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The Blindfolded Goddess 
By Mary Willard Keyes in The Outlook 
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“A letter frem America for you 

lsasnc.”’ 
The old man who sat in the corner 

by the stove took the letter eagerly. 

Holding it close to his eyes, he com- 

menced reading it, 
“Are you not going to let me hear n 

also?’ asked his sister Marta in a guer- 

ulous voice. ‘‘Not that I igh it will 

be avy better than the others.” 
“Yes, yes; you shall hear it. Listen: 

1 hope you are well. “ . 5 - 

earl atnel 

and then she would not look so much 

like she would show you into her Vor- 

zimmer!’ 

Isaac Zakovitz had been patiently 

miserable throughout his voyage. In all 

his wretchedness he had had only to 

touch the letter in his bosom to feel 

comforted. He did not doubt that his 

son would be glad to see him, though 

he had not apprised that son of his com- 

ing. He was entirely confident of a 

glad anl warm welcome awaiting him. 

Aunt Marta and Cousin isaac also and | He thought with pleasure of seeing the 

tie calidren, 

our old hom 

We often think of you in| ehildren--Shendela, Moses, Rebecca, and 

e in Warsaw and wish we | Yetta, and a six motiths’ old baby he 

could sce you butit would be strange | had never seen who bore the strange 

for you here, and you would not be 

in America, it is all so different after some rich Ame rican friend. 

If you were not so old 
happy 

from your home. 

you might come. But we must give 

up that thought. 

““American’’ name of Eleanor Frances. 

The steamship had sailed up the bay 

in the morning, butit was late after- 

Perhaps I will visit| noon before the barge to which Isaac 

you in a year or two if I can leave | had ‘been transferred left him at the 

my business. The clothing trade is very 

god at this season. 

well. You would certainly like to see 

us in the house we have here. We keep 

oar carriage aad we rid ia the Central 

Park. Saeadela and Ra2becca and little 

Yetta take masic lessons, They are like 

you, they love the vielin and the piano. 

All the children but only Moses are 

musical, and Moses has high marks in 

I send you.2 money order. It school. 

barrack-like Barge Office on Ellis Island. 

We are all doing | The weary official, ieaniag over a coun- 

ter, had uttered the same questions that 

day in twenty different tongues. To- 

ward five o'clock he glanced at the 

little, stoeping, long-bearded figure 

before him, and commenced in Yiddish. 

“How much money have you?”’ 

“I have five rubles.” 

“No money! Do you know we de- 

port people who have no money? You 

is ail the change I happen to have by | are too old to earn your living.” He in- 

me at the moment. When you receive dicated to Isaac a portion of the bare 

this, you may think of us in the feas. wooden hall barred off from the rest and 

of the Passover. Rebecca and our chil- | filled with a collection of human beings 

dren send their love.te you. 

“ *With love, from your son, 

‘Morris Zakovitz.’ 
’ 

old or diseased or penniless, all with as- 

pects of misery and fear. 

0ld Jsaac perceived them with terror, 

and understood only too well. 
After a silence old Isaac said. “‘It is k si 

well that they are prospering. But I have a son,” he — a 

“ vey HET eR Here is a letter from my son. 
How muen did he send you? quer- wy : Shas 

WE “Is he waiting for you outside?’’ asked 
ied Marta, sharply. = 2 

R Cais the ofticer. 

[tis twenty rubles. He said it was| wp. goes not know Iam here. Ihave 

The toe time of Writ- 1, 06 for him a surprise. But he is 

0g. rich! He will take care of me and 1 
Ty. or mnch??? RAG - 

e it was how 1 will be no burden to yodr country. Do 

[wenty rubles.’ not---do net send me back to Russia.” 

‘Ard the time before that?’’ “Where does he live? How will you 

.o y fird him.’ 
Lhe une. He knows my wants are ye N 

. ) 4 Jsasc brought out a worn piece of 
not many. Lhere are 11ve children and " & co ¥, . ’ 

: a pie , y 1 folded paper and displayed lis son's 
ic costs a great deal to live in New poh rey ; Ey ia 

address at the same time boasting. My 
2 Ui 

& < 3 

a g or son keeps a carriage and drives in the 
*“Yes,”” sneerad Marta, ‘‘it does cost | park.” 

rail. 

I OUR EPI YEE Ran and drive The interpreter shot one searching 

in the park. Ang violins and planos 10r | ),,) gt the letter and another at Isaac; 
; A ny¢ 1 1 > QI ral a1lic . . . . 

area « And musicdzssons! SUK | put in that patient face he discerned 

dresses, wo, I've no doubt, and plenty | oh1y what he so often saw---a blending 

of meal and goad wine: gut the old | ,r weariness, anxiety and hope. He 

coat am! the old pat for the father {elt} pgtioned the old man on to the next 

Selling! Morris. 8.8 § id son since he | (as ul having given about one minute 

Tn. Ih, Aruiy and forty seconds to the consideration 

““Yes,”” asserted Morris’ father, stout- | of the emigrant Isaac Zzkovitz, from 

ly. “Yer. heisageod son. Perhaps he | Warsaw, Russia. 

has forgotten how iit isin Russia now 

I, too, weuld | cars and off he lives in a free country. 
After being shoved here and there, on 

cars, his strength nearly 

go to free America if | were younger.” spent, his mind quite dazed, lsaac at 

“If I mas a mj 1'd ¢ 70, wether I ]length found himself on a horse car, 

was old «- not." decliired Marta. “If | Something made him feel strangely at 

I had a righ son, would I live hive and | home. Opposite sat a patiarch almost 

work and make my old sister werk for his counterpart, and several others ii 

me, and my nephew give me a house? | the car were the high hats and long 

Isaac has six children, but he carr lcok 

after his old uncle. Morris has five, 

but be can send no more than twenty 

He is rich 

He has rich friends. 23° 18 | Hig vis-a-vis had crossed to him. 

| Pp > : ’ = Be = rubles once in:three montis. 
1 . : and proud. 

ashamed to hgve his fine friends in 

America see his poor old father,”’ 

Much as he lopeed to see his son, it 

is doubtful if Isaac Zakovitz svould ever 

have left his coxper, but fer Marta’s 

goadicgs., 

And now he was going. He had his 
passpor: and his letter of credit. A 

small bundle contained il his gogds. 

“Take enough for the voyage «nly,”’ 

advised Marta. “‘“Why siiould yor hin- 

der yourege!f with old elothes wher you 

can soon J.ave fine new ones in .Amer.- 
a1 

His violiz %as not left behind. 

On the deck of the steamer that car- 

v.cd Isaac up ke harbor stood a hearty 
young German. He had been in Amer- 

ca wefore. 

“Heil! old Frag §.iberty,”” he saluted, 
“I seen you before, and I know you, 1 
know just how muck to believe in you. 
Liberty~ to slave in & factory! Liberty 

eriy—to get bare living wages in a coa 

mine. Thats what you give to enough 

of pe. You gfand at your front door 
and yeu Con’t kwow what is going on in 
your house. You ghouid have your great 

eves covered with a grewt bandage.” 
“Still, you seem to be coming back 

coats with which he was familiar. Also 

the women and young men were of a 

t ype he knew well. 

“You have just come to America?’ 

“Yes,” he said, ‘from Warsew.”’ 

“I am from Kiev. If] had lived in 

Warsaw, I never would heve left it to 

come to this New York. They do not 

murder us in Warsaw. Have you 

fri -nds here?”’ 

| ‘‘Yes; my son. 1] have come to sur- 
¥ prise him. He thought the journey 
would be too hard for me, but, behold 

sre! He will take care of me and I 
(ghall do will. Is this place far from 
here?’” and he showed his tattered scrap 

{of gaper. ~ 
Iagac’s new friend peered at it and 

read gut, ‘‘ ‘127 Hester Street,” No, we 

are neprly there. I myself live not far 

from Hester Street, and I will go with 
you.”’ 

| Isaac gratefully acknowledged his 

#indness and thankfully let him appro- 
priate his heavy bundle as they left the 
car. Sometking like a shock came to 
the old man 2s he looked around him 
in the street. The Suilding all about 

were tall, built of brick and trimmed’ 
with stone. They seemed new, and ap- 

peared .rather fine to him. But the 
glimpses he caught of their interiors 
showed them very mean and squalid, 

land the street itse'f was unspeakably 

dirty. The erowds that surged by, fill 
ing all the space not oc “upied by push- 
carts, was a poorly dre. sed, a dingy, 

to try again,”’ suggested a neighbor in 

the crowd, 

“‘Richtig. There is alwayeg a pre 
Once get a start! Your granachildren 
may live on Fift’ Avenue! No laws hold 
you back. It is not so bad, but, al 

the same, I would like to see that old 

and a ragged crowd. There was nosign 
of any park. g 

They made a turning. Isaac’s friend 
was by this time supporting him with 
one arm. Wonderful is the power of 
endurance in the Jewish race. Butfor 
this race heritage the old man would 

pdy there with her eyes well tied u | 
“ 

have fainted long before, for he had | ter, & pretty, self-possessed girl 

been standing, on tha steamer deck, on 

the barge deck, or in the ‘Barge’ 

most of the” time since morning. And 

now he began to think the limit of his 

strength was reached. 

All at once he heard hare blatant 

and rollicking music. He struggled to 

make his way through a crowd of chil- 

dren around a hurdy-gurdy, dancing-by 

pairs on the sidewalk and in the street. 

“‘Here we are,”’ said the man from 

Kiev. “*This is 127 Hester Street.” 

“No!’’ in distress from Isaac. ‘‘No! 

it cannot be. My son would not live 

here. My son is rich. He keeps--Oh, 

I can go no futher!” He sank on to 

the doorstep. 

“What is your son's name?”’ 

“‘Morris Zakovitz.”’ 

A few inquiries were made, 

shrill ery arose from the children. 

“Yetta Zaxovitz! Yetta Zaxovilz 

Here’s an old man wants your father, 

One of the little dancers detached her- 

self from the crowd and ran up. 

“I don’t Xnow him,’’ she gaid. “What 

does he want?”’ 

But Isaac knew his granddaughter. 

“Little Yetta,”’ he whispered, ‘1 am 

your old grandfather. Don’t you remem- 

ber Aunt Martha and grandfather in 

Warsaw? Take me to your father.” 

Five-year-old Yetta handled the situa- 

tion with composure. 

““Moses,’”’ she bawled, ‘‘here’s our 

grandfather. You come and take his 
bundles,’”’ and from somewhere Moses 

did ,appear. The two children helped 
the old man to rise. Leading him by 
the hand, Yetta piloted him through a 
hallway, numbers of children trooping 

after. Qut into the courtyard they 
came, then into another building, a rear 

tenement, up the stairs, up, up, up—not 

so far in reality, but seeming endless 
to him who had begun in Warsaw two 

weeks ago the journey of which this 

was the finish. Somewhere in the dark- 

ness of the ballway Moses, by instinct 

found the door handle. *‘Father!’”” he 
shouted, with a full sense of the import 

of his news; *“‘Father! here’s grand- 

father!” 

Then a 

’ 

And, after all, it was Mrs. Zakovitz 

who fainted. Her husband caught his 

father in his arms and laid him tenderly 
on the bed in one corner of the kitchen. 

Few words were spoken, and tears 

flowed freely down the faces of the men 

as well as of the children. Yetta revived 

her mother, and Moses, shutting the 

door, with difliculty against those who 

pressed arouad it, placed his back 
against it. As the mother began com- 

ing to herself, she commenced wailing. 

“Oh! why ever did he come? Why did 

he come? Why didn’t he stay in his 

wood house in Warsaw. He will die 

here!’ 

“Hush!” said Morris, roughly. “‘Do 

you want to kill him now, to night?” 

Then to his father: “Poor father! We 

thought to keep it from you. To my- 

self I said: “I will make the old man 

happy. I will-write to him that all 

with us is fiae, just as he hoped’ I sent 

every penny I could spare, and went 

without food and clothes, and then 1 

was sick. And I thought, ‘Never shall 

[ see my good old father’s face again, 

but he will be glad if he thinks we are 

prospering.” ’’ Then, after a silence 
broken by sobs, “‘Butl am glad to see 

your face, my father.” 

“You have been sick, Morris?”’ 

“Yes, I could not find work one time. 

The childred cried with hunger, and it 
drove me wild. I am better now, I have 

work—not steady. If] can keepup, 1 
will find something in the end. God 

help us!” 

It was indeed a very carnival of sad. 

ness. A neighbor sent in some wine, 
and the old man drank a bit, but the 

bread and garlic the others were having 

for supper he refused. Moses was de- 
spatched with the dozenccats his father 
ha€ just finished stitching. The other 
chil¢ren stood around gazing at the old 

man, who lay in the corner with his 

eves ghut. Suddenly he opened them. 

~*Lifile Yetta, come here,”” he whis- 
peed. ‘Bring me my violin.” 

It was put into his hands. With shak- 
ing finges “he undid its cover and 
brought ont five little packages. 

“This for, Moses,’’ he said, witha wan 

smile, *‘ histor Rebecca, and Yetta, and 

the baby. But where is Shendela?”’ 

“‘Shendel'a’s £t music school. She is 

very late,”” explained ker father, as the 

children were tog absorbed in their new 

gifts to answe®. 

“Then that is trae? The other chil- 

dren, play they a ‘sol”’ 
“Oh, you shall hee! ‘Beceal take 

grandfather’s violin ‘ud play for him.” 
Rebecca seized the vislin lovingly, 

tuned it, and played a si. "pie air quite 
correctly, At that moment Moses re- 
turned. 

“Look!” he cried. 
dela!” 

‘“‘Behold our Shendela!”’ exclaimed 
father and mother in amazement. 
There she stood, their oldest daugh- 

“Behold Shen- 
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elevan. Her bushy curls were neatly 

tied with a broad red ribbon. her short 

dress was of spotless white linen, her 

tho s ard stockings were new and nea 
For a moment the children stared, 

speechless. Then a hubbub begar. 

“What for 2 dress has Shend:la!”’ 
“Oh, ain’t she beautiful!” 
“Oh, don’t Jenny look handsome!” 
“Where did you get them?”’ 
“I know. Miss Parker gave it to you. 

Hurrah for Miss Eleanor F. Parker!” 
“‘Be still, you,”’ urged the father’ ‘‘Re- 
member your grandfather. Tell us, my 

Shendela, the good news.”’ 

“Sure I will,” she replied. ‘Look 

here.”” She held up two dollar bills and 
a fifty-cent piece. ‘‘That’s what I have 

earned this week. I earned it giving 
lessons to the music schocl, and Miss 

Parker says 1 am a good teacher. I am 
patient with the little ones. Miss 

Parker says I must not eat garlic any 

more and I must have neat clothes. She 

got me these. By and by I pay her back 

for them. 1 will earn ever so much 

money. Miss Parker says we must 
move to a better tenement --"’ 

“Oh, yes!” cried Mrs. Zakovitz, sar- 

castically; “we’ll move on Fifth Av- 

enue to-morrow.”’ 
{ “Here is a note for father,” Shendela 

went on, breathlessly. ‘‘She’s found a 

job for him. Her tailor wants a fin- 

isher, and Miss Parker has found out 

from the boss that father does the work 

fine. Cnly we've got to move to where 

it’s clean, and she can let us have the 

money till we save enough, and—"’ 

The voices broke out again, and tears 

of joy come to wash away the traces 

of the tears of sadness. 
“And that isn’t all, though it’s the 

best,” the beaming little messenger con- 

tinued. *‘*We're all going to play in a 

musicale, us children; little Yetta, too. 

Yetta’s going to play ‘Reverie’ on the 

piano. A great lady is going 

She was at the music school this after- 

noon. She sings at the Metrcpolitan 

Opera gouse. I had aleve on her at 

once. Miss Parker said to me, ‘Play 
that thing I like so much to Madam— 

I forgotten her name. So 1 played this. 
I car’t never remember where I learned 

it, it was so long time ago. You know 

it, father.” 

And Shendela raised her violin to her 
shoulder and commenced the sad strain 
in a minor key. It wailed and rebelled 

and then it became patient again. 

“Hold! Shendela!” 

For tke first time the young girl no- 
ticed the presence of the newcomer. Of 

all the children she alone had a clear 

remembrance of him. Not yet greeting 
her, old Isaac stood upon the floor. He 

raised his violin, and where Shendela 

had paused he took up the theme. She 
accompanied him, but presently he car- 

ried the music on where the child could 

no longer follow. Its mournfulness 
turned to friumph, its patience to sol- 
emn joy. Life returned to the limbs 
and animation to the weary face of the 
tired traveller. 
“I taught you it, Seendela,’’ he cried. 

““You heard me play it when you were a 
baby, often. It is my own song, a song 

of the Jew in Russia. When I was 
a young man, I made it. But never 
after I grew older did I play the ending. 
I despared. I said ‘Never shall we be 
free My grandchildren, perhaps, but 
not I.” Yet now, courage! For even 

Iam come. 
here. Little Shendela shall show us the 
way. Come to your grandfather, little 

Shendela.”’ 

Tupeo-Italian Peace Pact 

| Signed 

Ouchy, Switzerland, Oct. 1833The 
final draft of the treaty of peace be: 

tween Turkey and Italy was signed at 
of 13.30 o'clock this afternoon. 

to sing.’ 

The road to freedom is 

“Satisfaction 
Guaranteed” 

Is The Rule of This 
Studio in Every Case. 

THAT MEANS that you need not 
accept work from us that fails to please 
you. In fact we would much prefer that 
you did not, for we consider the satisfied 
patron our very best form of advertising 
and we are in business to stay. 

We Please Cthers 

We Can [lease You 

Wilson's 

Photo Studio. 

fair Goods 
OUR SPECIALTY. 

“Consider the postage stamps 
say's Josh Billings, it makes its 
Mark by sticking to one thing till 
it arrives. So do we. Our sole 

Business is the Mauufacturing 

ionable Hair Goods at lowest 
possible prices. We carry all 

the latest novelties in Fancy 

Jands, Nets, Barettes, Combs, 

Ete. Give us a trial order to 

prove the satisfaction we can 

give you. 

Mrs. A. F. Winslow 
The Reliable Heirdreeser 
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Hyomei 

Death toCatarrh Germs! 

death to catarrh germs in a few hours, It is 

the only gnaranteed Catarrh Cure. 

nanseating drugs. 

through a little pocket inhaler, As this 

a cure follows, 

complete outfit for 81 09 and what is more 

he will refund you your money if after using 
Hyomei according to directions, it fails to do 
all that we claim. Hyomei is guaranteed to 

asthma, ete. Hyomei can be obta'ned from 
all druggists and dealers, or postpaid on re 

ceipt of price from The R. T. Booth Co. 
mted ,iFortE rie, Out. 

Han Who Shot Col. 
Roosevelt Pleads 

Guilty 
Mi'waukee, Wis., Oct. 15— 

John Schrank, Colone! Rosse- 
vet's assailant, p'eaded gui ty 
to a charge of attempted murder 
when given a preliminary 
arraignment before Judge 
Nolan in the district court today. 
Judge No'an he'd Schrank to 

the crimina’ court for trial under 
bonds of $7,500. Tentatively 
the date for the trial was set for 
the November term of the 
criminal court. 

* 

Tne Miners’ Federation 0° the 
United Kingdom passed a resolu- 
tion in favor of a five-day week at 
their - recent meeting, The 
proposal will be submitted to a 
ballot of the men in all the mines 
of the ‘countiy, 

Two French engineers hava 
patented a propeller with blades 
extending far forward and back 
of the huh, and so shaped that the 

vacum is formed around the hub, 

and importing of the latest fash- , 

Hyomei (pronounced High n-me) means” 

When you use Hyomei, you don’t swallow" 

Yon simply breathe 1n the 
soothing, pleasant and ausiseptic Hyomei air” 

medicated vaporized air passes over the in.- 

flamed pa-ts relief comes almost at once and! 

Your druggist BE. W. Mair will sell you a 

ure catarsh, crcup, grip, ecld in 1he head, . 

water is not churned and “no 

P
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