cloth, ;ut several drops of oil on an

old cloth, and place it in a

Ll.r with two other cloths. One will
above it and one below it. Leave

it for one or two days before using.

Pressing a Skirt
When pressing a skirt, instead of
using a damp cloth, take a small
paint brush, dip it in warm water
and moisten the seams on the in-
gide. This saves time and ironing.

—Maggy.

Father of History
Herodotus is called the ‘‘father of
history,”” because he was the first
writer who so unified the record of
events as to raise historical narra-
tive to the level of literature,
Busses Brave Heat
Motor bus service is maintained
over a 600-mile route from Damas-
cus to Bagdad across Arablan des-
ert, where temperatures range up
to 145 degrees.

—

Two Pairs of Horns
The Chousinga, a small East In-
dian antelope about two feet high,
is distinguished from all other liv-
ing ruminants by having two pairs
of horns.

Synthetic Gas
Germans have synthetic gasoline
in tablet forms, according to cable
reports. When mixed with water
these tablets produce auto fuel.

Department Store Sales

American department stores an-

nually do a $3,500,000,000 business,

comprising 10 per cent of the total

United States retall volume,

Diesel-Electric Locomotive
Diesel-electric locomotive is used
on the cog railway which ascends
Pikes Peak. Formerly steam en-
gines were used.

Prevents Darkening
Placing the eggs in boiling water
will prevent the yolks from darken-
ing, when preparing them for hard-
boiled eggs.

First Socialist in Congress

Victor Berger was the first Social-

ist to be elected to congress. He

was elected in 1911.

Famous for Myrtle Wood
Coquille, in the state of Oregon,
is famous for its many articles made
of myrtle wood.

40%

SAVINGS
FOR NO
ACCIDENTS

A Club organized to
provide Automobile In-
surance at a lower cost
for Safe Drivers.

If you have not had a
chargeable accident in the
past 3 years we invite you
to join this selected class of
car owners who save 40%
on their insurance.

WRITE FOR RATES:

(NO AGENT WILL CALL)

NATIONAL MUTUAL
INSURANCE COMPANY

OF THE DISTRICT
Or COLUMBIA

Court Square Building
BALTIMORE, MD.

Licensed By The
INSURANCE DEPARTMENT
of the State of Maryland

| ing of what they call
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BY ARTHUR STRINGER

Eric (the Red) Ericson and fis
by Sidney Lander, young mining

But I refused to stay put. There
was too much to be done. I didn't
want to seem a slacker when every-
body was so busy. And in looking
after the others I could pretty well
forget the pain of my own flame-
blistered face.

Where the rambling old school-
house had been was a stretch of
smoldering ashes with the skeleton-
like iron bed frames and a stove
or two standing there as melancholy
as tombstones. And everything 1
owned lay consumed in those ashes.
All I had left were the few scorched
clothes that hung about my tired
bones.

But I hadn’t time to feel sorry for
myself. A special train, I was told,
was already on its way from Anchor-
age, to pick up our homeless school
walfs and carry them on to the In-
dian orphanage at Fairbanks. From
the pile of emergency clothing Katie
commandeered for me an oversized
pair of corduroy trousers, a patched
plaid Mackinaw, and a caribou par-
ka that had seen better days. To
these Doctor Ruddock (who'd given
up his little wooden-fronted office as
sleeping-quarters for Katie and me)
added socks and pacs and an old
bearskin cap that made me look
like a lady-huzzar in a busby.

“What are we going to do?” 1
asked the ever-hurrying Doctor Rud-
dock when he dropped in, next day,
to anoint my scorched epidermis
with ambersine,

“Toklutna's off the map,’'’ he pro-
claimed. ‘“‘Katie will stay on here,
probably until the breakup, to look

- after the old folks.”

“Then where do I fit in?" 1 ques-
tioned with a sudden feeling of
homelessness.

“You fit in very neatly,”” he said

. as he listened to my heart action.

“I'd the Commissioner on the wire
this morning and he agrees with me

- that this country owes you a berth.

S0 you get the school job at Mata-

nuska."

It took some time for this to sink
in.

“When?'' 1 asked.

‘““As soon as you get sense enough

' to take care of yourself,”” he said

with a barricading sort of curtness.
“l told you to rest up, after your
fire shock, and you didn’t do it. So

' roll up in that bunk and stay there

until you get a release from me."”

He stopped in the doorway, with
his dog-eared old medicine case in
his hand, as I none too willingly

- shook out the blankets of my floor

bunk,

“And there's a long-legged engi-
neer waiting outside to see you,"” he
added as he watched me dutifully
crawl into my bunk., ‘““‘But ten min-
utes is his limit, remember."”

I had my second shock to digest.
For the waiting visitor was Sidney

" Lander.

He stood very tall in that small
office-surgery. And my appearance
must have startled him a little, since
he stared down at me, for a full
half-minute, without speaking.

““Are you all right?"” he finally
asked. I had to laugh a little at his
solemnity.

“Just a little scorched around the
edges,"’ 1 said with an effort at levi-
ty. But my heart was beating a
trifle faster than it should have been.

“I flew over, as soon as I heard,"”
he rather clumsily explained. He
looked out the window and then back
at me. ‘““That was good work, sav-
ing those children.”

“But I lost my eyebrows,” I re-
minded him,

Lander walked to the window and

. back.

“We've at least saved those citi-

zenship papers,’” he announced. I've
shown them to John Trumbull,” he

explained, ‘‘and Trumbull claims

~ they’re not backed up by the rec-
- ords.

That led to an argument that
ended in a split-up. The Chakitana
Development Company has lost its
fleld engineer."”

“What are you going to do?" 1
asked.

His laugh was curt.

“l was tying up with the Happy
Day outfit,”! he explained. ‘‘But
Trumbull’s just trumped my ace by
buying up the Happy Day."”

“Does that mean you're going out-
side?’’ 1 asked, trying to make the
question a casual one,

““Not on your life,"”" was his prompt
reply. ““We've got to wait until the
records show who's right in this."”

“But that's my problem,'” I ob-
jected.

‘I happen to have made it mine,"”
he retorted with an unexpected light
of battle in his eyes.

CHAPTER V1
I began to understand the mean-
““the deep
cold’ before 1 set out for Matanus-
ka. For the snows of midwinter
gsoon buried the ruins of our lost
school. The storms along Alaska’s
one stretch of railway also brought

. slides and broken snowsheds enough
| to block the line and keep trains

from moving for over a week.
That cloud had the silver lining
of giving me a chance to make over
my nondescript wardrobe, to which
big-hearted Katie added a sweater

of Scotch wool and a pair of wolf- | over home right now, rarin' to ﬂitJ

« Which is fghting Coburn's

claim, is engaged to Trumbull's daughter.

Lander breaks with Trumbull. But the
engagement to Barbara Trumbull stays.

Christmas day, a fire breaks out at the
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skin gauntlets, a trifle over-sized.
She was, I think, genuinely sorry to
see me go.

S0 when traflic moved again and
I mounted my day coach I found it
crowded to the doors with leather-
faced old sourdoughs and cud-chew-
ing trappers and Mackinaw-clad log-
gers, along with a homesteader’'s
wife who carried an undersized pig
in a slatted crate.

I wasn’t sorry when the conduc-
tor, pushing his way through that
overcrowded day coach, blinked
down at my still heat-blistered face
and said: ‘‘Next stop Matanuska,
lady.”

“Could you tell me,” I asked one

of the men at the station, ‘“‘where
I'd find Mr. Bryson, Mr. Sam Bry-
son?"

His face, when he peered up at
me, impressed me as both sour
and sardonic.

“I'm Sam Bryson,” he said.

‘““The school superintendent for
this district?’’ I persisted.

“lI be,” he retorted, plainly re-
senting my incredulous stare. ‘‘And
ain't it fit and proper, seein’' 1 hap-

pen to own that doggoned school-
house over there?”

I meekly acknowledged that it
was. And with equal meekness |

“Next stop Matanuska, lady.”

told him that I was the new teacher
sent on from Toklutna.

“But you wasn't to turn up here
till Easter,”” he said testily. *‘‘We
ain't got nothin' ready for you."

I showed him the Territorial Com-
missioner’'s letter, which he held
close to his seamed old face, his
lips moving as he labored through
the undisputable message therein
contained.

“Well, you should've got off at
Wasilla,”” he complained, ‘‘where
you could've found lodgin' until
things was ready."

“But I'm here,” 1 said with a
smile that was entirely forced. And
as he pushed back his wolfskin cap
and stood scratching an attenuated
forelock 1 quietly inquired: ‘‘Just
where is my school?"

He studied me with a lack-luster
eye,

“You ain’t got no school,” he pro-
claimed.

“But I was sent here to teach,” I
contended, trying to keep my tem-
per,

“‘Sure you was sent here to teach,”
acknowledged the old-timer, *“But
it ain't our fault we wasn't rigged
out with a noo schoolhouse this win-
ter. Gover'ment's so danged busy
with a heap o' highfalutin’ plans for
this valley it ain’t got time to look
after our needs. Spends a half-mil-
lion on that noo Injin school at Ju-
neau and lets us hillbillies scramble
for our book-larnin’' as best we can!”’

“Then what am 1 to do?"" I asked,
feeling more interested in my own
immediate future than in the mis-
takes of governmental expenditure.

“I guess you'll just have to siwash
it,"”” he said, ‘‘the same as us old-
timers did when we hit this valley.”

“Just how will 1 siwash it?" 1
demanded.

“By froggin' through as best you
can, the same as our circuit-ridin’
sky-pilot does, without a meetin’-
place. We was figgerin' on you cir-
culatin’ round the valley homesteads
and ladlin’ out the book-larnin’ where
it was most needed. Instead o' them
comin’ to you, you'll have to go to
them."

“Why can’'t that old schoolhouse
be used?”

“She needs a noo roof and noo
floor sills,”" was the listless answer.
“And I'm danged if I'm goin’ to dig
down for ‘em.”

‘““Are vou trying to tell me,” 1
quavered, ‘“‘that I'll have to go from
farm to farm, like a mail carrier,
and give my lessons in a kitchen?"”

“You've guessed it,”" he wearily
acceded. ‘“Only you'll be plumb
lucky to be stretchin' your legs out
in a warm kitchen. I've got a girl

polished up a spell on her readin’
and writin’, And if you ain't willin’
to do your teachin’ on the wing that-
away, until this valley gits a real
schoolhouse rastled together, I
guess, lady, you're mushin’ up the
wrong trail."”

There was no mistaking the finali-
ty of that statement.

“But where am I to live?” I asked
as I stared at the snow that stood so

white between the gloomy green of
the sprucelands.

"“"We was figgerin',"” he explained,
“on settin’ you up in the old Jansen
shack. That's just over the hill
there behind that tangle o' spruce.
But you'd sure have some tidyin’ up
to do afore you got set there.” He
looked with a frown of disapproval
at my sprawl of luggage. ' 'Bout
the best thing for you to do, lady, is
to leg it over to the Eckstrom farm

and see if they'd take you in for a
day or two."”

I had, however, no desire to go
wandering about that snowy world
asking strangers to take me in. I

wanted my own roof over my head.

And I so informed the morose Mr.
Bryson.,

Just then I became conscious of
a strange figure making its way
down the opposing hillside.

It was a man carrying the carcass
of a deer, a ragged and shambling
man with a rifle and a tined head
above his stooping shoulders. It was
Sock-Eye Schlupp.

“I'll be hornswizzled if it ain't
Klondike Coburn's gal,” he said.

“What're you doin' back in these
parts?"
I told him why I was there.

“Where you goin’ to bunk?" he
demanded.

“They tell me I'm to live in the
Jansen shack,” I explained.

“They're plumb locoed,” said
Sock-Eye. *You sure can't den up
In that pigsty.”

“I"'m north born,” I reminded him.

“Mebbe you are,” he retorted.
“But this is a plumb lonesome val-
]ey for a chalk-wrangler t’ take root
in. I reckon you'd better come along
t" my wickyup until things is ready
for you."

That, I told him, would be out of
the question.

“I 8'pose you know young Lander’'s

swingin' in with me?"” he said with |

the air of an angler adjusting a
gaudier fly,

That, I knew, made it more than
ever impossible, “And if that Jan-
sen shack's not ready, I'll have to
make it ready.”

“Quite a fighter, ain’'t you?" he
observed.

After a moment's silence, he add-
ed: “I'll give you a hand over t'
that lordly abode o' yours.”

He left me standing there, to re-
turn, a few minutes later, with a
hand sleigh borrowed from the sta-
tion agent. On this, with altogether
unexpected dispatch, he piled my
belongings. Over them he draped
the deer carcass, thonging the load
together with a strand of buckskin.

“Let's mush,” he said.

I took a hand at the towing line,
and, side by side, we made our
way along the trodden snow, as crisp
as charcoal under our feet. The
valley seemed strangely silent. But
I felt less alone in the world with
that morose old figure beside me.

“Why is Lander swinging in with
you?" I asked.

““Seein’ this valley ain't bristlin’
with hotels,” answered Sock-Eye,
“he deemed my wickyup good
enough for a college dood until they
could build him up-to-date livin'
quarters at the Happy Day.”

“But 1 thought outsiders bought
up the Happy Day,” 1 ventured.

Sock-Eye stopped to gnaw a cor-
ner from his chewing plug.

‘““They sure did,”” he admitted.
“And left young Lander out on the
limb., But, as far as 1 kin make
out, that hombre ain’'t no squealer,
And I reckon Big John Trumbull'll
find him as full o’ fight as a bunch o’
matin’ copperheads."

We went on until we came to a
solitary small figure standing knee-
deep in the roadside snow. It proved
to be a Swede boy in an incredibly
ragged Mackinaw, with a blue
woolen scarf wrapped around his
waist as high as his armpits. His
eyes, I noticed as Sock-Eye asked
him about a short cut to the Jan-
sen shack, were even bluer than his
encircling sash,

“But ol' Yansen ban dead,” he

announced. “He ban dead of the
flu over three months ago."”

““Which same makes room for you,
little cheeckako,” snorted my grim-
eyed trail breaker,

But 1 stopped to ask the sash-
wrapped youth his name. 1 liked
the feeling of warmth he carried
under that cocoon of wool and
rags.

““Ah ban Olie Eckstrom,'" he said
with the friendliest of smiles,

It wasn't until we came to the
edge of a clearing that Sock-Eye
stopped for breath.

“There be your wickyup,” said
Sock-Eye, with a wave of his mit-
tened hand.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

For the Love of Pat!

B
By JAMES H. DUDLEY

(McClure Syndicate—WNU Service.)

¢ ND she had the gun, sure

enough,” Patrolman Hanney
continued; ‘strapped in a holster
above her knee. What a handful!
The air was full of heels and finger-
nails—like wrestling with a centi-
pede. And when this punk horned
in, I had to take time out to cuff

| him one.”

‘““Holy Saint Peter!' thought Ser-
geant Duggan. ““They get younger
every day."” He shifted his massive
bulk in the chair and appraised
the two prisoners, then picked up
his pen.

“What's your name?"” he asked
the girl. Her lips closed firmly.

“The dame that tipped me off,”
;ﬂlunteered Hanney, ‘‘called her

atlil

‘““Maybe her pal will oblige us aft-
er we work on him a bit.,"”” The ser-
geant pushed a button and as a
buxom police matron appeared,
“Take her away,” he ordered.

“Let her go and I'll talk,” said
the boy curtly,

““No, Frankie!’ Hanney limped to
the matron’s aid. The girl's resist-
ance collapsed and she went out
quietly. With the closing of the
door, the boy lost his air of aloof
unconcern.

“All right, My name’s Frank Dan-
ton. Get Sergeant Robinson, from
Scott precinct, and I'll spill every-
thing."

“Robinson! Why?"" asked Duggan
suspiciously, Confronted by an ob-
stinate silence, he yielded to his in-
ward curiosity and dialed with a
stubby finger,

‘““Hello, Scott? . . . Duggan, from
Davison. Get Sergeant Robinson,
will you? . . . hello, Robbie! Say,
we got a bird here called Frank
Danton, alias Phantom Frank, who
refuses to talk unless vou're present

., what? . . . what's the joke?"
Duggan scowled into the mouthpiece
v + » "'Oh, yeah! You better come
anyway . . . okay."

Sergeant Robinson, round-faced
and apple-cheeked, entered chuck-
ling. He clapped the boy’s shoulder
and peered quizzically at the dam-
aged eye.

“Tst, tst, Frank!
shiner on you?"

‘““He started something and got
himself slapped,”” Duggan
shortly.

“Somebody’s kidding you, Bill,
I've known Frank ever since 1 was
pounding a beat twenty vears ago."

“How about this?' Duggan slid
the gun across the desk, ‘‘His girl
was carrying it.”" Robinson's eyes
sobered.

“It's like this, Sarge,”
the boy, shamefacedly.
Patricia Fahey—is crook crazy.
Nothing wrong . . . she's just a kid
and . . . well, I--I fell for her and
was afraid to tell her I was a soda
jerker, So I made up this story
about being wanted . . . I even
bought the gun for her to carry.
Trouble was, Sarge, she musta boast-
ed to some dame about the''—the
boy blushed and swallowed—‘‘the
price on my head. That's the truth,

Who hung the

explained
““Pat—she’s

. 1 swear.”

Sergeant Robinson’s chins gave a
preliminary quiver.

‘““Maybe she's had a lesson,”” he
said doubtfully. Duggan reached for
the battery of push buttons.

“Wait.”” Robinson dried his eyes.
“You going to tell her the truth,
Frank?"

““She’ll be off me for life,”” replied
Frank, disconsolate.

“Pat's a good kid,” insisted the
boy loyally., ‘‘She works in a five-
and-ten and hands all her dough
over to her folks. She'’s only seven-
teen, Sarge. She'll get over it."”’

“Well, if you're sure ., . . say!”
Robinson beamed. ‘I've got it."

A quietly understanding matron
and the terrifying impersonality of
a cell had done much to eradicate
Patricia's anti-social propensities.
She came in, cast an anxious,
frightened glance at the blue uni-
forms, and sped to Frank. Ser-
geant Duggan cleared his throat.

“Remember, Phantom!”’ he
rasped. ‘““You may have been clev-
er enough to play a lone hand and
fool the police of—of two continents,
but sooner or later you'll slip. The
Federals suspect you of wounding
those G-men in lowa and if they
ever get proof, God help you! You'll
be Public Enemy Number . .
he eyed Robinson uncertainly.

“Three,”” prompted the latter.

“Number Three,”" Duggan went
on. “And you know what that
means!’’

‘“‘Either get a job or leave town,"
warned Robinson sternly. ‘““We'll be
watching you, Phantom."

“Get out!"” roared Duggan. ‘‘Both
of you!"

Frank seized Pat's wrist, The
way to the door and freedom was
clear,

Mad at me, Frankie?' she asked,
timidly.

“Naw.'"” Pat pressed closer, her
immature bosom swelling with re-
lief and adoration.
dared not hope. She waited until a
block was traversed. Then:

“Will you do 1t?
job?"
arm tense,
promisingly severe., ‘‘Please,”” she
urged. “‘For me, Frankie."

It seemed a long wait to Pat. In
reality, it was just long enough for
the boy to focus his good eye.

“For you, Baby,” he whispered
in her ear, “I'll do anything . . .
even go straight!"”

said |

If only—no, she |

I mean, get a |
He stopped and Pat felt his |
That eve looked uncoms- |
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FRUIT TREES

COMPLETE LINE of dependable frult
trees and general nursery stock at new low
prices. Free catalog and %Inntin guide
upon request. Cumberland Valle urser-
les, Ine., McMinnville, Tenn., x 308,

BABY CHICKS

Sterl Chicks—Va., U .S Approved Pullor-
um tested. Leg., Rocks, sexed or unsexed.
Sterling Pouliry Farm, R. 1, Mineral, Va.

AIRCRAFT CONSTRUCTION

PRACTICALAIRCRAFT
SHEET METAL ASSEMBLY
RIVETING COURSE
Free Trial = Liberal Terma
THE

AIRCRAFT CONSTRUCTION TRAIRING INSTITUTE
20 W. Redweod Street - Baltimere, M.
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QUICK FLOWER GARDENS

MANY people want quick re-

sults in the flower garden,
and for them the lists of annual
flowers offer effective aid.

A highly satisfactory, and eco-
nomical hedge, for instance, can
be grown in six or eight weeks
from seed. Kochia is the plant.
A single packet of Kochia seed
will provide a full, bushy hedge
along the front or side of the yard.
For a flowering hedge, Four
0'Clock will produce attractively
within two months after seed is
planted.

Glowing borders of flowers that
beautify the yard, and at the same
time provide ample cut flowers
for the housewife, may be enjoyed
the first summer. The fastest.
growing and most dependable an-
nuals for cutting include the Zin-
nias, Marigolds, Bachelor Buttons
and Petunias. There are tall, me-
dium, and dwarf varieties of each,

Most widely used of fast-grow-
ing annual vines is Heavenly Blue
Morning Glory, whose giant, soft-
blue flowers are in a class by
. themselves. It is well to scratch
the coat of Heavenly Blue seeds
before planting them to speed
their otherwise slow germination.

DON'T BE BOSSED

BY YOUR LAXATIVE=RELIEVE
CONSTIPATION THIS MODERN WAY

® When you feel gassy, headachy, logy
due to clogged-up bowels, do as nullions
do—take Feen-A-Mint at bedtime. Next
morning — thorough, comfortable relief,
helping you start the day full uf.}rnur
normal energy and pep, feeling like a
million! Feen-A-Mint doesn't disturb
your night's rest or interfere with work the
next day. Try Feen-A-Mint, the chewing
gum laxative, yourself. It tastes good, it's
handy and economical . ..a family supply

FEEN-A-MINT “10¢

Virtue's Complexion
Once he saw a youth blushing,
and addressed him, “Courage, my
boy; that is the complexion of vir-
tue.””—Diogenes Laertius.

]
' Cranky? Restless?
Can't sleep? Tire
P easily? Because of

distress of monthly
functional disturbances? Then try
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com=
pound.

Pinkham's Compound is famous
for relieving pain of irregular periods
and cranky nervousness due to such
disturbances. One of the most effec-
tive medicines you can buy today
for this p — made especially
for women., WORTH TRYINGI

Hollow Sound
The empty vessel makes the
greatest sound.—Shakespeare,

That Naggin
Baglsac%e

May Warn of Disordered
Kidney Action

Modern life with {ts hurry and worry

{rregular habits, improper eating an
drinking—its risk of exposure and Infee-
tion—throws heavy strain on the work
of the kidneys. They are apt to become
over-taxed and fail to filter excess acid
and other impurities from the life-giving
blood.

You may suffer nagging backache,
headache, dizziness, getting up nights,
leg pains, swelling—leel constantly
tired, nervous, all worn out. Other signs
of kidney or bladder disorder are some-
times burning, scanty or too frequent
urination.

Try Doan's Pills. Doan's help the
kidneys to pass off harmful excess body
waste. They have had more than half &
century of publie approval. Are recoms-
mended by grateful users everywhere.
Ask your neighbor!/

DOANSPILLS

WNU-—-4

1441
| EPee—r====0nlyz= ===

' Goop MERCHANDISE

Can Be CONSISTENTLY Advertised
® BUY ADVERTISED GOODS o




