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7;30_Family Altar—Rev. J. A. Sulli- 
van. 

7-45—Musical Clock. 
8:00—Daily War Journal with Martin 

Agronsky. 
8:15—Musical Clock. 
8:30—A. M. News. 
8:45—Musical Clock. 
9:00—The Breakfast Club with Don 

McNeil. 
10:00—Singo. 
10:15—Andrini Continentales. 
10:30—U. P. News. 
10:35—Let's Dance. 
11:00—Breakfast at Sardi’s. 
11:30—Gil Martvn, News. 
11:45—Living Should Be Fun. 
12 00—Religion and The New World. 
12:15—Meet Your Neighbor — Alma 

Kitchell. 
12:30—National Farm and Home Hour. 
1:00—Baukhage. 
1:15—Allie Lowe Miles. 
1 -30_Rest Hour. 
1:40—WILMINGTON STAR NEWS ON 

THE AIR. 
1:45—U. P. News. 
2:00—Meditation Period — Rev. J. A. 

Sullivan. 
2:15—The Mystery Chef. 
2:30—Ladies Be Seated. 
3:00—Songs by Morton Downey. 
3:15—My True Story. 
3:45—Between the Bookends with Ted 

Malone. 
4:00—Blue Frolics. 
4:30—Time, Views The ews. 
4:45—The Sea Hound. 
5:00—Hop Harrigan. 
5:15—U. P. News. 
5:30—Lone Ranger. 
6:00—Terry and The Pirates. 
6:15—Spy Stories. 
6:30—Ten, Two, Four Ranch Party. 
6:45—Sports. 
6:55—WILMINGTON STAR NEWS ON 

THE AIR. 
7:00—Musical Interlude. 
7:15—Industry Post War Problem. 
7:30—Let’s Dance. 
8:00—Watch the World Go By—Earl 

Godwin. 
8:15—Gracie Lee and Her Men of Note. 
8:30—Blind Date. 
9 :C0—Counter Spy. 
9 30_Victory Parade of Spotlight Bands. 

10:00—Raymond Gram Swing. 
10:15—Out of The Shadows. 
10:30—National Radio Forum. 

Over The Networks 
MONDAY, DECEMBER 27 

Eastern War Time P.M.—Subtract One 
Hour for CWT., 2 Hrs. for MWT. 

(Changes in programs as listed due to 
corrections by networks made too 

late to incorporate.) 
5 45—Front Page Farrell Serial — nbc 
Captain Midnight’s Sketch — blu-east j 
American Women Drama Series — cbs 
Serial Series for Kiddies — mbs-basic : 

6:00—News Report for 15 mins. — nbc 
Children’s Dramatic Skit, Daily — blu j 
Quincy Howe and News Time — cbs j 
Prayer; Comment on the War — mbs 

6:15—Serenade to America; Talk — nbc 
Lyn Murray Chorus, Orchestra — cbs 
Captain Tim Healy, Spy Story — blu 
Lanny and Ginger with Songs — mbs 

6:CO—Jack Armstrong rept. — blu-west 
Orangg Bowl Football Preview — cbs 
News Time and Volney Hurd — mbs J 

6:45— BUI Stem and Sports Spot — nbc 
Lowell Thomas and News — blu-basic 
Capt. Midnight and repeat — blu-west 
World News and Commentary — cbs j 
Repeat of Kiddies Serial — other mbs' 

7:20—Fred Waring’s Time — nbc-basic; 
Organist; Johnny Morgan Show — blu 
’T Love a Mystery,” Dramatic — cbs 
Fulton Lewis, Jr., Comments — mbs 

7:13— War News from the World — nbc: 
Ed Sullivan Entertains, Guest — cbsj 
The Johnson Family, a Serial — mbs 

7:20—Carol Sisters, a Vocal Trio — nbc 
Lone Ranger, Drama of West — blu 
Blcndie-Dagwood Comedy — cbs east 
Music in the Air Concert — other mbs 
The Army Air Forces Program — mbs 

7 :-15—Kaltenborn News Comment — nbc 
8: CO—The Cavalcade of America — nbc 
News Broadcasting Time, Daily — blu 
Vox Pep by Parks and Warren — cbs j 
Sam Balter, War Commentary — mbs | 

8:15—Lum and Abner Serial Skit — blu 1 
Fulton Oursler News Answers — mbs ; 

8:20—Howard Barlow & Concert — nbc 
Blind Date and Arlene Francis — blu | 
The Gay Nineties Revue — cbs-basic j 
Sherlock Holmes & Dr. Watson — mbs: 
8:55—Five Minutes News Period — cbs; 

8:00—Voorhees Concert & Guests — nbc 
Counter-Spy, Drama of the War — blu 
The Radio Theater, Guest Stars — cbs 
Gabriel Heatter and Comment — mbs , 

9:15—Gravie Fields and Comedy — mbs! 
9:20—Doc. I. Q. and Quiz Series — nbc! 
Spotlight Bands, Guest Orches. — blu j 
Paul Winchell’s Jerry, Variety — mbs j 

9:55—Harry Wismer Sports Time — blu i 
10:00—Contented Concert Orches. — nbc I 

Raymond Gram Swing Comment — blu ! 
Screen Guild Players & Guests — cbs j 
Raymond Clapper Commentary — mbs 

10:15—Out of the Shadow, Drama — blu 
Education For Freedom, Talks — mbs 

10:30—Information Please in Quiz — nbc 
National Radio Forum, Guests — blu, 
Guy Lombardo’s Orchestra — ebs-east 
Blondie-Dagwood’s repeat — cbs west 
Half Hour for Dancing Music — mbs 

13 :00—News for 15 minutes — nbc-basic 
The Fred Waring repeat — nbc-west 
News, Variety, Dance 2 h. — blu & cbs 
Comment; Dancing Orchestra — mbs 

11:15—Late Variety with News — nbc 
11:30—London’s Radio Newsreel — mbs 
11:45—Dance Music Ore. (2 1-4 hr.)—mbs 

-V- 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE 
SERVICE 

“Christian Science” was the sub- 
ject of the Lesson-Sermon in all 
Christian Science Churches and 
Societies on Sunday, December 26. 

The Golden Text was from Isa- 
iah 11:9. “The earth shall be full 
of the knowledge of the Lord, as 
the waters cover the sea.” 

Among the citations which com- 
prised the Lesson Sermon were 
the following from the Bible: 
“Though I speak with the tongues 
of men and of angels, and have 
not charity, I am become as 
sounding brass, or a tinkling cym- 
bal. And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all 
mysteries, and all knowledge; and 
though I have all faith, so that I 
could remove mountains, and have 
not charity, I am nothing” (1 Cor 
inthians 13: 1,2). 

The Lesson-Sermon also includ- 
ed the following passages from 
the Christian Science textbook, “Science and Health with Key to 
tire Scriptures” by Mary Baker 
Eddy: “The substance of all de- 
votion is the reflection and dem- 
onstration of divine Love, healing sickness and destroying sin. Men 
walks in the direction towards 
which he looks, and where his 
treasure is, there will his heart be 
also. If our hopes and affections 
are spiritual, they come from 
above, not from beneath, and they 
bear as of old the fruits of the 
Spirit” (Pages 241, 451). 

—-V-- 
ISLAND ISOLATED BY DANGER 

The island of Foula, in the Shet- 
land group, may be isolated for 
weeks at a time since the sea 
around it is the most dangerous 
in the British Isles. 

u An annual rainfall of 562 inches 
has been recorded at Maui in tin 
Hawaiian islands. 

Senorita ] 
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WRITTEN FOR AND RELEASED BY CENTRAL PRESS ASSOCIATION UHK) 
SYNOPSIS 

MALLORY BAKER, self-center- 
ed, but young, beautiful and talent- 
ed singer, has achieved success— 

with the aid of 
TOD PATFIOK, her manager, 

He has been her agent since she 
was an entertainer striving to 
reach the top. Mallory fancies her- 
self in love with 

DAVID DARGEN, blond artist, 
whose ring she wears. 

YESTERDAY: An argument I 
about her trip to Mexico brings 
David’s confession to Mallory that | 
be merely has been interested in I 

ner money and what it could do 
Eoi him. She orders him to leave 
ner apartment and continues her 
preparations for the journey. 

CHAPTER FOUR 
"I don’t like that thing,” the 

colored woman told her mistress, 
Her eyes were fixed on the pistol 
in a stare so wide that they seemed 
;o be nine-tenths white. 

“Strp looking like that, Prism, i 

Vcu’re not at a Holy Roller meet- ! 
ing.” Mallory tossed the weapon on 

top of the folded garments in one 

of her cases. 

The carelessness of the gesture 
brought a new frenzy from the Ne- 
gress. “You got no call ‘banishing’ 
that thing around like 1hat.” 

‘Prism, the word you're trying ( 
to get hold of is brandishing.” 

‘Well, you just stop it. That’s 
all!” 

Mallory grinned. Again she took 
hold of the revolver, this time with 
exaggerated caution. She opened it 
and dropped two bullets into the 
palm of her hand "There, Prism. 
Look. Are you satisfied now?’ 

Unmollified, Prism said, It's al- 
ways an old empty gun that busts 
people open. You know that.” 

“You've been reading too many 
cheap magazines.” 

‘I never read no magazines. 
Miss Mallory, except what you got 

1 

yourself right here in your own 

apartment.” 
Mallory Baker gave her colored 

helper a sharp look, but evidently 
the jibe had been unintentional, as ! 
so many of Prism’s jibes were. 

Mallory grinned a second time. J 
"All right. Prism, let’s stop all this 
gun talk. Go telephone the airport 
and make a reservation for me.” 

The colored woman snuffled out. 
Mallory slid back the door of a 

long clothes closet and began se- 

lecting a travel outfit. A soft wool 
suit of cream and brown checks. 
That would do with her mink coat. 
Her new. sassy little beret of 
cream felt and the brown veil that 
tied over her face in merry Olds- 
mobile style. She mustn’t forget 
her topaz ear ornaments and that 
startling new lipstick, the amber- 
rea one. 

Prism began to yell. Heavens 
above, Mallory thought tc herself, 
anyone would think Prism were 
the singer. She possessed such lung 
power. 

Miss Mallory, they can’t give 
you anything but on the six-fifteen 
you’d never get up to go on that 
one.” 

“Stop running my life, Prism, 
and make the reservation. I’ll be 
there.” When the Negress again 
came into the bedroom, the girl 
osked, “Why do you have to yell 
so much, Prism? I’m the singer. 
I'm the one who is supposed to do 
the yelling around here.” 

Prism chose to ignore that. She 
just gave a whoop for no particular 
teason. “These people flyin’ 
around in the air like big eagles. 
They can do it if they want to. 
Pusonally, I’rp goin’ to Texas the 
slow way.” She put designated ar- 
ticles into a dressing case and 
closed it. “No, you go on and be 
an eagle. I’ll just be a caterpillar, 
‘they says they is likely to set 
you down most anywhere.” 

Mallory snorted. She would have 
liked to pull her stockings with a 
snap that showed her scorn, but 
she feared their rayon threads 
would not stand such a demon- 
stration. 1 

Loftily she added, “I think that 
is most unlikely.” 

She was glad Prism could not 
see her in Washington. Set down 
end LEFT DOWN until there was 
a vacant seat on a plane going in 
the same general direction. Set 
down, before I’m even out of New 
York, she exaggerated to herslf. 
Her seat had been given to a wor- 

ried looking man with two brief- 
cases who wore a crumpled suit 
and a hat that looked mistreated. 
Mallory had no way of knowing his 
tup would speed war production. 
To her he simply was a man who 
could stand a haircut and a mas- 

sage. 
Now, if it had been some young 

chap in uniform, someone rushing 
on a strategic mission, better still 
'o a furlough with his sweetheart 
—SWEETHEART. The word made 
her think of David, made her re- 
member her “broken heart.” She 
glanced into her mirror and shud- 
dered. There had been no time in 
the early New York dawn to fix 
her face. 

ivianury neaaea ior me iauie& 

lounge and lost no time in pulling ; 
off the tiny beret and face-envelop- 
ing veil. In the lid of her dressing 
case were various bottles and jars. 
She dipped cotton into a liquid 
cleanser and rubbed it across her 
face. She grinned at her freckles, 
ir. a congratulatory way. 

“And when Malloy Baker re- 

moves her makeup, a baker's doz-1 
er, freckles, golden as her voice, 
make a little sunny pathway across 
her nose.” That had been in Mag- j 
gie Duff's feature column the first i 
week she had appeared at the 
Metropolitan. 

"Freckles!” Tod Patrick had 
snorted. ‘Mallory Baker has 
freckles. Lord, they say it as if 
they'd discovered gold—the dopes. 
Why, I’ve known you were a 

freckle-faced fish face for years.” 
Mallory had been as disgusted at 

him for berating her freckles as 
she had been with Maggie Duff 
for lauding them. Hollywood also 
nad played up Mallory B a k e r's 
freckies as if those dusty toned 
spots were proof that she, of the 
voice as gloriously smooth as Ben- 
edictine and brandy wasn’t reallj 
an import from the land of angels, 
but a human who ate meat and 
potatoes and pumpkin pie. 

Yes, Mallory's freckles had 
meant a great deal to press and 
public, but right now she was busy 
covering them with a powder base. 
It took an extra dab on each gold- 
en spot. Her powder was a deep 
creamy shade. She put on a great 
deal of the amber-red lipstick, no 

rouge. Her naturally colorless 
lashes were kept tinted always. 
Siie curled them with a little metal 
jppliance. then dropped one eyelid. 
Ihe lashes pleased her, a heavy 
nnge slanting toward her deep 

ivory cheek. She’d keep her eyelids 
down, she planned, and depict a 
tired, very sad soul. 

With expert fingers she quickly 
tied ner brown mesh veil about her 
newly done, lovely face. As quickly 
she took it off. She had forgotten 
her topaz ornaments for her ears. 
The ones Tod Patrick had given 
her for Christmas the pevious 
year. She took them from her 
purse and began to put them into 
her cars. Just as she had done on 
Christmas Eve when Tod gave 
them to her. 

"They're gorgeous. Tod—” 
‘They’re real, Mallory!” When 

she hadn't answered he had said 
again. “They're real, Mallory." 

'I heard you,” she had replied 
calmly, working with the other ear 

ting. 
"Then say something—do some- 

thing. You behave as if you were 

putting a pair of doo-dads from the 
five and ten into your beautiful 
ears. For lord's sake, act excit- 
ed!‘ 

Mallory was dressed for a Christ- 
mas Eve appearance at one of the 
settlement houses in a black vel- 
vet dress trimmed with w’hite er- 
mine. She had lifted the heavy 
skirt and solemnly jumped so that 

the brilliant studded heels of her 
black velvet sandals had come to- 
gether at least a foot from the 
floor. 

Tod Patrick’s eyes had popped 
open. And what is that suppos- 
ed to be?” 

“You said, act. excited. I just 
clicked my heels together with joy 
like a Bowery dancer doing a waltz 
clog.” As she finished speaking, 
sne had kissed Tod Patrick on the 
cneek. “I love the topazes, Tod, 
even if you are a spoiled brat to 
brag so about them. I’ll think of 
you every time I wear them.” 

And Mallory was thinking about 
Tod. “I shouldn’t be,” she chastis- 
ed herself. 1 should be thinking 
of David.” She retied the v e i 1. 
What a veil! It was well worth the 
$25 she had paid for it. One of the 
last imports. 

A washroom attendant came in 
and switched off a few lights. Mal- 

lory wondered why. Although it 
was morning, the day was dark 
and dismal enough to be electri- 
cally cheered. With a sort of hor- 
ror she thought, “What am I doing 
here? I’m a fool to take this aim- 
less trip, to submit myself to in- 
conveniences. Maybe I should go 
home.” 
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my face? No! I'll go on if it takes 
me a year.” 

After a few hours Mallory won- 

dered if It might not take a year. 
It took her 24 hours to get out of 
Washington. Then she was lucky, 
the airport officials assured h e r. 

Lucky? Ha! she thought with sar- 

casm. 
In Nashville she was grounded 

a second time. Fury seeped 
through her, making the world 
seem wrong. The weather was 

abominable, worse than the hard 
cold snow she had left behind her 
in New York. She even thought 
she might be coming down with 
a cold. But instead of thinking, 
"if I do, I can't sing,” she thought, 
"If I do, I shan't be able to wear 

this divine veil.” 
But when she finally was on 

ship again, headed toward Dallas, 
she felt fine. She didnt have a cold 
after all. And there was SUCH an 

attractive young man sitting across 

the aisle. Not so attractive as 

David, she hastily assured herself, 
but very, very attractive. 

To Be Continued) 

Meat consumption in German- 
occupied holland has declined 
from an average of a pound aud 
three-quarters a week before the 
•vor to two and one-quar'er ounces 

a week. 
-V- 

Dutch ehurch bells confiscated 
by the Germans have been re- 

placed by two pieces ri railroad 
steel, which, when struck, can 

be heard for a mile. 

SIDE GLANCES 

s 1 COWL 1M3 BY NCA gBWjC^ INC. T. M. RIG. U. »- »AT- * | 

“I told George I’d like to work in a war sug- 
s gesfted I coufd find out if I was strong enoug by shovel- , 

e jng snow a few times i jd^L 

TODAY’S PATTERN 
■rfrrsK3KXS3^'^r?lf 

Perfection fit to the last detail 
that’s Slip Pattern 9035 

with its built-up shoulder straps 
that just don’t slide off its 
slim panels, that fall smoothly, 
don’t ride up and are cut to follow 
the natural curves of the body. 
Make it up in rayon or sheer mus- 
lin. 

Pattern 9035 may be ordered only 
4K T0mcen’s s^es 36, 38. 40, 42, 44, 

50 and 52. Size 36 requires z 1-8 yards 39-inch fabric. 
thisenn„ftiXteen cents in C(iins for 
name !™' Write plainly size, 

Ten ddres’ styie number. 

ton Star-News^Van h® Wilming‘ 
ment, 232 West 18th Depart' 
11. N. Y 

Sl 18th St‘ New York 

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES— THE TRUE SPIRIT_ By EDGAR MAR.u, I 
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WASH TUBBS— MERRY? BY LESLIE TUjn^P 
HELLO, 

CAPTAIN EASY, 
AND N\ERRw 
CHRISTMAS 

r WE'RE AlL^ 
SLIT NAZIS ARE AFT:' 

y US. A DlC(C=MSpF; 
/ WAY TO SPEvjp CHRISTMAS but herh'f, CL;R- 
s PRESENT To THE 

SUPERMAN— SUSIE TAKES THE CREDIT_Rv JERRY SIFU.FT and R)E SHTSTFR 

1 WHEN LOIS 
LANE'S AMAZING 

| NIECE, SUSIE, 
dreams, 
ANYTHING 

1 CAN HAPPEKI- 
AND IT DOES, 
AS ONE 

! OF HER 
SANDMAN 
FIBS TURNS 

OUT TO 
&E.TRUE./ 

1 
ITS A LUCKY ^.GOLLY-ANDIif YOU PROVED YOUR POINT,I \ 

THING YOU CAME TD \ONLY MADE IT \ MUST ADMIT, SUSIE-BUT ) 
ME wrTH THAT STORY I UP TO PROVE 1 ONLY BECAUSE I SAW 
ABOUT THE RESERVOIR/ UNCLE CLARK £ THAT THE RESERVOIR Y 
BEING UPSIDE DOWN,/WAS YOU, ;\tVAS UPSIDE OOWN / 

SUSIE/^^__J>UNCLE SUPERMAN././^^^—^ 

'6UT we've TAKEN CAKE OF IT \W [-And fill up 
ALL NOW-AND THE WATER FROM )fr~- THE RESERVOIR 
THE FLOOD WILL JUST FOLLOW \l V AGAIN/ 
THE TUNNEL WE MADE THROUGH Ji/_ 

—i the hills n yrr 

GASOLINE ALLEY MOVING DAY 

f WE HAVE PETPOL FOP GIVE US THE 1 I 
I ONE STPONG ATTACK, TPUCK AN' WE ! 
I AMD WILL TPV TO TAKE CAN BE PACKED 1 
I THE AlP STPlP AT BAKU IN TWO HOUPS. [ 

LITTLE ORPHAN AKx.iJb 
_ _ 

'ItiKUiH' int.t 

[GOT TO GET THE 
IBOOKS SHIPSHAPE 
I BV THE END 
I OF THE TEAR- 

^__ [OH, 
FORMS TO BE GEE1. VJHO | 

FILLED OUT AND EVER READS 
FILED- THAT’S ONLY THEM ALL? I 
PART OF THEM- 

f I GUESS THERE'S 

j PLENTY OF HELP 
I FOR TNAT- 

tUTTgumps threes A i- 1 I 
-^-_L 

SWEET OLD UNCLE 
BIM-WHATAGUY' 

HE RAINED 
PRESENTS ON US' 

OH,FOLKS' ISN'T 
IT WONDERFUL?' f 

JON AND NED ARE ? 
HEROES' THEY'RE 
COMING BACK FOR F 

| 

WHAT A COINCIDENCE 
_ -TWO MEN FROM 

THE SAME TOWN 
THROWN TOCETHER ON 

A DANCEROUS MISSION ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE WORLD- 

r^/?s 
ftu. 

TOGt7rft< 

OU’i R WAY— By J. R. WILLIAMS OUR BOARDING HOUSE-, with ... MAJOR H0<ij 
? TRAGIC PICTURE OF A MO A PICTURE OF A \ 

/ VISITOR IN) OUR HOME \ RAIN! IMTERMEE HIMT- 

I WITH BURMT F1MGERS AM’ I IMG FOR A GARBAGE 
| A HAMDFUL OF HOT ASHES, Y TRUCK IM THE PAR- 

=2=i5U DESPERATELY LOOKIM' FER \ LOR TO LOAD WITH 
\ AM ASHTRAY-- AM’ MOT TILL \ APPLE CORES, 

HE’S ALMOST BURMT AT TH’ YP^^GE AMP BAW 
STAKE 'OH, THEY’RE OUT 

( IM TH' KITCHEM BEIM’ > 

V WASHED- FOUR 

-^^etDAYS' rrmf 

WELL,3ARE, x '\V HEH, HER / THAT'S WHS x 

SUPPOSE THIS Yl ADMIRE VOO SO MUCH, 
IS SOUR USUAL It MARTHA — SOOR SENSE 

? FLVING Visit /7 of humor is as SHARP 
—~ 3UST i S AS A MEAT 

DROPPED IN AH CLEAVER.' V^NTTri 
FOR CHRISTMAS 1 
AND CANT GS THE WAV INTERS 
STAV ADAV /ha 60TANV LITTLE SPOIUv;|i 

AFTER IT CHORES AROUND J 
3ULV4T-f/V V THE HOUSE X HOL\O V- ,| 

L T 7 COOLD HELP FORAAE.il 
Y W BROTHER ahos 

is. g Jp, ( GET DONE 2 I 

^COu/UOR? 
WHO'S .- 

> L/MJ&UIKS&* 
off.__ .Va^. WHY MOTHERS GET GRAY .TPWti.itvMs 


