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to Pay

DOUBLE VALUE — because this
attractive 3-piece Bed-DavenportSuite
would cost nearly $100 elsewhere.
DOUBLE SERVICE-<because it’s a
beautiful living room“suite with full-
sizedbedsectionin Davenport. Amarvel

for the money—a dream of thrift come:

true. You'll say $59.95 never -before
bought half so much. You’'re right! But
youdon’t have to send $59.95 now—send
only $1 with order. Take 30 days FREE
trial. Take a Year to Pay. Order now
—it will sell by the thousands. We
contracted for only a limited number.
Late orders may not befilled. Don’t wait!

Imagine this attractive bed-
davenport, cozy club rocker and fireside
wing chair in your home. What comfort,
what rest, what pleasure they will give!
And hoew beautiful! The serviceable
Blueand TaupeFigured Velourcovering
is snugly and smoothly tailored in rich
overstuffed style. A handsome pattern
thatwill harmonize with any furnishings.

e You Would Pay Double
s Our Price Elsewhere

Double

& T

Whoever dreamed of an
overstuffed suite at thislow §
price? The sturdy,attractive |
hardwood frames ars warm
Brown Mahogany »inish.

Inner construc tion
guarantees comfort and
serviceability. There are 18 ﬁ;
coil springs in the davenport ZSee G
seat and 5in the seat of each
chair, all overlaid with sanitary %
interiorupholstering materials,
giving resilience and restful
comfort. Backs,armsandseats well padded.

Comfortable Bed-Davenport is
53 in. wide overall and 49 in. between
the arms. Seat is 21 in. deep, back
17 in. above seat. You do not sleep on the
upholstery. No, indeed! The bed section
has its own comfortable link fabric spring.
‘With one easy motion you transform the
davenport into a double bed, 72 x 48 in.
Gives you service 24 hours a day—an
investment in real economy and comfort.

Davenport QuicklyConverted
into a Comfortable, Full-size
ed.

now—and so is

and_easier terms!

Creditoneverythin;
of 25% to 40%.,
what’s among_ the

Bargains—furniture of every
kind, carpets, rugs, linoleum,
heaters, stoves, curtains, blankets,
i silverware,
e home. 20
. Year to Pa,s. Mail
igation to buy!

coupon now. No opliga

FALL and WINTER
BARGAIN BOOK
1364 Bargains in this
New Spear Book
—— Winter’scominglFallishere
is Spear’s Ncw
Book. New things for the
home! New low pricesl!?

. Savings

Bed - avenport Suite.
New
REE

ugt look '
1364 Big

Dept. M-101

of America for 36 Years

Mail the coupon today.
You have 30 daysfFREE home trial
—a ycar to pay. If you arenot com- ¥ 7
pletely satisfied, return the suite 3 SPEAR & CO., Dept. M-101, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Send me at once the 3-piece Bed-Davenport Suite described
above. Enclosed is §1 first payment. Itis understood that,
at\the end of 30 days trial, if I am satisfied, 1 will senc
you $4.75 monthly. Order No. G A 4280X. Price $59.95.

and we will refund your $1 and
transportation charges both ways.
Order No.G A 428¢X, 3-piece
r Sale
Price,only$.9.95.8Sale Terr:s:
$1iwithorder,$4.75 monthly.

*’Spear&fé:*

Pittyburgh, Pa.
Home Furnishers tp the People

The Fireside
Chair (seldom
included in low
priced suites) has Spear & Co.
paddedside wings,

making a cozy head rest. Back is
22% in. high above seat, which
measures 21x19 in. Cluk: rocker
has seat 20 x 19 in., with club style
back, 18%% in. high. Both the chair
and rocker are 33% in. wide overall.

L COUPON TO

Title remains with you until paid in full.

Box No. or

R.E.D., }
St.and No.

Post Ofit8 5 ue - Ao
ofREE t s mant

xRFE alog only, send no
= n square and write |)‘gur
name and ad ! ess p*ainly on the above lines|




ALL PRICES SLASHED!

SEND NO MONEY. JSust Fill in Coupon Below. Pay en
Delivery. Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

Lifetime Precision
Men's Strap Watch

$3.99

Worn by Practical Men everywhere—Guaranteed shock-proof
and weather-proof—Perfect timekeeper—Radium dial—tells
time In dark—Fine imported Full Jeweled Movement—
Silver. finish, protected against tarnishing by new Chromium
process. Genulne leather strap—Absolutely a $10.00 value.
Fully guaranteed to give you complete and entire satisfac-
tion, This is not a cheaply constructed domestie watch,
but @ real timepiece, SEND NO MONEY. Pay on delivery
$2.99 plus postage. Fill in coupon,

French Art
Photo View
Ring

$1.97

Famous '‘actress” views, Most
sensational and newest, Set with
world’s renowned reproduction dia-
mond with the blue-white sparkle
of 8 $500 diamond. Besides,
shank has view of French actresses
seen through strong magnifying
glass. Gold  effect _ mounting.
SEND NO MONEY. Pay on de-
livery., Fill in coupon below.

Jenkins Watch Lighter

$4.97

A comblnatlon of an elegant, high
quality cigarette lighter with a fine,
guaranteed Swiss watch. The watch s
of the best Swiss make, §-Jewel lever
movement, ecarefully tested -and. ad«
Justed, accurate timekeeper, with two
years’ written guarantee. The cigar-
ette lighter Is well-known U. S. makd,
very fine and elegant In appearance,
yet strong and durable in construction.
Leather covered sides, all metal parts
of silver finish, non-tarnishable qual-

$20.00 value, SEND NO MONEY,

on dellvery $4.97 plus postage.
Newest Style

Wrist Watch 53099

With Two Bracelets. _prno
One of the greatest ffj
bargalng in America
ioday;{ A
Storekeepers  an n- i
stalilment Mail Orderfmen
Houses charge a great™ \
deal more for this very N
watch, We mport

watches direct from Switzerland and give you
Absolutely the newest, dainty,

Just fill in coupon. P:;y

the benefit

process,

)1 Exqulsite dial with raised gold letter figures.
aleyement, guaranteed for two years.

Siik

timekeeper .and a Bargain at §3.99,
FIill in coupon below,

49 LATEST
y INVENTION
Sl Something entirely new in wrist

watches. Runs eight days on

one winding. Guaranteed 6 Jjewel
movement, accurate timekeeper, 2
adjustments.  Radium dial. A real
watch for those who can afford the best.
Made by one of the best known watch fac-
tories in the world. Nickel-silver case. Our
two years’ written guarantee protects you.
Send no money. Pay on delivery $7.49 and

postage. Just fill 1o Coupon.

wery little expense,

fashionable, ladies’ waich., White gold finish, .
Lenxmved, assorted shape case, protected against tarnishing by new Chromium

grosgrain ribbon for d
and Rolled gold effect link bracelet for evening and party wear, st

SEND NO MONEY. Pay on delivery,

The ‘“‘President,’”
Men's 15-Jewel

Strap Watch
‘“The _President’”
Strap Watch. - Bullt for real service,
shock-proof, dust-proof and weather-
proof. Mounted in an elegant white
gold effect non-tarnishable ecase, Our

‘The Chancelior,”

Men's 6-Jewel 35\- 9’9

Strap Watch
Men’s  6-Jewrl

““The _ Chancellor’”

Strap Watch, Bullt for real service,
shock-proof, dust-proof and weather-
proof. Mounted in an elegant white
gold effect, mon-tarnishable case, Our
choice in assorted shapes; square rec-

Fitted with s

$7.99

Men’s _15-Jewel

choice in assorted shapes; rectangular,
Fitted with a tangular and ¢onneau,

square, snd tonneau,

genuine Swiss Fifteen-Jewel movement,
carefully tested and accurately ad-
justed. Two years’ written guarantee
given with each watch. Each watch
suppled with newest style non-tarnish-
able metal bracelet to match the
watch, with patented buckle adjust-
ment, Regular $25.00 value. Our cut
price $7.99. SEND NO MONEY. Fill
in coupon below. Pay on delivery.

glty iﬁhoi Target
actice Ailr 53.98
Box of Ammunition Free

Automatie

Guaranteed to hit a fly at ten feet. The ideal
pistol for target practice. Get one today and be-
come a good marksman In short time and at
Shoots buckshot with accurate precision
Easy to re-

genuine Swiss Six-Jewel movement,
carefully tested and accurately adjust-
ed. Two years’ written guarantee given
with each watch. Each watch supplied
with newest style non-tarnishable metal
bracelet, to mateh the watch, with pat-
ented buckle adjustment. Regular
$20.00 value, Our cut price $5.99.
SEND NO MONEY. Fill in coupon
below. Pay on delivery.

and great force. Holds fifty shots in magazine,

load. Excellent for hunting birds, ete. Looks like a real
pistol. SEND NO MONEY. Pay on delivery $3.98 plus
small express charges. Fill in coupon below. :
Genoine
% French
- Telescope

No fiper teleseppe was ever made. Full vision powerful lenses. Made of highly
polished all metal, leather covered. Sectlon extensions give long distance clear
view. This Is a high class article sold In stores for several times our price.
By &pecial arrangement with the factory we are able to give you the benefit of
our direct factory price of $4.75. SEND NO MONEY. Fill in coupon. Mail
Aoday. Pay on delivery $4.75 and postage.

Latest Europtan Creation
Can be Mastered in a Jiffy

largest cities in Europe,
this Jazz Whistle. Self-
tune. Nothing like it for
any tune you want, Must
MONEY. Fill in coupon,

8

No Installments to Pay.'
Nothing like it offered
before. Beautiful guar
& anteed 14K gold rings
y set with genuine dia-
monds only $4.98, Installment houses
charge $25.00 for same rings. Buying
direct you save the dealers” profit. Re-
o member, these are genulne diamonds set
z. in solid 14K gold rings at only $4.98.|
No. 1 and No. 2 are ladies’ rings and No. 3 is a men's
ting,  SEND NO MONEY. State ring and slze wanted.
Pay on delivery $4.98, Fill_in_counon halaw.

Wherever you go in the
you hear the sweet tone of
controlled by hand, this instrument will play any
simpdicity of operation and ease of handling. Play
be seen and played to be appreciated. SEND NO
Mail today. Pay on delivery $1.99 and postage.

GENUINE DIAMONDS. JSet 7z Mk $
A Em U S oA /SOLID

of our savincs,

Fully jeweled

An accurate

Tear off this COUPON and Mail
The Jenkins Corporation, Dept. 11-MA-296, 685 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Gentlemen: Kindly ship me C. 0. D, the following advertised articles
(check articles desired) : o0

__.Men’s Lifetime Watch
... French Art Photo Ring 1.97
Fifty Shot Air Automatic 3.98
enking Watch Lighter 4.97
Newest Style Ladies” Watch 3.99
S talnyy PWhistle -l St 1.99
———_Genulne Diamond Ring 4.98
7.99
5.99
__French Telescope. 4.75
—....8 Day Strap Watch 7.49

Street.

State
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%U’LL NEVER KNOW LIFE

Until You've Read the Greatest
of All Forbidden Books!

OU’LL never know the tr dous force of h

passions until you've feasted on the most thrilling
Tales from that greatest of all trme-to-life books—the
immortal Decameron! . ., ., Here are the frankest tales
of love and intrigue ever set down on paper. Woritten in
an age of plain speaking they show us how real flesh-and-
blood men and women act in time of stress—the dtep
secret miotives that influence our actions today no less
than they did centuries ago.

And now for a short time onl you can inspect these
great examples of realistie writiwg—the stories which you
have always longed to read—in your own home for five
Ays, without obligation! Read all about this surprising
offer, then send for your copy at onee.

"AMAZING . ... INSPIRING

For centuries the Decameron has thrillad milliorls—has
inspired countless great awthors—has been lauded by the
most discriminating critics. Rich im faccinating plots,
whrant with all the passions of a warm-blooded race, it
has furnished plots for the world’s great masters of Bter~
ature—Shakespeare, Chaucer, Keats, Tennyson, ryden
and Longfellow. No one can ow literature, can call
himself #ruly svphisticated, until he has drunk from the
bottomless loving cup of that genial old Italian, Giovanni
Boccaccio. . . . And far from being immo as many
narrow minded people used to think, these Tales from the
Decameron are im reality almost a text k for the
carnest student of that greatest of all studies—human
nature,

Boccaccio’s stories have already lived five times as long
as cur United States. They were the ‘“best sellers” when
Broadway was still a wildetness—and yet today they still
delight us with their immortal vitality, forever young,
forever gay, forever thrilling. f
B The morals and customs of Italy of the fourteenth cen-
tury are all laid before you—the way people lived, the
hovels and palaces they dwelt in, the strange pleasures
they indulged in—all are told with a wit and pathos that
never crept between the covers of any other book. Thus
the stories not only amuse and entertain, which after all
is the first requirement of good fiction, but they give ua

-

the history of manners and morals of a long passéd age.
They constitute a landmark of literature, whicﬁamust not
be passed over, if you would broaden your vision—mal-
yourself truly cultured. .

SEND NO MONEY,
S DAY TRIAL

And now we are enalfled to offer you three great clessics
~thirty-five of the best stories from the g;:mmu De-
cameron—for the amazix&}iy low sum of only $1.98. Send
no money—just fill out and mail the coupon below. When
the package arrives pay the postman §1.98 plus few cents
postage. Inspect this great book for five days, then if
you are not delighted réturn it and your money will
refunded. Mail the coupon this itrstant before this low
price offer is withdrawn!  Franklin Publishing Coq

800 N. Clark St, Dept. P-290 Chicago, Illinois.

R (i, e, RS SRS hiiacs o et e i, i DR 0

Franklin Publishing Co., _
800 N. Clark St., Dept. P-29%
Chicago, Illinois.

Please send me a copy of The Tald from the |
fmnwrtal Decameron by Boccaccio. When package
arrives 1 will pay postman only $1.98 pr:s few I
cents postage. If not delighted, I am at liberty

:: anree;u?ﬂl tllx; ::lumeiwuhin five days and iny
NBINE. ..o iieiiteseacaracnensratsesssatiuRNEENID S E0ws]
City...... sissessbonsanisevseass  rStBUD s asoi tiohdey

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

3




Inside Information

By Grace Poe Porter

She was a part of the mad whirl which
was Broadway’s Underworld. Then
love came to her and----

) ONNIE MILLAY looked nar-
B rowly at the bathroom door
when the telephone rang. Bert
Gilson was in there shaving. Bonnie
pursed her vivid red lips as the bell
continued to shrill. Abruptly then the
bathroom door was jerked open. A
face white with lather looked out.
“What’s the matter—crippled or
something?” Gilson growled. “Get
that chickory and if it’s Paulie—or

e)

anybody for me—tell ’em to call back
in an hour.”

To her relief Gilson slammed the
door. With a breath Bonnie unhooked
the receiver and spoke. Even before
the caller replied some deep, feminine
intuition told her it would be Alf De-
land, the slim, good looking boy who
had applauded her so gustily from his
table at the Kentucky Club the previous
night.



Inside Information

“T was just wondering,” Deland pro-
nounced slowly, “if you’d like to come
and have lunch with me, Bonnie.”

Over her shoulder she looked at the
shut door down the hall,

“IPm terribly sorry but I have a
date.”

“I’ll be at the club tonight,” Deland
went on, after a pause. “Perhaps we

7

kitchenette. The aluminum coffee pot
bubbled noisily, the rolls she had set
to warm in the oven gave out a crisp,
inyiting aroma.

“How long are you going to be,
Bert?” Vit

“Coming,” Gilson retorted, and
emerged clad in a voluminous bathrobe
and reeking with some shaving lotion,

He discarded his cigarette,
slumped down before the bright

She felt a

thrill during
the act when
she glimpsed

Alf at his
usual table.

can step out after you’ve finished your
turn. Think so?”

“Maybe,” Bonnie replied guardedly.
“It depends—”

“On what?”

“A lot of things.

invite.”

Thanks for the

He repeated his expectancy and after
a minute rang off. Thinking of Alf
Deland, Bonnie went back into the

yellow cloth on the gate legged
table and raked Bonnie’s pretty face
with his cold, shrewd, grayish eyes.
Since that first night in Chicago,
Gilson had put on considerable
weight. Long ago he had lost the
youthful slenderness that had first
attracted Bonnie, He had become
now a rather bulky, ominous per=
son whose racket took him into the
world of Broadway with a flat au-
tomatic in a scabbard under his left
armpit.

“Who was that on the chickory,
kid?” '

- Bonnie’s blue eyes met his cold
stare placidly.

“One of the girls from the
club,” she answered evenly. “She
wanted me to go to lunch with
hep.?

Gilson drew the cup of coffee
she poured closer to him.

“I can’t figure a dirty-neck
wanting to treat.”’

“She didn’t,” Bonnie smiled
blandly. “That’s why I passed her
u .”

“I thought maybe it was some man,”
Glison murmured in the apologetic tone
he invariably used when he was slightly
suspicious. “Some jobbie who got sud-
denly stuck on you and wanted to make
dates and things. Somebody like that

Cameron bird last winter. Remember
him?”
Though she continued to smile

coolly, Bonnie shuddered inwardly. It



was not hard to remember Ray Cam-

eron. He had been one of her most
ardent admjrers and he had disregarded
completely her warnings. She had
tried to keep it from Bert—she had
pitied Cameron more than cared for
him. But Gilson had learned in some
clever way and one mjid-winter holi-
day night Cameron had been picked
up battered, bruised and well beaten.

“Why should you think it was a
man!” Bonnie demanded.

He shrugged.

“I don’t Know—I'm funny that
way. Look, Bon. If it was some baby
out to make you, you’d better give him
a quick steer. I don’t use brass
knuckles anymore. I deal in lead now,
understand?! So don’t go and get any
crazy ideas. Keep your yen for me
and nobody’ll get hurt.”

(&)

She knew a little flutter

of excitement when his

message was delivered.

Bonnie laughed under her breath.
She realized she had said enough. To
launch further denials would be to
arouse his full suspicions. It was pos-
sible that one of Gilson’s crowd had
been at the Kentucky Club last night
—possibly someone had seen her com-
ing home with Alf Deland in the taxi.

“I’m going down to Jamaica,” Gil-
son stated, after he had dressed in the
form-fitting gray flannel suit he liked

so well. “We’ve got a sleeper in the
fourth frame. We’re sending the

family heirlooms in en the turtle.”

“T hope it clicks,” Bonnie murmured
absently.

“If it does you’ll be wearing another
diamond handcuff, kid. Come on, kiss
pop good bye. He’s shoving off right
now.”

She raised her lips obediently but



“Alf Deland wants me

to tell you he’s around at

the side street door, Miss
Millay”

there was no warmth, no fervor in their
surrender. It was about the time of
the Cameron affair that she first seemed
to realize how fragile her fascination
had been for this man whose thick
arms embraced her. In Chicago he
had represerfted a way out, the promise
of brighter and better things. In a
measure he had fulfilled them; at
least he had brought her to the thirteen
mile metropolis; he had gotten her into
the Kentucky Club at a salary of one
hundred dollars a week. He had been
generous enough and kind in his rough,
uncultured fashion.

The shadow of affection had been
replaced by fear. Bonnie knew that
Bert Gilson had gone across the dead-
line. He had said nothing but the
newspapers coupled with things he
dropped at various times made her per-

fectly familiar with some of the man’s

“adventures.” She was sure, for ex=
ample, it was Gilson who had been
the brains of the taxicab band who had
stuck-up the payroll clerk of a Bronx
bread factory. It was Gilson who was
wanted by the police under his many
aliases. That he had kept clear of the
law’s dragnet, Bonnie believed, was
due entirely to his superb nerve, the
confidence he had in himself and his
clear, intelligent mind.

- After he had gone, Bonnie carried
her cigarette into the tiny living room
of the Forty-sixth Street apartment.
She thought of Deland again, dreamily
and wistfully. He was an actor “rest=
ing,” as the Rialto expression went,
and she wondered what there was about
him that so appealed to her. She had
glimpsed him off and on along the

(9)
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Alley; he frequented the Kentucky
Club but it had been last night and
his nearness in the taxi that had made

her so familiar with the innate charm

of him.

Bonnie stared out of the window.
She needed no feminine intuition now
to realize Alf Deland was not for her.
She was one of those destroying angels
who would only bring disaster upon
those she cared for or especially liked.
It was so easy to remember the youth-
tully impetuous Ray Cameron. Bonnie
shivered slightly. She wanted no re-
petition of that affair—it was not worth
illicit, ravishing kisses—the constant
fear of Gilson’s surveillance—the dan-
ger and threat of him. She discarded
the cigarette, looked once more into
the golden gulf of the street below
and shook her head slowly, decidedly.

‘The morning thoughts were all with
Bonnie when she stepped into the am-
ber ring of the spotlight that night on
the polished floor of the Kentucky
Club to sing the first of her three bal-
lads in a sweet, childish and untrained
voice. During the first acts of the en-
tertainment she had glimpsed Alf De-
land at his usual table on the south
side of the room. She could not see
him now but she could feel his presence
there, his gaze. She tried to decide

what she would say when he came to

her, wanting to take her further down
Broadway. to some other night club. She
would have to be very firm, very
strong and very resolute about it.

One of the waiters knocked dis-
creetly on the door of her dressing
room when Bonnie, stripping off the
rhinestone miracle she wore for her
turn, changed to the little silken dress
she had worn down. She opened the
door and looked into the waiter’s bat-
tered countenance.

“Alf Deland wants me to tell you
he’s around at the side street door, Mis’
Millay.”

- made no comment.

Broadway Nights

Bonnie nodded.

*“Fhanks;-Joe.”?

She stood before the mirror, troubled
and apprehensive, The glass gave back
her radiance—the slimness of her
deliciously curved ~figure, the tawny
glory of her hair, the splendor of her
complexion, the crimson of her lips
and the deep blue of her worried eyes.
After a minute she picked up her hand-
bag and gloves and let herself out.

Alf Deland sat on the top step of
the side door through which the Ken-
tucky Club received its bootlegged
liquors and those blackbirds whose ne-
farious errands forbade the lighted en-
trance on Broadway. Deland stood
quickly at her approach. He was tall,
nicely built, handsome in his youthful
manner. Bonnie liked his poise, his
air of detached confidence that had
nothing in common with Gilson’s smug
egotism. Alf Deland was just a nice,
clean’ boy.

“Say, Lou Rosenwitz will be charg-
ing me for wearing out his back door-
step, Bonnie. I’ve been camped out
here since the world began. But it’s
worth it—now that you’re here.”

His hand closed over hers and she
trembled oddly. Once more she re-
called Ray Cameron and: that shadowed
street out of which he had been carried.

“Get a taxi, AIf. T want to talk to
you,” she said abruptly. -

He looked -at her -quizzically but
A cruising cab
drifted by and Deland handed her into
it. In the gloom only his eyes and the
white smear of his evening shirt front
were visible.

SWeherelll- T- - fell * “him® to oo,
Bonnie?”

“Up and through the park. Close
the glass partition. I don’t want,” she

explained, “his ear in here with us,

Alf, I've got to talk to you.”
Deland lighted a cigarette and gave

it to her. He kept his silence while



“Pm in love with you—I want
to marry you!” he cried.
“I—I love you too, dear,’ she

murmured.

they awaited the change of the traffic
lights and presently penetrated the dark
wilderness of Central Park. Bonnie
urged herself closer to him and sat very
small and very earnest at his side.
“You’ve got to cut out seeing me,
Alf.. Tt isn’t a question of whether I
want you to or not. Let me tell you.
My-—my brother is funny that way.

He has an idea that every boy who
wants to take me out is trying to play

tricks. He’s almost a nut on the sub=
ject and last winter there was an aw=
fully nice chap. His name was Cam-
eron, Ray Cameron, and I told him, I
begged him to keep away. He wouldn’t
do it and—"

(Continued on page 64)
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And here’s a weep or two for you just
in case you may have forgotten that
Melody Lane is not always merry
merry.

VERYBODY along Broadway
knew Trinket Keil as a hard
working, decent little regular,
who had never been in a jam and who
deserved the best sort of break. Trinket
was a sweet faced blonde, with large,
soulful brown eyes, a complexion like
peaches and cream and the disposition
of an angel. She had jumped from
telephone switchboard operating into
the rowdy, confused world of revue.
A girl she had known in the hotel
where she had worked whispered some-
thing into a stage director’s ear and

12y

Trinket signed a contract and became
a chorus girl.

‘The show was called Autumn Scan-
dals. It opened at the Apollo in At-
lantic City, jumped to Philadelphia for
a fortnight and marched into Manhat-
tan to wow the critics, paralyze the
wiseacres and delight the ticket brokers.
They promptly took the first eighteen
rows for sixteen weeks.

Of course, the blonde Trinket was
delighted that her first theatrical ven-
ture was a box-office smash. She was
also flattered and quite overcome by the



Giddy Gotham Gossips

attention she received. Every night
men in the audience singled her out
and sent notes, invitations and flowers
backstage to her.

But Trinket was cautious. Her pal
in the show, Opal Esscent, as she called
herself, had put her wise to what any
chorus girl might expect at the hands
of a rich admirer. That type of man
—so0 Opal warned—was a hungry wolf
who feasted on virtue and destroyed in-
nocence, Trinket listened, believed and
paid no attention to the mash notes
and invitations.

Most of all she didn’t w1sh her own
virtue and innocence to be sacrificed on
the altar of any man’s flaming pas-
sion.

There came a night, after the show
had played several weeks, when the
bars were lowered for Trinket. The
occasion was a glittering ball in the
Pagoda Room of the Hotel Trinidad
on the south’side of Longacre Square.
Girls from all the Broadway shows at-
tended in festive attire and there, to-
ward midnight, Trinket met her Prince
Charming.

His name was Austin Fair and he
was the son of an immensely wealthy
member of the Produce Exchange. He
was a slim, handsome, careless boy with
the eyes of a merry Pan the laughter
of all creation in his tone and the joy
of life in his face.

Trinket could no more resist him
than she could stop the sun in its wester-
ing course or cause the tides to stand
stil.  Before she had danced twice
with him she knew that the love that
had always escaped her had placed
glamourous chains about her young,
wondering heart.

And when Austin Fair said, “I love
you!” to her she felt that she had
reached the supreme heights of happi-
ness.

Toward three o’clock in the morn-
ing they left the scintillating ballroom.
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Austin’s chauffeur piloted them to a
select neighborhood in the vicinity of
the East River and the young man’s
bachelor apartment there. Trinket had
never seen such luxury. Neither had
she tasted such delicious wines nor lis=
tened to the throaty phrases of love
that were for no one in all the world
save herself. She tried to remember
Opal’s varied warnings but the effort
was in vain.

Several times a week
he would meet her at
the stage door and

whisk her away to a e

midnight supper!. 1

How could she think of anything
with music in her brain—with soft
lights bathing her—with the handsome
young Austin Fair worshipping her
with his gaze? Besides, she told her=
self, it was different. She loved this
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splendid boy with all her heart. Under
such circumstances passion was no de-
grading thing. It was sanctified and
made beautiful by all that welling up
in the depths of her soul.

So it happened that when Austin
Fair took her in his strong arms and
carried her across and into another
room she surrendered herself joyfully
—gladly—body and soul!

She saw Austin several times a week
for the first month of their acquaint-
tance. He would be waiting at the
stage door of the theatre. They would
slip away for a midnight supper to-=
gether. Trinket was radiant, so ra-
diant that she forgot completely there
was such a thing as marriage in the
civilized world they inhabited.

In forgetting this paramount issue
‘Trinket’s shock that came shortly after-
wards was doubly severe. Suspicion
became reality and reality a dreidful
secret. A secret she did not even share
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with Opal. A secret that had its being
in the dusty leaves of the calendar that
hung beside her bureau in the hall bed-
room of her boarding house!

- The night of her revelation Austin
Fair was not at the stage door of the
theatre as he had promised to be. Trin=
ket went around to the corner drugstore
and telephoned his apartment.

“Mr. Fair,” the cold, metallic voice
of the youth’s valet informed her,
“sailed for South America on his
fathet’s yacht this noon, Miss. No,
I do not khow when he expects to re-
turn.”

And Trinket, restoring the receiver
to its arm, saw blackness swirl before
her eyes in a great, dismaying wave.

She could not bring herself to bé=
lieve the laughing boy had left her
without even a good-bye. Perhaps the
servant was lying. She went to the
East River neighborhood and found
Fair’s bachelor apartment had been

love me?”

“Trinket, I lsve you!”
he cried. “Do you still




8he could think of
nothing else but

that she loved this
splendid boy.

closed. She waited word from him,
some message, and when none came
she gradually allowed herself to believe
that all the love he had vowed had
been a snare and a delusion.

Passion had not been sanctified. For
her it had been a red, destroying mons-
ter!

Opal noticed the change in her face
and spoke of it, but Trinket evaded the
truth. The other girl shook her head.

“Gee! I didn’t know you had such
a case on that hotsy. Babe, I hope to
goodness you remembered all that stuff
I poured into your pretty little ears.
I do trust you didn’t let Handsome play
fast and loose with you.”

“Oh, no,” Trinket lied, “nothing
like that!”

“Well, then,” Opal advised her phil-
osophically, “buck up. Forget him. He
isn’t the only boy friend in the pigeon-

toed world. Look ’em over tonight at
the stage door and hand pick ’em.
There’s just as good fish in the sea as
Fair, Junior.”

Time slipped relentlessly past. The
show wotld of Broadway was in full
blossom. The Autumn Scandals still
stood them in the aisles. Plays came in
and flopped or registered solidly. Noth-
ing, Trinket decided, was changed ex=
cept herself.

Daily she looked at the calendar.
Questions haunted her mind. How long
now? How long—

Presently Octobér married Novem-
ber and Indian Summer was over. And
presently Trinket handed in her notice
to the management. Opal was aston-
ished. :

“Quitting the job, Babe? Have you
gone ga-ga or apsay or something?,
What’s eat- (Continued on page 62)

(15),
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For Fame and Fortune

She was tired of small
town life and set out

to conquer Mazda
Alley. '

She slid out of her
sleazy teddy and
returned to the
table.

HERRY CHESTER undid the
last snap of her brassiere and
smiled as she flung it carelessly
on the chair next to the dressing table.
She stepped out of the panties which
with the scanty brassiere formed her
costume for the nightly frolics which
the Club Dansante featured.
“And that’s that for tonight,” she
murmured to herself as she slipped on
a gossamer whisp of teddy. In front

By
Dexter
Doone

It was fun mix-
ing up the dif-
ferent liquors and
sampling them!,

of the dressing table she applied cold
cream to her face and then removed
it with a soft cloth. It was just after
the final traces of grease had been re-
moved that she noticed a figure stand-
ing in the doorway of her dressing
room.

“Cherry, why are you so long?”

“For heaven’s sake Roger, how many
times have I told you not to come
sneaking in on me like this?” she flared.

(17)
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“I won’t have it. You act as though

you have a claim on me and you
haven’t.”

“Sure I have a claim,”
grinned ignoring her anger. “Didn’t
you give me the claim? Didn’t you
tell me only six months ago that you
loved me and always would? Isn’t that

Roger

reason enough for me to want to be

with you and see you?”

“But that, you forget,” she mocked,
“was before I became an actress. Be-
fore I realized that there were other
things for me besides a house and
babies. It’s not fair for you to hound
me so. I'm young, I want to enjoy life.
I want—oh! so much Roger, won’t you
release me? | Let me free of an ‘en-
gagement that can only bring unhappi-
ness to both of us?”

“If I didn’t love you so I would.
I’d let you find out all the ugly truths
you’re after but I can’t Cherry. I
love your innocence. I want to keep
you this way always. Can’t you under-
- stand—a little, darling?”

His arms cradled her soft girlish
figure. She was a tiny morsel of de-
licious femininity. He kissed the top of
her hair teriderly and then caught her
lips in a mad, glamorous kiss as if with
his kiss' he would bind her to him and
keep her always there safe in his arms.

Cherry, too, must have sensed his de-
sire for of a sudden she tore her lips
from his and sprang from the chair.

“You’re selfish, Roger,” she cried.
“Tust a beastly selfish man who judges
everybody by his own standards. You
know that you’d want me right now.
You’d do to me all the things that you
insinuate other men want to do. It’s
just your own rotten mind, that’s what
it st :
~ They stood glaring at each other.
Roger turned first scarlet and then
white. . “Cherry Chester,”  he said

~ through  clenched lips, ““you’ve said
‘about the worst thing any girl could
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say to a fellow who loves her as I love
you. Some day you’ll understand the
difference between love and lust and
when you do you’ll realize how you’ve
wronged me. Good-night.”

“After he left Cherry drew on the

. rest of her clothes slowly. Her mind

was a riot of thoughts. Six months ago
she had been Roger’s secretary back in
Averill. How happy she had heen the
day Roger proposed to her! He was a
coming attorney and quite a catch in
town. Then the Junior League had
put on a charity show for the Orphan
Asylurh and Cherry had been the star.

It was in between the second and
third acts when she was changing her
costume that Cherry had become aware
of Stanley Lamont. He had stood in
the doorway and just stared. She had
snatched up a dressing gown and or-
dered him out of the room.

“Where do you get your nerve com-
ing back here this way? Get out!”

“I will presently,” he had answered
quite coolly. “First let me congratulate
you on your excellent performance. It’s
really much too good to be actually
amateurish., Have you ever been on the
stage?”

Cherry’s heart warmed under this
flattery. Stanley was tall, slim and
blonde.” He wore faultless English
clothes, spoke with an English accent
and seemed not at all put out by her
recent outhurst.

“If you’ll just sit back there and let
me get dressed I'll try to talk to you.
You see I’ve only a few minutes to
make my change,” she smiled, her
good nature coming to the fore.

“Don’t bother,” he answered. “You
and I are going to have a great deal to
say to each other.. 'I’ll come back after
it’s all over.”

Cherry felt it in her bones -that
Stanley 'was some theatrical magnate.
She went through the last act in a
trance. Oh; if only he would give her

)



a chance. The gaiety and excitement
which the theatre offered thrilled her.
Roger had laughed and indulged her
desire to study dancing never realizing
how serious it was to her.

And after the show when Stanley
had come to her with promises of suc-
cess and an opportunity to appear in his
new floor show——the. wonder of it!

Still in a dream, she felt his
caressing hands and his lips on
her throat.

Roger had come in just as they were
shaking hands on their agreement. Even
then right from the start he had been
nasty. Didn’t even shake hands and
laughed about her going on the stage.
Said he had the stage all set for her
already and didn’t need any outside in=
terference. That had angered her so
that she had accepted Stanley’s offer

(19)
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immediately instead of thinking it over
as they had previously agreed.

Then had come long hours of prac-
ticing with Stanley, a veritable ‘Simon
Legree. If it hadn’t been for Roger
and his cheery company in those early
days she’d have been discouraged. Stan-
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to nag. He wanted her to come home.
He wanted her to quit the stage and
settle down. :

Cherry left the Club by herself
that night. She stopped at an open-
all-night restaurant and had a sand-
wich and a cup of coffee. Then she

*Didnw't I tell you

not to sneak in on
me when I'm in

my teddy?” she

cried.
ley didn’t even notice her outside of
complaining if she made a mistake or
didn’t keep time. Roger had said that
two months would cure her and she
would come back home. But once the
show was started everything had been
different. ~ Stanley got her a job with
the Dansante. She did a solo there
with him and made more money in
fifteen minutes a night than she had
made in a week back home. And in-

stead of being happy Roger had begun

hailed a taxi and went home. The
apartment she shared with another
chorine in the early sixties was deserted.
She switched on the lights and went
into the bedroom. Flo wasn’t home
yet. That meant that she’d be in along
dawn, pie-eyed and anxious to talk.
And how Flo could talk when she was
lit! Cherry shuddered. Tonight she
couldn’t stand it. Her nerves were all
shot to pieces. She wanted sleep and
lots of it.



For Fame and F ortune

In the living room she went to the
cellarette which Flo’s boy friends al-
ways kept well stocked. There was
a telephone message propped up where
she couldn’t miss it. It was from Flo
and said that she wouldn’t be home.
Cherry felt a tremor of happiness.
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struck two.

It was Flo. “Cherry,” she shrieked,
“what are you doing? You must come
over. We're having the swellest party
and one of the girls passed out. Don’t
be a spoil-sport. Get a cab and hurry
up. There’s a particular friend of

Hurrah for one night of freedom! It
was good to have the apartment all to
herself. She mixed herself a drink and
drank it down in one gulp. She didn’t
feel quite so tired. She undressed and
returned to.the living room. It was
fun mixing up all different kinds of
liquids and sampling them. Who said
she was lonesome or blue? Her blood
began to tingle. There was excite-
ment in the air. The telephone rang
just as the clock on the night table

L

“Cherry, what's
taking you so long
to dress? he
asked.

yours here and he’s asking for you.”

Some of Flo’s hilarity must have
communicated itself to Cherry. She
knew it was crazy to go breaking in
on parties at two a. m. but she was
just gay enough to welcome the excite=
ment. She slipped into a shimmering
oreen lace frock which set her golden
blonde hair off to . perfection. She
snatched up her cloak and walked out
of the apartment.

Once in the street the night air



2

mocked her foolishness but she was de=
termined not to turn back. She got
into a cab and gave the driver an ad-
dress on Sutton Place. A sleepy-eyed
elevator operator cafried her up to the
eighteenth floor. The door opened
and Cherry stepped inside. Thé hand=
some cynical face of Stanley Lamont
greeted her.

For a2 moment Cherry didn’t under-
stand. She looked beyofid him to the
the next room ex-
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come and I had to see you.”

He took her wrap from her and for
just a minute let his hands rest caress<
ingly ofi the upper part of her arms.
Then he put his arm abotit her and
led her isito the living=room. They sat
side by side on a sofa befote which
stood a table with glasses and a cock-
tail shaker. Stanley filled the glasses
and handing one to her said—“To us.”

She drank hers and no sooner did
= the contents reach

pecting to lLiear ex-
citemént and noise.
A deep silerice was
all she heard. Still
she doubted—
“Hells Stanley,
whete’s everybody?
Flo called me and
said there were big
goings on.”
“There are. Flo
was so tight she
didfn’t recognize
that I gave her the
wrong address to
give you. I skipped
the rest of the gang
and came over here
to meetyou. I
thought you’d like
it better just the L
two of ws. The &=

&

If You Must--

ET mie up, lover

@ Or someone will see
{ow you are taking
Advantage of ine.

You stole up behind me

And whispered, “My Circe”
I've hardly a stitch on,—
O, won’t you have mercy?

So stop your caressing
And let me go, lover,

Or if you must Eiss me,
Let's steal under cover!

==BY * BOB OLSEN:

her throat than that
samé wild pound-
ing and urge for
excitemént which
she had felt earlier
in the evening re-
turned: Stanley re-
filled the glasses
and Chérry heard
his voice a5 from a
great distance. She
felt warm and
comfortable and
when he drew her
closer into his arms
she did mot resist
him.

4] LOVE Yo
Cherry,” he whisp-
éred in her éir.
“I’ve been mad for

=

rést of that gang’s all under;” he
replied $moothly.

“If you wanted me to go with you,
Stanley, why didn’t you ask me instead
of doing it this way? Why should
you feel that I wouldn’t want to step
out with you?”

“Well, to tell you the truth,
Cherry,” he said, “I’ve been wanting
to ask you for-a long time but you've
been so aloof I didn’t think you would.
Then Flo said you were probably home
all alone and I suddenly realized how
much I wanted you. I thought if I
called you-at this hour you’d refuse to

TS

the feel of you
ever sincé that day so long ago wheén
I first saw you. You're like an elf.
So cold and stand-offish on the outside
but a seething volcano within just wait~
ing to be released. Let me love you,
Cherry.”

Still in a dream Cherry felt his
hands on her body. He touched her
firm young breasts and sent a shiver
through her. Lazily Cherry wondered
whether she was angry or happy at his
boldness.  She had often wondered
what it would be like to be loved by
Stanley. He was so superior. Wo-

(Continued on page 60)



LilesS A

By Russ King

Lady standing at the
curb,

In the midday glow,

I know all about you

That there is to know.

I have taken in your
charm,

Of knee and thigh and
breast;

I couldn’t know you
better

If you were 4ll un-
dressed.

Strange that I ‘can
leave you

Without a single pang,

T’ve seen so many like
you

That I don’t give a
hang!

(23),



She leaned over
close to him, her -
Lips ?uckered j
invitingly.

Home To Poppa'

HE Great White Way was pul-  Entre Nous, brazenly holding forth
sating to the fun that is its breath where Broadway’s pulse beat is hardest
of life and over in the Club on hardened arteries, three o’clock ri=

(24).



1t was Broadway
versus ¢ home and
babies. Could
Verna be happy
without either one?

baldry was at its height. The peppy
orchestra had just completed a mean
dance piece. Bald-headed old bozos,
jaded and satiated, and flushed strip-
lings, drunk as much with the wine of
life as with the cider-champagne they
had imbibed, leaned forward expec-

tantly. It was time for Verna de
Valente to make her single nightly ap-
pearance.

The plum-colored curtains gathered
in folds at their upper corners, and a
spotlight flashed a golden puddle in the
center of the stage, revealing an enor-

(25),

L]



26

mous lily. Slowly it came to life,
bending forward until its center ap-
peared as the golden swirl of a girl’s
bob. - She lifted her face and flashed

a dazzling smile at the spectators. Ap-

plause filled the place.

One by one, Verna allowed the
snowy-white petals to fall, until her
satiny arms and shoulders gleamed
goldenly. From her thighs up, her
shapely body was bare except for a be-
jewelled jade-green strap over her
breasts, Then, as she whirled around
and around on the tips of her toes, the
filmy green stuff that had been wound
around her legs to form the lily’s stem
floated in graceful spirals about her.
Finally, she stood free of it, her beau-
tiful legs bare with the exception of
a sarong like, bejewelled green cover-
ing about her thighs.

She commenced a spirited, Pan like
dance. Her sinuous, voluptuous figure
made practically every man there lean
forward avidly in his chair, for Verna
was one of the reasons why arteries
harden.

Paul Chatham, seated alonc at one
of the ring-side tables was one excep-
tion. He had given vent to a low gasp
of astonishment when he had first
glimpsed Verna’s face, and now he was
staring at her as if he doubted the evi-
dence of his own eyes. As Verna
floated = gracefully down the velvet-
carpeted runway that led to the dance
floor, all doubt vanished from his face.
His strongly molded lips curved in a
Joyous smile.

The lights came on, and Verna cap-
ered about the dancing space in the
wild spirit of abandon suggested by the
music, - At a point opposite where Paul
‘was sitting, she flung her hands over her
head and leaned back: until her face
.was quite close to his, Her lips puck-
‘ered invitingly.

It was a stunt that usually brought
down the: house. Either the sap she

@

‘-lmv ;
-\fore “drawing back.

tens lately?
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selected as the butt of it would dart
eagerly forward for the promised kiss
only to find her frustrating yards away,
or he would be of the timid kind and
would squirm and redden while the mob
cackled in glee.

Verna had scarcely looked at her vic-
tim this time. She had merely ob-
served that he was sitting alone and
that he seemed as if he didn’t quite
belong there.  But when her eyes met
his, that was something else again.

“Verna!” Paul cried. “It—it is
Verna!”

And while the girl stood there, inert
with astonishment, his lips darted for-
ward quickly and pressed hotly against
hers:

“That was - just like old times, darl-
> he ‘whispered close to her ear be-

“Verna straightened up like a released
spring and ‘spun around to face him.
The applause was so boisterous that she
knew Paul couldn’t hear her, so she
signalled for the musicians to go on
with the dance music.’ She slipped her
arms about Paul’s neck and kissed him.
Then she sat down in the chair be-
side him.

“Well, if you’re not a sight for
sore eyes!” she cried. “What brings
you here!  And how are all the folks
back home? And are you still selling
radios and tinkering around  with
them? And did the cow have any kit-
And—oh, evervthlng"’

Paul’s laugh held a deep note of joy.
His deep-set gray eyes roved like a
warm caress over her swirling ash-gold
hair, the pretty face as yet untainted by

-the toll- that night-life exacts, down

‘the slender, .graceful column of her
throat to the budding breasts and full
thighs. He caught his breath sharply.

“You're so pretty it almost hurts me
to look at you!” he said. ““That was
mostly why T came—to find out if I
was really still crazy about you. I



haven’t been able to forget those days
when we used to be crazy about each
other, baby.- Remember?”

Verna’s eyes hazed over with mem-
ories. How madly in love they had
been' that year in Oakdale! He had

Pensively she sat on the edge of the

bed, remembering his kisses, his ardent

love-making!

been so strong and his love-making so
ardent! She had swooned with the
throbbing rapture of his kisses. She had
responded in a feverish, unmistakable
manner that at first he hadn’t dared
understand. But in the end his desire

(27)
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had lashed him into accepting the bliss-
ful gift she had offered. Then, months
later, their searing tears had mingled
when Oakdale’s monotony had stifled
her restless, W1ll-o-the-W1sp spirit and
she had left, intent on flitting about
the blow-torch dazzle of Broadway.
“It seems so long ago that it must
have happened during the stone age,
Paul,” Verna sighed. “But I can still
smell the hay and hear the birds sing.
You’ve brought it all back.” Now
you’ve made me want a long chat with
you, so let’s go to my apartment.”
Her long tapering fingers rested
llghtly, caressingly against his cheek
for an instant.
turned it over and pressed his lips
against the soft pink of her palm.

Once in Verna’s tiny but luxurious.

gpartment, his bulk and virile mascu-
inity made him seem incongruous.
Verna, a dream of desirable loveliness
in a cobwebby negligee of black lace,
leaned back felinely on the divan and
gazed through half-shut eyelids as he
talked of ‘“back-home” things. She
scarcely listened to what he was say-
ing. g

She was wondering how the crush of
his arms would feel, if the flame of his
lips still had the power to ignite her
emotions to white heat. Suddenly, she
decided to find out. 3

She arose and snuffed out her cigar-
ette on a tray. Instead of returning
to her place on the divan beside Paul,
she sank into his lap. Her soft, bare
arms went about his neck in the old,
well-remembered way. There was the
clinging, pulsating quality to her kiss
that a woman employs only when she
has belonged body and soul to the man
she is kissing.

Paul held her loosely at first, but as
the rapier like flash of desire aroused
by her lips and her pliant, warm body
pressed with abandon against his
coursed through him, his arms crushed

Paul seized her hand, .
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her closer.
again..

Presently Verna drew away from
him a little and removed one arm from
about his neck. She pulled impishly at
the end of his bow tie until it became
unfastened, and slipped it out of his
collar. Then her deft fingers flut-
tered about the button at his throat . . «

Three days later, Paul was pleading
with her to marry him.

“Be yourself, Paul, heart’s desire!”
Verna said, but there was a wistful
note in her voice. “I can’t see myself
in a gingham apron juggling pots and
pans and feeding the chickens, And
the excitement of the weekly sewing
circle and the bridge game would be
more than I could stand after the peace
and quiet of this bromo-seltzer Zzone.
No, Broadway’s my playground and I
guess I belong here, honey.”

“Plaything is right!” Paul  said
tensely. “And after it’s burned you
up or sucked you dry, it dumps you on
the trash-heap. That isn’t real, Verna.
It’s like gilt compared to the gold of
zeal hife.”

Verna laughed hollowly. “Hear the
silver-tongued  orator!” she jibed.
“You’ve been listening to your radios
too much! Let’s forget about the book,
bell and candle and just think of love.
You mustn’t forget this is your last
night here.”

Next morning, Verna, a ravishing
little figure in black silk pajamas, lay
in bed staring fixedly and solemnly at
the old rose ceiling. Paul would be
on the ten-thirty train, she was think-
ing, bound for the land of the hick
and the hay. He would take up his
old routine at his music store and
tinker with radios, always with the
hope that some day he would hit upon
some improvement that would put him
on easy street, just as he had always
done. Oh, gosh, she would probably
never see him again. Finis had’been

He kissed her again and



Home to Poppa!

written to that part of her life.

She looked about the effete Iittle
boudoir with brooding eyes. How his
presence had seemed to fill it, to lend it
a homey touch! What a cosy little
love-nest it had been for them! Her
heambeat quickened at the memory of

One by one she
let the petals
fall, until her
beautiful ar m.s

and legs gleamed
goldenly.
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his corded arms, his ardent love-mak=
ing, the kisses that had thrilled every
atom of her being.

“Oh, hell!” she said, suddenly fling-
ing aside the covers and inserting her,
tiny pink toes into tufted slippers.
“Damn it, (Continued on page 59),




Sailors are lucky fel-
lows, says Flapper Flo,
they have the freedom of
the seize on land too!

Leading Lady: “For twenty
years I lived a life of shame.”

Her Understudy: “And now
you’ve reformed?”

L. L.: “Oh, no! I simply got
ovér being ashamed.”

LONG A4AGO THE GIRLS®
SKIRTS USED TO HIDE THE

ANKLE, TODAY THEY SHOW Helen; “I wonder if there’s
THE KNEE. AND SOMETIME, 4 hole in my stocking?”

WE HOPE, THEYLL REACH Henry: “Well, not as far as
THE HIP-HIP-HIP-HOORAY! I can see!”

(30),



Hurviedly she
changed her cos-
tume and got into
her street clothés:

By Eve Lynn

A Shp 1 Time

Never wait until you’ve lost
him. Bring him round before
the damageisdone.

YELLA LEE swung a mean torso
at the Claret Clown  Cate.
Standing on the raised circular

platform, beneath a huge, claret-shaded
spotlight; her lovely white young ‘body
shivered rhythmically to the tune of
the newest Blues, and Nella’s vivacious
little face flaunted two of the best-

loved dimples on Broadway. But, hav=
ing given the enthusiastic crowds her
last encore, her dimples disappeared as
if by magic and back in the dim, shabby
dressing room, she faced a glum, un-
smiling visage in the long mirror. And
when a girl frowns at herself, cher-
chez Phomme!

(31))
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The man was Rich Bennet, and he
had been her husband for five months.
Strangest of all, she still loved him!
‘They had met, just six months before
when Rich, “seeing the sights” in New
York, had happened into the Claret

Clown. He had been delighted and
not a little flattered when Nella, seized
by a sudden caprice, ran down from the
platform and sat at his table. That
was just the beginning of a month’s
feverish courtship. He was blonde and
young and very serious. They were
married and Nella after much effort,
finally persuaded Rich to allow her to
continue her act at the Club.

But that disagreement was only a
minor wave in their matrimonial sea.
Before their marriage, she had thought
that Rich’s reserve and quiet manner
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masked an ardent nature. She had
thought the fires were merely banked
and waiting. It disappointed her to find
they had either gone completely out or
else had never as yet been lit . . . Too
proud to make the slightest advance

herself she had striven to seem as cold
and indifferent as he.

Three weeks after their marriage
she had her own bedroom, alone. He
made no protest. She almost thought
he was relieved. And yet, despite her
scornful contempt of. his behavior, she
loved him madly. O'ther men found
her desirable—why didn’t he?

One night, she blew farewell kisses
to the patrons of the Cafe and grace-
fully danced backward out of the
lighted hall. Tugging at the snaps
on her brief-skirted costume, she ran



A Slip in Time

along the corridor, up the wide stairs,
toward her dressing room. The up-
stairs hall was dim and narrow and
Nella was carelessly preparing to step

Softly she opened the door and
was stunned to find Marie in his
arms, kissing him passionately!

out of the short white silk panties when
a masculine voice startled her.

“Being a gentleman, I realize that I
ought to cough several times to warn
you of my presence—" Wheeling
swiftly around she saw the short,
stocky figure of Mart Manns, the
Claret Clown. - He was wearing the
familiar, claret-colored satin clown
suit with. its rows of fluffy white pom-
poms and his face was grotesque with
chalk and paint. It was his act that
had put the Cafe on Broadway’s list
of Most Popular Night Clubs. Nella
knew him by sight, of course, having
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worked in the.same place with him for
nearly a year, but she had never spoken
to him, nor even watched his famnm
act.

Holding the white shorts tightly
around her hips she smiled ceolly at
him. “They’re waiting for you down=
stairs,” she said, briefly.

“Let ’em wait! Gotta new trick
tonight, werth waiting for! If you
weren’t in such a hurry, I’d ask you
to hang over the balcony here and
watch me. Like to know what you
think of it.”

“I wasn’t in any particular hurry,”
she admitted slowly, “I’ll—wait.”

Their eyes met and—clung. He
swayed forward a little and she,
frightened, stepped back. The moment



u

was over and ‘both “were rather em-
playing his:

barrassed. ‘The ofchestra,
cue over and over, served as an .excuse
for his sudden departure. Breathless,
Nella leaned over the balcony and
watched the Claret Clown tumble up
in the platform.

His act was a pantomime and dur-
ing it, the hubbub always ceased. When
the clown’s sweetheart refused him, he
sank dejectedly down upon his knees
and sang a song that never failed to
bring out the handkerchiefs. Tonight
he sang it, keeping his mournful, paint-
ringed eyes riveted upon Nella, upstairs,
leaning over the railing. She was half

angry, half pleased. She knew that
everyone would be glancing up, too,
wondering what the clown was looking
at.

The “new trick” turned out to be a
chorus of what Mart afterward de-
scribed as “heart-breaking laughter.”
He was supposed to be laughing while
his heart was breaking. Old stuff, but
he managed it so well that the applause
was deafening, insistent, sincere. Even
Nella, used to good acting, clever stunts,
grew enthusiastic. She was still hang-
ing over the railing when Mart ran
up the stairs,

“How was it, kid?” he asked, mop-
ping at his painted face with a huge
white handkerchief.

“Not so bad,” she laughed, going
along the narrow hall beside him, “not
so bad. T’ve done worse myself.”

They laughed and she felt friendly
toward him.

She pushed the door of her room
open, went in, scarcely realizing. that
he followed. She indicated a chair
with a casual nod and he sank grate-
fully into it. Behind a tall, thick
screen she pulled off the shorts and
hurriedly dressed in her street clothes.

Mart, noting a glass fruit dish
heaped with oranges, bananas, lemons
and even pineapple, sighed wistfully.
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“If you only had a piece of cinnamon:
bark, now-—what a shck cocktail I
could sling for you!’ :

“But I HAVE!” she told him,
amused and pointed to a small bag on
the dressing table, “help yourself.”

He rolled his eyes blissfully and be-
gan cutting lemons. Sometime later
he poured a brilliant red mixture into
two tall glasses “This,” he explained
proudly, “is my own original cocktail
—The Sensation.”

“Pretty to look at,” she admitted,
“let’s see how it feels.” Slowly she
lifted the sparkling diquid to her lips.
Her eyes, ironical, bitter, met his.
“Here’s to—the Great American
Curse!” said Nella.

“Which is—?" he questxoned scru-
tinizingly.

She hesitated, as though debating
whether or not to explain. Then, with
a little dry laugh—“A cold husband,”
said Nella, and drank the Sensation.

“And now,” she said, quickly, “I
must go. Thanks for the—the Sensa-
tion. You must show me how to fix
it sometime.’

He rose, reached for his high clown
hat that lay at his feet. “Thanks—
I will,” he said quietly and then he
left:

Going home in the almost deserted
subway, Nella recalled the man’s dark,
blazing eyes, his huge, warm hands. He
was decidedly’ not the type she pre-
ferred, but he held a great fascination
for her. Doubtless it was nothing but
sheer animal magnetism drawing her to
him. Both were young, vital and at-

tractive. If she saw him often, there
could be but one result . . . She de-
cided recklessly, that she . WOULD

see him often!

Two nights later she finished her
dancing at the Claret Clown and ran
upstairs to her room. She pulled off
the tight little costume and slipped into
a kimono. She was leaning back on



the lounge, smoking when the door
suddenly opened and Mart entered.
Nella hastily drew the kimono to-
gether, but too late to do much good.

“Why don’t you cough before en-
tering?” she said sarcastically, annoyed
at herself for blushing.” “You claim to
be a gentleman.” ‘

“I. am,” “said ' Mart; “but—I’m' a
man first!” Then, as she said nothing,
he apologized, but though his voice
said he was' sorry, his eyes' said - he
wasn’t. . o o ‘

~ tell you!” he retorted. . -:

Suddenly, his lips
clamped down
upon hers while
she yielded softly

to him.

“T wanted you to try this,” he said,
holding out a glass of a curious pale
green liquid, “just invented!”

She accepted it, smiling -at his en-
thusiasm. “Has this got a name, too?”
she asked lightly.

“Well yes—but I don’t think T’ll
“Nice,” she

Sit

She drained the glass.
commented, “awfully nice, Mart.
down, won’t you?” i

Instead of taking the chair toward

(Continued on page 57)
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Broadway Manner

N AID 2 Red Hot Mamma to her
Sugar Daddy: “Our Jazz Baby
has stepped out of her character.”

“Let her foot slip?”

“Gosh, you catch on
quickly.”

“Who is it that ain’t done right by
our Nell?”

“That Oil Can who has a perman-
ent address on the Double-Cross Roads

to things

- (36)

What the
Mazda Lane
parents do
when their
daughter falls
by the wayside

of The World.”

“The one with the
Hairp®

“That’s the bird.”

“What’ll we do—sue him?”

“He hasn’t enough money to pay 2
cover charge at an automat.”

“Maybe we should bump him off—
any of the boys would take him for
a ride for the bare expenses, including

Polish

Shoe



M any a life
was wrecked
without the
eid of an
overnight

bag!

cartridges.”
“And take a chance on burning at

the state’s expense?! That Jasper isn’t
worth it.”

“What can we do about it—why
didn’t you stop the Kid when she
started paling with all those Sun Dodg-
ers?”

“Use your bean—what control has

a mere mother over an offspring who

has tasted life on the Main Stem?”
“Well, how do they get that way,
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anyway’

“Now I’ll tell one.”

“Every time I spoke up the Kid said,
‘Put on your chains, Pop, don’t try
to tell your baby girl anything—it isn’t
being done this season’.”

“Oh, Precious knew all the an-
swers.”

“—and all the songs and funny
sayings, too.”

“But getting down to hardpan—do
you suppose we could applesauce this
guy into donning the ball and chain?”

“Double harness with our Nancy?”

“Another Bull’s Eye for intelli-
1% (Continued on page 54)-

gence.
(37))



HITTING THE HIGH SPOTS

Sensible Susie’s the kind of
girl who puts on more style so
she can put off more fellows!

®'s ® 89

TINA:; “YOU’RE JUST THE
KIND OF 4 MAN A4 WOMAN
CAN TRUST.

TINO: “S4Y, HAVE WE MET
BEFORE? YOUR FAITH IS
FAMILIAR.”

(38)

Over the telephone:

“Darling,” he pleaded, “I’ve
simply got to see you tonight. I
haven’t had a bite for 2 week!”

» » »  *

Blonde: “Oh, Doctor, I just
HAD to come. Will you please
take a look at my figure?”

Doctor: “Why, there’s noth-
ing wrong with it that I can see.”’

Blonde: “Oh, I know, but
don’t you think i¥’s a wow?”



Mornin g After Tales

In which you’ll read every month an-
other story concerning what went on

the night before.

Today you’ll

hear about FITZ, THE
WISE GUY.

'M HERE to tell you, Broad-

way is the Main Stem, Rob-

bers’ Route, Mazda Lane, the
Gold Belt, Suckers’ Highway, the
Great Blight Way and Boobs’ Ditch.
My Broadway is mashed between the
Great Divide, Forty-second Street,
and Childs’ on Columbus Circle. I’ve
ankled up and down this rib of New
York since the age when Sophie Tucker
had a waistline. I’ve met the cast of
characters that clubs on the sidewalks
twenty-four hours a daw They’re
louder and funnier tham a summet’s
headliner at the Palace. They’re cock-

sure of three ideas. They know it all.
If they aren’t where they want to be,
they’ll get there. Any city outside of
New York is Bridgeport.

I’'m here to tell you about the moll
buzzers, the stemmers, the chiselers,
the chatterers, the Dixieland men, the
bootleggers, the hijackers, the racket-
eers, the lounge cruisers, the pop song
writers, the hoofers, the canaries, the
pansies, the stars and the dust. I’ll
try to give you the highlights and the
lowdown on the people called that way
by the wise guys. I’m not undér
wraps to call a spade a calla lily.

(39)



Facts are facts and they’re going to
be called by their right names.

I’'m here to tell you about the guys
and the skirts who come to Broadway
without the dough and scheme to
make cake out of nothing. Item also:
The chorines, the adagio dancers, the
dance hall girls, the cigarette girls, the
cloakroom girls, all the little girls with
skins Broadway loves to touch with a
great big hand, all the little girls who
make hey! hey! while the moon shines,
all the little girls who this and that
with promoters, customers’ men, dia-
mond smugglers, stool pigeons, traders,
brokers, night club owners, gunmen,
all the little girls who pay and pay
to the playboys of Broadway who can
repay and repay with compound in-
terest and diamonds as big as the Para-
mount Building. I’'m here to tell you

(40)

She took her clothes off and re-
vealed white skin smooth as

silk!

of payments and pay-offs.

As the calendar tears, it’s only a
short while ago since I regularly and
for nothing got into a certain dance
joint high-up in the Fortres. I knew
the big cheese who owned the dive.
We were on such good terms: that it
was as pleasant as a major operation
for either of us to tongue “How’s
tricks?”’ to the other. But that didn’t
cut ice with the business end. I was
connected with a news rag and the
joint was getting  plenty free space
from me. I didn’t like the tall swiss
to whom it belonged but the boys and
girls who were making their living
working it needed a boost. I helped
through the paper I was signed with.
One or two of the kids were friends
of mine. That includes Frank Fitz-
roy.
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Frank Fitzroy wasn’t his name. It
would be telling you too much to give
him away. Well, this Fitz was the
leader of the band that played hot
music at the hall. He wasn’t good,
He wasn’t bad. The best that you
could say for him was that he would
hold down his job. And that isn’t a
bouquet from a box, I’m here to tell
you. ‘The only sort of position the
joint had was in the telephone book.
There was no past, no present, no
future in it for Fitz. But he was
primed to stay till rheumatism in the
elbows and fallen arches cramped his
style and old age cooled
him off.

He was set to lead the
cheap little music fakers
in the band forever be-
cause the place gave him
one thing he wanted more
than anything else in the
whole damned  world.
You’re right. Women.
‘And for Fitz too much
wasn’t enough. Half of
the dames in the dump
he’d make. The other
half would make him. It
was a fifty-fifty proposi-
tion. He had a thousand
candle-power smile that
brought results. Up there
on the band stand, he
flashed it like a beacon.
When he found his wom-
an his speed was seventy
horse power. And he
went to the finish. The
finish was the end. No
woman could hold him
much after the finish.

I spoke to him one night
during an intermission. I
had a good break for him.
A hotel around the Seven-
ties had an opening for a
bright young fellew with
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plenty of personality and pep to con-
duct a band there. It was the favorite
hang-out of the gold coated mamas in
the neighborhood, not so young, not so
slender, but not so cold and willing to
pay the simoleons for value received.
I gave him the lay of the land from
every angle.

“Nothing doing,” said Fitz.  “I'm
no gigolo for that kind of delicatessen.
And if I was, I wouldn’t take the job.
This dump is my style. And, besides,
I'm after a femme who’s been hang-
ing around here lately. She looks the
kind who don’t know any street above

,®

“In the cab I discovered she

had red hot lips!”
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the Circle.
" 'baby, believe me.’

* He poured the electric smile ovér me
“and in “a  preétty “self-satisfied “way
“slicked his-hair: ~ He wasn’t cock-eyed
“‘about himself, but things’like that had

either come his way or he had caught

them before they went. He was a great
sexcess. I questioned if the girl knew
he was that way about her.

“Not yet,” Fitz end-manned.
it won’t be long.”

Fitz had to get
back to his work
after that.

I took a seat near
the dance " floor -rail
and watched the
hundreds. o f feet
dancing, trotting or -
just shoveling on the
waxed maple wood.
They were the crowd
washed on Broadway
by the feeling that
all “they needed to
make themselves for-
getful and whoopee
"was - a saxophone, a

“But

love

. slide _trombone, a
. violin, a banjo, a
==kettle drim and - a

piano all harmon- "

v 1zed’ by a thand
leader, and a place as big as a zoo to
dance to the latest pop songs plugged.
All they got for their money was a
Iot of their own perspiration. They
thought they were. happy. They were

- suckers.’ 3
 Now -and then I took. my . peepers

: away from the dancing bunch and eyed
Fitz domg his stuff on the stand.. He

-wasn’t working in the usual way.. His
back was turned on his men. His arms
were swaying:as if.he were giving the
boys their time. . It was a stall, His
mind wasn’t on business.
playing his smile for all it was worth

I’ve- got some yen for that -

A Toast--!

RE’S-to the game girl,
= 1 he girl who likes to kiss
| Because there's not a step in
That she dOllld want to mzss

And as for the cold gu'l

Whose heart is made of stone,
She has earned her fate, so

Let her sit alone!

~—BY ROY KLING.

#

He was -
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against a girl near one of the posts.

If I had the nerve, I'd say he was con=
ducting his own heart beats. I’d say it
anyway if I thought he had a heart.-

“The girl was a Broadway type on
first sight. She belonged to the doll
department of types, if you get me,
I mean she looked too pretty to be a
salesgirl, too dumb to be a stenos
grapher,  not pretty enough to be a
chorus girl. So I guessed she was a
manicurist. She had a silken mop of
hair the color of a
yolk of egg, big blue
eyes staring back at
Fitz, a little nose
with‘a thick coat of
powder on it and
‘cupid- lips painted a
gaudy red.

She ‘was short, not
stumpy though. She
had a good figure
and good legs. She
wore * no stockings
and exhibited a skin

that” looked gold-
diusicys. ¢ Iné Sother
words, she wasn’t
different in  looks

from a mob of
others who had- been
winning beauty, con-
tests in their home
towns but find dozens like themselves
in every booking office and on every
corner. of Broadway. She looked easy.
Fitz would make her hands down.

T decided that was that and lost my
interest, I'quit the scene and heeled
into the office of the big limburger -who
was responsible for the prize joint. He
was out. It was exactly where I
thought he ' would be. But exactly
where T thought it would be was: a
bottle of cognac and before you could
slap my wrist a swig of the liquor went
the way of all very good cognac. : Then

I went out and found Fitz talking:to
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a song plugger who wanted to mega-
phone from the band stand his pub-
lishing house’s idea of the latest musi-
cal wow. :

I gave Fitz a loophole to get rid of
the germ by coming closer.

He was playing his smile against
a snappy little dame sitting at one
of the tables.

“Sorry, brother,” he. said to - the
plugger, “I can’t talk to you about that
now. ‘I’m busy with this other guy,
see! Come around some other time.”
The plugger faded.

Fitz dropped his head to his chest
and let me have a wise covered smile,
a* grin, you know. “It’s fixed;” he
said. “And I didn’t do a thing. I
gave her a couple of signals, sure. But
that means nothing. T didn’t give her
" anything she had to take and:I:didn’t
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influence. her in any way.’
All this was as clear as Automat
soup to me. So I asked him to cut

out the prelude.and come to the chorus.
“Alice,” he favored me, “Alice Lee,
that’s her name, came over to me.

She

wanted me to play a number she liked.
So I took no chances and asked her
if she lived with her folks and if her
brother was a cop. ' She said he wasn’t
and she didn’t: * I was damned glad to
hear that.- The kind of 2 'gifl T like
is one with plenty of self-reliance, sée?,
I mean the kind of a girl .who isn’t
afraid of what a.house detective will
think when he sees a’ guy - coming’ out
of her room.

(Continued on -page-'si), fes



“You have stolen
my wife,” he
shouted.

“Your wifed”
Spandrell cried,
amazed.

Stage Door Doings

ARTON LESTER SPAN-
DRELL was a hard-boiled news-
~ . paper critic, and so he should
have known beter. He should have
been too wise to fall in love with a
tap-dancer, and particularly one who
was the wow of the Heydey-Ho
Blues. :
. But Barton was very weak and
highly susceptible when it came to en-
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chanting girls of the theatre. And
little Lolly Corwyn was sweet enough
to eat! She had big Alice-in-Wonder-
land pansy-purple eyes, a moist red
little mouth, a heart-shaped face,
tricky little legs, velvet, dimpled knees,
and a small, peppy little body just
bubbling over with energy.

When the show opened, Barton
Lester Spandrell devoted half of his



She was everything
he wanted in a wo-
man yet they were
kept apart. Then :
one day she beck-
oned and—

¢

review to the charms and talent of
Lolly. Spandrell thought he was do-
ing his favorite a favor by playing her
up. Whereas, in actuality, his high
prafse got her fired! The stars got
furious and jumped on the manager
with their claws, so what could he do
but fire her?

However, Barton Lester Spandrell
did not know this. When Heydey-Ho
Blues finally closed in Carson City,
and Barton Lester Spandrell could no
longer sit down front and watch his
idol do her numbers, he was discon-
solate. All of his friends shivered
when they saw bim toy with his razor,

0y

before a shave.
He mooned
.away and all his friends were victims

the days and nights
The greatest sufferer
was his room-mate, Red Kittridge.
Red was a police reporter for the
Gazette, and he soon got fed up on
all the love stuff.

Once, after he was awakened by the
screams of Spandrell, in the middle of
a nightmare, he shouted to the cha-
grined Barton when he finally came
to:

“For-the-luvva-mud, why dontcha
go and marry the gell, and be through
with it! This damned moon-calf stuff

of his sorrow.

(45),
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is disgusting.”

This caustic comment acted indi=
rectly as a suggestion to Spandrell. The
next day he wroté a note to Miss Lolly
Corwyn, in care of the Heydey-Ho
Blues company, declaring himself, and
asking whén and where he could see
het. Unabashed and uninhibited, the
poot; lovesick youth told the dancer
he would meéet her in any city from
Carson to the coast or all points east.

Abstracted; deep in his love obses-
sion, he forgot to miail the missive.
Months later it was found, slipped back
behind the radiator, cobwebby with
dust.

But this was not altogether a dis-
aster. For, two days later, he received
at his office a scented note. If was
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from Lolly. Even in the midst of his
joy, he realized that the one who re=-
ceives a letter making the first advances
is always at an advantage.

The note read:

“Dear ‘B. L. S.:

This is to thank you for the
perfectly lovely write up you gave
me in the ‘Clarion’ not long ago
when our show Heydey-Ho Blues,
played Carson City. Pm so glad
you liked my work. Id like most
awfully to meet you and thank
you in person. Luckily I will be
able to do that soom, for I am
leaving the show. Write to me
care of General Delivery, Carion
City, and tell me when I am to

What a soft, delicious little

thing she was in his arms!
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have the pleasure of meeting you.
Sincerely,
Lolly Gorwyn.”

“Hot puppies and still hotter tab-
bies!” exulted Spandrell, when he fin-
ished reading. He immediately sat
down and answered her:

“My déear Miss Corwyn-

I was delighted to receive your
letter. It will be my great pleas-
ure to wmake jour z‘chudintance
when you arrive in Carson City.
As soon as you receive this riote,
please télephone me at the ‘Clar-
i0n’ office and well arrange a
meeting place.

Very sincerely yours;
 Barton Lester Spandrell.”

One day he finally receivéd a phone
call.

“Hello, Mr. Spandrell,” siid a di=
vine veice over the wire. It made his
hair crinkle, and electric thrills run
through him. “This is Lolly Corwyn
speaking. It’s nice to hear your voice
—even over the phone.”

Barton Lester Spandrell, determined
to lose no time, arranged to take the
young lady to dinner the following
night in the grill room of the Carson
Hotel. They were to meet in the
Iounge room at seven.

Precisely at 7:05 he made “his ap-
pearance in the lounge room at the
Carson. Lolly Corwyn, in a dainty
sleeveless chiffon frock of green and
white, arose from the depths of a cre-
tonne-qovered couch. Her black curls
spiraled from beneath her hat, her
purple eyes glowed, her lips were ex-
tremely inviting.

Soon the proud and elated Spandrell
felt her round little knees which had
cut such cute capérs in Heydey-Ho
Blues pressed against his own under a
table in the grill room.

“Why did you leave the show?”
asked Spandrell, sympathetically, when
théy had arfived at the éntrée. . By

He sat hours writing one letter to
her, her gorgeous figure always
before his eyes!

now he was head over heels in love
with the little dancr, in whose lus-
trous eyes there shone a promise. He
felt that little Lolly would never be
niggardly with her affections. He sus-
pécted that she was as hot a little petter
as she was a dancer. ‘

“Why did I leave the show?” re-
peated Lolly, and her cherry-red lip
trembled. “Why? Because I'm in
tigtiBler” o - ;

“In trotible!” ,

“Yes, trouble, terrible trouble,” con-
tinued Lolly. “You see, 4 man kéeps
following me every place I go. That
—and another reason—is why I left
the show. OHh my—isn’t this terrible.”
—Lolly’s smiling little face froze
into a look of Horror—‘“Theré hé is
row! Oh, oh, what shall T do? I'm
so afraid.”



48 .

Spandrell reached over and patted
her little soft hand which clutched
in terror at the table-cloth.

“Calm down, dear little baby, my
sweet little Lolly,” he whispered, “and
tell me where he is, wonder-child.
Where?”

Lolly nodded over at a table to the
right of Spandrell. He looked across,
and saw a slender youth, dapper, dark,
with a strange glitter in his eye, star-
ing at him.

“He looks like a maniac,” said
Spandrell. “Shall I have him ar-
rested?”

“Oh, no,” said Lolly. “How could
you, anyhow! He hasn’t done any-
thing—yet.  Just follows me. He
shows up in every city I appear.”

“It’s an outrage!” Spandrell said
furiously. “But don’t you worry,

little Lollypop. I’ll take care of him! .

He won’t follow you out of Carson
City! But, in the meantime, let’s go
to my apartment and talk things over.
Why I’ve just met you, my darling.
It’s too wonderful! T want to be
alone with you. How about it?”

Lolly nodded eagerly.

“Any place,” she said. “Any place
to get away from those boring eyes
over there.”

They got into a taxi, and, alighting,
Spandrell made sure they were not
followed. At any rate, he saw no one,
nor any pursuing cab, so they made
their way up to the apartment.

While Spandrell was helping Lolly
off with her hat, he was almost over-
powered by the heavy odor of French
perfume that emanated from her.
Dizzily, not realizing what he was do-
ing, he clutched her to him, bent her
head slightly backwards, poured hot
kisses over her arched throat. ‘The
transparent chiffon of her frock only
accentuated her well developed little
figure, and his roving hands soon as-
sured him that she was not encased in

Broadway Nights

heavy armor. He hazarded a guess
that all she wore under her sleazy frock
was, perhaps, a little pair of abbre-
viated whoopee panties and a silken
ribbon for a brassiere.

Then his imagination running riot,
he picked her up in his arms, carried
her over to the couch, and laying her
tenderly among the cushions, he began
to rain kisses all over her.

When the little dancer managed to
release her arms she pushed him away
from her.

“No, no,” she said. “You musn’t
put on a performance like this the first
time we meet. It isn’t right.”

Spandrell managed to control him-
self. He realized that Lolly was a
soft, yielding little thing, and that she
would never hold out for long against
his blandishments.

Now, however, he decided that it
would be best: to wait a day or two.
Consequently he apologized for his
exuberant lovemaking, and made a
dinner engagement for the following
night. They would go to Giovanni’s,
the Italian’s, for dinner, and then have
a special midnight supper up here in
the apartment, a Dutch fest, cold saus-
age, potato chips, pickles and real beer.
The girl was delighted with the idea.
At eleven he escorted her in a cab to
the hotel where she was staying.

“Stay with a boy friend tomorrow
night—I mean tonight, will you,
Red?” asked Spandrell when his room-
mate came in at two the next morning.

“I haven’t got a boy friend—not
since I lost you to the dancing dame,”
retorted Red.

“Aw, go on, Red, be a sport, clear
out, just for one night, will you, huh?”
Spandrell pleaded.

“All right. T’ll be a2 wandering boy
tonight.” :

“Wander—and be damned—but
don’t wander in here, Red, or I’ll bust

(Continued on page 50)



SMART STEPPING




Broadway Nights

Stage Door Doings
(Continued from page 48)

you right in the nose!”

. After dinner. Spandrell
Lolly returned to the apartment. She
relaxed limply in his arms like a droop-
ing flower, while he kissed and caressed
heis o ; :

In the midst of their love-making
Spandrell heard Red’s drunken, maud-
lin babbling outside the door,

“S’fine thmfr to lock a fella outta
his own house,” .he was
tears in his voice. “Open door, Span.”

‘Sparidrell went to the door and flung
it open. Red stumbled in, followed
by the mysterious black- e}ed stranger,
Lolly’s shadow!

“SU,”_ hissed - this gentleman. “So!
You are the man responsible for the
perfidy of my wife!”

“Your wife!” eéxclaimed Spandrell.
“How the devil do T know who your

wife ‘is or where she is,” or anything

Ml

‘about her?
" The dark-eyed fventlcmm pomted
““There’s. my wife now.’
Cspandre]l ‘turned around, and hFe

was- Lolly. -

~ “Luigi!” she cried. “Luigi! How
" ‘ever- did you trail me here?” :
“And  now,” continued the dark

gentleman, “if you want to avoid a lot
of scandal and publicity you can come
through with one thousand dollars and
we'll call it quits.”
_ Spandrell turned to Lolly ;
““A blackmailer, ¢h! So that’s your
“game!. Why did you tell me. thls man
~_was following you?” :
“ ' “He is alwa)s followmg me——after
the fashion of husbands.” -

Spandrell walked over to the desk

wrote a check for one thousand dollars
and handed it to Luigi.

“Clear out, you crooks!”
at them. “Beat it before T call the
police!”

and L his.

muttering,.

« damphool eulogy

he shouted.‘

The door banged after them, and as
Spandrell turned around, he thought
he had suddenly lost his senses. From
under the couch crawled Pat Mulcahy,
Bruce Farmington, and Tom Masson.

“What the Hades—" began Span-
drell. ‘Then, a light dawning: “A
frame-up, what!”

T'om. Masson acted as spokesman

“Right-o, my boy! We were all
fed up on your mooning over stage
babies. So Red decided to teach you a
lesson. He had Lily Jensen, the tele=
phone operator at the ‘Gazette,” write
the letter which was supposed to come
from Lolly Corwyn. She called for
your answer at General Delivery.
Lolly Corwyn was fired after your
Bruce knew her and
her actor husband, and telephoned the
plot to 'em long distance. They were
both sore at your well-intentioned med-
dling, and were game to play the
game.’

Spandrell ﬁuddenlv remembering his
thousand dollars said, bitterly:

“That was a damn expensive joke
for me, wasn’t it? One thousand dol- .
lars worth.” et

At this sad remark, Red, the mov=

ing spirit of the whole trick, weak-
“ened. »
“G’wan,- be asport, . Span,” " he

urged. “Look behind you before you
yowl.” ‘

_Spandrell, glancing back, saw  the
check which the departing conspira-

tors had slid under the door. With it

\was a slip of paper, and on it was

traced.

*Bye, ‘B.-L. 8.l Love ‘and” kisses
from Lolly and her Luigi.”

“I'm damned,” murmured Span-
drell, sheepishly, “I’'m damned well
cured.”
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7
- Must every woman pay the price of a moment’s happiness in bitter tears and years of
£ regret? Must millions of homes be.ruined—lovers and sweethearts driven apart—marriages
W/ A totter to the brink of divorce—the sacred joys of sex relations'be denied? YES-—Just aslong
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__ The Greatest Sin of all'is total IEGNORANCE of the most important subject in
life-of every man .and womah—SEX. B e

YAWAY WITH FALSE MODESTY!

Let us face the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly, sincerely and sclentifically. Let us tesr thé veil
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/ ‘t 39 Chapters—Startling illustrations. 3
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ever, finds outside of the highly technical medical pooks which laymen fail to understand. Every
picture is true to life, C O
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Twilight sleep—easy childbirth

How babies are conceived 2

Diseases of children :
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‘The mystery of twins

Hundreds of valuable remedies
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in the same dangerous ignorance in
which you yourself perhaps were
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of this truly helpful book?

h s
KF

PREFERRED PUBLICATIONS -
56 West 45th Bt. = ]
- New York City -' .

% i i
Pleage egend ‘me ‘“Modern Eugen
SEALED, in plain wrapper. ¥ will pcn.; .
$2.98 “and postage to the postman ea dew
- livery.- In saccordance with.your speciad
balf poice offer, My age 18ceiiageece v N '

A



o

VYV Vv VY VvV VYV VYV VYV VYV VYV VYYVYVYVYVYYY

e Bhls dssuw

Enthusiastic readers’ com-

ments are the best advertise=
ment for PEP STORIES.
Read some of them and then
watch yourself grow just as
wild over this rollicking maga-
zine:

“What a pippin of a magazine!
Boy, it certainly does beat every-
thing going for fun—jokes, car-
toons, wise-cracks! And  the
piping hot illustrations are a
knock-out! This is just the first
issue of PEP I've ever read and
it sure’s not going to be the last,
rn sayt”

—R. L., Calif.

“Pve never missed an issue of
PEP STORIES since it first
came out, but each month I've
got to admit that it keeps getting
better and better. The lady on
the cover of the last number is a
winner! The stories are peppy—
and spicy and you can’t help bub-
bling. over with laughter when
you read them!”

—S. F., Florida.

PEP STORIES
On sale everywhere
23rd of every month
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Fitz, the Wise Guy
(Continued from page 43)

“I had the boys play the number she
wanted. But hot! When we got
through with it she came over to thank
me and I told her to save that till I
was through working. She said she’d
stick around and, kid, it looks like it’s
going to be jake for Fitz and Alice
tonight.”

She ambled over presently and, after
Fitz did the right social thing and went
back to his jazzing, we gossiped like
cousins in Maine.

Was I glad when Fitz passed the
finale! I don’t mean he wasn’t either.
He had a good reason and he and the
good reason left presto for a hotel
unknown.

When P. M. came around the next
day, I went to the dance schloss to hunt
inspiration for my column in the paper.
The band was piping hot. Fitz was
giving it his exclusive attention. His
back was coldly turned on a pack of
beautiful babies dancing in the place.

“So what was?” I heebed when he
finally approached.

“Nothing like it ever,” Fitz chirped.
“The dame had no inhibitions in the
taxi, Every drop of the meter was a
drop of a moral. It was enough to
roast a guy. She had red hot lips and
I sort of knew I had picked a winner.
She got into her room. She took off
her clothes. Her skin was as smooth
as silk. She got into bed and turned
the lights out. No time was wasted
because she had to be at the barber
shop where she manicures early in the
morning. Good enough so far?”

“Enough said,” I answered. “Why
the blues, Fitz?”

“Because,” he said deliberately, “I
wasn’t in that room. She lives at a

Y. W. C. A. She never told me,”



The rare, valuable secree
' book which has ase
g tounded the world.

. -~ Reveals the secrets of
hypnotism, telepathy,  personal
\ magnetism, mesmerism, clairvoy-
ance, mind reading, etc. This
L Jbook—called the wonder of the
B 20th Century—worth $3 bur sen-
.'4" : - Free to you if you order our
(remarkable course in Practical Hypnotism—teaches you
«how w0 control others—make everybody obey your every
wish and desire—conquer bad habits, enemies, win
success in life and Love, obtain power, wealth, ‘social
position, *© Explains the greatest force in the histéry
of maan. / The most perfect, complete and easily
learned system. Pay only $2.45, on arrival, including
the ““Hypnotic Eye,”” greatest aid to beginners.

EDUCATOR PRESS
19 Park Row

Girl Models

FILL LENGTH GIRL FIGUKES, when viewed through
the STEREOSCOPE stand out like' LIVING MODELS in
8 background of great beauty, The STEREO MAG-
NIFIES. Reveals BEAUTY not seen with the naked
eye. It is the only means of enjoying this THRILLING
EFFECT. Largest size' STEREO pictures. Finest quality
STEREO lens. Price of STEREO and set 8 pictures
$2.00. SPECIAL for short time to make buyers for
more pictures, will send STEREO and twe sets 16
pictures for $2.00.
POCKET STEREO CO.,

TOLEDO, OHIO

1702 Summit Street

HURRY UP, BOYS!

Get them while they last.
i The kind of photos you
bave been looking for.

} 6-post card size, 25c.
324l different, $1.
Cash  stamps, or
money order. Plain

€
FIG LEAVES”
By MILDRED EVANS GILMAN

71 ‘‘Should be one of the Six Best Sel-

' lers,”” “said Heywood Broun, famous
book critic.

In relating the adventures that befell
an innocent young girl in her curious
quest for REAL Love and understand-
ing of matters that one docs not talk
about except in whispers—matters that
. rightly or wrongly have hitherto been

shrouded in mystery and hidden by the
fig leaf of false modesty, this book bares phases of life
in girls® colleges that challenge belief. Yet every scene
bears the stamps of photographic reality, and the entire
book burns with an ardent zeal for the exposure of
hypocrisy .and false modesty. $2 at all book counters,
or send stamps, check or M. O. direct to
EDUCATOR PRESS, 19 Park Row, New York

Dept. FL-92

|FIGLEAES

Actually: Shoots the Cigarettes
—;

=)

Astoand your friends with the new improved double.ae-
tion automatde and protect yourself &against hold-ups and
roughs. Looks like a real firearm, made of ‘genuine -gun
metal, blue, wiil last a life time. Order yours today.
Satisfacfion guaranteed.—Just send us your name and ad-
dress and pay Postman $1.98 plus shipping charges or send
us Mouey Order, check, bills or stamps and we 'pay the
charges.—MAGNUS WORKS. Box 12, Varick Sta., Dept.
KFG-11, New York, N. Y.

GRAY HAIR
Goes in 10 Minutes!
Money back if it fades
again! My MAGI Com~
pound leaves no streaks.
No stains on linen. Pene-
trates all chrough: each
hair. Srands any amount
5 ) 4 of washing, shampooing
2 and- curling. Leaves haie
soft and silky. Applied in few minutes. Only one
application. $2.00 outfit for only $1.45, to introduce.
Send M. O., check or stamps or pay C. O. D, plus 20
cents postage. I guarantee you will be greatly pleased.
Plain wrapper. No one knows.
Maison Jeunesse, 17 Park Row, New York
Suite M-91

S

RARE IMPORTED FRENCH
ART .PHOTOS

Nude poses of beautiful young
daring Freach girls. The kind
men like but seldom get. 20
poses 25c, 120 poses $1.00, 289
poses $2.00. Guaranteed the best
and lowest priced in Asmerica.
Sold for an art purpose only.
Other dealers would charge you
at least $10.00 for this lor. Why-
pay that much?  Address—:

‘Wrapper.
MAISON MARIE B. E. FLOYD
17 Park Row Dept. KF New York Box 541, Dept. 7-KF Portland, Ore.

This book is mnecessarily anonymous. ,
Dealing with the stark realities of the
Great War, day by day, in the form of
8 diary, nothing is glossed over. The
author depicts in almost photographicede-
tail the physical filth and fearful passions
lt@the front as well as the moral filth,

o
EDUCATOR PRESS

2 stman on delivery plus 15¢c postage.
AN O o wy, {): Park Row, New York

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

Dept. WW-82
v 93
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make you roar with laughter!

PEPPY POETRY sure is
true blue! Just as we pre-
dicted, this hot little magazine
came on with a bang, and it’s
still banging! If you missed
the first issue of PEPPY
POETRY, you’re just in time
for the second one—now!

If you’ve been searching
for something to give you
“wim, wigor and witality”
you've found it! This little
magazine is just chuck full of
fun! Its pages are a riot of
peppy, lilting rhymes that
simply sing themselves into
your memory; the jokes and
wise cracks are everything
that’s up-to-date in wit and
humor; the sophisticated and
cleverly drawn cartoons will

The latest issue of PEPPY
POETRY is simply a wow!
Hurry down right now to
your nearest newsdealer and
order your copy!

PEPPY POETRY

On sale at all newsstands
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“Moses,” said I ready to break inte
a cascade of giggles, “that’s a good ad-
dress!”

“Wasn’t that a dirty trick?” Fitz
complained. -

“T had a hunch,” I murmured.

In a Broadway Manner
(Continued from page 37)

“A pretty idea, if not brilliant.”

“What’s to hinder the idea from be-
coming unanimous?”

“The City Chap with the Store
Clothes is willing, but our Nancy acts
like a Country Vamp with dye in her
hair and zinc in her teeth.”

“What did she say when you sug-
gested the Straight and Narrow?”

€ ‘Banana Oil’.”

“The boy’s a fair Hoofer. He’s
good for three squares a day and a
comfortable flop. What’s the big
ideaf??

“She said life’s too short to be an-
noyed with 2 POOR husband, that it
might cramp her style.”

“What do you expect me to do about
i

“Use your influence—Now is the
time for all good men to come to the
aid of the party.”

“Say, I’m only a Poor Fish in this
family—don’t expect anything of me.
Has the Daughter Fair any plan of
her own?”

“She says she has—to let nature take
its course.”

“She’s an optimist — maybe she
knows where there’s 2 market for used
wives, same as used cars.”

“It’s always darkest just before
dawn—maybe it will work out all
right.”

“Yes—and maybe we’ll have Ice
Cream.”

“Well, it could be worse.”

“And how! Suppose she had gotten
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BTRICTLY SECRRET
Sent sealed in
plain wrapper.
Books sent care of
General Delivery
must be prepaid.

daring b

rand
passion;—how to win love, hold love,
restore love; —how tq charm, fas-
cinate, ecaptivate; — mistakes, mar-
riage, birth control;—wisdom, warn-
ings, vamping;—pett_mg. honeymoon-
ing, mating; winning whom you
want by arousing response;—decep-
tion, infidelity, outwitting “third
party,” etc.

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

It contains EVERYTHING the curious,
erienced youth and the most blase
much-married “divorcee might want to
know, from the first awakening of youth-
ful love to the full flowering of the

CALLED

LOVE®

f naked truths, unashamed

information—in the frank words o

An endless source of intimate, intﬁfi:(?lg

present-day youth, answering any
you might even hesitate to as
riends—answers to a bride, and

closest

uestion
your

others, which of course cannot be men-
tioned here. Simpl§ Priceless Secrets, that
will change your loneliness to happiness,

your, longings to
Joy in possessing.
Send money order
or stamps for $1.88
or pay $2 to your
own postman on

WARNING!
This book will not
be sold to anyone
below 18. State age

Like pétps through private key-

delivery. when ordering.
EDUCATOR PRESS, 19 Park Row, New York City, Dept. G-92
THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR bt o T

holes is this intimate story, re-
vealed in a young girl's secret
diary. It is the tale of her love
life, from the early days of curi-
osity and courtship through a
glowing honcynioon, to a thrilling
\ climax that will stif your blood
: SMD gtrangely. A new light on the

estion of birth control. A $2 seller cut to
.48, Send money order or stamps, or pay on
delivery plus 20c postage. Sent sealed or in
plain wrapper, DUCATCR PRESS,
19 Park Row, New York. Dept. BB-92

DIRECT FROM & “:Vé)ggleﬂ%g%’ e'ifé'
EMPORTER, SAVE 50% - nd adjusted fmported
Eu:mmlud movement. Artistieally engraved chromium

ife Time Case, Gold numera] dial. Send no_money, pay only
$8.39 on arrival. We pav postags, - Maney refupded if.not satisfied,
“FEDCO” U.S.SwissAgts., 561 B’way, K. Y.C., Dept.C-1043

French Art

Postcards—the kind Paris is world famous for—

IN TRUE COLORS, 6 for only 56cs or 15 for

$1.00. 100 all different—$5.00. 3000 Miniatures

$3. Send coin, stamps or M. O.

MAISON MARIE, Park Row Bldg.,, New York
Dept. C-3

WE HAVE “IT”

For Men Only. S Different rare and daring
French stories. . Also 12 rare French pictures.
All for $1.00 bill. Plain wrapper. PARIS IM-

PORTING C€O., Dept K, 4166 Park Av., New
York City

FRENCH PHOTOS

of men and women in intimate loving poses. The
famous Latin Quarter type. Postcard size,
20 for $1.00.

ESSEME, 125 Church St. {Dept.14) New York City

BIG DIRECTORY WITH DES-
criptions and photos, mailed in
®plain wrapper for ten cents.

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

The most astounding
feat. A mind reading
pack.  You can look
through it and pame
the selected card. ¥t is
amazing but very simple
if you kmvw the secret.
" 8end ug your name and
address TODAY with a
dollar bill or stamps or
pay your Postman plus
i " nglilpmng charges.

S WORKS, Bo
Varlck Sta., Deph KFG-11, New Yoot . £°

Why Worry?

Stop WORRYING. ahout iodi
and discomforts. LmnouTa?a"ou?: :::‘2
. anteed effective for irregular or painful
functioning, or money back. Regular %5 pack-

age sent sealed in plain wrapper for $2 while

they last (or pay postman $2.15 on del "
MAISON JEUNESSE, 17 Park Row, New Yok
ept. L-9:

“TILLIE THE TOILER”

New series cartoon books, “Tillie the Toiler”
and “Mutt and Jeff,” just otit. Also FRE, mwitl:

every order set of 12 Funny! Snappy! Pepp
vest pocket joke cards, everything postpaid, fl
NOVELTY SALES €O., opt.PKF.

129 Vine Street,
DISEASES No Matter

BLOO How Bad or OId. the Case

or What's the Cause send for FREE Bocklet
about Dr. Panter’s Treatmént used successfully
for over 25 years in the most severe and chronig
cases. Write now. Dr. Panter, l'ﬁl W. Washinge

ton St., Room 423, Chicago,

° ° : :
Tillie & Mac
Maggie & Jiggs—Peaches & Browning—Dumb Dors—Boss

and Bubbles and Imported Pkge. All for $1.00 Bill,
REX SALES CO0., Dept. K; 4160 Park Ave. N: Y. clgy.

MARRIED WOMEN, STOP WORRYING.©
Vag-a-cone Suppositéries sre anti-septic, quick snd safe.
Harmless preventative against germs and._ infection.
Handier than douche, $1.00 per boz, WERCO LAB.
205 Middlesex Strest, Lowell, Mass. Dept. M




It I8 80 éasy to h:
thelovely, full, ﬂ:g
Bust that fashion
demands. My won-
derful new Miracle
Cream qulickly fills
out the contours,
enlarging the :
breasts from one to S
BEFORE three inches, AFTER

Beautiful Ereasts In 30 Days

Are you flat-chested? Do ugly, sagging lines rob you
of your feminine charm? Just the simple application
of my dainty, luscious cream will work wonders!
Complete private instructions for moulding
FREE the breasts to rowmded, shapely proportions
included with your jar of Miracle Cream.
Special Offer Now! Send only $1.00 for large jar of
I,Srrigﬁcle Cream. Mailed in plain wrapper. Write

Nancy Lee, Dept. B-11, 848 Broadway, New York City

LUCKY DICE OR
AFRICAN GOLF BALLS

\\\\\K‘HII/////

\ 2

A = st with beautiful diamond cut bril-
i:‘ liants. Can be plaged in the dim-
§ mest night. The set of two come in

"7>>>/ genuine leather case. A winning
é pair.  Secrets of success included.

Get yours today. Pay Postman $2.00
plus shipping charges or prepay your
order and we pay the charges.
MAGNUS WORKS. Box 12, Varick
Sta., Dept KFG-11. New York,

Mtun Revealed

5 Stnrtlm unnhsmed

m.,‘.’.?.,'f.:' LA ps,,c",“"h&?‘ ’:HE!,‘, %.‘EEA'L
and Born, Birth

9 l us unrrange @ romantic correspondencs for

you. Meet your sweetheart thru the foremost

ln.h-:h sozial correspandehice chit in mn
world, @ clob for refined MRy * po
- Members everywiere;  <Thictly cnﬁnntnn

efficient and digoffied service. We have made thovsands nllnncly

la happy, why not you? Patticolars FREE. Write taday if sficera.

W MOORE, ~ BOX 908, JACKSONVILLE, FLA.

I'HAVEA' SWEETHEART FOR'YOU;

PARIS POSTCARDS

Exquisite studies in natural life-like colors. The
same you saw in Paris. Send 50c. coin or stamps
for -6, or $1 for 15. Sent sealed. 200 miniature
rints 50c.
ark Pubs. Co., 15 Beekman Street, New York
Dept. P-92

SALOME & JULIUS Toe action dan-

cers. WOW. Just
out mon—a roal poelet novelty.

New and daring. This
and 2 snicy French Stories. All for $1.00.—Dept. 11.

Breozy Novelty Co., P. 0. Box 1220, Lincoin, Nebr.
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mixed up with a Chinaman?”

“Don’t be sil.”

“Anything’s possible.”

“The Kid’s more to be pitied than
cemsured—she’s a victim of that New-
Day system 2

“You said it—try anything once.”

“Well, Steve Brodie took a chance,
didn’t he, and

“Yes—and got all wet—And it
looks like our Kid’s all wet, too.”

“Be reasonable—Ilet’s talk this thing
over—Rome wasn’t built in a day.”

“No, but it was burned over night
and many a life was wrecked without
the aid of an overnight bag.”

“You don’t mean to insinuate this
thing’s in the bag?”

“Tps all over but the shouting.”

“The girl herself isn’t making a
squawk.”

“That’s what slays me.”

“If you had made that dude take
the air when I noticed him gectting
steamed up over our Nancy we
wouldn’t be in this pickle now.”

“Are you trying to put the bug on
me-—give me the razzberry?”

“Not tonight, Josephine, said she—
laughing excitedly.”

“What do you say we can the whole
matter? It’s the Kid’s problem.”

“It’s K. O. with me. Is it all Jake
with you?”

“Is that a threat or a promise?”

“Both.”

“Now that that’s sertled, let’s get
down to cases—are you going to Reno:

and do I get my divorce?”

“The divorce is In The Pan—but
why not Paris, Honey? You know—
Fifty Million Frenchmen Can’t Be
Wrong—not ALL wrong.”

“Just as you say, darling, and al-
ways remember that it is for your sake
I am doing this.”

“No matter how you cut it, it’s
still bologna.”
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A Slip in Time
(Continued from page 35)

which she waved he came over and sat
on the edge of the lounge. He took
both her hands. “Nella, don’t let’s
stall. You said, the other night, that
the Great American Curse was a cold
husband. There’s 2 worse curse—and
Tve got it. You know my wife, that
tall girl with the Rose dancing team.”

“She’s beautiful!” said Nella, sin-
cerely.

“Yeah—a beautiful hunk of ice!
Nella, you know I’'m crazy about you!
Gimme a break, Baby! You're just
my kind—and I’m yours. You know
it!”

His mouth closed hotly, possessively
upon hers. Then, as his hands slid
under her, pressed her close against his
breast, she suddenly went limp in his
clasp, and her lips parted . . ..

Less than a month later Rich began
to spend his evenings at the Claret
Clown. Naturally, Nella was alarmed
at this unexpected turn of events.
Woas he suspicious of her! Had he
heard anything about her and Mart?
The possibility frightened her, for, de-
spite the pleasure she found in Mart’s
arms, she still loved Rich. Mart ad-
ministered to a very real and urgent
need of hers, but she did not, neverthe-
less, love him as she did her husband.
She wondered, panic-stricken, if Rich
intended to get the “goods™ on her and
then divorce her. Not that, God, not
that! If only Rich had Mart’s pas-
sion, fire!

She cautioned Mart against being in-
discreet while Rich was around and,
reluctantly, he promised to behave. One
night after her part in the evening’s
entertainment had been finished she
went as usual to her dressing room. The
cold cream that she used to remove the
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heavy grease paint was missing, having
been “borrowed,” she suspected, by one
of the other performers. . Rather im<
patiently “ she ‘went 'in search of it.
Probably the Rose sisters had: taken it,.
she thought. At the door, her hand on
the knob, she paused. A familiar voice
smote her startled ears. Rich! Her
face pressed tightly against the door,
she listened intently, breathlessly.
“~—not her fault, T guess.
women just don’t care about love . . .
he  was saying.

Some
»

And then 2 woman’s voice, low, car-
essing. “You need a- woman who will
meet you halfway, Rich. You’re shy,
sort of.”

“Well, you’re not!” thought Nella
viciously.. In  the significant silence
that followed she carefully opened the
door, peered in. Her worst suspicions
were immediately confirmed.

“You—you’re wonderful!” the fem-
inine voice cooed, after a moment, “I
didn’t know- there were men like you!
Mart is so different. He is very real-
istic as a clown isn’t he! Well, you
have no idea what a really clever im-
personation of an iceberg that man can
give!” She laughed bitterly.

“Let’s forget them,” he said. Si-
lence again. Then the man’s voice,
low and throbbing with emotion . . .
“Oh Marie', . . Marie . . . Marie!”

Only one woman in a million would
have acted as Nella did. She softly
closed the door and tiptoed down the
hall. From below, the heartbreaking
laughter of the Claret Clown floated
up, but she didn’t hear. Laugh, clown,
laugh. Nella has already forgotten
Voussis o

In the dressing room again, she faced
her reflection in the three-paneled mir=
ror above the low table. Yes, she was
just as pretty, just as desirable as Marie,
A little tremor shook her at the re=
membrance of Rich’s voice, murmur=

ing “Marie, Marie, Marie.” = Closing
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her eyes sensuously, she imagined that
same beloved voice whispering “Nella
stornaNEllaiodiieNella 52

So! He'needed a woman who would
meet him “halfway,” did he? - Well,
well.  An' odd little smile curled her
lips up at the dimpled corners. She
decided, reaching for a lipstick, to can-
cel the date that evening with- Mart
and to spend the night at home. With
her husband.

Home to Poppa!
(Continued from page 29)

III see only the gilt now!”

"Paul sat gloomily looking out of the
Pullman window. His train was due to
pull out in five minutes. . Several
times he had decided to leap up and
rush back to Verna to tell her she had
won, that happiness for him could only
be where she was. But every time he
had sagged back into his seat. It just
couldn’t be done. He couldn’t share
her with the blare and glare and fan-
fare in the midst of which she loved
to scintillate,

Suddenly, he became aware of the
soft rustle of feminine 'garments be-
side him, and his nostrils caught the
elusive scent of a dearly f familiar per-

fume. He turned quickly, his heart in
‘his throat.
Beside him, primly demure, but

lovely and unsophisticated as a little
woodland flower in a pale blue dress
and plain close-fitting straw hat, gaz-
ing straight ahead of her as if she
were entirely unaware of his presence,
was—Verna!

Paul murmured her name dazedly
and caught her hands in his as if to
make sure she wasn’t a vision that would
vanish into thin air. Verna turned and
smiled at him in a way that made his
brain whirl. It spoke of surrender, of
4 meek willingness to follow the man
she loved to the end of the earth if
need be,
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“You win, Big Lover,” she said. “Do
you think it will take me very long to
learn how to milk a cow?”

Paul laughed low and tremulously.
“Answer this one, instead,” he retorted.
“Are you subject to sea-sickness?”

Verna’s eyes filled with puzzlement.

“You see, I’ve changed all my plans,”
Paul explained. “We’ll go to Paris
on our honeymoon.”

“Oh, Big Lover!” she cried.
and Paris and—everything!”

It was fortunate that they were oc-
cupying the last seat in the coach.
Otherwise, the other passengers would
have witnessed the most torrid clinch
and kiss in history.

“You

For Fame and Fortune
(Continued from page 22)

men were wild about him. The min-
ute he appeared on the dance floor or
stage they ogled and worshipped him,
His hot breath awoke her. He was
kissing her face, her arms and her
throat. His lips were searing and
branding her.

“No, no!” she cried pushing him
from her. “You mustn’t, don’t!
Oh, you must be mad, insane! I
guess I was crazy! It must have been
the liquor. Let me go Stanley,
please!”

“Don’t be a fool, Cherry,” he said
angrily. “Why do you suppose I got
you here? It’s about time you came
across after all I've done for you. It
might as well be I as anybody else. A
girl with your looks and shape isn’t go-
ing to remain pure very long in this
racket.”

He jerked her to him roughly and
forced her down beside him. She felt
her heart pounding furiously. Her
body was tense and rigid. Never be-
fore had she prized her virtue as she
did now. With all her strength she
prayed for the power to resist this sex-
mad man. She held back the ‘tears of
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shame and sorrow which flooded to
her eyes. If only she could elude him.

Lamont was afire with drink. His
senses reeled and Cherry’s resistance
served only to set him more aflame.
Her smooth ivory skin where the
shoulder strap had fallen away
gleamed in the firelight. He sunk his
lips into the softness of her and with
his hands pressed her closer and closer
to him.

Cherry felt her senses reeling. She
seemed to be tossed in a deep angry
sea. The waves were tugging and pull-
ing at her and she had no strength left
to combat them. Down, down, down
she was falling. Suddenly there was
a ringing in her ears—

“Some day you’ll understand the
difference between lust and love—"
over and over again these words kept
ringing, then with a start she awak-
ened from her stupor. ‘There were
voices in the foyer. They were angry
and menacing. She recognized Ro-
ger’s voice and with a cry she rose
and tried to reach him. The effort
was too .great for her and this time
Cherry gave herself up to forgetful-
ness.

It must have bzen many hours later
when Cherry opened. her eyes. She
was lying in her bed and Roger and
Flo were sitting at either side holding
her hands.

“Cherry,” they breathed together,
“we thought you’d never come to.”

Cherry squeezed both their hands
and shut her eyes happily. When next
she opened them it was night again.
Roger was still beside her. His anx-
ious eyes held for her a caress.

“Roger,” she whispered, “your
Cherry is a very naughty girl but like
all naughty girls she wants a chance
to reform. I think I’m more than the
average dumbbell and what I need is
your guiding hand always.”

It was Flo who acted as maid of
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honor and what a proud maid she was.

“Cherry, are you sure,” she had
asked, “that you wouldn’t want some-
body else to stand up for you? This
old souse is dying to but maybe you’d
rather have—"

“Oh, shut up,” Cherry had laughed,
“if T could I’d have you for six maids
of honor. Flo, I shudder to think
what might have happened if you
hadn’t realized about giving me the
wrong address. And what if you
hadn’t managed to get in touch with
Roger! —Ugh!”

So back to Averill Roger and
Cherry went and if ever she hankers
for the glamour of Broadway—oh
well, Cherry’s discovered that a lot
goes on at the country club that makes
a Broadway night seem mild. And
then after all, Cherry at thirty feels
that a successful husband is nothing to
snicker about.

Giddy Gotham Gossips
(Continued from page 15)

ing you? You haven’t been the same

since the ball up at the Trinidad the

night you met that Fair bolognie.”
“I’m just tired,” Trinket murmured

listlessly.
“Tired? Whoever heard of a
chorus girl getting tired? Honey, are

you keeping anything from me?”

Trinket forced a disarming smile.

“Don’t be silly, Ope,” she laughed.

What money she had saved melted
like the first snow of the month. Trin-
ket was desperate. Soon she would
need money, quantities of it. Soon—
When she looked at the musty calendar
she shivered. 'What would happen
when the last week fell from it like a
leaf from the tree of Fate?

There came a night when she be-
lieved she was going mad. The small
bedroom was like a prison. It was
miserably cold and she felt ravished.
After a long time she slipped a hand
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into the top drawer of the bureau and
drew out an envelope containing four
tablets. They resembled aspirin but
at the sight of them Trinket’s breath
caught in her throat.

“Just one or two,” she heard her-
self saying, “and then sleep—"’

There was someone coming up the
stairs. Probably her landlord to row
about her back board. With a little
gesture Trinket dropped the tablets
back in the bureau drawer and stood
as a knock sounded on the door.

“Come in!” she said defiantly.

The door opened and the next min-
ute Austin Fair’s arms were tightly
about her. To Trinket darkness came.
When she opened her eyes again she
was on the bed and he was chafing
her wrists. She touched his face with
an exploring finger.

“Then you are real!”

“It was my father’s doing,” Fair
whispered huskily. “He threatened to
disinherit me if I did not take the trip
on the yacht. I wrote you a long let-
ter. I told you I would come back to
you. Foolishly I gave the letter to one
of the girls in the office. Instead of
mailing it she took it to my father and
he—he destroyed it. 'When he told me
that I came straight back.”

“It’s all right,” Trinket heard her-
self saying.

“Tt isn’t, but it will be!” Fair prom-
ised. “Trinket, I love you! Do you
still love me? Enough to—"

Her arms slipped about his neck and
then she was crying softly, her tears
the tears of gladness.

They were married the next morn-
ing at the Municipal Building. They
had their wedding breakfast at a table
in the Hotel Trinidad that looked out
on the colorful land of the Rialto. And
then they left for Canada and a honey-
moon that same night.

‘Two months later, when the baby
was born, it was a girl. A fdir haired,
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blue-eyed, pink-cheeked girl.

“What shall we call her!” Austin
wondered.

Trinket smiled up at him medita-
tively.

“Oh, that’s all settled. I had a
name months and months ago.”
“What name, sweetheart?”

Trinket smiled.
“Opal! It isn’t bad luck—it’s
luck!” she told him.

good

Inside Information
(Continued from page 11)

“I’m not afraid,” Deland inter-
polated. “Why not let me meet your
brother? I think I could-convince him
that ’m not up to any tricks. Bennie,
this is straight stuff. I’m in love with
you—I want to marry you!”

She shrank against the unholstery,
her red lips parted and. her eyes wide
in amaze. A park light swam by and
in its momentary glimmer she glimpsed
Deland’s handsome face and the serious
expression engraved upon it. She knew
the wild, almost frantic beat of her
heart, the thrills that surged through
her for one emotional minute.

“You don’t—you can’t care—that
way, Alf!”

He found her hands in the dark and
folded back her fingers tightly.

“I do! I fell in love with you the
third time I ever saw you! I've been
in love with you since and 1 always
will be! You’re sweet, Bonnie—"

“I haven’t been good!” she broke
in, her voice stricken.

“If you haven’t it’s not your fault,

s life’s!  Don’t you suppose I know
you, Bonnie! T’d stake everything I
have on you! T’d play you to win and
win only! Let me meet your brother
and tell him how I feel. Give me a
break, Bonnie, because—because I’m
sure that you care a little for me, too!”
His pleading voice was hard to re=
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sist, Deland’s eyes were like strange
stars before her. All at once Bonnie
seemed to realize that she did care; did
love him!- It had been growing
secretly like a flower in the dim; hidden
garden of her heart, needing only the
showers of his confession, the pleading
note in his voice and his touch to bring
it to a full, vivid bloom.

The wave of happiness that washed
her turned to futile despair. Again,
the thoughts of the morning marched
ironically back. In fancy she saw Bert
Gilson across the bright yellow cloth
of the breakfast table—his cold, warn-
ing gaze and heard his apologetic, purr-
ing tones. Fate stood between Deland
and herself, a relentless, remorseless
fate. She had thrown in her lot with
Gilson and she would have to keep
steadfastly to that path she had chosen
to traverse. Her lips were cold when
Deland kissed them, she lay limp and
passive in his arms, a dreamy figure
drifting ghostlike through a dark, mys-
terious world.

“You do—love me?”

“Yes,” Bonnie whispered.

“You’ll let me come and see that
brother of yours tomorrow?”

“No!” She straightened up quickly,
with a jerk. “Don’ B ask that! You
don’t know him—IYdo! He’s dan-
gerous—he wouldn’t understand! No,
promise me you won’t try to see him!
Alf, do it for me. Surely you must
understand how wupset and terribly
troubled I am. Everything’s all mixed
up and I—I’m afraid. Promise!”

“All right, I will!” Deland re-
turned shortly.

She allowed her head to rest against
his shoulder and neither spoke for a
time. ;

“What can we do?” Bonnie asked
suddenly.

His arm tightened about her.

“You won’t laugh if I tell you?
You won’t think it’s a crazy notion of
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mine!” He leaned closer and she felt
his breath touching her tawny hair,
“There’s a fellow across town. I have
his card. His name is Yogi Sardi and
he reads a crystal ball. I know there
are’ a lot of people who don’t believe
in that sort’of stuff but I do. I do,
because he’s- told me some things that
have come true, helped me in many
ways. Wil you believe me when I say
that three months' ago Sardi told me
you were going to fall in love with
me?”

Bonnie looked up at him. She had
always had a weakness for seers and
fortune tellers. In Chicago she had
patronized an unprepossessing, warty
gypsy palmist. The ‘woman had told
her that a tall, dark man was coming
into her life and a week later she had
met Bert Gilson. Someone else had

. predicted the pilgrimage to Manhattan

—rnot all of these soothsayers were
charlatans,

“I do believe in them, Alf.”

“And you'll go to Sardi’s for ad-
vice?”

Bonnie raised her eyes to his.

“On one condition.' That you do
as I ask you to.”

“What do you want me to do be-
sides not calling ‘on your brother?”
Deland inquired.

“Drop me off at the Fifty-ninth
Street entrance to the Park and let me
Will you, Alf?”

He held her close for one throbbing,
passion-filled minute. In that instant
Bonnie knew an eternity of mad,
tempestuous delight. It was over in
another breathtake. Suddenly she went
cold, thinking of Gilson—the future
—Ilove and—danger.

“Here’s where you want to get off,
sweetheart!” Alf Deland said out of a
thick, enfolding silence.

Does her wisit to the soothsayer
bring promise of happiness or despair
to Bonnie?

See December “Broadway Nights.”
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styles $2.50, $3.00 styles $4.00. Remittance must accompany order.

INKOGRAPH CO., Inc.,- 161-110 Centre St., N. Y. C.

DE ALERS Stationery Stores, Drug Stores, Department Stores,
etc., send for our catalog and trade prices.

Only wh NO | Sendn d add e
:ré’exngn SEND NO MONE end name and address and pay

postman $1.50 plus postage. If

'i‘.his By value. sella®on $3.00 styl e not en;]igl'il‘;aat:isfactory within 10 days, return it and get your morey bacl:.
sight. ~ Handier  and mark X When remittance INKOGRAPHCO.,INC., 161-110 Centre St.,
smoother writing tha.n after color accompanies order NEW Yerk
M desired. | Takozrivn s fent

fhtesinient Bino L tompeti= TR R dlstno0 R Dalie Black D postpaid. Nl . oisiintsnssranssrssanste
tion, immediate commis- like 14-kt. solid gold A Make X Here[T]

sions. Send for Inkograph point which makes writ- Red If you prefer ladies

and receive order book to ing in ink possible ovet D size with ring on cap Address ; FMIATTT. o< ks oo o st e s
start taking orders or coarsest paper as rapid- to be carried on

write for FREE Sales 1y as with softest pencit. Mottled ™1 |lady’s sautoir or .

Plan, man’s watch chain, City...... R e o - State, st
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