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EDITORIAL

RESTORE BUTLER, HANG BAKER

T HE   PASSAGE    OF   THE
new   Baker   Education    Bill
through  the  House  of  Lords

has led  to  unforeseen  events  about
which  the Jewish  community  ought
to  be gravely concerned.

The   1944  Butler  Education  Act
enshrined  religious  education  as  a
compulsory   feature   of  the   school
syllabus and required a daily public
act  of  worship.   Over  the  last  two
decades,    enormous    strides    have
been  made  in  developing  religious
education  for  a  mutli-faith  society.
It  has  become  a vital  and  challeng-
ing  subject,  demanding  of teachers
a  real  sensitivity  to  the  needs  and
backgrounds of pupils but providing
a much-needed education in mutual
respect   and   understanding.   These
developments  have  received  wide-
spread  approval  in   numerous  stu-
dies,  notably  in  the  Swann  Report.
Conversely  the  public  act  of  wor-
ship  has  been  found by many  head
teachers to be a growing problem:  a
daily  coming  together  of the  whole
school  being  one  thing,  but  corpo-
rate  prayers  for  a  large  multi-  and
non-religious  gathering  being  quite
another.

The  new  Education  Bill  did  not
address     itself     to     these     issues.
However,  an  attempt was  made  by
Baroness    Cox    to    introduce    an
amendment  insisting  that  religious
education be predominantly Christ-
ian  and  the  public  act  of  worship
likewise be Christian. Baroness Cox
received    a    surprising   volume    of
support from  some  surprising quar-
ters.  Ironically,  one  of  the  foci  for
opposition  was  the  Bishop  of  Lon-
don  -  hardly  one  of  the  country's
more  radical  prelates.  The  Bishop
was  placed  under  pressure  for  his
opposition but, in the end, his more
moderate,   compromise   version   of
the Cox proposal was passed by the
Lords.  This  provides  for  allowance
to   be   made   for  the  religious  and
ethnic  composition   of  a  particular
area   and   for   the   continuation   of
studies     of    religions    other    than
Christianity.     However    the    main
thrust of the Cox proposal has been

conceded,   a   fact   that   will   alarm
many  people  involved  in  religious
education  and  which  should  be  of
the   utmost   concern   to   Jews   and
other religious  minorities.

The   proposal   is   based   upon   a
false  premise  and  a  false  assump-
tion.  The  false  premise  is  that  Bri-
tain  is  still  predominantly  a  Christ-
ian society.  Whilst it is true that our
historic traditions are predominant-
ly   Christian,   the  majority  of  chil-
dren  in  our  schools  today  are  not
Christians and do not have a mean-
ingful   Christian   background.   We
live   in   a   secular  society   in   which
British Christians, like British Jews,
Muslims,   Sikhs   and   Hindus   have
become    a    minority    group.     Of
course, there are many areas of the
country   where   Christians   are   the
largest  minority,  indeed  often  the
only  minority.  But  the  attempt  to
reassert  the  predominantly  Christ-
ian  nature  of Britain  is  a  distortion
of  reality  and  smacks  both  of  illu-
sion  and  state  sanctioned  evangel-
ism.

The  false  assumption  is  the  fact
that the state school is an  appropri-
ate  place  for  confessional  instruc-
tion.   People   who   send   their  chil-
dren   to   denominational   schools  -
Christian,  Jewish  or  Muslim  -are
more   than   entitled   to   have   their
children inducted in the faith of that
school  and   to   have  their  children
experience    Christian,    Jewish    or
Muslim living. But people who send
their           children           to           non-
denominational   state   schools   are
entitled   to   something   quite   diffe-
rent.  Namely,  that  the  child  is  ex-
posed  to  the  existence  of  a  highly
significant  phenomenon  in  the  his-
tory  and  culture  of mankind - reli-
gion.    And    that   the   child    learns
about   the   different   patterns   and
traditions    in    which    the    religious
experience   is   expressed.   This   has
been abused by the phrase `cocktail
of   religions'   but   it   is   difficult   to
understand   why   enabling   children
to  appreciate  the  faith  and  culture
of other people as well  as their own
should be a term of abuse.  In many

cases,  the  best  teacher  will  have  a
strong  faith  commitment  of  his  or
her  own   and  that  will  be   a  great
asset to  the  teaching but  it is  never
the role of the teacher or the school
to  instruct  the  child  in  a  particular
faith.  That must be the responsibil-
ity   of   the   home,   of   the   church,
synagogue,     mosque,     temple     or
gurdwara and -if parents so choose
-of the denominational school. The
role  of the  public  act  of worship  is
extremely    questionable    and    we
wonder  whether  it  were  not  best
abandoned, perhaps with opportun-
ity   being   given   for   the   different
faith   groups   within    a   school    to
gather  on   a  voluntary  basis  from
time to  time  for such  purposes.

We  had  been  moving  away from
the  days  when   the  different  faith
minorities were forced to sit uncom-
fortably  through   Christian  acts  of
worship  or  separate  themselves  by
withdrawing.  We  had been  moving
away from the time when Christian-
ity was  taught as  the  one  true  faith
and     Jewish     children     squirmed
through  accounts  of the  crucifixion
or  were  sent  off  to  the  library  to
read a book. The amendment to the
Education  Bill  could  turn  the  clock
back  thirty  years.  Proper  religious
education  can  strengthen  the   role
and  appreciation  of  religion  within
society  from  which  all  benefit.  But
the insensitive reassertion of Christ-
ian    supremacy    strengthens    only
those  forces  opposed  to  tolerance,
mutual        respect        and        inter-
community  understanding.   It   may
provoke  increased  demand  for  de-
nominational schooling but the ma-
jority  of  Jews  -  and  other  British
minorities  -  will  never  be  sent  to
denominational    schools,    and    the
Jewish  community  is  unlikely  ever
to   have   the   resources   to   provide
denominational    schooling    for    all
Jewish  children,  even  if  that  were
desirable.   We   have   more   than   a
suspicion     that     this     unexpected
amendment to the Education Bill is
both   a   disaster   in   itself   and   yet
another  harbinger  of change  in  the
once-liberal  climate  of Britainl
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THE   DUTY   OF   BRITISH
Jewry  is  to  stand  `all  square
with   Israel   in   her   renevyed

hour   of   trial'   insisted   Dr   Lionel
Kopelowitz,  President of the Board
of  Deputies  of  British  .Jews  -  as  if
Israel  were  the  only  victim  in  the
current  crisis.

With that he backed the attempts
from  Balfour House,  the  citadel  of
British  Zionism  to  stifle  all  doubts
and criticisms,  so widely aroused in
Anglo Jewry by the Arab  Revolt.

But   the   rabbis   in   Anglo-Jewry
have  not been  silenced.

Orthodox,   Liberal   and   Reform
rabbis  in  sermons,  broadcasts  and
articles,   have   sought   to   put   into
words  the  agony  felt  by  their  con-
gre8ants.

And  with  that,  they  have  proc-
laimed  those  eternal  Jewish  values
which  are  most  threatened  by  this
year's events.

So   here   we   bring   you   extracts
from  some  of  their  principle  pro-
nouncements .

In   an   Israel   40th   Anniversary
sermon preached in St Johns Wood
Synagogue,  the  Chief  Rabbi,  Lord
Jakobovits did no more than hint at
his  unease.
`Of course',  he  said,  `there  are  still

numerous  unsolved  problems -  in-
ternal   as   well   as   external   -   and
many of the most pressing ideals of
moral excellence and spiritual gran-
deur to be pursued in peace are still
distant  visions'.

But   in    an    interview   with    the
/crz/scz/cm Posf he was totally expli-
cit:

Lord  Jakobovits  has  always  be-
lieved   that    `you    cannot    keep   a
million   and   a   half  people   perma-
nently under a domination that they
are not prepared to  accept.

`At the heart of the whole Arab-

Israeli   conflict',   he   says,   `lies   the
fate   of   the   Palestinian   refugees,
people  driven  to  excesses  and  de-
spair by living, many of them for 40
years,   under   inhuman   conditions
which   ought   to   touch   our  Jewish
hearts;    the    refugees,    more    than
anyone  else`.   We  should  not  have
required    any    terrorism    to-   draw
world  attention  to  it'.

In    his    maiden    speech    to    the
House  of Lords  earlier  this  month,
the Chief Rabbi described the Arab
refugee problem as `an unspeakable
tragedy   of   rejection   and   human
indignity.

`What started  as a conflict of two

rights, between two people claiming

THE
AGONY

OF
THE

ONLOO.KER
the  same   land',   he   went   on,   `has
now become a conflict between two
wrongs,  with  Israel   still  being  de-
nied   the   right   to   exist   under   the
threat  of war  and  terror,  and  with
Palestinians still widely denied their
national  aspirations  .  .  .  '

He  stresses,  as  ever,  that  he  can
offer   no   recommendations   for  €a
precise solution - `this is outside my
sphere of competence'.  But,  speak-
ing  as  a  rabbi,  he  says-he  does  not
believe       that       Jewish       religious
teachings  prevent a territorial  com-
promise.`The  right-wing  thrust  today,  to

the   point   of   extremism,   is   very
largely religiously inspired, for very
genuine   reasons   which   I   respect.
They  say  that  religiously  once  we
occupy  the  whole  Biblical   land  of
Israel, we are not permitted to give
it up  under any circumstances.

`1   cannot   go   along   with   this.   I

believe  that  for  the  sake  of  peace,
for the sake of security, for the sake
of   saving   Jewish   lives   as   well   as
other   lives,   territorial   concessions
can  be  made.   Life  is  worth  more
than  land'.

Moreover,  Lord Jakobovits fears
that `if we keep a million and a half
Arabs   under   Jewish   sovereignty,
the  whole  state  will  lose  its  Jewish
character.    The    demographic    de-
velopments  today  are  such  that  in
10  or  15  years'  time,  they'11  be  in  a
majority.  So what have  we gained?
The  whole  Zionist  dream  is  being
undermined'.

The   Chief   Rabbi   also   realizes
that occupation  brutalizes,  and  that

through   occupation,   `we   lose   our
Jewishness -and in the sense of the
moral  distinction  that  has  marked
us  out  through  the  ages  and  pre-
served our sanity and our humanity
in  the  face  of enormous suffering.

`That  we  shorild  now  be  seen  to

be    dominating    others,    often    by
force - as it has to be if we want to
rule over these  unruly  elements...'

Here   the   Chief   Rabbi   literally
throws up his hands and,  rarely for
him,  leaves  the  sentence  hanging.
`Get  out'!  he  urges  finally.  `It  can-

not  be done'.

Rabbi  Dr  John   Rayner,   at  the
Liberal Jewish Synagogue, spelt out
the rc/z.gz.ows response,  and stripped
it  of  all  secular  or  `pagan'  cotton-
wool:

`We  would  all  like  to  think  that

our fellow Jews  in  Israel  invariably
mean well and almost invariably act
well,  except  under  intolerable  pro-
vocation.  We  would  all  like  to  put      '
the  most  favourable  possible  con-
struction   on   their  actions,   and  to
believe that when things go wrong it
is not to any great extent their fault,
but the fault of the media, or of the
Arabs, or of the United Nations, or
of the stars.  But itis  not  a response     o
with   which,   in   the   end,   we,   as
religious   Jews,    can    be    satisfied.
Why?  To  put  it  very  bluntly,   be-
cause  it  is  pagah!  There  is  nothing
religious about it.  It  does not differ
in  the  least  bit  from  the  way  any
national,   ethnic   or   other   secular
group  w.ould  naturally  tend  to  jus-
tify  itself.   Religion  -  at  any  rate,
monotheistic   religion,   and   there-
fore Judaism - begins at the precise
point   at  which   we   recognise   that
God,  because  He  is  the  God  of all
humanity,  requires  us  to  seek  truth
even  when  it  is  uncomfortable,  to
seek  justice  even  when  it  is  to  our
disadvantage,     to     recognise     the
pains,  the  rights,  the  aspirations  of
other peoples as well as our own, to
apply   between   nations   the   basic
principle   of  all   ethics:   "You   shall
love   your   neighbour   as   yourself"
(Lev.    19:18).   Religion   transcends
nationalism.    Religion,    we    might
even  say,  begins where  nationalism
ends. It is humiliating to have to say
that:  it  is  so  obvious.  It  was said  by
the  Prophets  millennia  ago;  it  has
been  a  major emphasis of Progres-
sive  Judaism  for  nearly  200  years.
Yet  there  is  apparently  a  need  to
remind  ourselves of it.

"First correct yourself, then cor-

rect  others"t  said  an  ancient  rabbi
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(Lamentations    Rabbah   to   3..41).
77zcre    is    the    spirit    of   Judaism.
Another rabbinic teaching goes:  "If
you have done a little wrong to your
neighbour,  let  it  seem  big  to  you,
and   if  you   have   done   him   a   big
kindness,  let  it  seem  small  to  you.
But if your neighbour has done you
a  little  kindness,  let  it  seem  big  to

you,  and  if  he  has  done  you  a  big
wrong,   let  it   seem   small   to   you"
(A.R.N.   41:11).   7lfecre  is  the  spirit
of Judaism.

`If  then   we   look   at   the   recent

happenings  in  that  spirit,  we  must
first of all  admit the uncomfortable
truth that Israeli soldiers have com-
mitted   atrocities,   that   they   have
behaved  with  unrestrained  brutal-
ity,    not   in    one   or   two   isolated
instances   but   in   quite   a   number,
and   furthermore   that   they   have
been  c„cowrczgcd  to  do  so,  directly
by  orders  from  field  commanders,
as reported in the Israeli newspaper
fJcz-Arefz  (see  Obsert;er,  21  Febru-
ary,   p.15),   and   indirectly   by   the
Defence  Minister's  appalling  com-
mendation   of   "force,   might   and
beatings".    It   is   not   adequate   in
these  circumstances  to  say  blandly
that  "there  have  been  some  exces-
ses"  and  that  "lives  were  unneces-
sarily  lost".  To  anyone  with  a  y!.d-
dz.sfee #csfeo777c  (a Jewish  soul)  these
facts  are totally  shattering!

Rabbi Colin Eimer, of Southgate
Reform  Synagogue,  warns  against
turn.ing crisis  into  tragedy:

`Just  what  do  those  who  refuse

`compromise    propose    that    Israel
does? It will always have to be more
-and more -and more. That is the

path of Greek tragedy. What will be
left at the end of this process? That
question removes the problem from
the  level  of  rcc/po/I.fz.k  and  obliges
us  to  ask  about  the  nature  of  the
Jewish    State,    40   years    after   its
establishment?  What  meaning  and
reality does the word "Jewish" have
in  the  phrase  "The  Jewish  State"?
What   are   the   values   that   Israel
stands  for?  How  long  can  it  main-
tain  them  if  it  continues  to  be  an
occupying power and is forced to do
what occupying powers have to do?
If we  don't  listen  to  the  voices  that
speak  of compassion,  kindness  and
mercy - then we are on the road to
fanaticism.  Maybe we  have  already
arrived' .

Rabbi    Julia    Neuberger,    in    a
broadcast on the BBC's World Ser-
vice,   raised   the   threat   to   Jewish
identity  posed  by  the  tendency  of

many  in  Anglo-Jewry  to  dissociate
themselves,   not   only   from   recent
events,  but  from  Israel  itself:

`Israel  has been  a source of idem-

tification,   a  source  of  pride,  over
the   last   forty   years.    Is   it   to   be
abandoned  because  of  its  present,
self-inflicted  troubles?  To  some  ex-
tent   that   looks   like   the   way   it's
going,   a   situation   I   heartily   dis-
approve  of .  But if people  do aban-
don  it  as  a  source  of identification,
what  will  they  be  left  with?  Very
few practise Judaism very seriously,
yet   that  seems   to   be  where   their
energies  are  now  going.  There  has
been  a  rise  in  the  numbers  of  the
extremely Orthodox, and we on the
Liberal wing are certainly seeing an
increase   in   religious   interest   and
activity.     If    nationalism    has    not
proved  the  answer,  will  immersion
in  religion  provide  it  instead?  My
own  view  is  that  neither will.  Israel
is  necessary  to  the  Jewish   people
and   cannot   be   abandoned.   Strict
religious  practice  without  a  life  in
the   outside   world   is   meaningless
except  in  its  own  very  narrovi  con-
fines.  What  is  required  is  a  strong
sense  of  Jewish  values,  of  identity
with  a  great  tradition  of  prophetic
thinking  and  rabbinic  learning,   in
order to look from a Jewish point of
view  at  the  outside  world  and  con-
tribute` to  it'.

In  contrast,  Rabbi  Dr.Jonathan
Sacks,   the   Principal   of  the   Jew's
College  and Minister of the  Marble
Arch  Synagogue,  in  a  letter  to  the
Editor  of  M¢##cz,  put  the  case  for
discretion :

`1 have been willing in  the past to

speak  out:  I  can  never  forget  the
occasion when, on Shabbat Shuvah
1982,  in  the  days  after  Sabra  and
Chatilla,   I   spoke   in   the   Golders
Green Synagogue and  mad.e  a very
strong   call   for   a   public   inquiry,
which  was  at  that  point  being  re-
sisted by the government. Although
I was denounced for my remarks,  I
did  not  regret saying what  I  did.

`But   there   have   been   a   great

many  factors  in  my  increasing  re-
luctance  to  criticise  the  actions  of
the  Israeli  government.

`First,  there  is  a  simple  pastoral

issue.  A  great  many  of my  congre-
gants,  and  I  imagine  this  is  true  of
other sfe#/s,  look  to  their  rabbi  for
reassurance   and   a   restoration   of
faith in Israel after prolonged expo-
sure  to  what  they  see  as  one-sided
criticism   from   the   British   media.
They want to hear the other side of

the  case,  even  if some  of them  do
not  agree with  it.

`Second,   there   is   the   issue   of

loyalty  and  solidarity.  I  feel,  as  do
the   vast   majority   of   my   congre-
gants, that Israel's increasing politi-
Gal  isolation  calls  for  a  response  of
¢chdz/f  from   the   Diaspora  Jewish
communities.  This  sometimes  out-
weighs  the   responsibility  of  critic-
ism  - justified  though  it  may  be  -
from  the  Golah.  If  ahavat  Yisrael
applies even to an erring individual,
how  much  more  so  to  the  state  in
which  our  hopes   as   a  people   are
concentrated.

`Third,  there  are  profound  ques-

tions  one  must  ask  oneself,  in  the
tragic light of 19th and 20th century
Jewish   history,   about  the   motiva-
tions  of  Jewish  criticisms  of  Jews.
Read  Sander  Gilman's  recent Jew-
ish Self~Hatred, for example., oT the
several   recent   studies   of  German
Jewry's  attitudes  toward  OJf/.4Idc#.
Is    Diaspora    Jewish    criticism    of
Israel  a  new form  of internalisation
of gentile  hostility  and  Jewish  self-
hatred?  Some  of it  surely is.

`Fourth,  there  is  the  growing  de-

spair in  the forces of moderation  in
the  Arab  world  generally  and  the
Palestinians  in   particular.   Is  there
the  basis   for  true   reciprocity  and
hence  for  genuine  mutual  recogni-
tion? Liberalism vis-a-vis Israel and
the  Palestinians  seems  to  be  suffer-
ing  a  similar  fate,   and  for  similar
reasons,  to  American  Jewish  libe-
ralism      towards      blacks,      which
flourished  in  the  60's  and  is  today
almost  dead.

`And  fifthly  there  is  the  natural

reserve  anyone  outside  Israel  must
have in criticising from afar.  I don't
mean  to  say  that  those  who  have
not chosen a/I.yczfe have thereby for-
feited   their   right   to   make   state-
ments  about  Israel;  and  yet,  living
in comfort in  Golders Green,  while
my brother Alan  makes every  kind
of sacrifice to live in Israel where he
is  about  to  begin  military  service,
makes  me  think  twice  before  criti-
cising the country  he  has  chosen  to
make  his  own,  and  that  I  hope  all
our    children,     and    perhaps    we
ourselves, will one day make home.

`These  five  points,weigh  heavily

with  me  -  and  as  I  say,  the  vast
majority  of  my  congregation  have
similar feelings.  If I lived in Israel, I
might  speak  differently.   But  I  am
not  in  Israel;  and  though  my  per-
ception   might   be   the   same,   my
duties are different'|



AIDS
THE HALACHAH SPEAKS

Hyam Maccoby

WHAT ADVICE SHOULD
be  given  to  young  people,
from   a   religious   point   of

view,   about   the   danger  of  Aids?
Some religious leaders, both Jewish
and  Christian,  urge  that  only  one
line of advice is permissible,  `Avoid
all sex outside marriage'.  To  advise
instead  the  taking  of  precautions,
on this view,  is wrong,  because this
is to condone extra-marital relation-
ships,  which  are  all  equally  sinful.

This  may  be  in  accordance  with
Christian  thinking but Jewish tradi-
tion    does    #o/    regard    all    extra-
marital  relationships  as equally  sin-
ful.  Some  are  regarded  with  a  con-
siderable  amount of tolerance  and,
even  when  disapproved  of,  are  not
regarded  as  criminal.  Consequent-
ly,  the  range  of  options  for  advice
about Aids need not be confined to
the     simple     injunction,     `Don't',
especially  as  we  have  here  a  situa-
tion of danger to human  life,  when
the  fecz/czcfe¢fe  permits  acts  which  in
normal  circumstances  are  frowned
On.

We    must    distinguish    between
three grades of seriousness in extra-
marital  relations:   (1)  adultery  and
homosexual   penetration,   very   se-
rious  offences  theoretically  punish-
able by death, though not in practi-
ce  because  of the  stringency  of the
rules  of  evidence;   (2)  promiscuity
between  unmarried people,  carried
to  the  point  of  prostitution;  this  is
biblically forbidden,  but is not pun-
ishable   by   death;   (3)   one-to-one
relationships    between    unmarried
people;  this is  known  as  `concubin-
age'  (Hebrew,  p!./egcsfe)  and  is  not
forbidden  by the Bible,  though  it is
forbidden  by  the  authority  of  the
rabbis.

Statistics    show    that    the    com-
monest   form   of  pre-marital   rela-
tionship   is   in   fact   the   one-to-one
affair, lasting a period of months or
years.  People  involved  in  this  kind
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of relationship  are  not  regarded  by
the law of the rcz/mwcz and the codes
as engaged in deadly sin but only in
unseemly conduct.  In  times of dan-
ger,  the  profoundest sins  should be
discouraged  even  at  risk  to  human
life.  But the lesser misdemeanours,
as  Judaism  has  always  maintained,
should not be  taken  so  seriously.  If
it is possible to save human life even
at  the  cost  of encouraging  the  con-
tinuance     of    such     lesser    misde-
meanours,    then    this    should    be
done.

Aids has been  confined so  far,  in
Europe, mainly to homosexuals and
drug   addicts.   But   there   is   a   real
possibility that it may spread to the
heterosexual  community,  in  which
case the resultant plague may be  as
bad  as  the  Black  Death.  The  most
practical  preventative  is  the  use  of
condoms,   and   the   campaign   pro-
moting    this    has   been    addressed
mainly   to   young   people   in   pre-
marital   relationships.   The   Jewish
attitude should surely be to support
this campaign, since the urgent dan-
ger   overrides   the   limited   fe¢/czcfez.c
disapproval  of such  relationships.

While   some  fecz/acfe!.c   authorities
have  tried  to  argue  that pz./cgesfe  is
biblically  forbidden,  the  weight  of
focz/¢cfe!.c  opinion  regards  it  as  only
rabbinically     forbidden.     Another
fecz/¢cfe!.c  question  involved,  howev-
er,   is   that   raised   by   the   use   of
condoms.  The  offence  of`  `wasting
seed'  has been  taken  very seriously
by many fe¢/czcfez.c authorities,  yet in
the   last   resort,    as   most   experts
agree,  it  is  only  a  rabbinical,  not  a
biblical,   offence.   Mystical,   not   to
say     superstitious,     considerations
have tended to exaggerate this pro-
hibition  out  of all  proportion.

There   has   been   a   tendency   in
rabbinic sermons,  from  the  Tcz/mz/cZ
onwards,  to  inveigh  against  minor
sins in exaggerated terms.  After all,
no-one  finds  it  necessary  to  deliver

a   sermon   against   murder!   But   in
times of danger, we must remember
the  relative  importance  of  the  va-
rious  offences.  It  is  to  the  glory  of
the   Jewish    tradition    that    it    has
always  kept  a  sense  of  proportion
and  has  graded  offences  according
to   their   relative   importance,   and
this   cool-headedness   is   invaluable
when   the   first   priority   is   to   save
human  life.

Another  important  point,  when
we  consider  public  policy  as  it  ap-
plies   to   non-Jews,   is   that   Jewish
tradition has always made a distinc-
tion    between    laws    applicable    to
Jews  and   laws   applicable  to   non-
Jews.  The  Jews  are  regarded  as  a
holy people,  `a kingdom of priests',
who    are   expected    to   observe    a
special  code  which  is  not  required
for   `the   children   of   Noah',   who,
however,   have  their  own  code  of
morality, on a less exacting level, by
which  they  may  achieve  their  `por-
tion  in  the  World  to  Come'.  Non-
Jews, in particular, are not required
to  observe   rabbinical   laws,   which
are  laid down by the  rabbis  for the
Jewish  people  alone.  Thus  the  law
against  pz./cgcsfo,   a   rabbinical   law,
does  not  apply  to  non-Jews  at  all,
who   are   nowhere   commanded   to
abstain   from   pre-marital   relation-
ships,  though,  if  married,  they  are
forbidden  adultery  just  as  much  as
Jews  are.   Similarly,   non-Jews   are
not forbidden  to  `waste seed'.  Con-
sequently,  there  can  be  no  possible
objection,    from    a   Jewish   stand-
point,   to   supporting   a   campaign,
directed towards non-Jews, for tak-
ing the precaution of using condoms
in  pre-marital  sex.  Here  one  does
not  have   to   argue  that   rabbinical
prohibitions   may   be   set   aside   in
conditions of danger,  for rabbinical
prohibitions  do  not  apply  to  non-
Jews in  the  first place.

Here     follow     further     fecz/c!cfez.c
notes   on   the   above   general   sum-
mary:

1.  The  status  of  pilegesh.    For  a
full  discussion  of this  see  Ofzczr  fecz-
Poskim on Even ha-Ezer 26..1. Here
many authorities are cited who hold
that pz./cgcsfe is not even rabbinically
forbidden,  but only  disapproved of
(e.g.     Ramban).     One    authority,
Jacob Emden, holds that, in certain
circumstances,  pz./cgcsfe   is  even   to
be   recommended.    On   the   other
hand,   some   authorities   are   cited
who  hold  that pz.Jegesfe  is  biblically
forbidden.  Most of these, however,
base  their  opinion  on  a  passage  of
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Maimonides  the  meaning  of  which
has  been  much  disputed  (MT  /sfez4f
1 :4).  In the light of another Maimo-
nidean   passage,   MT   IVcz'¢rczfe   Be-
fz//c!fe   2:17,   it   seems   probable   that
Maimonides   did   not  mean   to  say
that  pz./egcsfe  was  biblically  forbid-
den. Moreover, Maimonides admits
elsewhere  that  a  king  is  permitted
to   have   a   p!./cgesfe,   which   could
hardly  be  the  case  if pz./cgcsfe  were
biblically  forbidden.

2.  The   concept   of  abizrei.  The
term  czbz.zrcz.  occurs  in  the  Babylo-
nian Talmud,  Sanhedrin 74b in the
context   of  `forbidden   sexual   rela-
tionships   and   their   `czbz.zrcz.'  where
¢b!.zrcj. appears to mean `and every-
thing   pertaining   thereto'.    It   was
interpreted  by  medieval  authorities
to  mean  that  martyrdom  was  en-
joined  not  only  in  order  to  avoid
committing   major  sexual   sins   but
even   to   avoid   committing   minor
ones - that  this  is  the real  meaning
of the  r¢/mwczz.c  text  is  very  doubt-
ful.  This  interpretation was held by
some  to  apply  to  non-Jews  as  well
as to Jews.  But does  the concept of
cb!.zrcz.   extend   not   only   to   minor
biblically-forbidden sins but even to
the  prohibitions  of  the   rabbis?   A
few authorities,  including the  Vilna
Gaon,    hold    that    abz.zrcz.    applies
even  to  rabbinical  prohibitions  but
most  authorities  hold  that  it  does
.not     (e.g.     Shach,®  Bet     Shemuel,
Noda'  Bi-Yehudah).   So  again   the
doctrine   of  ¢bz.zrcz.,   except   in   the
view  of the  severest  minority,  does
not  affect  the  question  of  precau-
tions       against       Aids.        No-one,
whether   Jewish   or   non-Jewish   is
required  to  risk  death  in  order  to
avoid    transgressing    a    rabbinical
prohibition,  even  in  sexual  matters.

3.  The  story  of the  man  in  love.
In the Babylonian  ra/;7twd,  Scz#feccz-
rz.# 75a, a story is told of a man who
`conceived  a  passion  for  a  certain

woman,   and   his   heart   was   con-
sumed by his burning desire.  When
the   doctors   were   consulted,   they
said,  "His only cure is that she shall
submit". Thereupon the Sages said:
"Let  him  die  rather  than  that  she

should  yield".  Then,  said  the  doc-
tors,   ``Let  her  stand  nude   before
him";  they  answered,   "Sooner  let
him  die".  "Then"  said  the  doctors,
"let   her   converse   with   him   from

behind a fence".  "Let him die", the
Sages    replied    "rather    than    she
should  converse  with  him  from  be-
hind a fence"'. The woman, accord-
ing  to  one Talmudic  authority,  was
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unmarried. This story has been held
by  some  authorities  to  mean  that  a
person    should    submit    to    death
rather than  commit  even  the slight-
est   sexual   offence.   Most   author-
ities, however, deny this interpreta-
tion  of  the  story,  and  treat  it  as  a
special case that cannot be general-
ised (see, for example, Bet Shemuel
on   EH  20:1).   It  should  be  noted
also that there is a variant version of
the story in  Sfec'!./fof /V¢-crcz/  where
it    is    stated    definitely    that    the
woman    was    married,    while    the
Palestinian   Tcz/mwd,   Sfe¢bbczf  14:4,
says that even according to the view
that   she   was   unmarried,   she   was
married  at  the  time  when  the  man
fell  in  love  with  her.  So  this  story
cannot be given the extremist inter-
pretation  some  have wished  to give
it.

4.   `Wdrsrj.#g  sccc!'.   The  status  of
this  prohibition  is  discussed  fully  in
Otzar ha-Poskim on EH 2:3..1. Some
authorities regard the prohibition as
biblical, but most regard it as rabbi-
nic.    All    agree    that    it    does    not
require  mcsz.rcz/  #c/csfe  (sacrifice  of
one's life)  even  if it is biblical.  Most
deny  that  this  law  applies  to  non-
Jews,  and,  of course,  all  agree  that
non-Jews  are  not  required  to  give
their  lives  for  this  law.  A  ruling  of
Rabbi  Eliezer is  most interesting in
this connection.  He held that coz./#s
z.#/crrwpJws  should  be  practised  for
two  years  by  married  couples  after
the  birth  of a  baby,  since  the  birth
of another child might endanger the
life  of  the  suckling  baby   (Babylo-
nian   rcz/mztd,   ycvczmof  34b).   This
was  a  minority  opinion  but  it  cer-
tainly  shows  that  the  great  Rabbi
Eliezer  had  no  horror  of  `wasting
seed',   and   did  not   regard   it   as   a
basic prohibition.  Yet  the  Stew/cfecz#
Arz4cfe says that this is `more serious
than   any  other  prohibition   in   the
Torczfe'!   This  expression   is  derived
from  the  Zofeczr,  not  from  the  rcz/-
mwcz.   Bet  Shemuel's   laconic  com-
ment    on    it    is,    `/czv    dczi/kc'    (`Not
really').

5.  The  question of niddah.      An
important   reason,   in   the   eyes   of
some  authorities,  for  treating  pre-
marital  sex  as  a  serious  issue  is  the
strong  possibility   that  such   sexual
activity  would  not  be  accompanied
by observance  of the  laws of purity
and  the  use  of  the  mz.kvczfe,   which
are just as obligatory for unmarried
couples as for married couples.  For
this  reason,  Nachmanides,  who  re-
garded  pre-marital  sex  as  not  even

rabbinically  forbidden,  advised  his
correspondent  not  to  publicise  this
fact,    as   flouting   of   the   laws   of
#z.cZcZczfe   might   result,   especially   as
unmarried  women  would  be  asha-
med  to  be  seen  visiting the mj.kvczfe.
This  consideration,  however,  does
not   raise   the   prohibition   of   pre-
marital sex above rabbinic status for
Jews,  and,  as for non-Jews,  the law
of  #j.cZcZczfe   does   not   apply  to   them
anyway.  If pre-marital  sex  is  to  be
given  no  countenance,  even  in  the
face of mass danger, just because of
the  fear  of  neglect  of  Hz.cZcZczfe,  then
marriage itself should be forbidden,
since   it   is   clear   that   most   Jewish
marriages   today   do   not   observe
#z.dczczfe.   This   consideration   should
be   regarded   as   irrelevant   to   the
topic of Aids but should rather lead
to a campaign for the observance of
the   laws   of   #z.dczczfe   by   unmarried
couples,  especially  as,  under  mod-
ern conditions, shame would not be
felt  to  such  a  degree  by  an  unmar-
ried  woman  visiting  the  mz.kvczfe.

6.The  status  of pre-marital  sex in
Bible   and   Talmud.  Tn   the  Bible,
pre-marital  sex  is  not  forbidden  or
assigned   any   punishment,    except
when  it  takes  the  form  of prostitu-
tion.  The  idea,  questionably  attri-
buted  to  Maimonides,  that  all  pre-
marital  sex  was  regarded  as  prosti-
tution is demonstrably wrong,  since
this  would   make   nonsense   of  the
law  of  the  seduced  virgin,  who  is
assigned    reparation,    not    punish-
ment  (Exodus 22:16-17).  The  cases
of  the  priest's  daughter  (Leviticus
21-9)  and  of  the  `damsel'  (Deuter-
onomy  22:20)  do  seem  to  assign  a
penalty  to  pre-marital  sex  but  the
rabbis regard such an interpretation
as  incredible,  and  refer  these  cases
to   a  married  woman.   In   the   Tcz/-
mwcz,  the offspring of an  unmarried
woman  is  not  a  m¢mzcr,  and  the
woman   herself   does   not   become
disqualified  in  marriage  to  a  priest
as a zonah (Bate. Talmud Yevamot
61b),  unless  she  has  engaged  in  a
forbidden union that could not have
resulted   in   marriage.   Prostitution
itself,   though   biblically   forbidden
(Deuteronomy  23:17)  was   not  re-
garded as a capital offence, and was
regarded as permitted to non-Jews.

Hyz\m M8Iacoby  is  the  Librarian  of the  Leo
Baeck  College.   His  most  recent  book  Etuly
Rabbinic  `Writings  was  published  earlier  this
year.
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LIFE WITH AN ARTIST
The distingiiished  novelist, Lryrme Fbofid-B8irhes, is  married [o  [he equally distinguished sculptol.,  Chain StepheITson.  Stephenson recently exhibited

al the  Sternberg Centre and,  during the course of the exhibition,  Ms.  Reid-Banks spoke [o the  Manor House Socievb!  about `LjINingwth a.n ALlti+st .

W::=:¥r:o¥':hoTn[s:e:aEk::°#R
many of her audience are coming to
hear about the `artist' part, and how
many to  hear about  the  `life'.

In    other   words,    are    they   in-
terested  in  the  details  of  how  an
artist  functions,  how  he  fits  his  life
and family around his creativeness -
or are they interested in the intima-
cies  of  the   marriage  itself?   High-
minded concern for Art? Or a good
gossip  .   .   .  ?

My  husband  is  not  here  tonight.
Wild horses wouldn't have dragged
him.  He is sitting at home in Dorset
trying  not  to   think   about  what  is
happening here, what I am going to
reveal to you,  a group of strangers,
about him,  about our life together.
And because he is the most private
person in the world -and I am not -
I must be very careful what I reveal.
You see, my husband has a pecul-

iarity    rare   in    my    experience   of
artists.  It  would  be  almost  impossi-
ble  to  find  it  in  a  performing  artist
such  as a musician or an  actor.  In  a
writer,    it    would    be    rare.    Only
among painters and sculptors might
one  expect  to  find  it.  I  refer  to  a
lack of that overmastering extrover-
sion,    that    essential    ego    without
which I, for one, could hardly func-
tion.   My   husband   Chaim   almost
totally lacks these dominant charac-
teristics.

He is an introvert.  He is actually,
by nature and temperament, practi-
cally a hermit.  I sometimes think he
would be happiest if he could estab-
lish   himself  on   a   hilltop   in   some
beautiful,  warm  country,  with  not
one  hut  but  two - one  little  one  to
live  in,  by  fez.777sc//,   and  one  some-
what larger to work in.  If respectful
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admirers,  worshipping  his  gifts,  his
rare independence and lack of world-
liness, made pilgrimage every day to
his remote hilltop fastness, to fill his
wooden bowl with sustaining simple
food  and  perhaps  bring  him  mate-
rials  to  work  with  so  that  he  never
had  to  stop  sculpting  except  to  eat
and  rest,  then  his  happiness  would
be  complete.

Well,   but  you  ask,   where  does
that leave me?

It  leaves  me where  I  came  in:  an
artist's mate.  A true artist -for real
aLlt:rsls  put  their  work  first  always.
That is one of the methods by which
one can  tell whether one has found
the  geniune  article.  I  can't,  in  hon-
esty,   complain,   because   this   was
one of the qualities I chose him for.
And here  I think I should digress a
little  to  tell   you  about  the  begin-
nings of our relationship.

We  met  by  one  of  those  won-
drous,    fortuitous    chances    which
could  so  easily  not  have  happened
that  I  still  marvel  at  it.  I  had  been
on  my first  trip  to Israel  in  1960.  It
was disguised as  a business trip.  I'd
decided   to   set   my   second   novel
partially     in     that     country,     and
needed  to  go  there  to  research.  Of
course the truth was that I made the
decision   about   the   setting   of  my
novel  !.#  order to  have  an  excuse to
visit  that  place  of  my  dreams,  not
the other way round.

While I was there, I met a woman
who had a number of sisters. One of
them   lived  in   London,   and  I  was
asked   to   visit   her   on   my   return.

When I arrived, late one evening, at
the  sister's  home,  I  found  there  a
grey-haired  k!.bbwfz#z.k  of beautiful
aspect  and.  deeply  intriguing  man-
ner. Another sister, it seemed, lived
in   his   kz.bbzJfz   and   had   similarly
urged  him  to  look  up  the  London
sister,  who  had  thriftily  decided  to
entertain  two  strange  birds  to  one
meal.

The  rest is family  history.
I  must  confess  that  I  made  most

of the  running.  Chaim  was in  Eng-
land  on  study  leave  from  the  kj.b-
bwfz.  That's what they call it,  study
leave.   Actually   it   was   get-out-of-
here-and-don't-come-back-till-
you're-married   leave.    You   know
how it is in  the  kz.bbk/z.  There's  no
real    place    in     that    society    fo.r
marauding   bachelors.    A   man   is
expected   to   do   his   duty   to   the
future,  and also to  stop putting the
wind up  all  the  husbands.

But  from  Chaim's  point  of view,
it  really  was  study  leave.  He  got  a
variety  of  jobs  which  would  help
him  to  learn  new techniques -jobs
concerned  with  resin,  for  instance,
then  a  new  substance which  he  has
since used to great advantage in his
work  -  and   eventually  joined   an
established sculptor as his assistant.
He  was   not  consciously  bothered
about   fulfilling   the   kJ.bbwfz's   tacit
expectations,  and  was  not  looking
for a wife.  So when I set my eye on
him,  I  had  to  do  the  doings.

Nor    did    he    make    my    selt-
appointed   task   easy.   He   did   not
have   a   telephone.   I   was   put   to
shifts.    I    hardly    knew    the    lady
through  whom  we  had  met,  yet  I
had  to  ring  her  and  ask  her  how  I
might  get  in  touch  with  my  fellow-
guest.  She was tactful  and obliging.

Coll[iiii!ed  on  fiext  page



He   was   in   the   middle   of  making
portrait  heads  of her  two  sons;  she
would  be  seeing  him  one  of  these
days when  he turns up for a sitting.
She would give him my number.  As
to  whether  he  would  contact  me,
she  let  me  understand  kindly  that
she  had  doubts  about  that.

`He's   a   very   solitary   man',   she

said.    `He   doesn't   seem    to   need
people'.  Warning bells  should  have
rung - I  had  never  believed  in  the
attraction  of opposites.

Well,  miraculously  and  quite  un-
characteristically, he did phone me,
and  I  invited  him  to  a  Pztrz.in party
at the  Embassy - the only time the
Embassy  has ever deign!ed  to  invite
me  to  anything,  by  the  way.  While
the   hundreds   of  other  guests   dis-
ported  themselves  indoors,  Chaim
and   I   sat   in   the   garden   -   as   I
remember,   on   a   large   chunk   of
Jerusalem    stone,    which    either   I
invented  or  which   has  since  been
removed,    most    unfortunately    as
surely  it  would  have  been  adorned
by  a  plaque  one  day - and  there  I
fell  in  love.

I  don't  know  if  Chaim  intended
this.  Probably  not -he  has  little  of
the  designing  or  calculating  in   his
essentially   straightforward   nature.
How  could  he  know that  to  tell  me
in his intriguingly modest way about
his  exploits  in   the   P¢/mczcfe   in  the
'48  War  -  just  after  I  had  learnt

about the heroism of that body and
had visited some of the sites of their
exploits  - would  inevitably  grapple
me to his side with hoops of steel? I
still  sometimes  remind  him  of  the
occasion    -    which,    manlike,    he
claims  entirely  to  have  forgotten-
and   tell   him   that   if   he   had   not
wanted   to   entrap   my   heart,    he
should   have   kept   quiet   on    that
subject.

Our    life     together    really    got
underway  in   Kz.bbztfz   yczszJr  in  the
early  sixties.   I  had  quit  my  job  at
ITN in order to emigrate, expecting
to winkle Chaim out of the kz.bb#rz,
a way of life which, though I admir-
ed  it  from  the  small  sample  I  had
had,  seemed  laughably  unsuited  to
a  soft-handed goyz.scfec  middle-class
urbanite   like    me.    I   thought   we
would   live  in   some  pleasant  town
with   a   good   artists'   quarter,   say
Safed.  Little did I know how unwel-
come this morsel of frc/would have
been  in  that  holy  city.

But   Chaim   had   lived   in   Yasur
since   its   founding   in    1948.    So   I
knew  that  this  winkling-out  process

couldn't  be  achieved  in  a  day.  Be-
sides,  I  knew  that  the  kz.bbwfz#!.ks
had me sussed - they recognised me
as  a  soft-handed  middle  class  etc.
and  naturally  some  of these  horny-
handed  sons  of toil  were  just  wait-
ing  for  me  to  cop  out.  So  I  had  to
prove  myself first.

But  at  least  I  was  able  to  hurl
myself into k!.bbLffz life in the secure
knowledge  that  it  wouldn't  be  for
long.   Could  I   do  manual   labour?
Could I muck out two million chick-
ens,  catch  and  hold  them  by  their
legs   while   they   were   de-beaked,
defy   their   vicious   pecks   to   reach
under them  for their  eggs?  Could  I
get   up   at   crack   of   dawn   to   go
bumping  out  to  the  vineyard  in  a
cattle-wagon,  there  to  work  in  the
growing  heat  for  six  or  eight  hours
doing    indescribably    monotonous
work, could I prepare breakfast for
up    to    25    extraordinarily    faddy
workers in  a field-shed with  the  aid
of one  standpipe  and  two  calor-gas
rings,  a meal which had to embrace
three  strengths  of  tea,  sausage-in-
pyjamas,   french   toast,   scrambled
eggs,  a  huge  mixed  salad  and  pre-
ferably  some  hashed  up  potatoes.?

Yes,  I  could  was  the  answer,  as
much to my own surprise as others.
The  only  person  not  surprised  was
Chaim,   who   presumably  wouldn't
have  let  me  come  to  the  kz.bbwfz  at
all    if   he    had    thought    I    would
disgrace   him.    I   found   farmwork
stultifyingly  boring,  but  luckily  be-
fore  my basic frailty was uncovered
I  was  invited  to  start  teaching  En-
glish  to   11-year-olds.   I  say  luckily.
Had this dispensation not occurred,
I do believe I wouldn't have stuck it
and Chaim would have had to leave
the kz.bbz/Jz with me as I'd originally

planned. Or else, of course, I would
have  had  to  leave  without  him  .  .  .
Whether  this  would  have  been  to
the good in  the long run  of course I
don't  know,  but  at  least,  as  things
worked  out,  he  couldn't  reproach
me later with having been the prime
mover or  rather,  prime  winkler.

What is it like to be married to a
kz.bbwfz   artist?  Well,   that  depends
entirely  on  the  particular    k!.bbLf/z.
If  the     kz.bbwfz   is   well-off   and   its
members  highly  cultured,  as  is  true
of some of the older establishments,
being  an   artist   can   be   wonderful.
All   creature   needs   are   provided.
There   are   no   worries   about   the
need   to   sell   to   live.    After   some

years of working ones way  up as an
artist,  an ever-increasing number of

`days   for   art'    are   assigned   until

hopefully    one    is    given    all    ones
worktime    `off'    to    work    in    ones
studio.  However, Yasur didn't real-
ly come into this category.  We were
still a young  kz.bbwfz, were were not
`rich  and  every  hand  was  needed  to

do   work   regarded   as   essential   to
keep   the   place   running.   Art   was
definitely  not  so  regarded.

This   meant   that   Chaim   had   to
sculpt   catch-as-catch-can   between
shepherding,  and  latterly,  landsca-
pe   gardening.   His   studio   was   an
abandoned     shack     infested     with
wildlife including a black snake with
whom   he   became   quite   chummy
when   he   realised   it   was   helpfully
controlling  the  rodent  inhabitants.
Due   to   a   dearth   of   workers   -
somewhat   eased   post-1967  by  the
annual   influx   of  volunteers  -   his
days  for  art  were  often  notional  if
he didn't want to receive a constant
stream  of complaints  about  the  ex-
tensive   kz.bbL/fz grounds going back
to nature.

Living with  an  artist  isn't  so  bak,
but   living   with   a   frustrated   artist
definitely  has  its  drawbacks.  I  was
gettig  a  bit  frustrated  myself,  come
to that.  My winkling plans had been
set  aside,  years  went  by;  one,  two,
three, our sons were born to us and
I had my severest  adjustment prob-
lems when seeing them, and myself,
through  the  rigours  of  baby-house
rearing.  My  teaching  career  was  a
success  and  I  loved  it,   but  I  was
coming  to  the  point  where  I  knew
my   semi-abandoned   career   as    a
novelist would  have  to  be taken  up
again  if it were  not  to  founder.

But   there   was   something   very
beautiful  about   kz.bow/z life which I
responded  to  ahd  which  the  years
between  have  not  taken  from  me.
We lived simply, free of the tyranny
of possessions.  This  made  our  later
economic struggles,  in  England,  re-
latively  easy  to  cope  with,   and  in
fact rather fun.  It was good to shed
my  class  prejudices  about  the  pre-
stige   of  various   kinds   of  work   as
against  other  kinds.  Where  a  com-
munity  is  bound  together by  bonds
of  interdependence   the   man   who
comes to stop a leak in your plumb-
ing is just as important as any of the
so-called   professionals,   and   it's   a
relief to  find  oneself judged  by  the
quality  of ones  work  and  not  by  its
nature.

It's   good   to   provide   ones   own
entertainment,   and   in   this   field   I
saw  Chaim  in  a  new  light,  for  at
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Pwrz.in   he   would   emerge   miracu-
lously  from  his  shell  as  one  of the
kz.bbz/fz's  most gifted comedians.

Nature  itself in  that  lovely  coun-
try was an unending delight. I learnt
from   Chaim,   who   perceives   the
seasons   and   the   countryside   in   a
special   way,   to   let   nature   -   its
sights,   sounds   and  scents  -  enter
into  my  sensual  life  as  I  never  had
before.   Perhaps   the   extremes   of
climate,   and   even   the   recurrent
tensions in Israel pierced my English
reserve or even dissolved it perma-
nently,   leaving  me   more  open   to
experiences  and  impressions.   This
is one of the capacities I've retained
from   kz.bbzt/z  life with  Chaim.

I  also,  incidentally,  gained  confi-
dence in  my abilities to adjust,  and
acquired  a  taste  for  adventure.   I
have     Chaim's     basic,     taken-for-
granted intrepidity and courage, the
qualities which took him to Israel in
the first place  and got him  through
several  wars,  to  thank  for that,  for
all  unconsciously  he  challenged  me
to  be  his  partner  and  to  keep  up
with  him.  Though  he  put  no press-
ure  on  me  at  the  time  and  left  me
wholly   free   to   decide,    this   pre-
vented  me  turning  tail  during  the
various     international     crises     we
faced  during  the  time  I  was  there,
some  of which  were  very  alarming
and had my mother tearing her hair
and   sending   me   pre-paid   tickets
home.

While  all  this  was  going  on  I  was
watching Chaim develop as an artist.
I want to say somethimg here about
why I married him.  I had discovered
in earlier relationships that I couldn't
really  entertain  the  idea  of any  per-
manent    partnership    with    a    man
whose  work  I  couldn't  admire.  I've
been told since that this is somewhat
eccentric, but I just couldn't conceive
of  getting   through   a   lifetime   with
someone  I  had  to  lie  to  about  what
they   did,   what   I   call   the   `lovely-
darling-lovely'   syndrome.   It   would
be like  living with  a  child,  having to
protect   him   all   the   time   from   a
realisation    that    you    don't    really
admire  his work.

Nor did I want to live with some-
one who didn't care about his work
to   the   point,   even,   where   it  was
more  important  to  him  than  any-
thing else.  I  remember when  I first
grew interested in Chaim almost my
first  care  was  to  find  out  if I  could
admire him as a sculptor, because I
realised   that   that   was   the   chief
business of his life.  At that time he
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was   doing   something   he   disliked,
but   did   to   keep   himself:   portrait
heads.  He told me the ones he was
working  on  were  not  much  good
and I shrank from looking at them,
knowing  that  if  they  were  inept  I
would  not  dare  let  the  relationship
develop.   I   shall   never   forget   my
first sight of them - the heads of two
lively small boys, sons of the couple
who   had   introduced   us.   A   more
difficult task than sculpting children
is  hard  to  imagine  if  only  because
they never sit still, but I saw at once
- untutored though my eye still was
- that Chaim knew exactly what he
was  doing.  I  felt  myself  relax  into
the  relationship  from  that  moment
because  I  thought,  well,  maybe  1'11
like  some   of  his  stuff  more  than
others,   but   I   will   be   able   to   be
honest  with  him  about  it  because
basically  I  trust  him  as  an  artist,  I
feel   he   is   really   good   and   I   willl
never   have   to   say   lovely-darling-
lovely when  it  isn't.

In  our  kz.bb#fz  years,  despite  all
the  difficulties  and  distractions,  de-
spite the lack of recognition or real
encouragement    from    his    fellow-
kz.bbz4/z#z.ks,    Chaim's    work    mar-
ched.  He  worked  steadily,  develo-
ped new techniques and persistently
followed his muse where it led him;
for  this  freedom  of  course  he  had
the kJ.bbLffz to thank because he was
not bound by commercial consider-
ations,   a   condition   which   was   to
alter  later but  by then  his  determi-
nation  to  do  his  own  kind  of work
was  so  built  into  him  that  even  at
our   most   straightened   he   found
himself unable  to  compromise.

When, after 8]/2 years, we left the
kz.bbzJfz  and  struck  out  on  our  own
in    London,    this    preconditioning
against the commercial world made
our   lives   rather   stressful.   Art   in
general, and sculpture in particular,
we  found,  was  not  an  easy  option
for making money. Chaim sold a lot
of work for an unknown, as he then
was,   but  not  enough  to   keep  us.
This was partly because of the sheer
remorseless economics of the thing.
A   unique   piece,   say   in   wood   or
concrete, could take several months
to  make.  As  to  pieces  which  could
be  reproduced,  bronzing  is  terrifi-
cally  expensive,  and  galleries  take
no  account  of  it  before  slicing  off
their commissions which could be as
high  as 40 or 50°/o .  This meant that
it  was  better  to  sell  privately,  but
how often can the friends who come
into  ones  house afford hundreds of

pounds for a sculpture? Our friends
were   in   general    as   hard   up   as
ourselves.        Admiration       Chaim
attracted  in  plenty,  but  as  he  used
to say,  `If I  could  eat compliments,
I'd be fat'.

This  was  where   my   own   disin-
terested  view  of  his  work,  formed
early   on   and   confirmed   over   the
years   as   I   saw   him   develop   and
improve, stood me in good stead. It
would have been impossible for me
to do my wifely part in  maintaining
his   optimism   and   spirits   and   my
own  during  the  difficult  years  if  I
had  not  had  absolute  faith  in  the
quality  of  his  art.  During  the  time
when   abstract  art  was  still   in   the
forefront  of  fashion   it  was  some-
times hard for Chaim  to stand firm
by   his   own   vision.   Well-meaning
friends and others urged him also to
draw  away  from  his  most  compell-
ing creative source, Jewish and bib-
lical  themes,  saying  this  limited  his
appeal,  failing  to  realise  the  essen-
tial   universality   of   everything   he
did'

Two      creative      people      living
together   have   problems   which   a
more conventional couple don't. To
begin with we are normally at home
together  all  day.  It's  true  we  have
separate  workplaces,   but  basically
we are both there, we eat together,
we   share   the   housework   and   the
child-work   and   if   either   of   us   -
generally me -is in a bad mood, the
other   has   to   endure   it   with   little
chance of even temporary escape.

This.   kind   of   dispensation    can
either wreck  a  marriage  or  cement
it.  When  I  think  back  on  it  now,  I
realise    why    my    older    relatives
warned me tacitly that the thing was
doomed. We were so different. Our
backgrounds,  our  races,   our  poli-
tics,    all   our   basic   outlooks   and
attitudes were dissimilar.  That rock
upon    which    so    many   marriages
founder,  money  troubles,  while  we
were spared them while living in the
kz.bbk/z,  were  only  postponed  .   .   .
the moment we  left  and  re-entered
the  ordinary  world  we  were  bound
to  come  smack  up  against  them  in
all their threatening force.

Once   when   we    really   needed
money,  in London in the seventies,
Chaim  was  approached  to  make  a
maquette, to be widely reproduced,
of a sexy little girl to advertise some
brand   of  jeans.   He   struggled   to
bring    himself    to    do    it    but    he
couldn't,  any more  than  I was  able
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to  take  on  a  highly-paid  job  as  a
scriptwriter for a silly TV soap I was
offered.  I  just  knew  it  wasn't  me,
that  I  didn't  want  to  do  it  and  that
I'd  rather  go  without  things  than
try,  so  I  was  disinclined  to  encour-
age  Chaim  to  make  the  nasty  little
jeans  girl.

On  a  more  exalted  level,  he  was
later   offered   a   major   West   End
exhibition   at   a   gallery   which   has
since gone broke,  but at  the  time it
was   very   prestigious.    The   terms
were    that    Chaim    would    submit
thirty  sculptures  in  the  same  mate-
rial,  of similar size  and  theme.  The
customers,    he   was   told,    like   to
know  where  they  are with  an  artist
and Chaim's stubborn insistence on
working  in   a  variety  of  media  on
diverse  themes  would   throw  your
average   art-buyer  for  a   loop.   He
also   had   to   bind   himself   to   this
gallery  body  and  soul  for  three  or
four years, doing as he was told and
paying over some vast proportion of
his  sales  and  never  sell  to  anyone
else.  Though  financial  success  was
dangled before him if he submitted
to  these  terms,  he  felt  he  couldn't
do it,  and I didn't blame him,  but I
won't  pretend   I   didn't   sometimes
feel  that  he  ought  to  try  harder  to
meet  the  demands  of  the  market.
Now I'm glad. Now he is recognised
and if he had forced his work away
from  its  natural  bent,  I  believe  it
icould  have  become  corrupted  and
not  have  the  uniqueness  and  integ-
rity that  it has  now.

I'd  like  to  end  by  saying  some-
thing  about  how  Chaim  and  I  view
each  other's  work.  It  is  harder  for
him to applaud mine than the other
way  round.  The  only  time  I  ever
saw  him  read  a  book  of mine  with
anything  like  avidity  and  unbroken
concentration was when, with some
natural   misgivings,   I   handed   him
Defy   the   Wilderness.    ALpptlrently
the love scenes in that novel were so
convincing   they   struck    a   certain
disquiet  into  his  husbandly  heart.  I
was  highly  insulted  and  highly  flat-
tered  at  the  same  time.  For  a  wife
who has been so boringly faithful to
be   suspected   of   steamy   adultery
creates   an   intriguing   complex   of
emotions  comprising  outraged  vir-
tue  admixed  with  a  certain  wicked
glee.  Also it was delightful for once
to  see  him  so  riveted  to  a  text  of
mine,  when  his  usual,  maddening,
reaction  is  to  drop  off to  sleep.

My view of his work, on the other

hand,  has to  be  that  of an  amateur
in its literal sense. I have no training
in  the plastic arts or their apprecia-
tion, so my response is an untutored
one straight from  the gut,  though  I
have inevitably learnt a thing or two
from  sheer propinquity.

Chaim's   sources   are   a   puzzle-
ment.  Deep  Jewish  feelings  -  yes,
of course. The Bible, yes.  But why?
He  abandoned  religion  in  his  teens
and has never even nodded back to
it.    He   lived    most    of   his   young
manhood  in  an  atheist,  even  anti-
clerical   environment.   He   married
out.  He lives now quite contentedly
in  a  very  English  county  environ-
ment without the possibility of even
a  quarter  of  a  mz.#)/cz#.  And  yet  as
you  will  see  if  you  visit  his  exhibi-
tion,  the  work  he  is  doing  now  is
more  deeply  rooted  in  Jewishness
than  ever.

I    would    say    this    might   be    a
subconscious reaction to the lack of
tribal kinship factors in  his immedi-
ate  environment  except  that  while
he  was  in  the  k!.bbwfz,  in  Israel,  he
did  the  same  thing,   calling  on  his
deepest Jewish roots to inspire him.
Could  it  be  that  his  Jewish  feelings
are so entrenched they neither need
local  reinforcement nor can  be pre-
empted by too much  of it?

He gets quite annoyed when reli-
gious  people  say  to  him,`You  may
claim   to   be   irreligious   but   your
work shows how religious you really
are'.  He says his sources don't issue
from  any  kind  of piety  or  belief in
anything   beyond   this   world,   but
from  the  spirituality  of our  natures
and of his own people's history.  He
sees   no   inconsistency   in   being   a
rational  humanist  and  speaking  a-
bout things  of the spirit,  or indeed,
the  spirit  in  things.

I  see  a  kind  of animism  in  much
of his work  and indeed he says that
the only kind of religion  he has any
time   for   is   that   practised   by   so-
called primitive people  the  roots of
whose   beliefs   are   in   the   natural
world    about    them.     The    pieces
which   I   think   reveal   most   about
Chaim  are  not  his  biblical  ones  but
his    animals,     plants,     lovers    and
parents-and-children.  He has a pro-
found,  a  really  fathomless  love  of
the  natural  processes  of our  world.
Sex,    sensuality,    affection    inform
almost  everything  he  makes  -  his
plant  pieces  not  least.  But  the  sex-
ual  aspect  is  never  crude  or  raw,  it
has always been  passed  through  his

understanding  that  the  whole  cycle
of  reproduction  is  something  sub-
lime:   the  mysterious,  evolutionary
fusion  of opposites.

This  feeling  he  has,  in  turn  has
something  to  do  with  his  horror of
war  and  destruction,  for  antitheses
are not meant to destroy each other
in  his  view,  but  to  fuse  and  create
new  forms  and  more  abundant  vi-
tality.

One   ought   never   to   say   ones
marriage,   or   indeed   ones   career,
has succeeded - to do so is to tempt
fate.  But despite trouble and strife I
have never for one  moment regret-
ted  teaming up  with  an  artist.  At  a
point in our careers when I was the
main   breadwinner,   an   American
friend,  with  a  good  appreciation  of
both art and books, together with a
very  frank  tongue,  said  to  me,`Of
course you realise that of the two of
you,  only  Chaim  is  a  real  artist'.  I
was  hurt  then,  but  only  because  I
knew  in  my  heart  that  it  was  the
truth.

My husband is a strange mixture.
He  is,  like  all  true  artists,  an  impel-
led   man.   He  is   an   introvert   who
portrays  the  world  about  him  with
profound   affection,   who   retreats
from   people   and  yet   responds   to
them   sympathetically   in   the   flesh
whenever  he  encounters  them.  He
is a melancholy Jew with a talent for
comedy,   who   always   expects   the
worst  but  has   an  infinite  capacity
for being shocked when it happens,
because  at  a  deeper level  he  has an
instinctive trust in the overall design
of the world.

He is an  instinctual  being,  and  at
the   same   time   a   rationalist   who
rejects   all   superstition   and   super-
natural   solutions.    He   is   an   anti-
extremist who mistrusts the `movers
and   shakers',   the   rabble-rousers,
the  generals,  the  so-called  leaders
of men, believing that it's the artists
and craftsmen of history, the inven-
tors,   the   quiet   ones  who   develop
new  methods  and  ways  out  of their
own  basic needs and those  they see
around them, who are the only ones
who  have   truly  pushed   the   world
forward.

He  is  the  most  interesting,  gifted
and  lovable man  I  knowl
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GRANDFATHER TOLD ME I WOULD

HODECZ,  WHERE  I  WAS
born,   in   north   west   Poland,
was   called   Hotz   in    yz.dczz.sfe.

There  were  about  130 Jewish  fami-
lies  living there,  100  German  fami-
lies  and   perhaps  250  Polish   ones.
The  Poles  lived  in  and  around  the
town,   in   villages   and   hamlets.   A
few  years  ago  I  checked  with  the
historian  Martin   Gilbert  as  to  the
actual  number of Jews who  lived in
Chodecz before  1939.  According to
the   tables   that   he   had   from   the
census  of 1937 the  total  was 478.

So, picture me as a boy, not quite
yet    of    Bczr    A4z.fzvcz/?     age,     living
amongst   500   Jews,   450   Germans
and    1200   Poles.    Until    1935    the
community traded and got on fairly
well  together.

I  say  1935  because  from  then  on
the   attitude   towards   us   Jews   in
Chodecz    started    to    deteriorate.
Anti-Semitism  grew  steadily  more
marked  and  virulent.  As  a  school-
boy, I had to ask my grandfather to
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teach  me  to  avoid  the  blows  from
class-mates,  who  regarded it  as fair
game  -  as  a  sport  -  to  beat  up
Jewish  boys  after school.

Chodecz  was   a   small,   lake-side
town.  Most  of its buildings  were  of
wood;   single-storey   structures   not
unlike   those   in   pictures   that   you
may  have   seen   of  sfercr/s.   Smaller
Jewish   communities   such   as   ours
were virtually cut-off, not only from
the rest of the world, but even from
other   small   Jewish    communities.
The railway was 7kms away and the
nearest     big     town,     Wloclawek,
30kms    away.    Of   all    the    Jewish
families,  not  one  possessed  a  car.
There    was    a    bus    that    passed
through   Chodecz   on   the   way   to
Wloclawek`  twice   a   day   and   the
morning  bus  brought  in  newspap-

ers, including the yz.ddz.sfe press, but
few  families  could  afford  to  travel
either by  bus or by  train.

My  father,  who  was  an   ardent
reader  of  the   yz.ddisfe  newspaper,
7lfec  f7czy#f (Today  or Now),  would
clip  the  best  short  story  from  the
week's newspapers to read aloud to
the   family   after   the   Friday   night
meal.    When   the   story   was   also
suitable   for   children,   I   would   be
allowed  to  stay  up  late  to  hear  it.
This  was  a special  treat for me.

Families who traded went to mar-
kets,  to  other  sfefcr/I  by  horse  and
cart.  They  would  set  off very  early
in the morning and usually travelled
in   convoys   because   it   was   safer.
That  way  they  could  protect  them-
selves  and  their  goods.  The  econo-
mically better off,  were  those fami-
lies  who  traded  in  corn  and  wheat
and   the   timber   merchants,   iron-
mongers    and    stove-dealers.    The
Halter family  had,  for generations,
been  scribes  and  printers,  until  my
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grandfather,  uncle  and  father,  in-
tending  to  better  their  lot,  became
timber   merchants.   We   lived   in   a
house  with  a  first  floor;  part  of  it
was  in  brick  and  stucco.  The  house
nearest   to   ours   was   that   of   the
Eszner  family,  German  Poles  just
as we were Jewish Poles. Mr Eszner
made      and      repaired      traction-
engines.   There   were   five   Eszner
children:  four  sons  and  one  daugh-
ter.  Karol  was  their  youngest  son.
In our family, I was the youngest of
seven  children.

When  it  became  compulsory  for
all    the    children    of    Chodecz    to
attend    the    Polish    school    called
Szkoal Powszechna, to which all the
Jewish  children went in  addition to
the    cfecczer   for    Hebrew    studies,
Karol   Eszner   and   I   would   often
walk  to  school  together.  My  birth-
day fell on July 7th,  and his on July
14th,  only  a  week  apart,  although
he was two years my senior. Besides
being  neighbours,  we  had  a  com-
mon interest -we both liked sketch-
ing  horses  and  birds.  And  on  our
birthdays, we were both given simi-
lar sketch books.  But my friendship
with   Karol   was   not   really   in   the
normal run of things; mostly Jewish
children  played  with  other  Jewish
children.

On  Sundays,  the  Eszners,  dres-
sed  in  their  Sunday-best,  would  all
make  their  way  to  the  Protestant
church,     a     tall-spired,     imposing
building  in  the  centre  of the  town,
close  to   the   market  place.   There
were   three   places   of   worship   in
Chodecz.    Besides    the    Protestant
church,  there was  a  Roman  Catho-
lic church  in  semi-gothic  style,  also
with    a    big   spire,    to    which    the
peasants  from  the  outlying  villages
would make their way on  Sundays.
They walked barefoot in summer to
save  their  footwear  from  wearing
out during the long tramp, and their
shoes  were  slung  over  their  shoul-
ders,  only to  be  put  on  outside  the
church.

Our synagogue, the third place of
worship  in  the  little  town,  was  by
comparison,     a     modest     wooden
structure.   It  was   actually   situated
outside the town,  towards the lake.
To  us  Jewish  children,  it  was  quite
lovely.

On  Fridays,  there  would  be  the
bustle  of  preparations  for  Sfeczbbcrf.
The  cfoo/e#f  for  Sfec!bbcz/  lunch  had
to   be   taken   to   the   baker,    and
although the women still made their
own  cfecz//czfe  and  cakes,  they  would
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still   take   them   to   the   baker   on
Friday  mor.nings  to  be  baked.   At
home,  lunch  on  Fridays was only  a
snack as the main, big cooked meal
was  eaten  after  prayers  on  Friday
night.

Going   to   the   mz.kt/aft   the   ritual
bath,  was  one  of the  high  spots  of
the   week,   first   of   all   because   it
meant   going   with   my   father   and
grandfather,  and  then  because  in-
side  the  mz.kt/crfe  the  hard  surfaces,
which   made   for   good   acoustics,
encouraged  the  men  to  sing  before
immersing   themselves   in   the   hot
water.  Some  had lovely voices,  and
I  loved  to  be  there  and  hear  the
naughty    yz.cZcZz.sfe   songs,    trying   to

guess at words I did not understand,
as   the   men   were   being   scrubbed
down  and  brushed  before  descend-
ing   the   steps   to   submerge   them-
selves in the enormous vat of steam-
ing hot water. They would come out
looking  as red  as  lobsters.

On  Saturdays  we  would  be  dres-
sed   in   our   Sfeczbbcz/  best.   I   would
hold   my   grandfather's   hand   and
together we would make our way to
the   Synagogue.   On   the   way   we
would talk. He would tell me about
the meaning of the portion of Tor4rfe
that would be read on  that day  .  .  .
Grandfather was retired and he had
time for me. Now I realise how very
fortunate  I  was  to  grow  up  in  his
company.   My  grandfather  used  to
tell  me  Bible  stories  but  that  was
not  all.  Some  50  years  later,  I  still
treasure   some   of   the   things   he
taught me  as  timeless.

In       1936,       when       the       foul
screechings against the Jews intensi-
fied  and  crossed  the  border  from
Hitler's   Germany   into   Poland,   I
asked   him   what   was   wrong   with
Jews  and why nobody  liked  us.  My
grandfather calmly explained to me
that they were wrong and that it was
obscene, that we Jewish people had
existed now for over 4000 years and
that  we  were  just  as  great  as  any
other people  on  this  earth,  that  we
had to be just and truthful and fair,
but that we also had to be strong in
mind  and  in  will  and  in  body.   He
explained   that   all    human    beings
were  equal  in  dignity  and  all  were
equal  before  God,  as  we  ought  to
be   equal   before   the   law,   both   in
Germany  and  in  Poland.

My  grandfather  also   taught  me
that   life  is   precious,   and   that   we
have   to   value   it   and   value   other
people's   lives   as   others   ought   to
value  ours.

There  were lighter moments  and
a lighter side  to his teaching,  too.  I
remember   when   a   man   who   did
business   with   my   father  came   to
Chodecz from a small neighbouring
sfefcf/ called  Klodawa.  He  was  in  a
brand   new   droszkcz   pulled   by   a
vigorous  young  horse.  Before  this,
he  had  owned  an  old  jalopy  of  a
czrozskcz  which  a  skinny  old  horse
had dragged painfully along. Every-
one in Chodecz came out to see Mr
Zurawski  in  his  fine  new  vehicle,
shouting  excitedly: `A4osfec pz.pz.k -a
Gemachte   Mensche'!   I   aLsked   my
grandfather  whether  Mr  Zurawski
was  now  a  very  important  person,
and  he  answered  me  with  a  riddle:
`Tell me, Romek', he said,  `What is

a goat after 4 years?' I didn't know.
`What  is   a  goat   after  four  years,

Grandfather?'
`A   five   year   old   goat'!   was   his

laconic  reply.
My  father  would  pray  every  day

in the morning and went to synago-
gue  on  Friday  nights  and  on  Sfecb-
bcz/.   My  grandfather  prayed  three
times  a  day  and  of course  went  to
stew/ on Shabbat and all the cfeczgz.in.
Others  sat  and  studied  and  prayed
in the sfe/I.cbe/ next to the synagogue
from   morning  till   night;   to   me  it
seemed   like   days   on   end.   I   was
curious    about    how    much    God
wanted us to  pray.  My grandfather
saw  beyond  the  question  and  said:
`Should you come to me and tell me

that you only said the Sfecmcz prayer
yesterday and nothing else, I would
understand and would say, `At least
you  said  the  Sfocma',   because  you
see  I  love  you  and  I  understand,
and   God   also   loves   you   and   He
would  surely understand'.

But  the  greatest  gratitude  that  I
owe    my   grandfather   is   that   he
helped me to survive. He knew that
I    believed    him    and    loved    him.
There  came  the  day  when  he  was
dying of starvation  in  the winter  of.
1940,  in  the  Lodz  ghetto,  to  which
the  family  had been  transported.

I  stood  before  him,  haggard  and
cold  and  starved,  unable  to  speak,
unable  to  say  anything  that  would
comfort   him.   He   understood   me.
He told me not to grieve and that I
should remember him when he and
I   had   walked   to   the   synagogue
together.  He told me that I must be
strong.   He  told   me   that  I  would
live;   and   that   when   I   survived   I
must  speak  simply  and  directly  ab-
out  our Jewish  suffering and  about

Continued on next page

13



what the Nazi-Germans were doing
to us even then in 1940. I had grown
so  used  to  his  wisdom,  so  used  to
believing in  him  that,  when  he  told
me  I  would  survive,  that  I  would
live,  I  fully  believed  that  what  he
said   would   come   to   pass.   I   kept
telling myself, as weeks and months
went by, as starvation increased and
other hardships were augmented to
the starvation, that no matter what,
I  would  survive  to  testify.  To  see  a
day, such as today, when I could tell
the  world  about  my  family  and  my
grandfather.

Today,  we  survivors  know  that
survival  was  a  chance,  a  matter  of
luck,  of slipping  through  that  mur-
derous  net  that  trapped  millions of
Jews.    But   still,   because   of   him,
even  in  that  starved  and weakened
condition,  I  carried  within  me  the
certainty of life.  I carried it through
Auschwitz,    through   the    Stutthof
concentration   camp,   through   the
bombing of Dresden, in the factory
which  was  hit  in  the  night  raid  of
February  19th,   1945;  and  through
many,  many  other  experiences  of
that  tragic  history  of  ours,  during
the   years   of   1940-45.   The   years
which we now call - perhaps a little
glibly, almost without thinking of its
meaning - the Holocaust.

The  war  ended  for  me  in  May
1945.    Now   free   to   move   across
Europe   without   being   hunted,   I
made  my  way  back  to  Poland,  to
Chodecz,  my little home town.  No-
one  from  my  family  had  survived.
Of the  500 Jewish  people  who  had
lived  there  before  1939,  four  of  us
returned.  Four  of  us  were  alive.  I
was one  of the four.

In  my  parents'  house,  three  Pol-
ish  families  were  living.  They  were
not  pleased  to  see  me.  I  had  come
to visit my home,  to remember  .  .  .
but what they saw was a ghost from
a  past  that  they  could  not  wait  to
forget. They must have feared that I
would  reclaim  my  family's  home  -
their    newly-acquired    property.    I
understood their expressions, for by
now  my  sense  of  danger  had  be-
come a well-developed instinct; and
took  myself off to  the  man  and  his
wife  who  had  worked  for  my  pa-
rents  for  fourteen  years  before  the
war. They put me up. Then I set out
for  the  Jewish  cemetery  to  say  the
few  words  of  Kadczz.sfe  that  I  could
still  remember  for  my  family.  The
cemetery   had   been   ploughed   up.
There was no trace of it ever having
been there.

On my way back from  the ceme-
tery  I  met  a  group  of  women  col-
lecting wood for kindling.  Amongst
them  I saw Mrs  Eszner,  our neigh-
bour.  Her hair now was completely
grey  and  she  looked  withered  and
old.  Looking  at  her,  it  was  hard  to
believe    that    this    was    the    same
woman  in  the  photograph  that  had
hung in  the  big  oval  frame  in  their
living-room  before  1939.  In  it,  Mrs
Eszner, with her lovely hair gather-
ed  high  on  her  head,  wore  a  black
ribbon,  on  which  hung  a  glittering
pendant.   She  looked  queenly  and
happy.

As  we  walked  back  together,  I
asked her about her youngest child,
Karol,  only a couple  of years older
than   myself,   who   had   been   my
friend.  She told me that he had not
yet     returned.      `Returned     from
where?'    I    found    myself    saying.
`None of my sons has yet come back

from  the  services'.  I  understood.  I
did  not  want  to  know  more.  I  did
not  want  to  hear  that  Karol,  with
whom  I  used  to  go  sketching  birds
and horses, was in the S.S.  and that

like   all   other   S.S.,   he   had   been
murdering my people.

So I carried her kindling wood in
silence  but  she  spoke  from  time  to
time.  She told me that  her husband
had   been   killed   by   the   Russians
when   they   entered   Chodecz;   that
other    people    now    lived    in    her
house,   and   she   was   allowed   only
one  small  room  which  faced  onto
the  road   .       .   She  did  not  ask  me
about  the  fate  of  my  parents,  my
grandfather,   my  brothers   and  sis-
ters.  She  did  not  ask  me  what  had
happened  to  them.  I  left  the  wood
outside her door and said the polite
Polish  `Dowidezenia',  which  really
means  not  `good-bye'  but  `Till  we
see each other again'|

Roman Halter  was  born  in  Poland  in  1927,
s_iirvived  Auschwitz  and was  brought to  Eng-
land.  He trained as an architect but later gave
up   a   successful   practice   to   concentrate   on
designing  and  making  Holocairst  memorials
and working in stained glass.  His work can be
seen both in Israel and in England, notably at
Yad Vashem, the  Leo  Baeck  College  and in
the  North Western  Reform  Synagogue,  Lon-
don.

Helping  Mrs  Esznei. [o cai.ry he}. kindling.  Chodecz, spring  1945.
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htheFamjlyJoup
Cyril Kersh

FATE PLAYED A SUCCESSION
of  dirty  tricks  on  my  mother
during  her  middle  years.   She

was forty-five when I was born - my
eldest    sister,     Annette,    was    old
enough  to   have  been   my  mother.
Four   years   later   my   father   died
leaving   my   mother   penniless   and
quite unable to cope with a small boy
and two other children of school age
during a grief-obsessed menopause.

My father, Hyman, had won cups
and medals  for his skills  as  a master
tailor, and counted among his clients
such worthies as the Royal physician,
Lord  Dawson   of  Penn,   and   Lord
Howard   de   Walden   who    owned
much  of London's  Marylebone.  Yet
he died poor at fifty, for although he
made superb suits he sold them with
no regard to practical profit margins.
He was to have become a Freemason
but never got round to it, and among
my  mother's  many  regrets  was  that
had her husband joined the Worship-
ful Brothers and then died we would
have    been    kept    in    champagne-
bubbling  luxury  for  the  rest  of  our
lives.

We   lived   above   and   below   the
shop and workroom at 18 Bland ford
Street,  off Baker Street,  and  to  this
day    my    admiration    of   Georgian
building is tempered by memories of
a damp,  gaslit basement with its rat-
frequented   kitchen,   absence   of   a
bathroom,  an  outside  lavatory  and
the  humping  of  buckets  of  coal  up
steep flights of stairs.

Our next years were determined at
Askew   Road   in   Shepherd's   Bush,
where   my  grandmother,   and  from
time   to   time  various  uncles,   aunts
and  cousins,  lived  above  the  family
bakery.

Life  there  centred  on  the  Front
Room,  a  shadowy  mini-museum  of
shabby   Victoriana    and   remembr-
ances   of   yesterday's   prosperity.    I
recall   its   detail   as   vividly   as   the
conversation which  took place  there
one Saturday.  It had to be Saturday,
the day of the week my uncles, flour-
dusty  from  the  bakery,  sat  together
for lunch prepared by my mother.

Lew, the youngest and most hand-
some,  was the family  artist  and  gen-

tleman:   not  only  a  delicate  icer  of
cakes,    he    could    Play    `Over    the
Waves' on the family's upright piano,
and when he broke the little finger of
his  right  hand  it  set  crooked,  giving
an impression of aristocratic elegance
when he drank tea.  He was also the
only   uncle   with   more   than   three
teeth.

Uncle   Dave,   the   eldest   and   a
;bachelor,  slept  in  obsessive  secrecy
with nine cats behind the locked door
of a ground floor storage  cupboard.
No one in living memory had entered
the cupboard which was rumoured to
hold undreamed-of treasures  includ-
ing  a  vast  collection  of  books,  the
contents of which were the subject of
much ribald conjecture. In the event,
his death revealed no treasures other
than  vintage  silk  shirts  and  under-
wear   and   collections   of   cigarette
cards, while the mmoured pomogra-
phy proved to be his father's prayer
books and rabbinic commentaries.

A  superb  baker  and  pastrycook
whose   hobby   was   converting   old
broom  handles  into  rolling  pins,  he
was credited with wide ranging medi-
cal   knowledge,   and  swelled  visibly
when   addressed   as   Doctor   Dave.
Although  his  prescriptions  were  li-
mited  to  iodine  and  Sloane's  Lima-
ment  -  external  -  and   Ex-Lax  -
internal - his advice was much sought
after by those members of the family
who,  doubtless by coincidence,  died
young.

Among  his  eccentricities  was  the
conviction that because they wanted
re-possession   of  his   cupboard,   the
family  were  in  a  plot  to  poison  his
food - a belief which,  when  voiced,
had   long   been   responded   to   with
dismissive shrugs from my aunts and
uncles,    but    still    provoked    near-
apoplexy  from  my  mother  who  was
high  in  culinary  skills  but  abysmally
low in dismissive shrugs.

Uncle  Sam  was  acknowledged  to
be  the family's  business  genius.  The
logic  of  this   must   have  been   that
while one,  or even two bankruptcies
could  be  attributed  to  bad  luck,  it
needed  genius  to  be  responsible  for
seven.  Over the  years  that  followed
my grandfather's death a small fortu-

ne  must  have  been  paid  to  signwri-
ters changing the name on the fascia
above the  shop.

Sam  was  also  the  family's  intel-
lectual since, apart from buying the
Ivet4/a  Cfero#z.c/c  daily,  and  a  com-
plete  set  of  papers  on  Sunday,  he
subscribed  to  The  Freethinker  a.nd
could  prove  that  he  wasn't  a  Jew.
`I'm  English  by  birth.  You  follow?

It's  what  they  call  my  nationality.
English.   I'm   also   an   atheist.   Be-
cause there isn't no bloody God.  If
there  was,  would  I  be  bloody  bald
with  no  teeth?  You  follow?  So  if
I'm  English  with-no  religion,  how
can I be a bloody Jew?'

I  cherish  the  memory  of  Uncle
Sam  opening  a  tin  of  frozen  eggs,
cutting  himself in  the  process,  and
displaying his bleeding finger to the
bakehouse  staff with  a triumphant:
`And   some   people   say   there's   a

God!,
The  impeccability  of  his  I-can't-

be-a-Jew reasoning was  questioned
'only by my mother's soffo t;occ:  `Go

tell  Hitler'.
It  was  Uncle  Sam  that  Saturday

who  said  to  my  mother:  `You're  a
wonderful cook,  Leah.  You should
open  a  boarding  house'.  The  sub-
ject   came   up   at   the   next   family
poker   game,    and   Uncle   Aaron
knew someone who  knew someone
who had a kosher boarding house at
Westcliff-on-Sea  in  Essex,  the  con-
tents and good will of which she was
prepared to sell for next to nothing
since   she   had   made   a   sufficient
fortune in no time at all to retire to
Worthing.  As nobody in the family
had  been  to  Worthing,  and  were
not  even  certain  where  it was  situ-
ated, it was accepted to be the sort
of  place  to  which  the  Rothschilds
retired.  So,  at Uncle Sam's urging,
the   Millers   scraped   together   the
£150  for  the  fixtures  and  fittings  of
23  Cobham  Road  in  that mud  and
pebble   dominated   resort   on   the
Thames  estuary  which,  because  of
its  proximity  to  the  East  End,  was
filled with Kosher hotels and board-
ing     houses.     Gentiles     preferred
neighbouring Southend.

On  the  day of our departure the
members of the family who came to
Fenchurch  Street  Station  to  shout
`Good luck'  might just as well have

cried `Bon voyage, Titanic',  for the
decision  to  give  my  mother  charge
of a boarding house topped the list
of  Uncle  Sam's  many  commercial
absurdities.

As    others   mitigate   grief   with
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drinks     or     drugs,     my     mother
assuaged  the  misery  of widowhood
by   cooking.   She   came   to   believe
that   anyone   not   actually   in   the
process   of  eating  or  expressing  a
desperate  craving  for  nourishment
was  critically  ill  with  food  the  only
cure.  People on diets were mentally

To    add    to    the    problem,    my
mother   was   a   superb   cook   with
absolutely   no   business   sense.   She
wanted   to   be   the   hostess.   Feed
people.   Make  them   happy.   After
all,  whether they  realised  it  or  not,
it  was  for  their  own  good  -  apart
from    a   refusal    being   a   brutally
wounding  criticism  of  her  culinary
skills.

One  of  her  weapons  was  black-
mail.  `Of course you'll have another
piece of fish.  I made special.  Fresh.
When   I  bought  it  this  morning  it
was  winking  at  me.   Have  a  small
piece'  -  pointing  to  a  vast  middle
cut  of fried plaice.

`But  I just  can't  any more'.
`Can't?'   her  voice  rising.   `What

do   you   mean,   can't?   There's   no
such   word.   So   sure   I   should   live
you'll   have   another  piece  of  fish.
May I never leave this room  alive if
you don't.  I  take  my  dying oath  on
it,.

An appalled:  `Ssssh! You mustn't
say  such  things'.

`So I've said them  .  .  .  You want I

should  die?  Have  a  black  year?'
`Of course  not!'
`Then  eat the  fish'.

If not blackmail, bizarre rational-
isations.    A    memorable    example
with    her   sister,    Dora    Gassman:
`Have another piece of cheese cake,

Dora.  Good for you  .  .  . Too fat for
your  stomach?  What's  this  with  a
stomach?  Since when  have you  had
a stomach,  and what do  you mean,
too fat? Since when has cheese been
fat? Butter is fat.  Chicken  fat is fat.
Beef  fat   is   fat.   But   cheese   cake?
And  even  if  it  was  fat  -  and  I'm
admitting  nothing  mind  you  -  you
mean to say your stomach was there
in    the    kitchen   watching   when   I
made   it?    I've    never   heard   such
rubbish.    Have    another    piece    of
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cheese cake. Better for the stomach
than  all  the  medicines'.

Generally she had no problems at
Westcliff .  As her reputation spread
people   wrote   virtually   begging   to
spend  a  week  or  two  at  Cobham
Road.  Others were rumoured to go
without food  for days  to  build  suit-
able appetites for her sixpenny Sun-
day  teas:  combinations  and  permu-
tations   of   fried   and   gefilte   fish;
white,  brown,  rye  and  black  bread
and  butter;  smoked  salmon;  chop-
ped,  pickled  and  smoked  herrings;
jams,  marmalade  and  honey;  hard
boiled  eggs  and  chopped  eggs  and
onions;    sardines,    anchovies    and
salads;   a   vast   selection   of   home
made  cakes and biscuits.

The  more  people  ate  the  more
pleasure  it  gave  my  mother  -  and
the  greater  became  her  debts.  Yet
she  could  not  accept  her  poverty
except  as  an  additional  punishment
for  unknown  crimes  she  had  com-
mitted  against  an  implacable  God.
`Why else am  I suffering? Tell  me',

.she   would   demand   of  nobody   in
particular   after   an   eighteen-hour
day of toil.  `Why else am I a widow
with  ungrateful children  and arthri-
tis?  .  .  .  So what  did I  do?  Eh?  I've
hved  a  decent  life,  but  everywhere
I'm punished,  left  right  and centre.

`Now,  as  if I  didn't  have  enough

aggravations.  I'm  up  to  my  eyes  in
debt.   The   place  has  been   full   all
season.  People  were  even  sleeping
on  the  floor.   I  was  packed  out.   I
should be rolling in money,  but I'm
broke. What have I done to deserve
it?  Can  anybody explain?'

Explain?   It   was   useless   to   talk
about profit  margins  or,  more  sim-
ply,  that  she  gave  her  guests  food
and other services in excess of those
for  which   she  charged.   `How  can
you  begrudge  somebody  a  crust  of
bread  and  jam  and  somewhere  to
sleep? You mean I'm near bankrupt
for  giving  someone  a  tiny  piece  of
fish  and  a  biscuit?  I've  never heard
such  rubbish'.

Other problems were  endemic to
boarding  houses:  guests  who  stole
linen  and  cutlery  .   .   .  Demands  to
know  why  Mrs.  So-and-so  had  the
breast of chicken and I got the leg -
`When they invent chickens with no

legs,  no  wings  and  ten  breasts  then
everybody will  have  breasts.  In  any
case  the  legs are  marvellous  for the
health.  Especially  the  phlegm.  You
haven't got phlegm? That's because
you  had  the  leg.   Be  grateful'   .   .   .
Dispute  about  bills   .   .   .   Who  was

served first at mealtimes .  .  . And so
On.

One  incident  was  so  outlandish
few   people   believe   its  telling  and
which, until now, I dared write only
a,s ti; Of\on in The Diabolical Liberties
o/  U#c/c  A4czjr.   Yet  it  happened,  I
promise  you,  and  for  a  while  be-
came   something   of   an   East   End
legend.

It  began  with   the  soup,   almost
certainly  chicken  soup,  which  one
of the  newly-arrived  guests,  a  Mrs.
Mordisch  would  not  drink  because
it  gave   her  heartburn.   My  sister,
Sylvia,  who  waited  at  table,  called
my  mother,  but  despite  her  blan-
dishments, bullying, shrill threats of
self-destruction   and   pleas   to   Mr.
Mordisch    to   make   his   wife   see
sense, Mrs.  Mordisch was adamant,
and  as  other guests  became  angrily
impatient for their food my mother,
purple  with  rage,   returned  to  the
kitchen.  If that was not aggravation
enough,  later in  the day Miss  Kem-
lett  was  taken  ill  and  asked  for  a
doctor to  be  called.

My  mother's  reflex  was  a  sneer.
`Doctors!  What  do  they  know?  1'11

warm  some  soup'.  Her  hand  went
to  her  mouth.   `1  hope  you're  not
insinuating.  Suggesting it was some-
thing you  ate.  Because  if so  .  .'

`No,  no,  no',  Miss  Kemlett inter-

rupted  impatiently.  `Nothing  to  do
with food. I get spasms from time to
time.1'11  explain  to  the  doctor'.

`Spasms',    my    mother    echoed.
`Spasms.   Is   that   like   the   dropsy?

Because  if so  1'11  cook  you  .   .'
`The  doctor!'   Miss   Kemlett  yel-

led.
My     mother,     frightened     now,

kicked     me     in     the     ankle     and
screamed:   `Why   are  you  standing
there  like  a  stuffed  dummy  when
the  poor  woman's  dying?  Go  fetch
the  doctor!'

Dr Fox's medications included an
injection  which  needed  to  be  repe-
ated  last  thing  at  night  after  Miss
Kemlett had taken  sleeping tablets,
but  which  he  could  not  administer
himself since he would be at South-
end   General   Hospital.   But   there
was  no  need  to  worry.  My  brother
was  at  Cobham  Road  for  a  couple
of days,  so  who  better  to  give  the
second  injection?  After  all,  Gerald
was   an   extremely   fit   young   man
who,    between    trying   to   sell    his
novels  and  short  stories,  worked  as
an   all-in   wrestler   and   night   club
bouncer.    His   party   trick   was   to

Con[imied on next  page
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clasp  a  sixpence  between  his  teeth
and  with  the  strength  of  a  thumb
bend  it  to  an  angle  of  ninety  de-
grees.   In   any   case,   Dr.   Fox   ex-
plained, Miss Kemlett would be in a
drugged  sleep  and  wouldn't  suffer
from  any  unskilled  inaccuracy.   So
he  showed  Gerald  how  to  fill  and
use  the  hypodermic,  collected  his
fee   .from   Miss   Kemlett   and   de-
parted, leaving my brother pale and
trembling.

The  trouble  was  that  for  all  his
physical     strength     I     knew     that
Gerald  was  utterly  terrified  by  the
very     sight     of     a     hypodermic,
although he was too proud to admit
the fact.  So that night in the kitchen
he  was  literally  dripping  sweat  and
shaking   as   he   filled   the   syringe.
Then,   after   much   lip   licking,   he
took a deep breath and watched by
myself,   Sylvia   and   our   knuckle-
biting   mother   rushed   out   of   the
room, along the corridor and up the
stairs.

A series of shrieks, followed by a
confusion  of furious  screaming and
shouting  told  us  that  in  his  panic
Gerald had crashed into  the wrong
bedroom.

Of the chaos that  dominated  the
next hour or so I recall my mother's
weeping,   Mrs.   Mordisch's   groans
and  her  husband  swearing  on  his
children's  lives  that  he'd  report  us
to the police, sue us for every penny
and  write  to  the  Jcwz.sfo  Cfero#!.c/e,
the   Board   of   Guardians   and   his
member   of   parliament.   At   some
point my mother managed to inter-
rupt   to   sob:   `It   was   an   accident.
And  for  such  a  tiny  needle  you'd
make  such   a  big  fuss?   Make   me
bankrupt? Send me to prison -me,
a  poor widow  without  a  husband?'
When, after more in the same vein,
she  added:   `|'11  take  it  off  the  bill.
No,   better   still,   forget   the   bill',
something like  order was  restored.

Mrs.  Mordisch  did  not  seem  to
suffer  from  the  injection  and  Miss
Kemlett did not seem to suffer from
its  absence.  But  what  brought  the
events of the day together to  make
them   part   of   the   marginalia   of
legend -and,  indeed,  ensures  that
the  story  is  still  told,  albeit  with  a
variety of different names -was the
version spread around the East End
by  Mrs.  Mordisch  with  its  conclud-
ing:   `I'm  telling  you  straight,   that
Leah  Kersh  is  mad.   A  fanatic.  If
you go to stay there do me a. favour
-  no,  do  yourself  a  favour  -  and
drink  the  soup.  If  you  don't  she'll

send  someone  in  the  middle  of the
night to  stick it up  your f#cfez.s'|

Cyr.il T{ersh  ls  a  former  senior   Fleet  Street
executive    and   the    author    of   five   novels,
including  the  best~selling The  AggTava:tions
Of Minriie Ashe. This extract is from his book
of family  and newspaper reminiscences, The
Street of Shame -And  My Role ln  It!  fo bc
published next  year.

DON'T G0 BflcK
T0 THE BIBLE:

John F.A.  Sawyer
The   Jewish   People:   Their   History
cz#cZ Rc/I.gz.o#  by  David  J.  Goldberg
and  John  D.  Rayner,  Viking  Pen-
guin,  London  1987. pp.  402,  £15.95

THE    AUTHORS    OF    7lfee
Jewish  People,  Their  History
cz"cZ Rc/I.g!.o#,  David J.  Gold-

berg  and  John   D.   Rayner,   intro-
duce themselves as rabbis `minister-
ing to one of the largest Progressive
Jewish communities in Europe', but
attempt to present the facts in a way
that  is  acceptable  to  all  Jews  and
accessible  to  non-Jews  as well.  Un-
like the authors of similar ventures,
they  present  their  material  in  four
parts,  History,  Literature,  Theory
and Practice  - each prefaced by an
appropriate  woodcut  from  the  de-
lightful  Prague  H¢ggedczfe  of 1526.

The first part, which accounts for
almost   one   half   of   the   book,   is
rather disappointing, partly because
it  is  divorced  from  the  other parts.
It   is   also   disappointing   because   a
disproportionate amount of space is
devoted   to   a   simplistic   and   very
dated  survey  of  the  Biblical  narra-
tives  whose  `presumptive  veracity'
we  can  `confidently  accept'   (p.8.),
beginning  with   Abraham.   It  is   as
though   nothing   had   been   written
since  Albright,  Noth,  de  Vaux  and
John   Bright.    Actually   a    lot   has
happened   in   Israelite   historiogra-
phy  in  the  last  25  years  e.g.  Gott-

wald, van Seters, Hayes and Miller.
Jews  may  have  special  reasons  for
proving  the  historicity  of  the  bibli-
cal  narratives,  but  as  they  do  not
have any special methods or sources
available, they must be content with
uncertainties like the rest of us. The
A¢ggedflfo   of   Jewish   origins   is   a
wonderful  story  -   does  it  not  in-
cidentally go back before Abraham
to  the  institution  of  the  sabbath  in
Genesis?    -   and   the   nuggets   of
historical  fact in  it,  like the nuggets
of historical  fact  about Jesus  in  the
Gospels,  should  not  lure  us  into  a
purely   historical   approach   to   the
texts,  or  blind  us  to  deeper  mean-
ings  and  more  lasting truth.

The  rest  of Jewish  history,  from
the  Gaonic  Age  to  `Statehood  and
Recovery',  is covered fairly briefly,
but not without some valuable com-
ments  especially  on  twentieth  cen-
try events. It is rare, for example, to
find a Jewish writer describing total
loyalty  to  the  state  of  Israel  as  `by.
Jewish  ethical  standards,  a  form  of
idolatry'  (p.190).

The  Literature  section  is  mainly
taken  up  with  the  Jewish  Bible  as
opposed   to   the   Old   Testament,
`non-canonical     Jewish     literature'

which  includes  parts  of  the  apoc-
rypha    and    pseudepigrapha,    the
Dead     Sea     Scrolls,     Philo     and
Josephus,  but  not  the  New  Testa-
ment,  and  rabbinic  literature.   Ev-
erything  since  the  Talmud  is  then
dealt with very perfunctorily in one
short  chapter.  This  again  is  due  to
the   fact   that   the   content   of   the
literature  is  discussed  elsewhere  in
the  book  but  it  does  diminish  the
value   of   the   survey   greatly   and
reduces    it    virtually    to    a    list    of
names,  titles  and  dates.

The last two  sections tackle Jew-
ish  beliefs  and  practices  in  a  syste-
matic, comprehensive and extreme-
ly helpful way.  Here at last are the
charm  and  power  of Judaism.  But
the  interesting thing is  that  now,  in
contrast  to  the  earlier  parts  of  the
book  which  devote  so  much  space
to the Bible, arguments and illustra-
tions are drawn freely from Sj.dczwr,
Talmud,    midrash,    responsaL,   aLnd
from  the stories of Jews  in  all  ages,
not  just  the  biblical  period.  What-
ever  the  topic  -  from  creation  to
the   `whirlwind   of  the   Holocaust',
from    the    Sfecmcz    to    `Aging    and
Dying'  -  biblical  texts  are  quoted
along with an appropriate comment
or two from the tradition, rarely on
their    own.    Non-Jews,    especially
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those  brought  up  in  the  Christian
tradition,   have   to   be  told  that  if
they  want  to  learn  about  Judaism,
they  should  forget  the  Old  Testa-
ment, and go instead to the Pofsot;-
er   fJaggczdczfe   or   Montefiore   and
Loewe's Rabbinic Anthology or tine
Penguin  Book  of  Hebrew Verse  or
Solomon Freehof's  Treczs%ry o/ Rc-
5po#s¢.  Goldberg and Rayner show
how a `back to the Bible' approach,
like   the   Protestant   Reformation,
can   affect  Jews  as  well,   diverting
them from the centuries of tradition
without which the richness of Juda-
ism   and   the   Jewish   Bible   cannot
ever be fully  appreciated.  Students
of  Judaism  should  therefore  begin
with  the  last  part,  `The  Practice  of
Judaism'      -      from     the     socio-
economic  ideals  of  freedom,  justi-
ce,   brotherhood,   compassion,   to
the transforming `promise of a day,
which,  like Moses on Mount Nebo,
they  know  they  will  never  see'   -
and  leave  the  Bible-heavy first two
thirds of the book  till later.

The   volume   has   a   glossary   of
Hebrew terms, an index of subjects,
but  not of biblical  references  and  a
select     bibliography,     where     one
would  have  wished  to  see  a  refer-
ence    to    Ephraim    Urbach's    7lfec
S¢ges,     which     surely    supersedes
George   Foot   Moore   on   ancient
Judaism,  and,  at  the  other  end  of
the spectrum,  to Marc EIlis,  whose
radical   writings   on   contemporary
Jewish   history   and   theology   can
hardly  be  ignored.  When  Penguin
re-issue   this   thoughtful   and   read-
able  compendium  as  a  paperback,
as they undoubtedly will,  it is  to be
hoped  that they  will  print  the  right
way round the detail  of the famous
Akccz¢fe  mosaic  from   the  floor  of
the Bet Alpha synagogue.

Professor  John  F.A.  Sawyer  z.s  fecard  o/  fAc
Department  of Religious  Studies  at  the  Uni-
versity  of Newcastle upon Tyne.

THREE
GIANTS

Publishers Peter Halban are pro-
ducing   an   exciting   and   useful
series  of short  paperback  guides
to  major  Jewish   thinkers.   The
first   three   have   now   appeared
and     we     asked     Rabbi     Dr.
Jonathan Magonet,  Tsila  Ratner
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and Rabbi Dow Marmur to look
at   both   the   thinkers   and   the
books   for   us.

IAMAZING

POWER
T IS  HARD  TO  SEPARATE
Rashi  from  the  memory  of the
people  with  whom  you  `learnt'

him.    My   first   faltering   steps    at
mastering    the    impossible    `Rashi
script'   were   guided   by   Dr   Ellen
Littmann.

In  Jerusalem,  with  the  amazing
Nehama     Leibowitz,     I     scurried
through   Rashi   commentaries   des-
sperately trying  to  answer her ques-
tions  about the  text.  I rarely got the
answer right, either fast enough or to
her    satisfaction,    but    I    began    to
understand  something  of how  Rashi
`worked'.

Born in Troyes, probably in  1040,
Rabbi   Shlomo   Yitzhaki,   for  short
RasH'I, came from a scholarly fami-
ly and studied in Worms and Mainz.
He returned to Troyes to teach in his
own academy and establish a dynasty
of  scholars.   His  fame  rests  on  two
monumental  works:  the  Bible  com-
mentary  became  the  Jewish  child's
introduction to Jewish learning and a
continuing  source  of  study  for  the
scholar.    His   commentary   on    the
Babylonian  ra/mz/d was perhaps the
single most important factor in mak-
ing the Ta/mztd accessible, and hence
so central,  to Jewish life.

One  trick  I  learnt  from  Nehama:
Ask  yourself  the  question:  What  is
the problem  in  the text  that has  led
Rashi to make  his comment?  If you
can figure out the problem then you
may   begin   to   understand   Rashi's
answer - but first you have  to  learn
how  to  read  the  biblical  text  itself
with considerably more care.

Look for irregularities of language
or   grammar,    apparent    contradic-
tions,  seemingly  unnecessary  dupli-
cations, strange word orders, unusual
terms.  In  short,  you  have  to  lean
how to worry a text, see how it may
convey a new or unexpected idea by
a mere nuance,  an  unusual  word  or
word order.  It is that `close reading',
only   recently   rediscovered   by   the
world   of   biblical   scholarship,   that
Rashi   is   engaged   in.    For   Rashi,
nothing of the holy word of God can
be    taken    for   granted.    And   this
heightened  sensitivity  to  a  text  has

consequences for us too - in leaming
how to read the world around us.

But  Rashi  also  opens  the  door to
rabbinic  tradition.  He  claims  to  be
mainly  concerned  with  the  `pcsfe&f',
the   `plain   meaning',   yet  will   often
give  extensive  mJ.czrasfez.c  interpreta-
tion.  Was he a  `posfefcz#' who merely
tossed  them  in  to  entertain   or  en-
lighten  his  students,  or  for  his  own
pleasure?  Or  was  he  concerned  to
transmit   rabbinic   values,   but   felt
obliged to explain the plain meaning
of the  text  as  he went  along,  just  to
help out? The debate rages. Were his
choices  of mz.czr¢sfe  to  teach  a Jewish
response   to   the   Christian   environ-
ment  around  him?  If  so  it  is  ironic
that he became a major influence on
later Christian Bible  scholarship  and
translations.

Chaim   Pearl's   book   is   a   useful
introduction  to  Rashi  for  the  begin-
ner.  He provides the historical back-
ground and illustrates both the Bible
and   rc/mz{d  commentary,   showing
Rashi's different techniques for each.

Reading Rashi we begin to see the
world through new eyes. What other
teacher,   dead  nine  hundred  years,
has such amazing power?I

Jonathan Magonet

ORPHAN
INTO IMMORTAL

At:;d,:kc?e:,:Ft':sttreeTd:et:too.f:
of the greatest Hebrew writers.

Bialik's  poetry is  regarded  as the
beginning of modern Hebrew litera-
ture. In fact, it is difficult to imagine
modern  Hebrew  literature  without
him.   He  presented,   in   his   poetry
and  fiction,  a  new  language,  a  new
concept  in  poetry  and  new  themes
and  has  made  an  enormous  impact
on  subsequent Hebrew writers.  He
is  very  important  to  modern  Heb-
rew  culture,  since  his  writings  ex-
press  in  a  unique  way -  the  major
experiences   of   his   period   (1873-
1944),  so  much  so  that  he gives  his
name to a whole generation.

This`  biography  of  Bialik  repre-
sents   a   biography   typical   of   his
contemporaries.  The  major experi-
ences   which   his   poetry   describes
were   shared   by   most  writers   and
intellectuals   of   his   time.   He   was

Continued on next page
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born in Radi, a Russian village, and
following    his    father's    death    he
moved  to  his  grandfather's  home.
Apart  from  the  trauma  of  orphan-
hood,  this  change  was  also  a  move
from   a   rural,   open   environment,
which   offered   the   child   a   special
contact  with  nature,  to  a  confined
and   disciplined   way   of   life.    His
education,   too,   was  typical  -  the
cfecder  and  then  the  ycs7!z.vczfe,  with
the expectation that the bright child
would become a rabbi. The move to
the ycsfez.vote at Volozhin  (1889) had
changed  this  predicted  course  and
proved to be  of major significance,
since it provided his first encounter
with  Haskcz/czfe  (Enlightenment).   It
led,  as  it  did  with  other  writers,  to
both  secularism   and  creativity.   In
Volozhin  he  wrote  his  first  poems.
fJczskcz/arfe  was  to  lead  him  and  his
contemporaries to the experience of
the   Tcz/usfe,   the   uprooted,   which
defined   the   conflict   between   the
values  of the  traditional  world  and
the   new  values   of  the   Enlighten-
ment.  This led to  a constant feeling
of  being  torn   between   these   two
worlds   without   any   possibility   of
settling  in  either.   Such   an   experi-
ence created the major characteris-
tics in Hebrew writers and its impli-
cations have  affected  Hebrew liter-
ature ever since.

In  1900 Bialik  moved to  Odessa,
where  he  established  himself  as  a
writer,  an editor,  a publisher and a
public  figure.   While   this   was   not
unique  to  Bialik,  his  influence  on
literary  circles  and  national  ideolo-
gy was  greater than  that  of others.

Aberbach's book attempts to give
the  reader  an  overview  of  Bialik's
personality   and   writings.   Though
the  historical  data  are   accurate,  I
have  some   reservations   about  his
interpretations.  The  book  tends  to
simplify.  It concentrates,  for exam-
ple,  on  biographical  details  such  as
Bialik's   orphanhood   in   order   to
explain  through  it  Bialik's  national
attitudes  and  style.  The  details  of
his life have a great influence on an
artist, but they do not supply all the
answers.

The   direct   analogies   the   book
draws between specific biographical
details  and  meanings,  its  somewhat
simplistic     psychological     observa-
tions  and  the  analogies  with  other
writers all narrow the context rather
than  enrich  it.  I would have prefer-
red a closer look at the literary textl

Tsila Ratner

JEW
REVERED BY
CHRISTIANS

THE   WORK   OF   MARTIN
Buber (1878-1965) falls easily
into definable segments. As a

young  man   he  was  captivated  by
Zionism  and worked  actively in  the
movement.   He  then  withdrew  for
some   years   and   emerged   as   an
exponent  of East European  cfeczsz.d-
z.sin.   After  World   War   I   he   met
Franz     Rosenzweig,      the     philo-
sopher,   and   together  they  under-
took to translate the Hebrew Bible;
many books and essays by Buber on
biblical    themes    stem    from    this
period.

When  the  Nazis  came  to  power
Martin Buber became the foremost
exponent   in   Germany   of   Jewish
education   for   adults.   When,   five
years  later,  he  emigrated  to  what
was then Palestine, he was involved
in   various   projects   that   fostered
Jewish-Arab       co-operation;       for
some time  he  even  advocated  a  bi-
national Jewish  State.

Of course, one sphere of interest
did     not     vanish     when     another
emerged in  Buber's  activities.  Thus
there is a link between the Zionism
of his  youth  and  his  activities  after
he settled  in  Ere/z  yz.srcze/.  And,  of
course, his philosophy of dialogue -
epitomized    by    his    most    famous
book,  I cz#cZ  7lfeozt -is  based  on  his
understanding    of   both    Scripture
and  cfec[sz.cZz.sin  and   manifest  in   his

political  vision  of Arab-Jewish  har-
mony,  as  well  as  in  his  writings  on
education.

Pamela      Vermes'      monograph
offers the reader an excellent intro-
duction    to    the    major    areas    of
Buber's  work   and  the  connection
between them. His fascinating biog-
raphy  forms  the  framework  of  her
narrative,  which  testifies  to  a  very
happy combination of solid scholar-
ship  and  accessible  style.

It   is   this   that   makes   the   little
book so valuable.  An essay of some
100  pages  cannot  analyse  in  depth
the thought of the great man, but it
can - and does - whet the appetite
of  the  reader  for  the   writings   of
Buber   in    order   to    learn    more.
Vermes'  book  provides  the  intro-
duction and offers the promise that,
despite   his   vague   and   enigmatic/
poetic style, the rewards of studying
him  are  great.  To  read  him  is  to

penetrate one of the greatest minds
and spirits  of our century.

Herein   lies   the   book's   second
virtue:    it   recognizes   Buber   as   a
/ewz.sfe    thinker.    For    despite    his
world  fame  and  enormous  impact
on  the  Christian  world,  he  has  had
relatively   little   influence   on   con-
temporary Judaism.

There  are  superficial  reasons  for
this,    chiefly    his    rejection    of   all
forms of organized  religion - Libe-
ral  as  well  as  Orthodox  -  and  the
fact  that  the  establishment  of  the
State  of  Israel  seemed  to  discredit
his    views    on    Zionism.    Yet    his
thought  is  deeply  rooted  in  Jewish
tradition  and  still  very  relevant  to
Jewish  life - including  his  vision  of
Jewish-Arab co-operation.

Pamela    Vermes    opens    many
doors  to  the  ordinary  reader  with-
out  in  any  way  simplifying  or  dis-
torting Buber's message. The result
is most satisfactory.

Dow Marmur
Rasfez.   by   Chaim   Pearl,   pp.116;

Bz.cz/I.k  by  David  Aberbach,  pp.143;
and    Bz/bcr   by    Pamela    Vermes,
pp.116  are  all  published  by  Peter
Halban,     London,     1988,     £10.95
(cased) £5.95  (paperback).

COULD MOSES HAVE
WRITTEN ALL FIVE?

Ben Segal
History   and   Ideology   ln   Ancient
/srczc/  by   Giovanni   Garbini.   SCM
Press  Ltd,  London,  1988.  pp.  222.
£10.50

STUDENTS  OF THE  BIBLE
have always been exercised by
the  question  of  the  composi-

tion of the  Pc#fczfcL!cfe,  the  roj~czfe  or
Five   Books   of  Moses.   We   come
face to face with the problem at the
very  opening  of  Genesis.  For  it  is
remarkable      that      the      familiar
account  of the  seven  days  of Crea-
tion   (Gen.1:1   -   2:3)   is   followed
immediately  by  a  second  and  diffe-
rent   account   of   the   same   event.
Each  is  a  self-contained,  indepen-
dent   narrative,   complete   in   itself.
There  are  other  doublets  in  Gene-
sis.   We  have  two  accounts  of  the
seizure    of    Sarah    (Gen.12:14-20;
20),   two   stories   of   the   flight   of
Hagar  (16;  21:9-21),  two  explana-
tions of the etymology of the name
Beersheba      (21:22-32;      26:26-33).
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Duplicate texts  occur elsewhere.  In
Exodus,   for  example,   the   pilgrim
festivals      are      prescribed      twice
(23:14ff.;   34:18ff.).    And,    indeed,
the fifth  book of the  rorczfe  consists
in part of the repetition of the legal
material    of   the    preceding    three
books,  as  its  name  Deuteronomy,
Second  book  of  Laws,   implies.   It
includes   the   Ten   Commandments
(Deut.    5:6-21),    already   found   in
Exodus  (Ex.  20:1-17).

In  none  of these  doublets  do  we
find  exact  repetition.   On  the  con-
trary,  it  is  evident  that  the  variant
passages   have   survived   solely   be-
cause they are different.  It must be
argued,  then,  that the PcHZczfe#cfe  is
derived from more than one source.

The  Documentary Theory of the
so-called    Higher    Critical    School
appears to offer an attractive expla-
nation for this perplexing dilemma.
The Theory was presented in penet-
rating form  by Julius  Wellhausen  a
century  ago.  The  basis  of  this  bril-
liant  hypothesis  is  simple  enough.
Wellhausen    identified   four   main
Sources.  The  oldest,  dated  broadly
to the 9th century BCE, prefers the
divine name YHWH (J), another, a
century  later,  prefers  the  term  c/o-
fez.in  (E).   A  third  source,   Deuter-
onomy (D),  is the  `book of the law'
that  was  discovered  in  the  Temple
by  the  High  Priest  in  621  BCE  (2
Kings 22:8). The fourth and latest is
a   Priestly   document    (P)    that   is
concerned   particularly   with   ritual
matters.  The  various  strands  have
been brought together by editors or
redactors.

The    Documentary   Theory    re-
ceived  wide  acceptance  among  Bi-
ble  scholars,  but  soon  it  was  consi-
dered to be inadequate. New criter-
ia  were   devised   for  distinguishing
the   Sources  -  the   use   of  various
styles of thought and language, and
a   predilection   for   certain   idioms
and  phrases.  Sections  of the  Pe#/cr-
fc#cfe,   even  single  verses,  were  di-
vided  and sub-divided  as  they were
allocated   to   the   different   Sources
and  sub-Sources,  Schools  and  Re-
dactors. Sceptics have had great fun
at the expense of zealous exponents
of  the  Theory.   They  visualized  a
Compiler  in  the  Temple  at  Jerusa-
lem pasting together snippets of the
sacred  writings.  And  a  solemn  En-
glish  advocate  of  the  Theory  pro-
duced a Polychrome Bible in which
each   Source  was  presented   in   its
own colour. The effect was a pretty
medley  of  hues   as  colourful   as  a
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peacock's  tail.
Now, we may reject the pettifog-

ging,    pedantic   excesses    of   over-
enthusiastic  followers  of the  Docu-
mentary  Theory.  Yet  it  is  difficult
to  refute  its  fundamental  principle.
One  can   scarcely  deny  that  there
are different strands in the complex
texture of the Pc#/czJewcfe.  Does this
mean,   then,   that   we   should   also
dismiss   the   Mosaic   authorship   of
the  Five Books  as untenable?

In    the   first   place,    we    cannot
assume a  single,  monolithic version
of the Hebrew Bible.  As the know-
ledge  of Hebrew declined  after the
Exile in the 6th century BCE, Jew-
ish  authorities  encouraged  the  use
of translations, but these, especially
the Greek, indicate that at times the
Hebrew   text   on   which   they   are
based differs from the Masoretic, or
standard,  Hebrew  text.  And  frag-
ments  of  the  Hebrew  Bible  disco-
vered  among  the  Dead  Sea  Scrolls
forty years ago  have reinforced the
argument against a revelation of the
Pe#fczfcwcfe   in   its   present   form   on
Mount  Sinai.  These  ancient  manu-
scripts of the  Desert  of Judah  con-
tain  many  variants.

A moment's reflection shows this
to  be  rational  enough.  The    Korcz#
of  seventh-century  Arabia  is  more
precisely    documented    than    any
other   sacred    writing.    We    know
exactly,   within   a   month   or   even
days,   the   date   of  composition   of
individual  chapters  and  sections  of
the         Kora#.    They    reflect    the
encounters and experiences and the
moods  of  the  Prophet,   and  these
are  recorded  in   the   biography  of
Muhammad.  And  yet,  even  in  the
lifetime     of    his     contemporaries,
various versions of the Koranic text
arose  and  were  disseminated.  The
third  Caliph,   Uthman,   took  sum-
mary  action.  He  declared  one  text
to  be  authoritative.  The  remainder
-  with  one  exception  -  were  des-
troyed.  The  text  of  the  Korczn  had
become  confused  after the  passage
of  a  single  generation.  How  could
the text of the Hebrew Bible not be
subject to distortion in the course of
centuries?

The  claim  that  the  whole  of the
Torczfe   as   we   have   it   today   was
revealed  to  Moses  on  Mount  Sinai
may be disputed  on  other grounds.
The   words   `And   the   Canaanites
were  then  in  the  land'  (Gen.  12:6)
cannot have been written before the
Israelites   crossed   the   Jordan   (cf.
also   13:7).   Similarly   `As   it   is   said

today,  in  the  mount  of the  Lord  it
shall   be   seen'    (22:14)    is   a   later
insertion.  The name  Dan  (14:14)  is
a   later   substitute   for   the   antique
name  Laish.  And  one  cannot  attri-
bute  the  sophisticated  construction
of the Tabernacle and its equipment
(Ex.25-31) to semi-nomad Israelites
wandering  in  the  desert.  The  same
is  doubtless  the  case  with  the  com-
plex  legislation  set  out  in  Lev.   18-
20,  24,  26,  and  in  Num.  7-9,  15,  30
and  36.

Perhaps   more   important,   there
are  signs   of  the  gradual   develop-
ment of ritual within the Pc#fczfcwcfe
itself  -  in   other   words,   the   Five
Books reflect an evolving process of
ritual  extended  over  a  long  period
of time.  An  excellent  illustration  is
the  Passover  and,  as  we  shall  see,
the  Rabbis  were  well  aware  of the
progressive  changes  in  its  ceremo-
nial.   In   the   first   mention   of   the
Passover   we   are   given   a   picture.
(Ex.12) of the festival at the Exodus
from  Egypt.  The  Israelites  wore  a
special  dress,  and  at  sunset  at  the
spring  full  moon  the  head  of  each
family   killed   a   lamb   or   kid   and
smeared its blood on the tent posts.
The   victim   was   then   roasted   and
eaten in haste by night. This is what
the  Rabbis  called  the     `PcsczcA   of
Egypt'.  But  there  are  striking  dis-
crepancies  in  the  Passover  legisla-
tion  of  Deuteronomy  (see  Ch.16).
Now  the     Pcsczcfe  victim   might  be
chosen  from  the  cattle,  and  it  was
possibly  to  be  boiled,  not  roasted.
The  rite  was  to  be  performed  only
at  a  shrine  -  probably  Jerusalem.
The  victim's  blood  was  not  to  be
smeared   on   the   tent   posts,   but
handled by priests at the altar.  This
is   a   far   cry   from   the   Exodus
Pesczcfe,.   the   Rabbis   called   it   the
`Pcsczcfe     of     (later)     generations'.

According    to    the    Documentary
Theory,  the  book  of Deuteronomy
appeared,  as  I  have  already  stated,
in  621  BCE.

Some  scholars  dispute the  histor-
icity  even  of  the  historical  books,
the   Former   Prophets    (Joshua   -
Kings).   That   is   the   thesis   of  this
stimulating  volume  by  Garbini.  He
points   out   that   no   extra-Biblical
inscriptions  have  been  found  relat-
ing  to  the  kingdoms  of  David  and
Solomon,   when,   according  to   the
Bible,  Israelite  rule  extended  to  its
furthest.  No  contemporary  written
material has been found on the site
of  Solomon's  Temple.   There   is   a

Continued on page 23
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virtually  complete  absence  of date-
able     contemporary     non-Israelite
documentation   during  the   heyday
of   the   divided    monarchy.    True,

:frftthe:S[:raavee]j::Cfjnns:auocies:;huet:th°erj¥`
work,  maintains  Garbini,  is  based
solely on the Bible.  It is the work of
theologians,  not  historians.

The     Pc#fczfez4cfe     suffers     more
drastically  at  the iconoclastic hands
of    Garbini.    The    association    of
Abraham  with  Ur  of the  Chaldees
was,  he  argues,  an  insertion  at  the
behest  of the Jewish  community  of
Babylon after the Exile. References
to Egypt in Genesis and Exodus are
likewise  due  to  the influence  of the
Jewish  community  there.  Garbini's
hypotheses  are,  I  think,  too  cont-
rived.  The land of Canaan lay astri-
de   the   great   highway   that   linked
Mesopotamia     with     Egypt,     and
along  it  moved  story-tellers  as  well
as armies and merchants. The influ-
ence    of    the    two    Empires    un-
doubtedly  penetrated  Israelite  life
from  an  early period.

I   return   to   the   question   posed
earlier in this article: how far should
we assume the Mosaic authorship of
the Five Books? I cannot accept the
fundamentalist view, that there was
a single revelation of the Pc#Z¢Jcr4cfe
in   its   present   form   to   Moses   on
Mount Sinai.  Above  I  have  set  out
the    reasons    for    my    disbelief.    I
would  point  in  addition  to  the  la-
mentable    by-products    of   Islamic
fundamentalism.        The        Muslim
minority   who   queried   the   divine
origin   of  the   Korcz#   were   cruelly
persecuted.  May  this  never  be  the
situation  in  a  theocratic Jewish  sta-
te!

On   the   other   hand,   I   cannot
assent   to   the   hypercritical    argu-
ments  of  those  who  assign  a  very
late   date  to  the  Five   Books.   We
should   not   doubt   that   Moses   ex-
isted.  But,  as  Ahad  Ha'am  declar-
ed,   his  existence  is  less  important
than the tradition  of his personality
in   the   Bible  -  his   firm   faith,   his
courage,    honesty,    modesty    and
truthfulness.  It  has  impressed  itself
upon successive generations of Jews
for  over   three   milennia.   And   in-
deed the very attribution of the Five
Books  to  Moses   is  reverent  testi-
mony to the reality of the tradition.
In the same way David was credited
with  the  authorship  of  the  Psalms,
Solomon   with   authorship   of   the
Song  of  Songs,  Jeremiah  with  au-
thorship  of Lamentations.
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What matters, after all, is not the
historicity   of   the   Torarfe,   but   the

profoundly   pervasive   influence   of
its  teachings  on  every  facet  of  the
lives  of  Western  humanity.  That  is
why  we  know  the  Five  Books  to
have been divinely revealed - when-
ever    they    were    vouchsafed.    As
Heine  wrote,   `Large  and  wide  as
the  world,  based  on  the  abysses  of
creation, and towering aloft into the
blue secreta of heaven  ..., it is the
Book of Books'|

Professor J.  8.  Segal  ivas  borH  !.r]  Ivewcczsf/c
in  I9J2.  He  is  Emei.itus  Professor  of Semitic
Lay.gLlages  at  London  University's  School  of
Oriental and African Sllldies and Pi-esident of
Leo  Baeck  College.

THE DAY
ELI]AHDrDcoME

Moelwyn Merchant

And  Ahab the  son  of Omri  did that

r8`RhDwaa€o::j]a,`]n tiha:  S8F:  8:#:

tE:eg;s?n};g!:f:i:nr§:f§:P£;¥h:es];;it|#a8:
Nebat,  that  he  took  to  wife  Jezebel

Zhj%odna]:#era:iE:hebnata[aknj:8s°efrj::
Baal,  and  worshipped  him.  And  he

£%aurseedo¥PBaaani,aJthairchf°hreE:3]bf:iitt?:
Samaria.     And     Ahab     made    the
Asherah;  and Ahab did yet  more  to
provoke   the   LORD,   the   God   of

:iraatet,ert:i:f3i`e#Ti7,in#,sngosf,:i.rj;I
jJ'.

WLS NOT THIS ELIJAH A
trange      and       enigmatic
reature?  Of a  beauty  and

stature  to  recall  David  in  his prime
and yet so forbidding in much of his
appearance;  his  hair  unbound  and
free,  and  yet  of such  beauty  that  a
girl  might  envy  him;  his  body  taut
and  controlled   as  a  warrior's  and
yet dressed in nothing but a skin for
his shoulder and  loins and  a mantle
rough-woven  of  camel  hair.   In  his
presence you were aware only of his
eyes, whether they smiled or blazed
in anger; in his absence you remem-
bered    nothing    but    a    frightening
crudity     of     power,      the      coiled
strength  of a  lion  before  it  leapt.

He   spent   a   day   in   the   upland

pastures,  listening  to  the  prophets
and  their forebodings.  In  a  strange
way,  as they  and their fellows cros-
sed   and   re-crossed   these   sheep-
tracks,    they    became    better    in-
formed,  with more variety of view-
point,  than  their  friends  in  Jezreel
who   were   nearer   the   events.   As
they   spoke   to   Elijah,   all   realised
that   the   worship   of  Israel   was   in
greater   danger   than   at   any   time
since     the     women     of     Philistia
threatened  its  sanctity.

They were  interrupted by  an  un-
expected   visitor,   who   approached
them   with   a   courtly   grace   they
found   repellent,   and   who   spoke
with  arrogant  assurance.

`They tell  me that in this honour-

able  company  I  might  find  Elijah
the  Tishbite'.  He  gave  the  title  an
insulting  twist.

`They told  you the truth'.  Elijah,

standing  in  his  full  height,  towered
over the  courtling.

`Your message to the Tishbite?'
`The   noble    Queen   Jezebel    of

Tyre  and Israel,  Mistress of Jezreel
and   Priestess    of   Asherah,    com-
mands  your  presence  at  the  entr-
ance   from   Jezreel   to   the   sacred
grove  of  Asherah.   She  commands
converse  with  the Tishbite  at  dawn
tomorrow' .

`No-one   "commands"   the   Tish-

bite,  whether  tomorrow  or  at  any
other  time.   But  I  will   render  her
courtesy which she shows so scantil-
ly. I shall be at the gate of Jezreel at
dawn,.

The  first  rays  of the  sun  cast  the
shadows   of   the   tall   oaks   on   the
three  steps  down  to  the  grove,  as
Elijah  stood  on  the  mosaic floor of
the portico.  He was without motion
or  expression  on  his  features  as  he
waited.   From   the   centre   of   the
grove came Jezebel, dressed as sim-
ply  as  in  the  ceremony  before  her
marriage;  without  ostentation,  she
was queen and priestess and of calm
beauty in the early light. She waited
for   his   acknowledgement   of   her
re8ality.

`You    are    silent,   Tishbite,    and

scant   of  the   honour   due   to   your
queen.  You will  descend from  your
eminence  and  walk  with  me  in  the
grove  as  we  speak  of Israel'.`1  have to  enter the  houses of my

friends  this  day  and  their  hearths
will  be  polluted  if  the  sole  of  my
foot had touched that ground'.

`You speak arrogantly and harsh-

ly, Tishbite; the tone is not seemly'.
Continued on next page
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`1   have   no   doubt  that   you   will

hear harsher tones  from  me,  if our
acquaintance  lasts'.

There was silence between them;
swords had made their first contact
but the bout was not yet begun. The
queen   looked   at   the   man   before
her,   calculating  his   manhood   and
the  degree  of his  resistance.

`You  are  comely,  Elijah,  wasted

on  the  desert sand  and  rock!'
`And   you,   Jezebel,   you   under-

stand the truths of the  desert?'
`Jezebel!'   The   word   blazed   her

affront.   `1   am   your  queen   and   a
priestess  of your people's  religion!'`No  queen  of  mine  and  I  recog-

nise no  "priestess"  '.
Jezebel had enough knowledge of

courtly  conflict  to  realise  that  her
adversary was formidable.  On alien
ground  and  with  no  more  than  a
contract   asserting   her   claim,   she
realised  here  the  desert-bred  qual-
ities  that Tyre  had  never  matched.
With  inherited  skill,  she  withdrew
from open  conflict.

`There has been little time for me

to  learn  the  faith  and  the  ways  of
Jahweh  -  and  Ahab  is  a  preoccu-
pied   and   unskilled    tutor!    Cease
your  frowning,  Elijah,  and Jezebel
may attend on  your wisdom'.

The sentence had begun  in  irony
but before Elijah's gaze there was a
faltering  in  her  voice.  Were  there
no breaches in  this  citadel?  For the
first  time in  her mature  experience
she  realised  the  impotence  of  her
beauty,  that  her  mind  alone  in  its
suppleness  could  pursue  this  duel.
In face of Elijah's silence, her voice
dropped  almost  to  pleading.

`1  have   to  learn,   Elijah,   and  if

Baal   and   Asherah   will,   much   to
teach.    Tell    me   of   the   ways   of
Jahweh'.

`He   flies   on   the   wings   of   the

wind,  is enthroned on the clouds of
heaven,   measures   the   firmament
with the single span of his hand and
his  voice -  do  you  wish  to  hear  of
his  voice?'

She recognised the irony in every
phrase,  knew  that  she  was  treated
as  a  child  and  with  a  child's  angry
petulance,  she  demanded:`Tell  me  of the voice'.

Elijah's tone changed. There was
almost   regret   in   his   words   as   he
looked down at the arrogant but so
fragile beauty of the woman  before
him. For a moment she ceased to be
an   opponent   and   seemed   a   child
needing     instruction;     how     much
could  she compass?

`There  have  been  thunder-claps

that   have   more   stillness   than   the
sound  of  Jahweh's  voice;  lightning
flashes   are   paled   by   one   glance
from  Jahweh's  eyes;   and  yet  one
breeze   from   the  desert  wastes,   a
breath    that    scarcely    ruffles    the
sand-ripples,    carries   more   sound
than  the  whisper of Jahweh's  voice
- and I long to hear that whispered
word'.

`And   if   you   heard   that   word,

what would it say?'
`No  more  than  my  name:   "Eli-

jah"  -  "Yahweh   is   God;   God   is
Yahweh" - no  more  than  that,  for
that is  all  I  need  to  hear'.

She  met  the  declaration  with  in-
comprehension,  for  nothing  in  her
upbringing   had   prepared   her   for
this  profound  simplicity.  As  Elijah
stood without breaking the comple-
te  immobility  he  had  held  since  he
waited   for   her   in   the   dawning,
Jezebel   dropped   her   eyes   to   the
ground   and   there   was   a   long   si-
lence.

`You  will  now  learn  of  me,  Eli-

jah, learn of my devotion, the might
of  Baal-Melqart   and   the   glorious
beauty   of   Asherah.    You   would
declare  us  to  be  of  mankind,  you
and  I,  but  I  am  Jezebel  and  you
Elijah,  two  distincts,  two  demands
-and two mysteries! Never can man
and  woman  divine  their  mysteries
and    in     this     darkness     of    "no-
knowledge",  my  father in  his  man-
hood is a priest of Asherah and I in
my  womanhood  revere  and  serve
Baal-Melqart.   In   the   exchange   of
our  mysteries  we  are  of  mankind,
one  in  the  darkness  and  one  in  the
ecstasy.   Do   you   understand   this,
Elijah the Tishbite, prophet of your
single male  Godhead?'

Elijah   remained   in   his   stillness
and  she  was  taken   back  to  child-
hood,   her   nurse   taking   her   to   a
secluded  bay  near  Tyre.  She  knew
the tideless movements of the Great
Sea  but  on  this  day  wind  had  been
sufficiently  powerful  to  send  waves
to  the  shore  where  she  stood.  To
her  right  was   a  rock,   a  favourite
bench  on  which  she  sat  to  listen  to
her   nurse's    stories    but    she   was
fearful    this    moming;    the    waves
would  surely  destroy  her  rock.  But
it  stood  firm  and  the  waters  with-
drew.

`You  have  nothing to say  to Baal

and Asherah?'
`There is no-one there to whom  I

can  speak:  You  tell  me  of  Tyrian
deities; another might tell me of the

Gods    of   Joppa,    of   Ashdod    or
Ashkelon,  or  cry  aloud  the  secrets
of those  deities  that  dwell  between
the Rivers.  You speak of landlords!
Your worship is  a  sham.  I  have  no
more  to  say  than  this:  Jahweh  cre-
ated heaven and earth and he rules,
cz/o#e  over  all  his  creation.  Jahweh
is  God,  God  is  God  alone!'

There was nobility in  her defeat.
Her  wincing  at  his  attack  was  little
more than a passing frown and as he
looked   at   her,   with   the   slightest
trace  of  a  reluctant  admiration,  he
saw   her   gather   herself,   saw   the
smile  which  touched  only  her  lips
and  left  the  eyes  implacable.

`You  teach  glibly,  Tishbite!   If  I

judge    your    speech    aright,    your
Jahweh is a God of war and you his
field-commander!  But  have  a  care
to your forces.  I have no more than
this  to  say  to  you.   Ahab  this  day
issues  a  proclamation   rumours  of
which,  I'm told,  have reached your
uncouth  friends  in  the  hills.   Baal-
Melqart  and  Asherah  are  the  .7o/c
gods   of   this   land,   their   altars   to
crown all the high places. The altars
of Yahweh are to be destroyed, and
recalcitrant    prophets    and    priests
slaughtered.    This    is    the    will    of
Ahab,  of Jezebel  and their Gods'.

Elijah  moved  forward  one  pace,
flung his mantle over his  left shoul-
der   and   with   his   right   arm   ex-
tended,   began   to   speak  in   a   low
voice:

`This grove will wither, your body

will  be  shattered,  your  ``gods"  will
perish and over all there shall reign,
in  power  and  in  peace,   the  Lord
God  of Abraham,  Isaac  and  Israel
and his  kingdom  shall  never  end  to
all  eternity,.

His voice had risen to a trumpet-
call and in the dimness of the grove
there  sounded  a sighing  and  a rust-
ling  as  the  unseen  listeners  bowed,
not in worship but in fear.  In a tone
of     direct      conversation,      Elijah
turned  to  Jezebel:

`You    and    your    minions    have

heard  my  words,  Jezreel  needs  to
hear no more.  The word of Jahweh
has now to be declared in the city of
Samaria and in that word may there
be peace in  all this troubled land'|

Moe;twyn Mercherfu was  Professor of English
a[ the Univel.sity of Exeter and is a sclllp[or of
distinction.   His  novel  ]eshua\  was  published
last  year.  The  piece  above  is  an  extract  from
Fire from  Heaven,  c7 drcrma//.c rcco#sfr!/c/!.o#
of the  life  of  Elijah,  to  be  pllblished  later  this

year.
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UST ONE PICTURE  APPEARS
with  every  article  and' film  ab-
out  Jews\  -  that  of  black  hat,

side locks and straggly beard,.
Never  mind  the  fact  that  this  is

today   the   lea\st   repres'entativ:   of
Jewish types.  After all, as a percen-
tage of the world Je,wi'sh papulati'on
the pc};es squad are minute.

But that simple fact will not s,tap
any   picture   researcher   or   editor
from continuing to present them as
the archetyp\al Jew.

Undoubtedly  they  are  the  most
striking.  And  if  that  gives  to  mil-
lions  a totally distorted view of the
Jew, ,then they are sorry,  and shrug
their shoulders. Their only job is to
present riveting pictures.

But,   I   am   far  more   conce,rned
about the impression these pictures
of  the   `quinte,ssential'   Jew   create
ins\ide  the  communi'ty  rather  than
outside. Too many \Jews are thereby
br\ainwashed    into    believing    that
beard  'a\n'd  peyes,   tiechel  tor  shAeitel
are' the outward marks of the  `real'
Jew or Jewess.

They 'are not.  No  more than  the
socks and bells of the, Morris danceir
are typic\al  of an Englishman.

T
`*`.

HE  SURPRISING  CLAIM
that   the    loosening   of   the
Soviet   chains   by   Mr.   Go`r-

b'atchev   is   actually   worsening   the
plight of Soviet Je,ws i\s as paradoxi-
cal  as  it is bas,ed  on  s,olid fact.

It was made in  my synagogue by
Erik   Khassin   who   came   out   of
Moscow    in    early    May    after    12
haunted years as a hopeless Refuse-
nik.

Gr`e,ater  freedom  of  speech  and
writi,ng   Mr.    Gorbatche,v   has   un-
doubtedly granted.

But it  applies  not  only  to  heroes,
like  Andre  Sakharov,  but  a'lso  to
the grubby millions who continue to
wallow   i,n   sick   prejudic\es   agains't
the Jews.
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They  too  can  now  give  vent  to
their hatred without fe,ar of retribu-
tion - not  that  they  ever got m`ore
than  a passing frown  at the, best  of
times.

Meanwhile   fr\eedom   of  emigra-
tion  remains  one  of the  many  civil
rights  granted b`y  the  Soviet  consti-
tution on paper and denied in prac\-
tice.   So  does  freedom  of  worship
and religious instruction. The battle
for the freedom of Soviet Jews from
insult,  and  calumny  as  well  as, rep-
res,sion and persecution is well laun-
ched.

But victory is nowhere in  sight.

*
OW MUCH LONGER are
we   going  to   allow   Ortho-
doxy     to     set     the     agen-

da of debate in Anglo Jewry? And
especially   in   the   correspond'ence,
co'\unns of the Jewish  Chronicle?

Their  cilaims\  to   a   monopoly  of
sanc,itity  and  revelation  have  no  re-
le,vance  to the  needs ,and  problems
of the bulk of Jews in this-country.

And it is  time, we started  talking
a,bout  those.  Th`ey  nee\d  a  synago-
gue  service  which  feeds  them  spir-
itually,     and     obs'ervanc\es     which
move  the  heart  without  s\tultifying
the braili.

And  they  are  Crying  ou't  for  a
rabbinate  that  addresses  their per-
plexiities   and   meets   th\em   whe,re
they are.

Every time we allow ourselves to
be,   drawn   into   one   more   sterile
a,rgument  about  legitimacy  and  au-
thenticity,    the    whole    of   Anglo-
Jewry pays a  heavy price.  And it is
count\ed in hundreds more souls lost
to 'their Je,wish  he,ritage.

I+(.
BECAME    ALARMED    AT
the  conquests  being  made   by
the  recent  cult  of  the  mz.kvczfe

when I found a lyrical  article about
it  on  the  front  page  of one  of our
progressive synagogue magazines.

Tens of thousands of pounds 'are.
currently    being   spent   in\    Anglo-
Jewry  on  building  new  mz.kvczfe`g  or
refurbishing  `old  ones.   And  in  one
town that i's not unkn'own to me tha't
new  j77z.kvafa  is  regul,arly  us,ed  by  at

lea'st two m\embers of the commun-
ity,  and at most six.  Except for the
Shirehall Lane mz.kvczfe,  i,n Hendon,
and   a   few   other   ultra   orthodox
ones,  I  doubt  whether  the  patron-
age  elsewhere  runs  into  doub'le  fi-
gures per week.

Alarming  also  was  the  tale  re-
lated  t`o   me  by  one   of  the  most
committed  proselytes  I  know.  She
suddenly found herself being patro-
nised  by  a  born-again  Jewess  with
the  remark  that  the  mothers  and
grandmothers   of   those   who   are,
born  Jewish  went  to  the  mz.kv¢fe  -
implying that  their  offspring  there-
by acquired a greater carat rating.

Which  is  as  bogus  as  it is  offen-
sive.

As  a  custom,  the  mjkvczfe  quietly
seeped  its  way  out  of  mainstream
Jewish life centuries  ago.

My  mother  went  to  the  777z.kvczfr,
once  in  he\r  life  -  when  she  was
made   to  go  just  before  her  first
marriage. The grandmother I knew
never  went.  And  I  doubt  whether
the  grandmother  I  did  not  know
ever  wen't.  And  that  goes  for  the
mothers,  grandmothers  and  great-
grandmothers of most of us.

I   sounded   out   the   wife   of   a
colle'ague, whose looks belie the fact
that s,he is now also a grandmother.

CMikvahi , she said Cmikvah,'?
`No, we had bathrooms'.

UDDENLY    HALF    WAY
through  .the   evening  service,,
my   congregation   burst   into

laughter.  It marked one of the high
spots  of the  new  Sfeczvztof mczcfezor.
`Cause  us,  our parent,  to  lie down

in  peace ....,
With  that the mc}cfezor turned us

all into the ultimate of modernity -
a one, parent family.

It   is   \a   moment   we   shall   long
savour.

And never repeatl

Ra\bbi  William  Wolff I.a  mJ.#!.s/cr  a/ rHe  IV\cw-
c'aslle    Reform    Synagog[l'e.    H'e    previoiis[y
served   as   'an   associate   rabbi   at   the   Was,i
I.ondon  Synagogiie.   and  was  a  Fleet  S[ree{
iollrnalis[  bef()re  he  became  a  r'a,bbi.
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The
Soci

anor Hou
ty

The Man.o! H?u.se Sociay is an ambitious cultural venture. Its aim is to`bring a wide
rpnge of J.Swish c!ltural and intellectual events of a high level within easy r6ach of a
large_ audienc_e.  Regular  activities  include  concerts,  debates,  exhibitibns,  drama,
seminars and lectures..
Membership  of the  Society  gives  easy  access  to  tne  many  amenities  of the  Sternberg
Centre  for Judaism,  the  largest Jewish  centre  in  Europe. These facilities  include  a  book-
shop,  library,  cafeteria,  extensive  grounds  and  tennis  courts.  Membership  also  brings
advance  information  about  events,  priority  'booking  arid  ticket  discounts  and  automatic
subscription to Mama.  Membership can  be on  either an  individual  or family basis.

Subscriptions are modest:

Single membership                          £12.50 perannum
Family membership                          £19.00 per annum
Seniorcitizen/studentsingle        £  9,50perannum
Seniorcitizen-family                     £12.50 perannum

Existing  subscribers to  Mama may  deduct the  unexpired  portion  of their subscription from the
Manor House Society subscription.

FORTHCOMING  EVENTS

22nd July -17th August 1988
JEWISH  CEFIEMONIAL AFIT

A Photographic Exhibition  by  Harold  F?ose

7th September -6th October 1988
F{UTH  COLLET ~ WORKS  IN  MIXED  MEDIA

Sunday 18th September 8.00 p.in.
SIN AND  F?EPENTANCE ~ A High  Holy  Days  discussion  with

Professor Hasan Askari,  Ms Alix Pirani,  Sister Margaret Shepherd  and  F]abbi  Daniel Smith

12th October -9th November 1988
A POSTCAF?D VIEW OF JEWISH  LIFE

16th October 8.00 p.in.
KOSHER COMEDIANS with S?ul  Reichlin,  Gavin Alexander,

Andrew F?.Isn`er and others

23rd October 8.00 p.in.
ANTIQUE JUDAICA F30ADSHOW

with Michael Keen, Johnny Wachsmann, Agi  Katz

25th October 8.00 p.in.
THE STOF?Y OF JEWISH  POSTCARDS ~ an  illustrated  lecture

by David Pearlman

Lunchtime Recitals
Autumn series: Wednesdays at  1.15 p.in.  -2.00 p.in

5th october                   16th November
19th october                30th  November
2nd  November              14th  December
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