DONGS OF EXTLE
NINA ° DAVIS


























































16 SONGS OF EXILE

From the earth upwards ;
Shall I restrain Me,
Seeing the slaughter

Of Zechariah?

And then spake he with learning deecp endowed,
His form with shame and bitter sorrow bowed :
My little ones I reared with holy care,

How are they caught within the fatal snare !
Ah! dearly have I paid a thousandfold

My erring children’s debt of guilt untold.”
Thus spake the faithful shepherd in his woe,
Covered with ashes and in dust laid low :

“My tender sheep in genial shelter reared,

Lo! how are they before their season sheared!
Ah! where is now Thy promise made of old :
‘There shall not be one widowed in the fold”?”
With grievous voices all the air is rent ;

With sobs doth Leah to her despair give vent,
And Rachel weeping for her children dead,









JEREMIAN AND ISRAEL 19

The Propbet Feremiab and tbe Person=
ffication of fisrael

FULL in her glory, she as Tirzah fair

Hath sinned and fallen; lo! the angels weep
There at the threshold of her sanctuary.
Forth from the Temple, over Zion’s mount
Wandered Hilkiah's son, and chanced to meet
A woman, beauteous, but with grief distraught.
“Appalled T ask, in name of God and man !
Art thou dread phantom? Art thou human

form?

For while thy beauty mouldeth woman fair,
Awe shadoweth spirit from the vast unknown!”

“I am no phantom nor vile clay of earth;

I shall be known when I return in rest.

Lo! of the one am I! of three am I!

Lo! of six hundred thousand, and of twelve!
















































A SONG OF LOVE 15

My Mighty Love!
Stern bondage holdeth me,
And grievous woe ; though vainly evermore
The foe allureth and doth press me sore,
With keen words, ceaselessly,
To turn aside from Thee, the fount of bliss,
Yea, to forsake Thy Name,
Transgressing to my shame
The word revealed. My God! have I done this?
My Mighty Love!

My noble love!
I by Myself have sworn
To summon thee, My servant, unto Me;
And shall not kings bring presents unto thee,
Thy glory to adorn?
A witness have I made My holy one,
For nations to behold,
For peoples manifold,
For lo! of Jesse have I seen a son,
My noble love!
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And pass into thy forest, and incline
To Carmel, and would stand in Gilead’s ways,
And marvel at the Mount Abarim thine;

Thy Mount Abarim and thy Mountain Hor,
There where the two great luminaries sleep,
Which were thy teacher and thy light before.

The life of souls thine air is; yea, and thou
Hast purest myrrh for grains of dust; and
deep
With honey from the comb thy rivers flow.

Sweet to my soul "twould be to wander bare
And go unshod in places waxen waste—
Desolate since thine oracles were there;

Where thine Ark recsted, hidden in thine heart,
And where, within, thy Cherubim were placed,
Which in thine innermost chambers dwelt apart.









ODE 70 ZION 43

Shinar and Pathros—nay, can these compare
With thee in state? And can thy purity,
And can thy light be like the vain things there?

And thine anointed—who among their throng
Compareth? Likened unto whom shall be
Levites and seers and singers of thy song?

Lo! it shall pass, shall change, the heritage
Of vain-crowned kingdoms; not all time subdues
Thy strength; thy crown endures from age to age.

Thy God desired thee for a dwelling-place;;
And happy is the man whom He shall choose,
And draw him nigh to rest within thy space.

Happy is he that waiteth ;—he shall go
To thee, and thine arising radiance see
When over him shall break thy morning glow;

And see rest for thy chosen; and sublime
Rejoicing find amid the joy of thee
Returned unto thine olden youthful time.
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Upon the ninth day—wrath, disgrace, and shame!
Stripped off was my fair robe in honor worn;
For he who gave sweet words was surely torn:

Ezra the scribe—yea, he of blessed name.

The tenth day: then the seer was bidden: “Yea,
Write thee within the book of vision; write
This for remembrance ; now shalt thou indite

For them despised and crushed this selfsame

day.”

Counting the months, within the tenth the woe
And wail he wakened ; but the sorrow’s smart—
Its onward way was branded on my heart

When one came saying : “ Thecity is struck low.”

For these things I have scattered o’er me dust :
O that a shaft had pierced mine heart that
day!
For such woe I would dig my grave ;—but nay,
I wrought rebelliously : the Lord is just.
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I AM
THE SUPPLIANT

BArRucH BEN SAMUEL died in Mayence in 1221. He
wrote Talmudical commentaries and works in law, be-
sides many poems for the synagogus. I AM THE SUPPLI-
ANT is a .Selicha’ recited in the Musaf Service of the
Day of Atonement.

Stanza 2, line 1, Jeremiah iv, 19.

Stanza 7, line 4, Lamentations i, 1.

Stanza 13, line 4, Lamentations i, 18,

Stanza 15, line 4, Genesis xxvii, 2.

Stanza 16, line 4, Psalm xxxix, 13.

Stanza 17, line 2, Hosea i, 6; line 3, Psalm xvii, 1.

Stanza 18, line 4, Numbers xi, 15.

Stanza 19, line 4, Jonah ii, 8.

Stanza 21, line 4, Psalm xxx, 10.

Stanza 22, line 4, Genesis xxxvii, 7.

Stanza 23, line 4, Genesis xlviii, 19.

Stanza 25, line 3, Psalm cxix, 176.

Stanza 26, line 4, Genesis xliv, 28.

Stanza 27, line 4, Song of Songs v, 6.

Stanza 30, line 4, Genesis xxxiii, 11.

Stanza 31, line 4, Genesis xxix, 9.

Stanza 32, line 4, Lamentations, iii, 56.












76 SONGS OF EXILE

Of ancient times I dream, of vanished days;
Now wild disquiet rageth unrestrained ;
Scorned and reproached by all, from godly ways
Have I, alas, refrained.

Afar mine eyes have strayed, and I have erred,
And deaf I made mine ears, their listening
quelled;
And righteous is the Lord, for at His word
I sorely have rebelled.

Perverseness have I loved,and wrongful thought,
And hating good, strove righteousness to
shun,
And in mine actions foolishness have wrought ;
Great evil have I done.

Pardon, I pray Thee, our iniquity,
O God, from Thine high dwelling, and behold
The souls that in affliction weep to Thee—
For lo! I have grown old.
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Behold my wound, O Thou Who giv’st relicf !
Let me Thine ears with voice of weeping
win ;
Seek in Thy mercy balsam for my grief,
But seek not for my sin.

Give ear unto my voice, O list my call!
And give me peace, for Thou art great to save.
What profit is there in my blood, my fall
Down low unto the grave?

But I unceasing will declare Thy praise ;
Grant my atonement, though I sinned so oft.
Bring not my word to nothingness, but raise
My fallen sheaf aloft.

Redeem Thy son, long sold to bondage grim,
And on his substance let Thy blessing flow;
How long, O Lord, ere Thou wilt say to him,
“I know, my son, I know.
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THE BURNING
OF THE
LAW

To MEIR BEN BARUCH BEN MEIR, born in Worms in
1220, was given the title “ Light and Great Light,” re-
served for the greatest Rabbis. In 1286 he was impris-
oned as a hostage for the Jewish emigrants, and in 1293
he died in prison, though a ransom had been offered for
his release. He had refused it, fearing to create a prece-
dent for the extortion of money from the Jews by their
imprisonment and ransom. The following K7Znnak, in
which he mourns the burning of the Law at Paris, is
read on the Ninth of Ab, and has the form of the “Zion”
poems for that day, of which Jehudah Halevi’s ODE TO
Z10N (p. 37) is the chief.

Stanza 2, line 1, “panting for thy land’s sweet dust,”
Amos ii, 7.

Stanza 7, line 4, Proverbs xxiv, 31.

Stanza g, line 4, Psalm cxxxvii, 8.

Stanza 18, line 4, Isaiah xl, 2.

Stanza z3, line 1, “ Taking His holy treasure,” Proverbs
vii, 203 line 2, Proverbs vii, 19.

Stanza 26, line 3, Isaiah xxx, 17.

Stanza 30, line 4, Jeremiah ii, 2.
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How hath to Zion come the foeman dread,
Into the royal city entrance found !
How do the reckless feet of strangers tread
With step irreverent on the hallowed ground !
Lo! when the spoilers stormed the sanctuary,
They fell on priests, the guards of sacred
rite,
Watchmen who kept their charge, and fearlessly
Stood by, unflinching 'mid the deadly fight :
Until their blood was shed, profuse as when
Of yore the Nile was turned to bloody flow;
Within the curtain burst unholy men,
Yea, even where the High Priest feared to go.
They stript of gold thy walls’ majestic heights,
And the fair windows of thy narrowed lights.

And cry before the Lord
For thresholds waste,
For thresholds waste ;

Cry for thy little ones
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Slain of the sword;
Lift up thine hands to Him,
To Him implored.

The voice of Zion’s daughter sore doth moan,
She waileth from afar in anguish deep,
Uttereth the cry of Heshbon overthrown,
And with the weeping of Mephaath doth
weep :
Woe! I have drunk the cup, have drained it!
Woe !
Lions with savage fangs have me undone,
Daughter of Babylon, that liest low!
Daughter of Edom, O thou guilty one !—
Wherefore, O Zion, art bewailing thee
O’er this thy doom? for lo! thy sin is known:
By the abundance of iniquity
Beholdest thou the exile of thine own;
For that thy watchman true thou didst forsake,
To hearken unto words false omens spake.
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THE ARK
OF THE
COVENANT

THE ARK OF THE COVENANT was suggested by the
following fragments from the Talmud:

Rabbi Eliezer saith: “The Ark hath gone into cap-
tivity unto Babylon, as it is said, ‘And at the return of
the year King Nebuchadnezzar sent and brought him
(Jehoiachin) to Babylon, with the goodly vessels of the
House of the Lord.’ ”

Rabbi Simeon ben Yochai saith: “The Ark hath gone
into captivity unto Babylon, as it is said, ¢ Nothing shall
be left, saith the Lord.’ This referreth to the Ten Words
which were enshrined therein.”

Rabbi Judah (ben Lakish) saith: ¢ The Ark is hidden
in its place, as it is said: ‘ That the ends of the staves
were seen from the holy place before the oracle; but they
were not seen without: and there they are unto this day.’”

And where it is written “unto this day,” it is always
understood to mean forever.

And the sages say, “The Ark was hidden in the
chamber of the Wood Pile.’

Rabbi Nachman bar Isaac saith: “I likewise have
received a tradition. It isrelated of a priest, that, while
wrapt in contemplation, he perceived that one of the stones
of the pavement differed in appearance from the others.
And he forthwith went to apprise his comrade; but be-
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fore he had ended his words his soul went forth. And
they knew of a truth that there the Ark was hidden.”

There was a tradition with the disciples of Rabbi Ish-
mael, that two priests were examining the wood (to be
burnt upon the altar), when the axe of one fell, and a
flame went forth and consumed him.— Yoma 53b, 54°.

There were thirteen places of prostration in
the sanctuary. But in the time of Rabban Gamaliel and
Rabbi Chanina, the second High Priest, they prostrated
themselves at fourteen places. And where was the addi-
tional place? By the wood pile; for they had received a
tradition from their fathers that the Ark was hidden there.
It is related that a priest, while wrapt in contemplation,
perceived that one of the stones differed in appearance
from the others. And he forthwith went to apprise his
comrade; but before he had ended his words, his soul
went forth. And they knew of a truth that there the Ark
was hidden.—/erus. Shekalim, ch. 16.

Stanza 7,line 4. The Skeckina’ withdrew by ten stages
—from the Mercy Seat to one Cherub, from one Cherub
to the other, from the Cherub to the Threshold, from the
Threshold to the Court, from the Court to the Altar,
from the Altar to the Roof, from the Roof to the Wall,
from the Wall to the City, from the City to the Mount,
and from the Mount to the Wilderness. From the Wilder-
ness it ascended and abode in its place, as it is said, “I
will go and return unto My place.”—Rosk ra-Shanar 318,
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The Temple standing, pride of Israel’s race,
Hath resting there no sacred Ark of Gold;
God’s Glory filleth not the Holy Place
As once of old.

Surely the glory of the House is o’er;
Gone is the Presence, silent is the Voice ;—
They who remember that which is no more,
Can they rejoice?

To him, so musing, sudden rapture came;
The axe fell from his trembling hand’s control;
A fire leapt upward, and a burning flame
Woke in his soul.

His eyes had seen ; his soul spoke ; he had gazed
Upon one stone of that smooth marble plain :—
Lo! from its place it surely had been raised,
And set again.
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The Mdeal Minister

FrROM THE TRACTATE TAANITH IN THE BABYLONIAN
TALMUD

EHOLD him humble and with naught of
wealth,
Save for the righteousness within his soul
And knowledge stored abundantly therein,
More precious than the riches of the earth ;
Gentle and meek and lowly in his ways,
Knowing the source wherefrom his wisdom
flows ;

Labor despising not, he turneth toil
Into a blessing. And his heart is set
In tender moulding of a father’s love.
For he hath children, that he well may know
The heart of other men; and so he prayeth
E’en with such fervor and such earnestness
For sons of others; grown compassionate,
As hath a father pity on his son.
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Closed are his portals to unrighteousness;

Guilt findeth not a place beneath his roof ;

His fame is perfect and his name unstained ;

His life is seen not of the eyes of sin.

Unto the people, trusting, loving him,

His coming is a gladness ; for he lures

The heart of them with wondrous sympathy,

Embracing all their sorrows and their joy,

Speaking the word of comfort in its time,

Rejoicing with them in their joyous day.

What can surpass the sweetness of his voice—

Revealing his soul’s beauty, sending forth

Unto his heedful hearers solemn sounds

Of holiness made holier by song?

The Law speaks loud through him, the deep-
toned words

Leaving an impress of authority

To hold the heart with true and sacred force.

He maketh heard the Prophets’ mighty call,

The thunder of their warning and reproach,
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The bitter lamentation for their sin,

The pleadings and the promises of good ;

And in the sound, outpouring from his lips,

The Prophet’s spirit seems to burn again.

He reads the olden books of Holy Writ,

And telling of the glory passed away,

His soul wells forth in song—a song so sweet

As though an echo of the voice Divine

Sang with it, to inspire the hearts that heard

With hope of that new glory yet to rise.

His lips are steeped in wisdom handed down

In golden links unbroke from sire to son,

Long-treasured race-traditions, still to live,

And, living, pass through ages yet unborn.

So, with his glowing words of metaphor,

Grows green the old faith’s beauty; and his
prayers

Rise up as incense from the shrine.—He stands

Before the Ark, and in his hands he holds

A thousand prayers, to rise as one, and bear
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THE SONG
OF
CHESS

THE SoNG OF CHEss is attributed to ABRAHAM IBN
Ezra (1093-1167), who worked, as philosopher, poet, and
mathematician, in Italy, France, and England. About
one hundred and fifty of his sacred poems are known.

Line 21, “foot-soldier " is the pawn.

Line 35, “ Elephant”’ is the bishop.

Line 40, “ Horse " is the knight.

Line 44, “Wind” is the rook.

Although this poem bears evidence that the moves in
chess have not changed, there are one or two variations
of another kind worth noticing. The Indian chessmen
have an Elephant to represent the Castle, or Rook, but it
is clear that the author of this poem followed the Arabic
designation, as he makes the Bishop the Elephant, or
b, which the Arabs called “Al fil” (see Encycl. Brit.,
vol. 5, p. 599). It is remarkable that the word Rook,
from the Indian “Roch,” a ‘“war-chariot,” is generally
written by Hebrew writers 2] but the author of this
poem employs the word M. He may have used the
word “wind ” metaphorically as a war-chariot.
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From his place he flees in terror,

Or the Wind can give him refuge.
Sometimes he must flee before him;
Multitudes at times support him ;
And all slaughter each the other,
Wasting with great wrath each other.
Mighty men of both the sovereigns
Slaughtered fall, with yet no bloodshed.
Ethiopia sometimes triumphs,

Edom flees away before her;

Now victorious is Edom :

Ethiopia and her sovereign

Are defeated in the battle.

Should a King in the destruction
Fall within the foeman’s power,
He is never granted mercy,
Neither refuge nor deliv'rance,
Nor a flight to refuge-city.
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Shketch of the Game of Chess

By BoN SENIOR ABN YACHIA

IN the beginning of the reign, the armies stand
before thee.

Thine eyes shall see the King in his glory.
Behold, he standeth at the head of all his hosts;
he shall cry, yea, he shall shout aloud; he
shall do mightily against his enemies. By the
strength of his hand and in his power, he is
established in his stronghold, the fourth post,
which is his place of encampment in the begin-
ning of his reign.

The Queen doth stand at his right hand; he
looketh upon her with favor.

Nigh unto them are two Horsemen mounted
upon fed horses; at their right and at their left
is an Elephant, and a War-car on cither side.
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These are the generals and officers, such as
have ability to stand. Facing these in full
array, stand two opposing lines of warriors.

The same are the mighty men which were
of old. Such are their positions, and the stand-
ards of their camps, according to their families,
according to their fathers’ houses.

Come, let us take our fill of love, and I will
give thee a place of access between these that
stand by. I will display before thee the march-
ings and counter-marchings of this army, and I
will explain in lucid words how the battle is
turned back at the gate.

When the King marcheth from place to place
in his dominion, there is but one law for him,
whether his course be flank-wise or straight;
all that he desireth he doeth ; but his heart is
not ambitious to extend his range in battle, lest
he should die in the war.

The Elephants advance three paces without
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divergence, in oblique direction, bent in their
path on victory, and they turn not aside. Behold
them tramping forth, and whither they go, they
work utter desolation.

And the Horsemen set themselves in array
at the gate. Each hath his sword girt at his
side. The glory of the snorting is terrible.
They pace one stage straight across the field,
and take another step in an oblique direction,
before they halt in face of the enemy.

Before the War-cars lies but a straight path,
their movement being the same on their four
sides. They turn not when they go. They
march along the whole length of the path which
is before them. If they prevail by strength,
none assaileth them; but should the commanders
or servants of the hostile King stand before
them, gone is their power to pass. Nor by
their multitude, nor by their wealth can they
deviate from the course already taken. Notwith-



136 SONGS OF EXILE

standing the great strength of this officer, one
of the lowest rank of the enemy may suddenly
capture him, when he deemeth himself in a
place of safety.

When the war rageth, the King avoideth
standing at the extremity of the battle-field, far
from his troops; and thither he attempteth not
to go, nor is he seen there, nor found there, un-
less one of his warriors stand before him, as a
shield and as a safeguard to conceal his person
from all men. If he arise again and walk abroad
upon his staff, after he hath been seen, he
waxeth in his wrath; he goeth and hideth him-
self behind a wall or fortress, and he fleeth and
escapeth from the battle.

Behold, I have laid before thee goodly words,
to teach thee to obey the King’s commands and
his decree whithersoever they may reach thee.
And concerning these men who draw near, have
I not written unto thee excellent things? 1
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have shown thee the laws of the contest, its
genius, and its principles, and every sign; and
there lacketh not one about whom I have not
written.

Excepting that we have not yet spoken of the
woman. She sitteth at the top of the high
places by the city. She is clamorous and wilful
in her way. She girdeth her loins with
strength. Her feet abide not in her house.
She moveth in all directions, and turneth about
her. Her evolutions are wonderful, her ardor
untiring. How beautiful are her steps across
the plain !

And the King, clad in black garments, stand-
cth at the fourth post, which is white, over
against the next post, which is black, where
standeth his Queen. He draweth nigh unto the
thick darkness. His eye is upon her, for he
hath married an Ethiopian woman. They shall
come out against thee one way, with one move-
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ment and one journey. If they be not cautious,
as the one dieth, so dieth the other.

But the black King is strong when there
standeth before him a great and numerous and
powerful people, serving him in the field of
battle as a strong army. For they dare advance
and bravely leap from place to place. Their
feet are straight feet, but if it be their will to
capture prisoners or spoil, they may diverge to
either flank. One of them may gain power
and increase in strength. Should he reach the
haven of his desire, lo! he skippeth as a hart!
Then is he swifter than the eagles of heaven, he
hasteneth his steps, and doeth that in which his
soul delighteth, even all that the woman doeth.

And now the two Kings intrigue against each
other, and pursue each other unto the death.
One is embarrassed in the fight; and when he
resteth in his place, an officer of the enemy may
command him to go forth from his boundary,
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lest he should smite him with destruction. He
may retreat in any direction ; but if in striving
to escape his feet be caught in the snare set by
the warriors that surround him, then is his glory
turned unto destruction. Ah, lord! ah, for his
glory! And his people who are left after him
are as nothing; for of what account are they?
In one moment the mighty men are subdued,
and the commander is brought low, he is thrust
out, he boweth down, and he falleth. The King
who hath striven against him bringeth him
down from his greatness, until not a remnant is
left unto him. Then is he overthrown and cut off
from his position and honor. How can one pur-
sue a thousand! That one is left in glory and
majesty, and the other dieth in bitterness of soul.

Thus shall perish all the enemies of the King,
and they that seek his evil; but they that love
him shall be as the sun when he goeth forth in
his glory.
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“There be others to sing His praises. Lo!
‘the Heavens declare the glory of God.””

And Moses said: “The Heavens are still
when I extol Him, as it is written: ‘Give ear,
ye Heavens, and I will speak.” ”

The Angel of Death again approached unto
him. Moses pronounced the tremendous Name,
and the Angel fled; as it is said: “ For I will
proclaim the Name of the Lord.”

Once more the Angel of Death drew nigh.
Then thought Moses: “It may be that he cometh
bid by Heaven, and that I must bow before the
just decree. ¢The Rock, His work is perfect.””

The soul of Moses wrestled to go forth; and
he restrained her, saying: “O my soul! what
sayest thou? For the Angel of Death seeketh
to gain dominion over thee.”

She spake: “It cannot be. For the Holy
One, blessed be He, hath promised me that He
will not give me over into his hand.”
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“Nay, but thou sayest thou hast seen the
people weeping, and thou didst weep with
them.”

She said: “Thou hast delivered my soul from
death, mine eyes from tears—"

“But thou fearest to be thrust into the grave.”

She said : “and my feet from falling.”

And of his soul he asked: “ Whither wilt thou
take thy flight in realms unknown?”

She answered : “I shall walk before the Lord
in the land of the living.”

When Moses heard these words, he said unto
her: «“‘Return unto thy rest, O my soul; for
the Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee.””

As he passed away, a voice went up from
earth: “ Moses commanded us a Law, an in-
heritance for the assembly of Jacob.”

And the Heavens answered: “He executed
the justice of the Lord, and His judgments with
Israel.”


















