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O 1 OU ses one of the big central
: slations like Maine or North is J
b the world—and it's all on the

switchboard—geod and bad,
and death notices, winners and losers—

¢ all going on at once.

“And the 'phone girl is a sort of Fate s I,

v whe seds thot the right people get each , ;?\.\ K’
other~ihough she could often save a lot RO 1/

_of trouble if she mived in. S

love storics

“Ob, I tell you if's hard not to inder-
fere, sometimes, when you have the whoie
world wunder your two hands."”

ke o '-{'m “The w’”‘.h ﬂ J<EM >

4\ s 3 -‘-——-—— s d
II'OI.I 2 mmmu. pulling H ’__..»- o
out one plug, putting in aa- - y st 3 .

other, answerlng our “Hellos,"”
finging back a frequent “Busy,” sits
Fate.

Bhe bears no resemblnce to the
beautiful, classle sisters of the
distaft andl sclssors, the three fates
whom the anclents believed preside
onr buman affalrs. This one may

gum: She may cling to the
mom. old-tashloned pompadour,
or the lideous “rats” She may
mtk in surly fashlon, even through
mose.  But ghe I8 destiny Incar-

nate. Ehe may have the declding
yate In many huwan affalrs If she
Int she may change the our-
rent of humay existence by simply

awllnhtu the eleciric current In an-

OGRC

mﬂu girl may seem a
figure 1o the short
ut umml hor fingers may
be twined the sirands of oyr future,
Like & Judge upon the bench, she
sits and ponders about our fate and
passes soplence. . The senience de-
r.n m whelher sho dealdes upon
mm fﬁ..‘mm Wuhu
r
came to the office punctually to take
m ol lhe night shift in the maln
hung up her hat apd
ihlht lulﬂ up her hair befors the
mirror and smiled “Good
r' at the girl on the day shiit.
suswered a call for a youug man
who wanted to take a girl to & mov-
ing pleture shaw, 8he permitted a
wife to confide 1o her husband

the baby had u toolh
he beard a peoliticlan Invite an-
other 0 & meellng of & fow of the
boys just 1o talk thlags over. An
angry housewife gave the groger a
protracted plece of her mind becauso
he bad fopgoiten her opder for
brown sugar. All of these Misx
Webster heard., but did not con-
sclously hear. Mer fingers pulled out
the pluge and pushed them in again.
Bhe sald “Hello" and “Busy” wheh
necessary, and her eyes looked he-
yand the gwitehboard. ller Lhoughts
travelled forther. Suddenly she sal
yory stralghi, and her cheeks weut
as white as lhn plastered wall of the

"Hcm 'ﬂlll is the office of the
Chief of Pollce of Chloage, We've
Got & line on Your man.'

*On which man? You don't mean
Deo Webster ™

“Be carelul aboul names. Tele-
phone lnes leak, Yex, MHe's ex-
rehd at the Paolyelinic Hospiial at

this morning. Can you take the
next traln™

“{ oan got the trale, but 1'll have
to got the papers flest.”

'ﬂ.l the help of the Btate's Attor.

nel open shop at night for
lll]‘lhm (3] tapt."

TAN Yieht, Gt

"'tll. tlella. Sherimt ™

“ittlu Ilrlu the papers from the
Gmnu'l office, too, They may be
We mustn't let the fellow
E‘h us the allp through sowne tech-

__x.." (.licf It 1 ean get him
and lghtnlng! Of course

¥ gt him to the offce. Use
Don't fail to get the

&

The Stage
Has Awakened
to the power of

the Telephone
Girl. This Scene—
the Last in "“The
Woman''—Is eclipsed

by Real Life Perform-
ances Told Here

traln. Waut you to assiat In the
identifoation. Goodby,”

“Ouodby .~ .

The slim, black Mgure at the

switchboard swayed. Her trembling
bunds fell (0 ber lap and wshook
there as lesves are lossed In & hol
low by a wind. Rills Websier was
but nlastesn. Every one sald she
“looked young for her age” Now,
with drawn white Tace, she looked
ten yeurs older,
“Baz'" rasped the board

“Baxa! Bax!™ Like angry bees
aswarn
‘Beza! Hena! Ba! Be! Be! 1L wan

the profanity peculiar ta the tele
phutie. The glrl's eyes were hig and
black und wild, She preised her
shaking bands to her temples, What
should she do? What should any
ong do in any Instance put her duty?
She lifted her bands to the plug,
“Thal yeu, Bheriff? Pardoy me.
You wani, whal? The Coroner's
oflee?"  Her shaking hand was sus

pended. It soized the plug

“Yoa, The Coreur’s office af
home. Yes There, Mr. Bheriff.”
She sank back In her chair and
clasped the bands that were so
triniblesome

"0, God!™ she breathed, 0, God ™

HRa!" challenged the board agaln,
“"Has!"

“Yea; who Is it?
Yes; Walt & minute.”

Agaln the shaking hands refused
their office. Alter all he was her
hrother, Maybe hé was Inoocent
Blood was thioker than water, had a
sironger clnlm greater than Justice,
Should sbe warn him? She knew
the telephone number of his board-
ing houss in Chicagoe. A few words
from her and he could have five
hours' start of his pursuers

“Baa! Buz!” The telephone was
showing the anger and Impatience of
the parson at the end of the line,

Rilia Websior pald uo attention,
Bhe reached for nnother plug.  She
shifted 4. Her volce came almost
in 8 whisper,

“That you, Chlcugo?
don't, A mistake Pardon me™

“Bes!" shrieked the switchboard,

“Yes, Mr. Sheriff. Yes, I ¢an got
you the Staie's Attorney. He tele
phoned from his club a litle white
Ago."”

Templation agaln threw s hlack
shadow across her path, shutting ont
the light of duty. Bhe could fail 1o
lncate the State's Attorney I
wokld be mn enss

The Sherin?

Getl me—uno,

WMerica <E&M .y Fal MR

o MNegerved

TRAGEDIES

OF THE

“Brg!"

“Yes. The Country Club? Yes.
Is the State's Attorney there? Pleass
#ot him to the phone at once. The—
the Sheriff——

“No, nothing at all,
A wlight eold, perhaps. Can you get
him to the telephone? Yes, Mr.
sh Pllﬂ—l[ley ve sent for hlm There
e In)

The work wns admirably done.
T'he Sherlff got his papers, made his
{ruin, met the plain clothes mean from
[lie Pollee Department, eaptured Dr.
Webster, helped to put him through
the third degree and wring from him
ufter five hours the confession of
how _he killed his wife to avoid a
charge of bigamy,

in the excitement that fellowed ln
bollh eities the fact that Rilla Web

thank you—
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Miss Rilla Wehster, the T
Whe Let the Wires
Her Brother.

Dvr..
Waebstier,

e

“Temptation
threw its black
shadow across her
path, shutting owi -
the light of duty.
She could fail to
locate the State's
attorney. It would
be so easy. After
all, he was her
brother. Maybe
he was innocent.
Should she warn
him 7"

ster, telephone operalor, Wwas found
in & swoon beside ibe switchboard
almost escaped motica BSo did the
fact that Rilla Webster was thz
murderer's sister.

Miss Webster was 11l for two weeks
aftey her brother's arrest, From her
siok bed she told why she had per-
formed a deed as heroleally unselfish
as that of tha Roman Judge Brutus,
who sentenced his own son to death

Stories of the Operators

for disobedlence to the
Home

“Yes, It was & tervibie experlonce,”
she sald. I would rather have died
than gone through [t. 1 wonder that
1 did not dle or go grazy while 1 sa.
at the board listening to the men
who could hang my brother.”

“But you could have saved him.”

“Yes, I could have ‘lippwl him off
at hiz boarding house, [ knew the
number. 1 even called Chicago. But
when 1 got Chicage I just couldn't
Do you know what saved me, kept
me steady, made me do my duty? It
was just like a volee whispering over
my shoulder, a text I learned atl
Sunday school, '‘Thou God seest
me.! [ konew that If no one clse
knew It He knew. 1 am glad. For
1 4ild my duty.”

Lens Blookley played the role of
Fate splendidly at Austin, Pa.
Harry Davis, the engioeer, enlled
her:

“The dam is breaking. For God's
suke wurn as maony as you can”

laws of

So swift is the mysterious
power of electricity that the mes-
sage had five minutes the glart
of the great, green, crushing
wive moving A8 & great over-
whelming wall from the river
upon the town. One second
Lean Bluckley stapped to think

Then ahe turned from her
switchboard There was not
thme to give waralpg by
telephone,

She dashed down the stairs
into the wsireet, wildly swinging
her hat and soreaming: “The
dam has broken! Run to the hills!
Follow me!"”

A few lookod soupldly at her, Lhen
tnrned Inte a store to make a pur-
chase for the evening meal they
vould never eatl.

The green marching wall broke
aguinst the store, 1t rushed over It,
crushing 1t Inte rains.  “The dam
bas bdroken! Run (o the hilis! Fei-

Who Sit Like Fate at the Switchboard
—The Telephone Girl Who
Heard the Wires Hunt Down Her
Brother As a Murderer!

Girl Who Beat a Racing Flood!

A Telephone

low me!" screamed the hello giri,
a Paul Revere afool.

Mauy  heard, and
lowod
“The dam Is broken!” she shrieked,
leading on her flyilng battalion up
the hill of gafely on North Main
sireet

When she had reached the top of
the hill she turned to look back
“From where | stood,” she sald, “the
wuter seemed fifty feet high. There
was a big cloud of while spray above
it. Houses were tossing about In it}
The nolse was llke thunder.”

All of the group that reached the
top of the hill owe their lives to
Lena Binckley—Fate at the switch.
boad.

She had po thought of reward—
but her employers, the telephone
company, have announced that
Lens Binckley will hereafter get
double pay—and may hold her job
for life, If she wishes.

In & Western clty a telephone girl
sitting in a telephone room gquiet al

hkearilng, fol-

(9
|® { Pl
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e Mlul..om Binckley
the Telephone
Operator Who

Warned the Town
of the Austin Flocd
in Time to Save
Many Lives.

that
volees,
room.
“1'n kN  you!™
thick with auger.
“You dare noi
Coward!" The
fuished the sentence
scream, a fall

The telephone operptor thrust a
plug in and called: "The police sta
tion, Hurry, please. 1a thia the po
Hee station? Please seod & man (o
No, 2067 Russell streut. A man i«
Ellling a woran there. Cortalnly |
kuow. They had left the recelver off
the hook. It waus a ‘ilve line'" s

The police caunght the man as he
was slinking out of the door carry-
ing & dress sull case. his bat pulled
low apdl bis coat collir turned up
He has expiated his erimme bocauae
a telephone girl, plaving fate, broks
the rules and Interfered.

midnight hour heard harsh

She stared about the empty
shouted a voloe
louch me, you

WOIBAD  Dayer
There was a
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