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Belle Winestine and Frieda Fligelman.

What is it that compels me to spend all of the hours left over in my day writing about the two of them?

What is that one inalienable quality that distinguishes them from the others?

Is it their age? Their charm? Their intellect? Their Jewishness?

Surely both are women who have been defined by any one or all of these characteristics. But there is
another, more significant quality inherent in them both. An unusual independence so blatantly reflected in
Frieda is repeated, more subtly, in Belle.

Beyond the assumption that this vein of independence was rare in the time during which Frieda and Belle
were most dynamic, the quality itself, as found within them, is unique. Although their work, in sociology
and in journalism, necessarily associated them with politics, suffrage, and equal rights, the independence of
the Fligelmans was not founded in a specific cause nor in a popular conviction. This independence was
merely an extension of themselves. It was without pretense, without sophistication. It was to be as much a
part of them in the 1890s as it would be throughout their lives.

They spent their childhood years in Helena, Montana—in the 90s a town that called itself the ''Queen City
of the Rockies.'’ Like many other western towns, it was born of the gold boom. But unlike so many of the
others, Helena became more than just a gold camp. It survived both the boom and the bust. It became a city,
and was said to be the richest city per capita in the United States before the Panic of '93.

Helena, as a city on the frontier, was rich in dollars, in culture, in society. Despite its mountain isolation, it
gleaned tastes not only from the East and the South but even more easily from the West—from San Francisco
and from Denver. There was a certain style to be found among its mansions of stone and brick and among
those landmarks that later became symbols of the city—St. Helena's Cathedral, the old Fire Tower and the
Broadwater Hotel and Natatorium. It drew the attention and the appearance of illustrious political figures,

Frieda Fligelman on her second birthday, January Belle Fligelman at age three, March 25, 1894; E.D.
2, 1892, in a portrait by the Morton Sisters studio, Keller portrait
Helena.
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wealthy business entrepreneurs, and actors and actresses of national renown. It was a city whose complex-
ion reflected external influences, but one that modified those influences to suit its western setting. It became
a city of singular charm.

It was here that Belle and Frieda's father, Herman Fligelman, established himself prosperously as a mer-
chant. A Romanian by birth, Mr. Fligelman emigrated to the United States and gradually moved westward.
By 1888, he had reached Helena, where he and two other gentlemen entered into a partnership and opened
the New York Dry Goods Store. Two years later, he and his young Romanian wife, Minnie Weinzweig,
began to raise a family. Their first child, Frieda, was born on January 2, 1890. The following year, Herman
Fligelman lost his wife, shortly after the birth of their second daughter, Belle.

For Frieda and Belle, their earliest years were spent among aunts and uncles who cared for them under the
watchful eye of their widowed father. In August 1894, Mr. Fligelman married a German lady named Ghetty
Vogelbaum. Together they raised their small family—Herman Fligelman as the benevolent father and his
wife as the strict disciplinarian.

""Mother would be horrified if she could see how I keep house today!'’ exclaims Belle. I glance around the
living room. A low, sunken couch rests against the south wall where a small fireplace once had been. Atop its
back lie several piles of books, varying in size and content. Papers and letters are scattered across the couch
and onto the floor beside it. The entire room is wonderfully embroidered by bookshelves. The chairs are
filled with clippings and articles. And in certain spots, the small tables, upon which so many more books
rest, seem to have disappeared, giving to the books the appearance of being suspended by invisible threads.

I look across the years—the space between us—and absently take note of Belle. How she looks. What she
says. How she says it. She reminds me that once she was five feet tall but now she is only 4'10%z" and 95
pounds because during the last ten years or so, she has begun to 'subside.’” Her white hair is fastened in a
loose knot at the back of her neck, decorated with a sprig of green, as is her habit. ''I always thought it would
be wonderful to look like a tree,’’ she smiles.

It is said that her smile is her own invention and exceeds the possibility of duplication. It is not the move-
ment of her mouth that makes the smile. Rather, it is the raising of her cheeks, the unmeasured dance of
crows' feet that coaxes from her eyes a certain light no photograph has captured. It is a smile that is difficult
not to return.

The habit that has become our remembering draws me back to a time when Helena was the ''Queen City
of the Rockies,'' when Belle and Frieda were children. Through these conversations their precepts and their
boundaries have become my own. The mood of the 1890s washes over me and I feel, for these hours, like a

frozen figure in a photograph, as if I am, like time, suspended.

Leaphart: Belle, is there any one place in Helena that
stands out in your mind as a place of historical
significance?

Winestine: Historical significance? I don't know. But
when Frieda and I were good all week long in sum-
mer, Mother would take us to Hepperdeizel's to buy
what she called ''good’ candy.! My, was that a
fairyland if ever there was!

Mrs. Hepperdeizel was so sparkiing, crinkly clean
in her starched pink and white-striped shirtwaist and
white collar. She stood in back of the counter in her
brilliantly laundered clothes and sold the less expen-
sive candy. Like what we used to call ''buttercups.”’
They were little squares. . . that looked like satin on
the outside. Only they were candy. And they were
stuffed with something that must have been ground
up nuts and oooh, good. Then there was taffy and but-
terscotch—the less expensive candies.

But the elegant candies were on the other side of the
store. Mr. Hepperdeizel was in charge of that. Paper
boxes that looked like satin—elegant boxes. You
picked out the candy you wanted, piece by piece, and
_IT—Hepperdiezel‘s confectionary was located at 7 North Main.
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he would pack it. I don't remember what you paid for
it in those days, but they made all the candy
themselves.

Then, at the back of the store, there were three
broad steps the whole width of the store. You went up
on a higher level. There were lanes of fake palm trees
and a little fountain in the middle, as I remember. You
felt sure you were in fairyland. There were maybe
eight or ten marble-topped tables and four ice cream
chairs around each one. Chairs with backs that curled
around in a heavy wire pattern. They had napkins,
too, that looked like chiffon but were paper. You got
your ice cream sodas up there. Ice cream sodas were
two for twenty-five cents. Downstairs you bought two
tickets for a quarter and then you paid a ticket for
your soda when you got it.

Frieda and I wore white kid gloves which we dasn't
fall on because they would get dirty if we fell down.
And if we fell down we must remember to fall on our
elbows instead of on our hands so that we wouldn't
spoil our gloves. We walked very carefully. And you
could smell this delicious butter and sugar smell as

you came up the Gulch, a half a block away. Oh, my.






















