A Big Street Car System.

* || THE street milway system of Buenos Ayres covers an

immense mileage, there being 330 miles of line in op-
eration. This fact is the more remarkable when it is re-
membered that the population of the Argentine city is only
about one million and a half.

'I;he Wolvesof New York

A STORY OF LOVE AND MYSTERY

Lilian Reveals to Esther and Borra-
dale True Identity of the “%

“Beast.”

have marks
upon their

"Becauss they all
’ Yery asimiiar to that
wTista™

“¥es,” cried Esther. "I have seen
it upon Harold's. He called my at-
tention to It once, and sald his
felher had just such a mark. liow
Yery strange!”

The Family Charscieristics.

"You are very like a Bourradale Im
face, too,” said Esther. “When 1
first met you 1 used to wonder of

+ whom you reminded me. Look at
that pictore”—she pointed to that
portrait of the oldest Borradale.
“Do you siot ses Lhe resemblance™

They looked, and all were bound
10 admit the likeness.

It is curious, as you say,” said
Raall, “but it is imposaidle inat
there #hould be any relation. My
father never mentioned the nams
of Borradale™to me. and. of course,
I know all of our family connec-
tions. I ghould say it was because
of this accidental resemblance that
the old sclicitor, Grimstead, chure
me te take the place of the real
Basll, And I am sternaliy grateful
to him for baving done mo” He
lotked affectionatesly ai Esther aa

he spoke.
& They examined the picture of
’ Harold, and Esther pointad out the
J obviousn changes in It, including

that of the ring. {
*Hareld pever had such aring”
[ she protested.
“It iz the Borradale signet” said
., Llllan. “I have seen it over aad
over again™
“You have seon it!” chorused the -

replied Lillan,
“And upon the finger of him you
eall the Curse™

CHAPTER CXIIL
The Son Named Lorika
“rhe Borradale signet ring—and
it is upon the Anger of the Curse
that you bhave seon iL!” There was

borror and disgust In Esther's
— —— -

‘. “Yes ‘l'u must re b that

accept the facts as we know them,
and, o my mind, the obvious course
Is to save Esther, to separate her
compietely from these abomina-
tiona, and then to leave the Borra-
dale Curse to die out with Harold,
the last of the race”™

“I think you are right” sald
Basil. “Certainly, we are bound to
rescue Esther from thess contami-
nations at whatever cost it may
be#-—aven at the riak of publicity.
We shall breathe more easily when
W& are on our way lo New York:
the very air of this place seems
defiled by the suggested pressnce
of that monster.” He glanced at
the pleture with horror and aver-
sion, but, presently, as he looked,
his eyeés soltened.

“That those two faces should be
brought into contsast!™ be ex-
claimed. *“That evil thing blotting
oul the sweet face beneath! She
must have tean beautiful, Mrs
Borradale, beautiful, but with how
much sorrow expressed by those
pale lps and thin cheeks! There
is a capacity for great love In her
eves, She loved and suffered—that
is what I read in the picture™

The Lot of the Borradales.

“Ehe was a Borradale. and suf-
fering was her lot.” -sald Esther,
with unwonted bitterness “But
died happy."”

At that moment the old butler ap-
peared to announce that lunch was
ready. A general move was made
from the room, though it wes not
without regret that Basil tore him-
selfl away from the picture.

“IL fadcinates me,” he said. T
can exclude the horror from my
mind and think only of the swest
woman whose face wan orginally
painted upon that canvaa I pever
knew my own mother,” he added,

aimost to himeelf, “she died while I
was still & baby.™

(Continued Tomorrow.)

(Copyrighted by W. R Hearst).

Zorska was old Borradale's eldest
son—" began Lillan

*Boraka™
“Yes. Has his real name bever

betn mantioned to you! We have

alwars spoken of him as the Curse

or the Beast. As a matter of fact,

be is peither one mor the other. It

nly as he grew “lhﬁ.-:-rnhﬂz..

Bls abnormities of mind body

aamae upon him."™

“You mean” asked Basil, “that
A the eldegt son he was entitled to
the signet ring™

1 don't know whether he was en-
titled to it—] know he has got it

11 sappose if he iz entitled to the
ring he iz the helr to all the prop-
erty. The Borradales, siuce emi-
to America., have always
clubg to the customs of the family,
which in Eagland was a titled one.
Oid Borradale, aa we know, did not
stknowledge him, but passed him
and the two other sons over in fa-
vor of Harcold 1 can Imagine”—
Lilisn turned again to iook st the
plcture—*“that if anyons cared very
much for Zorska and fancled that
he bad been cheated of his rights,
b might resent the picture of Har-
oM hanging In this room among the
beads of the Borradale family.”

“YTeu think then"—with a sudden
(luminating flash Basil  grasped
what was In Lilian's mind.

&] think that this picture of Har-
old is gradually being altered into
s representation of Zorska—not as
be is, but as he promised to be. 1
have seem & plcture of bim in his
young days—it was an oll-celor,
too—and the face was very like the
ome which is developing upon this
canvas, Zorska's face ls so dis-
sorted mow as mot to be recogniz
able”—Lillan gave a shudder of dis-
gast at the picture which she had

red up—> but I can Iimagine
what It might have been.™

“But.” cried Esther, “who would

~be sufficlently iInterested In this

borrow—this orzska, a mad crea-
ture, whose very existence has to
be kept a secrel—io assert ciaims
for him which are paver likely to
be seriously advanced?™

Lillan turned and pointed to the
picture of Mrs. Borradale.

Portrait Undergelag Change.
~That portrait is belng altered,
too.” she sald to Basil, *“Look at
it closely, Mr. Fleetwood. You see
pow cunningly the ons face has
peen superposed upon the other™
wAstonishing.” he murmured, af-
ter a careful inspection of the can-
vas from near and from a distance
=] can distlnclly see the face wyou
wold me of. And what & terrifying
tace it 1! It is like g Medusa—
gin and sorrow personified. Can
such & thing be living™ &

“Y think ahe iz not only living,
put also mot far from us at the
present moment. That is to say, in
the closed vroomn upstalre. She has

€ onigrated here from Adderiey. It
was she whom [ nearly saw that
day when I foliowed Grimstead and
the Curse to the secret wing of
the old hall It is she who is the
roeal Curse of the Borradales. It Is
she who has instigated all that has
happened in this house. We know
that nhe must have & real affection
for Zorska—he was yapping for
joy—you remember the gqueer
sounds he makes -when Grimstead
fook him to her. Evidently sha
wishes her own pieture and that of
forska to take the place of Mrs
Borradale's and Harold's

“jt Is extraordinary—incompre-
heasible.” PBasil was sitting astride
one of the old chairs and gasing at
the portrait as If fascinated by IL
“wWho can she be? What can be
per motive? What (s the influ-
ence she holds vpon the Borradale
fortupes? Have you no theory, Mra
wWilloughby, not even a basis on
which 1o found sh explanation?

Must Rely on Forcts,

syvou know as much asIdo,"” said
Litian. “Theories which would
probsbly-turn out to be false are

4 of sueh littie use. We must simply

Puss in Boots

Jr.

By David Cory.
ELL, the littls bear 1 told

you about in the last stery
led Puss down a marrew
path till they cams to an opening

in a great rock. And, oh, my, it
looked dark imside, bui the lttle
bear wasn't afraid so Puss followed

him, and after they had gone for a
little ways, the lttle bear locked
around for something. “What are
you looking for?™ asked Puss, but
Just thea the littls bear found a
candie on & rude ahelf, and ufter he
had lighted it he went deeper Into
the cave. So Puss tightensd his
belt and followed. and by and by
they came to & little iron door at
the end of the p e

Well, the littly bear set the can-
dle down om & Ppiece of rock and
then he took out of his pocket & key
and fitted it into the lock, but be-
fore he opemed the door he turned
to Puss and sald: ‘Don’t be fright-
ened at anything you sece or héar,
Only you just remember to Bay
‘bumpty bump!" if you are asked a
queation.” Bo Puss nodded, and the
little bear opémed the door and In
they went. It was as bricht as day
in the big cave where Puss found
b elf, and at a littie table in the

ddle of the place, sat twenty-one
little dwarfs counting gold preves,
Each little man bhad a mck by his
side which be filled as fast as he
could count: but when Puss and the
little bear came in and closed the
door, they all stopped their work
and looked up.

“What are Yyou doing here™
they anked, all in one voice,

“Bumpty bump! replied the little
bear.
“And what are you doing here™
they asked Pusa And, oh, dear
me. For & moment he forgot what
the littie bear had sald. And if he
badn't sald “Bumpty bump!™ pretty
quickly I guess something dreadful
might bave happened.

Then sll the llttle dwarfs looked
frightened to death, and they whis-
pered together and tried to hide
the bags of gold under the three-
legmed stool. But the little bear
stood perfectly still, and, of course,

Puss did just what the little bear
did, for he didn’t koow what else
te do, you know.

Well, pretiy woon one of the lit-
tle dwarfs sald, “What do you
want™ And the little bear and
Pusa replied, both at the same
time, “Bumpty bump!®™ And then
the little dwarfs looked at each,
and oh dear me, how they did
scowl, But pretty soon one of them
filled two amall bags with gold and
brought them ever to Pusa and the

litte bear.

“Bumptly bump!™ sald the little
‘bear. “Bumpty bump'" saild Puss
with a bow, and then the little

bear opened the door, and he and
Puss went out througi the lomg
passage Ll they came to the first
cave, and preity msoon after that
they came out into the sunlight
aguin.

And just then a little bird began
to ming; It was that same I[fttle
yellow bird whose name I'm going
to tell you some day—and Lhis s
the song she sang:

“Bumply bump, bumpty bump!'

Oh, those magical words yeu sald!

Had you disobeyed I'm sure you'd
have stald

In that cave untll you were dead™

Which only shows how every lit-
tle boy and girl =hould do just
what they are told, for when they
don’l. sometimes something dread-
ful happena.

w 11, David Cory
(To Ba Continued.)

Somobre Colors for the Newest Hats

' _ '~ Republished by Special Permission Good
| Housekeeping, the Nation’s Greatest -
Home Magazine

ESPITE the fact that the gown here is an old friend in &
new guise, one might wear this gown on almost any

occasion and be well dressed. And, speaking of hats,
the one to the left is af! example of uncurled ostrich plumes.
The hat to the right is typical of the use of dark shades
rathe- than brilliant hues. This is of maroon velvet,
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ition once was 10 dwell in peace
- making smmunition mnow or
police. We hear no
harmless tattle—the one

theme is the latest battle. "

Bo the Inn t by
on the streset and mind mot their
brothers who atep omn thelr feet
Let so run, let somebody
shout—and the Innocent bystanders
luster about. These times are =

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.
Don't Spare Your Feelings.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I have knoWwn a girl for years
She nursed me when | was {11,

looked out for my welfare In
every way. But she could hardly
ever glve me any time for

pleasure, as she worked nights
and I worked by day. =o | saw
ber only once a week. One day
while at & friend's house 1 met
another girl 1 had known about
six years. I took her home that
evenlag and asked her If 1 could
pee her some evening, as 1 was
lonesome and she was lonesome
too. Our meetings continued
for one year, and the other girl
found out and was upset about
it and told me I had broken her
heart. Well, T mude an honest
confeaslon of It all, and she was
willing to forgive and take me
back, and £he was patient and
kind as evir., But, Miss Fair-
fax, I haven't glven up num-
ber twa. 1 haven't the heart to
hurt her! WAITING,
The person you are considering is
yourself. If you were just a little
braver you would proceed at onece
to the small hurt which would aave
e erbody concerned from the pos-
sible graver hurts to come later,
You cun’t go on like thisx without
cauning acute sullering. What you
are doing I8 breaking faiih with
both women. You must make sure
of yoursell and of your Jove for the
firat girl and then tell the second
girl just how you have drifted into
the situation s unfair to her.

How Wine is Kept.

In the region of Champagne,
France, during times of peace, the
wine in boltles was stored in vault-
ed cellars which were hollowed deep
down In the charlk strata: but cel-
lars of this kind are not not always
of the healthiest, for infiltrations of
water are likely to occur. This not
only has a bad effect on the quality
of the wine, but may give rise to a
cavedin of the roof. He.enforced
concrete ig therefore used to furnish
~a solid vaulting that does not de-
pend on natural conditiona, The re-
sult 1= a walertight construction
which can bs kept perfectly clean.

The Elevator Girl

AN EXAMPLE IN POLITENESS

By Eleanor Gilbert.
(Auihor “The Ambitiouns Woman In
Businesu.™)

HE'S come to stay. Or at least
S the Elevator Girl seams grad-
ually to supplant her mascu-
line predecessor the New York
office bulldings and spartment
hoases. For we ses elevator girls
in most unexpected places, gnd they
are handling their jobs with sur-
prising efficiency in many cases.
But many of these elevator oper-
ators have & lot 1o learn. They ary
recrulted largely from the army of
wimen without business training
and a iittle or no business experi-
enice. And many of them, truth to
tell, bohave as though they had no
training in good manners, either!
Mind you, I am not referring to
the superior class of such workers
In one of the New York department
stores 1 laet week saw an elevator
operator who might have been a
society leader. If one judged by her
exquisite manners angd personality
She was middle-aged, neatly and
simply dreszed. announced floors
quietly and distinctly and handied

her job in a dignified manner.
There are many more like her
PBul. on the other hand, | have

sesen women operalors in some of
the buildings, and heard tales about
them which would Indicate that
muany of the very young glirls hold-
ing there jobs must certainly need
a littie preliminary tralning and in-
struction In things other than the
mechanics of elevator operating

They neglect themselves, In the
first place It is amazing to see
some of these girls standing In the
one position all day cn high-heeled,
half-worn dancing slippers. Some-
timex Lhey Wear very fetching lt-
tie shoes thut display charming an-
kles. But they must make those
poor, tired
at the end of & hard day

I believé that bduildings where
women elevator operators are em-
ployed would perform o more real
gervice If they gave the girls the
rieht kind of a shoe for standing

before they equipped them with
natty uniforms! For girls never
have and nevar will veoluntarily

adopt ugly, sensible, comfortable
shoes until driven to It by neces-
nity or law,

In some of the bulldings where

feat ache unnecessarily ’

womén starters are employed to
“bosa” the women operators, the
service leaves much to be desired.
Elevators are started In time to
finish conversations concerning
what “he-says-to-me” and “l-says-
to-him™ last night rather than wjth
consideration for the convenlefce
of passengers.

There is a laxity, a carelessness
about whaether we reach the eight-
eenth floor this morning or after
lunch. There Is a whole day In
which elevalors must be run and
nobody seems to care particularly
whether passengers’ signals are
anawered or mot

It Is merely another case of wom-
en conaidering the job too trivial
to give It prompt and palnstaking
attention.

I'm not saying that this condition
is the rule. But ceértainly one hears
more complaints about Inferior
mervice on the part of women ele-
cator operators than from any other
new branch of industry in which
women have supplianted men

It ia up to the women who take
such jobx to raise them to a higher
lavel of public esteem; and it is
also up to the men who hire women
to #ee that they are comfortably as
well as neatly uniformed, so that
they won't become cross and rude
lo passengers on account af fatigue,

And last but not ieast, to pay
salaries that will attract Intelll-
gent, consclenticus women to the

job. FParsonally. I believe It & job
for quiet, middleaged, courtecus
women rather than flippant young
things without intelligence or man-
ners,

His Idea of Wit.

Upon one occasion Lord Chatham

asked Dr. Hennlker to define
“wit” and recelved the reply. “Wit
is what a pension would be If
given by your lordship to your

humble servant—a good thing well
applied.” In “A Book of Famous
Wits" Walter Jerrold recorda a
happy Jest addressed to Quesn
Ellzsabeth. Mr. Popham, when he
was speaker, and the lower house
had sat long and done In effect
nothing, coming one 4day 1o Quesn
Elizabeth, she sald to him. “Now,
Mr. Speaker, what has passed in
the lower house?™ He anawered:
“If it please your majesty, aseven
weeks™

HINTS FOR THE
HOUSEHOLD

Boillng water to which a little
borax has been added will remove
ten-staing from a table cloth.

The water in which rice has been
bolled is splendid fof mixing cakes
and help to keep them moist

Mashed potatoes mixed with &
little .esaence of beef or Ash-pastej
makes an excellent subatitute for
butter.

If you add a little soda to the
water in which new potatoss are
washed It will prevent your hands
from becoming stsined.

If you simmear sausages for about
ten minutes before frying them you
will ind them very much nicer than
when dimply fried.

To prevent the outside of the
yolk of & cold hard-boiled egg from
turning black, the egyg should be
placed, directly after coeking, In
cold water.

To e¢liminate stains from a leather
bag apply the white of an egg, Jet
it dry in the ‘sun, and .then rub it
off. A paste made of dry mustard,
potato meal and two spoonfuls of
apirits of turpentine applied to the
spot and Pubbed off dry will also be
found Lo anawer the purpose.

A Tall Order.

A certain Irish sergeant in one of
the home regiments was excesding-
ly wroth when he discovered that
one of his men had pald a visit to
the regimental barber and was
minus his mustache. He Imme-
diately went up to him. “Private
Jones” he roared, “who on earth
gave yex permiszion to get that
mustache off 7 “Nobody.,” answer-
ed Jones unconcornedly, “only I
thought it would Improve my ap-
pearance.” “Improve your ap-
pearance, wid a faca like youra!
bawled the enraged se:geant. “If
yez don’ hiv it on again at the af-
ternoon parade today there'll be
trouble!”

" A Hoarder.

Mra, Nipley—Who (s that woman
you just bowed to® Mrs. Migton-—
Oh, she Is my next door neighbor!
Mrs, Nipley—But she didn't return
your bow. Mra Migten—No, she
mever returns anything!

:m-. with war in the air, that the

elightest suspenss isn't lighest to

bear.
Wherever you grope in the city's

it's pratty good dope

mad throng. .
to keep moving along. Perhapa
you would rather stand still on the

1 gather
stroet, but hundreds wil

with hurrying feet. And some oné
might think he saw guilt in your
eye and tell some one else that he
thinks you're & SpY.

John Buffington Bink was &
peaceable sort. He mnaver luucho:

., and he wasn't & sport
g;lol:‘i:hl;ﬂ reporter of medium skill,
he feared to get rusty as short-
haoders will. So wherever ha went
he carried a book to jot downm &
dot snd a dash and B hook. He
potted down speeches and snatches
of song |n the innocent notabook

ed along.

h'{)::":lt:hl nn‘ the streat, while
taking & walk, he stopped where
some wise guy was making & talk.
The talker was boasting of some-
thing he'd done In the matter of
roasting the Horrible Hun. So Bufl-
fington Bink took his notebook In
hand to report what was sald by
the gent om the stand. With pencil
#0 trusty he started to go it—if his
shorthand was rusty he wanted to
know it!

The speaker spoke on without
doing much harm. He pointed with
pride and he viewed with alarm
He spoke of Old Glory, the flag of
the strong, as part of our Story and
heart of our Song! And sll that he
spieled was recorded with eare by
Buffington Bink, who stood short-

i there.
h.'?:;nfmwd standing nigh noticed
Buffington Bink. “That man is &
spy'™ mald a broiler In pink. “That
man is & spy and he’'s going to sell
the things that the speaker ls try-
ing to teil. He looks like the spy
that played that mean part that I
seen in & pleture with William B
It some one would test him

Hart!

they'd find out his scheme. If a cop
don't arrest him, I'm goln Lo
scream!”

“He looks llke a =py," her escort
replied. “He looks like a spy and a
erook on the side™ And thus the
word spread the length of the bloek.
No word fiies as fast as & good,
honest knotk! Then fast-falling
feet sounded quick as a wink. as
down the lomg street salled John
Buffington Bink! Thelr leader com-
manded his flock at & glance, and
to fight them short-handed he hadn't
a chance

To earnest young students of Pit-
man today, we hand out the moral
of this moral lay

When practicing shorthand, don't
scribble down moles that will make
you appear as a spy. When apell

binding sharks are pasaing remarks,
it's a pretiy good plan to pasa by!
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to the wild and woolly West Gt~

was 'Oﬂlm" 4
saw Miss Moore sitting thare resd- )
ing & book by George Eliot, -‘
women can be satisfied to sit . h

never care much about booka By .
the ‘'way, what do you thiak of* <
G.OB::'I. ElltT et 3
tier loocked at him, 1
Why should this chap try to discuss
literature. 5
“Why—just what most
think, [ suppose,” he sald, "!m L
was a very remarkable woman.
Dom't you think so™
“Why—why—yes, yes, of course!™
Clifford stammered. “Only I wea - '
wondering if you admired—her.™ -
S0 that was his break! George
Ellot was & woman! And he had

spoken to that girl t “his
stufr!™ .

The blood rushed to his he He y
was mortified. He was also a .

Elizabeth had mads him appear ri-
diculous. He would never forgive
her.

Well, she would behave in & &if-
ferent way whep she knew what
he knew about her! And, if be
could, he would intimate to Butlar
that his “friend.” Douglas W
was playing a game that no d
chap would stoop o

He would ahow them all that it
was not safe to make an enemy
him—Clifford Chapin!

{To Be Continwed.)

A Frequent Resuit.

“Ah, Mr. Howkins,' szld Browm
to a wealthy merchant, “I believe
a poor hoy named Wilks sought
your assistance twenty years rgo
and you were very kind to him. Tou
gave him food .and sound advice, &
suit of clothes and a half dollar,
and dispatched him on his way re-
jolcing. He told you at Lhe time
that you never would regret your
kindness, Am I right™ “Yea, you
are” replied Mr. Howking, “He
sald” Brown went on, “thal If be
prospersd he would ses that yo@
pnoever had occusion to regret your
Kindness to a poor struggiing lad"
“Gracioun” exciaimed Mr. Howkina
=it sounds Mke a fairy tale. Why,
you must have seen him.” "1 have"™ |
sald Brown. “and he sent 4o mes-
sage to you" “What Is it™ Mr
Howkins asked expectantly. “He
told ma to tell you that he would
like another half dollar™ replied
Brown. .

Unmerited Reproach.

A golf professional, while giviag
& lesson to a pupll, sald, *YTou know,
sir. you lift your elpow too much 18
play golf properiy.” The new mams'
ber replied, “How dare you'! T'Il me=
port you to the committes! I'm & lilee
long teetotaler!™




