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NUMBER 1I—THE DAILY BUGLE MISSES “A HIT.”

21ISS JENNIE BAXTER, with
several final and dainty
touches that set to rights her
hat and dress—a little pull
here and a pat there—rve-
garded herself with some com-
placency in the large mirror that was set
before her, as indeed she had every right to
do, for she was an exceedingly pretty girl.
It is natural that handsome young women
should attire themselves with some care, and
although Jennie would have been heautiful
under any conceivable circumstances of dress,
she nevertheless did not neglect the arraying
of herself becomingly on that account. All
that was remarkable on this occasion con-
sisted in the fact that she took more than
usual pains to make herself presentable, and
it must be admitted that the effect was as
attractive as anyone could wish to have it.
Her appearance was enough to send a friend
into ecstasies, or drive an enemy to despair.
Jennie's voluminons hair, withont being
exactly golden, was what the poets would
term the colonr of ripe corn, and was
distractingly fluffy at the temples. Her
eyes were liquidly, bewitchingly black, of
melting tenderness, and yet, upon occasion,
they would harden into piercing orbs that
could look right through a man, and seem
to fathom his innermost thoughts. A
smooth, ereamy complexion, with a touch of
red in the checks, helped to give this com-
bination of blonde and brunette an appear-
ance so charmingly striking that it may be
easily understood that she was notv a girl to
be passed by with a single glance. Being so
favoured by nature, Jennie did not neglect
the aid of art, and it must be admitted that
most of her income was expended in seeing
that her wardrobe contained the best that
Paris could supply ; and the best in this
instance was mnot necessarily the most ex-
pensive—at least not as expensive as such sup-
plementing might have been to an ordinary
woman, for Jennie wrote those charming
articles on the latest fashionable owns
which have appeared in some of the ladies’

weeklies, and it was generally supposed that
this fact did not canse her own replenishmg
from the modistes she so casually mentioned
in her writings to be more expensive than
her purse could afford. Be that as it may,
Miss Baxter was always most becomingly
attived, and her whole effect was so charm-
ing that men have been known to turn in
the streets as she passed, and say, “ By Jove | ”
a phrase that, when you take into account
the tone in"which it is said, represents the
furthermost point of admiration which the
limited vocabulary of a man about town per-
mits him to utter ; and it says something for
the honesty of Jennie’s black eyes, and the
straightforwardness of her energetic walk,
that none of these momentary admirers ever
turned and followed her.

On this oceasion Miss Jennie had paid
more than usual attention to her toilet, for
she was about to set out to capture a man,
and the man was no other than Radnor
Hardwick, the capable editor of the Daily
Bugle  which  was  considered at  that
moment to be the most enterprising morning
journal in the great metropolis.  Miss
Baxter had done work for some of the
evening papers, several of the weeklies, and a
number of the monthlies, and the income she
made was reasonably good, but hazardously
fitful.  There was an uncertainty about
her mode of life which was displeasing to
her, and she resolved, if possible, to capbure
an editor on one of the morning papers,
and get a salary that was fixed and certain.
That it should be large, was a matter of
course, and pretty Miss Jennie had quite
enough confidence in herself to helieve she
would earn every penny of it.  Quite
sensibly, she depended npon her skill and her
industry as her ultimate recommendation to
a large salary, but she was woman enough to
know that an attractive appearance might be
of some assistance to her in getting a hearing
from the editor, even though he should prove
on acquaintance to be a man of iron, which was
tolerably unlikely. She glanced at the dainty
little watch attached to her wristlet, and saw
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it lacked a few minntes of five.  She knew
the editor came to his office shortly after
three, and remained there nntil six or half-
past, when he went out to dine, returning ab
ten o'clock, or earlier, when the serious work
of arranging next day’s issue began. She
had not written to him, for she knew if she
got a reply it would be merely a rvequest for
particulars as to the proposed interview, and
she had a strong faith i the spoken word,
as against that which is written. At five
o’clock the editor would

right to do so. When he canght a glimpse
of Miss Baxter, he slid off the stool and came
out of the door to her, which was an extra-
ordinary concession to a visitor, for Pat
Ryan contented himself, as a usual thing, by
suying curtly that the editor was busy, and
could see no one.

“ What did you wish, miss ? To see the
editor # That’s Mr. Hardwick. Have ye
an appointment with him?  Ye haven’t ;
then I very much donbt if ye'll see him this

have read his letters, and
would probably have
seen most of those who
were waiting for him,
and Miss Baxter quite
rightly conjectured that
thig hour would be more
appropriate for a short
conversation than when
he was busy with his
correspondence, or im-
mersed in the hard work
of the day, as he would
be after ten o'clock at
night. She had enough
experience of the world
to know that
great matters
often depended
for their snccess
on apparent
trivialities, and
the young
woman had set
her mind on
becoming a
member of the
staff of the Daily
Buygle.

She stepped

lightly into the = : -
s Aoost 'rfff;af-;i_i :

hansom that was
waiting for her,
and said to the
cabman, * Office
of the Daily
Bugle, please ; side entrance.”

The careful toilet made its first impression
upon the surly-looking Ivish porter, who,
like a gruft and faithful watch-dog, guarded
the entrance to the editorial rooms of the
Bugle.  He was enclosed in a kind of glass-
framed sentry-box, with a door at the side,
and a small arched aperture that was on a
level with his face as he sat on a high stool.
He saw to it, not too politely, that no one
went up those stairs unless he had undoubted

“¢What did you wish, miss?'"

thin ye can state what ye
want, an’ if he makes an
appointment there’ll be
no throuble at all, at all.”

“But why should there
be any trouble now ?”
asked Miss Baxter. “The
editor is here to transact
business, just as you are
at the door to do the
same. I have come on
£ business, and I want to

see him. Couldn’t you

send up my name to Mr,

a4 Hardwick, and tell him

I will keep him but a
few moments ?

' “Ah, miss, that’s what

they all say ; they ask for

a few moments, an’ they

shtay an hour. Not that

there’d be any blame to

an editor if he kept you
. as long as he could. An’
it's willingly T'd take
4 up your name, but I'm
afraid that it’s little good
it 'ud be after doin’ ye.
There’s more than a
dozen men in the waitin’-
room now, an’ they've
heen there for the last
half-hour. Not a single
one I've sent up has
come down again.”

“But surely,” said Miss Jennie, in her
most coaxing tone, “there must be some
way to see even such a great man as the
editor, and if there is, you know the way.”

* Indade, miss, an’ I'm not so sure there
is a way, unless you met him in the strate,
which is unlikely. As ['ve told ye, there’s
twelve men now waitin’ for him in the big
room. Beyont that room there’s another
one, an’ heyont that again is Mr. Hardwick’s
office. Now, it's as much as my place is

day, mum. It’s far

better to write to him,

s
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worth, mum, to put ye in that room beyont
the one where the men are waitin®; but, to
tell you the truth, miss,” said the Irvishman,
lowering his voice, as if he were divulging
office secrets, “Mr. Hardwick, who is a
difficnlt man to deal with, sometimes comes
through the shmall room, and out into the
passage, whin he doesn’t want to see anyone
at all, at all, and goes out into the strate,
leavin® everybody waitin’ for him. Now TI'll
put ye into this room, and if the editor tries
to slip out, then ye can speak with him ; but
if he asks ye how ye got there, for the sake
of hiven don’t tell him that I sint ye,
because that’s not my duty at all, at all.”

“Miss Baxter sat down, ready to intercept the
flying editor.,”

“ Indeed I won't tell him how I got there;
or, rather, I'll tell T 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.”

“True for ye. an’ a very good idea. Well,
miss, then ye just come up the stairs with
me. It's the fourth door down the passage.”

Miss Jennie beamed upon the susceptible
Trvishman a look of such melting gratitude
that the man, whom bribery had often
attempted to corrupt in vain, was her slave
for ever after. '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.

H;-ul.r-‘[ﬁllﬂf-ﬁ

Miss Baxter opened the door softly and
entered. She found the room not too
brilliantly lighted, containing a table and
several chairs. The door to the right hund,
which doubtless led into the waiting-room,
where the dozen men were patiently sibting,
was closed. The opposite door, which led
into Mr. Hardwick’s office, was partly open.
Miss Baxter sat down near the third door,
the one by which she had entered from the
passage, ready to intercept the flying edifor,
should he attempt to escape.

In the editor’s room someone was walking
up and down with heavy footfall, and growl-
ing in a deep voice that was plainly audible
where Miss Jennie sat.

“Yon see, Alder, it’s like this,” said the
voice. ““Any paper may have a sensation
every day, if it wishes ; but what I want is
accuracy, otherwise our sheet has no real
influence. When an article appears in the
Bugle, 1 want our readers to understand that
that article is true from beginning to end.
I want not only sensation, but definiteness,
and mnot only definiteness, but absolute
trath.”

“Well, Mr. Hardwick,” interrupted an-
other voice—the owner of which was either
standing still or sitting in a chair, so far as
Miss Baxter could judge by the tone, while
the editor uneasily paced to and fro—* what
Hazel is afraid of is that when this blows
over he will lose his situation 2

“But,” interjected the editor, “no one
can tell that he gave the information. No
one knows anything about this but you and
I, and we will certainly keep our mouths
shut.”

“What Hazel fears is that the moment
we print the account, the Board of Public
Construction will know he gave away the
figures, because of their accuracy. He says
that if we permit him to make one or two
blunders, which will not matter in the least
in so far as the general account goes, it
will turn suspicion from him. It will be
supposed that someone had access to the
books, and in the hurry of transeribing
figures had made the blunders, which they
know he would not do, for he has a reputa-
tion for aceuracy in figures.”

“ Quite so,” said the editor; “and it is
just that reputation for accuracy that I want
to gain for the Daily Bugle. Don’t you
think the truth of it is that the man wants
more money ? 7

“Who? Hazel?”

“Certainly. Does he imagine that he could
get more than fifty pounds elsewhere 7"
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“Oh, no; I'm sure the money doesn’t
comes into the matter at all.  Of course he
wants the fifty pounds, but he doesn’t want
to lose his situation on the Board of Public
Construction in the getting of it.”

“Where do yon meet this man, at his own
house, or in his office at the Board ? 7.

% (Oh, in his own house, of comrse.”

“ You haven’t seen the books, then 77

“No: but he has the accounts all made
oub, tabulated beautifully, and has written
a very clear statement of the whole trans-
action. You understand, of conrse, that
there has been no defalecation, no embezzle-
ment, or anything of that sort. The ac-
counts as a whole balance perfectly, and
there isn’t a penny of the public funds
wrongly appropriated.  All the Board has
done is to jugele with figures so that each
department seems to have come out all right,
whereas the truth is that some departments
have been carried on at a great profit, while
with others there has been a loss. The
object obviously has been to deceive the
public and make it think that all the depart-
ments are economically conducted.”

“T am sorry money hasn’t been stolen,”
said the editor, generously, * then we would
have them on the hip ; but, even as it is, the
Bugle will make a great sensation. What I
fear is that the opposition press will seize on
those very inaccuracies, and thus try to throw
doubt on the whole affair. Don’t you think
you can persuade this person: to let us have
the information intact, without the inclusion
of those blunders he seems to insist on ? [
wouldn't mind paying him a little more
money, if that is what he is after.”

«1 don't think that is his object. The
truth is, the man is frightened, and grows
more and more so as the day for publication
approaches. He is so anxious about his posi-
tion that he insisted he was not to be paid by
cheque, but that I should collect the money
and hand it over to him in sovereigns.”

“Well, I'll tell you what to do, Alder.
We mustn’t seem too eager. Let the matter
rest where it is until Monday. 1 suppose he
expects you to call upon him again to-day ?

“Yeg; I told him I should be there ab
seven.”

“Don’t go, and don’t write any explana-
tion. Let him transfer a little of his anxiety
to fear of losing the fifty pounds. I want, if
possible, to publish this information with
absolute accuracy.”

“Ts there any danger, Mr. Hardwick, that
some of the other papers may get on the
track of this 7"

“No, I don't think so ; not for three days,
anyway. If we appear too eager, this man
Hazel may refuse us altogether.”

“ Very good, sir,”

Miss Baxter heard the editor stop in his
walk, and she heard the rustling of paper, as
if the subordinate were gathering up some
documents on which he had been consulting
his chief. She was panic-stricken to think
that either of the men might come ont and
find her in the position of an eavesdropper,
so with great quictness she opened the door
and slipped out into the hall, going from
there to the entrance of the ordinary waiting
room, in which she found, not the twelve
men that the porter had expatiated upon,
but five. Hvidently the other seven had
existed only in the porter's imagination, or
had become tired of waiting and had with-
drawn. The five looked up at her as she
entered and sat down on a chair near the
door. A moment later the door communi-
cating with the room she had quitted opened,
and a clerk came in. He held two or three
slips of paper in his hand, and calling out a
name, one of the men rose.

“ Mr. Hardwick says,” spoke up the clerk,
“that this matter is in Mr. Alder’s depart-

ment ; would you mind seeing him ?  Room
number five.”
So that man was thus got rid of. The

clerk mentioned another name, and again a
man rose.

« Mr. Hardwick,” the clerk said, “has the
matter under consideration. Call again
to-morrow at this hour, then he will give
you his decision.”

That got rid of number two. The third
man was asked to leave his name and address ;
the editor would write to him. Number
four was told that if he would make out his
proposition in writing, and send it in to
Mr. Hardwick, it would have that gentle-
man’s serions consideration. The fifth man
was not so easily disposed of. He insisted
upon seeing the editor, and presently dis-
appeared inside with the clerk. Miss Baxter
smiled at the rapid dispersion of the group,
for it reminded Ihe]‘ of the rhyme about the
one little, two little, three little nigger-hoys.
But all the time there kept running through
her mind the phrase, *Board of Public
Construction,” and the name, * Hazel.”

After a few minutes, the persistent man
who had insisted upon secing the editor came
through the general waiting-room, the
secretary, or clerk, or whoever he was,
following him.

“ Has your name been sent in, madam ?
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the young man said to Miss Baxter, as she
Tose.

“T think not,” answered the girl. “ Would
you take my card to Mr. Hardwick, and tell
him T will detain him but a few moments ? 7

In a short time the secretary reappeared,
and held the door open for her.

My, Hardwick was a determined-looking
young man of about thirty-five, with a bullet
head and elosely-cropped  black hair.  He
looked like a stubborn, strong-willed man,
and Miss Baxter’s summing up of him was
that he had not the appearance of one who
could be coaxed or wheedled into doing
anything he did not wish to do. He held

““He held her card between his fingers, and glanced from it to her.”

her card between 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 sit down ;
“your name is familiar to me. You wrote,
some months since, an account of a personal
visit to the German Emperor ; I forget now
where it appeared.”

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Baxter ; © that was

fle XS o2,
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written for the Swmmer Magazine, and was
illustrated by photographs.”

“It struck me,” continued Hardwick,
withont looking at her, “that it was an
article written by a person who had never
seen the German Emperor, but who had
collected and assimilated material from what-
ever source presented itself.”

The young woman, in nowise abashed,
langhed : but still the editor did not look up.

“Yes,” she admitted, *that is |l)1'eciscly
how it was written. I never have had the
pleasure of meeting William IT. myself.”

“ What I have always insisted upon in work
submitted to me,” growled the editor in a
deep voice, *“is absolute accuracy. 1 take it
that you have called to see me hecause you
wish to do some work for this paper.”

“You are quite right in that surmise
also,” answered Miss Jennie. “Still, if I
may say so, there was nothing inaceurate in
my article about the German Emperor. My
compilation was from thoroughly authentic
sources, so I maintain it was as truthfully
accurate as anything that has ever appeared
in the Bugle.”

“ Perhaps our definitions of truth
might not quite coincide. However,
if you will write your address on this
card I will wire you if T have any work
—that is, any outside work—uwhich T
think a woman can do. The woman’s
column of the Bugle, as you are pro-
bably aware, is already in good hands.”

Miss Jennie seemed annoyed that all
her elaborate preparations were thrown
away on this man, who never raised his

~eyes nor glanced at her, except once,
during their conversation.

“1I do not aspire,” she said,
+ rather shortly, “to the position
77 of editor of a woman’s colum.
I never read a woman’s column
myself, and, unlike Mr. Grant
Allen, T never met a woman who did.”

She succeeded in making the editor 1ift
his eyes towards her for the second time.

“Neither do I intend to leave yon my
address so that yon may send a wire to me if
you think yon have anything that you think
I can do.  What I wish is a salaried position
on your staff.”

“ My good woman,” said the editor briskly,
“that is nfterly impossible. I may tell you
frankly that I don’t believe in women
journalists, ~ The articles we publish by
women are sent to this office from their
own homes.  Anything that a woman can
do for a newspaper I have men who will
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do quite as well, if not better, and there are
many things that women can’t do at all
which men must do. Tam perfectly satisfied
with my staff as it stands, Miss Baxter.”

“I think it is generally admitted,” said
the young woman, *that your staff is an
exceptionally good one, and is most capably
led. Still, T should imagine that there are
things ll«lppl}lllll"‘ in Lomlm:, society fune-
t-lon*;, for instance, where a woman wonld
describe more accurately what she saw than
any man you could send. You have no idea
how full of blunders a man’s account of
women’s dress is as a general rule, and if you
admire accuracy as much as you say, I should
think you would not care to have your
paper made a laughing-stock among wul,t}
ladies, who never take the trouble to write
you a letter and show you where yon are
wrong, as men usually dﬂ when some mistake
regarding their affairs is made.”

“here i probably something in what
you say,” replied the editor, with an air of
l}llllﬂ'il'l“' the discussion to a close. I don’t
insist Lhdu I am right, but these are my ideas,
and while T am editor of this paper [ shall
standd by them, so it is useless for us to
discuss the matter any further, Miss Baxter.
I will not have a woman as a member of the
permanent staff of the Bugle.”

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

Miss Baxter said indignantly to herzelf,
“This brute of a man hasn’t the slightest
idea that [ am one of the best trained
women he has ever met.”

But there was no trace of indignation in
her voice when she said to him sweetly,
“We will take that as settled. But if for
some other paper, Mr. Hardwick, T should
show evidence of being as good a newspaper
reporfer as any member of your staff, may I
come up here, and without being I\(,pt wait-
ing too long, tell you of my tllumph 2

“ You would not shake my decision,” he
said.

“Oh, don't say that,” she murmured, with
a smile. 1 am sure you wouldn’t like it if
anyone called you a fool.”

“Called me a fool ?” said the editor
sharply, drawing down his dark brows. “1
wouldn’t mind it in the least.”

“ What, not if it were true ?  You know
it would be true, if I could do something
that all your clever men hadn’t <u.’,wmphsh(,d
An editor may be a very talented man, but,
after all, his mission is to see that his paper
is an interesting one, and that it contains
something that no other sheet does.”

“Oh I'lL
Hardwick.

“1 am sure you will,” said Miss Baxter
very sweetly : “*but now yon won't refuse your
promise to see me whenever I send up my
card 7 I assure you that I shall not send it
until I have done something that will make
the whole staff of the La. h/ Bugle feel very
doleful indeed.’

For the first time Mr. Huardwick gave
utterance to a somewhat harsh and mirthless
langh.

« Oh, very well,” he said, “I'll promise
that.”

“Thank you! And good afternoon, Mr.
Hardwick. I am so much ::}ﬂltrul to you
for consenting to sce me. I shall {,‘1]1 upon
you at this hour to-morrow afternoon.”

There was something of trinmph in her
smiling bow to him, and as she left she
heard a long whistle of astonishment in My,
Hardwick’s room. She hurried down the
stairs, threw a bewitching glance at the
Irish porter, who came out of his den and
whispered to her—

“ 1t’s all right, is it, mum ? "

“ More than all rieht,” she answered.
“Thank you so much for your kindness.”

The porter hurried out to the waiting
hansom and held his arm so that her SI\.[!.E
wonld not touch the wheel.

“Drive quickly to the Café Royal,” she
said to the cabman.

When the hansom drew up in front of the
Cafe Royal, Miss Jennie Baxter did not step
out of it, but waited until the stalwart
servitor in gold lace, who guarded the
enfrance, hurried from the door to the
vehicle. Do you know Mr. Stoneham ? 7
she asked hurriedly, “the editor of the
EBvening Graphite.  He is usually here play-

look out for that,” said My,

ing dominoes with someone about this
hour.”
“Oh yes, I know him,” was the reply.

“1 think he is inside at this moment, but I
will make certain.”

In a short time Mr, Stoneham himself
appeared, looking perhaps a trifle  dis-
concerted at having his whereabouts so
accurately ascertained.

“What a blessing it is,” said Miss Jennie,
with a laugh, *that we poor  reporters
know \\lmc tu find our editors in a case of
emergency.”

“This is no case of emergency, Miss
Baxter,” grumbled Stoneham. “If it’s
news, you Uu“'ht to know tho.L it is too late
to be of any use for us to-day.”

“Ah, yes,” was the quick reply, “but

1’
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what excellent time I am in with news for
to-morrow !

“1f a man is to live a long life,” growled
the disturbed editor, “he must allow to-
morrow’s news to look after itself. Sufficient
for the day are the worries thereof.”

“ As a general rule that is true,” assented
the gir, @ but I have a most 11111101Ld.l|t bit
of news for you that wouldn't wait, and in
half an hour from now you will bc writing

heard ; and there is no place so safe for a con-
fidential conference as in a hansom driving
through the streets of London.  Drive slowly
towards the Fvening Graphite office,” she said
to the cabman, pushing up the door in the
roof of the hansom.

Mr. Stoneham took his place heside her,
and the cabman turned his horse in the
direction indicated.

“There is little use in going to the office

*1 have a most important bit of news for you.'"

your to-morrow’s leader, showing in terse
and forcible language the many Imqultlus of
the Board of Public Construction.”

“ Oh,” cried the editor, brightening, “if it
is anything to the diseredit of the Board of
Publi¢ Constroction, I am glad you came.”

“Well, that’s not a bit complimentary to
me. You should be glad in any case; but
I'll forgive your bad manners, because I
wish you to help me. Please step into this
hansom, because I have most important news
to tell you—news that must not be over-

of the paper,” said Stoncham ; “ th(,lc won’t
be anybody there but the wate Timan.’

L knm\ but we must go in some direction.
We can’t talk in front of the Café Royal,
you know. Now, Mr. Stoneham, in the first
place I want fifty golden sovereigns. How
am I to get them within half an hour ?

“Good gracions! 1 don’t know: the
banks are all closed, but there is a man at
Charing Cross who would perhaps change a
cheque for me ; there is a cheque-book in
the office.”



JENNIE BAXTER, JOURNALIST. 211

“Then that’s all right and settled, M.
Stoneham, there’s been some juggling with
the public accounts in the office of the
Board of Public Construction.”

“What ! a defalcation ? ™ cried Stoneham
eagerly.

“ No ; merely a shifting round.”

“ Ah,” said the editor, in a disappointed
tone.

“0h, you needn't say ‘Ah. It's very
serious ; it is indeed. The accounts arve
caleulated to deceive the dear and confiding
publie, to whose interests all the daily papers,
morning and evening, pretend to be devoted.
The very fact of such deception being
attempted, Mr. Stoneham, ought to call forth
the anger of any virtuous editor.”

“0h, it does, it does ; bubt then it would
be a difficult matter to prove. If some
money were gone, now H

“ My dear sir, the matter is already proved,
and quite ripe for your energetic handling of
it ; that’s what the fifty pounds are for.
This sum will scenre for you—to-night,
mind, not to-morrow—a statement bristling
with figures which the Board of Construc-
tion cannot deny. You will be able, in a
stirring leading article, to express the horror
vou undoubtedly feel at the falsification of
the figures, and your stern delight in doing
so will probably not be mitigated by the fact
that no other paper in London will have the
news, while the matter will be so important
that mnext day all your beloved con-
temporaries will be compelled to allude to
it in some shape or other.”

T see,” said the editor, his eyes glistening
as the magnitude of the idea began to
appeal more strongly to his imagination.
“Who makes out this statement, and how
are we to know that it is absolutely
correct 2 7

“Well, there is a point on which I wish
to inform you before going any further. It
is mnot absolutely correct ; two or three
errors have been purposely put in, the object
being to throw investigators off the track if
they try to discover who gave the news to
the Press; for the man who will sell me
this document is a clerk in the office of the
Board of Public Construction. So, you sce,
you are getting the facts from the inside.”

“Ts he so accustomed to falsifying ac-
counts that he cannot get over the "habib
even when preparing a statement for the
truthful Press 77

“ He wants to save his own situation, and
quite rightly, too, so he has put a number of
errors in the figures of the department over

which he has direct control. He has a repu-
tation for such accuracy that he imagines
the Board will never think he did it, if the
figures pertaining to his department are
wrong even in the slightest degree.”

“Quite so. Then we cannot have the
pleasure of mentioning his name, and saying
that this honest man has been corrupted by
his association with the scoundrels who form
the Board of Public Construction.”

“0Oh, dear, no; his name must not be
mentioned under any circumstances, and that
is why payment is to be made in sovereigns
rather than by bank cheque or notes.”

“Well, the traitor seems to be covering up
his tracks rather effectually. How did you
come to know him ?"

“T don’t know him. T've never met him
in my life; but it came to my knowledge
that one of the morning papers had already
made all its plans for getting this informa-
pion. The clerk was to get fifty pounds
for the document, but the editor and he are
at present negociating, because the editor
insists npon absolute accuracy, while, as 1
said, the man wishes to protect himself, to
cover his tracks, as you say.”

“(ood gracions |” cried Stoncham, 1
didn’t think the editor of any morning paper
in London was so particular about the
accuracy of what he printed. The pages of
the morning sheets do not seem to reflect
that anxiety.”

“ 8o, you see,” continued Miss Jennie,
“ there is no time to be lost ; in fact, I should
be on my way now to where this man lives.”

“ Here we are at the office, and I shall
just run in and write a cheque for fifty
pounds, which we can perhaps get cashed
somewhere,” said the editor, calling the
hansom to a halt and stepping out.

“ Tell the watchman to bring me a London
dirvectory,” said the gitl, and presently the
watchman came out with the huge red volume,
which Miss Baxter placed on her knees, and,
with a celerity that comes of long practice,
tarned over the leaves rapidly, running her
finger quickly down the H colnmn, in which
the name “ Hazel " was to be found. At last
she came to one designated as being a clerk
in the office of the Board of Public Con-
struction, and his residence was 17, Rupert
Square, Brixton. She put this address down
in her notehook and handed back the volume
to the waiting watchman, as the editor came
out with the cheque in his hand.

The shrewd and energetic dealer in coins,
whose little office stood at the exit from
Charing Cross Station, proved quite willing

?
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to oblige the editor of the Evening (raphite
with fifty sovereigns in exchange for the bib
of paper, and the editor, handing to Miss
Jennie the envelope containing the gold, saw
her drive off for Brixton, while he turned,
not to resume his game of dominoes at the
café, but to his office, to write the leader
which would express in good set terms the
horror he felt at. the action of the Board of
Public Construetion.

It was a little past seven o'clock when
Miss Baxter’s hansom drove np to the two-
storeyed building in Rupert Square num-
bered 17. She knocked at the door, and it
was speedily opened by a man with some
trace of anxiety on his clonded face, who
proved to be Hazel himself, the clerk at the
Board of Public Construction.

“Yon are Mr. Hazel ? 7 she ventured, on
entering.

“Yes,” replied the man, quite evidently
surprised at seeing a lady instead of the man
he was expecting at that hour ; “but I am
afraid 1 shall have to ask you to excuse me ;
I am waiting for a visitor who is a few
minutes late, and who may be here at any
moment.”

“You are waiting for Mr. Alder, are you
not ?

“Yes,"” stammered the man, his expression
of surprise giving place to one of consterna-
tion.

“0Oh, well, that is all rvight,” said Miss
Jennie, reassuringly. I have just driven
from the office of the Daily Bugle. Mr.
Alder cannot come to-night.”

% Ah,” said Hazel, closing the door. “ Then
are you here in his place ?

“1 am here instead of him. Mr. Alder
is on other business that he had to attend to
at the editor’s request. Now, Mr. Hard-
wick—that's the editor, you know——"

“Yes, I know,” answered Hazel.

They were now sitting down in the front
arlour.

“ Well, Mr. Hardwick is very anxious that
the figures should be given with absolute
accuracy.”

“Of course, that would be much better,”
cried the man ; “but, you see, I have gone
over all that with Mr. Alder already. He
said he would mention what I told him to
the editor.”

“ (Oh, he has done so,” said Miss Baxter,
“and did it very effectively indeed; in
fact, your reasons are quite unanswerable.
You fear, of course, that you will losc your
sitnation, and that is very important, and no
one in the Bugle office wishes you to suffer

for what you have done.  Of course, it is
all in the public interest.”

“OFf course, of conrse,” murmured Hazel,
looking down on the table.

“ Well, have you all the documents ready,
so that they can be published at any time ? ”

“ Quite ready,” answered the man,

“ Very well,” said the girl, with decision ;
“here are your fifty pounds. Just count
the money, and see that it is correct. I took
the envelope as it was handed to me, and
have not examined the amount myself.”

She poured the sovereigns out on the
table, and Hazel, with trembling fingers,
connted them out two by two.

“That is quite right,” he said, rising. He
went to a drawer, unlocked it, and took out
a long blue envelope.

“There,” he said, with a sigh that was
almost a gasp.  “There are the figures, and
a full explanation of them. You will be
very careful that my name does not slip out
in any way.”

* Oh, no,” said Miss Jennie, coolly drawing
forth the papers from their covering. “No
one knows your name except Mr. Alder,
Mr. Hardwick, and myself ; and I can assure
you that I shall not mention your name to
anyone.”

She elanced rapidly over the docnments.

“ 1 shall just read what you have written,”
she said, looking up at him ; “and if there
is anything here I do not understand you
will, perhaps, be good enough to explain it
now, and then I won’t need to come here
again.”

“Very well,” said Hazel.

The man had not the slightest suspicion
that his visitor was not a member of the
staff of the paper he had been negociating
with. She was so thoroughly self-possessed,
and showed herself so familiar with all
details that had been discussed by Hazel and
Alder that no doubt had entered the clerk’s
mind.

Jennie read the documents with great
haste, for she knew she was running a risk
in remaining there after seven o'clock. It
might be that Alder would come to Brixton
to let the man know the result of his talk
with the editor, or Mr. Hardwick himself
might have changed his mind, and instructed
his subordinate to secure the papers. Never-
theless, there was no sien of }.llll‘l‘{-‘ i Miss
Jennie’s demeanour as she placed the papers
back in their blue envelope and bade the
anxions Hazel good-bye.

Onece more in the hansom, she ordered
the man to drive her to Charing Cross, and
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when she was ten minnfes away from Rupert
Square she changed her divection and
desived him to take her to the office of the
Evening  (raphife, where she knew Mr.
Stoneham wounld be busy with his leading
article, and probably impatiently awaiting
further details of the conspiracy he was to
lay open before the public. A light was
burning in the editorial rooms of the
office of the Heening Graphile, always a
suspicious thing in such an establishment,

left to have the paper issued a little earlier
than usual, caleulating his time with exacti-
tnde, so that rival sheets could not have the
news in their first edition, cribbed from the
(fraphite, and yet the paper would be on the
street, with the newshoys shouting, “* 'Orrible
scandal,” before any other evening sheet was
visible.  And this was accomplished the
following day with a precision that was
admirable,

Mr. Stoneham, with a craft worthy of all

s 1lazel, with trembling fingers, counted them out two Ly two.”

and well calenlated to cause the editor of
any rival evening paper to tremble, should
he catch a glimpse of burning gas in a spot
where the work of the day should be finished
ab latest by five o’clock.  Light in the room
of the evening jomrnalist shows that some-
thing important is on hand.

A glance at the papers Miss Baxter hrought
to him showed Mr. Stonehamn that he had ab
least oot the worth of his fifty pounds.
There would be a fluttering in high places
next day. He made arrangements before he

commendation, kept back from the early
edition a small fraction of the figures that
were in his possession, so that he might pring
them in the so-called fourth edition, and
thus put upon the second lot of contents-
bills sent out, in huge, startling black type,
“ Turther Revelations of the Board of Con-
struction Scandal 7z and his scathing leading
article, in which he indignantly demanded a
Parliamentary inquiry into the conduct of
the Board, was recognised, even hy the
friends of that public body, to have seriously
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shaken confidence in it. The reception of
the news by the other evening papers was
most  flattering.  One or two ignored it
altogether, others alluded to it as a rumonr,
that it “alleged " so and so, and threw
doubt on its truth, which was precisely what
Mr. Stoneham wished them to do, as he was
in a position to prove the accuracy of his
statement,

Promptly at five o’clock that afternoon a
hansom containing Miss Jennie Baxter drove
up to the side entrance of the Daily Buyle
office, and the young woman once more
accosted the Irish porter, who again came
out of his den to receive her.

“ Miss Baxter ? " said the Irishman, half by
way of salutation, and half by way of inquiry.

“Yes,” said the girl.

“Well, Mr. Hardwick left strict orders
with me that if ye came, or, vather, that whin
ye came, [ was to conduct ye right up to his
room at once.”

 Oh, that is very satisfactory,” cried Miss
Jennie, “and somewhat different from the
state of things yesterday.”

“Indeed, and that’s very true,” said the
porter, his voice sinking. *To-day is not
like yesterday at all, at all. There’s been
greab ructions in this office, mum ; although
what it's about, fly away with me if T know.
There’s been runnin’ back and forrad, an’ a
plentiful deal of language about. The pro-
prietor himselt has been here, an’ he's here
now, an’ Mr. Alder came out a minute ago
with his face as white as a sheet of paper.
They do be sayin’,” added the porter, still
further lowering his voice, and pausing on
the stairway, * that Mr. Hardwick is not goin’
to be the editor any more, but that Mr.
Alder 1s to take his place. Anyway, as far
as I can tell, Mr. Hardwick an’ Mr. Alder
have had a fine fall out, an’ one or other of
them is likely to leave the paper.”

% Oh, dear, oh, dear ! ™ said Miss Jennie,
also pausing on the stairs,  “ Is it so serious
as all that ? 7

“Indeed it is, mum, an’ we none of us
know where we're standin’, at all, at all.”

The porter led the way to Mr. Hardwick’s
room and announced the visitor.

“ Ask lher to come in,” she heard the
editor say, and the next instant the porter
left: them alone together.

“Won't you sit down, Miss Baxter #”
said Mr. Hardwick, with no trace of that
anger in his voice which she had expected.
“1 have been waiting for you. You said
you would be here at five, and I like punc-
tnality.  Without heating round the bush, I

suppose I may take it for granted that the
Evening Graphite is indebted to you for what
it is pleased to call the Board of Public Con-
struction scandal ? 7

“Yes,” said the young woman, scating
herself ; “T came up to tell you that I
procured for the Graphile that interesting
bit of information.”

“So I supposed. My colleague, Henry
Alder, saw Hazel this afternoon at the offices
of the Board. The good man Hazel is
panic-stricken at the explosion he has cansed,
and is in a very nervous state of mind,
more especially when he learned that his
document had gone to an unexpected quarter.
“orbunately for him, the offices of the Board
are thronged with journalists who want to
get statements from this man or the other
regarding the exposure, and so the visit of
Alder to Hazel was not likely to he noticed
or commented upon. Hazel gave a graphic
description of the handsome yonng woman
who had so cleverly wheedled the docu-
ments from him, and who paid him the
exact sum agreed upon in the exact way
that it was to have been paid. Alder had
not seen you, and has not the slichtest idea
how the important news slipped through
his fingers ; but when he told me what had
happened, I knew at once you were the
goddess of the machine, therefore I have
been waiting for yon. May I be permitted
to express the opinion that you didn’t play
your cards at all well, Miss Baxter 7

“No? I think I played my cards very
much better than you played yours, you
know.”

“ Oh, I am not instituting any comparison,
and am not at all setting myself up as a
model of strategy. I admit that, }uu'ing
the right cards in my hands, I played them
exceedingly badly ; but then, you understand,
I' thought I was sure of an exclusive hit of
news.”

“No mews is exclusive, Mr. Hardwick,
until it is printed, and out in the streets, and
the other papers haven’s got it.”

“That is very true, and has all the con-
ciseness of an adage. I wonld like to ask,
Miss Buxter, how much the Graphite paid
you for that article over and above the fifty
pounds yon gave to Hazel 7

“Oh ! it wasn’t a question of money with
me; the subject hasn’t been discussed.
Mr. Stoneham is not a generons payer, and
that is why I desire to get on a paper which
does nob count the cost too closely. What
I wished to do was to convince you that I
would be a valuable addition to the Bugle
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staff ; for you seemed to be of opinion that
the staff was already sufficient and complete.”

“Qh, my staff is not to blame in this
matter; I alone am to blame in being too
sure of my ground, and not realising the
danger of delay in such a case. Butif you
had brought the document to me, you would
have found me by far your best customer.
You wonld have convinced me quite as
effectually as you have done now that you
are a very alert young woman, and I certainly
would have been willing to give you four or
five times as much as the Graphite will be
able to pay.”

“To tell the trath, I thought of that as
I stood here yesterday, but 1 saw you were
a very difficult man to deal with or to con-
vince, and I dared not take the risk of
letting you know I had the news. You
might very easily have called in Mr. Alder,
told him that Hazel had given up the docu-
ments, and sent him flying to Brixton, where
very likely the clerk has a duplicate set. It
would have been too late to get the sensation
into any other morning paper, and, even if
it were not too late, you would have had
something on it, and so the victory would
not have been as complete as it i3 now.
No, I could not take such a risk.”

“You credit us with more energy, Miss
Baxter, than we possess. [ can assure
you that if you had come here ab fen or
eleven o'clock with the documents, I should
have been compelled to purchase them
from you. However, that is all past and
done with, and there is no use in our saying
anything more about it. T am willing to
fake all the blame for omr defeat on my
shoulders, but there are some other things I
am not willing to do, and perhaps you are in
a position to clear up a little misunderstanding
that has arisen in this office. I suppose [
may take it for granted that you overheard
the conversation which took place between
Mr. Alder and myself in this room yesterday
afternoon ? 7

“Well,” said Miss Baxter, for the first
time in some confusion. T can assure you
that 1 did not come here with the intention
of listening to anything. I came into the
nest room by myself for the purpose of
getting to see you as soon as possible. While
not exactly a member of the staff of the
Evening Graphite, it nevertheless takes about
all the work I am able to do, and so I con-
sider myself bound to keep my eyes and ears
open on its behalf wherever I am.”

“ Oh, I don’t want to censure you at all,”
said Hardwick ; “T merely wish to be certain

how the thing was done. As T said, I am
willing to take the blame entirely on my
own shoulders. T don’t think I should have
made nse of information obtained in that
way myself : still, T am not venturing to find
fanlt with you for doing so.” '

“To find fault with me!™ cried Miss
Jennie somewhat warmly, “that would be
the pot calling the kettle black indeed.
Why, what better were you? You were
bribing a poor man to furnish you with
statistics, which he was very reluctant to let
you have; yet you overcame his scruples
with money, quite willing that he should
risk his livelihood, so long as you got the
news. If you ask me, T don't see very much
difference in our positions, and I must say
that if two men take the risk of talking
aloud about a secret, with a door open lead-
ing to another room which may be empty or
may be not, then they are two very foolish
persons.”

“Oh, quite so, quite so,” answered Hard-
wick soothingly. “1 have already dis-
claimed the critical atsitude. The point T
wish to besure of is this-—yon overheard the
conversation between Alder and myself 77

“Yes, 1 did.”

“Would you be able to repeat it 7 ”

« T don't know that T could repeat it word
for word, but T conld certainly give the gist
of it.” '

“ Would you have any objection to telling
a gentleman whom I shall call in a moment,
as nearly as possible, what Alder said, and
what I said 7 T may add that the gentle-
man I speak of is Mr. Hempstead, and he is
practically the proprictor of this paper.

“Mhere has arisen between Mr. Alder and

myself a slight divergence of memory, if I
may call it so, and it seems that you are the
only person who can settle the dispute.”

“T am perfectly willing to tell what I
heard to anybody.”

“Thank you,”

Mr. Hardwick pressed an electric button,
and his secretary came in from another
room.

“Would you ask Mr. Hempstead to step
this way, if he is in his room ? 7

In a few minutes Mr. Hempstead entered,
bowed somewhat stiffly towards the lady, but
froze up instantly when he heard that she
was the person who had given the Board of
Public Construction scandal to the Eevening
Graphite.

“T have just this moment learned, Mr.
Hempstead, that Miss Baxter was in the
adjoining room when Alder and I were
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talking over this matter. She heard the
conversation. I have not asked her to
repeat it, but sent for you at once, and she
says she is willing to answer any questions
you may ask.”

¢« Tn that case, Mr., Hardwick, wouldn't it
be well to have Henry Alder here 77

“(lertainly, if he is on the premises.”
Then, turning to his secretary, he said,
“ Would you find out if Mr. Alder is in his
room 7 Tell him Mr. Hempstead wishes to
see him here.”

When Henry Alder came in, and the
secretary had disappeared, Miss Baxter saw
at once that she was in an unenviable situa-
tion, for it was quite evident the three
men were scarcely on speaking terms with
cach other. Nothing causes such a state of
tension in a newspaper office as the missing
of a piece of news that is important.

“Perhaps it would be better,” suggested
Hardwick, *if Miss Baxter wonld repeat the
conversation as she heard it.”

“1 don't see the use of that,” said Mr.
Hempstead.  “There is only one point ab
issue.  Did Mr. Alder warn Mr. Hardwick
that by delay he would lose the publication
of this report ? 7

“ Hardly that,” answered the girl. *As
[ remember it, he said, ‘Isn’t there a
danger that some other paper may get
ghis 7’ Mr. Hardwick veplied, ‘1 don’t
think so. Not for three days, at least’ : and
then Mr. Alder said, ¢ Very good,’ or ¢ Very
well,” or something like that.”

“That quite tallies with my own remem-
brance,” said Hardwick. <1 admit I am to
blame, but 1 decidedly say that I was not
definitely warned by Mr. Alder that the
matter would be lost to ns.”

“] told yon it would be lost if yon
delayed,” said Alder, “and it Zas been lost.
[ have been on the track of this for two
weeks, and it is very galling to have missed
it at the last moment through no fault of
my own.”

« Qill,” said My, Hempstead coldly, © your
version of the conversation does not quite
tally with what Miss Baxter says.”

“0Oh, well,” said Alder, “I never pre-
tended to give the exact words. I warned
him, and he did not heed the warning.”

“Yon admit, then, that Miss Baxter’s
remembrance of the conversation is correct 27

“Tt is practically correct. I do not stickle
abont words.”

“But you did stickle about words an
hour ago,” said Mr. Hempstead, with some
severity. “There is a difference in positively

stating that the item would be lost, and
in merely suggesting that it might be lost.”

“0Oh, have it as you wish,” said Alder
truculently. It doesn’t matter in the least
to me. It is very provoking to work hard
for two weeks, and then have everything
nullified by a foolish decision from the
editor. However, as 1 have said, it doesn’t
matter to me. 1 have taken service on the
Daily Trumpet, and you may consider my
place on the Bugle vacant "—saying which,
the irate Mr. Alder put his hat on his head
and left the room.

My, Hempstead seemed distressed by the
disenssion, but, for the first time, Mr, 1Hand-
wick smiled grimly.

“T always insist on accuracy,” he said,
“and lack of it is one of Alder’s failings.”

“ Nevertheless, Mr. Hardwick, you have
lost one of your best men. IHow are you
going to replace him " inquired the pro-
prietor anxiously.

“ There is little difficulty in replacing even
the best man on any staff in London,”
replied Hardwick, with a glance at Miss
Baxter. * As this young lady scems to keep
her wits about her when the welfare of her
paper is concerned, I shall, if you have no
objection, fill Henry Alder’s place with Miss
Baxter.”

Mr. Hempstead arched his eyebrows a
trifle, and looked at the girl in some doubt.

1 thonght you didn’t believe in women
journalists, Mr. Hardwick,” he murmured at
last.

<1 didn’s up till yesterday, hut since then
T have had reason to change my mind. I
should mmuch rather have Miss Baxter for
me than against me.”

“Do you think you can fill the position,
Miss Baxter # 7 asked the proprietor, doubt-
ingly.

“Oh, T am sure of it,” answered the girl.
“T lhave long wanted a place on a well-
edited paper like the Bugle.”

Again Mr., Hardwick smiled grimly. The
proprietor turned to him, and said, “I
don’t quite see, Mr. Hardwick, what a lady
can do on this paper ontside of the regular
departments.”

“T hardly think there will be any trouble
about that, Mr. Hempstead. For example,
who would be more fitted to attempt the
solution of that knotty question about the
Princess von Steinheimer’s diamonds 77

“By Jove!” cried Hempstead, his eyes
olittering with excitement.  “That is an
inspivation. 1 imagine that if anyone can
unravel that mystery, it is Miss Baxter.”
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