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China’s Greatest Mystic |
' SMITH wd HALEY | JOHN F-CLARKE
Comsdy Singing and Piano Conelin. -

STEVENS AND EVANS - LLOYD
FALKE IND 0

Movicg and Housecleaning Worries Kilied While You Wait
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'The Celebrated George Beban

who Ipless on that

t in aling for help while that ugly-looking
way th Ww tmwumml‘duvu‘hu‘-"
e i Smcaltd sty e Mir biood, and wea Sumging
the lather and a)and yelping like a mad beast, almost
dangeroug one for} 2y-t0 ‘got his-teeth into her sweet
t&o patient. At .l:'-: . ; :

e e i

. . gently, but firmly: “Looke-here, sir,

“Uncomfortable!” The white vest I can't possibly shave you unless you

front heaved indignantly, “Are you hold up your head.” To which the

not of age, in good health or physi- response was made with drowsy in-

cally 'fit?” difference: “Well, thin, cut my hair.”

“Yes—sound as a drum. Just 22, no i 4

dependents.” The young man was still A story is told by W. W. Jacobs,

cheerful. The inevitable ‘group p_gath- the humorous writer, of an oid ‘man

&red about them, » who, loitering outside a butcher's
shop, was called in p—

"Afternioon 2.30-—E vening 7.18, 900
THE liﬂ:ﬂo TRIO 5
| Three. Girly in Variety Offering of
Singing, Dlgelu and Costume
¥ nges.
< FLYING ‘GEER
Sensationali Aerial Trwn Acts,
CONNOR AND FISKE
(Man and Girl, Comedy, Singing
~.and Chatter.
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There's alj
in the mud and

turned to fight ber. \

And the mext instant Jimmy

ot his second wind; and he

up, with an awful courage in

tle heart! Jimmy had no more

He felt as it he comld fight e
dog born fn the Southland! You see
the courage of pretty Miss Coon, hai
but courage aleo into Jimmy Codn. |
‘Aud, Jimmy jumped at the throat of

the mongrel, and nvomm snch a ter-
Today and all Next Week

L YR IC Two Shows Daily, 2.30-8.30 °

<
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~ CARTER AND COONEY
‘Comedy, Singing, Dialogue
Dancing.
FIVE REEL PHOTO.PLAY
Fannle Ward in “INNOCENT”
from sensational and suc-
cessful stage play. J

Jimmy saw the little tears dripping
[down “her pretty cheeks, and falling
on her beautitul fur coat.

Afid Jimmy ' Coon felt & great cour-
Age suddenly come into his litile trem:
, {bling heart. And he said to himseif,
“My mother told me never to be ‘a
coward; and that I must always' be|,
ready  to fight, to save a life. AML
Tll fight that ugly mongrel, if it
costs -my life!” . And Jimmy Coor
pitched into that nx )

and

“Disgusting! Have you no patriot-
lsm—no love of country? What is by the proprietor,
your reason 'for mnot being in the saying, “Henry, I
army? Confess, coward!” want you."- “What

“I can't be,” ‘sald the cheerful youth.  do you want?" in-
‘I'm in the navy. Eighteen hours’ quired the old man.’|
leave and special permission to wear “'Why,” replied the:
‘clvies.! ” “I'll give
you a shilling {f you | <= <
wil] kill all thé flles in my shop.”
“Certainly,” exclaimed the old man,

EDDIE POLO TODAY
" In Chapter No. 11.

o

When William Brace, M. P., visited
Flanders some time

ago he was con-
ducted through the
trenches occupied
by the First Mon-
mouthshire territor
fals.

“Well, my lad, do!
you know me?” he!
inquired of one of
the soldiers.

“No, sir,”

was the astonishing re-

“but give me the shilling first.”

Delighted, the butcher, with visions
of a fly-ridden establishment, handed
over the coin. Then the' old man
asked for a good thick stick a yard
long. This, too, was provided. G¥n;
to the door, the old fellow grippe
the stick firmly and, with a look of
flerce determination on his face, said,
“Now, then, turn 'em out one at o
time, and I'll kill the lot.”

ALL WANTED.

Ma—Tommy, at the party when
sked if you'll have something, you
uust say: “Yes, thank you;” and if
‘ou don’t want it, you"—

The Kid—Don't worry, ma; I don't
xpect to refuse anything.

—— e

BETTER YET,

She—You had no business to kiss
ne!

He—But, hang it all, it wasn't busi-
\ess—it was pleasure.

S
The Major—What makes you so
sure that old mul
“%;, w;fk? ® can stand.another
e uleteer—'Ca: ays
has, sir. 4e ‘Be alw

; Ulvlggz—rom Y
i & The second-last chapter
s a corker
“THE HIDDEN HAND”’
8 ational Incl s !
Daring Scenes !

A MERRY WHIRL OF FUN!

CHARLIE CHAPLIN
“THE VAGABOND”
COMING SOON

THE P&lw'g;". FOLLY i

Love's Barricade.

Love laughs at locksmiths,
8o they say,

But draft boards caise
It much dismay.

When by the draft
Are lovers hit,

Though love may laugh
It must submit,

rible ‘fury! He péunped upon ‘that
mongrel, as he had once pounced up-
on Mr. Black Snake, where he had
Won a great baitle, ., |

But“this' ugly mongrel was an aW-
ful fighter! He was. used to fighting
Coons; ‘and Jimmy Coon nearly Ipst
his 1ifé. The mongrel got Jimmy Goon
down; and was trying to cut-his throat
with his Awful big and sharp teeth.

Howard McKent Barnes' Spoken Drama

Her Unborn Child

Not a Moving Picture.
PRICES=-50 and 75c. Nights. 25 and 50c. Mats.

And it certainly looked as if Jimmy

“JULES OF THE
STRONG HEART”

“THE BULL’S EYE”

Our Speedy Serial.

A Sweet Story of Canada
Stt The Cute Wee Baby Herolne

The Funny Canuck Woodsman
A Story With a Human Punch

The Balsam-Laden Forests

Vitagraph Farce

“Guns and Greasers’

With Lorry Semon and
His Riot'Sq\!ad.‘{ _

Coon’s last hour had come! Jimmy
had been torn in several places; and
the gashes were bleeding.

And when little Miss Coon saw poor
Jimmy Coon on his back; and also
saw the mongrel trying to_cut Jimmy’'s
throat with his terrible teeth, little

Miss Coon gave an awful scream; and

DAILY MATINEES FOR LADIES ONLY.
©The NICKEL@

iy vem's “A MAN AND HIS MATE”

“Lost Express”—Chapter Ten—The Secret of the Mine,

Kathleen Furlong-Schmidt
In Songs You'll Like.

New Singer Saturday,

Nan Hopestill of Katinka Co

MON.

Acs, “JANE EYRE”

Under Name of
“Woman and Wife.”

CAT TALES,

WHATS - WORSEN
A GIRAFFE \iTH |

YEP: Do Yo
GWE (Twp?

RIDDLE
1S5 478

5}

I TA CENTI\PEDE
MITH CORNS'

SA&Y YOUNG FELLER
IF Y'DONT SToP
PESTERIN' ANGELICA
TH' NEW MAID, I'™M
GONNA SEE THAT
SHE GETS TH'

MY DEAR UNK, T
JUST WANTA Go
N TH' KITOHEN A
TUNUTE T'GET A
GLASS O'\YATER:

Sk PUP! HE  AIN'T
BEEN HIMSELF'SINCE
WE GOT THIS
Lookin' MAID!

WAL SON, DiD I SuTTiNLY

Y'GET A Look
aT Your

LADY LOVE ? TOorR LIFE

GOOD

I'M THROUGH
WITH WIMMEN |

DiD!

ToLD MB I
HAD A
RivaL!

Y'Gotra STop
HaNnGIN' AROUND
MY GaL, DyA

HEAR?.

’
WELL, THAT' DOESN'T CHANGE i TH
TH’ ANSWER. NONE, STUPID.

WE'RE LATE If

WELL, WE'RE
NOT MUCH
Too LATE |

MARRIED You WERE

WE WERE

ENOUGH

NES - BUT 1
WASN'T LAT

DICKY DIPPY'S DIARY.
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| WEDNES DAY
HE WAS CRYING.

&

MET. JIMMY JONES

ASKED,

; “MY PAW WAS HAMMERING TACK
AN’ HE MIT NS FINGERS WITH

% WHAT?S THE MATTER?? T

THE: HAMMER.,

“THATS NOTHING TO CRY
TO LAUGH !

, 2

ABOUT ? SAID I.* YOU OuGHT

“1 DID LAUG

—By SINNOTT.
H .”
AROWwhu




