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The early poetry of Abraham Joshua Heschel is
the foundation for the radical spirituality that
eventually became great works, Man Is Not
Alone, God in Search of Man and classic works
on the Sabbath and Chasidism. Heschel grew up
in a Hasidic family in Warsaw, but yearned for the
outside world. After finishing high school in a
gymnasium in Vilna (to catch up on basic secular
studies) he went to explore the great intellectual
and cultural world at a University in Berlin. He
was young and lonely, writing Yiddish odes to the
streets and parks, wrestling with G-d, and G-d’s
relationship to man, but mostly he was tuning into
the deep moral responsibility that he felt he owed
to fixing what was wrong with the world.

Morton Leifman, beautifully translated these
poems which first appeared in Warsaw in 1933,
into the first full bilingual version: The Ineffable
Name of God: Man (2004) the book of poetry with
a philosophical in depth introduction by Edward
Kaplan, contains most of the artistic and theologi-
cal motifs that would appear in Heschel's mature
work.

Three years ago, before the poems were
released, the book was handed to Basya
Schechter by Merryl Zegaric with the words, “see
what you can do with this...” Soon after, one of
the Rabbi’s at Congregation B’nai Jeshurun (BJ)
asked Basya if she would compose a few pieces
for “Tikkun Leil Shavuot,” an all night learning
session at BJ. Two and a half years later, the
project has grown into 10 compositions.
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Transmissions flow from your heart to Mine,
trading, twining my pain with yours.
Am I not you? Are you not [?

My nerves are clustered with Yours.
Your dreams have met with mine.
Are we not one in the bodies of millions?

Often I glimpse Myself in everyone's form,
hear My own speech a distant, quiet voice in people's weeping,
as if under millions of masks My face would lie hidden.

I live in Me and in you.
Through your lips goes a word from Me to Me,
from your eyes drips a tear its source in Me.

When a need pains You, alarm me!
When You miss a human being

tear open my door!

You live in Yourself, You live in me.
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At Dusk: D

I am a trace of You in the world,
And everything is like a door.

Let us all trace that trace of you,
And through all things got to you.

Youngest Desire

| so want to be in love!
To have near me

One with whom | can
Blunder in my dreams,
And softly whisper
Sparkling songs.

I so want to be in love

To believe monotheistically in you,

That you are my tender, most tender love
And give to you my sense of wonder—
Worlds captured in words

| so want to be in love

To always go about with that magic-word
“Du, du”
To keep my imaginings overflowing
With your never-ending image.
May your caprices be my dogmas,
Your wonder-smile - a balm for
my disappointments

Oh, how | want to be in love!

So many gifts have | prepared for you

That even | don’t know

The sum of what my loneliness, my dreams,
Has bought for you.

Come, take the richest treasures from
my heart: - my love. 4
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My Seal

Why am | not a flower,
A person-flower?

Bless me, my spirit
With tenderness instead of might!

To own smiiles instead of words,
And always bring light to the world.

To be able to give love, good fortune
With my hair, like orchids.

And may my way through rooms be
Like finger-touches on piano keys.

Tenderness, you ineffable name of God,
Be my image of God!

Palaces in Time
Evenings: palaces in time._

You live in them, my prosperous God!
So let my longing, too, remain there now,
Gathering wonders in all corners,

And sharing treasures with the world.

Evenings—palaces in time.
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Let me drink rest and comfort—
In the deepest stillness of your voice a2 LAttt k) «%«

Let me unravel the mystery—

From Your Hand;

Ardors have signed my skin and garments.

In tatters | wander through light-distance—
And beg a thread from the silk of your voice
To bind up the wounds of my unsolved puzzles.

Obscurities envelope the world
Distorting all with other-wordliness.
I want to read your face

As Braille—trained fingers do—
With my lips.

From the gentle bowl—your hand
Let me drink rest and comfort—

In the deepest stillness of your voice
Let me unravel the mystery—
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To A lady in a Dream

Grant me a breath,
A finger’s touch;
For a thousand hours of yearning
Give me one word!

I dreamt of you through all my youth.
Through all my youth, fenced off from you—
And my dream aches so much.

I owe to you my immense yearning—

And beg of you: Rescue my dream!

Your eyes are greetings from God.
Your body—an oasis in the world,
Joy for my homeless glances.
Your legs are trees of desire

In the gardens of quietest delights.

I searched for you in dreams in the night.

You never came to my unforgettable desires.

Yet stubbornly the dreams swore: You are there!

Some day you shall belong to me!

But like a student at a test,

I now stand mute before you. 7
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Snow on the Fields

The space is raw,
The tree—stumps.

The wind saws
in the cloud-forest.

The gentle snow
Falls like sawdust.

Still, like holy
Nomads,
Comrades of my words.

It must get close to the earth,

Break its habit of not being seen.

Faint noises, flakes
In the air

Erase with softness;
Cover with a curtain
All the baldness of the fields;

But greedy shoe-soles
Scratch the snow away.

From the ruins of snow
Tears flow.

Trees-stumps
Sink into themselves.

Till winds again
Saw the clouds.

My Song
I ' want to give you world,
The inner lattice of my limbs;

My word, my hands,
the wonder in my eyes.

Take me for service to you,
And use me for your ends!

Place me
in alien railroad depots

like a greeting-statue
for forlorn guests ...

with joy, and throat filled with words

with a bright face
and sunny hands.

Send me to exiled brothers,
prisoners in jails.

Send me with good news
and consolation to mourners.

with help to the poor,
with rescue for the sick.

Take me for a friend!
Take me for a slave!
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Repentance

Haven't the prayers of generations, then,
Achieved some mercy from You, God?

Our devotion, ardor,

Our lust for you—none of these considered?

God, You greatest mute!

You answer screams with riddles.
You're no defender of the criminal,
You never say to hatred—"Qut! Stop!”

Yet, sometimes rain drips like a tear.
It's God's confession in the world—
But | feel: God is sad—embarrassed,
For His sake, and for ours.

But our distress demands: Have Mercy!
Instead of tears, give deeds;

Help, not remorse.

Let every hope be Your command,
And every shiver—an alarm.

We—God and man and dogs,
Let's repent together
Or each one for the other.

And forgive us our sins
As we forgive You Yours.
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