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that you have given up too easlly."

“1 wish people would mind their
own business!"

“Mr. Benedict—fjust what s the
maiter? Do you really lack the
nerve? Is that it?”

“Maybe it's the cowardice of wis-
dom,” he returped, softened some-
what., “Lack of money makes
cowards of the strongest men at
times.""

“Ig it really money?"”

“Yes, it's money.”

“you mean money for your per-
gonal expenses while fighting Bird?"

“Money for attorneys, money for
the bond I'd have to give, money,
money, money at every turn of the
road."”

She meditated, Perhaps she had
been hard on him,

~Oh, well,” she laughed, “forget
it for a few hours, Mr. Denediet.
Miybe I can think up some way
to help you.”

With scarcely a good night, he
left her.

The situation continued without
change for some weeks. Rumors
came that affairs were going from
bad to worse in the pulp company.
Bird fought with his best foremen
and lost them. The one-idea man-
ager tried to do all the detall work
himsgelf, with consequent injury to
the business, He lost several im-
portant contracts, and three of the
company's warchouses were stored
with pulp improperly made, which
sooner or later must be beaten over
again.

The day when most of old Peter
Gates' former employes struck at
the pulp mill. June Farley sought
action by a drastic maneuver. In
an otherwise empty office she called
to George as he was going out for
lunch. .

“Well, what is it?” he asked petu-
lantly.

June opened the
drawer of her desk,
something lying there.

“You remember the talk we had
the evening of July Fourth on my
front steps?"

“Of course I remember.”

“you intimated that if you had,
the money to finance yourself, you
might start something, Well take
this—and go to it

George glanced down, In her
hand were two packets of mnew,
crisp bank notes. Kach was banded
tightly with a strip of salmon-col-
ored paper. And on each strip was
yubber-stamped: “$100."

Benedict gasped.

“What is {17 Where did you get

loft-hand top
picked up

“Never mind where I got it It's
yooney and it will help you."
Two hundred dollare. To fight

old Jonas Bird and secure control
of the Gates Pulp and Paper com-
pany! It would have been Indicrous
—if it had been less pathetic.

“[—ean’'t take Yyour money,” he
gnid huskily. “What sort of chap
do you think I am, anyhow?"'

“That's just what I'm trying to
find out. I'm interested to Kknow
if money ls really gtopping you or
whether you're only using the lack
of its as a dodge?”’

“Indeed? But—but what do you
think I could accomplish with &
mere two hundred dollars?”

It was cruel, for the sum WAas
evidently all the girl could saire.
And to her it was gquile a sum in-
deed,

»] sace,” she said, as her face
flamed, Then vou might take it —
if it were more”’

“1 haven't sa'd so.
«l a guestion.”

As he stood looking down into her
face, he saw her cyes stream tears.
slowly she turned away.

“Then you are hopeless, after all.
And T've been believing in you, all
along.. IU's not accepting this
money that would make me think
less of you; it's in refusing it,” she
told him. It was with an effort that
she controlled her volee. “Nobody
would ever know about it — surely
you don’t think me cheap cnough
10 advertise it. Ever since you got
your place here, 1've tried to make
you sve how foolish and afraid you've
been, Lut you're one of those men
who don't deserve help.’”

His face was strangely bloodless as
he said: “So you think I'm no
good, do you?"

“What olse can 1 think? The first
thing a woman admires in a man
i« courage. You haven't shown
enough Lo cover a pinpoint.”

George Benedict’s teeth came sud-
denly  together with a snap.

“t3lve me the money,” he order-
od, “You've made this whole thing
o bit too personal, So I haven't
enough courage to cover a pinpoint,
wWe'll And before

I mercly ask-

haven't It? s
T'm done, Miss Buttinsky, 1'll make
you eat crow!”

George went - out into  Main

sireet and wolked and walked

Early the next morning he showed
up at the Peopie’s National bank, He
deposited that $200 in his own name,
but he stored the passboolt away in
an inner pocket ns a trust.

With the money thus safely dis-
posed of, he turned toward the front
of the bank. Judge Farmer, the
president, could be seen at his desk
through the open door of the corner
roum. George beared the old finan-
¢ler In his den.

On the following Monday morn-
ing, Mike erty, janitor at the

door and politely ordered the em-
ployes to their desks. A tall, thin

pulp mill offices, was #weeping out shipping clerk stepped forward.

about 7 o'clock when he glanced
up to see Benedict enter from the
rear shipping room door,

“Are vou back here to work?"
demanded Mike. “Everybody
thought youse had quit.”

“I've heen away on a sort of va-
cation, Mike. I'm back now as
manager.” .

“Glory be!" cried the emotional
Celt, “Maybe the boys won't be
glad to hear that, Georgie. 0Old
Bird's a skunk; is he fired?"

“He fs8."

“What did he say when he was
canned?”

“He hasn't sald anything yet. As
a matler of fact he doesn't know
|| Py

“Don’t know ut!
to l'arn?"

“When he comes
ing.”

The Irishman grinned. Benedict
passed on into Jonas Bird's private
office. Mike departed to spread the
news through the mill

Benedict ehtered the room for-
merly occupied by old Peter Gates
and himself. The young man had
a key to Bird's desk. He inserted
it and rolled up the top. Then he
started in to clean the desk of all
the accumulated impedimenta be-
longing to the sald Bird, business
and personal, sll and sundry.

He was so employed when Miss
Hallett, the stenographer Bird had
hired upon his assumption of the
management, entered the offices by
the front door. She had supplant-
ed Mildred Rivers, who had been
old Peter's faithful secretary. Miss
Hallett was a big, flashily dressed
blonde. She saw the door of Bird's
private office ajar and heard the
tearing of papers from within.

“Hello, dearie,” she called,
office being otherwise empty.
she began primping before
washotand,

“Good morning,” came a Sirange
voice In reply.

The woman turned In confusion
to behold a tall young man regard-
ing her from the private office
doorway.

“You!" she cried. “What are you
doing in Mr. Bjrd's private office?™

Cleaning it out,” responded Bene-
dict, cartly.

“What's happened to Mr. Bird?"

“He's canned.”

But 1 saw Mr. Bird last night,
and he said nothing about—"

“Perhaps not. 1'm managing this
business this morning, however, 1
might as well tell you now as later
that Miss Rivers is coming back
this afternoon, and your OWn ser-
vices will no longer be required.”

“You daidn't hire me, and you
can't fire me, I won't go until I'm
turned off by Mr. Bird himself.”

“It's immaterial to me. Only
there will be no pay check coming
to you next Saturday afternoon.”

“1']l see Mr. Bird about this.”

“(3o shead. 1 merely mentioned
Miss River's return to save you
embarrassment later in the day."

From the inner room came the
tearing and erumpling of more
papers.

One by one,
office employees
did not go quletly to
The Hallett person saw to that.
She was a wronged woman and
Aiscoursed loudly upon the Wrong.

Having finished the cleaning of
the desk, Benedict stepped to the

When's he goin’

in this morn-

the
And
the

the remainder of the
drifted in They
their desks,

“By what authority are you talk-
irg Mr. Bird's place?’ he demanded.

“I'm suggesting you leave that to
Mr. Bird and myself and go on
with the day's work,” was the
sharp retort. 5

“Ia that a threat?” demanded the
young Iman.

‘“fhat's an order,” George cor
rected. “And those who refuse to
obey my orders are fired. Do you
want it plainer than that? If you
do, say so!"

It was a few minutes past
o'clock when Jonas Bird entered the
office, His favorites surged for-
ward.

“What right has he got to take
your place?’ they eried.

“He?" stammered Jonas.
do you mean, he?”’

“George Benedicl—the fellow who
quit here in May."

“Where is he?"”

“In your private office.”

Bird had reached the threshold
Bue he paused there.

“Whatter you doing here?”
roared at Henedict,

George gave a careless glance
over hig shoulder,

"*Oh, it's you—Mr,
morning. Fine day
it

“What does this mean?” erled
Bird. "Anewer me before 1 send
for the police.”

“1 hardly think 1'd send for the
Mr. Bird—nat

“Who

he

Bird.
out=ide,

Good
isn't

police, if I were
consulting my own interests.”’
Benedict was cool.

“Why shouldn't 1 send for the

police? | What right have you got
here, anyway?"

“There were many things heve
in the mill not going as well as
might be desired. 1 decided to as-
sume the place Mr. Gates would

want me to sassume If he were
alive.”
Behind PBird, peering over his

shoulders, the office employees
grouped themeselves,

“Get out of here, all of you!
roared Bird. Then to Benedict:
“And you get out of here along
with them!"’

“You're wasting my
your own, Mr. Bird.
doing,"” said George.

“S8end for Chief Hogan''
Bird over his shoulder.

“Just one moment, Mr. Bird. Jf
you ordered Mr. Hogan to arrest
me and he was so thoughtless as
to comply, It might involvé him In

time and
Nothing

roared

an ugly Jdifficulty., Hogan has
property which 1 might attach for
damnges, though you have not™

“Damages? What damages could
you have coming to you?"

“Read the bylaws of this corpora-
tion. ‘I'm a stockholder here.-I've
a perfect right on the company's
property anywhere I wish to go, at
any time of the day or night. QGet
that? Likewlse 1've n perfect right
to Inspect all the books and records
of this business whenever 1 like,
and otherwise diport myself as

though 1 were one of its owners—
which 1T am You own no stock In
this company You're merely an

employe hired for a specified salary
And it's customary In business, Mr
Bird, for the employer to be above
the emplove. There's the telephone
Call any attorney and find out.”

Bird whirled on the curious em-
ploves and clo=ed the door in their
faces,

Alone with George, the manager
began removing his hat and coat,
“] woudn't take off my hat and

coat, Mr, Bird,” George advised.
You're not going to stay, Yyou
know."”

“Who says I'm not?”

“1 say so—as one of your em-
ployers,”

“You're not the whole board. 1
was hired by a majority of the
stockholders, and until I'm relieved
of my place by them at the expira-
tion of my contract, 1 intend to run
this mill without let or hindrance
from the least of them."

“You're going to do mno such
thing, Mr. Bird. I have taken it
upon myself to represent the board
until such time as it can convene
and bring about, formally, your dis-
charge. I'll make my position and
reasons clear enough to the stock-
kolders when the time comes.”

“But—but—Iit—it's illegal and—"

“Who =aid ff was [llegal?”

1 dia”

“Where did you
thority?"”

Bird tried to answer.

“But it isn't done,
wa= all he could say.

“If one stockholder chooses to do
this unconventional thing, who's
going to stop him?"” asked George.

“But 1 have some rights in the
matter., 1 have a contract—"

“Very true, But I have posses-
sion. Your only alternative is to
get an injunction to stop me from
doing the things I propose to do.
But I hardly think the court will
jgnore the right of a competent
stockholder to step in here and save
the business, I'll take my chances.”

“You can't eat and sleep in this
offices until the stockholders can
assemble,” protested Jones. “The
minute you go out 1 shall take that
desk and turn the tables on you.”

*“1 shall go and eome in and out
of this office as I please. And every
time 1 find you here and you do not
move out when requested, [ shall
throw ybu out.”

“And what if I choose the same
expedient ?”

“That, of course,
fege.”

George arose from the chair. He
stood & head and a half taller than
the manager. Bird did some swift
thinking.

“All right,” he cried. “You can't
run this business 10 hours without
handdng funds. The moment you
go endorsing or writing checks, Il
have you jailed. And the bank of-
cial who passes your signature will
find himeelf in the same fix.”

“You don't suppose | came down
here to assume charge without
protecting myself on such a point,
did you? Mr. Bird, you underesti-
mate my Intelligence and your own
too.”

“What have you done about
bank account?’ Bird demanded.

“It might pay you to make in-
quiries at the bank I have ar-
ranged for a bond to indemnify this
company for any such sums as I
may employ in the condact of the
business. A very accommodating
gentlemen, Kindly consented to sign
that hond for me.”

“Who is he?”

“Judge Amos Farmer,

get your au-

e

I tell you!

is your priv-

the

pres<ident

of the People's bank—also a minor
stockholder in this company You
see¢, Mr. Bird, the judge couldn't
call the bank’s Joans and bring your
administration to a close without
wrecking the company, so 1 told

himh 1 would run the
it should be run.™

cOmMpany as

ABE MARTIN

On Topics o’ th’ Day |

This vear marked th' one hun-

dredth anniversary o' th' song,
“Home, Sweet Home " Th' song
wuz written by John Howard

Payne an’ wuz first sung In Lon-
don in 1823. There hain't no rec-
ords U show whether Payne made
twenty-eight or thirty dollars out
o' th' song, but it Is known that
he died homeless an’ an  actor.
While ever singer worthy o th'
name has rendered “"Home, Sweet
Home," time an' again durin' th’
Iast hundred years th’ song's great-
est popularity bas allus been
amongst French harp, or mouth
organ players. Even in these hard
fisted, cold-nosed days, th' beauti-
ful song, when even balf way put
over, never fails t' ralse a lump in

th' throats o' people who own As
many ns three cars, Even apart
ment bred people an' members o

large, snarlin’ families are saftened
by th' touchin' words an’ sweet,
soft melody o' th' dear ole song,
but th' most chokin® up s done by
tired, disuppointed an’ unhappy con-
sumers. Th' song waflls ther mem-
orles 'way back thro' th' mist o'
vears t' th' time when they really
had a home. But we guess most
ever'buddy has some sort of a lean
to they eall home—at least it seems
home after they git t' sleep an’
fergit all th' torments an’ vicissl
tudes o' lfe, Some people are git
tin' too great fer homes, some have
two or three homes, an’ some folks
belleve ther's more profitable ways
o' ppendin money than tyin’ It up
In a home, Another pecallar thing
abouh “Home, Sweet HoMme' s that

people that are newvel
Even folka that have
ther homes half pald fer
emotion when a pMan
up “Home, Sweet
word “home™” is th'
sweetest in th' English language
“1 love you™ Is purty sweet, bug its
severml words put t'gether,
white it often bhas a whole lot t
do with a real home
known t* rub off an’ is not allus re
Hable. How grand it vsed t° be 7 git
home from school, an’ how good we
feel after gittin® home from A
cus. Jest think how a
dancer must feel after she
home an’ away from th' din o
phonea an' cheerin® an' soaks
fept an’ curls up in bed,. Who

it appeals t'
at home
only got
shiver with
ner  sirikes
Home." Th'

an'

it's been

cie
muarathon
gits
sIXO-
her
hins

not slghed U git home while sittin
thro' an' intellectual treat? HMow
many times have we come home

late at night from even a “musical™

show an' said, "1 want somecne t
shoot me if 1 ever Ieave home
agin?' Maybe “th' ole home hain't

what It used t° be " maybe sane
folks do have L' be h"!‘i‘ by Chinese

cutthroats before they appreciate
a home, but jest th' same it's th’
one place where rest an’ peace Kin
be found., After th' band quits play
in'. after th' dancin® an® gossipin’
an’ card playin' an' drinkin’, aftey

th' sight seein’ an’ wanderin then
In all th' world ther's
nothin® jeat

comes home
no substitute fer home-
as good

(Copyright, 1921 )
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“This is the limit!" eried Jona
“I'll sue you for my salary—"

“1 haven't refused to pay you
sidary. That can run until the
piration of your contract.”

Bird blazed. “'Come in here
shove me out of a job, will
I'M show you!"

He sprang for a heavy inkwell,
caught it up and sfung it

Iin a twinkling Benedict was upoq
him. Thereupon the assembled o
fice employes beheld their late lo
and master moving swiftly tow
the outer door., He was assisted |
his progress by the pair of steell
young hande wherewith be
grasped, and a very capable,
letic young body supplying
power for his locomotion. He wel
through the sereen with a ripping
sound.

Rolling to the ground, he fi
Jy regained his feet just as anothep
human being dropped after him.
was the shipping clerk. Bird sh
his fist at George standing in
doorway above,

“I'N sue you for this!" he Fied.
George Benedict went ck 1o
the private room throug a thor-
oughly subdued and : e

office.
Straight for the off © of Bob
Hentley, our town's attorney of

conseguence, Jonas
way.
Bob
silence.
“What I want to k
get away with t?”
“Of he
with it—that Is, un
“U'nless what?"'

Sird made hig

listened to  his harrative jn

OW is, can he -
e rd concluded A
ANt get away

Course

“Unless he's told you '"-“ﬁ =
about having Judge Farmer behing
him. In that ¢ase you'd better take
a check for the balance of your
unexpired term and Jlet the boy ..
alone, Wait, and I'll get the judge =
on the telephone.” .

“You tell Bird,” came the judge's
command, “if he knows what's
healthy for him——to accept that
zalary check Benedict will draw for

him. Tell him I'm backing youn
Benedict to the limit."”
The evening of the day whena

Jonas Bird departed from Paris
our former ad man again visited
the Telegraph's place of husiness,
“Where's June Farley?' he aske
ed.
Judge Farmer was in the editor's

private office gossiping with that
warthy. Same Hod replied that
June had just left the office. The
banker smiled kindly at the young
man

“How's things going down to the
miil, soany?" he Inquired.

“The men are all back,” George
as he headed for the ocutes
office door

He had opened that door when he
thi something~he wished to

replied

i Judge, s0 he closed the
door. The two men, so he closed the
assumed the young man bhad left
the office Tohereupon Sam Hod
said something about George YWwing
a smart young fellow

“A smart young feller?" repeated
Judge Farmer ‘Sure he's a smart
young feller. But lemme tell yon
a secret Hiod. There's such a
thing in the world as thrift.™

Thrift, what's that got to 4o
with

I'm a banker—by trade and tem-
peirament Thrift means clever
managing A m who ek orvr=s how

0 manage his « 1 finances cle
y can manage other

“IdD you mean to say you b
o1 George Penedict in his new
tion because of his thrift.™

“Tdo, He gota job here In
Telegraph office in May He
it in August. The day he m
up his mind to make a fight
the place to which he was entith
he deposited two hundred dollara

peaple’s.™

our =saving= department—and roo
over, he didn’t draw upon it
expenses. A chap as thrifty
that deserves backing. Yes
IM bet on him.*™

in the outer office Georce tul
ed and tiptoed out—out to fi
June Farley

To his ecredit, In view of thet
marriage this afternoon, let it

st down that he tiptoed out to give

her something more than the tweo
hundred unu=ed dollars of her save
nee

Copyright, 1921)

Chance for Inventors

Among the many things that are
regurded as highly desirable, the
Institute of Patentees, In London, {
Eng . to offer the following sugges-
tons as to inventions needed by the
workd:

Glass that will bend

Methods to reduce friction

Practical ways of utilizing the
tiden

A procese 1o make flannel une
shrinkahle

A furnace that will conserve 3§
per cent of jts heat

A tobacco pipe that can (&Y
cleaned easily and effectively

A motor engine of one pound
weight per horsepower

A snmoth road surface that will
not be slippery in wet weather

A nolseless airplane, and an Al

plane that can be managed
and esasly by boy or girl




