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it on the. hook and uneasily pushed
his eye-shade back into his hair.
Pres.ntly lie got up, crossed to the
spotn editor's desk and leaned over
anioly

"S'pose, Mac, you've noticed Jeif
hasu 't turned up yet? 'Wonder if
anything's wrong-flrst time this lias

hapend i aes. Cal up the hous,
Teddy Brae, the cmli, bnstled into

the city-room witli custoinary noise.
" I say, Mitch, have you seen

Cherry to-niglit? Got a peacli of a
jag on. Gyee; ie 's orieyed! Worst
yeti "

"What's that?" Copley's sharp
ea had caught a littie of what was

not intended to reacli them at ail.
"What s that about Rutherford?"

"I just saw him down street,
qfr" said Brae.

'egor wnen
later.
i the niglit.

ýust ehase
will vou. &~

e bacir, was

down and wade in! " lie crÎed, ai
hurried again into the chief 's offl<
The managing-editor ýrespouded as
a fire-alarm had been rung in up,
liim. H1e came out, eyes suappixi
sharply quizzing.

"Good! Good! Write it, Jeffrey
Sling it liard! Fine business!" I
rubbed bis hauds together, and t
chîef did that only wheu lie w
very pleased indeed. "Here, beti
corne înto the exchange-room 'whE
you won't lie disturlied. Finé bu
ness, sir! Fine business!"

Tliey swept the papers off the dei
They got him the best typewriter
tlie place; tliey got Mitchell, t
fastest mnan on the staff, te pouud
for hlm. Copley was already eut
the composing-rooni, going over t
fonms witli the foreman and clearii
space; every man on the machini
keyed himself for a race agair
time. And tîngling witli the excii
ment of the whole thinig, eyes brigi
hcsd élear, old Jeff plunged into d:
tation.

Nervously energetie as lie was, t
staff had neyer known the chief
show the exeitement he did thi
niglit. It was past; bis usual thi
for leaving the office; but lie gave:
hint of leaving. HPe kept bobbing
and out of the excliange-room eve
littie while to see liow things wE
progressing. ie leaned over 1\
cheU 's shoulder and read a few pae
as they roiled steadily upward o
of the machine. If lie -was a liti
anxions at firet as te liow the c
mýax was liandling the stuff. lis mi
givings were soon dispelled; for J
was in lus old form that night. T
mansging-editor chiuckled as lie we
out and elosed tbe door.

Every littie whule the ink-bedaub
"'devil" rau lu witli a elirili yeUl f
4 ¼ onv!"' The assistant-foxer


