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Sharpens Any Make
of Razor Blade

KRISS-KROSS works on prac-
tically any known make of razor
blade, single or double edge, (ex-
cept Durham). Gives excellent
results with Gillette, Gem, Valet
Auto-Strop, Keen-Kutter, Enders,
Ever - Ready, Darwin, Schick,
Christy and over 2 dozen others.

AGENTS! $5

Make big money with KRISS-KROSS!
is sold only through authorized agents who are

making up to $200 a week and, in some cases, make

even more!

as they see how it works.

Another Triumph for KRISS-KROSS, The Most Amazing
Mr. T. Liddle, of Illinois,
Wrote Recently: “lI Have Been Using One of Your Strnppers
I Shave Every Morning and I Am STILL ON
Read Astonishing Details.

Shaving Invention Ever Patented!

Since May, 1924,
MY FIRST BLADE!”
At Once For Real Shaving Joy.

Then Act

1418 Pendleton Avenue

All you do is demonstrate and
take orders for this unique invention which is ees.
heavily advertised, but never sold in stores.
Nine out of ten men want to own it as soon today.

R. 5. Hopkins

O wonder KRISS-KROSS marks such a radical advance in shaving
comfort and economy! For now at last it has captured a secret that
has baffled scientists for years! It acrually reproduces mechanically
the d;;gmul flip-flop master-barber’s stroke that gives razor blades the
keenest cutting edge that steel can take! Pressure decreases automarically.
And in just 11 seconds you are ready for the coolest, slickest shave you
ever had!
AN ECONOMY—AND A LUXURY, TOO
KRISS-KROSS not un]} lntruduuﬂ you to undreamed-of shaving luxury—
but cuts shaving costs 83 It makes your blades last almost indefinitely.
Any number of cases are on record where a KRISS-KROSS user reports
over 165 keen shaves a year from the same blade! For example, C. §.
Stephenson, (Oklahoma) writes: "I have been using one blade con-
tinuously for 1 year and 9 months and have no idea how much longer
it will last."—No wonder there are over a million satisfied wusers of
KRISS-KROSS in America to-day!
GET FREE OFFER

And now—to introduce this sensational device that makes old blades
keener than new—we are giving with it FREE an amarzing new kind of

razor.  Instantly adjustable to any angle. Comes with § new-process
blades. Find out all about this astonishing introductory offer. No
obligation. Just fill out and mail the coupon above to-day!

RHODES KRISS-KROSS CORP., Dept. G-3633
ST. LOUIS MISSOURI
World’s Largest Mfrs. of Mechanical Stroppers
Canadian Address
CANADIAN KRISS-KROSS CO.
39 Wellington Street East, Toronto 2, Canada

$15 An Hour

(3 (Michigan) made $50 his first day. Spare time
workers, factory men, mechanics, etc., often
$6—$12 extra a day just showing
KRISS-KROSS to friends and fellow-employ-
Generous commissions and bonus. No
obligation. Get details and libaral proposition
Check bottom line of soupon abore
and mail it now!
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Own Business

Motion
Picture, Motion Picture
Portraiture, Projection

Pays $50 to $125
a Week for 6
Hours Work a Day!

Want to be 1 Movie Operator?
Traioed men are needed by cheacres,
movie bouses and wherever motion
pictures are shown. The hours are
shore, the work easy and pleasant, aod the
salaries BIG.  Movion Pictuge Operating
and Projection s one ox the best-paying
vocations in the worldl .
Now You Can Become a Movie

Operator in Spare ‘Time at Home
For the first time, 1t is now possible to become w
Movie Operator at home, New method created
by world-famous authority on Projection quickly
makes you s traioed operator. Practical, in-
tensive training in  spare time. The greatest
opportunity ever offered to qualify for & high-
salaried position in this fascinatjog field.

PROJECTOR GIVEN

Gain actual experience at home with the brand new
Projector we give you absolutely free of extra
charge. Operates on professional principles and
gives you practical traiming in projecting motion
pictures on the screen. Make money with =»
home movie show or projecting for churches,
clubs, schools, etc.

Mail Coupon or Write

Ger the facts abour Motion Picture Operating
sod  Projection — the  big-paying  positions -——
our peactical  home-study method and Fres
Projector Offer.  Mail coupon or

Advertising and
News Photography
ALL PAY BIG

You are needed NOW!  Find
out abour YOUR big opportu-
nity in one of the most fascinating
and best paying businesses on X

paying s CRha, e

earth! +Send for the handsome '
PICKYOURJOB

FREE BOOK that tells how you
can maks $20 to $40 a week in

Camera-man-~
Portrart

your SPARE TIME —how you
can earn up to $250 a week as
Cameraman in one of the great
Motion Picture Studios — how
you can earn $4,000 ro $10,000 2

year in Advertising, Commercial
or Portraic Photography—how you can
start your own business with lictle or no
capital.  There are all kinds of oppor=
tunities and they 1all pay REAL
MONEY. Photography is one of the
fastest  growing  industries today—
trained men and women are urgentl.y
needed everywhere.

!,earn at Home or
in Our Studios

No experience needed, New method quickly pre-
pares you for the job you wane, Personal instruce

tion by famous experts. Learn at home on corres- write.

p“&'.’“" f;tn E.»r !com! to our grear MNew York ‘O

studios. ree Employmeat Secvica belps yo the ¢
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CAMERA GIVEN

Your choice of professional Motion Picturs or View Camera
given iree wu}:l home-trainiog plan. Actual practice im taking
artistic, up-to-date pictures that command highest pri

while learoiog. E e

Send for Illustrated Book
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Gentlemen: Pleasc send me
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~ opportunities for me in Profesional
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“Oh, Well.”

TRAGEDY IN THREE MEAN ACTS.

Tae WiFE.
Tre HusBaND.
TuEe Gos.
Actr I. The Wife, the Gob, a dark bedroom.
Wife: Listen.

Gob: S’matter?
Wife: Husband.

Gob: O. L.
Wife: Go.
Gob: Where?

Wife: ‘Ward-robe.
Gob: O. K. (Exit right.)
Acrt II. Enter Husband (left), undresses and gets
into bed in the dark. Wife sits up.

Wife: Qo-o0.

Husband: S’matter?

Wife: Tooth-ache.

Husband: O. L.

Wife: Go.

Husband: Where?

Wife: Drug-store.

Husband: O. K. Dresses in the dark, and

exit (left). Enter Gob (right).
Acrt III. Drug-store. Enter Husband (left).

Husband: Quick.

Clerk: S’matter?

Husband: Tooth-ache.

Clerk: Gob?:

Husband: Who?

Clerk: You.

Husband: Why?

Clerk: Sailor-pants.

Husband: O. L., K. O., etc.
Curtain

JLE =
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Once upon a midnight dreary, 1 was lying—not so weary!

On a mass of silken pillows heaped upon my bedroom floor.
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
“Must be Theodore,” I murmured, “Jack or Fred or Lewis Vore—

One of them—or maybe more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember, it was in the bleak December,
And I shivered in my nightie as I ran to ope the door.
My young heart was beating madly and my body swaying gladly,
So I doffed my nightie—bad me!—ane I opened up the door. . .
In disgust, though, I retreated and from kisses I forbore.

It was Hubby—nothing more!

—FEve Lynn.
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Hilda Gets All Hot
and Bothered!

By Eugenia Day

Jerry's Story and He Sticks to It.

g ILDA was a cool blonde;
@ and looked like a cool
million!
It was
neces-
. sary for
Hilda to
keep
cool or
herheart
»  would
have galloped away with her head—
and you know what happens then!

Hilda’s good looks were not or-
dinary good looks. They were rav-
ishing! When she focused her big
violet eyes on a poor fat butter-and-
egg man, he turned to putty in her
hands . . . and little Hilda was some
sculptress with butter-and-egg-man
putty! She knew her night clubs,
too . . . and she’d long before decided
that it was better to like a little and
live on Riverside Drive, than love a
lot and live in the Bronx. That’s the
way she figured it, and at that, about
fifty million other girls figured the
same—and fifty million other gitls
can’t be wrong!

Hilda swore when the telephone
rang. She was just getting settled
down for a long day-time nap, but
the little French instrument on her
bed table was insistent—and here it
was noon—the middle of the night!

“Ye_sSl)

If television were in use, she could
have seen J. Mortimer Wilks (Stocks
& Bonds) seated in his suite at the
Biltmore in his B. V. D.’s, with a
great big bouncing bottle of $125 a
case Scotch roosting before him . . .
half gone.

“Did I wake up little cuddlums?”
cooed J. Mortimer, innocently.

“Ob, no—>" But Hilda smothered
the wise-crack. After all, her little
240 pound play-mate of the night
before had said something about a
Mercedes roadster . . . and a square
diamond—or was it that other gink
that mentioned the square diamond?
—oh well, what the hell—

“Hello, Hinky Dinky,” said Hilda
affectionately. She called him “Hinky
Dinky” for no apparent reason—the
name amused her.

“I can’t sleep worth a damn,” con-
tinued J. Mortimer, thickly—“what
say we get together . . .”

“Whh—at?”

“I mean for lunch ...”

uoh__u

“At the Biltmore—at two—oke?”

“Oke,” replied Hilda, and tried
to hide the lack of enthusiasm that
she felt for the date. But that
Mercedes roadster

Now, Hilda was considered “front
(turn over)
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copy for the evening tabloid
She was pretty, and not
afraid to show a little hosiery in her
photographs. And there was scarcely
a raid that she didn’t figure in. Don’t
get the idea that she was mixed up
in ordinary speakeasy haul-ins—oh,

page’!
newspapers.

my no. But when the better swig
and giggle joints got pinched, Hilda
was usually right on hand, one foot
on the bar, and three sheets in the
wind. And, too, she had been named
in no less than four divorce cases.
Hilda was a good correspondent, even
though she was a rotten letter
writer!

It just happened that the follow-
ing little scene was being enacted in
one of the pinker tabloid offices just
at the moment that Hilda was step-
ping into her warm tub, getting all
ready to meet J. Mortimer.

The managmg editor bellowed

“Hey—

The object of this hey, was a tall
youngster with sandy hair, and keen

GINGER STORIES

blue eyes — a cute
kid and no mis-
take. His name

Jerry James
(not Jesse) and he
had just come to
work for the paper
—in fact, it was
his first job in the
wild and wicked

metropolis.

“Yes, boss,” an-
swered Jerry,
jumping to the

chief’s side.

“Go up to 2§
East 57th Street—
Apartment 3-C—and call on a dame
named Hilda—Hilda— (aside) Hey,
Bill, what the hell’s that Hilda girl’s
last name? . . . Oh yes, Hilda Hark-
ness . . . (to Jerry) go up to this
place and see if you can’t get some
sort of a story out of her—she’s usu-
ally got one up her teddy—"

Jerry blushed.

“Yes, sir—any particular kind of
a story?”

The boss snarled.

“Take a look at her—there’s only
one kind of story you can get about
her—see if you can’t find a pair of
man’s pajamas under her bed—see if
—Oh, hell, go on up and see her!”

When Jerry stepped out of the
taxi, he felt in his vest pocket to be
sure his pencil was handy. He’d want
to take notes—I’ll say he would!

Just as Hilda was stepping out of
the tub, her bell rang.

Being in a hurry, she pressed the
buzzer and slipped into a thin neg-
ligee.

Then there was the soft purr of
her own apartment bell.

“Yes . . .2” she called, wrapping
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the silk gadget around a million
dollars worth of torso.

“It’s Mr. James from the Evening
Laughic.”

“Come IN,” shouted Hilda, open-
ing the door—for if there was any-
thing she liked better than publicity,
it was twice as much.

The minute she caught sight of
Jerry, her hard-boiled heart took
three handsprings, a couple of nose-
dives, and landed up side down.

Jerry got pale — Sufferin’ Sex-
Appeal—what a baby!

“I—er-I—er” stammered Jerry.

“I heard you the first time,”
Hilda, smiling. “Have a shot?”

Jerry didn’t know whether she was
referring to a Colt or a cocktail
shaker, and what’s more, he didn’t
care a good Metropolitan damn.

“Don’t care if I do,” he replied
grinning from ear to ear.

. “That remark was my downfall,”
reparteed Hilda, butr she didn’t go
into details.
“My boss sent me up
here for a story,” began
Jerry, as he drained the
thin glass of straight rum
+ - . "know any stories?”
“Did you hear
the one about the
farmer’s  daugh-
ter—?”
“I mean, for the
newspaper—"’
. Hilda looked at
Jerry again, and
her heart started
to skip again.

Something had
to be done . . . so
she went over and
sat on the arm of
Jerry’s chair.

Jerry looked in-
to those large

said
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violet eyes . . . his nostrils inhaled the
exotic scent from her freshly bathed
body . . . he felt her lovely bare leg
press against his . . . and in less time
than it takes to snap a garter, he
crushed her down beside him and
kissed her—once . . . twice . . . three
times—and SOLD!

“Oh-—oh, Jerry boy—"

Jerry believed that actions spoke
louder than words, so he answered
her with another kiss.

Hilda jumped up.

“Oh — oh
—oh,” she
wailed,
“I can’t let
you do that
— I can’t
fa bl in
love with
you— I'd—
starve—""

(turn over)
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Of course, Jerry didn’t fully un-
derstand what she was raving about,
but he did understand that if he
didn’t have her in his arms he’d go
nutty.

So he got up and leaped toward
Hilda like a tiger for his beefsteak.
Hilda started on a fast trot for the
bedroom. Silly girl, what made her
think she’d be safe THERE? Aren’t
women the nuts?

In an instant Jerry was beside her
— catching her up in his arms—
caressing her—fondling her—kissing
her—driving her cuckoo!

Together they seemed to drift into
a complete haze of passion—
the time, place, date and month
of the year were forgotten —

GINGER STORIES

they were living only in a glorious,
warm, exotic land of love—
“Oh, Jerry—"
“Hilda—Hilda—Hilda 7

#* » * * *

The telephone began to ring —
brrree-rerrr— '

“Damn!”

Brrr-rrer-rere-reerer—

Finally Hilda picked up the phone,
in no mood to be talking with J.
Mortimer Wilks—

“Hilda,” said a voice, “where in
the world are you—it’s half past—

what’s that you say!”
“I say,” said Hilda
in a nervous voice, “1
can’t make it—"

“But—"

Hilda hung up
quickly.

(turn to page 61)
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Diary
of a

Glnger Bred
Girl

By Eve Lynn
SUNDAY

10

MARCH

1929

Just back from a mad shopping tour and what do I find?
Someone has been good to me — I wonder who —

The latest model portable and loose-~leaf Diary. WELDL -
now I may use the HUNT and PECK system to my heart's content.

I am nearly as fagged as I was last night after I imprudently
told Francois Le Chaud that I couldn't believe French lovers
were all they are pashed up to be. (He certainly convinced
me, though. And HOW that man can-argue!) But to return to
this afternoon's hectic store-trotting, the dress I finally
unearthed is nothing less than the latest reply to a young
lady's plea. It's one of those awfully affectionate, cling=
ing affairs that makes a girl grin and bare "It." Any man
who could calmly look at a girl inside of a dress like that
simply isn't hitting on all glands. And WHO wants a man like
that !

To-morrow night is the Colossal Evening for little Eve,
that being the time when I am to see Arthur Dell, the famous
author of "Ten Evils of Dancing.™ There is to be a public
dance at the Gilt Glade and He is going to be there, osten=
sibly in search of material for another book on dancing.

And be it understood that I am always ready to assist strug-=
gling young authors-providing they are sufficiently attrac=
tive. Judging by Art's photo in this morning's paper, he
isn't exactly the type one sarcastically invites over to
scare the children. Of course, he has a goody-goody complex,

(turn spéw)
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as is evidenced by his horror of modern danqing, but then-—
he hasn't danced with me yet!

TUESDAY

12

MARCH

1929

TWO DAYS LATER: And everything is hotsy-totsy now! In
other words, Veni, Vidi, Vici, which, being freely inter-
preted means "I arrived, I saw him, I got him;" referring
to the little Puritan novelist, of course.

The Gilt Glade should have changed its name last night to
the Sardine Container-it was so packed with poor fish. In
fact I was there more than an hour before I realized that the
guest of honor, Arthur Dell, wasn't even on the floor, but
was sitting at one end of the hall in a little, draped
grandstand. He was neatly sandwiched in between two terrible
femmes who seemed to be just about as welcome as a Scotch-
man at a gold digger's ball. Not having reckoned upon him
being exiled in that manner, I WAS rather dismayed for a
moment, but, after all, Napoleon was right when he said
everything is fair in love and war. So I just sent one of my
partners over to Art with the cryptic message that someone
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who wished to see him about his new book was waiting for him
in the balcony.

I watched him make formal, and, I fancied, not too re-
luctant adieus to his two crestfallen companions, and then
he swiftly threaded his way through the maze of dancers, up
the balcony steps and toward me. He would have passed me,
though, had I not reached out and touched his arm.

"It was I who sent for you," I said demurely. "Don't you
intend to dance to-night?"

"I-DANCE !" he repeated horrified. "Why, I never danced
in my life!"

Oho, thought I, no wonder you wrote the "Ten Evils of
Dancing." You know nothing at all about the ten or more
thrills. I pursed my lips and tried to look very business-
like.

"I'm from your publishers," I said — (we can't ALL be little
George Washingtons)-"And they think that you should have
more practical experience of your subject. They-ah-believe
that you could write much more realistically if you danced.
In fact they absolutely refuse to take your next book un-
less you follow their instructions. Of course," I hastened
on, "they realized that you wouldn't want to dance with
everybody, so they sent me."

And then I smiled my most appealing smile — the one that had
taken a whole afternoon's practice before the mirror. It
worked. He looked very deeply and steadily at me for a long,
long moment and then, without a word, took my arm and to-
gether we descended the balcony stairs.

I obligingly instructed him in the conventional — or is it
unconventional? — method of holding a lady during a dance.
He was very careful to leave plenty of space between us -
at first. As we glided away, he just a trifle unsteady and
unsure of the steps, he muttered: "This is — horrible!®

I looked hurt. "Other men haven't found it so — horrible.®
I pouted. He didn't reply, being too engrossed in a study
of the floor over which we were dancing. It WAS unique,
for, at intervals, it was made of heavy plate glass through
which one could see little pools of sparkling water filled
with gold fish. "Disgraceful!" gasped my escort, glancing
down.

"Do you really consider it a bad influence for — the fish?"
I asked innocently. He glared. And soon after that we dis-
covered that there were a number of mirrors placed just
below the glass. We hadn't seen them at first because of
the crowds continually circling about them. Arthur didn't
say a word, but I noticed that a very determined expression
crept into his handsome face. I wondered if he contem-
plated tearing up the floor and ruining the demoralizing
mirrors — but how I did misjudge that boy! Not ten minutes
later, I suddenly realized, that, though going through
all the regular motions of dancing, we still remained on
the same spot. I glanced up, puzzled and what was my aston-
ishment to find my partner's eyes riveted feverishly upon

(turn to page 45)
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What’s in a Name?

(0

['ll never forget you—
How could I, my dear,
When the love words you spoke
Still ring in my ear?

I'll always remember

The strength of your arms,
The million mad kisses,
Your masculine charms.
In fond recollection

On memories chain,

No, I'll not forget you—
But, what is your name?

—FEdna Paul Fitzgerald

SN TN R\ N Sy
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Caught in Traffic
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Polly: “Why did Jack wear a busi-
ness suit when he called to see you
last night?” '

Molly: “He meant business.”

SHE SANG
“My Garden”
and
Got as far as the
FRUIT TREES
when
Someone Handed Her
the
RASPERRY!

She led a blameless life below,

Death held for her no terrors,

And now she’s gone where lilies
grow—

No Runs, No Hits, No Errors!

e
/
fg'?}:/-
o

“Where do all the good Vttle girls
go?”

“To Heaven.”

“Where do all the bad little girls
go?” -

“Down to the statio to see the
traveling men.”

“If you know her real intimately,
she isn’t a bad girl.”

“Then what's the use of knowing
her intimately?’

He: “I'm tired out.”
She: “Why don’t you pay me a
visit for your weak end?”

NO DOUBT
IN THE FUTURE
They Will Sing
“WHAT HAS BECOME
of that
OLD PASSIONED GIRL
of
MINE?”
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THE FAVOR

By Arthur Styron

€é OME on, Bill, lend us
your  Nest,” pleaded
Jim.

“Don’t be a damned

fool, Jim,” said Bill. “A

Nest has to be strictly private, secret,
or the chickens are shy of it—see?”

“But, Bill, just for this once! You
know I'm an old friend %

“All the more reason we shouldn’t
get our love affairs mixed and spoil
everything. Get a Nest of your
own.”

“I will—later.
today—urgently.”

“Why don’t you go to a hotel?”
asked Bill.

“The er—lady refuses. You see,
she is a widow, and has a position to
maintain, so she is most discreet. I've
had an awful time bringing her to
the point of—er—granting an inter-
view, and only last night she con-
sented. And even then it was only
on the condition that we meet in an
apartment where no
one lived, secluded
and strictly private,
and rented under an
assumed name.”

“In other words—
a Nest.”

“Yes. And now
that you understand,
I’'m sure you'll do me
this little favor, old

But 1 neced one

boy £ ]
“T will not,” said
Bill firmly.

The two men were seated in the
lounge of the Metropole Club, smok-
ing long cigars and sipping longer
aperitives. They were both of the
same type—tall, slender, well-dressed
men-about-town, with smooth-shav-
ed faces and dark, sleek hair. Both
were about thirty, although Jim,
with his merry eyes and humorous
mouth, at times secemed much
younger.

Jim gave vent to a deep sigh at
his friend’s obstinacy, and ordered
another aperitif. “I don’t understand
you at all, Bill,” he said sadly. “Even
if you won’t do me this little favor,
you might do it for Inez e

“Inez?” exclaimed Bill, sitting up

suddenly. “Is that who it is 2"
“Sure. Didn’t you know all the
time?”

“I suspected,” said BiH slowly. A

‘turn over)
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dark color was beginning to stain
his face.

“Well, there’s no use pretending.
You've known all the time I was
after her.”

“You are lucky,” said Bill dryly.
“She is a beautiful woman.”

“She’s luscious,” added Jim enthu-
siastically. “You used to like her
pretty well yourself, and so I thought
you’d be willing to do her this little
favor Y

“You are clever, Jim!”

“Or, maybe that’s why you re-
fuse! Because you liked her B

“What?”

“You won’t lend us the Nest be-
cause you're jealous!”

*Don’t be an ass, Jim. I refused
before I ever knew who you were
meeting.”

“And now that you know you
won’t refuse any longer?”

Bill looked at his friend for a few
moments in silence,
while a heavy frown
gathered between his
brows. Certainly Jim
was not a heavyweight

-

GINGER STORIES

mentally; he delivered his k.o.’s to
the many women who adored him
in other ways.

“No, JMm,” he said slowly, “I won’t
refuse any longer.”

“That’s the lad,” said Jim, grate-
fully reaching for his friend’s hand
and shaking it warmly. “Have you
got the key?”

“Wait a minute,” said Bill. “If
you take the Nest, you will have to
keep it. I won’t be able to use it
again.”

“Glad to,” said Jim. “I’ve needed
one a long time.”

“Tll write you a transfer,” said
Bill. He took a notebook from his
pocket and scribbled something with
his fountain pen. Tearing the sheet
out he handed it to his friend with
two keys. “Don’t go together,” he
advised.

“Don’t you think I've got any
brains?” asked Jim gaily, receiving

the articles and

dropping them in-
to his pocket.
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“Not many,” thought Bill; but he
said, “It's not a question of brains,
but of instincts.”

“Have another drink?" Jim in-
vited.

“No thanks. 1 have to write some
letters.”

Thanks a thou-

“Well, so long.
I

sand times for the—transfer.
send you a check.”

“Not at all, old man. I'm glad to
let you have it. Good luck.” Bill
wended his way to the writing-room
where he actually did write a letter
to a “Miss Daisy Smith,” urging her
to meet him at the usual place that
afternoon.

As soon as he was alone, Jim, too,
grew very busy. There was first of
all a letter to be written to Inez,
telling her about the won-
derful rendezvous he had
arranged, and giving her
detailed instructions about
finding the apartment.
After adding a burning
exhortation not to fail
him that afternoon, he
sealed the letter, not for-
getting to enclose one of
the keys, and sent it by
special messenger
to the beautiful
w:dow.

Instecad of
lunch he- had a
swim and rub-
down at the club,
followed by sev-
eral high - balls;
after which he
procured a taxi
and made his way
to the Nest. Tt
was stll early,
but he was im-

M

patient to get things in readiness for
his loved-one’s arrival.

The Nest was an apartment in one
of those small, discreet hotels, where
one encounters only an elevator-boy
with affected blindness. Jim fitted
his key in the lock with a feeling
of bland satisfaction which was en-
hanced as he entered the room. Bill
certainly had exquisite taste for such
things. The floor was completely
covered by a black Persian carpet;
very thick and silky, and the walls
were tinted a delicate pink. A
French couch-bed, very low and
wide, curtained with apple-green
silk draperies reaching to the ceiling,
occupied one side of the room, form-
ing the motif, so to speak, of the
apartment. Opposite, a small open
fireplace in which a gas-log burned
brightly, was surmounted by a Parian

marble  mantel, upon
which ticked a gold
clock. Two arm-chairs,

a small writing desk, a
liquor cabinet, and a low
Jacobean table, complet-
ed the room’s furnish-
ings.

Jim closed and locked
the door, and considered
the burning log. Some-
one must have been here.
Then he sniffed the air
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critically. Jasmin. Inez! She had
beat him to it! The sweet thing had
been as impatient as he!

The sound of splashing water came
to him from the bathroom. The
next instant he heard a voice call-
ing, subdued and mufiled, through
the thick door.

“Is that you, darling?”

“Yes!” he cried jubilantly.

“Get ready. [I'll be out in a min-
ute,” said the voice.

Jim noticed for the first time a
pair of pyjamas laid out on the bed—
pyjamas of delicate silk, tan, splotch-
ed with crimson. He quickly strip-
ped and donned his “uniform.”

“I'm all ready,” he called to the
bathroom door.

“In a minute,” said the voice.

Jim decided to pass the time by
doing some exercises to strengthcn
the back. He was so engrossed in
this that he did not hear the bath-
room door softly open, nor the soft
flurry of silk as someone crept across
the room; and so he was taken com-
pletely by surprise when a soft, warm
body leapt upon his back as he leaned
over to touch the floor, and a pair
of small hands clutched at his thick
hair as if it were reins.

Certainly, he thought quickly,
Inez had thawed more completely
than he had ever anticipated!

“Giddap!” said a fresh, young
voice. Jim rose upright, the girl still
clinging to his back, and trotted off
to the bathroom. There, in front of
a large pier-glass, they regarded each
other. For a moment both of them
were too stunned to speak. The face
that he saw peeping over his shoulder
was not that of Inez at all, but of
a vivacious, striking blonde. The
face that she saw above her encir-
cling arms was not that of Bill, but
of a younger man who resembled
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Bill in every feature except his eyes
and mouth.

She was the first to recover. “Put
me down,” she commanded haught-
ily.

Jim released her thighs which he
had been holding in place astride his
back, and allowed her to slip to the
floor. “I hope you enjoyed your
ride,” he observed politely.

“Don’t try to be funny,” said the
young woman with as much dignity
as could be expected of a lady wear-
ing only a brief pair of step-ins.
“Just tell me what you are doing
here.”

“Playing horsey,” answered Jim..

The young woman stamped her
foot on the tile floor, but the gesture
was not effective as her foot was
bare.

“Tell me!” she ordered.

“All right,” said Jim. “But don’t
you think it’s rather cold in here?
Suppose we go out by the fire.”

“Very well,” she said.

He gravely offered her his arm
which  she accepted, and they
marched into the bedroom. Jim
pulled the two arm-chairs close to
the blazing log, and they sat down.
He gallantly removed the coat of his
pyjamas and draped it about her bare
shoulders.

“Well?” she said, regarding her
toes, which she wriggled before the
blaze.

“My name is Jim. What is yours?”

“Daisy.”

“ ‘Daisies don’t tell’,” he quoted.

“Then let Jim do it,” she said sig-
nificantly.

“All right, Daisy. This is the ex-
planation: This is my apartment.”

“It is not.”

“It is. I rented it just today from
a friend of mine named Bill, whom
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I suppose you know.”

“Today?” she seemed bewildered.
“Why, he wrote me to meet him here
today.”

“Then he must have done it be-
fore he transferred the apartment to
me. As a matter of fact, he did scem
a little loath to let me have it—for
some reason.”

“I don’t believe you at all,” she
announced.

“I can prove it.” He rose and
rummaged among his clothes lying in
a heap on the low table, finally ex-
tracting a piece of paper from one
of the pockets. Daisy watched him,
fascinated by the wide shoulders and
strong back upon which she had
lately jogged.

“Perhaps you’d better put on those
clothes,” she observed icily.

“Before you?” he asked reproach-
fully. “I wouldn’t be so immodest.
Besides, I'm too hot.”
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“You were cold a minute
ago.”

“That’s the way with me,”
he said. “Hot and then cold;
or vice versa. . . . Now for

the proof.” He handed her

the paper Bill had given him, and
resumed his seat.

Daisy read and gave a little ex-
clamation. “It says that for one
thousand dollars he transfers the
apartment and everything it contains
to you,” she cried.

Jim nodded. “So it does.”

“The beast!” she stormed.
meant to include me.
me!”

“I haven’t paid him yet,” Jim con-
soled her.

“Then you mustn’t,” she cried.
“I couldn’t bear to be paid for.”

“I won’t pay him,” said Jim firmly.

Daisy began to blubber a little,
using the pyjama coat for a hand-
kerchief. Jim, overcome with sym-
pathy, knelt on the rug at her feet
and put his arms around her waist.
He raised his face, and his merry
eyes looked deep into hers.

“You are a good friend,” she
sighed.

“You must not rate my iriend-
ship too highly,” he told her.

(turn over)
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Their lips met in a deep, burning
kiss.

“I never did give a damn about
Bill anyhow,” she said tenderly, and
sneezed.

“You are taking cold, darling,”
murmured  Jim. “You must lie
down on the couch and cover up.
Want me to ride you over there?”

“Yes,” she replied gratefully.

Jim got down on all fours and
Daisy mounted upon his back. He
was trotting gracefully over the car-
pet when the door softly opened and
a woman appeared on the threshold.
She was a dark, exotic creature, ex-
quisitely cloaked in rose Kashmir
trimmed with ermine.

Horse and rider collapsed in the
middle of the room. “Inez!” stam-
mered Jim.

The gorgeous brunette looked them
over haughtily, and some of the deep
bloom of her cheeks faded. Then,

“Too bad T came a little early,”
she said, in a crisp, icy tone; and
without another word turned into
the hall, slamming the door behind
her.

“What shall we do?”
Jim.

"Finish our ride.” answered Daisy

Eractica”}'. digging her hands into
is thick, dark hair.

mumbled

L ¥ * ¥

Inez was seething with rage when
she reached the street. Bill, who had
been spying from a doorway oppo-
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site, thought it best not to speak to
her until she had walked several
blocks. Then, as if it were a casual
encounter, he addressed her.

“Inez! What are you doing here?”

“Oh—"hello. 1 was paying a little
visit to a friend.”

“I hope 1t’s already paid,” he ven-
tured.

“Why?"”

“I was going to invite you to come
over to my apartment for a cup of
tea. I've just taken a new place—
today.” -

“Really?”

“And I do so much need your ad-
vice. A man is lost without a wo-
man’s help.” \

“Bill, don’t be absurd. 1
what a gay bachelor you are.”

“Not for three years, Inez.”

Her large, dark eyes grew suddenly
warm. ““Just the time I've been . . .
a widow.”

“I get very lonely, Tnez.”

“So do 1, Bill,” she sighed, slipping
her arm confidingly through his.

Bill was clated. Already he had
forgotten the long months he had
gazed so greedily upon her dark love-
liness when he had thought she was
destined only for Jim.

After all Jim had done him a great
favor by taking the old apartment—
and Daisy—off his hands.

The past was finished. It would
be wonderful to turn over a new
leaf.

Thus thinking, he drew her down
a side street towards his new Nest.

k now
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Divorced Newlyweds

By Lolita Ann Westman

(Part I Appeared in the May Issue)

PART II
WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE:

(Alva Monroe married Russell Monroe for his money, and finding herself too
much of a coward to enter into the spirit of wedlock, tells her husband the whole
story. He agrees to let the marriage stand on her own terms, but she thinks it
better that he allow her to go out of his life. “Rus” as she calls him, agrees, promises
to make a generous settlement—and leaves her on their wedding night.

After he had gone, Alva couldn’t sleep, but twisted restlessly in her bed until
toward morning. “She must have have been dozing off when something brought her
to attention. She didn’t know for a minute, just what it was. She lay rigid, her
every faculty alert, waitin~. What was it? Not the door knob! . .. Yes, someone
fumbling with the door knob! Oh, why hadn’t she thought to lock the door? Who
could it be?”)

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY: She pulled the covers up under
THE knob turned— her chin in a mid-victorian gesture
A man entered— of modesty.
“Rus!” she whispered. “Well, what is
He was looking at her peculiarly. it? What do you
“Hello,” he said amiably. want?” she de-
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manded imperiously.

The answer came thickly, in a
voice she scarcely recognized. “You.”

She watched him close the door and
cross the room to the foot of the bed;
watched him, fascinated. Was this
really Rus Monroe or a twin brother,
physically alike but subtly different?
He was grinning down at her one-

sidedly.

“Surprised to see me?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered, defiantly,
though she didn’t know why.

“You didn’t imagine I'd let you
get away with your usual stuff, did
you?”’

“"What do you mean?”

“Oh, you have quite a reputation,
my dear, for bending men to your
will.  You'd like to have added me
to the list, wouldn’t you?”
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She scrutinized him through nar-
rowed eyes. It was quite evident
now. He had been drinking heavily
and he was as unlike the Rus Monroe
she knew, as the same man could be.
Somehow, looking at his bleary eyes,
his slightly loose lips, the way he
staggered around the bed, she felt as
though she were ill. Rus Monroe!
The impeccable Rus! So—he was
like all the others. A coward. He
couldn’t face an issue. He had let a

woman beat
him. A sneer
parted her lips.

“Go to your

room, Rus,” she
ordered slowly. “T’ll see you in the
morning.”

“I hope so,” he answered. But he
sat down on the edge of the bed.
“You are beautiful,” he went on after
a minute. “No wonder I couldn’t
get you out of my mind. You're the
kind who send men to hell.”

“Not a real man, Rus,” she cor-
rected scornfully. “Only a weakling.”
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He laughed shortly. “Nothing you
can say will make any difference to
me tonight. Oh, you'll get your
divorce all right; youll get your
alimony. But—tonight is mine.” He
caught her fingers and disengaged
them from the sheet. “You’re my
wife for tonight.”

“Rus!” she exclaimed, and man-
aged to clude his grip, gaining the
floor on the other side of the bed.
“Rus!” she said again. “You don’t
know what you're doing. You don’t
want me. And I don’t want you.
Please go to your room.”

His head was lowered but his eyes
held hers; his feet were planted far
apart as though he meant to charge.

“You're my wife,” he repeated.

“All the more reason why you
should treat me with respect,” she
replied, sparring for time while she
calculated the distance to the door.

But reading her intention in her
wild gaze, he reached the door ahead
of her and locked it.

“Quite in the approved melo-
dramatic style!” he said with a mock-
ing bow.

She stood close to him, panting,
raging.

“You're despicable!”

“Not at all. Merely within my
rights.”

“If you are a gentleman you will
go.

“This is my honeymoon. It is
hardly proper to spend it alone.”

“I hate you!”

“And 1 love you.”

“Love!” She tossed her head. “You
call this love?”

And suddenly he reached out for
her but she darted away toward the
balcony. Her heart was pounding
furiously. She was deathly afraid of
this man who had turned the tables
upon her. If she could only reach the
balcony!
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But she didn’t. He caught a flow-
ing piece of drapery and though it
tore in his grasp he succeeded in
digging his fingers into the flesh of
1er arms.

“Rus!” she cried in therce panic,
“in time I may learn to—to care for
you—but if you force me—I swear
to God I’ll hate you all my life!”

“I won’t be the first man you've
hated—for the same reason.”

“No! No! That isn’t true!
are the first—you are!”

“Kiss me!”

C(NOI!,

“I want you, you little devil!
You're mine and I'm going to have
you!”

His! His! Yes, she was his! She
had sold herself into his keeping. No
matter what he did to her, she de-
served it. She had sold herself to the
highest bidder.

And suddenly, as his lips found hers
and pressed hard against them, the
world was blotted out in a sordid gust
of passion that gradually attained the
heights of sublimety.

All night and well into the morn-
ing Alva lay on the bed in a strange
magic spell, neither sleeping nor wak-
ing. Curious, half-formed thoughts
floated, like thistledown, across her
mental vision. Rus, lying beside her,
sleeping  heavily; drugged with
liquor. She had done that to him.
Yet, she had something to forgive
him now. What a difference it made!
No longer the man who could preach
to her; but one akin, on her own
level. A human being, even as she
was. Someone to be taken care of.

She couldn’t have told the exact
moment when she opened her cyes
to find them filled with Rus’ figure
moving about the room. She didn’t
stir. She watched him as he adjusted
his tie before the mirror and put on
his coat. She saw him go to the desk

You
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— quietly, stealthily, so as not to
wake her; saw him sit down, write
something on the mauve paper, leave
it propped up against a perfume
bottle on the dressing table, then,
without a glance toward the bed, go
swiftly toward the door.

Her voice arrested him in the act
of opening it. A languid voice that
gave no hint of the tightening of
her throat, the beating of her heart.

“Rus!”

He whirled as though he had been
shot and his black eyes bore into hers.
She saw that he looked drawn, tired,
older.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

It seemed ages to Alva before he
answered, “I don’t know.”

It was her turn to give orders.
“Come here.”

And she liked the way he obeyed.

“Sit down,” was her further di-
rection.

Again he obeyed, seeming to lack
the volition to resist. But, when he
had met her fearless gaze, he bowed
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his head on her hand with a groan.

“God! I've been a cad; a brute.”

Her fingers strayed over his hair,
lightly.

“Suppose—suppose,” she said soft-
ly, “I—I liked it.”

Slowly, dazed, he raised his head.
He couldn’t seem to understand.

“I’ll go away. You’ll never see me
again,” he told her disjointedly. “I
can’t apologize for what I’'ve done.
There is no excuse.”

“There’s every excuse for a man
to insist upon a honeymoon.”

“I deserve your sarcasm. Of course
you hate me.”

“Why—of course?”

“No woman loves a brute.”

“It’s a funny thing, but most of
us do.” Because he stared at her
stupidly, she burst out with sudden
exasperation, “Oh, Rus, don’t you
understand? You’'ve awakened me.
You've made me look past your
money, past your position. You've
made me forget them. I’'ve been

blinded by the dollar sign, Rus. All
(turn to page 56)
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A. M.

by Peggy Gaddis

PART 11
(Part I appeared in the May issue)

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

A semi-tropic storm causes Judith Flem-
ing, a beautiful mystery-girl, to break her
journey from New York to Palm Beach by
spending the night in a beautiful resort hotel
on the edge of a lake—the Villa Rosa. Jerry
Ransome, who owns the hotel, is attracted
to Judith, and is puzzled when she reveals
an almost frantic fear of another guest,
Martin Webb. Judith and Jerry sit up sev-
eral hours on the storm-swept hotel veran-
dak, and a keen attraction springs up be-
tween them.

That night, Jerry finds Martin trying to
gain access to Judith's room, and sends him
an his way, though Martin insists that he
has a right there. At two A.M. Judith
comes to Jerry's room, and gives herself to
him. with every manifestation of desive and
response, much to Jerry's amazed delight.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

N THE morning when
Jerry awoke he was alone.
His eyes deepened to an
almost worshipful ten-
derness as he realized that
her shyness had made her
slip away from him in
the night, unable to face his adoring
eyes in the gray dawn.

It was still quite early. The storm
had increased, and the sky was gray,
the rain descending in torrents, driv-
ing against the side of the hotel as
though in an insensatz fury. The
wind had increased, and the orange
trees bent their heads before its fury.
The palm trees bent and swayed, the
wind rattiiag their feathery tops with
a dr}’. l'attIng sound.

When he went down into the

lobby, he found that only such of

the servants as were quartered in the
rooms over the kitchen were on duty,
and he immediately plunged into the
task of helping them, getting the
lobby to rights, seeing that prepara-
tions for breakfast were made. And
all the time, his eyes were on the
stairs, waiting, hoping, eager for his
first sight of Judith.

She came down at last—a slender;
lovely vision in a morning frock of
jonquil-yellow crepe. She held her
lovely head high, and when he started
forward to greet her, she hesitated
an imperceptible moment, then, with
a warm tide of crimson creeping up
and over her face; she averted her
eyes, and brushed by him, without a
word!

Jerry stood stock-still for a mo-
ment, staring after her, dumb-
founded. Could it be possible that
she was treating him like this—after
spending the night in his arms, held
close, returning iis caresses? She had
come to him of her own free will,
with no persuasion or pleading from
him. Almost thrusting herself upon
him—although goodness knows, he
had been pleased to death thereat. But
i« was just a little thick that she
should ignore him like this! After
giving herself to him as she had!

He was angry at her actions, and

he stared after her his fists clenched
a little, and his jaw set hard. A low
laugh behind him brought him right
about face, and he looked into the
cold, amused eyes of Martin Webb.

(turn over)
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Obviously, Webb had witnessed the
little seene, and had been much
amused.

“You see, you didn’t make such a
tremenaous hit with the little lady
after all, young fellow!” sneered Mar-
tin. “Few girls like to have their
parties spoiled — anybody but a sap
would have known that I would not
have gone to her room last night
without an invitation from her!”

In the sober gray light of the
stotmay morning, Jerry hesitated a
moment, wondering. After all—was
she that type of woman? What rea-
son had he to doubt it? Hadn’t she
come to his room, offered herself to
him? What reason had he to doubt
that she had asked Martin Webb to
her room? And in the little moment
while he puzzled, shaken no doubt,
Webb passed on into the dining-
room, and Jerry saw him seat him-
self at the girl’s table.

J¥e waited, to see if she would show
that the presence of Webb at her
table was distasteful. But when Jud-

ith merely looked up at him and weng
calmly on with her breakfast, Jer-
ry’s heart sank in his breast; he
turned back to the desk, grimly cer-
tain that he had made several differ-
ent kinds of a fool of himself by in-
terfering last night. '

A little later, Judith came out into
the lobby, glanced indifferently
toward him, and mounted the stairs
in the direction of her own room.
About twenty minutes later Webb
left the dining-room and, with a sig-
nificant glance in Jerry’s direction,
also mounted the stairs.

Jerry tried hard to go on with his
work, but after a little, he turned
the desk over to his assistant. Before
he could leave the lobby, however,
a testy old gentleman came up to
him.

“See here, Ransome—what sort of
hote! is this, anyway? I’ve stopped
here every winter for ten years—and
it’s the first time I’ve ever seen, or
heard anything—er—off-color! But
if this infernal noise goes on, I'm
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moving to another hotel, storm or no
storm!” he snapped.

“You mean the storm, sir? Is that
the noise——" began Jerry, but the
old gentleman cut in.

“I do nmot! I mean the young
woman who has the room next to
mine! She kept me awake most of
the night crying—and then two men
almost fought over her in the hall,
ard it "was two A. M. before the
dratted place settled down to quiet!
I meant to sleep this morning—I sim-
ply must have twelve hours sleep or
I’'m so nervous I can’t endure exist-
ence! And now she has a man up
in her room and they’re quarrelling
and fighting like the cats of Kil-
kenny! I insist that something be
done about it!” snapped the old man
testily.

“Don’t worry, sir — something
will!” said Jerry grimly, and went up
the stairs two steps at a time.

He hastened down the corridor
toward Judith’s room, but before
reaching it, he heard voices. Not
loud enough for him to distinguish
the words, but loud enough for him
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to realize that two people were quar-
relling.

He paused at the door, listening for
a moment, and heard Webb’s voice,
thick with an almost murderous fury;
say:
)'r“If I thought that was the truth
—I'd—wring your neck, if I knew
I’d swing for it!”

And then Judith’s voice, grim,
hard.

“You may be quite sure that it is
the truth—or I wouldn’t have told
you!”

Without waiting to hear more;
Jerry knocked at the door—there was
a little pause—and then Judith’s
voice, quite clearly saying, “Come
in.” He heard Webb’s protesting
murmur, did Jerry, even as he pushed
open the door. But it was Judith at
whom Jerry looked.

“I’m sorry, Miss Fleming—but this
is against the rules of the hotel—a
man in your room, with the door
closed! Also—the other guests are
complaining of your quarrel!” he told
her, courteous but cold.

“Please come in, and close the door;
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Jerry!” said Judith quietly. T was
going to telephone the desk and ask
you to come up!”

Jerry hesitated a2 moment, but
something of dumb pleading in Jud-
ith’s eyes impelled him to obey her,
and he entered the room, closing the
door behind him, waiting.

“Mr. Webb does not belicve that
I—spent the night in your room—at
least, that part of it from Two A. M.
until dawn!” said Judith quite
clearly. “Will you please convince
him that I did?”

Jerry stared at her, dumbfounded!
‘And Martin Webb turned eves that
were filled with an almost murderous
hatred upon him.

“Is she telling the
grated, after a moment.

“She is!” said Jerry simply. “She
came to my room directly after you
went to your own.”

“And—stayed?” demanded Webb
through clenched teeth, his face zoing
gray-white, his fists knotted, until
the knuckles showed white with the
strain.

“And stayed!” said Jerry firmly.

“Why, damn you——" howled
Webb, and flung himself at Jerry.
But Jerry was ready for him; as the
two men clenched, Judith screamed
and cowered back. Webb was trem-
bling with rage, but Jerry was more
than a match for him, even with the
added strength that Webb’s rage gave
him. They fought like mad men—
some of the other guests and hotel
help rushed upon the scene and sepa-
rated them.

“You win this time, damn you!”
siid Webb panting, held firmly by
two of the male guests. “But I'll
gét you yet, if it takes me a life
time! And that goes for you, too,
you little —" he barked at the girl,
hurling an unprintable name into her
face, as the guests exchanged signifi-
cant glances.

truth?” he
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They carried Webb away to his
room, and the hotel physician treated
his bruises. Jerry waited until Jud-
ith’s room was cleared of all save him-
self and Judith. And then he spoke;
gently.

“I'm — sorry to have precipitated
such a row in your room!”

She lifted her slim shoulders in a
little weary shrug.

“What difference does it make?
And anyway, it wasn’t your fault!”
she assured him wearily.

“See here, Judith—T feel T am en-
titled to some sort of explanation!
Why did vou—come to me as you
did last night?” burst from Jerry,
almost without his volition.

She faced him squarely.

"Partly—because I wanted to! You
attracted me. You were the hirst man
w' v ever—thrilled me—that sounds
tritc and hackneyed—but—it’s quite
true!” she told him quietly. “The
other reason was that—I was afraid
of —Webb!™

Jerry held himself in leash, though
his pulses were throbbing at the
thought that she had come to him
because she had felt a desire for him.
There was more that he had to know.

“Why were vou afraid of him,
Judith?> Had vou ever seen him be-
fore?” he persisted.

“Oh. ves—I've known him for—
two years!” she returned.

Jerry's heart sank a little but he
went on, grimly.

“Judith — I've gof to know — so
that T can decide what is to become
of —you and me!” he told her.
“What—is Martin Webb to you?”

She looked up, and suddenly her
eyes were old and tired—beaten and
unhappy.

“He is— my husband!" she said,
VeI [(‘l“’.

Jerry stood still while the ground
rocked beneath his feet, and the
world of his rainbow-hued air castles

(turn to page 36)
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(Continued from page 32)

crashed in ruins about him.

“Your—husband?” he repeated as
though he could not force himself to
a realization of what that meant.

“Yes,” said Judith wearily. “My
—husband! And—I hate him! I’d
rather have —a rattlesnake coiling
about me, than his arms! I’d rather
die—than be to him—what I have
been to you!”

Jerry looked a little startled. “Then
you have never been—his wife in
anything but name?”

She shook her head and her face
twisted with a little sick frown of
repulsion at the thought. “No!” she
gasped, shivering a little. “No, no—
and I won’t be! 1 won’t be! T’ll—
kill myself first!”

Jerry went to her and took her in
his arms, holding her close, drawing
her down beside him on the little cre-
tonne covered love-seat, beneath the
storm-lashed windows.

“Tell me about it, darling!” he said
gently. “Of course you know that 1
love you and that I want you to
marry me! Perhaps there is a way
out!”

She shook her head wearily, but
gave herself to the embrace of his
arms with the sweet relaxation that
thrilled him and made his arms
tighten about her, with delight.

“There isn’t anything to tell!” she
said wearily. “I was in school abroad
—a ‘finishing’ year. Dad came to
me, told me that he was ruined, and
begged me to marry Martin, so that
Martin would lend Dad a lot of
money with which to build back his
fortune. Dad was so—pitiful. I
couldn’t refuse him! And—I thought
Martin was—rather nice. I had
known so few men! So—we were
married the day that Dad and T ar-
rived in New York. And—Dad died
in a motor accident less than an hour
after our wedding!”

She broke into sobs, and for a mo-

Two A. M.

ment clung to him, collapsing in her
grief and the vividness of her memo-
ries. But after a moment, she re-
gained her shattered self-control and
forced herself to go on.

“I—had made a bargain with Mar-
tin—and—I meant to keep it! But
—I didn’t love him—and—he was—
brutal—! He—doesn’t love me—he
never did! He just—wanted to—
me—because I was ‘innocent’ and
‘untouched’—ugh! He—he fright-
ened me so—that—I ran away from
him! I started to Palm Beach to some
friends who would help me—and the
storm caught me here!”

She paused for a long moment, and
when at last she looked up at Jerry,
her face was suffused with a glorious
color, and her eyes would not meet
his.

“You—were so nice to me! I—I
—Iliked you at once! And—I thought
that if—I could convince Martin that
I wasn’t—‘untouched’—he wouldn’t
want me—would be willing to—di-
vorce me! And—I could—give my-
self to you because—I liked you—
and you were—so gentle and—and
sweet to me!” she stammered.

His arms about her were very gen-
tle, and his eyes were tender as they
looked down into hers. How sweet
she was! How adorable! His veins
ran fire at the thought of her as she
had been last night, soft and fragrant
and warm in his arms, giving him
back his kisses, with a shy abandon
that had whipped his senses to ec-
stasy!

“And—he won’t?” he asked, after
a moment.

Judith shook her head, and sighed.

“That’s why I told him, this morn-
ing! I thought he’d go away and
leave me in peace—with you. But
he said he wanted me more than ever
now—because I had showed grit—
and that the only change in his plans
would be that he would not need to
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be—quite so—gentle with me!™ she
stammered and clung to him, sob-

bing. . . .

THERE was a gentle knock at the
door, and Jerry put her from him, as
he went to open it. The house physi-
cian, Dr. Sturgis, stood there and,
seeing over Jerry's shoulder the girl
who sat huddled, weeping, on the
love-seat, he motioned Jerry outside
the door.

“Bad news, Jerry—ugly news!"
said Dr. Sturgis grimly. ““The chap
you fought—this Webb, they say he
15—is—dead!”

Jerry caught his breath on a little
startled gasp.

“Dead!” he repeated, incredulous.

“Dead!” nodded Dr. Sturgis. “T'd
say the cause was acute alcoholism,
and a body burned out by dissipa-
tion! His heart was like 2 worn-out
sponge! Couldn’t stand any excite-
ment—went out like a lamp!”

“Then—would you say that T was
guilty of — murder?” stammered
Jerry in horror.

“Heavens, o, boy!" snapped Dr.
Sturgis strongly. “Your struggle

with him wasn’t rough enough for
that! Webb was about forty, and had
lived at a pace that burned the candle

at both ends! You needn’t feel any
responsibility, lad. Climbing too
many stairs—running for a train—
an extra glass of liquor—any one of
them would have been enough to
have finished him!”

He hesitated a moment, looking at
Jerry oddly.

“From what T hear, he was pretty
much interested in the young lady
there ” he began cautiously.

“In strictest confidence, Dr. Stur-
gis—she was his wife!” said Jerry,

“Oh!” said Dr. Sturgis, non-com-
mittally, “Then I'll leave you to
break the news to her! TI’ll attend to
everything else!”

Jerry stood looking after the doc-
tor as that individual went briskly
down the hall. Then Jerry turned
and opened the door — that door
which led him out of the darkness
and the shadows into the land of
Dreams-Come-True, where Judith
would tread with him, and in which
they would live in happiness—to-
gether.
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DRINK TO ME ONLY
WITH THINE
‘AYES’
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The Wanton Woman

By Shane O'Houlihan

PART 1I

(Part 1 Appeared in May Issue)

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE:

Gene Stoddard is seated at Toni Val-
ducci’s “Red Dance,” a dive. He sees Joan
Huavelock, a beautiful girl enter and take
her place at one of the tables. After a
ghort time, she draws a revolver from
her handbag and turning it in the direc-
tion of her own body, is about to pull the
trigger, when Gene intercepts her. Lead-
ing her from the place, Gene takes Joan
in his car and after a few questions,
proposes, is accepted, and the two become
man and wife an hour later.

It is not a great while before Gene is
aware that other men have been calling
at the house to see Joan during his ab-
sence, and that his wife pays visits af
other apartments.

On one occasion, he enters his wifé’s
room but a short time after he has noticed
a strange man leaving the house. Seeing
her unadorned, his suspicions are natur-
ally aroused—he questions her with no
result. A while later he found her,
dressed, and with a letter in her hand.
When he demanded to see the letter, she
tore it in shreds and threw the remains
in the fireplace. Stoddard rescued one
small corner and while Joan stood by
with: blazing eyes, he read the fragment:
“ .. must not come to the house . . .
my husband . . .I'll meet ...” The rest
was gone.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY:

with that fragment of letter

in his hand, that fragment
which scemed to tell so much, and yet
told so little of what he really wanted
to know.

His wife stood at the far corner of
the room, tears welling in her eyes.
She was the picture of wronged and
in= cent beauty, but he could not see

( ;ENE STODDARD stood there

her beauty nor her tears through the
red haze of anger that enveloped 1.0,

1. found his lips framing audibly
an unspeakable name, a name which
was meant for her. “They were right
about you,” he cried. They’d all
said they wished he hadn’t picked a
woman from the gutter of “The Red
Dance.” Well, they had been right.
Ske had turned out worse than he
would have though:.

“I'm through with you,” he told
her.  “I’m taking rooms wt the club.
You can stay on here as long as you
care to. As long as you—have the
nerve. I ask one thing. It would be
m’ "1 to call them ‘affairs,” but what-
ever they a - please don’t carry them
c¢1 in this house. . . . But I gather that
the purpose of this letter was to make
some sort of arrangements.”

“Gene! Gene, you’re crazy with
jealousy. You don’t know what
you’re saying.”

“Jealousy! Is a man jealous because
his lady of the evening has had an-
other, the night before? Jealousy!
You talk as if I might still love you!”

With a little cry, Joan sank down
upon the bed, and she did not turn
when she heard her husband slam the
door of his own room. Her white
h....d clutched at the covers, clutched
and unclutched at them . . . and
finally her tired body drifted into
sleep.

In his own room, Gene made prep-
arations to go to the club. Cable

(turn over)
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coul. see to mt of it,

For a week or two he was the old
Gene Stoddard. e visited the old
strange haunts — that is, all except
the dive wherein he’d saved Joan
Havelock from suicide. That would
have brought too 1. .ay poignant
memorics. But, using his club as a
central point, the old Gene cut a wide
swath. And his friends grinned and
said, “I told you so!” They could
guess what had happencd.

As for Gene, he kept finding it
hard to beliecve. Yet it was plain
enough. Joan was no good. Her
beauty was a wanton’s beauty and
it was all that she had. She used it
.. a brillia.it woman would use her
brains—upon any man at all! She’d
l:zen low when he'd found her, but
give.i the chance to begin again, she'd
started it all over. She'd go through
the gamut again,
eventual.y find her-
self in a dive like
“The Red Dance,”
- the point of sui-
cide. Maybe nobody
would be fool
enough to save her

this time. Well,
Gene told himself, |
he didn't give a
aamn.

La. he did give a
damn. The mem-
ory of Joan Have-
ioclk tortured hii
night ard day. He
remembered her
that night under
the shower, and in
countless situations
since that marriage
night. Every woman

GINGER STORIES

because her very imperfections made
him want his wife back again.

He was almost ready to go back
to her, his desire for Joan had almost
made him forget everything, when
something happened to remind him.
Driving down the avenue in his car
he was passed by a taxi in which he
vras certain h~'d recognized her. Some
curious impulse prompted him to fol-
low her. He switched the car about
and began the pursuit.

The taxi drew up before a tall,
narrow apartment and Joan alighted
to the curb. Gene nosed his roadster
ncar the taxi, jumped out and con-
fronted her.

“Gene!” she secemed startled, not
quite glad to sce him.

with whom he tried
to forget, made him
remember Joan.
Not because she was

at all like Joan, bug
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“Joan—I—I want to talk to you
L )

“But I thought you were through
with me, Gene . . . . and I want
to tell you, I'm leaving the house to-
morrow. I—I couldn’t think of
staying, of course.”

“But I want you to stay, Joan. I
want to come back. All I ask is
that you make some sort of explana-
tion for—for your actions that
day.”

“I’ve told you that I can’t ... and

I have to go now, dear.”
t(Goa,’

“Yes.” She nodded toward the
apartment. “I’'m late now.”

Gene wondered what sort of an
appointment she might have inside.
His face hardened. “Then you don’t
wish to explain anything?”

“I—I can’t. I’ve told you that.”

“And this appointment, I sup-
pose that’s none of my business
either.”

Joan smiled bitterly. “Well, is
it? You left me,—said you’d had
enough.”

A sudden rage swept through him.
“Yes, and by God I had, too!” With
that he turned on his heel and got
into the roadster. As he sat there
he watched Joan disappear into the
apartment building.

Somehow a dim jealousy crept
over him. There was no doubt of
it; Joan had captured him. He was
hers no matter what she did. Why
couldn’t he keep her? Why couldn’t
he get at the bottom of this thing?
She had said she couldn’t tell him.
Did that mean someone had some
power over her, or did it mean that
she couldn’t control herself? He
hoped it meant the former. He
could cope with that. And, by the
lord Harry, he would, too!

Suiting the action to the thought,
he drove his car to the next block
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and parked it beyond the sight of
the apartment building. He walked
back, keeping close to the buildings,
and entered the apartment. Once
inside he was at a loss to know what
to do. What room? His eyes scanned
th: names on the cards: Dickinson,
Hilliard, Simons—Dr. Harry Simons!
That was the name old Cable had
given him for “one of the gentle-
men who came to see madame.”

Gene got the number and dashed
up the stairway. The apartment
was at the rear, and the door, natur-
ally, was closed. He listened but
there was only an ominous and sug-
gestive quiet. He looked at the
window at the end of the hall. It
jutted over a narrow ledge. Should
he try it? The outlook was on a
deserted alley and the chances of de-
tection were small. Quietly he
opened the sash and slid out onto
the ledge. It was easier than he
thought. The indented brickwork
gave his hands ample hold. One
more step. He peered cautiously
through the window.

The scene which confronted him
was not unlike the one he had sur-
prised when the rain had spoiled his
golf that certain afternoon. There
was Joan, a clinging, revealing robe
around her flawless figure. She
stood before a long mirror and
seemed to be arranging her hair.
Then she sauntered to the other side
of the room out of Gene Stoddard’s
sight.

He was about to crash into the
frame of the window, to confront
her once more, when he was startled
by the entrance into the room of the
same man he’d seen that day. Dr.
Simons, obviously up to duties that
were not altogether professional. He
passed from view, and at length re-
appeared. In his hand was the robe
Joan had worn! He threw it care-

(turn over)
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lessly over a chair and returned to
the other side of the .0om, invisible
to the trembling Stoddard on the
ledge outside.

For a full five minutes Stoaddard
clung there in a sort of maddened
daze. And finally he pulled him-
c2lf together, re-entered the window
and walked slowly down the hallway.

For the next few days he shadowed
Joan’s every move. She went
again to Dr. Simon’s; she en-
rered an apartment in an-

GINGER STORIES

He suspected that Joan was
throttled by something bigger than
herself, that there was in her blood
some morbid strain that made her
not the mistress of her own soul.
Perhaps that was why she'd tried
suicide that night in Toni Valducci’s
place. If that were so, then she
needed to be saved from herself. And
how he wanted her, needed her!

other district; and twice
visited a house necar to Stod-
dard’s own. He did not

IODk up the names Df tl‘!C OwWners Of

these places. Somehow he did not
want to know; somehow he was
afraid to know. One thing he did
know, it must be that this Simons
was the biggest factor in Joan’s
life. Almost mad with jealousy and
bitterness, he resolved to know.

Ceaselessly  watching
her, keeping track of
her movements both
from his own efforts and
those of a detective,
Stoddard at length dis-
covered another intended visit to the
Simon’s' apartment. He stood in an
entrance way across the street, wait-
ing. His heart leaped as a taxi drew
to the curb across the street and de-
posited his wife on the walk. He
watched her lithe figure into the
apartment, and, after an appreciable
length of time, followed her.
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This time he went unerringly to
Dr. Simons’ apartment. He discreetly
rang the bell. It was answered by a
blank looking Philippine boy who
stated flatly that the doctor was not
in the city. He would not be back
until the end of the week.

Stoddard shoved a foot into the
doorway. “Even so,” he said, “I
think I'll wait.” The astonished
Philippine remonstrated, scemed
ready to cry out, but Gene stuck his
hand in his pocket with a signifi-
cant gesture. There was no sound
from the frightened servant. With-
out a moment’s hesitation Stoddard
strode into the room where he knew
1 would find Joan. He was not
disappointed.

She had removed the suit of her
coat, was unclasping the throat of
her sheer waist, when he entered.
She rurned on him with a little cry.

“One more sound and I'll let you
have what you wanted at Valducci’s
that night T found you . .. 1 want
to sce the rest of this.”

Irantically she looked toward the
doc: at her back. And even as she
looked the tall dark Dr. Simons came
into the room. He saw Stoddard and
stopped dead still.  He turned to
Joan. “"Who is this?

“My—my husband . . .

Gene's lip curled.® “Yes, 1sn’t it
unfortunate? Now, perhaps you'd
like to explain these rather—unusual
—ah—tete-a-teles. Perhaps it would
be better for you if you did.”

Simons shrugged. “I think per-
haps vour wife could tell you bet-
ter than L.”

Joan looked at the doctor as if
to obtain his permission. Again
Simons shrugged, as if to say, “What
can you do? He has found us.”

“Gene, it isn't—it isn’t what vou
think at all. You sce, Dr. Simons
saved my life—"

Stoddard grunted. “So you pulled

L
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the suicide stunt on him, too, ¢h?”

“Just a minute, Mr. Stoddard,”
Simons interposed.  “I'll explain it.
And 1 ask that veo allow me the
floor until I'm fnished . . .7 He
paused, lit a cigarette with madden-
ing easc.

“Before you met your wife she—
she was in rather straitened circums=
stances you will remember. 1 was
doing some work for the city clinic.
She came there with a very nasty case
of grippe, almost pnecumonia. 1 no-
ticed that just above her left breast
was a black pigmented mole that
would be the beginning of cancer.
My colicagues and I had been work-
ing on a curc for cancer. We had
this remedy perfected to the point
where it was ready to try. The re-
sult might mecan cure—and it might
mean death. Miss Havelock—who
is now your wifc—made an agreement
with us. A legal contract was drawn;
we were to give her five thousand, to
experiment upon that mole which
would, eventually, take her life—"

“You—vyou actually performed
t!."; operation when you didn’t know
how it might turn out!”

The doctor raised a hand. “It has
turned out extremely well. For a
time it looked very doubtful. It was
then that she felt the need of a more
painless death—at Valducci'’s, where
you found her.”

“l don’t belicve it, Simoas.
this damuned sccrecy.”

“That was a part of the contract,
Mr. Stoddard. This is a great dis-
covery. 1 wanted no publicity as
vet. When vou were married she
pleaded with me to to’l you. But I
know how husbands feel. I asked
her not to, until the whole thing
was certain. Now, I belicve, it is.
I—ah—-, a see, the disrobing was
altogether necessary. Cancer, once
gained ground, spreads to any part
of the body. 1 had to be sure that

(turn over)
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my method had cured, and not
merely shunted the symptoms to an-
othe: part.”

Stoddard turned to Joan. “These
other men at the house that day, and
those other visits that you made—"

“Those ‘other men’ were my col-
leagues,” Simons broke in. “The
other visits were no doubt to friends
€L hers. Yniiseent visits. Your mind
was naturally suspicious, Stoddard.
I can appreciate your feelings, and
I am sorry.”

Gene’s arms dropped. I guess—
I guess it is I who should be sorry.”
He turned to Joan. “Oh, Joan ...
your going through all this . . . and
I've treated you so badly when I
should have trusted you.”

Dr. Simons smiled and left the
room . . »

“Dearest:

That night Gene could detect no
black pigmented mole.

“Oh, Dr. Simons quite removed it,
dear. There’s not even a scar.”

“Fuany, I don’t remember having
seen it there bef.-e, either.”

Joan laughed. “I seemed so per-
fect to you, Gene. You couldn’t
find even one flaw in me . . . Kiss
me, darling.”

She was Helen. She was Ishtar.
She was a woman too beautiful to
live. He took her in his arms, glad
that she was black again.

And the next day Dr. Simons,
who had never taken a cancer case
in his life, sat down and wrote a
short note to a Wanton Woman.

We must not meet again. It

it too dangerous.

We are for-

tunate if he keeps on belicving
my preposterous story. Only
your full attention to his love
can make him keep on believing
<+« And, as a physician, I advise
you to rein in that pagan nature
of yours. 1bese are things I
could never find the courage to
advise you as a lover. As a phy-
sician 1 find it possible.

Harry Simons.”
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the floor beneath us! I looked down — WE WERE OVER A MIRROR!!

"You're certalnly anxious to get material for your new
book, aren't you?" I asked dryly. He flushed deeply and
led me away, but, like the little prairie flower, he, too,
was growing wilder every hour, so he made no attempt at an
apology but only said "I don't think I've been holding you-
quite right," and then he boldly proceeded to draw me
closer to him. I would have protested-I certainly would
have-if, unfortunately, I hadn't experienced a terrible
dizzy faintness just when he had me closest. I could only
cling and hope for the best.

During the last dance all the lights were extinguished.

A powerful spotlight thrown on the revolving crystal chan-
delier sent a million patches of gay vari-colored light
racing through the scented gloom, over walls, ceiling,
floor and dancers. Arthur's clasp tightened slowly, de=
liberately until I hardly knew where my body ended and his
began. A delicious, sensuous languor crept over me and my
head fell limply back against his supporting arm. In the
dimness I could see his eyes flashing, burning down into
mine. His fine, rather grim young mouth relaxed and yearned
toward my uplifted one. I saw that his was trembling in a
mad desire for long, exciting kisses, and my own lips
quivered in response, actually aching for the pain of a
pleasure denied. He murmured softly, hoarsely, "You-
darling..." and bent down-DAMN! The lights went on and
now I will never know what might have happened. But I can
guess.

He couldn't take me home because a committee of fellow=
novelists were dragging him on to a party afterward, but
when I was ready to leave he told me, thoughtfully, that he
believed he needed more dancing instruction before he could
begin his new book.

"I haven't collected quite enough - data," he said gravely.
I understood and agreed that he might call here to-night.
Must dash uptown for another new dress. Alas, that a girl
in the same old gown doesn't look as sweet! There is a per-
fect dream of a dress in the Paris Shoppe window this week.
It's one of those new swathed-=-hip effects, and when you
walk a certain way-Sing Hallelulah! (they need more than a
hand=out to revive 'em again!)

MONDAY

11

MARCH

1929

THE MORNING AFTER THE NIGHT BEFORE: And wotta night it was!
Art called quite early -~ before 1 was ready, in fact - and

(turn to page £8)
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(Continued from pege 45)

when I did finally come downstairs he jumped up, took both
of my hands and then just stood there, staring at me, his
eyes lingering with particular admiration upon the new
Nile-green gown.

"A thing of brevity is a joy forever," he quoted solemnly.
Then we both laughed and he started the Victrola and caught
me impetuously in his arms. I began to sing with the music:

"Last time we went shopping, everything was C.0.D.
C.0.D.'s the way you're gonna get love from me!"

But before I'd finished the verse he suddenly stopped
dancing and groaned: "Oh, I can't stand this any longer! I
MUST kiss you!" (The audacity of the man!)

Seeing that the lady did not protest too much, he pulled
my head back against his shoulder and kissed me wildly,
almost brutally. It was sadly apparent that he knew little
of the fine art — it IS an art, and a fine one, too — of oscu=-
lation. And equally plain that he would make an apt and
willing pupil. He certainly had plenty of ambition and
perseverance, but he didn't quite know what to do with it
all. So, after a lot of hectic lovin' that didn't get any-
where if you know what I mean, I got sort of exasperated
and said, aptly illustrating my words: "Don't do this -
and - that. Do THUS —and - S0!"™ (After all, anything that's
worth doing is worth doing well.)

He seemed to take a genuine interest in my lessons and
insisted upon practicing them over and over. At last I
was moved to protest. He looked agrieved and reminded me, in
a hurt tone, that ALL is fair in love and war. What could
I do? That happens to be a favorite proverb of mine, and,
really a girl can't go against her favorite proverb. How-
ever, before I could come to a decision, one of my customary
dizzy spells came over me. I closed my eyes and fell limply
against Arthur. He picked me up in his armgs — and because
of this odd faintness I can't remember just what happened
after that, but I seem to recall, sort of vaguely, that it
wasn't exactly — unpleasant.

A long time afterward, the famous author of "Ten Evils
of Dancing" rose from the divan — how should I know how he
got there? — and began to adjust his tie. He sighed bliss-
fully. Then very dutifully he inquired: "When do we invite
the neighbors to scatter rice, sweetheart?"

"We don't," I replied languidly. "I am not going to marry
yvou and make an honest man of you, little innocent. This
is a case of Art for Art's sake, as it were, darling. Mar-
riage is not for little Eve. She has discovered the bitter
truth, namely, that wedded bliss is like an ancient egg -
it LOOKS better than it is."

"Well, you know what the Scriptures say," he said sol=-
emnly, "'Tis not good for man to live alone — but 'tis
cheaper." And then he leaned down and put his lips hard
and close against mine for a long, rapturous moment. When
at last he stood up again he said, enthusiastically: "I'm
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going to write a perfect wow of a book, now — going to call
it "On With The Dance !"

At this point memory smote me — also conscience. "I've
got to tell you, Arthur," I whispered. "Your publishers
didn't send me last night at all!"

He looked amused. "Oh, I knew that. You see, I have no
publishers, so to speak. I paid for the printing of my book
myself."

Which makes me believe that the only woman who ever got
ahead of a man was Salome.

I have been asked to help with a charity bazaar next
month. Truly there is no rest for the wicked, but then, as
some knowing soul put it, the good don't have much fun,
either. But this bazaar thing looks sort of interesting.
I'm to sell kisses. Must study up on salesmanship this
week, for I am firmly determined that all my customers
shall be satisfied ones.
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JUNE NIGHT

Moonbeams and star gleams—

Night birds calling low.

Gladness and sadness,

World with June aglow;

Rhyvthm of a summer sea
Murmuring below.

Fragrant and vagrant
Pagan trade winds blow,
Drifting and lifting,
Whisp’ring as they go—
Harbingers of romance land
Where fair blossoms blow.

“ou loved and 1 loved,
Far from madding strife—
Burning and yearning,
Sweet, your kiss was life!
Please don't tell your husband, dear—
I won't tell my wife!
—Norman H. Girk

N\ S MMM’)‘“
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Hilda Gets All ot and Bothered 51

(Confinued irom page 12)
“Kiss me, Jerry

* * L W *

Suddenly there was a sharp knock
at the door. FHlilda and Jerry jumped
up as if someone had suddenly
jammed a pin in them. Who—what
—the—

Another
knock. . .

SN hig s
there?”

manded Hilda, quickly wrapping
Jerry’s coat around her.

“It’s your Hinky Dinky—" said
a gruff voice,” and he’s mad as hell
. ..and DRUNK AS HELL. L-e-t
m-e i-n, or I'll smash through this
damned—"

Hilda began to think fast. There
was a dull thud as the body of ]J.
Mortimer Wilks bore its elephantine
weight against the mahogany door.

“Jerry,” whispered Hilda excited-

ly, “we've
FIOAT L u
frame him
—that’s all
—we’ll
blackmail
the old

octopus—then we can get married—
we’ll shake him down for plenty.
Here, hide in the closet . . . when I
cough twice, break out and threaten
to expose him—his wife would kill
him if she knew—quick, Jerry—"

Hilda’s instructions were just in
time. In another instant there was a
terrific crash, as the door gave way,
and the rumpled form of J. Mortimer
Wilks dropped on the floor. He was
soon to his feer, and staggered to
Hilda.

(turn over)
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“What do you mean—? Give me
a kiss or I’ll take back that promise—"

He approached Hilda. Putting his
arms around her, he attempted to
force a kiss on her
quivering lips. In the
struggle that followed,
the coat she was wear-

ing fell to the floor . . . Jerry heard
two coughs, and bounded out of the
closet!

* % % % *

When the boat left New York
Harbor for Paris the next day there
were two on board who couldn’t wait
until they could leave the deck and
cuddle up in their stateroom.

As soon as the last farewells had
been waved . . . the last good-byes
hollered, Jerry and Hilda went to
their room and locked the door.

“Oh, precious,” breathed Hilda.
“Just think, that we’ll be all alone—
just for each other—"

GINGER STORIES

Jerry produced a bottle of cham-
pagne.

“Let’s do a little first class drink-
ing!” he suggested, boyishly. “First,”

he added with a wink.

“Wasn’t it slick the way we foxed
old foxey grandpa?” gurgled Hilda.
“T’ll bet the old cow doesn’t know
yet how much he made out the check
for—”

“Wasn’t it $100,000?” asked Jerry.

Hilda laughed.

“$100,000 me eye!

“He added an extra cipher for good
measure!

And so, children, you have the
story of Hilda and Jerry. The cool
blonde who looked like a cool million
—and got it. And the passionate
young reporter who went for a story
and got—well, if you don’t know,
we’ll never tell!

—~siffie-
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THE

DEVIL’S

PLAY

THINGS

“Where’s my lunch?”
“You ordered breast of

chicken, didn’t you?”
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Authors
(pE

IN submitting MANUSCRIPTS, kindly note
the following:

Type NAME and ADDRESS on all Manuscripts.
Write on ONE side of paper ONLY.

NUMBER EACH PAGE.

Type NAME of STORY on EACH PAGE.
GINGER STORY BOOK uses:

SHORT, Snappy Stories from 2,000 to 2,500 words.

SERIALS, 4,000; 6,000; 8,000 words, in Two Three,
or Four parts. No part should run much over
2,000 words.

Aok A A b A

Serials should have suitable breaks, each part

reaching a peak.

A short SYNNOPSIS should accompany each part
but the first.

Ak A A A A A A A B A B b b b A b A A A A A A b b A b
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GINGER STORIES

She: “Why are those lobsters red?”

He: “If you were in that window
without any clothes on—you’d be
red too!”

Plays with ‘Sad’ endings usually
come to Grief!

Kind Old Lady: “Why are you
here my good man?”

Convict: “Because of my belief.”

Kind Old Lady: “How is it pos-
sible to be here because you believed
something?”

Convict: “Well —1I believed the
cop—had his back turned!”

The Corset evidently was Not
here to Stay.

Percy: “Are you a letter man?”
Reggie: “Even if she wants to, 1
don’t letter.”

Bessie: “Did you have a blind date
last night?”

Tessie: “Not only blind — Para-
lyzed!”

He (politely): Won’t you take
your things off and stay a while?

She: Say, what do you think I
am?

Sunday School Teacher: Now chil-
dren, you must never do anything in
private that you wouldn’t do in
public.

Sammy: Hurray! No baths!

“WHOOPEE” a WOW
and HOW!
ONE
L
O
N

G
HOWL!

A Scream from the first
page to the
LAST
Not all the old jokes and gags
you've heard for ages, but
Snap, Pep, Spice, Ginger, Life,

Whoopee!

STORIES o.f NgGHT LIFE
in the
WHOOPEE PLACES
The Night Clubs, The
Theatres, Studios, The
Village, Anywhere,
EVERYWHERE

ON SALE AT THE NEWS-

STANDS AROUND THE

TWENTIETH OF EACH
MONTH
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“WISE CRACKS”
IF

You Wanna
Make Wise Cracks

(@
b
(I\

WISE CRACKS
Chock Full 0" Laughs
Smart Savings, Repartee
Bright Remarks, Snappy
Get-Backs, Cross-Fire

Comedy, Some Old 'I'imers
You may have forgotien

A LOT of New Babies you
may not have heard—and

WELI. SPRINKLED
WITH
ORIGINAL CHATTER
Not To Be Found
ELSEWHERE

On Sale At The Newsstands
Around The Twenty-Kighih
Of Each Month,
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GINGER STORIES

O00-la-la?!

Ze Prctures 4

Magmffl‘bue
Ly

12 FRENCH
and AMERICAN

Give your eyes a treat!

Send®1% for 12 Pictures to

C.KATHOS
215 Beaumont Street

Brooklyn, New York City :
NO ORDERS SENT C. O. D.

LADIES and GENTLEMEN

Why wlub.

lutormation free

¢. GIBSON, 2605 N. 8th St., Philadelphia, Pa.

be lunesotne? Juin wur  corresponding

Divorced Newlvweds
(Continued from page 28)

my life 've been blinded by it. But
now I can see. You've made me. Oh,
Rus—don’t look at me like that! 1
love you, dear sweet idiot!”

“Not—after what I've done!”

“Because of what you’'ve done! It
was the only way you could possibly
have shown me that—that I don’t
want to live without you.” Her voice
softened to a tender croon. “Rus,”
she said, her lashes winking back
tears, “‘are you as utterly devastating
-—when you're sober?”

Without more invitation he showed
her that he was.




Let Her Interpret Your

STAR of DESTINY

1f you szre unhappy, discouraged, lonely, unsuccessful in
love or business, do not hesitate to consule Madame Annette,
America’s best beloved woman, famous for her radio talks
on Astrology.

She will aid and advise you in your trouble and point out
vour star of destiny, lucky days and many sccrets of
bappiness.

For only 25 cents she will send you her Special Dollar
Reading, which may amaze you by its accuracy and explain
much that seems dark and doubtful. Send her your correct §
birth date, name and address and 25 cents.

Address her as follows:
MADAME ANNETTE S TROLOOER
Box 41-H Back Bay, Boston, Mass,

Cocktail for New Vltalut

N\ /-

I A potent ana palatable pick-me- upl. Alake 1t yoursclf in a minute
with the powesiul tonic elements found in special PEP foods.
Stop headaches, constipation and its long train of ills. Restore \\

nerve force, feed the glands, clear the blood, build up for good.

No medicine, ra drug. Fermula and sample package of world’s

greatest uml and Pep food, with 200-page doctor book

e e 111 \ITH THROUGH NATURAL METHODS,” written by

B 12 world-famous physicians for only $2.00. Send cash. stamps

or M- U-. or pay $2.20 to your postm:m on delivery. EDUCATOR PRESS, 19 Par!: Row,
New York, Dept. E-92

fes “DECAMERON” | DIRECT FROM FRANCE

FOR MEN ONLY. “A Merry Widow,” *Mother Eve,'
“THE FORBIDDEN BOOK_” "‘,\I:ma & Papa," "M.&i‘-:l]'; Letter To Hug)b_\'.'_' "‘J‘::u'lury
Kate’’ and other stuff., All for $1.00 bill. Sealed.
Banned by every library, condemned by UNIVERSAL CO., 4166 Park Ave., New York City
every authority, Boccaccio’s masterpiece
has  withstood censure and suppression
through the ages. Only its sheer literary “SEX TRUTH”

worth, its rapier wit and broadminded

humor, its pictures of the play of human The book that takes the bunk out of sex books,
i rfe_n“d .vf'“h Ph“r‘."‘:r“p}”c “fi',(ﬁr No sentimental nonsense, but just the plain, un-
f”d the “‘L‘ "‘}‘“__‘flc r“r’lr_"”gfl ‘“’:_3\’1‘ "d ashamed truths that every man and woman must
l” ;Jlry o :_"'_"'IE'"R ”]J,_u 2 ]“ E_' know if they are to make a success of their
L2 S LR R, s e b ) love life and the sex HIltmn‘%h!ps OF a8 hﬂm}y

i’:j:lihol‘.l.i:?dd w':]pi:“_.c::r':']“v“o:;‘d r:{::: marriage. Were these intimate facts and pointed
Y SPILHLICO: SOnIY. VPEl : instructions better known, there would be little

“CTIIY' &mo:;es“d A% Si]nlUId!".’“" l'l"h!‘ fear of coldness and '!1!.1[11\' among married
3t I:ﬂ e km 2 m,'-nﬁl ax 3 m:n, ‘;’ lovers “]m only too often Lu] to rc::]:zc the
Only | it cor bok you will sod sod cenead. | GCEE Gy e Tooked Torward ‘o “With: such
f . " o oo : 1 - : . 1.
iy S Sp e e il ] keen anticipation, simply because they lack tl

: . : - ; real facts contained in this amazingly frank and
$2 4,8 mn“dfr klm Shett crmpln-etlvut}]?m ‘:]..'.l|s instructive book. Primarily intended for newly-

. rare Work, “f"“’ A sf’“_‘sw’ e B weds, it is of equal interest to older married
o U b e A e conples, because of its sympathetic advice and

1 4 helpful instructions to those who feel on the
Easily Send check, stamps or money order downgrade in life and begin to resent the short-

Worth PARK PUBS. CO. comings of old age, and perhaps premature senil-
$10 15 Beekman St., N. Y., Dept. DT-92 ity. Sent by express prepaid, sealed in plain

- wrapper, for only $2.00.

HURRY UP, BOYS! COLUMBIA PUBLISHING CO.

Get them whila they last. 6418 Santa Monica Blvd. Hollywoed, Cal

The kind of photos you

have been looking for. Please send me vour book in p'l“un wrapper.

I will pay postman $2.00 upon arrival. If I am

not entirely satisfied I will return book in five

days and you agree to reiund my money,

6-post card size, 25c. DT O o iais v ¥ala s 6% ha S el A e Wb e le b S aTe e 4 V0D
32—all different, $§1.
Cash  stamps, or -
’ : Street
moncy order,  Plan (5o d S D B e o O A il § e

MAISON MARIE _ :
17 Park Row Dept. KE New York Gty chy i ens sngnvon DR s s gi ety Ee i
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RACY, REALISTIC, RIP-
PING, REAL STORIES that
breathe of LIFE, ACTION, PAS.
SION, LOVE, ROMANCE,
MYSTERY and PLAIN TRUTHS.
We not only call ‘“A Spade a
SPADE,” but a leg, a LEG; and any-
thing else, by its PROPER NAME—

OUR first copy will not be your
y last—that is if vou like RARE,

. we have no time for the writers who

tell of the prude who went into a
butcher shop, and asked for “a
BOSOM of veal,” and “a LIMB of
lamb."”

Our writers know how to reveal,
and lay bare, the innermost secrets of
life in all its phases; the gripping.
tense ardor of Spanish Beauties, the
clever wiles and technic of French
Cocottes; the languorous attractive-
ness of Ttalian Duennas, behind the
scenes with Actresses, their private
life, their dressing-room intimacies.

REAL STORY BOOK is ALIVE,
VITAL, EFFERVESCENT,
SPARKLING, ENLIGHTENING,

INTRIGUING, aund

ABOVE ALL—
INTERESTING!

<

GINGER STORIES

Bigger and Better

With its birthday just around
the corner,

BROADWAY NIGHTS

is growing by leaps and bounds.
What's the reason?

Everybody wants to read a maga-
zine that knows all the lowdown
on the deings of Broadway.

Everybody wants to walk in be-
hind the scenes of the latest hit
and find out just what the beauties
of the chorus do, off stage as well
as on.

Everybody likes to read the
snappy stories of Broadway life,
the latest jokes the Main Stem
knows, the rumors of the latest
scandal.

You will, too!

Broapway INIGHTS
for JUNE
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"Wine Women EWar/l

is mnecessarily anonymous.
the stark realities of the
Great War, day by day, in the form of
8 diary, nothing is glossed over. The
author depicts in almost photographic de-
tail the physical filth and feariul passions \
at the front as well .xs the moral filth,

This book
Dealing with

r M. O. or pay postman on dehvery plus 15¢ postage,
19 ow, k

temptations, and loose living behind the

front. This is WAR as it really is, with
its ripe profanity, and prostitutes, with
morals forgotten, with refinement laid
aside, yet full of laughter and hilarious
horse play, too. Shocking but true, 321
large pages. Price $2.85. Check, stamps
Dept. WW-92

New Yor

EDUCATOR PRESS Park R
SECRETS-8 Amazing books, over
SEX 00 pages. Truth about Sex Mat-
ters. Frank, Fearless. All § Books
£1.00.
\]ODF[&. I'nce ne“: full figures,
ART (4x0) 3 for 25¢, 7 for 50¢, 15 for
$1.00. The kind Men want. Nudes.
MARRY Greatest Matrimonial Maga-
zines, Thousands young,
heautiiul, wealthy, every-
where, 20 phctos. 200 names, addresses, descrip-
tions, $25¢c. 40 Photas, 300 names, addresses,
descriptions  50c. 60 Photos, 400 latest names,
addresses, descriptions, complete $1.00, All above
$275. WESTERN PUB. CO., KF-120, Vancouver,

Washington.

“100 Ways To J\i“-‘i Girls,” il-

S lustrated, 50c. *‘Confessions nt

a Bell Boy,” illustrated, 50c. “A

Blonde's ("umekﬁlun.' illustrated, 50c.  “Young

Girl's Lulllcs'\lﬂrl "oSe. “How to Write Love

letters,” 50¢. *‘Love—Courtship—Marriage,” 3S0c,

“Ball Rnum to Hell,” S0c. All 7 books $3.00 post-

paid. Catalog FREE. SUNSHINE, Dept. K.F,,
Room 45, 26 So. 15th, Philadelphia, Pa.

LADIES!

DR. CHEESEMAN'’S PILLS, for delayed or sup-
pressed periods, give positive relief in stubborn

cases. Harmless, no pain. Best for over 100
)lears. Double strength £2 box. Sealed. Dr.
Cheeseman, 11 East 12th St., New York.

FEMININE HYGIENE

BANICAPS quickly, reliably, conveniently solve
the personal hygiene problem of all women;
quick, safe; handier than douche; once used,
never without. Be dainty, worry-free—get Sani-
caps; health, regularity. $1 Box of 20; C. O
$1.20; return privilege, money-back guarantee.
Pureplus Co,, Box 377KF Tulsa, Okla.

Stereoscope & Pictures. Beautiful Girl Models

The stereoscope magnifies.  Blends two pictures into
one clear picture with THIRD DIMENSION. Reveals
derail, depth, beauty not seen with the naked eye.

Price of STEREOSCOPE and set of 8 pictures, $2.00.
SPECIAL for a short time: will send STERFOSCOPE
and 16 pictures for $2.00. POCKET STEREO. CO.,
1702 Summit Street TOLEDO, OHIO

French-Spanish-American Nude Beauties

Showing the female form in all its splendors. Life
poses, feminine perfection and loveliness, fascinating,
alluring, men go wild over *em. 12 Glossy Phutographs
31.00. (25 different including 8x10—$2.00.)

ART STUDIOS, Dept. (K2), McAdoo, Penna.

“VITAL FORCE”

A mosc unusual book, explaining the vital power of
steraction between the sexes; its control and trans-
mutation for greater strength and  higher develop-
ment. A bock which modern debilitated civilization
needs badly to prevent estrangement, divorce and
perversion. o Simple exercises appended. Price $2.00.
Check, stamps or M. O. (or pay $2.20 C.O.D.)

Educator Press, 19 Park Row, N. Y. Dept. SF-92

QuUIT
TOBACCO

No man or woman can

the harmful effects of tobsn.co

Don’t try to banish unaid
the hold tobacco has upon you,

Join the thousands of inveter-

ate tobacco users that have

founditeasy toquit with theaid of the Keeley Treatment.

KEELEY S

Tobacco Habit
Qu:cklr hanmbes nll craving for tobacco. Write today
ing how toquickly Free yourself from
bu:co hahit and our Money Back Gu,nrnnm.
THE KEELEY INSTITU

Dep?, F-303 leﬂ t, lllinols

SPICY! PEPPY!
SNAPPY!
ART FOTO MAGAZINE

A mnew and sensational
p II‘Il’]Iltlﬂy nugazmc chuck-
" ful of risque hetion stories,
Dazzling Art Photos,
breezy jokes, cartoons, d.mi
uncensored nonsense,

Edited by a Jail Birdl
K, Limited Offer:

Full years subscription
only One Dollar.
Ace-Hi Foto Co., Dept. RR
Box 1035 Buffalo, N. Y.

All‘l.behlestdamel-—\"lleam . Black Charles-
ton, Freoch Tango, Canter, Fox 'lrotlfnf\fﬁ.fu. ote,
0 almost overnight, at bume, without teacher,
music or ner. Save emh\rmxrne-m New amaz:
e inglysimplachartmethod. Suves the evycnuuhuuur
correspondenc ecoursesurpriviteteachers, Complute
with 4 Ilusl.rnllunn i large pages, clothboun, \f in=
cluding FR R BOOK oty Etiguette for bubl:
room nnd aJl ucﬂwwuu Qaly $1.59 for both, Send

money order, check or stamps, or pay postman vo delivery plus post-
Eg..lcl'l'nn PRESS

LY H

§ ll‘l us arrange 8 romaatie :m-tmn for
o, - you. Meet your sweetheart thru (b e emast
high-class secial correspundyuce obl

&ge. Satisfaction guaranteed ur money back,

19 Park Row, New Yorh ept. K-92

in the
world, ® club for refined locary pesple
Members everywhere; strictly * CONFIDENTIAL,
efficient and dignifica service. We bave made thousands of Inul’
peopla happy, why not you? Particulars FREE. Write today il sineers.
EVA MOORE, BOX 908, 3A¢KSONVILI.I. FLA.

FRENCH LOVERS PERFUME &
Direct from Romantic France,
This mysterious perfume At-"

tracts, Fascinates and Thrills,
6 :luxm Frenchy bottle, a regn-
lar $2.00 value, for only $1.00
postpaid. $1.25 C.O.D. Cuarrano
Novelty Co., Bux 19, West
Haven, Conn,, Dept. 128,



French
Art Photos

Pretty girls in a variety
of daring and
unusual poses.

NUDE ONLY

Se onal
Ask for set number
-8.P-1I-C-Y
Ten for One Dollar
ACE-HI FOTO CO.
Box 1035 Buffalo, N. Y.

Live Frenchy Stories
“‘Juu s Girl,” “Her Lover,” “‘Her Boudoir Key,”™
*“Room Eleven,” “Madame’s Establishment,”” *‘The
Model,” all 6 stories printed in English and (ILLUS-
TRATED), $1.00 postpaid.  Soappy imported noveley
FREE with order,
SUNSHINE, Dept. KF, Room 45,

26 So. 15th Street, Phila. Pa.

~ WHISKEY OR DRUG HABIT CURED

Forever or No Pay o
Sent on trial. Secret home trcatment. $2.00 if it
cures, nothing if it fails, Guaranteed to banish
all desire for whmkey or other intoxicating drinks,
and opium, morphine, heroin, paregoric and laud-
num. Georges Laboratories, Sta. C, B-99, Los
Angeles, California.

RAYKATHOSCOPE. Pocket

- Detector. Everybody

wants it. See your best girl

and all she’s doing, No one knows:

you see everything. Periscope

operates in all climates; lasts life-
time, ready for use. $I 10 cash with order for

this wonderful instrument and 8 astonishing
French pictures.

KATHOS CO., P. O. Box 837,
City Hall Post Office New York City

-+ A SENSATION!

Do you know why Elinor Glyn’s world-famous book,
*“Three chk! is still a sensational seller? Or why
the words “Three Weeks” still bring a knowing wink
or an embarrassed laugh? Why it was censured, criti-
cized and condemned by the older generation while the
younger “‘ate it up”? Handsomely clothbound. Sent in
plain wrapper, c/o General Delivery if you with., Send
lsz stamps, cash or money order, or pay $2.15 on ®de-
ivery.
EDUCA‘TOR PRESS, Dept. TW 92
19 Park R New York

“The Unwilling Bride”

“The Unwilling Bride,”” *'A Woman’s Temptation,”
“Her Only Sin,”” *“Why Women Sin,” *‘An English-
woman's Love Letter.,” 50c each. All for $2. Sent in
plain wrapper. Send stamps, check or money order.

PARK PUBS. CO., Dept. ON-92
15 Beekman Street New York

FRENCH CARTOONS

“Kip & Alice" “Adam & Eve,” “French
Stenographcr “Model's Life,” “Bachelor’s
Dream,” 5 more & French photns all for $1
ETOILE, 33 Warren St., (Dept. Y), N. Y. C

RARE BOOKS

Confessions of an Amateur Blonde, Sappho, Confessions
of a Bell Boy, $0c each, all for $1.00 postpaid,

» Catalog, 10c
Unicn Sales Co., 740 W. Madison St., Chicago, IIL

8] #» OnlyOne Cent Each o
AB’I‘ Student's Reference Album, with 300 pictures of
world’s most famous maleé and female models In evﬂx
concelvable artistie ?osa — pude, semi-nude, draped
marvelous Gs.llcn? of Uving beauty. Costs only about
ONE cent per picture.
SAVES THE COST OF LIVE MODELS %
Frlntcd in fine detail on heavy enameled
stoemndsom ound in heav:g album covers. Every
feture worthy ol‘ sealed, plain wrapper.
ge d M. O. or pay pos%'man special cut 6&1‘103 $3.05 l}lel{;

on delive Regular price $5.
MWW hack?s’ not pleased.

19 Park Row

EDUCATOR PRESS
Dept. AB-92 New York

Develop Your Bust!

Our scientific method highly
recommended for quick easy
development
LA BEAUTE CREME
for improvement of bust,
neck, face, arms and legs.
Used with great success by
thousands. Inexpensive, harm-
less, pleasant. Successful re-
sults or money refunded. Full
particulars and proof (sealed)

free, Write fcr special offer TODAY.
LA BEAUTE STUDIO
857-KC, Hamilton Terrace Baltimore, Md.

Seerets of Fascination

How to win friends, love, popu-
larity, power, sticcess — how  to
cultivate irresistible charm and a
magnetic personality—all reveal-
ed in “Mental Influence,” an easy
course of 12 practical lessons.
Tells secrets of Fascination, Per-
sonal Masmctlsm, Hypnotism, Psychic Iuﬂncncc,
concentration for Success, Mental Magic, Influ-
encing absent ones, ete. Send only $1.10 cash,
stamps or M. Guaranteed. EDUCATOR
PRESS, 19 Park Row, New York, Dept. B-92.

‘A BRIDAL EVE”

The Bridal Eve. A Daughter of Eve. A Girl's
Awakenmg Love’s Sweet Hour. Two Men and
a Maid. A Loving Maid, A Mad Love. The
Wiles of Love. An Ardent '\Voomg Love's Car-
nival. A Nameless Sin. The Hour of Tempta-
tion., 50 cents each. Any three for $1.00. All 12
for $3.50. Sent sealed in plain wrapper. General
Delivery, if desired. All ordsrs must be prepaid
in stamps or M. O. PARKS PUBS, CO.,
Dept. IN-92, 15 Beekman Street, New York.

Writers of Song Poems
(OR MELODIES)
Send postal card for “real” proposition.
RAY HIBBELER, D-102X
2104 N. Keystone Avenue Chicago, IIl

MILLIONS!

The book “How to Make Money in Wall Street,”
by a famous financial expert tells how he and others
made their fortunes quickly and safely.

Written so even a child can understand it. Now
is the time to get in, even with a hundred dollars.
Price only $1.00 znd maybe worth a million., Send
check, stamps or cash to

EDUCATOR PRESS, Dept. WS 92
19 Park Row New York
Noie: (We have oo stocks to sell.)




Are You Bashful?

NERVOUS?
FMBARRASSED9
SHY?

No Wonder You Are
“Stay-At-Home”

O YOU ever feel embarrassed in the presence of strangers? Are
you always bashful and confused when you meet people for the
first time or when you are in company of the opposite sex?

You Are Self-Conscious!

Shame on vo.t! There is no need for you to be nervous and embarrassed. Stop being
shy. You can learn how to conquer the terrible fear of your superiors.
Every individual now suffering from Bashfulness (Self-Consciousness) will welcome
this good news. Remarkable discovery used with great success —whereby you can
quukl\, dmlc.u.lly overcome your faults. Be cheerful and confident of your future!
If you’re Bashful-—don’t wait another day—
Send 25¢ for my fascinating amazing book. =
Tells how to master and overcome Self- X
Consciousness.  Write todgy! g_‘g’;‘;‘;}ﬁ!ﬁgﬁsgﬁ“én New York City

: : Please send me a copy of your book on

Nervousness and Bushfulness. 1 am
enclosing 25 cents in coin or stamps.

O N e e P O YT sessensesenne
B'646 FLATIRON BUILDING. Address........ R R P e T B Van
NEW YORK, N. Y. City e T State........... o

CALLED

ThIS PASSION £av%°

A daring book by Elinor Glyn—brimful of naked truths, unashamed facts, frank
discussions, . and intimate secrets of love and marriage. Ruined romances and
blasted marriages are due to ignorance of vital questions which are laid bare in
this amazingly frank book which reveals the most intimate relations of men
and women,

It contains EVERYTHING the curious, in- An endless source of intimate, intriguing in-
= experienced youth and the most blase much- formation—in the _f”“k words of the present-
- .\. married divorcee might want to know, from day youth, answering any question you might
" 1 the first awakening of youthful love to the even hesitate to ask your closest friends—

full flowering of the grand passion;—  3P3wers to a bride, and others, which of
course cannot be mentioned here.  Simply

how to win love, hold love, restore

S i i : I'riceless Secrets, thar will change your. lone-
STRICTLY SECRET Joyesmshawiito Sciiem, | fascinace. €3p~  [ineys co happiness, your longings to joy in
St aealediisns plain tivate;—mistakes, marriage, birth con- possessing, Send
E : |;—wisdom, warnings, vamping; — d
wrapper. Books sent trol; : nEs money order or
care of General De- | petting, honeymooning, mating, winning  stamps for $1.38 or 'l'hinwaﬁNL]:‘]? e
livery must be pre- whom you want by arousing response;—  pay $2 to your own 85 ald ite Enyaé
paid. deception, infidelity, outwitting **third  pustman oo de- A p ey Dy ol
party,”” erc. livery. hia orciering. 14
EDUCATOR PRF% l‘l Park Row, New York City, Dept. G-92

ART STUDIES

Original and Genuiné Pho-
tographs of Real Beauties
160 Samples — ___$1.00
ZHITR NN e 3 4T O
25 313514 Freach Pictures— 2.00
HOWARD SALES CO., Dep! 3
Box 529, San Francisco, C

French Stories

“Dream of love” Ly Zula, mastes of realistic and
decailed  description.  “‘Sappho'  masterpiece of the
teuder passion. “Camille’” that pamicnate romynce of
a fallen woman. “Short Stories’ by Balzac, famous
for his deoll and wicty stories.  S0c each. Sear im
plain wrapper.  Send stamps, checks or M, O. Pauk
Pubs. Co., 15 Beekmaa Sv., New York, Dept. FS-92
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#8 NOT TOO OLD
How to regain youthful activities through
GUARANTEED Lovejoy’s Discovery.

Start life ancw., *A man is as old as his glands,™
doctors now say. Go back 20 to 40 years, simply by
re-charging your glands with LOVEJOY'S NEW DIS-
COVERY. No operation necessary, Yet results are
guaranteed. Over 15,000 men are already using this
product regularly although it is new on the market.
Doesn’t this prove it brings success? Would these men
from all over the country keep on buying it if they
didn't get what they are after? Lovejoy’'s New Dis-
covery is certainly worth trying, especially since your
deposit will be refunded unless it brings you the youthe
ful energy you seck.

SEND NO MONEY. Just write name and address.
Pay postman $2.00 (plus few cents postage) deposit
when he delivers package in plain wrapper. Don’t lec

your life slip by unhappily without trying LOVEJOY'S

NEW DISCOVERY. AVOID ANY IMITATIONS.
LOVEJOY LABORATORIES CO.

156 Market St.

Newark, N. J

4

1organs of reproduction, health §
4 and hygiene, sexual sci {
24 discases and disorders, preg- [
d nancy, etc. Bad habits and §i
their serious consequences, |
ini?)ol:tnoe. how to choose a |
wife or husband, know the
laws on birth control, dangers ||
of ignorance, laws of sex life,
54 science of eugenics, sex deter- §i
{ minasion, et etc.

/] 512 PAGES 77 1LLUSTRATIONS =
~SELLS LIKE WILDFIRE
GET YOUR COPY NOW.”

PEM=s Special Introductory Offer. Examine

-] at our risk. Pay postman only $1.98

WRAPPER Elus a few cents postage. Money
ack, if not satisfied.

JJL.NICHOLS &CO.Dept. E NAPERVILLE,ILL.

B French Stories
of a Whole Year ~

"A eparkling jewel with many facets—glittering with
Love, Passion, Hate and Sacrifice—all the wirile emo-
tions that make life an exciting adventure. The quick
and Febrile temperament of the French is portrayed with
frank exactness and sophisticated charm. You feel the
throb of the Parisian heart, the pulse of the living soill
The Sensational Modernists, Vital, Daring, En-
grossing! Nearly 500 pages. Handsome Lifetime
Covers. Published at $2.50. Our price, $1.85
Eostpaid (or pay postman $2.00 on delivery).
DUCATOR PRESS, 19 Park Row, New Yor
Dept. FS-92.

Tmported Real Action Pictures Novelty
The latest Spicy Novelty out. 25¢ coin each, or
six for $1.00. All difierent.

y CARRANO NOVELTY CO.
West Haven,

By

Dept, 125

by, your
Dreams

.You_[j_Fortune

DOES HE LOVE YOU? WILL
YOU BE LUCKY? WILL
YOU BE MARRIED SOON?
WILL YOU BE RICH?
Thousands of such ques-
tions are answered in your
dreams if you but knew
how to interpret them
rightly. How to foretell the
future; how dreams may put
you in touch with the ab-
sent or departed; explains
ream warnings to business
men, lovers, gamblers,
people engaged in hazardous work; also warning
against faithless loves, false friends, enemies,
death and disease, meaning of nightmares, etc.
Over 600 pages. Worth $10.00. Send No Money.
Simply pay postman $2.48 plus 17c postage when
he brings your big book. EDUCATOR PRESS
Dept. DB-92 19 Park Row New York

=Y

FRENCHY MODELS PHOTOS
Direct from Gay Paree. Life poses of the pret-
tiest French Girls, with beautiful forms. 12 for
$1.00 or 50 for $3.00. All different poses.
CARRANO NOVELTY CO.
DEPT. 126 WEST HAVEN, CONN.
OR SNUFF HABITH
o CuRED Or No PAY B
B i o o gt o v e
B e et SUPERBA GO. NT16 Baitimore, Md.

- French Lovers Photos @
Love scenes of French girls and fellows. Taken
from life poses. Imported direct from France,
12 for $1.00 or 50 for $3.00, all different poses,

CARRANO NOVELTY CO.
Dept. 124 West Haven, Conn,

1 ”
“TILLIE THE TOILER
New series cartoon books, “Tillie the Toiler”
and “Mutt and Jeff,” just out. Also FREE with
every order set of 12 Funny! Snappyl Peppyl
vest packetN]oke cards, everything postpaid, $1.00,

SUNSHINE, Dept. KF, Room .
ila. Pa.

26 So. 15th Street,
DISEASES No Matter'

BLOO flow Bad or Old the Case

or What's "the Cause send for FREE Booklet
about Dr. Panter’s Treatment used successfully
for over 25 years in the most severe and chronia
@ases. Write now. Dr. Panter, 179 W, W,
™ ton St., Room 423, Chicago, IlL ~

100 Ways of Kissing Girls and a PHOTO
5 TYPE of the girl that has never been

kissed. 50c, CONFESSIONS of a Bellboy, 50c.
Both books prepaid.

Wineholt Novelty House, Box C3, "/oodbine, Pa,

THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR

' Like peeps through private key-
holes is this intimate story, re-
vealed in a young girl's “secret
diary. It is the tale of her love
o life, from the early days of curi-
osity and courtship through a
glowing honeyn_'loon,_to a thrilling
: climax that will stir your blood
strangely. A new light on the
estion of birth control, A $2 seller cut to
48. Send money order or stamps, or pay on
delivery plus 20¢ postage. Sent sealed or in
plain wrapper, EDUCATOR PRESS,
Dept. BB-92 19 Park Row, New York




; BYRON

/! IN LOVE”

Lover of Women-—

Lover of Life—
Lover of Adventure—
Lover of Beauty—

All of these—rising to the heights, plunging to the
depths, cruel and tender, fickle and faithful, strong and
weak, brave and cowardly—an amazing, electric, pas-
sionate character standing above everything else for

Romantic Adventure!

HERE is the real Byron, the poet lost in impetuosity,
his febrile temperament fanned by the hot winds of
love, never at rest, never satisfied. He steps in
vividness down the intervening years, the GREAT
LOVER, flashing with brilliant wit, sensuality and
genius, 5
Handsome Fabric Leather Covers. Gold top. 256 pages.
Send cash, stamps or M. O. for $1.69 or pay postman
$1.85 on delivery.

Educator Press, 19 Park Row, N. Y., Dept, BL-92

“Inquire for Any Book You Want.”

“GREAT
LOVERS”

Exquisitely  beautiful and
fragile creatures emerge,
bound with the fragrant gar-
lands of fervent love, thorns
smong the roses, dewy tears, : /
sun-caressed perals. o

Here are immortal LOVERS, breaking through the
mists of the ages to smile at you, twine their arms
about you and show you what the Gramde Passion was
in days far removed from this work-a-day world.

PASSIONATE, GLORIOUS MEN and WOMEN tread-
ing the cmuuonal heights, ¢purred to mighty deeds of
daring and sacrifice.  These are the truly great char-
acters of great literature.

With all the aura of romance and fantasy the stories
are clothed in delightfully modern scarlet covers charm-
mg in appearance sturdy and durable. A thrilling and
gripping volume. A splendid gift volume. 256 pages.

Send cash, stamps or M. O. for $1.74 or pay Yyour
postman $1.95 on delivery.

Educator Press, 19 Park Row, N. Y., Dept. GL-92

YOU MEN PAST 40 TRY THl

All inT Weak? Lack Vigor? if
you have lost your Courage
and Grow Tired too soon:

then send at once for 11‘7 (For=
the amasing new tonic

117

mula),
FDRMUI.l overy, pep and energyback

quick, Feel hka & new man, full of red-
blooded vim and vigor, Noﬁnnz
l(Fol;r;mlgm That’s wh Bo many m
by this c 50 WO

back. Send §2.00 .tu

mmmm

€0, KF.2» 636

TILLIE THE TOILER

"\{ac & T:ll:e, are ready to

greet you wuh a L We also have
“MAGGIE & JIGGS.” Both $1.25. Don't miss
these! W. E. COFFIN, 8K Powellton Ave.,
Berlin, Maryland,

Cartoon book.

wonom'rllm plus postage

2 C:0.D.
Special pm:kagf o& 300 Also

topwithokt‘uordouﬂ

urt. .‘lrri i.l’:w epooning d’a&r erous §

guestion is answored. See" Gomud Phaa

Are You Afrald
To, Love?

as true lova come lnto ouxmllfo ~or didn't
nize it when it ca ou afraid now
he baflling, perplexing mysterles of sex relation-
ship? Are you discontented with the stupid lics
AD fu:mre ashamed answersthe world gives you in
lace of the naked, fearless truth you desiref Do
on want some safe, sane, unashamed ad ico on
gex questions? Do Em: he 'lta asking sﬂl
certain questions? llp coupon it todav
without any money and ln a few daye
peive the most startling surprise of your IIte.

Sex Secrets

et last & book has been b!lshedthnt

ithout fear or beatin tn} 512-
hook,D al::ounz 1” ﬂnmen byl?roph G e&
ntormatbn you !unt
neaa Words _are not minced “Pollte" hrases ",B:E
E:ttea—the rlnht word is used in th:iglnéu lace, "' i
con ng sec
gf Engenics; 11 . Love: 1T, u:rrssie' 1V. Childbirth;
mil{rl.ute 'Vl. Sexual Sciences VII. Diseases and Disor—
f. Health and Bj'mane 1X. Thestarr
of Life. Hm m a w of the subjects discussed:
eta of Marriage, mrny of Reprodu ve O:Eam. Mis~
akep of Bridegroom, A Newly Married th Con-
I, Reeults of Ezm&c sp 'In‘;‘ Private Words to
aidens, Rejuvenation, The Soeial vil, Sex etiam,
Aunwem to Sex Qnaatiom and scores of other intimate.
" jﬁ‘f& Nothin ica o ‘ranl i:ntd tmlomllf ot’o“ 100,
us ons. . You owe 0 yourse| “our'
ealth and hsppmeus toread this wonder!:igoo

Send-No Money

~—simply mail the coupon

Wn't send an and malil the con
illsend tge tezuf $4, DOGIft Fﬁon oft?‘snfa Gouul;:’.
by return mail, When itarrives uthe Speeial
Introductory Price of only §1. ﬁ&pl m Hixamine the

book. Then if not sat!sfied, return the book within 6daysand’
your money will berefunded. You take norisk, Soorder Nowl

. mmmmaw Hail this Coupon NQW! smuwues.
1 FRANKLIN PUBLISHING CO.,

800 N. Clark St., Dept. 4003 Chu:ago, TI1.

Please send me a copy of the $400 Gift Edition
of “Safe Counsel” in a plain wrapper marked,
“Personal.” I will pay the postman only $1 98.
, upon arrival. Although 1 am bene-
fiting by t is special offer, I may return the book.

,Pa. within 5 days, if not satisfied, and you agree

refund my money.

NamMe. veuessersessnsansssssasssnssssssssssnsassssssest
Street
or R. Foliiooas oo T

yon may be out when postman calls, send
' eash w:th.zrder Yousave postage and (.0.D.feea,

L__P(Prlu outside of U, S:—52.50 cash with m)



lale

\When the feminine takes it in her mind to be

bad, she is very bad. But in her wickedness,

‘§/ in her psychology, in her evil, she is always

p P ifascinating. This is a piquant, racy story of
scme of the famous present-day women, who
are practicing their nefarious trades in Lon- 12mo. Clothbound. Colored Jacket.

Ladies of the Underworld
s of the Beautiful and the Damned

Students of Criminology will appreci-
ate its minute attention to the slight-
est detail of their technique, a fact
which makes it no less interesting to
readers in search of thrills, 236 pages,

don, Paris, New York, Monte Carlo, Buenos Aires, Chicago, $3. Send cash, stamps or M. O., or

Palm Beach, on the broad Atlantic, and ia other centers

$3.20 on delivery.

pay
wherever money and mcrals are loose enough to permit their EDUCAT®R PRESS, 19 Park Row,

temporary operations.

New York. Dept. NL-92

Secret Confessions

Never told stories of living and loviog, thrilling book
of 50 stories, such as “‘Amours of a Marcied Man,” “'A
Disgraced Siscer,” “Io Love with Her Scepfather,*
“A Girl's Ruin,” *Still Unmarried,'”” “Nurse's Con=
fomion,'” etc. $2.00 sealed postpaid.

SUNSHINE, Dept. KF

23 So. 15th Street, Room 45, Phila., Pa.

A lsmor DRUG H&B'I‘I,
n;gﬁgﬂtmuﬁ%m
mhnbg?ogvmiww gh.win home

T —

French Beauties Photos

Life poses of the most beautiful liviug French
Girls. Their Sparkling Beauty and natural colors
ynakes them look so real, that von could almost
talk to them. 12 for $L.00 or 50 for $3.00, all
different poses. CARRANO-NOVELTY CO.,
Box 196, West Haven, Conn. Dept. 127,

Frencih Photos

“Madame Fifi,”” “Madame D’Auray,’” “Miss Frenchy,"”
*Miss Olla,’”” *Miss Cleo,”” and 20 others. All for
$1.00 Bill, Sealed.

PARK ART CO., 4162 Park Ave., New York City

TILLIE AND MAC

“Peaches & Browning,” *“Maggie & Jiggs,”
«Dumb Dora.” “Boss & Bubbles,” & photos, all
for $1. Etoile, 33 Warren St., Dept. X, N. Y.

SONGWRITERS!!!

Substantial Advance Royalties are paid on pub-
lisher’s acceptance. Write for Free Booklet om
developing ideas for song words or music reqywed
by Talking Pictures, Newcomer Associates,
1674 Broadway, New York.

FRENCH WIDOW

®Mama & Papa,” “Traveling Salesman’s Wife,"”
“When Hubby's Away,” with Frenchy Outfit for
Men. Al $1.00.

Specialty Co., Box 1429, San Francisco, Calif.

Old reliable MENSEZ never Box

failed for 20 years, Safest, surest, Plgin

most sdependable *“‘Monthly"” W

Compound. Safely relieves most Y F8Pper
obstinate cases, Radio Cu, 15 Park Row, New
Yok, Dept. KFs

Ladies — Quick Relief Large $1.5_0

Epe~—Men wise tothe BEST d:m;md gu:od.r.-l—d
: LAND-GLAD!

R'The pure, wholesome gland food that
{overcomes weakness, gives QUICK ani«
. {mation, strength and vigor. If failing,
Dr. PI ‘Gladden Your Glands, rejuvenate—get
7. PlU8 'G] AND-GLAD, health, pep, lingering
satisfaction. Order mow, 32 brings box of 36
capsules: C.O.D. $219. Money-back guarantee,
Pureplus Remedies, Ltd. Box 377KF, Tulsa, Okla,

roR WOMEN onLY

Why worry about delayed periods from unnatural
causes? (et Quick Results using FEMINESE—
Liquid-Tablet Relief. Used by doctors. Moves
cases long overdue, Pleasaur, safe, no inter=
ference any duties. Sealed gunaranteed treat-
ment $2.95. Pustage if C.OD. lllustrated Foider
Free with order. PETONE CO., Dept. 3KF,
St. Louis, Mo.

MONTHLY PAINS-

Ra

and discomforts of menstruation quicks
ly disappear with a SEEQIT Tablee
and a swallow of water.

SEEQIT is harmless and not habie
forming. ENDORSED by DOCTORS,
$1.00 (3 to 6 months supply)
Send 10c for Trial Package

SEEQIT Corporation, Suite 3703
119 W. 57th St., New York, N. Y.

S‘THRILLING KISSES *’

: and many other fascinating se-

= creis of love-making explained in

:n‘ “How to Make Love.” How to

] % overcome bashfulness, coldness,

Aoy girlish reserve. low to put the

," A0 B . question. Instructions for bride

AL and groom, etc. Priceless te all

who would succeed with the other sex— 5Slc.

“How to Write Love Letters,” with many suc-

cessful examples, 50c. Both for $1. Send cash,

stamps or M.O. Educator Press, 19 Park Row,
New York, Dept. LM-92.

NAUGHTY TILLIE

Not a Cartoon book! Someching diffecent for MEN{

Just imported! “FULL-OF-PEP'* makes a big hit with

the boys! Sample $1.00 postpaid sealed. Ic's real.
SUNSHINE, Dept. KF, Room 45

26 So. 15th Street Phila., Pa,

Intimate Facts which sex books do nog
even presume to discuss are plainl%
told in Swain’s *Dicticnary of Advice.”

- Creates a new kind of married love,
Indispensable for the unmarried. Explains secrets
of sex attraction, how to win and hold love, dan-

ers of petting, advice to lovelorn, how 10 restore
ove, intimate secrets of married blisg, advice to
a bride, etc. Answers a thousand "questions,
Send %1 cash, stamps or M O EDUCATOR
PRESS, 19 Park Row, New Ywuik, Dept. S5:9%




This New EasyWay

z learn n.ll tho modern dances— £
l‘lsﬂ#“tm Black Bot alencia, Can- %8
gory nch Tazrx:" g P uis Hop, Lateat
o, Fox s eanily
ki ol ol
nmcﬁn'?a'cm’.imlg 28 A- B-E” No music oF
] er T 0l -
rune Wl?:qnew mulm E]in un:nn;
ida. Same ecotiraa o 3
eoet 320 if taken p nt.ul? "

Send No Mon_ey '3

Just pend your name and address,
ip the complete course—323
na—witheut

Let @3 find the Book you wane. Weite w9 for gay
book in print, any subject, any author, any publisher.
Give us as much information as posuble, end we will
tell you whether it can bad, et what price,

tyle of binding, etec.
Address, The </o Educator Press,
Dept. 92

19 Park Row, New Yok
?=SEX/= LOVE 7= SEX”:

vealed

(1 ey e
vice. Dr.Cowan’s
SBIENI:E OF A NEW LIFE.”

tal! ]
A

i

* Ogilvie PI.lb. Co. 57 Rose St. New York Dept. 27

SEX-LOVE ?-w

positively
guarantea
great
Successfnl
® “Relief”

Compound.

Safely relieves some of the longest, most obsti-

nate, abnormal cases in 3 to 5 days. No harm,

ain or interference with work. Mail $2.00;

ouble Strength £3.00. Booklet Free, Write today.

DR. “A. W. SOUTHINGTON REMEDY CO.
BIG DIRECTORY WITH DES-

Kansas City, Mo.
ptions and photos, mailed in

MARRY am wrafger. for ten cents.

Bonafide Co., Dept. 54, Kansas City, Mo.

Mailed that Goup
He was an'
1822 (lerk~

After oompleﬁng the
course he wrote us:

Yours is the finest
%ome ever presented for the

‘enor Banjo, Before I enroll=
ed with you, I knew nothing
whatever about musie. Iw r:l

Playfor an or £ ?‘m weskly ek
$5'u : E avear had come. ItDoEu?thecoum

just forfun. But'here I
%ahh‘?ee?(m ﬁm playing inone of the beatag‘:

playing at $5, §10, §150r more chestragin Western Mic!
Snlhe

end making !
nk L}‘%{,.‘??ni,",“n";?;‘;g Your course and your kind

three 000 tion have mademe s
mnris - og%lgom at Pro ToLe ‘aronalm‘rﬁnor Banjo=
home to play this marvelous, e Ho el:u- cﬂaﬂﬂ

odious instrument with a
Bae, casy skill that willmake You Get Phol!o‘l‘lp.
Records, too w

s1:I:|a envy of all ntltagg [ g
muimeso! your hga iF ivau E&g_s ”ég“f;’“;’;li'iﬁfm” te
e

an opportunity ki ou on a phonograph
tol earnatslightcostand Lonhearcheinstrues

with no inconvenience at all ¢op7g playing just as

the world" smoet puﬁﬂhr in= though he were

stroment. W to
learn more nhout. The Play- Hﬂ““, o%r:;?:.

Wae—-thc quickost. t, different,inters
‘ﬂm mu:ren L~
onal lmweas. |

FREE Book

»Tells How

oy 1?;' Populsity and B
0]

“ !.eag all about our

e method of tmmng,

at home; about the bisr.

i’hon
eord.e and utﬁt n% we send
along with your very
nlaﬂgu nd b?'mm'mp'
an nym
Gef Bhis FRER

uweonponwhile e
‘ore your eyes |

Get Big Free Book

§ A.F. Bloch, Presid

8 New York Aicademy of Music,

§ Studie 19049, :uo Fifth Avenua,

l New York City.

Bend me the book that started MeCarty:
No obligation whatsoever on my part,

' understand.

I
A.ddruaa

L----_-- C L L L 1 -1 ¢ 1 J

t's here

EORTUNE TrLLING CARDS ¢

The world-famous fortune telier,
Madame Le Normand’'s own secret
system and deck of cards in colors,
now so arranged that anyone know-
ing the key may read them at a
glance. “Tell Fortunes” at parties,

: bazaars, or at home for your own
quiet amusement. Send check, cash, stamps og
M. O. for $1.00 (or pay postman $1.15 on delivery).

Educator Fress, 19 Park Row, New lwk-Der.t-C'B




. Honest Values
Honest Merchandise
Honest Prices
is our slogan.
Compare our prices and you
. will be astonished at our
Bargains.

SEND NO MONEY

22 Cal. SIX SHOT $A499 No Deposit Required
BLANK AUTOMATIC Pay on Delivery
With box of 100 Cartridges Free Flil I caibon toddy
Y 1 ] hi e 2
R D ela Hieh pawer pus abaoltely BUY FROM US AND
gafe and h-lnirlﬁllh T?!'él}n:!'ltllj:ill.(numﬁﬁ:'n:s\:lﬂlsf; SAVE MONEY.
i:ftcglfsﬂﬁmion.bun‘m?;\llivc finish, ﬁ'rn.hb REMEMBER OUR GOODS

ARE ALLEGUARANTEED.

and every other detall cept that it fires @

plank cartridges only. Handy for self-defense,§
10 Kt. Solid 75
Gold Emblem $2
Ring of All

frightens tramps, scares away dogs, he
in the house—i reul home proteefor
the daoger of keeping dangerous fire
Play a practical joke on your friends, 1deal at festl-
Fraternal Orders
You can have this ring at
our new cut price ln any
of the followlng emblems:

vals, fales, plenies, ourings, camping, hll\i'. outdeor No Permit
Masonie, Odd Fellows,

cartridges. Checkered Grip,  Box of 100 cartridges free R 1 ed
wiuh euch automatie. Convenlent pocket gize. Send equu’
No Momey., Pay on delivery $a.99 plus express

charges. Lill in coupon below.

sports, ete.. ete, Blue steel, case hardened frame, a

dupl icate of Internationally famous G erman aut omautie, or
Knights of Columbus,
Elks, Eagles, Hinights of

Makea powerful loud report, Hus six shot magazine .
that ean be refoaded instantly. Uses standard blank License
Pistol Shape JPythias, “Moose,  Modern

i e Case $ All same price. /A
Clgerstis Ca Jenkins $ 98 . 7/ “Guaranteed 10 e, Soild Gold
i rtistically des and en=
Clgarette_ grﬁ\'el:{] el 1: n o an rlllby
i ackground. State size,
nghter ::"Pllllgflll Lul(mr-,v, Pay on

Pistol WEL, PGSR\ Gelivery. bill'in coupou,

Fool
Your

Triends 3
with this The new= :

velt J ‘h"uli" est thingin Jf D
ette case, Looks in are 8
every way like o real cigar French M $ 97
:Lulunml:(‘,l 1‘ﬁulltri = fi ‘L:'e?s" Biispel “Lucky’’

er and 11 ¥ T glhiters.

Be (1 i 08 ODen Art Photo

showing & pachage of o look like &
your I:\\'{JF;"' {ikar- | small vest-pocket
ettes, Made of light 3,

welght metal in blue gun.  Pull the
steel fnish. SkND NO | trigger—the pistol opens and

' MONEY. Pu.'. on delivery. 1111 lights with a rich flame, Bulll to
in coupon below. retail at £5.00. Our introductory
offer $1.98. Nlckel or gun-meial

View Ring

Famous “aetress' yiews,
Most sensational and
Set wiih world's
Ao reproduction
diznmond with” the blue-
gwhite sparkle of a $500

flulsh, SEND NO MONEY.
Pay on delivery. — Fill lo
coupon.

dismond. Besldes, shank
has view of Fiench ae-
tresses seen through
strong mavnifving glass,
14 Kt sulid gold effect
mounting, =end No
Muoney. Pay on delivery.
JHL o coupon below.

Atlast! A new @
process I8 discov-
ered, The result
—we challenge
experts  to _tell
these from $H00
Diamonds! Liv-
Ing fire playsover
thelr dlamond-
cut faceis—daz-
zling, sparkliug,

gelntillatiog!
“Cholce of Six Target SI°4
Rings $1.98 each. Practice

When shown AirAutomatic

recently In New
York City these
new Jenklog Dia-
monds ereaied 8 |
sensatlon,  You,
too, will be
thrliled!  Instant
beawuty  for the
hunds!
GIRTIS?}?
MEN! Do not B
e Jenkiog
Ciems with ordl-
nary “lmita-
tloos, "™ Ivery
slone set In fu-
mous DEAU=
VILLE mount=-
gy guaranieed

With Box of Ammunition Free
The New lmproved Alr Pistol. No perinlt required,
Fodorsed by Platol Experts a8 a truly—reliable—
securate—hard bitting pistol.  Exeellent for huuting small
gume, bieds, rabbits, ete. The ideal nutomatic fur turget
practice. Become 8 goud murksman jo shore thioe at very
little expense,  Shouls lead p:-lku distauce of 40 feel with
securate precision,

A wonderful weapon for Home protection—without the usual
danger of having firearms around. Ammunition eosts next to
nutbiug—Bullt sod looks like 4 real Plstol— Usually sold all over
fur $15.00—order today—Save mouey. Send no woney. Pay ou
delivery $5.34 and express charges, il lu conpou below.

S s s = ==T'eair off thia COUPON and ma|l== == == == == == ===
THE JENKINS CORPORATION, Dept, 0R296 621 Brondway, New York, N. Y,
Gentlemen: Kindly ship me O, 0. D, e followlog sadvertised articles (check
articles desired):

20 yeurs. ..8ix ghot, Blank Automatle. ........ $4.99 .., Miscellaneous Rings
SEND NO ) Iarget Practlee Alr Automatle. .. .. $5.34 Specify slze uud kind de-
MONEY! Pistul shape clgaretie case. . . $1.79 gired. . . 3
Just E,_l_... post- [ ... .Jenkius Clgarette Lighter Plstol. ... $1.98 wes .
JHENT s, Name..,.., ' B T R T LT TN R Y sanne

Order by num-

ber. Riogs No 3 §
fod 6 can be had
fu MEN'S style,

BUPBEL. vo v nannnsinnansbssansanasnssnssssssssasiassss s imissnassnsssses
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Line up with this big selliag proposidon while-
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FULLTIME!

|
Mills offers

ME
,@P\No tl‘IEN
0 pportunity

ND IN ADDITION supplies
you with the means by which you
will achieve immediate and con-
tinuous returns in cash!

This offer is pis ted —it can,
exaggeration go on record as a Guarantee

...and,as such,extends itself to you, every
man and woman, regardless of your age,
your experience or your present employ-
ment — provided you possess that world.
moving desire to make more money, and
make it easily, happily, honestly!

Share, at once, the Success of a
NationallyKnownBusiness

guarantee comes from a thoroughly
P ibl y—a gnized manu-
facturing factor in the direct-to-wearer field
—a financially dominant leader. You can

P i fid in this organizati Tes .

uality products are respected. Beyond the satisfaction
that will come to you thru an immediate increase in your
cash income you will be proud of your Carltonian iden-
ciry. 1t mssures a ﬁn’ future for you as well as a
prosperous present! What you earn and build are youn/

. * i
Full Tlme]if;fﬂi. Spare Time\elcaned
Carlton Mills g you
Justify your full time but g
your spare hours. Eutrz;:'inute means money. You work
with Ambition as your and your success is dependent
only upon your willing forge ahead hing more,
Does so unselfish a proposal interest you? If you'll fus
pish the i ive, that self benefiting push, Carlton Mills

a propositl lbi’;!mmghto
20 el

desirsble, d B
are still open for sssignment. Give full particulars
caticass WRITE TODAY!

(Earlttm Mills, inc,

MANUFACTURER ~ DIRECT TO WEARER

ll FIFTH AVENUE ~NEW YORK
LR, Fimmmmrmme s ans e e T e s ms s s s === <]

EASY HOURS
PLEASANT WORK

NO EXPERIENCE
NECESSARY~NO
CAPITAL REQUIRED

STEADY
INCOME

NO SIACK SEASON
YEAR'ROUND
Ithout BUSINESS

will furnish, absolutely free, everything yon
need for the start and accept your ambitlon
as a receipt in full. There'll not be a mo-
ment lost.

Your Profit Making resalts
from Easy Order Writing

Thru you, Carlton Mills goes direct to the
r with an inc bl peti

tion-proof line of Men's Shirts, Neckwear,

Underwear. .. 100% complete!

When you see your elaborate ssmple
book (the coupon brings it) with actual
fabrics and full derails, you'll understand
why the winning of orders becomes only
matterof showing the Carlton sample book.

The Carlton proposition sparkles with
opportunity. You'll find it so—and you'll
instantly concede that it is worthy of best
endeavor full or spare time . .. Solet’s gol

Complete Sample OQutfit Furnished FREE

Meet and recognl:: your opportunity. Carlton Mills is

‘sincerely i in your ambition — proof of which

les in the fact that by return mail we will furnish you

tha v ple equip bsolutely free! Wo
want to feel that your signature on the coupon backs u
a sincere desire on your part to make good for voumﬂ'
and with Carlton.

Act via the Coupon—Today!...Quick action quickens
the results and you've Carlton’s guarantee that these re«
sults will be highly profitable to you!

Fillout and Mail the Coupon—just below

r——-—------------—_—-v

Carl E. Mandel, Pres.
CARLTON MILLS, Ine.
114 Fifth Avenue, New York

“Dear Mr. Mandel

vl Hee

Dept. 530L

Supply me with The CarltonLine, the
means by which I can secure immedi«
ate and continued results in cash.

Address

Ciry. Seate.

e



THE BOOK THAT ZEALOUS REFORMERS ONCE BURNED IN PUBLIC

RRIBLE! IMMORAL!
SHOCKING!"
SAY BLUE NOSED REFORMERS

NOW..Decide_for
Yourself Whether

. DELIGHTFUL,
FASCINATING|
WORTH-WHILE

SAY LITERARY CRITICS
AND CONNOISSEURS |

THE GREAT'DECAMERON"
Should Be Banned and Censored

U'LL never Jmow life until you've read
greatest 'of all forbidden books!
You'll never know how utterly stark
and vivid a picture of human passions can
painted in words until }rou’vu feasted on
the most fascinating tales from the greatest
of all true-to-life books —the immortal
Decameron by Boccacciol

No Longer Padlocked!

Perhaga no other book ever written has
had such an amazing history. Written in so
vigorous a style as to be actually startling,
it has long been a storm center of fierce
mtrwerl{; and even persecution. Critics
and the haute-monde bhave acclaimed it
with unstinted praise for its sparkling
vividness and subject matter—while prud-
Ish zealots and annical reformers, axha?t

at the utter frankness with which B
exposed human life and love in the raw,
resorted to every possible means to keep
this masterpicce from general circulation.
At one time they actually went so far as to
gather all the available copies and have
them publicly burned!

But all that was yesterday. Today - the
thrill that awaits ‘the reader within the
lowing pages of Decameron Tales is no
onger denied you. This is the age of reason
—and the rless word-artistry of genial
old Boccaccio has come into its own at last!
+ » «» Now, for a short time ¥, you can
inspect these great examples of realistic
writing in your own home for five days,
without obligation!

Thrill Upon Thrill: Awaits You!

Between [u';r;u, the supreme sensation
of a lifetime of reading awaits you. Before
your very eyes is unfolded the glittering
pageantry of a golden age now vanished—
an age when passion, intrigue and high-

romance held full sway. Past you,
in a breath-taking parade, sweep some of
the most beautiful, yet unprincipled, women
of all time whose i fasci
tion fired men's blood and even altered the
fates of empires. Here you will find tales
of scarlet days, when a robust world drank
of life and love to its very dregs!

Few writers have ever dared to write so
intimately of the frailities to which the
flesh is heir. But the flaming pen of
Giovanni Boccaccio knew no restraint. So-
phisticated and fearless to the ultimate

gree, his stories are not only brilliant
fiction of the most gripping variety—but
also the most illuminating record of life in
fourteenth-century Italy ever penned. Hardly
& detail of these stirring times escaped his

READ!

— how n certain noble lady
slipped into her husband's
chamber by stealth, and
changed places with hix mis=
tress in order to win back his
love!

—how n tiny mole on n wo=-
man’s breast, condemned her
to death and wrecked three
lives!

—how clandestine love in the
kitchen turned' the baron's
dinner into a fiasco, and the
near-tragedy which followed!
—how the Duke of Crete paid
for n night’s pleasure in
human coin!

ever-watchful eye—and what he saw, he
wrote, without hesitation or fear!

A Literary Treasure-House

Rich in fascinating plot, tense with action
and vibrant with human passion—the De-
cameron has furnished plots for the world's
greatest masters literature. fellow,
Keats, Dryden, Chaucer, and even the great
Shab e himself ht these immortal
pages for inspiration. In no other volume
are the morals and customs of Italy of the
fourteenth century so graphically laid be-
fore you—the way people lived, the hovels

and palaces they dwelt In, the fantastlt
Elaasurta they indulged in—all are told with
oth wit and pathos that are indescribable.
Thus the stories not only amuse and enter-
tain, but i a landmark of li
which must not be passed over if you
would broaden your vision—make yourself
truly cultured.

SEND NO MONEY
5 DAYS' FREE TRIAL

And now we are enabled to offer you thesk
great classics—thirty-five of the best stories
from the famous Decameron—for the amaz-
ingly low sum of only §1.98! Send no money
—just fill out and mail the coupon below.
When the package arrives pay the postman
§1.98, Elun few cents postage. Inspect this
great book for five days, then if you are not
delighted return it and your money will be
refunded. il the coupon this instant bes
fore this low price offer is withdrawn!

FRANKLIN PUBLISHING CO.
800 N. Clark St., Dept: G-290 Chicago

Franklin Publishing Co,
800 N. Clark St., Dept. G-290
Chicago

Please send me a_copy of The Taies
from the Immortal Decameron by Boc-
caccio. © When package arrives I will
pay postman only $1.98, plus few cents
postage, f not delighted, I am at
liberty to return the volume within five
days and my money will be refunded.

Name...voininnnennsnns CYSR R ~eruas v
Address. coiiis irninmrenssrasibens mssunsie
CEBY caveprasnns g State..........

If you may be out when the postman
calls, enclose $2 with this coupon and we
will pay all delivery charges. Customers
outside U, S, must send cash with order;
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