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| great aﬂ"ectmn for him. "Th
‘} man came, groamng thh sc1atma'
tand very anxious.

1 scolded,

@G T

i ingl—"She

| ¥ou two..  Louise ig

'ranged before the . angel withs
i thousand’ eyes comes for my soul.
| ¥ou,. young man,. could acecept our
_rehgmn—;t hag been done—it has
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(Continuéd from last week)

Louise, since she:had always shown

“What Were you thmkmg of,” he

so far?” Let m# talk to her. Where
is ghe? Let me talk to hlm *I’ll
tell him somethmg'"

But no one knew where
young people were, probably- dan-

| cing somewhere, tay riot be hore

tifl long after daybréak. Maybe
‘this tune she will not come Yome
at all

The hou%ekeeper brouﬂ'ht an elec-
tric pad to ease the o‘ld man’s pain.

Do they intefid to marry sooa?
Your clothing store could useé a
good locking young man. et him
become @ Jew—may not be as bad
ag you thmk.”

“Father, you da not realize how
bad the situation i Mrs. Femgold
_tp_ed to explain, “This man ig train-.
ing to become an actor. He thinks
he will' be- successful—perhaps he
will. He would not consider bus1-

ness. and has no. idea of ma.rnage—

He has. been bormwmg money
from Louise—they -call it borrow-
‘not the first girl he
-—there ha,s been talk

some tlme ago

At about eleven rain bega.n to

] fall and soon aftéer Lou!se drove. up.

" “Why, Grandad, what 'a surprise
to  find you, here!”  Louise kissed
him-and then introdicéd Ray, who
regiatered:. doubtful pleasire at
meeting the old man. Looked as.if
hie had-beén. trappéd into a family
gathering—wonld never have be-
Heved it -of Lulu—

. “How pretty you
what 3 nicé dress, bliie, like a falry
<" the-old man'-was trying to gain

time,. but’ saw they. were: eager- to]

go  and " canie to the point. “Sit
down, sit down, I want to talk to

gratidehild @nd ¥.am old—don't ‘be-

| Heve'in mtérma.rna‘ge—4mt ‘it has

happenedﬁyou love: ohe another.” I
should like . to_ .see the affair :a1-

been done—-—lt has been done ma.ny

2 SRR TR

r .o his strong,

At-last they wrote to Mrs. Fein-|
| gold’s father ih New York, ask-
ing him to. &onie, to try 1o influénce .

“t6 et this affair .drift]

the'

1 wards.

look, Loulse |
L Mrs.

' my- favorite |

lean face, asket
“Now, as your friend of man
years and your physician, tell m
what has brought,about this emc
tional erupiion-—what happened?”

“They have ruined everything-

. spoiled my only chance for happ
| ness—wanting Ray to become
.Jew, Why they never taught m

anything about their religion—ye
wanting RaymI shall die, I wan
tofdie—"

“If it is Ra.y S1mpk1n you ar
talking about,” the doctor spolk
with ¢ompelling anthority so .tha
she had. to look up.-and listen, “
saw him rin towards the railroa
station as I came here. Besides
hie is married already, and the gir

he tricked will not divorce him—

“1 know ail about that, he tol
me. He was so young then; it i
just a matler of money.  He wa
to arrange about the divorce aiu
we would have married right after
And now-—and now—,” gh.
began to moan.and sob.

Her father and grandfathe
looked long and earnestly into eact
other's eyes; then -Mr. Feingolc
took  the doctor apart and spoke
with him for a few minutes. Final
1y he took his daughter’s hands in
to his while she turned her tear

 dimmed, hopeless eyes up to him.

“Listen, my child., You almos
lost your mother and she is stil
a very sick woman. She must be
spared all excitement. Tomorrow
you will take  your grandfather ic
New York and remain with him

‘He will need nursing. You will for

get about this unhappy affair witk
Ray Simpkin—you must! New Dr
McMillan will give you something
s0 you can sleep.”

“But mother, if she is so sick—'
she asked faintly, {oo spenl to re-
sist.

“A nurse will take care of her
Dagan will come in often
You will be kept informed.” -

Dr. McMillan urged Louise to dc
as her father wished, for her moth-
er’'s sake as well ag for her own.

The next day I saw her; pale but
composed again, help her grand
father into the car that was to take
them to their train. She pressed
my hand, suddenly threw her arms

{ about my neck and kissed me, re-

turned to - the old man. and wasg
driven away.
+ T began to spend some time dafly

| with -Mrs: Feingeld, who recoversd
1glowly, but never -completely, Tim-
- 1idly. at first, not quite certain of my
'] weleome,.but-drawn by her mother-
1 liness; which -had: ntiracted fne.th

| first time 1 saw her.

I gameci
vrance as 1 Tealizéd hier nee
omeone shﬁ" yald., ta!k freely w b




't) soméoné She could: talk freely with)

‘msxsted “ithas ; ffa.lr is- gomg to: be;

settled.. I am; awﬂllng to do the’
“¥ight thlng by beth of you, ahd:sc.
are the girl's, parents, but it must |

about’ Louise, d1scuss the.
that came.

<At fost these 1etters were meref
'notes chaotic m composnmn and

unhappy in contént. She hated Newl
York, she hated the people there.l
their indifference as well as their
occasional Infruding friendiiness.

-bé a.right thing, Now, :tell. me,! She had to nurse Grandad a great

what are your plans‘?” e T
“I am sorry, -sir, but what 48
there to discuss?” Rays voice

sounded tired and conveyed annoy-

afice.
soon—"

o Ray dear, don t mlnd What they
say—they don't undéerstand—"

“I- think. T'd bettér be going,
honey,” in. tones vibrant with sor-
rowfui reb:gnatxon, “T shall write
to you_'.’

“And am T not going with you""
Amazement, horror were in Béer
wide, staring eyes. .

Erect and proud, Ray was hero:c—
ally determined. “How can, you,
with vour family hanging to your
skirts? My career—” He took a
step towards the hall, “I' N write
you and return as soon as possible
‘what you lent me” With sneer-
ing contempt towards the: older
people, also six per. cent a.dchtmn—
al”’

As Ray turned -to- go, Louise bhe-
gan to la.ugh in a- chokmg, hor-
rible way. Mys. JFeingold sudden-

“I am leavmg for the coast

iy put her hands over her heart, |

sighed deeply, and dropped m a
heap to the floor.

" In the alarm the old man forgot
his sciatica and the young people,
and helped his son-in-law raise his
unconscious wife to - a sofa. Dr.
McMillan came and pronounced
the ‘patient in a grave condition,
heart  attack, possibly paralytic
stroke. - .She must not bhe moved at
present.

- Louise was huddled in a chair,
her fists .'crushed against her
mouth, shaking with alternate sobs
and laughter,. probably mnaware

that - anything had .happened tfo].

her mother. Dr. McMillan. told the
housekeepér to get another womiain
to help. - The “housekeeper tele-
phoned me to come at once,

Our bungalow is only a few mm—
utes walk from the Feingold home;
Elliott and I came with no delay.

.The Feingold home, even during|

that frightful niidnight, impressgd
me with its uxury. I félt the aoft
thick piles of riigs underfoot, was
aware of the miellow glow 6f ma-
hogany, as T stepped to where Mrs.
Feingold lay, her .fa.cg and hands
almost gray, her eyes dim and
sunken, her breathing coming in
faint, audible gasps.

The rain stopped and the first
gray of dawn came ghost Iike
through the windows before the

doctor deciared her out of imimedi-|
wte danger- and turned his atten—'

tion to Louise.

She was moaning mlserably, ner|

hzir in disorder, her tears had
streaked her make;up grotesquely.

“You have driven him away, you
have ruined oy life—1 cannot live
without him,”" grieved Louise, rock-
ing to and fro in her abandonment
to despair.

“What a night;. what 2 mght ”
sighed Mr. Feingold, giving Elliott
a cigar. '

Dr. McMillan, tired lives showing

"

P

| deal.

1 the Sunday morning services of a

As soon as he was betier,;!
she will travel—anywhere.

“To Hollywood, probably,” sighed
Mrs. Feingold, “my poor child.”

But pride must have asserted it-
self eveniually. Her letters became
more cheerful. She was buying
clothes, going to the theatre, at-

tending an occasional lecture, dis-|'

covering the possibilities of the
great city, making a place for her-
self there. As ‘month followed
month, she found a group of young
people congenial; began attending

world-famous rabbi, was learning
about her race and religion. -
. “My hope-is,” Mrs. Feingold said
to me one day as we were.strolling
together on the main streei, Junlior
pushing his go-cart ahead of - us,
“that L.ouise becomeé seriously in-
terested in a young man cf our
own people. My terrible experience
has convinced me how mistaken 1
had been, and has shown me the
danger of drifting away from one's
own people and religion.”

(The End)
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