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Delicate pigquancy and intrigue are the keynotes of this
camera study




TWO DEVILS FOR
DEVLIN

By Robert Leslie Bellem

WOMAN'’S breasts were no
novelty to Al Devlin. But
these were different. Al had

a copra plantation, wicth 2 side-line
of pearl shells, on the tiny south sea
1sland of Tongalusa and the light-
hued native girls who wore 2 string
_of pearls and an amiable expression

v

§

-loa could wiggle in a G-strmg
nobody’s business. ;

had become an old story.

“Maybe I'm dead!™ Al said, teare
ing his eyes away from the smooth
white breasts and permitting his gaze
to travel upward.

The girl who was leaning over him
smiled.  She didn’t seem to realize
how low her dress was cur in the

3




“Listen, big boy.
Your lady-killing
charms are being
wasted. You're just
anotber case to me,”
she told bim jflatly,
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time she came in he said, “Listen.
You've got to marry me.”

(IWhy?l'

“Well, you know everything
about me there is to be known.
You’ve bathed me and thanged my
clothes and all that sort of thing.
You've got to marry me to save my
sclf-respect.  You’ve compromised
me!"”

She laughed. “If I married every
man I’ve takan care of, I'd be a poly-
andrist 2 hundred times over.”

“That’s a good word. What does
it mean?” he teased.

She smiled gaily. “Listen, do you
think I'd marry 2 man with your
o reputation? Why, you'd two-time
s me the first chance you got. No,
b g I'm a one-man woman for a one-

woman man.”

He blushed. “Oh, I know I've

o got a name for that sort of thing.

But I'm a changed man now. Won’t

- » you give me a chance to prove it to

wu?”

“Don’t you want you

 som?” ibe g cried
D oy -~

\
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“Well,” she hesitated. *“Tl tell
you what: if, after you leave to-
morrow, you can prove that you'd
be faith{ul for—a couple of months,
I might listen to you.”

“That's easy! Just watch me!”

*“That’s the trouble—I1 can’t watch
you! But I tell you what I can do.
I'll let you take my house-boy,
Choag, back to Tongalusa with you.
He can report to me about you.
Would you be willing s0 do that?”

Which was how Al Devlin came
to go back to Tongalusa with a Chin-
ese house-boy and 2 heart full of
resolutions.

The first thing Devlin did when
he got back to his island was to clean
out his household staff, which con-
sisted of three native girls, One in
particular, litctle Loa-loa, objected
strenuously.

“Chinaman can’t take -place of
Loa-loa!” she complained.

“Oh, yes he can! He’s a good
cook and he knows how to do house-

- work!”

~ Loa-loa wig-
. gled sinuously.
. In view of the
- fact that her sole
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Loa-loa came closer. “Can China-
man kiss like Loa-loa?” she whis-
pered.

“l don’t know.
try him and sce?”

The girl frowned and backed
away. “Loa-loz no kiss Chinaman!
Loa-loa only kiss Tuan Dev-lin!”

“Not any more you don’t! I'm a
good boy £mm now on! Iqmrary.

Why don’t you

“My bero!” she N
gn'mu‘J at bim,

“No. Iliybo repay. Wait and
see!” the old man repeated myster-
iously, as he left.

Al Devlin went to bed early. He
was tired afser the first day back at

work. He went %0 slecp immedi-

ately, but soon awoke with the feel-

ing he was not alone,
Al stared. Two native girls, as

pret F.pmrashd’_.l-e::raseen. .dia-\ 7'




I YOBE By Prue Guinan
sllppcd
from the
bed and wrig-
gled her pink
and white body.
Her nightgown
dropped 1o the
floor. It wys
one p.m., early
morning for
Broadway.

The meager
handful of
clothing s he
had been wear-

ing when she
LL. and Eddic en-
tered the rvom
; the mght befur;
: a
. npon a GLU
& $he began put-
nung on step-ins
L an stockmas
e before going to
/e the bowl

wash.

Eddie rolled
~ over on the bed and looked at her.
g He was wide aw
v ‘ «Wd'! honey’u ﬂﬂ* «At ’wt
".»’L "lblda 'hxm-ham-
B

r.uﬂ lrvfr!’h:o!:«.is ?‘:‘

s last nugh
ubi:w)' ar [.
pﬁl *",'

1
ﬂ
|
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*Ben likes
you, dom't e,
Babs-~

W, why
else wonld he be
Propositiomm’
me, Edde?™

“Thars che
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onna do, and then go down in the

bby and pick somebody up. Say
you do it toaight.”

*“But, look here. . ..”

*“What’s the matter? That’s the
way they all do it, ain’t it? The
fj,?)’" lets himself get caught, that’s

“Yeah. But you're kind of rushin’
it, ain’t you?™

“Well, if it's got to be done—the
sooner the better. Ain’t that right?”

“Yeah, I suppose so. All right.
Say you make it about eleven to-
night. PIll get somebody up here,
and everything'll be all set. But
don’t let the dick break in the door
cause they may put it on the bill.
Just rap loud. TI’ll open the door.”

“Came to papa, sweetness.
You can’t go by-by dressed
like that,” be said.

"GINGER STORIES

reputation any harm. She looked, in
a word, as though she didn’t have
any reputation at all worth bother-
ing about. ‘

She was seated on a settee in an al-
cove, reading a pink-covered tabloid,
and smoking. As Eddie sank down
at the other end of the divan she
put her cigarette on the rim of the
ash tray between them. When she
reached for it again it had burned
away to little more than a cylindri-
cal ash. She withdrew her hand dis-
gustedly.

“Have one of mine,” Eddic offered
courteously, and extended the pack.
She smiled and accepted one. Lyobe
had given Eddie a lighter for his
birthday. It worked for the blonde-
by-decision.

'*N o w,
what'll we talk
about?” Eddie
grinned.

“You begin,”
she suggested.

Afrer a while
she threw away
the tabloid and
they got confi-
dential As

‘
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all righe.” “Come ’ere!” Eddie exclaimed,
o | hate house dicks,” said she, as dragging her back. She struggled
the elevator took them up. with him but he hung on. All this
“I don’t take many of them to my 1 stalling for nothing? Wothahell! |
little round bosom either,” replied The rapping became more insis-
Eddie. |
Her name ! i

proved to be  “Wanna smoke?” be asked the girl.
Edith, and she -
was wearing a
dress with a
plaited skirt, so it
didn’t take her
long to get that

: off. She said she
wanted to pre-
serve the plaits.

Eddie had a
bottle of what-
all-the shootin’s-
fer and gave her
a drink.

“Where did
you get this lic-
ker?" she wanted
to know. tent and demanding.

“What do you want, baby, a pedi- “Now keep quiet!” Eddie said,

j;, gree2  Yeu ain’t' buyin® a dog. and thrust his unwilling guest into

Look, I'll drink w:th you to show a chair. She sat there tense and _

you it’s safe.” white-faced 2 moment, then ab- | e
They finished the drinks and Ed- upt yu elaxed. tah!!‘ \ht?r == =
die looked at his watch. m the he sa '. i ' -.'“
thirty. And Lyobe and her r ' ﬂ 4 open do ' l"-‘fﬁ__ b
r "r 3 | 3

i . - - e ¥ - . f B o

~ party weren’t due before d&vw-*,br
Well, no use wasting an houf and a

: ir settled down to fi
Eﬂxe mﬂ E:.



She snapped
out of ber
dress in a flask
—in order to
save the plaits.
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In The Swim

Which to put it mildly is suiting the
action to the word, according to
Grace Chandler’s story

UH can’t see the half of it,
dearie!

This black eye ain’t exactly

a royal bull decoration, and I'm still
limping some, but it’s the collegiate
collection of bruises in Harvard Red,
Yale Blue and Princeton Orange and
Black, to say nothing of Dartmouth
Green, what I got parked cn them
parts of my anatomy not oa view to
the general public: that would give
yuh more of an idea of g.e swell
time that was had by all..

Where at?

Why at a college PROM! Where
else at would yuh expect inybody to
come¢ home from looking like they
had just recovered from the Bubonic
Plague, or been run over by a couple
of cheer leaders?

When Mickey Marshall gives me
the come hither to promenade myself
up to the beer and pretzel institution
where he was in for four years I
wasn’t exactly thrilled to a hot te-
‘male over the idear. ’




e |L. 2
pave in as us weak.
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Yuh see, dearie, I'd made 2 New
Year’s resolution to lead the pure and
simple for a change, and I'm not one
of them low downs whar make and
break their resolutions the same weck.

So I thought I'd ward off my des-
tiny by running double, for awhile
anyway, long enough to grease the
skids of life with a lictle alimony.
What's that? Yuh say yuh think a
Prom would be a good place-to pick
up the necessary article wearing pants
that show? Listen to me, dearie, col-
lege men make the grandest sugar
papas, but for an honest-to-Gawd-
bring-home-the-bacon-daddy oh, I
could laugh myself into a state of

semicolon.

A Prom, dearic, is a hifalutin’ title
for a2 Plumbers’ Ball. They’ve got
the same trimmings otherwise. Wine,
women, and song are the same old
tools of the devil since Eve invented
ferment and torment by the simple
act of sinking her upper set in a
choice Ben Davis, whether you spell
*em that way, or call 'em Gin, Broads
and Whoopee!

That’s why I turned Mickey’s sin-
#ul invitation down flatter than a nail
hammered in by a woman. I knew
only too well that PROMS were not
conducted along tﬁg lines of a Wed-

mght P! meelulg
kept urging me for old Sredag c,
e and Mickey dis: Iﬁtd, A

ﬂ!‘lms together, so afe
ssolutely positivel

ve or si

fon.

GINGER STORIEY

the awful truth about this Prom.—

It'll paralyze you. Though it was
conducted under the divine influence
of Christianity, so to speak, it was
a wow! Their high tide was a2 Cos-
tume Ball, vour gentleman friend
concocting said costume out of the
billboards of his imagination.

Yuh'd be surprised at the single-
track minds them ministerial students
had. They could have been put in
jail for infringing on the copyright
of Eve's original little sin. And
Gawd knows what Mickey was suf-
fering from when he drew up the
specifications for me, water on the
knee, maybe. Or else he'd been read-
ing that doggerel of Bill Shakes-
peare’s, for my costume was “nothing
much before, and harf of that be-
hind,” if yuh can wrap the shreds of
your mentality around that, dearie.

Of course I was flattered, any wo-
man would be, to have 2 man think
yuh wear a brassicre size number 28
with a couple of tucks, when I really
have to wear a .forty_-ib'—. Necver
mind, that’s nobody’s business, not
even yours.

When that costume was delivered
to my hang-out at the Deaconess’
Home, I gave Mickey a ring to find
out where Qd why thuight'k letter
of the ; they had only sent

me 2 M-‘ ﬂqﬁ porlﬁﬁ of chif-

WIS S
-
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whimpered as they
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*Why turn the spotligh




I ',{ P i ~double pneumonia, and I ﬂ Wﬁed eny ne

“How was the Prom,
dearie?” she asked.

as a boutonniere! Don’t look that same table seven mornings a week.
up, dearie. You'll never get over it. Restraint fm:n ;hrbm the coffee
k ‘The hour for the Prom finally rolls cups at each @dﬁ.ﬁ; was con-
& L .mund just as I'm gcgng ready to sidered the ame f}h- !pdbhcly an-

-, , jolt, dearie. There was ¢ 2 _
R ~.‘, :l?tolrw, both going oq ¢ and the The males »

.‘# wdm
tl!l
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“Well, darlin’, I'm
still lim pin’ and
I've got a collegi-
ate collection of
bruises in Harvard
Red, Yale Blue
and Princeton
Orange and

Black.”

R T P s
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shockingly bright idears of his and lock as’a peach of a place for a pie-

had had the swimming pool drained, eyed intermission.

decorated up to the nines with the For after all, dearie, WProm with-

orchestra hidden behind a clump of out liquidation is like going to a pet-

bullrushes along the side, dim lights ting party wich a cr‘:cked lip. What's
the use?

I’ ~ Well, the afore-

A s said intermission
‘«-\.l? 3 was a bit long, I'll
4 J‘i ' admit; and when

: we came back our
) ' hilarity had in-
: treased in tempo
per ratio per bot-
tle. Thefirse
moonlight dance
was the next
scheduled and
Mickey had order-
ed ali the lights
turned out except
for a huge golden
moon that re-
sembled the rest of
us, bem full and
a bit wobbly on its
pins.

, The music com-
menced to order
everybody to but-
'Soma flowers, a  ton up their over-
smile and a coats. Gawd, may-
sprinkling of be I didn’t wish
" imagination and ~that T had
die was drtmvd o b
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Judy: “You had no business to
kiss me!”

Rudy: “It wasn't business, my
dear. It was a great pleasure!”

.

|

SINCE ONE WHIFF OF THE
FORBIDDEN FRUIT MADE EVE
BLUSH AT HER IMMODEST EX-
POSURE; STRAIGHT - FROM -
THE-SHOULDER STEVE
THINKS IT'S TIME TO PASS THE
APPLE OUT TO A COUPLE OF
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gtrolh’ng toward the outskirts of
town, he came upon exactly what he
wanted, a ncat, little cottage sitting
back from the road a bit, and look-
ing very homelike and hospitable.
His rap at the door was answered by
a good-looking, middle-aged Madame
to whom he explained the circum-
stances of his plight, and of whom
he begged the favor of shelter for
the night.

“Certainement, Monsieur,” she re-
plied, ushering him into a plain; lit-
tle living room. “You have walked
a long way, and you are tired. It
is only right that you have rest and
sleep.”

“But where is the Monsieur?”
ssked Hampton, garing curiously
sbout the room.

‘The Madame explained that her
husband had gone on a journey from
which he had yet to return.

“But what does it matter?” she
asked naively. “Monsieur, the Eng-
Jlishman, is most
welcome never-

theless.”
She co n-
ducted him to

the room he

Bt s
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pass threugh mv chamber without
tcar of embarrassment.”

Hampton thanked her profusely
and reuired. Being weary from his
long walk, he slept soundly and
awoke in the morning feeling much
refreshed. He wondered, while
dressing, if the Monsieur had re-
turned home during the night, but
assumed that he had. Then glanc-
ing at his wrist watch, he saw that
the time was many munutes past six.
Doubtless Monsieur and Madame
were up and waiting breakfast for
him. He opened the door of his
room and stepped boldly inso the
adjoining chamber.

Mon Dieu! Surely, there was
some mistake! There was no Mon-

sieur to be seen, but the Madame was
very much in evidence. She had not
yet risen, much less lefc the room!
In fact, she was reclining upon the
bed in voluptuous abandon, appar-
ently sound asleep. As the night

= PR B e ——
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MAD,

BAD,

BABY

By Eldon Lynch

The Story So Far:

Julie Rose, a little dancer known
as “Broadway Baby,” bitterly resents
it when Dad Kinaey, her platonic
“sugar daddy” pays attention to an-
other woman. To make him jealous
she asks Philip Eliot, 2 prominent ar-
tist, to make love to her before Dad.
He does so, but Dad seems not to
care, 50 Julie desperately suggests that

Philip and she marry. After a hasty
* marnage she telephones Dad but. in-
stead of being en-
raged or jealous he
congratulates her!
Julie'i;;mrfbni-

She believes he planned to meet het
on the boat.

Afver Julie has gone to bed she 1s
awakened by a searchlight shinmg in
her face. A strange man, murtering
something about the “sketches”
eatranced by her beauty and makes
love to her. Scemingly hynou:cd by
his caresses, she makes no resistance

and is horrified to find heese)f re-
sponding. + » s



UDDENLY the lights were
switched on and the next mo-
ment the man beside her was

wrenched violently away. Still lethar-
gic from the unknown intruder’s sens-
uous love-making, Julie glanced wp
and saw Philip, white with anger, deal
a blow that sent the white-haired man
recling. There was no fight, not even
a quarrel. The intruder skulked sil-
ently away, nursing his cheek, and
Philip locked the

GINGER STORIES

unfailing power. Now she shud-
dered, filled with horror at her own
weakness. She should have killed the
loathesome creature! He was, un-
doubtedly, taking advantage of a
foolish superstition that some silly
woman had started. Strange power
indeed! She almost wished for an-
other chance in which to prove what
little power he had over her, at least.
There was no doubt that the man

: knew how to love,

door behind him. ——
u,som,hf;, he>” Fashions in Love
asked of the be-

wildered girl
Then, as she only

laughed  harshly.
“Or ia?'ﬁe' another

friend.

- m this man ¢
fore!” she exclaim=

LADY in your undcrwear
I could kiss you half to death,
Fondle you'and find you fair

As we mingle breath with breath.

Dimpled shoulders sigh for love;
Through your frail brassiere I see
I Twin delights you cannot hide
Fashioned just for ecstasy.

Don’t put on that cvcningb"goWn
Though it makes the others stare
I prefer you as you are,—

Love . me in your underwear !
—By Jed Ress.

how to please a
woman's senses.
Hecould,she
thoughr, make
surrender a very
pleasant thing, but
to make it an in-
evitable and ceor-
tain thing — that
she did not believe.
It amused her to
learn that Philip
believed in it.

' “His wife is on
 board, too,” he
went on, moroscly,
“*She’s very beauti-
ful"and he’s terrib-
ly jealous of her.”
* Julie began to
understand. That

d a2 tawny-haired woman, then, was Old
 Fascimacions wife, and he ws

as jealous

ae e
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chair,” she said, suddenly conscious
of her disheveled self, I must get
some beauty slecp.”

“You don't look as though you
needed much,” he remarked, unable
to take his eyes from the delectable
picture she presented, “and*I'm not
going to run along. You're my wife,
and as long as there are men like that

| b
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She, too, closed her eyes.

The guttural, eerie sound of a fog
horn awakened her. She couldn’t
have slept long, because it was still
dark outside, but in the short time
she had slept a storm had blown up.
She could hear the patter and swish
of rain on the deck outside, and the
boat itself pitched and tossed fright-
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* He cradled her slight form.in his
" arms, his eyes fixed anxiously upon
her. “Not hurt, are you, dear?” he
questioned.
“No. Put me down; please
He reluctantly placed bfl‘ 1 the
berth, then sighed jaud&. rd, I
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ing to you, rompm.
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this?”” she inquired acidly. How
darcd he act like that? The memory
of those paintings in his suitcase
seared her w:th all their hateful im-

lications. “If you persist in be-
Ewmg so sbominably, Il take a deck
chair!®

“Wrong. You are going to stay
right here with me where you
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severed garment, but he held her arms
down, his eyes frankly feasting upon
the beauty thus uncovered. With an
incoherent, pagin cry he swept her
hungrily to his breast, bending her
head far back with the fierceness of
his kisses. When the torment within
him had been somewhat 2ppeased, he
allowed her to sink back, exhausted,
on the pillow.

“Don’t be too angry, my dear-
est,”” he whispered and, with a linger-
ing glance at her, he reluctantly
climbed up into the top berth.

For a long, long time, she lay mo-
tionless in the dark. living over and
over again those mad, passionate mo-
ments when Philip’s lips had claimed
and possessed hers. Useless to deny
that his touch had thrilled her as she
had never known a2 woman could be

{ Sbe glared as she read the letier

writlen in a feminine band.

L3

No second-hind love for her, thank
vou! She regretzed having allowed
him a single kiss.

Sleep was impossible after thae for
ber, though the deep, measured
breathing of her husband assured her
that he, at least had fallen asleep.
She lay and watched dawn creep
through the shuttered window.

Stealthy footsteps in the corridor
caused her to sit up, alert and listen-
ing. In the dimness she saw a white
square slide’ under the door. A let-
ter, apparently! She waited, while
the soft foorfalls died away, then,
noiselessly she rose, stole across the
room and took the envelope. It was
not sealed, and, regardless of the name
“Philip Eliot,” scrawled across the
message, she opened it, praying that
he would not awake. There was just

ke J‘r.r N
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search for the paintings as socon as
they landed. There was no time to
waste. She hated her husband. so
she told herself very vehemecntly sev-
eral times, but she couldn’t stand ‘by
and see hm murdered io cold blood.

GINGER STORIES

He chuckled but did not tum, so
veey quickly she re-arranged the
contents of his suitcase and softly
closed it. Then she dressed.

*“We dock soon. better hurry.” she
said bricfly and went out on deck.

“I l* nd be's ted a picture of )ou, it kil bxm Ixr
' i ﬁ F‘"’ busband 3:”«%. '
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A lovely girl was
just gelting out of
the tub when in

be stumbled, a very

much scared Knight
of the Bath.
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during rehearsals until Katz and
Kohn sign up some other star for us.
Can’t hold up the rest of the cast jusc
because one dame decides to take a
run-out powder. Oh, here’s the ad-
dress, over on Sixth Avenue. Take
a run up that way, won't you, and
look this chicken up?”

Smell took the slip of paper.

It was a shabby-looking brick
dwelling which bore the number cor-
responding to that on the slip which
J. Torrington Smell consulted. He
mounted the worn stone steps and
pullicd an old-fashioned bell-handle.

A slatternly woman opened the
door. J. Torrington doffed his hat,
glanced at his memorandum again,
and, clearing his voice, politely in-
quired “Is this where Miss Donns
Hissup lives?”

The woman rcga;ded» him with ap-
7 susp:cron Wbat do

roa Ve maneged

GINGRR STORIES

woman!

He staggered back, his eyes roving
the tiny room as though seeking es-
cape. Why, it was a bathcoom and
this young woman was just stepping
out of the rub when he opened the
door!

“1 beg your pardon!” he gulped
and stammered dismally.

The girl threw a bath-towel about
her, it covered her most incompletcly,
and glared through her blushes.
“How dare you!” she stormed.
“Didn’t you hear me singing?” she
demanded.

"Yes,” he repeated. "I heard you.
That's why I came in’

“Well, when you live in a place
like this, singing means to stay out.

ts why I was singing because
waﬂ?& any lock on the bath-

to open the door un-

g ion. “I'm sorry!” he
.,;_1. , 4

e
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your voice!” And absent-mindedly,
J. Torrington Smell opened the bath-
room door again.

There . came another shriek and
then something warm and wet, some-
thing that felt like a bath towel, was
flung aver his uncovered head, mask-
ing his face and cyes. Something soft
and yiclding bumped into him. He
reeled, and felt a perfumed presence
run past him with a little excited gig-

"That sowumds
areqt,” he said
encsivd’y,
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“Oh, Kelsey! She’s the most won-
derful, stunning, ravishing creature.”

Hammond peered at J. Torrington
Smell quizzically. “My lord, have
you fallen again?”

Smell explained blushingly: “And
—and she’s going to have dinner with
me tonight!™

“Where?"

*Hore.™

“Oh, hell!’ That means I've gotta
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when you see one, and even if you
recognized it you'd be too dumb to
take advantage of it.”

“What do you mean?” asked J.
Torrington.

“Im talking about this Hissop fe-
male. You're crazy about her, aren't
you?”

Smell shook his head. *“I’ve sent
her flowers and candy and raised her
pay and promised her the understudy
role in the show and she just smiles
at me and says 'Thank you’ and that’s
all I gee.”
~ “Listen; kid! You know that
dame’s got a voice and lots of It—she
could hold down the lead herself and
get away with it like 2 million bucks,
and vou know it.  What's the an-
swer?” _

“I don't know.
What is the an-
swer?” :

“You boob! Ar-
range for her to get 5%
the lead part—on &'7
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ment t0 go over certain interpola-
tions in the score of the show, and,
incidentally, for a snack of supper.

When she arrived, J. Torrington
was alone. “Where is Mr. Hamond?"
she asked as he awkwardly helped her
to remove her evening wrap.

“He, he had to go out,” her vis-a-
vis explained with a flush. ““You'll
stay for a bite anyhow, won’t you?"

They ate, and retired to the com-
fortable living room. Smell sat at
the piano, and for twenty or thirty
minutes they devoted themselves to
the music under discussion. Then
Smell swung about.

“Miss Hissup, Donna, how would
you like to have the lead in our show,
instead of just the understudy part?”

.....



“I'm not! Here
is the contract, see?”’
He showed her the
ready - prepared &
form that represent-
ed everything she
had dreamed of for
years.

She sank down on
a cheir, limply.
“Oh, it can't be
true!” she said slow-
ly.

“But it is!” he
said. And then he
did 2 curious thing.
He took the con-
tract and its dupli-
cate and deliberate-

GINGER STORIES 19
amazement. '

He nodded. i i i

“But, you're jok- |
ing? i

ly -;tro_depver to fhe : As !b’l‘ etk ol shrueh s ¢ Bors
:?:lk:af:;;o :;2:3 : . {:smi pumn mﬂ past Hm with
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TROPICAL LURE!

By Malcolm MacGregor

Slouly ber body
began to sway.to
the wild tune on

the phonograph.
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gasped
arms

Pepeia almost
as bis sirong

given herself to

him as com

bound ber tightly to
bim
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esting, and long after dinner was
over sat on the mosquito-netted ver-
anda alone with her. For one s0
young, and particularly as the ife
of an island missionary, she seemed
to know much of life and possessed
a great love for it.

“I hear you are the one white man
who has been able to resist the lure
of native and half-caste girls,” she
said suddenly.

Tuan Jim looked at her with sur-
prise for a moment; then, with a
smile he admitted that affairs with
native girls were not included in his
weaknesses.

“Then you haven’t met Pepeta,
bhave you?” asked thc woman.

*I don’t think I cver heard of her,”
admitted Twan jim.

“Then you should know her be-
fore you pass judgment on half-caste
girl~. Pepeta is the embodiment of
all life, love and passion, and or-
sh'ps only pleasure.”

“Hasn’t your husband tried to
convert her?”

‘I'm afraid my husband has
reached the point where he is ready

43

to admit he can never do anything
for her. You should meet her some-
ume."

“Thanks, but I am quite content
without her acquaintance.”

“But she is very beautiful, especi-
ally in the moonlight. Her hair is
long and jet black, her eyes are large
and dark and one look from them
is enough to make any man forget
himsclf. To seec her strolling along
the beach or bzneath the trees at
night makes onc think of Diana. 1
always feel that men are the object
of her hunt.”

Tuan Jim thought it rather strange
conversation for the wife of a mis-
sionary, but he had seen before
strange emotions brought to the sur-
face by the tropic moon. He made
no comment, and a short time later,
after a promise to take Betty Betn-
son for an inspection of his schooner
n2xt day, retired to his room.

He had been in his room only 2
short time, writing several letters he
intended to mail the next day, when
he heard a faint rattling at the bam-
boo screen over the window that led
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out into the garden. Looking up he
saw a dainty, tapering leg; with a
small leis encircling the ankle, pro-
ject its way over the sill.

The }eg was so pretty, with its gol-
den hue made all the more sensuous
in the mooslight, that he wacched
eagerly as ipo:her leg came over the
window' ll to join it. Dimpled
knees came next into vicw, then well
moulded thighs. He expected to see
2 naked girl' enter the room from
behind the bamboo screen, but as
the body came further into view he
saw that a gaudy sash had been tied
about her hips, with a great knot in
front. Then, with a sudden bound,
the girl leaped into the room, 2nd he
saw that the sash was her only article
of clothing, ‘except leis about the
neck and wrists and lotus blossoms
in her hair.

For 2 moment Tuan Jim had
feared it was Mareew, for he knew

she would recognize his schooner in.
the harbor and would come hunting

for him. 'But dnstead it was a
stranger ‘who M him with a flash-
ing cmile of ﬁly‘!tetd': The girl
stood just uﬁde the window, her
smﬂfc' be ore sen$ubus as her

eat veyed ‘Iﬁs at‘hle.w
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take, girl. 1 dort even know you.”

“Ah, ne, but before morning Mis-
taire Tuan Jeem will know Pepeta
very well and will want her to come
back always to dance for him and
love him!”

Before Tuan Jim could say any-
thing further, the girl walked across
the room, turned on the phonograph;
then glided to the center of the room.
It was a tango and not the sobbing
notes of a South Sea pumber that
came from the battered machine, but
it seemed the sort of wild music that
suited the girl.

For several tense mioments she
stood with one hand on her hip and
her head thrown back as she listened
to the music, then slowly her body
started to sway as she began a dance
of her own conception. Jt was a
weird, sensuous thing that called to
all that was wild in Tuan Jim, and
he felt himself growing weak as he
watched her.

‘As the Phallic gods put into dances
all their desires, o did the girl, and
Tuan Jim felt the blood pounding at
his temples with the same great de-
sires. Each move of the girl made
him want to crush her in his arms
i - her, yet ‘he
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wurged

“She is & white devil. Do
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‘ oW n. ward the twin oil ln:npg that }mns
4 Esch kiss brought the blood suspended from the ceiling in the
X pounding more heavily at his les mi ddk of the room. Before he

and called to all that his body had reached them, however, a rattling of

hungered for 3 Jong. When he the bamboo screen at the same win-

could resist no longer, he forced her dow where she had entered attraceed

back upon the bed where he let her  his attention.

lay for several moments while he Looking up he saw Marees glide

feasted his eyes upon her enchanting  into the room. Her eyes swept past

. —

e He looked up to find Marecs before

bim. "T've come back” she said
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bloom chiffon. ..

“Come!" She put out her dimpled
hand and caught his large brown one
and with a cofucttish laugh led him
from the room.

In the hall; she stopped long
enough to brush his cheeks with her
long cyelashes—her “Bucterfly Kiss.”
Then she led him through the library
door, and into the booklined room,
glowing and mellow in the waning
afternoon light.

Crossing to the table, she took
cigarette from a silver box.

Quietly, Leland Hannum watched
her. Without a ‘'word, he took a
match box from his pecket and held
a match for her. He was so tall and
she so petite that she almost had to
stand on tiptoe to light the cigarette
held in her full red?

He smiled down at her—t‘ha
cal soldier, erect, bronzed, and s
with keen observant eyes and a firm-
set mouth.

Leaning over, he luddenl took the
cigarette from her lips anc Lﬂd

“Nan, ‘&Eﬂ'o” h" ﬁid- “ '
pretty thing!” _ e

He squared his shou ! ]
a cigarette and, as he hrpul i ﬁ
his case, said quietly:

“Who is our fmnﬂ, ﬂlﬂ
’WE did she appear in our n
€yes were on d €

the flat desk unde

ent !
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the animal. Wonder where Jack
picked it up?” He laughed. “You
know, Nan, I think there’'s somec-
thing strangely like Jack himself in
that cat!

“Yes,” Leland continued in a curi-
ously flat ominous tone. "I've seen
your husband look exactly like that,
especially when he’s been watching
you and me.”

He turncd keen eyes on Nan’s
troubled face.
| “Oh, Lee, what do you mean?
1 You can’t mean that Jack imagines
b that—" She broke off abruptly.

“That you are seeing too much of
me?”
smoothly. *“Well, I don’t know.
There have been times when I have
thought that he did suspect my feel-

» ings.” He laughed again, a short

in
“Silly, I suppose-
unches, Used

P

apologetic laugh.

But sometimes I get iches.  Use
to have them when 1 was in the
trenches. I could always tell before~
hand when gas was going to
into our trench. |
of superstitious fee
those days.” -
fully on the

1a ca :
through the gathering eve:
e e PN

Leland finished her sentence -

T
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If functional Bladder Irritation disturbs
your sleep, causes Burning or Itching
Sensation, B ckache or Leg Pains, imak-
ing you feel tired, depressed and dis-
cour ged, why not try the Cystex 48 Hour
Test? Don't give up. Get Cystex today
at any drug store. Put it to the test. See
how fast it works. Money back if it
doesn’t bring quick improvement, and
sausfy you completely, I'ry Cystex today.
Only 60c.

YOU MEN WHO LACK YIGOR

TRY THIS TEST AT OLR RISK'




52

| me alone. 1 want to

QGINCER STORIES

He was standing by her side. She
stared at the paper and grew sud-
denly rigid. The color faded slowly
from her face.

Leland Hanaum laughed. With
a swift serong motion he caught her
up in his arms; he spoke passionately:

“I' want you, Nan! 1 can'’t help
it! You must listen. Let him go,
let’s go away together. lLord! lHow
I want you!”

“Lee!” Nan found her voice.
She struggled away from him.
“How dare you take me in your
arms? How dare you? You, of all
men and I trusted you!™

Leland seemed surprsed. He
started at her voice and stared at her
closely.

“But 1 thought—I thought that
you cared for me, Nan.” His voice
was shaking.

" %Cared for you?” There was a
fine scorp in her tone. “Cared for

? 1 thought I liked you but I
m you now, Leland Hannum—
hate you! Do you understand? 1

*“But Nan—" X

. His protest was cut short.
“Go away,” she be “Leave
' e alome. [f
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thing.”

Leland was gone. Nan sat in the A ”bllll?l)/ .
chawr, near the huge center cable, )
staring with wide startled eyes ac the
china cat. lts eves seemed more sin-
i1ster, more questioning than ever.

She straightened as her husband
came into the room. He walked o
her side, and she saw that he was in
good humor.

“Home so soon?"” she said slowly.
“I hadn’t expected you for hours

"”

yC(. angizal.
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now.
“Rushed back,” he said in his
| thick peculiar tone. “"Mecting went
along a little faster than I had ex-
| pected. How about the ‘Follies® to-
| night:”
“Splendid.” she replied. “A little
music would be pleasant.”
He leaned over, kissed her upou
the forehead.
“I'll run along and phone for
tickees,” he said and left the room.
Nan listened to his foor-falls as he}
went up the stairs to his room. | .
Again her eyes rested upon the grin-|
ning slanting eyes of the cat.. 1
Opening her left hand, she slowl; o
uncreased the bit of white paper |
hich Leland Hannum had scrawled
. Again she read:
'dgl:.ou_e in the cat.. w

carpet to anothe odm.;
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Tropical Lure

(Continued from page 46)

woman. | have becn true to Tuan
Jim, but white woman has not been
true to her man. Look!"

Before Tuan Jim realized what she
was about, Mareea ran across the
room to the bed where Pepeta lay
watching her with frightened eyes.
With a quick movement, Mareea
grasped the sash about the other
girl’s hips and snatched it off.

As Tuan Jim looked, he saw that
the flesh the sash had covered was
white. Pepeta was a white woman!

“Don’t you know her, Tuan Jim?"
demanded Mareea. “lt is the wife of
the missionary, who at night when
her husband is away stains her body
and becomcs Pepeta. In the day she
has all men’s respect, and at night se-

lects her lovers. But Mareea has al- |

ways remained true to Tuan Jim.”
As Tuan Jim stood looking at the

two women, one who had for)ght for

his love and the other for his pas-

sion, the girl who had been Ecpetg« | =

quickly picked the sash, and
wrapping it hurrie
fled from the room thmugh.,
!ﬁme window she had entered.
several lepg moment
d gone, Tuan Jim sat in
; he window where sh
{. Then' Mareea

about her El Sy
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The Bird in the Jilted Cage
(Continued from page 39)

breakfast coffce and smiled sympa-
thetically. **Well Donna tells me she
refused your proposal of marriage
last night, kid?”

J. Torrington flushed painfully.
“Why should she tell you that®”

“She said there was someone else in
her heart, didn’t she?”

Smell nodded gloomily.

“Well, kid, I'm him!”

J. Tornington Smell looked at him
with eyes popping. “You? You,
the woman-harer? Are you trying
to kid me?”

Kelsey Hammond had the grace to
cast his glance downward. “Guess
I'm not a woman-hater any mare, at
Jeast, as far as Donna is concerned,”
he smaid. "We're gonna be married
next week.”

Smell stared 'at him. “Even, even
knowing that she stayed all night

‘here with me to get the contrace:”
he eried.

~ Kelsey Hammond  roared with
hter. "She told me all about that

night with you!” he gasped be-

:ﬁhn chncklus “How begged
‘her o M ﬁn,cmw m%
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Mad, Bad, Baby
(Continued from page 32)

her watchful eyes caught a glimpse
of snowy hair. Old Fascination was
waiting.

No sooner had they landed than
two huge men seized Philip and held
him while Old Fascination opened
the suitcase and hurriedly pawed
over its contents. It was all done
so swiftly, so quietly that few people
noticed anything out of the ordin-
ary. Philip, seeing the impossibility
of breaking away from the brutes
that held him, did not struggle, made
no outcry. But his face whitened
and took on such a tense, strained
expression that Julie Jonged to run
to him, to tell him not to worry.

Old Fascination’s wife leaned
against the wall, weak and trembling,
her big black eyes dnrtmg fwensiﬂy
about as thoug lace in
which to hide. Juhe wu minine
enough to feel no sympathy for her,
the woman whom her husband loved!

“So! You would lie to me, would
you?” the old man exulted nﬁdy

w&npmm
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-
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MYSTIC DREAM BOOK *You are delaying us. May I ask

E
{
2
i
i

. mma liwpd @uss t= | for what reason?” It was Philip's
o e e "~ | caustic voice who ventured this ques-
s s | tion. At a sign from the old man,
@ ei=boy we tib | he was released and he faced Old
Mon q i this 200 Fascination angn]y.

§vecit Wy darvhers. 3 | “I—1 was told you w ;
51 wecid My amrebers. Boso was you were carrying
seats, coin or stamps, thare | SOmMe—pictures of my wife,” the old
ey et | mao sammered, chagrined and at a
ity mrw? erde.

B : lose
Bex 12, Variss S0 Bee Yort, Dagt KFC-2
i “But I told you that that rumor
about the pictures was not true!" his
wife said, triumphantly. She had
recovered her poise and Jooked very
completely the outraged grande
dame.

Irritably he scized ber arm and
was about to walk away when sud-
denly his keen, white-lashed blue”

“The Unwilling Bride” | o= caoouatered Juics uocsey g

e Doliag Bade® A : He stopped, glanced down at the
 "Her Ouly Sin'” ﬁgmg- Pas | small suitcase she carried. A dow
%m Letters S cach. Al for

: smile crept over his face. He ro-

B 02520, S0 viam, o vy esier, " | leased his wife, walked deliberately
EDUCATOR PRESS, Dept. ON-32 over to Julie.

15 Park Row ; New York

_ The dreaded possibility of this had
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was her only weapon, and she decided
to use it.

When he was close beside her, but
had not as yet spoken, she sidled up
a little nearer, her red mouth curled
up in a deliberately seductive smile.
“I regret the untimely—interrup-
tion, last night,” she whispered,
glancing up at him through lowered
lashes. “Perhaps, to-night, going
back—matters could be more satis-
factorily arranged.” She looked up;
with a boldness born of confidence
in her own power, and over Old
Fascination’s shoulder her eyes met
the agonized horrified ones of her
husband.

What is the outcome of Julie’s
game with Old Fascination? Find
the answer in March Ginger Stories.

What is the outcome of Julie's
game with OIld Fascination? Find
the answer in March Ginger Slories.

The Madamne Oversleeps
(Continued from page 26)

He has desected me; the

return.

rogue, and I am left very much
ﬂ@ﬂe.” ) — ; A r

. Ai)rp.pdy it &@ed on H
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In the Swim

(Continued from page 22)

hose to a2 seventy foot water tank
nearby. I and Mickey were the first
in, but the others followed with very
wet emacks before we had a chance
to lie about the water being fine.

The shrieks and yells would have

uickened a bunch of Censors. Then

e lights went on again. One of
them vaunted superior intellects that
colleges are supposed to rurn out by
the double gross actually lived up 1o
expectations. Mickey was just pull-
ing me out by the skin of my teeth,
the only thing he could get a hold on,
when ‘the illuminations did their
stuff. Honest to Gawd, dearie, I al-
most plunged in again.

I had lost my costume!

It turned out later, dearie, that I
badn’t lost it at all. It was merely a
case of guaranteed unshninkable stutf
thumbing is nose at the guarantee!

“Merciful Heaven!  What is
that?” shrieks the old maiden auat of
a Prexy who had to come at just that

%| point of a watery tale to cast a ben-

evolent eye around to see if the be-
nign influence was working. Any-
L‘x_gys.dﬁ:\, what h

o AN
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water nymph when yuh see onc?v:
That's what 1 am, a coy little water |

nymph!!”

And do yuh know what that old
Beclzebub said? “Then in the name
of all the Fathers of Abraham, get
into the water!”

That’s a prayerful way of saying
“take a dive,” dearie. So I did, and
that’s che first time I ever took will-
ingly to the H2O. But instead of
sinking gracefully out of the vulgar
glare of the limelight, I fleated
grandiloquently on the surface!

There’s a saving yuh know, dearie,
about pzople of generous proportions
being like Ivory Soap, pure and non-
sinkable. I reckon I'm purer than !
thought. | inhaled enough to sink
the lLeviathan, but I remained within
sight of all coacerned. And were
they concerned? A good time was
had by all but yours truly. A case
of stay on the surface and yuh stay
all over. _

So there I was like a first cousin of
Lady Godiva, only my mannish hair
~cut dida’t begin to come up to

L
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love stuff much, I'm telling yuh
straight that I'd marry the sweet
minded simp for pure, unadulterated
love tomorrow that blew a fuse for
my sake and helped me escape under
cover of the darknessand an evening
cloak that didn't belong to me.

Well, 1 got to run along now,
dearie. I'm due over at the Y. W,
C. A. for my swimmming lesson. Yuh
see, the next time I go to a Prom I'll
know how to sink!

Two Devils for Devlin
(Continued from page 11)

The two gicls were glaring at each
other now, and their voices were
gradually getting louder. Devlin
knew that Chong, who slept only a
couple of rooms down the hall,
would hear if they kept this up.
And if he heard, and reported to
Alice. . .

Toa-lea and Tolu were closer to

him than ever, working every wile
they knew, and they knew a lot of
them. In spite of himself, Al felc
that he couldn’t stand this much
longer. He jumped out of the bed
and slipped into a robe.
- “We dance for you!” said Tolu.
And forthwith she and Toa-lea be-
\ seductive
dance in the moonligl
fince that could

Y -
i

t. It was 2
estive; it was

et il
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esting party. They worked on the
principle that, after all, 2 man was
only a man, but a2 good cigar was a
smoke! IHe breathed a sigh ot re-
lief as they disappeared through the
window and sneaked quietly off, bare
of foo:, in the brilliant moonlight.

The next morning Devlin thought
Chong looked at him a bit queerly,
but he put it down te imagination.

Thac afternoon Chong was out in
a proa in the lagoon, fishing for sup-
per. Devlin lay in a hammock, tak-
ing his siesta. There was a light
footfall on the veranda, and Al
opened hjs eyes. Then he opened
them wider, and opened his meuth
too!

There before him stood a girl
whose only garment was a brilliant-
hued sarong about her middle, 3
girl whose hair was brown, and
whose skin was almost as light as
Devlin's own! Like some coryphee
from the Folies Bergere she stood
there smiling at him, swaying ever
so little from the hips and waiting
for him to speak.

“Who are you?’ he gasped.
Could this be a native girl? r
attire suggested it, but otherwise she
to belong more to Fifth
‘ongalusa,
“I'm Dawn-Blossom.

o e !
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has its drawbacks. It’s confining. 1
think I'll like it here much berrer.*

Al stared at her anew. She was just
faintly tan, and her hair was straight
|and kinkless. The rest of her, well,
he just stared. Then he came out of
\his. stupefaction.  He suddenly rea-
lized that there was Alice and that
'he had given her a promiise.

“But Illybo’s got me all wrong,
| Dawn-Blossom. I didn’c send those
| girls back because I dida’t like "em.
11 sent them back because I didn’c
want ‘em! lllybo’s crazy! I don’t
want any of his wives! I'm going
to get one of my own, soon. See?
Now you o back like a2 good girl
and puc him straight, won’t you?"

*“You mean you don’t want me?*
the girl came over to him, leaned
over him, her warm breath in hus
face. He closed his eyes to ward off
temptauon.

“Go away!” he said weakly.

*“You would send me back to that
fat old man? Look, look at me! I
am young. I am fair. 1 am as white
as you. Am I not desirable?”

He groaned. “Of course you are,
(damn it. You know only too well
how desirable you are. But, please

.

Her shoulders slumped.  She
@med away, and wandered off down

- path that led to the lagoon.
ﬁl@g mixed himself
< ot ,bp.‘}u—m _'_.
g to be mighty

tution! g
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*You here?”
She came to him. “My hero!" she

said, and gninned. “Great big scrong

mans, to reust such temptation!™

His brain reded. “You saw?™

Sh¢ nodded “And anyone whbo
could resist Maloge in such s gee-
up deserves pleaty of creditl” she
ftated.

“Peg Malone—2"

"Yes, ‘Dawn Blossom’. She’s a
pal of mine. A nurse too. You
sce, afver you'd left Poct Wytka, I
got lonely for you. I was sorry to
have sent you away like that. So I
got a launch, and Peg came iloag.
It was a beautiful moanlight night
and we came bere to Tongalusa to
see you.™

"Lase, last nighe?”

“Yes. We got here late, and
Chong let us in and said you were
asleep but thae he'd gec you up. He
went to your room, then came dish-
ing back and culled us. We pecped
in theough a chink in your dvur and
saw  you h.'wmrg such a2 dme with
Illybo's envays.”

“You saw all thac?” he breathed
heavily.

She nodded. "I was satisfied, then,
thiat you'd keep your word, but Peg
suggested that perhaps you'd be that
!uy onhr where native girls were

ned. So, with Chong's aid,

p the little comedy of this
~ And ob, dasling, I'm

" She offered hecsl
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