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. JHE old street is strangely quiet this
3} afternoon as I go down to my
1YW Syrian neighbor’s. There is not a
§ child in sight, though school was out
J an hour ago. The towering old
#f houses are forlorn without them;
~=. and yet, in the unaccustomed silence,
certain original values creep out, and set me musing.
" It was once a haven of the finer native-born, a
typical elm-shaded New England street. Now every

dwelling has two tenements, and thé mansions four

—alive with the beautiful glowing children of a
darker-skinned race. The washing for nine covers
_ this traditional lawn; the family hens scratch their
.- way down that ancestral driveway. - Is here gain
: or loss? At least the hordes of children are ours

o make the new America, They have American

schools, the Sunday papers—as the Monday morn-
ing ash-barrel testifies—and, best of all, they have
.the Neighborhood House. -~ .. ]

I never go down to my Syrian neighbor’s without
stopping before this gate of Americanization to
watch the children coming in and out for classes or
games, or swarming over the playground. But to-
day the swings and sand piles are deserted; and as
I pause here, it is the house itself that sums the
years for me. Here the years have come full circle;
a house of parties two generations ago, it is a house
of parties again, and can forget the slovenly lives

_submerged between. ~The new life revives for some
of us that wistful tradition of the long-dead Lydia,
once-queen of every ball. Whe# disaster came, and
‘the family money flew to the winds, there was one
‘thing that Lydia, the proud and beautiful, could do

" without losing caste: go into the new mills.

The thin pretense of “pin money” that saved
many a more than Cranford pride was never enough
for Lydia. She must needs add a fiction of her own.
Every morning at seven she marched proudly down
the stone steps with a book under her arm, and at
noon and closing time there was still the book for
all to see.
hasten over the uneven bricks, elm-shaded still, her
proud head up and dark curls floating? Surely there
1s something here, on such quiet afternoons, that is
different because of Lydia. .~ . =

And again the books go out from the Neighbor-
hood House, her home; books I lent to five nations
from the Neighborhood Children’s Library: Henty
and Alger and Kipling. It was with greater than
these that Lydia dignified her trip to the mill. T have
1 seen the Just-So Stories in the house of my Syrian
;neighbor, and I felt a jealous pang. Will she re-

~ymember her village tales, now that her six American
“children have always new stories to tell?

But where are the children? When I come to the
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Does that elegant little figure never
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house of Abraham and John and Payj i
Ruth and Katharine, the mystery of-thens?lgr?:j :tz“d
18 explained. The' children, and the grown. e?
too, are all gathered here. Itisa funerai cepc!(; :
pretty .gghc_ligg:ycq;;g_l_gm Katharine, cloth,cdxpw;::
dainty importance; her grandfather has died. O
but I must come in! Her mother will be hu.;t iff-
should go away. She is in the front room with thi
cousins, but she will come out to me soon, Jg ﬂ;: .
meantime Katharine serves me, like the rest, with 1
glass of golden rose-water. She ‘apologizes: with
grown-up accent that it is not right, that gne cannot
get the right things in this country, ¥
. “You shut up, Abraham,” she' answe
ging.  “You had four glasses already.”
In the front room I can sce the priest and ‘the
five sons of the patriarch sitting together in’ silence,
gravely smoking their eastern water-pipes.. *The
women chatter softly, Abraham, aged nine, ‘cally
my attention proudly to the Victrola doors, closed
and tied with black. ~ “There’s five Victrolas on this
strect in mourning for my grandfather,” he bozssy
In an excited whisper. I guess maybe he was some
guy in his day; I guess maybe he was king in the old
country. . . . Jule, here, she’s awful mad cause
she can’t play the pianner today, though.” Eight.

=

year-old Julia of the defiant eyes and crooked pig-

tails resents betrayal, and her cries bring her mother
rapidly out into the dining room. A cuff, and a sharp
command in_Arabic,” and- Julia runs of to “help
Katharine with the next tray of -rose-watér, for
more cousins have come. Hishk

My Syrian neighbor’s heavy plaits are ‘more
elaborate than usual; for this is a great ‘occasion, a
gathering of the clan from beyond Boston.: For the
first time I see her without her apron. - Her black
silk is modern enough, but plainly her heart is in the
old country. The new doors are blocked and the
old doors are opening; for when she speaks it is not
to ask me with her usual careful courtesy how is my
high school, or when do I marry? But she utters:
abruptly, like one crowded by the rush and stir of
old memories, what are doubtless her first words of

English th : : o e L AR
English that day ’bout_ . ng g'r;f M 2

“You ever hear tell
soul?’ : DragT e
How God Took Moses’ Soul :
You don’t know- how God got Moses’ soul? You
no read that in the Bible? No? I tell you now. .
(Shut up, Abraham! That other story not so good.
The lady want holy story.) .7 e kgL
Time come, Moses got to die. 'He no. want to
die, same as you and me. ' But God send angel to
tell Moses he got to give up his soul. Moses he say. -
to the angel, “How you going take my soul?”
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y_,;b'rough the mouth.
<Pt Moses he say, “No

% an

“¢'He go back and te

;e know Moses

gt want to die, but

geknow he got to. So

] g&:ﬂ&?ell angel what to
rnext. - Angel’s gone

sk down to the earth,

sl - commence dig a

' @i’e.'outside the vil-.

bge by the side of the

ay; and God sen d

: ;g:i%es along that

md... . . No, Moses

&' know God send

qnt to take a walk.
£He come down that
fad and he sce the
wpel digging a grave
§ "Hello, Moses!” say
de angel. “Man die in
e village, just ’bout
jour size. Want to help
#m¢ make grave to fit
&m? “You good man,
ithe time helping
ople, want to help me-
ake it right for him?"’
450 Moses, sure, he
ways ready to help, so
glie down in the grave
wherever it don’t
m, he say so, like
tight in the chest,
tight in the arms,

"0t no more to say.

‘botd out an apple. . . -

-4,

. MY SYRIAN NE

hihé.'angcl say, “Same as anybody”—you

outh holy. My mouth
Mt he say, “Well, can ta
‘aNo can get it that way,'

4 holy; my hands write

Jo TELLS ME STORIES . . - 81
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He was a great hunter, all time off hills and valleys,;_ '
all the time shootin’; he very great hunter. i

can get my soul that way. An’ one day he think sudden, just like that, “What
talk with God.” if T shot God? Then nobody be punish any more,
ke it through hands.” everybody do what he liked, nobody eves sorry . - -
' Moses he say. “My 1 going shoot God!” '
the commandments of So he shoot up in the air, one, two, three. Then

he make sure he shot God, “cause he very great

el pretend he’s 'fraid, don’t know what to bunter, ain’ never miss. So he go back to the
1 God what Moses say. village, and say: “Everybody be happy now! Every-

body do just -as you
jike! I've shot God!™

¥ 5m, he just think he

#40h, no, sure he donno it's
Should he? Angel have tel

50 he ain’t thinkin’ no mor
~-%il, and he don't think not
o Oh, those apple, my coun- say, he insist
&yl Got such perfume, . . | ’ ,
‘wom| . . . And the ange
3pple. Moses he take one

But God! .Oh, He
jest listen awhile, and
then, what you think
He do? He send the
smallest animal ever He
made, skitter, you know
what is skitter, go buzz,
buzz, buzz? . . . Yes?
Have ‘em my country.
God He send skitter
right up ‘that wicked
man’'s nose. “Tell him to
stay there and buzz,
buzz, buzz—and. that
. all s )

. So skitter he go right
up that hunter man’s
right nost'il, and he 2l
the :time buzz, buzz,
buzz. And hunter he
go nearly crazy. Hego
every doctor in town—
“Take this skitter out
of my nost’it!” He send
way off for doctor—
“Take this skitter out
of my nost’ill” No can
help, no can get that
skitter out of the nose!
What good all that
«loses ke take one long smell, then let go his breath” money? What good do

= ' ' him get God out of the
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ﬁmtlght in the feet, the thigh, you know; till the way, if can’t be happy like he mean to?
Jngel get it so it fit just right, and Moses he ain’t Finally he have idea. He take all gold he stole

-and got. He take it all to the jew'lers and he.say:

his own grave, why for “You quick now! You look at me, you make me

B | him it is for man die gold head just like me! Take it all, melt it up quick,
4 the village, how should he get wise on the angel? make me gold head just like me!”

¢ 'bout holdin’ on to his Jew'lers they say: “What for make gold head

hin’ of it when the angel just like you? No use, no sense in that!” But he

! “Now you make 'im, or I cut you up
it smell up the whole with my sword. What good my old head do me,

1, he hold out such an if no can get skitter out of my nose? Have new
3pple long smell, then he let head; you make it now!”

‘20 his breath. . . . And the angel take his soul right So they very 'fraid of him; they make it. All gold
through his mouth and take it home up to God. head just like him. Then he say:

hat how God got Moses' soul! ““Now take my sword, cut off my old head quick,

put on new one. I say you do!”

' !
. The Man Who Shot God They very scared, but they "fraid of 'im; they take

. Qz.(_?nce there was a hunter, great hunter, don't know
at you call 'im, my country we c2

sword an’ cut off his head. . . . And his blood jump
1l bim Nimrud. out. And he fall down dead . . . And God got ’im.
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following the war, he inter-

preted the war life and labor of
the Essen steel district—the
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Europe—which survwed war
and revolution. Here is pub-
lished the first of two articles
equally strong and disinterested,
on the Petrograd industrial dis-

trict. He returned from -his
work in Russia for the New.
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In a charming old hous: with Lo
a rose-arbored garden in Gen-
eva is to be found the office of .
the Women's Intcrnatlonal .
League for Peace and Freedom.
- The European women whose '
hopes center around this officz.
and the things they stand for-
are described by Miss Addams, -
the first president of the League,

in this concluding instalment of
heér series.

The story of. Fr:ends Creek
is the result of two visits to a
region which shall remain an-
onymous by Miss Calkms of
the SurvEey stafl.

Myr. Hine has caught the ro-
mance as well as the realism of
‘the waterfront. His pictures
of longshofemen, tug boat men,
and the rost make a luminous
setting for the article by Pro-
fessor Ripley of Harvard. This
is the first of a series which will
tell of his five years in labor
arbitration.

it b iz i

s gpad

e i

- S . S

g

B



