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The Boy Who Was Hungry
, Being One

of
a Series

of Pen Pictures by E. C. EHRLICH
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■ He came to our little Eastj.Side
<S "branch library" ni^ht aftep. night,
E, drew a book o(r twd fi£>m the open
EL shelves and socmad k>^ to the^vorid

until the
cloai^^Bp

. sounded. A

®r* ^slender, about,
■L 7*%teenu peqgjS!

'Xjewish^$la.i^^p^;i»Me.. than

Scture^ -hTi^'aY,';ph^wt the
- J° watched"

^ep,witlv
David

Bethlehem or saw^rAHjibit'.s .feet
the days of the R^rfsfrw.- N®\v it

^ is a habit of mine fo spy upon /he
W books our regular patrons are accus-

jjjj
tomed to read. Somehow it mqjces

B me feel almost friends^with people
B who never get past the "Good even-
fi ing" or "Have I a fine ?" stage. And
E I was not a little surprised to find

\B that my unknown boy friend never
-V ^drew any of the sort of thing usu-
'B ally appealing to a youth of his age —

m volumes of adventure, say, or popu-
M lar science. Instead he read almost
B feverishly the works of the poets —

always with a fine discrimination for

J 1 the best —
history, but only that of

the Greeks and Romans, and endless
B legends from the Norse mythologies.
B Queer diet for a high-school boy, as
V I soon learned him to be, and I could
■ not help wondering why a youngster
1 from such an intensely Jewish neigh-
I borhood should evince no interest in
» the history and literature of his own

people.

Ik When at' last we became acquaint-

■j3p ed I ventured to speak to him about

xW it. He had just returned a copy of
, I Shelley's verse, and smiled his soft,

slow smile when I asked him how he
P had enjoyed it. "It's fine !" he said,

v/ with the same enthusiasm I've seen
I my own young nephew exhibit for
P "The Airship Boys Abroad."

j "Only," with a rueful little grin, "I'm
I afraid I've been reading him so fast
1 that before I know it I'll be through
#3 with all his poetry."

"Have you seen this?" I asked,
R pushing across the desk a little vol-

JP ume I had received that day. "It's
3 a translation from the modern He-

^ brew poets. If you're so fond of
r

poetry
"

A peculiar .little wrinkle disfigured .

the space between his \eye$y HKm;.

fond of poetry, but I don't care about 1

' Hebrew," he answered shortly, and,
'

picking up his new book, was about i

^ to turn away, when I detained him. i

L "I suppose you know a lot of He- <

B brew ?" I ventured. "So many of the 1

B boys down here do and "
1

"W)fte. it," le interrupted with a I

low vehemence that ' startled me.'
"Have you ever seen one of; our He
brew schools?""

1,-shook^jftfe- head.

^'My cousin goe»*fo one
^^S^rnod-

ern kind; but I was sent td^ regular

basement Chcder with a teacher who
who couldn't talk English and had
no business to teach, anyhow. I used
to have to go to him when I got out
of public school, and there I'd sit in
that stuffy old place, almost too tired

keep my head up, mumbling a lot

i of Hebrew until seven o'clock. Oh,
. how I hated it ! Some of the

boys
•

used to pass the time
away playing

. tricks on the old fellow, but I was

■
too

disgusted
and bored even to do

V that. I just used to mumble away,

thinking of anything else in the
world, and when my turn came tried
to translate a lot of stuff I didn't un
derstand — all about the building of
the temple, and old laws and such

things — into Yiddish. I was 'ashamed
of Yiddish, too.'* He laughed

harshly. "Maybe because I was so
anxious to learn to speak good Eng
lish and be a real American. Some
how that was all that counted — it
was just a bother to be a Jew."

"But I don't understand," I puz-

I

: zled. "Even if
you didn't care for i

your Hebrew lessons, your Jewish i

home must have kept you Jewish." :

Again his harsh laugh, so bitterly <

unboyish. "A Jewish home !" he re- ;

peated, almost savagely. "I suppose <

it was Jewish enough on the outside, <

and I guess father and mother be
lieved in all of it, too ! I knew it was

Jewish when mother yelled at me for ■'

mixing the butter and meat dishes,
and father was always after me on
account of my morning prayers or

something. But that was about all
the 'Jey^sh home' I ever had."

"B.qt, surely, the beautiful festi
vals/' I urged. "Wasn't there as
.rrrach beauty in the Passover, say, as
in any of your books of English
"poetry ?'L-

" ,"~"1

"Well, we did have Seder every
year," he conceded dryly. "But it
was a matter of dishes again and a
lot of Hebrew praying I didn't care
about. Even when I understood it
it didn't mean anything to me. It
never meant anything to me then ; I

guess it never will." His fine eyes
flashed angrily. "And it's a shame.
I wouldn't read so much about the
old Greeks and Romans if my
teachers in high school hadn't made |
'em seem alive to jne. But no one
ever took the trouble to make me see
what Jewish things meant, and! sort
of drew away when I was growing
up. I didn't care then, but I do now.
I feel I've missed something because
I can't care for Jewish "things any
more. I'm just starved, and it's
'cause' I'm hungry that I eat up
everything beautiful and fine I find
in books But I can't get my own

religion from books, and that's what
hurts me. I'll have to go on being
hungry, because it wouldn't mean

anything now to have things ex-

explained ; it's too late." He laughed
a little mirthless laugh. "I wish I
were a real Jew," confessed the boy
as he gathered up his books and
turned away from my desk.

I wanted to say something to help
him, but there was nothing to say.
Then I caught myself laughing as

bitterly as he had done as my eye
caught a clipping I had cut from a

Jewish paper that morning and

placed on my desk spindle. It told
of plans for a great Jewish univer

sity at Jerusalem — a real center for
Hebrew culture. And only the othei

day I had been asked to contribute
to a fund for educating the Abyssin

Jews! While a few tables away
sat the boy with a hungry look in his

eyes and a cynical droop to his mouth ,(
as he went after strange gods, even
while he yearned for the treasures
of his own people.
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HABDALAH.

Habdalah, the beautiful ceremony which formally terminates the
Sabbath has been cleverly depicted in an etching by the German master
Hermann Struck and is reproduced above. Struck is an ardent Jew
and the leader of the Misrachi movement m Germany.
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