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ingly sef forth. A young, carmest
rewspaper writer end edilor is
the central figure, and his bat-
tles with o dishenest Umited
States judge against big odds and
against the cumwingly wader-
wwm#&&v-’
yer lobbyist Dupuay form ome of
the most waluable as well as
mos! enfertaiming pieces of fic-
fion of theday That the false

‘s danghter, the reigning
beguty in the fashiomable life of
shoald play e

story of strong honmest men and
af strong dishonest men, fight-
ing ecach other in a war of dol-
lars, evidences the romantic
possibilities of the narrative.
This is a story y

ing value than in a triumph ig-
nobly and mare easily gained.
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CHAPTER L

Burke said ihere were
tates In parilunent, but
porters’ yonder there
Fourth tate more mpertant far

than they all. —Cariyle.

Advance was abruptly

by the eutrance of
Heury through a private door.
elghteen years of sctive
work in a eareer extending
reporterhood (o bhis present
efice hnd drilled into him
even the bhablt, of
quick thought. keen
eeption and readiness
He hastily thoew
at several papers
while be was sut
himself in his menagerial
wrole a few rapid wonds on
paper =t his right hand as
& button with bis left to
office boy.

“Any one here while | w
Mecllenry queried sharply as
sutered.

“Yes, sir, Wommn whose
pinched wants (o keep B out of
paper. Been outside two hours.
sittin' ontside an’ bawls an' bawls
h‘_'h-"'

““Toll Ber we're printing a
per and I've left for the pight.™

“Then there was o few
We bandied ‘so ai ‘cept Lh
! was &
ed Nola
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McHeary im-

“What'd you
tell Bm? he

8 Coogressioual
Directory and
shied it forcibly
st the bad
“Well, next
time, young man,
you tell him I've
just stepped
him £ dewn to the
might edlftor’s room. Neolan; remember
his peme—Noliu, He's the new owner,” [
“Cheese It, another owner. Nobody l
Eeeps us long. do they ™
“No,” responded MceHeory Inconlcal-
ly. “Like certaln other luzuries, no-
body keeps uw long. We're too ex- |
peasive, Darkin."

*What'd you tell

The boy grinved and burried away |

to summon the night editer at McHen.
ry's command and to depose of the

soom. Yes, sir. Tonight? Yes, any
time. We're always here. Yes, wnir
Thank you.”

He hung up the receiver and re-
| wverted to his natural volce. “It'a the
new boss, Moore. 'S coming down to-
might."

“l wonder If that means more
changes?" observed the night editor

FOURTH

Novelized by

FREDERICK
R. TOOMBS

From the Great Play
of the Same Name
by Joseph Medill
Patterson and Har-
riet Ford. & &
COPYRIGET, 1%9% BY JOSEMR

MEDILL PATTERSON AND
HARRIET FORD

:

managing editor hung up the
receiver Moore, the nlght editor, en-
carrylng a bundle of galley
in his left band, a schedule in |

M
asked McHenry.
editor repeated rapidly In
dead flat monotonous volce:
columns of ads.  Tele-
hollering for twenty col-
got a couple of nice
Pittsburg about a
his daunghter-in-law;
Another first class
Louls. Local has
scheduled, sports are very
heavy, bowling, fights, checkers, and
Keatuecky's ahut down on racing: they
want two pages. We've got a tip that
Morgan has the asthma. Steel will
probably open soft on Monday "™
McHenry took down the telephone
ver and beld it expectantly at his
took the proofs from Moore's
and Degan looking them over
contalned Important articles
been set up, but which be
previously seen
*“Hello, there's a live one,” bhe sud-
exclaimed, glancing over one of

McHenry turned to the telephone.

toe sheets. “Bill, 1'd like to run that
one. Benator Deering dead yet?"
“No, not yat."

The managing editor was disgusted.
“Pshaw!" be exclaimed. “I'll bet the
old codger dies for the afternoon pa-
pers. We're having rotten luck lately."”
The telephone rang.

“Hello! Who's this?" cried McHenry
savagely. But his voice changed ab-
ruptly to its most sugary tones.

“Ob, Mr. Nolan, this is Mr, McHen.
ry. Yes; why, the boy sald I'd gone to
the theater. He's new to newspaper
offices. Yes, Indeed. He doesn't know
we pewspaper meu bave litle time for
theaters—no, indeed—ha, ba! 1 was
downstairs in the press room all the
time—yes, Indeed; trouble with the
roller on cylinder 0 of the color
press, and 1 happen to have a bit of o
mechanical turn of mind—yes, Indeed.
Anything 1 can do for you, sir? Hope
we may have the pleasure of showing
you over the office—your office—pretty

as be filled his pipe.

McHenry sighed.

“Aln't & man who gets Into this
business u sucker?”

The night editor smiled grimly.

“Wonder what klod of a joke Is this
Nolan anyway? he asked,

The night editor's brow wrinkled.

“All 1 know is that he's a Colorndo
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."

McHeunry snorted.

“Gosh, the White House Is dead since
Teddy left!” He poluted to the sched
ule. “What's this? ‘Baltimore, one col
ama.’ "

“Double divorce, They exchanged

“Good people?”

“Not much.”

“Fifty words ‘Il be enough, Dead
heavy—stupld paper,” grunted the man-

aging editor.

“bawling” woman,

McHeury sented himself snd turmed ' 404 on his belated arrival sent blm to
mady telephons ﬂ'im the city editor.

o the ever
right band corner of his desk:

“Hello, Miss Stowe! Get we Mr.| arrived.
! Downs, the city editor, went siralght

Nolan—Mr., Michael Nolas—on ihe

wire right away,™ .

T T — -

MecHenry rang for the boy, Durkin,

“What you
got T’ saluted McHenry as the editor

oore, what have you got tor'

| these days.
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“Are you golng to use that follow ap
story about Judge Bartelmy throwing
the Lansing Iron
company into a
receivership?™ he
queried.

“l dunno. Any
Elicks on this
morning'sstory T

“1 should =ay
yes — telephone
going all day.”

McHeury turp-
ed and pounded
the deak with his
fiat.

“If they kicked
on that they'd get
our jobs on this."
He pointed at the
proof of the new
Bartelmy story -
which he hag PUTReT !
taken from Moore, “All the same, the
Judicial ermine Is getting rather solled
It makes me sore to think
of what they're pulllng off on the
federal bench. He's bad all through,
that Bartelmy. Whose story is it—
Bravd's?”

“Yep." responded the city editor.

“By heaven, be is a newspaper man.”

*“That's why he won't last in this of-
fice,” put In Moore sarcasticaily.

“Yep."” supplemented the clty editor.

McHenry's face took on a resigned
expression as he said: “Well, we'll
bave to pass It up."” He paused, “It's
tikely to be libelous.”

He laid aslde the proof sheet and re- |
mumed bis perusal of the schedule of
articles intended to be used in the
next morning's paper.

“How about divorces?' McHenry
asked suddenly, ralsing hix head to
the city editor.

*The Barrup divorce Is up again.
Two pew corespondents named.” [e
polated them out among the photos.

McHenry drew a few lines on one
of the photos and rang for the boy.
“Bring me an artist, Durkin,” be or-
dered. The artist soon appearsd.

“Here," spoke up the managing ed-
itor, “take these corespondents and |
run 'em with the two you had yesater-
day, but fix those up different. Put a |
hat on one and the other lu low neck, |
and put Sarrup himself In the middle |
with a dado of hearts around." Me-
Heury changed his mind, “No; make
it &a bilg question wark of cupids and
the caption ‘Which of These Women
Does This Man LoveY Yes, and frame
in his wife too. Three columns.”

“Yes, sir," responded the artist,
starting away with the photos.

But McHenry called hlin back,

“Hey! he cried. “Make that ‘Which
of These Beautiful Women Does This
Man Love? " .

The nartist bowed [n acquiescence
and escaped.

“Double divorce. |
T'hey exchanged

McHenry took up another photo- |
graph.
“Ha, what a beauty!"” he sald en-

thusiastically. “What's sbhe Leen do-
lng ¥

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

“High soclety all there as usual, 1
suppose? wmused McHenry., “The
Bartelmys are aun old famlly, and
they've beld on to some of thelr
money, Here, Downs'" he went on,
“play her up fur two—no, three col-
winng, Maybe It will square It with
the judge for what we did to him in |
the paper this morning., You explain
to ap artist.” |

“All right.”

“The new boss, Nolan, s comln;‘
down to look us over tonlght,” added
McHenry,

“Wonder where we'll all be working
pext week? wus the clty editor's re- |
ply over his sboulder as bhe quickly |
made his exit,

The boy cime in and lald a card on
the managing editor's desk, ‘

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

“It's a kick sure, and"— ‘

“By the way,” luterjected McHenry |
deliberately, “this girl, Judith Bartel-
my, lsn't she engaged to Wheeler |
Brand

“Seems to me I've heard something
of the sort,” assented Moore vaguely. |

“Well, same bere, and Braud wrote |
that story this mornlog showing up
her father, the judge, as a trickster of |
the worst, mont dapgerous sort. Now |
the girl comoes to this office—probably
to defend her dad. Say, Moore"—the |
managing editor was becoming excited
~‘things are getting warm around
here. Braud certalnly bad his nerve |
with him to band such a roast to his
prospective fatherin-law."

MceHenry turned abruptly to one side
and reached for his coat, which bhe
guickly donned.

“Show ber in,"” be called to the boy, |

Muoore hustlly retreated from the |
room a8 Judith Bartelmy entered,
leaving the judge's daughter alone |
with the managing editor, McHeory

o the polot.
"_.__..._.—
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had long flattered bimself that he bhad

-

| per. should apologize for It [mmedd

| many lawsuits.” she suggested.

 his desk.

' will feel lnclined to sue un™

1ll.nrtlmi: toward a door.

met many attractive women In l'll'll
time, bul us he rose o weet Judith

Bartelmy and  surveyed this  fash:
onably gewned  Youhg  wolin 'le
made n wental note thnt shie aurpissed
them all Her bloml featuees were of
distinet)y  patelelan st Bler Bl |
eyes hod the mngnetle gualithes o e
vied by the muny less forianate wo
men, aod the pure whiteoess of Ler
Huely carved chin and peek was ad

vantageously revealed by the low eut
collne of her privcess gown of wine

colored =ik which clung o n Hrure
tht colebirnted artlsts hnd pronouneed
unusual 10 its sy muniey

“1 deslre o complaln abogt the ar- |
tiele attacking wmy futhor this morn-

ing." the girl began,

“YesT' nnswersd Mellenry,

“1 wish an apology for 1"

“Is this 0 messige from your fa- |
ther ¥’

“That's not the polnt. This s the
first time (o his life that any one has
ventured to question his honor. The
article s false, and 1 think your pa-

ately."”

“Refore saying as to that," returned
the managing editor, 1 should bhave
to refer (he matter to the new pro-
pristor, Mr. Nolan, You koow It is
not customary for o newspaper to
take back what It says.'

The judge's daughter ralsed her eye-
brows {o surprise as ahe drew close to
Mcllenry's desk, where he had resum-
ed his seat.

“1 should think you'd have a good

“Oh, vo; not many. We go up to the
line, but we try not to step over It™
He plcked up several newspapers from
“For Instance"-—-scanning
the papers—"1 don't think your father |
He rose

a8 If to end the interview,
Judith, however, was not to be thus
disposed of. |
“1 don't want to detaln you," she re |
marked, “but I should llike to ask you
who was responsible for that article”
She seated herself In a chalr which
McHeory Indicated
“We pever tell the name of our writ-
ers,” answerad the managing editor,
Her father had diplomatically sug-
gested to her that Wheeler Braod might
bave written the story. This she found
difficult to belleve. But sbe must be
convinced, und ope of her motives In
visiting the newspaper had been O
ask him—to ask biw to tell bher that he
was ot the nuthor of the vew attack
on her father. She must see him and

. learn the truth from his lips alone.

“ls Mr. Braud (o the office now ¥* she
asked.

“Yes, I think so.” |

“Would it be possible for me to see |
him?®™

“Why, yes, If you wish, I'll send
for him."”
MeHeory summoned the boy and

told bhim to “ssk Mr, Brand to come |

In."

“We've noticed”—she hesitated—"all
his friends have poticed that he's be
coming very radical lately.” Judith
rose from the chair and stepped nerv- |
ously toward the editor's desk,

“Ob” he laughed, “they all get that |
when they're young, lke the weasles.”

“And that's somethivg they all get
over, lsu't 1Y she asked eagerly.

“Yes,” responded McHenry, stirring
as though to leave the room.

Judith stepped squarely in froot of
his desk.

“But | don't want to disturb you
Can't 1 go to his office ¥

‘He husn't got any office, and they're
all buncbed o the local room in their
shirt sleeves smoking. You wouldn't
Hke It. We baven't a reception room."
McHeury laughed ns he spoke.

In his shirt aleeves, rolled to his el-
bows, with quick steps aud squared
shoulders, Whesler Brand, oue of the
ablest men on the city staff of the
Advance, strode Into the office of the
managing «ditor through the door lend-
Ing from the ity and telegraph rooms,

“Yes, sir,” he greeted McHenry.
Then be stopped short both o his
steps and o bis speech. He bad
caught sight of the managing editor's
visitor, "“Why, Judith!" he gasped.
“What In heaven's name are you dolng
here? 1"— At this point words falled
him, nnd be stood staring at bher, with
his breast hoaviug violeutly as the re-
sult of his surprise,

The girl wus also deeply disturbed in
upite of ber previous knowledge that
she wan to be confronted by the man
she loved.

McHenry thought that the moment
bhad arrived when his presence Was
no longer necessary,

“Miss Bartelmy has asked to see you
for a few mioutes,” he sald, rising and
“You may
talk here” A haudful of proof sheets |
rustied (n his grasp as be disappeared.

Wheeler Brand started toward Lhal
girl,

“ls there anything the matter?* he |
queried anxlously.

Bhe hesltuted before answering.
Then she spoke determinedly,

“Yes; two things. First, you did pot
come to my reception this afternoon;
secondly, there ls that article about
futher this morning." |

“1 couldn’t get off from the office to

| attend the reception, and 1 am awful- ‘

ly sorey,” he protested, “But as for
the story sbout your father—well, did |
he send you here?" I
“No, he didn't send me. But I |
eouldn't help seelng how disturbed he
was, und"
“Then ho knew vouy were coming ¥
“Why, yes" Judith was trying hard
to underitand whut he meant by seek-
lng out bher futher's knowledge of her
present wilssion, one which was to her
decidedly uuplonsant
Wheeler wiun plainly 1mprossed, and
unfavorabily so, at the girl's reply.
“Oh!"™ he viuculnted disappointedly.
The qulckly thinking girl detectad
the siguitlcant woe of the pewspapeg
writer's reply and hastened 0 wex-
plain |
“1 heard my father say at diouer
that he fearcd there would be apother
attuck Lomorrow,” she sadd, “aod |

Lone  Mr Melleory tefused o apole |
glae, e wouldo't even tell ma who |
wrote it Do you Kuow ¥’

hoped throngh you to provent ite puh |
Hention  wid o ke the .\nl\‘nu--u!
Apalogiee for whnt i sald thie mern

Ing | dom't see how your paper dares

to pulaish such thilngs "™

S Judith, e answered we
coulut dodge i story an big an that
We Lindd to print it That's what we're
here fur’

But she was still lusistent |
“Oh, of conrse, print the story, but |
1 wean the lusinuntion all through,
Why, by using ‘such aonfalr  means
uewspapers cnn bring diseredit on any

Braud gave a violent start. AL Orst,
In bher present momd, bhe bardly dared

Savoy Theatre

TONIGHT

LORD IN LIVERY
(Torreut of Laughs)
WHAT THE CARDS FORETOLD
{ Whirlwind of Mirth)

DANCING GIRL .OF BUTTE
(A Biograph—'Nuf Sed)

Excellent Musle, One Dime,

answer the girl  With » determined
effort he pulled bimsel? togetbher and
Auswersd hoer guestion

“Yes, | know who wrote it"

“Who?' Judith leaned wward nlm,
ganing Intently futo Dis eyes

“1 wrote it" he announced,

Judith started back sghast

“You, Wheeler? Why
hysterically

“1 bud no cholee™ He struggled to
maintain his grip ou himself

“You bad no cholen?”

“Judith, when this Lansing lron case
first broke loose” Hrand responded | 3
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Steam and Hot Water Heating.
All work guaranteed. Prices reasonable
I. F. MOORE AND E. E. SMITH
Old Tribune Building. Phone ..981.
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one of the sllckest well, that there |
was A big story fo it | didn't know
your father was involved in this at
first. | just followed the path, and
when | saw where It was leading me
I wanted 1o turn back because of you.|
but I couldn’t.” He stopped for & mo- |
meut, then went ou: *No, no. | eould |
not stop—uot - even < for—youl™ |

“But it su't Joyal of you,” was hn|
response. It wasu't llke you-to n-|
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Medford Iron Works

E. 6. TROWBRIDGE, Proprietor,

¢t Foundry and Machinist
All ¥'» of Engines, Spraylng Outfits, Pumps, Bollers and Mo
chinery Agents In Southern Oregon for
FAIRBANKS, MOPSE & CO. 5
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I wrote (e, Judath,” he announced. |

tack him suddenly in this way. It's
almost as If you struck nlm from be |
hind. And do you oot see, Wheeler,
that you are burting we an much as
you Injure him? | am his daoghter, |
Wheeler, and if you ruln my fatbher |
you will rin we.”

Bhe coversd her fuce with her hands, |

Farm Land * ® Timber Land
¥ @ Orchard Land »

Residences E City Lots
Orchards and Mining Claims

Medford Realty Co

Room 10, Jackson County Bank Building

and ber bosom heaved couvulsively 1o |
her angulish

(To Be Continued.)
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ARE YOU GOING EBAST? :
’
+

Have you a friend coming west? |

You ought to bring one to Med. i
ford.

Call and seo us, s
The colonist rateg wiill be effect
shortly. ;
Let us talk routes and rates with :

you.

Informativa choerfully furnished
Phone, addreas or call on Southern
Pacifle Company, A. 8, Rosenbaum :
-

nt Medford. .

-
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RESOLVED

The best resolution for you
to make is to come to us for
your next suil, if you waul
something out of the ordinary
We do the best work and charge

the lowest prices,
W. W. EIFERT
THE FPROORRSAIVE TAILOR

R e e e e e R S R e e S R S A

T
|

MEDFORD

The JACKSON COUNTY REALTY COMP’Y

604 WEST TENTH STREET, OR 124 KING STREET.

- - - - - OREGON

Office In residence, corner West Tenth and King Streets. Always prepared to show you the best Jack-
son county has In the real estate line from the unimproved land to the best bearing orchards, farm land
or stock ranches; also city property. The manager has had ten years’ experience In the county, which

will ald the prospective purchaser.
our patrons.

Following are Some of our Good Buys

Seeing Is knowing. We also have modern rooms to accommodate

16 acres Newtowns and
Spitz apples, $16,000 easy
terms; just ready to bear.

10 acres Newtown and
Spitz apples, 4-year-old
trees; $5000, easy terms.

Several nice small tracts
near town just coming in
hearing.

360 acres 11-2 miles north| . ..\ covn vop THE SNOWY

of Eag'c | #18,000,

easy Lerms, BUTTE ORCITARD,

200 acres south Fagle|Two lots, fine location,
Point, #$10,000, eas y #1500

terms,
Iouse, two lots, well locat-
ed; price $1700; terms,

293 acres near coal mines,
$9000, eagy terms,

Several acre tracts, fine lo-
cation to subdjvi
lots for sale,




