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John Bentley Mays / 

UNDER THE WATERFALL 

Some years ago, in order to amuse and distract myself while confined 
to a psychiatric ward, I invented a book by Martin Holzgruber 

entitled Folktales of Bavaria. This book, published in Berlin in 1873 

and translated by Emily Klein in 1922, represents the life's work of the 

famous antiquarian and philologist and contains many stories of 

unparalleled charm and interest. 

One of these tales concerns a lovely wight who had fallen in love 

with a troll-prince. The prince, who had become very rich by charging 

exorbitant tolls at his bridge, was impervious to the wight's every plea 

for him to leave his business and join her beneath the waterfall which 

was her home. Join me, then! said the troll- but the unfortunate 
wight could not bring herself to leave the deep forest silences and 

become the busy wife of a rising entrepreneur. At last, in the 

desperation of her impossible love, the wight bribed a sorcerer to dry 
up the stream which flowed beneath the troll-prince's bridge in the 

hope that, once men found another route across the dry river-bed, the 

troll would be plunged into poverty and then be more easily persuaded 

to share with her the subtler riches of solitude and beauty. 

Little did the wight know, however, that the flood which ran 
beneath the bridge was fed by a spring high in the mountains - the 
same spring alas! that fed the stream which fell like a silver curtain 
over the entrance of the wight's cavern. In vain she cried out for the 

sorcerer to reverse his enchantment as the waterfall shrank to a trickle 

and disappeared, in vain she wailed as she, too, evaporated into the 
dry mountain air. In the end she perished, the victim of passion, 

whereas the troll-prince found work and a jolly troll-wife under a 

bridge not far away and eventually came into wealth greater than ever. 



Mutatis mutandis, the wight reappeared in 1934 on the cover of a 

National Socialist tract called Bolshevism from Moses to Lenin. 

Clothed in a diaphanous gown embroidered with hammers and sickles, 
her face a grotesque Jewish caricature, the wight squats beneath her 
waterfall. She slobbers Hebrew characters and obscenities in German 
against the People's Will and Party. In the text, Holzgruber's story is 
retold as part of an hysterical diatribe againt the "bourgeois 
intellectual Jewish swine" whose "sole aim" is the disruption of "the 
German renaissance of national pride and industry." On the last page 

of the booklet, the \\'ight appears once more, being strangled by a 
brown-shirted troll-fuhrer who shouts in red Fraktur: DEATH TO ALL 
BOLSHEVIKS AND JEWS! 

I found this little book while ransacking the room of an elderly 

gentleman who had arrived in the hospital after smashing all the 

\\'indows in the show-room of his highly successful Volkswagen 

dealership. 
We are not all without histories! In my search for money, I 

discovered beneath a stack of the old man's shirts a v,·orn leather box. A 
Pandora's box of history! These are things contained in the box: a copy 

of Bolshevism from Moses to Lenin, water-stained and dog-eared; a 
Nazi PaTty pin and an Iron Cross; a letter from Oberstiirmbannfiihrer 
SS Werner Heyde commending the future Volkswagen-dealer for his 
part in the round-up of some dangerous Jewish snipers in Warsaw; a 

photograph of the old man, much younger, dressed in a handsome SS 
uniform; a pen-knife with an ivory handle, wrapped in a scrap of 
paper on which was written in a boy's sure hand: "Fiir meine liebe 

Rebekka. V ergiss nicht dein Bruder ISAAK!" 

There were several other photos in the box. One of these depicted 
six naked girls, hands crossed over their crotches, ringed by smiling SS 

officers with machine-guns. One was a snapshot of a railway platform 
littered with baggage and boxes, and Je\\'S of every age and station. 
Another, which looked as though it had been taken for the benefit of 

the Red Cross, showed a barracks lined with cots on each of which sat 
a thin little girl. Another snapshot, tilted and blurred as though it had 

been taken furtively, showed a row of nude corpses laid in the 

prison-yard as neatly as a row of cots. Each corpse was that of a little 

girl. 
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