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I am Gimpel the fool. I don't think myself a fool. On the contrary. Bnt that's what 
folks calf me. They gave me the name while I was still in school. I had seven names in 
all: imbecile, donkey, flax-head, dope, glump, ninny, and fool. The last name stuck. 
What did my foolishness consist of? I Was easy to take in. They said, "Gimpel, you 
know the rabbi's wife has been brought to childbed?" So I skipped school. Well, it 
turned out to be a lie. How was I supposed to know? She hadn't had a big belly. 
But I never looked at her belly. Was that really so foolish? The gang laughed and 
bee-hawed, stomped and danced and chanted a good-night prayer. And instead of 
the raisins they give when a woman's lying in, they stuffed my hand full of goat turds. I 
was no weakling. If I slapped someone he'd see all the way to Cracow. But I'm really 
not a slugger by nature. I think to myself: Let it pass. So they take advantage of me. 

I was coming home from school and heard a dog barking. I'm not afraid of 
dogs, but of course I never Want to start up with them. One of them may be mad, 
and if he bites there's not a Tartar in the world who can help you. So I made tracks. 
Then I looked around and saw the whole market place wild with laughter. It was no 
dog at all but Wolf-Leib the Thief. How was I supposed to know it was he? It 
sounded like a howling bitch. 

When the pranksters and leg0pullers found that I was easy to fool, every one of 
them tried his luck with me. "Gimpel, the Czar is coming to Frampol; Gimpel, the 
moon fell down in Turbeen; Gimpel, little Hodel Furpicce found a treasure behind 
the bathhouse." And I like a golem0 believed everyone. In the first place, everything 
is possible, as it is written in the Wisdom of the Fathers. I've forgotten just how. Second, 
I had to believe when the whole town came down on me! Ifl ever dared to say, "Ah, 
you're kidding!" there was trouble. People got angry. "What do you mean! You want 
to call everyone a liar?" What was I to do? .I believed them, and I hope at least that did 
them some good. 

I was an orphan. My grandfather who brought me up was already bent toward 
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yarns-improbable things that conld never have happened-about devils, magicians, 
windmills, and the like. The children nm after me, calling, "Grandfather, tell us a 
story." Sometimes they ask for particular stories, and I try to please them. A fat youug 
boy once said to me, "Grandfather, it's the same story you told us before." The little 
rogue, he was right. 

So it is with dreams too. It is many years since I left Frampol; but as soon as I shut 
my eyes I am there again. And whom do you think I see? Elka. She is standing by the 
washtub, as at our first encounter, but her face is shining and her eyes are as radiant as 
the eyes of a saint, and she speaks outlandish words to me, strange things. When I wake 
I have forgotten it all. But .while the dream lasts I am comforted. She answers all my 
queries, and what comes out is that all is right. I weep and implore, ."Let me be with 
you." And she consoles me and t.ells me to be patient. The time is nearer than it is far. 
Sometimes she strokes and kisses me and weeps upon my face. '\Vhen I awaken .I feel 
her lips and taste the salt of her tears. 

No doubt the world is entirely an imaginary world, but itis only once removed 
from the true world. At the door of the hovel where.I lie, ):here stands ):he plank on 
which the dead are taken away. The gravedigger Jew has his spade ready. The grave 
waits and the worms are hungry; the shrouds are prepared-I carry them in my beggar's 
sack. Another shnorrer" is waiting to il).herit my bed of straw. When the time comes I 
will go joyfully. Whatever may be there, it.will be real, without complication, without 
ridicnle, without deception. God be praised: there .even Gimpel cannot be deceived. 

shnorrer. a beggar; sponger 
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