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My Syrian Neighbor Tells Me Stories __

 in!
R
ways does when she is tired; but well as I kny, B
her, I do not ask what the symbols may mean, -
“Iron all day,” she explained simply. “My Kap,
reen, she over at the Neighborhood House maf;
a play, she no help me any more. You go sop &b
.other Neighborhood House, maybe?”" She tale 88 ©

By MARY JENNESS

Y Syrian neighbor greeted me with
§ delighted inquiries after every mem-
d ber of my family, including myself.
! Was I not married yet? She drew

' me past the ironing-board, set me
% hospitably down at the red-covered
kitchen table, and went to make tea.

el

Of course we would have our visit in the kitchen, for
the best room was not heated, except on Sundays

for the gatherings of the clan.

It was a pleasant kitchen, im-
maculately clean, and full of unex-
pected color. The bright green-
and-gold wall paper made a pulsing
background that was certainly co-
sier than my grandmother's grey
plaster walls. Two or three
advertising calendars displayed
blooming children dressed in frank
reds and blues like the Apostles on
a Sunday-school card. In the place
of honor was tacked up 2 thrilling
patent-medicine beauty with enor-
mous dark eyes.

“My son Paul, he get it,”” com-
mented his mother. “He say like
American girl, but I don't guess he
go to high school with 'em like-a
that!”

Her ear-rings shook with her

laughter. How ' pretty she was,
how witching when she smiled!
Mothering six children had not put
onec grey hair in her thick curly
“crop, nor withered the sparkle of
“her black eyes, nor added an un-
wnecessary line to a face compact
'of wisdom and shrewdness. Twen-
ty years in America, she could
neither read nor write in English.
The care of her brood was her
alibi. ' '

She placed the tea before me
in its heavy china cup. . Then with
a characteristic quick change of
mood, she dropped wearily down
opposite me, her dark hands re-
laxing on the red table.cloth, The
bl tattooing stood out as it al-

{the women.

T SR e r
FEISERE
SRR TN A SA A

N

¥
K
by
i‘
4

Hfor granted that every district must have wyy
shouses for its men and Neighborhood Houses §,

‘Arabian prince, shrewd twigj,
i

_his own.

.from candy sticks, and the time j, & 1o
fore that. . . , but in his growy, & s

i?ich M#n Say, “"Who Is Azeeya
and Sufeea — What for Your
M- Rich Man's Church?"’
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A rush and a bang outsidef,-
catapult hurled against the door ,
small-boy invasion that all byt '
set the ironing-board, and Aby,

%haml had swallowed up my ’a’h‘g’-ﬁq oLy

Rame of a patriarch, eyes of , b

mouth of an American newshy &
nine-year-old Abraham links g & pw
generations in a weird fashiop ¢f

“Look whatta I gotl” he g §
manded, thrusting a hard brow, &
paw across the table at me. “W
you guess that's worth, now

“That” was a wrist-watch of&“' B L0
Woolworth breed, but it wag g, -
apple of Abraham’s gloating ¢
His apples change rapidly. [
time it was a collection of rjgy &

impatience he burst forth agy
appropriating both my cue and ;8%
own: : - W,
“That don’t look like no teney 8o
er, does it? Sure it'll go . . B
kin make-it} Aw gee, ain't g,
rich guy?”. : - :
He tore round the kitchen iy B8y
plunder-dance, interrupted onge j
a sharp command.in Syrian why
he veered too' near the ironig
board. CoL : T
“Be rich, that don’t do no goog} s
admonished his mother indulgey, ¥
ly, and in a flash he wheeled yp,, &
her. “Aw, tell it, maw, tl} yp 8
he demanded hungrily, %
when God made "em all rich 50 8 L



HOW GOD MAKE

_ gm ‘em all everything they wanted!” His darting
L je implied that God must have given them all wrist-
* watches.
3 w “You don' wan’ hear 'bout that,” teased his
| gother after the manner of story-tellers, well satis-
' fed when I added my plea to his, and the lovely
* imall Ruth, suddenly appearing, added hers to
~ . mine. My Syrian neighbor’s eyes grew dreamy; she
~ dssped her stained hands together, and began:

How God Make Everybody Rich
Y OU hear 'bout Moses? Yes? You know

~ Y 'bout when Moses got God make everybody
- < rich? No? All the people of my village
L . know that story! I tell you now!

. - You know Moses, he good man, he talk with
. God. Every time he want something, he fast forty
E ;e"i'days and then go talk with God
¢ ghoyt it. So one day, he get think,
..~why somebody rich, somebody
.“".'pgo[? That no fair, he say, I.go
U5 4ek God about it.  So he fast forty
~ " days an’ go up to God,

= An' he say, “My Lord 'n’ my
" God! Tell me why somebody rich,
- most everybody poor? That ain’
Y pight. Why not make everybody
- pich, they be all alike an’ all be
& pappy? Tell me nowl”
-~ But God he jest laff. “Aw,
. Moses—behavel” he say. “Ain’
,-:'"ff‘l make 'em that way? Don’ 1
~ . know? Some rich, some poor, all
' gix' in together help each other
. that way. That's the way I like
Im_" . .
... But Moses he kep’ on teasin’,
, ;you know, like Abraham here
~ - qease for a story, an’ he cry, an’
""" God not like to hurt Moses, Moses
' good man, he love Moses, so he
547) “Oh—all right, Moses! You
i go back down home. 1 make
", eyerybody rich, then you sce how
you like 'em.”

" 6o Moses he go back down home
= happy- - -+ - So everybody wake
up an’ find hisself rich! Oh, no,
" - they not know why, just think cause
they so smart, you understar}d.
They not know Moses talk vzwth
" Godaboutit. . . . Thatall right
. for one while. Then all one side of
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EVERYBODY RICH 147

He go to his nearest neighbor and he say, “My
wall fall down, you come help me build up my wall|”
But, his neighbor rich; he no need any money; he
jest laff at Moses. ‘“Mend your own wall,” he say.
“T ain’ got no time, I rich!” So Moses he go to
another, an’ 'nother an’ "nother. They all rich. No
got any time to help. Nobody help Moses mend
“his wall.

Moses he have to wait and fast forty days, and
then he go up to God, he say, '

“My Lord an’ my God! My wall fall down, no-
body help me build up my walll What I goin’ to do?
Everybody rich, nobody help anybody any more. . .
Oh, my Lord 'n’ my God, can you change 'em
back the way they was before?”

An’ God, he jest laff and laff, 'cause a-course He
know how 1t’s going to come out. But he change
'em back all right, cause he do love Moses. But he
say,

“Law, Moses, dinna I tole you
behave?”

Those Holy Girl Church

‘ﬁ\f OU like some more holy
story? You greatest girl for
holy storiesl . . . You re-
member those I tole you last time?
.o All right. I ain’ tole you
about those holy-girl church yet?
Them nice story; show God He
watch! I tell you now.

Once was very rich man. He's
going to build a church for his
town. There ain' no stone in that
village, so he have to send camels
out to bring stone, way out be-
yond. He have 'em going an’ com-
ing twice a day—back and forth,
back and forth—bring more stone
to build his church. . . . Oh, he
don't know nothing ’bout those
camel, you unnerstand, no -have
anything to do with them. He
leave all that to the driver, he only
know he's payin’ for his church.

Every day, twice a day, those
camel go out past one little house in
the country, way outside the town;
and every day they go past it com-
ing back. Such a poor ljttle house!
There was two poor girls living
there, ain' got father or mother,
just living there alone. Don't

.\I\\l‘\\i \
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4 Moses' house fall down one day—

wall < . . and he go eut get  But He ©

know how you call 'em names—

il clay, fhy country, not strong like An' God He Jest Laff and Laff,  call 'em Azeeya and Sufeea, my

~ "Law, Moses, country. They very poor, have to

~ help put back his wall. Ditntr L Ma’}’nu Behave?™  work awful hard all the time, iike



148 THOSE HOLY GIRL CHURCH

no ’merican girl ever work; but very good girl, you
know Holy girl, yes. They see camel go by every
day, out and back, out and back, working tc help
bring stone for that churcl And one day they
begin to feed ‘em.

They ain' got no money for themself, they’se
work hard all the time, and ain’ hardly got enough
to eat——but they feed camel out of they own mouth,
you might say” . . . What they give 'em?. . ..
I don't know!. Same as what camel want, like horse
have what he want, you know. When Sufeea see
camel coming, she’s make up ball that kind of food
and run out of the house and give 'em quick. And
Azeeya, she’s do just the same like her sister. Ain’
got no money, you unnerstand, that's all they can
de to help build the church.

So one day, that stone all brought, and that new
church all finish. And rich man, he feel mighty
please, to think he have build that church! So he's
goin’ to have 'em name after him then everybody 'll
know he build it. He say %o the
builders:

“Now you write my name up
over that door, where all can see
him. They read him, they know
I give this church!”

So they write him name. Just
like you have plate on your door,
show 'em all who live there, see?

. So they’se grave it in.
And when the people all come
for worship in that new church
they see rich man’s name up over
the door where they all go in by.

But God Helivethere,and God
He no like ! So the next day when
that rich man come to look his
church, he look up over the -
door, want to see he build it,
you know! . . . An'name ain'
there! God have erased it in the
night, and have wrote two other name there .
whose you think now? . .. . Yes, Azeeya and
Sufeeal Rich man he stamp so, he awful mad. Who
is Azeeya and Sufeea? He ain' never heard of
them. He’s call all his workmen and he ask ‘em
every one: o, )

“\Who dare change my name? Who is this
Azeeya and Sufeea, have wrote their name on my
church?” . “

Workmens they ain’ know nothing’ 'bout it, and
they ain’ know who is Azeeya and Sufeea. (A-course
they ain' know, 'cause God He done it.) So rich
mari; he have them erase those name, have his name

put back on; but next morning, it gone again] Hy,
come, he's look up, he's read those two L

Azeeya and Sufeea. This time he know what g
going to do. He call all those workmen again an:i
he say:

‘..‘;! k .
“You go to every house in this town, you find g SR

who is that Azeeya and Sufeea have 'rase my nap
and put their name on my church. You find "¢y
you 'rest 'em and bring 'em to me!”
So workmens go out, go every house in towy.
They ask: “Who live here? Is this Azeeya gpg
Sufeea?” o %
A-course they no find any such, and they coms
back and tell rich man. But those name still on by
church, and he send ’em out again. They go o
along the road outside town, and-bimeby they copy
to one little house, one poor little house. They ¢, ¥
“Is Azeeya and Sufeea live here?” . B
X

And Azeeya say, “Yes, what you want of mep

“What for you put your name on that rich mayy #00

church he built?” )
. But Azeeyd she say: “T gjp°

know nothing 'bout it. [ '3p & ;

had time to go in to see thy
new church, I working so hapg. &

just the same like her sister.” g,

in to that rich man. He a4
'em:

name on my church I build?”

They not know anything at 5 &
about it. He ’splain 'em, he keep %
asking, “What you doin’ to m
church, anyhow?”" . Till Azeeyy
she say: , ?

“I shame to tole you, I ajp
done 'nothings; I shame to to
you, but that’s all I could.”

She don't want to tole hiy
how she’s poor, see? But he’s asking again, tj
she's tell him 'bout feeding those camel when t}
go by on the road. He's got sense, that rich may,
he see God He done it. They help buiid that churd;
more than he did, a-cause they’se feed those camg
out of they own mouth. He ain' miss the mope

he give; but they give to God what they oughter kept § 9

for themself.. So they really build that church, ny
that rich man! E

So he's leave ’em name there. That is Sang
Sophia church in Constantinople, my country—yg,
hear 'hout Constantinople? ... . got those nam,
two holy girl on it today!

on the farm.” Sufeea she sy o

men, they 'rest 'em, bring 'en B

“What for you've put yoy’ :. .




