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Editorial in the Kansas City Journal of Sunday, April 24, 1886.




The Journal published yesterday morning the eighteenth and
last of the series of lectures delivered by Rabbi Krauskopf on "The
Jew and Moor in Spain." From first to last these lectures have been
of absorbing interest. The Synagogue has been crowded on the
occasion of their delivery, and it was with regret that the Rabbi's
hearers heard that the lecture on Friday night was the last of the
series.

It is the purpose of Rabbi Krauskopf to have his lectures
issued in book form. They will make an attractive volume, and will
no doubt be widely read. Rabbi Krauskopf is a graphic writer, and
his lectures upon "The Jew And Moor in Spain" are a series of
historical occurrences related in a manner that serves to chain the
reader's attention—old world scenes are accurately and vividly
described. The reader is taken through all the struggles, the
defeats and the triumphs of the Jews. Their arts, their industry,
their upright dealings and their steadfast adherence to their
religion through trials and persecutions are related with a proud
belief that they were God's chosen people, working out their
destiny according to His will. The lecturer started with the Jews
as he found them, a prosperous community in southwestern Europe,
busily engaged in transforming Spain into a granery and garden spot
of Europe, respected by their heathen neighbors, happy and
contented. He passed on to the period of persecution in the Sixth
Century when Christianity of a somewhat forcible nature attempted
the conversion of the Jews by persecution; when many were massacred
and others driven into exile. Then came the Arab invasion and
during the period of Mohammedan supremacy the Jews were again
allowed to live in peace and the exercise of their own religious
rites. For eight centuries the Jews and the Moors worked side by
side and the once down-trodden people rose to affluence and high
position.

With the decline of Mohammedan power, and the expulsion of
the Moors by the Spaniards, the Jews were again reduced to a
pitiable state. Spain arose to enormous power, but that, too, has
waned, and the population of 30,000,000 people has dwindled to
about half that number. The manufactures, the commerce and the
agricultural, the universal prosperity which the Jews had built up
disappeared, and the glory of Spain departed as rapidly as it had
been acquired. In the expulsion of the Jews and Moors alone does
Rabbi Krauskopf attribute the ruin of Spain.

The lectures read like a romance. They are an historical
romance, told in a charming manner, full of descriptions accurate,
truthful. When they are compiled the volume will undoubtedly meet
with a large sale. It was not the original intention of the Rabbi
to issue his lectures in book form, but many people, both Jews and
Christians, have requested him verbally and by letter to do so, and
he has decided to grant their requests.
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CHAPTER I.A DAY IN CORDOVA.





SIX AND EIGHT AND TEN CENTURIES BACK IN THE WORLD'S
HISTORY.—OUR ENTRANCE INTO SPAIN.—A MIRACLE.—THE BEAUTIFUL
GUADALQUIVIR.—OUR BRONZE COMPLEXIONED OARSMAN.—FAIR CORDOVA.—THE
CITY OF THE ARTS AND SCIENCES.—NIGHT.—A SERENADE.—OUR
DEPARTURE.



It is with the past that we shall commune in these pages.
Events and scenes, beautiful and loathsome, joyous and tearful,
ennobling and degrading, will follow each other in rapid
succession. There will be much that, despite the very best of
historic sources, and most reliable and impartial authorities, will
be accepted as fabulous or will be rejected as incredible or
impossible. Achievements will be described, that will startle us
for their peerless magnificence and lead us to suppose that we are
not dealing with facts, but with the imaginations of some rich
phantasy or with the fictitious colorings of a mind enthusiastic
for an ideal society; and miseries and sufferings will be depicted
that will strike terror into our very soul, and cause our heart to
rise in rebellion against the mind, when asked to believe them as
actual occurrences, and not as some distressing and revolting and
blood-stained work of fiction, written by some hellish fiend for
the amusement or for the schooling of the vicious indwellers of the
bottomless pit of Tophet. And yet, it will be history, and true
history, strange and incredible, marvelous and anomalous though it
may appear. Six and eight and ten centuries have since passed by,
and the most wonderful of all centuries they have been, centuries
that chronicle the birth and prodigious growth of the sciences and
inventions, the creation and successful continuance of republican
and constitutional governments, the breaking down of castes and
barriers between man and man, the suppression of political and
religious terrorism and these blessed results have so tickled our
conceit, have so raised our moral standard that it is almost
impossible for us to properly conceive—either in all its grandeur
or in all its baseness—that era of the past, which we are about to
traverse.



But know we must, and therefore, what the mind refuses to
believe, and what the heart refuses to credit, let the eye see. Let
us think ourselves back six and eight and ten centuries. Let us
enter upon a far and distant journey. Away we speed. Far, far
across the wild Atlantic. We have reached the sunny land of Spain.
Here let us pause for a hasty inspection. It will not take us long,
for that country, that is among the poorest of all European
countries to-day, whose reeking filth has recently made it a scene
of revelry to the ravishing plague, whose stupendous ignorance, and
appalling superstitions, have made it a by-word among the civilized
people of the earth, that country, so backward now, will certainly
have no attractiveness for us, ten centuries earlier in its
history.



Lo! A miracle! The magic wand of some frolicksome fay must
have suddenly transformed the land of expected filth and
wretchedness into a beauteous fairyland. Amidst rapturous
admiration of the indescribable beauties, which meet our gaze
everywhere, we glide along upon the placid surface of the
Guadalquivir, in which a wondrously clear blue sky glasses itself,
and splendrous palaces and gorgeous parks are reflected. We have
entered beautiful Andalusia. We glide along the southern declivity
of the Sierra Morena. Suddenly there breaks upon our view a scene
of beauty that mocks every attempt at description. We ask our black
eyed, bronze complexioned and proud featured oarsman for the name
of that magnificent city that lies stretched for miles along the
right bank. He understands us not. We address him in French, in
German, in Greek, in Latin. No answer. We are at our wits' end. We
must know, and so we seek recourse, as a last resort, to our mother
tongue, the language of the Hebrews, and his face brightens, and
his tongue is loosened, and in accents as melodious and pure as it
must have been spoken by David himself, when he sang to his harp,
the words of his own heaven-inspired psalms he makes reply: "What
ye behold, ye strangers, is the city of Cordova, the government
seat of the valiant and chivalrous, and scholarly and liberal, and
art-loving Caliph Abderrahman III."



We are burning with a desire to see that city, whose simple
outlines display such bewildering elegance. With our courteous
oarsman as guide, we advance along the street that leads from the
river bank. We gaze and gaze in awe-stricken silence. Amazement is
expressed on every countenance. Our eyes are dazzled with the
enchanting magnificence that abounds. We have reached the palace of
the Caliph. Are we dreaming? Are we under the power of some magic
spell? Is this a whim of some sportive, mischief-loving fay? Have
we not thought ourselves some ten centuries back? Are we in the
midst of the Dark Ages; in European lands, and among the people of
the tenth century, concerning whose stupendous ignorance and
loathsome filth historians have had so much to say? Has history
deceived us in its teaching that the people of Europe, six and
eight centuries back had scarcely emerged from the savage state,
that they inhabited floorless, chimneyless, windowless huts, those
of princes and monarchs differing only in their having rushes on
the floor and straw mats against the walls, that they fed on roots
and vetches and bark of trees, clothed in garments of untanned skin
which remained on the body till they dropped in pieces, that there
existed scarcely a city, everywhere pathless forest and howling
wastes?



It is not a dream. Neither has history deceived us. We are in
European lands, but among Oriental people. We are in the midst of
the prime of the dark ages, but we are in the Southern part of
Spain, in Andalusia, in the city of Cordova, a city of 200,000
houses, and 1,000,000 inhabitants, of hundreds of parks and public
gardens, of menageries of foreign animals, of aviaries of rare
birds, of factories in which skilled workmen display their art in
textures of silk, cotton, linen, and all the miracles of the loom,
in jewelry and in filigree works, in works of art, and in
scientific instruments and apparatus. We are in the city that, even
then, could boast of a college of music, of libraries, of public
schools, of universities in which instructions were given in the
sciences and philosophies and languages, and literatures and arts.
We are in the city of art and culture and learning, the city made
famous and beautiful by the literary and cultured Moors and Jews,
whose prosperity continued as long as the followers of Mohammed and
the followers of Moses were permitted to dwell in peace side by
side, but whose glory vanished as soon as Christianity banished the
Jews and Moors from Spain. But we must not indulge in any
reflections now. Our raven locked guide, whose beautiful form, and
winning countenance, and melodious voice involuntarily remind us of
the beautiful lover of the love-inflamed Shulamite in "Solomon's
Song," beckons, and we must follow. On we march, and with every
step new and matchless beauties unroll themselves before us. We
know not what we shall admire first, and most, whether the polished
marble balconies that overhang luscious orange gardens, or the
courts with the cascades of water beneath the shades of the cypress
trees, or the artificial lakes, supplied with water by hydraulic
works, replete with fish; whether the shady retreats with inlaid
floors and walls of exquisite mosaic, vaulted with stained glass
and speckled with gold, over which streams of water are continually
gushing, or the fountains of quicksilver, that shoot up in
glittering globules and fall with a tranquil sound like fairy
bells; whether the apartments into which cool air is drawn from the
flower gardens, in summer by means of ventilating towers and in
winter through earthen pipes or caleducts imbedded in the walls—the
hypocaust, in the vaults below, or the walls adorned with arabesque
and paintings of agricultural scenes and views of paradise, or the
ceilings corniced with fretted gold, other great chandeliers with
their hundreds and hundreds of lamps; whether the columns of Greek,
Italian, Spanish and African marble, covered with verd-antique and
incrusted with lapis lazuli, or the furniture of sandal and citron
wood, inlaid with mother of pearl, ivory, silver, or relieved with
gold and precious malachite, or the costume of the ladies woven in
silk and gold, and decorated with gems of chrysolites, hyacinths,
emeralds and sapphires; whether the vases of rock crystal, Chinese
porcelains, the embroidered Persian carpets with which the floors
are covered, the rich tapestry that hangs along the walls, or the
beautiful gardens, profuse with rare and exotic flowers, winding
walks, bowers of roses, seats cut out of the rock, crypt-like
grottoes hewn into the stone; whether the baths of marble, with hot
and cold water, carried thither by pipes of metal, or the niches,
with their dripping alcarazzas, or the whispering galleries for the
amusement of the women, or the labyrinths and marble play-courts
for the children.



On and on we pass, and new beauties still. We pass mosques
and synagogues whose architectural finish is still the admiration
and model of the world, and our gentle guide informs us that a
public school is attached to each, in which the children of the
poor are taught to read and write. We pass academies and
universities, and our guide assures us that many a Hebrew presides
over the Moorish institutions of learning. He reads the expression
of surprise on our countenance, for we think of the striking
contrast between his Mohammedan liberality and the intolerance of
the other European countries, from which they are scarcely weaned
as yet, and he modestly informs us that the Mohammedan maxim is,
that "the real learning of a man is of more importance than any
particular religious opinions he may entertain." And as the famous
scholars pass in and out, our guide mentions them by name, and
speaks of their brilliant accomplishments, of professors of Arabic
classical literature, of professors of mathematics and astronomy,
compilers of dictionaries similar to those now in use, but of
larger copiousness, one of these covering sixty volumes, he points
out the lexicographers of Greek and Latin and Hebrew and Arabic,
and the encyclopedists of the "Historical Dictionary of Sciences,"
the poets of the satires, odes and elegies, and the inventors of
the rhyme, the writers of history, of chronology, of numismatics,
mathematics, astronomy, of pulpit oratory, of agriculture, of
topography, of statistics, of physics, philosophy, medicines,
dentistry, surgery, zoology, botany, pharmacy, and of the numerous
other branches of learning.



Night has set in. Men are gathering around their evening
fires to listen to the wandering literati, who exercise their
wonderful powers of tale telling, and edify the eager listeners by
such narratives as those that have descended to us in the "Arabian
Nights' Entertainments." The dulcet strains of the dreamy and
love-awaking mandolin, accompanying the rapturous love song of some
chivalrous knight to his lady fair, break on our ears. Soon all is
silent. We fain would stay, but our guide is weary from his day's
task. Perchance the sweet strains of the serenade have awakened
within his bosom tender longings for his fair Shulamite, "whose
eyes are as the dove's, and whose lips are like a thread of
scarlet, and whose speech is comely," (Song of Solomon, chap. iv.)
to whom he would eagerly speed. And so we retrace our steps. For
miles we walk in a straight line, by the light of public lamps;
seven hundred years after this time there was not so much as one
public lamp in London. For miles we walk along solidly paved
streets. In Paris centuries subsequently, whoever stepped over his
threshold on a rainy day stepped up to his ankles in mud. We have
reached the bank of the Guadalquivir, and we have parted with our
guide.



We have seen in one day more than we ever dared to dream of;
enough to tempt us to visit it again and again, and not only
Cordova, but also Grenada, Toledo, Barcelona, Saragossa, Seville,
and other cities, to acquire a better acquaintanceship with their
scholars and institutions, and with the wondrous advance of their
civilization. Before we return, however, we shall visit France,
Germany, England and Northern Spain, during the same era of the
world's history, about ten centuries back, and the scenes that we
shall meet there will enable us to appreciate all the better the
benefits which the Moors and the Jews lavished upon Europe, and we
shall become the more painfully conscious of the unatonable crime
Spain has committed in expelling the Moors from Europe, and
degrading the Jews for centuries to the dregs of mankind.
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CHAPTER II.EUROPE DURING THE DARK AGES.





UPON THE OCEAN.—DESOLATE EUROPE.—LONGING AFTER
CORDOVA.—SOUTHERN SPAIN CONTRASTED WITH THE REST OF
EUROPE.—REVOLTING UNCLEANLINESS.—ASCETIC MONKS ESTABLISH THE BELIEF
THAT CLEANLINESS OF BODY LEADS TO POLLUTION OF SOUL.—INTELLECT
FETTERED HAND AND FOOT.—CLERGY RETARDING PROGRESS.—SECULAR
KNOWLEDGE SPURNED.



On, on, we glide upon the smooth, broad bosom of the majestic
Guadalquivir, along graceful groves and parks and palaces, through
woods and meads, hills and dales, shades and sun. A last glance,
and beauteous Cordova hides her proud head behind the sun-kissed
horizon.










Fair Cordova, fair Andalusia, fair Southern lands of Spain,
fare ye well, take our brief adieu, till we visit you anew.










On, on, we sail, towards the Atlantic now we speed.










We have reached the shores of the interminable ocean. Its
wild waves dash fiercely against the rock-ribbed shores, as if
impatient for our return. Our goodly ship, staunch and strong,
raises and lowers its festooned bow upon the heaving billows of the
waters vast, and its pendant is playing in the wind, and its sails
from the foreroyal to the mizzenroyal, and up to the very top of
the mainroyal are furled to the full, in its hearty welcome to our
return. We embark, and—



"On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone.



Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon,



New shores descried, make every bosom gay,"



For we are to visit beautiful France, and learned Germany,
and busy England, and Italy, of classic fame.



Once more we are on the continent. Once more our observations
are to be put to the task. Once more we think ourselves some six
and eight and ten centuries back in the world's history. Once more
the eye is to be made to see what the mind has refused to
credit.



Dreary and chilling and appalling are the scenes that now
break upon our view. Longingly we think of thee, fair Cordova, thou
pride of beauteous Andalusia. We think of thy pavements of marble,
of thy fountains of jasper, of thy wondrous artistic skill, of thy
exquisite gardens, of thy famous poets and musicians, artists and
writers, philosophers and scientists, of thy chivalrous knights and
enchanting ladies. Longingly we think of thy wondrous beauty, that
would, indeed, in our present surroundings, have sounded fabulous
had not our own eyes seen it. Had we been suddenly transplanted
from the midst of blossoming and ripening summer, joyous because of
its balmy breath and the melodious song of its birds, and the
fragrant breath of its flowers, and the gladdening sight of its
ripening fruit into the midst of the barren winter, where nature is
frozen dead, and the storm rides on the gale, and the earth is bare
and naked, and the air is cold and dreary, and the sun shines
gloomily through the bleak and murky skies, that sudden change
could not have been more keenly nor more painfully felt than that
which marked the contrast between the southern lands of Spain and
the countries of France and Germany and England and Italy, during
the same age of the world's history. Scarcely a city anywhere, save
those few that had been erected along the Rhine and the Danube by
the Romans. Nothing that could, even with the broadest stretch of
leniency, be designated as agricultural. Everywhere pathless
forests, howling wastes, ill-boding wildernesses, death-exhaling
swamps, pestiferous fens. Prussia, and many more of to-day's
proudest stars in the galaxy of European provinces, we find still
uncivilized, still roaming about in the very costumes of native
barbarians, in the spirits—and vampires—and nixes—and gnomes—and
kobolds—inhabited pathless forests. Nowhere a street or highway,
save those the Romans had built. Everywhere we must make our way,
amidst indescribable difficulties, through almost impassable mud
and clay. The people crowded together in miserable hamlets, inhabit
wretched homesteads, crudely and bunglingly put together of
undressed timber, or of twigs wattled together and covered with
clays or thatched with straw or reeds, consisting seldom of more
than one room, which shelters alike man, woman, child, man servant,
maid servant, fowl and beast, a commingling of sex and species not
altogether conducive to modesty or morality. The floor, for the
main part is composed of the hard bare ground, or at best is
covered with dry leaves or with filthy rushes. Nowhere a window,
nowhere a chimney, the smoke of the ill-fed, cheerless fire
escaping through a hole in the roof. Straw pellets constitute the
bed, and a round log serves the place of bolster and pillow, one
platter of treen stands in the center of the table—if "table" it
might be called—from which man, woman and child, master and
servant, maid and mistress, eat with spoons of wood. Fingers serve
the place of knives and forks, and a wooden trencher makes the
round to quench the thirst.



Everywhere we meet with men with squalid beards, and women
with hair unkempt and matted with filth, and both, clothed in
garments of untanned skin, or, at best, of leather or hair cloth,
that are not changed till they drop in pieces of themselves, a
loathsome mass of vermin, stench and rags. No attempt at drainage;
the putrefying slops and garbage and rubbish are unceremoniously
thrown out of the door.



The most revolting uncleanness abounds, and we cannot help
thinking of the scrupulous cleanliness that distinguished Cordova,
for cleanness is one of the most rigorous injunctions and
requirements with both the religion of Mohammed and the religion of
Moses. Here, on the contrary, personal uncleanliness, the
renunciation of every personal comfort, the branding of every
effort for better surroundings, we are told, upon inquiry, has the
highest sanction of the church. The sordid example set by the
Ascetic monks has established the belief that cleanliness of the
body leads to the pollution of the soul, that in the past those
saints were most admired who had become one hideous mass of clotted
filth. With a thrill of admiration a priest informs us that St.
Jerome had seen a monk who for thirty years had lived in a hole,
and who never washed his clothes, nor changed his tunic till it
fell to pieces; that St. Ammon had never seen himself naked; that
the famous virgin, named Silvia, had resolutely refused for sixty
years, on religious principles, to wash any part of her body,
except her fingers; that St. Euphraxia had joined a convent of 130
nuns, who shuddered at the mention of a bath; that an anchorite had
once imagined that he was mocked by an illusion of the devil, as he
saw gliding before him through the desert a naked creature black
with filth and years of exposure; it was the once beautiful St.
Mary of Egypt, who had thus during forty-seven years been expiating
her sins of Asceticism.



We have seen enough to lead us to the conclusion, that when
we enter into an examination of the mental and moral and religious
state of the people, whose personal and domestic life hold so low a
rank in the history of civilization, we must not place our
expectations too high. But low as we picture it to ourselves, the
reality we find is infinitly lower than even our most lenient
imagination had pictured it. Only a week ago we found Cordova
proud, and distinguished, and peerless in the realm of culture, and
art, and philosophy, and science, and now, during the same period
of the world's history, we find a deep black cloud of appalling
ignorance overhanging France, and Italy, and Germany and England,
here and there only broken by a few, a very few, glimmering lights.
Intellect, fettered hand and foot, lies bleeding at the feet of
benighted barbarism, writhing in pain beneath the lashes of
degrading superstitions, and groveling credulity. We search for the
cause of this stupendous ignorance, and we soon find that to the
clergy, more than to all other causes combined, belongs the very
ignoble distinction of having ushered into Europe this stolid
ignorance, and for being responsible for the unatonable crime of
having retarded the advance of civilization by many
centuries.



To the all powerful and all controlling influence of the
Church is to be ascribed the universal paralysis of the mind during
the very same period, when art and science and independent research
flourished in Southern Spain under Moorish and Jewish influence.
Whomsoever we approach, be they dignitaries of the Church or Church
menials, distinguished luminaries or obscure parish priests, a
conversation with them soon proves to us the sad truth, that their
stock of knowledge exhausts itself with an enumeration of some
monstrous legends or with the practice and teaching of some
degrading and repulsive superstitions.



Secular knowledge is spurned. Physical science is held in
avowed contempt and persecuted upon the ground of its inconsistency
with revealed truth. Philosophical research is prohibited, under
the severest punishment, as pernicious to piety. Upon inquiry as to
the cause of this persecution of learning on the part of the
church, which, as we modestly dare to suggest, has nothing to lose,
but everything to gain from rational research and diligent pursuit
of knowledge, a bishop emphatically informs us that they did this
with the sanction and authority of the fourth council of Carthage,
which had prohibited the reading of secular books by bishops, and
with the authority of Jerome who had condemned the study of secular
subjects, except for pious ends, and as there was no lack of piety
(so they artlessly thought) they saw little use in preserving the
learning and literature of the accursed Jews and heathens, and
fearing lest they fall into the hands of others, not so pious as
they, and not so protected against their pernicious influence by
the knowledge of legends, or by the skillful use of magic spells,
or exorcising charms, as they were. Or perhaps secretly fearing,
lest an intimate knowledge of the learning of the ancients might
open the eyes of the people to the ignorance and extortions and
crimes and corruptions of the Church, they condemn that whole
literature to the flames. Hundreds and thousands of valuable
manuscripts are thus pitilessly destroyed. We fain would stay their
cruel hand, but we fear for our lives. We see them erase the
writing from hundreds and thousands of parchment copies of ancient
priceless lore, and substitute in its stead legends of saints, and
ecclesiastical rubbish, occasioning thus the loss of many an
ancient author that is now so painfully missed.



We turn away from this revolting stupidity, but nowhere a
pleasing sign to allay our anguish, or appease our grief-stricken
heart.










"Oh, thou monstrous ignorance, how deformed dost thou
look."



Nowhere freedom of humane thought. Everyone compelled to
think as ecclesiastical authority orders him to think. In Germany,
France and Northern Spain we find scarcely one priest out of a
thousand who can write his name. In Rome itself, once the city of
art and culture and learning, as late as 992, a reliable authority
informs us, there is not a priest to be found who knows the first
elements of letters. In England, King Alfred informs us that he
cannot recollect a single priest south of the Thames (then the most
civilized part of England) who at the time of his accession
understood or could translate the ordinary Latin prayer, and that
the homilies which they preached were compiled for their use by
some bishop from former works of the same kind, or from the early
Patristic writings. Throughout Christendom we find no restraint on
the ordination of persons absolutely illiterate, no rules to
exclude the ignorant from ecclesiastical preferment, no inclination
and no power to make it obligatory upon even the mitred
dignitaries, to be able to read a line from those Scriptures which
they are to teach and preach as the rule of right and the guide to
moral conduct. Darkness, intense darkness, stupendous ignorance
everywhere. We shudder as we think of the cruelties which this
ignorance will bequeath as its curse upon mankind. We shudder as we
think of how this ignorance needs must check the advance of
civilization. We know that knowledge will not be fettered forever,
but before it shall be able to assert its right to sway over the
mind of men, countless giant minds will have to be crushed and
indescribable suffering will have to be endured. We know that
"ignorance seldom vaults into knowledge, but passes into it through
an intermediate state of obscurity, even as night into day through
twilight." We tremble for those independent spirits that shall live
during that transitory period. That twilight will be reddened by
the reflection of streams of human blood.



We fain would speed away from these European lands, for we
instinctively feel that we are in lands under the curse of God, and
smitten with darkness, because their people had laid cruel hands
upon the lands and the people of learning and culture and
art.



But we must stay. We must note, distressing though the duty
be, the terrible influence which this ignorance exercised upon the
morals of the Church itself, and upon the mental and moral and
political and social and industrial state of the people.



[image: image 1]















CHAPTER III.EUROPE DURING THE DARK AGES.(CONTINUED.)





GROSS SUPERSTITIONS.—A CRUCIFIX THAT SHED TEARS OF BLOOD.—THE
VIRGIN'S HOUSE CARRIED THROUGH THE AIR BY ANGELS.—SATAN IN THE FORM
OF A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN.—SCENES IN HELL.—THE BURNING OF WITCHES.—A
KING WHO CANNOT WRITE HIS NAME.—FEUDAL LORDS AS HIGHWAY
ROBBERS.—THE SERFDOM OF THE PEASANTS.—RETURN TO CORDOVA.



We promised to make a careful examination into the influence
which the ignorance of the clergy exercised upon the aspect of
religion, upon the morals of the Church, and upon the social,
industrial, political, moral and mental state of the people at
large. We fear we made a rash promise. So heart-rending are the
sights we see, if we are to give a faithful report, those
unacquainted with the state of European civilization during the
period which we are traversing, we fear, may accuse us of
exaggeration, or worse still, may think that we, who belong to the
race that suffered most during that period from the corruption of
the Church, are animated by a spirit of revenge, and, therefore,
find intense delight in holding so revolting a picture before our
readers. But, happily, our readers are not composed of such. We are
addressing intelligent people, men and women who know that our
people have suffered too terribly and too unjustly from false
accusations during many, many centuries, to render ourselves guilty
of the same crime; men and women who know, that it is not from
choice, but from historic necessity, that we contrast the social,
and moral and intellectual state of Christian Europe during the
Dark Ages, with the social and moral and intellectual state of
Moorish and Jewish Europe of the same period, to appreciate the
better the wonderful civilization of " The Jews and
Moors in Spain ."



Our search discloses to us the sad and terrible truth that
ignorance, especially active ignorance, is the mother of
superstition, and both the parents of fanaticism, and the offspring
of this trio is deliberate imposture, extortion, corruption, crime,
and these, in their turn, beget the world's misfortunes. This sad
truth stares us in the face whatever church, cathedral, monastery
or community we enter. Everywhere miracles and relics and idolatry.
Everywhere the teaching and preaching of hell and Satan and
witchcraft, and of the necessity of blind credulity and
unquestioning belief. Every cathedral and monastery has its tutelar
saint, and every saint his legend, and wondrous accounts are spread
concerning the saint's power, for good or evil, often fabricated to
enrich the church or monastery under his protection.



In Dublin we see the crucifix that sheds tears of blood. In
Loretto we see the house once inhabited by the Virgin, and we were
told, that some angels, chancing to be at Nazareth when the Saracen
conquerors approached, fearing that the sacred relic might fall
into their possession, took the house bodily in their hands, and,
carrying it through the air, deposited it at its present place. In
Bavaria they show us the brazen android which Albertus Magnus had
so cunningly contrived as to serve him for a domestic, and whose
garrulity had so much annoyed the studious Thomas Aquinas. In
Alsace the abbot Martin shows us the following inestimable relics,
which he had obtained for his monastery: a spot of the blood of
Jesus, a piece of the true cross, the arm of the apostle James,
part of the skeleton of John the Baptist, a bottle of milk of the
blessed Virgin, and, with an ill-disguised envy, he told us that a
finger of the Holy Ghost is preserved in a monastery at
Jerusalem.



Everywhere we are told that the arch fiend and his
innumerable legions of demons are forever hovering about us,
seeking our present unhappiness and the future ruin of mankind;
that we are at no time, and at no place, safe from them; that we
cannot be sufficiently on our guard against them, for sometimes
they assume the shape of a grotesque and hideous animal; sometimes
they appear in the shape of our nearest and dearest relatives and
friends; sometimes as a beautiful woman, alluring by more than
human charms, the unwary to their destruction, and laying plots,
which were but too often successful against the virtue of the
saints; sometimes the Evil One assumes the shape of a priest, and,
in order to bring discredit upon that priest's character,
maliciously visits, in this saintly disguise, some very
questionable places and allows himself to be caught in most
disgraceful situations and environments. Can we imagine an
invention more ingenius to hide the foul practices of the corrupt
among the clergy?



Everywhere the clergy finds it a very profitable traffic to
teach how the people might protect themselves against the Evil One.
The sign of the cross, a few drops of Holy water, the name of the
Virgin, the Gospel of St. John around the neck, a rosary, a relic
of Christ or of a saint, suffice to baffle the utmost efforts of
diabolic malice, and to put the Spirits of Evil to an immediate and
ignominious flight.



There is not a Church, not a monastery that we enter, but
that our blood is chilled at its fountain, as we gaze upon the
ghastly paintings, representing the horrible tortures of hell,
placed conspicuously for the contemplation of the faithful, or for
the fear of the wicked, or for the gain of the clergy—for the
heavier the purse the church receives, the surer the release. It is
impossible to conceive more ghastly conceptions of the future world
than these pictures evinced, or more hideous calumnies against that
Being, who was supposed to inflict upon His creatures such
unspeakable misery. On one picture the devil is represented bound
by red-hot chains, on a burning gridiron in the center of hell. His
hands are free, and with these he seizes the lost souls, crushes
them like grapes against his teeth, and then draws them by his
breath down the fiery cavern of his throat. Demons with hooks of
red-hot iron, plunge souls alternately into fire and ice. Some of
the lost are hung by their tongues, others are sawn asunder, others
are gnawed by serpents, others are beaten together on an anvil, and
welded into a single mass, others are boiled and strained through a
cloth, others are twined in the embraces of demons whose limbs are
of flames. But not only the guilty are represented suffering thus,
but also the innocent, who expiate amidst heart-rending tortures
the guilt of their fathers.
[1] A little boy is
represented in his suffering. His eyes are burning like two burning
coals. Two long flashes come out of his ears. Blazing fire rolls
out of his mouth. An infant is represented roasting in a hot oven.
It turns and twists, it beats its head against the roof of the oven
in agony of its suffering.



Unable to gaze upon the scene of innocent suffering any
longer, we turn from it, trembling with rage. We ask a priest, who
chances to be near, what fiend could calumniate thus the good God?
And smoothly he replies:



"God was very good to this child. Very likely God saw it
would get worse and worse and would never repent, and so it would
have to be punished much more in hell. So God, in his mercy, called
it out of the world in its early childhood."
[2]



We no longer wonder at the stupidity of the people, at the
enormous wealth, and still greater power of the clergy, when we
remember that the people were inoculated with the belief that the
clergy alone could save them from such eternal tortures, and that
money was the safest and most potent redeemer, and the never
failing mediator for effacing the most monstrous crimes, and for
securing ultimate happiness.



We turn from these frightful sights only to encounter more
terrible scenes of misery. So far we had gazed upon purely
imaginary suffering, now we encounter the real, the intensely real.
Everywhere we see the sky lurid from the reflection of the
autos da fe , on which thousands of innocently
accused victims, suffer the most agonizing and protracted torments,
without exciting the faintest compassion. Everywhere we hear the
prison walls re-echo the piercing shrieks of women, suffering the
tortures preceding their conviction as witches. And once, it was in
Scotland, we were the unfortunate spectators of a sight which we
never shall forget. While the act of burning witches was being
preformed amidst religious ceremonies, with a piercing yell some of
the women, half burnt, broke from the slow fire that consumed them,
struggled for a few moments with despairing energy among the
spectators, until, with wild protestations of innocence, they sank
writhing in agony, breathing their last.



And why are these women burnt by the thousands, everywhere,
in Germany, France, Spain, Italy, Flanders, Sweden, England,
Scotland and Ireland? Because they had entered into a deliberate
compact with Satan. They had been seen riding at midnight through
the air on a broomstick or on a goat. They had worked miracles thus
infringing upon the monopoly of the saints—or had afflicted the
country with comets, hailstorms, plagues, or their neighbors with
disease or barrenness. And who invents so malicious a falsehood?
Often the victims themselves, for, suspected or accused of
witchcraft they are at once subjected to tortures, to force a
confession of their guilt, and these are so terrible, that death is
a release, and so they confess, whatever the witch-courts want them
to confess. Many a husband cuts thus the marriage tie which his
church had pronounced indissoluble. Many a dexterous criminal
directs a charge of witchcraft against his accuser, and thus
escapes with impunity.
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