
End Table Easily 
Made From Spools 

¥F THERE is a table shortage in 
your home, here is an easy way 

to solve the problem. All you need 
is some plain shelf boards with 
holes bored in the corners, empty 
spools, a set of curtain rods and 

/OR A TABLE 26” HIGH 
USE 3 BOARDS fi 

WITH HOLES // 
BORED IN 

THE 
.CORNERS! 

SMALL SPOOLS 
AND 24LARGE# 
ONES 

|USE 4 BRASS / 
CURTAIN / 
RODS RUN / 
THROUGH / 
SPOOLS / 

ND boards^/ ry 
E GLUE BETWEEN/^ 

SPOOLS-- 

some glue. . In a few minutes you 
can combine these things to make 
the attractive table shown here. 

* * • 

This Is just one of more than thirty 
clever Ideas in BOOK 5. With its aid you 
can work minor miracles throughout your 
house and neither inflation nor the scarc- 
ity of materials need stop you. A copy of 
BOOK 5 may be obtained by sending 15c 
with name and address direct to: 

MRS. Rl’TH WYETH SPEARS 
Bedford Hills, N. Y. Drawer 10 

Enclose 15 cents for Book 5. 

Name 

Address_ 

ZtsuVUrUudL diiiu otsAAOfL 
'T'HE memory expert had been 

giving his turn in the village 
hall. The audience had not been 
enthusiastic and the questions 
asked by the audience at the end 
of the entertainment really infuri- 
ated the man. 

Then one dear* old lady came up 
and asked him to what he attrib- 
uted his remarkable memory. 

“Well, madam,” he explained, 
without a smile, “when I was 

in the Air Force, I once had to 
make a parachute jump from a 

great height. Just as I jumped, 
the pilot leaned over the side and 
yelled, ‘Hey, you’ve forgotten your 
parachute! Believe it, that taught 
me a lesson, and I’ve never for- 
gotten anything since.” 

WHEN CONSTI RATION makes you feel 
punk as the dickens, brings on stomach 
upset, sour taste, gassy discomfort, 
take Dr. Caldwell’s famous medicine 
to quickly pull the trigger on lazy “in- 
nards” and help you feel bright and 
chipper again. 
DIL CALDWELL’S is the wonderful sen- 
na laxative contained in good old Syrup 
Pepsin to make it ao easy to take. 
MANY DOCTORS use pepsin prepara- 
tions in prescriptions to make the medi- 
cine more palatable and agreeable to 
take. So be sure your laxative is con- 
tained in Syrup Pepsin. 
INSIST ON DR. CALDWELL’S—the fa- 
vorite of millions for 50 years, and feel 
that wholesome relief from constipa- 
tion. Even finicky children love it. 
CAUTION: Use only as directed. 

DR. CALDWELL’S 
SENNA LAXATIVE 

contained ,N SYRUP pepsin 

BATTERY TROUBLE ENDED 
$1.50 YOUR FIRST and LAST COST 
ADDED TO ANY BATTERY IN 5 
MINUTES WITHOUT REMOVING 

BATTERY FROM CAR 
Start your car as often as you wish 
without fear of battery trouble. 
Play radio as long as you care to— 
Your battery will not fail. 
Batteries of any make used for 
lighting, radio, boats, vehicles, etc., 
wul operate 3 times longer if serv- 
iced with "EVER-CHARGE.” 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
OR MONEY BACK 

MaU Check or Money Order 

DONOHO COAL CO. 
P17 South 33th St., Omaha 5, Ncbr. 

AGENTS WANTED 

t change to 

for the io*tic 
on your smile 

Efficient Calox works tu>o war** 

X Helps remove film... bring out 
all the natural lustre of your 
smile. 

s 2 a special ingredient in Calox 
encourages regular massage.. 
which has a tonic effect on gums 
... helps make them firm and 
rosy. Tone up your smile. ..with 
Calox! 

Made ta famous McKeuoa laboratories, 
113 rears of pharweaceuticai kuewboso 

Duke McCale, private detective, is 

guarding the wedding presents at the 

Bigelow mansion. He senses that old 
Miss Adelaide Bigelow is afraid of some- 

thing more than theft. He meets the 
bride and groom-to-be, Veronica and 
Curt Vallaincourt, and Veronica’s moth- 

er, Sybil, and her brother and sister, 
Stephen and Victoria. McCaie^learns that 
Vallaincourt Is a free spender and gam- 
bler. He also finds out there was a 

curious episode in the lives of Stephen 
Bigelow and his wife. There Is a strange 
tension at the mansion. Christopher 
Storm, who had once been rejected by 
Veronica, seems particularly 111 at ease. 

Stephen Is also notably Jumpy. Karen 

goes out, and returns in an hour. 

CHAPTER VII 

Comes in all decked out for the 

night life. Soup and fish. Gave me 

the once-over and had a few quick 
straight ones without more than a 

glance at me sitting there with my 
tongue hanging out. When the but- 
ler stuck his snoot in the door, he 

spat out, ‘Tell my mother I’m going 
out this evening.’ Not his wife, mind 
you—his mother.” 

"Mama's big boy.” 
“Oh, sure. He and his wife don’t 

get along, I take it?” 
“Your surmise is a good one, I 

think.” 
“Well, while he was having his 

snort, the wife comes in. I’d been 

wondering who’d been playing chop- 
sticks all night until she stood there 
in the doorway, looking daggers at 
him. ‘Going out, Steve?’ she says, 
and he walks by her without a 

glance. She put her hand out, but 
he brushed her off.” 

"Then King, the major domo, 
calls her to the phone and she goes 
out.” 

"She had a phone call?” 
“Yep. After which she banged 

heck out of the piano for another 
half hour.” 

"She went out, you say?” 
“Yes, she did. She wasn't gone 

long. About an hour. When she 
came home, she messed around the 
Ivories until hubby rolled in, about 
twelve o'clock. Then the place 
quieted down for the night.” 

"Stephen came home late?” 
“Yes. He must have heard her 

going in, ’cause a door opened up- 
stairs. The piano stopped. He 
shouted something or other at her 
that I didn’t get. Then a couple 
more doors slammed.” 

“That the story?” 
“All but mamma.” She stopped 

King in the hall and asked for Ste- 
phen. She almost dropped when he 
told her sonny boy was doing the 
town. Then she yelled for Karen. 
While King went looking for her, 
she went through a gamut of facial 
expressions worthy of any one of 
the old silent movie gals. When the 
butler reported that Karen had gone 
out too, she made a beeline for the 
upstairs. In about twenty minutes, 
she came down looking like the Mer- 
ry Widow—and just as worn out. 
She called a cab and made her 
exit.” 

“When did she get home?” 
“Just before Stevey-boy. She 

came in, or floated in, would be 
more like it. She had just got the 
shock of her life. No act this time. 
I actually had to help her upstairs, 
though I’ll bet she won’t remember 
It." 

McCale nodded thoughtfully and 
they fell silent for a few minutes. 
The figment of his imagination was 

jumping about wildly. He was surer 
than ever that tragedy stalked the 
Bigelows. Finally with a gesture- 
half disdain, half despair — he 
launched into a description of the 
events witnessed by Ann and him- 
self at the Abbey. 

Rocky listened avidly McCale 
never kept any information from his 
assistants when they were working 
together on a case. He felt that to 
withhold developments made an op- 
erator less interested in me out- 

come, made him feel less like an 

integral part of the investigation. 
Besides that, everyone’s opinion 
was valuable. A word here, an 

idea there— 

Miss Adelaide Quits 
The Pretense 

When he had finished, he cocked 
an eyebrow, looking interrogatively 
at his friend and employee. 

Rocky said at last slowly, “The 
thing that sticks out farthest, chief, 
at least as I see it—” 

“Is what?” 
“Is what Mr. Curt Vallaincourt, 

bridegroom-to-be, seems to be as 

busy as a bee. painting himself right 
into a corner.” 

At four-thirty that afternoon, 
Duke McCale stood before the fire- 
place in the upstairs drawing room 
of the Beacon street house. He was 

facing Adelaide Bigelow, who was 

huddled in the comer of a Victorian 
sofa. There was something held 
back in her, a studied remoteness. 

McCale had been talking quietly. 
In a voice which surprised himself 
at its own compassion. 

“You’ll have to pardon me if I 
say you have been—shall I say— 
extremely British about this situa- 
tion. You have made a concession 
here, an appeasement there, until 
it is quite futile to take any action. 
You have called me in months too 
late.” 

“Mr. McCale,” there was a light 
touch of hauteur in her tone in 
spite of herself, "you are presum- 
ing too much. I called you in to 

look after the house during the week 
of the wedding.” 

"I’m sorry, but that is not the 
truth. Never once have I believed 
you came to my office with that in 
mind. I knew you were in trouble 
even though you withheld your con- 

fidence. Even now you will not ad- 
mit it, even to yourself. I have 
gone on that premise from the first 
—that you wanted me to find out 

things without even the responsibil- 
ity on your part of telling me what.” 

“I wish to withdraw from the 
case, Miss Bigelow. There’s noth- 
ing I can do for you.” 

“Oh, r.o!” The words, half muf- 
fled in the heavy atmosphere, mag- 
nified themselves in the vastness of 
the room. 

The fire crackled fiercely for a 

long minute, while the essence of 
fear hung in the air like a strong 
accent. 

It is necessary for me, since you 
will not confide in me, to tell you 
exactly what it is that is bothering 
you—what it is that you fear. You 
see, I know. What is it?” 

Miss Bigelow turned once more 

to the room and McCale saw into 
her mind quite easily. 

The house was quiet and the room 

seemed Just as it should be—a 
chamber of solid, Victorian fast- 
ness, cozy, warm, intimate. Her 
fingers caressed the sheen of old 
wood, the back of a chair. She 
looked at him. 

“So many things are not as we 

He stood behind her looking over 

her shoulder while he talked. 

want them to be, nor as we be- 
lieved them to be,” she said. 

He nodded. “There was, for In- 
stance,” he answered, drawing a 

parallel, "the case of France, with 
its vigor, its impregnable defenses, 
its Immortal and imperturbable 
morale. But the enemy bored from 
within, sabotaging that morale, and 
when the battle came, the heart was 

as rotten as an overripe cheese." 

Her eyes clouded. “What do you 
know?” 

A Strange Will 
Complicates Things 

"I know that a certain young man 

of undeniable physical attraction 
is marrying thirty million dollars 
next week. I know that in your 
subconscious mind, you believe him 
to be an adventurer. I know that 
you should have investigated him 
months ago—that you are also both- 
ered by the fact that your entire 
family seems jealous of his mar- 

riage to your niece. Not jealous, 
mind, of his perhaps having the 
benefits of a great fortune, but jeal- 
ous in a more personal way, as if 
secretly they were all in love with 
him and wanted him for them- 
selves.” 

"You are so—right,” she faltered. 
Her eyes lit up in admiration. "How 
in the world—” 

“I am a trained observer. It is 
my job to see what others miss. 
Then, too, I have sources of infor- 
mation.” 

She crossed to the windows again, 
searching the outside hastily. What 
in the world is she looking for 
there? he pondered. Is she anxious 
to have this over with before the 
others get back? The family was 

having another of the interminable 
wedding rehearsals. Or was it some 

other thing she sought in the dark- 
ening afternoon? She had glanced 
at the clock more than once, he not- 
ed. 

He crushed his cigarette in an 

ashtray, going over to her again. 
He stood behind her, looking over 
her shoulder while he talked. There 
was nothing to see. The sailor still 
slumped against the gateway, try- 
ing to read a paper in the unsteady 
glow of a street light. A woman 

passed in a shiny silk raincoat, a 
red scarf whipping out from her 
neck in a sudden gust of wind. Far 
off, near the bandstand, hoboes had 
started to burn rubbish in an iron 
basket, as was their custom on 

these cold evenings. The red glow 
of it flickered fitfully in the fog. 

“I know,” he went on, his voice 
low and impatient now, "that you 
must have another reason,for sure- 

ly you are not caught in the trap 
this fellow sets for the unwary. Are 
you afraid Veronica will lavish too 
much of the Bigelow money on him, 
forgetting the others? You see, I 
have heard that she inherits the 
bulk of it upon her marriage,” 

She sought his eyes again, and 
the queer secret duel that they had 
all the while been fighting under- 
neath the smooth surface was ended 
suddenly and completely. 

Adelaide Bigelow was giving in. 
McCale could tell. It was in her 
eyes, all the pent-up gnawing worry 
of something horrible and unclean. 
She wasn't going to hold out on 
him any more, and now maybe he 
could help. 

‘‘I will tell you,” (die said simply. 
“Veronica’s father, my brother,” 
she began, motioning him to sit, 
“was a hard man, I suppose, but 
not unusual for hi3 time, I think. 
He believed that women have no 
heads for business—cannot handle 
money. He was heir to my father's 
business and fortune of about twelve 
million dollars. With real estate 
and clever investing, he more than 
doubled that fortune. There was no 

male heir to whom he could leave 
it, you see.” 

"There was his adopted son, 
Stephen,” McCale put in quickly. 

"Yes,” she hesitated, "but not his 
own flesh and blood. But there was 

certainly Stephen.” She edged over 
to the window again." 

She faced him from the recess of 
the window's bay, the high red 
velour draperies dwarfing her in the 
elongated shadows. Her eyes, for 
a moment, seemed to play hide-and- 
seek with a memory. 

At one time, I think he intended 
for Stephen to inherit. But Stephen, 
in his eyes at least, proved himself 
unworthy. Sybil always spoiled 
him. He grew up precocious, ex- 
travagant He ran away once and 
joined the navy. A bitter experi- 
ence for him. The more so when 
he found that Joel could no doubt 
have procured an appointment to 
Annapolis for him. He did manage 
M.I.T. by the skin of his teeth. Mar- 
riage to Karen has straightened 
him out somewhat." 

“So the Bigelow fortune is held 
In trust?" 

“Yes and no.” Miss Adelaide 
rushed on now as though pressed 
for time. “My brother did not be- 
lieve in having money standing idle 
for always. He wrote a most pecu- 
liar win." 

She steadied herself, as if giving 
Information on so private a matter 
required a supreme effort 

“I think he believed we would all 
benefit eventually. I—I believed he 
counted on Veronica's marrying 
someone whose background we all 
knew. You see, Sybil and 1 have 
to agree on Veronica’s choice.” 

“Rather hard on Veronica, I 
should say.” 

“Oh, yes." She was trying hard 
to explain it as she saw it. “But he 
thought—” 

The old voice rose now. an hys- 
terical note in it “He wished a man 

to have control of it. Veronica's 
husband gains control of it to do 
with as he will." 

"God!” McCale exploded. The 
spool of his brain turned swiftly in 
a convulsive unreeling. The plot it 
brought to mind left him numb 
—by its malevolence. 

It was his turn to go to the win- 
dow. He stood looking into the 
blanket of fog. seeing nothing for a 

moment. He felt lost in the stunned 
silence of his own thoughts. Be- 
hind him, he heard Miss Bigelow 
sigh. 

“Why didn’t you come to me be- 
fore?" was all he could say. And 
his voice sounded so loud In the 
stillness that it stemed almost to 
penetrate the outside. As if he had 
heard, the loitering sailor across the 
way actually looked up once at the 
windows. McCale laughed harshly. 

“Now you are caught in a really 
diabolical web. Too late to extri- 
cate yourselves without a scandal." 

Light fled from her old eyes as 

inwardly she contemplated such a 

thing. He felt cruel and vicious and 
hard, but at least rational, and was 

not quite able to comprehend he*- 
attitude. 

Tranedy Strikes 
Suddenly 

“We can still expose this fellow 
me-lad. It's quite possible that 1 
can dig up something in a few days. 

She joined him in the bay win- 
dow, shaking her head in a quick 
gesture of distaste. 

“Impossible," she murmured. 
“Then why, in all justice to your- 

self. did you call me in at all?” he 
wanted to know. 

“I think I wanted to be sure.” 
He left her staring out into the 

rain and went back to the fire. 
"Who introduced Curt Vallain- 

court into this house?” he asked, 
raising his eyes to the woman at 
the window. 

But his query went unanswered. 
For on the instant of bringing his 
glance to focus on her, he saw her 
sway as If something outside had 
struck terror to her heart. He 
thought for a moment she would 
fall through the window. 

A shot split the silence, forcing 
a cry from her Ups. He believed 
for one awful moment that someone 
outside had shot Adelaide, half ex- 

pected to hear the shattered glass 
of a wlndowpane faU to the floor. 
In one leap, he was at her side. 
She huddled against him, pointing 
out and down. 

One quick glance and the scene 
below was forever photographed on 
the film of his mind. He saw a 
woman in green running along the 
by-path of the Common that bisect- 
ed the hill. 

(TO BE CONTINimiU 

CLASSIFIED 
DEPARTMENT 

BUSINESS & INVEST. OPPOR. 
GROCERY, MEAT AND VARIETY store 
combination for sale. Building and fix- 
tures. $2750 plus Inventory. Good location, 
small Bohemian community. Reason ill 
health. BOX M. Bruno. Nebraska. 

_ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT^ 
PUNCH presses, lathes, millers, grinders, 
shapers, hand-alr-electric tools in stock. 

T. S. McSHANE CO. 
1117 Howard St. Omaha. Nebr. 

FARM MACHINERY & EQUIP. 

VEE-BELTS AND PULLEYS 
for all farm machinery. Shelter 
and hammermill belt drives. Con- 
veyor equipment, pillow blocks 
and conveyor belts up to 36”x4 ply 

j 717 So. 16th St. HA. 2776, Omaha 

McCORMlCK-DEERINCl 2 row Mounted 
Picker, will fit F-20; McCormick-Decring 
1-row P. T. O. Picker; New-McDeering 
milking machine; McCormick-Deering 3- 
14 plow. LOTON TODD. Suinner, Nebr. 

1 CASE CORN BINDER on rubber: Model 
B-40 Ghel ensilage cutter; 1 Model Q Case 
ensilage cutter; 1 Model No. 500 Bllirard 
ensUage cutter. PETERSON MOTOR 
CO.. Red Oak. la. Phone 852 or 320. 

1 NEW Model B Clectrac tractor. 38 h.p. 
Power take-off & Belt Pulley. Price S3.880. 
Anderoon Oil Co., BeatUe. Kano. Ph. 21ft. 

_ 
HAY, GRAIN, FEED_ 

WANTED—NEW OR OLD ALFALFA 
FRANK HOWLAND. B220 8. 44th 8t. 

Phone Market 1808 Omaha, Nebraska. 

_ 

HELP WANTED—MEN_ 
DEALERS Wanted; To handle a very fine 
line of water softeners. Send for litera- 
ture. P. O. BOX 71. Mo. Valley. Ia. 

LIVESTOCK_ 
PUREBRED CHESTER WHITE BOARS 
Thick blocky type. Priced right. George 
Reinlnger. Jr., Leigh, Nebr. Phene 35F3. 

_MISCELLANEOUS 
Pretend You're In Montana. 3 views 25 
cents. Address, stamp and return. I re- 
mall. Letters 10 cents. Address CHA8. J. 
WF.SSMAN. 503 Broadway, Helena, Ment. 

WANTED TO BUY 
WANTED TO BUY—Good. dry. baled al- 
falfa. FAMOUS MOLASSES FEED CO.. 
38th A Vinton St. Ha. 4450. Omaha. Nebr. 

POWER UNIT ATTACHMENT 
For All-Crop Harvester. 

MORRIS McGUIRE, Wood River, Nebr. 

DOGS FOIt SALE 
GERMAN BOXEll PUPPIES. 

Thoroughbreds, $160 to $200. M. A. Wall. 
4257 Wirt Street. Omaha, Nebr. 

MISCELLANEOUS 
LET Felice do your personal shopping 

for you. Special rates to out-of-town 
customers. Write Felice, P. O. Box 669, 
Omaha, Neb. 

Gas on Stomach 
When ex«mi stomach arid www painful, suffocat- 

ing gas. sour stomach and heartburn, doctors usually 
prescribe the fastest-acting medicines known for 
nrmptomftie relief — medicines like those 1 n Bell-ane 
Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ana brings comfort in a 
jiffy or double your money beck so return of bottle 
to ue. 2fcc et all druggists. 

Relief At Last 
ForYour Cough 
Creomulslon relieves promptly be- 

cause it goes right to the seat of the 
trouble to help loosen and expel 
germ laden phlegm, and aid nature 
to soothe and heal raw, tender. In- 
flamed bronchial mucous mem- 
branes. Tell your druggist to sell you 
a bottle of Creomulslon with the un- 
derstanding you must like the way it 
quickly allays the cough or you are 
to have your money back. 

CREOMULSION 
for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis 

ARE YOU PALI 
WEAKJIRED 

due to MONTHLY LOSSES? 
You glrla aod women who loee ao 

much during monthly perloda that 

you're pale. weak, "dragged out"— 
this may be due to lack of blood-iron 
80 try Lydia E Plnkham'a TABLETS 
— one of the beet home waya to 
build up red blood—In aucb casea 

Plnkham'a Tableta are one of the 
best blood-iron tonics you can buy' 
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For Yon To Feel Well 
S4 hours every day. f days every 

week, never stopping, the kidney* Slier 
waste matter from the blood. 

If more people were aware of how the 
kidneys must eonatantly remove aur- 

plu> fluid, excess acids aod other waste 
matter that cannot stay In tha blood 
without Injury to health, there would 
be better understanding of why the 
whole ayateni la upset when kidneys fail 
to function properly. 

Burning, scanty or too frequent urina- 
tion sometimes warns that something 
la wrong. You may suffer nagging back- 

5 ache, headaches, dixxiaaaa, rheumatic 
pains, getting ap at nights, swelling. 

Why not try Doan't PfllsT You wfll 
be using a medicine recommended the 
country over. Doom's stimulate the func- 
tion of tha kidneys and help them to 
flash out poisonous waste from the 
blood. They contain nothing harmful. 
Get Doan's today. Use with eoofidaaoa. 
At ah drug stores. 

Simp/y c/e/ic/ous 
RAISIN BUNS 

• Melty-rich, piping hot Raisin Buns -l*ISCHUMMil ft fjS 
— made with Fleischmann's Fast Ris- 

1 Sim 
ing Dry Yeast! IF YOU BAKE AT I PMW/* M 
HOME —use it to help you turn out 'fJmSl f+rwlt¥w jjM 
delicious breads at a moment’s notice. • fifty i# I'm 
Stays fresh for weeks on your pantry Wfl YgAtT am 
shelf ready for quick action. Dissolve Ac r* >A%r, 

* am 

according to directions—then use as ,T*V'* tSfs*. 
fresh yeast At your grocer’s. ■ iuj 

Stays fresh .on your pantry shelf 

"COLP BU6' 

Nostrils clogged up—breathing difficult? 
Quick—reach for Mentholatum. Instantly 
it starts to loosen congestion, thin out mucus. 
Soon you can b-r-e-a-t-h-e! Don’t let the 
nasty old "Cold Bug’’ keep a strangle hold 
on your breathing—get Mentholatum! 

GET MENTHOLATUM quicki 

(Buy, <IL. SavinqA. (Bondi,! 

rmy or 
r /o/vof 
Leigh S. Taylor prefers a pipe- 

T. E. Rakestraw favors 
a “makin's" clgarotto Bat 
they both stand pat on P. A. 

^-S. d 

&CH' 

‘Tv* smoked P. A. in my pip* for years now,” says 
Mr. Leigh S. Taylor. “The fact that P. A. is 
cially treated to remove tongue 
bite is a lot of comfort to me.” 

I .."TiT'T n mum—in——> 


