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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER 1.—Judith Bartelmy.
gociety woman, goes to the office of
the Dally Advance to protest against
a story which had severely criticised
her father, a judge of the United

vStates court. She discovers that the
author of the article was Wheeler
Brand, a brilllant young writer
whom she had promised o marry.
He refuses to cease attacking her
father. Il—Judith discards her en-
gagement ring. Dupuy, a lawver,
representing big advertisers, calls
and demands Brand's discharge, as

his clients are friends of Judge Bar-
telmy.

CHAPTER 1IL
HE wmanaging editor again be-
gan to weigh just what signlf-
icance the demaud of Dupuy
o9 had. He directed his glance
at him fixedly, and a long pause en-
sued after the lawyer lobhyist's abrupt
demand that Wheeler Brand be dis-
charged from the Advauce.

New Retail Firm,

The Clinton Grocery & Seed Co.
is the name of a new retail firm
which is preparing to begin business
at once in the Grier building on
Bouth street, opposite the city hall,
in the store room vacated by the
Johnston Automobile Company
which has moved to the bullding on
Main avenue recently vacated by the
Albion Grocery Company. The firm
iIs composed of Mr. T, L. Clinton
and Mr. E. N. Lineberger, both long
residents of Gastonia. Mr. Lineber-
ger has been engaged in the retalil
merchandise business in Gastonia
most of the time for the past twenty
¥ears or more.

Officers Elected,

At the regular meeting of the
Gastonla Chapter, United Daugh-
ters of the Confederacy, held Wed-
nesday, the following officers were
elected for 1910: Honorary Presi-
dent, Mrs. Thomas Lee Craig; Pres-
ident, Mrs. D. A. Garrison; 1st Vice-
President, Miss Lowry Shuford;
Znd  Vice-President, Mrs. H. B.
Moors; Recording Secretary, Mrs.
W. Y. Warren; Corresponding Secre. |
tary, Mrs. W, €. Davis; Treasurer,
Mrs. John C. Mwpors; Reglatrar, Mrs.
D. M. Jones; Chaplain, Mrs, D, R. |
La Far; Custodian, Mre. 1.\ Bd-
dleman. It was also decided at this
meeting to invite the veterans of the
county to meet at the opera house

aR  waial on Wednesday, January
19th, for a celebratlon of Lee's
birthday. There wil] be & program

of speaking and musle and a light

luncheon will be served to the vet-
erans. It s hoped that there will
be a large attendance ol veterans

from all parts of the county.

IHetrenchment,
Exchange.
"Times are hard, money I8 scarce,
business is dull, retrenchment is du-
-whigkev? Oh,

ty,— 1r!f‘:lh‘l‘ stopn omy

no, times are not hard enough for
that. But there ig gomething elae
that costs me a large amount every
Year which T wish to have Please
stop my-—ribhbong, Jewelry, orna-
ments and trinkets?  No, no, not
those, but T must retrench mnn---'
where Please  stop my- tabaven,
snuff, ¢igars? No. not these at all, |
but T believe T van see a wav o ef-
fect quite a saving in another direc-
tion. Please stop my—tea. coffee
and unhealthy luxuries? No, un\l
not these, 1 nust think of some- |
thing else. AL’ 1 have it now My
paper costs a dollar a vear. Please
stop my paper. that will carry me |
through the panie easily I helieve
in retrenchment and & onomy, es-
pecially in brains.” '
Many *“‘Last Survivors™ ‘
Lincoln County Times, 11th, |
It is announced from Winston
that Mr. D. A. Kanipe, of the .'v\'(--|

nue service, with headquarters at |
Winston just now.is the sole survivor
of the Custer Indlan massacre. The
Times remembers of half a dozen,
“last survivors” of this massacre |
who have died within the past tvn‘
@ars. As there were only three to |
jart. on, and as there seems from |
% item to still be one alive, we are
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| with an amauasiu

returued McHeary's stare,
and bhis dibcerniug eye aud braln en-
abled him 1) read the worklngs of Me-
Heury's mivd. He feit instincotively
as be glared at MeHeury that be bad
the mavuging editor “ob (bhe run”™
During the period of the lusurapve
company’'s owpershlp there bad been
no doubd that the decision of the man-
aging editor of the Advance would
have been lu favor of Dupuy apd his
demand for the discharge of Wheeler
BRrand. And the lmwyer, like McHeuory,
kpew pothing of the new owuer that
would change the attitude of the pa-
per.

Dupuy was right In his estimate of
McHeurs's weakness, The lnwyer lob-
byist was piaying (n rare fortune, in-
deed, to discover o bis oppouent a
muu who dared not staud for the
right, He well kpew thul e would
not Hod the same sort of map b o
position of lmportance o muny other
newspupers of the lwnd, Well, too, did
he kuow “the power of the press”
throughout all Awmerien, for be hud
learued at bitter cost that It was the
foe of all the Ed Dupuys aud all those
that employed them to serve thelr
ends.

Finally McHenry spoke ln answer to
Dupuy’s denwmopd.

“let us give
chance!” protesied MeHenry,
him on baseball or water front.
now."

*] will be capdid with you. 1| was
fnstructed to muke au example of
somebody for this wmorning’s story.
Perhups. though, a good haullng over
might do for this time. Cull bim in
now. Ir's his laxt chance."”

A boy entered.

“Ask Mr. Brand to step in."

“I'd rather tnke a tcking than do
this.,” protested MeHeury,

Dupuy was upsympathefic,

“Well, he's only got bimself
thenk!™ he snorted.

Wheeler Brund cume In.

“Mr. Brand.,” beguan the managing
editor, “there is a kick being made on
the Bartelmy story of this morning.”

“Yes, sir: | suppose so.”" Brand looked
up and saw Dupuy, snd the reporter's
face showed that he nuderstood,

*1 forward the kick to you, indorsing
it O. KR.” said McHenry. *“In other
words, the kick goes”

“Why, what"—

“This Is a practical world,” Ioter-
posed Dupuy.

Brand grew bitter, for well he knew
the practices of Dupuy.

"Oh, yex: | know the patter—a world
of live and let live. We must be very

reful before Imputing motives, eh,
Mr. Dupuy? Does not the good book
say, 'Let him that is without sin among
you cast the first stone—at Unlited
States judges.'"

“Wheeler, Wheeler,” cried McHenry,
“we only ask you In to talk it over
calmiy!™

*“That man bas hit me In the dark
before,”" exclaimed Brand. *“This Is
the first time that he bas come into the
light.”

“1 desire to say that my clients.” put
in Dupuy, ~llke a great many other of
the — ah — subscribers — to this paper,
were disappointed at what they con-
ceived to be an unwarrantable attack
full of insinvutions about ooe of the
most distingulshed members of the
United States beoch, und they wish
merely as readers of the paper to ex-
press the bope that nothing of the sort
will occar aguin, in which case they
are willing to overlook this morniog's
article entirely—to. fo fact, regard it
merely a8 a wistake, a mistake made
without maljce.”

“You mean | am to have another
chance to bold my Job If I'll be good

Brand one more
“1'll pur
Cowe,

to

* from now on%" nsked Brand.

Dupuy vuce more beesme complacent.

“Quch; | belleve, 18 Mr, McHenry's
deciston," be annvunced enlnly,

“You evertiinly huve your gall, Duo-
puy," cfled Brand in meuacing tones,
“to think you can muzzle me for 0 a
week. I've puid more than that for the
privilege of fighting you."”

The lawyer turued qulekly to the
managing editor,

“You better let him go. Mcllenry,”
be suggested. “He's n erank.”

Wheeler Brand was amazed at the
way in which MeHenry allowed Du-
puy to intuence him,

“Diows he give you orders?’ he asked
meaningly of the managing edltor.

“Yes, my boy; he does, aud | aceept
your resfgnation”

The repurter was by
daunted by his discharge.

oo means
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Dupay pct his overcoat back on the
chair, His luck was still holding good,
he congrutulated hlmself, Here was o
chance to muke the acqualatance of
the new owoer of the lntluentlal Ad-
vance, an opportanity o pave the
way possibly (v mcure future favors
from him for his cllenls when ewmwer-
gencies arose. Needless 1o sy, emer
gencles frequently arose tv  disturb
the peace of mind of the varietiesn of
people who sought the versatile ald
of Mr. Ed Dupuny. He turned to fuce
McHenry and =ald:

*Oh. the new owner! I'd lUke to
meet him, If you don’t object Pl
walt.” Dupuy sedted bimself st the
extreme left band corner of the office
elowe to the rack contalning fles of
the dally papers. He jook down a dle
and begun (O read. McHeory, laugh-
Ing at the patenr ansiousness of ihe
lawyer to meet Nolan, put oo his cont,

A heavy step was heard. and the
bulky form of the new ownper of rhe
Advance rtood before the mmnaging
editor,

“l am Mr. McHenry.” explalned the
latter.

“l am Mike Nolan™
remarked hluntly.

At the mound of the big man's big
volee Dupuy., whom Nolto had not
noticed in the corner, stirred and turn-
ed his bead 1o gilo a better view of
him. There wax something famliliar
In the ring of that vovice, There was
something famillar In the features
and the poise of Mr. Mike Nolan, Sure-
ly be had met bhim sowewhere, He
pondered and pondered and Goally
gave up the problem In disgust,

“This Ix a nice Jooking place you've
got here,"” he remarked to McHenry.

“That you've got, sir.”

A fewminlpe volce from the ounter
hallway was heard to exclaim breath-
lessly. 1 refuse to climb another step,”

McHeury turned Inguiringly, where-
upon Noluu explained: =My famliy's
just ourside. 1 wanted them to see

the newcomer

the boy whbo had aunwered Me
ring. Dupuy rose and made n
McHeury bebind Nolun's back 1
wanted 10 meet the owner, The ma
fog editor beck- :
oned 'lllll uver,
“Mr. Nolun," be
sald, lncliuing to-
wird the proprk
elor of the Ad-
vance, “this |Is
Mr. Dupuy.”
Dupuy bowed.
agulp trring tw
fx in his mind
the occaslon on
which, somehow,
sgomewhere o
his buxy past he
bad met Michael
Nolan. Heex-
tended his band,
saylog, *“1 am
glad to meet

you, Mr. Nolan™ :
The newspuper “I'd like to read that

publisber plupved SOmehody el was

»
Dupuy with =a happy.
glunve which, to say the least, was
| seurching. He crouched toward him
"and compressed his brows as though
| to render his sight more certuln, more
! penetruting. He bad balf exteonded his
rown baud to grasp Dupny's, Rodden-
Iy, with a bulf smothered oath, be
drew It violently back. ’
“My God.” be exclulmed, “it Is Ed
| Dupuy!™
He voutlnued to stare at the lawyrer,
After a moment a faint smlle appeared.
“Ed Dupuy. that’s funnf.'” be cou-
tinued —“that’'s awful funny., Well,
dou’t it beat all? Don't you remewmber
me, Ed?"
Dnpuy conldn’t place him as yet.
“Why—ah, Mr. Nolan! Ye=a, It mnst
have been. Lets see. Wasn't It Monte
Carlo two winlers ago?" be veutured.

:

.

“YES; IT WAS THE STREET CAR STRIKE, AND YOU AND JUDGE
BARTELMY SENT JERKY DOLAN TO J.'!Ib."'

me tuke possession.” His voice was
tinged with pride, He stepped to the
door, “Come [n, motbher,” he called
gayly. Mrs. Nolan, a tall, well pro-
portioned brunette, attired io the cost-
liest of Imported garmeois, entered
the managlug editor's oflice with a

|

prononnced Hourish, folluwed by the
two XNolun children, Sylvester and
’byllis—tbe son about (wenty-two
years old and the daughter probably
a year or two youunger. “Oh, mercy,
them stairs!” exclaimed the wother,
endeavoring to cateh her breath. No-

ey . . ar " » ‘ - |
Umi sorey for you” le erled, loclin- | a0 Geacented his wife and son to Me-

Ing roward Mellenry,
Dapuy tangbed sigplficantly.
“Reserve yvour sywmpathy for your-
gelf. voung man,” he advised 1le
Foung newspaper writer,

“IKeserve your sympathy  for Dar-
telmy . he'll peod It before long.” was
Lis curting retart,

“Oh! Is that so¥" sneered Ihipuy. |

“Go west and grow up with the conae

try. for if you hang around here to
hurt Bartelmy don’t forget thas eritnk

nal Jibel Is punishable with arrest,” ;S8
“Sorry. old mant spuke MeHe
kindly, “If | didn't have a faniily

go west with vom™ '

“If it wasn’t for men having fami-
Hes" put in Dupay  philosophically,
“there'd be a revolution.™

Brand sreajghtensd np and, with a
contempiuous expression on his face,
started toward the door,

“You've ot more heart than sense,

McHenry” was  the parting  shot
whichh be hurled at the managing edi-
' tor.,

“Pretty tongh on a reporter to fire
him for *scouping’ the town on a big
story.” =il the mapaging editor,

*Oh, pehaw!” grunted Dupuy.

A boy entered with a eard. Dupny
crossed to a cbair and picked up bis
overvoat,

“Mr. Nolan, «ir.” the lad annowneed,
z grimace, “He'sx the
new boss, aud he's got a couple o
mitts on "im like Jim JefTries. (iee,
but il bet Nolan Is there with th
wallop, all right!™

Mrs., Nolun ealled 1o Phyllis
to draw near. “This Ix my danghter,
Phyilis,” she said. “She went to Bryn
Mawr.,” [I'hyllis and the managing ed-
ftor exchanged greetings, "My son.
Syivester.,” went on the mother proud-
Iy, “went to Harvard.”

“Oh, youre a Harvard man!” gpoke
MceHeury to Sylvester. “What class ¥

The son, togged In the latest fresh-
muh efectr in the line of sporty
Jothes aud drawing on ap unlighted
rette, replied, 1000, 1910, 1911."
Alrs, Nolao puinted at a pile of pa-
pers Iving on a swall desk, > don't
gee how you ever get time to read "em

Heunry.

b all" she nddressed Mellenry.,

“Oh, 1 read fifty or sixty a day.
We've wot to know what the other fel-
lows are doing.”

“That's just like me™

smoothly., *1 nlways like to know

| what everybody else Is doing, too,” she

went on, “1 think what journalism

necds 18 a goft feminine, refining Influ-

ence. It serma you don’t publish any-
thing now but erlme, divorces and peo-
ple's troubles” She laaghed,

“Oh. you wonldn't want to read ev-
ery day that Mr. and Mre. James
Jopes were living happily together,
Youn're oniy interested when they're
unhappy.™ \

“8iill I'd like to read once in awhile
that somebody else wus happy, at least
for a little while.™

It was MeHenry's turn to laugh.

“Wonid _soun llke to look over the
plant, Mra. Nolan?" he asked,
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she responded |

“No, Ed. no; it wasn't Monte Carle
two winters ago. It was here In this
towu twelve summers ago, Remember
now?”

“Twelve sumniers ago—twelve sum-
mers ngo?” Dupuy reflected.

“The street car strike,”
Nolan,

“0Oh, yes, the street car strike!” add-
ed Dupuy. Now he began to remem-
ber. He began to remember the part
he, as the Counsolidated Tractivn com-
pany’s counsel, played In that war
between capital and labor, and some-
where In it all he realized that a face
gomething like the one hefore him had
come to his knowledge:; slko the name
“Nolan™ had a familiar ring.r *Nolan,
Nolan!” he repeated to himself, No,
it was “Dolan,” be reassured himself:
that had been the pnme of the man
he had erushed and driven from the
kin of men, Yes, that was it, “Do-
lan,” and that mao was a broken down
and outer when
Dupuay lnst heard
of him,

Nolun saw that
Dupuy was uvon-
plused. and he

reminded

laughed as he
suid:

“Yes, it wns
. the street car

strike, apd you
and Juadge Bar-
telmy between
you sent Jerry
Deolan to jall for
contempt, and
that broke the
strike after ft'd
been won,”

“He was a dan-
gerous agitatur,
was Dolan.” pro
nounced Dupuy,
directing ao jo-
terested glance at the new owner.
Nolan drew a deep breath and,
clinching his fists at his sidex, replied
to his arch foe of twelve years before!

“He'll be a more dangerous agitator:
from wow on. I'm Jerry Dolan!™

.

Jderry Dnlan, the agl-
Lagor,
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as though struck by,

. And, Indeed. be und bis
would have every redson o
belleve. he mow kpew full well, that
they bad In all rruth & pew enemy to
combat, an ebemy that would cost
them dearly If he were to be van-
quisbed,

“You—you are Jerry Dolan, and you
own the Advance!™ the lmwyer cried
choklingly. “What are we coming to
pnext?' be fApally managed to may after
a desperate effort to calm bimeelf.

Jerry Nolan, for none other than the
old time mirike leader it was, enriched
by bis mining operations in 1he rock
ribbed Nevada hilis, thrilled with the
reallzation that he was pow In a posi-
tlon to strike terror iuto the bearts
and sonls of those who bhad attempred
to destroy him and bis loved ouer. He
knew that be bad In bls power the
men who hnd almost suceeeded (o thelr
desigus aguinst bim twelve years be-
fore.

McHenry, at first even more puszied
than Dupuy and who was bending for-
ward, with an expression of deepest
foterest and concern implanted on bis

fearures, hegun to understand the sit-
uation more clearly when be heard his

Bad -m"nmm o
“You're the maungiug edifo
“You, xir." g 1
“Well, | Just want to te!

thut was & troe article you

that old hypocrite, Judge Bur :
thin morning.” be stuted to McHeary,

“Have anorher tonorrow aog strong-

er”  Apotber idea vame to bim, sod
be added, “Who wus it got up thut |
one toduy ™ &y
Dupuy feit that be must come to Me-
Heury's rescue. : gL\

“A young wan who has since resign. .
od.” be Interjected for the managing -
editor. Both McHeory and Dupuy
were growing aneasy at the freond of
Nolau's thoughts and words. A
glmpse ioto the craniums ofSthem
both at this moment would have pe-
vealed the same thought to be pre
dominaring: “What Is he driving at¥"

Nolan appeared distinetly sorprised
at two thingw—tirst, that the writer of
the story bad resigned; second, that

\_
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“I'M JERRY DOLAN—BACK IN TOWN TO PAY

WY RESPECTS To MY

FRIENDS AND—MY ENEMIES™

new employer say In a volce that pul-
sated with determination:

“Yes, Ed Dupuy. | am Jerry Dolan,
and | am back in the old town to pay
my respects to my friends and—and"—
his volce shook—"to my evemies.”

The whole truth now dawned upon
the amazed McHenry and also upobn
Dupuy, who had been deallng with
men long enough to know that his
only successful pose at the present
momentous time would be a concilla-
tory one. He must at all huzards
smooth over this dangerous factor in
the clty's afairs, the returned Jerry
Dolan, and persuade him that he was
now his friend. !

“Well, well,” Dupuy began Ingrati-
atingly, slmulating a sickly smlle,
“this Is a most Interesting meeting—
most Interesting, Ingdeed.” He laughed
as loudly as the nervously contractng
muscles of his throat would permit.
“But ir is time now to let bygones be
bygzones, eh. Mr.—er—ah"— He again
thrust forward the hand that the
newspaper proprietor had refused to
grasp.

“Nolan,” answered the newcomer in
his deep, strong volee, “N-o-l-a-n. with
an ‘N’ und not a ‘D" op the front end
of it. That's my name now. 1 had to
change It." He stopped abruptly and
agaln directed his dark eyes menac-
Ingly on the face of the man opposite
him. After a few moments he contin-
ned: “You see, EA Dupuy, I was
blacklisted as Dolan. Likely you'll
remember that too."”

Nolan reached out and, seizing Du-
puy's hand, held it frmly. MeHenry,

ghock what he understood as Nolan's
sudden resolve to, as Dupuy bad sug-
gested. let “bygones be bygones,” else
why should he shake hands with the
man? Dupuy also felt a thrill of pieas-
ure. even of trlumph, as the one time
chairman of the Street Rallway Work-
ors’ unlon warmily shook his hand.
Dupuy soflled and, bowing pleasantly,
essayed to withdraw his hand from
Nolan's grip and step away. But his
smile turned to a wrinkled contraction
of his faclal muscies, indleating
acutest pain. The giant haxd af the
ex-striker, ex-miner, was closing with
erushing force around the lawyer lob-
byist's fingers and knuckles. It did
not cease to crush, try as Dupuy
might to wrest his hand free. At the
moment when be felt that he must
scream In his _pain or else cringingly
plead for mercy Nolan's grip partially
relaxed, and be swung Dupuy to one
gide. A grim smile made its way Into.
the farrows, won by suffering and pri-
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Dupuy should be so familiar with the
matter. He tovk a step toward the
latter.

“Resigned 7" be asked In reverberat-
ing tones. “How do you know?' Be-
fore Dupuy could answer Nolap wheel- -
ed on McHenry. “is It 8o, what ynpu:
says?" he asked of the managing ed-
itor. .

“Yes, sir."” »

“What's hls name?*

“Wheeler Brand.”

“What did he resign for?™

“Some of the big advertisers forced
him to.,"” admitted MeHenry calmiy.

A look of uandersiandiug ditted
across Nolun's fuce. He shifted his
glance from Me¢Heury to Dupuy, 'Uben,
with a signiticant smile, be sald:

*| see you are still on the job, Ed
Dupny.” g

“Well, It's busipess"— began the lob-
byist detiantly. But Nolau would not -
listen to him. Thoughts vastly more
importanf than confecture as to Du-
puy’s motives now crowded bis brain.

“Where Is Brand pow?' he asked
steruly of McHeury.

*] think be is in the local room now,
sir,” pointing to the door at his left.

The pew proprietor strode lmpuisive-
Iy to the doorway and called at the
top piteh of his powerful volce:
“Wheeler Brand! Wheeler Brand!"

L] . L » - - L

As be had burried from the manag-
ing editor's room after his dismissal -
from thé Advance Wheeler Brand
struggled valiantly agalpst a wave of
discouragement that assailed hitn and %
for & moment or two threatened to
overwhelm. “Discharged for ‘beating’
the town on the story of the year he
muttered. “Well, I'll' try to get om =
across the streer” he concluded,
“across the street” meaning the(iulﬁj"i
fan, the bitter rival of the Advauce.” |
He went to obe of the long oak rables
in the city room, where bhe seated,
himself nest to Higgins. the leading

police reporter of tbe paper, and be-

. gan pervously to finish the story of
vew bank merger on which be bad
been working when samgobed by Me-
Henry. When he Bubk “m!hf

pages of copy on the eity editor s desk.
He dragged a chair to a window, sat
down and gagzed moodily down at the_ |

feit justifiable pride at tbe t

that he would be at work within



