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1. Adolescent Love, or Miss Waxman and Me

A. great literary theme; The Prime of Miss Brody; Blackboard Jungle
why school = perfect setting?
learning/breaking the rules
beginning of sexuality + mature love object (surrogate parent)
(her own father’s business is failing!)
a lovesick girl writes a love poem to her teacher

B. concept of romantic-chivalrous love
=me Tarzan, you Jane
knight in shining armor will liberate the passive heroine
heightened expectations

C. Vs. Judaism
Tent of Sarah School for Orthodox Girls in Jerusalem
taboos, women must keep their head covered
the full weight of Jewish culture being brought to bear
surrounded by muser-sforim @ end

D. Kahana-Carmon
her heroines almost always fall in love w/men who are out-of-bounds
Yekhezkel not only married, but teaches in school for orthodox girls!
M/F encounter = focal point, main event that liberates the protagonist, if only

briefly, from state of alienation

Male always cruel to female, even if he professes his love
very infrequently (as in our story) a spiritual-religious experience

II. Rendering of Time

A. Epic: plot of action; outside of historical time

B. Novel - major artistic breakthrough
1. epistolary novel: time it takes to read, write, intercept a letter
2. omniscient narrator
3. novel of consciousness = inner flow, associative, very dense

extreme tension between story/plot

C. Myth
adds timeless perspective
myth-of-eternal return
Penelope in Appelfeld’s "Bertha" renders time more cyclical
Akedah-Cruxifiction in Oz renders Gideon’s death more inevitable
Here: Manifold scriptural layers to render a mystical, out-of-body experience



STRUCTURE

[1]
Initial Situation: climbing the stairs; Mr. Havdalah praises her published poem; catches
snippet of Yekhezkel’s conversation
Morning recess toward end of term; passes him by to throw out plum pits; wearing her
new frock
Portrait of Yekhezkel at his desk
her infatuation w/"ballet prince"
Her 2 encounters on the bus
A. Got up fore middle-aged woman; she lit up
he refuses to let her hold his briefcase
B. Havdalah engages her in chit-chat while Y. looks out the window
gets off @ his stop but he stays on board
reverie of his homecoming, his wife, the curtain
[C. Once commented on her math mistakes]
Twilight at Kikar Zion: Epiphany of Light
light-water-fire
973
traffic on the Square
from mundane to explosion of color
epiphany of evening
he = the torch

[2] Encounter w/Mad Woman
Nightly reverie about him approaching her veranada/fence
biblical vision of Ezekiel ascending to heaven = fragment of a poem she did not
submit
Y. of flesh-and-blood
Tells him about encounter = 1st real exchange between them

[3]1 Thursday thru Sunday
Thursday: Finds her sketching him after class
she cannot capture his godlike visage
tells him about her poem
her bold reply
Friday: meets him by the school iron gate
feins jealousy for Batsheva Hayon
tells him he is unique, different
flashback to Tarzan movie
feels she has penetrated to innermost secret



offers him her book of poems
notes taboos on the wall
lush literary description of mundane streets erev shabbes
vast panorama; workmen carrying ¥ 7P 1R
Epiphany: I will describe this miracle
Sunday
aborted dialogue about her poems
autumnal vision of radiant, apocalyptic sky (out-of-season)

[4] Her key encounter (back to recess)
imagines eveyone talking about her poems
Y. explicates his approach to art: concerned only for the idea
back to the stairs; initiates conversation
He: What a morning. Like nothing on earth
She: quotes Halevi
He: We must live by the rules
Her Jobian epiphany
He returns, notices her frock, is vanquished
Now surrounded by bookcases full of religious tracts
birth of new perceptions

[5] Buys a new notebook; the birth of this creation
cfs. herself to King David
back to beginning

FRAME VS. EMBEDDED TALE
Frame: Thematizes act of creation
As if it were a story dedicated to her beloved teacher
Embedded
failure of the relationship of student/teacher
=impetus for central spiritual experience
= goal of literary creativity
Cyclical: Why does story begin/end qwith same words?
cyclical logic over and above the embedded psychological dimension whole story
= flashback that describes a reality that will not allow for love
Frame: mature artist recreating experience of a lovesick girl
Key Moment: a minute-or-two during recess when he explains to her why their
relationship can never be fulfilled




III. Id vs. Superego

A. Libidinal Forces
Adolescent heroine: refuses to grow up
idealistic to a fault
uncompromising, extreme, narcissistic
takes herself w/utmost seriousness
perceived as childish by those around her
Tarzan/Jane
waiting for her Tarzan to liberate passive heroine
sets up impossible expectations
that ultimately destroy the bond to her love object
Fear of madness
tells him about terrifying encounter
connects this w/forbidden love for her teacher
=form of madness
Indecision, uncertainty
is her lover just happening to look her way?
or is he trying to say something?
Staci on love’s manifold rationalizations
constant sexual-romantic reverie
this uncertainty = impetus to confront him directly
Why have you been avoiding me for so long?
The Sea
danger of drowning; elemental power
the sea of love

B. Superego

The fence; sitting by a fence; walking thru iron gate
TIXIDN INRM = adultery, forbidden acts
the posters on the walls of Meah Shearim
even his window has a curtain!
when he finally tells her there are limits =
literalization of the metaphor

The wall of books in the teachers’ lounge

The plaques to all the virtuous women

M. Bavaalal



IV. The Mediating Forces
A. The sea
trying to bridge heaven/earth; turn them over
penetrating the secrets of creation
B. The light = mystical experience
light of supernal knowledge
comes from God
C. Maaseh Merkavah: Ezekiel’s Ascent to heaven
perceives Y. as vehicle to divine realms
N2> = Metatron = Godhead
thru him sees vision of transformation of mundane realm into a many-colored
reality
Q: Are you unique?
A: Modest reply; but makes her feel as of she’s penetrated to his innermost secret
secret of turning a weak person into strong

D. Voice from the Whirlwind
suggested by the N730M that we must accept
finally reveals secret of turning the weak into strong
God’s will is apprehended thru His laws, limits, limitations
freely accepted by the individual
Neimah experiences this as mystical revelation
helps her overcome her lovesickness

E. King David’s Lyre
Power of Artistic Creativity
& to recognize the creative powers w/which she is endowed
finally discovers her spiritual goal —s, L, [ites 21 FlenL
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. ima S Writes Poems . water ‘Do tears knou who sheds them? ‘
Reina Sesan And hearts know who tills them >~
| 19wt They are tilled by[light pntering the tury

\ And the turf does not knouw what's within.’

(‘Lament’ — Yehuda Halevi, 1075-1142)
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OUR teacher, Mr Havdala, said, among other things: ‘Our
oMY namia ney any) ' pupil N'ima Sassoon has given us great pleasure with her

splendid poem, “Dear Teacher”, which is at the top of the

latest issue of our wall-newspaper.’

BPY P NiZpYD WA Now, our whole school, the Tent of Sarah School for

B399 @ MA3F W) ' Orthodox girls, would read the poem.
o3 1""."1“? xi2 0307 We went up to our classrooms in pairs. 1 passed teacher
B3Ny a0 03157 #Y Ezekiel, who was standing with the headmistress. I did not

know what they were discussing. I could hear him saying

Mt e M)
] 1[ [l A5 in his unique voice, a voice that was full of pith though it
cwib 3 A SN W him o 2 was broken’.djkg Louis Armstrong}"l‘here's nothing to it
bt _and her replying, ‘Let’s see you do it, then,’ while he
B TR TP TMD LA ANDD NOU A3 WATESNT per s answered, ‘What do you want me to do? Leap about on one
+uLO°N3 YO TPATNY DT IR 11°23A TR $'EEA P leg?* and ‘she replied, ‘Look who's talking! And as I hear
“T T x:wv AW WIS .13.1:0'11': - him being spoken to like that I feel torn. P
N>MpA OF T0YY \IMPIN AMBA)0°25 AP MW7 703 W03 7Teacher Ezekiel is our form teacher. We have learned "= )
N 5 PR P aIMeBA AY1p3 I PNYED AND AB3 ChYT K7 that a man should not be joyvful among-those who are el
IR ARV DITD KM TMEF? HpT 2INWOEM T2 DY 1P ¥ weeping, or weep among those who are rejoicing, nor
22'TD %0 “ANR 97 %Y POPRY .ATTRD A¥ DR Az any on should he keep aw al&muhmmmmj_ng_or
NFIPN P2 VIR DALY NFDW 3K 73D B ~ 'sleep'among those who are awake, etc. Yet teacher Ezekiel . /.
XM 02127 '3 DK MDY K7 D TG PDA DRI ANES sits all day at his desk on the little platform in front of the . [,
“an B*IEA P T KD DUTNA 173 W KA KA DAETA A a0 blackboard, and never raises his eves from his worksheets, [ '

his books, and his registers. Mid-morning break. How was r<c229
Unees it, for an instant, 2 dream come true—by-chance, wa§ it, or
.. was it absent-mindedness — that he noticed me again for
o M? a_moment, that the green eyes rested on me. And 1 could
| not contain myself. 1 approached. The sun was beaming

through the window, and 1 was wearing a new summer

»pY MLPn ADAR SYW UMW SR 21N TS 2TV WP AMEA KT
SomInponi M0 1IBD ANLRIY SEn BIY AR XD WK M
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zad ADIBI .51 KYS 720 2V ARFIM ANRA NWpN [ RN TR I

. . cmmm—- Wi 5 3 L
49 21T PNFIM 2393 NIER — APIARD ITARE MNTTNRI NYTRNTD st i+ frock which 1 thought was full of promise. Teacher Ezekiel 3+
OEITA 35N MK RN NP 1230 1IOTY CNI3Y K F0 *t e  was now sitting motionless. As though he was trying to

e~ turn his annoyance into good humour. And, 1 told myself,
as though he was braced to receive a blow, and 1 realized

again that all was lost. I walked right past him, at full tiit.
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of Israel. Next to Mr Havdala, a man was sitting upright,
looking as though he was asleep, reading a newspaper
propped up in front of him. Mr Havdala, fussily self-im-
portant, turned to me and kept up a conversation the

whole way:

‘You're lucky to have curly hair,’ he said, ‘vou don’t need

to comb it.’ '
And then: ‘What do you do when you get home?

(03 )
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I tumbled the stones of the blue plums into the w.epaper

basket, as teacher Ezekiel, over there at his post,
unwrapped a sandwich and began eating. Reflected in him,
- sitting there, 1 see the most handsomely dressed young

man of his day, 1 llet prince, with the profile

of

Ivor Novello. And then I understand, no, neither is it like
that; but that you are a hard man with an extraordinary

gentleness. And I am a silly girl. Sick all year. With a ki

PN
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nd

of blind determination 1 have brought on myself, let us say,
a certain type of cold. A cold with a high fever. And I don't
want to be cured. And I no longer have the power to decide.

And 1 am not happy any more. Not happy. Or sensible any

more. Not sensible. And because of you, twice a day, I ta

the wrong bus.
On two occasions there was no vacant seat, except t

one beside him. I sat down beside him.

=
he

At the first stop he got up. He offered his seat to a
woman, who was not young, yet the wrinkled skin on
her sun-tanned chest and arms was quite attractive. She

sat down, opened her bag, and took out a packet

of

cigarettes. She struck a match, like a man. One of those

- feeble matches that snap when you strike them, shoot off ’%\)
at all angles, and drop back to burn a hole in your trousers. L J

But since then, whenever 1 catch sight of her, I don’t take

my eyes off her, so as to relive the scene once more:
1 turned my head towards him. Teacher Ezekiel

is

standing clutching the leather loop hanging from the. bar
above. Other people can see a dark moon of a face; green

eyes shine clearly out of the face. And none of the
people could imagine what strength this young man h

se
as

stored up in him. But he is like a boxing champion who

wouldn’t hurt a fly.

“I'll hold vour briefcase for vou,’ I tried to stammer out.
Teacher Ezekiel put his briefcase down on the floor
between his shoes, stood over me, and the air between us

quivered.

And there was another time. And by then he would no

longer talk to me.

In front of us sat Mr Havdala, the teacher whom the
girls called Mr Abdullah behind his back. I see him in my
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‘Nothing. Read.’ G

‘Read. What do you read?’ ‘

‘Nothing. Daddy’s books.’

‘How's vour Daddy been doing lately?’

‘Nothing. He's ill.’

‘So what will happen?’

‘Nothing. We're selling the business.’

‘And what are your plans, little lady?’

‘1 shall study.’

Throughout this conversation teacher Ezekiel
looking out of the window. When we came to his stop, I
took a chance. 1 got up and left the bus.

. Teacher Ezekiel staved in his seat and did not get off.

was

As 1 stood on the pavement I could see Mr Havdala, and
as he yawned his face looked as it must have done when he
was a baby. The man asleep was still sleeping seated. But
teacher Ezekiel was no longer looking outwards.

Having gone past his proper stop, he must now really be
going home, I tried unsuccessfully to cheer myself up. And
I reflected: he will get home. He will put on comfortable
clothes. His slippers. His wife will be in her chair by the
window. Sometimes when I pass by there I see her. She is
older than he is. She’s got a dog. She is tiny and fragile,
with a mouth drawn in pink, only her throat reveals age,
and she sits viewing the street. She takes up half the win-
dow, a ills the rest. It is elaborately patterned, and
if you look at it closely, you can make out among the
netting and webbing the shapes of birds in flight like bats,
or birds of paradise at rest. And below their flat is a
workshop that specialises in embroidery, drawn-work; and
plissé. I saw her once coming out of a shoe shop. On her
breast she was wearing a locket with a photograph set in
it. Was it teacher Ezekiel's photo? A photo of the dog?
Now she will probably get up from her chair, and go to put
on her locket for teacher Ezekiel. Only the curtain will be

left.
Yet 1, however, am still here. The mirror sky is shim-

mering over the city like a sheet of water. It is brighter
now than at any time of day, Zion Square looks as though
it is resting on the bed of a calm, translucent'sea. Civilians,
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their water. Streams of suffering, that bear affliction and
sorrow like myriad huge leaves in their currents, form ™~
their boundaries KAII this, I, N'ima Sassoon, have written
in the exercise book of my poems, from which I submitted
the poem called ‘Dear Teacher’ to the wall-newspaper of

our school.

Yet all day, blear-eved, it seems, I keep muttering to

ol

*
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After that evening he was careful not to sit ne‘ne. Or
ask me questions. Or look at me. What else had he left to
deny me, I asked myself. '

And it is already the end of the school year. The last few

: days. Days like weak winter flies, that you could touch

even while they are flying around. There is the usual
commotion and din of the girls. Desk lids are slammed
shut noisily. Benches are dragged along. Yet the air is
filled with a slow poison, as though the walls have been
smeared with arsenic. The accustomed drabness has some
new element in it. Like acrid ammoniac fumes dispersing.
Something is draining away. And the girls, who look sud-
denly overgrown in their blue, childish pinafore uniforms,
write keepsakes in each other’s albums, prepare in groups
for the finals hanging over us, get together on Friday
nights at this or that one’s home, and then g0 out together,
arms linked, dreaming aloud their visions of what is to
come.

None of this has anvthi

chances. All my evenings 1 reserve for-teacher Ezekie),
sitting at the iron table on our back verandah. At night the

blades of the Eucalyptus look like tin leaves. In the dry
exhalation of the pine tree leaning over from our neigh-
bours’ yard, there is some vague, scented guaranty, cool
and quickening like the taste of licorice. Beyond the fence
is a stony, rocky slope. The nights are lukewarm. In the
housing estate on the shoulder of the hill across the wadi,

dogs are barking. Its(lights’are like holes punched out so
that you can peer at the {fire under the earth’s thin rind.
Teacher Ezekiel does not come. He never comes. I draw
closer to the fence. Some other teacher Ezekiel begins
ascending into the space that is between the heavens?na
the earth. He gazes everywhere, cloaked in a blazing gar-
ment. And every night, as I read out the terrible letters
inscribed on the crown on his forehead, my heart fails
within me, as I know the moment has come, and I can
hardly keep from falling into a swoon. Teacher Ezekiel
vanishes behind the curtain of the sky. He has reached the
place where glory is the bread of the dead. And grief is

1e. 1 take no
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myself. All day 1 am in his presence, at a diggince.
It is a teacher Ezekiel of flesh _and blood. As ‘Jﬂl
in a dream, he comes in, sits down, gets up at the bell,
leaves, comes back with the bell, sits down again. Moving
with the conviction of a sleepwalker, with the astonishing
trust of a piece of seaweed flung around by the flow. I for
a long time now have been unaware of what is happening
to me. Teacher Ezekiel comes towards me. He stops at my
desk:

‘N’ima Sassoon, the bell has gone. Lessons are over,’ he
says, about to leave.

‘Teacher Ezekiel,” 1 cry out to him, abasing myself for

- the millionth time, though the first in weeks. ‘I wanted to

tell you. Something odd happened to me yesterday.’

One elbow is resting on the windowsill, and his other
arm hugs its opposite shoulder. Teacher Ezekiel stands
still, as though he is observing the window frame, or the
exposed electric wiring, or the distempered walls.@r is it
at the hills, the misty eventide hills, like traces of tide-
marks, layer upon layer and against the sky, while a dis-
tant road winds and rises in the mist as into a future.

But Alfandary, the school janitor, comes in to ask for

- keys. Teacher Ezekiel does not linger to hear what hap-

pened to me yesterday.
- Teacher Ezekiel does not turn back to me. Over there by

his desk he squats. His pale-blue shirt is taut on his back,
his belt almost snapping, as he slips a wedge of folded
wastepaper under one of the legs of the desk, to stop it
wobbling. And for some reason, seeing him so young, so
well-knit, that which I have discovered in him flashes out
and pierces me dfresh. The wild ¢ub fastened to my heart
for many days now, whose claws are in my flesh, frets to
rub, and strains at its ropes.

Last try. I went and stood beside him.

Teacher Ezekiel continues staring complacently at his
desk’s firmness. Fly, o bird, away to your mountains. But
instead: ‘Yesterday I was walking down the street,’ I say,
with lips that seem to be groping, to the back of the neck
of the man pretending to be occupied with some
meaningless task.

Teacher Ezekiel rests his hand on the flap of his desk,

&)
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He had not spoken to me for many days, and now he was
speaking softly, leaning on the back of my chair, and _0"
my desk, ihclining forwards a little, to look at my exercise
book. Hurriedly, 1 covered up my sketch, my handiwork,
with both hands. But teacher Ezekiel straightened up,

teQ

. But illusion has a sham sweet taste:

‘I was wandering along the street,” I continued, and
having had no sign of encouragement I wasn’t sure how to,
‘and there was a woman there, all untidy. Her head had
recently been shaved, and the hair was just starting to
grow again, her clothes were all in tatters, and her lips
were very swollen. She was trying to strike up a conver-

sation with two small children, who looked as though they
were terrified of her. he said to them, like in
confidence. “And she’s mad, too.” She pointed at me, and
1 was amazed. 1 asked myself how she could have known.
But in fact, I was asking you. Because 1 had this urgent
feeling, the sense that this was in direct line with some-
thing that turned topsy-turvy,’ that how is it that I am
here, for you to notice me, and you don’t, I wished to say
but didn't, or did I make it all up.’

‘Make it up, make what up, little girl?’

‘You ask make what up. That shows it is all made up.” My
spirits drooped.

And so the school vear might have ended: teacher
Ezekiel clutching at the sides of his desk, his face the face
of an enemy, ‘I asked what yvou made up to avoid the
question. You didn’t make it up,’ he says, and I stare at
him thunderstruck.

13C

From that dav onwards teacher Ezekiel has behaved as
though my place in class were empty. It would never have
occurred to me, not even in a dream, to tell him about my

(o

poem ‘Dear Teacher’. But it has happened, like this. It is -1, DA

during a lesson and I am sitting listlessly, on my own in my
place at the back of the class. ‘Rabbi Sa'adya Gaon was a
very strong-headed man, which did not make for an easy
life,’ teacher Ezekiel was declaring. 1dly, I try to sketch his
features: the ears that seem attached not quite in place,
the lovely green eyes, clear, with a darker rim round the
iris. I trv to capture them and fail. I give up in despair. But
to leave no room for doubt, I have written at the top of the
page ‘Teacher Ezekiel’, unaware that the lesson has ended,
and that teacher Ezekiel has approached and is standing

over me.
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. reached out for the exercise book and my hands fell a".

Then, all shattered — and only because 1 felt all shattered
— without knowing why or wherefore, I said:

‘I submitted a poem to the school paper.’

Teacher Ezekiel, still examining the sketch, asked
preoccupied: ‘Was it accepted?’ '

‘Mr Havdala liked it. The headmistress, too, stopped me

and praised it. But, Teacher, the credit should not go to
‘me. I had a very special subject. I called the poem ‘Dear

Teacher”.
At once teacher Ezekiel dropped my exercise book. He

went back to his desk and gathered up his worksheets, his
books and his registers, without lifting his head.
I followed him.

‘And if you care to read the poem, you will see you areu

wrong about me,’ 1 whispered.
I do not know whether it was my whispering which

“moved him. I do not know, indeed, what he meant when he

answered: ‘Maybe it’'s you who are wrong.’

‘I wish it were,” I whispered, as he picked up his brief-
case and fled.

A raised threshold, extended arches, each with the verse,
‘For thy Law is my delight’, in iron open-work, over an
elongated Star of David, rivets in the shape of large-
petalled flowers, fluted rods, and a kind of butcher’s hook
shaped like a clenched fist, as a knocker: the massive gate
of our school. One of the doors in the gate, incredibly, is
fitted with a hatch, that has a peephole. Like a toy broody
hen, with a broody hen inside it, and, inside that, an egg.

We were standing, both of us, the next day, which was a
Fridayv, at the bus stop by the gate. Teacher Ezekiel could
not have known. As 1 watched him going out, striding, as
he did, rather like a sailor, I summoned up my courage and
went out in step with him. Now teacher Ezekiel had as-
sumed the impatient look of someone waiting for the bus
to arrive, and was lightly tapping his briefcase against his
knees. But it looked as thocugh a shadow was hovering
round the edges of his mouth. He must have caught it
from me. I was possessed, and my heart was pounding so

much:

—
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surround us shield-like. The heart rests from its battering.
What was devoured is made whole. And for a moment it is
as though I_too come near the secret which makes the

fainl-heartedﬁroic.

llo

‘Teacher,’ 1 said; ‘ever since yesterday I have talked
nothing but rubbish to you, and 1 can only regret it. But
now I would like to ask you a question. Just one. And vou
will tell me the truth, won't you?’ And I let cross my lips
the notion over which in class, and in my bed at night, 1
have been eating my heart out: teacher Ezekiel is no
longer concerned about me, he is concerned with
Bathsheba. He always treats her so well. (The idea!
Bathsheba is as black as the devil. And it wasn’'t Bathsheba
that I wanted to talk about.)

Teacher Ezekiel looked quite taken aback.

‘A new caper. Bathsheba Hayun is it? Why Bathsheba
Hayun, of all people? What a surprise. As if things aren't
complicated enough without that. No one gets special
treatment. Neither Bathsheba Havun. nor anyone else. Get
this clear: there’s no special treatment for anvone.’

‘Why Bathsheba Hayun? I must be having hallucina-
tions now. It must be my imagination.” 1 sighed, and
teacher Ezckiel gave me a brisk look. But 1 added, 'I've got

another recurring hallucination. Generally, 1 know you're

nke everyone else, but sometimes — and this is the
| allucination — 1 _think you are different. Apart. Singled —
out. One more question. Please, just one. Tell me, teacher

Ezekiel, are you reallyv singled out?’

The last girls to leave were passing us. ‘Yesterday I went
to the pictures. All of a sudden, a tiger. It sees Jane. Jane
starts saying, “The Lord-is-my-shepherd-I-shall-not-want.|”
He-maketh-me-to-lie-down-in-green-pastures.  He-leadeth-
me-beside-the-still-waters . . . " Then suddenly: Tarzan.
Leaps from the treetop on to the tiger's back. Strangles it.
Jane puts her hand on the dead tiger, and says, “This fur
coat.” Tarzan says, “Coat. What-that?” Jane says, “Never
mind. A barbarian trimming.” Tarzan says . . ..’ A

As usual teacher Ezekiel, takes his time before answer-
ing.
‘T don’t think I'm singled out. But evervone is unique to fwl}}
himself. So I probably don't qualify as a witness.’

What was the spell cast over us at that moment. Like the

innocent moon, waxing and rising. Generosity and goodwnll
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hoop along, running after it A mun&jmd_e in thick stock-
ings, sleeves down to her elbows, ws, her hair tied up in a
kerchief, passed by, carrying a basket on her arm. Her face
was freckled, and like milk. There was a light shining in
her eyes. A little girl was carrying a broad tray on her
head, with two Sabbath loaves and assorted pieces of
dough on it, towards the bakery. She was taking a short-cut

across an emply bunldmg site, that had onl\ some derelict
™AV
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‘ A street urchin blowing pan-pipes made of slate t

past, stuffed the instrument in his pocket, and bent to pick
up a cigarette end from the gutter. He stuck it in his
mouth with a very grown-up air. In the distance we could
see the bus approaching, lurching from side to side. And 1
said,

‘Teacher, special treatment or not, for me vou will al-
ways be, how shall I put it, one, unique, and 1 am so happy
that 1 am lucky enough to know that someone like vou
exists. I don't know how to say it in words. So 1 tried to
express it in writing.’

Till that moment I did not know whether I dared show
him my exercise book of poems wl ich 1 had brought for
him. Now I propped my satchel against one of the doors in

our school-gate| against the identical copies of a rabbinic
proclamation, laid out in thickly clustered lines of print,
like samples of tvpe-face, all ranges, all sizes. A manifesto
denouncing some disgraceful conduct, terrible enough to
make ears ring at the sound of it. And a condemnation:
‘Their house is ':c>h and nothing lacks/But mice will dance

upon their backs.’)1 tried to unfasten the catch but could
not manage it. I felt ashamed that he might notice my
fingers trembling. Teacher Ezekiel smiled a little smile,
and assuming I meant to take out my purse, rested his
briefcase between his shoes, and opened my satchel for
me. A joint enterprise. Like two people with a common
purpose. But I took out the exercise book, and proffered it
to him without looking at his face.

A father, on his way home, got off the bus, and halted.
His small offspring was running to greet him, baring his
chest that was spotted and scrawled over with a ball-point
pen, exclaiming proudly, ‘Look, tattoo! I parted from
teacher Ezekiel, and started making my way home on foot.
The toddlers had moved on to the pavement out of the way
of the bus, abandoning their dust castles that had
matchbox balconies, and date-stones instead of flags, and
approaches made out of wooden splinters laid out
crookedly. One infant in a wooden crate was making be-
lieve it was a momar, and his lips were working at the

speed of electric fan blades. A schoolboy was bowling a
\_—-‘
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stationed where the National Assembly Hall is now.’
Through a barred window can be seen a mysterious hall,
looking most fitting for an orthodox Burial Society. There
is a black varnished grandfather clock in there, with
Hebrew letters instead of numbers, and a copper pen-
dulum.
A labyrinth of human nesting places. On lower, middle
and upper levels. With countless partitions, and outside
stairways, as steep as ladders. A burnished frying-pan rests

m ~ eniedan el Ward oreen tomatoes are ranged on a ;.

f

‘shortly to be erected there, and piles of rubbish’l\
a

newspaper was fastened to the side of a kiosk b
drawing-pin, and a man drinking orange juice was stand-
ing reading it. Above the newspaper was pinned an
announcement of a most sorrowfully arousing oration to be
delivered at eight o’clock, European time, by an exalted
member of the rabbinical court, at a memorial service for a
distinguished rabbi who had been killed in a road accident.
There was a sign saying, ‘Ice Cream — Family Size — To
Take Away.” And on the marble counter, a picture of a red
water melon, cut in half. Beside it, like a reflection, a real
red water melon, halved. Behind my back I could hear: ‘1
meét him in the street. He said, “What'’s this, going about
now without a hat?” So I answered, “Just show me where
in the Bible it says you must keep your head covered.”
“Heretic!” he screamed.’ In a backyard children were
jeering, ‘Run-away-cowardy-cow,’” and a tearful babyish
voice cried, ‘I'm not a cow.’

A delicatessen with cuts of cured beef, minced meat,
potato-salad, and borsch in tureens, in the open, sloping
fridge in the shop window. A small sign with an arrow,
pointing to the public baths. A large sign with an arrow,
pointing to the charitable institution of Rabbi Meir the
Miracleworker. A greengrocer's. Crates outside. Spinach
leaves. The aroma of over-ripe bananas with a hint of
vanilla in it. The aroma of ripe melon and guava, like
sweat. A dumpy woman, holding a brown paper bag with
pears in it, and counting her money as though she were
telling slanders. Then suddenly workmen pounding at the
pavement with pneumatic drills. Their muscles jerking, as
though in the throes of seizures. And suddenly they break

off. Men shouldering a load that is visibly dear to them: an
rk of the Covenant.And 1'll tell you this: the boundary Wit

line between the tribe of Benjamin and the tribe of Judah mem o/v]

must have run along Jaffa Road,’ asserts one first
lieutenant to another first lieutenant, ‘that is to say along
King David Street, past Rosh Rehavia and the Bezalel
buildings, Mazkeret Moshe, Mahane Yehuda market, and
Jaffa Road as far as Mei Naphtoah. Romema was the
highest point. The Tenth Roman Legion, “Arteniz”, was
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Seeing me, he veered into a small side corridor, ar.ld did
not appear till the bell. Perhaps he had something to

attend to there.

Lessons were over. Each girl had up-ended her chair on

her desk. Everyone had gone. .
~ «Teacher, about the poems. For '
is morning you seemed shocked, sO 10 speak.

This morming ¥2-==" - ook at me, and stayed silent

Teacher Ezekiel turned to look at me, an

I did not know.

(15

blue ribbon. In the darkness of a corridor gleams the rceu
eye of an electric boiler. An upper beam of a door wi
plant pot hanging from it in a cascade of violet-coloured
leaves. On a sofa by a wall, a woman is lying, with medicine
jars and a glass and spoon on the radio beside her. One
door of the wardrobe is not shut properly, and the girl at
the table doing her homework is tucking her hair behind
her ear. On a bench in front of a doorway a big girl is
feeding a baby, who is darting out his lips like a baby bird.
And now there is the Yemenite synagogue in a cellar:
carpets striped in many colours, benches, cushions, and an
old man snoozing, with a scrap of paper sticking to his
cracked lip, while under the pierced beaten tin chandelier
a small boy is waiting with infinite patience.

And 1 reflected: pick any street. Add some indefinable
quality to it. Is it only by the power of sight — the vision of
aspiration in eveless things, humble things, struggling to

be realised? 1 shall atone for them. And 1 reflected: an
enchanting life. All in all, a mountain. Swarming with
people, coming in and out like ants, making their living in
the bowels of the earth. But each one of them knows:
Cierusaleiﬁ thou that art builded as a city that is compact
together — and it is Jerusalem where 1 am. How singular,
how wondrous, how privileged. To be so close to the cen-

~ tral pivot of things. What a rare privilege, indeed.

Everyone senses the miracle in his heart. But 1, please
God, when 1 grow up, will find out how to describe this
miracle, all the miracles, in_writing. 1 have to. Otherwise,
my life is no life. ~#e

On Sunday I set out early for school.

Coming through the wide, vaulted entrance hall, with itsS

marble plaque in everlasting memory of the charity of the

e/[riloh?/\y

yNoAY

virtuous Mistress Estella Assa, blessed shall she be above P, +h 0,

women in the tents, who laid the foundations of and es-
tablished this house as a sacred memorial to her righteous
mother Mistress Sarah who perished in the earthquake, at
Kirkagac, near the town of Izmir, there was my teacher

Ezekiel at the other end of the corridor coming through a
side door.

o
virtu duo
Women
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By chance, was it, or was it absent-mindedness. Teacher
Ezekiel is sitting there eating his sandwich. Since morning,
some of his hair has shifted to the wrong side, and he looks
as though he’s playing one of the early pioneers of the
American West. And in this novelty is an unlooked-for
freshness, charm. The handsome cheekbones, the chin,

v |

and as if he had counted to ten, replied, like an actor wh'

rad rehearsed his part, )
‘Your poems. 1 started to read them. I must have read

about two pages and then 1 fell asleep.’

I am not here. 1 told myself. 1 am on the distant road
that winds up to the hills. A pool of stagnant water, like a
grey lake, the colour of olive leaves. Rocks at the roadside.
Clefts’in a tree trunk. Olive trees. The meagre strips of
land at the base of the hill are narrow furrows of
ploughed. curving lines. Low fences of heaped-up stones.
Heavy clusters of dark grapes swelling in the lap of the
outspread, emerald leaves, clinging to the wire. A mul-
berry tree. Dark cvpresses. And it is already autumn. The
air is laden, glittering. There is a mercury sheen on every
thing. On the skyvline there is a row of aged pines,
dishevelled, drooping. Their foliage touches the sky. In the
valleys the numbers of the turned-over fields increase. I
shall not see the standing corn. For I shall not pass this
way again. I shall no longer see Jerusalem. The road winds
up and up. Now there is a grey sky, with torn strips of red
and very dark grey in it. I am carried, as on an escalator,
towards a city. At the end of the street the sun was setting.
People were hurrying towards it. People were coming
away from it. As though they were coming away from a

fire. I who am being swept along at the edge of the pave-
ment, have my hands over my breast, like someone who

has lost her child. Gradually, the sky grew all lit up, spil-
ling over the earth its od-like radiance. The radiance of
the End of Days. Its thick glow lasted a long time. Only the
needling rows of the street lamps, spaced out at neat
intervals, like a coiling serpent of light, pierced and
wounded the russet glow. Until nothing remained except
the cloud stallions, galloping on two legs, across the orange
horizon. Now people’s faces are draped with knotted cloths
to screen their eyes that have been watching. Then *"ere
are no more people. Only the stallions of darkness, stal-
lions of the valley of the shadow, stallions of great gloom,
stallions of hail stallions of iron, stallions of mist. The ; yad

ran through winter, emerged and reached the bridges. It is
noon. And @n;giammj_ngan\Meaping from bridee to

bhiRge with orest smoke wd swirling” oF Aot o & Ma Aoat ane

~R ¢



‘ Someone comes up to him with her book. She gs him:
‘Can’t get the hang of this.’ He takes out his pencil. Points
to an earlier passage. ‘And this, you get? Read it. See if
you get this.’ The patience, the impermeable remoteness.
A man totally detached, governed only by hidden, un-
known summons. How long ago had I once plucked up Clack
courage and said to him, blushing and helpless, ‘Teacher, -~y
you should tell your barber from me to make a better job

.m-my._.a »p3°an RY ap* 130 D0 DY YR AR NTOOD

.AY%aoa ~.0°3an a1 OR ORIPN 100D MY .0 Yo by yaxn
MRMY P Amxn LSon wp dR 01aY X230 1D WR P
apPpon A% M smd MY M 3 App 1D MDD MRYD
oypaw w3 5w 0% AN ML DITHTY DY N1
ma YA Sy mman3 1 Maya Km %Ny nbnn apye araa
A0 0 512 MY X WK DITITIY MDY Qopa WR Pom

$NI3NBA NP2 SRTVXD DI PO MR TOM 0ooA 3 2 of it next time,’ and he felt the back of his clipped head
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$NAPD 412730 0 *2 PIWD folded my napkin. ‘No, the wormwood tree is not a tree , .. _

with worms’, teacher Ezekiel was replying in the even- .
2 Swpim FNBA 293 tempered voice. ‘It’s a kind of bitter herb. Well, then, why )
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In the corridor I passed dear old Mr Havdala. Mr Hav- hers /

As soon as Mr Havdala let me go, I hurried after him. dala put his hand on my head. ‘We must, and please God

Sl “Teacher. I would like 1 Ik to vou.’ we will, send the poem to the papers, to the Blast of the
- o e g WAI_L*___

Teacher Ezekiel shook his head, refusing. He strode on, Ram’s Horn,” and talking to someone over my shoulder, he
laugehed and said wildly gesticulating, unusually for him: said with pride, ‘The whole staff-room agrees. N'ima Sas-

i i i F i ing to be a poet." Now I could see who had been
Lo ing. Like nothing on earth. soon is goin .
HL‘ e R coming up behind me. It was teacher Ezekiel. But teacher

Sk giotion
h /lS F7olrial did net rorty amd malrsd - ..
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‘Today, it’s school. Tomorrow, life. Listen, and bear this
in mind. Limits are set. We are not living in the days when
there was no King in Israel, and every man did that which
was right in his own eyes. A certain N'ima Sa“soon, a
certain Ezekiel Da Silva. Will they please stick to the rules.
That's how it is here. And that’s how we want it." And he

turned away.

il

' ‘What does it matter, teacher,’ I pleaded._ ‘Look. .( now
when you laughed and talked with your hands, 1 didn’t
recognise you. You were like Bathsheba and the rest of the
girls. You were like a man who is shown a picture of, let's
say, a statue of Venus, and he giggles and points and says,
“l;ook, Venus isn't wearing anything.” But that doesn’t
matter, either. And I told you, Mr Havdala and the head-
mistress spokr well of the poem. And that doesn’'t matter,
either. It was nice to hear. But I only wanted your opinion,
because, “they are tilled by light entering.” Still, I'm not
asking.’

‘ ‘N'ima Sassoon. A girl, who is altogether too clever for

me.” Now he stopped. Like a man carved out of chalk, like

a pillar of salt, with white lips, and the shadow settled

round his mouth, he said, ‘Cleverness is a real virtue. But

it’s only one of many. And not one of the most important.

And another thing, it isn’t always easy to tell, even for you,

when or why a man laughs. Besides, you keep pressing me

to tell you something. You must see that I can't. I can't,
and here he rebelled, ‘and I don’t want to.’
Hurt and humiliated, my self-respect means nothing to

.sh

S kL\ dWhyo’)
b ‘Because it is not done,’ he concluded. He pursed his lips.
‘ A hard man. With an extraordinary gentleness. A hard

man. Even in hell you would not burn.
shet ‘Fine,’ I said. To my own astonishment, 1 pointed to the
staff-room. ‘You can go. You're free to go.’

‘I go this way,’ he said quietly, and pointed angrily in the
opposite direction. '

I did not stir. Teacher Ezekiel walked away. But then he
stopped, turned his head, shot me a ferocious look, and
walked on,

She_ ‘Teacher,’ I hurried after him, again, * “They are tilled
by light entering the turf/And the turf does not know
what'’s within.” Oh, teacher.’

I do not know if he heard. Because while I was still
speaking, he turned to me:

1

VB
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Teacher Ezekiel looked at my new frock. ‘You have got
thinner N'ima Sassoon, you've lost weight,” he finally let
out in a wret voice, making for the staff-room, crest-
fallen. I stood where I was, and saw him go in and sit down
at the big table covered with a velvet cloth. He sat alone,
apart, underneath the oil-painted mural, which showed the
biblical tree that was pleasant to the sight with a scroll
saying ‘It is a tree of life for them who put their trust in

167 Awawm like a curling ribbon below its roots. Someone
- e . o Fo_a PN imrd " BAcAP~ 71,,’/‘7

. Oh, my heart seethed within me. Oh, I told myself, ‘e

should bring me my exercise book I would tell him, ‘Do
you see that dustbin over there — fling it in there.’ Oh, 1
wish I had never written the poems, 1 told myself, and 1
couldn’t hold back my sobs. The title of a play I had once
seen advertised on a hoarding came back to me, The
Taming of the Shrew. And the sleeve of a record album in
a shop window, a picture of a whip decked with roses.
Then, all at once, I was in alarm at a_sudden recognition,
as though plucked up by my hair and lifted on to another
plane, my eyes struck by flashes of light. It has been
spoken. The secret that makes the faint-hearted heroic. 1
already knew it. I have always known it. How could I not
have known I knew it. .

‘And the Lord answered\@fmm the whirlwind . . .
where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth?
declare, if thou hast understanding. Who hath laid the
measures thereof, if thou knowest . . . for who shut up the

lth doors, when it brake forth . . . the cloud the

garment thereof, and thick darkness a swaddlingband for
it. And brake up for it my decreed place, and set up bars
and doors. And said, Hitherto shalt thou come, but no
further: and here shall thy proud waves be staved . . ..
Where is the way where dwelleth? and as for dark-
ness, where is the place thereof. . . . That's how it is here.
And that's how we want it’ With the terror of soaring,
which for an instant was touch and go, thhat had
once begun to break forth like the innocent moon, waxing
and rising, now became a blinding glare.

Halfway along teacher Ezekiel stopped in his tracks.
Swung round. Came back towards me.

What are the strings that keep tugging at us. He
walked. 1 hurried towards him. He walked. Stopped.
Walked. 1 did not stir. Hurried towards him. He stopped.

He walked again. 1 stood still. He walked, then spun round
again. Started coming back. What is the flute we dance to?
Now he was standing still, not knowing what to say. Nor

13- did 1 know what to say. 1 rubbed my eyes with my fist.
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what to do. Perhaps he lacks the nerve, hopes it_ will all
sort itself out. Perhaps he hasn’t the heart to (.lo this to me.
Perhaps he is thinking of himself, and is afraid to lose me.

But in my heart I knew it was none of these things. It was

simply this: th@’ru;e_lhnse_ﬂho, without _mea

are torches to show others-the-way.

ing to be,
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soldiers. Through this hour made his by the poet %
E@fhe neon-signs_fire their cheerful flashes of NIg&
Have vou managed to get home all right, teacher Ezekiel?
You deserved to break a leg on the way, teacher Ezekiel.
And there are the alternating hues of the traffic lights.
Even on the flanks of passing vehicles there are mullti-
coloured lights gleaming like precious stones. It’s uncanny,

how such brisk movement is possible underwater. Only 1,
with the weight of that transparent sea in my breast, am
choking. ‘Are you tired, N'ima Sassoon?’ he once said to
me. ‘So many mistakes in one maths problem.’ ‘July. Called
after Julius Caesar.’ There was all the explicitness in the
“world, in his wonderful, broken voice, and in his look.
Together with the pleading, the hopelessness. Which is
also a token. But I no longer knew if even that still existed.
Now, that was all I asked to know.

Women were driving their cars, women who had beau-
tiful jaws, arched necks. They all had a hard kind of
charm, selfish and sharply whetted. A big embassy car,
driven by a uniformed chauffeur, went past, with only a
child in it. And the(lights)in the square, up Ben Yehuda
Street, and along Jaffa Road, like those of great cities and
seaports that never yet existed, shining seven times more
brightly in this twilight hour, in_electric splendour, an
alien scarlet of wanton jubilation and thriving prosperity

\o( smelted into a red river, in untempered orange of sulphur

and gold ore, in untempered green, in pellucid sapphire
which shone like the terrible ice, in blue and in deep
purple, constantly proclaimed the power of red, green and
blue worlds, to which one need only find the palh//And
perhaps none of it is serious. Perhaps it is just meant to
enhance the brief life-span of the pearly evening. It is, the
evening, like a transparent leaf, etched with thin tracings
of coloured veins, the first to fall in the autumn, flitting
about like a butterfly a long while. An evening which will
never be matched in clarity_or purity. Or in its quintes-
sential anguish. And there is this vicious circle: 1 per-
formed an act, offered a gift. And the gift was declined.
Why does he never reprove me for my impertinence? |
Perhaps he has not yet found the words. Perhaps there is
some natural reticence: after all, who is one to tell others/
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We have learned, over the bed of King David a lyr
hung, and when midnight came the north wind blew and
caused it to play by itself. And King David rose and im-
mersed himself in the study of the Law till the morning

star appeared in the sky.
But 1, with a faltering pen, scribble down and stumble

and start again.

“*Our teacher, Mr Havdala, said among other things ... [| £

The books are locked up in a bookcase delicately w ht
with iron: The Duties of Hearts, The Book of Principles,
The Correction of the Soul, Examination of the Universe.
Does anyone read them? Sitting on his own, teacher
Ezekiel was toying aimlessly with the large, square, china
ashtray, the one with the crest and inscription of the
‘Palace Hotel’ stamped on it in blue. He sat like someone
on whose head the blow has finally fallen. His hair shifted
to the wrong side now had a touch of mockery in it. Al-
fandary came in, bringing him a demi-tasse of Turkish
coffee. Asleep among those who were awake, awake among

“those who were asleep, teacher Ezekiel worked his lips in
Alfandary’s direction, and without looking drew the

demi-tasse towards him. But his hand did not let go of the
ashtray, did not stop. Oh, don’t dear teacher, please don't.
There is an enormous wall of water suspended before the
event, any event, Now suspended, now falling, this way or
that. Which way has it fallen? A_moment of birth. What

_h_?_b_e_gg_mm‘? And if all the sky were parchment, the
whole world seribes, and all the forests quills, they could
not write down all 1 have learned from my teachers. ‘Al-
bert,’ called the headmistress to teacher Albert, though she
turned to look at the door. I quickly slipped away to avoid
being seen. And the flute is still blowing. The spirit strives

to follow, comprehend, the melody. My ring is in your nose,
the bit is between your teeth, and still the spirit can only

yearn. ] s E‘

He never gave back my exercise book. I do not know what
became of it. Perhaps he burned it.

I bought a new one.

In the evening I draw a chair up to the iron table on the
verandah. A most precious moon is travelling across the
sky. Jerusalem slumbers. In me alone phantoms perform.
Flying, they reel and wheel: image after i i and
alters without sound, only wi : ture.
They plead for their lives, for the stress, the dazzle, the
glowing halo, the breath of life of the living, bleeding

moment. To rescue it. To redeem it. In safe-keeping.
?n“»un 9‘"\"1'0‘1;“” V?“,Shea‘ r.‘g.art‘; from th~ r@ginn ~F
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