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EHOLD the mystery of the Fireside 
Furniture Company! A mystery 
seeming at first sight ridiculous. But 

like all ridiculous mysteries, having its base 
in something exceedingly serious.  

Briefly, the Fireside Furniture Company 
displays in its ample store, on Twentieth 
Street, mission settees; golden, fumed, and 
Early English buffets, brass beds, and other 
variety of household goods. 

Of these they sell a good many, for their 
stock, though usually secondhand, is 
polished up like new and is priced 
reasonably. But—and here comes the 
mystery—from whence their stock is 
replenished has never been known. 

Traveling salesmen from Grand Rapids 
twice each year make the Fireside Furniture 
Company on their regular rounds, and as 
regularly depart without so much as a 
footstool entered in their order books. Nor 
do couples breaking up housekeeping, or 
families about to move West, find the 
Fireside furniture Company ready to make a 
bid on their outfits. 

It seems to be a case of all going out and 
nothing coming in. Yet the stock has never 
diminished. 

Ben Brightfield, representing Carrow & 
Co., parlor sets. Grand Rapids, once 
jocularly remarked: “Old man Wolf, of the 
Fireside, must have a furniture mine 

somewhere and dig his stock out of it.” 
And Brightfield’s joke was truer than he 

knew. Old man Wolf has a furniture mine, or 
a furniture plant, or whatever your individual 
fancy may-choose to call his strange source 
of supply, which never flags and never fails. 

It consists of a little office, twelve by 
fourteen feet, on the top floor of a second-
class office building. The machinery for 
producing the output is devoid of the usual 
glitter and noise of planing tables, gas-heated 
fancy molds, glue frames, and the other 
equipment of a furniture factory. 

In their stead are two shabby roll-top 
desks, a typewriter upon a pine table and a 
stout iron safe. 

On a certain cool October morning one 
of the roll-top desks was unoccupied. Its 
possessor was far away in an obscure part of 
the city on a street lined with rows of story 
and a half frame cottages. 

In the little parlor of one of these 
cottages he was talking to a neat, intelligent 
looking woman of fifty-five. 

“I couldn’t consider it without the 
mahogany cabinet, Mrs. Lyddon. I should 
like to, but I know Mr. Wolf wouldn’t hear 
to it. You see we got too much cheap stuff 
on hand now. Every time we give a person a 
loan on cheap goods they only make it a 
chance to sell the stuff to us, and they default 
right off.”  
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The woman smiled. 
“I should not think that many people 

would jump at the chance to sell you three 
hundred dollars’ worth of furniture for fifty 
dollars.” 

The loan appraiser threw up his hands in 
horror. 

“Three hundred dollars!”  
He glanced scornfully round the 

meagerly furnished room. 
“Of course,” explained the woman, “I am 

including the cabinet. The other furniture is 
worth only about a hundred and fifty dollars. 
However, I should think that that would be 
enough security for a loan of fifty dollars. 

“For though I expect to pay the loan 
without the least bit of trouble when it 
becomes due, I dislike very much to include 
the cabinet. It is real Santo Domingo 
mahogany. My grandfather, who was a 
sailing captain, brought it from the West 
Indies. It is a very valuable cabinet.” 

She looked at the graceful cabinet 
standing out like a prince among paupers in 
the plainness of the room. It was a beautiful 
piece of workmanship, built on slender 
Sheraton lines, and of wood of that deep, 
blood-red, exquisitely grained mahogany 
which comes only from Santo Domingo. 

The man looked at it, too, but he 
concealed the gleam in his eyes and 
shrugged his shoulders indifferently. 

“Take it or leave it,” he said. “It is the 
best I can do.” 

He picked up his black derby hat from 
the table and started for the door. 

Mrs. Lyddon’s face suddenly paled. 
“Wait a minute, please. I must have the 
money, and I cannot stay home from work 
another morning to let some other company 
look at my furniture. What do I have to 
sign?” 

The man produced several things for her 
to sign; a note for fifty dollars, running sixty 

days and bearing eight per cent interest; an 
information blank giving the Lyddons’ 
family history in unabridged form with the 
addresses of cousins, aunts and nieces: and 
lastly, a chattel mortgage on the furniture, 
giving in detail the chairs, tables, stove, beds 
and bedding, bureau, rugs, washstand, and 
the mahogany cabinet. 

Mrs. Lyddon, after a minute, affixed her 
signature to each paper and the loan 
company’s agent, who was—as they always 
are—a notary public, took her 
acknowledgment, clamped his seal into the 
corner of the mortgage, and then counted out 
fifty dollars. 

As he finished Mrs. Lyddon ushered; 
him to the door as courteously as though he 
had been an invited guest. Standing on the 
threshold she said: 

“I feel bound to tell you that your 
company’s name misled me. I imagined that 
the Citizen’s Aid Bureau was some 
benevolent institution designed to allow 
honest people an opportunity to borrow 
money without giving up every little piece of 
furniture they owned.” 

The man grinned: “There’s no law 
against using any name you want. Old man 
Wolf’s made thousands out of that handle. 
Well, so-long.” 

He passed jauntily down the street while 
Mrs. Lyddon, donning a black bonnet, 
locked the house and hurried to the big gray 
building of the Magna Chemical Company, 
four blocks away, where she worked. 

Her return home that evening was 
preceded ten minutes by a tall, very thin 
youth of eighteen, who was sitting at the 
table as she entered, beguiling his time by 
turning the pages of an almanac and at 
intervals coughing a dry, short cough. 

Without a word his mother kissed him 
and, raising one of his hands from the 
almanac, slipped into it the fifty dollars she 
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had gotten that morning. 
The boy’s clean honest, gray eyes grew 

big with surprise. 
“Why—why, mother, what does this 

mean?” 
She drew him close to her. 
“It means that you are to stop working in 

the shop to-morrow and start for Arizona just 
as the doctor advised.” 

“But—but where did you get the 
money?” 

“Never mind; it is yours. With the twenty 
dollars you have it will buy you a ticket and 
keep you in board for a month until you can 
get settled and find some light, outdoor 
work.”  

The boy looked at the money reluctantly. 
“But I am feeling much better, mother, 

by the end of the winter I shall be all right. I 
don’t think I need to go.” 

“That question was settled finally by Dr. 
Goodnew,” answered the mother. 

“Well, perhaps it will do me good for”— 
his face turned away from his mother’s 
shamefully—“I can’t blame myself enough 
for spending my pay right up every week. It 
seemed to go so easily, and—I never thought 
of anything like this.” 

“That is all right; now let me get your 
supper and then afterward you can pack.” 

The next day Hugh Lyddon took the train 
for Arizona, and Mrs. Lyddon, taking an 
inventory of her small expenses, figured how 
she could devote five dollars of her earnings 
each week to the diminution of the loan. 

Her calculations proved correct. 
For three weeks she put into the secret 

place in the bureau the five dollars each 
Saturday night. 

Then the State Legislature, in the closing 
days of its session, passed a certain law 
prohibiting the use in any patent or 
proprietary medicine, purporting on its label 
to be for the use of children, of chloroform 

or opium in any form. It was a good law, 
perhaps the best the Legislature enacted 
during its session, but it caused a notice to be 
ported in the Magna Chemical Company that 
the weighers in Laboratory Seven would not 
be needed after that week. 

Mrs, Lyddon was a weigher in 
Laboratory Seven. Her duties consisted in 
weighing out the various proportions of the 
ingredients used in the medicines. “Sleep-
Ease,” the company’s chief preparation for 
children, was mixed in Laboratory Seven. 

It could not be made without opium—a 
very, very small proportion, but yet essential. 
Whereupon the children of the State were 
given the opportunity of growing into 
maturity with healthier and stronger bodies, 
and Mrs. Lyddon was thrown into a panic of 
distress. 

Work was scarce in any time. She 
answered advertisements and tramped the 
streets and made application at scores of 
places. But the few situations which were 
open preferred young girls of sixteen and 
seventeen, and Mrs. Lyddon’s gray hairs and 
slow, careful manner, which had been 
invaluable in her weighing work, was not 
such as appealed to the proprietors of rush 
bargain counters and quick lunch restaurants. 

Saturday came and there was no five 
dollar bill deposited in the bureau drawer, 
and another Saturday came on which a five 
dollar was actually withdrawn from the 
hoard, and on the next Saturday another. 

Mrs. Lyddon’s strength would not permit 
her to take service as a domestic. She tried in 
a laundry, but fainted twice the second 
afternoon. 

Meanwhile Hugh was writing hopeful 
letters from the small town in Arizona where 
he had stopped. He was feeling immensely 
better; had gained six pounds already. But he 
could find only occasional odd jobs and his 
money was running low. 
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His mother, answering, wrote nothing of 
her own loss of position, but folded the last 
five dollar bill in the envelope. She had 
finally found work in an overall factory 
which paid enough to keep her in the bare 
necessities of life, but, try as she might, she 
could not save anything. 

The sixty days of the mortgage drew to a 
close. Eight dollars was all that Mrs. Lyddon 
could offer to the collector when he called to 
demand settlement—not enough to pay the 
interest and notary and recording fee. 

She pleaded: “I mean to do my best: I 
will surely get a place before long. Then I 
can pay up in a short time. Can’t you extend 
the time a month or two?” 

“Not a day. You made the loan for sixty 
days, now live up to it. We will have to have 
the furniture!” 

It was then, that the methods of stocking 
up Mr. Wolf’s Fireside Furniture Company 
came into full view. 

The methods were very painful, and this 
being a short story and not a ten-twenty-
thirty cent melodrama we will skip swiftly 
over the details of how Mrs. Lyddon, gray-
haired and white-faced, went to the office of 
the Citizens’ Aid Bureau and pleaded for a 
month, for two weeks, for any time in which 
to try to get together enough money to save 
her furniture; of the very curt, not to say 
brutal, reception that she got; of the final 
scene when a wagon backed up to the curb in 
front of the little frame house and two husky 
negroes pulled out the furniture; the Santo 
Domingo cabinet lastly and as rudely as the 
rest. 

The loss of the cabinet sounded the final 
note of despair in Mrs. Lyddon’s heart. She 
had seen every piece of immediate 
necessify—bed, stove, dishes—all go 
without one-tenth the qualm that the 
materially useless cabinet caused. Qneerly 
enough, at that very same time the 

mahogany cabinet was occupying a leading 
position in Hugh Lyddon’s Arizona 
thoughts. 

A letter which must have been written 
the same day that the furniture was seize 
came to Mrs. Lyddon two days later. 

The envelope was of suspicious 
thickness, and when Mrs. Lyddon opened it 
a money order for a hundred dollars fluttered 
out. The letter was from Hugh: 
 

I have moved to Tucson. 
Joe Wyckoff, who used to be in 

the shop at home, heard that I was in 
Arizona, and he wrote for me to 
come to Tucson if I wanted a job. He 
runs one of the biggest groceries 
here and he put me on as head of the 
delivery service, ninety a month and 
outdoors almost all of the time. 

He insisted that you ought to be 
here with me and paid me a month’s 
salary in advance to bring you down 
here. Pack up the minute you get 
this. The rest of the furniture isn’t 
worth paying freight on, but bring 
the mahogany cabinet with you; it is 
an inspiration. It reminds me that the 
Lyddons once had money, and it 
makes me determined that they shall 
have it again. You and the old 
cabinet hustle along. I am crazy to 
see you both”. 

 
Hugh had made good. Hardly waiting to 

tie on her bonnet with her a joyously 
trembling hands Mrs. Lyddon hurried down-
town and cashed the money order at the post 
office and then went to the Citizens’ Aid 
Bureau office. 

“I have the money here to pay my loan 
with all back interest and penalties,” she 
announced. “I want to buy back my cabinet” 

“We haven’t it,” the girl answered. “I 
don’t know where it is.” 

But Mrs. Lyddon’s heart was in her quest 
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and she was not to be sent away without a 
definite answer. The girl finally told her that 
she might possibly find the goods at the 
Fireside Furniture Company on Twentieth 
Street. 

Mrs. Lyddon got there as quickly as a 
street-car could take her. 

Scattered about among the cheaper goods 
on the floor she recognized her bed and 
kitchen table, but the cabinet was in the 
exclusive, carpeted section among the most 
expensive pieces. 

A salesman came up and she asked the 
price of it. 

“Four hundred dollars, madame.” 
“What!” Mrs. Lyddon exclaimed 

unbelievingly. 
“Four hundred dollars. This is as fine 

specimen of mahogany as you can find in the 
city: if Mr. Wolf does not sell it within a few 
days he intends to send it to some fine 
antique shop; he could get even more for it 
there.”  

“But the cabinet is really mine. The 
Citizen’s Aid Bureau lent me only fifty 
dollars on it and a lot more furniture. I am 
willing to give fifty dollars for the cabinet 
alone; they took it only the day before 
yesterday!” 

At that moment Mrs. Lyddon became 
aware that two men, a few feet away, who 
were looking at desk chairs, had heard most 
of her conversation and had stopped and 
were looking at her. One of them, a dark, 
elderly man with hard, black eyes, stepped 
over to where she was standing. He spoke in 
a steady, even tone: 

“I’m Mr. Wolf. It makes no difference 
how much you got on that article or when it 
was taken. You’ve got nothing more to do 
with it. It is the property of the Fireside 
Furniture Company; the price is four 
hundred dollars, and if you don’t want it the 
salesman has other work to do.” 

He turned briskly and went back to his 
own desk chair customer. But the desk chair 
customer apparently had lost interest in his 
buying. His eyes kept roving to Mrs. 
Lyddon. After a moment she left the store, 
crushed and hopeless. 

She had gotten not more than fifty feet 
down the street when some one tapped her 
on the arm and she turned to see the stranger 
from the store. 

“My name is James Canby. I am a 
lawyer,” he announced. “It is dangerously 
against the ethics of the profession for a 
lawyer to offer his services unasked, but I 
will escape the risk by offering them free. 
Perhaps you saw me in the Fireside Furniture 
Store looking at desk chairs. Your story, 
which I could not help but hear, was 
interesting. I would be glad to hear it more in 
detail.” 

Mrs. Lyddon told her story. 
At the end she said: “I suppose there is 

no chance of getting the cabinet back. My 
boy’s money came a day too late.” 

“You are mistaken,” the lawyer 
answered. “There is one of the great 
principles of equity designed for just such 
cases as yours.” 

Together they turned back to the Fireside 
Furniture Company. As they entered Mr. 
Wolf hurried forward smiling. 

“I have not come back for the desk 
chair,” the lawyer explained. “I am now 
interested in cabinets; Santo Domingo 
mahogany cabinets. Mrs. Lyddon here wants 
to buy that one over there for fifty-eight 
dollars.” 

At the word Mrs. Lyddon held out in her 
hand fifty-eight dollars in good national 
currency notes. Wolf pretended to be greatly 
surprised. 

“Take the money or reject it!” insisted 
the lawyer. “We mean this as a legal tender 
of the balance of fifty-eight dollars, debts 
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and costs, for which that cabinet was seized 
by you.” 

“Not by us,” protested Wolf. “The 
Fireside Furniture Company bought that 
article from the Citizens’ Aid Bureau for five 
dollars. We are innocent purchasers for 
value.” 

“That’s a good legal phrase,” laughed 
Canby, “but you and the Citizens’ Aid 
Bureau are one and the same concern, so 
don’t let’s waste time on that. You know the 
proposition; shall we have to sue or not?” 

“My, how you talk!” exclaimed Wolf. 
“The loan was a legal one, and it expired in a 
legal way.” 

“And because it was a loan, not a sale, 
the payment of principal and interest is 
enough to satisfy it. You have perhaps heard 
of the equity of redemption, Mr. Wolf. If you 
have not, your lawyer has. 

“It is a wise provision of the common 

law, declaring that where the intent of a 
transaction is a loan, and the property 
pledged has been forfeited, the borrower has 
the right within a reasonable time of paying 
everything owing on the debt and redeeming 
his property. 

“Sometimes, if the foreclosure was done 
under a power of sale embodied in the 
mortgage the right is lost, but there was 
nothing like that in this case. What shall we 
do, sue and show up the connection between 
the Fireside Furniture Company and the 
Citizens’ Aid Bureau, or give you this fifty-
eight dollars and take the cabinet?” 

For a moment Wolf’s face held as 
vicious a scowl as does that of his ravaging 
namesake when cornered; then he took the 
pile of bills in Mrs. Lyddon’s hand. 

“Sam!” he snapped to a scared shipping 
clerk in the rear. “Ship back that mahogany 
cabinet to Mrs. Lyddon’s house.” 

 


