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He was proposed for this club, as a prominent and deserving
heretic of great originality; and I was the youngest member of
the committee appointed to inquire into the matter. I took an
instinctive dislike to the unknown author; I opposed the elec-
tion with my ability. I proved that the book was perfectly ortho-
dox, being but an expansion of John I11:16. I pointed out that
Charles Haddon Spurgeon had endorsed the principal teachings
of the book; that evangelical clergymen all over England were
doing the same thing, with only negligible modifications; but I
was overruled.

We then proceeded to inquire into the authorship of the book;
we discovered that his name was Joshua Glass.”

A thrill of terrible emotion passed through the old man’s hear-
ers. “I refused to withdraw my opposition. I investigated; and I
discovered the facts which to-night I have set forth before you.”

“But there’s nothing in the rules against that sort of thing!™
interrupted one of the men.

“You will not let me finish!™

“I beg your pardon.”

“I studied the facts with intense care; I tried to trace to their
true source the phenomena displayed by all parties. Ultimately
I came to a conclusion. I began to believe that in this case a
physical correspondence with the mental and moral state ex-
hibited might exist. . ..”

“And s0?” interrupted Jack Flynn, excitedly, a gleam in his
eye. “I insisted upon a physical examination. I found a malfor-
mation so curious and monstrous that, despite his human par-
entage, it was impossible to admit him any title to membership
of our race.”

There was a long silence of complete astonishment. The old
magician opened his case, drew out a long cigar, and lighted it.
“Any one coming my way?” he asked, rising.

“I'm coming, if I may, sir,” said Flynn, sprightly. “I want to
talk mysticism for an hour, to get the taste out of my mouth.”

COSTLY PILLOWS
By KONRAD BERCOVICI

Wolf looked like a poet. He had the traditional long hair and
dreamy eyes ornamenting a dark face, and he was as poor as a
poet, but he wrote the most miserable drivel —— But he was a
very agreeable fellow, Wolf was, and all the Yiddish writing
fraternity was very anxious about his welfare. None of the new
Weeklies or Monthlies ever started without at least one of Wolf’s
poems. Yet Wolf was slowly starving.

Berger, the well known Jewish banker, was a very frequent
guest of the writer’s club. So Berger was approached in Wolf’s
behalf; not that he give the poet alms but that he give him a job.
Wolf got the job and was paid fifty dollars a month. His duties
were manifold; he had to roll packages of nickel and silver coin,
and in spare time he turned out rhymed advertisement which
the banker published in the papers.

Wolf must have felt at first very grateful to his patron em-
ployer. Regular meals after a long period of intermittent starva-
tion make one cheerful and happy. This was the cause that after
a while his appetite was more directed to quality than to quan-
tity; it frequently happened that Wolf should run short of money
at the end of the week.

He would then come around the club and borrow a dollar or
two to be returned at the first opportunity.

As he had a job, Wolf’s poems were no longer forced upon
editors by kind friends. They had to stand on their own merit.
Very few of them were either bad enough or good enough to be
printed, so Wolf became known as “The Banker™ and lost stand-
ing as a poet.

One Sunday afternoon Berger sat in the cafe of the club drink-
ing tea and talking of the expensive things he owned. He was
not given to bragging. It was business. He wanted to gain the
confidence of the people so that they might deposit with him
the money of the Jewish war relief-funds.

“I made some improvements on my country house and it cost
me forty thousand dollars.”

“And what is the house worth?”” someone asked, which was
just what Berger wanted.

“A quarter of a million,” he replied negligently between sips
from his glass.

Wolf came in and sat down at the same table with his em-
plover and the rest of the people. To talk of his fortune was
plainly inviting disaster; and a well known journalist who was
collecting funds for the war relief saw his opportunity and asked
the banker to contribute. It was a bad stroke. The whole café
stood at attention.

“What is the top figure on your list,” the banker calmly asked.

“Hefner, with thousand dollars.”

“Which Hefner, the banker or his brother, if you please, tell
me?”

“The banker.”

“Well, if that be so, if Hefner gives thousand dollars, I can
easily give five thousand dollars and feel it less than if he gives
fifty cents.”

Thus speaking Berger took out his check-book and the while
all the heads drew into a circle over the piece of paper, the
banker filled out the promised sum, and tendered it to the happy
solicitor. It created a sensation. Every new guest was told about
it. “Berger gave five thousand dollars.”

People hastened down the stairs, rushing to the cafe to tell to
everybody the great news. It was telephoned to the Jewish and
English papers. While expecting the reporters, Berger contin-
ued to speak as though nothing important had happened, of the
costly things he possessed. All the while Wolf sat as quiet as a
mouse. Simply struck speechless.

“1 bought last week two chairs and they cost me a hundred
dollars.” Berger said; “a carved oak table for a hundred and
fifty, a candelabra for seventy dollars; and my cane costs me
forty dollars.”

The eyes of every one were on this lucky mortal when Wolf





