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(Continued from last week.)

CHAPTER XXIV.

K. spent all of the evening of that

day with Wilson. He was not to go for

Joe until eleven o'clock. The injured

man’s vitality was standing him in

good stead. He had asked for Sidney

and she was at his bedside. Doctor Ed

had gone.

K. found Sidney in the room, not sit-

ting, but standing by the window. The

sick man was dozing. One shaded light

burned in a far corner. She turned

slowly and met his eyes. It seemed to

K. that she looked at him as if she had

never really seen him before, and he

was right. Readjustments are always

difficult.

Sidney was trying to reconcile the K.

she had known so well with this new

K., no longer obscure, although still

shabby, whose height had suddenly be-

come presence, whose quiet was the

quiet of infinite power.

She was suddenly shy of him, as he

stood looking down at her. He saw

the gleam of her engagement ring on

her finger. It seemed almost defiant.

As though she had meant by wearing

it to emphasize her belief in her lover.

They did not speak beyond their

greeting, until he had gone over the

record. Then: “We can’t talk here.

[ want to talk to you, K.”

He led the way into the corridor. It

was very dim. Far away was the night

purse’s desk, with its lamp,its annunci-

ator, its pile of records. The passage

floor reflected the light on glistening

boards.

«I have been thinking until I am al-

most crazy, K. And now I know how

it happened. It was Joe.

«The principal thing is, not how it

happened, but that he is going to get

well, Sidney.”

She stood looking down, twisting her

ring around her finger. .

«Ig Joe in any danger?”

“We are going to get him away to-

night. He wants to go to Cuba He'll

get off safely, I think.”

“We are going to get him away!

You are, you mean. You shoulder all

our troubles, K., as if they were your

own.”

«19* He was genuinely surprised.

«Oh, I see. You mean—tut my part 1p

getting Joe off is practically nothing.

As a matter of fact, Schwitter has put

up the money. My total capital in the

world, after paying for the machine

today, is seven dollars.”

“Yan. of course” said she. “You

find Max and save him—don’t look like

that! You did, didn’t you? And you

get Joe away, borrowing money to send

him.”
He

guilty.

“When 1 look back and remember

how all these months I've been talk:

ing about service, and you said noth-

ing at all, and all the time you were

living what I preached—I'm 80

ashamed, K.”

He would not allow that. It dis

tressed him. She saw that, and tried

to smile.

“When does Joe go?”

“Tonight. I'm to take him across the

country to the railroad. I was won-

dering—"

“Yes?”

«I'd better explain first. Then if you

are willing to send him a line, I think

it would help. He saw a girl in white

in the car and thought it was you, of

course. Carlotta was taken ill. And

Schwitter and—and Wilson took het

upstairs to a room.”

“Do you believe that, K.?”

“I do. Hesaw Max coming out and

misunderstood. He fired at him then.”

“He did it for me. I feel very guilty,

K., as if it all comes back to me. I'll

write to him, of course. Poor Joe n

He watched her go down the hall to-

ward the night nurse’s desk. Then he

went back into the quiet room.

He stood by the bedside, looking

dowh. Wilson was breathing quietly;

his color was coming up, as he rallied

from the shock. In K.s mind now was

just one thought—to bring him through

for Sidney, and then to go away. He

might follow Joe to Cuba. There were

chances there. He could do sanitation

work, or he might try the canal.

The Street would go on working out

its own salvation. He would have to

think of something for the Rosenfelds.

And he was worried about Christine.

But there again, perhaps, it would be

better if he went away. Christine’s

story would have to work itself out.

His hands were tied. “7d better get

away from here,” he told himself sav-

agely.

Someone entered the room. He

thought it was Sidney and turned with

the light in his eyes that was only for

her. It was Carlotta.

She was not in uniform. She wore a

. dark skirt and white waist and het

high heels tapped as she crossed the

looked uncomfortable, almost

   

room. She came directly to him.

“He is better, isn’t he?”

“He is rallying. Of course it will be

a day or two before we are quite sure.”

She stood looking down at Wilson's

quiet figure.

“] guess you know I've been crazy

about him,” she said quietly. “Well,

that's all over. He never really cared

for me. I played his game and I—lost.

I've been expelled from the school.”

Quite suddenly she dropped on her

knees beside the bed, and put her

cheek close to the sleeping man’s hand.

When after a moment she rose, she

was controlled again, calm, very white.

She turned toward the door. But K.

could not let her go like that. Her

face frightened him. It was too calm,

too controlled. He followed her across

the room.

“What are your plans?”

“I haven’t any. I'm about through

with my training, but Ive lost my

diploma.”

“I don’t like to see you going away

like this.”

She avoided his eyes, but his kindly

tone did what neither the Head nor the

executive commiittee had done that

day. It shook her control.

“What does it matter to you? You

don’t owe me anything.” ’

«Perhaps not. One way and another

I've known you a long time.”

“You never knew anything very

good.”

“p11 tell you where I live, and—"

“I know where you live.”

“Will you come to see me there? We

may be able to think of something.”

«What is there to think of? This

story will follow me wherever I go!

Ive tried twice for a diploma and

failed. What's the use?”

But in the end he prevailed on her te

promise not to leave the city until she

had seen him again. It was not until

she had gone, a straight figure ‘with

haunted eyes, that he reflected whim-

sically that once again he had defeated

his own plans for flight.

Sidney brought herletter to Joe back

to K. She was flushed with the effort

and with a newexciteiient.

«The most remarkable thing has

happend. What a day this has been!

Somebody has sent Johnny Rosenfeld a

lot of money. The ward nurse wants

you to come back.”

The ward had seiiled for the night.

The well-ordered beds of the daytime

were chaotic now, torn apart by toss-

ing figures. The night was hot and an

electric fan hummed in a far corner.

Under its sporadic breezes, as it

turned, the ward was trying to sleep.

Johnny Rosenfeld was not asleep.

An incredible thing had happened to

him. A fortune lay under his pillow.

He was sure it was there, for ever

since it carae his hot hand had clutched

it.

He was quite sure that somehow or

other K. had had a hand in it. When

he disclaimed it, the boy was ‘bewil-

dered.

«“jt’ll buy the old lady what she

wants for the house, anyhow,” he said.

«put 1 hope nobody’s tcok ur a collec-

tion for me. 1 don’t want no charity.”

“Maybe Mr. Howe sent it

“You can bet your last match he

didn’t.”

In some unknown way the news had

reached the ward that Johnny's friend,

Mr Le Moyne, was a great surgeon.

Johnny had rejected it scornfully.

But the story had seized on nis

imagination.

“Say, Mr. Le Moyne.”

“Yes, Jack.”

He called him “Jack.” The boy liked

it. It savored of man to man. After

all, he was a man, or aimost. Hadn't

he driven a car? Didn't he have a

state license?

“They say that you're a surgeon;

that you operated on Doctor Wilson

and saved his life. They say that

voure the king pin where you came

from.” He eyed K. wistfully. “I know

it’s a lie, but if it's true— Don’t you

think you could do something for me,

sir?”
When K. did not reply at once, he

launched into an explanation.

“I’ve been lying here a good while. I

didn’t say much because I knew I'd

have to take a chance. Either I'd pull

through or I wouldn’t, and the odds

were—well, I didn’t say much. The

old lady’s had a lot of trouble. But

now, with this under my pillow for her,

I've got a right to ask. Ill take a

chance, if you will.”

“It’s only a chance, Jack.”

«I know that. But lie here and

watch these soaks off the street. Old,

a lot of them, and gettin’ well to go

out and starve, and— Mr. Le Moyne,

they can walk, and I can’t.”

K. drew a long breath. He had

started, and now he must go on. Faith

in himself or no faith, he must go on.

Life, that had loosed its hold on him

for a time, had found him again.

“T’I1 go over you carefully tomorrow,

Jack. Ill tell you your chances hon-

estly.”

“I have a thousand dollars.

ever you charge—"

“I'll take it out of my board bill in

the new house!”

At four o'clock that morning K. got

back from seeing Joe off. The trip

had been without accident.

Over Sidney's letter Joe had shed a

shamefaced tear or two. And during

the night ride, with XK. pushing the car

to the utmost, he had felt that the

boy, in keeping his hand in his pocket,

had kept it on the letter. When the

road was smooth and stretched ahead,

a gray-white line into the night, he

tried to talk a little courage into the

boy’s sick heart.

“You'll see new people, new life,” he

said. “In a month from now you'll

wonder why you ever hung around the

Street. I have a feeling that you're

going to make good down there.”

And once, when the time for parting

was very near—

“No matter what hgppens, keeo on

‘What-

believing in yourself. I lost my faith

in myself once. It was pretty close to

hell.”
Joe's response showed his entire self-

engrossment.

“If he dies, I'm a murderer.”

“He's not going to die,” said K.

stoutly.

At four o'clock in the morning he

left the car at the garage and walked

around to the little house. He had

had no sleep for forty-five hours; his

eyes were sunken in his head; the skin

over his temples looked drawn and

white. His clothes were wrinkled; the

soft hat he habitually wore was white

with the dust of the road.

As he opened the hall door, Christine

stirred in the room beyond. She came

out fully dressed.

“K., are you sick?”

“Rather tired. Why in the world

aren’t you in bed?”

“palmer has just come home in a

terrible rage. He says he’s been robbed

of a thousand dollars.”

“Where?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders.

“He doesn’t know, or says he doesn’t.

I'm glad of it. He seems thoroughly

frightened. It may be a lesson.”

In the dim hall light he realized that

her face was strained and set. She

looked on the verge of hysteria.

«poor little woman,” he said. “I'm

sorry, Christine.”

The tender words broke down the

last barrier of her self-control.

“Oh, K.! Take me away. Take me

away! I can’t stand it any longer.”

She held her arms out to him, and

because he was very tired and lonely,

 

 

“poor Girl!” He Said.
tinel”

“Poor Chris-

and pecause more than anything else

in the world just then he needed a

woman’s arms, he drew her to hima and

held her close, his cheek to her hair.

“poor girl!” he said. “Poor Chris-

tine! Surely there must be some hap-

piness for us somewhere.”

But the next moment he let her go

and stepped back.

«pm sorry.” Characteristicaily he

tock the blame. “I shouldn't have done

that— You know how it is with me.”

“Will it always be Sidney?”

“Pm afraid it will always be Sidney.’

 

CHAPTER XXV.

Johnny Rosenfeld was dead. All of

K.’s skill had not sufficed to save him

The operation had been a marvel, bul

the boy’s long-sapped strength failed

at the last. K., set of face, stayed with

him to the end. The boy did not know

he was going. He roused from the

coma and smiled up at Le Moyne.

“I've got a hunch that I can move

my right foot,” he said. “Look and

see.”

K. lifted the light covering.

“You're right, old man. It's moving.’

“Brake foot, clutch foot,” said Johnny

and closed his eyes again. K. had for

bidden the white screens, that outward

symbol of death. Time enough for

them later. So the ward had no sus

picion, nor had the boy. The ward

passed in review. It was Sunday, and

from the chapel far below came the

faint singing of a hymn. When Johnny

spoke again he did not open his eyes.

“You're some operator, Mr. Le Moyne.

I'll put in a word for you whenever ]

get a chance.”

“Yes, put in a word for me,” said K

huskily.

He felt that Johnny would be a good

mediator—that whatever he, K., had

done of omission or commission,

Johnny’s voice before the Tribunal

would count.

Johnny was close on the edge of his

long sleep by that time, and very com-

fortable. It was K. who, seeing he

would no longer notice, ordered the

screens to be set around the bed, K.

who drew the coverings smooth and

folded the boy’s hands over his breast.

The nurse stood by uncertainly.

“How very young he is! Was it an

accident?”
“It was the result of a man’s damn-

able folly,” said K. grimly. “Somebody

ilways pays.”

And so Johnny Rosenfeld paid.

The immediate result of his death

was that K., who had gained some of

his faith in himself on seeing Wilson

on the way to recovery, was beset by

his old doubts. And now came a ques-

tion that demanded immediate answer.

Wilson would be out of commission for

several months, prcbably. He was

gaining, but slowly. And he wanted K.

to take over his work.

“Why not?” he demanded, half ir-

ritably. “The secret is out. Everybody

knows who you are. And now, because

a boy who wouldn't have lived any-

how—"

“That’s not it,” K. put in hastily. “I

know all that. I guess I could do it

and get away with it as well as the

average. All that deters me—I've never

told you, have I, why I gave up be-

fore?”

Wilson was propped up in his bed.

K. was walking restlessly about the

room, as was his habit when troubled.

“I've heard the gossip; that’s all.”

“you know what I always felt about

the profession, Max. We went into

that more than once in Berlin. Either

one’s best or nothing. I had done

pretty well. When I left Lorch and

built my own kospital, I hadn’t a doubt

of myself. And because I was getting

results I got a lot of advertising. Men

began coming to the clinics. I found I

was making enough out of the patients

who could pay to add a few free wards.

I want to tell you now, Wilson, that

the opening of those free wards was

the greatest self-indulgence I ever per-

mitted myself. I'd seen so much care-

less attention given the poor—well,

never mind that. It was almost three

years ago that things began to go

wrong. I lost a big case.”

«I know. All this doesn’t influence

(Continued on page 7, column 1.)
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HAS NOT GONE UP

IN PRICEEVERYTHING

All the goods we advertise here are selling at prices prevailing

this time last seascn.

 

 

MINCE MEAT.

We are now making our MINCE MEAT and keeping it fully up to our

usual high standard; nothing cut out or cut short and are selling it at our

former price of 15 Cents Per Pound.

Fine Celery, Oranges, Grape Fruit, Apricots, Peaches, Prunes, Spices,

Breakfast Foods, Extracts, Baking Powders, Soda, Cornstarch. The whole

line of Washing Powders, Starches, Blueing and many other articles are

selling at the usual prices.

COFFEES, TEAS AND RICE.

On our Fine Coffees at 25¢, 28¢, 30c, 35¢ and 40c, there has been no change

in price on quality of goods and no change in the price of TEAS. Rice has

not advanced in price and can be used largely as a substitute for potatoes.

All of these goods are costing us more than formerly but we are doing our

best to Hold Down the Lid on high prices, hoping for a more favorable

market in the near future.

LET US HAVE YOUR ORDER

and we will give you FINE GROCERIES at reasonable prices and give

you good service.

SECHLER & COMPANY,

Bush House Block, - 57-1 :

 

 

 

"Come to the “Watchman” office for High Class Job work.
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YEAGER'S SHOE TORE
Prices on Ladies’
Low Shoes Reduced

By reason of the lateness of spring and cold weath-

er, also the very high prices, the sale of Low Shoes

has been very backward. I have on handa very

large stock that must be sold and sold quick.

BEGINNING AT ONCE
I will reduce the price on all Ladies’ $6.00 and

$7.00 Low Shoes. The price will be $4.40.

 
 

 
 

Your choice of; any pair of $6 and $7 Low Shoesfor

$4.40
I will give you my personal guarantee that not one

pair of these shoes offered for sale, are more than

two months old, all New Spring Styles, also guar-

antee that these shoes are all $6.00 and $7.00

shoes, to be sold at $4.40. :

If you have not purchased your needs in Low

Shoes, you cannot afford to even look at the shoes

sold at otherstores, as the prices on these shoes are

less than you can purchase cheap shoddy shoes at

this price in other stores.

This Sale is Absolutely For Cash.
All shoes must be fitted at the store, none sent out

on approval. Sale going on now and will continue

until the shoes are sold.

YEAGER'S,
The Shoe Store for the Poor Man.

Bush Arcade Bldg. 58-27 BELLEFONTE, PA.

 
 

   

 

    A Bank Account

Is the Gibraltar of the Home!

If you are a man of family you must have a bank account. A BANR

ACCOUNT IS THE BULWARK, THE GIBRALTAR, OF YOUR HOME

It protects you in time of meed.

Itgives you a feeling of independence.

It strengthens you.

It Is a Consolation to Your Wife,

to Your Children

THE CENTRE COUNTY BANK,   BELLEFONTE

Bellefonte, Pa.
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