

12

Ani Maamin: A Song, Lost and Found Again
Elie Wiesel (1973)

Translated from French by Marion Wiesel


Ani maamim beviat ha-Mashiah, I believe
in the coming of the Messiah. One of
the thirteen Articles of Faith set forth by
Maimonides, it was also the song transformed
into a hymn by pious and obstinate Jews in the
ghettos and camps. Rather than appeasing,
rather than consoling the survivors,
this faith disconcerts them. Both affirmation
and provocation, it cannot help but evoke
uneasiness. And yet..

Chorus:	Ani maamin, ani maamin,
We believe, O God,
In You first of all,
In you above all,
And also in him—
The Messiah.
You will send him,
Ani maamin,
He will come,
Ani maamin,
In spite of us,
In spite of himself,
He will come,
Ani maamin.
Defying
The dawn of the doomed,
Defying
The gloom of cemeteries,
Defying
The gravediggers, so numerous,
He will come,
Ani maamin.
That is our faith, O God.
Two words,
A cry,
Just one:
Ani maamin.
A faith, fraught with danger – yes,
And often murderous – yes,
But necessary.
Be worthy of it, O Lord.
Be worthy of us, O Savior.
Ani maamin, ani maamin,
For you, O Lord.
With you.
In you.
Against you.
Ani maamin, ani maamin,
Hear us, O God, hear us.

Narrator:
In those days, even as the heart of the world was being consumed by the black flames of night, three angry old men appeared before the celestial court. Asking to be heard.
   Abraham, Isaac and Jacob – the three forefathers of a people consecrated to God by God – were desperate. Their mission had been to roam the byroads near and far, gathering the echoes of Jewish suffering in the world, and make them known in heaven. They wanted to bring it to an end.
   For their mission overwhelmed and saddened them. Wherever their eyes had wandered, they had behold agony and humiliation. Communities uprooted, families buried alive.
   Men and women, the children and the sick, the wise and the insane, insane with sorrow and silence, the rich and the ppor, speaking every tongue, come from every corner of the world: all swept away by the storm.
   Abraham, Isaac and Jacob felt guilty, guilty of having seen, guilty of being helpless.
   That is why they were renouncing their task. And that is why, on this incandescent night, they went back up to heaven. And came to speak to God of his people.

Chorus:	Ani maamin, ani maamin,
Fathers of a people,
Ancestors of Israel,
Your faith is our faith.
To be a Jew is to believe
In that which links us
One to the other, and all to Abraham.
Night calls dawn;
The Jew is that call.
Man calls man: the Jew is that call.
God awaits man:
The Jew is that wait.
Ani maamin, ani maamin.

Abraham:	Ani maamin.
You are.
You are God.
Creator of worlds,
Redeemer of man.
I was the first to say it,
The first to shout it.
The first to discover you
And make you known.
In those days, O Lord,
I was alone like you.
They mocked me,
They mocked you,
They tortured me
Because of you.
Faithful to you, ani maamin,
I alone believed in you,
In you alone.
As a reward, you promised me:
My children and my children’s children would live,
Would grow and bless us, you and me.
You promised us survival,
Not just eternity.
Well, Master of the Universe,
Behold!
Open your eyes and see!

Isaac:		Do you recall the Akeda
Over there, on the Moriah?
Among all the men on earth
It was me you claimed –
In holocaust.
And I did not ask:
Why me?
I said nothing.
Not against you,
Not against my father.
I saw it all,
I saw my father’s face.
I understood it all,
Even my father’s silence.
And I said nothing.
Not a cry,
Not a whisper.
I thought:
I am Isaac and 
You are God.
May your will be done.
May my flesh turn into fire
And my life into ashes—
If this be your desire.
I thought:
I am mortal,
Not you.
You command,
I obey.
Stretched on the altar,
My eyes in the eyes of my father,
It was you I saw.
You—the source, the name of my sorrow.
You—my sorrow.
I clench my teeth:
Not to shout, not to shout—
To suffer without tears,
To suffer without understanding,
To suffer for you, since you are where I am,
Since you are you,
I silenced my questions,
I stifled the voices.
Now I shall speak, I must.
Stronger than I,
The outcry within me.
Do you see what I have seen below?
Behold, God of Abraham, God of mercy,
Open your eyes as you have opened mine,
Open your eyes ans see what I have seen.

Jacob:		I remember a dream,
A dream I had, long ago,
At Beth-El.
A dream magnificent and symbolic:
I remember—
For the world in its turn
Is dreaming.
Behold the earth,
See the immense ladder, a bridge to the sky.
An entire people,
Mine, yours,
Uses it to rise,
To vanish in the clouds.
As for me, O God, I yearn to go on sleeping.
Never to wake up.
As for me, O God, I yearn to die as Jacob—
To prevent Israel from being.
You promised me so many things, my Lord,
You promised me to watch over Israel-
Where are you? What of your promise?
You promised me blessings for Israel-
Is this your blessing?
Behold, O Lord:
Esau is winning the battle-
Is this your victory as well?
Forgive my weakness, O God.
My life has been filled with tears,
But now,
Only now,
Shall I weep, truly weep.

Narrator:
And Jacob began to weep. And so did Abraham. And Isaac. And all the angels, all the seraphim from all the heavens joined in their weeping.
   But not God. He alone remained calm. Unmoved. Silent.

Chorus:	Ani maamin, ani maamin.
God possible-
And impossible.
God present? How can you?
God absent? How can you?
How can man
Commit such evil
Without you?
Or with you?
Ani maamin?
How is one to believe?
How is one not to believe?

Abraham:	Master of the Universe, behold your work.

Isaac:		God of Israel, behold your people.

Jacob:		Faithful God, behold the torment
That bears your seal,
As does the faith
Of your victims.

Chorus:	God faithful, ani maamin,
To a faithful people, ani maamin,
God of cruelty, ani maamin,
God of silence, ani maamin.
Morning sun,
Sun of fear,
You awaken the beast and you kill man—
Ani maamin.
Heavenly silence, human silence,
You oppress the soul crying its hunger-
Ani maamin.
Sky in flames, sky of night: 
A cry goes up,
But who will hear?
Who will understand, who will repeat-
Ani maamin, ani maamin?

Narrator:	
And thus Abraham, proud though despairing, tells what he has seen, Isaac what he has learned and Jacob what he has gathered.
   And on earth the story continues to unfold. And with each hour, the most blessed and most stricken people of the world numbers twelve times twelve children less. And each one carries away still another fragment of the Temple in flames. Flames – never before have there been such flames. And in every one of them it is the vision of the Redeemer that is dying – never before has hope been murdered so.
   The witnesses testify and the celestial tribunal listens in silence. The supreme judges say nothing while an entire people enters night, plunges into the divine abyss – an abyss inhabited by God alone.

Chorus:	Ani, Abraham.
Maamin, Isaac.
Maamin, Jacob.
Children, pray.
Shout, old men.
Our fathers speak
And God is silent-
Pray, shout,
Since God does not.
Rabbis of Vilna,
Beggars of Berditchev,
Students from Slobodka
And Hasidim from Belz,
Dreamers for Wizhnitz
And Soloniki stevedores,
Pray.
Pray together with Abraham,
Together with Isaac,
As loud as Jacob.
Pray before it is too late
Pray and shout
For already it is too late.

Abraham:	You promised me the future-
And it vanishes in smoke.
Why do you rob me of my future?

Isaac:		You pledged me clemency, charity, compassion-
Not for myself alone,
But also for my descendants.
Why give them to death?

Jacob:		You set aside a land for Israel-
And it is hopeless.
Why rob me of my hope?

Chorus:	Pray from Abraham’s promise.
Pray for Isaac’s prayer.
Pray for Jacob’s hope.

Abraham:	You commanded me, O Lord,
In the beginning,
The very beginning,
To leave my country,
My home,
And that of my father.
To start anew in the land of Canaan.
I did not know, Lord, I did not know
That one day, one night,
The road would end in Treblinka.

Isaac:		You made me climb, then descend
Mount Moriah-
Crushed and silent.
I did not know, my Lord, I did not know
It was to see my children,
Old and young,
Arrive in Majdanek.

Jacob:		You brought my descendants home-
I did not know, my Lord, I did not know then,
That every road
At dusk
Would lead to Auschwitz.

Chorus:	Pray for Abraham in Treblinka.
Pray for Isaac in Majdanek.
Pray for Jacob in Auschwitz.
Pray for those who pray,
And for those, also, 
Who are too weak 
To pray.

Narrator:
Auschwitz, Majdanek, Treblinka, Belsen, Ponar, Sobibor, Buchenwald, Mauthausen, Chelmno: nocturnal capitals in a strange kingdom, a bewitched, immense and timeless kingdom. A biblical kingdom, where death as sovereign appropriated God’s face as well as his attributes in heaven and on earth and in the very heart of man.
   A biblical kingdom, for every name of every character in every Jewish history book ends up there, extinguished, a forest turned to ashes.
   Moses and Aaron, David and Saul, Ephraim and Menashe, Sarah and Rebecca, Eliezer and Tzipora, Rachel and Jacob: it is the Jewish past, the Jewish memory, that is being resurrected, the better to be destroyed.
   Through the scholar from Kiev and the diamond merchant from Amsterday, the beggar from Sighet and the schoolboy from Korfu, through the Hasid of Warsaw and the worker from Kovna, it is their ancestors that are being aimed at. It is the Bible that is being killed, the prophets that are being massacred.
   Every Reuben who falls incarnates the tribe of Reuben. Every Yehuda decapitated by the foe leaves a scar on the Messiah.
   The death of every David adds yet another shadow to the kingdom of David.

Chorus:	Pray for David,
Have mercy on the Messiah,
Pray for the Temple of David,
Have mercy on its priests and singers.
Destroyed, this Temple,
Destroyed six million times,
This Temple-
Pray for the ruins of the Temple,
To rescue the prayer,
At least the prayer.

Abraham:	Warsaw.
A bunker.
A widow and the last
Of her five sons.
An infant
But a few months old.
Wide-eyed, 
Trembling,
She implores her companions
Not to be angry
With her crying son,
Too small to understand
He must not cry.
He is hungry, the little boy,
He is thirsty,
He hurts, he gasps for air,
Flails his arms,
Makes noise.
Not too much,
Just enough,
Which is too much.
Suddenly, steps,
Raucous shouting,
The killers are coming closer,
The occupants of the bunker,
Their nails dug into their palms,
Hold their breath,
Even the infant is silent for a moment.
Only for a moment.
Then he begins to cry again,
From the four corners 
Of the bunker,
Anxious, angry whispers
Reach the mother:
Keep him quiet!
The woman,
Her throat parched,
Caresses the frail head
Of the last of her five sons.
She would like to soothe him,
Save him.
In vain.
He cries and cries.
And then,
In the dark,
A hand is raised.
An arm inches forward,
Closer-
The hand, the arm
Of a madman perhaps,
Surely desperate.
Then
There is silence.
Total, absolute silence.
Yet- the death of the child
Fails to save the others.
It is simply the first of many.
But I saw the mother.
The shudder that went through her.
I offer you that shudder.
I saw her gaze fill with madness.
I offer you that madness
As I offer you her gaze.

Isaac:		A forest,
One spring morning.
Surrounded by killers
And their dogs,
Jews from the nearby village
March toward death.
There are those
Who have guessed
But say nothing-
And those
Who have chosen self-delusion.
A beautiful day.
The sun plays
In the branches.
A bird sings
Of the joy of song:
Another responds.
In the crown of the condemned,
An old man
And his son.
They speak
In a low voice.
The father believes in miracles:
Anything can happen,
Even at the last moment, 
If only God wills it.
Avoiding his son’s gaze,
He tells him
That now,
More than ever,
One may not despair.
And the son,
Avoiding his father’s gaze,
Asks:
Does it hurt, Father, say,
Does it hurt to die?
I felt like shouting:
I, Isaac, say to you:
Yes, it hurts,
It does.
But I dared not interfere
In their so innocent exchange
Which recalled to me
The one
I had had 
With my father,
Long ago,
Far away.
Except that we were granted
A miracle-
They were not.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And what hurts
Is that I do not understand.
I am afraid
To understand.

Jacob:		A camp.
Night.
A man, desperate,
Invokes death
To free him.
He has lost everything,
Even his solitude,
Even his “I.”
His name,
His death,
His right to his own
Private death.
Revolted by life,
Revolted by the world,
He refuses to wait,
To wait for the new day.
Moving noiselessly
Through the dark,
From block to block,
With what remains of his strength,
He runs, runs toward the barbed wire,
But he is weak.
And then, too, he is limping,
And his sight is failing,
So he does not see
The killer
Who pushes him down,
Sneering:
You want to die?
But you are already dead
You were dead
And you did not know it.
Do you know who killed you?
The angel of night,
The angel of dreams,
The angel of long ago.
Do you hear,
God of my father and my father’s father?
My struggle with the angel
Ended in defeat.
Israel lost-
And I did not know it.

Chorus:	Hear, O God.
O God, answer.
On behalf of Abraham,
Isaac,
And Jacob,
On behalf of your defenders,
Your children implore you:
Hear and answer!

Narrator:	But heaven is silent, and its silence is a wall.

Chorus:	Abraham has spoken:
Heed him.
Isaac has cried out:
Answer him.
Jacob has wept:
Receive his tears.
They have seen
What you see.
They know
What you know,
What you hide.
No more mystery,
No more secret,
All is known, 
All is visible.
Death serves you
And is served by you.
You revealed
Your face
And mankind foundered in madness.
Let your word be heard
And it will save them-
Perhaps.
God of silence, speak.
God of cruelty, smile.
God of the word, answer.
Just God, unjust God,
Judge the word and judge the deed,
Judge the crime and judge the tool.
God present, God absent,
You are in everything,
Even in evil.
You are in everything,
Above all, in man.
God present, God absent,
Where are you
On this night?

Narrator:
Abraham looked: do as he did. Isaac looked: do as he did. Jacob looked: weep as he wept. Warsaw, Bialystok, Theresienstadt: stained stars, stained with blood, stained with soot. Loda, Kiev, Satmar, Minsk, Lublin, Transnistrea: mass graves, rivers of life, rivers of death. Winds of rage, peaks of hate. How many victims? A thousand times a thousand – and more. A thousand times a thousand innocent children in a guilty world. A thousand times a thousand mothers – and more – in a barren universe. Creator of the Universe, that is your creation.

Chorus:	Ani, night.
Maamin, death.
Ani maamin, night of death.
Ani, a face.
Maanim, hunger.
Ani maamin, faces of hunger.
Ani maamin, images of me, of you.
Bloody images,
Dead images,
Blurred images 
Of men already defeated,
Already fallen,
Already gone,
Blown away by lethal winds,
Demented, lying winds,
Winds of night and murder

Abraham:	To my father
I said no.
I said no to my father,
Who, after all,
Did not fill any cemeteries.
To you I said yes.
To you- who say yes
To death.

Isaac:		I lied to you.
I blessed Jacob-
For you.
For us.
Lord, enough!
I cannot go on lying!

Jacob:		You told me, O God,
Al tira avdi Yaakov,
You told me
Not to be afraid,
Ever.
And I believed you.
But now, O Lord,
I am afraid,
I am afraid.

Chorus:	Ani, Abraham.
Maamin, Isaac.
Ani maamin, son of Isaac,
Son of Abraham,
Ani maamin, Jacob.
Though the may doubt,
Ani maamin,
Though fearful,
Hopeless,
Ani maamin:
They have no choice,
The fathers of the people
Compelled forever
To choose.

Narrator:
Even while they invoke and celebrate their faith, the three plaintiffs speak, speak, speak – and the Judge remains silent.
   Abraham grows angry, Isaac pleads, Jacob implores: God is silent.

Abraham:	The Torah forbids
The slaughter of an animal
And its young
On the same day.
Yet – fathers and sons
Are massacred
In each other’s presence
Every day.
Is then a Jew
Less precious 
Than a beast?
Or else could you be
Violating your own law?
Could the Judge of Judges
Be unjust?

Narrator:
Abraham speaks and God is silent. Isaac remembers and God is silent. Jacob questions and God is silent.

Chorus:	God is silent,
God looks on,
God is,
Is the look.
Good looks,
Looks at God.

Abraham:	Look at the children,
Look at their faces,
Look at them well,
They fill the world.
Invaded, the heavens.
Invaded, the source.
Invaded, too,
Your eyes.
These children,
Have taken your countenance,
O God.

Isaac:		What is the world?
A ghetto.
What is man?
A fugitive,
A fugitive leaving one ghetto for another.
The soul?
A faint smile
On the lips
Of a hungry child.
The voice?
That smile’s shadow.
God?
You are in those eyes.
You blind them.

Jacob:		What is a Jew?
For the killers,
A sub-human.
For the onlookers
A symbol
Forgotten,
To be forgotten.
For you, O Lord,
What is he for you?

Abraham:	And I look
At our children below
And I say to myself:
They are alone,
Terribly alone:
A true Jew is
He who is alone.

Isaac:		And I look
At our children below
And I say to myself:
They are silent,
Terribly silent:
A true Jew is
He who gives himself
In silence.

Jacob:		And I look
And look and look,
Failing to understand.
And I say to myself:
A true Jew is
He who is not understood.

Narrator:
Meanwhile the story goes on. The torturers go on torturing, the soldiers go on shooting. The victims, spurning the cemeteries, rise to the highest palace, if not higher. Below, there are no more cemeteries. Our cemetery is in heaven.
   And so the three patriarchs, in powerful unison, ask God the most human of questions, the most terrifying too: Why? Why, O Lord? O Father, why?

Chorus:	Why they
And not us?
Not I?
Why there
And not here?
Why then
And not now?
Why this one
And not any other?
Why the father
And not the brother?
And not the child?
And not the mother?
Why the friend and not I,
I too?

Abraham:	Why the innocent?

Isaac:		Why the just?

Jacob:		Why the humble?

Abraham:	I do not ask you
To reveal to me
All your intentions.
I no longer ask you
To shed light
On all your mysteries.
Yet there is one,
Just one,
I ask you to dispel:
That of the survival
Of the few…
Lest the survivors
Because of you
Continue on their stopped
And guilty march.
Why, O Lord,
Must they feel guilty
For suffering
And for living?

Chorus:	Why so many chastisements
Inflicted on so many children?
Why so much mercy,
So much indulgence,
Granted to so many executioners?
Those executioners,
Are they better,
Truly better,
Than their victims,
O Lord?
Why, O God?
Why, O Father?
Why, O God of our fathers?

Narrator:
But God, on his throne of justice, is unmoved. And silent. Yet after a long pause a voice is heard, surely the voice of an angel come to plead God’s cause.

Voice:		The Master of the World
Disposes of the world.
His creatures
Do their creator’s bidding,
Accept his laws
Without a question.

Abraham:	Creator of worlds and of men,
God whose justice is charity,
Recognize the truth of my words.
Have I the right to plead for Sodom-
But not for a million children,
Innocent children?

Voice:		Unfathomable,
The divine thought.
Blind,
Man plunges into it
Unknowing of its outcome.
God knows
What he is doing-
For man
That must suffice.

Abraham:	God has his reasons,
Ani maamin.
God builds the future
On the past—
Ani maamin,
I believe.
But I can also see
My own future,
I see it now:
A people living its death,
A people dying and doomed.

Voice:		Nothing is meaningless,
Abraham.
You well know it,
You ought to,
God dwells in all things,
Even in man’s trials,
In his trials above all.
Evil will cease to be evil.
At the end of evil,
At the end of the ordeal,
There is salvation.

Abraham:	I know, I know.
During every trial,
I remember,
You showed me the ending—
The end of life,
The end of time:
Ultimate solution,
Final reparation
And consolation.
You showed me the Temple—
But not the hecatombs
That are
Its foundation.
You showed me messianic times-
But what kind of messiah
Is a messiah
Who demands
Six million dead
Before he reveals himself?

Voice:		God knows,
That is enough.
God wills,
That is enough.
God takes
And god gives back,
That is enough.
God breaks
And God consoles,
That is enough.

Abraham:	No, it is not enough!
God is consolation?
Who says so?
He?
Or I?
Not enough!
The victims are not saying it!
Never will the hearts 
Of my descendants
Be consoled!
Never will the would
Be healed,
Nor the shame
Erased.
Never will our mourning
Be assuaged—
Never!

Isaac:		You will lead your people
Back to its ancestral land-
Free and proud
But unconsoled.

Jacob:		You will gather the dispersed,
You will pry them
From the farthest corners
Of exile.
You will give them
A banner,
An army,
A place among the nations.
You will give them back
Your city
And its glory—
But Israel’s children,
Israel’s heirs,
Will remain unconsoled.

Abraham:	Be consoled for Belsen and Ponar?

Isaac:		Be rewarded for Birkenau?

Jacob:		Be forgetful of Majdanek, Sachsenhausen and…

Voice:		Desist!
What do you want?
What do you seek to prove?
Accomplish?
What right have you to speak?
To speak thus?
Does God owe you an accounting?
God alone?
Al this—
His sole responsibility?
What about man?
What about his role?
Does God not have the right
To question you, in turn,
To ask of man:
What have you done with my creation?

Narrator:
Suddenly Abraham, Isaac and Jacob are at a loss, conscious of the futility of their efforts. God chooses to be question* . The answer is not known. Nor will it be. How it only those who, from Babi-Yar to Treblinka, fled the earth, fled from life—and they are mute. Like God.
   And here they are, crushed, more than ever. Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. For now it is clear: God knows- and remains silent. God knows- so it must be his will. The Jewish people of the black era- doomed. By God. The Jewish people of tomorrow will live, live again. Perhaps know glory and joy. And yet the scandal will remain.
   So why protest? What is the use of shouting that the future corrects nothing? That it is powerless to change the past? What is the use of pleading? The Judge is avenger. There is no hope.

Abraham:	There is no hope.
For us or for them.
They should be told.
They deserve to know.
They deserve it
As much as we.

Jacob:		More than we.

Isaac:		Let us go and tell them.

Abraham:	All is lost.
Their prayers, and ours,
In vain.

Isaac:		Let us go and tell them.

Abraham:	All is lost.
Their battles and ours,
Insane.

Isaac:		Let us go and tell them.

Abraham:	Their lives will have been for naught-
And so will ours.
Their battles will have been for naught-
And so will ours.

Isaac:		Let us go and tell them.

Jacob:		They will die
With their eyes open,
Facing emptiness.
They will perish
As free men,
Knowing,
Aware,
They will perish without regret.

Abraham:	Farewell, heaven.

Isaac:		Farewell, eternal life.

Jacob:		Farewell, world of truth
And falsehood.

Chorus:	Farewell, heaven.
Farewell, world.
Farewell, men.
Say amen when you leave,
Say amen when you die,
Amen to those who are leaving,
Amen to those who are dying.
Amen, God.
Amen, angels.
Amen, messengers of death,
Heralds of nothingness.
When you die, children,
May you die not believing in the Law.
When you leave, old men,
May you leave not believing
That one day
Your agony will be explained.
When you suffer, madmen,
May you suffer without invoking
Justice or truth.
You, princes on fire,
Burn without hope
For a kingdom
Other than the one
Burning in your swollen eyes.
Let night come,
Night with its evil shadows;
Let night come,
Night and its bloodstained reign.
Victims, say amen,
Say amen, you massacred children.
Amen, death.
Amen, executioners.
You win and God is silent.
You win—
For God is silent.

Abraham:	Could I have lived a lie?
You saved Godom,
You saved Gomorrah,
And you handed them
A world
I had thought spared.

Isaac:		Could my survival have been an error?
You are taking revenge 
On children
And their survivors!

Jacob:		I understand my dream,
Only now do I understand it,
The burning ladder—
All is ablaze,
The night, the men.
The dream itself is burning.
A nightmare is what I had.

Abraham:	Let us go now.
Our children need us.
We shall tell them the truth:
The decision is irrevocable.
God looks on and God is silent.

Isaac:		The will depart this world
		Repudiating it.

Jacob:		And they will be right.

Isaac:		They will reject society.

Jacob:		And they will be right.

Isaac:		Their leaving will be revolt,
		Supreme revolt.

Jacob:		And they will be right.

Isaac:		Even death is revolt,
And protest,
And repudiation.

Jacob:		And they are right.

Chorus:	Nothing in heaven,
Nothing on earth,
Ani maamin.
Nothing before,
Nothing after,
Ani maamin.
Jews, you must die,
For the sake of words,
Sacred words,
Cursed words,
Stifled words.
You must die without a sound,
Leave without a prayer,
Saying amen.

Narrator:
Amen, death. Amen, night. The killers kill, the killers laugh. And God still is silent- God is silent still. Amen. Men stumble, mothers falter. Amen. Amen, divine silence. A child is frightened, an old man smiles, but God does not smile at the old man, and God does not share in the child’s fear.

Abraham:	In truth,
We are not needed
Here.
Let us leave.
Let us go toward them,
Below.

Isaac:		Let us go for them.

Jacob:		Let us go with them.

Narrator:
Abraham steps back. God does not recall him. Isaac steps back. God does not recall him. Jacob steps back. And the silence of God is God.

Chorus:	Amen, Abraham.
Amen, Isaac.
Glory to you, Jacob.
May you be bless,
Fathers of Israel,
For having chosen Israel
And spoken for Israel.
May you be blessed
By Israel.

Abraham:	A field.
Jewish mothers,
Naked,
Lead their naken children
To their sacrifice.
I see the priests,
Dressed in black,
Behind the machine guns,
And at the peepholes
Of the special installations
In Birkenau and Treblinka:
But the mothers
See nothing.
I see them,
These mothers
And their little girls.
Gaunt, distraught mothers;
Thired, frightened children.
Clumsily, to no avail,
Some women try to hide
Their nakedness.
And I am looking.
Aching.
Going mad.
I snatch a little girl,
Blue eyes, black hair,
I snatch her from her mother
And I run.
I run
As far as my legs will carry me,
Like the wind,
With the wind,
Further than the wind.
I run,
And while I run,
I am thinking:
This is insane,
This Jewish child
Will not be spared.
I run and run
And cry.
And while I am crying,
While I am running,
I perceive a whisper:
I believe,
Says the little girl,
Weakly,
I believe in you.

Chorus:	Ani maamin, Abraham.
I believe, Father,
Forefather, I believe
You will live within us,
After us,
Even if I,
Daughter of Sarah, Leah or Rachel,
Am the last survivor,
The last one living.
I believe in you,
I believe
In your mission.
In your faithfulness,
I believe.

Narrator:
Having spoken, Abraham takes another step backward. He does not, cannot, see that God for the first time, permits a tear to cloud his eyes.

Isaac:		A village
Perched on a mountaintop.
A Jewish community
Like so many others.
Like so many others,
It has been caught 
By the storm.
It is about to disappear,
And knows it.
A student curses.
A grandmother softly moans.
A butcher spits in disgust.
In a moment
It will all be over.
One last moment
Of serenity 
Devoted to prayer and meditation.
Someone is reciting the Vidui,
Another the Kaddish.
Suddenly
The Dayan,
Gone mad,
Begins to sing.
Alone.
Quietly at first.
Then louder.
Louder and louder.
For himself
And for the others,
He sings
Of his ancient and lost faith.
He sings of madness
And of love.
Love of God
And love of man:
Ani maamin,
I believe in God.
With the last of my strength
I claim him as my own,
Ani maamin,
I believe in the coming of the Messiah,
Though he may be late,
Though God may be unwilling.

Chorus:	I believe, Isaac.
I dream like Isaac.
I live like Isaac.
Like Isaac,
I lost my sight
And still I see.
Ani maamin, Isaac.
The Messiah will come
Not for us—
And yet?
I believe in him,
Not for us
But for him
And you.

Narrator:
Having spoken, Isaac, too, takes another step backward. And he does not, cannot, see that for the second time a tear streams down God’s somber countenance, a countenance more somber than before.

Jacob:		A camp.
An inmate.
A creature without a name,
A man without a face,
Without a destiny.
It is night,
The first night of Passover.
The camp is asleep,
He alone is awake.
He talks to himself
Soundlessly.
I hear his words,
I capture his silence.
He is saying:
I have not partaken of matzah, 
nor of maror.
I have not emptied the four cups,
Symbols of the four deliverances.
I did not invite
The hungry
To share my repast—
Or even my hunger.
No longer have I a son
To ask me
The four questions-
No longer have I the strength
To answer.
I say the Haggadah
And I know it lies.
The parable of Had-Gadya is false:
God will not come
To slay the slaughterer.
The innocent victims
Will go unavenged.
The ancient wish-
Leshana habaa b-Yerushalaim—
Will not be granted.
I shall not be in Jerusalem
Next year.
Or anywhere else.
Next year
I shall not be.
How do I know
That Jerusalem is there,
Faraway,
That Jerusalem is not here?
Still, I recite the Haggadah
As though I believe in it.
And I await the prophet Elijah,
As I did long ago.
I open my heart to him
And say:
Welcome, prophet of the promise,
Welcome, herald of redemption.
Come, share in my story.
Come, rejoice with the dead
That we are.
Empty the cup
That bears your name.
Come to us,
Come to us on this Passover night:
We are in Egypt
And we are the ones
To suffer God’s plagues.
Come, friend of the poor,
Defender of the oppressed,
Come.
I shall wait for you.
And even if you disappoint me
I shall go on waiting,
Ani maamin.

Chorus:	Ani maamin, Jacob.
I believe, Israel.
I listen to the voice of Israel,
The faith of Israel,
Whether Elijah comes,
Or not, 
Israel opens her doors,
And her dreams to him.
The prophet needs the Jews more
Than they need him.
Auschwitz has killed Jews
But not their expectation.

Narrator:
Having spoken, Jacob withdraws, and does not, cannot, see that God, surprised by his people, weeps for the third time – and this time without restraint, and with – yes—love. He weeps over his creation – and perhaps over much more than his creation.

Abraham:	It is all over,
Ended, even the unending.
May you be blessed
Israel
For your faith in God—
In spite of God.

Isaac:		May you be blessed
Israel
For your faith in man-
In spite of man.

Jacob:		May you be blessed
Israel
For your faith in Israel
In spite of man
And God.

Narrator:	
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob go away, heartened by another hope: their children. They leave heaven and do not, cannot, see that they are no longer alone: God accompanies them, weeping, smiling, whispering: nitzhumi banai, my children have defeated me, they deserve my gratitude.
   Thus he spake—he is speaking still. The word of God continues to be heard. So does the silence of his dead children.

Chorus:	Ani maamin, Abraham,
Despite Treblinka.
Ani maamin, Isaac,
Because of Belsen.
Ani maamin, Jacob,
Because and in spite of Majdanek.
Dead in vain,
Dead for naught,
Ani maamin.
Pray, men.
Pray to God,
Against God,
For God.
Ani maamin.
Whether the Messiah comes,
Ani maamin.
Or is late in coming,
Ani maamin.
Whether God is silent
Or weeps,
Ani maamin.
Ani maamin for him,
In spite of him.
I believe in you,
Even against your will.
Even if you punish me
For believing in you.
Blessed are the fools
Who shout their faith.
Blessed are the fools
Who go on laughing,
Who mock the man who mocks the Jew,
Who help their brothers
Singing, over and over and over:
Ani maamin.
Anim maamin beviat ha-Mashiah,
Veaf al pi sheyitmameha,
Akhake lo bekhol yom sheyavo,
Ani maamin.  **









* 	consistent with the French: Dieu se veut question.

** 	I believe with perfect faith in the coming of the Messiah, and, though he tarry, 
I will wait daily for his coming. 

