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CHAPTER XVIII.

| o (Contimond. )
“My Name Ils Peters.”

SR LOWLY it grew lighter, slow-

Iy the castern gray spread

S and crept higher. Bt

— Varge's eyes held shore-

ward, A dark speck showed

on the foaming crest of a wavp—and

disappeared. It showed agaln—nearer

—mnearer.

A hoarse cheer went up from &
dosen throata Grotesque figures in oll-
akios with cork belts tled around thelr
bodies were bohhln{lup and down, now

m, as the lifeboat

1.
He awung Jonah Sully out to tham,
himselt on tho rall—and at
their ahout dropped Into the boat,
“Any moreT —they haod passed him
along to tho stern sheets nnd It wan &
grizgled form at the tiller
that howled the question in his ear,
Varge shook his head, “There are
no more,” he sald,
Onece more only during the passage
nmm:i did the lifeboat's captain
to m.
“What's her name an' your names?™
he aaked. “"How many of the crew

gons

“Mary K. Jones of Oloucesater”
v answered him. ‘*This is Capt.
Bully. My name is Petars. Four of
tho crew wers washed overboard @
Uttle after midnight."”

They lifted Jonah Bully and car-
ried him up the beach. A throng of
men and women crowdsad about the
crew, the boat and Ya the men
chearing, the women anxious faced.

Qule't‘fy Varge drew a little to one
m witching them place the life-

on its truck. Bome ons spoke
to him, & woman's volce—and riad,
wild fire leaped through hias veins,

“1 am sure you should not stand
here,” she sald. “You need dry
things at once and something hot—
10" —

They were ataring into each other's
faces—t~ ers rushed a crimson flood
d-‘om't'.s there ¢ame the whitenesa of

Nelther spoke. Then Varge looked

way.
“l have told them my name was

Petars,” hé said simply—and walted.
Her hand touched his arm. The

blue eyes looked full into his,
“Your name is Peters,” sald Janet

A heoarty smack fell across his back,

“Come along with us, matey,” cried
the caplain of the crew, “an' we'll
have you tucked up in a JIffy snug as
a bug In a rug.”

CHAPTER XIX.
On the Brink.
,_l_.. HERHE was no mystery In

Janet Rand's presence In

the Maine fishing village.

Bhe often went thers In

summer to visit her aunt,

who lived there. Hoon after Varge's

escape she had started on bher annual
trip to the coast.

An hour after her encounter with

Varge on the beach she had comse

te the comst guard station with a
quaint, elderly little lady, her aunt,
ostansibly to bring jellles and various
delicacies for tho Invalided Jonah
Bully, and professing, at least, great
surprise to find the skipper of the
Mary K. Jones sitting on the door-
steps dwcoursing volubly to a group
of fahermen upon the incidents of
the storm, and showing little svidence
of the precorious condition ha had
besn In the night hefore, except for
& bandage thai swathed the crown
of his head andd precluded the use

any other headgenr.
ol"lu’m hour on the beach at tha
foot of tho pathway, half & mile
further along, tha cliff,” Junet had
found occaslon to whisper to Varge
q-jilkdl!hnw he was walting for her,

Bhe came presently, but he did not
hear her unti] she was closs behind
hém—he had been looking the other
way, his eyes fastened intently on
the path by which ho himself had de-
soended, and the slight mound of her
ateps in the sand had been drowned
by the nolse of the murf.

Bhe held out both her hands in
frank, unaffected greoting, as he
turped to face her, but there was a

‘. strange shyness in her volee,

“] came by the beach” she sald,
“I thought it would be safer

He caught her hands in his—and
then he could only stand thers and
jook at her and search her eyes, A
little dark-clonked figure ahe was,
the hood drawn over her head, the
wind blowing truant hairs of gold
across her face. Bo amall, so dainty,
so trim, so fresh and pure and beau-
tiful—oh! fo aweep her into his arms
and hold her there, to have her arms
creep mround his neck, ber head to
find its place upon hia shoulder—
through all of life!

The blood swept in waving tides to
her cheeks; her eyes, lowered, sought

- with Its turn-down collar,

and belted trousers which the coast-

rvu'd men had furnished him. The
ocose flannel shirt, low at the meck
hid moth-
Ing of the splendid brndl'h of shouls
der that seemed so pmudlmlnd to
poise the well-set, shapely d.
The weeks in the woods had bronzad

‘and taoned his face, the dark hale

had lost It hideous shortness and
was beginning to wave a little now—
the beauty of clean-lived young man-
hood In ull its rugged power Wwas
dominant in every feature.

His oyes wers on the surf—hers
had lifted and wers studying him.' She
had tried to pleture him without the
prison stripes—how little, how erude-
Iy sho had succesded!

With a qulek Intake of her breath,
she ngolm ugaln, hurriedly now, as
though brought suddenly to & realizas
tion of the present.

“Oh," she aald, “there is so much
to say—nnd thern In 8o little time."

“Time?" he echoed mechanleally—
and looked at her,

Bhe nodded. “Yes. ILet us go over
thers beyond those rocks'—pointing
with her hand—"away from the path
here, Some one Is liable to come down
at any time."

Bhe started forward as she spoke,
and Varge followed her. Bhe sat
down upon the sand, her back ag}nlt
n boulder. He took his place ore
her, full length upon the beach—she,
facing the rolling aurf; he, the llne of
cliffs that seemed to stretch away for
miles on elther hand.

“Tima?™ he sald again,

"Yes,” ahe mald. “You must
away from here at once—to-night, I
wo
but I thought the rest you needed
after last night was worth the risk
of a little delay. I am expecting
father. 1 came down here, you know,
after the fire to apend a few weeks
with my aunt, and he promised to
take a little hollday himself while I

nh";':h arge

“But he*has not come yet?™ V.
asked quletly. v

“No; not yet—not that T know of,”
she answered. “He sald he was com-
ing to-day or to-morrow, but he did
not know just when he could get
away.”

“The trains,” sald Varge, “what
time do they arrive? The evening
troin"—

“There are no tralns here” she
interrupted quickly. “You have to
drive nearly seven miles to the near-
est statlon, and I do not know just
'h_en they arrive.”
triokie through bis Sngus tatand 42

‘kle thro ils fngera fore h
epoke agaln. .

“l have not thanked you for what
vou have done” he sald finally, in
a low voice, "You had only to npenk
& word and I—I suppose thers Is a
Jull even in this littie place?”

ol ?:t,ed.“ul tll: a lock-up here,” she

rr w! & queer li
T ‘}" B0 q little cateh

“Yea" he sald gravely. “And now
you bave taken the additional risk of
coming to warn me. 1 had no right
to force a further false position upon
You—I should have gone at once

Hhe rut out her hand awiftly, Im«
pulnively, to rest upon his steove,

“¥ou must not apeak like that*
she said, her lips quivering. “I*—it
hurts me. It is as though you—aoh,
1 do not know quito how to Bay it—as
though you admitted to yourself the
Eouibilltr that 1 would, or could,

ave donn anything else, when I am
mo very glad, so very thankful that
I could go even the |ittle thing. Oh,
Varge, you speak of thanks and [—
what can I say to yvou?—my life, Dr,
Kreelmar told me what you dld—how
bravs you were and"——

“And did be tell you that he had
to be '“'.Fl by force from golng for you
himselt?™ Varge Interposed, amiling
at her and shaking his head. *You
see, after all, It was only that I was
a little the stronger.'

“No," she sald slowly. "No: he did
not tell e that—dear old Dr. Kreel-
mar.” Then, looking straight st
Varge: "But should that mike me
any the less—the less grateful to
you?

“I have taken unfair advantage of
it,” he sald, evading hor question.
“I had no Hllhl to force to-day upon
you. Yea; I should have gone last
night, but “—he hesitated—*I
couldn’t, 1""—

He rose to his feet, walked ab-
ruptiy a few yurds away and stood
facing the sea. The wind was grate-
ful, whipping his fevered brow; there
seemed something ukin In the storm-
toased sea to the tempest raging in
his own soul. His lips mov for a
moment allently: then he turned,
went buck and stood before her. She
was still sented am he had left her--
as though she had not moved.

"I am a convicted murderer'—tha
words came from him with cold, de-
liberate steadiness, and It was as
though he drew a line upon the sand
at her feet betwesn them, acroas
which thers was no passing—"1 am
under sentence for life. I am ap as-
caped conviet.”

A little cry cama from her, as quick-
iy she gained her fest and stood
thera facing him, her hands clasped
suddenly together. &She seemed to
shiver a little,

“"Why-—-oh, why did you say that!"
she faltered.

"“"Hecause,"” he answered monoton-
ously, “sometimes 1 have dared to
forget It—and I must not forget.'

“You are an innocent man'' she
eried, In a strained volce. “You deny
It—=but I know."

“"You are very good,” ha sald softly,
but he did not look at her. High up
above him on the cliff a figure stood
suddenly slihoustted against the sky-
linn, He dropped his eyes after an
instant's glance that she might not
notice that anything had atiracted
hin attentlon,

Aho stepped to him qulckly and
ralsed hor face to his. “Ia there
nothing—nothing In all the« world,"
sha breathed In passionats earneat-
ness, ‘no promiss of happlness for
the futurs, no single thing that the
future might hold in stores for you,

d have tried to warn you eariler, '
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“You do not know what you are
saying,” he sald desperately.

"——— But for this once,” she went
on resolutely, "I must not let you put
me off. It—it was one of the things
1 came for. I honor you for what
believe you have taken upon yoursalf
~I think It was one of the finest acts
a man has ever done—but it Is terri-
ble. It Is for all your life. If you are
not caught, you must always bes &
fugitive, See, I am pleading with you
as |f—as If I wers fighting for my
own happineas—for the last time.'

“The Inat tima?" he repeated
pumbly. He ralsed his eyss to the
clIff again—the figure far above them
was stlll silhoustted against the sky-
line,

“Yes: for ths Iast time,” she said
after him. *“I must go In & momant,
and=and to-night you must leave
Bere 10" ——

‘It Is we enid Varge—the figurs
on the ahyiine was moving back now,
disappqaring from view,

LV "™“Theh you will apeak’—— She
war very close to him, her breath
war on his cheek, her lips  were
trewuling her eyes, tear-dimmed,
wera valsed te his,

Bpepi! Yous! Why nol—and
grasp af his chunce for happiness!
To sgtand a free man, hia future be-
fore him, to work for her, to win
her In the daye to come! He hod
nrly to speak and let the coward soul
he win ghiclding—no, it wna not that
~mutrange that for the moment he
shiould have forgotten! It came to
hm now, bringing peace, strength-
ening him, ecalling him—the gentle,
patient face of Mra. Merton, the all-
very huir so smoothly parted beneath
the old-lace cap, and the eyes of
trust looked into his again now as
they had looked through all his boy-
hood=nnd the dear lips smiled at
him. He turned his head from Janut
—and shook It silently.

Her volos broke, “It—It must al-
ways be—Ilike this?™

It was a long time before he -pok‘

“Alwayn" he sald. It was but
single word, low apoken, but It was
his doom, his sentence, aelf-pro-
nounced.

8he drew back from him, a smils
strugeling bravely for supremacy on
the quivering lipa,

“Tou will go—yun must go to-night,
at once—hefore father comen,'

“1 will go at once," hie sald.

“Good-hy,"” she whispered—and held
eut her hand.

For n moment he held it In his own;
then he bhent his head and touched it
with his lips.

*God guard snd keop you and bring
you happiness,” he sald, “through all
your lfe."

He watched her go--watched long
after the last flutter of her clonk was
lost to view arcund a little headland
of projecting rock far down the
beach,

Blowly then Varge walked to the
foot of the pathway leading to the
clif above, and slowly began to
mount i,

Almont at the top of the cliff ths
path swerved sharply to the left,
Varge made the turn—ind stopped
dead In his tracks, Two men leaped
from behind the roeksa that had hid-
den them-—and bhlocked the path be-
hind him. Warden and posa from
a stons on which he had heen aeated
and came forwoard: four other men,
men of the coast-guard, thelr cap-
tain among them, appenred as If by
magie from behind other rocks and
clustered about him, Seven to one! A
grim amile in which was blended a
strange apathy settjed on Vargoe's
lips as he faced the warden.

"Iam sorry for this, Varge," Warden
Rand sald gravely, I had rather It
had been nny other man than [ to
trap you, As It is, T have force enough
here to make resistance, even from
you, but an act of folly"

CHAPTER XX.
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peered through the darkness at a fig-
ure that was hurrying after him.
“Be you callin' me? he Inguired;

thea, in recognition: “Oh, it's you/ﬂ
| miss, be it? Evenin' to you-—evenin'!™

Janet answered him In litle gasps,
out of breath from her run.

“I want your help"—Janet leanad
forward and caught his arm.,

“Help?* sald Capt. Jonnh Sully
bewllderedly.

“To get Varge out of there,” she
sald in a low, strained tone.

“Landsaken!” ejaculated the little
skipper, stepping hastlly back. *“Be
you mad? Why—why, it's agin the
Inw!"

“He saved your life,""

“¥er. Y-o-s, that's so."

“The cell Is in the rear part of the
townhall, In the basement,” Janet ox-
plained, “and It has a separate door
ut the side. [ passed there two or
threo tlmes last week and I noticod
thit It was fastened with o heavy
pudiock. It ought not to take a mun
very long to file away the staples and
get the outside door open, 1 do not
know what kind of a cell It s, but [
do not imagine it Is very modern or
furmidable; and, anyway, once in-
side, Varge will help us. Besides the
file, we'll need & good strong bar and
e lantern.”

“I'll get ‘em—up to the coust-guard
sintion,” sald Jonah Bully cheerfully.
“You leave that to me. 1'1l got 'em.”

“I'tl meet you, then, at midnight."

Midnight cams at {ast—how many
times had she consulted her watch
by the ald of a mateh! How terribly,
how anxlously the time had dragged
by! She put on her clouk, moved
toward the door—and stopped. Money
= Varge would need plenty! He would
not take it from her, but he would
not surely refuse 1t as a loan from
Capt, Sully. She went to her dresser,
found her purse, took out the bills
that were In it and placed them In
the pocke: of her clonk. Then she
crossed to thea door, opened It and
stood on the threshold listening.

All wns wilence, only her heart wan
benting wildly; It seemed almost ns
though she could hear it, She pressed
her hiand to her sido and held it there
n moment; then, closing the bedroom
door noiselessly, she gathered up the
akirts of her ¢loak and dress, crept
down the stalrs, made her way to
the front door and vut Into the strest.

It was intensely dark--a hurried
glance about her showed her that not
& llght was burning In the wvillags,
only the bpom of the surf seemed to
fill the night.

Sha went quickly down the strest.
Five minutes brought her to the ren.
dezvous, und she stopped befors the
churoh,

"Hern T be” announced Jonah
Bully, stepping out from the porch.
"Aln't no one seen you up to the
house, have they?"

“N sald Janet, “No-It's all
right.'

“An' T got 10" declared Jonah
RBully gleafully. "Yeou; I reackon my
fuck's turned. Hooked It, by criek-
ey!"

“You mean tha Ns and bar and lan-

tern?'—Janet nodded her head,
“More’'n  that,” chucklsd Capt.
Bully. “(Got the key for the pad.
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lock= hovked It from the cup'n of tha
coast guard-"pears ha's kind of chist
muglstrate an’ hend of the fire de-
partment an' I dunne Lot sone o ther
things, Anyway, hé had the keys an'
1 borrowed it outer his clothes on the
way out. Might as well move Song,
badn't we?

“Just a einute*=Janet tosk tha
maney from her cloak und held 1t to-
ward him.  “Hore's a little money
thist 1 want you to male Varks tako
~as a loan from you, you under-
LT

ot my hands full,” sald the skip.
per: “lantern an’ bars an’ tools sn'
things we'll need once wa got In-
slde.  Jest slip It Into my pocket an
Il mes e gets 1t

“There It Is, then,” sald Janet, put«
ting the money into the side pocket
of his coat, “Let me help you carry
somothing '

“No sald he. ""Palnt but a step
wwao'll bo there in a Jirey ™

“Come, then,” sald Janet aqulekly

It wan hardly s hondred yards
away, a wooden bullding next to the
church, and the last one on the rond
within the villugs proper. It tons
them scarcely a minute to reach It,
and, passing ulonf‘ ths alde of the
wall, Jonah Hully lald the things ha
was umlns upon the ground before
the door and reached Into his pocket

. for the key.

“AIn't no fear of um baln' hesrad,
‘count of the aurf,” hes vbserved. “An
I dunno but that's just as well, ‘causs
mebbe we'll have to make some nolse
when we get innide."

“Yen, yea," breathed Janet—ahe wan
}nmblln: a little, axcitement and

motion growing upom Dber. *“But
hurry, hurry!"

There wan a falnt metallle ellok,
the rubbing of metal against metal—
and then the creak of the door swing-
Ing open,

“There you be!"™ excialmed Capt,
Jonah Hully triumphantly.

Janet stepped quickly forward.

"Varge!" she called In & low volcs,

Therg wns no anawer.

“VETgo!" she called agaln,

Btill no anawer.

“Vorge!”—ahe was terrified now,
Hor heart aeemed to sink and grow
cold as though an ley hand were
clutehing at lt—haa they come too
late—wan he alrendy on his way back
to Hebron? Bhe turned frantieally to
onah Bully, “The antern—a light—
uick!™ she cried.

On his knces Jonah Sully lighted
the lantern, stood up, fashed it
around, an jaw  dropped, stared
into Janet's white face. Then he
leaned back against the wall and
patted weakly at the top of his head.
“'Pears—' as Ir

he'd—he'd

ne,” he ganped, "Jee-rooshey!

[feur see anything like that in all
mr born days. 3

without dynamite,” apt. Jonah

Bully’'s volce tralled off into an awe-
struck whisper. “Jeo-rooshey!" he

sald.,

A tense, rigld little figure, motion-
less, Janet astood starige asllently
about her. It was a small, narrow
place, cement-floored., Across one
end, ths ons opposite the entrance,
had becon a cell of brick and cement,
with a heavy door, iron-sheeted half.
way up iron-barred the rest of the
way. ‘This hung now In utter ruin,
sagking out at an angle, held only by
& half-broken hinge at the bottom,
The centre and upper hinges had
been torn from the walls and the
bars of the door were forced outward
as from an explosion. Brick and
pluster, strewing the floor, adding to
the effect of ruln and wreckage, com-
pleted the acens,

“There!” muttered the skipper
helplessly, pointing to the single
window just above his head, whose
barg had been bent apart like pleces
of wire. “There's whnere he went!
Well, | swan! Couldn't havs bsen
dynamite ‘causs he'd bhave blown
himnelf 1o plecea™ Capt. Bully pulled
enrnestly at his whiskerss “Well,
I swan!" he said, *

CHAPTER XXI.
The Greatest Thing.

T was unconquerabls. The
very greatness, the higness,
of the man nourished It and
fosterad it until, beating
down his defenses, routing

him, it deminated and owned him.

A ntrange paradox? No--rather the

Inevitable.

A foreshadowing of it had coms to
Varge on that night of wild turmoll
when ha had faced death, hiad moe
mentarily expocted 11, on the storm-
swopt schooner's deck—but only &
foreahadowing—he had not realised
it all then.

It had basn mors than that slnce
that evaning on the beach when, for
an instant, the mad thought hid coma
to him that she, In all her glarious,
fresh young innocence and beauty,
In all her tender purity and swest
nesy, cared for him—a nameless man,
an escaped conviet, & branded folon.
Yen, he had put it from him-—then,
Not easlly—for then In all its mean-

Ing, in all its depth, as It had coms to
him befors, had come the knowledgs
of the fulness, the completeness of
him own love.

Bince then, that was twa months ago
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now. the dava and weeks had passel
A% in A dresan. He had gone from
Mace to place. working, a Iittle here,
& Nitle there, nt whatever offervd

then on again, Never but & few aays
Bt must o the same plce pot so
much from fear of capture, he folt
Mrangely free and safe from that, lan
winhime of the restlesaness of splrit
that he conld not quell, that grew ever
Mianger, more lnsistent, more cons
stantly with him us the days went by,

Iuwt to hear her volee, to see her
fice, her amile ones more, 1o feel her
:u-m-m-. near Mm-—becanses he loved

Ll o

Well, he had come!  Te had left
the train ot a statlon ten milen from
Hebiran, und wince aftersoon he had
wilked the rest of the distance. And
now? If, ufter ull, the pitiful ehance
and hope he ¢lung to ahould be valn!
It wus so Nttle that he paked—te
weal a glimpse of her through the
window of the sitting-room perhaps,
to hear her inugh, her mong foat out
to him through the night—that wans
all==just that -and then to ko awny
ngaln, Tt waa so Jits to ask for, to
hope for, the striving for so deapor-
alely bard that surely, surely that
much would be his,

The night was calm and quist,
Acroms the fieldn In front of him the
Ereat walls of the penitentiary stood
out In the black irregular Nnea In the
white meonlight; twinkling lights
from the houmes dotted the ¥illnge
road; fust before him he conld dls-
tinguiah In a dark blur the warden's
lawn, the avenue of maples that
fringed the driveway. He wondered,
a little curiously, a Nitle wistfully,
what the houne rmm ke now—the
front, of course, would be the same
for thera the Are had hardly touched
It; bul, the rear—had it been rebullt
just exactly as it wan befors, or wia
It changed ?—not that it could matter,
only It all seemed ao Intimately & part
of her—and this was her home.

He reached the roadside, looked up
nnd down It, listened —Ahen suddenly
lay down full length upon the grass.
A step crunched on the gravel across
the way .and a man turned into the
rond —Iit was Warden Rand—and
ntarted briskly off in the direction of
the village away from the peniten-

fury. Varge waited untll the warden
wias out sight and hearing, then he
crossed ths road quickly, od the

shadown of the maples and, keeping
on the of the Iawn to deaden the
mound of his ateps, passed cautlously
from tree to tree, making his way
toward tr housa.

l'v.m i

It came In A ery—not a startled ery,
but soft, broken, ltks a sudden
full of wonder, full of pathoa, a
naked cry robed In no studied dress,
the ory of a soul, that halted him,
chaimed him to the spot and robbed
him of his strength.

uv‘m!u

Bomething white showed behind the
dark network of the Virginia eresper
that tralled over the end of the va.
randa, & chalr scraped and toppled
over—and she was coming toward
him down the veranda ateps,

His hand ross slowly to his hat and
be stood bareheuded am sha came.

Boftly, wondrously the moonlight
playsd upon her, seaming to hold her
in Its embracs, lingering on the littie
white-shod fesl, creeping mso rever-
ently around the gracaful form, flood-
ing tha full throat, the awest face, tha
golden halr with mellow radiannce—
glorying In its right to carass,

Bhe stood before him now, so small,
po Aelicats In her boauty, like some
pure, God-given angel, and a frag-
rance as of moma rare perfumsa wans
ahout her, The long lashos fell sud-
denly, hiding the great blue ayes, and
hor head was lowesrsd, bowed n little.

“You bave come, Varge'—the worda
came very slowly In an unateady
volee—"here whers—wharae your dan-
ger In very terrible, and you havae
tuken this frightful risk because, be-
cause—will you tell me why ™'

A long, long time the sllenca hald,
and then ahe spoke aguin, her head a
little lower.

“You—you are making It very hard
for me,'” she whispered, “You will
not answer and—and I know. T—I
knew on the beach that day-did you
think I did not know? It Is mo long
ago, and-and [ have prayed your
prayer, the prayer you asked for me,
since then—that God would guard and
keep vou—and 1 prayed that He
would bring you back, but not llke
this—in peril for—for me."

“Janet!"—all of life and death
meemed In the word; rapt wonder, n
wild questioning that would not let
him yet bellave, was In his eyes, his
face,

Slowly, hesitatingly. ha put out his
hands and touchesd her - her arms, her
shoulders--and gently lifted hor face
and looked Inta the ewimming eyess
that for a breathless moment were
ralsad to his- and than he swept her
to him, kissing tha hlue-veinad sya-
Iids, the trembling lips, tha golden
head of halr, the purs whita bhirow

“I love you, I love you—Janet—
Janet"—the words came over and
over agaln from hils lips—words he
had never thought Yo say—came vole-
ing & aong of wondrous melody in his
moul- all elus was biotited from hime--
and only that glad pason of supernal
Joy rang out entrancing him.

"Varge—dear Varge" ahe anawered
him tremulously—and like a tired
child Iay pamnively in his arms,

He held her close to hilm in A
wilonce that had no need of words,
her head upon his breawmt, his faon
burded In the golden hair again-—and
then her hand stole into his and she
led him towards the willow

“I do not think we could he weean
from the rond,” she sald, a little
lavghter, & little sob milngling thelr
notes in her wvolee, “but It will ho
safer here™

He faced her, pals, hagrard, lile
sves full of the misery that was upon
him.

“lanet! Jane!''"—grief, welf-cons
demnntion, hoapeleaanean, all wers |n
hin volee; and wrung from him In a
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Be Sacrifieed

@ By Frank

L. Packard

thut I should see you—hut, oh, | am
a0 lad, so glad 1 dlr. 1 have wanted
you so and--aml now you have con
and-and I will never let yoy - go
agnin”

Hin Mngers brushed bhnelk the bale
from her forehend and smoothed It
tenderly,

“I would to God,” he sald In »
Chokd volee, “that It wore so=thit
I shonlid neser loave you”

“Lean never let you go” she sald,
and her hunds pressed tghtly on his
"1 can never let you go-—

for It would be-forever,”

He drew her to him, drew her head
to hie  shoulder  again, holding her
tghily, thittking (o soothh her.

Bhe held guite still for an instant:
then she taised her head, and hee eyes
ax they met s ware blinded with
tears, bt there was Mrnve contros and
quiet resolve In her vyoloe

"I do pot think you understaad,”
alie satd steadily. “You must go soon
=now- but not nlone '

He looked o! Lier startled, reading
her oyves, searching her face

“Janet!™ he cried. “You mean—you
menn thut you will mmarey me, that
when 1 go yon” -

WL go, ton” shie sald resolutely

With & strunge, slow movement
Varge shook hin head.

“You do not know what you are
saying.” he sald numbly, “I, who am
convivted of & erlme of which | cannm
oeven tell you I owm lanocent, I,
who''-——

“My heart told me that long age,’”
she Interrupted him. 1 have thought
of It sines that morning in the garden
here, slnce thut afternoon on the
beach —you conld not tell me theao,
and I do not ask It now- | shall never
wak it If it is a sacrifice that ine
volves other lives, an | know It must
bea, If It seals vour lips so that you
Can never speak, at least It ahall not
take from us all happiness—the love
that Uod has given uns.'

“My name” -hia head was bowed,
his volce dull, “Have you forgotten
that I do not even konow who [ am-—-
that [ have no name but ¥V that
I ean never hope to find another?*

“Would bo.a prowder one™ she
sald, & quiver in the full throat as
she lifted her hoad., A prouder name
than Varge —just Varge-—becauss yoy
have madas It what it Is"

“You love me #07" he
brokenly.

“Is my lova greater than yours that
risked more than life to-night that
for a few minutes you might ba near
me?" ahe asked, with a little sob,
“Yeoa, I love you mo. I do not know
how t my lova s, I only know
that It ia the greatast thing In my
life—that you ghall not go and face
the terrible future that you are
thinking of alons.” Bhe had drawn
closar to him, and now her arms had
:hup! around his neck and tightensd

nre,

“No, no!" he burst out desperataly.
“I cannot—1 must pot!*

murmured

could not live alons th th

yoars, they would be too terrible, too
cruel—but together we will make an-
other future for ourssives some-
whers—and you will bs happy-—and It
s my happiness too-—-wa will find
happiness together. I-1 think that
I should die if you left me here'

Find happiness! Make another
futura for themselvea! It was ks
a glimpsa of Heaven! Happiness—
ah, yes, there would be happlness—
and his life had besn clean—Iif there
was a staln upon his name there was
nones upon hin soul—and It was God-
kiven, this pure love of theirs, ns ahe
had sald-and there was no other
way -thn barriers wern down, torn
down, through no voluntary will of
his=nothing could change that now—
and they wers each other's—for sll
of life.

“Listen, Varge"-—<her arms still
clung around his neck, but her face
wits riised to his, “The tima s going
And It is preclous—avery minute s po
precious to us now —we must not loss
n mingln ome. You know the bridege
over the creek? You must go thera
by the flelds. I have a few things I
must get together, but It will take
you longer going that way than it
will take me by the road. T will meet
you there, nnd a little further on
there in wome one | can trust who will
give un o horse and buggy, and wa
cun deive to Claxton nnd get n trealn,
Oh, Varge, Varge, did yvou think that
I would et you go alone! That 1"

She was crushad In his arms, his
lipn 1o hers, to her halr, 1o her syes
nguin—and agaln in his soul burst
forth that deathless song of glad,
wondrous Joy, and now |t melody
was carried in high, exultant notes,
ke crashing strains of martinl mu-
®ie that fired his blood-and he was
Immortal, & &od, and power and
mujosty and might and heaven and
earth wers hias,

“Yeu!" ho whinpered flercely. “Yens,
yen —yea!"

Bha  freed herpelf, half-laughing,
half-crying, the blus sves smiling at
hilm through a blinding mist; then
hroathlesely, pantingly, she pushed
him anwny

o, then!" she sleaded. *Oh, go
at onee —quick! 1 will ba thers hefore
vou are-and wa have no tims to

lovae

Sha turned from him and ran to-
ward the house  For o moment tha
Httln white Sgure prused on the vers
andn stepe and looked back at him-—-
and then she wan gone

The song In his soul rose Into high-
er, wilder, slmost barbarie chords—
the primal, elementul song that may
Wumber sometimos bhut never Qlop
Quickly ha pawsed ncross the lawn,
dawn the driveway, aver the road and
galned tha felds Rathed In  the
white, clear moonllight, falry carpot.
ed they seemed, glving 4 new light-
ness, & new wpring to his steps, ar
though they, ton, hoard the song and
would speed him on his way

Then came reaction and sanity.
Horrible sanity. And his path luy,
clear, hefore him.

“Yeu,” she sald taly, "¥om,V
must_there 18 no OURGE Wa r&"g}u

D

“What's wanted ™ demanded a graffh
Yolve

“OUpen the door''—Varge's valcs
strained, low, ay whisper—be p
desporately agninat the deer, “C
tha door - let me "™

“Hers now, none of that!"
the guard roughly. “Keep your
o™ the door' Lat you in, sh?
whi the devil are you?

Viurga leansd suddenly a little
further forward, and, thresting b :
hands lnto the epening, ,? i,
the sdge of tha door—it e
he must lHierally hold himself, ciingh
‘o something, somathing tangible tha 3
responded to his senss of touch -nl“_u "
and soul wers In turmoll-the bridgs, ™"
the Lridgs, she was walling for himaity
calling tw Wi from there—his fine o
wers tightensd on the door until It "y
revined that the blood must lm i
from the nall tipe to keep that v . el
*iom dragging them from their .

Lot ma In'™ ha cried out h ¥ %
"Lt mo in! | am Varge. | am lﬂ.‘
sOventy -seven '’ . py

It was dark thefsiin the shadow™ ™"
of the doorway, and thers was .

viclous, threatening note In
Kunrd's tones,
“Yoeu- like  hell you are!”™

stinpped. “Go on, now-—-baa
of your funny joker bueiness, or
st you in in & way you won't 1l (%
I¥ye hear, beat it or'—— ‘o8t

Varge waa uﬁn the door llke &
madman—a w shout from
guard achoad back through the
wity and mang. reverbam
the hixh, yaulted dome of
boyond

In—-he must heat his way
his way In—now-—asother
W A ety

‘it
it sl i B I
m A, leaping
like knoba of atesl, .

For an Instant there i the
there was no sound seve

while a ferm,

breathing,
Into eroushed
the

von
black against

Came thea a low, mllﬂmﬁ,&
ool {hem (e’ chaln-lot toon
wood-—
Its sockst, ell:t:‘l gy
e Xy T
up againa e
terrific crash, hurll -
the other sull:io't‘ho - “

’I-I'r_
Yo g

and his jew
looking at

the sitting room

“Ouess Janst must have
walk,” sald he. “Geot a ma
mar?"

Dr. Kreelmar produced
lighted 1t and handed it to
den,

“Ulve you a bishop and & pawe
night,” voluntesred the Wanden
handedly, but chuckling U

g
i

JE 2
seki).

h'lrlnult unl.i: removed the- )
chlmney, * t u I' —
time,* y e *

“"You'll do what? anapped ree-
clble littls doctor, whe Iu..:l-r
keen chess player and quite, If Bt ™
mora than, the equal of the

Wardea.
“ishop and pawn,” repeated 508
Warden composedly, l‘% A
chimney and adjusting the X
emphasised del htrll.&n “Ost b
board and the men u know ¥
they are—on top of_:'?u bookrase, bl
bo back In a moment—eft my 1]
upstaira”—and he hurried from -
TOOm, ey

With a mnort, the doctor cresesd =
'l;) t:ue bm!:kcm. hrlgtbn board '

e hox of chisaamen m the to )
returned to the table. He ‘m"", e
baard open, dumped the
over It, and begam to sort out
black and white pleces—oarefull
ting up the white ones with v‘hl’ﬂ
wan to play. This done, as he
the Warden's steps returning,
reached over, very grimly
himselt of w black biskcp and a
pawn  and alipped
pocket, He was profoundly engresssd
in meeing that the white pleces
exactly in the middle of the sq
when the Wnarden spoke from
l.lunl'"la}'-

“"Kreelmar!™

There was a hollowness, & dull .
weariness In the other's volee that v
caught the little doctor's ear |nstantly,
Ho ralsed hin eyes from Lhe chesas 1
hoard — and the next moment had
fumped to his feet, sending the m he. [
of ‘l;.ha‘;.?\'hn ?’% lll' ll‘:.d A f 3

K "hat A splutiered -
out. “Good Lord, Rand, what's llo-:?'.‘
matter? ol

The Warden was standing In the *
doorwny, his face set and white, a

the ground, and ahe gently disengaged no dream that might coms true, that ) th dn that had r it s B -h";;' "rlmmnflwr o dand. '
' m tha om o, Mt A " ’ Y e words ¢ 0 wraell, thr ot & - ‘ | ae
her da. will make you upofm, that''—— The Allies. By subscribing to The Evening World for the rest of the summer ﬂﬂ:ﬂ:ﬁ”ﬁphﬂmﬂ.m. when be Bad for the ::rf:f:u R --nﬂ;:m“:a-p:ﬁ"lc'n'ﬂmr. “Gonel
He stood a little back from her Gray to the lips, his face full of tha ” : v | you will secure a complete novel each wesk. Not some old book a | stepped out from the elm upon the  In n fow tinotes he had roaonod Gone! Gone where? What do you
then. A glint of the wsetting aun, agony he could not hide, he broke In &t APTAIN! Captain Sully! + Inwn and she had meen him: “Janet— his goal. e gelzed the cate bell and moean?® Gone where™ .
through a break In the flying cloudn, hoarsely upon her words. Out a little team the | COUntry dealer has not been able to sell, but the finest up-to-date fiction | Wi’ St *3°,hie,% wrenchod ot 1t violenitls “I don't know.” the Warden an
m’ L) f:':rﬂ.l a:;nuot:odr:n:.:urg t;Ts- "?lln wr&rh? ma;nlmlll: - . village on the clIff rond b)‘ the foremost Imng authors, Her handa felt up and rested upon  And now o hureied step soumded swersd hoarsely. Ha came ncross the
ng wa a seemed to a him "I am me ul,’" she sa annesly, ; him fuce, from  the hall within, then slidiog room toward the doctor. T found this .
out, throwing Into relief against the “Be mercitul to yourself. 1 shall leading to t!u coast - Bear this in m!nd. ﬂO! Dnl_\' fﬁl’ }ﬂ}lf‘l‘lf but for Iﬂy of Your fﬂcnd! “I know," whe sald anfily, “"But we lLilts, 1}|,-- rattln aof _.” _-.||n.-l| key -und upstairs on "ml dreaser, Tead .."
*hackground of the cliffs the great never try to make you speak agaln, guard station Capt, Jonah | who expect to spend their vacations in the country. could not undo thiat now if we would, the door, still held by o chain lock, Kreelmar—read 18"
strong figure, clothed In the dark shirt but for this once’'— Bully halted, turned around, and T know—no well. You never meant wis opetned s cautlows ineh or so (To Be Continued.)
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