Xpenses,

" ‘This, 'they deposntinaSavm Aeeount in
The Merchants Bank—settle bi‘l?s by cheque
«b—llal:d tg‘us have an accurate record of
Such a business-like method also gives a
woman the feeling of happy mdependenee
in having a bank account of :

THE | MERCHANTS BANK

Head Office: Montreal,. OF CANADA Established 1864,

"ATHENS BRANCH, .
Bnnchualoo ats Delh Lansdowne,
¥ ub-Agency -t Frankville open
} b-Agency at Rock t open Wi

Hot Water
Bottles

GOOD ONES

You don’t havs to worry about the value in these
Bottles. They are O.K. in every detail, if one should not
turn out tv be as we guarantee it, bring it back and get
i new one or _\'l)lll' Xll(lll(‘y. .

A big line of Automizers, Fountain Syringes and all
*kinds of Rubber Goods—Prices Right-Inspection Tnvited.

J. P. Lamb & Son

Druggists and Opticians

Athens - - Ontario

We have a Large Stock of

Alladin
Lamps

In Both Table and Hanging
style, and a complete line
of accessories forthem.

E. J. Purcell =

THE HARDWARE MAN

Glass
Perfection

.Resolved
to Start

By having our Eyes examined and fitted
with serviceable and becoming glasses at

a moderate axpense, at

H. R. Knowlton

Jeweller & Optician Athens, Ontario

By R. RAY BAKER

C ht, 1919, by- th ucc: N 4
; {Copyright, o411 ay’w;“‘, ure Newse
v ' Gt

Equipped with $100 and a horseshoe
Clarence Archibald Creston Kennel
worth was set adrift amid the cold
currents of success seekers.

The capital with which he was ex:
pected to wrest wealth from the world
was the gift of his father. The tokep
of luck was from the girl- he expected
some time to marry.

The words accompanying the bank’
notes ran something like this:

“I gave you the chance to work ir
these steel mills and climb the ladde:
on the rungs of experience. That's-the
way I did it, and you could have done¢
as well. Of course I'm only president
of the company, but that-is not so ba¢
when you consider I had no education
But you insisted on'a course at the
university, and now you have it. Here’s
a hundred cash. Harness it to yom
learning and try to make good at some
thing. If you fail, just come back ané
own up to it, and I'll give you the
same job you could have had four
years ago—without the college course.’

The horseshoe came into Clarehce’s
possession that night when he calleg
on Magdeline Osborne to tell her thei:
wedding would have to be postponec
“another hundred years,” because his
father had refused to make him s
manager in the mills, and now he
would have to learn to do something
and then do it until he had enougk
money to finance a voyage on the mat:
rimonial sea.

“I thought you learned how to do
things at college,” Magdeline observed
in sympathetic tones.

“That’'s where you thought wrong.
The only things I learned in college
were football and baseball. To be
frank, Mag, the only way I ever passed
my examinations was with the assist-
ance of my master partner—luck. In
fact, I just bluffed my way through,
stddying very little. I've always been
a good bluffer, and had my share of
luck, but—you can’t bluff father.”

Magdeline smiled with the dawn of
an idea, excused herself and left the
room, returning with a horseshoe
about the size of a half-dollar.

“It's not silver,” she assured him,
“although it does have a good shine.
It's just tin, but the little trinket has
been in our famlly for many genera-
tions and has always brought luck to
the possessor. I want you to wear it,
and it will help your usual luck and
bluff to make good.”

Clarence attached the token to his
watchchair, and somehow it secmed to
give him confidence.

“I'll make good at something,” he
promised as he took his leave. “Until
I get a good start, though, you'll not
hear from me.”

Clarence did not deserve the calum-
nious chaln of names that fettered
him. Ancestors  on his mother's
branches of the family tree were to
blame. If he had been blessed with
names befitting his appearance and
personality, they would have heen
something like: John Sam Hank
Brown. As it was, his friends had
taken -his initials and coincd “Cack”
for his nickname. "~ *

He was a healthy specimen of twen-
ty-three, with six feet of height and a
| generous girth.,  While not exactly

handsome, he was attractive, with
twinkling blue eyes, a mouthful of
shiny teeth, a mop of light brown hair
that looked rusty, and a Roman nose,
which, although larger than necessary,
never got in the way. Ile was not
¢orpulent by any means, but was
chunky, and walked with a rolling gait
that would mark him for a sailor, al-
though he had never seen an ocean.
Before hunting a job “Cack” felt it
necessary to eat, so he hunted a res-
taurant and, seating himself at a ta-
ble, picked up a newspaper. An ac-
count of a murder drew his attention.
| “The detectives still are looking for
[ clews,” he read. A cough at his shoul-
| der apprised him of the presence of a
waiter.
“By George!” he exclaimed mental-
ly, “I'm going to be a detective.”
“Bring me some h'xsh ” he told the
,Waiter.

II.

On the ninth floor of a nine-story
building Detective Cack waited for
clients. His office rent came cheap be-
cause he was willing to trust himself
in room 13.

Kehnelworth’s detective agency was
advertised in both-the local papers,
but at the beginning of the agency’s
second week of existence these adver-
tisements had done no more than flat-
ten the firm’s pocketbook. Numerous
incidentals of - expense including a li-
cense to “detect,” had eaten the hun-
dred, and Clarence was worrying about
his next me.l. "

Across the street two men on a scaf-
fold were painting a smoked ham on
the brick wall of a building. Clarence

ciously on his pipe.

“I can’t stand it,” he finally decided,
and pulled the shade over the window,
shutting the ham from view. “I'll have
to give it up and call on father.”

f He reached for the telephone, but be-

]‘.fore he could lift the receiver the bell

{ rang. It startled him and he sat for |
half a minute as though dazed, then |

| cautiously answered :
| “Hello. This is Clar—
worth’s detective agency.”
“This is George Dillingham,” said a
barsh voice. “Rush a detective out to

Kennel-

retnmel the receiver to its relt

lng place, bounced to his feet, snatched

his hat from the wall, raised the win-

dow blind and gazed gloatingly at the

ham for a second, then ran all the

, Way down the eight ﬂlghts of stairs to
3 the ntreet, and hailed a trolley car.

“I'm engaging a’ private detective '

against the advice of my son-in-law,”
announced Mr. Dillingham, pulling at
his white goatee, spreading his short
legs: far apart and glaring fiercely
through powerful-lensed spectacles.
“Better hnve‘ kept the whole thing
quiet,” snorted the son-in-law, biting
viciously into a cigar. He was of

. about Clarence’s own age, and with a

quick, nervous manner. His face ap-
peared never without a sneer, for his
features were built that way. He
lighted the cigar., “What’s a mere $10,-
000 to raise a rumpus about?”

“Ten thousand’s ten thousand,” ob-
served the practical Mr. Dillingham.

The son-in-law shrugged his shoul-
ders andrloft the library. Mr. Dilling-
ham approached the criminal appre-
hender, who was examining the dial
on the safe. .

“I'm against detectives myself” con-
fided the head of the house, “but I've
got to show Mr. Petty—that’s my son-
in-law—he’s.not running things. How-
ever, you got to work on my terms—
five hundred dollars if you catch the
robber, and nothing if you fail.”

Clarence’s heart slid into his shoes
and a smoked ham he had been vision-
ing did a movie fadeout. However, he
stretched himself to his full six feet
and glared haughtily at his prospect-
ive “customer.”

“Those are ‘always my terms,” he
said, with dignity, and added: “I have
never failed on a case.”

Mr. Dillingham related what he
knew of the robbery. While discuss-
ing a business deal with his son-in-
law, which necessitated opening the
safe to examine some papers, he had
been called from the library. Mr. Pet-
ty’s call of “Help! Stop thief!” had
"brought him back on the run, and he
found the son-in-law lying on the floor,
his coat partly torn off, pointing to
the window d gronnlng' ‘“He went

' through t window.”

Glancing out the aperture in ques-
tion, Mr. Dillingham had seen no one.
An examination of the safe had dis-
closed that $10,000 was missing. “Have
you a clew?” he asked Clarence, con-
cluding his story.

Detective Cack smiled enigmatically.
“Call the servants,” he directed.

One or all of the servants might have
been guilty, and Clarence ~Archibald

reston Kenelworth would not have
suspected it, after the straightforward
stories they told. He was honest him-
self and had not yet learned to distrust
others.

I,

Telling Mr. Dillingham he was fol-
lowing a clew, Clarence left the house,
outwardly confident, but inwardly de-
jected.

“I'm no good,” he confided to him-
self, as he trudged down the lane lead-

ing from the Dillingham domicile. The |
sun had just sunk beneath the earth’s

rim, and the lane was gray with gath-
rering, darkness except for a few va-

grant rays of twilight that sifted |

through the interlacing boughs above.

“I can see myself crawling back to

father—or starving,” said Detective

Cack, filling his pipe. He paused close |

to big tree, and opened his metal
matchbox, but it was empty. Clicking
it shut in disgust, his hand came in
contact wiffi the tin horseshoe on his
watchchain.
the trinkeg and was reflected against
the tree.

“Don’t shoot,” pleaded n trembling
voice behind -the tree. “I give up.”

The form of a man, cringing and
trembling slunk forth. Clarence drew

out his electric flash and let loose a |

flood of light. Before him stood Mr.
Petty, a traveling bag in his hand.

“The ten thousand’s in the bag,” he '

said. “I was trying to beat it, but I

saw you coming and dodged behind the |

tree. When I heard you cock that

gun, and saw the light reflect from the |
barrel,’ I decided it was time to quit.”

Half an hour later Detective Archi;
bald Creston Kennelworth, with $500
fn his pocket, was regaling himself
with smoked ham. Another half-hour
passed before he was ringing the, door-
bell at the home of Magdeline Osborne.

Popularizing American Sports.

Among all the articles of American
exports to thé far East none is more
typically American or of greater im-
porfance in favorably affecting the in-
fluence of the United States in the
Orient than the American playground,
according to John W. Wood, foreign
secretary of the Episcopal board of
missions, who is just back from nine
months’ tour of China, Japan and the
Philippines.

“Exporting the American play-
ground” is a line in which the board
of missions has been engaged for
about twenty years, and Mr. Woed
announces that the venture is now

—that is to say, the Celestials and the
Filipinos, and particularly the girls of
the lat r race, are rapidly learning
to “burn the pill over,” “cut the cor-
ners of the plate” and “murder the
ball.”

watched with wistful eyes,/puffing ﬁ_\beglnnlng to pay big human dividends

I‘ Anticipating a Scarcity.

| coal supply will be exhausted,” re.
marked the fuel expert.

| “I am aware of that,” repiled the

| plain person; “but isn’t it a bit early

! to be putting up the price?”

SpecialS"

For the Opening of
the New Year Trade

Flannelette Blankets
1 1-4 Flannelette Blankets $2 7 5

forperpair.... .c..eoce.s
Boys’ Reefer Coats
Balance of Boys Heavy Reefer Coats,

—sizes 30 to 35, at prices $ 3 00

wgnng up from........

Men’s Boot Rubbers
Rubbers foot Men'sboot ()¢ Pair

T. S. KENDRICK

Athens Ontario

IT PAYS--

To feed your stock Ground Feeds
Schumacher Stock Feed

A balanced grain ration good for all
stock.

Banner Feed
For Horses and Cattle.

Tillsons Barley Feed

Nothing better for Hogs

With Wheat advancing in price flour is
good buying. We carry the best grades
Quaker Flour and Purity Flour.

% L

Joseph Thompson

Athens - Ontario

A shaft of- light struck |

“In a million years or so the entira’

WE’VE GOT EM!

Hardware
Ranges
Heaters
Tinware
Churns
Sanitaries
Axes
Paints
Oils
Colors
Varnishes
Builder’s Supplies

THE e
Earl Construction
Company
Genuine Ford Repair Parts
GARAGE AND AUTO SUPPLIES

=

Athens - e Ontario




