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Gustav Meyrink



SLEEP

The moonlight is falling on to the foot of my bed. It lies there like a
tremendous stone, flat and gleaming.

As the shape of the full moon begins to dwindle, and its right side
starts to wane—as age will treat a human face, leaving his trace of
wrinkles first upon one hollowing cheek—my soul becomes a prey to
vague unrest. It torments me.

At such times of night I cannot sleep; I cannot wake; in its half
dreaming state my mind forms a curious compound of things it has
seen, things it has read, things it has heard—streams, each with its
own degree of clarity and colour, that intermingle, and penetrate my
thought.

Before I went to bed, I had been reading from the life of Buddha;
one particular passage now seeks me out and haunts me, drumming
its phrases into my ears over and over and over again from the begin-
ning, in every possible permutation and combination:

“A crow flew down to a stone that looked, as it lay, like a lump of
fat. Thought the crow, ‘Here is a toothsome morsel for my dining’;
but finding it to be nothing of the kind, away it flew again. So do we
crows, having drawn near to the stone, even so do we, would-be seek-
ers after truth, abandon Gautama the Ascetic so soon as in him we
cease to find our pleasure.”

This image of the stone that resembled a lump of fat assumes ever
larger and larger proportions within my brain.

I am striding along the dried-up bed of a river, picking up weath-
ered, worn flints.

Now they are greyish-blue, coated in a fine, sparkling dust; persis-
tently I grub them up in handfuls, without in the least knowing what
use I shall make of them; now they are black, with sulphury spots, like
the petrified attempts by a child to create squat, spotty monsters.

I strive with all my might and main to throw these stone shapes far
away from me, but always they drop out of my hand, and, do what I
will, are there, for ever there, within my sight.

Whereupon every stone that has ever played a role in my life rises
into existence and compasses me around.

Numbers of them labour painfully to raise themselves out of the
sand towards the light—like monstrous, slaty-hued crayfish when the
tide is at the full—as if venturing their lives to compel me to see them,
so that they can give me tidings of infinite importance.
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Others, exhausted, fall back spent into their holes, once for all
abandoning their vain attempt to speak.

Time and again do I start up from this dim twilight of half dream,
and for the space of a moment experience once more the moonlight
on the end of my billowing counterpane, like a large, flat, bright stone,
only to sink blindly back into the realms of semi-consciousness, there
to grope and grope in my painful quest for that eternal stone that in
some mysterious fashion lurks in the dim recesses of my memory and
looks like a lump of fat.

At one time, as I envision it, a rain pipe must have emptied near it,
but now the pipe is broken off, its edge eaten by rust; with all my
might and main do I endeavour to fix this image in my thoughts, that
their troublings may be conjured into rest, and sleep prevail at last.

But always it eludes me.

Again and again, with the persistence of idiocy, a voice keeps re-
peating in my innermost being—indefatigable as the wind-blown
shutter beating at regular recurring intervals against the wall— “That
is not the way of it; that is not the stone like a lump of fat.”

Nothing can rid me of that voice.

When, for the hundredth time, I have reiterated that, anyway, all
this is not of the slightest consequence, it stops for one brief moment,
only to be born again, and start once more with all its old persistence:
“Very well. . .very well. . .very well. . .but that is not the stone . . . like
a lump of far. . . .” Slowly an unbearable feeling of frustration begins
to overpower me.

What happens next I cannot say.

Whether, of my own free will, I abandon all resistance; whether
they overpower and stifle me, those thoughts of mine. . .

I only know that my body lies sleeping in its bed, while my mind,
no longer part of it, goes forth on its wanderings.

“Who is this ‘I’7’ That is the question I am suddenly beset with a
desire to ask; but at the same instant do I become conscious of the
fact that I no longer possess any organ to whom this query might be
addressed; added to which, I am in mortal terror lest that idiotic voice
should re-awaken and begin all over again that never-ending business
of the stone and the lump of fat.

I turn away.



DAY

All of a sudden, there I stood in a gloomy court, looking through a
reddish archway on the hither side of the narrow, grubby street, at a
Jewish junkdealer, leaning against the doorway of a shop, whose walls
were cluttered around with old ironware, broken tools, rusty stirrups,
skates, and an endless variety of derelict objects and general hamper.

And, to me, this image was steeped in that painful monotonous
element, the distinguishing mark of all those impressions familiar on
the threshold of our consciousness as daily visitants. It aroused within
me neither curiosity nor surprise.

I knew beyond all doubt that I had been living for a long time near
here.

Neither did this conviction make any deep impression on my mind,
despite the startling fact of my presence there, and its utter contrast to
all my previous perceptions.

“I must,” the idea suddenly came into my head, as I trod the well-
worn stone steps that led to my room, and received fleeting impres-
sions of its greasy portal, “somewhere or another I must have come
across some curious comparison between a stone and a lump of fat.”

I now heard footsteps running down from the staircase above, and
as I came to my door, saw that it was Aaron Wassertrum'’s fourteen-
year-old Rosina of the red hair.

I was forced to squeeze past her, and she leant back alluringly
against the staircase, laying her dirty hands on the iron rail and I saw
the whiteness of her underarm stark against the gloom of shadow.

I did not meet her look.

I detested that insistent smile of hers and her waxy, rocking-horse
face.

Her flesh must be white, surely, like that of the axolotl that I saw
the other day at the birdshop in the salamander’s cage.

As for the eyelashes of the red-haired, I'd as soon contemplate
those of a young rabbit.

I unlocked my door and slammed it quickly behind me.

From my window I could see Aaron Wassertrum the junkdealer
still standing in front of his shop.

He was leaning against the doorway: of his dark shop, clipping his
fingernails.

Was Rosina of the red hair his daughter or his niece? There was no
shadow of resemblance betwixt them.
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I find it easy to pick out the divers breeds of Jew among all those
faces that crowd the Hahnpassgasse every day. But they have as little
to do with near relationship as oil has to do with water; you can never
say, There go a pair of brothers, or a father and son. One belongs to
one tribe and one to another. That is all that their faces betray. It
would prove but little if Rosina did bear a likeness to old Wassertrum.

These varied types loathe one another with an antagonism not even
blood relationship can break through; but they know how to preserve
this hatred frcm the eyes of the outer world, like the conservation of a
deadly mystery. It is a secret not one human soul is allowed to pene-
trate; they are united in the keeping of it like a group of blind men
with hatred in their hearts who cling to the same greasy rope; one
holds tight with his two fists, another reluctantly with one finger only,
but all are possessed with the same superstitious fear lest disaster
overtake them should they relinquish their hold and go apart from
one another.

Rosina belongs to the tribe of which the red-haired members are
even more repulsive than the rest. The men thereof are narrow-chest-
ed, with long, bird-like necks and aggressively prominent Adam’s ap-
ples. They are for the most part freckled, and suffer all their lives from
the torment of suppressed passions, against which they wage a perpet-
ual, ever-losing war, racked incessantly by apprehensions for their
own bodily health.

I was incapable of resolving the problem of Rosina’s blood relation-
ship to Wassertrum the junkdealer. I had never seen her in the old
fellow’s company, or at any time heard them calling across to one
another. Nearly always she was on this side of the courtyard, lurking
around the dark corners and passages of my particular block. In any
case all my neighbours took her for a close relation of Wassertrum’s,
or at least his ward; and yet I am sure that no one could have given a
particle of proof for it.

I had had enough of thinking about Rosina, and now I looked
through the open window of my room towards the Hahnpassgasse.
Promptly Aaron Wassertrum glanced up, as though he had felt the
force of my gaze in his direction. His same staring, greasy counte-
nance with the goggle fish eyes and the sagging hare-lip. He looked
like 2 human spider, registering, for all its assumed inertia, the slight-
est contact with its web. On what does he live? What does he think of?
What possess?

That I did not know.

All round the walls of his shop are ranged, day after day, year in,
year out, the same old worthless things. I could have identified them
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with my eyes shut: the battered metal cornet without keys, a picture of
a group of soldiers, painted on a yellow paper; and, in front of the
shop, blocking the entrance, a range of iron stove lids.

These things were constant, never any more of them, never any less,
and should some passer-by actually stop and make an enquiry with
regard to prices, the junkdealer would fall into a positive frenzy. With
his hare-lip protruding at its fullest and most horrifying, he would
splutter forth in his rage in a gurgling, stuttering bass something utter-
ly incomprehensible to the intending purchaser, whose desire for in-
formation would instantaneously evaporate as he hurried away in a
state of terrified dismay.

What was he looking at down there? The house stands with its back
towards the Hahnpassgasse, and its windows facing the court. Only
one of them looked out towards the street.

The rooms near mine on the same floor—some sort of a corner
studio affair from the look of it—would appear to be occupied for the
moment, for I can hear through the walls, all of a sudden, a male and
a female voice in conversation.

But it’s impossible that old Wassertrum, right down below there,
can have noticed that!

Someone is moving, the other side of my door. I conjecture: it is
Rosina, still waiting greedily in the shadows, lest I should be tempted
to call her in to me. Below me, half a story again, Loisa is standing on
the staircase, pock-marked and stunted, breathlessly listening to hear
if I open. I can positively feel the breath of his hatred and all his
frothing jealousy stealing up the steps towards me. He is afraid to
come nearer and be seen by Rosina. He knows he is dependent on her
as a hungry wolf upon its keeper . .yet what would he not give to
sprmg up there and then, giving full vent to his fury, blindly. . .madly

I 31t down to my work-table and search for my pincers and graving
tools. But this was to be one of my off days. My hand was not steady
enough to work on the restoring of that delicate Japanese print.

The dismal gloomy pall of life that hung over this warren of lodg-
ings obsessed the whole soul of me. Picture after picture rose up into
my mind.

Loisa and his twin brother Jaromir are hardly a year older than
Rosina. Of their father, a baker of consecrated wafers for the Church,
I scarcely seem to have any recollection; some old woman, I believe,
now sees after the two youths. That is to say, she provides them with
a roof to sleep under, for which they must pay her with whatever they
can beg or steal. Does she give them their meals? I should imagine
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not, considering the late hour of the old crone’s regular home-coming.
She is a layer-out of corpses by profession, so they say.

I had often watched Loisa, Jaromir, and Rosina playing together in
the courtyard as children. But that is long ago.

Day in, day out, does Loisa persist in shadowing that red-haired
Jewish girl. Sometimes he will not be able to find her for hours togeth-
er, and then it is he creeps in front of my door and waits for her, with
wry distorted face, lest she creep by secretly. I can see him in the
spirit, as I sit at my work, lurking there in the passage corner, his
head, with its nervous twitch, stuck out, listening.

At times the stillness is broken by a sudden wild cry. It is Jaromir,
the deaf mute, whose whole existence is bounded by a dominating lust
after Rosina; he roams the building like a wild beast, half crazed with
jealousy and suspicion, and his inarticulate howling cry is enough to
freeze up the blood in one’s veins. Always he is visualising in his mind
Loisa and Rosina together, and he seeks and seeks, first in one smutty
corner and then in another, in utter blind madness, impellcd for ever
by the one great thought—that he must perpetually be on his brother’s
heels, that nothing shall take place between him and Rosina without
his knowledge.

And, so I surmise, it is precisely this perpetual agony on the part of
the cripple that provides the incentive to Rosina’s carryings-on with
Loisa. The latter, should Rosina show signs of falling off ever so little,
manufactures fresh atrocities to stimulate her flagging spirits. They let
themselves be surprised by the deaf-mute and lure the poor mad crea-
ture treacherously into dark passage-ways, where they have erected
artful contrivances of old rusty barrel hoops and iron rakes with teeth
upwards into which traps the miserable man falls and emerges bleed-
ing. Occasionally, that the pain may be provoked to the point of tor-
ment, Rosina will devise, by her own unaided genius, a plan little
short of demoniac.

She will change, in a flash, her whole demeanour towards Jaromir,
and pretend he has found favour in her sight. With that perpetual
smile of hers, she makes the cripple a recipient of hasty confidences,
which transport him to a state of wild excitement, and for this end she
has evolved a mysterious language of signs, only half intelligible, that
weave an inexorable web around the unfortunate deaf-mute, of bab-
bling uncertainty and devastating hope. I saw her once, standing be-
fore him in the courtyard, and, such were her gestures and emphatic
working of her lips, I thought for sheer mental torment he must needs
break into little pieces. His face was sweating at every pore, in his
almost superhuman efforts to understand the sense of her lightning
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movements, so deliberately misleading. The whole of the following
day he waited, feverish with expectation, within the dirty doorway of
an old derelict house a little farther down the narrow, grimy Hahn-
passgasse. There did he wait and linger, wasting time enough to have
begged for himself the sum of a couple of kreuzer. Late at night, when
he returned, half dead with hunger and spleen, the old woman had
locked him out.

The gay sound of a woman’s laughter from the adjacent studio
came to me through the wall.

Laughter? In a place such as this a real happy laugh? In the whole
Ghetto there is no one who can laugh happily.

Then I remembered what Zwakh, the old puppeteer, had confided
to me a few days ago—that a distinguished young gentleman had
taken the studio over from him at a high rental, obviously for the
express purpose of meetings undisturbed with the lady of his choice.
Bit by bit, in the watches of the night, so as to escape the notice of the
other inmates, handsome pieces of furniture had been arriving. The
old boy had rubbed his hands with glee in the telling of it, childishly
delighted at his own clever part in the transaction; not one of the
other tenants could have the slightest suspicion of the presence of this
pair of lovers in their midst.

And yet from no less than three of the houses was it possible to
obtain access to this studio. There was even a trap-door that led into
it! To say nothing of the fact that, if one unlatched the iron door to
the basement—quite easy from above—it was possible, through my
room, to reach the staircase of our house and make an exit that way.

I heard peals of laughter—and vague memories arise—a great man-
sion, a noble family, where I often called to make small restorations
on priceless antiquities.

Suddenly from the same quarter I hear a piercing cry. | listen, ap-
palled.

The iron door grinds open, and the next moment a woman has
rushed into my room. Hair dishevelled, white as the wall, a piece of
gold brocade flung over her naked shoulders: “Master Pernath, hide
me—for the love of Christ! Don’t ask questions; hide me—here!”

Before I could reply, my door was suddenly opened, and as quickly
shut again.

For the space of a second the face of Aaron Wassertrum had grin-
ned like an obscene mask through the aperture.

A round luminous spot swims into my vision, and by the light of the
moon I become aware once more of the foot of my bed.
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Sleep lies still upon me like a thick woolly mantle, and the name of
Pernath is woven into my consciousness in letters of gold.

Where have I read it before, this name—Athanasius Pernath?

Once, long, long ago, it is in my mind that somehow or other I took
the wrong hat by mistake; at the time I was surprised how well it
fitted me, for the shape of my head I always thought peculiar to
myself. I had glanced at that time, down at the lining of the hat, and
there had observed, in letters of gold in the white silk:

ATHANASIUS PERNATH

And, for some reason I did not understand, the hat had filled me with
fear and dislike.

All of a sudden, like an arrow from the bow, comes the sound of the
voice, the voice I had forgotten, and which still persists in asking me
where the stone is that looks like a lump of fat.

In a trice I conjure up in my mind the image of Rosina, with her
lascivious, grinning profile. That seems to settle the voice, for the
arrow is lost in the darkness.

Ah—that face of Rosina! That has ten times the strength of this
babbling voice of inanity; now can I rest in peace even though I be
buried again in my room in the Hahnpassgasse.

I

Unless my impression was wrong that someone followed me up the
staircase, always the same distance behind, with the object of paying
me a visit, he must have arrived at the last flight by now. He is, I
surmise, making his way round the corner where Schemajah Hillel the
registrar_has his lodging, along the upper story passage with the red
tiles. He is fumbling his way now along the wall; at the moment he
must be laboriously spelling out the letters of my name in the dark-
ness, upon my door.

There stood I in the midst of my room, gazing towards the passage.

The door opened, and he came in.

He took a few steps towards me, without removing his hat or utter-
ing any greeting. I had the feeling that was how he behaved himself at
home, and to me it seemed quite as it should be that this was the way
of it.

He reached into his pocket and took out a book.

For a long time he stood there, turning over the leaves. The book
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was bound in metal, which was chased with rosettes and seals, in
which were coloured enamels and small stones.

At last he found the place he wanted, and pointed to it. It was a
chapter entitled Ibbur, or the Fecundation of the Soul.

Almost mechanically I noted that the initial letter, in red and gold,
took up nearly half the page, and the edge of it was worn away.

It had been brought to me for restoration. The letter did not adhere
to the parchment in the way I was familiar with in old books, but
appeared to consist of two strips of thin gold, soldered together in the
centre, and fixed to the edge of the parchment at each end.

Had it been necessary to cut a hole in the page in the place where
the letter now was. . .and would the “I” show reversed on the other
side? I turned over the page, and found that it was so. Involuntarily, I
read the page through, together with the one that followed.

I read on and on.

The book spoke to me as had my dream, only clearer and more
coherently. Like an interrogation, it pierced straight to my heart.
From an invisible mouth words were streaming forth, turning into
living entities, and winging straight towards me. They twirled and
paraded like gaily dressed female slaves, only to sink on the floor or
evaporate in iridiscent mist into the air, each giving place to the one
that followed. For an instant each would pause, hoping to be the
object of my choice, before making way for her successor.

More than a few of them there were that peacocked up and down in
shimmering garments, with slow and measured steps; others, again,
resembled aged queens, a lascivious crook to the corners of their
mouths, and wrinkles foully besmirched with garish paint. They
passed, and others succeeded them, a ceaseless procession of grey
forms and faces, so humdrum and devoid of all expression that to
memorise them seemed beyond the power of concentration.

Now they dragged in a woman, stark naked, gigantic as a femi-
nine Colossus. For the space of a second she stood there, doing me
reverence. The lashes of her eyes were the length of my whole body,
and with a silent gesture she directed my gaze towards the pulse in her
left wrist. It started to throb like an earthquake, and I felt within her
the life of an entire world.

A throng of corybantes came rushing out of the distance.

A man and a woman were embracing. I saw them come from afar,
and nearer and nearer came the throng. Now I heard the singing of
the frenzied troop close to me, and my eyes sought out the embracing
couple. But they had now turned into one single form, half male, half
female—a hermaphrodite seated on a throne of mother-of-pearl. Its
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crown terminated in a piece of red wood, on which the Worm of
Destruction had gnawed mysterious runic figures. Pattering blindly
behind came a flock of miniature sheep, in a cloud of dust—perambu-
lating provender that the giant hermaphrodite trailed in its wake to
feed its train of dancing bacchantes.

And some of the figures that streamed forth still from this invisible
mouth were risen from the dead, their features swathed in grave-
clothes. Should they pause in my presence, they would let their wrap-
pings suddenly fall, staring hungrily right into my heart with their
predatory eyes that sent a stab of icy horror through my brain, and
seemed to dam the swift course of my blood like a stream on which
the skies have rained great chunks of stone, plumb to the very centre
of its bed.

Now swept past me a woman. I could not see her face; that was
turned from me; she wore a cloak made all of flowing tears.

A procession of masked forms then jigged on its way, laughing and
with no thought in their heads of me. The figure of a pierrot only
gazed at me, full of thought, then turned back, and stood there look-
ing at my face as though into a mirror. The faces he pulled were so
fantastic, and the motions of his arms, now slow, now quick as light-
ning, so bizarre, that I was seized with an irresistible impulse to wink
even as he did, to shrug my shoulders and twitch the corners of my
mouth. Next moment he was shouldered along by the crowd behind
him, all wanting to catch a sight of me as they passed. But not one of
these creatures was endowed with reason. They were so many glitter-
ing pearls strung on a silken thread, the several notes of a single
melody, welling forth from the invisible mouth.

It was no longer a book that spoke to me. It was a voice. A voice
that wanted something from me I could not understand, try as I
would. It tormented me with its fevered, incomprehensible question-
ings.

But the voice that uttered these visible words was dead to all eterni-
ty, and devoid of echo.

Each noise in this our world of actuality is accompanied by its
attendant echoes, just as each object casts its one big shadow together
with a multitude of smaller ones. But this voice knew not its echoes
any more; long ago they had faded and passed into oblivion.

I had read the book now through to its end, and still held it there in
my hands, as though all this time I had been fumbling in my own
brain, and not inside a book at all!

Everything the voice had uttered was there within me, had been
there all my life, though smothered and forgotten, choked down be-
neath the weight of my own thoughts, till this, the day of delivery.
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I glanced up. Where was the man who had brought the book? Had
he gone? Would he fetch it when it was ready? Or ought I to take it to
him? I couldn’t remember that he had told me where he lived.

I tried to visualise him in my mind, but in vain.

How had he been dressed? Was he old? Was he young? What col-
oured hair had he? What coloured beard?

Not one single thing could I remember about him. The images I
tried to conjure fled away, helter-skelter, before I could fix them in my
mind.

I closed my eyes, pressing my lids down with my hand, trying to
summon up a glimpse of him, be it ever so slight. Nothing. Nothing at
all.

I took up a position in the middle of the room, as [ had done at the
moment of his arrival, and pictured the scene: thus had he groped
round the corner, thus had he stolen along the tiled passage, thus had
he stood outside, reading the letters on my door-plate: “Athanasius
Pernath.” And then he had entered.

It was all in vain.

Not for an instant could I recapture the least glimmer of his pres-
ence as it had appeared to me. I saw the book lying there on the table,
and conjured up in spirit the vision of that hand as it had emerged
from its pocket and reached it out to me. I could not even remember
if it had worn a glove or if it were bare, if it were young or old, plain
or beringed.

Suddenly I was possessed with a strange idea.

It was like an irresistible inspiration.

I threw my cloak over my shoulders, put my hat on my head, and
went out along the passage and down the stairs. Then, slowly, I re-
turned towards my room. Slowly, slowly, slowly, just as he had done.
As I opened the door, I noticed the shadows that already filled my
room. But surely it had been full light of day when I went out?

How long had I been groping there, lost to all knowledge of time? I
tried now to imitate the stranger in gait and gesture, yet still could
recall nothing of him. How could I imitate him, when I had no point
of contact with his personality?

Yet now it was the thing happened, quite other than the way I had
imagined.

My skin, my muscles, the whole of my body, remembered suddenly,
without telling my brain. They made movements I had neither willed
nor desired. It was as though my limbs belonged to me no more.
Without any warning my gait had become fumbling and strange to
myself as I took a couple of steps within my room. It was the gait of
a man for ever in fear of falling, so I said to myself.
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It was his way of walking! Yes, it was! Yes, it was!

I knew now for certain that he was like that.

My unfamiliar face was now clean shaven, with prominent cheek-
bones, my eyes were slanting.

I could feel it, even though I could not see it.

“That is not my face!” I wanted to cry out. I wanted to feel it, but
my hand did not obey my will; instead, it crept into my pocket, and
pulled forth a book.

Precisely as he had done a short while ago.

All of a sudden I was sitting down, without my cloak, without my
hat, at my own table. I—I—Athanasius Pernath.

Terror took me by the throat; my heart beat fit to burst. Those
ghostly fingers, groping in the crevices of my brain, had ceased their
fumbling, yet still, deep down in my innermost mind, I could feel the
cold contact of their touch.

I knew now who the stranger was, and that at any moment I could
feel his personality within me at my will; yet still was I unable to
conjure up his actual presence before me, face to face. I knew I never
should be able to.

He was like a negative, I recognised, an unseeable hollow form
whose lines I cannot comprehend, into which I must slip if T was to
become conscious of its form and its impact on my Self.

In my table drawer was a little iron box; in it I decided I would
place the book and let it stay there till the effects of my brain-storm
had passed away; then and not till then, would I see to the restoration
of that letter “I.”

I picked the book up from the table. I had a curious sensation as of
not touching it, and the same thing happened when I tried to raise the
box. It was as though my sense of touch needs must flow through a
long, dark streak of nothingness before it merged into my conscious
self, as though betwixt me and inanimate objects yawned a great gulf
of time; as though they belonged to an age past and gone, of which I
had once been part.

The voice circling round me in the darkness, tormenting me with its
queries concerning the stone and the fat, had at last passed me by!
This time it missed me! I knew now that it emerged from the realm of
sleep. What I had just experienced being on the plane of life, it failed
to get in touch with me and track me down.



PRAGUE

Beside me was standing the student Charousek, the collar of his shab-
by, threadbare overcoat undone, his teeth audibly chattering from
cold.

“He’ll catch his death,” thought I, “in this icy archway,” and asked
him to come up with me to my room.

But he refused. “Thank you, Master Pernath,” he gasped at me,
shivering, “I'm afraid I haven’t time. I've got to hurry off into the
town. Besides, we should get wet to our skins if we were to cross the
street at this moment. One second’s enough to soak you, in this!”

The rain sheeted over the roofs and trickled down the house-fronts
like a storm of tears. Stooping a little, I could catch sight of my
window on the fourth floor, the panes of it obscured by drops of
moisture that turned it to an unhealthy blister on the wall.

A dirty drain ran the length of the street, and the archway was filled
with people waiting for the downpour to end.

“There goes a bridal bouquet,” said Charousek suddenly, pointing
to a bunch of withered myrtle drifting along in the filthy water.

At which somebody behind us laughed out loud. Turning, I saw it
to be an elderly, white-haired man, carefully dressed, with a bloated
countenance, strangely reminiscent of a frog. Charousek glanced over
his shoulder for a moment, then stood humming something to himself.

There was something unpleasant about that old man. I looked away
from him, and gazed instead at the discoloured buildings, standing
there side by side in the rain like a herd of derelict, dripping animals.
How uncanny and depraved they all seemed. Erected without plan,
from the look of them, as fortuitously as so many weeds rising from
the ground. Two of them were huddled up together against an old
yellow stone wall, the last remaining vestige of an earlier building of
considerable size. There they had stood for two centuries now, or it
might be three, detached from the buildings around them; one of
them slanting obliquely, with a roof like a retreating forehead; the one
next to it jutting out like an eye-tooth.

Beneath this dreary sky they seemed to be standing in their sleep,
without a trace revealed of that something hostile, something mali-
cious, that at times seemed to permeate the very bricks of which they
were composed, when the street was filled with mists of autumn eve-
nings that laid a veil upon their features.

15
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In this age I now inhabit, a persistent feeling clings to me, as though
at certain hours of the night and early morning grey these houses took
mysterious counsel together, one with another. The walls would be
subject to faint, inexplicable tremors; strange sounds would creep
zlong the roofs and down the gutters—sounds that our human ears
might register, maybe, but whose origin remained beyond our power
to fathom, even had we cared to try.

Often in my dreams would I witness the ghostly communings of
these old houses, and in terror realise that they in very truth were the
lords of the street, of its very life and essence, of which they could
divest themselves at will, lending it during the day to its inhabitants,
only to reclaim it, plus exorbitant interest, when night came round
again. To say nothing of the curious beings living within their walls—
beings not born of flesh and blood—whose doings and strivings seem
Jumbled one against another, conglomerate, without a plan; as their
spirits pass before me, more than ever am I convinced that such
dreams as these conceal some dim truth within themselves which, in
my waking hours, like the faint rainbow impress of a fairy-tale, shim-
mers only faintly in the depths of my soul.

Then, in mysterious fashion, comes into my mind the legend of the
mysterious Golem, artificial man, whom once, long ago, here in the
Ghetto, a rabbi learned in the Kabbala shaped from the elements,
investing it with an unreasoning, automatic life when he placed a
magical formula behind its teeth. And, as that same Golem stiffened
into clay the instant that mysterious phrase was removed from its lips,
so must, I thought, these humans dwindle to soulless entities so soon
as was extinguished within them some slightest spark of an idea, some
species of dumb striving, however irrelevant, already deteriorated
with most of them, from the look of it, into a mere aimless sloth, or a
dull waiting for they know not what.

Lurking and waiting . . . waiting and lurking . . . the terrible, per-
petual motto of the Ghetto.

Never are its inhabitants seen in the act of work. Yet they are
awake with the first dawning, and they wait, almost with stopped
breath, as if for a sacrifice that is never performed.

“Toothless, degenerate beasts of prey, stripped of their strength and
their weapons,” said Charousek hesitatingly. And he looked at me.
How could he have known what I was thinking of? “Sometimes,”
thought I, “so strong is the burden of a man’s thoughts within him
that, like spraying sparks, they leap from one’s brain into that of one’s
next-door neighbour.”
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“How do they live?” I asked, after a little while.

“Live! How do they live? More than one of them’s a millionaire.”

I looked again at Charousek. What on earth could he mean?

But the student gazed silently up at the clouds. The murmur of
voices had ceased for 2 moment in the archway, and the only audible
sound was the hissing of the rain.

What on earth did the fellow mean, with his “More than one of
them’s a millionaire?” Again it was as though Charousek had been
responding to my thoughts.

He pointed to Wassertrum’s old shop, past which the water swirled
in reddish puddles, stained with the rust of scrap iron.

“Aaron Wassertrum, for instance! He’s a millionaire. Owns a third
of the Ghetto. Didn’t you know that, Herr Pernath?”

I gasped. “Aaron Wassertrum? That old junkdealer is a million-
aire?”

“Oh, I know all about him,” continued Charousek venomously, as if
he had only been waiting for me to ask him. “And I knew his son, Dr.
Wassory. Never heard of him? Wassory the famous ophthalmologist?
The whole town was mad about him a year ago. A great specialist,
they used to call him. They never knew that not so long ago his name
had been Wassertrum. He loved to play the part of a man of science
who had renounced the world. Any awkward questions about his ori-
gin he’d turn aside with modest chat about his father in the Ghetto,
his own humble beginnings, and how he had kept the lamp of learning
alight despite sorrows and hardships. Sorrows and hardships! He was
right there, but he never revealed whose sorrows and hardships, nor
the means he had used. But I knew.” Charousek seized my arm and
shook it, none too gently.

“Master Pernath, I tell you I'm so poor it’s almost past my own
power to realise. I go about the streets half naked, like a tramp—
look!—yet I'm a student of medicine, and a man of education!”

He undid his overcoat, and I saw, to my horror, that he had neither
coat nor shirt beneath it; nothing, in short, but his bare skin.

“And I was every bit as poor when I dragged this dirty dog down to
his ruin—this eminent God almighty Dr. Wassory—and not a soul
knows to this day . . . I was the cause of it! All over the town it was
believed that it was one Dr. Savioli who had exposed the rascal’s
methods, and driven him to take his life. But I tell you Dr. Savioli was
nothing but a tool in my hand. It was I thought out the plan and
collected the evidence; sapped all the foundations, bit by bit, of the
house of Wassory, till the mine was laid and wanted nothing but the
merest spark to fire it! Not all the money on earth or the whole
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accumulated cunning of the Ghetto could save him. It took only the
slightest push for a collapse. The way you play chess. Exactly the way
you play chess.

Nobody knows it was I! Not a mother’s son of them! Though old
Aaron Wassertrum, I shouldn’t wonder, has some sleepless nights,
with a nasty feeling somewhere in the pit of his stomach that there’s
somebody none too far away, for all that he can’t locate him, some-
body other than Dr. Savioli, who must have had a hand in the game!
But Wassertrum’s the sort of chap who, for all those little squinny
eyes of his can see through a stone wall, never allows for the fact that
there are minds who know how to use long, invisible needles with
poison on the end of them, that can penetrate those same walls, be-
yond gold and precious stones, till they reach the vital arteries behind
them.”

Charousek gave a wild laugh as he slapped his hand against his
forehead.

“Aaron Wassertrum will know soon enough. On that same day he
thinks to have Savioli by the throat—on that identical day! I know all
the moves of this game down to the last move. It’s going to be a
King’s Knight Gambit. There will be no possible move, up to the
bitter end, against which I don’t have a devastating reply. Anyone
pitting himself against me will find himself dangling in the air like a
marionette on strings . . . and I'll have the pulling of them. Mark my
words, I’ll manipulate them at my own sweet will.”

The student rambled on like a man in a fever, and I gazed into his
face, dismayed.

“What have Wassertrum and his son done to you for you to hate
them so?”

Charousek waved the question aside with a violent gesture.

“Let us forget that. Instead ask what broke Wassory’s neck? Or
would you rather hear about it another time? The rain’s stopped.
Perhaps you’d rather go home?”

He dropped his voice like someone suddenly relapsing into calm. I
shook my head.

“Have you ever heard how they cure glaucoma these days? No?
I'll have to tell you that, Master Pernath, so that you can get it all
clear in your mind. Listen. Glaucoma is an internal disease of the eyes
that ends in blindness, and there is only one way of stopping it in its
course; that’s by what is called iridectomy, snipping off a small sec-
tion of the iris. But the operation is followed by permanent damage to
the vision, though actual blindness is usually averted. Moreover, there
is one extremely peculiar condition attached to this disease: there are
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times, especially during its inception, when the clearest symptoms
seem entirely to disappear. In such cases a surgeon, though he can
find for the moment no actual traces of the disease, cannot state with
conviction that his predecessor has diagnosed wrongly. Once the oper-
ation has taken place—and naturally it can be performed equally well
on a sound or on an unsound eye—no one can be certain whether
glaucoma has, or has not, previously existed. Dr. Wassory based his
plans on these facts.

“Time and again—especially with women—he would diagnose
glaucoma in cases where there were only harmless visual conditions,
simply and solely so that he could advise an operation which would
involve him in no difficulties and bring him in lots of money. His
patients were as wax in his hands; it was as easy as taking candy from
a child!

“So you see, Master Pernath, there you get the degenerate beast of
prey set in conditions where he needs neither strength nor weapons to
shred his victims. He stakes nothing and dares less. By means of a lot
of worthless articles in scientific papers, Dr. Wassory succeeded in
establishing a reputation for himself as a specialist of the first water,
and even in throwing sand into the eyes of his brother colleagues, all
of whom were far too straightforward to see through him. A stream of
patients in his consulting-room, I need hardly say, was the result. If
anyone had even the slightest visual problems, Dr. Wassory would
promptly set to work on the approved lines. First came the usual
examination during which he would concentrate exclusively on those
answers bearing upon glaucoma in order to cover himself for future
contingencies. And, above all, he established the fact whether there
had or had not been any previous consultation. By way of conversa-
tion, he would let drop how he had been summoned abroad in the
interests of science, and was obliged to start next day. And, all the
time, by means of juggling with electric light, he would deliberately
cause as much pain in the patient’s eyes as possible. All done, of
course, with due caution. You can’t be too careful!

“The examination over, followed by the usual anxious question on
the patient’s part whether there was real reason to fear, Wassory made
his first chess move. Taking a seat opposite his victim, after a
moment’s impressive pause, he would deliver himself of his verdict in
grave, considered tones: ‘I fear that blindness in both eyes within the
immediate future is all but unavoidable.’

“Naturally, the scenes that followed could hardly be called pleas-
ant. More often than not, people would faint, or else weep and
scream, and cast themselves down on the floor in utter despair.
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“Once eyesight is lost, what remains? The inevitable moment ar-
rived when the poor devil would cling round the doctor’s knees im-
ploring to know if there were not some way—any way—of saving him
from his doom. On which the cur would make his second move, and
convert himself thereby into God, from whom all blessings flow!

“I tell you, Master Pernath, the whole world’s like nothing so much
as a game of chess!

““An immediate operation,” he would say, ‘might be successful. . .
a chance maybe. . .the faintest possible. . .’ and then he would fairly
let himself go, giving way to a vein of bombast in his constitution,
describing this case and that, each of them strangely similar to the one
in hand—how countless sufferers had owed their salvation to him and
him alone, and a lot more of the same kind of bilge. He literally
revelled in the idea of himself as the arch physician appointed to
pronounce upon the weal or woe of his fellow-creatures.

“But the helpless victim would sit there before him, broken, sweat-
ing with agony, his mind seething with questions, but afraid to utter
them from very fear to offend him—hAim—his one and only possible
saviour.

“Dr. Wassory would then conclude the interview with a neatly
timed expression of regret that he would be unable to operate till he
returned from his journey abroad in a few months’ time. ‘Let us hope,’
he would conclude, ‘hope is a good physician—that even then it may
not be too late.’

“Then, of course, the poor devil would spring up, at the end of his
tether, declaring how he couldn’t be expected to wait one single day,
and imploring advice and counsel as to which other surgeon in the
town could be recommended to undertake the operation.

“That was the culminating point towards which Dr. Wassory had
been working.

“He would pace up and down, his brow furrowed with anxiety,
muttering anxiously his objections to such a step: how another opin-
ion would necessitate another examination, which—as the patient
realised—was a matter of acute pain, and might end in increased
complications, owing to the strong electric rays being once again ap-
plied to the patient’s eyes before they had had time to recover from
the severe strain to which they had been recently submitted. Another
doctor might lack practice in this particular operation, and, in any
case, would have to wait until the optic nerve had recovered from this
examination.”

Charousek clenched his fists. “That is what chessplayers call
Zugzwang, my good Master Pernath! And the rest was nothing but
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Zugzwang pure and simple, one forced move after another.

“The distracted patient would now conjure Dr. Wassory by all his
gods to postpone his Continental trip for the space of a day, and
undertake the operation himself, a case like this involving, as it did,
more even than sudden death. For what greater horror could man
endure than the perpetual fear of imminent blindness in both his eyes?
The more the swine protested and refused, claiming that postponing
his trip would cost him dear, the higher the sum that the patient would
offer. Should the amount prove sufficient, Dr. Wassory would cave in
ultimately, and arrange for an operation that very same day, lest
chance should step in and circumvent his little scheme. His wretched
victim would then be condemned for the rest of his life and Dr. Was-
sory would have destroyed any evidence that might have incriminated
him.

“Thus did Dr. Wassory succeed in acquiring for himself a reputa-
tion as an incomparable surgeon, and satisfying at one and the same
time his boundless avarice and vanity. What could be more gratifying
than the thankful admiration of those he had irreparably injured both
in fortune and health?

“None but a man born and brought up in the Ghetto could have
gone on successfully perpetrating such atrocities for such a length of
time; a man who has learnt from childhood upwards to lurk like a
spider in its web, for ever on the watch, making it his business to be
acquainted with the town’s every inhabitant, probing into their slight-
est little affairs, their comings and their goings and their yearly in-
comes. A man with eyes in the back of his head, as the phrase goes.
And, but for me, he’d have been plying his devil’s trade here to-day,
till he’d attained a ripe old age; sitting as an honoured patriarch in the
midst of his friends and disciples, a shining example to youth, held up
as an object-lesson to the rising generation, till—till at last he died—
the same as anyone else.

“But I—I too was the Ghetto’s own child, and my blood too is
tainted with its infernal cunning, and that’s how it was I was able to
bring him down—struck down by the Invisible—a thunderbolt from
the clear sky.

“To Dr. Savioli, a young German medical man, belongs the honour
of finally unmasking him. I used Savioli for it, heaping proof upon
proof, till the Public Prosecutor stepped in, and Dr. Wassory was a
marked man. The dog took his own life then. Blessed be the hour!

“And, as though my shadow had been standing at his elbow, guid-
ing his every motion, he poisoned himself with that very phial of amyl
nitrite I had left on purpose in his consulting-room that day I had him
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examine me, egging him on deliberately to pronounce his verdict of
glaucoma. I had placed it there in the burning desire he would take it,
and that it might prove the last thing he would take! They said, in the
town, it was syncope. Amyl nitrite certainly produces all the effect of
syncope on the brain. But rumour let out the truth.”

Absently Charousek stood staring in front of him as though im-
mersed in some insoluble problem. Then he nodded his head towards
Aaron Wassertrum’s junkshop.

“He’s alone in there,” he murmured, “all alone with his avarice and

. .and . . . his wax doll.”

My heart leapt into my mouth, and I gazed, horrified, at Charou-
sek. Was the fellow crazy? It must be some high state of fever that
wrought these images upon his mind.

Of course! Not a doubt of it! The whole thing was sheer inven-
tion—or else a dream. That hideous story about the ophthalmologist
couldn’t possibly be true. Charousek was consumptive and had brain
fever. My impulse was to turn the current of his thoughts, with a
couple of jesting words, into a more wholesome direction. But, as I
sought them, there shot into my mind the picture of Wassertrum,
harelip and goggle eyes, as he had peered into my room.

Dr. Savioli! Dr. Savioli! That surely was the name Zwakh, the old
puppeteer, had mentioned in connection with the young gentleman
who had rented his studio from him. Dr. Savioli! Almost with a cry
the name surged into my conscious mind. A whole host of nebulous
pictures now coursed through my brain, hard on one another’s heels,
chasing one another in a mad dance of conjecture.

I wanted to question Charousek, and then and there confide in him
my whole uncanny story, but suddenly he was seized with a fit of
coughing that racked his entire being. I was still hesitating when the
poor fellow began to grope his way along the reeking archway, be-
stowing a fleeting nod upon me before going his way out into the rain.

No, I thought to myself. It was not the ravings of a man in fever.
The fellow was right. Intangible, the spirit of crime walks through
these streets day and night in its quest for a human lodgment. It floats
on the air, and we see it not. Suddenly it swoops on a human soul; yet
still are we impervious to its presence, and no sooner have we sensed
it than it has flown away again and the moment has passed.

In a flash I had solved the riddle of all those fantastic beings in the
midst of whom I dwelt. I had penetrated their secret; they were being
driven, willy-nilly, through this life of theirs by some magnetic, invisi-
ble stream just as the bridal bouquet had been swept along the reeking

gutter.
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And now it seemed to me as if an evil, hostile spirit stared forth at
me from the face of each and every house; their doors were so many
black, wide open mouths with cancerous tongues . . . screaming fu-
ries, whose piercing cry rose up into the air, so full of hate that it filled
the secret places of the soul with terror.

What was that last phrase the student had used about the old junk-
dealer? “He is alone now with his avarice and his wax doll.”

Wax doll! What, exactly, did he mean by that? Just a simile, sure-
ly—one of Charousek’s sick similes—a little phrase that you don’t
understand at the time of hearing, while later on, in all its vividness, it
gets up and hits you in the face and fills you with nameless fear, like
the forms of unfamiliar things suddenly lit up by a streak of garish
light.

Trying to pull myself together and shake off the disturbing impres-
sion Charousek’s story had made upon me, I drew a deep breath. I
looked more closely at the people gathered in the passage with me.
Next to me was the fat old man, the one with the unpleasant laugh.
He wore a black frock coat and shoes, and was staring fixedly, with
his protruding eyes, at the house door opposite. The broad, coarse
features of his clean-shaven face were twitching with excitement. In-
voluntarily I followed his gaze, and found it riveted upon Rosina of
the red hair, who was standing on the other side of the street, her
perpetual smile upon her lips.

The old boy was feverishly endeavouring to make her aware of his
signs. She, of course, was fully conscious of them, but preferred to
pretend otherwise. At last he could bear it no longer, and started
wading through the puddles in her direction, bouncing along for all
the world like a large black india-rubber ball. He seemed not to be a
stranger, to judge by the comments that followed him; a tough-look-
ing fellow behind me, with a blue peaked cap on his head, a red
striped kerchief round his neck, and a cigarette stuck behind his ear,
indulged in a series of grimaces I was at a loss to interpret.

All I gathered was that they dubbed him the “Freemason,” which,
among the initiate, meant one who had dealings with immature girls,
but because of intimate connection with the police, stood in no danger
of arrest.

Meanwhile, Rosina’s face had vanished, together with the old man,
within the darkened doorway of the house.



PUNCH

We had opened the window to try and get the smell of tobacco smoke
out of my little room. The cold night wind now blew in, making the
curtain that hung over the door sway to and fro.

“Prokop’s worthy headgear would like to take unto itself wings and
fly away,” said Zwakh, and pointed to the musician’s hat, which was
flapping its broad brim like black wings.

Joshua Prokop’s eyes twinkled.

“It wants to go . . .” he said.

“It wants to go dancing at Loisitschek’s,” Vrieslander finished for
him.

Prokop laughed again, and started to beat time with one hand to
the noises borne over the roofs on the wings of the winter breeze.
Then, from the wall, he took down my old guitar, and made as though
he would pluck its broken strings, while he sang in his cracky falsetto,
and with fantastic phrasing a remarkable song in dialect:

An Bein-del von Ei-sen recht alt
An Stran-zen net gar a so kalt
Messinung, a’Raucherl und Rohn
Und immer nurr put-zen . . .

“He’s a dab at the dialect all right, isn’t he?” laughed Vrieslander,
and drummed with his fingers and joined in:

Und stok-en sich Aufzug und Pfiff

Und schmallern an eisernes G'suff.

Juch . ..

Und Handschuhkren, Harom net san. . . .

“They sing that old song every evening down at Loisitschek’s,”
Zwakh informed me. “Meshuggene old Nephtali Schaffraneck, with
his green shade over his eyes, wheezes it out, accompanied on the
accordion by a painted piece of female goods. Really, you know,
Master Pernath, you ought to go along with us there some evening.
Perhaps to-night—later—when we’re through with the punch—eh?
What do you say to it? Isn’t it your birthday to-day, or something?”

“Yes,” urged Prokop, as he closed the window once more, “You
come along with us, old fellow-me-lad. It’s a thing to see for yourself.”

We sat around drinking hot punch, while our thoughts roamed the
room.

Vrieslander was carving a puppet.

24
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“Well, Joshua,”—Zwakh broke the silence—*“you’ve shut us off
good and proper from the outer world. Not one word has got itself
spoken since you shut the window.”

“I was thinking,” said Prokop, rather hurriedly, as if apologising for
his own silence, “while the curtain was flapping, how odd it is when
the wind plays with inanimate objects. It’s almost like a miracle when
things that lie about without a particle of life in their bodies suddenly
start to flutter. Haven’t you ever felt that? Once I stood in a desolate
square and watched a whole heap of scraps of paper chasing one
another. [ couldn’t feel the wind, as I was in the shelter of a house, but
there they were, all chasing each other, murder in their hearts. Next
instant they appeared to have decided on an armistice, but all of a
sudden some unendurable puff of bitterness seemed to blow through
the lot of them, and off they went again, each hounding on his next-
door neighbour till they disappeared round the corner. One solid
piece of newspaper only lagged behind; it lay helplessly on the pave-
ment, flapping venomously up and down, like a fish out of water,
gasping for air. I couldn’t help the thought that rose in me: if we,
when all’s said and done, aren’t something similar to these little bits of
fluttering paper. Driven hither and thither by some invisible, incom-
prehensible ‘wind’ that dictates all our actions, while we in our sim-
plicity think we have free will. Supposing life really were nothing but
that mysterious whirlwind of which the Bible states, it “bloweth where
it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence
it cometh and whither it goeth”! Isn’t there a dream in which we
fumble in deep pools after silver fish, and catch them, to wake and
find nothing in our hands but a cold draught of air blowing through
them?”

“Prokop, you’re catching that trick of speech from Pernath! What’s
the matter with you?” Zwakh regarded the musician suspiciously.

“It’s the result of the story of the book Ibbur we had told to us
before you came. Pity you were late and missed it . . .you can see the
effect it’s had on Prokop.” This from Vrieslander.

“Story about a book?”

“Story of a man, rather, who brought the book, and looked very
strange. Pernath doesn’t know who he is, where he lives, what his
name is, or what he wanted. And, for all his visitor’s striking appear-
ance, he can’t for the life of him describe it.”

Zwakh listened attentively.

“Strange, that,” he said, after a pause. “Was the stranger clean
shaven by any chance, and did his eyes slant?”

“I think so,” replied I. “Thatis to say . . .yes. . .yes...[am
quite sure of it. Do you know him?”
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The puppeteer shook his head. “Only it reminds me of the Golem.”

Vrieslander, the artist, laid down his knife.

“The Golem? I've heard of it a lot. Do you know anything about
the Golem, Zwakh?”

“Who can say he knows anything about the Golem?” was Zwakh’s
rejoinder, as he shrugged his shoulders. “Always they treat it as a
legend, till something happens and turns it into actuality again. After
which it’s talked of for many a day. The rumours wax more and more
fantastic, till the whole business gets so exaggerated and overdone
that it dies of its own absurdity.

“The original story harks back, so they say, to the sixteenth century.
Using long-lost formulas from the Kabbala, a rabbi is said to have
made an artificial man—the so-called Golem—to help ring the bells in
the Synagogue and for all kinds of other menial work.

“But he hadn’t made a full man, and it was animated by a sort of
vegetable half-life. What life it had, too, so the story runs, was only
derived from a magic charm placed behind its teeth each day, that
drew down to itself what was known as the ‘free sidereal strength of
the universe.’

“One evening, before evening prayers, the rabbi forgot to take the
charm out of the Golem’s mouth, and it fell into a frenzy. It raged
through the dark streets, smashing everything in its path, until the
rabbi caught up with it, removed the charm. and destroyed it. Then
the Golem collapsed, lifeless. All that was left of it was a small clay
image, which you can still see in the Old Synagogue.”

“The same rabbi was once summoned to the Imperial Palace by the
Emperor, where he conjured up the spirits of the dead and made them
visible,” put in Prokop. “The modern theory is that he used a magic
lantern.”

“Oh, yes,” said Zwakh composedly. “That explanation is foolish
enough to appeal to moderns. A magic lantern! As if Kaiser Rudolf,
who spent his life chasing after such things, couldn’t have spotted a
blatant fraud like that at first glance.

“I don’t know how the Golem story originated, but this I know—
there is something here in this quarter of the town . . . something that
cannot die, and has its being within our midst. From generation to
generation, my ancestors have lived in this place, and no one has
heard more direct experiences and traditional stories than I have.”

Zwakh suddenly ceased speaking. It was obvious his thoughts had
gone trailing off into the past.

As he sat there at the table, head on hand, his rosy, youthful-look-
ing cheeks contrasting oddly in the lamplight with his snowy hair, I
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could hardly refrain from comparing his face with the little puppets he
had so often shown to me. Curious how the old fellow resembled
them! The same expression, and the same cast of countenance.

There are many things on earth that cannot be separated, I pon-
dered. As Zwakh’s simple life-history passed before my mind’s eye, it
struck me as both monstrous and weird that a man such as he, in spite
of a better education than that of his forebears—he had, as a matter
of fact, been destined for the stage—should suddenly insist on revert-
ing to his dilapidated box of marionettes, trundling once more into the
market-place these aged dolls that had anticked for the scanty living
of his ancestors, and there making them re-enact their well-worn his-
tories in terms of clumsy gesture.

I appreciated the reason. He could not endure to be parted from
them; their lives were bound up with his, and once he was away from
them they changed to thoughts within his brain, where they led him a
restless existence till he returned to them. For that reason did he love
them, and trick them out proudly.

“Won’t you tell us some more, Zwakh?” Prokop begged the old
man, with a glance at myself and Vrieslander that sought approval.

“I hardly know where to begin,” the old man said hesitantly, “Go-
lem stories are all hard telling. Pernath, here, just now was telling us
he knew quite well how the stranger looked, but couldn’t describe
him. More or less every three and thirty years something takes place
in our streets, not so out-of-the-way or startling in itself, yet the terror
of it is too strong for either explanation or excuse.

“Always it happens that an apparition makes its appearance—an
utterly strange man, clean shaven, of yellow complexion, Mongolian
type, in antiquated clothes of a bygone day; it comes from the direc-
tion of the Altschulgasse, stalks through the Ghetto with a queer grop-
ing, stumbling kind of gait, as if afraid of falling over, and quite
suddenly—is gone.

“Usually it is seen to disappear round a corner. At other times it is
said to have described a circle and gone back to the point whence it
started—an old house, close by the Synagogue.

“Some people will tell how they have seen it coming towards them
down a street, but, as th:y walked boldly to meet it, it would grow
smaller and smaller, like an ordinary figure will do as it moves away
from you, and finally disappear completely.

“Sixty-six years ago there must have been a particularly lively scare
of this sort, for I remember—I was a tiny youngster at the time—that
the house in the Altschulgasse was searched from top to bottom. It is
also said that there is a room there with a barred window, but no
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entrance. They hung washing out of every window, and the room was
discovered. As the only means of reaching it, a man let himself down
on a rope from the roof, to see in. But no sooner did he get near the
window than the rope broke and the poor fellow fractured his skull
upon the pavement. And when they wanted, later on, to try again,
opinions differed so about the situation of the window that they gave
it up.

“I myself encountered the Golem for the first time in my life nearly
three and thirty years ago. I met it in a little alley, and we ran right
into one another. I still cannot remember now very distinctly what
went on in my mind at that encounter. Heaven forbid anyone should
spend his life in perpetual expectation, day in, day out, of meeting the
Golem. At that moment, before I had seen anything, something cried
out in me, loud and shrill, “The Golem!” At that instant someone
stumbled out of a doorway and the strange figure passed me by. Next
moment I was surrounded by a sea of white, frightened faces, ev-
eryone asking if I had seen it.

“As I replied, I was aware for the first time that my tongue had
been released as from a clamp. I was quite surprised to find I could
move my limbs, for I realised how, for the space of a heart beat, I
must have endured a sort of paralytic shock from surprise.

“I have given the subject much thought, and the nearest I can get to
the truth of it seems to be this: that once in every generation a spiritu-
al disturbance zigzags, like a flash of lightning, right through the
Ghetto, taking possession of the souls of the living to some end we
know not of, and rising in the form of a wraith that appears to our
senses in the guise of a2 human entity that once, centuries ago, maybe,
lived here, and is craving materialisation.

“Maybe, too, it lurks within our midst, day after day, and we know
it not. Neither do our ears register the sound of the tuning-fork till it
1s brought in contact with the wood, which it forces into sympathetic
vibration.

“Think of the crystal, resolving itself, it knows not how, but in
accordance with its own immutable laws, from the formless, to a defi-
nite ordered shape. May it not be even so in the world of the spirit?
Who shall say? Just as, in thundery weather, the electric tension in the
atmosphere will increase to a point past endurance, and eventually
give birth to the lightning, may it not be that the whole mass of
stagnant thought infecting the air of the Ghetto needs clearing from
time to time by some kind of mysterious explosion, something potent
in its workings. Something forces the dreams of the subconscious up
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into the light of day—like a lightning stroke—giving rise to an object
that, could we but read its riddle, symbolises, both in ways and ap-
pearance, the mass-soul, could we but understand and interpret the
secret language of forms?

“And, just as Nature has her own happenings that foreshadow the
advent of the lightning, so do certain forbidding signs portend the
arrival of this phantom within our world of fact. The plaster peeling
from an old wall will adopt the shape of a running human form; and
stony faces stare from the ice-flowers formed by the frost upon the
window-panes. Sand from the roof-tops falls in a different way from
usual, filling the apprehensive passer-by with the impression it has
been thrown by some invisible spirit, trying to form, from the hiding-
place wherein it lurks, all kinds of unfamiliar outlines. No matter what
the object one beholds—be it wicker work, all one colour, or the
uneven surface of a human skin—we are still obsessed with this dis-
concerting gift of finding everywhere these ominous, significant
shapes, that assume in our dreams the proportions of giants. And
always, through these ghostly strivings of these troops of thoughts,
endeavouring to gnaw their way through the wall of actuality, runs,
like a scarlet thread, a torturing certitude that our own mental con-
sciousness, strive as we may, is being sucked dry, deliberately, that the
phantom may attain to concrete form.

“Just now, when I heard Pernath tell how he had met a man clean
shaven, with slanting eyes, there stood the Golem before me as I saw
it previously.

“He stood there as though risen from the ground. And, for the
space of a moment, I was filled with that dumb, familiar fear, the
intuition of some ghostly presence near at hand, that I had felt then,
in my boyhood, when the Golem had thrown its dread, ominous shad-
ow across my path.

“Sixty-six years ago! And another memory, too, is connected with
it—one evening when my sister’s fiancé came to settle the marriage
date with my family. We amused ourselves by casting lead. I stood by,
in open-mouthed astonishment, wondering what it all might mean.
The childish workings of my mind connected it somehow or other
with the Golem, of whom I had often heard my grandfather talk.
Every moment I expected to see the door open and the stranger walk
into the room.

“My sister filled a ladle with the molten stuff, and emptied it into a
bowl of water, laughing the while at my intense excitement. With his
withered, trembling hands, my grandfather picked out the lump of
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lead and held it to the light. Immediately arose a hubbub of excite-
ment. Everybody talked at once; I tried to wriggle through the crowd
of agitated guests, but they stopped me.

“Later, when I was older, my father told me how the molten metal
had shaped itself into a miniature but quite unmistakable head.
smooth and round, as though cast from a mould, with features that
bore such an uncanny resemblance to those of the Golem that fear
possessed them all.

“Many a time have I discussed the matter with Schemajah Hillel
the registrar, who has in his keeping the paraphernalia of the Old
Synagogue, together with the clay figure I told you of, from Kaiser
Rudolf’s days. He has given much time to the Kabbala. and he held
the clay image to be nothing but a presage in human form, at the time
in which it was made, just as, in my case, was the lump of lead. And
the stranger who haunted our precincts he held to be a projection of
the thought that had sprung to life in the brain of the old rabbi before
he had succeeded in giving it tangible form, and that it could only
appear at stated intervals of time, under those astrological conditions
in which it had been created; that then, and then only, would it come
back to the earth on its agonised quest for materialisation.

“Hillel’s wife, in her lifetime, had also seen the Golem face to face,
and felt the same shock of paralysis that I had so long as the inexpli-
cable presence was near. She said, too, she was quite positive that
what she had seen was her own soul divested of its body: that just for
a moment it had stood opposite to her, and gazed into her face with
the features of a strange being. In spite of the terrible fear that had got
her in its grip, the conviction had never left her that this thing con-
fronting her was only a part of her innermost self.”

“It’s not credible,” murmured Prokop, lost in thought.

Vrieslander, too, sat there brooding.

Then came a knock at the door, and the old dame who brings up
my evening water, and anything else I happen to want, came in,
placed the earthenware pitcher on the floor, and silently withdrew.

We all looked up and gazed vaguely round the room, as though
awakening from sleep, though a long time elapsed before any word
was spoken.

Some new influence had entered the room with the old crone, and
we had first to accustom ourselves 1o it.

“That red-haired wench Rosina, too—she has a face that dances for
ever before a man’s eyes out of the nooks and the crannies.” This
from Zwakh, quite suddenly. “I've known that fixed, grinning smile,
now, for a whole generation. First the grandmother . . . then the
mother! And always the same face . . . not a feature altered! The



THE GOLEM 31

same name, Rosina—one always the resurrection of the other!”

“Isn’t Rosina Aaron Wassertrum’s daughter?” I asked.

“So they say,” affirmed Zwakh. “But Aaron Wassertrum has many
a son and many a daughter people know nothing of. Nobody knew
who was the father of Rosina’s mother, nor what became of her. At
the age of fifteen she brought that child into the world, and that was
the last heard of her. Her disappearance had something to do with a
murder, if I remember rightly, committed in this house on her ac-
count.

“Just like her daughter, she turned all the heads of the young men.
One of them’s alive still—I see him quite often—I can’t remember his
name. The others all came to a premature end—through her, proba-
bly. I only remember detached episodes, here and there, of that by-
gone time, that stray through my brain like a series of faded pictures.
There was one half-witted fellow who used to go from café to café
every evening, cutting out silhouettes in black paper for a couple of
kreuzer. Once they’d got him drunk he’d sit there in the depths of
melancholy sighing and crying, cutting out always the same sharp
girl’s profile, till his whole stock of paper was all used up. Almost as
a child, so they said, he’d been caught in the toils of a certain Rosi-
na—the grandmother, probably, of our one—and loved her so madly
he’d lost his reason. When I count the years back, it can’t have been
anyone but the grandmother of our present Rosina.”

Zwakh ceased speaking and lay back in his chair.

“Fate flits in circles,” thought I, “around and around this house,
returning always to its starting point.”” And a hideous image of some-
thing I had once seen shot simultaneously into my mind—a cat gone
mad, twirling around frantically, in circle after circle.

“Now for the head”—all at once, in Vrieslander’s cheery tones.
And he took a small billet of wood from his pocket and started to
carve.

I pushed my arm-chair into the background, out of the light. My
eyes were heavy with weariness.

The hot water for the punch was sizzling in the kettle, and Joshua
started to fill our glasses round again. Softly, very softly, the strains of
dance-music stole through the closed window; fitfully, now coming,
now going, according to the caprices of the wind.

Wouldn’t T clink glasses with him?—so the musician wanted to
know, after a pause.

But I made no answer. So loth was I to make any kind of move-
ment, I would not even open my mouth. Almost I might have been
asleep, such was the feeling of utter quiet that now possessed my soul.
I had to glance now and again at the twinkling blade of Vrieslander's



32 GUSTAV MEYRINK

pocket-knife, as he cut small chips of the wood, to assure myself I
really was awake.

From afar I heard Zwakh’s rumbling voice, as he told wonderful
stories about puppets, and narrated the plots of his plays.

They were talking now of Dr. Savioli, and the elegant lady—some
titled man’s wife—who paid her clandestine visits to him in that ob-
scure little studio. Once again I saw floating before me the trium-
phant, mocking visage of Aaron Wassertrum. I wondered if I would
confide that experience of mine to Zwakh, then came to the conclu-
sion it would serve no useful purpose, to say nothing of the fact that I
knew my will would be unequal to the effort of relating it.

Suddenly I saw all three of them looking at me across the table. “He
is asleep,” said Prokop, so loudly that it sounded almost like a ques-
tion he had put to me.

Then they spoke in subdued voices, and I realised I was the subject
of their conversation.

The blade of Vrieslander’s knife danced here and there, catching
the light from the lamp, and the glint of it burned into my eyes.

“Mental condition,” were the words I caught. They talked on, and
I listened.

“Subjects like the Golem shouldn’t be raised in Pernath’s compa-
ny,” said Joshua Prokop reprovingly; “just now, when he was telling
us about the book Ibbur, we sat silent and raised no questions. I would
wager that it was a dream.”

“Quite right!” Zwakh nodded. “It’s like walking with a lighted can-
dle through a disused room, in which the walls and furniture are all
wrapped in dust-sheets, while the dead tinder of the past smothers
your footsteps ankle deep; one spark let fall, and fire’ll break out of
every corner.”

“Was Pernath long in the asylum? Poor devil, anyway . . . can’t be
forty.” Thus Vrieslander.

“I don’t know. I haven’t the faintest idea where he came from, or
what his profession was before. He has all the air of an old-fashioned
French aristocrat, with his slender figure and pointed beard. Years
ago, an old doctor of my acquaintance asked me to do him a favour,
and see if I could procure for a patient of his a lodging somewhere in
this street, where no one would be likely to disturb him, or worry him
with questions about the past.” Zwakh waved vaguely in my direction.
“Ever since then he’s lived here, repairing antiques and cutting pre-
cious stones, and apparently making a modest living out of it. It’s
fortunate for him that he seems to have forgotten everything to do
with his mental trouble. You must on no account ask him questions
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that might awaken his memory. That’s what the old doctor used to
keep impressing on me. ‘Remember, Zwakh,” he used to say, ‘all that’s
over and done with; we've evolved a system now to treat it with;
we’ve built a wall round it, just like fencing in a place where a tragic
event has taken place, because of the painful memories.””

The puppeteer’s talk struck at me like a pole-axe on a defenceless
beast. Red, merciless hands were clutching at my heart. I had had this
dumb kind of torment before . . . a suspicion that something had
been taken away from me, and that I had spent a long time walking at
the edge of an abyss, like a sleepwalker. And now the riddle was
solved—and burned like an open wound.

That reluctance I had to think of the past. . . the strange recurring
dream of being in a house with a series of rooms sealed off from me
. . . the painful inability of my memory to function where associa-
tions of my youth were concerned . . . all these problems had sudden-
ly achieved their terrible solution: I had been mad, and treated by
hypnosis. They had, in short, locked up a room which communicated
with certain chambers in my brain; they had made me into an exile in
the midst of the life that surrounded me.

And no prospect of my ever recovering again that lost portion of
my memory.

I understood now that the mainspring of all my thoughts and acts
lay hidden in another world, forgotten and never to be recalled; I was
like a grafted plant, a twig proceeding from an alien root. Even if I
ever did succeed in forcing the door of that locked room, would I not
fall immediately a prey to the spirits imprisoned therein?

The story of the Golem as related by Zwakh passed through my
mind, and suddenly I recognised a connection of infinite mystery and
magnitude between that legendary room without an entrance, which
the unknown was supposed to inhabit, and my own significant dream.

That was it! In my case, too, the rope would break, should I but try
to glance into that barred window of my inner consciousness.

This curious connection became clearer and clearer within my
mind, and the clearer it grew the more terrifying did it become. There
were things in the world, so it seemed to me, beyond the mind of man
to grasp, riveted indissolubly together and running about distractedly,
like blind horses, on a path whose direction is hidden from them.

Here, too, in the Ghetto: a room, the door of which nobody could
find; a ghostly presence dwelling therein, that from time to time
would walk through the streets, spreading terror and fear in the minds
of men!

Vrieslander was still hacking away at his puppethead; you could
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hear the scraping of his knife upon the wood.

The sound of it somehow distressed me, and I looked up to see if it
would not soon be finished.

The head, turning about as it did in the carver’s hand, looked alive.
It seemed to be peering into all the corners of the room. At last its
eyes rested upon me. It appeared pleased to have found me at last.

And I, in my turn, was unable to turn my eyes away. Stonily I
stared at that little wooden face.

The carver’s knife seemed to hesitate a little, then suddenly made a
strong, decided cut, informing the wooden head, all at once, with
terrifying personality. I recognised the yellow countenance of the
stranger who had brought me the book.

There my powers of discernment ended. It had lasted only one
moment, but I could feel my heart cease to beat, and then bound
forward agonisingly.

The face, none the less, remained in my mind. Just as it had done
before.

It was I myself . . . I and none other . . . and I lay there on
Vrieslander’s lap, gaping.

My eyes were wandering round the room, and strange fingers laid
their touch upon my head.

All of a sudden I was aware of Zwakh’s face distorted with excite-
ment. I could hear his voice: “God! It’s the Golem!”

A short struggle had ensued, while they had tried to wrest
Vrieslander’s work from his hand. But he fended them off, and crying,
with a laugh: “All right! I’ve made a mess of this job,” had opened the
window and flung the head into the street below.

Consciousness left me, and I dove into deep darkness veined with
shimmering golden threads, and when I awoke again, as it seemed,
after a long, long time, I heard the wooden head strike the pavement
outside.

“Wake up,” I could hear Joshua Prokop saying to me. “You've
been so fast asleep you couldn’t feel how we’ve been shaking you.
We’ve finished the punch, and you’ve missed all the fun.”

Then the sharp pain of what I had just been hearing surged over me
once more, and I wanted to shriek aloud that it was not a dream that
I had told them of the book /bbur—that I would take it out of its box
and show it to them.

But I could neither utter these thoughts nor combat the general
spirit of leave-taking that had now seized my guests.

Zwakh forcefully put my cloak round my shoulders while he cried:

“Come along with us now to Loisitschek’s, Master Pernath. It'll
cheer you up!”



Without volition I had let myself be led downstairs by Zwakh. More
and more could I sense the fog that was creeping into the house from
the street. Joshua Prokop and Vrieslander had gone on a little ahead,
and could be heard conversing before the archway that led into the
street.

“It must have fallen right into the gutter. So it’s on its way to Hell.”

We came out into the alley, and I saw Prokop bending down, look-
ing for the puppet’s head.

“For my part I'm glad you can’t find the damned thing,” growled
Vrieslander. He was leaning against the wall, his face sharply lit now
and again by little spasms of light as he drew the flame of a match
into his short pipe.

Prokop made a deprecatory gesture with his arm, and bent down
once more, so low he was almost kneeling on the cobbles.

“Soh! Don’t you hear anything?”

As we came up, he pointed to the gutter, and listened with his hand
to his ear. For a moment we stood there without moving, listening.

Nothing happened.

“What could it have been?” whispered the old puppeteer at last. But
Prokop seized him quickly by the wrist.

For the fraction of a second, hardly a heart beat, I had heard some-
thing, scarcely audible, as if a hand were knocking against a metal
plate. And the sound of it revived an echo in my memory that disap-
peared, even as it came, to make way for a feeling of indescribable
terror.

Steps coming up the street dispelled the impression.

“Come along! What are we standing about here for?” Vrieslander
wanted to know.

We walked on, along the row of houses, Prokop very loth to follow.

“I'll bet the hair off my head,” he murmured, “someone cried out
that moment in fear of death.”

No one answered him. But to me it was as though a growing feeling
of apprehension had fettered all our tongues.

Soon after, we stood in front of the red-curtained windows of a
tavern. On a cardboard placard ran the words:

SALON LOISITSCHEK
GRAND CONCERT TO-NIGHT

Round the placard were stuck faded photographs of women.

35
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Before Zwakh could lay his hand on the bell, the door opened
inwards, and there stood, bowing on the threshold, a thick-set fellow
with black, tangled hair, no collar, a green silk kerchief knotted round
his neck, and a waistcoat decorated with a cluster of boar’s tusks.

“More customers . . . more customers. Quick, Panne Schaffranek,
another tune,” he called over his shoulder into the already overcrowd-
ed room, as he bowed his welcome to us. His dialect was heavy and
coarse.

For answer came a sound as though a rat had scampered over the
keys of a piano.

“Yes—yes—all the nobility of the land are at my house this eve-
ning,” he replied to Vrieslander’s astonished gaze, in triumph. For the
latter had glimpsed a couple of elegant young men in evening dress at
the back of the room, on a kind of estrade, separated from the rest of
the room by a rail and a couple of steps.

Above the tables hovered a cloud of thick, pungent tobacco smoke;
the long wooden settles ranged against the walls were full of folk:
prostitutes, blowzy, barefooted, their ample bosoms scarcely con-
cealed by the garish handkerchiefs fastened across them; next them
their bullies, with blue peaked caps on the backs of their heads, ciga-
rettes stuck behind their ears; hairy-handed, coarse-fingered cattle-
dealers, with gestures and actions to suit; pock-marked clerks in loud
check trousers; and impudent-eyed waiters prowling around.

“Here you are, gentlemen! Here’s a screen for you. You’ll be more
to yourselves then,” spoke the oily voice of mine host, and the next
moment a portable screen, covered with little dancing Chinese figures,
was rolled up against the corner table at which we had sat.

And now the buzz of human voices was lost in the thrumming of a
harp. The whole room held its breath, and for the space of a moment
there was silence.

Suddenly, with frightening clarity, the hiss of the gas fixture could
be heard, as it shot its heart-shaped flames into the air—then the
music swallowed its hissing.

Two curious figures seemed to rise up into my sight from nowhere,
through the thick clouds of tobacco smoke. An aged man with a long,
streaky white prophet’s beard, and a black silk cap on his head—such
as the old Jewish patriarchs often wear—with unseeing glassy eyes of
a milky blue, sat soundlessly moving his lips, and plucking a harp with
fingers like vulture’s claws. By his side, clad in a black taffeta dress
spotted with grease, jet ornaments on neck and arms—a sham epito-
me of bourgeois morality—sat a flabby-looking woman, with a con-
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certina on her knee. From the instrument rose a jumble of
cacophonous sounds. Then, as if tired, the melody subsided into a
mere accompaniment.

The old man opened wide his mouth, as though he were biting the
air, revealing the blackened stumps of his teeth in the process. Then,
from the pit of his stomach, issued a sound. In a strange bass voice,
with queer Hebrew intonations, he was singing:

“Roo...n...teblau. . .we. .. Steern. . .

“Rititit,” shrilled the woman at his side, pressing her shrewish lips
tight together, as if already she had said too much.

L1

Roonte blaue Steern
Horndlach ess’ i” ach geern
Rititit . . .
Rothboart, Grienboart,
Allerlaj Stern.

Rutitit . . . Rititit. . . .

Now they began dancing together.

“That’s the song of the ‘chomezigen borchu,” ” the puppeteer said
with a smile, beating time with the tin spoon that, oddly enough, was
fastened by a chain to the table. “More than a hundred years ago, two
rascally bakers, ‘Red Beard’ and ‘Green Beard,” on the evening of the
Shabbes Hagodel,! poisoned the bread, both stars and crescent rolls,
that the Jews in the Ghetto might die off like flies, but the Mes-
chores—the attendant at the Synagogue—was put wise to it by divine
revelation, and informed the police. And, to commemorate this mirac-
ulous deliverance from death, the Lamdonim and Bocherlech* of the
period composed that curious song, now used to dance to in a disor-
derly house.”

“Rititit . . . Rititit . . .7

“Roote blaue Steern . . .” the old man’s quavering voice echoed
down the room, ever more hollow and more fanatical.

Suddenly the melody grew more confused than ever, and by de-
grees shd into the rhythm of the Bohemian slapak, a kind of shep-
herds’ dance, whereat the couple pressed their perspiring cheeks closer
and closer together.

! The first Sabbath in Passover.
Wise men and students.
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“Bravo! Bravo! Aha! Hep—hep!” shouted from the estrade a slen-
der young dandy in swallow-tails, monocle in eye, fumbling in his
pocket and tossing a silver coin towards the harpist. It never got to
him; I could see it flashing over the dancing throng; then it disap-
peared. An apache type—his face seemed familiar to me, and I
thought it must be that same man who was standing the other day
close to Charousek during the downpour—had slipped his hand out
from his harlot’s bosom, where up till now it had been rooted firm
enough, and with one quick gesture, slick as a monkey, without break-
ing one single beat of the music, had snaffled the coin. Not a muscle
moved in the rogue’s whole face; only one or two of the couples round
him grinned broadly.

“One of the famous Brigade, judging by his skill,” said Zwakh,
laughing.

“I don’t suppose Master Pernath knows about the Brigade,” Vries-
lander broke in quickly, and made a surreptitious sign to the puppe-
teer not meant for my eyes. I understood perfectly. It was just as it
had been in my room. They considered me a sick man and wanted to
cheer me up. So Zwakh had to tell a tale. Anything would do.

When I saw the old man looking at me so compassionately, it was
all I could do not to cry. If he only knew how his pity hurt me!

The first few phrases of his tale passed me by. I sat there feeling as
though I were bleeding to death. Ever colder I felt, and more inani-
mate, just as when I sat on Vrieslander’s knee in the guise of a wooden
puppet-head. Then, suddenly, I was plunged slap in the midst of the
story which seemed now to close me in. I felt like an inanimate object
out of a story-book.

Zwakh began:

“The Story of the Honourable Doctor Hulbert and his Brigade.

“Well . . . how shall I start? His face was all over warts, and his
legs as crooked as a dachshund’s. From a lad he’d never done any-
thing but study. The little money he was hard put to it to earn by
teaching went to the support of his invalid mother. He only knew
from books I fancy, the look of green fields, and hills, and coppices
full of trees and flowers. As for the sun, you know how much of that
gets through to Prague’s dark alleys.

“He had got his doctorate all right. He would. As time went on, he
became a leading jurist. So much so that judges and experienced law-
yers would go to him for advice. Yet he still lived like a beggar, in his
little attic room, looking out over the Teinhof.

“The years went by, and Dr. Hulbert’s fame as a legal star became
proverbial. That a man such as he could be subject to ordinary human
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emotions, or had ever been heard to talk on any subject save law, no
one would have believed. Already his hair was beginning to turn
white. But it’s just in those hearts of reserve that desire is at its hottest.

“The very day that Dr. Hulbert attained the goal which, ever since
his student days, had seemed the very highest he could strive for—the
very day, that is, when the Emperor had been pleased to confer on
him the title of Rector Magnificus in this our university, the rumour
went round that he was betrothed to a young and beautiful lady of
poor but noble birth.

“It certainly did seem as though luck had at last come Dr. Hulbert’s
way. Even though his marriage was childless, he adored his young
wife, and was never so happy as when satisfying the slightest desire he
could read in the depths of her lovely eyes.

“But he did not, in his good fortune, as do so many, forget his
suffering fellow-creatures. ‘God has fulfilled my desire,” he is reported
once to have said, ‘He has caused my fondest dreams to come true,
that lighted my boyhood days; He has given me to possess for my
own the dearest being the earth contains. And I would like a gleam of
this, my good fortune, so far as in me lies, to fall upon others.’

“And so it came about that he took a poor student into his house
and cared for him like an only son, thinking, I fancy, what it would
have meant in his lean and hungry boyhood had anyone so done to
him. But, as we live in a world where we seem unable to distinguish
between the wholesome and the noxious grain in the deeds of our own
sowing, and many an action which to us appears both noble and good
bears a harvest of nothing but evil, so did it happen in this case that
Dr. Hulbert’s act of mercy contained the germs of his bitterest suffer-
ing.

“The young wife soon fell head over ears in love with the student,
and a ruthless Fate had ordained that her husband should discover
her in the arms of the very man who owed everything to him, one day
when he returned home unexpectedly on his wife’s birthday, to sur-
prise her with a bouquet of roses.

“They say that the beautiful blue gentian can lose its colour for ever
once it has felt the touch of the pale, sulphury lightning streak that
announces the approach of a hailstorm. It is certainly a fact that the
old man’s soul was numbed from the day that saw the destruction of
his happiness. That night he sat here in this room, fuddling himself
with gin till he almost passed out, till the day dawned—he who all his
life had never known the meaning of intemperance. And from that
day onward he made Loisitschek’s the home of his broken life. In
summer-time he would sleep out somewhere or other in the shelter of
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some half-built house; in winter, here on a settle. He still kept the title
of Professor and Doctor of the Two Laws. No one had the heart to
alter that.

“Gradually there began to gather round him all the ne’er-do-wells
of the Ghetto, and ultimately they formed amongst themselves that
fantastic society still known to-day as the Brigade. Dr. Hulbert’s inex-
haustible knowledge of the law was the greatest stand-by to those
members whom the police eyed askance. Should a discharged prisoner
find himself faced with starvation, Dr. Hulbert would send him down
to the officers of the District Council, naked as the day he was born,
and they would be compelled to provide him with clothing. Should a
prostitute receive orders to clear out of the town, she would marry, at
Dr. Hulbert’s instigation, any scoundrel appertaining to her parish,
when she would immediately become eligible for permanent residence
therein. He was wise to a thousand such tricks and evasions, and the
police could only look on helplessly. All the ‘earnings’ of these out-
casts of society were pooled, to the very last heller and kreuzer, for the
community’s general subsistence. Their conditions in that respect
were drastic, and scrupulously adhered to. It was most likely this
discipline that won them the title of the Brigade.

“Every year, on the Ist of December—the anniversary of the old
man’s tragedy—a curious nocturnal ceremony would take place at
Loisitschek’s. They would all assemble in this room, and stand,
crowded there together shoulder to shoulder: tramps, beggars, prosti-
tutes and their bullies, drunks, and every kind of riff-raff, while, for
silence, you could hear a pin drop. And then old Hulbert would stand
there, up in that corner, beneath the crowned picture of His Majesty
the Emperor, and tell them his life’s history—how he had fought his
way up, inch by inch, to win his degree, and afterwards been made
Rector Magnificus. Always, when he got to the part when he came
into the room with the roses in his hand to celebrate his wife’s birth-
day, and the anniversary of the day he had wooed and won her, his
voice would fail him, and he would collapse, weeping on the table.
And, as often as not, some lewd baggage of 2 woman would creep up,
half ashamed lest the others should see it, and place a withered flower
in his hand. Not one of his listeners would stir then for a bit. They’re
too hard a crowd to weep, but they’d look down at their feet and
stand twiddling their thumbs.

“One fine morning old Hulbert was found dead, on a bench down
by the Moldau. Frozen to death, from the look of him. His funeral
was a thing I’ll never forget. The Brigade must have simply bled them-
selves white, trying to have everything as impressive as they knew
how.
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“First of all walked the ‘Beadle of the University,” in full regalia,
carrying the purple cushion with the golden chain upon it. Behind the
hearse, as far as you could see, walked the Brigade—dirty, bare-foot-
ed, torn, and ragged. One of them had long ago pawned everything
that belonged to him; his arms and legs and the whole of his body
were tied round with pieces of newspaper.

“That’s the way they paid him their final homage. Upon his grave,
there in the churchyard, stands a white stone with three figures carved
on it—the Saviour, crucified between two thieves. No one knows who
did it. It was rumoured that Hulbert’s wife ordered it to be set up.

“The dead barrister had left 2 sum of money in his will providing
for a basin of soup to be given every day at midday to each member
of the Brigade. That’s why these spoons are tied here to the table, and
the plates sunk into those hollows. Every day at twelve the waitress
comes with a huge stewpan and ladles it out. If anyone’s there who
can’t prove himself a member of the Brigade, back the soup is ladled
into the bucket.

“That table has by now got a reputation far beyond its own coun-
try, I can tell you.”

I was waked out of my lethargy by the sensation of some distur-
bance in the café. The last phrases of Zwakh’s story still simmered
vaguely in my mind. I could still see the way he had moved his hands
about, with a gesture of ladling soup; then images rolled by so fast
before my eyes, so clearly defined, that for the time being I lost all
consciousness of myself, and became just a wheel in a living clock-
work.

The room seemed to be simply surging with people. Swarms of
young men in evening dress upon the platform; white shirt-cuffs, shin-
ing rings. An officer dragoon’s uniform, with the braid and piping of
a captain; in the background a lady’s hat with large, salmon-coloured
ostrich feathers. Then Loisa’s distorted face, staring through the rail-
ings. Obviously it was all he could do to stand on his two feet. Jaro-
mir, too, was there, his gaze riveted high, high up, his back flat against
the wall, as if pressed hard by some invisible hand.

Suddenly the dancers stopped. Mine host must have called some-
thing out to them—something alarming. The music continued to play,
but very softly, as if afraid of itself. You could hear it trembling,
distinctly. On the landlord’s face a look of malicious, wild delight.

Suddenly, in the doorway stood a Commissioner of Police in uni-
form. He stretched out an arm, so that no one could pass by him.
Behind him stood a policeman.

“Dancing here!? In defiance of the law? I am closing this dive. You,
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manager, come along with me. Everyone to the station house!”

He rapped his words out like commands.

The paunchy landlord said not a word, but still grinned his mali-
cious grin.

The whole place is transfixed with amazement. The concertina has
now resolved itself into a plaintive squeak. Even the harp has given up
the ghost.

The whole crowd can now be seen in profile, gazing towards the
estrade. Thence comes a well-dressed figure in black, down the steps
towards the Commissioner of Police.

The eyes of the policeman are already riveted on that pair of pat-
ent-leather shoes. Their owner stands in front of the official, scanning
his figure slowly from top to toe. The other young bloods on the
estrade lean over the baluster. stifling their laughter in their silk hand-
kerchiefs.

The dragoon captain screws a gold coin into his eye and spits the
end of his cigarette playfully into the hair of a girl beneath him.

The Commissioner of Police has changed colour, and still stands
gazing, in his embarrassment, at the pearl in the young nobleman’s
shirt-front. That calm, cool gaze from the immovable clean-shaven
face with the hooky nose is past his powers of endurance.

It rattles him. It destroys his nerve.

The silence in the room is well-nigh unbearable.

“That,” whispered Vrieslander, with a glance at the young blood,
“is how the stone effigies look of the knights on tombs in Gothic
churches.”

The young nobleman now breaks through the silence. “Ah, hmm.”
He imitates the voice and dialect of the manager. “These are my
guests. Look alive! Waiter!” The room resounds with a yell of laugh-
ter that makes the glasses tremble; the young men nearly split their
sides with merriment. A bottle is flung against the wall, and breaks in
pieces. The paunchy landlord now announces to the multitude,
breathlessly, obsequiously: “His Excellency Prince Ferri Athenstidt.”

The Prince has handed a visiting-card to the Police Commissioner.
The poor wretch takes it, salutes repeatedly, clicking his heels togeth-
er. It is quiet again. The crowd is listening, breathless in anticipation.

The young nobleman speaks again:

“The ladies and gentlemen here present are guests of mine.” Then,
with a languid gesture, taking in the entire assembly: “You don’t
desire—er—I presume—officer—to be introduced?”

With a forced smile the Commissioner declines, stutters forth con-
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fusedly something about his “painful duty,” concluding with the
words: “Now that I see . . . all in order. . . .”

That fairly goes to the head of the dragoon captain. He pushes his
way back towards the ostrich feather hat, and the next moment,
amidst the jubilations of the young sparks on the estrade, has dragged
Rosina down with him on to the dancing-floor.

She sways, being drunk, and keeps her eyes closed. The huge, ex-
pensive hat perches grotesquely on her head; she has nothing else on
at all but rose-coloured stockings and a man’s swallow-tail coat, on
her naked body.

It is a sign for the music to strike up like a mad thing. “Rititit . . .
Rititit . . .” it goes, to the accompaniment of a gurgling howl, for
Jaromir, pressed flat against the wall, has caught sight of Rosina.

We decide to go.

Zwakh calls for the waitress. But in the general hubbub he cannot
be heard. The scene swims before my eyes, as fantastic as any opium
dream.

The dragoon captain clasps the half-naked Rosina in his arms, and
twirls her slowly round to the music.

The crowd make way for them, respectfully.

Then from the benches arises a murmur: “Loisitschek!
Loisitschek’s!” Necks are craned on all sides, and to the dancing cou-
ple is now added another, even more grotesque. An effeminate-look-
ing young man in a rose-coloured “pull-over,” with long, fair hair
down to his shoulders, lips and cheeks made up like any harlot, and
eyes cast down with an air of maiden modesty, is revolving round the
room with Prince Athenstadt, his head on his partner’s breast.

A honey-sweet waltz trills forth from the harp.

I feel I want to vomit. In terror I look toward the door. The Com-
missioner is standing there, ostentatiously half turned away, so that he
will see nothing. He whispers to the policeman, who hides something.
It clinks like handcuffs.

Both men gaze in the direction of the pock-marked Loisa, who tries
for an instant to hide himself, and then stands there helplessly, his
face stone cold, and contorted with terror.

A scene flashes into my mind, only to disappear again immediately.
The picture of Prokop, listening, as I had seen him an hour before,
bending over the drain, and the sound as of a soul in agony, rising
from the earth.

I want to cry out. But I cannot. Cold fingers seem to seize my
tongue, pressing it back from beneath my teeth, rolling it into a ball,
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and filling my whole mouth with it. I cannot see those fingers; I know
them to be invisible, but none the less I can feel them—the cold
substance of them.

Suddenly it is revealed to me. They belong to that ghostly hand that
had presented me, in my room in the Hahnpassgasse, with the book
Ibbur.

“Water! Water!” Zwakh was yelling out, close to me. They are
holding my head up, and gazing into the pupils of my eyes by means
of a lighted candle.

“Take him back home . . . fetch a doctor . . . Schemajah Hillel is
skilled in these cases. . . . Take him to him. . . .” Murmurs all round
me.

Then I lie stiff and stark as a corpse on a bier, and Prokop and
Vrieslander carry me on a shutter.

AWAKE

Zwakh had hurried up the steps before us, and I could hear Miriam,
the registrar’s daughter, making anxious enquiries, and he trying to
reassure her. I didn’t trouble to try and hear what they were saying,
but guessed that Zwakh was telling her how I had been suddenly
taken ill, and begging her to give first aid and try to bring me round.

I could still move none of my limbs, and the invisible fingers still
clutched at my tongue. But my thoughts now were both clear and
calm, and the sensation of terror had gone. I knew exactly where I
was and what had happened to me, and didn’t even find it odd that
they were carrying me up the stairs like a dead man, placing me in
Schemajah Hillel’s room, laying me down, and then—leaving me
alone.

I was filled now with a feeling of peace and natural contentment,
such as a man feels on his home-coming after infinite wanderings. So
it seemed to me.

The room was dark, and the shape of the window-frame stood out,
cruciform, in the half-light that filtered in from the street.

Everything seemed to be just as it should be, and it surprised me
not at all when Hillel entered the room, carrying a large Jewish seven-
branched candlestick and bidding me “Good evening” as to someone
whose arrival he had long expected. I noticed now something that had
never struck me all this time we had been lodging under the same
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roof, for all T had been by way of meeting him on the staircase three
or four times a week: I realised, as he went to and fro, putting various
objects straight upon his sideboard and lighting another candlestick of
the same kind, the almost perfect proportions of his limbs and body,
the clear cut of his features, and his noble domed forehead.

As I saw him there in the candlelight, he could surely not be older
than I, forty-five years old at most.

“You arrived a little earlier than I anticipated,” he observed, after a
pause; “otherwise I should have had the candles ready lighted.”

He pointed to the candlesticks, then came close to the shutter, fas-
tening his dark, deep-set eyes on somebody who seemed to be stand-
ing or kneeling—for I could not see—at my head. He moved his lips,
and seemed to be muttering a phrase, though no sound came.

Immediately the grip of the fingers upon my tongue was loosened,
and my limbs were paralysed no more. I sat up and looked behind me.
No one was in the room save Schemajah Hillel and myself.

So that friendly greeting of his, to tell me I was expected . . . that
was really addressed to me.

What was stranger still, this circumstance, so strange in itself, sur-
prised me not at all.

Hillel obviously read my thoughts, for he smiled cordially, holding
out his hand to help me up from my shutter, and pointing me to a
chair as he said:

“There’s nothing strange about that. It’s only the supernatural, the
Kischup, that can strike terror into the soul of man. Life scratches and
burns like a hair shirt, but the sunbeams of the spiritual world are
sweet and full of good comfort.”

I was silent, for I could think of nothing to say by way of answer.
He seemed not to expect any, for he sat down opposite me, and con-
tinued calmly: “A silver mirror, if it had sensation, would experience
pain only until it is burnished. Once its surface is smooth and shining,
it reflects all the images that fall upon it, without pain or grief. Blessed
is that man,” he added softly, “who can say to his own self, ‘I too have
been burnished.”” And I heard him murmur a sentence in Hebrew:
“Lischuosecho Kiwise Adoschem.™

Then his voice was speaking again clearly, close to me. “You have
come to me in a deep sleep, and I have waked you. As David sings in
his psalm: ‘Then said I to myself, The Righteousness of God hath
wrought this change in me!”

“When a man rises up from his bed, he believes himself to have cast

V“For Thy help I pray, O Lord.”
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off sleep like a garment; neither does he know that he has become a
sacrifice to his senses, and become the victim of a deeper sleep by far
than the one he has just left behind him. There is only one true state
of being awake, and that is the state you are about to experience. But
men will say, when you speak of it to them, that you are sick. For they
cannot understand. Therefore is it pain and grief to talk to them about
1t.

“Thou carriest them away as with a flood; they are as a sleep; in the
morning they are like grass which groweth up. In the morning it flour-
isheth, and groweth up: in the evening it is cut down and withereth.”

“Who was that stranger who came to my room and gave me the
book Ibbur? Was I dreaming when I saw him? Or was I awake?” Thus
I wanted to question him, but, before the words had left my lips, Hillel
had answered me:

“Hear and understand. The man who sought you out, and whom
you call the Golem, signifies the awakening of the dead through the
innermost life of the spirit. Each thing that earth contains is nothing
more than an everlasting symbol clothed in dust. Learn how to think
with your eyes. Think with your eyes, as you behold each and every
shape. Nothing that takes shape unto itself but was once a spirit.”

I felt now that concepts, which hitherto had adhered to the sub-
stance of my brain, were tearing themselves loose and floating off like
rudderless ships on a shoreless sea.

Peacefully Hillel continued:

“He who is once waked can no longer die. Sleep and death are one
and the same thing.”

“Then . . . can I no longer die?” A dull agony took possession of
me.

“Two paths there are, running parallel courses—the way of life and
the way of death. You took unto yourself the book of Ibbur and read
therein. Your soul is fecund now with the Spirit of Life.” Thus I could
hear him speak.

“Hillel—Hillel! Let me go the way of all flesh! The way of death!”

My whole being was centred in that one poignant cry.

The face of Schemajah Hillel was rigid in its earnestness.

“Men tread not a path at all, neither that of life nor death. They
drive like chaff before the wind. In the Talmud it is written: ‘Before
God made the world, he held a mirror to his creatures, that in it they
might behold the sufferings of the spirit and the achievement that
ensue therefrom. Some of them took up the burden of suffering. But
others refused, and those God struck out of the Book of Life.” But you
tread a path you have chosen of your own free will, even though you
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know it not. You are self-elected. Do not torture yourself. As knowl-
edge comes, so comes also recollection. Knowledge and recollection are
one and the same thing.”

The friendly, almost affectionate, tone in which these words were
uttered did much to calm me. I felt like a sick child that knows its
father sits by its side.

I looked up, and suddenly became aware that the room was full of
forms that stood round us in a circle. Some were in white robes like
grave-clothes, as worn by rabbis of olden days; others wore three-
cornered hats, and shoes with silver buckles; but Hillel made a move-
ment with his hand across my eyes, and once again the room was
empty.

He saw me out then, down the stairs, and gave me a lighted candle
to light me to my room.

I went to bed, and tried hard to go to sleep. But sleep eluded me,
and I fell instead into a strange state that was neither sleeping nor
waking.

I had put out the light, but, none the less, everything in the room
stood out so distinctly there was no shape I could not distinguish.
Moreover, I felt delightfully at ease, and free from all that agonising
unrest I had suffered so recently.

Never before in my life had it been given to me to think so clearly
and precisely as I was doing now. The rhythm of health flowed
through all my nerves, and marshalled my ideas like a regiment that
waited on my commands.

I needed only to call, and forth they stepped, and fulfilled my every
wish.

There was a gem which I had wished to cut for the last few weeks.
But I could not do it, for the facets did not coincide with the lines I
wanted to cut. This came to mind, and in an instant I had the solu-
tion—how to lead the cutter and make use of the structure of the
mass.

From the slave I had been hitherto to a horde of fantastic impres-
sions, not knowing whether they were feelings or ideas, I now felt
myself transformed, suddenly, to a monarch in my own kingdom.

Calculations that formerly I had only achieved groaning, on paper,
now strung themselves together in my mind, and leapt to a result. I
was able, by means of this newly awakened faculty, boldly to grasp all
the things which had hitherto so consistently eluded me—whether
figures, shapes, objects, or colours. And when it came to abstract
questions, not to be solved by means of concrete tools—philosophical
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problems and so forth—my power of visualising seemed to be sup-
planted by an inward sense of hearing, whereby the voice of Schema-
Jah Hillel played the réle of speaker.

All kinds of curious knowledge became part and parcel of my mind.
Phrases that a thousand times had reached my ears as mere sound and
fury, signifying nothing, percolated to the innermost depths of my
mind; things I had learned parrot-wise, in a flash became mine in very
deed and truth. The mystery informing the creation of words, hitherto
a sealed book to my stupidity, now lay open to my probing.

The so-called “high ideals” of humanity that, like so many eminent
business magnates, flaunting their Orders of Merit on their breasts,
had deigned to exploit me from afar, with their catchwords of petty
pathos, suddenly removed the masks from their sanctimonious faces,
and excused their smug presence; they were nothing but beggars,
when all was said and done—crutches for the promotion of future
swindles!

Could it be—oh, could it be all this was nothing but a dream?

What if I had never spoken to Hillel at all?

I reached out for the chair next my bed. There stood the candle that
Schemajah had given me; and, happy as a little boy on Christmas
night, who has convinced himself that his wonderful jumping jack
really exists, and is there beside his bed, I snuggled back again into
my cushions.

Like a sleuth-hound now did I pierce into the undergrowth of men-
tal problems which beset me.

First of all I tried to reach back to the furthest possible point in my
life where memory served me. Only from thence, I thought, would it
be possible for me to survey that part of my existence that, by some
strange stroke of Fate, lay hidden from me in darkness.

But, try as I would, I could get no further than a vision of myself
standing in the gloomy court, looking through the archway into old
Aaron Wassertrum’s junkshop—as though for the course of a century
I had lived in this house as a cutter of gems, always as old as my
present age, and without ever having been a child.

I was about to abandon as useless this groping in the abyss of time,
when suddenly it was borne in on me, with lightning clarity, that,
though within my consciousness the broad path of events stopped
short always at a certain archway, yet there were a multitude of small-
er lanes running alongside the principal path that I had so far continu-
ously overlooked. “Whence,” almost I heard them screaming to
me, “did you receive this knowledge whereby you gain your daily
bread? Who taught you to cut stones? engraving, and all the rest of it?
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And to read, and write, and speak, and eat, and walk, and breathe,
and think, and feel?”

Neither did they exhort me in vain. Systematically I began to probe
back into my life. I forced myself to consider, in sequence unbroken,
though reversed, what it was that had recently taken place—what had
led up to it, of what was this the direct consequence, and so on and so
on.

Again had I arrived at that familiar archway. Now . . . now .
now . . . one little leap into the void and the gulf that separated me
from my unknown past must once for all be passed over; but then
came a picture I had overlooked in the reconstruction of my thoughts:
Schemajah Hillel passed his hand across my eyes, just as he had done
in his own room.

On which . . . everything vanished. Even the wish to investigate
further.

Only one lasting advantage had I gained: the knowledge that the
succession of mere events in one’s life is a cul-de-sac, however broad
and accessible it may seem to be; not in the revolting and obvious
scars left by the file of our outer life, but in the scarce visible lines
engraved upon our being, is to be found the solution of our uttermost
secret.

And, as in my childhood’s days I would fumble through the alpha-
bet backwards, in my spelling-book, to arrive at the place where they
had been teaching us in school, on the same principle I saw now that
I must be able to roam in that other, distant homeland, which lies
beyond all thought.

The weight of a whole globe now rested on my shoulders. Hercules,
I recalled, bore upon his head, for a period of time, the dome of the
sky, and the legend revealed itself to me as full of hidden significance.
Even as Hercules freed himself through a ruse, while begging the giant
Atlas: “Let me but bind a lump of twine round my brow that my
brain burst not,” so perhaps, it dawned upon me now, might some
small, obscure pathway exist which would lead me from the depths of
the precipice.

I was seized, suddenly, with a deep distrust of the guiding powers of
my thoughts. I sat up, putting my fingers into both eyes and ears, so as
not to be led astray through their temptings. I would kill my thoughts.

But my will recoiled at the task: all I succeeded in doing was in
driving out one thought with another, and directly one succumbed,
the next would be devouring its carcase. I tried to take refuge in the
pulsing of my blood—the beating of my heart. . . .

Then came Hillel’s friendly voice, saying unto me: “Go on your
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way and fear not! The key to the art of forgetfulness belongs to our
brethren, who tread the path of Death; but you are fructified with the
Spirit—of Life.”

The book of Ibbur rose before me, with two letters flaming in it: one
signifying the Archetype Woman with the pulse that beat like an
earthquake, the other, at an infinite distance—the hermaphrodite on
the pearly throne, with the crown of red wood upon its head.

A third time then did Schemajah Hillel pass his hand before my
eyes, and I slept.

SNOW

Dear and honoured Master Pernath,

I am writing you this letter in greatest haste, and distress of mind. Please
destroy it, as soon as read, or, better still, bring it back to me, inside its
envelope. Otherwise I shall know no rest. Don’t tell a soul that I have
written to you. Nor where you are going to go to-day.

“That kind, good face of yours has recently (I hope that word will enable
you to recall an event of which you were witness, and thereby to guess the
writer of this letter, for I am afraid to sign it with my name) inspired me
with so much confidence . . . also the circumstance that your dear father,
of blessed memory, used to teach me in my childhood . . . all this gives me
courage to appeal to you as being, probably, the only man on earth who
can help me.

I implore you to be, this evening, at five o’clock, in the Cathedral on the
Hradschin.

A certain lady who is known to you.

I sat there for quite a quarter of an hour holding the letter in my
hand. That curious religious frame of mind that had seized on me last
night had vanished in a trice—blown away by the fresh, invigorating
breath of a new day on this our earth.

A brand-new Fate came laughing towards me, with hands out-
stretched—a veritable child of Spring! A human being had turned to
me for help! To me! Strange, how different my room looked, all of a
sudden! That worm-eaten, carved chest of mine twinkled at me in so
friendly a fashion, and the four chairs seemed like nothing so much as
four old people sitting round the table, contentedly playing round
games.
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My empty life quite suddenly had been filled by something . . .
some substance that was rich and glowing. Was the rotten old tree
about to bear fruit yet?

It was as though some life-giving sap were flowing through my
veins, something that hitherto had slumbered within me, deep hidden
in the secret places of my soul, its egress blocked by the lumber of
everyday life. It welled forth now as a spring wells through its ice
when the winter breaks.

And I knew, with absolute certitude, as I held the letter in my hand,
that I should be able to help, whatever it might be. My strength would
be found in the joy of my heart.

Again and again I read those few lines: “your dear father, of
blessed memory, used to teach me in my childhood.” I caught my
breath. Did it not read like the promise “To-day shalt thou be with me
in Paradise”™? The very hand held out to me, beseeching help, was
reaching me that gift—the remembrance of my past, for which I agon-
ised. It would disclose that secret now, and help to raise the curtain
that had veiled it hitherto.

“Your dear father, of blessed memory” . . . how strangely the
words sounded, as I said them over to myself. Father! For an instant
I beheld the tired face of an old man with white hair, in the arm-chair
next my wardrobe; it rose up, strange and alien, and yet so terribly
familiar. Then my vision once again grew normal, and my heart beat,
hammer-wise, its registration of the actual present.

Frightened, I pulled myself together.

Had I mistaken the time? I looked up at the clock. Thank God!
Half-past four only.

I went into my bedroom, got my hat and cloak, and stole down-
stairs. What did I care now for the whisperings of the dark old cor-
ners, the mean, suspicious, malicious grudging that emanated from
them, as I went my way: “You’ve not done with us yet; you belong to
us; we don’t desire your happiness; happiness doesn’t go with this
house.”

That fine, poisonous dust that used to rise up and stifle me out of
all the nooks and passage-ways with eager, choking fingers—before
the living breath of my mouth did it now melt utterly away. Just for a
moment I paused at Hillel’s door.

Should I go in?

A curious shyness prevented me from knocking. My mood to-day
was so completely changed, it almost seemed I had no right to enter.
The hand of life was driving me along. I continued my way down-
stairs.
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The streets were thick with snow.

Many people seemed to be greeting me as I passed along. Whether
I replied to them I do not know. I kept on feeling to see if I had the
letter safe in my pocket. The place where it lay felt warm.

I traipsed through streets and under archways till I reached the
Altstidter Ring, and passed by the bronze fountain, the baroque
bowl of which was full of ice; then over the stone bridge, with its
statues of saints and monument of Johannes von Nepomuk. Down
below, the river rolled on its way, lashing its embankment with
the foam of its rage. Half in a dream, I saw the “Torture of the
Damned” carved in the sandstone relief of St. Luitgard; the writhing,
agonised figures, with the snow lying thick upon their eyelids and
outstretched, manacled, beseeching hands.

I slipped through more archways still; palaces passed me slowly by,
with stately portals, elaborately carved, lions’ heads set in the midst of
them, biting rings of bronze.

Snow everywhere—snow, snow, snow. Soft and white as the pelt of
a gigantic polar bear. Proud, tall windows, their mouldings glisten-
ing and caked with ice, turned their detached gaze upwards to the
clouds.

I wondered why the skies were so full of passing birds.

As at last I climbed the countless steps of granite that lead up to the
Hradschin, each one of them as broad as the length of four men, the
town—roofs, gables, and all that pertained to it—passed, step by step,
out of my conscious mind.

The twilight was already taking possession of the rows of houses as
I arrived at the deserted Square, in the midst of which the Cathedral
spire towered up towards the Throne of the Angels.

Footsteps, imprinted in the snow, their edges crusted round with
ice, led in a track to the side entrance door.

From what seemed very far away, came the notes of an organ,
softly wailing, melting into the stillness of evening like tears of gentle
melancholy.

I heard the heavy baize door slam behind me. There I stood in the
darkness, the golden altar gleaming at me, like a veritable rock of
peace, through the blue-green shimmer of the fading light that drifted
down on to the praying-stools through the multi-coloured windows.

The enervating smell of tapers and incense.

I sit upon a seat. This kingdom of tranquillity is working its strange
spell upon me.

The whole of space seems filled with a sense of mysterious, secret
waiting: a life without a heart beat.
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The silver shrines of the saints lie in everlasting sleep.

Hark! A long, long way away I can hear the muffled sound of
horses” hooves, scarcely audible at first, but drawing nearer bit by
bit—then stopping.

A dull thud as though a carriage door were shut.

The rustle of a silk dress came close up to me, and a small, soft,
feminine hand touched me on the arm.

“Please, please, let us go over there to that pillar. I don’t like to say
what I've got to say here, by these praying-stools.”

The incense-clouded images that had ringed me round came sud-
denly clear before my eyes. It was daylight once more.

“I don’t know how to thank you, Master Pernath, for being so very
kind, and coming all this long way in this dreadful weather.”

I stuttered forth a couple of banal words.

. . . “But I knew of no place where I should be freer from danger
and eavesdropping. They won’t follow us here, surely—to the Cathe-
dral.”

I pulled out my letter and handed it to her. She was wrapped up to
the eyes in costly furs, but from the tone of her voice I recognised at
once the woman who had fled into my room that evening in the
Hahnpassgasse, in terror of Aaron Wassertrum. It did not surprise
me, for I had expected no one else.

My eyes searched her face, that, in the half-light of this niche in the
wall, seemed even paler than it was. Her beauty almost took my
breath away, and I stood there transfixed. It was all I could do not to
fall down and kiss her little feet, thanking her for allowing me to help
her, for choosing me, of all people.

“I implore you, from the bottom of my heart, to try and forget—at
least for as long as we are here together—the circumstances in which
you saw me last,” she continued urgently. “I don’t know how you feel
about such things.”

“I am an old man now, but never in my life have I made so bold as
to set myself up as a judge over my fellow-creatures,” were the only
words I could find to say to her.

“Thank you, Master Pernath,” she replied fervently and simply.
“And now I will ask you to listen patiently, and tell me whether, in my
desperation, you think you can help me, or at least give me counsel.”
I could feel how possessed she was with anguish, as her voice trem-
bled. “That time—in the studio—I had just realised the ghastly truth,
that that terrible ogre was deliberately following me about. For
months I had noticed that wherever I went, whether it was with my
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husband or—or with Dr. Savioli—the dreadful criminal face of the
old junkdealer would appear from somewhere near by. Those squint-
ing eyes of his would follow me, sleeping or waking. So far he had
made no sign to explain his presence, but all the more would fear
choke me in my dreams. . . . When did he mean to slip the noose
round my neck? At first Dr. Savioli would try and reassure me, say-
ing, what, after all, was to be feared from a miserable old wretch like
that—at most only a small sum of hush money, or something of that
kind; but always his lips would go white at the mention of Wasser-
trum. I suspected Dr. Savioli was trying to buoy me up falsely, by
keeping something back—something dreadful, that might mean death
to himself, or me.

“Then I learned something he had done his utmost to conceal from
me: that the Junkdealer had been to see him more than once, at his house,
at night! 1 knew—I could feel in every hair of my head—that some-
thing was closing around us like the coils of a snake. What did the
scoundrel come for? Why couldn’t Dr. Savioli shake him off? I
couldn’t bear to see it go on any longer. I must do something . . .
anything . . . before I lost my reason.”

I tried to murmur a reassuring word or two, but was not allowed to
finish the sentence.

“In the last few days the nightmare that threatened to stifle me
became more and more palpable. Dr. Savioli suddenly became ill; my
connection with him was all at once cut off; I couldn’t go to see him,
for fear my love for him would be discovered; he lay in delirium, and
all I could learn was that, in his ravings, he believed himself to be
persecuted by a man with a hare-lip—Aaron Wassertrum!

“I knew—none better—how brave my lover was. All the more hor-
rible—you can imagine that, can’t you?—was it to me to think of him
lying like that, helplessly at the mercy of some terrible, throttling
demon, whose hands I could feel creeping nearer and nearer in the
darkness.

“You are going to tell me, I know, that I am a coward! You are
going to ask me why, if I love Dr. Savioli like that, I could not sacri-
fice everything for him, and go to him . . . riches, honour, reputation,
everything belonging to me. But I cannot! I cannot! I have my child

. . my dear, sweet little golden-haired baby girl. You don’t suppose
my husband would let me keep her? See . . . Master Pernath . . . take
that!” With trembling fingers she tore open the lid of a leather box she
was carrying, and I could see it was filled full with strings of pearls
and other precious stones. “Take that, and hand it to the villain. He’s
greedy . . . I know that . . . very well. He shall have everything I've
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got—except my child! That will stop him, will it not? He won’t tell,
then? For the love of Christ, say something . . . tell me—tell me you’ll
help me.”

It was all I could do to compose the poor creature sufficiently to
allow me to lead her to a seat.

I said anything to her that came into my head at the moment. Wild,
whirling words, that had no connection the one with the other.
Thoughts coursed through my brain, so that I hardly knew myself
what my mouth was uttering—ideas so fantastic they died of their
own craziness so soon as they were born. By chance my gaze had
fallen upon the painted statue of a monk in a niche of the wall. Still I
talked and talked. By degrees the features of the statue became trans-
formed; its cowl was changed into a threadbare overcoat with high,
stand-up collar, from which looked forth a youthful face with wasted
cheeks, hectically flushed.

Before I could get a glimmer of what the vision meant, the monk
was there once more. My pulses were beating far too loud.

The unhappy woman was still stooping over my hand and weeping.

I set about transferring to her the strength that had filled me when
I read her letter, and which had not left me yet. I could see it visibly
helping to recover her.

“I want to tell you, Master Pernath,” she continued softly, after a
long silence, “exactly why I turned to you in my trouble. It was on
account of something you said to me . . . something I never forgot,
though it was all those years ago.”

Years ago? My blood froze.

“You were saying good-bye to me . . . I can’t remember now how
or why it was . . . I was still a child, but you said to me, so sweetly,
and so sadly: ‘T don’t suppose it ever will, but if the time should ever
come when you need a protector, may the good God grant that I
should be he’

“I turned quickly away, and let my ball drop into the fountain, so
that you should not see me crying. And then, I wanted to give you the
coral heart I wore round my neck on a piece of ribbon, but I w s too
shy . . . it seemed so silly.”

Chords of memory!

That merciless finger had got hold of my tongue again! Something
flashed in front of me—a distinct glimmer, clear and terrifying, of a
longed-for land, far, far away; a little girl in a white frock, in the
grounds of an old castle . . . old elm-trees on every side. . . . I could
see it distinctly.
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I must have changed colour. I guessed it from the hurried way she
went on: “I know, of course, that they were only words spoken be-
neath the impulse of a parting; but they have often comforted me
since, and I thank you for them.”

With all my might I clenched my teeth together, and pressed down
that shrieking agony once more into my breast, ere it tore me to
pieces.

I understood. It had been a kindly hand that had fixed the bolt
upon my past. The gleam of a day that was gone had left its message
written clear-cut upon my conscious mind. A love that had proved too
strong for my heart, that for years had been gnawing at the root of all
my thoughts, and for which no healing balsam had been found, save
the merciful dark of insanity.

The perfect peace of anaesthesia stole over me, and cooled the tears
behind my eyelids. The superb and solemn sound of bells echoed
through the Cathedral, and I could smile now, quite happily, into the
eyes of her who had come to seek my help.

Once again I heard the dull sound of a carriage door as it was
slammed to, and the pad of horses’ hooves.

I was on my way back through the town, amid the blue-gleaming
snow in the moonlight.

The street lanterns looked down at me, twinkling, and from moun-
tainous heaps of fir trees there were murmuring hints of tinsel and
silver nuts and approaching Christmas.

Beneath the pillars of the old Rathaus aged dames, with their heads
in grey kerchiefs, were murmuring prayers by candlelight to the
Mother of God.

In front of the darkened gate that led into the Jewish quarter were
the stalls of the Christmas market. In the midst of them, framed in
bright scarlet cloth, and lit by garish, flickering torches, was the open
stage of a marionette theatre. Zwakh’s Punchinello, in purple and
violet, rode clumping over the boards on a white wooden horse. On to
the lash of the whip in his hand was fixed a human skull. The children
sat in front in constricted rows, their little fur caps pulled tight down
over their ears, mouths gaping wide, listening enthralled to the verses
of Prague’s poet, Oskar Wiener, as recited by Zwakh from his little
box.

Jumping Jack comes leaping by,
As scrawny as a poker.

Ribbons and patches gaily fly
On the grimacing joker.
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I turned into the dark corner-street that frowned forbiddingly upon
the Square. Another crowd was bunched together there in the dark-
ness, looking at a poster. A man had struck a match, and by its fitful
light I read the printed lines. Dully I registered a few of the words:

MISSING
REWARD OFFERED
1,000 FLORINS
An elderly gentleman . . . dressed in black . . .
plump, clean-shaven face . . . white hair . . .
All information should be addressed to the police station.

I crept along the rows of dark houses, slowly, slowly, like a living
corpse, devoid of wish, devoid of will. A handful of feeble stars twin-
kled in a narrow patch of sky among the gables. Full of peace, my
thoughts flowed back towards the Cathedral, placid and serene.

All at once, from the market-place, clear-cut in the wintry atmo-
sphere, came the voice of the marionette player, sharp and shrill, as
though at my very ear:

“Where is the heart of stone, blood-red;
It sparkles in the sun’s bright ray,
It hangs upon a silken thread.”

GHOSTS

I had paced my room without ceasing, deep into the night, racking my
brains how I could bring her the help of which she stood in need.

Often I was on the point of going down to Schemajah Hillel, to
confide my secret to him and ask for his advice. But each time I
rejected the idea.

He loomed so large before me in the spirit, it seemed a desecration
to disturb him with things that concerned one’s outer life. Added to
which, there were moments when I was beset by doubts whether I had
really lived through all those happenings which, recent though they
were in point of time, paled so strangely into insignificance once they
were confronted with the events of the last few hours.

Or was that my dream? Had I any right, I a man to whom the
unthinkable had happened—the forgetting of his own past—ever for
an instant to accept as concrete fact something with no other proof of
its reality than my own memory could offer?
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My glance fell upon Hillel’s candle, which still stood on the chair.
Thank God, at least that was still there: I had undoubtedly been in
personal contact with him.

Suppose I were to hasten to him now, cling round his knees, and
pour out in his sympathetic presence this inexpressible suffering that
was eating up my heart?

I stood there, his bell-pull in my hand; then I let it drop again; I
saw in advance what would happen: Hillel would gently pass his hand
across my eyes and . . . No! No! Anything but that! I had not the
right to seek out palliatives. She believed in me, and my help, and,
even though the peril she felt threatening her seemed at moments
sufficiently slender to me—to her it appeared little short of colossal.

Time enough to ask for Hillel’s advice in the morning. I forced
myself to be calm and collected. How could I pester him like this, in
the middle of the night? It would be the act of a madman!

I wanted to light the lamp; then decided not to. The reflection of
the moonlight shone into my room from the roofs opposite, and gave
me more light than I could have wished. I feared to frustrate the night
in its departure, once I struck a light.

To kindle a lamp and sit expectant for the day to break was a
thought full of such dismal implications I shrank from the doing of it.
Something whispered fearfully to me that, once I did so, the dawn
would never come.

I stood at the window. Rows and rows of tortured gables, standing
in the shimmering night atmosphere like some ghostly cemetery—so
many headstones carved with weather-beaten dates ranged above the
dark, dank graves, the “dwelling-places” hollowed beneath them by
the hosts of the living.

For a long time I stood there, staring out, till slowly, very slowly, I
began to wonder why I was not afraid at the noise of measured foot-
steps, treading, quite distinct to my ears, the other side of the wall.

I listened again. No doubt of it. Someone was there. The creaking
of the boards recorded every tread.

In a trice I had pulled myself together. I literally felt myself becom-
ing smaller, as I constricted my every nerve and fibre to my will. This
was the present, and I would deal with it.

Another little rustling which broke off short, as though frightened
at itself. Then, the stillness of death. That grim, alert stillness, instinct
with its own betrayal, that magnifies minutes into hours.

I stood there, stock-still, my ear pressed close to the wall, a frightful
premonitory fear within me that someone on the other side was doing
just as I did!
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I listened . . . and listened . . .

Not a sound.

The studio next door seemed utterly deserted.

Noiselessly, on tip-toe, I stole towards the chair by my bed, picked
up Hillel’s candle, and lighted it.

I stood, thinking. That iron door in the passage that led to Savioli’s
studio opened outwards.

At random I picked up a hooked-shaped piece of wire that lay
beneath my graving tools on the table—the kind of thing that made
short work of locks, in a skilled hand. Well . . . and what then?

It could be none other than Aaron Wassertrum who was spying
next door—rummaging in boxes, probably, seeking weapons and
proofs to establish his case.

Exactly how much good would my interference do?

I did not waste much time in thinking. Better to act than not to act!
At least it would put an end to that terrible waiting for the dawn!

I was now standing before the iron door, pressing against it, cau-
tiously insinuating the wire into the lock, and listening. I had guessed
right. From the studio came a noise as though someone were pulling
out a drawer.

Next moment the latch gave way.

I could see right into the room, although it was all but dark, and my
candle dazzled my eyes. A man in a long black cloak sprang up,
panic-stricken, from a table where he had been sitting. For a moment
he seemed uncertain what to do, then, controlling an impulse as
though to fling himself upon me, he snatched his hat from his head
and quickly covered his face with it.

“What are you doing here?” I wanted to cry out. But the man was
at my side.

“Pernath! You! Good God! Put that light out!”

The voice was familiar to me, but was most decidedly not that of
Aaron Wassertrum.

Automatically I blew out the candle.

There lay the room in semi-darkness, obscurely lit in places only by
the dim light that filtered through the window-panes—much as my
own room had been—and I was forced to strain my eyes to their
uttermost before I could recognise, in the emaciated, hectic counte-
nance that emerged forth from the coat—the features of the student,
Charousek!

“The monk!” The word leapt to my tongue, and instantaneously I
understood the vision which I had yesterday experienced in the Ca-
thedral.
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Charousek! That was my man! Again I heard his words during the
shower beneath the archway. . . . “Aaron Wassertrum . . . will learn
. . . that invisible, poisoned needles can penetrate walls . . . on that
same day he thinks he’s got Savioli by the throat . . . that identical
day.”

Had I, then, got an ally in Charousek? Did he know what had beea
happening? His presence here, at such a curious hour, seemed almost
proof that he did; but I was loath to question him direct.

He had hurried to the window, and was gazing from behind the
curtain down into the street.

I realised he feared lest Wassertrum should have seen the light from
my candle.

“You think, of course, that I am a thief . . . finding me as you do,
groping around here in a strange room at night-time,” he began, after
a long silence, in a voice that shook a little. “But I swear to you——"

I broke in at once, to reassure him. And, in order to convince him
I had no suspicions of him, and, on the contrary, regarded him as a
confederate, I told him, with a few advisable reservations, what
brought me to the studio, and how I feared that a woman, in whom I
was greatly interested, was in some danger of being blackmailed by
the junkdealer.

I gathered, from the courteous way he heard me out, without inter-
rupting me with questions, that he knew most of it already, except,
maybe, for a few details.

“That’s about the way of it,” he said, brooding, as I had finished. “I
thought I could not be wrong. The rascal evidently wants to choke the
life out of Savioli, but apparently hasn’t got enough evidence yet with
which to do it. What would he always want to be prowling round here
for, if he had? As 1 went yesterday—shall we say ‘by
chance’?>—through the Hahnpassgasse,” he continued, in reply to my
enquiring look, “I noticed how Wassertrum had been slinking about
before the door of this house for a suspiciously long time. As soon as
he thought the coast was clear, he slipped inside. I made after him,
pretending I was on my way to see you—that’s to say, I knocked at
your door, and then went on and surprised him fumbling about with
a key at that iron passageway door. Of course he gave it up directly I
appeared, and went and knocked, too, on your door, as a pretext. But
you weren’t at home, presumably, for nobody opened.

By making careful enquiries around the Ghetto, I learned that
someone who, according to his description, could only be Dr. Savioli
had a secret lodging here. And as Dr. Savioli is lying critically ill at
the moment, I soon put two and two together. What’s more "—and
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Charousek pointed to a packet of letters lying on the writing-table—
“I’'ve been through every drawer, and forestalled our friend once for
all. I hope that’s the lot of them. That’s all I've been able to find, and
I've looked pretty closely, so far as was possible in this dark.”

As he talked, my eyes took stock of the room, and rested involun-
tarily on a trap-door in the floor. I remembered vaguely Zwakh telling
me about something of the kind, that there was some sort of secret
entrance leading up from below. It was square in shape, with a ring in
the middle to grip it by.

“Where shall we put the letters?” Charousek went on talking. “You
and I, Herr Pernath, are the only two folk hereabouts whom Aaron
Wassertrum regards as negligible quantities. Why me, there are special
reasons.” I could see the man’s face, distorted with a spasm of hate as
he spoke the last phrases—“and as for you . . . he takes you for
a—" With a hurried, and obviously affected, fit of coughing he
stifled the word “lunatic,” though I knew perfectly well what he had
meant to say. I didn’t care; the feeling that I was going to help her had
made me so extraordinarily happy, all my old sensitiveness was gone.

We finally decided to conceal the packet with me, and left the room
together.

After Charousek had gone, I couldn’t bring myself to go to bed.
Apprehension niggled at my mind and prevented me. There was
something I should do, I felt quite certain of it. But what? What?

Should I sketch out a plan for the student, of the best subsequent
course to pursue?

A work of supererogation. Charousek wasn’t going to allow the
junkdealer out of his sight for a moment, of that I felt quite certain. I
shuddered when I thought of the hatred implied within his words.

What on earth was it Wassertrum had done to him?

That growing feeling of unrest within me nearly drove me distract-
ed. Something invisible was calling to me, something from the Other
Side, and I could not understand it.

I felt like a horse being broken in, that feels the tug upon its bridle,
but does not know what tricks it is supposed to perform, being unable
to grasp the meaning of its trainer’s command.

Should I go down below to Schemajah Hillel? Every nerve within
me repudiated the idea.

That vision of the monk in the Cathedral, upon whose shoulders
yesterday the head of Charousek had arisen, in reply to my dumb
appeal for counsel, was sufficient indication to me not to despise
unduly those strange, inarticulate sensations. That I had possessed,
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for some time now, certain hidden faculties within myself was not to
be disputed. I felt the potency of them far too vividly now to attempt
to ignore them.

To sense the meaning of letters—not only to register them in books
with my eyes, but to set up within myself an interpreter who would
translate to me the meaning of all those things that instinct whispers,
without the aid of words; that, I realised now, was the one key to the
understanding of my own innermost soul.

“Eyes have they, but they see not; ears have they, but they hear
not” . . . the old Bible phrase leapt into my mind as a kind of illumi-
nation.

“Key . . . key . . . key.” My lips kept on forming the words me-
chanically, while my mind played with notions, strange and—as quite
suddenly I realised—not a little dangerous.

“Key . . . key.” My glance fell upon the piece of bent wire in my
hand, which had served me to pick the lock of the iron door, and I was
obsessed suddenly with an ungovernable desire to see where the trap-
door led to from the studio. -

Without pausing to consider, I went back again to Savioli’s studio,
and tugged at the ring in the centre of the square piece of wood, till at
last T succeeded in raising it.

Nothing revealed itself at first but darkness. Then I became aware
of small steps leading down into nether-most gloom. I began to de-
scend them. For some time I groped my way along with my hands, till
there seemed to be no end to it: niches in the wall, full of fungus and
decay; nooks, crannies, turnings, corners; straight passages—passages
that wound to the right or the left; the remains of an old wooden
door; alleys branching off in all directions; and steps, and steps, and
steps.

Over all hung that heavy, stifling smell of earth and mould.

And still not one single ray of light. If only I had taken Hillel’s
candle with me! The path I trod was flat now, and seemed to go on
for ever. From the crunching sound beneath my feet, I knew I was
treading on gravel. -

It must be one of those innumerable passages that wind beneath the
Ghetto, apparently without rhyme or reason, until they reach the riv-
er. Their existence was in no way surprising. The whole town had
stood, since the memory of man, upon a series of such subterranean
windings, the inhabitants of Prague having had only too good reason,
in olden days, to shun the light of day.

The lack of any kind of sound above my head convinced me I was
still within the Jewish Quarter (that at night-time is as silent as the
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grave), although I seemed to have been wandering to all Eternity. Had
it been otherwise, I should have heard the muffled sound of carts
rolling overhead.

For an instant fear took me by the throat. What if I were going
round and round in a circle? What if I fell into a hole, and broke my
leg, and was unable ever to get out again?

What would happen, then, to her letters in my room? They must
infallibly fall into the hands of Aaron Wassertrum.

Involuntarily I was confronted by the thought of Schemajah Hillel,
with whom I vaguely associated the concepts of help and guidance.

More and more cautiously and slowly I groped my way along, hold-
ing one arm above me, so as not to crack my head against the ceiling
vault, should it suddenly start to slope. By degrees it did so, and
finally the ceiling was so low that I was forced to stoop as I made my
way along.

Suddenly my upraised arm felt empty space. I stopped and looked
up.

By degrees it seemed to me as if a faint, hardly discernible glimmer
of light stole downwards from the roof.

Could this be a kind of shaft, leading down from above towards
some kind of cellar?

I stood upright, and groped around with both hands over my head.
The opening seemed to be rectangular and walled all round.

By degrees I was able to distinguish something that seemed to lie
horizontally across the opening in the form of a cross, and at last I
succeeded in gripping a portion of it, and dragging myself up and
through the aperture. I stood now upon the cross and tried to take my
bearings. Apparently these were the corroded remnants of a circular
iron staircase, if my fingers did not deceive me. For what seemed ages
I groped and groped, till at last I succeeded in finding the second step
and started to climb up.

There were eight steps in all, one above another, each at the height
of an average-sized man.

The odd thing was, these steps seemed to end, above, at something
criss-cross, through which percolated the same regular bars of light I
had noticed from below.

I stooped down as low as possible, to try and get, from a point
further removed, a better grasp of the way these rays of light fell, and
saw, to my amazement, that they took the form of a six-pointed star
such as is to be seen inside synagogues.

What on earth could that mean?

Suddenly it was borne in upon me that this, too, was a trap-door,
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letting light through its edges—a trap-door cut in wood, in the shape
of a star!

I heaved against it with my shoulders, opened it, and found myself,
next moment, in a room filled with dazzling moonlight.

It was a smallish room, and completely empty save for a heap of
rubbish in one corner; there was only one window, and that stoutly
barred with iron.

I could find no door of any kind, search as I would round and
round the walls.

The bars of the window were too close together for me to put my
head out, but this much I was able to establish: the room was approxi-
mately three stories high, for the houses opposite rose to two stories,
and were obviously built much lower down. I could distinctly make
out the opposite side of the street, but the light of the moon, shining
full into my face, made it impossible for me to distinguish separate
details within the heavy shadow. The whole style of the buildings in
the street, with masonry and lintels, made it apparent that it was part
and parcel of the Jewish quarter; nowhere save in the Ghetto do
houses turn their backs on one another in that crazy fashion.

In vain I cudgelled my brains to try and elucidate precisely what
sort of a fantastic building this was that I now stood in.

Could it, by chance, be a kind of an annex to the Greek Church? Or
did it belong in some way to the Old Synagogue? I couldn’t tell from
the surroundings.

I gazed round the room again. Nothing seemed there that could
afford me the slightest clue. The walls were stark and bare, with the
plaster and whitewash long since peeled off; no nails therein, not even
the holes for them, as evidence that once human beings had lived in it.

The floor was smothered in dust, as though no human foot for
decades on end had trodden it.

The thought of turning over that heap of rubbish in the corner filled
me with loathing. It lay wrapped in darkness, and for the life of me I
could not make out of what it consisted. It looked, at first glance, like
a ball of old rags. Or was it, perhaps, a couple of old black bags?

I touched it with my foot, and succeeded in poking out a part of it
into the light thrown into the room by the moon. It appeared to be
some sort of a broad, dark-coloured band, that began slowly to unroll.

A glittering point like an eye! Was it a metal button?

Bit by bit I began to distinguish; a sleeve of strange and antiquated
cut lay hanging out of the bundle.

Beneath it lay what seemed at first sight to be a little square white
box, which disintegrated at the touch of my foot, and lay before me as
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a number of grubby white pieces. I gave them a gentle kick; a piece of
paper or cardboard flew clear.

A picture? I stooped. A playing card? What I had taken for a white
cardboard box had resolved itself into a pack of tarot cards! I picked
1t up.

Of all the fantastic things—to find a pack of playing-cards, here in
this room full of ghosts!

Strange how I had to force myself to smile at the thought. As a
matter of fact, a faint feeling of horror was beginning to creep over
me.

I racked my brains for some everyday explanation of the way the
cards could have got here, and began mechanically to count them. It
was a complete pack all right—seventy-eight cards. But, even as I
counted, I realised the startling fact that each and every one of them
was ice-cold to the touch. Already my fingers were half frozen with
their contact; so stiff were they, it was all I could do to drop the pack
from my hand. Again I strained for a rational explanation.

It was odd, when I came to think of it, how only now I first began
to realise the cold, in spite of the thin coat I had on, my long ramble
in the subterranean passage without hat or cloak, the grim winter’s
night, the stone walls, the cruel frost; my perpetual state of excitement
had, presumably, kept me unaware of the fact.

Shiver after shiver now began to course down my spine, passing,
penetrating deeper and deeper within my very system. I could feel my
very skeleton congeal, and every single bone in my body as so many
rods of iron, round which my flesh was petrifying.

In vain I paced around the room; in vain I stamped with my feet,
and beat my arms on my chest. I clenched my teeth, not to hear their
chattering.

“This,” said I to myself, “is death, laying his icy finger on your
skull.”

And I fought, like a2 mad thing, against the numbing sleep of frost-
bite that was trying to smother me with its fleecy, stifling pall.

“Those letters in my room—her letters. If I die in this place, they
will find them.” The words kept dinning themselves into my ears . . .
and she believed in me! 1 was her only hope of salvation! Help!
Help!! Help!!!!

I screamed down into the street below, till it echoed again: “Help!
Help!! Help!!”

I cast myself upon the floor, and sprang up again. I mustn’t die—I
mustn’t! For her sake—only for her sake! Even if I had to smite
sparks out of my bones to warm me back to life again!
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Then the heap of rags in the corner caught my eye, and I rushed at
them, and pulled them, with shaking hands, over my own clothes.

They stank of mould.

For a time I crouched in the opposite corner, feeling slowly, slowly,
the warmth creep back into my skin. But that terrifying sensation of
my own frozen skeleton still remained with me. I sat there immovable,
while my eyes wandered round the room. The card I had first discov-
ered—the Pagad—still lay there, in the rays of the moon, in the mid-
dle of the room.

I could not take my eyes off it.

So far as I could see from this distance, it seemed to have been
clumsily painted in water-colour by the hand of a child, and repre-
sented the Hebrew letter Aleph, in the form of a man dressed old
Frankish fashion, his grey peaked beard cut short, his left arm raised
on high, while the other pointed downwards.

And now I began to be filled with a torturing suspicion. Did the
fellow’s face, or did it not, bear a strange resemblance to my own?
That beard—that didn’t belong on a Pagad from a tarot pack. I crept
up to it, and threw it in the corner with the rest of the rubbish, to rid
myself of the disconcerting sight.

There it lay, shining—an indistinguishable grey-white speck—out
of the darkness towards me.

I forced myself to consider urgently what I had to do to get back
again to my own room.

Must I wait till the morning? Call out to the passers-by through the
window, so that they could use a ladder to reach me candles or a
lantern? It was only too apparent to me I should never find my way
back through those twisting, twirling passages without a light . . . .
Or, if the window were too high up, what if someone let a rope down
from the roof—

Oh, God!
In a flash I realised it all now! I knew where I was! A room with no
entrance . . . only a barred window . . . the ancient house in the

Altschulgasse that everyone avoided. Many years ago a man had let
himself be swung down by a rope to look through the window, and
the rope had given way, and . . . yes, I was in that house all right. The
house into which the supernatural Golem had been known each time
to vanish.

A deepset horror I was powerless to combat, even with the thought
of those concealed letters, now paralysed completely all my powers of
thinking. My heart began to contract convulsively.

Hastily, with frigid lips, I told myself it was nothing but the wind,
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sweeping with its breath round the corner, faster and faster, whistling
as it went. But it was all to no purpose; that white speck over there,
the Pagad, began to blow itself up like a balloon . . . began to edge
itself over the ray of moonlight . . . began to creep back once more
into the darkness! Drop . . . drop . . . drop . . . that was the noise 1
began now to hear—part thought, part fancied, part actually experi-
enced—inside and out . . . deep in my own heart, and again in the
very centre of the room . . . a pinging noise, as if a compass point
were being darted into wood . . .

Again that white speck! That inevitable white speck!

“It’s a card!”—my very soul shrieked forth the words—a foolish,
pitiful, good-for-nothing little playing-card, and the Pagad at that!
And yet—and yet—it had assumed a human form. Actually it was
crouching in the corner over there—and looking at me with my own
face!

For hours and hours I cowered there, motionless in my corner—a
frost-bitten skeleton, in strange, out-moded dress. And he—he too
crouched in the corner opposite. I . . .he. .. L ...

Not a sound. Not a movement.

We stared one another in the eyes: the hideous image one of the
other.

Did he see, as I did, the moonbeams making their snail-pace track
across the floor, and start crawling up the infinite wall, like the hands
of an invisible clock, paler and paler.

I fixed him with my eye, and all his efforts to dissolve into the light
of early morning that began to filter through the window to his aid
came to nothing. I held him fast.

Step by step I wrestled with him for my life—that life which all the
more was mine because it no longer belonged to me.

Smaller he grew and smaller. When day dawned, and he dwindled
once more into a playing-card, I rose, and, going up to him, picked
him up and put him in my pocket, the Pagad.

But the street beneath me was still desolate and empty of folk.

I investigated each several corner of the room in the insipid morn-
ing light: bits of broken crockery . . . a rusty pan . . . foul-smelling
rags . . . the neck of a bottle; dead things, yet how strangely familiar,
one and all. The very walls—how every crack and fissure seemed
impressed on my mind. Where had I seen them before?

I took the pack of cards up in my hand. The idea went through my
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mind, Had I not once painted them myself? As a child? Long, long
ago?

It was a very old pack, with Hebrew symbols on it. No. 12, I seemed
to remember in my mind, should be Le Pendu, the Hanged Man.
Head down, arms tied behind his back. I turned over. . . . There he
was.

Then again, half reality, half dream, a picture rose up before me: an
old blackened school-house, rickety and crooked; a sinister witches’
den, its left shoulder shrugged on high, its right incorporated with its
next-door neighbour. We are several half-grown youngsters . . . an
abandoned cellar somewhere . . .

I looked down again at my person, only to become more mystified
than ever. The antiquated clothes I had on conveyed absolutely noth-
ing to me.

I started at the noise of a cart creaking over the cobbles. But when
I looked out of the window I could not see a soul. Only the butcher’s
dog, standing aimlessly at the curb.

Ah! At last! Voices! Human voices!

Two old women came slowly hobbling along the street, and I half
forced my head through the grating and cried to them.

With gaping mouths they stood there, looking up. But, once they
caught sight of me, they uttered one piercing cry and fled.

I knew. They had taken me for the Golem.

I stood and waited for the crowd that I imagined would assemble
now. I could explain myself to them. But an hour passed, and only
now and again would a passer-by raise a pale face in my direction,
immediately to scurry hence in an agony of fear.

Should I have to wait now for hours on end until the police came?
No, I would try to continue farther along the underground passage,
rather than return. Perhaps now that it was day, some light might
percolate through the masonry.

I clambered down the ladder, and continued along the way, over
heaps of broken tiles, through sunken cellars—climbed a flight of
broken stairs—and found myself in the black schoolroom that I had
seen as in a dream.

A flood of recollection poured over me immediately; benches, spot-
ted with ink from top to toe, exercise-books, the bawling of school-
songs, a boy letting a beetle loose in the midst of class, reading-prim-
ers with squashed crumbs of bread and butter between their pages,
and a pervading smell of orange-peel. I knew now with the utmost
certainty I had been here as a boy. But, without allowing myself time
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to think about it, I tore myself away and hurried home.

The first to meet me in the Salnitergasse was an old Jew with white
sidecurls. No sooner had he .caught sight of me than he covered his
face with his hands and cried aloud Hebrew prayers.

Attracted by the noise, a horde of people dashed out, and a scream-
ing outcry arose. Turning, I saw myself surrounded by a surging sea
of death-white faces, distorted by terror.

Looking down at myself in my amazement, I understood; I still was
wearing the strange medizval garments I had pulled over my outer
clothes, and they were taking me for the Golem.

I dashed around the corner, slipped behind a door, and tore off the
mouldering rags.

Hardly had I finished when the crowd passed me, full tilt, sticks
waved in air, mouths slobbering, hard on my pursuit.

LIGHT

I had several times tapped at Hillel’s door in the course of the day. I
could refrain no longer. I simply had to talk to him and ask what was
the significance of all these strange happenings. But each time he had
been out.

His daughter said she would let me know directly he returned from
the Jewish Council House. That was a strange girl—Miriam! A type I
had never so far met.

She was beautiful, with a beauty so remote that one hardly seemed
able, at first sight, to realise it—the kind of loveliness that leaves a
man dumb, and awakens in him—Heaven knows why—a faint, inex-
plicable feeling of despondency. Such a face must, I thought brood-
ingly, as I conjured her before me in the spirit, have been formed in
accordance with laws of proportion lost for thousands of years.

I wondered idly how a man might congeal her beauty in a precious
stone, and which would be most suited to the purpose, only to realise
the hopelessness of the proposition, even where externals were con-
cerned. Impossible to give a local habitation and a name to the blue-
black of that hair and those wondrous eyes, so utterly peculiar to
herself; how, then, could one hope to capture in a cameo the spiritual
values of such a face, and subject them to the stupid, man-made “val-
ues” of canonical “art”? Only, I realised quite clearly, through the
medium of mosaic. But, even then, what material would one choose?
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Such a problem would require, surely, the natural span of a man’s life
for its solution.

Where on earth was Hillel all this time? I found myself longing for
him as for an old and valued friend.

Strange how he had grown into my heart in the few days of our
acquaintance. Strictly speaking, I had only really spoken to him that
one time in my life!

To preserve my peace of mind, I must find a safer hiding-place for
her letters, in case I should be unexpectedly absent from home for any
length of time. I took them out of the drawer. They would be more
secure, so I thought, in the iron box.

A photograph slipped out from between the leaves. I tried not to see
it, but it was too late. Staring me in the eyes was that piece of brocad-
ed stuff around those bare shoulders—just as I had seen “her” that
first time when she had fled into my room from Savioli’s studio.

A crazy pain began to bore its way through to my conscious mind.
I read the inscription beneath the photograph without realising the
import of the words, and then the signature: “Your Angelina.”

Angelina!

As I spoke the name aloud, the curtain veiling from me the years of
my youth was rent from top to bottom!

I thought the agony must kill me.

I clawed the air with my hands and moaned aloud. I sank my teeth
into my hand.

God in heaven! might I but be blind once more-—might I but sink
again into my blessed state of living death! Thus did I pray.

Pain choked my utterance . . . anguish . . . gnawing grief. . . .
Somehow it tasted strangely sweet . . . like blood!
Angelina!

The name crept into my very veins, like a sort of unbearable, ghost-
ly caress.

With a superhuman effort 1 pulled myself together, and with
clenched teeth forced myself to look that picture in the face till I had
mastered my emotion.

Mastered it!

It was like last night over again . . . and that playing-card . . .

At last | heard steps . . . the footsteps of a man.

He was coming.

I joyfully hurried to the door and opened it.

Schemajah Hillel stood there, and behind him—I reproached my-
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self mildly for a feeling of annoyance—old Zwakh, with his rosy
cheeks and round child eyes.

“I am pleased to see that you are still up, Master Pernath,” Hillel
began.

His voice was cold. Decidedly. The whole room suddenly felt full of
frost—biting, annihilating frost.

Dully, with only half an ear, I heard Zwakh’s excited voice chatter-
ing:

“Didn’t you know the Golem’s in our midst again? You remember
how we were just speaking of him—don’t you, Pernath? The whole
Ghetto’s agog. Vrieslander actually saw him with his own eyes! And,
as it usually does, it began with a murder!”

I listened now in amazement. A murder!

Zwakh was shaking me now. “Don’t you know anything about it,
Pernath? The police are all over the town. It’s Zottmann—the Free-
mason, as they call him. You know Zottmann, director of the life
assurance company? They say he has been murdered. Loisa, here in
this house, has been arrested! And they’re after Rosina, too, but she’s
cleared out. Not a track of her left! The Golem—ah, the Golem—it’s
hair-raising.”

I made no answer, but looked into Hillel’s eyes. Why did he keep
looking at me like that?

Suddenly a guarded smile p'ayed round the corners of his mouth. I
understood. I was the cause of it! For very joy I could have fallen on
his neck. In my infinite relief I rushed aimlessly round the room.
What was I looking for? Glasses! Where was that bottle of Burgundy?
I had just one left, I knew. Cigars?

At last I found my tongue. “But—why don’t you sit down?”” Hastily
I dragged out a couple of chairs.

Zwakh began to get annoyed. “What are you smiling like that for,
Hille]? Don’t you believe the Golem’s abroad again? Don’t you be-
lieve in the Golem at all?”

“I shouldn’t, if I were to see him sitting here in front of me,” Hillel
answered very collectedly, with a glance at me as he spoke. I caught
the double meaning that his words contained.

Zwakh stopped drinking in his amazement.

“Then you choose to ignore the witness of some hundreds of peo-
ple? You mark my words, and wait! There’ll be murder after murder
now, committed here in the Ghetto. I know that for a fact. The Golem
always introduces a weird chain of events.”

“There’s nothing strange in a piling up of similarities,” Hillel re-
plied, as he walked to my window and looked through the panes
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towards Wassertrum’s shop. “When the wind of spring begins to blow,
there’s always stirring within the roots of things. Sweet as well as
poisonous.”

Zwakh winked at me as he nodded his head towards Hillel.

“If the rabbi were only in the mood, he could tell us many a tale
would make our hair stand on end,” he half whispered.

Schemajah turned.

“I am not a rabbi, for all I may bear the title. I am only a poor
registrar, employed at the Jewish Council House. I manage the Regis-
try of the Living and the Dead.”

I could feel a certain hidden significance in his words. Even the
marionette player seemed aware of it, unconsciously, for he remained
quiet, and for a long time nobody spoke at all.

“I ask your pardon, rabbi—I should say, Herr Hillel,” began
Zwakh, after an interval, and there was a ring of earnestness in his
voice. “There’s something I've wanted to ask you for a long time. You
needn’t answer, if you are not allowed to or feel you shouldn’t . . . ”

Schemajah came up to the table and idly fingered a wine-glass. He
didn’t drink. Perhaps some Jewish custom forbade it.

“Ask, Herr Zwakh.”

“Hillel . . . do you know anything about the secret teachings of
Judaism, the Kabbala?”

“Only a little.”

“I have heard say there’s a document by which a man may learn it,
called the Zohar.”

“The Zohar, yes—the Book of Splendour.”

“Then, if that’s the case,” Zwakh finally broke out, “isn’t it a crying
shame that such a book, which they say is the key to the under-
standing of the Bible and a state of blessedness——"

Hillel cut him short. “Only some of the keys.”

“Very well, then, some of the keys! That this work, on account of its
Tarity and its great price, should be accessible only to the rich? The
only copy, I've heard, is now in a London museum. To say nothing of
the fact that it’s all written in Chaldean . . . Aramaic . . . Hebrew.
Have I ever in my life had a chance to learn them, or of going to
London?”

Hillel chaffed him mildly. “Have you directed all of your wishes so
eagerly towards that goal?”

“Well, I didn’t mean that, exactly,” replied Zwakh, rather confused-
ly.

! “Then you’ve no real grievance,” Hillel told him drily. “He who
seeks after things of the spirit, and does not strive with every atom of
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his body—like a strangling man gasping for air—can never come to
know the secrets of God.”

“There should, still, be a book containing all the keys to the riddles
of the other world, instead of just some of them.” The thought shot
through my mind, as my hand played automatically with the Pagad,
still lying in my pocket; but, before I could clothe it in words, Zwakh
had given it utterance.

Hillel smiled again, Sphinx fashion.

“Every question a man can find to utter is answered even in the
moment of its asking if he asks it in the way of the spirit.”

“Do you understand what he means?” Zwakh turned to me.

I made no answer, but held my breath, for I didn’t want to lose one
word of what Hillel was saying. He continued:

“The whole of life is nothing more than questions that have taken
unto themselves shape, and bear within themselves the sum of their
own answer: and answers that are pregnant with questions. Only fools
see it otherwise.”

Zwakh banged his fist upon the table. “Yes . . . questions and
answers that mean different things to different people.”

“But that’s just my point,” went on Hillel, in friendly tones. *“It’s
solely the doctor’s privilege, surely, to ‘cure all men out of the same
spoon’? Each questioner receives the answer fitted to his need; how,
otherwise, could the longings of poor humanity ever be satisfied? Do
you suppose that it is only caprice that our Jewish sacred writings are
written down in consonants? Every man must find the hidden vowels
which determine the meaning destined for him alone. Otherwise the
living word would petrify into dogma.”

The marionette player expostulated:

“Words, rabbi—nothing but words! If I could make sense of such
stuff, you could call me the Pagad ultimo of the pack.”

Pagad! The word hit me like a sledge-hammer! In my dismay, I
nearly fell off my chair.

Hillel evaded my look.

“Pagad ultimo? And who’s to say, Herr Zwakh, that’s not precisely
what you are?” His voice sounded in my ears as from a great distance.
“We can’t any of us be too sure of ourselves, you know. And, since
we’re on the subject of cards—do you play tarot much, Herr Zwakh?”

“Tarot? Of course. Ever since I was a boy.”

“Oh, then I'm surprised to hear anyone asking for a book about the
whole Kabbala who’s had it in his hands at least a thousand times.”

“I? Had it in my hands? 17" Zwakh beat his brow.

“Yes, you. Has it never occurred to you that the game of tarot
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contains two and twenty trumps—precisely the same number as the
letters of the Hebrew alphabet? Don’t our decks have card after card
of which the painted pictures are obviously symbols—the fool, death
and the Devil, the last judgment? My good friend, how loud do you
want life to shout her answers in your ears? There is no need for you
to know, of course, that the word ‘tarot,” bears the same significance
as the Jewish ‘Tora,’ that is to say, ‘The Law,” or the old Egyptian
‘Tarut,” ‘Questions asked,” and the old Zend word ‘Tarisk,” meaning, /
require an answer.” But learned men ought to ascertain these little facts
before they give out with such certitude that tarot dates from the
period of Charles the Sixth. And, just as the Pagad comes first in the
game of cards, so is a man the first figure of all in his own picture
book—his own doppelginger, so to say. The Hebrew letter Aleph is
shaped like a man, with one hand pointing to heaven, and the other
downwards, meaning: “As it is above, so it is below; as it is below, so
it is above.” That’s why I said to you just now, ‘Who knows if your
name is really Zwakh or—Pagad? Don’t reject it!”

Hillel turned his gaze full on me, and I realised what depths of
implication now lay hidden in his speech.

“Do not cast aside the opportunity, Herr Zwakh. It is possible for a
man to find himself in murky windings underground, from which he
may not emerge save by virtue of a talisman that he bears within himself.
According to tradition three men once descended into the Realm of
Darkness; one went mad, the other lost his sight, and only the third,
Rabbi Akiba, returned safe and sound, and related that he had met
himself. Others, they will tell you, before and since, have also met
themselves; Goethe, for instance, usually upon a bridge or stepping-
stones that led from one river bank to another. He looked his own self
in the face and kept his reason. But that was only a mirroring of his
consciousness, and not his true doppelginger; not what is called his
‘breath of bones,” otherwise Habal Garmin, of whom it is said: ‘As he
descended into the grave, incorruptible, bone for bone, so will he arise
on the day of the Last Judgment.’” Hillel’s look was more and more
piercingly directed upon me. “Of whom our grandmothers related:
‘He dwells high above ground, in a room with no door, and one win-
dow only, through which understanding with mankind is not possible.
Whosoever can both banish and purify him, that man will be recon-
ciled with his own self.” As for the game of tarot, you know as well as
I do how each player has his own hand to play, but he who knows
how best to use his trumps wins the game! Come now, Herr Zwakh,
it’s time we went. Otherwise you’ll be finishing off all Master
Pernath’s wine, without leaving him a drop for himself!”



DISTRESS

A snowstorm was raging in front of my window. The snowflakes sped
like regiments—little miniature soldiers in white furry coats—past the
panes of my window, on and on, one behind the other, always in the
same direction, as though in universal retreat from a peculiarly formi-
dable foe. All of a sudden they seemed to get tired of running away,
and, in some mysterious manner having decided on attack, would
whizz back again, till fresh hostile armies fell upon their flanks, and
the whole resolved itself into a pallid hurly-burly.

Months seemed to me to have elapsed since the curious happenings
in which I had been involved. Had it not been for the periodic ru-
mours of the Golem which reached my ears from time to time, oiling
the springs of my memory, I might almost, in my most doubting mo-
ments, have believed myself to have been the victim of a temporary
hallucination.

The thing that detached itself most garishly from the highly col-
oured arabesque that events seemed to have woven around me was
what Zwakh had told me concerning the still unsolved disappearance
of the so-called “Freemason.”

I was far from satisfied with the way they had dragged in Loisa in
this connection, though I was not without my own dark suspicions. I
could not help remembering how, that night when Prokop had heard
a mysterious cry coming from the direction of the drain, we had seen
the youth soon afterwards at Loisitschek’s. But surely there was no
need to connect this cry, which proceeded from the bowels of the
earth, and could well have been deceptive, with a human being’s ap-
peal for help?

The whirling snow before my eyes blinded me, and [ began to see
everything in terms of stripes that danced. I once more turned my
attention to the precious stone upon my table. The preliminary wax
model I had made of Miriam’s face should really look a thing of
beauty when cut into that radiant moonstone, palely blue. I rejoiced
thereat; it was a piece of rare good fortune, my finding something so
eminently fitting amongst my stock of stones. The deep-black matrix
of hornblende, in which it was imbedded, gave just the right light to
the moonstone, and the lines fitted remarkably, as though nature had
succeeded in perpetuating a lasting likeness of Miriam’s clear-cut pro-
file.

My intention had been at first to cut from it a cameo of the ancient
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Egyptian deity, Osiris, together with the vision of the hermaphrodite
from the book Ibbur, still such a lasting and memorable image on my
mind. From an artistic point of view the idea appealed to me most
strongly, but, by degrees, I realised such an unmistakable likeness
between my initial cuttings and the daughter of Schemajah Hillel that
I abandoned my project.

The book Ibbur!

Tormentedly, I laid my graving tool down again. Incredible, the
amount of things that had trammelled me around in this short space
of time!

Like a man who finds himself transplanted to the midst of an im-
measurable sandy desert, I was aware, by a sudden self-revelation, of
the colossal and utter loneliness that severed me from other men.

Could I ever talk with a friend—Hillel excepted—of what had hap-
pened to me?

In the silence of the nights that had recently passed over me, the
recollection seemed to have returned of how, in my boyhood’s days—
even from my earliest childhood—an insatiable longing had obsessed
me for the strange and wonderful, for the life other than ours on this
globe; it had tormented me almost past bearing, but the fulfilment of
my craving had come upon me now like a clap of thunder, and
crushed my soul’s rejoicing with its own weight.

I trembled to think of that moment when I must wake once more
and review what had happened in the harsh, relentless light of the
actual present.

But at least that need not be yet! I could surely first taste the full
flavour of it on my lips . . . feel the utter glory of what words could
never convey!

I had it in my power! All I had to do was to go into my bedroom
and open the iron box in which lay the book Ibbur, that gift from the
invisible!

How long, long ago it seemed since my hand had touched it, that
day I laid Angelina’s letters inside!

How quiet it was out of doors, except for now and again a dull
thud, as if the wind had hurled chunks of the driven snow from the
roof-tops into the street. The pauses that ensued were like death; the
white-flock carpet on the pavement swallowed up every sound.

I wanted to go on with my work, but suddenly heard the sound of
hooves, so steel clear down in the street below, one could almost see
the sparks fly.

Impossible to open the window and look out. The frame had
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clinched itself to the surrounding wall with muscles of ice, and the
panes were half covered with snow. All I could see was that Charou-
sek was standing next to Aaron Wassertrum in what looked to be a
friendly manner. Evidently they must just have finished a conversa-
tion. I could see the perplexed look on both their faces as they gazed,
speechless, at the carriage that was still out of my range of sight.

It darted through my mind that it must be Angelina’s husband! It
could not possibly be she! It would have been stark madness for her
to have been seen driving past my lodgings, here in the Hahnpass-
gasse, in open light of day! But what should I find to say if it were he
indeed, and I should have to encounter him face to face?

Lie, of course. Lie like hell.

I reconstructed the case in my mind. It must surely be her husband!
He had received an anonymous letter from someone—Wassertrum, of
course—that she had been wont to come to this place as a rendezvous,
and she had had to invent an excuse—most likely that she had or-
dered some stone or other from me. There! A frantic knock at my
door, and—Angelina stood before me!

She was incapable of uttering one word. There was no need to. Her
face was enough. Evidently the game was up.

And yet I was unwilling to accept any such idea. I simply would not
and could not believe that the feeling I was going to be of use to her
had been without foundation.

I'led her towards my arm-chair. I stroked her hair without a word;
and, like an exhausted child, she hid her face upon my breast.

We could hear the crackling of the log in the stove; we could see the
red gleam of it reflected on the tiles, flaming and fading . . . flaming
and fading . . . flaming and fading.

“Where is the heart of stone, blood-red.”

I could not get the burden of it out of my ears. . . . With a start I
pulled myself together. Where am I? How long has she been sitting
here in my room?

I started questioning her—gently, cautiously, very, very gingerly,
that she should not wake, and I probe the smarting wounds too pain-
fully.

Bit by bit I got at what I wanted to know, and pieced it together like
a mosaic.

“Your husband knows?”

“No. Not yet. He is away.”

So it must be a question of Dr. Savioli’s life. Charousek had guessed
right. It was to save Savioli’s life, not her own, that she had come here.
I realised she had ceased to think of hiding anything now.
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Wassertrum had been going again to Dr. Savioli—had forced his
way to his sick-bed by means of violence and threats.

What then? What next? What exactly had he wanted with him?

Wanted? What he wanted—and already she had all but guessed it
to the point of certainty—what he wanted was to do her lover some
vital injury.

She knew by now the reason of Wassertrum’s crazy, uncontrolled
hatred: “Dr. Savioli had once caused the death of his son, the
ophthalmologist Wassory.”

Like a flash of lightning a thought came into my mind. What if I
were to rush out, then and there, to the old pawnbroker and tell him
everything: how Charousek had really dealt the blow from behind,
and not Savioli, who was nothing but his instrument? “Treachery,
treachery!” my soul shouted at me. “Would you give over to the
revenge of a scoundrel like that, poor consumptive Charousek, who
wanted to help you, and her too?” I was torn by the struggle into
bleeding halves. Then a detached and ice-cold voice called out to me:
“Fool! The solution lies at your very hand! You’ve only got to pick up
the file there on that table, run downstairs with it, and stick it through
the old swine’s throat, till one end comes out at the back of his neck!”

My cry of thankfulness went up to God.

[ probed still further.

What of Dr. Savioli?

There seemed little doubt but that he would take his own life if she
did not save him. The nurses in attendance never left him alone for a
moment, and kept him constantly under the influence of morphia, but
he might surely suddenly wake up any moment—perhaps it was hap-
pening even now—and—and—ah—she must go—she mustn’t stay
here a moment longer. She would write to her husband . . . confess
everything to him . . . even if he took her child from her. Savioli
would be saved, for then Wassertrum would be deprived of the only
weapon he possessed to threaten her with.

She wanted to make a clean breast of the secret before he could give
it away.

“You needn’t do that, Angelina,” I cried, thinking of the file; and
my voice almost choked in my throat in my joy at the power that
dwelt within me.

Angelina wanted now to go, but I held her fast.

“One thing more. Think carefully. Is your husband bound to be-
lieve Wassertrum without further proof?”

“But Wassertrum has proofs. He’s evidently got my letters, and
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probably a picture of me, too . . . everything that was contained in
the writing-desk in the studio.”

Letters? Pictures? Writing-desk? I lost all sense now of what I was
doing. I clasped Angelina to my breast and kissed her. On the mouth

. . on the brow . . . on the eyes. . . .

Her fair hair lay like a golden veil before my face.

Then I held both her little hands in mine, and, in as few words as
possible, told how that devil Wassertrum had been circumvented by a
poor Bohemian student, who had himself taken possession of the let-
ters; how they had been handed over to me, and were safely in my
keeping.

She fell upon my neck, laughing and weeping in one breath. She
kissed me. She ran to the door . . . then turned back and kissed me
again.

Then she vanished.

I stood there transfixed, feeling still the breath of her mouth upon
my face.

I could hear the carriage wheels rolling over the paved street, and
the lively clatter of the horses’ hooves. A moment later and all was
quiet. Peaceful as the grave.

So, too, was my heart.

Suddenly there was a knock on my door, and Charousek was in the
room.

“Excuse me, Master Pernath. I've been knocking some time, but
you didn’t seem to hear.”

I nodded dumbly.

“I hope you’ve not been thinking I’ve made it up with Wassertrum,
Jjust because I've been talking to him?” I could see from the sarcastic
smile of him he was only indulging in a grim jest. “I’ll have you know
this is my lucky day! The canaille down below there is inclined to take
me to his heart. Strange thing, the call of the blood?” He spoke softly,
almost as though to himself.

I had no notion what he could mean, and thought I must have
mistaken what he said. I was still acutely excited.

“He actually wanted to present me with a coat,” Charousek went
on. “I refused the offer, of course, with due thanks. My skin was quite
hot enough as it was, I can tell you. After that he tried to press some
money upon me.”

“And you took it?” it was on the tip of my tongue to call out, but I
stopped myself in time.

Two red spots flared out in the student’s cheeks. “Of course I took
it!”



80 GUSTAV MEYRINK

“T—t—took it?” I stammered.

“I'd never have believed life had such a sensation to offer.” He
stopped a moment, and made a grimace. “It gives us, does it not, my
brethren, a blissful feeling of uplift, when wondrous Mother Nature’s
divining hand is found to rule supreme, in accordance with the laws of
an all-seeing Providence?”

He droned his words forth like a parson, fumbling the while, with
the money in his pocket.

“How can I regard it otherwise than as a sacred duty to devote the
filthy lucre bestowed upon me by so gentle a hand to the furtherance
of the most noble of all ends?”

Was he drunk? Or mad?

Suddenly he altered his tone.

“When you think of Wassertrum himself paying those doctor’s bills,
it’s remarkably like one of the Devil’s own peculiar little jests, don’t
you think?”

I began now to have a faint suspicion of the meaning behind
Charousek’s remarks, and the sight of his fevered eyes frightened me
more than a little.

“However, we won’t worry about that now, Master Pernath. Let’s
attend first to ‘current affairs.” First of all—that lady! ‘She,” of course?
What on earth made her drive down here publicly like that?”

I explained what had happened.

“Wassertrum certainly doesn’t possess any proofs,” he broke in,
exultant. “If he had, he wouldn’t have been searching through that
studio once again this morning. I'm surprised you didn’t hear him. He
was there—for a full hour.”

I expressed my astonishment that he should know all this so pre-
cisely.

“May I?” By way of explanation, he took a cigarette from the table,
lit it, and proceeded:

“Have you ever noticed, as soon as you open your door, how the
draught coming up the stairs blows your cigarette smoke in the direc-
tion of the window? That is probably the only natural law known to
old Wassertrum, and, with that fact in mind, he had built in the wall
of the studio overlooking the street—the house belongs to him, as you
know—a little concealed aperture, open to the air—a kind of ventila-
tor—covered over with a strip of red cloth. When anyone entered that
room, or left it—that is to say, whenever the door was opened, letting
in the draught—Wassertrum could see it from below by the fluttering
of that bit of red cloth. If it comes to that,” went on Charousek drily,
“I can observe it myself from the cellar in which a God who catereth
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for the sparrow has seen fit to lodge me. It’s a comic little patent to
have been invented by the aged patriarch, but its existence has been
known to me for some time now.”

“You're a good hater, Charousek, that I must say,” I couldn’t help
saying. “From the way you shadow his every footstep, I gather your
hatred of the old scoundrel is of pretty long standing?”

“Hatred?” Charousek gave a twisted smile. “Hatred? That’s not the
word for it. The word has yet to be invented that would serve to
express my feelings against him. It’s not him I hate. It’s his blood. Can
you understand that? I can scent in a minute—like a wild beast of the
woods—if a single drop of that blood runs in a man’s veins, and”—he
clenched his teeth—*“that happens here in the Ghetto once too often.”
Words failed him, so worked up had he got. He hurried to the window
and stared out. I could hear his efforts to stifle his cough. For a while
we were both silent.

“Hallo! What'’s that?”” suddenly he cried, and signed to me to come.
“Quick! Quick!! Have you got an opera glass?”

We peered cautiously from behind the curtains.

Jaromir, the deaf-mute, stood before the entrance of Wassertrum’s
shop, offering to its proprietor, so far as we could surmise from a
language of signs, some small shining object that he held concealed in
his hand, trying to sell it. Wassertrum pounced on it like a vulture,
and retired with it to his little dirty sanctum. Next moment he was
back, his face livid. He flung himself on Jaromir, and a sharp struggle
ensued. Suddenly Wassertrum let go, and seemed to stand there con-
sidering, gnawing furiously at his hare-lip. Then he cast an ingratiat-
ing glance up in our direction, and, taking Jaromir by the arm, he
drew him into his shop.

We waited for what seemed quite a quarter of an hour; they didn’t
seem able to conclude their bargain.

At last the deaf-mute emerged with smiling countenance, and went
his way.

“What d’you make of it?” I asked. “It doesn’t seem to amount to
much. The poor devil was probably only pawning something he’d
stolen.”

The student made no answer, but sat down at the table without a
word. But it was obvious that he, too, regarded the matter lightly, for
he began, after a pause, to go on with his conversation just where he
had left off:

“As I was saying, what I hate past all bearing is the blood of him.
Stop me, please, Master Pernath, if I become violent. I want to keep
cool. I don’t want to squander away my perfectly good emotions on



32 GUSTAV MEYRINK

his account. I'll try and keep sober. A fellow with the feeling of shame
in him that I’ve got ought not to pull out the pathetic stop like a whore
or a minor poet. Since the world began, no one’s ever yet ‘wrung his
hands for grief,” for all the play-actors have chosen to register such a
gesture as ‘effective.” ”

I realised he was rambling on like this to try and collect himself. He
didn’t find it too easy. Nervously he paced the room, picking up at
random various objects in his hand, then setting them down again,
distracted, in the same place. Suddenly he leapt plump into the middle
of his subject once more.

“I can recognise the damned blood of him betraying itself in every
single little movement that a man makes, unconsciously. [ know kids
that look like him in the face, and are supposed to be his, but I know
very well they don’t come from the same stock; you can’t take me in.
For a long time I had never heard that Dr. Wassory was his son, but
I sensed it all right.

“Even as a youngster, when I didn’t know the relationship in which
I stood to Wassertrum”—he gave me a piercing look—*I possessed
this faculty. I had never been able actually to hate those who caused
me suffering. They could kick me and beat me till there was hardly a
sound spot on my body; they could let me go hungry and thirsty till I
was half crazy and took to eating the dirt in the streets—but I could
never bring myself to hate those responsible for it. I simply could not.
There was no more room left in me for hatred. Can you understand
that? And yet my whole being was permeated with it.

“Wassertrum had never done anything to me of any kind. I'm
bound to admit that he had never struck me or picked on me or even
insulted me in any way when I was a kid, playing around in the
streets. I realised that, too; and yet everything within me that made
for revenge and hatred rose up against him. Against him and no one
else!

“Looking back now, it’s curious to think that I never played a dirty
trick on him when I was a boy. When the other boys did it, I stood
and looked on. But for hours on end I could stand in that archway
there, or hide behind the door of his house, staring through the cracks
at him, till I literally saw black with hatred.

“That, I believe, is the explanation of a certain clairvoyance within
me when I come in contact with any object that has had to do with
him. I know so well each and every one of his movements; how he
wears his coat, how he picks things up, how he coughs, how he drinks;
unconsciously, almost, I seem to have learnt him off by heart like a
book all that time, till it positively ate into my system and made me
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able to read his traces on every single thing. Later on it became almost
a mania; I would throw things from me simply because it made me
vomit to think his hand might have touched them. Some things, on the
other hand, I had an affection for; I cherished them like friends who
wished him no good.”

Charousek paused a moment. I could see him gazing absently into
space, while his fingers mechanically stroked the file on the table.

“After a pair of kindly professors had sent the hat round for me,
and I had studied philosophy and medicine, and even learned to think
for myself, I arrived, by degrees, at the realisation of what hate was.

“No one can hate anything as deeply as I do unless it is a part of
himself.

“Later on, when I came to know everything—what my mother was

and—and still must be . . . if she still lives . . . and that my own
body”—he turned sharply away, so that I might not see his face—
“was full of his foul blood. . . . See here, Pernath, you'd better know

it; he’s my father! Then, at last, I had got down to bedrock. Some-
times I think it is more than a coincidence that I am consumptive and
spit blood; it’s my body probably, revolting against everything that
pertains to him, and rejecting it with loathing. Often my hate would
follow me into my dreams, and try to console me with every conceiv-
able form of torture man has been known to devise, applied to him;
but I always rejected them all, as they never really came within mea-
surable distance of assuaging the thirst within me. Sometimes, when I
start to analyse myself, I am surprised at the fact there is no living
creature in this world whom I can bring myself to hate, or even, for
that matter, mildly to dislike, except him and his brood. For that very
reason folk might even class me within their category of ‘good men.
But, by the grace of God, it is not so. As I told you just now, there’s
no room for it.

“Don’t run away with the idea that a melancholy fate had embit-
tered me for good and all (I didn’t learn till later what it was he had
done to my mother), for I have experienced at least one day of joy
such as is granted to few mortal men upon this earth. I don’t know
whether you know what it is ever to have suffered a really religious
experience: I had never known it before, but that day Wassory made
away with himself, and I stood down there by the shop, looking on at
how he took the news—‘indifferently’ anyone might have called it
who wasn’t an expert on the stage of life—how he stood there so long
and so quiet, that blood-red hare-lip of his only a little bit more drawn
back from his teeth than usual, and his look so strange and turned
inwards on itself—then it was I could feel the fumes of the incense
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swung by the angels in Paradise. Do you know the Black Madonna in
the Tein Cathedral? Well, I went and threw myself down in front of it,
and my soul was wrapped around with all the murk of Paradise.”

Seeing Charousek standing there, his great dreamy eyes full of
tears, Hillel’s words came into my mind—of the mystery of that dark-
ened path trodden by the Brothers of Death.

“The outer shell of circumstance that ‘justifies’ my hatred, or at
least makes it comprehensible in the eyes of paid servants of the law,
will probably not interest you particularly. Outward events, after all,
are only so many milestones, of no more value than so many empty
egg-shells. They are like the popping of champagne corks, that im-
press simpletons at the tables of the idle rich. Wassertrum had his way
of my mother all right—the usual devilish way, apparently, that he
and his sort are accustomed to, if not worse. After which he went one
further, and sold her—bartered her, I tell you—to a disorderly house;
a thing quite easy of achievement to a man in with the police. But he
didn’t do it because he was tired of her . . . oh, no! I know the sweet
workings of that heart of his. He sold her the very day he made the
discovery how madly he cared for her! A fellow like that may seem to
act contrary sometimes, but he’s always perfectly consistent really.
The only driving force within him is the acquisitive instinct. It creaks
out of his very bones directly anyone opens the door of his junkshop
and buys something from his stock, paying gold: the obsession to hold
on. The idea of possession eats into his very soul, and, if he were
capable of forming any ideal whatsoever, it would all be summed up
in sheer possession as an abstract concept.

“Bit by bit the thing took hold of him, till it assumed immense
proportions and became a veritable mountain of anxiety, lest he
should fail to possess his own self; lest he should be forced to love
someone—to admit the presence within himself of someone alien,
who would secretly fetter his will, or what he chose to consider his
will. That was the beginning of it. What followed was automatic. Just
as the pike has no choice but to swallow the bait when a glittering
object swims past it at the psychological moment. Selling my mother
was really a natural consequence, so far as Wassertrum was con-
cerned. It gratified those two qualities slumbering within his soul—
avarice and a desire for self-torture.

“You must forgive me, Master Pernath”—Charousek’s voice now
sounded so harsh and self-controlled that I positively shrank from
it—“you must forgive me if I seem to be talking somewhat like a
book, but once you’re at the university, and find yourself surrounded
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by a wilderness of printed matter of all sorts, one is apt to fall into
their foolish jargon.”

Out of politeness to him, I summoned up a smile. I knew quite well
he was struggling with a desire to cry.

“Somehow or other,” I pondered, “I must find some way to allevi-
ate this fellow’s plight, at least as far as lies in my power.” Without his
seeing, I took the hundred gulden note I still had in the house out of
the drawer in the commode, and slipped it into my pocket.

“A little later on, Herr Charousek,” I said, trying to steer the con-
versation into channels more propitious, “when you' have been able to
settle into better surroundings, and go into practice as a doctor on
your own account, you’ll be more at peace within yourself. How soon
will you be qualified?”

“Quite soon now. I owe that to my patrons. There’s nothing in it, of
course, for my days are numbered.”

I was about to make some conventional statement about his being
too prone to look on the black side of things, but he laughingly pre-
vented me:

“Better so . . . better so. There would be no satisfaction in aping
these medical clowns by becoming a well-poisoner with a diploma,
and ending up with an honorary title. Besides,” he continued, with
that bitter tone still in his voice, “I’'m afraid I should be precluded, for
the future, from giving the Ghetto the benefit of my miracle-monger-
ing.” He picked his hat up. “But I won’t disturb you any longer.
Unless there was anything else you wanted to discuss with me con-
cerning the Savioli affair? I don’t think there’s anything. Let me know,
though, directly anything fresh happens. The best thing would be for
you to hang a mirror in your window as a sign that you want me to
call on you. Don’t, under any circumstances, come to my cellar. I'm
curious to know what ke will do once he’s seen the lady’s been to you.
Tell him quite simply she brought a bit of jewellery for you to repair,
and, if he gets importunate, just act strange.”

There seemed to be no suitable opportunity to press that bank-note
upon Charousek. So I took my wax model down from its board, say-
ing to him: “Come, and I'll go a little way downstairs with you.
Hillel’s expecting me.” It was a lie, of course.

He stammered at that. “Is he a friend of yours?”

“I know him slightly. Do you? Or do you, perhaps”—in spite of
myself, I smiled—*“mistrust him too?”

“God forbid!”

“Why do you say that so earnestly?”
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Charousek shivered as he stood thinking. Then he replied: *I
scarcely know. It must be something unconscious. But every time I
meet him I feel I want to step down from the pavement and bend the
knee to him as if he were a priest carrying the Host. There’s a man,
Master Pernath, the exact opposite, if you like, from that fellow Was-
sertrum! For one thing, it’s rumoured amongst the Christians in the
quarter, who are usually wrongly informed on every point, that he’s a
miser, and a secret millionaire into the bargain. As a matter of fact,
he’s as poor as a church mouse.”

I broke in, horrified. “Poor?”

“Oh, yes. Poorer than me, if possible. It's my opinion he’s ac-
quainted with the word ‘take’ only from books. When he comes out of
the Jewish Council House on the first of every month, all the beggars
come swarming round him, knowing he’ll press into the hand of the
first comer his entire miserable salary, and a couple of days later go
starving, he and his daughter together. If the old legend from the
Talmud’s true, and, of the whole twelve Jewish tribes, ten of them are
cursed and two holy, then he personifies the two holy ones rolled into
one, and Wassertrum all the remaining ten. Have you ever noticed
how Wassertrum goes all colours of the rainbow when Hillel goes past
him? Interesting fact, that. Blood like theirs could never mix in this
world; all children born of it would be born dead, provided that the
mothers hadn’t died of horror first. Hillel’s the only man makes Was-
sertrum feel not quite sure of himself. He avoids him like the plague.
Probably because Hillel represents for him the incomprehensible, the
something he’ll never understand. Probably sniffs the Kabbalist in
him too, I shouldn’t wonder.”

By now we were going downstairs.

“Do you believe,” I asked him, “that there really are such things as
Kabbalists in these days? Or that there’s anything in the Kabbala?” I
waited in some suspense for his answer. But he did not seem to have
heard. I repeated the question.

He hastily turned aside, pointing to the door of the house we were
just passing, all botched up with the lids of old packing-cases.

“There you've got a new lot of lodgers, a Jew family poor as poor as
can be; the old half crazy musician Nephtali Schaffraneck, with
daughter, son-in-law, and grandchildren. When it’s dark, and he’s left
alone with the little girls, a madness comes over him. He strings them
together by the thumbs, so that they shan’t run away from him, forces
them into an old poultry-cage, and gives them ‘singing-lessons,” as he
calls it, so that they’ll be able, later on, to earn their own living—that
is to say, he teaches them the craziest songs ever invented, German
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texts, snatches that he’s picked up somewhere or other and retained in
the dim twilight of his soul—and thinks are Prussian battle-hymns, or
something of the kind.”

And, true enough, some strange sort of melody was wafted forth
into the passage. To the accompaniment of an excruciating fiddle-
bow, playing over and over again the refrain of some vulgar street-
song, two childish voices could be heard singing:

“Frau Pick,
Frau Hock,
Frau Kle-pe-tarsch,
Stand in rows together,
Gossiping and gossiping.”

Tragedy and comedy here were so inextricably interwoven that for
the life of me I could not help bursting out laughing.

“The son-in-law, while the wife sells pickle juice in the egg market
to the schoolchildren at so much a glass, spends his days running
round the offices,” Charousek continued grimly, “begging for old
postage stamps. He gets them all together and sorts them, and those
that by chance have only been stamped on one side he puts in a heap
and cuts them through. Then he sticks together all these unstamped
halves and sells them as new. At first business boomed, and often he’d
make nearly as much as a gulden a day, but he got cut out finally by
the industrial magnates of Prague, who've taken to doing it them-
selves. That’s taken the wind out of his sails.”

“If you had more money than you knew what to do with, Charou-
sek,” I asked him quickly, “would you give to those in need?” We
were now in front of Hillel’s door, and I knocked.

He looked at me in surprise. “Do you suppose I’d be such a hog as
not to?”

Miriam’s step now drew near, and I waited till she had her hand on
the latch, then quickly pressed the banknote into his pocket. “No, no,
Herr Charousek, I didn’t really mean my question seriously, but you
must please think me equally a hog if I neglect to do it.”

Before he could say a word, I had shaken him by the hand and
pulled the door to behind me. While Miriam was greeting me, I was
listening to hear what he would do. He stood there a moment, then
sighed softly, and went slowly, tentatively down the stairs, as if he had
to support himself by holding onto the banisters.

It was the first time I had visited Hillel in his room.
It was bare as a prison. The floor painfully clean, and strewn with
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sand. No furniture in it save a table and two chairs, together with a
chest of drawers.

Miriam sat opposite to me in the window, and I worked away at my
wax model. '

“Must one always have the model in front of one in order to get a
good likeness?” She asked the question shyly, and only, I thought, to
break the silence. We avoided each other’s gaze. In her confusion and
embarrassment over the miserable apartment she scarcely knew where
to look, and my cheeks were burning hot with reproach for not having
troubled before to find out how she and her father lived.

All the same, I must say something!

“No so much in order to get the likeness as to be able to check
whether one’s inner vision has been correct,” I replied, painfully
aware of the falsity of the remark.

For years now I had been led by the nose by the foolish dictum of
the painters that a man must devote himself to the direct study of
Nature; the inner vision had only come to me since that night I spent
with Hillel, when he had shown me how true sight only comes with
closed eyelids and vanishes again directly they open to the light of
day—that mysterious gift of vision which so many think to possess,
and which is given to only one among millions. How could I have
suggested the possibility that the true line of spiritual vision could be
corrected by the coarse means of physical appearance?

Miriam, too, seemed to be thinking along my lines, to judge from
the astonished look in her eyes.

“Do not take what I have said literally,” I apologised.

She watched me closely while I worked the model into deeper relief.
“It must be terribly difficult to cut all that exactly on to the stone?”

“That part of the work is only mechanical. More or less.”

A pause.

“May I see it when it’s finished?” she asked.

“The stone is destined for you, Miriam.”

“Oh, no—no—you mustn’t.” I could see the nervous trembling of
her hands.

“Won’t you even accept a tiny thing like that from me?” I asked
her. “I would like . . . I most certainly should . . . do so much more.”

She quickly looked away. What stupid thing had I said? Evidently
Id wounded her to the quick. It had sounded as if I'd made a point of
referring to her poverty!

Could I retrieve my own gaucheness? Or should I only make mat-
ters worse? I plunged wildly:

“Listen to me, Miriam. . . . Do please listen. . . . I owe your fa-



THE GOLEM 89

ther such a tremendous debt. . . . You’ve no idea how much.”

She looked at me irresolutely, obviously not understanding.

“You mean, because he did what he could for you, that time you
fainted? That was only to be expected!”

I felt she didn’t know the real link which bound me to her father. I
must feel my way carefully, so as not to give away anything he chose
to keep from her.

“What I really meant was something far deeper than that. I mean
the spiritual influence that can radiate forth from one human being to
another. Do you know what I mean by that, Miriam? It’s possible to
help people in their souls, not only in their bodies, you know.”

“And he—7"

“Yes. That's what your father did to me.” I took her hand in mine.
“Can’t you see how I long to be the cause of some little pleasure,
however small, if not to him, then at least to someone so near to him
as you are? Isn’t there any desire of yours I might be the means of
fulfilling?”

She shook her head. “You don’t, surely, think I'm unhappy here?”

“Of course not. But perhaps there are certain worries I could help
to relieve you of? You are really bound—please do hear me out—
really and truly bound to let me be the sharer of them. Why do you
both live here, in this dark, depressing street, when you don’t have to?
You’re so young still, Miriam, and—"

She smilingly interrupted. “You live here yourself, Herr Pernath!
What makes you stay here, if it comes to that?” I hesitated. Yes, that
was quite true. Why, exactly, did I live here? I couldn’t explain, even
to myself. What held me to this house? Absently I kept on repeating
the words to myself. I could find no explanation, and for the time
being entirely forgot where I was. Suddenly I felt myself caught up
and carried far, far away—into a garden! I could smell the scent of
the lilac blossom . . . a view of the town lay below me. . . .

“Have I touched an old wound? Have I given you pain?” Miriam’s
voice came to me faintly, as from a great distance. She was stooping
over me, anxiously looking into my face. I must have been sitting still
in my chair like that for a long time, she seemed so concerned.

I sat there for a while, irresolute, then suddenly the old inhibition
was broken down, and I was pouring out my whole heart to Miriam,
as though to an old and trusted friend, whom I had known all my life
and who shared all my secrets.

I told her how I had learned, through some idle chatter of Zwakh’s,
how I had once been mad, and lost in the process all memory of my
past; how, quite recently, images had begun to come into my mind
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more and more frequently that must have had their roots in those
olden days, and how I trembled to think of the moment that might
reveal everything to me, and leave me nothing but a wreck.

But my adventure in the subterranean passages, and everything that
bore upon my relations with her father, I kept from her. She had crept
quite close to me, and listened to my every word with a breathless
sympathy that did me more good than I could say.

At last I had found a human soul in whom I could confide when the
burden of my spiritual loneliness became too hard to bear. Of course,
there was Hillel himself—but his presence seemed to me somehow so
infinitely remote, like a being from another world, who came and
disappeared, like a beam of light, whom I could reach out for, but
never grasp.

1 told her that too, and she understood me. She herself regarded
him like that, for all he was her father.

There was a bond between them of infinite love, and yet, she con-
fided to me, “I feel as though there were a wall of glass dividing us,
which I can never break through. It has always been so, ever since I
can remember. When, in my childish dreams, [ used to see him stand-
ing at the head of my bed, he was always clad in the robes of the High
Priest; on his breast would be fastened the golden table of the Law of
Moses, with the twelve jewels therein, and a halo of blue, shimmering
light would play around his temples. I think his love is of the kind that
reaches forth beyond the grave, and too great for us to comprehend.
So my mother always used to say, when we talked secretly together
about him.” Suddenly she shuddered, and trembled in every limb. I
wanted to jump up, but she prevented me. “Don’t be disturbed. It is
nothing. Only a memory. When my mother died—no one but myself
knows how much he loved her, and I was only a child at the time—I
thought the pain of it would kill me, and I ran to him, and buried my
face in his coat, and wanted to cry out, but could not, as everything in
me seemed to be choked up; and—and—it makes me shudder even
now, to think of it—he looked at me, smiling, kissed me on the fore-
head, and passed his hand over my eyes. From that day to this all the
pain caused by the loss of my mother vanished. The day she was
buried I could not shed one tear; the sun seemed to me as the shining
hand of God Himself, outstretched in the heavens, and I wondered
why the people wept. My father walked close to me behind the coffin,
and each time I looked up he smiled at me softly, and I could see the
scandalised look on the faces of all those who saw it.”

“And are you happy, Miriam—really happy? Isn’t there something
a little terrifying for you in the thought of having for a father a being
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that has grown beyond the rest of humanity?”

She shook her head, and spoke happily:

“It is like living in a blessed state of sleep. When you asked me just
now, Herr Pernath, whether I had not troubles, and why we lived
where we do, it was all I could do not to laugh. Is Nature so beautiful
as all that? I know, of course, how the trees are green and the skies are
blue, but I have only to shut my eyes to see it all before me. a thou-
sand times more beautiful. Do you suppose I must actually stand in a
meadow, in order to see it? As for a little worry and—and—privation

. . all that will be made up for by waiting and hope.”

“Waiting?” I asked, astonished.

“Waiting for a miracle. Don’t you know what it is to do that? Don’t
you? Poor man, I pity you! There are so few who seem to know. Don’t
you see, that is the reason I so seldom go out, or mix with people. I did
once have a pair of girl friends—Jewesses, of course—but we always
seemed talking together at cross-purposes. They didn’t understand
me, nor I them. When I talked to them of miracles, they thought at
first I was joking. When they learnt that I was serious and did not
mean by miracle what bespectacled German professors do. the natu-
ral laws by which grass grows, but the contrary, they would have liked
to consider me mad. But against that was the fact that I am fairly
skilled in logic, have learned Hebrew and Aramaic, can read the Tar-
gum and the Midrash, and other things of that sort. Finally, they
decided to call me ‘highly strung.’

“When I tried to explain to them that what I considered most sig-
nificant and most essential in the Bible and other sacred writings was
just this element of miracle, and only miracle, and not the mere ethics
and morals which were nothing but-the hidden path by means of
which miracles are attained, they could only answer me with plati-
tudes, for they were shy of admitting that the only part of the religious
writings that they believed in were just those which could have been
found in any municipal book of law. The very word ‘miracle’ made
them feel uncomfortable. It felt, so they said, as though the ground
had been cut away from beneath their feet.

“As though there could be a more blessed state than that!

“*“The world only exists for us to be thought out of existence by us.’
I once heard my father say. ‘“Then, and only then, does Life begin." I
don’t quite know what he means by Life exactly, but I do sometimes
feel as though one day I shall suffer a great awakening. Though I can’t
tell exactly how it will be. But I am positive there will be miracles.

“ ‘Have you ever experienced any, that you wait for them so pa-
tiently? my two friends would often ask me, and when I said ‘no.’
they would look suddenly happy and triumphant. Can you under-
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stand the workings of hearts like that, Herr Pernath? At any rate, I
will not hide the fact from you that I have known miracles—only quite
tiny ones, ever so tiny”—Miriam’s eyes shone—"“but miracles none
the less.”

I could hear how tears of joy almost prevented her from speaking.

“I wonder if you can understand me,” she went on very softly,
“really and truly we have often lived by means of miracles! Some-
times, when there has been no bread in the house, no food of any
kind, then have I felt within myself —now—now it will happen! And I
have sat here and waited and waited, till I could hardly hear the heart
beat in my body. And then—then—just when the spirit moved me, I
would run hither and thither through the streets, very quickly, so as to
be back by the time my father came. And—and every time I found
money! Sometimes more, sometimes less, but always enough with
which to satisfy our immediate needs. Often a gulden would be lying
in the middle of the street and I could see it shining, and the people
treading on it, but never noticing it. Sometimes I would feel'so-confi-
dent that I would begin by not going out at all, but would look all
over the floor in the kitchen to see if either some money or some
bread had not dropped down from heaven.”

An idea shot through my brain, and for the very pleasure of it I
could not refrain from smiling.

She noticed it.

“Don’t laugh, Herr Pernath,” she implored. “Believe me, I do know
that these miracles exist, and that one day they

“I'm not laughing, Miriam,” I assured her. “How could you think
such a thing? I'm only too glad that you’re not like all the rest, who
seek the old time-worn explanations for everything that happens upon
earth, and then if it doesn’t end by squaring with their formula—as,
thank God, it frequently doesn’t—promptly have a grievance, accord-
ingly.”

She reached me out her hand.

“And you won’t ever say again, will you, Herr Pernath, that you
want to help us? Especially now you know that, if you did, you would
probably be depriving me of the experience of a miracle?”

I promised her. But with a certain reservation in my mind.

The door opened, and Hillel came in. Miriam embraced him, and
he greeted me, friendly and cordial, yet perhaps not quite so intimate-
ly as I had hoped. I also thought he seemed a little weary. Or did I
only imagine it? Perhaps it was only the evening light, with which the
room was now filled.

“You have come here, I feel sure, to ask my advice,” he began, so
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soon as Miriam had left us alone. “In the matter of the strange lady,
is it not?”

Surprised, I tried to break in, but he prevented me.

“I know it from the student Charousek. I met him just now in the
street, and he seemed strangely altered, I thought. He told me ev-
erything, in the fulness of his heart. Even that you had given him some
money.” He looked at me piercingly, and emphasised his every word
in the most curious fashion, that I was completely at a loss to under-
stand.

“No doubt heaven has seen fit to rain down upon earth another
drop or two of good fortune. In which case, doubtless there is no harm
done. But”—he paused to think a while—“very often these things do
more harm than good. It’s not so easy as you think, my dear friend, to
help people. If it were, the salvation of the world would be a compara-
tively simple proposition. Don’t you think so?”

“But don’t you, too, help the poor, Hillel?” I asked him. “Some-
times everything you have?”

Smiling, he shook his head. “From the look of it, you have grown
into a Talmudist overnight, judging by the way you answer one ques-
tion with another! That means we’re in for a fierce argument.”

He paused, as though for me to reply, but again I failed to under-
stand why it was he waited.

“To get back to our subject,” he continued in a changed tone, “I do
not think that your protégée—I refer to the lady—is in any imminent
danger. Let things take their course. There is a proverb, ‘Prevention is
better than cure,” but I think it is often better still to wait and see what
happens. Perhaps the opportunity will arise of a meeting between
myself and Aaron Wassertrum, but it will have to come from him.
The initiative must come from him. Whether to me or to you makes
no difference—and then I shall talk with him. It will then be up to him
whether he will follow my advice or not. I wash my hands in inno-
cence.”

I tried anxiously to read his face. I had never heard him speak so
coldly, almost threateningly. Behind those dark and deep-set eyes an
abyss lay hidden. . . .

“Like a glass partition between himself and me” . . . Miriam’s
words came into my mind.

I could only press him by the hand, without a word—and go.

He accompanied me to the door, and as I went upstairs and once
again turned round, I could see that he was looking after me with a
friendly gaze, for all the world like someone who would like to say
something, but could not.



FEAR

I had intended fetching my cloak and hat and going for my evening
meal to the Alte Ungelt, where every evening Zwakh, Vrieslander, and
Prokop sat together through the watches of the night, relating one
another more and more impossible stories; but scarcely had I reached
my room when all desire to do so left me as if strange hands had
stripped away a piece of clothing from me.

The air seemed filled with a marked degree of tension, for which I
could in no way account, but which was perfectly palpable, and, in
the course of a few seconds, had so got the better of me that for very
nervousness I knew not what was best to do—whether to light the
lamp, to shut the door behind me, to sit down, or continue walking
about.

Had someone crept in during my absence, and hidden himself? Was
it an involuntary fear of something I was going to see took my breath
away? Was Wassertrum here, by any chance?

I groped behind the curtains, opened the doors of my cupboard,
looked inside the bedroom-—nobody!

Even the iron box stood untouched where I had left it. Would it not
perhaps be better to give way to my sudden impulse, and burn all the
letters, for safety’s sake?

Already I was fumbling for the key in my waistcoat pocket. Must I
do it now, this instant? Couldn’t it wait till to-morrow?

Best light the lamp first!

I couldn’t find the matches.

Was the door locked? I went back a couple of steps. Then stood
there, waiting.

Why did I feel this terror, all of a sudden?

I wanted to reproach myself for being a coward. But my thoughts
were checked at birth.

I was suddenly seized with the craziest possible impulse; to get up
on the table quick as could be, seize a chair and, raising it on high,
crash it on to the skull of . . . whoever or whatever it was crawling on
the floor of the room—if it drew near me.

“But there’s no one here,” I said, out loud to myself. “Do you make
a habit of panicking like this?”

It was no use. The air I breathed had now become rarefied and
penetrating as the ether.

If only I could have seen something! Could I but catch one glimpse of
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the most horrifying sight the mind of man could conceive—then, in a
trice, would my fear be dispelled!

It didn’t come.

With my eyes I tried to pierce each several corner.

Nothing.

Nothing at all around me but familiar objects . . . drawers. . . the
table. . . thelamp. . . my picture . . . the clock . . . old, inanimate,
faithful friends. Beneath my gaze I hoped they might change their
aspect, and I should find the cause of my baseless terror had been
nothing but an optical delusion.

Neither did that happen. Stubbornly did they retain their accus-
tomed shapes. There they stood in the half-light, stock still, even as I
did. “They are beneath the same spell,” I thought to myself: “why are
they, too, afraid to make the slightest movement?”

Why wasn’t the clock ticking?

All sound seemed swallowed up in this universal dumb watching.

I shook the table, and was quite surprised I could hear the noise it
made.

If only the wind would start blowing round the house! There was
no sign even of that. If only the firewood in the grate would crackle!
But the fire was out.

And still that perpetual noiseless waiting . . . without a pause . . .
without a gap . . . like the trickle of water!

I began to think I should never get over this appalling state of nerve
tension. The room seemed full of unseen eyes, and waving, purpose-
less hands that I was unable to grasp.

This, I realised, was the very essence of terror—that ghastly, para-
lysing fear of nothing at all, of something devoid of form, that yet eats
into the very boundaries of one’s thought.

Stiffening my every sinew, I stood there, waiting. I waited quite a
quarter of an hour. Perhaps IT could be deceived. I might be able to
get behind it and surprise it. In a series of random leaps I encom-
passed the room. Nothing! That self-same devastating Nothingness
that did not exist, yet filled my room with a horrible sort of life.
Suppose 1 were to turn and flee? What was there to prevent me?

It would go too, outside with me. I knew that, somehow, for certain.
Also that it would be no use my striking a light—for all which I
searched for the matches, and at length found them. But the wick
wouldn’t burn, and refused to develop into anything but the dullest of
dull glimmers—a yellow, dirty-looking, flickering tongue, like tar-
nished tin. Darkness was better than that.

I put the light out, and flung myself, prostrate, on my bed. I count-
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ed my heart beats. . .one. . .two. . .three.. .four. . .uptoa
thousand. And then all over again. It seemed to go on for hours, days,
weeks, till my lips were dry, and my hair rose up on end. The same
suspense. Not the least little particle of relief.

I began saying over casual words, just as they came to my tongue
... “prince” . . . “tree” . . . “child”. . . “book™ . . . and to repeat
them, torturedly, till they suddenly were transformed into mean-
ingless, terrifying noises of barbarous ancestry, confronting me, stark
naked, while perforce I must strain my every nerve to force them back
to their original significance. “PRINCE” . . . “BOOK™ . . .

Had I gone mad? Or was I dead? I groped . . . and groped. Now I
must get up, I thought. And then sit down! I sat in my arm-chair. If
only I could die, here and now! If only this chill, fearsome watching
sensation could be got rid of! “I won’t! I won’t!” 1 shrieked aloud.
“CAN’T YOU HEAR ME?”

All my remaining strength left me then, and I collapsed. The fact
that I still lived was beyond my power to grasp. I simply sat there,
dully staring straight in front of me, incapable of thought or action.

“Why does he keep offering me the seeds?”

A thought flowed suddenly into my conscious mind. Then ebbed
again. Ebbed and flowed: ebbed and flowed.

By degrees it was borne in upon me that a curious apparition stood
before me, and had probably so stood since I had sat there. It was
reaching out its hand towards me. A grey, broad-shouldered figure,
the height of an average thick-set man, leaning on a knotted, spiral
walking-stick of white wood. In place of a head I could only distin-
guish a nebulous globe of pale mist. From it stole a slightly nauseating
odour of sandalwood and wet slate. A feeling of utter helplessness
now deprived me almost of all consciousness. All that I had suffered
in this endless period of utter nerve-rack had materialised here before
me into this horrifying abortion. My instinct of self-preservation told
me I should go mad from fear or horror, once I saw the phantom’s
face—and yet it drew me like a magnet, forcing me to gaze upon that
pale sphere of mist, and find therein eyes, a nose, and a mouth.

Try as I would, there it stood, unchanged and motionless before
me. All sorts of heads did I succeed in placing upon that ghostly
torso—yet each time I was aware they were but the product of my
own imagination. Added to which, they vanished, all of them, almost
directly I had conceived them.

The one that remained longest was the head of an Egyptian ibis.
The being’s outline seemed to contract and expand at regular inter-
vals, as though it were taking long breaths. This was the only visible
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movement that could be discerned in it. In place of feet, it stood on
knobs of bone, from which the grey, an@mic flesh was drawn back in
puffy rolls.

Without one sound, without moving, it held out its hand to me. It
was full of little seeds, red, spotted with black, about the size of a
bean.

What had that got to do with me?

In a dull, obtuse sort of a way, I now felt the weight of some
colossal responsibility—some decision to be made, which far sur-
passed all earthly concerns, were I to blunder at this crucial moment.

I dimly apprehended how, in the world of events, two scales were
laden now with the fate of a world—one of which, according to the
infinitesimal quantity of my throwing, would sink down!

That, it dawned upon me, was the secret of that impalpable awful-
ness, lapping me around. “Don’t move one finger,” my reason had
cried out to me, “even should Death deny you his presence, and his
all-merciful release.”

But then you would have made a choice. You would have rejected
the seeds. There would be no turning back.

I looked round appealingly for some sign that would afford me the
faintest light on what I ought to do.

Nothing. No inward inspiration in myself. Not the faintest spark of
an impulse. Everything dead and dried up.

I realised—too well—how the fate of myriads of men and women
lay, light as a feather, in the hand of this most terrifying and pregnant
moment.

It must be well on into the night by now, for I could no longer see
the walls round my room. Heavy steps were to be heard in the studio
next door. I could hear chests being moved and cast upon the floor,
and thought I recognised Wassertrum’s voice, shrieking out curses in
his familiar, raucous bass. I stopped listening. It seemed of no more
import to me than the rustling of a mouse. I shut my eyes.

Slowly, human faces passed before me in endless procession. Dead
masks all, with eyes fast closed; my own flesh and blood . . . my own
ancestors! And, however much the type changed, it was always the
same formation of skull that rose forth from its grave; heads with
smooth hair parted down the middle, heads with curly hair cut short,
heads with long perukes and flowing ringlets . . . century after centu-
ry lined up before me, till the features, bit by bit, became more and
more familiar, culminating at long last in one hideous countenance—
the face of the Golem, and none other! With that my chain of fore-
bears broke off short.

The darkness now within my room had resolved itself into infinite
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empty space, in the centre of which I sat in my arm-chair, the grey
shadow, with its outstretched arm, still standing before me.

When I opened my eyes once more, strange forms had ranged
themselves around me in semicircular formation; those on one hand
clad in robes of shimmering violet, those on the other in a kind of
reddish black. Creatures of an alien race, with long, attenuated forms,
and faces concealed behind luminous cloths.

The very beating of my heart now told me the decisive hour had
arrived. My fingers twitched towards the seeds—and a visible shudder
passed through the ranks of the red-black contingent.

Should I once again refuse them? The blue-mauve semicircle was
now seen to quiver. I looked fixedly at the headless man. There he
stood, in the same spot, motionless as ever.

Even his breathing had ceased.

Still at my wits’ end to know what to do, I raised my arm—then
smote the phantom’s outstretched hand, so that the seeds rolled upon
the floor!

For a moment, as if I had received an electric shock. I lost con-
sciousness, and I seemed to be falling into infinite depths—and then I
was standing firmly on my feet again.

The grey presence had vanished now. So had the red-black semicir-
cle. The bluish forms, on the other hand, had made a ring around me.
On the breast of each one of them were golden hieroglyphs, and each
held high betwixt its finger and thumb—dumbly, almost as though an
oath were being taken—one of the red seeds that I had smitten from
the hand of the headless ghost.

Outside T could hear the thunder muttering, and great hailstones
beat against the window.

A winter storm full of sound and fury now hurtled on its way
throughout the town. Through its howling could be heard, at rhythmic
intervals, sounds as of cannon-shot in the direction of the river. The
ice was breaking on the Moldau. The room was filled with the lumi-
nous glare of incessant flashes of lightning. All of a sudden I felt so
weak my knees trembled, and I had perforce to sit down.

“Fear not,” said a voice quite clearly in my ear. “Fear not. It is the
Lelschimurim . . . the Night of Protection.”

Gradually the storm died down, and the deafening noise resolved
itself into the monotonous drubbing of the hailstones upon the roof.

The lassitude that now filled my limbs dulled all my senses, and as
though half in a dream only did I register what went on around me.

Someone within the circle uttered the words:

“He whom you seek is not here.”

The rest answered in a language I could not understand. The first
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speaker then spoke a sentence in which was the name: “ENOCH,” but
the rest of it I could not catch. The wind was too full of the groaning
of the bursting ice-blocks.

Then one member of the circle came forward, stepping directly in
front of me, pointed to the hieroglyphs on its breast—the same as all
the rest bore—and asked me if I could read it.

And as, scarce able to speak for weariness, I shook my head. the
figure stretched towards me the palms of its hands, so that the charac-
ters appeared upon my breast in letters of flaming gold. in Latin
script: CHABRAT ZEREH AUR BOCHER. Gradually the characters
changed into a script I could not read.

I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep, such as I had not enjoyed since
the night that Hillel had released my tongue-tied soul.

URGE

The last few days had flown past me with wings. Scarcely had 1
seemed to have time to take my meals.

From morning to evening I sat at my table, filled with an irresistible
urge towards active occupation.

I was through with the cutting of my stone, and Miriam had been as
pleased with it as a child.

The letter “I,” too, in the book Ibbur had been repaired.

Peacefully I lay back in my chair, and reviewed all the trivial hap-
penings of the day just past.

The old woman who looked after me had told me when she came in
the morning how last night’s storm had broken down the old stone
bridge. That was strange! Broken it down . . . probably at the identi-
cal moment that I had smitten. . . . No. . .no. . . I refused utterly
to think of that! I had firmly resolved all those events should be
buried deep within me till they woke up of their own accord. I was not
going deliberately to interfere with them.

It only seemed the other day I was crossing that bridge, and taking
stock of its stone statues—and now there it lay in ruins, the old bridge
that had stood the wear and tear of so many centuries.

I could find it in my heart to feel quite sentimental when I thought
that never again should I set foot upon it. Howsoever it was restored,
it would never be the same old mysterious bridge of stone.

I thought of it persistently as I sat at work, and gradually a com-
plete scene rose up in my mind, gently and inevitably, as though I had
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never really forgotten it; myself as a small boy, and later as a growing
youth, gazing up at the carving of St. Luitgard, and all the holy men
who now lay plumb beneath the raging waters. There welled up in my
consciousness, too, all the little tiny nothings that in my childhood
had been part of me, as well as my father, and my mother, and my
numerous school-mates. The one thing I could not remember was the
house I lived in.

I knew, however, that one of these days when I least expected it, it
would stand revealed to me, and I rejoiced greatly in the thought.

It was so inexpressibly comforting, that feeling of everything gradu-
ally developing within me, bit by bit.

Yesterday, when I had taken the book Ibbur out of its iron box, it
had in no way looked so inordinately strange—only an old parchment
volume, adorned with precious illuminated lettering. That was all.

I could not understand now the feeling of the supernatural it had
once impressed me with.

It was written all in Hebrew, and for that reason quite incompre-
hensible to me.

When, I wondered, would the stranger call for it again?

The joy of living, that unconsciously had crept back into my soul
whilst I was at work, woke vitally within me now, and beat back the
army of night thoughts that had bid fair to overwhelm me.

With a sudden impulse, I took up the picture of Angelina—I had
cut off the inscription underneath—and kissed it.

Foolish and childish I knew it to be—but why not, for once in a
way, at least dream of happiness . . . hold fast the glittering bubble of
the present, rejoicing till it burst?

Was it beyond all laws of Chance that those seeds of longing sown
within my heart should ever flower? Were they to be frustrate, ever
and for ever? Was it so utterly unthinkable I should ever rise to fame?
Become equal to her in rank, even if not in family? As far as that
went, I was as good as Dr. Savioli, surely? That relief I had just carved
of Miriam . . . if I were to achieve many such—even the greatest
artists of all time had done nothing better; at least I was convinced of
that!

Supposing . . . supposing Angelina’s husband were to die sudden-
ly?

I went hot and cold all over. One only happening, and my most
audacious thought might clothe itself in actuality! Fortune, dangling
above me like a ripened plum, might fall at any moment, plop into my
lap!
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Had not things happened to me already—and that not a few—
stranger, by far, than this? Things the existence of which my fellow-
creatures dreamed not at all?

Was it any wonder that within the space of a few weeks creative
powers had been awakened within me that raised my work on to a
completely different level—far, far higher than the average ruck?

Surely . . . surely . . . I stood on the threshold of a new existence?

Had I no right to happiness?

Must mysticism be synonymous with the suppression of all desire?

I stifled within me the voice that answered “yes”; only a moment
. . .let me but for one instant minute enjoy the sweetness of a dream!

I lay in a brown study, with eyes wide open. The precious stones
upon my table waxed and waned in size, till I was in the midst of
waterfalls of every hue! Great trees formed of opals stood in groups,
clustered together, streaming forth to the skies all colours of the rain-
bow, the radiant blue thereof iridescent as the wing of some great
tropic butterfly, shimmering its way over unseen meadows, full of
summer’s very essence. And I, being afire with thirst, cooled my limbs
in the ice-cool spray of the streams, as they rushed their way over
rocky beds, like gleaming mother of pearl!

Sultry winds blew from the south, laden with the scent of blossom,
intoxicating me with the fragrance of jasmine, hyacinths, narcissi, and
sweet syringa. It was too much! Too much! Deliberately, I wiped my
vision out. But oh . . . how thirsty I still was!

The torments of Paradise!

I flung open the window, and cooled my forehead in the spring
wind.

Spring was coming. The air was full of the smell of it.

Miriam!

I couldn’t keep Miriam from my thoughts. I kept on seeing her
excited face telling me, with one hand against the wall for her support,
how once more she had experienced a miracle—a real, unmistakable
miracle! She had found a gold piece in the loaf of bread that the baker
had placed through the little grille window in the kitchen that over-
looked the passage-way.

I seized my purse. It was not surely too late, before the day was
over, to conjure another ducat or so in the same direction!

She had been to see me every day—*to keep me company,” so she
said, but had scarce uttered a word all the time, so full had she been
of her “miracle.” The experience had stirred her to the depths of her
soul, and as I recalled the way her face had blanched—just with the
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bare recollection, as she told it—to the very lips, almost I reeled at the
thought I might have been the perpetrator of a deed whose conse-
quences would reach out heaven knew where!

And when in this connection I called to memory those last dark
words of Hillel’s, my blood ran cold.

My purity of motive was no excuse, so far as I was concerned. The
end did not justify the means. I saw that.

And what if, when all was said and done, my motive was only pure
as a whited sepulchre? What if some insidious lie lay concealed within
it? The desire—maybe unconscious—to play a benefactor’s role?

I began woefully to mistrust my own self.

It was clear to me now, my judgment of Miriam had been far too
superficial.

As Hillel's daughter, she would naturally be quite different from
other girls.

How could I have had the audacity to probe, in my clumsy wise, the
inmost depths of a personality probably infinitely superior to my
own!

The very cast of her countenance, a hundred times-better suited to
the sixth Egyptian dynasty—and too spiritual by half even for
that!—than to this workaday world, ought to have warned me where
I stood.

Once I had read somewhere: “Only a fool despises appearances.”
How true that was! How devastatingly true!

Miriam and I were the best of friends. Should I own up to her that
I myself, day after day, had been putting that ducat in the loaf of
bread?

The shock of it would be too sudden. She wouldn’t be able to stand
it, surely? I dare not do that. But in future I would be more circum-
spect.

Could I, bit by bit, tone the miracle down? Instead of placing the
coin in the loaf, put it on the front doorsteps, where she would find it
when she opened the door—and so on and so forth? I should, I felt
sure, be able to hit upon a variety of ways, each one more likely than
the last, that gradually would efface the miraculous element altogeth-
er, and place the happening on an everyday plane.

Yes! Surely that was the right course to adopt!

Or should I cut the Gordian knot asunder? Should I take her father
into my confidence, and ask his advice? I reddened at the very
thought of it. Time enough for that, when all other means had failed.

I must get to work now, and lose no more time! I was seized with a
sudden inspiration! What if I could persuade Miriam into doing
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something unusual, something that would take her out of her ordinary
surroundings, even if only for a couple of hours?

I would order a carriage and take her for a drive! After all. who
knew us, if we avoided the Jewish quarter?

Perhaps it would amuse her to go and look at the broken-down
bridge?

Or perhaps old Zwakh, or one of her former girl friends, would
accompany her, if the thought of me as her escort seemed too outra-
geous in her eyes!

I was most firmly determined not to take “no” for an answer!

On the threshold I collided with a human form! Wassertrum!

He must have been peering through the keyhole, for he was still
stooping when I ran into him!

“Were you looking for me?” I asked curtly.

He stammered forth a few apologetic phrases in his unconscionable
jargon, then said that he was.

I asked him to come in and sit down. But he preferred to stand by
the table, convulsively grasping the brim of his hat. That implacable
hatred he cherished against me was apparent in his face, and his every
movement, despite his efforts to conceal it.

I had never seen the man quite so close before. It was not the
revolting ugliness of him that inspired such loathing (rather, that
aroused my compassion, making me think of a creature whom Nature
herself has repudiated at birth, bruising, in her horror and disgust, its
poor distorted face)—it was something else—something intangible,
that emanated from him, and was the cause of it.

The “blood,” as Charousek had so pithily phrased it.

Involuntarily I wiped the hand I had held out to him on his en-
trance.

Though I made it as unobtrusive as possible, he must have noticed,
for all of a sudden he had to control himself to the utmost to suppress
his hatred of me flaming forth in all his features.

“You've got a fine place,” he began, in heavy dialect, seeing I had
not the good grace to begin the conversation. But in spite of the
nature of his remark he shut both his eyes—in order, probably, not to
meet my gaze. Or did he fancy it lent a more prepossessing expression
to his face?

It was obviously a struggle for him to speak standard German.

I felt myself in no way bound to reply, and waited for his next.

In his embarrassment, he picked up the file that—God knows
why—had lain on the table ever since Charousek’s visit. Next moment
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he had put it down as though bitten by a snake! I was all amazement,
inwardly, at his refinement—however unconscious—of perspicacity.

“Of course . . . of course. You've got to keep it looking good. It’s
business,” he mumbled. “Since you get the carriage trade.” He evi-
dently wanted to open his eyes at that point, to observe what impres-
sion his words had made, but decided the moment was premature,
and quickly shut them again.

I resolved I would corner him. “You mean that lady who came here
the other day? If so, say so!”

He hesitated a moment, then seized me firmly by the wrist, and
tugged me over to the window.

The curious and unexpected manner of it reminded me of the way
in which, some days ago, he had dragged poor deaf and dumb Jaro-
mir into his den. With his claw-like fingers he held up something to
me which gleamed:

“What do you think, Herr Pernath . . . can you do something with
this?”

It was a gold hunter watch, with the cover of it so bent it almost
looked as though someone had done it on purpose.

I picked up a magnifying-glass. The hinges were half twisted off,
and within the lid . . . wasn’t there something engraved there? It was
almost illegible, having been partially erased with a number of newly
made scratches. Slowly I deciphered what I could of it.

K-RL ZOTT—MANN.

Zottmann? Zottmann? Where had I heard that name before? Zott-
mann? I couldn’t for the life of me remember. Zottmann?

Wassertrum all but snatched the glass out of my hand.

“There’s nothing wrong with the works. I've looked at it myself. It’s
the case that’s wrecked.”

“It only needs a tap or two . . . at most a small rivet. Any compe-
tent working jeweller could see to that, Herr Wassertrum.”

“Ah . . . butI want a good job made of it! What they call artistic—
see?” He interrupted me hastily, almost anxiously.

“Very well, if it’s so important to you.”

“Important!” His voice cracked in his eagerness. “But I want to
sport it myself. I want to show it and say: See . . . that’s Herr von
Pernath’s work.”

The fellow’s laboured flattery nearly made me sick. He literally spat
it into my face.

“If you’ll come back again in an hour, it’ll be quite ready for you.”

Wassertrum fairly tied himself into knots. “No . . .no. . .no. . .
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don’t put yourself out . . . I wouldn’t for the world——Say three days

. . say four days. . . .Next week is time enough. I'd never forgive
myself if I thought I caused you any trouble, Herr Pernath.”

What on earth made him get into such a state about it? I stepped
into the adjoining room, to lock the watch in the iron box. On the top
of it lay Angelina’s photograph. Quickly I slammed the lid to, in case
Wassertrum should have been looking in after me.

When he came back, he appeared to me to have changed colour. [
looked at him closely, but dismissed my suspicion almost immedi-
ately. He couldn’t have seen!

“Very well, then, next week,” I said to him, meaning he could go.

But he seemed all of a sudden resolved to take his time, taking a
chair and sitting down!

He changed his tactics now, keeping his goggle eyes wide open, and
fixing them immovably on the top button of my waistcoat.

Pause.

“That bitch told you you didn’t know anything about it if it came
out, didn’t she!” Spluttering, he suddenly delivered himself of this
outburst, without the slightest preamble, as he banged the table with
his fist.

There was something positively horrifying in the abrupt transition
he seemed able to make between one mode of speech and another;
those flattering tones converted in a trice to those of a brute. I could
quite understand, now, how so many people, especially women, must
find themselves beneath his thumb before they knew where they
were—once he possessed the smallest weapon he could use against
them.

My first impulse was to fall upon him, seize him by the scruff of his
neck, and shoot him through my door; next I bethought me how far
more sensible it would be to sit still and listen.

“I haven’t the least idea what you mean, Herr Wassertrum,” I said,
looking about as obtuse a fool as I knew how, “really I haven’t. As for
that extremely unpleasant word—what, precisely, do you mean by it?”

“Mean by it? Mean by it? Am I supposed to teach you German?”
he snarled at me. “You’ll be raising your right hand in court when the
cat’s out of the bag. Do you understand me? I'm telling you!” He
began to scream. “Can you look me in the eye and deny that she came
from over there,” he pointed with his thumb toward the studio, “with
a cloth wrapped around her arse and nothing more, not a damned
thing more!”

I began to see red. I seized hold of the swine and began to shake
him.
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“If you say another word of that sort, I'll break every bone in your
body! Do you hear me?”

He went grey as he sank back in his chair, and stuttered:

“What now? What’s the matter? I didn’t mean anything.”

For a moment or so I walked the room to calm myself. Of his
voluble excuses I heard not a word. Then I took a chair opposite him,
with the firm resolve once for all to have it out with him, at any rate
so far as Angelina was concerned. If it must come to a passage of
arms, then would I force him to commence hostilities, and shoot a few
premature bolts.

Without taking the slightest notice of his repeated interruptions, I
told him, with no uncertain voice, how blackmail of any kind—and I
emphasised the word—was foredoomed to failure, as he had not a
dog’s chance of proving any single point, and I, on my side, could
produce witnesses (if it should conceivably come to such a point) who
would support me and refute him. (The welfare of Angelina was far
too dear to me for me to boggle at the thought of perjury, if neces-
sary!)

Every muscle in his face twitched, his hare-lip pushed its way up
almost to his nose, he ground his teeth, and gobbled like a turkey-cock
in his efforts to interrupt me:

“Listen to me . . . listen, I tell you . . . Do I want something
from that bitch? I’ll tell you . . .” He was half frantic with me because
I had not let myself be sidetracked. “It’s Savioli I want . . . Savioli
. . . the God damn’ filthy cur!” he suddenly burst out in his frenzy.

He gasped for air, and I held my peace. This was the point I had
wanted to bring him to. But already he’d got himself under control
again, and sat fixing my waistcoat button once more.

“Listen to me, Pernath.” He forced himself to adopt the cold, calcu-
lating tones of a man of business. “We were speaking just now of the
bitch—of the lady, were we not? Very well. She’s married. Very well.
And she’s been carrying on with a young cocksman. What do I care?
I know that.” He waved his hands before my face, to and fro, finger
and thumb pressed together, as though they contained a sample of
salt. “I know . . . I know. . . the bitch can do as she likes. I'm a man
of the world, and you’re a man of the world, eh, Pernath? We both of
us know what’s what. But what [ want is my money! Understand that,
Pernath?”

I listened, astonished.

“What money? Is Dr. Savioli in your debt, then?”

Wassertrum evaded the point.

“I've had dealings with him. It will come out right.”

“You mean you’re going to kill him!” I cried.
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He sprang up at that, in a panic, then gobbled again.

“Yes! Kill him! How much longer do we have to keep up this
comedy?” I pointed to the door. “Get out!” I said.

Slowly he felt for his hat, put it on his head, and turned to go. Then,
for a moment, paused, and, with a coolness for which I wouldn’t have
given him credit, replied:

“That’s nght. I wanted to leave you out of it. Good! If I don’t, all
right. The barbers that worry make the most cuts. I've got enough. If
you had any sense—Savioli is in your way! But—now—I'm going—to
make—all three of you——" —he made a gesture of strangling some-
one—"neckties!”

His face looked altogether so satanic, and he seemed so appallingly
sure of himself, my blood ran cold to see him. Obviously he must have
some weapon in his possession that I knew not of. Neither did Char-
ousek. I felt the ground tottering beneath my feet.

“The file! The file!” Something was whispering in the back of my
brain. [nstantaneously I measured the distance with my eyes: one step
to the table . . . two to Wassertrum. . . .I was poised for a spring
when—there at the door stood Hillel, as though he had risen out of
the floor!

The room swam before my eyes.

As through a mist I saw how Hillel stood there, motionless. and
Wassertrum, step by step, retreated towards the wall. Then I heard
Hillel speaking:

“You know the old proverb, Aaron, doubtless, how all Jews will go
bail one for another? Don’t make it too difficult.” He added a couple
of Hebrew words that I did not understand.

“What do you mean, listening at doors?”” Aaron snarled at him, his
lips trembling with rage.

“Whether I was listening or not is my own affair,” Hillel told him.
And again added a sentence in Hebrew which this time sounded like
a threat. I expected an open row now, but Wassertrum stood there
never saying a word. Then, after pondering a moment, he went out.

Apprehensively I looked towards Hillel. But he signed to me to be
silent. Obviously he was waiting for something, for he strained his ears
in the direction of the passage, I wanted to go and shut the door. but
he restrained me with an impatient gesture.

After at least a minute, the junkdealer’s shuffling tread was heard
coming up the stairs again. Without speaking one word, Hillel went
out and made way for him.

Wassertrum waited till he was out of hearing, then snarled at me,
“Give me back my watch!”



WOMAN

What on earth had become of Charousek?

Twenty-four hours had passed since I put my mirror in the window,
and still not a sign of him. Had he forgotten the signal we had agreed
upon together? Or had he just not seen it?

I went to the window and adjusted the piece of glass so that the
sun’s rays on it were reflected directly towards the little barred peep-
hole of his basement lodging.

Hillel’s intervention yesterday had reassured me somewhat. He
would surely have warned me had any danger been impending. Add-
ed to which, Wassertrum couldn’t have done anything of moment
since; the instant he had left me he had gone back to his shop; I
glanced down towards it to make certain, and there he was, sure
enough, leaning motionless behind his counter, just as I had seen him
early in the morning.

This incessant waiting was getting more than my nerves could bear!
The mild spring breeze that blew in from the window of the adjoining
room made me quite sick with longing.

The snow was melting from the roofs! And how the little beads of
water shimmered in the rays of the sun! More and more did it all seem
to draw me out of doors by invisible threads. Full of restlessness, I
walked up and down the room. Threw myself into a chair. Got up
again.

This sickly germ of uncertain love was like a cancer eating away my
breast. The whole night long it had tormented me. One time it had
been Angelina nestling into my arms; then, apparently, I was talking
to Mirlam, quite quiet and calm, when again Angelina came and
kissed me. I could smell the perfume of her hair, and the soft sable fur
of her coat tickled my neck. Suddenly it began to peel off her naked
shoulders, and Rosina was in her place—Rosina, dancing, half drunk,
with half-closed eyes, clad in a swallow-tail coat—naked. All this in a
semi-dream that was almost equivalent to being awake. A terrible
kind of awakeness, sweet, evanescent, agonising. . . .

When morning broke, my doppelganger was standing at my bed-
side, the ghostly Habal Garmin, referred to by Hillel as “breath of
bones.” I looked him in the eyes. He was in my power, and must now
reply to any question I chose to put to him to do with this or any other
world. He was only waiting for me to begin. But my craving after the
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mysterious must perforce give way to the heat of my blood; it was no
more than a weak, thin trickle, leaking through to the barren ground
of my reasoning powers. I dismissed the phantom, which promptly
resolved itself into the image of Angelina and finally dwindled into
the letter “Aleph,” only to wax once more and stand before me as the
colossal female stark naked, that once I had seen emerge from the
book Ibbur, with the pulse like an earthquake. The creature stooped
towards me, and I breathed the intoxicating perfume of her hot flesh.

Was Charousek never coming? The bells were beginning to ring in
the steeples. One more quarter of an hour would I wait—and then go
out! I would saunter through bustling streets, full of folk dressed in
their best, in the rich quarter of the town, where would be seen beauti-
ful women with tiny hands and feet and the faces of coquettes!

Perhaps I should by chance meet Charousek there! At least, that
was the excuse I muttered to myself.

I fetched down my old pack of tarot cards from the bookcase
meanwhile, to while away the time.

Maybe I should get an idea from one of them for a design for a new
cameo? [ hunted through them for the Pagad. But it didn’t seem to be
there. Where could it have got to?

As I sat shuffling through the cards, my thoughts dwelt upon their
mystic import. Especially that of the Hanged Man. What could that
mean?

A man, strung on a cord betwixt heaven and earth, head down,
arms bound behind him, right thigh crossed over his left leg, looking
almost in the form of a cross, over an inverted triangle.

Some symbol pregnant with meaning that I could not fathom.

Ah! At last there was Charousek!

Or was it not?

Better still—Miriam!

“Do you know, Miriam, that I was just on the point of going down
to you and suggesting you went for a drive with me?” The words were
not, literally speaking, perfectly true, but I couldn’t think of that just
now. “You will, won’t you? You couldn’t be so cruel as to refuse? I
feel in such extraordinarily good spirits to-day, and only wanted you
to crown my happiness!”

“A drive?” She was so utterly dumbfounded that I simply had to
burst out laughing.
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“Is it quite such an astounding proposition?”

“No . .. no...But”—she was actually at a loss for words—
“remarkable . . . unusual! A drive!”

“Not in the least unusual, in the light of the fact that hundreds and
thousands of folk do it every day of their lives! And that that, most
frequently, is about all that they do do!”

“Ah! Other people,” she admitted. But the thought of it still quite
took her breath away.

I took her by both hands.

“I want all those pleasures that come the way of other people, Mi-
riam, to be enjoyed by you a thousandfold!”

Suddenly she went deathly white, and I could see from the glazed
look in her eyes what she was thinking of.

I felt a stab at my heart.

“Don’t let it obsess you, Miriam,” I pleaded. “I mean—the miracu-
lous. Will you promise me to try not to—out of friendship to me?”

Hearing the anxious tone in my voice, she looked at me in amaze-
ment.

“If it didn’t take you like this, I could rejoice in it, too, with you
.. .but. . .asitis. . . Do you know I'm very concerned about you,
Miriam? About—how shall I say it?—your spiritual health? Try and
not take me too literally, but—but I could wish there were no such
things as miracles.”

I waited, expecting her to protest, but she only nodded as she stood
there, sunk in thought.

“It is devouring you, Miriam.”

She answered hastily, “Sometimes I almost wish there were none.”

For me her words contained at least a ray of hope. “Were I to
think,” she went on, softly and dreamily, “the time would come when
I would have to live without such miracles as——"

“You might all of a sudden become rich, and not need any more.”
The words rushed thoughtlessly to my tongue, but I stopped on seeing
her look of consternation. “I—I mean . . . one day you might, in the
ordinary course of things, be freed from all your worries, and the
miracles you would then experience would be of a different sort. They
would be, so to say, inner experiences.”

She shook her head, and said resolutely, “Things of that kind are
not miracles. The amazing thing is that such a lot of people seem to
exist without ever having them. Ever since my childhood, day after
day, night after night, I have lived through——" She suddenly broke
off short, and I surmised she referred to something deep within her of
which I had not been told—possibly the same kind of concatenation
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of strange happenings as I myself had suffered. “Never mind about
that. . . . Only if someone were to stand up here and now, curing the
sick by laying on of hands, that I could call no miracle. Not till the
soulless earth becomes informed with spirit, and the laws of Nature
set at naught, will that happen for which I have yearned since my
birth. Once my father said to me: “There are two aspects of the Kab-
bala, one magical, one abstract, which do not coincide.” The magical
can encompass the abstract or theoretical, but the reverse can never
be. The magic side is a gift, while the other may be acquired, though
only with the help of a guide. And what I long and long for is this
same strange gift: things that can be acquired I set no store by, and
find as worthless as dust. And if I were to think”—the convulsive
twisting of her hands, and the pain and grief in her voice, went to my
very heart—*"if once I were to believe that miracles would pass out of
my life, then I think the mere possibility of such a thing would kill me,
here and now.”

“Is that the reason why you said just now you almost wished no
miracles had happened?” I asked.

“Only partly. There’s something else as well. —I——" She stopped
a moment to think. “I was not sufficiently developed to experience a
miracle like that. How can I best explain to you? Let us suppose—just
suppose, of course—that for a period of years I had the same dream
every night, which went on and on, and in which someone—let us say
a visitor from another world—instructed me, and showed me, not
only my own self as in a mirror, but how far removed I was from the
maturity necessary to experience a miracle; guiding me at the same
time into the paths of reason, thereby giving me the key to so much
that was wont to puzzle me during the day, and enabling me to put
my problems to the test. . . . You, surely, will understand how great
a thing that must be to come into one’s life—what a difference it
makes, and how far it can surpass all the joys life has to offer? For me
it meant the bridge that united me to the unseen, the Jacob’s ladder
by means of which I could climb up out of the darkness of everyday
existence. He was my friend and my guide and my sole assurance that
the obscure ways my soul seemed bound to tread would not end in
darkness and insanity. He was my every hope, and he had never lied
to me. Then, all of a sudden, and in direct contradiction to everything
he had ever told me. a miracle crossed my path! Whom now should I
believe? All these years that had gone before, and meant so much to
me, were they nothing but a snare and a delusion? Once my faith in
them were to go, I fell into a bottomless abyss! And yet—the miracle
had happened! I would sing for joy, if only——"
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“If only?” I interrupted, breathless. Maybe she herself now would
utter the one redeeming word whereby I could tell her everything!

“If only I could learn I was mistaken! That it was no miracle! But,
if it were so, I know as surely as I stand here”—my heart stood still—
“it would be my undoing! To fall from highest heaven to deepest
earth—do you think mortal man could be called on to endure it?”

“Ask your father to help you,” was all the advice that, in my dis-
tress, I could offer.

“Ask father?” She looked at me uncomprehendingly. “But when for
me it is only one of two ways, how could he find a third? Do you
know the one thing that could save me now? It would be for that to
happen which has happened to you! If I could forget, once and for all,
everything that lies behind me! Strange, is it not, that what makes you
so unhappy would be for me my greatest good?”

For a long time we both were silent. Then all at once she seized my
hand and laughed.

“But I don’t want you, please, to distress yourself too much about
it!”” (That she should be comforting me . . . she, me!) “Here were you
just now, so merry and bright over the coming of spring, and now I
have plunged you into the depths of depression! I shouldn’t have said
anything about it to you. Try and pretend I have not! Dismiss it from
your mind, and be cheerful once more! Like—like I am.”

“You, Miriam?” My voice was bitter as I interrupted her. “You
cheerful?”

She smiled resolutely at me. “Ever so cheerful! When I came up to
see you I was most dreadfully cast down—I can’t say why. Somehow
I couldn’t get it out of my head that you were in great peril of some
sort”—I listened attentively—"but, instead of rejoicing, as I should
have done, to find you safe and sound, here have I been depressing
you with -

I now forced myself to be merry. “You can atone for that now,” I
told her, “if only you’ll go out with me.” (I deliberately made my
voice sound as cheerful as possible.) “Once in a way, Miriam, I
should ever so much like to see whether I couldn’t succeed in driving
away those morbid thoughts of yours! Say what you like, you know,
you're no Egyptian magician! You're just a young girl, and, as such,
subject to the caprices of the winds of spring!”

She, too, became gay all of a sudden.

“Why, Herr Pernath, I've never seen you like this before! As for the
winds of spring—our parents control them for us Jewish gi'rls, and we
must obey. It comes naturally to us. I suppose it’s in our blood.
Though perhaps not so much in our family,” she added thoughtfully,
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“since my mother refused flatly to marry Aaron Wassertrum.”

“What? Your mother? The junkdealer down below?”

Miriam nodded. “It never happened, though, thank God. Though it
was a dreadful blow to the poor man.”

“Poor man, you call him?” I burst forth. “The fellow’s an utter
rogue!”

Very seriously she nodded her head. “Of course he’s a rogue. But
anyone stuck in his skin would have to be a prophet if he weren’t a
scoundrel.”

Full of curiosity, I edged nearer to her. “Do you know anything
particular about him? I’'m interested. Particularly so.”

“Once you had seen the inside of his shop, Herr Pernath, you’d
know exactly the sort of things went on in his mind. I can tell you
that, for as a child I used very often to be in there. Why do you look
at me so astonished? Is it so surprising? He’s always been kind and
friendly towards me. Once, I remember, long ago, he gave me a big
stone that glittered, and which I had taken a fancy to among his
things. But my mother told me it was a diamond, and I must take it
back at once.

“For a long time he wouldn’t take it back again, then suddenly he
tore it out of my hand and threw it angrily away. But I could see the
tears in his eyes as he did so, and I knew enough Hebrew to under-
stand what he was muttering to himself: ‘Everything I put my hand to
is accursed.’ It was the last time I ever went to see him. He never asked
me in again. I knew quite well why it was. If I hadn’t tried to comfort
him, it would have been all right, but just because I felt so sorry for
him, and said so, he didn’t want to see me any more. Can you under-
stand that, Herr Pernath? It’s ever so simple, really. He is a man
obsessed; the kind of man who becomes suspicious to the point of
madness directly anyone touches his heart. He thinks of himself as
being far more detestable than he really is—if such a thing is possi-
ble—and that is the mainspring of all his thoughts and acts. They say
his wife was very fond of him. It may have been more pity than love,
but, all the same, I have heard it from a lot of people. He was the only
person who thought otherwise. He goes about scenting treachery and
hatred everywhere.

“The only exception he made was in favour of his son. Whether it
was because he had watched him grow up and studied his every qual-
ity from childhood onwards, and could therefore find no single point
in which to sow the seeds of his mistrust, or whether it was his Jewish
blood concentrating all its powers for loving on its own offspring, in
obedience to the old Jewish instinct lest the race die out ere the mis-
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sion be achieved that slumbers still, forgotten, in the darkness of their
hearts, who can tell?

“He superintended this boy’s education with a judgment little short
of marvellous in a man so unlettered as he. An expert psychologist
could hardly have improved on it. To begin with, he sheltered him
throughout his boyhood from whatever experience might develop any
such thing as an active conscience, thereby safeguarding his future
from the pains of remorse. As his tutor he engaged an eminent man of
science with decided views as to the animal world not being liable to
pain. His entire upbringing was based on the principle of squeezing
the last drop of enjoyment possible from every created thing, and then
casting away the shell thereof as of no further practical use. And, of
course, money was represented as the be-all and end-all of existence,
and the key to every kind of power. He actually hit upon a method,
too, whereby his son might mystify the world, as he had done, with
regard to his own wealth, without the disadvantage of the poverty-
stricken appearance he himself had seen fit to adopt. He thought this
would increase the sphere of his influence, and to that end he made
him an @sthete, imbuing him with the insidious and pernicious ‘cult of
the beautiful.’” I should hardly think this could have been his own
unaided inspiration—more likely he was acting on the advice of some
really cultured person—but the result was that the boy grew into the
kind of man who deliberately affects the worship of the lilies of the
field, while the true soul of him is that of a ravening vulture.

“He cherished no grievance against this son for disavowing him
wherever and whenever possible. On the contrary, he preached it as a
duty. For his love was devoid of self, and, as I once heard my father
say, ‘of the kind that reaches out beyond the grave.’”

Miriam was silent for a moment, though I could gather the trend
her thoughts had taken from the changed tone of voice in which she
next said: '

“Strange fruits, at times, grow from the tree of Judaism.”

“Tell me, Miriam,” I asked her, “have you ever heard that Wasser-
trum keeps a wax figure somewhere in his shop? I don’t know who
told me—it may have been only a dream——"

“No, Herr Pernath, it was not. It is quite true. A wax figure, large as
life, stands in the corner where he sleeps, on a sack of straw heaped
round with every possible kind of rubbish. He took it once, so they
say, from a waxworks show, on account of its likeness to some girl—a
Christian—who must, I suppose, have one day been a sweetheart of
his.”

“Charousek’s mother!” the thought flashed into my mind.
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“You don’t know her name, Miriam?”’

She shook her head. “If you really want to know—shall I find out
for you?”

“No, no, Miriam, don’t bother. It really doesn’t matter.” I saw from
the light in her eyes how worked up she had been getting, and was
resolved to calm her down. “Tell me more about what you were say-
ing just row. It interests me. I mean about the soft winds of spring.
Your father surely won’t tell you whom to marry?”

She laughed merrily. “Father? What are you thinking about?”

“Ah! All the better for me!”

“How so?” she asked guilelessly.

“Doesn’t it increase my chances?”

It was but a joke, and she only took it as such, but she went none
the less quickly to the window, so that I should not see the deep flush
on her cheeks. I rambled on, to help her out of her embarrassment.

“As an old friend you must let me, of course, be present at the
ceremony. Or do you think of for ever remaining unmarried?”

“No. Oh, no.” She disclaimed the idea so earnestly that I smiled, in
spite of myself. “One day, most certainly, I must marry.”

“Of course. Naturally you must!”

She was as nervous as a flapper.

“Herr Pernath, can’t you be serious for one single moment?” In
obedience to her wish, I adopted the mask of a wise philosopher, and
sat down close to her.

“You see, when I tell you like that I must one day marry, it is just
that I have not so far worried myself a great deal about things of that
sort. But it is not that I do not realise that I should miss the full
meaning of life if I thought I had come into the world to remain for
ever childless.”

For the first time since I had known her, I saw the look of the true
woman come into her eyes.

“One of my dreams,” she continued softly, “is to prefigure to my-
self as an ultimate ideal the complete fusion of two human beings into
what—have you never heard of the old Egyptian cult of Osiris?—into
what the hermaphrodite stands for in the language of symbolism.”

I listened now with the utmost attention. “The hermaphrodite.”

“I mean by that, the magical union into one single entity of a man
and a woman. Not, as I said, really as the w/timare goal, but as the
beginning of a new way that is eternal—a way without an end.”

“And 1s it your hope,” I questioned her, “one day to find what you
are looking for? May it not be that he lives in some far-off land
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. . . perhaps not even upon this our planet?”

“I know nothing about that,” she replied simply. “I can but wait. If
we are really separated from one another both by space and time—
and I can hardly believe it, for, if so, why should I be so firmly
planted here in the Ghetto?—or through a mutual ignorance of one
another’s existence, so that I am never to find him, then is my entire
life nothing but some mocking devil’s dream. But please—please,” she
implored me, “let us speak no more of it. Once one begins to clothe
one’s thoughts in words, their brightness becomes obscured at once by
this horrible tinge of earthliness, and I don’t want—"

She broke off short.

“What don’t you want, Miriam?”

She lifted up her hand, then rose quickly, saying:

“Visitors for you, Herr Pernath!”

The swish of silken skirts was now heard in the passage.

An impetuous knock. Then:

Angelina!

Miriam wanted to go, but I prevented her.

“Let me introduce . . . the daughter of an old friend . . . the
Countess . . .”

“Why, it’s almost impossible to make one’s way along all this bro-
ken plaster in the passage. My dear Master Pernath, why ever don’t
you live in a place fit for human habitation? There’s the snow melting
away out of doors, and the heavens rejoicing thereat, and here you sit
glooming away like an old frog in a mildewy cave! Only yesterday I
was at my jeweller’s, and he told me you were the finest artist and
cutter of precious stones that exists at the present day—if not one of
the greatest ever known!” Angelina sparkled on like a waterfall, and I
was enchanted without more ado. Once again to behold those eyes of
shining blue, those little feet in the diminutive patent leather shoes,
the whimsical face peeping forth from its wilderness of fur, and the
tips of her little rosy ears!

She hardly took a breath, but continued.

“My carriage is waiting round the cornmer. I was so afraid I
shouldn’t find you at home. You haven’t had your lunch yet, I hope?
We’ll drive out to . . . well, where shall we drive? . . . Wait a mo-
ment! I know! We’ll go into the park, or at least somewhere in the
fresh air where we can sniff the rising of the sap and the bursting of
the buds! Come along now . . . come along . . . get your hat! You'll
lunch with me, and we’ll sit and talk till evening! Get your hat, quick!
What is it you’re waiting for? There’s a lovely thick rug in the car-
riage, and we’ll wrap ourselves in it up to the ears, and sit close, one
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against another, till we’re as snug as snug can be.”

What was there left for me to say? “I was just talking of going for a
drive with my neighbour’s daughter.” But Miriam had hastily with-
drawn, before I could get the words out of my mouth.

I accompanied her to the door, though she tried good humouredly
to prevent me.

“Listen to me, Miriam. I cannot tell you here on the stairs how
much I depend on you. I would a thousand times rather go with you

“You mustn’t keep the lady waiting, Herr Pernath,” she insisted.
“Good-bye, and—have a nice time!”

Her tone was cordial and quite sincere, but I could see the light had
gone out of her eyes.

She hurried down the stairs, and for very grief I could say not a
word. I felt as if I knew what it was to lose a world.

As in an intoxicating dream, I sat at Angelina’s side. At a brisk pace
we were driving through the overcrowded streets. It was like being
plunged into the hub of the universe, a sparkling swirl of life, amid
which here and there only could I distinguish bright, isolated, gleam-
ing points: flashing jewels in ear-rings and muff-chains; stark, shiny
opera-hats; white feminine gloves; a poodle dog with a scarlet collar
round its neck, barking, and trying idiotically to bite our carriage
wheels as they turned; immaculate steeds, foaming at the lips, snort-
ing at us in their silver-plated harness; a shop-window filled with cases
full of lustrous pearls and twinkling ornaments; costly silks that
gleamed round women’s hips.

And the spell of Angelina’s warm body, all the more potent in its
workings for the bitter wind that cut into our faces.

The police controlling the traffic stepped respectfully aside as we
drove past. We turned in the direction of the bridge, past the mass of
stone ruins surrounded by a crowd of gaping sightseers. I scarcely
looked at it; the slightest word from the mouth of Angelina, the lashes
of her eyes, the quick play of her lips, all—all—was far more momen-
tous to me than seeing how the blocks of fallen stone checked the
surging cakes of ice upon their course.

Then came the park. And with it the good earth, hard trodden. The
rustle of leaves beneath the horses’ hooves; the wet air; the stark
branches of the trees filled with crows’ nests; dead winter green of
grass lawns, flecked here and there with islets of white snow—all—all
of it flashed past me like a dream.

Quite suddenly, almost indifferently, Angelina had touched on the
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subject of Dr. Savioli with a couple of abrupt words.

“Now that the danger is past,” she told me, with enchanting and
child-like lack of embarrassment, “and I know he’s going on so much
better, everything I did then, at that time, seems to me so dreadfully
boring! All I want to do now is to feel happy again, and close my eyes,
and bathe in the sunshine and joy of life. I believe all women are like
that although they won’t admit it. Or are they so stupid they don’t
even know it themselves? What do you think?” But she obviously
didn’t listen to a word of what I said. “We women, you know, are so
uninteresting, as a rule, to one another. You needn’t take it to yourself
for flattery, but it’s absolutely true that the mere presence of a sympa-
thetic male is worth more to my little finger than the most exciting
conversation with the cleverest woman that ever was! Talks between
women are always so stupid! What is there for them to talk abou:s?
Just . . . clothes and such . . . and the fashions don’t change as often
as all that, after all! I'm dreadfully frivolous, am I not?” she asked,
suddenly starting to play the coquette, with the result that it was all I
could do not to take her head between both my hands and kiss the
nape of her neck. “Tell me that I'm frivolous!”

She nestled still closer to me, and snuggled up against me. We were
out of the main drive now, and rolling along little pathways with small
shrubs on either hand, swathed in straw till they looked like the rumps
of strange, fantastic monsters deprived of limbs and heads.

People sat on seats in the sun, looking after us, then putting their
heads together and whispering.

For a while we both took refuge in our thoughts. How different
Angelina seemed now from the figure who had occupied so large a
space in the world of my imagination! Was it really the same woman
I had comforted that day in the Cathedral?

I simply couldn’t turn my eyes away from those half-parted lips.
But still she said not a word. She seemed to be forming some picture
in her mind’s eye.

The carriage was rolling now over a waste of moist grass. It smelt of
earth awakening.

“Do you know, madame——’

“Please call me Angelina,” she broke in softly.

“Do you know, then, Angelina, that I spent all last night dreaming
of you?”

She made a quick little gesture, as though to withdraw her arm from
mine, and looked at me with astonished eyes. “But so did I of you!”
she cried. “And I was just this moment thinking of it!”

The conversation ended with a jerk, for we both realised we had
been subject to the same dream.

il
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I could feel it in the pulsing of her blood. Her arm quivered slightly
on my breast. She was looking away from me, with an agonised ex-
pression on her face.

Slowly, slowly, I drew her hand towards my lips, stripping from it
the white, fragrant glove, hearing as I did so the catching of her
breath. Then, half crazed with love, I pressed my teeth into the ball of
her little thumb.

Hours later I was making my way like a drunken man towards the
town, through the evening mist. Aimlessly I went up first one street,
then another, making a circle as complete as it was unconscious.

I was standing now by an iron railing close to the river, staring
down at the raging waters.

I still felt Angelina’s arm around my neck; I could still see the stone
basin of the fountain, full of sodden elm-leaves, before which, so
many, many years ago, we had parted one from another; she was
wandering still with me, as she had done only a few hours ago. her
head leaning on my shoulder, speechless, through the frosty twilight
of her own garden.

I sit down upon a bench, pulling my hat far down over my eyes.
that I may continue dreaming.

Down below the embankment, the water blustered on its way, and
in the sound of its swirling was drowned the last dying murmur of a
town on the verge of its nocturnal rest. When, from time to time, I
drew my cloak closer around me and looked up. the river was plunged
in ever deeper shadow, till at last, capitulating to the blackness of the
night, it flowed on its darkened course with a track of white foam,
where it fell into the lock, cutting a diagonal streak of dazzling white
from shore to shore.

I shuddered at the bare thought of having to return once more to
my desolate lodging.

The magic of one brief afternoon had made me for ever and ever a
stranger in my own dwelling-place.

A brief span of a few fleeting weeks—days, maybe—and my bliss
would be as a tale that is told, and nothing left to remind me thereof
but a sweet, sad memory.

And then? Ah, then . . . I was homeless for ever and a day. this
side of the river or the other.

I stood up. Just one more look would I take through the park gates
at the great house where she dwelt, behind one of whose windows she
was sleeping, even now. One more look, before I returned to the Ghet-
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to. I took my bearings with regard to the direction I had come, grop-
ing my way through the thickening mist along the rows of houses,
across slumbering squares, past shadowy monuments rising threaten-
ingly on their pedestals, past lonely sentry-boxes, and flourishing
facades of baroque buildings. The dull glimmer of a street lamp
developed into gigantic concentric rays of an attenuated rainbow hue,
only to dwindle once more into dull yellow pin-pricks of light before
vanishing into the mist behind me.

From the feel of it, my feet were treading broad stone steps now,
strewn with gravel. Where was I? In a tunnel, with a steep slope?

To the right and left of me seemed to be smooth garden walls, over
which hung the bare boughs of trees. They had the look of springing
straight from the atmosphere; their trunks were blotted out by fog.

A couple of rotten, slender twigs cracked off as my hat touched
them, glancing off my cloak into the grey, misty abyss in which my
feet were hidden.

Suddenly a gleaming point of light; a lonely, far-off spark it
seemed, poised, mysterious fashion, somewhere in infinity "twixt heav-
en and earth.

I must have gone astray; that could only be from the old Castle
steps on the slopes of the Fiirstenberg Gardens.

Then came a long stretch of muddy ground. Then a paved path.

A massive shadow suddenly reared itself in front of me, like a head
in a black, high, peaky hat. It was the Daliborka, the Hunger Tower,
in which human creatures of olden time suffered a slow death, while
their monarchs far beneath them hunted wild game in the park. A
little twisty, twirly alley, broken here and there by arbitrary loop-
holes—it might almost be called a spiral passage, scarce broad enough
to admit the width of a man—and I stood before a row of diminutive
houses, not one of which exceeded my own height. I had only to
stretch up my arm to touch their roofs.

It was the Street of the Alchemists, where the so-called “wise men”
of the past had evolved their formulas for the philosopher’s stone,
brewing their concoctions in the watches of the night, poisoning with
their noxious fumes the sweet rays of the moon.

No road led out of it but the way I had just trod. Oddly enough, I
couldn’t find the passage-way again through which I had emerged; I
came up instead against a lattice gate. There was no help for it, I told
myself; I must awaken someone and ask the way. I thought it curious
that a house should be blocking up the way—a house, moreover,
larger than the others, and, from the look of it, inhabited. I couldn’t
remember ever having seen it before.
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It must surely be whitewashed all over, to stand out so clearly in
this mist?

I went through the lattice gate and up the little garden path, and
pressed my face against the window-panes. Everything was dark. I
knocked on the window. A veritable old Methuselah of a man came
then through the door, with an aged, wambling gait, till he reached the
middle of the room, when he stood still, slowly turning his head to-
wards the phials and retorts that stood on shelves around the walls,
smothered in dust; next he looked musingly at the spinning-wheel in
the corner, and finally his gaze fell in my direction. The shadow cast
by his protuberant cheek-bones upon the sockets of his eyes was so
deep it made them look as empty as the eye-holes of a mummy.

Obviously he didn’t see me. I knocked again on the glass. He didn’t
hear. Without a sound, like a man walking in his sleep, he went out of
the room again.

I waited in vain. At length I knocked on the front door. But nobody
opened.

There was nothing for it now but to go on looking till I had found
the entrance to the street again.

Would it not be better, I wondered, to go down below again and
mix with my fellow-creatures—sit with Zwakh, Prokop, and Vrieslan-
der at the Alte Ungelt and try and drink away, at least for a couple of
hours, this gnawing desire for Angelina? Resolutely, and very quickly,
I set my face in that direction.

There the three old cronies sat, their heads together over the worm-
eaten table, white, slender-stemmed clay pipes between their teeth,
and the whole room full of smoke.

Almost it was impossible to make out their faces, so little of the
sparse light from the old-fashioned hanging lamp was reflected from
the dark brown walls.

In the corner sat, as usual, the elderly waitress, flat-chested, thin as
a rake, terse of speech, yellow-billed as a duck, knitting . . . knitting
. . . knitting . . .with that eternally vacant look upon her face.

Thick pads were fastened on the closed doors, so that the voices of
the customers in the neighbouring room filtered through only like a
swarm of hiving bees.

Vrieslander, wearing on his head his conical hat with the stiff brim,
looked, what with his beard and moustaches, the blue-grey tint of his
skin, and the scar beneath his eye, for all the world like a drunken
Dutchman of a bygone century.

Joshua Prokop had stuck a fork right into the midst of his
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musician’s locks, and was drumming incessantly on the table with his
long, wraith-like fingers, while he looked on admiringly at Zwakh’s
laborious efforts to clothe a paunchy bottle of wine in the purple
cloak belonging to one of his marionettes.

“That is Babinski, that is,” declared Vrieslander, with the utmost
gravity. “Mean to say you don’t know who Babinski was? Zwakh, tell
Pernath this instant who Babinski was!”

“Babinski was,” Zwakh began immediately. without so much even
as looking up from his work, “Babinski was one of Prague’s celebrat-
ed robbers and murderers. For many a year he carried on the bloody
business without anyone being aware of it. But, bit by bit, it dawned
upon some of the better families of the neighbourhood as more than a
little strange that, one by one, various relatives became conspicuous
by their absence when it came to sitting down to table. And, though
some of them argued the cloud had its silver lining in that it tended to
reduce housekeeping expenses, it could not be denied that people
would most probably begin to talk, and their prestige would suffer in
consequence.

“The most remarkable part of these disappearances was the number
of marriageable daughters involved.

“Apart from everything else, it became awkward, for, after all, ev-
ery self-respecting family has a certain reputation to keep up for har-
mony in the home circle. The insertions in the agony column of the
daily press—‘Come back: all is forgiven’—grew more and more fre-
quent, and were the cause of universal comment. But Babinski,
thoughtless like most professional killers, had never taken this into
account—and it finally attracted general attention.

“Meanwhile, he had taken the utmost pains to build himself the
cosiest little country house out at Krtsch, that charming little village
close to Prague. He had always been at heart an apostle of the simple
life, and that little house of his was clean and bright as a new pin, and
had a little garden in front of it full of scarlet geraniums.

“But as he couldn’t afford to buy more land in which to conceal the
dead bodies of his victims, he had, to his infinite regret, to convert this
flower-bed into a grass plot, smooth and trim, that bit by bit devel-
oped into the shape of a suspicious-looking mound, increasing gradu-
ally in bulk according to how business was, or the season of the year.

“Here it was that Babinski used to sit, after the burden and heat of
the day, playing all kinds of melancholy tunes on his flute, in the light
of the setting sun.”

“Stop a bit,” Prokop brokein, and, quickly pulling his latch-key out
of his pocket, held it to his mouth like a clarionet, singing: “Zimzerlim
zambusla—deh.”
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“Were you ever there, then, that you know the tune so well?” asked
Vrieslander, astonished.

Prokop threw him a withering look. “I was not. Babinski was born
a little too soon to have had the pleasure of my acquaintance. But, as
a composer, I can be allowed to know the tunes he played, [ suppose?
You have nothing to say about it. You're not musical. Zimzerlim—
zambusla—nbusla—deh.”

Zwakh listened attentively till Prokop had put his key back again
into his pocket, and then continued:

“But the waxing of that grass mound at length aroused suspicion on
the part of the powers that be, and to a certain policeman from the
suburb of Zizkov, who had witnessed from afar the spectacle of Ba-
binski throttling the life out of an ancient dame of good family. be-
longs the honour of having finally ascertained the nature of that
worthy’s extremely anti-social profession, and putting an end to it
accordingly.

“Babinski was duly arrested at the privacy of his own fireside. The
court brought in a verdict of guilty, and, by virtue of the prisoner’s
otherwise exemplary reputation, condemned him to death by hanging.
The firm of Leipen Bros., wholesale and retail rope merchants, was
contracted with for the provision of all the necessary outfit for the
execution, so far as their particular side of it was concerned.

“But it so happened that the rope gave way at the crucial moment,
and Babinski’s sentence was commuted to penal servitude for life. For
a period of twenty years did the murderer atone for his misdeeds
behind the prison walls of St. Pancras. Not once was a single reproach
heard upon his lips: indeed, such was his behaviour he is quoted as a
model to this day amongst the prison officials: he was even allowed,
so they say, to play his flute on the birthdays of the lords of the land.”

Whereupon Prokop immediately began to search for his latch-key
again, but Zwakh prevented him.

“As the result of a general amnesty, the remainder of Babinski’s
sentence was annulled, and he got a job as porter in the Convent of
the Compassionate Heart. The work involved a certain amount of
light gardening, and such was his proficiency with the spade. owing to
his previous experience in another walk of life, he soon used to find
himself through with it, and free for the rest of the day to devote
himself to his reading, which was chosen with the greatest care. for the
betterment of his soul.

“The result was most delightful. Though the Mother Superior was
quite willing to allow him every Saturday evening off, to go down to
the local tavern and cheer his spirits up, he always used to return
punctually before nightfall, alleging that the universal degeneration of
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public morals was more than he could bear to witness, and that the
sort of rabble a2 man met these days on the high roads was such as to
make it positively unsafe to venture out of doors at all after dark.

“It was just about then that certain wax modellers bethought them-
selves of making little wax effigies of Babinski, and of being suffi-
ciently tactless as to display them in their windows, dressed, each of
them, in little red cloaks. Such an object was soon to be found in the
house of each one of the afflicted families.

“But in still greater profusion were they to be seen in the shop
windows, beneath glass cases, and nothing put Babinski into such a
fine state of frenzy as to behold one of them.

“It was, so he used to declare, an utterly unwarranted and repre-
hensible piece of impertinence that nothing could justify thus to per-
petuate a man’s youthful peccadilloes before his very eyes, and he
would declare himself astounded that prompt action in high quarters
was not taken to put an end to such a disgraceful practice.

“Even on his death-bed did he deliver himself of such and similar
sentiments.

“Neither was it to no purpose, for not long afterwards the authori-
ties actually did step in and forbid the traffic in those little Babinski
statuettes that had been the cause of such heart-burnings.”

Zwakh now took a mighty pull out of his tankard of grog, while all
three of them grinned like the devil. After which, he turned his head
towards the an@mic-looking waitress, and I, for one, was witness of
the tear she was wiping from her eye.

“Well, Master Pernath, honoured friend and esteemed cutter of
stones,” Vrieslander asked me, after a considerable pause, “do you
feel inclined to cap our colleague’s yarn with a better of your own?
Unless, of course, you like to foot our little bill as an alternative.”

I began to tell them of my wanderings through the fog. When I
came to the part where I had discovered the white house, they all
three of them, for very suspense, removed their pipes from their
mouths, and, when I ceased, Prokop smote the table with his fist, as he
cried:

“Can you beat it? Isn’t that just the sort of thing that happens to
our friend Pernath here, and nobody else! And oh—by the way—that
Golem mystery—you remember that time?—has been cleared up all
right. Did you know?”

“How, cleared up?” I asked, dumbfounded.

“You know Haschile, the mad Jewish beggar? No? Well, at any
rate, Haschile was the Golem all right.”

“A beggar, the Golem?”
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“Yes. Haschile. Yesterday afternoon the so-called ghost was seen
blissfully wandering through the streets, clothed in those disgusting
old rags from the seventeenth century, if you please! He walked right
through the Salnitergasse bold as brass, and the butcher’s boy caught
him and led him off to the station on a dog leash!”

“What on earth are you talking about? I can’t make head or tail of
it!” I broke in.

“I'm telling you! It was Haschile! It seems he found the old clothes
some time ago, before the door of some house. But, to get back to
what you were telling us about that little white house—it’s extraordi-
narily interesting. You may not know it, but there’s an old legend
about a house in that very Street of the Alchemists that’s only visible
when there’s a fog, and only then to those folk born of a Sunday! It
goes by the name of ‘Last Lamp House.” Whoever goes up the street
by day sees only a huge grey stone, and behind it there’s a sheer drop
right down into the Hirschgraben. You can thank your lucky stars,
Pernath, you didn’t take one step more. If you had, you would have
fallen into the Hirschgraben and broken every bone in your body.
Beneath that stone, according to the legend, is hidden a mighty trea-
sure. It is the foundation-stone, so they say, laid by the Order of the
Asiatic Brothers, who are said to have founded the city of Prague, for
a house that should one day be inhabited by a man—or, to use a
better expression, a hermaphrodite; for it is to be a creature formed
from both man and woman. It will carry a hare as its coat-of-arms.
For the hare was apparently the symbol of Osiris, and that is the
origin of our custom of the ‘Easter Hare.’

“Ever since it was put there, so men tell, old Methuselah actually
watches over it in person, to see that Satan doesn’t come and seduce
the stone and beget on it a son, the so-called Armilos. Have you never
heard tell of Armilos? They even know what he would look like—that
is to say, the old rabbis do—when he comes down to earth; he would
have hair of gold, bound straight back from his brow; two peaks on
his head; eyes in the form of sickles; and arms that reached down to
his feet.”

“A beauty like that should be drawn,” growled Vrieslander, and
fumbled for his pencil.

“So don’t forget, Pernath,” Prokop concluded, “if you should ever
have the luck to be transformed into a hermaphrodite, and find the
hidden treasure in passing, don’t at least forget I've always been a
good friend to you!”

But I was not in the mood for joking, feeling rather a prey to a faint
feeling of dismay.
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Zwakh must have noticed it, for all he knew not the reason, for he
quickly came to my rescue:

“At any rate, it’s most strange, not to say uncanny, that Pernath
should have had such a vision in the very spot so closely associated
with the old legend. There are hidden linkages, from whose bond
certain men apparently cannot free themselves, if their souls have the
faculty of seeing forms which are denied to the external senses.

“I cannot help it. The supernatural is the most fascinating subject in
the world. Do you agree?”

Vrieslander and Prokop had suddenly become grave, and none of
us seemed to think an answer necessary.

“What do you think, Eulalia!” said Zwakh, turning to the old wait-
ress.

She scratched her head with her knitting needle, and snorted, with
heightened colour.

“Oh, go on. You always give me a hard time.”

“At any rate,” Vrieslander went on, as soon as we had stopped
laughing, “it’s been confoundedly close to-day. So much s6, I haven’t
been able to paint a stroke. Somehow or other I've kept on seeing
Rosina, dancing in that coat.”

“Has she turned up again?” I asked.

““Turned up’ is good! The police have her on a long-term contract.
Perhaps the commissioner took a fancy to her at Loisitschek’s. In any
case she’s running wild, and contributing quite a bit to the taxation of
the ‘foreign trade’ in the Ghetto. She’s really a damned goodlooking
girl!”

“It’s astounding what sort of a fool a woman can make of a man
once he allows himself to get fond of her,” Zwakh interpolated. “That
poor fellow, now—IJaromir, the deaf-mute—to get money to go to her,
has become an artist overnight. He goes into the cafés and taverns all
over town and cuts silhouettes of the customers.”

Prokop, who had not been listening to Zwakh, now smacked his
lips. “Indeed? Is she that goodlooking? Ever been favoured with one
of her kisses, Vrieslander?” ;

In a frenzy of indignation, the waitress jumped up and flounced out
of the room.

“Old hen!” growled Prokop after her. “She really needs it—offend-
ed virtue!”

“Take it easy, take it easy,” Zwakh adjured him. “She didn’t mean
to be personal . . . and, besides, she’d just finished that stocking.”

The landlord brought a fresh supply of grog, and the conversation
took a turn that was piquant, to say the least of it. A little too much so
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for the abnormally fevered state of my own blood. I fought against it,
but, the more I strove to detach myself from them and sit there think-
ing about Angelina, the hotter and more excited their talk seemed to
make me. In the end, I left them somewhat abruptly.

The fog was slightly more transparent now as it sprinkled me with
its fine needles of ice, but it was still too thick for me to read the
names of the streets distinctly, so that [ got a little out of my reckon-
ings on my homeward way.

I had just got into the wrong street, and was about to turn back
again, when I heard my name called:

“Herr Pernath! Herr Pernath!”

I looked round, and I looked up, but nobody could I see.

Above the open door of a house a little red lamp showed its unob-
trusive light, and within its rays stood what seemed—to me, at any
rate—a form of beauty.

Once again: “Herr Pernath! Herr Pernath!™ This time, in a whisper.

I stepped, amazed, into the passage-way. In a trice, two soft female
arms had wound themselves around my neck, and, by the shaft of
light that flowed forth from an open doorway, I saw that it was Rosi-
na, clinging to my body with all the warmth of hers.

TRICKERY

A raw, grey day.

I had slept on late into the morning, dreamless and impercipient as
the dead.

My old charwoman had either forgotten to lay the fire or else had
not come at all.

The grate was strewn with cold ashes.

Dust lay on all the furniture.

The floor was unswept.

Shivering, I walked up and down.

A nauseating smell of stale gin permeated the whole room. My
cloak and all my clothes reeked of old tobacco-smoke.

I pushed the window open, but closed it again immediately. The
cold, dirty breath of the street was more than I could bear.

On the lead guttering sparrows were huddling, motionless, with
soaked feathers.
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The whole world seemed nothing but dust and ashes; and I had a
soul to suit.

Nothing looked right. How shabby and shiny that cushion seemed
in the arm-chair—and all the horse-hair stuffing trickling out of it!
Really, it must be sent to the upholsterers . . . ah!. . . what was the
good of it all? After all, only one other fatuous existence going to pot!

Those rubbishy thread bobbles on the window . . . how vulgar and
purposeless . . . how utterly tasteless the whole thing was! Why didn’t
I twist the whole lot of them into one single cord, and hang myself by
it?

Then, at least, the damned things needn’t offend my eyes any more,
and the whole grey, dismal pother of life would be over, once and for
all!

Yes! That was the brightest idea I'd had yet. Make an end of ev-
erything!

I'd do it to-day.

I'd do it this morning. Before I'd had my meal, even. Think of
committing suicide on a full stomach! Think of lying in the wet earth,
full of rotting, undigested food!

If only the sun would show its impudent face, and once again shine
into my soul its damned infernal lie of joie de vivre!

Not much! I wasn’t going any longer to be made the dupe of a
clumsy-footed, purposeless God of Fate who didn’t even know his
own rotten job . . . who lifted me up to the heights, only to push me
down into the filthy, stinking puddle of despond, and pipe the while
its silly tune to me that I'd known all along . . . that every child knew

. . every dog in the street, for that matter . . . how nothing lasts on
earth . . . everything passes . . . everything. . . .

Miriam! Poor, poor Miriam! If only it lay in my power to help her!

What I had to do was to make a resolve and stick to it; turn it into
grim, concrete fact, before the confounded Life Force once again
started dangling its pinchbeck images before my very nose!

What had it all been for—all these communications from the eter-
nal, incorruptible world.

For nothing, by the look of it. Precisely nothing at all.

Or only, perhaps, to send me twirling and twirling round in a circle,
and leave me now, earth-bound, in a veritable torment.

There was only one way out.

I reckoned up in my mind how much money I had at the bank.

That was it. That little sum, paltry though it was, probably repre-
sented the net result of any value to which all my strivings here below
had attained!

I should tie up in a little parcel all the valuables that I possessed—
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including that couple of precious stones in the drawer—and send it to
Miriam. That ought to rid her of the worry of material cares for at
least the space of two years. And I should also write a note to Hillel,
confessing the whole truth to him about the “miracle.”

Only he could help her.

I felt certain he would know how to advise her, somehow.

I found the stones, wrapped them up, and looked at the clock. If I
were to go to the bank now, I could be through with everything in an
hour’s time.

And then I would buy one more bunch of red roses for Angelina!
My whole being cried out with pain and wild longing. I would like to
live one more day . . . just one single day more!

And then have to contend all over again with this throttling agony
of despair? No! A thousand times, no! Not one single minute more
would I wait! The conquering of that one moment’s weakness almost
left a feeling of peace within me.

I looked around. Was there anything else I ought to see to? Ah. . .
that file, on the table! I put it in my pocket, meaning at last to carry
out my intention of throwing it away somewhere outside in the street.

I hated the sight of it. Had it not come within an ace of making me
a murderer?

Who was that, coming up to disturb me?

It was the junkdealer.

“Only a moment, Herr von Pernath,” he panted out breathlessly, as
I signed to him I had no time to spare. “Only just a couple of words.”

The sweat was trickling off his forehead, and he was trembling all
over with excitement.

“Can we talk together here, without being disturbed, Herr von Per-
nath? I don’t want . . . I don’t want that Hillel to come up again! If
you’d just turn the key in the door . . . or. . . better still . . . just
come into the next room . . .” In his usual grabbing fashion he start-
ed pushing me into the room with him. Then he looked cautiously
round him, and whispered in his hoarse voice:

“I've been thinking things over . . . It’s better that way. Nothing'll
come of it. Good. What’s past is past!”

I tried hard to read his eyes. But he avoided my gaze, twisting his
hand on the arm of the chair, such an effort did it cost him to control
himself.

“I'm glad to hear it, Herr Wassertrum,” I said, in as friendly a tone
as I could command. “Life is sufficiently sad, is it not, without the
added bitterness of mutual hate?”
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“Ah . . . He talks as nice as a book,” he grunted, obviously in some
relief, while he fumbled in his trousers pocket, and finally pulled out
the golden watch with the bent cover to it. “And so you’ll see that I
mean it honestly, I want you to take this, as a present.”

“Oh, but really, really!” I expostulated. “You surely don’t sup-
pose——" Then suddenly I remembered what Miriam had told me
about him, and I stretched out my hand, so as not to wound him.

But he didn’t see it, and quite suddenly had gone as white as the
wall. Listening, he rasped:

“There . . . there! I knew he would! There’s Hillel again! He’s
knocking!”

I listened too, and then went back into the other room, partly clos-
ing the bedroom door behind me. But it was not Hillel. Charousek
entered, laying his finger on his lips as a sign that he knew who was
with me. Next moment, without giving me time even to greet him, he
had overwhelmed me with a torrent of verbiage:

“Ah, my esteemed and honoured friend, dear Master Pernath, how
can I find words sufficient to express my delight in finding you at
home, alone?” He spoke like a play actor, and his bombastic and
unnatural delivery formed such a startling contrast to the distorted
look upon his face that I postively recoiled in horror.

“My dear master, never would I have presumed to come and call on
you here, in your own house, in the down-at-heel condition in which
you have met me so often in the street—nay, rather let me say, in
which you have so often done me the honour to shake me by the
hand!

“And whom do you suppose I have to thank for the fact that I am
able to present myself to you as I am to-day, regardless, in spotless
linen and clean overcoat? Why, one of the noblest and—I regret to
have to say—most misunderstood individuals in all our town! The
mere thought of him moves me almost to tears! Despite the fact that
his own circumstances are but humble, he has ever a helping hand to
hold out to the poor and needy. For many a day now the yearning has
been strong within me, when I've seen him standing mournfully be-
fore his own shop door, to go up and press him by the hand without
a word.

“And then, only a few days ago, if he didn’t actually call me up to
him and insist on giving me money, wherewith I might purchase an
overcoat on the instalment system!

“I wonder, Master Pernath, if you could ever guess the name of
this, my benefactor? 'm more than proud to be able to tell you, being,
as I am, the only one ever to guess what a heart of gold was beating in
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that bosom. It was Herr Aaron Wassertrum!”

I knew, of course, that all this play-acting on the part of Charousek
was directed towards the junkdealer who was listening next door,
though as yet I could not imagine what he meant by it. The flattery
seemed to me so much too thickly laid on to take in a man as suspi-
cious as Wassertrum. Charousek evidently read the dubious look in
my face, for he grinned as he shook his head, and his next words were
evidently intended to show me that he knew his man to a “T” and just
how near he could sail to the wind.

“It’s as true, believe me, as I stand here! Herr—Aaron—Wasser-
trum! It almost breaks my heart not to be able to tell him myself how
infinitely grateful I feel towards him. But you must promise me, mas-
ter, none the less, never to reveal to him the fact that I’ve been here
and told you all about it. I know how the greed of mankind in general
has embittered the poor man’s soul, and planted the seeds therein of
deep and ineradicable distrust—tragic, of course, but how terribly
easy to understand!

“As you know, I am a professional psychologist, and I feel most
strongly it’s best that Herr Wassertrum should never hear—not even
from my own mouth—what I really think of him. It would only sow
further seeds of suspicion; at least, never let it be said that I did thar!
Better, even, he should think me ungrateful!

“Let me tell you this, Master Pernath—that from my childhood
upwards I’'ve known what it is to be lonely and deserted in this world.
I don’t know the name of my own father, and never even saw my dear
mother face to face! She must have died very early”—a curious.
forceful, and utterly mysterious note had now crept into Charousek’s
voice—"and was, I feel sure of it, one of those reserved, deeply sensi-
tive natures, who can never tell another human creature the extent of
their love. Aaron Wassertrum is just such another.

“I have in my possession a torn-off leaf from my mother’s diary—as
a matter of fact, I perpetually wear it next my heart—and on it is
written how she loves my father, for all he was so repulsive, more than
any mortal woman ever loved a man on earth. But she never appears
to have acquainted him with the fact. Most probably for the very
same reason that prevents me from speaking to Aaron Wassertrum,
and makes me conceal the gratitude with which my heart is bursting.

“But there’s something else, too, to be found in that torn-out page,
though I can only dimly surmise the meaning of it, the writing all
being smudged with tears. Whoever my father may have been—and
may his memory perish from off the earth—there’s no doubt he be-
haved like an utter swine to my mother!”
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Quite suddenly Charousek crashed on to his knees, screaming out
in such hair-raising tones that for the life of me I did not know wheth-
er he was really going mad or merely playing a part:

“ALMIGHTY GOD, WHOSE NAME MAY NOT BE SPOKEN BY MORTAL MEN. HERE
ON MY KNEES DO I ENTREAT AND SUPPLICATE: CURSED, CURSED, CURSED BE
MY FATHER.TO ALL ETERNITY."

He literally bit the last word in two, and for the space of a second
knelt there, listening, with eyes wide open.

Then he grinned a devilish grin. From the next room, I fancied I
could hear a faint groan from Wassertrum.

“Forgive me, master,” Charousek went on presently, with a well-
simulated choke in his voice. “Forgive me for what must seem making
an exhibition of myself, but what you have just heard is the daily
prayer I send up to God, early and late, that He may hold in reserve
for the author of my being, whosoever he may be, the most fearful end
that ever man has yet devised.”

In spite of myself I tried to answer him, but he interrupted quickly:

“And now, Master Pernath, I come to the request I am going to
make you. Herr Wassertrum had a certain protégé, whom he used to
regard as the apple of his eye. Most probably it was a nephew of his.
Some people even say it was his son, but I can scarcely believe that,
for in that case he would surely have borne the same name, whereas
this man was called Wassory . . . Dr. Theodore Wassory.

“It brings the tears to my eyes only to think of him. For some
reason or other, he had a curious attraction for me, as though betwixt
us there was some close bond of love and kinship.”

At this point Charousek sobbed, as if his emotion were getting the
better of him.

“Ah . . . the pity of it . . . ‘that such a noble mind was here o’er-
thrown!” Ah . . . ah!

“For some reason best known to himself—for I have never been
able to discover it—he committed suicide. And I was one of those
called to his aid . . . alas! . . . too late . . . too late! And as I stood
there, by his deathbed, covering his cold, limp hand with kisses—I'm
not ashamed to confess it to you, Master Pernath, for, after all, ’twas
no theft—I took a rose from those that lay on his dead bosom, and
pocketed the little bottle, with the contents of which the unfortunate
man had cut short his most promising career.”

Charousek now took a small medicine bottle from his pocket, and
continued in trembling tones:

“And now . . . I am going to put both of them here . . . on your
table . . . the withered rose and the little bottle. They were the only
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souvenirs I possessed of my dear dead friend.

“How many a time and oft, in hours of deepest depression, when I
have sat wishing for death, in the loneliness of my heart, and longing
for my dead mother, have I toyed with this little bottle. For it gave me
a strange sense of consolation only to know I had but to pour its
contents on to a piece of cloth, and breathe its fumes, and at once I
should ‘cease upon the midnight with no pain,” wafted maybe to those
Elysian fields where my dearest Theodore rests from the trials and
tribulations of this world!

“And that, my dear and honoured Master Pernath, brings me at
long last to my point. Will you take both these things and deliver them
for me to Herr Wassertrum?

“I want you to tell him, if you will be so good, that they come from
somebody closely connected with Dr. Wassory, whose name you are
in honour bound not to mention: maybe a lady! He will believe you,
and it will be a precious souvenir for him, even as it was for me.

“That will be my secret expression of the gratitude I feel towards
him. I am a poor man, and it is all that I have; none the less, it rejoices
my heart to think that both these precious objects will now belong to
him, and that he will never know I was the donor. I cannot tell you
how incomparably sweet that thought will be to my mind.

“And now, farewell, Herr Pernath, and a thousand thanks in ad-
vance.”

He grasped me by the hand, winked, and, as though even yet I
might not have understood, whispered something to me that was
scarcely audible.

“Stop a moment, Herr Charousek—I’ll see you a little way down
the stairs,” I said, mechanically reading the words that were on his
lips, and went outside with him.

We stood together on the dark first-floor landing, and here I want-
ed to part from Charousek.

“I know the meaning of all this circus, perfectly,” I said, straight to
his face. “You want Aaron Wassertrum to poison himself out of that
bottle!”

“Of course,” he assented cheerfully.

“And you actually think I am going to be a party to it?”

“That won’t be necessary in the slightest degree.”

“But you said just now you wanted me to give the bottle to Was-
sertrum!”

Charousek shook his head.

“When you go back, you’ll soon see you’ve been forestalled.”

“How on earth could you conceive such an idea?”’ I asked him in
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astonishment. “A man like Wassertrum will never kill himself in this
world. He’s far too cowardly, and not the sort to act on impulse.”

“I see you don’t know,” Charousek interrupted me gravely, “the
insidious power of suggestion. If I'd spoken in the language of every
day, may be you’d have proved right, but the slightest tone of my
every word had been carefully prepared and reckoned upon. On such
a dog only pathos works, pathos of the most revolting order, laid on
with a trowel! Take my word for it! I knew what I was about. I’d
figured out to myself beforehand the play of his every feature. With a
certain sort of mind, you simply can’t overdo it, strange as it may
seem. Do you suppose, if it weren’t for that, the theatre wouldn’t have
been razed to the ground, lock, stock, and barrel, long ago? These
second-rate canaille are known by their sentimentalities. Thousands of
poor devils can die in the streets of starvation, and they won’t shed a
tear on their behalf, but once let a made-up ass on the stage, in the
role of a stupid peasant, roll his goggle eyes at them out of his grease-
painted face, and they’ll howl like a dog baying the moon! Even if
dear father Wassertrum forgets to-morrow the way I made his heart
go pitter-pat to-day, the time will come, when the hour is ripe, in
which every single word I’ve uttered will come alive in his soul, and
make a little hell of it. At a time like that, it'll only need the least little
encouragement—and I’ll be responsible for that—and even his cow-
ardly paws will go groping after that deadly phial. The one essential
thing is for it to be at hand. Little Theodore too, maybe, wouldn’t
have gone so successfully the same way, if I hadn’t made it easy for
him, first!”

“Charousek,” I cried out, horrified, “you’re a devil! Haven’t you
any—"

Quickly he put his hand over my mouth, and forced me back into a
recess in the wall. “Ssh! Here he comes!”

With tottering steps, supporting himself by the wall, Wassertrum
came down the stairs, and staggered past us.

Charousek, shaking me quickly by the hand, fled after him.

Returning to my room, I saw that the flower and the bottle had
gone, and in their place was laid the battered gold watch.

They told me at the bank I must wait an entire week before I could
draw my money. The “customary notice must expire,” so I was offi-
cially informed. Whereupon I told them to send for the manager, for
I was in the most God-almighty hurry, being on the point of departing
for a journey. But the manager, it seemed, was engaged, and, in any
case, the established practice of the bank could not be trifled with.
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The fellow with the glass eye, who had come in with me through the
door, seemed mightily amused.

Eight whole grey days of awfulness, waiting for death!

Surely Eternity itself could last no longer?

So utterly cast down was I, I had no idea how long I had been
walking up and down in front of a café. Finally, I entered, if only to
be rid of the fellow with the glass eye, who had followed me on from
the bank, and was hovering around me where I stood, looking on the
ground, when he saw me looking at him, as though he had lost some-
thing.

He had on a light striped suit, the coat of which was far too tight for
him, and the trousers grease spotted and hanging round his legs like
sacks. On the foot of his left boot was a raised egg-shaped ring of
leather, almost as if he had adorned his big toe with a seal ring.

Scarcely had I taken my seat than he came in and sat down at a
place near me.

At first I thought he was going to beg from me, and searched for my
note-case, but then I caught sight of a large diamond gleaming on one
of his fat, butcher’s fingers.

For hours and hours I seemed to sit there in that café, till I thought
I should go out of my senses through sheer nervousness: but where
should I go? Home? Or simply amble about? Difficult to say which of
these alternatives was worse.

The stale-breathed air, the incessant clatter of the billiard balls, the
perpetual dry cough of a half-blind journalist sitting opposite me,
together with a stork-legged infantry officer who alternatively picked
his nose and combed his peaky beard with cigarette-stained fingers in
front of a little pocket mirror; a sticky little clot of perspiring, chatter-
ing, expostulating Italians round the card-table in the corner, eagerly
rapping their trump cards with their knuckles, as they shrilled forth
exclamations, or else spat in all directions of the compass. To behold
all this was bad enough, but to see it doubled and trebled in the
mirrors on the walls . . . it Jiterally caused what little life was in me to
ebb away like the sap of a withered tree!

Bit by bit it began to grow dark, and a flat-footed, knock-kneed
waiter poked up at the glass lustres with a long pole. But for the most
part they refused to burn, and he gave it up as a bad job. Look which
way I would, the lynx gaze of that squinting, glass-eyed man was for
ever riveted upon me, for all he strove to hide it, ducking behind his
newspaper, or dipping his grubby moustaches in his long since empty
coffee-cup.

He had cocked his hat on his head in such a way that his ears stood
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out almost horizontally. Apparently he had settled there for the rest of
his natural existence.

Not for one instant longer could this be endured.

I paid my bill, and went.

As I was about to shut the glass door behind me, someone removed
the latch from my hand. I turned round. THERE HE WAS AGAIN! Blast
him!

In a frenzy of annoyance, I made as though to turn to the left, in
the direction of the Jewish quarter. He stepped to my side and pre-
vented me.

“Will you stop that!” I screamed to him at the top of my voice.

His speech was sharp and curt. “Turn to the right!”

“What’s that?”

He looked at me insolently. “You’re Pernath!”

“TI’ll trouble you to say Herr Pernath!”

He laughed at that, spitefully. “I don’t want any lip from you!
You’re coming along with me!”

“Are you off your head? And who are you, anyway?” I burst out at
him.

The only reply he made was to unbutton his coat, and point circum-
spectly to a dilapidated metal eagle, pinned inside, on to the lining.

I understood perfectly. The wretch was a detective in plain clothes,
and he now was arresting me.

“At least tell me, for pity’s sake, what it’s all about?”

“You come along with me, and you’ll learn that quick enough,” he
assured me surlily. “Quick march now—to the station, and no more
palaver!”

I told him I would prefer to get into a fiacre.

“Not a chance!” said he.

We went on our way to the police station.

There, a gendarme led me up to a door.

ALOIS OTSCHIN
Superintendent

I read, on an enamelled sign.
“Go in there,” said the gendarme.
A couple of grubby writing-tables with high desks above them
stood opposite to one another. Between them a pair of rickety chairs.
On the wall a portrait of the Emperor.
A bowl of goldfish on the counter.
Otherwise the room was quite bare.
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Behind the writing-desk on the left could be discerned a club-foot,
in conjunction with a thick felt shoe, from beneath a pair of grey
frayed trousers.

There was a sound of rustling. Somebody murmured a word or two
in Czech, and immediately the figure of the Superintendent emerged
from the writing-desk on the right and confronted me.

He was a little man, with grey pointed beard, and a curious habit of
clenching his teeth and grimacing before speaking, like a man looking
up into the sun. Then he squinted behind his spectacles, all of which
gave him an expression of contemptuous hostility.

“Your name is Athanasius Pernath . . . by profession . . . cutter of
precious stones,” he informed me.

Immediately the club-foot beneath the other writing-table showed
signs of animation, rubbing itself against the leg of a chair, while I
heard the sound of a quill pen.

“Precisely,” I corroborated. “Pernath. Cutter of precious stones.”

“Very good, then we agree, Herr . . . Pernath, of course . . . Herr
Pernath. Very good . . . oh, very good indeed.” . . . All of a sudden
he had adopted the tone of the utmost possible friendliness, as though
he had just been imparted the most joyful news in all the world. With
both hands stretched out towards me, he was making the most ridicu-
lous efforts to look benevolent.

“Tell me now, Herr Pernath; generally speaking, what do you do all
day?”

“I should hardly have thought that concerned you,” I answered
coldly.

Whereupon he blinked his eyes and waited a moment, before he
flashed forth at me, like lightning:

“Since when has this affair been going on between the Countess
and Savioli?”

I had been prepared for something of the kind, and never moved an
eyelash.

With all the technique of the expert, he now sought through ques-
tioning and cross-questioning to involve me in self-contradictions; but
though, in my dismay, my heart had almost sunk into my boots, I
managed not to give myself away, while I perpetually reiterated I had
never heard the name of Savioli, that Angelina had been an old family
friend of my father’s, and had often been in the habit of commission-
ing cameos from me.

None the less, I felt convinced the whole time that the Superinten-
dent realised the falsity of my statements, and was inwardly boiling
with rage at not being able to extract from me what he wanted.
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He paused a while to consider, then drew me towards him by the
lapel of my coat, gesticulating with a warning thumb towards the
left-hand writing-desk, and whispering in my ear:

“Come now, Athanasius! Your late father was one of my dearest

friends . . . I want to save you, Athanasius . . . but you’ve got to tell
me, first, everything that concerns the Countess! Do you hear? Ev-
erything!”

I hadn’t an idea what the fellow was up to. “What do you mean
. . . you want to save me?” I asked him, out loud.

The club-foot then stamped ominously on the ground. The
Superintendent’s face went ashen grey with rage and hatred. He bit
his lips. I waited. I knew quite well he was going to spring on me again
(his system of sudden attack reminded me strangely of Wassertrum),
and I waited quietly, while a goat-faced man—obviously the owner of
the club-foot—peered over the top of his writing-desk at me. Sudden-
ly the Superintendent yelled at the top of his voice:

“Murderer!”

I was speechless with sheer surprise.

The goat-faced man withdrew again, gloomily, behind his desk.

The Superintendent seemed slightly put out at the calmness of my
demeanour, but concealed the fact skilfully, as he drew up a chair and
requested me to sit down.

“Then you flatly refuse, Herr Pernath, to give me the required in-
formation concerning the Countess?”

“It is not in my power to give it to you—or, at any rate, not in the
sense you mean. In the first place, I don’t know anyone of the name
Savioli, and, moreover, I am completely convinced that it’s sheer cal-
umny even to hint that the Countess has been deceiving her hus-
band.”

“Are you prepared to state that upon oath?”

I suppressed a choking feeling in my throat. “Of course. Any time.”

“Good. Hmm.”

There ensued a long pause, during which the Superintendent
seemed to be labouring to deliver himself of an idea.

When next he looked at me, comedian wise his ugly face had as-
sumed an expression of compassion. Involuntarily I found myself
thinking of Charousek, play-acting, as I heard the tearful voice ad-
dressing me:

“You can confide in me, surely, Athanasius—in me, your old fam-
ily friend . . . the friend of your father . . . haven’t I carried you
pig-a-back.” (Really, I could hardly choke down my laughter: the
fellow was only ten years older than I was, at most.) “Come, come,
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Athanasius . . . it was in self-defense, was it not?”

The goat-faced man now hove into sight again.

“What was self-defense?” I asked, now thoroughly nonplussed.

“Why, of course . . . Zottmann!” Quite suddenly the Superinten-
dent bellowed the name into my ear.

It struck me like the blade of a dagger! ZOTTMANN! The watch!
The name Zottmann was engraved inside the case! My heart sank.
That scoundrel Wassertrum had given me the watch in order to fix
suspicion of murder on me!

At this point the Superintendent discarded his mask, and, grinding
his teeth and squinting his eyes, demanded:

“So you own up to the murder, then, Pernath?”

“It’s all a mistake . . . a horrible misunderstanding! Listen to me,
for God’s sake! I can explain the whole thing to you, indeed I can!” I
cried.

But in a trice he had interrupted me. “Now will you tell me ev-
erything you know relating to the Countess? Take it from me, it will
improve your case!”

“I've nothing to say. I’ve said everything I can. I tell you, the
Countess is innocent.”

He ground his teeth, and turned to the goat-faced man:

“Take down: Pernath has confessed to the murder of Karl Zott-
mann, of the Life Assurance Co. . . .”

Quite suddenly I saw red.

“You dirty dog of a policeman!” I found myself yelling at him.
“How dare you?’

I looked round for some heavy object to hurl at him.

Next moment two policemen seized me, and I was handcuffed.

The Superintendent blew himself out like a cock on a dungheap.

“And this watch?” All at once he was holding the identical watch in
his hand. “Was the unfortunate Zottmann dead when you robbed him
of this, or not?”

I was quite quiet again now, and made my statement in a clear
voice.

“I received that watch from the junkdealer, Aaron Wassertrum,
this morning. He gave it to me.”

There was a roar of derisive laughter, and beneath the left-hand
writing-table I could see the club-foot and the felt slipper dancing a
joyful dance together.



TORMENT

With fettered hands, and a gendarme with fixed bayonet in my rear, I
had now to walk through the open streets. It was evening, and the
lamps were lit.

Right and left, gutter urchins ran whooping, women pushed open
their windows and jeered at me with scolding tongues, waving their
cooking-spoons at me. In the distance I could already see the massive
stone prison by the law-courts, with the inscription overhead: “LAW
CHASTISES THE GUILTY AND PROTECTS THE INNOCENT.” A gigantic
door then opened and swallowed me up. I passed into a passage that
smelt of cooking.

A man with a long beard, and official sword, coat, and cap, but
with bare feet and trousers tied together at the ankles, stood up, put
down the coffee-mill that he was holding between his knees, and or-
dered me to remove my clothes. He then examined my pockets, took
everything out that he found therein, and asked me if I harboured
bugs.

After I had told him no, he took the rings from my fingers. That
done, he told me I could dress again.

They took me up and up, many stories, and through diverse pas-
sages with windows, in the recesses of which stood great grey chests,
with lock and key.

All along the walls were iron doors with bolts, and little barred
squares, a gas flame burning over each. An enormous, military-look-
ing guard—the first face approaching decency I had seen for some
hours—unlocked one of the doors, pushed me into a dark, cupboard-
like, foully smelling aperture, and locked the door behind me.

There I stood in the utter darkness, and groped my way to the right.
My knee knocked up against a tin bucket. At last I discovered—the
place was so narrow I could scarcely turn round in it—a latch, and
finally found myself—in a cell.

Planks were fastened to the walls in twos, with straw sacks upon
them. The distance between them was only a step or so. High up in
the wall a barred, rectangular window allowed the dull light of the
night sky to filter through.

Unbearable heat and a stink of old rotten clothing filled the room.

Once my eyes had got used to the darkness, I saw that on three of
the planks—the fourth was empty—men in grey prison suits were
sitting, their elbows on their knees, their faces buried in their hands.

140
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Not one of them spoke a single word.

I sat myself on the empty bed, and waited. Waited. Waited.

An hour passed. Two hours. Three hours.

Directly I heard a step outside I sat up.

“They’ll be coming now,” I thought, to fetch me before the Examin-
ing Magistrate.

But each time this happened I was doomed to be disappointed.
Always the steps disappeared up the passage.

I tore my collar open, feeling as though I were going to choke.

One after another I could hear the prisoners stretching themselves,
and groaning.

“Can’t that window be opened, up above?” I addressed the dark-
ness despairingly, and shrank in terror at the sound of my own voice.

“Not allowed,” growled a voice from one of the straw sacks.

Nevertheless, I started groping with my hand along the wall. I could
feel a board fastened to it at the height of a man’s breast, and on it a
couple of pitchers and a few crusts of bread. Laboriously I clambered
on to it, holding on to the bars of the window and pressing my face
against it, to breathe in some fresh air, however little.

I stood like that till my knees began to tremble. In front of me
floated the unfathomable darkness of the night. The cold iron bars
seemed to sweat. It must surely be past midnight.

Behind me I heard snoring. Only one prisoner appeared not to be
able to sleep; he tossed about on his straw, faintly groaning from time
to time.

Would the morning never come? Ah! there was a clock striking!

I counted the hours feverishly. One . . . two . . . three! Thank
heaven, only a few more hours, and then the dawn must come! It went
on striking. Four . . . five. . . . The perspiration ran down my brow.
Six . . .seven. . . . It was eleven o’clock!

Only one hour had passed since I heard it strike the last time!

Bit by bit I was able to piece my thoughts together.

Wassertrum had palmed off on me that watch of the missing Zott-
mann in order to get me suspected. He himself, presumably, must
have been the murderer. How else could he have got possession of the
watch? If he had come across the corpse somewhere or other and then
robbed it, he would surely subsequently have applied for the thousand
gulden reward that had been publicly offered for the dead man’s dis-
covery! But that, obviously, could not have been. The bill was still
pasted on to public buildings, as I had myself seen on my way to the
prison.

That the junkdealer had informed against me was perfectly clear.
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Equally clear did it seem that he was in league somehow with the
police. Why, otherwise, those investigations concerning Dr. Savioli?

On the other hand, it seemed pretty plain that Wassertrum was not
yet in possession of Angelina’s letters. I probed, and probed—and
quite suddenly the whole situation was revealed to me with a hideous
clarity, as though I myself had been spectator thereof.

There could be no other possible explanation. Wassertrum, when
searching my room in conjunction with the police, had secretly man-
aged to get hold of my little iron box, in which he suspected incrimi-
nating documents. Not being able to open it on the spot—as I always
carried the key on my person—he had carried it back to his den, and
was most probably on the point of breaking it open even as I sat here!

With the frenzy of a madman I tugged at the bars of the window,
through which I could mentally see Wassertrum rummaging about
among Angelina’s letters.

If only I could somehow inform Charousek, so that at least he could
go and put Dr. Savioli wise in time!

For a moment I seized upon the hope that the news of my arrest
must spread through the Ghetto like wildfire, and I trusted.in Charou-
sek as in a kind of rescuing angel! The junkdealer hadn’t a dog’s
chance, surely, when it came to the student’s infernal cunning. . . .
“I’ll have him by the throat that same day he thinks to have Savioli on
toast” . . . hadn’t he said that to me, or something very like it? But
the very next moment I had thrown all my hopes to the winds, and
was a prey to the uttermost despair. What if Charousek came too late?

Angelina would be ruined then, entirely.

I bit my lips till the blood came, and tore at my breast for having
been such a fool as not to burn those letters when [ said I would. I
swore a deadly oath that Wassertrum’s last hour should come the
moment I was set at liberty.

What on earth did it matter to me, if I died on the gallows or by my
own hand?

I never doubted for an instant that the Examining Magistrate
would believe every word I said when I told him my plausible story of
the watch, and of Wassertrum’s threats against me.

I must surely be free by the morning, and at least the law could do
no less than arrest Wassertrum on suspicion of murder.

I counted the hours, and prayed that they might go faster, as I
stared out into the murk of the night.

After what seemed an unconscionable time, the dawn began to
break, and a gigantic copper face emerged from the dark, first like a
black speck, then growing lighter and lighter. It was the clock-dial on
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an old watch-tower. But the hands were missing! Fresh tortures! It
struck five at last.

I could now hear the prisoners waking, one by one, and talking
together in muttered Czech. A familiar voice suddenly sounded in my
ears. I turned round, got down from my shelf, and became aware,
opposite to me, of the pock-marked countenance of Loisa, as he lay
upon his plank staring at me in amazement. The other two were fel-
lows with brazen faces, staring contemptuously at me. One of them
dug the other in the ribs, and said, “Embezzler,” looking at me. His
comrade took no notice, except for a kind of snarl, as, rummaging
about in his sack of straw, he fetched out a piece of black paper and
laid it on the floor. Then he shook on to it a few drops of water out of
the pitcher and kneeled down, using it as a mirror in which to comb
his hair with his fingers, over his brow. After which he dried the paper
again with the utmost care, and stuck it once more under his plank.

“Pan Pernath . . . Pan Pernath,” Loisa was murmuring over and
over again, with wide-open eyes staring straight in front of him, like
someone who had seen a ghost.

“Gentlemen know one another, I see,” said the first prisoner, speak-
ing in the most ungodly Czech patois, as he made a half-bow in our
direction. “Allow me to introduce. Véssatka’s my name. Black
Vossatka.” And added, an octave or so lower, as if for some reason
or other proud of the fact: “Arson.”

The amateur barber spat between his teeth, looked at me a while
disgustedly, then patted himself on the chest, with the laconic remark:
“Burglary.”

I said nothing.

“Well, my lord Duke, and what have you been and gone and got
yourself run in for?” asked the first prisoner again, after a pause. He
was a Viennese, which accounted for his abominable Czech.

I considered a moment, then replied placidly: “Robbery with mur-
der.”

Whereupon they both looked up astonished; the mocking look van-
ished from their features, giving way to an expression of the utmost
respect, as, for all the world like Tweedledum and Tweedledee, they
exclaimed together:

“Pleased to meet you. Pleased to meet you.”

But, seeing that no notice was being taken of them, they withdrew
into their corner, and sat there, talking to each other in whispers.

Once only did the amateur barber come up to me, feeling the mus-
cles of my forearm critically, twixt finger and thumb—then returned
to his comrade again, dubiously shaking his head.
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“Are you too in here under suspicion of having killed Zottmann?”
I asked Loisa, as unobtrusively as I could.

He nodded. “Long time ago.”

Some moments passed in silence. I shut my eyes and pretended to
be sleeping.

“Herr Pernath! Herr Pernath!” Suddenly I heard Loisa address me,
very softly.

“Yes?” I pretended to wake up.

“Herr Pernath . . . ’scuse me . . . Herr Pernath . . . but. . . but
. . .if you could tell me where Rosina is now? Is she back home?” he
stammered. It was piteous to see him standing there, with his eyes on
fire and his fingers twisting in suspense, as he virtually hung on to my
lips.

“She is quite all right. She is . . . she’s got a job . . . as waitress at
the Alte Ungelt.” I lied shamelessly.

I could see him draw a deep breath of relief.

A couple of prisoners had now brought in a tray full of tin bowls
filled with some kind of sausage mess. Three of these they left in our
cell. Soon afterwards the bolt of the door was drawn back again, and
the guard conducted me before the Examining Magistrate.

My knees were positively shaking with apprehension, as we went up
and down those flights of cold stone stairs.

“D’you think it’s likely I shall be set free before the day is over?” I
asked the guard awkwardly.

I could see him suppressing a smile, out of pity. “To-day, eh? Ah,
well . . . you never know.”

I felt as cold as death.

And now I was reading an inscription on another door, and the
name:

KARL FREIHERR VON LEISETRETER
Examining Magistrate.

The same sort of God-forsaken room, with the same two writing-
tables with high desks.

A large, elderly man, with white beard carefully parted, black frock
coat, red puffy lips, and boots that creaked.

“Are you Herr Pernath?”

“I am.”

“Cutter of precious stones?”

“Yes.”

“Cell No. 707"
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“Yes.”

“Suspected of the murder of Zottmann?”

“Believe me, sir, [——"

“dAre you suspected of the murder of Zottmann?’

“I suppose so. So they say, at any rate . . . but—"
“Do you admit it?”

“Admit what? I am innocent.”

“Do you admit it?’

“NO.”
“Then I remand you in custody. Guard, remove the prisoner.”
“But, sir. . .sir. . . please listen to me! I have positively gor to go

back home to-day. I have most important things to arrange——"

Somebody exploded behind the second writing-desk.

Even the Magistrate sniggered. “Take the prisoner out, guard.”

Day followed day, week followed week—and still I sat on and on in
that cell.

At mid-day every day we had perforce to go down into the prison
yard and parade round in a circle for the space of forty minutes on the
wet earth, with other prisoners.

It was strictly forbidden to talk to one another.

In the middle of the yard stood a stark, moribund tree, on to the
bark of which had somehow or other got itself fastened a little oval
glass picture of the Virgin Mary.

Bushes of privet were planted around the walls, the leaves of which
were all but black from falling soot.

All round were the barred windows of the cells, through which,
sometimes, a glimpse might be caught of a putty-grey face, with
bloodless lips.

Then, up we used to go again to our daily meal of bread and water
and sausage soup, with an addition of decayed lentils, if it happened
to be Sunday.

At length I was taken down to be examined again.

Could I produce witnesses to testify to the fact that “Herr” Was-
sertrum had given me the watch, as alleged?

“Yes. Herr Schemajah Hillel. That is tosay . . . no .. .” (I re-
membered now, he had not been present at the time.) “But Herr Char-
ousek . . . no. . .he wasn’t there, either!”

“In short, nobody was there?”

“No. sir. No one was actually present.”

Again that giggle from behind the writing-desk, and again:

“Guard, remove the prisoner!”

My agony over Angelina had given way now to a dull resignation.
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The time was past for agonising about her. Either Wassertrum’s plan
had by now succeeded or else Charousek had frustrated it, I told
myself.

But I worried distractedly over Miriam.

I kept on picturing her, hour by hour waiting for the “miracle” to
renew itself; running, first thing every morning when the baker came,
with outstretched hands to look for what should be revealed. Also I
would visualise her half dead with apprehension on my account.

The thought of it at night would hound me out of my sleep, and I
would clamber on to the board above, and stare dumbly at the clock’s
copper face, poignantly concentrating in my desire to transfer, some-
how, my thoughts to Hillel—that they might shriek their commands in
his ear to go straight to Miriam, and release her from this torment of
waiting for a miracle that did not happen.

Then would I cast myself down on the straw again, and hold my
breath till my heart nearly burst in my body—trying to force my
doppelginger to appear before me, that I might be able to send him
to her for her comfort.

Once he actually appeared, and stood by my side, with the old
inscription on his breast, CHABRAT ZEREH AUR BOCHER, written
looking-glass wise, and for very joy I wanted to shout aloud that
everything now would be all right. But before I could instruct him to
go to Miriam he had vanished and sunk into the ground once more.

Why didn’t I receive any news of my friends?

Was it forbidden to send letters? I asked my cell-mates.

They none of them knew. They had certainly never got any. There
was nobody to write to them, they said.

The guard promised me he would enquire, if he got the opportunity.

My nails were becoming lacerated with continual gnawing; my hair
was a tangled mass, for neither comb, brush, nor scissors came our
way. Nor did we have water to wash with.

My skin had become a torment to me on account of scurvy—the
sausage soup being flavoured with soda, instead of salt, a prophylac-
tic, apparently, according to prison regulations, against “man’s carnal
desires.”

Bit by bit time dragged on its way, in ghastly, drab monotony. It
was like a slow wheel of torture.

At certain intervals one or the other of us would be seized by a
brain-storm. It would happen suddenly, inevitably, and regularly, and
the victim would rage round the cell for hours on end, like a caged
beast, only to cast himself down again on the plank bed, and lie there
inertly waiting . . . waiting . . . waiting . . .
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As evening drew on, the bugs could be seen, creeping over the walls
in streaks, like ants, and I would wonder in mild astonishment why
that trousered man with the sword had troubled to put such highly
personal questions to me the night of my arrival.

Perhaps the Immigration Authorities were afraid lest a foreign race
of insects should be introduced and create a hybrid form?.

As a rule, every Wednesday morning a fool of a medical officer—
Dr. Rosenblatt—would come in, in his slouched hat, in order to con-
vince himself that we were all in the very flower of health. And if any
of us made any complaints, he would perfunctorily write out a pre-
scription—zinc ointment, to be rubbed on the chest.

Once we were actually visited by the judge himself—a tall, highiy
scented, scoundrelly-looking individual, with vice written on every
particle of his countenance. He had come, so he said, to see whether
“everything was in order.” “To see if anyone has hung hisself,” our
amateur barber expressed it.

I had been about to go up to him, to make an enquiry, but he leapt
behind the guard and instantly whipped out a revolver, which he held
towards me. “What do you want?” he barked out at me. I asked him,
as courteously as I could, if there were any letters for me. But all the
answer I got was a push in my middle from Dr. Rosenblatt, who
promptly took refuge the other side of the door. Upon which His
Honour also withdrew, and jeered at me from the passage. I'd better,
so he said, turn my attention to confessing that murder. I'd get no
more letters in this world, else.

I had got quite used, now, to the vitiated air and the stuffiness, and
was perpetually in a state of shivering, even when the sun shone.

Two of the inmates of our cell had been changed about now, more
than once, but I scarcely noticed it. One week we would have a pick-
pocket and a highway robber, another a coiner of false money, or a
receiver of stolen goods. And so it went.

I would forget to-day what I had suffered yesterday. Every other
feeling was swamped by that one gnawing anxiety on Miriam’s behalf.
One thing only was there made a keener impression still upon my
mind. Once, when I was standing on the shelf, trying to gaze up into
the sky, I felt something sharp sticking into my side, and, looking
closer, found it was the file that had bored its way through the lining
of my pocket. It must have been hidden in the lining a long time,
otherwise that man would have found it, when he examined my things
on arrival.

I pulled it out, and flung it down on to my sack of straw without
another thought. When I got down again it had disappeared, and I
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never for one instant doubted but that Loisa had taken possession of
it. Some days later they came to fetch him to another cell, on a story
below. It was not considered desirable, so the guard informed us, that
two prisoners like we were, suspected of one and the same crime,
should be sharing the same cell.

I wished with all my heart the poor fellow might succeed in making
his escape with the help of that file.

MAY

To my enquiry what date it was—the sun seemed as hot as in midsum-
mer, and even the tree in the prison yard had burst a couple of buds—
the guard had whispered, after a few moments’ silence, that it was the
15th May. He had, as a matter of fact, no business to say it, for it was
forbidden to talk to the prisoners. Especially those who had not yet
confessed to their crimes were supposed to be kept in ignorance as to
the passage of time.

So I had been kept now for three whole months in prison, with no
news whatsoever from the outside world!

When night fell the soft strains of a piano would often be wafted
through the barred window, which on warm days was kept open. It
was the daughter, so one of my cell-mates told me, of one of the
prison officials.

Day and night would I lie and dream of Miriam.

What was happening to her?

Sometimes I had a strange feeling of consolation, as if my thoughts,
as I slept, had made their way to her bedside, and laid their hands,
soothingly, upon her brow.

Sometimes, when despair had got me by the throat, as one by one
my fellow-prisoners were fetched for their trial, and only I seemed to
be ignored, I would be half stifled by a dull dread lest she should be
no longer living.

Then would I question the Fates: was she living, was she dead . . .
was she sick or was she well . . . and read the answer in the handful
of straw blades I would pull forth from my sleeping-sack. The answer,
nearly every time, was in the negative, and the whole soul of me raged
impotently for a glimpse into the future. I would resort to trickery to
try and obtain the required answer. Would the day come, I would
demand fiercely, when I should ever be happy again, and able to
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laugh? To this the oracle, more often than not, would answer “yes.”
And then, for an hour on end, I would be joyful and content.

Like the secret growth and sprouting of a plant, a great love for
Miriam had wakened gradually within my soul, and I failed to com-
prehend now how I could so often have sat by her side, talking to her,
and known it not.

The tremendous desire that she too might be thinking of me in just
such a way would grow, in moments like these, to a premonition of
certitude, and then, hearing steps in the corridor, outside, almost I
would feel afraid lest they were coming to release me, and my dream,
in contact with the rough actualities of an outer world, would evapo-
rate into nothingness.

My sense of hearing had grown so sharp, during this long period of
confinement, that the slightest noise would not escape me. In the
watches of the night I would hear the dim rumbling of a carriage in
the distance, and cudgel my brains as to who might be sitting inside it.

To me there was something so strange in the thought that there
were human beings out there who could do or not do exactly what
they wanted—who were free to go hither and thither at will, and yet
not feel intoxicated with the joy of it.

As for ever again being myself one of those happy creatures, at
liberty to wander through the streets in the sunshine—my mind
seemed no longer capable of grasping any such idea.

That day I had held Angelina in my arms seemed now to belong to
some previous existence, long, long extinct. I looked back upon it with
that kind of gentle melancholy with which one opens a book and finds
therein a withered flower or two once worn by the beloved of one’s
youth.

Was old Zwakh still to be seen every evening at the Alte Ungelt,
together with Vrieslander and Prokop, bewildering poor Eulalia’s
soul?

Ah, no . . . this was the merry month of May—the time of year
when he was wont to trudge through all the villages of the neighbour-
hood, with his pack of marionettes, presenting the tragic history of
Bluebeard and his Eight Wives to country yokels, in a meadow setting
all emerald with the spring.

I was sitting alone in my cell. Véssatka, the incendiary, who for a
week now had been my sole companion, had been fetched a couple of
hours ago before the Examining Magistrate.

They seemed to have been questioning him for an unconscionably
long time.
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There! The bolt shot back all of a sudden, and with radiant face
Voéssatka burst into the room, and, throwing a bundle of clothes
down on his plank, began with lightning speed to dress himself. One
by one he flung his prison garments on to the floor, with a curse at
each of them.

“They didn’t have a speck of proof against me, damn them,” he
said. “Their damned arson! It was the wind, I told them. Let them
pick up the winds and charge them.” He put his fingers derisively to
his nose. “They’ve got to get up earlier than that to get Black
Véssatka. No pokey for Vossatka tonight. I'm sprung. There’s going
to be a hot time at Loisitschek’s.” He spread out his arms and started
a stamping peasant dance, bawling out in his awful patois something
about gathering roses while ye may; then stopped suddenly, and clap-
ped on to his head a stiff-peaked hat with a little blue jay’s feather
stuck into the crown. “Tell you what’ll interest you, Duke—d’you
know the latest? That Loisa pal of yours has vamoozed! I heard ’em
talking about it down below. He took off last month and that’s the last
they’ve seen of him.”

“Aha!” I thought to myself. “The file!” And I smiled. “And I hope,
my lord Duke, as you’ll be the next,” the incendiarist assured me, as
he held out a friendly hand. “And if it’s short of cash you find your-
self, just roll up to Loisitschek’s and ask for Black Véssatka. The girls
all know me there. So! It was a pleasure to know you, Duke.”

‘But even as he stood there in the doorway, the guard had thrust him
on one side to introduce a new prisoner.

At first glance I recognised the fresh arrival as the man in the
military cap who had once stood next me in the rain under that arch-
way in the Hahnpassgasse. Here was a welcome surprise! Perhaps by
chance he might be able to tell me something about Hillel, and
Zwakh, and all the rest!

I wanted to ask him without further loss of time, but, to my infinite
astonishment, he laid his finger mysteriously on his lips, and signed to
me to keep silence. Nor did he start to show signs of life till the door
was bolted again and the steps of the guard had died away in the
corridor.

My heart nearly stopped beating with excitement.

What did he mean by it?

Did he know me? And what could he want?

The first thing the fellow did was to sit down and pull off his left
boot. Then, with his teeth, he pulled a peg out of the heel and extract-
ed from the hole thereof a little piece of bent steel, with which he
dexterously ripped off the sole that was but lightly attached. He then
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handed them both to me, with an expression of much pride. All this in
less time than it takes to tell, and without taking the slightest notice of
the excited questions I addressed to him.

“With Herr Charousek’s compliments.”

So dumbfounded was I, not one word could I utter.

“All you need to do’s to take a piece of metal and slit the soles
along with it, come night-time,” declared the cool card, “or any other
time no one’s looking. It’s hollow, and you’ll find a letter inside from
Herr Charousek.”

In my transport of delight I fairly fell on the fellow’s neck, and was
unable to refrain from tears.

He expostulated mildly, and even adopted a slight tone of reproach:

“Come now, Herr von Pernath, a little more self-control! We
haven’t a moment to lose. It might come out any moment as how I've
got into the wrong cell. That fellow Franzl and I went and exchanged
our numbers.”

I must have looked particularly stupid, for he went on again:

“Never you mind, if you don’t understand. I’'m here, and ’nuff
said.”

“But tell me,” I broke in, “tell me, Herr—Herr ?

“I'm Wenzel,” he helped me out. “Handsome Wenzel, for short.”

“Tell me, Handsome Wenzel, then, how is Schemajah Hillel the
registrar, and his daughter?”

But he broke in impatiently. “No time for that. I'll be hauled out of
here any moment now. I’m only here now ’cos I confessed to an extra
robbery.”

I looked at him, aghast. “You mean to say you’ve really been and
committed a theft on my account, in order to be able to come here to
me?”

He shook his head with a contemptuous grin. “If Id really been
and gone and done it, d’you suppose I'd be confessing to it? What do
you take me for?”

By degrees I understood. The plucky chap had worked a trick by
means of which he could smuggle in Charousek’s letter to me.

“Now listen to me.” He assumed an expression of supreme impor-
tance. “What I've got to do’s to teach you how to throw a fit.”

“Throw a 77

He nodded. “You’ve hit it! Epilepsy! Pay attention now, and mark
how it’s done. Easy. First you get your spittle up”—here he set about
making the most hideous contortions with his cheeks—*then get your
lips all slobbery”—this he proceeded to do, with the most revolting
realism—*“stuff your thumb into your fist, bulge your eyes out”—hor-
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rifyingly he goggled at me—*“and then—it isn’t quite so easy—you
start yauping. Mind now: Boo! Boo! Boo! And next”—he cast him-
self full length upon the floor with a resounding smack, saying, as he
got up again: “That’s epilepsy! Dr. Hulbert—may the Lord rest his
soul—learned that to his Brigade all right.”

“It’s certainly uncommonly like,” I agreed with him. “But what on
earth’s the point of all this?”

“Why,” said Wenzel blandly. “So you can get out of your cell.
Rosenblatt, the doctor, is a stupid fool. The guts could be rotting
inside you and he’d pass you. Only one thing puts the fear of the Lord
into him, and that’s an epileptic fit. Once you can put that across him,
you’re for the infirmary. As for getting out of there—it’s a shame to
take the money!” He became most mysterious. “You feel the window-
bars, and you’'ll soon see! They’re sawn through the middle. Cracks
plastered nicely round with mud. Another of the Brigade’s little
dodges. All you’ve got to do’s to keep a sharp look-out nights, till one
fine evening, you’ll catch sight of a rope let down from the roof with
a noose at the end. Then you outs the bar, as quiet as a cat, slips your
shoulders into the noose, and waits for me to draw you up and let you
down into the street again, on the other side.”

“But,” I objected timidly, “what’s the point of my trying to escape
out of prison when I'm innocent?”

“But that’s no reason for not beating it when you could!” protested
Handsome Wenzel, and his eyes, as they looked at me, seemed round
as saucers with surprise.

I had to summon all my powers of eloquence in order to talk him
out of this crazy plan, which he said had been mooted at the instiga-
tion of the Brigade.

It seemed to him beyond belief that I should look a gift horse like
that in the mouth, and prefer to wait until I was officially released.

“None the less,” I told him, “I thank you and your brave comrades
from the bottom of my heart.” I shook him warmly by the hand.
“When my luck turns once more, I shall hope to be able to prove my
gratitude to you.”

“None of that,” he protested cordially. “A couple of glasses of Pil-
sener beer and we wouldn’t say no, but let it go at that. Pan Charou-
sek, who’s our Brigade treasurer, he’s told us about you. Any news for
him if I get out in a couple of days or so?”

“Please,” I urged him hastily, “tell him to go to Schemajah Hillel
and say to him how concerned I've been as to the health of his daugh-
ter Miriam, and that I hope he won’t let her out of his sight! You'll be
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sure and not forget the name, won’t you—Hillel?

“Hirral?”

“No. Hillel”

“Hillar?”

“No. Hillel.”

Wenzel nearly tied his tongue into knots to try and get the better of
such an utterly un-Czech-sounding name, but at length mastered it by
means of devious fantastic grimaces.

“And one other thing. If Herr Charousek would have the kind-
ness—and tell him I'd appreciate it enormously, if he did—to make
enquiries in connection with a—a certain lady. . . . He’ll know what
I mean.”

“You mean the aristocrat who was playing around with that Nie-
metz, Dr. Sapolio? Well, she got a divorce and she and her kid took
off with him.”

“Do you know that for certain?”

I could feel the quiver in my voice. However glad I felt for
Angelina’s sake, the thought of it gave me a pang in my heart, none
the less. To have suffered all that. . . and now . . . forgotten, just the
same.

“Maybe,” I thought, “she thinks I really am a robber and a mur-
derer.” The taste of life was bitter on the tongue.

With that curious sixth sense that even the veriest ragamuffins seem
to possess where affairs of the heart are concerned, the fellow ap-
peared to realise something of what I was enduring, for he looked
away shyly, and made no attempt to answer.

“Can you tell me at all,” I asked constrainedly, “how Herr Hillel’s
daughter, Fraulein Miriam, is? Do you know her?”

“Miriam? Miriam?” Wenzel wrinkled up his face in contemplation.
“Miriam? Does she go around Loisitschek’s nights?”

I had to smile, in spite of myself. “Oh, no. Certainly not.”

“Then I don’t know her,” he replied laconically.

For a few moments we were both silent. I was hoping that perhaps
something would be in the letter about her.

“But the Devil’s fetched away old Wassertrum all right,” Wenzel
burst forth again, quite suddenly. “Maybe you’ve heard already?”

I started in horror.

“No?” Wenzel drew his finger across his throat. “He’s finished, and
it was a messy job. They broke open his shop after no one had seen
him for a couple of days, and I was one of the first ones in. I wished
I wasn’t. Wassertrum was sitting there, all covered with blood, and his
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eyes staring. Look, I'm pretty tough, but it turned my stomach. After
a while, I said to myself, “Wenzel, don’t get excited. It’s only a dead
man.’

“Someone stuck a file into his throat, and the shop was turned
upside down. Breaking and entering, and murder.”

“The file! The file!!” I could feel my breath go cold with horror.
“The file!” So it had found its way there after all!

“I know who it was too,” Wenzel continued in a hoarse whisper,
after a pause. “It was that pock-faced Loisa. I found his jack-knife on
the shop floor, and stuffed it into my pocket, so that the police
wouldn’t get wise to it. He came in through an underground passage
. . . ” Suddenly he broke off short, listening with every nerve in his
body, then flung himself full length on to the plank bed, and began
snoring for all he was worth.

Almost immediately afterwards the bolt was drawn back in the
door, and the guard came in. He stood and regarded me suspiciously.
But I had a face like a mask, and Wenzel was almost beyond man’s
power to awaken. Only after repeated thumps did he sit up, yawning,
and staggered, half drunk with sleep, out of the cell, the guard behind
him.

In feverish expectation I now tore open Charousek’s letter, and
read:

12th May.

My Very Poor Friend and Beloved Benefactor,

Week by week have I been waiting for you to be released, but always in
vain. I have done all that was humanly possible to try and collect evidence
for your acquittal, but without success.

I have also implored the Examining Magistrate to push on with your
case, but each time he informed me what I asked was impossible, as it was
now the exclusive concern of the solicitor for the prosecution. The blither-
ing red-tape fool!

Only an hour ago, however, I came across something that I hope will be
of the utmost possible use. I have ascertained that Jaromir sold to Wasser-
trum a gold watch that he found in his brother’s bed after the latter’s
arrest.

At Loisitschek’s, where, as you know, the detectives have a stake-out,
the rumour went round that this watch—belonging to the ostensibly mur-
dered Zottmann, whose body has never yet been discovered—was found at
your place, and taken as evidence of your guilt in the matter. I then began
to put two and two together . . . Wassertrum, and so on and so forth!

I have given Jaromir 1,000 florins . . .

For a moment I laid down the letter, and my eyes filled with tears
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of joy. None but Angelina could have given Charousek a sum like
that. Neither Zwakh, nor Prokop, nor Vrieslander possessed anything
like that amount. So she had not forgotten me, after all! I read on:

. . and will give him another 2,000 when he goes to the police and
confesses that he found the watch in his brother’s effects and sold it.

There will not be time, however, for this to have happened before Wen-
zel is on his way with this letter to you. Rest assured, however, it will
happen. And to-day. I pledge my word on that.

I have not the slightest doubt that Loisa is the murderer, and the watch
belongs to Zottmann.

If all goes well, Jaromir knows what to do. In any case, he will identify
the watch as the one found in your room.

So keep patient, and do not give way to despair. The day of your re-
lease is rapidly approaching.

Whether you and I will ever see one another again, that I cannot say. I
am inclined to think it unlikely, for things are hastening on apace with me,
and I must be on my guard lest my last hour overtake me unawares.

Be it as it may, of one thing I am convinced. We shall meet again. Even
though it be not in rhis life, nor as the dead may meet in zhat life, we shall
meet when that day breaks, when the Lord, as the Bible has it, will spew
out of His mouth all those that are neither hot nor cold.

Do not be astonished at my writing thus. I have never talked with you
about these things, and on one occasion, when you started mentioning the
Kabbala, I evaded the subject, but . . . I know what I know.

Perchance you may understand what I have in mind. If not, then please
wash everything I have said out of your memory. Once—but I was deliri-
ous at the time—I thought I saw a certain sign upon your breast. But
maybe I was half in a dream, and imagined it.

Whether you understand me or no, you must know that ever since my
childhood I have been possessed of a certain inner knowledge which has
led me into strange paths—knowledge which coincides not at all with what
the doctors of medicine teach—knowledge that is, at present, by the grace
of God, a closed book to them. I hope it always will be.

I have not, nevertheless, allowed my brain to stagnate as the conse-
quence of a knowledge the highest aim of which is setting up a practice
and a waiting room full of wealthy clients.

But enough of this. Let me rather confine myself to telling you the
succession of recent events.

By the end of April things had got to such a pitch that my suggestions
were working admirably upon Wassertrum. With my own eyes I saw him
standing on the streets gesticulating and talking to himself aloud. And that
in itself is a sure sign that a man’s thoughts are in a state of fermentation,
and will one day break forth and master him.

Next he bought himself a note-book, and began to make notes therein.
He was writing. Actually writing! Don’t make me laugh!
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Then he went to a lawyer. I stood below in the street, but I knew what
he was doing up there. He was making his will.

What I did not know was that he was making me his sole heir! If I had,
I should verily have fallen a victim to St. Vitus’s dance through the sheer
joy of it.

He left me all he possessed, as being the only person on earth, so he
thought, whom he could really benefit. He wanted to help someone. His
conscience was beginning to work.

It may have been in the hope that I should bestow my blessing upon
him, once I found myself a millionaire by virtue of his generosity, and
thereby revoke the curse he had heard spoken by my own mouth that day
in your room.

My suggestion had evidently been working in the most potent manner
possible. Strangely enough, in his innermost inner he did believe in a cer-
tain final reckoning in the world to come, and even though he had always
scoffed at it. All these super-subtle, clever people are like this in reality.
You can see it by the rage they get into whenever you have it out with
them face to face. Always they feel themselves being found out.

From the moment Wassertrum left his solicitor I never let him out of my
sight. At night I would stand listening outside the shutters of his shop, for
I knew that the thing I was waiting for might happen any moment.

I believe I should have heard through the very walls that sweet, longed-
for sound of gentle dropping, following on the cork being drawn out of
that bottle. Maybe only one little hour now stood between me and the
fulfilment of my whole life’s work.

Then if some fool meddler didn’t get in and murder him! With a file!

Wenzel will tell you all the details. It would be too bitter for me to set
them down on paper.

Call it superstition if you will, but when I saw the blood of him, dripping
all around—most of the things in the shop had got smeared with it—it
seemed to me as though his soul had escaped me after all!

Something within me—some instinct that cannot lie—tells me it is not
the same thing if 2 man die by the hand of a stranger, or by one of his own
kin. My mission could only have been fulfilled if Wassertrum had taken
his own blood down into the grave with him. And, now that it has hap-
pened otherwise, I feel myself in the nature of an outcast, a mere tool
considered as unworthy by the Angel of Death.

But I will not spend myself in useless resistance. My hate is of the kind
that reaches out beyond the grave, and I still have my own blood within me
that I can shed as I will, that it can go, together with his, step by step, into
the Kingdom of Shadow.

Ever since the day they pitched him into his grave I sit down there in the
cemetery, close to him, pondering in my own soul what I had best do. I
think I know it already, but I will wait first till that inward word within me
makes itself clear. We humans are an impure race, and often require much
watching and fasting ere we can hear the whispers of our souls.
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Last week I had official notice from the courts that Wassertrum had
made me his sole heir. I need not, of course, tell you that I shall use not a
single stiver of it for my own personal ends. I’m never going to give him a
handle against me in the next world.

The house property he left me will be sold by auction; the actual objects
that he himself touched will all of them be burned. The money realised will
be left, after my death, to the extent of one-third to you, personally. I see
you, in the spirit, jumping up to expostulate, but, believe me, you have no
cause. You are acquiring nothing that is not yours by actual right, restored
to you once more, plus compound interest. I have known for some time
now that Wassertrum fleeced your father and his family of everything they
possessed, though I have only recently been in a position to prove it by
actual documents.

Another third is to be divided between those twelve members of the
Brigade who were known to Dr. Hulbert personally. I want each one of
them to be well off, and in a position to enter what is known as the “good
society” of Prague.

And the last third is to be divided in equal parts between the next seven
robber-murderers to be arrested in this country, who, for lack of sufficient
evidence against them, have to be released.

Why, after all, should I not have my little joke?

And that, I think, is all.

And now, my dear, dear friend, farewell, and think of me sometimes.

Your sincere and always grateful
Innocence Charousek.

I laid the letter down, deeply moved.

I could no longer rejoice even over the news of my probable early
release.

Charousek! Poor, poor fellow! He had been troubling himself about
my future as if I were his own brother. And all because I had once
given him one hundred florins! If only once more I could shake him
by the hand!

But I felt he was perfectly right. That day would never come. His
image rose up before me: the strange flicker in his eyes, the tubercular
shoulders, the high, noble forehead.

And perhaps everything might have been different in that frustrated
life if only one helping hand had been held out to him soon enough.

Once again I read his letter through. What a vast lot of method lay
in Charousek’s madness! After all, was he mad? I felt ashamed, now,
even to have entertained such a thought for an instant.

Didn’t the very trend of this man’s character speak for itself? He
was a man, obviously, of the same kidney as Schemajah Hillel; like
Miriam; like me, too, if it came to that; a man whom his own soul had
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mastered; by whose intrinsic force he had been raised far, far above
the slough of this our life, up, up beyond the snow-capped peaks of a
land untrodden yet by mortal man.

He who all his life had brooded upon murder, stood out, surely, as
a figure of purity, crystal-clear, against the drab background of those
whose lives were circumscribed by sterile rule-of-thumb submission to
some unknown mythical prophet about whose laws they “made much
argument,” and evermore “came out by that same door wherein they
went.”

He had acted at the dictates of a command delivered by some
power beyond and above him, without one lingering thought of a
reward, this side the grave or beyond it.

After all, what was the thing he had done but the uttermost fulfil-
ment of a pious duty, in the most hidden sense of the word?

Treacherous . . . cowardly . . . vicious . . . abnormal . . . patho-
logical . . . criminally insane—I could literally hear all the muttered
comments of public opinion, the mumblings of the masses, groping in
the innermost recesses of his soul with the dim horn lanterns of their
unilluminated minds—the mob, “clapping their chopped hands” and
“throwing up their sweaty night-caps,” and “uttering a deal of stink-
ing breath” to pass judgment on the patrician—those proletariat
minds for ever and for ever unable to comprehend the beauty of the
deadly nightshade, growing wild in the hedgerow, a thousandfold
more beautiful and nobler than the harmless, necessary chive of the
herb garden.

Once more the bolt was drawn back in the door, and I could hear a
man being pushed over the threshold. But, for the moment, I did not
turn round, so deeply was I thinking of the contents of the letter.

There was no word at all in it of Angelina, nothing whatsoever of
Hillel. Obviously Charousek must have written it in the utmost hurry.
His very writing betrayed that fact.

Would by any chance another letter be brought in to me in secret
fashion from the outer world? To-morrow; perhaps, during general
exercise in the prison yard? That would afford the easiest opportunity
by far for a member of the Brigade to communicate with me.

A very soft voice aroused me from my broodings:

“Sir, might I take the liberty of introducing myself to you? My
name is Laponder. Amadeus Laponder.”

I turned round.

A little, slender, still youngish man, carefully clad, though without
his hat, like all newly introduced prisoners, stood bowing politely be-
fore me.
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He was clean shaven, like an actor, and his large, almond-shaped
eyes, with a bright green gleam in them had the strange peculiarity of
not seeming to see me, for all they gazed at me so directly. Almost as
though his spirit were absent from the body.

I murmured my own name as I bowed in my turn, wanting to turn
away again, and yet being unable to remove my eyes from this curious
being, so strange was the effect he wrought on me with his Pagad-like
smile, derived from the upturned curve at one corner of the finely
formed lips. '

Almost he looked like a Chinese statue hewn out of rose quartz,
with the nearly transparent skin devoid of wrinkles, the small girlish
nose, and the sensitive nostrils. “Amadeus Laponder . . . Amadeus
Laponder . . . ” I kept on repeating to myself.

What on earth might he have done?

MOONLIGHT

“Have you been examined yet?” I asked him, after a pause.

“Just this moment. I hope I shall not be a nuisance to you here for
too long,” Herr Laponder replied, in the most friendly manner possi-
ble.

“Poor devil,” thought I. “He doesn’t know yet what he’s up
against.”

I thought it best slowly to prepare him.

“You get used, you know, to sitting still and waiting, after the first
few hard days have passed.”

He gave me the look of a man much obliged.

Another pause.

“Did your examination last long, Herr Laponder?”

He smiled a little vaguely.

“Oh, no. They only asked me whether I was guilty, and made me
sign the statement I had made.”

“But did you sign yourself as guilty?” I couldn’t help asking him.

“Of course I did.” _

He said it as though there could be no other possible alternative.

It couldn’t be anything so very awful, I thought to myself, or he
surely wouldn’t be so placid about it. Perhaps he’d called somebody
out in a duel, or something of the kind.
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[ sighed involuntarily.

“Personally, I have been here such a long while now, it seems like a
whole lifetime.” He made a gesture of the utmost sympathy. “I sin-
cerely hope, Herr Laponder, the same thing will not happen to you.
From the look of it, I should think you would quite soon be released.”

“That’s as may be.” He answered quite quietly, but with a faint
trace of a double meaning in his words.

“You don’t think?” I asked, with a smile. He shook his head.

“What am I to make of that, I wonder? What can you have done so
very dreadful? Believe me, Herr Laponder, it’s out of sheer sympathy
I ask—not curiosity, in the least. You must forgive my impertinence.”

He hesitated a moment, then, without one quiver of the eyelid, said:

“Rape—and murder.”

It was just as though he had hit me with a club over the head! For
very horror and revulsion I was unable to utter one sound.

He seemed to be aware of this, and looked tactfully away from me,
but not the least play of feature on that automatically smiling face of
his betrayed that he was in the slightest degree upset at this sudden
change on my part.

Our conversation had now ended with a jerk, and we silently avoid-
ed each the other’s glance.

When night came on, and I began to undress, he at once followed
my example, carefully hanging his clothes on to the nail on the wall,
stretching himself out full length on his plank, and apparently, from
the regular, peaceful breathing of him, falling into a deep sleep almost
instantaneously.

But I tossed and turned the whole night long.

The horror of having such a creature as that at close quarters, and
having to breathe the same infected air, was so perturbing, and alto-
gether so hideous, that it completely drove out of my head the rest of
the day’s impressions—even the thought of Charousek’s letter.

I lay down in such a way that I could keep the figure of the mur-
derer in full view, for the thought of his presence behind me would
have been more than I could bear.

The cell was fitfully lit by the glimmer of the moonlight, and I could
see the strange, still way Laponder was lying there, almost like a
corpse. His features, too, had something of the dead about them, and
his half-open mouth only enhanced the impression.

For hours on end he lay there prostrate, without making the slight-
est movement. Not till towards midnight, when an attenuated moon-
beam cast its light upon his face, did he move his lips, without a
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sound, like someone talking in his sleep. Over and over again did he
seem to repeat the same phrase of two syllables, perhaps, “Leave me
. . .leave me. . . leave me.”

The next few days passed away without my taking any further no-
tice of him, and he, on his part, made no attempt to break the silence.

His attitude towards me was consistently amiable. When the mood
took me to pace up and down, he would at once realise it, and punc-
tiliously draw his feet back out of the way when I passed his plank
bed, on which he would be sitting. I almost began to reproach myself
for my boorish behaviour, and yet, with the best will in the world, I
could not get the better of that feeling of repulsion. However hard 1
tried to get used to the feeling of his proximity, it simply was no use.

At night-time, even, it would keep me awake. Hardly a quarter of
an hour’s consecutive sleep could I get.

Evening after evening, the same ritual would be repeated, with the
utmost precision. He would wait respectfully till I had laid myself
down, then remove his clothes, folding them meticulously as he did
so, hanging them up on their nail, and so on and so forth.

One night—it must have been about two o’clock—I was standing
positively worn out with sleeplessness, gazing up, from that shelf on
the wall, at the full moon, whose beams fell like luminous oil across
the copper face of the old tower clock, and thinking, in most melan-
choly wise, of Miriam.

Suddenly, behind me, I heard her voice, softly talking!

In an instant I was awake-——more than awake—and listened, turn-
ing round.

A moment passed.

Already I was beginning to think it a delusion of mine when it
happened again. I couldn’t exactly make out the words, but it sound-
ed something like:

“Ask me. Ask me.”

Not a doubt of it—it was Miriam’s voice!

Shaking with terror, I got down on to the floor, and, as softly as I
could, crept up to Laponder’s bed.

The moon’s rays fell full upon his face, and revealed the fact that
his eyelids were wide open, though only the whites of his eyes were
visible.

It was easy to see from the rigidity of his cheek muscles that he was
sound asleep. The lips, however, were beginning to move once more,
and by degrees I made out the words they were uttering:

“Ask me. Ask me.”
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It was Miriam’s voice to the very life!

“Miriam! Miriam!” I shouted, on the impulse of the moment. But
next moment I had dropped my voice, so as not to wake the sleeper.

I waited until his face assumed the rigidity of sleep, and repeated, in
a low voice, “Miriam, Miriam!”

Scarcely audible, yet entirely unmistakable, came the sound from
his lips in response:

“Yes?”

I laid my ear close to his mouth.

After a little while I could hear Miriam’s voice whispering—so terri-
bly her voice, and no other, I shuddered from head to foot.

So greedily did I drink in the words that it was only the bare gist of
them I seemed to take in. She spoke to me of love, and of the unspeak-
able happiness we had at last found, she and I, that could part us
nevermore, and she spoke rapidly, without a pause, like someone who
fears to be interrupted, and is anxious to make use of every moment.

Soon it came at rarer intervals; then, bit by bit, ceased altogether.

“Miriam,” T asked, trembling all over with fear, as I caught my
breath at the very thought, “Miriam, are you dead?”

For a long time there was no answer.

Then, almost inaudible:

“No. I am alive. I am asleep.”

That was all.

I listened . . . and listened . . .

But all in vain. Nothing more happened.

In my fear and emotion I must needs clutch on to the edge of the
plank bed, so as not to fall down, across Laponder.

So complete had the hallucination been, I had every moment ex-
pected to see Miriam lying before me in the flesh, and had perforce to
use all my self-control not to press a kiss upon the murderer’s lips.

“Enoch! Enoch!” I suddenly heard him begin to murmur confused-
ly, and then, clearer and more distinct: “Enoch! Enoch!!”

Hillel’s voice! I recognised it at once!

“Is that you, Hillel?”

No answer.

I remembered now to have read how, when a man is talking in his
sleep, questions should be addressed to him, not by means of his ear,
but to the solar plexus.

This I accordingly did.

“Hillel?”

“Yes? I hear you!”

“Is Miriam all right? And do you know—all there is to know?” I
asked him quickly.



THE GOLEM 163

“Yes, I know everything. Fear not, Enoch, and do not worry.”

“Can you forgive me, Hillel?”

“I told you not to worry.”

“Shall we see one another soon?” I was terribly afraid 1 was no
longer going to understand the answers, for the last sentence had been
scarcely more than breathed.

“I'hope so. I will wait. . .foryou. . .ifIcan. . .then I must. . .
to the land. . . . ”

“Where? What land?” I just missed, now, falling on to Laponder.
“What land? What land?”

“Land . . .Gad . . . South. . . Palestine. . .”

The voice faded away.

My brain was positively seething with questions. Why did he call
me Enoch? Zwakh . . . Jaromir . . . the watch . . . Vrieslander . . .
Angelina . . . Charousek . . .

“Farewell, and think of me sometimes.” The sentence came from
the murderer’s lips quite suddenly and clear. Moreover, it was in the
tone of Charousek’s voice, though somehow I myself seemed to have
uttered the words.

I remembered now. They were the last words of Charousek’s letter.

Laponder’s face was already in darkness again. The moonbeam had
crept to the head of his straw sack. One more quarter of an hour and
it would have disappeared from the cell altogether.

I put question upon question, but got no more answers.

The murderer lay there motionless as a corpse, and the lids of both
his eyes were shut.

I now tortured myself with reproaches for not having been able to
discover the real man in Laponder behind the criminal.

Obviously, after what I had just seen, he was an acute case of
somnambulism—the kind of person highly susceptible to the influ-
ence of the full moon.

Perhaps he had committed his crime in one of these queer states of
mental transition. Yes. I felt quite sure he had.

By the time the day dawned, all his features had relaxed, and he
had regained his usual expression of peaceful contentment.

A man couldn’t sleep like that, thought I to myself, with a murder
of that kind on his conscience.

I could hardly wait for the moment of his awakening.

Would he, or would he not, know what had happened?

At last he opened his eyes, met my gaze, and looked away.
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But at once I went up to him, and shook him by the hand.

“Herr Laponder, I must ask you to forgive me for not having be-
haved particularly well to you. It—it was only that I was somewhat
taken aback——"

“Oh, my dear sir, please, please—I understand perfectly,” he inter-
rupted me at once. “I realise only too well how revolting it must be to
you to be shut up with a murderer and rapist.”

“Please don’t talk of it,” I begged him. “I turned the whole matter
over in my mind last night, and couldn’t help coming to the conclu-
sion that perhaps——"

“You think I am ill.” He helped me out.

“Yes,” I affirmed. “Through symptoms that came to my notice
I—I——May I ask you a personal question, Herr Laponder?”

“Please do.”

“It may strike you as a little strange, but—would you tell me what
you dreamed of last night?”

He smiled as he shook his head. “I never dream.”

“But you were talking in your sleep.”

He looked up, astonished, then thought a moment, and said very
decidedly:

“That could only have happened if you asked me a question.” I
admitted the truth of that. “Yousee. . .asIsaid. . . I never actually
dream. I . . . I wander sometimes.” He said this after a little pause,
softly, as though to himself.

“You wander? What am I to understand by that?”

But he didn’t seem to want to talk further, and that being the case,
I felt the only thing to do was to tell him my reasons for wishing to
know. As briefly as I could, I related to him what had passed the
previous night.

“There is one thing you can rely on,” he said to me earnestly, when
I had finished, “and that is that everything I said to you in my sleep
rests on a foundation of truth. When I said to you just now I never
dreamed, but only wandered, it was my way of trying to explain that
my actual dream existence is different from that of normal men—for
lack of a better expression. If you like, we will call it an ‘absence of
the spirit.” Last night, for instance, I found myself in the most curious
room possible, to which the only entrance was a trap-door up through
the floor.”

“What did it look like?” I interpolated quickly. “Was it uninhabit-
ed? Quite empty?”

“No. There was furniture in it, but not much. And a bed, in which
a young girl lay sleeping, so soundly she almost looked to be dead. A
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man was sitting next her, with his hand laid upon her forehead.”
Laponder then described both their faces. Not a doubt of it, it was
Hillel and Miriam. '

I scarce dared to breathe for suspense.

“Please go on telling me. Was there no one else in the room?”

“Anyone else? Wait a moment. . . . No. . . there was no one else
in the room. There was a seven-branched candlestick burning on the
table. I went down through a winding stairway.”

“All broken and shattered, was it not?” I asked him.

“Oh, no . . . it was in quite good repair. There was a little room
leading off it, and inside it sat a man with silver buckles on his
shoes—a queer specimen, such as I don’t remember having seen be-
fore. He had a strange yellowish face, with eyes that slanted, and he
was bending over something in a kind of expectant attitude. As
though waiting to be told something.”

“And wasn’t there a book—didn’t you see an old book somewhere
lying about, very old and large?” I pressed him.

Whereupon he rubbed his forehead. “Ah, you’re right there! There
was a book lying on the floor. It was made all of parchment, and open
at a page that began with the letter ‘A’ ”

“You mean the letter ‘I,” do you not?”

“No. It was ‘A ”

“Are you quite sure of that? Sure it wasn’t an T'?”

“I am quite sure it was an ‘A.””

I shook my head, and now began to doubt. Obviously, somehow or
other Laponder had managed during his sleep to penetrate my sub-
conscious self, and was now reproducing the result at random—Hillel,
Miriam, the Golem, the book Jbbur, and the subterranean passage.

“Have you possessed this faculty of ‘wandering,” as you call it, for
long?” I asked.

“Since my twenty-first year.” He stopped short, and seemed unwill-
ing to speak of it. Then, all of a sudden, an expression of the utmost
amazement came into his face, and he stared hard at my breast, as
though he saw something there.

Without so much as noticing my astonishment, he seized me impul-
sively by the hand, and demanded almost imploringly:

“For the love of heaven, tell me everything! This is the very last day
I shall ever spend with you. At any moment now I may be taken away
to hear my sentence of death pronounced.”

I broke in, appalled:

“But you must call upon me to witness in your behalf! I shall testify
to the fact that you are sick! The moon influences you! They simply
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can’t condemn you without having investigated the state of your
mind! Please, please be reasonable.”

But he deprecated the whole affair with the utmost indifference. “It
is all so trivial. Now, please tell me.”

“What is it you want me to tell you? Let us talk, rather, of you
and—"

“Listen. You must—I realise now—have experienced certain
strange things which concern me nearly—far more nearly than you
know. I implore you to tell me!” he begged.

I could hardly tolerate the fact that my life should mean more to
him at the moment than his own imperative affairs; but in order to
calm him down, I told him of all the inexplicable occurrences of
which, up to now, I had been a part.

At each strange fact I retailed he nodded, well pleased, like some-
one who at long last has succeeded in piercing to the heart of some
dark mystery.

When I came to the part where the headless apparition had stood
by my side, holding out to me the black-red seeds, he could hardly
wait to hear me out till the end.

“So you struck them out of his hand?” he murmured thoughtfully
to himself. “Never would I have believed that a third way could have
been found.”

“It can scarcely be called a third way,” I protested; “it was the same
thing, surely, as if I had refused to take the seeds?”

He smiled.

“Don’t you think so, Herr Laponder?”

“If you had refused them, then would you most certainly have cho-
sen the path of life, but the seeds, that signify the powers of magic,
would not in that case have remained behind. You teil me they rolled
on the ground. That is to say, they stayed behind here, and will be in
the custody of your forefathers until the time of their ripening. Then
will the faculties still latent within you spring into being.”

I could not understand. “My forefathers . . . you say, those seeds
will be in their custody?”

“All those things you have experienced,” explained Laponder, “you
must partly interpret in the way of symbol. That circle of blue lumi-
nous entities that closed you around was the chain of the diverse
inherited personalities each mother’s son is born into the world with.
The soul is not ‘one and indivisible’; it will ultimately become so, and
thereby attain what is called immortality; your soul consists of infinite
component parts—egos innumerable, like an ant-heap is composed of
multitudinous ants. You bear within yourself the spiritual vestiges of



THE GOLEM 167

thousands of your forebears, the original progenitors of the race from
which you sprang. It is the same with all creation. How otherwise
could a chicken hatched from an incubator instantly seek forth its
own peculiar nourishment, did it not contain, innate within itself, the
accumulated experience of hundreds of centuries? The presence of
‘instinct’ reveals in both one’s body and one’s soul the undeniable fact
of our own ancestors. But forgive me. I did not mean to interrupt
you.”

I told him all the rest I had to tell. Also what Miriam had said
concerning the hermaphrodite.

As I stopped and looked up at him, I noticed his face had gone
white as the lime-wash of the wall behind him, and tears were pouring
down his-cheeks.

I rose quickly, pretending not to notice, and walked up and down
the cell, waiting till he had controlled himself.

After which, I sat down opposite to him, and used all the eloquence
at my command to convince him how essential it was to prove the
abnormal condition of his mind to the jury that tried him.

“If only you hadn’t confessed to the murder,” I ended up.

“Oh, but I had to. They put me on my oath,” he replied naively.

“Do you consider it worse, then, to perpetrate a falsehood than . . .
your kind of murder?” I asked in perplexity.

“Generally speaking, maybe not, but in my case, certainly. You see,
when the Examining Magistrate put the question to me, the strength
was given me to tell the truth. It was, so to say, within my choice to lie
or not to lie. When I committed my crime—and, please, I will ask you
to spare me the relation of the details—it was so hideous, I think the
mere remembrance of it would kill me to live through again. But I had
no choice in the matter. I had to commit it, though I was fully con-
scious at the time of what I did. Something inside me, of which I had
had no previous knowledge, came to life, and was stronger than I was.
Do you suppose I'd have committed a murder like that, if it had been
left to me to choose? I, who had never taken life—not even that of the
smallest insect . . . and wouldn’t be able to . . . even now. . . .

“Just try and imagine to yourself, for 2 moment, murder as the law
of the land, and nor to murder as capital offence—as it is in wartime.
I should have been guilty, and condemned instantly, for the simple
reason that I should have had no choice. When I committed my
crime, it happened to be the other way round.”

“All the more,” I urged him, “now that you feel yourself in very
truth another human being, ought this to be included in your evi-
dence.”
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He made a deprecatory gesture. “That’s where you’re wrong. From
their point of view, my judges are perfectly right. How can they let a
man such-as [ am loose on the streets? So that to-morrow, or the next
day, the same thing might happen all over again?”

“No, but you ought to be confined in a mental home for special
cases of this kind. That’s all I mean!”

“If I were insane, then you’d be right,” Laponder replied indiffer-
ently. “But I'm not. What I am is something quite different from
madness, though, on the face of it, it bears the same aspect. Listen to
me . . . you'll understand in 2 moment. You were talking just now of
a phantom without a head: that, of course, is purely symbolical, and,
if you think hard enough, you’ll soon be able to find the key to it. But
I, too, have experienced precisely the same vision! Only, I took the
seeds! So I, by the same token, must tread the path of death. All that
is most sacred in my soul must respond to that ideal—that all my
actions be dictated by this holy of holies within me, blindly, and full
of trust, wheresoever the way may lead, to the gallows or to the
throne, to poverty or riches. Never once have I hesitated yet, when the
choice lay in my hand. That is why I did not lie when I had the choice
of doing so.

“Do you know the words of the Prophet Micah—‘He hath showed
thee, O man, what is good; and what doth the Lord require of thee’?
I should have lied then, had I done so, as a responsible agent. I was no
such thing when I committed the murder; that was but the working
out of some dormant principle, long hidden within my being, over
which I possessed no power.

“Therefore are my hands pure. Now that the holy of holies within
me has turned me into a murderer, now that it has led to my execu-
tion, now that it has driven me to the gallows, that moment sees the
final rupture of the bond betwixt us. Henceforth I am free!”

“The man is a saint,” I thought to myself, and I could feel the
spleen within me rise at the realisation of my own nauseating petti-
ness.

“You were telling me,” he went on, “how some physician, through
hypnotism, has robbed you of the memory of your early youth. But
that is the sign—the holy stigmata—of all those bitten by the Snake of
the Kingdom of the Spirit. It almost looks as if two lives must be
found together in us, like the mistletoe and the oak, before the miracle
of awakening can take place. What is usually accomplished by death,
the separation of the two selves, has resulted here from extinction of

the memory—or sometimes by a sudden internal reversal and upheav-
al.



THE GOLEM 169

“With me, it certainly seemed to happen that way. When I was
twenty-one, I apparently woke up, one morning, completely and abso-
lutely changed. Everything I had cared for up to then seemed all of a
sudden to have no value for me. Life appeared to me as colourless as
a tale that is told, and to have lost all touch with actuality. Dreams
were transformed into certainty—a powerful, demonstrable reality—
and my everyday life of hitherto was relegated to the status of a
dream.

“Every man on earth could do the same did he but possess the key.
And the key consists in simply and solely this: that a man, during
sleep, shall become conscious of his ego-form, his skin, so to say, and
aware of that infinitesimal rift through which his conscious self press-
es in that transition state which lies betwixt waking and deep sleep.

“And that is why I say ‘I wander’ instead of ‘I dream.’

“Our struggle to attain immortality is our struggle to gain ascendan-
cy over those unruly ghosts and warring elements innate within our
being. We await the crowning of the true I, which is the same as the
Messiah.

“The ghostly Habal Garmin, whom you have beheld, the ‘Breath of
Bones’ of the Kabbala—that was the King. So soon as he is crowned
will the bonds be rent in two that shackled you to the world by means
of your bodily senses and your reason.

“You want, I know, to ask me how it is that I, despite the detach-
ment I have achieved from the web of life, could be transformed in a
night into the most vicious kind of murderer? I will tell you. Human
beings are like tubes made of glass, through which many coloured
balls may roll. Most men are restricted to one colour only. Should the
ball be red, the man is branded as ‘bad’; if yellow, then is he ‘good.’
Should two balls pursue their passage through the same tube, one
yellow and one red, then that man has ‘an unstable character.” But we
who have been bitten by the Serpent compress within ourselves the
experience of a whole race within an age. Coloured balls rush wildly
on their way through the glass tube, and when it ends, then are we
‘prophets,” and the mirror of very God himself.”

Laponder was now silent. As for me, I could not say one word. His
talk had well-nigh stupefied me.

“But why,” I at last began again, “did you question me just now so
feverishly about my own experiences, when you yourself are so far, far
above me?”

“That is where you are wrong,” answered Laponder. “I am infi-
nitely below you. I questioned you because I felt you possessed the
key I lacked.”
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“I? A key? O God!”

“Yes. You. And, what’s more, you have given it to me. I think there
is no happier man on earth to-day than I am.”

There was a noise of feet outside. The bolt was drawn back. Lapon-
der scarcely noticed.

“What you told me about the hermaphrodite, that was the key!
Therefore do I rejoice that even now they come to fetch me, for yet a
little while, and I shall have attained my goal.”

I could not see Laponder’s face any more for my own tears, but I
could hear the smile in his voice.

“Good-bye, now, Herr Pernath. Please think tomorrow, or whenev-
er it may be, that the gallows will know nothing but my outer gar-
ments. Through you has been revealed to me-the ultimate and most
beautiful of all. This is my bridal day.” He rose, and followed the
guard out of the cell. “And with it my crime is closely knit,” were the
last words I heard him utter, and could but darkly comprehend.

Every night, now that the full moon shone in the heavens, I thought
to see once again Laponder’s sleeping face lying there on ‘the grey
bedding.

In the course of the next few days after his removal from my cell I
would often hear the sound of hammering from the execution yard
near by, and frequently it would last until the break of day.

I surmised the cause of it, and would stand there despairingly, with
my fingers thrust into my ears.

Month followed month. I could register the fleeting footsteps of
summer on the sickly foliage in the prison yard. Each time I passed
the withered tree, with the glass picture of the saint so curiously incor-
porated in its trunk, I could not refrain from making a comparison
with the face of Laponder, so deeply graven on my mind. Never did I
seem able to dismiss the memory of that smooth-skinned Buddha
countenance, with the strange, fixed smile.

Once only—during September—had the Examining Magistrate sent
for me, and asked me suspiciously how I could account for having
said, when I went to my bank, that I was most urgently compelled to
make a journey, and why had I been in such a disturbed frame of
mind before my arrest, and why had I done up all my precious stones
and concealed them on my person?

When I replied I had done all this with the intention of taking my
own life, the usual derisive snigger from behind the writing-desk had
not been lacking.

Up to now I had had my cell to myself, and could let my thoughts
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roam at will—of Laponder, of my grief concerning Charousek, who I
felt must long since be dead, and of my longing for Miriam.

Then fresh prisoners were thrust upon me; little thieving clerks with
dissipated faces; pot-bellied bank cashiers; ‘strays’ of all sorts, as
Black Vossatka would have termed them, infecting both the atmo-
sphere and my own mood.

One of them, one day, chose to work himself up into a state about
a certain murder of a particularly bestial kind, committed in the town
some little while ago. By the grace of God, he said, they had got on
the scoundrel’s tracks almost at once, and made short work of him!

“His name was Laponder, the dirty bastard,” shrilled forth a fellow
with a visage like a beast of prey’s, who was doing fourteen days for
mistreating a child. “The lamp got knocked over, and the house was
burnt out. The girl’s body was so charred that they still don’t know
who it was. Laponder wouldn’t talk. All they could tell was that
she had black hair and a small face. If I got a chance at him, do you
know what I would do? I"d skin him alive and rub salt on him. That’s
what they’re like, the fine lords. Murderers, every one of them. As if
there ain’t enough other ways if you want a woman——" he added
with a cynical smirk.

My blood boiled within me, and for two pins I'd have stretched the
fellow on the ground.

Night after night he would lie snoring in Laponder’s bed. The room
felt more than a little cleaner when he’d been disposed of.

None the less, I couldn’t free myself from him. His words still stuck
in my gullet like a sharp-baited fish-hook.

Almost incessantly, and most of all in the darkness of the night, I
was consumed inwardly by a gnawing fear lest Laponder’s victim
should have been Miriam!

And the more I strove against it, the deeper the notion gripped me,
till it became almost an obsession in my mind.

Sometimes—and especially when the moon shone brightly through
the window-bars—the pain would lessen; I could live over then, in the
spirit, those hours I had passed with Laponder, and the thought of
them soothed me accordingly, but in due course the horrifying image
would rise up in front of my eyes of Miriam a charred and bleeding
corpse, till for sheer agony I thought I would go mad.

The very slenderness of the only proofs I could produce to substan-
tiate my theory seemed, if anything, to accentuate the whole process
in my mind. Day by day the picture became more and more detailed,
and more and more ghastly.

One evening towards ten o’clock, at the beginning of November,
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when it was already pitch dark, and despair had reached to such a
point in my heart that I was forced to bite my straw sack like a
demented animal, the guard suddenly opened the door of my cell and
ordered me out, to appear before the Examining Magistrate. So weak
did I feel that I staggered, rather than walked, before him.

The hope of ever again leaving this terrible place had died in me
long ago.

All T was prepared for at this moment was the usual formal ques-
tion, followed, in the approved manner, by the stereotyped giggle
from behind the desk, and a final relegation to outer darkness once
again.

My friend Baron Leisetreter being snug within the bosom of his
family at this time of night, the only occupant of the room was an
elderly, round-shouldered little clerk with spider-like fingers.

I waited in silence for anything that might befall me.

I was dimly aware of the fact that the guard had come into the
room with me, and was twinkling at me in a benevolent sort of way,
but I was far too crushed to interpret the true significance of any of
these facts.

“CASE CARL ZOTTMANN. The summary proceedings go to show,”
began the clerk, sniggered, clambered on to a chair, and started fid-
geting about with a sheaf of papers, before continuing: “the summary
proceedings go to show that the aforesaid Carl Zottmann, prior to his
decease, as the result of a clandestine relationship with one Rosina
Metzeles, a registered prostitute, known to the police as ‘Redheaded
Rosina,” subsequently associated with a certain deaf-mute of the name
of Jaromir Kwasznitschka, silhouette-artist, now under police supervi-
sion, and at this present date living in open shame as concubine to
Prince Ferri Athenstidt, was conveyed surreptitiously, and with
fraudulent intent, to an underground cellar in house No. 7 of the
Hahnpassgasse, there concealed under lock and key, and presumably
left to die a lingering death of hunger and cold. The proceedings
further go to show,” the clerk droned on, looked up for a moment
over the top of his glasses, and started fumbling again with the papers

“The proceedings further go to show that, presumably subsequent
to his decease, the aforesaid Carl Zottmann was robbed of his gold
hunter watch”—here he held up the watch from the table by its
chain—*slightly damaged about the cover, with lettering inside par-
tially obliterated, together with the rest of his portable property. The
declaration made on oath by the aforesaid Jaromir Kwasznitschka,
orphan son of the seventeen years deceased baker of consecrated wa-
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fers of the same name, that he found the watch in the bed of his
brother Loisa, who has since absconded, and that he took it to the
shop of one Aaron Wassertrum, householder, subsequently deceased,
and handed over the aforesaid watch in return for an agreed sum of
money, has been dismissed, owing to the improbable nature of the
story.

“The proceedings further go to show that the corpse of the afore-
said Carl Zottmann had on it, at the time of its discovery, in the
left-hand trouser pocket, a notebook in which he had, presumably
several days prior to his decease, made certain entries tending to
throw light upon the crime, and render possible the apprehension of
the criminal.

“Loisa Kwasznitschka, at the time a fugitive from justice, having, in
consequence of the entries by the aforesaid Carl Zottmann, incurred
grave suspicion, has engaged the attention of the police authorities.

“It is therefore directed that the detention pending trial of Athana-
sius Pernath, cutter of precious stones, shall come to an end, and that
the proceedings against him be abandoned.

“PRAGUIE,

“Ju!)’,
“Signed: DR. FREIHERR VON LEISETRETER.”

The ground swam beneath me, and for the space of a moment I lost
consciousness. . . .

When I came to, I found myself sitting on a chair, with the guard
clapping me solicitously on the back.

The clerk was sitting unperturbed, taking snuff and sneezing, and
finally informing me:

“The reading of the statement had to be postponed till to-day in
consequence of your name beginning with a ‘P.” Naturally the cases
have to be dealt with in alphabetical rotation.” After which he contin-
ued reading:

“We, moreover, beg to inform the aforesaid Athanasius Pernath,
cutter of precious stones, that he has been made heir to a third part of
the estate of the late Innocence Charousek, medical student, now de-
funct, in consequence of a will drawn up in his favour by the afore-
said, and he is hereby requested to set his hand by way of signature to
this present statement.”

Wherewith the clerk dipped his pen into the inkpot, and started
making blots on the paper.

I sat there, waiting for the accustomed snigger to follow. But it
never came.

“Innocence Charousek,” I repeated after him, a little vacantly.
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The guard stooped, and whispered in my ear:

“Shortly before his death, Dr. Charousek called here to enquire for
you. He asked me to be sure and convey his warmest greetings to you.
But of course I could not at the time do anything of the kind. It is
strictly against all rules. The poor Doctor came to a terrible end. He
took his own life. They found him dead, lying flat on his face in the
cemetery, over the grave of Aaron Wassertrum. He dug two deep
holes in the ground, cut his wrists and put his arms in the holes and
bled to death. He must have been crazy, that Dr. Char——"

The clerk had now pushed his chair back noisily, and was handing
me the pen for me to sign with.

After which he drew himself up, and, with all the dignity of an
underling, dressed in a little brief authority:

“Guard, take the man away.”

Again—as once before, eons ago—the man with the sword and
baggy trousers in the hall had taken the coffee-mill off his lap. But this
time, instead of searching me, he had given me back my packet of
precious stones, and my note-case with the ten gulden in it, together
with my cloak, and all my other belongings.

After which, I was in the street again!

Miriam! Miriam! At last I would see her! It was all I could do to
suppress a wild shout of joy.

It must surely be midnight. The moon was shining dully in the
clouds, like a great plate of pale brass, behind a veil of mist.

The pavement was covered with a coating of sticky mud.

I signed to a drosky, that loomed out of the night air like some
dilapidated prehistoric monster. My legs, it seemed to me, didn’t
know their job any more. I had forgotten how to walk, and could only
stumble, walking on numbed soles, like a man sick of the palsy.

Hahnpassgasse, coachman, as quick as you can—No. 7. Do you
hear? No. 7!

FREE

After a few yards, the man pulled up.
“Was it Hahnpassgasse, sir, you said?”
“Yes . . . yes. .. quickly!”
We went on a little way. Then stopped again.
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“For God’s sake! What’s the matter?”

“It was Hahnpassgasse, sir, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, you fool. Go on!”

“Can’t drive down Hahnpassgasse, sir.”

“Why not?”

“It’s ripped up, sir. The Jewish quarter is being rebuilt.”

“Take me as far as you can, then. But, for heaven’s sake, get
along!”

The drosky leapt forward with a bound, then almost immediately
subsided into a jog-trot.

I let down the rackety window, and greedily filled my lungs with the
night air.

Everything seemed to have become so strange to me, so curiously
new—the houses, and the streets, and the shops with closed shutters.

A miserable white dog was trotting along the pavement. I gazed
after it. How odd! A dog! I had forgotten there were such things! I
found myself calling out after it, like a happy child; “Hey, hey! Don’t
be such a sourpuss!”

What on earth would Hillel say when he saw me? And Miriam!
Only a few moments more, and I should be with them! Not for one
minute would I stop knocking at their door till I had waked them both
up!

Everything was going to be all right now . . . all the trials and
tribulations of this past year over at last!

It would be like Christmas night! But this time I wouldn’t sleep
through it.

Just for a fleeting instant I was paralysed with the old horror. The
words of the prisoner with the bestial face sounded in my ears. The
charred face . . . that hideous murder. But, no . . . a thousand times,
no! I shook it off with all the strength that was in me. It simply could
not be! Miriam was alive! I had heard her very voice, from the mouth
of Laponder.

One little minute more . . . half a minute . . . and then!

The drosky pulled up before a heap of ruins. Barricades of paving
blocks all round, everywhere, with little red lanterns alight.

In the glare of torchlight a gang of workmen were busily employed.
They were digging and shovelling.

The way was blocked by heaps of rubbish and bricks. I began to
climb over them, and sank up to my knees.

Could this really and truly be the Hahnpassgasse?

Wearily I tried to take my bearings. But I was surrounded with
nothing but ruins.
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Could my old house have been pulled down?

The front of it certainly had been.

I clambered on to a mound of earth. In place of what had once
been the street, a black-walled passage lay beneath me. I looked up.
Rooms yawned above me in all their nakedness, like so many gigantic
cells in a hive, lit, half by the moon, half by the flickering light of the
torches.

That room over there must have been mine. I recognised it by the
colour of the walls.

But only the tiniest portion of it still remained.

Next to it was Savioli’s studio! A strange feeling of emptiness came
into my heart. How curious it seemed! Angelina! So far removed, so
infinitely remote, did it all appear to me now.

I turned round. Not one stone remained of the house where Was-
sertrum had lived. It had literally been razed to the ground . . . the
junkshop . . . Charousek’s cellar . . . lodging . . . everything . . .
every single thing . . .

“Man perisheth as a vain shadow,” a phrase I had read somewhere,
suddenly came into my mind.

I asked one of the workmen whether he knew where the people who
used to live here had gone; whether he knew Hillel the Registrar.

“No speak German,” was the answer. I gave him a gulden and his
knowledge immediately improved. But he could give me no informa-
tion. The same was true of the other workmen.

I asked them did they think I might learn anything down at
Loisitschek’s?

Loisitschek’s, they told me, was shut. Closed for remodeling.

But surely there was somebody in the neighbourhood I could wake
up and ask?

“Not even a cat lives around here,” one of the men volunteered.
“It’s forbidden. Typhus.”

“The Alte Ungelt? Is it open?”

“Closed.”

“Sure?”

“Dead sure!”

I mentioned a couple of other people, tobacconists, residents in the
neighbourhood: then Zwakh, Vrieslander, Prokop.

But each time he shook his head.

“Do you, by any chance, know Jaromir Kwasznitschka?”

At that he pricked up his ears.

“Jaromir? Deaf mute?”

Thank God! At last someone I knew!



THE GOLEM 177

“Yes. Deaf and dumb. Where does he live?”

“Does he cut pictures out? Of black paper?”

“Yes! That’s the fellow. Where can I find him?”

As best he could the man described to me a certain night café in the
heart of the town, and started to go on with his shovelling again.

For the space of an hour I stumbled over fields of rubble, crossed
sagging planks, and crawled through piles of timber that blocked the
streets. The whole Jewish quarter was one waste of earth and rubbish,
Jjust as though an earthquake had passed over it.

At last—breathless, bedraggled, and torn—I had found my way out
of the labyrinth.

The dirty little public-house in question was a couple of rows of
houses away. Over the doorway was written “Café Chaos.”

The saloon bar was practically empty. It was also very small, with
scarcely enough room for a couple of tables fastened to the walls.

A waiter was snoring on top of the three-legged billiard table that
stood in the middle of the room.

A market woman, with her vegetable basket in front of her, sat in
the corner nodding over a glass of beer.

At last it dawned upon the waiter to get up and ask what [ wanted.
Only from the insolent look with which he scanned me from top to toe
did it dawn on me how disreputable must my appearance be.

Horrified, I looked at myself in the glass. Out of it stared at me an
entirely unfamiliar face—wrinkled, pasty, grey as putty, with scrubby
beard, and long, tangled hair.

I ordered some black coffee, and asked if Jaromir had been there
that evening.

“Not turned up yet,” yawned the waiter, and laid himself down on
the billiard table once more, to sleep.

I took the “Prager Tagblatt” from the wall and . . . waited.

The letterpress ran about all over the page, like ants, and I under-
stood not one word of what I read.

The hours passed and that curious dark-blue light was beginning to
steal through the window-panes that in a gas-lit café is the equivalent
of daybreak.

Now and again a couple of helmets with shimmering cock’s feathers
would be poked round the door, but the policemen that owned them
would soon make the best of their way outside again, with slow, heavy
tread.

Three weary-looking soldiers trailed into the room.

A crossing-street-sweeper came in for a brandy.

And at long last—Jaromir.
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He had changed so much, I scarcely knew him at first. His eyes
were glazed, he had lost his front teeth, his hair was all tousled, and
there were deep hollows behind his ears.

So delighted was I to see a familiar face once more, after so long a
time, that I sprang up and seized him by the hand.

But he seemed extraordinarily timid, and kept looking towards the
door. Through every possible means in my power I tried to convince
him how glad I was to have come across him. For a long time he
seemed unable to take it in.

As for the questions 1 put to him—every single one of these re-
ceived the same helpless gesture of incomprehension.

How, oh, how, could I make myself intelligible?

Ah! An idea!

I asked for a pencil, and drew, one by one, the faces of Zwakh,
Vrieslander, and Prokop.

“What? None of them in Prague any longer?”

He brandished his arms about in the air violently, made a gesture as
of counting out money, then set his fingers walking across the surface
of the table, and slapped the back of his hand. I understood. They had
probably all three of them come into some money from Charousek,
and were touring with their Marionette Company, on an increased
scale, as a going concern.

“And Hille]? Where does he live, now?” I drew his face, then a
house close to it, then a large note of interrogation.

The question mark meant nothing to him. He couldn’t read. But he
understood what I wanted, for he picked up a match, threw it deliber-
ately up into the air, and then caught it, juggler-fashion, so that it
disappeared.

What could that mean? Had Hillel gone away, too?

I now drew the Jewish Council House.

“Hillel isn’t there any more?”

“No.” (Shake of the head.)

“Where is he, then?”

Business again with match.

“He mean’s the gentleman’s gone away, and he doesn’t know
where,” the crossing-street-sweeper joined in informatively. He had
been looking on at the whole proceeding with the utmost interest.

My heart leapt into my mouth! Hillel gone! I was all alone in the
world, then!

All the things in the room began to dance before my eyes.

“And Miriam?”

My hand trembled so that for a long time I couldn’t draw any face
that was like her.
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“Has Miriam gone too?”

“Yes. Gone. Quite gone.”

I groaned aloud, and paced back and forth around the room. The
three soldiers looked at each other enquiringly.

Jaromir now tried to calm me, and made painful efforts to commu-
nicate something else he seemed to know. He laid his head down on
his arm, like somebody sleeping.

Whereat I held on to the table. “Christ! Is Miriam dead?”

He shook his head, and again repeated the gesture of sleep.

Had she been ill? I drew a medicine bottle.

Another headshake. And again he laid his head down on his arm.

Bit by bit it grew lighter, and the gas-jets began to be turned out.
But still I could not make out what that gesture was intended to
convey.

I gave it up, and sat thinking.

The only thing that remained to me was to go to the Jewish Council
House, and there make enquiries where Hillel might have gone to,
with Miriam.

Wherever it was, I must go after him.

Without one word, I sat there, close to Jaromir. As deaf and as
dumb as he was.

Looking up, after a long interval, I saw him cutting a silhouette out
of a piece of paper.

I recognised the profile as Rosina’s. He passed it over the table to
me, then laid his hand before his eyes, and began to cry silently.

Suddenly he leapt to his feet, and staggered out of the room precipi-
tately.

Schemajah Hillel, the Registrar, had apparently left the neighbour-
hood one day and never returned: his daughter he had presumably
taken with him, for nobody had since caught a glimpse of her. That
was what they told me at the Jewish Council House. And that was all
they could tell me.

There seemed to be not one trace of where they might have gone.

As for my money, it still lay at the bank, hedged in by legal re-
strictions, but every day now they were expecting to be in a position
to pay it over to me.

I must also comply with the necessary legal formalities with regard
to Charousek’s legacy, and the whole soul of me was now filled with
burning impatience to get through with it, realise everything I had got,
and start off on my search for Hillel and Miriam.

I sold my precious stones, that I still had in my pocket, and with the
proceeds hired a couple of tiny furnished attic rooms in the Altschul-
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gasse—the one remaining street in the Ghetto that did not seem to
have been condemned.

By some curious law of coincidence it turned out to be precisely the
same house as that in which the Golem was said to have taken refuge,
according to the old legend. I made enquiries among my neigh-
bours—for the most part small shopkeepers and artisans—as to the
truth of the yarn concerning the “room with no entrance,” and all of
them laughed at me. Fancy believing a thing like that! was the general
attitude.

My own experiences in that connection had long faded, during
imprisonment, to the pale hues of a vanished dream. I now wiped
them completely from the tablets of my mind, as mere empty symbols
void of all manner of life.

Laponder’s words, which I would frequently hear as clearly as
though he sat opposite talking to me, only strengthened my feeling
that maybe I had but seen, with the inward eye of vision, something
that at the time had seemed tangible reality.

Wasn’t everything gone and vanished now that once I had pos-
sessed?

The book Ibbur, the ghostly game of tarot, Angelina, and even my
old friends Zwakh, Vrieslander, and Prokop!

It was Christmas Eve, and I was taking back to my rooms a little
tree with red candles. For once I longed to be a boy again, with the
glitter of lights around me, and the fragrance of pine-needles and
burning wax.

Before the year was over I should most likely have started on my
pilgrimage, and be scouring the towns and villages, or wherever the
spirit moved me to go, in my quest for Hillel and Miriam.

By degrees all impatience had departed from my soul, and I feared
no more lest Miriam should be murdered. For [ knew in my heart that
I should find both her and her father.

I was fulfilled now with a feeling of happy contentment—the sweet
peace of a man who, after many wanderings, returns to his home, and
sees from afar the spires of his native town. Strange.

I had turned in at the little café house to try and collect Jaromir to
spend Christmas evening with me. But they told me he never went
there any more now. I was going somewhat sadly away again when an
old itinerant pedlar came in, hawking his trumpery little wares.

I rummaged about among all the odds and ends in his pack, turning
over crucifixes, hair-combs, rubbishy brooches—and suddenly found
myself picking up a heart-shaped stone, strung on a piece of silk. In
amazement I recognised it as the identical red heart that Angelina
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once, when she was a little girl, had given me as a parting present,
down by the fountain in the old garden at her castle.

In a flash my youth stood revealed to me—in miniature, as though
I gazed at it through a peep-show on a small scale.

For a long, long time I stood there, gazing and gazing at the little
red heart in my hand.

I was sitting in my little attic room now, listening to the faint crack-
le of the pine-needles, when here and there a little twig would be set
alight by one of the candles.

Most probably old Zwakh at this very moment, somewhere or
other, was producing his Christmas Eve play, in terms of marionettes.
I pictured the scene to myself, declaiming in hushed tones the verses
of his favourite poet, Oskar Wiener:

Where is the heart of stone, blood-red,

That hung upon a silken thread?

Give, oh give it not away,

For I did love him, and I served

Seven years to win this heart, nor ever swerved
From faithful service, night and day.

Why did I feel so awe-struck all of a sudden?

The candles had all burned down by now. Only one was still flick-
ering. Small rings of smoke hovered in the air.

Suddenly, as though a hand had clutched me, I turned, and:

MY OTHER SELF STOOD ON THE THRESHOLD. MY DOPPELGANGER.
IN A WHITE CLOAK. A CROWN UPON ITS HEAD.

For one fleeting moment.

Then, through the wooden door flames burst, and the room was
filled with a hot smother.

Fire had broken out in the house! Fire! FIRE!

I tear open the window. I climb out on to the roof.

The sharp clatter of the fire brigade can already be heard in the
distance.

Gleaming helmets and short, sharp words of command.

Then the ghostly, rhythmical squelch of the pumps, as though the
Demon of Water were making ready to spring on its arch-enemy—
Fire!

Next, the smashing of glass, and red tongues of flame shooting
forth from all the windows.

Mattresses are flung on to the ground below, till the whole street
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seems full of them, and of human creatures jumping down on them,
and being carried away, injured.

As for me, I am filled with a wild kind of jubilant ecstasy. Why, I
do not know. My hair positively stands on end.

I rush to the chimney, to escape from the flames that are pursuing
me.

A chimney-sweep’s rope is fastened round it.

I coil it up, twist it round ankle and leg as we had been taught to do
at “gym” in school, and let myself quietly down the side of the house.

I am passing by a window. I am peering in.

It is all brightly lit up inside.

And there I see . . . THEREISEE . . .

My whole person is transformed into one great cry of joy:

HILLEL! MIRIAM! HILLEL!

I try to clutch hold of the bars . . .

But in my clutching I leave hold of the rope . . .

For a moment I hang there, head twisted back, and with legs
crossed, betwixt heaven and earth . . .

The rope twangs under the strain. I hear the strands stretching and
groaning.

I fall.

I lose consciousness.

I try to grasp the window-sill in my falling, but my hand slithers off.
Nothing to hold . . .

The stone is smooth . . .

SMOOTH LIKE A LUMP OF FAT!

END

&

‘. . .like a lump of fat!”

That is the stone, that looks like a lump of fat!

The words are shrilling in my ears still. Then I sit up, and force
myself to realise where I am.

I am in bed. I am staying in a hotel.

My name is not Pernath, at all.

Has it all been just a dream?

No. Dreams are not like that.

I look at the clock. I have scarcely been asleep half an hour. It is
half-past two.
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And there hangs the hat which is not mine, which I took by mistake
in the Cathedral to-day, when I attended High Mass.

Was there a name inside?

I pick it up, and read, in golden letters on the white silk lining, the
name which is not my name, and yet so oddly familiar by now:

ATHANASIUS PERNATH

There is no question of rest for me any more now. I dress rapidly,
and run downstairs.

“Porter! Unlock the door! I’'m going out for an hour!”

“Out, sir?”

“Yes. Into the Jewish quarter. Hahnpassgasse. There’s a street of
that name, isn’t there?”

“There is a street.” The porter smiles, disagreeably. “But it’s not the
Jewish quarter any more now, sir, in a manner of speaking. It’s all
been rebuilt long ago.”

“It doesn’t matter. Where is the Hahnpassgasse?”

“Here, sir.” The fat thumb of the porter points it out to me on the
map.

“And the café—"Loisitschek’s?”

“Just here, sir.”

“Give me a large sheet of brown paper, will you?”

“Very good, sir.”

In it I wrap up Pernath’s hat. Strange; it is almost new, spotlessly
clean, and yet as fragile-looking as if it were extremely old.

I ponder, and ponder, as I go on my way.

Obviously I had experienced, within my dream, everything that
Athanasius Pernath had lived through. Everything have I witnessed,
heard, and felt, within the space of one night, as though I had been he.
But then why, in that one brief moment, when the cord broke, and he
had called out “Hillel! Hillel!”—why did I not know now what it was
he had seen behind that barred window?

I realise that must have been the moment in which he and I were
separated.

Come what come may, I must find this Athanasius Pernath, if I
have to search for three days and three nights on end without stop-

ping.

So that’s the Hahnpassgasse?
Never for one instant had I seen it like that in my dreams!
Just a lot of new-built houses.
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A moment later, and I am seated in the Café Loisitschek. A quiet,
fairly clean little place it seems to be.

There is, as a matter of fact, a kind of estrade up at the back, with
a wooden railing in front, and a certain resemblance to the old
Loisitschek’s of my dreams is not to be denied.

“What can I get you, sir?”” a buxom waitress comes and asks me.
She seems literally bursting out of her hot red velvet frock.

“One cognac, please . . . thanks. Please . . . Friulein?”

“Si[‘?”

“Whom does this café belong to?”

“To Herr Kommerzialrat Loisitschek, of course. The whole house
belongs to him. He’s a very well-to-do gentleman.”

Ah! I remember. The individual with the boar’s teeth upon his
watch-chain. I remember, perfectly.

I have a brain-wave. Surely, I shall get on to it now.

“Fraulein!”

“Sir?”

“When was it the stone bridge broke down?”

“Thirty-three years ago.” *

“Oh! Thirty-three years ago!” I ruminate. In that case, my friend
Pernath must be getting on for ninety now.

“Fraulein!”

“Sir?”

“Isn’t there anybody here amongst your regular customers who can
remember how it was the old Jewish quarter used to look? I am an
author, and interested in things of that sort.”

She thinks a moment. “Any of our customers . . . n-no. . . . At
least . . . there’s that old billiard marker playing billiards over there
with the young student . . . the old fellow with the hooky nose . . .
see him? He’s always lived here, and would be able to tell you all
about it. Shall I fetch him when he’s done?”

I follow the girl’s glance.

Over there by the mirror a thin white-haired old man is chalking the
end of his cue. An emaciated face, but somehow very appealing. What
is it he reminds me of?

“What’s the marker’s name, Fraulein?”

The waitress is now leaning both her elbows on the table, and,
licking the end of her pencil, rapidly writes her name over and over
again on the marble top, rubbing it out each time, as quickly, with her
finger. The gesture is accompanied by a series of glances in my direc-

* The chronology is awry. The bridge was damaged in 1890, at which time Pernath was
said to have been in his forties and Athenstidt a young man. [E.F.B.]
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tion, of varying degrees of suggestiveness, according to the reception
they meet with. And of course she does not omit to arch her eyebrows
the while, or do anything else to accentuate the magic of her appeal.

“What is the marker’s name, Friaulein?” I ask again. I know quite
well, as I look at her how much she would prefer another question:
“Fraulein, why haven’t you on nothing but a swallow-tail coat?”. . .
or words to that effect. But I don’t put it. I am far too taken up with
my dream.

“Called?” she pouts. “Oh . . . called! . . . why, he’s Ferri—Ferri
Athenstadt.”

“Indeed? Ferri Athenstadt? Ah! Then he’s an old acquaintance.

“Go on, my dear,” I wheedle her—for all I have to fortify myself
first with another cognac. “It’s good to hear the sound of that pretty
little voice of yours.” . . . Lord, how I do detest myself at this mo-
ment!

She stoops down, unnecessarily close to me, so that her hair tickles
my face, as she whispers:

“Ferri, he was a real big wheel in his day. Some say he came from
the old nobility—but I’ll bet that’s just a story, because he doesn’t
have a beard—and he was rolling in money. A red-headed Jewess—
real hot stuff——" she wrote her name a couple of times more—
“stripped him bare. I mean money. And when he was broke, she up
and married a fine gentleman. He was”—and she whispered some
name in my ear, but I didn’t catch it. “The gentleman had to give up
his rank and you couldn’t call him Ritter any more. That’s all right.
But he still couldn’t wash away that she used to be on the streets. Do
you know what I think?”

“Fritzi! Check, please!” someone called down from the estrade.

Left alone, my gaze roams all round the café, when suddenly I hear
behind me a tiny metallic sound, like the chirping of a grasshopper.

I turn round enquiringly. It is all I can do to believe my eyes.

There is old Schaffranek sitting in the corner, actually old blind,
hoary-headed Nephtali Schaffranek, aged as Methusaleh, sitting,
shrunk into himself, face to the wall. His trembling, skeletal hands
fingered a small music box. As he turned the handle, twanging noises
emerged.

I go up to him.

Immediately he begins singing to himself, confusedly,

“Frau Pick,
Frau Hock,
Und rote blaue Stern
die schmusen allerhand.
Von Messinung, an Raucherl und Rohn.”
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“Waiter, can you tell me the name of this old man?” I ask a waiter
who is scurrying by.

“No, sir. Nobody here knows his name any more. He’s forgotten it
himself. He’s all alone in the world. He’s one hundred and ten years
old. He comes in every evening, and we give him a cup of coffee.”

I bend down over the old creature, and call a word into his ear:
“Schaffranek!”

It goes through him like a stroke of lightning. He murmurs some-
thing, and rubs his hand over his forehead, as if trying to think.

“Do you understand me, Herr Schaffranek?”

He nods.

“Try hard and listen. I want to ask you something about old days.
If you can tell me what I want to know, I shall give you that gulden on
the table, there.”

“Gulden!” The old man repeats, parrot-wise, and begins to turn the
handle of his hurdygurdy madly.

I take his hand, and hold it fast. “Try and think a moment! Did you
ever hear, three and thirty years ago, of a gemcutter called Pernath?”

“Hadrbolletz! Breeches-maker!” he wheezes asthmatically, and
then laughs all over his face, under the impression I've told him some-
thing extraordinarily funny.

“No. . .no. . .not Hadrbolletz! Pernath!”

“Pereles?” He literally shouts with glee.

“No. Not Pereles! PERNATH!”

“Pascheles?” He crows with delight.

In bitter disappointment, I give it up.

“You want to speak to me, sir?” Ferri Athenstddt, the billiard
marker, is confronting me with a distant bow.

“Yes. That’s right. I thought we might have a game, perhaps?”

“Hundred up? Give you ninety handicap, if it’s agreeable. . . . For
money, sir?”’

“Done! For a gulden. You begin, if you like, marker.”

His Highness takes the cue, aims, muffs it, and pulls a face. I know
perfectly well what he is doing. Letting me get up to ninety-nine, then
running out in one break.

But more and more is my curiosity at boiling-point. I go straight to
the point now.

“Tell me, marker . . . do you happen to remember, a long time ago

. . somewhere about the time the old stone bridge collapsed, proba-
bly . . . a certain Athanasius Pernath who lived in the Jewish quarter,
as it stood then?”
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A man in a red and white striped linen jacket, with squinting eyes
and small golden ear-rings, sitting on a chair against the wall and
reading a newspaper, stares at me and crosses himself.

“Pernath? Pernath?” the marker repeats, and racks his brains to try
and think. “Pernath? Medium height, slender, wasn’t he? Brown hair
. . . pepper and salt beard . . . cut pointed?”

“Yes. That’s right.”

“About forty years old, at that time? Looked like——" Suddenly
His Highness stops, and gazes at me in amazement:

“Are you related to him, may I ask, sir?”

The man with a squint crosses himself again.

“I? A relative? No! Only I happened to be interested in him. Is
there anything else you know?” I ask nonchalantly, for my heart feels
like a lump of ice.

Ferri Athenstddt once more puts on his thinking-cap.

“If I'm not mistaken, they used to say that he was mad. Pernath
once said, yes I believe he once said his name was—let me think—
Laponder—and at other times he’d give himself out for a certain . . .
Charousek!”

“It’s all a pack of lies!” breaks in the man with a squint. ~ “Char-
ousek was a real man all right. My father came into a couple of
thousand florins through him.”

“Who is this man?” I ask the marker softly.

“He’s a boatman, and his name’s Tschamrda. All I seem to remem-
ber about Pernath is that later on in life he married a very beautiful
Jewess—at least, I think he did.”

“Miriam!” I tell myself, and am so overcome with emotion that my
hands are trembling and I can play no longer.

Once again the squint-eyed man crosses himself.

“What's the matter with you, Herr Tschamrda?” asks the marker in
astonishment.

“Pernath never did live!” shouts the squint-eyed, in a frenzy, at us.
“I don’t believe it!”

I at once make the man take a cognac with me, to get him talking.

“Some people say,” declared the boatman, “that Pernath is still
alive . . . that he cuts combs . . . and lives up at the Hradschin!”

“Where, on the Hradschin?”

Once more the boatman crosses himself.

“That’s where you’re asking! He lives where no living man could
live! At “Last Lamp House™”

“Do you know the house, then, Herr ... Herr ... Herr
Tschamrda?”
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“I wouldn’t go up there for all the money on God’s earth!” protests
he. “What do you take me for? Jesus, Mary and Joseph!”

“But you could show me the way to it, I suppose, Herr
Tschamrda?”

“’Spose I could,” growls the boatman. “If you wait till six in the
morning, when I go down to the Moldau. But I warn you! You’ll have
no luck! Likely as not, you’ll fall over into the Hirschgraben and
break your neck! Holy Mother of God!”

We walk together through the early morning air. A fresh wind is
blowing up from the river. So full of expectation am I, I can hardly
feel the ground beneath my feet.

Suddenly I am confronted by the house in the Altschulgasse.

I recognise the window at once: the bent guttering . . . the iron
bars . . . the stone sill . . . slippery . . . like a lump of fat. . . .

“When was this house on fire?” I ask the squint-eyed. There is a dull
buzzing in my ears, as I wait for the reply.

“On fire? Never!”

“But it was burned. I know it was!”

“It never was.”

“But it was! Will you bet me?”

“How much?”

“A gulden.”

“Done.” And Tschamrda proceeds to fetch the concierge. “Has this
house ever been on fire?”

“Oh, come on!” The man laughs.

Can I believe it? Yes, and no.

“I've lived in this house come seventy years,” the man informs us.
“I should know, shouldn’t I?”

Strange . . . strange . . . strange!

With grotesque, jerky movements the boatman rows me over the
Moldau in his little boat, consisting of eight rough, unplaned boards.
The yellow water foams up against its timber sides. The roofs of the
Hradschin gleam red in the morning sun. My soul seems possessed
with a strange feeling of solemnity. A faint, indefinable feeling rises
up within me as of something proceeding from another life than this—
some previous enchanted existence: the whole world, in fact, seems
enchanted, seen through a haze of dreamy recognition, as though I
had lived already at many times, and in many places, simultaneously.
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I get out of the boat.

“How much, Herr Tschamrda?”

“One kreuzer. If you’d wanted to help with the rowing—it would
have been two!”

Once again I tread the same road I had trodden in my last night’s
dream—and climb the same lonely steps, that lead towards the Castle.
My heart beats rapidly: I know beforehand I shall see the leafless
trees whose boughs reach over the wall.

But no. It is strewn with white blossom.

The air is full of the sweet scent of lilac.

Beneath me is spread the town, in the early morning light, like a
vision of the Promised Land.

No sound. Nothing but scent and gleam.

With my eyes shut I could have found my way through the quaint
old Street of the Alchemists, so familiar has every inch of it suddenly
become to me.

But instead of the little wooden lattice gate that had formerly led up
to the glimmering white house, another one now stands—a magnifi-
cent affair, all in lines of curving gold, shutting off the entrance to the
street.

Two sombre yew-trees rise up from a shrubbery, and stand as senti-
nels on either hand of the entrance door to the garden wall, directly
behind the lattice gate.

I stand on tiptoe, trying to see over the bushes, and am immediately
dazzled by fresh splendour.

The garden wall is all covered with decoration in mosaic, of a beau-
tiful Turkish blue background, set with gold, highly stylised frescoes
depicting the Egyptian cult of the god Osiris.

The swinging door is the God himself: a hermaphrodite in two
halves, the right female, the left male. The figure is seated on a flat,
radiant throne of mother of pearl, in semi-relief, and its golden head is
in the form of a hare. The ears of it stand up high and close together,
giving the semblance of two pages of an open book.

The atmosphere is filled with the freshness of dew, and the fra-
grance of hyacinths is wafted over the wall.

I stand there petrified, for a long time, staring. It is like the entrance
to an unknown world. An old gardener, or servant of some sort, with
a ruffle round his neck, silver buckles on his shoes, and a coat of most
curious cut, now appears from the left hand side behind the golden
gate, and asks me through the bars what it is I want.

Without a word, I hold out to him the hat of Athanasius Pernath.



190 GUSTAV MEYRINK

He takes it, and goes through the swinging doors.

As they open, I catch a glimpse behind of a marble house, with all
the aspect of a temple, on the steps of which is standing:

ATHANASIUS PERNATH
and leaning up against him:
MIRIAM!

They are both gazing down at the town below them. Just for an
instant Miriam turns in my direction, sees me, smiles, and whispers
something to Athanasius Pernath.

Her beauty holds me spellbound.

She is so young—just as I had seen her in my dream of yesternight.

Athanasius Pernath turns slowly towards me, and my heart stops
beating:

So like is he to myself, it is as though beholding my own face and figure
in the glass!

Then the swinging doors are closed once more, and all I can see is
the gleaming hermaphrodite.

The old servant hands me my hat, saying—and his voice sounds to
me as though proceeding from the bowels of the earth:

“HERR ATHANASIUS PERNATH’S COMPLIMENTS AND THANKS, AND
HE HOPES YOU WILL NOT THINK HIM INHOSPITABLE NOT TO INVITE
YOU INTO THE GARDEN, BUT FOR MANY A DAY IT HAS BEEN AGAINST
THE RULES OF THE HOUSE.

“HE ALSO WISHES ME TO SAY HE HAS NOT WORN YOUR HAT, HAVING
IMMEDIATELY DISCOVERED A MISTAKE HAD BEEN MADE.

“HE ONLY HOPES HIS HAT MAY NOT HAVE GIVEN YOU A HEADACHE.”
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