tree verse demands “an intense etfort” in coordinating and subordinaung all aspects
of sound patterning 1n the poctic texture. Free verse is to be an expression of
individuality on all levels: of the poct, of the poem, and of the individual hine. Itisto
express both “the natural nse and fall of a mood” and “the new music that surs the
world,” the irregular tempo of the big cry and the “disharmony” of the “con-
temporary psychic expenence.” Hence the emphasis not on uniformity or prosaic
tone but on the interaction of many shitung rhythmical devices and the symphonic
nature of a free thythmic poem. Since individuahry of rhythm, rather than treedom
ot verse, was the issue, this could be accomplished 1n regular meters as well,
provided the variety of selected torms guaranteed the uniquencess ot cach poem. In
sum, free verse was a departure trom the dominant, conventional form of a sym-
metrical, four-line, rhymed strophe, and it wentin two opposite directions: of less
and more structured texts.

Monotony was decath to poctry. Glatshteyn understood this in his own way
when he denied the musicality of Edgar Allan Poc’s “The Raven” (arguing against
Leyeles, who translated it twice, in 1918 and 1n 1945 (') He uscd the term again
when he exposed the danger of a whole literarure becoming “monotomic and
monothematic” in “wailing together” after the Holocaust. Glatshteyn himself tried
to save the individuality of the poem, even in that age of “collective stammer.” As he
putit: “Our word 1s our weapon and we must not let ourselves become primitive [in
wailing over the destruction).” Glatshteyn cites as an example the prophct Jeremiah
who, when a whole people was enslaved, “pl.lycd“ with the art of language and
sought pertection in his “Jeremiads” (“May one Enjoy Elegies?” Sum and Substance,
PP 428-434).

The documents translated in appendix A provide additional details on Intro-
spectivist thinking about the art of poetry. The pocts themselves were aware that
their puc(ics was part of an international trend: “Certainly, there 1s a more direct
relation between an Introspectivist and a German Expressionist or Enghsh Voruast
than berween us and most Yiddish pocts ot the previous periods” (“Chronicle.”
No. 14). For the outside world, however, the Yiddish pocts were isolated in a scaled
ghetto. A telling example was the answer of the cditors of the English-language
Poctry, asking whether the language of In Zikh was Chinese (sce In Zskh’s reply in
“Chronicle” No. 18, and also Nos. 24, 26). In the Jewish domain itsclf, there was a
chronic scarcity of readers (see “Chronicle, Nos. 8, 13, 23). Of course, English pocts,
too, had only small circles of readers at the time, before Modernist poctry was
introduced into college curricula, but Yiddish pocts never enjoycd that canoniza-
tion. Only the common national tragedy brought them back to the center of Jewish
socicty and made them into social bards, sometimes at the expense of poctic qualiry.
Then it became clear what immense work had been done in the development of a
new poctic language 1n Yiddish in New York berween 1919 and 1950.

Jaeol Glatshteyn

After the Holocaust, Jacob Glatshteyn® was the most celebrated “nanional”
Yiddish poct. Readers tound in his poctry a response to the catastrophe and an
evocation of Jewish historiosophical awareness. When the cnines lauded the later
Glatshteyn as a great “nanonal” poet, A. Leyeles challenged them, arguing that tor
the Introspecuvists, Glatshteyn had always been a great poct. Indeed, without the
development of Glatshteyn’s sophisticated, individuahstuic, and 1ronic style,
sparkling with wit and innovations of language, the achicvements of his Holocaust
poctry would have been impossible. Glatshtevn’s nationalist poctry was deceptively
simple; between the 1920s and 1950s, the Yiddish reader also grew 1nto .uccpung
Modermist poctry and free verse.

Clearly, the catastrophe in Europe brought Jewish themes into the center ot
Glatshteyn’s poctry. In carlier poems such as “Autobiography” and “Jewish King-
doms” (1929), Glatshteyn still dissociated himself trom his Eastern-European past
or looked at it with amazement, but the events of the late thirties brought him back
to the Jewish gherto. In 1938 and early 1939, Glatshteyn was among the first to sense
the coming disaster. In such poems as “A Hunger Fell Upon Us,” “On the Butcher
Block,” “Here I Have Never Been,” and the celebrated “Goodnight, World,” he
gave forcetul expression to a sense of Jewish isolation in the tace of the approaching
catastrophe, although only its first signs were apparent at the ume. It was only atter
the Holocaust that he was able to re-create from a certain distance of tragic
tranquility the pious world of his parents and his childhood.

His first book, entitled Jacob Glasshteyn (1921), was a celebration of moments in
the present, a bewildered individual’s attempt to make some sensc of the “world
tangle” (velt-plonser), with some traces of New York in the background and no sign
of history. It was also the first book 1n Yiddish poctry written entircly in free verse.
Glatshteyn went on to write a dozen mature books, very Amecrican in their sensi-
bilities, only to announce himself in 1966, in the very nitle of his book, as A Jew from

Lublin.
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The year 1919 was filled with many bloody events trumpeted by extra edi-
tions of daily newspapers (referred to in the poem): the conclusion of the
First World War, pogroms against Jews in Poland and the Ukraine, the
civil war in Russia.

Using the traditional form of Jewish nomenclature and the familiar
diminutive Yankl, the poem refers to the poet Jacob, son of Isaac—
names that echo the biblical source of their lineage. The “tiny round par-
ticle”—or dot—that remains of the old-country Jewish son can be taken
as a reference to the Yiddish expression dos pintele yid, the essential
crumb of Jewishness that is said to remain within even the most as-
similated Jew. Literally, the dot of the letter yud—pronounced as i—is the
smallest vowel sign of the smallest letter in the Hebrew alphabet.

1919

No trace left these last days

of Yankl, Reb Isaac’s son:

only a tiny round particle

wheeling annoyingly through the streets,
thrashing clumsy stumps.

The great lord ringed the whole earth
with sky blue.

And no rescue.

From high up, Extras fall all over,
squashing my soggy head.

One with a long tongue

splattered my glasses

with a permanent splotch of red.

Red, red, red.

Listen:

These days somehow my skull bursts and flames
in a density of uproar, leaving behind

a little heap of dirty ash.

Tiny round particle,

I'll swirl in eternities of ether

swathed in red veils.
Cynthia Ozick
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Evening-Bread

On the table a tresh bread, pregnant with promise.

Around the table silent guests—

[ and she and another she.

Mouths are silent, but hearts bear.

Like tiny gold watches bear the hearts of the guests.

And ncar the bread a sharp knife, its silence heavier than theirs,
Beating with a heart more restless

Than mine, than hers, and hers.

The door is open to the declining sun.

On the ceiling, tlies doze, tired of the day.

And the panes light up in wonder of expectation and fear,
Fear and expectation of evening-bread.

The knite and I clutch tightly each other’s tear.
I flutter with trembling hands over the bread
And think ot my warm love for them.

Ot my deadly hatred tor them. 229
In my clenched hand the knite faints Jucols Glatelen
From fear and danger of evening-bread.

She takes the knife and looks at me and at her:
Around the table, silently, sit two dead guests
And in her heart the knite blade sings
The song of danger of evening-bread.

The other she plays in quivering joy
With the blade of the knite and dead words;

15 And her love tor us and her hatred tor us

And her love for me and her hatred tor her

Sing out through the wide-open doors

To the sun which declines, to the sun, to the sun
Nostalgic songs ot evening-bread.

3o DPanes flooded with color and song.

The knife wearv of red desire.

Around the table silent guests:

I and she and another she.

The knife dances from me to her and tfrom her to her.

35 And silently we ear with love and hatred

The evening-bread.
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» Sheeny Make
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l‘izo,

[

Sheeny Mike sleeps in a coffin of bronze.

He is mourned by a kingdom of rwelve blocks
And by his mama’s shayrl and his papa’s old beard.
Orphaned guvs stand at the streetcorners

And crumple cigarertes with thin, shaking fingers.
A guyv stands on the corner, his hat slanted.

And spits a thin stream through his teeth.

A hecavy stone covers the well of tears,

But he knows that Sheeny Mike lies asleep

In a cothn of bronze.

The terror and the guardian, the ruler and the king
Ot twelve whole blocks

Lies spruced up, asleep.

Mama’s shavrl wails out his merit:

He didn’t ler his old father-and-mother

Be anvbody’s burden.

And papa’s beard is ashamed in its old age,

For everyone, evervone in the twelve whole blocks knows
That Sheeny Mike fell and is now asleep

In a coffin of bronze.

11

Heavy tugboats cut through the dirty water,
Sunking smoke covers with soot

The roofs of the hirtle world.

Hcre, on the roof, he saw the dream of his kingdom.
The Happing shects on the lines

Were his plains,

While below, over a greasy holy book,

His papa with half-blind eyes

Taughr children the meaning

Ot Shulchon—a ravbel and Keessay—a chair.
Oh, mama knew her woe,

That her child climbed the ladder fast—
From pickpocket to the very top,

To big boss, king and ruler

Over twelve whole blocks.

Shaytl*

shulchon—table. The tradinonal
mode of teaching 1n heder
consisted of reading cach Hebrew
word tollowed by a translason.

The forefathers. the pious waterbearers and coarsened God-tearing butchers,

Staved behind in the cemeteries over there.



R

0'DYI LY P MY JaKA

P*IA3NINI LRI (1K YU T LD YOURL WA M
= LKW T U ™MA PR MY oY1 LYK
APV R — KO X HI"V R — W

2197 171 LMYAYIOIK WY LRI MK N

0P LYYNYY Y LR MK M

0UAYayI IR M

LUPUIVUIVUNKIRD Y LRI MR ™M

UIR™IRD IR ™M

Wox P vy Y38

INIPUNRY W W LD PYIYI D ™A oY
JWLIMYDLIYI YUIVIRDTIRD DYHRND W
TN PR NI R W

L0IYN YUITD M

YUY DYNRMH W PR TINI DILXRL OV

TRT IR IPONN I LOMYI [V T JAKD
2P R UM

LYKNYI IR UIRDYI LIIPYI IR LITPYI LRI ORN
DIRT OXNW R D [HNOVI TR W M3
?Y°UONIMT YT JOMIVIIWIAR LR WM

J973WT U WL PP WIAR VO PUD I
JOR DWIVINNTD IR UYIBY pUn W

AN

JY9IVP I RIK LIRPIKD LI Yo
19°% MIyoRSwARD 'k LONTYY Yo
0'0 YYYRLW 'k NuwpY YoM

1230401208 SRAN R P AT 28 B AP AR

BRP 1P DY 0B

IR DPIVTINID DI 1Y 1 LIKY

13¥% Pruyha PR A TR P R
JERDITR T (v W TR
JYOM WPTHILT™ W

W W L0 WwenyL W1

DY LYTIYNYI LRI DN

™M YpTTWTD R

1™ 99 130N Mawpy Yo
P LTI LD (YR R
BRP 1PTIIMD O DIBNPYY

IR DI DX VY 1 DIKY

—-L'\S\/'-_..__-- PE——

They did not intercede

When papa with his red eves gencrously
Furnished the poverty of his house with chanting:
Ov, Shulchon—a taybel and K eessay—a chair.

How did he drecam up his kingdom.

How did he govern.

How did he rule.

How did he subdue,

How did he harness

His little world right up to the

House of the law with the green lantern.
Mama’s rusty candle holders,

The poor sabbath at home,

The damp walls,

Papa’s beard and mama’s shavel—

Did thev know that under the same roof

Lived a king,

Who ruled and ruled, governed and commanded
Tl he fell by an enemy hand.

Who broke the dvnasty? .
Sheeny Mike knows, but one must not tell.
Sheeny Mike smiles in a cothin of bronze.

- l\'

How much courage in a thin body,
How much strength in clenched lips,
How much stubbornness in proud legs
Coming to be silent, silent, silent

At the side of the silent head.

Let her through to the cothin of bronze.

Oh, over her voung and glowing lite

He was the nobleman,

The knight on horseback,

The dumb guv, the drunkard,

Who exploded with anger

And fierv words.

How much stubbornness walking through all the rows,
Coming to be silent, silent, silent

At the side of the silent head.

Let her through to the coffin ot bronze.
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» Autobgraphy

Yesterday 1 dumped on my son the tollowing story:

That my father was a cvclops and, of course, had one eve,

That mv fitteen brothers wanted to devour me,
So. 1 barely got myselt out of their clutches

And started rolling all over the world.

Rolhng, I grew up in two davs,

But 1 wouldn't go back to my tather’s house.

So. I went to Tsetanma and lcarned sprechen Jewish,
[ got myselt circumcised and became a Yid.

So. | started selling fax, wax, esrogs with bitten-ott tips,
And carned water tor kasha.

Till I mer an old princess

Who willed me an estate and died.

So. I became a landowner

And began guzzhing and gorging.

And when I saw I was gerung tat,

I made up my mind and got marrned.

Atter the marnage, my estate burned down.

So, | became a poor newspaper wWriter.

To myv tather, the cvclops, I somerimes write a letter,
But to myv htreen brothers—the tinger.

» Jewish Kingdoms

Konskiwolie, Mazelbozee, Korzmiee,

Licwertow, Pulawe, Bechewe,

Ghisk. Piusk, Szabeszin—

Names of Pohish towns, the devil knows why
Thev Hoar up i my memory like drv leaves in a bath.
When 1 was a tat hede brac

[ knew that a vovage there

Smelled of a coach, a carnage, a squeaking wagon,
Carrving warm maids to new places.

[ saw all the towns as Jewish kingdoms,

Where Yom Kippur lays its tear

Even on gu_\'ish huts,

Where crosses hang on the walls

As amulcts against the Jewish god.

[ would give a wealth ot poverty
It I could sull long tor that.

TN

Jacob Glatshieyn

esrog (Hcbrew:
cthro$)~utmn, a nicual true
uscd tor Sukkot, not kosher
without the np ntact

kasha* —“carming water tor
kasha’ 1s indeed hardly making 3
hhing
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A bov cats a roll with burter,

A kitten looks into his eves.

The bov s slee—and hun—.

One eve stcky.

The cat has a big glass eve

And the night has three or mavbe tour
Glass cves

And mommie has a tail and paws with nails.
She undresses him and scratches.

She 1s good and scratches.

The roll 1s dark as the might

From here to there and away.

And the night s ot glass.

The might 1s a black window,

Lving on the floor and in mommie’s song.
Tomorrow will be better.

There wall be a hieele hghe,

And 1t won’t be scary to look

Through a kitten-cve outside.

"0 X LW T LOK) < > Night, Be Mood to Me The Yiddish title of the book.
“Yiddishravtshn,” mecans
roughly: Exphc
— 'n X LW T LX) nght‘ be mood to me— \fldﬁuli‘ llllFS) 1‘(;‘[:‘(’35"‘::"(“" o
VOR) YrLw Mood might *I":"L““V“‘h-" mcaning
= . cbrew translated (or
- ™Tm l]?_"? RURLELY % / N|gh(‘ be long 0 e == Germanized), the old name tor
.LOX) Yl]?_('? |,()ng nlghL Yiddish as the language tor
— TP Y MW MT PYMY OYT IWLNR D LD With me under the cover, be calm to me— g“;‘t‘:ﬂ‘l‘l::’.::: ’f’:‘:‘l'\”llf““l‘"
JDOX) VI Calm nmight. archaie Yiddish ‘
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Three times | shall repeatrepeatrepeat,
Louder than tear | shall sing.
Intimate 1s the terror

Of vour catry eves in all darknesses.
Lovelv s the scare

OFf vour myriad noises in all corners.
My mother 1s 2 murderess,

She doesn’t care that a shadow
Sharpens hus knite and wall kill me.
She lett, she's in daddy's bed,

She doesn’t care that in the morming
Thev'll and me strangled,

So I don't ware either.

I don't care

I don't care aither.

I don’t care

I don't

Care cither

'l'l\mugh the narrow path,

Night, be come to me.

To me in the window

Night, be look to me

Look might. (

26~
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» We the Wordproletanar

Night. In the darkest places sparkle traces

Of words. Loaded ships with ideo-glvphs

Sail away. And vou, armored in silence and wisdom,
Unwrap word trom sense.

Mementos—rain-veiled horizon,
Fhekering return, barely recalled:
A book. a face, a smile, a vawn.

The cursed nighe has got into vour bones.

Soften up, cover up, forget.
Don’t make a miracle of a trouser button.

Wordproletarian. Airplanes leave land

Full ot understands.

And vou in vour vest of Sesames and Ali-Babas.
Don’t vou hear how vokes sigh?

Iron girders lic on vour words.

Gnash them, curse them with disaster.

Where are vour laughters, where are vour groans?

The cursed night has got into vour bones.

Your palm dates under vour windows.

A stone and Here-Lies.

The in-between times have brought vou to the absolute.
Graves of individuals, masses, Jews, races—

Archives. - ‘ ‘ .

Now whole collectives sing,. .. _ e s

Stratospheres, stars, even buildings, stones.

The cursed night has gor into vour bones.

The sky, the blue hazard, went out.

You sull sit and seck the shadows of a2 word
And scrape the mold oft mcanings.

Words take on sadder and purer tones.

The cursed night has got into vour bones.
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stray pages—of torn holv books:
they were preserved in the
svnagogue
Twenty-Four-Books—the Bible
(in Yiddish. svarbe. contraction
of the Hebrew esrim-ve-arba.
twenty-four)

puzzling questions—difficult
issues in the study of Jewish law

Hebrew-Yiddish —the
traditional Yiddish translation of
the Hebrew Holv Books. which
acquired an archaic and rehgious
flavor 1n modern Yiddish

even though he tarries—an
allusion to the credo. “Ani
Maamin™ ("l Beheve™i. the

affirmarion of taith in the coming
of the Messiah

Memorial Poems C/?é’g)

> Good Night, World

Good night, wide world.
Big, stinking world.
Not you, but I, slam the gate.
In my long robe,
5 With my flaming, yellow patch,
With my proud gait,
At my own command—
I return to the ghertto.
* Wipe out, stamp out all the alien traces.
1o I grovel in your dirt,
Hail, hail, hail,
Humpbacked Jewish life.
A ban, world, on your unclean cultures.
Though all is desolate,
'S 1 roll in vour dust,
Gloomy Jewish life.

Piggish German, hostile Polack,
Sly Amalek, land of guzzling and gorging.
Flabby democracy, with your cold
20 Compresses of sympathy.
Good night, world of electrical insolence.
Back to my kerosene, tallowy shadow,
Eternal October, wee little stars,
To my crooked alleys, hunchbacked strect-lamp,
15 My strav pages, my Twenty-Four-Books,
. My Talmud, to the puzzling
Questions, to the bright Hebrew-Yiddish,
To Law, to deep meaning, to dury, to right.

World, I stride with joy to the quict ghetro-light.

30 Good night. I grant you, world,
All my liberators.
Take the Jesusmarxes, choke on their courage.
Drop dead on a drop of our baptized blood.
And 1 believe that even though he rarries,
¥ Day after day rises my waiting.
Surely, green leaves will rustle
On our withered tree.
I do not need consolation.
I go back to my four walls,

Yo From Wagner’s pagan music—to tunc, to humming.

I kiss vou, tangled Jewish life.
It cries in me, the joy of coming.

April 1938

Lcdjba'm Harshav



This poem and “Here | Have
Never Been™ were not reprinted
in Glatshteyn's collected poems
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> On the Butcher Block

What 1 commotion 'there was yesterday around me,
As [ stood bleeding on the butcher block
Like a slave tor sale.
Here’s the man, they pointed ar me,
5 Who deserves our pity.
It’s true, a fast tongue was shricking,
You'd berter watch our for his sticky fingers,
He's a a bit of a swindler, curthroar, sleazy,
Butr wasn't it we who pushed him '
1o To the livelihoods that are easy.
To be sure, he himself is loathsome,
A stain on our tamily—
Said another in decp compassion,
A tear choking his gullet—
'S But it’s hard to forget the Holy Book
Thar his tore-forefathers bequeathed to us.
Just tor the Ten Forbiddings
One should be gracious unto him
And endure
20 This sneak, whoreson and boor.

Just look at that hump—
An old maid telt my swollen back—
It comes trom sitring, from poring over books,
Sharpening his wits tor jewing.
25 But the blame, she says, must tall on ourselves
For we did not force him
Into the sweary trades,
Like curting stones, digging portatoes;

0

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

Outclevered us all,

And rook away our last cent.

Now listen to the language he babbles,
Sce, how he celebrates separateness in our land,
1 The land our tathers foughr for,
Here how he squeals that they slaughtered his brother,
How he makes our lives miscrable—
Caresses me the bass voice of a liberable —
No trace would be left of him
fo It we had loved him instead of hating
And openced our arms
For him, the chosen, the proud one.
Our churches would have melted him long ago
We must not forger—he concludes with 4 pricstly snap—
“: The point isn't always to slap his other <heek.,
But ro ser ours against
His tribal nastuiness.
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* hese mareves | wall remembuer
and mv soul 1 torn with sorrow
1 the davs ot vue traals there o
no one to help w ™
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vessel of light—imagerv trom
the Kabbalah.

Pillars, Rocks—biblical cpithers
applicd ro grear sages.

The Thirry-Six Juse*

away from you to rerurn
again—.an Jllusion 1o 4 personal,
religious puem by the Spanish
Hebrew (lassical poct Ibn
Gabrrol, talking to Gud ot Heeing
“trom You to You "

Without Jews

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

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

our eyes blaze,

our likeness

whom we formed:

in every land and town

a stranger.

Shattered Jewish skulls,

shards of the divine,

smashed, shamed pots—

these were Your light-bearing vessels,

Your tangibles,

Your portents of miracle!
Now count these heads

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

a scorched waste.

Dews weep

on dead grass.

The dream raped,

reality raped,

both blotted out.

Whole congregations sleep,
the babies, the women,

the young, the old.

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

sleep their dead

eternal sleep.

‘Nho will dream You?
Remember You?

Deny You?

Yearn after You?

Who will flee You,

only to return

over a bridge of longing?

No end to night

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

Your eclipse.
Cynthua Ozick
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» My Wander-Brother

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

S When we sit like this, dumbtounded together,

Our thoughts merge
In one sullness.
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My weary God hights a ciparerie
And inhales the first smoke.
19 A suar lights up, a ficry sign.
Fhis himbs long tor sleep.
The nighr lies at our feet like a lamb.

My beloved God.

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

In the nighes,

Warmed my fearful bones

At the fircpot of knowledge.

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

The God of my unbelict is beautitul.
How nice is my feeble God
Now, when he is human and unjust.
How gracetul is he in his proud downfall,
¥ When the smallest child revoles
Against his command.
Through sca and land,
We two shall ever wander and wander together

I think to my dozing God of myself:
o At uimes, an alien space
Will spread in the homiest warmeh,

AN DCIOTC vou grasp its mystery,
You teel how your own furility
Blossoms like moss on a gravestone.
20 Is thas the city that 1 buile?
Is this the street I confided in
Exvery mght of my memory?
How many summers appeared here in 1y dream?
Here T came to strike roots and Brow srems,
Ho Here I wanted to plant calm
On my own hving gravevard
Of tather-mother.
I had pleney of death over there.
I came here, an heir of dearh,
s A retugee.

You are talking of vourselt,

Answers the silence of my wander-brotl er

And I think of all of us:

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

Now, grovelling in the dust,

My people is holier than me.

One dav, nations shall come to bow

To s pan.

5s Bur God, my brother,
Why hast thou raised my people
And spread their mistortune like stars
All over the sky?

Pam, blood, pierced hands,
eo ity of emptied veins—
A childish fable with sillv words.
I mulaplied it by six million,
I pave the fable its moral.
My people, my son, myv dream
€5 Will blossom forever crucitied on a tree of light.

My God sleeps and T watch over him.

My tired brother dreams the dream of my people.

He dwindles, grows small as a baby,

And I rock him into the dream of my people.
72 Sleep, my god, my wander-brother,

Sleep into the dream of my people.

%6
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My weary God hghts a cigarete
And inhales the first smoke.
19 A star lights up, a fiery sign.
His limbs long tor sleep.
The nighe lies at our feet like a lamb.

My beloved God.

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

In the nighes,

Warmed my feartul bones

At the firepot of knowledge.

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

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

I think to my dozing God of myself:
o At umes, an alien space
Will spread in the homiest warmeh.,

ANd Delore vou grasp aits mvstery,
You teel how your own furility
Blossoms like moss on a gravestone.
Is this the city that | buile?
Is this rhe street 1 confided in
Every mght of my memory?
How many summers appeared here in 1y dream?
Here T came o strike roots and grow siems,
Ho Here T wanted to plant calm
On my own living gravevard
Of father-mother.
I had pleney of death over there.
I came here, an heir of dearh,
s A retugee.

[
a

You are talking of vourselt,

Answers the silence of my wander-brotl er

And I think of all of us:

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

Now, grovelling in the dust,

My people is holier than me.

One dav, nations shall come to bow

To s pan.

B}

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

Pam, blood, pierced hands,
eo Pirv of emptied veins—
A childish fable with sillv words.
I multiplied it by six million,
I pave the fable its moral.
My people, my son, my dream
€5 Will blossom forever crucitied on a tree of light.

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

You’ll begin with a scrap of truth,

not promising seventh heaven,

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

the body’s pleasures.

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

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

We'll begin to spin

merciful laws binding on You and on us.

Out of the cradle and little,

why don’t we start all over again,

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

Your holy blessing will just suffice

for a people peaceable and good.

My own word will be the warm pride

of a family.

Your nostrils will savor

the pure meal-offering of a nation
nurturing its God with everything good.
And me they’ll feed and fondle like a child.
I'll be rocked in cozy fame.

No one beyond our borders will hear my name,
or Yours.

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

Thou hast chosen us.

We were both cried up for grandeur
so that they could bring us to dust
and scatter us and stamp us out.

They tricked You out in stars over a whole universe.

How is it that great nations flock to You?
You are quiet and content with your own.
You are one of us,

completely.

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

going far away to be converted

into the Lord of the Universe?

Therefore we became Your errant children,
agitators of pillars, world incendiaries.

You lapsed into the Jewish International
before we did.

We followed You into Your wide world
and sickened there.
Save Yourself, return

22 with Your pilgrims who go up

to a little land. Come back,
be our Jewish God again.

Cynthia Ozicl
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Sunday Shtetl

Rabbi Levi Yitskhok’s drayman—the one who wore

tales and tfiln as he smeared the wheels
of his wagon with tar—

turns up in the shape of a bunch of Jews
hanging around their houses,

washing the car

(while the shtetl drowses

in its Sunday snooze), .
adding up bills and working out deals

to pay up what's owed to the pinochle fund-raiser

they attended last night at the Center.

A hushed hand feeds the ache
of this chronic languor
that drops on the town:
weekly monotonous logic,
once out of seven.

In the little square

the clock creeps on

to point the dawn;

a wary church bell wakes
its passive god.

Windows start the stench
of bacon crackling.

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

hosing down their wheels,

cut the stream to cut the noise.

Lost souls, they look for safekeeping
to the deserted synagogue

that waits to fill up on Yom Kippur.

These Sunday Jews are secret Jews
smiling for the neighbors.

The church bell tolerantly skips over
the doorposts of the Jews.

They listen

with pricked-up ear,

in Marrano fear.

Cynthia Ozick

Rabbi Levi Yitskhok of Berdichev (c. 1740—1810): a famous Hasidic rabbi, noted
for his benign view of humankind. The story goes that he once saw a
drayman, arrayed for the morning service in his prayer shawl and
phylacteries, greasing the wheels of his wagon. "Lord of the Universe,” he
exclaimed with delight, ““behold the devoutness of your people! Even when
they grease the wheels of a wagon they are still mindful of your name!”
(Martin Buber, Tales of the Hasidim)

Yom Kippur: the holiest day of the Jewish calendar, when even nominally
observant Jews attend the synagogue.

the doorposts of the Jews: an ironic reference to the story of Passover, which
commemorates the flight of the Jews from Egypt. Before the last of the ten
plagues, the Jews were invited to mark their doorposts so that the angel of
death would avoid their households when he went in search of the Egyptian

first-born sons.

Marranos: Jews in Christian Spain and Portugal from the late fourteenth
century onward who were forced by the Inquisition to convert to
Christianity but who continued to observe certain Jewish customs in secret.
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INTROSPECTIVISM

[Manifesto of 1919]

With this collection. * we intend to launch a particular trend in Yiddish poetry
which has recently emerged in the works of a group of Yiddish poets. We have
chosen to call it the Introspective Movement, a name that indicates a whole range of
individual character and nuance.

We know that introspective poems as such are nothing new. In all ages, poets
have occasionally written introspectively; that is. they looked into themselves* and
created poetry drawn from their own soul* and from the world as reflected in it.
There are introspective poems in modern Yiddish poetry as well, even though the
poets did not use this term.

The difference. however, between us and those other poets, both Yiddish and
non-Yiddish. ancient and modern, is that we are dedicated to deepening, develop-
ing, and expanding the introspective method.

The world exists and we are part of it. But for us, the world exists onlv asitis
mirrored in us. as it touches us. The world is a nonexistent category, a lie, if it is not
related to us. It becomes an actuality only i and through us.

This general philosophical principle is the foundation of our trend. We will try
to develop it in the language of poetry.

Poetry is not only feeling and perception but also, and perhaps primarily, the
art of expressing feelings and perceptions adequately. It is not enough to say that all
phenomena exist to the extent that thev enter into an organic relation with us. The
poet’s major concern is to eXpress this organic relation in an introspective and fully
individual manner.

In an introspective manner means that the poet must really listen to his inner
voice, observe his internal panorama—kalcidoscopic‘ contradictory, unclear or
confused as it may be. From these sources, he must create poetry which is the result

* The Yiddish word zel. “soul.” is equivalent to Freud's Seele and can be translated as psyche.

1. This Introspectivist manifesto. written 1n 1919. was published as the opening of In Zikh:
A Collection of Introspective Poem:. Max N. Maisel, New York. 1920.

2. In the original: “In zikk.” which gave the name to the journal and the movement. Inzikhism.

of both the fusion of the poet’s soul with the phenomenon he expresses and the
individual image, or cluster of images. that he sees within himself at that moment.

What does take place in the poet’s psyche under the impression or impact of
anv phenomenon?

In the language of our local poets. of the “Young Generation™ (Di Yunge).?
this creates a mood. According to them, it is the poet’s task to express or convey this
mood. How? In a concentrated and well-rounded form. Concentration and well-
roundedness are seen as the necessary conditions, or presuppositions. that allow the
poet’s mood to artain universal or. in more traditional terms. erernal, value.

But this method. though sufficient to create poetic vignettes or artful ara-
besques, is essentially neither sufficient nor true. From our point of view, this
method is a lie.

Why?

Because the mood and the poem that emerge from this conception and this
method must inevitably result in something cut-off, isolated. something which does
not really correspond to life and truth.

At best, such poems are embellishments and ornaments. At worst, they ring
false. because the impression or the impact of any phenomenon on the poet’s soul
does not result in an isolated. polished, well-rounded. and concentrated mood.
What emerges is more complex, intertwined with a whole galaxy of other “moods.”
of other feelings and perceptions. In the final analysis. concentration and well-
rouridedness of poetry svmbolize the lie. the awesome contradiction berween
literature and life, berween all of art and life.

We Introspectivists want first of all to present life—the true, the sincere, and
the precise—as it is mirrored in ourselves, as it merges with us.

The human psvche is an awesome labyrinth. Thousands of beings dwell there.
The inhabitants are the various facets of the individual’s present self on the one hand
and fragments of his inherited self on the other. If we believe that every individual
has already lived somewhere in one incarnation or another—and this belief is often
vividly sensed by each of us—then the number of inhabitants in the labyrinth of the
human psyche is even higher.

This is the real iz of a human being. In our age of the big metropolis and
enormous variety in all domains, this life becomes a thousandfold more complicated
and entangled. We Introspectivists feel the need to convey and express it.

In what form and shape does this complexity of moods appear?

In the shape of association and suggestion. For us, these two elements are also
the most important methods of poetic expression.

Of course, poets of all times have used suggestion and association. The
pre-Raphaelite Rossetti and the later Swinburne often used these elements in their
work. Yet we want to make association and suggestion the poet’s major tools
because it seems to us that they are best suited to express the complex feelings and
perceptions of a contemporary person.

So much about the introspective method. As for individual manner, 1t 1s
perhaps even more important.

1. An Impressionist. cosmopohitan trend that dominated Yiddish American poctry from 19c- to
1919

g
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Because we perceive the world egocentrically and because we think that this is
th; most natural and therefore the truest and most human mode of perception, we
think that the poem of every poet must first of all be his own poem. In other words
the poet must in every case give us what he himself sees and as he sees it. ‘
Shoulgsts,:n;ilatlli_\s. r:(l;is should be self-evident as a prerequisite for any poetry. It

Indeed. most poems. not just Yiddish ones but the majority of non-Yiddish
ones as well, lack the full individuality of the poet and hence of the poem, too. In
most poems, the poet does not delve deeply enough to see what appears in‘his c;»\'n
psyche. Perhaps the fault lies with language. which generally works in our lives as a
m1§lcea.d1ng and deceiving category. Be that as it may. we think that, in the great
majority of all poetry, the poet is not sufficiently individual. He cmpk‘)vs too ngxanv
stock images and ready-made materials. When the poet, or any pcrsofl looks at a
sunset, he may see the strangest things which, ostensiblv, have 'perhaps ;10 relation
to th; sunset. Tbc image reflected in his psvche is rather a series of far-reaching
associations Moving away from what his eye sees. a chain of suggestions evoked by
the sunset. This, the series of associations and the chain of suggestions constitutes
truth, is life, much as an illusion is often more real than the clustcr‘ of external
appearances we call life. Most poets, however, will not even focus on what‘occurs
1n31d§ themselves while they are watching a sunset but will paint it, search for colors
describe thc derails, etc. If, in addition, thev are subjectively ;;rruncd thev wili
perhaps dip their brush into a drop of subjectivitv. into a paich of col;)r of their
selves, make a comparison with their own lives, cxbrcss some wisdom about life in
general, and the poem is done.

For us, such a poem is not true, is a cliché. We insist that the poet should give
us the authentic image that he sees in himself and give it in such a form as only hcgand
no one else can see it. '

~ If such a poem then becomes grist for the mill of Freudian theory. if it pro-
vides traces of something morbid or sick in the poet. we do not m'ir‘ld Axp-)t is
gltm_mtcl_v redemption, even if it is an illusory redemption or a redemption .throu h
illusion. And no redemption is possible in any other way burt through oncstif.

through an internal personal concentration. Only a truly individual poem can be a
means of self-redemption. '

2

Both the introspectivity of a poem and its individuality must use suggestion
and association in order to reach full expression. Now, the individuality of the poem
has a lot to do with what is generally known as form. ' P

‘In fagt, form and content are the same. A poem that can be rewritten in another
form is l_]Clthcr a poem nor poetry. They cannot be separated from one another. To
speak of forn'l‘and content separately is to succumb to the influence of a linguistic
fallacy. And if we speak of form as a separate concept. it is merely for the sake of
convenience, as is the case with many other linguistic fallacies. '

Thc.gcncrally known aspect of form is 7hyrhm. Every poem must have rhythm
Rhythm is the mvstery of life; art which is no more than an expression of Iifc.
obviously must also have rhvthm. But whar kind of rhvthm must a poem have:?

There is only one answer: it must have the only possible and the only imagi-
nable rhythm. Each poem must have its individual rhythm. By this we mean that the
rhyvthm of the poem must fit entirely this particular poem. One poem cannot have
the same rhythm as any other poem. Every poem is, in fact, unique.

And if we see. in certain poets, how the most divergent poems are similar in
their rhythm, this in itself is the best sign of their lack of productivity and creativity,
and also of their lack of genuine sincerity.

We cannot understand how it is possible for a real poet to write one poem
about the subway, another about the sand at the seashore in summer. and a third
about his love for a girl—all in the same rhythm, in the same “beat.” Two of the
three poems are certainly false. But, more certainly, all three are false. because if a
poet can write three poems in the same rhythm. this is proof in itself that he does not
listen to the music in his own soul, that he does not see anything or hear anything
with his own eves and ears.

We demand individual rhythm because only thus can the truth that we seek
and want to express be revealed.

This leads us to the question which has recently stirred the consciousness of
poets in all languages and not least that of Yiddish poets. the question of free verse.

Free verse is not imperative for introspective poets. It is possible to have
introspective poems in regular meter. Though regular meter may often appear as a
hindrance, a straitjacket, free verse in itself is not enough. We Introspectivists
believe that free verse is best suited to the individuality of the rhythm and of the
poem as a whole; and for that rather than for any other reason. we prefer it to other
verse forms.

Hence it is the greatest mistake, even ignorance, to claim (as many do) thatitis
casier to write free verse than to write in measured meters. If comparison here makes
sense at all, the opposite is true. It is easier to write in regular and conventional
meters because, after some experience. one acquires the knack and the poem “writes
itself.” But free verse, intended primarily for individual rhythm, demands an intense
effort, a genuine sounding of the inner depths. Therefore free verse more easily
betravs the non-poet, revealing the internal vacuum, if that is what is at stake.

When non-poets take on free verse, their situation is no easier than when they
wrote iambs, trochees, or anapests. On the contrary, while in the latter case they can
perhaps produce a certain musicality and thus create the impression that they are
writing poetry, in the former case they are unproductive from the first or second
moment, and their failure is exposed.

Only for the real poet is free verse a new, powerful means of expression, a new,
wide world full of unexplored territories. For the non-poet, however, free verse is
nothing but a mousetrap into which he falls in his first or second line. Let the
non-poets beware of it!

We emphasize again that we are not against regular meters as such. Every true
poet, Introspectivist or not, may sometimes feel that only in a regular rhythm, in a
certain “canonical” meter, can he create a particular poem. It is more correct to sav

(for poets, it is a truism) that, inside every poet, including Introspectivists. & certain
poem will often write itself in a regular meter. Then he does not fight it. Then he
understands that it had to be like this, that in zhis case. this is the truth, this the
individual rhythm.

Appendix A:
Documents of
Introspeczirism
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If we prefer tree verse. it is only for that reason. In general, we think that
regular meter, the rhythm of frequently repeated beats, adapted itself perhaps to an
carlier kind of life before the rise of the big city with its machines, its turmoil, and its
accelerated, irregular tempo. That life was quiet and flowed tranquilly—in a regular
rhythm, in fact—in beats repeated in short. frequent intervals.

Just as contemporary life created new clothing, new dwellings. new color
combinations, and new sound combinations. so one needs to create a new art and
new and ditterent rhythms. We believe that free verse is best suited for the creation
of such new rhythms. It is like fine, vielding plaster in which the inner image of the
poet can find its most precise and fullest realization.

For the same reason, we are not against rhvme. Rhvme has its own charm and
value. This is narural. The spirit of creative poets has used it for thousands of vears as
one of its poetic devices. This in itself is proof enough of its value. We sav merely
that rhyme is 7ot a must. It often sounds forced or leads us on like a delusive, fleeting
light. In such cases. rhyme is harmful and best avoided. Rhyme is good onlv when it
is well-placed, when it is woven naturally into the verse. It is unnecessary to seek it,
to make an effort to have rhyme at any cost, especially in our time when there is no
need to learn poems by heart, when traveling poets do not have to recite their poems
to amuse an ignorant or unpoetic audience.

Whenever a poet does feel the call of a wandering troubadour to recite his
poems for a more primitive audience, as in the case of the American poet, Vachel
Lindsay, the rhvme is well-placed and is good.

As with regular and irregular rhythm, many tend to assume mistakenlv that
writing without rhyvme is easier than with rhyme. This is false. One can easily learn
to make rhymes. And while one can sometimes cover with rhyme a trivial mood,
which thus acquires the pretension to poetry, such a camouflage has no place in a
rhymeless poem. There. one must be a genuine poet and a genuine creator. If not,
the rhymeless poem will betray it much faster and easier than a rhymed one will.

The music of a poem—no doubr a desideratum—does not depend on rhyme.
Rhyme is merelv one element of its music, and the least important one at that. The
music of a poem must also be purely individual and can be attained without rhymes,
which necessarily produce a certain stereotvpe: after all, rhymes are limited in
quantity and quality.

The individual sound combination is really necessary; indeed, because of our
Introspectivism, we believe it to be unusually important. Not only do we not deny
this element in poetry but we trv to give it a new impetus. precisely through the
individuality of the poem.

The musical and sound aspect of the Yiddish language has been generally
neglected by most of our poets. Alliteration as a poetic device has remained almost
untouched, although it is strongly represented in our language. As far as we can, we
will try to remedy this neglect.

Individuality is evervthing and introspection is evervthing—this 1s what we
seek, this i1s what we want to achieve.

When a certain phenomenon appears to a poet in the shape of colors; when an
association carries him away to the shores of the Ganges or to Japan; when a
suggestion whispers to him of something nebulous, something lurking in a frag-
ment of his previous incarnation or of his hereditary self—all these are the roads and

the labvrinths of his psyche. He must tread them because they are s, and opl_v
through the authentic. inner, true. infrospective *I" lies the path that leads to creation
and redemption.

s

Once this is accepted., it is self-evident that everything 1s zu;l obmc;ic;r (;)):)T(t)rv\:
that for the poet there is no ugly or beag_qtul. no go'od. or l?a S ng \lin-th'm i;
Evervthing is of equal value for ;hc poet if it appears inside him, and evenything
imply o his internal redempuion. )
S‘mpl}F(:rstlasg.ctltxcn. the senseless an% unproductive question of whethc; a poet
“should™ write on national or social topics or merely on personal ones does ::;
arise. For us, evervthing is “pcrsonal.“ Wars and rcvolunons_, Ic.msh iogll'om(si ad
the workers’ movement, Protestantism and Buddha, the Yiddish s? ool an i
Cross. the mavoral elections and a ban on our language—all these may conc;gxt 1c1ls 025
not. just as a blond woman and our own unrest may or may not cpnccrfl us. [ficdoes
concern us, we write poetry; if it does not, we keep quiet. In ;xthcr .LASC% o
about ourselves because all these exist only insofar as they are in us, nsofar as they
ived introspectively.
e Pc}ggcrl:lg .:ame Ir’cason: we do not recognize _thc difference bcm'ccnl“poary dc:‘t;
the heart” and “poetry of the head,” two _meamnglcss phrascsﬁthat t;cor;g i;t: the
same category of linguistic fallacies mcnn-oncd above. If thc' mvfh ras ithg s
unconscious creativity and the second conscious creasivity, then we say thatne her e
nor anvbody else knows the boundary berween conscious and uncor:;cxmf..s. cran
aspccts; of the creative process are always conscious and cannhot:kcio tcbrwc's l;c;t here
is no tragedy in that. The modern poct is not, cannot, and sho 4 noth_ hat naive
stargazer who knows nothing but his little song, who understands no mi agn "
on in the world, who has no attitude to life. its problems and events, who ; not
even write a line about anything but his little mood tapped out 1n ;m s and
trochees. The contemporary poet is a human being like other t.mman. ‘;ngfshim.
must be an intelligent, conscious person. As a poct, ths is what is rcqucxir;:)c oa abk.:
to see and feel, know and comprehend, and to see wx_th his own cyczu an t:c i}:, 2ble
of expressing the seen. felt, and understood in his own internally true,
ively sincere manner. '
SPCCUI\fc ?o:;cious poetry means the expression of underlying th(;)\zght. in pzlc\frr::,u :‘;C
see nothing wrong in that, either. A poet need not and must not spm:lurl ym hc.
A poet’s thought is not a drawback bpt a great gdvantagc. Asa pofct, as ¥ from,it c
must only be capable of expressing his thought in a proper form,o crcath gu~l e
work of art. And this depends on just one condition: that the thought . 0 o
own. that it should be the true result of the msmn-of his soul and llfT. an d;:nci
should express itin that form, in those very images, 1n the same true th}), Oi: ;:rimh e
as thev take shape inside him, as they emerge gnci’pcrnl‘?atc him in the laby ;
his soul. There is no boundary between “fecling gnd thought m‘;’c’).n;m?;)rcag
man or in the contemporary poet. Both are expressions of the same “I”; they
closelv intertwined that it is absurd to wish to separate them. o
We make no distinction berween intellectual poetry and poetry of fee blzg. ;:
know of onlv one distinction: that berween authenticity and falsehood, berwee
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true individuality and cliché. In the first case. poetry is born; in the second—
“mood-laden™ as it may be—merely licorice, vignerttes. and false tones.

_Our relationship to “Jewishness,” too. becomes obvious from our general
poetical credo.

We are “Jewish poets™ simply because we are Jews and write in Yiddish.* No
matter what a Yiddish poet writes in Yiddish. it is 1pso facto Jewish. One does not
need any particular “Jewish themes.” A Jew will write about an Indian fertilitv
tcrpplc and Japanese Shinto shrines as a Jew. A Jewish poet will be Jewish when he
writes poetry about “vive la France,” about the Golden Calf, about gratitude to a
Christian woman for a kind word, about roses that turn black, about a courier of an
old prince, or about the calm that comes only with sleep. It is not the poet’s task to
seek and show his Jewishness. Whoever is interested in this endeavor is welcome to
it, and whoever looks for Jewishness in Yiddish poets will find it.

In two things we are explicitly Jewish. through and through: in our relation-
ship to the Yiddish language in general, and to Yiddish as a poetic instrument.

We believe in Yiddish. We love Yiddish. We do not hesitate to say that he who
has a negative relation to the Yiddish language. or who merely looks down on it.
cannot be a Yiddish poet. He who mocks Yiddish. who comple{ins that Yiddish is a
poor and shabby language. he who is merely indifferent to Yiddish, does not belong
to the high category of Yiddish poets. To be a Yiddish poet is a high status, an
achievement. and it is unimaginable that a person creating in Yiddish should spit in
the well of his creation. Such a person is a petty human being and an even pertier
poet.

As to Yiddish as a language instrument, we think that our language is now
beautiful and rich enough for the most profound poetry. All the high achievements
of poetry—the highest—are possible in Yiddish. Only a poor poet can complain of
the poverty of the Yiddish language. The real poet knows the richness of our
language and lacks nothing. can lack nothing.

Poetry 1s. to a very high degree, the art of language—a principle that is too
often forgotren—and Yiddish poetry is the art of the Yiddish language. which is
merely a part of the general European-American culture. Yiddish is now rich
enough, independent enough to afford to enrich its vocabulary from the treasures of
her sister languages. That is why we are not afraid to borrow words from the sister
languages, words to cover newly developed concepts, broadened feelings and
thoughts. Such words are also our words. We have the same right to them as does
any other language, any other poetry, because—to repeat—Yiddish poetrv is
merely a branch, a particular stream in the whole contemporary poetry of the world.

We regard Yiddish as a fully marure, ripe, independent, particuiar. and unique
language. We mainrain that Yiddish separated long ago not only from her mother—
German—bur also from her father—Hebrew. Evenvthing that ties Yiddish to
Hebrew in an artificial and enforced way is superfluous. an offence to the language
in which we create. Spelling certain words in Yiddish differently from other words
because of their Hebrew etrvmology is false and anachronistic.® All words in Yiddish

4. In \'}ddxsh, the same word. Yiddish, means both “Yiddish™ and “Jewish.™
R Yiddish, th‘ough using the Hebrew alphabet. emplovs a European-rype. close-to-phonetic
spelling for words ot any onigin except Hebrew: the larter preserve their Hebrew . vowelless spelhing.

are equal, it is high time to clean out the white basting of Hebrew spelling from
certain Yiddish words.

We are not enemies of Hebrew. For us Yiddish poets, there is absolutely no
language question.® For us, Hebrew is only a foreign language, while Yiddish is our
language. We cannot forget. however, that Hebrew and Hebraism have kept on
disturbing the natural development of the Yiddish word and of Yiddish poetry. We
know that, if not for the Hebraism of the Haskalah movement.” which later
branched out into Zionist Hebraism on the one hand and assimilationist anti-
Yiddishism on the other, Yiddish poetry would stand on a much higher level than it
does today. We know that if Yiddish poetry had developed normally and narurally
from the poet Shloyme Etinger® to now, if the natural course had not been inter-
rupted by Hebraism and the Hebraists, there could be no language problem for
anvone: it would perhaps never have arisen. The rich Yiddish literature would have
nipped it in the bud. .

We think, therefore, that one must finally have the courage to sever any tic
between our language and any other foreign language. A time comes when a son
must break away altogether from his father and set up his own tent. The last vestige
of Hebrew in Yiddish is the Hebrew spelling of certain words. This must be
abolished. As poets rather than propagandists, we solve the problem first of all for
ourselves. We shall spell all Yiddish words equally, with no respect for their
pedigree.

These are our views. these are our poetic aspirations in the various realms that
must concern a poet in general and a Yiddish poet in particular.

4

Our emergence is not intended as a struggle against anybody or as an attempt
to annihilate anyone. We simply want to develop ourselves and take our own road,
which s, for us, the truest road.

We come at the right time, at a time when Yiddish poetry is mature and
independent enough to bear separate trends and promote differentiation and diver-
sitv. instead of straving hesitantly in one herd.

" By saving that we come at the right time we admit that evervthing that has
come before us was also at its right time.

Mikhl Gordon, Shimon Frug, Morris Rosenfeld, Avrom Revzin, A. Liessin,
H. Rovzenblat—they are all good in their own time, but only in their own time.” All
that was necessarv for the development of Yiddish poetry, for its gradual progress

6. An allusion to “the War of Languages™ raging at the beginning of the rtwentieth century, in
which Hebrew and Yiddish competed for the title of “the” narional language that would dominate
Jewish education and culrure. '

-. The movement of Enlightcnment in European Jewish culture. 1-8c-188c. promoting
aesthetic ideals of German or Russian culture. despising Yiddish as a “jargon™ and preferring German
or Hebrew with Mendelssohn or. with the poet I. L. Gordon, Russian or Hebrew to the language ofthe
masses.

8. One of the few Yiddish poets of the Haskalah, Etinger (1799-1855) was a learned writer who
created fine poetry not published in his lifeume.

o. Mikhl Gordon (1823-189c) was a poet of the Haskalah in Lithuania; Shimon Frug
1186c-1016), a famous poct 1in Russian and Yiddish. introduced meters in Yiddish poctry; Morns
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was contributed by them and thus made our appearance possible. To this extent, we
do not fight against them, we do not try to shout them down. On the contrary, we
express our gratitude for their role in our emergence.

Only one representative of the older Yiddish poets has crossed the boundary of
his time and is, for us, not merelv a precursor but a fellow poet. This is Yehoash.*. In
our view, he is the most important figure in all of Yiddish poetry todav. He is a poet
who does not stop searching. who has the courage and the talent—we do not know
which is more important or more beautiful and greater—to sense at the very zenith
of his crearivity that this is perhaps not the way and to depart from the well-known
path of scanned iambs and trochees to write in new forms and in different modes.
Perhaps he should have been the initiator of a new trend in Yiddish poetry and
perhaps also, at least in part, of our trend. He did not do this for understandable
reasons. and we would like to note that we regard him as one who is close to us.

The development of a new group of Yiddish poets would not have been
possible without certain intermediate steps. Art, like life, does not leap but develops
gradually. On those intermediate steps, we find the so-called Yunge (the Young
Generation).

Ayvnhorn, Menakhem, Mani Levb. Zisho Landoy, Rolnik. Slonim. Schwartz,
Avzland, M. L. Halpern. B. Lapin—they are all good and good in their time.!!
They have accomplishments, and not only do we not deny that but we understand
and readily admir that only because of their work was a further development of
Yiddish poetry possible. of which the Introspective trend is an expression.

All these poets led Yiddish poetry out onto a broader road. They brought
Yiddish poetry, which was strongly akin to the verse of wedding jesters and
rhymesters.'? closer to art and genuine poetry. In the case of poets like Rolnik or
Mani Leyb, one could say that thev made Yiddish poetry deeper, though as to the
latter, it would be more correct to sav finer. Slonim has the accomplishment of
showing a sensibility for rhvthm and. in part, also for individual rhyvthm.

The major contribution of the Young Generation. however, is with respect to
language. They introduced a certain Europeanism into the language, a greater
artistic authenticity, and raised the level of a Yiddish poem. They canceled Peretz’s
“my song would have sounded differently if 1 sang for Govim in Govish.”!3

Rosenfeld (1862-1923), was a major “sweat-shop poet” in America; and Avrom Reyzin (Abraham
Reisin; 18-6-1953). A. Liessin (18~2-1938 . and H. Royzenblat (18-9-1956; were major American
Yiddish poets at the beginning of the rwentieth century.

10. Ychoash (18~2-192~,. born in Russia, published most of his books in America. He is famous
for his classical translation of the Bible into Yiddish.

11. David Aynhorn (Einhorn; 1886-19-3). Menakhem (later: M. Borevsho: 1888-1949), Mani
Levb (Leib; 1883-19¢3). Zisho Landoy (Zishe Landau; 1889-193-). J. Rolnik {Rolnick: 18-9-1955),
J. Slonim (188s-1944). I. J. Schwartz (188<-19-1). R. Avzland (Iceland; 1884-19¢s1. M.-L. Halpern
(1886-1932), and B. Lapin (1889-1952) were American Yiddish pocts of or close to the Young Gener-
ation. Most of them continued writing poctry simultancously with the Introspectivists.

12. An allusion to the poctry of the Badkhonim, wedding jesters who extemporated rhymed
verse in Yiddish ranging from coarse comedy to national and topical themes. An example is the popular
poct Eliokum Zunser (1836-1913,. who was active in Russia and America.

13. I. L. Peretz (1862-1915.. one of the three Yiddish “Classics.” expressed in these lines from the

opening of the long poem. “Monish.™ the inferionty complex of his ime about the poverty of the
“Jargon,” i.e.. Yiddish.

There it remained, however. As for content, even the deepest of them stayed
on the surface and the finest hit a wall. With all his sensibility for rhythm, Slonim
stopped where he should have, and pcrhap_s cquld ha\'g. sFancd. As tor language.
there too thev came to a dead end. The refreshing, enriching. and refined became
ossified and degenerated into a fruitless wasteland. . .

As with the older writers, here too there is an exception—namely.
H. Levwvik. ™

Leyvik is only in part one of the Young Generation. From the first, he
introduced so much that is individual—and even profound—that there can be no
talk of his stopping. of his having already completed his poetic mission.

We regard him, too, as being close to us.

The Young Generation, as a whole, however—as a group—belong only to
their own time. If one wants to characterize their contribution. which we consider
finished, it is the contribution of an interim stage. of a bridge to a new poetry—a
poetry more independent, courageous, profound, and authentic both in content
and in form, to use an old formulation.

“

We would like to add a few comments on the mode of writing. points wl_)ich
can be found in most modern trends, such as, for example, in the American Imagists.
We will also remark on the way in which this collection, which we consider the first
in a series, was compiled. . '

Since we sec our trend as an expression of a movement toward life, toward life
as it is reflected in us—which is real life—we are in favor of making the language c?f
our poems as close as possible to the spoken language in its structure and flow. We
therefore abolish anv possibility of “inversion,” the contortion of the natural
sentence structure for the sake of rhythm and rhyme. One cannot and under no
circumstances should sav “bird thou never wert” or “but not vour heart :wv.ay”ls or
even worse barbarisms. One must write, “vou never were a bird,” “don’t give your
heart awav,” whether there is a rhyme or not, whether it scans or not.

We are against using expressions for their ostensible bc'aut_v. Thcrc can be no
beaury without profound relationship and without authentic meaning. .

We strive to avoid banal similes, epithets, and other figurative expressions.
Their very banalitv makes them a lie and we seek, first of all, introspective honesty
and individuality. .

We trv to avoid superfluous adjectives altogether, which add nothing and are
merelv an unnecessarv burden. “Far distance” or “blue distance” or “snowing
snow” do not make the distance or the snow different. Instead. it is always better to
have an authentic, individual image.

It 1s always better to use the right word for the corresponding concept, even }f
it is not “beautiful” according to popular aesthetics. A word in the right place is
alwavs beautiful. If anvone has to look it up in the dictionary, this is none of the
poct:s business.

1+ Sec his poetry in this volume. o y
15. Hereo Englhish equivalents (bv Shellev and Houseman, to the Yiddish phrases were used
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was contributed by them and thus made our appearance possible. To this extent, we
do not fight against them, we do not try to shout them down. On the contrary. we
express our gratitude for their role in our emergence.

Only one representative of the older Yiddish poets has crossed the boundary of
his time and is, for us, not merely a precursor but a fellow poet. This is Yehoash.**. In
our view, he is the most important figure in all of Yiddish poetry today. He is a poet
who does not stop searching. who has the courage and the talent—we do not know
which is more important or more beautiful and greater—to sense at the very zenith
of his creativity that this is perhaps not the way and to depart from the well-known
path of scanned iambs and trochees to write in new forms and in different modes.
Perhaps he should have been the initiator of a new trend in Yiddish poetry and
perhaps also, at least in part, of our trend. He did not do this for understandable
reasons. and we would like to note that we regard him as one who is close to us.

The development of a new group of Yiddish poets would not have been
possible without certain intermediate steps. Art. like life, does not leap but develops
gradually. On those intermediate steps. we find the so-called Yunge (the Young
Generation).

Avnhorn, Menakhem, Mani Levb. Zisho Landoy, Rolnik. Slonim, Schwartz,
Avzland, M. L. Halpern. B. Lapin—they are all good and good in their time."*
They have accomplishments. and not only do we not deny that but we understand
and readily admit that only because of their work was a further development of
Yiddish poetry possible, of which the Introspective trend is an expression.

All these poets led Yiddish poetry out onto a broader road. They brought
Yiddish poetry, which was strongly akin to the verse of wedding jesters and
rhymesters,'? closer to art and genuine poetry. In the case of poets like Rolnik or
Mani Levb, one could say that they made Yiddish poetry deeper, though as to the
latter. it would be more correct to sav finer. Slonim has the accomplishment of
showing a sensibility for rhythm and. in part. also for individual rhythm.

The major contribution of the Young Generation, however, is with respect to
language. They introduced a certain Europeanism into the language. a greater
artistic authenticity, and raised the level of a Yiddish poem. They canceled Peretz’s
“my song would have sounded differently if I sang for Govim in Govish.”*

Rosenfeld (1862-1923), was a major “sweat-shop poet™ in America; and Avrom Reyzin (Abraham
Reisin: 18-6-1953). A. Liessin (18-2-1938), and H. Rovzenblat (1879-1956; were major American
Yiddish poets at the beginning of the rwentieth century.

1c. Yehoash (18=2-192-). born in Russia, published most of his books in America. He is famous
for his classical translation of the Bible into Yiddish.

11. David Avnhorn (Einhorn: 1886-19-3). Menakhem (later: M. Boreysho; 1888-1949). Mani
Levb (Leib; 1883-1953), Zisho Landoy (Zishe Landau; 1889-1937), J. Rolnik (Rolnick; 1879-1955),
J. Slonim (1885—1944). 1.]. Schwartz (1885-1971). R. Avzland (Iceland: 1884-1955). M.-L. Halpern
(1886-1932), and B. Lapin (1889-1952: were American Yiddish poets of or close to the Young Gener-
ation. Most of them continued writing poetry simultancously with the Introspectivists.

12. An allusion to the poetry of the Badkhonim, wedding jesters who extemporated rhymed

verse in Yiddish ranging from coarse comedy to national and topical themes. An example is the popular

poct Eliokum Zunser (1836-1913), who was active in Russia and America

13. L. L. Peretz (1852-1915), one of the three Yiddish “Classics,” expressed in these lines from the
opening of the long poem, “Monish.” the inferiority complex of his time about the poverty of the
“Jargon.” 1e., Yiddish.

There it remained. however. As for content. even the deepest of them staved
on the surface and the finest hit a wall. With all his sensibility for rhythm, Slonim
stopped where he should have, and perhaps could have. started. As for language.
there too they came to a dead end. The refreshing. enriching. and refined became
ossified and degenerated into a fruitless wasteland.

As with the older writers, here too there is an exception—namely,
H. Levvik.™

Leyvik is only in part one of the Young Generation. From the first, he
introduced so much that is individual—and even profound—that there can be no
talk of his stopping. of his having already completed his poetic mission.

We regard him, too. as being close to us.

The Young Generation, as a whole. however—as a group—belong only to
their own time. If one wants to characterize their contribution, which we consider
finished, it is the contribution of an interim stage, of a bridge to a new poetry—a
poetry more independent, courageous, profound. and authentic both in content
and in form, to use an old formulation.

We would like to add a few comments on the mode of writing, points which
can be found in most modern trends, such as. for example, in the American Imagists.
We will also remark on the wav in which this collection, which we consider the first
in a series, was compiled.

Since we see our trend as an expression of a movement toward life, toward life
as it is reflected in us—which is real life—we are in favor of making the language of
our poems as close as possible to the spoken language in its structure and flow. We
therefore abolish any possibility of “inversion,” the contortion of the natural
sentence structure for the sake of rhythm and rhyme. One cannot and under no
circumstances should sav “bird thou never wert™ or “but not vour heart away”** or
even worse barbarisms. One must write. “vou never were a bird,” “don’t give your
heart awav,” whether there is a rhyme or not. whether it scans or not.

We are against using expressions for their ostensible beauty. There can be no
beauty without profound relationship and without authentic meaning.

We strive to avoid banal similes, epithets, and other figurative expressions.
Their very banality makes them a lie and we seek, first of all, introspective honesty
and individuality.

We trv to avoid superfluous adjectives altogether, which add nothing and are
merely an unnecessary burden. “Far distance™ or “blue distance” or “snowing
snow” do not make the distance or the snow different. Instead, it is always better to
have an authentic. individual image.

It is alwavys better to use the right word for the corresponding concept, even if
it is not “beautiful” according to popular aesthetics. A word in the right place is
always beautiful. If anvone has to look it up in the dictionary, this is none of the
poet’s business.

14. Sec his poetrv in this volume.
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As to the composition of this collection, the initiative lies with the signers of
this introduction. They invited others after agrecing on the tenets and goals of this
trend. We have included here such poems as are more or less close to our position.

All these rules, as it were, were not formulated in advance of the poems.
Should anyone think so, he is guilty of an absurdity. The rules, like the whole
movement, grew out of poems already written. It cannot be otherwise. If in the
process of writing new rules develop. even contradictory ones. we shall record that,
too.

The poem creates the rule and not vice versa, and that is whyv no rule can be
considered binding forever.

The number of poems included in this collection does not by any means
indicate the relative importance of a poet. Neither does it have to do with whether
the poet was one of the initiators. It indicates merelv that someone has written more
poems.

All participants are equally important.

We know that every poet develops better in solitude than in a group. The eight
poets whose works are represented here are very different from each other. If we
have decided to appear as a group with a particular name (which, by the way, should
not be taken literally), it is because, through this collective separation and delimi-
tation, we hope to enhance the individual development of each one of us.

We have been led to this collective step by the current internal situation of
Yiddish poetry—chaotic, faceless, characterless, and increasingly an obstacle to
further development.

Jacob Glatshteyn A. Leveles N. Minkov







