
men shuffled out awkwardly.
Poor, broken-spirite- d creatures
though they were ; the love of life
was strong in them. Dr. Briggs
looked at the two who remained,
and his choice fell upon Hart-ridg- e.

He selected him. Two
minutes later he was taking down
his pedigree.

"You're willing to sign an
agreement absolving us from
further responsibility?" he asked,
when the medical tests were end-

ed. "Good ! Have you any
friends to be communicated with,
in case the operation is unsuc-
cessful?"

Hartridge knew what that
meant. "No, sir," he answered.

"But why do you want to risk
your life for five hundred dol-

lars?" continued Dr. Briggs. "Are
you out of work?"

"No," answered Hartridge
quietly; "out of prison."

The doctor looked at him keen- -

"I was sent away ten months
ago for forgery," said Hartridge,
in explanation. "I was a bank
clerk in the Merchants' and Or-

iental underpaid, wretchedly
poor, and married. I wanted to
play the market, and I lost. The
judge let me off with a year as a
first offender. My wife divorced
me. Now I want the five hun-

dred to go west."
"Well, sir, this hospital is only

concerned with physical ail-

ments," answered the doctor.
"We treat all within our walls
alike, and we don't pry into their
past. I honor you for your frank
ness. Now, sir, if you will sign J

this contract, you can go to the
ward at once."

Half an hour later Hartridge,
bathed, clothed in a clean night-rob- e,

was lying in bed, waiting
the summons to the theater. His
nurse enlightened him as to the
process of the operation.

"It's blood transfusion," she
explained. "Our patient had a
long siege of anemia, following a
great mental shock. The only
chance of saving her is to put
some new blood in her veins. It's
perfectly painless you'll just
get weak and feel a singing in
your head and then it will be
over and all you'll have to do will
be to recuperate for a week or
two. Often done? O, yes, in-

deed but this case requires a
larger quantity than usual. Well,
here comes the orderly. Now I'll
say good-by- e until twelve o'clock,
when we'll hope to see you back
again," she said.

Hartridge noted the "hope
to."

Strapped to his stretcher, he
was carried to the operating
room and transferred there to the
glass table. On one side of this a
flimsy screen of linen had been
erected, and on the other side, so
near that he could feel the screen
tremble with every breath she
took, was the patient. Hartridge
wondered whether she were
young or old. Somehow he ob-

tained the impression that she
was a young woman. He felt a
sudden dignity in his position;
the thought of the money made
him wince now. He who had
done so much harm and ruined


