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I ■hall speak this morning of a great and 

living poet--Bialik, who ia writing in a great and liTing 

language--Hebrew. Some people are accustomed to think of 

Hebrew aa of a dead lang11age--ae dead as Latin or claa■ical 

Greek; and yet Hebrew was never a dead language, except to 

those, of course, who did not understand it. While it waa 

not the vernacular of the people close onto two thousand 

years, while it waa not the spoken lang11age of Israel since 

the exile, yet eo carefully waa it tended and cultivated 

right ~hrough the laet two thousand yeara, that when the 

opportunity presented itself for it■ reviTal, aa it did in 

the last generation or ao in Pal etine--ita reTival aa a 

spoken speech, it eprang to new life easily and epontaneousl.7 

as thoagh it had been in uae right through the ages; a■ 

though there did not exiat a hiatu■ of two millennium■• 

BTen during the centuriea when Hebrew wae not 

a spoken tong11e, it waa not in din■•~ It waa al.111qa, aa 1 t 

is to thia day in the oaae of nine-tenth■ of I■rael, the 

l&Jlgllage of prayer. The Jew alway■ prayed 1n the aaore4 

tongae. It waa the language of inatruction in the Hebrew 

school up to recent dqa, and for that matter 1D moat achoola 

to thia day Hebrew ia taught not a■ a nbJeot, aa Latin 1a 

taught a■ a aubject in our aohool■, but it 1■ the nbJect. 

Inaamuch •• the full nrriculua of the Hebrew ■chool up to 

comparatively recent 4a7■ waa the Bible and the !aJwvl, 
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written almost exolueiTel7 ln tbe Hebrew, the child's life 

was oompletel7 eaturated. permeated, in the Hebrew apeeoh. 

Hebrew, too, waa the literar7 language of the 

Jew up to recent times, exoept in the caae of philoaopq, 

for which the Jew had not yet developed a terminolog and. a 

med1um. Ever7 other literature effort of the Jew right 

through the agea was in Hebrew. Bi■ religioua book■, hi■ 

ethical books. hie Biblical cCJ'llDentariea, hie Rabbinical 

commentaries, hie coDllllllnity records and memoir■, hie earl7 

scientific book■, even his commercial paper and legal doau­

ments. were drawn up in the Hebrew. And what ls more 

important, his emotional life, his real emotional aelf--which 

among every people express•• itself cbief].J' in poetey--waa 

almost entirel7 expressed ln the Hebrew. Halevi would write 

his philosoph7, his Ka.aura, in the Arabic, but hie poet17 in 

the Hebrew; Ibn Gabirol would write hie ph110eoph7, hie ~one 

Vitae. in the Arabic, but hie poetr>7, hie Xeaer Kalcuth, in 

the Hebrew; and so down the agea. That was the medium 

cloaeat and nearest to their real ••lvea, to their true 

■elves. 

During the laat one hundred year■ Hebrew 

witnesaecl quite a remarkable renaia■ance; not so much in 

estern Ea.rope as in Eaatern Europe, although it 1• •11 to 

remember that even the great Jewish ecbolara an4 writer■ o~ 

Western Europe, like ZUD• and llaeterlinck and Frankel ant 

other■ wrote ver7 often in Hebrew; and it is one of the 

ironi•• of our hieto17 that even tho■• among the earl.7 
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reformers of GermalJ1' who opposed the use .of Hebrew in pra7er■ 1 

and in stuq, utilized the language of Hebrew in their 

propaganaa against the Hebrew. In Eastern Europe, in Slavic 

1anda, Hebrew was the onl7 medium of expression on the part 

of the Jewish people, up to comparatively recent timea. 

Eastern Europe was the laat to be modernise4; the ghettoe■ 

of Eastern Europe were the last to resist the onalaught of 

Western ciTilization,and the intellectual aouroea of Eaatern 

Jeflr7, who longed for the emancipation of their people, or 

the breaking down of the ghetto walls. used the Hebrew 

language in their marveloua, heroic propaganda work for the 

spiri~al and mental emancipation of their co-religionists. 

The entire Haakalah movement of Eastern Europe, the reform 

movement among the Jews of Eastern Europe,--the intellectual 

and spiritual reform moTement, P carried on by men of th• 

moment, who wrote their satire in the periodical, in the 

newspaper, in Hebrew. One thinks only of such people as 

tho• titanic soula who waged the battle of an emancipate4 

peopl• at coat of self and at great eaorifioe, and uae4 thia 

speech as their medium. 

Of oourae. moat of their writing 414 not 

participate of that exoellenae which we attribute to great 

literature. Koat of their work waa acholarq and propagan4-

1et; it wae conclenae4 literature. And 7et b7 their patient 

and honeat and oOD.■eorated aenioe, th••• quiet .aoula paTe4 

the 1'8.7 for a great cultural renaieaano• in Iarael during the 
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last generation. !he reTival of nationali■t ■entiment in 

Israel aa a result of the pogrom■ in the earl7 '80a in 

Ruaaia; ae a result of the Dre7:tusa affair in France in the 

'90■; the realisation on the part of the masses in Israel and 

Europe that their future and their hope lay not in the lan4a 

where the7 were but in the establishment of a home of their 

own in Paleatine,--that nationalist sentiment gave a tremen­

doua impetus to the revival of Hebrew, and from that dq 

there begins, reall7, a most unique and a moat faecinating 

chapter in the history of thi■ ancient and modern speech-­

the Hebr••• 

In the last generation the men writing in 

Hebrew were those who had co~letely assimilated the culture 

of Western Europe; men who were at home in all the cultural 

ideology in the worlcl; who me th beat which there wae in 

the literature• of other peoples, and who were therefore 

able to combine, when they wrote in the Hebrew, BUbstance 

with form, subject matter with art. Their work alread,7 

begins to partake of the character of real art. In the 

last generation we have such writer■, in philosoplQr, aa 

Beumark; in hiator7, llauaner and Bernfeldt and fiau■■; in 

the novel and the short ato17, ~i■cJ'IDan and Brenn.er; in the 

eaaa7, Sokolow; and in the field where the7 u:oelle4 moat, 

in poet%7, name■ like Xahn, !ohernlohonaq, Sohneir, and the 

greate■t of theae--Bi&llk. 

!he Hebrew preaa to4q la bua7 turlling out " 
munerou■ boou; Hebrew journals an.4 Hebrew 4a111e■ are eTe17-
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where. A great pedagogio literature. text book■ built upon 

the beet educational theorie ■ of the da7. are being 4eTelope4; 

and from the newly founded uniTersity of Jeruaalem. I haTe 

but recently received their first publication of ecientifio 

work in Hebrew, a publication, by the w1q, of which Albert 

Einstein is one of the editora. So that thia "dead" language 

is very much alive. very Tigorou■, Tery creatiTe. 

I want to speak this morning briefly about 

one who le its greate■t protagonist, its symbol, and, in a 

sense. its modern creator--Chayim Iachman Bialik. A wor4 

about Bialik's youth. Bialik was born in a small village v 
in southern Russia some fifty-three years ago. His youth ia 

very much like the youth of all the ghetto lade of his da7 

and his land . It waa a youth of poYerty, a youth of 

misery and want and hunger and starvation; not ao much 

phyaioal starvation as cultural atanation. It waa a youth 

Tery much different from that of young boya and girls in other 

lands and among other people• whoae liTea are filled with 

sunshine and beauty, with nature and aport; it was the life 

ingrown and etarve4 of a little Jewish lal who, from earlieat 

infancy, spent hie c1a7 in the .......... , in that unattractiTe 

miserable looking, little room, poring over the■• T&et poem■ 

and Tolumea of ancient law. at1fling the legitimate hunger 

of human life, deToting himself entirel.7 to a contimation 

of this eelf-eame atuq--a life without youth, a life with~ut 

loTe. 

Bialik. in one of hi■, perhaps hia moat, wi9t-
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indioatea the pathos, the trageq of hi■ earl.7 

7outh, which waa no J'OUth. Thia little poem, which I will 

translate for J'OU, 1a calle4, "'fake Ile Beneath !1q Wing." 

"O oome and take me under the shelter of tlq wing■ , 

And be unto me both mother and elater, 

And let th7 wisdom be the re:tage of 'lll7 head, 

The shelter of my reJecte4 prayers. 

In the merciful hour of twllight, 

Lean low and I will reveal unto thee the aecret of 

my suffering. 

Ken 88.7 there 18 somewhere in the world 7outh. 

Where ia rJJ7 7outh? 

And J' t another seer twill Ir veal unto thee . 

lq soul ts being conaum din its OWD flame. 

llen 88.1' there is aanewhere in the world loTe. 

What 1■ loTeT 

The atara have deceived me. 

!here wa8 a dream once, but that, too, baa nea. 

Bow I have nothing in the worll, nothing left. 

O let me dwell under the sheller of th7 winga . 
. 

And be unto me both mother and elater. 

And let th7 bosom be the refuge of ars bea4, 

The shelter of f47 reJected pra7era." 

In another of hie poeu. call.a "~ Song," 

Bialik ••b ht■ reahr: "J>o 7ou wiah io mow. fr.iencla. 111heno• 
• _,_ 
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oame my aong? Whenoe did I der1Te the inspiration for rq 

songT" And he describes hie home in that foraaken little 

Tillage in southern Russla--ita poverty, ita desolation, the 

hunger of body and soul, the misery of their da:,a and the 

apparent hopelessness of thinge; and above it all and around 

it all, pervading it all, was that iJlcessant, endle■■, 

monotonous chirping of the cricket, and that oricket aank • 

into his mind and into his eoo.l, and that cricket, that he 

oalla "The Singer of Poverty,"--its song became the source 

of the song of the poet. 

"And do ·:,ou wieh to know," he ask■, "whence 

comes my sigh■ and the tears that glisten through my song?" 

He describes hie home and his· witowea mother, worn and weary 

of life, and ■even orphaned ohlldr a. and their etrugglea 

and their privation; and he desorl ea his mother rising in 

the chill, cold dawn to kindle a fire 1D order to warm the 

shivering little bodies of the ■eTeD children; and to knead 

the dough ao that the:, m&.7 haTe a bit of breat to eat; an4 

as a child he would hear her ■igh, and aa a child ha woul4 

aee the tears run down her cheek■, and it is those tears an4 

those sigha that mingled with hi■ bread and entered hie 

bones and his soul, and that was hie song. 

Bialik, like few men before him or since, 

describes the ghetto in all its ungainliness and all ita 

miee17. In one of hie poema, calle4 "!he Lone Star," he 

speaks of the ghetto life. 

"Jq father le black poTert7, bitter exil 1■ JD7 mother, 

_,_ 

I 
V 
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But it 1s not the wanderer's staff, 

Bor the beggar' ■ wallet, I fear. 

?or seven timea more cruel, more terrible than th•••• 

Is life itself. the life that know■ no hope nor radiance, 

The life of a buDgr7 dog fettered to ita obain. 

O curse upon 7ou, life. that mo•• no hope&" 

And 7et when Bialik left the gbett• an4 

entered into the great weatern world. the world of life am 

movement, of glitter and song. and there drank deep of the 

culture of other people■• Bialik. when he reacbee manhood aD4 

passes beyond the unith of manhood. somehow looks back to 

that ghetto life with a certain longing; not for its povert7 

and its miaeey and ita mea,m,e■a. but for those rare spiritual 

aanotitie■ which were there; for th steadfast loyaltiea 

and the sacrificial Talor which were S71Dbolised in the 

ghetto b7 the tJ7D&gogue, b7 the school. b7 the student. An4 

somehow. when Bialik write■ of these thinga. one feels his 

noatalgia, hia yearing for a world of rare beaut7, 11lich 

somehow has eacapel him, and it 1■ in tho• po 1111, like the 

"Talmud Student," and the poem on "!he Tbreahol4 of the 

Bouae of Stucl7." and the poem on "Do 70u wiah to mow enoe 

7our People drew the Strength," that one diacovera that rare 

eoul of the great Jew in Bialik • 

In the poea "The TaJwd Student" all the 

beaut7 of the old houae of learniDg, the 7eahlva, 1n all it■ 

patho■ and all lta nbllmit7 and all it■ trageq ar mirrore4i 

that atudent. the like of which ex1at• nowhere elee toc1&7. the 
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!almud, the rabbinio atudent of the old 7eahiTa,--the man who, 

having forgotten life, and b7 life forgotten, stifles in 

himself all the longings and all the paesiona of young man­

hood; the man who standa there in the little corner of hie 

little synagogue, chanting in the old, old lit&DT of hie 

people--the old rabbinic 4ialeotioa &nd the old rabbinio law, 

forgotten, isolated, while the great world of sang und 

laughter and movement echoe■ around him. And Bialik describes 

that student 1n most marvelous. artistic pigments. I want 

to read you a line or two. 

"Still, in some hi4den towna of our Dispersion, 

!here smoulders on, concealed, our ancient light, 

In citiea where our Go4 a r~JDDent spared, 

Aa 'twere a glowing ooa1 id the ashea, 

Where, like a plucked-out fire-brand, faint17 · amoke 

Weak human lives, poor souls of small account, 

Who live without a life and early wither 

Like blades of grass upon a thirety land. 

Ana sometimes, when you walk abraacl b7 night, 

In aome moh little cit7 bleat, while star■ 

!winkle aboTe your head, and all aroun4 

The graaaee whisper and the winaa tell tale•-­

Y011 hear the diatant marmar of a Toioe, 

AD4 you ■ee behind a paae a 41■tant gleaa, 

And th•• a figure like a oorp•'• ahau, 

!hat rook■ and waver•, bell41ng up and 4011B, 
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With moaning chant--a ruah of broken thought■ 

Ia borne to 7ou upon the waves of silence. 

" A !almu4 Student. prisoned in a llaua 

Ana keeping nightl7 Tigil, you behold. 

ithin thoae walla, not one da7, but al% year■• 

Haye watched hie toil--hia childhood ripened there 

Too oon. hie youth matured there ere its time. 

Ria eyes were darkened and hie fao gre white. 

Bot one da.7, but aix years, have passed since first 

He turned him to the we.11 in that dark apot. 

Bo sunshine baa he looked on, only cobweb■ , 

Only the wall, daubed with untemperei olq. 

Bunger and Tigil■, leanneaa and deoa7." 

!he trage~ of his life appear t th poet. 

"I also in 1D1' youth have heard th••• Toice■, 

Have watched theae toilers, aeen the wrinkled brow■, 

The heayY eyes. the pallid face that seemed 

To beg for mero7--and each look and line 

Told me of stifled feeling, aparke oruahe4-out. 

Each look and wrinkle stirred the beat ithin me 

And rent rq heart and wrung 1D7' inmost aoul. ... 

But when I call to mind their voice, their Toioe, 

That wails like that of wollDded men forgotten • 

Lord of the worl4I I or,. within m7 elf, 

On 11hat re all theH llT• t th••· powr■ ., ... ,. 

, the p11rpo l• 
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work etrlkee the poet with all lta grim trageq. 

In another one of hla poem■. a reall.7 

magnificent, triumphal ode, the poet ia returning from the 

great world of marvelous palacea and theater■ and churchea 

to that little village and to the mean, little. shabby 

synagogue; he enters that ~agogue, and he exclaim■ with 

prophetic fervor and with manelous understending: 

"If you wish to know, broth r, the source hence 

Thy persecuted and hounded brothers drew the strength 

To enduro the exile; 

. If you ish to know whence they drew the comfort 

To endure the endless mockery and contumely of the worlt. 

If you wish to mow the fortress hither 

They brought their holy of holiee, their Torah . 

There to be safeguarded through the atorms 

of adTeraity; 

If you wish to know the dear old mother which 

Folded her tired children in her arma an4 

Comforte4 them and cheered them. 

Come 1th me to the little synagogue. loat on 

The vast steppea, or in some forgotten Tillage, 

And there in the long cold nighte of winter, 

Or during the blasing 4a19 of summer. 

If you nter you will perhapa find. two or three 

fime-weary. emaoiatet, exiled, lined and turrowel 

Sona of tq people, bent oYer their lent book■• 

Chanting the law and the lore of their foaear■ , 
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Or perhape reciting 1D wistful Toice the lita117 of ■om• 

paala. 
And then on the threehold of that eynagog,ae, 

You will be standing on the threehold of th.7 people'• 

eternal 11:te. 

There you will see the miracle of thy people's immortalit7. 

They who suffeBJand die4 mutely and dumbly through the 

centuries. 

They 11led to us the life, the life ternal." 

Bowher• in the whole range of great literature 

do you find this doxolo§ of the Jewish people as you fin4 

it in this song of Bialik. Bialik is the poet of the race, 

and nowhere is he ao truel7 the poet of his raoe as in hie 

songs of storm, hia eo'1ga of wrath. Bialik witnessed the 

pogrom■ of the earl7 twentieth c ntuX7--the KiehineY 

massacre, or reacl about it or rec ived reports about it, and 

after the KiahineT masaaore of 1903 Bialik wrote a poem 

which ie perhaps the moat terrible piece of poetic writing 

1n modern literature--"The City of Slaughter"--• aoul-wither­

ing poem. And in that song this great prophet of his people 

turns not in anger ancl 1n 4emn.ciation upon thi■ ■tup14, 

blind, blood-maddene4 pogromi■t who betrayed hie people; he 

turna first of all againet hi■ own people, they who cringel 

like oowaru into oellara and attic■ and garret■--the7, the 

eon■ o:t the .llaooabee ■, who did not have the courage to face 

cleath bravel.7; the7 who ahrank a1ra7 while their clear one• were 

being 11111tllated and torture41 ill the wrath and the pa■eion 
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of the great poet is turne4 in Yiclou■ d~nuuoiatlon on hi■ 

own people whom he loved so much; and then he turna 1D 

protest against God himself, the source of moral Justice, 

and the poet, in the name of his people, demands Justice 

for these poor, beaten, butchered oreatur••• That poem la 

a manelous bit of writing--marYelous for its 4epth of 

feeling and volcanic eruption of passion. 

people, he eays: 

Concerning hie 

"Today's a fast-day, come where stands the School, 

(this is after he describes the city of ■laughter 

and the pogrom; now that the pogrom is over, the 

people have run to their synagogue to prq. ) 

And plunge thy soul in tears, their sea of tears. 

Thou hear'et the lamentatlo and the moana 

From open mouths, from out ·tween locked teeth. 

The rent and quiY'ring sounds, like things aliTe, 

Unite, and--hearkanl now they riee agaiD 

In one despairing wail of misery, 

That toBses still between a damp, dark ceiling 

And upturned face• all awry with pain. 

A ludden horror chills you to the bone: 

Thus wails a people only that is lo■t, 

Whoae soul is duet and aahea, and their heart 

A scorched deaert . • • • 

Bo root of hatre4, not a blade of Tengeanoe, 

,or hark. the7 beat the brea■t and er,. AaltMP'DJl 

!he7 pray of me forgiYenee for their ala. 
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Their sinT the sin of shadows on the wall, 

The ein of broken pots, of bruised ormal 

What will they? hy stretch out their handa to meT 

Rae none a fiat? And here' ■ a thunderbolt 

To take revenge for all the generations, 

To blast the world and tear the heavens aaunder 

And wreck the universe, my throne of gloryY" 

!he poet wonders wh7 hie people cannot arise in wrath and 

,anger and Tengeance, rather than cringe in eelf-pity and self­

denunciat ion; and he turna to God in protest. Bialik la 

not the first great poet of Iarael who demanded juetioe of 

God. Jeremiah did it, and Esekiel, and the great Job. But 

in each case these prophet■ and poets soon turned upon them­

selves and the cause of the euff rings of the people. The7 

chaetlaei themeelvea, and they vindicate God's Juatice. 

Bot so Bialik. Bialik doea not apologise for diTiDit7. 

And Bialik, in the bitterness of hie soul, portray■ the 

impotence of diTinit7 1n the face ef the terrible inJuatioe 

of the worl4. And ao he aaya: 

"Bow go without the town when none may ■•e th•• 

And steal thee softly to the place of burial; 

And tand beside the martyr■' new-made graTe■ , 

And etand and look and let thine eyelida fall-­

And turn to atone. 

Th7 heart shall fail within thee, but thine e79 

Burn hot and tearlea aa the de ert aan4. 
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---!h- 7 mouth shall ope to shriek aloud for Tengeanc~ . -. ---+ 
And dumb as are the tombstones shalt thou ■tan4. 

Go, look and look, behold them where they lie 

Like butchered calves, and yet thou haet no tear 

lo give to them, as I have no reward. 

For I haTe hither come, 0 ye dead bonee, 

To beg of you, forgive mel 

Forgive your God, you that are sbemed for everl 

For all your dark and bitter lives forgive me, 

And for ycur ten times dark and bitter deathl 

For when you stand tomorro at my threshold, 

When you remind me, when you ask for payment, 

I shall but answer you: "Come, see, I've nothing.•• 

But one must no b led to think that Bialik 

has denounced diTinit7 and has turned from God, in these 

terrible cries of Justly outpourings of a mutilated solace. 

Bialik believes in his God so strongly that he feel■ competent 

and Justified to come before him and demand Justice; deman4 

of God to Tindioate hia own moral law. 

But Bialik ia not oDly the poet of atora ana 

anger and strife and d•m,noiation; Bialik is alao the poet o~ 

love, of compassion, of hope. In hi■ fine momenta o~ 

exaltation he Tisiona hie people rebuilt an.a. reooutruote4, 

apiritually sane, and moving on from ■trength to ■trength 

along the road of ita eternal deatin-,. I shall clo e with 

reading ~uat thia one poem of hi■ oallecl. 

"At 8vnr1H." Tille la like a ,eaoeflal fl~ a~ter the 
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ator11T and ■tressed poetey of hie life. 

"Awake with the aunri■el Clamber on the hill■ 

To find the gold orient, 

And being first to eet the sunlight, each 

Will quaff to his oul's content. 

The dear morn of God like a aapful freshet goe■ 

Around you, an~ o'er non; 
• 

or all the aged and withered in your heart . 
Ite sunlight will reTiTe, 

And all idolatrous and Tile therein 

The morning star will ahriTe. 

Guard ye the golden treaaure hid away 

Aa auocour for your heart • 

Ye who approached, burd 1th sin and care, 

Guiltless and rich will part. 

0 ye decrepit, rotted of the night, 

Pray for the sun--the light. 

oiet with dew of blossom■ ye'll return 

And deck with mantle een 

Each one his friend, and each in hie father's houae 

111 tell of the wide demeem 

Then in the fielcls e will atrew the atara to plq 

On the children'• head■ to-4&7 . 

Deaoend to find in the c1arlc 

Your brother low an4 ■tark, 

The light will tremble, leaning on hi heart 
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An4 lip■ pre■eed aoftl7 ope: 

'Riae, brother, pray, for there ie room for prayer. 

And a place for hope--come hope1' 

Then he will awake--7our friend of yeaternight-­

And thiret for the aun--the light. 

If ye, in search for sunlight. found but vo14. 

Go. fashion it from nought. 

Hew it from eras and quarry from the rock■, 

In cells of the heart be it sought. 

And When the Go4 of light draw■ baok the Tell 

'Twill spread and never fail; 

Your waifs will come anew 

To life their soul ti 7011 

And in your bosom tbey 111 lodge 4ea1r•• 

Sacred--to their eons impart 

Tbis heritage from age to age command: 

'Live. stint no toil. take heart! 

'Weaned from the darkness. drawn from the breasts of 

night, 

Clasp to your head the lightl'" 

And so through .the Stygian gloom of pogrom and 

maseaore, of hie starved youth and a denied manhood. and eo 

through the multitudinous auff ring of a race. homel•••• 

wanderiq. thia rophet-poet of hie people ■e • the ultimate 

life, and calla upon hia people to pr&7. for ther 1 ■ roo 

for pra7er; to hope. for th r is roo for ho1e; to 11Te, to 

• 
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■t1Dt no toll; to take heart; to fashion out of their own 

live■ that glow, that light, whloh will help them onto the 

Tery battlements of the aq. 

There ia the prophet of Ier el ■peaking. 
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