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The Tug
of Love

w v
® A complete story 2
by I. Zangwill
( Published by special
arrangement )

HEN Elias Goldenberg,
Belcovitch’s head cutter,
betrothed  himself to

Fanny Fersht, the pret-
tiest of the machinists,
the Ghetto blessed the
match, always excepting
Sugarman, the marriage

W

broker (whom love-
matches shocked), and
Goldenberg’s relatives

(who considered Fanny
flighty and fond of finery).

But Elias was quite content with his
own arrangement, for Fanny’s ‘glance was
melting, and her touch transporting. To
deck that soft, warm hand with an en-
gagement ring, a month’s wages had not
seemed disproportionate, and _ Fanny
flashed the diamond bewitchingly. It lit
up the gloomy workshop with its signal
of felicity. Even Belcovitch, bent over
his pressed iron, sometimes omitted to
rebuke Fanny's bandinage.

The course of true love seemed to run
straight to the canopy—Fanny had al-
ready worked the bridegroom’s praying
shawl-—when "suddenly a storm broke.
At first the ‘¢loud was no bigger than
a man’s hand; in fact, it was a man’s
hand. Elias espied it groping for
Fanny’s in the dim space between the
two machines, As. Fanny's fingers flut-
tered towards it, her other hand still
guiding the g¢loth under the throbbing
needle, Elias felt the needle stabbing his
heart up and down, through and through.
The very finger that held his costly ring
lay in this alien paw, gratis.

The shameless minx! Ah, his relatives
were right. He snapped his scissors
savagely like a dragon’s jaws.

“Fanny, what dost thou?” he gasped
in Yiddish.

Fanny’s face flamed; her guilty fingers
flew back. “I thought thou wast on the
other side,”” she breathed.

Elias snorted incredulously.

As soon . as Sugarman heard of the
breaking of the engagement he flew to
Elias, his blue bandana streaming from
his coat-tail.

“If you had come to me,” he crowed,
“I should have found you a more reliable
article. However, Heaven has given you
a second helping. A well-built wage-
earner like you can look as high as a
greengrocer’s daughter even.”

“Yes; but she won’t return me
ring,” Elias lamented.

“What !”” Sugarman gasped.
she considers herself still engaged
you ?”’

“Not at all. She laughs in my face.”

Sugarman mopped his brow. His vast
experience was at fault. No maiden had
ever refused to return his client’s ring;
rather had she flung it in the wooer’s
false teeth.

“This comes of your love matches!”
he cried sternly. “Next time there must
be a proper contract.”

“Next time!” repeated Elias. “Why,
how am I to afford a new ring? Fanny
was ruinous in cups of chocolate and the
pit of the Pavilion Theatre!”

“I should want my fee down!” said
Sugarman, sharply.
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“Then
to

Elias shrugged his shoulders. “If you
bring me the ring.”

“l do not get old rings but new
maidens,” Sugarman reminded him
haughtily. ‘“However, as ‘you are a
customer- ” and, crying—“Five per

cent. on the greengrocer’s daughter,” 'he
hurried away ere Elias had time to dis-
sent from the bargain.

Donning his sealskin vest to overawe
the Fershts, Sugarman ploughed his way

up the dark staircase to their room. His
attire was wasted on the family, for
Fanny herself opened the door.

‘““Peace to you,”” he cried. “I have

come on behalf of Elias Goldenberg.”

“It is useless. I will not have him.”
And she was shutting the door. Her
misconception, wilful or not, scattered all
Sugarman’s prepared diplomacies. ‘“‘He
does not want you, he wants the ring,”
he cried hastily.

Fanny indecorously put a finger to her
nose. The diamond glittered mockingly
on it. Then she turned away giggling.
“But look at this photograph!”’ panted
Sugarman, desperately, through the clos-
ing door.

Surprise and curiosity brought her
eyes back. She stared at the sheepish
features of a frock-coated stranger.

“Four pounds a week all the year
round,” said Sugarman, pursuing this ad-
vantage, “and dying to step into Elias’s
shoes.”

“His feet are too large!” And she
flicked the photograph floorwards with
her bediamonded finger.

“But why waste the engagement ring?”
pleaded Sugarman, stooping to pick up
the suitor.

“What an idea! A new man, a new
ring!” And Fanny slammed the door.

“Impudence-face! Would you become
a jewellery shop?” the baffled marriage-
broker shrieked.

He returned to Elias, brooding darkly.

“Well 2 queried Elias.

“Oh, your love matches!” And
Sugarman shook them away with shudder-
some palms.

‘“Then she won’t——!”

“No, she won’t. Ah, how blessed you

are to escape from that daughter of
Satan ! The greengrocer’s daughter
now-

‘““Speak me no more matches. I risk
no more rings.’”’

“I will get you one on the hire
system.”

Elias shook an obdurate head. “No.
I must have the old ring back.”

“That is impossible — unless  yon
marry her to get it vack. Stay! Why
should I not arrange that for you?”

‘“Leave me in peace! Heaven has
opened my eyes.”

“Then see how economical she is!”

urged Sugarman. “A maiden who sticks
to a ring like that is not likely to be
wasteful of your substance.”

“You have not seen her swallow
chocolate cake,” said Elias grimly.
‘“Make an end! I have done with her.”

‘“No, you have not! You can still
give yourself a counsel.” And Sugarman
looked a conscious sphinx. “You may
yet get back the ring.’”’

“How ?"’

“To-morrow in the workshop pretend
to steal loving glances all day long
when she’s not - looking. When she

"

catches you——

“But she won’t be looking!”

“Oh, yes, she will. When she catches
you, you must blush.”

“But I can’t blush
protested.

“I know it is hard. Well, look foolish.
That will be easier for you.”

“But why shall I look foolish ?"

“To make her think you are in love
with her after all.”

“I should look foolish if I were.”

“Precisely. That is the idea. When
she leaves the workshop in the evening
follow her, and as she passes the pastry
shop sigh and ask her if she will not eat
a chocolate cake, for the sake of peace-
be-unto-him times.”

“But she won’t.”

“Why not? She is still in love with
you.”

Elias blushed quite easily.
you know ?”?

“I offered her another
slammed the door in my

“You—you offered
tered angrily.

“Only to test her,” said Sugarman
soothingly. “Now, when she has eaten
the cake and drunk a cup of chocolate,
too (for one must play high with such
a ring at stake), you must walk on by

at will,”” Elias

“How do
man and she
face !”

! Elias stut-

. her side, and when you come to a dark

corner, take her hand and say ‘My trea-
sure’ or ‘My angel,” or whatever nonsensc
you modern young men babble to your
maidens—with the results you see!—
and while she is drinking it all in, her
fingers in yours, give a sudden tug and
off comes the ring!”

Elias gazed at him in admiration.
“You are as crafty as Jacob, our father.”

“Heaven has mnot denied everybody
brains,” replied Sugarman modestly. “Be
careful to seize the left hand.”

The admiring Elias followed the schemc
to the letter. X

Even the blush he had boggled at
came to his cheeks punctually whenever
his sheep’s eyes met Fanny’s. He was
80 surprised to find his face burning that
he looked foolish into the bargain.

They dallied long in the cake shop,
Elias trying to summon up courage for
the final feint. He would get a good
grip on the ring finger. The tug of war
would be brief.

Meantime the couple clinked chocolate
cups and smiled into each other’s eyes.

“The good-for-nothing !’ thought Elias
hotly. “She will make the same eyes at
the next man.”

And he went on gorging her; his
nervous tension increased. Her white
teeth, biting recklessly into the cake,

made him itch to slap her rosy cheek.
Confectionery palled at last, and Fanny
led the way out. Elias followed, chatter-
ing with feverish gaiety. Gradually he
drew up even with her.

They turned down the deserted Fish-
monger’s Alley, lit by one dull gas lamp.
Elias’s limbs began to tremble with the

excitement of the critical moment. He
felt like a footpad. Hither and thither
he peered—nobody was about. But—was

he on the right side of her? ‘The right
is the left,” he teld himself, trying to
smile, but his pulses thumped, and in
the tumult of heart and brain he was
not sure he knew her right hand from
her left. Fortunately, he caught the
glitter of the diamond in the gloom, and
instinctively his robber hand closed upon
it :
But as he felt the warm, responsive
clasp of those soft fingers, that ancient
delicious thrill pierced every vein. Fool
that he had been to doubt that dear
hand. And it was wearing his ring still
—she could not part with it! Oh,
blundering male ingrate!

“My treasure! My angel!” he mur-
mured ecstatically.

The Peerless Sembrich

—who received $60,000. a year
in New York alone—who was the
“star” of all the stars of the
Metropolitan Grand Opera Co.—
and who has just retired at the
pinnacle of her artistic career—
selected THE NEW SCALE
WILLIAMS PIANO for her
Canadian tour.

Madame Sembrich, of course,
had her choice of the world’sfinest
instruments. The fact that her
preference wasthe NEW SCALE
WILLIAMS shows the esteem in
which this marvellous piano is
held by the premier artists.

The beautiful tone — which
blends so exquisitely with the
singing voice—is equally delight-
ful in the home as well as on the
cancert stage.
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*“I wish to thank you for the New
Scale Williams Concert Grand Pianos
which you are furnishing for my concerts
in Canada,

1 find the tone beautiful and of splendid
power and carrying quality'’.

The New Scale Williams
is made both in the Grand and
Upright styles— in many
superb designs. C

Our catalogue shows them.
Write for a copy.

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO. LIMITED,
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ToronTO, Can,, Nov. 4, 1909.

‘It gives me pleasure to tell you that

Sincerely yours,
MARCELLA SEMBRICH.

OSHAWA, ONT.
BRANCH OFFICES :
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Winnipeg, Man,, 323 Portage Ave.
Montreal, Que., 733 St. Catherine St. W,

London, Ont., 261 Dundas St,
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absolutely and
permanently.
Yet there is no rubber
in it—air can circulate
freely through it—and it
is light and dressy. In fact,
cloth looks just the same after
it has been proofed by the Cra-
venette Co., as it did before,
and it 7s the same, except that
rain will not wet or spot it.
Further »articulars can be

For Stage or Parlor Use. All the
latest Magic Novelties, Puzzles, etc.
Large illustrated cata'ogue FREE.

Mysto Trick and Novelty Co.
80 Parkway Ave., Toronto, Can.

obtained from The Crav- |
en:tte Co., Ltd., 3¢ 1!

Well Street, Brad-
ford, England.
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BOYS AND GIRLS
We GIVE this Camera com-
plete for taking photos 2% x
24 absolutely free for sellins
30 of our 10c. packages of]
| post cards (6 for 10c.). Send
us your name and addrest
and we will mail you the cards|
to sell.—BIJOU SPECIALTY
CO0., HAMILTON, ONT.
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Don’t you like te Canadian Pictorial ?
It is only One Dollar a Year
In Montreal City and Suburbs, $1.25

The Pictorial Publishing Co.
142 St. Peter Street, Montreal, Can.
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