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“Ilello, Miss Stowe! Get me Mr.
Nolan—Mr. Michael Nolan—oo the wire
right away."”
As the managing editor hung up the
recelver Moore, the plght editor, en-
tered carrying a bundle of galley
proofs in his left band. a s hedule in
his right.

“Well, Moore, what have you got for
part 17 asked McHenry.

The night editor repeated rapidly In
a dead flat wonotonous voice.
“Thirty-five columns of ads. Tele-
graph editor's hollering for twenty col-
pmnps. He just got a couplv of nlee
flashes—one from ['irtsburg about a
man eloping with his daughirr-in-law;
very fine people. Another first class
murder from 8t Louis. l.ocal has
twenty-six schedoled, sporis are very
beavy. bowling, fights, checlers, and
Kentucky's shut down on racing; they
want two pages. We've got n tip that
Morgan bas the asthma. Steel will
probably open soft on Monday.™
McHenry took down the telephone
recelver and held It expectanily at his
ear. He tnok the proofs from Moore's
hand and pegan looking them over
They contained Important articles
which had been set up, but which he
had not previously seen.

*“Hello, there's a llve one.” he sud-
denly exclaimed, glaucing over one of

MeHenry turned to the telephone.

toe sheers. “BIll, I'd ke to run that
one. Senator Deerlog dead yet?”
“No, not yet.”

The managing editor was dlsgu-ted.
“I'shaw!” be exclaimed. “I'll bet the
old codger dles for the afteruoon pa-
pers. We're baving rotien luck lately."”
The telephoue rang.

“"Hello! Who's this?" cried McHenry

ruptly to Its most sugury toues,

“Ob, Mr, Nolan, thl< Is Mr McHen-
ry. Yes; why, the boy ruid I'd gone to
the theater. He's vew tu lewspaper
offices. Yes, indeed. He doesn’t know
we pewspaper men have little time for
theaters—po, indeed—la, ha! | was |
downstalrs lv the press room all the
time—yes, Indeed; trouble with the
roller on eylinder 5 of the color |
press, and 1 happen to have a bit of a
mechaplical turn of mind—yes, indeed.

savagely. But his volee changed ab- |

| day, but fix those up different.

McHenry rang for the boy, Durkin,
and on his belared arrival sent bhim to
summon the clty editor. “What you
got?" saluted McHeury as the editor
arrived,
Downs, the city edltor, went scralght
to the polnt.
“Are you going to use that follow up
story abour Judge Bartelmy throwing
the Lansing lron

company into a
receivership® he
queried.

*1 dunno. Any
kicks on 1his
morulng'sstory ¥’

“1 should say

yes — telephoue
going all day.”
MclHenry 1urn-
ed and pounded
the desk with his
fist.

“If they kicked
on that they'd get
our jobs on this ™~
He polnted at the
proof of the new
Bartelmy story
which be bad
taken froms Moore. "All the same, the
Judicial ermine is getting rather solled
these days. It makes me sore to think
of what they're pulling off on the
federal bencl. He's bad all through,
that Bartelmy., Whose story s It—
Brand's?"

“Yep." responded the city editor.
“By heaven, he Is a newspaper man,”
“That's why he won't last in this of-
fice,” put in Moore sarcastically.
*Yep." supplemented the city editor.
McHenry's face took on a resigned
expression 88 he sald: “Well, we'll
have to pass it up.” He paused. “IUs
likely to be libeluus."

He lald uslde the proof sheet and re-
sumed bis perusal of the schedule of
articles Intended to be used In the
next morniLz's paper.

“How about divorces¥ MecHenry
asked suddeoly. rulsiuvg his bhead to
the clty editor.

“The Sarrup divorce Is up agaln,
Two new corespoudents named *  He
poloted thew out among the photos.
McHeory drew u few lines on one
of the photos and rung for the boy.
“Bring me ao artist, Durkin,” hbe or-
dered. The artist soon appeared.
“llere," spoke up the manuging ed-
ftor, "take these corespondents and
run 'em with the two you had yester-
Put a
hat on one nnd the other in low neck,
and put Sarrup himwself in the middie
with a dado of hearts around'™ Me-

“Daoville
Theyerchanged
perctnere.”

diroree.

! Does This Man Love?

Heury changed his mind. “No; make
it a blg question maurk of cupids and
the caption *Which of These Women
Yes, and frame
in his wife too. Three columns.”
“Yes, sir) responded the arrist,
starting away with the pbotos.

But McHenry called him back.
“Hey!" he cried. “Make that 'Which
of These Beautiful Wumen Does This
Man Love? "

The artist bowed
and escaped.
McHenry
graph.

“Ha, what a beauty!” bhe sald en-
thusiastically, *“\What's sbhe been do-
ing?’

“*She is Judith Bartelmy, the judge's
daughter. She gave u reception to-
day.” answered Downs, the clty ed-
Itor.

In acquiescence

took up another photo-

Anything 1 can do for you. sir? Hope
Wwe may bave the pleasure of showing

you over the office—your olive—prerty
soon. Yes, sir. Touight? 1Yes. any |
time. We're always here.

Thauk you.™
He bung up the recelver and re-
verted to his natural volce. “It's the
pew boss. Moore. '8 coming down to-
night.”

“l wonder {f that means more
changes?" observed the night editor
as be filled bis pipe.

McHenry sighed.

“Alo't a man who gets Into this
business a sucker?”

The night editor smiled grimly,
“Woonder what kind of a joke 13 this
Nolan soyway?* he asked.

The night editor's braw wrinkled.
“All T know 1Is that he's a Colorade
miner with a hill of ore all his own.”
He glanced over the night editor's
schedule. “What is this T—T—golf or
politics?”

“Taft—both; golf 2 down—conference
with Aldrich.”

McHenry soorted.

“Gosh. the White House Is Arad since |
Teddy left’™ e pointed to the sched- |
ule. “What's this? ‘Baltimore, one col-
umn.'"”

“Double divorce.
partners.”

“Good people ™
“Not much.”
“Fifty words ‘Il be enough. Dead
heavy—stupld paper,” grunted the man-
aging editor.

Yes, sir. [
|

They exchanged

| next week?" was the clty editor's re-

“Hligh soclety all there as usual, 1
suppose? mused McHenry. *The
Bartelmys are an old fawmily, aod
they've held on to some of thelr
money. Here, Downs," bhe went on,
“play ber up for two—no, three col-
umos, Maybe It will square it with
the judge for what we did to him in
the paper this morning. You explain
to an artist.”

“All right.”

“The new boss, Nolan, |8 coming
down to look us over tonight,” added
McHenry,

“Wonder where we'll all be working

ply over his shoulder as he quickly
made his exit,

The boy came io and laid a card on
the managing editor's desk.

“Miss Judith Bartelmy!” exclaimed
McHenry as he glanced at it. “Well
what do you think of that, Moore?

“It's a kick sure, and™ -

“By the way.," interjected McHeory
dellberately, “this girl, Judith Bartel-
my, iso't she engaged to Wheeler
Brand ™

“Seems to me I've beard something
of the mort,™ assented Moore vaguely.

“Well, same bere, and Brand wrote
that story this morning showing wup
her father, the judge, ns a trickster of
the worst, most dangerous sort. Now
the git! comes to this office—probably
to defend ber dad. Bay. Moore™—the
managing editor was becoming excited
~“things are gefting warm around
here. Brand certainly had his perve

|

WIth Bl v band suéh o roast to his
tive fatherin-law.”
MeHeory turued abruptly to one side
and reached for his coat, which be
quickly donned.

“Show bher In"” be called to the boy.

Moore hastlly retreated from the
room as Judith Bartelmy entered.
leaving the Judge's daughter alone
with the wauuging edltor. MeHenry
bad long fattered bimself that be bhod
met many attractive wowen In his
time, but as he rose to meet Judith
Bartelmy and surveyed this fasbh-
jonably gowned young woman be
made a mentylvote thut she surpassed
them all. Her blomd features were of
distinetly patriclan cust.  Her blue
eyes had the maguetic quallties 8d en-
vied by the many less fortunule wo-
men, and the pure whiteness of her
finely curved chin and peck was ad-
vantageously revealed by the low cut
collar of ber princess gown of wine
colored silk which clung to a Ogure
that celebrated artists had pronounced
unusus! In s sy msetry.

“1 desire to complain about the ar
ticle attacking wmy father this morn-
ing." the girl began.

“Yes?' answered McHeury.

“1 wisb an apology for It."

“ls this a wessuge from your fa-
ther?’

“That's not the point. This Is the

first time in hls life that any one has
ventured to guestlon his honor. The
article s false, aod [ think your pa-
per should apologize for it immedl-
ately.”
“Before saying us to that,” returned
the managing editor, 1 sbould bave
to refer the matter to the new pro-
prietor, Mr. Noln. You kpow It is
pot customary for a wvewspaper to
take back what it says."

The judge's daughter ralsed ber eye-
brows in surprise us she drew close to
McHenry's desk, where he had resum-
ed his seal.

“] ghould think you'd have a good
many lawsults,” she suggested.

“Qh, no; not many. We go up to the
line, but we try not to step over It.”
He picked up several newspapers from
his desk. “For I[nstance"—scanning
the papers—*“1 dou't think your father
will feel inclined to sue us." He rose
as If to end the Interview.

Judith, however, was not to be thus
disposed of.

“1 don't waunt to detaln you,” she re-
marked. “but 1 should like to ask you
who was respoosible for that article.”
She seated berself In a chair which
McHenry indicated.

“We pever fell the name of our writ-
ers,” answered the munaging editor.
Her father had diplematically sug-
gested to her that Wheeler Braod might
have written the story. This she found
difficult to belleve. But she must be
convionced, and one of her motives in
visiting the newspaper had been to
ask him—to ask him to tell ber that he
was not the author of the new attack
on her father. She must see him and
learn the truth from his lips alone.
“ls Mr. Brand in the office now 7' she
asked.

“Yes, I think so.”

“Would 1t be pussible for me to see
him?"

“Why, yes, If you wish,
for bim.”

McHenry summoned the boy and
told him to “ask Mr. Braod to cowe
in.”

“We've notlced”—she hesitated—"all
his friends have noticed thut he's be-
coming very radical lutely.” Judith
rose from the chair und stepped verv-
ously towurd the editor's desk,

“Oh,” be laughed, “they all get that
when they're young, like the weasles.”
“And that's sowetbiog they all get
over, isn't it?" she asked eagerly.
“Yes," responded McHeunry, stirring
as though to leave the room.

Judith stepped squarely In frount of
his desk.

“But 1 dop’'t want to disturb you.
Can't I go to his office "

“He busn't got uny office, and they're
all bunched In the local roow in their
shirt sleeves smoking. You wouldn't
like It. We haven't a reception room."”
McHenry laughed as he spoke.

In his shirt sleeves, rolled to bis el-
bows, with quick steps aud squured
shoulders, Wheeler Brapd, vune of the
ablest men ou the city staff of the
Advance, strode luto the oflice of the
managing editor through the door lead-
ing from the city aud telegraph roows.
“Yes, sir," bhe pgreered MclHlenry.
Then be stopped short both in his
steps and In his speech. He had
caught sight of the mapaging editor's
visitor. “Why, Judith!" be gasped.
“What In heaven's nawe are you doing
here? 1"— At this pelut words failed
him, and he stood stariug at bher, with
his breast heaving violently as the re-
sult of his surprise.

The girl was also deeply disturbed in
spite of her previous knowledge that
she was tu be confronted by the man
she loved.

McHenry thought that the moment
had arrived when his presence was
no longer necessary.

“Miss Bartelmy has asked to see you
for a few minutes,” be said, rising and
starting toward a door. “You may
talk here.” A handful of proof sheets
rustled In his grasp as be disappeared.
Wheeler Brand started toward the
girl

“Is there auything the matter?' he
querfed anxiously.

Bhe hesitated before answering.
Then sbe spoke determinedly.

“Yes: two things. First, you did not
come to my reception this afternoon;
secondly. there Is that article about
fatber this morning.”

“]1 couldn’t get off from the office to
attend the reception, and | am awful-
ly sorry.” be protested. “But as for
the story abont your father—well, did
be send you bere?” 3

“No. he dido't send me. Bot |
couldn't bhelp seelng how disturbed he
was, and”—

“Then he knew you were coming?"
“Why, yea." Jodith was trying hard

I'll send
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fo Underitand WSt Be medl &5 Sheh"
Ing out ber father's knowiedge of har
preseut wisslon, one which was to her

“Ob!" he ejaculated disappolntedly,

The quickly thinking girl detected
the significant toue of the Dewspaper
writer's reply sud bastened W ex-
plain.
" %] beard my father say at dinoer
that he feared there would be another
attack tomorrow.” sbe sald, “and |
hoped through you to prevent it pub-
lication and to wake the Advance
apologise for what it sald this morn-
ing. 1 don't see bow your paper dares
to publish sueh things.™

“But, Judith,” he nnswered, “we
couldo't dodge a story as blg as that.

here for.”
But she was stlll {nsistent. o
“Oh, of course, print the story, but
I mean the insipuation all through,
Why, by using such unfulr weans
pewspapers can bring discredit on any
one, Mr. McHeury refused to apolo-
glze. He wouldo't even tell me who
wrote It. Do you know T’
Brand gave a vicleut start. At first.
in her present mood, be hardly dared
answer the girl. With a determined
effort he pulled himself together and
answered her questlon,
“Yes, 1 know who wrote it.”
“Who? Judith leaned toward him,
gazing intently into his eyes,
“1 wrote it." he announced.
Judith started back aghast.
“You, Wheeler? Why?' she criled
hysterically.
“1 bad po cholce.” De struggled tn
malintain his grip on himself.
*You bad no cholce?™
=JIudlth, when this Lansing Iron case
first Lroke loose” Hrand responded
firmly, *1 saw straight off that it was
oue uf the slickest—well, that there
was a big story lv it. 1 dido’t know
your father was involved In this st
first. | just followed tue path, and
when ] saw where It wns leading me
I wanted to turn back because of you,
but I couldn't.” He stopped for n mo
ment, then went on: “No, no. 1 counld
not stop—not—even—fob—you!"
“But it isnt loyal of you,” was her
response. "It wasp't like you—to at-

1

.
/

“I wrote {t, Judith.," he announced,

tack him suddenly in this way. It'e
almost as If you struck him from be-
hind. And do you not see, Wheeler,
that you ure burting me as much as
you Injure him? | am his deughter, |
Wheeler, and If you ruin my [ather
you will ruin me.”

She covered ber face with ber hands,
and her bosom heaved couvulsively in
her auguish.

CHAIPTER II.

HEELER BRAND gazed at

the girl, and above his own
m=={ misery rose hissympathy nnd
ll)  thought for her whom be
longed to comfort, for the girl of bis
choice, whom duty said be wust cause
to suffer. He yearued to take bher In
his arms and wipe away the tears, but
he knew that she would repulse him.
He throbbed with the desire to prove
to her his love by assuring her that
the attack on her father was ended—
but his duty whispered, “No."
And to himself be repeated the *No."
For he wmust go on, und she must en-
dure, and the judge must pay the price. -
The voice of an ourraged people had
spoken through the pen of Wheeler
Brand. and he was one of those men
strong enough to refuse to take the
price of sllence. ,
He led the girl he loved to a chalr,
even as she sobbed and whispered,
“Wheeler, Wheeler, Wheeler,” endear-
ingly from her heart's depths. Hrand
looked down on ber with a world of
sadness in his eyes. He well knew,
and the world would soon know, that
those who sit In the high places must
pay the penalty for sin, even as the
lowllest among us who more blindly
goes astray.
Judith Bartelmy bad been Jong
enough in society to learn the art of
the control and the cuvncealment of
emotions under many trying clrcums
stances. [I'robably in any other situa-
tion than In one where her father
and the man she loved were mo deeply
she

We had to print It. That's what we're +
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Lansing Iron comwpany owned a lot of
valuable properties—ore ranges, mua-
chinery, rallroad trackage, ete,
had been mamunuged balfway It would
now be n wealth producing business,
but some of our speculators down-
town were trylng to get hold of it to

it, as the saying Is, by waterlng It
They did have a stock market buttle
or two, which protited nobody but the
lawyers on both sides. But they Boul-
Iy got it by juggling 1t lnto & recely-
ership, which they never could bave
dove If o Unlited States judge had not
been willing to exceed his functions
That judge was your father,

“Bince the works shut down,” he
went on strongly, “the men are out of
employment, and the gamblers harve
got rich because the company's gune
broke. ‘That's just what happeuved,
and that's ail | sald.”

“But It wasn't your fucts, |1 tel] you.
It was your lusiouation that was
false.”

“Not Insinuation—interpretation.”

“But it wasn't true—it wasn‘t true.”

“QOh, yes, it was true, and more.”

Judith verged on the hysterical
again.

“If you loved me as you pretend to,
no matter If you thooght it true or vot,
you could not have written that artl
cle.”

“Can't you see that 1 wasn't writing
about your father, but about a Uunlted
States judge who"—

8he moved farther away from him.
“That’s splitting hairs, Wheeler.”
He walked to ber slde,

“Judith, please—please don't let's
quarrel about this."

The girl turned to him Impulsively,
“Oh, Wheeler, we were on the
verge of it, weren't we?" He cast
his arms sround her. *You're sorry,
aren’'t you?' 8he looked fondly Into
his face. "And you will take back
that article, won't you?"

“You mustn't ask me to do that; I
can't,” looking at her earuestly.

“You can‘t?”’

IlNo.l!

Judith drew away from him a step
or two. Bhe surveyed him coldly.
“Wheeler, | came bere thinking only
of my father, but I suddenly And my-
self facing a much more serious ques-
tion—not what kind of a man he is,
but what kind of a man are you.”
Brand was deeply cut by her manner
and her intonation,

“Judith, If you only knew the truth,
all of it, things 1 can't tell you, you'd
be with me beart and soul in what I'm
trying to do.”

He caught ber in his arms agaln.
“Whartever I've done or whatever
1 may do 1 love you,” he Insisted pas-
slopately.

Judith showed equal fervor as she
sald:

“And you're more to me than my
father, but for my sake you mustn't
work agninst him. How could we
ever be bappy togetber If you did?
You'll do this for me, Wheeler, just
this? 1 want you to carry ont your
ideals and live up to yvur high pur-
poses In every other way, but you
must pot attack him, Promlse me
that you'll mever do It again. Won't
you promise me that? And you'll re-
tract that article you bad tbis morn-
fng. You'll do this for me, Just this?"
“Judith—it's the truth—and, knowing
that, would you have me retract it?"
I‘Y“.”

“l can’t.”

Judith begun to tnke off the engage-
mept ring Brand bad given her,
“You don't mean to do that!™
eried in amazement.

“l most certainly do!™

He was almost frantic. He grasped
her hand,

“1 won't let you mean it. 1 cap't let
you go without your ring. You may
be Judge Bartelmy's daughter, but you
are going to be my wife. You've worn
my ring for a month, and you must
wear it forever!"

The girl passed his passionate ap-
peal by without heeding It. She tossed
back her pretty head defiantly, snatch-
ed the ring from her finger and threw
it on the managing editor's desk.
“I'll not wear It agnin,” she exclaim-
ed resolutely, "unless—untll you come
to your senses.” Bo expressing herself,
she stalked majestically across the
room,

“Judith! called Brand in despera-
tion, fearing that she was about to
leave him.

“Will you do what I ask?' she
queried imperiously.

“] eannot.” he answered slmply.

The judge's daughter tossed her
bead Independently, caught ber skirt
in ber hand., turned ber back swiftly
on Brand and walked Mndignantly
from the roon. -
Wheeler RBrand. dazed. heartsie
and disconraged and torn by the emo-
tions that welled within him, leaved
helplessly agalnst the desk. After all,
be reasouned, what did It all matter?

world. always had been. always woull
be. What barm woukl It do If one dis-

United States judge?
were other dishobest fudges, and be
could pot drive all of them off the

ly" ~ber

And
thar pom wiil

gamble with, They wanted to wmilk




