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Another Gripping Installment of "The Wolves ofNew York" Today
. .

A Home-Mdd-e Soap. - - This Day in History.
A NICE soap, sinted for use in cold weather, may be made fHIS is the anniversary of the beginning of work on the

as follows: Beat three pounds' of melted yellow soap great Mount Cenis tunnel in 1857. It was finished in
with one ounce of camphor and one ounce of lavender 1870, is eight miles long and varies in altitude from 3,775 to
water. The camphor can first be dissolved in the lavender 4,245 feet. Before its completion the road over thewater. When the mixture is reduced to a paste, form into pass,

cakes and let dry. forty miles long, built by Napoleon, was used extensively.

When a Girl Marries
A SERIAL OF YOUNG WEDDED LIFE

Anne Finds Herself at Lunch With
Jim Mason and Suddenly

Wants to Get Away.
By Ann Lisle.

CHAPTER XIV.
(Copyright. 1918, by King Features

Syndicate, Inc.) '
the morning after Jim

ON went to Washington, I
woke to the loneliness of
my room In the Walgrave

with a full consciousness of how-ugl-

a hotel room can be. I began
to wonder If Jim's train was In.
where he would have breakfast, how
early the war offices opened.

And so It all came back to me!
My husband had gone to Washing-
ton to be examined by a special
board convened to pass on his fit-

ness for active service, his fitness
to go back to France.

It wasn't patriotic or noble, but
I turned over on my face and

obbed a little zlg-ra-g rivulet down
the plllow-sllp. Then I called my-e- ir

a goose, got up, and took my
hath and faced the astounding fact
that It was only 8 o'clock and I
had the long day to get through
somehow.

To order breakfast sent up to our
room'seemed Impossible. To break-
fast In the cold formality of the
Walgrave dining room was more
Impossible. Suddenly all my loneli-
ness and longing for my ,11m rightab-

out-faced and concentrated itself
upon one Intense desire to have
my boy there to smile at me over
his coffee cup. But he would not
be there all day! Three lonely
meals, set up like milestones on the
long day's Journey. I felt I could
not bear them. And tomorrow?
I dared not think of tomorrow. I
smiled through my tears as I

to elude one of those mile-
stone monuments to loneliness. I
could not touch a morsel of feod
now. r plunged Into a seance with
Jim's khaki colored socks. I don't
like mending few business women
do but I darned some of my love
for my husband into the kinder-
garten mats I put Into toes and
heels.

At 10 there came a telegram:
"Arrived safe, fine trip: write

later; hope you are well. Jim."
Not a word of love Just a cold

"hope you are well." I started to
feel very mournful about that, and
then I realized that it was from a
soldier not a husband. Still, the
morning didn't rush by on winged
feet as a result of that telegram!
Thero was nothing for me to do
In the room, and there waa nothing
to tempt me out of the room. The
chambermaid's visit was a golden
moment. Toward noon the phono
rang.

"Mrs. Harrison? This Is Mason
Tom Mason.

"Evelyn Just phoned that she
was In town for the day and would
meet you for lunch at the Rocham-bea- u

If sufficiently urged. Shall
I urge her?"

I laughed:
"Did you call me up to discuss

the advisability of lunching with
your pretty cousin?"

He laughed, too not a d,

boyish chuckle, like my
Jim's, but a staccato laugh that
had a queer note of suspense in it.

"I telephoned to dicusss the ad-

visability of inviting my pretty
tenant to lunch. Will she come?"

"Who Is she?" I asked.
"Well If she Isn't a certain Mrs.

Harrison there's going to be no
tenant. I have a sense of the fit-

ness of things. That Italian living
.room of mine Just belongs to ou.
my lady."

It was rather exciting to be told
that a beautiful Italian room "be-
longed" to me. I had seen pictures
of lovely Italian women with
creamy skins, smooth brown hair,
amber eyes and coral lips. Did
Mr. Mason think I was like them?
With a vanity I had not known I
possessed, I put up my hand and
smoothed my hair.

"I'm not sure we can take your
apartment. Terhaps my husband
won't want to bind himself by a
lease " I began, the more se-

verely because I was ashamed of
my vanity.

"A telephone Isn't the proper
means for persuading an Irate land-
lord to come to terms. Do come
down to the Rochambeau for lunch,"
ho replied.

"And chaperon Kvelvn?" I afkf-- d

partly. But I felt a surge of relief.
After all, I need not enJure even
yet one of those lonely meals that
had been the nightmares of my
"bachelor-girl- " days

Talking o some one who knew
Jim seemed to bride the gap of
loneliness between me and Wash-
ington.

I arrived at the r.ochamb'au ten
minutes late I liad d it
so, for I didn't want to appear too
eager In the eyes of the Mason
cousins.

On the brod. whlle-plllarc- d por-
tico of the white-fram- e

hotel, stood Mr. Thomas Ma-
son, a smile of greeting on his
cynical lips, a keen stance of ad-
miration in hii lazy crr

"Welcome. Lady Tenant. ThrW
welcome. Tour humble landlordgreets you. May he say you're even
lovelier than he remembered?"

"And where Is my humble land
lord's beautiful cousin'" I replied
In the same bantering tone as I
hook hands with Mr. Macon.
"She phoned half an hour after Ispoke to you to say that she was

detained at some Red Cross meet-
ing."

"Oh. why didn't you let me
know!" I exclaimed Instinctively.

"Let you know? And lunch alone!
No. fair lady. Here's the Rocham-
beau and here am I so why
shouldn't you be here?"

"It Isn't proper. What would my
husband say?

"Your husband would probablv
say. "Buy her a good lunch. Tom""

Mr. Mason was smiling with calm
assurance. He sttpped his .arms
thronrh mine a" to lead
Jn l2e. "" 'Ward tho din-tw- o

IS '& lltll. table for
ha ',- - fJ0r window, Louis."

u

the lordly fashion of a man who
tips well.

"I can't go," I whispered. I didn't
want to make a scene, but I want-
ed intensely to get an ay. I had
not liked it when Jim had break-
fast and tea with' Betty Brycc. 1

didn't want Jim's wife to lunch
with Tom Mason!

But he fairly propelled me across
the room. A moment later we
were sitting across from each oth-
er at a little white clad, silver
decked table. Then It was that I
became frightened. I would maice
a scene If need be anything to
get away!

"I can't stay." I began again In
a sort of panic Ten days married,
and lunching with a man I hardly
knew! It was disloyal to Jim. Dis-
loyal to myself. Some "modern"
wives behaved in this fashion but
I didn't want to be so modern.

"Are you afraid?" asked Tom
Mason, leaning across the table and
smiling at me with a challenge In
his narrowing blue eyes. "Are you
afraid of yourself or of me?"

To Be Continued.

Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.
FORGOT to tell you in the

I last story that before Puss
left the king's castle, whero
he had cut down the enchant-

ed oak tree with his Magic Ax and
dug the well with his Magic Pick-
ax, the cook In the royal kitchen
had put In his knapsack a loaf of
bread, some cheese and a knife in
case Puss should become hungry
on his Journey of adventure.

Well, as Puss traveled on the
wood became darker and darker,
for the trees grew so close togeth-
er that the sun could hardly shine
through the thick, leafy roof, and
by and by he heard a great voice
singing:
"I am the master of this wood.

And everyone bows to me.
My head is as big as a drygoods

box
And my legs as long as a tree."
And then-th- e voice cbanged to a

whistle, which sounded like the
siren on a sound steamer when tho
weather Is foggy.

"That must be a giant singing."
thought little Puss Junior to him-
self. "Goodness! but he's a loud
whistler. I guess he blows through
his fingers!" But Puss wasn't afraid
No, indeed. He Just hid beneath a
clump of bushes and began to sing
a little song of his own, and this
Is the way it went:
"I'm the famous son of a cat.

And I walk In seven-leagu- e .boots.
I'm not afraid of a giant who sings.

Nor a giant who whistles and
toots."

"Ho. ho!" cried the voice, and
then a giant came crashing
through the forest. And oh dear
me! he was the biggest giant Puss
had ever seen. And when he saw
Puss under the bush, he said,
"Come out of there, and I'll make
a mouthful of you."

"Don't be In a hurry." replied
little Puss Junior, bravely. "My
name Is Sir Puts In Boots Junior,
and I'm going to make you my
servant."

"He! He" laughed the giant,
"that is a good Joke, indeed. But
I'm going to pitch you Into that
raven's nist I sec up there, to
teach you not to make a noise in
my forest."

"Tour forest!" laughed Puss. "It
is as much mine at It is ours. and
if you say a word more, I will cut
it down in a quarter of an hour."

"Ha. Ha!" shouted the giant. "I
should like to see you begin, my
brave Sir Kitten!"

Then Puss carefully placed his
Magic Axe on the ground and said.
"Chop! chop! chop!"
- And would you believe It! The
axe began to chop, now right, now
left, and up and down, till the
branches tumbled down on the
giant's head like hail in autumn.

"Stop, stop!" cried the giant, who
began to be afraid. "Don't destroy
my forest. But who the mischief
arp you?"

"Sit down and I will tell you."
answered little Puss Junior. And
then he told the giant how his
father, the famous Puss In Boots,
had onco Killed a giant and given
his rastle to hlh master, the pres-
ent Lord of Carabac. And In the
next story I'll tell jou what hap-
pened after that.

(Copyright. 10IS. David Cory.)
To Be Continued.

For the Cat.
"Doctor." said he, "I'm a victim

of insomnia. I can't sleep If there's
the least noise, such ai a rat on
the back fence, for Instance"

"Thli powder 'will be effective,"
rleplied the physician, after com-
pounding a prescription.

"When do I take It, doctor?"
"You don't take It. You give it

to the cat. In a little milk."

Knocking'.
Put the hammer In the locker:

Hide the sounding board likewise;
Anyone can be a knocker;

Anyone can criticise.
Cultivate a manner winning.

Though it hurts your face to
smile.

And seems awkward In beginning,
Be a booster for a while.

eLt the blacksmith do the pound
ing.

That's the way he draws his pay,
Tou don't gel a cent for hounding

Faint and sinner night and day.
Just for solid satisfaction

Drop a kind word In the slot. ,
And I'll warrant you'll get action

On your effort on the spot.

"My Angel of the Flaming Cross DRAWING

NELL

An Inspiring New War Song Which Has Won Favor Wherever
the Heroism of American Men and Women Are
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On a homebound transport,
As the sun was sinking low,
Stood a wounded soldier dreaming
In the twilight's, glow.
Visions of an angel,
Golden hair and eyes of blue.
Said a sailor lad,
"Whj are you so sad!"
Said the soldier, "I'll tell you."

"There's an angel over there.
An angel from Iknow not where,
Smiling sweetly through her tears.
She drove my fears away.

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax.
A Cinderella Letter.

Dear Miss Fairfax:
I am seventeen and lost my

mother a few months ago. I am
keeping house for the rest of
the family and am not at all
satisfied, because, when I try to
correct my younger sister, who
Is very wild, they stick up for
her.. Now, Miss Fairfax, I am
fond of home and family, but I
am treated like a mere servant
and receive nothing for my
work. I am going about with
a young man a few years my
senior, and he knows of all this
and wishes to marry me. He
has Introduced mc to his fam-
ily. Now, what Is your advice?

So many girls write me this type
of letter that I am honestly puz-

zled. Is the little housekeeper un-

duly sensitive as the result of over-
wrought nerves, work, and the
strain of the hot weather, and are
things really as, bad as tbey seem
to her?

It ih Incredible In these days of
labor famine to think of such work
being unappreciated by one's fam-
ily. In the present Instance. I
wonder If It would not be better
for some older member of the fam-
ily to admonish the "wild" young-
er sister. She might be Inclined to
take It with better grace. And sev-

enteen seems "terribly" young to
marry to escape from uncongenial
surroundings. Why not talk the
matter over with some tried older
friend, or jour priest, or min-

ister; some one acquainted with
you, personally, ought to have a
better grasp of the situation. Some-

times things that seem so bitter to
youth are nothing more than the
dally grind of life. Married or
tingle, these things pursue one.

The Prehistoric Buffalo.
A huce buffalo with enormous

horns is conspicuous In.prehlstorir
rni-l- f Hrawinsm latplv found In At- - I

geria The African elephant la also
a striking feature, and other ani-
mals Include the Hon, leopard, ga-rel-

and domestic goats and sheep.

Little girl who nursed me through,
I owe my life to you ;
Oh, come back, Love that I found and lost,
My Angel of the Flaming Cross!"
The war songs are coming. Mother sons; of mother

that knit for the feet, heavy gray socks,
mighty different from the slimier little pink affairs that
were as silken as the down on his bead that she nsed
to make. Dad songs; with the

ring that strikes tears as sharp and sadden as
the softer mother song does. Love songs with a beauti-
ful girl face looking ont of every line and a girl voice
calling the things that sweethearts do say to soldier
lovers. And now 1s this songs of the "Angel of the Flam-
ing Cross" perhaps the best If 70a ask a returning
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soldier with wounded stripes on bis sleeve ana the res
in bis young face old and wise.

For these perhaps the eastern skv behind the
holds another thing beside the crimson

bars and stars of evening that mean his flag and the
blood and dram dust he gave for It. Sings this song
that he sees & face softly sober, brave and sweet,
coifed in white, winged with the great rust-
ling wings of angel-kin- d (who said the angels in the
Bible were up there in the
heavens toward France, la belle France where he learned
to suffer and grow and to love fine things and people
better than he ever knew it could be done.

And behind in the sunset glow is welded into a flaming
cross the RED CROSS behind her head. "The girl
who nursed him thru." Here's to the song for Acr.
Catch on. fellows! It's almost as beautiful as she Is her
elf. Almost. SELL

A Wonderful Speedway Saucer-trac- k Discovered the the
Water Turned Off in the Fountain.
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BEINKLEY

Told

home-boun-d

troopship,

Immaculate

men-angels- high-bendl-

BRINKLEY.

Was Day
Was Park
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ADVICE TO THE
CANNERS
jwe WERE
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BRANCHING'S NECKSAKV WITH ALL
NCGITABLES Aft MAetV VRUITS.XT
INSURES THOROUGH CLtANSino Ar0

PEenovES OBJECTIONABLE ODORS
WHO FLAVORS BMP EXCESS ACIDS.

GET BOOKS NOW

AT TIJIES STATIONS
What arc you doing to help save

the war garden crop? Are you back-
ing up the cannon with tho canner
as the National War Garden Com-
mission urges?

The Times in with
the commission Is distributing can-
ning and drying books to women
readers. There has been such a
great demand 3.000 more of these
books of Instruction have been
placed at The Times distributing
stations. Better get one if you miss-
ed out on the last consignment, as
the supply Is limited.

Now-- is the time to save the food
for next winter, and The Times
wants to get one of thee books of
Instruction Into the hands of every
woman who Is canning or plans to.
l,ook for the famous Can the Kais-
er poster, and ask for the free
book "Earn the Right To Stay
At Home" Is the slogan of the Mar-In- n

Indiana war gardeners and
under the new-- draft rules it Is up
to eeryone to put his shoulder to
the wheel and help win the war.

Get your canning book now be-

fore they are all gone.

The Wolves
ofNewYork

"But I gathered apart from the
loss of the children that the Borra-da- la

trouble had become too' acute
for Mrs. Borradale to bear; that ahs

' had sent for you, Mrs. Wllloughr, to
Helm, and that sundry. Strang

events had happened there. Thesa

events seemed Indirectly concerned.

with a band of gypsies wno nappj--
.

.- - v. 1.. ih neighborhood. IV

that I may say. you are quite right.

as you will better unaersianu "
that you

on. It is among Romany's

must look for your enenle"-,(1,Lj- ?

not, however, quite the con?,".0
Romany with whom you
to dealrbut we will leave that point
alone for the-- present.

"Well, curiously enough. J
been employed quite lately
ing some of these gentry, """happ-
en to know that a J0,?;
was In the park yesterday "".?carriage, and thatIn a closed

.. . m.r," cried Uilan.
"Tea, a woman, but a E7PT vl

nevertheless. I know that she was Vl

alone In her carriage wiu -- - red

the park, and that she was
not alone when she left It. More

. atn rtaln. As Iinan inis x wmuk -. --

sayIt 'was by accident, that one of
my men chancea 10 w i.had no Instructions to follow her.
It Is. of course, only an Inference
that this woman was the kidna-
perbut I know that she Is con-

nected with the gypsies, whom we
must look upon as our nem'- - .
Shall I aay wer" he added with

'"I will be so grateful Ifjres
join us. Mr. Swan." said
--After all these troubles of Helnv
after the drugging of Esther even
by her husband T feel that my
poor friend Is not safe. It seems to
me that It Is really time to do some-
thing In her -- defense I
your assistance and should &

come to you In a day or two. ut
the abduction of the children has
precipitated matters. Tell me. do
you think that we can light?"

-- Some time ago," said tho man
gravely. "I advised very serlopslr
that the Borradale Curse should
not be Interfered with. I gave thlj.
advice In the Interests of Miss Ta-se- lL

as Lady Borradale then was,
I was afraid that love would prove
far more powerful than any advice
that I could give, and so It turned
out. The Inevitable consequences
have happened. The position, at

. presept ,lsAtbatMru, BorradaUOs
not safe with her husband, and she
Is not safe with you or anyone else.
With him there Is one danger, with,
you another. Neither, as matters
stand, are you safe, nor any of your
belongings. This being so. It seems
to me there Is only one course
open."

To fight." cried Guy. springing;
up- - and striking the palm or his
hand heavily with his fist "And.
by Jove. It's better to fight thai to
stand up and have sticks shied at
us like an.Aunt Sally."

"Do we know what we are fight-
ing?" asked Lilian, tremulously.
--Have we any chance of success!"

--Tea," answered Swan; "If we go
about It In the right wayi -

"Mr. Swan." Interrupted Lilian,
excitedly, struck by a sudden
thought, "do you know the secret
ot the Borradale Cursor

CHATTEIl CXXXV1H.

Tke Detective Speak.
"Is It possible" Lilian turneS

to the detective, sudden hope leap-ln- c

to her eyes "that you have the
key to the mystery of the Borra-
dale Curse?"

Edgar Swan shook his head
slightly. "It would be too much to
say that." he replied. "At the same
time I believe I am in possession
of facts which will, at least, give
us some basis for our plan or
operations. If we cannot solve the
actual mystery, at least we shall
know with whom we have to con-

tend. Indeed, by a curious coin-

cidence, it happens that my services
have aireaay own 101m.- .-

against the very people who are
Involved In the hereditary trouble
of the Borradale family, so while
helping you. I will be doing my real
duty. I am no longer exactly at-

tached to the police force, as you
know, but" he smiled with a cer-

tain complacency "at times they
are not above asking my advice,

.and In this case I have already had
some experience as I will shortly
explain to you."

"Perhaps," put In Guy. -- by Join-

ing together what you can tell us
with what we already know we
shall be able to explain matter

"Our chief enemy. I take It, said
Lilian. "Is this mysterious being

a woman, we think it to be. who
was so long located at Adder'- -,

but who. two nights ago. I MW.V
w, t Helm. Can you tell us wtoJ
she may be, Mr. Swan, and why sne
should be filled with mallgnancy?"

-- I am afraid we shall iave many

hours of such waiting." said the
detective, "hours when we must
just sit quietly and let others act

Inevitable. But allfor us. It is
the while we can consider ourselves
at the helm. And now .for my

1 must preface It V ask-
ing to believe that all I
true, however Incredulous It may
sound. Had those In authority be-

lieved me some years ago we might
not be having these difficulties
now. but they put my tale down to
the delusions of fever. I don't
really blame them. I believe X

would have done the same myseir
If anyone had come to me with,
such a wild story. But It Is troo
all the same, and. you. with your
own strange experiences, will have.
less difficulty In believing It.

Lilian nodded. "Her own experi-
ences had been such that she was
quite able to credit the wildest tale.

"I must take you back some four
years." began Swan. "Long before
the name of Adderley was known
to me. as to the rest of the world,
a-- i a favorite ghost story for win-
ter evenings. Not that this experi-
ence that T am going to tell yott
had anything to do with the Borra-dale- s.

It was only later, when Mr.
Horklng sent me to Adderley, that
I associated the two together.
(To Be Conbnsed Monday.)
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