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“ NORTH O’ 5 3 !”

There*» it land where the mountains 
are nameless,

And the rivers all run God knows 
where ;

There are lives that are erring and 
aimless

And deaths that just hang by a hair;
There are hardships that nobody 

reckons;
There are valleys unpeopled and 

still;
There’s a land—oh, it beckons and 

beckons.
And I want to go back—and I will.'* 

—Robert W. Service.

You, who love the great White Stretches—the tang 
of the Frozen Air—the odor of Silvered Pines—the 
startling yelp of the Sledge Dog—the Red-blooded, 
Two-fisted Dwellers of “God’s Country”—and a story— 
an Exceptional Story—wonderfully told—should see 

this MASTER PRODUCTION.

Director Johnston has arranged another pleasing 
program for the Rialto Symphony Orchestra.

STARTS 4-DAYS-4 
ONLY TOMORROW
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