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HERE’S a couple of million in it 
for us—pure velvet!” Mr. J. 
Rhodes Drew restored his pencil 

to his pocket after figuring out the profits of 
the deal. He glanced in triumph at his partner 
and business associate. 

Mr. Kelland was not enthusiastic. He was 
never enthusiastic, but a suspicion of pleased 
expression hovered over his masklike face. 

“Yes, it is the most successful 
amalgamation we have yet handled,” replied 
Kelland with emotion. “We must get the 
transfers ready and close it up next week.” 

The partners rose, and J. Rhodes Drew 
lighted a fifty-cent cigar with relish before he 
donned hat and gloves. Kelland pushed a 
button on the desk. 

The bell in the main office beyond was 
answered by a little man who entered 
noiselessly and stood waiting. He might have 
been forty; he might have been fifty years of 
age. His face was pale and clean shaven. His 
mild blue eyes roved from one partner to the 
other in inquiry.  

“We want the transfers of the various 
interests in the United Food Products typed up 
and ready by Tuesday, Kitson,” ordered Mr. 
Kelland. “You know the form—same as 

Consolidated Cans.” 
“Yes, sir. And to whom shall I make the 

transfers?”  
“Oh, to yourself—usual way.” Kitson 

bowed again in comprehension. “That’s all,” 
said Kelland.  

But Kitson did not efface himself as he 
should have done. He hesitated. 

“Well, what is it?” inquired Drew sharply. 
“I—er—I wanted to ask if you couldn’t 

give me a raise in my salary. Everything has 
gone up so—and twenty-two and a half a 
week don’t go very far now. You know, I’ve 
got my mother to take care of and have to 
have a little flat—and I just can’t hardly make 
ends meet.”  

Kitson was astounded at his own 
eloquence and temerity. Then he shrank back 
against the door.  

For a moment the firm of Drew & Kelland 
eyed him with cold disapproval. 

“Nothin’ doing,” answered Drew, putting 
on his hat. 

“You are getting very fair wages indeed, 
Kitson,” elaborated the more precise Kelland. 
“Stenographers are a drug on the market. 
Because you understand our methods and are 
a sort of head clerk you get ten dollars more a 
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week than you could possibly get anywhere 
else.” 

Together the partners went out, leaving 
Kitson breathless and gasping. He somehow 
looked like a perch out of water. 

Mr. Drew stepped into his five-thousand-
dollar automobile waiting at the curb. 
Accompanied by Mr. Kelland, he was whirled 
away to spend a restful Saturday afternoon 
and Sunday at Drew’s expensive country 
place. 

Kitson slowly realized that his budding 
hopes had been nipped. He sighed and gazed 
vacantly about him. Then he gathered his wits 
as he recalled that there was a great deal of 
work laid out for him, and no Saturday half-
holiday. There were thirty-six transfers of five 
typewritten pages each, and carbon copies 
could not be used. Nor could he trust the work 
to one of the girls in the office. 

He knew the procedure well. 
The various competing concerns would 

transfer their plants and businesses to him—
lock, stock, and barrel. He would sign checks 
for some six millions of dollars therefore 
against a credit at the bank arranged by 
Messrs. Drew & Kelland to his account. The 
checks would then be held until the new trust 
was fully organized.  

Then they would be turned over to the 
secretary-treasurer for stock at the rate of eight 
or ten for one. Against the aggregate of 
deposited checks the secretary-treasurer would 
issue a whaling check to Mr. Albert Purser 
Kitson in ostensible payment for the aforesaid 
competing plants. 

Mr. Kitson would duly indorse the check 
over to Drew & Kelland. The latter would sign 
it over to the bank. Thus the circle was 
complete and not an actual dollar of money 
paid out. It was a mere shifting of figures. 

Yet it was all necessary to comply with the 
law. It would not do to take chances. There 
had to be proof of a valuable consideration 

passing at every move and transfer of the 
various properties. 

Kitson could not forbear to smile a bit 
grimly as he made out the papers. The rent on 
the three rooms he and his mother occupied 
and for help and other expenses came to 
eighteen dollars and fifty cents, fixed charges 
there was no escape from. 

Then there was left a surplus of four 
dollars a week. Out of this must come 
clothing, doctors’ bills, car-fare, amusements, 
and reading-matter. Yet from that surplus in 
five years he had managed to save two 
hundred and twenty-six dollars. 

Kitson had a consuming ambition, shared 
in by his mother, who was a helpless invalid, 
and by Miss Susan Gale. It was born of 
hateful years in which strict economy of fuel 
had been practiced on account of its cost.  

That ambition was to own an orange-grove 
in a sunny clime where the coal man was 
unknown, and the biting chill of a cold room 
at bedtime, and a fireless morning to rise in 
were not there to trouble. 

Kitson dreamed of tropical lands. He had 
read everything he could find on the subject. 
He could tell one to the last cent how much 
revenue an orange-tree would produce from 
the third year onward, and what the by-
products of celery and strawberries and 
tomatoes between the rows of orange-trees 
would bring. 

It was a regular Sunday afternoon 
ceremony for him to escort Miss Susan Gale 
round to sit with his mother, and the three of 
them would talk and figure and dream of the 
day of deliverance from their bondage. 

Miss Susan Gale was neither young nor 
prepossessing. She worked in a hat-trimming 
establishment and earned nine dollars and a 
half a week. She, too, had saved; she had a 
hundred and thirty dollars in bank. She had 
had two hundred and twenty, but a spell of 
pneumonia, with its attendant expense, had cut 
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into her little hoard most dishearteningly. 
Six years she and Kitson had been “going 

together.” There was little of love-making 
between them. The fight for existence, the 
daily and nightly specter of unprovided for 
and helpless old age had so seared their souls 
that other emotions made little impress upon 
them. Rather the association was a drawing 
closer together of two lost wanderers down a 
strange path, full of hidden pitfalls as they 
traveled toward an inevitable abyss. 

They hoped with the desperation of 
despair to avert that last plunge after the little 
hoard had been drained, and there was nothing 
coming in and no-way to earn it. They knew 
that only a miracle could avert that time. 

And so each Sunday afternoon the faded 
blue eyes of the shabby little man met the 
faded brown ones of the shabby, mouselike 
little woman in mute and mutual inquiry to 
learn if the unlikely, the improbable, had 
happened and some by-path to safety had been 
discovered. 

They had built their hopes upon a raise of 
salary. If Drew & Kelland would only make it 
twenty-five dollars a week even that would be 
twelve dollars a month to be added to the 
fund—and a thousand dollars would buy five 
acres of land already partially set out in 
orange-trees! How the fund would grow with 
one hundred and forty-four dollars more a 
year added to it—and the savings-bank 
interest added, of course! 

There was no need for Miss Susan Gale to 
ask the question how the long-cherished hope 
had ended. The tired eyes of Kitson told of the 
disappointment, as, dressed in his shiny suit of 
black, he called to take her round to help cheer 
his mother the next afternoon. 

“Never mind, dearie—never mind!” The 
plain face of the little woman was glorified 
with a motherly tenderness. She placed her 
arms about his neck and caressed his face with 
her needle-roughened fingers. “Never mind—

some way will open up and we’ll get out of 
this and be happy and safe yet—don’t worry, 
you poor, dear old boy, it will come out all 
right!” 

She strove her best to hearten him. 
“It’s awful hard, Susie,” he said, stroking 

her hair. “I been with those folks eight years 
now and haven’t had a raise in five. It’s pretty 
tough, I tell you.” 

There was a bitter note in his voice.  
“Things will come out all right. I just feel 

it in my bones. Come on, let’s go and see ma; 
I know she’s lonesome. And oh, I’ve got the 
dandiest book on raising chickens—it’s an 
advertisement, and we don’t have to raise that 
sort of chickens if you don’t like ’em; but 
there’s some real good advice in it.” His face 
brightened.  

“That’s just the thing! Now, while the 
orange-trees are growing—until they start to 
bearing.” 

“Perfectly fine range for the chickens,” she 
said. “And ducks, too.”  

“Yes, we’ll raise ducks, too. The place 
must have a brook on it, and we can use it for 
ducks. There’s lots of profit in ducks—and 
geese, too; yes, we sure must have ducks.” 

Thus immersed in the Lethe of their 
dreams, they passed out into the street. 

A freezing blast howled round a corner 
and searched their thin garments. It was a 
marrow-biting wind, and shook the two frost-
seared reeds on the icy brink of life’s stream. 
But they knew it not. Their thoughts traveled 
as butterflies in the sunshine above ten acres 
of odorous, blossom-laden orange-trees—ten 
acres of safety and peace! 

 
II. 

 
R. ALBERT PURSER KITSON was 
scurrying back to the office with the air 

of a frightened rabbit. 
He had overstayed his time three minutes 
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at lunch where he had consumed a bowl of 
five-cent bean soup. Being five-cent soup, it 
was thin. He had dumped into it all the 
crackers and bread he could reach to add to its 
staying qualities, which brought on the 
argument with the keeper of the refreshment 
establishment. 

The lunch-counter man inquired if Kitson 
wanted a quarter’s worth of crackers in a five-
cent bowl of soup. Mr. Kitson had responded 
with some spirit that in the absence of 
anything except some water in which a bean 
had probably floated (sold for soup), he was 
entitled to thicken it up. 

As Kitson careered across the street and 
neared the other side, a gust of wind blew the 
hat from a distinguished-looking head and 
onto the pavement at Kitson’s feet. He caught 
the hat and returned it to the owner. 

The two men paused on the curb. The 
gentleman shook hands and thanked Kitson 
graciously. Kitson responded that he was 
delighted to be of service. Then the two went 
their several ways.  

In that brief time, and at that moment 
when the tall man shook hands with Kitson, 
Mr. Drew flashed by in his car. Kitson had no 
idea whose hat he had caught. 

But Mr. Drew realized with a shock that 
Kitson was talking most intimately with 
Oliver Cornwall, the noted lawyer, who had 
succeeded in breaking up several very 
promising trusts, and was even then reported 
to have under consideration further 
onslaughts. 

Mr. Drew became suspicious at once, then 
flamed into the certainty of belief. Instead of 
going to his office he bolted into the office of 
the legal luminary who advised the firm, and 
stated his dark forebodings that Kitson was in 
the pay of and supplying information to the 
enemy. 

“Had I better fire him?” inquired Drew. 
He hoped the lawyer would say “Yes.” 

“By no means; Kitson has been the 
‘dummy’ in several of these transactions. It 
would be most unwise at this time—later 
perhaps, but not now,” suggested the attorney. 
“I will go round there with you and we’ll fix 
him up.” 

The eminent practitioner was shortly 
seated in the private office. Kelland had come 
in and assented to the plan of having Kitson 
lectured. 

“The whole attack of Oliver Cornwall on 
these amalgamations,” advised the lawyer, “is 
predicated upon the bona fides of the transfers 
to the dummy holder of the various unmerged 
factories and his payments for them. I must 
make it plain to this man that it is really a 
genuine transaction. Call him in.” 

Kitson appeared in response to the ring, 
note-book in hand, and glanced inquiringly 
about. His nerve had returned; he got back 
before either of the partners had arrived. 

“Sit down, Kitson,” said Mr. Kelland 
affably. Kitson gasped and sat. “Our attorney 
here, Kitson, is going to advise you about the 
legal end of your acting in this approaching 
Food Products Consolidation. We want you to 
understand it thoroughly.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Kitson, smiling vacantly. 
The lawyer cleared his throat. 
“You see, Mr. Kitson,” he said, leaning 

forward, “every step in this amalgamation in 
prospect is perfectly legal, and for an actual 
valuable consideration. We want you to 
comprehend that thoroughly.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Kitson, evincing a mild 
interest. 

The lawyer cleared his throat again and 
continued his remarks. 

“You understand, Mr. Kitson,” he said, 
leaning forward in his most confidential 
manner: “starting with the first step, if Messrs. 
Drew & Kelland desire to deposit six million 
dollars to your credit, and do so, and you 
accept it by drawing checks upon it, that’s 
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your money, isn’t it?” He smiled as he scored 
the point. 

Kitson nodded. 
“And you issue checks on that deposit, and 

they are paid, shows it’s your money, and you 
become the actual owner of the plants you 
issue the checks for, don’t you?”  

Kitson pondered. 
“I thought it was just a form,” he said 

without interest. 
The partners and the lawyer exchanged 

meaning glances, and Mr. Drew trembled with 
joy at the verification of his dark suspicions. 

Kitson gulped and continued: “Just a 
form—you know I always have to sign the 
checks as ‘trustee.’ I never had any idea they 
were actually paid.” 

Mr. Drew was so agitated he dropped a 
fifty-cent cigar on the floor. Kitson had 
touched the vital point. Assuredly he had been 
coached well by Oliver Cornwall. 

“No such thing!” blurted Drew. “It’s bona 
fide—every bit of it. Here—I’ll put it in 
writing!” 

He scribbled on a sheet of paper while the 
lawyer suavely informed the clerk that the 
word “trustee” was a surplusage and an 
oversight—not really required at all.  

“Here now, you listen to this: 
 
“A. P. KITSON: 
 “We have to-day deposited to your 
credit in bank six million dollars, for which 
said bank will honor your checks. 

“DREW & KELLAND.  
“Per DREW. 

 
“Now is that plain—hey?” He thrust the 

paper in Kitson’s hands. “You can show that 
note to Oliver Cornwall if you want to” 

The thrust went over Kitson’s head. He 
had not the least idea of what it was all about. 

“And the bank actually pays the checks. 
They are paid in cash or credit as the person 

presenting them desires.” elaborated Kelland. 
“And so, Mr. Kitson, you see,” added the 

lawyer with bland finality, “that in the first 
instance, being a bona-fide transaction for 
actual value the subsequent chain of 
transactions are bound to be the same.” 

“Yes, sir,” assented Kitson with the same 
vacant smile. 

“You may go, Kitson,” said Mr. Kelland. 
“We just wanted you to get it in your mind 
that your purchase of these factories is bona 
fide, with your own money deposited to your 
credit by us. So much talk of trusts not being 
real transactions, we thought it best to have it 
thoroughly understood.” 

“Yes, sir. I’ll remember, sir,” said Kitson, 
effacing himself noiselessly through the door. 

As it closed the three glanced at one 
another jubilantly. 

“It’s a blessing you saw him talking to 
Oliver Cornwall, Mr. Drew,” commented the 
lawyer warmly. “Such quick and decisive 
work—such grasping of what was necessary 
to be done—no wonder you are successful! 
Now he can give Cornwall that note and Mr. 
Trust-Buster will have his plans knocked into 
a cocked hat!” 

“Infernal little shrimp! He was fixing to go 
right to Cornwall with a cock-and-bull story to 
make trouble!” snorted Drew. 

“We’ve fixed that. Now I’ll go down and 
tell the bank people if Kitson comes snooping 
round there to see if it is a real deposit, to 
assure him the checks will be paid in cash if 
desired,” said the wily Kelland. 

“I’ll fire him just as soon as I can!” 
growled Drew. 

“Not too soon—not too soon!” cautioned 
the lawyer. 

It was a day of triumph for Drew & 
Kelland, and confusion for Cornwall and 
Kitson, though both were unconscious of the 
reverse they suffered in diplomacy. 

 



All-Story Magazine 
 

6

III. 
 

HURSDAY the thirty-six representatives 
of the concerns to be merged were to 

assemble at the offices of the firm. The 
partners had been busy entertaining since the 
day before and had not been about the office 
much. They knew that Kitson would have 
everything ready and shipshape. 

Messrs. Drew & Kelland arrived, 
accompanied by their lawyer, a few minutes 
before the meeting time. Mr. Kelland pushed 
the bell. It was answered by Miss Lett. 

“Where’s Kitson?” frowned Mr. Kelland. 
“He hasn’t been here since yesterday 

morning,” the girl said. “But he left this to be 
given to you when you asked for him.” She 
thrust a sealed envelope into Kelland’s hand. 
Drew grasped it and, opening it, turned pale. 

“Read it!” he gurgled weakly, passing it to 
the eminent attorney. There was a check 
pinned to it. 
 

 I herewith present my resignation (read 
the lawyer). I shall engage in orange 
culture. I appreciate your giving me so 
much money, but I think twenty-five 
thousand dollars is all I will need to buy a 
bearing orange grove. 
 My check herewith for the balance I 
don’t want, which is five million nine 
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars. 

I have drawn the twenty-five thousand 
dollars in cash and have left for the grove. 
I shall certainly send you each a box of 
oranges Christmas when my trees get to 
bearing. Thanking you, I am, 

Yours truly, 
A. P. KITSON. 

 
“Police headquarters—quick!” Kelland 

had the telephone off the hook. 
“Hold on—hold on—you can’t afford to 

make yourselves the laughing stock of 
creation on this—hold on—” The lawyer 
grabbed the receiver from Kelland’s hand. 

“Arrest him for embezzlement!” bellowed 
Drew. “Send him up for life—catch him!” He 
was making a tremendous amount of noise 
over it. 

“Embezzlement nothing! And get 
yourselves written up in the papers as a pair of 
chumps, and show that it is a fake deal all the 
way through?” cautioned the lawyer. 

“A man can’t embezzle his own money! 
Remember what we told Kitson—and the note 
you signed?” 

Drew sank weakly back in the chair. 
“It appears to me,” said Mr. Kelland acidly 

after a moment’s reflection, “that Mr. Kitson 
has made a fine start in the citrus-fruit 
industry, judging by the size of the lemon he 
has just handed us!” 
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