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The King

And he came to the hill. There he met !
A company of prophets descending from the high place; |
Before them one carried three kids,
And another a wine-skin and harp

6 And they gave him two kids, and two loaves,
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And the wine-skin and the harp. —He took them.

And the Spirit of God came upon a prophet,

And one of them spoke, saving: ‘Welcome,

Blessed among men, anointed of God,

Exalted over his brothers! Twice blessed

In the blessing of great sufferings and their joy

And in the joy of a lord of his brothers and master of his sorrows,
Girt in the mysteries of a ruler whose word

Decides for life or for death,

Who is drunk in great passion, that of a visionary

With eyes open to gaze on the shadow of the living God.
Even more exalted you, your heart shall be so pure

That it will absorb of the sublime light;

And if you are not holy, your soul shall hurt

From the touch of the wings of infinity, as they fleet
Through eternitics pouring into eternities

To know the secret of final freedom...’

And he went up the hill and to the high place,
To the prophet of the living God,—the greatest
Of his brothers the prophets—glorious and grey.
And he carved the kid—and they roasted it,
And he blessed the bread—and they ate it,
And he tasted the meat—and they were sated.

And when they were sated one plucked upon the lyre,
And they all lifted up their voices in song.

And as they sang the spirit suddenly descended on them,
And each gripped the other’s hand, right hand

In left and left hand in right,

And they lifted their feet and started to move

In a dance of devotion before the altar,

And they leaped and they pranced with all their might,
And the King also joined in the dance.

And hand in hand then the prophets pranced,

To the right, to the left, they backed and advanced,
Then leaping ahead, now swaying, now cheering,

As in siege of a wall, like besieged disappearing;
From moment to moment their joy gathered might,
As their bodies strained for the heights, for the height.

Then the King put aside his coronet of gold,

He cast away the ornament of splendour,

And the crown fell to the ground, where it bounced
And resounded and again rolled and rang.

Theh also fell the dividing wall

That stood between him and all his people,

The division erected by man for man,

And he was as all Israel, one of his people.
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55 In a circle of bustle. rearing and rioting;
From moment to moment their joy gathered might,
As their hearts yearncd for the heights, for the height.

Then he put aside his cypress-wood harp,

He cast his instrument of song into the bushes,
$0 And the harp fell among the tangle of branches,

Where its strings broke. Each string with its sigh.

Then also fell the dividing wall

That stood between him and all men,

The division erected by the Creator of the world,
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Then he put aside his sword, the sword of his pride,
He cast his implement of war into the rocks,
And the weapon fell upon the stone,
75 Where it hit the rock, and rang out.
Then also fell the dividing wall
That stood between him and all life on earth,
The division of hate between life and man,
And he was as all that lives on the face of the earth.
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$0 And body to body the prophets whirled striving,
Straining to the skies but never arriving,
Straining in fury, to the right, to the left,
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Tripping on tree trunks and stray altar stones,
Rolling on grass and down scented lawns;
From moment to moment their union gained might,
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And the King began prophesying among them,

And became one with the universe and the fulness thereof,
One tiny spark in the infinity of being,

Loving and cleaving to all of Creation.

And he fell down naked, all that day,

And all the night...naked...naked...naked...

Translated by Richard Flantz

ITZIK MANGER (1101 - 1969)
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SAINT BALSHEMTOV

In the middle of the night the Balshem rests
in his lonely room and reflects:
“The night is so holy, lovely, and deep,
that even the man who walks alone,
5 Dbarefoot, over an alien land,
feels overhead God’s blue hand.”

He arises and remains stock-still.
A thin wail quakes at his windowsill.
Who weeps at night? Who now weeps,

10 when the bird sleeps and the wind sleeps?
When the hut sleeps and the wood sleeps?
Who drives the gold away from his dream?
“Listen,” the strange wail he commands.
“Come and fall asleep upon my hands.”

S But the wail trembles like a fiddle so thin,
thin as the spiderweb spiders spin,
as.the death-bed sob of a child is thin
that tosses its little head in the wind.

The Balshem opens the door and goes

20 to discover who troubles the joy,
the joy and the dream of a world.

Here dreams the town. Here dreams the stream.
Here dreams the field.
Who then now weeps,

1§ when the bird sleeps and the wind sleeps?
When the hut sleeps and the wood sleeps?
Who drives the gold away from his dream?
“Listen!” the strange wail he commands.
*“Come and fall asleep upon my hands.”

30 But the wail trembles like a fiddle so thin,
thin as the spiderweb spiders spin,
as the death-bed sob of a child is thin
that tosses its little head in the wind.

The Balshem lifts up his eyes —
3¢ lifts them glowing to the skies.
He sees a grey cloud lying brushed
over a star being crushed.
The Balshem stands for a moment there,
listens to the silvered despair.
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49  Then he raises his glowing hand —
raises to the sky his glowing hand,
and wipes the grey cloud away.
The star flutters freed from fear,
flutters and shimmers, sparkles.and rings
45 through the air, as fine gold rings.
The Balshem smiles: “You rascal, you.
A world from its rest you have shaken askew.”

Then with soft steps he returns home,
home to his hut of brick and of loam,
$O and sits down upon his doorsill
and waits for the first bird trill
and waits for the first drop of sun,
for the first golden drop of sun.
And before the day rose overhead,
$S softly to himself he said:

“The wail of a worm and of a grass,

the wail of a star and of a hare

can shake and shake out a world from its rest —
guard and protect them, Father up there.”

£9 Over his hands a gleaming drop flows
and rolls downward upon his clothes.

—Saah Tneig Betsk)

THE BALLAD OF THE HOLY
EVENING BREAD.

Cloud stormirig over cloud. Winds and rain.
A child looks out through a darkened pane.

Drop, drop. On the roof heavy drops beat:
“See, Father, strangers come down the street.”

$ The young blacksmith opens his door wide:
“Good evening, strangers, come inside.

There is room. The table is spread.
Please share with love our poor bread.” .

Half-dark in the room, a smoky lamp is burning,
t0  ten stranger shadows on the walls are turning.

But in the darkest corner a radiant children-ring
and the mother telling of God's blessing:

“. . . So the beggar walked for a day and night,
came to the.palace, the portals shut tight.

1§  So the beggar gave his ring a spin.
There came flying two seraphim.

One of them opened the silver .door,
and the second opened the golden door.

So the beggar laughed and poverty fled
20 and he had enough wine, enough bread. . . ”

®
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Half-dark in the room. The table waits.
Nine strangers grumble, “It’s late! It’s latel”

But the tenth one stands and lucidly gazes
and over his head a light blazes:

And he raises his- hands and blesses the need
and blesses the legend of wine and bread.

~Sarah Zeveiy Be'lsky

X Nataa Altermaa [910-1470

THE SPINNER

Silent the girl at the spindle
spun a scarlet thread.
She has spun me a royal mantle,

a king in his throne-room said.

Silent the girl at the spindle
spun a black midnight thread.
She has spun me a robe for the scaffold,

a thief in his dungeon said.

Silent the girl at the spindle

spun a golden thread.

She has spun me a garment to play in,
a wandering mummer said.

Silent the girl at the spindle
spun an old grey thread.
She has spun us a coat to mourn in,

a beggar and his mongrel said.

She took all the threads from the spindle
for the last robe she would spin.

Then down she went to the river

and washed her pure white skin.

And she put on the robe of her weaving—
no brighter ever was seen.

And now she is thief and beggar,

and she is mummer and queen.

~ Robert Friead
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ELIEZER
STEINBERG

( 1880-1932 )

THE SACRIFICIAL
KNIFE AND
THE SIMPLE SAW

So happens a slaughterer would

sometimes have to saw off a piece of wood.
One day .

Brother Knife sees Brother Saw across the way
and lets his tongue cut loose.

Hey there, he says, look at that dumb goose

flashing his pearly-whites! Lord, what a show!

You want to know sdmething, that sure is a set

all full of, you bet

scratches and

patches

a whole banged-up row!

That saw looks unkosher from head to toe!

And see what he’s wearing—them poor wooden threads!
When I take a look at some deadheads

I thank my old father in the sky for making things sweet
% ugly too.

I'm doing great! Just a lucky old Jew!

Not a spot

of rot

on my kosher steel!

Not a blot on my ideall

No wonder Reb Elkonoh’s saintly hand can close

around me with holiness and repose
while he prays, watching heaven along the line of his nosel

True, says Brother Simple Saw (can he be #. s naive?)
Ido really believe

Reb Elkonoh shouldn’t say a blessing over me,

No, some stuff would not go down,

people would laugh both of us out of town,

I'm just an honest worker, plain to see,

Idon’t sparkle not one spark,

just stand in a corner where it’s dark,

keep in my place and don’t try to appear too good.
Lord knows I'm only it for cutting wood.

But you—no joking matter—you cut throats|

Let’s give a twist to the tale and add some moral notes:
Brother Saw’s still an honest worker, plain to see

a black spot on his family tree,

while Brother Knife is playing a sharper game—

he kills and blessings are said over him just the same.

Jerome Rothenberg

THE HORSE AND THE WHIP

“O may a great disaster

Fall on your noble master,

Mr. Wagon Driver Feitel

(To give him his proper title)

And on you, too, of course,”

(Says the horse

To the whip)

“It’s a gyp,

To be clobbered like this with no fault on my part;
Do you think that it’s fun to keep dragging this cart?
And you've no sense at all of how I might need

A few oats for a feed,
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Before starting out for the day.
—Anyway,
S Try talking with whips, they’ve got nothing to say!
If, like me, you were all cut up
You'd give up whipping,
Slashing and ripping.
What, again? I'll yell blue murder—" “Shut upl”
20 (The whip cracks now, like a sharp tongue)
“I know very well that dragging
A cart like this with your stomach nagging
Means nearly emptying each lung,
Let me give you a tip—
2§ You keep getting the whip
Not for not pulling; but you're due for
Being converted into glue for
Not getting the point, for letting yourself, you ass,
Be harnessed up and brought to such a pass!”

John Hollander

The Ode.

~Jlr> JrP) = R7h
L
It you would Know.

‘If you would know the spring whence strength of soul
Was drawn in evil days woeful as these
By those who gladly walked to meet their death,
Bending the neck beneath the biting steel ~ —

S§ The headsman’s axe — or climbing to the stake,
First to the faggots clinging there to die —
Proclaiming Unity ~ the martyr’s death. ...

“+ If you would know the well where those who, crushed
Between the siraits of Chaos and the *Grave,

10 Drew comforts of the Lord, and mighty faith
To suffer long, and iron sirength to bear
Travail, with shoulder set to toil in life"

Of rancotr and despite, toil without end
-Beneath the boundless burden. . .

\$ « If you would see the bosom where your people
Wept heart and soul fheir fill of bitterness,

With groans that surged as waters flowing forth,
Groans to sound ierror in the deepest Hell
And sights to pluck the devil cold with dread,
20 Shrieks fo split rocks, but not the hardened hearts

_Of foes who better Satan. .. .

+ If you would know the sirg_l_g/hold where your fathers
Salvaged their soul’s desire and held the Law,
Holy above all Holies to be saved; g

1§ If you would know the hiding place that kept
Their mighty spirit and ils ‘essence pure, X
That, sated with reproach and calumny, /%= e
Grey hairs sapped not the pleasaniness of youth. . . .
+ If you would know the mother merciful,

30 The aged matron, loving to the last, .

Who gathered of her wandering child the fears,

With great compassion tended all his hurt;

And when the outcast came again and faint,

She wiped away his tears, and 'neath her roof .
3§ Gave him wing'd shade and lulléd him io sleep....

@

¥ Chaim Nachmaa Bialik
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;Ahl “Chastened brother, if you know not these,
Turn to the Beth Hamidrash,* antic, old,

In the long nights of winter desolate, 3

In summer days that scorch and flame with heatl,
At noontide, dawn or in the twilight turn,

And if a miserable.remnant yet

Is spared of God, perchance to-day you’ll see

In the deep shadows of the wall and dark - - .
The corner there, fast by the chininey-piece,_.j *-;' ;
A few siray sheaves — ghosis of much lost,
Some shrivelled Jews ‘with parched and wizer_}’?d !&ce,
Jews of the Exile, burdened with its yoke, s
Who lose their pain in faded Talmud .page,
Their misery in Midrash fales of old. A
And sing their sorrows in a psalm of praise. . -
(Ah me! How slight and worthless all must seem

In eyes of sirangers, heedless o discern.)

Then shall the hear! inform you how your feet

Stand on the threshold of our House of Life,

And our Soul’s ireasure-house your eyes behold,

If God has spared you of the holy spirit, g asls
Nor taken all His soothing from your heart, . . . :
And rays of hope for beiter days than these =
At times illumine all its leagues of darkness,
Brother of distress, know this fo be '

| A salvaged spark, small fugitive of flame,

-

7]

1}

Jo

IS

Saved by a miracle from that great fire

. Your sires kepl ever ardent on their altar.
Who knows but that the rivers of their tears

- Have borne and brought us hither, and their prayers
Have loaned us of the Lord, and thro’ their death
They bade a life be ours, life fo world’s end?

1698

1 39

Chaim Nachmen Rialik
May I be One of You

May I be one of you, the silent of soul, the humble,

who weave your lives unseen, modest in thought and action;

hidden dreamers, sparing in speech, but augmenting the glory.
Within you, your spirit’s beauty hides like a pearl in the sea depths,
and your virtues, like forest berries, increase in the dark of the shadows.
Your hearts are a sacred temple, and your closed lips are its portals;
nobles you are—unknown, and noble of spirit—unknowing,

poets of beautiful silence, priests of the stillness of God.

No eye of a stranger beholds the fétes of your soul and its mourning;
there 1s always a light in your eye, of serenity and of sadness,

and always a smile on your lips, of wisdom and of forgiveness;

you welcome without judging whatever your path encounters:

the low as well as the high, the sin as well as the virtue.

Slow, slow, as if on tiptoe, you go along life’s pathway,

heart wakeful, ear alert, your eye forever seeking,

soul open to every rustle, to every quiver of splendour,
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carelessly sowing about you, without premeditation,

the faith and the purity that emanate from your being
as the blue flows from the sky and the shadows fall in the forest.

20 Well-learned you are in silence, and your voice and word are an

absence;

your hand creates no greatness, your mouth will not speak greatly,
your desires expire in your heart and your longings die in your bosom;
you fight in no battle of seers; leave nothing for museums to inherit;
lonely your footsteps die, without an imprint or echo.

L5 But your lives are your revelation; your very being-—your glory.

God’s image in the world has you for faithful preservers!

Daily, fragment by fragment, in the light of your eye, in your features,
your lives’ beauty fills the world’s hollows, as into the heart of a river
an underground spring will flow, reviving it unknowing.

20 Nothing, by God, will be lost; not one flutter of your eyelid,

not your soul’s least tremor!

Like the song of stars, they will shimmer in the void of the

world forever.

At the end of time when the echoes of Heman’s songs have vanished
and all memory of the wisdom of Calcol and of Dara,
ooxn w3 ar v 35 they will live again in the features, in the light of the eye of some man.

Translated by Robert Friend

BEFORE A STATUE OF APOLLO

1 comie to you, forgotten god of the ages,

god of ancient times and other days,

ruling the tempests of vigorous men,

the breakers of their strength in youth's plenty!
5 God of a gencration of mighty ones and giants,

conquering with their strength the bounds of Olympus,
an abode for their herocs, and adorning with garlands

of laurel-leaf the pride of their foreheads—
masters of their idols and like unto them,
10 adding to the councils of the world’s rulers; ,
a generation of god on carth, drunk
with the plenty of life, and estranged
from a sick people and tribe of sufferers.
Fresh youth-god, magnificent, full beautiful,
1S subduer of the sun and life’s hidden trnths
with clouds of song and all its treasured hues,
with seas of melody’s manifold waves;
god of life’s joy, its riches and splendour,
its strength and sccret stores of light and shade.

20 ] come to you—do you know me still?
I am the Jew: your adversary of old! . ..
The waters of every ocean on carth
with all their multitudinous uproar,

could not completely £ill the gulf that yawns between us,

335 Heaven itsclf and the ample plains could not,
steetching, annihilate the abyss dividing

?
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the Torah of my fathers from your adorers’ cult,
Look you upon me! Because 1have gone my way
farther than all others before me and to come,

30 in the path where man, death-doomed, must stray—
therefore T am first among those who return to you,
in a moment when I loathed death-throes forever,
my vital soul, to carth cleaving,
burst the chains that bound it.

88 The people is old—and its gods have grown old!
Passions suppressed in men of failing strength,
from out the cage of centuries, spring to life.
The light of God is mine! cries every bone within me,

Life, ah life! cach limb, each vein crics out.
&0 The light of God and life!

And I come to you.
I come to you, before your statuc kneeling,
your itage—symbol of lifc’s brightness;
I'kneel, I bow to the good and the sublime,
&5 to that which is exalted throughout the world,
to all things splendid throughout creation,
and clevated among secret-mysteries of the Cosmos.
I bow to life, to valour and to beauty,
I bow to all precious things—robbed now
§© by human corpses and the rotten seed of man,
who rebel against the life bestowed by God, the Almighty—
the God of mysterious wildernesses,
the God of men who conquered Canaan in a whitlwind—
then bound Him with the straps of their phylacterics . . .

1899

Shayl Teheraich owsk 7
Stars of the Skies

Stars of the skies so distant, stars of the skies so near,

Lights so distant, distant, from the eye that gazes at them,

Lights so near, so near, to the heart upon them gazing!

Where is it I have seen you and where have I not seen you

On my way through this broad earth, through all the earth’s great
fulness,

On my humble. humble path from my tranquil village birthplace,

That home of good kind people, the fields whence first 1 wandered—

A youth who wove within him unspoken dreams not granted,

His heart a treasure trove of secret hidden forces,

A wealth of brimming forces at the summit of their splendour—

Until I reached this place, until I stopped—not tired,

Nor weary of my travail, midway along my journey.

Stars of the northern skies, such chill sharp winks exchanging,
Like sparks in the eyes of wolves on long, long nights of autumn,
Above Kyrelia’s forests, in the land of wistful beauty,

That called to me and warned me with a glance both near and distant
Among the gloomy pines in the blast of northern tempests
Standing dense and clustered 1nd staring into mirrors

Of holy lakes that age in frames of dampened rockbanks,
Standing dense and crowded, gripped by primal trembling
Since the day that earth and heaven wrought spells so strong and evil
In words forming and performing of ancient incantation

In mighty forces fcttered in words that were still young then
When first were framed world's wonders and their mysterious

secrets.
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2§ Stars of Ukrainian steppeland, so beautiful and mournful;

30

o

¥
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Stars of the green expanse, why so sad and mournful?

Is it from seeing your furrows changing shape so often?

Now a sea, an ocean, of frolicking weeds and grasses,

Scented green and flowing, abounding with life’s own wildness;
Now a tossing ocean of corn in changing colours:

Silver, green and orange, all in the threefold blessing

Of rains and of the plough and of the scythe of iron;

Now a boundless span, placcless with no border,

Soil of mighty battles, of human fields of slaughter—

Here the blood of one people dries, and another’s blood starts flowing,
And before one field is quenched, the next’s already thirsting.

Stars of Crimea accept my blessing! A tent of blackened velvet
Has wrought your lovely framework. The sea, the rock, the forest
All yearn in longing for you, for your secret speech of radiance.
And when the sleeping sea takes your picture to its lap,

Or lifts its peaks of waves and breakers to the skies,

Is it not of you it dreams? Is it not for you my heart longed,

The heart of a youth still green, at the height of early blossom,
Full of stars of his own, full of the song of his future?

Some fell dead and lightless, and some have already darkened

In the evil mist that spreads across the breadths of life.

And some, yes, some still twinkle, far distant, and illumine

With a light of dreams gone by, with the charm of healthfu! youth.

Stars of Mediterranean night! Stars—Gods of days of oid!

Nothing in the world can equal your beauty, your holy radiance.

If the stars of the world are sculpted of precious stones of agate,

Then you are tiny suns, panes in the sky’s deep sapphire.

You are the firstborn gods among gods of sea and land.

It was you in man implanted the spirit of knowledge and courage:
The wise of Babylon and the Chaldees heard the singing of your circuits
And divined their combinations, the first of nature’s secrets;

> /lt was you inspired courage in those of Sidon and Canaan

bo

To find a way across the sea, into the world’s dark mysteries,
To leave their Garden of Eden, to extend and expand its boundaries.
Though man appeared to create—it was they who made him ‘Man’.

Stars of the Land of Israel! The day earth and heaven were made,
It is said He appeared in holiness, dressed in ephod and in breastplate.

And you were fixed on that breastplate—you and only you!
Stars of the Land of Israel. stars of Grandfather Israel!

65 All his days are engraved on vou, for you looked down upon him.

The fathers of the people raised their eyes to you for witness.
You alone, from your orbits, in ancient days fought for him,
You beheld his battle, you beheld his greatness,

You behold his misery. In you are joined together

70 Past and present and future. Oh, you who see so far,

Perhaps even now you behold his future, speak:
What is then the vision and when its end, oh speak!

Stars of shining light past spheres of southern tropics!
Here the ‘Southern Cross’, and here the great Cantabros.

75 The first appears in glory—here began the wondrous legends,

The most beautiful of legends that the new man started weaving.
Waters of the ancient ocean—a tray of molten lead,

And transparent fineness of skies. One alone and lonely below,
And its brother lonely above. Without them there is nothing.

80 Schools and schools of waves, mighty currents rising,

@

Languid, heavy, murky, and again the ocean gleams

Just as on that first great day, when the world’s Creator made
The heavens and the waters of the face of earth’s massed hugeness
And the stars looked down in wonder at the chaos on the earth.

'y
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Stars of the ranging pampas, figures strange and alien!
Stars of new lands and skies, that I have never known,
Lights of dread expanses, last witnesses of nature's forces
Forging the mighty beings that you saw wandering here,
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Those marvels of first existence, glorious and dreadful monsters
The wondrous crown of strength of creation not yet perfected. ,
You beheld the dying of those giants of enormity.
You I do not like, but my heart is drawn towards you,
Towards the wonder of your riddle and the mystery of your being.
And from somewhere a silent sorrow strokes the shrinking heart
93 That starts to steal away with your entering the heavens:

As though you were only candles of memorial for worlds long dead.

Stars of beloved skies, stars that my mother loved!

Did I receive their names from my father’s youthful wanderings

Through nights of summer and autumn along the broadtracked roads
Ivo  Between the Dnieper and Don, between Black and Caspian Seas?
He knew their many names, all heard from greyhaired travellers;
Showed me ‘Alpha’ and ‘Omega’, ‘The Great Bear’ and “The Hunter’.
‘The Hundred Points of Fire’, and ‘The Way to the Holy City’,—
Simple names and strange that lived their lives in memories
Of simple minded people and the generation’s elders
Among names of primitive stars. From my father and my mother
I got my love for you, stars so near and distant.
And I send my blessing to you wherever you are, my friends!

Translated by Richard Flantz

Mofshe Kulbak (18%-19v0)

Vilna
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Someone in a prayer-shawl is walking over your ramparts,
Gloomy, and the only walker in the nightly city.

He listens: The old veins of gray courtyards and synagogues
Are awake and astir like a hoarse and dusty heart.

You are an open psalter cast in clay and iron;

Every stone is a prayer, every wall is a chant,

When moonlight oozes down to your Caballah streets,
And the cold and ugly splendor bleaches forth, naked,
Your joy is sorrow —the joy of deep basses

In orchestras, your funerals are festivities,

And solace—the clear and radiant poverty,

Like quiet summer-fogs on the city’s corners.

You are a cameo darkly set in Lithuania,

Written gray and old in moss and lichen;

Each stone a scripture, each wall a parchment,
Secretly opened and consulted at night,

When a frozen water-carrier, his beard tucked in,
Stands at the ancient synagogue and counts the stars.

.2
Gloomy, I, the only walker in the nightly city.

No sound. The houses freeze—heaps of rags,
- But somewhere aloft, a tallow candle drips and flickers,
A Cabbalist is sitting in an attic, woven fast,
i+ Like a spider, and drawing the gray thread of his life:
~ Is there anyone in the vast cold wasteland
" Whose lost shrieks we, the deafened, hear?
- And before him, in the darkness, Raziel
# Stands leaden, with old and threadbare parchment wings,
. And eyes that are graves choking with sand and cobwebs:
“Gone. Sorrow is all that abounds!

®
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The candle drips. The green and stony Jew is listening
And sucking darkness from the angel’s sockets,

And garret over garret draws a breath—the lungs

Of the hunch-backed creature drowsing in the mountains.
City, you may be a Cabbalist’s gray dream,

Drifting through the world like early webs in autumn.
‘1;,

f You are a psalter cast in clay and iron,

- And your faded letters range and ramble:

- Menstiff as wood, and women like loaves of bread,

.. Cold, mysterious beards, the shoulders hammered out,

+And long eyes wobbling like skiffs on a river — :

Your Jews buy a silvery herring late at night,

~Beating their breasts: Oh God, we sin, we sin. . . .

~And the moon, like a white eye, ogles through the windows —

£ Where the rags turn silver as they hang on ropes,

. The children in the beds — yellow, slimy worms,
£ And virgins, half undressed, with bodies like planks—
¥ Narrow as the alleys are your gloomy Jews:
= Mute foreheads, like the wide and rigid walls of your synagogue,
£.And eyebrows, mossy, like the rooftops of your ruins.
gEXou are a psalter written on the meadows,
F And like a raven [ sing about you in moonlight,
5. For never has the sun gone up in Lithuania.

4

Your joy is sorrow —the joy of deep basses

In an orchestra, your quiet spring is black.

Saplings grow from the rampart, grass from the walls;
The grass blossoming drowsily crawls from the old tree
And the cold and muddy nettle stands upon the soil,
Only filth and frozen walls in the wetness,

And sometimes at night a breeze puffs dry and terse
On rooftops, and a shape of waterdrops and moonlight
Steals through the streets in silvery and trembling fantasies— 7
The Vilna river has arisen cool and foggy. ¥
And fresh, and naked, with long and watery hands,

Has risen into the city. The blind windows squint askew.
The arching bridges flung upon the ramparts,

And no one will open a door and stick his head out

To the Vilna and her thin, blue nakedness.

Like the surrounding mountains, the bearded ramparts stand agap
And silent, silent — %

5

You are a cameo darkly set in Lithuania

And shapes are barely glowing on your restless ground.
The white and radiant geniuses of distant light

With hard and narrow bones sharpened by drudgery.
And Yiddish is the simple wreath of oak leaves

Over the city’s secular and holy gates.

Gray Yiddish is the candle glinting in the windows —
Just like a peddler stopping at an ancient well

I'sit and listen to the harsh voice of Yiddish.

I'am the city! The myriad narrow doorways to the world,
Roofs upon roofs toward cold and muddy sky.

Iam a black flame, starving, licking up the walls,

And gleaming in the sharp and cutting eyes of Jews abroad.
I'am the grayness! I am the black flame! I am the city!

!

6 9
And on the ancient synagogue, a water-cartier,

Frozen, his beard tucked in—He stands and counts the stars.
Translated by Joachim Neug! %
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Imperceptibly, One by One

Imperceptibly, one by one, like stars in the early morning,

my hidden desires go out, my grief ends silently,

but the last still hides within me, the howling of all my life.

Not day-murmur will silence nor any devil destroy it:

the desire to find once again before my days are over

—whether awake or in dream, no matter if once only—

grace in the eyes of God. Yes, let it come but once

—what if for one short minute—the vision of my dear childhood,
the morning of my life in the fullness of its first sweetness.

Corruption eats at my life, my own hands sully my crown,
I have forgotten the paths to my God, the ways to the gates
of His mercy,
my ears are shut to His call, and my eyes to His beckonings,
I have been cast out of His sky, denied the planets of light,
the flower of the field does not know me, the ear of corn does
not greet me,
my visions have gone from me, my spirit has grown estranged.
Nevertheless, somewhere, in the lap, in the heart of the world,
there where nothing is destroyed, no footstep obliterated,
my childhood’s sacred image keeps to this very day
—like the signet ring of God—its imperishable essence.
There beyond time’s changes, unharmed and still untarnished,
it shines to me from its setting as the morning star shines from
the heavens,
watching my ways from afar, counting my every footstep,
its eyelids trembling towards me, its gentle spiendour above me.
Landscape of my beginnings, far fields of my childhood
and all that surrounds it; fountain of my spirit,
soil of my roots, beloved home of my thoughts and longings,
comner of the world I hold most dear, earth’s best spot—
nothing is fresher to me than its grasses’ greenness,
and nothing sweeter than the blueness of its skies.
Its memory like good wine will never escape from the blood;
in my heart, forever white, live its first lucid snows—
dwelling place of my origins, my eyes’ first landscape,
tranquil and solitary, modest in its fresh beauty,
decked with forests and mountains, and young in its earth and heavens,
sending its paths to the valleys, its trails to the golden corn,
silently stringing the days, the mornings and the evenings.
Wherever it exists on the face of the earth, this landscape
(with all its unfolding forms, in the freshness of its first splendour),
which the hidden finger of God has imprinted on my soul,
and which in my heart I shall carry to the world’s last bourn, last day,
spring-soft or summer-bright, autumn-sad, or winter-cold,
exists in its innocence still, unchanged in the world around it,
silent when bright with the day or full of night’s secrets,
watching over my pure breath, having my awe in its keeping
in the hollow of every stone, in the dimness of every corner,
in the trembling of driven leaves, the shadow of smallest clouds;
its woods are sentinels still, weaving a web of shadows,
not a single webbing is torn, not one twig missing,
still are their coverts filled with the sweet fears of my heart,
and my most tender dreams cast under one of their bushes.
Still as in my childhood stand the mountains there,
in their flower-woven carpets and sprinkled with the dew,
my steps are imprinted on them and still can be deciphered,
drenched are their vaileys still with the glow of my first days,
in their crevices linger the cries of my soul’s jubilation,
and voiceless my spirit there, still wanders wondering.
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And my mother’s poor dwelling, nest of my safety, tent of my peace,
abode of her joyousness, her sheltering shade and wing,
treasure-house of her fragrant kisses, fortress of her embraces—

it, too, wherever it is, somewhere in a far village,

atop its little hill, in the shade of a chestnut tree,

still keeps its ancfent place and looks as it used to look:

small, white, and lovely—low-roofed and windows tiny,

moss padding its walls, grass peeping from its crannies,

wreathed with gardens and lots that are wildly overgrown;

with the caravans of cloud the years flow before it,

where it sits on its little hill, sits day and night,

It watches the paths of the world and dreams of me from a distance,
for my sake its walls grow silent, it thinks of me always,

my memory fills its recesses, my life’s shadow haunts its rafters.

Only once, I know, does a man drink from the golden goblet,

the bright, the splendid vision is never granted twice;

for the sky with its azure look and the grass with its vivid greenness,

a world suffused with light, and every creature of God

wearing a face of splendour, is granted the child alone,

whose eye beholds it once, and beholds it no more,

Nevertheless God keeps for the man that He deems faithful

an unexpected blessing. No eye can see its channels,

no seer can tell its time. Silently I await it,

I wait it night and day; like a violin with tuned strings,

my spirit is ready for it. I do not know where and when,

neither the way of its coming, nor what angel will bring it to me.

One thing my heart tells me, one thing my soul know well:

I shall be granted the vision, I shall have my dearest wish.

And all the scenes of my childhood, so many and so varied,

with everything that surrounds them, will silently flow through
my soul,

will pave in the heavens above me, like the bright dreams of morning,

their paths of splendour. Suddenly, the distant will draw near,

voices long sleeping wake, and colours and odours forgotten

revive and live again. The vision will last but a moment

but drenched by its sweet waves, I shall drain in that one moment

the nectar of my life in one enormous draught®

And once again I shall stand

breathless before a world miraculously pure,

a garden sealed and locked, strewn with riddles and wonders

no hand has violated, to which no lips have spoken;

heart overflowing, God’s wonder in my face,

in my eye a sparkling tear, in my soul a dumb jubilation.

Translated 'by Robert Friend
Isaac Leybush Peretz

And you are dead. The earth has not yet covered you,
And through a thousand distant streets like racing hooves
The news spreads. Headlines, quick as telegrams,
Cry out at us that your heart doesn't beat.
S And like a garish advertisement, your gray head
Is framed in black. And we, the bigshots who should now be dumb
And prostrate, circle around your spirit
Like husky girls in a saloon around a rich old drunk.
And we have tears and speech like round smooth pearls,
10 Like big gold coins. And everyone who has a tongue
Drums out a rhythmic dirge like a cobbler-boy

Pounding a thick nail in an old shoe's heel.
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And every sound is full of filth and sweat,

Like a slave's skin, and everything is merchandise--
We deal in all that can be bought and sold--

Torahs and hog-bristles, men and devil's dirt.

It's amazing that we haven't cheated Death

Of his death-tools with copper coins and schnapps!
We are the flesh and blood of that great hero, Jacob,
Who bought his brother's birthright for a pot of lentils;
And one of us, a great god (some believe),

Sold the world for thirty shekels' pay;

And if all this is fact, why shouldn't we

Deal in you today? You, dust of our pride,

What, then, were you to us? A last charred log at night
Smouldering on the steppe in a gypsy camp;

A ship's sail struggling with the wind and sea;

The last tree in an enchanted, mazy wood

Where lightning cut down at the roots

Oak giants, thousands of years old. What are you now?

A man on the cold earth, as still as if carved from

Marble in the shine of a death candle. A beginning-end;
An image--a moment's vision of that long sleep

Depriving us of day and night, that bit of life

Containing all the beauty of the world. Can this be peace?
Is this the hope of our dark way?

Why, then, does man stoop deeply at the thought of death?
why does he wail like a small child alone in the dark night?
Who guides the worid? Who calls the spring to blossom and depart?
Who drives the wind through waste and wood in autumn days?
And when the eagle fails in flight and falis,

Why must the raven gouge its eyes?

Why must a hand stretch out fearlessly

To the dead lion? Doesn't the lion's soul cry out

From its flayed hide--the kingly soul from the carcass?
Forgive me for my asking. Pardon me. Forgive.

But what else can | do? | too love life,

And | have eyes, open eyes, and | am blind.

But | am just a common merchant's child.

And like the thirsty earth that longs for coming rain,

} tried to purify my life within your light.

And like the poor man's hand that trembles after bread,
Vainly | hope to see your spirit, which has turned away.
But 1 see only night in you and death in you,

And desolation, which without you is aridity in me.

He who believes in an afterworld is blest.

He has some solace. | have nothing, nothing at all.

I'l have only a candle lost in smoke.

I'l have a gravestone sinking in the earth.

And then I'll see the riddle that is death.

Its sickie glitters near me like red fire,

Like red fire,

Like gold,

Like blood. He"tfskil\

tessslaiea by Kathryn
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X Peretz Mackish (1895-1952)

AN ETER

@

~ In which our people clothed you, ' -

B

" The cuftain does not descend,"
- The lights are not extinguished.

.- Here we've come to say farewell to you, " 3
-~ To you who could, like echoes of long ages pain, 3

- Now and here you need no wig. -

~ To see that you are indeed King Lear . o

“'SH. MIKHOELS—

"

NAL LIGHT AT HIS CASKET

o

LSRRI

Your last appearance before your people
Among broken rocks bedecked with snow,

~ But—without your word—without your voice, ¥
Nothing but your frozen breath . , . 2 Sl

RO !
D R IR 3
P

* Yet we hear now too, as always, &)
- The unseen rustle of your eagle wings,

i

- To be its solace, echo, and its plea

T Ae TN

(%

Your sleeping lion-head shines forth’ <A ; : i
And from your figures hovering_—-your immortal tongue.

< T FATE |

Carry songfully Sholom Aleichem’s tear,
That would like precious gem gleam forth.

2
A flooding onrush. Your last appearance - '«
Is peopled dense. Your last sensation. L
Onto your casket an honor guard descends » = /-
Of spirits made living by your magic grace.

A royal cloak—is even more unneeded, -
Who his crown for wisdom barterec_l;

v

No make-up, no gesture,

The colored jars are weeping, orphaned. Look at them', ./, .
But Clown falls with noisy crash, SR G
Though stars don’t fail, though stars wander without aim.

They are awakened by the scornful music

And hither swarms up through curtain’s fold,
With silent rustle, their ghance cast down in pain—
They will carry your casket into eternity,

3

The wounds on your face the snow has covered, = -
That shadow of darkness shall not touch you,

But in your eyes, though dead, rages agony,

And from your trampled heart jt cries:

“I want to come, Eternity, before your dishonored threshold
With hurt and murder-scars upon my face,

Just so my people walks about on five-sixths of the globe—
Marked by axe and hate—that you should it behold.

You are this to read, carve it on yourself, :
And with your unapproachable indifference memorize:’;
—For every wound on my bruised and beaten face - e
A mother with a child escaped the hangmen . . .
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Oh, the hand of murder did not silence you,
Snow has not covered the smallest sign;

The pain from out your blackened eyes implores, :
Striving forth from under brows—like hills—to heaven.”

wx Sz
1w

A stream gone by,

And people-lines entwine one in another:
With resurrection you six million honor, .
Murdered, tortured,—victims, i

As you honored them by falling down before them

At midnight, alone, in unimaginable agonies,
On ruins of Minsk, on snows of Minsk,
In darkening storm, in whirling blizzard.

Though dead, you would straightaway have interceded
For their pain, their peace, their honor—
A bleeding challenge to the world—

Forged with frost on broken rocks . . .

And mourning streams. Dumb, it pleads.
Clear through the heart of all your people went your misfortune;
In their graves by arising honor you the millions six,
As you by falling did honor them amidst ruined Minsk.
5
Sleep in peace, sleep, no care concerns you.
It looks as though you flash a thought though dead—
Still shines from you the proud and moral brow,

_ Still sings through you the plea of Levi Yitshok’s Thou

Is love extinguished by a darkening storm?
Can a snowfall really blanket fire?

Like two Sabbath candles kindled

Shine your hands from out your bier.

You used to like to close your eyes in thought,
When you pondered something, to see it clearer,
No you keep beneath their lock, your pain,

~ May it not gush forth here before your bier.

There’s so much light around you—yet of mirrors, none.

. Just so readied your first-night make-up . . .

Aais

- As if; your mouth’s about to stir

And “with the right foot™ off to the stars. you'vegone. ..

b

Your face turns back to stuff unlined
And death does its ruinous work betimes;
Absorb your tissue this last time music,
It is—your beloved—from Third Benjamin Abroad. . -
- . e | "

Along with sounds, sucked full of tears and light, 7.
Go to eternity with pains uncolored,

Be not ashamed of your wounded ancient face, . = ‘
Of your smashed and broken kingly pate. bastin oo ot
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This is your word in blood, your noblest paint, : st
In which, a corpse, you outlive the stage— -+ i i
Go into eternity—your appearance is rcnown’ed,' e
The stars of dawn will greet you with applause. . 5%
T
Somewhere in heaven, midst wandering gleaming sﬁihé,’
A star lights up in your brilliant name; : R
Be not ashamed of your defilement and your pain,
—Let eternity be ashamed! Sy
7 e S
The curtain does not descend. P
Not ere death do your eyes now close,
a whole generation proud will carry your gift,

ST TOT POSBY 1B YIS S T 8 BN Oy As you your people’s—golden heritage. -
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You do not depart from us. Ly

You enter all the deeper into us laden ripe, ¥ B
JIRN 75 YR B toM As under the sun’s rays warm :

TTEET BUSNANE BB 1y (83 B IR PN BT A seed deep penetrates into the weakened earth. : :,j o

BT D BYPEEUNT YT WONK BRMTD M B

SN2 JRPUNLIER PN (TN o W

We'll no longer knock at the door
And see your profile in your room,
But without a knock we’ll enter

S0 P8 JBEYPIE B YD (9N PD Into your heart, open bare to all,
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That to all belonged,
As does the sun, the hills and vales ... .

And beyond—with the dreams of our land
On high, as on a golden gondola. Aty
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ELEGY FOR THE SOVIET
YIDDISH WRITERS

I

I weep for you with all the letters of the alphabet

that made your hopeful songs. I saw how reason spent
itself in vain for hope, how you strove against regret—
and all the while your hearts were rent

to bits, like ragged prayer books. Wanderer, I slept

in your beds, knew you as liberal hosts;

yet every night heard sighs of ancient ghosts:

Jews converted by force. My memory kept

it all, your hospitality, and all that Russian land

that fed me, broad as its plains and confining as a cell,
with its songs on the Volga, and the anchor sunk in sand;
homeland all gone down in blood. And so I tell

your merits, have always looked to your defense, not to justify

for pity of your deaths, but for what you were when all the space
of Russia sustained you still, and you lived your deathly lie:
Marranos—your deepest self denies your face.

% | CHAIM GRADE

( 1910-1982 )
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I saw you, stunned and dumb,
Yiddish poets of Minsk, Moscow, Kiev, when they brought home
Job’s heavy hurt, the few whom fate had spared. Agonized,
you saw the credo you had catechized
in holy Hebrew—Ani m’amin
b’ emunah shlgmah—fall dead in the ravine
@ at Kiev, among the hidden slain: “With full faith I believe
in Friendship of Peoples!”—faith even faith could not retrieve
from Babi Yar.




“Are you asleep?” David Bergelson came to me in

the night:

“No sleep for me, Chaim. My bed is all nails from fright

of what we hoped for—the New Enlightened Man!

And I have lived to know him in my own life’s span.”

I can see his noose hanging down like lead,

and his canny eyes, quick to find. .

From the way he bites on the knot of his thoughts with teeth set
askew in his head

I can tell no one knows better the maze of his mind.

I

Aaron Kushnirov fought in the Civil War:

Communist, gray-haired captain, he fought with his own disillu-
sionment even more.

In the vastness of victory at Vilna, the smashed synagogue

shook him out of his fog.

His son fell in the fighting, the father with wet eyes

came: “My son was your age—should it surprise

you, little brother, that I talk to you tenderly? Don’t take offense!

Teach me Scripture. In Yiddish, so I can feel the sense.”

On an old violin David Hofstein played a Yiddish air,

and often David Bergelson played with him—a fiddling pair.

Both covered me with mourning: no fiddles’ cries
went with them to the sacrifice.

Hofstein came to see Tel Aviv building;

the Russian fields, unyielding,

drew him home. Home sentenced him to die

a traitor; he laughed, with a madman’s eye,.

v

Mikhoels, tragedian of Tevye and King Lear]

The milkman’s faith, the king’s despair—

your very fingers speak the lines,

while double-dealing fate plays on.

They call you Solomon, and Moscow crowns

you King. I myself would rather shun

Mikhoels; I fear nothing in him throbs

for Solomon’s Song, or Israel’s sobs.

But one New Year's night when a blizzard beat,

and partied and vodka’d all Moscow went mad,

and both of us drunk we pitched through the sleet,
he groaned out the grief that stuck in his blood:

“I play the King with my hands, Susskin the Fool with his feet.
The audience knows no Yiddish; we bleat

to an ignorant hall.” The nation trembled at his death
when tyranny snuffed that guiltless breath,

v

I sat on the springs of a faded chair,

and, leaning on his cane, with wild gray hair,

Dobrushin stood prophetic. The place was cold and in need of a
broom. :

Spiders walked on the books and webbed the air.

Between mountain peaks, in the middle of the room,

as if beside Mount Ebal and Mount Gerizim,

Dobrushin speaks: “The world is all Hitler! Cursed, a snare!

Blessed be our Soviet land, and sacred Socialism!”

Only der Nistar warned: “Children, beware,

run away!” He alone ran off, old man, into the ground.

On the last of my Moscow nights I found

Leib Kvitko guzzling schnapps. I guzzled with him.

The village cow was in his clothes, he smelled of milk and bread,
the steppe stuck to his ears.

“Don’t talk ill of Russial”—his kiss was thick with beers.

“Don’t talk ill of Russial”—he chased me down the stairs.
Murdered poet! —What would you call after me now?




VI

Smelling of summer, a stag with belly sated,

charming as a child, Kvitko smiled and prated.

But Bergelson bellowed, “A third eye’s what you'll need
for all the tears you've yet to lose if you run, :
Chaim—you’ll only run to weep!” Feffer gave his creed
with outstretched arm: “The days of the trials are done.”
Posters on walls could thrill us then—but he forgot

the walls of the cellars where the prisoners were shot.
The day of his trial—let me be mute:

praise God I wasn’t there. I feel my own head crack
with the bullet aimed at Colonel Itzik Feffer’s back

in cold murder. Hard for me to speak of him, and then
hard not to. Still let me deliver

his name from evil repute. Ani ha-gever!

1 am the man/—When we met to remember the slain

I saw his tear, and heard his hallowed Amen.

va

Murdered poets! no vengeance for your blood.
Turned into a crowd of ghosts. What stood
watch over you—gates, guards, bars—gone:

till it seems you are skimming my window under the moon.

Sometimes you are the wind and the fog up from the sea,
sometimes a shadow. In a dove’s flash

I see you; or you flame up like an ash

in my face; or your tears fly free

from a cloud. Like a chorus of birds on a single steeple,
brightly you sang the Oneness of People.

Leaf-gold that credo: as leaves that fall

to their dun death after all.

You were not meant for larks who sing while they stray—
yet like Bedouin birds, from day to day,

you wander about unredeemed, and drag

tears to the full in your water jug.

vix

Peretz Markish flies into my room with the storm,
flies out again with the lightning’s flare,

his grave grown scant for his giant’s form,

his arms spread wide with wing-like whirr.
Stormy poet, enchanting silhouette,

how the style of your step bewitched!

But when you ranted a great bird twitched,

and your poems were rant caught up in a net,
thickets of words. You boomed like a wind,

all gusto and gladness— “Why does everyone fret?”
The storm in your song was thinned

for the doomed Siberian dead.

“Am free, am free, am freel” you said;

wild as your poems, you shook out your wild hair.
Already the rifle was cocked to tear

Apollo’s wreathed and lovely head.

<

Remember the poet who had no legs!
The Germans hurled his wooden pegs
after him, onto the pile of dead. Vilna townsmen both,

Gradzenski and I. They threw his legs with a jeer. And I am loath,
Markish, mourning you, to pierce your pride with grisly metaphor

made to mourn your song{ but it was a god of wood

flung after you into the grave—that poem where with a roar

of rage you paid violent tribute to the dead.)

“Who can sleep? The horror!” you used to gasp. “The German

dregs,
hangmenl! To throw at a legless man his legs!”

Since then your mouth is numb and dumb. And since you fell,
I have no sleep or praise for God for any miracle,

though I came safe away. The miracle you waited for—

that the Revolution’s poets might not become its prey—
vanished with the verdict on that fearful day:

“Slay the Jewish poet, slay his Lenin medal, slay slay slay!”

X

I weep for your beauty, gone to dust,

comely as Adam on his first day.

Your glance silenced me to awe.

A god made your mouth, your face, your hands.

As David mourned his friend in a bond of trust,

Mount Gilboa’s battle-fallen prince,

so I mourn you, Peretz Markish. Your wound, long stilled,
oozes in my heart. O you whom the rule of Stalin killed,
my brothers, poetsl—no one knows your burial place

in the land where you were sentenced to disgrace

even after death. Your language, your repute,

were trampled underfoot.

Then let this song be your monument and rest.

In every phrase I cache your being, lest,

blundering birds, you wearily go

after death’s black ship, to and fro.

X1 1

Sacrifices of my Yiddish tongue, peace to your dust!
Pockmarked Father of Peoples with a hangman’s Tust,

‘whose celebrants sang in tens of tongues,

demon escaped from the Flood—was it on him your muse
bestowed her Yiddish songs?

I was in that hell and I know the causel

The Jew in the chorus made you rejoice;

where terror goes, love pursues.

Sing or die was your choice:

in the West they were killing Jews.

So you sang your festival airs, and shook with fear

of a knock in the night at your door.

I don’t judge your neighbor the Slav; he proved to be
—himself. But may the riffraff that counseled me to hide
your anguish from the world outside

drop like rotted branches from our tree.

X

Ghosts justify my despair, phantom faces

smile their lost mute shame.

Through nights of fever and dream

you razed your palaces

to glimmering ruin. In your poems you were

like a pond—crooked mirror

for the world of truth. The young

have forgotten you and me and the hour

of our grief. Your widows receive their dower

of blood money. But your darkly murdered tongue,
silenced by the hangman’s noose,

is no longer heard, though the muse

again sings in the land. You left

me your language, lilted with joy. But oh, I am bereft—
I wear your Yiddish like a drowned man’s shirt,
wearing out the hurt.

Cynthia Ozick

@
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____The Sonnet

X~ JACOB FRANCES (615~ 1667)
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Had I not known you, Love, before today,

Not touched with my own hands your works of art,
Nor felt your burning flame within my heart

To melt me like a snail, slithering away;*

wnwa mnx oimb b
MY WY PNPWRM 9pR

my f 3 akn
NWH WK Ml MR You play in all our lives, even from the start:

—UnM M3 T WU M Both man and beast, and all the smaller prey;

Had my own eye not sensed, from the first day
I ever saw the sun, what powerful part

NI PRIV DVT LR I would have thought you, Love, to be all gloss,

;ZVVJU i 3‘?&3 o3 1”"; I would have thought quite nothing of Eros,
$W2 PMY3 7R PN He would have seemed a lamb clothed like a lion.

T g :
o3 5’;!'7:;?3'7]‘:-52‘”‘2?;%‘;: For my beloved stood up to desire,
’ v v M 'V | ) . | 0 r -Y .

g b i \ Her heart a coat of arms against all fire,
5 N 2 h
W 0¥ MW RN YYN His arrows at her breast like wax on iron.

— Marcia Falkk

* Psailms 58:9—;As a snail which melteth, let every one of them pass away. KJV)

Autumn

C 1889~ 1966) OYLYWHINGA N

(A Sonnet Ring)
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| ' 1 I praise you, Autumn, season of ripe gold,
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Of cold, translucent, and nostalgic crystals,

Of wise trees--giant colonies of corals,

P8I0 °T T VR DN 1 WJ‘_’V_ oy Of wide rest, that smiles at all revolt.
CRIENYY YN 38T "D BEN M3 NBWT
Bo83 BIPIM PN IINN BTN 0D31Y? VLIV W Unrest and rest are merely the rays

198N PPN T I8 ,BIPRINT DIYMID WD
Of everything we ever wished to have.

@ Autumn teaches wisdom. 1Its richness pays.

For Spring's light-heartedness, for heavy waves
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In you, oh vision live in blue and gold,

The tangle of my soul is now unrolled.

Of Summer, which delude with all the burden
Of false, deceptive, desert-like mirages.
What you "ever wished," or loved, or hated--

It is no more than pretty camouflages.

Truth lies in Fall's coloraturas: purpose

In orange, violet, and dreamy purples.

II

Of orange, violet, and dreamy purples.

Not the fully-determined line is real,

Not that which has one image, or one face,

And is cut up by self-assured caesuras.
Half-tones are real, the compounded choir,

In which, vibrating, still resound the traces
Of multitudes of times and sounds and creatures,

Where chaos yearns for lucidity.

And such is Autumn, when the evening twilights

Are simultaneously depressed and bright,

And when your soul, while growing painfully clear,

In all its slumbering beauties opens up.

Then pray to a far woman, in blue azures:

"Within your delicate and radiant contours."

II1

Within your delicate and radiant contours
Hovers my dream, you rare and distant woman,
Unique one, you emerged in evening blue
Before my eyes, a web of ether-threads.
.Through chance alone we are so distant far--
Iwo separately wandering existents,

Two split-apart and craving traces of

A onme.

The white and black of mere one gray.

No, not of gray. More truly it is: violet,
Where red and blue sing brightly a duet
In unison, a wonderful amalgam,

In one uniquely-lucid, yearning gamut.
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I praise you, Autumn, season of ripe gold,

Of orange, violet, and dreamy purples.

XV

Within your delicate and radiant contours

1983 151 1B 19TYD ,BDINT T NG o The tangle of my soul is now unrolled.

JNBMB PTIPONIV PIN BYIEM AT

NP PPIosIMBY  PuIsy PInT Py Memories, visions, images and faces--

D858 WHIIBIIPT 110 3 BN

— 1B IPINPE T2 Nt The color-sated Autumn paints and paints.

D280 DR PO 18D VDI WBE-a8E W1

A28 AP ORI 79 DYIYNBY Each image tells: you could, you should, you meant.
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In all--my Ego's distant-faded traces.
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JIW3IVD B2IY WPIINN YONWD IR DYMIvgD What now exists is shadowy entr'acte.

BIPT D INT 0T DN BT WIS L8 The sunset is but eve of a new morning.

DYPBY O D W TN O L0 o Danw "

You sense:

it is not yet the final act,

Ahead--the stunning wonder, yet unborn.

Oh, wonders here and there, through me speaks out

Their voice: both late and early, low and loud.

(Roscoe, N.Y., August-September, 1922)

traas. Bedjpmin Hrushovsk;

¥ Nani Leib (1383- 1953)
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From the Crag

You have granted me my full share of days,
The crown of old age—proud silver in my hair;
Hindsight to see clearly everywhere

From my crag, at the glint of memory:

The valley, the chasms through which I rode
With the chariots of my breaking dawn,
Through red summer, golden autumn,

To winter’s white truth, when the wheels froze

The lines on my forehead from appreciated pain,
From passing through on your earth, suspecting your grace
Has everywhere stood by me and given solace

That just as your hand leads the sun into day
So too your hand strengthened my old wing,
Raised me to praise you from the crag where I cling.



1% W7

TAMINED IVBY P IR R PPTIYTIE o8
BENT PO NN POEN DD AR WT WL Y 0§
;28I PYOIND DYT — TN DPT 1D M PN

— JB°B YLD DYT ;NUAAPBE YT — apr B P

NS PHEIY PR NN VT PR M PN MDD WY

BV P IWBYDMIS P 1DNT BYN I3 DY
AVOPYI OPT WAW NN ;M YT WD DPIRIN
JqBMN PO ITPASD 1Y SaMD YT — P8BY 1D

LPISD DY YD 1D DD (BB WT PN PR
TP PO PMIPI DYT NN PUPNST2TINN D
WIPD PN BIM LBYBISE 1D PuR Y W Y Byn

— ,PI8BY MDY PR DR DEN LBIPN D BIPYIT N
IBUPIND BEI 1MW BN WT D MPBN [WEET ¥
DY YRR MK PTDEMN BWPNY VT PS8

anve R

DYIYISI MPT BET VI P PR
IDMPIBETS DNMOD PEY B DM B
IDOSPIINE [N LBEYD D DPIVNMN
DEOY M ND BT BN PNYI PWNB T

DEY § jSBYI DO YPTIYESIY Y1
IDYRISD X IR DN 1D B

— IDUNED B (BETD 8 — BB (NI TR
DD § BISIR YD M ,POYBSs Y v

oN%B YT BIYIT P7IB YIS PR M B
PSIBYNS TN PR 2N IPT ORI
1397 § 1Y O BYT 4BY7 PR N

1383 (UDRPI BIPT PIVT ND — “PIST B,
13993980 DS TR BIPIT VT PR 13 .09 N
DN PBPYIPYS PR TT3N3 DYT BN 0T

"y

JID 8 0 BOIYNYI BN MR BAST (P W
JUBID PO DR PpTYaYd podus

— PUSIYTRP DN PPUTIYD LPamvnw PO
SSIBY PRATIPRONR YPOPIPTINNT B 1w N8

8T I YBRNN D M PYID P PN
TYNSPWL PN YT PpTYBSTT YooY
JNBD PN PT DN PIR=08 10D 1B
SR 1D YL PN BEIB NTD-1IYD 1D

IPIP3 W BET T YT — BEP PN I W
SIS O3 ppYnD OsP BYT 981 P T
JID 17N B LBEIES T PN PR P M

LIpnps BIgT PR MPTIYD 88D DS
DTORMI PP DD JEI 0T B T 1IPE 1YW
S8 [OPSIYIONN I8 1B IPYDNI MM B

Psalmodist

Let shrieking steel and gray stone be set

For green grass; the clash of hammer and tongs

And the rush of wheels—birdsong;

Grating of saws —the summer cricket; the pious poet—

The merchant. And as in earliest and early days

The grass will shoot its stalk through the rock

In rhythm with the cricket; and over the clanging shock
Of steel —the bird’s song will range far and away.

50 too the poet: pious, from market noises,
From business bustling and the wheels’ clatter
He will move apart with parchment, ink and feather

Io the holiness of the word, which in its commonness
Is strong —to stitch prayers for the world: to knit
The heart to God, to unbind the sorrow on silent lips.

A Plum

In the cool evening the master

Tore a ripe plum straight off the tree
Together with its leaf, and sank his teeth
In the dewy blue skin. From its fetter

The sleeping sap flowed out and up
With cool foam. And to lock in all
Its sap—and let no drop fall—
Slowly, as one carries a cup

Of wine, inboth full hands he carried home
The plum to his wife and gently
Brought it to her lips. She, with a kind

“Thank you,” began to suck the plum that lay
In his hands. Until there remained in his hands
Thesskin, the pit, and clinging foam.

They

There they were many, O God, so many,
Such vital ones and unafraid,

" Such noble ones, with beard and braid —
And talking in a marvelous strange way.

And under every roof they would sing—

With Torah chant and scripture cymbals —
Such rare songs, proud and boastful:

Of the golden peacock and Elimelekh the king.

But above their heads only the sun in its stare
Saw the raw fury, the killer’s cold blade,
How with wild force it descended,

And what massacres were there.

Now they are but a trace of that fury:
An axed forest, a couple of trees.

Translated by David G. Roskies and Hilld %l
ies
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SAUL TCHERNICHOVSKY
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I

Truly it was morning, and few to equal it,

And the first of the months of Spring, lovely over the steppes of Ukraine,

Steppes and plains sea-broad — and who was the first,
First of all, to see this fresh morning’s delight,

Still washed in dew and the glow -of the morning star
That day and hour? — The lark was first

And raised himself on his wings skyward and rained down his melodies.

Waking the swallow in the roof and the sparrows in the thicket’s branches.

Second, the sun awoke from her sleep, her face blazing
With shame that she rose late, hurried to her work,
Paint-brushing the buds, putting blue to the young bird’s wing,

Curling with sparks a low wave, gilding the scales of the sea,

Warming frog eggs in the reedy recesses of fens.

She sent a waking ray.to the bees: “Wake up, sleepy,” and urged

A tardy grain of wheat. — Third, awoke the old woman,

The Rabbi's widow, Gittel, and she opened her shining eyes.

Pure blue, clear, without even a rack of light cloud,

The sky stretched and wrapped in fresh grasses.

Just now opening their eyes, pasture and steppes sparkle;

And tranquillity dreams in everything, a desolute sanctuary’s silence,
As if sky above and earth below were amazed

At the aura’s sight and at their own beauty.

Gittel hurriedly arose from her warm bed

(She covered herself with a quilt, though the cool days were already gone),
She washed her hands in a two-handle copper basin —

This basin was very old, massy and solid,

Polished to glowing with crushed brick.

(It had been a gift from her aunt, may she rest in peace,

Given to her on her betrothal day as a remembrance,

A precious utensil — and it was only twice repewtered after,)

The lips of the old woman whispered, for she prayed

Quietly as she did every day and her eyes laughed and shone.

It seemed to her as if the universe grected her now with a charming smile,
As if everything was glad, rejoicing at life’s abundant beauty.

Before her prayer was done she sensed her spotted cat

Lying at her feet, wailing and licking her dress.

He had grown thin and his hair was falling out

(it is the season of cats, their wailing is heard in the nights).

“Shame on you, old fool,” the old woman fumed at him

And she filled a potsherd with milk and gave it to the spotted cat,
And the animal lapped hungrily, famished from its night wanderings.

niavay
(VY 1R)
1

ma g el phlags TRY SR3 PR

AP mmw ’?SJ MR 27N "WwIn3 TRY)

SR M - 1072 nian) piaw ninTY
JIVT IR3T NTRT IR AT -nzix 55b TR
P TV 0TI ‘7‘7"11 ‘m: yoiniTiv 5
PR 7 X - — *JipY — WYY o1 inix3a
SPDIRN 0w DR Y bx O Y 1‘7371

- D"'\T?JR‘! piloh] niTRd '7371 M3 L b B e

:7MD oLV 1Rnd ANIEN YR'D T 1
ANTIaY PR R0 P O 0R "2 NYia le

,N7DX I 83 n*iv'v'n T8 oY bmnn ﬁ*:v_b

191’7 owpR] NivRlR AT ) 313 Y9707

AR P Q3 DYTI0RT "3 ong?

MR YO AR on“n:n‘v TR R '-m'm
MpIT 17V} NPT — 3BT N ':mi wN2 s

NIRRTV NRm L3 mnbx ‘wz

0iR3 7R :m'7 TR, n'v:m-"rb:n o

DN D30 TRLYY BTy Y2

sIDTYE U YpTI3N BPTY DY AL NERR
,nmmzf w-rm-n': T 253 nn’m -n'arm 20

Finmn2 nopR YR 81032 oy a':'x:

o052 by DRRYI ORI M1 -m-m‘; D]

snI ADYR PYR ORR1 797 MR

L% )Y 932 MY ON) nomiya neann 'xn"l)
aniTT12 nyn ‘790:1 ™ '1‘7m 25

P3N DR 732 TR '7913'! ma Py

N3 13:1'7:1 PR RJD I PTIIR

mw:x -P‘m ,ADTIT DRD 3 1‘7 79§

rn:n‘v -rm‘?ab:  0i"3 INIR 1‘? mn
(MDY DYD TR IR PTIN — M TR "7:: 30

=i 1*m’7:m Ny "3 ,RI *ngwb wn?

s DI ipNIS Y o Bt AT 78l

,0Y90 MR M-PINS3 0P 1‘7&: ,n‘: e lh!

01DY) OnaTnYRY by 7 aRstel ‘7:'11

;1137 AN A3 237 933 720 -m'vbn o) 35

--m'mfv 77'7m o nn3 '7'7~m '1~'7n‘7 m

iy 770 1Y o ¥o2 12

(niop3 xmm i) n*’-)mm " nv:r-n)

— ,Mp1a TRy DYINR — "INLDYD 2 A7 R
1927 '1‘7mn'7 1M 277 AR T DY B ¢

JPTT '7*’77: 12972 Jagn3 moad '177'71
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Suddenly in her soul hunger and in her nostrils .
The smell of levivot filled with cheese

And washed in buttermilk — steam rising in the pot from the boiling water.

How comes this desire? — She turned her step to the cellar

Heavy with coolness, for there were the cheeses and pitchers of buttermitk.
She is deep in the cellar — suddenly the sound of the dog’s barking
Rasps her ear, and the voice of someone talking:

*“Be off, go, son of Satan.” It is Domaha’s voice as she comes,

But Sirka still kept barking, and Domaha lifted

Her cane, a staff of light almond wood, over the dog’s back,

Her blow came hard at his thin knee.

He began to set up a wail from the shrewd pain and fled,

Tucking his sparse tail between his legs and hobbling on three.

It was just then Gittel came to greet this Gentile woman:

“Good morning to you, Gittele.” “And a good omen for you; see,
Here is a full pot in my hands and so I meet you, Domaha.”

*Peace to you, Gittel, my dove!” — and Domaha stands her cane

In the corner of the small room that was the kitchen —
*“And how is your health?” “Your eyes see, Domaha.

By the Master of the World’s grace, I slowly make my way;
And where do your legs carry you?” *'I go to the church

And here too is milk in a pitcher and a loaf of bread, I bring them

*Just so, is today a small matter?

This is the Saint’s day of Little Mikola. You forgot? Our people too,

Many of them, healthy ones, go out to the fields on holidays, like today.

Faith has disappeared in the people. Who comes to the monastery service?

Two old men, three old women, while they are still alive.

No strength is left to struggle with children of these brazen days.

These little ones — every puppy of them — if you tell them, go to pray,

Wag their tongues immediately: Be off! Why today of all days? —

The generation dwindles, and how sad are the walls of the monastery.

When I come into the court, who is there? A blind man, a lame man,
another pauper.

The sad walls of the house and Father Vassily in the midst.

Sad, too, the voice of the bells, as if weeping for forsaken holiness.

But here also among your own there are heretics, renegades.

Every unclean thing, they eat — and pig! They smoke on the Sabbath!

{ remember when I was a child: Sabbath and life died down,

Tranquillity, silence in the market place. I was almost terrified.
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I am too ashamed, I, by my head, to come on Sabbath,

To buy something in a Jewish shop. Isn’t it so, Gittel?

Zalman the sheep merchant was at our place the day before yesterday,
Buying and selling on the holiday. — Zalman! — 1 said, Will you truly
Deceive your soul, will you live forever and never die?

And your God. what will he say? Aren’t you afraid of his law?

It is Sabbath today!~ And what did he reply? This Zalman turned to my son
And said to him: ‘Gritza! Do you feel like giving us your mother,

She shall be our Rabbi?” — By my head, so he said, that brazen one.

©,




And so it is, but how are you? What is your cheese for, and the buttermilk ?” n?n-,;;m} n.}";éﬂ ..Ilz e n§ nm '.:m my
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To the grave. ...” Then the peal of bells sounded from the monastery.
Domaha grasped her cane, her pitcher, and her loaf of bread.

*Peace to you.” “Go in peace” — and she hurried to leave the house.
The words of the Gentile woman are true, Gittel thought in her heart.
The generation dwindles. What are we? Moreover, what are our children?

Zalman the merchant... and my son? And my granddaughter, Razele, ?’IJ",J,; PW ,7?1 ,ﬁkf{ 7"7,3 3"1"7':' nTJ"m -[171”
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Razele grew and was beautiful, the house was filled with gaiety.

In early morning, like the lark, she gr;eeted the sun with song

And when the sun turned down to evening she closed her eyes, wearied
By her day’s toil. chirping, skittering, singing

Dashing up the sand, teaching her dolls to pray

*I thank Thee.” Then Gittel’s son left the village,

And went away (o live in the city. And after five long years

Gittel again saw her granddaughter who had left the nest,

She saw her but did not recognize her fledgling:

Then the child fell on the grandmother's bosom,

Her spirit subdued by the voice of the past yet living in her heart;

This moment gone, she opened lovely eyes

To picrce the old woman's heart with looks,

Canvassing and questioning: in spirit she was already a stranger to her.
Truly Gittel saw that changes had taken place;

And her son was different too, but she looked away,

Refusing to see it all, as if frightened at the sight.

The dough took on the redness of an Indian topaz,

And Gittel palmed the smoothness of the rolling pin.

Over the dough she passed it, over the four corners

She rolled and smoothed hard to make a single layer,

One thickness and one texture in all its parts;

She took the greatest care there were no gaps and breaks:

It turned out round and thin, as if fashioned with a saw and plane,
For a while it seemed as if the dough fought back,

Caught at the wood's smoothness, held on with great stubbornness,
Leaned on the surface of the rolling pin, clung with audacious strength,

But Gittel carefully overcame it with her quick movements.

Again, but after two years, she saw her,

Razele came from the Gymnasium, for‘she was a student,

Her thin body in the standard reddish uniform —

They are squeezing this little body with a mighty hand.

The same measure for everything, order and a book of rules.

Her hand gesticulated to her teacher’s words, the voice of authority.
She bowed very properly, she spoke with judgment.

She brought with her a prize: The Poems of Pushkin in a binding
Of elegant purple cloth embossed with gold

(“*For good behavior and for devotion to studies”).

All day the girl sat over the book and read

Pocm after poem in a high-tuned voice like a melodious singer,

And her eyes were fire and her cheeks flame.

The book was precious in the eyes of the old woman and the girl:

Each day the granddaughter read it till she rested in the evening

And the old woman placed it in the bookcase among the other books,
“Tzena Urena™* and the beloved “Supplications of Sara Bat-Tuvim.”*
When first she did so, her heart pounded

But she excused the unclean blemish,*

For it was not like the other books her granddaughter brought

To stack in the corner of the room. .. (and the old woman took a glass
Bottle. thin and round, and thrust it into the prepared dough,

She pressed the mouth of the bottle — circles formed.
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The glass entered the dough and its opening cut like a knife.
All alike were the many circles she made;

They came out every onc a twin, like objects poured in a factory).

The vise of discipline and law that presses on the student’s soul
Will press. cut, form his being to the approved shape,

Straight and standard: one never thinks to alter it.

_ Rejected, stepped on, wounded, the sou!l of the little one contracts
Under the mighty force whose long pressure alienates it —

It dwindles like a candle struggling with a storm wind.

With almost no resources left, at the end of many days,

The child will leave the threshold of its school, its thoughts

The thoughts of this one’s book, its soul the creature of another book.
The sight of its eyes seen through the eyes of a dominating teacher,
Its voice the vaice of this one or another;
It has gestures — peculiar gestures — and its soul is last
To a cramping pressure. ..

And the old woman took the cheese,
Crumbled it in a bowl and mixed it with eggs;
She took the cheese and poured it carefully
In the circles of prepared dough which she had cut with the glass bottle.
When she had poured the cheese, she pressed the dough with her hands,

Closed it over the cheese, and the two became one.

The spirit of the tender child had ceased to fight;

It absorbed whatever its tutors had to give,

It cherished up the stranger’s teaching, emerging after many days,

To the joy of parents and teachers, at the gate — a learned calf.

But sometimes the child will free itself from the pressure of its bonds.
And its soul is filled with hidden hate, eternal grudge

Against its oppressors, who gave it things to sanctify

Against its will: having no weapon in its hands

It will cleave to everything forbidden by its tormentors.

Years passed and Razele once more returned.
A young woman in her prime when she returned to the nest,

This time not at all gay as she used to be, her eyes

Deep and full of melancholy. She was silent, reading

Day and night, as long as the kerosene lamp in her room stayed lit.
The old woman, thinKing to give her some heart’s-ease,

Took Pushkin out of the bookcase, where he was locked,

She gave it to Razele, and the young woman twisted her lips.

To see Pushkin insulted so made the old woman’s soul grow sad;

She felt the insult, too, and it pained her heart.

With compassion she replaced this *“unclean blemish” in the bookcase

Next to her supplications, her prayer book, and the “Tzena-Urena.”

And even before the pancakes were prepared, in the depth of the stove
water boiled,

Filling the pot and sending up vapor and bubbles. :

The old woman took the /evivot and put them into the boiling water

&

And the vapors covered them...
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The sudden barking of Sirka

Came to Gittel’s ears — the sound of words, abuse, a man’s voice.
She went out and saw the postman of her village,

He brought her a letter. At once she recognized Razele’s hand.
Heart pounding with joy, she tore off an edge of the envelope
And went close to the window pane to see the writing better.

At once a deathly pallor covered her lovely face;

Quickly she grasped the edge of the table, fearful of falling

To the ground. Her strength abandoned her then, but she recovered

herself and sat on a chair.
The words of the letter were brief, ten lines, no more,
But how much the lines spoke to the old woman!
“The fortress of Peter and Paul,* imprisoned, waiting for the trial..."”
“...A girl,agirlsittingin prison..
The old woman feit some frightful thing, some overwhelming thing
Drawing near to step over her and to trample her,
And she had no energy or strength to save herself.
Her thoughts grew dim, faltered and expired,

Her eyes stared out and saw nothing...

The warm spring sun rose high and flooded with light

Field and forest and pasture; a ray stole in and caressed

The old woman’s cheeks. She sits and hears

The boiling of the water in the pot: it steéms. storms, rushes,

Raising up foam and mist, and the levivor are between the bubbles.

ABRAHAM SUTZKEVER
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FROM “SPIRITUAL SOIL”

.Oh, Razele, Razele, my daughter!”...
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Il

The earth still wheels about; and Time has still

No power over lasting memory.

With freight of years and years upon its waves

That ocean measures out my odyssey.

Where do I sail? I never conquered Troy

But Trauer, island of my wanderings.

The waves lie back—blue tips of eagle wings—

Then puff themselves erect as if to buoy

The whole expanse of seal But it is plain

Their sorrow weighs as mine, and they collapse, disarmed, in vain.

12

My monosyllable: O seal How can

A syllable ensnare your element?

A sound, that is the child of your own sounds,

Born in the sunset’s orchestra? Not I

Am singing hyrons to you—not I, but wounds

Like sea shells that can still recall the deeps.

For there is not a sign of Ashmedai

In all your kingdom—he who was hell-bent

At setting human beings like pitch afire.

Why could you not have risen then and flooded his Empire?

14

The Patria’s nothing but gleam and rust;

A patch of motley coloring; its sails.

One could compare it to a centaur that

Had bolted down the passengers and crew.

Boxed and camouflaged, like contraband,

They lie in steamy cabins down below.

A naked sailor balanced on the mast

Plucks at a mandolin to please the gulls.

They thank him with their wheeling saraband

Until the sun goes down and then, shalom! back to their land.

L12

Day is the denial of all dreams.

Day comes to wipe the bloody parchments clean.
The sea is sea. A chimney’s just a chimney.

The human spirit pares its outer skin.

A fallen wave no longer is a wave.

A dead man does not even seem a corpse.

It’s all chimera. Shores of Italy

Peel off. A sea of roses gleams.

I love the birth of light, the pure fantastic

Of the naked and the real. Without bombastic.

I1.17

The sun has made a wager: it will melt

The iciness that’s gelled about my bones.

As if an overcoat could ever warm

A world gone dead. The streets of Tel Aviv

Bustle with life. A hullaballoo. Look: each

Minute grows old. An “extra” down the drain.

A Yemenite Messiah holds a speech.

And as a beehive magnified—a swarm

Of faces. Strange, these are the very ones

That Vilna, Kovna, Grodna burned to ashes in their kilns.
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141

My hand droops helpless as an autumn stalk:

Can it bring produce worthy of the crop?

We've crossed the Jaffa Gate, and now we walk

To the Old City. Sing, my hand, I am

Your master! Crumbling walls are forged

With cries of generations. It defies

Belief. But next to David’s Tower lies—

A market. On both sides are narrow shops

With linen awnings, rolled out so the cunning
End-of-summer sun won't set this gaudy palette running.

I1.43

Nearby, in a gray headgear that rides

High on his skull, a crazy Berber sits,

Babbling his noisy prophecies for brides

Who listen to him safe behind their veils.

A bowl of sand, whiter than alabaster,

Lies at his feet. Snakes dance round the rim.

A happy fortune costs you half a piaster;

You never have to ask this prophet twice.

An officer with lobster-red mustaches

Strolls whistling round the market, buying pins and sashes.

I1.44
The scent of perfume, vinegar and dung.

A cinnamon potion to seduce a lover.

Pistachios—from faraway Damascus.

Earthnuts from the banks of the Nile

And coconuts as hairy as baboons

From Africa. Red poppies and a pill

To light your dream with seven rosy suns.

And jars of herbs, tucked neatly in a basket,

To make men potent, to help women bear—

Sold by the daring mothers who are scarcely sixteen years.

11.46

Where am I, here? Get out, and quick, if you care

To save your skin. This market is pure lies.

Leading his goats, an Arab bars my way

And offers me a rose of Jericho.

“Jew, buy a rose, this flower is unique,

Just water it, this rose will live for aye,

One could compare it to your eternal folk ...”

What does he mean by that? Is he taunting me?

The goats are laughing, laughing to their death,

And magic traps the customer with webs of spider breath.

I1.47 '

And suddenly, a stately, grave old man,

A Jew who lived in Lodz, reincarnate,

Gazing straight before him, blind to the crowd.
The shadowy black velvet of his hat

Makes his skin whiter still. And with a cane
He parts the market place as Moses once

The waters. Soon there will appear the Wall.

A long way off, he glimpses it, within,
Brooding, prayer book in hand, a Jew alone

Going to chant the noonday prayers before the ancient stones.

IL52

My heart is full of apple wine. Romance?

No word for it. If one of you should blame—

The stairway stones are blue and squared. Look: I

A European, grave imposing name,

Am trembling as a willow twig, and small.

The blue contortions of the stairs grow tight.

The ground drops down. An alleyway. And all

My thoughts are drawn deep, deep into a cave.

The blueness is a well that's blossomed blue

And suddenly a different blue: the cave is lopped in two.
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I1.54

How can the stillness carry such a weight

Of blueness on its back? How do I dare

Speak, where the very soil is blue with prayer

And grasses in their charity turned blue?

A candle man, made out of wick and wax,

Comes near to me, and asks if I would light

A candle here. His voice is dead, but two

Small eyes are jutting at me blue as waves.

My dear Jew, I don’t know, if but you can—

Then kindle a million lights at the Wall for me, good manl!

I1.55

I sob my longing out to him: the past

Is ground away like kernels ground to meal.
My vision shrugs its husk aside, and speaks:

A million candles set in lamps of blue,

A burning candlewood! Its spiky peaks
Support a chariot of gold. The tall

Among the trees are guarding younger ones.

A wood of candles now: the Wailing Wall.
And where am IP Burning to purity

Upon my stake with thee, till I can see eternityl

I1.57

The days burn out from steady heat, and shrink;
Their stubble glares like buckwheat after dark
Between dark grasses growing from the brink.

By dawn they have sucked out their final food.

And somewhere on a mountain, like a brood

Of huddled eagles, poised for days, the rain

Lurks, waiting, Branches feel its fanning breath.

At plowing, raw earth shows a different shine.
Withered leaves sigh out their stale putrescence
Before the coming rain, before its veiling iridescence.

I11.60

Checkered violet and ruled in greens,

The earth, silent with pleasure, veils her flesh.

Blue flames of alcohol incense the air.

An olive tree sips at a hookah, steams.

Orange trees have leaves as black as ravens;

The damp sun hasn’t fed their narrowness.

That blackness is a sign of health—the leaves

Have nursed and sucked out every drop of green

That streaked the callow fruit. And in the sun

The oranges are glowing amber-gold. They're nearly done.

I11.10

Acacia, you're a scent of violins,

The taste of the first kiss. How I go wild

At evening’s rain of spices in the spring.

Each branch becomes a gaudy parakeet

That our Lord himself taught how to sing

Its primal language: sounds of mint and myrrh
And ginger rhymes—till a taste of Paradise
Pushes its way out of my tiny room,

Out of my breast. And all my yesterdays

I sense among the blossoms of the blood-flecked lilac sprays.
Chana Faerstein
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The_ Narrative Poem

— Bialik

The Talmud Student.

Still, in some hidden towns of our Dispersion,:
There smoulders on, concealed, our ancient hght
In cities where our God a remnant spared, -
As ’'twere a glowing coal amid the ashes, - <
Where, like a plucked-out fire-brand, faihily smoke
Weak human lives, poor souls of small account, -
Who live without a life and early wither

Like blades of grass upon a thirsty land.

And sometimes, when you walk abroad by night,
In some such little city blest, while stars

Twinkle above yous head, and all around

The grasses whisper and the winds tell tales —
You hear the distant murmur of a voice,

And see behind a pane a distant gleam,

And then a figure like a corpse’s shade,

That rocks and wavers, bending up and down,
With moaning chant — a rush of brokcn thoughts
Is borne to you upon the waves of silence.

A Talmud Student, prisoned in a Klaus

And keeping nightly vigil, you behold.

Within those walls, not one day, but six years,

Have watched his toil ~ his childhood ripened there -

Too soon, his youth malured there ere its time,
His eyes were darkened and his face grew white.

Not one day, but six years, have passed since first

He turned him to the wall in that dark spot.

No sunshine has he looked on, only cobwebs,
Only the wall, daubed with untempered clay. ...
Hunger and vigils, leanness and decay —

What are they, that his mind should dwell .on these?

He surely knows how students lived of old,

He surely knows his day of fame will come.
Time, in six years, visils with news of change
Even that stagnant quagmire, a Yeshibah!

Its children foo have longing human hearts
And dance upon iwo feast-days in the year.
The building’s very walls rock in the wind,
Benches are faken, benches are fetched again,
And students leave and other students come.
Some go 1o spend the Solemn Days at home,
Some spread fo neighbouring villages and there,
Delivered from the dread Superior’s eve,
Disport themselves beneath the kindly roof,
Where pride and pily wait such learned guests.
And some have been expelled and leave in haste
And sadly to their fathers these return.

But one remains, stuck faster than a naill

Evenis and years pass him behind — unseen
Before him there is noughi, save evermore

The same blank wall, his corner and his books.

Since first he ook his place there, no recluse,
No scholar yet, has seen him come or go.

The beadle even has not marked the time

At which he comes, at which he makes for home.
The morning star, the moon, the gloom of night,
They only know his hours, for e’en the sun

Knows nothing of his ways, nor e’er beheld.
And early, early, ere one may define

'wixt bluish thread and while, “'twixt wolf and dog,”

And when from out the soundless depths of night
The latter stars in mustered myriads shine,
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What time the townsfolk sleep their closing sleep,
Before a cock-crow even breaks their rest,

Ere even those most pious Jews arise, -
The last waich who forestall, to serve the Lord,
When all creation speechlessly awaits- e
The rising to new life, as though it dreamed il
Its closing dream and hid beneath its wings =
Secrets and charms, the while its sleeping face
Is veiled in silence, all emotion hid

Beneath the dusky folds, the “Mathmid” wakes
And straighiway rises from a brief repose,

And dresses in the dark and seeks his corner.
The roving winds alone have heard his step,

His hasty step along the garden path

That leads to the Yeshibah, while above

The stars keep sentinel along the way.

Then it may happen, that the frolic wind

That blows light-hearied out of heaven’s blue,
Tempts him with Satan’s blandishments, uncurls
His earlocks, whispers, fills his head with fancies.
The young man’s eyelids cling and seem to beg:
“Have pity, brother, on your two dim eyes

That spoil beneath us! we are tired, have spent
Ourselves for thee, for thou hast made us toil

All day, a summer’s day! and then throughout -

A night~watch — brother, we are done to deathl
Turn back, lie down, rest, and let us rest foo,

E’en ere thou sleepest, we shall be renewed.” -
But suddenly he passes his thin hands

Across the clinging lids, as though o brush -
Such thoughts away, and down the emply sireet’ ,
Resounds once more the echo of his iread.

Then the wind lights upon the garden grass,
Whispers, entices with its murmuring sound:
“Behold, fair youth, how verdant is my bed.
Enjoy, before thy breath dissolye awayl” —~

“We also sleep,” the grasses and the herbs

Lisp dreaming round him, and the stars above
Take up the tale: “We sleep — with open eyes.”
And from the pleasant hay-fields comes a scent
That steals into his nostrils, makes him drunk.

A wave of air comes flooding to his lips,

Enters — a lightness fills his throat and breast,
He opes his mouth, inhales the air, makes loose
The shirt unfastened round about his neck,

Like some poor quarryman distraught with toil,
His inmost being begs and prays for rest.

He sireiches fo the wind his helpless hands

As crying: “Take me, carry me away!

Hence let us flee and we shall both find rest.

Here I am cramped for room, and I am tired!”

Bul sudden contact wiih_ih¢ garden hedge

Tells him his feet have sirayed and he recalls’

His duty and his corner, and as one

Who flees from sin, he hastes to the Yeshibah....
Within, a holy stillness fills the space

Empty as yel, and he first drinks it in.

His comrades three await him in his place,

They, who have been his friends since first he came:
The burning ligh, the desk, his Talmud text.
He hastes to join them, like io one who hoards
The nimble seconds, and begins fo learn.
Once at his desk ~ the nail is hammered in!
All day and half the night he’ll stay, and there

©
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For very hunger, swallow his black bread.
O flint and iron! when the Jewish boy
Has taken to the Torah, where are you?

And thus the youth keeps steadfast to his seat -
From break of morn till midnight, for his day
Has four divisions, whereof only one

Is for himself, while three are for the TORAH.
As one alone, cut off from friends, and tied
Fast to his corner, white~-faced, wrinkle~-browed
A lifelong captive of his own accord,

On the Gemara still he shapes his soul.

“Oi, oil” the Rabbis taught: “ . . if I shall offer
Body and life upon the Torah’s altar, .

I shall be heard, maybe, from out my corner,

And see my fame shine forth across the land. . .".”
“Oi, oil” the Rabbis taught: “. . . Rabbi Akiba
Was simple and unletiered forty years,

Then entered a Yeshibah and became

A glory of his folk, and | — am young!

My God, take what Thou wilt, my flesh and blood!"
I've sworn by Thee and by Thy holy Law

My lips shall move, my voice shall cry, I will not
Stir from my place, my corner, and my heart

Shall know no rest, my eyes no sleep, until

Thy word has quenched my thirst, the Morning Star
Shall wake me, midnight lull me, till | know .

The Talmud and am learned in the Torah}”

So, once more: Raba said . . . the Student’s voice
Borne by a strength sublime, rings out anew. . . ..
Methought that high above the Ark there shone::
A transient gleam, ay though a Saint .should smile.

The Holy Presence in the Scholar’s breath
*Delighis . . . or else, she mocks the sacrifice

Of buried lives, that in a narrow prison

Deny themselves, heroic, for her sake? . . .

And now the sun has sunk into the night,

The light above the Ark is upward caught,

And voices fall yet lower, till they seem

More like the hum of bees, the buzz of flies. . . .
‘Al last the beadle comes, and calls o praver. . . .

Minchah is quickly ended, and the lads
Disperse into the sireet, they seek the fields.
The youthful limbs, youthful in name alone,
Cry out, they seek the valley, wherein grow
The ruddy apples and the ruddier maids.

The heart o’erflows with joy, the lungs expand,
The wind is low and cools with gentle fouch,
And dries the sweat from creased and saddened brow.
Within is silence, the Yeshibah’s walls
Are sunk in gloom and stillness, and of all
Her scholars, only two recluses pale
Remain behind fo tatk of frivial things.

And now, a voice has broken forth again,
A turile-dove coos loudly in his corner. . . .

What is the sore heart crying now? And what
The burden of his melancholy strain?
Maybe he now recalls his dear, good mother,
His needy father, pines and feels the heart
Throb like a captive bird within his breast
For longing o behold their face again,

As day by day, afar, they in their prayers
Repeat his name, and hope for him and wait
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As for Messiah, till he come. indeed,

The Torah’s diadery about his brow. . . .

The wrestlings of a boy’s heart who-can tell?
But ever, when the pious pass that way,

And bend an ear and stand, the while his voice
Pierces the severing wall with ringing fones ‘—
The old ones linger and commend his choice,
And pray within their heart a silent prayer:
“Happy the son who gives him io the Torah,
And happy those who nurtured such a son! . ..

“Qi, oi,” said Raba: “. . . and thou hearest nof,
Even in whispers, what the living voices

Are crying round thee, boy, their speech 1o thee
Is meaningless as thou wert deaf and dumb.”

“Qi, oil” said Raba: “. . . and the soul, that cries -
Daily through thy hoarse throat against the wrong
Done to the budding of its manly strength,

The sapping of its youth, thou hearest notl,-
Stoppest thine ears and shuttest out its prayer; --
Fach necdful craving crushing out for good,
Stifling the germ of every humblest wish,
Uprooting every flowerlike aspiration,

Till, tired at last with its own weary cry, :
With thirst unquenched and unfulfilled desires,
It fall asleep, a starved and withered thing,

That never was beloved and never loved.”

And those two eyes of thine, for seeing made,

That might have viewed the earth and all her wealth,
Are spent and darkened, have as yet seen nothing,
Have nothing wished to see, and fade already,

And spiderlike, along forsaken paths ~—
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And shadowlike, among the dead, thou gropest. . . .
For what were they created all in vain,
And why in vain shall they be lost, these souls?

Somelimes the student wonders at himself,
Disgusted at his toil and seized with anger.

In winter, when the cold and tempest reign,
When heaven is like a smoke and earth is dull,
When faint, dark clouds trail weeping o’er the sky,

- “Oh, that the sun would but light up her face

One litile moment, if she would but make
A slender offering of pallid lightt”

From somewhere a green spider comes, {o piich
Her tent within the corner, where the gloom

Is doubled, and the chambers of his soul

Are filled with chill and irembling. Then the youth
Feels in himself despoiled, forgot, forsook,

Feels that his sirength is weak and weary grown,
The flame that burnt within him nearly spent.

His voice is like the sighing of a soul

That droops to death, the moaning of a heart
Trampled upon like grass, that only heaves

With bitterness and Prayers of Supplication.

His recitation is a bitter plaint,

Art thou in love, dear child, with pain and grief?
Unhappy boy, dost thou not know thy state?
Unhappy? why unhappy? Who can prove

That man was born to comfort? On what plea

Is he to quarrel with his wreiched corner

Where he has standing-room?

. The Torah, wide and shining, still illumes

The dark, sad regions she has ever sought.
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God’s hand from out the darkness took and gave her,
A heritage of light, from age lo age.

In caves, on roof-toops, sat our children, there
They learned by stealth, until from out the caves
Came guides to light our path and from the roofs

. Descended Sages — this, because the Torah

Is fathomed only by a life of grief,

And by afflictions have we been sustained.

Why should the youth regret it, that to him

The earth and all its fullness is denied?

Two whole Sedarim, ordered well and kept

Upon his lips — just think, two whole Sedarimi
The other studenis envy him, they have

A presage of his befter days to be.

Two whole Sedarim — oh, how blest his lot!

And shall he not rejoice? He holds already i
The guerdon of his toil, by all around :
The Mathmid and ’llui he is called.
The priestly brow bore ‘but one golden plate,. "=
The ruler wears one crown of finest gold,

One wreath beseems the hero and the poet,

While on our Student’s head there shine two crownsl!
The Mathmid, the ’llui both are rungs

High on the stairway of the Torah set,

But few steps higher the Geonim stand.

How many have been worthy of such fame?

And he hopes on, for still the bloom of hope

Has secretly refreshed his downcast spirit,

And compensation showed for stolen youth,

And knit the Student’s heart {o love his corner. -
Like one who, sharpening iron, sways and bends .-
'Mid flying sparks, above the whirling stone, = " si!
So whelieth he his brain in yonder corner . i =i’

e

"Upon the stony problems of the Talmud.

On winter evenings, when, in likely mood,
With some dark passage wresiling he prevails
That wrought oppressive on his fevered brain,
He sees again the day that brings him home,
The Ordination safe within his pocket,
Authorities and Talmud in his head,

His fame there spread abroad, his parenis’ joy,
The envy of his comrades and his friends
Unto this day dissembled, and his name,

A lightning flash from Mir to Volozhin

While he is blest and praised as a Gaon.

He a Gadn? The prophecies come true?

Well, then: said Raba . . . “Oi, oi,” Raba said. . . .

“The more he dreams, the dearer fo his heart

His narrow corner and the broad Gemara,

His toil and pain and hunger, and his voice

Breaks out with might — yet whence the bitter noie,
The suffocaled sigh that wrings the heart,

Hidden and iwined in the Gemara song?

No one, but he who passes the Yeshibah
At night, or in the stillness of the dawn,

Who sees the lighted window and who hears
The lonely voice, the wakeful Mathmid’s chant,
That pours out low before the hidden spirit

All its sweet bitterness, its bilter sweeiness . . .
He only knows with what a fiery dart

It wounds and rankles, that Gemara song!”’

I also in my youih have heard these voices,
Have watched these toilers, seen the wrinkled brows,
The heavy eves, the pallid face that seemed
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To beg for mercy — and each look and line

Told me of stifled feeling, sparks crushed-~out,
Each look and wrinkle ‘stirred the best within me
And rent my heart and wrung my inmost soul . . .
But when 1 call io mind their voice, their voice,” -
That wails like that of wounded men forgotten,
Lord of the world! I cry within myself,

On what were all these lives, these powers spent?

My fate hath not so willed that 1 with you,

Unhappy ones, should lose myself — I parfed

From out your company, fransgressed for bread, ..

And walked and lost myself in other paths.

The fimes have changed, and far now from your border

My altar-sione is reared, my teni-pole sel,

And still 1 think of you, each one, each onel

Your forms are with me, clinging to my heart,

Recalling still how vigorous the seed . - <

Hidden within your luckless plot of ground, :

And what the treasure which it might have brought .

Had but a ray of sunlight warmed the soil, :

What sheaves we might have reaped, had but a gust

Of generous air blown o'er you — had the road

Which leads toward the Torah, which we so

Neglecied and despised, been cleared and plain}

How pitiful and bitter is your end! -

Oh, woe is me for you, my hapless folk.

How parched the loi, and blasted how the portion, o

Wherein such grain could moulder and decay!
1894-5 Helena Frank.

.

* Jacob- Fithman 038‘-“”8)

Eve

I love Adam. He is brave of heart,

his blood is generous; and he, like God,

is wise. But the serpent whispers things

that are so strange. They hurt—and they caress.

When Adam sleeps, Eden lies desolate;

its birds are silent and its grass is wet.

And then ke kindles. calling from the thicket,
a bonfire in my heart. “‘Pick it! Pick it!”

How good to feel at dawn Adam’s warm hand
caress my flesh again, and in the hush

listen to the coursing of its blood,

But every bush of day that drinks the light
bends to a darkness. Eden is enchanted

only till night awakes the shadow in the brush.

Transiated by Robert Friend
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Jacob Ftchman

Abishag

I waste my teeming age. I do not know
when crops grow golden and the earth brings forth.

Early the world arises there to blossom,
but here my days fall silently like leaves.

My woods of chastity grow taller daily,
rustling sadly—without a bird of song.

In castle splendour, in imperial purple,
a locust wilderness devours my bloom.

I leave my chamber, and like lips that burn
the dazzle of the white day welcomes me.

The heat of gardens, fronds dancing in the sun,
ignite a fire rising in my blood.

Peering from the secrecy of casements,
the unseen eyes of princes kiss my footsteps.

And then sometimes a tenderness floats in me,
my heavy blossom aches,

And all my unconceiving, unattempted flesh
—a vine neglected—yearns the gatherer.

But when night finds me sleepless and my eye
pierces the darkness of the frozen castle,

like a bird in its morning nest, a world then stirs,
the king’s heart plays upon the fiddle strings.

This splendour hiding in wrinkles of pale day
rises from ashes when night’s glory sings.

Night’s castle sinks, and grief is drowned in grief
as wave is drowned in wave. And every sound

calling my poverty from the midnight dark
is gathered with it to the caves of song.

O song of midnight! in which my blood flows purely
(as sap in tender branches) to the dawn.

All of my warmth I give to the old King—
his heart plays the weeping of my Spring.

Translated by Robert Friend
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ITZIK MANGER

‘CAIN AND ABEL

Dost thou sleep, my brother Abel,
That thou art so wonderfully fair?
Never have I seen thee .

As beautiful before.

Does the beauty lie in my ax,
Or is it, perhaps, in thee?
Before the day is done,
Speak—answer me.

Thou art still, my brother Abel,
As the heavens and the earth.
Such pensive silence, until now,
In thee I never heard.

Does the stillness lie in my ax,
Or is it, perhaps, in thee?
Before the day is done,

Speak—answer me.

I stand beside thee, here,
And thou art so alone.
Never before hast thou been
So strangely alien.

Does the strangeness lie in my ax,
Or is it, perhaps, in thee?

Before the day is done,
Speak—answer me.

Come, mother Eve, see how
My brother Abel lies still

He never slept, so bemused,

In his cradle, for all of thy skill.

Does the stillness lie in my ax,
Or is it, perhaps, in thee?
Before the day is done,
Speak—answer me.

Come, father Adam, and look
At the scarlet ribbon of blood
That wriggles along the earth
And smells so sad and good.

Does the grief lie in my ax,
Or is it, perhaps, in thee?
Before the day is done,
Speak—answer me.

Leonard Wolf
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ITZIK MANGER

ABRAHAM SCOLDS LOT

Lot—it’s disgusting—it’s got to be said—
You and your nightly carouse—
Yesterday, in the “Golden Hart"—

What a terrible scandal that was.

Manger, the tailor, can do such things,

But it simply won’t do for you,

You've a couple of daughters to raise, knock wood,
And besides, you're a wealthy Jew.

You've cattle and sheep and flocks of goat—
Take my advice—fear God.

Already, a swilling gentile is said

To be “As drunk as Lot.”

I'know how it is, on a Friday night,

To drink a cup or so

Of wine with fish, while the Sabbath light
Sheds a holy glow.

But how can one go on drinking

Day in, day out—like you.

It’s all right for Havrillah, the Sabbath goy
But certainly not for a Jew.

Consider what will be said one day-—
That the Patriarch Abraham’s kin

Was worse than a convert—steeped in wine
And other kinds of sin.

They're saying already— Listen to mel
My God, don’t you care what they think?
And you're a father . . . the matchmaker
Avoids your threshold like a stink.

Even the humblest tailor’s lad

Considers himself too fine

To marry a daughter of yours—their braids
Turn gray—all for the sake of wine.

Lot—it’s disgusting—it’s got to be said—
You and your nightly carouse—
Yesterday, in the “Golden Hart” —
What a terrible scandal that was.

Manger, the tailor, can do such things,

But it simply won’t do for you.

You've a couple of daughters to raise, you're rich,
Knock wood—and besides, you're a Jew.

Leonard Wolf
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Hagar takes out of her trunk

A summer hat of straw;
She takes her green silk apron
And her blood-red beads of coral.

These were the gifts he gave her
Once upon a day

When they strolled the meadow
By the railroad right-of-way.

“How like the smoke of a chimney,
How like the smoke of a train

Is the love of a man, dear mother,
The love of any man.

God knows where we shall run to,
Myself and his bastard child,
Unless in some alien kitchen

We are allowed to hide.”

She takes the kitchen broom,
She sweeps the kitchen floor.
Under her blouse something still says

She loves him—and sweeps some more.

Again, she does the dishes,
.And scours the copper pan.
“How like the smoke from a chimney

Is the love of any man.”

Leonard Wolf
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Bialik
Surely the People is Grass..

Because the breath of theLord bloweih upon it: -
— surely the people is grass. — Isafah Xl 7.

Surely the people is grass, now do they fade like a blo'ssom;
Surely the people is slain — it is slain with a.
slaughter unending.’

Lol when the voice of their God thunders about them
forever, ~

This is a people that moves not, a people that stirs
not nor trembles; 2231 3

§ Nor do they rise like a lion, nor like a young lion

- waken,
Nor at the voice do they tremble, never a man of them
stirreth.

Nay, and the hearls of the people thrill not with
gladness together, s

When from the eastward and westward, calling from
ocean 1o ocean,

Eager to make themselves known as the seed of the God
ever living, ’

Sons of their own come flocking, drawn from afar at
His summons. ‘ ‘

Nor do they reach forth the hand, questioning all. of
their welfare, i aswathd i

All that have called on His name, all-that are blameless
and faithful. s

Now in a jumult of folly, of people surrounding their
idols, 9% '

Quelled is the message of God, silenced the might of
His thunder.

Deep in the heart of the foolish, with evil and shame
and reviling,

Scorned is the word of the Lord, set as a mark for
derision.

Surely the people wither, full of their vileness and

venom, _ ,
Yea, from the foot to the head, all of it roﬁen
and worthless:

Seeing they raised not a man from their midst in the day .

of their anguish,
One that was mighty in works; living, whose heart should

impel him;

One in whose heart should burn a spark fo enkindle the

life~blood,
One from whose brow a flame should light up the path

of the people;

One who would ireasure the name of his God and the name

of the nation
Far over wealth of gold, more than the falsehood of

idols.

Lifting of heart would be his, truth in its fullness and

power,
Hate of his people’s portion, their life of scorning and

bondage;

Pity as great as the sea, compassion as wide as their
ruin, :

Wide as his people’s weakness, sirong as the weight of the
burden;
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Shalamouses

I wear a pair of old slippers,

I wear sailor trousers,

And the bespectacled visitor won't let go:
I must tell him about the Shalamouses

The famous heroes Shalamouses.

The Shalamouses pray to God, as one should,
And wear red hats.

In Summer they travel (alway,é on wheels,
For Winter they have 1light sleds,

So they travel in those sleds.

They don't think much of women.

And eat chicken-soup every day, of course.
And as Jews hate conversion they hate

One who is called Yossel, God-forbid Yossel,
They killed(élreaéj one! Yossel!

They make a living by making snow

From eggs that break like sugar.

And if a stranger will ask the road to the bath,
They won't say there but yonder,

Not there, but yonder.

At night, however, they sit

.In dishes of ground garlic,

And they burn and won't even sigh
From so much trouble, the darlings,

From so much unnecessary trouble.

Naked, they sit until midnight,

I respectfully tell you, what clear is:
It seems: simple Shalamouses, and still--
What wonderful heroes. .

What great heroes.

D




NBRTRI 17173

N

TR 53R 1NN
222 9m) avpy
DYI¥R Man nyNam
2723 VIYR 13 nibyYy

a0 T ANYY I} 1NN
-TP 23 MIYNI Nppy
WY 58 v 79N nm
NP7 13173 19

2R TY ARV 19vem
DN29 AP0V Tm
neRd VR W Yon
D123 TV INam

nYin veap sy pa
VDY aMND M
nYR ARing nReTe
NP IPR N7 N

vy oahy i
DRT NI PR3

IV 93 VOV Y3 naxrang

ORY MMy YN S

3

DPID VYR TY03 NN
IN) NV YIRS
AP MININ I IR
IR IHPYY NN NINT 73

A3T) 39pY T o
2123 Y oY owhg
1307 230 78 DR
S0 Ym A% p3nY

MY NTI3 A PRA?

— Jind N3 A7 TRYA
AW NPT 19 W)
JinR Nion3 ,Te239

TR ey prin ny
SERU133 A3 OVFin)
DYI¥R N Y 9ein?
YawneIn SY v ny

/N)Afk /AJ ;

The Pocra a6 &:’?MW

N THE ROAD TO NOH-AMON

o

1.

Ripped from their hinges, Noh-Amon,
in fright,

your gates groancd

and the Egypuan p
to try you in the night.

lagues poured through

And now the first unwitnessed cry

rose moonward, and the man

who hurtled towards the gate alive

died even as he ran.

And that cry enshrouded you,
City of the King, .
shook you from fane to grain
from rags to royal nng.

of salt,

A flame amidst the heritage,
your outlawed tale will climb,

distant, unapproachable,
above the clouds of time.

In bloody robes, like memory
of punishment and sins,

you stand up tall, untouched by mould,

where history begins.

2.

You are a cairn to Anger’s whips
chastening continents, islands, too.
Cities of men, when thunder-swept,
behold their imaged selves in you.

You are a cairn to Pest and Lynx
who camp by the border to present
troupe-like within the city gates

a spectacle of punishment.

And to light up to all the lands

how Princes, how the Mobs betray,
the cities biaze with Egypt's plagues,
as if with torches, night and day.

The prophets girding then their loins
smite righteously with puny rod,
and with 2 moral add a plague

to those that have been sent by God.
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And now the district mobs collect,

and from necks yoked with guilt they tear,
imposing it on Prince and King,

the burden that they cannot bear.

The portents beat on heads like stone—
-he portents lightly thought a joke;

the truths that were considered Law
like straw go up in flame and smoke.

Then your forgotten night will rise,
the time will open like a cage,
your ashes mix with ashes of

the capitals of every age.

3

The small-eyed poem, peeping

like a mouse from a hole, at Amon,
hears the raging of fire, and weeping

on the corpse of a first-born son.

Noh-Amon enshrouded in doom,
my hands shall take in keeping,
like an immortal bloom,

the humble father’s weeping.

And the flower still glows like a spark;
though shrivelled, it never dies:

who mourned the son dead in the Dark
gave it light with the blood of their eyes.

The judgment of swords has no fault,
but when shedding of blood is spent,
it leaves like a taste of silt

the tears of the innocent.

4.

Ripped from their hinges, Amon,
your gates groaned in fright,

and the tale will be handed down

of your punishment in the night.

How the plagues from the swelling Nile,
how the plagues from the burning sand,

without fury, in orderly file,
like a plough passed over the land.

By the walls of their houses, the dead
still stand with a silent scream;

the vultures freeze overhead

like an undissolving dream.
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Because the ten rods smote

the guilty, the guiltless, the good,
you remember each plague night,
and the first was the night of blood.

THE TEN PLAGUES
1. BLOOD

Naked your night, Amon. The stranger’s star a-gleam

lit up like flame the face of lake and well and stream.
You rose. All was bewitched and like a ruby’s fire,

from the penny of the poor to a young girl’s braided hair.

A penny of the poor flames like a blood-red eye.
A young girl at the well utters a fearful cry.
She froze, pulled back her hands. ““Save me, great God,” she cried.
The pail flew down the well until its ringing died.
N
Her braids like berry-vines hang down the mouth of the well.
Whether they sleep or wake, the blazing red strikes all.
Eyelashes are on fire; lips burn, a desert noon.
The son cries, “‘Father! Father!” And he, “My first-born son!”

“My head goes round and round, although I did not dance,
and I am parched, dear Father, parched like the desert sands.
O hold me as you did when enemies sacked the City.

Help me, help me, Father, with a water drop of pity.”

“My son, my first-born son, water has turned to blood,

for blood was spilled like water, and poured forth like a flood.
Well waters have grown dark, the eyes of beasts grown red,
for blood was in the City, and the City did not dread.”

“There is no end to thirst, no end in all Amon.”
"“The star of strangers gleams on the City, O my son.’
“Father, her waters rise within the pails like fire.”

“Her blood is blind, my son, and we are in jts power.”

y

3. LICE

You are abhorred, Amon. The Frog did not suffice.

The dust arose and lived and covered you with lice;

struck you, Amon, without mercy, with the silent rage of the blind,
struck you, our City and Mother, the hated of al] mankind.

Lice, Lice of the dust, O loathsome virulence,
you are the herald who runs before the pestilence,
you are the scavenger who follows after war.

A slave! And it is you the nations kneel before.
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Yellowish, conjured forth, abomination crawls.

And men tear at the skin with frantic fingernails.

And frenzied by the itch, the flocks in panic run.

The son cries, “Father! Father!”” And he, “My first-born son!”’

“Darkness invades my eyes as night the desert sand.
In silence I have bitten the knuckles of my hand.

. O who will set me free? O who will set me free?

O you who seeck my life, come kill and set me free!”

“The time has not yet come when we can pay the debt.
Life for a life, my son, does not suffice for it.

Skin shall be paid for skin, and tear be paid for tear.
And every tooth be paid. And cvery nail and hair.”

“My blood weeps, Father, weeps with the voices of Amon.”’
“The dust of the land defiles the City, O my son.”

“Father, great is its night. Implacable and dumb.”

“Night of revenge, my son. Let the great night come.”

6. LEPROSY

Dumb, dumb is the City. The moon’s a pallid flame.

The moon’s a crown of silver on the City’s night of shame.
Sealed are the lips of the living. If eyes look up to stare,
terror will greet their daring, and they will stare no more.

In courtyard and on wall, the plague is thinly spread,
a smear of greenish-white, pock-pits of pinkish-red.
And men behold their flesh bringing forth pearl tears

as if it were a foe assailing them with spears.

Leprous Amon. Her marts turn leprous in their sleep.

And born without a stain, the flutes, turned leprous, weep.
Leprous the silence of friends, the wine-press and the wine.
The son cries, “Father! Father!”” And he, “My first-born son!”

“Carry me to the valley, carry me to the deep.

My skin is like a fire. It stings and will not sleep.

Save me, merciful Father. My life is fugitive.

Carry me to the morning, if you would have me live.”

"My son, there’s no escape. And we must bear our load.
Whatever road we take will be a leprous road.

Close, close your eyes, my son. You shall be clean as dew.
But do not ask for the dawn. Its hope is leprous, too.”

“As if with salt and cumin, all living things are sown.”
““On the vileness of the City a pale moon looks down.”
“The moon is sailing, Father, and smiles into my eyes.”
“It is a child she broods on across the distant skies.”
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7. HAIL

.- -And then the night was shattered. One blow—it reeled and fell!
Like a chariot down a slope, down rushed the riotous hail.

Its heart of darkness torn, how the darkness flared!

To ruin and beauty now the City will be bared.

The living sky poured down, a sky that stones to death.
The ice descending clattered. Hoofbeats without a path.
Fire—in the eye of ice. A wounded beast in pain
Totters and charges forward. Sky, strike him again.

Fire—in the eye of ice. That feels no joy or pain,

and stops the cry of the runner who had been threshing grain,

and pommels him head to foot as he lies on the ground like a stone.
The son cries, “Father! Father!” And he, “My first-born son.”

“The sky has pounced on me, Father, pounced like a beast of prey.

O let the sky like an eagle carry me away.
O throw me to that eagle. Let it crush me, skull and brain.

Why are you waiting, Father? Chaos is come again.”

“My son, my first-born son. Chaos no longer reigns.
Here too the Law is iron, and not imposed in vain.
After the kingdom falls—cradle, throne, and shield—,

when the smoke lifts from the ruins, behold the Law revealed.”

“Red, red, your life-blood, Father, pours out on your son.”
“The Iron Law keeps watch on the City of Amon.”

“The smallest of her birds, breast-wounded, fall in flight.”
“Her greatest foes, my son, have shed hot tears tonight.”

8. LOCUSTS

But the end’s not yet, Amon. Who sees you in disgrace,
bare as a reed forever, will cover up his face.

And eight nights from the night the scarlet blood first ran,
Locusts devour in you the face and race of man.

And all your green will tremble till you are denuded entire,

for a small but sharp-toothed folk will burn you, Amon, without fire.

And when the last leaf dies in a shrivelling simoon,
your summer and fall will turn to black brands under the moon.

You will wake, not comprehending, for until the end of skies,

in you, forgotten and strange, will pulse the cricket’s cries,

whose single-noted song envisions you alone. . .

And the son cries, “Father! Father!” And he, “My first-born son!”

“Where is she, Father, Father, City of rain and tree?

Through blood and hail I saw her image glimmer to me.

Through blood and hail I saw a mother’s haunting gaze. ..

And the Locusts came with the wind, and then there was no face.”
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“The City is laid bare, bare as a reed, my son.’

“They have devoured, my son, the homeland’s image and face
so that our love shall be a love that is imageless.
Though black as a brand to our eyes, she in the heart of our love

is always what she was, white as the whitest dove.”

“I shall gaze at her from my window till the last of my strength is gone.”

?

“Father, the last leaf clings silently to the sand.”
“And to the last of days, that leaf will kiss the land.”

10. DEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN

O strangers’ star, return. Amon, robe thee in red.

Frog, daughter of a king, watch from the parapet.

Dust of the land, arise. And gaze as the living gaze.

And halt, Lynx. All are called as decreed in the Book of Days.

Behold what shall be done. Round is the moon and bright.
Shine, torch of Pestilence. Moon-filled and clear the night.
Leprosy, raise from sleep your eyelids once again.

And lean, Hail, as a king upon his javelin.

Like maidens on the walls, Locust and Darkness—come.
Assemble, men of the City in a great host, as one.

The night is filled with moon. Behold what shall be done.
The son cries, “‘Father! Father!” And he, “My first-born son!”

““Father, you have placed the shards upon my eyes,
and you have placed my arms upon my breast, cross-wise,
and dust and dark surround and a star shines over me,

and over me your weeping rustles like a tree.”

“My son, my first-born son, dust and star and tears

give us a world of joy more powerful than tears.

A many-colored coat are dust and star and weeping,

the night two shards are placed on eyes forever sleeping.”

“Mine is the coat, O Father, and I have put it on.”

“Q son of my old age, O first-born of Amon!”

As silence stood up tall, he fell upon his son.

The ten plagues were fulfilled. The star of morning shone.

Robert Frieadl




