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toes, a thick slice of bread with-
out butter, and a coup of coffee, Old
Foxy ate and drank.

“Thanks, folks,” he gaid. “ I wont
fergit you.” And he continued on his
way toward Riverbank. He meant to
get himself arrested before night and
turned over to the keeper of the best
-Jail in Iowa. It was a business mat-
Rer, just ag some .wealthy man might
pet about securing a room in a winter
yesort. Chi Foxy had handled this
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Detecti Foxy prompt-
1 “I'm one of the most famousest
gum-shoe fellers in the world. Me and
is here great detective feller—
what's his name, now?—used to work
team work together.”

“Burns?” suggested  Philo Gubb.

“Holmes,” said Chi Foxy. “Sherlock
Holmes. Me and him pulled off somo
of them big jobs you may have read
about in the papers.”

He pronounced the name of the cele-
brated detective of fiction “Sherm-
lock Hollums.”

“Oh, ves,” sald the tramp, “me and
Shermlock was great chums up to the
time he falled over the cliff and got
killed.”

“You must have got the name all
wrong,” said P. Gubb, “because Mr,
Holmes is stil being quoted in the
papers right along.” -

“Is that so? Is that so?” said Chi
Foxy. “And to think of that little
feller growin’ up into manhood al-
ready! It beats all how time flies.”

“To what little felier did you refer

ey to buy breakfast.”

“You don't, hey?” said Chi Foxy
scornfully, “Well, you must be a swell
detective, you must. How do you go
disgunised as a tramp? Do you get into
our dirty rags and then hire a immy-
€ automobile and ride around town
handin’ out ten-dollars bills? That
ain't my way of detectin’, that ain't.
When I get into a tramp disguise I'm
a tramp all through.”

“Most certainly,” said ' P. Gubb.
“And so do I. But there's a differ-
ence into the way you are doing it
now. You ain't deteckating mnow.
You are comin’ at me as one detecka-
tive unto another. When I'm on a job
of deteckating I'm all tramp. I'm
tramp because I don't want no one
to know I'm I. But you aint pretend-
ing to be a tramp this immediate mo-
ment of time. You're pretending
you're pretend—you're a deteckative,
telling me you ain’t a tramp.’

Chi Foxy laughed.

“Say,” he said} “I'd like to see this
here correspondence school you grad-
uated out of, I would! I'd like to see
the lessons they learn you, 1 would.
Why, the first thing my old pard
Shermlock Hollums coid me was nev-
er to be anything but what I was dis-
guised to be as long as I was disguls-
ed to be it. That's right. Maybe I'd
be disguised as a tramp, and I'd meet
my old friend and college chum, the
Dook of Siuff. He'd say, “Hello! You
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I did it.”

me into some swell place and blow
me off to a swell dinner. Would !
let on? No, sir! TI'd sort of whine
at him and say, ‘Mister won't you
give a poor feliow a penny for to hire
a bed? That's how me. and Sherm-
lock stuck to guise, and the Dook
just like a brot to me. And Sherm-
lock! Me and him was like twins, we
was, and yet wien I was in this tramp
disguise and went up to his room to
report I had to be a tramp just the
same. I'd knock at the door and say,
‘Mister, give a poor eove a hand-out,
won't you?” And Shermlock would

cham-:\.

turn and sa ‘Watson, throw this
tramp down And Watson
would do it! VYes, sir! I've been so
sore and bruised from being thrown

downstairs when I went to report to
Shermlock that sometimes I cofldn’t
report that day at all. I'd have 1o go
to the hospital to get plastered up,
That’s detecting!”

Chi Foxy looked at P. Gubb, but P,
Gubb did not seem to have melted.

“That's livin’ up to your disguise,”
continued Chi Foxy. “Me and Sherm-
lock, when we had on tramp disguises
we were tramps. We were tramps all
through. We were tramps as long as
we had on a stitch or a hair of tramp
disguise. You get me? Why, I used
to g0 home and my valet would throw
me downstairs. | was so thoroughly
disguised, and I kept actin' so tramp-
isp while I had the disguise on that
he used to come at me with a golluf
stick and whack me on the head. And
I wouldn’t say I wag I. No, sir! .1
used to have to throw him out of the
windows before 1 could get into my
own room. I used to use up five or
six reg'lar French valets a month, un-
tit I got a Rooshin one, He lasted
better; he wag tougher, He lasted two
months and seven days. And when I
had got into my own room I kept right
on being a tramp. Took off my
clothes—still a tramp; took off my
false whiskers—stil] a tramp. Fd be
there stark naked and I'd still be a
tramp. Yes, sir! That's the kind of
detective disguising I dide And them
I'd take a bath. Then I was myself
again, Yes, sir! When I'd scrubbed
myself in the bathtub I figured I'd got
rid of the tramp disguise right down
into the-Rkin, and I'd be myself again’
—and stop throwin’ valets out of win-
dows."”

He looked at P. Gubb out of the cor-
ner of his eye.

“Why, 1 remember one time,” he
sald briskly, “I was asked to the
Dook's palace to a swell party. Me
and Shermlock was both asked, be-
cause they knew one of us wouldn't
€0 unless the other did. Well, sir,
I had been out detecting in a tramp
disguise that day—findin’ stolen jooly
and murderers and mat sort of busi-
ness—and I went and took my bath
an rigged all up in swell clothes, and
called, my Hmmyseen automobile, and
when the feller I hired to drive the

‘ere, o' chap? He'd want to take
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When a detective gets that close a man hasn't any

the car at the Dook’s palace I dodged.
Yes, sir! I dodged like I thought he
was going to hit me because I hadn't
no business in my own limmy-seen
automobile. That was funny, wasn'’t
it.. So I went up the steps into the
Dook’s palace, and the gentlemen he
had to open the door opened the door,
and he called out my name and up
come the Dookews—Mrs. Dook of
Sluff, as they call her; but I always
called her Maggie, like she called me
Mike. 8o she says to me, Mike, I'm
mighty glad to see you here; we're
going to have a swell party.’ And I
started to say back something pleas-
ant, but what I said was, ‘Please,
misses, won't you give a poor cove a
hand-out? ” i

“What seemed to be the reason you
sald that?” asked Philo Gubb.

“That's what worried me,” said Chi
Foxy. “I didnt mean to say it. 1
Just sald it against my will as you
might say. But I guess she thought 1
was tryin' to be smart, for she Just
says, ‘Naughty, naughty Mike” and
whistled to the Dook to come and
blow me off to the feeds. So the
Dook came and led me agalnst the
table for a stand-up feed. Swel feed,
bol Samwiches till you couldn't rest !
ham and chicken samwiches and.
tongue samwiches and club sam-
wiches and—and all kinds of sam-
wiches. And what did I do? I grabs
half a dozen of them samwiches and
rammed them into my pants pockef,
just like a tramp would do. The Dook
looked surprised, but he began to
haw‘haw, and he slapped me on the
back and said, ‘Good joke, of chap!
Good joke!” So that passed off al
right. Then I went into the Jool
room, because the Dgok had told me
his son, the Dookette, or what you
might call the little Dookerino, was
in there. 8o in I went, and the first
thing I know I was hiding one of the
Dook’s gold crowns inside my vest.
In a minute in come the Dook to
Pick out a crown to wear at dinner—"

“I thought you satd they had a
standup dinner at the table,” said
Philo Gubb.

“Pshaw, that wag nothing but the
appetizer,” "said Chi Foxy. “Them
:&Mes always does that, or they could
they do. They get the guests to filt
up on samwiches and cheap food be-
fore dinner starts, and them the folks
don’t eat*so much dinner. Well, in
e come and began looking ‘ through
his crowns for the one he wanted, and
all at once he saw how my vest bulged
out, and he knew by the rough edges
of the bulge it wasnt samwiches, be
cause them dookal samwiches is all
boneless. So he puts hig hand on my
ghoulder and he says, ‘Mike, aint you
carryin’ the joke a bit too far?’ That's
what he says, and I wish you could
have heard how gad his voice was. He
says ‘You know me, Mike, and you

limmy-seen come to open the door of

know that anything I've got is yours—

‘| boodwuswar, and I dont know what,

lar crown.” -
“Why?” asked Gubb with interest.

up and down and you'd see them work
his crown back on his head and back
on his head, and back on his head,
until pretty soon—plunk! there would

that was annoying to a swell party.
So he had had this crown made with
the part above the muscles cut away,
and he could wear it and feel safe in
it—not have the blamed old thing fall-
ing all over the place. So he looked
at me sad like. For a minute I didn't
know what to do, I wasnt In
disguise and I thought he would think
I was & thief in real life, so I says,
‘Dook, searcii me!' ‘I don't have to
search you,' he gays, ‘for I can see my
favorite crown bulging out your vest.’
‘1 don't mean that, Dook, old chap,’ I
mys; ‘I mean take me up in your

but some of my trampy disguise must
be sticking to me somewhere.’ So we
went up to the bathroom and he went
over me with this one-eyed monocule
he always wore, and then he went ov-
er me with a reading glass, and then
he went over me with a microscope,
but he couldn™ see a speck. ‘Keep
lookin’ I says. ‘It must be some-
where, Dook,’ I says, ‘or I wouldn't
aot so pernicious.” £o he begun again
and all at once I heard him chuckle.
He was lookin’ in my ear with the
miscroscope.”
“What was it?” asked Gubb eagerly.
“A hair!” said Chi Foxy. “Just one
hair. It was a hair out of my tramp
whiskers that had got in my ear, and
the minute he pulled it out I was all
right again, and no more tramp than
he was. So you see that's the way 1
keep actin’ tramp as long as I have a
hair of tramp disguise about wme.
Come on, be a good feller, and let me
have a dollar to get some breakfast
with.”
P. Gubb put his hand in his pocket
and withdrew it again,
“I much admire to Mke the way you
act right up to the disguise,” he said,
“and it does you proud. But, of course,
when you ask for fifty. cents it's noth-
ing but part of the disguise, ain’t it?
And you don't really want the fifty
cents, For a minute I almost thought
you did want it, you asked so' tramp-
like natural.”
“Now, see here, bo,” said Chi Foxy,
earnestly. “Don’t you go and mis-
understand me. I didn't mean to be
mistook that way. 1 do want fifty
cents. I'm hungry, I am.”
P. Gubb smiled approvingly.
“Most excellent trampish disguise
work,” he said. “Nobody couldn’t do
it better. A real tramp couldn't do
it better.”
Chi Foxy frowned.
“cut that out, wont you, cully? Your
head ain’t solid ivory, is it? I'm
gtarvin’.  Gimme fifty cents, mister.
Gimme a quarter, if you won't gimme
fifty. Come on now, he a good feller.”
“A deteckative like you are aughtn't
to need twenty-five cents so bad as
that,” said P. Gubb. *“I guess you are
just trying to show me how thorough
you go into a disguise when you ga
into one. You're very good.”
Chi Foxy actually gritted his teeth.
Hé was angry with himself, He had
talked too well. He had talked so
well he had talked himself out of a
breakfast. He had proved so thor-
oughly that he was a detective that P.
Gubb would not believe he was hun-

Say,” he said,

8ry.

“See here, bo,” he said suddenly, “is
this straight about youn being a de-
tective, or is it a bluff?”

Philo Gubb showed Chi Foxy the
badge he had received upon comple-
tion of his correspondence school
course.

“I'm the most celebrated and only
deteckative in the town of Riverbank,
Jowa,” he said seriously, “and you can
ask the sheriff or the chief of police
if you don’t believe me. I'm work-
ing right now onto a case of quite
some importance, into which a calf
was stolen, but up to now the clues
ain’t what they should be. If you
don’t think I'm a deteckative you can
ask Farmer Hopper. He hired me for
to get the capture of the guilty calf-
stealer aforesaid.”

Chi Foxy studied Gubb's simple face
“And can you arrest a feller and
lodge him in jail?” he asked.

“Ive arrested many and lodged them

your vest’ And I xnew why he was
80 sad about my taking that particu-

“Because he had such high cheek-
bones,” gaid Ori Foxy, “and when he
chewed food the muscles would work

g0 the ecrown rolling on the floor, And'

fiee to, comes myseM, ready to grab
me and arrest me. That's the kind of
a detective I am—what I get on a trail
I never Jet up. I've chased myself all
over Europe, Asia and Africa, and I
can’t grab myself. It's—it's awful!”

Chi Foxy wiped an imaginary tear.

“And 1 san't keep away from the
scene of my crime,” he said. “I'come
back here time after time—"

ed P, Gubb, with Increased interest.
* “That's what I did,” sal¢ Chi Fox;,
“I did it here. And back hers I com
like criminals always do. And
weary tryin® to escape from m

and I'm ready now to give myself up.
Come ghead and arrest me for doin’
that murder and take me down to the
lockup, Me and you can hold me.”

“It's somewhat out of the ordinary
common run for a feller to be a de-
teckative and the criminal mundered
he's chasiug both at once,” sald Gubb

“That's so, ain't {t?" agreed Chit
Foxy. “It looks that way. I can see *
how yow'd naturally feel about ‘t. !
You'd think it was out of the ordinary T8
I would myseM, it anybody just told
me that much. But facts are facts.’

“Quite occastonally they are such,’ )
agreed P. Gubb.

“That's right,” said Chi Foxy, “an!
all you've got to do is to explain them.
You gee, bo, I was a young feller when
I murdered this old miser—"

/ “What did you say his name was?" R
ausked P. Gubb. !

“Smith,” said Chi Foxy promptly; 2
“John L. Smith and he Mved right
aere in this town. I was a young fel-
ler, workin’ for him, and I took an %
axe and killed bim and went off with )
his money; but I done it and got away, i
and nobody suspected me. My name i |
was—was Jones, Henry J. Jones. And g |
I murdered the old fellow and got
away. Nobody cared much whether
the old feller was murdered or mot,
and nothin’ much might have been
sald of it, except that the old felie
had a nephew. His name was Smit
—Peter J. Smith. A
“What did he do?” asked P. Gubb.
“He offered a reward of a thousand
dollars,” said Chi Foxy. “About » {
thousand detectives tried to solve the 1
celebrated case. Nobody knew but
me. and I wasn't tellin’ it.”

“I should think not,” said P. Gubb

“No, sir!” said Chi Foxy. “I skip

red up the river, and nobody thought

of looking for me, because I wasn :

svepected. And then I did a
thing.”

“Murderers 'most always does.
“Sure!” said Chi Foxy, “I thought :
I'd go to New Orleans. So I got a

steamer ticket and started down tho

river, It was all right—nice trip, un-

til we got to Dubuque. And then what

happened? The old steamer up anrd

bust her boiler and blew up. "I was

sittin’ on the top deck just over the

hoiler when sho blew up, and sha sent

me higher than a kite. I went stiiin

up in"the alr like one of those here

skyrcckets, I did, and whan I come \
down I lit head first.” I
“It is a remarkal'e wonder it didn’}
kill you to death,” said P. Gubb
“Ain't #t?” said Chi Foxy. “Bu: it
did worse than kil me. When 1
¢'me to I didn't remember a thing
out of my past ! ‘e—not a tning. |
was like a newdhorn babe. When
they picked me up and I opened my
eyes I could just say ‘Ah-goo™ and ‘Da
da and things like that. So sonre
kind folks took me anz cured me vp
and sent me to kindergarten, and |
ftarted in to learn my A-BC's, an«
things like that. I learned fast, and
pretty soon I graduated, and the name
1 graduated under was Mike Higgs —
Higgs being the name of the family
that adopted me.”

“Mike Higgs,” repeated P. Gubb, try-
ing to recall a celebrated detective {
that name.

“Yes,” said Chi Foxy. “They name

me Mike, after the od gran'pa of t! fe

family. So Gran'pa Higgs he lent md

enough money to go to London and

take lessons in detecting from Sherm.

lock Hollums. He charged me $ a

lesson, but it was worth it. He says

to me when I am finished: ‘Moke, 1 ;
hate to say it, but I can’t calt you a
rival; you’re so far ahead of me in
detective knowedge that 'm a half
witted child beside you.'

: “That was exceedingly high prais
ing from one so largely great,” sald
Gubb,

“You bet it was!

[
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So I went to work

and did some detective work, just to

Jums couldn’t detect it, but I did. I'm

ord to give as many parties as|

get my hand in, and one day Sherm-
lock gays to me: ‘Mike, vow're o good
at this detective work. why don’t you
try to solve the great mystory?”
“ ‘What's that? 1 gays.

“'‘Why, the greatest uneolved niys
tery of the world—the mystery of the
Riverbank, Towa, miser.

into jail,” P. Gubb assured him. |
“Well, bo,” said Chi Foxy, “I'm the
man you're looking for. I'm as gufty
as dirt. Arrest me.”

The tramp knew enough about ar-
rests to know that even a suspect
when lodged in'jail would belfed. and
he was hungry, and getting humgrier| ™ wg, 1 cime here t6- Riverbarn o
every moment. P. Gubb looked at|,.. . up & clue, and found just
him with immense surprise. e

“] thought you sald you was a de-
teckative,” he said.

“I am,” said Foxy; “I'm one of the
greatest in the world, or I wouldn't
know I was a criminal. I detected it
myself, because nobody -else could.
fiven my old friend Shermlock Hol-

ons

“What was it?" asked Philo Gubb
“It was a speok of red pepper no
bigger than the point of a pin. t
took me three weeks to find it, and
another man would never have given
it a thought. 1 picked up the speci of
red pepper and microscoped it, and |
saw that along one edge it was sort f
brown, and when I looked close I san
it had been burned a Nttle. Nothing
but a‘little speck of red pepper burr
ed along one edge.” %
“Have you got it now?” asked Gubb.
“Got it?" sald Chi Foxy. “I should
say not! While I, was lookin’ at it a
breeze camd and blowed it away. But
that was enough for me. ‘Red pepper,
1 says, ‘partly burned!’ And I hegar
to tremble. ‘Cause why? 'Cause I a).
ways puts red pepper in my tobacco
to make it snappy. Always! 1 turmed
a8 white as a sheet. ‘Nobody in the
world but me puts red popper in nis
tobacco. I was found stunned fini-
falling head first on a rock. Wiy

I before I hit that rook?

“Well, sir, I traced my back

a—a maurderer, I am! There's a thous-
and dollar reward offered for me.”

“Then_why don't you arrest your-
selt and get the reward?” asked Gubb.
“Say,” said Chi Foxy, with disgust,
‘ypu never heard of a detective arrest-
ing himselt, did you? It can’t be done,
1 know, for I've tried. TI've grabbed
myself and tried to take mkself to jail
and as soon as I got hold of myself 1
break away from myself and run, No,
bo, it can’t be done. How do you
think a swell detective like me would
get to be so low he'd be begging a
breakfast in a tallgrass town 1 fke
this? Runnin’ away from mywself,
that's how! I'm a fugitive, that's what
I am. I'm a poor, chased, frightened
fugitive, fleeing everywhere to kéep
out of the clutches of the law. And

woll

except that crown you've got ineide

()

h-w,\ the minute when I fougd {hat

right behind me, no matter where 1 (Continned on Page 88
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Duzing. the .past. week the apnual
meetings of several Primary Chap-
tortfn(' .k©.D.E. took place, at
LYy T

udiin every
wrﬁ\ﬁb‘il yedr ot At
ties, . Udder the néw utl Q%y
m _of this spléndtd soclety of
womien. resolved to carry on with re-
newed enthusiasm, the large amount
of work to be accomplished tarough
191€, the first year after the signing
of an armistice -in Europe. Social
ovents during the week were numer-
nus and aready plans.are being made
for a continuance of o present
round of ‘Neur.' v g

Mre. 4. K. Scammel wag the chap-
erone -6t an- enjoyable dinner dance
at the Bungalow' op Saturday even-
ing, given.in honor we Miss Marion
Moore, whouswith. her mother, Mfa. J.
E. Moore, and-Mrs: A, P. Barnaill,
Jeft on Tuesdaywevening for Califor-

Those present were Miss Moore,
igs Marjorie Wetmore, Miss Kath-

Murray, Sussex, Capt. and Mrs.
H. 0. Evans, Mr. and Mrs, Kenneth 1,
Camphell, Miss Marion Sorrel, Miss
Bdith Miller, Miss Louise Holly, Miss
Blanche Beatteay, Miss Margaret Pat.
erson, Miss ‘Eileen Morrison, . Miss
Constance -Campbell,: Lieut, Otty
Crookshank;: Mr, Gordon. Peters, Mr.
King, Lieut.-Crawford, Mr. Miller, Mr.
John Moore, Mr. Graham Paterson, Dr
Lochery, M . Fitzgerald, Mr. Leslie
Peters and Mr. thor. Crosby.

» .

Mrs. Rudolph deésBrisay  was the
hostéss at an énjoyable tea on Thurs
day aft at her: resid .. Car
marthen street, in honorof Mrs. Al
bert Loosen ‘of Bathurst, »who is her
guest.. The: tea table was artisticaMy
arranged for the occasion and had for
decoration a bowl of yellow daffodils,
and silver candlesticks confaining yel
ow shaded candles. Mrs. Harold C,
Schofield presided and was assisted
by Mrs. John Sayre, Mrs, A, Sturdee,
Mrs.. Bber Turnbull, Miss Frances
Kerr, Miss B, Kimball, Miss Kathleen
Coster and Miss Muriel Ford. , Ampng
those present were Mrs. L. P. D,
Tilley, Mrs, Le W. Barker, Mis, H.
Vroom, Mrs, P. W. Thomson, Mrs.
R. A. Armstrong, Mrs. A. G. Bishop
Mrs. H. H. Donnely, Mrs. George
Miller, Montreal, Mrs. Gordon Sanc
ton, Mrs. Simpson, Mrs. Roy Skin:

.ncr, Mrs. Shirley Peters, Mrs. Fred:

erick MacNeil, . Mrs. Phillip Palmer
Miss Barker, Miss Ethel Sidnej
Smith, Mrs. Walter Gilbert, Miss
Macaulay, Miss Clara Schofled, Miss
Catherine MeAyity, Miss Blizard
Miss Dorothy Blizard, Miss Alleyne
Starr, Miss- deSoyres, Miss Gladys
Hegan, Miss Ruth Gilberf, Bathurs
and Miss F, Ste.tsorx. "

Mrs.. deB. Carritte entertained vers
informally at luncheon and bridge al
her residence, Rothesay yesterday
The guests were Mrs. Frank Allison
Mps.. Careton Clinch, Mrs. David P
Chisholm, Mrs. R. Downing Paterson
Miss Kaye and Miss C. O, MeGivern

- - -

Mrs. Robert Paterson Cowan was
the hostess at one of the most enjoy
able afternoon teas of the season or
Friday last week, at her residence
Canterbury street. Mrs. Cowan re
ceived her guests in a bN\\lﬁful_KOwT
of wisteria georgette, ~embroiderec
with beads and sequins, over silk ¢
the same shade. Mrs. H. Fieldin
Rankine and Mrs. A, P.-Crocket con
ducted the guests to the dining room
The tea’'table had in the centre i
large chrystal vase containing quanti
ties of pink carnations, and was pre
sided over by Mrs. Kent Scovil, as
sisted by Mrs. Ernest Sewell, Mrs
Norman Sancton, Mrs, Shirley Peters
Misg, Janie Stone and Miss Louis
Anderson; Mrs. Frank Peters serves
the ices. Among the many gguest:
were Mrs. T. H. Bullock, Miss Bul
lock, Mrs. L. R. Harrison, Miss Har
rison, Mrs. Walter Gilbert, Mrs. T
W. Barnes, Hampton, Mrs. Arthu
W. Adams, Miss Helen Smith, Mrs
E. Atherton Smith, Mrs. Alexande

‘Wilson, Mrs. R. H. Andersuu,A Mrs
Daniel Mullen, Mrs. David Pidgeor
Mrs. W. C. Whittaker, Mrs. Joh

B. Magee, Mrs. George Blizard, Mrs
Ernest Bowman; Miss Jean White
Mrs. W. B. Tennant, Mrs, A. R
Melrose, Mrs. Hazen Grimmer, Mrs
j MacKenzie, Mrs. John E. Moors

rs. Percy McAvity, Mrs. Rober
Johnstone, Mrs. . A. Cilark, Mrs
Claude Sinclair, Mrs. H, H. Dol
nely, Miss, Macaulay, Mrs. Frank Rot
ertson, Mrs. R, H. L. Skinner, Mrs
George Robertson, Mrs, Beverley Max
aulay, Mrs. John Miller, Mrs. Richar
Hooper, Mxs. J. H. Hamilton, Mrs
Ralph Robertson, Mrs. E. Willarc
Mrs. George Fleming, Mrs. R. B
Emerson, Mrs. Frank Ellis, Mrs. A
P.P. Paterson, Mrs..Percy Howar(
Mrs. William Shaw, Mrs. F. S. Dow
ling, Mrs, Frederick Hanington, Mrs
George Murray, Mrs. Charles Mille)
Mrs. . George McDonald, Mrs. Me
rill, Miss Macaulay, Miss Edna Logas
Miss McAvenney, Migs Emerson, Mis
Shaw and Miss llu:ldisk.

-

Mrs., A. G. Bishop entertained i1
formally- at the tea hour on Saturda
afternoon at the Sign O’ the Lanter

Tea Room, in honor of her siste
Miss Ruth Gilbert ot.l}z\thurst.
L * 5
Mrs. Willlam . Bowden, Sydme

street, entertained @ few, friends o
Wednesday evening in honor of Mr
Sweet of Toronto.
L A
Miss Frances Stetson wag the ho
tess at an enjoyable grnw\ng 100}
tea at .the family residence, Mou
Pleasant, on Friday afternoon, las
week. Mrs. Franklin Stetson pr
sided at the tea table nm_i wns' assis
ed by Miss deSoyres, Miss Winifre
Barker; Miss Muriel Sadlier and Mi:
Alleyme Starr.  Among those preser
were Mrs; P, W. Thomson, Mrs. I
W. Barker, Mprs. George Blizard, Mr
Ronald McAvity,* Mrs. Laurence M
. Laren, Mrs. Hugh  MacKay, M
Horace Myles, Mrs. Roy Skinner, M
Heber Vreom, Mrs. Allen McAvit
Mrs. - Eber. Tarnbull, - Mrs. Joh
Sayre, Mrs. Gordon Sancton, Mr:
desBrisay; Mrs. James.L. McAvit
Mrs, William Vassie, Mrs. GCiffo
McAvity, Mrs. William Foster, Mi
Clara Schofield, Miss Frances Ker
Miss Dorothy Blizard, Miss Catherir
McAvity and Miss Grace Skinner,
5 s L ] .

Mrs. Allen McAvity entertaine



