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READ THIS FIRST
Evelyn Preston finds the body of |
A stranger in the library of her home
in Washington and her mother and
her stepfather, Peter Burnham, are
ns mystified as she is. Captain La
Montagne, in love with Evelyn,
Jearns that his letters to her have
been intercepted and blames Burn-
ham, Burnham, on th. strength of
a disagreement with T.a Montugne
in Paris yeara before, says Is Mon-
tagne killed the stranger, thinking
the man was Burnham.

THEN READ THIS
AYDEN shook his head in bewlld

. erment. “Then your theory that La |
L Montagne mistook this unidentified
t dead man for vou, Burnham, hardly
™" s borne out by the medical evidence.”
&~ “What d'ye mean?" The question
i+ shot from Burnham, down whose hot
Y face perspiration was trickling. }
e “Why, simply that the man Was

= killed by a dose of hydrocyanic acid™
:Hl.\'don spoke deliberately to make
— mure the excited man understood him.
7SI these two men were drinking to-
gether, as geams a natural supposition,
L.a Montagne would have known hia
companion was not you and would
not have adminlstered the polson, He
vou in the dark.”
Evelyn

wasn't shooting &t

“Not then, perhaps-
who had shot a grateful look at Hay-
den, whitened as she caught the va
nom in Burnham's tone. “Listen to
me, Mitehell: T want your full atten:
tion, La Montagne has great reason
1o dislike me, to even fear me. Be
quiet,” as Evelyn endeavored to speak. |
1 had an appeintment to meet La
Montagne here on Monday night.’

“You did! "’
at her stepfather,

“But | was detaliwa and could net
keap the appointment.” went on Burn-
ham. He moistensd his dey lips be
fore continuing. 1 take back
1 said about La Montagne mistaking
the dead man for me. He undouhtedly |
brought the man here to assist in as
+ sassinating me and, finding 1 did not
. arrive, killed the nfan from a double
i motive—to get rid of a witnese who
might possible betray him and to con-
viet me of the crime.”

BEvelyn stared at Burnham and then
at her companions, her eyez half ot
of her head

“You are mad!
gasped

“8n that is vour cue, is 1t?"" Burn- |
ham laughed heartily, Immoderately,
and Hayden edged nearer the bed,
ready for any emergency. Mitchell was :
the first to speak.

“Phat's a very neat theery ™ he said,
and his calm manner had a quieting
effect upon Burnham. “You say you
had an engagement to meet Captain
La Montagne here, sir, but that xou
did not keep It. Then how did Captain
La Montagne this unidentified

Evelyn stared astounded

whit

PO,

Utterly mad!” she |

anid
his companion—get

-

man—you claim,
inside your house

Burnham slipped his hand under the
pillow and dragged out a sgheat of
nota paper. “Here is a copy of my
lettgr to Captain Lae Montagne making
the appointment for Monday night.
In it you will see that T =ald that my
train might be late, and not wishing
to keep him standing on the doorstep
in what might be inclement weather,
1 inclosed my latch key.”

Evelyn gazed aghast Burnham
and then vaguely about the room; s
"familiar objects wavered and danced |
befors her vision and with a pitiful
ery she sank fainting into [J(*t(-l:ll\'e;
Mitchell’'s arms.

“THE BEST LAID PLANS"

Maynard, pacing with nervous
strides back and forth almer's
apar'ment, paused in front of Doctor |
Hayden,

“Things look black.” hs admirtied
“Devilish biack for Rene La Mon |
tagne.”" [

Hayden made a last entry in his day |
book and slipped it inside his 1~nrk-:|
before answering. |

“I am afrald they do"” he agreed
“Any news from police headquarters?” |

“Only to say that Detective Mitchell |
is still out; T left word for him to call

at

here.” Maynard flung himself down
on the lounge by Hayden, I wish |
T had been with you when Burnham

preferred charges against Rene, rotten
Tuck being dotained down town and
missing all the excitement,”™

Any comment Hayden might have.|
made was checked by the noisy en.
trance of Palmer from his worxshop, |
a small room at the back of his apart.
ment which he had fitted up with office |
appliances and draughtsman's tools. |

“Have you meen Siki?" he asked

“1 have,” replied Maynpard, "l sent
him on an errand, Palmer. S8iki tola
me it was his time off so— "

“That's all right; glad you got some |
work out of the beggar."” Palmer
wheeled an arm chalr forward and
dropped wearlly into it. “Night work
js playing the devil with me.
the latest bulletin from the Burn-|
hams', Hayden”"

“Burnham ill and Evelyn better,”
answered the physiclan tersely.

Maynard laid down his cigarette case

*~ unopened. “Had Jones reported back
when you were there, Hayden?' Al
the butler's name Palmer looked up
Inyuisitively.
‘“Come to think -of it, 1

didn’t In-
keeper, Mrs. Ward, opened the door
for me and I went right upstairs to
see my two patients.

Palmer stared abstractedly at his
highly polished shoes, then looked over
at Maynard, “"Have you notified Chief
Connor that Jones has decamped?’ he
inquired.

Maynard waited until his cigarette
wes lighted before replying.

“I have not,” he said. “Chiefly be.
eause I am not altogether cartain Jones

has ducamped. mt% found

hat Jonos taken p 3

n to peturn :;:
1 with r t ex-

| three men

What is .[

quire,” exclaimed Hayden, "The house. |

Evelyn, young, impulsive, and charm-
ing: there Is Mrs, Ward " He hesi-
tated.  “A curious sort of woman,
morose, secrotive. and there is Jones,™
he laughed “Jones i* an od
dity.”

"So odd

again,

that T have spent nearly

twenty-four hours looking up his past |man spy. has he?"

caraer,” sald Palmer deyly. “And 1've
dug up some interesting facts; for in.
stance, Jones has never taken out his
naturalization papers.'"
“"His naturallzation
den sat bolt upright,
American?”
"He ls not”
day, Havden,
declared a
wlione,

papera?”

Hny-
“Tan't Jonea an

replied Palmer
it this
barred
many Washington
find laft
and the Kkaiser will get just wo much
lexs  firstshand  information
American war preparations”
"o you mean Jones {8 a German?”
demanded Maynard, and into his mind
flashed the recollection of his first im.

"8 ne
district "in ever
for enemy
hostesses

zoneg

will themselves

Tuesdity night nt the Burnhams'; he
hard
a foreign acrent in his speech, but the

then defected the

.'"“" to do what he zave'

|
Berviantless |

faint trace of |seoffed Palmer.

Connor is handling the matler now,
and It's not for us to interfere.”
Palmer colored warmily at the de.
tective's peremptory tone, bhut con-
trolled his anger as he remarked: “Sp
Chief Connor has come around to my
theory that the dead man was a Ger-

“1 ean't say, sir, what Chief Con.
thinks, he does not conflde in
replied Mitchell “But I do
that when he requesisa a per.
to interfere in the handling

of a case, it s healthier for the per.

nar

me,"
| know
=on not

Seeing the gathering wrath in Palm.
er's still flushed countenance, May- |
nard hastily hroke into the -'nn\t-rssnul
tion. ]

“Your spy theory doesn’t seam fon-l

able, Palmer" he remarked. “If the |

about | man was caught spyving, why doesn't

the man who killed him come forward |
and state the case? No one is going|
to be condemned thess davs for ex-
poging, ave, even killing, & German |

| preasion when Jones ndmitted him on [ apy In lina of duty.”

"That's  « specious argument,” |

“It i= just as convine

that if the dead man had

ing 1o mray

“I did, but hs had not been there
today "

Falmer rose and offered the detec-
tive a cigar and match, "8it down/
he suggested as Hayden made room
for Mitchell on the lounge, then ask-
ed, “Can yvou arrest a French ofMcer
detailed hore for murder?”

“Ift 1 ean prove he's guilly,
Mr. Palmer.” Mitchell
tentedly at his clgar. “I've an oper-
ative walting for Captaln La Mon-
tagne at his apartment and at his offi.
cial headquarters, They will notlfy
ma instantly upon his return'
Mitehell turned and gazed about the
room and then at his companions, "I
hadn’t an opportunity, doctor, when
helping to carry Miss Preston to her
room, to ask what Mr. Burnham
meant when he sald Captain La Mon-
tagna shot him on Thursday evening.
Can any of you tell me where the
shooting took place?" -

“Here,"” replisd Havden apd May-
nard in concert. Palmer, whose plpe
had gone out, was having difficulty

ves,

in making it draw again. and for the|

moment listened In silones to hiz com-
paninna,
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“It strikes me, Mitchell, vou are not giving the capltain & square deal®

burier's of English had

made hitn forget his first impression,

knowledge

*He Is 4 German.”

Palmer was on. | be known to American officials.”

full idocn glancing in surprise at Mavnard
then | tnd Palmer,

joving the surprise his information |
wits creating.  “Not liking his
names of Johannes, the butler,

about twenty-two yvears of age, short
ened it to Jones and ljengthened his

given nume, ‘Adolph” 1o Adolphus,
Now  Mavnard®” Palmer’s manner
grew serious, “we must tell Burnham
of his servant's double deuling.”

vJust & moment. sir, if you please,”
put in a voice bLehind Palmer, und
he jumped at the nearness of Detee-
Mitchell who had walked in a
hetofe, unperceived by the
“Kindly make no men-
tion of Jones to Mr. Burnham; Chief

tive

recond

SELF-RESPECT
““To thine own self be true: and

it must follow, fike the night the
day., thou crnst oot then be false
to noy man, —Molonius’s advice to
his sou.

Be not afruid to stind alone
Whene'er occasion offers.

True heroism oft has shown
Indifference to scoffers,

By little thiogs a man s cast
In role of man or spaniel.

That man has proved himself at last
Who dares to be a Daniel,

The demon in your soul that rules
Your every thought and action
1gnores the jibes of knaves and fools

Of every tribn and faction.
Your Better Self! The Toward
Yoice !

Your Ego self-respecting!
Obey its dictates and rejoice \—
Or die, its laws neglecting !

GRIF ALEXANDER,

a member of the Secret Serviee
Killed by a German, his identity would

heen

“Well, so it would.” declared Hay-

Maynard's usually tran-
quil manner had deserted him, while
Palmer's expression was o clear indi-
vition of his feelings. “1t may b
that the dead man was a member of
the Secret Service, hut that does not
necessarily mean that the Secret Berv.
ice is going to announce that faet to
the publie, eh, Mitche!ll?"

“Quite true, doctor.” answered the
detective. “And it may also be that
the dead man was just an nrdilmr)"
American citizen, a law-abiding gen-
tleman who placed too much confl-
dence in——" Mitchell paused, then
added. "in Captain La Montagne."

“Nonsensa! protested Maynard
| vigorously. *"'You surely don't place
any credence In Burnham's charges,
Mitchell; the man's out of his head.”

|
|

Mitchell looked dubious. *“That re
mains to be proved, sir; and until
the charges are refuted by Captain

T.a Montagne they will stand against
L him."™ |

“Well, why not hurry up and glve
him & chanee to clear himself?" de-
manded Maynard, "It strikes me,
| Mitchell, you are not giving the cip-
| taln & equare deal.”

Instead of replying. the detective
shrugged his shoulders. “l've done|
' my best,” he insisted a moment later,
|“I've trled to find the captain ever
| since the scene this morning; but he
js not at his quarters or at the
hangar, nor could I find him at the
| office of the French High Commis-
slon."

| the three men,

Mitchell viewed the room with 1n-

ereased Interest, and then inspected
"Why have vou never
reported the affair to headquarters?
he asked
Mavnard

answered for the others.

vsted Lhat we investigute the
first,"  he  gaid.
La Mon-
tugne had shot at him appeared to
have o little foundation to go on that

“1 sugg

affuir  ourselves

“Burnham’s statement that

Recollection of the scene in Ta
lencer, and the automatic brought him
to a halt, confused; but he recovered
himself almost instantly and. making
no allusion to what had disconcerted
him, he talked on—"that we decided

had developed.”

chess when I got back after dinner

Maynard arrived,”

whistled by
wall there

over and inspected the hole.
“Where's the bullet?" he asked,

“Did vou try the French Embassy."

"DOROTHY DARNIT—A Nickel's Worth Ought to Be Enough

“Palmer pried it out,” remarkec

puffed con- |

Montagne's apartment, the Muaxim si.

to keep the affair quiet until mora

Mitchell listened with fixed atten.
tion and then turned abruptly to Hay.

e g ) 3 | rleh baritone jolned with Dick's tenor,
den.  “Suppose you tell me exactly | Mdly's contralto and Cousin Gertrude's
what oceurred here on Thursday | soprano in all the popular war songs
night,” he suggested. L | He tl!pcum-‘d the leugue of natlons
“Pal with Uncle Charles In n way that made
almer can answer that better | thet \\-orthy] ma}tina hrmmli E:u:s hoam
than 1." replie ' | with approvial 1e was quietly deferen-
plied Hayden. but as Pal. | tinl to Aunt Carcline and teased Cousin

mer remained silent he ndded, "I Gertrude, To Molly he suld but little

found Palmer and Burnham playing |

and being fagged out I took a nap
on the lounge and only woke up when

“Then we had supper.” concluded After one gquick ?lnnce.a( his brother's
Palmer, breaking his long silence. ',:';,‘.‘(l:::-:lnm fros, DIk reiingulehel hik
“That's our dining table,. We had \ul-\ wtll,mrllr.“ hﬂ1 sald, ralslng Tis

s hiind in & military salute.
just mbout finlshed when a bullet Hugh drew Molly's arm throush his

Burnham and struck the

Springing to his feet, Mitchell went

Hayden, rising. “Where dld you put
it

Palmer leaned forward and tipped
up n small bronse vase which stood on
the table and out roilod the bullet.

‘It's chipped and mushroomed out of
|« e," he sald as Mitchell pounced |
| on it." “But a gunsmith told me thnl|
it was yndoubtedly of thirty-two ecali
ber*

[

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

| paiLy NOVELETTE

l THE HOME GUARD
| By Ellen L. Kennedy

HIS early spring dusk was falling &s |

Hugh Standish dropped from the
suburban car and spiashed through the
ley slush and mud toward home. It had
been a hard day and he was tired, His
shoulders wagged a trifie and his lmp
was more perceptible than usual. But
more depressing than any mere physlcal
weariness was the dull_heaviness that
opprexsed his splrits.  He had felt It
ever since his goldler brother’s return
from France. He recognized tha symp-
tom and {n his heart did not hesitate
to call it by the ugly name that it de-
served. All the way out from the city
the colanking carwheels had wvoiced It
{ for him—"Jealous fosl," they had re-
fterated over und over again.

As he turned In at the gate of the
Httle cottage the biright light from the
living-room windows strenmed out
acrogs the path and he stopped In the
shade of the syringa bush to look In on
tha familinr, comfortable old room. Sev-
eral people were sitting  there, He
could ses Aunt Coroline, dignified and
elegant in her best black sllk; Uncle
Charles, portly and smiling; Cousgin
Gertrude  in her  stylish  prettiness ;
twelve-year-old Tom. hisn bovish face
Inoking serious and jntent: over in the
corner his mother with an lmmnculnlni
white apron over her nfternoon gown,

“Hero-worghiping." muttered the |
| solitary figure by the syringa bush. |
| Then there came a few stirring chords
| on the plane, and ths rich tones of his

| brother's woice floated out to  the |
watceher. |
With an exclamation of

impatience |
Hugh moved on, but still that stirring |
volce pursued hin. Quletly he let him-
self in st the side door and tiptoed
softly aboul the dimly lit kKitchen, He
had no desire to attract the attention
of the jolly group In the living room, |

Peering inte the range, he discovered
that the fire was nearly out amnd re- |
plenighed it with the Iast few eEtlcks |

remalning in tha wood box.
| “He cun tratl around in the moon-
light with the nightingales,” ran his |
thoughtsa; “it sepems (o be up to ma 1o
 keep the home fires burning.” Out In
| the woodslied he filled his arms with
firewood and turned once more kitchen-
| ward, but paused at the sound of volees |
in tha room.
| “"Now, Molly. child, wou run right
back and help entertaln all those peo-
ple I ean manuge alone’” swid his
| mother's volee,

“But 1 would s much rather help
here,” was the reply in the girlish volce |
the listener loved.

"Lt ma (ell yvou one
-‘_I‘Im elder woman's tons was lnw an
| impressive. *“The heroes of thin war |
did not all get over to France. Some
of the bravest of them never even saw
& training camp or wore the khakl, Ob,
I'm not belitting what Diek did. 1
know he was a good eoldier and 1 am
Fproud of him. 1t was always easy for
| Dick to do spectaculnr things., But If
he could have been accepted Hugh
would have made just as goad a soldier,
while Tick's courage is not the kind
that would have Kept him cheerful and
faithful with only one old woman for a
witneas "

"Don't vou suppose 1 have seen, too?" |
Molly replied. “Dan’t you think [ know
that Hugh Pas worn hig old overcomt
all winter because the price of a new
ane went to the Liberty Loan? And
the patches on it are just as much a
badge of hopor a= a mednl. And he
hus given not oniy his money, but his
thmea  mnd  strength 1o every worthy
mevement,”

The eiaverdropper thrilled at the trem-
llulnn earnestness of the girl's voice:
| and pnow, as they slightly changed their
posltions, he sanw his molher take the
girl by the shoulders and look keenly
into her Aushed face. “Child,” ahe sald,
| “F have thought Hugh's lameness was
his enly Infirmity. Now 1 Dbelleve he
fx hinpelessly blind."

ITI;’ coler flamed Righer 4n the girl's
chesks,

“You must not he the one
hiz eves,” she replied.

“He must ree for himself, or T must
remuin a spinater gschoolma’am the rest
of my days'

Moiselessly Hugh retreated to  the |
wundshed asain. For ence the truth of
Ithe old adage concerning lstenars was
rifuted, Ever since his schoolboy davs,
when a consting accident had left him
witk the lemeness which baorred him
from all actlve spoarts, be had secretly
but sharply envied higx handsome, ath-
| Iatie brother. For a while, ufter their
vrhioulidays were over, he had thought
the fieling wing gone. But the war had
rovived it more strongly than ever, and
especinlly sinee his brother's return he
| hnd felt w morbid distrust of his own
veefulnesa and eMolency, Now he knew
that the old, rankling soreness was |
| hetled forever, since the two whom he
loved best in all the world understood,

He dropped his armful of wood with
a crash and then dellberately began
picking it up again.

“Who Is that?' demanded a startled
volce, and In the doorway appeared hig
motker, with Molly's bright face peer-
| g over her shoulder.

“Oinly the home guiard, mother, Don't
| b frlghtened,”
| His mother's shrewd, clear
| prered questloningly at his fuce, There
wits n ring in his volce she had not
heprd for months,

And all throush the evening that fol-
lovsedd thoss same eyves beamed behind
thelr spectacles” with & grinning satls-
faction, for Hugh., generally so quiet,
wus the life of the little party. His

thing, Maolly." |
d

to open

"Yen

untll Uncle Charles, consulting  his
wutch, declared that “the women folks

{ see what the miser in really up to,’”” he

'DREAMLANDADVENTURES--ByDadd

“THE MIGHTY BRONZE GENIE”

(The Mighty Bronze Glenie comen
tnespectedly (o answer the call of
!frpg_y and Rilly, when AMiser Jen-
kina iz about to seize the farm of Pat's
mother on a mortgage, )

THE GENIE VANISHES

HE Mighty Bronze Genie scowled

- fiercely an he Jed the way toward.
Widow Casey's little cottage, He un-j
sheathed his scimitar and slashed sav-
agely at weeds and bushes. Peggy and
Billy wondered what would happen
when hie got his hands on Miser Jenkins,
Even though he had promised not to
cut the miser’s head off, he might for-
get himself in his excitement over the
dizcovery that the widow's farm cov-
ered & conl mine and was worth many
times the sum for which it was mort-
guged to Mr. Jenkins,

But when they got near the house,
the Genie grew cautious. He held back
Peggy, Billy and Pat.

“Let's listen at the window, and

said. So instead of going and boldly
confronting the moneylender, they crept
up through the shrubbery to the open
kitchen window.

is due at 6 o'clock
taday, Widow Clancey,' said the voice
of Miser Jenkins,

“If you will give me n little more
time until my soldier bor, Lieutenant
Mike, gets back, we will pny you with
good interest,”” nnuwered the widow.

“*Oh, but I can't wait, 1 must have
my money today, T need it for other in-
vestments,"” said the miser.

“The villain!'* said the Bronze Genie,
swinging off the top of an evergreen
shrub,

** "Tis but a matter of $600, and
you have so much mouey,”’ pleaded the
widow,

**No, no,"" whined the miser. *'T am
# poor man., T must have my money—
and today. Your time is up at G

o'clnck."”
“The grasping wretch !

OfF with his

“The scoundrel!”

muttered the

Genle, with a powerful stroke that

lald the whole evergreen on the
ground

head,'' muttered the Genie, swinging
his scimitar and slicing off more of the
eVPTRroen,

“Give me until tomorrow.'” begged
the widow. “‘Perliaps I can get womn
one eclse to lend me $600. The farm
is worth much more than that and is
good security.'’

“Oh, I don't know about that,”
answered the miser.  ““The place is
all run down. 1t wouldn't bring much
at a mortgage sale, But I'll tell you
what I'll do. 1 am sorry for you and
don't want to see you lose your prop-
erty. 1'Il buy the place, paying you
handsomely for it.”

Peggy and Billy looked at each other
in surprise. Perhaps  Miser Jeokins
wasn't ¥o hard-hearted after all.

“1 don't want to sell. 1 want te wel-
come my soldice bey back to his old
home,"" said the widow. *‘But, maybe
—if you gave me enough—. "'

“1°Il give you nore than it's worth—
£1000, that's £400 more than you owe

“One thousand dollars. Ge
likers, and he knows there's a coal
on this farm worth a fortune,’”
perod the Genie indigonntly. *'The
genmp !’ And the Genie showed
he felt by elnshing mightily at the
green.

“Oh, T wouldn't think of letting 4
gu for that,'"" said the widow,

“If you don't take my offer,
only one thing for me to do—forecls
mt mortgage. Then I'll get the fam
any way, and you'll get nothin
knnrled the miser,

“Give me a few hours! 1f T co
get to town 1 could rajze $600,'" ple
the widow.

“‘Not one minute will T wait o
6 o'clock!” The miser's voice 24
harsh as he said it, - =

“The wseoundrel!' muttered
Genie, with a powerful stroke that |
the whole evergreen on the ground.

““The neighbors would not stand
vour taking my farm. They'd—""

. "“Let any one interfere and I'Il fAx
them,'" threatened the miser, stam
hix foot so that the house shook, **

o'clock is the hour," it

“Six o'clock,”’ muttered the G 1)
just ns if he were afraid, “‘I've 2
to be going.”" And away he went across
the fields.

“Oh! he's deserted us,'’ eried Pats
**And I thought he was going to save
our farm." .

Peggy and Billy had thought so, toos
They were sure that at the right mos
ment he would balk the cruel momney
lender, But now as they watched b
disappear in the woods whence he had’
come, their lirarts sank into their shoes,
Why had he gone? And where?
Would he come back? Was he fright.
ened by the miser's threat? Had he
abandoned the widow's farm to its
fate? Anxiously thoy asked each other
these questions.

Al

e

fIn  tomorrow’'s chapler Peggy,
Rilly and Pat find themselves mode

me,"" said the miser,

prisoners.)

'BRUNO DUKE, Solver of Business Problems

By HAROLD WHITEHEAD, Author of “The Business C areer of Peter Flint,” etc.

(Copyright)

THE PROBLEM OF THE PROFIT-
SHARING PLAN

Marshaling the Facts

HAI}Y been back nt the Magnus

Brothers only three daye when
Bruno Duke arranged that same eve-
ning for us to meet the Magnus broth-
ers to discuss some of his suggestions
relative to a profit-sharing plan for
their business,
Promptly at 8 o'vlock we sat down
in Duke’s rooms on Seventy-seventh
street.  Charles and James Magous
lit cigars and offered one to Duke—he
refused because he preferred his hookah.
I then declinvd because 1'd tried one
of J. M.'s vigars before,
After a few whiffs I had told him
that he ought to call 'em the “*Samson
brand *—they were so strong.
Betterly, Duke!s friend, who helps
Lim on advertising problems, met Duke
with **J. M."" one time and after he'd
tried one of the cigars suggested that
they ought to be called the Adam nnd

Eve DBrand ‘“for,”” said that atrocious
punster, ‘‘after you've 'md ‘em you
‘eave.""

Well, after we were all comfortably
seated, Duke began:

“We must, first of all,” gentiomen,
see that we are ngreed on a few facts
on _which our reasoning must be based.

“We agreed that a profit-sharing
plan to be sucecessful inust encourage
logalty and co-operation and stimulate
effort."” .

“Yog,"' Charles said—James merely
grunted. )

“Next, that any plan which is not
understood by the employes is destined
to create distrust and that @ plan to
be understood by all must be simple.”

Two heads nodded, one promptly and
the other grudgiogly.

“Good,” commented Duke, *“We a’lﬁ“
agree that the amount of money in-
volyed must be sufficient to nssume !-t-ul
importance in the eyes of the recipi-
ent.””

“1 suppose so,” ;rm.:led James,

Charles said, “*Sure.””

1t is obvious, then, that the amount
which would satisfy n warchouse boy
would appear insignificant to & sales-
man."

James
other, for this remark, 50 simply and
logically led up to, showed a great
wenkness in their present plan.

“Well." began Charles hesitatingly,
“ax vou put it, Mr, Duke, I suppose it
is. but it didu't seem fair to us to dix-
eriminate against anybody. "

“No?* queried Duke: *‘yet you ‘dis-
vriminaw'qnn salnries.’”” A little dis-
cussion was sufficient to get the Mag-
puses to see the matter Duke’s way.

“1 presume, gentlemen, that you do

| must hustle If they Intended to get that
lurt car to town.” Then, finding Dick
helping Molly inte her wraps, he coolly
took 1ﬁpm from him, saving:

*You take CGertrude to the car—_ihe
homes guard will look after Molly."

with an air of proprietorship that spoke
valumes.

“(Come, Molly."” he sald, and obediently
Molly came, as she had long known
she would come whenever that volee
glould summaon her.

pot publish a list of ealaries for all to
| goa?"’

!s‘t:(;ull, no!" ejaculuted James, “If
| the salesmen thought that the others
knew what they got there’'d be the
devil to pay.

“Of course,’”’ Duke agreed. *‘Don’t
you think then that a bonus which was
publicly anuounced would have & simi-
Jar effect?®"’

The brothers looked puszled at this,
g0 Duke added. P

#Let me illustrate, The saleamen,
of course, all know pretty accurately

The mnext
Durglar.

1 complete novelstie—Nan's

.
.

what the other salesmen get—there's
no secrecy among them,

o 1 Copyright, 1019, by The Bell Byndloat
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and Charles lgoked at each]g

“The

“That's s0,"" Charles agreed.
slesmen know what cach one geis,
“Then any bonys plan amoug the
salésmen would be helped rather than
hindered by publicity, so long ns only
the salesmen kovow what the others
reeeived.””
1 follow you,”" James wsaid. his
brows ereased with thought, *‘A profit-
sharing plan should be in distinct
groups, ench group knowing what the
fellows in that group get, but not know -
ing what other groups get.”

“Exactly. Mr. Magous.”" Duke nod-

ded his head with that quick movement

so characteristic of him, n

“Hold on,”* exclaimed Charles : *‘that

would make cach group suspivious of

the other groups—we'd have more dis-
sension than ever.'

“Just so. but each group should

know what the other group gets, but

not what the individunls in other groups
get.'””  Duke relit his hookah, which
he had meglected during the discussion.

“*One other thing,”' said Duke when
his hnokah was properly ulight : "*a con-

tinual encouragement ix necessary 1o

produce best results. You gentlemen

have the eavouragement of profits from
your own business, The workers must
he encouraged, not merely at the be-
ginning of the year when they have
just received & bonus or for the lust
| month of the year whea the new bonus

{ix near enough for them to anticipate,

| but all the time."

“Phat's so,"” growled James, “‘but it
can't be dome—ecan it?’

TODAY'S BUSINESS QUESTION
What does *‘audit’’ mean?
Anmwcer will appear tomorrow.
ANSWER TO YESTERDAY'S

BUSINESS QUESTION
A ““Pawer of Atiproey’” ia wrillen
authority for one :erutm to act for
another,

In this space Mr, Whitchead twill an-
swer readera’  business questions on
buying, selling, advertising and employ-
nent,

Business Questions Answered

Bome time ago I Invented an improvement
In fence fabrics and was not financlally able
o bear the ocost of production, so offered
half interest to any one who waild furnish
the eash. My brother-in-law o tn be

my partner, and things have gone well untll
1 now, ‘The patent has been (asued and he
Is not able to meet the required payments,
and as | am anxlous to get through with
this, T want to find some one who will buy
out his interest, or both of our interests,
that 1:muy go on with other Inventions 1
have in mind before somas one else thinks of
my fdeas and beals meé to tham,

Now, would y¥ou mdyise me to put an ad-
vertisement in the papers for another parl-
ner or for u buyer for the whale invention?
And would you be mo kind am to write me
an advertisament that will bring resulta®
1 kave an attornsy employed, and he
been more than kind and conslderats
helping me solve my problems,
far uway and you seemed so near, and yvou
advine others satisfactorily, that 1 decided
you could be of service to me, and I might
pospibly be mble to sell this invantlon, ss
there s surely some one Interested in one ot
thix nature. 1 do not know fta real value,
and 1 don't *Yunk It could be stated until a
wmile v effected
it was valuahle
thousand dollurs will
it ins,
tining nnd

has

in thelr opinlon.
huy

our foreign protectlon, He may sult him-
self about that, of course, P A D
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1 have had several tell me
Four
the [dea just as
and there Is only the cost of adver-
e final government fee of §20
to be pald, unless the buyer prefers to take

ecost of advertising! My
dear lady, the selling of an invention is
much more difficult and expensive than
the completion of the invention itself,
There are two or three ways in which
you might dispose of your invention.
One is by advertising the sale of the

patent rights outright in the daily pa-
pery.
Another way is to adverfise the sale
of the patent rights outright in the
trade journals intercsted in such
as your invention improves.
I have to admit nan ignorance as Lo
what a fence fabric ix, so.1 cannot i
you the names of the trade directories, |
but if you were to go to the ‘pl.lh!h'
library and ask for N, W, Ayer's Di=
rectory, sou will find listed therein |
the journals of the country under |
headiug of the trade. This will enabls
you to pick out the trade journals im=Y
terested in your fabric and an adver=|
tisement in their column will tell Al
story to the very people who are al
to be interested. Lo
You might nlso try to sell it to some
manufacturer or some wholesale house. )
It is often satisfactory to gell luci.'.
v
3

thing on a royalty basis. By that'
mean that you receive o much for eve
11[?:;2 or yard of fabric that is made
sold.

I ¢annot undertake to write your ad
vertisement, for I know nothing of w
your article is. T would strougly urg
you to get some yood ndvertising mi
to write this up for you. It is mueh
cheaper, if it is dope properly in
first place, than to do it improper
yoursell and not get any results, ;

“A NUMBER OF THINGS™
The federal government coutemplal
the building of more roads this
than ever before. i
Under the postoffice appropriatio !
the federal government will Ipn.‘
200,000,000 on state highways dups
ing the next three years,

|

Beans, plenty of them, says the l
United States Department of Agrieul
ture, are ready to replace higler priesd |
foods in America’s meals. Low pr?‘ |
beaus are going to swat Old Man H.|
C. of L. T |

Within the last ten years the farm|
value of the sweet polato crop %
doubled, and now it is second only to
Irish potatoes i commercinl imports
anve, {,;4‘.

Farmers' Bulletin 909, ixsued by thel)
United States Department of A
ture, discusses the preparation of
zoil and growing of sweet potatoes
the harvesting, storing and mark
of the crop.

Smut is a fungous disease that cal
an annual loss of millions of dollars ta]
the wheat growers of the central Wi |
the spring wheat state, Minnesota and|
the Dakotas, and the Pacific North ‘

Corn oil, which, so far as is koo
is made only in this country and Cap-
ada, has within the last decade
into prominenece as both a food
techuoical oil,

John Burroughs, naturalist and
thor, ecighty-two years old, op
healthy by sawing wood before breaks|]
fast. It is also & good way to keep thal
peace. ] i

If the woodchopper of Amerong 1
had years age devoted his time to splits |
ting kindling he Wwould never have start-
ed a world-fire. (Try our back-hands
metaphors. Copyright applied for,)

Plans for its welcome in Philadelp
indicate that the Iron Division
not be allowed to rust. '

Now that we are within measuri
distance of trapsatlantic nirplane i
the physical aspects of customs colls
tions will bave to undergo radical
vision, Bustleton, for instance,
become the great port of eutry into
United States, 2

Judging by the suggestions u
Hog Island men concerning subusth
for champagne in the christen
ships, there are many poels amo
shipbuilders.

|
|
|
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"Taking His Chance

“Just to ~thiok,"" said the
Young Thing on the piano steal,
these pretty keys once beipnged to 8
elepbant.’’ " J

““And now,"" replied the gallant
‘“they belong to u dear,""—L
Oploion.

A Well-Bred Reply
In reply to & complaint from &

soldler, anxioun Lo get Into the

who had bee the b




