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features, and the low cut neck of her
sleeveless gown completed a picture
of feminine loveliness that, innocently
enough on her part, was admirably
adapted to the purpose Judge Bartelmy
had in his unprincipled mind when he
sent her to the Advance office. “You
are my only hope,” he had told her
after Dupuy had at first failed to lo-
cate Nolan. “You must go and plead
with Wheeler Brand or else 1 am
ruined. Your father will be ruined ab-
solutely.” At the sight of her father's
emotion and yielding to the fervent
pleadings of her only living parent
she had willingly consented to under-
take the mission. Unpleasant though
she knew it would be, she believed it
her duty to stand by in his hour of
dire need the father whom she loved,
the futher whom she did not know.

As she entered the office and paused
in conjecture as to just how she would
proceed she heard footsteps hurriedly
ascending the stairs, and, withdrawing
into a shadow in a corner, she saw
Michael Nolan and Mrs, Nolan cross
the hall and disappear into the com-
posing room.

“Thank heaven!' she murmured fer-
vently. “They will stop this story,
which father says is a horrible lie.”

Wheeler Brand will never forget—he

“Remember the story of the creation was
told in 600 words.”

has since said so from the depths of

his soul—the shock that went through

him when he saw Nolan, accompanied

by his wife, making their way toward

him on that memorable night.

McHenry was speaking when they
entered.

“There is your first page, Brand,” he
was saying, “and it sends Bartelmy to
state prison.”

The managing editor gazed approv-
ingly at the appearance of the page of
type and the cut in the form as it lay
expesed on one of the stones under a
shaded electric light. He looked up
to congratulate McIlenry on the man-
ner in which he had completed the
makeup of the page when his jaw sud-
yenly fell. His eyes took on an amazed
viare. He was looking straight over

he night editor’s shoulder. McHenry

caught Brand’s expression and whirled
about. Then he, too, saw the owner
of the Advance and his wife* draw
near. The triumphant air with which
the wife and mother sailed alongyby his
side boded no good to Brand and his
story.

Nolan paused in front of the form
without looking at the contents at
first.

“Wheeler,” he said kindly, “I've been
notified about this story, and I think
it best that I read it carefully myseif,
analyze it and learn all the clrcum-
stances under which it was procured
before I allow it to go to press. That
is a task which cannot be done in the
short time that remains before press
time, so we had best let it go over
until tomorrow-—delay it one day. That
won't hurt the story any.”

Mrs. Nolan clutched at the ex-miner’s
arm and cried shrilly:

“Now, now, Michael, that's not your
usual way to explain things to one of
your employees. Order him to de-
stroy all this miserable stuff about the
judge at once. Don't hesitate like this.
Think what it means to me, to the
children, to us,” she pleaded.

“There, there, mother; you keep out
of this,” said Nolan kindly, yet firmly.
“I'm trying to do the best I can for
you. It's because of you that I'm here
now. But you see"—

Ed Dupuy burst excitedly in upon
them, and as the typesetters were be-
ginning to become distracted from
their work owing to the unusual situa-
tion Brand began to fear that this new
intruder would prove the final demor-
alizer of the entire night shift,

“Mr. Nolan,” cried Dupuy, “we
haven't a minute to lose! They are
almost ready to go to press.” He look-
ed intently at the newspaper owner.

“Yes, quite right. We do go to press
very soon,” cried Brand confidently,
“and I know Michael Nolan is the man
who will order it done.”

“Michael,” cried Mrs. Nolan at the
top of her voice, which rose sharply

over the din of the typesetting ma-
chines, “are you going to stand for
| this? Mr. Brand acts as if he owned
| the Advance and treats you as if you
1 were the office boy. He thinks he's a
great reformer and knows it all. We
| other people have a right to our opin-
| ions, too, and I don't see
{and your family should be mnade to
| suffer on account of him as we have
1 had to ever since you took him up.”

Judith Bartelmy heard the stormy
isc'(-uo. lived a part of it herself hud-
| dled in the managing editor's office.
She felt that Nolan would not let the
( gtory be used from what she had
‘ho:u'(l, and she could not suppress a
pang of pain that plerced her heart at
what she believed to be the fanat-
jcal vindictiveness of Wheeler Brand
against her father. Yet she was a
true woman, and she could not, in
spite of her loyalty to her parent,
avoid feeling a touch of pride at his
strength of character, his determina-
tion, at the sacrifices he had made, to
accomplish what he believed, even if
foolishly, to be his duty.

“They don’'t need me,”’ she finally
muttered, and, gathering up her costly
skirts, she tripped daintily across the
paper strewn floor, out into the hall
and down to her carriage.

Nolan dropped his head in thought

He paced up and down nervously.
He looked at the clock, then at the
form with its accusing contents, then
at Brand, then at his wife.

“I'll go and telephone Judge Bar-
telmy,” put in Dupuy. “He'll be anx-
fous.”

The lawyer took himself off.

Brand saw the danger of delay. He
doubted if any man would be able to
successfully withstand the pressure
that Bartelmy and Nolan's family
would be able to bring to bear on the
owner in another twenty-four hours.

“No, no!” he exclaimed to Nolan.
“You would fail me again, [ have
tried to prove this judge's guilt to the
people, but I fear I have only succeed-
ed in proving it to his daughter. A
day's delay would be fatal, T know.
At least Bartelmy could get another
judge to issue an injunction against
us even if he would not dare to do
it himself. And there are other steps
he might take."”

His voice rose higher, and he worked
fhimself into a frenzy of earnestness.

He stood before the little group gath-
sred around the ink black form and
sontinued his impassioned words:

“You know I thought we were going

to be absolutely unmuzzled here. You
were a free man. Poverty couldn’t
frighten you, and you had seen both
sides of life. You promised to back
me up, no matter what it cost, so long
as we printed the truth, but at the
first big test you fail me.”

Mrs. Nolan was on the point of be-
coming hysterical in her agitation.

“Michael, Michael”— she began.

“There, mother, you go home with
Sylvester, He's waiting outside for
you. After all, this is a man's job
we've got here. I am the head of the
family, and 1 will settle this matter
in my own way,” he said sternly.
“You must not attempt further to in-
terfere.”

He led her out of the room.

Brand spoke to McHenry.

“Did you hear, Mac?" he asked. “He
won't decide to run it.”

“It's tough, old man—it's tough!"

“This is such a live thing 1 don't
gee how I can kill it,” the managing

face of the form.

“That's the best first page ever made
up in America,” said McHenry, with
justifiable professional pride.

Brand was inconsolable.

“I've been working ten years for
just this thing,” he said, “something
so plain that even children would see
what the big thieves are doing.”

“You go home!” Brand suddeunly or-
dered McHenry.

“What?’ was the surprised exclama-
tion.

“I said go home!"”

Brand’s face was beginning to twitch
nervously. IHe stood in the middle of
the composing room, under the flood-
ing white glare from a sixty-four can-
dle power electric light, and clinched
and unclinched his hands, not daring
to look McHenry squarely in the face.
The night editor began to guess what
was passing through Brand's mind.

“Yes, but,”” he began to protest—
“but’—

Brand cut him short, saying agitat-
edly:

“I am still managing editor.”

McHenry now realized plainly that
the intensely earnest Brand had decid-
ed to run the story that very night re-
gardless of Nolan's attitude. It would
be an easy matter, as Nolan, of course,
would not remain at the office much
longer. And McHenry well knew that
such an act would not only bring about
Brand's discharge from the Advance,

but that it would as well injure his
reputation in other newspaper offices,
where obedience to one's superior, as
in any well regulated organization, 18
a man's first duty under all circum-
stances,

“Why, man,” he exclaimed question-
ingly, “you're surely not going to run
this story?”

Before Brand could give an answer
to this last question, even if he had in-
tended to do so, Nolan broke in on the
pair.

“Mr. Nolan,”” began Brand, ‘you
have heard the whole story of this
miserable affair, both sides of i{t—Bar-
telmy's and my own, from our own
lips. Whatever defense or explanation
Bartelmy gave you I don’t know, But,
so far as I am concerned, [ told you
the facts and the truth. You must
know that by this time. You must be-
lleve it. Therefore why do you or
how in heaven's name can you hesi-
tate 7"

Michael Nolan's face shone with the
light of determination.

“Wheeler, my boy,” he said, “I have
learned wmuch from you. I have needed

why you |

when his wife had finished her tirade. |

editor said, rubbing his hand over the

| -

i(‘oum(-t with such a . a8 you. 1
| have led a rough life for most of my
{career. When I rose to be chairman
|of the Street Railway Workers' union
| [ did so simply through my rugged-
| ness of character, my ability to master
; men. Then | was driven out into the
world, an outcast, and became a day
|laborer in the mines. When the day
|came that T owned my own mine it
| was again a case of fight, fight, FIGHT,
| for the lawless claim jumpers threat-
| ened me above ground, and the law-
‘less floods assailed me below ground.
So in the life I led I did not get the

iommrtunlty to study or even become
| familiar with the important questions
and the problems that confront the
| men that guide the policy of newspa-
pers."”

Nolan drew c¢lose to Brand and
placed his hand affectionately on the
young editor's shoulder,

“But you, Wheeler—you have taught
me much about those big issues that I
did not know, and you have shown to
me the high ideals that should guide
the newspaper writer, the newspaper
editor and the newspaper owner as
well. You are right in this case.” His
voice rose to majestic heights. ‘“Wheel-
er Brand, I have learned from you that
the Advance is more than a newspa
per. It is a great, throbbing, potential
force. It is the strong arm of the
| Right standing against the evil arm of
| the Wrong. So we must not falter.
We must not delay. Show the big
thieves up, Wheeler. Let the story go
to press.”

Nolan turned quickly away and has-
tened out and down into the street,

A warm glow of enthusiasm spread
over the face of Wheeler Brand as he
picked up a bundle of proofs.

“We'll show them up!" he cried ex-
ultantly. “We'll show them up, and
we'll put them down!”

CHAPTER X1V,

RAND and MclIlenry began
eagerly to inspect the final
proofs of the Bartelmy story.
Two figures suddenly stood

in the doorway of the composing room.

Ed Dupuy's telephone call was begin-

ning to show results. Judge Bartelmy

and Judith, ready for a last effort to
prevent the publication of the con-
demnatory article, quite unobserved,
glanced to where Brand and his asso-
clate editor were at work. “Don't
come in yet. Wait a few moments,”
whispered the judge. The girl slipped
down the hall into the managing edi-
tor's little office, the coign of vantage
from which she had previously been
able to hear all that took place in the
composing room. Bartelmy proceeded
directly to the form before which the
two editors were working, and Brand
saw that he must undergo another un-
pleasant encounter before the presses
began to whirl off his story. He
glanced impatiently at the clock and
raised his brows questioningly to the

Jjudge.

“Mr. Brand, has Mr. Nolan been
here tonight?’ asked Bartelmy.

AIYes‘n

“Have you received instructions
about this story?”

“Yes-"

“What were those instructions? Is
the story to be printed?’

“I am not at liberty to discuss with
any outside person the communications
I receive from the owner, but I will
add for your information that the
story will be on the press in a very
| few minutes.”
| At this latest declaration of Brand’s
| Judith could restrain herself no longer,
! She rushed through the doorway,
| across the grimy floor, regardless of
| the flowing train of her silk gown.
|  Brand rubbed the back of his hand
across his eyes as though they were
decelving him.

“Good God, it is Judith!” he exclaim-
ed. Then he turned to his assistant,
“Here, Mac, hurry--take' this form
away.”

The girl's face and eyes were aglow
with the effects of the nervous strain
under which she labored on tha
epoch making and epoch breakin;
night before the startled night shif.
of the Advance.

‘“Wheeler, you're not going to use
that picture?’ she pleaded.

“Take the form away,” again order-
ed Brand, his védice almost failing
him.

“No, no; don’t send it! Wait, wait!”
She threw herself over the inky fori,
her arms outstretched.

Brand tried to draw her away.

“Judith, please!"” he protested.

‘“They can't have”’— She was hys-
terical.

“Go to lunch, boys,” ordered Brand
to the typesetters.

“We'll miss the mail,” protested Me-
Henry.

“1 don’t care. Go to lunch.”

The compositors ceased work at the
linotypes and, wondering and whisper-
ing, slowly filed oui.

“Judith,” Brand besought her, “won’t
you''—

“Listen to me, \Wheeler,” she broke
In. *“I know everything. Father has
told me everything about—his—guilt.
You understand what it means to me—
what he is to me. You must spare
him for me!”

“Judith, it's impossible.”

“But it 1s the human thing to do.
Oh, forget these ideals. Be just a
man—a man who loves a woman and
protects her. You do love me, | know,
in spite of everything that you've
done.”

“Yes, 1 love you!” he cried fervently.

“And Wheeler, dear, I've not chang-
ed,” she told him fondly. *1 can see
how right you mean to be In what
you are trying to do, but In this you
are wrong. Whatever my father may
have done, his intentions were honest.
He had been involved by others and
when he tried te extricate himself it
was too late. They, not he, were
guilty. It was for their sakes, not his
own, that he offered you that money,
80 you see you are wrong. Why,

Wheeler, if you belonged to me and

committed a crime I would die to
shield you from the penalty.”

Brand answered her quickly.

“That {8 wrong reasoning.”

“No, no; it is right. That must al-

ways be,” she cried. “It is like—like
a law of life. Can’t you see (hat too?
1 belong to you. Yes, I belong to you,
and you should shield me. You must
feel toward my father as he were your
own because he is mine. It's not pos
sible that you would do this thing to
your own father. Think of him that
wiy-—your own father! You'll not re
gret it. I'll make it up to you with all
my love for all the rest of life! \vheel
er, say you will do what 1 ask™ She
broke down completely and sobbed
brokenly, leaning across the form
“Oh, say you will do what I ask!”

Brand tried to raise her, but
clung to him frenziedly.

“Judith, for God's sake, don't!" he
sald.

“Yes, yes; you must, you shall!” She

she

[
(ol

i

“You're dragging her down to your own
level.”

was losing all control of herself in her

desperation.

“Judith, listen to me,” he said In.
spiredly. *“I'm not the man who loves
you or is loved by you. I've no right
to think of you or of myself. I'm an
instrument to an end In the history of
a great God. Can't you see this thing
as 1 do?”

*“1 can’t reason.
an only feel.”

The judge had arawn a few stens
away from the pair during the scene
between them. Ile viewed with cal-
culating satisfaction the battle that
his daughter wuas waging so valiantly
in his behalf, and bhe had felt that not
even the young stoic Brand could re-
sist this powerful and final appeal of
the girl he loved. At his daughter's
last outery he drew npear to the editor.

“Brand, are you human?’ he de-
manded strongly, pointing to the pros-
trated girl with bis walking stick,

“Human, human, Judge Bartelmy!”
he exclaimed. *"You are true to your-
self to the end. You bring your daugh-
ter here so that by torturing me with
the sight of her suffering you may es-
cape the penalty of your thievery. 1
was willing she should think me heart-
less to spare her the greater pain of
knowing you as you are. But now you
bring her here in her innocence to re-
peat to me your lies. You're degrad-
ing her, dragging her down to your
own level, just as you did her mother
before her. If she lets you go on using
her it will be with her eyes open.”

Judith raised her head amazedly.

“What are you saying?’ she asked.

. Brand turned to her and then to the
Jjudge.

“Why, he’s lied to you just as he's
lied all his life. He told you he was
trying to shield others. He lled. He
never shielded any one but himself.
Judge Bartelmy, the power of men
like you must be destroyed. When
justice is corrupted the nation rots. If
I keep silent about you and your meth-
ods | become your accomplice; I be-
tray my trust just as you have betray-
ed yours."

Bartelmy raised his hand deprecat
ingly. Brand, however, drew a dee»
breath and went resolutely on. He
spoke to both the girl and the judge.

“Judith, if at the cost of my life |
could spare you this grief 1 would do
it gladly. But even that would do no
good. You would always despise me
for failing when my test came and al
ways despise yourself for having caus-
ed me to fail. Can't you see you and 1
are nothing in all this? The individual
does not exist, only the cause. Judye
Bartelmy, that story goes to press.” he
cried, ralsing his eyes to meet those of
Judith's father,

Barteliny saw that he had played
his last card. It wus his highest
trump, but it bad failed to win. \What
Judith could not do he surely, under
the existing circumstances, could not
do.
save him If he would, had gone, he
knew not where.

And it was now press time.
over.
ward his daughter.

“Brand, that story is my obituary,”
he said in low tones,

I can't argue. 1

All was

“Oh, no,” was the response in sad-
“Men like you don't fin- |

dened volice.
(Concluded next week)

Of Course Not.

If a map really loves a woman of
course he wouldn't marry her for the
world if he were not quite sure he
was the best person she could by any
possibility marry. - Holmes.

Too Rusty.

Lady (after singing a few rusty
notes) - Don’t you think my volce
should be brought out? Manager-
No; pushed back.

Nolan, the only man who could |

Bartelmy took a single step to- ‘
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Ohickamin Lodge meets every Wedesday
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Regular meetings of the lodge held 1 ©
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mander, Anna Tholin; Record Keeper, lda
Bauman, j
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