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NOTX

The closing of the Talmud (c. 600 A.D.) left many
questions of doctrine, ritual and law still unsettled.
Thus in every subsequent era famous rabbinical
authorities have found themselves besieged by requests
—-sometimes from half a world away~-for rulings on
borderline cases, new developments, etc. These
letters of inquiry, together with the rabbis' answers
(responsa; Hebrew tishuvot) to them, constitute
an immense library of spiritual case-law: -
the responsa-literature--international in scope,
encyclopedic in range, and continucus from
the early Middle Ages to the present day.




Characters

The RABBI
The SCRIBE
The COURIER

Scene: The Rabbi's study



(The RABBI's study. The RABBI and his SCRIBE
at work.

The SCRIBE is seated on a high stool at a
spindly, slant-topped clerk's desk. From a peg
on the side of the desk hangs a battered leather
mail pouch. At rise, the SCRIBE is writing with a
quill pen in a small parchment scroll on the desk
out before him.

The RABBI sits in a throne-like armchair.
His gaze is fixed far away out over the heads of
the audience. He~ is engaged in performing, over
and over again, the following ODSeSSIVE .q,. Searching Hand Gesture ™
movement-pattern, hereafter referred to as,“EaesScEnpsEy,

With fingers and palm held stiffly upright, -
the RABBI sends his left hand out through a series A
of endless corner-turning movements in air. That is, e
the hand (itself always rigidly vertical) will glide
along horizontally for a while; then make a sharp,
right-angle turn upward or downward into vertical
motion; then presently "turn another corner" in air
--and find itself moving on the horizontal once more
...etc. This movement-pattern, while always more or
less the same physically, seems to be different
gestures at different moments: now brushing away
cobwebs, now parting curtains, now a kind of "dowsing,"
now the bestowal of a benediction, now a neurotlc
tic, etc. The RABBI keeps thig™™ "”an? g6Ing pretty
much continuously thmwshedl the play. But it comes into
prominence especially at those moments when he is
pondering the answer to a query which the SCRIBE has
just read out to him. Then, it is as if the RABBI
were allowing his hand to range over some immensely
complex system of nichesg--"32 up, 187 out from the
body, 14 to the right," etc.--somewhere within which
the reply to this or any possible question is to be found.

With a flourish of his quill, the SCRIBE
finishes writing in the scroll out before him, rollse

it shut, and drops it into the pouch hanging off the ,/WAHFK“
side of his desk. § Az;;
Enter the COURIER. He is -rather dashingly dreased AN

fringed boots, swirling cape, raffish plumed hat, etc.
His costume, however, is absolutely filthy—-caked
through with dried mud from sole to crown. Moreover,
he seems weighed down by the battered leather

mail pouch he carries--a twin to the one that hangs
off the side of the SCRIBE's desk.

The COURIER empties out onto the desktop the
contents of his pouch: scrolls of all sizes and
descriptions, some tied with ribbons, some sealed
w1th wax. He then straightens up to enjoy a moment
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of release. The SCRIBE 1lifts the other pouch
off its peg on the side of the desk and hodds it out
to the COURIER. COURIER and SCRIBE exchange pouches.
The SCRIBE hangs up the emptied-ocui pouch mhitch-he has
received from the COURIER on the desk peg. The
COURIER shoulders the (filled) pouch which the SCRIBE
has handed him and staggers off under what, again,
appears to be a crushing weight.
The SCRIBE undoes one of the scrolls on hisg desk
and scans it hurriedly.
For each of the many questions read out by the
SCRIBE and answered by the RABBI in the course of the
play, the business is approximately the same:
1. The SCRIBE opens a scroll and rezds
aloud the question it contains.
2. The RABBI "searches" the air, in the
manner described above, for an answer
(responsum) to the question.
5. His answer once found, the RABBI delivers
it aloud to the SCRIBE, who simultaneously
transcribes the RABBI's words onto the edges,
bottom or obverse of the same scroll from
which he has read the question.
4. The SCRIBE then rolls this scroll shut,
drops it into the pouch, and takes up
another scroll.

Even late in the play, when the RABBI's answers have

ceased to bear much relation to the questions put to him,

(80 that there is little if anything to set down),

the SCRIBE attempts to maintain at least the skeleton

of this procedure.) ‘ ‘

The SCRIBE now veads from Hhe scrol]l he kasJu§fopcanz)

SCRIBE . y

o oeha R T re 4 )

From Rabbi Solomon Ibn Adret, known as RAMBAM, Saragossa, Spain:

O thou in whom our saints and sages once again speak,
may I add one more to the swirl of voicesg that break on thy peace?
Long I prayed to behold a wvision of the prophet Elijah, borne in
upon his throne of flames. -At length the heavens opened
--but all ‘I saw was an unoccupied thair: from which proceeded
- unintelligible words. If the Holy One was not disposed to grant
- —=-so!; but why is he pleased thus to mock~~at this, my heartfelt
desire? :

RABBI

But, you have had your desire! You besought a prophet to appear
to 2 man of our time. How else is a prophet ever going to appear
"to a man of our time but as a voice unheeded issuing from

a place unfilled?

H
i
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SCRIBE

(epens—another scretXiand Teads?)

From Rabbi Ezekiel Landau of Prague:

Master, in great perplexity we turn. Rashi teaches that
amulets intended to bar the entry of evil spirits from a house
must be horizontally affixed to the door-frame. His pupil,
Zalman of St. Goar, on the other hand, holds that these
talismans are most effective when veriivally attached,

Wnat is your position in this matter?

RABBI

I am for compounding the wisdom of two great men: ILet the
amulets go up at & slant.

SCRIBE
{ opens-another-scroll-and—readss)

From Rabbi Simeon Duran, known as RASEBA, Algiers, North Africa:
0O thou dweller in the Tents of the ILaw! 1Is a man required
to do penance for a Sabbath-violatvion committed in a dream?

RABBI
It will suffice if he... dream a penance.
SCRIBE
(Dpﬁa5—afwﬁ3ﬁﬁr~sdrvii'anﬁfT%ﬁRh?:}

From Aristaeus ben Hyrcan, Chief Rabbi of the Bast Roman Empire:
Proconsul of the Province of Truth! According to Tractate

Zebahim, the Angels understand Biblical Hebrew, Chaldee and

some Aramaic--but not a word of Greek. Now suppose the Almighty

were minded to dispatch an angelic messenger to one ignorant

of every tongue save--

RABBI

Is it too much to suppose that He who can send an angel can also
send an increase in linguistic faciliiy? However, there is
no need to rest content with my teaching in this matter.
The guestion should be put to the very next angel to present
himself--in rapidfire, colloguial Greek.



SCRIBE

(opens—anﬁther—serﬂii‘aﬁﬁ“?§H&é??

From Rabbi Judah Grunwald, Sotmar, Eungary:

Light of the BExile! Talmud specifies that graves are {0 be
laid out in such fashion that at the resurrection, the dead will
arise and face Jerusalem. However, starting from our corner of
Hungary, it is possible to reach Jerusalem by either of two
distinct routes: due east through Constantinople, or southward
along the upper rim of--

RABBI

Is it all questions, as far as the eye can see? o

~+Pie SCRIBR—T5GKS UpD, stdftiearr”’/

Sift through! See if you cannct dredge me up one that begins:
"Eleanora and the babes are well," or "The autumn finds you,
as always, much in my thoughts".... >~m/

(The SCRIBE runnages i ~the-scrolls—"
o the desk-lbefore—him.)

How casual his search! When you have sat as long as I among
the Respondents, you will know a keener hunger for the
letter-in-a-thousand that has nothing it wants to know.

(@he~SGR£EE7~haVingw00mé&e%e&mhiﬁmsearch9 :][
lO@kSmupmapai@g&$$@a&£¥v) -

All roads lead to Jerusalem. Let your gravpd:ggers be guided
by the exigencies of soil and site.

SCRIBE
(opens—anether—scroll—and-—readss)

From Rabbi David Ibn Abi Zimra, known as RADBAZTZ, Safed,
_in the Holy Land:

Master, in great perplexity we turn. It is written:
"Approaching a village where the majority of the inhabitants
are Jewish, one pronounces a blessing. If, however, the majority
are gentlles, one does not pronounce & blesging." The guestion
now arises: what does one do in a case where the population
is evenly divided?

RABB1

One then... pronounces the blessing with a divided heart.



to

SCRIB

{cpens another scroll and reads:)

from Raoti Mordecai Scawadron of Berzun in Galicia:

Veice of the voices! HMishnan Torbids construction of
succan-cooth underneati the roci 0f a nouse Or even wrhere
tree or clothesline o'ersporeadeth, as it is written:

rém shadow free, thy  tents." Now suppose as a man labors
“pon nis Succah-bcotih, he haspens 10 ncotice a shorebird
with outstretched wing circling and circling the site where
ne builids-- ‘

RABBI
"Witn her Tace T d the ¢allo nooonny Tlesh o7 tne =ind-r=a:
¥1ta ner race toward the gallows. ine Ilesn ©I tne alind-paw.

"Seven winters at least."
(The S3CRIBE looks up, puzzled.)

Some answers. Some truths as some answers. Nct, perhans,

apoearing 1o you to bear on the question--yet set them down!
Questions will be along on which they bear. o quesiion tu
does not at the last come siragzling in here.... On, there
sometning avout this filing by, truth on the heels of trutn,

that falls so miserably short of--well, of one's ambitions for

t

3

ruth, precisely; one's experience orf--

(catches the SCRIBE looking at him)

ut the reast of Succan is still some months distant.

-

Suppose we leave the shorebird to circle in peace yet awhile.

-~

-

SCR1IBE
(opens: another scroll and reads:)

There is in our town a great and respected regponsga-writer.
There is also an elderly rabbi, not quitée right in the

head, but still fancying himself a much sought-after decisor.
Occasionally, as something between a joke and a kindness, the
yeshiva lads will send him over a query to rule on--actually
some long since settled question--which the o0ld man labors
furiously to "resolve"; and in this manner, he has acquired
the nickname of "the Great Decisor." Now recently a courier
from a far land arrived in town with a question for the
distinguished responsa-writer. Not being familiar with the
nickname of the elderly rabbi, the courier asked to be
brought before "the great decisor'--and was promptly -shown
into the presence of the doddering rabbi,. to whom he stated
his case. Now, by what miracle I know not, the old man

came back with a responsum of such clarity and depth




that no better answer can be imagined. The problem we now face
is: may a response obtained in this manner be taken as valid;
and if so, must we now reinstate the o0ld scholar in his former

honors and dignity?
O S re ad) cruJL Vo d
- " A

RABBI

You read no salutation....

SCRIBE
(turns—the secroll -over)

1t is addressed oh&§jto "the Great Decisor."

(The eyes of the RABBI .¢—SURTEE meet.
The SCRIBE sets scroll aside, opens another
s — Teads: )

From Rabbi Emek Halacha of New York:

Tongue of the Law! Your luminous pronouncements are the
talk of the whole Jewish world. But the actual writings upon
which your fame rests--the great series of responsa on
- disinterment, on the use of embroidered materizls as ritual
coverings, on chance-enkindled sparks, and the rest--are known
to us only from digests and summaries. May we allow ourselves
to hope that you will one day bring out all your responses
in a book?

RABBI ' -

It is not "bringing out" that tempts us, but... silence,

To be at a loss; to stand--mouth hanging open, thoughts coming
back and back, absolutely in the dark what 1o reply..e.

But yet a silence with nothing of refusal about it.

Not a silence that witholds, but silence that holds....

(Pauses—Lhe-SCRIBE—leoks—up. )
Puﬁlication does not figure among eur plans at present.
- The majority of the scholarly world are wiser thanwg; and as for

the small minority who are not--why labor on behalf of a
small minority?

SCRIBE v
(opens—another—soroliand reads:)

From Rabbi Yosef Dov of Brisk, Lithuania:



Exemptor, exempt us! It is ordained that in every study-house
a one-cubit-square section of wall be left unplastered,
in memory of the destruction of the Temple. But here, in this
Baltic harbor-town, where a salt and raging wind finds its way
through .the least crack or cranny--

RABBI

If thou thinkest the salt gusts of memory so easily walled out,
take up thy trowel! '

SCRIBE
(operns—anether-scroll and readgs )

From Rabbi Leon da Mcdina of Venice:

Star of the Exile! What answer shall be made to those
inncvators who seek to replace the traditional synagogue chanting
with complex choral arrangements for mixed voices?

RABBI

But are we here in the presence of an innovation? What is

the public worship already but just such a coming together

of a voice that cries and a voice that cries. Thousands of
voices on an empty beach....

{The SCRIBE looks up, puzzled; waits kCzl/i;>
a moment... then opens another scroll and Nl
reads: ) :
SCRIBE

From Rabbi Abraham Gombiner, Utrecht, Holland:

Resolver, resolve us! Tradition holds that the Torah
was dictated word for word to Moses by the Holy One Himself.
Yet recent scholarly methods reveal the presence of all sorts
cf splicings, inserts and variants in the Sacred Text.

How, in the light of such findings, is it possible to go on
maintaining--?

RABBI
L0
If He has dictated all, He has dictated the presence of these
disparities, though we may be as 1little able to account for
them as for thousands of voices on an empty beach.



SCRIBE

- - S
{(opens another scrolil and reads:) Ll

. Pastthe-Boundse
J tnou Venturer-iEsma s

L, Yaknhel, student, nhavizng

mzstered both Talmuds with the principal Toseita and commentaries,
now seex permissicn o study tne so-cailed "external writings!
u

ffon, Lyell and Darwin, on the grcunds that from Hature, ioo,
- i [ &)
e Volce may go Iorin—-

RaBBI

The beachgrass moves as within breath, out this is nct the wind
speakxing. The sea gives of its motion, bdbut it is not the sea
gives forth. WNothing in nature! HNowhere on the scene!

Who speaks—--and to wnom?




P
{opens another scroil and rezdst) ~
from Racobl Moses Schick, Hector of the Zeriin daboinical Academy:
Resolver, resoive us! The Fatners liken Heaven o
a Talmud School, where God binds on the phylﬁcterles and leads
tne Hedeemed in study. Yet elsewnere we reaa: "dis ways ars
ways of guletiness." Now, 1T Talmud classes nere at tne Zeriin
Hacoiniscne Haupischul are any guide, "uieiness” 1s acous
tne rast Thlng-—-
RABBI
And with Tnat, Tne oeacn was s3ill., it was aou a failing silent,
ST1li less a s ilencing of. But it was of the nazture... 0l &
mement. .. when sgddenly veices draw all CNne wav....
SCRIBE
/
(opens another scrcll and reads:;
~

From Rabbi Samuel 41 Medina of Uonstantincgle:

Teacher! In the western wall of our synagcogue we nave
2 s%ained glass window on which the unpgronounceacle iHoly Jame
of God 1s ;nscrlbea Hach even‘ng at sunsst the window is

S : e ?1'~ up by the last gleams

oT llght coming in off tlie Bosoorus. The question 1s whetner
tne sudden standing forth 0f these irradiated leftters may ot
constitute a foronidden "speaking" of the Holy WName.

= ; =5 S o |

RABB I . -~

-

wnat is speech and when is silence? Birugzling to oe stili
in tne only fashion they xnow, they cry out after stillness,
they voice their struggle... each guestion silenced ty an
answer, each answer silent at the thought of all tThat must
oniy now--—

SCRIBE
{opens another scroll and reads:) ] CN
from Meyer the Preocccupied, Lubliin, Poland:

Searcner of them that search! When Jacob wr
the angel--was that a dream, or did it really hap;

RABBI

The disgtinction is a dream, and in vain we wrestle with it.



SCR1IBE

(opens another scroll and reads:) L
From Rabbi Yakob Emden, Hamburg-Altona and suburbs:
Tongue of the Mishnah! Some wealthy merchants of this town
wish to sponsor an expedition to go in search of the site of
the Garden or Eden. Can you offer any guidance as to a route
0y which--
RABBI
Through fields of voice, past groves of voice, in the coverts
of a tone-—- The voices are places--yet not such places as
the beach where all this while I have never once ceased to--
SCRIBE \
~— L I'Jfﬂ-
(forgetting himself and not reading for the ™
first time in the play:) w/ [}y

What were you doing on this beach? L

(The RABBI looks right through him, goes on
performing "The Searchlﬂﬁ&4am age sture ) o R

The SCRIBE, realizing his gaffe, quickly tears "=
open another scroll and reads:)

From Rabbi Melammed Feinschnitt, Coral- Gables, Florida:

Star of the Exile! Does the wearing of a self-winding
watch on Shabbos vioclate the prohibition against laboring
with one's hands on the day of--%

-

RABBI

What was I doing on the beachy-what am I ever doing?

Pondering a question! Namely: Jade from the sky, fallen to earth
in a meteor--might this be gathered up and put to all the game uses
as earthly jade? However, they'd...neglected to send along

a sample of the meteoritic rock. So--this being the time of year
when meteor showers are frequent in our latitudes--I1 took myself
out onto the beach under the stars to see if I might obtain some
jade from on high.

(The SCRIBE has a moment of indecision--but
then reaches for another scroll:)

SCRIBE

From Rabbi Isaac Schmelkes, Posen, Germany: >
Fount of the Law! What are the rules governing use of

body-tissue from trayf animals in organ transplant operations

on Jewish--7
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RABBI

Not that the composition ¢f the mineral itself was ever really
in gquestion: +the characteristic stresx-patterns of low-grade
jadeite were (they wrote) clearly visible; color,idensity,
masg--all pointed to jade....

SCRIBE

(doggedly going on; cpens—another—serell

-

From Rabbi L'Cha Shelomo of Casablanca:

Decisor, decide us! A woman deeds all she has to the poor,
on condition that she may but cnce more loock upon the face of
her missing son. Next morning a photograph of the runaway
--with gentile bride--arrives in the mail--

RABBI
No, chemically, the meteontic substance was identical to

jade that we know. But was it, so to speak, morallv
identical?

SCRIBE
(cpens—another scroll—eand—resds:) (Hlf
.
From Rabbi Blton-Langley-Cush, Swansea, Wales: -

Tongue of the Fathers! Does the man who hears the ghofar
sound over the wireless thereby fulflll his obligation’ef
 bearkening=="7

-

RABBI

If identicaly-let them do as they liked! But if not, then
even the pious use they had in mind for it--as replacement
for a jade Torah-pointer that had, apparéntly, been stolen
gsome time earlier by superstitious men reasoning that what
had s0 often pointed to truth could not fail to point them
“puw%-the way to--fortune, safety, what will you. Or was
= 88Ing and presumed stolen by such men. Or would have been
- missing and presamed:stolen by such men if the whole problem
had not been dreamed up by the Katover Rabbinical Board
as a test of my worthiness to 301n the company of the
Hespondents.




SCRIBE P,

(again forgetting himself and asking a e
question of his own:)

How could you be so sure, just because you hadn't received
a real meteor, that you hadn't received a real gquestion?

(The RABBI does not reply. The SCRIBE presses:) c

How could you be so sure, just because you hadn't received
& real meteor, that you hadn't received a real question?

{Enter the COURIER with a fresh batch of
mail. He 1s wearing the same costume as on nis
Tirst entrance--only now it is luminously,
unnaturally clean; and the COURIER nimself seems
rested and fit. As bvefore, he dumps out a torrsnt
0 scrolls nf all descriptions onto the SCRIEE's
desk, exchanges his emptied pouch for tne newly
rilled one hanging orff the side of the desk,
and exits.

The SCRIBE takes up the nearest-to-hand cof
this new batch of scrolls, opens, and reads:)

From Rabbi Tisnuvas ha Geonim, by the wellside, Babylcn:
Master! How could you be so sure, just because you nadn's
received a real--7

(The SCRIBE goes pale, drops the scroll, S L
and Looks quickly off in the direction the COURILR /
has exited--but the CJOURILER is gone. Feariully, ‘ t
the SCRIBE takes up the scroll again and resumes \ H
reading in a shaky voice:) -

How could you be so sure, just because ycu hadn'z recelved
a real metecor, that you hadn't received a real gquestion?

-~ . T

(During the following response of the RABEI, T

the SCRIBE crosses to where the COURIER has exited, RN

and seems to scan the distance offstage for him.)

RABBI

Oh, "how"...! But it was so clearly my views on the ;
responsa-process itself that were being tested. I mean, meteors!,
that's~-what? The questions raining down on the Respondent--

or maybe: the answers flashing in on one who has long scanned

the skies.... 4and the point at issue: how usable what has

"come down" from on high? And the use! A Toran~pointer

--an instrument for singling out which of zll ine words before

us shal speak to the moment. It was all almost insultingly
transparent! I mean, even if it had not then been my hour of
trial--for it stood then with me as with thee now: one had
attained some notice, was not infrequently cited in support.

But on the key question of whether you were destined to

become one of those supreme voices that silence the rest--




@hé SCRIBE nas nls mouth ogen o say someining -~
--but taen has a cetter idea. He nurries vack o ro-
nis desk, tears open andother scroil, and reacs: ) Y. F
SCRLIBE
Tne circle around Meyer oI Pressourg ourns till 11t Xnows:
If our mas*ter understood
s . . . . N _/‘: ™
\a tremor comIng inic nils voice) Lo
"meteorites" to be only a pretext, why, then, did he
hurry forth to the beach to acqure one?
RASBL
vy first instinc®, you may be sure, was not TO cOmp ine
neacn-rubtle, but to comb the responsa-literaiure.
{The SCRIBE starts to reach for a scrolil,
but at the last moment pulls pack als nand,
very deliberately guides it to another nart of ne
desk, and chooses a different one. ne shaxes:
open tinis latter scroll--whicn proves TO ve aa
exceptionally long one--and reads:)
SCRIBE
The Congregations of Asia rise in dismay: Surely our teacher
does not mean tc imply that on ' ‘
(a catch coming into his voice)’ -{yﬁ}l =5

meteorites or any other topic, the responsa-literature ... —
pointed no path?

RABBI

The only direct treatment I could find was a reference to a
certain scholar who mistook a glow on the horizon for a meteorite,
and so missed an appearance of the Angel Metatron. LIn analogies,
on the other nand--in all manner of crashing-in-out-oi-the-gliue
situations--the literature apoundeth: the ram suddenly -
beneath Acvraham's knife, the soldiers suddenly ucon the gneeliing
congregation, the sense suddenly there for the puzzling scholar....
and in each case, one... grasped the connection, vut was not
oneself grasped.
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(The SCRIBE opens another scroll which,
when unfurled, turns out to be a Mdbius strip, o
takes it on his hands like a skein of wool,
brings it up over his head, and reads around
the loop from inside:)

SCRIEE

But a single guestion forming in every heart, running from
tongue to tongue: Where do we go when the Sacred Writings
themselves hold out no hope?

RABBI

I went to the other extreme: +that is, to all that was most
distinctively meteoric in the situation. Considerations like:
Had the burning stone made an impact, or slipped in unnoticed?
Fallen on fertile soil or neutral ground? Gorne Off in a
hundred directions or kept to itself? How many midnights
did I lavish upon the arc of descent alone--straight down
would mean..., whereas broken or sinuous would imply...
--before it finally dawned on me there could be only one
real measure of continuity between jade of this world
and jade above: Was it still aglow when found? Still aglow,
it still made part of the heavens whence it came.
But "cooled down" was down: it had joined us where we are;
one was no more than geizing on one's own. All right:
the meteor in the query had come to hand some twenty minutes
after being observed to touch earth. Is a meteor still aglow
after twenty minutes? It was the latter weeks of Nisan
--one of those seasons when our earth passes through
meteor showers; and lifting my eyes to heaven from the page,
I saw stars even now leaving their places in the night:
one had only to come out under a sky already woven through
with departures, and wait for the answer to drop at one's feet.
30, making fast my study door, I set forth for the
sea at the end of the city.

Now,uarrived at the waves--

(From here on the SCRIBER no longer _/?J/";/f;;
bothers to transcribe the RABBI's answers.) ’ -

SCRIBR

(tears open another secrett—and—readss)

Master! Wait! Help us across! What comes between the synagogue
and the sea?



RABBI

I saw a woman beating on a wall, seoEENEEEEREE

l saw an uncast shadow. 1 saw a pOBSlble 1nterpretat¢on of
the Tamnaitic parable of the four saints in the orchard.

I see something bearing down at me over a bridge: Would those
be wings? In a skirt? That music, where...? But it is only
the envoy of the Katover Rabbinical Board, come for his reply.
I shrank back wunderan archway of the old quarter to escace
his gaze, and when I came forward, it was into another
experience. Not that for one moment 1 ever ceased to

round corners and thread lanes; but somehow my motion had become
the motion of an eve over text. 1 was as if reading my way

to the sea. Or--no: not reading. Getting across that tangile
of blank sguares with dark passages coming ofr them that we
call the "Scribes' Quarter'" was like

o

o

" (The Search" here seems to lose itself in z maze.) - ,.

what moving over & page would be like if the eye were perzitted
every sort of a traverse but to read.

‘ SCRIBE
(opens another scroll and reads:) L
Yes, tne twists and turns of tnese old sections--it is all

very much as you-- And yet this cannot have been the first tine,
nor yet the thousandth, that you attempted a passage....

e

RABBI
Ah, i1t is one thing to kKnow

("The Search" here becoming discontinuous, jumpy{i)rvj;

the way here, the way there. But EEEIEEE : e

T eEEErERthisis a "page" at every moment QCTlDDilﬂs itse .©
out before: the passages one penetrates rall across each other .
like shadows--to start off down one is already to find oneself
thick in the midst of the next; any line one pursues strikes
through other lines, themselves only s¢0 much striking through
of strikings through; the site blackens with utterance--it is
as if the way of every pen in a hand lay through this place--
until, is there still such a thing in the world as a clear part,
an open space, gea, my destination, keeping always before,
like a memory that will neither be found nor cease from
its assurancesS....

And then 1 heard the Roar.
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——
——

(Something seems to catch the SCRIBE's ear;
he strains in the direction of the '"sound."

From here till noted, the SCRIBE gives each
scroll he opens only the barest summarizing glance
before coming out with a question.)

Do I want to say "Rocar," does that even really begin...?
Voices. Raised in.... Forming to...28....

SCRIBE P
(his straining after the right words seeming also ..

a straining 19 hear)

=
Qutcry?
RABBI
No.
: SCRIBE
Tumult?
RABZBI
NOwwsuo
SCRiBE
Susurration?
nABBI )
Please....
SCRIBR

T ;%int us in a direction, sometaing...! ..o

RABBI

It was like the sound of word spreading through a railway
concourse that a girl lies on the tracks. It was like @
the moaning of a hill-tribe as the eclipse deepens. T
Anything you might make of the sound, sounds there.
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(From here till noted, the SCRIBE no longer
bothers to open scrolls, but, like a "mentalist" /
getting the contents of an envelope by telepathy,
gimply holds each unopened scroll to his temple
and, after a moment, comes out with a question.)

s

SCRIBE

Listen, did I just--? Wait a momen:, that couldn't have been--?

RABBI

I give myself over into the power of that sound. I hear
and follow.

SCRIBE

Wnat possible sound--7
RABBI

And from that moment, every time my way 100X a turn for the
thunder, my way was clarified; some more of the tangle dropped
away; corners straightened as turned; alleys that had given
up all thought of Maenroutcome shot forth and held, and--

And it was the sea! This is salt that 1 breathe,
sand that 1 tread--

SCR1BE

/;

-

wait! 1I've got it! The meteor is down. And this "Roar"...
is the sound of voices of the crowd that has formed.

RABBI

There was no meteor.



SCRIBB

(again, his straining after the right word
seeming also a straining o hear)

"-;:."':"‘l“:f e v s 0

Pernaps a religious gathering e
RABBI

One saw no worshippers.
SCRIBE

A civic disturpance, then....
RABBI

Nor any mob.
SCRIBBE

Wsit a minute.... A desolate beach, a moonless night....
It's an invasion! The first landing-parties just now
stumbling ashore....

RABBI

=mwuzqrhe strand is

s o S S R L N T T g e s T et e T AL ey
as empty of ships as of men.

SCRIBE
As of--!

RABBI

No one! Here is a seascape made free OI human presence
——over which thousands of voices crosg and greet.

SCRIBE

Then--what are all these voices?

RABBI

--1 asked myself. And answered:

ST
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SCRIBR )

Perhaps the wind...

RABBI

1 had a moment of thinking so.

SCRIBE

Perhaps the sea...
RABBI

The sea lies stunned and bare.

Nothning in nature! Nowhere on the scene! The Roar was not

arising"from," it simply arose. And as this grew clearer to zme,
the sound itself now begins to clarify and part, and individuzl
voices to come forward: '"Resolver, resolve us'..."According to
Tractate Horyahoth“ "Master, in great perpie11ty we turn"....

But 1t was Only when I heard a v01ce in Syzlac pronounce the
solution to the so-called Unanswerable Paraiox of the

"floating tower," that what I am in the presence of suddenly

broke upon me. It was the total respongsa-process~——-the texts

of all times and every land--present in a moment:

Amoraim and Tannaim, queriers and gueried, Toseftimis:and
commentators—-rrom the wellsides of Baoyion to the rabbinical courts



of Henry Street.. All voices speaking all questions ever asked
or to be asked, and every answer ever once given or possible

to give.

e
(The SCRIBE nere takes up a single soroll o
wnicn, in asking toe next tnree zuestions, - .
ne uncongscirously ocrarndicnes ia gesiures oI -
proting, oinpointing, orusning asiae, €3C. . ‘
-
SCRiIBD
Sut-—-all tnese voices--many Llong siance, oiners not vel--
nOW €qme tney ail, here on a day, togetaer S0 tnis one-—7
Radzi
actning "came'" %o anythking. 1 stecod... waere it is always rooring.
I might not nave my meteorite, ous 1 nad my sSOizxtion,
Sor if L was destined to a piace among the Resscnients, Thsn--
1 was thnere,tdo: @v voice made cne ¢I the taunder; somewnsre
anld the speaking my answer sSpoke. 1T was ali a guestion...

B R A R '
oI Iinding one's volce.

SCRIBE

I'm lost again. How could you possibly arrive at a voice
amid all that--?

RABB I - -~
To arrive at a voice, it seemed, one had only to keep on in
the certainty it was already apeaking. To find my voice
was to find my way to the place in the din where my words
forever sounded: 1o go out upon the Roar.

SCRIBE

Maéter, where are we? Iven the first step.... It is all sO....



RABRBI

I shut my eyes to the sea, and immediately I am upon that other
sea--which, however, does not long remain "sea" or any one thing,
but changes as ventured upon: now a surface with something
working the contours from below (and it comes up here, ani it
comes up here); now a pattern of highlights coming forward

on metal as the metal turns in the light; now brushed velveti;
now basalt; now something to which nothing visible
could correspond; and I am tost not so much in space as
for want of it. The places are voices--come at by ways that are
also voices: past fields of voice, through groves of voice,
in the coverts of a tone: send forth the ear! For all seeking
is hearkening in a landscape all voice. And to c¢hoose path
is to choose to hearken to this tongue sooner than that.
and then all ot once I knew myself near. No covert had
disclosed a metveor; of jade the groves are barren;
to a pointer nothing points. Yet something is by,
trembling forward upon itself, and--

And the Roar... entered me. I... took it all in,
where to this day it moves, it sounds, it roars me from within.

SCRIBYE
“tel| me 1T was ...
Ah, Master, you are not going 10 ISEROTEEREEONEEEIERY

IRE

(opens his hand and lets the scroll he has oeen - T
flourishing drop into the pouch) ¢

~.

all in the mind...?

RABB1

Not in the mind, but of the mind: the stir of the process,
the mind's own roar.




(From now until he runs out of scroils e
\Jjust afTer the seconck question on page2l), e
tne SURIBE, with each question he asks, sweeps :
two or three more unread scrolls directiv off |

tne desktos 1nto the pouch. The gesture nas tne
— - . 1 E . ' 1 \ i
cnaracter ¢I a compulsive "clearing the decgs.") /
SUR1IBE
Father, we sit amnong fragments. You Tirst identify this
... DUzz you caugat with thne commingied voices of centuries.
Now you give 1t out to be some wnolly internal process of--

RABBIL

But iz is toth!--and is not fully undersiood as either tiil

grasped as both. I rnow experienced the range of ‘the

responsa-literature as the range of my own responsiveness:

the Possible roared forth its claim to be my possibilities.
And with that--

(brings "The Search" to a dead halt in air) | avh
SCRIBR .
Silence.
RABBI )

As if to hear the Roar for what it is, checks its For out of what
could that Roar’ have gathered but as murmurings against=-=
silence. All that clamor only the sound. of voices struggling

to be still in the one way they know: they cry out after
stillness, they voice their struggle--till at length the

speaking draws all one way, each question silenced by its

answer, every answer silent at the thought of all that is

-st111 to come.

SCRIBE -~
Take us into this silence. Do more. Make us hear
this silence.
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n 1ore inwara than

more érofound than
tongue but the

at the door.
which a shorebird circles and circ

the frustration of him who has no
Grecian in which to hail the angelic radiance
$ilence more marked than the Succah~booth
les; more promiging than

the hush that falls when a rabbi,
neard speaking truth once more.
I asked nothing. I was... without question.

SCRiIBE
4ut what of the question that trougat us where We LoW--—
+the meteorite, =he Torah-pointer?
RABBI
Iz it possible vou've not--7? The siience... was in resnonse.
SCRIBE
So, then: Jjade Irom the sgy--one Keeps it, cne dcesn T Aeen
RABBI
One keeps silent. - ’
(The SCRIBE's desk is now swept Dpare of scroll
SCRIBE
A1l this way and no answer!
RABBI
The si}ence "answered." It was, { now saw, nonning ocul this
very silence tnat 1 must maintaln pefore the Katover Raboinic
Board; by a silence convey what had been by silence conveyed
S . 5 1 -~ - : -~ . . - ~ h o
tc me: *hat what Talls in Trom on high one can ornliy Tfall sil
pefore, advancing never to a yea Or nay, bub advancing

in questions.

long unregarded, is suddenly
Nothing was asked of me.
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And with that, the din broke forth anew, |,
‘nq wd DCS.}‘”‘?
(He resumes =,§ The SCRIBE

2 Llc gtuvtl’ﬂl"l;
presses his hands to his ears

louder than before—-and from that hour has never for.almoment

ceased to rocar in my ears, like the sea inside one of those
shells lying about the beach where, now, oOpening my eyes,
I find I have never ceased to stand.

SCRIBE

e ke d

How do you bear it?

RABBI
It is my thought--how should I not bear it? And then,
what is all my skill and fame as a decisor but this
access continuing, this returned Roar, over which,
set in motion by gquestions,

("The Search" here becoming open and billowy)

I go, I range, 1 gend forth the ear!

SCRIBE

S v g ¥ IS4 M

Can't you make it stop? Make it stop!

RABBI

- For that, there would have to come a question that gent me back....

SCRIBE
"Back..."? |

RABBI

To the place in the Roar where the silence is: +the grove of
gilence in the fields of voice. Back to the voice... that
speaks silence, that voices silence--
(The SCRIRE  removes his. hands {ham his :ars.)
SCRIBE | -

What question...?
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(Bnter the COURIER. This time he is wearing
a white robe. Stray details from his earlier
costumes-~-a fringed boot here, a purple hat-feather
there--reappear as design-motifs on the pure white
field of the robe, as if dropping down through
white space.... He is bathed in a blue-green light
emanating from his pouch.

AS on his earlier entrances, the COURIER staris
to empty out his pouch onto the SCRIBE's desk
--but the SCRIBE blocks the gesture.)

SCRIBE
What's going on here? Who are you?

(The SCRIBE reaches down into the COURLER's
pouch and draws forth a small spherical meteorite,
pockmarked like the moon and giving off a
blue-green glow. )

I thought all this about the meteor was settled longGLjo,
Wait a minute:
(holds out meteorite accusingly toward the RAZBI)

didn't you say there never was any--? that it was all--?

(turns back to COURIER). | :] ﬁgﬁ —

S0 now how 40 you come to be in possession of--
- - . )\'
(drops the meteorite back in COURIER's pouch) ] cl77r

well, or for that matter, of any of what you bring up out of tnat--?
letters from all over the Diaspora and every period since

Antiquity; guestions that make the next turn in a conversation

- not yet dreamt of at the moment of their--?

{protectively snatching the filled pouch
off the desk-peg and clutching it to hims:) |

You steal those bags of inquiries, don't you? But then--
from whom? And how did he--? Or maybe... you're just out there

in the next room, tossing them off...? How can you misuse
the responsa-process like this?

(looks at the pouch in his hands) Vv

Or maybe... this is the responsa-process? . ¥hat are we doing
with & responsa-process, anyway? Other religious and legal
Bystems manage without--why not us? Say for a moment

we didn't have one:




NEY o

how would the issues now thrashed out in reégonqg—exchanges
then get resolved? Even as it is, must there not be all sorts

of questions that cannot even be framed within the
responsa-format--or even, that pose a threat to it?

(An offstage recorded voice is heard,
deafening for an instant, then at once fading to
near-inaudibility. Though at first too loud
and then too low for many words to be made out, B
the voice on the tape is recognizably that of -
the SCRIBE, taking TIrom the top [ "What's going on ) . g7
here?", page 25 _] the barrage of questions which 7
the SCRIBE himself is now well embarked on.

The SCRIBE gives no indication of having heard
the ofrstage voice. The RABBI, however, cocks his ear,
instinctive as an animal. As the recorded voice
continues, he sends his hand out after it inthe searching sedfore,
Cip—Seama.  that is, he lets his rigid, vertically -
held palm "dowse'" for the source of the soungi, :
by means of a series of shar -1 ] eeT

P, corner-turning |

movements in air.) N

What is an example of such a question? WwWhat is a question?

wWhat is to ask a guestion--and when has one been?

Are demands questions? Is a dissatisfaction or uncertainty

a question already? Where do rhetorical questions fit in?

What is the resonance that seems to lurk in the most casual
gquestions, as, "How came you by that piece oI tin on your
nightstand?" or, "Who was that at the door?"? "The whole nature
of the interrogative is to make someone else do my seekKing

for me"--what do you say?

Are you prepared to maintain a distinction between asking

for help, asking for an explanation, and asking for it?

What, as you see it, is the common ground between responding

to treatment, responding to a challenge, and responding to guestions?

(A second tape of the SCRIBE's voice starting the
question-parrage from the top comes on under
the first (which continues). [is before, the —

_ volume-level is at first deafening, then,almost zcu\
at once subsides t0 near-inaudibility. /)

The RABBI's head flicks instinctively in tne
direction of this new sound. '(His exp]oratory, )
"dowsing" hand sharply turns another corner in air /
and takes out aTrter the new voice.) )

P

C
rvj

Say you have gone and put py motives in question--where have you
put them? If I would call into guestion a person, value or thing,
who do I call? 1In the case of the"burning questions" of ithe day
--where's the fire? "The question has been raised"--I'm afraid

I'm going to have to ask: above what, then? 1Is to raise “

a question the same thing as to ask one? Or may I raise o
the question I do not ask--even, perhaps raise it by not asking it?



What kind of situation is a guestioning-situation really
trying to be? Suppose one had to do everything meesksess wiTh
B questions--what could one do? Can a question create?
Exhaust? Undo? Affirm?

(Simultaneously, six or eight more recorded
versions of the SCRIBE's voice come on under the
first two (which continue), each picking up the
guestion-barrage at a different point. 7

The RABBI leaves off motioning with his hangd,
rises, and begins to move over the stage.

He makes his way into the sound, pursuing now
with his whole body the course of sudden
right-angle turns which formerly his hand alone
had described in the air.)

Are questions knowledge? Is there a question that
answe;ed in Tull, might eliminate the need for all’further
questlops? (Was that it?) Or is the questioner himself

4 question more profound than any he can pose? And if so
wnat does his question ask of me? ’

(Hundreds, tnousands, of offstage recorded
voices now come on: the roar of an enormous crowd.
Occasionally, some phrase or fragment from an

earlier moment in the SCRIBE's question-parrage detacnes /o~

itself and is heard above thé Roar for an instant.
The RABBI continues to make his way over

the stage, "going out upon the Roar." His movements

suggest that the character of the space through
which he advances is constantly changing:

now a bog, now a maze of girders, now a stone stairway,

now a windy ledge,ietc.) )

“What is the question I am all this.while moving toward;
to.which all my asking may be just so much asking-the-way;
the question I can ask and then stop?

- (Pounding afresh on the COURIER)

And you--have you not all this while been building to

a guestion of your own? All this trafficking in the gqueries:
of others... what is vour question~--and why don't you ask it?
Or perhaps... you have asked it? Was that yours--the one
about prophetic voices and empty chairs? or the hole in the
study-house wall? or choral singing and solo chant?

J
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No. What do you care about prophets or plaster or polyphony?

-
L E

(scoops a handful of scrolls out of the pouch) kg?ufﬁ

o=

what is your question?

e
(lets the scrolls drop back into the pouch) ]Qi%}>

—

Or is it... your intrusions themselves that pose the question?

(turning to RABBI) ey

Where does he come from? Whose courier? Is he the same who
brought you that first--? But then why a real meteor this time?
wny a "this time"? Master, in great perplexity 1 turn:

doesn't anything about all this raise a guestion in your mind?
Resolver, resolve me: how is it 1'm the one asking all the
questions? Star of the Exile: what can you possibly be
hoping to gain by this silence of yours?

m T
Cuv
(The RABBI emerges from a final, constricting ,&<¥“”
stretch{la pipeline or crawlspace--and is directiy | (.=
before tHe COURIER.) - /
Why don't you ask something?
-
(Pne SCRIBE flings down the pouch he is carrying é AT
1n the direction of the RABBI. Scrolls roll all over |
the stage-floor, eddying about the feet of RAsSI :
and COURIER.) -
Ask something! o
(The RABBI straightéhs up--and is face-to-face V\\;_
with the COURIER. His eyes and those of the COURIER

meet. It is the first time the RABBI has acxnowledged
the COURIER's presence.)

-

RABBI
(looking the COURIER steadily in the eyes)

I ask... nothing.
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SCRIBE

(in exasperation)

Voice of the voices! Uo you xnow, you are, without questicn-~-

RABBI

(continuing to look straight in the
COURIBR's eyes?%

I am... without question.

(The COURIBR returns the RABBI's steady gaze.
The glow from the meteorite in the COURIER's pouch
isolates RABBI and COURIER in blue-green light.

. The roar.of voices goes t0 a dissonant
musical chord for a moment; then to a unison tone
for an even briefer moment; then 1o silence.

One beat of silence; then blackout.

In the darkness before the lights come up:
the slosh of waves hitting a beach, the cry of
a shorebird....

Lights quickly up.)

BND



