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of a combination of several corporate bodies, with
those of the old patriciate and those of the guilds—
which again were subdivided according to their dif-
ferent trades—both striving for sole power. So that
while outwardly they all stood firmly together,
bound to common vigilance and defense against
the neighboring robber barons, internally their di-
vergent interests kept them in constant dissension.
There was therefore little neighborliness and much
mistrust; even overt outbursts of passion were not
infrequent. The Lord Warden sat on the high tower
of Sareck; and, like his falcon, he swooped down
whenever called for—and sometimes uncalled for.
The clergy ruled in darkness by darkening the souls.
One of the most isolated and helpless of bodies,
gradually crushed by the civil law, was the small
Jewish community which had first settled in Bach-
erach in Roman days, and later, during the Great
Persecution, had taken in whole flocks of fugitive
brothers in the faith.

The Great Persecution of the Jews began with
the Crusades and raged most grimly about the mid-
dle of the fourteenth century, at the end of the Great
Plague which, like any other public disaster, was
blamed on the Jews. It was asserted that they had
brought down the wrath of God, and that they had
poisoned the wells with the aid of the lepers. The
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FIRST CHAPTER

A bove the Rhineland, where the great river’s banks
cease to smile, where mountain and cliff, with their
romantic ruined castles, show a bolder bearing, and
a wilder, sterner majesty arises—there, like a fear-
ful tale of olden times, lies the gloomy, ancient
town of Bacherach. But these walls with the tooth-
Jess battlements and blind lookouts, in whose gaps
the wind blows and the sparrows nest, were not
always so broken-down and crumbling. In the ugly
unpaved alleys seen through the ruined gate there
did not always reign that dreary silence broken only
now and then by screaming children, bickering
women, and lowing cOws. These walls were proud
and strong once, and through these alleys moved a
fresh, free life, power and pomp, joy and sorrow,
plenty of love, and plenty of hate.

Bacherach was once one of those municipalities
which the Romans founded when they ruled along
the Rhine. And, although subsequent times were -
stormy and the inhabitants later came under the
overlordship of the Hohenstaufen and finally that
of the Wittelsbachs, nevertheless they knew, after
the example of other towns on the Rhine, how to
maintain a fairly free commonwealth. It consisted
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enraged rabble, especially the hordes of the Flagel-
lants—half-naked men and women who, lashing
themselves for penance and chanting a mad song to
the Virgin Mary, swept through the Rhineland and
South Germany—murdered many thousands of
Jews, tortured them, or baptized them by force. An-
other accusation, which even before that time, and
throughout the Middle Ages until the beginning of
the past century, cost them much blood and anguish,
was the absurd tale, repeated ad nauseam in chron-
icle and legend, that the Jews would steal the con-
secrated wafer, stabbing it with knives until the
blood ran from it, and that they would slay Chris-
tian children at their feast of the Passover, in order
to use the blood for their nocturnal rite.

The Jews—sufficiently hated for their faith, their
wealth, and their ledgers—were on this holiday en-
tirely in the hands of their enemies, who could en-
compass their destruction with ease by spreading
rumors of such an infanticide, perhapsevensneaking
the bloody corpse of a child into a Jewish outcast’s
house, and then setting upon the Jews at their pray-
ers. There would be murder, plunder, and baptism;
and great miracles would be wrought by the dead
child, whom the Church might even canonize in the
end. Saint Werner is one of these saints; and it was
in his honor that at Oberwesel the great abbey was
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founded which is now one of the most beautiful Rabbi Abraham was a very wealthy man now, being

ruins on the Rhine, and delights us so much with the
Gothic splendor of its long, ogival windows, proud-
ly soaring pillars, and stone-carvings, when we pass
it on a gay, green summer day and do not know its
origin. In honor of this saint, three more great
churches were built along the Rhine and innumer-
able Jews abused or murdered. This happened in
the year 1287; and in Bacherach, where one of Saint
Werner's churches arose, the Jews also underwent
many trials and tribulations. For two centuries after-
wards they were spared such attacks of mob fury,
although they were still harassed and threatened
enough.

However, the more they were beset with hate
from without, the more fond and tender grew the
Bacherach Jews' domestic life, and the more pro-
found their piety and fear of God. A model of godly
conduct was the local rabbi, called Rabbi Abraham;
a young man still, but famed far and wide for his
learning. He was born in the town, and his father,
who had been the rabbi there before him, had
charged him in his last will to devote himself to the
same calling and never leave Bacherach unless in
deadly peril. This word, and a cabinet full of rare
books, was all that was left him by his father, who
had lived in poverty and learning. Nevertheless,

married to the only daughter of his late paternal
uncle who had been a dealer in jewelry, and whose
riches he had inherited. A few sly gossips kept hint-
ing at that—as if the Rabbi had married his wife
just for the money. But the women, contradicting
in unison, had old stories to tell: how the Rabbi had
been in love with Sarah—she was commonly called
Lovely Sarah—long before he went to Spain, and
how she had to wait seven years till he returned
after he wed her against her father’s will, and even
without her consent, by means of the “betrothal
ring.” For every Jew can make a Jewish girl his law-
ful wife if he succeeds in putting a ring on her fin-
ger and saying at the same time: "I take thee for
my wife, according to the law of Moses and Israel!”

At the mention of Spain the sly ones used to smile *
in a knowing way ; probably because of a dark rumor
that while Rabbi Abraham had studied the holy law
zealously enough at the Academy of Toledo, he had
also copied Christian customs and absorbed ways of
free thinking, like the Spanish Jews who at that time
had attained to an extraordinary height of culture.
In their hearts, though, those gossips hardly be-
lieved their own insinuations. For the Rabbi’s life,
after his return from Spain, had been extremely
pure, pious, and earnest; he observed the most triv-
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G ial rites with painful conscientiousness, fasted each - Rabbi’s house at the annual celebration of the Pass-

Monday and Thursday, abstained from meat and
wine except on the Sabbath and other holidays, and
spent his days in study and in prayer. By day, he
expounded the Law to the students whom his fam
had drawn to Bacherach; and by night he gazed on
the stars in the sky, or into the eyes of Lovely Sarah.
The Rabbi’s marriage was childless, yet there was
about him no lack of life or gaiety. The great hall in
his house, which adjoined the synagogue, was open
to the whole community. Here one came and went
without ceremony, offered quick prayers, traded
news, or took common counsel in hard times. Here
the children played on Sabbath mornings while in
the synagogue the weekly chapter was read; here
one met for wedding and funeral processions, quar-
reled, and was reconciled; here those that were cold
found a warm stove, and the hungry a well-spread
table. Besides, there was a multitude of relatives
surrounding the Rabbi; brothers and sisters with
their wives and husbands and children, as well as
both his and his wife’s uncles and aunts and cdunt-
less other kin—all of whom regarded him as the
head of the family—made themselves at home in
his house from dawn to dusk, and never failed to
dine there in full force on the high holidays. In pac-
ticular, such grand family dinners took place in the
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over, an age-old, wondrous festival which Jews all
over the world still observe on the eve of the four-
teenth day of the month of Nisan, in eternal mem-
aory of their redemption from Egyptian slavery, and
in the following manner:

As soon as night falls, the mistress of the house
lights the lamps, spreads the tablecloth, puts three
pieces of the flat unleavened bread in its midst, cov-
ers them with a napkin, and on the pile places six
little dishes containing symbolical food: an egg, let-
tuce, horse-radish, the bone of a lamb, and a brown
mixture of raisins, cinnamon, and nuts. At this table,
the head of the house then sits down with all rela-
tions and friends, and reads to them from a very
curious book called the Haggadah, the contents of
which are a strange mixture of ancestral legends,
miraculous tales of Egypt, odd narratives, disputa-
tions, prayers, and festive songs. A huge supper is
brought in halfway through this celebration; and
even during the reading, at certain times, one tastes
of the symbolical dishes, eats pieces of unleavened

bread, and drinks four cups of red wine. This noc-
turnal festival is melancholically gay in character,
gravely playful, and mysterious as a fairy tale. And
the traditional singsong in which the Haggadah is
read by the head of the house, and now and then

9

mvyfh'ﬁ we

" K'M \\'V\f"



repeated by the listeners in chorus, sounds at the
same time so awesomely intense, maternally gentle,
and suddenly awakening, that even those Jews who
have long forsaken the faith of their fathers and
pursued foreign joys and honors are moved to the
depths of their hearts when the old, familiar sounds
of the Passover happen to strike their ears.

And so Rabbi Abraham once sat in the great hall
of his house with his relations, disciples, and other
guests, to celebrate the eve of the Passover. Every-
thing in the hall was brighter than usual; over the
table hung a gaily embroidered silk spread whose
gold fringes touched the floor; the plates with the
symbolic foods shone appealingly, as did the tall,
wine-filled goblets adorned with the embossed
images of many holy stories. The men sat in their
black cloaks and black, flat hats and white ruffs; the
women, in strangely glittering garments made of
cloths from Lombardy, wore their diadems and
necklaces of gold and pearls; and the silver Sab-
bath lamp cast its most festive light on the devoutly
. merry faces of old and young. Reclining, as custom
enjoins, on the purple velvet cushions of a chair
raised above the others, Rabbi Abraham sat read-
ing and chanting the Haggadah, while the mixed
choir fell in or responded in the prescribed places.
The Rabbi wore his black holiday garb. His noble,
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him: Moses killing the Mizri; and Pharaoh sitting
in state on his throne, with the frogs giving him no
rest even at table. Also she saw how Pharaoh
drowned, thank God! and how the children of Is-
rael went cautiously through the Red Sea; how they
stood openmouthed before Mount Sinai, with their
sheep, cows, and oxen; how pious King David
played the harp; and finally, how Jerusalem, with
the towers and battlements of its Temple, shone in
the glory of the sun! v

The second cup of wine was poured, the faces
and the voices of the guests grew brighter, and the
Rabbi, taking a piece of the unleavened bread and
raising it in a gay greeting, read these words from
the Haggadah: “Behold, this is the bread our fathers
ate in Egypt. Whoever is hungry, let him come and
share it! Whoever is in want, let him come and cele-
brate the Passover! This year we are here; the com-
ing year, in the land of Israel! This year we are
slaves; the coming year, free men!”

At this moment, the door of the hall opened and
two tall, pale men entered, wrapped in very wide
cloaks, and one of them said: “Peace be with you;
we are men of your faith, on a journey, and wish to
celebrate the Passover with you.” And the Rabbi,
quickly and kindly, replied, “Peace be with you. Sit
down here by me.” The two strangers promptly sat

12

somewhat austere features seemed milder than
usual; his lips were smiling out of the dark beard as
if they had something fair to tell; and in his eyes
was a light as of happy memories and visions of the
future. ‘

Lovely Sarah, seated beside him on a similar high
velvet chair, wore none of her jewelry, being the
hostess; only white linen enclosed her slender form
and pious face. It was a touchingly beautiful face,
just as always the beauty of Jewesses is of a peculi-
arly moving kind—a consciousness of the deep mis-
ery, the bitter scorn, and the evil chances wherein
their kindred and friends live, brings to their lovely
features a certain aching tenderness and observant
loving apprehension that strangely charm our
hearts. So, on this evening, Lovely Sarah sat look-
ing constantly into her husband’s eyes. But every
now and then she also glanced at the quaint parch-
ment book of the Haggadah which lay before her,
bound in gold and velvet: an old heirloom with
wine stains of many years on it, which had come
down from her grandfather’s time and in which
were many bold and brightly-colored pictuses that
even as a little girl she had so loved to look at on
Passover evenings. They represented all kinds of
biblical stories, such as Abraham smashing his fa-
ther's idols with a hammer; the angels coming to

IX

down at the table, and the Rabbi read ofi. SO
times, while the others Were saying the 1esponSes,

he would throw an endearing word to his wife:
alluding to the old joke that on this evening .the
head of a Jewish house considers himself 2 king,

he said to her, “Be happy, My Queen!” But she,
smiling sadly, replied, “We have no Prince”—by
which she meant the son of the house, whom 2
passage in the Haggadah requires t0 question his
father in certain prescribed words about the mean-
ing of the festival. The Rabbi said nothing, only
pointing with his finger to a picture just turned up oy

n the Haggadah, on which was shown very charm- ¢/

i
ingly how the three angels came to Abraham, to

announce to him that he would have a son by his
wife Sarah, who with feminine cunning was listen-
ing to their talk from behind the tent door. This lit-
tle hint sent a threefold blush to the beautiful wom-
an’s cheeks; she cast her eyes down, and then
lovingly raised them again to her husband, who
went on chanting the wondrous story of Rabbi
Joshua, Rabbi Eliezer, Rabbi Azariah, Rabbi Akiba,
and Rabbi Tarfon, who sat reclining in B’'ne B'rak
and tatked all night long of the Children of Israel’s
exodus from Egypt, until their disciples came to tell
them that it was daylight and the great morning
prayer was being recited in the synagogue.
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Now, as Lovely Sarah was thus devoutly listen-
ing and continually looking at her husband, she no-
ticed that his face suddenly froze in horrible distor-
tion, the blood left his cheeks and lips, and his eyes
stood out like balls of ice. But almost at the same
instant she saw his features returning to their for-
mer calm and cheerfulness, his cheeks and lips
growing red again, his eyes circling merrily—in
fact, his whole being seemed seized by a mad gaiety
that otherwise was quite foreign to his nature.
Lovely Sarah was frightened as never before in her
life. A chilling dread rose in her, due less to the
signs of rigid terror which for a moment she had
seen in her husband’s countenance than to his pres-
ent merriment, which gradually turned into rollick-
ing exultation. TheRabbimovedhiscapfromoneear
to the other, pulled and twisted his beard comically,
sang the text of the Haggadah as if it were a catch;
and in the enumeration of the Egyptian plagues,

when it is the custom to dip the forefinger in the
full cup and shake the clinging drop of wine to the
ground, the Rabbi sprinkled the younger girls with
red wine and there was much wailing over spoiled
collars, and ringing laughter. An ever more eerie
feeling overcame Lovely Sarah at this convulsively
bubbling gaiety of her husband’s; seized by name-
less qualms, she gazed on the humming swarm of
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by the Rabbi, and she felt that his fingers were icy
and his arm was trembling. But she followed in
silence, perhaps because she had long been accus-
tomed to obey her husband blindly and without
questioning—perhaps, too, because fear sealed her

lips from within.

Below Castle Sonneck, opposite Lorch—about
where the hamlet of Niederrheinbach stands now
—a high cliff arches out over the bank of the Rhine.
This Rabbi Abraham ascended with his wife, looked
all about him, and stared up at the stars. Lovely
Sarah, trembling and chilled by fears of death, stood
with him and regarded the pale face on which pain,
dread, piety, and rage seemed to flash back and
forth in the ghostly light of the moon. But when
the Rabbi suddenly tore the silver ewer from her
hand and hurled it clanking down into the Rhine,
she could no longer bear the awful anxiety—and
ctying out, “Merciful Shaddai!” she threw herself
at his feet and implored him to reveal the dark

secret.

The Rabbi moved his lips soundlessly a few
times, unable to speak; but finally he called out,
“Do you see the Angel of Death? Down there he
hovers over Bacherach. Yet we have escaped his
sword. Praised be the Lord!" And in a voice still
shaking with fright he told how, reclining happily
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brightly illumined people, comfortably rocking to
and fro, nibbling the thin Passover bread or sipping
wine or gossiping or singing aloud, in the very hap-
piest of moods.

The time for supper came and all rose to wash,
and Lovely Sarah brought a great silver basin cov-
ered with embossed gold figures, which she held be-
fore each guest while water was poured over his
hands. When she thus served the Rabbi, he winked
at her significantly and quietly slipped out of the
door. Lovely Sarah followed on his heels; hastily,
the Rabbi grasped her hand and quickly drew her
away through the dark alleys of Bacherach, quickly
through the town gate, out onto the highway lead-
ing along the Rhine, toward Bingen.

It was one of those nights in spring which, though
soft enough and starry, raise strange shivers in the
soul. The fragrance of the flowers was deathly. The
birds chirped as if glad to vex someone and yet
vexed themselves. The moon cast malicious yellow
stripes of light over the darkly murmuring river.
The tall, bulky rocks of the cliffs looked like men-
acingly wagging giants’ heads. The watchman on
the tower of Castle Strahleck blew a melancholy
tune, and with it, jealously chiming, tolled the little
death bell of Saint Werner’s. Lovely Sarah still held
the silver ewer in her right hand; her left was held
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and chanting the Haggadah, he had chanced to look
under the table and there, at his feet, had seen the
bloody corpse of a child. “Then I knew,” added the
Rabbi, “that our two late guests were not of the
community of Israel, but of the assembly of the god-
less whose plan was to bring that corpse into our
house by stealth, charge us with the murder,
and incite the people to loot and murder us. I could
not let on that I saw through the work of darkness;
thereby I should have only speeded my destruction.
Cunning alone could save our lives. Praised be the
Lord! Have no fear, Lovely Sarah; our friends and
relatives also will be saved. It was my blood after
which the villains lusted; I have escaped them, and
they will be content with my silver and gold. Come
with me, Lovely Sarah, to another land; we will
leave misfortune behind; lest it follow us, I threw
the last of my possessions, the silver ewer, to it as
a peace offering. The God of our fathers will not
forsake us. Come, you ate tired. Down there, Silent
William stands by his boat; he will row us up the
Rhine.”

Without a sound and as if her every limb were
broken, Lovely Sarah sank into the Rabbi’s arms.
Slowly, he carried her down to the river bank, to
Silent William who, although a deaf-mute, was a
handsome lad; he supported his old foster mother,
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a neighbor of the Rabbi’s, as a fisherman, and kept
his boat at this point. It seemed, however, as if he
sensed the Rabbi’s intention or had, in fact, been
waiting for him; for playing about his silent lips
was the sweetest compassion, and his great blue
eyes rested meaningly on Lovely Sarah as he care-
fully lifted her into the boat.

The glance of the dumb youth stirred Lovely
Sarah from her daze. She suddenly realized that all
her husband had told her was no mere dream; and
streams of bitter tears poured down over her cheeks
which now were as white as her garment. She sat in
the center of the boat, a weeping marble image,
while beside her sat her husband and Silent Wil-
liam, both rowing earnestly.

Now, whether this is due to the oars’ monotonous
beat, or to the boat’s rocking, or to the fragrance
of those mountainous banks where joy grows, it
always happens that somehow even the saddest will
feel strangely calmed, when on a night in spring he
is lightly borne in a light boat, on the dear, clear
river Rhine. Truly, old, kindhearted Father Rhine
cannot bear to see his children weep. Hushing their
tears he rocks them in his faithful arms, tells them
his loveliest fairy tales and promises them his most
golden treasures—perhaps even the hoard of the
Nibelungs, sunk ages ago. Lovely Sarah’s tears, too,
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roomy Sabbath dressing gown of blue silk. . .. It
must be a Sabbath, for the flowered spread was on
the table, all the silver in the room had been pol-
ished until it shone like mirror glass, and the
white-bearded sexton sat beside her father, chewing
raisins and talking in Hebrew. Little Abraham also
came in, with a perfectly huge book, and modestly
asked his uncle for permission to interpret a chap-
ter from the Holy Scripture, so that the Uncle might
convince himself that he had learned a great deal
in the past week and thus deserved a great deal of
praise and cakes. . . . Then the little fellow put
the book on the broad arm of the chair and ex-
plained the story of Jacob and Rachel—how Jacob
raised his voice and wept aloud when he first saw
his little cousin Rachel, how he talked with her so
fondly by the well, how he had to serve seven years
for her, and how quickly they passed, and how he
married Rachel and loved her forever and ever
. ... All at once, Lovely Sarah remembered too
that her father then exclaimed in a merry voice,
“Won't you marry your cousin Sarah like that?”” To
which little Abraham gravely replied, “I will, and
she shall wait seven years.” Dimly, these pictures
moved through the woman'’s soul; she saw how she
and her little cousin—now grown so big, and her
husband—played childishly together in the taber-
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flowed ever more gently; her greatest woes were
playfully carried away by the whispering waves.
The night grew less darkly awesome, and the native
hills greeted her as in the tenderest farewell. Greet-
ing kindlier than all was the Kédrich, her favorite
mountain—and in the strange moonlight it seemed
as if up there a damsel stood with anxiously out-
stretched arms, as if quick dwarfs were swarming
out of their rock fissures, and a horseman racing
up the mountainside at full gallop. Lovely Sarah
felt like a little girl again, sitting once more in the
lap of her aunt from Lorch and being told the
pretty story of the bold knight who freed the poor
damsel the dwatfs had kidnapped, and further true
stories: of the queer Whispervale beyond, where
the birds talk quite sensibly, and of Gingerbread
Land, where the good, obedient children go, and of
enchanted princesses, singing trees, crystal castles,
golden bridges, laughing water sprites. . . . But
in between all these pretty tales that were coming to
life, ringing and gleaming, Lovely Sarah heard her
father’s voice angrily scolding poor Aunt for put-
ting so much nonsense into the child’s head! Soon
it was as if she were being placed on the little stool
before her father’s velvet-covered chair, and he were
smoothing her long hair with gentle fingers, smiling
cheerfully, and rocking himself comfortably in his
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nacle, where they delighted in the gay wallpapers,
flowers, mirrors, and gilded apples; how little Abra-
ham would pet her ever more tendetly until he grad-
ually grew bigger and surlier, and finally quite big
and quite surly. . . . And at last she is sitting at
home in her room, alone, on a Saturday evening;
the moon shines brightly through the window, and
the door flies open and her cousin Abraham, in
travel clothes and pale as death, storms in and
grasps her hand and puts a golden ring on her fin-
ger and says solemnly: “I hereby take thee for my
wife, according to the law of Moses and Israel!”
“But now,” he adds, trembling, “now I must go
away to Spain. Farewell—seven years you shall wait
for me!” And he rushes off, and Lovely Sarah, cry-
ing, tells all that to her father. . . . He roars and
rages: “Cut off your hair, for you are a married
woman!”—and wants to ride after Abraham to force
him to write a letter of divorcement. But Abraham is
over the hills and far away; the father comes home
silently; and when Lovely Sarah helps him pull his
boots off and soothingly remarks that Abraham
would return after seven years, he curses, “Seven
years you shall go begging!” and dies soon after.

So the old stories swept through Lovely Sarah’s
mind like a hurried shadow play, with the images
strangely intermingling; and between them ap-
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peared half-strange, half-familiar bearded faces,
and great flowers with marvelously broad leaves.
Then, too, the Rhine seemed to murmur the melo-
dies of the Haggadah, and its pictures rose out of
the water, large as life but distorted—crazy pic-
tures: the forefather Abraham anxiously smashes
the idols which always hurriedly put themselves to-
gether again; the Mizri defends himself fiercely
against an enraged Moses; Mount Sinai flashes and
flames; King Pharaoh swims in the Red Sea with
his jagged golden crown clutched in his teeth; frogs
with human faces swim after him, and the waves
foam and roar, and a dark giant’s hand emerges
from them, threateningly. . . .

That, however, was the Bishop Hatto’s Mouse
Tower, and the boat was just shooting through the
eddy of Bingen. It shook Lovely Sarah somewhat
out of her reveries, and she looked at the hills along
the shore, with the lights in the castles flickering
atop them and moonlit night mists drawing past
below. But suddenly she thought she saw there her
friends and relatives rushing past in terror, with
dead faces and white, flowing shrouds, along the
Rhine. . . . Everything turned black before her
eyes; a stream of ice poured into her soul, and as
though sleeping she could just hear the Rabbi say-
ing the night prayer over her, slowly and anxiously
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SECOND CHAPTER

When she opened her eyes, Lovely Sarah was all
but blinded by the rays of the sun. The high towers
of a great city rose before her, and Silent William
stood erect in the boat, guiding it with his boat hook
through the merry whirl of ships gaily decked with
bunting, the crews of some looking idly down as
they passed, while on others all hands were busy un-
loading boxes, bales, and barrels into lighters which
took them ashore, all amidst a deafening noise from
the constant halloos of the boatmen, the shouts of
the merchants from the river bank, and the rail-
ing of the tollmen skipping from deck to deck in
their red coats, with thin white maces and white
faces.

“Yes, Lovely Sarah,” the Rabbi told his wife,
cheerfully smiling, “this is the world-famous Free
Imperial and Commercial City of Frankfort on the
Main, and it is this very river Main which we are
sailing. Over there, those houses beckoning amidst
green hills are Sachsenhausen, where Lame Gum-
pertz goes to get the fine myrth for us at the time of
the Feast of Tabernacles. You also see here the
strong Main bridge, with its thirteen arches that
plenty of folk, carriages, and horses may safely
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as it is said over people sick unto death, and dream-
ily she stammered the words: “Ten thousand to
the right—ten thousand to the left—to guard the
King from the dread of the night. . . .”

But, suddenly, all the invading gloom and terror
vanished. The dark curtain was torn away from
Heaven, and in view above came the Holy City,
Jerusalem, with its towers and gates; the Temple
gleamed in golden splendor; in its forecourt Lovely
Sarah saw her father in his yellow Sabbath dressing
gown, smiling cheerfully; from the round windows
of the Temple, all her friends and relatives merrily
greeted her; in the Holy of Holies knelt pious King
David with purple mantle and glittering crown, and
his song and harp rang sweetly. And blissfully smil-
ing, Lovely Sarah fell asleep.
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cross, and in the middle stands the little house of
which Auntie Dovey told us, where a baptized Jew
lives, and pays sixpence to any man who brings him
a dead rat, on behalf of the Jewish community
which is supposed to deliver five thousand rats’ tails
annually to the town council.”

Upon hearing of this war which the Jews of
Frankfort had to wage against the rats Lovely Sarah
could not help laughing; the bright sunlight and the
new, gay world rising before her had rid her soul
‘of all the past night's dread and horror and, once
lifted out of the boat by her husband and Silent
William, a happy sense of safety seemed to pervade
her. But Silent William with his beautiful, deep
blue eyes looked long at her face, half mournfully,
half gaily; then, after another meaningful glance
at the Rabbi, he jumped back into his boat and soon
was gone with it.

“Silent William does bear a great likeness to my
late brother,” remarked Lovely Sarah.

“The angels all look alike,” the Rabbi lightly re-
plied. He took his wife by the hand and led her
through the crowds milling on the shore where now
—it being the time of the Easter Fair—a mass of
wooden trading booths had been put up. Entering
the city by the dark Main Gate, they found the traf-
fic no less noisy. Shops rose side by side in a narrow
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street, and the houses were, as everywhere in Frank-
fort, specially equipped for trade: the ground floors
all without windows, only with open arches allow-
ing the passers-by to look far inside and plainly to
observe the merchandise exhibited. How Lovely
Sarah marveled at the wealth of precious goods, at
a splendor never yet seen! There were Venetians of-
fering for sale all of the luxury of Italy and the
East, and Lovely Sarah seemed as though spell-
bound at the sight of the piled-up finery and jewels,
the colorful caps and bodices, the golden bracelets
and necklaces, of all the frippery which women like
to admire and in which they like even better to deck
themselves out. The richly embroidered velvets and
silks seemed to want to speak to Lovely Sarah and
to flash all manner of odd things back into her mem-
ory, and it really seemed to her as if she were a lit-
tle girl again and Auntie Dovey had kept her prom-
ise and taken her to the Frankfort Fair, and that
now she were standing in front of the pretty clothes
she had been told so much about. With secret joy
she was already pondering what to bring back to
Bacherach—which of her two young cousins, Blos-
som or Birdie, would most like the blue satin sash
and whether the green little pants would fit little
Gottschalk—when all of a sudden she said to her-
self, “Oh, God! they have all grown up in the mean-
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striped on one and piebald-checkered on the other,
so that the foolish fellows looked as if they were
split lengthwise. The human tide swept the Rabbi
and his wife to the city’s great marketplace, sur-
rounded by tall gables and called “the Rémer,” after
a huge house by that name which had been bought
by the municipality and dedicated for use as the
city hall. In this building took place the election of
Germany’s Emperor, and before it knightly tourna-
ments were often held. King Maximilian, an ardent
lover of such sports, was present in Frankfort at
the time, and it was but a day since a great jousting
in his honor had taken place before the Rémer.
Along the wooden barriers, now being torn down
by carpenters, numerous idlers still stood and told
each other how yesterday the Duke of Brunswick
and the Margrave of Brandenburg had charged one
another to the sound of trumpets and drums, how
Sir Walter the Knave had so mightily unhorsed the
Knight of the Bear that the splinters of his lance
flew in the air, and how the lank, blond King Max,
ringed by his courtiers, had stood on the balcony
and rubbed his hands for joy. The golden carpets
still hung on the balustrade and from the ogival
windows of the city hall. The other houses on the
marketplace also were still festively adorned and
decked out in coats-of-arms, especially the Limburg
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time and were killed yesterday!” She wildly started,
as the horrible nocturnal images appeared again be-
fore her; but the gold-embroidered garments, blink-
ing after her as with a thousand rogue’s eyes, coaxed
all the gloom out of her mind. And as she looked
up at her husband’s face it was unclouded, grave‘ly
mild as usual. “Close your eyes, Lovely Sarah,” said
the Rabbi and led his wife on through the milling
throng.

What a merry bustle! Mostly there were traders
bargaining loudly or talking to themselves as they
calculated on their fingers, or having their purchases
borne to the inn by several heavily laden porters who
ran after them at a dog trot. Other faces indicated
that curiosity alone had brought them. By his red
cloak and golden chain one recognized the ample
alderman. The black, prosperously billowing doub-
let revealed the proud and honorable burgher. The
iron Pickelhaube, the yellow leather jerkin and the
huge, rattling spurs heralded the heavy cavalr?rman.
Hiding under the point of the black velvet coif W
the brow of a rosy girl’s face, and the lads leaping
after like hunting dogs on the scent showed them-
selves to be perfect swells by their dashing, feath-
ered berets, their tinkling peaked buskins and their
parti—colored silk raiment, which might be green
on the right side and red on the left, or rainbow-
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house on whose banner a maiden was painted bear-
ing a hawk on her hand while a monkey held up
her mirror. On the balcony of this house many
knights and ladies stood in smiling conve;sation,
looking down on the crowd that surged to and fro
underneath, crazily grouped and attired. What a
host of idlers of all ages and estates had flocked
together for curiosity's sake! There was laughing,
grousing, pilfering, pinching of buttocks and cheer-
ing, and in between rang the shrill trumpet blasts
of the red-robed physician who stood on his high
scaffolding with his clown and his monkey, quite lit-
erally trumpeting his skill, praising his tinctures and
miracle ointments, or solemnly regarding the urine
glass held up by some old woman, or preparing to
pull a poor peasant’s wisdom tooth. Two fencing
masters, fluttering about in gay ribbons with brand-
ished rapiers, met as if by accident and clashed,
feigning anger; after long combat they declared
each other invincible, and went to collect a few pen-
nies. Now, with fife and drum, the newly founded
archers’ guild marched by. Then, preceded by the
bailiff with a red flag, came a flock of roving dam-
sels from the Wiirzburg bawdyhouse, “the Ass,”
on their way to the Rosental, where the honorable
authorities had assigned them quarters for the Fair.
“Close your eyes, Lovely Sarah,” said the Rabbi.
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For these fancifully and much too scantily clad
wenches, some of them very pretty, were carrying
on in the lewdest fashion, brazenly baring white
breasts, chaffing the passers-by with shameless
words and swinging their long walking sticks; and
while riding them like hobbyhorses down to St.
Catherine’s Gate, they stridently intoned the
witches’ song:

Where is the goat for the Devil’s bride?
Is there no goat? Then to Old Nick
We're going to ride, we're going to ride,
We're going to ride on the stick!

This singsong, which was still audible at a dis-
tance, was lost in the end in the long-drawn-out
cathedral sounds of an approaching procession. This
was a sad train of shorn and barefooted monks
bearing lighted wax candles, or banners with saints’
images, or large silver crucifixes. Walking ahead of
them were red- and white-robed boys with smoking
censers. In the center of the procession, beneath a
sumptuous canopy, one saw priests wearing white
vestments of precious lace or colored silk stoles,
and one of them held in his hand a sun-shaped gold
vessel, which upon reaching a saint’s shrine at one
corner of the marketplace he raised up high, half
shouting and half chanting Latin words. . . . At
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the same time a little bell rang, and all the people
roundabout fell silent, sank to their knees, and
made the sign of the cross. The Rabbi, however,
said to his wife, “Close your eyes, Lovely Sarah,”
and hastily drew her away into a narrow side street,
through a maze of crooked alleys, and finally across
the uninhabited, desolate field that separated the
new Jewish quarter from the rest of the city.
Before that time the Jews had lived between
the cathedral and the river bank—that is, from the
bridge as far as the Lumpenbrunnen, and from the
Mehlwaage as far as St. Bartholomew’s. But the
Catholic clergy obtained a papal bull forbidding
the Jews to live so close to the main church, and the
city assigned them a place on the Wollgraben,
where they built the Jewish quarter of today. This
was provided with high walls, and also with iron
chains across the gates, to block any onrushing mob
—for here, too, the Jews lived in fear and oppres-
sion, and, more than nowadays, in the memory of
past distress. In the year 1240 the unleashed popu-
lace had wrought a great bloodbath among them,
which was called the first Jew-hunt; and in the year
1349, when the Flagellants set the town afire in
their passage through and charged the Jews with
arson, most of the latter were killed by the incensed
people or died in the flames of their own homes,
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ellants used to chant at the Jew-hunt, and in his

and this was called the second Jew-hunt. Later, the
Jews were frequently threatened with similar hunts, rough, beery voice he gargled forth the words:
and whenever there was internal unrest in Frank- '
fort, notably if the town council was quarreling
with the guilds, the Christian rabble would be on
the point of storming the Jewish quarter. The lat-
ter had two gates, which were closed from the out-
side on Catholic holidays, and from the inside on hind the locked gate of the Jewish quarter; “a bad
Jewish ones, and before each gate was a guardhouse \ song, too, Jack—doesn’t suit the drum, doesn’t suit
manned by soldiers of the city. i it a bit and least of all during the Fair and on Easter
When the Rabbi and his wife came to the gate of * morning; a bad song, a dangerous song—]Jack,
 the Jewish quarter, they could see through the open Jackie, little Drum-Jackie, I'm a single individual
windows of the guardhouse the lansquenets sprawl- | and if you love me, if you love Stern, the long Stern,
ing on their cots, and outside the door, in the sun- long Nosey Stern, then stop it!”

shine, the drummer sat improvising on his big drum. These words were forced out of the unseen
speaker partly in anxious haste, partly in slow sighs,

in a tone shifting abruptly from soft drawl to hoarse
grating, as it is found among consumptives. The
drummer remained unmoved, and drumming on in
the melody he continued to sing:

Our dear Lady true
Walked in the morning dew,
Kyrie Eleison!

“Jack, that’s a bad tune,” a voice cried from be-

He was a large, heavy figure of a man, the jerkin {
and trousers of flame-yellow cloth puffed out greatly
in the arms and thighs and strewn from top to bot-
tom with tiny red tufts so sewn as to seem as if in-
numerable human tongues were licking out of the i
cloth. His chest and back were armored with black
cloth cushions from which the drum was suspended;

There came a little child,
His beard was running wild,

on his head he wore a flat, round black cap; and his Hallelujah!

face was just as flat and round, of the same orange-
yellow and spotted with little red pimples, and
twisted in a yawning smile. Thus the fellow sat,
drumming the melody of the song which the Flag-
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“Jack,” the above-mentioned speaker’s voice
cried again, “Jack, I'm a single individual and it's
a dangerous song, and I don't like to hear it,and I




have my reasons, and if you love me you'll sing
something else and tomorrow we'll drink. . . .~

At the word “drink” Jack halted his drumming
and singing and said in a virtuous tone, “The devil
take the Jews, but you, dear Nosey Stern, you're my
friend. I protect you, and if we drink together often
enough I'll convert you, too. I'll be your godfather;
if you're baptized you will go to Heaven, and if you
have genius and study hard under me, you may
even get to be a drummer. Yes, Nosey, you may yet
go far; I'll drum the whole catechism into you to-
morrow, when we drink together—but now open
the gate; here stand two strangers and demand ad-
mission.”

“Open the gate?” screeched Nosey Stern, and his
voice all but failed. “That’s not so quickly done, my
dear Jack; you can't tell, you can never tell, and I'm
a single individual. Veitel Rindskopf has the key
and he is at the moment standing quietly in the cor-
ner mumbling his Eighteen Benedictions; one
mustn’t be interrupted in that. Jeckel the Fool is
here, too, but right now he’s passing his water. I'm
a single individual.”

“The devil take the Jews!” roared Jack the Drum-
mer, and, laughing aloud at his own joke, made for
the guardhouse and also lay down on the cot.

Now, while the Rabbi and his wife stood all by
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of my discretion. If too many come, I'm to yell.
But I can’t hold them off myself. My arm is weak,
I have a fontanel, and 'ma single individual. If I'm

shot, I'm dead. Then rich Mendel Reiss will sit down

to dinner on the Sabbath and wipe the raisin sauce
off his mouth and stroke his belly, and perhaps he'll
say, ‘That long Nosey Stern was a good little fel-
low, after all; if it hadn’t been for him, they would
have forced the gate. He let himself be shot dead
for us; he was a good little fellow; it’s a pity he’s
dead. . . " '

At this point the voice became gradually soft and
tearful, but suddenly it reverted to a hasty, almost
embittered tone: “Courage! And so that rich Men-
del Reiss might wipe the raisin sauce off his mouth
and stroke his belly and call me a good little fel-
low—for that I am to let myself be shot dead?
Courage! Take heart! Little Strauss, he took heart
and watched the jousting on the Romer yesterday
and thought they wouldn’t know him because he
was wearing a purple coat, of velvet, three guilders
a yard, with foxtails, all gold-embroidered, quite
splendid—and they dusted his purple coat for him
until the color went off and his back turned purple,
too, and doesn’t look like anything human any more.
Courage! Crooked Leser took heart and called our
rascally burgomaster a rascal, and they strung him
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themselves before the great locked gate, 2 rasping,
nasal, somewhat mocking drawl was heard behind
it: “Sternie, don’t dawdle so long, take the keys
from little Rindskopf’s coat pocket, or take your
nose and unlock the gate with that. The people have
been standing and waiting a long time.”

“The people?” anxiously cried the voice of the
man who was called Nosey Stern. “I thought there
was only one, and I beg you, fool, dear Jeckel Fool,
won't you look out who's there?”

Then a small, well-barred window opened in the
gate, and in it there appeared a yellow cap with
two horns, and under it the merry, wrinkled jestet’s
face of Jeckel the Fool. In the same instant the win-
dow was closed again, with an angry rasp: “Open
up, open up, there’s no one out there but a man and
a woman.”

“A man and a woman!" groaned Nosey Stern.
“And when the gate is opened, the woman drops
her skirt and is another man, and then there are two
men and we’re only three of us.” '

“Don’t be a rabbit,” Jeckel the Fool replied.
“Take heart and show some courage.”

“Courage!” cried Nosey Stern and laughed, glum-
Iy and bitterly. “Rabbit! Rabbit is a bad comparison;
the rabbit is an unclean animal. Courage! I wasn't
put here on account of my courage but on account
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up by his feet between two dogs, and Jack the Drum-
mer was drumming. Courage! Don’t be 2 rabbit!
Among many dogs the rabbit’s done for. I'm a sin-
gle individual, and I'm afraid.”

“Swear to it!” cried Jeckel. ;

“I'm really afraid,” Nosey Stern repeated with a
sigh. “I know, the fear’s in my blood and I have it
from my late mother. . . .”

“Yes, yes,” Jeckel the Fool interrupted him, “and
your mother had it from her father, and he in turn
had it from his father, and so your ancestors had it
one from the other, back to your forefather, who
took the field under King Saul against the Philis-
tines and was the first to run away. But look, little
Rindskopf is almost through; he has made his fourth
bow and is already jumping like a flea at the Holy,
Holy, Holy, and now he cautiously reaches into his
pocket. . . ."

Indeed, the keys rattled, one creaking wing of the
gate opened, and the Rabbi and his wife entered
Jew Street, which was completely deserted. The
turnkey, however, a little man with a good-natured,
sour face, dreamily nodded like one who does not
like to be disturbed in his thoughts, and having
carefully closed the gate again, shuffled off into a
corner behind it without saying a word, incessantly
murmuring prayers. Less taciturn was Jeckel the
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Fool, a thickset, slightly bowlegged fellow with a
full, laughing, red face and an inhumanly big ham
fist which he extended in welcome from the wide
sleeves of his checkered jacket. Showing, or, rather,
hiding behind him was a long, lean figure, the
scrawny neck white-plumed by a fine cambric ruff,
and the thin, pale face marvelously adorned with
an almost incredibly long nose that was moving to
and fro in fearful curiosity.

“God's welcome and a good holiday!” said Jeckel
the Fool. “Don’t be surprised that the street is now
so empty and quiet. All our people are in the syna-
gogue now, and you're just in time to hear the story
of the sacrifice of Isaac read there. I know it; it'san
interesting story and if I hadn’t heard it thirty-
three times already I'd be glad to hear it again this
year. And it's an important story, for if Abraham
had really killed Isaac and not the goat, there would
now be more goats and fewer Jews in the world.”
And with madly gay grimaces Jeckel began to chant
the following song from the Haggadah:

“A kiddy, a kiddy, was bought by Daddy who
paid two zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a kitty and ate the kiddy that was
bought by Daddy who paid two zuzim—a kiddy, a
kiddy!

“There came a doggy and bit the kitty that ate
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the little stick that beat the doggy that bit the kitty
that ate the kiddy that was bought by Daddy who
paid two zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!”

“Yes, fair lady,” added the singer, “the day will
come when the Angel of Death will kill the butcher
and all our blood come over Edom, for God is an
avenging God. . . ."

But suddenly, forcibly putting off the earnestness
which involuntarily had come upon him, Jeckel the
Fool plunged back into his buffooneries, and in his
rasping jester’s voice continued, “Fear not, fair
lady—Nosey Stern isn't going to harm you. He is
dangerous only for old Schnapper-Elle. She has
fallen in love with his nose—but the nose deserves
it. It is beautiful as the tower which looks upon
Damascus, and lofty as the cedar of Lebanon. With-
out, it gleams like gold leaf and syrup, and within
is sheer music and loveliness. It blossoms in sum-
mer and freezes in winter, and both summer and
winter it is fondled by Schnapper-Elle’s white hands.
Yes, Schnapper-Elle is in love with him, madly in
love. She looks after him, she feeds him, and as
soon as he is fat enough, she will marry him. For
her age she is young enough, and whoever comes
here to Frankfort in three hundred years’ time
won’t be able to see the sky for the many Nosey
Sterns.”
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the kiddy that was bought by Daddy who paid two
zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a little stick and beat the doggy that
bit the kitty that ate the kiddy that was bought by
Daddy who paid two zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a little fire and burned the little
stick that beat the doggy that bit the kitty that ate
the kiddy that was bought by Daddy who paid two
zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a little water and doused the little
fire that burned the little stick that beat the doggy
that bit the kitty that ate the kiddy that was bought
by Daddy who paid two zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a little ox and drank the little water
that doused the little fire that burned the little stick
that beat the doggy that bit the kitty that ate the
kiddy that was bought by Daddy who paid two
zuzim—a kiddy, a kiddy!

“There came a little butcher and butchered the lit-
tle ox that drank the little water that doused the
little fire that burned the little stick that beat the
doggy that bit the kitty that ate the kiddy that was
bought by Daddy who paid two zuzim—a kiddy,
kiddy!

“There came the Angel of Death and killed the

little butcher that killed the little ox that drank the
little water that doused the little fire that burned
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“You're Jeckel the Fool,” laughed the Rabbi, “I
know it by your words. I have heard of you often.”

“Yes, yes,” the other replied with droll modesty,
“yes, yes, that's what fame does. A man is often
known far and wide for a greater fool than he
knows himself. But I try very hard to be a fool,
and jump and shake myself to make the bells ring.
Others find it easier. . . . But tell me, Rabbi, why
are you traveling on the holiday?”

“My excuse,” the Rabbi answered the question,
“is written in the Talmud, where it says, ‘Danger
ousts the Sabbath.’”

“Danger!” long Nosey Stern screamed suddenly,
acting as though in mortal terror; “danger! danger!
Drummer Jack—drum, drum, danger! danger!
Drummet Jack. . . .”

From outside, however, Jack the Drummer bel-
lowed in his thick, beery voice: “Ten thousand
thunders! The devil take the Jews. That’s the third
time you've woke me up today, Nosey Stern. Don't
make me mad! When I'm mad I get to be like
Satan himself, and then, as sure as I'm a Christian,
I'll shoot through the window in the gate with my
musket, and then let each man watch out for his
nose!”

“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot! I'm a single indi-
vidual,” Nosey Stern whimpered in terror, and
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tightly pressed his face against the nearest wall, a
position in which, trembling and softly praying, he
remained.

“Say, say, what's happened ?” Jeckel the Fool now
asked with all that quick curiosity which even then
characterized the Frankfort Jews.

But the Rabbi wrested himself loose and walked
on with his wife, up Jew Street. “See, Lovely
Sarah,” he sighed, “how ill-guarded is Israel! False
friends watch over its gates from the outside, and
its sentinels within are Fear and Folly.”

Slowly, the two wandered through the long,
empty street, where only now and then a rosy gitl’s
head peered out of a window while the sun festively
mirrored itself in the bright panes. For the houses
in the Jewish quarter were then still new and neat,
also lower than now; it was not until the Jews had
greatly multiplied in Frankfort, and yet were not
allowed to enlarge their quarter, that they built one
storey over the other, crowded together like
sardines, and thus were crippled in body and soul.
The past of the quarter which had remained stand-

ing after the great fire, the so-called Old Lane in
whose tall black houses a grinning, damp race hag-
gles, is a horrible memento of the Middle Ages.
The older synagogue no longer exists; it was less
spacious than the present one which was built later,
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ing round the square dais from which the chapters
of the Law are read, and the Holy Ark, a costly
embossed coffer seemingly upheld by marble pillars
with rich capitals whose floral work and foliation

luxuriated delightfully, and covered by a curtain
of azure-blue velvet on which a pious legend was
worked in tinsel, pearls, and colorful gems. This

was where the silver memorial lamp hung, and also

where an inclosed platform rose, upon whose

balustrade all sorts of sacred utensils were placed,
among them the seven-branched candlestick. And
before this, facing the Ark, stood the cantor, whose
song was accompanied as if instrumentally by the
voices of his two assistants, the bass and the so-
prano. For the Jews have banished all real instru-
mental music from their church, in the belief that
hymns of praise to God will rise more edifyingly
from the warm human breast than from cold organ
pipes. Lovely Sarah felt a truly childlike pleasure
when the cantor, an excellent tenor, now raised his
voice and the grave, age-old melodies she knew so
well blossomed forth in young, undreamed-of love-
liness, while the bass growled the deep, dark notes

in

counterpoint, and the soprano, delicately and

sweetly, trilled in the intervals, Lovely Sarah had
never heard such singing in the synagogue of
Bacherach, where the head of the congregation,
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after the refugees from Nuremberg had been re-
ceived into the community. It was located farther
north. The Rabbi did not need to ask where; he
could hear the jumble of extremely loud voices
from far away. In the courtyard of the house of
God he parted from his wife, washed his hands at
the fountain, and entered that lower patt of the
synagogue where the men pray, while Lovely Sarah
ascended a flight of stairs to reach the women’s
section.

This upper section was a kind of gallery with
three rows of wooden, maroon-painted seats, each
with a board hanging in back which could conven-
iently be leveled so as to support a prayer book. The
women here sat gossiping together or stood in
reverent prayer; at times they also went in curiosity
to the lattice that ran along the eastern side and
through the thin green bars of which one could
look down upon the lower section of the synagogue.
There, at high prayer desks, the men stood in their
black cloaks, the pointed beards flowing down over
white ruffs, and the skull-capped heads more or
less shrouded by a square, white, sometimes gold-
embroidered wool or silk scarf with the fringes pre-
scribed by the Law. The walls of the synagogue
were plainly white-washed and no kind of ornament
was to be seen, except perhaps the gilded iron rail-
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David Levi, acted as cantor. When this elderly,
tottering man with the crumbled, bleating voice
tried to trill like a young girl and in such violent
effort feverishly shook his limply drooping arm,
he was apt to induce laughter rather than devo-
tion.

A sense of pious comfort mixed with feminine

curiosity drew Lovely Sarah to the grille where she
could look down into the lower section, the so-
called Mdinnerschule. She had never seen so large
a number of coreligionists as she perceived down
there, and a still cozier feeling entered her heart in
the midst of so many people so neatly related to
her by common descent, bent of mind, and suffer-
ing. But the woman’s soul was still more deeply
moved when three old men reverently stepped be-
fore the Holy Ark, drew the glittering curtain aside,
unlocked the coffer, and carefully took out the book
that God wrote with His own hand, and for whose
preservation the Jews have suffered so much, so
much misery and hatred, infamy and death—a
thousand years of martyrdom. This book, a great
roll of parchment, was wrapped like a princely
child in a gaily embroidered cloak of red velvet;
above, on the two wooden rollers, were two little
silver vessels in which all sorts of pomegranates
and tiny bells daintily moved and tinkled; and in
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front, shields of gold incrusted with bright jewels
hung on little silver chains. The cantor. took the
book, and as if it were a real child, a child for
whose sake one has suffered much and who is there-
fore only the more beloved, he rocked it in his arms,
pranced about with it, pressed it to his heart—and,
shuddering under this touch, he raised his voice to
so jubilantly devout a song of thanksgiving that to
Lovely Sarah the pillars of the Holy Atk seemed
to begin to bloom, and the wondrous flowers and
leaves of the capitals to grow higher and higher,
and all the sounds of the soprano to turn into night-
ingales, and the dome of the synagogue to burst
under the powerful sounds of the bass, and the
joy of God to pour down out of the blue sky. That
was a beautiful psalm. The congregation repeated
the final verse in chorus, and walking slowly toward
the raised platform in the center of the synagogue
was the cantor with the holy book, while men and
boys hastily pressed forward to kiss its velvet cover-
ing, or even just to touch it. On the platform the
little velvet cloak was removed from the holy book,
as were the wrappings inscribed with colored let-
ters, and from the opened parchment roll, in that
singing tone which on the Feast of the Passover is
still more peculiarly modulated, the cantor read the
edifying story of Abraham’s temptation.
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added, “The little singer is just a child and looks
quite emaciated. The basso is far too ugly, and our
Stern once said very wittily, “The basso is a bigger
fool than one has to demand of a basso.” All three
of them eat at my restaurant—but you don’t know,
perhaps, that I'm Elle Schnapper.”

Lovely Sarah thanked her for this information,
and Schnapper-Elle in turn related to her in detail
how she had once been in Amsterdam and there
had been exposed to many base designs on account
of her beauty, how three days before Pentecost she
had come to Frankfort and married Schnapper, how
he had died at last, and on his deathbed said the
most touching things, and how hard it was for a
restaurant-keeper to keep her hands pretty. Now
and then she would cast scornful side glances, prob-
ably at some irreverent young women who
scrutinized her dress. It was unusual enough: a vast,
billowing, white satin skirt with all the animals of
Noah’s Ark embroidered on it in gaudy colors; a
waist of gold cloth like a cuirass; sleeves of red
velvet, slit yellow; on the head a tremendously tall
cap; around the neck an almighty ruff of stiff white
linen, as well as a silver chain from which all sorts
of memorial coins, cameos, and curios—among
others, a large picture of the city of Amsterdam—
hung down over her bosom. But the dress of the

Lovely Sarah had modestly withdrawn from the
grille, and an ample, jewel-bedecked woman of
middle age and rather affectedly benevolent
demeanor had with a silent nod permitted her to
look into her prayer book. The woman seemed to
be no great scriptural scholar; for, as she murmured
the prayers to herself in the manner of the women,
who must not sing aloud, Lovely Sarah noticed
that she took excessive liberties with the pronuncia-
tion of many words and dropped many a good line
altogether. After a while, though, the good woman’s
limpid eyes rose languidly, an insipid smile passed.
over her face that was red and white as porcelain,
and, in a voice that sought to melt as aristocrati-
cally as possible, she said to Lovely Sarah, “He
sings very well. But in Holland I've still heard
much better singing. You are a stranger and don’t
know pethaps that he is the cantor from Worms,
and that they want to keep him here if he will
be content with four hundred guilders a year. He's
a dear man, and his hands are like alabaster. I
think a great deal of a beautiful hand. A beautiful
hand adorns the whole person.” With that, the good
woman complacently laid her hand, which really
was still beautiful, on the back of the prayer desk,
and, indicating by a graceful bow of her head that .
she did not like to be interrupted while talking, she
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other women was just as odd and probably com-
pounded of the fashions of different times, and
there was many a little lady strewn with gold and
diamonds who rather resembled a walking jeweler’s
shop. To be sure, the law at that time prescribed a
certain gatb for the Frankfort Jews: to distinguish
them from the Christians, the men were supposed
to wear yellow patches on their cloaks, and the
women high, blue-striped veils on their headgear.
In the Jewish quarter, however, not much attention
was paid to this municipal ordinance; and on holi-
days especially, and above all in the synagogue, the
women sought to outdo one another in splendor
of raiment, partly so as to be envied, and partly to
show the wealth and credit-standing of their
spouses.

In the synagogue, while the chapters of the Law
are read from the Books of Moses, there usually
occurs a slight lull in devotion. The worshippers
make themselves comfortable and sit down, whisper
with their neighbors about secular affairs, or go
out into the courtyard to catch a breath of fresh
air. Little boys meanwhile make bold to visit their
mothers in the women’s section, and there, by then,
devotion may well have receded even further: there
will be chattering, scandal-mongering, laughing,
and as everywhere else the younger women will




jest about the old ones, who will in turn complain
of frivolous youth and the degeneration of the
times. And just as there was a chief singer on the
ground floor of the Frankfort synagogue, the upper
section had its chief gossip. This was Puppy Reiss,
a flat-chested, greenish female who sniffed every
bit of trouble and always had a scandal on the tip
of her tongue. The usual target of her batbs was
poor Schnapper-Elle, and she could be very funny
aping the other’s forced gentility as well as the
languishing decorum with which she would accept
the mocking compliments of youth.

“Do you know,” cried Puppy Reiss, “what
Schnapper-Elle said yesterday? ‘If 1 weren't beauti-
ful and clever and beloved, I wouldn’t want to be
alive.” "

There was loud tittering and Schnapper-Elle,
standing nearby and noticing that it was at her
expense, contemptuously lifted her nose and sailed
off like a proud galleon, to a more distant place.
Birdie Ochs, a rotund, somewhat clumsy woman,
pityingly remarked that if Schnapper-Elle was vain
and obtuse, she also was kind of heart and doing
a lot of good for people who needed it.

“Especially for Nosey Stern,” hissed Puppy
Reiss. And all who knew about the tender liaison
laughed all the louder.

wet and weary they had been obliged to work far
into the night.

“And that, my dear Mrs. Florsheim,” Mrs.
Flisch added, with a considerate kindliness which
was anything but genuine, “'that was a little bit your
fault, too, because you didn’t send your people
over to help me with the baking.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” the other replied. “My people
were too busy; the merchandise for the Fair has to
be packed, weshave so much to do now, my hus-
band. . . .”

“I know,” Mrs. Flasch broke in quickly, bitingly,
*I know you have much to do—many pledges and
good business and necklaces. . . .”

A poisoned word was about to leave her lips and
Mrs. Florsheim had turned lobster-red already,
when suddenly Puppy Reiss screeched, “For God’s
sake, the strange woman lies dying—water! water!”

Pale as death, Lovely Sarah lay in a faint, and
crowding about her was a swarm of bustling, wail-
ing women. One of them held her head, another
her arm; a few old crones sprinkled her with water
from the little glasses that hung behind their prayer
desks so that they might wash their hands in case

they should accidentally touch theit own bodies;

others got an old lemon stuffed with spices—left
over from the last fast day, when it had served for
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“Do you know,” the venomous Puppy added,
“that Nosey even sleeps at Schnapper-Elle’s house
now . . . ? Butlook, down there—Susie Florsheim
is wearing the necklace that Daniel Flisch gave to
her husband in pawn. Flisch’s wife is furious. .
Now she’s talking to Susie. . . . How amiably they
shake hands, and yet hate each other like Midian
and Moab! Those sweet smiles! Just see that you
don’t eat one another for love! I want to hear that
conversation.”

And like a stalking beast of prey Puppy Reiss
sneaked up and heard the two women exchange
feeling lamentations about the hard work they had
done in the past week, cleaning up at home and
scouring all the kitchenware—which has to be done
before the Feast of the Passover—lest some tiny
crumb of leavened bread still cling to it. They also
talked of the laborious baking of the unleavened
bread. Mrs. Flisch in particular could complain of
her trouble at the community bakery, for by the
order of lots she had not been able to start baking
until late afternoon on the very eve of the holiday,
and then old Hannah had kneaded the dough all
wrong, and the maids had rolled it much too thin,
half the breads had burned in the oven, and finally
it had rained so hard that water constantly dripped
through the boarded roof of the bakery, and thus

nerve-strengthening sniffs—and held it under the
unconscious woman'’s nose. Finally, with a deep
sigh of exhaustion, Lovely Sarah opened her eyes.
Her silent glances gave thanks for the kindly care.
But ringing up from below now was the solemn
sound of the Eighteen Benedictions, which no one
is allowed to miss, and the busy women scurried
back to their seats to offer this prayer as prescribed
—standing, and with their faces turned toward the
East, in the direction of Jerusalem. Birdie Ochs,
Schnapper-Elle, and Puppy Reiss stayed the longest
with Lovely Sarah, the first two eagerly offering
aid, and the last inquiring once more why she had
so suddenly fainted.

Lovely Sarah’s faint had a very special cause. It
is the custom in the synagogue for anyone who has
escaped from great danger to stand up after the
reading of the chapters of the Law and publicly to
thank Divine Providence for his salvation. And as
Rabbi Abraham rose in the synagogue below for
such thanksgiving and Lovely Sarah recognized her
husband’s voice, she noted how its tone gradually
changed to the dark murmurs of the prayer for the
dead; she heard the names of her relatives and
friends, accompanied by that word of blessing
which is reserved for the departed; and the last
hope left Lovely Sarah’s soul, and her soul was
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torn by the certainty that her friends and relatives
had really been killed—that her little niece was
dead, that her two little cousins, Blossom and
Birdie, were dead, that little Gottschalk also was
dead—all murdered and dead! The agony of this
realization might have killed her, too, if a merciful
faint had not enveloped her senses. -
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aristocratic sway of his head; more than just the
necessary clatter issued from his golden spurs and
sword-chain. He seemed to be carrying his sword
on his arm, and its jeweled hilt sparkled out of the
white cavalier’s cloak that enveloped his slender
limbs with apparent nonchalance and yet betrayed
the most careful arrangement of the folds. Now
and then, partly with curiosity and partly with the
air of the connoisseur, he would approach the
passing members of the fair sex, calmly look
straight into their eyes, prolong the inspection
whenever a face seemed worth while, throw a few
quick words of flattery to many a pretty child, and
be on his carefree way without waiting for the ef-
fect. He had circled Lovely Sarah several times, and
every time had been repulsed by her commanding
gaze or by the enigmatically smiling mien of her
husband; but finally, proudly throwing diffidence
to the winds, he boldly blocked the couple’s path,
and with foppish assurance and honeyed gallantry
delivered the following address:

“Sefiora, I swear! Hear me, Sefiora: I swear by
the roses of the two Castiles, by the hyacinths of
Aragon and the pomegranate blossoms of Anda-
lusia! By the sun which illuminates all Spain, with
all its flowers, onions, pea soups, forests, mountains,
mules, goats, and Old Christians! By the canopy of
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THIRD CHAPTER

As Lovely Sarah descended after the end of the
services, the Rabbi stood in the courtyard of the
synagogue, awaiting his wife. With a cheery nod
he ushered her out into the street, where the former
quiet had completely vanished and a noisy, milling
throng was seen instead. Bearded black-coats re-
calling an ant heap; women fluttering resplendently
like rose chafers; young gitls who were not allowed
to enter the synagogue and now came bounding out
of houses to meet their parents, bowing curly heads
to receive their blessing—all were cheerful and gay,
and strolled up and down the street in blissful
anticipation of a good dinner, whose delicious
aroma already made mouths water as it rose
from the black, chalk-marked pots which laugh-
ing maids had just fetched out of the big com-
munity oven.

Especially notable in this jumble was the figure
of a Spanish knight whose youthful features showed
that intriguing pallor which women usually blame
on an unlucky love affair, and men on a lucky one.
His walk, though insouciantly sauntering, was of
a somewhat studied elegance; the feathers on his
beret moved not so much in the breeze as from the
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. heaven, on which this sun is merely a golden tassel!

And by the God who sits upon the canopy of heaven
and day and night ponders the creation of new
lovely feminine forms—I swear, Sefiora, you are
the most beautiful woman I've seen in German
lands, and should it please you to accept my services,
I beg of you the favor, grace, and permission to call
myself your knight, and in mock and earnest wear
your colors.”

A blushing pain passed over Lovely Sarah’s face.
With one of those glances that are most cutting
from the gentlest eye, in a tone most withering if
struck by a soft, trembling voice, the deeply hurt
woman answered:

“My noble lord—if you wish to be my knight you
must fight whole nations, and in this fight there is
little thanks to be won, and less honor. If you wish
to wear my colors you must sew yellow patches on
your cloak or don a blue-striped scarf—for these
are my colors, the colors of my house, the house
which is called Israel and is most wretched, and
which the sons of fortune mock in the streets.”

The Spaniard’s cheeks turned purple, and infinite
embarrassment spread over all his features.
“Sefiora,” he said, almost stuttering, “‘you misunder-
stood me. . . . an innocent jest, but, by God! no
mockery, no mockery of Israel. . . . Imyself come
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from the House of Israel; my grandfather was a
Jew, perhaps my father even. . . .”

“And most assuredly, Sefior, your uncle is a Jew,”
suddenly broke in the Rabbi who had calmly
watched the scene, and with a merry, bantering
glance he added, “and I will personally vouch for
it that Don Isaac Abarbanel, the great rabbi’s
nephew, has sprung from the best blood in Israel,
if not in fact from the royal race of David.”

Now the sword-chain clattered under the
Spaniard’s cloak and his cheeks blanched again, as-
suming an ashen pallor; his upper lip twitched as
if scorn were wrestling with pain; the deadliest
anger grinned out of his eyes, and in an utterly
changed, ice-cold, sharp-edged voice he said,
“Sefior Rabbi! You know me. Well, then you know
who I am. And if the fox knows that I am of the
lion’s brood, he will take care not to endanger his
fox’s beard and not to stir my wrath. How should
the fox judge the lion? Only he who feels like the
lion can see his failings.”

“Oh, I see quite well,” replied the Rabbi and a
pensive gravity darkened his brow, "I see quite well
how pride makes the proud lion doff his princely
skin and wrap himself in the bright scaly armor of
the crocodile, because it is fashionable to be a
voracious, cunning, grinning crocodile. What are
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peatedly pressed the hand of his friend, each time
saying, “I'm glad!”

“And so am I,” said the other. *“We haven't seen
each other for seven years; at our farewell I was
still a young sprig, and you, you were so sedate and
serious already. . . . But what became of the fair
donna who drew so many sighs from you at the
time, well-thymed sighs that you accompanied on
the lute?”

“Hush, hush, the donna can hear us. She is my.

wife, and today you've furnished her with a sample
of your own taste and poetic talent.”

It was not without some aftertaste of his earlier
embarrassment that the Spaniard greeted the beauti-
ful woman who now, with charming kindness, re-
gretted having grieved her husband’s friend by her
expressions of displeasure.

“Oh, Sefiora,” Don Isaac replied, “the man who
reached with a clumsy hand for a rose must not com-
plain if the thorns scratch. When the evening star
gold-sparklingly mirrors itself in the blue tide. . . ."

“For God’s sake,” the Rabbi broke in, “'I beg you
to stop it. If we are to wait till the evening star
gold-sparklingly mirrors itself in the blue tide, my
wife will starve. She has not eaten since yesterday,
and in the meantime has suffered much distress and

hardship.”
6o

the lesser animals to do when the lion denies him-
self? But beware, Don Isaac: you were not made
for the element of the crocodile. Water—you well
know what I mean—water is your misfortune and
you will sink. Your kingdom is not of water; the
feeblest trout can do better in it than the king of
the forest. Do you recall the currents of the Tagus
seeking to devour you . . . "

All at once Don Isaac burst into loud laughter,
hugged the Rabbi, closed his mouth with kisses, and
leaped high for joy, with his spurs clattering so as
to frighten the passing Jews. Then, in his natural
gay and hearty voice, he shouted, “Faith, you're
Abraham of Bacherach! And it was a good joke
and also an act of friendship when you jumped into
the water from Toledo’s Alcantara Bridge and
grabbed your friend, a better drinker than swimmer,
by.the scruff of the neck and pulled him up on dry
land. I was on the threshold of some very thorough
research on whether gold nuggets might really be
found on the bottom of the Tagus, and whether the
Romans were right to call it the Golden River. 1
tell you, I still catch cold from the mere memory of
that water party.”

With these words the Spaniard gestured as if to
shake off drops of water clinging to him. But to the
Rabbi’s face good cheer had returned, and he re-
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“Well, then I'll take you to the best restaurant
in Israel,” Don Isaac exclaimed, “to the house of
my friend Schnapper-Elle, which is neat here. I can
smell the bewitching fragrance—the restaurant’s,
of course. Oh, Abraham, if you knew how this
fragrance attracts me! It is what has so often lured
me to the tents of Jacob, ever since I began my
sojourn in this town. Otherwise I have no special
liking for the company of God's people, and verily,
it is not to pray but to eat that I visit Jew Street....”

“You've never loved us, Don Isaac.”

“Yes,” continued the Spaniard, “I love your
cooking much better than your faith. It lacks the
proper sauce. And your own selves I never could
quite stomach. Even in your best days, in the reign
of my ancestor David, who was king over Judah
and Israel, I doubt that I could have lasted it among
you. Early one morning I should certainly have
escaped from the fortress of Zion and emigrated
to Phoenicia, or to Babylon, where the joy of life
was foaming in the temple of the gods. . . "

“You're blaspheming, Isaac,” darkly muttered
the Rabbi. “You are far worse than a Christian.
You are a heathen, an idolator.”

“Yes, I'm a heathen. And as obnoxious to me as
the arid, joyless Hebrews are the gloomy, self-
tormenting Nazarenes. May our dear Lady of Sidon,
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holy Astarte, forgive me for kneeling and praying
before the sorrowed Mother of the Crucified. My
knee and tongue alone pay homage to death, my
heart has remained true to life.
“Don’t look so glum, though,” went on the

Spaniard with his speech, as he saw how little it
appeared to edify the Rabbi, “don’t look at me with
loathing. My nose has kept the faith. When chance
brought me into this street one day about noon and
I smelled the well-known odors from the Jews’
kitchens—then the same longing seized me which
our forefathers felt in thinking back to the flesh-
pots of Egypt; tasty childhood memories awoke in
me; before my mind’s eye there reappeared the
carp in brown raisin sauce which my aunt knew how
to prepare so edifyingly each Friday evening; I saw
the steamed mutton with garlic and horse-radish

again, fit to revive the dead, and the soup with the

rapturously swimming dumplings—and my soul

melted like the song of a nightingale in love, and

ever since that day I have been eating at the restau-
rant of my friend Donna Schnapper-Elle.”

This establishment had meanwhile been reached.
Schnapper-Elle herself stood in the doorway of her
house, amiably greeting the hungry strangers who
crowded in from the Fair. Behind her, peering over
her shoulder, long Nosey Stern stood anxiously yet
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Stetn looked searchingly down from above, and the
lauded bosom began to heave so that the city of
Amsterdam rocked to and fro.

“Oh,” Schnapper-Elle sighed, “virtue is worth
more than beauty. What good is beauty to me? My
youth will pass, and since Schnapper is dead—he
had beautiful hands, at least—what help is beauty
to me?” Then she sighed once more, and like an
;Cho’ almost inaudibly, Nosey Stern sighed behind

er.

“What good is beauty to you?” cried Don Isaac.
“Oh, Donna Schnapper-Elle, don't sin against the
bounty of creative Nature! Don’t abuse her loveliest
gifts! She would take fearful vengeance. These
enrapturing eyes would become fatuously glazed;
these winsome lips would flatten to the point of
tastelessness; this chaste, love-seeking body would
turn into an unwieldy tallow keg; the city of
Amsterdam would come to rest on a murky
morass. . . .”

And so, item by item, he pictured Schnapper-
Elle’s present appearance until the poor woman
came to feel strangely perturbed and tried to escape
from the knight’s eerie conversation. She was
doubly glad when she caught sight of Lovely Sarah
at this moment and could make the most urgent
inquiries whether the lady had quite recovered from
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curiously scrutinizing the arrivals. With exag-
gerated dignity Don Isaac approached our hostess,
who answered his waggishly deep bows with end-
less curtsies; then he removed his right glove,
wrapped his hand in a corner of his cloak, and thus
took the hand of Schnapper-Elle which he drew
slowly across his mustache and said:
“gefiora! Your eyes vie with the fires of the sun;

but while an egg grows the hatder, the more you

boil it, my heart keeps softening the longer it is

boiled by the flaming rays of your eyes. Out of

the yolk of my heart flutters Amor, the winged god,

and seeks a cozy nest in your bosom—this bosom,

Sefiora, with what am I to compare it? In all crea-
tion there is no flower, no fruit, resembling it. This
plant is unique of its kind. Though the storm strips
the tenderest rose, your bosom is a winter rose defy-
ing every gale. Though age merely yellows and
shrinks the sour lemon, your bosom rivals the sweet-
est pineapple for tenderness and color. Oh, Sefiora,
even though the city of Amsterdam may be as fait
as you told me yesterday, and the day before and
every day, the ground on which it rests is a thousand
times fairer. .

The knight uttered these last words with feigned

timidity and languorous squints at the big picture

suspended from Schnapper-Elle’s neck; Nosey
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her fainting spell, and she promptly plunged into 2
lively discourse in which all her spurious gentility
and genuine kindness of heart came to the fore.
With more circumstance than circumspection, she
told the sad story of how she herself had almost
fainted with horror when the canal boat brought
her to Amsterdam, a total stranger, and the rascal
carrying her trunk took her not to a respectable inn
but to a brazen bawdyhouse, as she had soon found
out by the heavy brandy-drinking and the immoral
propositions. And, as said before, she would have
actually fainted if she could have dared to close
her eyes for one instant in the six weeks she spent
in that suspicious house. . . .

“On account of my virtue,” she closed, “I
couldn’t dare it. And it all happened to me on ac-
count of my beauty. But virtue will last when beauty
has passed.”

Luckily—for Don Isaac was just about to launch
into a critical analysis of the details of this story—
squinty-eyed Aaron Hirschkuh of Homburg on the
Lahn came out of the house with a white napkin
in his teeth, and angtily complained that the soup
was long on the table and the guests were seated
and the hostess was missing. . . .

(The conclusion and the succeeding chapters have been lost
through no fault of the author’s.)
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