Y HUSBAND isa Jew. [ama
Roman Catholic.

Did you feel shocked when you
read that? Why? :
You are Americans, citizens of the
United States, advocates of religious free-
dom and equality, yet you are shocked
‘because a woman of the Roman faith
‘marries a Jew. It would have been the
same had I said I was a Methodist, or
2 Presbyterian, or anything else. The
& shock was in the Jew.
¢ How do I know you were shocked?
id you ever hear anyone say, “Oh, she
arried a Jew''? There is a queer accent
n the “ Jew’” and a sneer running through

£ I married a Jew. Ilove him. I consider
. [im one of the most unselfish, one of the
Sipurest, one of the best men in the world
- hut (always there is a buz) if I'had it to
%'do over again I never would marry him.
‘Does that sound disloyal? It is not.
"I love Michael more dearly every year.
‘I would not have him suffer for me, nor
would I for anything in the world im-
‘pose upon a son of mine the-daily cruci-
hxion our son endures. .
- I am not comiplaining for myself. [
have one of the noblest husbands any
woman ever had; better than I deserve.
‘But he is a Jew. That is the tragedy. I
‘want you Americans, who shudder as
‘vou read of Kieff and Kishinev, who de-
“clare Russians are barbarians, to know
Russia hasn’t any monopoly upon perse-
cution. American persecution is a trifle
Smore ingenious and refined—therefore
?more cruel.

W

‘IO MY words seem bitter? If they do,
- remember this is the first opportunity
-1 have had to express my feelings.
“must smile at the neighbors and pretend
“not to see their half sneers of.pity and
contempt. I cannot discuss these things
«with my husband’s relatives and friends,
because to do so would add to their weight
“of sorrows. But I am Irish and want to
thght. I want to tell of the persecution of
“Jews in America.

. You do not like Jews? Neither did L.
“In fact it is hard for me, even now, to like
“them or shake off prejudices perhaps in-
‘herited. I could not give any better
“reason for not liking Jews than you can.
“Then I did not know them, nor under-
sstand them. Now I do.

- I do not mind telling you that 1 live in
iChicago. I will call myself Klein, and
“add that that isn’t so far from being my
‘real name as you might imagine. | was
- born of devout Roman Catholic parents; at
.least Father and Mother were devout, and
 Mother was religious. Mother was a good
.woman. Father was neither a good man
“nor a good husband. The best we could
_ claim for him was that he had a good heart,
-and was good-natured when not in liquor.
-1 was considered a pretty girl and received
" a fair education. At twenty I went to
“work, chiefly because Father needed so
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much of his pay to use in politics—which
meant the saloons. Because my family
and friends hated Jews, I hated them.
remember when I was quite a small girl
going with my two brothers to stand on
the corner and call “Sheeny,” and “Mot-
zer,” and “Goose” when Jews passed, and
begging the Irish greengrocer for rotten
tomatoes to smash on the Jew boys who
dressed up Saturday afternoons.

I SECURED a job in a department store,
advanced quite rapidly and was put
“in gowns” in my third year. The owners
of the store were Jews, and we girls used
to ridicule them and mimic their dialect
behind their backs.

Mr. Klein was manager and buyer in
gowns. He is a tall man, athletic in build,
and a little bald. He has a large nose, at
least large enough to trademark him, a
clear complexion that betokens right liv-
ing and a good liver, and a beaunful pair
of eyes. Even before he ever spoke to me
his eyes impressed me with the idea that
he was sad. His manner with the girls in
the department was patient, quiet, and
respectful, and the fact that every one of
them spoke of him with respect proves
that he was the right kind. He never was
“fresh” or familiar, never presumed upon
his authority, and he was just and fair.

Do not think that I am going to hold up
JEWS as models, as pt:rfect in morals and
all that. I know better than you do the
weaknesses of the race. I have suffered
with them at table, from the bad manners
of some, from the grossness of others,
from the smirking shrinking of those
broken in spirit by generations of op-
pression, and more from the boastful
arrogance of those who succeed and want
to lord it over others as they have been
lorded over. But this I claim—at heart
they are kind, considerate, and better
than the average American.

HE first time I came in direct contact

with Mr. Klein a customer had madea
frantic complaint about a fitting. Shewas
a fussy old person and I had worked hours
trying to please her. She had seemed
pleased when she bought the gown; but
after she got it home she changed her
mind and, wanting some excuse for return-
ing it, she had accused me of a number of
impossible things. Mr. Klein called me
into the office. When he inquired about
the case and told what the woman had re-
ported I lost my temper and told him my
opinion of her.

“Miss Neil,” he said quietly, “please
tell me the facts, and do not let your
temper injure yourself and the store.”

“If you insinuate I’'m not stating facts
I resign,” I said angrily. “I’ve stood
enough without being called down by a
Jew for refusing to let an old nuisance lie
about me.”

He looked at me with a queer little
pained expression in his eyes for a minute
and then said, very quietly:
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“Miss Neil, you should not have said
that. I am not censuring you in this
matter. What I desired was to warn you
that sales-persons who lose their tempers
do not succeed very well.”

“I'm read;y toquit,” I answered angrily.
“And I don’t need any of your advice.”

“You need it more than you want it,”
he said sharply.. “However, I do not
want you to quit. You're too good a
sa]eswnman. want ou to kEEP. youl’
temper and your job. '{'hat is all.’

I went back to work hot and mad all
the way through, and the next two or
three customers had real cause for com-
plaint. The more I thought of the scene
in 'the office the madder I got. T knew I
was wrong, and kept trying to argue to
myself that I was right. I went home
firmly determined to quit. It seemed the
only way to retain my self-respect. Dur-
ing the night I kept remembering Mr.
Klein’s patience and the pained look in
his eyes when I called him a Jew. I went
to the store having decided to complete
the week, which ended that day, and then
leave. I had made overtures toward
securing a position with a rival firm. In
the midst of my work that morning 1
suddenly was seized with a sense of shame
at my own smallness and meanness and,
without stopping to think, I marched into
Mr. Klein’s office. .He bade me good
morning as if nothing had happened,

“Mr. Klein,” I said hastly, *“I want to
apologize for what I said yesterday. I
am ashamed of myself. I am quitting
to-night, but I want you to know that
I'm sorry.”

IT WAS a lame apology, but I was
flustered and much in earnest. The
expression on his face changed to one of
gladness.

“I'm very glad, Miss Neil,” he said
q!:lietly. “Tt was not being called a Jew
that hurt me, it was that you think of a
Jew as the kind of person your tone indi-
cated. Itis generous of you to admit that
you feel sorry. I hope you will feel that
I try to be just, and I’'m sure we will be
friends, and that you will remain here.”

He smiled again and shook hands, and
1 backed out, too confused to say any-
thing more and feeling smaller than ever,
although glad I told him I was ashamed.

He spa%e to me politely almost every
day, and never referred again to our
quarrel. He never spoke to me excepting
to say good morning, or on business mat-
ters. lwo or three times, in talking of
business, he gave me useful and interesting
advice abourt selling. Usually some other
girl was with me, and if he showed me
special attention none of us noticed it—
and the girls did not overlook much in
that line. One thing that struck me forc-
ibly was that in all his talks on salesman-
ship he urged us never to deceive or
mislead a customer. One day he said,
smilingly, “You know this is a Jew store.
A Jew must be more than honest. We
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must be more careful to be strictly honest
than if we were Gentiles.”

I tried to apply his theories to my work.
Often I was tempted to mislead a cus-
tomer to make a sale, for we were working
on a commission and salary basis, with a
big bonus offered. At the end of that
year my sales were largest in the depart-
ment, but only fourteen dollars greater
than those of Minnie, the girl we all
thought would win the two hundred and
fifty dollars. Mr. Klein awarded the
prize. He praised my work and then,
turning quickly, he said:

“It was the original plan to give only
one bonus. But Miss Minnie has worked
just as hard as Miss Neil, and she has
come so close that I have deculed to give
two prizes of two hundred and fifty dol-
1.1[‘1-“

Minnie had been nearly ready to cry
from disappointment, and when he gave
her the check she did cry and ran to the
washroom. I found her there crying, and
she said:
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Things happened.

“He may be a Jew, but he's the best
man I know."”

For some reason that I did not then
understand, I got mad and scolded Min-
nie and told her Jews were as good as
anyone.

A FEW months later Mr. Klein stopped
me on the floor one day. He was
leoking serious, and he said:

“Miss Neil, if you do not mind dining
with a Jew I would like to have you take
dinner with me this evening.”

He saw me flush, and added quickly:
“l would invite a chaperon, but
wanted to say something that I do not

want others to know—just yet.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that, Mr. Klein,”
I said, blushing more than ever. “I was
surpnsed, and—and—1I"ll be delighted.”

I ran away from him for fear I would
say something that would betray my
thoughts. All afternoon I worried. Do
you know what about? I knew I was in
love with Mr. Klein and was worrying

Mike struck that filthy
I was glorying in knowing my husband

mouth with his fist.

was not a coward

as to what my family would say when_
told them I was in love with a Jew.§l
believed Mr. Klein was going to proposes
marriage, and was happy and frightened
at the same time; first afraid he would
and then afraid he wouldn’t. .

What he wanted to tell me was more of
a surprise than the proposal would havgl
been. He told me that, at the end of the]
month, he would retire from the firm and!
go into another corporation which would§
give him stock in addition to salary, ang

the promise of a partnership, to actizs8
gent‘r.ﬂ manager.

5 \mntLd to tell you first, Miss Ned
he said, “ because I consider you one -!'
my real friends.” .

I volunteered impetuously to go with
him to the new firm. He was pleased bug

advised me to remain where I was, as ]
retirement would make ]}mmotluns, andy

perhaps I would profit.
There was a family row when I camd
home and told them ,".Ir, klem l"i:ld take

me to dinner. My two brothers ray







