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“PODR O TONY™
The people of Orchard Hill a

smull cousniry town in Ohle, call]the

him “Poor Old Tony" and laugh
I hove often wondered why they
laugh

Aulaio, himself, when lie notices
my indigation, alwnys amys in bis

Ammmg thaw who know his his-
tary and sppreciste his chamcier,
Antonio Tatour i nol & peraon 1o
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es 1 have neen the 10ws-
vt clippings, yellow wilh  age
and wom by moch handling, which
the old actor treasures with such
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But Antonlo LAtOur's carcer was

ended when he was still u young | ways

man.  He o oold now, with silver-
hite hair, Toded blue cyes, and
thin trenibling Nmbs; but his fine

«

rien himecl with that proud ercet-
ness which  dbtiogoishes  gontle-
ment of the stage and hie never ap-
peats wiihout a flower in the lap=!
of his anciont coat.

Antoria lves abme In the -
elent hiowne in which Lits Tulber wai
botn.  From it be canu see the mans
acres bl ooce belpnged (o his an-
eeators, Hix family was 1ich, the
villagers will tell you, ns they wou-
des Tu e Ooid Bctor mangts s
W keep zoul and body together,
“Poor Old Tony,” they will aay,
e set oul 10 be & fsmous wolor
aund now Le has nothing

Bul Ol Tuny Iaughs and sass,
When one has

*1 bave enough
mothing one hus Irondom from w
htst of pestierous boves,  "Thwse
good weighborn do not know how
h 1 am

evoalng, with a chuckle of
m Antonio sald; *1 overhoard
&k Buxion wogan tailiog sbout
me taday. She aud twe olher wo-
men stopped ln froot ol my howe
And this here abie suld fthe ol
act mhmldbed the Purten  wo-
Juantd volee to perfection), ‘ia the
aid” Latour home thel T've been
teltiy® yout obout, Old Tony La-
vour hes Hyved bete ali alane ever
sltws b come buck from ackin' on
tho stage in New Varkk He's
gond Ler-polhin'—a diygrace o hils
faimily and the commundly. Look,
e bowse mio't Bad s brush' of paint
ner o tup of o Havimer snee his
poor paw died  His paw and maw
ey was o real credit to the town

and cliurch, Eider Latour his paw
wns  She wae n Deaconess,  Aln't
uehody ever heard tell what it waa
T & when he was an actor
that minde him quit snd eome home
Mie he o but 1t must ‘s’ been

sometliln’ awiul ‘cagse he aln't
nerer been 1o good to himself ner
1o anybody else since.™ With an-
oiber chuckle, the old actor ex-
pinined: “The pood Iacdies dld not
Enow I was just behind the hedge,
digting up the ground for violels”
He paused, then added softly, “Har-
mivt Joved vinkts®

Hevause his life experience
whnt 16 45, Old Tony thinks of his
atary w5 noplay and of Nfe taelf in
terins of the thester. Many times
I Liave heard him declaton:

All the world's a stage,

And all the mea and women

morely players,
They have their exits and thelr
entravoss, . . .

*Circumatances,” the old aclor
earn, “ahiit the sesnes; Pate &5 the
stoge manoger: Nature the direc-
Yor;: Gicd the producer; wre, the ne-

o lage, overlooking the river, the val-
«{ley and the wide sweep of country

L] within tersell, the little girl soon
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lighls,
It were—at the odge of the vil-
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their final leL Nor will Old
be sotry to make Wis exit, for he
believes, as Plerre Donovan  be-
Heves, that Harriet Noel, Plerre's
mother, is there off stage wulting
to welcome him and that together
be and the woman he loved with
sl race devetion will stand 1o the
wings watching her son sy he acts
his pact in thi play which we call
Lite

You know who Plerre Donovan
s, of course. Perhaps you have
seen ilm on the stage. There are
those whe sap that his nume will
go down in theatrical history as

e greatast scior of his generation

Orchard HIll says that Antonio
Latour hns wasted his iife 1o jdle-
ness, The old actor, whon aroused,
rays of the villagers, “Clods, dells!
ey do not know how great &
thing it &5 to have helped to make
an artist like Plorre Donovan. What
can theoe poople, In thelr namow
Mgl commonpince cells, walled in
by their stupld matedalism, know
of the world in which Harriet Noel
and I Mved-—the world joto which
Plerre was bern?  Poola!  They
think If they grow a godd crop of
potatocs or cabbages they hoave
done somelhing to brag about! Po-
tatocn and cabbuges—buah!®

And then the old acter falters;
the spouting flames sulside; the
ire becomes & steady  enduring
glow, and his woloe soltens rever-
ently; “Horrlet was a great soul—
the greatest noul that ever gave -
sl to the slage. Whatl an notress
she was{ Plerre Donovan inherited
hils zoul from his mopher. Roy Don-
ovan, Plerre’a father, had no soul
with which to endow his son. 1
knew that long before Donovan met
Harrdes, but what could I do?

Antonio’y forefathers were Freneh,
and Harrlet's ancestors were of the
anme race. Harriel's father, “Doc
Noel, wns o drugglst mnd he and
his wife were highly respected In
Orchard Hill. Mrs. Nool dtdl when
Harrlet wns bom and the child was
ralsed by an ugly old housekesper,
feared by every youngater in the
village. Foreed to live toe much

learned that she ecould ftrick the
housekeeper or her  father Into
gravting her almost anything and
s0 grew up dolog much as  she
pleased,

Bhe war never m pretty child, as
so many litle girls are pretty. Her
face wis freckled, her nose strong-
Iy inclived to turn up; she had
inrge gray-green eyea, & wide mouth,
n broad forehend, and o general
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ORPHAN ANNIE  The Old Soartan ' By Harold Gray
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TAILSPIN TOMMY

By GLENN CHAF#IN
and HAL FORREST

LIKE FLOATING THROUGH
[THE AIR IN A HAMMOCK!
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ISN'T THIS LOVELY ?JusT W AND ThAT NICE] [THE S|

HOOKED TO SAN DIEGO?Y
UP TO THE COMPANY'S

RADIO-PHONE STATION!]
THEIR OPERATOR.
CAN SEND US A
MESSAGE ANY TiM
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b WELL HAVE SANTA ANA Y OHGHI TD PR, Tom!
¢ DINNER AT COROM IN THE :

AND FLY BACK. ORANGE
THIS EVENING! \an re

! CRAVE 70 HAVE
"“1 SOME QRANGE JUICE
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By tuen.go MeManus

WL, FOR A CHANGER
EVFRY THPMNG 'S QUETT
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By Bud ¥ =p
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Look LiKe A SOLDIER
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