" BY ARTHUR STRINGER

Carol Coburn is Alaska born, the daugh-
ter of Klondike Coburn, a “bush rat,” whe
died with an unestablihsed mining claim.

Carol is returning north te teach in an
Indian school.

Aboard ship, she is annoyed by Eric (the

“It was,” I agreed. "It was all
rather wonderful. But it made me
feel like a deserter., And it was
too good to last. Just when 1 was
telling myself 1 had about every-
thing one could ask for, I got a let-
ter from Alaska, nearly seven
months old.”

“Telling you what?" prompted the
voice at my side,

“Telling me my father had been
found dead on the open trail,”" I
answered, doing my best to be casu-
al about it. ““He’'d been found there,
frozen to death, between his Chaki-
tana claim and Trail-End Camp.
His grub bag was empty. Two of
his dogs had died and the others
must have left him in the night. I
can't help thinking of that lonely
grave between the hills when you
talk about the uselessness of the
sourdough.”

“I'm sorry,” said my companion,
with a quick note of contrition. He
stood beside me, for a full minute
of silence. ""“Where was your fa-
ther's claim on the Chakitana?”

“That's what I've got to find out,”
I told him. *“But it seems to be
somewhere along the Three-Finger
Range between the Cranberry and
Blackwater Pass. Father, you see,
was just an old-fashioned sourdough.
He was always brooding about some
final strike that was going to make
him a millionaire. And he always
felt there was a fortune in that
mine of his, once it was opened up.
It was his secret. And he hugged
it tight, even from me."”

“But the important point is, did
he establish his claim?”

“I'm afraid not,”” 1 had to admit.
“That’s one of the things I've got to
find out.”

He leaned closer, as though trying
to decipher my face in the starlight.

I found myself moving away a
little. Lonely ladies, after midnight
on starlit nights at sea, needed the
feel of something solid under their
feet,

“It was kind of you,” 1 said as
I drew my polo coat closer about
me, ‘‘to help me as you did.”

But he disregarded that valedic- |

tory note.

“lI don't even know your name,"
he reminded me.

Names, on a night like that, didn't
seem to mean much., We were up
between the stars, I wanted to tell
him, where time and titles didn’t
count.

“Who are you?” 1 found myself
asking, foolishly glad because of his
nearness.

He didn’t answer me at once. And
in that moment of silence I sum-
moned up courage to reach for the
forgotten flashlight. Then I pressed
the button and framed his stooping
head in a sudden shaft of light.

I gulped as the light fell on his
face. That face was strong and
bronzed and touched with a quiet
audacity that went well with his big
frame. But 1 had seen it before, in
an altogether different setting. For
this was the mackintoshed man who
had stood in the rain with a blonde
and blue-eyed girl in his arms be-
fore the Yukon pulled out from the
Jeattle wharf. He had been so ab-
sorbed in that last clasp that he al-
most missed getting aboard.

The memory of that scene prompt-
ly chilled and steadied me. An ice
wall as wide as the Columbia Gla-
cier seemed to drift in between us.

“l don't suppose it makes much
difference,”” he said out of that si-
lence, ‘‘but my name is Lander, Sid-
ney Lander.”

““No, it doesn’t make much dif-
ference,”” I heard myself saying in
an oddly thinned voice.

“Why?"" he demanded, conscious
of that remoter note.

“We'll probably never see each
other again,”" I said with a limping
enough effort at indifference.

“But 1 think we will,"" he cor-
rected with unexpected solemnity.
My hand, resting on the rail, could
feel his bigger hand close aver it.

‘““Hasn’t Eric the Red done enough

of that?” ] asked in an adequately
frosted voice.

The man who called himself Sid-
ney Lander promptly lifted his hand
away.

“But I still want to know your
name,”’ he quietly reminded me. *“I
think you owe me that much.”

I laughed and stood silent a mo-
ment.

“My name's Carol Coburn,” 1|

finally admitted, ‘‘free, white, and
twenty-one, and heading back to the
icebound hills of her birth.”

“Coburn?’’ he repeated. And his
voice impressed me as almost a
startled one.

“Carol Koyukuk Coburn,” I an-
nounced, “with the Koyukuk usual-
ly suppressed.”

“What was your father’'s name?”
he asked.

“His real name,” 1 said, *“‘was
Kenneth Coburn. But back on the
creeks he was known as Klondike
Coburn.”

That brought silence between us
again. And when the man beside
me spoke, it was in an oddly altered
voice.

“It's a small world, isn't it?”

I didn’t, at the moment, see much
point to that observation.
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THE STORY S0 FAR

Red) Ericson, an agitator. She is rescued
by a young engineer,

They talk of the changes that had come
to the north, and of course a good deal
about themselves. It is a dark night on the

deck of a ship and they chat quite freely.
INSTALLMENT 1l

“l was beginning to feel it was
an oppressively big one,”’ I said as
I stared out over the lonely hills.

“How long,” he asked, ‘“‘will you
be at Toklutna?”

“For at least a yéar,” I told him.
“But why do you ask?"”

“Because I think I'll be seeing
you,” he said, without the slightest
trace of levity.

CHAPTER 11

It wasn’t until the crowding and
confusion of our shore stop at Cor-
dova that I saw Sidney Lander
again, Then I caught sight of him
on the dock, stooping over a wire-
covered crate, He let out a long-
haired sheep dog which disdained
the chop bone held out in front of it.
The quivering animal merely flung
itself on its master, whimpering and
crazy with joy.

“This is Sandy,” he said as he
stroked the dog's nose. “There’'s
just Sandy and me."

“I'm flying in to the Chakitana,"
he said. ‘‘But Sandy doesn’t like
air travel.” I could feel his eyes on

Instead of answering me he led
me toward the gangplank.

my face. ““You go on to Seward,
of course?”’
““Then in to Toklutna,” I said.

“It would be funny, wouldn't it, if
we found ourselves on the same trail
there?’" he said.

“What does that mean?” [ asked,
when the Yukon's warning whistle
gave me a chance to speak again.

Instead of answering me he led me
toward the gangplank over which
the last of the passengers were
crowding aboard. The smile faded
from his face as he stood there, with
my hand in his. He neither spoke
nor said good-by. But his eyes, as
he looked down at me, did things
to my heart action. For my wom-
an's instinct told me that some-
thing was stirring deep in that bear
cave of silence. Those eyes, 1 felt,
were saying something that his lips
seemed afraid to put into words.

All the way to Resurrection Bay,
in fact, I felt oddly alone in the
world. It seemed less and less like
going home.

Yet I knew, once we reached

Seward, that I was back on the
frontier.

But when I found myself face to

face with that solemn big school- |

house surrounded by a straggle of
cabins that made it look like a moth-
er hen surrounded by her chicks, no
sense of high adventure reposed in
my arrival.

It was Miss Teetzel who spoiled
everything. For Miss Teetzel, the
school head, proved to be a some-
what dehydrated spinster with an
eye like a bald-headed eagle's and
a jaw like a lemon squeezer, I
could see her disapproving glance
g0 over my person, from my gray
tweed cap with its rather cocky Ty-
rolean feather to my frivolous suede
pumps. I plainly didn’t fit in with
her idea of what a teacher should be.

I didn't much mind being con-
signed to the smallest and meanest
room in the big old building, But I
couldn’t overlook the spirit of hostil-
ity with which 1 was ushered into
my far-north mission. For that spir-
it expressed itself, once I'd un-
packed, in the first task with which
Miss Teetzel confronted me. It was
to take charge of the washing from
the children's ward. And it was
rather a septic mess to get clean,
even with the power machine which
Miss O'Connell showed me how to
operate. But 1 knew the lemon-
squeezer lady was playing an op-
eratic air or two on the keyboard
of my endurance. So I put on my
rubber gloves, and shut my teeth,

| and went through with my job.

It wasn't until my third day at
Toklutna that I had a chance to hu-
manize the cell-like baldness of my
room,

Miss O'Connell helped me do the
decorating. And this same Katie
O’Connell proved herself the one girl

| over once a week.

There is no doubt that a touch of romance
enraptures the palr.

Carol tells of working her way through
a university and of a trip to Europe as
companion of a rich man's daughter. “That
was a break,” he says.

I liked in that new valley of loneli-
ness. She had Irish gray eyes, a
sense of humor, and a frame like a
man’s. She was, I discovered, real-
ly a graduate nurse and should have
worn a uniform, But she bowed to
the law of the frontier and dressed
that muscular body of hers in man-
nish-looking flannel shirts and khaki
breeches and high-laced hunting
boots.

At Toklutna she plainly found
plenty to do. For of the thirty-seven
children in our school three had tu-
bercular neck glands, two had con-
genital hip disease, and another doz-
en either ear trouble or ominous
chest coughs. They were the off-
spring of the once stalwart Eskimo
and the noble red man of the North,
proving how merciless the hand of
mercy could sometimes be. Our civ-
\lization, plainly, hadn't done much
for those misfits. We thought we'd
been helping them, but all we did
was take away their stamina and
pauperize them, We left them so0
improvident they came to regard it
as foolish to go out and fish and
hunt and trap.

S0 they let the white man bask in
the glory of the white man's bur-
den. They gave up and wallowed in
shiftlessness and loafed about in

rags and mated and reproduced and |

passed their ill-begotten offspring
over to Toklutna to feed and clothe
and make into good little Ameri-
cans.

Miss Teetzel, I soon discovered,
did her best to keep the native girls
in the school from talking with the
old women of the outside settlement,
For these verminous old squaws had
a lot of tribal superstitions they tried
to pass on to the youngsters. Ac-
cording to Miss O'Connell, they made
a practice of not letting their first-
born children live, especially the
Copper River Indians who believed
that if their first little papoose lasted
only until he was eight or nine

| months old his father went straight

to the Happy Hunting Grounds.

Katie O'Connell, in fact, was on | . . v
- rural mail carriers.
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the warpath because of an Indian
couple who sneaked over into the
Matanuska Valley with their seven-
months-old baby, ostensibly on a
hunting trip. But if they came back
without that papoose, our grim-eyed
nurse proclaimed, she was going to
have them locked up for life.

trived to make me as uncomfortable
as possible. She seemed to feel that
the scrub brush was a major factor
in pedagogics.

But Sidney Lander was right. I |

hadn’'t much to work on at Toklutna.
The little slant-eyed Eskimos, I
found, were both brighter and mer-
rier-minded than the Siwash chil-
dren. They all seemed fond of mu-

sic, though, especially the march |

music Katie and 1 pounded out on
the old school organ. So the two of

us concluded that a little dancing |

might brighten up the emptiness of
their evenings. We tried putting
them through an

the fun was at its
Teetzel appeared and
over with that sardonic eye of hers.

“I'm afraid,” she observed, “that |

you're a trifle too modern for us."”

I had to swallow it, of course. But
after that we were restricted to

and a handful of dolorous old hymns
which my Siwash charges translat-
ed into a pagan chant of woe.

As | quartered back across the |
schoolyard, after stopping a fight be- |

tween two of my little redskin war-
riors (based on a can of tinned cow
stolen from the kitchen), I bumped
into Doctor Ruddock, who looked us
He stopped, with
his black bag in his hand, and rather
solemnly looked me over,

“You're not very happy here,"” |

he said. ‘‘How'd you like a whack
at a school over at Wasilla?"

My first impulse was to tell him
that I didn’t believe in running away
from things. But I said, instead,
that I was waiting for rather an im-
portant report from the Record Of-
fice at Juneau.

He glanced at the shabby old bar-
racks that overshadowed us.

“Well, if they crowd you too hard
here, let me know. I can pull a
string or two, when you're ready.
And that Matanuska Valley, if I
don't miss my guess, is going to be
very much on the map."

The memory of that message
didn't stay with me as long as it
might have. For on my way to my
room Katie O'Connell handed me a
letter from Sidney Lander. It had
come out from Chakitana by air-
plane and had been mailed at Fair-
banks. The writer of that letter
said that I had been very much in
his thoughts, But the comforting
little glow a message like that could
bring just under one's floating ribs
was cut short by the further mes-
sage that the sooner I could marshal
all data and documents in connec-
tion with my father’'s Chakitana
claim the more definite it would
make Lander's course of action in
the immediate future. ‘‘The Trum-
bull outfit and I are parting compa-
ny,” it concluded.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

- owill
Miss Teetzel took the savor out |
of my mission. She also quietly con- |

old-fashioned |
square dance or two. And just when
highest Miss |
looked me |
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Rise in Pork Prices Considered Likely; §

Washington Correspondents Discuss %
‘Jitters’ of War Rumors.

WASHINGTON.—"Pigs is Pigs''—
that was the name of one of the
funniest short stories ever written.
Of course pigs ‘“‘isn't"” pigs. They
“is'" shoats and hogs and a number
of other things including sausage
and pork chops.

Not long ago the mail carrier
probably stopped at your gate and
asked a lot of impertinent questions
about your plans for your porkers
and the other day the department
of agriculture finished reporting
what the mail carriers reported to
them. The result was the semi-an-
nual Pig Crop report which said
that there would be 10 per cent less
little pigs going to market next
spring than last.

Officially the Agricultural Market.
Ing Service said this:

“The downswing in hog produc-
tion which began in the spring of
1940 continued through the fall and
will continue at least through the
spring season of 1941, the Agricultur-
al Marketing Service reported to-
day. The decline apparently has
been at an increasing rate. The
percentage decrease in the 1940 fall
pig crop was greater than that of
last spring, and the indicated per-
centage decrease for the spring of
1941 is a little greater than that for

- the fall of 1940.

“The fall pig crop of 1940 is esti-
mated at 12.5 per cent smaller than
that of 1939. The decrease in the
1940 spring pig crop was 9 per cent,
The combined pig crop of 1940 is
down 10 per cent from last year but
the crop is the second largest since
1933.

“The indicated number of sows to
farrow in the spring season of 1941
18 14 per cent smaller than the num-

. ber farrowed in the spring of 1940,

““This information, from the De-
cember Pig Crop survey, is based
upon returns from 160,000 farmers
obtained in co-operation with the
post office department through the

Now according to past experience
these estimates have proved to be
pretty accurate and so the city folks
can expect to have to pay more for
their pork chops and the demand
probably exceed the supply.

Flventually that may apply to
milk, too, but right now there are
thousands of potential customers of

A family tree of value.

dairy farmers who would buy if
milk and milk products were cheap-
er,

Efforts of the department to breed

| better cows is illustrated in the ac-

companying photograph. I wouldn’t

eroup-sngng 4nd sauing the tag | e, 5,00 LSS 28 A L

. flourish in my home state of Illinois

would be flattered to learn that mix-
iIng promiscuously with the strange-
looking critter in the picture with
the enlarged collar button on the
back of its neck, would improve
their family tree—but it's a fact.
At least the Brahman cow has cer-

. tain points which help an Aberdeen-

Angus if it has to live down Texas
way. It's cool in Scotland where
the Aberdeen-Angus came from. It's
hot in tropical Asia where hump-
backed beauty originated, The Brah-
man have sweat glands in their skin
which acts as a refrigerating sys-
tem. And a little of that goes pretty
well in the Gulf states of this coun-
try.

News Correspondents

Discuss War Jitters

This is a story of chin-beards and
war,

We have been going through some
jittery moments in Washington lately
with war and rumors of war all
about us. In the midst of the con-
fusion, little things, unimportant
things which we remember years
afterward but which never get into
the papers or the history books stand
out clear and sharp in our memories

GREEK CHILDREN

WASHINGTON. — One story
which has not been told here is
how a million young folks are
helping Greece win the war.
These children, members of a
National Youth organization, are
from 8 to 20 years old. They act
as couriers, as aids to firemen,
help the nurses and work at all
sorts of jobs vacated by the men
called to the front,

Nat'l Farm and Home
Hour Commentator.

like a lantern swinging on a dark
night, like the eerie, night-mare
sound of the first coyote call you
ever heard on a lonely ride home,
with the moon half hidden under
the moving clouds.

I was sitting in the Press club
on a recent Sunday evening. There
were a couple of correspondents
there but the place was almost de-
serted. A heavy set fellow carrying
a walking-stick came in.

Of course we began heckling him
a little. But he's equal to it. Leon
Henderson is one of the New Deal-
ers who has managed to hold his
ground, winning hate from some, re-
spect from others who disagree with
him all down the line. I'll never
forget one occasion in which he fig-
ured. I can’'t mention the names of
the men present but they were all
legitimate contenders for nomina-
tion of the presidency of the United
States. And Henderson offered a 10
to 1 bet that none of them would be
candidates. One, only, got furious
and when it was his turn to speak,
launched into one of his famous in-
vectives against Henderson and all
his works. It was a good show but
Henderson proved right in the end.
He won the bet,

TALK ABOUT CRANKS

Well, what we said to Henderson
that Sunday night and what he said
in reply wasn't particularly impor-
tant until we got to talking about
the cranks trying to see govern-
ment officials with plans for saving
the world.

Then somebody said to Hender-
son: ““Have you met the man who
18 communicating with Mars?”

Before he could answer, one of
the cynical listeners who insisted
that the administration was trying
to get us into war, piped up:

"I thought you folks were already
in communication with Mars."”

""No,"”" Henderson answered, quick

as a whistle, ‘““we aren't trying to |

communicate with the god of war,
we are trying to keep away from
him."

Mr. Henderson left.
tive Tinkham of Massachusetts
came in., We greeted him. He said
he'd been away,

Naturally the talk turned to
beards. For Representative Tink-
ham has a famous beard. A fine
wavy hirsute decoration that makes
him look as friendly as some of the
kindly animals you've seen with sim-
ilar appendages. Beards are no
longer the style. 1 often regret it
and I have always believed that
their absence was due to one of two
things: moral cowardice on the part
of those who fear to be different or,
as In my own case, an inability to
raise a crop of whiskers that would
look like anything but a wheatfield
in the dust bowl.

TINKHAM WELL ENOWN
But

more than a beard.
Ington institution.

ernment purchased a well-known
apartment house in the capital, in
which he has had his bachelor quar-
ters for years, and turned the build-
Ing into one of the alphabetical agen-
cies, Mr. Tinkham stood on his

legal rights and refused to move
out,

There he remained among his tro-
phies—heads of wild water-buffalo
which he had outfaced in the jungles
—lions that he had not only out-
bearded but beaded; tigers, ele-
phants, tusks and all-—-and of course,
his own much-photographed beard.

Representa-

He is a Wash-

However, it is not merely the fact |

that Representative Tinkham has
faced beasts in the jungle that has
made him famous. He has faced

opposition for his seat in congress |

since 1915 and has never been de-

feated. And he does it without mak- |

ing a speech. Perhaps he is suc-
cessful because he has never made
a speech. Like the growing of a
beard, that method is different.

And Representative Tinkham has
another distinction. He is a mem-
ber of the opposition, if not the “‘loy-
al opposition"’ an opposition which
he considers is based on loyalty—
loyalty to his state and his nation.

“It may be too late to keep us out
of war,”” he said, “but I am going
to fight to do it."”

And with that he turned on his
heel and with his whiskers waving
like the defiant plume on the hat of
Cyrano de Bergerac, he stalked out
of our presence, the tails of the
strange, half-length pea-jacket he
wears for an overcoat, flapping in

the breeze.
[ L L

The Singer Sewing Machine com-
pany has been given one of the gov-
ernment ‘‘educational orders’ for
revolvers. If this keeps up we may
be beating our knitting needles into
bayonets.

L L L

The bureau of home economics is
watching experiments in developing
a turkey with white meat only. Some
people predict that eventually a spe-
cies will be created which lays cran-
berry eggs.

The next step will be a self-cary- |

ing duck.

Representative Tinkham is |

When the gov- |

Lovely Frock for
School or Parties

ERE'S an unusually sweet

princess frock for junior girls
that you'll want two ways for Sun-
day and everyday! This is the
most becoming line in the world
for petite figures. There are
adroit gathers at the sides of the
front panel to give a little round-
ness where roundness is needed,
and the waist scoops in to beguil-
ing tininess, above the piquant
flare of the skirt,

In velveteen or taffeta, with a
white silk pique collar, design No.
1269-B will be the prettiest kind
of party frock. In flannel, spun
rayon or corduroy it will be smart
for classroom, all in one color or,
as shown in the small sketch, with
a wide splash of contrast down the

front,
* & @

Barbara Bell Patiern No. 1260-B is de-
signed for sizes 11, 13, 15, 17 and 19, Cor-
responding bust measurements 29, 31, 33,
35 and 37. Size 13 (31) requires 4\ yards
of 39-inch material without nap; 3 yard
contrast for collar. Send order to:

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT.
247 W. Forty-Third St. New York
Enclose 15 cents In coins for

P.ttern Null'.lli |||||| Silu-l-liilll

Name
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Address

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 nmullions
do—take Feen-A-Mint at bedtime. Next
morning — thorough, comfortable relief,
helping you start the day full of your
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 ‘1o

Man's Will
The commander of the forces ot
a large State may be carried off,
but the will of even a common
man cannot be taken from him.—
Confucius.,

Today's popularity
of Doan's Filis, after
many years of world-
wide use, surely must
be accepted as evidence
of gsabsfactory use.
And faveorable public
opinion supports that
of the able physicians
who test the value of
Doan's under exacting
laboratory conditions,

These physicians, too, approve every word
of advertising you read, the objective of
which is only to recommend Doen’s Pills
a8 a good diuretic treatment for disorder
of the kidney function and for relief of
the pain and worry it causes,

If more people were aware of how the
kidneys must constantly remove waste
that cannot stay in the blood without in-
jury to health, there would be better un-
derstanding of why the whole body suffers
when kidneys lag, and diuretic medica
tion would be more often employed.

Burning, scanty or too frequent urina
tion sometimes warn of disturbed kidney
function. You may suffer naggi back-
ache, persistent headache, attacks of dis
ziness, ting up nights, swelling, pufh.
ness under the eyes—feel w nervous,

all ‘!.hﬂd out,

se Doan’s Pills, It is better to rely on
& medicine that has won world-wide ac
claim than on something less favorably
known, Ask your meighbor!

DOANS PILLS

to modern living. Th
today’'s NEWS tboumc foJ you eat and
the clothes you wear. And the place to
find out about these new things is right
in this newspaper. :




