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“Who?! RagelT~ - >~ T

“Certainly. Does he imagine.that he
could gst more than £30 elzsewhere?’

*Ob, no! *m sure the money doesn’t
come into the matter at all.*’ v

Miss Jennie Baxter, with several final !
and dainty touches that set to rights
her hat and dress—a little pull here and
a pat there—regarded herself with some
complacency in the large mirror that

was set before her, as indeed she had

every right to do, for she was an ax-
ceedingly pretty girl

On this occasion Miss Jennie had“paid

more than usaal attention to her toilet,
for she was about tu set out tocapturea
man, and the man was Do other than

Radnor Hardwick, the capable editor of

The Daily Bugle, which was coneidered
at that mowmsnt to be the most enter-
prising morning journal in the great

metropgiis. Miss Baxter had done work

for somé 6f the evvning papets, deveral
cf the weeklies and a number of the
monthlies, and the income she made
was reasonably guod. but hazardously
fitful There wae an uncertainty abouat
bher mode of life which was displeasing
to ber, and she resolved. {f passible. to
capture an edlicr on one of the morning
papers, and get a salary that was fixed
and certain.

She stepped lightly into the hapsum
that was waiting fur ber and said to
thecabman *'Oflice « f The Datly Bagls,
please . side entrauce. ™’

The careful tcilet made its first im-

pression upun the surly lovking Insh

poxter whao, hke a gruff and faithfual
watchdog, goarded the entrance to the
editorial rooms of The Bugle. When be
oanght & glimyse of Miss Baxter, be
slid off the ftool and came out of the
door to bher, which was an extravrdinary
concession to a visitor. for Pat Ryan
contented himself. as a neual thing, by
saying curtly that the editor was busy
and could see Do one

**What did ye wish, nnes® To see
the editar* That's Mr Hardwick
Have ye an appuintment with him? Ye
haven't Tbhen I very much doabt if
ye'll see him this day. mum. It's far
better to write to him . thin ye can state
what ye want an if he makes an ap
pointmeant there'll be no throuble at all.
at all "’

**But sarely ** rard Miss Jennie. in
her mast caxing tene, “thers must be
some way to see even such a great wan
as the eshiter, a1 thore sy u kuow
the way

“Iondade, piss, an 'in wot su sure
therv 1s f way uniews ¥ou et him o
the strate. whi b s nohkely  There's
12 men now weutia for bim anthe g
roomn Bevont that roaotn there sanother
ope. an tesonut that again ts Mr Hard
wick's office No w. 1t 8 as wuch as ray
place is worth, mnm. t. put yein that
room beyont the ope where the men are
waitin, but, to tell yve the truth,

migs, '’ said the Irishman, lowering his
volce, as if he wers divolging office
secrets, 'Mr lHardwick, who 18 a diffi-
cult man to denl with, sumetimes comes
through the shmall room sn out 1nto
the passage whin he doesn't want to
see apy one at all, at all, an goes out
into the sirate, leavin everybody waitin
for himm. Now, I'lL pat ye into this
room, an if the editor tries to slip out,
thin ye can epeak with him, but if he
asks yo how ye got there, for thesake of

cause that's not my dutyat all, at all

‘‘Indeed I won't tell bim how I got
there, or, rather, I'll tell him I came
there by myself; so all you need to do

is to show me the door, and there won’t |

need to be any lies told. "’

They went up the stairs together, at .
the head of which the porter stood
while Miss Baxter went down the long
passage and stopped at the right door.
Ryan nodded and disappeared.

Miss Baxter opened the door softly,

. entered and sat down near the door by

which she had entered from the passags,
ready to intercept the flying editor !
gshould he attempt to escape.

In the editor's room some one was .
walking up and dcwn with heavy foot-
fall and growling in a deep voice that
was plainly audible where Miss Jennie
sat.

““You see, Alder, it's like this,’’ said
the volce. ‘‘Any paper may have = sen-
sation every day if it wishes. But what
-1 want is accuracy ; otherwise our sheet
bas no real inflnence. When an article
appears in The Bugle, I want our read-
ers to understand that that article is
#rne from beginning to end. I want
not only semsation, but definiteness,
and not only definiteness, but absolute
truth.”

‘“Well, Mr. Hardwick,” interrapted
another voice, “what Hazel is afraid
of is that when this blows over he will
lose his situation’’—

“But,’’ interrupted the editor, ‘“no
one can tell that he gave the informa-
tion. No one knows anything about
this but you and I, and we will certain-
iy keep our months shut.*’

“What Hagel fears is that the mo-
ment we print the account the board
of public comstruction will know he
.gave away the figures becauss of "their
laccuracy. He says that if we permit
‘him to make oneor two blunders, which
will not matter in the least in go far as
the general account goes, it will turn
suspicion from him. It will be supposed
that some one had access to the books
and in the hurryof transcribing figures
Jiad mede the blunders, which they
¥now he would not do, for he hasa rep-
dtation for accuracy in figures.’’

“Quite #o,"” said the editor, *and it
s just that reputation for accnraay that

hiven don't tell him that I eint ye, be-

‘““Where do you meet this man? At
his own house or in his office at the
board 1"’

*Ob, in his own house, of course!”’

“You haven’t seen the books, then1”’

“No, but he has the adcounts all
made out, tabulated begutifully, and
has written a very clear statement of
the whole transaction. You ander-
stand, of course, that there has been no
embezzlement. The accounts as a whole
balance perfectly, and there ien't a
penny of the public funds wrongly ap-
propriated. All the board has done is
to juggle with fignres so that each de-
partment seems to have come out all
right, whereas the trmth is that some
departments have been carried on at a
great profit, while with othexs there bas
been a loss.'* ¢

*“l am surry money hasn’'t been
gtalen,’” said the editor generously;
““then we would kave them on the hip
But, even as it is, The Bugle will make
8 great sensation. What 1 fear is that
the opposition press will ssize on those
very inaccuracies, and thas try to throw
doubt on the whoule affair. Don't you
think youn can persaade this psxson to
let us have t.he information intact
without the inclusion of those blunders
he seems to imsist on! I wonldn’'t mind
paying him a little more money, if that
is what be is after.”

**] don't think that is hisobject. The
truth is, the man is frightened and
grows more and maore so as the day for
publication approaches. He is so anx-
fous aboat his position that be insisted
be was put to be paid by check, but
that I sbould collect the money and
hand it over to him in sovereigns. '’

*Well, Il teil you what to dn, Al-

the matter rest where it is notil Mon-
day I suppwse be upecta yuu to call’
upon him again today t*’

at 7
“Don’t go, and don’t write any ex-
planatiin  let hun trapsfer o little of
his anxiety to fear of losing the £50. 1
want, {f pussible, to publish Lhis infar- ,
mation with atmdute accuracy.’

**Is there any danger, Mr. Hardwick,
‘that some of the other papers may get
on the track «f this?"

**No. I don't think so. not for three
days anvway. If we appear too eager,
thla man Hazel may refuse us altogeth-
er.’ .

“Very unod, sir. ™’

Miss Baxter heard the editor stop in
his walk and she heard the rustling of
paper, as if the subordinate were gath-
ering up sume documents on which he
had been consulting his chief. 8he was
panic etricken to think that either of .
the met naght cotneont and find her in
the pusition of an eavesdrypper, so with
great juletness she opened the door and
slipped ovut into the ball, going from
there to the entrance of the ordinary
waiting room. in which she found. not
the 12 men that the parter had expati-
ated opon. baot five. Evidently the oth-
er seven had existed only in the porter's

fmagination or had become tired of |

* waiting and bhad withdrawn. The five
looked up at her as she entered and sat
‘ down on a chair near the door. A mo-
ment later the door communicsting
with the room she had quitted opened,
iand a clerk came in. He held two or
!three alips of paper in bis hand and
‘ quickly dismissed all five of the waiting
men. The be tarned to her.
! «Has your name been sent in, mad-
am?"’ the young man said to Miss Bax-
| ter as she rose. -
““I think pot.'’ answered the girl
i ““Would you take my card to Mr. Hard-
! wick and tell him I will detain him but
a few moments ¥’
In a short time the secretary reap-
peared and held the door open for her.
Mr. Hardwick was a determined look-
i iIng young man of about 85, with a bul-
let head and closely cropped black hair.
He looked like a stubborn, strong willed
man, and Miss Baxter's summing ap of
him was that he had not the ap
ance of one who could be coaxed or
wheedled into doing anything he did

tween his fingers and glanced from it to
her, then down to the card again.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Hardwick!”
began Miss Baxter. *‘I don’t know that
you have seen any of my work, but I
have written a good deal for some of
the evening papers and for some of the
magazines.’’

‘“Yes,’’ said, Hardwick, who was
standing up preparatory to leaving his
office and who had not asked the young
woman to git down. *“Your pame s
familias to me. You wrote some moniths
ago an accoung of a personalvmit to.
the Qerman emperor. I forget mow
Where it appeared.’”

“0h, yes!" caid Misg Baxter. ‘““That
was written for The Symmer Maguine
and was illustrated by photograp

“It struck me,”’ continued Hardwick
without slooking at her, *‘that it was
an article written by & person who bad
never seen the German emperor, but
who bad collected and assimilated ma-
terial from whatever gonurce presented
“ftuelf. >’

The young woman, in nowise abasah-
od, langhed but' still the editer (’Hd not

tlwmt to gain for The Dafly &l:.t
‘ﬂtm't you thinkthetmthof ith :
mmhmmmonul"~ e

der. We wustn’'t seem tov eager. Let |

not wish to do. He held her card be- |
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I * * in work submitted to me,* groyled the
* * editor in a deep voige, *‘fs abaclute ac-
» . ’0 curacy. I bteake it that you hgn? oriled

to see me because yon wish to do some

. BY ROBER'I.‘ BARR. % | wosk for this paper.”
* g *You are quite right in that surmise
” @ | also,” answered Miss Jennip. *8til}, it
o’ ®e. | Imay say so, there was nothing inac’

¢ ®_ | curate in my article abont the German
.. [Copyright, 1800, by Robert Barr.} .: et;npemrmyMy comt;i»ilation was st;on{
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.0 0.0 .0.0.0.0’0‘0.0.0.0’0 .0’0.0’0.0.0.0 .0’0.0 ‘Q ‘0. maintain it was as truthfully accurate

as anything that has ever appested in
Tho Bugle.”" .

*‘Perhaps our definitions of truth
might not quite coincide. However, if
you will writs your address on his card
I will wire you if I have any work—
that is, any ountside work—which I
think a woman can do. The woman's
columu of The Bugle, as yon are prob-
ably aware, iz already in good hands.”

Miss Jennie seemed annoyed that all
her elaborate preparations were thrawn
away on this man, who never ralsed
his eyes or glanced at her, except oncs,
during their conversation.

*1 do not aspire,’’ she said, rather
shortly, *‘to the position of editor of a
woman's column. 1 never read a wom-
an's column myself, and, nnlike Mr.
Grant Allen, I never met a woman who
did. "

8he sncceeded in making the editor
lift his eyes toward her for thgsecond
time.

**Neither do I intend to leave you my
address 8o that you may send a wire to
me if you think you have anything that
you think { can do. What I wishisa
salgried position on your staft.’’

“My good womsn,' said the editar
briskly, *‘that is utterly impossible. I
may tell you frankly that I don't be-
lieve in woman journalista. The artich
we publish by women are sent to this
office from their own homes Anything
that a woman can do for a newspaper 1
have men who will do quite as wetl, if
not better, and there are many things
that women can't do at all which men
must do. 1 am perfectly satisfied with
my staff as it stands, Mise Baxter.”

For the third time he looked up at
her, and there was dismissal in bis
glance.

Miss Baxter said indignantly to her-

. slightest idea that I am one of the best
traiped women be has ever met.”’

But there was no trace of indignation
. In her vouice when she sald to him
sweetly : **Weo will take that as settled.
i But if for sume other paper, Mr. Hard-
wick. 1 should show evidence of being

|asgood 8 Dnewspaper reporter as any | press,
"Yes I told him I should be there member of your staff, may I come up: document is a clerk in the office of the
‘ bere, apd, without being kept wnlting‘

' too lung, tell you of my trinmph 1
' **You would not ehake wmy decislon, ™

'bo snid. *‘But I will see yoa again if
you call”’
| " “Thank you! And good afterncon,

Mr. Hardwick. I am so muoch obliged
" to you far cunsenting to see me. [ shall
| call mpon you at this hoar tnmorrow
afternoon.”’
| There was something of trinmph in
her swiling buw to him, and aa shoe left
eho heard a lopg whistle of astonish-
, ment in Mr. Hardwick's room., She
harried down the stairs and to her
waiting cab.
, *Drive quickly to the Cafe Royal,”
she eaid to the cabman.

When the hansom drove up in front
of the Cafe Royal, Miss Jennie Baxter
did not step out of it, but walted until

l the stalwart gervitor in gold lace, who
guarded the entrance, hurried from the
door to the vehicle. ‘Do you know Mr.
Stoneham, '’ she asked hurriedly, *‘the
oditor of The Evening Graphite? Ho §s
usually here playing, dominos with
somne one about this hour.”’
“QOh, yes; I know him,’” was the re-
ply.
ment, but I will make certain.”’
Ina short time Mr, Stoncham him-
self appearcd, looking perhaps a trifle
disconcerted at having his whereabouta
00 accurately ascertained.
“I have a most importan Y
for you that wounldn't wait,’’ said Miss

"Imammmt DY or |
you that worddn 'zwa!g.’;' f s

you will be writing your tomorrow's
leader, showing in terse and forcible
Ianguage the many iniquities of the
board of public congtruction.”

“Oh !" cried the editor, brightening.
“I¢ it is anything to the discredit of
the board of public construetion, I um
glad you came.” -

“Well, that’s not a bit mmpliman-

“'bel.“ iha -dm"ﬁi-* “ﬂnt !- m 7

“““““

tary tgn ?:&n You' uhonm h:a %laa in any ;:. and did.it very sﬂeeﬁv:;
Case, "It forgive yonr bad munners, | In. fact, your-respopi-are: gujb
‘bmuqe wish y00.40 help s - Pleass | aweratie, 7

self, **“This brute of a man hasn't the!

*I think he is ingide at this mo-|{

.| of consternation.«.

Paxter, “an& in hal# ab hour froin how "‘hon

alveady:
what X told hix ; il
" s(3h, ho has datve =0, sal 30 Mknd Bk,

. D ovetioard A

is ng place so nfe Maoonﬁmﬁ'
tonferanes as i n :
through the strests of London,
slowly toward The Evining Gra
office,” she gaid o the cabmn,
up the door in thazmm&hehaMr

into the direction indicated.

Dlace, I-want &0 golden soverelgns. |
Eow am I to get themn within bal! an
our ¥’

change a check for me. There i »
checkbook in the office ™

*“Then that’s all right and settled.
Mr. Stoneham, therg’s beem sime  jug-

office of tho board of publie construc-
tion."”

“What! A defaleatian?’ cried Stone-
bam eagerly.

*No; merely a shifting round,**

“Ah!"" said the editor in a Gimap-
pointed tone.

*0Oh, you needn't say ‘Ah ¥’ It's vary
serious. It is indeed. The accounts are
calculated to deoeive tho dear and con-
fiding public, to whose inteveats all the
daily papers, morning and evening:, pre-
tend to be devatel. The very fact of
such deception bolng attermpted, Mr.
Stoneham, ogght to call forth the snger
of any virtnous editor.*’

*‘Oh, it does, it does! But then it
would be a difficult mnatter to prove. If
#0me MoNey Were gone, now -

*My dear sir, the matter is already
proved and quite ripe for your enexgatio

for. This sum will secure for you-—-ito-

ment bristling with figures whickk the
board of construction cannot deny. Yon

feel at the falsification of the figmies,
and your stern delight in doing so will
probably not be mitigated by the fact
that no other paper in London will
have the newa.'’

*I see,’” eaid the editor, his oyes
glistening as the magnitude of the iden
began to appeal more strongly to his
imagingtion. **Who makes out this

it is absolutely correcs '
**Well, there is a point onwhich]
wigh to inform you befors golng any

Two or threo errors have been purposely §
put in, the object being to throw in-
vestigators off thetrack i they txyto §
discover who guve the news to the

for the man who will sell ms this

board of public construction. Bo, you £

Bee, you are getting the facts frone thl '

t ingide. "’
*“Well, the traitor seems to bo oavar~

How did you coxme to know him?'*
‘*] don’t know him.
bim in my life, bat it carne to my}

pers had already made all its planss for §
getting this information. The olurk was
to get £50 for the document, but the}
editor and he are at present nogotiat.
ing, because the editor insists uporx ab-
solate accuracy, while, as X anld, tho
man wishes to protest himeel€—to cover
his tracks, as you eny.’*

““Good gracious!” cricd Stoncham, |
] didn’t think theeditor of any morm-
ing paper in London was so particalar |
about the accuracy of what he printed.”
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