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rHafter twenty-nine 
the hump: Not since Pablo 

0 L him from the Blackland- 

had Cliff felt such a deeP thril1 
erS 

vase. This first cargo was the 
fl*rLf s;ep ot ah. Now they would 

"‘Eligible for their first payment 
°*,,d only he and Casey knew how 

ihev needed that money, 

ram now on. with their lubber 

therers gaining experience, the 

cargo would be easy. They 
even double it. 

Too excited lor work. Cliff called 
Janet “How’s about a celebra- 

? ■■ Weren't there some cases of 

l°er with our supplies?" 
'•They're in the warenouse. 

_.r'red Hands Off.” 
^ 

Well. it's ‘hands on’ tonight. 

Kill the ltch( Scabies) 

With Siticide 
linuid preparation kills in 30 

those itch mites with which 
“■“o-nes in contact. Buy SITICIDE 
Lro your druggist, or send 60c to 

Siticide Co., Commerce, Ga. (Adv.i 

AUTO LOANS 
“That Cost LGS S” 

The BANK OF WILMINGTON 
FORMERLY THE MORRIS PLAN BANK 

Jt'i fteui! fycUcUuUuuf! 

by 
CLAY R. POLLAN 

A Daily Six and Seven- 

Word Message for You. 

A simple and interesting formula 

using your astrological sign as a key. 

Watch the 

WILMINGTON MORNING STAR 
MONDAY, FEBRUARY 24 

1917 PONTIAC 
* 

Here's our picture lor ’47! 
We are proud to present for 1947, the finest car 

Pontiac has ever produced. 
In the new 1947 Pontiac, now in production, all 

of Pontiac’s traditional quality, dependability, 
stamina, trouble-free operation, ease of handling 
and downright goodness have been retained. 
These qualities have made more than a million 

friends of more than a million Pontiac owners. 

Added for 1947 are appearance changes to en- 

hance Pontiac’s beauty; mechanical improve- 
ments to uphold Pontiac’s known reputation for 

dependable and trouble-free performance. 

Pontiac again offers two outstanding series in 
ten body types. The Streamliner is on the 122- 
inch wheelbase; the Torpedo on a 119-inch 
wheelbase. Each is available as a Six or an Eight. 
Millions of people have learned to expect an out- 

standing value from Pontiac and the 1947 
Pontiac fulfills their expectations in every way. 
The 1947 Pontiac is a fine car made finer. 

• • • 

THE SOONER YOU PLACE YOUR ORDER 
for a new Pontiac, the earlier you will get it. So 
place your order now for future delivery. 

Tune in HENRY J. TAYLOR on the air twice weekly 

Features that Make PONTIAC a GREAT Car! 

APP.ARANCI-Distinc.ive Silver Streak Styling eight cylinder engines. Full-Pressure Metered 

New massive and harmonious front end design. Flow Lubrication, Permanent Oil Cleaner. 

comfort—Big, roomy Body by Fisher, Triple- economy—Scotch-Mist Quick Warm-up Manifold, 
Cushioned Ride, Luxurious Interiors, Shock-Proof Gaselector, Vacuumatic Spark Control. 
Knee-Action, Fishef No-Draft Ventilation, All- 
Weather Engine Temperature Control. safety-Multi-seal Hydraulic Brakes, Unisteel 

dependability—Smooth, powerful L-Head six or Body, Tru-Arc Safety Steering, Clear Vision. 

SUTTON PONTIAC CO. 
J* N. Second Street 

_ 

Wilmington, N. C. 

And tel] Wing Toy we want some- 
thing special for dinner. Bribe him 
to make some pies—and none of 
that canned spinach he’s been dos- 
ing us with.” Jubilantly Cliff beck- 
oned to Casey. ‘‘Let’s go put that 
beer in the river to cool.” 

Responsive to the contagion of 
Cliff's mood, Janet spent the after- 
noon in the cook-shack, planning 
dinner with Wing Toy, helping him 
fill chocolate pies; then going out 
into the jungle, she returned with 
clusters of flowers for the mess 
tables. It was almost suppertim* 
when she hurried over to her own 
quarters, putting on a dress for the 
occasion, sweeping up her hair, and pinning on a small white or- 
chid. 

The men too had caught the 
mood of celebration. Work for the 
afternoon stopped an hour early, 
and the smell of Wing Toy’s pies 
drew many a curious nose to the 
cook-shack. Janet noticed more, 
than one slicked head, and an un- 
usual number of clean shirts. 

Never had Wing Toy sounded the 
supper gong so vigorously; never 

had the response been so prompt. 
Casey, his face shining from the 
effect of an almost abandoned safe- 
ty razor, took his place at one end 
of the table, Janet beside him, and 
Cliff at thl head. Behind him, 
wearing a grin of pure culinary 
bliss, stood Wing Toy, a steaming 
platter in his hands, while ranged 
on either side of the long tables 
the men sat, their faces turned ex- 

pectantly toward Cliff. 
At sight of them his eyes soften- 

ed. It had been their dogged deter- 
mination, their unswerving loyalty 
to him and to the job that, made 
this celebration possible. His hand 
swept out toward the tables, 
crowded with food. “Go to it, you 
big bohunks — no gang on earth 
ever deserved it more.” 

A laugh, a clatter of knives— 
then an instant silence. A shadow 
had fallen across the doorway, and 
Wade Carroll stood outside the 
mess-hall. 

Cliff waved to him. “Come on 

in. You’re just in time for a ban- 
quet.” 

But the hunter did not move 

and something in his eyes brought 
Cliff a premonition of disaster. It 
seemed a full minute before Wade 

spoke. 
“I don’t guess I’ll be very wel- 

come at a time like this, Mr. Bo- 

gard,” he said dubiously. “I got 
kinda bad news.” The room had 
gone completely still. “Those 
barges of rubber,” the reluctant 
voice went on, “somebody cut 'em 
loose.” 

“Cut them!” Cliff was on his 
feet. “Where are they?” 

“Smashed up in the rapids. 
There ain’t much left.” 

Slowly Wade told his story. 
Coming down the river in his 
launch, he passed the upper fork 
where the barges had been moored 
and noticed to his surprise that! 
they were gone. He stopped his 
launch to investigate. The hawsers 
that had moored the barges to 
shore were hanging loose in the 
water, and lifting them, Wade saw 

they had been cut with an ax. 

Thoroughly alarmed, he made 
downstream at full speed, but 

reached the rapids too late. Three 

barges had overturned; a fourth, 
wedged between rocks, still held 
part of its cargo—the rest of the 
rubber was strewn for miles along 
the river. 

When Wade finished no 6ne 

spoke. All eyes had fixed on Cliff. 
Not a man within the silent room 

who did not know what the loss of 
that cargo meant. Outwardly Cliff 

Could Cleopatra Drink a Pearl 
with Stomach Ulcer Pains? 
An intriguing story of Cleopatra is the 
one where an admirer praised the beauty 
of two of her pearls, whereupon she 

dropped one into a glass of wine and 
drank it. She would hardly have done 
this had she suffered after-eating pains. 
Those who are distressed with stomach 
or ulcer pains, indigestion, gas pains, 
heartburn, burning sensation, bloat and 
other conditions caused by excess acid 
should try Udga. Get a 25c box of. Udga 
Tablets from your druggist. First dose 
must convince or return box to us anti 
get DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK. 
Saunders Drug Store and drug stores 
everywhere. 

gave no sign; only his voice was 

slower than usual as he said, “We 
better go take a look, Casey. You 
boys finish your supper.” 

But at the door he stopped. It. 
seemed as if ages had passed since 
he entered that room, happier than 
he had been in months. The men 

still sat before their untouched 
plates; steam was rising from the 
platter in Wing Toy’s motionless 
hands, and Janet's eyes, big with 
unspoken sympathy, were on him. 
He hurried down the path. 

Midnight had passed when he re- 

turned, but. Janet was waiting for 
him in the office, and from the 
weary lines in his face she knew 
that Wade’s story had been true. 
He gave a short smile at her ques- 
tioning face, and threw himself in- 
to a chair, while she poured him 
a glass of iced coffee. He drank 
it at a gulp. 

“Thanks.” A minute passed, 
then quietly he said, “Well, they 
got us in a big way.” 

“But who did it, Cliff?” 
“Blacklanders, I suppose. Who- 

ever they were, they knew our 
habits pretty well. They cut those 
barges loose in full daylight, just 
after the last shift came down to 
camp and before the night guard, 
went on duty. Four barges smash- 
ed against the rocks—but that’s not 
so important. The thing that hits 
us where it hurts is the loss of the 
rubber.” 

“Is it really lost?’’ she asked. 
“It’s scattered downstream for 

miles. Some of it we can get back, 
but it will take weeks.” His eyes 
moved to the calendar. “And we 
have just four days.” He reached 
for a sheet of paper. “I better 
radio the coast and cancel that 
freighter.” 

As he started to write, she laid 
her hand on his. “Cliff does this 
mean—we’re through?” 

“I don’t know. I'm going to cable 
Washington for a month’s exten- 
sion. I hate to do it—and I’m not 
even sure that a month will help. 
But it’ll give us room to turn 
around in.” 

-•Are tnmgs as Daa as tnatr tier 
voice was soft with commisera- 
tion. 

“Actually worse. Even if they 
extend the time, I’m not sure I 
have enough money to carry on 
for another month.” 

He finished writing his cable 
while she sat watching him, and 
as he rose from his desk she said, 
“Cliff—” 

“Yes?” 
“Cliff, if six hundred dollars 

would do you any good, I have it, 
and I’d be glad—” She stopped 
then hurriedly she' went on. “It’s 
not just you. It’s — well, Casey, 
and the rest of the boys and the 
wife of your partner.” 

“You hang on to that money,” 
he said almost roughly. “There’s 
no sense in your going back broke 
too.” He came toward her and 
smiled. “Thanks just the same, 
Janet, but. this isn’t your funeral, 
and I’m not going to let it be. You 
go to bed and forget it.” 

But it was many days before 
anyone in camp forgot it. The men- 

ace of the Blacklanders, which had 
almost been forgotten, now reviv- 
ed and hung like a threatening 
cloud. Workmen no longer felt se- 

cure up in the plantations, nor even 

at headquarters, and Cliff doubled 
his night guards at all the camps. 

For a time he thought of getting 
the help of the soldiers, but de- 
cided against it—they would prob- 

Literary 
Guidepost 

By \V. G. ROGERS 
THE DOVE FOUND NO REST,! 

by Dennis Gray Stoll (Double- 
day; $2.75); INDIAN ROUTE 
MARCH, by Louis Hagen (Pi- 
lot Press; $2.50). 
Both these books are about In- 

dia, and both condemn the present 
situation there, though Stoll is a 
born Londoner and Hagen, who 
spent his youth in Germany, is 
enough of a Britisher to have 
served with the British air forces 
in World War II. 

atoll has drawn up his case in 
the form of a novel about Sita, 
her husband Toddy-Tapper Huhu, 
her sister-in law Ganesha, other 
relatives in a single red-mud hut 
in the little village of Dolorampur, 
her friend Mohini, Mohini's be- 
trothed Eesh, other natives and 
occasional Englishmen. 

Against a rural background de- 
scribed with great charm_ the 
story opens with pleasant scenes 
of family and communal life: de- 
spite poverty, prejudice and ignor- 
ance, these people spend their 
days happily in a primitive but 
adequate society. 

But a distant war breaks out. 
The foreign rulers, needing the 
village as aerodrome site, inform 
the inhabitants of it in the morn- 

ing and order them to move out 
by night and then organize 
ladies: committees to worry about 
new homes. Eventually Sita and 
her relatives reach a big city 
where they work long hours in an 
unbearable mill, live in incredible 
filth, grow always hungrier, and 
falter badly as they try to adapt 
themselves to an economic order 
for which nothing at all, especial- 
ly not British rule, had fitted them 
in any way. Stoll, who writes well, 
pokes quiet fun at the master 
race, but speaks more sharply as 

he nears the end of his story. 
Hagen is the reporter. Before 

reaching India, he knew that “we 
had selfishly exploited it” and 
that Gandhi and Jinnah were 

“great leaders.” But by the time 
he leaves he is not so sure where 
the fault lies, for if is a land of 
fantastic contrasts and unbeliev- 
able opposites. While he. claims 
that the British civil servant has 
done a fine job, he agrees that 
the Indians are entitled to com- 

plete self rule. He notes, super- 
ficially, their accomplishments in 
music, art and dance, but, unlike 
Stoll, discovers little good in their 
family life. They are so appalling- 
ly ignorant, superstitious and lazy, 
as he views them in some dra- 
matically written chapters, that it 
seems to him the All-India Con- 
gress faces an almost impossible 
job. 

ably be only an officious nuisance. 
Better to figfit it out alone. 

And during those days he won- 
dered about Claribel. Under the 
terms of his contract, a clash with 
the Blacklanders could be suffi- 
cient grounds for her canceling the 
ag'reejj^ent, and in that. Cliff knew, 
she would be guided by Madison's 
advice. For it was generally ac- 

cepted that since the onset of her 
headaches she had turned over all 
administration of her affairs to 
Madison, and seldom left the cool, 
high-ceilinged house up in New 

! Dixie. So it- surprised Cliff when 
j Janet told him in the office late 
one night that Claribel wanted him 

I to come up the following evening. 
He frowned. “What's gone 

i wrong?” 
"Not a thing,” Janet laughed. 

“She wants to play bridge.” 
“Look,” Cliff heaved a sigh. 

“I’ve got plenty of problems down 
here to keep me amused. Tell her 
I don’t know one card from an- 

other.” 
“Oh, you can’t do that. When 

Claribel asks anyone to visit her, 
it’s a command performance. Be- 
sides, she loves bridge more than 

anything else. If you’re good, she’ll 
probably make you a present of 
the rubber plantations.” 

“And if I’m bad, she’ll probably 
deport me. Under that one sided 
contract, she can do just about 

anything she wants.” 
“All the more reason for being 

nice to her. You can be awfully 
nice, you know, when you really 
try.” 

He looked at the pile of work on 

his desk. “So now I have to be a 

politician.” 
“No. Just don’t be an old grizzly 

bear.” 
Later, he realized he had enjoy- 

ed himself. It was the first com- 

plete change he had experienced 
from camp routine, and especially 
he enjoyed watching Claribel. For 
she played with a gusto and heavy- 

I handed recklessness that would 
have ruined a less flexible player, 
but most of the time she won. 

Cliff would have had an even 

better time but for Madison. Not 

only was he a poor loser, but he 

clearly resented Cliff’s being there, 
and his air of possessiveness with 
Janet was so marked that it net- 
tled Cliff and thoroughly annoyed 
Janet. Madison seldom took his 

eyes from her, and Ins eagerness 
to defeat Cliff made him attempt 
unsound combinations that cost 
him heavily. 

Claribel saw it too—few things 
escaped the keen-eyed matriarch 
but although she snorted her dis- 
approved more than once, her ex- 

asperation did not interfere with 
her pleasure in the game. She was 

having a grand time, and when 
the last hand was over, she leaned 
back triumphantly—winner of both 
hand and rubber. 

(To Be Continued) 
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k Rust Resistant 

SHIPPING NEWS 
ARRIVED 

Tanker 
S. S. Bennington with cargo of 

gasoline for the Shell Oil company. 
Motor Vessel 

M. V. A. C. Dodd from Philadel- 
phia with cargo of kerosene for 
the Atlantic Refining company. 

IN PORT 
"Liberty Ship 

S. S. Jubal A. Early from the 
Lay-up basin being refitted for 
voyage. 

S. S. George Bellows being re- 
fitted for voyage at the Wilmington 
Terminal docks. 

Tugboat 
Christine Moran from Key West. 

Florida, to pick up Liberty ship 
tow. Docked at Broadfoot Iron 
Works. •> 

INWARD BOUND 
Freighter 

'Dutch'! S. S. Gordias from Haiti 
with cargo of logs. Wilmington 
Shipping company, agents. 

Tanker 
S. S. Ferguson from Norfolk 

with cargo of gasoline for National 
Oil company. 

White Bill Passes 
ATLANTA, Feb. 19.—(IP)—Legis- 

lative enactment of Herman Tal- 
madge’s white primary bill was 

completed today when the Georgia 
Senate yielded to the House and 
receded from an anti-fraud amend- 
ment. 

The Senate voted 29 to 19 to drop 
the amendment amid charges by 
opponents of the measure that this 
action constituted violation of a 

“gentlemen’s agreement” under 
which action on the bill had been 
speeded in the Senate. 

FUEL OIL 
Standard Oil “ESSOHfeAT” 

Oil Burner Service 
HUGHES BROS. 

FUEL CO. 
Dial 7774 

VENETIAN BLINDS 
ALL SIZE BLINDS MADE AND 

REFINISHED 

STRICKLAND VENETIAN 
BLIND WORKS 

Phone 6404, Castle Hayne Road 

Welcome to 

H & W 
Cafeteria 
OPEN DAILY \ 

1 (EXCEPT SUNDAY) s 

! -HOURS- | \ Breakfast _7:00 to 9:00 t 

Lunch _11:45 to 2:15 | 
t Dinner _5:30 to 7:45 

I Under New Management > 

I 

DIAMOND 
IMPORTERS 

I 

: 
“Wilmington’s Largest 
Diamond Importers” 

WOHTHTbOHT ITWggT 
SEED’S For Diamonds 

REED’S FOR DIAMONDS 

IVahl s TTlinlaUiie Sfashion 
[P, eview of the Suit tjf Goat \ 

l'Picture for Spring 
BUY ON CHARGE ACCOUNT iSb) 
OR USE OUR 10-PAY PLAN SW 

AND 
UP. 

LONG JACKETS 

SOFTLY 

TAILORED 

r THE 

CUTAWAY 

tt (Charge CLctomtl 

COLLARLESS 

GABARDINE 

GO 

EVERYWHERE 
BOX COAT 

$i85° r 

THE “SHORTIE” 
IS BIG FASHION NEWS 

Select llou 
dfor Saster 

COLLARLESS 
AND 

FREE SWINGING 

WASP WAISTED 

BUTTON TRIM 

i 214 NORTH FRONT ST. 

* V 


