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Jews, Christians, Pagans
I.

It does matter: to fix in black and white, in printed 
word and picture, a part of Europe throttled, com-
pelled to baseness. To illustrate with a smile even 
the plight of a people half bestial, half pitiable. To 
expose a distorting force through a distortion – (in 
order to restore least something of a moral bal-
ance).

II.

Of course, all that does not drive hyena creatures 
from their fortified pens. It does not close their 
cowardly-sly concrete road to murder.

But not to do a thing, simply because it may not be 
of use, is often useless.

Some years ago a playwright, then very young 
and always much too gentle, who has since dis-
appeared, called Georg Hirschfeld, wrote a play 
– and of all that he ever wrote, there remains only 
one youthful phrase in one’s memory: “One must 
protest!” That is: without fear of the consequences. 
Here is the early fruit of a whole life; that which 
has survived; the vital validity of an imperative 
duty. One must protest.

And even if twenty European ministries become 
incurably Nazi-phil; and even if twenty diplomatic 
gentlemen offer help to torturers, incendiaries, 
thieves, backwardpointers, castrators, quacks, 
country fair mystifiers, man hunters, by stretching 
out to them twenty times a hand, in future no lon-
ger empty – with twenty times repeated excuses: 
one must protest.

III.

Humor, too, can point out facts. What the Nazi (in 
spite of a callous, forgetful compromising world) 
does not cease to be. The typical fool – with ape-
like aptitude for drill. (“Organization.”) The cloudy 
swollen-head, plus insolence. The born devasta-
tor of what the cosmos has achieved. The stone 
age man with the technical skill of today. The 
ill-mannered, deadly enemy of ethical develop-
ment, thick-skinned, backward. The parasite by 

force, in the possession of advantages achieved by 
others, which he heavily and slily appropriates – 
theft, mystic-emotionally disguised. The shrewd 
one, who enriches himself, while his well-drilled 
country starves. The supporter of an idiot theory 
of impossibility low sense content. The murkiest 
thickhead, with a pronounced taste for drill exer-
cises – and for executions. The most unscrupulous 
swindler, “horse thief”, liar of all modern history…
with a fake gesture of regeneration.

And the whole world tolerates him. Devote your 
text book to an attack, not on the criminals, but on 
the spectators.

IV.

Jews, Christians, heathens in the “Third Kingdom” 
are the subjects of the present book. One of the 
first category, a poet from Düsseldorf, died in Paris 
1856, for reason these miserable swindlers, when 
the (text missing from this copy)….

The poet wrote:

“Armoured thieves divide the land and make the 
free man a slave.”

This prophetic poet can no longer be captured 
today; cannot be pierced through the testes with 
needles (the beasts do that); cannot be beaten 
deaf; cannot be forced on his belly to eat grass; 
cannot slowly be clubbed to death in a cell. “Thank 
God, I’m dead,” he once sang.

V.

Whenever, though, a tennis player plays superbly 
today; whenever superiority threatens; whenever 
a boxer of the same breed wins world fame; these 
dirty cowards suppress the news: as well they may.

Excluded from success – this, too, is a form of im-
posture, invented by the foulest cads of our time; 
by the most unchivalrous, by born lackeys. By the 
most nauseating phenomenon on the globe.

They exploit  meanly their numerical  advantage, 
until weak Jews forget their humanity; a spectacle 
of the last degree of painfulness.

Editor’s Note

In the mid 1990s I purchased the publication “Jews, 
Christians, Pagans III•Reich,” 1935, at a used book sale. 
Even though the pages were discolored and disintgrating I 
thought that it was an important reflection of protest dur-
ing the rise of the Third Reich. The introduction, author’s 
name not included, is testimony to the trauma which con-
fronted people at that time. I have retained the spelling as 
it appeared in the original text.

The original book was paginated and so I elected to in-
clude the original pagination as the numbering system for 
this book. Because the pages had yellowed so much I was 
limited in my ability to improve the contrast of each page 
without losing  the delicacy of the drawings. So, I allowed 
the structure and tonality of the disintigrating original 
pages themselves to be visible, as an apt metaphor for the 
fragility of history and remembering. While the original 
book was 11” x 17,” I decided to make this book a more 
standard size of 8.5” x 11” for ease of handling and repro-
duction. 

Because there are some parallels between that period 
in history and our own I feel that this book is an impor-
tant reminder of creativity and courage with humor and 
imagination that people invoked in behalf of clarity and 
resistance.  It is my hope that it will be empowering as we 
confront the realities and dilemmas of racism, sexism and 
income inequality during this period in history.

                Sheila Pinkel
                 2017
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Duflos, Fritta, Fuck, Gilsi, Godal, Gogo, Katzer, Nikl, Pelc, 

Pjotr, Wronkow

Many a German Jew is sore
And still won’t pack and get out;

He says, “It’s better now than before –
They don’t spit straight in my mouth any more,

They only spit in my snout;
Well, yes, it’s really a dreadful bore.”

And then the Maccabees’ loyal cheers:
“May Hitler live a hundred years!”

These are, it is true, only a tiny band of buffoons, 
who scarcely count – but even this sight of hu-
man humiliation is a direct result of the greater 
baseness of their example, the dishonoured Nazi. 
Wretches they are, who insult even school-chil-
dren. The scum of a war-weak, shaken world.

VI.

Can pictured humor penetrate to such human 
trash? Yes. Why not? It does matter. I agree to any 
form of attach today. Upon the apparently home-
less – it does not need to be hopeless. Every desire 
to pin down the facts helps. Every impulse to resis-
tance. Every laugh, as an accusation. Any gaiety, as 
an attack. Everything is welcome – except passivity. 
One must protest.

(Of course, to organize is better. Do not forget.)

VII.

Jews, Christians, heathen…

Christians are persecuted for their opinions. Jews 
for their being. Which is more elusive. Harder. 
Therefore their presence in this forward. 

What, again, precedence is proper for a Judeo-
Christian religion of love (whatever one may think 
of “revealed” religions) – precedence before a 
stupid-primitive Wotan side-show; that is not a 
matter of opinion: no excuse for discussion; no rea-
son even for digression.

Fighters from any except an inhuman camp are 
invited. It has gone thus far today.

VIII.

Long before the Nazi oppression, attained through 
an incendiary fire, I wrote the following sentence 
on art:

“Since it was not a help in battle, it still remains a 
help in trouble.”

That was meant for bad plays; for those times. It 
does not apply to conversion by the pen; to these 
times.

Here are values  pointed, scornful, gay, as antidote.

IX.

Let’s go!

Paris, July 1935














































