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A Beautiful Study in Lighting

even if you don’t concede it to be a fair 
study of femininity: It’s really a style- 
undie photo, and the girls who make these 

photos for the trade go down to posterity 
unknown. No, we don’t know her name. 
She was snapped in a commercial studio by 

Underwood and Underwood Photo.
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THE icy, February night wind
whirled the fine, powdery snow in 
miniature spiral vortexes along the 

concrete sidewalk in front of the Tarle­
ton hotel. A few lone pedestrians, coat 
collars turned up against the sub-zero 
temperature, walked backwards against 
the wintry blast that carried the tang of 
the salty Atlantic in its freezing bitter­
ness.

The huge, uniformed doorman hugged 
the slight shelter of the ornate Corinthian 
columns at the side of the portico; suavely 
polite to all outward appearances, yet in­
wardly cursing the management that com­
pelled him to brave this unaccustomed 
weather—curses too bitter to even allow 
him to notice the two girls standing, and 
talking animatedly, in front of the re­
volving doors. They were not “carriage 
trade,” anyone could have seen that at a 
glance. Their cheap, fur trimmed coats 
covered finery all too gaudy for the smug 
respectability of Tarleton patrons.

A loose, outer page of the Boston Tran­
script, caught in one of the freezing ed­
dies, raced towards them, dodging uncer­
tainly from side to side and ending in a 
tight embrace of one of the silk clothed 
legs.

“Damn” its owner muttered, between 
lips that were blue beneath the rouge. 
“C’mon .... let’s make a dive for it!”

“Nix .... wait.” the other cautioned 
in a hissing whisper. “His nibs ’ll grab 
you ’fore you get half through that turn­
stile!” And aloud in a voice meant for 
other ears: “I saw Mabel Cabot the other 
day. She has the sweetest new Packard 
roadster you ever saw .... orange and 
green .... and . . . .”

An impressively black limousine 
whirled around the corner, sending the 
drifted snow in blinding clouds which 
were immediately captured by those min­
iature whirlwinds and whisked away. The 
doorman stirred, stamped his cramped

(Continued to page 4)
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“My word!” ejaculates 
Count Onme, “won’t one 
of you seventeen gents 
kindly get away from that 
new 1931 10-Story Girl 
Photo Revue for a minute 
and let me have another 
look at that bally picture 
on page five?”

(.Continued from page 2) 
feet and, as the automobile drew up to 
the curb, started forward. He paused for 
a second as he passed the girls and, with 
a disgusted gesture, ordered; “G’wan! 
Beat it, you .... you street walkers!”

The younger one tugged at the other’s 
arm. “Let’s go, Ann,” she begged, plain­
tively. The older girl shook her head em­
phatically. “Nix .... I’m cold! It’s 
warm in there. Wait ’till the big knob 
twister gets his hooks on that limmy 
door .... he won’t remember us for 
thinkin’ of the dollar tip he hopes to get. 
Now .... his back’s turned .... hus­
tle !”

Inside, a gentle warmth, tinged with 
the somewhat stagnant odor of tobacco 
smoke, met them. They loosened their 
coats, shaking the fine snow particles 
from the tawdry fur and stamped the 
caked snow from high heeled shoes.

The small entry foyer was deserted. A 
long, wide, carpeted hall led to the hotel 
lobby, and, on each side of this “Peacock 
Alley,” huge arm chairs and comfortable 
divans invited temptingly.

Half way down this hall, Ann stopped 
and dropped into an empty seat, tired but 

not too exhausted to cross her legs care­
fully, and arrange her coat to flare open, 
inviting attention to a well shaped knee 
peeping forth from below the hem of her 
brilliantly colored dress.

The younger girl slouched down, 
dumbly. There was a haunted, scared 
look in the thin but rather pretty face, 
a face that was not improved by the in­
discriminate use of make-up she affected. 
She was a newcomer in her profession, 
one could see that readily; one easily dis­
couraged, probably already disgusted 
with the life and not hardened to its 
grim realities.

She did not exhibit her lower limbs— 
darned runs prevented even had she had 
the desire to do so.

“Buck up, Kit,” Ann said. “We gotta 
talk and pretend we b’long here or we’ll 
get the bum’s rush out!”

“But .... I’m tired. Gawd, I wisht 
I was home!”

“Yea? Alone, I suppose?”
“You’re darned right.”
“How you goin’ to eat? Aw .... 

you make me sick!”
“And these Johns make me sick! Hag­

gle and bargain and tryin’ to get a few 
free paws .... feelin’ you over as if they 
was buyin’ a dog! Gawd, I hate ’em!”

“Well, kiddo .... you shoulda thought 
of that before now .... here comes a 
likely prospect .... perk up!”

Ann turned and smiled slightly, ex­
pertly, as a well dressed man of middle 
age strolled past. The younger girl 
watched disgustedly, but also had to 
smile as the intended prey, unconscious 
of their scrutiny, continued on.

“Stung!” Kit whispered. “You can’t 
make ’em here .... too high toned!”

“Can’t, eh? You just wait. Did I tell 
you of the John I got here last week?” 
She turned an animated face toward her 
companion. “He . . ”
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“Yes,” tiredly. “You told me twicet 
already.”

“Yea? Well, we gotta keep talkin’ so 
I might as well tell it again .... if you 
see any Johns ’at look good, stop me.” 
Unconsciously, a rouge stained powder 
puff appeared and dabbed accompaniment 
to the words.

“Yep. I got him right here and he was 
a detective, too. Friend of the head house 
dick, and stayin’ here while waitin’ for a 
job .... they was goin’ to fire the house 
dick’s assistant.”

Kit stifled a yawn. “Gawd,” she 
thought, “Why does everyone have to 
talk shop? You get a broker, he talks 
stocks .... a lawyer, he spouts about 
courts .... and Ann .... aw, hell!”

But the other girl was launched on her 
story. “Yep, he was a swell guy, too. 
Had a room on the sixth floor .... tiled 
bath and everything. I got by the ele­
vator boy O.K., but that damn nosey 
floor clerk smelled a rat and she sent the 
house dick around.” Ann paused and 
looked at her companion disgustedly. 
“Say, you! At least let on your listenin'! 
You got a face like a Columbus avenue 
chambermaid! You . . . .”

“Aw .... lemme alone!”
“Yea .... and get thrown out with 

you? Nix! Wake up ... . here comes 
a porter!

Kit straightened up at that. The wel­
come warmth was beginning to penetrate 
her chilled, undernourished and abused 
body. It was comfortable here, while, out­
side, the blizzard still raged. Also, por­
ters had a habit of sensing unwelcome 
visitors! So, with an effort she smiled 
tiredly and said; “Yes, yes. ... go on, 
Ann.”

“Well, I hadn’t gotten much more’n 
acquainted when a rap comes on the 
door. Say .... I most died! But Harry 
he laughs and opens up. ’Twas the head 

dick! He comes in and has a drink with 
us, but he wouldn’t loosen up. ‘I has to 
get out,’ he says. The floor clerk had 
phoned the manager, and, if Harry 
wanted the job, I’d have to get. Harry, 
he slips me a dollar and says he’ll see me 
again some place—that’s what I call a 
real guy! Now .... why, what’s eatin’ 
you .... you look pale as a ghost!”

“That porter’s talkin’ to the desk clerk,” 
Kit said. “He gave one look at us while 
he was emptyin’ that ash tray, and then 
he beat it before finishin’ his job. I’m 
scared!”

“Aw .... forget it! They don’t do 
no more’n they have to ... . you’re get- 
tin’ skittish!” The older girl rearranged 
her clothing however, concealing a little 
more of her silken clad limbs.

Kit continued to stare down the long 
expanse of hall, dazedly, as if fearing 
what an unkind fate had in store. “Now 
the clerk’s talkin’ to a guy in a derby 
and pointin’ this way .... C’mon, Ann 
.... I wanta go!”

The other girl leaned forward and 
looked in the direction of the office. Then 
she laughed happily. “We’re all set, kid 

A little snapshot of Su- 
zette, the beauty parlor 
girl, giving an Avenue 
Arab a finger wave. If 
you’d like to see more of 
Suzette, friends, without 
spending ten bucks for a 
manicure, grab a copy of 
the new 1931 10-Story Girl 
Photo Revue.
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. . . . it’s Harry! He got his job, I guess. 
See .... ain’t he handsome? Mebbe 
he’s got a friend for you, Kit .... Oh, 
hello, Harry .... meet my friend, Kitty 
Darling .... she’s .... why! . . . . 
what’s the matter?”

“You bums gotta beat it!” the man an­
swered gruffly. “This ain’t a joint and 
you two dames aren’t wanted!’’

The girls stood up, one, rather shame­
facedly sidling toward the entrance, the 
other brazenly giving vent to her char­
acteristic temper. “Oh! .... so that’s it 
. . . . high hat now, eh? ... . feel your 
oats, don’t you? Well, let me tell you 
somethin’ big boy .... if I ever . . . . 
quit your pushin’. . . . I’m goin’, ain’t I? 
if I ever see . . . .”

The rest of the words were lost to the 
interested listeners in Peacock Alley as 
the revolving door swung around. As the 
outer half turned inward, a slight draft 
of chilled air entered, causing the house 
detective to shiver involuntarily as he 
turned away and, with a complacent 
smile, walked toward the lobby.

Outside, the wind whistled in an ever 
increasing cadence, and the almost de­
serted streets were a picture of lonesome­
ness and desolation. The doorman 
stamped his feet mechanically and 
watched the small, conical vortexes of 
snow rush past.

“It's a hell of a night to have to earn 
your living out in this cold!” he muttered 
complainingly.

And a Couple Extra Pads of Prescriptions
Mr. and Mrs. Glen Vance entertained a party 

of 16 friends from Akron at a Hallowe’en dance 
Tuesday evening. There were five doctors in the 
group, friends of their brother, Dr. Dan Fessler. 
Several came flashed and most of them were in 
costume. A good time was had by all.

—Item in The Medina (Ohio) Sentinel.



A Ziegfeld Beauty

and her name is Elsi Behrens. Doubtlessly the photographer spent six hours draping his 
studio for this photo!

Underwood and Underwood Photo.



If I were to commence this story by 
saying that Mrs. Blissful had beautiful eyes, 
you would probably pass it over, as being 
“only another love story.” Yet this is not a 
love story at all. In fact, Man only appears 
in it as an adjunct—one of the necessaries 
of life, it might be said. I stress the beauty 
of Mrs. Blissful’s eyes merely because, 
if you had passed her as she stood at the end 
of her Street you would probably never have 
noticed them, your attention being entirely 
claimed by her large, ungainly figure, her 
long voluminous skirt, and the immense 
checked shawl which she had drawn around 
her shoulders. Yet her eyes had lured men 
to Hell.

The Street of her abode was one which 
artists loved to paint—but would have hated 
to live in. It was composed of straight, un­
interesting houses built of bricks which had 
once been red, and was rather a short cul- 
de-sac, off the main street of the City. At 
the far end it was bounded by a low brick 
wall, and its interest, from the artists’ point 
of view, lay in the fact that over this wall 
rose, first, the trellisings of an utterly un­
romantic gasometer, and above and beyond 
that, towering upon its hill, the silhouette of 
the new and half-built cathedral.

If you wish to see the Street at its best, 
you must go to the Impressionist Exhibition 
held by Maudslay Young, where you will 
find his masterpiece, “The City,” in oils. It 
represents a grey street, illumined by two 
rickety oil lamps, one at each end of the 
street on opposite sides, and in the pool of 
light dropped by one of the lamps a group 
of women in varied colors is shown sitting 
or standing on and around the steps of one 
of the houses. The imagination of the 
viewer is caught, and the balance of light 
and shade in this picture is well maintained, 
by the bulky masses of the gasometer and 
the cathedral looming blackly in the center 
distance and fading mistily away into in­
finity.

The Street has been painted, etched, and 
sketched, until it is world-famous; yet I 
doubt very much whether one in a thousand 
of the people who have admired it in Art 
know where it is in reality, or would see any 
beauty in it if they did.

* * *
Mrs. Blissful sat on her steps half-way 

down the Street, watching, with half-closed 
eyes, a little procession of women which 
ascended the steps of the house under the 

(.Continued to page 11)





All Ready to Take a Dive
(no doubt back into her dressing room the moment the photographer has snapped the 
picture.} Her name is Dorothy Jordan, but you guessed that.

Herbert Photo.
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{Continued from page 8) 

lamp opposite. There had been trouble in 
the house with the lamp. The Street echoed 
with it. Groups of women stood or sat, 
some laughing openly, others pitying. Mrs. 
Blissful alone sat silent, and as she watched 
the years rolled backwards through her 
mind.

* * *

Backwards, to a summer evening in 1916. 
Mrs. Blissful and her crony, Mrs. Mason, 
stood at the end of the Street, hatless, wear­
ing clean aprons, with their shawls worn 
loosely around them. Mrs. Mason had jet 
black eyes, black hair, and highly colored 
cheeks. She looked, and was, the type of 
woman that Mrs. Blissful too was, but did 
not look to be. According to rumor, they 
both had husbands—somewhere—no one but 
themselves knew where, if indeed they knew 
themselves. The children which, in the day 
time, played about the Street, bore various 
surnames according to their male parentage 
—not in itself of course a strictly legal pro­
ceeding, but who cares about a trifle like 
that?

Two soldiers passed, and the women 
halted for the merest fraction in their con­
versation. Mrs. Blissful smiled, and her 
gentle eyes looked wistful. “Home on 
leave?” she queried. “Yes!” The men 
stopped, obviously glad of something to 
break the monotony of their walk.

“It is good of you to speak to us!” said 
one of them, some twenty minutes later, 
“Some women are that queer!”

“Oh, well, of course,” said Mrs. Blissful, 
smoothing her apron with work-soiled hands, 
“We should not dream of speaking to any­
body in ordinary times, but soldiers are dif­
ferent. It is only kind to take a bit of in­
terest in them, especially when our own 
chaps are out at the Front. I’m sure,” she 
continued sententiously, “I’d be thankful to 
anybody who’d do the boss a kindness. What 

about coming in and having a bite of sup­
per?”

“Can you manage it, what with rationing 
and all ?”

“Oh: we’ll find a snack somewhere. We 
manage to sneak a bit in sometimes, don’t 
we, Lizzie? Know a grocer who does us a 
good turn now and again.”

The men turned in. Mrs. Blissful pro­
duced food, beer, and still more beer.

“By jove, missis, you’re a wonder, you 
are!”

Mrs. Blissful smiled; she knew that 
already. A little later:

“You’re looking right tired,” she sug­
gested, “Why not lie down on’t couch, whilst 
Lizzie and me tidies up’t supper things? 
There’s another couch in’t sitting-room 
where you can go and lay, me boy” she con­
tinued, turning to the younger man.

They were heavy with the beer, and were 
only too glad to fall in with the suggestion.

An hour later, each man half-awakened 
to find a woman shaking him vigorously. 
“Wake up, man! It’s nearly time for you to 
be at the barracks!” Sleepy and only half­
comprehending, the men obeyed, and the 
women escorted them to the end of the 
Street, wishing them “Good Luck” with 
much hilarity.

When they reached the house once more, 
Mrs. Blissful took down a vase from the 
mantlepiece. “How much ?” asked Mrs. 
Mason, as the other emptied the contents on 
to the table. “About four pound ten,” said 
Mrs. Blissful, counting.

“Ah, well! It’s not a fortune, but it’ll 
keep us going for a bit.”

“Aye! And there’ll probably be some more 
tomorrow—only we must watch the same 
ones don’t come by again.”

“Oh, well: If they do, we’ve never seen 
them afore. We’ve only to call the bobby 
down if they annoy us. He’ll shift them on 
fast enough. Anyway, by the time they get
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You’ll stick close to this, too, friends, when you see the original model in the 
new 10-Story Girl Photo Revue. This cutie appeared in 10-Story Book some months 
ago, and in the 100-Girl Photo Revue now on the stands, you’ll see her actual photo.

ful reminiscently, as she sat on her step, “I 
got a bit of money put by then. Got run 
in once or twice at Dale Street for treating 
the men to beer, but what odds about that? 
It was worth it. A hundred pounds put by 

back tonight they’ll be that heady they won’t 
know where they’ve been!”

* * * *

“Those were the days,” said Mrs. Bliss­
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i’t co-op I have, that nobody knows a thing 
about.”

♦ * *
Backwards to the summer of 1920. The 

War had been so long over that soldiers with 
money loose in their pockets were hard to 
find. Mrs. Blissful was virtuously living 
in the Street as Mrs. Kane. Strictly speak­
ing, she was not legally entitled to the name.

Lizzie Mason had departed. Her de­
parture had been precipitous, owing to the 
fact that Mrs. Blissful had caught her in 
the act of trying to empty the vase for her­
self. On a previous occasion the vase had 
been found empty, and Lizzie Mason had 
been the one to suggest that “Somebody 
must have been in and pinched it” during 
their brief absence down the Street.

Mr. Kane was a quiet, nondescript man, 
so devoid of any appearance of distinction, 
intellect, vice, virtue, or even desire, that 
it would be difficult for an outsider to judge 
what he found in life. Presumably, in spite 
of appearances, he knew desire, for he lived 
with Mrs. Blissful for two years. It was a 
pastoral—with interludes; and at the end of 
approximately the thirtieth interlude he 
walked out of the house, never to return.

Followed a period of sorts, when Mrs. 
Blissful was literally “All things to all men.” 
She washed for the vicar’s wife, an intro­
duction to whom she secured through her 
eldest girl, now in the vicar’s wife’s Monday 
night Bible Class. At the vicarage her blue 
eyes were pools of respect. She was the 
perfect trained servant, intelligent and will­
ing, and the vicar’s wife had no hesitation 
in recommending her to a friend who 
wanted occasional help. She “cleaned 
down” for a woman who styled herself a 
variety artiste, and as she made this woman’s 
cup of tea on arrival and took it to her 
room, her eyes danced, and, if the women 
were alone, they exchanged reminiscences 
which would have secured her instant dis­

missal from the vicarage household could 
they have been broadcast.

“Aye, those were the days,” Mrs. Blissful 
would conclude. “Nowadays there’s no 
money about, and what folks hasn’t got they 
can’t part wi’. Still, we just have to make 
the best of it.”

* * *
“I managed to keep things going, even in 

those days,” said Mrs. Blissful to herself, 
“What with Molly earning fifteen bob a 
week in an office, and Isa’s maintenance 
money coming in reg’lar, and what I earned 
going out to folks’ houses—I kept the home 
together, one way or another, though there 
wasn’t much to spare when all had been paid 
for, and the rent often had to stand over!”

* * *
Backwards, to the winter of 1923.

“Troubles never come singly, that they
don’t” said Mrs. Blissful as she came down 

“Tsk, tsk!” said Ara­
bella Adamzapple to 
Brother Bluenoze, the 
town reformer, “we must 
have that new 1931 10- 
Story Girl Photo Revue 
suppressed, as soon as 
you get through looking 
over that copy you’ve 
got for the tenth time 
...............you playful old 
dickens, you!”
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her stairs. Molly had come home from the 
office with a sore throat some days ago, and 
the best Mrs. Blissful had been able to do 
had not mended matters. At last she had 
called in a doctor, and he had pronounced 
it double pneumonia.

“She must be kept in an even tempera­
ture, and not be left.” That meant two 
losses at once. Mrs. Blissful must stop 
going out for days, and Mollie’s fifteen shil­
lings weekly was no longer coming in, 
though her firm would keep her position 
open. Of course there was her National 
Health Insurance, but what is that amongst 
six people? Mr. Kane too, was out of work, 
and had been for a long time, so that his 
maintenance allowance had lapsed. Mrs. 
Blissful was in straits, but she was not a 
woman to remain in straits for long.

“I’ll go and look up Isa’s father again,” 
she said, surveying her almost empty purse. 
“See if he’s landed a job again. He wouldn’t 
call and tell me if he had—not he!—I know 
his kind too well!”

Elsie, the second girl, was just thirteen, 
and could be trusted to look after Mollie 
for an odd hour whilst she made her in­
vestigations. Mrs. Blissful dressed herself 
in a neat coat and hat and sallied forth at 
seven o’clock in the morning to Mr. Kane’s 
abode. She knew better than to knock at 
his door, but secreted herself in an entry 
near-by, whence she could command a view 
of his doorway. At seven-thirty he came 
out, dressed in his working clothes.

“Ah! So you have got a job, have you?” 
said his one-time spouse, confronting him, 
“So what do you say about some money? 
Six months it is since I’ve had a cent. Do 
you suppose little Isa can live on wind?”

“I only started work this week,” mumbled 
the man, “I’ll let you have some money on 
Saturday, when I get paid, honest I will.”

“Saturday! Hff! What’s the good of 
that to me? How do you suppose I’m going 
to manage till Saturday ? See! That’s all 

I have in the world” (showing him her 
purse). “I suppose you aren’t living on 
love yourself for all your talk ?”

Her voice was clearly audible to any 
passers-by, and Mr. Kane, looking fearfully 
right and left, put his hand into his pocket 
and brought out five shillings.

“There! Make that do till Saturday. You 
shall have some more then, honest.”

Mrs. Blissful took the money and let the 
man go. Then, acting upon a sudden in­
spiration, she trailed him till he turned in to 
an estate of some sixteen houses which were 
in course of erection. She walked along pen­
sively, not quite knowing how to act. There 
was a small wooden hut, marked “Temporary 
office” by the roadside, obviously connected 
with the estate, and outside its door two 
workmen stood, idly smoking. Mrs. Blissful 
looked at them. They looked at her, and 
they looked friendly.

“That Mr. Kane as I saw going in here 
just now?” she inquired in a confidentially 
lowered tone. “ ’As ’e been working ’ere 
long ?”

“Oh! A matter of six weeks about,” said 
one of the men, removing his pipe, and 
looking curious.

“Six weeks! Is that all?” enquired Mrs. 
Blissful innocently.

“Well! Happen two month. I couldn’t say 
for certain. Was you wanting to speak to 
him?”

“Oh, no! Don’t bother ’im just now. 
I’ll be seeing ’im later!”

With which dark prophecy she hurried 
home, and on the way possessed herself of 
a pennyworth of stationery. Once home she 
reached for pen and ink. It was a difficult 
letter she had to write, and it all but ex­
hausted her stock of notepaper. Once she 
had written it, she read it through many 
times, and finally carefully copied it out. 
The letter was mis-spelt, ungrammatical, and 
thumb-marked, yet it was a masterpiece of 
English literature, for it produced in the
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“Come heah wid dat copy of de new nineteen thutty-one 10-Story Girl Photo 
Revue, niggah! Ah’s gwine use dat volume to bribe de jedge when ah comes up fo’ 
trial on dat chicken stealin’ business tomorrow afternoon!”

minds of two entirely different types of 
reader the exact effect it was intended to 
produce in each.

Mr. Kane, to whom she handed it at five 
o’clock, as he emerged from work, it reduced 
to a state of profound and profuse pro­
fanity.

“I’ve got a copy of it at ’ome,” she in­
formed him, when he paused for breath, 
“And it’s Dale Street I’m going to to get a 
summons against you. This letter’ll show 
as I’ve tried to get you to act straight, so 
you better fork out as fast as you can. It’ll 
fetch ’em.”

It did “fetch ’em!” On the day her case 
was to be heard she took the child Isa with 
her, and no child was ever more carefully 
washed and dressed than Isa was that morn­
ing. Her appearance in court, combined 
with Mrs. Blissful’s neat attire, superior, re­
spectful manner and her affectionate letter, 
assuring her defaulting spouse that a faith­
ful and loving wife only awaited his return 

to make a home for their child; set against 
Mr. Kane’s obvious perfidy and sullenness, 
won the day and an out-and-out cash pay­
ment of eight pounds for Mrs. Blissful, to 
be made the following day.

“Now,” said Mrs. Blissful, as she left the 
court, injured virtue written largely on her 
face, “I must see the vicar’s wife about get­
ting a place for Elsie.”

“Elsie’s a good girl,” she said in her inter­
view. “She’s a bit rough, but then she’s only 
young, and she’s a good girl. If I could get 
her into service in a real good house it would 
be the making of her.”

“She is a good girl,” assented the vicar’s 
wife warmly, “And, if I may say so, Mrs. 
Blissful, you have a good family. They are 
a credit to you.”

It was the truth. Whatever her sins may 
have been, she had allowed none of them to 
spoil her children. As many a man who has 
been poor in his youth and has made money 

(Continued to page 17)
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{Continued from page 15) 
afterwards, determines that his children shall 
have the opportunity he missed, so Mrs. 
Blissful, by a sort of vicarious goodness, a 
stranger to few vices herself, was yet fiercely 
determined that, so far as it lay in her power, 
her children should be “good”; and in those 
children’s eyes she was a hard-working, clean 
and exemplary mother. In fact, they con­
sidered themselves above the other residents 
in the Street and barely mixed with them.

Mrs. Blissful’s star slowly rose again. 
Elsie got a position in service which ensured 
her board and lodging, and a sum sufficient 
to keep her in clothes, so that, if she was not 
actively helping, at least she was inde­
pendent. Mollie returned to her office, and 
gradually rose to the receipt of thirty shil­
lings weekly. Mrs. Blissful stopped “going 
out” and found a new means of making 
money which, though not strictly legal, was 
lucrative. She might often be seen on her 
steps conversing with men, but her eyes bore 
no seduction now. Those days were over. 
She met men as a man among men. Slips of 
paper passed between them, and then money. 
Eager and furtive eyes watched the end of 
the Street for the appearance of plain clothes 
men or police. The plain clothes men were 
the more dangerous, for there was no limit 
to the disguises they might take. One even 
tried to place a bet with Mrs. Blissful, and 
only her shrewd suspicion of the stranger 
saved her from a heavy fine.

Then came Mollie’s romance. She and 
Geoffrey met at a small dance, and the at­
traction was instantaneous. Goeffrey was 
older than Mollie, and in business with his 
father, running a chain of fruiterer’s shops. 
He had a car, in which he took Mollie out. 
Mrs. Blissful opposed the match at first, but 
when she saw how very much in love her 
daughter was, she capitulated and went to 
the other extreme, fretting herself lest she 
should be an obstacle in the minds of Geof­
frey’s people. She was ready to make any 

sacrifice in order that Mollie should be 
happy, but no sacrifice that she could make 
appeared to be of any avail. The man was 
easy to manage. It was after they became 
engaged, and when he began to talk of bring­
ing his mother to see Mrs. Blissful, that she 
began to tremble. She bought paint and 
renovated the little house inside and out. She 
scoured and re-furnished. She even (crown­
ing touch of all) had a modest black gown 
made specially for the occasion. Mollie was 
radiant, and as proud of her mother as 
though she had been queen.

When Mrs. Holland arrived, Mrs. Bliss­
ful reached the summit of her genius as an 
actress. She was the perfect lady in reduced 
circumstances, perfectly living on a reduced 
scale the life to which she had been ac­
customed in her better days. When, at 
the close of the visit, she led her guest up 
the spotless and shining stairs to the spotless 
bedroom, she apologized for the humbleness 
of her home.

“I can’t bear to leave it,” she said, and her 
voice trembled. “It was here my first hus­
band died, and here my children were born, 
and I can’t tear myself away. I have often 
thought I ought to do so for the children’s 
sake, but it comes hard, and here I am yet.” 
She wiped a tear from her eye. Geoffrey’s 
mother looked round the room, and then 
looked at Mrs. Blissful. “Of course,” the 
latter supplemented, with unconscious irony, 
“the Street has gone down a lot since I 
lived in it, and I hardly speak to anyone 
round here now.”

“I think you are wonderful, Mrs. Bliss­
ful,” said Mrs. Holland, “and Mollie is a 
darling.” Mrs. Blissful breathed again. 
There only remained one fear now at the 
back of her mind—the possibility of black­
mail on the part of any of her neighbors. 
It was a remote possibility, but Mrs. Bliss­
ful was taking no chances, and when, a few 
days later, a neighbor said casually:

“Your Mollie’s making a swell match, 
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’ain’t she?” Mrs. Blissful regarded her with 
well simulated surprise.

“A swell match! What do you mean, Mrs. 
Robinson? Plenty of swank, if that’s ’owt 
to do wi’ it.”

“Oh : I thought he had plenty of money.”
“Not a bit of it,” said Mrs. Blissful dis­

gustedly, “I had hoped she’d have done 
well for herself, but there she goes like a 
silly young girl, and throws herself at the 
first feller she come along with a fine suit on 
his back. I’ll lay he spent every cent he has 
on that suit, and his mother too!”

“But he has a car!” persisted the neighbor.
“Not he! It belongs to’t firm as he works 

for, and he borrows it now and again.”
She quivered with such obvious indigna­

tion that the neighbor became all sympathy.
“Of course,” continued Mrs. Blissful art­

fully, “I’ll give her the best wedding I can, 
if it comes to that, you know. I’ll not let her 
down, whatever he may do.” “There,” she 
chuckled, as her neighbor walked away, “I 
reckon I’m safe all right.”

* * *
She sat upright with a jerk. The strangers 

were leaving the house across the road, and 
a woman stood on the top step talking to 
them. “Only twenty, Mary Dawes is,” re­
flected Mrs. Blissful aloud, “Same age as 
me when my first baby was born—but 
triplets ! Lord ! She’s got her punishment all 
right: Fashions has changed since I was 
young though,” she continued, curling her 
lips with disdain. “They change in these 
things as well as in clo’es ! In my young days 
you was an outcast, and nobody who called 
themselves anybody would come to look at 
you—but nowadays it’s all different—Sun­
day-school folks, district visitors, parsons, 
and t’Lord knows what! Happen if any­
body’d come after me like that, things ’ud 
have been different. Not,” she added quickly, 
“that I’m regretting anything. I’ve had 
plenty of fun, and I’ve got a fine family. 
Seven of ’em I’ve had—two I’ve buried, and 

five I’ve reared, and nobody can say a thing 
against any of ’em.”

She rose, smoothed her apron, and wad­
dled across the road to the Dawes’ house.

“Well! You’ve had visitors I see,” she 
said, jerking her finger in the direction of 
their departure.

“Aye,” said Mrs. Dawes, a sour-faced, 
haggard-looking woman, who carried one of 
the babies in her arm.

“What they goin’ to do for you ?”
“They’ve got the babies into’t Union. Next 

Monday they’ll take ’em in.”
“Oh!” said Mrs. Blissful, rather sadly, 

“and are you going to let ’em go ?”
“I should jolly well think I am!” said 

Mrs. Dawes, “I can’t afford to keep three of 
’em, and I’m sure Mary can’t. She’s got 
to go back to work next week, and jolly 
lucky she is that her missis ’as kept her job 
open for her.”

“Aye, that she is,” assented Mrs. Blissful, 
and returned to her steps.

The universe, which for her had always 
had a background of babies, had suddenly 
become empty. There had not been a baby 
now for years. Isa was seven years old, and 
a big schoolgirl. There would never be 
another baby for her to hold. To be sure, 
Mollie had a little girl, but Mollie belonged 
to a new race of mothers. The Mollies of 
today did not sit on the steps to rock and 
nourish their offspring. They put them in a 
cot the day they were born, and trained them 
to sleep alone (“Aw, the poor little mite,” 
mourned Mrs. Blissful). If the babies 
cried, they were not picked up, because they 
must be taught to amuse themselves. It 
looked as if there never would be another 
baby for her to hold, if this was the new­
fangled way of dealing with babies. Mrs. 
Blissful’s arms were hungry, desperately 
hungry. Was it for this that she had spent 
herself through all the years, sinning, thiev­
ing, blackmailing, lying and gambling on the 

(.Continued to page 21)
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• {Continued from page 18) 
one hand, and bringing up her children in 
all the paths of righteousness on the other— 
to sit at last on a cold stone step, with empty 
arms, and never a baby to fill them?

“After all,” she mused aloud, “What does 
a baby cost to keep? Not that much I’m 
sure—and there’s plenty of baby clothes i’t 
cupboard upstairs, of one sort or another.”

She got up, and waddled across the road 
again. “I tell you what, missis,” she called 
through the open door, “I don’t like’t idea 
of them kids going to’t Union. I’ll tek one 
of ’em off you, if you’ll let me.”

Mrs. Dawes appeared, haggard as ever, 
but with some of the sourness gone from 
her face; and after a long and whispered 
colloquy, brought out one of the babies. The 
young mother apparently was barely con­
sulted. Mrs. Blissful took the baby, cuddled 
it in her arm, and waddled towards her own 
steps. Half-way across the road she stopped 
and looked down at the ugly little wizened, 
unwanted features.

“Aw, did they then,” she crooned, “talk 
of sending it to’t workhouse. Come to it’s 
Mam, then.” She swayed it gently, and her 

face was illumined into a rare beauty. Gone 
were the vicious lines about the mouth. Gone 
was the furtive, scheming look—and so it 
was, standing in the middle of the Street, 
that a woman saw her.

“Excuse me,” she said, approaching Mrs. 
Blissful quickly, “but I wonder if you would 
mind very much standing for a little while, 
just like that, so that I could make a sketch 
of you? I would pay you of course,” she 
added, seeing Mrs. Blissful’s expression.

“Wot, Me? STAND! Did you say?” said 
Mrs. Blissful. “Not likely! I’LL SIT, if 
you like, on them steps yonder.”

So it is that, if you would see Mrs. Bliss­
ful at her best, you must go to the Ellering- 
ton Studios, where you will see “Lullaby” in 
water colors, the work of a woman artist, 
showing Mrs. Blissful in her clean white 
apron, with a baby in her arms, sitting on 
her spotless red-raddled steps, with an old 
grey brick house as background, and in her 
eyes, those wonderful eyes, the look which 
women have had all the world over when 
they have held a baby in their arms and been 
content.

One Way of Getting Even

GIRL MARRIES COP 
WHO ARRESTED HER
—Headlines in The Greenfield (Ohio) Republican.
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(Sure u)eknow the author is dery yoimb; 
just a Utile hoy. But so Was EdyarWaliace, 
Harry Stephen Keeler, and E. Phillips Oppen­
heim at one time, and We publish thist 
story so that EdQar,Harry. andE.Phillips 
can shake a little bit in their boots. O-he a 

oncoming Writing generation is coming on!)
CHAP.= 1.

FROM A hall in the beach hotel there came a Tall sturdy man walkin 
and A BUTLER. ANYTHING SIR. NO was the answer, the man walked 
into a private room closed it sharply behind him. HELLO SAID A 
MAN OUTSIDE TO THE OTHER. BY THE WAY WHERE DOES YOUR WIFE LIVE?

(ONE mans name was Mr. hielton the boss of the Detctives. the 
other WAS MrManchonche, a CHINESE MAN) the two were talking rapidly 
when out from the closet door a shadow of a man came mhm wonder who 
that is said mr. hielton. oh nothing said the other Ill go in and 
see said the man slowly but sureley he opened the door and in he 
went.
then there came a cry like this, HELP

CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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DR MANCHONCHE STEALS
CHAP=.2.

WHATS THAT SAID MR. HIELTON To MR. CROK FROM SCOTLAND YARD. WHY 
iTs - iTS A CARD LOOK OUT DONT GO NEAR THAT DOOR ONE MAN DIS- 
SEPERED A WHILE AGO. LooK WHAT IT SAY'S ON THE CARD: SAID MR. 
CROK

BEWARE!
GOOD LORD iTS SIGHNED FROM NOBODY

DING A LING A LING. HELLO WHOS THERE OH HELLO 
WIFE WHATS THAT YOUR PEARL NECK LACE GONE YES. GOOD Lord! BANG 
MR. HIELTON SLAMMED THE TELEPHONE RECIVER. MORE BAD LUCK. QUICK! 
GET ON YOUR HAT AND COAT!

MR. cROK DID NOT KNOW iT BUT SLOWLY FROM THE 
CLOSET A HAIRY HAND WAS REACHING.

CONTINUED
IN CHAP 3.

DR MANCHONCHE Steals.
DEAR-DEAR; TWO MEN GONE
MR. CROK. AND MR. ECHNOHCE
MMMMMM HAHAHAHA AAAAAA A
WHAT. WAS THAT A LAUGH. HE TURNED AROUND QUICKLY BUT NOONE WAS
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THERE. QUEER. THEN BANG BOOM MR. HIELTON WAS KNOCKED OUT
NEXT THING HE KNEW HIS HANDS AND FEET WERE TIED HIS GUNS GONE HE 
WAS IN A DARK HALL WAY. A GUN WAS POKED INTO HIS RIBS. WHERES 
YOUR WIF’S RING?

A SHOT IN THE DARK 
WHAT WAS THAT.

CONTINUED IN CHAP. 4.

DR. MANCHONCHE STEALS
CHAP. 4.

THAT WAS ME SAID CROK i SHOT THE GUARD AND UNTIED MYSELF AND 
EXCAPED QUICK RUN WE'LL1 GET AWAY YET AH IM UNTIED NOW RUN. CLAP 
CLAP THEY RAN DOWN THE HALL UNTILL CROK STUMBLED OVER A CHEST 
THIS IS QUEER LETS OPEN IT LOOKI ITS THE NECK LACE, MY WIFES.
QUICK RUN iTS NO TIME TO TAKE IT DONT SOMEBODYS COMING ITS THE 
BUTLER WITH A GUN LETS CATCH HIM 

STICK EM' UP 
HELP.

CONTINUED IN CHAP. 5

DR MANCHONCHE STEALS.

CONCLUSION.
CHAP 5.

WERE OUT AND GOOD NEWS IVE SOLVED THE MYSTERY. SEE HERE IT IS.
WHEN MR EHCNOHCNAM WANTED TO KNOW YOUR WIFES 

HOUSE HE WANTED TO KNOW SO HE COULD STEAL THE NECK LACE AND HE 
DID. AND WHEN HE WENT IN THE CLOSET AND PLAYED HE WAS BEIng 
CAUGHT IT WAS A FAKE. HIS NAME TURND AROUND IS MANCHONCHE SO 
HE'S THE VILLIAN.
HERE'S THE NECK LACE AND BOY'S BRING THE VICTIM IN

PUT THE HANDCUFFS ON 
CLICK.

EnD.

Must Have Been Awful Hot
Three persons were filled by a hand grenade and 

several women accidently exploded Thursday.
—Taken from an Ohio paper. (The Columbus Citizen.')



AS HE saw himself in the glass, Peter 
I \ Austin thought, I am still as hand- 

x x some at forty as I ever was. He 
backed away from the glass a little and 
stood there looking at himself. Then he 
made a wry face, went over to the table, 
and took up the monophone. He called 
a number, and presently he heard a voice 
at the other end of the wire.

“Jessica? I’m sorry, but I won’t be able 
to get over tonight. Tomorrow, perhaps.”

He put the instrument down quickly, 
so that he would not be able to hear her 
reproaches. Then he regarded the walls 
of the room in silence for some moments. 
He was thinking, Should I call him, or 
not? He walked up and down, from one 
room to another, wondering. It was seven 
years now, and somehow Peter Austin 
had never been able to forget.

At last he went back to the table, took 
up the telephone book and leafed through 
the pages to find the number of the hotel 
where he was staying. Then he called the 
number and asked for Mr. Michael 
Bourne. There was some delay, then at 
last came a voice.

“Michael?” he asked.
“Mr. Bourne’s secretary. Whom shall 

I say is calling?”
“Peter.”
“Peter?”
“Right!” Damn the fellow, anyway.
Now there was a longer delay, but at 

last Peter Austin heard Michael Bourne’s 
voice.

“Hello, Peter.”
“Hello, Michael. How are you?”
“As always. And you?”
“The same. I should like awfully to 

see you tonight. If you can spare the 
time from your new book.”

“Oh, I never work when I’m in the city, 
Peter.”

“Well, come up, then. There’ll be just 
you and I.”

There was a pause which Peter Austin 
did not like. Then Michael again, “Say, 
about ten. Is that all right?”

“Any time you choose, Michael.”
“Good. At ten, then.”
Peter Austin went back to the mirror 

and looked at himself very attentively. 
He could not help reflecting how well he 
looked with a good tan. Thank the Lord for 
the summer sun, he thought. He went 
over to a little cabinet, where he turned 
on the radio with one hand, and took a 
cedar box of some proportions from a 
drawer with the other. He bent to ma­
nipulate the dials of the radio, so that the 
music would come clearer. He stood to 
listen for a moment. A pianist playing 
Debussy’s Clair de lune. Now an announcer. 
Mr. Leopold Godowsky having finished, 
the orchestra would play the Sacre du 
Printemps.

(Continued to page 27)
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< (.Continued from page 25)
Peter Austin sat at his library table look­

ing at the contents of the cedar box. He 
was taking out little packets of letters, and 
now and then a photograph or two. He 
glanced over Yvonne’s letters, and he looked 
at a few phrases from Ronald’s very in­
discreet notes. After a while, at the bottom 
of the box, he came upon Michael’s letters, 
and he set himself to reading them carefully, 
so as to be sure of all that had passed be­
tween them. He interrupted himself from 
time to time to give closer attention to the 
Sacre du Printemps.

In his hotel suite, Michael Bourne listened 
patiently to his secretary for five minutes, 
and after that, he shook his head and said, 
“No, Henderson, I really cannot bring my­
self to go. Please give Mrs. Colquhoun my 
excuses; say that I am indisposed. Tell her 
anything. I can’t go, that’s all.”

“Mrs. Colquhoun made it a special occa­
sion because she wished you to meet the 
Princess Bibesco.”

“That’s really too bad, Henderson, be­
cause I should like to know the princess. 
But if I go I shall be required to drink 
oceans of green tea, which I detest, auto­
graph dozens of copies of my latest book, 
and deliver a speech on how I came to write 
that wonderful thing I had published last 
month—what was the name of it, by the 
way, Henderson?”

“Lowe at Fifty.”
“Beastly thing. I refuse to go. Make 

my excuses and get something on the radio.”
“Very well.”
Michael Bourne listened avidly to an or­

chestra playing number two of the Liszt 
Rhapsodies Hongroisies. Then he began 
slowly to dress. When he put on his cravat, 
he remembered that Peter had always com­
mented on his bad taste in cravats; so he 
stood undecided for a time, taking up the 
one he liked least in the end because he felt 
certain this would meet with Peter’s ap­
proval.

He finished dressing finally a little after 
nine, and he sat down to read Le Temps 
retrowve. He read quite rapidly, in spite of 
the fact that the French was rather difficult 
for him. Proust made so many grammati­
cal errors, but his psychology was positively 
splendid. Presently he looked up from the 
book and called to his secretary.

“Is it Wednesday or Thursday that I 
speak to the Rotarians?”

“Thursday.”
“Have I a subject ?”
“Not yet.”
“Very well. Please note that I will 

speak on Proust as the greatest writer of 
the twentieth century.”

“To the Rotarians?”
“Yes, why not?”
“That is not very fitting, is it?”
“Really, Henderson, you annoy me. 

Why can’t I speak on Proust?”
“I’m afraid Rotarians don’t read Proust.”
“Oh.”
“Literature will not interest them much.” 
“Then why’d they ask me to address them, 

anyway ? What do you suggest ?”
“I thought you might speak to them on 

what Zane Grey has done for the American 
Plains.”

“Oh, all right. But make a note of the 
Proust speech. I’ll give that somewhere.”

“May I suggest the Young Ladies’ Liter­
ary Society of Oak Park? You address them 
Friday afternoon.”

“Oh, very well. But, I say, Henderson, 
it’s very likely they won’t understand me 
at all.”

“That’s very likely. But I feel sure they 
would be disappointed if they did.”

Henderson smiled, and Michael Bourne 
found himself smiling also.

Then Henderson’s face cleared, and he 
said, “If you will permit me to remind you 
of the time, it is already five minutes past 
ten o’clock.”

Michael Bourne jumped up. Henderson 
(Continued to Page 42)



MILAN D. COLBY, Jr., from the 
days of his early childhood, dare 
not be told that he must not do 

a certain thing; for then he would do 
that very thing in spite of the Abode of 
His Satanic Majesty—in spite of that fa­
mous personage Himself, and the com­
bined opposing efforts of his subordinates 
in toto.

This characteristic trait in the young 
man’s nature was what had caused the 
split with his own father—the same char­
acteristic being the dominant one in that 
father—and the son had gone far away; 
so far away that he was on the other side 
of the world at his parent’s death.

Finally reaching home, he found that 
he had inherited all his father’s wealth, 
and this, being added to the fortune that 
he already possessed, he found himself a 
very rich man.

The only worthless piece of property 
he owned—that is, worthless as compared 
to some of his other holdings, was “Pied­
mont Castle,” which lay back in the foot­
hills at the edge of town.

A huge old pile it was, neglected-look­
ing and sadly in need of general repairs.

The grounds were a tangle of vines, un­
trimmed shrubbery and rank weeds. The 
young man would have gladly given the 
“wilderness,” as he termed it, away for a 

song and done the singing himself, as he 
had no need for the place whatever.

Nevertheles, he decided that it might 
bring him in a few dollars, so he accord­
ingly advertised it for sale in the local 
paper. Then came an unsigned letter tell­
ing him to withdraw the offer at once, 
and he got busy.

On the street next day he saw “Big 
Bill” McGilton, auctioneer for the Tri­
state House-wrecking Company, haran­
guing his wares. Colby’s mind was made 
up. He would appear intoxicated and 
offer the place at public auction. He well 
knew that an instrument of writing given 
by an intoxicated person was not legal 
in that state unless confirmed by the 
maker of the same when “duly sober.” 
Anyway, he would make the sale in open 
defiance of the writer of the anonymous 
letter. Then, if some worthy person 
bought in the property, he would confirm 
the sale when “duly sober,” according to 
law.

Disarranging his clothing, ruffling his 
hair, and dropping his hat, he reeled up 
to the auctioneer’s stand.

“Now, friends, we have only a few 
more pieces of furniture left, and it all 
must go. What am I bid for this fine oak 
dresser? . . . What?—‘One dollar!’ Oh, 
I see; you want stovewood. Wood-yard



right around the corner. Five dollars?— 
thank you, that’s more like it. . . . Five 
dollars . . . who’ll say six? ...”

Colby staggered up against the plat­
form. His impersonation of a “plain 
drunk” was perfect. His vest was two 
buttons out of line; his tie twisted around 
on his shoulder, and he was bareheaded.

“Shay—Mister aushioneer—’scush me. 
Got piece land wanna shell. Will you 
shellit for me?”

“I’ll sell anything in the world, 
brother,” McGilton answered. “I used to 
sell ice to the Eskimos. How much do 
you want for your land?”

“Don’t make a-dam! Shell it. Here’sh 

closed for over a year. His dad kicked 
out in a hospital. The boy has been gone. 
The place’s probably worth couple 
a-thousand—maybe more.”

“Thanks,” McGilton nodded and then 
turned to the crowd. “What am I bid for 
the famous ‘Piedmont Castle’?—worth 
five thousand if it’s worth a dime. The 
owner wants to get rid of it so he can go 
into the ‘bootleg’ business. What am I 
bid?”

The crowd laughed and yelled various 
wise-cracks at the auctioneer.

“He’s drunk, Mack.” “He’ll want it 
back in the morning.” “Deed no good, 
Mack, from a drunk man.”

McGilton waved his hand for silence.
the deed already made out—fill in name 
later after shale. It’s ‘Piedmont Cashtie’

“What am I bid for ‘Piedmont Castle’?” 
“One dollar.”

—folks ’round here know it, an’ me, too.” A voice of rare sweetness spoke the
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words. The crowd turned and Colby be­
held a face of such glorious loveliness 
that for a moment he forgot that he was 
“drunk.” Then, collecting himself, he 
clambered to the platform and motioned 
with his arms.

“Sold!—Doc,” he cried in a maudlin 
but positive way. “Sold!—to the first 
bidder!—to the little lady from Heaven, 
with the grey eyes and ‘the skin you love 
to touch.’ Knock it down to her, Doc— 
biddin’sh closed, gentlemensh.”

McGilton raised his hammer. “All 
done? All through? One dollar once, 
one dollar twice, one dollar three times, 
and sold—to—” he hesitated—“to the lit­
tle lady from Heaven with the grey eyes 
and ‘the skin you love to touch’.”

Colby tried to climb down and make 
his way to the girl, but in his excitement 
and haste, he actually lost his balance and 
fell off the platform!

“The law in this state, Miss Graydon 
—and maybe in every other state for all 
I know—says that a ‘note, deed, or other 
instrument of writing given by an intoxi­
cated person cannot be collected, or any 
legal claim made upon it unless confirmed 
by the maker of the same when known to 
be ‘duly sober.’ ”

“Oh, Mr. McGilton,” laughed the girl, 
“you don’t really think that I would take 
such a despicable advantage as that, do 
you? I merely did it to start the bidding 
and see the fun. I shall give him back 
the deed tomorrow. . . . But to continue 
the funny little joke; I’ll sign my name 
in the deed as purchaser, and—let’s see: 
it says here that for ‘one dollar, cash in 
hand paid, receipt of which is hereby ack­
nowledged, and for other considerations’ 
—now, what shall the ‘other considera­
tions’ be?” She opened her purse.

“Here is my handkerchief and a wave 
comb, and also the dollar. I will leave 

the deed here with you. . . . Have his 
wife sign also—if he is married.”

McGilton pointed a finger at her. “Sly 
little minx!” he teased in that pleasing, 
familiar way he had with everyone from 
his long association with the public. “I’ll 
wager a coon-skin coat that you know 
whether he is a single man or a ‘con­
vict.’ ”

“Cross my heart, Mr. McGilton; I 
never saw him before in my life.”

At three thirty o’clock on the follow­
ing evening, Dorris Graydon, the little 
school ma’am, had dismissed her pupils 
and sat grading some report cards, when 
there came a knock at the door and a 
voice outside both invited and accepted 
its own invitation:

“Good evening. . . . May I come in? 
. . . Sure—if you wish.”

Young Colby entered and stood before 
the teacher’s desk, hat in hand, head low­
ered, eyes abashed—looking for all the 
world like a disobedient schoolboy called 
up for punishment.

The girl looked up just enough for him 
to understand that she was aware of his 
presence, and then resumed her work.

“Miss Graydon, I’ve come to tell you 
how utterly ashamed of myself I am for 
yesterday. Had I known that you------”

The girl never even looked in his direc­
tion; just began filling her fountain pen.

“Mr. McGilton has your deed and will 
return it,” she said coldly. “You may 
keep the dollar. Just return my handker­
chief and wave comb, and the ‘rue-back’ 
will be completed. I had expected you 
before this, but I suppose your liquor 
supply held out longer than I had antici­
pated. . . . Let me see: Algebra 80— 
Grammar----- ”

“Miss Graydon!” His tones were sharp 
—commanding. “I am not the kind of 
person to ‘rue back’ anything. I only
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came- here to apologize for my condition 
yesterday. The deed I gave you has been 
confirmed and recorded. Here it is. I 
shall keep your dollar and the ‘other con­
siderations.’ Piedmont Castle is now 
your property.”

Dorris Graydon arose, a slight flush 
upon either cheek.

“I accept the apology for your condi­
tion yesterday, but cannot accept the sacri­
fice you made on account of that con­
dition. What must you think of me?— 
bidding on the land as I did 1 My only ex­
planation is that I have always had a mania 
for doing rash, impulsive things. When I 
saw how intent you were on selling the 
property, the spirit of adventure seemed to 
grip me, and before I knew it, I had made 
my bid. I shall deed the land back to you 

the deed out before her. “See for your­
self—‘with all appurtenances thereunto 
belonging’—and the same has been duly 
recorded according to law in Vol. xxii, 
Page 428, and bears the seal of the 
County Clerk. And besides,” he added, 
“here is your abstract and tax receipt. 
The title is perfect.”

The girl sank slowly into her chair and 
a queer little gasp escaped her lips.

“You are busy, now,” the young man 
continued; “but you spoke of having a 
spirit of adventure. Well, your acquisi­
tion of this land and ‘Piedmont Castle’ 
will give you—I feel quite sure—a chance 
to satisfy that spirit of adventure. . . . 
May I see you tonight, after dinner, in 
the swing on the lawn at your boarding 
place? I have something to tell you—

COMING: AN ISSUE WITH
NOTHING BUT BLONDES IN IT!

at once, as I suppose that is now the only 
way—the papers having been recorded.”

“Miss Graydon,” Colby’s tones were 
slightly softened, but still emphatic. 
“The property is yours. That is final. 
There is no law on earth that can force 
me to buy it back again from you or any­
one else.”

The girl stamped her foot impatiently. 
“Please don’t ‘rub in’ my little joke. 
Surely you did not have the deed re­
corded!”

For answer he held the papers toward 
her. She noticed his fine hands: fingers 
long and tapering; nails carefully mani­
cured—the hands of a gentleman. On 
one finger she noticed also a massive, ori­
ental ring of curiously carved design.

“Here it is,” Colby said, as he spread 

something that you alone must know, for 
it vitally concerns you, now that you are 
the sole owner of ‘Piedmont Castle.’ . . . 
I am an honorable man, Miss Graydon, 
and I wish to add for your further con­
sideration, whether you believe it or not 
—the statement that I was not drunk yes­
terday; but had a perfectly good reason 
for my wishing to appear so. Now—may 
I come tonight?”

Once more that queer little gasp from 
the girl’s perfect lips. For some moments 
she sat in silence as though pondering 
deeply. Then she held out her hand, and 
as gallantly as any knight of old Spain 
could have done, the young man raised it 
to his lips.

(Note—Some of the scholars got “A 
plus” on their report cards next day, who
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had formerly averaged only about “C 
minus,” and they wondered at teacher’s 
generosity.) * * * *

It was truly a lovers’ night—had there 
been any lovers. The soft moonlight fil­
tered through the trees, and the roses 
exhaled a perfume so exotic, and the 
night birds sang so entrancingly that 
Paradise seemed near. But this is not a 
love story, so we hasten.

“So you see, Miss Graydon, there was 

a ‘method in my drunkenness,’ to slightly 
paraphrase Hamlet; yet what I cannot 
understand is the object of the anony­
mous letter. Just why anyone should 
forbid me to dispose of my own property, 
I am at loss to account for.

“ ‘—Furthermore,’ the letter read, ‘do 
not come near the place or molest it in 
any way. Withdraw your ad from the 
paper offering the land for sale, or take 
the consequences. If you attempt to se­
cure officers to investigate this letter,
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your life shall pay the forfeit! This is a ise—be a dangerous threat; so, therefore, 
final warning! I must forbid you, Miss Graydon, to enter

Yours emphatically, the grounds of ‘Piedmont Castle’ until I
The Scientist.’ have made a full investigation,” Colby

“I do not fear the writer of that letter,” finished decisively.
Colby went on; “therefore, I sold, abso- “And since when, and from whom, sir, 
lutely defying him. . . . After all, in a did you receive the authority to forbid me 
measure, ‘The Scientist’ is victor, for I entering the grounds of my own prop- 
cannot permit the present owner of the erty? Remember, the deed expressly 
property to assume any unnecessary states—‘with all appurtenances thereunto 
risks. For, while the letter may be just belonging’ and ‘the same has been duly 
a huge joke, it could—on the same prem- recorded according to law, in Vol. xxii, at
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Page 428, and bears the seal of the county 
clerk.’ ”

“But Miss Graydon!—Dorris!—Dear­
est !”

Once more Dorris Graydon arose, her 
face feverish. “Mr. Colby !—you forget 
yourself! Don’t you think you are ad­
dressing me in very familiar and endear­
ing terms for one whom you have known 
for so short a time?—one, in fact, to 
whom you have never been formally in­
troduced? I shall take possession of 
Piedmont Castle tomorrow evening and 
arrange to spend the night there. You 
will please excuse me, sir, as I have quite 
a course of study to prepare for my pupils 
tomorrow.”

But after Milan D. Colby, Jr., had de­
parted in a high huff, he would have had 
very different thoughts of “The little lady 
from Heaven with the ‘skin you love to 
touch,’ could he have but seen her aS she 
sat, dreaming of him—her heart full of 
high hopes—and not one lesson prepared!

“Uncle” Mose, the old darky whom 
Colby had sent to make a path through 
the wilderness-like grounds of Piedmont 
Castle, had been “resting” most of the 
morning; but arose and quickened his 
movements, and the tangled foliage was 
slaughtered for several moments—he had 
seen his “boss” approaching.

“Good morning, Mose.”
The old darky looked up suddenly, 

touched his rimless hat and exclaimed: 
“Lawsy, massa, Mar’s Colby! You 
skeered me! Didn’t know you was on de 
place. You’s sho lookin’ mighty fine, dis 
mawnin’, Mar’s Colby; but you sho done 
gib me a mean job. Do all dese vines and 
bresh and weeds gotta come off dese big 
grounds?” the old negro inquired as he 
waved his hand in a semi-circle.

“Why, of course, Mose. I want a lawn 
made on these grounds. You’re working 

by the hour, aren’t you? I thought you 
wanted about a week’s work.”

The old fellow scratched his woolly 
head. “Week’s job! I’ll be weak. Mos’n 
a month, you mean. And say, Cap’n, I 
sho’ could wo’k whole heaps bettah ef I 
had a dollah—so’ta in advances, you 
know. I wan’ ter git------”

Colby smiled. “You always need a dol­
lar don’t you, Mose. Well, here you are; 
but before you cut any more weeds I 
want a little errand done. Take this note 
over to Miss Graydon, the little school 
ma’am. Do you know her?”

“Laws, chile! Co’sen I does. She’s a 
fine lady. She gibs me a nickel eveh so 
of’en. I heerd she’s bought dis place. 
Am dat de truf?”

“Mose”—ignoring the question—“I 
want you to take this note to Miss Gray­
don and wait for an answer. You are to 
ask her no questions. Let her volunteer 
her own words, if any. Just tell her that 
I said you would wait for an answer. Un­
derstand?”

“Yas, sah, yas, sah.”
“By the way, Mose, have you ever no­

ticed any signs of life about these 
grounds or the Castle?”

The old negro rolled his eyes in the 
direction of the mansion.

“No, sah—no, sah! Am dey supposed 
to be signs o’ life—ghosts, spooks, or 
ha’nts?—fur ef dey is, I spec’s I’se not 
gwine wo’k ’roun’ heah no mo’.”

“Ghosts! Spooks! bah !—of course not! 
I just wondered if anyone had been both­
ering the place. You know I’ve never 
been in the house since my father died, 
Mose; and now that the land is sold, I 
have no further right—”

“Yas, sah, yas, sah, I understands. 
Most sad. I loved you’ faddah even ef 
he wou’dn’ let me wo’k much fo’ him. 
He said somethin’ one time ’bout ‘my 
propensities for excessive leisure ex-
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ceedin’ my desires to p’fo’m 
manual labo’, or any so’t of 
condescendin’ occupation,’ sah. 
I axed him to say dat seberal 
times so I could learn it by 
heart, sah. I knowed he musta 
so’ter liked my wo’k, tho’ fo’ 
he gib me a dime and smiled, 
lack. Howsomever, next day, 
dey was a cheap niggah in my 
place, sah; and Col. Colby 
said he would accept my res­
ignation, effective immediately 
if not sooner, sah.”

Young Colby laughed out­
right. “Well, Mose: the cases 
are very similar. On this par­
ticular appointment, your loco­
motion on the delivery of this 
epistle to my inamorita, must 
exceed that of the proverbial 
snail; otherwise the remunera­
tion in the form of filthy lucre 
will not be forthcoming in the 
event of the missive’s exces­
sive delay.”

Mose gasped. “Yas, sah—• 
yas, sah. I’ll git de weeds cut 
jest as soon as I can, sah. I 
know I’se been ‘rattin’ ’ on 
you, Mar’s Colby, but I won’t 
done it no mo’—’deed I won’t, 
sah.”

“Very well, Mose. Hurry 
on with that note.”

“Missy Graydon, Mar’s 
Colby gibs me dis lettah fo’ 
you. Sed fo’ me to gib it to 
you an’ ax no questions—to 
let you do de talkin’.”

“Thanks, Mose. Wonder 
what Mr. Colby can be writ­
ing me about?”

“Don’t know, Missy. Spec’s 
he likes you, Missy. Bettah
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read de note, Missy. Maybe it done tol’ 
you what he wants to know.”

The girl seated herself in the lawn 
swing and opened the letter.

“My dear Miss Graydon:
Since you dismissed me so sum­

marily last evening, I feel that I 
cannot talk to you except in direct 
opposition to your will. But please 
don’t venture into Piedmont Castle— 
especially at night—until I learn 
more about the origin of the anony­
mous letter.

Of course you have a perfect right 
there, but as I have fears for your 
personal safety, I make this final re­
quest. Just tell Mose that you have 
changed your plans, and I will un­
derstand.

Very truly yours,
Milan D. Colby, Jr.”

Dorris folded the letter and handed it 
back to Mose. “You may tell Mr. Colby 
that I am not afraid of an old dilapidated 
house and therefore am not to be fright­
ened by his childish fears. You may also 
tell him that he may get his little hobby­
horse and take a ride to Banbury Cross.”

After the old darky had left him, Colby 
took up the briar hook and began using 
it vigorously. The sudden twist of a vine 
jerked his ring from his finger, and al­
though he searched for ten minutes he 
was unable to find it. He saw Mose re­
turning and hurried to meet him.

“What was her answer, Mose?”
“Well, Mar’s Colby, she used so’ter big 

words lak you an’ yo’ faddah, sah; but it 
sounded about lak dis: “I ain’t skeerd of 
no dyin’ apple plated house, an’ tell him 
also to go git his bob-tailed pony and go 
fur a ride to blackberry crossin’.”

Colby frowned. “Very well, Mose. You 
may discontinue your weed cutting. Miss 
Graydon, being such a man-eater, may 

prefer jungles to lawns. I had intended 
to look around a bit, but will not, now— 
it being her property. However, I want 
you to keep a watch for me and see if 
anyone comes here this evening or to­
night. I will pay you for your time. If 
Miss Graydon comes, you must let me 
know at once. Here’s another dollar, 
Mose.”

“Thankee, Mar’s Colby. I’ll keep a 
watch, sah.”

“And Mose—here’s the key to the 
Castle. Give it to Miss Graydon if she 
shows up.”

“Yas, sah. Ef de young lady wants to 
git ’voured by de debbil’s ghostes, jes’ 
let he go: am dat hit?”

Colby smiled. “Not exactly that, Mose. 
You just keep watch as I told you.”

It was full dark when the silent form 
of Dorris Graydon made its way through 
the tangled shrubbery and up to the front 
entrance of Piedmont Castle. There she 
paused. Was this just the thing to do? 
—she asked herself. Although the prop­
erty was hers legally, it most certainly 
was not morally, and she had no right 
there. She seemed to be treading on 
sacred and forbidden ground.

No—she would turn back; apologize 
to Colby, deed the place back to him, 
and the incident would be closed.

But that irresistible spirit of adven­
ture!—It must be satisfied.

She would go just inside the door—if 
it was unlocked—so that she could make 
her word good to Colby, and then leave. 
She tried the knob: it turned and the 
door opened. Then slowly and with some 
trepidation, she entered and stood in the 
pitchy darkness. Everything was as still 
as the tomb!

The door behind her closed, and she 
heard a key turn in the lock!

She turned quickly and the next mo­
ment the hallway was flooded with light!
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At her side stood a masked and black- 
robed figure pointing a steady finger in 
her face ! She gave a startled cry I Then 
her eyes fell upon a familiar-looking ring 
of curiously carved design. “Mr. Colby I” 
she exclaimed. “You frightened me ! But 
I suppose I deserve it. I have been very 
rude, as well as very foolish and head­
strong. Please forgive me.”

The weird figure did not answer, but 
motioned for her to move on down the 
hallway.

Although recognizing the ring which 
she had seen on Colby’s finger, neverthe­
less she was awed by the other’s garb 
and his strange, silent manner.

She was reassured, however, by the 
fact that the landlady at her boarding 
place had told her that Mr. Colby was a 
gentleman, even if he had gotten drunk 
the day of the auction: she had never 
heard of his being drunk before. So Dor­
ris laughed—a queer, forced little laugh 
it was—and said: “Mr. Colby, why the 
‘Night Rider’ make-up? My visit is now 
over, and you may escort me to my rooms 
if you wish.”

Still no answer from the black-robed 
figure; but a motion for her to continue 
farther. She backed a few feet more 
down the hallway, then suddenly stopped.

“Mr. Colby,” she cried a little excit­
edly; “a.joke is a joke, but this has gone 
far enough! I am returning home at 
once! Step aside,'please.” With these 
words she darted past the other, and ran 
toward the front door.

With a bound the figure reached her 
side, grasped her arm, threw his mask 
aside, and she saw—not Colby, but the 
face of a total stranger—a face so daibol- 
ical that she screamed in awful fear!

A hand went to her mouth,—cutting 
the cry short—a cloth was thrown over 
head and she was picked up by a pair of 
powerful hands! From the fear—the 
smothering—the horror of it all!—for the 

first time in her life, Dorris Graydon, who 
thought she wanted adventure; gave way 
to her emotions and was carried limply 
the full length of the long hallway, and 
down a flight of stone steps!

♦ * *

When the girl recovered consciousness, 
she found herself lying on the stone floor 
of a barred and locked room. Outside 
the door stood the man who had brought 
her there.

“So, my dear young lady, you are com­
ing ’round at last. Now we will get down 
to business.”

Dorris arose and rushed to the door! 
—tried the bolt, and then tugged vainly 
at the iron bars!

“You fiend!” she shouted. “You’ll pay 
for this! Release me at once! And if 
your friend Mr. Colby who so generously 
lets you wear his ring, has gone to such 
extremes in his endeavor to be funny, he 
shall pay also!”

The other smiled—an unpleasant sort 
of smile. “My dear young lady, Mr. 
Colby knows nothing of this. He is the 
one I am fighting. For many months I 
have worked here unmolested during his 
absence. Now he has returned and has 
offered this place for sale. But it musn’t 
be sold! It must be voluntarily given me 
... I was advised yesterday by Napol­
eon Bonaparte, that if I wished to con­
quer the world as he had conquered it; 
I must begin by demanding the place 
where I am now located—without money 
and without price.

“I intended to make that demand yes­
terday at the auction, until I saw the 
buyer, and then I realized that Fate had 
played squarely into my hands in offer­
ing you,—not only to present me with 
the property free of charge; but also to 
be used as a subject for my most mar­
velous scientific work which is near at 
hand.”
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Dorris Graydon chilled as though she 
had been suddenly immersed in icy water! 
—for she saw that the man before her 
was mad !—criminally insane!—and she 
was in his power!

“Science is the most amazing force in 
the world today,” her captor continued. 
“Where would we be but for Edison, 
Wright, DeForrest—the Naturalist Bur­
bank,—together with a host of the world’s 
great thinkers including myself? And I 
shall be the greatest of them all; for with 

me will clear up the hitherto 
unfathomable mystery of the 
age—the secret of perpetuated 
hybridized life.

“Ah, my dear Subject: 
What an honor you should 
feel has been thrust upon you, 
in being selected by me as the 
medium for the demonstration 
of a great scientific truth!

“Ah, those great brother 
thinkers of mine! Darwin, in 
his ‘Origin of Species,’ began 
with pistil and protoplasm, and 
went gloriously on! I was 
reading him yesterday and he 
came right out of the printed 
page and conversed with me, 
heart to heart, making his book 
clearer and much more beau­
tiful than ever before.

“ ‘Fresh-water and salt-lov­
ing plants,’ he says, ‘generally 
speaking have very wide 
ranges, and can be successfully 
diffused. So, scientifically han­
dled, Nature might yield even 
to co-ordination between salt­
water plants and fresh-water 
fishes.

“ ‘Many facts clearly show 
how susceptible the reproduc­

tive system is to surrounding conditions. 
(Species page 8.)

“ T have a long list of ‘Sporting Plants,’ 
the fertile eggs of which I have mixed 
with beetles,’ producing thereby, a cur­
ious and beautiful monstrosity in minia­
ture.’

“Ah, my dear Subject: I can also say 
with him, that ‘many laws regulate varia­
tion and only a word can be said of cor­
related variations. Important changes 
in embryo or larvae, will also entail 
changes in the mature animal.
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“ Tn monstrosities, the correlation be­
tween distinct parts are very curious. 
Breeders say long limbs are correlated 
with elongated heads. Cats which are 
entirely white and have blue eyes, are al­
most always deaf.

“ ‘White-colored pigs,’ says Professor 
Wyman, ‘have been made black by eat­
ing paint-root, (Lahranthes) which also 
colored their bones pink.’

“Dr. Prosper Lucas says: ‘Every one 
has heard of Albinism, prickly-pear like 
skins, hairy bodies, etc., and that being 
the case, other stranger and rarer admix­
tures, are, with UNUSUAL BREED-
INGS, inevitable!’

“But you, a teacher, are, I 
am sure, quite familiar with 
all this: hence I say that Fate 
has thrown you into my hands.

“Once more I would like to 
read you from Darwin—(Spe­
cies, page 72)—which I hope 
you will reflect upon most 
thoughtfully.

“ ‘As man can produce, and 
certainly has produced, great 
results by his methodical and 
experimental selections . . . 
Nature . . . caring not for 
appearances, can act on every 
internal organ—on the whole 
machinery of life! Man se­
lects only for his good; Na­
ture, only on that being on 
which she tends! . . . Man 
seldom properly selects. He 
feeds a long and short-beaked 
pigeon the same food. He al­
lows shorn sheep and sheep 
with wool the same bedding 
or housing.

“ ‘He often begins his selec­
tion by some half-monstrous 
form prominent enough to be 
useful to him.

“ ‘Mr. Pierce of the Catskills, noted a 
wolf-deer mixture of light greyhound­
like form. . . . The lower order of mam­
mals, edentata and rodents, co-exist and 
occasionally breed with the Otter and 
Rabela, in South America. Such spec­
imens, being very rare and therefore al­
most priceless, are in great demand by 
circus side-shows and museums.’

“So at last, my dear Subject, I come 
to the most important statement Darwin 
ever made. You will find it on page 114. 
He says: ‘There seems no limit to the 
diversification of structures, and therefore 
no limit to the number of species which 

“Well,” says Poison Pete, “I had a copy of the new 1931 
10-Story Girl Photo Revue for a whole week before I got 
dis rap. Now then, let ’em do deir woist. I’ve seen every- 
t’ing!”
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might be produced!’
“I know this to be a fact; for I, myself; 

—the outstanding scientist of the age— 
have produced a living specimen which 
will startle the scientific world!

“For years I have been working—day 
and night—and success has at last 
crowned my labors. Behold!”

The maniac reached behind him and 
pulled a lever. Slowly a curtain, similar 
to that of a theatre drop, arose, and dis­
closed to view a monster so horrible that 
Dorris Graydon shrieked aloud in frenzied 
horror!

The hideous thing lay in a great glass vat 
of water. It had a head with a sort of face 
resembling that of a gorilla; the neck 
and shoulders of an alligator, and the 
trunk of a giant Gila Monster; while 
from the waist down—if waist it could 
be called—it had the form of a man, with 
the spotted, wrinkled skin of a gigantic 
frog!

The head of the indescribable monstros­
ity was held above the water, and it 
blinked its eyes and wagged its huge fin- 
like arms as though in greeting to the 
newcomer. Weird sounds came from its 
bulging throat, not unlike those emitted 
by a seal when juggling its fire-sticks in 
anticipation of its fresh-meat reward.

Around the slimy prodigy swam sev­
eral repugnant snakes of the water-moc­
casin variety, and a few turtles. Crawl­
ing sea-fungi lay on the floor beneath the 
abomination.

Dorris sank to the floor in abject ter­
ror, her eyes starting out of their sockets 
in astounded unbelief!

Her reason tottered on its throne. She 
clasped her head between her hands and 
weaved from side to side! Was it all an 
awful nightmare? a horrid dream?—or 
was she, too, going mad?

Then an old joke came to her befuddled 
memory and she laughed a wild, hyster­
ical laugh!

She had thought of the old farmer who 
went to a circus, and saw for the first 
time in his life, an elephant. “Hell!” he 
exclaimed. “They ain’t no sich a thing!”

That was the way she felt—“Hell! 
they ain’t no sich a thing!” but there it 
was—right before her! She was looking 
at it with her own eyes!

Seemingly from somewhere in space, 
she heard her Captor speaking once more: 
“The selections in this hybridized crea­
ture were slow; years being consumed— 
years of disappointments and innumer­
able failures—in search for ovums which 
would blend. ... In my forthcoming ex­
periment the idea of hand-transplanted 
germ-life will be discarded and direct in­
fusion attempted. Science must know 
the truth as to whether a complete hy­
bridization of man and beast, still has 
power within itself for further reproduc­
tion.

“And now my dear, you are no child 
and I feel that you have followed my rea­
soning and fully understand my meaning. 
Without delay—will you kindly divest 
yourself of all wearing apparel. The room 
which you are now in will be filled with 
water and the glass door opened leading 
into it, thereby admitting my specimen, 
and a great scientific truth either proved 
or disproven.”

The lights went out and the Stygian 
darkness almost strangled the girl! She 
was in absolute frenzy! She beat upon 
the walls until her knuckles were flecked 
with blood! She shrieked with all the 
power of maddened lungs! Suddenly she 
stopped short: her shoes were wet! Water 
was coming into the room! It rose 
rapidly to her ankles—her knees—!

Young Colby had not waited for Mose 
to tell him whether or not Dorris had 
gone to the castle: he himself saw her 
when she entered the grounds. From the 
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gate where he stood he also saw the light 
when it was turned on when she was ad­
mitted to the castle. The current had 
been cut off long before. His curiosity 
was whetted. There was evidently a 
local plant of some kind in operation 
there. Probably his anonymous friend 
was on hand. Mr. Colby decided to in­
vestigate even if Miss Dorris Graydon 
did object. He would know the truth.

Higher and higher the water climbed 
around the helpless Dorris. She could 
no longer scream—she only gasped!

A dim light came slowly into the room. 
The girl could not detect its source. It 
became just bright enough so that she could 
see the glass door to one side, opening— 
slowly, but steadily opening! A water­
moccasin dropped into her room. A tur­
tle followed; then the monster himself 
swam up to the opening and trust his 
nose in, rooting at it—hoglike!

Dorris heard a commotion outside the 
door and the lights went on.

Curses, blows and other fighting sounds 
followed.

The glass door opened a little farther; 
the monster got his head in!

Outside, the fighting sounds grew 
louder.

The monster wriggled through the 
opening and reared to its hind legs; then 
it came, swaying, ape-like, arms out­
stretched, mouth agape, eyes blinking 
rapidly—toward the girl!

The door was jerked violently open 
and the water poured through between 
the bars of Dorris’ prison out into the 
hallway. There she saw Colby in the 
throes of a death struggle with the man 
who had imprisoned her.

“Colby! — Milan! — Dearest!” she 
wailed.

“Dorris—darling !” he choked.
The girl twisted madly at the iron 

bars, but without avail. She heard a 

gutteral croak-snarl behind her. The 
monstrosity was upon her!

With an ear-splitting shriek she tried 
to pass the man-beast, but he reached 
out and caught her in his great crushing 
arms! Fighting desperately, the girl soon 
went beyond endurance and once more 
fell limp and lifeless.

The foul reptile gloated lustfully over 
her fair neck and breasts, then carried 
her to a corner and began tearing away 
at her clothing!

With a well-directed blow, Colby 
floored the “scientist” and secured the 
key to Dorris’ prison. On seeing the 
door open, the Terror dropped his uncon­
scious burden and came on Colby. Mad­
dened at this sudden interference with 
his expected prey, the atrocious libel on 
both man and beast first crouched, its 
teeth began crunching, foam flew from 
its massive jaws, its claw-hooked fingers 
curved—and it leaped !

One of Colby’s feet—shod with long, 
sharp-pointed shoes—flashed out with all 
the force of his University football career. 
It caught the created fiend squarely in the 
pit of the stomach and it doubled up!

Dorris’ side being reached, Colby 
picked her up and wildly kissed her 
cheeks, lips and hair until she opened her 
eyes and saw love there.

An inarticulate cry was heard. Out­
side, the hell-born mongrel had attacked 
the “scientist,” its Creator, who had re­
vived. Fighting to the death, the latter 
managed to secure his revolver and fired. 
He missed his horrid assailant—the bullet striking 
instead, a Diablo machine which he had prepared 
especially for immediate mailing to Colby in the 
event of his refusal to surrender the Castle.

The whole mountain-side was torn away by the 
force of the explosion which followed, and the 
Castle was utterly demolished!

The “Scientist” and his Frankenstein were lit­
erally blown to atoms!

Colby and Miss Graydon, together with one 
water-moccasin miraculously escaped. The snake 
was promptly killed and their Eden was complete.
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TWO GENTLEMEN AT 40
(Continued from page 27) 

disappeared and returned at once with 
Michael Bourne’s top-coat and hat. “I’ve 
ordered the car,” Henderson said.

“That’s fine.”
When the bell rang, Peter Austin had 

given up Michael Bourne, because he re­
membered that he had always been so punc­
tual. He was glad that Michael had come 
at all. As he took his coat and hat, he was 
thinking, He is beginning to show his age 
just a little bit. Hair greying a little. Nice 
grey, though. He said, “I am glad to see 
you, Michael.”

Michael said, “You don’t know what it 
means for me to see you again!” He 
thought, He doesn’t. How devilish hand­
some he still is! He looked rapidly around 
the room to see whether he could find any 
photographs. There were two, one of a 
young lady, and the other of a young man. 
He studied the young lady’s photograph 
quite carefully, and then decided that the 
young man was Peter’s latest. But when 
Peter turned the lights up a little, he saw 
that the photograph was one he had given 
him twenty years ago. I’m getting old, he 
thought, when I no longer recognize myself.

Peter said, “Make yourself at home, 
Michael.” He thought, Still the same old 
Michael. Wonder what he’ll think of my 
having his photograph up there.

Michael said, “Thank you, I will. You’re 
looking well, old man.” He thought, Why 
has he got my photograph up there ? I 
don’t like it.

Peter said, “I can appreciate that, coming 
from you, Michael.” He thought, What is 
there about him that I want? What is there 
about him that’s keeping me from him?

Michael laughed a little. Then he said, 
“I wondered why you put my photograph 
up tonight.” So that Peter might not lie 
about it, he added, “It’s quite obviously just 

been put up now—it’s a little too new to 
have been up all these years.”

Peter said, “Yes. I put it up just now. 
But all the same, it’s been up all these years.” 
He thought, He won’t get that, I’m afraid.

Michael said, “Wanted to see how I’d 
changed, I dare say.” Then he laughed, “I 
have changed, you see.” He thought, What 
did he mean—‘It’s been up all these years?’ 
When his mind suggested an explanation, he 
pushed it away and said to himself that at 
his age he should not be romancing any 
longer.

Peter said, “Will you have something to 
drink?” remembering at the same time that 
Michael never drank.

Michael said, “I think 1 will. It’s un­
usual, I know, but I should like a dry Mar­
tini, old man.”

Peter said, “That’s easy.” As he went out 
of the room, he was thinking, There has 
been a little change, anyway.

When Peter had left the room. Michael 
got up and went over to the photographs. 
He looked at the picture of the girl and read 
the signature, “Always yours, Jessica.” Then 
he looked at his own picture, and read the 
signature on that, too, “Love, as always, 
Michael.” He thought, Peter never quite un­
derstood my writing that, and he smiled to 
himself. Then he looked around for the 
picture that had been displaced by his own, 
for he could see by the marks in the faint 
dust where the picture stood that another 
had been standing there before. Presently 
he found it, stuck away in a drawer. It was 
a photograph of a young boy, quite striking, 
but certainly not as handsome as Peter. He 
read the signature, “For my darling Peter, 
Robert.” “Dear me,” he muttered. He put 
the picture back into the drawer hastily 
thinking, I hope he hasn’t got that on dis­
play. He always had more finesse.

When Peter came in with the drinks, he 
saw by the way Michael was stroking his
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chin that he had seen the picture 
of Robert, and he felt at once 
glad and sorry that Michael had 
seen it.

Peter said, “Sorry to have left 
you so long alone, old man, but 
I never trust anyone else to make 
a dry martini for me. Not my 
man, at any rate. He thought, I 
would give anything to know 
what Michael is thinking.

Michael said, “Quite all right, 
Peter. I’ve been listening to the 
radio. The reception is really 
remarkably clear.” He thought, 
He hasn’t got a man; Peter, you 
bluff. “What is that number 
they’re playing now?” he asked.

Peter listened a bit and said, 
“Isn’t that the Brahms’ Rhapsody 
in B-Minor?”

Michael nodded. “Your mar­
tinis are first-rate, Peter.” He 
looked at Peter from between 
lowered lids and wondered why 
he hadn’t called before. “Why 
didn’t you ever call me before 
this, Peter?” he asked.

Peter shrugged his shapely 
shoulders. “I don’t know, really.
I think it was because I felt you 
were too busy for me.”

Michael said, “Frankly, I can’t 
believe you thought that of me— 
a friend of thirty years’ stand­
ing.”

Peter said, “Perhaps I did, old 
man. You’re famous now, you
know.” He thought, I hope to God he 
doesn’t begin to get sentimental. I shan’t 
be able to stand that. I’m afraid of his 
sentiment, I believe.

Michael said, “That’s inexcusable, Peter.” 
He thought, I wish he’d open up and say 
something. What’s keeping him? I won­

This prehistoric portrait shows “Pithecantropus Erectus” 
lightly tapping a Neanderthalic maiden over the head with 
his eolith. Pithy has just finished gazing upon the first 
known copy of the 10-Story Girl Photo Revue, published 
in the year 1,913,845,897,000,000 B. C. After a few looks 
at the babies in that number he started making the rounds 
of the caves. In the above picture he’s shown in the act 
of ditching Maiden No. 546 so that he can pick up the 
dinosaur by, the tail and sock his wife over the ear. Yessir, 
friends, that first copy of the 100-Girl Photo Revue was 
the peppiest collection of two-ton rocks the archeologists 
have ever uncovered! And by the way . . . the current 
issue, 1931 model, is now on the newsstands. It weighs 
considerably less than its famous predecessor, but it’s guar­
anteed to give you the same kick old “Pithecantropus” him­
self got!

der. Peter, say something; say something 
I want to hear, but thinking of himself, he 
thought, Why don’t you say something he 
wants to hear? “How is everybody, Peter?” 
he asked.

“Really, haven’t heard since my sister 
married,” Peter said.
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“Oh, I didn’t know she was married,” 
said Michael. “When was that?”

“Two years ago.”
“Oh,” said Michael. He thought, He’s 

not in touch with his family anymore, and 
he made a mental resolve to look up Peter’s 
father and mother for old time’s sake and 
to speak about Peter.

“How’s your wife?” Peter asked.
Michael made a grimace, and said, “Splen­

did, old man. Why don’t you run up and 
stay with us sometime? We’ve a grand place 
up in Wisconsin.”

Peter said, “Oh, I’d love to.” But he 
thought, I would never trust myself alone 
with Michael like that.

Michael, who had been standing all this 
time, sank into a chair, and Peter sat near 
him. “Shall we talk about your books, 
Michael?” asked Peter.

Michael said, “Oh my God, no. I have 
to lecture about them almost daily. I’m 
sorry, old man.”

Peter said, “I meant those things you had 
published privately in Paris, not the drivel 
you write for the public.”

Michael said, “Peter! Old man, I didn’t 
know you knew about them!”

Peter said, “I’ve got every one of them, 
and two copies of some. But your pub­
lisher did set a devilish high price on them.”

Michael said, “Peter, I don’t know what 
to say.” He thought, How splendid of him. 
How splendid! Peter, I could hug you, old 
man.

Peter began to talk about Michael’s books. 
He could see that Michael was starving to 
hear someone say something about those 
things he had had published in Paris, and 
Peter had read them all so carefully.

It was long after midnight when Michael 
Bourne left. In spite of not wanting to, he 
had gone way back into his childhood with 

Peter, and now he began to feel bad about 
coming back to the present. As he was 
rolling along toward the hotel, he thought, 
If Peter had only known.

After Peter had closed the door behind 
Michael, he sat before Michael’s picture, 
looking at it. After a while he got up and 
examined it closely. He thought of all those 
young men and women whom he knew so 
intimately, and he smiled somewhat bitterly. 
What was it that kept Michael from me? 
Why did I want him so, and yet keep him 
away ? What a mess I made of things! He 
sighed. Then he opened the drawer and 
took out the picture he had put there. This 
he put up where Michael’s had stood, and 
put Michael’s back into the drawer. When 
he put out the light and sat there in the 
darkness, he could not help feeling somehow 
incomplete, and he thought, The fault is 
mine, and Michael’s. But if Michael had 
only known. . . .

Later, when Michael lay reading in bed, 
his thoughts, creeping back over the years, 
fastened upon a time when Peter had kissed 
him, and he thought, My God, Peter, how I 
love you! Then at once he felt a panic of 
fear at the thought that he should not be 
able to keep himself in. He got out of bed, 
thinking, I must not see Peter again. But 
he was not satisfied until he had called the 
hotel clerk and bidden him send off a wire 
to Marsala. “How are you, darling? Is 
everything all right? Will be home next 
week. Love, Michael.”

When he crept back to bed he thought, 
Oh, what an ass I am! because he had a pic­
ture of Marsala standing in the doorway 
when he got home, the telegram in her hand, 
saying in her patient voice, “Michael Bourne, 
what have you been up to this time?” and 
he knew that he would have to manufacture 
something for him to have done, because he 
could never ask Marsala to forgive him for 
kissing Peter twenty years ago.



Once, in a 
Different Pose, 
She Appeared 

on 

Our Cover

and now we show her to you once 

more, gazing into the same pool, at the 

same girl. Turn the page upside dozun 

and notice how different the sitter’s

personality becomes!

Mr. X Photo



Watch Out!

Or you’ll get pelted zvith an 
imitation snowball made out 
of Dixie cotton, by Lillian 
Roth, Paramount player. 
Lillian is freezing her toes- 
ies on imitation snow made 

of zvhite studio sand.

Underwood and Underwood Photo.



.yomcbodit Home
iuy4rlemus CallouJaii

PETE listened with ever-increasing in­
terest to the tale Miss Crystal Eubanks 
was pouring into his ears. Crystal was 

a tall, yellow girl hailing from Mobile, Ala­
bama, and was possessed of one of those 
low, soothing voices that have wrought such 
havoc with the opposite sex for longer than 
any one is able to recall, but it wasn’t her 
manner of speaking that was holding Pete’s 
attention—it was the information he was 
gaining from her conversation that had the 
old negro keyed up to the highest pitch.

“It’s jes’ lak dis heah, Mistah Pete,'’ 
Crystal concluded. “Some niggahs is got to 
be learnt a lesson; jes’ got to be, an’ dis is 
one time, somebody is gwine git some eddi- 
cation.”

Pete nodded assent. From time to time 
he ran a hand over his shiny head, which 
was entirely bald except for a thin gray 
fringe at the back. His face wore a pleased 
expression. A stray dog, one of the several 
score with which Tela, Honduras, is in­
fested, stopped in front of Crystal’s gate and 
barked, apparently just because he could, 
and then trotted on down the street. A long- 
legged, dirty-looking rooster crowed; his 
rival in a neighboring yard answered. Some 
one was running a phonograph overtime at 
a native saloon a block down the street. 
Pete slowly raised himself from his chair.

“I un’stan’s ev’thing puffectly, Miss Crys­

tal; puffectly. Ain’ gwine be no hitch-up in 
dis bus’ness. You kin sho’ly ’pen on me.”

As Pete slowly made his way homeward, 
he was thinking deeply of the conversation 
with the young woman. “Dat sho’ is a fine 
yaller gal,” he muttered to himself. “I sho’ 
wish they wuz mo’ ’Merican niggahs down 
heah. Ain’t many; jes’ a few wukin’ ’roun’ 
on de plantations for de United Fruit Com­
pany. Mos’ o’ de niggahs heah is dem Brit­
ish Objects whut’s come over heah, an’ I 
don’ lak dem much mo’ dan I laks desc 
yeah native niggahs. Dey only kind o’ fo’ks 
whut’s de kind I laks is either sho’ nuff, 
honest to goodness white folks, o’ reg’la’ 
niggahs fum de States lak whut I is.”

Pete paused a moment on the bridge over 
Tela River, which divided old and new Tela, 
and gazed for a second at a turtle sunning 
itself on a half sunken log. “ ’Cose,” he 
muttered, “dey’s some natives heah whut 
ain’ niggahs, but I’s mos’ jes’ int-rusted in 
niggahs, foh which reasons I wish dey wuz 
mo’ o’ my kind heah. Aint mo’ dan ’bout 
twenty-five sho’ nuff ’Merican niggahs 
’roun heah.”

Fifteen minutes later the old man reached 
his home; a little hut situated on the out­
skirts of Tela, beyond the offices and homes 
of the white employes of the United Fruit 
Company. Pete paused to pat his dog on the 
head, and then removing his battered old 
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hat, sat down on the ramshackle old steps in 
front of his door. He had been there some­
thing like half an hour when he saw Good­
times Harris approaching.

Pete loved Goodtimes fully as much as he 
loved a rattlesnake, and no more. Yet as 
Goodtimes walked up the narrow, winding 
path to Pete’s home, the old negro rose from 
the step to greet his guest, a smile on his 
face.

“Good mawnin’ Goodtimes. Good 
mawnin’. How is you? I hope I sees you 
well.”

GOODTIMES’ return of the salutation 
was short and snappy. “Mawnin’. Seen 

Potlicker Dan dis mawnin’?”
Pete gazed at Goodtimes in a thoughtful 

manner. “Is I seed Potlicker Dan? Dat’s 
whut you wants to know?”

Goodtimes was impatient. “You heerd 
whut I said, an’ you understood it puffectly. 
Is you see Potlicker Dan did mawnin’ ?”

Pete fooled away no more time. Some­
how he didn’t just like Goodtimes’ tone. 
“Not dis mawnin’ I aint.”

Goodtimes frowned. “Know whuh he is 
at?”

Pete grinned. “How come I gwine know 
dat? Potlicker Dan is a ramblin’ man, an’ 
sometimes he jes’ rambles off an’ doan’ no­
body know whuh he’s at.”

“Sho is de tru’s,” muttered the other. 
“But I got to find him. It’s ve’y ’pawtant.”

Pete looked interested.
“Come o’ which?”
Goodtimes sneered “Doan’ seem lak ter 

me dat’s any o’ yo’ bus’ness.” He appeared 
thoughtful for perhaps half a minute. “If 
you wa’nt sech a ol’ fool you could a made 
some money.”

Pete peered at Goodtimes intently. “How’s 
dat?”

Goodtimes kicked a small rock to one side 
before replying. “Well, you owned dat lit­
tle piece o’ ground on dat hill, jes’ on de 

other side o’ Tela, an’ on which I loaned you 
fifty dollars. You taken up de loan an’ den 
went an’ sold de lan’ to Potlicker Dan. Now 
I wants to buy it. An’ I’s willin’ to pay a 
good price for it.”

“How much would you pay foh dat lan’, 
Goodtimes ?”

Goodtimes thought for a while. “I’d pay 
’bout th’ee hundred dollahs foh it.”

Pete whistled. “ ’Pears lak dat’s a good 
deal mo dan you thought it wuz wuff when 
you wuz tryin’ to git it foh dem fifty dollahs 
I owed you.”

Goodtimes shrugged his shoulders. “Bus’­
ness is bus’ness, Pete. I wuz tryin’ to get 
de lan’ as cheap as possible. Anyhow, right 
den I didn’t want it ve’y bad. Now I------”
But Goodtimes evidently thought better of 
it, and let the sentence remain unfinished.

A little later Goodtimes departed. Shortly 
afterward Pete walked back toward town. 
Pete had more than one grievance against 
Goodtimes Harris. Not so very long before 
that time, when Goodtimes first arrived in 
Tela, he had been employed as head bar­
tender in the Railroad saloon, chief rendez­
vous of Tela’s black population. Pete at that 
time was employed as a kind of man-of-all- 
work in the place. As soon as the proprietor 
of the saloon left for San Pedro Sula on 
business, Goodtimes proceeded to fire Pete 
from his job, and also to rob the old man 
of his girl. Both men had long since ceased 
to feel any particular interest in that particu­
lar girl, but there are but few men who 
enjoy seeing another man deliberately take 
a girl from him, especially with such ma­
liciousness as had been displayed by Good­
times.

ANOTHER thing that Pete disliked 
Goodtimes for, was the latter’s all 

around crookedness. Goodtimes was a 
crooked gambler, and made most of his 
money fleecing the unwary of his color 
around Tela. Another thing, Goodtimes was 
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about the sportiest negro in Honduras. He 
was always dressed in immaculate white 
ducks; more flashy ties, and sported many 
not-quite diamonds. This was a great jar to 
Pete’s nerves.

Pete’s latest grievance against Goodtimes 
was due to the fact that Goodtimes had al­
most done him out of some money. For a 
long time Pete had owned a little piece of 
ground on the east side of Tela, well out of 
town, on a little hill, back from the beach a 
ways. No one ever considered the land of 
any particular value, and no one knew or 
cared how Pete came in possession of it. 
His title, however, was perfectly clear, and 
the land was his.

Pete had become financially embarrassed, 
and after trying several people for a loan 
without success, had secured a loan of fifty 
dollars from Goodtimes, putting up the land 
as security. Time for payment came close 
to hand, and Pete didn’t have the money to 
take up the mortgage he’d given on the land. 
Goodtimes had absolutely refused to give 
him any additional time. Then, greatly to 
the surprise of Goodtimes, Pete had paid 
him the money and taken up the mortgage, 
the day before it was due.

And then, two days before Goodtimes’ 
visit to Pete, the old man had sold the land 
to Potlicker Dan. Apparently Goodtimes 
was very anxious to get in touch with the 
purchaser.

Peter was nearing the Railroad Saloon, 
where, incidentally, Goodtimes Harris had 
long since ceased to work, when he was ac­
costed by Kid Scoot, a perfect giant of a 
man, who had somewhat of a reputation as 
a prizefighter. Pete and Kid were reputed 
to be excellent friends.

“Say, Pete, does yuh know whuh Pot­
licker Dan is at?” Pete shook his head 
slowly. “Huh! ’Pears lak ev’ybody wants 
Potlicker Dan dis mawnin’. What does you 
want wid him?”

Kid looked interested. “Who else wuz it 
wanted to see him?”

Pete hesitated a moment. “Goodtimes 
Harris.”

Kid grunted. “I might a known it. I’s in 
trouble, Pete. You see it’s lak dis. Me an’ 
Goodtimes is bofe o’ us in love wid de same 
gal, Miss Crystal Eubanks, whut lives down 
de street dah, an’ cooks foh de white fo’ks 
on de other side o’ de river. Goodtimes ain’ 
hones. He done got it in his head dat Crystal 
is got some money saved up, an’ he done 
made it known dat he gwine ter marry her 
to git dat money. I jes’ wants de gal. Miss 
Crystal don’t know ’bout whut Goodtimes is 
said, an’ I’s skeered she’ll jes’ think I’s 
jealous if’n I tells her. She done specified 
dat de one o’ us whut buys dat piece o’ lan’ 
whut use to b’long to you, an’ buil’s a house 
on it, gwine have de bes’ chance wid her. I’s 
tryin’ to fin’ Potlicker Dan. An’ so is Good­
times.”

Pete knew all about Goodtimes’ remark 
about marrying Crystal and getting her 
money; so did Crystal. “Uh, huh!” Pete 
laughed. “I hopes you wins, Kid.”

“I got to. I jes’ got to have dat gal.”

THE following day Goodtimes called on
Pete again. “Seed Potlicker Dan yit?” 

he wanted to know. Pete shook his head. 
“Sho’ aint.”

“Know whuh he is at? Pete laughed. 
“Mah goodness, Goodtimes, you is de most 
inquisitin’ man I evah seed. How come I 
gwine know whuh evah stragglin’ niggah 
is at?”

Goodtimes coughed. “Miss Crystal Eu­
banks is done specify to me dat she thought 
mebbe so you could find him. I spec’ you 
done heerd ’bout how ev’ything is wid me 
an’ Crystal, an’ Kid Scoot. I tell you whut 
I gwine do. Miss Crystal say dat if’n me nor 
Kid, one aint got de lan’ by Sat’day ebenin’ 
at fo’ o’clock, she aint gwine to have neider 

(Continued to page 51)
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(Continued from page 49) 
one o’ us, so you see dey aint no time to 
lose. In ’sideration o’ dis, if’n you’ll fin’ Pot­
licker Dan foh me befo’ Sat’day mawnin’ at 
9 o’clock I’ll give you fifty dollahs.”

Pete frowned and shook his head. “I 
aint sayin’ I could fin’ him, Goodtimes, but 
if I did I’d’ have to have mo’ dan dat. I’d 
hab ter sen’ out fo’ks huntin’ foh him, 
mebbe, an’ dat would take money. Why 
don’ you fin’ him yose’f?”

Goodtimes shook his head. “Can’t. I done 
tried. An’ I aint got no time to lose. Kid 
Scoot may fin’ him fus. Now Pete,” and 
Goodtimes lowered his voice, altho there was 
no one except Bones to hear. “I done got a 
hint dat you is mad wid Scoot, even if’n he 
don’ know it, so I wants you to he’p me out. 
Dey’s two hundred dollahs in it foh you, 
pervidin’ you git Potlicker Dan to me by de 
time I said.”

“I’ll try, Goodtimes. Dat niggah is hard 
to fin’ sometimes, you know. He’h heah, dah 
an’ ev’ywhuh. I dun heerd ’bout a dozen 
places he’s exposed to be at. Some say 
Truxillo; some say Tegucigalpa, an’ some 
say------”

Pete was interrupted. “He aint at Trux­
illo, an’ he aint at Tegucigalpa. He is jes’ 
disappeared. I dun telegrafted dem places. 
Dat’s why I’m offerin’ you de reward.”

“Well, I gwine try ter win it.” Pete 
thought for a moment. “Come ’long wid 
me, Goodtimes.” A short time later a paper 
was drawn up and signed in the presence 
of Phil Rozier, a clerk in the offices of the 
United States Fruit Company, to the effect 
that when Rozier notified Goodtimes that 
Pete had located and was ready to deliver 
Potlicker Dan, Goodtimes was to pay to Pete 
two hundred dollars. The agreement was 
made to read in this manner, because neither 
negro trusted the other.

Then in some manner Kid Scoot learned 
of this agreement between Pete and Good­
times. Pete had just strolled into a store 
to buy some suspenders, when Kid Scoot 

laid a heavy hand on his shoulder.
“Whut you doin’ now old niggah?”
Pete grinned. “Pshaw now, Kid, whut 

you means speakin’ lak you wuz mad dat 
way foh? I jes’ gwine buy me some ex- 
penders.”

Kid scowled. “You aint gwine need no 
expenders, no pants, no nothin’ essceptin’ a 
coffin, when I gits th’u payin’ you foh dou­
ble-crossin’ and sellin’ me out lak you’s been 
doin’.”

Pete’s lower lip trembled. “Whut you 
means, Kid?”

“You knows what I means. You dun tol’ 
Goodtimes ’bout how you aint de kin’ o’ 
friend to me you makes out lak you is, an’ 
you’s ’greed to he’p him find Potlicker Dan.”

Kid made a swipe with a heavy right that 
would have put Pete out of business had it 
landed. But it didn’t land. Pete broke all 
records between the store and his house. 
And when he reached his house, he kept 
going. The old man was very careful to 
keep away from Kid Scoot for the remain­
der of the day.

KID SCOOT was just about as near 
crazy as men can get. Crystal certainly 

was giving him no encouragement. Good­
times, while taking good care to keep out of 
arm’s length of the prizefighter, was doing 
all the crowing that he felt entitled to do. 
Goodtimes, and every one who knew of his 
trade with Pete, felt sure that Pete would 
deliver the goods. The old man had been 
in that country for more than twenty years. 
He knew where every one went, and what 
they did when they got there. He had ways 
of learning things that no one else seemed 
to have, so luck seemed to be favoring Good­
times, since it was generally understood that 
Potlicker Dan had no special need for the 
ground in question and would sell to the 
first person offering him any such sum as 
$300.

Following his attempt to put Pete out of 
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business, Kid called on Crystal. That dame 
had heard of the affair.

“You needn’t be hangin’ up yo’ hat lak’n 
you esspects to make yo’se’f at home ’roun 
heah, till after we sees who is de bestest 
man, you o’ Goodtimes, an’------’’

Kid interrupted. “It’s easy to see who is 
de bestest man. I can lick dat scrawny nig- 
gah wid one han’ tied behime mah back. I 
kin------”

It was Crystal’s time to interrupt. “I ain't 
meanin’ who’ de bestest man lax a ox o’ a 
mule, I means wid brains. Now you run 
’long. I ain’t lettin’ Goodtimes fool ’roun’ 
heah till dis matter is decided, and I ain’t 
gwine make no difference twixt you. ’Sides 
dat, I’s ’shamed o’ de way you done Mistah 
Pete. I done heerd ’bout dat, an’ dat ain’t 
he’pin’ you none wid me.’’

EARLY Saturday morning there was a 
strange gathering at Phil Rozier’s office. 

Goodtimes Harris was the first to arrive, 
and he came in response to a message. 
Shortly after Pete, and a long, thin negro 
that Goodtimes recognized as the muchly 
wanted Potlicker Dan showed up. “I wants 
to buy from you, Mistah Potlicker Dan,” 
Goodtimes commenced, but Pete didn’t let 
him finish. “Befo’ dey is any buyin’ done 
dey mus’ be some payin’ dun,” he an­
nounced.

Rozier laughed. “That’s right, Good­
times,” he announced. Half a minute later 
Pete rammed 200 dollars down in the bottom 
of his pocket. Then Goodtimes turned to 
Potlicker Dan: “I wants to buy yo’ land’.”

Potlicker Dan scratched his head. “I ain’t 
got no lan’.”

Goodtimes almost dropped. He whirled 
on Pete. “You done swindled me. You tol’ 
me----- ■”

“I ain’t told you nothin’ what ain’t. I done 
said I sol’ dat lan’ to Potlicker Dan, an’ I 
done so. I ain’t said nothin’ ’bout whut he 

done wid it after I sol’ it to him. An’ you 
ain’ axed me whut he done wid it.”

“Whut did he done wid it, den?”
“He don’ sol’ it back to me—and----- ”

Pete was interrupted by the entrance of 
Crystal and Kid Scoot.

“An’ now you’s got de lan’, an’ you gotta 
sell it to me!” Goodtimes exclaimed. But 
Pete moved further away from the angry 
Goodtimes. “I ain’t got it—I done sol’ it.”

Both Goodtimes and Kid Scoot started 
toward Pete when he made this assertion, 
but Rozier stopped them. Then Crystal got 
in the conversation.

“Dis yeah thing seems lak it’s kind o’ 
mixed up. I jes’ got to do a little esplainin’. 
I done bought dat lan’ fum Pete mahse’f, 
an’ I’s got de deed all ready to sell to Kid, 
if Kid’s got de money. Is you, Kid?”

“Sho’ is!” exclaimed the dazed Kid Scoot.
Kid, hardly understanding what he was 

doing, paid the money to Crystal, and was 
handed a deed to the land. Crystal in turn 
handed two hundred and ninety-nine dollars 
to Pete, taking up a note and mortgage held 
by that individual. “You see I jes’ paid Pete 
one dollah on de lan’,” she explained. “Now 
den Pete, you pay me dem two hundred dol- 
lahs whut Goodtimes give you foh findin’ 
Potlicker Dan, s’eing’s as it wuz me what 
foun’ Potlicker Dan for you.”

“You’s de one whut tol’ me to give Pete 
dat money foh findin’ Potlicker Dan!” ex­
claimed Goodtimes.

Crystal laughed. “You’s de one whut 
made yo’ brags ’bout you wuz gwine marry 
me an’ git de money you heerd I done saved 
up,” she retorted.

THEN Crystal handed Potlicker Dan 
twenty dollars. “Dis is to pay you for 
stayin’ hid out till us wanted you. Now Pete 

you owes me fifty dollars dat I loaned you 
to take up dat paper Goodtimes hel’ against 
de lan’. Heah’s de paper you gimme foh it. 
I gwine give you ten dollahs foh yo’ paht 

(Concluded on Page 64, bottom)



THE nurse paused in the doorway, her 
white dress covered with the long dark 
cape she usually wore for her evening 

walk. “She’s resting quietly, Mr. Maxon. 
You might sit by her—if you wish.”

Victor Maxon jumped to his feet with 
an exclaimed, “Thank you!”

Her eyes rested on him pityingly. “Thank 
you. It gives me an opportunity to get out. 
I left her sleeping medicine on the table be­
side her, if she should be restless. But not 
more than a teaspoonful, you know.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Maxon, and in a 
moment he was upstaifs in Miranda’s room.

Miranda looked very white and tiny in 
the middle of the big bed. They had had to 
put off most of the blond hair which was so 
like her mother’s. She was a great deal like 
her mother, except that her smaller features 
showed a greater regularity and that she 
herself lacked a certain warm impulsiveness 
and self-assertion which had been evident in 
her mother. Victor had loved the mother’s 
expressiveness, her vivid response to all the 
feelings of a strong humanity, yet he found 
the daughter’s quiet nature strangely more 
satisfying. She was like a marble statue 
which was submissive to one’s interpretation 
of divinity and never, like her mother, dis­
concerted a would-be worshiper by some 
movement of an indubitable humanity. She 
never demanded to be understood. Passion­
ate as he always was for a clear, well-or­
dered unsubtle vision of things, he could 

not help being superlatively grateful to a 
person who let him keep his simple ideal 
of her instead of thrusting the painful com­
plex of her own personality into the sit­
uation.

Victor watched the soft waving of the 
counterpane that indicated her breathing. 
He had a quite irrational sense of beauty in 
all her physical processes. Her beautiful 
exterior confirmed one of his favorite the­
ories, that the mind builds itself a temple 
to fit its own contours. Her beautiful, beau­
tiful mind! He even loved her name— 
Miranda—to be marveled at.

If Victor had been a mother he would 
have thought of her as she was when a 
baby—exquisite and dependent and utterly 
lovable. But to him she had been neither 
so exquisite nor so lovable in those days. 
He remembered her chiefly as a part of the 
disturbingly lovely picture made by her 
mother; the object of her mother’s kissings, 
and paintings, and flights of fancy. It was 
only after her mother’s death that he had 
begun to realize her extreme valuableness. 
She had begun wonderfully by refusing to 
press the claims of her own grief, quietly 
consoling him in his greater bereavement.

There had been a few incidents in his 
knowledge of her which he had felt as 
vaguely bewildering. When she was a child 
of nine he had seen her playing in the mud 
with a group of other children, shouting 
and grimacing and throwing the mud about 
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with a sort of abandon which it shocked 
him even to remember. And once when she 
was beautiful sixteen his sister had told him 
with a grave face that Mart Johnson’s 
mother had told her that it was a sight to 
see the way Miranda Maxon danced at the 
high school dances. Of course, it was true 
that Miranda had turned down an invitation 
from the pimpled Mart, and he and his 
mother were presumably malicious. Still, 
it racked Victor to feel that anyone, how­
ever unjustly, should criticize Miranda, and 
this annoyance had been one of the reasons 
which had made up his mind to the difficult 
decision of letting her go away to the con­
vent school. He was singularly happy in 
the thought that she would not meet any 
boys there. She was not in the least a sex­
less divinity to him. He could make up his 
mind to the thought that some day a man 
would love her very finely and take her 
away—though it seemed rather horrible, 
seeing men were all brutes like himself; 
but any such contingency must of course be 
many years distant, for she was barely re­
moved from childhood, a woman in years, 
perhaps, but with the lovely northern re­
luctance for maturity.

Victor looked at the lines which the coun­
terpane took over her body, and was con­
firmed in his sense of her youth and 
immaturity. One shoulder, uncovered by a 
restless movement, showed flesh that was 
white and fine, but it was as unvoluptuous 
in health as in her present illness. She 
turned slightly and her face, a little con­
torted, lay in the clear path of the light. 
He was shocked that it was not so young 
as he had thought it. Oh, she had changed 
since her illness I It was painful to see how 
her cheeks had lost their roundness, how 
her lips had drawn about them lines such 
as one expects to see in the face of one who 
has experienced much. Victor felt pity but 
at the same time a subdued sense of irrita­

tion. A goddess has no business to become 
less lovely. He wondered if she would al­
ways be marked by this present unloveliness, 
even after she got well.

Victor never allowed himself to consider 
for a moment the possibility that she might 
not get well. He could not think of living 
without the joy of hearing someone say, 
“That lovely girl?—she’s Victor Maxon’s 
daughter,” and knowing that others said it 
unheard. She was, of course, wonderful in 
all relations, but he could not imagine that 
daughterhood would ever cease to be her 
crowning glory. She excelled in her func­
tions as his daughter, as he excelled in being 
her father. Victor had been a good son, a 
good enough husband, but a superlatively 
good father. Sitting beside her now, he liked 
to think that few fathers would joy in the 
task as he did.

She moved restlessly, throwing her arms 
free of the bed clothes, and he, careful not 
to wake her, covered her again. He was 
bending over her when he heard her speak 
softly, though he saw that her eyes were 
still closed. “Kiss me,” she whispered, and 
he smiled with tenderness and gratification 
that even her subconscious self seemed to 
recognize his presence by her bed and ad­
dress itself to the surety of his love.

He started painfully as she burst into a 
ringing, unlovely laugh, followed by a mut­
tering which he could barely understand. 
“This is known as fooling the nuns.” He 
was scarcely conscious of any import in the 
words, but he was shocked by the distortion 
of her beautiful face that had become, under 
the maltreatment of her illness, suddenly 
old and crafty and strangely lewd. She was 
whispering again with a breathless ferocity, 
“Fraid-cat! Oh, my God! I know how to 
do this thing. I’m an old hand at it.” She 
let out a chuckle which was immeasurably 
obscene. “An old hand at it. I take my 
loving-------- .” Her voice dropped off into 
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silence and she pillowed her face, once more 
soft and girlishly beautiful, contentedly upon 
one slender arm.

Delirium! She had talked irrationally be­
fore during the course of her fever, but 
then her babblings had been of a lake with 
lilies and a silver castle; or even, childishly, 
of such things as pop-corn balls and toffy. 
This terrible outburst was beyond belief. 
Victor felt an impulse of physical nausea. 
The import of the words she had just spoken 
could hardly be questioned—some clan­
destine intrigue of the most offensive and 
soiling.sort. But how did those words come 
to her lips? He could still scarcely believe 
that she herself had spoken them. Rather 
some demon within her, conjured up by the 
fever.

He had averted his eyes from her face 
with a movement of revulsion. Now, with 
a painful effort he forced them to return, 
examining her slim shoulder and the delicate 
profile whose effect of purity was enhanced 
by her pallor. Lovely—lovely Miranda! 
Miranda the fallen! Miranda the harlot! 
Such combinations of ideas were utterly im­
possible. He wondered if a person in a de­
lirium ever talked of things which had not 
actually occurred. Surely this hideous thing 
must have been only a dream which floated 
for a moment, alien and unowned, through 
the pure air of her mind. Yet it must have 
been present somewhere in her imagination, 
in her desire, floating up from some secret 
sub-stratum of her nature underlying all 
the beautiful purity of her known self. This 
alternative was not reassuring.

All at once he imagined her dead. Lying 
in white purity, with lilies around her, in­
accessible to any further ill. And he imag­

ined himself forgiving her then—little Mi­
randa, who had sinned because she had not 
known and had been only too accessible to 
life. He saw himself beside her grave, where 
violets grew, head bowed in noble grief.

But she was not going to die, of course. 
She was going to live and get well and look 
at him with eyes in which this enigma faced 
him always. In a flash he saw the future 
as it would be for him. She would be soft 
and sweet, and in the seduction of her pres­
ence he would forget the nightmare for 
whole moments and her white hand would 
rest on his head, and then, when she had 
left him, the doubts would come surging 
back. He imagined the nights when he 
would lie sleepless, weighing evidence which 
had been weighed a thousand times before. 
He imagined the days in which he would 
look questioningly into other people’s eyes 
for the glint of a suspicion when they rested 
on Miranda. He knew the agony he would 
experience when he saw a man’s hand reach­
ing out to touch her white hand.

Suddenly Miranda stirred and began to 
whisper words which her father could not 
catch. Then she flung out her arms with a 
gesture which bared her breast and cried, 
“Lover! Lover!”

Something in Victor moved with swift 
desperation. He took the bottle of sleeping 
medicine and poured out her dose and 
pressed it between her lips. She fought 
against it, moving her head from side to 
side on the pillow. “Not drink—had enough 
—want, want loving!” Then he picked up 
the bottle and pressed it against her lips, 
pouring the contents between them—more 
and more and more—until at last the lovely, 
defiled lips were still.

Those Things Happen—Be Careful 
Next Time, John

Trade love hammock for twin baby carriage.
John C. Gambell, Sites, Calif.

—Taken from a Trade magazine. (Adv.)
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MYSTIC WORLD
527 South Clark Street 

CHICAGO

Get your Lucky and Unlucky Days 
in Love, Business, Speculation and 
Travel every month by the stars. 
World’s Foremost famous writers 
and authors on psychology, occult, 
mystical, ghostology, super­
natural, and life after death. The 
greatest magazine of its kind ever 
printed. Convince yourself.

25c per copy, or $2 per year.

DIRECT FROM FRANCE
Wonderful PHOTOS of the Prettiest French Girls. Parisian 
Novelties and curious English Books—The kind men like—Samples 
for Si .00, §2.00, So.00, §10.00 notes. Interesting illustrated cata­
logue for 20 cents (stamps).
PARISIANA LIB., GONESSE (S&O) FRANCE

LADIES
1 positively guarantee my great 
Mecessful "Monthly Compound.* 
Safely relieves some of the long, 
•st, most obs tiua te, abnormal cases 
la three to five days.
For Over a Quarter ol a Century 
women from all over the country have used this 
compound with remarkable results Testimonials witnout 
number. No harm pain or interference with work Mai) 
11.00. Double strength 18.00 Booklet Free Write today 
Dr.AE Southington RemedyCo.. Kansas City. Mo.

AGENTS! SOURCE OF SUPPLY
Goin money! Sell Postcards; Novelties; Cartoons; Action Photo 
Books; Card Tricks; Books; Stag Party Sporting Goods; Magic 
that MEN like. 354 largest Girl photo samples, chuck full of kicks 
like a bottle of giggle water, with 2 big catalogs illustrating hun­
dreds of imported articles from Germany, France, Italy, Mexico, 
Czecho-Slovakia and Hungary. 35e. (Coin) Prepaid.
SMITHS NOVELTY CO., 8541 Lowe Ave., Chicago, 111. 
_________________________ (Dept. 10-S)_________________________

KIP & ALICE
French Stenographer A Model’s Life. Adam and Eve, A Bachelor’s 
Dream, Boss and Bubbles. Maggie and Jlggs, Peaches and Brown­
ing: 10 more and latest Tillie and Mac; also 19 rare type of photo 
plct.. and 4 Frenchy stories; all comp, for §1.00 bill. Dept. T
BOROUGH NOVELTY CO., 4162 Park Ave., New York City

BIJOU LIBRARY
BOOKS IN MICROSCOPIC PRINT to be read with 
magnifying glass. Twenty stories, three complete volumes 
translated from the French, including FORBIDDEN 
FRUIT, STORY OF A FARM GIRL, MY LANDLADY, 
etc. To the uninitiated the print in these booklets appears 
too small to be read, but ah! Under an ordinary magnifying 
glass such as can be procured in any novelty store for a few 
cents, EVERY WORD LEAPS INTO CLEAR RELIEF. 
Price of the three complete, $1.00. Express money order or 
currency in registered mail.

AGENCIA DANNER
Apartado 670 Habana, Cuba

10 FLAPPER PICTURES 30c
Beautiful American Girls, posed in lingerie. Full 
post card size and reproduced from photographs, 
not drawings. Order No. V-7. 10 Flappers, 30c 
postpaid Our 1931 catalog of novelties included. 
Catalog only 5c.

DUNES NOVELTY CO
Oept. 20 Niles, Michigan

PEPPY FRENCH TALES
“Room Eleven,” “Just a Girl,” “Her Lover,” “The Model,” “Her Boudoir 
Key.” "Madam’s Establishment,” printed in English and illustrated; 
also 10 Hot spicy cartoons, "The Honeymoon,” "Tillie & Boh,” "A Hot 
Baby." etc., all for $1.00. (Express only). Booklet of thrilling pictures 
FREE with order
NOVELTY BOOK HOUSE, Dept. A, 129 Vine St., Phila., Pa.

MARRY! BIG illustrated book 111 AI\I\ 1 • with descriptions sent in plain 
wrapper for ten cents.

BONAFIDE COMPANY
Dept. 35 Kansas City, Mo.

HOTTEST OF EM ALL
100% UNRETOUCHED UNDRAPED ORIGINAL PHOTOGRAPHS. 
DIRECT FROM FRANCE. FOR REAL RED HOT BLOODED 
HE MEN. THEY GOT ’EM ALL BAFFLED. NOTHING CAN 
BEAT ’EM. A LI. FULL VIEW POSES. YOU ARE ORDERING THE 
RIGHT KIND OF PHOTOS WHEN YOU’RE ODERING THIS 
SET. SPECIAL 12 ALL DIFFERENT 5x7 PHOTOGRAPHS. §2.00. 
24 ALL DIFFERENT.§4.00. SENT BY EXPRESS ONLY. STATE AGE. 
CAPAWAN PRODUCTIONS, DEPT. 290, MCADOO, PENNA.

FOR MEN ONLY
We have books for men only. These books amaze, astonish and 
please you. Satisfaction guaranteed. If under 21 please don’t 
order. Send express address and §1.00 for our combination offer. 
No catalogs.
MAY PUBLISHING CO., Dept.T, 1401 42nd St., Brooklyn, N.Y.

RUBBER GOODS
Guaranteed Rubber Specialties

White envelope goods............................24 for $1.00
Cigarettes—10 in box........................ Per Box $1.00
Assorted samples of 24......................................$1.00

O & S SALES SERVICE
3349 Irving Park Blvd. CHICAGO

FILMS DEVELOPED FREE
Send roll of film and a quarter and we will finish and mail you six 
prints. Finest quality work. (Confidential.)

ARTCRAFT STUDIO, Dept. 20, Niles, Mich.

Special Bargain
While They Last

10 Back Numbers
of

10 Story Book 
$150

All Different
Give Your Express Address 
10 STORY BOOK CORP.

529 South Clark St. Chicago, Illinois



Genny Goder

is her name, she’s a vaudeville fav­
orite, and that’s all we’ve been told 
about the fair lady by the takers of 

this photo, Messrs
G. F, P!



QUIT 
TOBACCO
No man or woman can escape the 
harmful effects of tobacco. Don’t try 
to banish unaided the hold tobacco 
has upon you. Join the thousands of 
Inveterate tobacco users that have
found It easy to quit with the aid of the Keeley Treatment.
I/FFI RI If Treatment For 
■ L L I Ml w Tobacco Habit IW r r. J r ■ Successful For
■ > Mi Mi ■■ Mi ■ Over SO Years
Quickly banishes all craving for tobacco. Write today for Free 
Book telling how to quickly Free yourself from the tobacco 
habit and our Money Back Guarantee.

Home of the famous Keeley Treatment for Liquor and Drugs. 
Booklet Sent on Request. Correspondence Strictly Confidential.

THE KEELEY INSTITUTE Dept, E-627 Dwight, Illinois

The Book of Nature married or about to be 
married should know. A 128-page book, illustrated. Sent 
upon receipt of only 25 cents.

STEIN’S
______________ 521 South State St., Chicago____________
"We can sell you the Kind of Photos You Would Like to 
Make Yourself. Only a Limited Number Available. Three 
for $1. For Men Only.”

SPANISH AMERICAN SALES CO.
Box 223 New Braunfels, Tex.

WERGO FRENCH TONIC TABLETS
Double Strength. A potent tonic and nerve stimulant for men, $2.00 
postpaid, in plain wrapper (or C. O. D. $2.15). 3 boxes for $5.00. Special 
strength, $3.00; 2 boxes Special Strength $5.00. Money-back guarantee. 
Werco Laboratories, 205 Middlesex St., Lowell, Mass., Dept. W.

WOW! WHOOPEE!
Boss A Bubbles; Toots & Casper; A Bachelor's Dream; Tillie & Mac; 
A Model's Life; Adam & Eve; Kip & Alice; The Gumps; Sheba A 
Sheik; Somebody’s Stenog.; Papa Love Mama; Winnie Winkle and 
40 others; also 40 French Style Pictures; Men and Women Lovers in 
different poses Included, all for $1.00. ADELPHI PRESS, P. O.
Box 8. Coney Island Sta., Brooklyn. N. Y.

FREE TO MEN
Catalog of Books, Novelties, Pictures, etc., for 
Men Only. Stamps appreciated. Specialty Sales, 
Box 1429, San Francisco.

TQ)TS&CASPEl
The “REAL STUFF”—Barney Google A Spark Plug, Boob 
McNutt A Pearl, Tillie the Toiler, Gus A Gussie, Harold Teen 
A Lillums, Winnie Winkle, The Gumps. 30 more and French 
Pkg. All for $1.00 Bill. BELL IMPORT CO.
___________ Dept. T. P. O., Box 14, Fordham Sta.. N. Y. City 

DAM-ZINE 
FOR SICK GLANDS CAUSED FROM 

AGE, ABUSE, DISEASE, ETC.
A product of medical research prescribed by physi­
cians in the treatment of starved glands. You take 
no chances and waste no money. Satisfaction guar­
anteed or money refunded. We invite corres­
pondence with physicians. Packed 25 Dam-Zines, 
$1.00. 200 for $5.00. A $1.00 order now means a 
$5.00 order later. Special physicians offer 1,000 
Dam-Zines for $21.25. All goods sent in plain sealed 
package postpaid. No. C. O. D. Send cash or money 
order and expect Dam-Zines by first return mail. 
No delay. Write now. All correspondence con­
fidential.

DAM-ZINE LABORATORY
BOX 101 COLUMBUS, OHIO

LIFE IN A

LOVE CELT
TRUE LIFE STORY

By

Marion Dockerill
HIGH PRIESTESS OF OOM

The author reveals an intimate word picture 
of herself and others in the actual life lived 
in a love cult. Calls a spade a spade throuhg- 
out the entire 100 pages.
100-page 9x12 booklet of startling exposures. 
Fully illustrated throughout. Price $1.00, 
2 for $1.50. No orders outside the U. S. 
accepted. Send M. 0. Not cash.

Sent by express only

BIBLION PRESS
527 So. Clark St.

Chicago, Illinois

FOR WOMEN ONLY
Why worry about delayed periods from unnatural causes. 
Get Quick Results using FEMINESE—Liquid-Tablet 
Relief. Used by doctors. Moves cases long overdue. Pleas­
ant, safe, no interference any duties. Satisfaction guaranteed 
— treatment $2.95. Postage if C. O. D. Specially Com­
pounded for Very Obstinate Cases $5.00. Illustrated 
Folder Free with order. PETONE CO., Dept. 2-SB, 
St. Louis, Mo.

RED HOT ACTION UNDRAPED POSES
Real Stuff-—Red Hot—Peppy; Snappy; Full X lew. Beautiful 
brunettes; Dynamic Blonds. Closeups; some people have been 
misled In ordering real action photos, but we absolutely guarantee 
ours to be real stuff. 12 different 5x7 photographs. $2.00. 24 
different, $4.00. FRENCH IMPORTERS, Dept. 112, McAdoo. 
PENNA.

MEN—Rubber Goods, Novelties Specialties. Large Assort­
ment. Complete line; low prices. Special prices dealers and 
salesmen. 50 Assorted Samples $2.00 (Exp.) Catalog 10c 
(Stamps).

EASTERN CITY TRADING CO.
1229 Park Row Bldg. New York, N. Y.

TILLIE & MAC
Peaches and Browning—Dumb Dora—Maggie and Jlggs—Boss and 
Bubbles—The Gumps—Many more, also more than 2 doz. rare 
genuine French photos (Montmarte type) In different poses, all for 
$1.00 bill.
REX SALES, 4160 Park Ave. Dept. T New York City

A nnv NEW BIG DIRECTORY IV1 A K K Y PHOTOS, Descriptions, 
IVJIXJL JLVX\ JL sent sealed, 10 cents. 
Cosy Darling, Dept. 19, Kansas City, Mo.

MEN
15 French Style Pictures; Original; Spicy, 
Snappy and Peppy Life-Like Action Cartoons 
in Book Form; Book of Spicy French Stories; 
Spicy Love Letter Pocket Cards; extra ripping 
Stories and a Merry Widow “that Wiggles.’’ 
All for $1.00. Paris Art Studio, Dept. T, 
4305 14tb Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y.



Former Life Guard Has Private 
Collection of Girl Photos

THREE FOR A HALF OR SEVEN FOR A DOLLAR 
Order by Mail Only

Jack Grant, 525 So. Clark St., Chicago, III.

TILLIE MV
Toots & Casper; Maggie & Jiggs; Peaches <fc Browning; Dumb 
Dora; Boes & Bubbles; 18 more and 25 French Photos. AU for
>1.00 BUI. Sealed. BELL IMPORT CO.

Dept. T. P. O. Box 14, Fordham Sta., N. Y. City

DARING EXPOSURES ON

VICE
Also other RACKETS OF CRIME. 
Never printed before. Get this 
startling book. Size 5x8 inehe 
Sent postpaid for only $1.00.
PARK BOOK CO., Dept. T.

4162 Park Ave., N. Y. City

DADI? DOnVC REAL FRENCH KAKE-dUUKij art photos
The Kind men like—Good choice for $1,00, $2.00, $5.00, 
$10.00 notes. Illustrated catalogue for 20 cents in stamps 
or free with order.

A. R. Perraln, 18 Villa, Hochard, Plerrefitte 
(Seine) France

SNAPPY GIRL PHOTOS ( posstizceard ) 
Pretty girls in “NUDE” poses. 10 for $1.00. 30 for $2.00. 
“GIRLS IN DAINTY LINGERIE” 12 for $1.00. 40 for 
$2.00. Please order by MAIL and state age.

B. CREED, 6437 Cottage Grove Ave., Chicago, Ill.

HOTTEST OF EM ALL
RED-HOT FRENCH, ALL CLOSE-UP VIEWS, SHOW YOUR 
SWEETIE THESE AND RAISE HER TEMPERATURE 
120-SEEING IS BELIEVING, TO INTRODUCE—12 5x7 
GLOSS PRINTS $2.00, OTHER SETS—$3.00—$5.00 and $10.00 
(OUR VERY BEST) QUALITY NOT QUANTITY. SHIPPED 
PREPAID. MESSRS. PRODUCTIONS, Dept. 11, McAdoo, Pa.

w « We safely guarantee our quick acting "3C”
*1*1  I L' tabs, the only great and original successful 

I fl I 11 H periodic “monthly compound” on the 
I . I 11 I <i 1 market. Sure relief for most stubborn 
*AA Biz abnormal cases without harm, pain or inter­
ference with work. Sent postpaid in plain sealed wrapper, with 
directions for use. Complete special treatment $3.00. Write in 
confidence.

CLIFFORD CHEMICAL COMPANY 
Dept. T, 1401 42nd Street Brooklyn, N. Y.

FOR MEN—Only A Girl, Adam and Eve, Maiden’s Dream, 
Night in a Moorish Harem, others, daring girl pictures, 
$1.00. Action Pictures, 12 $2.00. “Mormon Secrets,” 
7 spicy others $1.00. All $3.00 with catalog. Catalog, im­
ported novelty 25c sealed. WESTERN SALES AGENCY, 
746 Sansoms St., San Francisco, Calif.

Free to Men—Women 
Who Want New Pep— 

Vitality
Years Don’t Count

Regular $1.00 Treatment Free With This 
Special Offer. Only One to a Family!

Renew your pep. Attract the opposite sex. Prevent family 
quarrels. Don’t let doubt stand between you and your 
desires. Lotta Pep Tablets—the modern treatment—will 
pleasantly surprise you.
A limited supply of regular $1.00 treatments will be sent 
out free—one to every rundown, wornout man or woman 
who will send only $1.00 for another treatment. (Can be 
sent c. o. d. for $1.15.) This gives you a double supply for 
half price. Sent sealed—plain wrapper. Get splendid results 
or money refunded.
Large supply Super Lotta Pep Tablets for severe cases, $3.00
IRVIN CO., Dept. 70, 857 N. Eutaw St., Baltimore, Md..

. FROM PARIS—JUST ARRIVED 
THE LATEST ALBUMS!

Jolies Poupees, Honni Soit No. 1 and 2, Fleurs de Champs, 
French Cancan, Prisons de Soie, Jambes Et Attitudes, 
Petit Choc Nos. 1, 2, 3 and 4, Intimites, each $2.—Paris 
Studio No. 1, 2 and 3, Paris Plastique No. 3 and 4, Jambes 
Savantes, Formes de Femme, each $1.25—Stereoscope 
Finest Quality and 40 Stereo-Photos $3.

ATLANTIS PUBLISHING CO.
110 West 42nd St. New York City

BE A REAL HE MAN
Don’t pass them up, take Pep-Stim Tablets and get the 

thrill of youth. A trial will convince you as it has others. 
$1.00—$3.00—$5.00 treatments. Levinson Laboratories, 
Dept. T, 1119 Nielson St., Utica, N. Y.

Unretouched Photos!
Girl pictures, also groups. Not sold in stores; catalogues 
catalogues with 200 pictures to select from, or 12 photos, 
size 10x15cm, only 1 Dollar (to be mailed in advance.) 
Write address distinctly. Prompt and quick delivery. 
Mailing office: Berlin, S. W. 29 Postfach 55 (Germany)

'M /fTl JVT SAVE BIG MONEY on our corn- 
111 [V I plete line of sanitary rubber 

goods—finest quality—money
back guarantee. Send dollar for big trial as*  
sortment (12) postpaid*  or write today for 
free price list.
RELAY SALES, NEW HAVEN? INDIANA

WE HAVE THE STUFF
For men only, 9 different, rare and daring French Stories; 20 rare 
French Style Pictures; 2 Snappy Cartoons, and “Naughty Neill” 
The Laugh Yourself Sick, Peppy Pocket Novelty. All for $1.

MOMART IMPORTING CO., Dept. T
1401—42nd St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

POEMS
OF

PASSION
Over 100 of the Most Passionate Love 

Poems ever written. Dedicated to “Lovers 
and their love.”

Bitter Sweet Love; Alone One Night; The 
Harlot’s House; Tiger - Love; Wiles O’ 
Women; Yield All My Love; Turkish Love 
Song; HoldliBack Thy Hours, Dark Night; 
To Virgins; Pluck Life’s Roses Today; Bed­
ouin Song; Paolo and Francesca; Le Vampire; 
The Night Hath a Thousand Eyes; Sweet 
Youth; Beat Against Me No Longer, etc., etc.

Book beautifully bound in Red chinatex, 
illustrated cover and frontispiece. Printed on 
finest eggshell paper.

These imperishable heart-throbs of passion 
belong in every library. A Most Unusual 
Opportunity at a price you can’t afford to 
miss. Usual price $1.50.

Only 60c prepaid
2 for $1.00

BIBLION PRESS
527 So. Clark St., Chicago



ADVERTISING RATES
CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

Under Books, Medical, Personal and
Photos, per word....................................................  $0.20

Under Agents, Business Opportunities, 
Help Wanted, Matrimonial, Miscellaneous and 
Patents, per word........................................................ $0.15

NO ADS OF DESS THAN 10 WORDS ACCEPTED

DISPLAY ADVERTISING
Per line ....................................................................$1.00
Per % Inch ............................................................ 7.00
Per Inch ....................................................................14.00

NO ADS OF DESS THAN y8 INCH (7 DINES)

NO DISCOUNT for space or time insertions.
LAST FORMS close on the 10th of the Second 

Month preceding.

All Advertising is Payable in Advance

10 STORY BOOK
529 South Clark St.

CHICAGO ILLINOIS

AGENTS

DEALERS, SALESMEN, MAKE 300% OR MORE 
with the latest sensation from France. Un­

limited profits roll in daily just showing the 
most thrilling Professional Art Color Photos, 
yet everyone wants them! Samples sent imme­
diately for $2.00. $5.00 or more will convince 
you. Marcellus Lucca, Poste Restante, Rouen 
(S.-I.) France.__________________________________ ■
RUBBER GOODS—AGENTS COMPLETE LINE.

Price list free. Relay sales, Dept. 7, New 
Haven, Indiana. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

$8.00 BUYS DEED PART OIL 10 ACRES, OKLA- 
homa County. 300 wells now drilling. Joe.

Milam, Dept. 20, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

FEMININE HYGIENE

MARRIED WOMEN—WHY WORRY—BE SAFE. 
Use H & H, the non-irritating convenient, ef­

fective tablet. Guaranteed health and regularity. 
Better than a douche. Send for free sample and 
description. USONA CO., Dept. S., 333 N. Mich­
igan Ave., Chicago, Ill.
LADIES! DR. CHEESEMAN’S PILLS, FOR 

delayed or suppressed periods give positive 
relief in stubborn cases. Harmless, no pain. 
Best for over 100 years. Double strength $2 box. 
Sealed. Dr. S. Cheeseman, 11 E. 12th St., New 
York.

HELPWANTED

POSITIONS ON OCEAN LINERS; EXPERI- 
ence unnecessary. List of positions free.

292-G. Mount Vernon, N. Y.

MATRIMONIAL

LONELY HEARTS — JOIN THE WORLD’S 
greatest social Extension Club, meet nice 

people who, like yourself, are lonely (many 
wealthy); one may be your ideal; confidential, 
dignified service. We have made thousands 
happy. Why not you? Photos, descriptions free, 
“sealed." Send no money. Standard Club, Box 
607, Grayslake, Ill.

"WEALTHY WIDOWER!” (WANTS WIFE.)
Owns fine business. Lovely home. Beautifully 

furnished. Tile baths. Two cars. Desires early 
matrimony. Club. Mary Martin. Box 100-X, De- 
troit, Michigan.____________________________________
LONELY? GET ACQUAINTED! NON-PROFIT

Organization. Valuable information. Enclose 
10c. P. O. Box 53, Brooklyn, N. Y.
CORRESPOND, MARRIAGE—PASTIME, ZANO

Agency, 407 So. 21st Aye., Maywood, Ill.
WEALTHY LADIES, RICH WIDOWS, LOVELY 

girls, want to marry. (Write for Free 
sealed list.) Mary E. Hill, Monon Building, 
Chicago, Ill.
WHY BE LONELY? SEND ME YOUR OWN DE- 

scription in full and $1.00 for 50 addresses 
with the description of opposite side close to 
your age. Write Interstate Correspondence In­
stitute, 6904 Roosevelt Rd., Oak Park, Ill.
LONELY? MEET YOUR SWEETHEART. RE- 

ceive interesting letters, photos. Stamp ap­
preciated. Braun, 353 W. 47th, Chicago.
WOULD YOU MARRY IF SUITED? FREE DE- 

scriptions (many wealthy) wishing an early 
marriage, will be sent you in plain sealed en­
velope, if you write at once, to Eva Adams, Box 
30, Springfield, Ohio.
LONESOME FOLKS! DANDY LITTLE LADIES, 

desirable Gentlemen, everywhere, many 
wealthy, will marry. Confidential, list free. Mrs. 
Budd, Box 753-L, San Francisco, Calif.
“RICH YOUNG WIDOW!” OWNS CONSIDER- 

able City properties. Nice business. Fine 
home. Beautiful car. Sincere men write. (Ob­
ject Matrimony.) Bureau. Mary Martin. Box 
100-X, Detroit, Michigan.
CORRESPONDENCE CLUB—BOOK OF PHOTOS 

and descriptions of wealthy members sent 
free in plain wrapper. The Exchange, Dept. 38, 
Kansas City, Mo.
MARRIAGE PAPER FREE—BEST AND MOST 

reliable published. Eastern Agency, 17 Bridge­
port, Conn.
MARRY RICH. 25 CHOICE ADDRESSES, GIRLS 

or men, 25c. Arts, B-1611-B, Denver.

MISCELLANEOUS

7 LA VIE PARISIENNE, $1; 5 LE SOURIRE, $1;
4 Paris Music Hall, $1; 3 Paris Plaisirs, $1;

12 finest nude French postcards, $1. All 5 items 
combined for $4. Atlantis Publishing Co., 110 
West 42nd St., New York City.
PEP, VIGOR, QUICKLY. VIRGO TABLETS, 

Master Medicine, $1.00; three boxes, $2.00.
Western Sales, 746 Sansome, San Francisco, Cal.
ART PHOTO MIRRORS—SNAPPY SUBJECTS.

Made from real photos. Sample 50c. 4 assorted 
$1.00, Greco, 166 Melrose St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
ART OBJECTS, BOOKS, PICTURES. “MILLER.” 

Ea-125 Church St., New York.

OLD MONEY WANTED

$5 TO $500 EACH PAID FOR HUNDREDS OF 
old or odd coins. Keep all old money, it may be 

VERY valuable. Get posted at once. Send 10c 
for illustrated COIN VALUE BOOK, 4x6. Guar­
anteed Prices. We buy and sell. 26 years in busi­
ness. Old Coin Exchange, Box 73, LeRoy, N. Y.

PHOTOS

FREE SAMPLES — NUDE PHOTOS — SENSA- 
tional, Voluptuous, Seductive. Bargain lists 

and sample packet of actual photos free. You 
can’t go wrong. Stamps appreciated. T. Nam- 
lede. Box 82, Coney Island, N. Y.

SONG WRITERS

SONGWRITERS: READ “SONG REQUIRE- 
ments of Talking Pictures, Radio and Rec­

ords,” an explanatory, instructive book sent free 
to aspiring writers of words for songs. We com­
pose, arrange music and secure copyrights. 
Write today. Newcomer Associates, 1674-L. 
Broadway, New York.



Don’t You—Miss?

lbs Vice-President’s Son
BY DAN SYTTON

A real book — risque, humorous, illustrated, that 
tells things it shouldn’t tell. Over a hundred pages. 
Clothbound, $1.00. NEW PUBLISHING DO., Dept. 
M.527 South Clark St., Chicago.

ATTENTION: “STRAP EDUCATION” is an uncensored 
group of experiences of corporal punishment being adminis­
tered to both sexes, at home, and schools; illustrated with 
actual photographs; $2.00 by express prepaid; state age.

D. J. MURRAY—Box 1096—Olympia, Washington

HUNDREDS SEEKING MARRIAGE
If you are lonely and sincere I can arrange a romantic correspondence 
that will help you to find your Ideal in a CONFIDENTIAL and 
dignified manner. Just the opportunity you have been awaiting. 
Full particulars for stamp.

Mrs. F. Willard, 3004 N. Willard St., Chicago, Ill.

■MMWIWTI Hot. Spicy cartoon Drawings. “Tillie and 11 ▼ Bob,” “Dick’s Model,” "The Honeymoon,"
“Mabel's Boy Friend,” "Three Flappers," 
"What Peter Got,” "The Wild Ride,” “A Bad

Slip,” "A Hot Baby,” "Some Dive,” also six French Stories and a 
spicy picture booklet, all for $1.00. Express. Surprise money-back 
offer with order.
“NOVELTIES” Dept. A, Room 45, 26 So. 15th St., Phlla., Pa.

M 111*117  when delayed or irregular use Osan 
1A/ I I iVI r*  IW Monthly Regulator; most stubborn f f 1V1 I z 1 cases relieved in 48 hours; guaran­

teed safe and harmless. Double 
strength postpaid $2.00, 3 boxes $5.00. OSAN PRODUCTS 
CO., Dept. X-2, 6052 Harper Ave., Chicago.

WE HAVE “IT”
FOR MEN ONLY: 5 different rare and daring French Stories, 
also 25 rare French pictures, also free with order—complete set of 
19 snappy Jokes, all for $1.00 bill. (Famous Tillie and Mac, Incl.) 
PARIS IMP. CO., 4166 Park Ave. Dept. T New York City

ONLY A TELEPHONE GIRL Develop Your Bust
“Maggie and Jiggs,” “Dumb Dora,” “Her Turn," “A Merry 
Widow,” “Man and Woman.” 20 Nifty Poses (Daring 
Kind) and Surprise Package. All for $1.00.
PATHE SALES, 1401 42ND STREET, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

w * rx w w-j When delayed, use Favorite Monthly
/I I 1 I I. V Regulators, get quick relief; regular
11 I I I [’ A $2 double strength, with valuable

JjljLLZ 1 Ukz directions, only $1 for a limited time.
Trial size 25c.

MYCO, Dept. 101, 3235 South Benton, Kansas City, Mo.

ACTION PHOTOS
(THE RIGHT GOODS!) Over 24 French style pictures; “Origi­
nals"; Montmarte type; Spicy French stories—Tillie the Toiler, 
Harold and Llllums, Dumb Dora and 16 more, incl. Boss & Bubbles. 
All for $1.
ACTION PHOTO CO., 4160 Park Ave., Dept. T, New York, N. Y.

I will tell any 
woman how to do 
it absolutely free.

Many women believe 
that the bust cannot be 
developed o r brought 
back to its former vigor­
ous condition. Thousands 
of women have vainly 
used massage, electricity, 
pump instruments, oint­
ments, general tonics, 
constitutional treatments, 
exercises and other 
methods without results.

MEN
YEARS DON’T COUNT

You can stage a comeback that will surprise yourself and 
your friends. Don’t stay on the down grade. Start NOW 
building pep, courage and strength that won’t fail when 
you need, it Don’t let doubt stand between you and your 
desires. Sent $1 for PEP-TONE Tablets, the old reliable 
pep tonic. Tone Remedy Company, Box 904, Hunting­
ton, W. Va.

The Mdme. Du Barrie French 
Method

Bl ft ft ft DISEASES —NO MATTER HOW 
L V V lx 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 chronic cases. Write now.

Dr. Panter, 54 W. Lake St., Room X-427, Chicago

is different from anything else ever brought be­
fore American women. It is based on scientific 
facts absolutely.

To any woman who will send a 2c stamp to 
pay postage, I will send in a plain sealed en­
velope, my illustrated booklet of information and 
positively convincing testimonials from many who 
have used my method.

MDME. DU BARRIE
Suite 9, 527 S. Clark St., CHICAGO, ILL.

Real Democracy
As a pioneer and professional man Dr. Jancl^y 

was out in front. Fiftymine years he practiced medi' 
cine, being responsible for most of the babies born in 
the community.

—From The Pomeroy (Ohio) Democrat.



FRENCH STENOGRAPHER
Farmer's Daughter, Peaches and Brownie, Chicken Feed, Naughty 
Rose, snappy, transparent photos and special package (kind that 
men like). All for Si. Catalog 10c.
Yellen Novelty Co,, Dept. T, 1401 42nd St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
■ ■ | ■■ /a Thousands of cases of unnaturalI A 111 k X MONTHLY pain, irregularity 

and suppression have been safely 
and easily overcome by the 

famous formula composing my Successful COM­
BINATION TREATMENT. Even some of the 
worst cases have yielded in a few days after 
other methods failed. I absolutely Guarantee it 
harmless, easy to take and will not interfere 
with duties. Why take chances with your 
health? I am a Graduate Doctor with years of 
experience. Mail $3.00 for Complete Combina­
tion Treatment with valuable instructions and 
directions for obtaining best results. Literature 
FREE. Write today in confidence.

DR. E. M. PERDUE
Suite 601. 818 Walnut St. Kansas City. Mo

SANITARY

RUBBER GOODS
of all kinds mailed postpaid by us in plain, 
sealed wrapper. Write for mail-order price 
list, saving 50%. Dept. G, Novelty Rubber 
Co., II Chatham St., Hamilton, Ontario.

“Please Write to Me”

&
We have thousands of photos of charming, 
refined girts and women looking for a worthy 
husband. Mall this ad within 10 days and 
receive a large collection of ladies’ pictures 
and descriptions. All very desirable; many 
wealthy. Some own big property or business 
Interests and need a husband manager. We 
Introduce you so you can write them. Postage 
appreciated.
Prof. A. Ward, Box 550, Valley, Neb.

WINNIE WINKLE
FOR MEN ONLY: “A Merry Widow," “Mother Eve," “Mama 
and Papa," "Mabel's Letter to Hubby,” "Barbary Kate/' 17 more, 
Incl. the new Tillie and Mac, etc. Also 24 French style pictures. 
The complete works for $1 bill.
UNIVERSAL CO., 4166 Park Ave., Dept. T New York City

GLOW OF LIFE
HELPS YOU OVERCOME YOUR 

SEXUAL WEAKNESS
Newest, most effective and safest rejuvenator and gland 
stimulant known. For weak, deficient and abused glands 
caused by age, sexual excesses, fast living, late hours, worry, 
nervousness, over-work, disease, etc. Used by men and 
women in all walks of life. Easy to take. Results will sur­
prise you. Don’t take chances or waste your money on other 
inferior and harmful preparations, when Glow of Life will 
help you. Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. All 
correspondence confidential. Correspondence with physicians 
invited. Mailed to you in plain sealed package postpaid, 
24 capsules for $1.00; 100 for $3.00: 200 for $5.00. Special 
prices to practicing physicians on larger quantities. Remit 
to GLOW OF LIFE LABORATORIES CO., Dept. T-1, 
P. O. Box 744, Columbus, Ohio.

TILLIE & MAC 
Sheba and Sheik: Somebody's Stenog; He Done Her Wrong: Toots 
and Casper; 66 more Incl. Only a Boy. Night in a Harem, Fanny 
Hill, etc., also 43 rare, genuine French photos Incl. Montmarte 
type action photos of men and women in intimate, amorous poses; 
all for $1.00 (M. O.).

ATLANTIC IMPORT 
(Dept. S), 246 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

w t wjr iirp YOUR EYE ON the Y <1 I J f-1 V K right offer for photosthat you,n ljke Sixteen 
Youthful and pretty girls in a variety of unusual poses for 
$1.00. Illustrated booklet 10c.

BERT HEDSPETH 
3021 California St., Denver, Colorado, Dept. 110

FILMS DEVELOPED 
Not How Cheap, but How Quick, Careful and Confi­
dential. Send 14 Two-Cent Stamps with film for every 
6 Prints wanted. Your films and picture are returned same 
day we receive them in plain envelope. We have no pictures 
for sale!

FILM SERVICE, BOX 131, TUCKAHOE, N. Y.

SOMEBODY HOME 
(Concluded from Page 52) 

in he’pin’ me, so you jes’ owes me fohty 
dollahs.” Crystal carefully counted the 
money Pete handed her. “Now I’se got mah 
money back whut I loaned Pete; Pete is 
got a good price foh his lan’; Potlicker Dan 
is paid foh his trouble, an’ so is Pete, an’ 
Goodtimes is paid foh tryin’ to marry a lady 
to git her money, an’ also foh tryin’ to git 
Pete’s lan’ foh not much o’ nothin’. An’ 
I’se got a hundred an’ seventy dollahs for 
doin’ de payin’ back to Goodtimes. Good­
times is got esperience, an’ Kid knows who’s 
gwine to run our fam’ly. An’ he knows dat’s 
gwine ter be me.”

Rozier laughed. “I don’t understand all 
this, but I suppose it’s all right. I only 
wanted to see Pete get a square deal, and he 
seems to have gotten it.”

“Huh!” snarled Goodtimes. “An’ I sho’ 
is got esperience. If anybody wants to know 
whut kin’ o’ brains I’s got you kin jes’ tell 
’em dey ain’t nobody home.”

Pete laughed and puffed out his chest like 
a turkey gobbler. “An’ if’n anybody asts 
you whut kind o’ brains me an’ Crystal is 
got you kin tell ’em dey is somebody home.” 
The old man chuckled. “An’ us kin prove it 
by Mistah Goodtimes Harris.”
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Coming!

The Greatest Collection 
of Blonde Beauties 

Ever Presented 
Between the Covers 

of
Any Magazine

$

t

NOTHING LIKE IT. READY AUGUST 10th






