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THE FRONTIER, O'NEILL, NEBRASKA
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o baki ” IUSE YEAST GOT WEAK

weeks on your pantry shelf

If you bake at home—you can always
depend on Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry
Yeast to give you perfect risings . . . de-
licious bread . . . every time you bake!

Ready for instant action—Fleischmann’s
Fast Rising keeps fresh and potent for
weeks—lets you bake at a moment's no-
tice! Don't risk baking failures with weak
yeast —get Fleischmann's Fast Rising
today. At your grocer's,
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9ts the Woulds. Fincat Investment —
Buy U.S. Savings Bonds. !
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£ Perer PAIN SHOOTS You FULL OF

HEAD COLL

@ Rub in Ben-Gay for gently warming, soothing,
MW(&&%M}M
up to 2%; times more of those famous pain-relieving
ingredients known to every doctor—methyl late
w%mumwmuaﬂmm
on ne ~-Gay, the Baume
Analgésique. It acts fast! boss 1
Nise for Paln due to RNEUMATISM, MUSCLE ACNE, snd STRAINS.
Ask for Mild Ben-Cay for Childrea.

1. The synthetic resin and oll finish . . .
lnincu!mnlythimwithmmhm
convenience and economy.

2. Latest, smartest colors! Styled
leading decorators. .
3. Incroased durability! A harder,
tougher, longer-lasting finish,

4. Greaterhiding power! One coat covers
most any interior surface, even wall-
paper.

5. Washable

6. Applies like magicl

7. Dries in ene hourl

8. No “painty” edor!

9. One gallon doed an average room!

There is only one Kem-Tone...
Accept No Substitute!
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McCale,
guarding the wedding presents at the
Bigelow mansion. He senses that old
Miss Adelalde Bigelow is afraid of some-
thing more than theft. In a conversation
with Miss Bigelow he learns that she is
sorry now that she gave her consent to

Duke private detective, Is

her nlece, Veronica’'s marriage with
handsome Curt Vallaincourt, as she has
discovered that he is a fortune hunter
and rake. He will control the entire
family fortune of thirty million dollars.
There are several eross currentis In the
tamily, she tells McCale. While they are
talking and loeking out the window, they
bear a shot, and see two women hurry-
Ing away. The one in green runs toward
the park.

CHAPTER VIII

She stopped running when she
reached it. For a moment, he
thought he saw someone e1se, some-
one in a gray raincoat walking
steadily away into the fog. He could
not tell whcther it was a man or
a woman, for the gray of the coat
dissolved the figure into a mere
blur. It only struck him as odd
that the figure did not turn or falter
or come nearer. It just walked—
pedately was the only word—away.
There was something terrible iIn
the unruffied walk, because directly
across from it and .below. where
they peered out, something quite
awful staggered, one hand to its
chest, the other groping out blindly.

It was a man, tall, wide, a dark
shadow of agony, seeking to climb
the Bigelow stairs.

The doorbell pealed sharply, a
ring of sheer despair.

Miss Bigelow and McCale, in a
single movement, ran out of the
drawing room. McCale reached the
stairs first, tumbling down them
two, three at a time, The bell was
ringing now, steadily, a shriek, as
though someone leaned heavily
against it. ,

The butler, King, came out of the
back hall, a sour look on his face.
But McCale was already wrenching
open the door, A light went up in
the hall as the startled manservant
pushed a button. For a moment,
no one seemed to be there. The
door gaped wide and black. Then,
from around its edge, a bulky ob-
ject slid, slumped to its knees,
lunged inward. then out flat.

Curt Vallaincourt turned his ex-
quisite head once, opened his ago-
nized eyes once, mouthed a word
before he died.

““Veronica,” he muttered thickly
before his heart bubbled up into his
throat.

It was then that Adelaide Bigelow
dropped down beside him, cradling
his head in her lap. Her tire@ old
hands smoothed dark silky curls out
of his eyes.

“A doctor,” Miss Bigelow gasped.
**The police,” McCale said curtly.
“But he may be dying—a doctor.”
“I'm sorry,” he looked deep into
her eyes, “but he is dead.”

He closed the door on the night,
shutting it out with the incredible
thoughts which seethed through his
mind. He barked an order to the
butler, necessary action taking over
his brain and body for the next few
minutes.

“Leave the body just as it is,”

be cautioned, adding, ‘“'a police re-

quirement,”” for he saw a look of
dismay on Miss Bigelow’s face.
She was otill gitting numb and
stricken, on the ca beside the
body

The butler had his hands pressed
tightly against his diaphragm, while
perspiration, a prelude to cer-
tain nausea, stood out on his fore-
m R T T

‘man,"” McCale spoke briskly. “And
get the police department on the
telephone. Wait a minute. Call
Devonshire 1212—line 103—and ask
for Donlevy, chief of homicide.”

The ald man moved slowly. “Per-
baps if vou can, sir—"" he began.

“No. Better you."

McCale grasped Miss Bigelow's
elbow in a reassuring grip. *‘We
have less than six minutes at the
most," he said, “before the depart-
ment, or at least a squad car, will
be here. Where can we have a min-
ute to talk? Alone.”

“The library.” she said, her volce
stronger.

McCale Slips Out
Ahead of the Police

“l want your help,”" he began,
and rushed on, for he lived in the
world as it is and knew that there
were things he might do if she could
remain a little while outside the po-
lice orbit. “I'm going to be out of
here before the police arrive."

“Oh—but please—""

He held up his hand. **You must
understand this, There may be
| some way 1 can lessen the publicity
this case is bound to stir up. Don't
think 1 mean to obstruct justice.
I'm not that kind of detective, but
you must understand that once the
police coune into this, you will have
no peace. Your privacy, your
home, your very lives will be ripped
wide open.”

*1 understand.”
bleak.

He went on rapidly. *“If I am
here when the police arrive, 1 will
be tied up for hours maybe with
the preliminary investigation. If I
am not, I can perhaps discover
something before they do. I know
Donlevy, Chief of Detectives. I can
talk to him tomorrow. What I must
do is get a head start. [ want, for

tance, to search WVallaincourt's
*  Where does—did he live?”

Her face was
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“413 Fensroad—but what shall I
tell the police?”

“Tell them I left—that you do not
know why."

“Yes."

He glanced at his wristwatch.
Two minutes to go.

“Now, Miss Bigelow, I must ask
you to tell me quickly what you
saw from the window upstairs just
before the shot.”

She closed her eyes and let a
shuddering breath escape her lips.
Her hands clasped and unclasped
nervously. He thought she might
faint. She opened ber eyes sudden-
ly, tense, staggered, but deter-
mined.

“At first there was only Curt
coming up the steps from the path
that cuts acress from Charles
Street.” The old voice was pained
and hushed. "I knew it was he
from away off, He always swag-
gered, sort of, and never wore a
hat. There was also a—a woman—
coming along the outer walk that
comes over the hill from Park
Street.”

“A woman in green?"

‘“Yes, in green.” She looked
frightened. “There was someeone
else in a gray coat and hat coming
along Beacon BStreet toward the

A tall wide man seeking to climb
the Bigelow stairs.

house. I couldn't see very well. The
person was almost directly under
the window and I was concentrat-
ing on—on Curt."

“On this side of the street?”

“Yes." _

Whoever it was had crossed the
street, then, for the figure had been
on the opposite side when McCale
looked. That someone must have
been almost at the door when the
shot was fired? The murderer?

“Min or woman?'' he gnapped, .

“I—1 couldn't tell. I was watch-
ing Curt, I told you."

“But the hat. You sald the fg-
ure had on a gray raincoat and a
gray hat. Surely you could recog-
nize the sex from the hat?"

“I'm sorry — I was watching
Curt.”

CIY“- Go m‘”

“1 just can't remember what hap-
pened then. Curt and the woman
in green almost met at the gate, but
he was a little ahead. 1 thought
he turned his head to laock at her.
. . . I'm not sure. - Then—I'm sor-
ry It's all confused. There was
just the shot. I closed my eyes, 1
think. Then you were behind me
and I did notice someone—the wom-
an in green, 1 believe, running off
into the fog.”

Then she went to an old, battered
desgk that stood in a corner of the
room. Pressing a spring that
opened a secret drawer, she took
out a small envelope from which
she shook a piece of paper.

Shari Lynn Tells

Her Story

“You'd better have this." She
spoke almost furtively, and added,
“If the house is searched, they'd
be bound to find it."

He took it over to the light and
saw it was the merest corner off
the edge of a letter.

when you control the dough
your promise to me, lover.
will be ours.

e's to crime. Ha, ha.

““This, then,” he sald, straighten-
ing up, "is what really sent you to
me "'

“Yes,” she murmured. 1 found
it in the drawing room grate. It
was, surely, a note to Curt. He must
have tried to burn it in this house,
You see how it proved almost all
my suspicions?"

“Yes."

He returned the fragment to its
envelope, slipped the envelope into
his inside pocket. No time to lose
now.

**The woman in green had red
hair, didn't she?" he asked, coldly.

She looked for a moment down
into an abyss of sheer terror.

“I—1 lon't know," she faltered.
*l was looking at Curt.”

Disappointment and wrath
flashed acruss his eyes, was as
quickly gone. He only sald, *‘Cour-
age, then I'll see you tomorrow.'

She put out her hand impulsively,

as if prompted to explain away his
disillusion in her. A long moment
passed. She turned to the fire. He
went out,

There was no one in the hall. The
body of Curt Vallaincourt lay long
and dark and lifeless, half in, half
out of the light thrown by the
scones on each side of a console
table.

McCale stopped by the still form,
avoiding a puddle of congealing
blood. He knelt and noticed that
Curt had been shot a little above
the heart, at close range, as if
someone had walked up to him and
let him have it. It was a miracle
he had managed to get up the steps
to the door. A less virile person

would have dropped dead in his
tracks.

He frisked the body until he came
upon a key ring that held a number
of keys. Satisfied that one of these
must be the key to the dead man's
apartment, he rearranged the eloth-
ing, walked to the door, eased it
open and slipped out.

He was hardly across the street
onto the paths of the Common when
the sirens started wailing and tear.
ing up Beacon Hill,

At Park Square, McCale hopped
into a cruising cab which put him
down at 413 Fensroad in six min-
utes flat, despite the increasing
drizzle and the traffic congestion of
that time of day.

Four-thirteen was a big hunk of
concrete and stainless steel. He
stopped before Vallaincourt's apart-
ment and listened carefully, his ear
to the door.

After he'd entered, he stood com-
pletely still, testing the silence that
bung heavily about him. A wide
doorway at his right gave entrance
to a large living room., He stepped
toward it, soundlessly,

The quiet of the place was dis-
turbing. It was the intense, preg-
nant quiet of a room so recently oc-
cupied that the effluvium of that
occupancy still hung in the air.
There were two doorways in back
and a little to the left of him as he
stood motionless in the center of
the carpet. Not a board creaked
or a pin dropped, but the hair on
the back of his head stood up warn-
ingly. Moisture beaded his palms.
He swiveled slowly, expecting—
anything.

A woman stood in the first door-
way. Tall, dark, voluptuous, she

' lounged, white-faced, breathless, in

a peculiarly familiar attitude.
Hoaoded, discontented eyes looked
steadily at him. Her face was so
white she seemed all lipstick in the
glare of so many lights. If she had
had a ecigarette in that mouth—
Memory tugged at McCale and he
knew it was Shari Lynn. She wore
a dark green wool dress!

‘“Who are you?" he said huskily.
She moved slowly toward him, eyes
::rry. For a moment he ignored

"You were a fool to come direct-
ly here,” he said then.

Apprebension widened her eyes
for a moment, bringihg out unsus-
pected lines in her face., She sat
down unsteadily on a chair and ran

nerveus fingers through dark dyed | PU

hair.-

She's scared, McCale thought.

He perched perilously on the arm
of the Empire sofa, shaking out a
cigarette from a pack directly into
his mouth in one motion. He spoke
over the flame of his lighter.

“Curt Vallaincourt has just been
mo -

Watching her closely he was cer-| 100 in. Send

tain that it wasn’t news to her—that
she already knew.

““Who are you—a dick? [ didn't
kill him."

“You were there."

She was guarded now. Her eyes
narrowed and she clutched the
glass with shaking fingers. *'You've
got to prove that, copper.”

“I'm not the police.”

““Then who are you? What are
you doing here? What is this, a
shakedown?"

He shook his head. “I'm . pri-
vate dick. I am, however, investi-
gating Curt Vallaincourt's mur-
der."

Curt’s Apartment
Yields No Clues

Curiously, she seemed relieved.
He soon found out why. A crafty
look slid into her eyes. She almost
smiled.

‘‘Listen, then. I'm not saying I
don't know Curt has been killed.
I'll even admit maybe I was near
enough to have seen it done. |
might give you information as to
who did it, mister.”

“I'm listening. But make it
quick. I want to frisk the place
before the cops crawl all over jt.”

She understood the necessity for
speed and went on hurriedly, *1
was up here having a couple of
drinks with Curt before he went to
the wedding rehearsal. 1 decided
to wait until he got back. He was
gone a long time—too long. ]
grabbed a cab, and got out at the
music shop near Park Square. |
was paying off the taxi when I saw
Curt cutting across the path to
Beacon street.”

“You followed him?"

She hesitated a moment, a look
of doubl cuming over her face, as
if she were not sure of saying the
right thing. That pause made » ‘ot
of difference in McCale's calcula

tiuns.
(TO BE CONTINUED)
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m Less than $30 per acre.
v." - Write BOX 18, Celpmbus, Nebr.

Cut-Out Frame for
A Set of Shelves

IMPORTANT pieces of furniture
that give a room an air of dis-
tinction are much in demand.

A simple set of shelves with a well-de-
signed cut-out frame always adds distinc-
tion to any room. Place these shelves on
a table or a chest of drawers and you

SCREW SMELYES AND
BOX TOGETHER WITH

" PLYWOOD WITH
=L PATTERN THEN CUT

OR A COMPASS SAW

have a really important plece of furni-

ture that will go a long way toward giving

the room a well-furnished appearance.
e« 8 _®

Pattern 264 gives complete directions
for the shelves shown here and an actual-
size cutting guide for the frame which is
dniged in simple curves that may be
cut hand or with a power saw.
pattern may be obtained by sending 15¢
with name and address direct to:

MRS. RUTH WYETH SPEARS
Bedford Hills, N. Y. Drawer 10
Enclose 15 cents for Pattern No. 264,

Name.
Address
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GROCERY, MEAT AND VARIETY store
gmhtnau;lon :!or l.;zl:titonuu ing andua:.
res, us a
small Eher?)lan cmmlgﬁ . Reason nlr.ltj
health. BOX 96, Brune, Nebraska,

DOGS, CATS, PETS, ETC.

PUPPIES WANTED
We brl.:, puppiuud nl'l’ m{?:" nl:. k:l-im'
canaries, rro ete. L
and lowest dealer’s s gn"irg’l.'ﬁu'f-. g

GEISLER TOR
118 Ne. 16th 8¢.. Omaha 2. Nebr.. Since 1888

FARM MACHINERY & EQUIP,
'30 Caterpillar Tractor

First class condition; 7-ft. roll over ““ﬂ"
er; new cable type Tourneau bull-
dozer to fit narrow gauge caterpillar, D
or R4; factory built heavy du&;whee&
trailer with wagon box, has 5. 6-ply
truck tires,

RNIE SCHOENING
Mineola, Ia.
Phone 266, 156 miles south of Councll
Blufls, off Highway 275,

1 NEW McCormiek-Deering 22x38 regular

thresher for sale with 14-foot feeder, No.

1 Hart Perfection welgher with 700x16-8

glz tires, JENSEN IMPLEMENT & SUP-
Y CO., Atwood, Kans,

1 USED CABE Model all-crop forage

cutter, 1 Oliver three-bottom disc plow.
BAUVER IMPLEMENT CO.

Falls City - - - braska

FARMS AND RANCHES

EASTERN NEBRASKA FARMS
CASS COUNTY
l.nrv or small acreage, make appoint-
men or wri

now te
WAL J. WUNDERLICH
2161 or 3171 - - Nehawka, Nebr,

FOR SALE—200 ACRE Cedar County farm

By 0. BIEA promised adt gprise. 18
f P

mc:’-mm. 45 acres brome, nmhc.

‘oﬂ. l-n_.

Fair set
HENRY A. THADEN, .
B8-ACRE Platte County combination live-

rain farm. Well improved, elect.
gation well, ‘eloge to town and

LIVESTOCK
REBRED CHESTER WHITE BOARS

Thick blocky Priced rirht. Georvs
Reininger, Jv., . Nebr. Phone 206F3.

MISCELLANEOUS
BASEMENT DAMP?
Aquella — 'lm‘:'. Ma t Ltncd“hr-
y "ﬁloiuxr rurr;m :

1510 Capitol Ave. s Omaha,

BALLOONS toy for all occasions, 4 in, to
dRAs for assorted samples,

¢ RS
428 6ih Bi., N.W. l'%ﬂm giom 1. D, C,
NATIVE WILD NUTS, walnuts, hickory

nuts, pecans, popcorn. erte for price list,
Kansas Preduoce Co,, Coffeyville, Kansas,

_____WANTED TO BUY
WANTED TO BUY—Good. dry. baled al

falta. FAMOUS MOLASSES FEED CO.,
tHMh & Vinton Bt. Ha, 4400, Omaha, Nebr.

MISCELLANEOUS
LET Felice do your personal shopping
for you. acinl rates to out-of-town
customers, Write Felice, P. O. Box 569
Omaha, Neb,
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mﬂgs t to the seat of the
trouble
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loosen and
gmthomdhednw.tmder.in—
flamed bronchial
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BUILD UP RED BL00D

TO GET MORE

STRENGTH

If your blood LACKS IRON!

YTou girls and women who suffer so from
simple anemia that you're pale, weak,
“dragged out"”—this may be due to lnck
of blood-iron. Se try Dydia E. Pinkbam's
TABLETS—one of the best home ways
to bulld up red blood—in such cases
Pinkham's Tablats are one of the great.
est blood-iren tonics you can buy! At

of! drugstores. Worth tryingl

'| with ‘roem for slightly ever .
spectators. Wik ever 100,000 appil-'

A!’TER watching the scramble

for world series seats and hear-!
Ing of the record demand for every

game that teams like Army, Michi-
gan and Notre
Dame play, one be-
gins to wonder how
many over-eager
fans are turned
away in the course
of a year.

The waste in the
matter of specta-
tors runs far into
the millions. In
fact, it will surpass
many hundreds of
millions, since on
certain big occa-
sions far more people are turned
away than the number of those ad-
mitted.

The Red Sox office in Boston told
me that, with room enough, the Bos-
ton seat sale for the World Series
would have passed the 500,000 mark.
This means that about 80 per cent
of the ticket applicants were turned
away.

Army feels confident that it could
have played before more than 250,-
000 at Ann Arbor, if Michigan had

Grantland Rice

a 250,000 stadium, and just as cer-

tain it eould play before close to a
million in the Notre Dame game.

Unfortunately, when earlier stands
were built no one saw the pessibili-
ties of any such public demand.

Certainly New York didn’t, where
there is no such bowl as so many
other cities have.

Los Angeles can handle 103.000 at
her Municipal stadium, with Pasa-
dena only a few miles away, able
to put away over 90,000. With Santa
Anita and Hollywood set for rac-
ing, Los Angeles is well in front
so far as accommodations for the
human frame are concerned,

Philadelphia and Chicago have
100,000 plants at the Sesquicenten-
nial stadium and Soldier field.

New York’s Big Parks

But their ball parks are too mea-
ger, along with so many other
cities.

The Yankees have the only ball
park that can seat 70,000 fans. Polo
grounds and Briggs stadium are
about on a par at 58,000. Outside
of these places, few ball parks can
seat more than 35,000 with any com-
fort. Public interest in sport, al-
most every variety of sport, has
grown far beyond seating or even
standing space. They can handle
far bigger crowds in England and

baseball, it is dificult to build sta-
diums that could handle more than
110,000 or possibly 123,000 spectators.

When crowds reach er pass these
marks, (e0 many spectators are too
far away from the soene of cenflict
or contest. But there Is vast reom
for Impreving where
space oo often Is much too limited.
The Michigan stadimm at Ann Arbor
leads all strictly

Just what will be done about Ihl‘

situation is a story for the future,
with lack of space and .also laek of.
building material. But many an
owner or promoter has wasted
many a sigh in thinking of all the’
lost gold from so many millions
crowded out.

Too Much Baseball

There was a good deal of talk,
during the recent series, about how
baseball is extending its playing sea-
son deep into football's brief weeks.
Then too, there's the matter of trav-
eling,

We were wondering what would
happen in the future when Los An-
geles or San Francisce had to face
Boston or Brooklyn.

A world series that rolls back and
forth from ocean to ocean could be
much worse than this shift from St.
Louis to Boston and back.

The Mississippl isn't nearly as far
away from the Atlantic ocean as the
Pacific ocean s,

The maln fsct is that baseball is
crowding much too far into the foet-
ball season.

Naturally, baseball magnates
can't see it that way. They have
failed to realize that [lootball js
now as much of a majer sport as
baseball ever was, or ever will be,

If a series happens to run into a
day or two of rain, those who follow
both baseball and football see their
first football game around midsea-
son. This doesn't happen to make
any sense. Baseball gets its start
back in February. It has at least
a six months’ span. Football only
asks for two and a half months

L B I ]

Football Rankings

The majority of football fans
agree that Texas university belongs
on top, or close to the top of the
heap, as far as this season goes.

Army and Notre Dame are ranked
close alongside, with Michigan in
fourth place.

It remains to be seen what Michi-
gan will do in its remaining games,
Also more than a triflé of Army's
future depends on Doc Blanchard's
condition.
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