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Israel Zangwill, “Transitional” (1899)

Although not religiously observant himsclf, Zangwill wrote repeatedly about the
place of Judaism in the modern world, somerimes critiquing the blind superstitions
of castern European orthodoxy and sometimes culogizing the unique spiritual in-
tensity of traditional Judaism and the racial bond thar united Jews throughout the i
diaspora. He was not a supporter of reform Judaism bur his thought often moved

toward a notion of universalism grounded in Jewish ethics, In “Anglicization in
Secrion 3 of this volume, a Jewish character experiences a moment of spiritual eleva- '
tion in a cathedral, opening ber mind to the common ground between Jewish and

Christian worshippers. In contrast, in his most famous play, The Melting Pot (1908),

. . . . . A . -
Zangwill was to propose American national identity as a kind of universal faith

beyond the particularisms of ethnicity and religion,

In an article for the intellectual journal the Jawish Qnarterly Reviaw, in 1889,

Zangwill described English Judaism as “eransitional,” and the possible future paths
it might take furnished the subject of much of his fiction. His story “Transitional”
was first published in Harper's New Monthly Magasine in 1890 and reprinted in the
same year in Zangwill's collection “They Thar Walk in Darkness™ Ghetto Tragedies,
reissued and expanded from its 1893 first edition. The volume’s title daringly utilizes
a phrase conventionally applicd by Christians ro Jews, referring to their refusal to
acknowledge the new religion of Christ, Rather than dismissing this idca as simply
anti-Judaic, however, Zangwill explores the various ways in which an unquestion-
ing attachment to traditional faith shapes modern Jewish lives.

Zangwill was writing in the conrext of a long tradition of apologta in Anglo-
Jewish writing, in which Jewish writers, like Grace Aguilar, had felt obliged to
refute charges thar Judaism was unspiritual and legalistic. By the late nineteenth
century, Judaism was also often represented in the language of ethnography s
a primitive, tibal religion, “Transitional” however, deploys a Dickensian mix of y
sentimental melodrama and sharp social satire to defend what Zangwill regards'as: _-
highly refined Jewish ideals while critiquing the hypocrisies of nominal ICWS-H}-’ i
docs this through the figure of Schnapsie, the young idealist who argues in m
tional” chat Judaism is a religion with values as noble as those of Christianity. I
respect we can see a clear echo of Kompert's The Peddler (1849), in which the ;
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“Transitional» {1899)

ragonist returns 1o Judaism with an altered sense of iy spirttual potential, However,
the story also Imagines religious repewl beyond the feved of the individual, looking
to what Schnapsic caliy the “nobler furure” of Judaism jeself;

I.

The day came when old Danjel Peyser could ng longer withstang
his wife’s desire for a wider social sphere and 3 horizon blacker with
admncing bachelors, For there were seven daughtcrs, and nor a man
to the pack. Indeed, there hag been only ope marriage in the whole

Portsmouth congregation during the last five years, and the Christjan
Papers had had Treports of the novel ceremony, with the ripyy) bathing
of the bride and the breaking of the plass under the bridegroom’s heel.
To Mrs. Peyser, broughe up amid the facile pairing of the Russian pale,
this congestion of celibacy approached inunorah't_v.
Portsmouth with i <arcless soldiers and satlors might be an excellent
town for pawnbroking, especially when one wo not too punctiliously
acceptant of the cthics of the heathen, bur as a marker for Mmaidens —
even with dowries ang preeey faces—je way hopeless. Bur it was not
wholly as an emporium for bachelors thar London appealed. It was the
natural goal of the provincial Jew, the reward of s industr_\: The best
Prople had all drifred 1o the mighny nagic city, whose fascination syp-
vived even cheap excursions to it.
Would father deny thar they had now made tnough to warrane
the migration? No, father would not deny it. Ever sine he had fefe
Germany ag 5 boy he had been saving money, and his surplus he had
shrewdly invested i the ncighbouring soil of Southsea, fase growing
into a watering-place. Even allowing three thousand pounds for cach
Was there any social reasop why they should noe Curas grear a dagh
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Fictions of Religious Rencwal

“Yes, waste!” he retorted, “In India one treads on diamonds and
gold, bur in London the land onc treads on costs diamonds and gold”

“But are we never to have a grandson?” cried Mrs. Peyser.

The Indian irem was left unquestioned, so that little Schnapsie,
whose childish imagination was greatly impressed by these eventful
family debates, had for vears a vivid picture of picking her way with
bare feer over sharp-pointed diamonds and pebbly gold. Indeed, long
after she had learned to wonder ar her father’s naive geography the
word India always shone for her with barbaric splendour.

Environed by so much persistent femininity, the rugged clderly toiler
was at last nagged into accepring a leisured kife in London.

IL.

And so the family spread its wings joyfully and migrated to the wonder-
town. Only its head and tail—old Daniel and little Schnapsic—felt the
least sentiment for the things left behind. OId Daniel left the dingy
synagogue to whose presidency he had mounted with the fattening of
his purse, and in which he bought for himself, or those he delighted
to honour, the choicest privileges of ark-opening or scrofl-bearing;!
left the cronies who dropped in to play “Klabberjagd™ on Sunday
afternoons;? left the bustling lucrative Sarurday nights in the shop
when the heathen housewives came to redeem their Sabbath finery.

And lirtde Schnapsic—who was only eleven, and not keen about hus-
bands —left the nwinkling tarey harbour, with its heroic hulks and mod-
ern men-of-war amid which the halfpenny seeamer plied; left the great
waves that smashed on the pebbly beach, and the friendly moon that
threw shimmering paths across their tranquillity; left the narrow lively
strects in which she had played, and the school in which she had always
headed her class, and the salr wind that blew over all,

Little Schoapsic was only Schnapsic to her father. Her real name was
Florence. The four younger girls all bore pagan names—Sylvia, Lily,
Daisy, Florence—symbolic of the influcnce upon the family councils of

[

1 Opening che ark and carrying the scrolls of the Torah during the synagoguc scrvice are

cansidered greae privileges; in recogratton of this the congregant so honoured is :xpmdl’ﬂ ._

make 3 monetary donation to the synagogue, i
- - - Jiuil
2. Klabberjass, a card game particularly popular among Jewish communitics. 4
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“Transitional™ (1899}
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allotted supplying the sauce of every meal at which he—or his fellow—
Was Not preseit.

Thus, whether in che flesh or the spirit, the Young Man-for so
many of him appeared on the scene that he hovered in the air rather as
2 type than an individual —was a permanene guest at the Deyser table.

Bur all this new domestic excitement did not compensate lirtle
Schnapsie for her moonlit waters and the strange ships that came and
went with their cargo of mystery.

And poor old Daniel found no cronies to appeal to him like the old,
nothing in the roar of London to compensate for the Saturday night
bustle of the pawnshop, no dingy little synagoguce desirous of his presi-
dential pomp. He sat inconspicuously in a handsome half-empry edi-
fice, and knew himself a superfluous atom in a vase loncly wilderness.

Fle was not, indeed, an imposing figure, with his ragged graying
whiskers and his boyish blue eyes. In the street he had the stoop and
shuffle of the Ghetto, and forgor to hide his coarse red hands with
gloves; in the house he persisted in wearing a pious skull-cap. At firse
his more adaptable wife and his English-bred daughters tried to fit
him for decent socicty, and ro make him feel ar home during their “ar
homes™ But he was soon relegated to the background of these bril-
liant social tableaus; for he was cither too silent or too talkative, with
old-fashioned Jewish jokes which disconcerted the smart young men,
and with Hebrew quotations which they could not even understand.
And sometimes there thrilled through the small-talk the trumpet-note
of his nose, as he blew ir into a coloured handkerchicf, Gradually he
was climinated from the drawing-room altogether.

But for some years longer he reigned supreme in the dining-room—
when there was no company. Old habit kept the girls at table when he
intoned with noisy unction the Hebrew grace after meals; they even
joined in the melodious morceaus thae diversified the plain-chant. But
little by little their contributions dwindled to silence. And when they
had smart company to dinner, the old man himself was hushed by rows
of blond and bugle eyebrows; especially after he had once or twice pus

young men to shame by offering them the honour of reciting the grace S8

they did not know.

.
Danicl’s prayer on such occasions was at length reduced to a piouss
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Nevertheless they lent an ear to the agent’s suggestions as filtered
through the mother, though under pretence of deriding them.

But the day came when even thar pretence was dropped, and with
broken spirir they waited cagerly for cach new possibility. And with the
passing of the years the Young Man aged. He grew balder, less gentle-
manly, poorer.

Onee indeed, he turned up as a handsome and wealthy Christian,
but this time it was he that was rejected in a unanimous sisterly shud-
der. Five slow years wore by, then of a sudden the luck changed. A
water-proof manufacturer on the sunny side of forty appeared, the long
glacial epoch was broken up, and the first orange blossom ripened for
the Peyser household.

It was Rebececa, the youngest of the Jewish group, who proved the
pioneer to the canopy,” but her marriage gave a new lease of vouth even
to the oldest. And miraculously, mysteriously, within a few months two
other girls flew off Mrs. Peyser’s shoulders—a Jewish and a pagan-—
though Sylvia was not yet formally “out” '

And though Leah, the first born, stilf remained unchosen, yet Sylvia’s
marriage to a Bayswater houschold had raised the family status, and
provided a berrer field for operations. The Shadchan was frozen off,

Burt he rerurned. For despite all these auguries and auspices another
arctic winter set in. No orange blossoms, anly desolate lichens of fruic
less flirtation.

Gradually the pagan group pushed its way into unconcealable wom-
anhood. The problem darkened all the horizon. The Young Man grew
middle-aged again. He lost all his monev; he wanted old Daniel to set
him up in business. Even this scemed better than a barren fine lady-
hood, and Leah mighe have even harked back to the parental pawn-
shop had not another sudden epidemic of felicity married off all save
litcle Schnapsic within cighteen months. Mrs. Pevser was knocked
breachless by all these shocks. First a rich German banker, then a pros:
perous solicitor (for Leah), then a Cape financier—any one in himself =
carch enough to “gouge out the eyes” of the neighbours. _

“I told you so.” she said, her portly bosom swelling portlier ¥ i
exultation as the sixth bride was whirled off in a rice shower ﬁ‘om

. .
i
7. The Jewssh marriage ceremony is conducted under a canopy. :
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“There are so many of you now;” murmured Florence. She was not
arrracted by the solicitors and traders in whose sociery and carriages
her mother lolled lusuriously, and she resented the matronly airs of her
sisters. With Leah, however, she was conscious of a different and more
paradoxical provocation. Leah had an incredible air of juvenility. All
those unthinkable, innumerable vears litdle Schnapsie had conceived of
her eldest sister as an old maid, hopeless, senescent, despite the won-
derful belr thac had kepe her figure dashing; but now that she was mar-
ried she had become the girlish bride, kittenish, irresistible, while litde
Schnapsic was the old maid, the sister in peril of being passed by. And
indeed she felt herselfappallingly ancient, prematurely aged by her long
SLay ar seventeen.

“Yes, you are righr, Leah,” she said pensively, with a touch of malice.
“To-morrow [ shall be nvenry-four”

“What:” shricked Leah.

“Yes.” Florence said obstinately. “And oh, how glad T shall be!™ She
raised her arms exultingly and stretched herselt, as if shooting up seven
years as soon as the pressure of her sisters was removed.

“Do vou hear, mother?” whispered Leah. *That fool of a Florence is
going to celebrate her twenny-fourth birthday. Not the slightest consid-
cration for zs!”

“I didn’t say 1 would celebrate it publicly” said Florence. “Besides,”
she suggested, smiling, “very soon people will forget that T am ot the
eldest”

“Then your folly will recoil on vour own head,” said Leah.

Little Schnapsic gave a devil-may-care shrug—a Ghetto trait that still
clung to all the sisters.

“Yes,” added Mrs. Peyser. “Think what ic will be in ten years’ time!”

“I shall be thirty-four,” said Florence imperturbably. Another little
smile liv up the dreamy eyes. “Then 1shall be the eldest”

“Madness!” cried Mrs. Pevser, aloud, forgetting that her daughters’
husbands were about. “God forbid [ should live to see any girl of mine
thirty-four!”

“Hush, mother!” said Florence quictly. “I hope you will; indeed, I
am sure you will, for I shall #ever marry. So don’t bother to put me on
the books —I'm not on the marker. Good-night”

She soughr our poor Danicel, who, awed by the culture and standing
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of his five sons-in-law, not to speak of the guests, was hanging about
the deserted Supper-room, smoking cigar after cigar, much to the dis-
gust of the carerep’s men, who were waiting to spirit away the box.,

Having duly kissed her father, little Schnapsic retired to bed to read
Browning’ love-poems. Her mother had to take a glass of champagne
to restore her ruffled nerves o the appropriate cCstasy,

V.
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children she had borne him in agony, the economy of her house man-
agement, the good bargains she had driven with the clod-pated soldicrs
and sailors, the later splendour of her social achievement,

And lirtle Schnapsic wepr with a sense of the vanity of these dual
existences o which she owed her own empty life.

Suddenly Mrs. Peyser, over whose black eves a glaze had been steal-
ing, let the long dark eyelashes fall over them,

“Sarah!” whispered Danicl frantically. “Say the Shemang!”

“Hear, O Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is one? said the sensi-
ous lips obediently.

Lietle Schnapsie shrugged her shoulders rebelliously. The dogma
seemed so irrelevant.

Mrs. Peyser opened her eyes, and a beautiful mother-light came into
them as she saw the weeping girl.

“Ah, Florric, do not fret” she said reassuringly, in her long-lapsed
Yiddish. “I will find thee a bridegroom.”

Her eyes closed, and lictle Schnapsie shuddered with a weird image
of a lover fetched from the shrouded dead.

VI.

After his Sarah had been lowered into “The House of Life" and the
excitement of the tombstone recording her virtues had subsided, Dan-
icl would have withered away in an empty world but for little Schnap-
sic. The two kepr house together; the same big house that had recked
with so much feonnine life, and abour which the odours of perfimes
and powders still seemed to linger. But father and daughter only met
at meals. He spent hours over the morning paper, with the old quaint
delusions about India and other things he read of, and he pottered
about the streets, or wandered into the Beth-Hamidrash, ! which a
local fanatic had just instituted in North London, and in which, under
the guidance of a Polish sage, Daniel strove to concentrate his aged
wits on the ritual problems of Babylon. At long intervals he brushed
his old-fashioned high hat carcfully, and timidly rang the bell of one

10, Cemerery.
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At last Leah took the word: “We have come while Florrie is at her
slumming—""*

“At her slumming!” repeared Sylvia, with more significance, and a
meaning smile spread over the six faces.

“Yes?” Daniel murmured.

“—Because we did not want her to know of our coming?”

“It concerns Schnapsie?” he murmured.

“Yes, your hittle Schnapsie,” said Daisy viciously.

“Yes; she has no time to come and sce #5,” cried Rebecca. “But she
has plenty of time for her—stumming ?

“Well, she does good,” he murmured apologetically.

“A fat lot of good!™ sniggered Rachacl,

“To hersel?” corrected Lily.

“I do not understand,” he muteered uneasily.

“Well—" began Lily. “You tell him, Leah; vou know more about it”

“You know as much as [ do”

He looked appealingly from one to the other.

“I always said the slums were dangerous places for people of our
class,” said Sylvia. “She doesn’t even confine herself to her own people”

The faces began to lighten—evidentdy they felt the ice broken.

“Dangerous!” he repeated, carching at the ominous word.

“Dreadful!™ in a common shudder.

He half rose. “You have bad news?” he cried.

The faces gloomed over, the heads nodded.

“Abourt Schnapsic?™ he shricked, jumping up.

“Sit down, sit down; she’s not dead,” said Leah contempruously.

He sar down.

“Well, what is it> What has happened?”

“She’s engaged!™ In Leal’s mouth the word sounded like a death-bell.

“Engaged!™ he breathed, with a glimmering foreboding of the
horror,

“To a Christian!” said Daisy brutally.

He sank back, pale and rembling. A tense silence felt on the room.

12, Contemporary term used somewhat sneeringly of middle-class philanthropists who
worked amongst the poor.

“Bur how? W™ he murmuy,
The girls recovered themsely,
“Another slummer”
“He’s the )
) 1¢ son of an archdeacor
An awful Christian crank™
(14 i
And that’s your pet Schnapsic

(19
If we had wanted Christian
years ago

c

S,

“It’s a terrible disgrace for s

“She doesnt consider us in the
~ “Shell be miserable, anyhow, W
It up to her that shes 3 Jewess?

(19
And wouldnt join our Day
time.”

gl

“Wasn’t goi
s ng to - -
w BoIng to marry—rurned
men!
(23
But she would haye told me!»
believe it. My liede Schnapsie!”
73 - - ’
Don't believe it2” snorred Leah
149 .
Have you spoken 1o her, thens™
[1% .
‘ Have we spoken to hert Why,
will disgrace us all”
The blind racial instinet spoke th
turies of tested separateness. Bur Da
saious religious horror,

st

“But is she to be married in 2 Chri
“Qh, she isn’t going to marry —yet
fhs ‘poor h’cart ﬂurtn:rcd at the rep
She doesn’ care g pin for onr feclis

she \.\*on’t marry while you are alive”
Lily ook up the thread. “We all 1
weld all be glad o have you—in rurp
COflld have you herself; her Alfred wor

religious feelings that keeps her back,
“‘God bless her, my good little Schn
brain did nog grasp all ¢

he bearings, w:




Florrie is at her

nificance, and a

ing.”

becca. “Bur she

more abour it?

people of our
ir own people”
* broken.

‘ord,

nptuously.

< a death-bell.
roding of the

m the room.

ilanthropists who

R

“Transitiona]” (1899)
“But how: Whes» he murmured o last.
The girls recovered themselves, Now they were all
“Another slumm er
“He’s the son of an archdeacon ™
“An awfy Christian crank»
“And that's your pet Schnapsie.
“If we had wanted Christians, we
vears ago,”
“It’s a terrible disgrace for yyr
“She doesn’t consider us in the lease”
“She’ll be miscrable, anyhow. When the
it up to her thar she’s a Jewess?

“And wouldn' join our
time”

speaking ar once.

could have been married twenry

Y quarrel, he') always throw

Daughters of Mercy committee—had pe

“Wasn't goine to marry
gomg A

—turned up her nose ar
men!”

all the Jewish young

“But she would have told me!
believe it My lierle Schnapsie!™

“Don’t believe je3» snorted Leah, “Why, she didn’; even deny qr?

“Have vou spoken to her, thens®

“Have we spoken to her! Why, she
will disgrace us gl »

" he murmured hopelessiy. “I' don'e

sayvs Judaism i 4] nonsense! She
The blind racial instinct spoke

turies of tested scparatene

scious religious horror,

through them — gy tweney-five cen-
ss. But Daniel fele iy Super-addition the cop.
“But is she to be married in a Christjan
“Oh, she isnt going ro marry —vyee”

His poor hearr flucge
“She doesn’e care

church?” he breathed.

red ar the reprieve,
a pin for ony feelings” wene on Leah,
she won't marry while you are gljye»

Lily took up the thread. “We
we'd all be glad o have y.
could have you herself; he

“But of cou Ise

all told her if she
Ou—mn turn. Bur she
r Alfred wouldn't min
religions feclings thar keeps her back, She docest

“God bless her, my good litle Schnapsic!
brain did not grasp ali the bearings, w

'd only marry a Jew,
said it wasn’r thar., She
d. It’s the shock to your
Tt Wanr to hure you.”

" he murmured, Hi dazed
as only conscious of 4 vast relief,

+33




Fictions of Religious Renewal

Disgust darkened all the faces,

He groped to understand it, putting his hand over the white hairs
that straggled from his skull-cap.

“But then—then it's all righe”

“Yes, all right,” said Leah brurally. “But for how long?”

Her meaning seized him like an icy claw upon his heart. For the firse
time in his life he realized the certainty of death, and simulrancously
with the certainty its imminence.

“We want you to put a stop to it #em,” said Sylvia. “For our sakes
make her promise thar even when—~You're the only one who has any

influence over hee”

She rose, as if to wind up the painful interview, and the others rose,
too, with a muleiplex rustling of sitken skirts. He shook the six jewelled
hands as in a dream, and promised to do his best; and as he warched the
lirtle procession of carriages roll off, it seemed to him indeed a funeral,

and his own.

Ah God, that it should have come to this! Little Schnapsic could not
be happy till he was dead. Well, why should he keep her watting? Whar
mattered the few odd years or months? He was already dead. There was
his funeral going down the street.

To speak to Schnapsie he had never intended, even while he was
promising it. Those years of silent life rogether had made real conversa-
tion impossible. The bridge on which his soul passed over to hers was
a bridge over which hung a sacred silence. Under the weight of words,
especially of angry parental words, it might break down for ever. And
that would be worse chan death.

Noj little Schnapsic had her own life, and he somehow knew he
had not the right to question it, even though it scemed on the verge
of deadly sin. He could not have expressed it in logical speech, was not
even clearly conscious of it; but his tender relation with her had edu-
cated him to a sense of her moral rightness, which now survived and
subsisted with his conviction that she was hopelessly astray. No; he hf'i
not the right to interfere with her life, with her prospeet of h:\.[:»pintsﬁ_:ll.%l o
her own way. He must give up living. Little Schnapsic must be ncarly 4
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thirty; the best of her vouth was gone. She should be happy

with this
srmngc man.

But if he killed himself, thar would bring disgrace on the family —
and lirtle Schnapsic, Perhaps, too, Alfred would nop marry her. Wag
there no way of slipping quictly our of existence? Byg then suicide was
another deadly sip, Ifonly that had really been his funeral procession!
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VIII.
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we are not in India, where women are burne alive to please their dead
husbands.”

Little Schnapsie had an irrelevant vision of herself treading on dia-
monds and gold. She murmured, “Who told you?”

“Leah”

“Leah! But Leah is angry about it!”

“So she is. She came to me in a tantrum, but I told her whatever hittde
Schnapsie did was right”

“Father!” With a sudden cry of belicf and affection she fell on his
neck and kissed him. “But isn’t the darling old Jew shocked?” she satd,
half smiling, half weceping,

Cunning lent him clairvovance. “How much Judaism is there in your
sisters’ husbands?” he said. “And without the religion, what is the use
of the race?”

“Why, father, that’s what I'm always preaching!” she cried, in as-
tomishment, “Think whar our Judaism was in the dear old Portsmouth
days. What is the Sabbath here? A mockery. Not one of your sons-in-
law closes his business. But there, when the Sabbath came in, how
beauriful! Gradually it glided, glided; you heard the angel’s wings.
Then its shining presence was upon you, and a holy peace settled over
the house?

“Yes, yes” His eves filled with tears, He saw the row of innocent
girl faces at the white Sabbath rable. Whart had London and prosperity
brought him instead?

“And then the Atonement days, when the rants horn thrilled us with
a sense of sin and judgment, ' when we thoughe the heavenly scrolls
were being signed and sealed. Who feels that here, father? Some of us
don’t even fase”

“Truc, true” He forgot his part. “Then vou are a good Jewess still?”

She shook her head sadly. “We have outlived our destiny. Our isola-
tion is a meaningless relic”

But she had kindled a new spark of hope.

“Can’t you bring him over to ug?”

“To what? To our empty synagogues:™

“Then you are going over to him?™ He tried to keep his voice steady.
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IX.
It was agreed berween them thar, to avoid endless family councils, the
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to perform the ceremony in the church of another of his sons in Chalk
Farm. After the short honcymoon, Daniel was to come and live with
the couple in Whitechapel, for they were
labours. Poor Daniel tried 1o find some
Whircchapcl Was a more Jew
bury.™ Bur the unhomely

to live in the centre of their
comfort in the thought that
1sh and 2 homelier quarter than High-
impression produced upon him by his lagest

son-in-law neurralized everything. All his other sons-in-law had more

14. Whircchnpul wis a working-class districe in the Fasr End of London alsn home toa

+57




458

Fictions of Religious Renewal

or less awed him, but beneath the awe ran a tunnel of brotherhood.
With this Alfred, however, he was conscious of a glacial current, which
not all the young man’s cordiality could tepefy.,

“Are you sure you will be happy wich him, little Schnapsic?” he asked
anxiously.

“You dear worrying old thing!”

“But if after marriage vou quarrel, he will always throw it up to you
that you are—?

“And Ill throw it up ro him that he is a Chiristian, and oughtn’t to
quarrel.”

He was silenced. Bur his heart thanked God that his dear old wife
had been spared the coming ordeal.

“This too was for good,” he murmured, in the Hebrew proverb.

And so the ragic day drew nigh.

X.
One short week before, Daniel was wandering about, dazed by the near
prospect. An unholy fascination drew him toward Chalk Farn .7 to gaze
on the church in which the profane union would be perpetrated. Per-
haps he ought even to go inside; to getover his first horror at being in
such a building, so as not to betray himself during the acrual ceremony,

As he drew near the heathen ediice hesawa striped awning, carriages,
a bustle of people entering, a pressing, peeping crowd. A wedding!

Ah, good! There was no doubt now he muse go in; he would see what
this unknown ceremony in this unknown building was like. It would
be a sort of rehearsal; it would help to steel him at the tragic moment.
e was passing through the central doors with some other men, but a
policeman motioned them to a side door. He shuffied tmidly within,

Full as the church was, the chill stone spaces struck cold ro his
heart; all the vase alien life they tvpified froze his soul. The dread word
Meshnad —apostate —seemed ¢choing and re-cchoing from the cold
pillars. He perceived his companions had bared their heads, and he
hastily snatched off his rusty beaver. The unaccustomed sensation in his
scalp completed his sense of unholiness.
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Nothing scemed £0ing on yet, bur as he slipped into a sear in the
aisle he became aware of an organ plying joyous preludes, almost Jg-
gish. For a moment hye wondered dully whar there was to be gay abour,
and his eyes filled wigh bitter tears,

A craning forward in the nondescripe congregation made the old
man peer forward,

He saw, at the far end of the church, a sort of platform upon which
four men, in strange, ﬁowing robes, stood under 2 cross, He hid hijs
eves from the sight of the symbol thar had overshadowed his ancestors’
lives. When he opened his eves again the men were kneeling, Would 2,
have ro kneel, he wondered: Would his old joints have to assume thar
Pagan posture? Presently foyr bridesmaids, shiclded by grear glowing
bouquers, appeared on the platform, and descending, passed with mea-
sured theatric pace down the farther avenue, too remote for his clear

vision, His netghbours stood up to stare at them, and he rose, too. And
throughout the organ bubbled oug jis plavtul cadenzas,

A stir and a buzz swept through the church, A procession began
to file in. At its head wags a pale, severe young man, supported by a
cheerful young man. Other Young men followed; then the brides-
maids reappeared. And fimally —targer of every glance —there passed a
glory of white vei] supported by an old milimr_\'-looking man in a sarin
waistcoat.

Ah, that would be he and Schnapsic, then. Up that long avenue, be-
neath all these curious Christian eves, he, Danicl Peyser, would have to
walk. He tried to rehearse it mentally now;, so thar he might not shame
her; he paced pompously and stiffly, witl, beautitul Schnapsie on his
arm, a glory of white vejl.

He saw himself slowly reaching the platform, under the chilling
Cross; then everything swam before him, and he sank shuddering into
his scar. His lictle Schnapsie! She was being sucked up into all this hate-
ful hcathcndom, to the seductive music of satanic orchestras,

Hesarina strange daze, v aguely conscious thar the organ had ceased,
and rhat some preacher’s recitative had begun instead. When he looked
Up again, the brida] party before the altar loomed Vague, as through q
mist. He passed his hand oy er his clouded brow. Of g sudden a seneence
of the recitative pierced sharply to his brain; —

“Therefore if any man can show any just cause why they may not
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lawfully be joined together, let him now speak, or clse hereafter forever
hold his peace”

O God of Isracl! Then it was the last chance! He sprang to his feet,
and shouted in agony: “No, no, she must not marry him! She must
not!”

All heads turned roward the shabby old man. An cleceric shiver ran
through the church. The bride paled; a bridesmaid shricked; the minis-
ter, taken aback, stood silent. A white-gloved usher hurried up.

“Do you forbid the banns?™ called the minister.

The old man’s mind awoke, and groped mistily.

“Come, whar have you to say?” snapped the usher.

“I=I—=nothing.” he murmured in awed confusion.

“He 1s drunk,” said the usher. “Ourt with you, my man.” He hustled
Daniel toward the side door, and lee it swing behind him.

But Danicl shrank from facing the cordon of spectators outside. He
hung miscrably about the vestibule till the Wedding March swelled in
ironic triumph, and the human outpour swept him into the street.

XI.
His abstracred look, his ragged talk, troubled Schnapsic at the evening
meal, but she could no clicit thar anything had happened.
In the evening paper, her eye, avid of marriage items, paused on a
big-hcaded paragraph.

“I FORBID THE BANNS!”
STRANGE SCENE AT A CHALK FARM CHURCH.

When she had finished the paragraph and read another, the first began
to come back to her, shadowed wich a strange suspicion. Why, this was
the very church—: A Jewish-looking old man—! Great heavens! Then
all this had been mere pose, self-sacrifice. And his wits were straying
under the too heavy burden! Only blind craving for her own happi-
ness could have made her believe that the meneal habits of seventy years
could be broken off.

16. The “banns™; a public announcement in a parish church of an intended marriage. For-
bidding the banns is mising an objection to the intended marriage (e.g., becanse of sus
bigamy}.
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His lips quivered into o patheric smile,

“Tam very glad” He Paused, struggling with himself. “Ify
yYou will be happy!”

“Bur haven’t we talked that over ¢nough, father?”

“Yes—Dbur you know
up—thar—>

‘Ol are sure

=

—if'a quarre! arose, he would always throw it

“Nonsense, nonsense,” she laughed. But the

thoughe struck her poignantly
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“Quite sure”

repetition of the old
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ill get along together?”

“Then I am glad” Fle drew her to him, and kissed her,
She broke down and wept under the conviction of hjs lving. He be-
came the comforter in his turmn.

“Don’t cry, little Schnapsie, don’t cry. I didn’t me
Alfred is 2 good man, and | am sure,
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XII.
That nighr, after a long passionate vigilin her bedroom, figle Schnapsie

wWrore a letrer; —

“DEAREST ALFRED,—This will be as painful for you to read as for me
ro write. 1 find ar the cleventh hour I cannot marry you. I owe it to
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keeping it entangled with mine. A new current of thought has been
set going in my mind. If a religion thar I thought all formalism is
capable of producing such types of abnegarion as my dear father,
then it must, too, somewhere or other, hold 1n solution all those
cnnobling ingredients, all those stimuli to self-sacrifice, which the
world calls Christian, Perhaps T have always misunderstood. We were
so badly taughr. Perhaps the prosaic epoch of Judaism into which I
was born is only transitional, perhaps ir only belongs to the middle
classes, for I know I felt more of its poctry in my childhood; per-
haps the future will develop (or reculrivate) its diviner sides and lay
more stress upon the life beautiful, and thus all chis blind instince
of isolation may prove only the conservation of the race for its no-
bler future, when it may still become, in very truth, a witness to the
Highest, a chosen people in whom all the families of the carth may
be blessed. T do not knows; all chis is very confused and chaotic to me
to-night. I only know I can hold out no cerrain hope of the carthly
fulfilment of our love. 1, too, feel in transition, and [ know not to
what. Bur, dearest Alfred, shall we not be living the Christian life—
the life of abnegation —more truly if we give up the hope of personal
happiness? Forgive me, darling, the pain [ am causing you, and thus
help me to bear my own,
“Your triend till death,
FLORENCE?

It was an hour past midnight ere the leteer was finished, and when it
was scaled a sense of relief ar remaiming in the Jewish fold stole over her,
though she would scarcely acknowledge it to herself, and impatiently
analysed it away as hereditary. And despite it, if she slept on the letter,
would it ever be posted?

But the house was sunk in darkness. She was the only creature stir-
ring. And vet she vearned to have the thing over, irrevocable. Perhaps
she might venture out herself with her latch-key. There was a letter-box
at the street comer. She lir a candle and stole out on the landing, casting
@ monstrous shadow which frightened her. In her over-wrought mood
it almost seemed an uncanny creature grinning at her. Her mother’s
death-bed rose suddenly before her; her mother’s voice cried: “Ah,
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Florrie, do nor fret. | will find thee g bridegroom.” Wa this the bride-
groom—was this the only ong she would ever know:

“Father! father!” ghe shricked, with sudden terror,

A door was thrown Open; a figure shambled forth in carpet slip-
pers—a dear, homely, reassuring ﬁgurc—holding the coloured hand-
kerchief which had helped to banish him from the
face was smeared; hiy cevelids under the
red: he, too, had kepe vigil,

“What is it> Whar 1s it, little Schnapsie»”

“Nothing, 1—1—1] only wanted to ask vou if y
enough to post chis lcttcr—to-nighr.”

“Good ¢noughs? Why, T shall enjoy a breath of ajr>

He took the leteer and essayed a roguish |
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She quivered under this unforescen misconception,
“No,” she echoed, with added firmness, “we musen’e let a day pass.”
“Bur go to bed ar onee, little Schnapsie. You Jook quire pale,

STV Up so late writing him letrers, you won't m
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“No," she repeated, “I won'’t make him a beautiful bride”

She heard the hall door close gently upon his ¢
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