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LIFE SKETCHES BY ARTIST WHO SENSES SPIRIT OF THE DAY
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. : ' ' w has been to the show
Cousin Georgie, home for the week end & = ; £ , K : _ Debutante _ho i %
from Andover. doesn't think the show : 3 e o' : 24 four times with other theatre parties si
: as as Tast s cr . . : e, : S ey : ting next to the wrong man, who insists
for her benefit.

is half as good as last summer’s “Follies. o P eating all the jokes

“Listen. Mary. Tell Dorothy to guess who the leading man looks like." Dorothy, of:
course, can't guess, and there follow five minutes of whispered explanations.
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Geraldine, who is giving the party, wants to make a night of it, and suggests a
c?bnrct to top off with. :Mamma, who used to come home from parties at 10
o'clock when she was a girl, is not encouraging her.

The college The man
girl who thinks who knows
everything is the
- pcrfke_ctly h-cco;"uil
corking. ~ show lady
and as for the from the end
leading man— of thcdline
“My dear. and
he's lim]lp_!y dda:slr;;k
great-o ar
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hear from Maty's own lips just what Dot said yester-
spilled her aspirin tablets.

Getting seated all over again just as the curtain rises, so that Ethel can
day. Two top hats are all but ruined, and Mabel, who is coming down with grip, has




