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You don’t have to be Jeanne Crain
to have a movie star complexion

...that's the beauty

of Lux
Lux is so very kind to your
skin. That’s why Jeanne Crain. 'Wt
like 9 out of 10 Hollywood [
stars, uses it every day xaT ;S°AP 5 I
How about you ? J I

JEANNE CRAIN starring in “MAN WITHOUT A STAR”
A Universal-International Picture » coion by itcHwicoLox
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GIRL MISSING!
Continued from page twelve

The sergeant answered, and
George said. “Chief of Inspectors.
Sergeant. Fast!” George waited
again, perspiration breaking out

on his forehead. Lucile was stand-
ing beside him. “Harry?" George
said. “Listen. My daughter's been
kidnaped by a kid named Ray
Blair. About nineteen years old.
Medium height and weight. Dark,
curly hair. Drives one of those dull-
finish cut-down sedans. Put out an
APB.” He licked his lips. "Thanks.
Harry.”

He put the telephone down and
looked at Lucile. “They’re getting
out an all-points bulletin. Harry 11
have it on the teletype and moni-
tor in seconds. He’ll call us as soon
as he has anything."

Lucile nodded silently, still
clutching the panda in wonder.

Neither of them sat down. They
stood beside the telephone and
waited. Time seemed endless, and
George could feel his heart pound-
ing in his chest and temples. He
wiped a hand across his face. Fif-
teen minutes. Twenty.

The telephone rang, and George
picked itup. He nodded. "Thanks.
Harry.”

He turned to Lucile. "They got
them,” he said.

When George had been notified
that Penny was on her way back,
he and Lucile drove downtown to
headquarters. Lucile waited in the
car while George went inside. He

He walked to the dressing table
and touched a perfume bottle, then
a hand mirror. He stared at the
scholastic plaque hanging on the
wall. She’d won that last year. He
looked at the bed and its satin
spread. He noticed then that the
panda was not there. He walked to
the bureau and opened the second
drawer. It was not there either.

He turned around slowly. Then
he saw it. Itwas lyingin the waste

basket just to the side of the bed.
The tightening of his throat was
suddenly worse. She’d thrown it
away. And along with that, she’d
thrown away her childhood, her
home, her parents. George felt as
though he’d lost everything there
was in the world.

He started to leave, then he
paused and looked back at the
panda. That stubborn refusal to
believe Fenny could do this per-

sisted. George walked swiftly
across the room and picked up the
panda. He turned it slowly, and
then his hands tightened suddenly
with determination. He rushed
downstairs, picked up the tele-
phone and began dialing.

“What are you doing?” Lucile
asked.

“Stopping them.”
“But why. George?”
He held out the panda to Lucile.

“Because now I know she didn’t
want to go.” he said and desper-
ately hoped.

was in his office when the door
popped open, and Penny ran across

the room and put her arms tight
around his neck.

“Hello, baby. Are you all right ?”

"Sure. But, Pop, I was so scared.
1 thought at first he was kind of

exciting. But he was crazy. Pop. I
told him two days ago I didn’t
want to see him any more. But he
kept calling and he was waitingfor
me after school today. I told him
again, and he looked ... funny.
Then, just before I was going to
bed, he came to the house.

"He had a gun, Pop. He said I
couldn't jilthim like that. All we’d
had were a few dates! He made me

write that note and then go up-
stairs and pack a bag with some

things in it. That’s when I thought
of the panda. I pushed it into the
basket, because I thought you or

Mom would see it and then you’d
know something was wrong be-
cause I’vealways taken such good
care of the panda.’’

Her eyes were anxious, and to
George she looked very, very
young.

“Pop. you know I’d never run

off like that, no matter how much
I loved a guy. You know that,
don’t you?”

Captain George Ames smiled,
and his smile was very wide, very
happy. “Iknow, baby.” he said.
“Now come on. Let’s go out and
see your mother.” The End
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