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; twenty-five years old . . . and lived in by whom? E
- your innkeeper said to me: 7 should I
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pitch of his voice, ironic and s
it.

“Eh?"

erious at once, softened the suddenness of

- . do you see the tops of them? If |
were writing a trave] journal, or a ‘Letter F rom Palestine’ of the kind
' that’s | I'd begin: ‘Our Jewish colonies: 2
rs through their stilj too few tree-

his when playing the
asm, but now it wag

He swallowed the bait. “Exactly! I'm talking about the tops of those

trees. How old would you say they were? Not more than twenty-five
years, I shouldn’t think. The oldest trees must remember . . yes,
twenty-five years ago there wag nothing hereatall . . nothing but sand
and dunes . . »

“But why do you keep coming back to the tops of them?”

“The tops, is it> Because they can see a long way. Perhaps they even

's even a grandeur about them. Do you re-
? Those magnificent

“Whereas here we live in self-imposed poverty. A village barely

a. Why, just today

€t my son grow old in this hole like
myself? I'd see him dead first . oy

A bird whose Hebrew name neither of us knew flew brilliantly by,
flashing green against the blue sky, and disappeared.

“But the sad thing about it,” he wene on in his secretive voice, which

was tinged not with irony at all now, but with a peculiar sort of earnest-
ness, “is what our treetops see, or should | say foresee, right around
them. Let’s say they can forget the great cities. Let’s say they can’t even
see them and needn’t compare them with our pitiful Jewish village.
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; Th still can’t help noticing their surroundings. And I tell you, my
They

heart g i is forced
ut to them my heart gOCS out to anythmg that is fi ;
rt goes O + 4w Y : ; .
ut forth branches before 1t has time to str ike root
to
“A prophecy?”

“Not even an editorial. Surely we've seen for ourselves.
“ ?,7 ,
fféflng‘zgafl‘he old ones, I mean, not those here. T}f“ﬁe th:;ltel;i:l(irﬁgt
B st i in to fall on .
i hine and their own rain : Ll
ey d;ig:;)—;vfn as—lé:ntt(iusrylold . . . and whose in]l;abltan;]s a&::ht p((:))tis A
e ; i ho . . . still taste the
i ir father’s table either . . . who . e
ﬂﬁs fromttihrf l:‘heir mouths . . . but who . . . well, th'ey mag/ tbc;t 5 S};
b Egypthemsclves ... oh, I'm sure of it: the)f are! . . h u rectane
begg’ars t the outcasts of the earth. When I think that those e
the)’dl'e m::d and always, always, the same wrteched Jews
are doomed . . . 3
- ’!'I
run . . . what misery! "
i sounded from the village. § . '
Thes Zlemr:)gugl?r:fw what else I wanted to say? He was ina t:lkzll)t;z;
Oiln “H(;?; more than anywhere (do you thlr'llfyt_l}?t‘fOIlll Oll.l:c:; }:V pack
we might rest for a while on that little ill) . . . hereofallplaces where
i i le, is most obvious . . . ' :
Olflrl:ugéstthgal;su:)? fr(l); ?i?:(?p. . which . . . whfch at nmeis It\lzlt:E ac(l;t;;ﬂ)}; \
oht eht was taking on direction, some meaning. If ofnt{lers' {,m o' )
t O‘Lg much back there about the sweet land of our fa d e
?ﬁ:tt’sel\:}?y new arrivals in this place are ?l“l::ys soy;l:f:ls;t; h.a l.f .now
i i a dream. To this day—it’s en a nd '
hk;: :z:f:nggeir:)lzse first moments out of my mind: so this is what ou

”

N

promised land is like!.. L Con
oment’s silence he went on: _ Lo
fz‘xl\flter : ": You say it’s just nerves?” (In fact I had said nothing )
erves: : -
“ aybe you'reright . . . ptitbr
“glll ,o?:r zlvayyback a while later, after the sun had set, we dse;t i
i sses an
i i covered with sparse gra a .
rest on the hill, which was et
ick, joi i s. As always our ¢
k, jointed prickly pear - e s
;"nore t?\lec ti)i]ng to tlz)e next. When it returned to the Sub,e(gdoféd_fobt
roc;n li) ir symptoms, however, my friend stretched out ong' ik
;
?:l! fr(t)ni of {ﬁm matched it with a second that was lwrappf:T hl:sm%y, el
l ’ isti ional tone. ,.
i teristically emotion _ e
to speak in an uncharac _ - oride |
::g;:; sonllne reason chose to tell me did not fo!low ;n an;/ ee Scmence); .
from what had come before. Indeed, it t_)egan wnlt-h zla g:vsxtrl Og\:,led o
that were hardly coherent at all; yet little by little i
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making sense—or S0, at least, he thoy
each time he paused in his tale-

“Don’t get up yet. .. Stay a while longer .

now . .. T'll get over this rambling too .
end . .
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i never awoke and that utterly b!otted
ol ;;efevflll‘;?r‘:l;f: ;?;r:leghing? Is it at my language or smely\\ .
e elSei‘n( ?akcn all this so scriously? Anyway, watch out for t a;\ »
at .my hav rgwil] you, before you get sruck..) g avén
e é that last destination, after which there was neither eh ;
“Ilrll Eilwloorve’ nor hate, beauty nor ugliness . . . and tt)hat l:;lll,t 3\,535 :;;e
oo, 1 come . . . beca
:nd St}lpid - lz‘izsc,(fr‘:lz r.le.v ?rS\Z;r:)tSigg , it wasn’t as if when .I deci‘ded
e ;v(cl)idn’t know all these . . . these shamefully trite thm%s
Ivocmet e ite and yet true!) . . . And I also already knew (after all,
(Sha"s]::’fil iL};ﬁ;‘ so long ago, was it?) that even though I knew them, I was
it wa

ght, for he kept encouraging m

- . You see, I'm over it
- - One gets over it all in the

A
\
)

2

“It was on my Way over here from New York.

: a
i 1 inst my own will to obey my own wi
“Funny, how I say ‘it was'— a5 though there were really an ‘it’ here | like all sentient bf:n\g?uforced ;Iglzn‘ls. ! l)ilke et Scmic.n:)lor nf)(;
Y e L I that terrible, insatiable voi /
“But in any case . . . in any case . . . ‘it was’ is the wrong way to | ... yes, like youﬁﬁ)(zi .u.m.ilt?hzoemngh.oTv.ﬁilf : [f; e ieserde- ol
begin. If I'm going to tell it in such a fashion I should probably say ‘there § that can never be filled uni "
were'—because this much is true: 5 number of things did happen, and | Knows . - oo ow Tofkilyoufbemet ipinglyoube il
perhaps the wholc point of it was . . . that in Some way they were “qu eight yea[r,sf! wih ;t e o bom v N(,:w
connected . . . even if for the most part I must say that [ didn’t under- listening?), and before S50, ol Ibofie e Hafs
stand them . . . but one never does when traveling with people . . York I worked in a sweaf " P;ands i s ol
that is, with people who are traveling . . . does one? » sewing them onto tens of thou

“It happened on my way over here.

“Thad decided to come ro Palestine. Why? What for? What did 1 think
might happen here? Thar's all beside the point.

i i i i lace or job!) The fact is
I can’t imagine a more disgusting p
ﬁltlrle IZII?:\; p:'If]ectly \%/ell that all those button}s1 coulid thtahr;ig nr:;atl;; :
i i ing it . . . thougha .
i d, to say nothing of filling it am
‘Iiem IZ\EIZiev?liét this V)\]/as not the fault of the buttons, and that x_f 2}5{:23 3
o;:;im I tried casting oranges picked in_tlrlx(e g;‘lovesi ogfo tth:h};;:?;ii Fart aalie
i oranges to pick when tere 2

g?gs’?é:iél?;\;ze\ﬁt‘}fz;]aria);‘thc Void of Fear, to call it by its proper
: Id not fill up any faster . . . N
naf‘nYet;t‘z(t)il;l ]ncoame rupnning here . . . because, you see, | v:]gfhi:::: :)r;
thrall to life ach, what foolishness! I mean to the poss e
life do(;lou understand? That is, to the hidden, veiled powci(r o u; : =

‘ i i to make o
inst our will and that sometimes manages our que

S ﬁsf: :eae%f)“;fm(:)st pleasant . . . Which meant tl_lat I couldn }t," dl(:;’; z,
want to free myself of the seemingly irrational d.esu.e for somet tl}r]leg trid; \
for different possibilities, other places . - whlclé is (l)lf :c::;ls; e
life pléys on us in order to stay attractive . . . So tkaown i
which was substantially no different from what was nb e ot
thor of Ecclesiastes, was one thing, and the course taken yhniyhad i
another that had nothing to do with what I lmekw d : ééb?ning s
;. with certain simple necessities: buttons, paychecks, dis

to it would emerge only in my last moments . . ifatall .
to say, that there was no sequel. And it wasn’t just the sequel: my life
until then made no sense to me either . . . nor did the rest of the world,
or what [ was doing in it, or what [ might h i

had I been somewhere else (look at that silvery-gold moon, how it quiv-
ers! What day of the Hebrew month s it today?)—¢o say nothing of
who had stuck me in it ro live on its earth and breathe beneath its sky, to

mind you, I'm not cold

springs returned and fee sad again with each d
me for sounding poetic!) But the strange part was this: there was abso-
lutely nothing I could do without thinking about that last destination
after which there was nothing . . . that had to come and of which I was
constantly aware . . | thar destination that was followed by an infinity
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newspapers, a pair of shoes here, the torments of sex there, every hour
of every day something else . . .

“Do you know what I sometimes think? Perhaps what kept quivering
inside me and impelling me all that time to come here was simply a
yearning for natural beauty (after all, I never got to sit on a hill like this
after a workday in New York), and also perhaps for a place to call my
own, which as a Jew was something I had never had from the day I was
born, not even under the marvelously sweet skies of my Ukraine with
its marvelous shiksas . . . who might sneak up on you while you were

| swimming in one of its marvelous rivers and throw your Jewish clothing
|into the marvelous water, ha ha! So that for all I know—but what do
' you think?—I may have been living all that time with the hope . . . of
| finding a foothold, any hold, in our picturesque ancestral corner of Asia,
' in which Bedouin, the great-grandchildren of Abraham the Hebrew,
. pitch their tents to this day and bring to the well real camels as once did
his bondsman Eliezer . . . and in which (which of course is more to the
point) third- and fourth-generation children of Polish-Jewish money-
lenders are learning to follow the plow . . . So that I thought that there
.. . I mean here . . . how does Moses put it? ‘Let me cross over and see
that goodly land, its fair mountains and the Lebanon’ . . .”
“Well, what do you think now? Did you find your foothold?”
At once, however, I felt it was wrong to have interrupted him. My
own voice sounded vulgar to me, a crude dissonance.

He absentmindedly plucked a doubled-edged blade of grass and
began to roll it between his fingers.

3.

“I was telling you about . . . leaving New York.

“I'suppose you know that I didn’t travel directly. There were a num-
ber of detours on the way. I spent a few days in London; I also made a
side trip to Berlin, taking the train from Antwerp. 1 traveled fourth
class, which was uncommonly crowded, and my state of mind at the
time, if [ remember it correctly, was uncommonly depressed too.

“This depression had accompanied me from London. It wasn’t caused
by the Jewish ghetto there, although that can be depressing enough . . .
but then I myself was coming from East Broadway and was hardly
pampered in this respect. No, what depressed me was a specific incident
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= hich had I read about in the newspaper I would have soon forgotten,
W

i

i) t which instead. 1 -hanpened to witness with my own €yes . .
u

. and at

rime when my’ nervesAvere not in the best of shape . . .
a / Nerve;

«] et me tell you about it. In the flo

.crowded, ground-floor common room

from Bialystok, who was sleeping in

phouse in which ] was staying in a
there was a new arrival, a Jew
a garret upstairs. His history was

kmown to all of us: he had arrived in England with a large family, which

having neither sufficient funds nor sponsors in the co

untry was refused

rmission to land. When the ship docked in Liverpool he managed, by

some Jewish ruse, to smuggle himse
aboard ship and was sent

If ashore, but his family remained

back to Germany in the end. This Jew was a

C

b
(he was a smith, and a Jew doesn’t h

ave a ghost of a chance of finding

metalwork in London) he joked and clowned all the time like a boy. He

had us in stitches with

his antics and his stories of how he had illegally

tten out of Russia and into England. This didn’t last long, though. By

his second week the wisecracks had. c
and one night, after hearing that his
upsto his tiny room,
Jay down. He was fo

perfect. o
“Well, you can imagine for

ith so litt :
and day, by land and by sea, wntst::te of total apathy, without a single

times I spent hours at a time in a
feeling or thought, an apathy that

hought would pier :
e el e e t‘2‘(:‘otrllos‘ll§)re to shore . . . hehas reached his

melting there like an icicle:

ome to an end. He grew very quiet,
family had been deported, he went

shut all the windows, turned on the gas stove, %ndt
und in the morning in a state of perfect rest. Bu 1\

yourself . . . I had been traveling night

le to eat and drink that some-

could only belong to a life already
ce my brain before

shore and I?). Yes, you can imagine the state I was inrfwhcl:n,‘ afitic;:
severai aays like this, by the end of which I had grown perfectly

ferent ;o the base physical parto
railway car by mistake—it was a
a Jewish family sitting in one corne

scattered over the floor. It consisted of a mother, i
_seven whose dress and appearance I need hardly

thirty-six or .
to you; her younger sister, a

but passive, lusterless eyes and a body thats

although it was actually thin; and

not have been more than eleven . ¢

packages and bundles were more th

f me and its ordeal, 1 entered the wrong
few stations before Berlin—and fqund
r by the door with all its possessions

2 woman of about

lady of about twenty with not unattractive

eemed gross and awkward
five girls, the eldest of whom could

an I could count; the largest of them,

. yes, seven people in all. Their -
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it appeared, had been divided up so that everyone could carry his share
of the load. A loaf of white bread that had been picked apart by some-
body’s fingers protruded from one end of an unbuttoned pillowcase.

“ ‘Look, Mama, a Jew!’ cried the eldest child in Yiddish when she saw
me.

“‘Ja, eine Jud-d-de, echoed the Germans in the car with a peculiar
intensity, the tripled consonant sounding like both a groan and a laugh
at once.

“The mother, however, did not seem happy to see me. Indeed, she
had already reached the stage where even the possibility of such an
emotion no longer existed. A Jew? Fine, a Jew. What more could the
non-Jews do to her? Soon she would be in Berlin; of what use would
another poor Jew be to her there? She didn’t even bother answering
when I asked her where she came from.

“ ‘Brest-Litovsk,’ her oldest daughter answered for her.

“ ‘Not Bialystok?’ I asked.

“ ‘Who said anything about Bialystok?’ exclaimed the girl in an irri-
table singsong, whose unmistakably pungent Lithuanian accent was like
a parody of adult speech.

“But I had already gone too far in my fantasy that this was the same N
family that had been turned back from English shores (and whose father
had arrived at the one true shore) to abandon it now. The fact that the
cities weren't the same, that this family was traveling with an aunt
whereas the other one wasn’t, made no impression on me. An embar-
rassed, ambiguous pity—is there any pity worse than that?>—welled up
for them inside me.

“ ‘I didn’t mean to ask what part of Russia you came from. I meant
where are you coming from now.’

“ ‘But where are you coming from?’

“ ‘From London.’

“ ‘I'm from Yondon too,” beamed one of the smaller children from
over the top of a bundle, while the sunny eyes of her eleven-year-old
sister (because her eyes did have sunshine in them, that I must tell you,
although it was sunshine that you didn’t see at first, that you only
noticed later) appraised me less harshly. You're laughing? But I tell you,
she was as pretty as white satin. And what wild, lustrous hair! I'm sure
that no one had washed it or combed it for weeks . . .

“ ‘From Yondon,’ said the younger one again.

“As if I hadn’t known all along!

“So that now, neither the fact, which I soon discovered, that the

" ent€
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_por that the reason for her

an had been a widow for years . .

J - . . . n L
"'?fﬁomrtation was not insufficient funds but a chronic eye conditio

h er wa 1 Id not
npor ha €r 1 S mmed back because a smgle,lwoman (.:Oll

’ : E:lglal'l(sil:lty hCrSCIf . . . none of this made the SllghtCSt dlfference.
T

i ily! At once I hurried to
. it was the same family!
e 1 felt almost enslg_yed to

ve them. That’s nerves

'nd . . -
x—;},nm;)y bag from the car I had been sitting in.
thcn% as though it were somehow my duty to ser

T Y ) .
fm:‘};\()::t‘:ry Jewish case of them,” I said sympathetically.

4.

Thé fourth-day sickle moon hung high above the little }CIOIE'Y;{ \.a;htl::r;e
of suns hile we still sat on the hill, 1ts ,
ot back. At first, after sunset, w g
i i d more and more golden with the g
L e iliant first star that was followed by
il to its right appeared a brilliant first star t
(tit‘ll;fx{sgﬁds of others all over the sky. The higher it rose, though, the
he golden moon paled.
m-c%/getr:é%;ed the main street. My friend’s one bootdno lor;lgel:i ds;lgtle;g
i i i darkness and was holdi
his foot; he had taken it off in the .
gi(;r?xariz. oThe sickle moon had widened and tumed' to .SIIVCIH‘ nl:),r;g
quicksilver, to silvery darts dipped in frozen smol;cfz. ?Lm hil}],tz hlnlct fv 5
ithi ‘ g 1d in itself. Throu -
thin the colony’s houses, each a worl . Th ut
:;w;:he inhabits}l’nts could be seen spinning the daily cloth of their lives.
Ay companion grew agitated. . ' '
fylY}:isc (’)’n}]lz said a%most in a whisper. “You were rlght.. Jewish nerves!
What a people . . . and yet it can get usec? to anything. In fa;‘:t’ 1t; \
happiest in the ghetto. 1 don’t mean that lltel"fl“}” RN altho’lligk 13‘ 2
cell']tain sense . . . outside of the ghetto it simply isn’t at hqme. Ta te0 =
peace here, this serenity, this beauty. Of course, no one 15 going fgfer |
rich from it. But if only one knew how to liveas a human being, tof su -
what human beings must and tolive . . . this ,would be Fhe place for it!
“Despite what your treetops see?” I couldn’t help asking. -
“Ah. them . . .” He stifled a sigh. “That’s true. Butstill . . . if only

. I mean really capable of making something of this

we were capable . . ose who put their

place. Because all places anywhere belong only to th

» - L/ ”
lives into them. Which isnttosay . . . . . A
There was a long silence, after which he continued irrelevantly:
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“You were talking about that family. How many there must be like it
in port cities all over the world. So many stray sheep . . . or blind
horses . . . all of them. Still, I would like to know where it is now and
how it is faring. And the most curious part of it—are you listening?—
was that to begin with they didn’t trust me one bit. I remember it
perfectly: a few minutes after we had introduced ourselves I produced
the remainder of a Dutch cheese from my bag and began to eat it in front
of them so as to be able to offer it to the children—and their mother
wouldn’t allow them to touch it! Well, I thought, she’s standing on
ceremony, so I took from my pocket some small, Belgian copper coins
that had holes in the middle of them, strung them like pendants, and
began handing them out to the children, in order to rid them, as I saw
it, of their apathy. (I suppose I must have imagined that the whole world
was drowning in apathy.) ‘I really don’t need them . . .’ I apologized to
the mother. She looked at me as at some kind of profligate and said, ‘If
you don’t need them, what makes you think that we do?’ But the final
blow was that when we finally reached Berlin—it was already evening
—and [ tried helping them with some of the bundles, which despite
their small size were twice as large as the children who were carrying
them, they, the children, began to scream for their mama. -

“ ‘Watch out for him!” the woman shrilled morosely at her sister.

“Luckily for me, though, something soon happened which proved to
her that even if I wasn’t entirely in possession of my senses (in fact I was
anything but) I was at least not a professional crook. At one point we
had to pass through a narrow gate where one surrendered one’s ticket to
aninspector. Since [ was unencumbered by luggage I had already passed
quickly through ahead of them when I heard her wailing behind me:

“ ‘God help me! I gave him all our tickets! What will become of us
now?”

“ ‘Weren’t you continuing on to Russia?’ I asked.

“ ‘Keep an eye on our things!" she called to her children without
answering me. )

“She ran to demand her tickets back from the inspector, who had no
idea what she wanted and didn’t reply. A crowd began to form in a circle
around them. A Prussian policeman appeared. The shouting woman
became more and more frantic, until even my intervention seemed prov-
idential to her.

“ ‘Where were you bound for? For what destination were your tick-
ets?’

“ ‘For Vienna! The tickets were for Vienna. I gave them to him . . .

"".i'dlou
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ght they must realize . . . that they would let us goon ... my

Idone ...
Go(:, w;:;::::]’n‘zi the inspector and tried out every German ]esson that I
" ap

g ever taken on him. I had no idea whether he was being polite or curt
had eve

?
1 1 woman s
ith me but in the end I did manage to CStabllSh that the
wit )

: ly for Berlin. o
m}fm‘;egzgo:\?s&?l)l’ler? It turned out that she had managed while in

i i lin from some Jewish charity (she

B k(\)brt a‘:sigzzisrcll‘;eitft: Efe lx:ecommendation fr(?m a rel.atxvc of
had bad ?ne‘:)nt official with another charitable organization in Jeru-
ol Pli:)if:;: had stood her in good stead), as well as a written r(;qu;:st
e charity in Berlin to pay her fare the rest 9f the way. xl\d s;
i Slg:te;ull confident that she was now a celebrity w'ho wou .
nmrecognvete" d }lil along her route, she had surrendered her tickets like the

f lZse~—21lmtil hegr sister pointed out that without them they coxlllld :::
res:':l fllllrther and she threw herself on the inspector. I tell you, she
?l:: incarnation of the Wafldering Jew!”

“And of nerves,” I putin.

' d said: . -
5I[;::ll"ltgt};fi‘lilli‘Itlhat all this didn’t have its bizarre psychological effects

on me either. After 1 had accompanied her the next day :? thlle c(l;:::z tir;

_ Berlin I spoke to the secretary there, a Teutonic Jew, perte ye il

i my German was impeccable!—but a strang i

;cltilc:i‘;tmr(:nning through the soles of my fe.et andll foutr}ioum}}; =
- composing little vignettes in my head, from which I felt as g

brain had been surgically removed, such as the following:

Mein Herr! This unfortunate woman set

“I: (Introducing her) h her husband and five children . . .

out for London wit
“He: (Turning to face me) Was? With her husband? But it says
" here that she is a widow!

7 i lyisa
mein Herr, a widow! She really
husband, her husband . . . (Th?.
lling me to lower my voice)
1 mustn’t be caused any

“I. (Pleading) Yes, a widow,
widow now, because her
woman treads on my toes, Compe

r sou
.. You understand, the poor s =
more pain . . . butin hersituation . . - her husband

: e g my
_ .. (She pokes me in the ribs, increasing
Zf)z:xcfk\l:;?oi;o.ré | m(ean tﬁg father of these orphans died in the

wilderness . . . thatis, in London . . .
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“He: (Losing Patience with me, the devious Russian Jew) Was
schwatzen Sie 502

“I: (Stubbornly, secretly desiring to punch his nose, as I
generally desire to do when addressing important people)
Mein Herr, these are the five biblical daughters of Zelophhad!

“She: (Beginning to scream at the top of her voice) You mustn’t
believe him, your Grace, you mustn’t believe 3 word of it!
This man who says he wants to help me is mad. I've beena
widow for the past five years. A widow! My husband passed
away in Brisk. In Brisk! Here, read this letter . . .»

This imaginary dialogue might have gone on and on had I not put an

end to it with a gesture of my hand that brought him, the narrator, back
to his story.

<)

t;

Present too—not exactly my idea of great fun! But it snowed every day
‘there . . . yes, real snow . . . and I tell you . . . if T weren’t afraid of
~exaggerating I would say that I can stil) smell that snow to this day. I
‘had eight whole days to myself there!) . . . Where was 1> Ah yes, 1
didn’t see her in Berlin anymore. Just imagine how I felt, then, when no
sooner had I boarded the ship in Trieste than my eyes fell on all those
little packages and bund]es! Next to them was my family, which had
decided to visit its relative jn Jerusalem.

“I could tell you things that happened on that trip,

» Judging by the looks of
him—he had those slanting, typically Oriental eyes that glisten like the

skin of some wet, dark reptile—an apprentice rabbinical emissary or
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fund raiser of some sort. He was returning to Palestine from Europe and

" appea

1 i : 1 idn’t see that woman
.. and yet that isn’t what . . . listen: if you didn't se

red to be out of sorts, no doubt because business had gone poorly

i ich were not her best feature, and her blistel.‘ed
‘Y“h l;fer :(l)](ftllllrlr(:i,seg:c,ev‘;)t;lti:fleen which had turned black from rot, lying
llpsixtr bundles in her white jaguette that was too big for her. frail boc%y
Ond Eer kerchief, under which she forgot to tuck bacl.( the wisps of thin
hai that occasionally escaped from it, looking like a sick cat w1th'all her
ol ing children crowding around her in their variously colored‘rags
S;;rtvhagn’t been parted from their bodies in weeks‘. . . well, you mlssEd
; heartrending sight. Add to that the fregzing r;lg;t:t otutfgzﬁzso(;lf :hee

e ship, the dry bread that was their sole di t, .
ga::i(l::){rg,f ctltlle abuf;e of theyother passengers, to say nothing of Ztl" furft?l::;
adventures—I don’t mind admitting to you that the splendors o

. Mediterranean were not exactly foremost in my mind . . .

i ' vas i ially eccentric
“ orning we docked in Jaffa T was in an especia
moo'I(‘ih?TIl?e nighgt before that, which was the last of mlllr (\ifoyage, ]:VZ l;;(:
. ho had embarke
been joined by a new passenger, a young man w | emb
rz\r:i(])us day izll Port Said. This youngman . . . are you listening? Ha}\:;
gou ever paid attention to the faces of some of our k[))’redator);Je\:;so;\é o
i etic,
t the cities of the Orient . . . [ mean those cocky, energ
:ﬁl;: with their oily black hair and their sharp little mustaches tha: kcurl
up at the edges? Have you noticed how they prowl when the%f ;va s a:
though stalking prey? I tell you, I can spot at 211 gliincx; \'Nh;fh 0 I: gghar
1 ma —
ly pickpockets and sharks, and which also eal in hu
;Irlgzz sf))on l:s the person in question boarded tht? ship (I assure you, ;n
agreeable, pleasant fellow to look at!) and ran hjs eyes softly overlt e
oldest daughter of the family, I knew in exactly which category to place
i i i inding me of
“That whole oppressive night this newcomer kept reminding

~ an episode that had taken place the day before. What was so oppressive

it? ou seé, it was . . . or rather, I should say . . . yes, I
::‘nl;:nlger‘:‘;i]ll”o);t Said the deck space was filled by groups of Egy]tJ::ir;
pilgrims on their way to Mecca, so that there. was not even rO(:m e
anymore, let alone lie down. There was a tension in the au)‘, X;lt oegS 5
with it an odd feeling, a kind of czlllrett':'oee?iss . . . what: yes,

isode! Wait a bit and I'll tell you all about it. .
cpf‘sl(;dhca:p‘;?n:l ti)n Alexandria.yThat was as far as our ship well)(;. ll;;‘;);'(rjl
there we had to take the train to Port Said, whcn:e we wou
another steamer for Jaffa that belonged to the same line.



St()]y sll("t th]l we WCICS y,
) 0

more Ythan the worth of the luggage itself.
ou can trust wh I sai 1 i
at he says!’ said another, assertive voice that be-

Zionis

= th;st therll(. Lots of people are headed there these days. I'm a Zionist
5 makes us brothers. Here, [ can show you letters b

me, what’s new in Russja>’ o

“I har{dly need tell you that that was al] we needed to hear. Atonce | |

tcsiiss, :tn :ih:tv?li]:i womefn with their shawls, nose rings, and breathing
i all the rest of that Orienta) clutter. N P i
Hie e e 1 - INear the railway station
. ght up with us and asked us f; i
e . . s for half-a-fran
['vet ;;;r, f(()ir foug' francs all in all—‘which includes the customscr:J}: 1:;:;
€ady paid for you.’ Unlike the woman—my head was spinning

towar i
g fgrei\tfigllr-lgt.u Al} th;t we needed was to have to wait a week in Port
eturn! Whereas now though
: we were four f;
- here » thoug rancs poorer
b :ttr]:?,ft ;;'rxve}clj l‘;l ;n(rile - - . In fact, there was stil] ha]f—an-hom:
S scheduled to |
sty eave. We could thank our lucky stars
“‘Do
ou know i i i

By sy ufhat the tickets to Port Said cost?’ asked the man

oon as the ticket office opens, we'll find out.’ .

i

NERVES 4

~« ] hope you'll be able to fight your way through the crowd. You do
3 have Egyptian money, don’t you?’ ;

"« ‘No. Only Austrian.’
« ‘But it is at least gold?’

© «No.’ Our faces fell. ‘Silver.’

“ ‘What do you propose to do then? You'll have to change it for gold.
Look, here comes your Zionist, why don’t you ask him. Perhaps he can
offer some advice.’

“ ‘Our Zionist,’ that is, the bellhop, seemed surprised to see us. As
far as our plight was concerned, however, he would be only too glad to
help. If we gave him the money, he would even purchase the tickets
himself. How many of them did we say we needed: eight?

“By now the ticket office had opened and was besieged by a throng of
people, some wishing to board the next train, some later ones, who stood
on each other’s feet and even shoulders. Without counting the money
that I gave him—all told, some sixty or seventy Austrian crowns—our
benefactor quickly took it and headed for the ticket window. Prompted
by the woman, I followed closely behind. While we waited he began to
perform some complicated calculation in Egyptian money that turned

into such a confusion of pounds, guineas, and piastres that my tired
brain could not possibly absorb it, while continuing at the same time to
warn me of the danger of swindlers and showing me a letter from Cairo
that was, he claimed, an invitation to speak before the Zionist associa-
tion there . . . only this letter, when I read it, turned out to be another
sort of document entirely, sent to somebody else three years before! I
could feel my heart sink and my knees begin to shake, but I forbad
myself to lose faith in the man—who for his part now developed such
confidence that he began to tell me about a trip he had once taken with
Herzl to Uganda . . .

“ ‘But how can that be?’ I asked. ‘Since when was Herzl ever in
Uganda?’

“ ‘Believe me,” he insisted, ‘he was there.’

“We were already close to the black ticket seller. Everyone was push-
ing and shoving, but the bellhop somehow managed to elbow them all
out of the way (including the apprentice emissary from Safed, who was
himself engaged in a fracas with some Egyptian women), and began to
talk through the window in French. ‘La course . . . la course . . .’ 1 could
hear him say. Yet the ticket seller for some reason handed the money
back to him, so that, making an annoyed face, he said:

“ T'm afraid we'll have to run and change it.’
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Aepart, our offended Zionist stuck his head int.o the. car. qu C(.)ul(:i we
 have run out on him like this without even paying him for his pains:
] ha“"e‘Haven’t you cheated us enough?’ I asked. I honestly could not
. un‘(‘i?\r;’t}i‘;‘:'elrlx\l;ld he launched into a harangue on Egyptian currency
ar tes, all t.h‘e time swearing with an injured t.expression th-at he hadn’t
::ken’ a penny for himself. If we were determined to exploit hlm, how-
ever, he was helpless to prevent it.

“ “Thief! Chiseler! Crook!” screamed the woman. ’

“ ‘Listen to her! That’s what comes of doing favors for ]ew§.

“The train began to move. He leaped from the car and vam-shcd. .

“I made up the loss from my own ppcket, of cours?-—but it W%IS‘I;I tit
that grieved me. I gritted my teeth with a feelnng of impotence. er;:
was a dry, bad taste in my mouth. When the chxl.dren began to mutilc ,
their stale bread I had to turn my face to the window. The sun bea
down outside. It was summer in the rqonth of Janqary. Eg)lfst $ 5
Egypt and Canaan . . . Sheaves were being gathered in the fie ; : d
‘And lo, my sheaf arose and stood upright, anfi your sheaves gat ere
round it and bowed down to my sheaf’ . . . Cairo!

#6 Yosef Chaim Brenner

“Perhaps it was a display of pan-Semitic goodwill on the ticket seller’s
part that he now pointed at the bellhop and said in English to the
emissary, who stood in line behind us, ‘No good’—but there was no time
for me to digest all this, because I was already running after our Zionist
as fast as I could. The Russian woman’s sister, seeing me run, began to
run on her clumsy legs too. The woman herself began to scream . . . by
which point, however, the bellhop was already in the streets of the town
with me hot on his heels in pursuit. The strangest part of it was that
¥ even now my addled brain refused to admit that our money was actuall
i in danger! As swift as a leopard he bounded up the steps of banks, none
I of which seemed able to help him, ran back down them again, and cut
I across streets and alleyways, while I followed him with the last of my
b strength, for I was on the brink of exhaustion and a good deal weaker
than he. In the corridor of one bank—it seemed to surface from nowhere
like an underground creature’s—I caught sight of the profile of that same °
young man who was later to join us on the ship from Port Said.

Suddenly the bellhop stopped running.

“ ‘Keep going!” I said. ‘We'll miss our train!’

“ ‘Don’t worry,” he answered. ‘I promise you that you won't.’

6.

e

“ ‘Hurry! Hurry! Only ten minutes to go!’

“The ticket seller now informed me, however, that the money I had
received from the moneychanger was twenty-one-and-a-half francs
short of the sum needed to buy the eight tickets.

“ ‘What?' I protested, waving my arms. ‘I was told in so many words
that I would even get change in return!’

“The ticket seller waved his arms back. ‘I told you the man was no

ood.’
¢ “When I finally held the tickets in my hand, the family and its bundles
were still spread all over the waiting room of the station, Good lord,
only five minutes left! They were not minutes for weak hearts, believe
me. But the crowning touch was that just as the train was about to

“In Cairo—where you had to change trains by means of various strange
and endless under- and overpasses while so many porters clung tohy(l)(u
atonce and begged to be given your bags that'you were forced tohs ake
them off like flies, crying ‘No, no, no!” all the time until you were 'oarsIe
in the throat—1I caught sight of that .undcrgroun.d creature aﬁam.' |;
carrying five packages and two small girls, and theu: mother, who wit
the rest of the family and the bundles was not far behind me, wert: E;{llng
to find our train. Which of the many around us was the right one: elre
seemed to be no one whom one could possiply.ask . . . when suddenly
we heard a voice politely declare—and in Yiddish: ’

“ ‘Not that one! The one on that track over there. . .

“Like a true gentleman he helped the woman’s sister into the car,
where she found seats for us all; then he rose and excused hu.nself, saying
that he had business elsewhere in another part of the train. YVerehwg
aware, by the way, that he had been with us since Alexandna.. He ha
Spent several weeks there. Originally he was from Buenos Aires . . .
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did we know that in Spanish the words meant . . . what? Someone had
tried to rob us? You couldn’t be too careful of such people. On the other
hand, there was no certainty that it was a deliberate swindle. Currencies

in Egypt were a nightmare and the difference between silver and gold

was indeed great. What did we propose to do, though, in Port Said?

“ ‘What do you mean, do? Our tickets are good for Jaffa.’

“He knew that. But Port Said was not exactly a port. You had to be
rowed out to the ship in lighters, for which the Arabs fleeced you but
good. For us and our belongings they would probably ask three francs
apiece, perhaps even four. He himself had already suggested to the
young lady . . . who hadn’t objected . . . if we wished, he would be
happy to be of service. He would take only twelve—no, ten francs—for
the lot of us. This wasn’t his first trip and he had connections . . . was
it agreed? He would even include in the price the cost of bringing our
things from the train station to the shore. :

“ ‘No thank you!’ 1 interrupted him in a fury as soon as I heard the
word ‘shore.’

“‘Noisno . . . but 'm afraid you'll regret it . . .’
“The prospect was not encouraging. Worse yet, the fear crossed my
mind that perhaps our ship had already sailed . . . in which case we

were lost. Yet in the depths of my despair I made up my mind to trust

no one any further, and upon our arrival in Port Said to carry our bags

to the ship by ourselves. Of course Port Said had a port—why should

anyone need lighters? As for missing the boat, either we did or we didn’t
- if only the children would stop crying . . .

“But why bore you, old man, with my psychology? Port Said had no
port after all, and one did need lighters to get to the ship, to say nothing
of the distance from the train station to the shore, which was.no small

vtrek . . . in the middle of which—are you ready for a fairy tale?—we
~encountered a man whose name I never learned (I imagine he can still be
-found there), a hotel employee too, who exclaimed that it was beyond
“him how anyone with God in his heart could pass us by and not offer to
help. At first we didn’t believe him either, but he simply grabbed our
things . . . yes, grabbed them by force . . . and put them and the chil-
dren into his hotel cart. ‘From poor Jews like yourselves 1 won't take a
penny more than three francs for everything, including the lighters . . .’

“The water was clear and calm, the sun shone down, and it was
Pleasant to row out in the lighter. The children’s spirits revived. Our
guide did not leave our side and argued all the way out to the ship with

the Arab boatmen, who accused him of taking money from us in order
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; r‘ to hold down their wages, while he in turn complained that they had no
" God in their hearts . . .

“At last he saw us safely aboard ship—and then, once and for all to

. silence the Arabs, who still insisted that he was secretly in our pay, he .

reached into his pocket and paid the three francs himself. An impmba'ble '
story? I told you it was. But nonetheless true. Perhaps he was doing

nance for something that day . . . who knows . . .

“ ‘] only wanted to do’—so he said—‘my human duty.’

“The woman, for her part, kept repeating over and over:

“ “The man was an angel from heaven . . . anangel from h.eaven § @ 8

“I myself, once I had regained my composure, fetched a bit of water,
washed the sweat from my hands and face, peeled myself an orange,
took a piece of bread to go with it, and made a brave attempt to eat. (Not

)

_ that T was hungry, although I hadn’t tasted a single thing all day.) Yet

with the first bite I took T was overcome with dread all over again at the
contrast between the two men whom we had met by accident that day,
the dread of the contrast between ‘no good’ and ‘good’ . . . No, I don’t
mean good and evil in relation to me or the effect it had on me, or on
that wreck qf a woman with her five children who was the symbol of
Jewish homelessness and misfortune . .. WhatImeanis . . . good and
evil, and all that they imply, in themselves . . . Good and evil as two
different worlds, two essences . . . with an infinite abyss l%egween
them. Good lord, how infinite it was! And how tragic human life was,

" how hard, how hard it was to live!

“The slice of bread stuck in my throat and the tears began to come
nonstop. They were hysterical, those tears, yet at the same time quiet
and unobtrusive. Some Christian Arabs, on their way to the Holy Sep-
ulchre, stared at me with the knowledge that I was a sufferer in life, and
that Allah had not been kind tome . . . o

“Simultaneously, the new passenger who had jpined us in Cairo was
busy telling the Russian woman’s sister some ridiculous tale about llfe
in Buenos Aires, followed by another concerning the sultan’s harem in.
Constantinople, to which she listened with mixed fear and delight.”

7.

“Where was I> Yes; in the harbor in Jaffa, and in my eccentric mood.
“The peculiar thing about this mood was that it was in a sense the
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opposite of what is said to happen to people who are on the verge of
disaster or even death itself. Before death or disaster, so I've been told, |
one’s whole life passes regretfully before one: if only one had it to live
over again, how differently one would live it! Whereas my own state

was the contrary: suddenly I was filled with an enormous love for every-

thing that had ever happened to me, with an especially great, perfectly

satisfied love for the events of the past several weeks—and with an
almost ecstatic sense of expectation for what lay ahead. I was about to
land in the promised land, after which nothing else mattered . . . after
which everything would take care of itself. It was necessary only to set
foot there . . . which I would do today, or at the latest, tomorrow.
There was Jaffa in plain sight . . . what joy! On the first- and second-
class decks the passengers were already staring through their binoculars

at the majestic veil of gray haze that hung over the mountains of Judea

in the distance.

“Incidentally, I forgot to mention that I myself was not planning to
disembark in Jaffa at all. On the advice of a friend from New York, who
had been here some three years before, I had decided to spend time first
in the Galilee, and only later in Judea, and so had bought a ticket for
Beirut . . . none of which prevented me, however, from experiencing
all the emotions that would have been appropriate had I been about to
land now.

“ ‘It seems strange that we should have come all this way together and
now must leave ship separately,’ said the Russian woman’s oldest daugh-
ter to me with all the intimacy of an eleven-year-old child. How endear-

 ing her Lithuanian accent had become to me with its confusion of “sh”
|and “s”! To this day I am sure that if my desire to take her in my arms,
'to hold her there and kiss her a thousand times, had not been so power-
ful, and—so it seemed to me—so obvious at the time, I would have

gone ahead and done it. But my blood was on fire . . . and so I slaked
| my thirst by patting the cheek of her nine-year-old sister instead. Life is
' sometimes like that, you know. The other three girls, starting with the
gl one who had told me on the train that she was from ‘Yondon,” were
| eight, seven, and six years old respectively. The woman had been a
[ widow for exactly five years!

“ ‘Wait, it’s far from certain that our ship will be allowed to dock in
Jaffa,” cautioned the rabbinical emissary, who—in spite of his long ear
curls, his even longer black gown, and the round fur hat of extreme
Orthodoxy on his head—had gotten to know us well enough to lay aside
his monkish exterior and reveal himself as a jolly fellow who spent hours

- rocky and can’t be safely entered in a storm—

. no papers are necessary ata
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ssiping with the women and grew so friendly with the traveler from ),
go |

¥ Buenos Aires that he even traded dirty jokes with him.

i inian. ‘ in Jaffa is
« ‘Nonsense,’ said the Argentinian. ‘It’s true that the port in |
but the sea is calm today.

If you want to worry, you'd do better to worry about the fact that our

ian passengers don’t have an entry visa. ‘
R‘f‘ss‘i;utgvhy,’ginquired the emissary, ‘should I worry ab()llllt that? -
« ‘Why? Surely you’re not so foolish as Fhey to believe the ru,mo
. 1l anymore, neither a tazkara nor— .
« ‘But I myself am a Turkish subject!’ declared the astonished appren-

3 -
e fund-raiser. ‘What is there for me to fear. '
tlc‘(fAl:xd while talking he reached a hand into his pocket and brought out

some documents to prove his point.

«The Russian woman rushed agitatedly over to me. Did I hear what

. they were saying? She would not be allowed to land . . .

“In the meantime we were requested to assemble for a mefhcal mlslpec-
tion. The devil knew what it was for—some sort of quarantine perhaps,

ther new rule . . . .
or‘(‘) ‘(§tr1 my God,’ shuddered the woman. ‘What will happen when they

)’ .
Se%"r;ll}xleei):ssl;ection, however, turned out to be a lark. The whole busi-
ness was carried out so comically, with such a disregard for the fr{;](?:lt1
elementary appearances, and seemed such a .mockery. of pro(;i)cr o (3)0
procedure (the doctor, who had been up a-ll night playing cards, \x{?s o0
Ik the entire length of the line ::ind dcontt-entcd hlr(r:rs: ! e\;f(l)tr "

lance at three or four of the hundreds of passeng
;Sﬁ:ﬁ;?e%uming to his cabin) that hopes lciou}d nf:rt1 :llillatt(;;e aroused

i ing regulations were equally unco L

th?‘tszutﬂ(;fh;lax::lt}g!e egnliire family had descended into a lighter that
carried them toward shore until their last shoutftd farewell coluld no
longer be heard and I was left by myself on deck with sunl?eams g anﬁtng
all around me off the eternally breaking waves (I won't denybwf atnsl
true!) and Jaffa beckoning in the distance gand .how pretty it i<::an - roat
a distance!), its rooftops climbing and falling lnlfe the steps of somc:hgrbert
parapet, I felt—Lswear to you I did!—whisperings of glory in myu ear .
How could it even have occurred to me that they might not be al ox;e .
off the ship, that Jews might possibly be turned away from the lan. : :n
Judea? I don’t mean to say of course that.l wasn't perfectly aware € -
then of all the painful falsehood in this §hchc (what on> earth cti)o wIc il” *
the land of Judea really have to do with each other?) . . . but

lazy even to wa
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happy, I was wrapped in the gossamer threads of a dream the likes of |

which have never touched me a second time before or since . . . And |
was forced to acknowledge once again that ancient truth that even
though one ‘knows’ that all things are equally unimportant and ulti-
mately even the same, one cannot, as long as one lives and breathes,
" ignore the differences between one man and another, one place and
another, one life and another, and one human condition and another
. . . and that despite my intellectual awareness, I could not help feelin
different emotions at different times that might be worlds apart from
each other, that might sometimes be of the simplest, most humanly

universal variety, and at others of the most mysteriously bizarre . . . -

because I tell you, there are mysterious combinations of circumstances
in this life, my friend . . .” ’

A bareheaded adolescent girl stepped out of one of the houses in the
colony and crossed the narrow street, humming to a popular Arab mel-
ody the words of a Hebrew “folk song” written by a poet in Europe:

Pretty golden bird, fly far away
Find me a busband for my wedding day.

From a courtyard opposite a voice that could have been either a man’s
or a woman’s shouted in a mixture of Arabic and Yiddish through the
night air: “Rukb, rukh min bon! S’tezikh tsugetsheppet?” The little colony’s
large synagogue looked down on us with its broad but dark windows,
Beneath them some local citizens stood discussing their affairs. “It’s time
- I'fired Ahmed,” one of them said. “I've never seen such a thief in my
' life.” This sentiment followed us until we neared a ditch by the side of
| the street from which suddenly appeared the silhouettes of two young
. pioneers, one dressed in a costume of dark cloth, the other wearing a
blouse, torn linen pants, and no shoes. From somewhere came the
words, “Innkeeper, here’s seven piastres,” from the ditch the refrain of
a comic song about two Zionists. The notes quivered until interrupted
by a soft Polish-Jewish voice that said: “Tomorrow it will be exactly
four months since I arrived in this country.” “And how many months
will it be since you've been out of work?” laughed a second voice that
was Russian by its accent and that, we now saw, belonged to the pioneer
of radical mien, who appeared to be enjoying his own joke immensely.
The evening was still not through.

. ino
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8.

r was my friend’s story.
2 N(;{is happiness lasted for all of two hours.

that.
- Atany rate, no more than ' -
“Whe)rjl the lighters returned, the woman and her five children we

e of them. The boatmen, annoyed at having to row ttll:m bactk
ain, angrily threw their belongings, which by now were soa mlg v;flee (i
a%rer t,he deck. All five girls began to cry out loud. The woma(r; as
Out at them savagely and said nothing. It was too awful for words. sh
° “Worse yet: the woman’s sister had already entered the country: 0 g
too had no papers of course, but the traveler from Buenos Aires ha
how managed to get : |
S(())miic(idy and %he customs house had been in sucl.l an uproar, thalt tlllley
;a((il not re’membered until it was too late that th;ellr purse lwfxtth :}tlh(tm(:x:.
1 eft wi :
was in her possession. Now she, the mother, was i : :
::I:r):.e ¥{er sister waEZshore and she had been brought back in the lighter.

tty predicament! . ‘ '
AE‘::’thpnow? What could she possibly do? Where was she going to

> .

0:‘The sky had fallen on her. The ship gave a lurch :‘md set sa;l for
Haifa. Soon the first mate would come by to check our tickets. As alt') ai
Haifa.there was no problem, I would pay for their fare myself . . . bu

what would happen then? . he felt
" ithout noticing them. Perhaps he e
The first mate passed by withou fbrea% comewhere? All morn-

iece 0
sorry for them. Was there another pi !
in;?:)ng I had been too excited to eat; now I .had to swallow somethori
to keep up my strength, to prepare for new tribulations; only once m

ck in my throat—I could neither getit down not spititout.
t;h?‘ l?'rlg}?gritl\;e;e ]év&?; standihg there, Jews,’ the wo‘man began to l;lgllzr;
once her own silence had grown tiresome to her, ‘and not (‘)ir}s ;) S
had any pity. Not one. All they wanted to know was why ld fgc e
at Jaffa, why didn’t I get off at Haifa. I wish I bad never heard o

Jaffa or Haifa!’

“And turning to the girls: . ’
= ‘Ir; you dongt shut up this minute I'll throw you all into the sea!

i ’s way to

“The apprentice emissary tried to calm her. It was a woman's \:S yet-

scream, but really there was nothing to scream about. HedtQO gaiff -
ting off in Haifa, from there he would travel to Safed. And in

\

her safely through—and it had all happened \
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h}?id a]lz}rl(?thcr, a hotel owner, who would no doubt come to meet the
sl g is brother was a Turkish subject too and would certainly be
]g ad to come to her.axd. In general it was, as far as he knew, far easier to
\:;ln hm Halfg than in Jaffa. In this respect the Jews who asked her why
she adn[, dxscgnbarkcd in Haifa were right, their mistake being that
they hadn’t reahze_d that she was coming via Trieste. They must have
thought she had sailed on a ship from Russia, which would have docked
at Beirut first, Fhen Haifa, then Jaffa. But now all would be all right. If
SHIK'ShC promised not to scream, he, the apprentice emissary, would
hp is best to .help. If by any chance she had a little to money to give
;frin R that is, she would give it to him and he would give it to the
;. cial at customs, who would understand exactly what it was for.
lllve francs per person should be enough, perhaps even one napoleon for
30 ct)tf1 t}:e'ml;I Y‘;S,’ l:)ne gold napoleon, or better yet, two halves would
e trick. it in hi y
iy .c 1th it in his palm that Turk wouldn’t know up from
. “ ‘A, napolegn? How much is that? Ten francs?’ wailed the woman. ‘I
) aver; ; gé)t ; single sou. Even if they do let me land in Haifa . . . in Jaffa
could find my sister . . . but in Hai i i
eyl B in Haifa . . . my children and I will
“ LTh r 4 [ ’ 2 - 2
belp yo l;:.r’e, there,’ I said. ‘Once we're in Haifa we'll find some way to
atell };lad (ljef; some twe.nty~ﬁ\fe francs and a few sous, which I immedi-
A 3; | anded to the emissary in order to work what magic he could with
“S‘A napoleon is enough!” he said.
“So in the end I gave the remaining fi
S : g five francs to the woman “for a
galrlljy day,” and kept the leftover sous for myself. My eleven-year-old
kar ng took her frozen hands out of the sleeves in which she had been
keeping them and threw me a special look. She stuck her hands back
mtohher sle:cves, but that look gave me strength, gave me strength . . .
so that again, for all the hopleessness of the situation, for all its radical
sorrow}rl,'lt seemed to me that it was definitely worth living and that there
v;ere things worth living for . . . Yes, that it was actually pleasant to be
a 1V§. This phantasmal notion came and went in a moment, but as long
as th at moment lasted it made sense. It too of course could not have
| w1tl : stood‘th‘e scalpel of the' intellect, that icicle of the consciousness of
| reality as 1t is, not to mention the nothingness that comes after as it is

... Yetat : > :
S et at that moment I wanted to cry out with all my being: Yes! Yes!
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9.

“You're not tired of listening? The fact is that there’s not much left
for me to tell you. To describe to you the emotions with which we

~ . boarded the lighters in Haifa and began our short trip to the shore . . .

for that I have neither the inclination nor the skill. We felt like a man
jumping straight into the ocean as we descended the ramp of the ship.
(Yes, 1 too disembarked in Haifa in the end, since to Beirut was
another night’s voyage, which was by now beyond my powers. of
endurance—and besides, I wanted to see what happened t6 my
family.) Soon our fate would be sealed: either the official in charge
would accept our baksheesh and allow us into the town or he wouldn’t
... ah, the promised land! The promised land! How precious it

seemed just then.
“Because of the swarm of passengers the woman’s five children were

_ separated at the last moment into two different lighters. I sat in the first

of them with the two oldest daughters, while she and the younger ones

"followed at a considerable distance behind us.
“We neared the shore. I could see Jews standing there, on dry land

. .. how lucky they were to be there already, to have that legal right.

What more in life could be desired?
“A tumult of shouts reached my ears. My heart was in my throat.

What now?
“ ‘Relax, Jews, relax!” a heavyset, butcherlike Jew with a flaxen beard

and a Turkish fez on his head cried out to us from the shore. ‘There’s

free entry here.’
“I couldn’t believe my ears.
“ ‘Free?” The apprentice emissary, who was the first to leap ashore

from the lighter, winked at the bearer of good tidings. ‘But that’s impos-

sible . . .’
“He and his brother were so busy exchanging winks that they forgot

to kiss each other.

“I followed behind him with the two children at my side. In the
second lighter, which was still far out in the bay, I could make out their
mother’s terrified eyes. No doubt the nightmarish thought had occurred
to her that the incident with her sister might repeat itself, that I and the
two girls would bribe our way past customs and that she would again be

left behind . . .
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‘ “ ‘{Vlama, Mama!” shouted the eleven-year-old with all her strength
Dgn t worry! Here no one gets sent back!’ .

The heavyset Jew grabbed our things. ‘It’s settled then. You'll be

staying at my hotel.’

“AKd lin my ear he whispered:

“ ‘A slight misunderstanding. It {
I egplain T n'g It's not completely free. You'll need a

:Thc.: apprentice emissary had already disappeared.

Did they take money from you?’ The Jew who rushed up to me
now‘appeared to be Rumanian and was, I soon learned, a hotelkeeper
too. ‘Those vampires! Entry is totally free here, it doesn’t cost a thing. I
wouldn’t advise you to go with him, he’ll make you pay through tllne

“ROSE . . . but what is the matter with you, young man?’

My tearls now were no longer the half-hidden, intermittent ones that
I'had shed in Port Said over the abrupt transition from our unmitigated
bad luc_k to the fairy-tale goodness of that miraculous Jew. I'simply felt
empty inside, weak in all my limbs; my head was about to split in two
and t_here was a terrible scream in the back of my mouth. I saw the
Bussnan woman with her children drawing nearer to shore with an
insane look of excitement on her face, coupled with the refusal to believe
that she was actually safe; I saw Jews, who looked much the same as
Jews elscwhe're, standing on the soil of the Holy Land, the land I had
dreamed of since I was a boy; I saw the pure blue waters of the bay as
they rose, fell, broke from faraway worlds upon this promised shore

- . . this shore that made me think of the Jew in London who had come

to that oth‘er ShOl‘f;, and of his ‘daughter’ who had landed in Jaffa with
i tlﬁe mar(; vath the little, curled mustache . . . It was too much for me, it
* churned in m i i :
| S y guts and flooded my face with hot, gasping tears . . . ah
“ ‘They didn’t allow us to land in Jaffal’ panted the happy woman
reciting her adventures to the Jews gathered around her. ’
Here‘ they allow and in Jaffa they don’t? asked one of the by-
sta‘x‘mfiers. The law should be the same everywhere.’
gerkele shiksa,’ said the Jew with the flaxen beard.
“ ‘But look how this young man can’t sto ing!’ sai
) P crying!’ said the second
!mtelk?epcr, half marveling at me, half making fun. ‘zg‘\i, ai, ai!” he mim-
icked. ‘Fool, what is there to cry about?’
‘ I suppose the way I must have looked just then more than justified
his addressing me in such affectionate terms.
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“Qy,” I whimpered like a naughty child in front of them. ‘We’re in

'~ Palestine.’
“ ‘So much the better then, why cry?’ persisted the hotelkeeper.
“The bystanders broke into smiles. ‘He’s crying for joy . . . for joy
that he’s here . . .’

“ ‘He cries easily,’ sniffed the woman with a shake of her head. A last
drop hung from the tip of her nose; all else appeared already to have
evaporated, and she was once again the person she had always been.

“I wiped away my own tears . . . why attempt to deny it? A warm
trickle of happiness filtered through me as I looked now at my little
friend, who refused to budge from my side, now at the shore. And each
time I Jooked at her—who knew what lay in store for her?>—I under-
stood again what I had already realized that morning, that is . . . that
as long as we are alive . . . whatever happens to us does make a differ-
ence, it does . . . and that the unbridgeable abyss between the two men
we had encountered the day before in Alexandria and Port Said was

present also in our two"comings ashore: that of the woman’s unlucky |
sister in Jaffa, and that of the child who had landed with me there in

Haifa. I tell you, looking at that shore, I understood as though in a vision
that—for the time being, anyway—it was the closer of the two . . .
closer than the one reached by that middle-aged child in cold London.
While as for sheer beauty . . .

“Listen, do you know what I'm going to tell you? Both of us hate all
those empty words about beauty that are'bandied around us day and
night, both of us know that they are meaningless and sometimes even
tempt us to deny the existence of beauty altogether. Say what you will,
though, I wouldn’t know what else to call it . . . it was beautiful then.
The great sea was ravishing, and the bay in Haifa doubly so. You see, I
really did believe in beauty then . . . in the beauty of nature . . . of the
cosmos . . . of something even higher than that. But of course that too

was only nerves!”

10.

The dark alleyway beyond the synagogue, through which we at last
headed home, was deserted; no one besides us was out-of-doors any-

more. The moon had dropped down the other side of the sky until its
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sickle shape lost its tint of frozen smoke and shone again with a golden
brilliance. Soon, however, it disappeared behind a patch of cloud wafted |
by the light, steady land breeze, and was gone.

Despite my companion’s poor health and recurrent difficulties with
both his booted and his bootless foot, we had continued to stroll that
night through the colony’s few, silent streets—but regarding the char-
acters in his story, and the fate of the family once it was safely ashore, 1
could not get him to say another word. Perhaps he himself had no
further knowledge of them; perhaps—though why hide it from me?—
he had parted from them that very day. In any case, our conversation
passed on to other things, which we discussed with much feeling too.

Yet when we finally returned to our inn, which belonged to a local
citrus grower who was by no means poorly off, my friend’s malaria
began to act up again, and he lay down fully clothed and soon fell asleep.

“He doesn’t eat much and he certainly doesn’t have much to say,”
complained the innkeeper to me about him after he had apparently
dozed off, “but we're up half the night because of him. He keeps crying

! out in his sleep . . . I suppose he has bad dreams, eh? It must be the
: malaria . . . and to think that people like him want to be pioneers . . .
\and gripe that us farmers don’t give them work!”

“Malaria?” knowingly asked the man’s oldest son, the one who was
about to set out for his uncle in Chicago. “Quinine and castor oil, that’s
the ticket!”

While the innkeeper’s wife set the supper table the talk went from
malaria to other current diseases. Some neighbors dropped in to chat
and changed the subject to the opening of new shops and the question of
bank credit, which they protested went only to those who did not really
need it. It was nearly nine o'clock. The innkeeper’s daughter, who was
finishing the last grade of the local school, sat studying French beyond
the oilcloth at the far end of the table. They talked, yawned, drank
coffee, and ate pickled herring just as they always had done.
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