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THIS MIGHT be called

“ Dogs of War,”

if one

wanted to be grim about
a frothy subject. At
the Seventh Regiment
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“*YOU BE-
HAVE, Fido! "
warns Sybil.
Fido isn't Tow-
ser's name, of
course, You'd
laugh if you
heard his real
one, honestly.
In front of the
Presbyterian
Hospital.

THE MAYOR, it hurts to say, wasn't in when the doggies called, so Sybil left him a lollypop, only slightly used, and had
her picture taken on City Hall steps.




