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CHAPTER
ONE

What do you mean you’re not interested?” George Chernow, short, square, and now choleric, glared his indignation at his daughter. “I’ve been selling Lubovnik the Caterers insurance for years. The least you can do is let them bid on the job.” In a voice loud enough to penetrate to his wife, who had retreated to the kitchen and intended to remain there, he continued. “One hand washes the other, don’t it? I sell insurance and they sell catering. All right, you don’t buy catering every year, but if I’m marrying off a daughter, so the next time I see Morris Lubovnik about his coverage and he asks me about the wedding, I’m supposed to say we didn’t ask you to bid on account my daughter wasn’t interested? And don’t try to tell me I don’t have to tell him,” he added, and then answered: “A wedding is something you can keep secret?”

“Because I know the stuff he does, and I can’t stand it.” His daughter, Edie, turned her head aside and gave a stylized shudder. “Yech! The greasy chicken soup, the oily knishes, the chopped liver mold—”

“So pick something else. Talk it over with him. Let him show you some sample menus. At least he’ll know we’re not ignoring him.”

“All right! All right! So I’ll talk to him already,” said Edie. “But I’m warning you, here and now, if he can’t come up with the type food I want I’m not having him no matter how much insurance he buys from you. I didn’t want this kind of wedding in the first place, and I can still go off somewhere and marry Roger quietly without all this fuss.”

This last was the tactic she had employed from the beginning to bring her parents to heel. When she had first told them she was marrying Roger Fine, she said she wanted just a little party, “you people and his folks and some of our personal friends, and that’s it. None of this big shmeer with the wedding cake and the ringbearer and the ushers and the maids of honor.”

But the little party had grown as they discussed it. “How can I marry off my daughter without inviting my Uncle Joshua who was practically a father to me after my own father died?”

“Then that means I’ll have to invite my Aunt Rose who is as close to me as Joshua is to you,” Mrs. Chernow pointed out. “And that means I’ll have to invite the girls too, because they live in the same apartment house.”

“But the girls are only second cousins to you.”

“But I’ve been close to them all my life. Besides, Rose would drive down, so there’ll be plenty of room in the car and the girls can help out with the driving. New York is a long way for Rose to drive alone.”

Before they knew it, the guest list had swelled from Edie’s original dozen to over a hundred. And with that many people you couldn’t have just a quiet little dinner in a restaurant. It had to be in a hall, and catered. Which meant, of course, an orchestra and dancing because you couldn’t have a hundred people, most of them strangers to each other, just wandering around until it was time to eat. And afterward you couldn’t just send them home. Besides, what kind of wedding is it without dancing? And that meant a proper gown for the bride. “Everybody will come all dressed up, and you’ll wear a tweed suit?”

So Edie went to New York because, as she explained it to Selma Rosencranz, her best friend, “There isn’t a thing to be had in Boston, not one single solitary thing that is halfway decent.”

This, her father at least, had difficulty in believing, especially after he got the bill. “In the whole city of Boston she couldn’t find a dress?”

“You want her to look nice, don’t you?” Mrs. Chernow demanded fiercely. “You got one child, and she’s getting married. A once-in-a-lifetime thing, and you want to scrimp on it? She’ll get up to dance with the groom, alone in the middle of the floor, everybody looking, and you want her to be wearing some old hand-me-down?”

“They’ll dance? He can dance?” asked Mr. Chernow with feigned incredulity, thereby renewing the argument he had been having with his wife—never in the presence of their daughter, of course—ever since he learned he was about to acquire Roger Fine as a son-in-law: for the young man was slightly lame and walked with a cane. “I have one daughter, a good-looking girl, and young, and the best she can get is damaged goods?”

“He’s a little incapacitated. So what? And it’s from the war.”

“It’s not from the war. He got it during the war. It’s a kind of arthritis. He told me so himself. He had a desk job in Saigon his whole duty.”

“So what? Does it interfere with his work?”

Which touched still another sensitive spot with Chernow: Roger Fine was a teacher, and what kind of living can a teacher make?

“He’s not just a teacher,” Mrs. Chernow insisted. “He’s a professor. Of English. In a college.”

“Assistant professor.”

“So assistant professor. What do you expect? He’s a young man. It’s his first job.”

It wasn’t only the young man’s profession that irritated Chernow, however; it was his whole style and manner. He was so sure of himself, so positive in his opinions; and his opinions were not those of Chernow. He listened, when Chernow talked of politics, for example, as he might listen to the barber who was cutting his hair or the cab driver who was driving him to the airport—politely but without interest. Chernow suspected he was a radical. Who knows, maybe even a Communist.

Because his catering business was strictly kosher, Morris Lubovnik of “Lubovnik the Caterers—We Catered Your Mother’s Wedding” kept his hat on as he perched on the edge of the sofa, his menus and price lists spread out on the large square coffee table before him. Edie Chernow, her round little rump encased in tight black satin pants, sat at the other end of the sofa, one leg crossed under her, the other dangling over the edge of the sofa, pretending to listen. She had made up her mind as soon as he entered, the minute she saw the shapeless felt hat with the greasy headband, the beads of sweat on the forehead, the blue jowls, the hoarse rasping voice. Lubovnik glanced down at the floor as he talked, or at his papers on the table, careful never to look directly at her lest he appear to be staring at the skintight pants or at her breasts clearly outlined under her lowcut white nylon blouse. He cleared his throat. “It’s not just a matter of business with me, Miss Chernow. I want only my customers should be satisfied. I want that weeks later they should be able to close their eyes and taste again the deliciousness of the knishes and the meatballs.” He closed his eyes and smacked his lips.

“Now you can have either the roast beef or the roast chicken for the same price. With our customers we got two types: those who swear Lubovnik’s roast beef is the best thing they ever tasted and those who say it’s the roast chicken.” He smiled broadly to indicate it was his little joke. “Now here,” he dived into the suitcase resting on the floor and brought forth a small card, “here is something that’s been very popular with our patrons the last few years. You send it out with the invitations and it lets the guest pick out ahead of time which he wants, the chicken dinner or the roast beef. In that way everybody is satisfied. Now here’s a picture of a sweet table we catered a couple of months ago.”

Edie finally managed to get rid of him, promising to study the sample menus he left with her. But even as she edged him to the door, he stopped several times to search in his brief case for photographs, letters from satisfied customers. “That reminds me, only last week …”

Totally different was the man from “Stillman’s of Boston. Founded 1890.” He was young for one thing, not more than thirty, and dressed modishly in gray flannel slacks with a slight flare and a tattersall-check sports jacket. And he was not pushy; quite the opposite in fact, he seemed reserved and somewhat doubtful. “We don’t go in for ethnic foods, Miss Chernow. Those knishes and that stuffed derma are quite tasty, although a little on the heavy side for me, but we don’t do them, I’m afraid. We favor bland hors d’oeuvres: tiny sandwiches of cucumber, salmon, or crabmeat salad, with perhaps fried shrimp with the drinks. We feel that the appetizer should stimulate and arouse the appetite, not kill it. You don’t want the meal itself to be an anticlimax, do you?”

Edie agreed with him.

“As for the main dish, I think we offer greater latitude than most houses. In addition to the usual roast chicken and roast beef, we do a lot with fish and lobster, but the market is so uncertain these days that we’ve had to withdraw the lobster. Then we have beef stroganoff …”

Edie just loved beef stroganoff.

“We served it at a wedding at the big Reform temple in Boston, B’nai Jacob. They received all sorts of compliments on it.”

Edie absolutely adored compliments.

Rabbi David Small opened the door and then stood aside for Edie and Mrs. Chernow to enter. Although the Chernows had been living in Barnard’s Crossing for several years, it was the first time Edie had been close to the rabbi. On the rare occasions that she had gone to the temple, for half an hour or so on the High Holydays, he had been slouched in one of the thronelike chairs that flanked the Holy Ark or in the pulpit making a short announcement—she had never remained through the sermon—and she had been unimpressed. Nor did she see any reason for changing her opinion now. He was of medium height, but thin and pale. He held his head forward in a scholarly stoop and peered near sightedly through thicklensed glasses. She had also noted when they entered, because she had an eye for such things, that his shoes were dusty and that his tie, inexpertly knotted, was slightly askew.

“Isn’t the groom coming?” the rabbi asked.

“Oh, Roger couldn’t get away,” said Edie.

“He’s a professor in a college in Boston,” explained her mother. “He has classes.”

“Ah well, it’s no great matter,” said the rabbi. “Once the principals are gathered together under the chupah, the canopy, that is, I will give you the necessary instructions.”

“Is there any special rule about who goes up first?” asked Mrs. Chernow.

“No, Mrs. Chernow, you can arrange that pretty much as you like, as long as the bride comes last, usually on the arm of her father. Sometimes the groom enters from the side, either alone or with his parents; but he can walk down the center aisle if you prefer it that way. You can arrange a procession of the groom, his parents, the best man, perhaps with the maid of honor, then the mother of the bride, and finally the bride on her father’s arm. In general, the tendency is to keep the bride’s party separate from the groom’s until they meet under the canopy, and even there I usually arrange them on either side with the bride’s people on her side and the groom’s on his.” He smiled. “How you get there isn’t as important as what happens after you arrive. I read the ketubah, that is the marriage contract, which the groom has signed previously, and of course the license as well. I recite the blessings, or you may have the cantor chant them. Then the bride and the groom sip from the same cup of wine. If you are going to wear a long veil, Miss Chernow, your maid of honor usually lifts it so that you can drink. Then the groom repeats after me, word by word, a short statement in Hebrew to the effect that you sanctify him by the ring which he places on your finger in accordance with the laws of Moses and Israel. The wine is sipped once again, and then the groom breaks a glass which is placed under his foot.”

“Is that necessary, breaking the glass?” asked Edie.

The rabbi looked his surprise. “Do you object to it?”

“Well, it seems so silly, so—so primitive.”

He nodded. “It’s a tradition that may very well go back to primitive times. It’s certainly an ancient tradition, so old in fact that the reason for it is lost in antiquity. Of course, there are conjectures, the most common being that it reminds us of the destruction of the temple. Or that it suggests that even in the midst of happiness and joy there is sadness. Frankly, I find neither explanation particularly convincing. I prefer to regard it as symbolizing that just as the glass out of which the bride and groom have drunk together is now broken, so can no one partake of the new unit thus formed. Let’s just say it’s a tradition, as sensible as wearing the wedding ring on the left hand rather than the right. But it’s a tradition that has characterized Jewish weddings for centuries, so we keep it up.” He turned to Mrs. Chernow. “I can tell you one purpose it serves, and that very nicely: it’s a dramatic climax for the ceremony. The groom breaks the glass and everyone says Mazel Tov, Good Luck, and the groom kisses the bride and it’s over. You’re married.”

“It’s only that the boy is lame,” said Mrs. Chernow.

“Oh?” said the rabbi. “And you think he might be unable to crush the glass with his foot?”

“Oh Ma! Of course he can,” Edie snapped crossly.

“Well, then,” said the rabbi hastily, “there’s no problem.” He hurried on. “Then everyone goes downstairs to the vestry, this time bride and groom first, of course, followed by the rest of the chupah group. I suppose you’ll have snacks and drinks before dinner, and you can set up a receiving line there. By the time everyone has passed through, the Lubovnik people will have everything in order and open the doors of the larger vestry room, which serves as a signal that dinner is served. You can rely on them to coordinate the times properly. They’re quite adept at it. They’ve had a lot of experience.”

“Oh, but we’re not using Lubovnik Caterers,” said Edie.

“No?”

“We’re using Stillman’s of Boston.”

“I don’t believe I’ve heard of them. Are they new?”

Edie laughed gaily. “Hardly, Rabbi. They’ve been in business for a long time. Surely you know Stillman’s restaurant in Boston?”

“Oh yes, I’ve heard of them. But I was under the impression that it was not a Jewish restaurant, certainly not a kosher restaurant.”

“Well, of course they’re not, Rabbi—”

“Then they can’t serve in our temple, Miss Chernow. Our kitchen is kosher.”

“But that’s ridiculous,” cried Edie. “I’ve already arranged it.”

“Then you’ll have to unarrange it,” said the rabbi quietly.

“And lose the money we paid on deposit?” demanded Mrs. Chernow indignantly.

The rabbi’s fingers tapped a quiet tattoo on the desk. Then he said, “It’s no worse than the money you’ve lost on your temple dues the last few years.”

“Temple dues? What do you mean?”

“Because if in the several years you’ve been here you haven’t found out the principles on which our temple operates, I’d say all the money you paid in annual dues was wasted.”

Roger Fine, slim and tanned, sat with his long legs outstretched in the Chernow living room, moodily tapping the side of his shoe with his cane as he listened to Edie’s account of her meeting with the rabbi. Her voice choking with indignation, she said, “… and the man had the nerve, the unmitigated gall to tell us to our faces that the money we had spent in joining the temple and the dues my father pays each year were just wasted. I’ve been on the phone all afternoon calling every place within twenty miles to see if we could rent it for the night, but they’re all taken. And even if they weren’t, most of them do their own catering. And then there’s the problem of sending out notices of the new location and finding another rabbi. I even thought maybe we should just slip off to some justice of the peace. Oh, Roger, I’m so upset.”

Roger Fine knew he should take her in his arms and soothe her, but he remained silent and continued to stare down at his shoe. Finally he said, “I’m sure my folks wouldn’t feel we were really married with a justice of the peace.” He worked his cane in circles on the carpet. “They’re coming out from Akron for the wedding. I’m hoping you’ll like them when you meet them, and that they’ll like you. I’m hoping they hit it off with your folks, too. Of course they’re a little older than your folks and kind of old fashioned. They go to an Orthodox synagogue and my mother keeps kosher at home. I don’t think they’d eat this beef stroganoff you were planning to have, but it’s just possible they might make a bluff at it because they’d be sitting at the head table and wouldn’t want to spoil their son’s wedding. More likely though, they’d just eat rolls and butter and the salad and the fruit cup. They wouldn’t make a scene because they’re not that sort. But how do you suppose I’d feel?”

The story got out of course. On Sunday, as the members of the board of directors waited around in the temple corridor for their meeting to begin, they discussed it. Typical was Norman Phillips’ comment “Just like our rabbi.” He tapped his head with a forefinger. “No smarts. He’s supposed to be an educated man, and I guess he is since he’s a rabbi, but smarts he sure hasn’t got.”

“Well, for God’s sake, Norm, what could he do? You know our house rules call for strictly kosher catering in the temple. And as I understand it, if you use non-kosher type food, then all the dishes and pots and pans are automatically non-kosher. Then the next wedding or bar mitzvah that comes along, you want us to go out and buy a whole new set of dishes? So it isn’t as though you could make an exception that one time. You use non-kosher type food in the kitchen, and zip, that’s it. The kitchen is non-kosher from then on. And even if you could make an exception, why should we do it for Chernow?”

“Who’s saying we should make exceptions? I’m only talking about the way the rabbi handled it. We got a house committee, haven’t we? Nate Marcus is chairman, right?”

“Yeah. So?”

“So if our rabbi had any smarts he would have said”—and he changed his voice to simulate the rabbi’s—“‘you understand, Miss Chernow, that all matters governing the use of the facilities require the approval of the house committee, which the chairman is Nathanial Marcus, I believe. This applies to any caterer which he has not used our facilities heretofore. Our house rules require that he receive the prior approval of our house committee. If you like, I’ll phone Mr. Marcus and arrange for an appointment for you.’”

“So Nate would have had to turn her down, wouldn’t he?”

“But that’s just the point. Nate is not a salaried employee who may need a member’s vote someday. This way the rabbi made enemies of the Chernows, and the last thing the rabbi needs in this congregation is another enemy.”

Because the weather was mild, frail old Jacob Wasserman, the first president of the temple, had ventured forth to attend the board meeting. He had been brought by his good friend Al Becker, and though they were standing apart from the others, they could not help overhearing.

“I don’t set much store by a loudmouth like Norm Phillips,” Becker commented in a low rumble, “but I think he’s got a point. Why does the rabbi always have to stick his neck out?”

Wasserman smiled. “What’s a rabbi, Becker? A rabbi is a teacher. In the old country when I went to school, the teacher was the boss—not like here. Sometimes, if you were maybe fresh, or if you said something stupid, you’d get a slap from the teacher. Believe me, many times I got slapped when I was a boy.” His smile broadened with reminiscence. “But the mistakes you got slapped for, Becker, you didn’t make them again.”

“Maybe. But you know what I think? I think the rabbi doesn’t give a damn anymore.”

Wasserman nodded sadly. “Maybe that too.”


CHAPTER
TWO

The call came in mid-September, right after the High Holydays, and was totally unexpected. When the voice on the phone introduced itself as Bertram Lamden, Rabbi Small did not immediately connect him with Rabbi Lamden, the swarthy, bewhiskered young man who was the Hillel director at the University of Massachusetts and whom he had first met at the Greater Boston Rabbinical Council meeting a few weeks earlier.

“I’ve been giving a course in Jewish Thought and Philosophy at Windemere College in the city for the last few years,” Lamden said, “but I won’t be able to do it again this term. I took the liberty of recommending you in my place.”

“How did you happen to think of me?” asked Rabbi Small.

A short laugh. “Well, to tell the truth, Rabbi, because the dean of the college happens to live in your town. Do you know her by any chance? Millicent Hanbury?”

“It’s a local name, I believe. There’s a Hanbury Street downtown.”

“Right Now the course is three hours a week; it’s in Boston, in the Fenway, less than an hour’s drive for you, and it pays thirty-five hundred dollars. Why don’t you give her a call?”

Rabbi Small asked how they happened to be offering a course in Jewish philosophy.

Lamden laughed. “Oh, they get a lot of Jewish kids from around here and from the New York-New Jersey area. Windemere’s a fallback school, but they maintain decent academic standards.”

“She’s the dean, the dean of faculty?”

“That’s right. It used to be a woman’s college. You know, one of those ladies’ seminaries that flourished in New England around the turn of the century. It’s been coed for the last ten years or so, but it’s still two-thirds women. Look, why don’t you talk to her? You’re not committed in any way.”

“Ladies’ seminary,” “New England,” “Dean,” “turn of the century” had evoked in his mind an image of Millicent Hanbury as a tall, gaunt spinster with carefully coiffed gray hair and pince-nez on a gold chain. After hearing her low contralto over the phone when he called to make an appointment, he revised his estimate of her age downward and pictured her as trim, businesslike, a modern woman who favored conservative, basic suits.

It was a pleasant day, so although the address she had given him was some distance away, he decided to walk. As he approached the old rambling house with its turrets and gables and useless porches, all decorated with the fretsaw work of a century earlier, and saw the overgrown bushes, the cracked concrete path leading to the heavy oak front door badly in need of a coat of varnish, he revised his estimate of her age upward again. So he was totally unprepared for the extremely attractive woman, no more than in her early thirties, who answered the door and extended her hand in a firm handshake.

She was tall, slim, and her short dark hair was carefully touseled, as styled by a hairdresser. Her fine gray eyes were candid as she explained, “Frankly, we’re in something of a pickle, Rabbi. The course has been taught by Rabbi Lamden for the last three years on an annual contract. We just assumed he’d be back again this year. And then he told us he was leading a group to Israel. Oh, I’m not blaming him,” she hastened to add. “We should have contacted him earlier. I suppose it’s really my fault.”

She motioned him to a chair. On another was the knitting she had dropped when she answered the door. She began to put it away, but he said, “You don’t have to stop on my account.”

“Oh, you’re sure you don’t mind?”

“I like to see women knitting. My mother is a great one for it.”

“It’s not as common as it used to be, I’m afraid.” She sat down with the knitting in her lap, and to the pleasant accompaniment of clicking needles she explained, “Christmas presents for nephews and nieces. I start early enough, but I always seem to be rushed toward the end. I keep three or four projects going all the time. I have a separate bag for each wherever I’m apt to be sitting, and I work at the one that’s available whenever I have a free moment. A gift is so much more appreciated if it’s the work of your own hands. Don’t you agree?”

As she knitted, she told him about the school. The enrollment was just under two thousand with a pupil-teacher ratio of twelve to one. “That doesn’t mean, of course, that our classes average twelve pupils, because several of our teachers are on leave each year and quite a few teach only one course. The course in Jewish Philosophy usually runs between twenty-five and thirty students. Do you think that’s a lot? Some of the younger men feel put upon if their classes run over twenty. On the other hand, since we have unlimited cuts, you never get the full enrollment at any one class.”

“It’s three hours a week?”

“That’s right, Rabbi Small. Mondays and Wednesdays at nine, Fridays at one. I’m sorry about the Friday hour. We only have a couple of classes scheduled for Friday afternoon, but we’re awfully tight for space and I’m afraid your class has to be one of them.”

“What’s so bad about Friday afternoon?”

“Oh you know.” She looked up from the knitting. “People like to leave for an early weekend. Certainly students tend to cut class more on Fridays.”

“I don’t mind Friday afternoon as long as I’m through by two o’clock,” he said. “Any later would be a problem, because the Sabbath comes early in the winter.”

“Of course.” She nodded to show she understood. “Then we can expect to have you with us this year, Rabbi?”

“Well, I’ll have to notify the board of directors of the temple.” He saw that she seemed a bit disappointed, and he smiled. “It’s just a formality, but I do have to tell them. Of course, if they raised serious objections …”

“How soon can you give me a definite answer?”

“They meet Sunday morning. I could let you know that evening.”

“Good. Then if everything is all right, you could come in Monday for the faculty meeting and meet President Macomber and I’ll get you squared away on all the forms you have to fill out.”

Not until he left, about an hour later, did he realize that she had not asked to see his academic resumé, although Rabbi Lamden probably had given her some idea of the academic background required for the rabbinate. Nor had she discussed the scope of the course or how he planned to teach it, but then she probably did not feel qualified. On the other hand, he had not asked her a number of questions. He grinned. Perhaps he was as anxious to come as they were to have him.

A passing police car hooted and then drew up beside him. The square red face of Hugh Lanigan, Barnard’s Crossing’s chief of police, leaned out of the window and hailed him. “You want a ride home, Rabbi?” When the rabbi climbed in, he said, “I saw you coming out of the Hanbury house. You trying to convert Millie?”

“Oh, you know her?”

“How many times must I tell you that I know or know of everyone in town?” said the chief. “It’s part of my job. But the Hanburys are an old Barnard’s Crossing family and Millie I can remember from the day she was born.”

“She seems a very attractive young woman. I was wondering why she’d want to live in an old ark of a house all by herself.”

“And you came to ask her?”

The rabbi smiled. “Oh no. That was just a little private thought I had.”

“Well, maybe I can clear it up for you. She lives there because she was born there. It’s the Hanbury house and she’s a Hanbury. It’s a—well—it’s a matter of pride.”

“What’s pride got to do with it?”

“It’s a matter of how you’re brought up,” the chief said, slowing down for a delivery boy on a bicycle. “The Hanburys have been important people in these parts since Colonial times. Josiah Hanbury was captain of the town company of militiamen, as a matter of fact. You’ll find his name on a bronze plaque in the Town Hall. He had his own boat and was a privateer during the Revolutionary War.” Lanigan laughed. “For privateer read pirate and you won’t be far wrong, I guess. At least there was money in it. And afterward the Hanburys were in whaling, and after that in the molasses-rum-slave traffic. And Hanbury Shipping Lines did right well during World War I. These days they still operate as Hanbury Shipping but they no longer have any ships. It’s an insurance and factoring business now, and their stock is quoted on the New York Stock Exchange. The office is in Boston, of course. It’s too big an operation to remain here in Barnard’s Crossing. All the Hanburys had, and still have, money. All except Arnold Hanbury, Millie’s father. His branch of the family never did too well and never had much luck either. But still he was a Hanbury, and no one was allowed to forget it.

“That house there, Rabbi. It practically bankrupted him when he built it, but of course he had to have a big house because he was a Hanbury. And Millie, she couldn’t play with her rich cousins and their friends—they had ponies and sailboats when they were kids growing up and later on, their own cars and trips to Europe, and she couldn’t afford any of that. Even so, she wasn’t permitted to play with the ordinary kids in town. Because she was a Hanbury.”

“But surely at school she’d meet—”

Lanigan shook his head vigorously. “You still don’t understand about the Hanburys. Her cousins all went to private schools and she had to go to the public school because Arnold Hanbury coudn’t afford anything else. But they wouldn’t let her associate with the common folk. They had this old woman that worked for them for little more than board and lodging—Nancy—Nancy something—it’ll come to me. Anyway, one of her duties was to wait for Millie at the school gate and hustle her home as soon as school let out.”

“What about college?”

“Not even there. She went to a school in Boston and commuted from here. It was an all-girls’ school, too, where they teach physical education—you know, to be a gym teacher. Now, if a girl wants to latch onto a man she’s got to go where men are available, right? Lots of men. And I don’t suppose being a graduate of a physical education school helps either. It might even scare a man off. You know, a fellow makes a pass at a girl, he figures the worst that can happen, he’ll get his face slapped. But if she’s a physical education type, he could wind up with his jaw broken.” He laughed coarsely. “I’d worry about it myself. The two lady gym teachers at the high school aren’t married either.”

“It’s surprising that she got to be dean if all she had was a Phys. Ed. degree,” the rabbi remarked.

“Why, what’s a dean supposed to do?”

“Well, the dean is head of the faculty,” said the rabbi, “and usually a scholar of some distinction.”

“Could be you’re a little out of date, Rabbi. I know the dean at the community college in Lynn. He used to be the manual training teacher and coach of the football team right here in the high school half a dozen years ago. I gather that these days what they want is some forceful executive type who can keep the kids in line.”

As they drove along, the rabbi told him of Dean Hanbury’s offer.

“Are you going to take it?”

“I think so. It will be an interesting change.”

“How does Miriam feel about it?”

“I haven’t talked to her about it yet.”

The rabbi encountered little difficulty when he made his announcement. Of course, it would not have been a Temple Board meeting without some questions.

“What if there’s a funeral, God forbid, on one of the days you’re teaching, Rabbi?”

“I’ll merely notify my class I will be unable to meet them.”

“How about the minyan, Rabbi? Does this mean you won’t be able to make it on the days you teach?”

“I might not. But of course, my role as rabbi does not include being the permanent tenth man at the daily minyan. It seems to get along very nicely without me when I can’t make it now.”

After he had left and they were making their way to their cars in the parking lot, they voiced their real feelings.

“I notice the rabbi kept talking about Windemere College, but the full name is Windemere Christian College. Maybe I’m old-fashioned, but to me it’s kind of funny a rabbi should teach in a Christian college.”

“That don’t mean a thing these days. They got boys going to girls’ schools, girls going to boys’ schools. And Jewish kids going even to Catholic schools.”

“Yeah, but that it should be Christian right in the name! I wouldn’t mind if it were something like Notre Dame, for instance.”

“Notre Dame! You know what that means? It means ‘Our Lady.’ And you know who’s the Lady they’re referring to?”

“So? What I mean is you can’t tell from just the name. Besides, Mary was a Jewish girl, wasn’t she?”

They laughed. Then someone raised another objection: “What bothers me is the way he told us. He just announces he’s taking a teaching job. He doesn’t ask us. He just tells us.”

“You think he’s getting paid for it?”

“You kidding? Did you ever hear of a rabbi taking a job for nothing?”

“Well, all I can say is he’s supposed to be working here full-time. So if he’s getting paid, then bigod he ought to turn that money over to our treasury, same as if some engineer over at the GE works out some invention, he owes it to GE.”

“Yeah, that’ll be the day.”

“Well, I think somebody ought to ask him.”

“All right, I’ll appoint you a committee of one.”

“I don’t mean me. But the president ought to, or the treasurer.”

“Hell, they do it all the time. When they go off someplace to give a lecture, do they turn the money in? And some of these hotshot rabbis they do more talking outside the temple than in it.”

“Some of the rabbi’s sermons, I wouldn’t mind if they were outside, to tell the truth.”

They guffawed.

“It’s not like it’s someplace like Harvard or M.I.T.,” said Norman Phillips, who was in the advertising business. “That would give the temple some prestige. But Windemere?” He emphasized his disparagement by swinging an imaginary golf club in a long approach shot to the green. Although in his mid-forties, Norm was with it in the matter of clothes: two-tone fancy shoes, wide flared trousers worn low on the hips and supported by a heavy leather belt with a massive brass buckle. His long hair was not cut by a barber but shaped by a hair stylist. His opinions carried a certain weight with the other members of the board who assumed he knew what the young people of the community were thinking.

“What’s wrong with Windemere?” demanded Malcolm Selzer belligerently. “My Abner goes there and he says it’s a damn good school. He ought to know because his first year he was at Harvard and he likes Windemere better.” Malcolm Selzer was definitely not with it clothes-wise. In the refrigerator business where you had to push heavy models around the sales floor, or even lend a hand to the boys loading the truck, it was hard enough just to keep your clothes clean and pressed.

“Wasn’t your Abner’s name in the paper the time they had the bombing there? I seem to remember him giving out some kind of statement from the student organization.”

Malcolm Selzer nodded proudly. “That’s right. He had nothing to do with it, of course, but he’s a big shot in the student organization, meets with committees from the faculty and the administration. The kids these days, they’re involved; not like in our time.”

Miriam, the rabbi’s wife, also had questions. She was tiny with a mass of blonde hair that seemed to overbalance her. She had wide blue eyes that gave her face a schoolgirl ingenuousness, but there was determination in the set of the mouth and in the small rounded chin. “Are you going to have any trouble with the board over this, David?”

“No, I don’t think so. None that I can’t handle.”

“But won’t it mean a lot of extra work?”

“Not really. Maybe some quiz papers to correct every now and then. Preparing my lectures won’t take much time.”

She asked whether he was really keen on it, or was it just the money.

“Well, the extra money can be useful. It makes another trip to Israel possible.”

“And a new rug for the living room?” she asked slyly.

He laughed. “And a new rug for the living room,” he agreed.

“Well, it will be a change of pace for you, I suppose. It’s just that …” she hesitated.

“What?”

“Well, knowing you, I know it’s not the money at all. It’s the teaching you’re interested in, isn’t it?”

“So?”

“So I just hope you won’t be disappointed. Colleges and college students have changed a lot since you were in school, you know.”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” he said confidently, “not really.”


CHAPTER
THREE

Dean Hanbury swung her car sharply into an alley, drove down the narrow, muddy passageway behind two rows of apartment houses, made another sharp turn, and brought the car to rest against the wire-netting shielding some cellar windows.

“This is the school parking lot?” the rabbi asked in surprise. Dean Hanbury had suggested he ride with her to learn the way to the school.

“This is my parking spot,” she said, pointing to a small wooden sign that said “Dean Hanbury.” “At least it’s been mine since we took over this apartment building a couple of years ago. I like it because on rainy days I can go through the back door and come out right across the street from the administration building.”

They mounted the granite steps of the administration building, whose sandstone and red brick gave it an institutional look. All the other buildings resembled apartment houses. “This is the one and original building of the school,” she explained. “After we grew, we built on some vacant land and then over the years gradually acquired the apartment buildings between.”

“These are all student dormitories?” he asked.

“Oh no, we remodeled them just as we’re planning to do with the one across the way. There are still a couple of tenants on the top floor who’ve left but still have some of their furniture there. And oh yes, Professor Hendryx has an apartment on the first floor. But that was because when he joined us from down South, he just didn’t have a place to live.”

She led him up wide stairs flanked by a massive mahogany balustrade. “You’ll be sharing an office with him, by the way. The poor man doesn’t know it yet, but I can’t think of any other place to put you. Professor Hendryx is acting head of the English Department. I think you’ll like him. He’s originally from Barnard’s Crossing, too. So you’ll have something in common.”

She unlocked her office. “My secretary has the week off between trimesters,” she explained. “The place is like a morgue right now, but once classes start this building—the whole area—is simply mobbed. You’ll be lucky to find a parking spot. That’s important to remember, because your class is required to wait only eight minutes after the hour for you to appear. And believe me, come in after the eight minutes and they’re gone.”

She shook her head. “I don’t understand it. They don’t go anyplace in particular; like as not they’re sitting on the front steps, but they won’t remain in the classroom even if they see you coming along the street. There’s a kind of impatience among young people these days, although things have quieted down considerably in the last year or so. The change in the draft law probably had a great deal to do with it. We still get student agitation from time to time, of course, but nothing compared to ’68 and ’69. Although there was a bombing last year. I’m sure you read about it in the papers.”

“Yes, I remember.”

“Our students weren’t responsible, I’m sure,” she said quickly. “The police are fairly certain it was the work of outsiders—the Weathervane organization probably. Of course, some of our students could be members. Well, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll see to the mail. But first let’s see if President Macomber is free.”

She spoke into the phone. “Ella? Dean Hanbury. Has President Macomber come in yet? Oh, I see. Well, I’m in my office with Rabbi Small. You’ll let me know, won’t you?”

She hung up. “He’s busy at the moment,” she said.

There was a knock on the half-open door, and a workman with a tool kit stuck his head in. “Professor Hendryx’s office?”

“No,” said Dean Hanbury. “It adjoins this one. I’m sure he’s not in yet, though.”

“That’s all right ma’am. I can start here. The order calls for cutting into your line.” The man ran his eyes expertly along the telephone wire above the molding of the chair rail. It fed over the frame of the closet door, then along the picture molding. “You say his office is right on line with this one?”

“Yes—” A bump sounded from the other side of the wall. “Oh, he must have come in, after all,” she said. “Come along, Rabbi, I’ll introduce you.”

They went down one corridor and then another and she stopped in front of a door whose upper panel of translucent glass had a long diagonal crack. “We’ll have to replace that,” said the dean mechanically, as though she had said it many times before.

She knocked and Professor Hendryx let them in. He was of medium height with a van dyke beard that emphasized a full sensuous underlip. A pipe jutted out of one corner of his mouth. His eyes were dark and appeared even darker behind tinted glasses in heavy tortoiseshell frames. He was wearing slacks and a tweed sport coat with leather patches on the elbows. His shirt was open at the collar. He wore a silk kerchief, knotted with fastidious negligence around his throat. The rabbi estimated he was a little older than himself, perhaps thirty-eight even forty.

The dean introduced the two men and then said, “I’m afraid you and the rabbi will have to double up, John. There’s no other place in the building. Mr. Raferty can put in another desk.”

“Where?” asked Hendryx, surprised and annoyed. “It’s almost impossible to move about in this cubbyhole as it is. If you put another desk in there’ll be no room between them. Will we climb over them to sit down?”

“I was thinking of a smaller desk, John.”

“I don’t really need a desk,” said the rabbi quickly. “Just a place to leave my hat and coat, and perhaps a text or two.”

“Well, that’s all right then,” she remarked brightly. “I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted.”

Hendryx circled the desk and pulled out his swivel chair so savagely that it banged against the rear wall, incidentally explaining for the rabbi how the Dean had known he was in the office. Finding Hendryx’s annoyance embarrassing, since he was the innocent cause of it, David Small looked around the dusty shelves lining the rear wall, the lower ones filled with stacks of bluebooks yellow with age. “It is rather confined,” he remarked.

“It’s little more than a damn closet. Rabbi, although it’s better than the intolerable clack of the English office on the first floor where I spent two years. Actually, this was a storeroom for freshman themes and exams and old library books. It’s pretty bleak, but I hope to bring over some more of my things and fix it up a little when I get a chance. That print”—pointing to a large framed drawing of medieval London—“is mine, and so is that bust of Homer”—nodding to a large plaster cast on the top shelf immediately above him. He tilted back in his chair and stretched out his legs so that he was almost lying down, in what the rabbi would come to know as a characteristic pose.

Fishing in his pocket, he brought forth a tiny brass figurine with which he tamped down the tobacco in his pipe. He puffed gently during the operation, and when his pipe was drawing satisfactorily again, he returned the tamper to his pocket.

“So you’re the new instructor in Jewish Thought and Philosophy,” he said. “I knew your predecessor, Rabbi Lamden. According to one of my students who took his course, he used the time to give little lectures on morality. Believe me, it was a most satisfactory arrangement all around. As far as the students were concerned, it was an easy three credits. As far as Lamden was concerned, it was a pleasant few hours a week for which he got some extra money. And I suppose he could always salve his conscience with the thought that he was returning his students to the religion of their forefathers.”

“I see.”

“Of course, the administration stood to gain from the course,” said Hendryx. “As you know, the official title of the school is Windemere Christian College. The catalogue and the bulletin we send out to prospective students are careful to explain the school is completely non-denominational, and that’s the actual truth. I’m sure the trustees—one of whom is the insurance tycoon Marcus Levine, one of your kind, I presume, judging by the name—would be happy to drop the, ‘Christian,’ but it would involve all sorts of legal complications. Now we get quite a few Jewish students, not only from around here but also from the New York-New Jersey area. It’s a fallback school, you see, and their parents are apt to jib at sending them to a school clearly labeled Christian. So it helps if there’s a course in Jewish Thought and Philosophy, taught by a real honest-to-goodness rabbi.” He grinned broadly. “From their point of view, you’re a kind of Judas sheep, I suppose.”

“You don’t like Jews, do you?” asked David Small curiously.

“How can you say so, Rabbi? Some of my best friends are Jews.” He smiled sardonically. “I know you people consider that the stock rationalization tag of the anti-Semite, but I suspect that in a way it’s true. You people are just the opposite of the Irish in that respect. The individual Jews one knows are dedicated, idealistic, selfless; and yet one is convinced that all the rest one does not know are cunning, grasping, and crassly materialistic. The Irish on the other hand, are supposed to be gay, quixotically gallant, unworldly, even though the Irishmen of one’s acquaintance might be drunken, quarrelsome black-guards whose word no sensible person would accept.” He smiled, showing even white teeth. “No, I don’t consider myself the least bit anti-Semitic, but I guess I’m rather outspoken, and when a thought occurs to me I don’t hesitate to say it. You might call me a sort of devil’s advocate.”

“Some of my best friends are devil’s advocates,” said the rabbi.

There was a knock on the door. Hendryx jerked into a sitting position and circled the desk to admit a man carrying a short aluminum ladder. It was the telephone serviceman.

“I’m here to install the phone,” he said. “Where do you want it? On the desk?”

“Right.”

Resting his ladder against the shelves, the serviceman began measuring the wall with a folding rule. He moved his ladder behind the swivel chair and climbed to the top shelf. He grasped the plaster bust with both hands as if to remove it, and then finding it too heavy to lift easily, he slid it along the shelf.

“Hey, what the hell do you think you’re doing with that statue?” demanded Hendryx. “I want it right there.”

“I’ll put it back, don’t worry,” the man said. “The wire has to come through behind it so I can run it down to the desk.”

“Well, see that you do.”

The man drilled the hole and then left to return to the dean’s office. Hendryx felt it necessary to explain his show of temper. “I was given that bust by the first class I ever taught. It isn’t anything you can pack easily—it must weigh fifty or sixty pounds—but I’ve lugged it around with me from job to job for the last dozen years.”

The rabbi nodded sympathetically, although he suspected the outburst at the serviceman was caused by Hendryx’s earlier displeasure on learning he would have to share his office.

Another knock; this time it was Dean Hanbury. “We can go up to see President Macomber now,” she said.

President Macomber was a tall, gray-haired man, dressed in slacks, sportshirt, and nylon windbreaker. A bag of golf clubs lay on the floor in one corner of his office. “I just played nine holes,” he said to explain his costume. “Do you play golf, Rabbi?”

“No, I’m afraid not.”

“Pity. You have a parish, or …?”

“I have a congregation in Barnard’s Crossing.”

“Of course,” he nodded enthusiastically. “You’re from Dean Hanbury’s hometown. Well, I imagine it’s like being minister of a church or pastor of a parish. I mean, you’ve probably got a board of vestrymen you’ve got to get along with.”

“We have a board of directors.”

“That’s what I mean. And I’m sure you’d find it a lot easier to work with that board if you played golf. You can come to an understanding on a golf course a lot easier than sitting across a table decked out in a tie and business suit. A college president these days is a combination salesman and public relations man; and take it from me, there’s nothing like a golf course to transact business. Think about it. Well, Rabbi. I’m happy you were able to join us.”

He extended his hand to signify the meeting was over.

“What do you hear from Betty?” the dean asked.

President Macomber smiled. “She’s almost completed her residence requirement.” He shook his head in amusement. “Sorry, Rabbi, but it’s hard to break the habit of academic lingo. My daughter is in Reno,” he explained to the rabbi, “getting a divorce.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said the rabbi.

“No need to be. It’s one of those things. You people believe in divorce, don’t you?”

“Oh yes, as a cure for an impossible marriage,” said the rabbi.

“Well, that’s what this was.” And to Dean Hanbury, “If everything goes according to Hoyle, she’ll be back here as Betty Macomber again by next week.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” said Millicent Hanbury.

“Well, again, Rabbi, we’re happy to have you with us, and if you have any problems, don’t hesitate to come and see me.”

Rabbi Small returned to his office for his hat and coat, and finding Professor Hendryx busy with grade lists and uncommunicative, he wandered down to the first floor of the building to wait for the faculty meeting to begin. It was scheduled for eleven o’clock and by half-past ten the teachers began to arrive. The rabbi killed time, idly looking at the commemorative tablets, dingy oil paintings, and yellowing portrait photographs of earlier presidents and deans—women in stiff lace collars and oval pince-nez, just as he had originally pictured Dean Hanbury—that lined the walls of the marble-floored, rotunda-like foyer. Faculty members greeted each other, with someone occasionally looking at him curiously, but no one came over.

Then he heard his name called. Turning, he saw the tall figure of Roger Fine advancing toward him. “I thought it was you,” Fine said, “but I couldn’t imagine what you were doing here.”

“I’m going to be teaching here,” said the rabbi, pleased to see a familiar face. “I’m giving the course in Jewish Thought and Philosophy.”

“I’ve only been here since last February myself,” said Fine, “but wasn’t there another rabbi listed in the catalogue?”

“Yes, Rabbi Lamden.”

“Oh, you take turns at the course?”

Rabbi Small laughed. “No, he couldn’t give it this year and they asked me to fill in.”

“Well, that’s great,” said the young man. “Maybe we could arrange to drive in together if our hours correspond. You been assigned an office yet?”

“The dean arranged for me to share an office with a Professor Hendryx.”

“No kidding?” He began to laugh.

“Did I say something funny?”

Instead of answering, Fine hailed a fat young man who was passing. “Hey, Slim, come here a minute. I want you to meet Rabbi Small, the man that married me.”

The young man extended a hand. “And you’re checking up on him, Rabbi?”

“Slim Marantz is also in the English Department,” he said to David Small. “The rabbi is teaching the course in Jewish Philosophy, Slim, and Millie just assigned him to the same office with Hendryx.”

“You’re kidding.” And Marantz began to laugh.

“And you thought Millie had no sense of humor,” said Fine.

The rabbi looked questioningly from one grinning young man to the other. Fine proceeded to explain. “John Hendryx has been clamoring for a private office ever since he arrived at Windemere a couple of years ago.”

Marantz amplified: “He objected to the loud, friendly chaos of the English office.”

“Not conducive to concentration,” mimicked Fine.

“And totally inimical to his fine, high pronunciamentos on all subjects philosophical, psychological, sociological—”

“And racial, especially Jewish racial,” added Fine.

“Right. So when he was made acting head of the department early in the summer session, he demanded a private office and Millie Hanbury managed to find him an oversized closet on the second floor. A poor thing, but his own.”

“His very words,” explained Fine with relish. “Needless to say, there was no great mourning in the English office when he moved. No one got up a petition begging him to reconsider; no black-bordered resolution of regret was passed.”

“If truth be told,” said Marantz, “while there was no dancing between or on the desks, there was quiet rejoicing, more in keeping with the grove of academe.”

“And now you tell me, Rabbi, that Millie has put you in with him,” said Fine. “Do you wonder we find it amusing?”

“And a rabbi at that,” said Marantz, shaking his head in wonder.

“What’s my being a rabbi got to do with it?” asked David Small.

“Because he’s an anti-Semitic sonofabitch,” said Fine. “Oh, not the Elders of Zion type; more like ‘some of my best friends are Jewish.’”

“He told me so this morning,” the rabbi admitted.

“Aha!”

“But, I didn’t find it offensive. Besides, I don’t expect to be using the office much. I doubt we’ll be seeing much of each other.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Rabbi,” said Marantz, “he’s polite enough. My desk was beside his in the English office for the couple of years that he was there, and I never got into a hassle with him. On the other hand, Fine here has a quick fuse. I’ll bet it’s as much on your account, Roger, that he wanted out of the English office. Unless, he wanted a private place where he could make out with a chick.”

“So he could lecture her on Chaucerian rhyme schemes?” laughed Fine.

“It’s hard telling with those dark glasses he always wears, but I seem to have detected a random glint of interest when a good-looking coed passed by.” His face split in a wide grin. “Hey, you don’t suppose it’s Millie he’s got a thing for and that’s why he moved up to the second floor?”

“Now that would really be something,” said Fine with a chortle and then cut it off. “Cool it,” he said. “Here she comes.”

Dean Hanbury walked toward them purposively. “There you are, Rabbi. I wanted to make sure you knew where to go for the faculty meeting. Welcome back, Dr. Marantz, Professor Fine.”
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