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* NEWS OF WOMEN FOR WOMEN AND THE HOME * *r 

Hmr-t Confessions 
Home , 0°T*yountf 
Talks housekeeper 

*by Barbara Bqyi/ 
* i'iamma-in-iaws Visa. 

I 
WONDER why the visit of the mother-in-law is always so dreaded? 1 

have a friend whose mother-in-law came to see her and brought a trained 
nurse; the mother-in-law is something of an invalid. They stayed six 

months, and my poor friend was ready for a sanatorium when they went home. 
Another friend whose mother-in-law wrote she was coming to visit het* was 
reduced to the depths of despair upon receipt of the news. The mother-in- 
law is rather a fashionable woman and my little friend lives very modestly, 
has three children and does all her own work. The advent of her mother- 
in-law appalled her. 

My mother-in-law is coming to visit me next week. I am going to give 
her a lovely time. She lives on a farm and has rather a quiet life, so I am 

going to make things hum. 1 have several staunch friends and we have it 
all fixed. 

Immediately after breakfast, before mamma-in-law can begin to poke 
around the house or to tell me how housekeeping should be done, one or the 
other of these friends is to arrive. They are going to take turns about it. 
They’ll talk to her to keep her occupied in some way, perhaps take her out, 
until luncheon. Immediately after luncheon I am going to take her shopping 
or to a concert or lecture or sightseeing. In the evening, it’s to be the theatre 
or an affair at one of these friends’ houses. By th^third day she will be 
so dead tired and so thoroughly enjoying herself that she won’t have either 
energy or desire to poke around and tell me things for my edification. By 
the end of the week she’ll be glad enough to go home and rest. 

She’ll probably think I am terribly gay and frivolous, but that is better 
than to have her sighing about my housekeeping. And she would sigh, no 

matter how I did it, for a daughter-in-law’s ways are nevetya mother-in-law’s. 
She won't be able to say much about the true inwardness of my housekeep- 
ing, and when all the in-laws back in the country want to know about the 
refrigerator and the cellar and the store room, she won’t really be able to 
tell them anything. This will be an awful blow to them, and maybe w'hen 
she gets back home and discovers how terrible remiss she has been she may 
regret it. But 1 scarcely think so. She’ll be so full of the gouu times she 
has had that she’ll want to tell all about that. The other in-laws will proba- 
bly disapprove of her having gadded about so much, especially as she will 
have nothing to tell about me. But when a woman is just bubbling over with 
the good times you have given her she Is going to stand your friend. And 
I am sure I will enjoy it myself more than listening to long lectures about 

saving odds and ends, and making drippings instead of buying lard, and 
watching the pennies, to say nothing about dissertations upon the fact that 
if you always put things in their places there won’t be any disorder. • 

a*^**4, 

In Colonial Days f 
++++++*+++*+++^++-t+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++* 

COLONIAL 
days were a time of domesticity, which played a far more 

Important part In the lives of women than did Intellectual pursuits, 
which were more frowned upon than favored. But any work or ac- 

complishment that enhanced the charm of the home or added to Its com- 
fort was promptly undertaken and developed to Its fullest extent. 

A Boston schoolmaster, In recommending his school, offered to teach 
young women and children “all sorts of fine works as feather works, fili- 
gree and painting on glass, embroidering a new way, Turkey work for 
handkerchiefs, two new ways; fine new fashion purses, flourishing and 
plain work.” And he seemed to have a great vogue. 

The feather work must have been quite perishable, so that little of it 
remains, but the painting on glass was more popular and many specimens 
still survive. We find coy maidens and flow>ers and fruit as favorite sub- 
jects. and the art also extended to the painting of coats of arms, which were 

beautifully’ executed and lovely In color. 
Embroidery Was brought to a state of great mechanical perfection, and 

many designs, known as "mourning pieces,” were worked to commemorate 
some ancestor or friend. This was considered a great mark of respect, ami 
these stiff. Inartistic pieces of handiwork were framed and hung upon the. 
walls. But it was only when the stitches and colors of antique embroid- 
eries Were once more mastered and brought into use that the handiwork 
became beautiful, and ag a result of this revival we have In good preser- 
vation the lovely samples of our great-grandmother's time. These samples 
did double duty in teaching both letters and stitches. Sometimes they 
contained the alphabet, or a sentence from the Bible, or a well-known verse, 
or fancy could further weave a bird, tree of favorite flower into the design. 
It gave scope for displaying great individuality and the workmanship 
showed rare patience and accomplishment. 

Earlier even than the samples. It was the fashion to paint or carve mottoes 
and place them conspicuously for all to read. As books were rare in those 
days, these mottoes were supposed to take their place. Women also embroid- 
ered whole mottoes on wearing apparel, and petticoats and aprons with elabo- 
rate designs are still carefully preserved. 

As soon as a little girl could successfully learn to hold the needle she was 

taught to knit, and later on she must master the most Intricate stitches be- 
fore she was considered truly accomplished. Knitting was not only used for 
strictly useful articles, but also for ornamental bags and purses were in high 
favor, and watch-chains were also added to the list of favorite gifts. 

The making of lace was never made an industry In the colonies, but 
women of that day considered It an elegant accomplishment to be able to do 
tambour work on muslin or lace, and to darn designs on net or learn the in- 
tricate stitches of pillow lace. Exquisite collars and veils were made in this 
way, and hundreds of beautiful stitches were used In their making. 

Another form of decorative work In which women excelled and In which 
they took great pride was Papyrotanla. This meant cutting out of stiff paper 
various decorative and ornamental motifs with scissors. 
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WttAl dlKECl id llllS? 

IF you write down in their proper order the names of the objects shown 
above the initial letters will spell the name of a prominent street near the 
postofflce building In Newark. Can you guess Its name? After you have 

found the answer fill out the coupon and send Jt to Uncle Jack, the STAR, 
\pwnrk. N. J. 

The girl and boy who send in the 
neatest correct answers can have their 
choice of a box of paints, a good book, 
a penknife or any one of several very 
fascinating games. If the writing Is 
not legible the coupon will be rejected. 
Uncle Jack will publish the picture of 

any prize-winner who cares to send 
him a photograph. Ping-pong and tin- 
type pictures cannot be used. 

Only children under 15 years of age 

are eligible to compete. Be sure to 

place a two-cent stamp on the en- 

velope, to avoid delay at the postofllce. 
The names of the prize-winners will be 

*-1 
announced in the STAR on Thursday j 
evening, March 2 

THE PRIZE-WINNERS. 
Many children were smart enough to 

find the answer to last Thursday’s 
Initial letter picture puzzle, which was 

Halsey street. The two children who 
sent in the neatest answers and were 
awarded prizes were as follows: 

ETHEL SHAPEK, aged 9, 185 Avon 
avenue, Newark (book); CHARLES 
A. SMITH, aged 14 ?8a West Elfchth 
street, Bayonne (penknife). 

w «c«—r m nan i.aii mi mer. <m <«• 

1937 ™. “~r.ij 
Name.. • ••*•••.... Age. 

$ Street.-.C,«T. & 

If a prlie-wlnner I would prefer to huve.(. v 
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Corrrwpomlentw are reqnented 1 
not to mend nfamp» for pernonal J 
replica. Mina Doon'i mail Is too ^ 
heo\7 io penult her to write ♦ 

*' prl\ ate letters. 
’’ 

I.etters written on lioth sides a 

> of paper will not be considered. * 

A Book on Manners. 
Dear Margery Doon: 

Will you kindly answer the follow- 

ing questions: Is there a book on 

manners, marriages and death In the 
Library, and what 1b the name of it; or 

can I purchase one In the department 
stores? I have a mesh bag and would 
like to know how to clean It without 
moving the lining Thanking you In 
advance, I remain, 

CONSTANT READER. 
If you Inquire for.a book on “Eti- 

quette" at the Library it will probably 
give you the Information that you de- 
sire. To clean the silver mesh bag 
finely powdered whiting and alcohol 
will remove the tarnish, but if the sil- 
ver still remains dull, rubbing with a 

piece of lemon and wiping Immediately 
with a damp cloth will enhance the 
polish. If you do not want to use the 
whiting for fear It will sift through 
the mesh, make a strong alum water, 
skimming off what does not dissolve, 
add some soap and bottle it. Rub the 
sliver hag with a llanncl rag moistened 
with this mixture. Polish well with a 

dry flannel or cloth. 

Y. W. C. A. Boarding Home. 
Dear Miss Margery Doon: 

Would you kindly give me an idea 
how to get in the Young Women's 
Christian Association Home on Court 
street? I would like to get in. I am a 

neat, respectable girl, and do not like 
to go in a boarding-house. Yours, 

M. M. 
Inquire at the Young Women’s Chris- 

tian Association boarding home, 59 
Court street, wher'' the superintendent, 
or one of her assistants, will tell you 
whether there are any rooms vacant. 
The board is reasonable. 

To Clean a Raincoat. 
Miss Margery Doon: 

Will you publish as soon as possible 
what will clean a raincoat (black), 
and if possible how I can tlx rubbers 
that are wore at the heels? Is there a I 
cement that I can obtain for that pur- 1 
pose? And oblige, DOROTHY 

You do not say what the spots on the ! 
raincoat are, so that It is difficult to ! 
advise you. If It Is spotted with mud, | 
rub them with a cloth or llannel dipped | 
in a solution of washing soda, then i 
press the coat on the wrong side with 1 

a warm iron. There is a cement that I 
Is used for repairing rubber tires, but 
you could not mend your overshoes sat- 
isfactorily with It. 

Cornell College Cheer. 
Dear Margery Doon: 

I wish you would obllgo me by giv j 
Ing in your column the coliege cheer 
of Cornell University? And oblige, 

A STUDENT. 
( It is "Cornell! I yell, yell, yell, Cor- 

j nell!” 

A CONSTANT READER—To find 
out the faro to North Plainfield in- 
quire at the Pennsylvania railroad sta- 
tion. 

Auml'U'nYijMEUi 
FRIDAY—BREAKFAST. 

Stewed prunes 
Grape nuts with cream 

Codfish balls 
Graham gems Coffee 

LUNCHEON. 
Baked beans, tomato sauce. 

Saratoga chips Buttered toast 
Canned cherries Cookies 

Cocoa 
DINNER. 

Cream carrot soup 
Baked bluelish Mashed potatoes 

Stewed corn Peas 
Watercress salad 

Apple pie Cheese 
Coffee 

THE MENU RECIPES. 
Cream Carrot Soup. 

Grate the carrots, cook in milk and 
put through a sieve; or you may boil 
the carrots, cut in pieces, with a dash 
of sugar, slice of onion, spring of pars- 
ley and lump of butter. When tender 
(only very little water should he used) 
rub the vegetables through a sieve into 
the water again and add scalded milk. 1 

Thicken with butter and flour rubbed 
together. 

Hnkcd Illlirflah. < 

Select a biuefish weighing six pounds, i 
have it split, cleaned and the head left 
on, rinse thoroughly so that no scales 
or blood remain upon it, dust It lightly 
with pepper and salt. Make a savory 
dressing with plenty of butter and have 
it highly seasoned; stuff the body and 
the head s well, and tie with kitchen j 
tape—do not sew It, aB It makes It dif- 
ficult to serve and it is also apt to f 

burst. Lay thin slices of bacon on , 

the top and baste with some of the 
meltjd butter. Garnish with cold boiled 
egg rings and fried parsley; serve with , 

butter and parsley sauce. Remember 
to grease the rack well before laying 
the fish on it to bake, so that It does , 

not stick. 

_•_ i___ 

i WHAT CAUSES MANY 
I BAD COMPLEXIONS 

Mrs. Mae Martyn, the noted writer 
on health and beauty for the Los An- 
geles Times, recently said: 

"Most muddy and spotted complex- 
ions are caused by the pores of tile 
skin becoming clogged. Keep the skin 
clean and avoid the use of face pow- 
der which (ills up the pores. If women 

only would use a good lotion Instead 
of powder they would be better off.” 

Mrs. Martyn added that a splendid 
and inexpensive lotion can be made 
by dissolving 1 ounces of spurmax in 
V2 pint of hot water, then adding 2 
teaspoonfuls of glycerine. She says 
this lotion 1b better than any powder, 
as It clears and whitens the skin, be- 
sides making It soft, velvety and 
youthful. It does not rub off easily 
like powder and has been found ex- 
cellent as a protection against chap- 
ping, cold winds, and for treating cold 
sore*. 

Business in California. 
Dear Miss Doon: 

As I'm a reader of the Evening BTAR, 
could you please give me Information 
In your column In the STAR? I’d like 
to know how the electrical trade Is In 
California around Los Angeles, and If 
the tools and supplies are higher than 
here? Yours M. B. 

For an answer to your question write 
to the president of the Board of Trade 
In Los Angeles, Cal. Address your 
communication that way, and It will 
reach him. 

| Fashion Talks t 

% BY MAY MANTON. 

CHILD’S DRESS. 

With lllfch or Squnrr Neck, l.onir or | 
short Sleeve*. 

b 

6974 Child's Dress, 
2, 4 and 6 years. 

Here is a frock that can he made 

plain as illustrated or with the yoke 
and front panel embroidered or braided 
or cut from fancy material, conse- 

quently the model is adapted to both 
the dainty, dressy frock and to the 

simple one suited to every-day use. In 

the illustration, pale blue lawn is 

trimmed with lace insertion and edg- 
ing. With I he neck cut squure and 
the sleeves made short, and the yoke 
with panel cut from all over embroid- 

ery, while the remainder of the frock 
Is made from white lawn, the effect j 
would be much more elaborate, yet 
the model remains the same. 

The dress is made with the yoke and 
panel and the full skirt portion* that 
are gathered and j >,,,, 

Whether the sleeves are long or short, j 
they are gathered into bands. 

For a, child 4 years of age will lie1 
required 3 yards of material 27 inches 
wide, 2Vi yards 36, or 2 yards 44 Inches 
wide, with 7 yards of banding and 3 V* 
yards of edging to trim as illustrated. 

The pattern No. 6924 Is cut in sizes 
for children of 2, 4 and 6 years of 
age. It will be mailed to any ad- 
dress by the Fashion Department of 
this paper on receipt of ten cents. (If 
In haste send an additional two-cent 
stamp for letter postage, which Insures 
more prompt delivery.) 

Ready-to-wear hats in the spring 
ityle mushroom turbans made of satin! 
Droid with draped crown trimmed with 
velvet bow are among special offer- 
ngs at Goerke’s. 1 

Splendid tapestry and body Brussels , 

•ugs, best designs and colorings, are j 
Delng sold at bargain prices at Bam- j 
lerger's. 

Springtime suits of fine French serge j 
nedium-long coats, lined with self- ; 
■olored satin and with notched collar, I 

n black and navy; also winter suits 1 

if broadcloth, cheviot, diagonal and I 
;erge, may be purchased very reason- j 
ibly at Hahno & Co.’s. 

■■ 

Beautiful chiffon waists In all shades, 
nade with Dutch neck and fancy col- 
ars, also separate skirts In lightweight 
naterial. In all colors, suitable for 
pring, are among the many attractive 
ifferings at Bedell's. 

: 
New styles In ribbons, including 

nolro taffeta. In Helen Taft pink, an! 
:hiffon veils In the new shade of pink, 
is well as In a variety of other colors, j 
tre reasonably priced at L. S. Plaut’s. 

A Teaspoonful 
of"SALADA” 

Makes two cups 
of delicious tea 

A pound of'SALADA” 
makes 240 cups 

Trial 
Package 
10 cents 

All Grocers 
—m—mm 
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:— Danger Trail.l 
♦ By James Oliver Curwood J* Tho0uJbb.-M,e9rrm co. 1 

CHAPTER 1. 
Tlie Girl of the Snows. 

FOR perhaps tlie first time In his life 
Howland felt the spirit of romance, 
of adventure, of sympathy for 

Hie picturesque and the unknown surg- 

ing through his veins. A billion stars 

glpwed liko yellow, passionless eyes in 
the polar cold of the skies. Dehind 
him. white In Its sinuous twisting 
through the snow-smothered wilder- 
ness, lay the Icy Saskatchewan, with a 

few scattered lights visible where 
Prince Albert, the last outpost of civ- 
ilization, came down to the river half 

mile away. 
But It was Into the North that How- 

land looked. From the top of the great 
ridge which he had climbed he gazed 
steadily into the white gloom which 
reached for a thousand miles from 
where he stood to the Arctic Sea. 
Faintly In the grim silence of the 
winter night there, came to his ears 

the soft hissing sound of the aurora 

borealis aB it played in Its age-old 
song over the dome of the earth, and 
as he watched the cold flashes shoot- 
ing like pale arrows through the dis- 
tant sky and listened to Its whispering 
music of unending loneliness and mys- 
tery. thet came on hint a strange 
feeling th :: was beckoning to him 
and calling t :m—telling him that up 
there very car to the end of the 
earth lay all that he had dreamed ot 
and hoped for since rte had grown old 
enough to begin the shaping of a des- 

tiny of his own. 
He shivered as the cold nipped at his 

blood, and lighted a. fresh cigar, half- 
turning to shield himself from a wind 
that was growing out of the east. As 
the match flared In the cup of his 
Hands for an Instunt there came from 
the black gloom of the balsam and 
spruce at his feet a walling, 
hungerful cry that brought a startled 
breath from his lips. It wus a cry such 
aH Indian dogs make about the tepees 
of masters who aro newly dead. He 
had never heard such a cry before, and 
yet he knew thut It was a wolfs. It 
Impressed him with an awe which was 
new to him and he stood as motionless 
tis the trees about him until, from out 
the gray night-gloom to the west, there 
came an answering cry, and then, from 
far to the north, still another. 

"Sounds as though I'd better go back 
to town," he said to himself, speaking 
iloud. “By Oeorge. but It's lonely!” 

Ho descended the ridge, wulked rap- 
idly over the hard crust of the snow 
icross the Saskatchewan, and assured 
himself thut ho felt considerably easier 
when the lights of Prince Albert 
gleamed a few hundred yards ahead of 
him. 

Tack Howland was a Chicago man, 
which means that he was a hustler, and 
not overburdened with sentiment. For 
lifteon of his thirty-one years he had 
>een hustling. Since lie could easily re- 
member, he had possessed to a large 
neasure but one ambition and one hope. 
With a persistence which had left him 
peculiarly a stranger to the more frlv- 
plous and human sides of life he had j 
worked toward the achievement of this | 
inibitlon, and tonight, because that 
ichlevement was very near at hand, he ! 
was happy. He had never been hap- 
iler. There flashed across his mental 
/islon a swiftly moving picture of the 
ight he had made for success. It had 
leen a magnificent tight. Without 
.anlty he was proud of It, for fate had 
mndlcapped him at the beginning, and 
ttlll lie had won out. He saw himself 
igaln the homeless little farmer boy 
setting out from his Illinois village to 
:ake up life In a great city; as though 
t had all happened but yesterday he 
emembered how for days and weeks he 
lad nearly starved, how he had sold 
papers at flrst, and then, by lucky 
•hance, became errand boy in a big 
Iraftlng establishment. It was there 
hat the ambition was born in 
ilrn. He saw great engineers: 
•ome and go—men who were greater j 
hail presidents to him, and who 
lought out the ends of the earth in the 
'allowing of their vocation. He made 

slave of himself In the nurturing 
md strengthening of his ambition to 
lecome one of them—to be a builder of 
•ailroads and bridges, a tunneler of 
nountalns. a creator of new things In 
low lands. His slavery had not 
lessened as his years increased. Volun- 
arlly he had kept himself In bondage, 
ighting ceaselessly the obstacles In Ills 
way, triumphing over hts handicaps as 
ew other men had triumphed, rising 
ilowly, steadily, res stlessly, until now 
-. He flung back his head, and the 
pulse of his heart quickened as he 
leard again the words of \.n Horn, 
president of tho greatest engineering 
lompany on the continent. 

“Howland, we’ve decided to put you 
n charge of the building of the Hud- 

* V 

son Bay railroad. It's one of the 
wildest Jobs we’ve ever had, and Greg- 
son and Thorne don’t seem to catch 
on. Tney're bridge builders, and not 

wilderness men. We’ve got to lay a 

single line of steel through three hun- 
dred miles of the wildest country In 
North America, and from this hour 
your motto Is ‘Do It or bust!’ You can 

report at Le Pas as soon as you get 
your traps together.” 

Theso words had broken the slave- 
dom for Howland. He had been light- 
ing for an opportunity and now 
that the opportunity had come he 
was sure that he would succeed. 
Swiftly, with his hands thrust deep In 
his pockets, ho walked down the one 
main street of Prince Albert, puffing 
out odorous clouds of smoke from his 
cigar, every fibre In him tingling with 
the new Joy that had come Into his 
life. Another night would see him In 
Le Pas, the little outpost sixty miles 
farther east on the Saskatchewan. 
Then a hundred miles of dog-sledge 
and he would be In the big wilderness 
camp, where three hundred men were 

already at work clearing a way to the 
great bay to the north What a glori- 
ous achievement that road would bel 
It would remain for all time as a ceno- 
taph to his ability, his courage and 
Indomitable persistence. 

It was pnst 9 o’clock when Howland 
entered the little old Windsor Hotel. 
The big room, through the windows of 
which ho could look out on the street 
and across the frozen Saskatchewan, 
was almost empty. The clerk had 
locked his cigar-case and had gone to 
bed. In one corner, partly shrouded In 
gloom, sat a half-breed trapper who 
had come In that day from the I,ac la 
Honge country, and at his feet crouched 
one of his wolfish sledge-dogs. Both 
were wide awake and stared curiously 
at Howland as he came In. In front of 
the two large windows sat half a dozen 
men, as silent as the. half-breed, clad 
In tnoconslns and thick caribou skin 
coats. One of them was the factor from 
a Hudson Bay p(jst at Lac Bain who 
had not been down to the edge of civili- 
zation for three years; the others. In- 
cluding two <'recs and a ChJppcwayan, 
were hunters and post men who had 
driven in their furs from a hundred 
miles to the north. 

For a moment Howland paused In 
the middle oi the room and looked 
about him. Ordinarily he would havo 
liked this quiet, and would have gone 
to one of the two rude tables to write 
a letter or work out a problem of some 

sort, for he always carried a pocketful 
of problems about with him. His fif- 
teen years of study and unceasing slav- 
ery to his ambition had made him 
nnturally as taciturn as these grim men 

of the N j.’th, who were bom to silence, 
but tonight tnere had come a change 
over him. He wanted to talk. He 
wanted to ask questions. He longed 
for human companionship, for some 
kind of mental exhilaration beyond that 
furnished by his own thoughts. Feeling 
In his pocket for a cigar he seated 
himself before one of the windows and 
proffered it to the factor from Lae 
Bain. 

"You smoke?" he asked eompanlon- 
ably. 

“I was born In a wigwam,” said the 
factor slowly, taking the cigar "Thank 
you.” 

"Deuced polite for a man who hasn’t 
seen civilization for three years,” 
thought Howland, seating himself com- 
fortably, with his feet on the window- 
sill. Aloud he said: "The clerk tells 
me you arc from Lac Bain. That's a 

good distance north, Isn't It?” 
"Four hundred miles,” replied the 

factor with quiet terseness. "We’re 
on the edge of the Barren Lands." 

“Whew!” Howland shrugged his 
shoulders. Then he volunteered, "I’m 
going north myself tomorrow.” 

"Post man?” 
"No; engineer. I’m putting through 

the Hudson Bay railroad.” 
He spoke the words quite clearly and 

as they fell from his lips the half- 
breed, partly concealed in the gloom 
behind him, straightened with the alert 
quickness of a cat. He leaned for- 
ward eagerly, his black eyes gleaming, 

__ 
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and then rose softly from his seat. Hla 
moccaBlned feet made no sound as ha 
came up behind Howland. It was tha. 
big hrskle who first gave a sign of 
his presence. For a moment the up- 
turned eyes of the young engineer met, 
those of the half-breed. That look 
gave Howland a glimpse of a faoe (“y 
which he could never forget—a thin, _ , 
dark, sensitive face framed In shining, J~ 

Jet-blnek hair, and a pair of eyes that 
were the most beautiful he had ever 
seen In a man. Sometimes a look de- 
cides at friendship or bitter hatred 
between men. And something, name- 
less, naccountable, passed between -• 

these two. Not until the half-breed * 

had turned and was walking swiftly 1,1 
away did Howland realize that he 
wanted to speak to him, to grip him 
by the hand, to know him by name. 
He watched the slender form of the 
Northerrv.'. as lithe and as graceful 
In Its movement as a wild thing of the 
forests, until it passed from the door 
out Into the night. ■ ■* 

"Who was that?" he asked, turning ;< 

to the factor. , ., 
"Ills name Is Crotsset. He comes -- 

from the Wholdala country, beyond ,v 
Lac la Honge.” 

"French?" ..’’it' 
"Half French, half Cree.” 
The factor resumed his steady gaze 

out Into the white distance of the night, 
and Howland gave ur his effort at rnt)-.. ( 
versation. After a little his companion 
shoved back his chair and bade him' 
good night. The Crees and Chipper ,, 

i wayan followed him, and a few minutes 
later the two white hunters left the en- 

gineer alone before the windows. 
"Mighty funny people,” ho said, half 

aloud. “Wonder If they over talk!” 
He leaned forward, elbows on knees, ,:i, 

his face resting in his hands, and stared 
to catch a sign of moving life outside. !» 
In him there was no desire for sleep. 
Often he had called himself a nlght- 

| bird, but seldom had he been more 
wakeful than on this night. The ela- 
tlon of bis triumph, of his success, had 
not yet worn Itself down to a normal! *V 
and reasoning satisfaction, and his. 
chief longing was tor the day, and the 
day after that, and the next day. when 
he would take the place of Oregson and 
Thorne. Every muscle in his body was 

vibrant In Its desire for action. He 
looked at his watch. It was only 10 
o'clock. Since supper he had smoked 
almost ceaselessly. Now he lighted an- r 
other cigar and stood up close to one of 
the windows. 

Faintly he caught the sound or a step 
on the boardwalk outside. It was a 

light, quick step, and for an Instant It ’’ 

hositated, Just out of his vision. Then 
It approached, and suddenly the figure 
of a woman Btopped In front of the ’/W 
window. How she was dressed How-. 
land could not have told a moment 
later. All that he saw was the face, -if" 
white In the white night—a face on ,j«. 
which the shimmering starlight fell at£ 
It was lifted to his gaze, beautiful, as '' 

elear-cut as a cameo, with eyes that 
looked up at him half-pleadlngly. half- 
lurlngly, and Ups ported, as if about to .’Y>‘ 
speak to him. He stared, moveless In 
his astonishment, and in another breath *’ 

the face was gone. \ > 
With a hurried exclamation he ru ,. 

across the empty room to the door and 
looked down the starlit street. To go if?! 
from the window to the door 
took his but a few seconds, 
yet he found the street deserted 
—deserted, except for a solitary 
figure three blocks away and a dog 
that growled at him as he thrust out 
his head and shoulders. He heard no 

sound of footsteps, no opening or clos- 
ing of a door. Only them came to him 
that faint, hissing music of the north- 
ern skies, and once more, from the ‘I? 
black forest beyond the Saskatchewan, 
the Infinite sadness of the wolf-howl. 

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.) 

DARK DAYS COMING. • 

"Say. Jim, here’s a preacher in New 
York who says men should sew, cook, 
wash the dishes and get their own 

breakfast." ,j«, 
"What’s the use of rubbing It In? 

Guess we all know we’ll have to pretty 
soon.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer. ’-i 

M ~ ■■ .. \ 

“The Tea Biscuits are as white as snow and just as flaky.” 
Miaa Kay Cummings, 13 West 103d St., Sew \ork City, 

Efc 0 /P Sell-Raising 
? Sl i, FLOUR 

The kind that’s made with— ,, 

Absolutely Pure Grape Cream of Tartar 
and costs no more than cheap Phosphate Flours. 

» * 


