
frustrated Ghost Role I 

Played By Ma tinee Idol 
British star Never Gets 

Chance To Kiss Miss 

Tierney In Film 

By aline MOSB1 

United Press Hollywood 
Correspondent 

HOLLYWOOD. Jan. i-(U.R)-The 

?ra.ed ghost, Rex Harrison, 
-rUS edge of Gene Tierney's 
sa!.°and tugged his beard imps- 

supposed to be in love with 

„jri But does he ge* e chance 
!r‘e L.r American movie fans the 
° 

hrictue that’s been fluttering 
S pulses for years? 

sir He can’t kiss Gene, nota 
1''0, 

hand, or even pat her, 
Mherlrlike, on the cheek. He’s a 

\ haunt who floats through 
r,ea disappears occasionally and 

,0°« to make the problem more 

Snizing, right in Miss Tierney’s 

^auTwlio ever heard of a spook 

planting a smackeroo on a flesh- 

fnd-blood sweetheart? 
Well Harrison's not the or.iy one 

v, 11 'be frustrated at the end of 

!'is second American movie, "The 

Ghost and Mrs. Muir.” 

"So will the audience,” said 

Harrison. “TlieyTl all be sitting on 

•he edge of their seats wishing I 

"ould hurry up and kiss her and 

«et it over with.” 
We dropped around to the 20th 

Century-Fox film factor*- to see 

ov, the English matinee idol 

handles this delicate situation. 

He figured out a new way to 

n-ake love. With his eyes. It 

works, too. because his peepers 

,re lascivious, inviting, wanton 

,n(j lewd. That’s what artist John 

George Vogel said when he paint- 
ed Harrison’s picture that hangs 
j„ Mrs. Muir's house. 

"I’m glad that my eyes are that 
way,'' Harrison told us. “Other- 
wise. how could I woo Miss Tier- 

ney? I have to make her fall in 

love with me. and I can’t come 

near her. A blasted mess.” 
He keeps his ghostly distance, 

too. until almost the end of the 
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iiiovie. Then he. bends over the 
sleeping Tierney and nearly Kisses i 
her. Lacks about a half-inch, 
which Harrison figures is the clos- 
est a ghost can get. 

"That will make the love scenes I 
more exciting to the audience anv- 
wav,” he consoled himself. 

As a matter of fact, he added real-life suitors should use cheir 
eyes more to woo their ladies. The 
right look from a pair ol male 
orbs, he said, can start the chills 
up a gal’s spine quicker'n a rough 
clinch. 

Men, said the ey-iover, "would be surprised at the re- 
suits.’’ 

O! course, Harrison has an edge 
over most men because he shows off his eyes to good advantage oe- 
hind an ear-to-ear cookie duster 
that he takes two hours to put on 
each day, hair by hair. 

But don’t give up, ladies. The 
suave actor will have another 
chance to show his dimples and 
make love on the American 
screen. He’ll star in one more pic- ture for Fox—the script hasn’t 
been chosen yet—befofe he returns 
to England in June. There ht-’U 
do a re-make of the old Leslie 
Howard movie. "The Scarlet Pim- 
pernel." 

FIRM HERE GETS, 
APPROVAL OF CPA 

Singer Sewing Machine 
Company To Remodel 

Headquarters 
__j 

The Singer Sewing Machine Com- 
pany, 304 North Front Street, wm 
undergo a complete remodeling, ac- 
cording to H. Carson Byrd, man- 
ager. 

CPA approval to remodel the 
building at a cost of $3,200 was 
granted yesterday and Byrd said 
last night that present plans called 
for the work to be begun next 
week. Completion is expected with- 
in 60 days. A contractor ha? 
already been secured. 

Byrd said that the complete 
store would be renovated and that 
the sewing center and se vice de- 
partment would be placed upstairs, 
leaving the ground floor wholly for 
display. 

Others In Area 
Other CPA approvals granted 

yesterday include those to the Mc- 
Kee] Motor Company in Whiteville 
for $12,500. and to Francis Lennon 
Bowen. Lumberton, for $12,600. 
according to the Associated Press. 

BOTH ARTISTS 

Kaiser Wilhelm II and Adolf 
Hitler both aspired to be artists. 
Some of the Kaiser’s paintings 
were reproduced on post cards, 
and Hitler’s sketches were exhib- 
ited after his rise to power. 

NO PLACE WOMEN 
Copyright, 1946. by Tom Gill ^ "T* k A II I 
Distributed by King Features Syndicate * I I L» L* 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
VINCENTE raised a blood- 

smeared hard. "You broke your 
promise to me,” the deep voice 
rumbled. "You told them I was 
.down here.” He straightened ais 
huge frame. “Someday you will 
regret that. It may not be to- 
morrow— 

Sloan’s hand had dropped to his 
knife. “Don’t you worry none 
about tomorrow,” he said. "Madi- 
son will take care oi your tomor- 
rows.” To me vsqueros he called, 
'Take him down to the cages.” 

o’oan loosened tne cinch of his 
saddle. "Us boys’ll make camp 
along the river,” he told Wade. 
"And you might bring me a lan- 
tern—I’m spendin’ the night per- 
sonally outside this fellow’s cage. 

Janet’s eyes, heavy with an- 
guish, followed Vicente. “What will 
they do with him?” she asked. 

“Depends on Claribel and Madi- 
son,” Wade answered. “Madison 
would give a lot' to find out where 
Vicente’s chief hides out. They’il 
try to make V.'«*ente talk, but I 
misdoubt they’ll learn much.” 

And to Cliff it seemed Wade 
took a grim satisfaction in that 
knowledge. “What will they do 
after that?” he asked. 

“Send him to the prison colony. 
Janet shuddered. “Father used 

to tell me about the prison colony. 
It’s ghastly.” 

Fi oni r own toward the river 
came the low roar of Lilli’s jaguar 
and a tremor ran through Janet’s 
body. “I can't stand the thougnt 
of a human i-eirg caged up like a 
dangerous animal.” 

“Some human beings can be dan- 
gerous animals,” Cliff said 
thoughtfully. 

"This one isn’t. He’s hurt—I 
mean hurt inside. Couldn’t you tell 
that the first time you saw his 
eyes'.”’ Her voice had deepened in 
compassion, and with new interest 
Cliff watched her. 

“You’re sorry for him because 
just now he happens to be the un- 
derdog,” he said. 

With unexpected vehemence she 
burst out. “Maybe I am. Maybe 
it’s becaus.e I know what it is to be 
the underdog myself. To be afraid, 
and have to go on no matter how- 
much you’re afraid.” 

She turned away, but for a brief, 
vivid instant it was as if Cliff had 
caught a glimpse behind the veil, 
a glimpse of a woman with a deep 
capacity for sympathy, but sensi- 
tive and terribly alone. “Maybe 
she IS a rabbit.” he told himself. 

"But she’s fighting it every 
minute.” 

Lost in thought. Cliff watched 
her across the clearing: then he 
followed Wade into the shack. 

The hunter was visibly dis- 
turbed. “1 wish they wasn’t keepin 
Vicente here." he complained. “I 
want to stay clear of this, for if 
the Blacklanders find out Vicente’s 

j here, they’ll be down on Sloan’s 

| men before dawn, and we'll be in 
the middle of a nasty fight. Madi- 
son and Sloan think I'm too thick 
with Vicente as it is because him 
and Lilli has always been friends. 

Lilli’s about the only person in the 
world Vicente trusts.” 

“Did Miss Norman know Vicente 
when- she lived in New Dixie? 
Cliff asked. 

“No, he left there before she 
came. Vicente used to go to the 
school in New Dixie, but he was 

always in trouble. The other boys 
made fun of him because he was 
quiet and kinda different, and even 

in those days he was so strong he 
beat up some of them pretty' bad. j 
So he never got along in New i 
Dixie, and soon he took to herdin' 
cattle. Ke w’as one of the first to 
line up behind the new Blackland 
leader, and now he's just about the 
right-hand man. If the vaqueros 
dc- anything rough to Vicente, 
they’ll hear from the Blackland 
chief, and X don’t wanta be around 
when it happens.” 

Skeptically Cliff asked, “Do you 
expect me to believe that this 
Blackland chief does all these 
things without anyone knowing 
who he is or where he lives?” 

The hunter was a little nettled. 
“1 don’t expect you to believe 
it .Who would you say the leader 
is?” 

“I’d say it’s Vicente himseif.” 
Wade gave a snort. “Then I’d 

say you could be awful mistaken.” 
Slowly the afternoon passed, 

while with each hour Cliff’s hopes 
for Madison’s arrival weakened, 
and by dark there was still no 
sign. It looked as it even the delay 
Janet had provided was unavail- 
ing. 

It was a subdued and silent 
group* that sat down to supper, 
speaking in monosyllables, each 
eager for, and yet dreading the 
dawn of a new day: Wade, coming 
back from feeding his animals re- 
ported that the vanueros had tied 
Vicente hand and foot and bolted 
him inside one of the steel cages. 

Janet nodded. “Lilli and I went 
down to bandage his shoulder.” she 
said. “The guard wouldn't let us 
near him. 

By the time the meal was over 
the stars had disappeared behind 
slow-moving clouds, and as Cliff 
walked with Tanet to the shack 
where she was to spend the night 
a few drops of rain were falling. 
They went silently, picking their 
way across the darkened clearing, 
conscious of the growing tenseness 
in the air about them and within 
themselves, but when they reached 
the door, as if unable longer to re- 
strain herself, she burst out. “Why 
hasn’t Madison got here! What’s 
happened to him?” Her voice was 

dangerously near breaking, and 
Cliff answered, “He may still show 
up.” 

“You don’t really belteve that, 
do you?” 

“Not really,” he confessed. 
“We’re just not getting the 
breaks.” 

A rumble of thunder rolled to- 
ward them from across the river, 
and for a brief second the clearing 
was bright with a flare of far-off 
lightning that silhouetted the two 
silent forms, then died back into 
darkness. Silently they stood there 
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Everything seemed to have been 
said, but they were both unwilling i 
to separate, not because of any j 
need -to be together, but because 

they were reluctant to be alone j 
with their own thoughts. 

“Strange,’ he heard her say. 
“What's strange'.1” 
“That tomorrow I’ll be flying | 

back to the States. 1 wonder 
ii we’ll ever meet again.” 

“Not likely. This is a pretty big 
wqrld.” 

“I know. Bat 1 hope someday, 
maybe years from now, we do 
meet, and I’ll be able to tell you 
why 1 came here.” 

“Can’t you tell me now?” 
“No.” 
Silence again, then she said, 

'‘You’ll be glad to see the last oi 
me, won’t you?” There was noth- 
ing of resentment in her voice, per- 
haps at most a faint note of re- 

gret. 
He moved uncomfortably. “Why 

should 1 be glad?” 
“You will, though. And if Madi- 

son had arrived, you would have 
liked me still less.” She had moved 
closer, he could just make out the 
aim triangle of her face. "Did 
Ciaribel talk about Madison and 
me?” she asked with sudden in- 
tensity. 

A little. 
“1 suppose she said he was my 

lover.” 
Impatiently he asked. "What 

does it matter? The only thing 
Clai'ibel said oi any importance 
was ‘Get out!” 

She turned away, and he heard 
nei' f Dot on the step before. tier 

shack, then, ‘Will you light the 
lamp for me?” 

He struck a match and .opened 
the door. "Afraid? he asked. 

"I just don’t like the dark.” 
The yellow flame of the lamp 

sent the shadows back into the far 
corners. 

“There,” he said. 
She stood watching him, just in- 

side the door, and tor a heartbeat 
their eyes held. He blew out *he 
match. "Good night,” he said. 

“PL CASE!” It was like a cry. 
She came toward him. and as if to 

steady herself laid a hand on his 
arm. “Please don’t go,” she whis- 
pered. He felt her hand tighten, 
then quickly it released its hold, 
while her eyes, big with unspoken 
things, studied him. 

“Will you do something for 
me?” she said. 

He did not answer. The voice, 
the face itself were frankly plead- 
ing, but an echo of his oid distrust 
sounded a warning. 

“WTiat is it?” he asked. His 
voice, in the dim, quiet room 
seemed brusquely sharp. 

A long pause, a sigh. “Never 
mind,” she sa'd. 

“Listen,” he began, “if you're in 
any trouble—” 

“It’s nothing you could do.” She 
stopped, and for a moment seemed 
to be listening to the sounds of the 
night. “It’s nothing anyone can do 
but myself.” Her eyes passed over 
Cliff’s tall form, and she half 
smiled. “It must be wonderful 
never to be frightened.” 

1 wouidn t know,” he answered 
“I’ve been frightened many I 
times.” 

Something like gratitude was in 
her eyes. “It helps to have you 
say that.” She sank down upon the 
narrow cot—it was as if she had 
forgotten him. 

“Sure I can't help?” he asked. 
She shook her head. 
Crossing the clearing. Cliff en- 

tered the little shack opposite 
Janet’s and lit the lamp. Outside, 
with night’s coming, the jungle 
orchestration had begun—the high 
shrilling of tree frogs, the cease- 
less hum of innumerable insects 
against the screen door. The room 
itself was damp and oppressive, 
and as he drew off his shirt he 
■heard again the nearing rumble of 
thunder. 

Too hot to sleep. Either that, or 
he was developing nerves. He 
pulled his cot closer to the door 
and shut his eyes, but memories 
of the past two days began passing 
in vivid flashes through his mind. 
The plane ride, the abortive inter- 
view with Claribel, the burned and 
battered warehouse, and then— 
the grim thought of that huge, 
solitary man bound and locked in 
a steel cage. 

The sheet smelled faintly of mil- 
dew and he wondered if Janet 
Norman was lying awake too, the 
specter of their shared defeat bear- 
ing her unwelcome company. To- 
morrow they would go separate 
ways, their strange and turbulent 
alliance at an end. And Lilli too— 
he would never see her again. All 
that little microcosm men called 
New Dixie—with its hopes and 
hates and strivings—all would be 
a fading memory. 

(To Be Continued 

CHILD GUIDANCE ! 
CLINIC PLANNED 

Mis. Herbert Bluethenthal 
Named Chairman Of 

Organization 
Organization of a Child Guidance 

Clinic and election of Mrs. Her- 
bert Bluethenthal as chairman of! 
its board of directors was an- 
nounced yesterday by Rabbi Sam- i 
uel A. Friedman, president of the i 
Community Council. 

It is hoped that the services of 
a psychiatrist can be secured in 
time to open the clinic early in 
March, he said. 

The establishment of this ciinic | 
has been the major objective ol 
the Council for over two years, 
Rabbi Friedman said, and a great 
tribute is due Mrs. Bluethenthal 
and her committee for bringing 
this projeet to a successful con 
elusion. The clinic is being financed 
for its first year through certain 
interested citizens and local or- 

ganizations. 
At a recent organization meeting 

of the Child Guidance Clinic, Mrs. 
William M. Henderson was elected j 
secretary and treasurer. Other 
members of the committee include: 
Miss Marguerite Walker, Mrs. W. j 
G. Broadfoot, Jr., Mrs. W. Alex 
Fonvielle, Jr., Rev. Walter B. 
Freed, Rabbi Friedman, the Rev. 
Mortimer Glover, J. Robert Hollis, 
Dr. George M. Kaseruba, Mrs. 
David R. Murchison, Mrs. Harnss 
Newman, Mrs. Albert F. Perry, 
J. C. Roe, Mrs. I. J. Sutton, and 
Mrs. Manley Williams. 

This newest social service for 
Wilmington will not only fill a 

most important gap in our whole 
program of community services 
but it will also strengthen a great 
many of our existing services, Rab- 
bi Friedman continued. It will be 
an invaluable aid to our school 
system, veterans agencies, voca- 

tional rehabilitation service, public 
and private welfare agencies and 
the juvenile court. 

PERIOD TO FILE 
CLAIMS NEARS END 

Social Security Office Here | 
Reminds Dependents Of 

Feb. 10 Deadline 
Survivors of World War II vet- 

erans must file claim for Social 
Security benefits before February 
10 in order to secure payment re- 

troactive to the time of the veter- 
ans death, N. W. Avera, manager 
of local office, again warned yes- 
terday. 

Eligible for the monthly bene- 
fits are survivors of veterans who 
served at least 90 days, not neces- 

sarily consecutively, and who died 
within three years following their 
discharge. 

The veteran need not have made 
any social security payments, 
Avera said, in order for his sur- 
vivors to receive the benefits. 

The new amendment to the so- 
cial security act is a measure for 
survivors of veterans only' and not 
for the veteran. Avera said, Pay- 
ments retroactive to the time of 
the veterans death will be paid 
o-.ilv if claim is filed by February 
10. 

Any person in doubt as to his 
eligibility' to receive the benefits 
should seek further information in 
Room 10, Customshouse. 

BOLTON VETERAN 
NOW STATIONED 

AT FT. MOULTRIE 
Special To The Star 

CHARLESTON, S. C. Jan. 31 — 

Technician Fourth Grade Graham 
B. King, son of Mr. and Mrs. W. 
K. King of Bolton, N. C., is at 
present stationed at Fort Moultrie, 
S. C., where he is a Mechanic, 
Ordnance Motor Pool. 

T-4 King enlisted in the Regular 
Army at Fort Bragg, N. C., on 
Oct 13, 1941, and served in the 
European Theatre of Operations 
for two years. He was Tank Com- 
mander,' 638th Tank Destroyer 
Unit and saw service in France, 
Belgium, Holland and Germany. 
He holds the European Theatre of 
Operations Ribbon with four 
Battle Stars, the Good Conduct 
Medal, American Theatre Medal, 
European Occupation Ribbon and 
Asiatic Pacific Victory Medal. 

T-4 King returned to the States 
in July 1945. 

NAMED FOR HIM 

Sequoia b i g trees are named \ 
for George Guess, Cherokee In- 
dian Chieftain, better known as 

Sequoyah, and inventor of the 
Cherokee alphabet. 

Garson Denies Divorce Report 

I 

.Movie star freer Carson slsimn v.Itis jsfc..ii'. * e :•-« -'<• > 
also of the Cl: at a Hol’v rod pa... d« n a renert al they havi 

separated. The red-haired actress said that the report probably arose 
1 from her plans to close their home lor redecoratioa. 

* 

Be Here When 

The Doors Open 
hi 9 A. N! 

SALE 

A Gala Dress Event 
For Saturday Shoppers! 
DUE TO THE SENSATIONAL VALUES 

OFFERED — ONLY ONE DRESS 

TO A CUSTOMER ! 

Bona-Fide Values to $24.50 

A SALE YOU WON'T FORGET! 
These are all fresh, new styles—taken from our 

regular stocks of better dresses—not bought at 

a price to sell at a price! Styles for every occasion 

—and good selection of sizes. 

Entire Stoch Famous Brand 

100% ALL WOOL SWEATERS 
All first quality, finest wool yarn ^ 
knits, in light and medium weights. 1 * • 

Cardigan and slip-over styles. 
Practically all colors and white. / 

Special Sale Croup 

Each 

Close-Out — Splendid Selection 

WHITE SHEER BLOUSES 

$1.9« 
Regularly _ $3-40 

All Elastic—Two Way Stretch 

GIRDLES 

$1.49 
Regularly _ $3-49 

All Remaining 100% All Wool 

CLOTH COATS 

Values to 

$65.00 

All Remaining 

CONEY FUR COATS 
Regularly 

$119.50 

All Remaining 

Negligees & Rubes 

Price 

The New Spring Hats Are In—See Them! 

214 NORTH FRONT STREET 


