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Smutless Grain and
" Scabless Potatoes
Will Help Solve the Food Question

-y -

V-T'he Abpcéll |
of Khaki

By JANE OSBORN

The parasitic diseases of grain, potatoes, etc, are due to =«
_ spores or germs planted with the seed. An efficient means
of prevention is the treatment of all seeds with a

Solution of Formaldehyde

- i
One pound of formaldehyde of standard strength added
to forty gallons of water is sufficient to treat 50 to 60 bus.
of wheat or corn and 40 to 50 bushels of oats or barley.

Potatoes may also be inexpensively treated.

‘We have a guaranteed full-strength formaldehyde.

J. P. Lamb & Son *

Druggists and Opticians
Athens - -

Ontario

Royal Purple, Caldwell’s
Rennie’s, and Gardner’s

Calf Meal

By the Ib, and in 25 and 50 b, bags

Nothing.Better for Feeding
CALVES

Contains from 19 1-2 to 22 per cent Protein
A Full Stock on Hand

Joseph Thompson

Athens - - - Ontario

_ —

Just Arrived $500.00 Worth of

. Martin Senour Paint

' 100 per cent. pure which I am offering at

$4.00 Per Gallon Cash =«

If you want a bargain in Paint you had
better call and investigate as it will not
last long at this price. 5% discount on all
goods sold for cash during next 30 days.

E. J. Purcell

SHELF AND HEAVY HARDWARE

Frost and Wood Machinery—Baynes Buggies—Auto Accessories

[Have Your Watch
Cleaned Occasonally

u A Watch will run without oil or ¢leaning longer than
i any other picce of machinery.
B e D eyt o e g T
S But it needs both occasionally
Tt you will consider that the balance wheel makes three
hundred vibrations per minute, and that the rim travels
more than fifteen miles per day, you will not grudge your
wateh a speck of oil and a cleaning once a year. Tt will
increase both the life and aceuracy of your watch, S
2 -~ 2 /’ /] /’ : r >
Leave Your Watch with Us Today
Prompt service and moderate chargos.

H. R. Knowlton

Jeweller & Optician Athens, Ontario

{/Patrick Henry Madison.”

. the superior editor.
| sort of name a girl writer would

' choose.

(Coyyrlzht 1918 by tho uccmro Nowwn.-
(per Syndicate.)

«] shall shriek—I ceriainly shall
shriek if I come to another khaki
hero.” H. B. Shanley mumbled this
rather to herself than aloud as she sat
pefore her high piled desk in the ed-
itorial offices of “The Purple Book;
all-story, five-cent weekly.” H. P.
Truman, the remainder of the editorial
staff, laid a gentle hand ‘on his bald
head and looked over hig shell-rimmed
spectacles at his colleague on the
other side of the room.

He looked just in time to see Miss
Shanley dash off her own shell-rimmed
spectacles, lean supinely bak in her
swivel chair and at the same time
emit a stifled yell

“There, I said I'd do it, and I did.
The very next manuscript I turned to
began right in the first paragraph with
‘Her head dropped on his khaki shoul-
der. Good-by, she whispered and
pushed him away,’ andithen at the
end: ‘If I thought you were there
waiting for me I could fight a thou-
sand Huns. They are all like that. If
the hero isn't in khaki he is in sailor
blue and half the heroines are
nurses.”

“Was that what made you make
that funny little shrieky noise?” asked
Mr. Truman, obviously relieved.

“Certainly, why shouldn't I? Every
blessed story that comes in is the
snme. How I am going to get enough
possible stories for you te make up
the magazine out of here I am sure I
don’t know. They are all alike. The
contribs have lost their balance. They
think that all they have to do is to
bring in a little trench slang, a lot of
mush and twaddle about broad kha-
ki shoulders, clinking spurs and
that sort of thing and their story is
sold.”

Mr. Truman suggested that possi-
bly the readers of the Purple Book

liked clinking spurs and khaki shoul- °

ders; there were a good many men in
the camps who read the magazine and
they should be catered to.

“To be sure,” agreed Miss Shanley,
slitting the mext large envelope that
lay before her and unfolding the man-
uscript mechanically. “But I've found
it out. There are only about seven
days a soldier camn fall in love, and
we've used each one of those plots
at least five times over. It's mo-
notonous.  There is the man who
doesn’t know he loves the plain lit-
tle girl at heme till he gets away
in the trenches, and there is the girl
who doesn’t know she loves the awk-
ward, frank-eyed, broad-shouldered
hero till he gets away. Then there
is the girl who wants to be a suf-
fragette or sometking and won’t marry
the man till he’s gone and then she
gets an idea that she ought to ‘keep
the fire burning’ and she sends for
him or something and—

“Yes, I know,” said Truman, who was
rather bored than otherwise at his as-
sistant’s analyzing tendencies. There
were times when she was delightful,
really too delightful for his own peace

‘of mind. But in this mood she was

trying. “Well, please don’t shriek
about it next time—you gave me quite
a scare. I thought you were having
a fit or something.”

“I told you I was golng to,” argued
Miss Shanley.

“I thought you were jesting. Sup-
pose instead of doing that you whistle
joyously when you come to a hero out
of khaki? Really I quite agree with
vou that we do need some really
gripping stories of a nonmilitary na-
ture.” Then Mr. Truman went back
to his editorial work, and gradually
there began to creep over him a pleas-
urable consciousness. He had had an
undercurrent of convictian that his
colleague disapproved of him because
he had not enlisted; he had feared
that it would be necessary as a means
of winning her permanent esteem for
him to den the khaki or sailor blue.
But apparently he had been mistaken.
She could not have spoken as she had
about broad khaki shoulders if she
had admired them as much as most
young women were reputed to do.

Suddenly Mr. Truman started in his
chair so violently that his spectacles
fell off from his nose. Miss Shanley
had_emitted a whistle so piercing and
sharp that it had violently agitated
his delicately strung nervous organ—

<ism.

“That,” she announced, “was to let
you know I'd found the gripping story
you were wishing for. It's a thriller
and the hero is an Argentine cowboy,
and there isn’t one reference to war.
I'm going to accept it without wait-
ing for you to read it, I'm so sure it
is what you are looking for.”

“You might tell the young woman
that wrote it that we appreciate not
having the hero in khaki and would
like more in the same vein,” smiled
Mr. Truman as Miss Shanley hailed
the diminutive stenographer from the
next room so that she might at once
write her letter of acceptance.

“I¢'isn't a young woman—it’s one

“You never can tell,” commented
“That's just the

The letter notifying “Patrick Henry
Madison” of the acceptance of his
story and the announcement that he

| woul@ recelve his check “on date of
| publication” was brief but encourag-
ing. It was signed H. B, Shanley, and

: hurry.

' fectly wonderful.

m llttle mplclon Ip its abrupt busl-
‘nesslike wording ‘that H. gtood for
Helen and B. for Beatrice. Perhaps
"Patrick Henry Madison had seldom re-
celved editorial letters so encouraging,
perhaps he read between the lines—at
all events he wrote a letter of con-
siderable length sending in his next
nonmilitary story—the hero this time
was a South Sea island planter, with-
out a suspicion of khaki—and of so
friendly a chiiracter that H. B. Shan-
ley was constrained te write an
equally friendly letter in reply. Again
that editor congratulated him on his
.rare discernment in keeping his ke-
&oes out of the war game. “Unless you
can tell your story like a genius and
Rave an entirely mew twist, any war
story now would be deadwood. They
have all heen written except the really
great ones.” The correspondence con-
tinued for several months and the
stories appeared at close intervals.
Then “Patrick Henry” asked permis-
slon to meet H. B. Shanley and the
interview was carefully arranged to
take place in the Purple Book editorial
,office on the afternoon in the week
when Mr. Truman played golf. He
had quite set himself at ease on the
matter of enlisting now, so sure was
he of Helen's attitude on that score,
and it was only because he had not
definitely decided whether when he
did ask this colleague of his to be-
come Mrs. Truman he should stipulate
that she should continue her post in
the office—he dreaded the presence of
anyone else—or whether he should
urrnnge to have her do the house-
-keeping in some conveniently arranged
little flat, that he had not as yet taken
her jnto his fulL confidence as to his
intentions. He was planning to set-
tle this question for himself that after-
noon on the golf course. Perhaps the
next day he would make his declara-
tion.

But the next day he was in no
Helen was in a wonderfully
foyous mood and this seemed decided-
v auspicious. It would be time enough
at five o’clock to ask her, ;

“Patrick Henry -turned out to be
of the feminine gender, I dare say?”

! he asked, as he glanced over proofs on

his desk of that writer’s latest con-

! tribution.

“Miss nothing,” lnughed Helen, “and

l the funny thing was he—" -

“So # was a man after all?” Mr.
Truman felt an irritation that he could
not account for.

“Jt was so funny. He is really per-
I hadn’t told you,
but we had got very well acquainted
with each other through the letters
we have written. I knew I liked
him, but I imagined he was going to be
some quiet, studidhs little man of
about your build.”

“Well?” Mr. Truman was distinctly
irritated at that remark.

“Well, he wasn't at all. You see he
had discovered in the third letter that
I wasn't a man, and—well, I don’t
know how it happened, but we got aw-
fully fond of each other, and—well,
he asked me to marry him, and I said
I couldn’t say yes till I'd seen him.
And he said there was something about
him that I might dislike very much.
He thought I would, he said, from

| something I said in one of my first

letters. You see I told him I was
glad his heroes didn’'t have broad
shoulders, or something like that, and
—well, you see he has, and he turned
out to be Capt. Patrick Henry Madison.
Isn’t that wonderful? Iexplained, of
course, that what I said about stories
had nothing to,do w’th the way I felt as
a girl. So I just said ‘yes’ right away,
and I thought I'd tell you first be-
cause you and I have always been such
good chums, and—Patrick and I will
be married in a week or so. I thought
you ought to have time to find some
one else to fill this chair.”

Mr. Truman was signing letters
with an air of considerable preoccu-
pation. He gently stroked his bald
patch and straightened his blue serge
shoulders.

“It's very funny that a man in the
service would be content 4o leave .all
patriotic flavor out of his stories. I
should think he would be so enthusias-
‘tic he would want to.” Mr. Truman
had definitely decided he wouldn’t llke
Captain Patrick.

“Oh, he’s enthusiastic, all right, and
he’s going to write one great big thrill-
ing war story. I
ing till he could write a really great
one.- You'll take it, won’t you, Mr.
Truman?”

“Yes—unless I'm not here either.
You see, I've been thinking of getting
into the war myself. There is a mighty
strong appeal about khaki and all that
sort of thing,” and the asseciate editor
assured him that there was.

Why Buttoned Shoes Have Passed.

,Every woman with her eyes open
must have noticed thnq button shoes
aré little worn, and no*doubt the fact
that lace shoes are as a general thing
neater and trimmer and more- easily
kept in comdition has a -good deal to
do with this.

The fact that button shoes use more
leather than lace shoes is the big rea-
son behind their disappearance from
fashion, say those who know. It does
seem a very little leather to save,
doesn’t it? But then this is the day
\_vhen we appreciate the importance of
very small things; the saving of a slice
of bread a day, a lump of sugar or a
half pound of meat—trifles.that we are
assured amount to enormous propor-
tions in the aggregate.

Gas Meters and Guitars.

The,gas meters of the houses in New
York city are now recorded by camera,
which yields a permanent record of
each of the regular readings.

The guitar was Introduced into Hu-
rope by the Spaniards, who copled the
instrument from the Mogrs, =

He's just been wait- |

ATHENS BRANCH, . . . 5

War Bond Interest
Coupons and €heques
Cashed Free. \

The Merchants Bank will cash all War-
Loan coupons or interest cheques when due,
on presentation, without making any charge:
whatever for the service.

If you have mot a Savings Acceunt, why
not use your interest money to epen one with.
This Rank ?

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Mead Office: Montreal. OF CANADA, Established 1864,
F. W. CLARKE, Manager.

Sub-Agency at Frankville epen Thursdays,
Branches also at DELTA, LANSDOWNE, LYN, ELGIN, WESTPORT.

New Brooms Sweep Clean

We have the New Brooms at

60c, 65¢ and 70c )
Wall Papers

See our New Stock, prices range from 10c up .
Borders
All Borders sold by the Roll at Roll Prices
20c per roll and up

Window Shades

Mounted on Good Rollers at 75¢ per shade

Special -

A Very Fine Marquisette at 45c per yard

Floor Qil Cloth

We have a good selection of patférns and

widths for your selection.

T. S. KENDRICK

Athens - ‘Ontario

Reporter Advts. pay, if you don’t think
so, try one now and prove it for yourself

S

TIME

When it is time to paint you naturally
want the best and we can recommend

Martin-Senour

and .
Lowe Brothers

Paints and Varnishes as being honest
goods with a name and reputation behind
them.

Also White Lead and Oil, Kyanize Stains
and Enamel. l}. & H. Colors in Oil

MURESCO

THE
Earl Construction

Company
Genuine‘ford Repair Parts

GARAGE AND AUTO SUPPLIES |
Athens - - -- Ontario

PAINTING ’
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