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George Harvey
Injured in Auto
Crash at Cannes

U. 8. Ambassador Nurrowly
Escapes Death in Accident
—Injuries Not Serious,
Physicians State.

Jan, 9.—(By A.
¥, American afi-
¢ Brinin, narrowly
e today in an auto-
Accompanied by
er  American
Czecho-Slovakia. in
as riding, and Wick-
e the London
d cY Was on
ound of golf.

f the machine broke,
¢y was thrown out,
ly on the road. He was
Me, but was rushed back

to_his hotel in a dazed condition.
Physicianl  who. were hurriedly
1 i suffering
nd from severe bruises

Cannces, France,
P.)—George H
bassador to Gre
escaped death hg

His Watch

But he refused to call po-
H“o W’l’-‘"’

Ruby M. Ayres tells
you in

- The Story
of Ninette

You will find it one of
the most fascinating, ab-
sorbing love stories ever
written. Begin it today.

His dazed' condition

gident lasted more than

The physicians expressed

b that he would be con-

fis bed for Several days and

ould not attempt to at-
ihy official duties.

rane was uminjured, but Mr.

suffered from bruises and

AlBlcgates to the allied supreme

Mcil, at which Mr. Harvey was

ting as observer for his govern-
ment, sent expression of sympathy
and congratulations at his ecscape.
Fremier Lloyd George of Great
Britain visited the hotel in person
to_make inquiries,

The physicians of both Premier
Lloyd George and Premier Briand.
who attended Colonel Harvey, said
shortly before noon that the am-
bassador’s injuries were confined to
severe shock and bruises,

Herrick to Act in Place.

Washington, Jan. 9.—(By ' A. P.)
—Ambassador Harvey cabled the
State department today from Cannes
that he had been only slightly in-
iured in an automobile accident, but
said he had requested that Am-
bassador Herrick, at Paris, act as
American observer temporarily at
the Canmes conference in his place.

2 Young Girls Drowned
While Skating on Lake

Southampton, L. I., Jan. 9.—Two

little girls skated into an air hole in
the middle of Lake Agawam and dis~
8 red with a scream, ;

harles Jenkins, 19, unstrapped his
skates, plunged in and swam
through broken ice to the two girls.
Both clutched him ut the neck.
The boy could not save them or him-
self. Locked together, all three
went down.

Soon men arrived with ropes and
picks. One of these' was James
Buchheid, cafe kelper. When the
bodies were dragged out Buchheid
cried:

“My God, it's Marie!”

- #le had recognized his own 1l-
rear-old girl. The other was Stella
Lrgo. The father looked on in
despair while pulmotors were used
jor more than an hour without pro-
ducing a sign of life.

Four Moonshine Deaths
in Chicago in One Day

Chicago, Jan. 9.—Four moonshine
deaths within 18 bours, the {ast be-
ing a murder, rekulted in Coroner
Peter Hoffman today asking Chief
of Police Fitzmorris to instruct the
police department that in each death
where there is a possibility of illegal
liguor having the leading cause
especial search should be made for
the seller and that he be arrested. |

“Moonshiners must answer for
murder,” said Coroner Hoffman,

The tragedies which aroused the
coroner’s ire were the shooting of
moonshine-crazed  Harry  Autsch-
back by his wife, Bertha, 52; the fa-
tal stabbing of Mrs. Lillian Conden
by her husband, Michael, and the
deaths of Stephen Conly and Louis
Darabond .from drinking poison
liquor.

Woman Burglar Loots
Home of Diamonds

A woman burglar is believed to
have entered the home of Louis S.
Ularke, secretary-treasurer of the
Kloke Investmemt company, Sun-
day afternoon. .

A man was her accomplice accord-
ing to evidence of foot prints in the
snow. He broke a glass in a rear
door, entered and opened a window
by which the woman then entcred.

The jewelry taken included a man's
platinom $500; woman's plat-
inum ring, $800; diamond broock,
$300: euff links, $85; lavallier, $200;
brooch, $50 and women's watches
and bracelets. The total yalue of
jewelry stolen is £2,500.

Negro Freed on Dope Count
Rearrested by U. S. Agents

Madison Brooks, megro, who was
indicted by the last federal grand
jury for viglation of the Harrison act.

ut whose case was dismissed, was
rearrested Sunday by narcohic

ts, with a large sackful oi
of morphine and cocaine capsules in
his possession. He was taken at 902
Capitol avenue.

Pearl Stokes, who has served one
term already on a <€ was
scheduled to have mﬁng before
United States Commissioner Boch-
ler yesterday.

By RUBY M. AYRES.
CHAPTER 1
A Waif Is Born.
INETTE - was born in cheap
lodgings ‘on_a dull road in the
worst part of Balham.

The road ended in a2 cul-de-sac,
and the cheap lodgings, which were
at the back of the house, overlooked
a yard belonging to a veterinary sur-
geon, where dogs howled and barked
all day and .most of the night, mak-
ing sleep impossible to anybody hut
a woman as ill as was Ninette's poor
little mother,

She was so ill that nothing, not
even Ninette's piteous wailing, could

to get on her nerves, and she was on
the verge of wrapping it in a shawl
and taking it off to the workhouse

herself, whea somecone creaked down | and

the stairs and knocked at the kitchen
door,

The landlady said: "Oh, come in,"
exasperatedly, and her frowning face
did not clear at sll whea the door
opened and a tall, thin young man of
uncertain with mournful eyes
and a pale face, entered.

He shut the door behind him and
hesitated a moment before he said
nervously:

“The baby cries a good deal, Mrs.

rton.” .

Mrs. Purton frowned more heavily,
“Have you only just discovered
that, Mr, {thlefg" she asked with
sarcasm.  “Where have you been,
may I ask, that you haven't heard
ker yelling for the past four hours?”
he young man came further inlo
Into the room till he stood beside the
improvised cradle where Ninette lay,
ven then she was a :T"“’ baby,
with quantities of soft dark hair, a
rosebud of a2 mouth and perfect little
dimpled hands that were waving
wildly in the air.

The young man put forward a can-
tioys finger and Ninctte's diminutive
fist closed about it

“I shall have to take her to the
workhouse after all” Mrs., Purton
went on curtly, "Not that I've any
opinion of the workhouse, poor mite,
but what can I do? I slave from
morning till night as it is and the
Lord knows that | cau only just keep
body and soul together. Folks
should be more considerate—bring-
ing babies into the world, poor
lambs, as aren't wanted, and not so
much as leaving a penny piece to
keep 'em with. I've no patience
with such things, that [ haven't”

The young man cleared his throat
twice, nervously; then he turned
round and looked full at Mrs. Purton.

“If you—it's possible to find some-
cne who will—will look after her till
—till she's able to rough it a bit,” he
said jerkily, “I shall be pleased to—
delighted to—pay."

His pale face was red enouglt hy

waken her from the stupor into
which she had fallen, so ill that when |
the landlady, who meant well, but|
whose heart had grown hard from
too much work and too little joyous-
ness, came and bent over her and said
sharp!y: "Goodness! rouse }-ourself.
my girl, you can't die here!” she did
not even trouble to raise her eyelids, |
or reply; so ill that when the last.
sunset ray faded and slipped away
out of sight behind the slated roof |
ovf_ the veterinary surgeon's stables
Ninette's mother slipped away witl, |
it, leaving her baby wailing alonc
In the shadowy room.

There was a fine to-do in the house
when it became known; the landlady |
wrung her hands and ran screaming
to her neighbor, and the police came.
and 2 doctor was fetched, and half l
the street gathered about the gate,'
and someone searched hurriedly
through the dead woman's belong-
ngs for means of identification, but
nothng was found beyond an old
book of poems with the mame “Ni-
nette” written on the flyleaf,

The landlady tossed it contemptu-
ously aside—she haa no sympathy
with “poetry and such,™ as she called
it, and broke into fresh lamentations.

It all came of being two kind
hearted and taking the poor thing
in her trouble; she ought to have
known better, that she ought! There
Was no gratitude in the world, or
would the woman have dicd and
landed her in for this!

But that the woman was dead
there was no denying, and that she
had died without friends seemed an
tqual certainty, and late that might.
she was carried away from the house
in a cheap coffin, and the world
knew her no more.

But the baby wailed, and wailed,
and wailed.

It lay on an improvised bed in a
corner of the landlady's kitchen, and
gave her no peace.

Someone had suggested sending it
to the workhouse, but some far away
memory of her youth had stirred in
the hardened heart of the landlady
and she said brusquely:

“Let ib be for a bit—and we'll ses.”

But she was tired, and the lusty
crying of the motherless infant began

the time he had finished speaking and
his mournful eyes were fierce as they
dared Mrs. Purton to scoff at him,

But after the first amazed stare,
the landlady burst into tears,

“I'm sure I never wished to send
the pretty dear to the workhouse,”
she sobbed noisly. "It went to my
heart to think of it, that it did; but
what can I do? I'm that poor me-
seli!”

The young man interrupted ruth-

“I have said that T will pay. There
must be—surely there are—women
\\'hc:. would take her and look after

Mrs. Purton dried her eyes on her
#pron and wept afregh.

“It's making a bugden for yoursell
you are,” she said.  “And it 'ud be
better to let her go to the workhouse
right from the first, rather than
bring her up in comfort, so to speak,
and then, when she was getting biz
enough to look around and under-
stand to throw her back on charity.”

“I have said I will pay,” said the
young man again quietly. “So if
you'll make arrangements—"

He paused for a moment, looking
cown at Ninette who had momentar-
ily stopped screaming and lay blink-
ing up at him.

. Mrs. Purton came and stood be-
side the improvised cradle.

“Of course, someone may come
along and claim her,” she said. “The
police took all particulars.”

“In that case, of course, my re-
sponsibility ends,” the young man
answered; he gently disengaged his
finger from Ninette's baby grasp and
walked out of the room.

CHAPTER 11
Adopted By Josh Wheeler.

But the weeks went by, and the
months, and nobody seemed auxious
to own Ninette, and the grass grew
rank and uncared for over a name-
less grave in Balham churchyard,
and the room where Nimette was
born was relet to a third-rate actor
who came home so drunk at night
that the howling of the dogs in the
yard outside never disturbed him.
and' Ninette grew up to be & wild

AD .
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Public Is Amazed at

Enormous

Demand for Tanlac

People All Over America
Waikt to Know What Isl
Behind the Phe;:n:nnenaﬂi
Success of This Prepa-
ration That Makes It
the World's Greatest
Tonic.

Day aiter day the question is bei
asked all over the Uﬁled States ;ul:sd
Canada: What is the reasons for
the phenomenal success of Tanlac?
Why do we hear s0 much about it?
and, Why do Tanlac sales keep in-
creasing every year, when other
medicines seem to have a.short-lived
popularity and are then forgotten?

The answer is simple enough. The
test of time has proven to people all
over the American continent that
Ta_nlac always produces most grati-
fving results and that the remarka-
ble relicf it brings seems to be more
permanent than ever before believed
possible.

Tens of thousands of persons,
everywhere, who took it when it was
first mtroduced six years ago, report
that they are still enjoying excellent
health, and millions of American

o wﬁuﬂuﬁm_nﬁumi:
proclaim it

World’s Greatest Tonic. :
Thousands of men and women of
mwiaHWhofliﬁﬂ-

| with stomach, biver and kid-
ncy disorders, some of them of lon,
as well as thousands
apparently on ver,

Thed i

fully

i

E
i

'

;

i

appetite, sleeplessness at might and

terribly dejected, depressed feelings, |
state that they have been entirely re- |

lieved of these distressing symptoms
and restored to health and happiness
by taking Tanlac.

Tanlac has never been advertised
as a cure-all or that it would perforn.
unheard-of wonders. The advertis
ing has been clean, straightforwar
and conservative, Actual facts ar
figures have been stated and state
in a true, businesslike way that h:
commanded the confidence of all i
the conservative claims set forth.

. The enormous demand for Tanla
is due to merit alone, for no amoun:
of advertising would continue to sell
any article that does not possess real

merit. Unless full value underlays

the article advertised, the advertising
will ultimately fall of its own weight.
“Your can fool some-of the people
some of the time, but you can’t fool
all of the people all of the time.”
Tanlac has been weil advertised, it
is true, but such a large and rapidly
growing demand could not be
brought about by advertising-alone.
It is what the S:Io-ple themselves say
that counts, e bottle of Tanlac
is sold in a neighborhood through
advertising, but ten more are sold m
that same community as a result of
the sale of that first bottle, and that
is why Tanlac has succeeded. Peo-
ple are always willing to talle about
their ailments, but they are more
than glad to tell others of the med-
icine that helped them. It is some-
thing they could not keep to them-
selves if they tried, for the impulse
to sympathize with your fellow man
and want to help him is one of the

looking '
played » the mutter with boys
of her own age, (she did not liks
), and picked up swear words
slang, both of which she wscd
with fluency which would have made
her mother turn in her uncared-for
grave could she have heard

She was five years old then, and

Purton's Mrs
Purton was

have her, but because the weekly
Pylnluu which John Wheeler still
htuhh!ully made to her, came in use-

\-Vhﬂltr was the only soul in the

rool-—-not because

She seemed to know

carrying her unassisted u

Wheeler was a journalist, one of
the struggling kind, who would al-
ways be struggling, but he was a

knocking up sufficient money
ing a week to pay for his
modest needs, and those of Ninette,
It was he who—when she was old
enough—taught her her alphabet and
her first nursery rhyme, the latter
dug from some forgotten store cup-
board of his memory.
“There was an old woman who lived
in a shoe,
She had so many children she did
not know what to do.”
They made a quaint picture, the
thin, mournful-eyed man, sitting
there in the shabby room, Jit by a
solitary lamp, with the child on his
knee,
Her thick, dark hair always was
untidy and hung in tangles about
her face, and her clothes always were
torn,

had gone back to live under M"'ll

rly anxious tu| had
| pictured her grown up and making a

| find out who her mother really was,
jand if there were any relatives atill
world for whom Ninette cared in th# | living.

smallest degree, and she adored him. |
instinctively | slowly for Nioette
that she owed what little happiness | ously friendless man, too shy to go
she knew:to him, and as soon as about among people, too unambitious
her chubby legs were capable of! to wish to do'more than just pay his

plodder, and could always rely u on | nette asked him one day, when she
ur- | had slipped upstairs while Mrs. Pur-
own | ton was out of the way.

Mrs. Purton did her best, but she

had really outgrown her
sympathy and understanding of any-
thing so young and unruly as/
Ninette.

was not getting any younger, and she | [ went into Bird's,
natural | would be nice.”

; : ! | dark shop that smelled of American
Ninette broke into the middle of | cloth and bales of unbleachetl calico,

ipsy type of a child, who gawky, but with 4 promise ol great

beauty, which Mrs. Purton deplored

“The very split of her mother, she|
And her mother was goad-look. |
mg enough, il you put it that wav. |
And much good her looks brought
her, lylog there in & nameless grave
and nobody to shed a tear!™ |

Bus Whikeler was proud of Nis|
nette's beauty. In his quiet way he
great plans for her future. He

Is!

great marriage. He never loat hope
that some day he would be able to

Out of his modest income he saved
He was a curis

had been thrown across his path sc
romantically,

"What are yvou going to do wit
me when I leave school, Goshi™ Ni.

In her odd time Nnette was sup-
rnncd to help Mrs. Purton, hut she
vated housework and shirked it/
whenever she cguld.

“I loathe kitchens

and greasy

| dishes!" she told Wheeler, with u

shiver. “I'd rather go out and sweep |
a crossing!" I
And it was apropos of that remark |
that she suddenly asked what he pro-
posed to do with her when she grew
up,
CHAPTER 111 !
The Beginning of Trouble. |
Josh peered at her over his glasses |
and shook his head, |
“Auntie Purton says I ought to be |
taught to earn my own living,"” Ni-
nette informed him. ‘She thinks ii
the drapers, it‘

[ was fully aware that some day he
wou

lon
the staits | way in the world, with a little to! There was a litle silence

to his room, she climbed it dozens of | spare for the future of this girl who
times a day. 3 !

{dmly, Mrs. Purton died. One min-

LS

though its demonstration always em- |
barrassed him, ;

“Mrs, Purton is calling you," he|
st

“Gosh, is she really my aunt?” she
asked suddenly,

It was the first time she had ever
queried the relationship.

Wheeler hesitated.  He had never
told Ninette about her birth, but he

B s ool i
“She has as to you as i
you we:‘: really her niece,” he said
at lust firmly,
“That means I'm nol,” she maid,
with an air of relief, “1'm so glad!"
He looked at her curiously.
“Why?” he asked. )
“Because, thou!h she's very kind,
she isu't a lady," said Ninette de-
fiantly. “"And 1 should like to be-
to someone who was a lady."”

“Ladies,” said Josh Wheeler,
“don't swear like you do, Ninette,"

It seemgd to him a most cxcellent
opportunity for a little humility, but
Ninette only laughed.

“Ob, yes they do!” she said. “Kenn
~the postman, you know—told me
that his wife was lady's maid to a
duchess once, and that she swore|
something awful, and threw things
about the room.”

“Oh!" said Wheeler blankly. He
waited, then added, “Your iunt is
calling you again, Ninette."

“Oh, blow!" said Ninette.

»

Ninette was 16, when, quite sud-

ute she was apparently as well and
full of energy as ever, and the next
moment she was lving face down
wards on the kitchen floor, stone
dead.

Ninette was with her at the time
and the shock of it all aged the girl
years. |
“I don't feel as if I can ever laugh
again, Josh," she told Wheeler that
night, as she crouched beside him—
her hands clasped round her knees. |

| Josh.™ she said fervently

Mwould like to—"

thefr glasses and s face was lingd
sl thin,

*[ have nevar bud a day’s itness In
. my lfe” be 1wld Ninette peoudly,
lile, byt came to fight over her few | when it suddenly occurred to her one
sticks in death—had taken posseasion | evening that he was louking tired
of the house, he found some rooms| @ut and worn, but if it was the truth,
at Hammersmith and took Ninetw |l'e more thin compensated for it
away with him. Ilill_ﬂng the next few weeks when a

She was delighted at the change. Sl was [ollowed by a sharo attack
For days she amused herseli l|,n,.|°_‘ preumonia, and the doctor shook
ing at f\ul.lu‘l‘tr;ﬁng and rearranging | his head and 1old Ninette that Josh
the few odds and ends Vheeler must die i
longed to them, Ninette turned deathly White; she

“1 hope we shall be able to live looked the doctor full in the face

like this for the rest of our lives, | With her burning cyes. .
He will not die!" she said, but

she was hull dead hersell with terra

and despair.
Y Copyright, 1921, by Whesler Syndloatt )
(Continged In The Hee Tomurraw.)

Charles S. Mitchell Dies,
Washington, Jan, 9.—Charles S
| Mitchell, editor in chief of the Wash

“1'd rather do anything than stay :"llfilt(i::lcilr}::lj: died today at I

at home all day,” she answered vehe- |
mently.

Josh sighed. He supposed she was
right, and yet it had been his great-)
est pleasure to know that she wasl
dependent on him and that there was |
no need for her to" work. |

Josh was 45 then and looked older. |
He stooped a great deal and where |
he was not bald his hair was RTaY. |

His kindly, __m;lmchgly eyes scemed | “A M ’ H 99
m -5l i |
ore near-sighted than ever bel:itlll an s ome

' From the lady of
fashion to the simple
daughter of the
woods, from the mil-
lionaire sportsman to

the wildernzss out-
law—

THIS PICTURE
WILL APPEAL

scli, and as soon as the fuveral was
over and Mrs. Purton's relatives—
who had never wisited her in het

which be-

But at the end of a week the novels
ty had palled, as he knew it would
and she was restless and unscttle],

*What would you like to doi" he!
asked her, when she complained of
having nothing to do. “I didn't want|
you to go ont and work, but if yon

Today and All Week

e Horlick’s
Te, ORIGINAL

Malled Milk

The “Fuod-Drink™ for All Ages. |
Lunch at Home, Office,and

Fountains, Ask for HORLICK'S, Alio Showing

| a Jook of horror on her young face.
[ “One minute to be alive and well,
and the next—like that!” |

“It was how she always wished to

Wheeler made a little grimace.
He knew Bird's, the drapers, a small

3-Avoid Imitations & Substitutes

LARRY
* SEMON

in his lateat,

the recital to say: {and he could mnot imagine Ninette

“Like aunty, eh?’
called Mrs. Purton “auntie.”
1ln:-hrn Wheeler checked a smile. |
‘Not in the least like auntie,” he|
said severely. ‘“She doesn't live in|
a shoe, and she hasn’t got any chil-
dren.”

“Got me, Gosh!” Ninette insisted.
She could never say “Josh.”
“Gosh”™ being the nearest she could
get to it ]

“You spoil that child, Mr.
Wheeler,” Mrs. Purton said somec-
what severely., “What's going to
become of her I should like to
know? Why, you're making a lady
of her!"

She spoke as if it were a crime to
be a2 lady.

“Her mother was a lady," voung
Wheeler said.

Mrs. Purton tossed her head.
“And a lot of good it did her!” =h
scoffed.

There seemed, however, no imme-
diate danger of Ninette emulating
her mother’s undoubted refinement,
for, in spite of Wheeler's attempts to
check her, she still swore terribly
whenever she lost her temper, and
frequently came in from the strzet
with a bilack eye or a cut lip, which
she had received in a stand-up fight
with a boy twice her size, :
“She'll improve when she goes ta
school,” John Wheeler told himself,
but he was wrong.

The owner of the first school he
gent her to, a prim maiden lady, gave
up the task of educating her as hope-
less at the end of the first fortnight.
‘She terrorizes every girl in the
school!” so the prim lady told John
Wheeler tremblingly. “T must really
ask you to remove her”

“It you loved me, Ninette,” John
said -to tHe girl that night, “von
would try to be good."”

Ninette burst into tears.

! “I do lore you, I do!” she declared
passionately. “But oh, all the girls
there were such fools!”

But she took Wheeler's reproaches
to heart, and tried hard to be good
and interested at the new school he
found for her.

She was 12 then, long-legged and

She always|standing behind its counter measur-
| ing out yards of ribbon,

“There's plenty of time,” he said.

“How old are you?"

“Fourteen. Lots of girls have left
school long before they are 14" said
Ninette hopefully.

“That's because their people can't
afford to keep them on, perhaps,” he
answered.,

She logked at him with her dark
head on one side.

“Can you afford it, then?"
asked,

“Yes,” said Josh firmly.

Ninette got up and threw her arms
round his neck.

“You're the loveliest man in the
world,” she gaid.

Wheeler ‘blushed. ;

He loved Ninette's

ADVERTINRMENT,

RUB RHEUMATIC,

she

affection,

cie,” Josh said gently, remembering
how Mrs. Purton had always ex-
pressed a horror of a long illness and
having to lie in bed, “a burden to
everyone.”

But he felt her loss greatly him-

CinenitY e E IR VAUDEWWLE
mﬁ TR

*The Chattar Bex Dell™
In “A Chameleon

Rovee™
Joe Beansit [%w
g E H

In “Contontad Puggy”

~JIM TONEY &
ANN NORMAN
In *You Know What | Mean"

]
Pathe Woeekly
tinees, 1 te 3 somme 1
Sat. and Sus. Nights, 18¢c % §I;
soma §1.38 Sat and Sum.
utomobile Num i ] ing
Two Free Tickets Today,

“The Bell Hop” i1

TODAY—11—1—3—6—7—9
Matinees, 28¢; Z.vuln;l. 35¢

D. W. Griffith’s
First and Greatest Success,

Musical score played by lq.nunhdi
5 Moon Orchestra.
Direction Robert Cuscaden.

AGHING JOINTS
AND STOP PAIN

Instant relief with a small
trial bottle of old
“St. Jacobs Oil.”

Rheumatism is “pain” only.

Not one case in fiity requires inter-
nal treatment. Stop drugging! Rub
soothing, penetrating “St. Jacobs
Oil" right into your sore, stiff, ach-
ing joints, and relief comes instantly.
“St. Jacobs Qil” is a harmless rheu-

PRICE TO

“OMAHA'S FUN CENTER"

MUSICAL
BURLESK

wan

7o
T "’_L::.‘%.Lt‘“:&‘én 'él'%..e‘: Town
'"m- Wiok)—Stage Full of Bedinl Pipsisa

SPECIAL The hdi“

ATTENBING THE DAILY MATINEE:

or

matism liniment—-which never disap-
points and cannot burn the skin.
LimBer up! Quit complaining! Get
a small trial bottle of old, honest
“St. Jacobs Qil” at any drug store,
and in just a moment you'll be free
from rheumatic pain, soreness and
stiffness. Don't suffer! Relief awaits
vou. “St. Jacabs Oil” is just as good
for sciatica, neuralgia, lumbago,

Shows -
In One

BLOSSOMS. A Garland of Meledy snd
Dance; BILLY CLARK, “The Distri-
butor of Bluss;" COOK & VALDARE,
“Yentrigues;” CARDNER & AUBREY,
“Melodies of the Momsnt™

Phitoplay, “THE SHEIK”

backache, sprains.

* When a telephone operator calls you offi
tance message, she is not the operatoriwhe usually
answers you when you ask foran !

Distance’ operator either in your town or,
tant town from which the call cdme. -

If you are out when ‘‘Long Distange™ ellll,‘ @ per-
« son answering the the call should leave % hatice
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and give the operator your name and number and the
name of the town which called you.
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