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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      “In every family, there exists a Sacred Thread. When properly woven and maintained, it binds the hearts of family members from generation to generation. It is a thread comprised of faith, integrity, responsibility, commitment, servitude, generosity, humility, and most importantly, love. It is a fragile thread. It often requires mending. Should any one of the components become compromised, the entire thread is weakened. Left unattended, this fragile thread breaks—thus subjecting all that was previously accomplished to loss by the annals of time.”

      Founder and CEO, Benjamin W. Haughton, spoke these words on February 16, 1903, at the groundbreaking ceremony of the Haughton Manufacturing Corporation. Benjamin Haughton was a man of faith, integrity, and responsibility. By instilling within each employee these principles his corporation’s successes would extend far beyond his passing.

      Located on the east side of Indianapolis, Indiana, Haughton Manufacturing paid the highest wages of any existing business in the tool & die industry. Consequently, Haughton attracted the most talented employees. Anyone exhibiting a wanton disregard for the Haughton principles was unceremoniously discharged.

      “Do right, or do something else!” In Haughton’s mind, it was just that simple.

      Time has a way of slowly—even inconspicuously—diluting the best-principled families. Years pass, and as individuals “tie the knot” bloodlines intermingle, sometimes creating unintended entanglements. Family bonds are either exponentially strengthened or diabolically weakened by the introduction of twisted strands of twine.

      This book chronicles The Haughton’s Sacred Thread through three generations. Theirs, however, were no match for the sharpened blades of jealousy, greed, and deception. Pauline and Theodore possessed no regard for the Haughton principles. They were biological outsiders who formed an unholy alliance and waged a winner-take-all battle for the Haughton dynasty.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          
            THE BEGINNING

          

          JUNE 5, 2017

        

      

    

    
      Carrie’s early morning routine required the strategic planning of a military leader. Timing was critical. Once her shower and makeup were completed, Carrie only needed to slip into the business attire she’d positioned precisely in the closet the evening before. A quick glance at her kitchen wall clock brought a sigh of relief—five minutes to spare.

      The garage door shrieked and groaned as it strained to open. It would have to be serviced. Carrie made a mental note to have it repaired.

      Thirty miles away, a long dark driveway gave way to a spacious parking lot awaiting her arrival. The oversized lot had the desired appearance of a blossoming enterprise. Situated deep within what had once been a beautiful garden was the corporate office. It too was once a glorious testimony of success. Now, its paint had faded; its image had withered with neglect. Overgrown shrubs and weeds were all that remained of its once-manicured landscape.

      Carrie steered her 2001 Nissan Pathfinder into the empty parking lot. She parked in her assigned space.

      She was the first to arrive. For the moment she was safe. It was a quiet morning. She made the disquieting walk from her car, across the parking lot, to the dimly lit glass entry doors. The only sound was the tapping of her heels against the concrete as she walked to the entrance. Such a long walk was not befitting the owner’s daughter. The daily repetition had all but eliminated any trace of fear for her safety. Instead, her stomach churned from the prospect of who and what might be awaiting her once inside.

      She picked up the Wall Street Journal and USA Today, unlocked the dimly lit glass doors, and entered the building. The black long-nose tang floated in repose in the cloudy aquarium just as it had for weeks. Carrie hurried up the stairs to her office.

      It would be an hour or two before her father arrived. With any luck, Teddy would not arrive.

      Carrie meticulously followed the same regimen she’d maintained for 25 years. She situated herself at her desk, turned on her computer, and positioned her coaster where it would await her first cup of coffee. She freed her Wall Street Journal from the plastic bag that had protected it from the morning dew, got up from her chair, and proceeded down the hall to her father’s office. After powering on his computer, she positioned his coaster just to the left of his telephone and opened his USA Today. Carrie returned to the first floor and flipped on the downstairs lights to welcome the packaging division employees who would soon be arriving. She sidled down the narrow hallway lined by archive files and proceeded into the kitchen. Removing precisely three wipes from the dispenser, she thoroughly cleaned the countertops, washed her hands, and proceeded to the next item of business—coffee.

      The scent of freshly brewed coffee would be a soothing welcome to everyone.

      An hour later, Carrie heard the chime of the front glass doors as the first employees arrived.

      Although her office was upstairs and a distance away, Carrie enjoyed setting her work aside and listening to the sounds of their camaraderie. As everyone entered the office and walked to their respective cubical, they were greeted with a round of applause by those who had previously arrived. The gauntlet of welcomes became longer and longer until the last individual entered. When the last person arrived, the entire team would stand and applaud. This early morning welcome had become a Haughton Packaging tradition. Be the last person to arrive, without being late, and start your day receiving an uproarious round of applause!

      Once all the employees had settled into their workstations, a few would make their way upstairs to say good morning to Carrie and briefly visit with her. They always took the time to thank her for making coffee.

      Carrie would then return to her work. Her job was demanding and difficult. She was filling the shoes of her uncle, who had, for so many years, handled all the finances of the corporation. Carrie felt a tremendous responsibility for the well-being of the company and the well-being of every individual employed by Haughton Fabrication. Their challenges were her challenges, and she would never let an opportunity to personally serve them pass by. She was perfect for the job; it was Carrie’s dream job, that is, until Teddy.

      Later, Carrie was so focused on the numbers on the screen in front of her she was not aware of the chime from the front glass doors. There was no applause, but the pounding of footsteps coming up the stairs shook her from her work.

      When Carrie sensed him standing in her doorway, she would not look up. She continued crunching numbers, any numbers, to avoid eye contact.

      “You’re going down! Did you hear me? You’re going down!”

      Another dramatic entrance, another threat. It was another reason to avoid her father’s son at all costs.

      Teddy pounded his hands on the door frame. His intimidating glare was impossible to avoid. “You are going down. I know everything!” He abruptly turned and made his way back down the stairs. His deep guttural laugh echoed in the stairwell.

      From her second-story window, she watched his car leave the parking lot. She’d returned to Indianapolis, Indiana thirty-one years earlier—almost to the day. Now, thirty-one years later, she wondered if she’d made the right decision.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            BEN’S DECISION

          

          JUNE 7, 1986

        

      

    

    
      Carrie Haughton received her Bachelor of Arts Degree in 1981 from Swarthmore University in Pennsylvania. Having taught in the Chicago Public School System for three years, she was now celebrating the completion of her academic tenure. She felt secure in her accomplishments and settled in her community, but the phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “A… low?”

      Carrie immediately recognized the cadence of the greeting. “Hi, Dad! How are you?”

      Ben chuckled. “Well, I’m good, good. How ya doing?”

      “I’m celebrating! I’ve completed my tenure! I can finally take a breath.” Carrie responded.

      “Oh, yea; that’s great, great. Hey, listen. I got a little proposal for you.”

      Carrie’s celebration whizzed past Ben without further inquiry or recognition. He had a specific purpose for calling. Carrie’s celebration did not fit his purpose, so there was no need to acknowledge it further.

      “What’s that, Dad?” Carrie inquired.

      “Well, ya know, I got this little business over here your great-grandfather started, and it’s doing pretty good, pretty good.”

      Ben was disarmingly humble. It was part of his charm. It was also part of Ben’s passive manipulation.

      “I was just kind of thinking; I could use some help. I thought perhaps, maybe… well, I’d like you to come back to Indianapolis and give—give me a hand. I mean, I don’t want to interrupt your plans or anything, but it would give us a chance to work together, and it might be kinda nice. You’d have a secure job here. I know the owner pretty well.” Ben continued to chuckle. “And I can pretty much guarantee a nice income and future with the business.” Ben paused, “I’d like to have you here, Carrie. I’d like that a lot.”

      A myriad of feelings swept over Carrie, too many for her to fully embrace.

      She was eleven when her mother and father divorced. She and her sister, Kathy were too young to understand why they were moving from the security of Indianapolis, Indiana, from grandparents, cousins, and the only home they’d ever known.

      Kathy, two years Carrie’s junior, was quiet and shy. Carrie was boisterous and expressive, while Kathy would quietly comply with changing circumstances. Carrie found no reasonable answers for the divorce, no rationale for her mother’s and father’s relationship to suddenly come to an end. It went against everything she’d been taught a Haughton represented.

      Ben had promised the girls he’d visit them; it was a sincere promise. By air, Chicago was just a little over an hour away. However, those promised visits were soon replaced with Ben’s business priorities—he was married to Haughton. His visits became less frequent, and his relationship with his daughters was relegated to occasional obligatory telephone calls.

      To minimize the loss, Carrie poured herself into her studies. Her passion to understand, to make sense of the world around her was a driving force in her academic success. She’d thought with the passing of time her feelings, those memories of separation and fear, had passed. Suddenly, they were very present.

      “Dad, I wasn’t expecting this. You did hear me, didn’t you? I just received notification of my tenure here in Chicago. I mean, Dad! This… this is so unexpected. I don’t know what to say. I mean—thank you. Thank you for thinking of me, but I am an elementary school teacher. I’m a teacher Dad. I’m not a businessperson.”

      Ben didn’t give it a second thought. He’d made up his mind. “Look, Carrie. You give it some thought. I know it’s a big decision, but I think it would be kinda neat to tighten up some loose ends and build something together we can be proud of.”

      “Tighten up some loose ends,” well-chosen words. They rekindled conversations she’d had as a little girl with her grandpa Haughton, conversations his father taught him about the Sacred Thread.

      Carrie was conflicted. It wasn't Haughton Manufacturing that attracted her. It was the opportunity to reunite, and perhaps make up for lost time with her father, as well as participate in the family business.

      “Dad, it’s, so sudden. I’d have to wrap things up here and, and…” Carrie interrupted her own train of thought and asked, “How soon would you want this to take place?”

      Just the question Ben was waiting for. “It shouldn’t take you more than a couple of weeks. I’ll send the movers next weekend. They can pack up whatever you have. You’ll stay with Paul and me until we can find an apartment you like.”

      “Dad, I don’t know what to say. What would I do?”

      “Don’t you worry about that. There’s plenty to do here. You’re good with numbers. I’ll have you work with Lonnie Dustin. He’s the director of our purchasing department. He’s a sharp young fella; has a couple of kids. I know he could use some help.”

      “But, Dad. I need time. I need time to think about all of this.”

      Ben was stealthily turning Carrie’s world upside down. All she did was innocently answer the telephone. Without realizing what was happening, she’d stepped out of her world and into Ben’s.

      Ben chuckled, “You’ve got time, Carrie. Look, I don’t want to do anything to interrupt your life. I’d like to see you in the family business. I think that’s where you belong. That’s why your great-grandfather put this thing together, ya know? I think it’s a good opportunity, a really good opportunity. Take this week and tie up any loose ends. The movers can be there next Saturday. Do you need anyone to help you pack?”

      “Well, no but…”

      Ben interrupted, “Super! Look, we’ll start clearing out the guest room today. I’ve got an office already set up for you.” Ben paused, “Oh, but you set it up the way you want; you set it up the way you want to have it. Ya know; it’s yours, so I want you to be comfortable. Yea, this is super, just super!”

      The excitement in her father’s voice preyed upon Carrie’s deepest emotions. There was no way Carrie Haughton could remain in Chicago. She was moving to Indianapolis, Indiana. In Ben’s mind, she’d already arrived.
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        * * *

      

      Lonnie Dustin had just finished matching invoices to bills of lading when his phone rang. It was a call that would also alter the course of his life.

      It was Ben. “Hey! Good morning, Lonnie!”

      “Good morning, Ben.”

      “Hey, listen. I want to take you out to lunch today. It will have to be a little later. Are you free at about 1:15?” Ben asked.

      “Sure,” replied Lonnie, knowing full well he would have to cancel a previously scheduled luncheon with Julie Givens, Representative of 3M Corporation. It wasn’t an important luncheon. Their luncheons were more friendly get-togethers. 3M was a good supplier and Julie was attractive—and single.

      “That’s super, super. I’ll see you at about 1:15 then.” Ben seemed unusually upbeat.

      Lonnie Dustin was originally hired as a line operator. His good nature, honesty, and desire to learn catapulted him from line operator to foreman, from foreman to the director of quality assurance, and now to the director of purchasing, working closely with Ben. Their travels throughout Europe and Asia exposed Lonnie to a broader understanding of the world. The professional friends Ben introduced Lonnie to were, in Lonnie’s mind, his graduate school professors. Every meeting, every breakfast, luncheon, and dinner was a master seminar in international business.

      He quickly went into the men’s room to double-check his attire. Had he shaved close enough? Was his hair too long? Lonnie had to laugh at himself; this was silly—Ben would never audit Lonnie’s appearance. When Ben decided, that was it. Although he was a generous man, it was Ben’s world, and everyone around him was simply allowed to participate in it. Whatever it was Ben was going to talk about, it was as if it had already happened.

      The morning crawled into the early afternoon. If Lonnie had known he would be receiving a late luncheon invitation from Ben, he would have been a bit more judicious in spreading his responsibilities throughout the earlier part of the day instead of finishing them before eleven. Now, all he could do was sit and wait.

      Lonnie was astute at surveying situations and forecasting every angle before stepping into a negotiation. He would rehearse every potential question, objection, or restriction and formulate his response well in advance. Suppliers regarded him as a brilliant negotiator, quick to understand complex ideas. They had no idea he’d been rehearsing their meetings for days.

      Lonnie believed the luncheon would go one of two ways. First, and most obvious, the tremendous savings the company posted in the third quarter was primarily due to the prudent purchasing practices Lonnie initiated in the first quarter. No doubt, a professional but intimate thank you had been planned by Ben and his brother, Hal.

      There was, of course, a second possibility. It was somewhat remote, but it was a possibility to be considered. Ben never wanted to create a challenge for Lonnie and his daughters. He knew it was difficult for Lonnie to maneuver childcare while he was traveling abroad. Perhaps a return to Europe was being planned and Ben wanted Lonnie to have ample time to prepare. Perhaps it was a combination of the two possibilities. Lonnie would receive recognition for the company’s savings and be invited to travel with Ben to Europe. Either way, it was important for Lonnie to maintain composure and act surprised by Ben’s generosity.

      At precisely one-fifteen Ben walked through Lonnie’s office door.

      “Hey, hey, how ya doing, Lon?”

      “Super, Ben,” Lonnie replied. Super was a word Ben often used. Lonnie didn’t intend to replicate Ben’s idiosyncrasies; it was simply one of those words Lonnie unintentionally adopted because of their closeness.

      “So, you got time for a little lunch?” Ben asked as if this was an impromptu offer.

      “Sure, Ben. That would be super!” Lonnie replied—capturing the first hint of information haphazardly telegraphed by Ben. Although the luncheon had been planned, Ben was acting like it was a last-minute idea.

      The two arrived at St. Elmo and were greeted by Lucien, the maître d. St. Elmo had been Haughton Manufacturing’s go-to since Ben’s grandfather and namesake began the business. It was known by employees as the ‘Tavern of Dreams.’ There was always a cause for celebration when Ben or Hal invited a member of the Haughton Team to the Tavern.

      “Good afternoon, gentlemen. Where might I sit you, Mr. Haughton?” asked Lucien.

      “Let’s, uh, let’s get something quiet. This is a special luncheon. We’ve got some great news to discuss.”

      Quiet; special; great news, Lonnie was adding up Ben’s buzzwords with lightning speed.

      As they followed Lucien to their table, Lonnie could feel the tension release from his shoulders. He had no reason to continue with calculations. Whatever the reason for their meeting, he knew he was central in its deployment and ready to meet the challenge.

      The two men casually visited about the business. Ben mentioned the third-quarter savings but made no mention of Lonnie’s contribution.

      Odd, thought Lonnie. He immediately calculated the projection of the conversation.

      “Yeah. So, Lon, how are the girls doing?”

      “Oh, they’re super, Ben. Thank you for asking. Divorce is never easy on anyone—especially the kids.”

      “Yeah, it’s tough. It’s a tough thing—especially when kids are involved,” added Ben. He continued, “When you are dealing with two adults it’s different. You have an agreement, cut the checks, and go your separate ways—simple. When you’ve got kids, it sorta messes things up.” Ben seemed reflective.

      There was a significantly long pause before Ben continued. “Ya know, I’ve got two daughters.”

      Lonnie knew of them only because of their photographs on Ben’s desk. Ben never spoke of them; Lonnie knew better than to inquire. Up until that moment, they were simply two photographs of two individuals in a dusty frame.

      “My oldest lives in Illinois.”

      None of this discussion fit the conversation Lonnie had rehearsed. He felt a sudden urge to reel it all back in and direct it to the topic of Haughton Fabrication’s third-quarter savings. At least then, Ben would be back on a course Lonnie was prepared to discuss.

      “I’ve made a decision!” Ben announced.

      Something told Lonnie, Ben’s decision did not involve the dessert menu.

      “I’m bringing Carrie, my eldest daughter back to Indiana.”

      Lonnie responded, “That’s great, Ben. I’m happy for you.”

      “Yea, yea it’s going to be super. Listen, I want you to teach her your job.”

      Ben’s statement was firm, proud, and final.

      Lonnie sat there. The words repeated in his head, I want you to teach her your job.

      This wasn’t adding up. Lonnie took a deep breath and asked, “My job? My?... Ben, what will I do?”

      Ben appeared to be sincerely baffled by Lonnie’s question. It was obvious to Ben, “You’ll work for her!” Ben exuberantly stated as if he were extending to Lonnie a high honor.

      Lonnie sat speechless. His eyes wandered aimlessly around the room. He caught a glimpse of the Coat of Arms hanging on the wall. Until then he’d never paid much attention to it. Underneath was an inscription:

      
        
        Saint Erasmus of Formia, also known as Saint Elmo. Christian saint and martyr. Born, 3rd century; Died c.303. Venerated as the patron saint of sailors and abdominal pain.

      

      

      He didn’t bother looking at his watch. Instinctively, he knew it was three-o-three. His ship was sinking, and a nauseous feeling made finishing lunch impossible.
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        * * *

      

      With Carrie and Lonnie having been informed, it was now time to tell Pauline.

      “She wants to what?” Pauline was incredulous.

      “Carrie wants to come back to Indianapolis and work for Haughton Manufacturing,” Ben repeated.

      “Well, you’re not letting her, are you?” Pauline stated matter-of-factly.

      “Paul, what was I supposed to say? No? No, I don’t want you here—no, I don’t want to work with my daughter?”

      Pauline immediately elevated the discussion. “No! You were supposed to say the same thing you’ve always told me, ‘The business is no place for a woman. We’re supposed to stay home, get pregnant, clean, and cook!’”

      “I never said that, Paul. I never said that at all.” Ben shook his head as he walked into the family room. Pauline followed in close pursuit.

      “Oh, no? Well, you might as well have. You never wanted me to step foot in the plant. Admit it, Haughton. Ever since your father-”

      “My father has nothing to do with this!”

      Pauline had gone too far. Ben’s family’s history was too sacred to allow her the convenience of misrepresenting it for her own selfish means. His grandfather and father maintained Haughton Manufacturing through the country’s and the family’s most difficult years. They were strong people, principled people, and respected contributors to the community.

      Pauline enjoyed the lifestyle Haughton Manufacturing afforded her, but she had no regard for the family or its history. Too much of the ‘Haughton’ personality had been passed down through the generations for Pauline’s liking. She didn’t like Carrie or Kathy. However, Carrie posed a greater threat. She was strong-willed and determined—difficult in Pauline’s eyes. Carrie was a Haughton through and through, and Pauline did not want competition for Ben’s attention or his money.

      “Carrie is going to work for Haughton Manufacturing, and she is staying here until she can get her own place!” Ben announced as he sat back in his recliner.

      “Wait a minute, wait a minute! Staying here? With us? Ben, please! I never see you as it is. We’ll have even less time together if she’s around.” Pauline’s voice softened as she knelt next to his chair. “Sweetheart, I really want us to have more time together.” She gently stroked Ben’s cheek. “Sweetheart, please? Please tell Carrie no; now is not the time. Now is our time, okay?”

      Pauline’s pleas fell on deaf ears. “She'll be here in a week.”

      Pauline bristled, “You’re an idiot, Haughton, an idiot! I hate you and your daughter!”

      “But you love my money, don’t you, Paul? You love my money.” Ben calmly replied.

      “Yeah? Remember, Haughton, half of it is mine when I divorce you!” Pauline warned.

      Ben calmly gazed over his reading glasses directly into Pauline’s eyes, “Ya know, Paul, I’d give you half.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          
            THE MOVE GETS REAL

          

          JUNE 14, 1986

        

      

    

    
      Carrie was surrounded by boxes—boxes hastily filled with elementary school lesson planners, pictures, and crafts. They were momentos of her unfulfilled future. She lamented leaving education before having established any notable memories.

      Even though she was expecting the mover’s arrival, their knock at her door startled her. Her thoughts were replaced by a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach—she was actually moving. She was leaving Chicago and the stability of her intended career, replacing it with an unknown position within the family’s business.

      From the time she was a child, Carrie had heard the stories of her family’s history. It was a colorful history, a wonderful story—a story of unrivaled success and unimaginable misfortune. The men were strong and the women stronger. How else would they overturn the male-dominated society and enter the world of business, finance, and politics?

      A sudden rush of guilt swept over her. Leaving Chicago paled in comparison to the challenges Great-Grandma Miriam and Grandma Helen endured. Stories of their strength and determination inspired Carrie.

      What would future generations say about her? Would she uphold the dignity and strength passed down by her grandparents?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          
            BENJAMIN & MIRIAM HAUGHTON

          

          AUGUST 26, 1913

        

      

    

    
      It had been an unusually troublesome morning for Benjamin Haughton. The message penned and left by Miriam, his wife of eight years, was only a footnote to the challenges this man of ascending business influence would endure for the remainder of his life.

      A month prior, Miriam would have already prepared Benjamin’s melon, sago, vegetable hash, broiled veal cutlets, fried tomatoes, and coffee. She would then be dutifully hanging the sheets and garments on the line to dry. He would finish his breakfast, dab any residue from his thick and bushy handle-bar-mustache, and grab his Crofut & Knapp from the coat rack in the laundry room. He would then wish Miriam a good day, whereupon Miriam would admiringly say, “I love you.”

      He would respond, “You are a very good woman,” and proceed to Haughton Manufacturing. It was, in Benjamin’s mind, the way it should be.

      This morning, there was only the note:

      
        
        Dearest.

        Fruit is in the icebox. You’re a man; you can manage the rest.

      

      

      Mr. Haughton read Miriam’s note once again, then with his glasses perched upon the tip of his nose, a third time. Not a word changed, despite his best efforts.

      “A man of means must awake to a healthy breakfast to properly prepare for the bittersweet joy of providing for his family,” he begrudgingly muttered to himself.

      He rued the day he charged his wife to release the household help and adopt what he felt was the proper domestic call of womanhood.

      Benjamin knew where Miriam was without her even saying. What possessed him to give her permission to join the women’s club in the first place? Where was the wife he had married who, without question, so dutifully supported his daily political commentary, responding with only a quaint smile and nod? What nonsense was filling her head by this newfound heroine whom Miriam placed such admiration?

      And where were his hash browns and veal cutlets?

      Miriam would have found the scene amusing—her portly husband fumbling about the kitchen. She might not have found his thoughts quite so humorous.

      Dear God, has it come to this? A man starving in his own home whilst his wife is off sipping scandal-water? How can a man run a business with any hope of success when he fails to corral his own wife? A woman’s place is in the home!

      His frustration mounted as he asked himself, “What is this world coming to?”

      He thought for a moment and answered his question aloud, “Certainly not the world of Marie Stuart Edwards; not if the real men of this world have anything to say about it!”

      Marie Stuart Edwards may have been shameless in Ben Haughton’s world, but to many, she was a charming, brilliant young woman whose education rivaled that of most of the enterprising men in Indiana. A graduate of Smith College, she’d made a name for herself in Michigan where she’d organized a massive movement and won a platform against the dairy industry’s abysmal sanitation practices. Having now returned to Indiana, she was bolstered by her newfound acclaim and success. Marie Stuart Edwards was now uniting women’s clubs with her gospel of suffrage.

      Marie’s evangelistic fervor was magnetic. From her youth, she was known as a trailblazer. She was the first girl in Lafayette to ride a bike, the first to attend a women’s college, and now the first to decisively impact an entire industry—a man’s industry. The time to secure women’s equality had arrived. The cause was not new. However, Marie’s voice was, and she was positioned to impact the political arena with a fresh and balanced intellectual passion. This drew the ire of many men and the hope of most women.

      Benjamin hastily finished his melon. A real meal would have to wait until lunch.

      His morning routine usually included a visit with Fil, the Haughton’s mare. Benjamin would make his way through the kitchen, the washroom, and then out the door that led to a fence that extended from the side of the house to the garage. He would scoop a handful of oats for the mare and the two would meet across the fence. Each morning Benjamin offered her the oats, tenderly patted her forehead, and bade her adieu until his evening return.

      However, this morning Miriam had taken Fil to the women’s club meeting. Benjamin would have to forego his normal routine. With a huff, he went directly to the garage, unlocked the double doors, carefully separated them from their center-pin, lifted and then pushed each panel aside to reveal (always as if for the first time) his 1913, Model 30, five-passenger, vertical inline L-head 365.8-cubic inch four-cylinder engine, touring Cadillac. It was breathtakingly beautiful. It was precise in every detail—a quality Benjamin expected in life and in business. Its molded deep blue body and chassis had been meticulously hand-striped, and its upholstery was the finest hand-buffed black leather. Fil was gone—Benjamin tenderly patted the roof of the motor-wagon before taking his place behind the wheel.

      Benjamin’s motor-wagon would have once been an extravagance. Now it was a business investment. Priced just under the average worker’s annual salary, it emanated the trappings of affluence, granting Benjamin Haughton access to the most successful businessmen in the nation. It fit him well and exuded a testimony of success. Haughton Manufacturing was entering the exciting new era of automated manufacturing.

      Miriam found the symbolism of Benjamin’s motor-wagon far less alluring. The noise of the engine frightened Fil. The nauseating stench of petrol clung to her Paul Poiret. The ride held nothing in common with the smooth lines of its polished body. While Benjamin inexhaustibly praised the attributes of this mechanical marvel, there was by no means the slightest possibility a lady, impeccably coiffured could enter that noisy, smelly, coach and be recognizable upon reaching her destination.

      Then there was Fil. Benjamin and Miriam loved Fil. The mare had served the Haughtons for eight years with unfaltering dependability. For Miriam, she represented simplicity and civility. Fil represented a nearly bygone era of quiet when the air was scented by the fragrance of wildflowers instead of the fetor of exhaust. Miriam recalled when Fil became part of the Haughton family eight years earlier. Clayton Brand, a casual friend of the Haughtons had told Benjamin that he could have the irritable, stubborn, and cantankerous filly whom he described as “The most irascible creature God ever had the nerve to create!” On the day Benjamin Haughton arrived to take Fil home, Clayton warned, “I’ve had my fill of that mare, Haughton! She’s yours to contend with!”

      When Benjamin brought the mare home, Miriam asked if she had a name.

      “Fil,” Benjamin declared. “The horse’s name is Fil.”

      It was unthinkable that old Fil, as healthy as she was, would be replaced by Benjamin’s motor-wagon, and it troubled Miriam to now see the mare wander the pasture without purpose. Was this to be the price of modern technology?

      The Broad Ripple Methodist Church was located on the southeast corner of Morgan and Coil Streets. It was a simple parish church that hummed with daily community activities. The women’s club met in the fellowship hall the second Tuesday of every month—more often if special events demanded.

      Miriam, like most of the women, arrived reluctantly enthusiastic, seizing upon a glimmer of hope, wondering, What if it is achievable? What if women in line at the ballot box were within reach? Her hopes, and theirs, were intermingled with a cautious skepticism: what had not yet been achieved gave them no reasonable foundation to anticipate its accomplishment now.

      “Where are our husbands this very moment?” President Alice Wiltshire asked. Her eyes met those of each member of her attentive audience while she let her question hang poignantly before continuing with her well-rehearsed answer:

      “Ah, they would tell us they are engaged in a most aspiring endeavor to care for the family and eliminate the monkey with a long tail. Ha!”

      Alice’s boisterous laugh startled Miriam, and she stole a glance to see if those around her had noticed. Instead, she found the others raptly attentive as Alice proceeded. “Fimble-famble!” Alice narrowed her eyes as she earnestly combed the room. “I’ll tell you where they are. This very moment they are cursing each one of us for our endeavor to be acknowledged for our intellect, appreciated for our dedication, and applauded for our commitment to complete whatever it is they start—the very things they seldom finish! The right to vote simply allows each of us to be recognized for what we will no doubt end up completing on our own!”

      Her statement initiated spontaneous laughter and applause. When they subsided Alice gleefully continued, “My dear ladies. Men are never content. I dare remind you that in the Garden of Eden, Adam walked with God… and he was still not satisfied!”

      The ladies erupted with a second volley of laughter. Bolstered hopes now replaced their former restraint.

      Abel Walker, the groundskeeper for the Broad Ripple Methodist Episcopal Church and Women’s Club, assisted Miriam into her carriage. The gentle and soft-spoken black man patted old Fil on the forehead.

      “Now, Miss Miriam, you take good care of Fil. We isn’t as spry as we once was.” Abel politely remarked.

      “Thank you, Mr. Walker. I’ll take very good care of her. I will see you soon. Until then, please give Lou Ellen my love. Tell her she is daily in my prayers.”

      The boyish twinkle in Abel’s eyes drew away any attention there might have otherwise been to his withered grin and toothless smile. He tilted his head forward and to the side just a bit as he proudly reached for the tattered brim of his straw hat. The brim crackled as he grasped it between his thumb and forefinger, tipping it as proudly as if it were a fine Stetson.

      “Yes ma’am, yes, I’ll sure-nuff pass along your love and prayers. If ya’ll don’t mind, I’ll give her a little bit-a’ mine too.”

      Miriam gave a quick flip of the reigns and a click of her tongue to signal Fil they were ready to return home. On the way Miriam’s newfound strength began to waiver; would Benjamin approve?

      No, no, no, no, NO! I am a woman, and I will accomplish what I need to accomplish—with or without his approval!

      Before beginning her half halt onto the long path leading to their garage, Miriam gently pulled on the leather reins bringing a puzzled Fil to a momentary pause. Still, it might have been wiser to have prepared Benjamin’s breakfast, Miriam thought.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The ladies had all departed. The room was now empty and still. Abel found the stillness unsettling. In the quiet moments, this proud and dedicated servant of the Lord and the Church felt most alone. Left to himself and his thoughts he mourned for Lou Ellen.

      Consumption was a death sentence! Hundreds had already died from the waterborne disease carried by the raging current of the flood waters. Although her medical tests were inconclusive, her sudden weight loss, fever, continual coughing, and fatigue indicated the worst. To protect others from the disease Lou Ellen was moved to the Central Indiana Hospital for the Insane. The indignity broke Abel’s heart. Methodist Episcopal Church and the Women’s Club raised funds that afforded Lou Ellen a residence in a private area of the hospital—an act for which Abel was deeply grateful. Her window overlooked the gardens. Through the thin pane of glass, she could hear the chorus of birds in call and response.

      Each morning Abel would walk to the hospital with a single sheet of paper and a pencil. Initially, the receptionist and nursing staff considered him a nuisance—an interruption of their otherwise monotonous routine. As time passed, they welcomed the visits from the man whose faithful love for his dying wife was on unashamed display. He would amble to the front desk, tip his straw hat, bow with a nod, and ask the receptionist to write a note to his wife for him. Each day it was the same message:

      “Ain’ no disease can sep’rate ah-hearts. I loves you. I’ll have breafas’ a-wait’n in the mornin’.”
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        * * *

      

      In 1910, the motor-wagon was becoming an accepted means of transportation for the aristocratic population of Indianapolis, Indiana. Although many Indianapolis citizens considered these rolling, noisy contraptions a mechanical nuisance, Benjamin Haughton viewed the machines with a prescient clarity that would define his future. A tool and die maker by trade, Mr. Haughton (as his employees respectfully called him), determined a Haughton legacy was possible if he could hitch a ride in this growing industry by stamping parts for the motor-wagon. He had already been stamping parts for the city’s interurban train transportation system, Indianapolis Traction & Terminal Company. It was time to capitalize on both.

      Contention between streetcar drivers and the ITTC had been brewing for over a year. Untenable working conditions and low pay had prompted drivers in other states to unionize. For the time being, commerce was dependent upon the railways, but employees could foresee the growing impact automobiles would ultimately have upon the supply and delivery chain and, by extension, their job security.

      The Haughton Manufacturing employees had been awaiting Mr. Haughton’s arrival. They heard the Cadillac as it turned off the street and onto the property. What Benjamin would not hear as he arrived were the pounding steel-upon-steel, leather belt-driven stamping machines of Haughton Manufacturing. Instead, forty-seven normally faithful employees stood out front awaiting his arrival. Al Rankin seemed to be heading up this welcoming committee. His arms were tightly folded with his fist clenched under his upper arms to make his normally average biceps appear unusually large. Al found Mr. Haughton and his Cadillac boorish.

      “Gentlemen?” Mr. Haughton’s greeting was obviously an inquiry. He remained seated in the Cadillac. He squinted and tilted his head as if attempting to hear something. “It’s rather quiet here this morning, don’t you think?”

      “Mr. Haughton, sir,” stammered Walter Sherman. “Sir… well, sir… if the railways go down we’d like to know what’s going to happen to us?”

      Benjamin evaluated the situation. Except for Al Rankin, the assembly of employees did not appear to be angry. No one appeared to be harboring grievances—but no one was working either!

      Through the window of his shiny carriage, Benjamin made a sweeping gesture to the silent machines. He whimsically noted, “Gentleman, I dare say this more immediate situation will most assuredly cause each one of us to go hungry. Come now, there is work to be done!” and he exited his automobile.

      Mr. Haughton’s unfettered response put Walter at ease. “Sir, if I may. The streetcar workers are growing more and more riled every day. If they stop the lines, how will we manage to get our steel? How will we be able to ship our customer’s products? If they bring Marion County and all of Indianapolis to our knees, how will we be able to continue to manufacture? What’s gonna happen to our jobs?” As Walter spoke, his fellow employees nodded in agreement.

      The purposefulness of his gait as he walked toward the concerned group of men gave them a sense of security. Mr. Haughton had that Haughton glint in his eye. They’d recognized that glint. It was an involuntary response they’d seen whenever Mr. Haughton was about to embark upon something tremendously beneficial to the business. When it was beneficial to the business, it was always beneficial to his employees.

      In the early days of Haughton Manufacturing, young Benjamin Haughton’s competitors thought him foolish. Who, with any business sense, would post jobs paying wages a third higher than every other tool and die shop? It was folly—a rookie mistake. Exorbitant wages were sure to have a negative impact on his bottom line. It wasn’t until every one of their very best tools and die makers lined up at the doors of Benjamin W. Haughton’s offices that his rivals realized this young businessman was a force with which to be reckoned.

      “Men, we are at a crossroads.” He continued, “Surely, it is not the misfortune of the streetcar workers that will cause Haughton Manufacturing to falter.” He lent a crescendo of volume and intensity to his words, “No, gentlemen. Such misfortune will fall upon those businesses that decry the well-being of their employees, and their manufacturing families. My concern for your well-being and the concern we have for one another will bolster our business into the automobile industry and far beyond!”

      Having reached the climax of his speech, the men cheered; all except Rankin. Al exhibited no emotional commitment, but he remained still and quiet—a response that did not escape Mr. Haughton’s trained eye. He had been observing Rankin since hiring him from Prest-O-Lite Company. It had become apparent, Al Rankin took pleasure in stirring trouble. There was no quiet pond he could not disrupt with a carefully tossed stone of contention. Today Rankin had given himself away. Benjamin acted as if his focus was on the cheering group of men. All the while he was sizing up Rankin and considering how best to deal with him. Noting Rankin’s measure of influence, Benjamin would not be hasty in addressing this malcontent.

      Benjamin Haughton and Carl G. Fisher, President of Prest-O-Lite, were vigorous business competitors. They maintained such an amiable business friendship that should either of the men run low on inventories of steel, tinplate, or raw materials, the other would, without hesitation, loan the same—each repaying the other beyond the value of the original favor.

      “Gentlemen!” Mr. Haughton interrupted their cheers of released tension. “If I am not mistaken, there is still work to be done!”

      With that and nothing more, Benjamin made his way through the center of the group and into his office. Once at his desk, he turned his attention to the South Bend Times earlier placed on his desk by Miss. Rosie.

      The whirling of the leather belts and the clanging of metal dies upon tinplate sheets of steel soothed his mind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          
            SOUTH BEND NEWS - TIMES, VOLUME 30 NUMBER 245

          

          AUGUST 26, 1913

        

      

    

    
      How in the world can it be 1913? thought Benjamin as his eyes scanned the front page, he continued his musings. A means for slowing time must be invented lest we all run out of it without the satisfaction of leaving anything of value to our progeny.

      He made light of the passing of time; nevertheless, it was a concern very close to his heart. “What value was there in toiling if not for the benefit of family and friends? If one toils and has no time for family, they’ve missed the greatest of blessings. If one prospers while friends persist in their present station, with whom does he enjoy the abundance of his labor? Vanity! It is all vanity. Solomon was right!”

      Giving pause to his ruminations provided him time to offer his own commentary.

      “Ah, but Solomon was also wealthy!” He chuckled at his resolve. Miss Rosie, seated at her desk just outside Mr. Haughton’s office quietly giggled as Mr. Haughton carried on his private conversation.

      Benjamin resumed his cursory review of the front page. He quickly assessed lead stories, ignoring common city dribble, and he unconsciously added his own sound effects to each article. Low growls marked his displeasure, an upward hum—curiosity. Conversely, a downward hum signaled resolve. Unbeknownst to him, Rosie enjoyed each morning’s virtuosic performance and hid her giggles while quietly guessing which story Mr. Haughton was reading based on his impulsive verbal expressions.

      “Ha!” Benjamin exclaimed. “Rosie. Rosie, come in here!”

      There was an unusual assertiveness in his voice.

      “Rosie, what do you make of this story? I would like a woman’s point of view.”

      
        
        LET WOMEN LOOK TO OWN DRESSES

        Teaching Daughters to Be Modest and Proper More Important Than Suffrage, Says Heflin

      

      

      “Why in heaven’s name does a representative of the United States Congress have to be asked to legislate something decent women should be maternally committed to doing?”

      Recognizing the familiar rhetorical nature of his inquiry, Rosie listened patiently as Mr. Haughton continued, “Can you tell me that? I must take this home to Miriam. Listen to how the article ends:

      
        
        ‘The woman who instills in her daughter the principles of gentleness and modesty and trains her up in the way she should go has done more for her day and generation than she can ever hope to do by active participation in politics.’

      

      

      “It is an indisputable fact, clear as the print on this page!” Benjamin continued as he held up the paper and flipped it with the back of his hand in a final punctuation.

      Rosie could sense this story had personal meaning to Mr. Haughton although the nature of its meaning was not clear.

      “That will be all, Rosie. Thank you; thank you. I knew you would understand.” He turned his attention back to his paper. The conversation—one-sided as so many others had been—was over.

      As Rosie made her way to the door that separated Mr. Haughton’s office from her desk, she heard him mutter.

      “God help the married men of this nation. Ha! And a double blessing upon any poor soul with a daughter! I don’t know how Solomon did it.”

      The momentary silence was abruptly broken by Mr. Haughton’s shout, “Rosie. Come in here; I need you now! Get me Roger Becklund at Republic Sheet and Tube! It appears they’ve had a serious accident. I want to know if Roger needs help and if this accident might affect our incoming shipments!”

      The story was sobering:

      
        
        FIVE TONS OF MOLTEN METAL POUR OVER MEN YOUNGSTOWN O.

      

        

      
        August 26 - Five men were probably fatally burned, and 15 others were seriously hurt when a ladle car at the Republic Sheet & Tube Co. plant overturned Tuesday. The car was carrying five tons of molten metal when it suddenly tipped, the white-hot fluid pouring over the men. As the molten mass struck the floor, it came in contact with a pool of water and exploded, showering workmen many feet away with hot metal.

      

      

      Republic was one of Haughton Manufacturing’s most dependable suppliers. It had two blast furnaces with a total rated capacity of 65 tons of molten steel. The annual production was approximately 80,000 tons, making them the perfect size mill for Haughton Manufacturing, large enough to offer quality production but small enough to appreciate Haughton Manufacturing’s orders.

      “Mr. Haughton, sir, I’m terribly sorry. Betty Cain at Central says all lines are overloaded. It could be hours or days before we contact Republic. What do you wish me to do?”

      The tremor in Rosie’s voice gave away her deep sense of concern.

      “I see; I see. Well, get Carl Fisher on the line for me, please; thank you, Rosie.” Mr. Haughton never wanted his employees harried. He was the boss and as such he was the one to bear the stress.

      Moment’s later a calmer Rosie peeked around the door and said, “Excuse me, Mr. Haughton? Mr. Fisher is on the line for you.” Rosie was relieved to have accomplished his second request so promptly.

      “Mr. Fisher.”

      “Ah, Mr. Haughton,” Fisher replied. He knew full well the Republic Sheet and Tube disaster was the most likely reason for Haughton’s call, but he asked, “And to what do I attribute the honor of your calling, good sir?”

      “Oh, Carl, you know darned well why I am calling. Have you heard from Roger? Has the accident affected you?”

      “I’ll tell you—we were fortunate. Our director of purchasing convinced me to buy a little more of our large coils than usual—just taking extra precautions. It was our first purchase of raw materials since the flooding. I was against it at first. I don’t like tying up dollars in inventory, but it turned out to be a good decision. The larger coils allow me to shear to any of the required dimensions,” Carl responded.

      The horrific flooding to which Carl referred had taken place earlier that March with rains that began on Easter Sunday morning followed by high winds and cyclones too numerous to number. There was no reprieve from the torrential downpour. Levees failed that were never intended to contain the rushing waters from five major rivers, resulting in ten feet of muddy water covering a five-mile square area. The west side of Indianapolis was particularly devastated. High winds had knocked down all communication lines. Those working and living in that area were never aware of the oncoming danger until it was already upon them. Thirteen states were affected by the storms, leaving 650 dead, innumerable homes and businesses destroyed, and an estimated one million dollars in property damage.

      Fortunately, Haughton Manufacturing and Republic Sheet and Tube were located on the east side where the damage was considerably less. But the loss of the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad Main Line and the collapse of bridges across the White River brought shipping to a halt for everyone. Citizens pulled together under the leadership of newly elected Governor Ralston who responded quickly with a dispatch of the National Guard and a volunteer national relief program averting the threat of martial law. President Wilson sent in a small band of Red Cross representatives to the one hundred twelve towns most devastated.

      “Benjamin, what’s the good word? Is Haughton Manufacturing, okay?” Carl asked. The sincerity in his voice was calming. His willingness to help was what you would expect from a friend.

      “Carl,” Haughton began with a chuckle of embarrassment in his voice, “I don’t really know. I thought God was going to break His promise to us all with that flooding! I’ve purposely been keeping my inventories low, anticipating it will take the better portion of a year to get commerce running again.”

      “That’s sound business thinking.” It was a tongue-in-cheek compliment. “However, you are calling me for something…” chuckled Carl.

      “I couldn’t reach Republic about our orders. I just wanted to see if you could help in a pinch,” Benjamin sheepishly admitted.

      With a reassuring laugh, Carl responded, “We’re here for you, my friend. I know you would do the same for us.”

      “Thank you, Carl. Thank you very much; and indeed, we are here to assist if and when you have a need.” As he finished his sentence, a thought struck him. “You know, my friend,” he continued. “There just might be something more you could do for me.”

      “And what might that be, Benjamin?”

      “Do you remember that sneeze-lurker, Al Rankin?” inquired Haughton.

      “Benjamin, Benjamin, Benjamin,” Carl laughed uncontrollably. “Forgive me, my friend, for not thanking you earlier. That goldbrick was trouble. I owe you dearly for hiring him out from under me!”

      “Well, I’ve thought of a way to help the both of us,” said Benjamin. “I’d like you to hire him back.”

      “You want me to what?” A shocked Mr. Fisher exclaimed. “I’d give you my raw material before I’d hire him!”

      “Now, now, Carl. Wait just a minute. I want you to offer him $4.85 per day. That’s a good amount more than he is making now. He’ll slap me with a resignation. You’ll pay him for two weeks. I’ll repay you twice the amount you pay him.”

      Carl was beginning to understand the plan, and he could not help but take pleasure in what he anticipated Benjamin would say next.

      “Business is tough these days, Carl,” Benjamin continued.

      Carl sensed Benjamin’s sarcasm, and they both chuckled.

      “It will be an unfortunate blow to your company, but you see, in two weeks, the job for which Presto-O-Lite is about to hire Mr. Rankin will be canceled. You’ll have no further need of his services, and his employment will be terminated.”

      Once again, both men chuckled.

      Benjamin continued enthusiastically, “Obviously, Mr. Rankin’s abrupt departure from Haughton Manufacturing will have caught me totally by surprise. I will have had to modify my production. Ah, yes, my dear friend. Unfortunate as it will be, I will have no openings for the poor man.”

      The call ended with both men laughing too hard to say goodbye.

      Benjamin was still laughing when he hung up the telephone. It took a few minutes for quiet to return and for Benjamin to focus his attention on the current inventory ledger. It detailed the anticipated raw materials to be received and the forecast customer requirements. With his attention singularly devoted to his inventory quantities, the morning quickly passed.

      His office door ajar, Rosie poked her head inside and broke the silence, “I’m sorry, sir. Did you call for me?” she inquired.

      Benjamin replied, “No, no, Rosie. I’m afraid what you heard was the bellowing call of an empty stomach,” recalling the morning’s rather lean breakfast.

      Embarrassed, but also humored by the sounds to which her attention had been drawn, Rosie returned to her desk.

      He took out his fob, 11:53. He would have precisely seven minutes to arrange his papers, lock his desk, grab his Crofut & Knapp, and make his way to lunch.

      “I will be paying a visit to Dr. Stahr today, Rosie,” Mr. Haughton called through the door “I do believe he might have something to cure this rambunctious gastric infirmity of mine.” Benjamin was referring to Joe Stahr, proprietor of St. Elmo Tavern. He’d opened the tavern eleven years earlier, and it had become a favorite eatery for Indianapolis businessmen and their clients.

      Entering St. Elmo, Mr. Haughton was greeted as if he was a personal guest of honor. It was a greeting every patron enjoyed, but Joe made everyone feel it was most sincerely reserved for them.

      St. Elmo's hospitality was exceeded only by its epicurean delicacies. That day, the menu featured “Two Heartily Stuffed Pork Chops.” Heartily stuffed was precisely what Benjamin wished to be upon finishing his lunch. He continued reviewing the menu. The Schwenker was marinated for three days to infuse the meat with flavor. Juniper berries, garlic, onions, and a splash of German Riesling wine provided guests with an explosion of flavors unequaled by any other eatery. Benjamin ordered the Schwenker, Fladlesuppe, and a side of fried potatoes—German style.

      The Fladlesuppe clung to his thick, but neatly groomed, and otherwise impressive, mustache. As was his practice, Joe carefully reviewed his patrons before letting them return to their business rigors. Today, Joe noted that Mr. Haughton obviously enjoyed his soup since he was transporting a goodly amount on his upper lip.

      Once appropriately groomed, he tipped his hat to the waitress, shook hands with Mr. Stahr, and bid them both good day until the next time. The ills of a forsaken breakfast were, for the moment, pardoned until the evening’s supper.

      Upon his return to Haughton Manufacturing, he was met at the office door by Rosie, who was visibly shaken. “Sir, I have some bad news for you. Mr. Rankin, not fifteen minutes ago, came into the office and declared he was immediately leaving Haughton Manufacturing.”

      Benjamin could not contain himself. He swooped Rosie in his arms, and kissed her on the cheek, “Thank you, my dear, for the best bad news I’ve heard today!”
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