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The Georgetown

Tenth of a Dollar

By WILLIAM MURDOCH

McClurs NMewspapar Syodisats.
WNU Faaturss.

" BRUCE MacKENZIE
behind the cigar co — represenking — ,

while the druggist went to supper | ¥ 7Ty. ] ondon Life Insurance Company

winked as he brushed past the sodo
fountain girl, then he paused. PHOINE WY
“That's the o)d skinflint who lives -
down the street,”” he whispered.
jerking his head in the direction ol
the old man who stood near the
phone booth. ‘“He asked for . . . "

. The old skinflint was Guy Baxte:
and while the term didn't exactl
describe him, it did in a vague way
sepitomize his reputation for keepin
a tab on money. He was o
eeper-—a& mighty good one—
who had a deep respect for money:
his pwn, and his employer's, the
wholesale grocery firgn of Farrell
& Sons Company. ¥

In. fact, that abiding regard Io
money had only thet morning—his
filtieth anniversary at Farrell's—
led him to commit the one delib-
erately dishonest act of his ma-
turity. He had passed a counterfeit
dime.

That dime menaced his peace of
nmind a few utes later as he
peeled off his-toat and vest and

HE hi school kid who \took
Tnu-r ﬁl hnter
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furniture factory in' Eddie’s tow A

landed a_big order. It meant he : i L i : We d‘l"ﬂw YOUr attmtI(}ﬂ]

had to buy a lot of extra
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the manager of his loeal | gy

T o reit dime. | @
bank. Together thev e had passod a ccunterfeit dime

lumber, increase his payroll.

He lost no time in putting
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the whole thing up to
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worked out how much ' climbed up on the high stool at his

desk. Hurv:ru:w he mmﬁhgﬂhﬂu ' [ |
v he w werd thin thatch gleaming white . lt a tone
mapEy gruot e and there was troubls in bis pale ' B

take care of wages and other blue eyes as he carefully removed

. , his glagses from the case. For the GEORGETO
costs until be delivered the goods. first time In seventy-odd years he .

: ; _ : knew himself as a cheat, and he

T'hen, with the backing of his bank, he got f;ufnd the intimacy repugnant.

to work on the order. And then, in mid-mormning, Far-
: rell cailed Guy Into the office. “Sit

.. And that's where Eddie came in. He down, Guy,” Farrell said cordially,

. lacing his white fingers into a dou-
Brampton of the world famous Sparks| pi. figt atop his desk and smiling

three-ring circos on Tuesday, May 13| oy the old man. “I suppose you
to learn a trade. Right now he's on his exhibiting on No. 7 Highway, 1st Ling| ynow it was just fifty years ago to-

enst show grounds, will be greeted| day that you started to work for
way home to tell Mom and Dad with deftght by thousands of circus| my father? You've been a good |

o ; . ' : man, Guy,’” said Farrell matter-of- ||
how much be likes his new job. factly. *“You're hopest, you're re- |

1 H ed. “But 1 : s W.AY
iable."” He sm : et’ ve %
Lll that for tnnilght. We've tp;n;ed "I‘VE ““‘"ﬂ/t“P T“E FﬂR 1047 CDNTRACIS

a little celebration for you at the

Jefferson Hotel. A fellow like you .. mll SHBUH_ Fnﬂ ."'IE A limited number can

deserves a pat on the back.”

““Yes, sir,”” Guy went back to his | LAEST Tl M E”

desk, but he couldn't work, He G : _
couldn't focus on figures and sums. | I“H"‘:'m _ﬁmﬂﬂ;
He thought of Farrell's praise and cellar Aoor. 1 have installed an
1 he thought of -the-lead-dime;- and-he - —gutomatic Torrdheetoil-burper— =7
squirmed. He wasn't honest. And The house will be a3 warm a3 we

he wasn't reliable, for even in so || ::L{:ttl:ml-n cleaning for t -
minor a matter as a counterfeit hy : goes

dime he had failed himself. He had e gy

sald a record of honesty for a dime Ask us to quotc instailation and

—a lead one. How could he go 1o beating costs. HNo obligation.

the banguet tonight and listen to :
 al] those nice things people always
said at banquets, when down in his
heart he knew just how mean and
petty he had been that morning?

He couldn't. He had to get that
dime back. Mere restitution—hand-
ing over another dime, a good one,
in the Bedford Lunch, where he
passed it off—wouldn't be enough.
H¢ had to get that coin back—to
keep it out of circulation so it
¢ouldn’t go on cheating people for
the rest of Guy's life.

5o he hurried from the office at
quntting time and went directly to
Pedinrd's Lunch, There was a
Lianee that the dime hadn’t been
passed on. If Bedford would only
<how him the contents of the parti-
twon irr the cash register, Guy could
pick it nut,

But the night cashier was in no
miwnl to listen to Guy's halting at-
tempts to explain. "1 gol no time
1y monkey with dimes now, mis-
ter.”” he said irritably. *If you got
4 squawk with Bedford. sece hime
in the morning.”’

Tomorrow would be too late, of
course. Baxter was due at the ban-
quet tonight, in just an hour or two.
The lead dime stood squarely in his
way. He couldn't go. He started
{or the drugstore at the corner. He'd
have to call Mr. Farrell and make
some excuse There WwWas N0 Usc
irying to explain, because Mr. Far- ——— s
rell would only laugh and tell-G ' -~
not to be silly. But it wasn’t silﬁf HUDSON Repatrs te all makes of
All this because he had pocketed Cars and Trucks
his change yesterday without first : CARS '
<tudying it. '

*. . . be asked for ctsaange for =
quartier so he could make a phone
call,” the high school kid whispered
1o-the soda fountain girl. "‘Remem-
irer that lead dime Bedford showed
us this afternoon? Bedford gave-#
to me and I've been savin’ it up at }-
the cash register just waltin® for the
right guy. I'm goin’ to try to pass
it off on that old skinflint gver there.
Watch me spoil his day.”
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was put on the payroll—given his first chance
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