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Front-page Girl 3

Whenever possible, they are steered into the quieter by-waters
of the newspaper plant, away from the main current of life, news,
excitement, curses and ticker machines. They are segregated where
their voices will not be heard too audibly in the clatter. They get
tucked away on the upper floors where the departments flourish.
They lurk in the library, diligent girls wedded to the files.

Most of them would rather be where they are. The specialists
increase in number and usefulness each year. They have better hours,
fair pay, a more leisured existence. They get their own following.
They don’t have to beat the drums every day they live. They can
make dinner engagements and keep them. They have time to buy
their hats.

But out in the city room—where high-powered lights blaze on
rows of desks, wherc copy readers bend like restless caterpillars over
the reporter’s work, where the city editor usually resembles a sedate
professor rather than the Mad Hatter of the films, where phones
jangle and tickers click—only two or three women can be found,
working quietly at their typewriters in a fog of abstraction.

They are the front-page girls who somehow have weathered
storms of prejudice—the odd creatures who have been pictured as
doing things only slightly more impossible than they all have at-
tempted at one time or another. They are on the inner newspaper
track. They are there because they have felt the bewitchment of
a compelling profession. There is little else they can do once they
have tasted its elixir. Strange music sings in their ears. Visions haunt
them as they walk the streets. They fall asleep with the sound of
rumbling presses in their heads. They have seen too much and it
hasn’t been good for their health.

For the woman reporter goes beyond the news into the raw ma-
terial from which it springs. She catches the rapt look of the genius
and the furtive glance of the criminal. She detects the lies, the de-
bauchery and the nobility of her fellow men. She watches the meek
grow proud and the proud turn humble. She marvels only when
people who have feared publicity get drunk with it, and strain
for a place on the front page.

She walks unscathed through street riots, strikes, fires, catastrophes
and revolution, her press card opening the way for her. She watches
government in the making, sees Presidents inaugurated, Kings
crowned, heroes acclaimed, champions launched on the world. She
hias a banauet seat with the mightv..She travels far and wide in
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pretty, piquante, and dresses charmingly. She has a high regard
for Mrs. Bloomer, although she diverges from that good lady on
the science of clothes. Miss Joy has made a reputation as a
newspaper correspondent and reporter of which any man might
well be proud. And this is saying a good deal for a woman.
Miss Joy is as independent as she is self-supporting and she votes
for Woman’s Suffrage.

Sally was neither the first nor the best of the early women re-
porters. She was merely the symbol of a point of view that has
changed surprisingly little in the last half century. She went from
the Boston Post to the Herald to do a society column. She called
herself Penelope Penfeather and sometimes wrote about fashions
and the home. In due time she married and faded into the mists,
but not until she had helped to found the General Federation of
Women’s Clubs and had served as the first president of the New
England Women’s Press Association.

Her demand to be treated as a man has echoed innumerable times
in city rooms throughout the country. And all that she stood for
is still regarded as a threat to the peace, honor and coziness of that
sound haunt of masculinity—the city room, practically as sacred to
men as a stag club or the pre-Volstead saloon.

To-day there are nearly twelve thousand women editors, feature
writers and reporters in the country. They have found their way
into all of the large newspaper offices and most of the small ones.
They have invaded every branch of the business, but have not made
much impression in the front-page field.

This does not mean that they have failed to make themselves felt
in newspaper work; on the contrary, their success has been sub-
stantial. They hold executive posts. Two have dominant voices in
important papers on the Eastern seaboard. Many of them edit small
papers of their own. They run Sunday magazines and book supple-
ments, write editorials, do politics, foreign correspondence, features,
straight news, criticism, copy reading and sports writing, as well as
the old standbys—the woman’s page, clubs and social news.

They excel in the feature field and dominate the syndicates. They
stop only at the political cartoon. They function in the advertising,
business, art, promotion and mechanical departments, as well as in
the editorial rooms. They have arrived, in a convincing way. But the
fact remains that they have made surprisingly little progress on the
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Chapter 1
FRONT-PAGE GIRL

named Sally Joy left the plush security of her home in Ver-

mont and talked herself into a job on the Boston Post, It was
only a matter of weeks until the men in the office were lining the
floor with papers to keep her white satin ball gown from picking
up the dust.

Sally did not need this newsprint carpet laid for her ambitious feet.
It merely set the key for the befuddled dismay with which the
normal newspaper man regards the unwelcome sight of a woman
in the city room. Things have changed in the newspaper world
since Sally’s time. The typewriter has taken the place of the pen;
the linotype has supplanted hand composition; there is little dust
on the floor of the metropolitan city room; and the girl reporter
rarely shows up during working hours in a white satin gown.

She must be free to leap nimbly through fire lines, dodge missiles
at a strike, board a liner from a swaying ladder, write copy calmly
in the heat of a Senate debate, or count the dead in a catastrophe.
She never takes time to wonder why someone does not find her a
chair, change the ribbon of her typewriter or hold smelling salts to
her nose as she views a scene of horror.

“I want to be treated like a man,” said Sally, who was a litle
ahead of her time. But she could not persuade her colleagues that she
was anything, but 2 helpless female. At first there was indignation
about having “a woman on the sheet” and the youth assigned to
escort her to all functions beginning after seven o’clock was the
butt of the staff.

But the girl reporter huag on and got her reward. She was
sent” without masculine 2id ta cover a suffrage convention in. Ver-

F IVE YEARS AFTER THE CiviL. WAR AN EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD GIRL
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