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A

Yom
Kippur
Scandal

“THAT’S NOTHING!” called out the man with round
eyes, like an ox, who had been sitting all this time in a corner by the
window, smoking and listening to our stories of thefts, robberies, and

“I’ll tell you a story of a theft that took place in our

expropriations.
t! It is worth

town, in the synagogue itself, and on Yom Kippur at tha
listening to.

“Our town, Kasrilevke—that’s where I'm from, you kno
town, and a poor one. There is no thievery there. No one steals anything
for the simple reason that there is nobody to steal from and nothing
worth stealing. And besides, a Jew is not a thief by nature. That is, he

may be a thief, but not the sor

w—is a small

t who will climb through a window or

attack you with a knife. He will divert, pervert, subvert, and contravert
as a matter of course; but he won’t pull anything out of your pocket. He
won’t be caught like a common thief and led through the streets with a
yellow placard on his back. Imagine, then, a theft taking place in
Kasrilevke, and such a theft at that. Eighteen hundred rubles at one

crack.

“Here is how it happened.
evening services, a stranger arri
from Lithuania. He left his bag

One Yom Kippur eve, just before the
ved in our town, a salesman of some sort
at an inn and went forth immediately to
look for a place of worship, and he came upon the old synagogue.
Coming in just before the service began, he found the trustees around
the collection plates. «Sholem aleichem,’ said he. ‘Aleichem sholem,’

they answered. ‘Where dogs our guest hail from? ‘From Lithuania.’
‘And your name? ‘Even your grandmother wouldn’t know if I told her.’
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‘But you have come to our synagogue!” “Where else should 1207 “Then
you want to pray here? ‘Can I help myself? What else can 1 do? “Then
put something into the plate.” *‘What did you think? That I was not going
to pay”

“To make a long story short, our guest took out three silver rubles and
put them in the plate. Then he put a ruble into the cantor’s plate, one into
the rabbi’s, gave one for the cheder, threw a half into the charity box,
and then began to divide money among the poor who flocked to the
door. And in our town we have so many poor people that if you really
wanted to start giving, you could divide Rothschild’s fortune among

them.

“Impressed by his generosity, the men quickly found a place for him -
along the east wall. Where did they find room for him when all the places
along the wall are occupied? Don’t ask. Have you ever been at a
celebration—a wedding or circumcision—when all the guests ar
already seated at the table, and suddenly there is a commotion outside—
the rich uncle has arrived? What do you do? You push and shove a.nd
squeeze until a place is made for the rich relative. Squeezing is a Jewish
custom. If no one squeezes us, we squeeze each other.”

The man with the eyes that bulged like an ox’s paused, looked at the
crowd to see what effect his wit had on us, and went on.

“So our guest went up to his place of honor and called to the shammes
to bring him a praying stand. He put on his za/lis and started to pray- He
prayed and he prayed, standing on his feet all the time. He never sat
down or left his place all evening long or all the next day. To fast all day
standing on one’s feet, without ever sitting down—that only a Litvak
can do! :

“But when it was all over, when the final blast of the shofar had died
down, the Day of Atonement had ended, and Chaim the melamed, Who
had led the evening prayers after Yom Kippur from time immemorial,
had cleared his throat, and in his tremulous voice had already begun—
‘Ma-a-riv a-ro-vim . . suddenly screams were heard. ‘Help! H‘?lp!

Help!” We looked around: the stranger was stretched out on the floorina
dead faint. We poured water on him, revived him, but he fainted again-
What was the trouble? Plenty! This Litvak tells us that he had brought
with him to Kasrilevke eighteen hundred rubles. To leave that much at
the inn—think of it, eighteen hundred rubles—he had been afraid.
Whom could he trust with such a sum of money in a strange town? Ao
Yet, to keep it in his pocket on Yom Kippur was not exactly proper
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cither. So at last this plan had occurred to him: he had taken the money
to the synagogue and slipped it into the praying stand. Only a Litvak
could do a thing like that! . . . Now do you see why he had not stepped
away from the praying stand for a single minute? And yet during one of
the r'nany prayers when we all turn our face to the wall, someone must
have stolen the money . . .

“Well, the poor man wept, tore his hair, wrung his hands. What would
he do with the money gone? It was not his own money, he said. He was
only a clerk. The money was his employer’s. He himself was a poor man,
with a houseful of children. There was nothing for him to do now but go
out and drown himself, or hang himself right here in front of everybody.

Hearing these words, the crowd stood petrified, forgetting that they
had all been fasting since the night before and it was time to go home and
eat. It was a disgrace before a stranger, a shame and a scandal in our own
eyes. A theft like that—eighteen hundred rubles! And where? In the
Holy of Holies, in the old synagogue of Kasrilevke. And on what day?
On the holiest day of the year, on Yom Kippur! Such a thing had never
been heard of before.

“‘Shammes, lock the door! ordered our rabbi. We have our own
rabbi in Kasrilevke, Reb Yozifel, a true man of God, a holy man. Not
too sharpwitted, perhaps, but a good man, a man with no bitterness in
him. Sometimes he gets ideas that you would not hit upon if you had
eighteen heads on your shoulders. . . . When the door was locked, Reb

Yozifel turned to the congregation, his face pale as death and his hands
trembling, his eyes burning with a strange fire. |

“He said, ‘Listen to me, my friends. This is an ugly thing, a thing
unheard of since the world was created—that here in Kasrilevke there
should be a sinner, a renegade to his people, who would have the
audacity to take from a stranger, a poor man with a family, a fortune like
this. And on what day? On the holiest day of the year, on Yom Kippur,
and perhaps at the last, most solemn moment—just before the shofar
was blown! Such a thing has never happened anywhere. I cannot believe
it is possible. It simply cannot be. But perhaps—who knows? Man is
greedy, and the temptation—especially with a sum like this, eighteen
hundred rubles. God forbid—is great enough. So if one of us was
tempted. if he were fated to commit this evil on a day like this, we must
probe the matter thoroughly, strike at the root of this whole affair.
Heaven and earth have sworn that the truth must always rise as oil upon
the waters. Therefore, my friends, let us search each other now, go
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through each other’s garments, shake out our pockets—all of us from
the oldest householder to the shammes, not leaving anyone out. Start
with me. Search my pockets first.’

“Thus spoke Reb Yozifel, and he was the first to unbind his gabardine
and turn his pockets inside out. And following his example all the men
loosened their girdles and showed the linings of their pockets, too. They
searched each other, they felt and shook one another, until they came to
Lazer Yossel, who turned all colors and began to argue that, in the first
place, the stranger was a swindler, that his story was the pure fabrication
of a Litvak. No one had stolen any money from him. Couldn’t they see
that it was all a falsehood and a lie?

“The congregation began to clamor and shout. What did he mean by
this? All the important men had allowed themselves to be searched, so
why should Lazar Yossel escape? There are no privileged characters
here. ‘Search him! Search him!” the crowd roared. -

“Lazer Yossel saw that it was hopeless, and began to plead for mercy
with tears in his eyes. He begged them not to search him. He swore by all
that was holy that he was as innocent in this as he would want to be of
any wrongdoing as long as he lived. Then why didn’t he want to be
searched? It was a disgrace to him, he said. He begged them to have pity
on his youth, not to bring this disgrace down on him. ‘Do anything you
wish with me,” he said, ‘but don’t touch my pockets.” How do you like
that? Do you suppose we listened to him?

“But wait . . . I forgot to tell you who this Lazer Yossel was. He was
not a Kasrilevkite himself. He came from the devil knows where, at the
time of his marriage, to live with his wife’s pare'nts. The rich man of our
town had dug him up somewhere for his daughter, boasted that he had
found a rare nugget, a fitting match for a daughter like his. He knew a
thousand pages of Talmud by heart, and all of the Bible. He was a
master of Hebrew, arithmetic, bookkeeping, algebra, penmanship——in
short, everything you could think of. When he arrived in Kasrilevke—
this jewel of a young man—everyone came out to gaze at him. Whatsort
of bargain had the rich man picked out? Well, to look at him you could
;zgkpothing. He was a young man, something in trousers. Not bad
5 ;nf;l::t :vnth anosea tnﬂe. too l_o'ng, eyes that burned like t\.vo.coz-llz,
o OnpaOT;gue- fOgr leading citizens began to wor.k on him: t.nef
AT thisp tie t0 emara, a chapter from the Scrlptures, a bltt ;e
et Whe’never, yoi \,Nand the ot'her. He was perfect in cvcrythm.g,

ent after him, he was at home. Reb Yozifel himself
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said that he could have been a rabbi in an
world affairs, there is nothing to talk ab
such things in our town, Zaidel Reb Sh

y Jewish congregation. As for
out. We have an authority on
aye’s, but he could not hold a

me to chess—there was no one
like him in all the world! Talk about versatile people . . . Naturally the

whole town envied the rich man his find, but some of them felt he was a
little too good to be true. He was too clever (and too much of anything is
bad!) For a man of his station he was too free and easy, a hail-fellow-
well-met, too familiar with all the young folk—boys, girls, and maybe
even loose women. There were rumors . . . At the same time he went
around alone too much, deep in thought. At the Synagogue he came in
last, put on his tallis, and with his skullcap on askew, thumbed aimlessly
through his prayerbook without ever following the services. No one ever
saw him doing anything exactly wrong, and yet people murmured that
he was not a God-fearing man. Apparently a man cannot be perfect. . .

“And so, when his turn came to be searched and he refused to let them
do it, that was all the proof most of the men needed that he was the one
who had taken the money. He begged them to let him swear any oath
they wished, begged them to chop him, roast him, cut him up—do
anything but shake his pockets out. At this point even our rabbi, Reb
Yozifel, although he was a man we had never seen angry, lost his temper
and started to shout.

“*You!” he cried. ‘You thus and thus! Do you know what you deserve?
You see what all these men have endured. They were able to forget the
disgrace and allowed themselves to be searched; but you want to be the
only exception! God in heaven! Either confess and hand over the
money, or let us see for ourselves what is in your pockets. You are

[ Lha ; - : ity. Do you know what they
trifling now with the entire Jewish community y

o

ca?Tdoont]leleo: iong story short, the men took hold of this young upstart,

. : nd began to search him all
threw him down on the floor with force, a i, hook out. . .
over, shake out every one of his pockets. And f‘:_allz;h;z:e: and a .fe.w
Well, guess what! A SN gt we"—gnéwedY(;l;ccan imagine what an
dozen plum pits still moist L ;hc(::;:gtile pockets of our prodigy on
impression this made—to dnscover‘ o the look on the young man’s
this holiest of fast days. €an yor lmagmethat of our poor rabbi?
face, and on his father-in-law’s? And on shame. He could look no one

“Poor Reb Yorzifel! He turned .aw;‘y ;nnagogule .. . Asfor the rest of
in the face. On Yom Kippur, and in his sy
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us, hungry as we were, we could not stop talking about it all the way
home. We rolled with laughter in the streets. Only Reb Yozifel walked
home alone, his head bowed, full of grief, unable to look anyone in the
eyes, as though the bones had been shaken out of his own pockets.”
The story was apparently over. Unconcerned, the man with the round
eyes of an ox turned back to the window and resumed smoking.
“Well,” we all asked in one voice, “and what about the money?”
“What money?” asked the man innocently, watching the smoke he
had exhaled.
“What do you mean—what money? The eighteen hundred rubles!”
“Oh,” he drawled. “The eighteen hundred. They were gone.”
“Gone?”
“Gone forever.”

Translated by Julius and Frances Butwin



The Clock
That Struck
Thirteen

THE CLOCK STRUCK THIRTEEN. v
That’s the truth. [ wasn’t joking. I am telling you a true story of wha
happened in Kasrilevke, in our own house. I was there. o
We had a hanging clock. It was an ancient clock that .my grandfa ?
had inherited from his father and his father’s father straight back to the
days of Count Chmielnitzki. .
z’Vhat a pity that a clock is a lifeless thing, mute and without speech.
Otherwise what stories it could have told and told. It had a nan.le
throughout the town—Reb Nochem’s clock—so unfaltering and true in
its course that men came from all directions to set their own clqcks and
watches by it. Only Reb Leibesh Akoron, a man of learning and
philosophy, who could tell time by the sun and knew the almanac l?y
heart, said that our clock was— next to his little watch—just so much tin
and hardware, not worth a pinch of snuff. But even he had to admit that
it was still a clock. And you must remember that Reb Leibesh was the
man who, every Wednesday night, climbed to the roof of the synagogue
or to the hilltop nearby, before the evening prayers, to catch the exact
moment when the sun went down—in one hand his watch, and in the

other—his almanac. And just as the sun sank below the housetops he
muttered to himself: “On the dot!”

He was always comparing the two timepieces. Walking in without so
much as a “good evening,”

clock, down to his watch,
he went.
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Only one day when he came in to compare the two timepieces with his
Jlmanac, he let out a yell, “Nochem! Quick! Where are you?”

My father, more dead than alive, came running. “What—what's
happened, Reb Leibesh?”

“you are asking me?” shouted Reb Leibesh, raising his little watch
right up to my father’s face, and pointing with his other hand up to our
clock: “Nochem, why don’t you say something? Can’t you see? It’s a
minute and a half fast! A minute and a half! Cast out the thing!” He
hurled the words like an angered prophet with a base image before him.

My father did not like this at all. What did he mean, telling him to cast
the clock out? “Where is it written, Reb Leibesh, that my clock is a
minute and a half fast? Maybe we can read the same sentence
backward—that your watch is a minute and a half slow. How do you
like that?”

Reb Leibesh looked at my father as at a man who has just said that
Sabbath comes twice a week or that the Day of Atonement falls on

“Passover. Reb Leibesh didn’t say a word. He sighed deeply, turned
around, slammed the door, and away he went.

But we didn’t care. The whole town knew that Reb Leibesh was a man
Whom nothing could please. The best cantor you ever heard sounded
like a crow; the wisest man was—an ass; the best marriage—a failure;
the cleverest epigram—a dull commonplace.

But let us return to our clock. What a clock that was! Its chimes could
be heard three doors away. Boom . .boom. ..boom. .. Almost half
Of the town ordered its life according to it. And what is Jewish life
Wl.thout a clock? How many things there are that must be timed to the
m‘ﬁUte~the lighting of the Sabbath candles, the end of the Sabbath, the
daily prayers, the salting and the soaking of the meat, the intervals
between meals . . .

1F1 short, our clock was the town clock. It was always faithful to us and
'0 itself. In all its existence it never knew a repairman. My father,
blmself » Was its only master. He had “an intuitive understanding of how
't worked.” Every year before Passover he carefully removed it from the

Wall, cleaned the insides with a feather duster, took out from within a

Mmass of spiderwebs, mutilated flies which the spiders had lured inside,

along with dead cockroaches that had lost their way and had met their

sad fate there. Then, cleaned and sparkling, he hung the clock on the
wall again and it glowed. That is, they both glowed, the clock because it
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had been polished and cleaned, and my father—because the clock dig

But there came a day when a strange thing happened. It was on a
beautiful cloudless day when we were sitting at the noonday meg|.
Whenever the clock struck I liked to count the strokes, and I did jt out

loud.
“One, two, three . . . seven . . . eleven, twelve, thirteen ,, . "
What . . . thirteen!
“Thirteen!” cried my father, and burst out laughing. “A fine

mathematician you are—may the evil eye spare you. Whoever heard of a

clock striking thirteen?”

“Thirteen,” 1 said. “On my word of honor. Thirteen.”

“T'll give you thirteen smacks,” cried my father, aroused. “Don’t ever
repeat such nonsense. Fool! A clock can’t strike thirteen.”

“Doyouknow what,” my mother broke in, “I'm afraid that the child is
right. It seems to me that I counted thirteen, t0o.”

“Wonderful,” said my father. “Another village heard from.”

But at the same time he too began to suspect something. After dinner
he went to the clock, climbed on a stool, and prodded around inside
until the clock began to strike. All three of us counted, nodding our
heads at each stroke: “One, two, three . . . seven . . . nine . . . eleven,
twelve, thirteen.”

“Thirteen,” repeated my father, with a look in his eye of a man who
had just beheld the wall itself come to life and start talking. He prodded
once more at the wheels. Once more the clock struck thirteen. My father
climbed down from the stool pale as a sheet and remained standing in
the middle of the room, looking down at the floor, chewing his beard
and muttering to himself, “It struck thirteen. . . How is that? What does
it mean? If it was out of order it would have stopped. What then?”

“What then?” said my mother. “Take down the clock and fix it. After
all, you're the expert.”

“Well,” agreed my father, “maybe you're right.” And taking down the
clock. he busied himself with it. He sweated over it, he worked all day
SLeTal .and at last hung it back in its place. Thank the Lord, the clock
ran as it should, and when midnight came we stood around it and

counted each stroke till twelve. My father beamed at us.
Well,” he said, “no more thirteen.”

f've always said you were an expert,” my mother said. “But there is

one thmg I don’t understand. Why does it wheeze? It never used to
wheeze like this before.”
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wyou're imagining it.” my father said. But listening carefully, we
clock wheeze when 1t got ready to ring, like an old man
catching his breath before he coughs——“wh-wh-wh”——and then the
hoom . . . boom . . . boom. But even the boom itself was not the boom
of olden days. The old boom had been a happy one, a joyous one, and
10w something sad had crept in. a sadness like that in the song of an old,
worn-out cantor toward the end of the Day of Atonement . . .

As time went on the wheezing became louder and the ringing more
subdued and mournful, and my father became melancholy. We could
see him suffering as though he watched a live thing in agony and could
do nothing to help it. It seemed as though at any moment the clock
would stop altogether. The pendulum began to act strangely. Something
shivered inside, something got caught and dragged, like an old man
dragg'mg a bad leg. We could see the clock getting ready to stop forever.
But just in time, my father came to the decision that there was nothing
wrong with the clock itself. What was wrong was the weight. Not enough
weight. And so he fastened to the weight the pestle of my mother’s
mortar—a matter of several pounds. The clock began to run like a
charm, and my father was happy again, a new man.

But it didn’t last long. Again the clock began to fail. Again the
pendulum began to act strangely, swinging sometimes fast and
sometimes slow. It was heartrending, it tore you apart, to se¢ the clock
languish before your eyes. And my father, watching it, drooped also,
lost interest in life, suffered anguish.

Like a good doctor devoted to his patient, considering every known
treatment or possible remedy, my father tried every way imaginable to
save the clock.

“Not enough weight, not enough life,” said my father, and attached to
the weight more and more objects. First an iron frying pan, and thena
copper pitcher, thena flatiron, a bag of sand, a couple of bricks. . . Each
time the clock drew fresh life and began to run. Painfully, with con-
vulsions, but it worked. Till one night when a catastrophe took place.

1t was a Friday night in winter. We had just eaten the Sabbath meal of
delicious spicy fish with horseradish, fat chicken soup with noodles, pot
roast with prunes and potatoes, and had said the grace that such a meal
deserved. The candles were still flickering. The servant girl had just

the freshly roasted sunflower seeds, when in came Muma
d little woman whose husband had

heard the

brought in
Yente, a toothless, dark-skinne
abandoned her years ago and gone off to America.
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“Good Sabbath,” said Muma Yente, breathless as usual. “I just kneyy
you'd have sunflower seeds. The only trouble is—what canlcrack them
with? May my old man have as few years to live as I have teeth in my
mouth . . .

“M-m-m,” she went on, faster and faster, “I can stil] smell your fish,
Malka . . . What a time / had getting fish this morning, with that Sarah-
Pearl—the millionairess—standing next to me at the market. I was just
saying to Menasha the fishman, ‘Why is everything so high today? when
Sarah-Pearl jumps up with, ‘Quick, I'm ina hurry. How much does this
pickerel weigh? ‘What's your rush? I'say to her. ‘The town isn't on fire.
Menasha won’t throw the fish back into the river. Among the rich,’ I et
them know, ‘there is plenty of money but not much sense.’ Then she goes
and opens her mouth at me. ‘Paupers,’says she, ‘shouldn’t come around
here. If you have no money you shouldn’t hanker after things.” What do
you think of her nerve? What was she before she married—a peddler

herself~standing in her mother’s stal] at the market?”
Shg caught her breath and went on: “These people and their
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ay to tOWN yelling, ‘Children of Israel, save us! Help! Help! Help!"”
\\32’ «ddenly, . the midst of Muma Yente’s yelling, “Help! Help!”—we
hc;; a cms:h~—-—bang—smash—boom—bam!. Immersed in the story, all
we could think was that robbers were attacking our own home and were
shooting at us from all sides—or that the room had fallen in—or a
hurricane had hit us. We couldn’t move from our seats. We stared at
cach other speechless—waiting. Then all of us began to yell, “Help!
Help! Help!”

Ina frenzy my mother caught me in her arms, pressed me to her heart,
and cried. “My child, if it's going to happen, let it happen to me! Oh. . .”

“What is it?” cries my father. “What happened to him?”

“It's nothing. Nothing,” yells Muma Yente, waving her arms. “Be
quiet.”

And the girl runs in from the kitchen, wild-eyed. “What’s the matter?
What's happened? Is there a fire? Where is 1t?”

“Fire? What fire?” shouts Muma Yente at the girl. “Go burn, if you
want to. Get scorched, if you like.” She keeps scolding the girl as if it’s all
her fault, then turns to us.

“What are you making this racket for? What are you frightened of?
What do you think it is? Can’t you see? It’s just the clock. The clock fell
down. Now do you know? Everything you could imagine was hung on
it—a half a ton at least. So it fell down. What’s strange about that? You
wouldn’t have been any better yourself . . .”

At last we come to our senses. We get up from the table one by one, go
up to the clock and inspect it from all sides. There it lies, face down,
broken, shattered, smashed, ruined forever.

“It 1s all over,” says my father in a dull voice, his head bent as if
standing before the dead. He wrings his hands and tears appear in his
eyes. | look at him and 1 want to cry, too.

“Hush, be quiet,” says my mother, “why do you grieve? Perhaps it was
destined. Maybe it was written in heaven that today, at this minute, the
end should come. Let it be an atonement for our sins—though 1 should
not mention it on the Sabbath—for you, for me, for our children, for our
loved ones, for all of Israel. Amen. Selah.”

All that night 1 dreamed of clocks. 1 imagined that I saw our old clock
lying on the ground, clothed in a white shroud. I imagined that I saw the
clock still alive, but instead of a pendulum there swung back and fortha
long tongue, a human tongue, and the clock did not ring, but groaned.
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And each groan tore something out of me. Andé
to see the twelve, I saw suddenly number thi
may believe me—on my word of honor.
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Dreyfus in Kasrilevke

1 DOUBT IF the Dreyfus case made such a stiranywhere
as it did in Kasrilevke. .

Paris, they say, seethed like a boiling vat. The papers carried
streamers, generals shot themselves, and small boys ran like mad in t'he
streets, threw their caps in the air, and shouted wildly, “Long live
Dreyfus!” or “Long live Esterhazy!” Meanwhile the Jews were insulted
and beaten, as always. But the anguish and pain that Kasrilevke
underwent, Paris will not experience till Judgment Day.

How did Kasrilevke get wind of the Dreyfus case? Well, how did it
find out about the war between the English and the Boers or what went
on in China? What do they have to do with China? Tea they got from
Wisotzky in Moscow. In Kasrilevke they do not wear the light summer
Material that comes from China and is called pongee. That is not for
their purses, They are lucky if they have a pair of trousers and an
undershirt, and they sweat just as well, especially if the summer is a hot
one,

So how did Kasrilevke learn about the Dreyfus case? From Zei.del.
Zeidel, Reb Shaye’s son, was the only person in town who subsc.:nbed
toa NeWspaper, and all the news of the world they learned from him, or
father through him. He read and they interpreted. He spoke and they
*upplied the commentary. He told what he read in the paper, but they
?rned it around to suit themselves, because they understood better than
e did.

Of‘e day Zeidel came to the synagogue and told how in Paris a certa;r;
Jewish captain named Dreyfus had been imprisoned for turning ov

111




The Best of Sholom Aleichem

certain government papers to the enemy. This went into on
of the other. Someone remarked in passing, “What won’t
make a living?”

And another added spitefully, “A Jew has no business cl
high, interfering with kings and their affairs.”

Later when Zeidel came to them and told them a fresh tale
whole thing was a plot, that the Jewish Captain Dreyfus was
and that it was an intrigue of certain officers who were the
involved, then the town became interested in the case. At once |
became a Kasrilevkite. When two people came together, he wa
third. ;

“Have you heard?”

“I’ve heard.”

“Sent away for good.”

“A life sentence.”

“For nothing at all.”

“A false accusation.”

Later when Zeidel came to them and told them that there was

a plot, Kasrilevke began to rock indeed. First of all, Dreyfus was oneér
ours. Secondly, how could such an ugly thing happen in Paris? It didn’f,‘
do any credit to the French. Arguments broke out everywhere; bets wer
made. Some said the case would be tried again, others said it would not
Once the decision had been made, it was final. All was lost. |
As the case went on, they got tired of waiting for Zeidel to appearin

the synagogu'e with the news: they began to £0 to his house. Then they
could not wait that long, and they beg



Drevfus in Kasrilevke

These were Emile Zola and Labori. For Zola each one would gladly
have died. 1f Zola had come to Kasrilevke the whole 'town would hav.e
come out to greet him; they would have borne him aloft on their
shoulders.

“What do you think of his letters?”

“Pearls. Diamonds. Rubies.”

They also thought highly of Labori. The crowd delighted in him,
praised him to the skies, and, as we say, licked their fingers over his

speeches. Although no one in Kasrilevke had ever heard him, they were
sure he must know how to make a fine speech.

I doubt if Dreyfus’s relatives in Paris awaited his return from the
Island as anxiously as the Jews of Kasrilevke. They traveled with him
over the sea, felt themselves rocking on the waves. A gale arose and
tossed the ship up and down, up and down, like a stick of wood. “Lord of
Eternity,” they prayed in their hearts, “be merciful and bring him safely
to the place of the trial. Open the eyes of the judges, clear their brains, so
I.hey may find the guilty one and the whole world may know of our
Innocence. Amen. Selah.”

The day when the good news came that Dreyfus had arrived was

celebrated like a holiday in Kasrilevke. If they had not been ashamed to
do so, they would have closed their shops.
“Have you heard?”

“Thank the Lord.”

“Ah, 1 would have liked to have been there when he met his wife.”

“And I would have liked to see the children when they were told,
"Your father has arrived.’”

And the women, when they heard the news, hid their faces in their
aprons and pretended to blow their noses so no one could see they were
crying. Poor as Kasrilevke was, there was not a person there who would
not have given his very last penny to take one look at the arrival.

As the trial began, a great excitement took hold of the town. They tore
not only the paper to pieces, but Zeidel himself. They choked on their
food, they did not sleep nights. They waited for the next day, the next
and the next.

Suddenly there arose a hubbub, a tumult. That was when the lawyer,
Labori, was shot. All Kasrilevke was beside itself.

“Why? For what? Such an outrage! Without cause! Worse than in
Sodom!”

That shot was fired at their heads. The bullet was lodged »in their

113




The Best of Sholom Aleichem

breasts, just as if the assassin had shot at Kasrilevke itse]f
“God in heavena” they prayed, “reveal thy Wonders. Thou

And God performed the miracle. Laborj lived.
When the last day of the trial came, the Kasrilevkites shook

fever. They wished they could fall asleep for twenty-four hour
wake up till Dreyfus was declared a free man,

»and thrust the Paperinto thejr faces. “Look!

“Such 5 thing m,
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