THE FRONTIER, O’'NEILL, NEBRASKA

W.N.U FEATURES

Duke McCale, private detective, Is In-
vestigating the murder of Curt Vallain-
court, who was about to marry Veronica
Bigelow, heiress to thirty million dollars.
McCale trades Information with police
lieutenant Donlevy, and learns that
Veronica Is the one the police suspect.
The other members of the family all have
alibis, but none Is above suspicion,
This includes Veronica's mother, Sybil,
ber sister and brother, Victoria and
Stephen, and Stephen's wife, Karen,
Sharl Lynn, former wife of Vallaincourt,
may also be Involved. McCale and his
assistant, Rocky, hunt In the park for
the murder weapon. They have reason
to believe that the gun will be found In
the old cannon.

CHAPTER X

In silence, they climbed the rise
of ground where the old World War
eannon stood. It was Rocky who
pushed his longer arm into its bar-
rel, groping, grunting. He withdrew
it finally, growling his disappoint-
ment,

“No soap, Duke,” he said. "I
touched bottom. Nothing there but
a handful of leaves.”

MecCale was puzzled. “‘Leaves at
the bottom of that shaft? Non-
sense. Let's see.” He snapped the
button of his flashlight.

In the round yellow circle of light,
he examined the ‘leaves” Rocky
held in his hand. An exclamation
of surprise escaped his lips. The
handful of ‘leaves,"” tangled, wet,
was obviously a woman's red-
haired wig.

Shari Lynn was noticeably done
in. She lolled on the divan in an
almost unnatural attitude. McCale
thought for a fleeting moment that
she had passed out or was dead.

“Oh,"” she said, “it's you."

““The door was ajar,” he offered,
and knew that instant that she had
been expecting a visitor,

She swung herself off the divan
abruptly at that and staggered to
her feet. She looked at him, her
eyes snaky and vicious,

“Get out of here before I call the
desk and have you thrown out. I've
got nothing more to say to you—or
your friend, the lieutenant, either.”

He fished out a cigarette and said
over the flame of his lighter, "“So
you told them your little story?"”

She smiled like a contemptuous
cat. “‘Sure. I told it.”

“Why? Would you rather have
waited until morning to put the fin-
ger on Veronica Bigelow?"

She laughed a  high-pitched
witch's laugh,

‘“You're a rat-trap.”

“Maybe. Just thought I'd ask.”

She pivoted slowly, and there was
uneasiness under her bravado.

“Listen, mister. Just what is it
you want with me?"

“I only want to ask you a ques-
tion or two and give you some ad-
vice.”

“Look here,” he said. *'I know it
was you who ran away from the
Vallaincourt murder, You were the
only woman who ran over the hill,
I know, because I was at an up-
stairs window, and if there had
been two women, I would have seen
them both."”

““You know a lot,” she said sullen-
ly, “but you can't prove it.”

“I'm ¢on my way to."

“Oh, yeah? Well, nuts to you.
My story is still good. Besides, the
woman had red hair. If you saw
her, you'd know that.”

"GI‘IIIM."

*“Well, then?"

“Well—then."” He threw the red
wig down on the coffee table be-
tween them.

She gasped.
that?"

Shari Gets a

Warning

“In the cannon where you hid it.
Now get this straight. Any cop or
judge or lawyer is going to know
after I produce this wig that your
story is phoney. You should have
taken more pains with it if you
wanted your story to stick. You're
in a Jam, lady. I think you're going
to be In a worse one, You're mak-
ing a little gamble on your own
somewhere along the line and 1
thil'iki you'd better tell me what it
5"

Her eyes narrowed, Tartar-like,
for a brief instant,

“I'll give you five minutes, Think
it over.”

He went over to the desk, holding
out his wrist as if timing her by
his watch. It was filve minutes of
two. While he waited, his eyes
roved cynically over the pictures
of Shari Lynn's boy friends. There
was a sailor and a petty officer, a
jockey, a tall, unhappy-looking ma-
rine, an army lieutenant, and—Me-
Cale suppressed a smile—an acro-
bat in white tights. There were sev-
eral others, proving that, besides
her eatholic taste, Sharli was evi-
dently attracted by anything tn uni-
form. There was no picture of Curt
Vallaincourt. McCale wondered at
that.

At two o'clock, he turned to her
again, She surprised him by be-
ginning to talk almost immediate-
ly

““Where'd you get

She had found the wig at Vallain-
court's apartment, days before. He
had some woman who came there
to seée him, someone disguise® as
Veronica. She denied she was the
woman., She didn't know, hadn't
the slightest idea who could have
been checking up on him. No, who-
ever was watching evidently had

to think that only Veronica went
there, It was hardly rational, be:
cause you'd think the only person
to whom it would matter would be
Veronica herself. Lately the wom-
an hadn't come any more. Hence
the wig which she had found.

“Didn't Vallaincourt confide In
you at all?"* McCale asked.

“No. Why should he?"

“I've played with the idea that
you were once his wife.”

A secret look behind the mascara
told him he was right, but she said
nothing.

He got up, reaching for his hat
on a nearby chair. At the door, he
turned, his dark-eyed face all sharp
points and edges in the light.

“You're In a bad spot.”” He tried
to control the hardness in his voice.
“I'd lock the door if I were you.'

He saw fear burning bright in her
eyes,

“Is that the advice you were go-
ing to give me?"

‘“Yes,” he said,

He became deadly serious. Some-
how he had to get through to her.
He slipped a business card from his
wallet and placed it on a nearby
table,

“If you're frightened or just want
to talk,'” he said, *'call me at the
number on that card. You really

Rocky pushed his arm into the
barrel, groping.

should talk, you know. I mean
more than you've talked so far, 1
know you're holding back something
important—something that is dan-
gerous to someone, 1 think you're
planning to sell*that information. A
little blackmail, maybe. But let me
warn you, you are dealing with a

cold-blooded murderer. You're in
du:.nsor. Miss Lynn. *“You know
t.!l

She laughed loudly, hysterically.
“You fool,”" she screamed. ‘'You
think you know a lot. Well, what
do you know? Just a lot of bunk I
told you. You think you can scare
me into admitting something. I can
take care of myself. What're you
trying to do? Get out! Get out!”

His last look showed her ashen
and distraught. She was stretched
on the davenport, hair dishevelled,
mouth lax, deep circles under the
horrible eyes.

“That's how she'll be when she's
old,"" McCale thought as he reached
the pavement. He walked slowly
down Tremont street, gulping deep
breaths of wet air,

Victoria Bigelow
Seeks Her Letters

The buzzer sounded in the outer
office. McCale looked at his watch.
It was three in the morning. He
walked quickly to the door, press-
ing the button that released the lock
in the vestibulee He opened the
office door, looked out into the hall,
and wondered who could be call-
ing at that hour. Sharp heel clicks
told him it was a woman coming
up the stairs. The head and shoul-
ders, then the figure of a girl
swathed in furs, with a cowl con-
cealing most of her face, rose out
of the stairwell,

She saw him, hurried forward
with a short laugh and stepped in-
side hurriedly. She pushed back
the cowl of her Persian lamb coat
and he saw the black hair and
Beardsley face of Victoria Bigelow.

She perched herself on the corner
of the desk, loosening her coat and
swinging one leg.

*1 could stand a drink. You might
be that hospitable.”

Silently he poured her a whisky
and soda from the cabinet. He still
looked at her with hardly concealed
hostility in his glance.

“About my being followed here, '
she said, sipping her drink, *“‘have
no fear. The police didn't even put
a man on the house. Old unim-
peachable family stuff.”

*You can't be sure.”

“Sure enough.' She shrugged the
suggestion away.

She slipped off the desk with a
languorous movement, meant to be
provocative, McCale supposed,
Scrutinizing her closely, he was
aware of the complete artificiality
of her make-up. She had tried to
effect an exotic appearance, in the
manner of the cinema, but succeed-

ing in looking more like one of the
Futires. His musing swiftly encom-
passed the whole lot of them, the
Bigelows en masse. With the pos-
sible exception of Miss Adelaide,
they were unreal, without authen-
ticity.

He watched Victoria with a bored
expression as she fingered a book
on the desk, examined the Lester
Varga painting of a Nubian woman
which hung over a bookcase to
see if it was an original.

“It's late,” he said, breaking the
silence. “You came to see me
about something. It must be im-
portant for you to call at this hour,
I hate to hurry you, but if you've

satisfled your curiosity, perhaps
you'll tell me what this is all
about.”

She turned abruptly and came
over to him.

“l want you to do something for
me.""

“What can I do for you?" His
voice was urgent and exasperated.

““Well'"—she fumbled for a phrase
~=‘*you'll probably have an-an op-
portunity to go through Curt Val-
laincourt's things, won't you?"

He looked up, pursing his lips.
‘“We-e-1l."" Better not tell her the
cupboard was bare.

““There is something of mine—
that is, Curt had some letters that
belong to me. 1 thought—"'

““That I might take them out from
under the eyes of the police? I'm
afraid I wouldn't have the chance.
By this time, the place has been
gone over with a vacuum cleaner.,"

“But they wouldn't just be in any
ordinary place. I'm sure he had a
hiding place somewhere in that

apartment. A wall safe or—or
something.”
“l doubt it. It seems perfectly

obvious that you have already
looked in every available place.”

llwl,Iy I_ll
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gave you away."

My, you're clever, aren't you?"

“Let us say—well-trained. You
visited Vallaincourt often?"

“‘No, I—well, that is, I went there
once in a while for cocktails, with
a few friends.” She was on her

Your intonation

guard now. “Often enough to look
about for something that was
mine."’

“Vallaincourt was hanging onto

-your correspondence.”

*“Oh, no.”

“Then why didn't you just ask
for it?"

“I did, but he'd only laugh and
say he'd give them all back when
—'""  She caught herself. She bit
her lower lip sullenly.

‘““When he was safely married to
Veronica Bigelow, I'll wager.”

‘“You're quite the Sherlock, aren’t
you, mister? Listen, can I or can
I not buy your services? 1 want
those letters. Do I get them?"

She moved closer to him and

‘stared him in the face boldly, a

viperish intensity in her eyes. For
a moment, McCale gazed deeply
into her vicious little soul,

“Not from me." His voice was
as cold as steel,

He turned away from her with a
brusqueness intended to convey that
he was through with their little in-
terview,

He spoke quietly. “I'm sorry. I
wish you'd take my word for it
that there are none of your letters
at the Vallaincourt apartment. No
letters of any kind, in fact."

She eyed him narrowly., “You've
been there already."

He nodded.

““Thanks, but I don't believe
you."
“All right,” he went on wearily,
“don't believe me. But 1 assure
you, there is nothing there. There's
not a wall safe or a sliding panel
in the whole shebang.”

““The police—"

“I hardly think so.
before they arrived.”

She seemed suddenly drained of
vitality. There was a thwarted look
on her face. “So that's that,”

*Just that, I'm afraid. However,
I think you'll hear from your let-
ters."

A Parting Shot
Startles McCale

**Oh, my God! What a stink they
will make strewn all over the front
pages of some slimy paper. It'd
take more than the Bigelow money
to—""

“l don't mean that.”

*Oh!" The echo of it hung In
the air,

She gazed at him once more as
if to reassure herself of his honesty.
His inscrutability seemed to have
baffled her.

“We shall see what we shall gee "
she said fAnally, a note of derision
and forced facetiousness in her
tone.

He followed her to the door,
walching her down the stairs. At
the turn, she looked back at him.
She stopped, waiting a moment un.
til he became aware that she in-
tended to explode a farewell bomb-
shell.

*“If they don’t turn up, Sherlock,
I'tl go to Sharl Lynn for them,
what?" She laughed insolently as
she continued down.

McCale shook his head in utter
weariness as he went back in. He
was sure the interview had been a
flasco. At least his share of it
Things were piling up too quickly,
too fast, one conclusion contradict.
ing another.

{TQ BE CONTINUED)

I was there
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By VIRGINIA VALE

HIS is a burst of loud ap-

plause for Eric Seva-
reid’s autobiography, ‘“Not
So Wild a Dream.” It's the
story of a boy from a small
town in South Dakota who
has never lost his love for
that small town, through the
years when he's become one of our
best political and war reporters.
Many of us will never forget some
of his broadcasts over CBS during
the war, and still look forward to
his Saturday night talks. Sevareid
covered the war in France, Eng-
land, China, Italy, Germany and
Burma. But this is not primarily
a war book; it is the inspiring story
of 34 years of a man's life, superbly
written, a story of the world in our
times.

—_—

Van Johnson says his role in “The
Romance of Rosy Ridge" is the kind
for which he's been praying: “It's

VAN JOHNSON

my first character part and the first
time I have been able to break away
from that ‘boy next door’ type of
characterization.”
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During her first London luncheon,
Goldwyn Girl Martha Montgomery
asked for a glass of milk, and the
waiter asked for her certificate. “'In
England,” he explained, when Mar-
tha looked blank, ‘“Milk is issued
only for infants and invalids. If I
may be excused for the observation,
I should venture to say you are nei-
ther.” The girls are touring the
provinces before the opening of
“The Kid From Brooklyn."

—+

Helen Nielson, who makes her
screen debut in Columbia’s Glenn
Ford-Janet Blair starrer, “Gallant
Journey,"” was discovered by talent
scouts in the cast of a Hollywood Lit-
tle Theatre play—but she's a cousin
of Veronica Lake's, lilves with
Veronica, and was coached by her.
But maybe a screen career for her
has always been her fate; when she
was twelve she appeared in an ama-
teur performance Iin a New York
City neighborhood theater and
walked off with the first prize—and
the prize was a Shirley Temple doll!

——

David Niven calls his new Santa
Monica home “The Fortress,' not
only because it resembles one; it's
manned entirely by seasoned com-
bat veterans. Even the nurse who
cares for his two boys was a mem-
ber of a mixed anti-aiferaft battery,
and has several planes to her credit.
Niven himself, who'll be seen next
in Goldwyn's “The Bishop's Wife,”
was a colonel in the British Rifle
Brigade.
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The first exclusive long-term con-
tract for an acting horse has been
hoofed (like a finger print) by Dice,
the featured stallion t.n';‘nuel in the
Sun.”” He's signed up for two years
with David O. Selznick.

—_——

Now that “Deception” is being
shown, Betle Davis wants to do a
comedy; since 1941, ghe's been spe-
clalizing in tragedies. *“People will
think I'm a humorless character
who stalks the oceorriders with a
candle scaring small children,” sald
Bette. She thinks her best comedy
role was in “It's Love I'm After,”
which was made in 1937 and was
overshadowed by the Award-winning
‘“Jezebel.”"
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The casting department at War-
ner Bros. spent six days finding 12
male and 12 female daneers who
could do an old-fashioned waltz for
“My Wild Irish Rose,” the Chaun-
cey Olcott picture. Twenty - two
applicants tested and lost.

—_—

Skitch Henderson, young planist
of the Bing Crosby program, fully
intended to become a concert pian-
ist when he left England and came
to his native America. But—once
he was introduced to American jazz,
he changed his mind, and look at
him now!

—_——

ODDS AND ENDS — Richard New-
man, creator of gowns for stars, is doing
20 super-specials for Lauren Bacall to
wear opposite Humphrey Bogart in
“Dark Passage™ . . . Ida Lupino is be-
ing taught to stutter for her role as a
mountain girl in Warner Bros.” picture,
“Deep Valley.” . Linda Darnell
took off 20 pounds for “Forever Am-
ber.”. . . Rory Mallinson, his wife and
three children have moved into a Quon-
set hut in Groffith Park's veteran hous
ing project, says it's much better than
the garage they moved from. . .. Bui
Jay Norris, RKO actor, who's had
trouble finding a place to live, has in
herited a hotel in Albany, Ga.
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BUSINESS & INVEST. OPPOR.

GROCERY, MEAT AND VARIETY store
combination for sale., Bullding and fix-
tures, $2750 plus inventory, Good location,
small Bohemian community, Reason {ll
health, BOX 96, Bruno, Nebraska,

WINCHARGER PLANT FOR SALE
Utility model, 2% years old, complete with
18 heavy duty batteries and 60 ft. tower,
Also appliances, WALTER WOBKEN,
Wisner, Neb. Phone 308, Beemer.

GROCERY—Community by outskirts Lin-
coln, Nebr, Store Bldg.—Stock—3-rm, cot-
tage. Sales $4,000. Mo. Ave, Write

H, HENDEE
115 Ne. 12th - - Lincoln, Nebr.

FARM MACHINERY & EQUIP.

JOHN DEERE Tractor Owners: “Nu-
Power' High Compression sets now avalil-
able., Reports from the field show 25%
more power, 50% less oll consumption,
better starting, smoother idling, less car-
bon, less engine wear with hi compres-
slon and gasoline. No special tools re-
quired. Full instructions furnished. All
"B’ Models $34.50. A" $37.50. Tractor
serial number required with order.
Manufactured and Sold by
THE CLINTON MACHINE CO.
Clinton, Michigan,

THREE box wagons complete with scoop
boards; one two-row Chase cultivator;
one single-row New Century cultivator;
one John Deere single-row godig: one
John Deere corn planter complete with
furrow openers; six rolls corn cribbing;
one self feeder, 100 bushel size. Every-
thing is in A-1 condition, Price $300 for
everything listed,

HENRY EHMKE Houte A, Sidney, Neb,

FOR BALE—Case Af—six-foot Combine
with motor. Used one season.
MARK M. SHELDON
Percival, Towa

FARMS AND RANCHES __

EASTERN NEBRASKA FARMS
CASS COUNTY
Large or small acreage, make appoint-
ment now by phone or write
WALTER J. WUNDERLICH
2161 or 2171 Nehawhka, Nebr,
B0 ACRES IN DAIRY COUNTRY
With running water, TODD COUNTY,
Minnesoita, Rennie Irish, Belgrade, Nebr,

HELP WANTED—MEN

AUTOMOTIVE MEN

3 Auto Mechanics
2 Body, Fender Men
1 Lubrication Man

We have a good proposition to offer with
the highest salary for the right man,

Come in and talk over our plan or call
160 Fremont for appointment,

A Good Place to Work

GRANT CHEVROLET CO.

Fremont, Neb.

__HELP WANTED—WOMEN

SALESWOMEN to handle men's and wom-

en's novelty line of cosmetics for full or

part time. A real Christmas sgecial.
MADAM WHITE COSMETICS

7304 Lyndale Ave. 8., Minneapolis, Minn,

MISCELLANEOUS
PETROLEUM AUTHORITY

Interstate from Nebraska, Kansas and Ok-
lahoma, into Colorado on main highways
with several off route points. One of best
authorities, CASEY JONES, 9001 EA Col-
fax, Auroera, Cole.
Aquella — Famous Maginot Line water-
proofer, $3.95 gallon postpaid.

MORRIS PAINT
1510 Capitol Ave. - Omaha.

UILT PIECES — Beautiful new Cotton

rints, large, colorfast ﬁleces. 500 for $1,
sample packet 10c. JAMES SALES CO.,
P.0. Bex 255, Centralia, Il

MISCELLANEOUS

LET Felioe do your personal ﬁo‘mex
for you. ecial rates to out-of-town
customers. Write Felice, P. O. Box 569,
Omaha, Neb.

GOTA COLD?

Help shake it off with
Ay Evirsy TONIC

9 It you are run down—becs

use
w’ummﬂ all the A&D

tamins you n tart taking
Scott's Emulsion to promptly
help bring back e and
stamina and build re nee.
tasting Scott's is rich in
natural A&D Vitamins and
energy-building, natural oil
Buy today! All druggists.

SCOTT'S EMULSION

YEAR-ROUND TONIL

St.Joseph

ASPIRIN
Wumxhne:;tm’:;m

"COLD BUG sor nim?

HELP EASE
ACHING
CHEST

MUSCLES

RUB ON

MENTHOLATUM o4/

When Your
,Back:Hurts -

And Your Strength and

Energy Is Below Par

ft may be eaused by disorder of kid-
nuey [unction that permits polsonous
waste Lo sccumulate. For truly many
people fecl tired, weak and miserable
when the kidneys fail Lo remove excess
acids and other waste matter {rom the
bl

ood.

You may suffer nagging backache,
rheumatic pains, headaches, dizziness,

tting up nights, leg J""’" swelling.
!:mcumu frequent and seanty wrina-
tion with smarting and burning s an-
other sign that something ls wrong with
the kidneys or bladder.

There should be no doubt that proula]pl
treatment is wiser than neglect. Use
Doan's Pills. It i better to ul{ on &
medieine that has won countrywide ar

roval than on something less favorably

own. Doan's have been tried and test-
ed many years. Are st all drug stores.

v

OANSPILLS

Keeps

ﬁrW@"

NOW! Bake any time...at a momsnt"s notice with
Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry Yeast

If you bake at home—baking day is any day
you feel like it, with Fleischmann's Fast Rising
Dry Yeast. Easy-to-use, extra-fast, Fleischmann's
Fast Rising stays fresh, full strength for weeks
on your pantry shelf. Always ready for instant
action. Get Fleischmann's Fast Rising Dry Yeast
today. The menfolk will brag about your baking
more than ever. At your grocer’s.

For Youn @monal_m

Buy U.S. Savings Bondas !

THERE’S NO FINEH WALL FINISH

\ﬂ__‘h

|'he modem

miracle wall finish

.« and it covers Wallpaper! Driesin1 Hoar!

1. The synthetic resin and oll finish
.. .miraculously thins with water
for your convenience and

economy,

2. Latest, smartest colors! Styled

by leading decorators.

3. Increased durabilityl A harder,
tougher, longer-lasting finish.
4. Greater hiding power! One coat

covers most any interior surface,

even wall-paper.

5. Washable! Cleans beautifully
with wall-washing cleaners or
wall-paper cleaners.

6. Applies like magic!

7. Dries in one hour!

8. No “painty” odor!

9. One galion does an average
reom!

There is onlj one Kem-Tone...
Accept No Substitute!

|r Perer PAIN PLUGS YOU WITH RACKING

HEADACHE

® Rub in gently-warming Ben-Gay for soothing re-
lief from simple headache! Ben-Gay contains up to
214 times more of two famous pain-relieving agents
known to every doctor—methyl salicylate and men-
thol—than five other widely offered rub-ins. Insist on
genuine Ben-Gay, the original Baume Analgésique.

It brings quick relief!

Also for Pain due to RHEUMATISM, MUSCLE ACHE, and COLDS.
Ask for Mild Ben-Gay for Children.
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