Danny shook his head.

‘Do you understand what he is doing ?’

Danny hesitated. Then he shook his head again. His eyes were
wide and moist. Y

My father sighed again. ‘It will be explained to you,” he said
softly. “Your father will explain it to you. Because he will want
you to carry it on with your own children one day.’

Danny blinked his eyes nervously.

“No one can help you with this, Danny. It is between you and
your father. But think carefully of what you say to him and of
what his questions will be.’

My father came with us to the door of our apartment. I could
hear Danny’s capped shoes tapping against the outside hallway
floor. Then he was gone.

‘What is this again about hearing silence, abba ?’ I asked.

But my father would say nothing. He went into his study and
closed the door.

Danny received letters of acceptance from each of the three
universities to which he had applied. The letters came in the mail
to his home and lay untouched on the vestibule table until he
returned from school. He told me about it in early January, a day
after the third letter had come. I asked him who usually picked up
the mail.

‘My father,” he said, looking tense and bewildered. ‘Levi’s in
school when it comes, and my mother doesn’t like climbing
stairs.’

“Were there return addresses on the envelopes?’

‘Of course.’

‘Then how can’t he know ?’ I asked him.

‘I don’t understand it,” he said, his voice edged with panic.
“What is he waiting for? Why doesn’t he say something?’

I felt sick with his fear and said nothing.

Danny told me a few days later that his sister was pregnant.
She and her husband had been over to the house and had in-
formed his parents. His father had smiled for the first time since
Levi’s bar mitzvah, Danny said, and his mother had wept with
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wc%_H asked him if his father gave any indication at all of knowing
what his plans were.
‘No,’ he said.
*No indication at all?’
‘No, I get nothing from him but silence.’
*Is he silent with Levi, too ?’
‘No.’ _
“Was he silent with your sister?’
‘No.
‘I don’t like your father, I told him. ‘I don’t like him at all.
Danny said nothing. But his eyes blinked his fear. :
A few days later, he told me, ‘My father asked me why you're
not coming over anymore on Shabbat.’
‘He talked to you?’
‘He didn’t talk. That isn’t talking.’
‘I study Talmud on Shabbat.’
‘Tknow.’
‘I'm not too eager to see him.’
He nodded unhappily.
‘Have you decided which university you're going to?’
‘Columbia.’
“Why don’t you tell him and get it over with?’
‘I'm afraid.’

“What difference does it make? If he’s going to throw you out

of the house, he'll do it no matter when you tell him.”

‘I'll have my degree in June. I'll be ordained.’

‘You can live with us. No, you can't. You won't eat at our
house.”

‘I could live with my sister.’ _

plies. ATy

‘I'm afraid. I'm afraid of the explosion. I'm afraid of any time
I'll have to tell him. God, I'm afraid.’

My father would say nothing when I talked to him about it.
‘It is for Reb Saunders to explain,’ he told me quietly. ‘T cannot
explain what I do not completely understand. I cannot do it
with my students, and I cannot do it with my son.”

A few days later, Danny told me that his father had asked
again why I wasn't coming over to their house anymore.
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‘T'll try to get over,’ I said.

But I didn’t try very hard. I didn’t want to sce Reb Saunders.
I hated him as much now as I had when he had forced his silence
between me and Danny.

The weeks passed and winter melted slowly into spring. Danny
was working on an experimental psychology project that had to
do with the relationship between reinforcement and rapidity of
learning, and I was doing a long paper on the logic of ought state-
ments. Danny pushed himself relentlessly in his work. He grew
thin and gaunt, and the angles and bones of his face and hands
jutted like sharp peaks from beneath his skin. He stopped talking
about the silence between him and his father. He seemed to be
shouting down the silence with his work. Only his constantly
blinking eyes gave any indication of his mounting terror.

The day before the start of the Passover school vacation period,
he told me that his father had asked him once again why I wasn’t
coming over to their house anymore. Could I possibly come over
on Passover ? he had wanted to know. He especially wanted to see
me the first or second day of Passover.

‘T'll try,’ T said half heartedly, without the slightest intention
of trying at all.

But when I talked to my father that night, he said, with a
strange sharpness in his voice, ‘You did not tell me Reb Saunders
has been asking to see you.’

‘He's been asking all along.’

‘Reuven, when someone asks to speak to you, you must let
him speak to you. You still have not learned that? You did not
learn that from what happened between you and Danny ?*

‘He wants to study Talmud, abba.’

“You are sure?’

“That’s all we've ever done when I go over there.”

“You only study Talmud ? You have forgotten so quickly ?*

I stared at him. ‘He wants to talk to me about Danny,’ I said,
and felt myself turn cold.

“You will go over the first day of the holiday. On Sunday.’

“Why didn’t he tell me?’

‘Reuven, he did tell you. You have not been listening.’
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‘All these weeks —

‘Listen next time. Listen when someone speaks to you.’

‘Maybe I should go over tonight.’

‘No. They will be busy preparing for the holiday.’

‘I'll go over on Shabbat.’

‘Reb Saunders asked you to come on Passover.’

‘I told him we study Talmud on Shabbat.’

‘You will go on Passover. He has a reason if he asked you to
come especially on Passover. And listen next time when someone
speaks to you, Reuven.’

He was angry, as angry as he had been in the hospital years
ago when I had refused to talk to Danny.

I called Danny and told him I would be over on Sunday.

He sensed something in my voice. “What's wrong ?’

‘Nothing’s wrong. I'll see you on Sunday.’

‘Nothing’s wrong ?* His voice was tight, apprehensive.

-zo.u

‘Come over around four,’ he said. ‘My father needs to rest in
the early afternoons.’

‘Four.’

‘Nothing’s wrong?”

‘I'll see you on Sunday,’ I told him,




Chapter 18

On the afternoon of the first day of Passover, I walked beneath
the early spring sycamores on my street, then turned into Lee
Avenue. The sun was warm and bright, and I went along slowly,
past the houses and the shops and the synagogue where my
father afid I prayed. I met one of my classmates and we stopped
to talk for a few minutes; then I went on alone, turning finally
into Danny’s street. The sycamores formed a tangled bower
through which the sun shone brightly, speckling the ground.
There were tiny buds on these leaves. In a month, those leaves
would shut out the sky, but now the sun came through and
brushed streaks of gold across the sidewalks, the street, the talk-
ing women, and the playing children. I walked along slowly,
remembering the first time I had gone up this street years ago.
Those years were coming to an end now. In three months, in a
time when the leaves would be fat and full, our lives would
separate like the branches overhead that made their own way
into the sunlight.

I went slowly up the wide stone staircase of Danny’s house
and through the wooden double door of the entrance. The hall-
Wway was dim and cold. The synagogue door stood open. I peered
inside. Its emptiness whispered echoes at me: mistakes, gematriya,
Talmud quizzes, and Reb Saunders staring at my left eye. You do
not know yet what it is to be a friend. Scientific criticism, ah !
Your father is an observer of the Commandments. It is not easy
to be a true friend. Soft, silent echoes. It seemed tiny to me now,
the synagogue, so much less neat than when I had seen it for the
first time. The stands were scarred, the walls needed paint, the
naked light bulbs seemed ugly, their bare, black wires like the
dead branches of a stunted tree. What echoes will Reb Saunders’
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study have? I thought. And I felt myself go tight with appre-
hension.

I stood at the foot of the inner stairway and called Danny’s
name. My voice moved heavily through the silent house. I waited
a moment, then called his name again. I heard the tapping of
metal-capped shoes upon the third-floor stairway, then in the
hallway over my head; and then Danny was standing at the head
of the stairs, tall, gaunt, an almost spectral figure with his beard
and earlocks and black satin caftan.

I climbed the stairs slowly, and he greeted me. He looked tired.
His mother was resting, he said, and his brother was out some-
where. He and his father were studying Talmud. His voice was
dull, flat, only faintly edged with fear. But his eyes mirrored
clearly what his voice concealed.

We went up to the third floor. Danny seemed to hesitate
before the door to his father’s study, almost as if he was wishing
not to have to go back in there again. Then he opened the door,
and we stepped inside.

It had been almost a year since I had last been inside Reb
Saunders’ study, but nothing about it had changed. There was
the same massive, black wood, glass-topped desk, the same red
carpet, the same glass-enclosed wooden bookcases jammed tight
with books, the same musty old-book odor in the air, the same
single light bulb glowing white behind its ceiling fixture.
Nothing had really changed - nothing, except Reb Saunders
himself.

He sat in his straight-backed, red leather chair and looked at
me from behind the desk. His beard had gone almost completely
gray, and he sat stooped forward, bent, as though he were
carrying something on his shoulders. His brow was crisscrossed
with wrinkles, his dark eyes brooded and burned with some kind
of invisible suffering, and the fingers of his right hand played
aimlessly with a long, gray earlock.

He greeted me quietly, but did not offer me his hand. I had the
feeling that a handshake was a physical effort he wanted to avoid.

Danny and I sat in the chairs by his desk, Danny to his right,
I to his left. Danny's face was expressionless, closed. He tugged
nervously at an earlock.
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Reb Saunders moved forward slightly in the chair and put his
hands on the desk. Slowly, he closed the Talmud from which he
and Dariny had been studying. Then he sighed, a deep, trembling
sigh that filled the silence of the room like a wind.

‘Nu, Reuven,” he said quietly, ‘finally, finally you come to see
me." He spoke in Yiddish, his voice quavering a little as the words
came out.

‘I apologize,’ I said hesitantly, in English.

He nodded his head, and his right hand went up and stroked
his gray beard. ‘You have become a man, he said quietly. ‘The
first day you sat here, you were only a boy. Now you are a man.’

Danny seemed suddenly to become conscious of the way he
was twisting his earlock. He put his hand on his lap, clasped both
hands tightly together and sat very still, staring at his father,

Reb Saunders looked at me and smiled feebly, nodding his head.
‘My son, my Daniel, has also become a man. It is a great joy for
a father to see his son suddenly 2 man.’

Danny stirred faintly in his chair, then was still.

“What will you do after your graduation?’ Reb Saunders asked
quietly.

‘I have another year to study for smicha.’

‘And then what?’

‘I'm going into the rabbinate.’

He looked at me and blinked his eyes. I thought I saw him
stiffen for 2 moment, as though in sudden pain. ‘You are going to
become a rabbi,” he murmured, speaking more to himself than to
me. He was silent for a2 moment. ‘Yes. I remember. . .. Yes. ...’
He sighed again and shook his head slowly, the gray beard moving
back and forth. ‘My Daniel will receive his smicha in June,” he
said quietly. Then he added, ‘In June. ... Yes.... His smicha. ...
Yes. ... The words trailed off, aimless, disconnected, and hung in
the air for a long moment of tight silence.

Then, slowly, he moved his right hand across the closed Tal-
mud, and his fingers caressed the Hebrew title of the tractate
that was stamped into the spine of the binding. Then he clasped
both hands together and rested them on top of the Talmud. His
body followed the movements of his hands, and his gray earlocks
moved along the sides of his aged face.
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‘Nu,” he said, speaking softly, so softly I could barely hear
him, ‘in June my Daniel and his good friend begin to go different
ways. They are men, not children, and men go different ways.
You will go one way, Reuven. And my son, my Daniel, he will -
he will go another way.

1 saw Danny’s mouth fall open. His body gave a single con-
vulsive shudder. Different ways, I thought. Different ways. Then
he -

‘I know,” Reb Saunders murmured, as if he were reading my
mind. ‘T have known it for a long time.”

Danny let out a soft, half-choked, trembling moan. Reb Saun-
ders did not look at him. He had not once looked at him. He was
talking to Danny through me,

‘Reuven, I want you to listen carefully to what I tell you now.’
He had said: Reuven. His eyes had said: Danny. ‘You will not
understand it. You may never understand it. And you may never
stop hating me for what I have done. I know how you feel. I do
not see it in your eyes? But I want you to listen.

‘A man is born into this world with only a tiny spark of good-
ness in him. The spark is God, it is the soul; the rest is ugliness
and evil, a shell. The spark must be guarded like a treasure, it must
be nurtured, it must be fanned into flame. It must learn to seek
out other sparks, it must dominate the shell. Anything can be 2
shell, Reuven. Anything. Indifference, laziness, brutality, and
genius. Yes, even a great mind can be a shell and choke the spark.

‘Reuven, the Master of the Universe blessed me with a brilliant
son. And he cursed me with all the problems of raising him. Ah,
what it is to have a brilliant son | Not a smart son, Reuven, but a
brilliant son, a Daniel, a boy with a mind like a jewel, Ah, what
a curse it is, what an mn.mammr# is to have a Daniel, whose mind
is like a pearl, like a sun. Reuven, when my Daniel was four years
old, I saw him reading a story from a book. And I was frightened.
He did not read the story, he swallowed it, as one swallows food or
water. There was no soul in my four-year-old Daniel, there was
only his mind. He was a mind in a body without a soul. It was a
story in a Yiddish book about a poor Jew and his struggles to get
to Eretz Yisroel before he died. Ah, how that man suffered ! And
my Daniel enjoyed the story, he enjoyed the last terrible page,
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because when he finished it he realized for the first time what a
memory he had. He looked at me proudly and told me back the
story from memory, and I cried inside my heart. I went away and
cried to the Master of the Universe, “What have you done to me?
A mind like this I need for a son? A heart [ need for a son, a soul
I need for a son, compassion I want from my son, righteousness,
mercy, strength to suffer and carry pain, that I want from my
son, not a mind without a soul I”"’

Reb Saunders paused and took a deep, trembling breath. T tried
to swallow; my mouth was sand-dry. Danny sat with his right
hand over his eyes, his glasses pushed up on his forehead. He was
crying silently, his shoulders quivering. Reb Saunders did not
look at him.

‘My brother was like my Daniel,’ he went on quietly. ‘What
a mind he had. What a mind. But he was also not like my Daniel.
My Daniel, thank God, is healthy. But for many, many years my
brother was ill. His mind burned with hunger for knowledge. But
for many years his body was wasted with disease. And so my
father did not raise him as he raised me. When he was well enough
to go off to a yeshiva to study, it was too late.

‘I was only a child when he left to study in Odessa, but I still
remember what he was able to do with his mind. But it was a
cold mind, Reuven, almost cruel, untouched by his soul. It was
proud, haughty, impatient with less brilliant minds, grasping in
its search for knowledge the way a conqueror grasps for power.
It could not understand pain, it was indifferent to and impatient
with suffering. It was even impatient with the illness of its own
body. I never saw my brother again after he left for the yeshiva.
He came under the influence of a Maskil in Odessa and went
away to France where he became a great mathematician and
taught in a university. He died in a gas chamber in Auschwitz.
I learned of it four years ago. He was a Jew when he died, not an
observer of the Commandments, but not a convert, thank God.
I would like to believe that before he died he learned how much
suffering there is in this world. I hope so. It will have redeemed
his soul.

‘Reuven, listen to what T am going to tell you now and re-
member it. You are a man, but it will be years before you under-
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stand my words. Perhaps you will never understand them. But
hear me out, and have patience.

“When I was very young, my father, may he rest in peace,
began to wake me in the middle of the night, just so I would cry.
I was a child, but he would wake me and tell me stories of the
destruction of Jerusalem and the sufferings of the people of Israel,
and I would cry. For years he did this. Once he took me to visit a
hospital — ah, what an experience that was! — and often he took
me to visit the poor, the beggars, to listen to them talk. My father
himself never talked to me, except when we studied together. He
taught me with silence. He taught me to look into myself, to find
my own strength, to walk around inside myself in company with
my soul. When his people would ask him why he was so silent
with his son, he would say to them that he did not like to talk,
words are cruel, words play tricks, they distort what is in the
heart, they conceal the heart, the heart speaks through silence.
One learns of the pain of others by suffering one’s own pain, he
would say, by turning inside oneself, by finding one’s own soul.
And it is important to know of pain, he said. It destroys our self-
pride, our arrogance, our indifference toward others. It makes us
aware of how frail and tiny we are and of how much we must
depend upon the Master of the Universe. Only slowly, very
slowly, did I begin to understand what he was saying. For years
his silence bewildered and frightened me, though I always trusted
him, I never hated him. And when I was old enough to under-
stand, he told me that of all people a tzaddik especially must know
of pain. A tzaddik must know how to suffer for his people, he
said. He must take their pain from them and carry it on his
own shoulders, He must carry it always. He must grow old before
his years. He must cry, in his heart he must always cry. Even
when he dances and sings, he must cry for the sufferings of his
people.

‘You do not understand this, Reuven. I see from your eyes
that you do not understand this. But my Daniel understands it
now. He understands it well.

‘Reuven, I did not want my Daniel to become like my brother,
may he rest in peace. Better I should have had no son at all than
to have a brilliant son who had no soul. I looked at my Daniel

275




when he was four years old, and I said to myself, How will I
teach this mind what it is to have a soul? How will I teach this
mind to understand pain? How will I teach it to want to take on
another person’s suffering? How will I do this and not lose my
son, my precious son whom I love as I love the Master of the
Universe Himself ? How will I do this and not cause my son, God
forbid, to abandon the Master of the Universe and His Com-
mandments? How could I teach my son the way I was taught by
my father and not drive him away from Torah? Because this is
America, Reuven, This is not Europe. It is an open world here.
Here there are libraries and books and schools. Here there are
great universities that do not concern themselves how many
Jewish students they have. I did not want to drive my son away
from God, but I did not want him to grow up a mind without a
soul. I knew already when he was a boy that I could not prevent
his mind from going to the world for knowledge. I knew in my
heart that it might prevent him from taking my place. But I had to
prevent it from driving him away completely from the Master of
the Universe. And I had to make certain his soul would be the
soul of a tzaddik no matter what he did with his life’

He closed his eyes and seemed to shrink into himself. His hands
trembled. He was silent for a long time. Tears rolled slowly
down alongside the bridge of his nose and disappeared into his
beard. A shuddering sigh filled the room. Then he opened his
eyes and stared down at the closed Talmud on the desk. ‘Ah, what
a price to pay. ... The years when he was a child and I loved him
and talked with him and held him under my tallis when I prayed
.-.. “Why do you cry, Father?” he asked me once under the
tallis. ““Because people are suffering,” I told him. He could not
understand. Ah, what it is to be a2 mind without a soul, what
ugliness it is.,.. Those were the years he learned to trust me
and love me.... And when he was older, the years I drew my-
self away from him. ... “Why have you stopped answering my
questions, Father?” he asked me once, “You are old enough to
look into your own soul for the answers,” I told him. He laughed
once and said, “That man is such an ignoramus, Father.” I was
angry. “Look into his soul,” I said. “Stand inside his soul and
see the world through his eyes. You will know the pain he feels
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because of his ignorance, and you will not laugh.” He was
bewildered and hurt. The nightmares he began to have.... But
he learned to find answers for himself. He suffered and learned to
listen to the suffering of others. In the silence between us, he
began to hear the world crying.’

He stopped. A sigh came from his lips, a long, trembling sigh
like 2 moan. Then he looked at me, his eyes moist with his own
suffering. ‘Reuven, you and your father were a blessing to me.
The Master of the Universe sent you to my son. He sent you
when my son was ready to rebel. He sent you to listen to my
son’s words. He sent you to be my closed eyes and my sealed ears.
I looked at your soul, Reuven, not your mind. In your father's
writings I looked at his soul, not his mind. If you had not found
the gematriya mistake, Reuven, it would have made a difference?
No. The gematriya mistake only told me you had a good mind.
But your soul I knew already. I knew it when my Daniel came
home and told me he wanted to be your friend. Ah, you should
have seen his eyes that day. You should have heard his voice.
‘What an effort it was for him to talk to me. But he talked. I knew
your soul, Reuven, before I knew your mind or your face. A
thousand times I have thanked the Master of the Universe that
Hesent you and your father to my son.

“You think I was cruel? Yes, I see from your eyes that you
think I was cruel to my Daniel. Perhaps. But he has learned. Let
my Daniel become a psychologist. T know he wishes to become a
psychologist. I do not see his books? I did not see the letters from
the universities? I do not see his eyes? I do not hear his soul
crying? Of course I know. For a long time I have known. Let my
Daniel become a psychologist. I have no more fear now. All his
life he will be a tzaddik. He Will be a tzaddik for the world. And
the world needs a tzaddik.

Reb Saunders stopped and looked slowly over at his son. Danny
still sat with his hand over his eyes, his shoulders trembling. Reb
Saunders looked at his son a long time. I had the feeling he was
preparing himself for some gigantic effort, one that would com-
pletely drain what little strength he had left.

Then he spoke his son’s name.

There was silence.
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Reb Saunders spoke his son’s name again. Danny took his
hand away from his eyes and looked at his father.

‘Daniel,” Reb Saunders said, speaking almost in a whisper,
‘when you go away to study, you will shave off your beard and
earlocks?’

Danny stared at his father. His eyes were wet. He nodded his
head slowly.

Reb Saunders looked at him. ‘You will remain an observer of
the Commandments?* he asked softly.

Danny nodded again.

Reb Saunders sat back slowly in his chair. And from his lips
came a soft, tremulous sigh. He was silent for a moment, his eyes
wide, dark, ?oo&dm_ gazing upon his son. He nodded his head
once, as if in final acknowledgement of his tortured victory.

Then he looked back at me, and his voice was gentle as he
spoke. ‘Reuven, I - I ask you to forgive me . . . my anger . . . at
your father’s Zionism. I read his speech.... I - T found my own
meaning for my ... brother’s death ... for the death of the six
million. T found it in God’s will ... which I did not presuine to
understand. I did not - I did not find it in a Jewish state that does
not follow God and His Torah. My brother . .. the others . . . they
could not ~ they could not have died for such a state., Forgive me
-« your father. . . it was too much . . . too much -’

His voice broke. He held himself tightly. His beard moved
faintly with the trembling of his lips.

‘Daniel,” he said brokenly. ‘Forgive me . . . for everything ...
[ have done. A - a wiser father ... may have done differently. I
amnot. . . wise.’

He rose slowly, painfully, to his feet. ‘Today is the — the
Festival of Freedom.’” There was a soft hint of bitterness in his
voice. “Today my Daniel is free.... I must go.... I am very
tired. . . . I must lie down.’

He walked heavily out of the room, his shoulders stooped, his
face old and torn with pain.

The door closed with a soft click.

Then I sat and listened to Danny cry. He held his face in his
hands, and his sobs tore apart the silence of the room and racked
his body. I went over to him and put my hand on his shoulder and
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felt him trembling and crying. And then I was crying too, crying
with Danny, silently, for his pain and for the years of his suffer-
ing, knowing that I loved him, and not knowing whether I hated
or loved the long, anguished years of his life. He cried for a long
time, and I left him in the chair and went to the window and
listened to his sobs. The sun was low over the brownstones on
the other side of the yard, and an ailanthus stood silhouetted
against its golden rim, its budding branches forming a lace curtain
through which a wind moved softly. I watched the sun set. The
evening spread itself slowly across the sky.

Later, we walked through the streets. We walked for hours,
saying nothing, and occasionally I saw him rub his eyes and
heard him sigh. We walked past our synagogue, past the shops
and houses, past the library where we had sat and read, walking
in silence and saying more with that silence than with a lifetime
of words. Late, late that night I left Danny at his home and
returned alone to the apartment,

My father was in the kitchen and there was a strange brooding
sadness on his face. I sat down and he looked at me, his cyes
somber behind their steelrimmed spectacles. And I told him
everything.

When I was done, he was quiet for a very long time. Then he
said softly, ‘A father has a right to raise his son in his own way,
Reuven.

‘In that way, abba?’

‘Yes. Though I do not care for it at all.’

“What kind of way is that to raise a son ?’

‘Itis, perhaps, the only way_to raise a tzaddik.”

‘I'm glad T wasn’t raised that way.

‘Reuven,” my father said softly, ‘I did not have to raise you
that way. T am not a tzaddik.’

During the Morning Service on the first Shabbat in June, Reb
Saunders announced to the congregation his son’s intention to
study psychology. The announcement was greeted with shocked
dismay. Danny was in the synagogue at the time, and all eyes

turned to stare at him in astonishment. Whereupon Reb Saunders
further stated that this was his son’s wish, that he, as a father,
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respected his son’s soul and mind — in that order, according to
what Danny later told me — that his son had every intention of
remaining an observer of the Commandments, and that, there-
fore, he felt compelled to give his son his blessing. The turmoil
among Reb Saunders’ followers that was caused by this announce-
ment was considerable. But no one dared to challenge Reb Saun-
ders’ tacit transference of power to his younger son. After all,
the tzaddikate was inherited, and the charisma went automati-
cally from father to son - all sons.

Two days later, Reb Saunders withdrew his promise to the
family of the girl Danny was supposed to marry. There had been
some fuss over that, Danny told me afterward. But it had quieted
down after a while.

The reaction at Hirsch College, once the news of Reb Saun-
ders’ announcement was out, lasted all of about two or three
days. The non-Hasidic talked about it for a day or so, and then
forgot it. The Hasidic students sulked, scowled, glowered, and
then forgot it, too. Everyone was busy with final examinations.

That June Danny and I were among the seventy-eight stu-
dents who were graduated from Hirsch College, to the accom-
paniment of numerous speeches, applause, honorary degrees, and
family congratulations. Both of us had earned our degrees summa
cum laude |

Danny came over to our apartment one evening in September.
He was moving into a room he had rented near Columbia, he
said, and he wanted to say good-bye. His beard and earlocks were
gone, and his face looked pale. But there was a light in his eyes
that was almost blinding.

My father smiled at him warmly. ‘Columbia is not so far,” he
said. ‘We will see you on Shabbat.’

Danny nodded, his eyes glowing, luminous.

I asked him how his father had reacted when he had seen him
without the beard and earlocks.

He smiled sadly. ‘He’s not happy about it. He said he almost
doesn’t recognize me.’

‘He talked to you?”

“Yes,” Danny said quietly. ‘We talk now.’
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There was a long, gentle silence. A cool breeze moved sound-
lessly through the open windows of the living room. .

Then my father leaned forward in his chair. ‘Danny,’ rw mm.a
softly, “when you have a son of your own, you will raise him in
silence?’

Danny said nothing for a long time. Then his right hand rose
slowly to the side of his face and with his thumb and forefinger
he gently caressed an imaginary earlock.

“Yes,” he said. ‘If I can’t find another way.’

My father nodded, his eyes calm.

Later, I went down with Danny to the street.

“You'll come over sometimes on a Saturday and we'll study
Talmud with my father?” he asked.

‘Of course,’ I said.

We shook hands and I watched him walk quickly away, tall,
lean, bent forward with eagerness and hungry for the future,
his metal-capped shoes tapping against the sidewalk. Then he
turned into Lee Avenue and was gone.
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Penguins by Saul Bellow

Herzog

Herzog acclaimed the great American post-war novel
‘A well-nigh faultless novel’ - New Yorker
‘Clearly a major work of our time’ ~ Guardian

The Adventures of Augie March

From Saul Bellow, author of Herzog, here is another BIG
book: the rumbustious, larger-than-life adventures of Augie
March - spawned in Chicago, torpedoed from the Merchant
Marine, apprenticed to the ‘International Set, ex-poker-
player extraordinaire. Augie March is the all-time once-met-
never-forgotten American. He discovers the world - and
himself — with all the brashness and gusto of a modern
Columbus.

Henderson the Rain King

Henderson is a rich hard-drinking middle-aged American
tycoon. On an impulse he walks out of his marriage — to
‘darkest Africa’. But this is not so much the Africa we
know from the foreign correspondents as a mysterious land
of myth and magic. How - in a fantastic ceremonial trial

of strength - he rises to the rank of rain-maker to a
primitive tribe and becomes right-hand man to a local chief
is an extravagantly funny and wildly energetic story —

Saul Bellow, in fact. -~
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