O THE NEW ]EWISH STEREOTYPIESi
"Wlth th/s little-known but fascmat/ng article by Phrl/p Roth we are,;

g ra ng @ new series: The RESPONSE Reprints. It ist our intention to

I present thls section -articles which. have originally appeared elsewhere, and
wh/ch for various reasons, have probably escaped the attention of our readers.
: ~Although “The: New Jewish Stereotypes” has appeared in at least two
vanthologles (The American Judaism Reader, and M/chaef Selzer’s Zionism
-Reconsidered), we have discovered that many people are apparent/y unaware of
-Philip Roth’s senS/tMty to the vital issues-of Jewish life in America. (An analysis
‘ f Roth’s "/ewrsh” fiction appears elsewhere in this issue.) The most unusual
“dspect ‘of the . article is its remarkable applicability to our current situation,

- despite the fact that it first appeared ten years ago. Critics of Philip Roth may
““‘vvell be surprised to learn that he was urging American Jews to read the works of
: :»Elie Wiesel long before Wiesel was widely known in this country.

‘ I find myself living in a country and in a time in which the Jew has come
* to be—or is allowed to think he is—a cultural hero. | once heard on the radio a

. dnsc-;ockey introducing the theme song from the movie, Exodus. The words

“were to be sung by Pat Boone. The disc-jockey made it clear that this was “the
~ only authorized version of the song” Authorized by what? For whom? Why?’
“No further word from the radio. Only a silence drenched in picty, and then Mr.

- Boone singing out of something less than a whirlwind

This land is mine,
‘God gave this land to me!

1 do not know whether | am moving up or down the cultural ladder, or
"51mply sideways, when | recall that there has been the song “Exodus,” prcudcd
K ‘by the movie, Exodus, preceded by the novel, Exodus. There does not scem 1o

be-much doubt that the image of the Jew as patriot, warrior, and hero is rather
satisfying to a large segment of the American public.

. In an interview in the New York Post, Leon Uris, the author of the novel,

: claims that-his image of the Jewish fighter is a good deal closer to the truth

s about the Jew than the image presented of him by other Jewish writers. | take it,

by the way, that | am one of those writers to whom Mr. Uris is referring—the

‘Post “clipping . was mailed to me by a woman demanding some explanation or

“apology . for “the anti-Semitism and self- hatred” that she saw revealed in a

collection of short fiction of mine that had just been published. What Uris told
interviewer, Joseph Wershba, was this:

‘© The Union of Aniencan Hebrew Congregations, 196 1. Reprinted from American
t[dﬂlsm (Winter, 1961) by pérmission of the U.A.H.C. and the author.

. “We would appreciate readers sending us suggestions for future repr/nts in

;

There is a whole schoog of Je\msh Amerrcan write

damning their fathers, hating their: mothers wrmgl
wondering why they were born. This isn 't art or literat
These writers are professronal apologists. Every year you flnd
(sic!) works on the best seller lists. ...Thelr work is"
makes me sick to my stomach. ‘ : e S

especially literature.

| set out to tell a story of Israel | am deﬁnitely,_bia,sed.’
definitely pro-Jewish. ;

An author goes through everything his readers do It was a revelati
to me, too, when | was researching Exodus in Europe and in Israe i
the revelation was this: that we Jews are not what we. have been portraye:
to be. In truth, we have been fighters. :

“In truth, we have been fighters.”” So bald and stupid and unlnformedl
statement that it is not even worthy of dispute. One has the feeling ‘that,
single-handed, Mr, Uris has set out to counter with his new image of the Jew,
older one that makes him nervous and mad—the one. that comes down tc;
those several stories, the punch line of which is, “Play nice, Jakle—don t fight.
However, the(e is really not much value in setting oneself the task of swappin
one stereotype for another, What | should hope Mr. Uris will do, when h

not happen to be having revelations by way of “researching” novels, is to ead
new book called Dawn, by Elie Wiesel. Mr. Wiesel is not an American-
writer; he is a Hungarian, now living in New York, and his first book, nght

an autobiographical account of his experiences as a.fifteen- year-o|d bo &
Auschwitz and Buchenwald, those concentration camps, he writes; . whic

“consumed my faith forever ... murdered my God and my soul and turne
dreams to dust.” Dawn, the second book, has for a background the Jewnsh'
terrorist activities in Palestme before the establlshment of the State of

hero spends just prior to the execution .

Wiesel’s hero is not so proud to discover hrmsehc in the role of a flghter norl
able to find justification for himself in some traditional Jewnsh associatio
pugnacity or bloodletting. But actually, however, it turns out that there i

no need for me to tell Mr. Ur|s anything; if we can believe a news ltem that_

on to the New York Post
In Manhattan (Time reports):

Captaln Yehlel Aranowicz, 137 one—tlme m
blodkade running Israell refugee. Shlp “Exodus reported Some:




that Harry Golden presents has, to my mind, been thoroughly and briltiantly
' -analyzed in Theodore Solotaroff’s essay in Commentary: '‘Harry Golden and the
'_‘Amerlcan Audience.” Mr. Solotaroff points out that in Golden's three books,

For' 2c Plain, Only in America, and Enjoy, Enjoy! he “satisfied both Jewish
8 nostalgia and Gentile curiosity,” that “he presents with depressing clarity certain
“very real problems.and conditions of our society in the past decade & society
‘characterlzed by its well-intentioned but soft, sloppy, cquivocal thinking about
itself .. . Garnished with a little Manischewits horscradish the perplesed

analltles of the middle class come back to [the reader| as the wisdom of the

S Mr. Solotaroff thinks of horse-radish; in considering matters Goldenian, |
am a-shmaltz man myself, It is interesting to note that Mr. Golden, in replying to
Sdlqtarbff'skcomments, manages himself to lay on the shmaltz with one hand

g-v'ln accusmg him of glamorizing the life in the New York ghetto. With
racteristic restraint and logic, Golden explains, “We Jews. .. not only had a
socnety, but quite frankly, a Jewish city, and this sense of commumty is what
lends.memories of the-old \East Side its glamor, and it is for this reason that the
bulk’of Amerncan "Jewry up in the middle class, lick their fingers over everything
‘I write” bout the Lower East Side of New York. Sentiment alone could never
sustain’ s ch'amazmgly‘\wdespread interest.”” The word of course is spelled
entlmentaltty, and if it can’t produce widespread interest, what.can? Truth?
op‘u—lar: Jewish ‘interest in Golden, and -in Uris, isn’t very hard to
nderstand: For one thing there is the pleasure of recognition, not of truth

come to be singing ‘‘the only authorized versron" anyway7 Why
Oysher or Eddie Fisher? -

ne of Mr. Solotaroff’s suggestions for Golden’s appeal, is th:—it
other things, Golden presents to his readers a world characterized by-“‘vivid
energy, asplratlon dlsaplme and flnally the warmth of its Ilfe—that IS

Jewish LmO[IOHallsm People who have more sense and anxrety than to £0 u to
Negroes and engage them in conversation about “rhythm,” have come up to me
and engaged me in conversation about “warmth.” They think-it is flattermg——and

does appear, does not just radiate itself—at the center there is generally
There were several Jewish graduate students in.a class | taught at the
Workshop of the State Umver5|ty of lowa, and durlng one semester th

lower class—in one initance his background is Itahan-Amerrcan—and he leads the
Jewnsh boy, who is of the mlddle class, into the mysterles of the flesh, The

Jewish boy, on ‘the other hand is watched— he s watched a ‘bedtlme
studytime, and especially at.mealtime. Who he is watched byis h m i
father we rarely see, and between him and the boy there seems




lenerated by the mother. And mterestmgly enough it does not strike the
ro-i ”qunte the ‘sarme way as it stnkes Harry Golden and his audlence

' adventure. Rehglon is understood not as the key to the mysteries of God,
but to the mysterles of sex; it is not without historical precedent, of course, for
jon.to have to do with the quest for animal heat and passionate spontaneity.
e armth these Jewish storytellers want then is the warmth the Gentiles seem
ve, just as the warmth that Harry Golden’s Gentiles envy him for is the
mth he tells them the Jews have.

: i‘hust hasten .to point out that in these stories the girls to whom their
Gentile comrades lead the heroes are never jewish girls. The Jewish women in
‘the storles are mothers and sisters; the sexual dream—for whatever primal reason
‘one cares to entertain—is for The Other. The dream of the shiksa. The dream of
the Jewess. Though there may well be biographical fact at the bottom of these
ies, as there is doubtless biographical fact at the bottom af Golden’s
ecdotes, ‘the satisfactions that are derived through the manipulation and
“‘interpretation ‘of the real events are, the satisfactions of one’s fantasics, one’s
‘ dreams. | do not mean to denigrate the talent of these studer#s, by the way, in
comparlng them to Golden; what the heroes of their storics learn at the end s
- their Gentile comrades disappear into other neighborhoods and into maturity is
‘the burden of their own reality.
' Golden and Uris, of course, burden no one with anything. Indecd, much of
théir appeal lies in the fact that they help to dissipate guilt, rcal and imagined It
turns out that. the Jews are not poor innocent victims after all all the time they
were . supposed to be being persecuted, humiliated, and mocked, they were
ing a good time being warm to one another and having their wonderful
famlly lives. What they were developing—as Mr. Solotaroff quotes one reviewer
aying of Golden—is their “Lovely Jewish slant on the world. " Ah, this lovely
h. slant—its. existence surely can soothe consciences: if the victim is not a
victim, then the victimizer is not a victimizer either. Along with the other things
Harry Golden offers, there is a kind of trap door for those Gentiles who, if
y-have not-been anti-Semites, have at any rate been visited with suspicious,
istrustful, or merely~uncomfortab|e feelings about Jews and Jewishness, feelings
‘h1ch they are told they should not have, Golden assures them (as he assures the
> )‘that we aré really a happy, optimistic people—is he himself not living
roof that brgotry does not exist in the American heart? There he is, a Jew—and
one” 'who speaks up, mind you—a resg‘ected citizen in a Southern city.
derful’” And not in Sweden either,“or in ltaly, or in the Philippines.
Golden tells them—in Americal .

Gentiles, in that they do not*have to-continue feeling guilt

they are not in fact guilty; it may even unburden some half

who don’t like Jews because they don’t like themselves for no

not know that it is very respectful however, to the Jews. themse

of their history, realities of their suffering, humiliation, and.pessi

to the validity of the Gentile suspiciousness.’ For why shouldn

have suspicions? The fact is that if you are committed .to being.a
believe that in those matters most crucial to man’s survival and. human :
the past was, what the future will be, who and what man sGod ls—th

inadequacies of Christianity as a moral force in the lives ‘of me

who wants to admit to all this, out loud? What we witness dally in Am !

is ‘“‘the socialization of the antisocial.". the acculturation” of
antncultu ral . .. the legitimization of the subverslve ¥ These are phrases of

modern llterature They have for me an even broader cultural reference

to the swallowing up of difference that goes on around us, the deadly. toler 1c
that robs—that is designed to rob—those who dlffer who diverge, who rebel
their powers. Instead of being taken seriously as athreat of a madman:
prophet, ,a man is silenced by belng made popular. They are presently hold
beatnik parues in the suburbs—which does not convince me, however that

me every day when | read the newspapers. They are strangers, and often. they
enemies, and it is because that is our condition, that it is incumbent uponiu 0
to love one another—which is to deny the truth about ourselves—but to

no violence and no treachery upon one another; Wthh is to struggle W|th th
darkest forces within ourselves.

But, of course, the Jews have done violence. It is the story of the
violence that Leon Uris is so proud to tell America. Its appeal to American ]ews
is not difficult to understand—-but once again, what of the Gentiles? Why all th
piety about “‘the only authorized version” of a popular song7 Why is the son
even popular? Why is the movie so popular, the book? So strong,"in fact; is the
appeal of this story, that for myself, [ am inclined to wonder if a burden'has not
been removed from the nation’s consciousness, the burden of contemplatm' it
murder of six million Jews, of contemplatlng it in all ;its “raw, sens, es
unavenged, and unavengeable horror. 1t is almost as though a popula song
movie had come along-that would enable us to cease contemplatmg that' other
unsolved moral riddle of our time: the murder of the ¢itizens of H|rosh|m ‘With
Hiroshima it might be possrble that we be told a-story -about the eautiful
modern city that has risen from the ashes, about the prosperous, “healt
more enterprising life that is llved inthe new.city as opposed to theold of
be that as it may—and who is to guarantee that it may . not be
Golden on the one hand to assure us that ]ews are realLy hap




One week Life magazme presents on |ts cover a picture of Adolph
ome weeks later a picture of Sal Mineo, as a Jewish freedom fighter.
-hotrendous crime in the world’s history—a crime to which there is no
equate’human ‘reSponse no compassion, no vengeance to which a mere man is
) ~seems; in part to have been avenged. When the scales appear at last to be
balanced there cannot help but be a sigh of relief. At long last the Jew is no
i the"spectator of the violence of our age, nor is he the victim of that
olence; now he is a participant. Fine then. Welcome aboard. A man with a gun
nd a hand. grenade, a man who kills for his God-given rights (in thiscase, as the
so gteIIS' us, his {and) cannot sit so easily in judgment or in horror, of another
'man when he Kills for his God-given rights, as he chooses to define them.

Ir.. Uris’ -discovery that the Jews are fighters fills him with pride; it fills
any of -his Jewish readers with pride too, and his Gentile readers with pride
serhaps—in man’s indomitable spirit—but surely with relief as well. It fills the
hero:of Dawn, however, the novel of the Palestinian terror, by the Hungarian
Elie Wiesel, with less satisfying and buoyant emotions. He is filled with shame
and confusion. No matter how just he tells himself are the rights for which he
~imurders, he is not able to deny the blight of murder. Nothing in his past, nor in
the. past of his people, seems finally to remove him from the tragic nature of the

; act; Heé has seen and suffered so much, in Buchenwald and Auchwitz, that it is
with a final sense of the death of what he thought he was that he pulls the
igger on the British officer and becomes another of the executioners in our
olent century. He is one of those Jews like Job, who wonder why they were

god of |nd|V|duaI lives; ‘when the value of humility is in doubt, and the nerve to
- fa hardly to be seen at all; when a wnlful blmdness of man’s condition can onIy

; her moral purpose for the Jewish writer, and the Jewish people,
mprovement of public relations.

SATIRE »THE EPIC ISRAELI N

writer’s dreams—millions of commuters Irpreadmg thelr W
paperbacks a day. One of thelr favountes is the Big Israeh Novel such

and a few hints.

Dramatis Personae: Kindly remember that half of your mc.o;
from movie rights. You should therefore base your characters on'real-li
stars who will a) need the money enough to star in the ¢ eplc” and b
dead of a drug overdose by the time shooting begins.

The Hero: Typlcal Israeli Uzi ben Glbor isa ma]or in the Army

greatest vnohmst until the Nazus came, after Wthh he vowed * never t ;
again”. At thirty Uzi is unmarried despite the urgings of his mothe an
unsuccessful Sophie Portnoy. Truth is, Uzi's life of deep devotionto his countr
has left him little time for hanky-panky with the ladies, but his army buddy.an
confidante, Menahem (see below), remembers his’ youthful affair with the s eet,;
and innocent Rina, whom he can never marry because she has betrayed th
kibbutz and become a successful Tel-Aviv fashion model

The Sidekick: Always ready with a joke or a picturesque curse Menahem-
is invaluable because of his excellent knowledge of Arabic and his connections:
the Dimona underground. An immigrant from the Moroccan ghettoes jith
neither family nor education, Menahem has risen in the ranks thanks only to his ;
qu1ck wits, optimism and never-ending faith |n the humanity of man, Menahem

type of book Menahem could have been a hero—and dned in the Iast chap !
you have to make the choice: either you make the N.Y. Tlmes Book Rev;ew r
you make a proflt '




