Poer Little Runaway Bride!
G CHAPTER |.
"‘, HANKS” M'GEE.

Daulel u beautiful young girl.

shoulder at every few steps.

Oh, gee! A man was following her!
And he was dodging nloug from tree
1o tree nnd from doorway to doorway, . * * * - . »
and every time he saw the girl look
The mwan, had black

back he ducked:

whiskers, whittled down to a tine point subway exit in a state of seethe beyond
Just under tis chin, and be carried computation. Again Gilbert Blye!
himself with the ease which only a

thorough scoundrel can acquire,

Shanks McGee stood petrified. then
took a long, deep breath and burried

carrying

vue solled newspaper for a

blafr apd collecting wmoney

for the newsboys' home as
another 'L, suddenly paused iu his
absorbing nttempt to whistle through
A broken tooth as he saw coming up
the dingy side street towird the Hotel
She
was turning to look backward over her

Gilbert Blye and Tommy.

up to the corner. He flattened his al-

ready fiat nose ugainst the broad plate
glass window of the modest Hotel

Daniel.

The beautiful young girl concealed
all that she could of her timidity as
she walked through the door with what
she thought to be a strictly business-
like manner. Seven men who had
been morbidly eying their respective
cuspidors immediately straightened up
and Jooked their:handsomest. One of
them looked. bold, and another, a deco-
rative . Frenchman, looked: debonair.
The:beautiful girl strode straight-up to
the/desk. = - © - : WS

“Asroom: with-a-bath,’please,” -she
requested.: ... ;. AN FR

Dhe'clerk, an;indifferently, aged; man,
held the register)a :momentiwhile‘he
studied the new. guestiof the'house, ’ ..

SAnysluggtige, miss?’, - e

ﬁl‘ﬁ_ﬁ;‘ﬁi;‘ﬂtggi?cdnééft’éh, “had:recourse
to her only armor. Now she shyly cast
up at him ber great, soft, expressive
eyes, and the clerk felt ashamed of
himself. He swung the register around
to her.

“My maid will be here presently with
my clothes.,” The voice was soft and
sweet.

“Certainly, miss.” ’‘And the clerk
whanged a bell which sounded like ®
ire gong. “Front!”

In response to that stentorian call &
shock headed, loose limbed Irish boy
jumped forward and took the key to
4. Theclerk, without moving his body
or his neck or his head, cramed for-
ward his eyes to watch the signature,
Mrs, J. G. Day.

A moment later the black Vandyked
man strolled in, looked at the register
and walked into the bar. Then along
came Marie with a bundle of clothes.

The young woman went straight to
the desk.

“Mrs. Day's maid?' the clerk ob-
served, juspecting the clothing plece by
olece from under hig eyellds and ring-
ing for front utud looking at the young
Woman and the register all at the same
time. The young woman, quite evi-
dently a maid, glanced swiftly at the
register,

“Mrs. Duy's?" she repeated, breath-
Ing beavily. “Y.yes!”

“She’s expecting you.” And the
clerk’s eyelids flickered. *“Room 44"
“Muarie, tell June I want her!” cried

2 voice,

“Sir,” she suid, 1 do not know you.”

"Why—er”—- Ned stammered; then
he grabbed the clothes from the maid’s
arms. “Now you lead me to Junel'

“Sir, how dare you?" Marle said and
turned appealingly to the clerk.

"These are my wife's clothes!” de-
clared the young man. “She's here. 1
want her!”

“What's her name?” the clerk de-
manded.

“Mrs. Ned Warner!”

“Not here.”

“June Moore!"

“Oh, come off!" observed the clerk
“It 1 let you go through the directory
you may hit it. Give this girl back her

- tlothes, and good night!”

“This thing has gome far enough,
Marie!" hotly stated the young man.

At that moment his voice stopped.
Out of the bar hnd stralled elegantly
the pride of Shanks MeGee, the man
with the black Vandyke, and he was
neatly nibbling n plece of cheese. He
was across the lohby and goiug out of
the dour, paying but n seant tribute of
mriosity to ‘he kuot ‘in front of the
Jesk, before (he young man with the
“lothes saw  him  The young man
uenrly upset Marie on his way to the
foor; -

and dropped into a chair to rest,
Miss Junie!" and a knock was heard.

in a burry, and her eyes sparkled and
she clapped her hands as she saw Mia-
rie with clothes sticking from her in
all directions.
“We're caught!” panted Marle. *“Mr.
Ned grabbed me downstairs! He made
Q scene!” 3
“Where is he now?' June sat down
limply.
“I don't know! All at once he threw
down the clothes and ran out on the
street! I don't know why!”

Ned Warner, attended closely by the
ecstatic Shanks McGee, stood at the

Honoria Blye, exchanging spite with
% green parrot, was suddenly interrupt-
vd by a caller.
“Got him!” announced the caller,
Wwho was none other than Bill Wolf,
Honoria Blye sprang up instantly.
“Get my wraps!” she yelled to the
abnormally ugly maid who had let Bill
Wolf in. “Mr. Wolf, you fooled me
once, Are you sure you have found
Gilbert Blye?”
“If we ain’t, so help me!" solemnly
swore Wolf.
Honoria Blye, with Bill Wolf by her
side, was soon speeding downtown in
ber little electric coupe. In front of
Luchow’s restaurant they found a fat,
wide man with a cigar in the corner
of his mouth and his narrow rimmed
slouch hat shoved on the back of his
round head and his eyes turned con-
templatively toward the stars.
“Certain party in, Blinky?’ husked
Wolf.
Blinky Peters followed them inside
the busy cafe, and as they walked back
toward the Thirtcenth street entrance
a fat, wide man with his hands in his
pockets came in at the rear door—
Sneaky Tavis.
“There’s your party!" suddenly hiss-
ed Bill Wolf and pointed to a table
where a dark Vandyked German with
spectacles was entertaining a healthy,
ted cheeked young woman with a
green feather in her hat. i
“You scum!” shrilled Honoria Blye
to her three expert detectives and went
home to her parrot.
Ned Warner stepped into the cigar
store next door to the Hotel Daniel
and telephoned June's home in Bryn-
port. Mr. and Mrs. Moore were in the
city at Bobbie Blethering’s, the smooth,
soft voice of fat, black old-Aunt Deb-
by told him,
Blethering's and the cheery voice ot
Bobbie. Yes, the Moores were there.
And June was located? Great! Stanch
Bobbje was all eagerness when Ned
suid he wanted the Moores and Bobbie
and Iris to come down to the ‘Hotel
Daniel,
He also telephoned Honoria Biye.
Her shrill voice crackled over the tele-
phone. She had just this minute got in
frem a wild goose chase after a bogus
Gilbert Blye, but if he had been seen
at the Hotel Daniel with Ned's run-
away bride she'd be right down. Ho-
noria called up her detectives and or-
dered them to report at the Hotel
Daniel.
Meanwhile Gilbert Blye sat in con-
versation with jovial looking Orin Cun-
ningham and a usually vivacious bru-
Dette whom both men called Tommy.
Triumphantly Blye hqld before Tommy
the address in his liftle memorandum
book “Mrs. J. G. Day, Hotel Daniel.”
He motioned the girl to follow bhim,
She sat glumly. Orin Cunningbam
spoke to her sbarply. With a flounce
she rose and followed Gilbert Blye.
N Danfel, where he could watch
both the front and the side en-
trances, saw three short, thick men
come single file up the side street and
stop in front of the main entrance.
Shanks McGee had felt strangely list-
less and forlorn these past few min-
utes, for there was nothing inside or
out. Suddenly the three short, thick
detectives rounded ‘the cormer, and,
gee, they were slinking! The world
Was once more a bright and happy
place for Shanks, -
“Say, kid,” husked the shortest and
the thickest—it was none other than
Bill Wolf—“have you lamped a lengthy
gink around here with whittled black
chinchillas?”
That observant young person of the
world began at the beginning, but he
was so ‘minute of detail that he had
not yet reached the middle when Bill
Wolf, looking through the plate glass
windows of the Hotel Danlel, said
“Sh!” and drew his two assistant de-
tectives out of the range of poor
Shanks McGee’s quivering ears, and
the three astute hounds of the law put
their heads together in excited confer-
ence. Then Bill Wolf, in his best pose
of a man who was waiting for some-
body and didn’t expect him to come,
went into the hotel.
The Moore limousine drew up, and
Ned went over to join the quartet. He
led the way to the desk and confronted
the unemotional eye of the clerk.
*This is the father and mother of the
young woman whose maid called here |
with her clothing. We do not know
what name she used in registering, but
{ know that my wife is in this house,
and if we don't get her I'll raise trou- p
ble!”
“I'll produce the woman at once,” the

CHAPTER 1I1.
ED WARNER, standing diago-
nally across from the Hotel

clerk agreed. “But if there's going to Sneaky pointed backward with his |pleased than ever, and a volce from
be a rumpus {t'll have to be on the thumb. the roadway, a suave and pleasant
sidewalk and on the other side of the | wyoy, hub-hub-hub-husband!” he | voice, called: 4

husk cking in all the air in the | “Bravol” Gilbert Blye! He was| “I know your tricks,” commented ter | appeareil Wondering, June  walked

A porter stopped him to get June's He called for 44. He called again, ;,, .g'p::‘."" :nd lll:n he point- ntuse Shae | husband. “Really, Woozly, I mﬂw dn, and the door slammea bel:;nd l'nar. ;

flothes. Ned wna then delnyed nt the | There was no answer. The room was ed backward with his thumb. Iy cannot afford an 0 car” Two. minttes lnter Gilbert Riye waik-

fleket window and. ginnclng ncross | searched. Honorla Blye without a word grab- “Harry!” That w! tone echoed | ed up. the took n key f hin

the station, stw Bise golng uptows | It was empty! bed her cut glass flower vase and in June's ears as she. m?: pocket, fnserted 1t into the and

1 a0 express. ; Sammy, the boy with the angelic cracked her expert detective on the : Dolly, that smiled, it
SRS it

June Warner locked the door of 44
from the inside and turned the bolt

Suddenly a volce called, “It's Marie,

June Warner opened the door of 44

thick arms in at the door.

formed her, strangling for breath and

Honoria.

Jjust as Honoria Blye stepped in, fol

Tavis. ¢ ;
“Where is he?” screeched Mrs. Biye.

duty. Y

side of the culprit. “Nab him, boys!”

Sneaky Tavis .clapped down on his
an incomprehensible polyglot jumble

bearded Fremchman strove to wrench
himself free.
“Is that the man you mean?” hissed
Honoria, ¢
“That ain't the guy!” yélled Shanks
McGee, who was willing to be kicked
out now, “Gilbert Blye slinked in here
after the beautiful goil and ducked
into the subway when dis sport gives
bim the run! Gee!”
‘“This is the limit!” declared the clerk
to one and-all as strong .porters and
agile bell hops headed his way, “Get
'em out, Mike!"
Quite a little crowd had collected
when suddenly n policeman appeared
from around a corner and dispersed
the mob, including Honoria.
That vigorous lady had barely turned
the corner, heading for the avenue,
when, a _bthlinully lighted, luxurious
limousine stopped in front of the Ho-
tel Danfel. Shanks McGee's eyes be-
gan to stretch as he saw the occupants,
and he whirled in a complete circle in
his efforts to locate without the loss of
& second Bill Wolf and Blinky Peters
and Sneaky Tavis. They were trudg-
ing up the street in single file, heads
down, hands in pockets. Even Blinky
Peters had lost interest in the stars.
The smacking footsteps of Shanks Me-
Gee aroused them.
“Geel” exploded Shanks. “Cripes!
Gilbert Blye has doubled back wit an-
other swell Jane! Beat it to the Dan-
fell And one of youse hotfoot it after
the electric showcase and get the old
woman! Gee!"”
Wolf turned a commanding eye on
Tavis.

*“Hit er up!” he ordered.
Sneaky drew a long, jerking breath
and pulled bis belt around him, cast a
despairing ‘look up the side street to
where the little electric was twinkling,
took the center of the car track and
began laboriously to *hit ’er up,”
In the meantime Gilbert Blye and
Tommy Thomas had walked confident-
Iy up to the desk. The clerk without
the tlicker ‘of an eyelid bent forward
politely.
“I8 Mrs, J. G. Day stopping here?"
inquited Blye with great suavity.
*No; the lady is gone.”
“Gone?” protested Blye and leaned
forward to look over the register.
“Why, she came in only about an hour
or so ago. She is"—
“Now, don't tell me who she fs. 1
don’t know whose wife the lady may
be, and I don’t want to know. She's
gone!”
“Mon Dieu!” shrilled an exeited
voice, and Gilbert Blye found bhimself
confrouted by the decorative French-
man. That excited individual sur-
veyed Gilbert Blye's sleek black Van-
dyke and tweaked at his own and sud-
denly threw up both hands and began
to laugh.

In that same moment Sneaky Tavis
caught up with the electric coupe and

“Here he is, lady!”
crambled on the step and hung his
“Huh—~huh~hub—huh!” Sneaky in-

ulling his arms out of the car.
“I say, what do you want?" insisted

smile and the blue eyes and the white
teeth, was the finest liar in the hatel
He had had a quarter and one of her | Where was June while so many
compelling smiles from June and a
glance from her lovely eyes, and he
bad run thém down through the base-
ment anfl out the rear servants’ en-
trance and had told them a place to
g0 where no one woul® ever find them.

Gone!l. The six shockel eessviers for
the runaway bride burried downstairs

lowed by Blinky Peters and Sneaky

Bill Wolf advanced to do his happy
“There he s, lady!" he shouted tri-
umphantly, while Blinky Peters and
Speaky Tavis slunk up, one on each

“Mon Dieu!” cried the culprit as the
four fat paws of Blinky Peters and

arms, The rest of the objection was

as, shrieking' his indignation; the black

she was, whereat Dolly whs more

MG o ) ¢
dropped off backward.

ple were 80’ busy about her? In

bave had a weathervane to keep

inside as it was grimy out. She had
a real bath, tin and considerably den

white.

on the force, and the whole depar
ment, darlin’, {8 your friends.”

I

CHAPTER III.

eyes, however,
sharpness which June did not see.

erness,”

d .
“Bravo! How do you do?”

smiled to June. The newcomer fol-
lowed that smile and herself smiled at
June. The little girl bad been study-
ing June frankly out of round eyes.
I like you,” she said, with startling
candor; then the employment agency
woman laughed, and pretty Mrs. Wiles
lnughed. June dimpled.

“I like you, too,” she gcknowledged.
The employment agency woman rose.
“Mrs.. Murdoc' is listed as a gov-
erness,” she observed, and June wine-
ed at her new name. How queer this
all seemed! “Perhaps you would like
to have a little chat.”
Mrs. Wiles and June Moore Warner
Justin Day Murdock were both agree-
able to that suggestion, particularly
since little Dolly Wiles had appropri.
ated June apparently for Keeps. They
sat in one of the cozy corners, and
when June rose she was engaged. Mrs.
Wiles was a most appealing woman,
All three were perfectly happy as
they left the office and rode in Mrs.
Wiles’ victoria up Fifth avenue to one
of those wide, clean streets which lead
off from Central park.

A block and a half from the avenue
they stopped before a new looking
apartment house with an imposing en-
trance, and a hungry looking doorman
bowed his regular bow, and a hungry
looking elevator man shot them sky-
ward. 3

A duplex apartment. June had nev-
er seen one before, and its utility was
a puzzle to her then, as it was for
many a long day afterward. g
After luncheon a mnap for Dolly, and
then a romp in the park. Roller skat.
Ing. June's foot was mearly as small
a3 Dolly’s, and the clild, after she had
thoroughly exhausted herself, tnsisted
that June try., It was a pretty little
deceit which was put on Dolly, June.
strapped on the skates and was timid
and helpless and altogetber charming
until Dolly had laughed herself weak:
then June suddenly straightened up
and skated away like the expert that

vnuckla. With a parting gasp he

horse cab, with Marie and the clothes,
far down near the East river, where,
in full sight of all the barges and all
the grimy shipping, they found a slice
of & house, so narrow that it should

headed into the wind. It was three
* | stories high and blackened with age,
but there were geraniums and a cheer-
ful light in the downstairs front win-
dows. This was where the elevator
boy’s mother lived, and it was as clean

floor to let, furnished, two rooms and
ed, but kept fresh painted in spotless

“You say you want it quiet,” said
she, “and my son Sammy sent you
here? Well, my husband, before he
died, was the most popular policeman

OR a moment June hesitated be-
fore the door of an employ-
ment agency next morning,
and then she sharply beat

down her reluctance, People who have

made up their minds to be independent
and to earn their own way in life must
have no timidity. She turned the knob
with sudden boldness and opened it;
then she smiled at her own sensitive
ness as she stood before a pleasant
faced woman, in the corner of whose
there was a velled

A very pretty woman came in as
June turned to go away, and with her
was a little girl of great beauty. June
hesitated as she heard the word “gov-
The woman at the desk

his hand to
larity ! to
2 | and to the very old of
upward glance at June.

der
eyes widened, however, i o

as they

band and ran forward to

“What a lovely car!”
patting it
“Just the kind mother wants, but dag:
dy says we can't afford it.” .

it

suggested, “you and
a ) here?’ And he bowed.

among the soft cushions in an fnstant,

open for June.
“This once.”
squarely in the eye.

t-
He smiled.

wave of homesickness swept over her.
They made their adieus rather hasti-
ly to Blye, for their time was a little
more than up.
Just before dinner was called Mr.
Wiles came home, and June happened
into the library. It was Dolly’s favor-
ite storeroom for toys, books and every-
thing else. Mrs. Wiles—he called her
Woozly—was sitting on the arm of her
husband’s chair, her arm around his
neck and his chin in the palm of her
hand. With the other hand she was
twisting a lock of his bair over and
over her finger, and she was most dis-
tinctly and obviously wheedling him
for money! His volce was low and
protesting with as much sternness as
a4 man can use when he is being charm-
ed into docility. Woozly Wiles was
locking the money in her little inlaid
desk when June next saw her.
They were going out after dinmer.
There was some talk about ordering a
car, and it needed but one word to give
Dolly a start, The luxurious limou-
sine of the black Vandyked man was
the whole of her text. She rattled on
and on and on about it, and as she
talked the pretty face of Mrs. Wiles
grew more and more distressed.
“Harry, dear,” she said, “Dolly and
I want a limousine! Please!”
Dolly clapped her hands.
“After that limousine again,” he gay-
ly commented. *“Not now, Woozly.
Business is too bad.”
“I don't like business,” she laughed.
“It's a mean old thing, isn't it, Dolly?
Harry, please!”
“Get thee behind me, Woozly.” The
man still laughed, but he began to look
very seriously at his charming wife.
“You'd get anything out of a man.”
And his langh was half vexed, alto-
gether admiring.
. Pretty Mrs. 'Wiles accepted that com-
pliment prettily, but June, as she slip-
ped out of the library unobserved, was
hurt for the woman, for herself, for
her kind, as her face betrayed, Here
it was again—the endless, almost un-
varying story of the woman dependent
on the man's bounty and, in this case,
getting all she could out of him,
Ned and his detectives on that day
were down in the nejghborhood of the
Hotel Daniel scouring the district inch
by inch, as it were, for some trace of
the runaway bride, and wherever they
Wwent a small, flat nosed boy with one
soiled newspaper under his arm sleuth-
ed, after them, slinking from tree to
tree and from doorway to doorway.
Little Dolly Wiles awoke in the night
to become aware of a light in the low-
er floor of the duplex apartment. Dad-
dy! He was at work in the library, as
he always was late at night bere re-
cently. Dolly felt herself privileged to
say good night to daddy, so she slipped
out and put on her bedroom slippers
and her pretty little lounging robe and
tripped downstairs. .
June heard her go and dressed in like
fashion. Harry Wiles had his books
spread out before him and a pen be-
hind hijg ear,
“Daddy, are you going to get mother
a limousine?”
The man glanced over at his books
and ran his hand across his brow.
“Well, 1 promised mother tonight,”
he admitted, with reluctance, and his
face grew grave. §
“Goody!” The little girl clapped her
hands.
“But will it be a nice big limousine?”
“Not an extraordinarily big one, Just
a proper sized limousine for little girls
like you and mother. Oh, come in,
Woozly!"
Mrs, Wiles in a stunning negligee
stood in the llbrary door.
“You want Dolly, of course,” she said
to June. *“She’s a born prowler, 1
think.” '

Dolly smacked her father a parting
kiss.

“Daddy says it won't be a big limon-
sine, mother, but 1t'll have silk tassels,
and it will be a Mmousine anyhow.
May we have a red headed chauffeur
and a chow dog?”

“It depends on what color upholstery
your mother selects,” grinned her fa-
ther as his pretty wife took Dolly’s
place on the arm of the chair.

“There’s only one kind of upholstery
in the Beaver cars,” laughed Mrs.
Wiles, pinching ber husband’s ear.
“Really, Harry, I've been wondering
if it isn’t a waste of money to buy as

cheap a limousine as that. I'd rather ‘laughing at her ow

walt until you can afford one that will
be more substantfal.”

r . L g0k cs e
Lillian Chester
“Hello, young lady!” Ho beld out
Dolly Wiles with a famil-
the very young
D femininity, and
the child took it h.lhntl’.«wlgh» a shy
gray
fell
on the limousine, She dropped tne
the machine,
sbe exclaimed,
on its smooth, swelling side.

Blye laughed lightly. *“Would you
like a spin around the park in it.” he
your playmate

Dolly, jumping up and down, was al.
t- | ready tugging at the door handle, and
Blye, laughing; opened it for her.  Dol-
ly gave a cry of positive Joy as she
saw the rich interior, and she was

“You haven’t much choice,” said the
low voice of Blye, and he held the door

And she looked him

June was thoughtful all through that|
delicious twenty minutes of riding. | kA
Blye—his dark face haunted her. An-
other face came to her—Ned! A great

door swung open silently, but no one

stand in front of the Wiles’ door.
It did not. A good car ;
Wiles home the very next day.
Mrs, Ned Warner had been made

the little. Wiles family.

Wiles would not-admit to herself, i
. she suspected it, that the man was be
ing constantly wheedled beyond his
means.

Mrs: . Wiles affected even to herselt
that his constant resistance toward ex-
peniditure was the normal attitude of
a man toward the domestic spending
of money. It wus the woman's busi
ness to get all she could and the man's
to resist.

The crash came soouer than June had
expected. On the next evening after
the limousine bad come home there

Ned!

walked into the house a grim jawed,
hard eyed man of forty-five, on whose
suit case were pasted foreign labels.
“Hello, Baker!" exclaimed Wiles,
with cordiality,

**A - little  personal
Baker seated himself. ’
“How's the:London branch?' asked
Wiles by way of making conversation.
*Doing very nicely,” was the curt re-
ply, and Baker shook hands with Dolly.
By and by the voices of the men rose
us. they becaume more interested in
their conversation, and there floated
up to June un emphatic speech of
Baker’s which she could not-help hear-

Another Face Came to her.

business.”” And

ing, Y
“Yon've spent it!"” .Baker's. words

were clean' cut.; **In” my absence of.a

year and. a half you've overdrawn your

iceount $50.000. - I%ifty. thousand dols
lars was the exact amount of your (n-
vestuent. That makes us quits. You'll
turn over your share of the business
o me immediately.”

“But that leaves me without a cenps,
without an income!” worried Wiles.
He had no blime for his partner, por
wis he us much crushed as he haQ ex.
pected to be. *l have a wife and a
child, you know, Baker. I could mno
more refuse them anything than 1 could
refuse bread to a starving child.”
“That's the trouble.” Baker's volce
was npot harsh. It was simply cold.
“You've spoiled them. A wife should
be a belp to a wan, and most of them
would if they were given a chance.
You made a toy of yours.”

The next morning Mrs. Wiles came
up to June. She had been erying, but
there was a light in her eyes which
was good to see,

“l am very sorry," she said simply.
*We have had a business reverse, and
We shan’t be uble to keep you. The
fact of the-matter is that we don’t hap.
pen to have a cént in the house. f
took all of Harry's pocket money yes-
terday, and 1 spent it yesterday after-
noon. I-I—I—that isn’t quite the
truth,” she suddenly blurted out. “We
are absolutely broke. We haven't any
money at ali.”

It hurt June to part with them. She
had liked them all, and when the little
girl hung around her neck they cried
together, all three~June aund Mrs,
Wiles and Dolly.

Halfway up to the avenue June,
walking along and dabbing her eyes
oceaslonally, was confronted by some
one. Blye!

"“Which wag?"* he asked.

“To the employment office,” she told
bim, and showed him her little purse
with a laugh,

“It's a shame that a pretty girl like
you has to worry nbout money.”" And
his coal black eyes guzed down at bep
glowingly.

He tried to detain her, Catching her
gently by the arm, he tried to urge her
into his car, using all the persuasive-
ness of his eves nnd his simile und his
suave courtesy, but she wns obdurate,
Suddenly be jumped into bis limou.
sine aud whirled away, He was at
the employment agency. before June
reached it, and e nad a cordinl ehnt
with the employment ngency woman,
He banded her an address und went
away. g
upe was delighted when she secured
an opening quickly nnd started oug
immediately for the place. Ior n nios
ment June felt un intense dislice to the
ugly looking bouse nt the nddress given
ber and all that it might contain: then,
h tancies, she strode
up the steps and rang the hel), The

cheap little Beaver car would Bot
it Mrs,

tre-.
mendously thonghtful by the affairs of
o whith
some! wroug in the custom whie

made this condition possible... What
was it? The position of donor and
recipient. Neither the man por the
woman was really to blame. It was
custom. ' And June koew what Mrs.

would in normal es be in:n i
ence in Oxford, are OW serving  in
some capacity elthornrn the Army or

or with . the Red Cross

holars, g
vince from which.they the date
of their election to a scholarship, ay
:he regiment, in, which | ,.& ‘p&’ A
ng:— By T T 8
V. K. Mason,  Nofa Scotfa, 1914,
Clearing Hospital, Canadian lixpeﬂi-

tionary Forces, il ;
otia, 1913,
Sand’ Papis

W. M. Billman, Nova
16th Batt, (Universities, '
Schools) Middlesex Regiment, .
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CANADIANS READY TO SERVE AS
AVIATORS.

OTTAWA, April 20.—The call issued
a few days ago for volunteers for a
Canadian aviation corps has brought
forth scores of responses from young
men anxious to join the service.. The
school is to be located at Toronto
under direction of Captain Janney,
while the Canadian aviator, J. A, Me-
Curdy is to represent the British Aero
Club as examiner. The organisation
is directed by the British and not the
Canadian authorities and young men
from 19 to 23 are favoured.

In no case are they to be over thirty,
Following an instructional course ‘in
Toronto they will be taken to England
and further drilled in aerial manoeu-
vres before going to the front,

FAILED TO ESCAPE FROM ST
VINCENT
DE PAUL PENITENTIARY.

AN
MONTREAL, April 20.—An attempt-
ed jail delivery was narrowly averted
last night at St Vinyent De Paul Peni-
tentiary, when two guards were
wounded. Lucien Leclair, a convict
serving fourteen years for burglary
and who. entered the institution a
month ago, sawed through two steel
barrs. of his cell and escaped to the
corridor. He then felled the guard
with a blow from one of the iron bars
and took his rifle and shot a second
guard who tried to arrest him. He
was overpowered a few minutes. later
while engaged in turning a dial that
would have liberated all the prisoners
in that portion of the building.

WILL REPORT FOR
CANADIAN PAPERS.

LONDON, April 17.— Sir Georgo
Perley states that W. L. Grifiith, gec-
retary of the Canadian High Commis-
sioner’s office, has joined the official
\Journalistic tour of the allies’ lines
‘not as a substitute for Sir Max Aitkin,
Jbut to give the Canadian papers  an
| authorized report of the tour, Sir
Max js the eye-witness for the Canad-
fan troops, but the British authorities,
through Sir George Perley, have  in-
vited the Dominion government to
send a journalist to cover the general
movements. In the meantime  Sir
George has persuaded Mr. Grifith to
undertake the duty of representing
\Canada on the tour now being started,
i —

AMERICAN SHIP AND
CARGO IN COURT

LONDON, April,156.—The American
steamer Jos. W. Fordney and her
cargo have been thown into the prize
court at Kirkwall. The Admiralty
charges that the steamer attempted
to evade search while bound with a
cargo of forage for Malmo, Sweden.
The Fordney sailed from New York
March 20th for Malmo and was taken
into Kirkwall on April 8th, A British
prize crew took charge of her off the
Norweglan coast. The Swedish stea-
mer Hilding, from New York, March
10, for Copnhagen, which was de-
tained at Kirkwall on March 31 was
taken to Leith on April 9. The Ad-
miralty alleges' that the vessel had
copper in her cargo which was not on
the manifest, t
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