earth drunk.

Nathan, night will fall soon.
7§ Let us sleep without thought—without dream,
Like the dear peasants.
Let’s put that ladder away,
Nor climb toward heaven today,
Down and up; up and down.
$9Let the angels clamber about.
Let us catch a snooze and a snort
And leap up at dawn to greet the fiery east
With our song:
Dai-donna-dai, dai-donna-dai.
511l break your leg
If you don’t understand the refrain
Or change it by adding a word, or so much as a letter.
It will have to be simple—like this:
Dai-donna-dai.
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There are some kinds of people

Who think for a year and a day

And their heads become holy.

But they consider the body entire as dust made of dust.
They look into a holy book

And roll their eyes upward,

But they treat their lovely limbs

As if they were dust and ashes.

And everything over the belt

And under the cincture

Is unclean and then uncleaner.

They teach themselves verbal graces,

And are pilgrims to holy places,

But let a hungry man come begging a handout
And their hands close tight

And their hearts close tighter.

They’ve exiled their heads away from all reason

And their brains are dizzied, spinning with heavenly spheres

While the dear bit of humanity is lost
For all eternity.

Now, therefore, Nathan, [ tell you

That thought is as words are to music,
And music lives in the heart.

See that the heart thinks truly

And the head, of itself, will stop spinning.
[ detest that good man—

That would-be expert

Who spoils with imprisoning wisdom

The letters in holy books.

Take a candle and light up B’reshis,

Boro, he created.

B'reshis, he created.

Damn it, Nathan, what’s there to think about here?
Let's go through rain and snow together,
Through frosts and through sunlight,
And let’s sing:

B’reshis, he created worlds.
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Just as [ tell you about it, that's how it was—

I'm strolling through the wood and | see the morning rise,

And [ see it climbing up crookedly.

The whole creation is pouting mutedly;

And the trees—you should excuse the expression—show me
their rears;

The birds, ut my greeting, act as if none of them hears.

A hare turns and sends me the look of a querulous woman,

And, from its pool, the spring water’s saying with venom,

“Never mind, Nakhman. No blessing from you today.”

Their heads lowered, the flowers stink pitifully,

And whatever | think is tangled or heavily rooted,

And all that | say becomes silent, or muted. _

So what's to be done, except to make tracks out of there?

What's the use, Nakhman, if all the creation is angry?

But, since [ know that the world is compared with a person,
And that all that grows and all that flies,

And even the creepers, poor things, want to be,

[ say aloud, as if | weren’t joking,

“Well, what is the world?

Something imagined; a delusion;

A transitory moment,

A nonentity, an illusion.”

With these words, | meant to give the entire creation
A hell of a poke in the ribs.

But all at once,

An old tree breaks into sobs

Enough to give me heartache.

And things begin to move.

With all its secret force, ‘

The whole wood undertook to be

Itself in the dawn.

The trees turned their Faces toward me,

The birds broke into twitters,

The hare gave me a smile,
The water in the brook said sincerely,

“Nakhman, give me your blessing,”
And the flowers burst into bloom

As if in the Carden of Eden.

A crow laughed aloud, like a child,
And all petulance was gone.

[ breathed an air like wine.

And everything quickened the soul; all was alive
And there was a burst of joyful noises:
“Who is delusion,

Who doesn’t exist?

We are here, here, here.”

And thus, an angry world

Dawned into radiance and light,

And there was squealing,

And whistling, and yelling as loud as might be:
"“"We are here, here, here,

We are here, here, here.”

Until [, too, myself

Stood in the midst of the wood

And my voice rang out like a shofar:

“World, | swear by this morning hour,
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;l"hrough disciplined hunger,
came at last to the taste of b
And commont inking read and butter
| wondt; and my body went with me,
ere wasn't a single thought
That couldn’t shine through m:hsldn and bones
I clambered about and my feet clambered with z;u.

Several of my speculations gleamed
Unusually ordinary.
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And, as night fell,

Further hunger brought me to bread alone
And to think joyfully, ‘
I, in the dark, by myself,

Some rare, somnolent simplicities
Which, if they chance to be holy,
Sanctify and make sleepy
Feet and hands and head.

And today, | jumped up, famished,

And on an empty stomach, | began

With absolute nothing.

And the day also grew

Out of practically nothing—out of black and all but, all but
blue.

And, to my dark limbs

I decreed: Let there be light,

And we both acquired luminous wings—

I, and the day,

And we both became one,

And we both prayed aloud with a single voice,
“How goodly are Thy tents. ...”

L

Sometimes, it seems to me | have it all in my hand,

And all at once it is shrouded, concealed.

There’s much that puzzles me, Nathan. Do you understand?
I don’t want to put my mouth to my own ear.

5 We cast a drowsiness on the son of man;

He is shown the earth below

And a dreadful sky above.

But in between there’s something too.

[ know ... it's called . .. it seems to me ... living.

19 Somewhere, there’s a desiring woman pleased

| By a man’s answer in warm secrecy.
But should it thus begin to move in me,
I'm overcome with fear, and | say:
See that thought . .. that scoundrel;

'f Beat hell out of it . .. attack ... pursue.

|
' Nathan, inscribe.
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For example, consider the good instinct. A high-class relative

a welcome guest, ‘
A gourmand, his little belly well-pastured among good deeds.
But my pity’s for the instinct for lust.

19 Devout little Jews drive the poor thing, tooth and nail.

It fasts with them on fast days.

It faints for a spoonful of warm stew.

And what is the purpose of the instinct for lust?

Joy and the revelation of joy: consolation fermented of grief;

¥ Grief twinned out of solitude—

Solitary generations of loss
Multiplied into eternity

~Between heaven and earth.

What else, poor thing, is the instinct for lust:

3 Body. Flesh.
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Nathan, inscribe.

At night, if you have an ear,

You will hear how each gate of the 310 worlds

Weeps with one voice:

Flesh.

Do you think the music found in such longing is trivial?
And that’s the bit of joy (alas, it need saying)

Between heaven and earth

Until the shards are pressed to the eyelids.

It’s the precious tune of a heartfelt song of great praises.
You know well how tormented my flesh is,

But my heart weeps for that remnant of pleasure.

The instinct for lust means one and in union;

Splendid provocation.

It means a trembling word;

Fire and flames and God’s braiding of two—

It means woman.

Nathan, inscribe.

I know, though indeed it’s fearful to let the lips speak it ...
It's late at night.

Nathan, [ give you words that are not to be caught with the ear.
It may, God forbid, lead to confusion.

“Well,” they will cry. “Does he mean, perhaps,
To condone the adulterer?’

Yet, what do | mean to say?

My heart goes out to the instinct for lust.

It is force, after all, desire and longing,

Power and strength,

And it's song, after all,

And grief, and secret beginnings,

And it’s joy, after all, and melody also,

And akin to the holy flame,

And his light and hers, becoming united.

Poor Nathan, you're tired; your eyelids are closing.
You're falling asleep.

Don’t leave me here with my thoughts, alone.
Watch with me. Stay. -

Nathan,
Inscribe.

Leonard Wolf
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vessel of light—imagerv trom
the Kabbaish.

Pillars, Rocks—biblical epithets
4pplied to grear sages.

The Thirty-Six Juse*

away from you to return
4gain—.n Jllusion o a personal,
religious puem by the Spanish
Hebrew (lassical pucr Ibn
Gabirol, talking to God ot Hecing
“trom You to You "
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Without Jews

Without Jews, no Jewish God.
If, God forbid, we should quit
this world, Your poor tent's light
would out.

Abraham knew You in a cloud:
since then, You are the flame
of our face, the rays

our eyes blaze,

our likeness

whom we formed:

in every land and town

a stranger.

Shattered Jewish skulls,

shards of the divine,

smashed, shamed pots—

these were Your light-bearing vessels,
Your tangibles,

Your portents of miraclel

Now count these heads

by the millions of the dead. -
Around You the stars go dark.
Our memory of You, obscured.
Soon Your reign will close.
Where Jews sowed,

a scorched waste.

Dews weep

on dead grass.

The dream raped,

reality raped,

both blotted out.

Whole congregations sleep,

the babies, the women,

the young, the old.

Even Your pillars, Your rocks,
the tribe of Your saints,

sleep their dead

eternal sleep.

‘Nho will dream You?
Remember You?

Deny You?

Yearn after You?

Who will flee You,

only to return

over a bridge of longing?

No end to night

for an extinguished people
Heaven and earth wiped out
Your tent void of light.
Flicker of the Jews' last hour
Soon, Jewish God,

Your eclipse.
Cyntha Ozick

» My Wander-Brocher

[ love mv sad God,
My wander-brother.
[ like to sit with him on a stone
And silence to him all my words.

§  When we sit like this, dumbtounded together,

Our thoughts merge
In one sallness.
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Mozart

[ dreamt that the goyim
crucified Mozart .
and dug him a donkey’s grave.

It was only the Jews

who made him a God-Man,
and kept his memory
blessed.

His apostle, I ran through the world
converting everyone in sight.

I snatched proselytes

all over; Christians for Mozart.

Marvel

at the Testament of Music
of the Man Divine:

his song-nailed hands
shine.

Crucified singer,

how his fingers go after
laughter .

in deepest affliction.
Through dooms of tears
more than himself he loves
his neighbor’s ears.

The Sermon on the Mount:
how stark,

how bereft,

when you count

what Mozart left.

Cynthia Ozick

Genesis

Why don’t we start all over again

with a small people,

out of the cradle and little?

The two of us, wanderers over the nations.
Tillers of the soil will bow before You.
You’ll live on burnt offerings of grain.

I'll go around preaching folk wisdom;

it won’t reach past our borders,

but the least little child will greet me

good morning.

Why don’t we both go home and start over,
from the very beginning,
out of our littleness?

Almighty Yahweh, who hast waxed great
over the seven firmaments and continents,
swollen steel-strong in vast churches

and synagogues, God of the Universe!
You've deserted field and barn;

I, the close love of my people.

We’ve both turned universal.

Come back, dear God, to a land no bigger than a speck.

Dwindle down to only ours.

I'll go around with homely sayings
suitable for chewing over in small places.
We'll both be provincial,

God and His poet.
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My weary God lights a cigarere
And inhales the first smoke.
19 A star lights up, a fiery sign.
His limbs long for sleep.
The nighe lies at our feer like a lamb.

My beloved God.

How many prayers to him have I profaned.
1§ How often have I blasphemed

In the nighes,

Warmed my fearful bones

At the firepor of knowledge.

And here he sits, my friend, hugging me,
20 And shares with me his last mouthful.

The God of my unbelief is beautiful.
How nice is my teeble God
Now, when he is human and unjust.
How gracetul is he in his proud downfall,
% When the smallest child revolrs
Against his command.
Through sca and land,
We two shall ever wander and wander together

I think to my dozing God of myself:
2 Ar times, an alien space
Will spread in the homiest warmeh.

And belore You pgrasp ats mystery,
You teel how your own turility
Blossoms like moss on a gravesrone.
=& Is this the city thae 1 buile?
Is this the streer I confided in
Every night of my memory?
How many summers appeared here innay dream?
Here T came to strike roots and Brow srems,
Yo Here I wanted to plant calm
On my own living gravevard
Of tather-mother.,
I'had plenty of death over there.
I'came here, an heir of death,
5 A refugee.

You are tlking of yourself,

Answers the silence of my wander-brotl er,

And T think of all of us:

How much destruction can 4 people be. r
5o And srill believe in re-building?

Now, gr()\'clling in the dust,

My people is holier than me.

One day, nations shall come to bow

To its pain,

55 Bur God, my brother,
Why hast thou raised my people
And spread their mistortune like stars
All over the sky?

Pan, blood, picreed hands,
eo Pirv of empried veing—
A childish fable with sillv words,
| multiplied it by six million,
I gave the fable its moral,
My people, my son, my dream
€5 Will blossom forever crucitied on a tree of lighe.

My God sleeps and T watch over him.
My tired brother dreams the dream of my people.
He dwindles, grows small as a baby,
And T rock him into the dream of my people.
72 Sleep, my god, my wander-brother,
Sleep into the dream of my people.

S %6
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Maybe it will go sweeter for us.

You'll begin with a scrap of truth,

not promising seventh heaven,

mindful of human flesh, bone, failings;
wine that gladdens the heart of man;

the body’s pleasures. A

You'll cherish us for those moments of belief
when out of our depths we invoke You.
You'll keep far from blood, blade, killing.
You'll choose to be the approachable God
of a prayerful huddle

rather than an omnipotent God of Prey.
You’ll come near.

We'll begin to spin

merciful laws binding on You and on us.

Out of the cradle and little,

why don’t we start all over again,

growing up bordered by a hallowed land?
Children will laugh all around in delight. .
We'll be poor and full of truth.

Your holy blessing will just suffice

for a people peaceable and good.

My own word will be the warm pride

of a family.

Your nostrils will savor

the pure meal-offering of a nation
nurturing its God with everything good.
And me they’ll feed and fondle like a child.
I'll be rocked in cozy fame.
No one beyond our borders
or Yours.

will hear my name,

Shouldn't the two of us go home?
Why don’t we both, beaten, 80 home?

Thou hast chosen us.
We were both cried up for grandeur

so that they could bring us to dust

and scatter us and stamp us out.

They tricked You out in stars over a whole universe.
How is it that great nations flock to You?
You are quiet and content with your own.
You are one of us,

completely.

Why did You abandon your closet-ark,
your little tent,

going far away to be converted

into the Lord of the Universe?

Therefore we became Your errant children,
agitators of pillars, world incendiaries.
You lapsed into the Jewish International
before we did.

We followed You into Your wide world
and sickened there.

Save Yourself, return

with Your pilgrims who 80 up

to a little land. Come back,

be our Jewish God again.
Cynthia Ozick

-3 .
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Sunday Shtet!

Rabbi Levi Yitskhok’s drayman—the one who wore
tales and tfiln as he smeared the wheels

of his wagon with tar—

turns up in the shape of a bunch of Jews

hanging around their houses,

washing the car

(while the shtet]l drowses

in its Sunday snooze),

adding up bills and working out deals

to pay up what’s owed to the pinochle fund-raiser
they attended last night at the Center.

A hushed hand feeds the ache

of this chronic languor

that drops on the town:

weekly monotonous logic,

once out of seven.

In the little square

the clock creeps on

to point the dawn;

a wary church bell wakes

its passive god.

Windows start the stench

of bacon crackling.

The neighbors are off to church.
Our draymen-in-disguise,

hosing down their wheels,

cut the stream to cut the noise.

Lost souls, they look for safekeeping
to the deserted synagogue

that waits to fill up on Yom Kippur.

These Sunday Jews are secret Jews
smiling for the neighbors.
The church bell tolerantly skips over

the doorposts of the Jews.
They listen

with pricked-up ear,

in Marrano fear.

Cynthia Ozick



