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tiful Spring Hats and
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»s and Children.
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covers more surface, and

ny other article on the market,
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rs for All Purposes.) A pure lin-
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1.; Saturday 10 p.m. é
NG SALES |
ck Sharp s

roup I—light and dark colomg in
ficral and comventional patterns.

Friday morning only, 43¢, yard
roup 1I.—Striped and flowered
Crefonnes in a good variety of
colorings.

Friday morning only, 75c.
roup 11I.—Velton and Teary Cloth,
very desirable for portiers, hang-
ings, ete.

Friday morning only, $1.50
Housefurnishings Sec., 2nd Floor)
ARQUISETTE CURTAINS —
Three wanted patterns, lace gnd
insertion trimmed. Ivory shade.

Friday morning only $4.76 pair
'OMEN'S CHAMOIS FINISH
GLOVES—BIlack and white only

Friday morning only 90c. pair
VOME LEATHER GLOVES
(Washable)—Colons are beaver
and mastic,

Friday morning onmly, $210 pair
VOMEN'S LAWN HANDKER-
CHIEFS—Embroidered corners,

Friday morning only, 15¢c. each
APANESE KNITTING BASKETS
Assorted sizes.

Friday morning only, 35¢. each.
VOMEN'S LISLE FINISHED
HOSIERY-—Grey, brown, black
and white.

Friday momning omly 38c. pair
ILK. HAT BANDINGS — Plain
and fancy

Friday morning only, 20c, yard.
VOMEN'S FIBRE SILK SCARFS
Assorted colors and sizes, Friday
morning only, $1.00 and $3.00

(Ground Floor.)
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‘Being a parent grows on you, don’t
#t? Course, at first, when it's sprung
on you o Kipd of sudden, you hardly
know how to act. That is, if you're
makin’ your debut in the part. And 1
expect for a few months there, after
young Richard Hemmingway Ballard
camo and settled down with Vee and
me, I put amateur

=

i

or strange or nervous
of a pair of parents
wished on him without
wernin?, Just gazed at us as
maltberoffact as 4f he'd
While me,

acquainted now? I'll
as Harry Lauder
well acqualnted.

fact,
Vs
we've stood two years of each other
withouwt any eerious _dispute? Not
that I'm claimin’ eny long-distance
gacord as & model parent. No I ex-
peotT domost of the thing I shouldnt
end only a few of them that I ehould.
But ‘Ikky+boy win't a onitical youngs-
ter, That's i9 own way of eayin’ his
name end mostly we call him that.
Course hie answers to others too;

. such @ Old Scout, and Snoodlekins,

and mg Rough-/houser. I mean, he
doesyﬁvm he et too busy with im-
portant enterprises; such as hauling
Buddy the Airedale pup, around by
or wspoontin’ im milk- and
cereal, with Buddy watchin’' hopeful
for sideslips; or pullin’ out the draw-
er of Vee's work table.

It's been hinted to us by thought-
ful friends who have all thhe scienti-
fic dope on bringin’ up children, al-
though mowt of ‘em mever had any of
their own, that this is all wrong. Ac-
condin’ to them we ought to start
right in makiny him drop whatever
he's doin/ and come to us the minute
we call. Maybe we should btoo. ' But
that ain't the way it works out, for,
gemerally, we don't wamt anything
special and e seemis so wrapped up
in his private little affairs that it
don't seem worth while breakin’ in
on his program. Course, maulin’
Buddy amound may seem to us like
a frivolows pastimve, but how van you
tell if &t win't the serfous business in
bfe to ‘Tkky-boy just them? Besides,

Buddy -eumshoh.h&t.&oulmlo-

we let ‘em finish the game, «

But there §s one time each day
when he's always weady to quit emy
kind of fon and ocome toddHn’ with
his hands stretched out and a wide
grin on his chubby little face.
That's along aebout 6.16 when l’bww
fn drom town. Then he’s right “there
with the merry greetin’ eand the
frfenidly mottons. Also his way of
addressin’ his male parent would give
another joit to a Got of people, I sup-

“Hi, Torchy!” That's his favorite
hail,

“Reddy yourself you young freshy,”
'm apt to come back at him.

Followin® which I scooch to meet
his fiyin/ tackle and we roll on the
rug in & clinch, with Buddy yappin®
delighted and mixin' én promiscuous-
1y. MFinally we end up on the big
davenport in fromt of the fireplace
and dndulge in a few minutes of live-
1y chat,

“Well, Tkky-boy how you and
Buddy been behavin’ yourselves, ch?”
Il ask. “Which has been the worst
ocutup, eh?™

“Buddy bad dog,” he’ll say’ batiin
him over the head with a pink fist.
“See?”’ And he'l exhibit a tear in
his rompers or a chewed sleeva

“Huh! Tll bet it's peen ?:ty-ﬂny.

oung rough-houser,” I'li say.
Z?Vlhg do you like the best arouml
this joint anyway?”

“Buddy’” $s always the answer,

“And pext?” I'll demand.

“Mamma”™ he'll eay. ;

“Hey, where do I come InT" I'll
ask, shakin’ him.

“Then he'ld screw up his mouth tm.s-
chievous and say: Torchy come in
door. Torchy Torchy!”

I'll admit Vee ain't so strong for
all this. His Callin’ me Torchy, 1
mean. I mean she does her best, too,
to get him to change it to Daddy. But
that word don’'t seem ' to on ‘Ikky-
boy's lst at all. He picked up tne
Torchy all by himself and he seems
to want to stick to it. I don't mind.
Maybe it. ain’t just the thing for a
son and heir to spring on a perfectly
good father chucklin’ over it besides,
but it sounds quite all right to me.
Don’t hurt my sense of dignity a bit.

And it looks like he'll soon vome
to be called young Tonchy himself.
Uh-huh. » For a while there Vee was
sure his first crop of hair, swwhich was
wheat colored was like hers, was go-
in’ to bethe colorscheme of his per-
manent thatch. But when the sec-
ond growth began to show up she
had to revise her forecast, Now
there’s mo doubt of his achievin’ a
pink-plus set of wavy locks that'll
make @ firesh painted fire hydrant
Jook faded. They're gettin’ bright-
er and brighter and I expect in time
they'll show the same mew copper
kettle tints that mine do.

“ I dom't care,” says Vee. “I rather
like #t.”

“That's the brdve talk Vee!” says
I “It may be all he'll inherit from
me but it ain't so womse at that.
With that_ hair in evidence there
won't be much danger of his bein’
lost in & crowd. Kolke will remem
ber him after one good look. Besides,
it's always sort of cheenin’ on a rainy

" IKKY.BOY COMES ALONG
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corner where he is without any dope
from Billy Sunday. Courve, heUl be
joshed o lot about it, but that'll mean
he'll either have (o be a good scrap
per or develop an easy«gnin disposi-
tion, so he wins both ways.”

The only really disappointed mem-
ber of the fam'ly is Vee's Auntie.
Last time she was out here shesmio-
ticelw the change in 'lkky-boy’s ourls
and sighs over it. :

“I had hoped ,” sald she, that the
little fellow’'s hair would be—well, of
a different shada.” L

“Sort of a limousine body-black,
eh?” says I. Funny ain't it, too.”

“But he will be so—s0 conspiou-
ous,” she goes omn.

“There are advantages,” says I,
‘“in carryln’ your own spotlight with|,
you. Now take me.”

But Auntie only sniffs and changes
thie spbject.

Sne’s & grand old girl, though. A
little hard to please, I'll admit. 1've
been at it quile some time, but #t's
onty now and then I gan do anything
that seems to striks her just right.
mostly she disapproves of me, and
she's thle kind that ain't a bit baok-
wird about lettin’ you know. Her
remarks theme the other day when
she arrives to help celebrate Master
Richard's secomd birthday will gve
you an idea,

You see, she happens to be in the
livin’ moom when me and Ikky-boy
has our regular afternoon reunion,
Might be we went at it a little strong-
er and rougher than usual, on account
of the youngster's havin’ been held
quiet in her lap for a half hour or so.
¢ “Hi hi. o' Torchy, Torchy!” he
shouts, grippin’ both hands into my
hiadr gleeful.

o ‘Buray burn!” says I makin’ a

‘Why, kow rade!”

ez’ aro

hissin’ noise.

“Yah yah! ‘Ikky-boy wamnna ride
hiossy,” says he.

“And me with my ¢trousers just
pressed!” says 1. “say where do you
get that stuff?” &

“I must say,” comes fin Auntie,
“that I don't constider that the proper
way to talk to @ child.”

“Oh he don't mind,” saye I,

“But he is apt to learn such ex-
pressions and use them himself,”
says she.

“Yes, he picks up a lot,” says I
H lever that way. Aren't you, you
young tarrder?”

“Whe-e-e!” says ‘Ikky-boy, siid'n’
off my knee bo make a dive at Buddy
and roll him on the floor.

“One should epeak gently to a
child,” says Auntie, “and uses only
the best Engbish.”

“ 1 might be polite to him,” says I,
“# he'd be polite to me but that
don’t seem to be his line.”

Aumtie »hugs her shoulders and
gives s up as hopeless. We're 1
bad with her, both of us, and I ex-
pect if theve’d been a lawyer handy
she'd revised her will on the epot
Honest it's lucky the times she's de-
cided to cross me off as ome of her
heirs don't show on me anywhere or
I'd be notched up like a yandstick,
and if I'd done amy worryin' over
these spells of hems I'd be an albino
from the eams up. But when she
starts castin’ the cold eye at Richand
Hemmingway I almost works up that
guilty feelin’ and wondens if maybe

ain't some to blame. =

“You ain't overlookin, the fact, are
you, anutie,” I suggest, “that he's

pep and jump and go,

about 100 per cent. boy? He's full of
same as Bud
dy, and he's just naturaily got to let
it out.”

“l fail to see,” says -Aumtie, “how
teaching him to use slang is at all
necersary. As you know that dy somie-
thing of which I distinctly disap-
prove.”

“Now that you remind me,” says I,
seems I bave heard you say some-
thing of that kind before. And take

Kt from me 1I'm going to make a stab

at trainin’ him défferent. Right now.
Richard, approach your father.”
"Ikky-boy lets loose of Buddy's col-
lar arid stares at me impish.
“Young man,” says I severe, ' “I
wamt you to lay off that siang stuff,
Ditch it. It aint fady like or refined.
And ‘m future when yoi conveme
with your paremts see that you do it
respectfully and proper. Get me?”
At 'which ’Ikky-boy Jooks bhored.
“Whee!” he remarks boisierous, ma-
¥in' a grab lor Buddys stubby tail
and missin’ i,
“Perfeotly absurd!’ snorts Auntie,
retinin’ haughty to the bay window.
t‘Disqualified!” says 1 under my
breath. “Might as well go the dimit,

wnoodlekins. We'll have to grow up

in our own crude way.”

That was the state of affairs when
this Mrs. Proctor Butt comes crash-
in’ in om the scene of our strained

plomestic relations. Trust her to ap-

pear at just the wrong time. Mrs

AButimski I call her, and she lives ug

to the mame.

She’'s*a dumpy built blonde party,
Mrs. Proctor Butt, with projectin’
fromt teeth, bulgy blue eyes and a
hurried, trottin’ walk like a duck ma-
Xin’ for the pond. Her chief aim in
life seems to be better posted on
your affalirs than you are yourself,
and, of course that keeps her reason-
ably busy. Also she a lady gusher

from Gushvillaa Now, I‘don’t object

7 must ¢ cornes I
Aunitie, that I doret
m/c.snér

ey o ek b a

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA,

BRINGING UP FATHER

that the propor |
ozt

to havin’ a conversational gum drop
tossed at me once in & while, sort of
offhand and casual, But that ain't
Mrs. Buttinski’s method She feeds
you raw mollasses with a mixin'
spoon. Just smears you with it.

“Ban't it perfectly wonderful,” says
she' waddlin’ in fussy, “that your
dear darling little son should be two
years old? Do you know Mrs. Robert
£ihns just told me of ‘what &n dm-
poriant day it was in the lives of you
two charming young people, so I
came right over to congatulate you.
And here I discover you all together
‘n your beautiful little home, proud
fathes and all. How fortunate!”

As vhe's beamin’ straight at me &
ha:: to give her some comeback.“Yes,
youre lucky, all night,” says 1. “Am-
other mnute and you wouldn't found
me here for I was just—"

‘Which is where I geis a frown and
@ back-up signal from Vee. She don’t
ike Mrs. Proctor Butt a bit moren 1
do but she afn’t so frank about lettin’
her know it

“Oh, please don’t run away,” begs
Mns. Butt, “You make such an ideal
younig couple. As I tell Mr. Butt 1
just can’t .keep my eyes off you two
whenever I eee you out together.”

“I'm sure that’s nice of you.to say
#0,” says' Vee, blushin’

“Oh, every ome thinks the same of
you, my dear,” eays the lady. “Only
1 simply cim't keep such things to
myself. I have such a impulsive na-|
ture Amd I adore young people and
children, postively adore them. And
now where is the darling. little baby
that 1 havent seen for momths amd
months? You'll forgive my runming in
at this unseasonable hour, 1 know,
but I mst couldn't wait amother day
to—oh, there he ia, the darling cher-
ub! And fm't that a picture for am
artist?”

He'd have fto be some rapiddire
palint shinger if he was to use 'lkky-

\

boy as a model just then for him and
Buddy was havin’ a free-for-all mix-
up bebind the davenport that nothing
short of g movie camera would have
done justice to.

“Oh you darling little fellow!"” she
gurgles on.  “I must hold you in my
arms just a moment. Please, moth-er
mayo’t 1?7”

“I—I'm afraid you would find him
rather a lively armful just now,”
warns Vee. “You ses, when he gets to
playing with Buddy he’s apt to—”"

‘Oh I vhan't mind a bit,” says Mrs.
Butt “Besides the little dears always
seem to take to me. Do det me have
him for a moment?”

“You get him, Torchy,” says Vee.

Bo after more or less mameuverin’
I untangles the two, shuts Buddy in
another room, and deposits "Ikkyiboy,
still kickin' and strugglim’ ind’gnant,
‘:n whatever lap Mrs. Butt ¥as to of-
er.

iShe then preceeds to rave over
him. It's emough to make you seaslck.
Positively, “Oh, what exquisite silky
curls of spun gold!"” she gushes “And
such heavenly big blue eyes with the
long la-hes and -his fittle rosebud
mousie. 00 000-!"

Krom that on ail she epouts is baby
tatk, whéle she mauls and paws him
around like he was a sack of meal. |
couldn’t help glancin’ ag Auntie, of
that's one thing she and Vee have
agreed on, that strangers wan't to be
allowsll to take such liberties with
baby. Besides Auntie never did have
any ue for i Mra Butt anyway
and hardly speaks to her civil when
she meets her. Now Auntie is squirms
in’ in her chair and Ican guess how
her fingers are itchin’ to rescue the
youngster.

“Um precious ‘ittle sweetums, aim’t
007" gurgles Mrs, Butt, rootin’ him
in the stomach with her mose. Won't
um let me tiss um's tweet ittle pinky
winky toes?”

She’'s just tryin’ to haul off ons of
his ehoes when 'Ikky-boy cuts loose
with the rough motiops, fists and feet
both in action, until she has ®to
straighten up to save her hat and her
hair,

“Dess one 'ittle toe-tiss”" she begs.

“Say,” demands ‘Ikkyboy, pushin’
her face away fretful, “where oo get
‘at stuff?”

“Wha-a-at?”" €asps Mrs. Butt,

“Lay off ’at tant you?’ says he
00—00 give ‘Ikky-boy a big pain, oo
does. G'way!”

“Why, how rude!’ says ‘Mmvs, Butt,
gazim’ around bewildered, and then,
as she spots the approvin’ smile on
Auntie’s face, she turns red in the
ears,

Say, I don't know whemn I've seen
the old girl look so tickled over amy.
thing What ehe’s worked up is dl—
most a grin. And there's no gdoubt
that Mrs. Butt knows why it's there

,'Of course,” says she, “if you ap-
prove of such langwage—" and hand-
in’ the youngster over to. Vee she
straightens her BNd and makes ' a
quick exit.

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

“l don't care a bit,” says Vee hold-
in’ her chin well up. “She had no
business mauling baby in thai fash-
*n.”

“I ain't worryin’ if she never comes
back,” says 1, only I'd just promised
Auntie to train 'lkky boy to talk dif-
ferent amd—"

“Under similar provocation,” says

Auntie, “I might use the same expres
sions—-if 1 knew how.”
“Hip, hip, for Auntie!” 1 sings out,

l

guess we are.

“And as for your mot knowin’' how,
that's easy fixed. 'Ikky-sboy and 1 will
give you lessdns.”

otooshpyed v

And say, after he'd finished his
play and was about ready to be tuck-
ed into hils crib, what does the young
jolller do but climb up in Auntie's
tap and cuddle down folksy, all his
own motion.

“Do you like your old Auntie Rich-
ard?”’ she asks, smoothin’ his ved
curls gemtle,

“Uhtiuh,” says ‘Ikky-boy, blinkin’
up at her mushy. “Os a swell Aun-

Are we back in the will again? I'll

BEIRUT SEETHING
HOTBED OF UNREST

By Sir Percival Phillips.

From the deck of the Baron Canl
(the most dilatory stéamer that ever
loafed along the Syrian coast north-
ward from Port Said), Beirut was the
fairest picture of a town 1 had seen
this side of the desert. Which should
have been sufficient warning to ex-
pect the worst. The real Beirut re-
minds me of nothing so 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 skywards to
the snowy crest of Lebanon, lost
drifting clouds,
deed, obviously outrankiag in siz
splendor her competitors for the rien
trade of Syria.

The harbor shouted as much. Thirty
steamers of half a dozan nationalities
struggled for room ‘inside the little
breakwater, demanding more or less
profanely and in as many Janguagesan
immediate supply of lighters and
’longshoreman. The mother of ali
ironclads aired her washing at a buoy,

A trim Messagueries 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 life——and exhibitea
the latest general on her bridge deak.
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 our
passports——refecting those not bear-
ing the visa of his Consul at Port Sata

-—we
be disillus
The mi vanished like an Ara-|
bian Nights' set at Drury Lane
Remained only the usual dirty, dust-|
ridden, down-at‘heel citv of the Bast,

crying out for fresh paint and sanita !

¢t liberty to go ashore ana
oned.

FORD

tion, half European ané haif Oriental,
wholly dilapidated and decayed, sul-
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 famillar scenes of the western
front keep Crossing your mind, and yet
~it is not the same. Not the same
type of soldier, nor 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
bazaars; occasionally a ehiny black
Senegalese flashes his gleaming teeth
at you from a ration cart.

Elderly majors, burned brown by the
African sun, lean, wrinkled, and
liverish, stare grimly at you througn
pincemez; tailored young subalterns,
thinking of Paris and hating Beiru,
ransack the meagrely stodked 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 and vanishes north-
ward; a column marches to the rall-
way-station, emtrains 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 itselfisas’calm as London
Yet beneath the busy routine of every-
day life you detect an air of anxiety, &
feeling of tension, of uncertainty ting-
ed with apprehension. Syrians talk
guardedly, and are non-committal in
their 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 their long, poised
bayonets as you try feverishly to rve-
member the password.

The country is troubled, and so are
its people. So are its new tenamts on
the coast. So are the strangers who
come seeking busin Every one is
expectant—of what They canno: tell
yYou. They only know that the present
situation cannot be continued indefin-
ite

> only patient people are the e
tarving poor. They

the

take wita
gratitude the doles of rice given them
by the kindly French, but they seem
to have little interest and less hope
in the future They have suffered
much As 1 came back to my dila-
tory stea r [ saw little ragged chil-
dren hov in the roadway. A
laden lorry dashed by at breakmevk
speed. v darted into the dust, and

passed groped there with
They were searching for
corn that might have fallen

grains
from the bursting sacks
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