. -

Tie OMAHA SUNDAY BEE MAGAZINE PAGE

e e e e

“Ancestry“—ah, non, novalr, jamals do
volre vie! A misfortune most bhorrible has
beofallen the noble ancesiress of Mile. Mis
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ENTER REAL MA!
EXIT HIRED MA

AND IT JUST SERVED,

Mlle MistinQuette Se=rs
RIGHT ! o 4
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to Paris to be & gamin on the stage and maka the for
tune and the grand reputation, she leave no address for
Mere Bergorolles, who weep a little—but have mot so
wuch 1o wash any more

nothing to eat but consomme jardiniere, and the pot sy
feu on Sunday o the rich. the famous Parls actress
come 1o the poor Countess and say 10 her:

“Is 1t that you will come to Parls and live with me,
e my metber—wy noble ancesiress!'™

—-—-—“-_-_*Q‘I\—--n—\_-—o----—— -~

Great Britain Rights Reserved

——

“ Tinette, Ma Petite Albertine!” Shricks the Wash Lady. * ® * They All Fall in o Faim!”

How the Careless Moving Pictures Stripped One of
the Cleverest French Actresses of All Her “Ancestors”
and Made the Boulevards Laugh for Three Days.

“On, ma belle Alle!™ exainim the poor Countess, falling
futo the arma of the rich and beantiful Mistinguette,

“Tres bien. Make ready the portraits of my ancestors,”
say Mistinguette, “Immediately we go home to Parls
and have made the ecreat for the clgaretie, tha papler de
lottre and the door of the carriage. When all i madas
ready |- give o petit souper for the honor of my mother
®o long loat.”

“Mals sttandes” Mistinguatie say to her nobla mothar,
It fa that you shall be moast careful to keep the secret
between us.”

“Certalnemont,” rosponds the enravished Countess.
And, belng & Indy of education, she quote from Machia-
velll:

“Moito solitario e segreto.® Which is to say, do it
alons and keop It to yoursell,

Enfin. Behold everything accomplish according to ths
programme of Mistinguette., All Paris know that her
career 1s now complete, for have she not a poble snces
tress and a crest for her clgarette?

Never before such succesy for La Mistinguetts, to
whom shall descend the title of Comtesse da Tournalles.
On her knees come the clnema (o make of her one
grand clnematographique-—~what you call the *moviea™
Mistinguette play only Iin Parls, but the Mistinguette
clnematographigue go everywhere, All France ses him.

Now come the finish of the contretemps, the fintsh
most horrible. In. the small village of Moulins, Mere
Bergerolles do her wash-lady work quickly one day and
g0 to the "movies” &he sce her Little Albertine just
the same as life, and fall back kicking with her respect-
able feet in' the alr, exclalming with terrific shrieks:

“Ma petite "Tinette’—my little, lost Albertine!™

And she shriek and she kick so joud the manager
oome and take her to the bureau de theatre—the office—
and say Lo ber, with the vinegaretts at her nose to make
hor quist:

“But, maddme, X I» not poedible. The lady of the
cinsmatographique is the famous Mistingustte, who has
already a noble mother, the Cbmtssse de Tournelles,
Uving with her in Paris”™

“Cochon! Chien!"—plg, dog of a manager—shricks
More Bargerollen. “Observe, I, More Bergoerolles, blan-
chisseuse of Moulins, am the only noble mother of my
daughter. Allez-vous en—va t'en!"

And Mere Bergerolles lock up her washlady estab-
lishment and go quickly to Paris and kick Bercely on
the door of Mistinguette sg that it opén in & mmnner
most hurrfed and admit her, Mistinguotts, whe hear
the kicking, come Lo see what is wrong, with the Com-
tesse at her glbow.

**Tinetts, ma petite Albertine!™ shriek the wash-
fady, and try to throw herself oo the bosom of La Mis-

) tinguelte.

Mistinguetts, 50 sudden fs this apparition, falls halt

\Whhﬂl’dlualhlnt. But she cateh herself and

oay politely:

“A thousand regrets, Msdame, but already T have a
mother—the Comiemse de Tournelles whom you see at
my slde.”

“Comtosse, the mother of my "Tinetta!” exclaim Mare

Bergerolles. And fall on ‘the floor kicking sad
Isughing so-for some thme she cannot spsak.
“Ingrate!™ she say when shw got up.  “T shall go tell
all Paris that the lttle smutty-faced *Tinette Bergarolles,
daughtor of Mere Bergerolles, blanchisseuse of Moulins,
needing an ancestress more than a mother, has bought
& comtssse, Au revoir, Tinetts. Ha, ha! Ok, Ia, Ia, lal*™
Protty soon coms to Mistinguette the manager of the
Varfeties and say to her:

“Alors! (OMa petite, it ia doplorable Lo permit & mothas

And This Is Mlle, Mistinguette’s Une
wanted Real Mother,

to die of starvallon™
“But I' must have an ancestress,” says Mistingueree
with many tears. “1 have found me a mother who caa
be also an ancestress. That is what I want—-what I
have always wanted, Behold! Yhis other woman shall
bave monsy in exchangs for sllemce.”

Money? Slence? It was {or Mere Bergerolles to
iaugh! MNMMMM!.WMWI&M
ngt de sllent. In & woeek all Paris had the story-—and
for another week sll Paris joined with gusto in the
laughter of a blanchisseuse. Enfin. Mere Bergerolies
goes home to Moulins and reopens her wash-lady estab.
lishment, where sbe soon dismisses from her honest
mind the future Comtesss de Tournelles.

Bo, mes amis, it is thus you may figure Lo yourselves
the pain it gives to Mlle. Mistinguette to hear utiered
those words before mentioned here. Bhe has no longer
&0 ancestress, but—es you say in America=-is it neces
sary to “yub it In¥
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