HALF A COAT

By Emily H. Calloway

A COMPL

was raining. Ol
rain, there’s

To begin with, it
course, it does have to
ne denying that. And there
i= nothing so very unigque about the
performance. Desides it is necessary
for corn and grain and all sorts of
uninteresting things.

But when yvou have only one pair ot
shiny shoes, when you've been going
without lunches for days in order to
Yuy a certain fluffy hat, and then,
aiter months of waiting, vou are to

¢on the flyfiy hat to see the biggest |

‘e in New
N
‘ff

‘rical manager York,
rall this happens and it rains
vou'll admit it’s rather serious.

A taxi was as far from Elaine
Follister’s thoughts as a trip to Eu-
ré ™ ould have been. So it was with
- a serious look in her big, brown eves
that she watched the downpour.

“Oh, I'll manage somehow,
rose”’
templation of the small room she
stared with Betty Buddell. “If only
the maline on that hat hat doesn’t
slump before I get to the theatre.”

“It’s the limit, that’s what it is to-
day of all dayvs when it means so
much,” and small
scowled anxiously.

Elaine threw herself on the tumbled
bed. She was a lovely picture, lovely
with vouth, and grace and red-gold
hair, but the look in her great brown
eves was so troubled.

For life to her did not meant teas
and adoration and petting and all
that ought to go with youth and red-
cold hair. It meant privation and
disappointments and a struggle to
exist. For she was a little, unknown
actress from the West. And today
was to be her day of days. She was
ic see the great Robertson, himself.
the greatest manager in the country.

“Well, rain won’'t hurt the coat,
anyway,” went on Betty. “And it
1-akes vou look like a million dollars.
Will vou surely be back with it by
four?” she added. “I hate to bother
vou” dearie, but I've got to have it by
then. My dancing appointment is for
four, and if I'm late—good night!”

“Oh, I'll know the worst long before
that, I'm to see Mr. Robertson at twg,
vcu know.” |

Elaine got up and began brushing =
fur coat, carefully hung from the gas-
iet. “Do you suppose we’ll ever own
two fur coats between us and be able
io go out at the same time?” she
asked.

“Never, old dear,” promptly ans-
wered the small roommate, proceeding
to darn an exceedingly thin silk stock-
ing. “Be thankful to have half a
coat.”

“Yes, we were wise to invest in
tliis when we had the money,” Elain~
wae loosening the thick waves of her
hair until it fitted demurely under the
new hat.

“I can’t even buy a pair of rubbers
ncew.” she added. Then she tnrew
nack her head and laughed—a won-
derful, tinkly, silvery laugh, with a
hint of tears not very far away.

“Is it as bad as that?”
asked anxiously.

“As bad as that,” answered Eiaine.

Then she walked quickly to the
window and gazed out at the arivineg
rain. Down in the street below, a
iimousine was gliding quietly along.
Elaine wondered vaguely if it held a
girl with red-gold hair, a girl who
didn’t have to worry or pinch or work,
a girl who had a father and a brother
to adore her, a girl who could be just
o—girl.

Elaine turned her back to the rain
and the limousine.

“Oh, I hope 1 haven't been a fool,’
she burst out, trying to get in a New
York production. Do you know what
it’'s cost me? Four long months of
horrible,
2]l my savings from three long vears
ol stock. And all I've got to show for
it is this one chance today to see
Lobertson.”

Betty put a warm arm around th-
quivering girl. Well did she under-

I sup-

{he

Betty

really |

she said, and turned to the con-|

roommate

nerve-racking waiting—and |

‘TE NOVELETTE

| shoes,

cLoe shows?” asked Elaine, anxious:y
examining the shiny shoes.

“Not a bit,” but Betty was putting
some powder on the offending patch.
“I'll have my dancing dress all on so
won't have to here till just
Lefore four. I can dash up to the hall
in five minutes. But don't be any
Ic1 ger or I'll lose my job.”

“Don’'t worry. I'll be here, and
[ haven't landed—well, down
my last three dollars.”

Then Elaine, her eves bright with
L.ope, her lips smiling bravely,
on her Great Adventure.
Robertson theatre was
only a few blocks away, for the rain
v still coming down in torrents.
Elaine clutched her umbrella and
lolding the precious coat tightly
around her, proceeded to run. No
need to pinch her cheeks today to gel
the color into them . Her head felt a
liitle dizzy for her lunch had been
painfully light, but she soon forgot it
in the excitement of trying to dodge
tte downpour. The wet soon soakel
through the thin soles of her shiny
but the tops still looked all
right, and the precious hat remained
ctiffly erect. She silently thanked
lheaven that her hair curled in the
rain, so she didn’t have that to thinx
a bout.

The great manager’'s offices were up
2bove the theatre, four flights above
ic be exact. Elaine stopped in the
rrivacy of her first flight to adjus!
Ler hat and put on the carefully
cleaned white gloves. Then, assum-
ing an air of great prosperity and
utter indifference, she proceeded to
climb the remaining three flights. It
was just 10 minutes to two.

At the head of the stairs was a
small waiting room, most efficiently
guarded by a small but mighty office
bo;;.‘ As Elaine-entered the room she
paused ,breathless. Her indifferent
manner vanished. The room was
crowder with girls, packed with girls
—beautiful, radiant girls, stunning
girls—all the prettiest ingenues in
New York seemed to be collected in
that one small room. And Elaine had
thought she was the “only one.”

For a moment she was dazed. Then
a great weariness came over her.
What was the use? What chance haa
«he, with her $3.98 hat, among all
these dreams? Even the fur coat
locked shabby. And the assistant
manager had told her to look her best.

All the chairs were occupied, more
than half the girls were standing.
Llaine found a foot or wall to lean
against and waited. There wasn’t
anyvthing else to do. She recognized
several of the girls—well known
aciresses—waiting patiently to be ad-
nmitted to the great presence, and
Elaine had thought she had a chance.
They had told her to come to let her
down easy. They were always as
kind as business would permit.

At that moment a tall girl entered
the room. To be more exact, she
ede an entrance, pausing just long
errouzh to register to 'the waiting
rcomful the red gold of her hair
against the costly white furriness of
her costume. It was Constance Ray-
mcnd, a well-known leading woman.

“Come right in, Miss Raymond,”
snouted the office bov as he hastened
to open the inner door for her. “Mr.
Rebertson’s expecting vou.”

And Miss Ravmond sailed in.

Gloom descended on the packe:d
room. It meant a wait, a long and
leagthy wait. Elaine thought of her
lreathless race to the theatre, trem
Liing lest she be a moment late.

“I hear Constance Raymond’s goin<¢
t» play the lead,” remarked a dark-
haired girl to the friend with her. “A
wonderful part, they sayv—one of
those poor, forlorn parts that walks
away with the play. They sent for
e fqr th'g society girl, because I'la
euch a good contrast to Constance.
She’ll make it hot if they try to‘pur
anyv light-haired girls in.”

Elaine’s heart dropped.
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stand, with the deep understanding |sciously she raised her hand to her

that comes from knowledge. Like all
the generous children of the stage
she was quick to share either tears
or laughter.

“If any one deserves some luck,”
she whispered, “it’s you, after the
way you've supported your
2na slaved in stock all these years.
And you're such a wonder! Why,
Elaine, you can act all around some
ol these Broadway actresses. If you'd
only get one chance to act before
Robertson.”

“Yes, just one chance!”
voice was tense.

“Now, don’t get all worked up,” was
Betty’s practical advice. “Here,
powder vour nose, while 1 hold the
family ce -'Q;_ |

“Do 1 Ilv 108k all right?” asked
Flaine { ©ally. “You know the part
is a ri~ . .ciety girl. Ii’s the third
part in the play, and the director told
‘me to look particdlarly dressy to see
Rcbertson. He didn’t know I had on
' my very best things then.”

“You 1901( adorable, only be sure to
keep the coat buttoned up. Of course
the dress is pretty sad,

Elaine’s

and not three-quarter length,” and
Fetty buttoned the last button for her.

“Do you think that patch on my | that she had been personally slighted. uuand about this third part.

mothe:|the golden mass had shown.

!

‘opened the door.

cwin hair—even more red and more
¢cld than Constance Raymond’s own
Wkdt chance had she—what chance'’
Then she remembered that the day
she had seen the director she’d worn

a tam-o-shanter, and hardly any o:

Well,

she was going to wait. DBesides, what
c¢lse was there to do?

“You know I played with Constance
1}9]’0re, when she was with Bill Gray-
con,” the brunette was confiding te
her friend. “If she gets this part,
I11 bet Robertson won’'t put up with
anyv of her airs.”

“Oh, heavens,”
known Iingenue,
‘poor working girls’
Lour.”

“This is the life,”
other corner.

Then silence descended
waitingroom.

At 2.45

murmured a well-
“here’'s where us
wait one gool

came from an-

on the

assistant manager
Every one turned

the

expectantly.

“Sorry to keep youn waiting, girls,”
he said cheerfully. “When Mr. Rob-

so thank a ;i-a-rnmn does get to seeing vou it won't

kind Providence that it's a long coat:takp long.”

Then he went back and

ffhut the door.

seemed to feel

The tail, brunette

started |
lv."no had played with her,

to the ofiice boy.
card in he won’i
that,”

She walked over
“If you’'ll take
keep me walting,
announced.
But the
bored .
“Can't
wail

my
I Kknow she

office bov merely looked

“Have
the

it,” he

he's

yvawned.
ter

do
tili ready See
punch.”

And the brunette

At cuarter three Miss
mond came out. cheeks
very bright and she brushed through
The brunette,

did not

waited.
Rav-
werc

past
ier
unseeing.

the crowd

venture to speak.
At half past three the door opened
azain. Again the room turned ex-
pectantly.
“Miss Vinton,”
A dark haired beauty 1n a Paris
vown went in and the door shut.
Elaine, crowded against the wall,
saw her go in—and she saw the Paris
ocown. Then she saw the hem of her
cia blue serge under the protecting
ccat. Oh, it wasn't fair, it wasn'i
just.
cidn't mean she could act.
she thought oif the three long vyvear:
stock. What did it maftter that
could act? This wasn't a contest
it was a contest in clothes.
groaned
belore

itterly

of
she
acting.
“Quarter of four,”
bocy. “And it will be six
et out of here.”
“Quarter of four?”
The coat—the family
Betty must have at four.
cshe do? What could she do? Four
was the very latest, Betty had said,
and she must have it; she couldn’t
rossibly go out without it in her short
dress. 8 meant her “Job”

in
some-
wo

Elaine gasped.
coat—that
What must

dancing
tco.

What she would look like, minus
the precious coat. Elaine didn't ston
iy think. She mustn’'t think. There
was no question, ther must be no
guestion. She had promised to get
the coat back in time. She stepped
cuickly over to the office boy.

“I'm Miss Hollister,” she explained.
“I'll be back in ten minutes, in case
they want me.

Then she fled down the stairs. Sup-
Lose tﬁ\s*y should call her in this par-
ticular ten minutes and she should not
ke there. She would never be able to
cxplain, she probably would never get
& chance to explain. Of course, it was
an awfully slim chance at best, she
1ealized that. And minus the coat, i
was hardly worth while going back
for. Yet wild horses couldn’t hav:2
hept her away.

She reached the little room at last.
Trere sat Betty, waiting patiently.
Flaine dashed in, struggling out of the
coat as she ran. Before Betty rea-
lized she was there she had gone
again. No time now for explanations
Cr argument.

Out into the rain again went Elaino.,

and needless to say she ran most ol
the wayv back. For one thing, it was
warmer. The shabby blue dress was

chilly, to be sure, but at least no one
stopped and looked at her.
Fcaven, she still had her hat.

U'p the four flights she raced. Then,
as unobtrusively as possible, she
lipped into the room.

She prayved that no one would ree-

cgnize her. If no one observed the
nat, she thought she might easily pass
s another girl. Happily all the at-
tention was focused on Miss Vinto,
who was just coming out,

After that the director began calling
riames with great rapidity. Some ¢!
the girls would be sent back afte:
only five minutes in the sacred inner
cflfice. Quietly they would come ont
and go down stairs. Apparently the
gieat manager made up his mind very
rquickly.

“Many are called but darn few are
chosen,” murmered a girl in the cor-
I er.

Then a girl would be called, who
would not come out for 20 minutes,
and despair would descend on the
1o0om. ¥

“She’s got the part,”. K some one
woutld groan. “May as well toddile
aleng home.”

Gradually the room began to thin.
At half past five there were only
four girls left. Elaine sitting in the
darkest corner, was trying to hide her
diess. She had just discovered that
cne elbow had given way.

L.ong ago the color had faded from
her cheeks. She found herself pinch-
in them, mechanically. The lony
wait, together with her light lunch,
were beginning to tell on her. She
felt faint. Then she saw the door
cpen. The assistant manager was
loocking around the room. Elaine
could hardly believe her eyes when
she saw him beckon to her.

Elaine rose. The room seemed to
e swimming around, but somehow
she got across and followed Mr.
leed inside. Her great moment had
arrived.

“L.et me see, the
cistant manager asked.

“Hollister.,” said Elaine faintly.

“Oh, ves,” said Mr. Reer pleasantly
‘Well, I am sorry to have kept you
wuiting so long, but there really i«
rothing for vou. You see, Mr. Rob-
(rtson Lus just about up his
It

name is?” the as-
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called the office boy. |

Just because a girl had clothes |

| the
| lcesened it siill more.

Think |
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And the assist-

smiled benignly.
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Take off hat leave
Lere.”

“Take off

“Yes, the
ule as they really are.
yull can, piease.”

Oif came the hat, her last glory,
and Elaine found herself following the
reluctant manager down the hali.
Then a door was thrown open and
Elaine was inside. Suddenly she re-
membered her nair. She had dressed
it very loosely that morning to fit
under theprecious hat, and the run in
rain and the long waiting had
But the assist-
ant manager did not wait. He opened
a door, and as Elaine stepped across
thie threshold the last hairpin came
out, and her hair fell about her shoul-
, 2littering gold, red mass,
Again the room went black. Noth-

my hat?” gasped Elaine.

governor likes to see peo-

Be quick as

a€rs, a great

ng more in the world could possiblv |

Then she saw her

SAW

nappen to her.
:-ih(-t*:%*—'“l'illhur
the shoes.

leather.

the patch on
It seemed to be rising oft
wondered vaguely
ii there would be a hole in the stoej:-
‘ng when the patch came off.

Afar off she saw a white-haired
naired gentleman locking at her:
thitee other men looking at her:
saw a stenographer taking notes.
Siill she didn't move, just leane:l
azainst the door. Vaguely she regret-
ted all the luncheons she had gone
without to buy the hat, the scorned,
discarded hat. And then she began to
laugh. She steadied herself by the
ccorknob and laughed; the tinkly,
¢ilvery laugh that somehow she
couldn’t stop.

She knew the men were staring at
her, were looking apprehensively at
each other. She saw Mr. Reed try to
cxplain something to the white-haired
man, but he pushed him aside impati-
entlv. The white-haired man was
sitaring at her.

Still she laughed. Then the tears
scmehow got in between the laughs,
ana she couldn’t stop them either.

Afar off she heard the white-haired
man speaking. She thought she must
¢ going crazy. The great man was
speaking.

“It’s great, great! Even the dress
is perfect, patch and all, the shabbi-
ress, everything. And the hair, the
wonderful red-gold hair. Reed, you
LLave given me the surprise of my life,
So this was what you had up your
sieeve.”

Elaine’s tears stopped. She leaned
weakly against the door. She saw
Kcebertson patting his bewildered as-
sistant on the back. Then he spoke
te her.

“Give me that entrance right over

she

i. I;'l_. S}l{"

"

Sl

she

I ~ . = -~ s g ”
rossible as a street costume; a triﬂe.*'-‘“ma and let me see if you can do

"

1t as well the second time.

Mechanically Elaine obeved the
voice. She opened the door and went
cui almost blindly. The assistan:
manager rushed after hezs.

“Do vou understand?” he gasped.
“You're to do it over again. Go in
and laugh and cry just as vou dia
before. You've stumbled into a part--
a great part—dress and all.”

Slowly Elaine’s brain cleared. Sh:
was to do that entrance over agaii.
She was to act for the great Robert-
She had gotten her chance.

For a moment she stood perfectly
$.1ill, trying to grasp it. So they ha‘l
thought that was good acting? Thaet
plind ,unknowing hysteria! All right,
she would show them what she really
could do!

The girl who entered the room this
tuine was an artist in full possession
of her faculties. Just as forlorn, just
as appealing as before, she was, ve!
with her sixth sense of the.actor i
work; the subtle somethingz that holds
an audience spell-bound . Blind, un-
veeing, she leaned against the door.
Then came the laughter, tinkly,
very, with the hysteria slowly creep-
.ng in, and then the tears, the rack-
ings, sobbing tears, until the litii<
audience was breathless.

It was the great Robertson himself
who broke the spell.

“You're a clever little girl, a very
clever little girl,” he said. “Now,
come over here and pull yourself to-
sether.”

The master had spoken. He had
pronounced her good. It was enough.
The secretary sprang to get her &
chair, the stenographer brought her 2
class of water, while the playwright
Pimself fanned her with the manu
ecript. Meanwhile the assistant man-
ceer was carefully explaining to Rob-
c1tson how he had “discovered” her.

“Have her read a little of the love
scene for me,” interrupted the man-
“We'll see how she reads.”
voung playwright

the

SO11.

S1i-

ager,
The
Lostened
Fazine.
Llessing the stock tr:
reading at sight an
Simply and naturally
the lines. while the plavwright
Fer cues and the great manager pacea

tho

nervous

to explain scene
She took the part, inwardly
ining that made
easy matter to
she read

to

]"rar

save

room. Back and forth he went.

| secretary
Lerseif

‘u! Elaine was unconscious of him,
ompletely lost in the joy of creating.
ASs

nmurmur

there was low

Mr.
aside,

she finished, a

of approval. Rebertson
called the plazwright Then he
turned to the waiting secretary.

Call up Miss Raymond,”
“Say are unable
quirements in regard to salary:
vwill not need her
part has been filled.”

Smilingly he turned to Elaine.

“Well, Little Goldvlocks,”
said. “If you consider the
rosition of leading woman in my new
production, the part is yours.”

To this day Elaine has no idea what
tappened then, She has a vague no-
tion that she threw her around
great man’'s neck or kissed the
or in some way disgraced
for life. Dut the playwright
cavs that what she really did was
tv» erumple up in a pathetie little hean
on the floor. But Elaine sayvs that tho
hardest thing she did that day was t)

make Betty believe it.

he

We to meet her re-
that

Ve services, as the

Miss

care to

arms
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Writes to Beethoven |

A letter addressed to the composer
Reethoven was received in Vienna the
other day from a woman in the prov-
inces. She wrote she had recently
heard some of his music and was
anxious to place her daughter under
his tuition. The postal authorities
delivered the leiter at the house in
which DBeethoven lived and where he
died agco. The concierge
said no such man resided there, so the
postman sent it to the dead letter of-

fice.
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Just the Thing

George Leffler, the A. H. Woods
boolring manager, is telling a story
worth repeating. A stock actor, who
was to appear in a costume play, ac-
cording to George, went to a pawn
shop kept by Abraham Yevinsky and
his wife to buy a sword.

“Sure, I got one,” said the old man.
However he indic,ated by his actions
that he didn’'t know what a sword is.
Finally he called his wife, who told
“im she didn't think they had one.
Noticing his evident confusion, the
actor made several stabbing motions
and said:

“You know what a sword is. I want
to kill a man.” The old pawnbroker's
face lighted in a smile.

“Oh,” he said. “So you vant to kill
2« man, eh? Vell then 1 sell you a

pistol.”

Daysman Arbitrator

is an arbitrator, um-
pire or judge. The term of the Anglo-
Saxon orizin and is still used in the
northern part of England to describe

A davsman

an unofficial judge or arbitrator to
whom a matter in dispute is referred.
The origin of the term is obscure.

——

Don’t Sell Your Old Tires

Send Them To Us By Parcels
Post. We May Save Them for
You By Expert
Re-treading, Double-
treadineg or Vulcanizine
If bevond repair, we will take
them in trade for any size tire

vou want.

Slightly used or repaired Thes
all sizes: from $3.00 up

We carry a full line of
Double Lock-Stitched Punc.

ture proof Tires. Made by experts in our
own shop. DRY CURE RETREADING

OUR SPI-,(, IALITY.

Wanted. Write for further information.
All Work Guaranteed

BELL TIRE & REPAIR CO.

2455 Oakdale St.,  PHILADELPHIA, PA.

Agents

a Week Pays
for 1920

CLEVELAND

Light weight Motorcycle, ready
for immediate delivery, numerous

improvvements, 75 miles on one gal.
gas. Call and see the Machine and
let us demonstrate, or write for full

information.
Distributors for Philadelpifia and
State of New Jersey.

Haverford Cycle Co.

The House of Real Bargains

503 Market St., Phila delphia
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| another bird ere long takes the place

Flying in Triangles | The Juvenile Band
The Juvenile Band of Mansfield,
Wash., is an organization of which
any city might be proud. It consists
o about 20 boyvs and girls ranginz
from 8 to 15 vears of age. The sma‘l
| performers play in an artistic maii-
ner concert repertoire. The band
oives monthly programs in the city
' ' theatre and is frequently assisted by

The Etemal Feminine local singers and instrumentalists.

wild ducks and
have to g distances they
form a triangle, to cleave the air more
casily, and the most courageous bird
the forward angle.
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of the exhausted leader.

Lawyer—You say the prisoner stole |

Equality

vour watch. What distinguishing'
feature was there abont the watch?
Witness—I had my sweetheart’s
portrait in it.
LLawyer—Anh, I see.
case.

“Morning stranger,” began the talk-
yative party as he settied himself in
the only vacant haif-seat in the smok-
or. “And what State mizht you be
from?”

l “Oh,” replied the stranger, wearily,
“it doesn’'t matter now. One’s as dry
as another.”

The Fourth Trial

A woman in the

Courtesy Pays

A man may fight fiercely to hold his
own in business; but he does not need
to fight to get ahead of someone in

the elevator, or up the car steps, or
at the postofiice window. And no | in summing uv, “that a man is held to
matter how strong competition 1is,| ., jnnocent until proved guilty. How-
business and personal courtesy make|.vor when he has been found guilty
it easier and pleasanter for every |ipree times it kind of puis a erimp

| body. Gentleman

“I admit,” said the district attorney

in his amateur stan<ding.
of the jury, I thank you.”

Heads and Hearts

Some people carry their hearts to
heads;

head to their
iz to keep them part,

Crown Prince’sIncome

Decision has been reached by the
Holland government that the former
‘rown prince of Germany must pay
faxes upon the basis of an annual in-
come of 800,000 florins (normally
520,000.) This action was taken de-
spite protest from the erown prince.

very many carry their
The difficulty
vet botn active-

their
hearts.

v working together.

l One of the wonders of the DBritish
Dairy Association was a Danish ap-
pliance for keeping milk fresh for two
yvears or more. No preservatives .arte1

used.

U Need This Household Necessity

Stoy’s Handy Capper and Spread-
er. Caps all size bottles without
adjustments. Nickled and polish-
ed Made to last. Price $1.50 wnh
1-2 gross caps; hardwood mallet
75¢ extra; extra caps 35c per
gTOSS; Parcel post 10¢ extra.

DIRECTIONS for USING

Place cap on bottle, hold cap-
per on the sa me, and
using wooden mallet or hammer,
give one or two strokes when cap
ison. To use old caps, strike
slightly with spreader end of cap-
per, corrugations up

Manufactured By

A. F. STOY, 1828 Frankford Ave.
 PHILADELPHIA, PA. _Pl}on_g,l{em.2594

“The average lawyer fills me with

acmiration.”

“In what way?”
“On account of the confident way

he examines a man on a subject he!
haes barely heard of, when the man has

made it a life study.”

Beauty is only skin deep. A girl's
freckles are not as pretty as her
Llushes, but they are more genuine.

The Superfine Small Car

The Rakish “Sportette”

The design of the Templar ‘“‘Sportette’” is infused
with originality, and has the mark of distinction engrav-

ed in every handsome line.

&
It's low-hung, graceful and daring: the summary of motor-
ing style;with club chair over-upholstery in smooth black leather
full aluminum body bronze, windshield set at a rakish angle.

Five Passenger Touring $2685 Four Passenger Sportette $2685

" Two Passenger Touring Roadster $2685 Five Passenger
Sedan $3585 Prices f. ‘0. b. Cleveland

Davenport Motor Co.

DISTRIBUTER

723 North Broad St.

Service Station: 1718--22 Wood St.

+ ASK FOR THE

K”

World’s Greatest Spark Plug

COMPARED TO OTHERS, IT'S LIKE THE MAZDA
LAMP TO THE TALLOW CANDLE

Entirely protected with an armor of steel.
VITRI-SILLA top and cup. Can’t short circuit.
or current transformer, in air-tight vacuum chamber,

No more broken porcelains.
Telescope intensifier
produces perfect

combustion; more power; less gas; stops missing, skipbing, and jumping;

makes starting

easy; increases mileage 15 to 30 percent.

The "KANT-BREAK?” fires in oil and gives pep to cars with
leaking t‘}'linderq

The °

LYONS AUTO SUPPLY CO.

218 North 15th St.,

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3543-0159.jpgd

'KANT-BREAK?” is being adopted by the leading con-
cerns throughout the country, and is the world’s greatest spark plug.
It is indestructible and should last as long as the motor.

der an absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money back.

Dealers and Salesmen Wanted

Sold un-
Price, $1.50.

Mail Orders Filled Promptly.
Mate Money Orders Payable to

(Pennsylvania Distributors)

Philadelphia, Pa.

Bell Phone, Locust 616




