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with hitn to hand sue h a roast to his
prospective father

McIIenry turned abruptly to one s!dt
at.d rouchod for his coat, which hu
juickly donned.

"i?liov hot in," ho called to the boy.
Moore hastily . ret reated from the

room as J ml it li ilarteimy entered.
leaving the judge's d.i!i::hl vi alone
wit li the nauiaiiii,' editor. McIIenry
had Ioiil: llattered himself that he had
met many attractive women in hh
time, but a:i he ro-.- e to meet Judith
r.artelmy and surveyed this fash-

ionably Owi.ed youm; woman lu

made a mental note that she surpassed
them all. Her blond features were of
flisthatly patrician cast. iler blue
eyes had the magnet ic' qualities so on-vie- d

by the many less fortunate wo-

men, and the pure whiteness of her
finely curved chin and nee!: was

nealod by the low cut
collar of her princess gown of wino
colored silk which clung to a figure
that celebrated artists had pronuuueed
unusual in its symmetry.

"I desire to complain about the ar-

ticle attacking my father this morn-

ing." the irl hean.
"Yob's" answered McIIenry.
"1 wish an apology for it."
"Is this a message? from your fa-

ther'.'"
"That's not the point. This is the

Crst time in his life that any ono has
ventured to jueticn his .honor. The
artf-l- is false, and 1 tliTi;!; your pa-

per should j!pu!.uize for it immedi-

ately."
"Doi'ore say i m, as that." returned

the mana-.'in'-,- okr. "I should Lave

to understaiul what h meant by seek-in;- ;

out her father's knowledge of her
present mission, one which was to her
decidedly unpleasant.

Wheeler was plainly impressed, am

unfavorably so. at the girl's reply.
"Oh!" he ejaculated
The quickly thinking girl detected

th'.i simii'.icant toi e of the newspaper
writer's reply and hastened to ex-

plain.
"i h..vtd my father say at dinner

that he feared there would be another
attack tome rrow." she :;aid. "and i

hoped throii:;!i you to prevent its pub-
lication and to make the Advance
apologize for what it this morn-

ing. 1 don't see how your paper dares
to publish such thing:;."

"lint, Judith." he answered, "we
couldn't dodgij a story as big as that.
We had to print it. That's what we're
Lore "or."

Uut the-- was still insistent.
"Oh, of course, print the story, but

I mean the insinuation all through.
Why, by using such unfair means
newspapers can bring discredit on any
one. Mr. McIIenry refused to apolo-
gize. He wouldn't oven tell mo who
wrote it. Do you know'"

Iirand gave a violent start. At first,
hi her present mood, he hardly dared
answer the girl. With a determined
effort he pulled himself together and
answer d her question.

"Yes, I know who wrote it."
"Who?" Judith leaned toward him,

gazing intently into his eyes.
"1 wrote it." In..' announced.
Judith started back aghast.
"You. Yf heeler V WhyV" fhe cried

hysterically..
"1 had i:o cl.'.Vo." He stru. if.ed to

uiafitafi his grip a i.i::. !f.

"Y 'i b nl no of. !(';
".In! hh, v. le-:- t if i ... fa ; Ip n cae

ouI I dh what you have done against
liy father, against u.y family"-h- er

, lui.-- begau to break again "against
'iie. I wouid uot liave believed it. And
rou hae uot told iiie (hat ymi will

your attack.".
lJrand thought 10 palliate her. He

'
seated him'-el- f on a corner of the man-- !

Jging editor's desk and bent toward
her as she sat In a chair near him.

".Now. Judith, let me try to explain,"
be jid ei.trcatingly. "I thiak 1 can
make you understand. You see, the
Lansing iron company' owned a lot of
valuable propertiesi r. range:-- ,

railroad trackage, etc. .If it
had been managed b ll'way it would
now be a wealth pre!;;. dug bu iness,
but some of our speculators down-
town were trying to get le id of it to
gamble with. They wanted to mill:
it. as the saying is, by watering it.
They did have a stock market battle
or two. which proliteil nobody but tin;
lawyers on both si'is. J hit they final-

ly got it by Juggling it into a receiv-

ership, which they never could have
done if a United States judge' had not
been willing to exceed his functions.
That judge was your father.

"Since the works shut down." he
went on strongly, "the men are out of
employ ment, and the gamblers have
got rich because the company's gone
broke. That's just what happened,
and that's ail I said."

"Lut it wasn't your farts, I tell you.
It was your insinuation that was
false."

"N"t i"s;n .tat ion interpretation."
"lm: it v.a-n- 't tru" ir wasn't true."
"Oh. yes, ir was ti".:.', and more."
Judith v erg'. 1 t.i; the !n t eival

.again.
"li j. a; h.vi .1 me a- - y a refeud t

no matter ii' yen tho'mht. ir tru- - or not,
you coif .! ha'..- vrMe:i that arti- -

milm v --4 rr pi

HU Jii -- nil

M'llc-iir- ranu' for the boy, Dm!; In,
and on his U'lated arrival sont him to
sunmion tlu city editor. "Vhat you
tfot?" salutrd Mrll.ury as the editor
arrived.

Downs, the city e.:i!r. went straiIit
to the poi'U.

"Are yen fr.in' to u-- t'aat follow up
story aliotu .la.fa"1 Ii.irtelmy tlirouiti'
tli. I.aiisii). iron .i

eo;r; ny II. to a
; t

Td.
--

1 dMi:' Ai,v
1; i e ! s

. "yre
v l

W I.

in

!. J, s la.

hav t ;t up.
If a :y i b Iii f .u.f '

He laid a de he pP of "t a. ml ro- -

Stlilleu his . rusal oi the '.cduh of
atti les intend, d to d in the
11 in. rtjf.g's paper.

"How al Jt (ii 01 eesV" McIIenry
asked suddenly, ruiviug his head to
the 'ity 1 ditor.

"Th.; SaiTiip ilivorci' is up again.
Two new corespondent s named." He
pointed them out among the photos.

Meileury drew a few lim s on one
of the photos and rang f. r the boy.
"Driag me an artist. iJurkin." he or- -

dcred. The artist soon appeared,
j "Here," spoke up the managing ed-- !

iter, "lake these corespondents and
run 'em with the two you had yestcr-- j

day. but Vik thoe up differeut. Put a
hat on one- and the ether in low neck.
and put Sarrup himself in the middle
with a dado of hearu around." Mc-- j

Henry changed his mind. "No; make
it a big question mark of cupids and
the caption 'Which of These Women

j Does This Man LoveV Yes. and frame
in his wife loo. Three columns."

"ics, sir," responded the artist,
starting away with the photos.

Hut McIIenry called him back.
"Hey!" he cried. "Make that 'Which

of These Lcautiful Women Does This
Man LoveV "

The artist bowed n acquiescence
and escaped.

McIIenry took up another photo-
graph.

"Ha, what a beauty!" he said en-

thusiastically. "What's she been do-

ing?"
"She is Judith Hartelmy, tho judge's

daughter. She gave a reception to-

day," answered Downs, tho city ed-
itor.

"High society all there as usurtl. I
suppose?" mused McIIenry. "The
Ilartelmys are an old family, and
they've held on to some of their
money. Here, Downs," he went on,
"play her up for two no, three col-
umns. Maybe It will square it with
the Judge for what wo did to him In
the paper this morning. You explain
to an artist."

"All right."
"The new boss, Colan, is coming

down to look us over tonight," added
McIIenry.

"Wonder where we'll all bo working
next week?" was the city editor's re-

ply over his shoulder as he quickly
made his exit.

The boy came in and laid a card on
'.he managing editor's desk. j

"Miss Judith Iiartelmy!" exclaimed
McIIenry as ho glanced at It. "Well,
what do you think of that, Moore?"

"It's a kick sure, and"
"Dy tho way," interjected McIIenry

deliberately, ."this girl, Judith Iiartel-
my, isn't she engaged to Wheeler j

Drand?"
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effectiveness of newspapers in
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i.y-- the et.traiiee of Kos Mc-.:- ..

If t r;t!v It a piivate ifor. His
CK ileeu .a;s of .actixe newspapi--
w. rk in a arcer extending from cub
n-p- ' ruim-.o- to hi- - i'reent important
oihee a.d frilled Int.) him the necessity,
even the habit, of constant action,
quick th. tight, keen ami accurate per
ceptl il and readiness for emergencies,
He h threw off Tils oo.it, glanced
at s. l papers laid on his desk
while he was out at dinner and seated
him-- ! If in his managerial chair. He
wrote a few rapid words on a pad of
paper at his rm'at hand as he pushed
a button with his left to summon an
ohice boy.

"Any one here while I was gone?"
McIIenry queried sharply as the boy
entered.

"Yes. sir. Woman whose boy was
pirn lied wants to keep it out of th'
paper, lieeu outside two hours. She's
sittiu' outside an' bawls an' bawls an'
bawls."

"Tell her we're printing a newspa-
per and I've left for the night."

"Then there was a few phone calls.
We bandied 'cm all 'cept th' last. He

was a man nam-
edRwhl Nola.n, an be
wanted tor see
you."

McIIenry Im-

mediately be-
came Interested.

"What'd you
tell him?" ho
asked, rising.

"That you was
to th' theayter."

The managing
editor picked up
a Congressional
Directory and

.- h' 11 shied it forcibly
at the lad.

"Well, next
time, yoang man,'Li'iw
you tell him I've

"WhnVd yr,u tfll just steppedhimf down to the
night editor's room. Nolan; remember
his name -- Nolan. lie's the new owner."

"Cheese it. another owner. Nobody
keeps us long, do they?"

"No." responded Mc Henry laconical-
ly. "Like certain other luxuries, no-

body keeps us long. We're too ex-

pensive, Durkln."
The boy grinned and hurried away

to summon the night editor at McIIen-ry'- s

command and to dispose of the
"bawling" woman.

McIIenry seated himself and turned
to the ever ready telephone at the
right hand corner of his desk:

Ell M

ii J;

R. TOOMBS

Trcm Ihc Gi:at Play
of the Same Name
by Joseph Mcclill
Patterson and Har-
riet ford. 3

10VW.lln. VJC'J. BY JCSEl'M
KL.LL P ATTEKSON AND

.V'i: ; St"v! Get Mr.
i M i I. lot Noiaii on tin. wire

i:..-- ii.f..' :;n editor huii' up the
; !, tli? niht fiiior, on-t- .

:v! .:r:;. a lunullo of I U y
jm- 1' - lii ft liainl, a ' lu'diilo in
If;.-- i;:!;:.

'Well. Mi.-.v- , wlrit li'ivt; jmi jot for
pan. 1 aJv 1

Tl.f iii.'!.t . ii'i'cain raj-idi- in
a t' I'm !.:.; ().:

(:!;;.::; .f Ti.--f.- r

: ; i Km;;.!-;:)- 1. r I t ! y cvi-w- :

:::- -. If .;;-- ( : ! a cui;; !i ..f lii'-- f

... i;- . l'i!fs!i::i : :..-..- a

i. i ; :: i: If s da;: .. ' J.tw;
... f ; A ... 'I li".' i.i t !,;

i.er ' I.s
I

" i' !. .." r:y
,. ... i '. !

a. '
i y

iff-- .

h X :

y?$
I ml

McTTenrn turned in the tilcphonc.
tno sheets. "Itill, I'd like to run that
one. Senator Heel ing dead yet?"

"No, not yet."
The managing editor was disgusted.
"Pshaw!" he exclaimed. "I'll bet th

old codger dies for the afternoon pa-
pers. We're having rotten luck lately."

The telephone rang.
"Hello! Who's this?" cried McIIenry

savagely. Hut his voice changed ab-

ruptly to its most sugary tones.
"Oh, Mr. Nolan, this is Mr. McIIen-

ry. Yes; why, the boy said I'd gone to
the theater. He's new to newspaper
offices. Yes, indeed. He doesn't know
we newspaper men have little time for
theaters no. indeed ha, ha! I was
downstairs in the press room all the
time yes, indeed; trouble with the
roller on cylinder 5 of tlo color
press, and I happen to have a bit of a
mechanical turn of mind yes. Indeed.
Anything I can do for you, sir? Hope
we may have the pleasure of showing
you over the office your office pretty
soon. Yes. sir. Tonight? Yes, any
time. We're always here. Yes, sir.
Thank you."

lie hung up the receiver and re-

verted to his natural voice. "It's the
new boss, Moore. 'S coming down to-

night."
"I wonder if that means more

changes?" observed the night editor
as he filled his pipe.

McIIenry sighed.
"Ain't a man who gets into this

business a sucker?"
The night editor smiled grimly. .

"Wonder w hat kind of a Joke is this
Nolan anyway?" ho asked.

The night editor's brow wrinkled.
"All I know Is that he's a Colorado

miner with a h:l of ore all his own."
jle glanced over the night editor'!
ichedule. "What Is this T T golf or
lolitlcs?"

"Ta ft both; golf 2 down conference
Hith Aldrich."

McIIenry snorted.
"Gosh, the White House Is dead since

Teddy left!" He pointed to the sched-
ule. "What's this? 'Baltimore, one co-
lumn."

"Double divorce. They exchanged
partners."

"Good people?"
"Not much."
"F'Ifty words 'II be enough. Dead

heaty stupid paper," grunted tho man-

aging editor.
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o.: :c: e. ..Ul: t be
co a :ie l her m tr i:i
vi-- .f : i:..-- - p ip. r had been to

hi- to .; .1 1.1 tell h.-- 11i.it ha
wa. L th? anil, or of the new attack
011 tatf. r. S he 1:1'! I see hi:.) :;nd
lc.tr lie truth t ;.:!!. his lip.-- , aloiii'.

"is Mr. ltrind i.i the of.iee now .

asked:
"Yes. I think so."
"Would it be pos.-inl- e for me to see

him'.'"
"Why, yes. !f you wish. I'll send

for him."
McIIenry summoned the boy and

told him to "ask Mr. P.rand to eomo

"We've uoticcd" she hesitated "all
his friends have noticed that he's be1- -

coming very -- radical lately." Judith '

rose from the chair and stepped nerv-

ously toward the editor's desk. j

"Oh." he laughed, "they all get that
when they're young, like the measles."

"Ami that's something they all get
over, isn't it?" she asked eagerly.

"Yes." responded Mclletu'y. stirring
as though to leave the room. S

Judith stepped squarely in front of
his desk.

"Hut 1 don't want to disturb you.
Can't I go to his office?"

"He hasn't got any office, and they're
all bunched In the local room in their
shirt sleeves smoking. You wouldn't
like it. We haven't a reception room."
McIIenry laughed as he spoke.

In his shirt sleeves, rolled to his el-- !

bows, with quick steps and squared
shoulders. Wheeler Iiraud, one of the
ablest men on the city staff of the
Advance, strode Into the otlice of the

j managing editor through the door lead-- I

Ing from the city and telegraph rooms.
"Yes, sir," he greeted McIIenry.

Then ho stopped short both in his
steps and In his speech. He had
caught sight of the managing editor's
visitor. "Why. Judith!" he gasped.
"What In heaven's name are you doing
here? I" At this point words failed
him, and he stoixl staring at her, with
his breast heaving violently as the re
sult of his surprise. I

The1 girl was also deeply disturbed In

spite of her previous knowledge that
she was te be confronted by the man
she loved.

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

"Miss Iiartelmy has asked to see you
for a few minutes," he said, rising and
starting toward a door. "You may
talk here." A handful of proof sheets
rustled in his grasp as he disappeared,

Whefler Brand started toward the
girl.

"Is there anything the matter?" he
queried anxiously.

She hesitated before answering,
Then she spoke determinedly.

"Yes; two things. First, you did not
come to my reception this afternoon;

'secondly, there Is that article about

the story about your father well, did
he send you here?"

"No. he didn't send me. But I
couldn't help seeing how disturbed he
was. and"
"Then he knew you were coming?" .

"Whv. ves." Judith wa trvlni? hard

III'.: :t v.
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i
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" wrote it, Juditlie" he announced. j

tack him suddenly in this way. It's '

almost as if you struck him from be-

hind. And do you not see. Wheeler,
that you are hurting me as much as j

you injure him? 1 am his daughter.
Wheeler, ami If you ruin my father
you will ruin mo."

She covered her face with her hands.
and her bosom heaved convulsively in
her anguish.

CHAPTER II.
UK HI, UK BILVNI) gazed atw the girl, and above his own

misery rose his sympathy anil
thought for her whom he

longed to comfort, for the girl of his
choice, whom duty said he must cause
to suffer. He yearned to take her in
his arms and wipe away the tears, but
he knew that she would repulse him.
Ho throbbed with the desire to prove j

to her his love by assuring her that ;

the attack on her father was ended I

but his duty whispered, "No."
And to himself he repeated the "No."

For he must go on, and she must en
dure, and the Judge must pay the price.

Tho voice of an outraged people had
spoken through tho pen of Wheeler
Brand, and he was one of those men
strong enough to refuse to take the
price of silence.

He lenl the girl he loved to a chair,
even as she nobbed and whispered, j

"Wheeler." Wheeler, Wheeler," endear-
ingly from her heart's depths. Brand
looked down on her 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 tho
lowliest among us who more blindly
goes astray.

Judith Bartclmy had been long
enough In society to learn the art of
the control and the concealment of
emotions under many trying circum-stanee- s.

Probably In any other situa-
tion than in one where her father
ami the man she loved were so deeply
concerned, as In the present, she
would have been able to retain a larger
degree of self composure. Several
minutes passed before she was able
to speak in evenly balanced tones,

"Wheeler ." she finally said, "if any
n h.irt tnM m th.it rnn nnM tr

th: ! I'itin

f f.e.
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m 11 .; a much i.e - t . ..m s- -

timi- - w i.;-.- kind a man !i -

I ",;L '." fa f ;:f a !..;; ti re j

I!.- .1 v.:s .. ply h ;.. in; r
and h.-- iui nation.

'.In f'h. if ,v u ! !y kn.-- th truth,
ail of p, i!iiu,--- i 1 can't P.il vn, you'd
be w ith me heart mid in u hat I'm
trying to do."

11" her in If ; arm ; a .aim
"Wiiatevi r I've o mo w wi.atever

I may do I love v u," i.e insisted pas- -

siouap-lN"- .

Judith shoveil o.p.ial L rvor as she
aid:
"And you're more to me than my j

father, but for mv sake you mustn't j

work agailot him. How could we
ever be happy together if you did?
You'll do this for me. Wheeler, just
this? 1 want you to carry out your
ideals and live up to your hmh pur-

poses in ea ry itlu r way. but you
inu't not attack him. Promise me

that ,ou'll never do it again. Won't
you promise me that? And you'll re-

tract that article you had this morn-

ing. You'll do this for me. Just this?"
"Judith it's the truth and, knowing

that, would you have me retract it?"
"Yes."
"I can't."
Judith began to take off the engage-

ment ring Brand had given her.
"You don't mean to do that!" he

cried hi amazement.
"I most certainly do!"
He was til most frantic. He grasped

her hand. '

"I won't let you mean it. I can'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 w ithout heeding It. She tossed
back her pretty head dellantly, snatch-
ed the ring from her finger and threw
it on the managing editor's desk.

"I'll not wear it again." she exclaim-
ed resolutely, "unless until you come
to your senses." So 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.
"I cannot." he answered simply.
The judge's daughter tossed her

head independently, caught her skirt
In her hand, turned her back swiftly
on Brand and walked indignantly
from the room.

Wheeler Brand, dazed, heartsick
niul discouraged and torn by the emo-

tions that welled within him. leaned
helplessly against the desk. After all,
he reasoned, what did it all matter?
There were lots of evil men in the
world, always had been, always would
bo. What harm would It do If one dis-

honest Judge were allowed to go un-

molested, even If he happened to be a
United Statr,s Judge? Surely there
were other dishonest Judges, and he
could not drive all of them off the
bench no. indeed. And. moreover,
this thankless task he had shouldered
would If he succeeded rob htm of the
girl he loved. It would rob him of tho
love of the girl who loved him.

Then the thought of the enthusiasm
that had buoyed him at he wrote the
tory that bad exposed Judge Bartel- -

"Stms to me I've heard something father this morning."
of the sort," assented Moore vaguely, j "l couldn't got off from the office to

"Well, same here, and Brand wrote attend the reception, and I am awful-tha- t
story this morning showing up ly sorry." he protested. "But as for

her rather, the Judge, as a trickster of j

the worst, most dangerous sort. Now
the girl comes to this office probably j

to defend her dad. Say. Moore" the
managing editor was becoming excited j

"things are getting warm around
here. Brand certainly had his nerve


