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'MR. CONNOLLY, MUSIC LOVER

e

1 CHIE MOFFAM'S connectlon|girl I went to see is a singer. At| *The whole jolly business. I'm go- ing qulet of a cyclone. As Lucllle|else, You have a perfect right to talk |[which was holding up the construe-|ly, like a tirework trylng te go off. “I want sympathy!" »

with that devastatingly popular |least, she wan m to sing, but geis no |ing to kill two birds with one stone.|had said, Miss Huskisson’s volce was|{t over with them. Go and ask them |tlon of his latest effort had plunged it “Ye'll always be a good boy, Aloy-[ ‘Sympathy?" "

ballad, “Mother's Knee,"” was|encouragement, I've a composer chapple popping|loud. It was a powerful organ, and |to have dinner up in our suite where |Mr, Brewster into a restless gloom. |sjug? she sald to me,” sald Mr. Con- “Sympathy! And lots of it! She's
one to which he always looked back “Precisely the same with my bird.|about in the background, whose one|there was no doubt thai it woull take [ you ean discuss it quietly, Say that|In addition to having this strike on mn;‘ proceeding with his autoblog: | gone!”
lgtrr :v"h a certain pride, “Mother's| H{e wanta to get his music sung, but|ambish is to have his pet song sung|the cloistered stillness >t _ae Cos-|up there they won't be disturbed by |his hands, he had had to abandon r:;ph\" “And 1 sald, ‘Yes, mother; 1 “Gone? Who?"
Knee,” it will be remembered, went | nobody'll sing it. But I didn't know|hefore a discriminating audience, You mopolis dining-room and stand it on|the—the musie.” his annual fishing trip just when he w.ill‘_'.‘; Mr. l‘urmnll;f !iqh.mi. “ v“fwan| “Spectatial
;:r‘::ihl}:ll:pd“-l:ﬁ:fnﬂk:“:‘mp’:'ﬂ‘;‘:""x:‘-"l knew any Greenwich Village|have a singer straining at the leash.|one  ear, Almost unmns-_-‘:nnnh'. At this moment, while Archle way- | had begun ™ enjoy It, and, as If all|y lar 1 was!" he ",1,,,,.\.,‘1 remorse- “How do you mean gone?"

f % 9,000, Arch found himself hracing his mus-|syad, hesitating like:a diver on the [this were not enough, here was his|fully. “Many’s the dirty trick 1've BRIl glowered at the tablecloth.

coples wers disposed of,

It meems almost blzarra now to
think that thersa was a tlme when
even one person in the world had not
heard "Mother's Knee,” but it came
fresh to Archie one afternoon In his
suite at the Hotel Casmopolis, where
wa was cementing his renewed friend-
ship With Wilson Hymack, whom he
had first met in.the neighborhood of
Armentieres during the war, /

“What are you doing these days?”
Inguired Wilson Hymack.

“Me?" sald Archle. “Well, as a' mat-
ter of fact, there is what you might
call A sort of species of lull in my
activitira at the moment, But my
folly old father-in-law is busting about,
running up a new hotel a hit further
downtown, and the scheme is for me
to be manager when It's finished.
How are you filling in the long hours?”

“I'm In my uncle's office—darn 1t!"
mald Wilson Hymack. "1t gives me a
pain in the gizzard. T want to he a
composger,”

Archie felt that he should have
guessed this. The chapple had a dis
tinctly artistic look. He wore a bow
tie and all that sort of thing. Ilis
trousers bagged at the knees, and his
hair fell about his ears in luxuriant
disarray.

ay! Do vou want tn hear
I.pqr 1hing T've ever done?
“Imdubitably,’ said Archle politely.

the

“I wrote the lvric as well as the
melody,” sald Wilson Hymack, who
had already seated himself at the

piano. “It's got the greatest title you
ever heard. It's a Jallapaloosa! It's
called ‘Ht's a Long Way Back to
Mather's Knee.' How's that?”

“Tan't It a little stale?"

“IiStale? What dn you mean?
There's alwavs room for another song
boosting mother'

“Oh, is it boosting mother?" Archle's
face cleared. “T thought it was a hit
at the short skirts, Why, of course,
that makes all the Qiff. Tn that case,
T see no reason why it should not he
ripe, fruity, and pretty well all to the

warblers, sunshine of my home.
did you meet this female?”’

ly at him with bhig gray eyes.

me, you undertook to share my

rows, didn't you?"

lHow
Lucille sat down and gazed forlorn-

“Archie darling, when you married
sOr-

I'm going 1o arrange with
who leads the orchestra that your fe-
male shall sing my
downstairs one night
How about it?
of fire?"

“It's a eapital iden,"” said Lucille.
“Quite out of the question, of course,’

“How do vyou mean?”

“Pon’'t vou know that the one thing
father hates more than anything else
in the world is anything like a caba-
ret? People are always coming to
him, suggesting that It would hright-
en up the dinner hour If he had sing-

this egg
chappie’s  song

during, dinner.
1= it or is it not,a ball

ers and things, and he crushes them

cles and holiding his hreath as he had
done [n France at the approach of the

PN

The last high note screeched

across the room like a shell.

edge of a springdoard who (s trying
to summon up the necessary nerve to

son-inlaw sltting at his tahle.
“What do you
ed.
“I was just
Mr. Connolly

golng

up to my sulte and talk this busi-

ness over quietly.”

want?”’ he demand-

to suggest to
that we should all go

plaved since then. It's a long way
back to mother's knee! 'Tis a true
word!” He turned impulsively to Mr.
Frewster, “Dan, thera's a dea] of
trouble in this world without me go-
ing out of me way to make more. The
strike i= pver. I'll send the men h.uh
tomorrow, There's me hand on it0

Mr. Brewster, who had just man-
aged to co.ordinate his views on the
gituyation and was about to express
them with the generous strength
which was ever his custom when deal-
ing with his son-inlaw, checked him-
gelf abruptly., He stared at his old
friend and business enemy, wonder-
ing if he could'have heard aright.

“You'll what?"

“1'll gend the men back tomorrow.
That song was sent to gulde me, Dan!
It was meant! Thirty years ago last
October my dear old mother—"

Mr. Brewster bent forward atten-

tively. His views on Mr. Connelly's

dear old mother had changed. ke

wanted to hear all about her.
“I'was that last note that girl

sang brought it all back to me as if
'twas yesterday——"'

Archie and Luecille lingered over
their coffee. Mr. Blumenthal was
out in the telephone booth, settling
the business end with Wilson Hy-
mack, The musle publisher had
heen unstinted in  his  praise of
“Mother's Knee.” It was surefire,
he saild. The words, started Mr.
Blumenthal, wers gooey enough to
hurt, and the tune reminded him of
avery other song hit he had ever
heard. 'Thers was in Mr. Blumen-
thal's opinlon, nothing to stop the
thing ®elling a million coples.

Archie smoked contentedly.

“Not a bad evening's work, old
thing,” he =mald. “Talk about birds
with one stone!" Hadooked at Lucille
reproachfully. “You don't seem bub-
bling over with joy."

“Oh, I am, precious!" Lucille sighed
“I was only thinking about Biil."

“What about BII?"

“(jone home, 1've just seen har off
in & cab. She'as gona back to Wash-
ington Square to pack. fhe's catching
the ten:o'-clock train home, It was
that song?’ muttered Bill, in a strick-
en volee. “She says she never realized
before she sang it tonight how hollow
New York was. She says she's golng
to give up her career and go back 1o
What the deuces Are you
fingers for?" he broke

her mother.
twiddling your
off Irritably.
“Sorry, old man,
ing
" Caunting?'
“Birds, old thing.
Archie.

I was just count-

-

sald

Counting what?
Only birds,”

l‘( opy '!lht 1!"5 )

DOG SAVES LIFE OF
WOUNDED HERDER

March 14.—That
Claude Douglas, H.”phﬂrﬂnl‘l' of the
Medicine Bow country, is alive today
i« due entirely to the intelligence and
loyalty of hiz sheep dog, Jack.

While tending his flock near Rock
river, Douglas fired at a coyote. In
replacing his six-shooter In the hol-
ster Douglas accidentally discharged
the weapon, the charge breaking his- -
leg. There was no human being with-
in miles, but Douglas, placing his
hope in Jack, pinned a nole 1o the
sheep dog's collar telling of his in-
juries and asking for ald.

The reluctant to leave his
wounded master, was persuaded to
“go tn the ranch house” by the plead-
ings of Douglas, He soon returned
with & party that included a physi.
cian And surgeon. Douglas was
brought to the Ivanson hospital here
and will recover,

Bill Would Let Parents
See Offspring Spanked "

Indianapolis, March 14.—Ringside
seats at school gpanking bees would -
be provided, under a bill introduced

Laramie, Wyo.

dog,
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mustard. Let's have [t." “He mays he'
the manager & Wy ¥
Wilson Hymack cleared his throat, zero-hour when awaliing the first|project himself Into the deep, a bell | your new ’h’n‘e]_"ﬂ‘a!d Mr. Co‘nnol]}f Well, it's awful to think of him|in the Indiana legislature,
played a prelude, :mﬂ‘ began to sing roar of a barrage. He listened me- |boy approached the table where the|*Is that right?” ln!l:':n _.r'" life to that—that steam-| Parents would recelve formal no.
!T:'xr':ew:;:z];th:fh\‘;;?:::.man wandered < r}-gl::miuall;' ]!o GRS M‘!”rt“' l'l{mw-ql;‘r nnd”f.'annnuy hm: “I muppose s0,” sald Mr. Brewster| .op we mustn't look on the jolly tiﬂ:at}lior:] % fth:hp“::mmuoln. p!u’::lﬂ;:t
: f . 3 " umenthal, seated 1emselves, e murmure . J an our o L] Orpora &=
through the glitter of Broadway. “Ahsolutely!” |Imfn little bils. He thinks there's = : something in Mr. Brewster's ear an:d mf’_';"_“’”-" . old dark side. Perhaps—Hullo, Bill,|ment, if the measure :gopa.ne.d In
2 P “Phen share 'em! sald T.ucille,|Nothing. that lowers the tone of "a The music-publisher was talking o Ao Then I'm doing you a kindness,” | ;14 tont We w -5 . :
His money he had squandered, For a s i : > 2 R place more. He'll bite you in three|With some vehemence on the subject the proprietor of the Cosmopolls rose | gajd Mr. Connolly, “in not letting it old top! 'We were just talking about{the event they Wwess unable te he
meal he couldn’t pay." “Biil's in love again,” 4 i e, € bite you i : Pene ““land followed ut o i g i you." r 3 “rod" lied to
Archie blinked. places when you suggest it o him.”|of labor. A recent printers’ strike| i, o o ol L i L g1 0e DA “Were you?" sald Bill Brewster, in :;::?:n;trr:p;n; ::: ﬂ::dd'\'::p:et by
“Tough Tuek!” murmured Archle,| “Buf, T say! Tsn't this rather—| '‘Ah! But has it escaped your no: :'}::d!, M"H!L Geiyily: 1800 BEL: XHWmen: Lucille PE-IRH'II\', :'J‘:;\rhor'! been called !t:‘::l:]::::y,rf:-::1 i n“,};f:t:a - ‘h: & dhplrit*‘;d volce the tfﬂf‘hl" punishment would be de-
"h o , ’ r r HYS 3 T al's soul. 5 “» ’ o =g 0 ne room, iere came . . : -
sympathetically. What I mean to say is, the lad’s an|tice, lghting system of my soul, that . g to the telephone. Hurry familiar sound, the preiude of “Moth: I take it that you want congratu-|ferred until such time as they might
The more you glve "em, the more lations, what? ‘attend

“'He thaught ahout the village where
his bovhood ha had =pent,
And vearned for all the simple 3nw|
with which he'd been content.'
“Phe right spirit." sald Archie,
with approval.
“pon’t interrupt!’
“nyh, righto!” Carrle? awy and all

that!"

“He lonked upon the city sn frivolous
and gay:
And, as he heaved a weary plxh thue
whrds hethen did say: *
Tt's a long Way back. to mother's
knee,

abaolute scourge! The Great Lover
what? Al=o ran, Brigham Young, and
all that sort of thing! Why, it's only
a few weeks ago that he was moaTy
ing brokenly about. that female who
gubsequently hooked onto old Reggle
van Tuyl." :
“She's a little hetter than that girl,
thank gnodness! All the same, I don’t

think father will approve.”
“Of what caliber is the latest ex-
hibit 2" ’

“Aliddle-west overlald with Wash-
ington Square.’”

“Once  again!" requested Archle,
‘puzaled. ~
“Well, T mean she eomes from the

Middle-west and seems to be trying

mnother's knee,

mother's knee,

mother's knee,

It's a ilomg way: hack to mother's
knee.

Where I used to stand and prattie
With my Teddybear and rattle.
Oh, those childhood days In Ten:

NuESee,
They sure look good to me!
Tt's along, long way, but I'm gonnn
gtart today!
I'm going back,
Believe me, oh!
I'm going back
(L want to° gal)
I'm golng—back—hack
To the dear old shack where 1 used
to he,
I'm going back to mother's knee.”

on the 7103

Wilson Hymack's voice cracked on
the final high note, which was of an

altitude beyond his powers. He turned

“It has many of the earmarks of a
sound egg.”! admitted Archie,

“It wants a woman to sing it Al
woman who could reach out for that
Jast high note and teach it to take n
joke, The whole refrain i= working up
to that.,  You need Tetrazzinl or some
one who woulld just plék that note off
the roof and hald it till the Janitor
came round to lock up the building
for the night.”

“1 must buy a copy for my wife.
“Where can_I get it?"

“Yoiu can't get it! Tt fsn't pub-
lished. L Writing music's the darndest
job! You write the blggest thing in
years, and you go round trylng to
get some one to sing it, and.they pay
you're a genius and then shove the
gong away in a drawer and forget
about 4"

Archia lghted another cigarette,

“I'm a Jolly old child in these mat.
ters, old lad,” he sald, “but why don’t
you take it direct to a publisher? As
a matter of fact, {f it would ba any
use fo”¥ou, I was foregathering with
a musie-publisher only the other day
~a hird hy the name of Blumenthal,
W hy not let me tool vou round to the
offies tomorrow and play It te him?"

“No, thanks. Much obliged; but
I'm not going to play that melody in
any publisher's office with hig hired
gang of Tin Pan Allen composers lis
tening at the keyhole and taking
notes. 1'll have to wait till T can find
somebody to sing It. Well 1 must
be golng along. Glad to have seen
you again. Sooner or later, 1'll take
you to hear that high note sung by
some one in a way that'll make your
apine tie itself In knots round the
bock of yvour neck.”

Iardly had the door closed behind
the composer when it opeéned again
to admit Lucllle.

“Hullo, light of my soul!" mald
Archie, rising and embracing his wife.
*Where have you been all the after-
noon?"

“I'va heen having tea with a girl
down In Greenwich Village, T couldn’t
fazet awny hefore, Who wax that who
went out just as 1 came along the
passage?”

“Chupple of the name of Hymack.
I met him in Franee. A eomposer and
what-not."”

“Wa seem to have been moving In

to Archie. i
|

appealing to him

to be twice as hohemian as the
rest of the girls down in Greenwich
Village. She wears her halr bobbed
and goes about in a kimono.”

“I pan't understand why it is' that
Bill goea out of his way to plck these
horrore. And the worst of it s that
one always feels one's got to do one’s
best to =see him through.”

“Absrlutely! One doesn’'t want to
throw a spanner into the works of
Love's young dream. Tt behooves nus
to rally round. Have you heard this
eirl sing?"

“Yes. She sang this afternoon.”

“What sort of a volce has she got?”

“Well, it's—loud.”

“(ould she pick a high nota off the
roof and hold it till the janitor came
round to lock up the building for the
night?"
“What
“Answer me this,

on earth do yvou mean?”
woman, frankly:

Haow {& her high note? Pretty lofty?”
“Why, yes"
“Then lm no more," sald Archle.

As Archie approached his sulte on
the following mofning he heard,
through the cloged door, the drone of
a gruff male volee, and, going im; dis-
covered Lucille in the company of his
bhrother - in - law, Lucille, Archie
thought, looked a trifle fatigued. B,
on the other hand, was in great shape
and Archie had me difficulty In gath-
ering that he hadl been lecturing on
the subject of his latest enslaver,

“I'm so glad you've carhe/ sald
Lucille., *“BHl is télling me all about
Spectatia.” i

“Who!"

“Spectatia. The girl,, you know.
Her name I8 Spectatia  THusklsson.”

“It ean't be!" sald Archie Incredu-
lously.

“Why not?" growled BRI

“Well, how could 117" sald Archle,
ax a reamonable
man.

“What's wrong with {t?" demanded
the |ncensed Rill “It's a darned
sight better name than Archibald
Moffam."

“on’t fight,
tervened T.aeille firmiy,

vou twa children!™ 1!'1:
“It'm a good

old middle west name, Besides, Rill
calls her “Tootles,

“Ypantles,'” earrected BN austerely.

“Oh, ves, 'Pootles,' He calls her
‘Pootles.' ™

“Young hlond! Young hlaod!”

sighed Archie.

“1 wish you wouldn't talk as if
vou were my grandfather.”

“You wouldn't speak in that harsh
tone of volee if you knew all. Wil
liam, 1T have a scheme!”

YWell 2"
“Do you
arechestra  In

stales?"

"1 know

of the
dewn-

know the leader
the restaurant
there s a leader of the
orchestra, What about him?"
YA sound fellow, Gireat pal of
mine. ['ve forgotten his name——-~"~
“Call him '"Pootles,” " suggested Lu.

abllle.
Desiat!" sald Arr."ln!n. an a word
less growl proceeded from his strick-
en  bhrother-inlaw, “Temper  your
hilarity with & modiciin of reserve,
This glr]l!lh frivolity is unseomly,
Well, I'm golng 1o have a cheat with
this chapple and fix it all up.”
“Fix what up?”

artistio eircles thls afternoon. 'rl_;e

the dear old dad Js not at present in
residence?” He -went off to fish: at
L.ake What's-its-name this morning:.”

“But he'll be furious when he finds
out."”

“But will he find  out?
will he?” !

“Of course he will.”

I ask you,

“He won't,” said Archle confident-
1y This wheeze s for one night
enly, Ry the time the jolly old gov-

ernor returns, bhitten to the bhone by
mosdqiitoes, with one small stuffed
trout In his suitcase, everything will
ba over and all quiet once more along
the Potomac. The scheme is this:
My ‘chapple wants his songs heard by
a publisher, Your girl wants her
volee heard by one of the bhlighters
who get up concerts and all that sort
of thing. No doubt you know such a
bird vou could invite to the hotel for
a bit of dinner?’

“I know (nr]l Steinberg. A= a mat.
ter of fact, | was thinking of writing
him abeut Spectatia.”

N

h > it -
e —

“ONN

they want!" he cdmplalned. “There's
no pleasing 'em! It isn't only in my
business. There's your father, Mrs,
Moffam!"

“GGood heaverl’s! Where?" sald Ar-
chle, staring.

“I say, take your father's case, He's
dolng all he knows to get this new
hotel of his finished, and what hap-
pens? A man getg fired for loafing
on his job, and Connolly calls a strike.

The nearer Archie got to Mr.

Connolly the less did
look=s of him,

labor leader

alus
the
tance, the
formidable aspect.
looked even more univiting.

“Hullo-ullo-ulln!" sald

“Who the devil,”

had

[ nolly, “art Pou?”
“My name's ‘Archibald Moffam.”
“That's not my fault.,”
“I'm jolly old

“I'm so glad you've come,” maid Lucille,

Even at a
Seen colse to,

Archie,
Inquireq Mr.

Brewster's son-in.

er's Knee.""
“"So you've started a cabaret, Dan?
sald Mr, in a satisfled volee.
““Cabaret!” . Mr. Brewster jumped.
He stared unbellevahly at the white.
|robed figure which
|the orchestra dais,
trated his gaze on Archle.

Connolly,

admire his father-in-law’s ponatrn;inn
and Intuition,

“Well, am a matier of fact, it was
ke this—""
“Say, cut 1t out!” said Mr. Connolly.

'T want to listen.”

Miss Huskisson was tall and hlond,
and econstructed on substantial lines.
She was a girl whose appearance sug-
gested the old homestead and friea
pancakes and pop coming home to
dinner after the morning's plowing.
Even her bobbed halr did not alto-
gether destroy this impressjon. She
attacked the verse of the mong with
something of the vigor and breadth
of treatment with which,
dave, she had reasoned with refrac tory |
Whether wanted to or
heard every word.

In the momentary Ilull hetween
verse and refrain, Archie could hear
| the deep hreathing of Mr

Involuntarily,
once more, and as he did mo
Mr.

mitles
not, you

you

him
caught slght of
pased

Mr.

Connolly
in astonishment.

a subtle change, Hix face still looked
| s though hewn from the living rock
1T‘I1l intn hi= eves had erept an ex
almast have heen called sentimental
Incredible as it seemed to Archie. Mr
Connolly's eyes were dreamy. There
was even In them a suggestian of un-
shed And when, with a vast
culmination of sound, Miss Huskiason
reached the high note at the end of
the refraln and, after holding It as
some storming party, spent but vic
torious, holds the summit of a hard
won, redoubt, broke off suddenly, in
the stillness which followed there pro
cesded from Mr. Connolly a deep sigh.

Mies Tluskisson began the second
verse. And Mr, Brewster, seeming to
recover from some Kind of trance,
leaped to his feet,

tears,

“K]it down,” sald Mr. Connolly, In a
broken voleq. “Sit down, Dan."
“He went back to his mother on

the train that very day.
other who

had just mounted
and then concen-

“1s this ona of your fool tricka?
Even in this tense moment, Archle
found time, almost unconsclously, to

ADVERTISEMENT,

ANLAC is a great mnatural
builder. It revitalizes the
blood, stimulates the digestive or-

gans, rejuvenates the liver and peps
vou up all over.

From the four corners of the
earth we gather the roots, barks
and*herbs that go into Tanlac. We
compound them after the famous
Tanlac formula that has brought
health to millions.

Our files are crammed with testi-
monials from men and women in

in other |

Brewster |ture;
he turned to gaze .uam! your body has run down to skin

" m! ivour druggist

iright away.
Connolly was an altered n‘-‘lﬂ|

you'll

svery walk of life, who state grate-
(fully that Tanlac has brought them
iback to vigorous strength.

If yvou suffer from indigestion,

f!“” of appetite, can't sleep or rest;
i"f rheumatism is making life a tor-

if your liver is out of sorts

.land bones, get a bottle of Tanlae at
‘s and start taking it

You'll be amazed to note the im-

His whola personality had undergone [provement that comes at once. For

‘he first time in months you'll feel
ike eating some good solid food.

1You'll wake up in the morning rest-
| pression which, in another man, might |4 and refreshed, ready for a good

{ay’s work. First thing you know
have some color in your
sheeks and the sparkle of health

|back in your eyes.

ADYERTISEMENT.

Build your Body
back to Health

Baptist Minister Praises
TANLAC

“1 had suffered from stomach
trouble and nerve troubles for
over 30 years until 1 could hardly
summon the strength necessary to
prepare my sermons. Siz wecks
after aking Tanlac 1 had a brand
new ocutlook on life. l had a fine

' dm.u-“' cecem. Tanlc has
new L

Rev. B. E. Bell
207 Elm Sereet
San Antonio, Texas

uit taking Tanlac. Be-
if vou want to build vour
body back to health and vigor.

Lun t put
gin now

TAKE TANLAC VEGETABLE PILLS FOR CONSTIPATION

TANLAC

FOR YOUR HEALTH - ,

.\Il\ ERTISEMENT.

TADVERTISEMENT,

HARMLESS LAXATIVE
. All Children Love Its

Pleasant Taste

He knew there was no
“You're abeoluiely: sure that i herjAnd the bullding-operations are held |law."™ \ | ) ZAN
) I could make him bright and ga
name?" said Archie, his voicegstill up till the thing's settled- It isn't Glad tn meet vou," He kissed her on the forehead and
tinged with Ineredulity. “Oh, well, T|right!" “filad to meet you,” sald he whispered, ‘I'va come home.’
suppose she told you #0. herself, .and “It's a great shame" ngreed L | handeomely, He told her he was never going any I
no doubt she knows best, That Wit|ellle. “Well, goodhy,” sald Mr, Connolly. more ta roam |
be toppingl Raps in your pal, and . |-FHI| man Connolly's a tough guy. “hY And onward through the 'hl';"[‘\|
hold him down at the table till the You'd think, being a personal friend “Run nlong and sell your papers.| vears., (ill he grew old and gray,|
Linish. Lucille. the hesutiful vision of vinir father, he would Your father-indaw and 1 have He never once r<-:---r'ml thase hrave
on the skyiine yonder, and I will be “1 didn’'t know they were friends.’ |vate business to dleyss< | words he once did may
at another tahle enteriaining Mhxie Reen friends for years. But a lot “Oih, but I'm in on this binge, | 1t's m long way back to mother's
Bilumenthal.” . of difference that makes, Out come |y, I'm going to bhe the manager| knee
“Who on earth (s Maxie Rlumen- 'il!r! men just the same. It i!'- nt rlght! o the new hotel
thal?" asked Lucille. wana saving It wasnt right repent Ve ? el g PR, J _
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