By special arrangement for this
ing moving picture theaters. By
week, but also afterward to see mov-

CHAPTER L.

T like magic and closed bebind
iVandyked man’s car was in a snar] at
Ibey stopped at the Plaza hotel, and
opened it. Inside the lid was the pic-
ment in frowning meditation. It was
ed and turned into the park just as

At that hour Iris Blethering sat pour-
day chum and the bosom friend of

“Rot,” observed Bobble. *“How long

“Rot,” said Bobbie. “Why deesn't
came through. He did not return to

“June!”
“Where's Ned?” he quite maturally
“where’s
Ned?’
“What did he do, dear?” This from

i
paper a photo-drama corresponding
to the installments of “Runaway
June” may now be seen at the lead-
arrangement made with the Mutual
Film Corporation it is not only pos-
sible to read "Runaway June” each
ing pictures illustrating our story.
}
In Pursuit of the Runaway Bride
HE runaway bride, who led the
chase, seemed to-be lucky, for
the trafic opened befere ber
ber like a wall. As she turned into
Central park at Fifty-ninth street, safe
from immediate pursuit,. the black
Fifth-gixth. As he came out of that
Pocket he leaned forward, after a look
abead, and spoke crisply to his driver.
the man, hurrying up the steps, sud-
denly paused. With a smile he drew
from his pocket a tiny gold watch and
ture of a beautiful young girl with a
bandsome collie. The black Vandyked
man gazed at the picture for a mo-
the runaway bride.

As be entered the hotel Ned's taxi,
with the futtering white ribbons, pass-
June Warner turned out of it at Sev-
enty-second street, heading for River-
side drive.
ing ber voluble sadness into the ears
of Bobbie in the Blethering home on
Riverside drive. She had been school
June Moore, but now there was no
June Moore, only a June Warner, and
June Warner might become a stranger.
are they going to be gone?”

“Three weeks. It's an eternity, Bob-
bie!”
somebody answer that doorbell ?*

It bad only just rung, and immedi-
ately the hollow Blethering butler
announce any one, however. Instead
the caller rushed straight in and threw
lerself into the arms of Iris.

Bobbie Blethering stood by and watch-
ed the tableau for a moment; then he
went to the door and looked out.
inquired.

‘The only answer was a sob.

“Junie,” pleaded 1ris,

“I—-I—1 left Ned!” June wailed. *I
ran away!”

“Aw, I say!” protested Bobbie.

Iris.

“He—he gave me money!”

| “He gave you money!” Iris repeated

The Black Vandyked

this numbly after awhila “Did you
say he gave you money 2"
“Yes.,” June straightened up as she
the dificulty which lay be-
fore her. Iris, while a warm snd loyal
was not exactly a

poz:' nor a sensitive one and Mt‘

perbaps not understand the deep
fcal significance of what had W
Bobble didn’t count.
“Just after the
mother gave me a purse,
not left that on the Ii
home I might not In'n
dicament until it
Ned and I were on

it
tal

ﬂnmm

however, |

I bad
3 2

a dollar in his nice, cheery way; then
he turned around and gave me $30—in
just the same way! Don't you see?”
And she shuddered with the recollec-
tion of her humiliation. “Then 1 had
a dream,” went on Jume, With more
vigor, bound now to make them um-
derstand. “I saw myself béing paid
for being a wife, as mummy pays the
servants and Ned pays his Stenogra-
pher. I saw Ned giving mé money as
be gives it to beggars! 1 saw myself
always holding out my hand for cheri.
ty!” And she was a most pathetic lit-
tle figure as she upturned’ her palm.
“I couldn’s stand it. So 1 threw down

" | the $30 and slipped off the'train amd

came back.” :
“But you had no money!” said Iris.
“I got on the train anyhow and sold
my watch to a funny old lady,” June
explained. She paused to remember
something—the black Vandyked man
who .now had ber watch. He bad
bought it from the old lady on the
train, so that June could some day re-
deem it. That was very:nice of bim.

He Caught Up the Portrait and Press-
ed It to His Lips.

She had his card and .was Teaching tor

it when she noticed that Iris’had ‘gone

to the telephone.

“You mustn’t telephone anybodyl"
the runaway bride insisted. “You
would be betraying my confidence.”

“But what do you intend to do?”

“What about Ned?” Bobbie suddenly
blurted, the thought of young Warner,
alone on the train with the honeymoon
luggage, flashing on his mind. ;

“Ned's a_darling!” And June's lip
quivered. “He’s an angel!” Bat I can-
not be a burden to be carried on Ned's
back, I shall stay away from Ned un-
til I achfeve my own independence.
Then we can walk together band in
band—in mutual self respect and sc-
cepting from each other nothing but
love!

“It 18 for his happiness as well as
for mine,” June insisted firmly, ‘‘The
world will not be bappy until women
walk in strict equality with men, Iris,
deat” She saw by the face of her
friend that cold logic was wasted. The
two girls walked upstairs, and Iris ush-
ered her still bosom friend into & cozy
little guest room. »

Meanwbhile Ned Warner began to be
familjar with ‘the bronze panther on
the overhanging rock in the park and,
casting back in his memory, reflected
that he must have passed it about five
times.

But wby had June married him?
Why bad she walked down the aisle of
the Brynport chapel with him that
morning? Perhaps the black Vandyk-
ed man was married, and marringe
was the only road to June's freedom.

He could stand this train of thonghts
no-longer. He whirled up ‘Rivérstde
drive, past the very house where June
was then talking to Iris and turned
his key in the lock of tlie place which
was to have been home. Home! And
this was his return! Here were all
the furnishings which they had bought
together. Here had clultu'ea ul his
dréams of hippiness.

It imust be his task: to find that man!

June wus still June—and his June!
He caught up the portrait and preéssed |gers.
It to his lips And held it in his aris
And sank down by the bed sobbing. ' °

At that moment June and Iris wére
sitting fn the big walnut paneled li-
brary, and Bobble wandered in. When
hie saw the girls he started back.

“Don’t go, Bobbie!” called Iris. She
walked straight up to him and hela
out her hand. “Producel™

“What's the price?” he asked.

‘&b, a hundred.”

ow did you guess my rofi?” in-
- the cheerfal Bobbie, ‘m
"“3.'?4'.. o; bills with g
at une smifled
her enhrru-nm. She had n%y-
umr of fact snd

m-uh or _inde
%"&m away. "0), I can't

m 1 dﬂl’t. know you

_else m" uuma
est way.

“That's just tt'."“:luo pointed o::

you, see t & 8
ﬁb& wimh it nm see | train—8lipped
that if X can't
from my hu"‘hml 1 mﬁo-ib)y Tet
You accept for me a gift of money
from your husband? Don't be angry,:
lﬂs.'plene. T'm fighting for a princi-
ple.”

*“Oh, Mr. Thomas Rot!" exploded
Bobbie.

“That attitude is at the bottom of
the whole thing, Bobbie,” argued June,
with spirit. “Because the man has
supported the woman for ages he has
made himself the master. That de-
stroys the woman’s self respect, and
love dies.”

“She’s a fine kid,” said Bobbie hearti-
1y, “but if she’s going to draw the line
on money which has been handed
from & man to 3 woman she’ll have
to 1t fresh from the mint.”

t will you do, June?’ fretted
Iris.

“If I only bad that purse mummy,
gave me,” mused June.

“She got that from your father,”
Bobbis was vnkind enough to remind
her.

“Oh, that was daddy’s money,” Ehe
brightly replied, no trace of concern on
her brow, “and it's the last I can take
from them now tbat I'm married. Iris,
couldn’t you go out to the house and
say you'll send it to me?”

“Just the thing!* Iris was bubbling
immediately with enthusiasm. “We'll
go right out now. Bobbie, call the car.”

“You mustn't let them know I'm
here,”” warned June. “You mustn't let
any one know!”

Within five minutes Iris and Bobbie
in the swift little runabout were head-
ed for Brynport. In the library June
bad found a picture of Ned ameng
some other intimate photographs, and
it was with constant reference to this
and amid constant talking to it and
constant caressing of it that she penned
her important message:

My Poor, Dear Boy—I1 cannot explain in a
letter what happened today. When I am
free, dear Ned, 1 will make you under-
stand and forgive. You must not try to
find your unhappy dbride, JUN

CHAPTER il

UNT DEBBY came arcund the
corner of the Moore house in
all her glory—stif lavender
dress with the red posies on it,

Yellow hat with the green feather, tan

shoes and blue stockings.

“Howdy, Aunt Debby!” Bobbie Bleth.
ering, with his chattel beside him,
swung up the drive in his fast little
runabout.

June’s parents came to the door,
John J. Moore in the blue and tan
smoking jacket which he had refused
to wear until tenderness at June's ap-
proaching departure had brought him
to it, and Charlotte Moore in the gray
silk dress embroidered by Juné’s own
hands.

“Come right in,” heartily Invited Fa-
ther Moore, and Mother Moore, with
soft eyes, shook Bobbie by one hand
and Iris by both.

“We bave only a minute to stay,”
began. Iris, starting to talk as they
went into the library. “I heard frem
June,” Iris rattled on. Father Moore,
in the parlor, came straight over,

“She missed ber purse,” glibly went
on Iris, while Bobbie eyed her with ad-
miration. “She's afraid she lost it
Did she leave it here?”

‘“Right on that table® And Mrs.
Moore's, eyes sparkled. She took it
from & drawer in a desk,

“That girl always was careless about
money,” laughed Mr. Moore as if it
wers & virtue.

Bobble glanced at Iris. She was as
serene as a plate of ice cream:

“T'Il send it to ber,” offered Irts, and
Mrs. Moore .mlllnz‘ly put it in her
hand,

“Why didn’t June wire us?” puzzled
father, his fists bulging in the pockets
of his gay siioking jacket.

“Yes, ‘why didn’t she?® Mothers
yoice was full of anxiety, but as she
saw the unrufied expression of Iris
Blethering's face she began to bridle.
If Junie could wire her friend, why
couldn't she wire her mother? .

“Yon have such slow delivery out
here,” promptly explained Iris.

“Just ‘what did she say?”

Iris cast her eyes to the ceﬂlng nnd
began telling off the words on her fin-

“Bhone mother 1 can't find my purse.

id I forget it? Extrémely -happy.
Bushels of love to all. ‘June.”

- I'wenty minutes weré all the callers
could spare. They drove down the
boulevard. A taxicab flashed by them,
bnt thiey did not noticd it Ned Wit

in the taxi, and he was out
on the porch before the ma-
elln had come to a stop. Johnh
Mdore answered the bell, and he moa
a8 if petrified when he Baw his Son-ifi-
lugt éxpression.

“Have you heard rrom June?” husk-

£ |ed Ned.

_“Ist’t she with yon?" The volee of
luol'i Wis strained and tense.
m.l.ﬂ. Mbore came hurrying out, her

"Mx" she cried. She nt down to

en (the ﬁxl nd numl tto

you not 'lth Inr?’
«I don’t kbow.”

n Red's the
“'2! ﬁmvnrn."'i ;
‘She wouldn't do such a thlnz the
out good ca M‘ " declared Mrs. Moore
with irm convlctlon.

“What happened? 'This sharply; | there

from Moore.

“I don’t understand, Sho told me uha
lost her purse. X gave her some mon-
ey, and she went to sleep with ber
heéad on my shoulder. I pillowed her
more ‘comfortably on the seat by and
by and went into the smoker. I drop-
ped-in to look at her about every five
minntes, and wheén' T came back
we had passed Farnville she was gone.
She left the money on the seat. Here
it is.” And he showed them the three
crumpled bills, one partly torn.

“How do you know she returned to

' New York?” demanded Moore,

“Isaw her. I got off at the next sta-
tion and 'telephoned. The station mas-
ter at Farnville reported that he saw
her getting on a down train. I took an
express and overhauled her as we came
into the Grand Central station. I saw
her leave the station and get into a
taxi.”’

‘“You are holding something back!”
Moore charged. “I want to know the
truth!”

“You have all I can tell you,” declar-
ed Ned. He would not tell them about
the black Vandyked man, and June
was Mrs. 'Warneér now.

“Will yon get your wraps, please,
Chnrlotte?" June's father finally said,
and rose. “We are going to Iris. I'll
order the car.”

They were grim and silent as they
sped away.

While they rode the black Vandyked
man, in Sherry’s, sat at the end of a
long table between a jovial host with
a gray mustache and a ponderous man
with heavily, lidded eyes and short
hair.

There were & dozen placed at the
fable, and wine hissed at every plate,
but the others of the party, which in-
cluded a half dozen vivacious and gay-
ly gowned young women, were danc-
ing. The three men talked in low
tones, their heads bent together, and
the black Vandyked man was the
most silent. Finally he began to talk
and grew enthusiastic, and presently
he drew forth June’s little gold watch.
Then he flashed open the lid. - Al
three men bent eagerly over it. They
gazed upon the lovely features of the
runaway, bride, their faces bent close
together. They clapped the blackVan-
dyked man on the shoulder.

It was during this time that June
Warner, sitting quietly in a corner ot
the library with Bobbie and Iris and
with her mother's purse still in her
hand, heard a familiar voice in the
vestibule.

‘“Daddy!™ She dashed from her
chair in'a flash and went npstairs to
her room, .

“Where's Junfe? Mrs. Moore had
pushed through ahead of the en.

John Moore walked straight to Bob-
bie Blethering and /shook an awe fin-
spiring finger at that young man.

‘“Where's my girl?” he demlnded.
~Bobbie slowly straightehed.

“Well, she's here,” he sald. *What
of it2”

“I'll tell you what of itI" said Iris
“June has decidéd mot to see any of
you just yet, and she won’t!”

“ITi8,” begged’ Mrs. Mooré, “what
does it all mean?”

Iris took two letters from the mantel
She gave one'to Ned and one to Mrs,

"Wilyhro imo here ilolii* ;
Moore. Her husband: loohl over her
lhoulder. Tho Tetter was to—

m-m !n n qu{- wﬁw 3&'%
Jeave N Some day I will
nndomnnd and forgive. Flease he”
to dear Ned and love
YOUR LITTLE
“Here's the man!” shouted:
voice full of sudden fory. He held
gm- ogbvnﬂﬂncﬂlﬁinlhdﬁl
ec. “These are Jutie's gloves.
Were lying on the table, and this
uil was in them!”

m'ﬂ nml" called Irls, m

m"

d atlc. M'Ull
.bhumlmu-

bouse, calling Jone,  Ned'
stairs, but in the hall lris met bim
with a frightened face. “She 15 gone!”
searched for her then, but
) trae OF her. -

CHAPTER Ill.
RS. GILBERT BLYB was in

big green parrot, which, from
Téngth and sharpness of nose

and heigbt of eye arches, thight have .
béema sister to her. A maid announced ',
that some one had wanted 16 see Mr.

Biye, and, since he was not it home,
would Mrs. Blye care to say wheny
he was? He came to New York on an
early train.

Mrs. Blye rose instantly. She sailed
straight into the hall and cantonted

Mrs. Gilbert Blye Was In Shrill Voice
Converse With a Big Green Parrot.

the five earnest visitors. *‘Did you say
Mr. Blye returned on an early train?’

“Yes.” Ned tried not to speak curtly.
“Y'saw him.”

“I'am Mrs. Blye. 1s there anything
I can:do:for you?' The lady- was
studying:the group. with a’shrewlike
penetration. * Mrs.. Blye' began'to; wor-
ry\herself...- Also she:began;to suspect.
That ‘last.was  ber specinlty ML you
will tell.me the nature ot your. buslnesl
with- Mr, Blye'I‘may-be able to' loulte
hiow”

“I want my daughter!” blurted out
Joho Moore, his lips squaring.

“Oh!” And Mrs. Blye's voice rose.
“Your daughter!” She glared at them
for a momwedt. *“Will you pleage walty”
she asked and sailed back through the
hall.  They could hear her sharp voice
telephoning.  She had called her hus-
band's club, and they heard -her ex-
claim 1ndignantly, “Where, Sherry’s?”
Shie was’ back, blazing. bbe had her
bat in ber hand. “He's at Sherry’s!”
shé shbrilled. ;

An electrie coupe stood at the door. |

She slammed into tbat, turned on the
lights and rolled away with as much
vigor as was in the capaclf§ of ber
machine. . Bobble’s runabout darted
after her and passed her and then
ciinie the limonsine with Mr, and Mrs
Moore and Ned.

Poor June! It had been hard for ber
to leavé those beloved voicés down
tbere in the Hbrary, but she had made
up ber mind very firmly that nelther
shie nor Ned could be bappy it she was
alwnyl to feel that shie was & chattel.
She ran back to the desis'for Ned's
photograph, then stepped lightly. out
on the tiny side porch, jumped down to
the little embankment and fled. as
light: as _thistledown, along the side of
the house and out at the Ifttle grocer's
gate.

Where how should she go? . The
apdrtments, their home, hers and
Ned's! Sue hurried up in‘ thiat direc-
tidn, but at the first corner slie stopped

‘]for an instant and darted oyer toward

Broadwway, = She bhad realized three
things almost simultaneously — first,
that they might come out of the Bleth-
ering house at uny instant and see ber;

lsecond, that she had no key and, third,

that Ned ‘might come theré. It wonld
be thie_most likely place for hitm to go
in his fonéliness.

In fond memory, stopping at the
Orst dark.corner, sbe went over each
of the dear rooms, furnisi Just to
At her ang delight her—the white and

14 reception room, the white and

dmwlng room; the white and
black nnnrv, the white and biue bed.
T00m, thie'all white kitchen. 'She saw
Ned in_every room and berséit there.
Now flustied and happy she was ex.
perimenting with thie toy range, 1ow
they weré dinfog together all alone,
She was playfully feeding Ned, and
e wag seisoning the meat:with stolen
kisses, walking clear around the ta-
ble to get'them. ‘I'ey were #pending

fu the library.

to ber Mouth to choke uezu b, On
l!rondmy sbe lmlled a2 pa

All wn lparklln. lt

Gil Biye had taken 3
Mb:&fm He nulua ‘

§
K

shrill voiced converse with a '

‘eéveniifg of blisstu) couhmmmm‘ e
She suddenly beld ber windkerchlet |3

dance one ro
SUTH io" 7

Before that ok wes avor, haWar-

o, Biys saw an apparition i

The appatition

man {Ith 2 lo

B i ‘u"rﬂed ovor o, hbw‘ . :
A 0 .

- _

“m 18 uut woman?"

Tong " Diger
lmam bh‘bk
an ‘béen dan

$ 'a thll, Ahiguiat wo-
£i086 4ud D

Q&'::n%ptmu hﬂh 4

e let

ber ltnnned by this unexzpected revol
As he ‘went down the Steps e
tier shiteking sotnething srter hith, and
Be Burfled. ‘As'he dashed obt of !N'
‘door he ‘ran info & group Who Were
coming in. They were.the u_oorq.
Bleﬂmlnxl and o W 5
was upon them i'
jumping into the !uxurlonl Mhi:g
racing limounsine, with the Jittle wa
in ‘his hand, befote they realized: thlt
this Wak the mian they Were' nhuht.
_ “There ko goes!” ‘erfed Néd.
Scoundre]!”

Blyé, moving rnpldly gm nw t“
confusion and blamed bis wife tor t!

| scene, for now sbe wes in the lea

of the excited gronp, which was rush-
fng toward him, :

. - . * - [ .

The house of the Moores at Bryn-
port was dark when June arrived, the
dear old bouse, It stood back amid
the dim trees, with a dignity and
beauty which she had mnever before
thoroughly appreélated, and at the
gate she -hesitated as if, with no one
to welcome her, she had mo right bere.

‘There was a welcome, though, and a
Joyous one, a joud. hearty one, a se-
ries of delighted barks from her dog
Bouncer.

Thé hole through which he umally
emerged had been found and closed,
but he whasted no time on that. He
merely came through. the windoyw,
bringing a part of the sash with nim,
and here ‘be was roning circles
around her, leaping at her, crouching,
barking at the top of his voice, dolng
everything in bis power to show bet
that sbe was a welcome visitor at thik
place and in ‘his nenrt at any. hour, ol
the night or day.

Hé ‘had kootn uer \'ery preulcc
Erom far back in: the stied.

1t ‘was the work of a minute forJune
to clamber tlnou;h an unlocked klt(.n

en window. apd to rush: upstairs, get
her mald, Marle, gelze several gar-
ments and drag with her the. astopnd-
ed servant.

“Miss June! Afiss June!” cried Atnt
Debby, oot of bréath ‘trom _futiniog,
but Jane only waved a band at her a3
the taxi swept out of the drive.

A litousine had stopped in front at
the house, and a black.Vandyked men
had Clll'hm

“Miss Mqore!” tie called, but Jm'l
taxi rattled on. He jumi

m /
oWn ¢ar and gave the word and ihr&-

e n switt pursuit.

!l‘he tio machines were still in nrghc i

hen the. runabout of Mlh M
m’unm the circle.
4 .

Adnt Debby,

3 ‘mthMﬁ&tm

lm_unw-mm-mm

“Is June here?”
the occupants at

the doorway, and his face tarned coid. |
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oﬁmmn mmch April q
Lille Is only a few ki omitres away
ehind the trenchens’ Whith fire o
pite the Cafiadiahi. ‘One ‘of- onr
{nteligence omm i transtated’ Yor
me an article in Gazette De 'Lillé, a
German piblleation, which 18 rémark-
ablé as showing Gerﬂan bagled of the
British. It is h nnd
rron. and is as follows:—
“Bach German man and ‘Womuan,
young dnd ‘old, has in their heart an
image of Bismarck as 'a plilar of fire,
which will support us durin g ﬂié tém-
pestuous days that are ahedq.
fire {8 revived in each German bfcnst
and will be continued. Thé fire of
hate, for no one I8 repeatmg now the
love the eneémy.’
We have all ofie great’ enenmy agaihst
us, ‘England. ‘The tfme has passed
when® we render homage to anything
Britiéh. ‘God. must punish Iah
and wé will punish her. ‘The
our just hate is'like a fiery ci’oas
Take & tén times’ vehﬁennce for - the
dbath of your Heroe

“The article 18 ke tha ten comms
ments, : and . thén officially bﬂﬁl

HE @
AGAN 8T B
6

fathers, miGthers,” children,
Inbtfﬂxtloﬁa, mastérs. and wbrkmeﬁ all

4in-their. own way/ to show- theéir groa

%ntfod for: the ‘arch'ehemy,. Enslahd
vén bables are to he lndéma
hhtred for Albion, ‘and Hné
birds of the forest ave 1o carry it
o fieSsage, and when they fall lhe
eChoes aré ‘to bé pressed luto service
to spredd the gospel of ha

* What ‘Carthage was 'to oma. Eng
land 18 to ‘Germany,” thé articel con-
cluded; because for us this war 1s a
miatter of national 1ife and death.” At
the bottom of & ‘cohimn, in great Ger-
mun letters, are the Wofdb “'God Pun-
ish thé Bnghsh,” ana there is tlgo a
facsimile figura of the awthor, Lieut,
Wol Kaden. One of these papers was
précipitated Tnto the Canadian Hnes by
a daylight rocket.  The officer naively
remarked: *“ We know how our friend
the enemy Mkés us, but we can’ give
ki tit for tat.”
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EMPRESS OF INDIA'S
VARIED HISTORY.
St
. LONDON, April 6.-~THe Empress of
Indfa, 'of the Catiadfan Pacific ly
Conipany’s Pacific ffest, has i
80 'thaty ‘changes dnﬂnx the lagt’ uit
months that she 1s unretognlnblu at
thgv esent ‘tihe. " vty
the nrm Adm feqiist-
tioned hér she was paltited @ dull grey.
Then the Maharaja Scindhia of Givi-
gor and othier Midiah Princes Bought
ier ‘and' fitted Her as ‘& ospi
and n gich with ‘the' new ' of
she  recently Teft' mbay

! mnmf white, ‘with mn% ack

on‘the water ilne ‘and
Wllt)l;clk rEe red crobges
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. winen Admiral Sir Prederick Stur-
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