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The Feingolds were our nearest
JFewish neighbors when we moved
inte Wihmot from Dragna Dam.
For two years we had lived in a
i amall seftlement in the Adirondack
wilderness, the only ones there of
our faith. Since both Eliott, who
is o mechanical engineer, and I
have seidom been away from the
immediate environs of New York,
we eventually became heart-hungry
for companionship with our own
people. Mrs. Feingold, even be-
fore I knew who she was, fascinat-
ad me. .

‘I saw her frequently on the
strests of Wilmot, in the stores,
driven by in her car while T was
giving Junior his daily airing. She
was middle-aged, brunette, not tall,
and so motherly! She  invariably
dressed in costly black with the
gleam of diamonds on her fingers
.and pear her throat. Young enough
to be her daughter, my heart was
set on her friendship. Even the
becoming curve to IDer nose #n-
deared her to me. .J was several
months in town before we met for-
mally.
! Dr.
neighbor.
and had introduced me to Mrs.
Meldilian. Af a charity bridge 1o
i the McMillan home I met Mrs.
Feingold.

“Mrs. Feingold, this is Mrs. Da~
gan, a newcomer in town. Mr. Da-
gan is helping build that many-
million doilar dam,—” Mrs, McMil-
lan said kindly. . :

“IHow do you do, Mrs. Dagan?
I believe I have seen you on the
street.” Mrs. Feingold was most
cordial, “and how do you like Wil-
mot after living in the forest?”

Tnstead of confining my remarks
1 to the wonders of the dam across
Ithe upper Hudson, the marvels of
i| the giant steam shovels tearing: at
the earth, the incessant whirr of
the cement mixers in the trackless
forest, the peaceful valiey soon to

MeMillan was also a near

slowly forming lake, T spoke ahout
}myself, about Ty loneliness . . .
| Mrs. Feingold becare a shade
i less cordial. ;
“I thought you were Irish, atl-
burn hair and all—I have lived
twenty-odd years here and would
not go back to MNew York., DMy
dzughter, Louise, is poputar here
and very happy socially. We make
no distinetion—" .
Wighing to bring back her injtial
warmtl, I. plunged in deeper..
‘| sippoge it is well gnoughi: for
cied people—we gob along Bp
iy at thé dam—bat you dang
a young girl, she miigl
iove—" ' L
Mrs. Feingold's very handsons
head wemnt up proudly,

- Arpfawinanion Ha e

BLOND SHEIGETZ

He took care of Junior |

be hidden under the waters of a;

By ELLA CLINE

My kindly, gossiping neighhors told

me all about it. Since the Feingolds
and I Dbelonged to the

“church” they took for granted

that we were intimate socially and |

that I, doubtless, knew all about

the affajr, and discussed it with me |.

freely. 1 felt no compunction in

listening, after ali the Feingolds |’

were my people . . .
One neighbor told me, while

strolling along bebind Junior's per-|’

ambulator, “I am really surprised,
Mrs. Pagan, that Louise Feingold
should take up with such an ordin-
wry feilow as Ray Simpkin,
course he iz handsome, gol the no-
tion he will make a hit in the
movies.
he might start for Holywood at
once. Hig father does odd jobs,
and his thother took im waghings,
but to look at Ray you would think
he was the prince of England! I
have seen him trail by with girls
since he was in knee pants. And
Touize belonging to the ‘country
¢lub and assoclating with the peo-
ple there—1 think she would know
better.” ’

And ancther neighbor might in-

form me, “Louise iz simply crazy i

about him. Such a nice, quiet girl
and so well brought up, talks back
to her parents—their housekeeper

| is sister to my cook—""¥‘ou cannot

dictate to me—I shalt do as I
please! Your Ghetto notions? I
shall marry, or not marry, anyone
I please. What if they are poor?
Can't you think of anything but
money? I reckon they would not
mind it it were Judge Jackson's
gon or Dr. McMilian's bui Ray's

grandfather died in jail and his |

grandmother is stiil on the county
farm. 1 say it is a shame and 1
am gorry for Ijouise when &he
comes to her senses.”

Louise was selling bonds that had
been given to her by her grand-
father and declining to tell her par-
ents what she Gid with the money.
Ray no longer made any pretense
at clerking in the basement of a
department store. He was gerious-
1y training to become an actor, He
not only photographed well, but
discovered he had a good voice,
and was taking vocal lessons.
Large photographs in various
poses and varieties of expression
and vocal lessons cost roney; but
he apparenily did not lack funds.

Kllictt had o be a few days at
the dam and an odd job man came

e . to take care of our lurnace.
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