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TORCH Y àî® SHORTY STORIES By
mfor Wear 

ather
SEWELL'

FORD
ago, end is still proving, 
und satisfaction, Martln- 
higheet atandard.

JR PAINT
• under the (brush—«covers 
es an even, durable film 
1st wear and -weather end 
tan any other prepared 
l oil paint, 
er, at our 
-STREET FLOOR?

about 100 per cent, boy? He's full of 
pep end jump omd go, same a* Bud 
dy, end he's just naturally got to diet 
it out.1'

“I Call to see," says Auutise, “how 
teaching him to iwe slang is at ell 
nec-e-sary. As you know that ht some
thing dt whtk.ii
prove.”

“Now that you remind me,” says 1, 
have heard -you say some

thing of that k-ind before. And take 
vit from me I'm going to make a etab 
et tralntn’ him different. IL'-ght now. 
Richard, approach your father.”

’Ikky-boy tots loose of Body's col
lar and. stares at me impish.

“Young man,” says I revoie. “I 
want you to lay off that slang stuff. 
DJtdh it. It ain't lady like or refined. 
And 7n future when yx>. 
with your parents see that you do It 
respectfully and proper. Get me?"

At whrfoh Tkky boy looks bored. 
“Wheel” he remarks bo.s'.e.-ous, ma- 
lfiln' a grab tor Buddy» stulbby tail 
and mJenslin* ftt.

“Perfectly absurd!’ snorts Auntie, 
retirin' haughty to the hay window.

“Disqualified!’’ says 1 under my 
breath. “Might as well go the limit, 
jSnoodlek'ins. We’?l have to grow up 
in our own crude way.”

That was the state of affairs when 
this Mr*. Proctor Butt comes crash- 
in’ in on the scene of our strained 

Jilomestto relation®. Trust her to ap
pear at jus*, the wrong time. Mrs 
43un jnslfli I call her, and she livee up 
to the name.

She’s* a dumpy barilt blonde party. 
Mm Proctor Butt, with projectin' 
front teeth, bulgy Mue eyes and a 
hu-rriéd, trotbin’ walk like a duck ma
lum'' for the pond. Her chief aim in 
life seems to be better posted on 
your affairs than you are yourself, 
and, of course -that keeps her reason
ably busy. Also she a lady gusher 
from Guishville. Now, I don't object

IKKY-BOY COMES ALONG to haven’ a conversational gum drop 
tossed at me once an a while, sort of 
offhand and casual. But that ain't 
Mrs. Buttinski’s method She feeds 
you raw mollasses with a mix in' 
spoon. Just smears you with it.

"ixn11 it perfectly wonderful,” says 
yhe' waddlin’ in fuwy, ‘that your 
dear darling little son should Ibe two 
years old? Do you know Mrs. Robert 
Ellina just told me of what Am im
portant day it was -in the lives of you 
two charming young people, so I 
chme right over to co-ngatulate you. 
And here I discover you all together 
>n your beautiful little home, proud 
father and all. HOw fortunate!”

As vhe's beamin' straight at me l 
ba;< to give her some comeback.” Y es, 
you’re lucky, all right,” say® I. “An
other m mute and you wouldn’t found 
me here for I was just—/'

Which ds where I gets a frown and 
a back-up signal from Vee. She don’t 

lore'll i 
let tin’

boy as a model just then for him and 
Buddy was h&vùn' a free-for-all mix- 
up behind the davenport that noth-Joig 
short of q. movie camera would have 
done Justice to.

“Oh you darling little fellow!” dhe 
“I must hold you in my

tion, half European and half Oriental, 
wholly dilapidated and decayed, suf
fering from the extra affliction—so it 
seemed—of a prolonged earthquake.

You imagine you are back in the war 
zone. French troops are everywhere. ‘ 
The familiar scenes of the western 
front keep crossing your mind, and yet 
—it is not the same. Not the same 
type of soldier, no» yet of officer. 
These are, for the most part, hardbit 
ten, scarred, and scorched legions of 
Northern Africa. Algerians in red 
fezzes and khaki wander among the 
oazaars; occasionally a shiny black 
Senegalese flashes his gleaming teeth 
at you from a ration carl.

Elderly majors, burned brown by the 
African sun, lean, wrinkled, anti 
liverish, stare grimly at you through 
pincerez; tailored young subalterne, 
thinking of Paris and hating Beirut, 
ransack the meagrely stocked book
shops; black-bearded captains from 
the Midi and slim staff officers from 
headquarters on the hill, Spahis, and 
gunners sift through the varied throng ' 
which is Beirut out of doors.

From time to time a trooper is re- 
laden with khaki end vanishes north
ward; a column marches to the rail
way-station, entrains and climbs over 
the Lebanon range. From the hinter
land which swallows them up come 
sinister, conflicting reports of fighting 
and of brigandage. Travellers, belated 
and dishevelled, wander In at Intervals 
from Aleppo and other centres of un
rest. You pick up strange stories of 
their experiences In the hill country.

The city itselflaaa calm as London.
Yet beneath the busy routine of cverr- 
day life you detect an air of anxiety, a 
feeling of tension, of uncertainty ting
ed. with apprehension. Syrians talk 
guardedly, and are non-committal in 
tbeir intercourse with strangers. You 
feel that the French, while outwardly 
impassive, are curiously alert and sus
picious, unwontedly taciturn, perhaps 
a little too grimly watchful of their 
neighbors. At night the quays are 
picketed Nervous sentinels challenge 
you harshly in the moonlight, and you 
see the glitter of tbeir long, poised 
bayonets as you try feverishly to re
member the password.

The country is troubled, and so are 
its people. So aie its new tenants on 
the coast. So are the strangers who 
come seeking business. Every one is 
expectant—of what? They cannot tell 
you. They only know that the present 
situation cannot be continued indefln- 
itelv.

The only patient people are the poor, 
the starving poor.
gratitude the doles of rice given them 
by the kindly French, but they seem 
to have little interest and less hope 
in the future, 
much.
tory steamer f saw little ragged chil
dren hovering in the roadway. a™ 
laden lorry dashed by at breaknevk s- 
speed. They darted into the dust, and ^ 
when it had passed groped there with 
eager hands. They were searching for 
grains of corn that might have fallen

from the bursting sacks*

“And as for your not knowio’ how, 
that's easy fixed, 'ikky-boy and 1 will 
give you lesoôn®.”
O/too&hpyed vf

And say, after he'd finished hie 
play and was about ready to be tack
ed Into Me crib, what does the young 
JolMler do but climb up in Auntie's 
tap and cuddle down folksy, all his 
own motion.

“Do you like your old Auntie Rldh- 
ard?” she aska, smooth in’ bite red 
curls geautle.

"Uhhuh,” says ’Ikky-boy, bhnlrin’ 
up at her mushy. "0’s a «well Aua-

;

Being a parent grows on you, don’t 
KT Course, at first, -when ft'® sprung 
on you eo kind of sudden, you hardly 
know how to act. That Is, if you're 
m&kln' your debut in the part. And 1 
expect lor a few month» there, after 
young Rtohard Hemmingway Ballard 
done and settled down with Vee and 
UN, I put kind ot a ragged amateur 
performance -as a fond father. All I 
ÇÊA say about It mow is I hope I 
dMa’t look ae toottsh aa I felt.

As for Vole, the seemed to get her 
and business perfect from the

corner where be Is «without any dope 
from Billy Sunday. Costive, heUl be 
Joshed o lot about it, but that'll mean 
he’ll either have to be a good scrap
per or develop an easy-grim disposi
tion, so he wins both ways.”

The only really disappointed mem
ber of the fam’ily Is Vee’s Aimtto. 
Last time she was out here she»aik> 
fiveeh -the change In ’Ikky-boy’s ourla 
and sighs over It

“I had hoped ," said she, that the 
Utile fellow's hailr would be—well, of 
a different shade.”

“Sort of a limousine body-black, 
eh?” says 1. Funny ain’t It, too.”

"But he will be eo—eo conspicu
ous,’’ -she goes on.

"There ate advantages," says I, 
“to carryUn' your own spotlight with 
you. Now take me."

But Auntie only swlffis and changes 
the subject

Suer® a grand old gM, «hough. A 
little hard to please, I’ll admit. I've 
been at dt quite -some time, btvt It’s 
only now and then I pan do anything 
that seems -to striks her Just right 
mostly she disapprove# of me, and 
she® title kind -that ain’t a bit back
ward about lettin’ you know. Hter 
remarks theme the other day when 
she arrives to help celebrate (Master 
Richard's second birthday will give 

idea.
You see, she happen» to be In the 

livin' room when me end Ikky-boy 
has our regular afternoon reun'ilon. 
Might be we went at dt a little strong
er and rougher than usual, on account 
ot the youngster's havin’ been held 
qutet dm her tap for a half hour or so.
• “Hi hi. oY Torchy, Torchy!” lie 
shouts, «ripplin' both hands Into my 
hialr gleeful.

"Bunny bum!" says I maklnf a

gurgles on. 
arms juat a moment. Please, motb-er 
mayn't IT'

—I'm afra-id you would find him

distinctly ditiop-M
rather a lively armful Just 
warn» Vee “You see, when he get» to 
playing with Buddy he's apt to—" 

'Oh I han't mind a bit,'' says Mrs. 
Butt "Besides the little dears always 
seem to take to me. Do -let me have 
him for a moment?"

' You get him, Torchy," says Vee. 
So after more or less maneuverin’ 

I untangles ithe two, shuts* BudMiy in 
another room, and deposits 'Ikky-boy, 
stttU kickin' and struggl-'n’ md.'gnan/t, 
in whatever lap Mrs. Butt has to of-

LIMITED
; tile."11 10 p. m. i ■ f Are we back In the will again ? I’ll 

guess we are.
start ficroefaowr young mothers do.I BEIRUT SEETHING

HOTBED OF UNREST
She knew how to handle the youngs
ter right off; how to hold ¥m and 

to Mm when- he
convene

what to By Sir Percival Phillips.
From the deok ot fthe Baron Call 

(the most dilatory ste'amer that ever 
loafed along the Syrian coast north
ward from Port Said), Beirut was the 
fairest picture of a town I had seen 
this side of the desert. Which should 
have been sufficient warning to ex
pect the worst, 
mind» me of nothing eo much as King
ston after the earthquake.

We elbowed our way into the 
crowded harbor, and gazed hopefully 
on her deceptive beauty. Tier upon 
tier of white houses rose steeply from 
the water’s edge; there were alluring 
splashes of green among the rooftops, 
ornate public buildings, church domes, 
and minarets; a background of steep 
mountain slopes reaching skyward® to 
the snowy crest of Lebanon, lost In 
drifting clouds. A desirable city in
deed, obvious-ly outranking in size and 
splendor her competitors for the ricn 
trade of Syria.

The harbor shouted as much. Thirty 
steamers of half a dozen nationalities 
struggled for room inside the little 
breakwater, demanding more or less 
profanely and in as many language»an 
Immediate supply of lighters and 
’longshoreman, 
ironclads aired her washing at a buoy.

A trim M-es-saguerle® mailboat edged 
daintily through the horde of anchored 
Greek, Italian, Japanese, and Portu
guese freighters——some of them re
named German prizes beginning a 
new and better lif 
the latest general on her bridge deck. 
A trooper was discharging her cargo 
of Algerian infantry at the quay. Sol
diers overran the foreground of this 
lively scene, and the tricolor of France 
flew taut in the morning breeze.

Beirut. Is the great base of the new 
Army of Occupation, and looks it.

When a brusque young lieutenant ot 
colonial Infantry had stamped 
passport
lng the visa of his Consul at Port Said 
—we were at -liberty to go ashore ana 
be disillusioned.

The mirage vanished like an Ara
bian Nights" set at Drury Lane.

Remained only the usual dirty, dust- 
ridden, down-atheel city of the East, 
crytug out for fresh paint and sanita

•crewed up Mb tttce emid made re
mark* to be»- thtait meant «nothing at 
■B to roe. And etue wasn't fussed or
___ «Mmmanv in and

fer.HATS
TODAY

Ike M-s. P.txotor Butt a bdt 91 
do hut she ada’t bo frank about 
her know tLL

“Oh, please don't run away,” begs 
Mna. Buitt. “You make such an ideal 
young couple. As

She then prcceeds to nave over 
h<im. It’s enough to make you seasück. 
Positively, “Oh, what exquisite silky 
curls of spurn gold!” she gushe* "And 
such heavenly big blue eye® with the 
long lathes and his üttle rn«stmri just can’t , keep my eyes off you two mou«.e Ooo-o o-"’ rosebud

whenever 1 eee you out together." rvom lU]at all ^
°' y°U ^ to,k' W,e *• --uStUlL'tt

so, say» Vee, Mu sain around like he waa a sack o* mp»i i
“Oh. every one th-nks the same of couldn't help glancin’ a» Auntie, of 

you. my dear," toys the lady. "Only t.hat:3 „„6
I simlply cant keep such things to agreed oa, u,at straneer, wan t to te myself. I have sucti a mpulSlve noJa,,™,,, to take mortes with
tom And. I alone young people and beby. Besides Auntie never dtd have 
children, ipowttvely adore them. And any ll e for ^ « Butt on™!
now where 1» the darlting little baby Qn(i hardiv «nwh-s ,n ,v Ut* *my^ay 
that 1 haven’t seen for month* and she meet» he? Ntow AtS, 1 
month®? You'll fiorgive my runnrüng m *„■ in her - 18 •‘N*™-
at this unseasonable hour. I know, her 1Um 6°W
but I ust couldn’t wait another day youngster 
to—oh, there he fa, the darling cher- ..... ,

ttat a piotore ror M r;He’d have to be Some rapid-îtro JL /J! with ter nose. Won't
patint slinger If he was to use ’Ikky- ™n6, tW8et ***

She’s just try-in’ to haul off
'Ikky-boy cuts loose 

w,Pth the rough motion's, fists and feet 
both to action, until she ha® #to 
straighten- up to save her hat and ber 
hair.

I y caught her at It Also young 
ter Richard seemed to be right at 
borne from the very first. Didn’t 
seem mrprieed or strange or nervous 
In tine pres eux» of a pair ot parents 
that he found Wished on him without 
much ynartitof. Just g»»ed at us aa 
faim and mtiOter-of-fact aa if he'd 

a hung time. 
weB It most have (been -week» (before 
| got over feelin’ kind of panicky 
whenever 1 was left alone with him.

But are we acquauBn-bed now? Til 
»ay we ere. In fleet, aa Harry Lauder 
used to put It vunra weld acquainted. 
CQi-ummy I nrigtit eey. 'Why not, after 
we’ve etood two years of each other 
without any serious dtspute? Not 
that I'm claimin' any long-distance 
tOoord as a mxxM parent. No I ex
pect I do most of the thing I sboufldn't 
add only a few of them that I should. 
But ’IkkyAoy «nut a ortibioal youngs
ter. That’s ie own way ot eayto’ his 
name end mostly we call trim that. 
Oouroe ho anstwers to other» too; 
each ate Old Scout, and Snoodlekims, 
and young Rough-hooaer. I mean1, he 
doe» when he ednt too busy wTth len- 
peutaut enteqprises; such as hauling 
Buddy the Airedale pup, around by 
the ears; or apoondn’ to milk- and 
cereal, wvith Buddy watchin’ hopeful 
lor eMesl'ipis; or pultto’ out the draw
er of Vee,'« work table.

If® beien hinted to us by thought
ful friends who have an thhe scienti
fic dope on bringin' up children, al
though most of ‘em never had any of 
their own, that this h» all wrong. Ac
cordin’ to them we ought to start 
«tight to) nuakinf him drop whatever 
he's doin' and -come to us the minute 
we call. (Maybe we -should too. -But 
that ain’t thie way it works out, for, 
generally, we don’t went anything 
special and h-e seem* -so wrapped up 
In bis private -little affaire that tt 
douft seem worth white breakinT in 
on hia program.
Buddy around may seem to us like 
a frivolous pan-time, but how can you 

, g. tell if It ain’t the seriou» buoimes® in 
life to 'Ikky-boy just then? Besides, 

7 Buddy seems to Ilk* tt So as a rule 
we let 'em finish the game. ~

But there Se one time each day 
when he'® always reedy to quit any 
kind of fun and oome toddlin' with 
trie hands stretched out and a wide 
grin on
That’s along elbout 6.16 When I Mow 
to from town. Then he's right there 
with the merry greetin’ and. the 
friendly motions. Alao M» way of 
•ddresefin’ Ma male parent would give 
another jolt to a tot of people, I snip- 
pore

“HI, Torchy!w That’s hla favorite

tell Mr. Butt 1
The real Beirut xe-

more them passing in- 
tiful Spring Hats and

While mie,

appointed in
it

;s and Children.
rescue the

Limited •"N

Sydney

——
^.•Ax^yvW' - The mother of all

•>'x
’’Dess one ’iittle toe-ttes?" she begs. 
,eSay,” demands ‘Ikky-boy, pusMn’ 

her toce away fretful, “where oo get 
’at stuff?'’ B

‘TVha-a-at?” gasps Mrs. Butt.
.Lay off 'at tant you?" saye he 

OO—oo give 'Ikky-boy a bi-g -pain, oo 
does. G’wtay! ”

"Why, blow rude!’ says Mr». Butt, 
gaziLu’ around bewildered, and then, 
as she spot» -the approvin' tmi'ile ou 
Auntie's face, ehe turns red in the 
ears.

Say, I don’t know when I’ve 
the old girl look ®o tickled

’$ House Colors & and exhibiteo1 Mxhe liousecleantog eeaàon. f\y CSC
covers more eurfaoe, and 

iiy oilier article on the market, 
id tints.

-

G They take witni/Hf/
its for All Purpose».) A pure lln- h They have suffered 

As I came back to m-y dila^electing those not bear-L - OV€T anything wliat she’s -worked up Is al
most a grin.\ And -there's no doubt 
that Mrs-. Butt knows why it’s there 
."Of course," says she, “if you ap

prove of such Lamgvage—’’ and hand
in' the youngster over to- Vee she 
straightens her Bid and makes a 
qy!ck exit.

"Bang! " says I. “1 guess we got a 
slap on the wrist that time.”

“I don't care a bJt,” eays Vee hold 
In’ her chin well

fi&fwi ltd. Course, maulin'
A■ gl

ri.; Saturday 10 p.m. ! 1up. “She had no 
business -mauling halby in that fal
len.”

VG SALES “I ain't worryin’ if she never
back,” says I. only I’d just premtoto 
Auntie to tram TkkyJboy to tadk dif
ferent and-'"

Lhi* chubtoy little face.

ck Sharp •0,
q“Under similar provocation,” says 

Aun-tie, "I might use the same exprès- 
slons-r-If I ku-ew how.”

"Hip, hip, fox Auntie!” I stogs out.

'W/u/, fov rude!* ssu/& ftns.&idt,
rfazù*' arousid petY/Zdereaf.

roup I—'Light and dark colons In 
floral and conventional patterns.
Friday morning only, 45c. yard 

roup II.—Striped and flowered 
Cretonnes In a good variety of 
colorings.

n«? w v\i iVvI'r Mas-in’ nofee.
“Yah yah! ‘Ikky-boy waama ride 

bossy," saye he.
"And me with my trousers just 

pressed!’’ says I. “say where do you 
get that stuff?”

"I must say," cornea hi Auntie, 
“that I dttoT oonztider -that the propex 
way to talk to a child.’’

"Oh he don’t min-d,” saye I.
"But he is apt to learn such ex

pressions and usie them himself," 
say® she.

Bhall.
Friday morning only, 75c. “Reddy yourself you young freshy,” 

I*m apt to come back at him.
FoQlowto" which I eœoch to meet 

hi* flyito tackle and we roll on the 
rug In a cOlnch, with Buddy yajppin' 
delilghbed amd mirin' fn promiscuous»- 
ly. Finally -we end up on the big 
davenport dn front of tire fireplace 
ah-d indulge In a few minutes of live
ly -chat

"Wen, Tkky-boy how you and 
Buddy been Ibehavtim’ yorareelve», oh?" 
Ill ask. “Whtoh has been the worst 
out-up. til?"

"Buddy bad dog,” boni say* batiln 
him over the head with a pink fist 
“See?” And hel exhibit a tear in 
his romper* or a chewed sleeve

“Huh! I'll bet it’s oeen fifty-fifty, 
you young rough-houser,’’ I’ll eey. 
“Who do you tike the best around 
this joint anyway?”

"Buddy”’ to always the answer.
“And next?1' I'd demand,
"Mamma" faefM eay.
"Hey, where do I oome toT" M 

ask, Chairin' him.
Then he’ll screw up hie mouth ml»- 

chitovoua and say: Torchy corn» in 
door. Torchy Torchy!"

I’ll admit Vee edm-'t so strong for 
ati this. His Gallin’ me Torchy, 1 
mean. I -mean she does her best, too, 
to -get hiim to -change -it to Daddy. But 
that word don’t seem -to on 'Ikky- 
boy’s Hat at all. He picked up toe 
Torchy all by h'imself and he «teems 
to want to stick to* it. I don't min-d. 
Maybe it- ain't >ust the thing for a 
Bom and heir to spring on a perfectly 
giood father chucklin' over it besides, 
but -it sounds qudite all right to me. 
Don't hurt my -sense of dignity a bit.

And it looks like he’ll soon oome 
to Ibe calted young Torchy htaDsClf. 
Uh-huh. ' For a while -there Vee was 
Sri re his first crop of hair, -which was 
wheat colored was like hers, was go
to’to be the color scheme ot h-is per
manent thatch. But when -the Sec
ond growth began to show up she 
had to revise her forecast. Now 
there*» no doubt of hd® achievin' a 
ptok-plu® set -of wavy locks that'll 
make a fresh painted fire hydrant 
look faded. They’re gettin’ (bright
er and brighter and 1 expect in time 
they'd! eluxw the same new copper 
kettle tint» that mine do.

“ I don’t care," eay» Vee. "I rather 
like It"

"That's the brave ta/lk Vee!" eays 
I. "It may be all he’ll Inherit from 
me but 1t ain’t so worse at that. 
With thait_ hair to evidence there 
won't be much doing er of hi* bein' 
lost dm a crowd Folk» will remem
ber him after one good look. Besides, 
It's always sort off cheerimf on a rainy 
day. HB^B be able to brighten, up th^

roup 111.—Velton and Terry Cloth, 
very desirable for portier», hang
ings, eta ÜF"VN VFriday morning only, $1.50 
Fîousefumlshinga Sec., 2nd Floor) 
[ARQU1SKTTK CURTAINS — ' 
Three wanted patterns, lace gjid 
insertion trimmed. Ivory shade.

Friday morning only $4.75 pair 
-’OMEN’S CHAMOIS FINISH 
GLOVES—Black and white only 

Friday morning only 90c. pair 
WOMEN’S LEATHER GLOVES 

(XV ashable)——Colons are beaver 
and -mastla
Friday morning o«ily, $2.40 pair 

WOMEN’S LAWN HANDKER
CHIEFS—Embroidered comers.
Friday morning only, 15c. each

/Y\ / r
i

•W

àhe pick» up a lot," eays I. 
lever that way. Aren't you, you 

young tarder?"
"Whe-e-e!" say* 'Ikky-boy, aH<f:u’ 

off my knee to make a ddive at Buddy 
and roH him on the floor.

“One should eypeek gently to a 
child," says Auntie, “and usee only 
the beat English.”

“ 1 might be polite to him,” aay» I, 
"if he’d (be polite to me 
don't seem to be bis line,”

Auntie k-hug» her shoulders 
genres v.s up a» hopeless, 
bad with her, (both of us, 
pect If there’d been a .'awyer handy 
she'd revised her will on the spot. 
Honest It'a lucky the tiroes she’s de
cided to cro°s me off as one of her 
heire don't show on me anywhere or 
I’d he notched up like a 

d if I'd done any worryin 
these spelt» of hems I'd be an elMno 

But when she 
starts castin’ the cold bye at R-flchand 
Hemming way I almost works up that 
guilty feeMn’ and wonders if maybe 
I aim t some to blame.

“You ain’t overlookin, the fact, are 
you. amutie,” I suggest,

“Yd-s,
ej#cfcH

Wi>•
Gsi< -

SHIRTS
Very smart patterns for young fellows; 
Conservative models for older men; and for all— 
tixe convenient, money-saving, durable
TRADE

but that
APANBSE KNITTING BASKETS
Asserted sizes.

Friday morning only, 35c. each. 
WOMEN'S LISLE FINISHED 

HOSIERY—Grey, brown, black 
and white.
Friday morning only 38c. pair 

JILK HAT BANDINGS — Plain 
and fancy

Friday morning only, 20c. yard. 
VOMEN'S FIBRE SILK SCARFS 

Assorted colors and sizes. Friday 
fnorming only, $1.00 and $3.00 

_______ (Ground Floor.)

more
We'ne^n 
and I ex- I/ DOUBLE WEAR CUFFSPatented

Cuff that 
Doubles the life 
of the Shirt.

ASK YOUR 
DEALER

/
1918Hiyardetiick. 

■*i' over m
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