
passed through our town- - He spent
four hours there and two of them
were at my bedside. Madge had
brought him, pleading that he should
come and examine me. He shook his
head frankly when he had completed
the examination.

"There is one man who can re-
place the knee in the socket, and that
is Ochs of Vienna," he said. "It. has
been tried in our hospitals, but never

f" successfully. He has a special tech--"
nic for repairing the atrophied liga-
ments. You must go to him if you
wish to get well."

When he was gone Madge and I
stared at each other in dismay. Even
if the great surgeon was willing to
operate for nothing it was impossible
to go to Vienna unless we sold the
house.

"We'll sell it," said Madge.
Of course I refused, and that was

the beginning of our first big quarrel.
For days Madge went about with a
sullen face. But I would not give
way. How could I jeopardize our fu-

ture, her future, in order to get my
knee straightened?

Finally we arrived at a compromise. 1

The house should be sold after
Madge married. Then, if she married
well, we could afford the sacrifice. I
could live on less than two needed,
and the knee could wait The sur-
geon had said that. It could wait
three years before it was too late to
operate. Madge must get married
within three years.

"I hope it won't be that long, Jen-
ny," she said, as she kissed me in re-
conciliation. ,

Soon after that the young man be-
gan to appear at the window opposite
again.

My invalid chair was by the win- -
Jfc dow. I could no longer help seeing
. him when he was there. The intitia- -

tive had, so to speak, passed out of
my hands.

One day a great surprise awaited
me. Madge had struck up a friend-
ship with the boy next door. After
that he used to venture to smile at me I

and I smiled back. Madge had told
me that he wanted to be introduced
to me. Meanwhile I felt that we were
practically acquainted.

It is surprising what new interests
an invalid acquires. I used to watch
him through the window as he sat
writing at his table. He meant to be
an author, Madge told me, and, hav-
ing a little income of his own. he
would not be driven to the expedient
of writing trash for a livelihood. He
hoped to do something big some day.

"But, Jenny," she said, "when are
you going to let me bring him up to
see you? You are always making ex-

cuses."
J made another excuse, but after

she had gone I realized the nature of
my selfishness. I was jealous of her.

Yes, that was it. I could not bear
that my lameness, my homeliness,
should be contrasted with my sis-

ter's glorious beauty. Madge was
prettier than ever. The boy next
door spent a good deal of time in her
company. Sometimes they walked
down the street together. I fancied
that people would be talking about
them. I was sure they were going to
announce their engagement soon.

And instead of being happy I was
jealous and miserable. Perhaps the
morbid fancies of a sick woman may
mitigate such a crime. But a temp-
tation was stirring in my heart, and
it was this: If Madge married the
boy at the window I would refuse to
sell the house and go to Vienna. I
would never allow her marriage with
the man I loved to be the price of
my physical redemption.

The man I loved. Yes, I did not
disguise it from myself any longer.
In my childhood days it was I who
had discovered the boy at the win-
dow. It was I who had shown him
to Madge, and he was mine by right
of priority and by the right of my
love.

I could love him even though we
had never exchanged a word. For
the first time in my life I hateJ
Madge. I passed through al lthe va--


