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A Jew Jewish Nightingale 

Rebecca Weinstefa1 Will Retain He1 Jewish: Name. 
By 

HI A l{ASSELL. 

Rebecca Weinstein, the seventeen-yeat-old drwglder 
of poor New York parents, who /ia.c; i'ecenlly mnde her 
operatic debut in Pagliacci, giiies promi~w of makin[I 
an out.'!fawling nllme for herself 1'n tlie world of opera. 

Q N the East Side of New York, there whe1·e the shadows of 
despair and pove1'ty are subtly tinted with the light of 

eternal hope, one can find Rebecca Weinstein. 

Rebecca Weinstein, she who lives on the second :ftoo1· back 
of a decrepit old tenement house and dreams the everlasting 
dream of success. For RebC'cca is not only beautiful but she 
is young and ambitious. At seventeen, when one is beautiful 
and young, one is always ambitious, and so it is with her. 

She hopes to sing operatic roles. She hopes with all the 
intensity and passion of youth to sing before vast audiences 
and enthrall them, as she has done, not so long ago, at the Long­
acre Theatre. It was only recently that she mad~ 

her operatic debut at the Longacre, and not only were the 
connoisscu1·s of music Uw1·p to hear IH 1, but th<' l•,ast Side 
had dusted off its shabby hat, and had conw to pay tribute 
to its daughter. 

She sang the role of Nedda, and if floral" offerings are indica­
tions of the admiration inspired, then Rebecca has truly de­
served the name of " The Jewish Nightingale." After the per­
formance, for more than half an hour she was applauded and 
cheered and showered with flowers. It was a triumphal achieve­
ment, and none were there who did not acknowledge it. 

Rebecca hopes always to be known and to sing under the 
name of Rebecca Weinstein, and places her faith for her success 
in the quality of her voice rather than in the doubtful possibili­
ties of an adopted name. 

She is now a member of the Metropolitan Opera Chorus, 
and already she has poise and self-assurance, but what I was 
particularly struck by was the incongruity of seeing this pro­
mising, beautiful girl in the dingy kitchen of an East Side 
tenement house. She apologised with the graciousness of a 
queen because her mother, who was away shopping~ was not 
there to receive me. While I sat and chatted with her she was 
busy setting the table for supper-pumpernickel and herring 
not omitted. She is still attending high school, but expects 
to be graduated from the Washington Irving commercial course 
in June. 

QUALITY 

My Father's Bible 

By George Alexander Kohut. 

There is onei book, far dearer than the rest, 
Upon my treasured shelves: It is not bound 
In costl,y skin or vellum, yet 1profound 

Is the esteem and rev'rence in m.y breast, 
As I now lift it f1'om its wonted place, 
T~ bless it fi1·st, and read it for a space-

It gives rne c:omfort now, though timei was when 
Fforce anguish smote my soul, as, all ·unseen, 
The crumbled leave.~ I turned, and saw between 

The. crystal dro,ps of s01-row one~ ·again 
Which rung my blessed father's spirit then-

But now I read it, ever so serene, 
And close the Bible gently, when I've done 
And kiss Us c01w;-s, too, when I'm done. ' 

By ourtesy of Jewish E.eponeut. 

"It doesn't hurt to know business, does it?" she asked ~ith 
a sad smile. For in another room h r father, who had be> n ill 
for , v ral Par. was n'sting. 

"I am the oldest of seven children, you see," she continued 
to talk nervously, "and my father has been too sick to work. 
One never can tell if I may not have to ui:;e my knowledge of 
stenography and typing." 

And because her father was sleeping, Rebecca would not 
sing for me for fear of disturbing him. Instead she proudly 
displayed her trophies-a silver loving cup presented to her 
by her maestro, Nicola D'Amico, and the pupils of the D'Amico 
Grand Opera Studio, also a scrap book in which she is carefully 
preserving the press notices of her debut, where she is as 
lavishly and as often praised for her beauty as for her achieve­
ments as a singer. 

Rebecca is turning longing eyes towards Italy-the land 
of song. She hopes some day to go to Naples and there con­
tinue her studies. 

"I don't know when I'll ever get there," she hastily added, 
but did not include that Mrs. Henry Morgenthau, wife of the 
former Ambassador to Turkey, who is at present in Europe, had 
heard her sing while she was in New York, and since where 
there is smoke there must be a fire to corroborate the recurrent 
rumours throughout the East Side that Rebecca will yet realise 
her ambition. 
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