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L
in Which a Small Manufacturer and a Powerful Trust
Lock Horns in a Conflict Which Results in a Cleverly
Earned Victory for One of Them . . . . . .

O, SIR!" said old Mr.

Gregory. “Not a doliar

not a red cent, sir!”
Then he lowered his
head, bull

glared over his glasses at

fashion, and
Higham, seated beside
he desk. It was prepos-
terous—preposterous! Ne-

phew or no nephew, he

had no right to come
czging for a loan—a

llow situated as he was.
distant day of
Mr. Gregory's youth, a
mng man had started
business en $100 or $200,
or posgibly even $500; and
srubbed for twenty years,

d thanked God for the
hance. But this thing

i boy—a mere young
g plant! Of course he
was in a muddle—and served him right, sict
over, you know,

one of & w g a ma facturit

" . . ' Higham
“Even $1000 would carry md Hig

advanced, rather wearily.

“It won't b my thousand, sir Jet me assure

you of tha 1 drop no money into that bottomiess
pit of your You had to make your venture—now getl
out of it in t jon you can!”

“But it n't Higham asserted, with some
he We'y running for five years oOr mor
already, and paid a profit every yeay Don't you under-
stand that i1f Bennir hadn't turned tail and left the

1«

concern and taken his money with him I shouldn’'t be in
this hole?”

“It appears to me, Jan
exhibited a

self.”

that your partner, Benning,

of horse sense than your-

Possib!

Yes, sin d Mr., Gregor) rsued. “‘Benning’s
3 ' of it You're 1 You've got your soap fac-
tory and ) r big stock and so on—and the trust people
have Rig} v the nape of the neck, sir! And
they'll shaks well, Yet on top of that, sir, you coms
hers sk 1 P

Y Higham, stifly, sing 1

Y It w

Erry Sour IPeS, s And now we're fiying into
& passion, « Toras O Mr. Gregory

[ thir 1 re 1 vil y that may need
an jroiog ! { - \

I sav, J ' t I.<t him g \p-
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and separated &s enemies.

Benning was a thoroughly low-down, mean sort, too—
Higham was weil aware of that. If he saw a way to
injure Higham, there was no doubt whatever that he
would use it to the utmost and derive a quantity of
petty satisfaction from the act. There were cartaio
epithets which Higham had applied to Benninz at that
last memorable Interview that the latter gentleman

wotild be long in forgiving.

'S

Indeed, from recent happenings, it seemed paljable
that Benning had disclosed to Gorman Erothers—other-
wise the trust—certain imside details of Higham’s busi-
ness, from the sole desire to injure his quondam partner.
be explained upon no other

Two or three mattars could

ground. Higham clinched his fists as he hurried along

and vearned for an opporiunity te plant them upon
Benning’s person.
He was ready enough for a fair fight in buriness; but

the trust worked on different

lines,

At the begimning, just after Benning's defection, they
had sent a representative to Higham, with an offer of
$5000 for his Star Soar Works, lock, stock and barrel

Fiv2 thousand dollars for the whole business! Hig-
ham had turned down the proposition in a pithy littie
speech which promptly ended negotiations with the trust.
Then the trust had gone to cutting prices—and good

heavens! how they had slashed at them! White soap

or brown soap, laundry scap or toilet soap, they seemed
fairly determined to sell it for less than Higham could
buygke raw rmaterials.

Pédople who had ordered steadily all the five years
that th2y had been making soap dropped off their books

They were buying of the trust--and why
thing—or almost

the sccere

They could get the same
same thing—for little more than half the old prices,
Higham had cut and cut, too, and manufactured in
huge quamntities in the effort to cheapen his soap; and,
after all, he could only put to himself that painful ques-
tion—cui bono?

For the Star Soap Works was crazily overstocked
with soap, and the Star Soap Works' bank account had
dwindled almost to a negative quantity, and the Star
Soap Works' business would not have consumed—and in
fact did mot consumme—the time and attention of one
clerk for one hour daily!

It was a combination, of
g; and so far as was

overproduction and
to Higham, the
three qquantities together were to write “iinis” to
the biography of ths Star Sear It was a poor
scrt of goal, after five sclid years of hustling.

Ben:

Highamn let himself into the soap wol through a
rear door, at which he arrived shorti: it was silent
and lonely, for no wonted hum of machinery greeted his
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“‘Does this mean, Mr. Higham, that you refuse?”

ped the old gentlemian, as the door closed with some-
what impolite vigor

Well, hope from that quarter had departed, Higham
reflected, as he left the lding and bent his footsteps
towurd his unfortunate soap factory. Where else enuld
he look for ready morney? Higham abandoned it as a
hopeless speculation and scowled at the pavement.

It was tough! Yes, it was just the limit of bad
luck! If Bennimg hadn’t deserted! But Benning had—
at rthe very first sigr of pressure from the trust—and his
wrotehed $£2000 had gone with him

Higham frowned as he recalled their last discussion,
f*s civil beginning and its viclent ending. He remem-
bered with disgust how they had passed from business
arguments to highly invidious personazlities, and P~m
that atmost to blows; until at the last they dissy_sezd
martnership, amid the bot haze of wordy battie siacke,

Althcugh McCarthy, the engineer, =t{l] busied himsze!f
with the making cof one or two small specialties which
had not been of sufficient Importance to warrant trust
attention, to all intents and purposes tae Star Soap
Works was shut down.

Higham sighed, as the deadly stillness of the place
carg}e over pim; then he glanced around with an ironical
SRuls

He stood within the storehouse. Befcre him, in boxes
to the ceiling, was—soap. At the right he saw—soap. To
the left, gr2at piles of packing vases coatained—soap.
Scap! scap! soap! Every dollar that might have been

available—that might have peep 1used in the effort to
discourage the trus: by srisking It out—lay there, locked
up in soap.

S0 much for manulfbeturing in large quantities to
save money, thought

gham, bitterly, as he turned

away from the spectacle and made for the office.

He favored Rudolph, his general utility younz man,
with a lifeless good-morning, and passed to the private
office, Rudolph was upon the verge of being out eof a
job; probably he understood that, but he might as Wé"
have official unotification.

Higham twisted around te call the boy and impart
the dire mmformation, when that individual entered the
office with a stack of letters.

“Eh? Wkat?" said Higham, staring in amazement
at the collection.

“And they all came in the first mafl,” replHed Ru-
dolph, who had recovered from his own astonishment at
the phenomenon.

“But we haven't had more than two letters a day,
lately! Erown & Erown—Coggswell Company-—Jenkin-
son Brothers—"' muttered Higham, rumming over the
names on the envelope corners, They were all oid
customers of the Star, long since captured by the trusg
What !

“Ali right, Rudolph. I'll attend to them.”

He opened the envelope with shaking fingers and

happened?

scanned the letter., Then his eves opened wide and he

whistled in sheer amazement, for the communication
read

Kindly ship us at your earliest con-
undry soap, and oblige,
IROWN & BROWN.”

Higham began. “Are they
Has the trust gone out

“Gentlemen:
venience two gross cakes XXX
yours very truly, -

“What under the sun—

after all?

coming back to me
of bhusiness?”’

The letter was short and sweet—but it was an order!
Actually, an order for two gross of soap, and from an
old customer at that!

The next epistle turned out to be even more startling.
It hailed from Jenkinson Brothers; and the eider JemKin-
on himsel{ nct two months ago, had given Higham to
understand that thelr business relations wer: over until
the Star Soap Works could hammer down its prices to
the trust level Now they wanied twelve cases of
“Mayfair,” Higham's beloved white tellet sozp! And
Coggswell duplicated it, and went better with an order
for brown soap! And Richards came next with a reguest
for a bill of gcods that would have elated Higham in
the firm’'s mwest palmy days!

There were letters from druggists end wholesale
grocers, frgm department stores and jobbers: and they
all wished to buy that commodify of which Higham was
so heanily sick—soap!

“Gocd Lord!” he ejaculated, when he kad opened
half the letters.

Unhappily fer that pleasant illusion, a c¢lue to the

Is 1t a dispensation of Providence!”

mystery caine with the mext letter:

“Gentlemen. We beg to file our order for twenty-four
cases of ‘Mayfair' for immediate delivéry, at prices
quoted inu the cur Grocers and Druggists’ Journal.

Yours truly “SANFORD & SMITH.”

“Frices quoted in the current journal,” Higham re-
paated. ‘I haven't been quoting prices in the Juurnal!
Frices quoted—"'

He reached to the table, where lay the week’s copy
of the trade paper. Certainly, he had been qucting no
there or elsewhere. Quoting prices had seemed
an imbecile waste of time and money, lately He had
not even felt sufficient interest in the paper to remove
its wrapper., What other people were deing in the line
was no earthiy concern of his

But now he opened the shes
the crisp pasges.

At first neither his name nor that of the Star Soap
Works appeared. He had almost reached the last page
when the thing stocd out before him in glaring black
type, among the advertisemen

“THE STAR SOAP WORKS OFFER.”

prices,

with alacrity and turned

And there followed an outrageous list of quotations
on his grades of soap—a list compiled by one intimartely
familiar with his stock; a list which named prices by
some cants lower than the trust's most desperate cut!

“That’'s Benning's work!” said Higham, leaning back
with an angry scowl

There seemed to be no question. An outsider could
never have listed his stock =0 accurately, could never
have devised =0 uncrringly such utterly ruinous prices!
Benning, long known to the Journal people as a member
of the firm, had inserted the advertisement, and its pur-
pose was clear,

Higham had now two alternatives, Elther he must
publicly repudiate the quotations, and thas admit that
his attempt at competition with the trust was dead and
done for, and that people might as well buy ‘elsewhers
if they were looking for bargain prices; or he must take
the pile of crdcrs and fili them—and get out of business.
t. When he nad

There was no dovbt as to that s

disposed of his soap at the Journal quotations and
pocketed the entailed losses, he could never go on and
fight the combine And jyet—

The proprietor of the Star walked to the window and
stared abstractedly at the huge brick building two blocks
away.

By chance, -he and the trust were near neighbors.
That immense red structure represemted the machine that
was grinding him to bits.

He wonderad whether the trust was chuckling over
his predicament—certainly they knew that he had never
published thosa quotations. In all probability, they
were waiting for him to refute them. Then they would
cail in and put the Star Soap Works hors du combat for
all time,

What should he 4o?
in the advertisement, scemed (o have seliled that
tion. He could write all the pecple who had ordered
ard teli them that the advertisement was a fraud—and
shut up stop. Or he could sell out at a heartbreaking
loss—and shut up shop.

Either way, the Star Soap Works had reached the
end of its rope. Still—

Highem returned to his desk, opened the balance of
the letters and figured for a time on the back of an
envelope, There were orders sufficient to clear cut a
good quarter ol his stock,

All right—he'd fill them! He would abide by the
terms of Benmning's advertisement and sell out his soup
at the ruinous figures, to the very last cake! He'd die
fighting—or with the appearance of fighting, at least
And when the stuff was all paid for, there
would be a little cash for him to take out, and the
machinery was worth something—although not mucii—at
second hand

It was better than sacrificing his stock later, and the
loss no greater. For two or three dayvs, or perhaps a
week, the Star Soap Works should do a rushing business;
even the trust couldn’'t cut under the murderous prices
in the Journal. And if the Star Scap Works must go
up in smoke, at least a little blaze of glory should pre-
cede “the fumes.

With considerable amazement Rudolph received the
memorandum of ordere to be sent out that day. With
even greater surprise the truckman shortly heard thac
young man's voice over the telephome, for he
bored the impression of late that Higham was dead.

He sent a pair of double trucks, and they backed up
before the Star Soap Works. Men began to pass out
cases, until dozens and literally hundreds of themn stood
on the littie shipping platform. Then they were loaded
on to the trucks and carted away to their various desti-
nations.

A couple of blocks down the street a man on ane
of the upper ficors of the trust factory happened to note
the activity, and remarked vpon it to another man. The
second men unhookea the telephone on his desk . and
transmeitted the information toe tne general offices, downe-
stairs. An impression took shape in the trust oflices
that Higham bad inheritad money or gone insane; ifor
the advertisement was evidently genuine, and the Star
Soap Works' was shipping gfmds o guantities,

3y night, a fuarter of thi store¢house had been clean-
ed out. Next morning, a fresh assortment of orders
greeted Higham., He classified t¥»m, made out another
memorandum und handed it oever o Rudoiph.

That day the truckmen appeared before 10; and they

Do? Renning’'s spite, expressed

juec-

returned with empty wagons at ¢ in the afternoon, to
load up once more.

Lat2 in the day, Higham was seated in his offices
wearing a smile that might have passed for serene satis-
faction, but which actusally denoted the ealm. of resig-
nation, when a little, black-whiskered man entered.

Higbam observed his entrance with secret wonder.
The man was the agent of the trust!

So they had noted his spurt of business! RBut—surely
they must realize the shallowness of the demonstration.

Still, it appeared to kave caused the trust some con-
cern. After a few jpreliminaries, it developed that the
emissary was there for the sole purpose—the astounding
purpose!—of offering Higham $10,000 for the Star Soap
Works!

Higham managed tc mask the emotions that strug-
gled within him; and the ambiguous smile being as con-

“‘Humph! said old Mr. Gregory. ‘That sounds like you."’

venient as any other expression, he allowed it to remain
upon his featuyes.

Ten thousand dollars, eh? Would he accept? Will
was worth more than that-—
£2000 or 600 mrore—but what infinite Tuck to escape so
well!

Higham had almost spoken the words that would
have closed the Jeal, when another idea tlashed over
Lim. The trust had teen imipelled to this action by the
amount of shipping he had lately been doing. No other
cause could account for it

Higham drummed an absent-minded tune upon his
tecth with his leaa pencil. There were possibilities in
the sitvation that bhad mot hitherto appeared to hin

Presently he turned to the trust man with a bland
smile.

“Honestly, now he said, in the most friendly man-
ner possible, “don't you take me for rather an easy
mark?”

“Dpes that mean, Mr. Higham, that you refuse?”
Assuredly,” replied Higham, drawing a cigar from
weket with the air of 2 multi-millionaire captain of
t assuredly.”

The trust agent departed in a mental haze. Higham
arose and went into the storehouse. It was fast emply-
ing. Tomorrow, or the next day, would show the whole
floor bare.

“What an ass I am!” said Higham, "W
take and be satisfied?”

Eut he was committed now. He returned to the
office and drew forth the Star Seap Works bank book.
A ctly §272 remained. It was encugh. Hig-
ham seated himself and wrote a letter; and as he sealed
it a pathetic element of doubt entered into his smile.

Now, there are two ways of looking at what followed.
First, Higham's way.

Ou the following morning the familiar quota of orders
was awailting him. He jotted down the items and re-
turned to the storchouse. One by one he checked off
the list; and wher he had done he perceived that not
more than eighty-three full cases of scap would be
there that evening. The stock was exhausted!

On the morning after that he found quite as many
orders for soap: Lut this time he bunched thera with a
rubber band and laid them away for future attention.

From the street, one could observe operations in the
as the trust saw them. Cases of soap were
coming out thick and fart, and Rudoiph and Rudolpt's
hrother, who had been called in to help, went rapidly
over them with the marking brush, The truckmen scur-
ried around and piled boxes of soap on their trucks and
drove away, and returned later for more boxes of soap.
At night—although thiz did not appear from the streect—
the storehouse was emptly.

Next day, Rudolph exclaimed when Higham left the
mail uropened, and 2 few words passed between them.
Rudolph grinned, and the day’s business began.

The trucks appeared as usual. So did the cases. One
by one, they were carried out of the storeshouse and
marked and loaded upon the wagons. One by one the
wagons drove away with their loads.

From the chimney of the Star Soap Works volumes
of soft coal smcke belched forth, and the rattle of ma-
chinery was audible in the street.

In the trust factery, the black-whiskered man as-
cended to the top foor on the freight elevator, vicwed
the situation and seratched his head It appeared that
Higham was manufacturing at high pressure and ship-

ping soap at a rate tnat was ncthing less than astound-
Who had

a duck swim? Thz place

.

industry. "M«

*

hy didn't I

balance of €

second way-

ing. But how the dickens was he doing it?
put up the money?

One Jday followed another, until a week had passed;
and with the regularity of time itself, the daily pro-
gramin: was repeated at the Star Soap Werks. The chim-
ney smoked furiously, the trueks backed up, the boxes
ef scap wers lvaded fm.  More boxes emerged from the
storenouse #nd were piled on the platform, where Ru-
dolph and his brother marked them, under Higham's
pumpous supervision

he Star Soap Works was doing close to a record-

s
o EJga,
7N

breaking business; and as a consequence of the Journai

advertisement the trust's orders had fallen off astoni
ingly during the week.
It was really a serlous situation—an expectedl;

threatening situation. They came to that conelusion in

the trust offices, Their salesmen cculdn’t bring r
orders—every one was huving from Higham. And Hiz-
ham was selling at prices below their own cost of manu
facture, and seemed quite likely to kKeep on doing it At

the pace he was setting, running the Star Soap Works
out of business wouid he a
dousg in its actual moncv losses

Something must be done and done speedily if the
trust was ever to re« the local 1
In the end, the people in the executive tn

to the black-whiskered
sent him forth to tackie

R bt s = et

’
the thing over with on the

The owner of tl Sta N Worl
reluctant to consider any proposition H« i s nd
smiled with smug self satisfaction as he

They could see hcw he v

business for himself—the wuld see Just w t o WaS
doing. He wasn't anxious ’ Y
any other considerati

But he of the black w kers was persistent er-
suasive He rred and soned 1d g
aralyzed and c: I X p this t
and then that, He dilated up the terms “spot
He told Higham-—almost to g dollar—what ti Star Seajp
Works was worth, and 1« & !
mentioned their pri

Very slowly, very gradually, v grudeing Hig
ham allowed himself to come over to
views

Rudolph was at last dispatched for ti ary across
the street And when that person | performed his

=0 \‘."' S 4 L trus
osca { L wi Keved an
Det L gead o go 1t Y !
) ¢ 3
| 1! <
of black smoke abo 1 Star Soap Works 1 ged to
them now.

Alone in his of] Highan led into 2
smile; they bre i1 21 th i ] i
Higham’'s ro S t ring i
flourished a bit of paper and roared and roared agn

Vhen he had quite e perceived that oid

G 20T % I v regarad E ¥ i
a inquiring

“1 dropped in, Jan his ! I it
of pur UTie v t i ng

At i} m ent I g

S0 1 per But w hapi 4 I'm
hear bout ft everywher I v that re
silder « L Lre lous 1 ii
lreds of b W S0 da W ’
get the money, sir’

“I didn't get any n suld Hig
I have on earth

He handed over the elip.

“God m soul! I'w

“Ixactly The Star Soap Works has id t e
soulless corporation

‘Good gracious! How—how :

“TH tell ¥ incle,” said - § o=
serted a notic Grocers and Druggists’ Jour
my name, adverti r prices on my s f 1
mortal could sell it 1 rviy Of cours )Y rs i
ed in. 1 determined to sell out the steck and «
the trust mar came along and offereda to buy me out
for §19.000—and, well, I turned it dows

“Humph!” said Ni 1 ITegm That s ds

yeu,"

“You see, I caught on to the f
been rather jarred by the amoun f
doing for a few da Well, I told M

s a little more businessiike air. Also
some more shipping, s¢ I went ahs
eoupis of hundred cases every da) o
from their windows, [ supposce—and
they bought me out for twenty-five tho

“Yes, yves,” said old Mr. Gregor
well, Most ama g, | must say
where the dickens did you get ¢ SCAP,
couldn't possibly bave manufacrured it. Why,
have ghipped something over 100¢ boxes!”

“I dig—120¢ and something,”” Higham replied. “You
know Jones, our truckinan®

“Well?”

*Most of them are piled up in his stable!”

“What?"

“Yes, That's where the trust put too much faith
in what they saw. The last 30 ages that want out of
here were nothing but empty boxes™




