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294.144 Excerpt from Rumor And Reflection: “1942”\fn{by Bernard Berenson aka Bernhard Valvrojenski (1865-1959)}
Butrimonys, Altyus County, Lithuania (M) 16
January 1, 1942
I begin the New Year of 1942 as a civilian prisoner, in this Italy where I have resided for fifty-four years, in
this Florence where I have lived, first, at 24 Lungarno Acciaiuoli, then at Villa Kraus, Fiesole, then at Camerata,
and since 1900 in this house of our own, I Tatti.
Of all the improbabilities that could have been suggested when I first trod its earth in September, 1888, none
would have seemed more fantastic than that in my lifetime Italy would be at war with the United States. Nor
would it have sounded less absurd during the “Great War,” or the years following, when America was the idolized
model of the Italian public.
Yet here we are and here I am.
We have not blundered into remaining here. We have done so after due consideration and despite orders from
Washington, prayers of friends at home, and the warnings, the urgent advice of people devoted to us here.
Many of the reasons for staying I will not go into, as they are of more or less material nature; the chiefest being
that, given Mary’s physical condition, the journey home, under recent circumstances, would have been difficult,
and more difficult still taking up life over there at our age.
The spiritual reasons are more interesting. They are three:
In the first place, I felt so identified with the people, I mean the so deeply humanized majority of Italians, that I
could not face deserting them in a moment like this, little as anybody would have felt that I was deserting them,
and much as many would have been pleased at having got rid of such a nuisance as these regarded me.
Then came the consideration, deepest down in me, that if I returned home or went even to Switzerland, it
would be hard, if not impossible to avoid serving in some capacity against this Italy which I love so much, against
this people who will have to pay the piper no matter who called the tune.
This last, I now feel, was the determining factor in the decision to stay on and risk it.
The third consideration is one of curiosity. I want to round off my acquaintance with the Italian people as a
whole, by seeing how we shall be treated. I have cherished the hope, amounting almost to a conviction, that given
the conventions of war, we shall be treated as humanely as possible.
I should be disappointed if we were not, and delighted if we were—both disappointment and delight being of
an even more aesthetical than practical nature. Despite all blemishes inherent in human nature, my idea of the
Italian people is a picture that I have been painting, as it were, for more than half a century; and I am eager to see
how it will be perfected, en beauté or otherwise.
Friends in Rome are alarmed, fear that the government, though having the best intentions, may be compelled
by “public opinion” to take measures against me. These friends urge me to lie low and let people forget me. To
see nobody, so that talk about me will die down.
Will it? Most of it is pure invention, and what is to prevent its continuing?
Thus the other day a Florentine gentleman asked Maestro Gui whether he had not heard that the British war
prisoners confined above me in the castle of Vincigliata were frequently having tea with me at I Tatti.
Measures against me might mean being ordered to leave my paradise of a house, and to be exiled to some village where one would perish of cold.
Whence this bitter hostility against me on the part of persons I do not so much as know by sight, except one or
possibly two?
The leading and most active of these enemies is the already mentioned Florentine. I have never exchanged ten
consecutive words with him, and I do not remember meeting him even casually more than twice or possibly
thrice. Why this war against me?
I cannot recall ever getting in his way, or having anything to do with him except once in an official manner. It
was like this. While he was in office as Podestà, commissioner as we should say (not mayor) of Florence, the
town wanted to widen the street running through Ponte a Mensola. This could be done only with my land. I was
asked to sell what they needed, I refused to sell, but I let them have it as a gift. He is a patriot (which of course
means an imperialist and annexationist), he is devoted to the Fascist regime and a stout believer in the “Protocol
of the Elders of Israel.”\fm{“An antisemitic fabricated text purporting to describe a Jewish plan for global domination … first published in Russia in 1903 … one of the best-known and most-discussed examples of literary forgery, with analysis and proof of its fraudulent origin going as far back as 1921 … an early example of “conspiracy theory” literature.”:W }

Does he take me for one? But there is a heat and persistence in the hostile group which he leads that smells of
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personal hatred stoking the fire of political differences.
I can guess what this hatred is based on, but it would take the gifts and style of a Saint-Simon and his remote
successor Proust to go into it in a convincing way. The central fact seems to be that he and his clan cannot bear
that any of their society, let alone their own sort, should frequent us. Their chief charge against me is that I am
debauching the snow-white lambs of his fold and that instead of being inculcated with the teachings of Hitler
and Rosenberg they may imbibe the “Judeo-demo-plutocratic” milk of humaneness.
“He is crazy on the subject of anti-Semitism but so sincere,” say his friends, as if being “sincere” justified his
conduct. In that case any cannibal conduct is justified.
I cannot follow the convention that “sincerity” is an excuse and even justification.
To begin with, what does the average man or woman mean by the word “sincerity” and the word “sincere”?
They mean, probably, that it implies saying what one thinks and believes. Why should that be approved or even
admired!
Few have the right to claim “sincerity” as I would define it.
It should mean that when a proposition is presented to a person with a mind trained in critical investigation, he
should do his utmost to examine it in order to reach an unprejudiced, logical conclusion.
How many, in a given number of individuals, have the right to claim the capacity for “sincerity” as just
defined? As it is, a premium is set for those who are too stupid, too ignorant to know or to understand what is
involved. The less competent they are to have an opinion, the more likely they are to hold it “sincerely.”
It is these “sincere” folk who constitute one of the great dangers to a progressively human society. Evil is a
species of microbe that can be carried only by the tolerably healthy, in this case tolerably decent, respectable,
well-placed people. Left to their own devices, evildoers soon come to the end of their tether. As out-and-out
criminals—I mean vulgar gangsters, bank robbers, embezzlers, speculators, bribable officials—they have a short
run. Even in our commonwealths, so far from perfect, they do relatively little harm. Serious evil attitudinizes, as
Good, before the “sincere,” who cannot pierce the thin imposture, and are so taken in by it that they are ready to
defend it till it comes down on them like the hammer on the head of the ox in the slaughterhouse.
No, give me rather the “insincere” people who know to the bottom what they are about. We can approach them
as a matter of business, drive a bargain with them, and make it worth their while to serve us with their talents and
their experience.
January 3
My “enemies” seem to insist that, if I am suffered to remain in my own house and home, it must be as an “untouchable,” as a tabooed person not to be approached. They cannot fear the contagion of my other-mindedness,
for one of the many accusations brought against me is that I see only people of my “subversive” way of thinking.
They must therefore be hoping to inflict punishment by depriving me of company.
How often have my “enemies,” here, there, and everywhere, plotted to do this or that and done it successfully
enough from their point of view, only to deprive me as a rule of something that no doubt would have distressed
them but not me.
This time I am isolated. Nobody comes near me. The fact is that for a while, at any rate, I do not know for how
long, I am glad to be left alone. Even recently I have been seeing too many people for either pleasure or health.
One goes on seeing people, all but a few of whom one can dispense with. They afford so little stimulus, or lifeenhancement of any kind. They come for an outing, for a better meal than they may get usually, and with the hope
of picking up something to repeat, or to boast of.
I do not grumble and am tolerably cordial, enough to mask my indifference. They have wearied me and I am
glad to be without them. In ordinary circumstances it is so hard to find a polite way of getting rid of bores. Even
outboring them won’t do, as they come for the prestige of being received.
How conventional one can go on being about company! It is not unlike making oneself believe that one is glad
to hear from So-and-so.
Deep down very few letters that I receive touch me or even interest me. And yet I go on believing that I miss
them, and get alarmed when they are delayed too long. In the case of real intimates that is true, but the glimpse of
their writing on an envelope suffices. I know they are alive and learn where they were on a given date. The content matters little except in the rarest cases.
In Herodotus\fn{484-425BC, Greek historian} I read this morning a passage that bears on my situation (VII, 10,
translated by A. D. Godley in Loeb Classics). Artabanus says to his nephew Xerxes:
Calumny is a very gross business, there are two in it that do, and one that suffers wrong. He that utters the calumny
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wrongs another, accusing an absent man, and the other does a wrong likewise in that he is overpersuaded before he has
learnt the whole truth; and he that is absent, and hears not what is said of him, suffers wrong in the matter being
maligned by the one, and condemned by the other.

It has occurred to me again and again on returning to London or Paris or New York after an absence of perhaps
three, four, or five years, to hear for the first time of accusations brought against me that meanwhile had had
ample time to spread, seeing there was no reason why they should not be believed.
Nobody is more exposed than one whose name is known to people who can attach nothing to it, having no
acquaintance with the man bearing the name, or with any friends of his. It is in human nature to want to hear
something besides the name; and something of a disparaging nature is more savory and therefore more likely to
be remembered than anything favorable.
Even here in Florence where I reside, I am absent as far as all but a few are concerned. I hardly ever go out,
not even to my best friends’. Having lived here for a half century, at least, and having for the last forty years
enjoyed a certain position, I am known by name to many. Naturally, they are glad to pick up anything about me.
What they pick up is not likely to be good or true. Against a person who will not solicit the much-sought-for
privileges of a society, there is a certain resentment that makes its members in clined to believe anything against
him.
Then there are one’s resident countrymen (and countrywomen) who dislike one for keeping aloof, and resent
not being invited and welcomed.
*
My hairdresser this morning told me that when he was a little boy he lived at La Lastra on the Via Bolognese.
Every day Prince Demidoff drove from his villa into Florence and, as he passed in his coach and four through the
hamlets on the roadside, would throw out shining copper coins to the children.
The elder brother was working where the Prince’s agent every day brought a bag of coppers to be cleaned with
acids, and furbished up to look as if fresh from the mint.
By the way, my barber went to work himself when he was eight years old, walking into town early and returning late, a chunk of bread for his midday meal, and a copper for onions and figs.
“Ah, but how happy we were then, wanting so little and getting it.”
*
Read in Ruskin’s\fn{John Ruskin (1819-1900), English art critic} letters to Norton, the end of December, 1858, about
his conversion to life, away from evangelicalism. He had been to a dreary gray Waldensian conventicle at Turin
and then went to the picture gallery and fell in love with a Paolo Veronese.\fn{ 1528-1588, Venetian artist} He fell in
love with it, began to question whether the connection between art and puritan Christianity was as close as he
used to believe, and regretted his previous publications. He wrote December 28 th:
I want to macadamize some new roads to heaven with broken fools’ heads.

January 5
There are talents made for scientific, formulated truth, reached methodically by analysis and synthesis. There are
others for whom this truth is too abstract, too bald, besides being unswerving as well as devitalized—talents in short
whom truth can reach only when it is presented through life. Emotionally, Amiel belonged to the second; by his mental
schooling and habits, to the first category. His wavering personal feelings, mounting from the fathomless depths of his
nature, were too strong to allow him to attain the “objectivity” of the philosophical thinker or the scientific investigator.
Yet he longed for the objectivity to be able to exchange the irrational that was his private affair for the rational entertained universally. But this again did not satisfy him: the universal is the nought; the sentient subject only is alive.
Against this contradiction, both his creative powers and his intellect broke down. In an age when criticism and
creation were unusually opposed, because critical scientific reasoning, which should only accompany, check, and collect, claimed to govern creation; in such an age one has to be overwhelmingly one-sided to remain in the realm of genuine creativeness. Amid, however, was nothing if not many-sided, centripetal, protean. He hovered, his life long, between the two contrasted activities, between science and art, between analysis and presentation.\fn{ Heinrich Homberger,
Selbstgesprache, pp. 134-135, written in 1866.}

Excellent as the above is as a description of Amiel’s\fn{ Henri Frédéric Amiel (1821=1881) Swiss moral philosopher}
mental constitution, it fails to realize that he nevertheless was creative. He succeeded in analyzing and recording a
character and situation alike, on terms so accessible to less gifted individuals of his own kind that it helps them to
understand their own souls as they never would have otherwise. That surely is one of the principal functions of
literature as an art.
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I am as split-up a nature as Amiel. I am perhaps as cultured, perhaps even as intellectual, but I have nothing of
his art. Wherefore I have scarcely attempted and certainly have not succeeded in writing about myself in a way
that could manifest to even the most kindred spirits visions of themselves that lay hidden too well to be perceived
more than dimly, if at all.
January 6
Finished Waverley,\fn{by Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832) first published in 1814} which I had never read before. I enjoyed
it because I unconsciously swing over from an aesthetic to a scholarly interest. The first half, and much of the rest,
is ethnology, manners, customs, history in the raw and not art at all. The rest is delightful enough as narrative but
not as character. The pedantic laird is too much of a caricature, the hero, as heroes usually do, remains shadowy.
Rose does not exist; Flora is too much of a piece. The figures that stand out are the Chevalier as a charming
sketch, and Fergus, although the latter is good only in parts, which somehow do not make a whole.
How account for the sudden and great popularity of Waverley? I am too uninformed as to what preceded it.
Was it the newness of the subject matter for which perhaps Ossian\fn{ had prepared the public? Was it a reaction
against the novel of mystery and horror on the one hand, and on the other against the novel of common place
ordinary society?
In the hero of Waverley—in Edward, I mean—there is more than a little that is autobiographical—not inferquent in a first novel.
January 9
Read in last number of Forschungen unci Fortschritte two articles. A very long one on origin of Shakespeare’s
name, rebutting various attempts made by English scholars to trace it back to the Norman conquerors. Strange
how snobbish scholars and men of letters can be, and how seldom they miss a chance of oozing, and spraying, if
not loudly expressing, contempt for themselves as a class, attributing merit to their own members when it can be
proved to their, the scholars’, satisfaction that they, the great among themselves, Shakespeare in this case, were of
gentle birth!
The other article was about another ice age being due in about five thousand years. Will science in the interval
find ways of obviating its consequences? Even now Finland and northernmost Scandinavia manage to carry on a
highly civilized existence. The greater part of Central, let alone Western, Europe may not be worse off under an
ice age than those regions are now. Progress in heating and lighting may have rendered possible all sorts of comforting alleviations, may have got so far as to prevent the glacier’s advancing to cake with ice the neighboring
land. Tutto può darsi!\fn{“Everything may be!”; i.e., anything is possible:H}
So this prediction, although of so cosmic a nature, has not upset me.
Twice have I been upset, in the sense that my universe tottered.
Once in Cambridge, Massachusetts, when walking down Brattle Street to dine with Miss Grace, the noble and
highly cultured sister of Professor C. E. Norton,\fn{ Charles Eliot Norton (1827-1908) American professor of art } a friend
convinced me that they had succeeded in disintegrating the atom. I felt dizzy with nothing to cling to for support,
now that my ultimate, as I then and there realized, the atom, had been shattered.
The other time was when the Austrian and German imperial houses collapsed,\fn{Just after World War I}
dragging all princes, potentates, and powers down with them. The fall of Tsardom did not affect me as a cosmic
catastro-phe, for as a grownup I never had much faith in its stability. But Austria and still more Germany!
The fact is that, as a youth and young man, I was so convinced of the stability of the universe I was bred into,
and accepted as a matter of course, that no dissatisfaction of mine, no crying need of change, no projected reforms, could remotely touch it.
I suspect most young people are still in the same state of mind, and their slings and arrows are hurled so joyously at society because they do not dream of shaking it.
*
Much talk of disarmament after this war. No artillery, no submarines, no aircraft to be allowed the vanquished.
Very good and relatively easy to achieve; but how useless if hearts and minds are not disarmed!
The best beginning for that kind of disarmament would be: to allow no schoolbooks concerned with the teaching of any kind of history, not only political but cultural history as well, that had not been approved by the
disarming powers. Later, whatever international body will be set up to control our destinies should see to it that
history is taught nowhere the way it has been taught in recent decades, everywhere, with the exception of England. There a serious effort was made in the last thirty years to inculcate it decently.
*
Soon after the Russians occupied Galicia in the autumn of 1939, Dorothy Palify reported that their equipment
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both in arms and in clothes was of the poorest. For instance, officers even had no waistcoats and some no underclothes under their tunics, many nothing under their overcoats. They seemed amazed at the uni forms and accouterments of their German colleagues, and even of the Polish prisoners they made.
Their curiosity was as boundless as it was indiscreet.
All this left the impression on Polish gentry and German officers that the Russian army was in a state of utter
unreadiness to encounter another army. The Finnish war seemed to confirm this conclusion, for, during the greater
part of that campaign, the Russians cut such a poor figure that when, finally, they got the better of the Finns, most
of us believed it was due to the help in arms, and even in officers, that the Germans gave them.
Is it possible that the Russians deliberately misled the Germans into the belief that they would not be able to
resist an aggression?
January 11
Just a month ago war was declared between the country and people I most love on earth and the people to
whom I owe wholesouled allegiance.
Reading Herodotus now with no philological, I mean grammatical, cares of any kind, reading him as so much
literature and history, I am amazed to find him not only so fascinating but so contemporary in the workings of his
mind. How much of him, with change of name regarding persons and places, could be recent his tory. Take, for
instance, the expedition of the first Cyrus into Scythia,\fn{ c.513BC} and then of Xerxes into Greece.\fn{ 480-479BC}
How much the first resembles Napoleon in Russia as described by Ségur, Caulaincourt, Tarlé, and others!
What films, and what ballets, could be extracted from the marshaling and reviewing and marching of his forces
by Xerxes, each nation with its own dress, its own accouterments, its own arms. And the ships with the Sidonians
at the head, the swiftest with ablest captains. All commanded by brothers, cousins, and other relations of the
king’s. In fact, the Persian Empire seems to have been run as a family affair and, as in all closely knit families, a
great deal by women.
Of Atossa, the wife of Darius, the heroine of Aeschylus’ Persae, Herodotus says that so great were her authority and influence that they would have sufficed to secure her favorite son Xerxes the throne, even if he had no
right to it.
We know from Xenophon\fn{c.430-354BC, Athenian historian} how Parysatis plotted to make her favorite, the
younger Cyrus, king. Herodotus recounts without comment that
when Xerxes’s wife Amastris attained to old age, she buried fourteen sons of notable Persians as a thank-offering, on
her own behalf, to the fabled gods of the nether world.

All Herodotus says by way of comment is,
to bury alive is a Persian custom.

Where did this custom originate? The earliest instances are Mesopotamian, going back to the fourth
millennium B.C. Did it spread thence all over the world as things will, given time, or did it spring spontaneously
from the human mind at a certain stage of development?
All that I read in Herodotus about Persia makes the Bible story of Esther so plausible that its author must have
had access to the same sources that the Greek drew from, or indeed was a reader of his history. The influence of
women must have increased rather than diminished, if we may judge by their role in the late Sassanian romance
of Vis and Ramin.
The writer of the story of Esther must have been a Hellenized Jew. It is one of the best-constructed stories in
literature, and unlike what we know of prior Hebrew narrative, so syncopated, so ejaculatory, so disjointed. The
same is true of the exquisite idyl of Ruth and the tale of Tobit, probably as late and as Hellenized.
January 19
A. C., my friend and lawyer, came yesterday to ask what I wanted him to do in dealing with a publisher who
intends to undertake a translation into Italian first, and then into French, of my Florentine Drawings.
Afterwards he began to say it was all over with Europe; that if the Allies won, England would less than ever
count as a European power; that she would drift away toward America, toward her dominions, and leave the
Continent to its own more and more negligible devices.
That England is not a European power, that England not only fails to understand Europe but succeeds too well
in misunderstanding it, its material no less than its spiritual interests, appetites, and aspirations, and therefore can
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never be other than mischievous, is a thesis not new to me. It was made in Germany not for this occasion, yet
lately, in fact since the introduction of the Nazi New Order; and the cyclonic, typhonic winds of propaganda that
like a new Aeolus it sends out have taken hold of many minds in the Latin world.
Far from being no part of Europe and opposed to its interests, England in the last century led it to the effective
conquest of the earth, taking the lion’s share, if you will, as befits the pioneer, the discoverer, the inventor, but
letting every other people that could follow have what advantage it could take. This was particularly true of
Germany and, so far as I can remember, remained true until the Germans kicked England into awareness of their
own hostile intentions.
The fabulous inflation of the nineteenth century, due to the exploitation of the entire earth carried on by Europe
with England at its head, could not go on forever. Europe in the future can no more hold the center of the stage in
world affairs than Italy in European ones.
It is not here that I would, if I could, put down the reasons for this impossibility. They are too many and chiefly
in the nature of things. Thus, it would seem that no colony is truly successful until it begins to clamor for
autonomy, if not complete independence. England’s policy or, if you like, something less deliberate, more like a
drift, almost a tropism, makes in the long run, not too long a run, for the training of her colonies and conquests in
sell-government, in self-help, and in building up their home industries.
Non-European people, the Japanese most conspicuously, have learned the mechanics of the Anglo-Saxons so
well that they could attempt to undersell them and the other Europeans, in their homes and elsewhere.
The hegemony enjoyed by geographical Europe is going or gone, and would go even if the wars of the last
forty years had not given such golden opportunities to the Japanese to build up their power, both industrial and
military. The nation to feel it most will necessarily be the one that has most to lose, the English. In the present
historical horizon, they cannot retain the advantages they had for a century and a half before 1914, any more than
Italy could retain, in recent times, the position she had in later antiquity as the center and exploiter of the Europe
of those centuries. If England's adversaries on the Continent rejoice in her impending decline, they must be filled
with hatred and blinding rage, for England’s decline means their fall.
So much for geographical Europe, and geographical England.
There is, however, another Europe and another England. I shall go on thinking and speaking of them as Europe
in short. This Europe is not identified with the proboscis of Asia known by that name since Herodotus at least, but
is the name I would give to all countries where Europeans live in compact, coherent, self-governing masses;
where they carry on materially and spiritually as nations of Europe would under similar geographical, climatic,
and economic conditions. Just as down to our sixth century Greek, Southern Italy, Sicily, and even Marseilles,
even Emporia and remoter settlements both to west and to east, were Hellas; so, for me, America north and south,
whether English-, Spanish-, or Portuguese-speaking, has for a long time counted as European. That even the U. S.
A. was not aware of this and would not hear of it, if told, made no difference to me. Since 1917 at latest, the U. S.
A. has been as much a European power as England. Only too much like England, in being slow to recognize the
solidarity of her political interests with those of geographical Europe.
In this greater Europe which now comprises the whole western Continent, Australia, New Zealand, much of
South Africa, coastal Turkey, Syria, Palestine, Egypt to a certain extent, and to a like extent Italian and French
North Africa—in this Europe, for many a year to come, the English-speaking, English-thinking, English-feeling
people will count for at least as much as they have in the last two centuries. This result would scarcely be affected
by an issue of the present war unfavorable to the Motherland.
The Latin, the Central European, and others who would rejoice at the downfall of geographical England would
not rejoice for long. They would soon discover that its place had been taken by an England over the seas which,
given present and future communications, would not be in a strategical sense farther away, and politically far less
disposed to mildness, to living and letting live, and to fair play.
I may have already referred, since I began this journal, to the unfortunate fact that few intellectuals or even
professionals on the Continent speak English, and that not many read it, while still fewer English-speaking people
can converse in a Continental language.
The result is that living contact between English-speakers, whether British or American, is kept up by diplomats, whose object is not to understand but to negotiate and cultivate the society of frivolous, smart creatures
whose sole thought is of amusement—amusement not only as an end but as a means.
Of these, the disgruntled on both sides, suffering from offended vanity or material disappointment, do much
more to envenom than those of good will do to understand each other. It remains a distressing fact that among the
people who count in France and in Italy more read and even speak German than English.
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The one Continental country where acquaintance with Anglo-Saxon language and institutions was most widely
spread is Germany. Unfortunately, the propaganda carried on, more and more intensely, against England in the last
fifty years has succeeded in nullifying its benefits and bringing about the present situation.
January 23
Have finished Johannes Volkelt’s Aesthetik des Tragischen. The preface to the first edition is dated October,
1896. Whether his System der Aesthetik appeared earlier I do not know, but suspect it did.\fn{ It was published in
1905:H} I was unaware of him and his work until a couple of months ago, when I found a reference somewhere to
this book on tragedy. In October, 1896, I was completing or had already completed my Central Italian Painters, in
which, along with the previous essay on the Florentine Painters, I stated my theory of art-enjoyment as fully as I
ever have. Had I read Volkelt’s Aesthetik, assuming, as I do, that it had already been published, I should have had
to acknowledge that he had anticipated me. His approach, judging by this one book, seems psychological and
empirical, based on the concrete and specific, and not merely spun out of his inner consciousness. I wonder
whether he has anticipated me as well about “tactile values”!
Should I have read him when I was in my late twenties? Perhaps not. I did not read Lipps,\fn{ Hans Lipps (18891941) German philosopher} of whose writings I heard. I went so far as to buy one or more of the earliest but did not
read beyond a few pages. I disliked his vocabulary and his way of developing his theory of Einfuhlung or “telling
the clock by algebra,” as if putting oneself in the place of the art object needed elaborate demonstration. I might
have avoided Volkelt out of fear that he would rob me of my job, making me feel there was nothing left for me to
say.
Now I have read him out of pure curiosity to see what can be said on the subject of tragedy. He cannot influence me any more. My mind is like the omnibus with the sign “full up” hung out. No more passengers can enter.
So why do I read?
I read in the first place to feed a ravenous curiosity, a curiosity perhaps not unlike the thirst of Münchhausen's
horse, insatiable because its rear half had been shot away, and there was nothing to retain what poured through the
mouth. Then I read for sheer entertainment: verse, prose, narrative of all kinds, whether fiction pure, or the story
which facts cannot disprove that we call history, besides travel, memoirs, correspondence, etc., etc. Finally I read
books that, as I peruse them, stimulate my own thinking, interrupted by much woolgathering, musing, and sheer
idling.
Volkelt comes among the last-named. Although I enjoyed myself over him, I should be put to it to say what it
was all about, excepting in the most general way and far from what a precis should be.
The same holds true of almost every book that deals with abstract thought or criticism. I cannot read much of
that sort. The little I do seldom holds my attention. When it does and interests me, as Volkelt certainly has, it
leaves, after a little, no more than the vague recollection that I enjoyed it. Thus I could not for the life of me say
what were the contents of Gundolf's colossal work on Shakespeare, though I read it from cover to cover. I enjoyed
dreaming over it in connection with Shakespeare and the drama.
I am led on to say that old people, like myself, feel less and less tempted to publish as their age increases. It is
not due to declining faculties, diminished capacity for concentration, or senile dawdling so much as to the
paralyzing conviction that others have
said what one might still say, and if not, that younger people will do it soon and do it better. Better if for no other reason
than that they will do it with no questionings about its being worth while, about their being able to do it better than
anybody else, about their claims to the world’s attention.

January 30
All day yesterday it snowed. Little by little the featherlike flakes blanketed the landscape with soft down, that
wrapped the tree branches and their twigs as if with a woman’s hand. It was just not full moon when I looked out
at midnight. The snow had stopped falling, the sky was crystal clear and of gemlike purity.
The stars sparkled and one of them, beaming opaline, amethystine almost, I should have liked to hail. The
moonlight fell upon the persimmon trees and changed their branches into white coral, the rounded tops of the cut
laurels cast deep oval shadows.
What an interpretation, or better still translation, is afforded by this disappearance from the landscape of every
color but black and white! The same and yet how unexpected, how much in shapes and ribbings is revealed, and
how it effaces the ever-present feeling of being in Italy!
I speak as an American who, though he has spent more than fifty years here, recalls New England win ters,
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walking to school through tunnels cut in the snow, sledging and sleighing, and taking snow seriously as a material
to be mastered for use and for pleasure; not as Italians, for whom it is a mere nuisance soon out of the way.
This snowfall is a windfall, for there has been little rain for close on to a year. Returning in early October, I
found the lawns here looking like powdered tobacco. Since then, there were just enough showers to encourage the
planting of wheat. The cold came on more biting than usual and threatened to destroy the hoped-for crops.
The lack of water power has led to alarming restrictions in the use of electricity. From this desperate situation,
the snowfall will save us. Considering how the countryside has been deforested and increasingly so in the last two
years with pitiless tree-cutting for fuel, rain would have run off the hillsides, doing little good. The snow will seep
in and irrigate.
To the small credit side of war should be placed “summertime” through the winter. It means that when at 8
A.M. I look out of the window, it being seven by solar time, the sun is still out of sight. It has barely begun to
dawn. Then the sky begins to flush faintly in the east, in the way I used to love to see it pictured when I was a
small boy. Most mornings, before sunrise, there is a still, restful blue-grayness over the landscape that is solemn
and soothing.
Later.
Walked or rather tramped in the Laghetto wood, my feet sinking into the virgin snow still soft on the paths.
Many of these were turned into arbors by overladen branches of the younger trees, so weighed down by their
burden that when I shook it off, they could not spring back at once. A pine tree was broken at the stem and lay
sprawling on the ice of the pool. The sky was clear, the dome of the cathedral shone with snow decking its ribs.
The shadows cast were blue, and lavender, and purple. A cypress produced a cone of shadow as defined, and
constant, as if it were a rug of blue velvet spread out over the snow.
February 1
Just finished from a morning stroll in the garden. It snowed the livelong day yesterday, in soft, fluffy flakes. In
the night it froze. So walking was not easy. There was a light crust which crackled crisply as my rubber boots
sank ankle-deep into the snow, which snow lay virgin, white, unsullied. Not a human being in sight, not a sound
except the soft thud of a falling flake or the piping of the returning thrush. The distant hills pale blue.
Last night I looked out about eleven. The moon, already a day past its full, had risen an hour or more previously. It was strong enough to light up the entire sky in a way that made it look as if it were a mother-of-pearl
shell. Yet the same moon was low enough to strike the cypresses and stone pines sideways, so that these threw
long shadows over the inner garden and the snow-covered roof of the orangery.
Not a light visible, not a sound, but far from estranging as “real” nature would be (the high mountains, for
instance), it was cozy, friendly, silent, because everybody had gone to rest, leaving the world to moonlight and to
me.
Two days ago, walking up the road, we met a squad of soldiers, some very good-looking. A few minutes later a
slim officer came striding down, half singing, half whistling the chorus to “John Brown’s Body.”
I could not help stopping and asking whether he (an Italian serving a totalitarian, authoritarian state) was aware
that he was singing a battle song of the American Secession War, chanted by soldiers who supposed they were
fighting for universal freedom, for individual liberty and all that is opposed to totalitarian authoritarianism.
The young officer took my question in good part, and said he did know it was American and introduced himself. Nicky told me he had the charge of the British prisoners at Vincigliata, the castle just above us. I asked him
whether it was not marvelous to have so much snow and sunshine together, and remarked that nothing could spoil
the beauty of the world, not even the war. He sighed:
“If only it ends soon.”
Since our first glimpse of the British war prisoners we have met them again and again. It seems such a stupid
convention, such an annoying farce not to be able to speak to them, to lend them books. My “enemies” lost no
time in spreading the report that I had found a way of getting these carefully guarded prisoners to come to tea with
me, presumably despite the watchful authorities—such was my diabolical power.
February 3
A Russian victory that ended in the complete occupation of Germany might be the only way to convince the
Germans that their interests lay with France and England, and at the same time might persuade the French and
English that they were as much concerned as the Central Europeans to keep Russia from domi nating the whole of
the Continent, including Western Europe. If the Germans could and would be brought to feel that they must not
again attempt to trample the rest of the world under their heel, and had better join France, England, and America
in the defense of the West against the East, this war would not have been fought in vain.
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When I say “East” I have in mind civilizations where the horde, the tribe (as in Japan), the mass (as in China)
prevails, and individuality exists only negatively, not positively; by what the single person fails to do, not by what
he could do if he were encouraged.
Ever since my first long visit to Germany in 1888 I have been given to saying, half playfully, that Asia begins
at the Rhine.
Nazism is an attempt on the part of Germany to Asiatize itself completely, destroying and eradicating everything in itself that spells Europe, which Europe is equivalent to Mediterranean. It began with the easiest to accomplish, the wholesale massacre of the Jews, always the spearhead of Mediterranean civilization.
Not so easy to get rid of is the Mediterranean’s greatest and most indestructible achievement, Christianity,
whether considered as culture or as institution. If Nazism wins it will not rest until it eradicates its every root and
retains, like the Japanese, the mechanical side only of our common civilization.
The Russians may be as gifted a people as any in European history, which history they have, however, as yet
barely approached. Their masses are little more than what I call, by a word of my invention, “androplasm”; that is
to say, raw material awaiting individualization. For that reason it has been relatively easy for Stalin to treat the
Russian people like so much dead matter, tearing them away not from their fields alone (fields in the sense of a
patch of ground) but from their native land: Kirghizes from their horses, Buriats from their reindeer, other nomads
from their sheep and cattle, and throwing them into furnaces to be melted into every kind of day laborer, whether
as kolkhoz worker, miner, gold-washer, or factory hand.
For the present, the Russian, having got rid of his Europeanized classes, is further from individuality than ever,
and his doctrinal influence, bad enough as it is already, will be immeasurably surpassed if military conquest
reinforces it. For which reason Europe, the Mediterranean-Atlantic world and its offspring everywhere, not only
in all the Americas but even in Australia, must in the present historical horizon regard Russia and not Germany as
the most serious menace. For the German soul has been too deeply affected by the Mediterranean vaccine to let
itself be overwhelmed by the ochlocratic upheaval\fn{ Government by mob rule} that is now threatening it.
February 5
As the stars are the ornament of the heavens when the air is clear, and as the flowers adorn the meadows in the
spring, so do lively sallies and appropriate anecdotes constitute the charm of polite conversation.

This seriocomic aphorism, which I recall learning at Oxford in January, 1888, applies signally to Herodotus,
whom I have just finished reading. It is, by the way, the third time I have read him from beginning to end in the
original, apart from the second book that I read in Egypt, and the pages on the rest of North Africa in a later book.
Shall I ever find the time to do so again!
I know no other historian who has such a keen sense of the characters and humors that go to shape events. He
never lugs in an anecdote. It comes of itself as a witness to substantiate what he wants to recount, and it seldom
fails to be amusing, or significant, or both. Character and humor adorn events, but these are determined by
inexorable forces which it is not only absurd but wrong to oppose.
Mycerinus succeeds a series of wickedly oppressive rulers, and does his best to repair the evil they have done.
Yet all goes wrong with him, and at last he consults the oracles. They answer that he is punished for putting
himself against destiny. So before the Battle of Plataea, at the banquet offered by the Thebans to the Persians, one
of these, unable to keep himself in any longer, bursts into tears, saying that he knows his countrymen will lose the
war and perish miserably; that he has not failed, not only he but many of his friends, to warn the commander-inchief Mardonius, but all to no purpose, for destiny has decreed their destruction.
The Jews of that time seem to have been free from this belief. Among the Greeks it was so deep, and so strong,
that according to Herodotus every state, every ruling family was constantly consulting oracles and putting them in
cold storage for future use, and that the Pisistratidae\fn{ Hippias and Hipparchus, the sons of Pisistratus, a ruler of Athens for
most of the period 561-527BC} had a wondrous collection of them. From this state of mind spring the various Sibylline
books, including of course those sold to Rome.
Yet it is hard for us to understand the immense authority of Delphi as the foreteller and interpreter of destiny.
As reported by the Greeks themselves, it would seem to have been a sinister humbug. No doubt, people were so
eager to believe that they lost critical sense, like those of us today who frequent fortunetellers.
The feeling that one must not, one should not, interfere with destiny still persists in Aegean lands.
In his nimble, airy account of a journey through Asia Minor, just after the last war, Carl Burckhardt\fn{ Carl
Jacob Burckhardt (1891-1974) Swiss diplomat and historian.} meets with a Nathan the Wise. It is at Tarsus I believe, and in
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the course of being taken to all the sights, that he comes across a young woman of the best Russian society fallen
to the lowest steps of degradation. His heart leaps to help her, and the sage chides him for not letting things
happen, for not letting
determined things to destiny hold unbewailed their way.

But it is not about Herodotus that I mean to write just now, rather about the striking parallel between the
present war and the war with Persia that he narrated.
The war news, the war comments, the war gossip we nowadays get from both sides make us indulgent to any
error of fact he may have committed. We wonder that he did not fall oftener out of reckoning, considering the
violence of prejudice, and the proneness to lap up information agreeable to this violence; given as well the far
greater difficulty he must have had in getting at the sources.
Moreover, he was seldom deliberately unfair, and perhaps never so to the enemy in chief, the Persian. This
Persian, let me add, he depicted as cruel at times, and arbitrary, but always as a gentleman, and not a too overbearing one.
As for the parallels with the present war, we begin with the fact that Herodotus does not tire of reiterating how
the Persians regarded the whole of Asia as belonging of right to them, and being subject to their “order.”
We turn to the Greeks. They sent envoys to Syracuse to ask Gelon to join them. They plead that although
Xerxes pretends to be warring against Athens alone, his real purpose is to subjugate Hellenes wherever he can
find them. “Think not,” they say at the end,
that if the Persians defeat us in battle, and subdue us, they will leave you unassailed, but look well to yourself ere that
day come. Aid us and you champion your own cause; a well-laid plan commonly leads to a happy issue.\fn{VII, 157}

How often has not England said this in the last thirty years to Belgium, to Holland, but above all to the Sicily
of the Anglo-Saxon world, the U. S. A.!
Close parallel between Xerxes and Hitler in their efforts to win over, the former the Athenians and the latter
England in particular and Anglo-Saxons in general. “Medizers” no less frequent in England than in America and
in the Dominions.
The Greeks could have found their equivalent in South Africa, with its Hertzog, and in Eire, with its De Valera.
Likewise their neutrals, the most respectable being the Thessalians, who honestly declared that unless they were
sure of help they must submit to Xerxes. “Fifth columns” were not lacking, and the Persians had Delphi and the
greatest Greek singer of all time, Pindar, on their side.
Parallel again were the discussions between allies then and now, even to Spartan “weekending” at leisure, for
ten whole days, engaged in celebrating the feast of Hyacinthia, while the Athenian envoys were “peppering” to
know whether they would or would not be supported. At home they were meanwhile receiving the most flattering
proposals from the Persians if only they would “collaborate.”
A parallel, and a contrast with Vichy.
Herodotus recounts that after Thermopylae, Xerxes hastily buried nineteen out of the twenty thousand Persians
that had fallen, and invited all and sundry to come and see that he had lost only one thousand, whereas the Greek
dead were ever so many more.
He had no more success in blinding onlookers to the facts than the Germans who led American correspondents
around Berlin to see with their own eyes how little damage British aircraft had done.
The equivalent of the mined roads were not lacking. The Phocaeans met invading horsemen by
digging a great pit where the cavalry had to pass and filled it with jars. The horses fell into them and broke their legs.

After Mycale\fn{479BC} the Lacedaemonians proposed removing all Greeks from Ionia and settling them in
those Greek cities that would be evacuated because they had taken the Persian side. The Nazis have been doing
such transfers to any and every extent.
February 6
Have written of the interest in the character and humor of the individual displayed by Herodotus, with his
anecdotes about the various persons he has occasion to mention, their wit, their foibles, their wisdom.
Where else in the whole world’s literature at so early a date as the middle of the fifth century B.C. does one
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find record of such an interest! If it is already so lively and so ever-present it must have been widespread in conversation before Herodotus wrote.
So, as they invented everything else, save perhaps mechanics and mathematics, the Greeks invented gossip and
the significant anecdote. Biographies, autobiographies, memoirs, recollections are possible without anecdotes and
gossip, like Vico’s\fn{Giovan Battista Vico 1668-1744, Italian philosopher} autobiography,\fn{Autobiografia [di] Giambattista Vico.
Seguita da una scelta di lettere, orazioni e rime. A cura di Mario Fubini , published in 1965} for instance, but how lifeless, dull,
and dry they are—like things cooked with-out butter, oil, or other generous fats.
One has to be as great as Thucydides\fn{ 460-395BC, Athenian philosopher, historian and general } to write history
without them. The Greeks seem to have reveled in them; and as the easiest and most fetching stories are naughty
and malicious, the better known a name, the more dispara-ging the anecdotes gathered around it. Yet how much
we owe to what has come down to us of this gossip!
February 10
Read the other day that they are preparing to celebrate the fourth centenary of the Council of Trent—that
Council which definitely turned the Church Catholic into a sect, the greatest numerically, the most coherent and
highly organized, the most powerful, the most awe-inspiring of sects—thus denying her high claims to be the
entire body of Christ and reducing her to the status of a fragment.
One could speculate as to what the fragment consists of, and how much of the body it represents.
Just now my speculation takes another turn, more consonant with my profession.
It is whether the immense increase of priestly authority and power enacted by the Council had any effect on the
interior arrangement of church buildings.
I never made express study of the subject, but I seem to recall that as time went on, the choir, the part assigned
to the clergy, crept more and more from the apse towards the façade, leaving relatively as little room for the congregation as in a college chapel—that, for instance, of New College, Oxford. In this chapel as in all monastic establishments the available space was intended first and foremost for the monks or friars. I seem to recall, however,
in sixteenth-century and in later Spanish churches the exorbitant disproportion between the space allotted on the
one hand to the clergy and, on the other, to the laity; and I ask again how much this was due to the increasing
claims of the clergy.
Two distinct attitudes toward the use of churches are implied in the division of space between clergy and laity.
One attitude, held increasingly under the tendency of the Catholic Church to monasticize itself, was to regard its
chief function as a sanctuary for continuous prayer and praise to God. Belief, if not dogma, feared Him as being
so wrathful against mankind that if adoration and supplication were interrupted for one second He would wipe it
off the face of the earth.
The other was to regard the foremost purpose of congregating in churches as instruction, as catechizing, as
preaching.
The first took little or no account of the laity and tolerated, rather than solicited, its presence. The second, on
the contrary, existed chiefly for the laity; as indeed is the case with all communities genuinely Protestant, as well
as with Catholic churches, like most Jesuit ones, where the laity counted almost as much.
Fifty years ago I wrote a “Plea for Renaissance Churches,” a short paper in which I pleaded that these had a
much finer feeling for space than had those in the Gothic style. How just my plea was I did not realize at the time,
for I too was impressed by the grand naves and transepts of medieval cathedrals.
Space, however, could not have been much in the minds of the builders, and not at all in the heads of the
public. In those edifices where we now are tempted to believe there was feeling for splendid space the rood lofts,
the rood screens, the jubés, and all sorts of other contraptions cut up the space in such a way that you never got a
full view from west to east except along the roof.
Where the contrary now is the case, where the lungs can dilate in a space that is harmoniously uplifting, it is
due to quite recent, to nineteenth-century, taste, which removed impediments to continuous vision and swept
away the chantries, sepulchral chapels, confessionals, etc., etc., which still clutter up churches in Spain.
Yet I must confess that these Spanish churches, with their rich paraphernalia, the visual equivalent of the
incense and candle smoke filling the air, feel as if lived in night and day; whereas churches like Saint-Ouen at
Rouen are as unhomelike as a dwelling that has been empty for a long time.
February 11
The question of suffrage is a serious one.
Universal suffrage, as now practiced, leads easily to plebiscitism and that quickly to Führertum and all that it
brings in its train. Yet to abolish universal suffrage, and leave the proletariat unrepresented in the dis cussion of
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public affairs, cannot be advocated by people like ourselves who want every class in the community to get what it
legitimately and sanely can out of life.
How would it be, then, if something like the following were proposed? Every person above twenty-one, male
and female, to have one vote. Property, public service, professional merit, intelligent and active interest in politics,
to increase the number of votes the individual is to have. Instead of bestowing Legions of Honor, orders,
decorations, and titles the citizen shall have granted to him, with the increase of his merits, an increasing num ber
of votes.
Naturally, this idea would encounter objections, as for instance: that there would be no way of preventing
greedy swopping of illegitimate favors in order to procure the promotions. Against human nature one cannot
legislate. One can only try to educate it, and that is a slow process with only a distant hope of success.
February 13
My beginnings as a writer encountered no little opposition.
Not so much on account of my ideas. The crime was that I used the first person singular instead of the plural,
or the various awkward circumlocutions, each serving only to draw attention to the fact that you were trying to
avoid saying “I.”
What is wrong with “I”? Used as I have innocently used it, it is nothing but a grammatical fiction without
which discourse becomes exceedingly difficult, nay, true discourse impossible.
Deliberately avoiding it implies a self-consciousness about your own personal ego that is far from what
happens when I write “I.” “We” has through such long and constant use got to be almost as natural as “I,” but
substitutes like “it may be said,” “it may be allowed,” “it has been thought,” or, worse than all the other subterfuges, the four words “the idea is that” seem to me increasingly absurd, and the last cynical and impudent.
Shyness about the use of “I,” common in England and America as late as fifty years ago, may be connected
with the convention of polite society in previous generations, that assertion of individual opinion should be
avoided and that private tastes, private notions, private ideas were to be eschewed.
In one of Jane Austen’s\fn{1775-1817} novels she says, speaking of her hero, that he was too well-bred, too
much a gentleman to have, in matters of art, tastes that were not of his class. When, as a youngster fifty-five years
ago, I was taken to picture galleries by ladies old enough to be my grandmothers, never did any of them pull me
by the sleeve toward a painting and say, “I like it.” No, they would say:
“Now we shall look at that Madonna. It is considered to be very fine.”
In these old ladies there may have lingered a certain humility. There surely is little left in the young of today or
perhaps of yesterday who say “the idea is” when they mean “I think” or “I believe” or “I fancy.”
February 15
An interesting satudy of anthologies might be made from the point of view of changing taste.
Thus Paigrave’s anthology, on which I lived so many years, did not contain Andrew Marvell’s\fm{ 1621-1678}
Coy Mistress. It was first revealed to me, although I may have read it years earlier without feeling it, it first was
brought home to me in the Oxford Book of Verse of 1919. In a little while everybody was quoting it, and one
encountered it here, there, and everywhere in periodicals.
Likewise in a selection of a hundred best French poems published by Gowans and Grey, I first met La
Fontaine's\fn{Jean de La Fontaine (1621-1695)} Volupté. Since then I have murmured it frequently, and I doubt whether
many anthologies of French verse have appeared in the last fifteen or twenty years that do not contain it.
The anthologies I had as a boy in Boston were still eighteenth-century in taste. Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats
were barely coming forward, although Byron was represented with his Isles of Greece and Hebrew melodies.
Tennyson and Browning were as yet unknown.
What do these changes in taste reveal of changes in the mind?
March 13
Just after the First World War I made my way in Naples to Donna Anna Regina, and after some difficulty and
delay was admitted to the church. I found it filled with workmen who evidently had turned it into a meeting place.
I was horrified to see ladders placed against the frescoes, and other signs of utter indifference to the Cavallinesque
paintings that we, students and lovers of art, prized highly. When I drew their attention to the damage they were
doing, they rather insolently answered that it did not matter if they disappeared. They could replace them with
creations of their own.
Their huffy tone was largely bluff, but their state of mind was that of the medieval scribe who scraped clean a
perhaps irreplaceable Greek text to use the parchment for a work he could appreciate, some dreary theological
affair, at best a Church Father.
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Neither the socialistic workman nor the medieval scribe was an intentional vandal. The latter understood no
Greek, so it had no value or interest for him. The former feels no art that is not of his own day, and has no use for
frescoes painted in a language as strange to him as Greek was to the scribe. For art, visual art, is as much a
language as any other, and like language has to be acquired unconsciously in infancy, or consciously later on.
When does decline of a ruling nation or of a ruling class within a nation set in? Perhaps when it begins to parry
challenges with palliatives and worse still with the pretense of ignoring them.
That is what England did from 1920 till 1939, first toward France, then toward Italy, and finally toward
Germany.
Ruling class and ruling nation are happily not identical. When the challenge turned into an attack, as it did in
May, 1940, the English people leaped to the defense, dragging the reluctant of the ruling class with it so quickly
that this class may have fancied that it was taking the initiative. In a sense it did, in the sense only that in England
the difference between ruling class and people is less than elsewhere, excepting perhaps in the U. S. A.
A ruling class begins to decline when it ceases to be enterprising and acquisitive, and begins to play for safety,
for securing its privilege, power, and wealth and while sitting tight on its moneybags opposes innovation.
It distressed me to become aware that, with few exceptions, the ruling class in America was taking that turn: first
with its cult of Coolidge, and then with its hatred of the present Roosevelt.\fn{ Franklin Delano Roosevelt (then in his
third term as President of the United States, as opposed to Theodore Roosevelt (President, 1901-1909) } It manifested its sympathies
with every effort to secure “loranorder”\fn{ Law and order, still one of their favorite cries, together with “classwarfare”:H } by
whatever agency, unless this struck directly at capital. Its idol was a banker who advocated a loan to Mussolini,
admitting that with its help the latter would enslave the Italian people for a good ten years. But what of it, if
Fascism would save the world from Bolshevism!
The authority of our ruling class, whose wealth was more often the consequence of the country’s rising
prosperity and of the “unearned incrementfn{Interest paid for the use of capital:H } than of its own enterprise, will
scarcely survive this war. Despite its suicidal faults, I shall regret it. It attained a relative mellowness, excellent,
not merely showy, standards of life, sensitiveness to cultural, not merely intellectualistic, interests. Besides, this
class was already producing individuals who were in themselves works of art.
March 16
It is impossible to punish the misrulers of a nation. In the first place, by the time you are in a position to punish
them, their power is gone; and shorn of that power they cease to be worth the trouble. Punishment, to the extent
that it is possible to inflict it, falls on the people of all classes, not only the relatively few who aided and abetted
misrule, but the overwhelming majority who could not help putting up with it. Such punishment, if it is done on
statesmanly grounds, not out of sheer vindictiveness, cannot be serious. To be serious, Italy as a punishing power
would have to destroy England and leave the Europe of which Italy forms part—I often fear an unconscious part
—to the unchallenged control of Germany. If it is Germany that wanted to punish England, she might find herself,
even though she dominated all Europe west of the Vistula, in no position to face a combination of Eurasia ruled
by a Russo-Japanese alliance, always a possibility. On the other hand, if England wanted to punish France for her
conduct since Laval’s treachery\fn{ He served as a Prime Minister in the collaborationist Vichy government:H } coming on top
of all other French follies since 1920, she, England I mean, would only strengthen Germany. This is so obvious
that an Italian journalist during the Laval betrayal had the effrontery to encourage the French govern-ment, saying
whatever it did, could, or would do, England out of self-interest could not afford to drop her. Likewise, if England
tries to punish Italy, it could end only in giving France an undesirable preponderance in the Mediterranean, etc.,
etc.
Seeing, then, that there is no way of punishing a nation for the crimes of its rulers against other nations, it
should be the imperative duty of its neighbors, near and far, to prevent it from falling into the hands of mischiefvous men even if, to prevent it, recourse must be had to force.
Before power passes into the hands of those usurpers (whose traits it is easy enough to recognize) the nation
destined to be their victim has not yet been stupefied enough physically and mentally to give the assistance their
misrulers would need to maintain themselves. If these dared to try their luck it would go back on them. True, it
may be no easy task to get rid of them and their supporters, but no difficulty encountered is to be compared to
what neighboring states will have to put up with if they wait until they are attacked. They surely will be; for
certain types of rule, totalitarianism and autarchy, for instance, serve no purpose but war, and war which must be
made piping hot when ready.
It is difficult to believe that statesmanlike persons sincerely entertained a policy of pretending that what went
on within another state was no other government’s concern, or took in earnest the slogan of the last ten years and
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more, that “ideologies” must not invade international affairs. Useless to discuss the cowardice—for I take it to be
that rather than sheer folly—of such a policy. One can only point to the results. On what grounds are England and
America fighting now, if not to defend their ideologies against the diametrically opposed “Axis” ones!
March 24
It looks as if Turkey would not be allowed to remain neutral much longer. For the present, she can do little for
the Allies except to keep a strict neutrality; at most, a benevolent neutrality. For the Axis, Turkey can help to
decide in their favor by joining against Russia and invading the Caucasus. Turkey would be wiser than other
powers if she resisted the bribe that the Axis may be offering, the bribe of the Dodecanese and other Aegean
islands (which naturally England could not offer), and perhaps as well the further bribe of Syria, Palestine, and
Iraq—in short, the restoration of the Ottoman Empire as before the last war. Will Turkey resist?
April 30
Too Busy pruning, filling out, correcting my Art Theory and Art History to have had the leisure of mind to
write here.
Last night the Christian Science Monitor’s radio speaker talked of China, how big it was, and how ready to
form part of our American civilization, and what a power for stabilization on a humanitarian plane it will be when
the war is won and China is thoroughly mechanized.
I suppose it is necessary propaganda to rouse fraternal enthusiasm in favor of a numerous nation whom, not
long ago, we excluded from America, and not more than three years ago refused loans of sums as petty as fifty
million dollars, to be expended on armament for defense. All sorts of mean, sordidly pacifistic and cowardly
reasons intervened; covered by the cry that we must not goad Japan into making war on us.
I recall vividly how we throbbed in united sympathy for Japan forty years ago when Japan attacked Russia at
Port Arthur just as she attacked us a few months ago at Pearl Harbor. We had ample reason for wishing to
diminish the power of the Tsardom and its menace to our civilization. Japanese prints, Japanese netsukes and
ceramics prepared the way for Lafcadio’s\fn{ Patrick Lafcadio Hearn (1850-1902)} keepsake pictures of Japan, penned
with a luscious language that captivated.
What has been the progress of Japan since? What reason have we to believe that a victorious, united, mechanized, commercialized, and of course militarized China will act any better? On the contrary, her immense population, her more central position may be more of a menace.
It seems a law of history—if indeed history has laws—that once aroused to a feeling of nationhood, a people
cannot stop till it goes the whole way of nationalism and annexationism. A people in that condition will not settle
down till it has had the satisfaction of enslaving and oppressing others; or else fail so miserably, as the Greeks did
in 1919, that they sink into impotent dissatisfaction with themselves as well as others. So I should expect the
Chinese to regain the territories recently taken by Japan, and Indo-China and Korea as well, and then to set up a
Mongol solidarity which would include Siam, Burma, Nepal, and much else, as the lust for conquest increased
with its satisfaction.
May 2
Heard just now of Delfino Cinelli’s\fn{ 1889-1942, Italian writer} death. Death, like the sun and the rain, acts on
the just and on the unjust. I knew nobody who less deserved to die, whose disappearance can bring so little profit
to anyone, whose loss will be mourned so unanimously by all who knew him.
Not alone because he was one of the most delicate and genuine verbal artists of recent years, communicating
the full perfume of the Tuscan countryside and its folk as I have never felt in another writer; not only because he
had a fine sense of letters. As well, and as much, because of his deep and generous humanity and coura geous
attitude toward events, and his understanding of what was behind them.
His business took him often to America and he learnt to appreciate and to love us. So he was one of the few
Italians with whom, as with Carla Garabelli Orlando, I could discuss things and per sons American as if he were
one himself. His looks used to puzzle me. Slender, tallish, with pronounced features, blue-gray eyes, and a shock
of darkish chestnut hair over a full, slightly beetling brow, at first he suggested the Russian. I was not satisfied
with this classification and one day I perceived how much he looked like the “Dying Gladiator.”\fn{ A reference to a
Roman copy of an original Hellenic sculpture of c.240BC, found at Pergamon }
So that was what he was, a Celt whose idioplasm, disappearing for centuries, returned to life with him, its
characteristics tempered by Italic elements into the completely rational, frank, and fearless being whom we loved
and cherished.
May 6
The hieroglyphs in the innermost chamber of Zoser’s pyramid\fn{ Reigned c.2670BC} are perfect as sculpture in low
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relief. So are the masterpieces of the earliest Egyptian dynasties, whether in the round or in relief. Wonderful also
are the works of figure arts, mostly in the round, dug up in Mesopotamia and dating from its earliest periods and
dynasties. A head like the one discovered at Warka a few years ago, although of the Jemseh-Nasr period, some
3000 B.C., would, if found in Greece or Aegean lands, be placed in the fifth century and ranked with the
masterpieces of that century.
Verbal utterances nearly coeval with these early creations of Egypt and Babylonia are scarcely to be graced
with the name of literature even in the most generous and indulgent sense of the word. One may question whether
these antique lands in the course of their entire history ever produced literary works comparable to their plastic
arts.
This leads me to wonder whether poetry as we understand it is not a later product than the visual and, more
specifically, the figure arts. It is true that we have no specimens of Minoan or even Mycenan Dichtung, poetry,
whether in prose or verse. Someday they may be discovered and deciphered, but I am willing to affirm that they
will not be of the value interest of the figure arts produced by the same civilizations. Although I do not share the
boundless admiration for their wasp-waisted, cakewalking, bullfighting heroes, or their young women easily
mistaken for creatures out of Vogue, their representations of animals are of the highest order, and their action has
a spring, a lightness, a gaiety that makes one feel eager and happy.
Then comes the Iliad, centuries after the occultation of the Mycenaean world by a darkness that swept down
from North Central Europe, as it did many centuries later when it produced our Dark Ages. It took nearly as long
to recover from, but in technical tradition as in subject matter Homer\fn{The author of the first known European literature,
thought to have lived at some time between 1102 and 850BC or later, the Iliad, which is credited to him, now having been dated to between
760-710BC. W say further of him: “The importance of Homer to the ancient Greeks is described in Plato’s Republic, which portrays him as
the protos didaskalos, “first teacher”, of the tragedians, the hegemon paideias, “leader of Greek culture”, and the ten Hellada pepaideukon,
“teacher of [all] Greece”. Homer’s works, which are about fifty percent speeches, provided models in persuasive speaking and writing that
were emulated throughout the ancient and medieval Greek worlds. Fragments of Homer account for nearly half of all identifiable Greek
literary papyrus finds in Egypt.”} and may have been the singer of a past whose memory was preserved and nostalgi-

cally transfigured in Aeolia by descendants of Mycenaeans there sheltered from the worst brutalities of the Nordic
invaders on the Greek mainland. In that case, the Iliad too would date much later than the visual rep resentations to
which we owe acquaintance with the Mycenaean world.
I suspect that early mankind, when feeling its oats, danced and shouted, chanted perhaps, and that castanets,
tom-toms, and even some crude wind instruments may have been among its early artifacts.
Its shouts when exuberant, its grunts, its howls when satisfied or angry, ultimately were organized into units of
sound, and these units in the course of numberless ages were split up into bits, each bit carrying a distinct meaning. This meaning was stamped upon it as the value was stamped at first roughly upon the earliest coins into the
casting of which chunks of gold and silver and bronze and electrum were broken up and then with more and more
defined images, until they attained the beauty of Syracusan and other Greek coins of the fifth century and later.
Indeed, one may be led on to say that units of sound reached their perfection as words, at the same time that mere
bullion attained its greatest beauty as coinage.
Which brings me back to the question whether words, in our sense of the term, were not latecomers in poetry,
although they may have existed in some utilitarian connection long before. Without the aid of appropriate gesture
words till late did not attain precision and currency enough to serve for something so prismatic as poetry, not to
speak of the exigencies of prose.
May 8
I can recall what, as a little boy not over seven, I felt about parents, teachers, and other grownups. I must pay
attention to what they said and obey their orders. Why? Not for fear of punishment chiefly, although that, no
doubt, played its part. No: it was that I felt these elders were betters and spoke with knowl edge. Most of all, they
enjoyed “authority,” and I knew that “authority” was not force alone, the power to do what they liked with me, but
something numinous which filled me with awe, with a sense of its moral right to utter commands that I had to
obey.
I might and would rebel, yet knew that I ought not, that it was naughty to do so. It made me unhappy and compelled me to seek reconciliation.
Need I add that this numinous authority, with which I endowed my elders, ended by embracing government
and all its agents? Moreover, their authority was a moral authority that could not act except in a moral way. Nor
was it there merely to secure and guarantee life and property; it had to serve besides as a model for conduct, a
model we had but to follow in order to enjoy what was good for us here and hereafter.
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I left America too soon to have heard in my sheltered and unpolitical school and college days of the venality
and brutality of the executants of the law. Nor did much happen abroad to open my eyes till toward my thirtieth
year, when I began to take an interest in international affairs. Even then I did not wake entirely, and it took yet a
while before I began to realize that, internationally at least, governments, excepting possibly the English and
American, did not believe in moral conduct toward each other, and scarcely claimed to be guided by anything but
their advantage, and the power to secure it.
It was a discovery that would have turned me into an anarchist if I had made it as a youth. Happily, it occurred
when I was capable of reflection; and although I had not yet consciously reached the conclusion that government
was a necessary evil without which we could not get on in our present civilization, I was pre pared to act on it and
accept the inevitable.
I go on asking, however, how one can expect morality, decency, and humanity from individuals who corporatively have none, who corporatively expect to be praised for being regardless of the rest of the world, and glorying
in any cannibalism that may seem materially advantageous—at the moment.
May 9
The colored picture postcard, following on the heels of the one in black and white, as that had succeeded to the
plain photograph, is putting an end, if indeed it has not already done so, to an elegant accomplishment of young
and mature gentlewomen that was still common in my earlier days. An exact contemporary of mine, Mme de C.
B., can turn over the pages of albums into which are gathered the vignettes and “Prout-bits” she water-colored
long ago, in Egypt and other antique lands. It must give her raptures of transfigured memory that no view of the
same place not done by her own hands would give, least of all the mechanical ones now current. Quality apart, the
thing done with one’s own hands has a power to call back the past, and just how a given place or scene felt, as no
ready-made reproduction can offer.
Now it is the turn of the amateur pianists and songsters to vanish. How shall they compete with the everimprovable radio that brings us the music we want, performed by the best artists? Teaching the piano and singing
may be carried on, but the end is not far.
We shall then have a completer and more decisively final divorce between artists and enjoyers of art, between
painters, sculptors, and amateurs—in short, between producers and consumers.
May 22
At the funeral of Novalis,\fn{Georg Philipp Friedrich Freiherr von Hardenberg (1772-1801) German philosopher } his father
was deeply touched by a hymn that was sung. He asked for its author and was told,
“But it is by your dead son.”
Father and son had fallen out over what the former, strictly and narrowly evangelical, regarded as religion. He
was moved to contrition when the hymn revealed how truly religious his son had been all along. Without the
identical trappings of myth and dogma he had failed to recognize this quality in his child.
May 24
While reading Huizinga,\fn{Johan Huizinga (1872-1945) Dutach historian} it occurs to one to ask who first thought of
the questions one puts regarding this or that period of history in a given region, as in this case the civilization of
France and Flanders at the end of the Middle Ages, or of an individual, as Tame did in the case of La Fontaine.
When we deal with an entire civilization and not a single person, I with my limited reading can trace the kind of
question no further back than to Jakob Burckhardt. I suspect that he owed something to the Schlegels and more to
Herder; but for us who come after him, it is to him we owe the problems to be solved when we attempt to inquire
into a past civilization.
How to set about to discover what are the problems touching such a chaotic affair as an epoch of the past requires great antecedent knowledge feeding imagination, and a creative gift without which one has no idea how to
find one’s way through such a jungle.
In that sense Jakob Burckhardt was a real pioneer. After him it is easy for any instructed person to apply the
same questions, to pose the same problems, to set up the same categories for any period of the past and with relatively modest gifts reach satisfactory results. It is easy for these mediocrities to ignore their debts, and to be
accepted as great scholars and interpreters.
Who fished the murex\fn{A predatory sea snail} up?
What porridge had John Keats?\fn{From the last two lines of stanzas 12 and 13 of Browning’s poem Popularity}

June 8
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When I was young, aristocracy and le monde—society—fascinated me.
To begin with, like most not born to it, I was attracted by its seeming access to a larger, more intense, as well
as freer life. Its manners, its customs, its habitations, its relations to others seemed more beautiful intrinsically
than ours.
Then, when I realized how few members of this class were the better for these advantages, how sordid, how
greedy, how predatory, how vulgar-minded, how heartless, how rude the majority of its individuals could be, I still
entertained the hope that there were enough of the better sort to keep up its cadres, in the sense that an army de feated and decimated but keeping up its formations can expect in time to fill them up properly.
Royalties made me feel shy because I did not know how to get on with them. Obviously, they expect other
treatment than is meted out to mere mortals in whose veins flows no drop of the ichor of the gods Odin and Thor.
I am reminded of what a diplomat told me in Rome. Whenever an officially important foreign personage was
coming to Rome, information was asked as to the amount of enthusiasm with which he was to be received.
Aristocracies may continue to exist and the great society to afford them as the humblest cottages can afford to
cultivate flowers in their patch of garden, and poor city folk a geranium in a pot on the window sill. So long as
aristocracies continue to give satisfaction either through the nobility of their mœurs\fn{Manners} or the beauty of
their ways and aspects, we can profit by the aesthetic pleasure they give us, as well as by the example that they
furnish to us plebeians.
When they degenerate to mere smartness, and rot into parasites of the nouveaux riches,\fn{The newly wealthy, a
term of disparagement} whether these are rich in money or rich in power, then they are at best a nuisance, and at less
than best a pernicious model for the rest of us. The sooner they are eliminated the better.
It is to be feared, moreover, that even the worthier sections of the aristocracies in all countries have sunk to the
state of mind that possesses people who live on inherited incomes, which they cannot creatively increase, but only
diminish through stupidity, bad luck, or taxation. They sit tight on their moneybags with little thought for the
community as a whole, except to the extent that it serves their needs and greeds. Their more enterprising men go
into business of an adventurous and hazardous kind with the hope of getting rich quick. The others wait for the
marriage broker to bring them an heiress to increase their income and discolor the blueness of their blood.
June 25
The Germans again are threatening Egypt. If the experiment could be reversed, it would interest me to see how
the Egyptians would enjoy German rule for several years, for long enough to have a good taste of it and see how
they liked it. The Nazis might play into the hands of the effendis, letting them at the start oppress and squeeze the
fellahin as they did before English rule limited their privileges.
In India likewise the baboos and their like might prefer Japanese totalitarianism to British rule.
A Gandhi being out of the question, it is by no means certain that these peoples would not settle down to Nazi
rule with resignation as to an act of God, in submissive and reposeful irresponsibility, and be much happier than
under the English, who allow them to clamor for more and more advantages.
England necessarily is least English in her connection with India. Scarcely an international action one may
disapprove that England does not commit because of India. Keeping Cyprus from the Greeks, Egypt from the
Arabs, Palestine from the Jews—all this is to provide for the safety of India and of the route to India.
I should be happy to let the Hindus stew in their own or in authoritarian juice and free England from the
ungrateful task of protecting and ruling. An English-speaking union strong enough to defend itself against attack
—that for the present would be my international ideal.
July 2
“They” have cut our telephone, without even letting us know. What harm could we do through the telephone?
It is carefully watched. If one attempted to communicate anything seditious, let alone of military interest, the
spy at the station could report at once. It would serve counterespionage to let the few decrepit, tottering “alien
enemies” like ourselves use and abuse the telephone, on the chance that they might betray something of interest to
the authorities.
But no: in wartime an alien enemy must not be allowed to use a telephone. Discussion strictly forbidden.
July 3
How I used to laugh forty years ago at Salomon Reinach’s\fn{ 1858-1932, French archaeologist} when I saw that
almost all the Academicians and members of the Institute I met there wore elastic-sided boots. I had no idea then
as I have too clearly now that this saved those elderly people the trouble of bending to lace their footgear.
*
When the Germans first attempted to invade Egypt from Libya, I was assured by even such a military authority
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as Prince Rupprecht of Bavaria that they would reach Alexandria in five or six days. Other Germans could not
find adequate terms to praise Rommel as perhaps the finest mind in their army: all had been arranged like
clockwork, and timed for the defeat of the British and the conquest of Egypt.
Beaten, Rommel became a rash, headstrong adventurer who, without orders and without consulting his superiors, had let himself into a gamble foredoomed to failure. Again, he is a hero, he is field marshal. What will be his
reward if he reaches Cairo? On the other hand, what will Germans say if, like Sen nacherib, he mysteriously
retires?
August 27
I happened to go to the window at about an hour before sunrise. The full moon was still some degrees above
the western horizon. To the east the sky was beginning to flush with the dawn. The moon had a dimmed luster as
of old gold and was bedded in its own rays, making a halo like a great wheel, and touched with faint rainbow
color. Under it, the hillside rising to Poggio Gherardo looked grayish green and the olive trees did not come out
singly or in clusters, but as rolls of felt folded back on the ground. The sky had a strange, almost uncanny air, both
gay and solemn.
I looked and gazed and breathed deep and recognized that in seventy years and more that I have looked at
landscape consciously I had never seen the like effect. While contemplating the scene I did not think of any poet,
whether Homer or Wordsworth or Goethe, who might interpret what I felt but could not put into words. For some
minutes I was the world seen by my eyes and felt by my senses, the landscape, the freshness of the air, the smells
coming up from the garden, the caress of the breeze.
December 28
Igor said yesterday that it was the English of course who had had Darlan\fn{ Jean Louis Xavier François Darlan (18811942) French admiral, Vichy collaborator} assassinated.
I was shocked and told him I should have to revise my idea of England if I thought her capable of such an act.
To the Continental mind, nothing seems more likely. Darlan’s disappearance serves England’s policy and besides,
under the circumstances, is a blessing for the Allied cause. So why not?
That, I suppose, is the kind of Realpolitik that you cannot eradicate from the Continental mind. They are
always ready to accuse the “British Intelligence Service” of any and every crime that, in their misinformed opinion, might serve British policy. Indeed, so insistent is this belief that at times I am tempted myself to wonder
whether there is anything in it.
1.280 & 296.184 A. The Horse Thief B. Excerpt from Ant Hills\fn{by Hannah Berman (1890-1955)} Kovono, Kaunas
County, Lithuania (F) 14
A
Everybody had something, but I had nothing; and, having nothing, I was nothing. And who is there likes to be
nothing?
Nobody.
So, I decided within myself that I must have something; and, thereby, come to be something myself. And I
went and asked myself:
“What thing is of the greatest value?” The answer was:
“A horse.”
For, since ever I can remember, the wealthy Shalom Asher used to boast, not of his fine house, not of his wife’s
jewels, not of his daughter’s fashionable clothes, but of his prancing horses. They were like lions, just as he said.
They pranced and stamped and snorted their way through the village, whilst Shalom Asher himself sat up on the
box-seat of the high wagon, like a lord, his nose in the air, his thick black beard floating apart in the wind, and his
two soft strong white hands gripping the reins like bands of steel.
So my inevitable conclusion was that a horse was the most valuable thing in the world. To own a horse meant
that one was wealthy and powerful and all-important. Even the tiniest child understands that he must scamper
quickly out of the way of a prancing horse.
But how was a beggar like myself to come by a horse?
And why should I not cease to be a beggar, once and for always? Is it a pleasure to go about footsore and
weary and hungry, dragging one’s body miserably from hamlet to hamlet, collecting odds and ends—rags, bits of
iron, old bottles, bones and rabbit-skins?
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True, I could look upon myself then as an honest man; and everybody says that honesty is the greatest virtue in
the world. But I don’t know; really and truly, I don’t know.
If the rogue does get whipped with white-hot rods of iron in the other world, at any rate he has sound shoes
and a dry coat and good food and a prancing horse in this world.
Is a feather bed nothing? Is a fine house nothing? Are honor and respect in this world nothing?
So I made up my mind that I would come by a horse somehow or other, let who would be honest and wait for
his reward in the world to come.
A horse was what I wanted.
Besides, why should the rich folk have everything and I nothing? They can afford to lose something; that is to
say, have it stolen from them.
And, really, what is stealing?
Today I am rich—have everything. Tomorrow the wheel of fortune turns round, and I am poor—have nothing.
Who knows what the wheel of fortune is? Perhaps it is a sort of thief whom no one has ever seen, and certainly,
no one has ever caught.
So, thinking this and thinking that, I finally made up my mind, and strengthened my heart, and, one dark night,
after many shocks and hesitations and turnings-away from the stable—the Most High came to my aid at last, and I
got away with one of Shalom Asher’s prancing horses, bridle and all. I flung an old sack over him for a saddle,
and I said to him, in the lofty voice of Shalom Asher himself:
“Hi, carcass, get along with you!”
And I rode off out of the village, not like a thief but like a prince.
I came to the big town just as a fair was starting. The dealers saw at once that I had a “lion,” not a horse. They
said to me:
“Et! He is so-so. But, we will give you fifty roubles for him, not because he is worth all that, but because we
want him just now. He will match the other two horses of the steward’s troika.”
But I was not to be taken in with dealers’ talk. In any case, I did not want to sell the horse. So I rode up and
down the market place with my nose in the air. I heard the people say:
“A beggar on horseback, as I live, a beggar on horseback.”
Well, let them say what they like. Let them burst talking. They would not make any comments at all if I were
on foot.
By and by, my “lion” began to get hungry. I rode him out of the town, and led him to graze by the side of the
road. Where was I, a penniless beggar, to get oats for him? My fine fellow sniffed and tossed his head haughtily.
Of course the dusty stubble was not good enough for him.
“You are like me,” said I to him. “I too, want juicy meat. But when I can’t get it I content myself with dry
crusts. Eat or go hungry, as you will. You are not now a rich man’s horse.”
The devil was proud as Shalom Asher himself. He would not eat.
*
Well, I have a horse. I have ridden him in public, and have become a somebody on the gaping crowds. But
what to do next I do not know.
A wagon is out of the question. If it were possible to get one, I should be a great peddler, a sort of merchant,
honored and respected by the peasants, and looked up to by my neighbors, the poor wandering bagmen. But what
is the use in crying for the moon?
The thing is: What next? The fair is over, and there will not be another for five days. The next market-town is
twelve versts off. Go and look for fairs every day of the week!
Well, anyway, I have a fine horse, and I ride and ride and ride, in and out of the towns and villages, like a
prince visiting his dominions. Yes, but a prince ultimately returns to his castle. The bowing and the cheering and
the flattery of his serfs are not enough for always. He goes home, stretches his limbs, calls his servants, and eats
and drinks, and drinks and eats.
With me it is different. Just because I have a horse, and just because I can look down with contempt upon the
gaping villagers, I am a homeless wanderer. Nowhere is there rest or peace, or food or drink waiting for me.
It is true I might sell my fine horse, and in his place buy for myself a half-dead nag and a ramshackle wagon.
But, what good would they be to me? If I had been content to drag myself about from place to place, I should
have had no need for a horse which one must feed, nor for a ramshackle wagon which one must tie up with strings
every step of the way. And for a horse and wagon one needs merchandise. Eh! There’s no use in talking. Even the
few kopecks I had have already gone for bread.
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And my horse is daily growing less and less of a personage, so to say. He now eats the wayside grass, but not
yet with the whole of his mouth, merely with the half of it. His coat has lost its gloss; his mane is ragged; his hide
shaggy. His nostrils have no fire in them. He is not a “lion” any more. Even his late master, Shalom Asher
himself, would find it impossible to pick out his one-time “lion” from a crowd of peddler’s nags.
And, wonder upon wonder, to me he is not any more the source of pride I thought he would turn out to be.
Even if he still were the prancing charger of Shalom Asher’s stable, he would be nothing more than he is—a
creature that demands food. He is a burden, a vexation, I might almost say, a visitation upon me for my sins.
Every day, every hour, we both grow more ragged, and more unkempt, and more forlorn. The people are not
amazed now, when they see us. What is there to be amazed at—a ragged beggar astride a bony nag with its head
lowered?
Miles and miles I have covered, now astride him, now walking beside him, the rope end on my almost bare
shoulder. Am I more tired of wandering or of dragging the worn-out horse after me? Really and truly, I do not
know.
But this I do know: that a horse is no use to a poor man. He is merely another mouth to feed. And besides, one
has to drag him about with one wherever one goes, and shelter him, and care for him.
*
I have come to that point when everything I thought right now appears to me to be the other way about. I am
beginning to see that just having one thing, whether it is a horse or a house, or a good pair of shoes, does not make
one a somebody. One has to have many things. Along with a horse, one has to have a wagon; and with the wagon
a stable; and with the stable a house; and with the house a business; and with the business a position; and credit,
and a good name, and a wife bedecked with jewels, and a fashionable daughter, and a son at the university. A
horse alone is not enough.
I doubt if the rich man, Shalom Asher, has been ruined by the loss of his horse; but it is true that I have been
beggared for ever by having stolen it; for I can never again appear in my native village; and where to lay my head
I do not know.
Really, the thief who steals a horse deserves the whipping with iron rods which awaits him in the other world.
In fact, he ought to be whipped with rods of iron in this world too He is a mad fool; for he goes and ties blinkers
on his own eyes, and then wonders why he stumbles into ditches and breaks his neck.
If a man does steal a horse, he should do it not for the sake of pride, but simply and solely to make money.
Pride needs more than a horse to support it.
This is the conclusion I have come to; and there is no other in the world.
But what to do I cannot think. For my horse is nothing but skin and bone; and it is now a question of either
dragging him on my back to the fair, or sleeping in the ditch, and eating the same dusty grass that he eats.
Really a horse is not a five-kopeck piece with a hole in it, which some folk will take and some will not.
You can ask Shalom Asher, or you can ask me. We will both tell you the same.
B
1
In the thirties of last century, the village of Strashuny, in the West-Russian province of Kovno, was scarcely
more than a scattered group of rude wooden huts, covered with straw roofs, borne down by a thick overgrowth of
nettles, weeds, and burdocks.
The village stood alone, at a considerable distance from the great highroad. The ground on which it stood was
broken and irregular. Deep ruts alternated with sharp inclines, so that, whilst the roof of one hut stood out boldly
against the skyline, the roof of the next dropped to the window-ledge of the first. And every hut leaned at an angle
peculiar to itself alone.
Kopel Dorfman was born in one of the smallest, meanest and poorest huts of the villages But, to the impressionable child, his little world was teeming with the fulness of life, movement and adventure. The sanded floor,
with its holes and irregularities and pleasant softness, made a delightful playground; and, but for the presence of
the other children, one or other of whom was always in his way, Kopel’s days would have been of the purest joy.
If the big stove, jutting out into the middle of the floor, was painful to the touch, there was still some joy to be
got out of watching his mother moving swiftly around it, with her pots and pans.
And, when the chickens were housed underneath the stove, in the cold weather, life was altogether delightful to
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Kopel. For hours he sat watching the mother-hen fluttering in and out of the nest, clucking and scratching the sand
in search of food. The tiny chicks were so beautiful and made such a pleasant noise. And they were always
fluttering their tiny wings to escape from under the heavy inverted sieve which was at once their castle and their
prison.
Then there were the huge, upright posts reaching from floor to ceiling. Fantastic little creatures, shiny or dull,
moved up and down these posts—creatures, which would have terrified the child had they not been so
wonderfully fascinating that he could not take his eyes off them, especially the spiders which seemed always to
hang in mid-air.
In his childish way, he speculated on their dizzy flights, and on their destination: were they going to alight, ul timately, on the table, the stove, the chair, the plate, the cup, or the piece of bread in his hand? Perhaps on the
hand itself? When they did happen to alight on him, or near him, his whole cosmos was suddenly overturned.
Chaos and terror gave place to the calm of his hitherto untroubled existence.
For the most part, the fanciful child lived in a land of pure dreaming, wherein joy and laughter prevailed above
all else. Everybody played with him, or amused him in some way; and everything existed to give him joy. The
glittering sunbeams which stole in through the open door or window on bright days, were not only inexpressibly
beautiful and warm, but thrilled him with their ever-changing, ever-dazzling riot of colour.
Even his mother, whose face was always stern, and whose voice was harsh, filled him with joy when she came
near him. Whilst his father’s soft laugh was so contagious that he would burst out laughing on hearing it, merely
because the sound of it made him glad.
*
He did not know how it came about, but the house was suddenly grown quiet and still. Some of the children
disappeared. His mother’s eyes were red. His father sat on a low stool, muttering to himself, and taking no notice
of the child’s clamours.
The house was darkened. The little mirror over the cupboard was covered with a cloth. The other children cried
and moaned without ceasing, and one of them wailed continually from the bedroom in a thin, feeble voice which
tore at his soul.
He was uneasy and filled with vague, nameless fears. Nevertheless, he continued to crawl about the sanded
floor, of which he was now the sole occupant.
Time passed.
*
One day he stood up, gripping the table-leg, afraid, yet thrilled with the fire of adventure. His mother clapped
her hands in delight, whilst his father carried him to the wall, and set him with his back against it.
“Kopalle, you are a big boy now—may no evil eye harm you!” said his father, tapping him on the head and
laughing softly.
“Walk, my son, walk.”
At the end of the ever-so-long walk his father rewarded him with a piece of sugar.
Whether it was because of his pride in his own achievement, or whether it was the glorious reward he had
reaped, Kopel did not know. He only knew that it was not only his father that was laughing, but everyone and
everything all around him was laughing. Within and without him, there was nothing but pleasant laughter all day
and every day.
The most thrilling adventures followed one another in breathless succession. A new world spread before Ko pel’s eyes—an amazingly chaotic world of trees and houses and fields and cows and horses and goats. Bewildering crowds of people were always walking up and down the street, and entering and leaving the maze of houses
around him.
Further on was the silvery river which flowed off into the mystic hinterland of whose existence he was now
rapidly becoming aware, not without a fluttering of the heart. Up in the blue and white and graying sky above his
head he felt there was yet another world, illimitable, unreachable, and fearful in its dread immensity.
*
It was an epoch-making day when he made his way to the river for the first time, alone. And, it was on that
same day that he came face to face with terror.
In the middle of the field beside the river, a big hole had been dug. And in this hole had been poured the soft
pitch which belonged to Reb Elyokim, the leader of the community.
The pitch glistened temptingly in the sunlight; but Kopel had no thought of going near it. He had heard the
other children say that one must not touch the pitch, nor even approach the hole. Nevertheless, the beautiful
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glistening blackness attracted him to itself. He would only climb the fence and creep cautiously to the edge of the
pitch.
At the first touch, his foot crashed through the rotten paling, and he fell down, dragging several laths on top of
him.
For one dread instant—an eternity—his heart stood still. When he awoke out of his stupor of fear, he was
inspired by a wild hope. Perhaps he might manage to replace the broken boards in such a way that the guilt of it
might not be fastened on to him; that is to say, if he could manage to escape without being caught on the spot.
After many futile attempts, he managed to get the broken boards to hold together, by means of the loose wires
he used to retie them with.
The little success he achieved in the direction of repairing the fence brought new light to him. He thought that,
since he could repair a broken fence, he could surely do other things, too. For example, he could hope to learn to
build a boat for himself, or make a fishing-net, or bake marbles out of clay, or cut whistles out of the reeds which
grew by the river, or carve wooden spinning-tops, or cast boiling lead into moulds of his own design.
The very thought that he might one day make a cart for himself so fascinated him that he not only forgot his
fears but already felt as if he were driving up and down the street, to the wonder and envy of all the boys of the
village.
It was beautifully carved, had the most ingenious little wheels, and was painted in all the gay colours of the
rainbow. From that day, every strong emotion, every stress of circumstances ultimately led to the same strong
desire—to build and build.
2
Kopel had a puffed-out, moist little body, flaxen hair, and red eyelids which looked as if they had been burnt
by a hot sun.
He was too poorly fed to be able to resist the epidemics which scourged the district from time to time, and
which had carried off his brothers and sisters, leaving him an only child. But, although the epidemics exhausted
him, he, nevertheless, managed to survive, even in spite of the additional strain of hunger which still fur ther
reduced his vitality several times in his short life. He was not wanting in a certain exhausted hardihood which
enabled him to keep pace with the strongest boys of the village.
In body as in mind, he was restless and curious. He soon outdistanced his schoolmates; and his ability was
generally recognised, outside of the tiny room at the teacher’s house where the boys spent nearly the whole day in
a dim light and vitiated atmosphere. He was gentle and tractable, but he had his moments of stubbornness when it
was impossible to move him by bribes any more than by threats—when he would take his thrashing without
wincing.
In his own small way, Kopel was something of a discoverer. He was always seeing new facts and new aspects
of things.
These discoveries did not come to him in sudden flashes of light. On the contrary, he had to break a road
towards them through masses of tangled phrases out of the Holy Books, or through snatches of conversation.
Slowly and patiently he pieced together the contradictory fragments until the new form stood out before him in an
astonishing completeness.
Every new discovery filled him with joy and trembling. Within his own mind, he told himself that it was as if
he suddenly found himself within the curtain of the Holy of Holies. Tremulous, and not a little frightened, he
stood contemplating this new thing, scarcely realising that he himself had evolved it out of his own consciousness,
and feeling the most profound respect for the books and the people that had led him on to this new visioning.
*
At an early age, he was self-sufficient and self-contained, and precociously self-reliant. The school was a prison to him, and his companions mere encumbrances. The moment he was free, he would rush down to the river—
the narrow, ribbon-like, sluggish Dabakina—throw himself on the soft grass, and give himself up to his daydreams.
He was always seeing himself as either on the point of starting on a long journey of adventure, or as just
having returned from a long, unknown distance.
It was not the excitement of his imaginary adventures which thrilled him; nor was he at all curious to see
strange places. It was rather the intense desire which was always active within him to describe things which were
new and strange to everybody else. He felt that he could so describe them that everyone who heard him would see
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and hear all that he had seen and heard. He felt that his graphic powers must and would sway the whole world
which was his to conquer and amaze.
His dreams of future greatness served to cut him off still more completely from the little world in which he
lived; and now and again, it filled him with a loneliness which almost reduced him to tears.
*
One eventful day he had been listening to the birds twittering in their nests in the tree-tops until his whole
being was flooded with vague yet painful longings, at the same time that his soul was permeated with intense joy.
He seemed to find himself in a world so overflowing with beauty and tenderness as to be almost beyond en durance.
He was awakened out of his ecstatic vision by his father’s voice calling him peremptorily:
“Come here, scamp! Come here at once, you rascal! You good-for-nothing, you will be late for the afternoon
prayers.” Seeing the scared look which came into the boy’s face, his father took him in his arms, and said to him,
soothingly:
“What do you mean by going asleep in the field? What do you mean by forgetting school? Wait! The teacher
will give you a fine thrashing for playing truant. He will give you a good whipping. He knows how to do it. He
has a strong hand. He-he-he!”
And Chayyim-Yeina exploded in a soft, nervous laugh.
“Yes,” he continued after a while. “Yes, you will enjoy yourself when Reb Yankel takes you in hand. And I am
not going to interfere. On the contrary, I will ask your mother to give you another thrashing, on top of what you
will get from the teacher, for nearly missing the afternoon prayer.
“You young scamp, you! I should like to know what is becoming of your Judaism. Have you lost it in the
grass, like the groschen you lost last Thursday on your way to school—or what? Wait, scamp, until we get home.
Your mother will give you something. Yes, she will give you a good beating, with a big stick.
“What connection has a Jewish boy with rivers and fields? They are for ignorant Gentiles to spend their time
with—boors, and ragged shepherd boys, and dog-beaters.
“How comes a Jewish boy to stray off into fields when he should be at the synagogue?
“Ah, my boy, you are laying up a terrible punishment for yourself in the next world. And wait until your
mother catches hold of you—just wait!"
*
Kopel knew that his mother would not beat him, that his father’s threats were mere talk, and that neither of
them would allow the teacher to so much as lay a finger on him. In any case, his consciousness was still deeply
permeated with the beauty of the sunshine, the green fields, the flowing silvery river, and the gentle twitterings of
the nestlings, to the utter exclusion of every mundane or physical consideration.
“Listen, father!” he cried excitedly.
“If you had heard what I have heard—if your heart were filled with the beautiful twittering of the little birds in
the trees, as mine is this minute, you too, would have forgotten that it was time for the afternoon prayer. The little
birds said ‘Tweet-tweet-tweet! Pick-pick-pick!’ and I don’t know what else besides. They have been singing and
singing just like that all the time.
“And the big birds—the mothers and the fathers—have been calling and whistling and chirruping.
“Oh, how you would have listened to them! And there were scores of beautiful little red insects with black
spots on their backs rushing about here and there, as if they were market-people making haste to finish their
business before the Sabbath came in.
“And there were such beautiful butterflies with gorgeous wings glittering in the sun. Beauties, I tell you,
beauties!”
“Hush, Epicurean, hush!
“What has a Jewish child to do with birds and insects and butterflies?
“A Jewish child must not think of such things at all. He must not give himself up to this world at all, but must
live in and for nothing else but the Holy Books, and pray three times a day, and learn how to keep all the laws, so
that he shall grow up a good Jew, but what one might call a good Jew, pious and honest and pure.
“Leave little birds and such things for Gentile children. They are not for you, I tell you.”
“Ah, but the little birds, the little birds!” sighed Kopel. “Do you know what I will tell you, father? I have a pain
here, right here in my chest, from listening to the birds. They sang and whistled so beautifully that I was almost
bursting into tears every minute. That’s how it was with me.”
“I tell you you must leave such things to Gentile boys!” repeated Chayyim-Yeina in a harsh voice. “For Jewish
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children there are neither little birds nor little songs in this world.
“Do you hear me, Kopalle? Birds and little songs for a Jewish boy? Who has ever heard the like?
“Kopel, listen to what I am telling you. Once and for always, I wish to impress it on you, so that you shall re member it as long as you live—once and for always I tell you that all these things—all the pleasures of this world
are made to ensnare the soul.
“They are for Gentiles only.
“The next world is ours.
“You must hever, never never again go near the river on school-days, or at prayer-times. It is a sin. Do you
hear me, scamp? Never again mention such un-Jewish things as birds or insects, or rivers, or fields, or little songs
—never again, scamp.”
“Yes, father, yes!” cried Kopel, breathless. “But, the little birds, the little birds! And there were frogs croak ing
in the ditches, and the bees were saying ‘Buzz-buzz-buzz!’
“Above all, above all, the singing of the birds! Ah, those beautiful, beautiful little birds!” he sighed once again.
“Why was I born a Jew? Why may I not care about birds and bees and insects and frogs, and all those beautiful
things which are in the fields and the river—why not?”
*
One day, at school, Kopel made the terrible discovery that the teacher, whom he was bidden to look up to and
honour and obey, and whose life every boy must accept as a model of all that was ideal—this same teacher was
deliberately telling lies in order to justify his punishing a boy he disliked, and whom he was always accusing of
crimes of which he, the teacher, as well as the boys and the poor victim himself, knew he was innocent.
Kopel’s sense of justice was outraged.
He could not stand it any more; and, this time, he flew from school, straight home. He burst in upon his
mother, shouting angrily:
“Mother, he is a big, big liar! That’s what the teacher is—a big, big liar. He is just as much of a liar as is the
glazier’s assistant, Avroemel, who said he was too poor to pay the tailor for repairing his trousers. And when the
rabbi ordered him to pay, that liar of an Avroemel just put his hand into his pocket, and drew out a handful of
money, and paid on the spot.
“You remember what our teacher said on the sin of lying, when he heard that Av roemel said he had found the
money in the market-place that very day—you remember, mother? Well that same teacher of ours, who is always
lecturing us on being good and truthful, is himself a far worse liar than any Avroemel.
“He makes up loads and loads of lies. He says exactly what suits him. And some poor boys have a fine life of
it, even although they never do any harm at all.
“It has just happened again. Poor Shrollick has had another flogging; and the teacher knew perfectly well that
he was innocent as a dove—poor boy!
“I hate that teacher of ours, I just hate him!
“I can’t stand any more of his lies, and so I have run away—yes, just run away.
“Here I am.”
“What are you saying?” demanded Frooma, gripping his arm so tightly that it ached for hours after. “What are
you saying, insolent being?”
*
“I am saying that the teacher is a fine liar—the best out, and that he has made me feel sick this day. That’s why
I am home, you see. I felt as if wild beasts were chasing me, and that I couldn’t get away from him quickly
enough.
“The school is a house of lies, lies, lies! The teacher fills it with lies every day, from floor to ceiling, nothing
but lies. Oh, how I hate that man!” Kopel spluttered in his rage.
“Scamp, good-for-nothing, how dare you speak of your teacher in that way?” demanded his mother again.
“How dare he tell lies?” was the quick retort.
“What shall I do with him? Oh, what shall I do with him?” his mother almost wailed in anguish. “He is growing up a terrible being, dangerous as a wild beast. Already he talks like a savage—the fat duck!
“If my limbs were not paralysed with fear and horror, I would surely flog him until the blood ran, cut his skin
for him. Yes, that’s what he deserves.
“But, who has the strength to flog a big boy like that? Dear Father of the Universe, what is going to become of
him? What am I to do with him to tame him, and make a man of him? I wish I knew.”
“Look here, mother!” cried Kopel energetically.
25

“It is all the same whether you flog me or not. I will remain I, flogged or not flogged, and the teacher will still
be the great liar he is.
“But, you are hurting my arm, mother. You had better let me go.”
Frooma let him go.’
“But, you are a wild animal, Kopel,” she said. “And I don't know what to do with you. I will tell your father
when he comes home.
“Run back to school now, like a good boy, before the teacher misses you. He may give you a flogging for
having run away, God forbid! If he attempts to lay a hand on you, just run home again; and I will see about it. Run
off now.”
*
Kopel was delighted to hear his father’s comments on the incident.
“Yes, Frooma,” he said, “our Kopel is a scamp, I really don’t know what we are to do with him. He should
have his skin cut for his insolence. The teacher has a fine life with him, I understand. If he dared to he would cut
him into ribbons.
“It’s well there is another teacher in the village, even if he is not so good as Reb Yankel, other wise he would
simply kill the boy, for he is a wicked man. I have known long ago that he is a liar. But how did a little good-fornothing like Kopel find it out? Really, it is very clever of him—isn’t it, Frooma?”
*
Along with the satisfaction this comment gave him, he had still another reason for being pleased with it.
It encouraged him in the feeling that he was beginning to make order out of chaos, seeing form in the mysterious shapelessness of his little inner world. He was seeing people as they were in reality, in all their nakedness, so
to say. His craving for actuality, vague and childish as it was, was being satisfied.
He liked what was personal and true and full-blooded, however coarse and nauseating it appeared at first sight.
For this reason he liked being amongst the peasants. However drunk or filthy they might be, or however degrading in their speech and action, he realised that they were themselves—they were life in its crudity and starkness.
*
The students at the House of Learning did not appeal to him at all.
He felt that the polemics they were forever spinning out, the mystical and metaphysical disputations they carried on day and night, were as remote from life as were the students themselves. They were a sort of veil, behind
which the robustness of life was lost. And the men who gave themselves up to these obscurantist stud ies were
mere pale, bloodless shadows.
On the rare occasions, when he attempted to express himself to them, that is to say, to describe for them the
things he heard and saw, they looked upon him as a strange being whose uncouthness was beneath contempt.
They were only sorry that he was one of them, and that his quick brain, which assimilated all the learning so
easily, was wasted on such a crude being.
As time passed, there grew up between him and them an almost visible barrier. He looked upon them as
useless visionaries who had water, not blood, in their veins; whilst they looked upon him as a sullen, proud,
haughty being who was scarcely worthy of the name Jew. The only pity was that they had to reckon with him at
the House of Learning, and were compelled to follow his lead in the studies.
He was always ahead of them.
But, even this was of little satisfaction to him; for, he suffered to the full all the unease of a too rapid growth.
His placid, genial temper was frequently perturbed. He burst into wild fits of rage at the least provocation. He
used his fists much more frequently than his tongue in the quarrels which he himself so often provoked, whilst
meaning to keep himself so aloof from the boys as even to avoid arguing with them.
He could easily hold his own in a fight against half-a-dozen Jewish boys; and it took a couple of strong peasant
boys to overcome him, when he was in one of his rages.
Realising that it was most undignified for a boy of his intellectual attainment to try to win his way in the world
by the crude means of using his fists, but feeling that he must have some outlet for the accumulated energy within
him, he gave himself up to the most violent forms of physical exercises he could think of.
He ran greater distances, leaped higher fences, swam further down the river, climbed higher trees, scrambled
up more difficult walls, covered the ground swifter, and rolled down grassy slopes more quickly and with greater
ease than the strongest, most agile peasant boy—a fact which pleased him greatly, when he thought of it at all.
For the most part, these feats were merely a means of either amusing himself, or tiring himself out.
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3
Frooma was a tall, strong angular woman, with heavy features, dull, lustreless eyes, sunken jaws, high cheekbones, sallow complexion, and a long, drooping nose. The big cotton handkerchief which always covered her
head was drawn down until her eyebrows were scarcely seen.
In the early thirties, she already looked elderly. Hard work, hard fare and constant anxiety had produced in her
a stolidity and calmness which made one imagine that she was prepared for any fate, the worst which could befall.
Of joys she had known so little that she had long ceased to give them so much as a thought.
The most she now hoped for from life was freedom from care and anxiety. The highest bliss for her would
have been to have enough food for her husband and children, that they might look healthier.
But, this, too, was denied her.
She was married when only twelve years of age. In accordance with the custom prevalent in those days, her
parents undertook to keep her and her husband for ten years, during which time Chayyim-Yeina was to continue
his studies at the House of Learning, of which her father was the Principal, until he obtained his rabbinical degree.
Frooma was left doubly orphaned long before the ten years were out. She had now to face the problem of how
to keep her husband and two children; for, in common with all the other students of his day, Chayyim-Yeina was
utterly helpless in worldly matters.
*
Frooma did not repine, neither did she suggest that her husband should help her in the struggle for existence.
She felt that she could do no better than follow in the footsteps of her mother, who had always been the bread winner of the family, since the salary attached to the Principalship of the House of Learning was scarcely enough
for dry bread. She at once started to look for work.
She found various things to do at the homes of the wealthier householders of the village. She fattened geese,
knitted stockings, sewed, picked goose-feathers clean, made preserves, clarified goose-fat, pickled cabbage,
nursed ailing children, helped in kitchens on special occasions, assisted at the Passover-cake baking at the publicbakehouse; and so managed to earn enough to keep her family alive—hardly more, although she started to work at
dawn, and there were times when she did not sleep for weeks on end.
She looked upon herself as very fortunate because she always had lots of work. Wealthy women were only too
pleased when she came to them. They knew that she was most capable and energetic. And, they had the greatest
respect for her goodness and kindliness.
*
The year of the plague ruined Frooma once again, in common with so many other families of the district. All
her children, with the exception of Kopel, died. Her baby lingered a few months, during which time Frooma
became a mere shadow of her former self.
In that year, Chayyim-Yeina, following the general example, made up his few belongings into a little bundle,
ready to wander forth to the distant province of Kherson, where he hoped to find work, or else obtain a strip of
land in one of the many Jewish colonies which had been started there by the government. But, Frooma would not
hear of migrating.
“Chayyim-Yeina,” she began, in her slow, deliberate way, “I tell you that our place is here. My grandfather—
peace be unto him!—built this very house, this little ant hill, piece by piece, and grain by grain, with his own
hands. The blood and tears of all my people have soaked this little house through and through.
“I cannot leave it. I cannot.
“And, in any case, where are you rushing off to? And why are you rushing off at all? That’s what I should like
to understand. The worst has already befallen us. We can suffer no more than we have already suffered.”
“What’s about tomorrow? That’s what I am thinking of, Frooma.”
“Yes, it’s the tomorrow I am thinking of, too. What else has the Jew to think of, to live for, but the tomorrow?
The whole life of the Jew, is, alas, nothing but an anticipation of the tomorrow.
“But, do you think that by throwing ourselves into the stream, by running away from our little nest, that the tomorrow is likely to be better for us than what we could hope for by staying at home?
“No. It is childish to fling out the dirty water before we have clean.
“In this place, we are, at any rate, known and trusted with a little bread, in bad times. In good times, we can
hope for a living. Over there, we shall be utterly strange and unknown. Who will care what becomes of us? Who
will show us the kindness we know here?
“No, Chayyim-Yeina, no! I tell you that our little world has not yet gone down. With the help of the Almighty,
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we will manage to tide over the bad times. God will surely help us—may His dear Name be blessed for ever and
ever!”
Chayyim-Yeina saw the force of her argument. He said nothing. He merely shrugged his shoulders, and untied
his bundle.
*
Soon after this, the beadle of the synagogue went off to Kherson.
Frooma saw in his sudden departure an answer to her prayers. Her husband was admirably suited for the
vacant post. The only thing was how to secure it to him.
In the first place, there were many other candidates besides him, all of whom had claims on the leaders of the
community as strong, if not actually stronger, than, his.
In the second place—much more forcible than the first—Reb Elyokim, the president of the community, in
whose hands lay the final disposal of such posts, had always disliked her, and had never taken the least pains to
conceal his dislike.
It turned out as she had anticipated: he would not even listen to her, but at once dismissed her with a casual
promise to look into her husband’s candidature. When several days passed, and there was no sign from Elyokim,
she decided on an original course of action.
Early one morning, she appeared before Elyokim, clad in her Sabbath dress—a black silk which she had
inherited from her mother, her Sabbath cap, and her Turkish shawl, which she wore only on the rarest occasions.
Elyokim opened his eyes at sight of her.
“Well, Reb Elyokim?” she asked, after having given him the broadest and most elaborate salutation, in her
most dignified manner.
“Well, Reb Elyokim, what is going to come to pass?”
“I will see. I told you I would see,” he replied. brusquely.
“Excuse me, Reb Elyokim. Such words do not satisfy me at all. It is not enough for me that you will see. It is
time you started doing, and at once.
“It means a loss of money to me every time I have to call on you. This morning I have to clarify the fat of two
geese for the rabbi’s mother. It is the only work I have had for nearly a week.
“And, when I might be going about looking for something else, I have to come to you. And here you keep on
repeating that you will see, as if the days and hours were not passing at all.
“Reb Elyokim, I ask you: what good are mere words to me?”
“Well, I didn’t send for you—did I? For my part, you might just as well have stayed away, melted your fat,
earned a few kopeks and gone in search of other work.”
“That’s exactly what I say: you didn’t send for me. If you had sent for me all would have been well. It is
because you did not send for me that I am here this morning.”
“Make an end, woman—make an end, and go home.”
Frooma repeated her visits, always dressed in her best clothes, several times a day, for about a week, following
Elyokim into his house, watching his comings and goings as a cat watches a mouse. At the end of that time, she
said to him:
“I tell you, Reb Elyokim, I will surely tire you out. I could tire out ten men, even as strong as you.
“I tell you that you will not take for your beadle any other man but my husband.
“You may try this and that. It will make no difference in the end. Better get rid of me now than a week hence.
“What are you waiting for, I should like to know? Has there to be endless squabbling in the village over every
trifling occurrence?
“You know perfectly well that my husband is the best man in the village for the post. He was born to be a
beadle. Not one of the other candidates is fit to polish his shoes, when it comes to learning.
“And he is a quiet, respectable man, honest, painstaking and conscientious. And he is so clean and tidy in
himself that it is a pleasure to look at him.
“Well, what have you against him? I assure you he is a thousand times better than whatever Berrel or Shmerrel,
or Yankel or Youdel you are thinking of giving the post to.
“I have already spoken with most of the householders. There is not one but would be most pleased to have my
husband at the synagogue. You know yourself that he is everywhere esteemed and respected.
“But, the whole matter rests in your hands. Everyone tells me that they are leaving everything to you, as if I
did not know that myself. Surely, that is why I am here.
“Well, are you looking for a nobleman or a landed proprietor to become your beadle? Or, are you going to
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select someone who is not half so pious, so learned, and so respectable as my husband, just because you do not
happen to like me? Or how is it?”
“It is true that your husband is a pious Jew, a good man, and a very deep scholar,” Elyokim admitted reluct antly enough. “In fact, I will go so far as to say that there are very few to equal him. But, that is not the point.”
“Oh, you need scarcely tell me that,” Frooma interposed warmly. “I know it is not the point. The point is that
you refuse to have him because I happen to be his wife.
“Well, it is not I who am going to be your beadle, but he. You need have nothing to do with me.”
“I know my business,” retorted Elyokim.
“Maybe you do, and maybe you don’t,” she said coolly. “But what I say is this; all over again: I could tire out
any ten men with my persistence. Already the villagers are asking me why I dress myself up in my very best
clothes to call on you. I have told them that they do not understand in the least who and what you are. I have told
them that one must dress up in one’s very best garments when one calls on such a man as you are.
“Say yourself, Reb Elyokim, is that not the plain truth?”
Elyokim did not know whether to be annoyed or not.
“Et-et!” he ejaculated. “Et! You are beginning to make long speeches, are you? You will soon be a gossip like
all the other women of the village.”
“Sometimes it eases the load at one’s heart to talk of it. But, I think you understand silence as easily as you
understand the subtlest speech. Is it not so, Reb Elyokim?”
“What does Chayyim-Yeina say?”
“Nothing. I speak for him. He does not need to speak for himself.”
“And how will it be if I take him on as my beadle? Will you also have to speak for him at the synagogue and at
the House of Learning?” Elyokim asked, with biting sarcasm.
“No. He will speak for himself, then,” replied Frooma, restraining her anger. “That is to say, he will remain
dumb as a wall, but do his duty by you and the congregation.”
“I think you are right, Frooma,” said Elyokim, at last, after a long parley. “I am not sure if a battalion of soldiers could withstand you. Send your Chayyim-Yeina to me in the morning.”
*
When she returned home, she said to her husband:
“Chayyim-Yeina, we shall one day have to pay, and perhaps dearly, for Elyokim’s concession. Oh, yes, I have
no doubt we shall have to pay for it. He is not the man to surrender anything without ultimately demanding repayment.
“He will exact it from us. He has heavy boots, and only the one God in Heaven can save us when he makes up
his mind to walk in our direction. What I mean is that this Elyokim will one day take it into his head to crush our
little ant hill, reduce it and us to the very level of the earth. Our cries and lamentations and prayers will all be in
vain that day.
“Oh, may the Almighty forgive me for the words, and may He save and protect us! But, what are we to do?
One cannot throw away the piece of bread.”
“If you think it may turn out like that, Frooma, perhaps it would be wiser for us to have nothing to do with
him?” Chayyim-Yeina ventured to suggest timidly.
“You know what they say: ‘If I am a cock, I crow.’
“If we are ants, we are ants, and there is nothing more to be said. We can only leave ourselves in the hands of
the Almighty—blessed be His Holy Name!
“You are giving too much thought to the tomorrow, Chayyim-Yeina. Today is also a day. If we die of hunger
today, the tomorrow can’t matter to us. Let us be thankful for what we have, and hope in God for the rest.”
“A Jew always thinks of the tomorrow. You yourself said that not so long ago.”
“Well?” and she merely shrugged her shoulders. “We do not live on the food we ate last year. Anyway, what ever may befall us later on is our destiny. Of this alone we are sure.
“We shall now be able to hold up our heads once again. I shall not have to go begging for a cast-off garment.
And we shall have our bread secured to us. Perhaps we may even have a little bit of liver or lights for the Sabbath
dinner, if the Almighty prospers us.
“Today is secure, Chayyim-Yeina, and our Father in Heaven will provide for the morrow. Who knows what
may happen later?”
*
Her necessities now being secured to her, Frooma turned her thoughts in another direction.
29

She became ambitious to provide her family with what were to her the luxuries of life—a little butter now and
again, a little sugar, and an occasional pound or two of white bread and salt.
After many futile attempts at starting in business, she at last succeeded in prevailing upon a wealthy peasant
proprietor—a former serf who had saved up enough money to buy his own and his family’s freedom—to trust her
with several roubles’ worth of milk; and she started making cheese.
Her hopes ran high. She worked twice as hard as before, being now inspired with ambition instead of being
driven by fear.
At last she succeeded so far that she could rent a place for herself in the market-place of the next village.
In a short time, she found herself comparatively wealthy. That is to say, her home was short of nothing, and she
was free of all the debts she had contracted in the bad times.
4
Kopel was about ten years of age, when an important event took place—an event which not only shaped his
destiny, but made of him an exceptional being in the village. It also gave to his inner life—his vague thoughts and
immature sentiments—an impetus which accelerated his development by many years.
It appeared like a distant rumbling of thunder, at first faint and indistinct, later on, loud and threatening—the
rumour that an Ukase\fn{Imperial decree} had been promulgated by the Tsar, compelling Jewish children to attend
governmental, secular schools.
This Ukase was regarded by the Jews, of smaller places in particular, as a death-blow to Judaism. They wept
and fasted and prayed day and night, recited the Psalms beside the graves of their fathers, and mourned grievously
for the tragedy which threatened them.
The Hebrew teachers were even more distressed and agitated than any other groups. The Ukase was not only a
blow to their orthodoxy, but would deprive them of their means of livelihood. It would send them into the already
swollen ranks of beggars whose rags and sores and empty wallets were terrible to behold.
Driving their pupils in front of them like flocks of terrified lambs, they filled the synagogues day and night. A
special day was set apart as a sort of national fast-day.
*
A new fashion suddenly appeared in the village. No one could say whence or how or with whom it had
originated. The fashion was to marry off little children scarcely out of their cradles, so that, when the accursed
Ukase became law, there should be no Jewish boys and girls to attend the secular school, only married men and
women, to whom the law would not apply.
Frooma Dorfma, who had, all the time, remained tolerably calm, was now beside herself with terror.
She realised clearly that if she married her Kopel off, he would have every chance of escaping all the
disastrous consequence of attending the secular school. But, she also realised that, against this immunity, was the
chance that she might be making him unhappy for life. She could scarcely hope that her choice of a wife would be
his, too, in the years to come. Not even the easy provisions of the Jewish divorce laws provided her with a means
of escape from her fears for his future.
She understood his intense, arrogant, stubborn nature well enough to know that he would never take advantage
of the divorce laws, however irksome his partner might turn out to be. She knew that he would rather suffer than
show the world his wounded pride. So this means of escape she at once ruled out. She was also actuated by that
great mother-love which brooded and kept its wings forever spread over its offspring, to shelter and hold it in
security.
“How can we let such a young child go from us, Chayyim-Yeina?” she said.
“Surely, he would cease to be ours, and belong to the girl’s parents, from the moment he stood under the wedding canopy. If we had the means, we might reverse the usual order, and take unto ourselves a daughter-in-law.
We cannot think of such a thing—can we?
“Therefore, I say that, whatever the Almighty wills, let that befall, but let Kopel remain with us. The Al mighty
knows that I have not complained when He took our other children from us. It was His loving will.
“But this that is of man’s doing I cannot stand. It torments me even to think of it.”
“Other women,” began Chayyim-Yeina, but did not finish what he was about to say, for Frooma interrupted
him.
“Oh, yes,” she cried. “But, if they accept whatever befalls, must I do the same? It would drive me to melancholia to sit still and let come what would. Wailing after the calamity is a poor way. I will, rather, like to avert it.
30

“Let others do what they like. I am going to bestir myself. If I could only get the other women to see my point
of view, if the whole community stood together, then we could defy the authorities. But, that can never be.
“What exactly I shall do I cannot say just now. The police can be put off with a few kopeks. There is no
difficulty to be anticipated from that quarter. It’s the leaders of the community who will give me trouble. I shall,
have to think the matter out.”
It was the very day after this conversation that the leaders of the community ordered the immediate marriage of
the children of the village. But, Frooma’s mind was made up, and she was not afraid to set herself up against the
leaders. Once again, she found herself opposing Reb Elyokim.
She went off to him, and told him, in the plainest of terms that he might do what he liked, but she refused to
marry off her Kopel in any circumstances.
Elyokim took the pipe out of his mouth, and, for several minutes stared hard at her through his slowly-blinking
gray eyes.
“Well, Frooma, what will be, then?” he asked.
“My Kopel will remain with me.”
“That I understand. But, if they tear him from your arms, and send him to the school forcibly—which the Al mighty forbid!—what will you do then, Frooma?”
“Leave that to me, Reb Elyokim. I know how to ‘grease a palm.’ When there were other little ones playing on
my sanded floor—peace be unto their innocent little souls!—I managed to provide them all with food. Now that I
have only Kopel—may no evil eye harm him!—it will be easy for me to take out of my purse, now and again, the
few kopeks for the police. And, in any case, I am not a cripple, thanks be to the Almighty! I shall work still harder,
if necessary.”
“I see what you mean,” said Elyokim, in his deliberate way. “Your plan is not at all a bad one. But, you are
making one mistake. Bribing is not going to help anybody now. And, which do you think is the better way—to see
your son grow up a good Jew, or to allow him to fall into the hands of the government, who will soon make an
end of his Judaism?
“But, there is no need to ask. There are no two answers to that question. Therefore there remains only the one
way out of the difficulty.
“Take my advice. Don’t delay. Don’t make wild plans. Marry your boy off, and make an end.”
“Excuse me, Reb Elyokim. May you live long!” she replied, ingratiatingly. “But, it seems to me you are forgetting that my plan can succeed. Why not? If all the Jews followed it, everything would be well. At the worst, the
police could not possibly throw the whole village into prison, if we even went so far as to defy them openly.
“They would have no one left to extract bribes from, and they would think of that before anything else. Money
is money.”
“I don’t hold with that way at all,” retorted Elyokim irritably. “If once we start bribing the police wholesale,
they will soon find other and still other means of extracting the last drop of blood out of us. What’s to prevent
them inventing new laws to suit their own purpose? What could we do if they invented a new law every day of the
week?”
“I am speaking for myself alone,” murmured Frooma, white to the lips.
“You said just now that we all ought to adopt your plan—eh?”
“But, it is only a manner of speaking, as you well know. In this instance, such a thing cannot happen. From all
I see, the majority of the women are only too glad to marry their children off as quickly as possible. I hear that the
parents of little girls are offering large dowries and long terms of keep to boys of ability and good family.”
“Well, isn’t that a splendid opportunity for your Kopel? He is the most scholarly and the most capable boy in
the village today, and belongs to the best family.”
“Don’t speak of such a thing, Reb Elyokim!” she cried in evident distress. “Kopel must grow up first. He is
only a child.”
“Et! What harm will it do him to be married a few years earlier than usual? He will be master for him self, in
his own house, all the sooner. That’s all.”
“I say otherwise.
“I say that he must, first of all, grow up. He must be a man before he can be his own master. And besides, I
want him to stay with me, with me, under my care. You understand, or not, Reb Elyokim?
“Anyway, it is enough arguing. You have no time for useless chatter, Reb Elyokim. Neither have I. Let us
make an end.”
“For my part, I never wanted to make a beginning,” said Elyokim, haughtily. “All I want to know is this: if
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things go as you would wish—what will be then?”
“Nothing, Reb Elyokim, nothing”
“Nothing cannot be. All must obey our orders. We cannot make an exception in favour of anybody.”
“Think of it, Reb Elyokim—think of it!” cried Frooma through bloodless lips. “I have an only child—one left
to me of many—may he live long! I reared him in dread and agony.
“And, I say again, that I am not going to let him be taken from me, given into the hands of strangers whilst he
is still too young to know what is being done with him, or for him.
“I cannot hand him over to strangers, and will not.
“Strangers are strangers, after all. I cannot let my Kopel go from me, not yet, nor for many years to come. You
understand, Reb Elyokim?”
“Et! You are a woman!” cried Elyokim, impatiently. “Now or later, what’s the difference? It’s all one.”
“You say that merely because the Almighty has not thought fit to punish you as He has punished me—Blessed
be His Holy Name for ever and ever! Amen!”
“To me all mothers are alike. I make no exceptions in favour of anybody. Marry him off, I say,” demanded
Elyokim.
“He is the only one!” pleaded Frooma.
“My only one—the apple of my eye. I cannot, cannot let him go from me, not even to the next house to mine.
No, no!” And her voice broke.
“There’s another coming—isn’t there—eh?
“Already you are counting him who has not yet come! My God!” she gasped. “My God! If you suffered as I
am suffering, and as I have suffered all those years, you would talk differently. You would smile with quite a
different sort of cunning little smile.”
“Remember, I am Reb Elyokim!” he said, haughtily.
“Reb Elyokim today, Reb Elyokim tomorrow!” she muttered nervously. Then she added, in a voice of the profoundest bitterness:
“It’s all one. It makes no sort of difference at all.”
Elyokim stroked the ends of his gray beard, and tried to get them into his mouth—a habit of his when he was
perplexed.
“What are we to do with the women?” he said, at length. “And you, Frooma, are the worst of all.”
“How the worst? Do I come and pour out a flood of words on top of you? Surely, I say little enough. A word
for a month of pain. That is all.”
“How long is it since you came to beg of me to take your husband as my beadle? Only a few months ago, it
would seem.”
“Be so kind as to count it up for yourself. It was just after my Velvalle died—may he plead for us in the World
of Truth! He ailed for months. I had to be with him day and night. I could earn nothing.
“Afterwards, there was the bad time. So, my Chayyim-Yeina had to leave his place at the House of Learning,
and betake himself to some sort of work. Do you blame me for trying to get him into the synagogue, Reb
Elyokim? Or, has he failed to do his duty—the Almighty forbid!”
“Blame you? Oh, no! And, your Chayyim-Yeina is as meek as a lamb. He does exactly as he is bidden. One
might even stop up the chimney with him.”
“Well, what then, Reb Elyokim?”
“Nothing.”
“What is going to happen, Reb Elyokim?”
“Do you know what?” he cried, now with a show of exasperation. “Do you know what? Leave me alone. Go
home and look after your son and your husband, and your other child that has not yet come into the world.
Women in your condition make me feel sick. I hate the sight of them. They are like calving cows. Go home—go
home.”
Frooma went off without a word. She had gained her point.
But, she said nothing of her victory, neither to her husband nor to anybody else. She went about her usual
affairs as calmly as if nothing had happened to interrupt the routine of her life.
*
The schools were in a state of ferment. Every day, every hour, almost, the news was brought in from the street
that such and such a boy was betrothed to such and such a girl. And, the morning after the betrothal, the newlybetrothed boy would rush into the school, boiling with excitement, to show all his school-fellows the presents he
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had just received from his prospective father-in-law—presents which almost invariably took the form of a silver
watch, or a brass chain, or a new jacket or cap, or the praying-shawl he would wear on his wedding-day.
One and all, these boys became, in a day “little Jews without beards,” as the current phrase had it. They were
transformed, as by magic, from carefree, mischievous, dirty, neglected, young ragamuffins, into sedate, careworn,
prematurely-old men, to whom the elders of the community were quickly assigning a definite place at the synagogue.
Kopel looked on at these rapid transformations through calm, yet curious eyes.
At first, he felt himself rather remote and aloof from all that was going on. Presently, he began to feel that,
somehow or other, his aloofness was being sucked down into the general turmoil. It seemed to him that he could
not escape the trend of events, whether he wished to or not, and he did not wish to remain outside of them.
A sort of coldness came over him, each time another and another boy rushed into the school, to announce his
transformation. He was expecting his mother to call him aside and tell him that he was going to be betrothed, like
all the others, and that the presents and the general recognition of his new, exalted status would follow.
When day after day passed by, and his mother made no sign, he began to feel aggrieved. His pride was being
impinged upon. At any rate he expected her to tell him why she was not having him betrothed.
But he did not dare to ask her, knowing that he would get no answer from her, since she did not essay to give
him any reason, of her own accord.
He had long learned to know that her silence, like her brief words, was pregnant with meaning.
*
It seemed to him that he was surrounded by mysteries.
The change which took place in his schoolfellows, although a good many of them still continued to attend
school, even after they were married, and the continuous excitement about him, and also the new and strange
glow of sentiment which the frequent marriages he attended awoke in his heart—all these wrought swift changes
in Kopel, and filled him with a strange unease and with yearnings for he did not himself know what.
The only place in the village where life ran its normal course was at his own home. There, the same calmness
and orderliness he had always known still obtained, and the inspiring silence which had long ago come to be part
of his very being, remained unbroken.
So far as the outward aspect of life was concerned, there was only one change at the beadle’s house: Frooma
did not work so restlessly and so unceasingly. Now and again, she sat for quite a while with her hands folded in
her lap, staring vacantly in front of her. And her face was pale and drawn.
The change in his mother frightened Kopel, and filled his heart with still other strange emotions. He was easily
agitated, and often rushed away into his own little corner to still the too-rapid beatings of his heart, and to ask
himself what could possibly be coming over his mother.
Between these new sets of emotions which threw him out of gear, so to say, and between his vague yearnings
and his fears for his mother, Kopel found himself as in a vortex.
At times, he did not know whether he was merely dreaming, or actually living through all those curious, and
most inexplicable experiences.
*
But, he had not much time for brooding on the mystery of things, nor for paying heed to the alternate exhilarations and depressions he could not understand nor control.
His mother gave him a great many things to do which she had formerly done herself. He ran errands, fetched
the water from the communal well, tended the stove, and swept the floor.
He also had to chop the wood for the firing—a task he had not dreamt of being allowed to do for years and
years to come. She sat near him, in the woodshed, admonishing him, over and over, in a fretful voice in which he
was sure he detected a sob, that he was to be careful not to hurt himself with the little hatchet, and not to let the
splinters enter his hands.
Kopel was delighted to wield the little hatchet, to see the chips flying about him, and to pile up the wood in a
straight even row. Nevertheless, he was glad when the task was ended, for his mother’s fretful voice, repeating the
incessant refrain, “Take care, take care,” made him irritable. Each time, when he was finished, he put the hatchet
nto her outstretched hand, and said, smiling ruefully to hide his irritation:
“Well, here is the hatchet back, mother.” To which she invariably replied:
“May the Almighty grant you health and long life, my sweet child.” …
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129.74 Excerpts from Under The Southwestern Sky: 1. “Gypsy Running With All His Might” 2. “Hands On
Starched Apron” 3. “By This Window” 4. “… And His Very Own Home …” 5. “The Butcher”\fn{by Birute
Baltrusaityte (1940-1996)} Lomi Village, Tauragé County, Lithuania (F) 12
1\fn{In what follows, I have inserted quotation marks where the text indicates spoken words, but has not marked them out as such. This is
so that the computer will be able to differentiate quoted from unquoted material when in the future it comes time to analyze these stories
prior as part of The Protocol for World Peace: H}

… The wagon is running. Actually, the young, nimble mare is running while the gypsy sits in the wagon
holding a whip in one hand, and with the other he clutches Izabele, who is crying bitter tears. From time to time,
when the bitter tears let up, she whispers:
“Oh, Aleksas, Aleksas, is it far?”
Aleksas does not answer; he smacks the mare with the whip. Suddenly the girl’s lips heat up, and he kisses
them breathlessly, and the whip almost falls out of the wagon, and Aleksas sits up straight. Hurry, hurry, hurry.
They’re not running from just anywhere. In her white bride’s dress, she has escaped with Aleksas from the
arranged wedding’s festivities. Izabele’s father, a well-to-do farmer, pressured his daughter into marrying. He
started pressuring her when he spied her sitting by the haystack with Aleksas.
What’s most important to note here is who Aleksas is. He doesn’t own the smallest plot of land. He’s a bum,
and furthermore, he’s a gypsy. Who would ever have dreamed that a decent Lithuanian farmer’s daughter would
be fooling around with a good-for-nothing gypsy. So what if his eyes sparkle, and his lips, nose, and everything
else are just like a Lithuanian boy’s. So what if the daughter says: Aleksas is not a thief. He’s a good blacksmith.
He has money. We’ll open a smithy and live just like everyone else. So what … The daughter also says:
“Father, you married Mother without loving her. You want me to do the same? It might be okay if times
weren’t so bad, but the war is just beyond the border, it will come here, too.”
“Where will you go, my child, without a place of your own? People will make life miserable for you and that
outsider. They’ll turn their backs on the one who’s tainted their tribe’s blood.”
About Aleksas the old man puts it bluntly:
“If he sets one foot on this farm, I’ll kill him. He’s a vagabond, he’s not one of us, nobody would even care.”
So he kept an ax by his bed, but Aleksas still came. When he couldn’t make it to the orchard, Izabele would
sneak off to meet him at the riverbank. Through a black, frightening field of currant bushes under the shimmering
southwestern sky, and God’s eye watching from above and below, and from all around. Only the river gurgling
over the rocky bed would calm her, especially when Aleksas, also black as night, would step out from the
willow’s shadows. Izabele, her whole body quivering, would prick up her ears trying to catch every sound. But
Aleksas would be calm. He’d clench his sturdy blacksmith fists, and the two of them would stand there like that
until Izabele would be off for home again, always on the lookout.
“Let’s get out of here!” Aleksas said once, “We’ll never win him over. Let’s get out of here!”
“And if he catches us?”
“Let’s get out of here, I say. Out of Prussia and into the other Lithuania.\fn{ I.e., out of East Prussia (who in the time of
this story owned much of what is now western Lithuania) and into Lithuania properly so called } My brother lives just outside of
Taurage. There’s a different law and order there.”
Izabele’s heart leaped out of her breast. Leave? What about Father? His hair is completely gray. He’s been a
widower for ten years. And it’s because of her, Izabele, that he’s never brought home a stepmother. She pitied
him, what would become of him, all alone …
“But, Izabele, why is he against our”—“love,” he wanted to say, but he tripped over the word. Her father
hadn’t married for love, and it’s not love for the dearly departed that keeps him from remarrying. It’s just not the
right word. Aleksas hugs Izabele even harder.
“I can’t go on like this, Izabele. You decide: me or your father, me or your father, Izabele.”
And Izabele breaks into bitter tears. The night and the river are calm under the southwestern sky. Then, one
day, Father said,
“You’ll marry. You’ll marry, you’ll take your vows at the altar and you’ll forget all this nonsense.”
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And the groom is in a hurry, too, you see, after the wedding he’s moving to the other side of the river. He’s
buying a brick house in Tilze. It’s supposed to be a better place to live. Father agrees, and says,
“While I still can, I’ll work the land, then I’ll take shelter with you.”
But the war is marching through Europe. This is no wedding march, it’s something different, but all Father can
think about is the wedding. He’ll sell his daughter and send her far away, anything but that gypsy bum …
Was Izabele ever frightened when she heard about Tilze! The city, where she’d never even set foot, loomed
over her like a dragon. No farm, no Aleksas, nothing. Alone among strangers. She knows only Marta Dalgis there,
but Marta has never been much of a friend … Besides, Marta has Hans. To spend the rest of her life without love,
her whole life, her whole life, ohhh …
She rushes to the river completely out of breath. Aleksas is a black statue by the willows. She recounts
everything all scrambled. Without a pause, she repeats the same words over and over again. Let’s run, they agree,
but they know Father will be on guard so they’ll have to get ready hush-hush, and they’ll choose the best day to
run away, nobody will even make a peep.
To make plans is one thing, to carry them out is another. Fate tripped them up—Father made them move up the
wedding day, he talked the priest into it while Aleksas was away at another parish collecting some wages due him.
The wedding day loomed, you won’t get away, Izabele.
Fluttering linden blossoms whirl around the yard. A fiddle chirps under the lindens, an accordion accompanies
it. The old man goes from one guest to another, calm and content. She’s obedient, his ’Zabele, she gave up that
horse thief, she came to her senses. She’ll live well, dear neighbors, and how! A girl with beauty and brains, and
that’s good for him, the old man, too. He’d done well by his daughter.
“We’ll see, we’ll see,” whisper the women in little groups. “Don’t count your chickens before they hatch.”
“Izabele gave up Aleksas too easily, if only he doesn’t …”
“That’s a woman’s love for you,” one youth exclaims loudly. “She can fool around with Aleksas one day, then
get into the sack with someone else the next.”
“You little swine. What are you babbling about? What’s better, a gypsy, or one of us?”
“We’re all human beings,” the youth won’t yield. “You go on. When the old man hears you, he’ll pluck out
your curls.”
Inside the house, the groom has chased Izabele into a corner and is twirling his blond whiskers around his
finger. But in his heart he’s thinking,
“You turned up your nose at me again and again, just wait, I’ll knock the devil out of you now. You’ll cry and
kiss my feet.” But out loud he says,
“Izabele, get ready, it’s time to hitch up the horses.”
Izabele can’t wait, when will he leave her alone? Because next to her bosom is a note, it’s from Aleksas, her
maid slipped it to her this morning. Just what she’d expected: her Aleksas wouldn’t desert her. It says:
Come to the valley. Come as you are. I’ll wait for you tonight.

Tonight. … That means she must first … with the groom! … No, she’ll go now. But how? The yard is full of
guests, the house is in full view. Skirts in hand, she sneaks into the yard.
“Where are you going, my girl?” her father appears.
“I’m going to the granary, I left my shoes there.”
The daughter is always so concerned about her shoes that her father shrugs it off, but she runs full speed
through the orchard, through the granary, through the garden, off to the valley. The flounces of her wedding dress
flap around her legs, and in the yard, in that other world, chirps the fiddle, accompanied by the accordion.
She’s escaped! The wheels are already clattering, and the mare really is stolen, because Aleksas doesn’t even
own a mare. At night they stop to take a breather. Not a living soul in the forest. They get out of the wagon and
snuggle up under a spruce. That’s how the first night passes, but I think it will be the last because where can you
go, my friends, no one cares that you’re in love. Your father has called out the police from both sides of the river.
But the lovers don’t know this, and after their tears, a beautiful, miraculously beautiful night of love sets in. After
a long cry, after days and days of worries and tears, the mind and soul are exhausted. Peace and oblivion take
over, and the newlyweds sleep soundly under the cold, towering sky, and the mare sleeps nearby. But in the
morning …
Again, it’s the same story. The gypsy running with all his might. The wagon is running, and Aleksas presses
Izabele’s young, tired body to his side. But what’s this? Plains everywhere. Was Aleksas given the wrong
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directions on purpose? Or perhaps they themselves … lost the way? They should have seen the splendid city walls
of Taurage a long time ago. But now all they see are plains, flat as the palm of your hand.
“We’re lost, Izabele,” he says. “We have to get our bearings as fast as we can.”
“Where are all the people? They’d show us where to go.”
But there aren’t any houses or people. Just plains. The dusty roads spin around and around and around, like a
yellow circus carousel.
And this is where the trap awaits them. A few wagons are parked around the turn. They catch sight of them and
urge their horses onward. Soon! …
“Izabele, they’re from our village,” he says to her. “You can still jump off the wagon and go to them, you can
tell them that I took you by force. Let’s face it, we can’t both make it now—”
“Aleksas, keep going! Let the mare loose, let it gallop through the fields, through the meadow, across the
whole world. Look, there’s the Nemunas\fn{Niemen in German.} River up ahead.”
And she grabs the reins from him and turns the mare. Aleksas doesn’t understand, why do they need the
Nemunas, if she’s going to …
“Aleksas!” shouts Izabele, standing at the reins. “That should be the Nemunas, I’m going into the Nemunas,
Aleksas!”
Into the Nemunas? Dear Lord, what did she say? She couldn’t possibly? …
“Into the Nemunas!” she shouts, turning her head, while her unraveling braids whip around her. “You can jump
out and hide there in the bushes while I go—”
“Where?”
“Into the Nemunas, Aleksas!” she shouts, while her unraveling braids whip around her, and suddenly Aleksas
understands everything.
No, he doesn’t turn the mare back. Now he gets up and stands next to her. The wagons are gaining on them.
Many wagons. Someone shouts,
“Sto-op! You won’t get away! Sto-op!”
“Onward!” the wagon rattles, and the Nemunas is dead ahead, its wide waters sparkling. The mare snorts, she
wants to jump back. He feels sorry for the animal, even though he is a horse thief, that Aleksas …
“Take off your clothes, Izabele,” says Aleksas.
Quickly she undoes her buttons, she’d like to fold the skirt neatly, but the wagon is hurtling madly. She sees his
naturally brown body in the light of day. They jump out of the wagon the same way they came into the world,
white arm on brown body, brown arm on white body, and the black Nemunas accepts them: it doesn’t care what
race or color you are.
2
Oh, dear Lord, I’m calling you, please forgive me for being here at the market on this dusty July morning. Oh
Lord, my father’s gone completely mad: outside his shop he’s hung up a sign in Lithuanian that reads:

Jonas Dallgis, Pretzel-Buns and Scalded Rye Bread.
Who will buy from us now, perhaps those customers from sandy Pagegiai village. They’ll swarm the store:
“Mr. Dallgis,” the smiling mouths of the babushkas will say shyly. The other day, when they were crossing the
Nemunas heading for Rambynas hill to sing hymns. Hans said,
“Marta, Marta, just remember you’re German, and today we’re going to the orchard. In Jokubine, the orchestra
will play ein Waltz.” Father turned white as a ghost:
“Marta,” he whispered enraged, “Marta.”
I left, my heart pounding. I felt as though someone had placed bricks on my chest. Hans was probably teasing
me because of my get-up: hair tightly braided, striped skirt, white blouse, and sash, oh God …
Hans and Father, dear God, have pity on me …
“Guten Morgen, Fraulein,” a round man lifts the ornamental cap from his bald head, “Your pretzel-buns smell
lovely!” He picks up a string of pretzel-buns and shoves them into his basket. He counts his pfennigs. They stick
in between his fat fingers, and Marta would almost find it funny if it weren’t for the weight on her chest, if she
weren’t so frantic, oh Lord.
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“Did you hear that they stoned some Lithuanians coming out of church yesterday?” Francas Rutelait, actually
Rutelaitis, whispers in greeting. He even pulls his hat down over his face so that no one else could hear the news,
or, of course, that he is speaking Lithuanian.
“But you, Marta, are a church singer. Your Father shouldn’t let you go to the market alone.”
“Oh, go on,” says Marta, watching her father and his cart appear out of thin air. He is bringing baked goods.
Warm.
“Hello, Mr. Francas!” he shouts heartily. In Lithuanian. The two who had been whispering almost jump out of
their seats. If Marta were Catholic, she’d call out the Blessed Virgin’s name. But her father goes on as if nothing’s
wrong. Out loud again. For the whole market to hear. For all of Tilze with its docks and lakes and rowboats to
hear. Oh, God, everyone can hear, everyone.
“Father,” says Marta, “Father,” and the words don’t come out because the old man is fuming mad like last
time.
“You’re all hunched up like serfs. As I always say, a Lithuanian afraid of everything is worse than an ass.
Come on!”
The old man sits down on the cart. All around the stench of horse sweat, early apples, milk, cheese. It’s quite a
task to bake bread and decorate each loaf with a crucifix or a few obscure crooked letters in the night.
Out in the street, right around the corner, a march beat thunders. Youths march by, stamping their feet against
the cobblestones. One can clearly read the beat: Deutsch-land, Deutsch-land, must-be our-land, our-land. This
beat, mind you, will crack your head in two, and the village, and the river, and everything you thought was yours
—but it isn’t yours, you old man with the menacing surname: Dallgis, scythe.
“Oh,” he jumps up, “Mr. Storosta! What a miracle! You’re up and about already.”
The newcomer smiles, though he’s very pale. He looks like he’s about to fall over. Dallgis reaches out his
hands, but Mr. Storosta hands him a basket and says:
“The spirit’s strong. The spirit’s strong, Mr. Dallgis. When a person’s blessed with a sublime spirit, his body
and his works ascend to heaven.”
“But when he walks on earth … haven’t you heard, Mr. Storosta?”
“No I haven’t. Your daughter sang beautifully—that I heard. This morning I was walking along the Tilzele
River, I heard the sweet birds in the lindens. I hope you too can hear them some day, Mr. Dallgis.”
Storosta leaves with a full basket. Solid as a young spruce. Marta is blushing because Hans is making his way
through the market, whistling.
“Mein Hans,” feverish, not even noticing the foreign words on her lips.
Words are also spirit. They can become flesh. The flesh will give birth, and to a foreign spirit if only mein
lieber Hans desires it. God, forgive her, perhaps she doesn’t know what she’s doing.
Hans sees everything from afar. Marta behind the counter, her luxurious hair pulled back in a bun, slender
hands atop a navy blue dress. White chest, white starched apron. Just look, Hans, she’s pretty, that Lithuanian. If
you want, she can become a real German. Women are like cats—they’re the first to kneel to whoever is in power.
She’s yours, Hans. But why doesn’t Hans hurry? He whistles mein lieber and (imagine that!) passes right by her,
right under her nose. He doesn’t even blink. Oh Lord. We should also add: and God, and all the saints in the
church. Unimaginable things are happening here. A fellow in a dark jacket, very similar to the local teenagers’
new uniform, says with a stutter:
“Herr D-d-d, or whatever your name is. Follow me.”
“But I don't know you, sir. I am a shopkeeper, as you know, my store is by Jokubine. I sell my fresh goods
here, and this is my daughter Marta—”
“Ha!” says the man. And adds, this time more seriously, “Ha! Ha!”
“What do you want, sir?” Father cries out, a bit nervous now.
“Who are you?” retorts the other.
“Jonas … Johnn Dall …” Father stumbles.
The intruder’s eyes betray no shame. He’s raising his arm. Suddenly he strikes the old man across his cleanshaven cheek with a long rubbery object.
“You’re a Lithuanian!” he shouts. “Ein Litauisches … Schwein” others will come to say after many more such
incidents.
“Ja, ja,” the crowd of townsfolk that has gathered around them is getting agitated. True, not everyone is
shouting, some mouths are too stuffed with goodies from the market. But everyone’s eyes are gleaming. The old
man glances at his booth and takes a pretzel-bun. It’s so warm, he strokes it like naughty child. I don’t understand
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why he does this, but I know he notices that Marta is ashen. She blends in with the cobblestones in the marketplace. Soon the town-folk will walk across her, all of Germany over there—and beyond—will rise up and walk
over her soft stomach, over her chest and neck. A pleasant walk, no cobblestones to break the tips of your shiny
shoes.
There’s no point in waiting for help, Jonas Dallgis, at least not until I’ve written about you, but by then it will
be too late anyway. Mr. Storosta is almost home. The villagers from the nearby towns are watering their horses by
the Nemunas. Look for yourself. There’s only one word that’s worthwhile—yourself.
“I am Jonas Dallgis,” he says in Lithuanian. “I fed you, we all fed and nourished you …”
I still don’t understand why he is talking like this, because everything is meaningless. There is meaning only in
holy blood, shed early in the morning. Look, everyone … Mr. Dallgis hasn’t finished his sentence, and for some
reason he’s down on the ground. Horse droppings right by his head. That doesn’t matter, but something is falling:
words perhaps, or curses, perhaps the first hard apples of the season. Most likely it’s stones. In 1939 the clever
villagers wouldn’t be throwing newly bought apples. Just lie there, old man, stay, until they drag you past the
gates, roll you into the wagon, and Marta?
Marta will sit, frozen, white hands atop her navy blue dress or on her white apron. Starched.
3
Lord, help me. It’s so quiet when you’re frightened. Over there, past the brick walls, beyond the Gothic Kirche
tower, flows the black Nemunas. A steamer still sounds its horn at the dock, the cows moo on the other side of the
river. But can you hear the cows from over there? …
From the station, the harsh whistle of trains. And silence again. Rather than turning on the light, I’ll just part
the curtains ever so gently …
Better not, better sit in the corner at the white cloth-covered table. The clock is ticking, and Father …
Where is Father now? Marta doesn’t know. Oh! Nobody told her, and she didn’t ask. Beyond the window, the
street is black like a long narrow coffin, its pointy end disappearing into the distance by the station. Lindens on
both sides. Instead of candles, huge, bright lanterns from the city of Tilze. Sitting here all evening, her long thin
fingers gripping her white hands. Ouch! As she sits down, she stumbles upon something—a small, soft object falls
noiselessly at her feet. She touches it with her hand. Brrr! It’s slippery and cold like a fish. Father’s Bible. As if
repelled by it, she quickly puts it away at the other end of the table.
Oh! Footsteps! God! It couldn’t be Father, could it?
“Clink!”
A sound from the side window, not the one that looks out into the street …
Who can it be? …
Marta stands up: she fixes her apron, quickly smoothes out the wrinkles, and pats her chest. Her heart is
bursting out of it. She stands, tense, I must hold my breath, that’s the only way. To become a table, a Bible, a
colorless fish …
Oh! Someone’s tapping on the window again, more and more boldly and insistently. Perhaps Marta can’t find
the right words, but she finds the right pose perfectly-starched, frozen Marta. Go to the window. It’s only a few
steps, her legs are not a girl’s—they’re made of stone. Marta, someone outside the window says,
“Hey, Marta.”
Oh, it can’t be, no, no, it couldn’t possibly be, oh Lord God, all thoughts drain from her head like the sands in
an hourglass, but the window won’t stop quivering like Marta’s bright red heart, when it and her soul and body
walk toward the window. Once there, Marta jumps back.
Yes, it’s Hans at the window. A hardy young man. Horse whip still in hand. There must be a bright moon
outside, otherwise, how would she recognize him in that dark, gloomy courtyard. On his face there’s just one
command—hurry and open up, Marta, Hans is here!
So the doors are opened. First come Hans’s feet (the horse whip next to them), then his hands, followed by his
trunk and head. Blond, neatly combed and parted hair. Clean, shiny teeth. Hans smells sweet. Why not, he uses
first-rate soap.
“Ja, liebe Marta,” and the horse whip goes swish, swish.
“Mein Gott,” Hans, Marta mumbles. Miss Dalgis’s German vocabulary is limited to a few archaic phrases.
Hans grins and looks around, where should he put the whip? He says he’d like some Kaffee, and afterward …
“Ach so,” Marta rushes to the kitchen. She gropes for the copper coffee pot handle, looks for the matches. A
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string of pretzel-buns is still on the kitchen table. The ones that nobody bought … Perhaps she should give him
some pretzel-buns or some bagels … but then she remembers what happened that morning, and Marta shivers.
She grabs the buns with two fingers and shoves them into the cupboard, far away, deep into the darkness. Her
little white fingers are trembling. O God, please don’t let the Kaffee boil over!
“Marta!” Hans’s baritone is heard, “bring it here.”
“I’m bringing it,” Marta is hurrying, but she can’t find the sugar bowl or the tray. The kitchen utensils are
fearful and dark, it seems that every one of them is retreating back into its own corner, where the moonlight’s
claws can’t get at them. Marta rushes into the sitting room. And you, utensils, do whatever you like: hang there
until dawn, hiding from the moon—the way people do. Because objects that are made by people become their
reflection and shadow: you love, you fear, and you suffer, just as they do. And Marta …
And Hans? No, he doesn’t want any Kaffee. All he sees is Marta. What a beautiful girl: gorgeously pinched-in
waist, her hands are smooth and elegant, her stomach, flat, her breasts are firm, not droopy like other girls’. If
only she weren’t a Dalgis …
And then, without taking his eyes off Marta, who stands bewitched, Hans comes closer and closer, and Marta
backs away, farther and farther, although she knows very well that the wall is right behind her, and she won’t be
able to walk through it. You’ll have to stop and shut your eyes, like all women do. When it’s awful, they shut them
…
Hans’s hand, slippery and cold (oh, that Bible again!), clutches her shoulder. Marta’s eyes are closed. Hans’s
other hand grabs her other shoulder.
“Ha! ha! ha!” she hears, “you’re a pretty broad. Ja, I’m telling you, Marta.”
What’s he saying? Marta doesn’t get it. Her body stiffens, as if turning into a cold fish. Inside, her heart gasps.
And Hans’s hands slip off her shoulders. Marta’s breasts are firm, not droopy. A hand can rest there. Both hands.
Later they’ll squeeze her breasts painfully, and Marta will stifle a scream. She’ll gasp.
Outside the window—not this one—is a long, dismal street leading past the storefronts to the station. Long and
straight, it shoots into the distance like a coffin. A strange, flying coffin.
Oh! Hans’s hands are like steel. They have no mercy. Mercilessly they tear off Marta’s clothes: the dress with
the white bodice, and the apron, of course, the crocheted petticoat.
“Ha, ha, ha,” Marta hears. Her legs spread in the air, she flies along the ceiling, who knows where she’ll end
up.
“Ich … Marta … mein,” again it’s Hans’s voice, becoming a drawn-out whisper, without harmony or
musicality. Marta’s head bangs against something hard. Dear Lord, it’s Father’s bed! Marta would like to jump up,
but Hans’s strong body is made of steel. And you, little woman, are made of lace. You sink deeper and deeper and
can’t see the moonlight anymore. For a long, long time, until Hans leaves, cracking his whip. Of course, he’ll stop
at the door, put his arm on Marta’s shoulder, sweaty and bare, and say:
“Tomorrow. Wait for me tomorrow, Marta, every night, Marta. But only at this window—not at the other one.”
Marta raises her head. Until now she’s been staring at the ground. Her luxurious hair reaches the ovals of her
knees. Her eyes stare at Hans’s whip with dull obedience, and then at his—this is strange—unshaven cheeks.
That’s why Marta’s cheeks burned and are still burning.
“But, mein Hans,” she says tenderly, “just this morning you didn’t even”—she stops herself just in time from
saying “recognize me.”
*
This is Hans, Hans! She remembers the two of them paddling around the lake, and Hans dreaming out loud
about the new red-tiled house they would live in. Your father, according to your customs, will certainly give you a
Krait, or dowry, as you say it. Father didn’t even want to hear about it. And he complained to Storosta:
“Did you hear, my daughter is all googly-eyed over some German. And what will their children—my
grandchildren—be?! Mr. Storosta,” he said, “look, you married a German, tell me, forgive this old man his
bluntness. Were you two happy? And if it weren’t Marta Raisukyte … But, what a coincidence, they’re both
Martas!—”
“Mr. Dalgis,” Storosta says angrily, “people of all nations must abide by love’s commandments.”
“They must,” repeats Dalgis, “but do they, Mr. Storosta?”
And Storosta straightens up, a woven tie under his white shirt collar. The tie, you see, was woven by Marta.
Dalgis’s stare stops Storosta in his tracks—not even the blameless could escape this gaze. Storosta and Dalgis
take a long walk along the Nemunas river and discuss the matter.
*
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Yes, Father wants a Lithuanian for Marta, from the other side of the river, from Pagegiai, but Marta loves
Hans, only Hans, and no one else, because a woman’s heart pays no heed to racial or national laws. And tonight
she hadn’t resisted him. She flies to Hans like a swiftly kicked ball, she hugs him tightly, she presses her weary
body against him, and whispers over and over,
“Mein Hans, mein lieber lieber, don’t leave me, please, remember how we talked about those red-tiled roofs …
Do you remember, Hans?”
Can’t he hear, who knows what it is, but Marta’s loving lips must repeat it over and over again, and Hans
remains standing in the same place. Then he reaches for the door. When Marta realizes that Hans is leaving, and
she will have to be alone until morning with two sins on her conscience, she becomes very frightened.
And for the first time all day, she is afraid of her father, of Jonas Dallgis’s cold Bible, the arm chair with the
wicker back, his clothes hanging in the closet, the sign at the shop’s entrance.
“No, no,” says Hans, flashing his clean, white teeth, “I tore it down, don’t worry.”
“What?” the blood drains from her face. And suddenly her whole body shaking, she starts out softly, but says
louder and louder:
“Hans, tell me, where is my father now? Where’s my father, Hans?”
But Hans shuts the door from outside. The moon peeks in, illuminating Marta’s white body, as if covering her
with frost and spraying her with silver polish. Again silence fills her ears into which Hans’s words force
themselves.
“Tomorrow, wait for me tomorrow, Marta, every night, Marta. Not by the other window (it looks out onto the
street), but by this one, by thissss one.”
4
That night he dreamed about his dead wife. Apparently she’d come back, and it was that same room again,
where it wasn’t just the two of them, but also their three puffy-cheeked kids. What joy to return again to that
cramped cottage!
But why weren’t the neighbors saying anything about seeing them with Petrike again? At first they listen,
astounded, then not a word. Perhaps that’s why Petrike disappeared. A strange girl brings Petrike her clogs.
“Here,” she says, “put them on.”
And he cries, sobbing from time to time—is it because she’s disappeared again, or is it because of those old,
worn-out clogs, bought way back when, at the famous Tilze market? He cries and cries so pitifully that his elder
daughter, Ele, nudges his arm, calling in a frightened voice:
“Father, oh Father, wake up …”
By morning everything is different. By morning Jurgis has even forgotten the dream. Silently he leads the cow
out to the forest to graze, checking back every few steps:
“Some no-good German might pop up, so help me Lord.”
Dry twigs crackle under foot. The lingonberries are ripening on the hillocks. He runs his hand across a branch
and gets a whole handful of berries. He puts his head back and pours them into his mouth. His teeth sting from the
tartness, but it’s all right dear lingonberry, better your red nectar than the blood that flows all too readily in
Pagegiai forest. Jurgis listens, but this time there’s no shooting to be heard anywhere. All is calm except for the
rumble of cars from Jurbarkas.
Then someone from near the station calls. It’s old man Einikis out walking. He certainly has been cursing his
job with the railroad lately! Yesterday when he stopped by, he sat there all hunched up, picking splinters from his
cap.
“I was born by the tracks,” he said, “and that’s where I grew up. That’s my people’s profession, but to live to
see times like these, I never imagined … The convoys rattle on toward Konigsberg,\fn{ Since 1945 renamed Kaunas}
what they’re carrying only God himself knows, the other day they brought people.”
“And where do they put them?” Jurgis asked then.
“Are you stupid? Don’t you know there’s a camp on the other side of the tracks? The Germans are packing
them all in there. There are all kinds there: French, Russians, and young Poles. It’s all on my back, who do you
think meets these trains and who do you think sees them off? I do.”
Einikis punches himself in the chest with his fist—a fist, no, it’s not much of a fist, it’s a dried-up, withered
little fist. What can you do with a fist like that—you can’t do any harm to yourself, much less the Germans.
“But we used to live side-by-side with the Germans, continued Einikis, we were neighbors, with no problems,
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we got along. The German masters, oh! they sure kept things in order—brick farm buildings everywhere,
cleanliness, the women always freshly bathed. They had culture, not like our naked wretches.”
“Shove that culture where the sun don’t shine,” Jurgis can’t help saying.
“Not like our miserable wretches,” Einikis rambles on as if he hadn’t heard.
“I used to envy them that, I would have envied it to my grave if it hadn’t been for the Krieg.\fn{War} What a
nation, such order, but what’s going on in the camp now, Jurgis, you wouldn’t believe it …” Old man Einikis
presses his chest against the white edge of the table, then suddenly he rubs his eyes with his fist, gets up, pulls his
uniform cap over his head, and without adding another word or taking one back, he reaches for the door.
That was Einikis yesterday … And now Jurgis, perched on the rise near the lingonberry field, watches the cow
grazing greedily in the tiny meadow, the grass-sparse and dry because of the summer heat.
Jurgis awakes from his daydream and scans the area again. As long as some German doesn’t drag himself here.
If they take his cow away, what then? He has three kids to feed, and no pigs, no chickens, nothing at all. And on
her deathbed, Petrike had said over and over again:
“Jurgis, take care of our little cow.”
And three kids to feed, his responsibility, the oldest one a young woman already, I must protect her from the
soldiers, you never know. But women show up all the time, even women from Mikytai dart straight toward the
young Germans. The other day, with his own eyes he saw a couple sneak off to the pine grove. Rumor has it that
they pay with canned goods.
They’re disgusting! The tramps! If that happened to him, he’d club his very own daughter with an ax. But as
soon as he imagines his blonde-haired Ele’s head on the chopping block, he shivers with dread and spits into the
grass:
“God, protect me in the evil hour that makes me say such things.”
Then his thoughts begin to jumble, unconsciously his hand picks the autumn-tinted cranberry leaves over and
over again. His fingers rest on the ground. He puts one black, muddy finger to his nose and smells it: nothing, just
the smell of earth. That’s all. Above, it is silent and calm, not too far away a wandering rooster crows (how the
devil did he end up in the forest?). And the cow looks at Jurgis with calm, drowsy eyes.
“Get up, my human master, let’s go, look, I’ve licked up all the grass here with my sharp tongue. I’ve plucked
it all out with my teeth. It’s time we were on our way.”
It’s time, Jurgis agrees. They go together. And when the path narrows, he lets the cow go first and he follows,
and so they proceed. Jurgis would prefer for the path never to end, it feels good to walk, it’s a peaceful evening,
no shooting anywhere, not a single German in sight, and home is close by. You may be going for the last time,
Jurgis …
“Daaad,” yells little Ane at the gate. Her white head cocked to the side, she grabs his coattails, she is close to
the ground, hardly touching his knees, she’s such a … I’ll have problems with her, he is thinking, but he says:
“Ane, do you want some milk?” She shrieks with joy and follows him, hopping along on one leg like a
grasshopper, still pulling on his coattails and stretching them down almost to the lawn.
That evening they all sit down around the unpainted white wooden table. It’s Ele’s chore to scrub it, and it’s a
chore she doesn’t forget, because it reminds her of her mother, who would bring a block of soap and a bucket of
warm water on Saturdays and scrub the table for a long time until it was white and smelled sweet. Now Jurgis cuts
the bread into thick, uneven slices and heaps them right onto the table. The wooden-handled knife is right there.
He pours milk for everyone into tin cups. They eat the bread, washing it down with milk, as the room gets darker
and darker.
We’ll have made it through another day, thinks Jurgis, as he brushes the crumbs from the table into his hand.
God be praised. Out loud he says:
“Girls, go fix your beds, it’s time to call it a day. I’ll make sure everything’s all right outside.”
When he returns, the cottage is silent, little bare bottoms and legs flicker in the light from the wood-burning
stove. One of the girls laughs softly, and Ele, wearing a stern face, is quieting them all.
“Shhh,” says Jurgis in his bass voice. “Quiet, no fooling around, I want this house as quiet as a church.” He’d
like to pat their little behinds, but they’d go wild again, and he’d have to calm them down with anger. Oh, there
had been times, but Petrike was always gentle. And she’d advise Jurgis: gently, gently, gently,
“Jurgis, take it easy …”
Jurgis sits down at the table. It’s time for bed, it’s getting dark, but why are people still out, they’re so quiet, so
quiet. He opens his mouth in amazement because someone is rattling the front door. He goes to open it.
Again, just like yesterday, it’s Einikis. What a tough old guy, he keeps coming over. Most likely it’s because of
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these nighttime talks with Einikis that Jurgis can’t fall asleep at night, and that he dreams such dreams. But this
time, Einikis looks around the cottage like a stranger, and with his finger he motions Jurgis to follow him away
from the stove where the children are.
Einikis presses his uniform cap to his lips. He never used to do that—he just used to pick off lint. Now: Jurgis,
he says, “Listen, Jurgis.” And when the latter doesn’t catch on, he whispers a confused explanation:
“Jesusmary, one of them’s escaped, he’s run away.”
Overhearing him you’d think that Jesus and Mary had escaped their torturers, but it’s no joke to use Jesus’
name in vain on such a dark night. For some reason Einikis is behaving oddly: his muddy cap at his lips, he’s
rambling:
“Run away—run-run-nn.”
“Who?” Jurgis can’t help asking. “Talk like a human being, did you lose your head over there by the tracks?”
Finally he understands that a prisoner has escaped from the camp—he ran down the tracks, straight to
Einikis’s, and using all the languages he knew begged him to hide him and not turn him in. Where could he,
Einikis, hide him, he lives in hell itself, right next to the station, but Jurgis—he’s out here by the forest. Just for
tonight. Better yet, they should take him to Mikytai to Jurgis’s sister—she could take him somewhere even further
from evil’s eyes. You can’t just let him die, Jesusmary …
“Hmmm … but how … you know … I’m alone here with the girls. The Germans will figure it out, they’ll
come here, they’ll smash our brains in, and then—”
Either Einikis doesn’t hear or he doesn’t want to hear. He goes on:
“Listen, my friend, you’ve got to help us—”
“But do you know him, he might be some Anglican or—”
“What’s it to you—Anglican or Russian. We’re all creatures of the same God.”
“So, you’d say a German is of the same—”
“Oh! What’s all this chatter, my friend? You’ve got to decide, because he’s out there waiting in the bushes.
They’ll notice soon, they’ll start looking for him, and the bushes are probably the first place they’ll—”
“Now you’ve done it, Einikis, you’ve put all the guilt on me, and you keep chattering away, you keep
pleading,” says Jurgis, as if in reproach, as if trying to convince himself. He looks around the cottage helplessly—
in the corner is a painting of Christ, his heart pierced. Jesus Christ, what should I do. There’s the children and the
cow, and that man waiting in the bushes. What’s it to Christ? He just points to his pierced heart, but you, my
friend, you have your own troubles. Touch his heart with your finger, maybe he’ll answer, as long as you’re not
standing by the door or by Einikis.
“Shhh!”
Einikis is practically shouting. They both prick up their ears. Over there, somewhere beyond the shiny railroad
tracks, it sounds like gunfire. They’re on his trail! They’re looking for him! The thought flashes through his mind
like white lightning. “There’s no more deliberating, my friend. It’s yes or no.”
Einikis bolts out the door first, but Jurgis remains struck dumb until through the half-open door he notices a
shadow strangely huddled up in the moonlight. The shadow keeps falling to the ground as it crawls toward
Einikis. Fear paralyzes Jurgis’s arms and legs, he wants to move but he can not, and the shadow is coming closer
and closer, and from Pagegiai station the dog’s barking is getting louder and louder. They’re looking for him! And
something under his rib cage snaps as if they were out to get him, Jurgis, the owner of this cottage. Oh God, his
three little girls are asleep here, and out there they’re hunting down a human being.
If only a human being could forget, just for a moment, the desire to live, to live the way you’ve lived until
now, if you could just hide this desire in your pocket like a shiny coin, while … that’s why Jurgis is gulping air as
if he were standing before the hangman’s noose. Jurgis wearily crosses the threshold. The shadow is right there,
it’s lifting its head, how can you avoid it? It’s not a human being, but a ghost, barely skin and bones, makes your
hair stand on end. Einikis hisses:
“Jurgis, I’m telling you, don’t be a jerk, hurry …”
And Jurgis hurries, but it’s too late. He’s dragging the shadow by its ragged sleeve, but where can he go? The
basement? The barn? But time has a ready answer, it’s faster than the slow thoughts of a human being under the
moon’s dwindling glow. Oh, you Lithuanians, walking along behind your cow or looking into the jaws of death,
grinning, grinning, grinning …
Lord, while he was thinking, flashlights flooded the yard. And it’s amen to the shadow—Russian or Pole—and
to the old railroad man, and yes, to Jurgis, dumbstruck on the threshold.
He’ll cry, oh how Jurgis will cry now (if there’s time), cursing himself, and even Ele, awakened by the human
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and canine barks, she’ll come to the door, barefoot. But Father isn’t asleep, if he is, he’ll wake up (perhaps he’ll
wake up wiser), and Petrike, poor Petrike, she’ll lie on Pagegiai hill, not knowing how or why Jurgis is leaving his
children, his cow, and his very own home …
5
[Rupasas was a man] whom everyone in our town knew. The shop stood near the marketplace, a square paved
with heavy stones. Surrounding the square were pubs, small taverns, and a little restaurant in which a copy of
Matejka’s painting The Battle of Grunwald hung on the back wall. Drunken men waving their arms, their cheeks
flushed, graying hair falling in tufts over their foreheads and ears—the scene echoed the painting. And the butcher
shop was next door. Near the marketplace.\fn{The first few words of this story have dropped out of the text}
Sundays, wearing a dark blue jacket and black, well-polished shoes, he’d hang a heavy lock on his door, close
the shutters, and set off for market. Treading on cobblestones overgrown with wheat and wild daisies, past the
long rows of tables laden with wares, eyes fixed straight ahead, he’d walk clutching something tightly under his
arm. When he could make out the tiny black figures of the villagers, their wagons, and their horses covered with
blankets of elaborate design arriving at the other end of the square, he’d carefully pull the rumpled hat from under
his arm, blow on it a few times, slap it into shape, and put it on his head. And then with big, heavy steps, he’d
make his way toward the wagons.
“Look, look, Rupsas is coming, Rupsas is coming,” the women selling honey, cheese, butter, berries, linen and
woolen threads, and fine cloth would say. They’d say it with subdued respect, or perhaps it was envy—without a
doubt, his was the best butcher shop outside Lauksargiai.
Rupsas is coming, Rupsas is coming, the girls gathered at the corner by the confectioner’s would automatically
turn their heads. Then they’d whisper to one another until their mothers would appear out of nowhere and tell
them to shake the straw from their skirts and wipe their mouths. Time for church. The shrill bell of the Protestant
church was already ringing. Soon the Catholic bell would begin its melody on the banks of the Jura river. But
when the girls still couldn’t keep from whispering, their mothers, overhearing his name, most likely, would scold:
“Shhh, you little fools, he’s not interested in the likes of you. He’ll get himself a German, a lady, if he wants.
Choose from among your own kind.”
Rupsas is coming, Rupsas is coming, the farmers would stir. They’d spit into their palms and rub them in
anticipation of the bargaining. We won’t sell cheaply, men. Then they’d wait, puffing on pipes filled with
homegrown tobacco.
That’s the kind of attention they paid to Jeronimas Rupsas as he crossed the market square on sunny summer
Sundays, overcast autumn mornings, and even frosty winter afternoons. The children, diving like sparrows under
the horses’ haunches or circling the pretzel-bun vendor, would holler:
Rupsas, Rupsas, rat-a-tat-tat,
With your fancy German hat,
Rupsas, Rupsas, down you’ll fall,
No place left for you to crawl.

And when he looked back, they’d take off in an uproar, falling over each other through a hole in the fence.
Through the hole and across the street was the Protestant churchyard. Once in a while when they jumped through
the hole, they’d bump their heads on some dignified stomach. And while the stomach would try to brush off the
microscopic dust that the Lithuanian children carried, they’d be off again, zipping through the market square.
Business was good for Rupsas, even though he was young, not even forty yet. Look, everyone: white apron,
white shirt, sleeves rolled up, of course, and his hands moving swiftly, fingers clenching and unclenching as if to
some beat—one, two, one, two. The clean pieces of meat: red beef, the freshest veal, smoked ham, fattened geese
and ducks flying from the freshly scrubbed butcher’s block to the scales.
“You’ll lick your fingers, ladies. Please, thank you, okay, what pleasant customers, please come again.”
And so it went from morning until evening, not counting market days. And sometimes there wasn’t any need to
go to market. Coming to town early, the villagers would stop their horses by Rupsas’s store and knock at the
shutters with their whips. Sometimes the butcher would go to Lauksargiai, well-known for its cattle trade for as
long as anyone could remember.
And he would return with a cart load.
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How did he manage by himself? His parents had died many years ago, and hadn’t hired servants. He was
alone. He could have married. Any number of townspeople would have been proud to act as matchmakers. But he
would have no part of it. He had a butcher shop; good profits, he drank seldom—only if the occasion warranted it.
A man in his prime: blond hair, blue eyes, fair face.
And his lips weren’t fat like the other butchers’, whose very appearance gave away their trade. Not Jeronimas.
When he’d go out, dressed in his light-colored suit, you’d have said he was quite a guy, you might even have
mistaken him for a teacher …
Rupsas received many special orders. A wedding for one, a funeral for another, a christening for a third—they
all needed meat. And thank God, he could satisfy everyone, and he himself was satisfied—until …
*
They always describe a person’s life as until … And a town, too, until …
And this town had always been on the border: Lithuania on one side, East Prussia on the other. Poor people
from the surrounding villages would travel to Lauksargiai to find work as hired hands. When the war broke out,
the first thing the Germans did was take over the town. They made their presence felt in the countryside, not to
mention the town. And everyone knew Rupsas—businessman, famous butcher, so …
That evening after sunset, while the last stray beams of sunlight still clung to the clouds’ edge, while the wind
slowly swept the deserted market square, after Jeronimas Rupsas had counted out the day’s money and had
poured it into his chest, a man entered the store without knocking. Jeronimas slowly raised his head. By the
counter, where the large wooden-handled knife still lay, stood a broad-shouldered stranger. He didn’t say
anything, even though it’s rude, and even strange, perhaps, but it takes all kinds. The businessman’s duty is to
please everyone; that’s why Rupsas first greeted him in the several languages he knew and asked him what sir
might like, perhaps he might still have some …
The man took the wooden-handled knife into his hands, flipped it over a few times, tried out the blade’s sharp
edge, scratched off a coagulated drop of blood with his nail, and then looked the shopkeeper straight in the eye.
Nobody knows what those eyes were like, but Rupsas was taken aback, and the stranger, noticing this, smiled,
exposing two rows of even metal teeth.
“Peace, honored sir, peace,” he said. “I have some business to discuss with you.”
A kerosene lamp burned next to the counter. Unconsciously, Jeronimas dimmed it. He spent a long time wiping
his hands on a white rag, then he came closer:
“I’m listening, sir. Do you need some meat?”
“Hmmm. I can get you some.”
“Are you from out of town?”
“Hmmm,” he muttered, “I said I could get you some meat, we can split the profit.” And he banged his fist on
the counter. The light dwindled and started to flicker.
“What kind of meat?” Jeronimas then asked. “I buy only the finest quality.”
“Don’t worry about the quality. It will be special meat.”
“What?” Jeronimas’ mouth dropped open so low that it was disgusting for the stranger to look at. Then he
came to his senses. This must be a joke, what a joker this man is. And I didn’t even catch on.
So he laughed:
“Ha, ha, ha. Where will you get first-quality meat these days?”
“I’m not joking,” the stranger retorted sternly. His piercing eyes fixed on Jeronimas. “I have a product to sell,
you’re a buyer, there’s nothing else to discuss.”
“But, sir,” Rupsas stammered, “what can I say?”
“You’re not accustomed to buying from strangers, you mean? Then listen, my dear man.
“Soon there will be no more pigs, no more bulls or horses in these parts, and what will happen to business?
Business must continue. So I am offering you the finest product. There will be more and more of it. It will last for
a long time, I tell you.”
“There won’t be any more pigs, or bulls, or horses? What are you talking about?”
“I’m telling you. I know.” the stranger answered. “Your people will work for us, but who will feed them? You
will, Herr Butcher! So, do we have a deal or don’t we?”
And he grabbed Jeronimas by the arm and led him into the corner of the store. The chairs, eager to be of
service, slid themselves into place. The men sat down, the stranger spoke, Jeronimas answered, loudly at first,
then more and more softly. Outside the wind swept the littered streets and whipped the drooping willow branches
into the black waters of the Jura River.
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*
So how’s business now, Jeronimas? You say it’s horrible to take a product you don’t know into your own
hands, especially when you know your clients so well, and they are wondering where Herr Shopkeeper gets such
good meat in such bad times. The market square is emptying out because every bloody day of the week the young
men are being hunted down and taken to the railroad station. Convoys of train wagons take them far away. It’s
true, Jeronimas receives shipments in white linen bags and business is flourishing. Don’t worry, ladies, my
products are clean.
Many shops have closed already, but Rupsas is still in business. The strangest rumors abound, they reach
Rupsas’s ears as well.
Tonight Rupsas picks up his lamp with trembling hands and examines his padlocks for a long time. Then he
sighs, picks up his money chest and begins to toss in his money as he counts it.
“I can’t go on, I can’t go on, Jeronimas,” someone whispers.
“Who is that?” he stirs.
“I can’t go on, I can’t, Jeronimas!”
“What? Who’s saying that?” he grabs the lamp and turns to the opposite corner. It’s empty.
“Quit this work, Jeronimas,” it pleads.
“Ohh!” he jumps up suddenly, runs around the room, and presses his wet forehead to the window. The shutter’s
still there. Everything’s locked up, but …
“Jeronimas, do you hear me, Jeronimas …”
Now he’s running through the room frantically, the lamp casting a gloomy light on the table. The lamp is a
keepsake from his father, but Jeronimas, unable to understand anything, grabs it with both his hands and … he
wants to smash it to the ground, but he controls himself. A gust of wind. It’s quiet and dark.
*
Strange things are going on under the southwestern sky. Jeronimas neglects his business and takes to drinking.
He slips into the restaurant and sits slumped over his plate, a bottle tightly grasped in his hands. Sometimes a few
other men join him.
The restaurant is overflowing with noise. Blind Zigmas is singing love songs. Black-haired Mockus whispers
to his neighbor about the shootings in Pagegiai. Zigmas keeps singing, and the restaurant owner sits smoking a
pipe and, intentionally or perhaps not, pays no attention at all to the men.
“Men, you scoundrels,” Tadas Dautartas suddenly jumps up. “Why are we all sitting here with our asses next
to the butcher? He kisses up to the Germans.”
They all turn toward Rupsas. A murmur fills the room. The word has been spoken. Yes, of course, of course, he
sells meat by the cart load, from where, tell me, my friend, where do you think these diseases are coming from, if
not from over there? …
The murmur grows, the men get up, Jeronimas remains sitting alone. In Matejka’s painting the men bluster
forward. Aha … Blind Zigmas senses this, and accompanied by the accordion he roars a new song at the top of his
lungs. As horror encircles everyone in the restaurant, Jeronimas continues to just sit there. Tadas continues:
“Let’s throw the dog out by the scruff of its neck!”
Then Rupsas is out the door, running for his life, though there’s nowhere to go. At home there are only walls.
shutters, the old, beat-up butcher block. He needs a human being now, he desperately needs a human being,
otherwise he won’t have a life at all.
*
The butcher decides to get married. Nothing else will do!
Rupsas looks around for a long time: he needs a healthy young lass, one with all her teeth. Through her he will
revive and forget everything. And you wouldn’t believe it, but he found her in some other parish, in a big family,
the kind he wanted, she was innocent and didn’t believe the rumors that preceded him.
No big wedding. The young couple quietly moved into the butcher’s lonely house. Occasionally a little smoke
would rise from the chimney, or one of them would go outside to shake out the bedding. Otherwise the shutters
were closed, the inhabitants nowhere to be seen.
Several months after the wedding, a heavy hand knocked on the shutters. There was no answer for a long time.
It knocked harder. Even the closest neighbors hid their heads under their pillows. Finally Rupsas slipped out:
unshaven, disheveled, it seemed he hadn’t even bathed.
“So, man, in bed with the dame all day long!” the visitor shouted. “Come on, invite your guests in.”
“Where?”
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“Inside. Show us the wife, set the table. Don’t you remember your old pals?”
“I don’t want to,” he managed to say. He shoved his hands into his pockets and stood there.
“Now, now,” the other said and knocked him on the head so hard that Rupsas bounced up like a spring. “Move
it, or we’ll fry you like a goose without grease.”
In the doorway stood a woman in a long linen shirt, Rupsas’s wife. Her big stomach was already showing. One
of the men slapped it with his stick and laughed, the other said to Rupsas:
“We’ll try her out, too. These are lean times. People are restless.”
“I won’t give you my wife, she cost me too dearly,” Rupsas answered sharply.
“Now, now,” said the other. And to the woman he said: “Do you know what kind of business your husband was
in? You don’t? Well, you’ll find out.”
Rupsas rushed toward the men, who pushed him away laughing, what a worm, slithering on the ground. And
the men kept bringing in pieces of meat and throwing them on the ground, saying:
“Man, woman, child, man, woman, child.”
Rupsas’s wife was screaming and slapping the visitor’s faces with her little hands, until one of the men kicked
her in the stomach. She doubled over and fell to the ground, the other man immediately slammed her in the head
with his revolver. Then he picked the woman up by her hair and threw her onto the other pile.
“Sell it, Rupsas.”
Rupsas rushes in with a flaming firebrand. Red, thick fire spreads over everything; the men fumble at the door,
it’s locked, so they break it down, outside they secure it with a boulder and get into their wagon. They ride
casually through the streets of the town. That’s what you get, butcher, for not keeping your part of the bargain.
The next morning the townspeople stood by the burned rubble of the butcher’s house.
“The butcher’s burned,” they whispered.
“Praise be to God,” the women whisper softly. The boys whisked to and fro between the onlookers’s legs and
shouted:
“Rupsas burned! Rupsas burned! Hurray!”
To cover the hurrahs, blind Zigmas came and belted out a song.
296.30 1. Love God 2. Ash Wednesday, Tapping Sap 3. In Need Of A Drink 4. Lost For A Loving Word 5. The
Wake 6. Icebound, I Watch For The Fisherman, Through The South Window 7. Go-Betweens 8. Midnight 9.
Light 10. Drunken Mick 11. Presence 12. Cockroaches 13. Morning Impaled 14. Echo 15. According To Schedule
16. By The Roadside 17. Read And Carry 18. Didactic Inscriptions Within The Stone Conversations 19. Salvo,
For Vidas 20. Judges Will Eat My Soul 21. Remember Your Hands 22. Two Goblets Of Tears 23. All I Could
Taste Was Metal 24. Thorns For Hair 25. Homeless, Roofless 26. Don’t Blame The Tree 27. A Wise Man’s Small
Tirade 28. The Runaway 29. Trains Running Over My Head 30. About Jurek’s Father 31. The Sergeant 32. The
Towers Turn Red 33. My Mouth’s Dark Realm 34. Weeds By The Fence 35. Coming Down The Hill, Near The
Ragged Slope 36. I Heard A Weak Prince’s Voice 37. In A Neglected Jewish Cemetery Near The Train Station 38.
The Bush 39. Sound 40. Pleasures Of The Cellar 41. A Gentle Duel 42. Mid-Evening 43. Picture Frames 44. An
Evening With Mousetraps 45. Strangers’ Voices 46. The Fisherman 47. Night And Day 48. Marble 49.
Faithfulness 50. Warm Autumn At Pushkin’s Grave 51. Water Flows Fast 52. Metamorphosis 53. The Other Side
Of The Picture 54. Above The Rafters 55. Demise Of The Pavilion 56. A Hill, Blocking The Sunset 57. A Cold,
Clear, Snowbound Evening Road 58. Morning 59. Nothing To Hold Onto—At That Moment—Not Even
Childhood: Fifty-nine Poems\fn{by Sigitas Parulskis (1965- )} Obeliai, Panevėžys County, Lithuania (M) 17
1
Love God and prune stew
But not just him, love my soul too
*
Love God, even Eve, do
But not just them, love my soul too
*
Love God, a man, true
But not only him, love me too
*
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Love God, my mouth too
Christ’s stinking urn
But not just him, love me, idiot that I am
2
Across virgin soil
the wind rolls straw
glass
*
I should burn
my home
and scatter the ashes
on your hair
old wounded maple
*
we are both dust
only
I’m just peesash\fn{The local name for a hot, dry, dust-laden wind of India}
3
father and I went into the desert
with water in our mouths
to leave there
earth in our palms
to leave there
with the skies
in our eyes
nark rolled
into our skin
shackled clouds
in our hair
great pain
in our breasts
to leave there
*
at the heart of the desert
our strength was gone’
in the centre
we planted crosses
lay down the earth’
from our palms
lay down the songs
from our hearts
sank the wells
for water
then lay in the oasis of the crosses
when we touched the crosses
we breathed their shelter
*
inside the cross
I buried deep
father’s mouths’
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eye
4
under the maples thinking of death
what’s the last thing I’d like to see
trees maybe, as they tear their hair in rage
autumnal and helpless against the rain
*
laid out feeling snow cover my bones
the weight of rusty earth on my flesh
a gravedigger sweats and swings his pickaxe
into the black hole fall small white clods of snow
*
a hugs stork on horseback rides towards me
dark feathers on his wings, cumulus clouds in his eyes
a blue earthworm winds its way to a rotting paradise
A drill bores the bole ’till it draws my blood, my soul
*
I put that well! Father enters the room
With dung covered shoes from the barn
—what’s taking you so long—
I’m ashamed to say yet I want him to know
*
he returns to the horse lopsided through the low shed
I sit like an idiot unable to move
the ancient maple creaks and stares through the window
it listens to all my bullshit
5
about midday
it was time to prepare dough
on the coffin lid for bread
*
the oven smoulders
a savour of leavening
*
engrossed they lift their legs
stepping over the smoke
*
the dead woman fakes sleep
so she won’t intrude
*
the neighbours talk
with hushed voices
*
candles sputter
fingers catch fire
chestnuts drip on the sill
*
windows are frosted over
walking night distributed shrouds
lamenting cuts through the wick
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*
to capture the scene
I hide under warm ashes
and pour cinders into my mouth
*
the wind opens the door
and pushes the woodstove aside
*
the wailers turn
as in a photograph
*
I say the dough is ready
we’ve kneaded it
beat it
mixed it with voices
sweat, fear, blood
and dung
*
when she wakes
we’ll put some in her mouth
for the journey
6
Just listen how
God places on
Ice black
Caviar
7
after the war father and I
took many things
in hand:
the shingled roof had burned
but when you hammer slate—that constantly fluid
material—you need to put something between
so the heads of the nails won’t push
through
8
from the ribs of my murdered enemy
I made my beloved a comb
she gleaned from her hair
the moon and the sun
our bed shone brighter
than day
9
the village was lit up
as the current charged along the road
heaps of manure
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didn’t stink anymore
rain filled melioration ditches
the animals were given documents
*
that evening, the villagers returning
from the factories found the vet
sprawled by the stove
a scalpel in his hand
his genitals
tossed to the centre of the kitchen
bathed in light
the clocks hadn’t stopped
there was no sigh of a struggle
no will, no letters could be found
10
in a village
n the Lithuanian highlands
dwells archangel Mick
and if you filled his glass
and he’d drunk the wine
he’d show you how easily
the glass enters his body
through a hole
under his twelfth rib
*
in a highland village lives
the drowned angel Mick
and if you were to pour lake water
he’ll show you that
even angels are sometimes
enchanted by this world’s
useless things
*
in a small highland lake
in a glass lives angel Mick
and if you pour him your own life
he’ll show you where
through your stomach
eternity enters
11
spring clouds roll
dogs bark against the wind
crows caw from the treetops
no one sings above the lake
pussy-willows contour sharply
shadows glide over the water
skulls of shells crunch underfoot
*
it’s sinisterly empty
it’s godly uneasy
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12
now says Mother:
a cockroach has crawled into aunt’s nose
*
we all feel like vomiting
it’s common here to eat the dead
*
at night she visits the children:
the fate of that unlucky cockroach has been decided
*
now it is better than it was before:
but you couldn’t way that before
*
situations have limits, philosophical limits
now we’ll all feed on cockroaches
*
we’ll quickly rid ourselves of the living
the dead will run off on their own
13
while shoveling ash from the stove
in the serried lumps of cinders
I found a bloodied nail
*
all this time it had warmed
your suffering
*
cold
14
a fat little angel flies past
above the blue sand dunes of Nida
*
its foolish face laughing out loud
piercing the echoes like a sword
*
through my moth gaping open with words
oh Lord I can’t hear any sound
15
A man sits on a bench
to huge cases beside him
one brown, one on wheels
his chopped up lover inside
you can see the reddish
blood drenched lines of death
he pulls out a knife
turns and rams the blade
onto a lump of butter, thickly spreads a roll
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then eats and eats and eats
*
passers-by slow down
the cloud stop moving
pigeons flounder without wind
red, yellow and green buses
arrive and mysteriously go
telephone booths disappear
a ten kopeks call
for God’s ten commandments
he remains seated beside the butter
the bread roll
the bleeding lover
*
pray bent over the bench
burrow your naked head between his legs
women cross their legs
they cross the men’s hands
no Freud at this bus station
where the man who’d come
finishes eating the world
eating the bench between the tired legs
of your swollen future
*
then chunks of heaven fell from my
face
started according to schedule
to roll curses up the hill
and according to schedule
roll back down
16
two men chat
smoothskinned
unworn
cars fly past
the slipstream ruffling their hair
one reaches for a falling leaf
in the windows
of speeding cars
are girls with laughing faces
in the grass a red-stained rag
the men laugh
high above the motorway
glide two harbingers
of death who say
just two
crows
17
all those words, the insides of a pig
exposed, blue letters, it’s after Easter
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after the eggs, after the thunder
a strawberry’s leaf, the edge of a fervent nettle
the maple glows green, leaden crows
tease the dog, so much voice
so much wind the echo can’t resound
in the lake bladder roaches circle delicately
red-winged perch or a line
takes root in the silt, a stork hammers
nails, not into a coffin, not into a cross
clouds sweep the evening skies, white pages
are bloody, bloody loaded
onto my shoulders
18
passerby, when you glance
at my headstone
your passing thoughts
are engraved there
19
I, your cousin, lie in waiting by the gate
on the lookout for the hurried footsteps of those
Entering and leaving
20
you loved nobody, hated yourself
and don’t know which creed will put you on trial
21
when alive I didn’t brush my teeth, I was too lazy to pray,
drunk, I lost my hands to frostbite, now how will I knock?
22
As uncontrolled as Autumn, selfpitying
drowning in tears, my pit deepening
23
Like overripe grain my breasts swelled
I was naïve—I thought the little cross wouldn’t let them rot.
24
I screwed all round me and when I died a briar grew
between my legs—now crows peck at it.
25
I was a roofer who stole roof tiles
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then sold tin roofing
now the rain slants into my grave
and gouges out my eyes!
26
I lied, I betrayed like Judas
They promised me oak—my coffin is ash.
27
I thirsted more for glory than for vodka
I died swollen—not from vodka but from emptiness
28
I left my parents, my children I didn’t embrace
Yet they still rolled a stone over my face.
29
I worshipped the holy book all my life
I died, now where is that promised biblical peace?
30
When I tired of my lover
I quenched the desire with brimstone
I was hardly buried—when I fell
Into a bottomless well.
31
I led the troops into battle, some came back—maimed.
Now time deals my bones a watery hand.
32
I prayed fervently, wore a path to the church,
Painting a cross on the spire I fell to my death.
33
I maligned many, I cursed countless,
A stone through my coffin has rooted in my mouth.
34
I looked after my teeth, didn’t bite anyone—
death sharpens its own teeth on them.
35
I fashioned a haven for me
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thinking I could lie here safely
but on the third day came a stern knocking
and a worm kissed me on the lips.
36
I held up Yorick’s skull and asked,
Now—below, where’s Pluto and the soul unmasked?
37
and my bones will fill with the force of water
and my bones will cross-breed like the bushes
and my bones will armor with a mail of earth
and my bones will journey to the nation of bones
and my bones will rise above the land of lakes
where my bones will be buried only the dogs know.
38
how can a man resist
evening jasmine
the hearth should have legs
even one hairy column
*
the mouth should have two words
that would come together over stone
at least two white blossoms
in the closed book of night
*
how can a man change now
nailed to a narrow eternity.
39
Tonight I hear bells
—is that them again?
Oh Light, Oh Creator
I see the truth
*
love, faith, redemption
brotherhood of saints, hope—
it seems they’re ringing bells
it’s closer—tinkling glass or death knell?
40
The sky is red on the other side of the hill
night rises like blood from an open wound
a sharp wind spears my side
the Styx has flooded the city—
it’s time for wine.
41
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I’m hunting a rat—smarter than I
she’s eaten pasta and grain
not bothered with sausage
she’d\fn{The text has: She’s} rather taste me.
*
Our combat is silent and determined
but the battlefield is not bloody
at night she sits on my pillow
and gently chews my hair.
42
For all this writing
I still can’t fathom beauty—
eat a tree does at night …
enlighten me, All-Knowing one
*
let me see or lose my mind
to inspiration, Plato’s banquet—
I know I’m dust—worthy neither
to create beside You, nor get drunk with You.
43
A window. Beyond it
A Polish woman paints Jesus.
She gestures
as though holding a cudgel:
*
Blue, surprised
leaning against a black wall
the canvas shudders in the wind
the frame’s coffin shines.
44
I set mousetraps
and wait in the darkened kitchen
for the solid tin frame
to smash the spine of the mouse
lured by some sausage
the scent of this world’s hollowness
*
I skulk patiently, aware
that stirring in me is
the hunter’s passion
struggling
with my nobler self
as it sidles around me
snuggled beside
my beloved
45
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the doors open slowly
and the dog gets out
disciplined by a stranger
*
strangers wear your clothes
strangers look out through your window
they sit and rest on top of you
take warmth from your hearth
slaughter your animals
slaughter them into a bloody pool
*
and after a fun August slaughter season
they make love between your sheets
in the fields seeds are sown by strangers
not by arrogant young men
nor by barbarian occupiers who have the right
before and after
you
*
a stranger calls you
imagine
that alive
you are
46
I lived, poor, by the lake
in a shack of wind
only naked cliffs watched
over me and my woman
my children wanted for nothing
we were happy
as my nets soaked in the lake
while I talked to the heavens
we ate from the depths
they loved me
*
one day He showed himself
surrounded by a shouting mob
in a boat with some villagers
when suddenly the net tore
with a multitude of sparkling silver
fish like coins
*
a complex net of words was cast
into those ashore and He rose to heaven
*
my woman could no longer take
my wounded palms, my stinking robe
she left with the neighbors
*
people laughed at my prize
my children died, the village blew away
57

*
I swam night and day
and soaking my nets I cried
to heaven, prayed to the depths
*
the cliffs went deaf
the wind leveled my shack
I threw my oar over my shoulder and left
*
I busted heads
broke backs
it was never Him
*
lying in a rut I tried to see
heaven’s infinity, to understand
the earths coolness
*
one morning I fed the hungry mob
with heaven, gave them the intoxication
of the depths to drink, their eyes shone
a multitude of coins
*
but then I saw the heavy
shadow of the approaching oar
47
By night we are clothed
by day naked
bravely we walk on water
drowning we walk the earth
we say fire kisses
we scream ash tears the skin
we use the sickle to raise our heads
we raise a hammer instead of the flag
in jail we tear our souls
in freedom feed our chickens
turn pages with our fists
shine shields with fingers
praying we see evil spirits
cursing we look on God
we torture the holy ones
and let the scum bribe us
the sea we calm for cucumbers
the mountains we recite to slugs
war is the correct grammar of death
peace is only murder
*
by night we gather together
by day we hang alone
48
the clouds are marble gravestones
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floating over the sea
and me
I read in them the chiseled
words:
digging is strictly
forbidden
49
plaster pigeons perch
under God’s roof
the grain merchant
scatters gold kernels
blackened pigeons fall
and smash at the merchant’s feet
50
Beside the park a ripening bus
on the hill Pushkin.
Only flies avoid that spot
there’s nothing there but a poet!
*
Now, if it were a dog …
a grave sinks quickly into the ground.
He is visited by women with men,
their seed scatters between the leaves.
51
You say you’ll die not understanding.
Lilacs will bloom or maybe cherry trees.
All the suffering I’ve caused will disappear.
No promise to return.
*
Water will flow, You’ll wash your feet
vodka will flow, filth, fever.
Before it’s too late, thank you
for showing no mercy, for being you.
52
a club-footed woman
runs for the bus
tossed sideways with bags
like a cow with a saddle
her hair is a mess
her breasts explode
veins on her calves protrude
her lips are twisted with fear
the bus pulls away
she’ll be late to her shored-up table
it’s gone
she slams down her parcels
59

notices the glance of a passer-by
is deeply embarrassed
then looks up engrossed
somewhere beyond the blue-painted lilacs
waiting
contemplating
the image of the Redeemer’s mother
53
I take a painting, nothing special
of an eighteenth century woman
from the wall and turn it over
there, a woman sits staring intently
at a twentieth century photograph
of me.
She carefully tears away the photograph
to look at the other side
sees me taking from the wall
a painting of an eighteenth century woman.
She also sees the curator creeping pantherlike towards me
lifting high over her head
a painted
axe
54
nail a man to the threshold
to the doorbell
to the chimney, the loom, the table
TV, books, the bottle
*
nail a man to the bed
to pasta, laundry
newspapers, dust
the hoover, spiders, a trap
to long walks, silence
together, cigarettes.
*
tie a man to the railroad
to an awakening city
rats in the head, a handshake
a meeting on a bus, an erection
to tippling water, a glass of the moon
the dog’s chain, screaming under the bridge
*
nail a man to a man
to ears, hands, mouth
dreams, church, whore house
to reincarnation
*
nail Christ, nail men,
raise them, raise them
higher than the rafters!
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55
Trees, beer and canned fruit … the pavilion!
No St. John and the Old City is distant.
Here you follow shapely legs with your eyes
and the stick swells in the water
*
the hazel wood … then the Vilnia curves sharply
the roof’s disappeared, no beer no couples
only barrack dorms in the darkness
the ringing silence is punctured by crooked nails
56
Golgotha would be a good name—
such a strange hill.
You could have gallows on the peak.
I could borrow Villon’s working clothes
*
but I won’t climb it today
a dangerous crowd has gathered
and it’s getting dark. I scratch until
blood runs down the hill.
57
Sabulous\fn{Being sandy or gritty} gravel of the sky
*
Stars crunch under my feet
58
In the morning wind my nerves are steel
the bourgeois rattle the slated roof
a mad old lady in the gutter
kneels and prays
*
all through Subacius Street—I wonder, why?
on down the hill: St. Ann’s, St. Michael’s
that old lady’s huge grizzled hand
will later today pour mine for free.
59
childhood: as though I’d never lived
no window nor road that crosses the bony field
just ghosts, memories, shrines retched upon
for vengeance my mother sacrifices her children
*
childhood: Mama leaning beside the well
Father in the furrows, the horse’s pungent sweat
I’ll not return to that growling cursing tribe
that band that stomps on its own graves
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*
childhood: how could you not return
exist without the lilacs lindens and white white lilies
an orphan in the roaring rubble of Nesvyzis Manor
its skeleton firmly squeezing your heart
*
childhood: the crows prepare to outdo the angels
prisoner of your own bowels! Flux from the stomach
to the run-down, cold last stop in the dead train
is that the moon’s grave in the sky or a slimy sausage.
*
childhood: nobody gave me the answers
meat, meat and blood-worms ate living people
from my throat pussy willow hairs and sticky lindens, oh lindens
you opened out of your blossoms dull Marija who died from drink
*
childhood: the glass falls from the table
Tarkovsky sits, in his palms are wounds on video
not now, not childhood—nor death yet for my homeland
a moment within a moment—without the Divine.

The Vilnius Cathedral, Vilnius, Vilnius County, Lithuania
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The Church of St. Ann, with its attendant belfry, Vilnius, Vilnius County, Lithuania: two views
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The Church of the Apparition of the Holy Mother of God, Vilnius, Vilnius County, Lithuania. Below: the
towers of the Church of St. Casimir, Vilnius
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The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Paul, Šiauliai, Šiauliai County, Lithuania: two views
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The Cathedral of Kaunas, Kaunas County, Lithuania: three views
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The Cathedral of Christ, Panevėžys, Panevėžys County, Lithuania: two views
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The Church of the Holy Cross, Utena, Utena County, Lithuania. Below: the wooden church in Palūšė
Village, built c.1750, entirely without nails, using only axes and saws; nr. Ignalina, Utena County.
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The Church of Joy for All Who Sorrow, Druskininkai, Alytus County, Lithuania. Built in 1865: two views
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The New Orthodox Church of St. Nicholas, Klaipėda, Klaipėda County, Lithuania

The Basilica of St. Michael, Marijampolė, Marijampolė County, Lithuania
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The Church of the Holy Trinity, Tauragė, Tauragė County, Lithuania: three views
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The Church of the Sacred Trinity, Telšiai, Telšiai County, Lithuania. Below: The Church of Sts. Michael
and Constantine, Vilnius, Vilnius County, Lithuania
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