1t Is nbe only possibie to read “Run-
away June” each week, but aiso af-
terward to see moving pictures
ustrating our gtory.
(Copyright, 1915, by Serial Publicatior
Corporation.) « B

TENTH EPISODE.
A Prisoner on the Yacht.
Chapter |.

‘Ned Warner, in front of the blazing
windows of the New York cafe, stood
ag one in a daze, deaf to all the words
of Bobbie and Iris Blethering, who
féared, from the ashen pallor of his
face, that his murdercus frenzy might
react upon himself. He saw again his
fovely runawa,; bride beitg forced out
of the cafe against her will by the man
with the white moustache and that in-
térnal scoundrel with the black Van-
dyke, Gllbert Blye! He saw himself pre
vented by the frightened Bobbie and
iris and the solicitous waiters from
dashing among the glittering tables and
grappling Blye the throat and
strangling him to death. He saw himself
rushing to the ornate entrance through
wkhich they Lad taken ais beautiful June
and arriving in time only to see her

whirl away into the mnight in Blye's
juxurious limousine, the heavy man.with
the thick evelids up in front with the
driver, the middle-aged weman and the
vivacious brunette with eoncern and
fright on their pale faces as the dome !
Light of the car shone down upor them,
and on the rear sea: with June the two
men who haq carried her away by vio-
le€nce, the white-moustached man laugh-
éng, and the dark. handsome face of
Gilbert Blye bending over June with
that suave smile on his lips.

Too late! Too late for anything but
his stupor. The limousine -had turned
the corner. On that side of the cafe
there was not a taxi to be seen. Bob-
.hic‘s car stood in front, on the other
straet. While Iris endeavored to arouse
the stupefied Ned., Bobbie ran around
the ,corner and turned down the street
through whiche the limousine haq dis-
sippeared, but where in all that wil-
‘derness of moving vehicles could the
track of June be found? Nowhere! It
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the misty river.

June's struggles were "uséless in that
beaving water and her cries of protest
were unheard in that lonely waste.
Strong arms lifted her to her feet; a
strong hand from above grasped hers,
ang she was pulled up to the deck Be-
low her she heard the laughter of the
three mfen who had abducted her, and
with their laughter blended the shrill,
high voice of that vivacious brunette,
Tommy Thomas. June’s heart sent out
a wild call to Ned. This had been the
first time she had seen his face since
the day of their wedding. .

At the door of the sumptucusly fitted
crimson and zo5la salon on the vacht the
tottering June was comfrontcé by a
stolié steward with gray mutten chop
whiskers, and a puckered-locking stew-
ardess, who wore, as if habitually, a
half whimper.

“The dearie looks faint,”
stewardess. -

“Well, bring the young lady a glass
of"’ wine, you,” gruffly ordered the stew-
ard.

Mrs. Villard came in and dropped in a
chair, while the vivacious Tommy
danced over to the gold lacquered piano,
ite beautiful marine view painted by
the famous Velaz. Blye and the white-
mousiached Curningham and the heavy
Edwards followed, laughing, as Wilkins
wheeleg in from the pantry a pnrtable
buffet, its frosty-topped bottles packed
in glistening ice,

‘““Have a taste of this, dearie. It will
soothe your nerves.” The whining
stewardess held to June's lips a glass
of sherry, but June dréw away from it
with repugnance, and, rising, hurried
away from the sumptuousiy-fitted salon.
Sne did not know where that passage-
wayv led, except that it led away from
that hateful e:mpany.” The stewardess
followed her, :he glass of sherry still In
bPer hand. “Right in here, dearie,”
and she opened the door of a magnifi-
cent stateroom, its mahogany walls
panelled with ivory-tinted tapestry, its
brass bed hung with rich lace.

June hesitated, but down the pas-
sageway came Orir Cunningham, his
eves twinkling and the laughter of wine
upon his lips. June dagted into the
magnificent stateroom, hastily shut the
door and lockegq it.

In the crimson and gold salon were
the popping of corks, gay laughter, in
which even Mrs. Villard joined, and
then the loud strains of swift dance
music, pounded out by the nimble
ingers of Tommy Thomas.

Blye sat quletly, with that suave smile
upon his lips and stroking his Black
Vandyke with s long, lean, white
fingers, upon on€ of which sparkled a
diamond. He rose presently, and, tip-
toeing down the gangway, stopped at
June’'s door and listened. He could hear
an occarional stifled sob as June sat
amid the soft cushions of the couch.
Before her. through a hailf-open door,
could be seen a glimpse of a snowy-
white bathroom, and in ithe adjoining
little pale blue boudoir stoog June’s
own luggage!”

Ned! That brief sight of him had
filled June’s whole soul with longing.
Poor little runaway bride!

There was the rattle of a donkey
engine and the scraping of chains on
the vacht Hilarity. The anchor was
coming up. and there was an instant
change in the easy rocking of the craft.
She shuddered, and then there was the
sound of seething water as the Hilarity
gathered headway. June was on her
feet in 2n iastant. She ran to the por:-
hole and gazed out at the barely-
noving lights along shore. The port-
holes were too small to let her should-
ers tnrough. She ran to the door and
opened it stealthily. then clofed it and
fLeld the knob as Tommy Thomas and
Orin Cunningham danced past in the
salon.

June sat on the couch in her state-
room, with her hands locked upon her
knees, staring into the white slice of
brightness formed by the tiling of the
bathroom, and while she pondered on
what she should do Mane andg Henri
reached the city and stopped at a tele-
graph office. When they came out of
that place a short, wide, thick man who
had been waddling down the street,
with a blunt stub of a cigar in one
corner of his mouth and a look of
habitual furtiveness in his lttle eyes,
started abruptly at sight of Marie, and
when the touring car started the short,
wide man hung on behind, his cigar
stub firmly clamped befween his teeth.

The doorbell rang at the Moore heme
in Brynport Stern John Moore, read-
frg his paper beneath the portrait of
June, looked up qguickly, and there was
a slight tremor at the corner of his
paper. Aunt Debby’s voice was heard.

“Why, it's Mr, Ned and Miss Iris.
Why, gond evenin’. The fclks is to
home.”

Stern John Moore listened with silent
attention while Mrs. Moore, her hand
upon her breast, stifled the emotions
to which Iris Blethering gave full play
as the “kidnaping” was described.

There was but one conclusion among
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the men, and Ned, composing his voice
as he passed from the mention of Blye,
stated that conclusion.
“It is a matter for the police,” he de-
clared and picked up the telephone.
“Our daughter is in danger,” said the
grave voice of John Moore.

CHAPTER II.

In the dock adjacent to the one from
which the Hilarity’s motor tender had
departed there paced, almost perceptibly,
a night watchman, who consisted of an
overcoat, a cap and two glints of eye.
To him there came, as the docks inten-
sified theéir loneliness;, a brisk’ little
chauffeur with a thin mustache and a
woman with high cheek bones.

“The Hilarity!” stated the little
chauffeur, with an accusing tone, and
with a sweeping gesture he pointed to
that adjacent dock where stood a big
hamper with the word ‘“Hilarity” glar-
ing white on its side. “She is gone!”
Then Henri stepped back.

“Yep,” rumbled a frosty voice,

“But her tender,” objected Henrl,
‘“also is gone. Listen, my friend,” in-
sisted Henri, stopping in front of the
overcoat and cap, but' moving aside as
it came irresistibly on. “The facts are
like these: Mademoiselle has gone o:.
board the Hilarity. Behold here is the
maid of the charming mademoiselle. She
was also to have gone on board the
Hilarity. How, then, shall she go?”’

umuno.n

The maid of the charming made-
moiselle now stepped forward.

“Can you drive a motor-boat?”’ sghe

I And Henri snapped the

fingers of both hands, snapped them

three times. “Veila, Mademoiselle

Marie! If it goes I can drive it.”
“Can’t we hire

The overcoat and cap wheeled slowly

direction, and shot forward a|

| back.

yacht Hilarity. I deliver the charming
maid”’—a little bow here—"“and a Kkiss
from the finger tips to the charming
mademoise

Nothing is lost! All is safe!”
“Get off the dock,” came the answer.
‘““But, monsieur:”

“Hike.”

“I, Henri, detest you,” was the angry
response. And he followed Marie off the

Up on the street stood the Villal
touring car, and as Marie and He
climbed in it a fat figure slunk out of
the shadows and hung on behind, grip-
ping a thick cigar butt between its
teeth. Up and dowp the docks rang ed
Henri and Marie, but not one motor-
boat could they find. Wherever they
stopped the thick, fat figure dropped off
the car and slunk into the shadows.
Henri had another idea. He drove
to a nearby saloon and procured a bottle
of whiskey, which he offered to the man
on the dock.

“Thanks.” The Voice was one degree
less frosty. The neck of the bottle dis-
appeared into the slit of the overcoat
collar, and the gleaming bottle turned
heavenward.

“Voila.” Henri himself took a sip
and stuffed the bottle in his pocket. “I
shall go away, my friend, but I shall re-
turn.” He hurried back to the!touring
car up on the street and drove away,
and the thick figure slinking out of thé
snadows hopped on behind.

In the ivory tapestried stateroom, as
the Hilarity steamed slowly across the
bay, - June Warner suddenly rose and
rang for the stewardess. That puckered
person came with alacrity, but before
she went to June she stopped in the door
of the crimson and gold salon, and,
catching the eye of Orin Cunningham,
bobbed her head and smiled her in-
gratiating smile and jerked her thumb

then she turned her pallid eyes toward
Gilbert Blye for a fleeting moment, and
hurried away.

“Did you ring, dearie?’ she whined
as June opened the door.

“Yes.”” June studied the woman a
moment speculatively. She could not
conflde in this creature. *“You may bring
me some water, please.”

““Yes, dearie.” The stewardess whirled
and hurried to the door of the crimson
and gold salon, where Tommy Thomas
sat between Cunningham and Edwards,
with a hand on a shoulder of each. The
stewardess, with a sidelpng glance at
the quiet Blye in the corner, hurried
over to the group on the bench.

“She wants some water,” she Wwhis-
pered, bending over and grinning he:
ugly grin.

“Oh, ves.” Again the grin. “Young
ladies always trust me. Say, I think
she wants to escape.”

"Blye, with a frown on his dark, hand-
some face, walked across and spoke to
Cunningham. Orin nodded, and, his
eyes. twinkling, went to the portable
buftet, where he selected a long-
stemmed, gracefully-shaped, gold-in-
crusted goblet of Venetian glass. He
filled it with ice and set it to one side.
Then, while the others watched him,
Tommy Thomas, with a half sneer ana
Mrs. Villard with shocked concern, he
took from a locked case a tiny stone
bottle. Now he emptied the ice from.
the beautiful goblet and poured into it
a few blood-red drops. Mrs. Villard
half rose and looked toward Gilbert
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ess came up the gangway and called her
in with a jerik of his head. On the lips
of Hdwards there had come a firm set,
ande his heavy-lidded eyes had nar-
rowed. Without a word Cunningham
handed the glass to the stewardess, but
between the two there passed a look
which was full of meaning. Blye, with
his glowing eyes on the glass, smiled
suavely.

“I brought you the water, dearie,”
said the stewardess, entering -June's
stateroom.

“Oh!” An exclamation of\ delight
from June as her eyes widened with
the beauty of the delicate Venetian
goblet. - .

“That’'s something else I made for
you in the pantry, dearie,” explained the
stewardess, in her coaxing whine, and
bobbed her neeck. “It's a fine stimu-
lant and soothing to the nerves.”

June took the fragile glass in. her
hand. Its sheer beauty had won her.
She inhaled daintily, The fragrance
was rhost “appealing. She looked at it
again and smiled. She did feel faint
and weak. She lifted the glass to her
lips, and the tip of her tongue caught
the delicious flavor. Suddenly, as she
tilted the glass. to drink, e caught
the pallid eyes of the stewardess fixed
eagerly upon her. The woman's mouth
was half-open, and she was breathing
hard.

With a flash of intuition, June jerked
her lips from the glass and threw 1,
crashing and splintering, into the fire-
place. \

“Why, dearie,” exclaimed the stew-

ardess, and in great agitation she
pushed a button at the side of the
mantel,
, June’s eyelashes lowered for an in-
stant and her lips set; then quietly shz
went into the little blue boudoir and
sat thoughtfully upon the daintily-up-
holstered settee.

The steward came pompously in.

“Well, you've done it again, you,” hec
growled as he surveyed the splintered
fragments of the delicate Venetian glass.

“No, Percy,” whined the woman and
glared toward the boudoir door with her
pallid eyes. She jerked her thumb in
that direction, and then she winked.

“That’s you,” snarled Wilkins. ‘You
always say it's a guest.”

“How much?’ whispered the woman
in a sibilant hiss, which carried as n
was intended to do..

“Them glasses is $12 apiece, and it'll
be taken from your wages. That comes
out of my pocket!” .

June bit her lips. Twelve dollars! It
was a lot of money to a girl who had
found dollars coming slowly and inde-
pendence hard to win, but she picked
up her purse. After all, she had no
proof that the woman meant anything
but kindliness,

“Is this breakage charged against
you?'’ asked June.

“Why, yes, dearie.”
with the whine.

“How much will it cost you?”

“Twelve dollars!”’ Sniffle. ‘But it's
all a part of our job, so never mind,
dearie.”

A sniffle went

“I do not wish you to lose the money,” |

and quite thoughtfully June counted $12
from her slender store. She added an-
other for the customary tip, and gave
one to the man, and they thanked her
most obsequiously. As June returned
to the boudoir their suppressed voices
broke out again.

“No,” protested the woman in
whining hiss; ‘that’'s
dobar's mine, anyhow.”

“Nothing yours except what I give
you,” stated Percy Wilkins gruffly.
“That's the law, and you know it. Clean
up that mess, you,” afd he left the
room.

that
my money—the

The woman’s whining mumble could
be heard all the while she was cleaning

up the firepiace. She was gone when
June returned to the stateroom, but on
the floor near the door was a-yellow lea-
ther-bound blank book, its side worn
like glass from the constant friction of
a pocket. June picked it up and opened
it with idle curiosity. On the inside
page, at the top, was the big serawled
word “From.” At the top of the oppn-
site page was the word *“To.” The first
item on the “From” page was dated
(o!nl;r years back,

‘From Sallie Fish, weddi rtion—
2,000 pounds.” T

Eemth this was the item—

Savings, Percy Wilkins—162 pounds.”

On the opposite page the first entry
was:
L1

o ng to the States, : 5
Percy and Sally Wilkins, 22 pounds.”
After that the entries were all in doi-
lars. On the ‘“From” side they were
chiefly the wages of Percy Wilkins ‘and
Sally Fish Wilkins, for they had appar-
ently gone into private service immedi-
ately.. On the “To” side, which repre-
sented the expenditures, there were very
few entries, but they were interesting.
In the four years the woman had had
four cheap dresses besides her uniforms
and very scant accessories. The last
.entry among the receipts was June's $14
under the head of “Tips.” On that
page the book showed an item, “Banked
to the credi; of P. Wilkins, $12,000.”

And it all belonged to the man, every
penny. If the woman had anything it
was g gift. .

A startling thought came to June.
Suppose she achieved her independence,
sSuppose she earned her own money, SO
that she could go to Ned, asking from
him nothing but love In return for her
Jove, would he own what she had earned?
If so, what would become of the prin-
ciple for which she had run away? She
paled ai that thought, and then she
laughed. She did not know the law in
this matter, but she knew Ned. Dear

Ned! She hunted her handkerchief in a
hurry.

(]
CHAPTER lil.

The arrival of an envelope by messen-
ger rendered unnecessary the immediate
need of police aid for the Moore family.

With fingers which trembled in spite
of his habitual control, the father of
June opened the telegram and read this
strange message:

I am sorry I had a certain party tied
and lost in Hunter’'s woods. Please find
him and tell him I am sorry. I am go-
ing to join our darling. 1 will protect
her until we meet again, when all will
be happy. Your faithful MARIE.

New plans were made accordingly.

On the dock against which rocked and
grated the swift little motor-boat Flash
the lonely overcoat and cap pursued
their almost imperceptible way. A tour-
ing car stopped on the street up the
hill.

“It §s cold, my friend, is it not? called
Henri as he rushed forward, bottle in
hand. “Shali we warm ourselves—yes?”’

“Yep,” rolled up the sombre voice,
with frosty cordiality, and the neck of
the bottle disappeared in the slit of the
overcoat collar.

“The motor tender from the Hilarity
—it is not yet returned, eh?”’

“Nope.”

“Voila!” Henri is even cheerful as he
races back up the dock. *I shall return,
my friend, Monsieur Frappe.”

As Henri jumps intp his car a dim,
fat figure slinks out of the shadews and
hops on behind. g

Left alone momentarily, June threw
open the door which she had just locked
and dashed back along the gangway
toward the pantry. At the emd of the
passage she found a companionway
which led her up to the deck. She
rushed forward to the prow, taking in
at a glance that they were far from
shore and in the open water. The dis-
tant lights glowed dully through the

mist, but just ahead of her, on the port
side, bore down the red and green lights
of a tug. : :

“Ahoy!’ she cried lifting her hands
to her mouth like a megaphone. “Ahoy!”
she screamed, y

Strong arms seized her—the heavy-
jawed officer she had seen as she: had
come on bbard. Two others came run-
ning up, Edwards and’ Cunningham.
Close behind were Tommy Thomas and
Mrs. Villard, the former laughing, sthe
latter panic-stricken. A handkerchief
was pressed against her mouth, and the!
tug flashed by. : 3 1o

It was Edwards and Cunningham who
dragged June down into the crimson
and gold salon, and as June was jostled
in the first thing she saw was the dark,
bandsome face of Gilbert Blye! He wag
standing -at the portable buffet, quietly
drinking a glass of wine! J

P. Wilkins ard wife came ruaning in,
and Edwards, panting, his heavy lips
parted in a half-snarl and half-grin, re-
leased his hold®on June. et

‘“Lock her up,” he ordered and joinad
Blye at the buffet. Blye lifted his glass,
suavely smiling, as June, now unresist-
ing, was led away.

Inside her stateroom June locked her
door and at the same time heard ‘it bolt-
ed from the outside.

On the dock the overcoat and cap
watched the figure of Henri with drowsy
nterest, also a short, thick figure.

“Say, what do they want?" the short,
thick figure asked, with stiff lips.
“Didn’t 1 tell you before to hike?"

ened. ' It rose. The cap stiffened its
angle. he combination scrambled to its
feet.

*They stole the Flash.”

“Stole it! Who?”’

“Oh, who?’ The tone was one of in-
finite contempt.  ‘“Why, the little pink-
whiskered guy and the bony dame! Stole
it! And now where did they go™

“The yacht—what’s her name??” The
overcoat and cap were still hazy.
cap turned gropingly toward the ham-
per, on the adjoining dock, where the
name stood out in blunt white letters,

| “Hilarity!” “The”’— =

‘“The Hilarity!”” Bil Wolf stooped
with his hands on his knees to stare
at that information which had been in
plain sight all night. e for a tele-
phone. Gee, look at that boat go!”

Upon the swelling waves rode the
Hilarity, and all on board of her, save
the officers of the night and one other,
were sound asleep,

That one was June Warner. She had
noiselessly dressed herself in a yachting
costume, and now she slowly removed
a bar which held the slidipg of a secret
panel she had discovered in the wall of
her cabin.

Swiftly, silently, June gained the deck.

The:

Swiftly, silently, the runaway bride
crept out and down the side of the yacht
and dropped as noiselessly as a cat into
the motor-boat while .the long, pink
fingers of the dawn lwep; athwart the
yellowing sky.

With a thumping, heart June started
the motor, and at the sound, Gilbert
Blye's dark, handsome face appearel
above the rail.

(To Be Continued.).
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husked the warm steam of breath. “Get
off the dock.” /

“The beautiful little motor-boat!” in-
terrupted Henri, with ingratiating en-
thusiasni. “My friend, Monsieur Flam-
beau, would it not be possible—""

“Nope.”

“Voila!” Henri was quite cheerful. *1
shall return again, my friend Frappe.”

Henri was just starting his car and
the short, thick figure had Just slunk
out of the shadows to hop on behind
when the overcoat and c sat on the
edge of the dock, with their feet dang-
ling toward the water,

“Ah!” breathed Henri
figure beside him,
We shall wait!”

“Is there any 1eft?” husked a voice.

“Pardon,” abjectly apologized Henri—
“a thousand pardons, Mlle. Marie!”
And he produced a fresh bottle.

The thick, short figure slinking back
into the shadows wiped its lips with 1ts
tongue and shivered.

Dawn—slowly the chill, grey mist
which lay upon the river began to clear.

‘“Voila,” cracked the voice of Henri,
but the tone was cheerful still. ‘“He
sleeps!” .

It was true. The overcoat and cap,
after bobbing and swaying dangerously
over the water's edge for hour after
hour, had at last stretched out on the
dock for the slumber due to a night-
watchman who was thoroughly at ease
and thoroughly warm.

Henri and Marie, with all the mental
effect of stealthiness, sprang into the
swift-looking little motor-boat.

A short, thick figure came painfully
waddling out on the dock and shook
the overcoat. The cap wabbled.

“Hey!"” This was from the short, thick
figure, but the aperture through which
the sound came was so stiff that the re-
sult was only a wheeze.

A snore came from the overcoat.

“Hey!” A punch, a kick, but a stiff
kick which had no force.

“Ugh!’ The grunt was from the
night watchman.

“Well, you with the distillery breath,
I tried to tell you all night, didn’t I? Oh,
get alive! This is Bill Wolf, the privats
detective, talking to you.”

“Ugh!” The cap moved, but the over-
coat was still asleep.

“They stole the Flash.

“The Flash!”

to the - stiff
“At last it arrives!

I say, they”—
The overcoat straight-
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3

The correct definition

What You Have to Do [0 % csi—

LLOW these directions and you have an excellent chance of
securing one of the above cash prizes. Firstly, order a 10c

tin from your grocer and get familiar with Paris Pate.

set to work and win a prize as follows: :
Look carefully through the different pages of this paper and

s on black squares similar to the
reduced illustration shown here. When these letters are placed in
their proper order, they compose a sentence which we ourselves
have made up as being a good definition of what Paris Pate is. Clip
each letter out separately. You will find there

are 31 altogether. Now arrange and paste them

in their right order on a sheet of paper so as to

make a complete answer to the question—

“What is Paris Pate?”

consists of six words altogether.

capitals form the first letters of each word.

Then
definition.

letters in May, 1915,

e

Any number of definitions may
be sent in by any one person, but
the top of a Paris Pate carton
must accompany each separate

There are 31 letters altogether,
and the definition consists of six
words. Each letter must be used.

The letters must be neatly past-
ed on a sheet of paper, the name
and address of the sender being
written on :he same sheet.

All definitions must reach our
office on or before the 3l1st of

invite you to enter our big prize contest. [t is open to
all and every user of Paris Pate is given an opportunity
to win one of the following handsome prizes

VALUABLE PRIZES FOR CORRECT DEFINITION OF PARIS PATE

. PARIS PATE is made at Montreal and has become
first favorite in thousands of homes in Canada.
Everybody ought to get- acquainted with Paris Pate.
All who have tried it are enthusiastic about it.

FIRST PRIZE, -

THIRD PRIZE, - $10.00
FOURTH PRIZE, $ 5.00

A

Rl

n Black Squares, when properly arranged, make up the correct

-

Send in Your Definition

S soon as you have made out the definition and pasted the
letters in their correct order, write your full name and ad-
dress cleatly. Then enclose in an envelope with the top of

a Paris Pate carton and mail direct to us.

done or the answer will be disqua’ified.

All definitions received will be kept together until June 1st.
On that date they will be placed before a special committee, who
will draw at random from the pile, and the sender of the first cor-
rect definition opened will be awarded the first prize 9f'$30, the
second opgned will receive $25, and so on through the list. It does
not follow that the first letter to come to hand will be the first
prize winner. Probably a large number of letters will be opened
before the correct solution is found.
composed by us has been placed in a sealed envelope and ﬁle.d
with our solicitors. It is known only to the Manager of Paris
Pate and our Advertising Agent.

'Definition of PARIS PATE. Can you discover it?

Contest'Positively Closes
on May 31st, 1915.

All Definitions should be addrecsed- to

-

Every Member of the
Family may compete.

Contest Dept., PARIS PATE, 51 READING STREET, MONTREAL, QUE.

The correct definition as

7 his must be

>




