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LIFE SKETCHES BY ARTIST WHO SENSES SPIRIT OF THE DAY
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The photographer wanted to get a picture of the i:oys around the billiard
table out at the Lakeside Service Club, but the hostesses got there first, and
the boys didn t have even a lock in.

Mrs. Petty, who just can t read any more war news—
it's too horrible—aitting well forward in her seat on the
- . - : . train reading the evening edition of the man ahead to
here, just tell me one thing the aircraft board did—just - b
tell Tne one thing the shipping board did,' ete., &te. - see just where the murdered girl's body was found.
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High up in East Rothenburg society
is Miss Mabel Toot, whose endeav-
ors to help win the war are centred
in one great purpose, being a peti-
tion to change the name of East
Rothenburg to East Louvain.
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Even if it was
only a bat that
flew against
her, you can
hardly blame
A unt Hattie
‘(fixed for the
might on her
sleeping
{ orch) for
fbeing a bit
nervous with
all this talk
sbout enemv
air raids and
such.
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ws can wait.
he crowds
| 'a front of the
bulletin are
after the latest
returns from
the doubles
header.
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Wild applause at the Cafe “Poisson Mort,”” where Miss Mabelle Rooney. of the cabaret. is appearing nightly as Joan of Arc before an audience of patriots who are nobly
0 - doing their bit by keeping up the morale f the cabaret world. Much cheericr. .and aot_half so dangerous-as_service “over thera




