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INTRODUCTION

The -beasdyabeut his heme
Cheim N. Bialik, born in 1783, in Rudi, Volhynia. bewitched

the Yeshiva-attending youth. E£is father, a studious innkeeper, died; his

mcther surported a 1 rge family. A4fter two yeers at the Volozhm Yeshiva,
8ieli% jcined Ahad Ha-ham®s circle at Odessa; his stey was interrurted by the
death of his grandfuther at Zhitomer. After marrisce, the poet, rlarued with
~overty since youth, busied himself with soul-torturing jobs in little Polish
erd fussisn towns. In 1905, Bialik established a pub'ishing house at Odesse,
which =2nriched Hebreic Israel spiritually, and ‘ialik financielly. After

livin:g in vdessa many yesrs, the ro=t went to live end die in Talestire.



FR ¥ T''E SONGE OF WINTER 1.

"‘wmn e N 1004.

I
The morning-cold, the raven's cry
have roused me and 1'1l rise,
I know not why but all at once
joy, festive, touched my eyes.

Who poured the pure drop in
my heart, I do not know

and why my bedroom's face
gave foy and benished woe.

The hosr-frost on the window pane-
look! Now my window, chenged,

has reered, like Aaron 's rod, at night
a grove on glass areanged.

Snow-laden cyprus-egroves

the form of palme snd osk-
good morn! heil, winter trees!
frost-buds meke by a stro-e!

Oh healthy light, so clear end cold

my room you've flooded yea! restored

as if last night celestial foy

an engel broucht straight from the Lord.

Oh! healthy light so cold end still
you've filled, restored, my heart profane
as if a winged angel pure

flew down and w»eshed it clean af stain.

The frost still holds the window pane
before the spsrkling rays

but on the pane's midst! Look! Behold!
A fleme sheft sits ablaze=-

Morn, bubbling o'er with wantonness
¢ ught her raye in a smare -

Wi th tassels of her lirht, she hengs
upon a tree-branch there.

And there struggles the giddy morn
shiv'ring the frosty-top-

Yeqrning, in vain, to burst with erold
then-morn shakes down a drop.

After a second drop, a third-
some cleen glass is laid bare
then sunlight breaks arourins in
to set my room--aflame.
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The sun sure leyed in weit for me
he sew me, rose full length-
hurled all his spesrs st me then-in
me poured whim, glory, strength.

Then once egain upon the pane

e wintry day shone bright

then once agsin my heart ewoke
twas strong, proud, full of mirht.

Lo! Ny arm of steel had returned
Let me up-root & hill.

giv: me a lio to cleavs--ﬂg or
Coliath to kick still-

Right now,--give me a staff snd cloek
to clothe my body rcund.

Qahiking I'1i gp there t- think

on the heights of the town.

#ith love for the world clothed in light,
wondrous drunk is my heart.

Where is my cloek? Give me my steff

to greet earth nowy 1I'll start,

IiI

Still o:r the threshold of my h use
a host of flame walked on ahead .
then suddenly nine measures full
a light deluge rose o'er my heed.

Befcre I knew how meny suns

poured el]l their erold as I did go-
life's f like & meid bursting thru
all street-ways, set aflame the snow.

To all eyes femished-all the earth
spresd o'er itself & satin light

all glittered as if everything-

rose up this day tc greatness, might.

The hardened ice, like molten iron
held sway snd in its ruling sphere
the light end frost together served.
one wi th arrow, the other, spesr.

By my soul, if not in the nisht
by high decree, the ruler died.
next day = reaatlﬁet linen new.
let not things neked here be spied.

Pure linen white end diamonds rere-
errows of light and golden drops
aplesming @t the head of streets

hang from Tree-boughs and garden-tops.

Pape 2
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The new snow sparkling bright, as if
still falline from the heaven's dome,
spread teble €lcths on ev'ry wall
on tcp of ev 'ry ledge end home.

The snow spread glitt'ring cov-rlets
on ev'ry hill top and its folds-
and chains of silver pure hung from
hocks ad arms of telegra-h polec.

On roofs the snow spread out its s.eets
with ripening of crystal wheat.

in all the world's expense, a day

of festive white ruled ev'ry street.

the satin snow spread wt, unbared--
inthe sky-a strange hand of old

weaves yellow threads and binds the heed
of day with 5 rere crowns of gold

One tree, encased in glitt'ring glass
all girded round with wintry birds
tingled aloud with morning joy -
joyoue, elive and “ull of words

Iv

Oh! Let the frost enfrld me rou-d
let ice, burn, singe, scorch, pierce, astcund.
let my breath harden on my beerd,
let ircn flow in my veins seared.

Come be to me as & sharp knife
as & sward's edge, my strength of life,

With.ircn will embrace my breast
lest from restr int, it burst with zest-

Oh! frost, plsy on the fool, injeet
burn, singe, scorch, prick, give me no rest

Ltretech out all muscles of my hand
let my breeth gulp me where I stand

A sperkling on the flskes, 0O sun.
rey-l=den, rule-thy will be done-=-

v

On the ncise of the wintry wheels

rose breath-wresthes and loud bells shesd -
in the whirlwind passed coats of fur

peir after pair with faces red-

It was as if ell hed gone mad
from hunger; revived, they did mend
th=ir souls by breathing deep=-one bresth

in flight-on God's roadgend to end.
Tage
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All is free, free=the wag™bn flies—
1lift me up, too, press on end so&r —
Oh! Cast me to the tumult grest

end throw my soul toc winds that roar.

Press forward! Drive! Whers? Do not ask-
there rust be still-a little spot

where yet some life does penetreste

where yet a little blood boils hot.

Yes! A Talmudic studente=I

my foreheed, snow; uwy face, of lime-
but, like the winter, I've hesped upf
beneath my frost-coatgstrensth sublime-
From Wy frost fr grance re¥e will waft
upon the wind of spring, bliss-filled-
A wondrous spring-by whose rare farm
10 mortal eye has yet been thrilled.

Why are you mad,telegrarh lines,
with a desolate wintry ire?
In my heasrt the fount oflife yearns=-

befer: the—etreager—drini—it—beid=
Wihils, Says - i we glouws Yo muchs et

And with a mighty, michty gulp

let us drink down, the whole cup's length.
with festive foy let us pour down

a sea of warmth, a world of strength.

And when my hear: is emptied clean-
all life poured ocut untc tie Lese-
far from the ity in a wood

escort me there; then nhalt my paca.

4 wood of mighty oaks dwell there
in winter, peace clasps ev'ry tree.
Each pure trece there does purify-
Does no one kncw this fact save me?

As a tree full-brenched, proud and cold
let him stend then-in secret mwide
with & pure gift in & cup pure

let him to the ©God wondrous, stride!

From 'twixt the rows of trees will shine
the pure white snow free from ell msrke
am ngst the lesves I'l1l find there hid-
A hemmer-anvil lacking sparks=

Fsre 4
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I'1ll drew out my heert from my breast
as one draws a knife from its sheath-
1the first born of the frost I'll cleanse
and plece it on the envil's teeth.

With my sharp iron I'l1l pound and pound
strike blow on blow yet stronger still

despite itself, the wood echo

will answer: tree, keep Tirm thy will.

My heart then filled with courage new
it never knew that it possessed

will return once ag: in to me-

seven times cstronger=full of zest.

Pege 5
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After my desth mourn thus for me

A man was=look! he is no more-

He died before his fated time

in middle life his songz was stopped.
Alas! Left to him wa: a song-

behold this song forever lost-

the woe of it! He had a harp

which wes a living spesking s ul,

whan e'er the poet spoke through it,

the harp told him of ell his woej;

the harp-strings that his hand did pluck
told him his heart's full misery.

About, About his fingers danced-

one string alone he did not pluck,
Speechless its stands unto this day-

How vary, veory great the woel)

During her days the string j# shcck, queked,
shook silently, queked very still

for her song-=for her love defiled.

She wanted, thirsted long, pined, yearned
as a torn scul yearns for more gold.

She waited thus-esch day she hop d.

w:th sighs co-cealed, she called to him-
He waited, tarried did not come.

The pain wes very, very great.

?an W' S--look! he is no more-

e died befoe his fated time .

In middle-life his son g wes stopped.
Alas! Left to him was & song

Behold! 'I'his,! sohg forever lost

forever lost! forever lost-=-

Fa~e 6
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From secrecy, my only one,

end God-head of the dresms I've spun-
revesl thyself, come, run a race

Unto me in my dwelling place,

While still I can be saved, came, free
my soul. My fate govern for me.

Just one day my robbed ycuth-return.
make me for my lost Svring-return.

'Neath thy lips let my flame turn low
from twixt thy bressts each day I'll 0«
&s butter-flies flutt'ring at Eve
'"Mongst fragrant blooms Desth's charms receive.
Who, what you ere I do not know.

thy neme trembles on my lips, though.
Like fiery coeals at night in bed

your imasge burns within my hesd--
Eleepless, I bite my pillow, weep
Fecalling thee, I waste in sleep;

All dey twixt lines of secred lo¥e,

in a Sun-ray, in cloud-form pure-

in chent soul-cleansing=thcushts divine~—
in sweet dreams~in wo~s of the mind=-

my soul seeks for thy form=-just thine-
fust thee, thee, thee, I've scught as mine.

Psge 7



THE WORD DIVINE 8.
713

The fleming cosl upen thy shrine, cest off,
0 Seer, ebandon it to villians vile-
Let them rosst brown their meets, set down
their pots
£nd warm their pelms with its bright glol-fhe spxrk
Within your heart, cest out, and let them light
and puff smoke clouds fr-m out their lighted-pipes
to bring to light their heartless smile, that lurks
Theif=like, beneath musts hios-to show
The lust within their eyes. Behold, they ecme-
The villiens come, go with chents you 've tausht on
Their tongues. Your pain, their psin; your hope, their hope;
Yet they 1ift their souls toward the alter ruined;
Thereon-they fly untc the heep; upon
Debris, thev dig-disliocdge the scattsred stoner
and sink them in their hous=-floors, gsrden wslls,
And make them monumentis on their own graves.
4nd if they'd find your burnt-out soulg-in parts-
They'd fling it to the hungry dogs for focd.
Hence-kick over thy shrinme, kick with & foot
of shame and =trip it of its incense, smoke-
And with one pluek, blot out the spider' s webd
Stretched o'er thy heart es strings urén the lyre.
4 song of rev rth, rescue's dreams, I'll weave
For thee,--a prcphecy, untrue-eer-fslse--
Tc holluw winds you'll cas® them wand'ring torn
And light-on a clear day at summer's end.
No silver thread nor gossomer will find
its mete; on winter's day first rain they'll ceace.
Thy iron hammer cracked from pounding much
On he:rts, on hesrts of stone tc nc evail-=-
You now sha.l teke s chattered port e:d from
1t forge = spade to dig for us s grave.
And if God's wr-th bein thy mouth=-a curse-
Be nct afrzid to let thy lips spesk forth.
And if thy ward be bitter desth yes! death
I:self-let it be heard-that we may know.

. Behold! Abundant Night has hidg, crushed us-
And like men blind we've groped upon the Night.
The world divine fell between us asnd no
Lne knows what fell end no one tells or sees
#hether far us, the sun has risen, s=t
Cr whether it forever mare hes s.nk.
And greet the vanity amd feerful, too,
The utter emrtiness that plspues us round.
And if we ery unto the dark or prey
Who will give easr to us, who will give ear?
Or if the cruel curse of God, we curse
On whose hesd will divine reprosch descend? ¢
Or if we grind teeth, clench a fist of wrsth . ca ,e.;.‘[ s
Bee 7010 aiedl Wedllow S G0 Vet hin MR T aa RS 2a% fuen come deum ?
Skall blew them off like chaff; destroysd, destroyed;
No eid, no vower left, no place to go.
The 'eav-ns loo"ed down in their filence-deep

~~a 8
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The Heavens kn w they've sinned; hell, too, hes sinned,

In Silence, they lift up their trespasses-

But, if, God, you've a word Divine, spesk out m,yi.i{-k l'"u""’”:“:
Spesk out, Speak out, Spesk out, Spe:k ocut, Cpeak iy +hoagh Deaths rhse
$hould we fear Death? Death's angel rides now on
Our shoulder end his bridle bites our lips-

If need, with rescue's cry am lauehter's ahout
Let's leap with brzvery intc our graves,

Page 9
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The world is bathed in light end song
life's we-1th, beyond asccount, lies round.
'Twixt wood and field on & path long

We too walked on without & =ound.

We trudged down s path without end
embrzced by butterflies and ersin
each tree with lesafy he=d did bend
with gold spe rs each, to egreet our lene.

Wes that s cherub flutt'ring >'er

a swift cloud high? His form did tour
a distant clime. Ly thought as nure
rose hieh on its wing evermore.

Zkies glare with blue on 2nd epein-

Yiu welk sheed--I'll troce your heel-
'he sheaves stend straight with ripened
grain,

the brightness like your eye:--sll fec=l.

“or a I'lash--it seemed that those le.ves
Posse-sed a lesf that went--returned.-
a tre-sure hidden on the breeze
Preszerved of old for us who've yesrned.

Then--the branch shoock=-f'om rim tc rim
light rays o'er the sea's face did fling-
ih! who poured sncw-filled to the brm,
like flocks of white birds wing to wing.

L butterfly csueht like a burr

on thy traid's eded, denced on thy girth,
as if to hint:="Youth rise, kiss her

g0 to her-like this wing of mirth-

Were you mov:d by the butterfly

end me? Did you he'r my ceaught scul
sing; aflutt'ring, hanping, yesrning
for rescue from thy bruided hair.

1 watch and ssk an snswer from

vour esyes-~-the same sky doves of grace
Your eyes; vo.r braids that swing and come-
4hut mes: they when they say "Ap.ce.”

"Cuick, quick my sister, let us fare
'neath a leaf-tent where ['ll declare
my soul=--my love hung or a hair-
Let us two die with a kis: there.

1904.
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On thy heert's wall still cling and hangs the stem
of roses of last yesr--
toul Delight! Look! Twixt' tree end gerden bed
A new spring leaps with cheer.

The hoe has row touched, struck end coored aut earth--
the gerden bed is dug

the Eprine will stay and new blooms will grow up

to c¢limb the well--to hug--

Irom tres to tree the prining shesrs hasve lesped
to ¢clip brush not alive :
~oul joy! Things withered the dust will lick up
But humen kind will thrivee-=

Huve you breethed the scent of stems new and green
mired with smell of pine;

Tius prows the sucking orchcrd nursed and live
with hosts of boughs in line.

Tomerd eve, & feir pure meid the gardner's child
came tothe grove to cleer

411 fell twigs=pruned - for to-1ight she will burn
all shoots of yecter year.
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Now, hide me deep beneath thy wing -
Be mother, sister, cive me rest-

And let my heed still housing dreams
Exiled by kin, receive thy breast.

When pity rules at eventide-

bend down, I'll fill thy hesrt with woe-
This earth, they say, bears youthfulness-
Where is my youth flsd yesrs ago?

One secret more now I'll canfess: ; )
Love once made my heart flame, flame, flsame.
Love still glows on the earth, I'm told-
What love? Isgit still called by hame?:

The stars once cast their eyes at me

b 'Twas but a deeam--that, too, ha: passed-
Now emptiness embrsces earth-
There's nothing left for me--at last.

fov. hide me deep beneath thy wing-
Be motner, sister, give me rest_
And let my head still housine dreams
ixiled by kin, receive thy br=ast.

Pace IO
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Rt&e,Conc, Mdsgsw Bride) 2.

3 Wrp

Kise come, my sister bride

rise come, at once, rise come -
Sorine tidings 1've brourht thee-
behind my garden hedgpe

8 bud, a bué has come-

The swallow chirps near homa!

¥From dawn, sun rays of joy
gusrdiny thy window gill
have kissed thy mez [0th.

Seek them, N sister pure
for they will bathe, refresh.
and we will guard thy eyes.

God's mercy passed o'er esrth
on wines of gorgeous light-
Joy's fallen in bri~ht streams _
The sprine has come! has come!

The garden trees now blcom
ti:e cherry ripens red.

‘ome back to me, renew

the fruit of fragrant love-
Go, bless it in thy svnring
and I, yea, I will cause

my biessed Snrine to dwell
in Thee! You'll understand.
A robe of light, I'1l give-
A blue crown for thy head:
Come then, an aery dream--!
voyllg snarkle joy and laush-
A lsurhter full of charmj—

(

Your pesrfume--anple-tineed.

Together we will cleave
the field, the hill, ths vale-

There I'1ll pluck souvenirs--
I'1l1l surely nick uv pearls
of dew-rare pearle of dewd-
a necklace for thy neck.

I'11l surely gather rays

of lisht=bri-ht rays o 1lirht
among the rose: red.

I'11 bind thy e

" with lipat, wit: little crow.s
of ~littering rold, I'll wreathe
thy. head,Mescend we will

unto tne wéll. Like thee,
joy~lasden, brirht snd pay
beneath God's dazzling sky-—
With mirth and freedom vast
y song will shine yea: rings:

Pope 13
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A forest I know: in the wood

I know one modest, little pool
'monesy leafy leaves, apart from lifse,

in the osk's shade, sun blessed, stormed-schooled-

RAlone it dresms & lestine dream.
and harbors eoldfish quistly
but no one knows whaet's in ite hesrt.

The sun batHs the proud forest's braide

snd pours & gold flood on ite locks.

¥he oak entangled in s0ld nets

et his wish, stsnds, caught like Samson,
witkin the hand of Delilshe

Witk lsughter light, he tests his strenghh.
his face shines like a lover bright :
in a pold net, of his own choice.

Me bears imprisonment with joq

and lifts his crowned head 'meath the great
might of the sun, as if to say:=- :
Engulf, taie hold, imprison me,

do with me all your heart may wish-

Then--- -- the pool whether clsar or not
reste in a shaft of golden lirht,

vwrapped in the shade of her full-branched
defense whoss roots take quiet sucks
from her waters they quench their thirst,
as if she secretly rejoiced

in her calm fate which made her fit

to be nurse to a forust gianmt.

Perhaps she dreamt in secrecy

who knows--that net ouly ita form

took suck from her, but alsoc the

whole tree took root within her depths.

In the Moonlight

When secrecy lies heavy on
the wood and hidden light pours still
between the branches of the trees-
a8 stealing, passing o'er its trunks
embroidering there in silver, blue

, its handiwork of cclours rare .
Hush! ev'ry tree aud ev'ry bush—m"""
each tree pr¥% dark upon its top
and tEolght thouphts in its humble heart.
The forest st vast-planned end filled
with secrets of e kingdom grest
precioug, sged, as if there from
of old, with strenesth artfully hid-
on a gold couch, from mortsl eye
conceeled, she sleepe, with beauty rsare
like & crpwn of renmown, or like
a sacretagternity-
the dsughterg cf an ancient queen-
who was bewitched! but lo: the trees
attentive, still stsnd pufard to count,

to keep & sacred watch o'er her
rxg.ve 14_



unharmed, virginity untily,
a8 prince, her lover come,~ a prince
her redeemer, her love, shall coume.

The:.. the pool, whether clesr or not

in a brirht ray thinned from on hich-
draws to herself in the full shade

of her shield, msay brsnches thick-
end goes again calmly tc bed

as if the image of the wood

was mirrored t ere, enthrelled within
the louking glass of a&ll her days

of neace. Who knows, perhsps she dresmt
sbout things hid: that, in vain, would
the prince wander and search around

in woods and wsste-lands and upon

the ocean floor, for the princess
lostthe poul rejoiced secretly

in ner own glory great, for was

not the princess :.id here within

the heart-depths of the sleeping pool?

On the day of Storm

On the wocd's head already were
collecting, clouds of rain; within

their hearts was war. they yet restrsined
and checked their wrath a moment more

in secrecy. Yhe storm etirred up

the bellies of the wind. Yea! cloud

on cloud, as if announcing woe

before the dim,hurled lightning spears
and cried out: "Be Prepsred."” Before

one knew who was the foe: from whence

he came and why: the whole woodland

now covered with dark stoc® prepered

for all the runishment on earth.

Then suddenly a spark--a flash

of lirhtning white=-the wood turned psale-
the earth shivered - slas! alss.

the storm brokz forth--the forest shoc k-
the reging storm wzs boiling msd.
miliions of winds untuly, seen

but yet not seen, with savage yells

swept o'er the eraendeur of the wood-

then seigzed the forest by its locks

and dregring treas, struck down their hesds.
Storm wave, storm weve upon storm wave.

From the storm's midet rose up a¥ry acry
confused, from the lips of the woodjp

a lusty cry: laden with woe

like distant waves that break upon

the mirhty seas: each one sho.ting
Storm! Storm Stormi: Storm--

At this time of tumult-the pool

Pur2 1F



Page B.

fenced by a wall of forest giaats,
Still housed within its secret depths
the fishes gold-just ms a child
with eyes closedi seeks concealment on
a day of wrath 'neath the wings of
its mother dear and with each flash
of fire its eyelids quiver fast--
So shook tga pool's face, gloomy, dark;
mydroi“l elf within

shadd shield smd with branches taick.
and all the pool trembled with fear
and who knows:-
Whether she shook at the pride of
the forest's majesty or at
the height of the splintered tree-tops-
Perhaps she fely too narrow in
the beeuty of her humble world
Shining with dreams and visions pure-
Sudaenly o'er her face the wind
passed o'er and ruffled up her brow=-
a throng of visions glorious
and swellings great of her deep heart
reflections of both night and day
at the s%orm's touch she put to flight.

At Dawn
The forest s disturbed
a~trembling itselfy retremches

behing its leaves in secrecy —
but already, mist, milky, hot
and creeping things of earth began
40 burn incense unto the Dawn-

In vain, do straying vapors hang

their curtains on the forest-tops;

small tongues of wind sweet and luke warm
like a babe's tongue soft oo the cheek

of its mother, already went

forth in a flock to sooth the woods

from the sharp watchful spear of Night.
They tiptoed lightly, gemtly, soft
‘mongst leaves, wandring from bush to bush
from tree to tree, soothing the heart

of the white mist-or perching on

a nest to rock it while the bird

within, feath'ry, tender, asleep=-

knew not- ]

And there upon the heights
of the wood, saiied a family
on high-a group of clouds~—-ire they
not clouds of glory and of dawn
who seem a group of chieftains old
nohle elders, bearing aloft
the secret scrolls—=(the wrathes of Kings-)
from one world to another world.
Then,~ the forest stood trembling; Still=-

=

Peo=2 .&



choked up, with fear; it held its breath
with ev'ry move and flutter of

& rcusing bird, the forest spoke
trembling, and the fear of glOorye....sss
at thav time the ponls slumbering
enwrapped itself calm, warm and smooth
in a soft sheet-a pearly mist--

then she slept the skeep of the dawn.
Who knows-she migit be dreaming yet

if the honored of heaven and

the princes of on high had not

in vain awand'ring gone to seek
enother world beyoud the seass

in the most heavenly abodes.

But this other world is so near

80 near. Behold! it's here below

here in the modest po-1's own heart.
During my youth, my wondrous days

when the wing of the Shechiyah

first hovered over me, my heart

then knew longing and marv'ling, sought
in = the covert of

*prayor. I cut my way clean thru

the summer heat unto a realm

of wondrous peace, unto a home

of leaves. There twixt the trees of God
the voice of the axe is not heerd -
only the wolf and hunter great.

Whole hours did I stray .here alone
with my heart and my God as I

cut thru and passed’'twixt nets of gold
until within the wood I came

to the Holy of Holies rare

unto the apple of its eye.

From beyond the curtain of leaves

lies a small carpet green with grase=

e little worlulet of its own

a sacred place concealed with calm

among the lotuses of tresS-

elders, wide boughed, in breeches wool= |
its ceiling a bit of blue sky

upheld and borne by earthly trees—

its floor-glass, & pool bright and clear-
a silver glass enclosed within

the midst of a succulent field=-

within it still & smaller world

a second world, whose midst possessed
within its midet, a little pool.

One world, the other faced. +two etones
fast fixed, ra¥e carbuncles, stones large
and wondrous bright and clear-twosansSuas.

As I sat on the lake$plip there

watching the mystery of two

worlds, twine, not knowing which came first-
below my head 'neath the pocl of

the ancient wood drip shadow, light

and song and flame together one=-

I felt amid the bubbling soft

as if new freshness had come to

6.
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my soul. My heart, sacred, thirst-parched
went there and filled itself with calm
and hope, as if it yearned more than
before for the awaited face

of the Shechimah or the sight

of :lijah. .y watching ear

forever yearned. My heart did strive
for holiness, and hoped, pined, yearnmed.
The yoice of Cod too long concealed
therqpurst forth from the silence round
"where art thou?"

The woody delves with noise were filled
the cypresses of god, natives,

Jjoyous, beheld me in the pride

of their remown, amazed and still.

as if to say: What is this now
between the two of us. What, what?
¥he lips of the gods now are still-
their tongues are silent, too. Neither
& voice nor sound is heard-only

the shade of shadesy therein one can
rare magic hear-glorious forms

and hosts of visions, too. 1In this
tongue, God makes known himsel f, unto
the chosen of his heart; thru it

the princes of the earth make thoughts,
the artist, fashiorniug, enfolds

the meditations of his heart

with ity and finds answers to dreams
undreamt. For does not a language

of visiona great reveal new truths

of the expansive firmament.=

of the pure clouds of silvry-white-

of the dark shapes that haunt the sky-
of a shiv'ring stalk of goldes corn-
of the might of the cedar proud.

0f the hovring white-winged dove

of the sharp slant of eagle's wings

of kan's beauteous body wrou ht

of the spkendor of an eye glauce

of the roarf of the angry ses

and the surge of its scornful waves

of the abundance of the night

and of the quiet of falling stars=-

of guivering light and the roar of

& sea aflame at sunrise and

at eventide: 1Im this tongue, tongue
of tongues, the pool also told me

ites riddle eternal, hid there

in the shadow cheerful and guiet

in peace: Her besuty is mirrored

in ev'rything; all is mirrored,

in her. Were all changed then 'twould seem
as if she wore an open eye

of the prince of the forest great

with sacrets vast and thoughts replete.
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Midst foliage of yellow, gold

the summer now must cease=

the purple hills and red-tinged clouds
bathe in their purple peace.

The naked orchard now upholds
lone=hikers, few, who 1ift

their guiding eyes on the last flight
of storkes departing swift-

0 orphaned heart, quite soon the rain

will softly tap the sill

Have you patched boots, repaired your cloak?
Potato=sacks, go , fill=
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This, too, is God's censure and harsh rebuke

That you have dealt falsely with your own heart:

Your sacred tears You've sown on ev'iy sea

and strung them on ev'ry false ray of lighte

Yofy‘aoul, you've sumk in laps of foreign stone.

while still 'twixt glutton's teeth your blood drips down-
The food of your own soul you've fed their mouths.

For their joy you built Pitdm, Ramesis-

Your children were their bricks for pyramids.

Vhen from wood, stone, their ery sought out your ears=
Their cry died e'er it reached; died e'er it reasched.

And if an eagle reared among your sons
tookﬂ, yon sent him from your nest for aye=-
And mount sun-thirsty for the heights
no lamp of light will he bring down for you.
Should m cleave a cloud or cut a path
for a ray— e light willnot fall,
Estranged from you on ro:k-tops he'll cry out—
but his echo's voice will not reach your hearts.
Thus one by oune you will bereave choice sons-
in mournful childlesaness you'll fast remsain.
From your household Renown wil] cegse and your
tent beaten down, will harbor woe.
God's meroy on your thresbold will not tread
Nor joyous rescue tap your window pane.
If you -hould come back to the Buin to pray,-
you went; you'll seek a tear of comfort and
you'll find it not. Your heart dried up will be
a grape-bunch squeesed, left in the nook of a vat=-
which gives no juice to liven up the heart
or to restore a soul oppressed, And should
you toach the Ruin's hearth, lol cold its stones
will be- in ashes cooled the cat will wail.
And you'll sit mournful, desolate; wi thout,
eternal rain; within, white ashes, dust.
Your eyes will greet death-flies upon your pane,
and spider-webs in corners desclate=

chimney- wail of poverty shall clasp
Your heart--the walls of Euin quake with cold-
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If an angel asks, for thy soul, my son,
say this; "Clroaming earth-go seeky~maw” iFnows”
On earth a leaf-walled hamlet calm exists
that owns a boundless firmament of blue.
in the midst of the blue expanse there hangs

nly cloud™let floating white and small=-
and during summer noons a lonely boy
there smiled left to his soul tender,alone -
adreaming-that boy, my angel, was I,
Then-once the world grew faint and quiet ruled,
and two eyes now drawn heavenwards
beheld the cloudlet lonely bright and pure.
His seeking soul went forthy as a dove from
its cote unto the cloud=

Will my soul melt?

There is, angel, a sun, too, in the world=-
erciful sun-ray rescued my soul
d on %% wings of lignt it fluttered on
for many days like a butiter white,
One dawn my soul rode down R‘golden ray
to seek a pearl of dew among the grass,
A tear pure, simple, trembled down my cheek.
The sun-ray quaxzed=my soul felt lost within
my tear. And will my soul dry up? mn- $or
it dropped on the Gemorrah's sacred page- ;
parchment worn-out by grand-paternal eyes—
and in its womb, two hairs of his white beard,
Zitsoth threads wound in his own Talith small
and signs of many drops of tallow-wax.
In Gemorrah, in bowels of letters dead
fluttered alone my soul. Were yon chécked, soul?
No, angel, my soul quiv'ring now sang out
with lettzrs dead my song of life rang forth-
Souls in dooks of grandfather's Ark, breathed ke hfe —
men chanted songs of mine-of a cloud, small, bright —
of a golden ray--of a glist'ning tear —
of Zisgoth fringes cut, of drops of wax.
But~-one song-youth and love, my soul knew not=-
that exit sought, sighed deep--no solace found
then fainted dead, and died in bitterness.
When I again reviewed my worn-out text-
Behold my soul within the book had flown--

Yet still in space my soul flogts to and fro
meanders, strays aloft, with peace unfound.

On calm nights at the start of ev'ry month

when the world gives prayer for the moon's rebirthe-
it beats against the gates of love with wings--

it beats, knocks, weeps with sickness on its lips-
for love, my soul prays,--love denied, denied--

10,
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e afirn
h Scrollof Fires

All night the flaming seas boiled and flames of fire scorched the Temple
on the mount. Stars leapt from the parched heavens and poured forth sparks and
sparks upon the earth. Was God overturning his throne and smashing to bits his
crown? Rent clouds ruddy, laden with fire and blood wander in the highway of
the Night revealing between the distant mountain tops the wrath of a veangefal
god and declaring His anger among the Desert rocks. Did God tear up his purple
robe and scatter its parts to the winds? And God confounded the distant mountsins
and anguish seiszed the raging desert rocks.

The god f VYengeance®, the god of .vengeance has shown forth.

Behold! He is the god of vefngeange in his majesty and might, falm full of awe

he sits on the throned of fire in the heart of the blaszinz sea; his mantle, flaming
purple; nis footstool, burning coals. Galloping flames surround him; a cruel

dance leaps about his Lead; the flame rears up about his head, gulping with

thirst the slain of the worldy He, calm, awful sits with his arm placed on his
heart; the glance of his eye spreads wide the flames anl the nod of his eye
enlarges the fire. Ascribe to the Lord, 0 ye galloping leeping flames. Ascribe
to the Lord the dance of fiame and fire.

And when the dawn flashed over mountains and pule mist spread o'er the vale
and flaming seas grew gquiet and tongues of flame that burnt god's temple on the
mount--sank down and the ministering angels gathered-—as was their wont--in holy
choirs to sing a song of dawn; they opened the windows of heavens and looked out
opposite the Temple on the Mount to see whether the Temple doors were opened
and if an incense cloud rose from the shrine, They looked. Bshold! The God of
hosts, the ancient of days, sat with the ruddiness of the dawn among the Ruins--
his mantle, columns of smoke-—~his footstool, ashes, dust; his head cast down
between his arms and -&wh&n of woe upon his head. Silent and desolate he
looked upon the Ruins. The wrath of all ths world darkened his eye-lids;in his
eyes great silence was congealed. All the temple~¢Mount still smoked--ash heaps

and mounds and smoking fire-brands together thrown--and tons of hissing coals
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glittering like carbuncles in the gquiet of the dawn. The fiery lion stretched
before the altar day and night--his flames were also quenched aud are no more.
But one orphaned lock from his mane baked tremblingz’o.ﬂr the burnt stones in the
calm ofiﬁ'un. The ministering angels realized what God had dome to them-=.

They fesred exceedingly and all the morning stars qusked with them. The angels
hid their faces in their wings, for they feared to look on the painful fa:e of
iod. Their song that dawn was turned into a low pitched d-irgl—s still small ]
wail==-, Each angel silently spread wing and wept, each angel to Limself and the |
whole world wept in the quiet with them, !
One sizh, soft, deep from the ends of the world, rose up and spread abroad a f

sigh broken in the sl lence of tears. The world's heart broke yea! dbroked Then i

God could no longer restrain his will. He awoke, roared like a lion and clapped
his hands. The Shechimah rose and unt:(u silence from the ruins.
i
The morning star shone with pious woe upon the Temple Mount. From the
canopy of blue into the Ruins, she gazed and her silver eyclashes trembled in
the guiet. One little angel, mournful-eyed and pure of wing kept pearl-tears
hidden in a cup of woe. From the dawn she saw the lock of firs--the remnant of
Israel baking trembling ammng the burnt stones on the Temple Mount. The h-artr -z
pufoul_

of tue angel tremoled; it #&'.".%3 him exceedingly lest god's last ember be deetmeyed

scved Flawme e o ced from earth - Me spark of G- p:;gknf! ,
and His house farcyar gon:L He hastened flew from the morning star, a censer

Wiy Monl |
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trembled as he went unto the altar shrine. From the heart of the flame, he plucked
the fire of God, then spread his wings and flew,

A pearly tear fell from the angel's eyes, fell boiling on an ember heap.

This was the only tear the angel lgest from the cup of dumb woe., A tear of salvation -
and mercy for the saved Remnant of God's flameé. rthe angel soared 'twixt clouds

of white, the holy flame in his tight hand; he pressed it tightly to his heart and

Perce Bl «



touched it to his lips. Before him danced the morning star, and his heart was
e well of comfort, hope.
He brought it to a desolate island and placed it on the Mot a molten
rocke He lifted up his mournful eyes on high, and his lipe whispersd in silence.
"0 God of mercy and salvation, let not thy last ember be forever more
extinguished." God saw £ 180 the heart of the angel pure of wing and he revived
the flamés. He commanded the morning star end saids=-
Take care, my daughter, let not its glow be extinguished; for it is the apple

of my eye. Stand! Look! What shall be wrought thru her. The morning star stood

in the firmament opposite the little flames and blinked at her from distant heights

with silent love and with gquivering longing. On an island desolate she guarded
the flame; mornings she visited it with her radiant light and spread uponk it
a ray of mercy and comfort.

The little angel, mournful-eyed flew to his place to guard the tear hid in
the cup of dumb woe~=as was his wont--but his eyes grew more deep and mournful
and on his heart and lips a sear of flame w rested - whate'er the holy flame has
burned can never more be hezled=no remedy will help.

v

4t that time the foe brought captives in ships from Jemusalem,200 lads;

200 maidens=-all of them=-pure=born offspring—wellborn--from hills Judean. The
dew of youth still reste upon their locks and Zion's heaven still pours from
their eyej their father, the stag of Israsel, their mother, the mind of the field.
Belittled in the eyes of the enemy who maltreated them and ¢9filed forever the
youthful songs of their lives were these Israelites. The foe still sought to
end their souls in desolation and to kill them with a death of prolonged hunger,
amd thirst. The enemy stripped them naked and sent them to that isla.d bare--
the youths to one part--the maidens to another, and he left them there. For the
evil foe saids=— Let them be divided that one burden of woe be twice as gresst.

Let one group not find or see the other until their souls dry up, their heartm
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uenched
dissolve and the light of their lives be e:muhd. And when only a step
separates the #wo groups and their hands are outstretched, one to greet the
other ,their faces shall suddenly bow down, their knees totter, and falling to
the sround, they shall die a death convulsive on an earth of iron and under

tal
m divine.

skies of bronze with no pity and no

Three daye they wulked upon th island desolate but they found no food, no
water; and mournful 8till they walked and spoke out not a word. Their eyes were
glued to burning sand; their heads bent under the flame of the sun-with rous of
flama che edges of the rocks smote them; the s:orpions of the rocks mocked at
their woe; for the Lord had cursed the island from of old and left it barren naked
rock which grew only stones and scorpions--not a blade of grass, nor a cubit of
shaie, nor a sign of life, but only the silence of drought and scorching flames
were around and about. Their eyes grew--watching barrenness; their hearts fainted
within them, and their souls melted. The bdreath of their nostrils were threads
of fire and the breath of their troubles were the flame of iheir souls.

Alas! The echo of their footsteps diea beneath them in solitude aund where'sr
their shadow fell—it was consumed. Their will of life samk down, grew still; their
souls folded up in a corner dark; desire failed; power wes gone; the eye shut of its
own accord and no soul knew where he or she was going.

All were darkness in their midst; all, dumb. Then suddenly from the darkness
came the voice of a step firm, fixed-—like the marching of besting feet or like
the beating of a calm and peaceful heart. No one knew from whence it came or
whose step it was; for they heard that step from the bottom of their hearte--from
the midst of all, the sound went forth. They knew a strange soul entered within
them and the hearts of all were in his heart. They were drawn after the step of
this strange man but their eyes were still blinded. Their soul, joined unto his
heel, fall between the steps of hisfeet, but one youth took in strength and opened
his eye which set apart from all the youths, two youths alike in height and prowess.

The two towered abome, the other youths, but their eyes were opened wide. One
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ome youth, tender and bright-eyed, looked heavenward. He was as one who sought
the starg of his life. The. second, possessed fierce eyes; he looked downward as
one who seeks his soul's BRuin. Nc one could decide which of the two guided their
steps, whether, thq’;‘;ﬂ tender, brizht-eyed, or the fierce-eyed man.

on the third night, all purple and with stars, the laus came unto the river great
and olack as pitcn and shouted--futer! Water! They flew to the stream and gulpedj
then stretched there on the lipp of the river to rest. Suddenly twoe youths cried,
"Uzllow, Lallow™. They rushed to the mallow anu licked it; then returned to stretch
out on the 1lip of the river. They knew not they had drunk from the Rivers of Ruin
and trat their food was the Root of Satan. Only one, the youth , tender, bright-
eyed, drank not from the river nor ate of the mallow. He alone lay on a ledge of
the rock and dipped his eyes into the blues of heaven. iis ears were tuned to the
song of his soul and his look penetrated into the abyss of Night.

Suddenly the Man of Awe, angry=-browed, rose, approached the congregation of
youths and said;

My brethren, surely you've not forgotten the song of Hate and Shame. The
youths were still and answered not a.word for they were ashamed to confess that
they ever knew that song. But one youth, golden-locked took courage and lied and
said with tongue deceitful: Hast the young lion forgotten his roar=--or--
An arrow burning from the eyes of the strange man killed the lie of the boy while
it was still on his lips. The strange man snarled angrily:-

" The young lion has become a desert dog.”

The youth reddened, cast down his eyes unto his feet and his fingers played with
& pebble. But the night hid him and no man knew him in his humiliation.

The strange man sat on the lip of the river; nis dark eyes were l~st in their
cavernous depths. The youths wer: silent and restrained their spirits, for a
divine fear fekl upon them and tceir hearts srembled with secret terrory their
esars cleaved unto silence, as & thirsty man in the desert puts his ear to the
dumd rock, hoping to find a bubbling stream hiduen in the heart of the rock.

Came fromthes Strage man Tohaunil, +o husoal, 1o sinyet/
In' truth, at that moment a soft melody like a still small voice rouﬁ..nd'\lang
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and his voice was low, low. Mysteriously, hidden and soft ss night itself came
the song concealing he:rts with its wond-land calmj and no mne knew whether from
a cave of darkness in the soul of the strange man this son; came forth like a black
Qﬁf‘*l‘ ard slid into the water, and or whether the eyes of the strange man had druen f
it from the depths of the River and to his soul, h:d taken it.

Let's sing of Ruin's depths deep, black~-

a.d Death's riddle let's pugzzle out-—

the woe and cry of a 1 the world

have sunk like stones within their depths.

‘here is Rescue, she worships St:urs

and plays the whore with all their gods

adnrped with timbrels she whirds on -

the top of rocks before the stars.
The youths sat silently and listened, their faces were lost on the River. The
Abyss of Ruin whi-pered Terror to them and the golden stars hagzled with them
from the bla:k depths. The youth concealed lifted a small stone from the bank
of the river end cast it into the water. T.e heart of the river shook, its face
wrinkled and winced; the golden stars darted aboit like small fiery serpents,
squirming a:d scattering §hither and thither in haste and trembling to and fro.
The hea t8 of all the youths shook and trembled exceedingly witho it knowing of fov
the what or why. A black fire svarkied in the eyes of the Strange many It was
the Devil's flame; his voice sudde:ly changed, and grew stronger with a trembling
rages

From Ruin's Depth rose up a song

of havoc black as yo.r heart's flames -

17t 'it mongst nations; scatter-with

god's wrath; its coals scrape on all heads.

Your song will fling havoc and woe

On all their persecution sad
round the four cubits of each man,

Your shadow--whenthe gardien rose X ,.'k_

shall pass o ergwill ve b 2 Year laughion Doy gall+
your eye that greets a stone god, sculpted, crel
shall break to bits like potter.. 7\ W"""JM-*WFMW

ol-
The bright-eyed boy who stood on all the time alone, resting on a cleft of the d

rock seeking his star on high, mpproached with joy the youths who were in the rear.

His syes, like theiro"eri wedded to the heavens; he asked beseechinglyi;=

Pace 25

-




T

The song of consolation and the laster day, do you know?
But the youth heard mot his request; tiey stirred aot .or l1ifted their eyes
from the river; for the song of the Strange man swallowed the souls of them all.
They sa: on the 1lip of the stream, silent, dumb; their forms were like black
monuments upon their own graves. Only the yellow-locked youth perplexed, who
sat and played with the pebbles of the stream alone in silence, hastened, also,
to reply again. He took coursge and answered with a cunning tongue.

Have you forgotten the yearning cry of the Zazelle OTesecsscscscsssans
The youth finished xnot his lie; his heart could not conmtain it, for two blazing
eyes rested upon him. He put his small finger between his lips and the g'm
of his cheeks burst witth a laugh of shame. He felt like a simple boy wao had
lied and been caught. The bright-eyed boy laughed aleo a laugh of pardon, but he
was exceedingly grieved in spirit. He went and stood in his place; his eyes hung
uown between stars as before.

The s 'ng of the Strange man on the lip of the river grev increasingly strong
and roared and raged. Into the lasning of its waves, alll the youths were draggedj
and they, too, roared like whedps. Whenever they roared, so roared the waves of
Hate stronger than Death in their hearts,-—waves passing over them, intoxicating
them, screwing up their faces, and kindling bdlack flamee in their eyes. The murky
river shook unto its very depth hither and thither from lip to lip as a child rocks
in a cradle. wWhenever it shook, serpents of fire from stars of gold in the abyss
swarmed forth and multiplied.

Did the 2-ng of wrath, the burning flames

pierce the night of sin

with blood of youth and old and holy scrolls

of Carthage-fame Went in the din:
At that moment the yellow-haired youth jumped to his feet, his hand pointed to the
head of the rock, precipitous, on the bank of the opposite shore. He cried aloud:
Lokl Look! Behold! The youtns lifted their eyes and their hearts melted. From

the top of the rocks opposite, beyond the cliff and inwards came tripping and dancing
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down, like a society of swift angels, a straight row of maidens, white, soft, tencer, il
and wondrously wrought. 1In & straizht row they came with upricht feet and hands ’ ’
stretched heavenward, caught on the reys of the moon; their eyes shut as if moon- {
sicke Crowus of thorns on their heads and on their faces ingrained, pains of the * !.
Messiah. Beneath the covering of their eye-l1ids slept peace-everlasting and on the
threshold of their lips slumbered a bright smile.

The youths looked, trembled exceedingly and their hearts died; for they naw
the maidens and lo! they were approaching with closed eyes unto the lips of the
cliff stretched out like a steep wall and shedding darkness on the river. Auother
moment and only & step would divide them from one open abyss below. All hastened
from their places, clapved their hands, and cried out with a loud voice but the
maidens seemed tQ neither:‘hoar nor see. They continued to come forward in a
straight line with a foot n.pfright and swift and with their eyes closed. Lol The
last step! A long siring of eyes suddenly opened, twinkled like stars for a
moment and then went out--the maidens flew down like a flock of white storks into
the black waters.

The youth lezped with n'tmbling cry to wrestle with the waves; thelr locks
stood up like the %of t{m': and their hands pierced tnru into the womb of the
deep; wave-breaking and swim.ing, piercing and cutting, they rushed to the o0.posite
bank. Lo! Their heads were swallowed by the weighty shadows of the rock. Lol Thedir

they were in the midst of the stream. The river's belly roared and wailed and Imew

no peacé. A breaker great and black rose like a mountain of fear fsom tha womb of

~fenr from the womb of the depths and fell behind the impudent youths. But the

impudent ones dared and climbed the crest of the wave; the wav.s grew still and
restrained. A wall of water stood and in its midst lurked violent thoughts—-the |

youths climbed and pierced, climbed and rose until they mounted on its orest. And
Lo! the cry of the youths rose beyond the breaker. There suddenly the mountain was cut

beneath, split in half and it became a valley nf the shadow of death. The youths

sud%"tho slope of the open abyss.
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There in sheel below, their heads struck the heads of the maidens who were

floating toward them. Heavy silence ensued; Abundant silence of Destruction
crouched suddenly on the river. The vulley closed over the impudent ones and
on the face of the river black and vast, there suddenly passed softly a form heavy
and great and black, something that came in silence behind the bo.ies wave=dragged. ';;
7as it & black barge or a floating bier? The youth tender = nd bright-eyed who was
left alone apart from the youths near the cleft of the rock, suddenly gazed to the
ground, buried his face in his hands and wept, wept, wept.

vi

Then the youth rose full-length from kneeling, he lifted his eyes heavenward
as was his wont, and he saw and Lo! there on the heights of the rock opposite,
insocent and pure as an angel, modest and humble--a maiden stood before him fair—
fleshed and bright-eyed. Her eyes gazed straight ahead and over her head shone
the morning star.

The heart of the youth paunded. He lowered his eyes to the ground in modesty
for the first time in his life. His glance fell upon the river and rc¢sted on the
shadow of the maiden mirrored there with the morning star. It was the first time
the youth had looked that Night into the abyss of RBuin., Suddenly the youth stopped
and bowed his knees before the form in the water. His eyes were fastened to the
abyes in the pain of love, .nd his lips spoke with longing desires. O my sister :#:
thou she? The you.q blushed; he could not speak another word, for the tumult of his

beart had overpowered him and his soul was lest within itself. But after a moment

he arose, and opened his dnp—so:"tgd, dreamy eyes; his soul was mortally wounded by
the wound of love and a stream of blood flowed in ites depthe. The youth closed his
eyes in the pain of his heart, faithful and great and the murmur of strange things, I
the thou-ht of pain hidden and concealed, like the Wﬁadhmg spring beneath
a closk of grass at eventide, flowed from his mouth in a stream of prayer saying:=
Are you my only one, the lamp of my 1ife and the angel of my heart from of old
unto this day, who appezrest now unto me from the summit of the rocks on the island
Feee 28 »
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of destruction under the wings of the dawn and the morning star. And I=-with

s thousand voices, my soul has cried unto thee from the depths of my life all
these days and in myriad paths hid and crooked , my soul has fled from thee unto
thee. In the dawn of my youth my eye then saw thy beauty and desired in the
secret nights and dewns thy treasured light. Between the hille of Samaria, under
the grapevines, my mother gave me birth.

My cradle was made of cut reeds and willows. The song of my nurse was the
voice ' f a bird. Tall corns stalks and fields of offering blessed my youth; euljunu/
forest groves and cyprus oranches hid me in their secrecy. I loved the nod of
earth, the God of mountains and vallies. I feared the God of heaven. Yet toward
dawn, toward dawn, whenthe horn of the first shepherd broke the stillmess of the
Night from the top ~f the hilll,lnd hely reverence concealed ani sweet, enveloped
mé, I stole alone from my cabin bed and ascended the joyful hill. My feét were
bathed in the dew of morn and my eyes were fixed cu the heavenly blue. I sam thy
glory in the morning star and thy divine essence in the brilliant modest atar;

You beckoned to me from on high with & silent love and made my heart tremble with
the tremdling of thy eyelids. Y loved all the heavens too, and the fullness
thereof for the sake of thee.

The youth continued to spesk with fainting breath. After that, 1 was orphaned
alone, My father died of wounds in war; the curse of god was in his bones; my mother
defiled herg heart with hands full of barley in a foreign land. I was left alone:
I traversed all the streams alone, betwixt mountaine. At night, I embraced Rock.
Foxes walked about me in the darkness and the raven made me shiver with ite wail.

1 tender, alone, meditated with nothing save a soul trembling like & bird and eyce
watchful wond'ring-—then you appeared to me--shining, bright 'twixt the darknese
of the Ni_ht. BEa ly you ceme uanto my stone-pillows and unto the Rock, my dwellinge
“t dawn from the mountain-top you appeared unto me and you csused me to seek mercy
in the ray of thy Deliveraace; with the care of a Mother, thy golden eye watched

o'er me. You taught my heart the woe of secrecy the paine of silence and the

&
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chastisements of love.....My eyes, also, would look for thee as a vigil from
the momntains of affliction and at Night I would watch and lcok, as a weaned
child for its mother. During one of those days an old man from Judah wand'ring
slong the hills with the dawn found me. The man was clothed in a mantle hairy
end he walked gloomily and sullenly. 4 Nazirite, he, & holy man of God and
fearful of glory=-his appearance was as the appearance of a cloud of glory or
like mﬁfrnst before dawn. n me, the old zan took pity, brought me into the
secrecy of his tent and in the shadow of his white beard, he tremblingly protected
me. Of his ways, he taught me, he made me serve his gods. He severed ny soul
from all bodily delight and taught me to look heavenwards. 4ll the blossoms of
my youth he cut one by one and brought them to nis gods. To heavens he sanctified
my chief desires. 'y days, like his life, were faste; .y nigants, like nis ni. . ts,
prayers. a8 & olossom, winter; so feered I exceedingly the face of the old man,
My face grew thin; my forehead, pale from day to day. My hair grew into locks but
in my heart a forest green of dreams grew fast. I felt lost in the thick darkness
of that forest like a hunted stag among the cedars of Lebanon. Then it came to
pass that the forest in my heart was changed, it became an orchard and all the
blossoms thereof, with their choice fruit, were dipped in the glow of the sun and
beholdl. yon like a daughter of Cod, embroidered in lizht, dawn-clothed, walked to
and fro among the beds of spices, with laughter on thy lips which msde the blossoms
thrive, I, like a quiv'ring dove of love, cooing, perched on thy shoulder white,.
In those days I was still pure, bumble modest: my soul was pure within me like a
dew-drop in a lily's throat: my heart was as clear as a drop from the waters of
Shiloah on the lip of orystal glass.

The powder of a woman cleaved not to my cloak and her fragrance knew not;
but & thousand wells of life sprang up in my heart. iy soul yearned for love
mltltudirgu. Thy form blossomed bafore me in my dreams. Then suddenly, there

rose from my soul the form of a maiden, a daughter of God; T knew aot whan or how
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her form was wrought into my soul. Lol It seemed as if thy staff divine mas

in my heart from of old and forevermcre; or that in days gone by, ia ome of

the stars or in a dream of old, [ came to thse and you called me by name. Tay
remembrance was carved before my eyes with a firec of love. The fragrance of

thy pleasantness mingled with the secrets of thy distant youth. I brought back
to mind; and from its silent dreams, I heard thy voice divine, with echoes divine.
7hen I walked by day, with eyes cast heavenwards, I groped for thy shadow round=-
about a8 if blind and in the restlessness of Night T sought thee on my couch.

The aged man would rise at night to greet the dawn; he'd stand before the
window facing Bast, his eyes were fastened on high and his lips sang out with
the morning stars a holy prayer to the Creator. I, at that time, lay nsar on my
bed in the dark; my whole being burned w.th the fire of love and oozed with the
juice of hidden desires. My soul hoped and quivered as a fatted lamb betwixt the
teeth ~f a hungry lion. I wept, gnashed my teeth and whispered with trembling
desire a prayer of sacrifice to the God of my life. The prayer of the old man came
unto me as a pure spring in a troubled sea. Very little in my own eyes, I was
sorely vexed. Rash vows I made in the darkness of my soul. The old mn I feared
lest he might find my soul polluted and burn it with his eyes of glowing coals.

I dared not 1ift my eyes heavenward any more, but lowered them in the abyss of the
darkness of my soul. Like a worm' on a rainy day I burrowed.

But yod the pure, modest, the merciful one watched o'er me and did not hate
mé in my woe. From above, thwu'. the lattice, gou looked in at me in bed and poured
light upon me. Your brilliance as in days of old purified me; and the glory from
the I:E:;;f of thy rays upon my heart shook white as smow. Then I went forth unto
the river to purify myself before heaven with .‘5.‘&33 of the dawn and to give
my soul entirely to God. An abundsnce of joyful holiness returned to me the
winds of the dawn from all the hills and I was as one who goes to greet the Holy
of Folies. The power of the Lord filled me; my heart was rﬁ!. my spirit, u.pright;
my soul, a joyful shouting. I knew not myself. }y eyes unto heaven I widened,

lifted my head and walked down unto the river. Suddenly, lol the sound of the
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water and moving waves washed o'er me like a stream of cryst.ls and swept o'er |
my ear like the sound of m I looked and was struck dugb. There in the
river opposite I beheld a maid washing and the fairness of her glistening flesh
guite intoxicated me.

I almost leapt upon her as a leepard; but the form of t.e Nazirite, the old
man, glittered before me; I strangled my desire with the fury of & lion. Hiding . |
~ in the cleft of the rock I stole glances of her fair body. My eyes consumed her |
naked white flesh; my soul tremblingly fondled her virzin breasts. I grit my teeth |
raised my fist and kncw not whether to look at heaven that tempted me or unto Satan i
who haggled with me. A fist of wrath, like a hammer, I raised, an the cleft of the

rock and dashed it to bite. Iy feet ground the gravel beneath them. When my

intoxication had passed o'er, the darkness of fear poured over mey and I fesrea
myself grecatly. The abyss of Ruin I feared, for I saw my 15ma%y soul Lod , black
a:d white, :w of black and white. Ly heart I saw lo! had the hole of an
adder and an eagle's nest. Is that why my soul thirsts to greet the sea and my
heart yearns for twilight? 7T sat there on the lips of the desolate river--my

£yes were on the water, my head was bowed under the weishty of ites gloom. T was

&8 one who sat at the crossroads of a curse and a blessing. Suddenly, I sas my
many long and heavy locks hanging and sheduing dark upon me jike a curtain of black
serpents plotting evil for my soul from the bed of the river. I leaped up and

consecrated my locks to heaven. The cliff bowed. In the fear of my heart I revealed

my secret to the old men; he blessed me with his glance and sent me at dswa %o
Jerusalem. Into the gates of God T brought in my hand sacrifice and meal-offering.
I saw the Temple. The glory of the, His youths and His priests and the Tumult of
dis courts I saw, but my spirit arose not in me. I cut off my locks, consecrated , |
uvon the blood of my sacrifice. 1 cast my locks before the fire of the sanctuary

and in a flash,my locks rose in sacrificial flames heavenward. The glory of my

- &
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A wave black as altar-smoke, Like the enmity of death, suddenly leaped forth
3 troor ke o/ lionm .

from my soul and cowered my eyes. 1 3ut at that
moment there apyeared unto me a company of Levites. & sea of song swept o'er
me. The blare of trumpets and the sound of harps drowned out my youthful roar.
¥y heart was led astepy and lost by the sound of the sound of timbrels and casta=-
nets. Powerless, I lay prostrate before the revered priest, linen garbed. “y
head I concealed in the fold of his gurment and between the bells and the pomp-
egranite I wept, confessed and wept again. 4s T came forth from the sacred court
1 saw one small lock of my locks saved from the fireg beside the sanctusry near
tne ashes. My lock I stole, emblem of my vow, from the table of the Lord. Hiding
it in my bosom, I fled. As & seal on my heart, as a charm about my neck, I hunz
it. When my hair began to grow again, 1 took, kissed and c%ﬁttlh';n to the wind and
returned the theft to heavenward.

Now! See! Lo! The heavens have mocked me =21 enveloped me in a cwuel lie;
my youth, all, they took from me and save nothing as & ransom. Humble as a slave T
lifted my eyes to them always. In silence, like a dog, I've asked for my portion
end without a cry I have hoped for a token of my fate; but the Heavens, sileat in
their arrogance, ate up my youth in righteous deceit. Lol Again I am alone ony &
desert island, 'y Springtime, appressed, departs from me sad and tired, without
the blessing of parting; yet I still pursue and yearn to clutch it 1like a boy
licking and kissing its feet, seising the hem of its garment-—quivering, crying:=

Don't leave me.
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Then suddenly you appesred unto me, my prop, and queen of my soul.
nold, you stand before me in the fullness of your beauty. In your

ignt hand the wanu of happiness and on thy forehe.d the crown of sal=

vation. a8 soon as I beheld thee, all my jailed desires sudienly rushed
forth, like snakes, from thneir holes, their bodies half erect; trembling,
famished and thirsty, they rushed toward thee, thee elo..e, with a strange
rebellious fire in their eyes. Lo! The fullness of my heavens of silver
and gold I'11 give thee for one handful of thy love, for oue touch of the
tip of thy wand. For what av:il is thy heaven's now, since you've forsaken
them for my sake, and since thy charm has left them? For lo! The columans
of the dawn have been shattered, and the temple of the lord des.royed, and
his throne broken to bits, and the gate of the Lord, has become as a gate
of .ungheaps; But I've grown powerful and strong and ha.ndaomo:, the pride
about my neck is n -t broken, and the roar of the lion ie in my heart, and
you are with me, Order me! and I'll cast away my locks, and crumble the
heavens, quivering above my head, like stubblel. Say the word! And I'll
plinge my life into this abyss of Ruin; 'ﬂL I cast down my eyes upoy‘by
form therein, so will I never again lift them heavenward. Take me, have
mercy upon me, lift me up, Oh , my sidter! lo, I'm in thy hands. Iut me
as a seal upon thy heart; as a stool unto thy feets As a aog I'll crouch
near the folds of thy garment, and watch for a blink of thine eye, anc the
beckoning of thy finger, or like a soung lion I'll leap upon thee, and drag
thee away to a jungle haunt., The youth suddenly restrained himself and his
voice spoke out beseechingly, "Or heavens new 1'll make for thee! Ik
Thee, I'll envelope with new sky end new light. Thee I'll set as a sun in
tie wheel of my life, and thy remembrance I*ll weave into the soug of my
soul. Crowns made of prayér I*'1]1 bind to thy head, aund with blossoms white
I'1l pave the way of thy feet. I'll hover o'er thy throne like an eagle of
fire, aud I'11 cause a flame from my wing to fall on thee. To heights un-

caarted T'11 nﬁ‘w BkEngs Bnd Wit QSRS Wank S, 523 F 207 RAL.
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He
reach. The eyes o youth opened,in them wrestled orilliance and fire; his

fists trembled and he cried out in anguish of soul, and in his great pzin:
Firel Firel Firel And from the sumit of the clife opposite the river an
echo replied: ‘'Fire, fire.' The river of Ruin shook into a mad <lare and
all the isla.d became a roaring fire. After the roar--great silence, = the
silence of d.wn cume on. The head of the boy dropped listlessly upon his
breast; his eyes were fastened to the aepths nf the river. Tn silence he
wondered about the secret of Ruin; then he measured its depsh wita his eyes.
sll was stillg in the darimess around him;-all cecame sileace in the durk-
ness of his heart; and the black wing of mourning spread over his head; and

the woe of his thoushts=-ra.ines of the deep. _ut in the bosom of the

heavens, ebove and opposite the hesu ~f the boy, one eye looked kindly oz

hii, er eye of vast gold shining, heeding. Wae it not the eye of the star

of dawn? The morning star stood high, and whispered from afar the blessing

of God over the head of the boy; it leaned and beckoned unto him=-but he knew

it not. Suddenly the boy awoke; and withdrawing nis eyes from the abyss of

ruin, he dipped them into the v ult of the heavens; it was as if Le were weighing
them in the balance of nis eyes; saying unto himself: Heavens or Ruin? The

bath of he-venly blue cleansed his eyeg-their sparkle returned; and taey becume

as bright and modest as before; but he knew not fhat the flame had licked them.
The peace of dawn came into t.e heart of the boy—-like balm poured o'sr the wound
of his soul; and his soul subdued, rested. When his eyes returned to the heaa of
cliff, he looked; and Lo! there on the rim of the world beyond the cliff--a
lonely cloud, small, huig hovering o'er. The cloud was bright with silvery wings,
and the form of a hand stretched forth from under its wing and stretched towards
the morning star. Was it the f~rm of an angel or the form of & maiden? His eyes
stretched fortn to the morning st.r, and his soul was seized between its rays.

Lo, it was a beauteous light and the purity of its luster stood in its hriuilnol'

and clarity as in days of old; its lamp had not been quenched; nor its flame put

out. At dawn, at dawn, when str.nge men, great lonely men and orjhans of the world

s
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come frth to wonder in solitude among the misty clouds and to trudge the
first paths on the summit of the mountainy thare, tco, alone & i secretive
like them, the morning star goes forth'.& greet§ them, with its modest
1ight: and its everlasting blessing in the one hint of its eyelid is "=e
pure, be pure, be pure;" it gathered all sheir nouls‘ gethered there unto
oue point of glory unto the epex of the dawn, ,"soul-longing. unbearatcle,
seized the youth; and a love of god stronger than death swept o'er his heart
with the waves of its longing, and he drank the heavenly blue with his eyes
unto intoxication. He stretched out full lencth, and 1ifting his hand cried
out, "0 God! Even the fire in my bosom I consecrate to the heavensy=-In the
eyes of the boy a great light sparkled, after he had tsken his sacred ocath.
He saw the morning star, and lo, the morning star glittered upon him; and its
light made him rejoice; it was exalted by t!ie blessing of God, newly made. He
believed and trusted in his star. He knew that God called him and he answered
with the fire of his heart, and that God had summoued him to & task on that
island,~-but he knew not what the task was. He arose; and stzrtiug from his
place walked straight to the lip of the river to meet with trusting heart, that
w:@ich wa: in store for himg o{!’m noise of tne fire sounded in his ears; and
ruddy bands of dawn shown in his eyes. The image of the maiden upon the waters)
and the bright cloud, in the sky-—they too, moved from their places aud wep*
before him. The youth 'marveled nnt at the wonder, for a wonder gre.ter than this
entered the dwelling ofhis heart as he went silently to greet the star cof dawn.
vii

#hen the youth had gone someway he looked) and behold, he had come upon the
ip of the river which grew higher and higher until it was as tall as the cliff
pposite; then, the two cliffs seemed tn come closer to each nther until the
tream between them wae shut in darkness; they seemed like two enemies who conspired
ainst Ruin; and sought, by trickery, to trap it between their steep sides, and

o choke it there in the darkness. The youth looked calmky into the mouth of the

- 5
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abyes, &od he asked in his heart whether a man who went down into the vulley of
the shadow of death could ever ascend alive. The youth did not check up his step; | I
ne hastened to mscend. He continued tr g0 up along the top of the ledge. The
cloud in the heavins and the shadow on the water went ever on before him. Sudden- [l
ly, the bright cloud stood still at rest o'er the height of the world on a tooth
of a rock; The youth looked into the distance and saw lo, a kind of gray aud
bla 'k peak looming up there in the mist of the duwn. The peak lofty and steep,
rested on the shoulders of the cliff; b low it, flowed the river of Ruing, a3 Jn
the head of the peak a small light flickered; the heart of tae boy smelled the
sacred incense from afar and his spirit beat wild. Lol the treasured lamp of
God flickered among the clouds of the waste and trembled from the summits of
tne cliffs. The light flickered and trembled asd hinted to him as if to ask for
redemption. Who kindled that lamp on the peak of the rock, and who was innocent
end pure enough to merit lighting it? Indeed was this the task that cod had
appointed for him on this island; the wondrous joy of a God uithontjf»:my of
delight flowed like a mighty stream into tha soul of the youtnf He rejoiced iw wite/
thg trembling hope and faibh. Hies feet flew lightly, and his steps tripped o'er
the earth as he went forth to greet N}, the lamp of God.

The noise of the flame tingled in his ears and in his heart the blessing of
the dawn beat, The spark of the flame grew ev r brighter in his eyes; Lol his
eye was like a small tongue of flame dancing with love before its sister the
morning light. Lo, it was like a hair-braid of flame aud its eye was like the

flame ot‘*xicl which he saw on theday of his consecration, ut%?ao youth recog=-

nized the holy flame, and the eagle in the nest of his heart awoke, and flew
through his mouth with & cry on high, and shouted: "The fire of Ggod, the fire {
of God." The youth forgot Shbel beneath aad leaping to the hesd of ths rock, 3
he “lew to the sacred flamé and waved it heavenwards. He stood on high, exalted

in the prie of youth and in the glory of his locks. He raised upright his

crowned head, The torch of rescue burned in his hands’, the br:lgﬂt clouds wing

sheltered his head, and the star of dawn blessed his strength. Ad a great
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shout of joy rested on the lips of the youthe But at that moment there doiiscik i

|
unto him &g in the form of the maiden from the abyss of Ruin; and lo, it was she; !
she and all her glorious delight. In the fullness of her glory she ap eared; with |
s diadem of her glory on her brow; her eyelids lonked straight towaris him; and |
sne cast her passion into the depth of his soul. In silence she drew up to him
on high; and in silence she drew him down to her to Sheol; and her hands were
stretched out towurds him; stretched out to take and to give. Her look had love
of death and moments were accounted as eternity to her. The youth grasped the
torch »f holiness to his heart and closing his syes in fear cried out, "Heaven-—
Ruin you are! He feil from the heiud of the rock into the armes spread out dh the
apyss of iu.in. The lamps of God went out oﬂ_high; heavens grew pale; they looked
mournful and naked like the heaveily fields after fWR harvest. .ind there in the
cnrpner of the field cast away like a versel without use lay the sickle moon; a
right cloud trembled and melted into air, the morming star quivered aud faded out.
e lion of the d:wn haa awakened in her den a:;d strode with royal stirength ou
the edge of the firmament. Crowned with her goldeu mane she roared and scattered
r golden light unto the uttermost hills.
The waters vomited mp the youth on a very distunt land; a strange land, =
and of exile. ..e wandered thr-u h all the provinces aud came amongst the sons
f exiles. 4@ past among them like an ancient legend, or like a vision of the
uture; amongst them he was strange;=——a puzzle to them all.

viii

The waters vomited the youth unto a very distunt shore unto a strauge land,

land of exile. He roamed thru all the provinces aud came among fellow-exiles.
he passed amongst them like an ancient legend like a dream-to-come. He was !

stranger and man of mystery unto all of them. He g.-ed at heaven and lol they

Poreagn «
ere strange to him, and he looked to earth and lo! it was b And he

11-m"uih.‘l.u eyes to look before him unto the ends of the world even as the form

him
f the maiden had looked uprn that dawn,

“hat had he seen Q, that dawn?
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The youth wandered on the ezrth as an outcast star i. the expanse of the world=
and he went naked barefoot-a.d straio nt ahead looked his eye. He had nothing

save a flace in the depths of his heart and the quivering lightg of dawn in the

depth: of his eyes.

W¥hen had the fire creeped down into his heart? |
For lol Tie heart of the youth has been thoroughly smelted in a three-foid
furnace and a great threc-fold flame burnt in it. ‘7as this not tue fire of
tod and the fire of Satan and more mi. hty than both--the flame of love=-. Il
and he %2"-'5'9 that fire unto the four corners of the world and he kindled hearts
with the breath of his -nu.th; in eye~closing-light, he kindled lamps.

and unto his exiled brethren he went and saw them in t.eir low spirit and their

affliction. He felt all tieir pains and cried their cries, and one heard in their
cry the moan of heaven and Sheol}-the zeal of “od a.d the whirlwind of wrathe=

the groan of a soul dying in the pains of love that caie n %,aud tue sigh of the
workd on the night of Ruin. And the youth was still in his pain, and his cry was

still, but there was no scrrow like the sorrow of the youth; no pain like his

pein, still thouch he was.
and no man cruld st:nd before his steady g-ze. Somé would czuse their eyes
o flee heavenward pefore the glance of the youth; others would hide their guse
in earths Aud the youth would gaze in silence at such people until taey had gone
ar--a.d he would pity them with a great pity. And the men of anger a 4 hate also

t the youthmo-n-u—m-im. ind the men of anger and hate

rembled before his glance and departed in haste and darkened their foreheads and

heir brows and looked to the ground. They put their hands upod their hearts as
£ to conceal some hidden treasuse from the eyaes of the youth--this person o f :
stery.

But the man of mystery saw into their hearts snd went intoc their souls as if

entered a city smitten. There he found all their hidden ills and the strugzles

their hearts were his strugcles and seven-fold he suffered all their affliction.

d if his eye found a heart peaceful aml trustdng, his eye would plerce that
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that heart so that it would be sick unto death ,m rest would flee from it
forever more and that pesceful man would never more know the sleep of peace at

night. And many came and bowed their heads in silence benesth his blessing

and his curse and they sought rebuke and prayer from his lipseand from his
eyes--mercy and hape. A sea of pity moaned in the heart of the youth, and its
consolations fell like morning dew upon the stricken hearts. He gazed upon them
with mercy, and his eyelids were the eyelide of the dawn. Also the mighty rays
of the sun, the youth bore in his heart and the thoughts of the might with their !

secrets, but his eyes thirsted only for the dawn. The light of dawn became a ')

seal upon his heart, the ruddy streaks ofday-break the song of his iife. And in
the great affliction of his heart, dreams great and painful found and met him like
the waves of the sea.

4nd the youth would go forth at dawn outside the city and rest there beneath a
tamarisk on the lip of the sleeping river. He would 1ift up his eyes unto the
morning star and seek its shadow in the waters of the river. He would shut his
ey 8 and peer into the abyss of his soul for a long time; He would be still,

like the world, in his great woe, his grezt woe, alone. And the young mournful
eyed angel witR the pure white w ngs, above one morning star, would 1ift the cup

of silent woe and drop ffom it tear after tear in the quiet of the dawn.
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Iwixt th: Tieris snd the Purhretie:
on the mountain rcse a pedm tree-

in the palm where the branches fo.d
nested a canary of eold.

O bird of gcld! Haste, be not lete.
gc-seex for me my long-sourht mete.
Ac soon es you behold his fsce

tind hin and bring him to his plece =
but if you have no sesrlet threed.
serd greetings to my groem inste=zd.
Wzt shall you sey” Just tell ry dove-
my soul goes forth to him, my love!

'ell him the gsrder flourishine

is clcsed to ev'ry mortal thing-
there--s nompegrandte eold blooms
but no hand to bless it now looms..

Tell him too, thet upcn my bed

at nieht I ar f.?ﬁ'mt. teers wed-

from underneath!my flesh of white

my plllow is burnt ev'ry night.

If he believe, tell him t-e rest

All is prepred in my ho e chest-
liren and silk--in my sttire

shirts twenty needle —wrought--my sire :
£ ft plumege I heve guerded

plucked by my mother's hend when streng,
Precious sleep from her eves she drew
tc make my litter=cushion, too.

I. its refuge, needled with gold

my bridel veil waits as if old -

©y threefo.d dowry I've arranged

#why is my groom from me estr:nged?

(Iood. victuels mucherare I1'1l buy=-

Yhen sang the bird upon the sky:-
"Toaight I'll fly untoc thy love

thy secret I'll tell tc thy dove-

ind I'11l s<nd him greetings from thy heart
thy form,of his dreams I'll meke pert="
Suddenly he'll lesp from his sleep-
riding on a broomstick, he'll leep.

Fe '11 come end sey: Here love am I
life's joy--the epple of my eye

ycu are , I&Mt a dowry of gold--

I'11 wed you--our love csn' t grow old.=

Wh=t means ycur weslbh or poverty
whv all this linen, silk for me?
Thy worth, r:re silk-thy breast repose =
thou ert my treasure free from woes.
I have a dowry greet, in truth-
ry reven locks end fiery youth-
thess two ar- thine-then with fcot fleet
c me , grest, thy lover,my bride sweet-
- #-e 4hwn +ha nicht twixt he ps

1.
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of clouds--the bird races eand leeps
the bird rose up thru heaven s wide-
its proplecy did nct abide-=-

Both mornine, ncon and ev'ning toc,
mv eyes watch clouds upon the blue-
clouds snowy shite--but :-till my love-
my hesrts cho:zen is not sbove-
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leeping o'er peaks, mountain pesks, clouds come and lightning : !
cleaves their eye. 1 hestorm rosrs, shouts, then quickly bursts m |
the desert trembling moves=--th= roc¥s quek- 'neath yaur feet, H
end you rise, stunned, blind &nd smitten end dumb-struck 4tes, ‘
from light to darkness plunged until the light and derk
ere dipped in black. You spread y-ur hands ‘o clouds. Your eyes
m—ﬁ-ﬁ, ery out fcr rein; but clouds of blessing pess-all go
-~ fust us they came; thsir thund'rous 1l ugh, they leeve, not rein? 3 il
4nd you'll stend barren, sadf, 'mongst desert thorns end stones. | .
4 lscst preyer on your lips shell fade like a cur:ce low — L
you'll ask desth for your souls; you 'll melt in your own feer, i
Call to ths clouds and lift y ur woes beycnd the sea.

Pare 45
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On a clifftop by this dead s=g

rising aloft an old fort lies —

suns from its wells the eye cun see

and turrets that pierce thru the skies,.

lajestic ships of =arth came there
on days when m-n did wer declsre,
than suns and ships spoke ocut their mind--

w22n they thundered end rgse unfurled
this see and the orld

trembled before the Lord divine.

The sea is dead==the cliff bereft

of fri-nds; the fort hes toppled down

juet w=ighty layers of ruined stones
surround the shettered wall elone~

§till hangine with its old fleg left~

its flag joined tc its shoulder worn-

the dsrk &s srreed to breekine roint

like shrcuds on those whe cen't greet dewne
On its crect a cloud hurled alone)

thera slumbers or without a moan

end all muse here in peace alone:

"T'e see is deasd--the ses is dead.”

Cf old in the hesart's see en irlend here
r-se up-they called it Hope--& w-ndrous ple-e
within, the cedar, cyrus green did reer-

on the cliff's hesd & light~house shone thru snrace.

Berne up by wings cof white the %cizzg shipe

t- the ligh*house cut thru the Spess apace)
brineing wi th them life'c joy thers for all lips—
pouring gladn=cs o'er hill and vale i/ru space,
€ihe silent lishth usé blessef them wit: cheer,

Fromn tte summit of the precipice near

a blessed sbode this istand wac for ships -

here dwelled the grace thet shcne on God's own lirs,

Ihe island died: s=ns cedar snd cyprus=-

in it the thistle with the hyssop blocmed=-

cn thke rock one thing stsyed-wi tness of wreck-
the Tower on t e summit of the cliff=-

Mlcre, it stood end when it gloved with lient
a secret hend lit the lemp stremnge within

its head, ac if when itd w he would shine-
¥2-t men mede the Light shine] Do tell me wiy?

Abaut the Desd ses ran 8 hundred miles,

& hundred miles asbout him wa: te held swey.

The boats no longer ¢ me tc its domain:-

one was blown off on weters long congealed =
enother lost its way ic the derk night-

and one found a gr-ve on the Cceen's flcer
d.ring e night when Temptests ruled t-e wrves-
and nc; man knew neither did man behold-

Of?'-" islsnd died end ell on it turned weste.
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Lonely, silent apert from all the world
there stocdgy its beac ngf shedding lieht on wa:te
and ell mused here in silence;wo =nd why?
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1 know, =t night like a star I'11 erow dim ‘

&t once, no st.r shell know my prave but my
wreth will still smoke after me, lik= tie nesk
of Peritzim after its fleme goes out.

Amone you- 11 the more shall live the duys .1
of Gilgel's ruge a d the wrath of ti- Deep.
£las! Would thet your desp traveil fa:rted-locked ‘
within the bosom of :is universe,

might irrigete the popler trees cof Cod
and trees of mine end stars sbove and fi=lds- ’
to bring you life, that you misht prow old and
be renewed with them, wither, bloom sgecin-- I,
without feme, form, witho.t a netive lend.

for eys, vour wrong snduring to the end

szns voice and words shell cry to heaven, hell-
end retsrd the redemption of the world.

it the Fnd when the sun of falsehood,=vain

deceit, shall rise o 'er the graves of your slsain,
a anner of felsehocd, red as your blood,

with impudence 'esinet Cod sha!l flee 'er o'er
your shrine. The seal of Cod upon the flag
engraved shall bore wut the eyzs of the sun.

he dence of the proud feot and fes-ival

of felsahc d shall meke your bones sacred cuake
within the erave., The licht of sky wil. sheke=-
then suddenly prow dim in your distresse-

your blood, suiltless, the sun wil.: turn tc stein-
Cain's mark will be unon the forehead of

the world; the merk of woe, on the shattered

seed of th: Lord. cter unto star wil. queke:
Sghold the fearful lie! [he grest travaill

/ne God of vengeence hurt et hesrt #ill rise

end roar and with his great -wo'd he'll o forth--

ortagd P

Call serp:nts! Let your wr.th pass to the end of eerth

for desert brought you were--i ined %o the nsked rocks.

he world's bereness, "ecd's silent curse-grips you sbout=
removed from esrthly fields, & mother's frasrcnt bresst

you have furgot; the view and smell of gr.ss after

the rein--the might of woods, too, end the sounds cf streams-
the shedow .f the tree of life elwags fresh, cool.

Your sc.l-tlosscm shall rot with its last fruit and stem,

When send will be your food end you'll lick flint from thirst-
your chants-the hiss .f snekes; your hopes highways cof wuste
Your peth shall hold n. thins to cuicken hesrt end eye

for there "od's hend cond-mned--there nis ill eve-e slit-
miscuides fleet cloids snd wings of wind from flut-'rine o'er.
vour lives will west2 in woe--all »il be naked, dry-

for vo r sculs vou'll sek desth amd cry wt from life's pein--
Call eseglas! Lift your cry untc tke heaven's heart,

For 1lo! The rain and wind seerched for your desert lend-

frem esrth pose remote besrers of rebirth-s herd

of clouds, rein filled and swift, foyoue to greet parched so ls,
Awaiting ttem, with re-irth from efar--rein filled

for per -hed and ye.rning sculs; a storm sleeps in their bressts

fiame dences on before; wrestling between hilltops
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Real witches twine, spin 'neath the moon
Glittering silver threads.

One cloak they weave for High Priests and=-
for keepers of swine heads.

'Twas summer eve, all left their home
to pace the garden, sit=-

Man yearned for passions great-nis wont=
small Wa¥¢ to commit.

Impatient man! Hope flees his e es
He lifts this chant of wee:=-

Quick, show, 0 modest stzrs, above,
and harlots, here, below)

Then a tune swift, mad, now awoke

the g rden quaking light=-

beiwixt the trees a veil trailed blaczk
an apron's end showed white.

Like procurers, the stars called, winked,
their eyes sought gold to own=-

a whorish wind pressed down the fields
of grass and highway stone.

From the stream's midst, from balconies
behind hedges about

came laughter-window shades pulled down=-
then candle-lights snuffed--out.

Alas] Flesh stinks, the drunkard wastes
wine love songs clutch him fast
mind~lost, he rolls in his own flesh
and vomits his repast.=--

Real witches twine spin 'neath the moon
glittering silver threads.

one cloak they weave for high Priests and
for keepers of suine heads.

4P
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The sun rises and sets each day
my eyes have yet to view

a little note tossed down to me
from firmaments of blue.

In Western nooks like camels leapcd
the clouds are piled again-
Wise men! are they now building worlds
or does Choas now reigh?

regn

No! Nought was built, hence nought is lost-—
at dusk my eye now sees

a monster scatt'ring ashes o'er

the whole world on the breeze.

Also, I see, your dime I've sought
and logt my dollar's worth ~
while medal standing behind,
sneers, laughingz, at my dearth.
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You're going from me=-go in peace
let only faver lamp thy patinr
for paaoenﬂqnml wheree'er you go- .
for me? Don't fret, I'm not alone--
The sun will still go up and set-
tae unfqgged stars divine still blink.
No=—I'm not bankrupt yet=—
my well of comfort still gives drink.
Of course, I'll miss you much=--yet still
I Have much left:= a world complete
the beauty of tne green of spring
of summer's end--gold, winter, white=-
my he.rt an oracle of dreams
still nests pain divine, woe restrained,
mhile an angel, purc, as you wure
still hovers o'er me us “od's love.
And trembling lisps a prayer restrained-
as mother's tears by Sabbath=lizhts
fall slowly in the sacred calm-
or as a quaking star on high
that eyes me, wondrous, in the dark
and strokes me with its golden wand-

I know

The nights of summer will still spread
their purple curtsin, gold-embossed

like swarthy flesh of Cushites fair--

and plesisant nights lamp-lighted, wa m
inlaid with black, dotted with stars;

and ple*s\fm'm with thougats
of sin, t s on night's breast.
Then, promptly, peace great, vast shall rise
an: quiv'ring want shall sweep the earth
a hest of stars, down-shaken, fast

shall rain, dissolved on earth, as when
prey is dropped near the Temple gat<.

And those lust-parched, consumed by want =
each one will go in hunger, thirst

to touch walls as if blind--clesp stone,
beat out the earth, crawl belly-wise

to pluck one golden shard, cne crumb

of his star cast to him by winds,

to find a scrap of joy oy love.

When yearning over-powers jou

and your mournful eye, tired, strays wild.
when hope bereft, you pace the dark

to seek your God and happiness=

1ift up, like me, your eyes, above,

and let your heart learn calm from sturse.

Behold! these stars and those are lost
as oft as night to heaven is =

Yet they're at ease with all their wealth
and feel no pain when they're destroyed
as if their gold had not been plucked.

Pegz 82
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I have a gurdeu axd = well

a bucket hangs witaiu its dell.

When my beloved comes to sleep=—-

she drinks clear water from the deep.

alas! the whole world is at rest

the apples, peurs sleep, too=-witii zest-——
my father and my motherg tae dear —

tut I and my heert leap with cheer.

0€S
The pail, like my heart.iu pell-mell,
gold drips down the mouth of the welle~
it drips anrd drips with crystals dumb--

my love Q085S COMEssara..v. iy LOVe dOES COME.ss.

In the garden quivered a mound--
Has my love gquiv'ring bird come 'round?
My loved one, hurry, my delight,
I'll be alone with you tonight.”

By the fountein we will sit calm
hexzd on shoulder: a.rm:%u arms
Riddles I will ask thee: why, why.
does the pitcher to the jug fly:

Why? Let my heart the secret reap-
does the bucket in silence sleep.
splash after splash-=-wi:hout a stop
from eve to eve-=drop after drop.

From whence comes woe that rents apart
like a worm boring--a man's heartl
Alast Have I spoken truly

that your own heart has fled from me.

My loved one answers thus to me=-—

" foes of deceit have wounded thee.
8nother about this time
we'll go toked, my fool sublime.

That bright June day will come, she said

to prur fine gold upon our head,

o'eﬁ‘hodgu thick, the rich fruit trees
ng - to bless us with the breeze.

0 brother, friend, lover and all
the great K:hal, man, straenger-calll
all instruments of song shall play
and fellow our friends all the day.

1. e

rern 587 v
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The marriage tent, you'll place right here
'"Pwixt well and garcen, do not fear——
There you'll place & ring o. my hand -

my polished smsll nail, understand.

There, I'll say: you are unto me
sacred unto eternity -

my foes shall tremble and behold-
from envy they shall turn to mold.
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The branches of the linden fair

stand bending o'er the lake's face there=-
all day the tree gaszing with care
thinks: how at the end will I fare.

The tree, fragrance from blossoms, throws=-
the summer comes and n'w it goes—
already the cold days draw nigh=-

where will the birds fly to on high?

In her chamber, before the glass
stands the whole day a pretty lass.

All day she looks at her form there
and thinks how, at length, will I fare?

She grows and blooms: her fragrance throws
the summer came aud now it goes—

days, she watches; nights she sighs-

when will a groom her lips surprise?
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To town has come a custom new

a linen dress and coloured gown

during the Sabbath "twixt the trees

Swa% kisses and ripe pears hang down,
town has come a custom new

brignht silken shoes with buckles rare -

about the neck of a sweet maid—

hang the forms of two young man.ralr.

To town & new custom has come

Last night, Hanuah; tomorrow, Pearl.
but Heskali? is my delight-

She'%s my only, only girl—-

Pare S8
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Not in the day nor i the 1isht
alone will I go on a hike. '

o'er dale amd hill wil]l I pnt fere
le=t the acecis be there-

For thet tree dces rere svorets tell {
e2d brings to light *th= future vell- .

I'11 esk the acio‘s tree. [
Jast who will my beloved be? 1

Whenc. will he come? Tr e, read my hend?
From lita north or from Folend?

n 8 ckariot will he ride
or with, staff, knapseek, tizet his bride;

Wret greetings will he oring to me-
brigkt strings of ceerls end crystsls fr e? |

d, lovely tres \
%ill hie form w»eer Aark-skin or light? y % ¥ ﬁu{m},\ﬂl b i
e widovor or babhelor bright? /J- - " i
(] ¥
& sl

I'11 =& to fether, ki1l me first, -
than setisfr ar old me~'s thirst, -

I'1]l kreel snd fell befrs his feet 1
but not an elder, I repeet-- |
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The tingling bell dies on the wind--the tingle dies away=--
the tingling bell in the winc's hand fades on the light of day—

Why do you hasten to go forth--for you my whole heart yearns —
I have not told you half the thoughts with which wy heart ys. buins,
nowt

Wnat woel! Before the time she set, from me she did depart
A word lingered upca my mouth: but my lips wo.ld not part.

For weeks yea! many moons I fashioned that word .n my heart.
ghe brought that word unto my mouth; yet my lips would nnt part. -

Then suddenly she said: ™A life of peace my precious own —
The whips did crack; the wheel creakeda loud aud I returned alone.

In & dust-oloud you raced and cistant to my cye you grew
Lo! Already you've reached the edge nf the grcen forest, tco.

And like t.e white wings o a stork flying wiae between the trees-
only the white wings of thy veil moved to and fro upon the breeze.

Already from tie forest road, _eyoud the leafy dell
ceme tinkling to my watchful ear, the voize nf the horee-bell.

“he tiaogling bell dies on the wind--the tingle dies away
the tinzling bell in the wind’!s hand fades on the light of day.

=
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No body knew just what she weas
from where she came or yearnglto go —
Yet when her person aid appear
the eye of ev'ry man did glow.

¥e kne» thzt from a distant land
from a province, remote, zfar- '
like & bird, she flew unto us ’
Scatt'ring her joy and laughter far.

With joyous giduiness she flew
Awafting hight and joy divine =
and all the people of the town
were bathed in her breath sweet ac wine.=-

All things to mortal eye con:ealed
that dwell in the forest of green

grew pregnant with her catching joy-
her tingling voice--her laugh unseen_

Whether the night had come to stay
or the heavensstill hung with blue-
all the youths of that lit-le town
pursued the lace that held her shoe.

Whether the sky still hung with blue

or whether night had come to stay—
Fierce discontent began to grow

*twi.t husband, wife both day and night.

The silent air strange magic spoke

the women darned socks busily

the town elders gazed up and down

and scratched their beards quite nervously.

Soth fathers, mothers filled with care
could not sleep nightly on their bed,
because t.eir sons-in-law strayed wild
in lanes that were to darkness wed.

One clezr day when the sun shone fortnh
the maiden chose to disappear

and no one knew where she did go

sor why she was no longer there.

Phe maiden flew, flew far as flies
the nightingale from a green tree. i
before a soul could lift a prayer.
before one sould move tremdlingly.

Parz fd-'
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The roguish laughter died away
the grove took on a mournful face.
no one sought out ite leafy shade
no one wanted to seek the place.

And then a day of whirlwind came
a second followed, then a third--
All eyes within the gates wept long
411 felt pain but spoke not a word.

At eventide the groom returned
at the time proper to his house
The bride forsaken--overjoyed=-
forgave her one and only spcuse.

The youthful Talmud scholars sat

and yawned beside their wives in peace -
all of them sought to be embraced.

all sought advice to gain release.

The merry laughter died away

from lanes that weye to darkness wed-
Fathers aud mothers bafished care

and slept nightly with care-free head.

No quarrel raged withim their homes
peace governed ev'ry nook and street ™
calm and tranguility held sway

within the town, the wonier sweet!
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and it shall be that days will be prolonged

with vanity--like all the days of earth, '
Today, tomerrow and the day beyond i)
shall give them one vision of days to be-= ‘
of 1litile joy=-much pain. And dread shall clas:

together man and beast. And man shall rise

at dawn tn walk unto the Ocean's 1ip. |
He'll gaze~lol! the waves have not fled-then yawn.

o1 th—rru moved not-then again o drrdas, e wl
P T e tored ot then again BOTTT yavisy Uay Miadivday, he ligo-

¥Whe stream has not fled back, he'll yawn again- [
On Orion, and Pleiades he' ll.g.sg - Bu“a “ledl'?"w

Both man, beast together in dread shall dwell Heiiagain kil youn
and burden-some upon their lives, the weight-

the hair of each man's heud shall stand from fright
and the cat's upper lip shall be all bald.

Then ancient longings will arise, give forth

a stink= like mngﬂ:n the trunks of trees

decayed; aind yea shall fill all holes, chinks
with rage chock-full of lice. And it shall be
when man returns at eventide to eak,

to dip his bread, herring in vinegar-

he'll pine~he’'ll drink the cup of drink, mud-like
luke~-warmethen pine, pine. !lle'll remove his shoe
and stocking in a cormer of the bed=

then pine again=-30th man, beast together

shall brood. On the tin-roof the cat will weil

and scratch. Then hunger will come rise and fail
the like ofwhich has not been seen.— -unger
messianic, = neither for bread .nor dreams.

At duwn, at dawn when the firet light shall gleam
each man from bed, from his tent's secrecy
opprcssed by wonder-lust, drecam-filled, soul-void,
shall rise with threads of sleep disturbed, still in
his eyes and night-horror within his bones.

The waiting cat with scratching paws still udigs

into his orain and cuts within his souk~

He'll hasten to tlie window pane to wipe

the vapor off-or to the threshold of

his tent he'll zo at dawn to move his hand

uprn and 1lift his eye, long troubled, eick

unte the little patia beyound, beinind

his plot--before the ash-heap's side facing

his house-He'll seek the Messiah; From 'neath (
a cloak a woman rises, snows herself |
with hair disheveled; her flesh--bruised§ stained,

her soul. Her dry breast she pulls from ibe mouth

of her infant:; she bends her ear and gives

attention close: Will not "Messiah come?”

Wwill not the bray of his donkey ascend?

The babe lifts up his head from its cradle amd—

the mouse peers from his hole. "Will not, will not

the Messiah come forth, or will not the
bells of his donkey ring? A maid that blows
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tea from behind hearth--stones, thrusts out her face
covered with grimy soot and cries aloudi=

will not the oue anointed come=-or will

his Shofar's sound no longer greet the aar.
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Already they shake of” the dust and rise from woe

On the day they rise, I

shall pull off both my shoes and give my head to dust.

with hope=-dumb=-I'11 sit by.

Dumb, I'1ll sit before the wall of thy silent shrine

But T Won't pray a bit--

for whom, for what? Their shrine still stands in its old place
but God is not in it.

Woe weighs down my whole soul; grief pours dark in my heart-
in innocence, they've left —

all=-but I've pulled off my sad shoe. I sit alone

trusting, silent, bereft.

If I should waste, wrath-worn on the wrecks of your sarine-
without fuss let me die.

Don't touch my bones and don't defile my memory

with false tears from your eye!

If I rot in the grave, == I'll surely rot, alas!

I'11 dream of your decay—

worm-food, my skeleton shall mock and burst laughing

at your shame night and day.

m
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They cast off dust,6 already they rise from
their woe and I ,when they rise, come, ;
will take off my twe shoes and cloth

my head with dust; hopeful and dumb

I'11 sit before thy silent Temple walls

but my chant will be heard no more--

for whom, what? Their shrine yet rests in its place

but God long since has left its door--

Woe loads my heart, pain burns within my soul-

they all shall pass with guileless will=- 4
but I'll remove my shoe of woe, alone {
I1'11 eit, I'11l sit, hopeful and still :
before thy silent Temple wall--I'll esit '
but my chant will be heard no more. l
For whom, what? Their shrine yet rests in its place {
but God long since has left its door- H
if in the grave I'll rot; I'll surely rot-
there I'll dream of your rottinz name -

my skeleton.worm-food,shall mock your woe
and with terror at your shame crack.

Vi

f
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A vine drovped en & hedge-then fell
Asleep=~s0 sleep I now-

The fruit fell-what 'e my fruit, my stem
Wnet's mice? Whet's on my bough=

After-----the stormy nights prolonged
Rest, sleep held not my bed=

4l ne= I struck ebout the derk

iy own well hit my head.

The fruit fell, th: bloom wes forgot
the lecves alone werc left -

One day & mad wind blew--Yhey fell
down to the earth to deeth.

4gein soring blooms and 1 alone
shsll heng on tc my root
4 oerren rod sens blossom, bud--
Without & le=f or fruit.

Pares &9
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She sits by the window-
and combs her hair, demure
in her eyes, she is bad
in my eyes, she is pure.

Great bditterness, I feel
my heart is filled with woe
if my lamb is not there-
whither then shall I gof?

The tongues of people wag
and bear about false tales
but Rachel==ghe is mine.
and I, T am Rachel's=

At eve, whene'er I go
where the corn paths”Toll,
if Rachel be not round °
1 feel I have no soul.

Bars of corn and long stalks
gend love unto my lamb-
they say if you'll delay
1'11 die just where I am—

1910
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One has a jewel rare -

one owns a bright pearl band _—
one has six fingers therai
growing on his left hand.

I have three daughters fair

maidens like cyprus trees -

breasts, like turrets, they wers WAI-
taeir thick l@cks whip the breeze.

Themselves to tasks they'll yoke
if they get men who'll woo=-
but their flesh has no clozk-
their feet have not a shoe--

It seemed all grooms on earth
had pledged themselves to get-
a cash dowry of worth

before the day was set.

The suitors c:me and went
entered and left again

at length, their hearts were bent
their shamed faces wore pain.

Dainties they did afford
have been prepared in vain -
from table to cupboard

from cupboard back again.

Yes! this is fruit of love-~

the oranges so hard-

witnesses silent of

the nights the maids kept guard.

These pdstachios-astay

8till 'neath their watchful eye —
but youth does fade away

and suitors grow more shy.

Youth hastens to go quick
ye:sr after year away =

among the girle' locks thick
already glitters grey.

The orange-fragrance fades

the home-baked bread now stales-
worms cut the nuts like blades —
the samovar now fails.

And sol! good luck, good luckl
one owns a bright--pearl-band
one has six fingers, too==
growing on his left hand.

And I three Wht.r. hAV@®eses oss
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One, one, two, two, three and four
God wants you wed--delay no more-

Go=-tarry not, please, don't delay
lest another take her avay.

Yeal I've sought and found honey;gold-
But none upon my lips have rolled.

Not for aye could they be pesrls rare-
sloof and pleasant, beauteous, fsir.

Happy the one their faces saw
Both of them my heart did adore.

But one could not declare or post
which one of them I loved the most.

Time flew-—-how much I know not-where?
T wazted here and wasted there.

Then the Devil--snatcher appe red
with mighty locks and large lips weird=-

And I, fool, alone to this day-
an aged fool will be for aye.

This teaching I give ev'ry youth
replete with wisaom and with truth.

WD
One, one, two and three and four
God want you wed--delay no more :

Go, tarry not-please don't delay
lest anotner take her away.

—— —
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If you find the scroll of my heart
awallowing in eilt=-

sey thus: This man was honest, plain=
now weak--he starts to wilt.

The man worked, lived in innocence
out hid within his heart.
He took gently sans blessing, carse
of all life made him p=a:t.

The man came, went with honesty -
straight forward was his way

small men he met; great, he praised not-
things hid, he brushed away.

If great events came, went, unasked —
in a majestic way,

the man would stand; then look amazed-
he'd bow; then go hie way.

If things hid stayed or tapped his door
he gathered them not in-

he hated them as fierce dogs do,

the rabbit m of sin.

An attic small the man possessed

that had a window-bay

there---stayed his soul--o'er which no host
nor devil did hold sway.

In woe he sang one chant from there
that climbed the starry-way—

bowed near the pane-=trembling afire
in stillness did he pray.

The chant prolonged as were his days
did not please the Ywst igh Divine-
what he sought not,” he found, but what
he souzht, he could not find.

Unto the end unsparingly

the man hoped mercy would be won,
but in the midale of his chant.
his word ceased-~he--wag done.

5.
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My peacock gold soars thru the air
where do you fly, a peacock gold?
—I'}d. wing my way beyond the sea--

You'll see my beloved o old=--

1'1]1 see and bring a note to you-—
the note will have a precious line-
Our wedding, if God wills, shall be
the Saboath after “hanmukah.
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One owns the treasures of Korath
another, the ten plagues —

but Deborah our n:ighbor de:r

has just a model house of cheer

with 8ix sweet doves within her nest.

One is dark-skinned and one is brown
one=-dimpled in her cheeklets round
and every one rare blood and fire.
who would not all six doves desire
would be a fool complete or blind.

One man possesses a swaet wine
another a thin onion shell

But, if you wish some brandy strong.
with honey cakes to go along

go 0 my friend, Deborah, +ou3 +vo| -

Her house is small and bright and clean
the plates and samovar do shine -

the tablecloth white--garments six -
sweet cakes and eyes blazing like sticks
all=-with their fragrance the house line-

A thousand wives Solomon had

I, forsaken, had just one "pest"
¥hink me not sinful if at night

1 slowly go to her house bright
to filll my hand with joyous rest.

#hen the six doves behold my fuce

with shouts of joy they hug me, kiss-

om my back on my shoulder blade

on my hands, feet, they make a raid

wvhile their mother' claeps hancs in bliss.

1910
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Bav you eay, that I should dbe
;hm't know he#Divine -
If you say, thien a merchant be
no cash for goods is mine.

luck, my luck is very bad.
ot this nor that have I=
Whither, therefore shall I go , lad=-
what is life, what am I?

No coin in my pocket is laid

no forage i. the stall- (
my horse is dead; I have no aid

my wheel turns not at all.

My throat is dry: I've not a drop- I
my wife's & plague to me--

On the stone 'neath the mountain top
I sit, weep, bitterly.

If you should say a tailor be
no meedle, thread have I-

if you say: undertuker be

I am a cowara, I.

Perhaps a bartender, you'llszy=-

I have no keg of wine —

then perhaps a porter, you'll say
Woel. such strength is not mine.

You might suggest: ™open an inn (l
I haven't a house-sign - *h
You might say thus: in lots you'll win._ |
No coin claim I as mine. |

Perhaps a good weaver you'll make- l
where is my flax and wool |
You'll say a marriage p rtion take |
my wife-of health-is full. 'I;l

|

Perhaps you'll say a jester be .

my smile long since has died.
You'll say: aygun-armed bandit ve-
“erhaps they'll break my thigh.

Perhaps you shall a Shohet be-
a slaughter-knife I dread.
Perhaps you'll say & teacher be-
for thought I have no head.

Go seize an qwl; perhaps you'll say-
its end is lost=to wit=

a cubit of good earth you'll say
forbidfing is a Dbit.

[}
1

A water-carrier you'll be 1 have no breasts;
my buckets are clean smashed my hopes are dashed. :
perhaps you'll say: a wet-nussebec Pere 06~

8. ¢ mye
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Don't trust, O brother in vain hopes
Believe not in a star -

for they are deceitful and vain .
thieves among thieves they are.

From y-uth one star appeared to me -
before my home it winked its eye -
with bits of gold cast down to earth
it sent me blessings frm on high.

With cunning eye it winked at me

I trusted its Ideal.

Lol FNow I am still wretched, poor--
in want--in thie world reall

Lo! Star divine with eyelids gold
why have you enticed me.

Where is reward for a just heart —
for my integrity?

Don't trust, O brother, in vain hopes-
Believe not in & star--

For they are deceitful and veln —
thiéves among thieves they are.
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Guard well, my pledge of peace,, ancient of serolls

Accept now, my mouth's kiss, 0 hoary dust=

from islands strange my roaming soul's returned-

as a wand'ring dove's wing-weary, afr:-id

taps once again the nest-door of her youth.

will they know me, still? I, anonymous!
Cl’mu- bosom's child of old, chaste-hearted son,
of all rare things of God on this vast earth,
Have not just you alone known of my youth?

You were a garden in the summer'e heat,

as pillows in the wintry nights, to me.
Scrolled-wrapped, I learned to know my spirit's store-
my holy dreams were mortar to your lines.

L Do you remember still-—I've nnt forgot
in the roof-room-~the lonely Study House
I was the very last of all the last.
On my lips struggled, died paternal prayer
and in a hidden nook there, by the u-k,

‘for me, the Nar Tamid had gone clean out.

At that time I was still a little boy-

no tender blossom yet bloomed on my cheek,
and wintry nights, indignant Ni:hte found me
bent o'er an ancient book, a p,rcl-ont torn.=-
Alone-with dreams of my alarmed soul.

Before me on the table therec still glowed

a dim wick=-yellow 0il within the lamp.

in entrails of the Book-Ark bored a mouse-

the hearth=-coal whispered once agaim its last-
From fear of God my whole flesh bristled up
and my tecth clattered from the fear of death.

”
Taen came a night of dread--cursed of nights
without, beyond the pane, the eye was blind-
the wrathful storm wind romped and weiled alond-
shutters were smashed-=-and with their speers of iron
all demons of Destruction tore down walls.

I saw fort and lo! it was torn down
the @2’1 saw in its forlorn place
went from bGehind the curtain stealthily

shaped like my grand dad, shade to my right hand,
A witness of my heart's bent--silent judge.
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But he hid from my eyes and stalked away-

my candle flame alone still stalked about

and wandered moved: then jumped a jump of death —
Then plumb}. ihe window broke and all was dark-

and I, & tender youth cast from his nest

upon the highway of the night and dark. .....

And now--after the changing of the times

my forehead now wrinkled; my soul durrowed

lo! look my wheely of 1ife has turned me back,

set me again before you--Ereasured=irk-

brought de from Levov, Stalita, Amsterdam,

Frankforty Again @ my hand turns o'er thy parchment leaves=

My eye gropes faint between the lines of script
and seecks calmly among the letter-crowns--
Pry--capture there old traces of my soul

and find a path in the place of first sufferings,
In the place it was born--its house oflife--

but look! my joy of youth=—my heart is stille

no tear trembles upon my eye-lid now.

I lonk, behold elders but know them not-

because their letters peor not any more

deep into my soulyrdepths with open eyes-—

the mournful eyes of patriarchs of old-

and there I hear no more their whisp'ring lipe=-

8 _breathing in a traceless %forgot-

like cutstrings of jet blac ,» scattered wide —
their rows are mine; their pages are mute, still,
and each black letter orphaned to iteelf.

Iz my eye dimmed and has my ear grown still
or have ye, rotted all, ye long dead souls,
and left no remmant on this earth of life?
And I, in vain, like a thief in a break-

sans omndle, lamp, with hoe I grope about,

Jn holesy/of dust; in hiding places dark~

Poth night and day I seerched about your graves
and sought to find the living covered o'er
beyond their root-depths and still lower down.
ind they from that time“@nd afterwards

before all stars of nigﬂ’t, their fruit decayed=
lo! seven times they whirled about in dance
and their noise flew beyond the ocean's end.
their echo did not even reach my ears.

And who can feel whether or not when I

go forth again upon the road of Night

bound to my people's tomb and sick at heurt —
with nothing, nothing on my personage

except this hoes to which my heart now cleaves
and this ancient dust on my finger-tips-=

if not etill more porr, worthless than I am~—

11.
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-unto night's glory I stretch out my hands
and seek soft refuge in her wing's black cloak.

I'11l call to Night until Death-tired: Come, Night
pray! gather, embrace me, glorious night.
Deceive me not, a fugitive from graves.

My soul wants rest in ever-lasting peace-

You, stars of God, true wardens of my soul,

my heart's keepers, why are you still, still, still?
In truth, have your gold eyelids and swift glance
nothing to tell me and my troubled heart?

Perhaps you have,but I've forgot your tongue

and shall I hear no more your secret words?

Give enswer, stars divine, for I'm in pain.
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I~ night dre.as Gdd beheld me not

nor did he tell or thirecs to come

when my lest dey would clasr me round

ana tell whaet shape my end would t-ke.

If on my tsnt=couch I shoula die

with eronies all beside my hend .

vho'll cane, stey celmly by my bed

to keep & sacre. wetch of love,

ccunt my lest gesns on Goa's live preast

-s or= counts treesures of delight,

or--natped, scorned, despised by God, men= {
town-shunncd, & femily outeest,

in & pen forgot, on straw shesves,

I'11 cresthe my lest, defiled, rrofened,
ho man, shall weteh my soul, go forth -
rno bend tremble o'cr my dimre! eyes

or verhans in my hung-r. thirst

for 1ife msnd mll del ghts of bresth. '.
with soul contempt, I'1l spite Goi's wrath '
ernd desrise the gift of hie bhend;

e. one cksts off & shoe reaeemed,

ny soul I'll cest before his feet,
Perhaps from patisnce mich I1'1]1 melt-
with gall and my heart'r blood, my soul
shall be poured forth, cast out on earth.
or-like e peerl for:zver bricht

my soal sha.l fall with m, lest teer,
Atrembling bright after sges

for eyee thet ne'er have beheld me, |
Or=like & moth sbout a flame |
41e&;~ing. ekipping my soul goes~ |
or like a cendle=-fTame iteslf [!
before its wex melts down, twiteches. l
in penes of deeth; yet flemes end smokes (
i T many days a pleything to

the eyo=until sudderly it

tells in a pit of derkness and |
is put out, out rorevermores |
Or like the sun before it sete

bursts suddenly in all her fire

and hurle torch flemes &mong the ¢l wds

epd heaps of flame on mountein tops

en. hosts of gezing-thirsty eyes

gaze wondri.gly et its lsst light.

Porhaps who knows==Go’ judged hershly

that I should die while etill alive=-

they'll bind my soul in peper shrouds

and bury me in & book=ATk.

At nicht a rat ghall drsg my bones

s mouse, hols=housed, shell eat me bere.

Then my feet shell stsnd by my gr ve-

my mouth orphened shall sey Keadish
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Perhaps, testeless, ressonless deeth

shell come$ in & way I hoped not=

one engry, winter night behind

a well, like € sterved dog, I'll freeze—
Soft snows shell cloek heertn's golden lcam=
and rub awey msn's shemeful life-

Grinding m, teeth with my desth'z curse

the med winds shall drive me like cheff.
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Wio is the men wkbo %ill come eft r me?

Mey he be nobler more uprignt then I=-

fis life seven times more wondrous than mihe,
Whether he understsnds my woes or not,

I'l11l trust, not fear that my heart's r-ec he'll uot
decpise, nor mork the pein within my eoul.
£lone=-vith m, life's book let him retreat

end sink his head hetween its sacred lcaves.

And all the fleming words he'll drink shall seep
like fleming piteh into his viry bones -

to smite hie heert with medness end to lift

from its devths the cry of 1if: naked on

its coals. When vexed from dregging out his soul

'twixt rows of script--peths of flsme, snow--blood-merked =

If he jump before sll scorvion words

biting with evil heart their very flesh —
ebiting, sinking teeth erd roisuning

until helpless yet wild, t. ir prey is choked-=-

If drunk with Rage so thet he dcsccrate

his perents' end their woe, defame their gods-
then let his lustful eye ceek refuge in

his tent where lol wy soal in silencs stands -
atri;hednbare of mall its achys end evil pesins
of celumy and bitt.r sheme: twill say:

look! I'm before tiee. Look! what kind of life
1 leé=-what courage, trath, pein lived in me-
He'll 120k. A sparks of scorn shal' kindlein
his eye; out his rcbuke shell die upon

hie lips ana teers hid shasll come tc redeem
my life's rerroach and to atone for sll

the sheme I suffered while I livei on eerth--

Para-88- ‘
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Who, whet em I that & gold rey should go

befcre and soft-wjnged winds should brush my cheeks==
thet the flex of field shouli leen on me

and the green of"tha wky should kiss my feet?

Let them not find fur me apfinn egain.
let them go where they wi end I, slone,
In wmy sil=nce just as I was, shall be--

Gou hesitates to give ano:%zr gift--

I'1l ask no more nor try to seek & thing

except one stone--which shell my pillow be —

a rent-stone, corpse of stons, nct over-turned,
whose heart hed lost the spark of fleme. This stone

I'll clesp, embrace; then cloce my eyes and freeze -
Let not dreem visions, remembrance,nor hope

com- to me, nor whet was or is to be=—

toat ell mieht freeze eround snd emzeless peace-

€@ngulf me where no whispered bresth cen reech,
no leaf shake o'er my head=--no gress greet me;-
end let & peth bend down to my domsin

wiere a sunbeam would pass yet see me pot-—

Wwh re the bird's cry fells down desd at my feet-
where only & cloudlet would scar o'er me
a moment, understend, then leave in peece.

‘C
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Go flee! a men like me flees not -
My flock teught me to walk scftly-
But my tongue t ught me thus to speek
My tord,axe-like,shou]d fall = heavy.

If my strength's vein==the feult's not mine
Your sin it is--you besr the yoke.

14, hemuer fourd no arvil 'neath-

My axe cut into rotting oek.

No matt.rt I'll complete my tesk

¥y vessels I'1ll gird to my neist-

4 worker without deily DEY g44s

I'11 trudge beck 8z I came--uithaut has*e.

To my home end its vales I'1ll go-- |
with sycamcres I'1l pledge my cup-

and you-,on all rotting, decaged,

the wind tomorrow will lif't up.

Prsﬂﬂ
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Soiler -
In 1904 th= Czer felt his thro -z to—Sor, Instesd of smaliér<tise ths cone

dition of the peasants, he whipped them with scorpions and used the Tews as scepe=-
- ats. After 2 decade of listlessness (1890=19200) the Russiar Besar began to
sr-wl. The Czer taxed more heevily than ever and suprrecsed all revoluticnary
erdir with the ruthlessness of a Hitler. WN.uny y-ung Tews foined the Revol tion=-
sry perty. To divert the ettzntion of the mssses from their poverty, Czsrism pro=-
noted en exter m]l War eg:inst Teapan; and en g}ernal Wier sgzinst FRussian TYewry lcng
mscyxed lile sardines Iit'TH Pqle.

Cn Auegust 11, 1904, the Czar attempted to steam the Tide of Revolt by the sbr-=
esticn of corporal punishment to soldiers and peesants; educsted Tewry were sllowed
t live in villegee end scgquire property; TYewish wsr veterans were grm ted universsl
domicile. TYewish blood flowed freely in the Russc=Teventsc Wer for the love of the
Czer. 0 a Dec. 12, 1904, &n imp>riel Uksse promis & partial reform "s& revision of
luws restricting the Rights of Aliens. "

TJewry wes befuddled; some sesw relisf for Jewry onlv by s netional Revolution;
thers sazw Palestine; others, America.
On Tuly 2, 1904, Herzl died, David Wolfson succeeded him &¢ head of the Tion- {

ist Tongress. On July 15,1904, th= Tew-heting Plehve, instipctcr of the Kishi-ev end J
Himel progrgms was bombed tc deeth by e terrorist. From within, Tewry wes diviued; |
from with-ut, the hostile FRussien goverament ev>r threatened with progrgms.

Living in Odesss, Bialik saw 811 with = Despair brrn out of frustrcotion. Hnis
efforts as a propret, h2 felt,were vanity. He had eousht tc meke rhetto love and
life wholesome, upstendingy He hsd sicceeded only in pouring selt on the wounds of
a cringing Jeury too week to fieht; too hopeless to rebel. P erheps it was wiser
to reap a rich financial return B¢ editor of a Hebrew pariodiesl endeavrring to
Yring light to ghettc dungeons.

Bielik':s poems, written in 19504, may be divided into two perts:- poems of

che :'rf.1 melencholy and pooms of Desveir. His Songsof Winter, ?Tﬂ ‘7¢N belone to




the first cetepory; 723 T
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Tres2 five poems reveel s poet intoxic.ted with the Bezuty of N sture now
gi.roed in her winter firnest. Hera‘,is, 10 poet dreaming of the snow of ) ount
“ermzn; here is a poet rejoicing in the Secuty of the faluth. Cut of t-a vel ley
o the shedow of the ehetto, the roet hes emeresed to greet end tc sing the Praises
of Lirght, =s the tlind Milton squr of his inner Light,

The first pcem revesls the s:n pouring thru the "rost-dzccreted window of the

roat end filling his profane heart with light,

"as if s winged sngel rure
flew down and washed it clean of stsin,”

T!e giddy morn bubbling c'er with wantcnness, melts e hele in the frost-decor-
~t2d window, sets the poet's "rocm avrl-e." fills him with Samscnian strength and
irives him forth into the werrld "clothed in light.”

Poenm IIT

The post welks the diamond-covered highwey, his ghetto-freed heart redicices with

nzture in the BSe:uty spresd abrut:=
The csetin sncw spreed out, unbgred-
in the sky & strange hand of old

weaves yellow threeds and binds the hesd
of day witk ten rere crowns of gold.

Cne tree, encesed in glitt'ring glass
all girded round with wintry birds
tingled aloud--with morning foy.
joycus--alive and full of words.

FP.oem IV
The poet begs the sharp froet to embrace him with ite iciness. 4 megen jewxcus-
e8¢ reiciging over the beauty of W inter resches a climex in the fifth, final poem.

Poem V

Revesls a pcet, riding on the crest cf revelt, intoxicsted with the Winter=

o Hescholar

Becuty of Russia frThe Estmid,‘succasarull-' warded of f the enticing breeze fondling

his ear=locks; ths revolting Talmud scholer, in this poem, siccumbs, 'O the besuty
L]

of the moment.

™
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flxigh bells, healthy--red--Rustien faces, fur ccats, med-prencing horres, a

¢ tin rcad and beiline bleod, l|
The poet hails = sleigh and bids the driver to whisk him =wey tc the senctity
© tre forest. Whut are Books end God when Besuty celle and blood boils:= |
Yes! A telmudic student. I.
my fore-head, smcw; my face of lime
but, like the winter, I've heaped up
beneath my frost-ccet, strength sublime.
The roet cries:="Whzt mean the Mitzvoth snd subfupation of desires tothe livime
frd. Nature is God! To t e devil with the Messiah', I'11 live for the moment."=
Alas! Let melancholy rest
how weeridsome the glitt'ring cold=
MNe te'smateh the bubbling cup of life ’
befrre the strenger drink it bold. |
rom the ferest-trees, the poet, in conclusicn, will gain new courege seven-fold.
This roem hes nct the neturel jcycusmess of a Net.re lover; the poet, in re=-

idol wor sh.p
v 1t against the ugliness of his own life, worships Nature like an idelster who has

£t1.1 much love for Tehweh. The snow-cov red fcerest of ebullient Russiam, the poet
pervreys; but the Hebrew roet, bereft of his own land, pouring out his love ecstat-
.eally to foresign besuty, m, in vain, tc "let melancholy rest.”
JN33  Bubatly

#mid the splendor of rolden spears of lig't end tre-s butterflies and sweying
#hast--g lover end his beloved s-unter along £ r from the mdd,ﬂing ghetto. A
tutterfly rasurht like a burr on the swinging brazid of his beloved, beackens the 1over/
L eling to his beloved es the butterfly,tc thie braid. The captured soul of the
lover vearns for rescue like the csucht butterfly. The brilliant eyes ad swayine

bruids of the maiden avpesr to say :=-

"Yes! I'11l rescue thee.” Then the lover in t e final stenza rzplies:=

Quick, quick, my sister let us fere
"ne th a leaf tent where I'll declare
my soul-my love, hune on & heir =

1t us twoddie with & kiss there.

This ~ocem has the bresth of the West. The lecver pleede; the merrispe is not

unshine -cloFed
Bresrrenped. H e courts her in the éamughrield. nct in the rchetto recesses., The




«$ Kused
lover suegests death with a kiss (like God % MNoses) not becsuse his beloved

might rrovz unfaithful; rether, because Russiz end Jewry ere bankrupt., Thers
{s no future; one kiss w uld be encugh,
)29 (The Divine Word)

4 prophetic utterence filled with diseust for & people whose vision he tried
tc mold. This poem suggests the sa%# of Amos. Russisn Tewry had foregotten
Tudeism; Tahweh's sacred shrine they hed utilized for purroses profsne. TFastern
aud western Suropeen Tewry h-d le.rnt the preyers and hopes of Isreel, vet they
hev desecrated the Holy Alter and used its stones f r their house-floors, gerden
sel's =nd grave-stones. Why k%eep the sperk divine upon the Alter for such peorle
#h~, if thay found the soul of God end ¥is prophet, would fling it tc dcgs. Hence,
t.2 or-phet-poet concludes, it is wiser tc kick over the shrine, and from spider
#7us clinging tc its bct-om, mate strings of 8 herp that shell sing s soneg of rebirth
*r phacy untrue, ear felse,") "No," cries the poet, "I shall sing truth."

Tothe wijds I shall cast the gossamer. ' y hammer broken frem cver-mgm on
tririr hearts of stone, I'll forege intc a spade to dig their eravea, "C Word Divine
spe=k cut] the poet cries, if Russien .‘l*e\rry’\b spirituelly benkrupt within, end
toressed from without is tc die, tell us thet we may know--for:-

|
Behold! Abuddent Night did hide, crush us
gnd 1i' e men blind, we've grored upon the Nisht.
The world divine fell between us and nc
one knows what fell and nc one tells or sees
whether for us, the sun ha: risen, set
or whether it forever mc & has sunk
and gre=t the venity und feerful, too,
the utter emptiness that plagues us round.
he prophet-rozt blests out: Isrsel is no more, Should God listen to the cries
e
of the dying. How cen © od puniahﬁblasphem:us or di scipline fists cf wrath when
the ffenders sre docmed to desth? Soon, "The wind
shaell blow them off like chaff, destroyved, de troved.
nce more the poet pleads to hesven tc speak: speek the truth, even if the
“ivine Word ssys: "Decth to Isrsel”

The po-m =nds thus:-

~hould we fear Death? Death's angel rides ncw on
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our shoulder end his bridle bites our lip.
if ne=d, with rescues cry and lsushter's shout
let '8 with bravery untc our grave.

Mhtwq'f} reveels the poet lcneine for lost youth whichk will never, nevsr return,

whc, what yourre ! do not know

thy name trembles on my lips thiough -
lik- fiery cosls, et nisht in bed
Your image burns within my head.

i e~ Affen my Deatfs

~J

/he mpet compsres his soul tc a harp, the rlucked-strines of which resveal the

z2ret woes of his being. C ne harp-string, the poet' s fingers =2v-r danced about
but never plucked-the sirine of love. FEver, the string yeerned to be plucked, ever:

She wanted, thirsted lone, pined, vesrned
es 2 torn soul yearne for more gold

the waited thus--each day she hoped

with sighs ¢ nezaled, she ecelled tc him
“a waited, tarried did not came,

euce the pcet, unrequited, begins end ends his poem with the lines:=

Lfter my death mourn thus for me
4 man wses=lock! he is no more
#e died b-fire his fated time-
In middle life his scng wes stcpred.
Ales! Left tc him, wes & song
bek:1d this s ng forever lost
fcrever lost, forevsr lest,
yme unplucked string is sn excellent image of love frustrated.

Y '
1N R tdigan

.pring ever fills the downcast soul witk hcope. The noet tries te c¢lip the
dasd -rush from the orcherd of his soul; for cpring will bring forth ner blossrms.

ihe garden bed begins to bloom; th> pine to sive frrth its scent. Life will go on!

Srrine pours new hove into the wintry chambers cf his feelines.

From tree t-~ tree the pruning shears leaped

to elip brush nct alive

Soul joy % thinges withered the dust will lick up
but human kind will thrive.

Have vcu bresthed tho scent of stems new end green
mixed with the smell ofpine-
thus grows the sucking orch rd nursed snd live
with hoste cf boushs in line.

—ettars

In a spirited letter written from (dessa to tholom Aleichem dsted April 1, 1204,




=izl ik anncunced that cn the GCeniile New Year, he took over his duties as
gditer of <hiloah; in this nct2 he begs S. “. 0 send him en erticle in

lebrew.

Biglikx's letters reveal =n excellent heed for business end a2 marvelou:

sanse of humor. Agpril 1, 1904=--another spirited lettsr to S.4. by editor

+_i¥x on hehalf of ‘Shiloaeh from (dessa.

.rril 1, 1904, written by i-lik from Crasccw, this letter conteins & classical

it

51t of humour c.ncerniag Fisher's veerd: the poet, as a business man, has

vankse-snrewdness,.
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turculent 1905, the Pacle-IZionists, edvocsting & return to Pelestie withcut
g.and- .ing socialistie duetrine, grew in strength, although they encountered
tn: stubborn oprosition of the newly formed Zionist Sccislists who advocated
& territorial yrogram.

From the start of the reigh of lNichclas I until the Revolutiom of 1917,
(ur Pussis hated Tewry with increasing intensity. Hemmed i within the povernment - '
imposed Pole, TYewry clamored like Russia itself for recognition. The government
meie mincr civie concessicns. For example, et Kerch, Tews were allowed the prive
ilere of votinz, but they were nrt gra ted fre-dom of domocile, fresedom of transit
£.d freedom of attendance st universities. In zenersl, the Czar tries to make
Tews, city serfs, by crowding them into municipalities snd rovbing them of their
» oo mic role of willege middle-man between the no:.ilit,vrpaasmtry. Tewish slder-
wan resigned from the municipel Dumas becsuse they were govermrent-appoicted, not
Tewish-zlected; they boldly resented this govermrertal incult to Tewish civie
dignity.

On Sept. 1305, fearing imperial diss°ntion in the face of the Russian-Yep-
g 2se War, the Czar issusd menifesto which promised to bestow "civil liberties

upon th= Fuscsien people, inviolability of persom, freedcm of conscience, liberty

of speech, s semblage, orgenizstion"- The manifesto also proposed & Dums possess=-
ing legisletive powers in which =11 clesses would have suffrage. Yet the Czar cort

dowmn ind scriminetely Jews end liberals) published thousends of anti-semitic papars

and epent millions of rubles to further progrems.

On Oct 18, 1921, following the pronouncement of the menifesto, prorrams swept
Oderse where Bialik lived. In Dec. 1905, the uprisine of the peas nts and worlkers
et Moscow to k place. The vear ovened and closed with an uprisine.

Tewry wa: et sea with itself. cengwill sturted in thess years the Tewish

Territor al Cresnizetion. Bsron Sersh dr‘famed of transplantine el=. gericulturists
and indu trisl-workers T=ws to sll parts  the world. 1In 1905-1206, 220,000 Tews

left Russia.
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recked 2,000,000 strong between the Oder and the Rlack Seas, the Theis and
tre -sltic, Tewry, lik2 Rusesia, demanded chanpe. City=-dwelling, Yiddish not
ghrew in spsech, intensely ritual-minded, in srite of Socialist*-Fevolutionury
inrreds, Tewry veamnsd to be saved. The Tewish leaders were tooc Ruscicnized to
pe f-lk-c nscious, the people, too confused toc do smythina.

In this madness, Sialik dug into the Hebraic past, sene sad songs and made
rrophetic utterences. ''he times made the poet, prophetic; but a prophet guides,
act lesds.

Some of Jewry turned Revolutionery =nd anti-Yewish, same, revoluti nary and
rro-telectine; some saueht refuge in ritusl end Telmud; meny want to America; some
o T'elestine; all feared programs.

No2

o a storm-tossed poet what is more s ul-refreshine than to claim s fcrest
covert. Bislik we. ever in love with Nature, Like e igne Romantic, hs made his
moods and the moods of Neture one. He championed the Common Man, as & prophet
must, he drsemed of the exctic Hucst as Byron did, snd as & devout Zionist should.
The foreszts ofRussia were pér: cf his soul; the mounteins amd trees of Felestine
were only pert of his imsginaticn. VYet, the poet steered in Hebrew lore, 3¢ if he
wera still e degert-wendering Isreelite in search of -recious weter, choose to
2x11t & humble pool. The forest trunis chermed his outer eye; the lsnsusge of the
l2 fy shade, his soul. Where can one r'ind in Yebrew litereture =z Hebrew of Hebrew

roets s firmly rooted in the soil of the Gqluth?

Neture's moods ere portreyed with the -ower and artistry of a.W ordswcrth; the
wveterious mocnlight envelopine the forest; the day of storm pricking the fore:ct
stalwarts intc action against the elements; the wondrous pesce st D'wn; the Sh:dy
covart of e forest tent that houses a pool; the megic language of the leafy shade.
Zow wonderful that en obscure pool hidden among forest ~ients should secretly house
within her depths the piant roots of her tree—defender, a sleepine princess of

magic besuty and the resl world of eternal mysteries. Maybe, the b-et was think-

ing of the humble remnant of Isrsel as a pool ruffled little by forces from without I

o
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and suerdire within the depths of its hesrt treasures for which the world sea's
gnd cannot find. Allegorical Interrretaticn, I kmow, is very dangerous; v:t
this .obrew poet seems to catch the hesrt best of the mas:es; his symbclism,
bsced on ectusl ex erience, to emanete from them. Eialik is o people's ~oet;

1t e.clusively, like Veats, for example ) a}:oet's poet.

ndp

4 besutiful posm revealing the melencholy that comes when Indian summer has
% yet departed =znd #inter has nct yet come. Natpke, like the hesrt, is orphened.
undreds of Tews were leaving Hussia deily; the mocd of Neture matched the mood of
tl.e heart of the poet.
The ncked orcherd n-w upholds
lone hi-ers, few, who lift

their moving eyes on the lest flight
of storks deperting swift.

T‘f[’v’ﬂ Jxer M Ic

Like 'WIN 101K the poem vortrays Love Denied, The imare-y sugeests the
"etarhysical Uonne. The soul of the yung pcet tzcomes a cloud; yet his soul m 1ts
10%T. A sun ray 2nvelopss the cloud; v°t the smul dries not. £ teur felling from
tr 2 voet's cheek envelopess the sunray; y=t the soul is not strangled. N ow a
“rt o the cloud and sun, the soul enclosed within a tear r=sts on 8 wax-stained
vare of the Cemmorah where it quivers into life end makes dead Febraic l-tters
turst into Song. .ne spng=love and youth-the poet 'new not; even his wand'ring

£-ul beat at the getes of love, love denied.

o'nh 2010 AT px p K

Ihis poem bristles with rebuke agéinst Tews ho sbend n completely hearth a'd
“in to slave exclusively for & foreign culture. Too meny f Hussian Tewry, both
SJourpeoise and cocizlist, sought complete Russification; Cermen Tewry of 1905, un-
sindful of impénding Hitleric fury, de— sed Bastern Yewry and hated their Tewish

szlves., (How q‘*ropoa is this poém to finencielly-powerful A merican Tewry wellow-
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ing W th mebraic foreetfulness, in the luxuricus lap of the la d.)

Thus he rebukes:-

#hile still "twixt -lutton’s testh your blooddrips down
the food of your own sculs you've fed their mouths.
for their foy you built Pithom, kemesis-
your children were their uricks for pyramids,
"
Because lsrael has "deslt falsely with its own hesrt
thus in mournful childlescsness you'll fast remsin-
from y-ur household Renown wil® cesse”
trzying sons of Israel who seck toc return will find no prayers in their
hearts, no tears of comfort ir their eyves, their hesrts:
dried up will be
a grepe bunch squeezed, left in the necok of a vat
which eives no juice to liven up the hesrt
or tc restcre a s ul oprressed.
s Tew who hes ebandcned his meople and yet cannct Pind pesce in the peatile
w v1d will see without, "eternal rain,™ within,"ashes, dust, so; too, Zialik saw
Czrrist Tussie and Tewry within her folds.
g NN
This peer, built on legend, is the most powerful pocmg of Biglik: ™ 2290 NN "has &
quzlity 6. granite zs the stone cnests of tle sleepine wsrriors; this poem hes
tnhe soft ecnt.urs of & voluptuous woman. MNavbe that is whr 1 like the latter
bett:r,

I'he poem opens with the God of Vengeance oh his wpndrous throne contemplating

the Des ruction of the Temple. At his Commend, tte Temple is destroyed and the

tankrupt Lhechiheh ascends from the Rums. An angel, rembmberine the glory that
wes lsreel's, swoops down and rescues 8 spark (the Femnant of Israel) from the
secred altsr of the Temple and carries the fleme to a lonely barren island where
2 pusrds it. Tweo hundred youths and two hundrsd meidens sightless captives from
Terusalem are set on 8 lonely barren islsnd where one groip is serarsted from the
“ther. Life there is mcnotoncus untc death, Once a bricht-e-ed vouth opsns his
2ves at the sound of a mysterious, meesured bent and saw two:= a golden-locked

vouth and an angry-trowed man. JNo one could tell whether the man or the vouth set
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the pounding mereh of feet thst drew 2ll youtnhs efter him, (The anery-
trowed men, ellegorically speaking, reyresents decayine relisdous Tradition,
f-t er of Hete end Shame; the youths, herbingers of & new Dawn. Both

were mirrored in t'e heart of the lonely bricht-eyed youth$,Baihvk -

fn the third dey, the youths ceme to the River of Perdition from whose
net=rs snd roots they unknowingly dronk. The engry-browed man said:- Have
¢y Torrotten the ESone of Emnity and shame® The bricht-syed youth answered:-

E ¢ £h2 Lion of Tudah forcotten how to roar; h2 knew in his heart that Lis
f2ll w Israelites about him had fallen on evil days of Desreir, The men of
hvztery raplied:-

"Thz lion of Judash has become & dog of the wilderness." The youth blushed
{.gheme., His fellow youths sat in mournful Despair. Then the Mystery men sang
= sune of Perdition. The youth, arart from the othzrs, then a:ked his brethren:-
arcthers, do you still know the Sonme of Consolation znd of Tudgmemt Dsy? Only
t 2 yellow-haired youth -nswered with dec=2it:-"Hath the gazelle smong th= rocks

=.t her cunning?" The falsehood h=ld his tongue. The bright-zyed youth geazed
ct 1ie yellow-locked boy for-ivinely; for each wanted Tewry to roar like a lion
62d tc vestn for Jahweh ac m gezelle for her belovad; but inner despair seemed
toc ereat. The rest of the Youths joined the man of NMystery in a wild hymn of
i te.

Suddenly, two hundred maidens, wondrcus yet blind, came leapine towsrd the
*1iff, facine th- River of Huin;  thev came as felse Vessishs to wos-wecry eves;
.ize /Ji-nism or & Cz r-riddine Fevolution to de:clate Tewry. The youths shouted
Darger; the meidens heerd nrt. They fell into the FSiver; rlunging intc the hid-
‘-us stream, the y:uvths battled towering waves to save the flosting bodies. fud-
i nly the cavernous Velley of tre shadow of desth apreared on the Weters; the
ssuntain cut in twein, closed over all. Over the new calm river, the vy ut's and
m.idens floeted to death. 71he brirsht-syed youth alon2 wept canious tears.

In des :ir, the lonely youth sees & besuteous meid, symbcl of earthlv love
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wedded to divinity) on the clifftcp, Lonzliness brings men either to the woran
in "od or Ged in the woman, rarelyj’mm. The m in love, becomes sutobice-
rephical in the sight of his beloved. Thus spoke he:- In my lo ely tender youth
I sew vou as t e light of tne morning star. Secsuse of Thee, I lesrned to loe
the Zod of heaven as well es the Cod of the hills; as a yoith, orphaned, thy
izere secreted in my heart, teught me the mystericus of scrrow amd the wo=s of love.
e Preesgh
‘ue dey & Yazirite, symbolizing obedience to Toreh, end to each praeipt of
Uivine Lew, feund and persueded m= to dedicete my yoitiful yvouths a-d my desires
to .esven; y2t, in spite of myself, vour imege fl-med in my s ul snd I yearned to

ne

2 v u2ven as I preved and nodded over sacred bocks, 1 feared the ..ezirite lest
iz thiak my soul contamminated esnd chastise we. Then ore day, I went to the brook

tc clewnse mysslf bef re rendering Sod my mornine prayer. Alas! You were bathing
thzre in ne<edness thst teas=2d my wants aut of n\* mind. Ssatan temnted me, Pes-

tr int held mz from leeping uvon thee ss = leopard. To the benevelent Nazirite, T
teld all; he sent me to Teruselem where | offersd up th2 glory cof my youth and locks
in stoinement.

But the hesvens havs dec2ived me; 1 am now alone. My ycuth hes gone; nothing

sve I in its stead.

‘nen you apresred aggin. het mst'er, if t-e Temple is in Ruins? 3ec::se you've

12ft tha heavens for my sske, for you I'1ll even plunge intc the Wiver «f “uin--
‘uddenly hzr form on the cliff dissppeared; but her imeses remsined on th~ faces of
t'e river. Should he plunee intec the heart of the Fiv-r--he, th2 nrophet, set mpart
for the living God or should he risk asll for an image he believes divime ¢
"en=-with typical dramatic apbrurtness--the poet briogs o:t of the heaven a silvery
¢loud and & bright morning ster whose whispar to menkind is:-

"Be pure, be puref
The stur persuades the youth to dedicete the fira cf his heart to the heas'ens. 2t
lest, the youth b-=lieves ia his stsr ad nows God set him to perform & task on

ti:is lonely, arren Ieland of Isreel's Galuth. This meiden's form on the face of

Py
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the =iver I llows him, the cloud, 1like en angel, goes before him, too; but the mornine
ster cuidss his scul.

Juidzd by the morning star of Hebreic “ebirtn, the y-uth ascends the mountsins,
srells 1,2 sweet smell of the fire of the ilter, recognizes the flame of Lriel he had
seen o tre ilter--tie very fleme of God. The cliffs arpeer to crush the %iver of Tuin
st { o vise, [othe mountein top, he carries the sscred torch for all Israsl, There
| ke ctc ds in nis rej=sstic youth. 2Above, the silver ¢ oud s1d mornine stsr bles: him
ia ~is gedicati ‘n,

ren the sves of the youth esupght the imeee of t'e mesiden floating on t'e fzce of
t'e vr f Buin. Her form backoned with & call strom-er than death. (lesping the

* . reh % his heart, the Vouth plunged. Mod turned o°f the liphts of heaven,
sllowine iz the Bla k tea, the youth was wa:hed up :n a dist:nt shcre in exile.
“i5 =urt held a threefold flums. The fleme of God, of fetan, of Love. The voices of
g.l *fir2a gere in the ery of the youth. Wherever the men of mystsry went, he dicturbed
tie . U.s o ~ven the most feithfu ; he shared their woes sovenfold but pemce he brrusht
t ne, f v he lo ked to earth and vearned far a post that could not be. "he yoush
¢i n-filled, roured comfort on the disquisted hearts of his fellecw exiles. (f
' resi,-the duwn of & new life--he dreamt. _ silence, still es death, he kept in
lv zorrow. ‘'he engel who nad suved the secred flame lifted of cld the cup of dumb
'z =nd csught covious tears in thne quiet dawn.
71894 AN ‘0'3an

Inis is the ple@ of dream-weery prophet, of an unrequited lover yearnine for prac-
L uE wiuth, of 8 desclete Fomantic uneble, a5 a true lover afff;ebrawﬁ%‘;lld, to bese
fr2ms on the *aects of life ‘s it is. Thz Shachifeh,be bess to shelter him from the
winess without; fror frustretion within.

“v:r the leit motif of love denied:-

One secret mor> mow I'11l c nfess
“ove once mede my heert flame, fleme, fl me,

Love still elows on the esrth, I'm told-
hat love? Is it still cilled by name=-

“nce thke morning ster shone with a light of Tebirth, ncw utter Desp-ir takes L



-pss=s ion of his wrestling s~irit: He yearns for sh lter from the slincs =nd
rv %s of ocutrspecus fortune, wrmen, he hes none; .4 fod, he crestae,
L .
£ brillient effort of the poet to shake off eloom by snvisagine B beauteous
nrlds envelojed in t e joyous light of Lvuring, ss brieht as the Winter Lisht of
. He welcoumes the foyous Bride of S:ring likzs the csb.ath C(aeen and en-
velans her, too, in 8 veil of sanctitv.

Birds! Flowers! Epringl When the post's erinp heart regains for =a
bri2f moment, precious vouth. 1In the sunshine away from ghetto darknes., he would
t ke hies apple~scented bride. The garden of the song of —ongs besrs luscious
ruit spain. - e pleeds to her riding invisibly on the sp:riline breeze:-

Come baeck to me, rensw

the fruit of fregreat love-

Go, blezs it in thy lrrine

and I yea, I will cause

my bles ad ciring to dwell

in bhee. You'll understend

L robe of light, 1'11l egive-

L blue crown for thy heed,

‘nto the fresh-smelling fi=lds,

e will clesve

the field, the hill, the val e=

There 1'1l1l pluck so.venirs.

I'1l surely pick up pesrls

of dew-rzre pearls of dew-

a necklace for thy neck.
~ike 3iblicsl lovers, they wil_ descend into & well where

Like thee,

foy luden, bright snd gay,

veneath "od's dazzling sky

with mirth end freedom vast
my scne will shine yea! rine!l

“he poem almost dences with foy. Lack ecrestes a over-sbundance of the oprnosite
in the poet's heart; foy &nd light abound in this love poem. Unlike Yerrick who
sddressed pretty verses to imsginiry lovers, Bialik creates s hesrt-felt, not,
idyllic mood. .iere the loved-on=, ever-sought, weers the flowing silk of Errine.

Bialik avidently found ot even the speark of love in mar isge. (Whet the editor

in a letter written to the slipshod Brenner on Tan. 27,1:05, desired of t-e




~cntributor, Bialik himself prsctised.) He writes: "Be careful, exacting,
gcoutious in your literary ende:veis. Be exascting with thyself unto a hair's
sra-th," Bialik, the fiery soul, encased h s verses in most dis:ziplined
atterns) . Bimlik's poems cduring 1905 reveel & desp:nine Melancholy and Zes-

peir; only ‘ez Wy )2

e love poem, sparkles.




1905

1905 found the Russien Beer snarling. Cn Ten. 2, 1905, & zroup of tt.

“starsberg working msn merched to the Palsce of the Cz'r to presznt a petition
secnomie end peiivicel reform; they were enswered with a shower of bullets.
is incident sst the mood of the yesr. In Nerch 1905 "4 Lesgue for the
ttainment of Texish Rig ts for the Tewish Feopie" was formed. 'he lesgue
s Lent "n, tional self-determination with communel self-zovernment, freedom of
‘eneuege end sch ool educstion,” Cut of ths Le-gue for Rquel Riehts cmerged the
7.l owing organizstions:-
“irstly, the Zioniet Group: secondly, the Tewish Peovle's Gr.up which repud=-
. _ted the sttem-t to find the mew Tewish Centers outside Pslestine; favored salf=-
ietermination withis Russis and e minimum of Tewish Yetional Rights; thirdly,
.8 Tolk-pertei, which fevored Netionel culturel sutonomy; oprosed general cul-
~ure; fevored sutonomous n=tural school rights of both lencuages Tebraw and Vid-
i‘en: fourthlv, the Tewish Demceratie Zroup whieh hed strome lesninrs towerd
rolitiesl psrties of T.eft Russian Radicels ard Soeiclists; fiftkly, the 3und
nlass-conscicue fre p who refused to ccoperate with the bourgecise. 1n 1905-
1306 the “u.dists, Peule Zion, Socielists, tevmists formed one uait; "he Sund
g% first was turely Socislist with "Yiddish" emploved &: g condesc nding medium,”
1. 1203 the Tewish Bundists, splitting wizh thr Rus:iar socislist psrty, advce-
ted socislist principles in a Tewish zutonomaus stete. Setween 1200-1.05 th-~

Pacla 7ion movement tock definite farm. turing--
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19086

ihe Leacue for the Attainmant of Tquel “ights for the Tawish peopl=z held
thpee ssesions at their sacond ccnventicn in St.Petersburs on Feb. 10-13, 1906.

s il 27, 1906, the first Duma convened, ~mcng the members were included
twslve Tews. While the Dume we:s in ression, the greet Bielcstock messacre ageinst
tha Tews tock plece. On May 8, & member of the Duma openly placed the res ons-
inility of instigeting the progrem .f 1205 upon the Imperial Folice Dert. On
Tuly 7, the Dume flayed t'e Imparisl Government openly. Op  Tuly 9, Duma flay=d
the Imp-risl Govermnment cpenly. Ln Tulv @, the blo-d-thirsty Imreriel Gov't closed
th= uma.

had
( tely iz, the snti-{ewite, beceme Trime Mimister in 1905)

Dume members f urht velisntly for Tewish Fieghts. The Tews were accorded fran-
ciise; but the Tewish Deputies favored complete sb lition of Tewish l=gsl =nslsve-
+sa2t, The luma, et 1:rge, fecred to act, f r the Czrr still owned [iberie. Qun=
ning | tolymin fevored the eranting f concassions to the conservative elements of
Tewry; but Nicholes would not. "he result was that Stolypin cut tie memcership of
+he second Dume cencidersbly; the third Duma, still mo-e. OCnly three-then two
vawish Deputies rervresented Tewry. From Russian Imperislism, Jews could expect
rrograms, nrthine less, nothins more.

In Nov.o £ 1906, t-e Russisn Zicnists st elsingfors adepted a vlatform of &

zynthetic "Z{foniam? Ruseian Zionism advoceted the Zionist effiliatiin with the

w-yement for libesration among the territ risl notionel ities of Fussia snd =dv-ceted

t=e nece:slty of unitine Russien Tewry upon the crineiple of the reccenition of |
Tewish Nstionslity and its sslf government which nossessed the rieht to found,
conduct mnd suoport a1l institutions b neficial tc ite own ends es:- nstionel health,
educetion, mutual lscor aid, emigr:tion end relipious metters.

Politics:l sionism and revoluticnery sctivity went hand in hand; but revolutions
destroy cultural ¢ ntinulty and mekes the dremmer inevitably rooted in tr-dition

unable tu endure the crestion of en ther; f.r a dreemer inevitably envisepes a Utopia; |

Fe
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a raveclution brings chsos and deeth mecre cof ten than enlig-tenmsnt. The poet must

-ither dream of a golden “ast or & golden Future; if he tries to meke 8 Utoria

-ut f the pressnt, he invites self-deztructicn., Bieli: felt snd new tears and

desreir and revolt.

SVAIR IS I A X N (e &

ihis ie the first .f a number of unrequited love songs fror"iongs ¢f the Teonle”
dbuﬂ"'m‘"""’ w

;‘L iden vesrns for her lover who does not crme. ‘he bers & dove tc tell her love

t! st sthe awaits him. fhe speaks:-

Tell him tco, that upon my bed

st right, I am tr hot teers wed.
From underneath my fle:h f white
my pillow is burnt ev'ry night.
If he believe, tell him the rest_
all is wrepared i m hope chest.

'he bird promises tc tell her lover who will surely

Come azd say, here lo e am I
Life's 4oy--the arple of my eye
y'u era=-cgns a dowry of gold
1'11 wed you, our love cen't eruw old.
What m-ans ycur weslth or poverty?
Why ell this linen, €il: fcr me?

But,

7he bird rose ur toru heav n's wide--
the prophe'y did not avide--

P
) S

Fhis poem is a cry of despeir coming from the soul of a dreamer who sces
only docm for his people. Pent up liks serfs within restricted city walls, Tussien
Tesry must inhebit & narrow desert, serpent-c. vered. 'ro biblical fieures of speech
the poet must inavitably return when at @hite Keat.
1srsel the poet--rophet cries:-

The world's bereness, God's silent eurce-crips ycu au ut

Femov=d fror earthly fislds, a/mother's freersnt bree:t

v u have f reot.

There in a desert) send will be yrur food, highweys of waste, yaur ho-es; far

cad's Fo.nd has corderned the berrenness you now inhebit. The nozt criea:




.

"Cry naot to heaven
far there Cod's hend condemned-thers his ill-ave, 8 slit
miseuides fleet clouds end wines (f wind from flutt'rine c'er.

Sereft of nesven's eid, Isreel is dcomed; Divipe Fsith, a.one can seve.

;lcuds of rebirth coming either from cionistic Tale:tine rr Sevrl.tionery Tussia
#ill prove false. "From fwr,"” the poet cries,
a herd

of clouds rain-fi'led snd swift, fovous to greet perched so ls
eweiting them, with, rebirth from asfer.

Renasduee
But these clouds of Reanaessaee, the -oet mocke:-
" pess, sall po
Just &5 they came:-the.r thund'r.us lsurch, they leave-nct rein-
and you'll stend barren, sed "mongst desert thorns =1d sicnes"
Bielik, the weary -cet, heaps despair upon his prophetic self. For God es in
7  either condemms o mccks in silence. His reople whe ha'e put mcre faith

in rolitiesl Messighs and Fevolutionery Movements than in Divinely~insrired L-w.

sialik, like lsreel, is divided in s~i~it b tweer old “egypt acd New Canaan.

Wl p3pR 4y

I'hie pcem is & meenificient tribute tc the rhiloso~her of the Hebrew W
hed -ham tc whom thece verses are dedicated. For meny vears the philosovher led in

d-scussion until the world trembled bef re the Lord Divine' a ¢ terie of intellect-

uels g\rt:dessa. what 4ialik is tc Modern Hebrew Pcetry, &had ‘ham is tc nrderp .icm-
{ t "hilosophy.

In 1904 pialik took over the editorship of EShileah, & hebrew literary periocdicsl,which

-he rhiloscrher f.unded. pialiZ was a member cof the thil-sorher's circle.

The -oet compares the thilosc her of the Hebrew m%’to 8 Beacon Lirht
stining from & fortified isle=nd ~f ‘ope in the midst f & wndrus fea.
hite-winped ships cerried tc and brc pht from the irlend foy and invigoration; for

on this islend:-
-
“dwell t'e grzce that stcone on fCod's ovn lips.

-

. blessad lighthouse guided their going ocut end comine in. ’

Now the islend of Isr=zel ha$ fallen on evil davs. |
Y“the sea is deed, the cliff bereft
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of frisnds, the fort har tcppled dovn-
just weiehty leyers of ruined stcne
surround the skettarzd wells &l ore
still haneing with its old fl:-g left.

et aven tn the midst of the desolation cf the Island =cd the .ea sbout, the
bescon light still glows;;the influence of Ahed Hhem :1till pours lirnt uron
tn> hearts ¢f despeiring Jesry.
Bat:-
I'h- boets no longer come tc its domein
the islserd died and sll on it turned w=ste.

vat the poet concludes, in s-ite of tkisi-

«There stord its bes:on shedding light on Haste-
and 2!l muced here in silence: dhc and Fhy*"

tialik, the roet-~ru~het, nours d::“upon his faithful kinr; the serene
\ned Hzam, still acts as £ beacon-light thourh no ships come end weves cof Des-
istion lick the ruins of Israel's shores. Hialik loved the spirit of the best
Tast Bur pean--Hebraic culture of which :ihed Haam was the shining example. 'The
coet, lik= the philosopher, distrusted politicel mechinztions, especially MNese-
sizuie ¢ izures springing from acsimilsted Western Tewry. [lhen, toc, Ahed Haem
#a: & symbol of Udessa;:to Zislik, Odassa(&nd its shining segwus s veritable

Terusalem,

s 4 ni3>

-i¢1ix is & stern Amos in this poem. The 2nd of Days will find G pun-
is iag lsrsel instead of wreeking vengsaice on th= enemies of lsreel. Hialik,
uagins his vitriclic outburst thus:- my ster will die in obscurity but the smo e
¢ my wreth will continue long after, 1 must go, but eternal Isrsel shell live
and suffer unto the End: " ths= days

of Gilgol's rage and wra'h of the Deep:

Isreel's woe cen help n2!ther heaven nor asrth; :for she will suffer deserved

cunishment, 'hus will be ths fate of Isreel's lset generuticm:-
The lient rf sky will shake
then suddenly erow dim in your distress .

vour blood--puiltless--the =un will turn t. stasin -
Cain's mer% will be uvon the ferenead of




the world;-the merk of woe on the shettered

seed of the Lord, _tar, unto st=r will qusake
Behold the fearful lie! the grest tr-vaill

the God cof veneeance hurt at hesrt will rise

and rcer and with his greet swcrd, he'll eo forwerd.

1sreel; Nod's chosen, has "retarded the world's redemrtion," by acting un=
s-mingly as Tod's chosen; he2nce, on Judemeat Dey, the God of Yercy will bsc me
~nd of hrseth.
. poet must follow the tradition of his literery predecessn s. Sielik, at
_ t2 Hest, must write prcpheticslly, just as the -mericen poet=-vrovhet of to-
—-rrow must follow Whitmen o choose ercther lenpguege. Bielik in this poem, is

nos reborn.




1907.

from 1907--1014 reaction becsme firmly entrenched in governinge cirelzs. The
¢ =cne supported by Genuine Russians, murdsred hundr=ds--Lec Tolstci eried ait:=
»1 canuot keep silent," i- protest against the outr-ges.
’he Tewish Deputies protested against the curtsilment of Tewish Fre dom penned
ur wit"in the priscn wells of s Pqle. 1In Odesss on August, 1907--Crigervei, the
ity soye-n r dismisssd s protest agsinst Tewieh Persecufition thuslyj= "All these
.rograms have taken place becauss Tews. were most prominent in the Revc—lutiont[l%&!.
. tept. 1607, tne government declared the 7ionist Orgenizstion illepal. 4 letter
tent. 3, 1907.‘:“1‘::m ndessa to Berkowitz who had ecne to imerica to escepe programs,
rsyeals the herried stats of Bialik's soul:-
"Thus, thus, my friend, scattered end exiled, exiled =nd scattered, not &
minute of rest, not en hour of T—eace. mhe thought born within the hesrt bes not
sime to be chaneed to deed, First of all, you aren't sble to brine it to comrlation.
=fcre the troeromsa ther= were many though:e in mv heart end in the hesrts cf my
comrades of (dessa to establish e emell bork center,(Hebraw), a little sanctu TV
/a7 the hart of the bccks we lizve. € hed already done something--when suddenly
the rroeroms8, 1 fer the progrcms wil.: csuse our spiritusl life to cesse for meny
Vears.
_evertheless, I don't despair eny mare in & little wiile, when reli-ved

s little, we'll return to those idees tempararily sbendcned; surely yu' 1 lend

us 8 hand.” A
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a7t
Bielik recosiizes, in thie poem, thet he is & noet, not a rrophet. Ue

~~ht for divine puidance, vet, he lements:e

The sun rises =nd sets each day

my eyes neve yvet to view

e lit*le ncte tossed down to me

from firmemente of blue.

Le poet feels his cloud-iorld of Drezms for Isreel, and his labor on their

2 elf, ncthinpness; or the world nas died, He lem-nte:-

Alsi, I see, vour dime, I've sousht

and lost my dollar's worth=-

while ismedei standine behind

sneers, lsuphing at my desrth.

11 the years, 3ialik laments, I've worked for Isreel and neglected my own
1ife. Israel has come t¢ ncught; I, "o0,. ﬂnly when a prophet reslizes thet the
c2orle naven't liftsd their hesrts to the leve=l of his dre=m, ices he declare that
n= hes westad his precic.s spirit on their littlenes of soul; sc, with Bialik.
—uckilv he was able to find re“uge in Taluth--Nature end in Hebresic lore.

iz
NIN Jx S3(1))
c ne .

'y remsrks about this poem I prefece by q.oting e:r,‘erpts from two of “ialik's

lettnrs--’l‘hr—ﬂrat,writtan, on NMerch 1, 1906, to Be kowitzy tbe—seeend—to Sholom
Who wes

ileterems noth of whem ware bound for imerice,

Bielik disliked Americen boorishness. He writes to Berkowitz:-

But what are you end the house of o r fether-in-las saying sbout ecing to
‘merica=--such 8 thing is not ror you. I fear you'll be utterly laost in that ereat

descent, There is freedom there--but this freedom places on & msn such es Iy

srzet dresd. cometimes when T look at :meric n newspapers, horror seirz:s me., “het
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rrosr ~roductive of Hate., Even in 1906Adn srite of diminishing numbers, possesced
the remnant of lsrael. He continues:-

" 0o all despair of Pusaia s: fcrever ruined? Does your eyef trust seeing sny-

thins anymore that will give us hope. I sey to you:-The confusion will pass and

the noise will ceete and the mun of our trust shell return to bolster the fortresses

niilcn tey've conquered for themselves in the course of the last twznty yeers end

tre sork of the MeMjes:nce shall return to its place of homor. We sr ctill worthy

of beholding meny hours .f satisfecticn in this world--in Tussis. Finally, the

remnent of cur nasticnal scul keevs puerd in the midst of the congrec=tion of Tsrael
in “ussias. NManv yeers will pees ba2f re you attein an income in ‘merica comperstle

t busines: in Fussie,” In this letter Rialik, the businesc-live sditor of " ilosh”
ffsre the younr Berkowitz this aedvice:-

Fut, if it is certsin that your pecrle are Americen-bmind, then depart in reaces~
verhaps, this, tro, is £ r the best, Listen, don't sell vour soul for tie idcl wor-
€. ip cf deily pupers in /merica. It ie better thet you should ba snatched awey hy
T2bic or tripped bere. Don't write scve under the influence of the Divine -pirit.
Jon't sever the tie existing between vou and yar bock ccmredes in Tussia. Studw
<tudy! Study! Vou'll always yearn fur tn7land of your birth-=fir your =mall ecity,

for the days of your youth, for the years of feme, :r the hyssovp that egrows 'n the

walls o' your house, for the sinc of your youth end Jfor Biali%. This vesrning sha'l

hold you in pood stead, in tite o woe and purify your scul "rom all dross snd

“

olamish-

| The wzulz mocd oéaiﬁ"..ﬂf( .ﬂ’!!ﬂ is expressed in the following sxcarnt cf the

s me letter.

"but I feel extremely sad when I behold wr smallrflgmup increasing.y diminished
tike fruit druwn et a fesst. I want to see them incre se as the lirht »f Chennukeh
ca~dles end the light of sters whem they ec forth.”

The post lements spproeching lonzlinsss; but finds geeat crnsolation in Veture.

y .



You're going from me-gc in peace

let only favor light y ur p-th

fo' peace of scul wihere'r you po-

For me? Don't fret, I'm n t albne-

the sun will stil' eo ur und cet-

the unfegesd sters div ne still blink-
No! I'm not benkrupt vet.

vy well of comfert <till gives drink.”

iere, 3ie’ 1k describes e summe- wisht in s moner uafcresttstied-

I 'ncocw

the nights of summer wil stil) spreed
their -ur le curt=in, ¢cld embossad,

1i.e swarthy flesh cf ‘ushites T ir=—

the tleatsnt night, lmmp~-1l.phted, warm
inleid #ith black, dotted wi th sters— -
and tles:ure-drunk, weary with thcughts

of =in, the =2arth lies on Nisht's breest.

»e poet feels h.-wev-T, that = on H&nt will sweep hesven md esrth; st '8 wil.
£-11 t =zerth and souls wear,v’will:-
best out the ecrth, crawl bellv-wise
to pluck one golden shard, one crumb
of his stsr caet to him by winds-
to find s scrap of foyv °or love.
tie felt a chenge hed to come; he weited petientlyhlke an orthoden S for bae Meastls
o his friend, s iling saey tc distant shores, he savs:i-when pereft of hore,
gsze u- et stersi-
Behold! thecre sters and those are lost
as oft as night to hesven': is
vet they're st ease with sll their wrath

and feel no tein when they're decstroyed
as if their ecld hed not been plucked.

- —= =

Tpa 207 19
ihie is one of t e b:tterest of poems on tove I've reed, “cousman is mild;

Blake, eentle; Hardy moderate in cynicis: comnered to this vitriolie outburst segsinct

Ha ove/s
the defilement of , th _PRogEs- GW&MH . ra
included—imrHie~ MP‘?‘) . Biaww—m&—ﬂ-t—m
=t

is the Wé—w;_mmm_ will mecept him finally as her gTOom.

A8




purity of love. [he poer fills me wita the same feeling of futility end
jrustretion izs ®lict's "Wasteland.”
tne humour is bitter; & humour borm cut ¢! disgust, nct out of the
seelthiness of living. Let me illustrste:--Wiritine to Cholom ~l2ichem
Z/L/1306, Biulik frolics thus:=
"rles! Wh re is the hcnesty of the Jcly "ne “l=essed Be-“e? Alss]
‘here is His [ruth? And what is it to him, for example, if one Tew, Sholom
:leichem, by neme, sits by the shores of the m(r enc writes pretty stories
‘cr Tews, end they, the Tews, rollirg with leug.ter, find for themselvss a
mer>y hour of refreshment in this world after herd work snd sfter lesbours end
‘any cares--but you make it herd for the Mester of t e ¥orld.”
Zzntrest this rollicking humour with the f:llowing verses:=
Real witches twine, spi. "nesth the mcon
~litterine zilver threads.

(ne closk they weave fcr High Frissts and
for keepers of swine heads.

Impztient mznl! Fore flees his eves=-
he lifts this chant of wce:-

Juick, show, C modest sters, above
end herlots, here, below.

4les! flesh stinks, the drunkaer  wastes
wi:e love scngs cluteh him fest -
Mindfast, he rolla in his own flesh

and vemits his repest.

Jorie is the brillient sun end the spurkling snos end the joy-sbounding of

f‘-“ 7 eN end ‘K3t ¥y ; 8 witch-governed moon heve taien thedr pessesst iy ,1

‘l"ur hesrt of the desrveiring poet.




In 1908 the Chernowitz Conference declared War on Febrew. Nesny factions in

ussis demanded Yiddish, the folk langusre, nct Hebrew a: the of flciel lensusce

of the eutonomous state they envissged. Bielik, treﬁstla of ‘ebrew, liks the
vact me jority o: his litersrv contemporaries, wrote both Viddish end “ebrew.
‘fcgrms ware rempert, "The youne urk revclt of 1908 incremssed the difficulty
of obtaining a2 cherter for Pele:-tine from thée Turkish gov't., Cultural Zioniam-
ecare incre =inely strong.
Four pcems, desling with the theme of Love, all of thich ere included in his
0 '3'¢A ; Bialik wrote in 1908. Three sresk of Love denied snd marriege postnoned.

]
’/r‘ J '?.. is the dream of & std npcet that his love will sccept him finelly as her

-

rrooM. LikGee.so-
Roul fstinettomrend— o ddne docn—sere iu the air,
.ike the princess of the tsb.eth, he aweits her. ‘here he will =cgk:

from wehsnce comes woe that rents apart
like a woerm buring - a m n's heart.

“rere, too, he will ask hi: beloved the gu=:tion that hurts his heart:=

4la:, bave I spoken tr.ly
thet your own heart has fled from me.

whan his beloved rerlies by saying:-

"tnother year about this time
we'll ro to wed, my 'col sublime"”

The poet rei ices mt the conclusion and sings:-

"There=1'11 say vou are to me
scered unto eternity

my fces shall tremble =cd behold
frem envy thev shell turn to mold

I'he maiden, 1 feel, plaving with his hzert, will keep him weiting more then = year.

Ng? NTW

4 poem of lonely Y uth in secrch of Love denied. Tust es & linden bending o'z=r

4 lske gezes st itself and thinks:-W.at will be my end when Jinter comeE, S0 FaZes |




o young maiden st e mirror wonderine whet her snd will be, when the Summer of he

' .f» mssss and nc groom will cleim hear,
€3N Apam
B8i 1ik snaps oaut of his melrnchcolim te sine & love song-li=t, cheerful , gey.
- quote th: Tirset and lest verses:=
o town has cume a custom new
bricht s lken choes with bucklzs rere -
tbout the n-ck cof & sweet maid
ting the forms of twe young mwen f=ir.
o town a custom new has come
lsst rnicht, Hannsh; tom-rrow Pearl.
but ezkelit is my delig t--
she is my only, cnly girl.
n !'J:. J '
cice o'¢ kdl pr'2 KJ » sperks eguin of Youthful Love in sesrch of
ve d2nied. The maiden fears to hike lest she view the future-telli:g sc:zeis

who will tell her wh her proom will be, he meiden, dreeming, fecrs he micht

ce ared. If sO;=—
*If he is seed, lovely tree
then 1'l1l not hear nrr illing be,
1'11 sey to fother:-kill me first
bafore 1'11 guench an old man's thirst.
1'11 knesl end fa!l b=frre his feet
But nct an 2lder, ! repsat.”

1508 forund the ro2t, minus his pro-hetiec rcbe, findine relax tion, -fter
z'udy nnd the -erfcrmance of =ditrrisl duties, ir ariting prems of love frustra-
tad, ow remarkable it is that Bielik anticipsted Tebrew——sre ki-gz levers when
a'rew in .uscim wes 10t a living t'n-us end han the ebrew sririt lived with-
cut = lend. .n these folk-lyries 4Gislik is trily a 1 terery marician; he cre-t=d
slrew spesking lovers befire they come intr flesh & 5 bloed in Palactire. (ut
of these love-denied words, incpired lcv=rs declarsi tieir hecrts.

Bialik, #ith Methmidic blood crursing thru his veins, must hiva ti=d his

toul to books in his youth at s terrific spirituel cost. These yaith-frustra-

tions bobling up iz &fter yesrs, pliyed .ievoc with his scul.
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Ivintsl=-
Lt on L

canewill's eutonomous colony in Mesopotamia feailed,

Tacob Schiff, ever
interzsted ia the plieht of Fussicn Yewry, tried tc divert Americeco immicra-

_cu rom the ‘tl ntie tea board to Oulveston, Texas,

Like SBuron's Birsch,
ifD dresmed -f asericult relizine (mkigr ting Tewry. In this yeer, slso,

=] iviv, wae founded on & se=nd dune.

YOIN p'IBIUN by

Leneliness and despair govern the mood of this poem.

=

Unhepry Russian Tewry, torn between a belief in Cocialism and an adher=nce

ruditional Tudeism, between loyalty to Kus is end love for Pslecliine, strue-
within itsa2lf. Uaily, hundreds lsave the P:l= for /merican shores. Bialik
c£2 hesrt all the n:tional conflicts recside, sees little hope for Tewry in
urgish-ruled Telestine and feers that :merica will rob the pecple of their

I'ebraic interects and of their Divine faith. The people leave; but the poet
$:ts dumbly by with sack-clcth end asshes on his hesd.

‘e cannot even pray in
Lie ebsend-ned shrine becsuse God, he feels, has deserted His jeople.
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Dumb, I'll sit baf-re the well of thy silent shrin

but I won't preav a bit .

F-: whom, for wh=t? Thair shriae still ste ds i its old nle~2-
but God is not in it.

e ~2ctle have ebanicned tue ssnetusry; tut Slalik wishes t- remein on suerd
oy the walls of the ruized shrine even unto death. #he: he dies, this gusrdian
2f Isresl's srirituel tressures doesn't want feithless Isrsel to weep false
sears fo- him. n 1is grewe, the poet ccnel'des, his skeleton will mock et the
s gme of nis psorle.

Don't teuch my bones end don't defile my mamory

with: felse teers from your eye.

f I rot in the grave, I'll sursly rot, elas!

I1'1l]l dream of yrur decay-

w:r--f2d, my sk2leton shell mock »nd burst laushing

gt v ur shame nicht &nd day.

In en age of conflict, the rrophet, by rreserving furdamentals, crezte: the
iaqdfj

naw% visico. In isolation, ‘r.anreturns to tr=dition, while his pecrle ercpe sav-
geely T°T @ ne Wey.

D'N'D 13k >l

e ——
¥hather Ziglik pours vitriol on or comforts his -eople, he inevitably returnes

t- Ziblical imee2ry and prop*etic natterns of t e ~“ebrew languagre ac an Fnglish
scaneteur in:vitebly turns tc :hekes-eere. Th.s pcem reveals the Destair of the
peorle znd the utter monstony and hopelzssness of their lives. The miracles of
life no longer astcund their w.e-we2ery sauls fcr:-

urnto the Tordan--he will gp--behcld!

the streem hats n-t fled back--he'l’ yswn again-

on Orion end Pleiades he' 1 gere

3ut lo! they've moved mct--then agein hs'll yawn-

Both men, beast tcgethsr in dresed shall dwell
and burdensome upon their lives, the weight.

in addition tc materisl rtoverty, Isreel, 3ialik laments, will s on ta:teof
& "Hungzr mes iznic, neither f r breed nor dreams. Man will rise h-rrer-strichken
tc sesk the Me:ssiah? The dry trescted mothsr, steeped in woe and roverty a:ks:-
“5i1l not Mes.ish come?"™ her infent asks; the mouss, peering from his hcle, asksje
4 maid that blows
tea from behind hesrth-stcnes, thrusts cut her face

"will not the incinted come-cr will A
his shofer's sound nc longer greet the earst
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ffrer@ns have ever fostered the Messianic sririt in lsreel, Oprressed Russizn

Teary in 1909 was deerly Messisnic conscious. gialik, here, vcices their deerest

feelings-=-

AW ex 30 ¢
ere is Bielik, the folk-lore erestor, in e whimsiecal mood. The Fr-r-an Bririt

ot eauty invedes a Law-abiding town cof larsel. uct =ven '‘alumid Scholers, discip-
ined in tne= Lew could stand bsf re her Lewitching sizht visibie only to the inner
ay8. er unseen laughter sll the youths of the town pursued. Discontent broke out:=-
Fierce disc ntent beg:n to grow
‘twixt husband, wife both night and day.
Both fathers, mothers filled with care
cauld not sleevp nirshtly on their bed
because their sons-in-law strasyed wild
in 1%%s that were to darkness wed.
Cne day, this cresture of mystery fled; nc one knows where. Then:-
At eventide the groom returned
at the time proper to his house-
The bride forsslen--overjoyed--
forgave her one and only spouse,
In the hcuses of ell the city after the departure of the cresture mystzrisds:-
No quarrel reged within their homes -
Peacs govenned ev'ry noock and street-
€alm end tranquility held sway
within the tcwn. 'he wonder auaet.

Perhaps Bialik was dreaming thet some day Pegean Bezuty, too, ecomuld find a

respected place behind the ehe]_go-encased walls of the Torash.

s [3

Bialik the lover denied; the rrustrated hesrt; the prorhet without & sec-le
snd the lover without a beloved, Again, love delsys, delsys, dels ys ccosumm tion.
In tuis roem s maiden says:="Goodbye" to her lover who has n.t the courage to spesk
his hesrt, -he flies away on the wind; he will never see her face :gaini=-

Wnat woe! Before the time she set, from me she did depsrt -

A word lineered upon my mouth; but my lips would not part.

For weeks yea! Many moons I fashioned that word in my hesrt
She broaght thet ward dnto my mouth; yet my lips would not part.

His chance to win har heert has now fled as:-

"the tingling bell on the wind's hend fedes on the light of day. "
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1910

Programs in Ruscia continued. 1n the spring of 1910, 1200 Tewish femilies
were sxpelled from ¥iev. Stolypin, the Czzrist Minister of the laterior, opnosed
tne self-determination of Minorities. 'The underground revolutionery movement con-
tinued; the exodus of Tews from Russiz to Palestine, and especislly tc Arerica,

of hesewm accord ;
woes grest. During 1910-1911, the Tophet Rial ik wes dying ¥ the folk-singer Bialik,

renched maturity.
A n%e | ? i}
Another poet of frustretion; the poet, faels life without Ferhel is imnossible.

s ite the fact that tongues have wagged false tszles sbout her purity, her lover
#r2ts on y Rachel. Fe waits end waits; she delays:-

At ave, whene'er 1 po

where the corn-paths now roll

if Rechel be not round

I feel I have nc soul.

Ears of corn and long stalks

send love unto my lemb -

they say if ycu'll delay
I'.1l die fust where I am.

20 |2k w{
This poem r=flects the feelings of an anxious overty-stricken fsther who tries inm
vain to merry off his three dasughters. The dsughters wait and wait end weit in
vain. Suitors come =nd go end then cme no mors; the fruit and food the weiting
maids rrepared, suit rs heve not tasted.

The orange-fragrence fads=s .

the home-bsked breéd now stalecs -

worme cut the nuts like ble das -
the semovard now feils.

2K ,?!t RN Nak

One=Two= Three=Four--

The poet becomes almost morelistic in htt}&nsiatence thet man not deley in
marrying, The lover had his chpice between two mmidens; unsble tc decide, he
remained & bachelor; but he chastises himself ssying:=-

And I, alcne to this dey
an aged fool will be for aye

This teasching I give ev'ry ycuth
revlete with wisdom end with truth.
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One, ore and two snd three ard four
fod wents you wed--delay no more,.”

2 o1y
The resccek, like the dove, f1§ tc receive e note steting when the bal aved

e d lover will wed.

(ur weddine; if Cod wills, shall be
the B-bbath after Chennuksh.

Proecrastinetion evar governs love.

e wilp

£n idyllic ricture of s home of six children and a mother where love and
mamage
#zrmth sbound. The voet, unharpy in ke%e :nd childless, enfcys what he s.ught

+ad found not'in tiie home of e neiehbor.

A thous ' nd wive: folomon had

I, f rseken, h:zd just one "pest"e-
Think me not sinful if at night

I slowly go to her home brigsht

tu fill my hund with joy-us rest.

Whan the sixz doves behold my face
with shouts of jcy they hug me, kiss-
on my back on my shoulder blasde -
on my hands, feet they ma%e & r-id
while their mcther clars hands in bliss.
27 'R INkA
This humorous roem portreys the poverty and maladfustment of the averapge
rhetto Yew causht in a revolutionery period when Fussian imperisl ism was dying
and “ussian Social ism wes an underercund movement. The concludine verse after
all the occupations cof the ghetto hed been off<red to and refucsed by the Tews,
reads thusly:-
A wster-cerrier you'll be
my buckets are clesn smeshed

Perhaps you'l!l say:-"Wet nurse"
I have no breasts: my hopes are dached.

JkIAN D D

In this poem, written iu 1910, the poet re-ests the mood of the noem

LIV NI written in 1904; ihe song of the rost wes stop-ed i' middle lire.Ln'u’
denied to & Telimdic-minded youth scorning delirhts, ceme nct to the voet in

marriage. Brushing aside thinge hid, the poet tock gently "sans blesking curse

= 5
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of 8.1 life made him -art." Yet love ceme not intc his s ul. Ke rrayed in vein:
for:-

The chant prolonged as were his daye

did not pleamse the most High Divine -

what he sousht not, he found, but what
he sought, he could nct find.

Unto the end unsrarinely
the men hoped mercy would be won

but 1n the middle of his chant
his word ceased--he was deons.

Poetry should be the recult of living, not the desire tc escape from life,
B.alik's love--frurstration -roduced s folk-lore before the chent cessed in middle

life. Also, & poet bepins by imiteting others end eads by imitating himself. &ise
While the Shedane h houu‘*

los
"l

B alik was beginn'ng in this year to prerere for silencefftn
0'900 ik 3af
This is the cry of anguish from the s ul of a poet who seeks to reclsim the
s-irit of the Torsh of his vouth and c-nnot.
The Torsh scrollp alone knew of tie roet's youth:~
You were & girden in the summer's he:t
as rillows in the wintry nights, to me-
Ccroll-wrenie©, 1 learned to know my spirit's store=-
my holy dreems were mcrtar to vour lines,
Haskulah drove many Tews from the Torsh wells intc the larger life;-Bialik
laments,
"] was the very last of 2ll1 the last"
Then one nisht the walls of the Veshiva creshed:=-
™he wrsthful storm wind romred end weiled sloud-

shutters wers smashed and with their speers of iron
all demo & of Destruction tore down walls”

From the Yeshiva, tco, went the _hechimgeh; the study lamo went out and:=

"1, a tender ycuth, cast from his nest
upon the highway of the ev'nine dark.”

The wheel of life has turned the nrcet ack untu ths scene of childhcod once
more-=pef.re the Trescsured Ark. His eye seess in vain to reca ‘ure the oy of vouth
end old traces of his soul smid the letter crowne of sacred books., The whispering

lips of Tatrisrchs no longer svesk thru the mute papes of the "ast. The roet,
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esreping in vein, gquestions:-

Is my eye dimmed end has my ear grown still
or have ye rotted all, ye long de:d : uls.
and left no r:mnant of this life of eerth.

sve these retrierchs died f revar never to return” Has th: Tast forever gone
with memories of eerly youth? Not convinced, the poet:=
" 1like m thief in & breek
sans cendle, lam~, :ith hoe 1 groved sbout-
in holes of dust, in hidine rlazes dark
both dey and nicht 1 sesrched sbut your ersves
and sourht to find the living ¢ vored o'er
beyond their root derths end -till lower down.”
The coet cannot ccnjure up the past eezin. The pestriarchs:-
their echo did not even reach my ears.
Unsble tc recall the Talmudic glory of his departed y uth, the poet see-s
r=2fuge under the winegs cf nirht.
¥ill the night with ite stars ens 'r his tcrmented scul?” EHe treys in cocn~
clusion:=
‘ome night,
pray! GCather, embre e me, gtorious night-
Daceive me not, a fugitive from graves.
My soul wents rest in ever-_.esting resace.
Yon-sters of gold, true werdeas cf my socul,=
my heert's leerers, why ers you still, still, s5till?
In truth, heve your gcld eyve-_.ds and sw.ft glance
nuthing to tell me end my tr ubled heert?
Ferhaps you nave, but I've forect vour tonegue
and shall 1 hear nc mer - your secret words?

Give snswer, sturs divine, £ r 'm in "ein--!

The 1—+4iw= Besutv of the ettt beyond recall; the ruturs, black; stars, silent;

the »o2t, in paine-.
kI Ming2nx

Contrary tc the snirit f the pl=a at the end of the last —oem, Bialik, de=-

nunces stars for their deceitfulness. The Bter of his vouth had v oven false.

In bitterness, the poel cries:-

Lo! star divine with evelids gold
why heve you enticed me

where is rewerd for & just hesrt
for my integrity?




believe not in a star

:itterness and Despasir possess the -oet

Don't trust, O brother, in vain hopss--

for they are deceitful aud vsin
thieves smonz th eves, they are.

s trte yeers incresse.
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K]

This poem is the swan song of a provhet who feels thet he will live in his

, . Sucessors
verses, nct deeds. He bids his peedeeesser nct to desr=ir; ncr to mock at

*im for his failings.

"whether he understands my woes or not

I'll trust, not teer, th t my heart's rags he'l not
des-ise,niT mock the pain within hy scul,
Alcne--with wy life-bcok l2t him retrest

end sink his head between its sscred leave: .

But the mournful poet ccncludes, when his scorpion words bite, let the
lustful zye of tl.e reeder see: refuge in--

his tent where lo! my soul in sllence stande
gtri-red bare of ell its zches =mnd evil -sins
of calumny end bitter sheme; 'twill say:-
Look! I'm Pef re thee. Lock! whet kind of 1life
I led--what coursge, truth, pain lived in me-
He'll look. & sperk of scorn shall kindle in
his eye, but his rebuke shall die upon

his lins and teevs hid shell come to redeem
ry life's renroach end to atcne for sll

the sheme I suffered while I lived -n eserth.

I, & reeder of Bislik, living on Western ‘hores, where menly tesrs are
anethema, heve reected toward the poet exsctly g5 he -rorhe-ied.
e e ax A
in this pcem the poet-vrophet yearns for weace and sol:tude; fer from the
madd@ging crowd, relieved from all res caosibility he yearns to gos
He is siek of trying tc 1l2ad H 8 people:=-
Let them go where they will and I, alone,
In my silence just as I was, sha' l be--
I'll ask no more nor try toc seek a thing
except one stone--which shall my pillow be
a rent stone, corrse .f stone, not overturned,

whuee heart had lost t!e spark cof fleme. This stone
I'11 clasp, embrzce; then close my eves and freeze,"

Neither does the world-and dream-weary post, like Tecob wish for dreems to
to sweeten his sleep, nor the beauty ¢f Nature to scothe his stirit; he wents
oblivion:=- "thet ell might freeze around and ageless —eace eneulf.”

oade vion ol
Tte bitterness of sought-f r desth embrsces the po=t. God had ndt told him

how he would die., 7The post, in hi: morbidity =snd disillusionment, cre-tés multi-



tude of figures of speech, de:criting huw he might die. Finelly the imese-f'ed

\ Toughr
mind of the poet returns tc the ever-—racurring‘ur havine di=d whi_e alive.

Perhaps who knows--God {udgely harshly
that.: I should die while still elive-
theydbind my =oul in -zper shrauds
and bury me in e bo-k Ark,

At nicht & rat shell drae my bone:
& mouse, hole-housed, shall eat me bare
Then mv feet shall stard by my grave-
my mcuth orphaned shall say ¥addish.
o S
B:ehk‘bewalldthe vietims of the City of Elaughter for their reascnless
desths. Concluding %a's poem he writes:=

Perhaps, tasteless, reasonless daeth
sha!l come in & way 1 hored not--

Then as in JX MW! Ot ‘A fripid death will ¢ me thus:-
o'e angry, winter night behind
a well, like & sterved dog, 1I'1ll freeze.
—oft snows she 1 closk earth' 8 golden logm
and rub away man's shameful life.
Crinding my teeth with my death's curse
the mad wind will drive me li'"e chaff=-
Bialik wes yet to be inspired by the Chslutzim of Palestine in Prlestine and
disillusioned ag:in by the ways of the Yishub.
nNy2 15 Yrin (1ar6 )
The poet-prophet who recrested the ! ebrew languege uses an -mcsian figure
of speech to bid Isrsel a sad farewell. As imas le®t the rriestly c urt of Amgz-
ieh, so, Bielik leeves the spiritless abcde of Isrmel. The hemmer of Bialik's

soul fcund not the anvil of Isrsel; tie axe ~f his spirit cut only intc the rottine

wocd of Judeh. He writes:=-
If my strength's vein--the fault's n t mihe
Yaur sin it is--ycu bear the yoke.
My sze cut intc rottine osek.
Bialik felt that his task wes Rot tc boil -over in prophetic and sslf-ccp-
Hedrperd oo ks foyeh (drtu ¢+ kil edily traws ale LIM& {-mm
- & s

demnetion; his task war to edit

for _childremard—te—helpedit—them. e sho was an edit:r of B Yebrew periodicd

S 4
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might now become = compilerpr r all Isrzel in the lend of Pele:ctine. ‘afme G-a.!p&&

me-miwdead
Isreel was dead; grewng Iaraal.hmiert nrecerve the ancient in new f rms., “‘ence,

‘ielik, dressed in the gerb of .mcs, e-ncludes thus:-

"o metter! I'll complete mv task

¥y vessels I'll gird to my weist -

< worker without deily pay

I'1l trudee es I ceme without hasts-
o my home and its ve:les :'l1l go
with sycamcres I'll pledee my cup.
end vou-you all rotting, decayed=
the wind tomorrow will 1ift upt

From 1911 until 1915, Sialik wae lyrically silent; on'y cecerirnally did
HazeaHer-
he burst into magnifici-nt song, @ ccmpiled, glsaming from the riches of the
rast, books fcr youne Pelestinian and world Tewry. He stifled the prophet,
smothered t e disappointed lover and childless husband, and beceme & humble

wrker in the ltterary gerden of & recrected People. "Heerd melodies are

sweet but those unheard are sweeter.”




1911.

jﬁjf' ;Jﬁ.l'b

This poem reveels Bialik a: & prophet frustreted; a lover denied; e husbeand

childless. The poet compsred his life to & vine without fruit or leaf which even

the oncoming spring will not &l ter.
A vine fell on e hedee-then fell
Asleep--so sleep I now--
the fruit fell--what's my fruit, mr stem?
Whet's mine? Whet's on my bough?

The pcem concludes thus:-
Aguin spring blooms and I slone
shall h ag on tc my roct-

L barren rod sans blossom, bud-
#ithout a lesf or fruit.-

Czarist Russie becomes more oppressive ess the Fevolutionery underground move-
ment ercws. JTews suffer most. In 1911, the body of & murdered boy was found
near & brick-kiln owned by & Tew--Beilis--, Immediestely the Bluck Hundreds, the
Ku=Elux Klzn, of Czsrist Hussia, raised the cry of ritusl murde . Beilis was
charged with the crime; the trial began =t Xisv, Oct. 1812,

Un Sept. 11, Premiasr Stolypin was sssassinated, in e Kiev theatre in the
presence of the Czar end digniteries of State.

Between 1910-12, the Poles, easger for Nationel Indepsadence, attecked espec-
ially thoss Yews who wers industrielizinz Lodz ard .ersaw, es foreigners. ™urther-
more, the Tewish Literary -ociety consisting of 12C brarches were disbanded by

Czarist command.

Both politicel}y and cultursally, Tewry wes crushed. The age wes in confusion,

The self-identificetion of the poet prophet with his people is like the re-

lation of Isreel with the Shechineh. When the people suffer, the poet does.
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