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My Message to the

T is always a little mad to trifle, in
words, with the emotion of Love.

It is madder yet, without the ex-
cuse of the novelist, for me to tear
away the protective covering of pri-
vacy and expose to you my own large
share of the thrills that, since the be-
ginning of time, have made the world
go around.

But is it not brave?

I have lived and loved ; and, living,
loving, have learned!

Most sincerely I believe I have had
revealed to me the glory and beauty of
Naturalness; have, in living life ac-
cording to Nature's dictum, found that
Fountain of Youth for which so many
a Ponce de Leon has sought in vain.

Would it not smack of fear not to
pass that on?

Because Life has taught me to have
no fear of convention, and has taught
me also the value of frankness and
moral courage, I can give you this
story of my life. I want to tell of all
its blissful, palpitating moments,

I want to confess—and why not?—to
events and consequences which con-

ventional fools have tried to condemn
or hide.

Always, my passionate search has
been for Truthl Knowledgel I belicve
I have gained both—and with them
Happiness! More, I believe my life
itself to be an answer to problems
which have disturbed the ages, and am
impelled, in spite of the disapproval
with which I may be met in some
quarters, to give to others what benefit
there may be in this revelation.

Have you ever asked yourself, as I
have:

“What is carnal sin?”

“Daoes it, after all the controversy,
really exist?”

“Has one individual, or a group of
individuals, the right to set itself up
in judgment of physical acts alone,
knowing nothing of motivating im==
pulses—to say to that one, or this—
“T'his is right; that wrongs" =

“What s virtueg!
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Youth of America

My life echoes this last answer: Vir-
tuc is a state of mind; no more, no
less: and I feel that by offering this
free and frank story I can best prove
this; prove, too, that impulses, which
alone count, are the true secret of life
and love and eternal youth.

The pulse of Nature can make of
Life a dance of youth to the very brink
of a joyous eternity.

For you I will recall my life which
certainly has been hectic, but which
has been brimful and interesting, I
will withhold nothing, baring my
loves, my disdain of kill-joy conven-
tion, and the startlingly happy, unex-
pected results.

A tingle of delight passes through
my body now at the first memories—a
luxurious ache for a recurrence of
many of the exotic thrills I have

June 1, 1028

known, and to which, in some cases,
only tragedy put an end, while in
others satiety served its purpose.

And ever you must keep in mind, as
I do, that this revelation is with the
fixed intent of teaching the youth of
today, as well as all the unseeing, un-
knowing multitudes for whom I have
ever felt pity for their blindness, what
joy may be found in true, untrammeled
love.

It may be theirs for the reaching out
of a hand; a forgetting of some con-
ventions that are so useless and repres-
sive, The adjuration comes from one
who knows; from a woman past the
half century mark, but who, because
of Knowledge, is as young and cager
in body, mind and soul as she was the
day her awakening adolescent cyes first
looked on a potential mate and found

him good.
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10 MY LIFE IN A

Of what 1 have witnessed, experienced, I shall tell
you, And if you withhold from me all other mead of
praise, I know you will say for me this—"She has not
fearnd to tell the Truth!™

My Childhood

New York, though, is a place of dizzying difference
from that where my life had its beginning. It is a
far ery from this staccato City to the mountain mists
blanketing a Swiss valley, and the quaint, picturesque
inn where 1 was born,

But I can recall that mountain home with no touch
of homesickness, I remember—my father; my mother;
my horde of eating, drinking, mouthing little brothers
and sisters,

Qur inn stood on one of the prettiest mountain
passes imaginable. It was the pride of my middle-
class father’s heart; tolerated by my mother, for to her,
being as she was of the aristocracy, there was no glam-
our in being the chatelaine of o Swiss mountain inn,

Father

I distinetly recall how often 1 listened to my father's
boast that the hostelry of his heart was headquarters for
all the best in Switzerland; for judges, diplomats,
wiclders of political destiny. And of his complacent
assurance they frequented the place solely to bene-
fit, not only from his hospitality, but from his own
great erudition and acumen and thereby solve great
problems.

Poor father! I see him there on the shrub-sheltered
poreh that looked out over the valley, but—too often,
even now in memory, I see his drink-blurred eyes that
often could not even see neross

LOVE CULT

or rather, during those highly sex-sensitive moments
following on the heels of an overindulgence in drink,
when the senses nre keenest,

I Learned Much

Having the run of a hotel as a child, I was not, even
at the start, exactly o shrinking violet. 1 learned much.
But always I wanted to know more. More, and more,
ns time went on

I shall not dwell on those early days, though, for at
most, they could only be the basis for a narrative of
dawning consciousness. My real education, in what
Life meant, began after my arstocmatic mother was
at last compelled to leave my drunken father. He
went off to South America with my three brothers,
My mother brought me, with my five sisters, to New
York.

As [ grew older and matured, I began to look about
me and my eyes widened and deepened with the desire
for that one kind of knowledge I was determined to
have, But alas for my chances, it seemed! I grew restive.

I Want to Know

Could it be possible I was condemned to learn only
from musty volumes, while the warm blood pulsed
vitally through every fibre of my being? In our New
York home, there were not even brothers, or a [ather.
Nothing masculine. Only hateful, hateful femininity,
And 1 wanted to know!

Girls! Girls! Ewerywhere girls! What cared 1 for
them? [ could only look an, pityingly, at the namby-
pamby friendships of the other girls of my age, as
I, myself, lived high above them in the romances

and life problems of which 1

the valley,

To putit bluntly, my father's
convivial habits were his ruin,
Without attempting to disguise
it, he wns o drunknrd: at the
last, a sot. So much so, that
my gently bred mother wns
compelled to leave the eloud-
tipped mountuins and take
with her the six girls whom ghe
could no longer bhear having
see their father in his besotted
condition.

It all seems so0 banal. Yet,

RUE, I

books.

little, but they
seemed to know far
less than I—a girl who
had learned only from
And—I meant
fo know more!

read, philosophizing, Imagin-
ing, castle-building.

“She’ll Be Seduced!"

My lips quiver with amuse-
ment as [ recall the horror
with which some of my eurly
gallies were received by other
girls, by my ultra-conventional
little mother, and her ultra-
conventional little friends.

“She'll be seduced before
she's fifteen!" was the gist of
all the prophecies.

How could I tell them or

knew but

through all the misery of it,

there was one compensation,

Our Highly-Sexed Natures

Time has taught me that no matter how bad things
may appear on the surface, there is alwoys somewhere,
somehiow, compensation. The compensation for my
father's bibbery is the emotional, sensitive, highly-
sexed natures that have been the heritage of my
sisters and my brothers and myself.

I understand it now, after these years. I understand
why we are what we are, emotionally, when [ say we
were each conceived when my father was in his cups,

make them understand that
this, under a name far less repelling, was exactly what
1 hoped for. I could not, for the life of me, lock on
what I considered n much-to-be-desired adventure
with the horror they professed. To me there was oo
much that wus alluring, -

I Want a Lover

A lover! What was terrifying, unnatural, in that?

Nor have I, as the years have passed, had cause to
reconstruct the ideas that came to me as a girl, in
regard to what seemed to me then—what seems to me,

S L e e B
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We (wera golng up
thois afairi one A
end [=hs behind me,

Would he remain stupid?
[See page 12]
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now, one of the
beneficent courses of
Nature.

What did—what SN
could these doleful shudderers know? §
about Life, anyhow? True, I knew %,
but little, but they seemed to know
far less than I—a girl who had
learned only from books. And—
I meant to know maore!

Such frankness as mine was unmaidenly, unseemly, 1
was told in shocked tones. But what cared I—the
romantic, fiery, impulsive seeker that [ was; the
beautiful (they told me I was, but only too well 1
knew it), attrnctive, magnetic secker after Life's
truths,

Futile Efforts

Ah, those dim days and the futile efforts made to
keep me herded among the girli—away from men;
all men: any men, My fearful, guarding mother who,
with all her own sex-life and experience, still did not
know. My doting sisters who did not then under-
stand. How they would banish me whenever young
men came to call on my elder sisters)
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I sigh with a smiling, indulgent understanding of the
voluptuous, budding woman who was 1 in those days
and who, banned from the craved masculine proximity
and gociety, hung out of her bed-room window on star-
hung, honeysuckle-breathed nights to yewrn over puss-
ing lovers. And dream of—what?

First Glimpse at Sex Lifeo

My first chance at fimst-hand knowledge of Life's
spcrets came when a newly married sister came Lo live
with us on Long Island, With joy and a stab of
excitement at my heart I realized my new brother-in-
law had friends who sometimes stayed overnight.

How terribly annoying, though! None of these
stupid young men could scem to realize how much 1
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wanted to find out. I couldn't even leamm much by
surreptitious observation.

A Naked Man!

But once—nh! Oncel Isaw him. A man—anude
man! Even now n warm thrill pulses through mo at
the memory of the eestasy of that stolen look.

Littlo I Imagined how soon the joy from feasting
my cyes on that particular male figure would stagnate,
How soon I was to wish never to see that white-skinned,
satinny-muselpd form agalnl For, as Fato would
have it, the first male nude I ever saw was tho man who
became my huaband.

And he was the man who never could understand!

Marriage? The thing farthest from my thoughts,
I did not want to ba marrled. What I wanted was a
lover. Some one to Initiate me into the mysteries of
the bliss of which I had s0 avidly read in all the
romances which had been my daily bread.

Slumbering Passlons

More and more did I want a lover—alter the first
sight of that masculine vision had enamored me to o
blindness townrd all else till even everyday duties
were blurmed.  Slumbering passions and sex had taken
the bit in teeth and run amuck to the point that I,
though carcfully watched, did all I could to bring
about the much-desirod denouement, from n futile
lifting of akirts as mon walked behind mé up the stairs
to all but flinging my throbbing body into astonished
Armas,

As though It were yesterday I recall thoss stairs we
passad up and down. There had been disappointing

near-ndventures with other visiting young men, but, |

after I bad seen this one man nude, I had singled him
out as my particular prey. There was something vital
in him, it scemed to me, that must answer to the eall of
Nature; I felt its aura nbout me.

I Get Him

We were golng up those stalrs one day—he and I—
he behind me. I pulled up my dress as far as I dared,
showing my legs, Would he remain stupid?

Oh, stupld! Asinine! I choked; I Anew be knew.
I hesird him laugh, throatily, felt his fingers tingle
up the back of my leg, heard choked words, felt his
arms tighten around me,

Bliss! Hot lips agninst hot lips. I would not,
could not, let go.

And why should 1T I did not know, then, but I was
merely following those Impulses which have been o
guiding foree with me through life—that Naturalness
that has made me, n woman of fifty, still a girl.

As a Furture Mother

What I have wanted, I have taken.
prudery have had no part in my life.
How could 1 know or even imagine, a man could be
of such cold blood that he was not as anxious to give
full vent to his love ns I wns? How could 1 think
that, in recognizing the untouched passion of the

Hypocrisy and

woman in me, ho was only calmly consldering me, not

os n mato for the fulfillment of desire, but as the future

mother of his children, a healthy, well-trained young
;mltll:;u.'l :rhn would be able to make a comfortable home
or him

I Enow Now

I kmow now—I knew before I had been married to
him many hours—that that was the way he considered
mo, This explains quite clearly why he always
denled me my gratification until after we were married,

It was nll 8o confusing, then; not in the least like
stories of lovers of whom I had read. Now, in the
light of fuller and riper knowledge, I can only thank
this once lord and master of mine—he from whom 1
once thought I should drink all the nectar the gods
had provided for those athirst like me—{or his coldness.

Because of that very coldnesa 1 have come to know
Life In its fullness, Had he given me all I desired, there
is small doubt but that I should have subsided, like
thousands of other women, Into a prosnle, satisfied
wi[l::;d no longer seeking; never knowing all I had
m ;

Hlis Coldness Drew Me

I cannot find it in my heart to give him one word of
blame, Icanonlythank him. For it waas his frigidity,
cruelty, if you like, that drove me to my first lover,
to that first real ecsinsy that opened the pgates of a
Parndise I have never since allowed to close, or, if
closed, never with me in the outer darkness,

Lovel Love! 1 have known it, felt it, experienced
it in its every keenest impulse. Truthfully, I can say
that while real love is the compelling foree of life, its
fulse counterfeits, with their forced simulations which
are encountered in the many cults of love with which
New York is honeycombed and the whole country
nbounds, are but ashes in the mouth,

The Whole Truth

I have said I would tell the whole truth in this
story; withhold nothing. Nuturally, that means [
shall tell you what happened to me in these cults
Luite o, I shall tell you of my fomys into the mystic
renlms of the ermotie thrill seekers, Lhe self-termed love
cultists, For, to me thelr secrets are no secrets; their
mysterics not mysterious, I have searched them out,
secking, ever seeking, to discover if by any chance
such diseiples of the glamourcous emotion had really
discovered anything 1 had missed.

For those excursions I will be blamed. For myself, 1
think of them only in terms of my further education.
And through those very experiences | am better fitted
than one who has not had them to say to you—"Seck
not the counterfeit!™

Nothing Else Can Satisfy

Nothing in this wide, wide world ean equal the
ecstasy that can come from Lhe nnswered call of mate
to mate,

Nothing is more cloying, more bitterly disillusioning™
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than the foreed scarch for thrills that lie deadened
through satiety.

Not that there is not thrill of a kind, an aroused
exaltation for the moment, an allure from errotic rite
and passion-urging environment which are the stock
in {rade of the love-cultists,

It is only that it does not, can not last!
real.
And Love, true Love, nbove all else, is real!

It is not

My Impending Marriage

You may marvel that the coldness of a thoughtless
husband could drive an eager wife into the arms of
other men; drive her to extremes in search of her
right{ul thrills, Of that I will tell you. To make you
more fully understand, I go

waited for the attentions I had supposed a bride-
groom would bestow. They did not come, While
I hastily removed my bridal finery, 1 saw him
gitting idly, rather patronizingly contemplating me
while he smoked a cigar and with maddeningly
slow movements occasionally flicked the ash
aside.
I Await His Embraces

My astonishment was too great for words. [ wanted
all the thrills I believed a normal young girl had the
right to desire, He seemed perfectly satisfied to sit and
watch me, a half smile of amusement twitching his lips.
I could stand it no longer. I stamped my foot in rage.

“Are you—are you going to sit there all night and—
and—and—smoke that old cigar—and not get un-

dreseed] and come to bed?”

back to my wedding night, =

I had, as I have told you,
been rather hurt that my
husband-to-be had shown
no desire to know me better
than he did during the days
of our short courtship. But
1, always natural and truth-
ful, could not ascribe this ;
lack of courage (as I saw it)
to anything more than ultm-
conventionality and, well—
ves, I called it hypocrisy, for
I could not believe he was
not quite as anxious to
revel in the delights of love
and sex as I,

After what seemed eons

OTHING in thiswide

wide world can equai
the ecstasy that can come
from the answered call of
mate to mate.

Nothingis morecloying,
more bitterly disillusion-
ing than the forced search
for thrills that lie dead-
ened through satiety.

And Love, true Love,
above all else, is real!

I demanded.

He nnswered with that
infurintingly glow smile, but
got up lazily, and with the
greatest deliberation I have
éver séen in a human, got
out of his clothing and—
turned out the light.

What a Disappointment!

1 shall not dwell on the
disappointments of that
night's revelations, not the
bitter disillusion I experi-
enced at my husband's ap-
proach and treatment of me.
I shall simply pass it by
- with the remark that all my

of time, so feverish with

desire was I, our wedding day arrived. [ recall it now
with tolerant amusement for the poor little illusioned
erenture of Nature I was,

My Nuptinl Night

How the women petted me; fussed over me; tried
to excuse my nervousness, {or a8 the day went on that
nervousness wis more and more palpable, 1 tried to
tell them why [ was nervous—they would not believe
meé—put it down to further maidenly confusion. But
the fact was [ could hardly wait for the distrnctingly
long eeremony and the necessary fol-de-rols to be over,
so anxious was [ to be alone with my husband: =o
curious to know more of him.

Somehow the long day was got through., He had
brought me to an attractive little home, but I had
small time to consider it.  All my thoughts, my ideas,
were on the bridal chamber. And then, at last, we
were within that chamber, with the door closed. 1

ideas of romance fell crash-
ing to earth—it scemed never to be resurrected.

Love was not what I had thought. Nothing was
worth while. Hard it was for youth—but 1 know
better, now.

Begged Him to Love Me

That first night was not the only time 1 had to
beg my husband to love me. I was cheated. 1 knew
it: but knew no answer to my problem. Even the
advent of my three children within the shortest pos-
sible periods of each other did not bring from him
the tenderness nnd thoughtful care I believed 1 had
a right to expect. But always 1 held to hope, and
the thought he must come to eare.

What he eared about, though, was not me, as I came
too well to know as days passed into months, So
little did he care that he almost brought nbout my
death at the birth of my second child through his
adherence to a fanaticism of which I shall have more

to say in later chapters.

N e P S
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T was shortly after our marriage that he became
editor of “Leaves of Healing,” the weekly organ
of John Alexander Dowie, the famous “Elijah"

of Zion City. He was a firm believer in the teachings
of the white-bearded, benign, self-appointed “prophet.”
Naturally, he was a believer in Dowie's theory of
“divine healing’” which, as any one will recall, was the
one strict tenet of the Dowie faith,

Diving healing! And because of it my huosband
thought himself competent to deliver my child himself!
No medical attendance, or—

Well, I'm here! Perhaps there's something in
“divine healing”—perhaps—; but no power on this
parth will ever make me believe that the divine healing
accorded me was anything but my own firm-set jaw
and avowed determination to pull through in spite of
the worst they could do.

Starved My Sex Craving
My husband was firmly of the opinion I was

thoroughly compensated for any physical inconve-
nience when my daughter was consecrated by Dowie
himsell, ns the first Zion City baby.

I look back on some of that time with wide-eyed
wonder., How could it be possible that a man be-
lieved himsell aught but eruel and unnatural when he
consistently starved his wife in her divine right to a
full sex life? What were a good home, good food,
good clothing, an apparent refinement and culture in a
husband when I was being starved of all that made life
worth living? I wns no more than a sort of sub-
limated servant in his home, and the monotony and
cruelty finally goaded me to the point I had to threaten
to tell his friends of his unnatural conduct if he could
not bring himself to lead a more normal existence,

It was all so soul-secaring. I shudder even now, to
recall those days, but some of it has been necessary to
explain what follows. Enough of my husband, how-
ever—for the time being. 1 have something more
joyous of which to tell.

Even shova my sabs, [ could
hear hix littla chuckle, For a
few minutes ha did not speak.
Then: |[See page 16]
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My First Lover

It eame about, as do s0 many of the most astonlshing
things of life, from the most prosaic of beginnings—this
first real love of my life. In this case it wns n tooth-
ache. [ was gent by a friend to a dentist,

It is not unnatural for one to feel a sort of drawing
back on the threshold of a dental office, but this of
which I am to tell you, was something different. 1
had not the fear of physi-

more capahle than ever in my life of being a good wife
and mother. But never, not even when the course of
passion bas run most feverishly, have I ever allowed
anything to interfere with my duties as a mother.

I must interpolate right here, though, that this is
the LAW; one that can never be changed or gainsaid:

No woman alive can be normal ar happy if she
is not well-mated—if her sex-life is neglecied.

With life flowing along in

eal pain which the comie
artists so delight to depict,
nor any thought of running
would,
reason of that sort.
Yet—as 1 stood there at
that dentist's door, waiting
for my ring to be answered,
there came over me the
most unaccountable feeling.
Call it premonition, pre-
gentiment, what you will.

E kissed me.
I doubt if he had
had any such idea, though,
but of course he could know
nothing of the progress in my
mind of a mad romance with
him which I knew that one
kiss would begin to make real.

this peaceful, even channel,
you would have thought 1
would have been content.
But alittle devil was at work
who was to toss all my
new-found happiness into
the discard. A little devil
of mistaken conscience who,
had I been able to know and
recognize then as I would
today, would never have
found harbor.

1 knew he

The fact remains 1 was not

But then suppose . . .

thinking of my aching melar

when the door did open, but was trying to still a small
yoice that urged, urged me to “Go back! Go back!”
as though I were on the brink of an unseen danger.

He Thrills Me

T had no more than seen the dentist, though, before
all that vanished. I laughed at my timidity, my
presentiments. How absurd! So gentle, yet withal
so masterful he was!

As I sat in the chair, the nearmness of his body in-
stantly thrilled me. The faint body aroma that came
from his nearness as he bent over me wus like a heady
perfume. It flashed over me how much I would like
to pieree that dignity and suave conventionality of his,
to know for myself the male human beneath the surface,

Naturally, I gave no iden of this in words. For,
ginee when have words been necessary when sex calls
to sex? I was the aggressor, though, 1 grant you that
—hut you may put it down to my starved condition,
that the proximity of a man so different from my
husband had awakened me to the savageness of desire.

1 Give Myself to Him

There came a day . . .

Ho kissed me. I knew he would. I doubt if he
had had any such idea, though, but of course he could
know nothing of the progress in my mind of a mad
romance with him which I kmew that one kiss would
begin to make real,

Does not that tell you the next part of the story?

He became my lover, [ was delirous with hap-
piness; lived only for those times we should be pas-
sionately near together, and they were oftener and
oftener.

From Distress to Peace

From n distressed, unhappy, neglected wife, I
blossomed into a peaceful, good-tempered woman,

“All is for the best in the
best of all possible worlds,” we are fond of whimsically
quoting with Voltaire, Had I gone on content with
my dentist lover, I might never have had the compen-
sation of knowing those other and greater loves which
have come into my life, always to bless, never to ban.

I Confess

I was =0 young. I had not yet fully brought myself
from under the spell of the Dowie teachings with which
my husband had imbued me through the first of our
married life.

I leanrned of a meeting to be held by a Dowie apostle
in New York. Nothing would do me but I must go.
And nothing would do the little devil of interferenca
gave that the sermon I heard should be about Mary
Magdnlene,

Mary Magdalenel Marian Dockeril! Mnry Mag.. ..

The words insistently pounded themselves, a knell,
through my consciousness throughout the hour I =at
and listened.

And at the end I stumbled forward, and with tears,
whether of repentance or frazzled nerves it would be
hard to say, I confessed to that apostle my love affair.
Natumally, the man of holiness was aghast. There
wns nothing, he said, for me to do, but to confess to
my husband and forsake my sin.

1 Am Not Ashnmed

Not so good! My repentance flagged almost at the
beginning, though it hadn't been o very healthy re-
pentance at any time—more of a hysteria, you might
gay.

For I am frank and free to confess that all through
that—what you may be pleased to call my first illicit
love affair—there was never one moment when I wns
ashamed of myself or felt I was doing anything in the
least wrong. .
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Yet here I wnal “Tell your husband, and forsake
your sin,” he had said.

Truly, I did not mind the telling my husband part
of it at all. What I did not want to do wna to
give up my dentist. He was my first romance, and
1 wanted him.

An Adulteress

There seemed nothing to do but go through with the

matter, though, and I thought I might as well do it
in the most approved dramatic manner. I was quite
in the mood for it, too, for after my experience with the
Dowie adherent, I was worked up to most anything.

So, when I arrived home, I did not beat about the
bush. Quite as Mary Muagdalene hersell might have
done, 1 threw myself at my husband’s feet and con-
demned mysell.

“Do with me what you willl" I moaned. *I have
sinned! I am an adulteress! Forgive mel Oh, for-

vel”
I;iEm above my sobs, I could hear his little chuckle,
For a few minutes he did not speak. Then:

“Get up off the floor,” he sald. “That's a new white
frock. It cost money. What have you got for
dinner?"

He Doesn't Care

And that, as they say today, was that No other
word. He simply did not care. Only once more
did he refer to the matter that day—as he was finishing
dinner.

“How much do you owe this dentist fellow?" he
mused.

I told him.

He wnas silent, considering, before he spoke.

“H-m-m!"” he said, insinuatingly. *“Here's a bit of
luck. I won't have to pay him. A little short now.
Has he got any money? Perhaps I might look him up
in a day or two.”

I Lose Him

He did, too, I discovered. And, though it was only
for an amicable conversation, ending with an invitation
to our house for my dentist, it was enough to spoil
things for me, In the vernacular of the day, friend
dentist got cold feet,

Alas for Romancel

[ had followed the apostle—but
lost my lover.

I Cannot Forget

Ah, well!l As I look back on it, he wasn't such a
good lover after all. It was my imagination made
him one, more than any great romanticism on his own
part. So often that has been the case in my life. So
often have I wondered if the best and greatest of my
thrills have not come through the exercise of my own
vivid imagination rather than in the realization that
has been vouchsafed me.

But I could not =o easily forget. That romance had
meant so much to me. Its denouement was so sordid,
It hurt.

I called on my pride, tried to tell myself that if
my lover had cared one whit ns much for me as he had
told me when I lay in his arms, that nothing—nothing,
not even an outraged husband (and mine was certainly
far from being that) could keep us apart.

Eating My Heart

There wasn't any doubt about it, however., My
dentist lover had had enough. He was afraid of my
husband, if I was not. “ Never shall I forget his peevish-
ness and, his berating me for telling of our relations.
It was the final touch to make what had seemed =0
glorious, entirely sordid.

As is always the ease, though—a trite, true old say-
ing—it was the woman who paid. I paid. Not with
the dramatics and hysteria that might have been
expected, but through an eating at my heart at the
breaking up of romance so necessary to my life.

;_.

|
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SUFFERED a nervous breakdown., Again Fate
had taken a hand in my affairs, though little
could T realize it,

For as surely as we puppels move in answer Lo the
guiding strings in the hand that manipulates them,
just so surely was it Fate, smiling, a bit sympathetically,
more ironically, who guided my footsteps to the door
of Dr. W. R. C, Latson. He is forgotten now, by all
but a few, but he was on the topmost rung of the ladder
of fame then in New York, a neurologist, author and
editor of n health magazine that was widely read and
accepled as an authority.

Certain it was that when I went to see Dr. Latzon, on
the advice of a friend, there was in my mind no re-
motest idea that my feet were being guided toward a

meeting with him, served to bring back n bit of my
normal spirits, I was to be initinted into my first
experience with a New York love cult. It would have
seemed absurdly wild to have intimated that this
guave, courtly, dignified gentleman, famed for his
erudition, his knowledge of the rather newly dis-
covered theory of psychiatry, was himself the head and

I kept bock nothing.
W ards tumbled over cach
other in my sagerneis (o
bare my soul, my inner-
maont thoighis,

love affair that ghould be real, earnest. A love as far
different from anything I had ever experienced ns day
from night., A love that was to reach palpitating
heights, plumb the depths of despair and disillusion.

My First Love Cult

Nor could I have any suspicion that through this
man with his wonderful magnetic personality, his
great gift of understanding which, even on my first

forefront of one of the most astonishing exotic cults
New York has ever known,

Had I known this truth, it would have, at the very
beginning, put a differént construction on the perfect
understanding with which he listened to the story of
my single indiscretion. It would have been obvious
why he knew so well the effect it had had upon my
well being.

. He understood. Yes. Why not? You shall hear,
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I Tell Him All

“T shall treat you by suggestion,” he told me, alter
quietly listening to the history of tribulation I poured
out. I do not believe I realized, even as I spoke, how
completely 1 opencd my heart to this great-souled,
understanding man who, but a few minutes before,
had been an utter stranger.

I kept back nothing. Words tumbled over each
other in my eagemness to bare my soul, my innermost
thoughts. I told him of my childhood, my longings,
my marriage, my disappointments, my early environ-
ment. It was ns though he had the power, with no
word spoken, to draw from meé each thought I had ever
had in my life, even those forgotten or subconscious.

And always he sat there silently, his eyes plumbing
the depths of my soul—eyes that held even then, and
were later to hold still more, what seemed the power
of life and death over me. Iecould not resist. Strangely,
I did not want to,

My Master

For, from my very first meeting with Dr, Latson, 1
knew what it was to submerge my will in that of
another, to feel the deliciousness of having a master,
Womanlike, I reveled in it, though, at the start, I had
no notion that what drew me to him was no other
force than the allcompelling one of sex which naver
enn be denied.

“I shall treat you by suggestion,” he repeated, and
added: *“Each night I shall send to you vibrations
that will make for peace and harmony."”

1 bowed my head, content. I heard mysell mur-
muring strange words that somehow came unbidden
to my lips.

“Yes, Master."

I saw his slow, sad, sweet smile: heard his soft-
voiced protest.

LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Riverside Drive. This was as staid and conventional
o room as may be provided for a dignified practitioner,
It was presided over by a beautiful, solt-voleed assist-
ant whose very air breathed efficlency and superiority,
He would treat me by suggestion? What sug-
goestiona?
You well may ask.

More Sex Secrets

He began with me early, and I was an avid pupil and
patient. He explained to me all the matters that had
confused me since the early days when [ had sought
to know a man through peeps through a keyhole
Sex, he told me, was the greatest force in life. Its
pleasures should never be prostituted, but should be
engaged in with the most beautiful, idealistic love,
abandonment and understanding.

1 was an eager listener a8 he recounted to me the
life stories of patients of his—people I knew well
through their fame and accomplishments—whose lives
had been wrecked because of wrong sex conditions,
To them he had given life, he said, for through his

advice and admonition they had been brought bacl

to their highest powers.
Sex and Nature

There was nothing sordid about Dr, Latson's revela-
tions; nothing to injure the most delicate mental
organism. As though I had been a child in the kinder-
garien of love he taught me to know sex and Nature
through his comparison with the blossomings of flowers,
the matings of birds, My head swam as I listened, |
was enthralled. I, too, wanted to know of all the
delights he pictured as the right of all human beings.

The time was soon to come, when I should par-
ticipate in many rites that were beautiful, others that

were a little terrifying, in

Secret of Life

“There is no master: no
real master. All of us are

out of my wider experience,
can help. . .a little ant trail-
ing on the ground knows
maore of Life and Death thun
you or I, for he is sim-
pler; humbler, That is the
gecret of Life—humbleness: |
service,"”

In such language, which
exalted me so that I looked
up to him as a superior

beautiful,

standing.

I began with me early,
and I was an avid pu-
groping, groping.. .but if I, gil and patient, * * * ** *

ex, he told me, was the
greatest force in life.
pleasures should never be
prostituted, but should be
engaged in with the most
idealistic love,
abandonment and under-

that palace on Riverside
Drivee. I was to know
the mysteries concealed by
secret rooms barred from

prying eyes. But, as [ first
" listened to the man who soon

gained supremacy over me,
soul and body, there came

to me no premonition of that
fate.

It Seems Worth While

All I knew, at the start,
wns that Dr. Lalson had
gained a fame that wos
second to none for his mas-

Its

being as time went on, did
Dr. Latson gain possession of my soul. Gladly would 1
have laid it at his feet had he asked It,

He had said he would treat me and my life difi-
culties through suggestion. What those sugpestions
were to be 1 could not have, in my wildest dreams,
imagined that first day I stepped into his consultation
room in his magnificent offices in his palatial home on

tery over the nervously dis-
tressed. If he could do such wonders as they told for the
famous nuthors, netresses, musicians and society people
who flocked to him, then he was the mun I wanted to
lift me out of my own slough of despond. 1 wanted
help to make life worth living agnin. After the de
fection of my dentist lover, it had come to seem 50
little worth while.
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It was hard to persuade my husband 1 needed the
gervices of such an expert as Dr. Latson. [ count it as
one of the triumphs of my life that I did. He never said
g0, but 1 have often thought my husband early forgave
me for that initial expense I was to him. He had good
reason to. For it was through my acquaintance with
Dr. Latson that my husband, too, came to experience
a love affair such as he had never known with me.

Tastes Real Love

Never did he penetrate the portals of the secret
chambers where 1 learned of so

their conventional air were but a small part of his
establishment. The whole magnificent dwelling was
filled with women! Literally filled!

Sinners and Saints

Beautiful women! Lovely women! Women of all
types of beauty, with all variations and nuances of
mind and soul. Saints, rome; sinners, others, But all
regarding the master of the house as a Superman from
whom they begged the boon of the nearness of him
that they might sit at his feet and learn of the mysteries

of Life which they believed ho

many mysteries and forbidden [
delights. He did not need to. |

For she who gave him a taste of
the joys of real love was not

I I have ever regretted
any of my experiences

nlone knew.

Most of them had come to his
home as students of the ecateric

teachings in which he was deeply

hidden behind them.
She was, in fact, that beautiful,
wavy-hnired Russian secretary 1

in his home, that regret

. has never reached out to

include my love life with

learned, and most of them were
tragically sincere. It did not
take me long to leam that
the lives ledd by most of these

gaw in the conventional physi- :::::lm;l h‘ﬁ‘;{:fﬂ]’::ﬂ:hﬂilll‘d
cian's office on my fist visit to | 3 =

Dr. Latson—the Alta Marhevka
the public came later to know

“nurses,’” as they were known for
the benefit of prying neighbors,

when she was accused of the mur-
der of the doctor.  She was the Alta Marhevka whom
1, unknowingly, deposed from her throne as favorite in
the love harem the famous neuropath had established
for himself,

My husband! Her lover! A [air exchanpe?

Ah, well, as I have pointed out, Life has its own way
of adjusting the balances, !

The “Bee Harem'' 2

In many ways, the rich and brilliant Dr. Latson’s
love cult, his "“Bee Hive,” or “Bee Harem,” as it was
known to the initiated, was one of the most astounding
that ever flourished in New York, where ita like do
flourish a5 the green bay tree. 1 cannot, even now,
find it in my heart utterly to condemn the man who
founded it and brought it to its heights of fame. Or
of infamy, depending on the point of view.,

I, who so intimately knew Dr, Latson, knew him for
the idealist he was, He was too great an {dealist, for
far too literally did he take as his life motto: ““T'o the
pure all things are pure.” Like all who allow idealism
to run away with them, he could find no middle ground.
To him, all humans were as the plants and animals,
following u given course, with free will only to choose
the mate Instend of gravitating to it. But mating,
inevitably—and often.

Body and Scul His

I had not made many visits to the mystle doctor
'liEfm:r.- I had fallen completely under his sway. 1 was
passionately, unreasoningly, in love with him. 1 did
not stop to ask whether or no he had fallen in love with
me. Al T knew was I had glven my all to him. My
soul and body were his to do with ashie ehose,  Whether
or not he wanted them, I did not nsk, Always there
was the Insistent feeling that he did.

It was not long before 1 lenrned that his offices with

were utterly beyond reproach.

Most of them, I say, advizedly,
For there were some who were all too willing initiates
into that cult of love of his of which even I, who
confidently believed mysell honored above the other
women by the master’s favor, did not know for
months after 1 first began my visits to the house on
Riverside Drive.

~ Hindu Philosophy

I was just beginning to learn something of the true
state of affairs in the place when, one day, I was dis-
cussing with the doctor the beautiful conception of
Macterlinck about bees.  In his wonderful, compelling
voice he was telling me of a passage in Hindu philos-
ophy he adored which compares the soul to o bee—the
wings, the flight, the sipping of honey from beautiful
flowers,

“Bees express it all," he said to me, after he had
thus led up to and finally told me of that inner eircle of
his which flourished somewhere in the subterannean
caverns of his home, and aaked me to become a member
of the cult, *“That is why 1 have chosen to call this
cult of mine my ‘Bee Hive.""

I Haven't Seen All

As he talked, T was recalling what I had already
geen. | had not been 80 backward and unobserving as
he had imagined. My ears are keen, too, and there had
béen whispers. 1 bad watched and taken part in the
beautiful acsthetic dancing in which the members of
his household invited their souls, I had reveled in
the harmless Hindu rites.  But gradually it had been
borne in on me that what I had seen was far from being
all there was to see. 1 guessed, and truly, that all
this was little more than camouflage for something
deeper, more vital—sort of outer eircle for a more
secret cullt.

Now 1 knew,

He, himself, had told me, I smiled
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as I recalled the women, women, everywhere. It was
0 like it had all been in my carlier days. Yet all so
différent. Now 1 had no fear of women, or of being
shoved into the background. I was too confident of
m}.r llmim‘l'l'

I laughed as I recalled all those eager dancing
women, and heard him speak of his “Bee Hive,”

I Become Queen Bee

"“Wouldn't ‘Bee Harem' be just a bit more explicit?"
I nsked, flippantly.

He did not laugh, though. His eyes merely lighted
up with pleasure at a new idea. He nodded, as he
came over and slid an arm about my shoulders, and
stroked my head ns he drew me to his breast.

‘““We'll eall it a ‘Bee Harem,” then, beloved, if you
wish,” he said. “And you shall be Queen Bee,”

Which, becauze I have said this shall be o true con-
fession, I am now prepared to admit is exactly what 1
became.

My Search for Truth

1 did not consider any of that experience in the
light of vulgar license, Far from it. Too well had the
doctor imbued in mo his belief that to the pure all
things are pure—had patiently taught me from his
brimming store of Oriental lore and Brahmanisme.
I was more sure it was right {or me to be one of his
plurality of loves and that our relationship was sacred
than 1 had ever been about the relationship between
my husband and myzelf.

I have gone through fires in my search for the Truth,
If those fires have not purified me in the usunlly ac-
cepted sense of the term, they have done one thing.
They have burned away dross and at least left one
shining virtue—to me the greatest of them all—
Truthfulness, 1 mention this merely to impress that,
did I feel I had done wrong in my relationship with

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Dr, Latson, I should, nevertheless, say so. 1 would not
gloss or gild myself.

Instead, I can tell you, with all eandar, that I did
not then and I do not now believe [ did wrong.
There was no violation of the sncretdness of love. [
was nol tricked by him, or fooled. 1 went to his arms

with my eyes wide open.

Love Pure and Natural

If T have ever regretted any of my experiences in
his home, that regret has never reached out to ineclude
my love life with him., That was pure and natural.
It was a thing inevitable,

Strange experiences lay in wait for me in that home
within n stone's throw of Grant’s Tomb. It was there
I was to learn more of the strange quirks that human
nature thwarted of its rightful heritage in o passionate
effort to find expression than had ever occurred to me ns
possible in the small eircumsecribed circle that had been
my life's orbit.

Thrill Seekers

No longer was it to be circumscribed. I was to
issue forth, some months later, a thorough initiate
into the secrets of one love cult, at least. Though
sated, disillusioned by that secret band of thrill seekers,
I was destined to go onward with an eager curiosity
to know what other ¢rroties had done and were doing.
It was a quest that took me eventually into the far
corners of the earth and into strange environments,
which opened my eyes to the wide-spread activity of
cult fanatics, ranging from misguided “helpers of
humunity,” through the gamut of scoundrels, black-
mailers and thieves to appalling degenerate fiends. 1
was to learn of cults that flourished under the name of
“religion"’: others consecrated to diablerie. But,
all—under whatever name—pandering, in the end, to
the god of love—and to sex,
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VER 5o often there seeps out to an unbelieving
world amazing tales of some of those mysterious
bands. There are awed whispers of pagan rites

- and devil worship; of mystic shrines and practices of

diabolical magic; of free love; of all the eroticism that
warped minds can invent in offering up to their chosen
gods of self indulgence an incense that shall pander both
to the lowest and the highest of a worshiped sex desire.

Senses Swoon

It is the custom of the careless, secure in their
feeling of normaley, to scofl at such reports. I =ay to
you—don't! Such reports are not exaggerated. They
are restricted. For there are few who really know
such seerets who dare expose them.

I, who tell you this, know! For I, who was first
initiated into a cult that was heady with a sex perfume
in which the scnses swooned, have searched out the
truth. Deliberately I set for myself the task of
delving into the mysterics of other cults of the sort
into which I was firet introduced. With what results
I shall tell you, frankly, fearlessly.

Once more, before 1 tell you more in detail of my
first adventure, I must repeat my warning: “Be not
deceived by love's counterfeit!”

! did not stand lung
there, thinking. Slowly 1
began to dizrabe . . . The
dimtor cronted the threshs
old, and the door Bunng
to behind him,

[See page 22)
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Love Much; Love Often

Love much; love often. That is the LAW. But
love, in pure Truth.

If one can find true love, a true mate in matrimony,
=0 much the better. 1 am not deploring the monog-
amous state. 1 uphold it. I insist it is the
only state of true happiness—where true mating
exists,

But—Lore is the only basis for the sacred union of
individuals, Lore is the only lasting te.

You may go through all the conventional and civil
ceremonies socicty may devise as necessity, but where
there is no love, no marriage exists. Retroactive, no
civil or other ceremony Is necessary far a truly God-
given union where Love does exist.

Which is all in passing, and an aside. I wanted to
give you an idea of my mental reaction nt the time
I was inilaled into the Riverside Drive "Beo
Harem."

Dances Symbolize Lave

I had bheen a patient of Dr. Latson's for six months
before he brought me into his private classes to which
his resident “nurses” belonged. They were classes,
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EFORE me there had been

but one other Queen,
though Dr. Latson had never
been niggardly in the distri-
bution of his affections or sex
attractions. That latter had
all been very well and in
keeping with his polygamous
Brahmanist belief.

I was informed, where aesthetic dancing was taught
for the beautiful development of the body. The
donees were the symbolism of love.

There was a double meaning to that latter term. To
those women who had eagerly aceepted initiation into
the secret love cult, the symbolism of love meant only
an expresion of sex and desire. To those others whose
poor fuddled brains were in the clouds, the symbolism
expressed a love for all humanity,

Hall Sexless Humans

Dr. Latson was clever in teaching that philosophy,
and also his philosophy of humbleness. He was
gincere, too, I think, in so far as he went, Wise man
that he was, he knew only too well there do exist poor,
half-sexless humans to whom the desires of the flesh
have no appeal, but must get their eatisfaction from
mental exaltation.

Of course I was interested in these classes, interested
in belonging to them. DBut I must confess I held
townrd the other members—women, of course—
a sort of patronizing attitude which I did not try
to disguize,

Did I not have the right? Was I not already the
chosen one of the Master and teacher they all adored

fis 0 superman?
Inexperienced Though Married

I had gone to him willingly; eagerly. In looking
back on it, I wonder he did not lnugh at my naiveness,
for all of the fact that 1 had been married and was a
mother, T was like an untried girl at my first realiza-
tion of what was to come.

1t had been lovely: lavely to hear him praise me—to
muse over my beauty, exelaim over my shapeliness,
It had been keen delight to hear him, in that drowsy,
dreaimy voice of his speak of my eyes, my lips, my hair.
But that had been at arm's length.

" I Disrobe Before Him

Never will I forget the first day he asked me to
disrobe. What o quick stab of unrensoning maiden-
liness there came over me!  Why should 1 feel like
that? Why fear anything he nsked me to do? Did

IN A LOVE CULT

I not love him? I knew [ did, though ns yet no word
af love had come from his lips.

He was 8o considerate.  His request to me was under
the cloak of his calling. It was necesary, he sid,
that he, as my physician, make n most thorough
physical examination of me.

He opened a door leading from his big front office,
and his glance was understanding, if compelling,
as he told me to go into that other room. In
the middle of the floor of the great chamber I stood
for a few minutes, wide-eved, like a girl who has been
ushered into her bridal chamber to await her bride
groom. I was hesitant; uncertain. I did not under-
stand myself. But I did not know nll that was in
store for me.

I Am Sexually Starved

I did not stand long there, thinking. Slowly I
began to disrobe. 1 stood, a somewhat shrinking
September Mom, when the door opened. The doctor
crosserl the threshold, and the door swung to be-
hind him.

There was nothing for which I was sorry when, later,
I left him, with his assurance that his choicest vibra-
tions would follow me till we should meet again. 1
knew that what he had told me after that thorough
examination was right. I had known it before he told
me, but had not put it into words. 1 was sexually
starved, he said, and even those experiences 1 had
had were worse than none. There would be no more
of that,

Society Leaders

And =o, when I eagerly joined in the dancing T was
nssured would make my body even more desirable
than it was, I rejoiced, I felt pity of a sort for those
who were not favored by the man of all their hearts
ns I was,

At first I looked on those “students” with surprise.
What a wonder my Dr. Latson must be to have drawn
to him people such as I saw there. Society leaders (I
recognized many from having seen their pictures in the
papers); famous actresses; writers; o gulaxy that would
hove graced the most exclusive functions.

Life of Sex

How inspiring it was to watch those disciples of his,
elothed in their filmy vedls, dancing, swayving to haunt-
ing Oriental music while the master—my master—drilled
them, posed them, illustrated for them movements,
ideas, postures to develop grace, poise, co-ordination.

Nor was he backward in his explanation of the uses
and meanings of his dances. He was not chary of
words to express his meanings. His haunting voice,
seldom lifted above a monotone, urged them to ex-
pression—sex expression.

“Dancing is the life of sex,'" he said., “One must
know dancing to know the best of life's gifts . .

I danced. The hours flew by on rosy wings. 1 was
happy. The place exuded happiness. But gradually;
as the days went by, there came those hints of which
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I have already spoken.  Meaningful words reached me;
suggestions were made. It was not hard for me to dis-
cover the true meaning of all the dancing and happinesa.

Only Outer Circle

For that dancing class was, in fact, the outer ¢ircle
of Dr. Lalson's Oriental Love Cult. It was his tralning
school for those who should prove their right and
trustworthiness to go further.

There was need for culling. One who entered the
geerel portals must be allowed to enter anly when it
was known she could keep to herself all that therein
might be revealed.

And then came the time of my triumph. The time
T was nsked to be the Queen Bee,

Shall I ever forget that day? Or shall I ever, as long
as life shall endure, or into the beyond, forget the
cagerly-awaited night when I took my proud place
as the favorite of the head of the cult. That wns a

ition to which niot even the richest, most influential
or beautiful of the cultists had yet aspired.

Before me there had been but one other Queen,

Dr. Latson had never been niggardly in the
distribution of his affeclions or sex attrnctons. That
latter had all been very well and in keeping with his
polygamous Brahmanist belief.

A Queen at Last

But a Queen! One to rule beside him on his velvet
and marble throne. Ah! That was different. One
other Queen there had been, then I—obscure, knowl-
edge-secking 1! And that other had held her throne
since she had been sixteen years of age. She was that
beautiful, raven-haired maid of efficiency who posed ns
soeretary—gporgeous Alta  Marhevkn, the Russian
mystery girl whom Dr. Latson ealled his “'psychologleal
ll::.'.H_]}l'lll

What did she think of this usurpation? At first I
had no idea. 1 did not know I was an usurper. Alta
had been trained as are few women In this world.
She knew what it was to worship, But she knew what
it was to bow before the will
6f her master—to utter no
ward of complaint or re-
proach.

All 1 do know is that she
was nol present on the night
of Iy own necension to the
“*Bee Harem” throne. 1 know
she wns not, for, even had
she been there, masked as
were the rest of us, I should [‘
never have mistaken that
wonderful beauty of hers,
that proudly-held head,
weighted with its heavy coils
of midnight hair,

My Coronation

There seemed to be a sort
of suspense in the very ale

when I entered the house that night. It wasas if, in
closing the door on the bread Drive and on New York,
I was enatehed up on a magie earpet to nnother land.

Dr. Latson was waiting for me,

“We've prepared a great reception for your initintion,
little one,” he whispered,  As he helped me remove my
wraps his arm slid around me and he held me elose to
him for a moment.

“All is ready for you," he went on eagerly, “Even
your robe of state. Don't fear, love—there Is nothing
to fear. There is nothing but Love! All you'll have
to do is to obey what the other initiates tell you."

My Slaves

He was gone, and I turned to face a smiling young
woman whose subservience of attitude I eould not
fail to note. She was glorying in the honor of being
chosen o rerve ns hand-maiden. She told me to
follow her.

In a sort of drenmy daze I followed my guide down
the stairs and into the basement of the house, It wasa
part of the establishment into which I had never gone
before. I did not know where she was leading me.
I cared less.  All I knew was that Ae had told me to go.
And with that order nothing in all the world could
have held me back. | ¢

The Secret Shrine

At the end of n basement hallway we stopped. It
looked to me like a blank wall, but the white-robed
girl who led me fumbled at the side of it and a door =lid
back into the wall. A secret door, such as I had not
believed exsted save in the romances I had read as n
girl. I had had small time for those romances in these
later years, though. 1 had been too occupled with
being wife and mother,

We entered. The door swung to. We were In
darkness only for the ﬂi:!-mnng tnper the girl had
pausmitnhght.
We were in a

long, vaulted a




S

passageway of some sort, and the flickering of the
taper made its shadows eerie.

In we went under the surface of New York till we
reached nnother door—a great bronze affair with
grinning Buddhas and drgons and queer animals in
bas reliefl on its metaled surface. I had no time to
examine it, for at a signal it was thrown open. 1 could
only fall back and gasp my awe and surprise at the
unexpected scene before me.

My Dream Realized

Could it be I was on Riverside Drive? Only that
stone's throw from the tomb of the great general?

No! Not possible! I had only dreamed the New
York part of it. This was a strange land, but—stranger
still, it seemed to me it was the land where I belongad.

Somewhere, in my dreams—perhaps in another life—
1 had known such a scene. It was far from being ns
unfamiliar as one would have expected it to be; as 1
believe my guide confidently thought it would be. 1
did not disappoint her in my exprissions of astonish-
ment, however, nor in my eager drinking in of all the
beauties revealed.,

It was a seene of Oriental splendor unbelievable,
Like a starlit lake, the polished floors reflected the
subdued ravs of tall, faintly tinted candles which
diffused, in burning, an intoxicating incense from which
my senses reeled,

Beyond All Expectation

One moment [ was drowsy with the headiness of it;
the next my heart leapt with a strange exaltation, an
awakening of desires not even suspected.

The walls were hung with tapestries whose colors
and patterns had been mavished from the East, and
they brought with them all the magie of Indin. Ar-
ranged about the broad floor, so cunningly that when
occupied, Lthoge on one could not s& persons on another,
were huge divans, piled high with pillows, swathed
with bright-hued silks and draperies,

I dicl not fuil to notice, though, that however much
the occupants of the couches might be hidden one from
the other, that all could be seen from the high dals
which was reared ot the far end of the great chamber,

My Throne

So that was the throne. I knew it without being
told. The throne! My throne! At least for tonight!
For longer? Who could tell. Not I—I knew not
how long I should even desire it. This pight was
enough.

Though maids of honor were waiting my pleasure, I
could not follow them until I had looked long on this
throne I was to occupy with Dr. Latson. Steps led
up to it, and it seemed, os 1 gazed, that the gilded
dragons that decornted the shining seat of gold writhed
and twisted themselves in an ecstacy,

Two of the huge gilt chairs there were, set in state
on an Oriental rug, the like of whose beauty I had never
peen. Its gleaming golds and scearlets on the back-
ground of deéep nzure, too, scemed alive, and the
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crimson velvel hangings that reached to the tesselated
marble floor were splashes of vivid blood.

The Queen's Robe

A whisper roused me. The Queen's robe was ready,
Would I come?

Still in o daze, T allowed my=ll to be led through
the great hall into a luxurious dressing room by still
another waiting woman, this one, it seemed, of more
exalted rank. As a matter of fact, 1 was informed
later, the woman who was chosen to put me into my
robes on the night [ became Queen of the *Bee Harem™
was n woman of wealth whose status in New York
society was bevond cavil or question.

I have often wondered what were the thoughts of
this woman, accustomed ns she was to an attendant
on her every whim, as she humbly led my humble
self for my arraying, and with her own hands placed
on me the robes which proclaimed me the queen
of all the women who sought the joys of love in Dr.
Latson's mystic cavern.

Its Sacred Meaning

Nuturally, I was intensely interested in the robe
which had been provided for me. Feminine instinet
saw to that, I could have imngined nothing more
beautiful. Of purest white, of the most marvelous
texture, it was truly more robe than gown, and its
folds draped elingingly about my form.

There was a sort of cape which formed a hood to
fasten snugly about my head with a band of gold,
while the sides of the cape drooped over the shoulders
s0 that, with arms extended, there was given the
samblance of wings. A sash of gold, drawn over the
breasts, and erossed in the back to tle loosely over
the hips, fastened the gown, the ends of the long =ash
falling almost to the floor in front. In my hand was
pliced a golden scepter; a writhing serpent. About
my neck my handmaiden elasped another serpent of
slithery pold. T was ready.

She stood back to admire her handiwork, if not to
ndmire me.

“You have been told the meaning of that robe?'’ she
asked casually.

I bad not been.  She was n little surprised, but glad
to supply the deficiency in my knowledge.

' The Fire That Purges

““You are now wearing the garment that {s emblematie
of ‘the fire that purges,’” she confided. *“May your
desires be purged to your heart's content,”

As I glanced at the pure white robe, the symbaolism®
was at first a little confusing.  Had it been red, scarlet,
I might have sooner understood. '

“"The Fire that Purges." .

And then I remembered. As Queen, a scarlet flame
would not do. For me there wos the flame of pured
white—the hottest flame known. “The Fire that
Purges!” Would it? I wondered,

On other occasions while I reigned as Queen Bee io
that room I wore other and far more gorgeous costumes

o g
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than that fumished
for my initiation. But
none of them ever
afforded me the ec-
etasy of that, the first.

1-”I il

@3

Trua to the
Orientalism of his
adoption, Dr. Lat-
son was fond of -
vividly gorgeous 4 17

colore, of jewel-
like gowns and 73
robes. I remem- BEA
ber there was one A
gem of & gown 1 y

wore on one occasion. Never have I seen that sur-
passed even In the most gorgeous of stage costumes,
That was my peacock gown. I must admit my
feminine soul was thrilled and sated at the thought
of the picture I must make on that gilded, velvet-hung
throne in that ebbreviated garment which, even in its
abbreviation, managed to eatch and hold all the tints
of the most gorgeous of that gloricusly tintéd bird,
the peacock. And my hend nodded under fts headdress
of feathers from the same strutting fowl, as I idly
waved my peacock-feather fan.

It was ghortly before midnight, and I was in & fever
of expectancy—having been ready {n my “Fire that
}’ltrmn" gown for some time—when Dr. Latson came

Or e,

We Mask

He had with him n mask which he bade me don.
It was thelr custom, he sald. There were still those
who clung to conventionality to such an extent that
they were unable freely to abandon themselves to the
delights of the eult if thelr {dentity were known. Bo
those who partieipated in the reception and rites of the
“Bee Hurem" were masked.

There was, of course, another side to thls, for—
well, what one does not know, one cannot tell, no

g f.rr i ’?%;'

matter how peeved they may become,

As we crossed the floor toward the throne, the doctor
stopped to introduce me to several beautiful, masked
women as his Queéen Bee, Their vari-colored costumes
lent an added air of gorgeousness to the ecene T had he-
lieved alrendy as colorful s one might be. The
women, he explained to me, were those who had passed
the experimiental stnge, and
were now full fledged dis-
ciples of the great love ex-
pression of his cult.

Half Hypnotized

Wondering, half dizzy, half
hypnotized, I decilely let him
lead me up the steps of the
throne.

With all the ceremony that
might have been accorded a
real queen of a realm no more
real than was this to me, I
was seated on my throne.
All about me musie began to
play. At first I could not
place it. It was fairy music. This was a fairy court.
It wos weird music; cloyingly sweet; exotic musie,
different from any I had ever heard.

As my eyea grew less blurred with dizziness, 1
placed the muslelans, They were the doctor’s Hindu
servants, playing stringed instruments, softly thrum-
ming muted drums. The music was like, yet unlike,
that with which I had become familiar in the classes
above stalrs.

11111
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The Hindu Dance

With one accord the brilliantly robed women who
had been strolling about or posturing ns though await-
ing a slgnal, swung into one of the perfected rhythmie
dances they had been taught by the doctor when they
were serving thelr apprenticeship In the outer circle.

At the other end of the room n door silently swung
open, Men filed through it, thelr bodies, too, swaying
to the musie. They were men in gorgeous-hued robes,
their faces mnsked, Sinucusly they moved forward
until each had seleeted his divan and sunk into the
cushiona,

The Significance

Not g0 much as by a single movement, by o quiver of
mobile lips, did the dancing women ghow they were
nware of the entry of the men. They swayed on to
their dancing, gymted to the sensuous rhythms till the
mueic ceased, As by a precancerted arrangement or
understanding, each woman had, at the conclusion
of the dance, mancuvered hersell =0 that, with the
dying away of the last note, she could sink down on a
divan beside the man who awaited her.

But only for n moment. I was watching the master
nt my side. His slumbrous eyes swept over the room,
losing no detail of any occurrence.

He lifted his heavily jeweled hand in an imperious
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gesture, and the music agnin started. Softly at first,
as in the opening dance. Then, gradually—oh, so
insinuatingly changing —it swept (o a muddening
crescendo.  And with it were swept the occupants of
the divans to a quickening emotional orgy of which 1
had never imagined the possibility.

We Drink of Love

Abandonment! Abandonment raised to the nth
power! I heard a sigh of satisfaction from the man
beside me, as his hand groped for and found mine.
He bent his head, searched out my lips and drank
deep.

Th, well named was this “reception.”’

*The Fire that Purges,” or “The Abandonment to the
Desires.”” my loved whispered to me he called it.
But of that abandonment and its climax I may no
further speak. Certainly I may not write it, no
matter how great my desire to tell the truth of all 1
have seen.

There were little flames of sated passion that shot
from bencath the lowered lids of my lover's eyes,
though, as he whispered some explanation to me.

Necessary to Existence

“There is no newd to be shocked, dear one," he told
me. “You'll come ta know—to understand—even as
1. 'Thisis necessary for these people; necessary to their
vital existence. They have here the abandonment
needed to counternct the restrictions of their everyday
lives. That is a necessity for all people of imagination,

“These people you kee, love, are sociely women,
artists, actors, musicians, writers — all who need and
cannot otherwise procure a medium for self-expression.”

S0 matter-of-foct wos he that I could but believe
him. Though it would have taken a great deal mere
than anything 1 then witnessed to keep me from
believing anything, everything, he said, so great had
become his hold on me.

! The King Is Mine

Nor did I care much what others did or were doing.
1 had my own king. I felt his warm breath on mv
cheek, the tingle of his flesh against my flesh. I was
Quecen! '

Surely it would have scemed that this reception
which was given in honor of my ascension to a throne
would bave been the ultimate, But no! There was
far more to know, as I learned ns time went on and
reception followed reception and ritual followed
ritunl,

The first reception I had attended was merely, the
doctor explained, the first step in the development of
his pupils of the inner eirele, and though an important
phase in their education, the rites through which
they had gone as 1 watclied from my gold throne were
only, in reality, clemental or foundational steps.

| Just the Beginning

Those higher steps of his were the undoing of the
man who had founded the order. His circle grew,

His pupils got beyond his eontrol.  Liquor took g
hand, especially absinthe, of which the doelor was ine
ordinately fond. The insidious hydm of drugs reared
its ugly head.

The glamour of being Queen lost its glamour for me.
I may have loved Dr. Latson. 1 believed I did, 1
believe now that I did, at the time. Butl the tinse
wore off as it would have from the golden throne had
it been exposed to biting gales.

The time came when I returned no more. The
high office of Queen Bee I resigned | reely and fully.
Onee more 1 breathed a sigh of relief, free from the
cloying incense of the Hindu room.

In extenuation of myself, if you think that needful,
I can only say to you what I said to my own mother
when my infatuation for Dr. Latson was at its height.
Dear Mother! How little she could understand any
beauty there might possibly be in any creed that was
not monognmous.

‘““How could you! How could you!"” was the burden
of her moan.

"Attuned Soul and Body

It was with pride that I could answer her:

“T would rather have a tithe of a great-souled man whose
soul and body are attuned o mine than all of a man I
do not love or want!"

I do not believe that the realization that came to me
later of my usurpation of the rightful place of Alla
Marhevka had anything to do with my gradual drop-
ping away from the “Bee Harem." 1 do know, how-
ever, that from the moment I knew of her heroism
in abasing herself in favor of a new favorite at the
behest of her master, things did not look exactly
the same to me.

I could not help but put myself in her place. How
would 1 have liked all that? I did not know. 1 do
not know now.

Poetic Justice

For never, in all my love life, have I ever been called
;:m I:n I;aILI-cE a second place for anyone, Except by my
mhand.

There may have been, in the minds of some, some-
thing of poetie justice in the fact that it was with my
husband that Alta Marhevka consoled herself while
I was Queen. But I know — only too well — how
little it consoled the Russinn to whom Dr. Latson
was life itself,

I thought I loved the doctor. 1 know Alta did
Tuking her, as he had, in her early youth, he had
become her life; her very soul.

Latson a Suiclde

The time came for payment.  In all the times T have
watched the activities of love cultists, that time has
alwonys come. It eame for Dr. Latson., In the
Ee:ﬂiuy ﬂfd:im popularity and fame, he was found

ead one day —a pistol beside him, a bullet throu
his head. g

Suspicion pointed to Alta Marhevka as his murderess,
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and she was tried for it. I do not believe any greater
justice was ever done than when she was finally ac-
quitted, freed. All evidence had been #o strongly for
cuicide. She did not kill the man she loved. That
{ know. That she proved when ghe tried to end her
own life when ghe knew he no langer lived.

She Loved Him

That is love! Through life that Russian girl loved
the man she called master. She did his bidding, even
to the torture of humiliating herself in favor of another
woman. In death she chose to join him. He was her
“god-man,” her “master,” her “guru.”

To him she wrote what she believed her last words
and, dressed in her most beautiful garments, lay down
to die. This she wrote:

“He knows no stréss or pain,
The spirit freed from ita earthbound chaln

Has found ita bright abode at laat—
Is back to its aacred heaven agaln.™

Her God-Man

And then, when she found that Fate had foiled her,
that she couldn't die and join him, when her white
hands beat futilely against the bars of her prison cell
and she sobbed to be allowed to go to him, it was this
her frenzied pencil told:

*My god-man Is floating through the cerulean bloe on
hesutiful wings. THe spoke to mo often of suleide. But what
fs that? Simply ridding the imperishable soul of ita base and
garthly hablliments, We had always intended to go together
some day. We were simply waiting. 1 tried to join my
master. 1 could not. 1 conslder his suicide a noble end, I
did not kill him, as they tey to say, but if ho had lacked the
physical courage when the time came to free hia soul, 1 would
gladly have done it for him, had he so commanded. 1 glo.y
in the coursge of my guru. He died as he lived, a matchless
.

Yes, it was Alta Marhevka who loved Dr. Latson.
For her he was all in all.  There was not, could never
be, another.

Did 1, too, love him?

Well, there kave been others in my life. 1If I loved
then, 1 have loved again.

As the grentest commentary of all on the futility of
what had been his life, there were those few
words of Dr. Latson which were the last he
wrote.

1 Did My Best

Neither to me, to Alta Marhevka, nor to
any other woman
who had contributed
to the joys of his acs.

thetie, polygamous 7
life, were those words PRl e
penned. Instead: MLt "
b " il -
"Mamma— J:;_':'?
Idid my best.” Ssgodee

In some respects n
great soul—an ideal-
ist; in others mis
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guided through the indulgence of his own sex-impulses
—Dr. W. R. C. Lat=an.

He who sought to teach control to others—who eould
not himselfl control. He was the man whose life
and death are proof of some of the contentions I make.
His misguided life and his tragic death point the maoral
and are two of the great reasons for this story 1 tell
you. For it was first through him that I learmed that
the sweetest fruits and most lasting joys of true love
cannot be forced through the unbridled license of a
love cult.

I thought 1 loved the
doctor, I know Alia did,
Tuoking her, as he had, in
her early youth, he hud

bocome her lifo; her very
soul, [See page 26
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HAVE been emphatic in my contention that there
I {s but one excuse for the physical relations of sex
—that that is Love. .

I am wondering if I may not qualify that, and still
be within the standards I have set for myself an those
of true morality.

May it not be that, given love on the part of
one of the contracting persons, respect and ad-
miration on the part of the other, ond a sufficiently
unselfisk motive for the existence of Intimate re-
lationship, the resultant intimacy can be pure?
And right?

Far more so than the thousands of daily Intimacies
between husband and wife who avowedly do not love
each other, are not true?  And in many cases make no
socret of the fact that the tie that binds was entered
into a5 a matter of expediency or sell interest or some
other equally wrong motive?

New Experlences

They can be. They are.  They exist, I, who hava
scenn them, have taken part in the most fantastic
rituals, will tell you of them; tell you of things I believe
but few who have ever known of them have dared
whisper to an unbelieving world,

I shall tell you of Devil-Worshipers and black magic;
of paganism and the horrifying practices of those who
follow, in secret, the grinning god Pan; of astounding
seeret rites and fantastic religions; of the weird orgies
and brain-twisted habits of the aspostles in colonies of
Yrree Jove)! When 1 have concluded, their secrets
shall all be yours. I am under no bond of secrecy, and
1 do not fear threat or menace from any one of them,

In the meantime I shall tell you another kind of
story. It is the tale of that interlude in my life before
1 eame to know of weird rites or the existence of teeth-
bared bathers in bleod in the name of worship. Itisa

story not so fantastic. But

Truth Prevails

it is one far more buman.

I say motive advisedly,
but of course I menn soul
motive. That is the only
one that would ever have
any meaning if Truth alone
prevalled.

I am golng to tell you of &
different episode in my life.
1 believe it illustrates this
argument 1 am trying to
make. In this instance, in
my own mind and soul—
which are all that count—
1 was right.

Will you think so?

AY it not be that, given

love on the part of one of
thecontracting persons,respect
and admiration on the part of
the other, and a sufficiently
unselfish motive for the ex-
istence of intilmate relation-
ship, the resultant intimacy
can be pure? And righe?

It is o tale of everyday
happenings In my own life,
the same that may have
come to you. May it not
be that this recounting, this
analysls of my own re-
actions, will help you to
golve some such problem of
your own?

I have that hope.

- A Reaction

For a long time after I
had broken away from the
feverish life of the “Bee

Will I be nble to make it
elear to you? <

Will you not, after hearing me, search your own soul
for the answer and, discarding nll the flotsam of con-
vention that so clutters op is=ues, tell me: *“Yes, you
were right?”’

Can you do otherwise?

I can not think so.

Wilder, Weirder Orgles

I had thought, after my experiences in the ‘Bee
Harem" that 1 had learned all that was to be learned
of life's eroticlsm. I had, I believed, about reached
the saturation point. Ab, had I Jmown! As mad
nd had been those experiences, they were but mild
episodes In what wos yet to come.

For, when I later delved into the mysteries of other
cults as I hod promised myzelf 1 would do, I was to
come to lmow of madder, wilder, welrder orgies
exlsting under the guise of the worship of love than
even my own hectie, eublstic Imagination could em-
brare.

Thoso experiences, though, were in the future. Of
them I ghall tell you—tell you of things you may well
hark to with bated breath and a hushed whisper of
“Can such things beT" -

Harem," it seemed to me
there was nothing on earth I wanted quite so much
us the quiet humdrum life of my home. 1 wanted to
be where nothing was hoppening; where nothing was
likely to happen.

Everyday duties took on n new interest.
proginess was restful; peaceful.

Lhere was no indication on the part of my husband
that he ever intended to treat me ns a wife should be
treated, but 1 was willing to forego even that. At any
rate, I was willing to forego it for the time being.
Home and all that went with it seemed so gort of—
well, clean—after all I had seen and experienced at the
Riverside Drive place.

Their

Ready to Settle Down

Of course this was only the result of a reaction that
was to be expected, but at the time that never occurred
to me. I only knew I was quite ready to settle down
quietly to the daily routine of wifely and motherly
duties, and let who would revel in velvet and marble
splendors and hendy Hindu musie.

How long, under ordinary conditions, this state of
mind would have lasted I am not prepared to say. 1
know myself, you see, nnd I know that there must
huve been, even then, deep down in my subconscious
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the realization that some day I would again fecl the
urge for questing. It was not left to me, though,
*ate had ordained that I was not to be one to whom
the joys of quiet home making should be given for
rest{ul interiude.

My Husband Unbearable

Daily my husband grew more cruel and abnormal.
1t was not that he resented any of my experiences with
Dr. Latson. In fact, there was little he could really
know, or even guess.

He could only have known anything at all from Alta
Marhevka, and her lovalty to the doctor was of that
high order that she would have been drawn and quar-
tered before she wonld have revealed any of his secrets
—aven in a fit of pique.

The actions to which I refer were merely the true
eslf of that husband of mine. They were “the nature
of the brute.” He was essentially abnormal, sexless.
At Jeast he wns ns far as I, his wife, wns concerned.

He took out his meanness in bitter little crueltics
which made life with him an unbearable nche. His
was always a mental, rather than a physical eruelty,
and, as iz always true in such instances, it was all the
more difficult to bear. Little pin-pricks of irony;
little stabs intended to impress on one a sense of
inferiority. What can equal those for mental anguish?

No Love Life

We went along, some sort of way., He was not at
home a great deal, which made it, in a way, a little
easier. He had his own love affairs, such as they were.
1 eannot but feel o sort of pity for the objects of those
affections of his, knowing as I do, his great deficiencics,
That he did have love affairs, though, was no secret
to me. He made no attempt to hide them.

At that time he had but one interest near home. He
had become friendly with 2 man who had sublet the
apartment of a neighbor of ours. That [rendship
grew into a real palship, I was glad, If T thought
of it at all, I had never known my husband to have
many men friends. Perhapa too many saw beneath
the enameled surface of him, or instinetively felt those
petty qualities he believed so well hidden,

Another Man

The time came when the man in question nmust move
out of his sublet apartment. That did not suit my
husband, He had known too few men who thought
him all right and fine,

Il ha had wanted this partieular man to go on
thinking so, however, I will state right here that he
took the worst possible method of doing so. For
nothing would do him but that the man should come
to live with us, share our apartment, be a member of
our family,

I was opposed to the plan, as I had never met my
husband’s friend. As always, though, he had his way.
The friend came to live with us and—what wns prob-
nbly in my husband’s mind more than anything else
all the time—to share our expense,
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I wns attrncled to him from the start. Do not
misundersiand me. That attraction was what I would
have felt for any man =0 handsome, gentle, kind and
good oy he,

I could not understand the vielent friendship between
him and my hushand. In every way he was all my
husbhand was not.

No Sex Attraction

I could understand the attraction on my hushand's
part, though, for, as I have said, I, too, was drawn to
him. It was an altraction of the mind only, though—
one of admiration for his excellent qualities.

Certainly he possessed no sex attraction for me, I
could look him steadily in the eyes as I could any good,
true friend, and there was no slightest thrill that has
always warned me of the upward surge of sex instinet.

I was not well at the time—more reaction, possibly—
and went vut little in the evenings. The new member
of our houschold was a homekeeping body and it
followed ns a matter of course that we should become
rather more than friendly, spending our evenings to-
gether as we did, acquiring the same interests, dis-
cussing together the same little problems of daily life.

It did not take much of this enforced intimacy for
his deep admiration for my husband to begin to wane.
Only too well he could see how badly I was treated.
It would have taken a man blind, deaf and a little
more than half pamlyzed not to have sensed the real
conditions in our cross-purpose home.

1 Become 111

Matters did not reach anything that might be con-
sidered o climax, however, until I was taken quite ill
one night. I was in agony. I could not stifle the
groans that just would come.

I might have groaned to have aroused the neigh-
borhood so fur a8 my husband was concerned.  Not the
elightest attention did he pay to me. Not onee would
he exert himself, even to ask if n doclor were needed.

Little did he care! )

I tried to choke back my groans of padin.

He lay and—snored! And snored. And snored.

He Decides to Help :

How long it was before the new member of our
family decided it was time for him to take a hand I
do not know. Perhaps ot first he thought it was no
business of his. But I have told you he was gentle
and kindly and good. -

At Inst he came into my room to see what he could
do. 1 disliked to bother him, but never in my life
was I so grateful as then for much-needed, soothing,
tender ministrations.

All night, or at least until much of my pain had
gubsided, he tended me, performing the most homely
offices, eagerly, sympathetically. When at last he
saw that, exhausted, 1 was ready to drop off into o
drowse, he tucked me in and left me.

And my husband — snored! And snored.
snored,

And
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Doctor Advises Sanitarium

I was so ill that, when the doctor did arrive the
next day, he told my husband it was most necessary
for me to be sent to a sanitarium. He was emphatic
about it

He had scarcely gone through the door when I
glanced up to see my hnsband towering over my sick
bed, his face glowering.

“Where does that fellow think the money is coming
from for any such pampering, I'd like to know?"” he
growled. “Well, you can just make up your mind
to this, my lady., There'll be no fancy sanitariums
for you—not with my money!"”

He siarted to stalk away, but was stopped at the
door by his friend. I could see from the expression of
the man's face that it would have been truer to have
said, "former friend.”

Afraid

“A ohance? For what? Next thing she'll be want-
ing to take a trip somewhere or something like that.
Say!” He turned to my new-found friend with a
leer. “There's an idea! Why don’t you take her on
a trip? 1 ecan do without her.”

Surely, surely he could not mean that! Again he
did. And I, miserable unhappy I, sick and forlorn,
had reached the stage where 1 would have gone away
with anyone just to get away from the man who
taunted me and added to my misery.

I wna in terror of my husband. Afraid! Afraid! 1
wanted to go away.

1f that kindly man liad not so readily acquicsced to
the suggestion, I think I should have gone on my
knees and begged him to take me away—anywhere

—just away! It was joy

to go with him. For
Cannot Understand remember, he was the
the character he OVE has always been too serious a only man who, with no
Being
was, this man could not mﬂ““”""hdm“l{;“ ?“-" tﬂﬂﬂ :’“h gex idea at all, with no
: it as so many do, dipping v here :
un:?mland i hlﬂhflnﬂﬂ and there into forbidden delights, flit- quﬂnhngf IW‘:h be-
attitude. He was hesitant, ting from this light-o’-love to that, all tween us, had ever shown
rather apologetic for hav- in the day’s doings and the course of me true consideration,
ing anything to say, but life. ’ sympathy and under-
explained that as he could Wherein lies the hypocrisy? When 1 standing.
not avold having over- }“EE Im-ed,g have dni'eddfrnfl - upal:}nlr.
ﬂn mﬁ,‘ :hﬁ nnlirul mnl:t:n Ll ?]‘i'ﬁ ent::: H:im ashamed. wmve been . He l.:vna Me .
¢ must put in e went on our trip.
a word of protest. It = We found a quiet seashore

wns my hushand’s duty,
he urged, to do as the doctor advised.

My husband sneered. “All right,” he sald, with
that old, familiar, insinuating drawl of his, “if you
are so interested, if you think she ought to lay up in
luxury for a while, why don’t you pay for it yourself?"

“T willl" There was not the slightest hesitation in
that nnswer, My friend—my husband’s no longer—
meant what he said.

To me, lying there, it sounded fantastic. Surely my
husband, In his wildest flights, could not mean any-
thing of the sort.

Friend Pays

But he did. And when I wns sent to the place which
was my only hope of regaining my health, it was not
my husband who footed the bills, It was the friend
who had come into our home at his invitation.

That was but the beginning. DBecause of my
vitality and unusual recuperative powers, I was not
long compelled to remain in the sanitarfum. When
I did come home, it was with express orders from the
sanitarium head that 1 should not, for some time to
come, take up household duties.

Maore grumbling.

“What good 1s ghe, I'd like to know?" my husband
whined, *Can’t cook; can’t attend to the children—
can't—""

“But you can give her o chance, can't you?" ex-
postulated hls quondam friend, maore and more sur-
prised and disgusted at the heartless attitude

place and a nice little
hotel. There we remained for some time, but always
our conduct was above reproach. Not because my
husband would have cared what happened, but
because of my benelactor's conslderation for me, we
bad separate rooms at the hotel,. We made no pre
tense at being man and wife.

This constant companionship and intimate daily
life, coupled with the knowledge he had of all through
which I had passed and which had aroused his sym-
pathy (and there is nothing to urge love like sympathy),
had its effect.

He did not speak to me while we were away, but
when we came back to New York he told me what
was in his heart.

He loved me. Wanted me. It was a great love,
he said—the love of his life.

I Cannot Return His Love

How I wished that I might retumn it! How gladiy I
would have done so if 1 could!

Because of the very goodness of him, 1 disliked to
offer him a counterfeit of what he eraved, but—I
wonder If it is really all counterfeit—that semblanece
of the real passion one sometimes perforee must offer
when there is a great desire to bestow the real thing,
but one cannot.

| do not think he ever knew what I gave him was not
real. I so much wanted it to be. I would have given
roy soul to have felt for him one single thrill that had
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passed over me in such prodigious waves in the house on
the Drive, or when I was in the arms of my dentist.

1 cared for him, too. Cared in a way different from
that in which I have ever cared for any man. He wnas
g0 true, so noble. I felt so secure, so peacelully
gerene in his presence, -

I Love Him

When we returmed to New York, I found I could be
happy only when I was near him. This, too, mind
you, without any suggestion of sex.

[ was not in lore with him. I lored him.

Strange anomaly. You may figure it out for your-
gelf. I have so often tried to do so-—unsuccessfully,

He gave me the courage to do what I should have
done long before. I told my husband I was through
with him. I had stood his eruelties for the last time.
No more! I wanted n divorce. Would have it!

Divorced

My legally wedded mate was as complacent about
that as he had been about everything else that could
be made easy for him. He was willing—quite. Pro-
vided my benefactor, his one-time friend, would pay
all expenses. And this, mind you, without any reason
{or his doing so.

On the day I first held those divoree papers
fn my hand, I think I breathed the first deep breath
of satisfaction 1 had known since that time 1 had
first soen my husband standing nude in our Long
Island home.

Free At Last

Free! Free! And free I would remain. Not even
the arguments of the man who had paid for my divorce,
who, a5 soon as [ had obtained it, eagerly urged me to
marry him, could move me to exchange that blissful
gtate of freedom for more marringe ties, The wounda
of my recent and only experience in matrimony were too
fresh and too raw. No, I would not be murried again.

What, then, to do? I was trained for no business,
had never done anything but make a home for my
hushand and children,

My benefactor solved the problem. He put the
matter up to me calmly., He believed he was doing
nght, for never did he have any idea I did not love
him as deeply as I have cause to know he loved me.
Would 1 be to him what he wished, then, without

the marriage ceremony?
Free Love?

I considered, A long time I gave the matter careful
thought, Had there been only myself to consider, I
should not have hesituted, The answer would have
been an emphatie, “No!”

[ believed then, as now, that true love, physical
love, is the only excuse for o sex union—unless—and
here is the “unless.”” It is the motive of which I spoke
in the beginning of the relation of this episode as
being an unselfish one.

There were my children. This man who loved me

could give them a comfortable home. He could
give them education, all that they never would have
had from their own [ather.

What Shall I Do?

You may say, then, that 1 should have married
him. I answer you that to have done g0 would, I
believed, and believe, have prostituted me far more
than an acceptance of his attentions without benefit
of elergy. The marringe bond presupposes too much.
I had to be honest with mysell, at least.

My children needed good surroundings, environment
and care. He could give it to them. He had eome
to love them; came to love them as his own in the
years that followed. They or no one need know from
whence came the bounty that provided for them.

I, alone, with my hatred of conventions, would
never have cared who knew. For them I was com-
pelled to think.

I ask you now to believe that it was because I could
not be a hypocrite and accept the worldly protection
of a wedding ring when all my heart did not go with
it, that I did not marry the man who was my lover
during the years my children were growing up; the
man who to them was as a father.

My Children

I do not regret one minute of the years I gave to him
in this, what some would call, illicit relation. To me he
was one of the finest men who ever came into my life,

He thought I loved him. Yes. In a way, I did.
But not in the way I knew true love could function.

I made him believe I loved him? Well, why not?
I respected him, admired him. And there were my
children.

Does it not say something for me that I deliberately
broke up the relationship when my children had grown
up and could fend for themselyves? s it not a bit to
my credit that I refused, for mysell alone, to further
accept his bounty—something I might have gone on
doing to the end of my life, just as I might have
married him at any time?

Conventions

It is a problem, but I have felt that I have solved
it. 1 have, to my own satisfaction, at least.

He, too, is happy now, for he is married, as he always
wished to be. He would wed no other, though, while
he thought there remained the slightest chance I
might change my mind and become his wife in fact
as he believed me to be in spirit.

In this episode of my life which I have just con-
cluded, I can say, as truly as I have in other cases,
that I did nothing of which I am ashamed. 1 broke
the laws of convention. But—I can look convention

in the face—and laugh!

Love a Hypocrisy

Love has always been too serious a matter with me
for me to trifle with it as so many do, dipping lightly
here and there into forbidden delights, fitting from
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this light-o'-love to that, all in the day's doings and the
course of life. 1 have setn much of that among
murried women whose lives were considered  con-
ventionally nbove reproach.

Whercin lies the hypoerisy? When I have loved, 1
have loved, freely, openly, I have not been nshamed.

1 have been no dilletante,
It was after my children had grown up and 1 was
onee more in the world alone, free to do as | chose,

that T made the astonishing discovery that I was not
old. Not In the least. ‘The fires of youth burned as

fiercely within me as they had before I had held o babe
in my arms.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Could I Love Again?

I thrilled at the thought of it. If Adventure should
come agninl I should not, of course, go in search of it,
save in the course of the love eult investigations T was
determined to make some day.

But what if Lore came againl To me!

Somehow I felt confident it would. I was prepared
for it: rendy as any young girl waiting for her mythieal
Prince Charming. Who or what my Love would be
1 did not know. I only knew that instinet told me
1 would once more experience the thrills that had al
ways made life worth the living. Perbaps many times.

As has ever beem the case in my life, my instinet
wns true.
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CHAPTER VI

AM going to tell you of a still different kind of ".r i

love affair from any of those which preceded it.

In many ways it was the greatest of my life.
Perhaps it was most worth while beeause I was maore
mature; beeause suffering and disillusions had prepared
mé for a keener enjoyment of nll love's delights, the
brimming cup of which had more than once been held
L0 my lips for o long, sweet draught; the bitter dregs,
100, forced down my unwilling throat.

Al ghe home of a mutual friend I met HIM,

Ha gult s work at
once oy [ entered aund
ceme over (o me. Said
he:
Ry “So my linla stuwdems
HRAF fias come (o me”™

I-El-'l!ﬂ paga 35)

From the moment
my eyes rested on him,
I was convineed he was
oneé of the most in-
teresting people I had
ever seen. I wns sure
acquaintancewould not
. 20 4. fuil to prove him quite
: *.. o= the interesting person-
A0 E LT el ality his physieal
attributes pramised.

Like n Statue

It was much they promised, too. I saw him first
as he zat, still and quiet as a statue, beneath a soft
light which outlined his profile, his chiseled features
like those of a god. But withal, it was the spirituality
of his countenance which most deeply impressed,
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So drmwn was 1 by that first glance at him lhrlti my
breath came sharply with that well known waming of
what was coming. ‘ -

Quict find reserve were his ldlh”ﬂﬂu'l!ihlﬂ]{ nh;*:mel-:r-
fstics, and a poise and dignity that emphasized his
tremendous magnetism, It seemed Lo me, too, that
his face was made still more spiritual by marks of
suffering 1 believed 1 could discern. There was a
kindliness, too, that softened his expression.

I Must Know Him

The query leaped to my mind, Of what did he
make me think? Was this man sage, or boy? Or
both?

It took me just five seconds of considering to know
that there was a man I wanted to know. Must know.
For me he held a tremendous attraction, one that I
had felt for no one in years.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

I Interest Him

Words begnn to flow. 1 listened spellbound, |
did not care to speak. 1 anly wanted to hear.  Herg
was o chanee for more knowledge, and I was o secker,

To this day, after all our intimacy, 1 do not know
that man's real name. Nor does anyone clse, 50 fup
as T know, save himself. But in the world of mysticy
and clairvoyancy there is none better known than the
man called Alein De Lysle, the name he had taken
from a sixteenth century alchemist,

It was this man, elairvoyant, sensitive, o man of
quite enough supernormal powers to have become g
veal force in the world of psychological researchers had
he been content with his real powers alone and not
turned to chicanery when money tempted him who way
to become my lover. He became the lover who meant
more to me than all those who had come before,

Still Honest

It was an urge that was notl
to be denixl. I felt, rec-
opnized, my impulies at
work. 1 should not hesitate.

To know him, though,
was not ns easy as to decide
to. That reserve and quiet
his face depicted were not
idle promise. Topic after
topic 1 tried after 1 had
heen introduced to him, but h
with scant result. There
seemed nothing in which he
was particularly interested. |
His attitude toward almost
everything was not unything

know that
name.

TO this day, after all
our intimacy, I do not

Nor does anyone
else, so far as I know, save
himself. Butin the world
of mystics and clairvoy-
ancy there is none beftter
known than the man called
Alein De Lysle, the name
he had taken from a six-
teenth century alchemist.

When I first met him, ke
had not as yet prostituted
his gilts. He would have
gone far in the scientific
warld had he never done so,
Even as it was, though, I
can say this for my clairvoy-
ant lover. Inhis long carer
he did far more good than
harm, even when it was
only his own self on whom
he depended, asking nothing
from mystic powers which do
not come to aid those who
misuse a God-goven gift.

When first T knew him,

man’s real

s0 rude as bored. 1t wos =

more of & Inssitude, o don't
CAre-Tiess,

His Eyes Tell

But I must know him. T must! 1 had felt the urge.
There must be some ground on which 1, with my own
wide experience, could meet him; something I could
find in which he would take an interest. That he was
capable of interest | knew well. 1 could tell by his
CyLs,

His face never lost its immobility, but his eyes!
Ah, his eves! Restless, cager, searching eyes. Fyes
never still. Eyes roving, moving; eves that forever
seemed secking what they could not find. Surely
there was, behind eyes like that, interest in something
and to spare.

It was not until our conversation at last drifted
toward psychic subjects that 1 got any response from
the man [ so madly wanted 1o know. Casually 1
mentioned seéveral experiences of my own which had
béen mystifying, and expressed my belief in the exist-
ence of powers, in knowledpe of which the world is so
far only beginning to lift & corner of the veil.

I saw his face light up. His body struightened.
His lassitude dropped from bim. 1 hud found the
subject near his heart.

occultism, all that was my=
tic, clairvoyance, were his life. His eager discussions
fascinated me. 1 wanted to know more from him.
Gradually I drew from him that he had traveled all
ovir the world in his search for knowledge, and had
given his eclairvoyant readings to many celebrities.
One thing was certain. Even had he never possessed
any occult gift whatever, his knowledge of human
nature was deep and profound.

Not the Usual

For what was worthy in all psychic phenomenn he
professed great admiration and interest.  For the usual
medium he had nothing but the greatest contempt.

In that, of course, 1 agreed with him. For, with
Conan Doyle, 1 believe that if there is one kind of
contemptible eriminal on earth worse than another,
one who deserves no mercy, it is the medium who
deliberately “fakes'; who preys on the most sacred
feclings that God has given to humanity.

And I, who have dabbled in such fakery, have lent
mysell deliberntely to it, sy this. For this one thing
I can beg for furgiveness as the only thing I have
done in my life of which 1 am ashamed, But all that,

of course, wang long before T knew much of what !
know today.
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Bclence has gone a long way. The law belps,
Gradually, I believe, the “fake" medium will be driven
out of existence,

My Man

Belore 1 left the home in which 1 had met my re-
markable man, it was mentioned to me that he had
especially honored me. It was seldom, they snid, that
he was ever known to talk to any one, even though
many desired and hoped he would.

1 was all the more elated because he had promised me
he would tell me more, if 1 so desired—much more of
the mystic lore he had sequired during his travels,

“Come to my studio tomorrow,” he suggested, and I

consented.

Impatient

It had been n long time since I had so 1mpa-
tiently waited for the time to pass=—when I might
once more see this man who had tremendously at-
tracted me. You may be sure I was prompt In my
appointment.

[t was an interesting place, that studio of my clair-
voyant friend. It eloquently expressed the personality
of the man who, though neither of us had guessed it,
was 8o soon to be my lover.

Why is it, I wonder, that the Oriental has always
dogged my footsteps? Always, whenever I have
entered Into an affair that has held particular verve,
there has been a flavor of the East somewhere In the
offing. That was s0 now.

De Lysle's Studio

De Lysle's studio was rich with Oriental rugs and
hangings. A seductlve Incense hung heavily in the
air. There were mystic pictures, too, pictures that
were beyond my ken, and ornaments that breathed
the artistry of the mysterious land of the Hindu and
Brahmin,

| particularly noticed the lighting which was most
artistle, the result of a cunningly arranged system
which made lights here, dim

should follow him, and I was taken into De Lysle's
private study.

He sat in front of a black-velvet-dmaped table, elad
in a richly embroidered robe of gorgeous hues. As I
entered, he was bending over a huge chart upon which
were drawn the signs of the Zodine. Engaged, no
doubt, it occurred to me, in drwing up the horoscope
of some client. For he had told me that, among other
things, he was a deep student of nstrology.

Eastern Courtesles

He quit his work at once ns I entered and eame over
to me. With the most courtly of deep Eastern obeis-
ances he bowed over my hand, and in his deep, thrilling
voice said:

*So my little student kas come to me.”

He smiled as he spoke, a smile that gpoke volumes,
T remembered then that it was the first time 1 had seen
his smile. Not onee during the previous evening had
his face lighted up s0. 1 was to come to know, though,
that smiles with him were rare and infrequent, and
that I was especially honored that he had favored
me with one.

He led me toward o chair, saying: *““Well, now that
you're here, we'll see what we can do for you.” '

I Hear Silence L

I sank into the deep, comfortable chair ha had drawn
up for me, He sat opposite. [ did not fall to notice
that he had not neglected his lighting In this room,
cither, for most of the light fell on me where I sat.
He was partially obscured by shadows.

Ho took my hand. For a few minutes he held it,
ard I again heard the sllence, as his eyes closed and
he seemed to drift away from me.

He begmn to speak.  His words came slowly, forclbly,
but each one accented ftself on my brain and heart.
I was astounded. 1 had not believed it possible,
but every word he told me was true.

How was {t possible he should know me =0 well?
What was there in this mysticlsm of his?

He Knows Me

ehadows there.
brought the center of the
room close as a focal point,
and| the comers faded
away ioto midnight shades.

A line of Kipling flashed
ncross my mind. It had
nothing whatever to do with
the studio, but it did so well
express the atmosphere, I
ever | wan in a place where
“the mlenee hung that "eavy
L was "arf afraid to speak,”
it wns there,

His Private Study

He did got keep me walting long,
ne did not come to me In the aweinsplring chamber,

They —

SAW hisarmsfiung out to me.

Half choking, I felt myself
stumble toward him, felt him
draw me to him in a wild em-
brace of discovery. Hot tears
blinded my eyes as his kisses of
passion raincd on my face.

- L - L & . -

1 heard, as from a distance,
his eagerly repeated whispers:
“Mine Mrnnl At last! At last!
You shall never leave me!"

|

—
r——

_H——

For, ns I sat there, awe-
struck, listening, that man
gave me the most remark-
able charncter reading of
mysell to which I had ever
listened. That settled the
matter In my mind. If
there had been o doubt
before, there was none now.
The man who knew me,
understood me, was the man
for whom my soul had been
secking. I knew I had found
him: knew, too, that it was
only a matter of time until

and T was glad that I should find in him fulfillment.

How short a time that was to be I did not guess.

Instend, 8 turbanned servant silently Indicated I Once Fate has made her decision, she does not wait,
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though. The helghts were reached by De Lyzle and
m: l:nlill.*git.h a suddenness that was delifiously cataclysmic,

One moment I stood with outstretched hand, ready
to leave him, though painfully reluctant. The

next « « «
For one long, understanding minute, eyes looked into

eves, probing, questioning — wistfully longing, too.
Thﬂl:!.‘:t # 8
Mine At Last!

I saw his arms flung out to me. Hall choking, 1
felt myself stumble toward bhim, felt him draw me to
him in a wild embrace of discovery. Hot tears blinded
my eves as his kdses of passion rained on my face,
drank the tears that damped my fovered cheeks, 1
would have swooned had he not upheld me. I heard,
as from n distance, his ecagerly repeated whispers:
“Ninel Mine! At last! At last! You shall never
leave mel"”

I felt myself half lifted, hall carrled—where, 1
did not care. I, too, had but ono thought. At last
1 had found him! At last! At lastl :

We had not hesitated when the eall came, Wo
had answered that most mystie, most, wonderful of
all summonses—tho call of flesh to flesh, the do-
mand of Sex.

I Belonged

When the dawn, forcing its way through Orlental
draperies, awoke me, I felt no wonder that I was not
at home fn my own cretonned room. The Oriental
perfume I breathed did not seem strango, It belonged.,
Even as I belonged to the man who still slumbered
beside ma. I felt no sense of wrong-dolng, I felt
only exaltation. I was right; not wrong. I had found
& trug mate.

In the light of this eonfesslon, you may think that
what I may have to say nbout Do Lysle Is binsed.
Not s0. As cold-bloodedly as I havo set myzelf to
analyze for you my own acts, emotions, reactions, I
analyze him. He was such n thorough exemplification
of that saying—just how does it goT—about “some-
h;ﬁingﬂfgond in the worst of us; something bad in the

t' us i

Not a Faker

There are many reasons that glve me the right to
make the nssertion that Alain De Lyzsle was far from
being all foke. In the beginning of his ecarcer, I
believe, he wos honest. It was just that, later, his
cupldity was too much for him; the promises held out
by a questionable fame too alluring, l

But, whatever he may have done later, I know that
he did possess somo mystle powers. That charncter
reqading which prefaced my giving mysell to him was
enough for mae to know that.

What & plty he should not have devoted himself to
eclencel To which you may answer, when I have
told you of all I did during the time he was my lover:

"f\nd what a pity you went along with him in
his perfidy."

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Body and Soul

Perhaps you're right.  Perhaps, Onee more I havg
only the excuse of a love so compelling it would dg
anything, anything, that was demanded of it by the
beloved. That is what it is to love with body and
goull To give all!

So much he told me was true. There was this, i
which he was right. He told me my neglected educ.
tion had been balanced by a knowledge given me
through psychic forces. A thousand times has this
been proven to me. I know it, and because of i,
I know of the protection those forces can, have
and do giva me. They have aided me too, in hay.
ing no fear.

. A Universal Mother

One other thing he told me, the truth of which I
beliecve I am even now proving. May it not be that
this very document of confession and advice which,
because of experience, I am given the right to proffer,
is proof of one statement of Alain De Lysle's?

I am, he said, a “Universal Mother,”

Am 1?7

Is that what I am doing now?

“Mothering” humanity? Trying to guide to hape
piness all you who may read what I have to sy?
Trying to help you escape the pitfall I have, through
travall, investigated for you?

To Tell All

It may be, I know this; That I have felt such
compulsion to offer, at whatever sacrifice, such erumbs
of knowledge I have gathered in these years that no
thought of condemnation can have the slightest effect
on my determination to tell all!

With other experiences as criterions, this love aflais
with De Lysle was something quite new to me. As
great as was his physical attractiveness to me, somée
times sex seemed to be overpowered by the spiritual,
I exulted in the intimacy that grew closer day by day.

; Love Born Anew

Once agnin I was desperately, violently, passionately,
In love. 1 seemed to have been bomm anew. Each day
Wis O ODoew LirLi.

I could not do without him. The times I was away
from him were lost moments in my short life span.
He became my life, in more ways than I had imagined
possible.

The day he told me he was leaving New York |
thought my heart would break. This, I told myselli
is the end. How can I ever bear it! How can 1 ket
him gol For, In spite of all the love I had for D¢
Ly:sle, thero was my pride to consider—a matursd
pride. I could not, would not ask him to take me
with him.

To Leave New York

Imagine my joy, then, when it was he who made the
suggestion.  T'might have spared myself some miserable
moments, for he had never given thought to leaving




Wew York for fresh netivities
in the Middle West and leav-
ing me behind.

Even the thought of a short
while away from him was
almost too much for me. But
oh, sweet, how sweet!—to
hear him whisper, while he
held me elose:

“It will only be for the
shortest time poesible, dear
heart. 1 know we cannot
live without each other. We
are necessary to each other's
completion. Just as soon ns
1 ean find out how 1 stand,
and ean make arrangements
for you, 1 will send for you.
You will come?” :

Could 1 Wait

fould IT Would I be able
o wait?

What long, long, eternally
long days they were after
he left me. Disconsolate, I
wandered here and there, but
could find no peace. No-
where could I find any in-
terest. Would the time never
pass?

And, horrors! 1 clutched
my breast to still the wild
beating of my heart at the
thought! Buppose, just sup-
pose, he should change his
mind? Suppose he should
find he did not want me?
I would not believe that.

I cen’t say exectly how It
h‘FPI“IJ- I den't know hese i
did. My firss reclisation that
'-ﬁ-'-"'ll W e ﬂﬂll:n-l rame
when my keen eyes discoversd
the fect thet the was looking el
my lover too long and 100
often. All her parsionately con-
[eased inserest in her morried
inamorata seamed 10 be on the
wene. |See poge 43)
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New York for fresh nctivities
in the Middle West and leav-
ing me behind.

Even the thought of a short
while away from him was
almost too much for me, But
oh, sweet, how sweet!—to
hear him whisper, while he
held me elose:

“It will only be for the
shortest time possible, dear
heart. I knmow we ecannot
live without ench other. We
are necessary to ench other's
completion. Jost as soon ns
] can find out how 1 stand,
and can make arrangements
for you, I will send for you.
You will come?"

Could 1 Walt

" Would 17 Would T be able
to walit?

What long, long, etermnally
long days they were after
he left me. Disconeolate, I
wandered here and there, but
could find no peace. No-
where could I find any in-
terest, Would the time never
pass?

And, horrors! 1 clutched
my breast to still the wild
beating of my heart at the
thought! Buppose, just sup-
pose, he should change his
mind? Buppose he should
find he did not want me?
I would not believe that.

I can't say exsctly hew i
heppenad. I don't know how it
did, My fum realisation ihet
things were different came
when my keen eyes diseoversd
the fact that she was looking e
my lover loo long and 1o
wlien. All her pavslonately von-
feased Interest b her married
inamoreta peemad to bo on the
warie. [See pago 43
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ONG ns the time seemed, though, in reality a
L fortnight had not passed when 1 received his
cagerly-longed-for letter telling me he wns
ready for me. My hands trembled so I could hardly
get my packing done.  Someway I managed it though.
And the first train, after I had received his letter,
found me on my way to Ohio and to HIM!

1 knew little of his financial status, and cared less,
but when T arrived in the Ohio town where ‘hg had set
himself up in the clairvoyant business, I discovered
I was not to bo treated in any small way. He in-
tended that I should have everything of the best.
The first night after my arrival we spent in o lurunm{ﬁ
suite in the best hotel the place afforded, which is
saying no little when one considers the up and coming
towns aof the Middle West of today.

A Home of My Own

The next day we went home hunting. 1 was eager,
foyous, as excited as a bride. A home of my ownl
And with the man of my heart!

[ went along, my eyes on him, adoring, worshiping.
1 saw him instead of the town which, under ordinary
circumstances would have excited my curiosity, since
it was to be my home. What town, where, it did not
matter. Just so long us I was with him.

In spite of this home hunting in a dream, we found
the most idenl sort of place in which to live. It wnsa
bungalow, rather far out from the town proper, and
hall hidden in trees and perfume-bearing shrubs,
Vines lovingly smothered the walls. Climbing roses
clambered up trellises and peeped, with the unblushing
curiosity of roses, into the diamond-paned casement
windows.

A Love Garden

There was a tiny flower gnrden, too, musky with the
frogrance of old fushioned posies, and I exclaimed with
delight, 1 have always worshiped flowers. 1 think,
too, that those blostoms had much to do with my
lover's final decision on the place, for he, too, wus
passionntely fond of flowers.

Often was I to have & vision of him, as I now have in
memory, wandering among the roses in the dusk, his
head bent in silent contemplation. Or, at dawn,
bending over some perfumed new bud, its head heavy
with the morning dew.

What were his thoughts? Could they have been
other than beautiful?

Hardships

Because of the very nature of our business, there
were difficulties and hardships to endure, The hard-
ships, however, were never of a finuncial noture, I
carly learned that if a clairvoyant cares to, that it is
possible fm: him to get money more casily and quickly
than one in any other profession. This, of course,
applies only to those whose minds run to cupidity,
who do not hesitate to “fake.”

[ am not speaking, ut any time, of the truly SUper-
normally gifted who do exist, and who are giving their

CHAPTER VII

lives in a sincere effort to aid humanity, in many casey
heing barely abla to live and carry on their worlk
They are those whom scientists, interested in furthering
a knowledge that will have a greater bearing on the
world's store than all that has gone before, ere now
trying to aid. The sincere ones. They deserve it
Of those who are not using their powers for materia]
gnin I shall not, in this confession of mine,
further. Except tosay that theirs is one of the greatest
missions of all times, I honor them.

He Loves Money

In 8o many ways Alain De Lysle was sincere. But
he loved money. He loved the luxury it would pur-
chase. He longed for life to run along smoothly,
casily, though none knew better than he, who had
delved into its mysteries, how fleeting it is at best.

While he lived, though, he wanted the best the
material world could offer. What is more, I think
he wanted to give all those things to me,

He did. There was nothing on earth a woman's
heart could desire in a material way that I did not
have. Clothes, jewels, servants, my own car—I had
them all.

Happy!

How happy I was! Happier than I had ever been In
my life. For, not only waa I smothered in looury, but
for the first time in my life, I was living in daily in-
timacy with a man who thoroughly understood me
Instinctively he knew how to treat me.

No more starvation for me! I had all that heart and
body could desire. I blossomed like one of the volup-
tuously beautiful ros=s in our own garden.

It was not long before I begged to be allowed to
become his assistant. There was much [ could do,
I pleaded. He had taught me much. Surely them
wns some way in which I could aid him. At first [
had thought that I might, in some humble capacity,
ald in his real oceult work.

I Aid Him

He considered the matter. At last he consented to
my suggestion. But it did come as a surprise to me to
I then that all his activities were not confined to
legitimate clairvoyancy and its attendant studies of
which I knew him to be a master. Alrendy he had
branched out, with a sort of harmless charlatanry oo
the side. Which was, neverthelesa, most luerntive.

It was in this that T could aid him. I did. Ifithad
been far worse and he had asked it of me, I do not
believe 1 would have hesitated. But there really
seemed o little harm in what I wns asked, ns his
assistant, to do; so little harm in what he did himsell

Not His Fault

The people who were his clients were so much more
to blame than he. Of that I became more and more
assured each day. 1 came to see and know a lot of
various kinds of human nature during the time I worked
with De Lysle, and I must say that my opinion of it
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ns a whole was not greatly raised. I was not edified
by my knowledge of one slant of the human mind.

If people really knew what temptations are thrown in
the paths of elairvoyants, even those who are utterly
gincere, 1 wonder if there would be g0 much blame for
the man or woman who “takes advantage” of the un-
suspecting public.  In my opinion, the public usually
wants to be “taken advantage of,' or, if not that, each
one certainly wants to take advantage of all the rest of
the public through the services of a clairvoyant.

Barnum Was Right

] saw &0 many instances of that, De Lysle and 1
used to have a little joke between us, It was just the
humming of a bar or two of a popular ditty when pome

particularly freaky client would appear, 1 wonder
if any of them cver re-
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had come to him with a terrible proposition that he
just had to speak out hiz mind to some one,

What, do you suppose, did that prosperous business
man, that conventional pillar of society, want with
Professor Alain De Lysle?

You could never guess; never imagine. Not unless
you have yoursell been a clairvoyant’s nssistant and
know others of the wild, weird things they are
requested to do.

The Triangle

There was a wife. There was a girl. The wife was
—well, not so young. How could she be when she
had gone through all the years she had of helping to
make that man prosperous? She was no longer
elender, and he — liked them flat.

The girl? She was young.

cognized the gay little tune
we hummed. It had, for
the burden of it: "'Barnum
mﬂghl—"

I will recall an instance
for you.

A prosperous business
man walked into our Ohio
home one day and nsked
to sce the professor, as
De Lyele was called, He
would not tell me anything
of what he wanted. 1 tried
to draw him out, for that
was my business, It was

who
stood me.

HOW happy I was! Hap-
pier than I had ever

been in my life. For, not
only was I smothered in
luxury, but for the first time
in my life, I was living in
daily intimacy with a man
thoroughly under-
Instinctively he
knew how to treat me,

She was slender and lithe
and, il she was not exactly
of his socinl world, her con-
versation was not too un-
grammatical. Il was con-
I versation full of life, too,
as was the girl herself, He
was fascinated by the flam-
boyaney and flippant care-
lessness she had acquired
working with other young
folks in & nearby factory.
Really, =aid the man,
something ought to be done
about the matter,

my duty to talk to clients |

Y A plodding, stodgy wife.

and, in any way possible—

by an interpolated remark here, a suggestion there, an
idle query—gain from them, while they waited, any
and all information 1 could., 1 was always able, in
some way, Lo pass this on to De Lyzle before he saw
the client.

I Became Clever

I got rather clever at that. In fact, 1 gained a
reputation that went over the grapevine telegraph
with which the elairvoyant und fortune telling pro-
fession is provided, for being an exceedingly clever
assistant, That reputation once got me into deep
waters, and is responsible for me having done that
one thing in the world for which I have already pro-
fessed shame—helped shocking “fakery.” But of that
maore later,

I have told you that from this particular client of
De Lysle's I could obtain nothing. His business was
excecdingly important, it appeared; more than ex-
ceedingly private.

It was seldom, nlmost never, that De Lysle ever told
me one slightest thing of what went on in his con-
sultation room. To him its secrets were invialable,

What Does He Want

In this ense, however, ho did. 1 think, perhaps, it
was because he was ro nauseated with the man who

A dancing Carmen.

Would Pay Well

Couldn’'t the professor do something about it?
He would pay well. He could. Perhaps the professor
knew something of his financial status? He was—he
named several big corperations which were outstanding
in the community and with which he was connected.

He didn’t know much about this occult thing, but—
well, he had been told. There were ways and ways
folks said. Wasn't occultlam something Eastern,
like the Chinese, say, or something like that, ha! ha!
The professor would know what he meant.

That writer fellow, Stevenson, wasn't it, had =aid
something about the Chinese; something about “for
ways that are dark and tricks that are m-m-m-m™—
and so forth. Ha! Ha! That was it— what he
wanted. Something in the line of a dark trick, you
understand.

Foul Play

To come right down to it, the professor probably
knew what he was getting at, what?

Suppose—suppose his wife should get—well—er—
hypnotized, or something like that—some trick or
other. Suppose she wandered off and a truck ran
aver her. Nobody would be to blame, would they?

And then—well, the professor knew, of course, that
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he could name his own figure.

I did not hear De Lysle answer him.
I did not need to picture and hear it
all, though he told me of it himself.

De Lysle Agrees 2o

I ecan see his plercing, restless cyes
baring into that man, can hear his deep
voice rumbling out of the semi-darknes | ’.Il 213
after an impressive pause! AL |

“T think you can safely leave it to ]
me sir. I can promise you this: I
will do all I can to bring about a nght
state of affairs in your ease according
to the ‘Higher Wisdom.” ™

A Suicide

A few doys later the girl was a suicide.
Was that coincidence? Or was it, in
reality, an example of the *“Higher
Wisdom" at work—of course in favor
of the poor deluded wife? I have often o+,
wondered. 1

When, some time later, that man eame * *
back mnd thanked the professor for
having straightened out his affairs,
saying he and his wife were once more
on the best of terms, there wns no
gingle intimation in his manner that he  * 145
thought for an instant there had been s
anything eriminal in his request that De 11
Liysla lend himself to a woman's murder, fea s

That is only an instance. It is illus- & By
trative, One sees so much of the 81
seamy side of human nature in the CINEER
clairvoyant business, L

Many Fakers

De Lysle was no criminal. No one
knew that better than I. But it pever
occwrred to that “econventional” man
who came for his aid that he woold
hesitate, for a minute, to use any powers

this country many thousands of self.

Noturelly it had 1o

opinion, was not a bit v T T RE N
*nice” olther. nl

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
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he had for good or evil, indiscriminately. i’,‘.'u,ﬂ"'},,,‘-‘:.‘;"“’r' e Wy SR i
Provided money was forthcoming, I elimax. She wous . H al - &

To my knowledge there are now in 8 Jecian Who, 15 Y Al r ¥ Xl
w10

constituted clairvoyants, mediums, for-
tune tellers and so-called “psychics”
!’m’ling or merely entertaining the public, though
in many cases doing things absolutely criminal. This,
in spite of all the lnw can do and the fight put up
against them by sincere investigators of payehic
phénomenan,

I um going to tell you of somo of those tricks, tell
3.*;11:113-{ wh:lt [ learned of their methods when I wus one
Of them, show, in n few exposes, how simple are the
méthods used in beguiling the public with I:,ril:.-lc-s that
are apparently so inexplicable that to the easily duped
they seem only possible through supernatural ageneies,

[See page 43)
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e,

—nT

Beware
~Some of them are harmless charlatans, They 4
little damage. Others are entertaining fools und give
you your money's worth,

But there are others! Be wamned! For of all the
ruthlessly dangerous criminals in all the world there
are nont worse than those who prey on the publie
under the cloak of the supernatural,

it has been my lot—my misfortune, you may call it
and rightly, in some cnses—to know many of Lhe
latter, If anything 1 ecan gay will aid in their expo
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an expose In which s0 many earnest men and women

with selentific truths at heart are Interested, then 1
chall count it time well spent.

Can't Be Too Careful

Even the most profound Investigators of psychic

phenomena (and 1 have been closely nesociated with

many of the foremost) first of all warn thelr new

Charlatan you may have called him, too, but cers
tainly he was tho most harmless sort. I want to repeat,
too, that 1 know of many, many Umes where ho did
mare good than harm. 1 know, too, he did have some
supernormal powers, and the pity of it was that he wna
not satisfled to go on developing them.

He could have become a great man. Instead, he
preferred to become a rich one.,

membes 9f the dangers to be encountered from
“fakes. One cannot be too careful.

I have in mind one case alone which should eerve ns
a warning to all who would dabble Indiseriminately in
the supposed lore of the advertising “psychle.” My
knowledgo of that case Is painfully pérsonal. You
will know that I know whereof I speak.

Life With De Lysle

First, though, I want to go on with the story of my
life with De Lyzle.

His Physlcal Attraction

There is no doubt that had he cared to he could
have become a far richer man than he did. That
wns because of his wonderful physical attractive-
ness, o quality of which I have already had much
to say, and of the havoe it wrought in my own
heart.

It was but natural that what had happened to me
when first I saw the magnetic man who becume my
lover should inevitably happen to many another
impresslonable woman. o
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ned to many a woman of great wealth, too.
1 &ﬁpﬁ more than one case where De Lysle could
have had all the woman possessed for the lifting of a
finger. Just as I know how often he could lu_wf: had
a thousand women, body and soul, for the asking.

. Sex Starved Women

He was in a position where women wl]n came to
him were ready to throw themselves at his feet. In
most eases, the same women were ready to throw them-
selves ot the feet of most any man of physical attrac-
tion. even though the man should have none of the
magnetism which covered De Lysle as with a Ennntle.

From my own deplorable experiences, 1 realized that
that condition of nffairs with the vast numbers of
women we came to know was the result of the same
old trouble. They were sex-starved. Rarely knowing
what was really the matter with them, knowing only a
restlessness and dissatisfaction that gave no surcease,
it was natural that women, mystic and superstitious
as they are by nature, should tum to one they be-
lieved had occult powers to help them.

Their own dingnoses of their cases were sometimes
amusing. They were especially so to DeLysle and me.

Usunlly Married Women

We knew what was troubling the restless femininity
who flocked to our doors with hands full of gold and
open check books. They did not. But each vaguely
believed that, in some manner, her trouble was a
matter of the heart.

Usually they were married women. This one no
longer loved her husband. What should she do?
That one never had loved hers. What should she
do? This one wanted a love affair. That one wanted
to know how to get out of a distasteful one,

Oh, they had all kinds and sorts of problems of the
“heart'” which, translated, always came down to being
affairs of sex.

Couldn't Resist Him

You can see that the emotional stage was all set for
them. So they would come to our place with minds
troubled, full of turmoil. They would go away with a
greater turmoil, but filled with elation.

What each woman wanted was to be in love. It
was the professor with whom she fell in love. Without
always quite meaning to, I am sure, he cast a spell
over women. They could not resist him.

Our place was besieged. A woman in love is never
a reasoning being, A woman unreasonably in love
is far worse. 1 have seen women, high and low, rich
ard poor, cultured and moronie, highly intelligent
and abysmally ignorant, alike fall beneath the spell of
Alain De Lysle, and I know.

They Hated Me

' How they did hate me, those women who never
allowed our doorstep to cool!
And what of me?

| Ab, T, too, am a woman. You shall hear, .

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

It was not as if I had gone to De Lysle as I had tg
Dr. Latson, knowing of a frankly polygamous nature,
No, I had gona to this man with a frankly monogamous
jdea in my own heart, and I had no intention of dividing.
He wns my man.

Never Played Second

I never have, ns I have told you, played second. 1
had no Intention of taking a back scat now, of effacing
my=elf as did Alta Marhevka, I would not see any
woman revel in affections I considered mine alone,

Jenlousy was the serpent that entered our littla
Eden. Not all at once, for my confidence in De
Lysle, my assuredness that all he wanted was my love,
was too great for that, It was a gradual, but deadly,
realization that crept over me.

That Look!

It came about first when he reflused to tell me al
that occurred between him and the women with whom
he was closeted in his private room, somelimes for
hours. I would see them come out and go away, often
with that unmistakable farnway expression of love

exaltation on their fuces, Ah, well, I knew that look!

Sometimes they would not even see me.

Harder to bear were other meaning smiles of patrop-
age. I knew what those meant, too—only too well
Those smiles of triumph came from women I knew
were ready to thrw themselves at my loved one’s
fect, to whom his slightest wish was law, whom he
could have taken, body and soul by snapping his
fingers.

Had he taken the proffered gifts? Many? Any
woman at all?

1 Must Know

The questions insistently rang in my soul and turmed
the honey of my happiness to gall. I could not stand
it. I would not bear the suspense. I must know.

But they were my questions, my demands, if yoo
like, that caused the first rift between my love and me.
It grew and grew, as is ever true, until there was s
flesure beyond mending,

Ah, the hours 1 have spent leaning agninst the doors
of hit inner eanctum, my heart palpitating pitifully,
s0 loud it seemed its very beating hid what sounds I
thought I might catch of what was going on Inside!
The bitterness of those hours!

Open Charlatanry

I repeat that this state of affalrs did not come about
all at once. For a long time 1 lived joyously, lulled in
peaceful seeurity and happiness,

It was during that time we carried on our busines
which grew into an open charlatanry. As I look back
on it now, I do not know whether to laugh at or fedl
sorry for the dupes that could be so foolishly gullible
as to be taken in by many of the childish things we
offered them.

Life would have been most amusing and entertaining,
i a bit unethical, had it not been for that fly in my

4
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The Women!

The women! Oh, the women|

Naturally it had to be one woman who could bring
about a final climax. She was a woman who, in my
opinion, was not & bit “nice” either.

How could she be when her mind was filled with

murder and sudden death? They seemed to be an
obsession with her. She didn't like this one. Off
with her head! That one interfered with her plans.
Shoot him at sunrise!

Such a young girl, too, and languorously beautiful,
with sloe eyes that looked out at the world =0 in-
nocently one would not have believed her eapable of
hurting a fly. Maybe she didn't want to hurt a fly.
But she did want De Lysle to get pretty busy and wipe
off the face of the earth a

be eut up into little pieces and thrown bit by bit to the
piggies?

It got to be too serious with me for humor, though.
There came a day when 1 was not invited into the
consultation room. Her interview, she said rather
[reezingly, was to be a personal one. She would see
the professor alone.

My fury did me no good. Nor did it accomplish
anything when, later, 1 tried to have it out with De
Lysle. He would tell me nothing of what had gone
on; would give me no satisfaction.

Did He Give to Her?

I openly charged him with being fascinated by the
potential Borgin. He did not affirm. Neither did he
deny. He just looked at me and smiled—slowly.

With a stricken heart 1

few people she thought clut- |
tered up its surface.

Her Murderous Thoughts

I knew much of her case,
for, unlike other conferences,
I was often present at those
with her, It made me shud-
der to hear her calmly dis-
cuss her Iatest ideas for
extermination.

Her particular befe notres
were the wife of a man with
whom she was in love and
her own fiance. 1 don't

Marhevka.

mine alone.

NEVER have, as I have

told you,played second.
I had no intention of tak-
ing a back seat now, of
effacing myself as did Alta
I would not
see any woman revel in
affections I considered

recalled that smile as it had
been bestowed on me the
day I first beeame his.

Was bhe giving it to an-
other?

Did she feel his nearness,
breathe the delightful mas-
culing perfume of him, know
all those delirious thrills?

Were his arma  placed
about her as they had been
about me so of ten—so often!
—anidl did his warm lips
cling to hers with their ripe
red voluptuougness?

Iknow why she had become |

engaged at all, unless it was
for the beautiful diamond that had been gizen ber,
She did not keep that long. It went to De Lysle.
Along with a good many of her stocks and bonds, too,
that she gnve him in the course of her murder dis-
Cussions.
A Warped Soul

I' De Lysle never had any more idea of taking her
geriously about the matters of which she came to him
than I did myself. But De Lysle was never one to put
his hands behind his back when one came proflering

ld.

Ru] don't think he even liked the girl—at first, He
was interested in the peculiarly warped soul she dis-
plaved. He rather enjoyed dissecting her mental
processes. As did 1.

I can't eny exnctly how it happened. I don't know
how it did. My first realization that things were
different came when my keen eyes discovered the fact
that she was looking nt my lover too long and too
often. All her pussionately confessed interest in her
married inamorata seemed to be on the wane.

Wants Personal Interview
I eouldn’t help wondering just what she had in mind
for me behind those long, sleepy eyes of hers. Was
she considering boiling me in oil, or was I merely to

My Love Dics

It was all unbearable. Day after day I had to

undergo the agony. Day alter day they were closcted
alone. Human nature could bear no more. There
must be a show-down.
: To have one with De Lyzle was more easily decided
upon than accomplished. He would not quarrel. I
could not work up one bit of rage in him. Which
to my mind was more proof positive that love was
tottering than anything else he could have done.

I felt my own love was dead. 1 know I felt outraged.

Ah, if T had only known how foolish I was! If I
had only known, as I did long after, when it was too
late for love's resurrection, how he had longed to take
me in his arms when 1 was in one of my tantrums and
whisper to me that I was and always would be the
only real woman in his life!

I Decide

But he felt T was acting like a petulant child. He
thought I should be disciplined, He knew he could
infurints me more by refusing to tell me what I {}ﬂ-
manded to know of that woman's business with him
alone than he eould in any other way.

Not one remotest idea had he that I would take the
matter seriously, He could not guess I would take n
step we both would regret the longest day we lived.

I had decided. I knew what I would do. He would
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not tell mo of his exact relations with his Borgin?
He would not tell me what went on between them?
Viry welll
The Letter from Kansas City

White with anger, I delved into a pile of letters and
found one that had come for me one day. It was n
letter over which we had laughed. When he had read
it he had been g0 boyishly pleased by what he con-
sidered the honor done me and his coaching,

It was a letter from @ clairvoyant in Kansas City, a
man whose fame was high among the brotherhood,
but of whose real activities we knew nothing. The
“neychic” had heard, he wrote, of my cleverness and
my ability as an assistant. He was in need of just
such n onens I. If there should come a time when
I wanted to make a change he would be glad to have
me with him. He could pssure me that . . .

L

BT

DA
. 1 e N F
Ht i’

.‘
T il e

T ST TR e e L
T i B e
- -
- = m
— L

A LOVE CULYT

He ended up with n financial offer for my servicos
that geemed to me fabulous. 1t was, for one who haj
never earned a eent.on her own acecount ip her life,

To Kansas City

We had laughed over the letter because, well—it
had seemed so ridiculoua n thought, so impossible that
De Lysle and I could ever be apart. Now . . .

That letter gave me a fleree feeling of independence,
I could snap my fingers at my lover and at her who, if
not alrendy his mistress, most certainly wanted (o be.

I did not wait even for o final talk with the man who
had been one of the real loves of my life. With no
word to him, I left his house. Before he had any idea
I was gone, I was on a train, being whirled Kansas
City-ward, away from the man 1 loved and hending
blindly into what I could never have guessed.

Far hin victims were women. They were
innocent, if foelith, women. They wers ell
Innocent and gullible,
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HAT 1 was spared ns much ns I was I know to  whether his offer to me still held good or not. I was
be due to those forces which have watched over not in a mood to care, I felt that I ecould fend for

this heedless, passionate me through all my life. myself somehow if I did not go to work for Ugolino,
For I was headed straight {or the den of as despicable a

criminal as the country has ever known—toward He Was Walting
“Ugolino, the Great,” that Adolphe Matthieu Herge- I simply sent him a telegram that [ was coming. He
\
..--'—‘-"‘-'--..,- - 2 =
| ; ‘F i '.;:\1. ‘f .,'l \\ Ty "‘\. ' :
l\ k 151‘%!-."'_'-, / i] .F-‘J"— — ‘t " 'irl i 1
¢ L't i ‘l"‘i

Such wax the infamons \RINE YRR
“*Bed of Roses™ on which
a hundred women aeill-
ingly lay their naked
bodies with thorns stab- ||
bing their tender floah,

L]
y

mann, the expose of whose activities as a “mystic” wnas waiting {or me. Ah, if only 1 h_ﬂd heeded that
shocked a nation, a man who left in his wake a trail small voice that once more in my life :ﬂmmed me,
of despair and heart-break. “Go back! Go back!" when first I saw him.

When I started for Kansas City 1 did not know Not that he was repulsive. Far from it. He would
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not have been the suceessful criminal he was, would
nover have been able to gain his ascendency over
duped women had he not been Im:}dmme.

But his was a diabolical attractiveness, He was s0
different from my Alain, From the start he repelied
me.  With good reason, as I shall tell you.

Blackmall and Thievery

It has ever been to my infinite regret that I did not
walk out of that luxurious home of his and to which he
took me on my arrival, one minute after I entered it.
No wonder 1 eould not slecp. The warnings were
pleading with me—warnings that I, still infuriated with
Do Lysle, seeretly longing for him—would not heed,

1 hadl been assistant to Ugolino but a ehort time when
his true ealling was revealed A
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A Taste of Paradise

Having listened, learned, too (as they supposed), all
that they could learn from verbal instruction, the next
step, of course, was aclual experience, What the
mystics had known and experienced, they, (0o, must
know and experience.

Ugolino could help them to such knowledge. He
told them so. They believed him.

It was possible, he sid, for true initintes (o have
in this prosaic day nnd generation as astounding ex-
periences as those ever vouchsafed the mystics of the
East from whence his own lore and power had come.
He was the chosen apostle of all that was deep and
mysterious, they were assured. Through his powers
he could arrange it so they could float off into infinite

space, recalling past inearna.

tions, visioning the future,

to me. All his “medium- [
ship,” his “seances,” his
mind reading and the rest
of his flummery were only
masks for n eriminality of
the most horrifying type.
Blackmail, thievery and
peduction were  his  real
business.
The Horrible “Bed |
of Roses™

And here was I hired to
pssist him! I had to get out |
of it. I must. I hope it
pots without saying that I
did, -and that right hur-

HOW eager some were!
And how I shuddered
as 1 saw each victim pre-
pare herself. I knew what
was in store, but did not
then dare, for fear of what
consequences there might
be to myself, to exposc
the man for whom I was
acquiring a horror.

gnining a taste of Parndise
itself.

The Fateful Bed

In his own high-sounding
phrases, he was prepared to
ald his students to “attune
themselves to the infinite.”

All that was necessary
wis to submit to his will
All each knowledge-seeker
need do was to admit will-
ingness to sleep upon his
“Bed of Roses."

How eager some werel
And how I shuddered as 1

riedly, Not, however, before

=——1 =smw each wictim prepare

I saw with my own eyes and
heard with my own ears things that are almost past
belief,

There was, for one thing, his Infamous “Bed of
Roses,” many of the details and deseriptions of which
were made public when he was finally errested, tried,
convicled and given a most richly deserved life sentence.

I tell these things to accent my waming to women,
in particular, of what frightful rlsks they run by
becoming lients of a clairvoyant of whom they know
nothing and who is, more likely than not, especlally
if he s of the advertising order, & eriminal of the most
nppalling sort.

All Yearn for Something

Ugolino was a suave talker. That was the principal
power he had over women.

Women are ever yenrning, longing; most of them
longing for what they do not know. The clever
charlatan knows this and this knowledge is his “meat.”

I admit that his discourses on Hindu lore and the
mysticism of the East did have an allure. 1t was not
hard to sce how many women, nervous and neurotle,
bored society women, disappointed women with no

object In life and with too muech money, had come to
sit at his feet and leam.

herself. 1 knew what was
in store, but did not then dare, for fear of what con-
sequences there might be to myzelf, to expose the man
for whom 1 was acquiring a horror.

Lie Naked

1 saw him prepare his “Bed of Roses." Many
times, So, for the matter of that, did the women
who were to submit their naked bodies to jt—reckoe
on it, and never agnin be the same,

But they knew nothing of what was behind the
scenes, a8 1 did. They knew not what really awaited
them.

It took bushels of roses, literally bushels, stems,
lcaves, thans and all, for the preparation of the bed
on which a woman was to lie and believe that her scul
left its body and floated off into the cerulean. The
flowers were piled almost a foot deep an a black hard-
wood couch, n plain, stark bed without upholstery.
As though for aesthetic reasons, however, there was
n dainty, filmy drapery thrown over its monastic
hardness, and around it were drawn curtains of thick
heavy velvet of midnight blackness,

Diabolical Joy

I, who knew the mysteries of that couch, knew ther®
wns deep purpose in having that filmy drapery. 1
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knew there was cunning in the idea of the fringe-
weighted black velvet canopy that eould shut out light
and air. 1 had seen that couch in all ita diabolieal
nakedneas,

Sometimes I have seen dainty women shiver as they
gaw the thoms protruding through the green leaves
and heavy-odored roses, but their shudders turned to
sighs of ecstatic joy as the clairvoyant spoke soothingly
to them.

“There will be pain,” he said, "“yes—a little, of course.
For when has one been able to acquire joy without
first n little pain? Above all, there must be some
pain if there is to follow the holy and disembodied joy
that will be yours. You think these few thorns will
hurt. Behold! Observe this!"

The Pain Will Pass

Dramatically he would produce a photogruph of a
Hindu mystic, an expression of unutterable joy on his
bearded face, lying on a couch of iron splkes,

“They,” he would urge, “they are those truly holy
oncs who have attained to the highest astral plane.
For days on end they lie, not on a bed of roses with a
few puny thorns, but on their iron spikes, neither
knowing them to exist or feeling them.

“Be not afraid. The pain soon will pass, The
joy to come will be unutterable."

Deadly Drugs

With the astral marriage bed all ready, the vietim
cager, it was the custom of Ugolino to drink with her a
glass of wine, a toast to a happy journey into the
beyond. But in the glass of the woman who had, only
too willingly, paid him from hundreds to a thousand
dollars or more for her experience, he always managed
to slip a few drops of a dangerous, vision-making,
habit-forming drug that would not put her entirely
to sleep but which would aid in his further plan to
make his word good. With that drug like hasheesh
doing its drowsy deadly work, it was not likely she
would for long feel pain from the thoms plercing her
nude body as she lay on the bed of roses.

That, in itsell, was criminal enough. 'What will you
think of what is to follow?

Secret of the “*Bed”

I told you 1 knew the secret of that couch. It was
this: So cunningly as to defy detection save of the
most minute, even if the couch had not been covered,
hundreds of tiny holes had been bored into it. Beneath
them spruys were attached to a rubber tubing which
went through a holo in the floor to the room beneath
whare it, in turn, wans attached to a bellows.

Can you imagine my horror when 1 learned whabt
really was in those stomizers? For the first of my
stay in the housa I had thought, of course, that they
held only the frankincense, musk and other heavy
Oriental odors which permeated the room. | was
quite familiar with such aromas. They are part and
parcel of every such “elairvoyant’s” outfit.

Dreams!

But no! Nothing #0 innocuous. Ugolino had
promised his clients “dreams.” Ho had arranged
that there would be no doubt of their having them.

For, besides the perfumes, there was a mixture of
ether and chloroform in those sprays which, while it
would not stupely the duped and doped woman lying
on the couch, would put her in that dangerous patho-
logical condition brought on by drugs—a condition
which is neither sleeping nor waking, but when dreams
do come. Fantastic dreams, Of course, it goes with-
out saying that as she floated off into those dreams
she no longer felt the thorns,

When she would come out of her stupor, she would
be mare sure than ever that Ugalino was the grentest
man in the material world, a god, a superman who
could make dreams come true,

Had a Sex Basis

He was certainly the greatest in one way—the great-
est villain unhung.

Such was the infamous “Bed of Roses)” Such
wus Lhe couch on which o hundred women willingly
lny their naked bodies with thorns stabbing their
tender flesh while they thought they drifted off into
the unknown. But they had only had wild dreams
while under the influence of a combination of hasheesh,
chloroform and ether, diabolically disguised with
Oriental ecent! And also under the influence of a
pain ecstasy that Ugolino knew had a sex basis!

Before I escaped from the horror of being assistant
to such a man, I learned of still other of his eriminal
activities, These were finally the cause of his un-
masking, and subsequent jail sentence for life,

Gullible Women

He was a blackmailer, Of the worst possible
description.

For his victims were women, They were Innocent,
if foolish, women. They were all innocent and gullible
nnd nbsolutely of the opinion that the man had occult
powers. And they wistfully wanted to know from
him the secrets of life that have puzzled poor groping
humanity since first it was able to think and want
to know.

It wos a mean little trick he had. Low.

It was so easy for him to make a woman in the state
of mind of those who became his clients fall in Jove
with him, Or imagine she had fallen in love with
him, for the time being, at any rate.

Had Hypnotie Powers

He had hypnotie powers. Of that I am sure, He
never tried any of his Svengall tricks on me, but 1
have often wondered if that were not because he
Jmew I knew too much of him and his kind.

Yet—I can't forget the way he looked at me the
first night of my arrival in Kansas City. I recall
that premonition of mine; that wamning. 1 was on
my guard. I knew I had to be. Thero was that in
his eyes that told me that,
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It was his hypnaotic
power he used in his
blackmailing trick.
Though it was no trick
at all for him to put
across the first part of it.

/]

The Badger Act |
He would maneuvre q0!
it so that the women he 5 i
had picked out as vic-
tims would, in a half
hypnotized, half hysteri-
cal state, aflter a long
“oonference’” with him,
throw their arms about
his neck in a way that
suggested complete
abandonment, That was
the cue for an assistant
in the next room to get
busy and take as many
snapshots of the amorous
sceme s possible.  The
lens of the eamern wos
fitted into a hole in the
wall, and, with all the
modern  equipment of
the photographic trade,
no flashlight was neces- .
EATY. { f
When 1 was nsked tos=-
be the *‘assistant” at
this rite, was when I re-
belled. It wasthe begin-
ning of the end for me.
I knew what Ugolino
wanted with those
photographs. He was
blackmalling no less than
a dozen women at one time, and they fenred
him as they would the Dark Angel himsell.

Pay-Pay-Pay!

I hate to think of the disllluslonment of
some of these women when those photographs were
first shown them., Thero were tears, wails, pleadings,

Usually there were wild efforts to grab the tell-tale
reproductions of folly and destroy them In rage.
Ugolino only smiled at that, He would Insinuatingly
suggest that the plates remained and that his safe was
strong. There was nothing to do but pay—and pay,
and pay.

Goes Too Far

He went too far onee, though, when he had foreed
oneé woman fo glve up all she had, When all her

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

That wonld never da,
I knew my lnle ooy
could lhl.'llh no ldes of the
danger a man
Crowley. Bxi | hnew, "
[See page 51)

money was gone, her last jewel, and even the moderately
high priced replicas with which she had replaced them
were rapldly disappearing, she rebelled,

Things could not be worse than they were, ehe argued:
She had reached the point of despalr anyway, Shepo
longer cared what happened.

She told her husband, The arrest and consequent
downfall of Ugelino Adolphe Matthlen Hergemand
followed.
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WAS not there to see it, though. 1 had flitted. 1
was getting along quite nicely, thank you, trying
my own fine Italian hand at “mediumship"” and
with quite good results. I had readily learned the
tricks of the trade, and for a while practiced them all,
from "‘materializations” with the ald of French bridal-
veiling and luminous paint, juggling tambourines and
talking in the dark through trumpets with garden hose
attached, mysell blindfolded and tied (simple enough

tricks when known, and explained too often for me to
20 into details here), to fortune telling by crystal guzing
and public "mind-reading.” That was the easiest trick
of all, since all I had to do was conceal a small micro-
telephone in my ear under my halr and listen to what
my confederates had to ray.

Though a remunerative business, it was one of which
I soon sickened. It had no appeal, with me doing it
alone, either. There was no fun in me fooling the public
all by myself as there had been when De Lysle and |
wire together,

All Over
I had had a good many appealing letters begging me
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to come back to him. Once or twice I thought I might.
On second and better consideration I realized the
futility.

Our romance, while it lasted, had been perfect, It
had been truly ideal. But it was over., The bloom was
off the peach. It could never be the same.

No one knows better than [ how deadly ean be that
pitiful attempt to revive romance, once it is dead.

Nothing makes Fate grin more broadly and iron-

ically than to have
two who have once
cared try to revive
the thrills of n yes-
teryear.

(1= No, I would not

0 go back. 1 had had
my romance, [ had
my memories, [ would
keep them. Tender
memorics  were  in-
finitely prefernble to
trying again to
breathe life into the
little Eroa when he
lny dead in a winding
sheet.

My Sister's
Love Cult

There was in the
back of my mind the
anticipation of that
time when I should
wander the world and
investigate those cults
of which I had first
come to know in
Riverside Drive. The
more 1 heard of them
the more my enger-
ness increased. The
time was ripe for
my investigations,

I had thought this
Wils miy own decision,
ik I had not taken into

bt account that Fate
might have decided to take a hand in this, too.
But already she had set the stage for the first
new knowledge of cults that was to come my scarch-
ing way.

Things I am going to tell you now are among the most
astounding of this narrative, If they do not concern me
quite ns personally as some that have preceded, 1 think
you will agree I have been closely enough concerned to
speak authoritatively,

Aleister Crowley

It was in no roundabout way Fate led me to the in-
side story of those drug orgies, the worship of Satan s
a deity, and the terrible pagan rites with which
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the brilliant English poet and explorer, Alvister
Crowley, stirred the world as no one else in his time.
Knowledge of him and his cult dropped like a plum-
met into my lap.

I am going to tell you the true story of that intf*r-
nationally infamous charncter who once, on a mountain-
elimbing expedition, elaimed to have had a vision, and,
like n sitanic Moses, eame down from his mountain Lo
lead his followers, not aright, but astray.

The “Anti-Christ"

Proclaiming himself an “*Anti-Christ,"” naming him-
sell “The Beast of the Apocalypse,” he sallied forth to
become the head of the most notorious cult of his age,
the infamous 0. T. 0. Though every cffart has been
made to suppress it, it flourishes even now—in secret—
in many parts of our country and in Europe.

His teachings may have been discredited through the
notariety that followed his exposure, and by the shock
when there followed in his wake the tmil of death and
despair that ever does, but not entirely. His teachings
have not been buried. .

Weird Tales

Even now, ever g0 often, there come welrd tales from
this, that, or the other part of the country of startling
occurrences and appalling consequentes directly trace-
able to Aleister Crowley. 1 am going to tell you many
things of him and his love cult activities that have not,
before, been brought to light.

You ask how this may be?

How is it that I, who have been so busy with my own
life and loves, can know so much about that satanic
Englishman who is beyong doubt one of the cutstanding
figures in all the secret cults of the world? And one of
the most devastating?

- My Own Sister

This is the renson: The woman who became known
all over the world as his favorite high pricstess, his
“Searlet Maiden of the Apocalypse,” the 'Dead Soul”
he revived, was none other than my own sister.

Why should I not know of all his devilish S8atanism
and practice of black magic? :

Often 1 have bitterly blamed myselfl for the relations
between my sister and the man she followed to perdi-
tion. It was I who made it possible for her to meet him.

But I am not Fate. That meeting was destined, and
I was but a tool.

Their Son

I know that what I did was not delibernte, and that
I have since done what I could to atone, at least by
helping to bring their son, precocious little Hunsie, to
normaley and right living. He would never have been
normal had he continued to live with her and his father,
Aleister Crowley, that faithful follower of the Devil, and
woarshiper of evil,

My discarded lover, the clairvoyant, had written me
in New York that I must not fall to see Crowley. A
most interesting eharaeter, he averred. He was sure 1

would find amusement in delving into such queer mental

kinks as Crowley posecssed.

Crowley's Functions

He enclosed introductions that would make it sasy
for me to attend one of Crowley’s functions in his
studio in Greenwich Village. Invitations for such
affairs were engerly sought when Crowley was at the
height of his fame in this country.

Not caring to go alone, 1 suggested, more as a joke
than anything else, that my sister, Len, should go with
me. It never ocourred to me she would.

Not Like Me

She was not like me, A mouse-like little creaturs,
pure and sweet, caring nothing even for the usual femi-
nine foibles of personal adormment, her only interest
was in her work as a school teacher in the Bronx. [
knew she had never attended a party resembling even
the mildest of Greenwich Village affairs.

To my surprise, she consented to go. Destiny was not

to be denied,
' It is one of Life's queer quirks that it is the man of
lurid reputation, the roue, the gambler, the man of
sinister character, who holds the most fascinating appeal
for romantie young girls, The more Innocent the girl,
the more naive, insouciant, the greater her danger.

Sex Slave Complex

It is the agecld slave complex which makes Itz ap-
pearance ot the first awakening of sex. To be s0 “dif-
ferent” the man must, the girl argues, possess superior
qualities; mastery., The slave complex bids her bow to
one who is stronger.

I am going to tell you, you young girls yearning for
such hectic romance, what happened to my own sweet,
pure little sister, I have the hope it may serve as a
“stop, look, and listen" sigm if you should meet some
sunve devil in human form like Aleister Crowley.

We had not been long in his studio before 1 was con-
ecious of that shivery feeling one uncomfortably gets
when being stared at, I glanced curiously about. Then
1 saw who was responsible.

Lea Attracts Him

it was Crowley. He stood in the center of the reom,
arms folded, his thick brows drawn together as he
stared. It was not on me his gaze was bent, however.
It was on my sister.

It was vastly uncomfortable; annoying. I hoped she
would not notice it. I feared it would frighten her, shy
as I knew her to be. Undoubtedly, I thought, she must
have attracted Crowley because she 18 so different.

And surely she was as different as the dawn from
midnight from those who thronged the heavily per-
fumed studio. In her quiet little gown, she was like
some timid little crocus trying to foree its head up be
tween serried ranks of flaunting tiger lilies.

She Returns His Stare
Uncertainly, as though n bit reluctantly answering @
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strange summons, I saw her glance up. I saw her gaze
wander about, wavering, searching. At Iast it came to
rest on the man whose basilisk stare had never wavered.,
I started to put out my hand in a little reassuring
ure. She did not notice it. For all she knew of
me then I might have been a million miles awny. All
ehe saw, knew, in the world

Beauty and the “Beast"

It was but a minute after she had refused to go that
Crowley left his famous guests and came over to us. [
tried to tell myself it was nothing more than the frank
curiosity of opposites that made those two forget all else
to continue thelr stares—Lsa, the quict little nung

Crowley, “The Beast of the

right then, were those com-
manding eves of "“The Beast |

of the Apocalypse.”
For minutes their gaze

held steadily, my shy little
sister, to my astonish-
ment, giving him back level
stare for stare. It wnas |
outrageous. It was un-

canny.
She Is Dazed
The man shifted his

ful to her.

SHE had never known the
world. Evenl advocate
of following
wherever they might lead,
had always been careful to
shield Lea. I felt that much
that would not be wrong for
me would be terribly harm-

Apocalypse,” whose very
countenance showed the
beast he was at heart. 1
could not shake off the un-
canny fecling that gripped
me.

He offered us wine, and
Oriental cakes he brought
himszelf. I barely sipped
my wine, but my sister. ..

impulses

She Remalns

= I was amazed when she

— —

position. My sister’s eyes
dropped. 1 saw her shrink back into her seat with a
little quiver of her whole body. I heard her sigh of half
bewilderment, half ecstasy.,

I spoke to her, She did not hear me. Her eyes were
filmed, dazed, and her face, always spiritually pale, was
like a mask of wax ar marble as her eyes shifted, follow-
ing, following every move of the man who secmed to
have bewitched her.

That would never do. 1 knew my little sister could
have no iden of the danger in a man like Crowley. But

I knew,

Was Always Shielded

She had never known the world., She had been shel-
tered, content, in her own small circumseribed orbit.
Even 1, advocate of following impulses wherever they
might lead, had always been careful to shicld Lea. 1
felt that much that would not be wrong for me would
be terribly harmful to her,

I was uneasy; I wanted to get away. The place sud-
denly seemed to be filled with unspoken horrors.

She turned on me like a tigress when I suggested
going. Her mouth was set in the stubborn lines 1 knew
as her chief charncteristic,

I Shall Not Go!l

“I ghall not go!" she declared, *'I will not move one
etep until 1 have talked to Aleister Crowley.”

I tried to argue with her. I had no idea we should
have an opportunity for conversation with the man who
was 50 eagerly surrounded by an admiring crowd. They
were interested in him, not alone for his peculiaritics,
but also for his culture and learning. There was noth-
ing he could not talk about with any of them. He was
as much at home discussing Whistler's “Etchings" ns
he was in a debate about the poems of Araby.

Lea was firm, though. She had always been very
conventional. Now it seemed, she was just as deter-
mined to break through conventions. It was ns if she
was answering some mentally telegraphed command.

drank glass after glass of
blood red wine with Crowley. Again I said we must

g0, She shook her head most decidedly and told me she
would not go. Not then. She told me to go on home.
She would come later. She did not want so soon to
leave her first studio party. She was petulant.

She taunted me, tried to anger me, told me she was
old enough to take care of herself. At last some of the
things she insinuated did infuriate me go that I decided
to go without her. If she got a good fright it would be
good enough for her.

I could not imagine that anything could happen to
her in that crowd, unconventional though it was. |
thought when Crowley added his urging to let her stay
a while longer if she wished that it was a mere gesture
of hospitality. :

I Cannot Sleep

I left, none too pleased with my Quaker-like
sister. She had embarassed me with her school
girl conduct.

Had I had one faintest conception of what was to be,
what would have been my thoughts as I went home-
ward? And left that girl child, 2o ¢lose to my heart, in
a studio filled with chattering people and— with
Aleister Crowley!

I slept fitfully. I would not have slept at all had I
not been lulled into a false security. [ was sure that,
shortly after midnight, I heard her close the hall door.
I thought Lea was safe at home, Though my anger had
cooled when it had had time to switch to anxiety, 1 was
still too annoyed with her to leave my bed to see if she
was all right., She was at home, that was enough.

Lea Doesn't Return

I lay awake with whirling thoughts. It was possible,
1 had to admit, though 1 did not relish the thought,
that this innocent sister of mine would some day have a
lover. Even as I. But I refused, most emphatically

refused, to consider any devilworshiper as an aspirant
to that honor.
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You may imagine my horror when, on arising, I found
that Lea had not come home! Her cloister-like little
room, with all its prim fittings, and her little white bed
had not been occupied.

I wns hurriedly flinging on my clothes when the
telephone rang. It was, as I had suspected, a call from
Crowley. Yes, my sister had spent the niuh‘l in the

studio with some other women friends of his. Certainly
ehe was all right.  Did I want to speak to her?

To His Studio

“1'1 be right down!" I shouted at him and hung up.

What an insane thing for her to do. Of course,
though, it was all right. I wouldn’t have given
the matter another thought in any one ¢lse but Lea.
1 was still more annoyed than alarmed when 1 arrived
at the studio.

In spite of the warmth of the moming, of the ex-
otically scented heat waves that flowed out to meet me
when the black servaunt opened the door of the dimly
lit studio, I shivered.

Was that premonition touching me with its clammy
fingera? Had anything happened to Lea? I caught my
breath sharply.

What Could Happen?

Nonsense! What could happen? Here in the middle
of New York with a dozen policemen to heed a lifted
voice, 1 would not let such fear thoughts possess me,

And yet—

I glanced around me. It was all as it had been the
night before. It was little different in the moming light,
what if it could find its way through the heavy, weirdly
colored drpenies hung before the long windows of the
high-ceiled room.

On the walls were “The Beast's"” own eerie paintings.
There were the wide couches, piled high with great,
soft pillows, the Oriental hangings and the swinging
braziers walting their incense,

My Baby Sister

I dropped onto a couch to wait. I was inexplicably
uneasy, 1 wanted to occupy myself and reached
for a gold-tipped cigarette on an elaborately earved
tabourette.

Will, I hoped the little idiot had seen enough to satis(y
her. My little school-mar'm sister! Fancy her “act-
ing up"’ at her first studio party.

With a sort of grudging pride, annoyed with her as
],‘““.' I recallid her as she had =at there in her modest
little gOWN—no jewels, no bare, shining, white voluptu-
ous limbs like other women of the party, 1 pictured
her pale aloofmess as she had seemed utterly unable to
keep her eyes off Crowley.

Keeps Me Walting

I emiled a little wryly as I recalled his “strutting'’ his
best sinister glare for her benefit. He had succesded in
dazzling her all right. 1 anxiously hoped not too greatly,
butrl would certainly see she had no other opportunity,

I puffed at my cigarette and waited impatiently.

What could be keeping her? I began to be peevish
again. What did she take me for? A "Patience-on-a-
monument” chaperon?

I sat up as the heavy dmpery at the rear of the
studio was drawn back and there glided in the reed-like,
half-eomnolent figure of a woman. She was nude, smve
for the blood-red robe of silk she held lightly about hee
with one hand.

The Scarlet Maiden

In the half-light of the incense-filled studio I did not
recognize her at first, Not until, with noiseless, bare-
foot steps, she crossed the room and stood in front of
me. 1 glanced up inquiringly.

A queer, half-mocking smile from eves which but a
few hours before seemed dead to all emotion, greeted
me. No words.

I rose, tottering, hands groping toward the blood-
red apparition.

“Leal” I choked, *“You! What—what—"'

She nodded, and there crossed her face the most
beatific smile I ever hope to see.

““Not Lea," she corrected softly, in the monotone of
one repeating a well-learned lesson. “The ‘Scarlet
Mniden of the Apocalypse'—the ‘Dead Soul'—dead na
longer, for he, the Muster, has breathed into it Lifel”

Are You Mad?

I fell back on the couch, too shocked to speak. Twice
I tried, before:

“Leal” I moaned faintly. "In Heaven's name what
does this mean? Answer me! Have you gone mad?!™

Her smile was inscrutable; far away. Her words, too,
seemed to come from a distance.

“Mad?”’ she repeated. *““Were you? Did you call
yoursellf mad when you lay in the arms of the first
man to whom you gave yourselfl? Or did vou not
think Heaven had showered on you an ecstasy be
yond belief?"

She Knows My Love Life

Choked with emotion, I could not utter a word, She
went on:

“You ghould know. Why did you never tell me what
it meant? Who knows but that you and I were born {0
b Lo L;n:i Pr wulismes of a high cult of love—the chosen
companions of chosen interpreters? Oh, don't pro-
test, Marinn! Have you thought your life a secret
from—me?* She threw out one bare arm in an
expressive gesture,

My head dropped. A pang shot through my heart.
I had, indeed, thought my love life secret, especially
from my sister who, to me, wns the embodiment
of all the conventional, homely virtues 1 privately
scarned; this quiet, repressed sister, satisfied for =0
long with being school teacher of the middleclass
children of the Bronx,

Her Virginal Body

I could have understood the metamorphosis in my-
sell. I was ever on the scarch for somethingnew. 1




A WARNING TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS 53

could have understood it happening to me, even
though Aleister Crowley, the infamous ‘“‘Beast,” re-
pelled me. 1 had come to know how close the shade
between repulsion and love,

But Lea!

My voice was a husky whisper,
gone—{ar?" I asked.

She pulled herselfl up proudly before me, like a quesn,
and threw aside the crimson robe that only partially
concenled the once virginal white body I had known.

She Is Branded

There, branded deeply on the snow-white of her
skin, was a great star inside a double circle. The anger
of the outraged white flesh flamed redly at me. My
sister swayed and spoke dreamily.

“]—I am his High Pricstess! 1 am his ‘Woman of
Babylon!" Not the scarlet woman of the putrid-
minded, but the scarlet

“"Has—has this

absorbed in a game of chess with n boon companion. At
his feet lay my sister, sound asleep, completely nude,
curled up in cushions like & drowsing kitten.

Poar little “goddeas!” Neither “The Beast” nor his
companion paid the slightest heed to her who had been
dubbed “Goddess" and "High Priestess.” but who
seemed, now, more like a pet animal or docile slave,

The Transformation

I had been the unwelcome witness of one of the
“miracles” Crowley boasted he could, with the help of
his Satan, perform. For that twenty-four-hour trans-
formation of my innocent little sister was the strangest
thing I have ever witnessed—a miracle, truly diabolie!

The most striking thing about that man was his be
lief in himself, that he was an actual devil-god. The bur-
den of his chant, that which he taught his followers was:
"Love is the law. Love under will."

I think in that neurotic

maiden of the Apocalypse,

mind of his he really he-

forever bound to him by this, | "I—I am his High Priest- lieved he was going to mise
to him, my Beast, my lover, ess! I am his “Woman humanity to & higher plane,
my Anti-Christ! Here— of Babylon” Not the scar- but he certainly went about
right here,” and her arm X : it in n most peculiar way.
dramatically described an || 1€t wWoman of the putrid-

arc toward the center of the minded, but the scarlet The Right of Wrong

studio floor on which 1
conld see o foint chalk-line
circle, “is where he made me
his own. Inside this circle
1 kmelt, adoring him. With
his own dagger, white-hot,
be branded me his chattel
forever! Ab, the exquisite
sgony! The joy!”

Had Taken Her Body

maiden of the Apocalypse,
forever bound to him by
this, to him, my Beast, my
lover, my Anti-Christ!

“With his own dagger,
white-hot, he branded me
his chattel forever. Ah, the
exquisite agony! The joy!”’

Onee, when I attended one
of his public lectures, 1 saw
how his teachings were re-
ccived by people of normal
minds. So wild were his
ideas, so warped, that the
hall which had been reaton-
ably well filled, was more
than lmlf empty before he
had concluded.

He believed that what-

It was true, too horribly
true. That devil-man had, in a night, taken her body.
Had be, too, taken her mind? She swnyed, about to
fall. 1 sprang toward her.

I was too late. The curtalns were flung violently
aside. The beast-eyed Crowley leaped across the studio.
It was into his outstretched arms she fell. He lnid her
on & couch and stood over her glaring his defiance at me.

I hate, even now, to glimpsein retrospect the scene
that followed. Never before, neveryednes, had orhave I
been s0 beside myself. 1 raged, I tore, I threatened, I
pleaded, T eajoled. All to no avail, They laughed at
my tears. In their love-crazed condition, all arguments
were 1seless,

To Ald My Sister

I realized nt length, ns my passion wore itsell out,
that, if I were really to aid my sister, to hring her back to
sanity, [ must try to remain on s good terms as possible
with Crowley. 1 did my best to get o grip on myself.
That was my idea throughout the luncheon I had with
them, and at which appeared another masculine de-
voleg of Crowley's Great God Pan.

When 1 left them, *“The Beast” was seated at a table,

ever anyone wanted to do
was right, regardless of whom he injured.

You may think there was scant difference between
this teaching of his which 1 eondemn und my own Idens
of following impulse, delying convention.

There was this great difference: Crowley believed
in the "right of wrong." To him the worshiping and
{following of Satan and evil were the highest to which
one could attain. His idea was: “All is evil. Evil is
right. Let evil prevail!™

All 1s Good

And 17 My belief is that “all is good, for all is God."
There is no right or wrong in the Universal Plan, but
there 15 free will to follow impulses and, what is more
important still, to confrol Lhem,

The difference between Crowley's freedom and
mine is the difference between following impulse
in the belief of its right, in mind and moties, de-
{ying convention because of honest belief, and the
following of evil for evil's sake, defying all for the
snke of defiance.

It would never oecur to me to say that anyone could
successfully defy the laws of Nature.  Aleister Crowley
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tried to., That was where he went wrong—especially
in his notorious drug orgies.

Not Harmful

Heo taught his students, in his strange "Hul:.'_.hhhc-;-*
of Theleme,” in Cefalu, Sicily, where he patablished a
most astounding colony after he left America, that, E!’
they trained their minds sufliciently, there was no possi-
ble indulgence in which they could not revel. Indul-
genee could do them no harm.  Drink and drugs that
would injure most people would be to them, after they
had learned sufficient control, harmless as water, e
admitted the danger of this to ordinary persons, but—
those who were disciples of Aleister Crowley, the “Anti-
Christ,” could not be ordinary, according to him.

They were not. They were extraordinarily extraor-
dinary, in many ways. Especially in the docile way
they gave up all their worldly goods to Crowley when
they entered his order; in the way they went on their
knees to him, vowing to obey him, to be his slave in
all things,

His Collegium Spiritum Sanctum

He had some queer ways of making his disciples
“master their souls.,” I don't think anything was mare
insane than that story related to me by the beautiful
American actress, Jaune Wolf, who became o member of
his colony in Sicily, his “Collegium Spiritum Sane-
tum,” or “College of the Holy Ghost,”” ns he blas-
phemously called it. It was there he declared he was
making & mce of supermen and superwomen from
“'weak mortals.”

When I listened to what Jane Wolf had to say, I
thought If there was ever a “'weak mortal” on carth, it
was she—to have obeyved Crowley's outlandish orders,
So thoroughly did he make her “contemplate her soul”
that she almost lost her life. He said she could not be
sufficiently disciplined until she had spent thirty days
and nights in the sunshine and rain on the top of o bare
rock on n mountain peak, elad in sack cloth, without
food or shelter. She did it, and almost died of exposure.

Not 1

I Crowley and his baleful eyes suceeeded in subduing
my sister, though, he found there was one in our family
who would do no knee bending. That was 1.

Once, after listening to him lecture, I told him:

“Your ideas are false. There isn't one single thing
to recommend them—or you. And yvou neadn’t eall
yoursell a High Beast, ¢ither. I'm not blind.”

He laughed. He pretended not to care what 1
thuug't!t, but he was too vain for that, too eager for
encominms.

“I'd like to have you for a priestess,” he said. “It
would be interesting to bend you to my will, as I would.
You'll come to me, yet. You'll be wonderful, after 1
get through with you."

Never!

Join kim? Never!
1 never have been broken by anyone. I never in-
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tend to be. The prospect of worshiping the Devil with
Crowley had no appeal for me.

Before 1 finished with him, it was he who was afmid
of me. I gloried in making him fear me. 1 am sure jt
was due to fear of me that he hastened his departure
from America and set up his Sicilian colony.

She Goes

In one thing he bested me. I was determined he
ghould not take my sister with him. He was determined
to take her, She went.

The family was all wrought up, ns might be expected,
but, wanting no publicity, and realizing Lea was of
age, we never called in the authorities, in spite of all
the crazy doings in that studio on Washington Square,

There was little I could do, after all. I did have the
pleasure once, though, of breaking one of his magie
sticks over “The Beast's” august back., I can see him
now. How he grabbed up the broken stick and shook
it at me, his beast eyes spitting fire.

I'll Get You

“T told you I'd get you,” he maged, “and 1
willl You'll come to me! You'll be my slave! 17|
b-r-r-e-¢-a-k youl”

He was wrong in that prophecy. I was never swayed
to the O.T, 0. I am no devil worshiper.

For the indignity of the stick he put a most violent
curse on me. I might add that it came uncomfiortably
near being caried out, too,

In spite of my indignation over the affair of my sister,
I attended one of Crowley's weird “religious” cere
moni¢s a short time after she went to him. Broken up
as I was over the whole thing, 1 was nevertheless curi-
ous to see how this sister of mine with the Madonna
face would conduct herselfl as a high priestess of Satan.

His Ceremonies

Crowley did not “invoke the devil” or “‘arouse the
Great God Pan'' at that ceremony. 1 saw him do that
later and of all the wild, frightful panderings to excite
ment I ever saw, that was about the limit. Blee Lights,
puffs of smoke, hoarse bleatings, as of goats, from human
throats—he had the whole works.

For, of all the people who have ever made whoopee
in Grecowich Village (and there have “sure been
some!") there has never been one who, for pure devilish,
erotic imagination run riot, could touch Aleister
Crowley with the proverbial ten-foot pole. :

As | entered the dim room the first thing that drew
my eves wns my sister’s face. It seemed purer, mone
spiritual than ever ns she sat on n high dais-like
throne in front of long black velvet curtains, Except
for the scarlet robe, druwn aside so that her life sign of
the star and ecircle of the O. T. O, could be seen,
she was nude.

Crowley, in a robe of black, wearing a strange head-
dress in which was one fiery eye, and carrying a tall
scepter, stood in front of the throne, In his hand be
held a silver cup filled with blood-red wine.

Men and women, as devotionally knecling as though
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in n cathedral, were ranged about in semi-circles. Their
¢ves were bent on Crowley in adoration.
There was a long, strange ritual which it must have
taken him, prolific poet as he was, much time to com-
. 'The burden ol it was the two outstanding tenets
of his faith.

Love Is the Law

Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law,"
was the all-important one.

And so0, throughout the ritual:

"Da what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law,"
chanted “Anti-Christ” Crowley.

For “Amen" his followers answered :

"Love is the law. Love under will."

To which: “Every man and woman is a star,” an-
nounced the leader firmly, and with a convietion that the
last word In nll that was desirable in life had been eaid.

The Chant

I knew my sister had a good memory, but I had never
thought of her as an elocutionist. She was far too
modest for that. It had always been I with the “yen”
for the stage.

But it was not without dramatic power that she
repeated a chant Crowley had written for her. It was
too long for me to remember off-hand, but she later
wrote It down for me.

I am Nult, lady of the starry heavens., Come forth, Oh
Children, under the stars and take your fill of love. I am
above you and In you. My ccstasy s yours My joy Is to
pee your Joy.

“Be ye goodly, therefore; dress ye all in fine apparel; eat
rch foods and drink sweet wices, and wines that foam. Also
take your fill and will of love, when, where, and with whom
ye will, but always unto me—that your every act may bo n
ritual, an act of worship, a sacrament.

*Live a8 the kings and princes, crowned and uncrowned,
of this world have lived, as masters always live, hut let not
this be sall-indulgence.

“Keop pure your highest ideal; strive ever toward It, without
allowing nught to stop you or turn you maide, even s a siar
sweeps upon Ita [nealeulable and infinite course of glory, and
all s love. The law of your being becomes light, life, love and
Hberty. |

*1s not this better than the death-
in-1lfe of the slaves of the slave-gods,
a3 they go oppreesed by the con-
selousness of sin, wearlly [seeking of
aimulating tedlous virtues?™

The Spectacle

There wns more of thelr ritual
flummery; much more. I shall
not here put it down. It did not
differ greatly from that of other
seeret socletion, Not that “'ser-
vice"” anyhow, for, as 1 told
you, Crowley forebore at the
time from setting off any of his
devil-invoking fireworks.

I was to have one shock 1
would never forget. Before the
ritual closed, with Crowley dip-

ping his pointed scepter into the goblet of wine (an old
magleal symbeal as anyone knows who has delved into
ancient cults), I was treated to nn astonishing spectacle.

Entones To Her Man-Devil

I saw my once nun-like sister, no longer with a hint
of the cloister, stand, her eyes alight with her newly
awakened love, her arma flung out to the man who had
taken her, her body swaying as in answer to a
hypnotic spell as she intoned to her man-devil:

“Sing the rapturous song unto mel

Wear to me jewcls!
youl

Burn to me perfumes!
Drink to me, for I love you! 1 love
I am the blue-lidded daughter of sunset; I am the
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naked brilliance of the voluptuous night sky. To me! To
mal"

You ask me a question?
Yes, there sas much to remind me of a house on
Riverside Drive. But Dr. Latson did not believe in

“devils.” His wns a worship of gods.

He Was Convinced

Alvister Crowley was convineed, nnd wns spendng
his life trying to convinee others, of the actual possi-
bility of invoking and producing in some physical form
demons, imps, the Pan he adored, or Satun himself!

“T am like a dead soul come to life,"” my sister had
told me that morning 1 knew she belonged, body and
soul. to “The Beast of the Apocalypse.” Fatalistically
she added: “Whether for good or evil, I do not know.
It does not matter.”

Because evil sometimes flourishes like the green bay
tree, it seemed at first that Lea was not to suffer in a
material way. The first we heard of her after she and
Crowley left America were extravagant tales of the
luxury in which they were living in Sicily.

Crowley's Colony

Crowlev's colony had attracted an odd and rather
interesting coterie, most of them with moncy they
gludly poured into the coffers of the "Anti-Christ,"” 1
will only speak of two others of the colony, besides the
American actress, Jane Wolf, whom I have already
mentioned.

It was the connection of these two, Raoul Laveday, a
brilliant young Oxford student, and his wife, Betty
May Loveday, a fumous beauty, which finally brought
ahout the downfull of the “abbey” and Crowley and
sent him with his “scarlet bride’ scurrying into the
Great Sahara Desert until the horror of the affair had
died down,

The Children

I want to tell first, though, of what I considered the
worst horror of the whole abbey affair, The children.
There were o number of them among the “supermen
and superwomen' who were learning contempt for
“weak mortals,” The children ranged in age from two
to twelve or s0. They, too, were all avidly absorbing
the bilge about *true wills’” and being “mastes of
their souls."

Chiel among these children was my sister's child,
Hunsie. He was only a little over two when the colony
was started, but, like a dueck to water, he took to the
theory of no restrictions whatever, of absolute freedam.

An instance will illustrate. Len told me this glee-
fully, with much pride in the wisdom of her “man.”

Gives Child Brandy

Hansie had been pestering to taste some brandy he
was watching his mother and father drink. Without
hiesitation, Crowley handed him the whole bottle.

- “Tuke all you want, youngster,” he said, and
tummed his back as if the matter were of no conse-
quence,

Hansie did, He took a long, full drink. He howled
with rage at the bumning of his mouth. Of course he
beeame terribly sick.

Again He Indulges

He got over it, though—poor little baby! Asxsoon pe
he was on his feet again, white-faced and wide-eyed,
Crowley brought the brandy bottle to him and told him
to take all he wanted at any time.

“If it's your true will, Hansle, to get drunk and sick
and burn your mouth, go to it! Don't let me stop you

So effective was the cure that Lea was sure Crowley
had solved the problem of ehild upbringing. She was
not able to see for ahead where he was concerned,

The Qutcome

It never occurred to her, I am sure, what terribls
harm she was doing her child by allowing him such un.
bridled license at Crowley's behest. So Hansie rmp
about naked, like a little savage, beeause it was “not
his will” to wear clothes,

He contracted the cigarette habit at the age of five
and was such a "fiend"” you never saw him without ons
in his mouth, He was growing weak, ill, stunted, in
epite of all his outdoor life and primitive ways.

Another of my sisters, visiting in Europe, went to s
if matters with the child were as bad as they had been
rumored. She found things even worse.

Beast Number Two

Crowley and Lea were away when she arrived at ths
“abbey.” Hansie was rnunning wild. She hadn't ex-
pected him to be very human, with such a father, but
she was not prepared to find what she did. She was
horror-=tricken at the way in which the poor youngster
behaved himself, following Crowley's precepts.

“You just leave me alone!" he shouted, brandishing
a stick at her. “Don't you know I am Beast Number
Two and can shatter you? I will, too! 1’1l hust you
wide open and throw you into the ocean. Don't you
dare touch me or try to get fresh with me! I'm getting
ready to be the Great Beast of the Apocalypse when
Uruﬁiler dies, and I'm going to split the world wide
open!"

My elder sister, his aunt, good, noble, thoroughly
cunventional and old-fashioned, was jolted. She could
do nothing whatever with the child.

She Kidnaps Him

But she could see the end ahead for him: how littls
life eould hold. She did the only decent thing, kid-
napped him and brought him to America. She had to.
she had already found out how useless would be an
appeal to Lea and Crowley, for when she telegraphed
them about Hansle's condition, they telégraphed back
for her to mind her own business,

Luckily for little Hansfe, she thought his welfare
wis her business.  Still more luckily for him, his father's
reputation was such he was unable to put up a fight
that would get the child back. There was nothing in the
line of threats he did not try, though.
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The Letter

Here is a letter I received from Crowley soon after
Hansie reached America amj we started undoing all the
terrible harm of his early life. Tt is a reply to one of
mine, trying to pour some oil on the troubled waters:
Hmh;t thou wilt ehall be the whole of the law.

Thsnk you for your frlendly letter. Fhilosophy and lltera-
tare are interesting, but thelr study must be suspended In the
presence of erlme,

L

Beware!

In some states of the Unlon—and those not the lenst worthy
of respect—ddoapping ls punishable with death. There Is no
capital puniskment In Italy; also your alster, M. Bliss, may

L omsider it the most fortunste day of ber life when she In

salely In jail in that country., Love ia the law, love under will,
‘Irﬁm'--
ALEISTER CROWLEY.

The Uproar

-Hormble! Gruesome!

Any wonder there was an uproar? An outery agninst
“The Beast” and all his practices?

Any wonder the “college” and sll it stood for was
driven out of existence? Or that priest and priest-
css must flee to the desert to hide in its burne
ing sands?

Little has come out publicly about Crowley’s 0. T. 0.
cult in this country. Though I recall an instance. It
happened in Detroit not o long ago. It so profoundly
shocked the Middle West that all the branches of his
cults Crowley had been at =0 much pains to found,
personally, were disbanded by the police.

The 0.7T. 0.

Taming a Wild Beast

The connection of Crows

1t waas like taming a little
wild beast to bring Hansie
to the normal Mfe that is the
dght of all children. The
~ oy of that struggle would

make s book In it=elf, How-
ever, by patient and un-
ecasing strugple, by appeals
to n latent manhood which

1’ was the connection

of these two, Raoul
LLoveday, a brilliant young
Oxford student, and his
wife, Betty May Loveday,
a famous beauty, which
finally brought about the
downfall of the “abbey”
and Crowley and sent him

ley and his cult became
known when a wealthy pubs
lisher was divoreed by his
wife who declared she could
not live with him since he
had become n member of
the O. T. O.

As his second wife he
married a red-halred girl of
fiery disposition, who was
being instructed by him, un-
der the naome of “Bruce of
the O.T. 0.” (her name was
Bertha Bruee) to become a

“b{mﬂﬂh !;-’ was ac- with his “scarltic béide"
compli ¢ is now a scurrying into the Great
ﬁﬂ?l’ ofwhom |l Sahara lgesert until the
T = few snonths Jater horror of the affair had
Crowley had enough troubles died down.

of his own to last a while.

priestess of the cult
The Gruesome Details

Racul Loveday, the Ox-
ford student, died at the “abbey.” As was afterward
proven, his death was, however, from natural causes.

Loveday's Wife

Nothing could make his heart-broken young wile
believe that. She raved. She raged. She accused
Crowley of everything under the sun. Crowley, with
his abominable teachings, had killed her husbandl She
knew it!

There was no stopping her. The worst of it for
Crowley was that she went off and gaid what she thought
~in printed words In a London daily. She accused
“The Benst"” of practicing the most ugly, abnormal rites,

Her husband had died, she solemnly vowed, because
the “Anti-Christ” of the *Holy Abbey of Theleme”
had compelled her husband and her to cut the throat
of & male black eat and drink its blood.

To *do what she wouldst"
wns to leave the magnificent home of her aging
husband in mighty short order after a few noisy
seances which brought much comment from the
neighbors,

The downfall of the rich devil-worshiper, as well as
that of the cult his money was keeping up, came
when all the details of what occurred during his third
marriage of twenty-nine days became known. '.I'h.e
bride told. She was Mazie Mitchell, a beautiful artist’s
model. From her a shocked public learned that the
principal thing she found to be the “will"” of the man
of wealth and neuroses she had married was to beat
her with a snake whip till she could not stand, and
then work his will on her tortured body.

He wanted me as his ‘mystic bride’,”” she haltingly
told. “I wasn't sure what that meant. I know now.

It means horrible forture.” .

Wﬂ
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OULDN'T you have thought that all I Jearned
‘: if from that Crowley crowd would have taught

me sensel

Wouldn't you have thought I had had just aboul
enough devil-worship and black magic to last me a
lifetime?

Could there be any greater depths of Infamy to
plumb?

Why, my appetite had only been whetted!

Who and what were these real devil-worshipers of
whom I was hearing so much, anyway?

1 wanted to know. More, I wns going to find out.
And my knowledge was not going to be second hand.

It was in Europe where I knew they flourished. The
time was propitious. 1 had Jearmmed that there were
fearful and wonderful things about them to be learned
in Germany. I went to Germany.

Was I able to reach to their inner sanetums?

Crowley Mild In Comparison

In Berlin I saw, I participated as High Priestess, in
Diabolist rites concocted by diabolical minds for the
gratification of abnormal fantasies which were terrify-
ing beyond belief. Beside them Crowley and his
0. T. 0., for all its devastation, was but a mild variation
in worship of His Satanic Majesty.

I am going to tell you what I saw and learned of
devil-worshipers in all its nakedness, I am not going
to cover up orslur, 1shall lay bare all the details of that
“Black Mass" I saw and in which I participated in
Germany.

Do not think I mean that the practice of worship-
Ing the devil is confined to Germany. Far from it

Devil-Worshipers

I have attended “Black Masses” in Ameriea soveral
times. One of them was in a fashionable home in lower
Fifth Avenue, under the shadow of Washington Square
Arch and beneath the reflection of the benign Christian
cross which nightly flames above the square. Anoller
was in an apartment in Central Park West. Still
another was an outdoor ceremonial, I was taken to it
in a motor boat from Bar Harbor where I was spending
n vacation.

We, who like to eall a spade a spade, plainly call Uic
followers of such eults “Devil-Worshipers” in this
country. In France they are “Les Diaboliques;” in
England, *'Satanists.”

In Germany

In Germany? Ah, T wish T were free to say. It fsan
expressive name they have, and eerie, far mora so than
any of the others. But, you see, some time I hope to
g0 back to Germany, Perhaps soma day I may want
mf:lrw more about their “Black Masses,”

nd 80 secret is the name by which the worshi 0
the Black Angel are known in that coun try, 50 nw{::;fm-f
that if I dared breathe it, even in a whisper, I should
never dare show my face there again. They take their
devil-worshiping seriously in Germany,

CHAPTER X

People Do Worship Devils

I have been taking for granted, of course, that yoy
know what a *Black Mnas" js. Perhaps I had betger
explain its meaning.

To begin with, the practice of devil-worshiping is g4
old ns the history of the world itself. Libraries are
filled with musty tomes deseribing their rites which havs
existed from the most pagan time.

But that is of the long-ago, you say? It is not!

Those same rites, those same cults, exist fodayl
I have seen them. I know what I have seen 15 no secret
society pluying, no meaningless mummery.

People do worship the devil. Their horrible, sinister
cults do exist.

Most Horrible

Of them all, the true “Black Mass"” s the mos
horrible. ‘When I have told what I have seen, you will
believe me.

The cult which practices it is so strange one can
hardly imagine its members outside an insane asylum,
Where it not that most of those members are of tremen-
dous influence, wealth and culture, the mnks of the in
mates of asylums of this and other countries would be
vastly augmented.,

That is the pity of it. But, as more than one famos
psychologist and eriminologist has pointed out, the line
of demarcation between sane and insane is too clese
for the layman to distinguish. Criminal insanity and
high culture and genius are often so closely allied that
could not the latter find some means of outlet for
eriminal tendencies, they would soon pass over the line.

alany Famous People

I tell you this—many of our most famous peopl
have been devil-worshipers. Many are today.

Whispers about some have become open accusations.
Then there is no further need for secrecy. That is g0
with the former Crown Prince of Germany, He was
openly accused even in his own country of being a devik
worshiper.

Rasputin, the infamous Black Monk, can be men-
tioned. He is dead. It can do him no harm. Who
Imows he is not still participating in rites he made an
earthly habit?

Orglastic Peoples

And the poor Czarina! She, too, Is past harming.
It is only too well known how ehe was forced to attend
“Black Masses” by that same Rasputin who was the
evil genius of the RomanofTs,

The roster of others would fill volumes—blue books
However, they may not be told. '

What I may tell you is of what Satanists really are.
And of their “Black Masses” and orgiastic revels which
I saw with my own eyes. I am not bound to seerec: =
It would not make any difference if T were. 1
tell. What I know others should know—{or their oWl
protection,

r




A WARNING TO ALL

Fundamentalism

In recent months there has been so much contro-
versy about fundamentalism, what with all the furore
about Ku-Kluxers, and trials of believers in evolution
for heresy or what not, that it is hardly possible there
is a person in this country who does not know what a
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lundamentalist is.

There are foo many such—thorough believers in a
God who made heaven and earth in six days, in hell
fire and damnation, in a Jonah that was swallowed by
the whale, and in the literal aceeptance of all the anc.ent
Hebrew and Chaldean lore with which the Old Testa.

ment is fillad,

Well—Satanists are just the oppaosite]

Do Not Fear the Deyil

Like fundamentalists, they, too, believe
in a personal Devil. But he s not a Devil
to fear if he is worshiped.

He is a creature to be exalted! He is king
of the world and the regions beyond!

At his behest the angels of the funda-
mentalists turn on their wing batteries and
flap off to hide their heads behind elouds.

He is ruler of this and all universes. He
has supreme power over all material things,

X over wealth and desire and love and all that
: is coveted,

) Has Great Power
2 ~ Oh, he's a great old person—is the Devil
of the Diabolists!

He groans and the world shakes, He grina

; I“1'11111 beautiful flowers and beautiful women
Al {

i

He had soma gueer
wave ©f making hle dis
ciples “moaster their
souls™




60 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

ing up magically.
m:ﬁsthl:t I.!.Thii The God of the fundamentalists
has pothing: is nothing. The Universe is Satan’s to
for his own or to shower on his devolees,
So believing, who wouldn't, if he or she was o Satanist,
fall down and worship him? Who wouldn't sacrifice

to him?

Pure In Mind and Body

It has taken the mind of that all-powerful Devil him-
oIl to have thought up all the rites with which he is
worshiped. But then—there has been more than one
devil In human form In this world. More than one op-
portunity for that mind to function in a human brain.
The results are awesome.

For a true “Black Mass" such as is practiced now—
not hundreds of years ago—three things are essential.
There must be a maiden “pure in mind and heart and
body,” a scramental wafer that has been consecrated
in a church or cathedral, and a priest who has been or-
dained a minister of God, but forsaken Him to serve
the Devil. ‘There must be an altar, too.

A Naked Girl

An altar, you ask, surprised? Certainly. But the
altar of the Satanists Is—the unclad body of the maiden
pure in soul and body.

One of the most impartant parts of the ceremonial is
the econsecration of that “altar.” It was in this that I
helped in that “Black Mass" in Berlin. As an added,
almost unbelievable detail, the maiden selected for
“consecration” to the Devil was the daughter of two
of the worshipers!

The mass was “celebrated” in the studio of a wealthy
member of the cult. The room had been specially
decked for the oecasion, though, and black and érlmson
hangings were draped to give the effect of a chapel,

The Consecration

There were no glaring lights, but blue and brimstone
yellow and erimson flares winked and blinked like
messengers from His Majesty’s nether domain. Men
and women, the men robed in black, the women in
white, their heads hooded much as the familiar Amer-
ican Ku-Kluxers, sat on benches as though they were
in church,

As the “meeting” progressed, they knelt when oc-
casion demanded; they stood at the proper times as in
the rituals of orthodox churches. Sometimes they pros-

Arated themselves with groans and wailings.

Such groans and wails, I am told, are the custom, too,
of ultra-fundamentalist sects scattered throughout the
more ignorant rural districts of this country.

The Hidden “"Altar""

“Black Mass" celebrants, however, have not the ex-
cuse of ignorance.

Soft, insinuating music on muted instruments was
played as the ceremony was begun. At its start, the
human “altar” was hidden behind a curtain of dull
ebony hue,

With solemn, measured footsteps, in came the
“priest.’ At first sight he might have been any priest
in any church. His vestments were the same. Until—

When he turmed around, there glared out from the
back of his surplice the most devilish, scarlet token of
Satan that could be devised!

The “High Priestess'’

After him eame the “high priestess,'” swinging her
censer of incense, her body swaying rythmically to the
Latin chant the priest intoned, her hair hanging loosely
over her bare shoulders. As I recalled in the case of my
sister Len on o somewhat similar oceasion, this “high
priestess,'” too, wore nothing but a silken scarlet robe
which swung loose and displayed her bare body.

She was the acolyte. One would have had to have
been thoroughly versed in Latin to have “got"” all the
chant of that black-robed limb of Satan. Enough of
it was recognizable to me to know, however, that it was
filled with terrible blasphemies. It was a paean of
praise to Satan and the power of evil.

How my flesh crept when 1 heard their “Litany.”
Curiosity or no curiosity, | wished then that 1 was a
million miles away from any Devil worshipers,

The Reversed Litany

What a terrible thing it was! Almost word for waord it
was the Litany of the Christinn church I had been
taught a= a child, but always “Satan” had been used
inﬁlm{l ﬂf Il'Gmi ;‘IF -Ilﬂ,] L1 ] mme Ilmlll'l‘

That was a mere beginning. The worst was yet to
come. While the Litany was being repeated, the cur-
tains about the living “altar' had not been drawn back.
They looked ominous, and the effect was accentuated
by the tali candles at the side, and the hugh ecrucifix of
gold, standing on its hend.

The Human Alwar

Slowly, ns the chanting grew louder, to moaning and
groaning accompaniment, the curtaing were drawn aside.

Like a person hypnotized (I have always been sure
she wns) the chosen maiden lay on her back on a black-
velvet-covered catafalque, her body in such & position
as to half drape it. On her breast was a golden chalice,
filled with wine of deepest crimson.

She might have been a sacrifice in truth, except for
the slight breathing which showed she lived. She did
not move throughout all the time the worshipers
followed their “priest” and “priestess” through an
intoned ritual, anything more profane than which it
would be difficult to imagine.

The Wine On Her Breast

When the men and women who had been writhing in
the most emotional abandon had about reached the
stage of complate exhaustion, the “priest,” with a final
dramatic gesture, lifted the goblet of wine from the
girl's breast.

For a slight moment he allowed the lip of the cup to
touch his lips. Then, with a wild gesture, he flung it
from him.
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The goblet clattered hollowly to the floor. The wine

ftsell splashed redly on the white body of the girl

“gltar.” It trickled over her like drops of living blood.
The "priest’s” voice rose to n shriek,

~ *Redeem us from virtue!” he eried.

“Black Mass' Over

His ery was taken up and echoed through the room.
The sounds died away in moans. The “maiden pure in
goul and mind and body™ had been consecrated to Satan
and all his works. The “Black Mass" was over.

Over, did I say? A mere figure of speech. Over for
that one night, 1 meant. That consecration ceremony
was a preparation only for what was to follow the next
night. They meant it to correspond to the rite of
sacrament in the Christian church,

Only Mildest Part

I had yet seen only the mildest part of a “Black
Mass." I was soon to see the orgies with which true
Devil worshipers pay their respects to the Great God
Pan. With them, as with the ancients before them, Pan
gnd the Devil are one—Pan, the mythical god of
Nature, he of the man-goat body, the cloven hoofs,
the horns growing out of his head above the face that
in all picturizations, has held a demoniac leer that well
might make him the Devil of the Middle Ages as he is
of those who adhere to beliel

fil

Th?rfz were former soldiers and famous lighta-o™love:
politicians notorious for their cruelties, and many,
many members of a decadent and dying aristocracy
and nobility.

There were—but it would take a society column in o
newspaper to recount them all,

On the surface they looked so innocuous, ladies and
gentlemen in conventional evening dress, suave, cul-
tured, low-voiced and with brilliant mofs at tips of
tongues,

Drugs In Bulk

Not for long, though. As soon as the last guest had
armived (and I noted that most particular care was taken
to tabulate them) they were taken Lo dressing rooms.
There, for their choice, were laid out costumes of tiger
and leopard skins, white loin cloths or long, monastie-
looking garments of scarlet or black.

Even in the dressing rooms, an alarming quantity of
liquors was provided, including the choicest champagnes
and high-powered brandies. What was more alarming
—astounding—was the chief decoration of the principal
dressing table,

That was—you could never guess in your wildest
flights—an opened phyzician's kit, completely fitted
with all the drugs that lawmakers of all countries have
been striving for years to make impossible to obtain.

They were there, not in mi-

in him today.

Not long ago there ap-
peared in a popular weekly
magazine a story in which Pan
was pictured as materializing
n human form and raising a
lot of havoc among the re-
spectable members of a fash-
jonable house party.

Blood Thirsty Demons

People laughed and
shrugged their shoulders at
the fancy. What an imagina-
tion the author had!

been used

"gﬂﬂd."

HAT a terrible
thing it was!
most word for word it
was the Litany of the

Christian church I had
been taught as a child,
but always “Satan” had

“God;” “evil” replaced

nute quantities, but in bulk.
Heroin, morphine, cocaine—
even hasheesh. And plenty
of hypodermic necdles,

The Wild Dancing

The dancing had begun
when [ reached the ball room.
Such dancing! Gyrations that
the most twisted mind in an
asylum for the incurably in-
sane could never have hoped
to emulate.

People daneing together;
people dancing alone. No

Al-

instead of

~ Ican tll you it was not all

rhythmic dancing, llmt,_ but

imagination. 1 believe Fan

can and does come back to earth. 1 have reason to. . I

have seen the tracks of his cloven hoofs. 1 have wit-

Jessed humans being turned into blood-thirsty demons,
Hear what happened the night following the “con-

secration’ I saw,

The “Best' People

The affair took place in the ball room of the palaca
of a notorious beauty known throughout the world for
her dallying with love. I felt, as I first saw the guests
arrive, that T might have been witnessing a brilliant
society function, There were representatives of all the
highest socinl lights and culture of Europe.

There were poets and painters; society women and
men whose names were high in the financial world,
but whose personal reputations were none (oo savory.

wild leapings and posings.
Savage animal dancing, growing madder and madder as
insane music waxed louder and the shivery “‘thum-thum-
thum” of a hidden tom-tom made its insistent way
into already drug-, liquor-, and emotion-crazed hrains,
And all in a brillinnt, glaring light, for there were
no dim blue, red or yellow lights here. The grinning,
teeth-bared Pan-worshipers seemed to glory in the
baring of their bodies nnd souls,

The Symbol of Pan

On o raised platform in the center of the ball room
chained so he eould not escape the human fiends who
tortured him, was a poor, ugly goat—symbol of Pan.
He was all the more hideous because of his fear.

In the electric light, his eyes seemed to emit sul-
phurous fires. In his terror, he would open his wide
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mouth with its shaggry beard, as the wildness about hlr:},
and the monotonous thrum of the tom-tom increased his
fright, and bleat out his hoarse protests.

Were they noticed? Only by further shouts. And

gibing attempts to utter laments like his. .
In the midst of the hubbub a woman with tossed hair

and with a leopard skin thrown, Eve-like, across
her shoulders, leaped to the platform beside the
goat and began to sing. She was a famous opera
singer, 1 was told.

To Revel Hersell

She had not come to entertain the erowd, though,
but rather to revel in the orgies hersell. 1 ean see her
naw as she sang with head thrown back. I ean hear the
weird musie and welirder words that Issued from her
golden throat.

Ordinarily, T could not have got hold of & copy of
that song to pass on to you. But even the most wily
are not their cautious eelves under the stress of emo-
tion. Or filled with drugs and champagne.

5o here is the song, the sang that was taken up and
flung backward and forward across that ball room by
maddened, hysterical men and women, leaping and
swaying, howling and baring their teeth like enraged
animals.

To Pan

Give me tho slgn of the open eye,
And the word of madness and mystery.
Io Pan! Io Pan!
lo Panl JoPan! Pan! Pan! Pan!
The gods withdraw;
The great beasts come, Io Pan!
Goat of thy flock, I am gold, I am god.
And I rave and I rip and I rend,
Everlasting, world without end,
In the might of Pan.
lo Pan! Io Pan! Pan! Pan! 1o Pan!"

As though the end of the song were a signal, the party
resolved itself into an orgy of unbridled fury and Heense.

Diabolical Orgy

- Men dragged women about the floor by their hair till
they shricked in agony. They pulled them to them to
kiss them brutally and fling them to the floor. Knives
flashed, whips eracked, as male and female demons
leaped wildly at one another and slashed and cut at
naked sgkins,

seraps of fur and cloth that had served ns garments

were thrown aside. Naked men and women leaped and
howled in wild abandaon.

A woman threw herselfl on a man and her strong white

teeth elosed on his bare shoulder. She would not Jet
go till she had drunk deep of his blood.

Whipped to Unconsciousness

In one comer of the room n girl had had- herself
strung up by the thumbs. Nor would she let herself be
cut down till she had swooned with the agony and that
of the flaying whip wielded by a [rothing-mouthed
man-devil.

From all came shrieks and wails and screama:

“To Pan! Pan! Pan! Pun!"

I had to shut my eyes a moment on a scene too terri-
ble to describe. I opened them on the elimactie horror,

Drink Animal's Blood

A woman, naked, blood-streaked, dark patches of
her own blood caking on face and body, dagger in hand,
made a bound to the platform on which the bleating,
stricken goat stampeded. With a blood-curdiing,
long-drawn-out wail ghe raised her hand. Viciously it
fell to slash the animal’s throat from ear to ear.

All hell, indeed, broke loose. A concerted rush was
made for the platform. Nude nnd battered men and
women fought and tore at one another, cut and clawed,
in their devil-eagerness to wallow in the spurting blood
and to arink {* from blood-smeared, cupped hands.

Dawn found those revelers not too exhausted still at
their Devil worship. Others lay as they had fallen,
naked, overcome with drink, drugs and insane emoticn.
Heavy curtains had kept out that dawn which would
have fled in fright at the scene disclosed.

I, too, must draw the curtain. I may not tell more
Those orgiastic rites were too frightful for any descrip-
tion of mine,

Horrible!

There is only one word in which fully to describe
them—a word which, through overuse, has lost much
of its value. T use it here in its true, primary meaning—
horrible!

For participants in such Devil orgies there can be only
the excuse of insanity. It is the only possible chanty.
It is a reality, too, for it has been seldom that a reveler in
the inner circle orginstic rites of the Satanists has not
ended up by becoming a pitiful drug fiend, by =ell-
sought death, or locked securely in the madhouse they
20 richly merit.

B R




CHAPTER XI

HEN that first experience with the outrageous

cult was over T felt as did the famous French

novelist, J. K. Hays, after he had scen the like,
Nothing could purify him, he felt, save to retire to a
monastery and spend months in petitionings for par-
don. Which he did,

I would have liked for the gates of some pure, clean
cloister to have opened for me. I could gladly have
lain my shamed face on its cool stone floor till the mem-
orie= of what I had seen had been blotted out, and T had
been forgiven.

My Mission

That was not be be, Life called me. Though I did
not then know what it was, I had a mission, There was
much 1 must do to help save many a young girl in my
own country from ruining her

(3

of God and an inearmnation of the Divine Spirit that he
was able to found a real City in Illinois, of believers,
all sworn to his ereed of self-abnegition.

As far opposite as day from night was the ereed of
Dowie from that of the Devil worshipers, To him all

virtues were summed up in that big precept of his,
denial.

His Denials

No tobaceo, no drinks, no theatres, No music
except that passing the censorship of the head., No
pork, no dainty gowns. Nothing that could be con-
strued as amusement; nothing that ecould be eallad
worldly. Even physicians were tabu. There Wis no
need of them among a people acknowledging the
complete power of God and Dowie.

Full of abnormal strictures

life through the seductive

beckoning of secret cults or
other luring combinations of
circumstances,

This frank word of wam-
ing wns to be given to the
world. I was to guide the
world through this exposure.

For I was investignting
the facts of all these secret
cults. Let us now, however,
consicler those in this coun-
try. 1 have already told you
of some of them. I know of
others, and, while in all in-
stances, what I know has not

ALL hell, indeed, broke
loose. A concerted
rush was made for the
platform. Nude and bat-
tered men and women
fought and tore at one
another, cut and clawed,
in their devil-eagerness
to wallow in the spurt-
ing blood and to drink it
from blood-smeared,
cupped hands.

as it was, Dowle's was a
creed that died hard, Its
founder has long since gone,
a broken man, disheartened
and disillusioned,

His beliefs exist today,
though, and the same Zion
City of the Dowieites. It ia
at present under the rule of
that curious fanatie, Glenn
Voliva, who bobs up ever so
often with some new fan-
tastic assertion or other to
match his long-protested ar-
gument that the world is flat.

Woman His Downfall

comeé through personal ex- |-

perience, it has come from
unquestionnbly authoritative and intimate sources.

Dowie—0Oom—and Others

I have known cults from Dowie to De Lyale. I know
much of the true story of the ultrn-exclusive “Tantrik"
cult of Pierre Bernard, the famous “Oom, the Omnip-
otent” of his wealthy and aristocratic adherents, for
I was his High priestess.

I can tell you secrets of the wealthy Charles Garland
who refused the millions he inherted beeause of his be-
liefs, and of his widely hernlded “April Farm.”

This is a book, but what I could tell you of sects and
cults and gocfeties and clubs, had I the space, would fill
many volumes, [ ean touch but lightly on some. I only
hope you may profit by what I have seen and known and
avoid the pitfalls that lie in wait for unwary young girls
(and older women, too) in more places and in more
insidious manner than you dream.

All in the Name of Love

And all of them in the name of that greatest, most
illy-treated, but most truly beautiful of all emotions
~Love!

I'was, of course, too young to know what a cult really
Meant when 1 knew John Alexander Dowie. He was
the “Elijuh"’ who was so confident he was a mouthpiece

For all his religious fervor,
it was the world-old story with Dowie. A beautiful
woman caused his downfall.

I am in a position to say this more freely than
the public prints ever have, for I was in Zion
City at the time, having been taken there as a
bride by my husband who was a thoroughly con-
verted Dowieite.

Because I was so young and impressionable, I confess
I was rather awed by the white-bearded old man. I
rather thought it might be true that such a benevolent,
patriarchal person eould heal or perform other mirneles

by the laying on of hands,

Hand Healing

It was by the laying on of hands—though not in
healing—that he came to the end of his tether.

Too often had he pored over what the Old Testa-
ment had to say about the prophets and the kings

old.
ﬂrw’m he not one of them? What reason he should not
follow them in all things as he did in some? .
There was polygamy. All the prophets and the kings
he read about had at least a couple of dozen wives or

concubines,
He looked gbout him. Here he was, a prophet! And

he had but one wife!
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Many Beautiful Women

She was—not so young. Her eves no longer sparkled
as eyes should sparkle for the prophets and the kings,

Zion City was filled with beautiful young women, too
—pretty, ignorant young women who adhered as by the
law and gospel to the teachings of Dowie. To them his
word was as the word of Holy Writ.

He looked ngnin. There was one—
She wns n beautiful Swiss girl. Her name was Ruth

Hofer, and she was wealthy. It was said she was en-
gged to Dawie's son, Gladstone, the famous “unkissed
son'" who beeame such a lnughing target for Noew York
chorus girls who were determined to ruin his reputa-
Lion.

Engaged to His Son

Perhaps Ruth may have been engaged to Gladstone,
tentatively. But to us who knew, Gladstone was
merely a comouflage for his father's affair with Ruth.

Ruth had taken her place among the women of the
Old Testament who had been chosen by prophets.

That might have gone on indefinitely had not Mrs.
Dowie been g0 modernly matter-of-fuct. It might be
true enough that she was far past forty, wore store
teeth and specs and was fat, but she had no intention
of being anybody's Sarah. How could she be? She
had borne her prophet children.

She discovered some passionate missives written by
“Elijah" to Miss Hofer, and—fireworks! There can
be fireworks, even in the house of a prophet.

Ordered to Divorce Wife

So long had Dowie been complete master of Zion
City and his own household, so much was he nccustomed
to being obeyed when he passed out his uknse that God
demanded he do this or that, he could not at first get it
through his head it would not work this time. When
there was no longer any possibility of concealment, he
came out boldly one day with this pronouncement :

“God has ordered me to divoree Jane, with all
speed.””

Wherein somebody erred.  Apparently God had mis-
laid His order papers and Jane had neglected to got
hers.  As a matter of fact, Jane just wouldn't do it.
sShe “didn’t want to be no Sarah."”

. Grieved Himself to Death

There was no argument. It was plainly up to Dowie,
if he wanted to continue being prophet in Zion City
or anywhere else, to go along with Jane till death
should them part. It did, not long after.

I'am sure that, for all his faults, Dowle grieved him-
sell to death, For two causes. One was the trugic
death by fire of the young daughter he adored, The
other wns the failure of New York City to take him at
hix own valuation, his self-deluded idea that he was o
Messiah,

New York Ignores Him

He eame to New York to the secompaniment of us
great a blare of publicity and flourishing bands as any

circus that ever entered the same Madison Square
Garden he made his headquarters.  But New Yark did
not want to be led out of any wilderness. Not by
Elijnh John Alexander Dowie. New York made thas
plain.

Dowie's campaign in “Babylon" ended in as abysma)
a failure as has ever been known in such attempts at
redemption. He retreated without particular grace or
dignity to end his days in Zion City where they ap.
preciated him.

But Dowie is of the long ago.

Oom

I do not know why writing of him should remind me
(but it does) of another cult leader who has brought
religion—of another variety—to combine with the love
on which his cult is based.

Dowie has long since gone to be with the other
prophets. The man of whom I am thinking is very
much alive—and not kicking. There is no earthly res-
gon why Pierre Bernard, for he it is of whom I am now
going to tell you, should kick at the way Fate and the
cult he founded has treated him.,

I have known many a cult gince those very young
and guileless days when 1 was among the Dowieites,
But I do not know of any that has been so suceessful
or received such wide advertising as the *Tantrik” eult
of Bernard, and the exclusive colony he has set up.

Has Greatest Society Followers

It may be you do not know of whom 1 speak when 1
say Pierre Bernard. Well, then, let's eall him “Oom,
the Omnipotent.” That, probably, has a more familiar
ring. It is by that resounding title he has chosen to
call himself and by which he is addressed by his en-
thusiastic followers.

Same of the greatest names of New York society and
finance are connected with the activities of Pierre
Bernard these days. It was not always so,

In those early doys, when I first knew Bernard, |
would have been ns surprised as any one to have been
told that some day he would wield the influence he does
over the highest in the land. Even then, though, I more
than onee bad an inkling of the business ability of the
man—the acute sense of business values which [ am
sure Lhat, more than anything else, is the reason for bis
BUCCCSS. :

Peerless Promoter

He is a teacher of Hindu lore and Hindu religion, and
he is good! Good at his teachings, shall I add? I don't
presume (o pass on any one's private warth, you know.
But before being tencher he is a man of business. Asa
promoter, Pierre Bernard has no peer,

And from what humble beginnings may a great cult
leader come! From hall bedroom to marbled halls
Thut might be the story of Pierre Bernard. ,

I am going into detail to tell you what I know of his
carly beginnings as well as what I know of what occurs
in the privacy of his vast domain out near Nvack, New
York. And those are things that are seldom told. For,
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Many Beautiful Women

Sho was—not 20 young. Her eves no longer sparkled
as eyes should sparkle for the prophets and the kings.

Zion City was filled with beautiful young women, too
—pretty, ignarant young women who adhered as by the
law and gospel to the teachings of Dowie. To them his
word was as the word of Holy Writ.

He looked agnin. There was ong—

She wns o beautiful Swiss girl.  Her name was Ruth
Hofer, nnd she was wealthy, It was snid she was on-
gaged to Dowie's son, Gladstone, the famous “unkissed
son" who beeame such a laughing target for New York
chorus girls who were determined to ruin his reputa-
tion.

Engaged to His Son

Perhaps Ruth may have been engaged to Gladstone,
tentatively,. But to us who knew, Gladstone was
merely a comouflage for his father's affair with Ruth.

Ruth had taken her place among the women of the
Old Testament who had been chosen by prophets.

That might have gone on indefinitely had not Mrs.
Dowie been 20 modernly matter-of-fact. It might be
true enough that she was far past forty, wore store
teeth and specs and was fat, but she had no intention
of being anybody’s Sarah. How could ghe be? She
had borne her prophet children,

She discovered some passionate missives written by
“Elijah” to Miss Hofer, and—fireworks! There can
be fireworks, even in the house of a prophet.

Ordered to Divorce Wife

S0 long had Dowie been complete master of Zion
City and his own household, g0 much was he accustomed
to being obeyed when he passed out his ukase that God
demanded he do this or that, he could not at first get it
through his head it would not work this time. When
there was no longer any possibility of concealment, he
came out boldly one day with this pronouncement:

M hng ordered me to divorce Jane, with all
speed.”

Wherein somebody erred.  Apparently God had mis-
Llaid His order papers and Jane had neglected to pet
hers, As a matter of fact, Jane just wouldn't do it.
She “didn't want to be no Sarah.”

: Grieved Himself to Death

There was no argument. It was plainly up to Dowie,
if he wanted to continue being prophet in Zion City
or anywhere else, to go along with Jane till death
should them part. It did, not long after.

I am sure that, for all his faults, Dowie grieved him-
sell to death. For two causes. One was the tragic
death by fire of the young daughter he adored. The
other was the failure of New York City to take him at
his own valuation, his self-deluded idea that he wus o
Meesiah,

New York Ignores Him

He came to New York to the accompaniment of ns
great o blare of publicity and flourishing bands ps any
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circus that ever entered the same Madison Square
Garden he made his headquarters. But New York did
not want to be led out of any wilderness. Not by
Elijah John Alexander Dowie. New York made that
plain.

Dowie's campaign in *Babylon" ended in as abysmna)
a failure as has ever been known in such attempts ot
redemption. He retreated without particular grace or
dignity to end his days in Zion City where they ap.
preciated him.

But Dowie is of the long ago,

Oom

I do not know why writing of him should remind me
(but it does) of another cult leader who has brought
religion—of another variety—to combine with the love
on which his cult is based.

Dowie has long since gone to be with the other
prophets. The man of whom 1 am thinking is very
much alive—and not kicking. There is no earthly rea-
son why Pierre Bernard, for he it is of whom 1 am new
going to tell you, should kick at the way Fate and the
cult he founded has treated him.

1 have known many a cult gince those very young
and guileless days when 1 was among the Dowieites
But I do not know of any that has been so successful
or received such wide advertising as the “Tantrik™ cult
of Bernard, and the exclusive colony he has set up.

Ias Greatest Society Followers

It may be you do not know of whom I speak when 1
say Pierre Bernard. Well, then, let's call him “Oom,
the Omnipotent.” That, probably, has a more familar
ring. It is by that resounding title he has chosen to
call himself and by which he is addressed by his e
thusiastie followers.

Some of the greatest names of New York society and
finance are connected with the activities of Pieme
Bernard these days, It waus not always so.

In those early days, when I first knew Bernard, |
would have been as surprised as any one to have been
told that some day he would wield the influence he does
over the highest in the land. Even then, though, I more
than once had an inkling of the business ability of the
man—the acute sense of business values which 1 am
sure tbat, more than anything else, is the reason for kis
SUCCESS,

Peerless Promoter

He is a teacher of Hindu Jore and Hindu religion, and
he is good! Good at his teachings, shall I add? [ don't
presumie to pass on any one's private worth, you know.
But before being tencher he is a man of business. Ass
promoter, Pierre Bernard has no peer,

And from what humble beginnings may a great cult
leder come! From hall bedroom to marbled halls
That might be the story of Pierre Bernard.

[ am going into detail to tell you what 1 know of his
carly beginnings as well as what 1 know of what cccurs
in the privecy of his vast domain out near Nyack, New
York. And those are things that are seldom told, For,
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On her breast was a |
golden chalice, filled with
wise of deepest crimson.

{See page 60)

unlike so many other cult leaders, Oom, the Om-
nipotent, has marvelously been able consistently to
maintain the secrecy which is the very backbone
of success in cults,

Just Pierre, Then

It seems like such a long time ago that I first knew
Oom. He was just Pierre, then. .

My acquaintance might, in a way, be said to lead
directly from the secret chambers of Dr. Latson.
There are so many ramifications in any cult—so many
times those who have been associated with one are
likely to run into a former fellow member most un-
expectedly,

I have told you of the young women who were
studying nesthetic and Hindu dancing at Dr. Latson's,
They were not all society women, either, though so
many of them were of that leisure, bored and sensa-
tion-seeking clnss,

Taught Hindu Dances

One day I ran across one of the young women who
had been a student at Latson's while I waa being
“Queen Bee” of the “Bee Harem.” She greeted me
most enthusiastically and was eager to learm more of
the details of the doctor's suicide which she thought I
must know.,

She was, she told me, on the stage—in vaudeville.
She was succesful after a fashion, too, for her act then
was rather a novelty. She had eapitalized what she had
learned from the doctor and was giving some Hindu
dancea,

She had become mare than interested in everything
Hindu during her dance course at Latson's, and was
anxious to talk about it with me. -

I Meet Plerre

She had a plan in mind—wouldn't I come over Lo
Jersey with her for lunch and let her tell me about it?
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There was some one she had in mind, too—

Her enthusiasm roused my curiosity. [ went. 1
met Pierre Bernard, for it was he of whom she
had spoken. :

I believe 1 was one of the first to know anything of
the plan this vaudeville dancer had in mind for Bernard
and herself—a plan which has grown to such propor-
tions today that the quiet, unobtrusive, rather hnlfl
young man I met that day is today looked up to by his
own cult followers as a “superman.™

Was a Barber

Not long ago [ was retuming from o visit to his
Nyock place, lolling luxuriously in ane of his soft-
eushioned, purring, foreign automobiles, driving through
his own private park, and the memory of that first
luneh with him in that Jersey boarding house eame
back to me.

And I laughed. Laughed, as I recallid how utterly
he had forgotten thoswe early days. Laughed as 1 con-
sidered how his blue-blood celony must have to bring
to their aid all the Eastern concentration he has taught
them to make them forget and ignore his humble be-
frnmings.

Far—in the beginning, '0Oom, the Omnipotent,” the
“oving, Tantrik guru” of New York and Nynck was—
a barber!

Was Broke

Not such o successful one, either, for when he first
met that little vaudeville dancer who was to turn his
life course into a stream of gold, he was frankly
"bhroke," a little bewildered as to what to do next, a
not even good-looking hair-cutter come out of the
West. It was n locky day for him when a pretty
dancer’s footsteps strayed to
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“Oh, if I were only a man!' she declared dramatically,
as she outlined her plan. *I'd show them! Bug
Pierre, here—he's just the one to do what I ean't,
Walch us!

“T*ye learned o lot sinee you were Queen and 1 was
a dancer at Latson's, and 1'll say those Hindus ean
surely tell you a thing or two. Why, just think of it}
We call ourselves civilized in this country! Look at cur
divorces, our suicides, murders, other tragedies that
follow in the train of mismating!

Don't Know About Love

“That should not be. It's all because American
women and men don’t know the first thing about lovel
Not the first thing!"

Her hand came down emphatically on the table, then
she looked at me and emiled apologetically.

“I mean most of them,'’ she amended. “I was almest
fargetting our doctor—and you! But you're unusual
You already know how much the Hindu ean teach the
Anglo-Sazon.

“That's just what I intend to do—teach them,” she
went on, “‘—with Pierre's help.'

He Is Willing

He said not a word; just grinned and nodded assent
a5 it seemned that sometimes what she had to say about
Hindu ideas of love and marriage and about polygany
and monogamy was quite over his head.

However, Pierre was willing, He was willing about
most anything that pramised steady meals, and he was
persuaded there was a good deal to be zaid for the art
of Swami-ing.

It wasn't going to be too casy, the actress said.
They would have to learn, and Pierre would have to

study. They must learn all

his boarding house. =

She had ideas, that girl.
Good ones, too, for she had
kept eyes and ears open while
she bad been studying among
the Hindus and had learned
much of what is really good in
their teachings. At least, the
ideas of the Hindus, so dif-
ferent from those of the Anglo- |
Saxon, have alwnys secemed
pood to me.

That young Oriental dancer
had had her ideas in mind for

IAT he was impressed

and ‘‘sold” on her idea
I found out not long after
that Plerre Bernard had been
studyingmostearnestly. How
much he belleved himself, 1
did not know then, and 1 do
not know now, but he was
impressed by the idea of
teaching Hindu love at so
much per teach.

the Hindus could tell them
about the gentle art of love,
and then—

He Is Serious

“Then we ean teach the
Anglo-Saxon how to love!” she
sald eagerly. “At least Pieme
can. I'm only a woman. The
Hindus don't think so much of
women as {cachers. Women —
are only the receptive ones in
the love line. Think you could
do a lot of loving, Pierel”

some time, Oh, there was o ==

she tensed,

lot under that lovely mop of
blonde hair of hers! She explained it all to me

as we three lelsurely ate the boarding house lunch
ol in o httle corner.

We Call Ourselves Civilized

She had not found any one to her taste to help earry
out her ideas, though, until she met Bernard. And he

was such malleable material, with no place to go but
out.

He nodded solemnly, but
I could s¢e then, that if he went into the matter,
he would go into it seriously,
He has.

That he was impressed and “sold” on her idea I found
out not long after; that Pierre Bernard had been study-
ing most earnestly, How much he believed himself, I
did not know then, and 1 do not know now, but he was
impressed by the idea of teaching Hindu love st 0
much per teach.
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To Teach Lave
He was not going to teach music: nor ehina paint-
ing. He was going to teach Jove. The girl saw
money in it, and he believed her,
So he went about steeping himself in Hindu lore, mys-
ticism and polygamous theories with all the earnestness
that is his most salient charnc-

are such nosy things. They had a lot to say about what
went on in the Sunskrit College, and really, what did
they know?

There was a lot of talk about young girls
dancing nude. Somebody or other had seen—and
Pierre Bernard was an awful polygamist, they sk,
And they said, and they said.

teristic, So much so that I

doubt if today there is a
better exponent in this ecoun-
try of the Hindu cults than
that same Pierre Bernard |
saw tnat day in the boarding
house solemnly nodding his
head over the prunes.

That's good business, And
didn't 1 say he is a busi-
ness man?

He Becomes All Hindu
He studied—hard. 1 didn't

wrong in

kKnow?

ELL, what of it?
 What’s wrong
with pretty women
dancing au naturel if
they want toso express
themselves? Isn’t the

only? Those were aes-
thetic dances.

. Not Wrong

Well, what of it? What's
wrong with pretty women
dancing au naturel if they want
to 5o express themselves? Ten't
the wrong in the mind, only?
Those were aesthetic dances,
Don't T know?

As for polygamy—well, alter
all, it's best to confine onesell
to what one actunlly knows.
I've been rather busy with

the mind,

Don’t 1

= my own love affairs—it didn't

see him or his actress friend
for some time after that. When next 1 did, he
was all Hindu., He had neglected nothing,

Some way the two had managed to get together
enough funds to start what Oom ecalled a “Sanskrit
College™” on West Eighty-second street. 1t was there,
at their invitation, that I next gaw him. I wouldn't
have known him,

‘The rather inconsequent, solemn-faced barber had let
his hair grow and had put on a Hindu turban. He had
shed his pants and taken to flowing robes.

He bad forgotten the name of Bernard, and was
*Oom, the Omnipotent.”

The Tantrik Cult

He was head of the ""Tantrik” cult, its “loving guru,”

its “loving, Tantrik guru."

Those were some of the first words 1 heard his first
pupils use toward him, pupils he had managed in some
way to get, from the start, to idolize him. The words
were familiar to me when 1 heard them again when I
attended one of his Hindu meetings rather recently in
his exelusive colony in Nyack. For part of the ritual
there is, chanted in unison:

“Be to me a loving guruy,
Be a loving Tantrik guru.”

I don’t know but what it was more fun, though, after
all, in the Eighty-second street place than at the mar-
velously beautiful, Orientally splendid Nyack estate,
Pierre hadn't become such a great man in the Sanskrit

College days.

Almost a God

Why, they look on him almost as a god, these days.
Imagine being loved by a god! He was then, well—er—
more natural, in a way, you might =ay.

It was rather too bad that first experiment of his had

to be given up before it really got going well. Neighbaors

concern me then—it never has
—what Oom or any one else was doing that was not
right in front of my eves.
How ean 1 gay positively what else than dancing and
gome wonderful Hindu rites went on in the Hindu
College? Or what others than T did?

Into Court =

But they eaid, and they said, and they =aid g0 much
that finally all Oom’s mystic lore didn't keep him out
of the West Side court. A sordid sort of thing—aflter
all the beautiful dancing in the college, and the soft
music and incense and Hinda tenching in the Oriental
environment with which Pierre and his vaudeville
dancer had surrounded him.

I have often wondered just what Oom's thoughts
were when they brought him up there in court, He
didn't say much. He never has; he never does. But 1
knew he was thinking. I could see it.

Was I there? Of course!

Something Pretty Spicy

The authoritics were Jooking for something pretty
spiey to come out of that armignment of the “loving
guru,” so they did not hold the hearing in open court,
but adjourned to one of the judge's chambers, It was
good fun to see the long, disappointed faces when they
learmed—exactly nothing!

Not one of those pretty young women who fre-
quented the Sanskrit College would appear ngninst their
adored Oom.  And he said—nothing.

Not one, did T say? Yes, one—they got her with a
subpoena before she could get all her clothes on. I
wonder if the rapacious reporters who sat with eagerly
poised pencils waiting for the sensation they believed
wne to come can reeall that quiet, gray-clad figure on
the witness stand, and bhow she was stricken with loss

of memory.
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I Don't Remember

No? Well, that was I. For days after 1 kept rﬂu;.-:'lt-
ing to myself that monotonous: “1 don't remember,”’—

“] forget."” '

1 h?iim*e it was the first and last attack of that kind
I ever had in my life. I've alwaya been proud of my
Memory. .

[ don't think you can call it at fault, can you? I
know my f{riends do not. ‘ _

One of them reminded me, when I gaid 1 was going
to write of my love life, withholding nothing, telling all,
of the old chorus girl story. Do you recall it?

The Chorus Girl Stn:'}*

A chorus girl had just been married and three of her
companions were talking about it. One of them said:
“2he told me she made a complete confession to him of
all the indiscretions of her whole life.”

“What touching confidence,” remarked one, bitingly.

“What a lot of trouble for nothing, I should say,"”

came from the second.
"What a wonderful memory!" eried the third,

Something Was Wrong

However, Oom's court experience did one thing. It
showed him he must be on the wrong track. Too, it
gave him a chance to look about and discover that all
the gold the dancer had promised would be theirs was
not materializing., Something was wrong. What?

He retired to think it over. Nor did he appear for
some time after that, and then it was with a come-back
that has never been excelled. He certainly has solved
the problem he set out to solve if his affluence of today
is any criterion.

There was no more Sanskrit College; no more New
York hit or miss. Plerre was through with that.

Following Headed by Vanderbilt

One day he bobbed up serenely in the news ns the
master of a brand new cult and Hindu colony in New
York, and already (it has never been explained how)
he had as his clients some of the wealthiest and best
names in New York.

They say he had to borrow the money: to buy his
Nynck place and set up his exclusive eolony. Perhans.
At any rate, today he has a following headed by no less
a personage than Mrs, W, K. Vanderbilt whose daugh-
ter, the former Barbara Hatch Rutherford, “eured" of
nervous ills and the effects of o most disastrous matri-
monial venture through Tantrik teachings, is marmried to
W. K. Nichols, one of Oom's nssistants. L

It's Different

Exclusiveness and secrecy have done wonders for
Oom. It is a0 difficult to join the Nyack colony! Al-
most impossible. Or at least, it is much like joining one
of those exclusive clubs where one must be put up for
membership twenty years before he is born. It is just
as hard to know what actually goes on in that house set
far back from the highway, most efficlently guarded
from vulgar public scrutiny.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Oom personally imparts his knowledge of Hindu lore
to those who sit at his feet. Besides his lessons in love,
others of his teachings have a sound and moral logical
basis, The body and the mind must equalize, he be-
lieves, and there is nothing in psychology or physiology
he has neglected toward that end,

As n shrewd psychologist, he is most successful, He
knows human nature. Most of all, he knows women,

He Knows Women

He knows their complexes, unsuspected by them. Hea
knows the urge of a woman to be “Queen.”

Do I not mysell know that from my eéxperience as
"Queen Bee' in the *'Bee Harem?"

He knows the insistent feminine urge to be a slave.

I had an exnmple of that in my own sister, Lea.

He knows, too, the child in the grown-up, the unrest
of those who have forgotten how to play. He owes
much to that knowledge.

Little girls like to “dress-up.” So do big girls. Oom,
the Omnipotent, knows that.

S0 he dresses them up. And when he does, they be
lieve they are actually the figure they represent. Which
is the best reason for the success of his spectacular cos-
tume balls of which so little has ever leaked out to the
publie,

Gorgeous Balls

I wrs present at one of those balls during the winter,
and a more gorgeous spectacle eannot be imagined.
Earlier in the day there has been n Hindu “serviee"—
nothing, no matter what, would induce Oom to pass
those by. They are attended not only by those who
are at the time residents of the colony but by many
devotoes who regularly journey to Nyack.

There is little resembling the Pan-worshipers,
though, for Oom has gone in for austerity. In the
simplest of robes his pupils =it grouped on the floor at
hia feot, Only he is attired in a gorgeous robe of
Eastern workmanship and he sits above them on & dais
like seat as his calm voiee rumbles on.

His Creed of Love

To the swaying of incense censors, in the dim light of
the tapestried and velvet-hung chamber, Oom repeats
his ereed of love as the moving farce of the world, And
ever and ever, in recurring litany, comes back that
monotonous chant:

“Be to me a loving gura,
Be a loving Tantrik guru."

And then, to swaying, nerve-casing danee measures,
to the music of muted, hidden instruments, those who
have literally sat at the feet of Oom to learn, complete
their ceremony with a slow dance, and the lesson for the
day is over. Here and there, scated on the floor, with
downeast eyes that never glance up, are a few who do
not join in the dance. They are elad in o single coarse
garment and still as statues, save for the slight move
ment of lips. They are those who are serving a novitiate
—are still contemplating their souls. .
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The Time Draws Near

There Is something soothing in it all to restless,
tired nerves. Oom has not overlooked that, either.

There was excitement enough, though, as the time
for the dance drew near. The great house was filled
garly in the afternoon. Society men and women from
New York and even from as far as Chicago and Pitts-
burgh had come on to unburden their souls to Oom and
find out from him just who they should be for the
evening to fully express their desires for the moment.

You must give the man credit. Probably if most of
those women (and men, too, for society men are no
different from *‘tired business men" and want to play,
too) had been given their heads the great Oriental ball
room with its nirrored floors and jewcled, faceted
lights would have been filled with more kinds of queens
and elave girls than history has ever known. In some

A women, . » « blood-
trecked, dork patches of
her oun Mood caking on
foce und body . . . made
o bound to the platform.
[See page €2]
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way he maneuvered them until, when 1 finally entered

the room, 1 was dazzled by the variety and brilliance
of the costumes,

Queens and Slaves

Certainly there were quesns—one ean never CSCape
them—and plenty of slave girls—but Oom had man-
aged to make his clients believe they each wanted to be
queens and slave girls of such different eras and climes
and colors and varieties that one queen wasn't
stepping on another's toes or prerogatives,

Nor were they all.  There were nomads and dancers:
show girls and bathing beauties; Indians and Zuolus
and mincing Chinese ladies. Oh, a conglomerate host
of femimnimty of all degrees and states, and each woman
was subconsciously representative of just the person
she would like to be, but wasn't.

As were the men, from Romeos and pirates bold, to
Beau Brummels and diplomats and admirals to apaches
and East Side gangsters.

OQom Smiles

And no one but Oom knew the secret. He
alone had drawn from eéach his soul’s desire,

y oot They rioted and were happy in being for the

night what each wanted to be,

T 2
e r.iﬂl-ﬁl .
- mu :

-
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My Message 10 the

T is always a little mad to trifle, in
words, with the emation of Love.

It is madder yet, without the ex-
cuse of the novelist, for me to tear
away the protective covering of pri-
vacy and expose to you my own large
share of the thrills that, since the be-
ginning of time, have made the world
go around.

But is it not brave?

I have lived and loved; and, living,
loving, have learned!

Most sincerely I believe 1 have had
revealed to me the glory and beauty of
Naturalness; have, in living life ac-
cording to Nature's dictum, found that
Fountain of Youth for which so many
a Ponce de Leon has sought in vain.

Would it not smack of fear not to
pass that on?

Because Life has taught me to have
no fear of convention, and has taught
me¢ also the value of frankness and
moral courage, I can give you this
story of my life. I want to tell of all
its blissful, palpitating moments.

I want to confess—and why not?—to
events and consequences which con-
ventional fools have tried to condemn
or hide.

Always, my passionate search has
been for Truth! Knowledge! I believe
I have gained both—and with them
Happiness! More, I believe my life
itself to be an answer to problems
which have disturbed the ages, and am
impelled, in spite of the disapproval
with which I may be met in some
quarters, to give to others what benefit
there may be in this revelation.

Have yvou ever asked yourself, as I
have:

“What 1s carnal sing"

“Does it, after all the controversy,
rcally exist?”

“Has onc individual, or a group of
individuals, the right to set itself up
in judgment of physical acts alone,
knowing nothing of motivating im-
pulses—to say to that one, or this—
“I'his is right; that wrongp' »

“What ir virtue?”
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And Oom smiled and smiled.  And said—nothing.

I think it is the play, the make-believe, in which Oom
urges his followers to indulge that makes for o great
deal of his success, Especially if the play is in any
sense bizrme.

[ call to mind one rather weird episode in the playing
of his followers. Not long ago a happily married pair
who had first met at the Nyack colony celebrated a
wedding anniversary in Oom's house set in the midst
of its forests and private goll courses. |

Funeral Wedding Ceremony

The ceremony was a replica of a funeral cortege. A
procession followed the bride and groom who were
dressed as they had been at their wedding, All the
rest of us were garbed as nuns and monks.  We carried
tall candles and chanted mysteriously. :

One would have forgotten the gay dance that was to
follow had it not been that, as the procession moved for-
ward, glimpsea could be had of gay, brilliantly colored
costumes covered by the drab garb of nun or monk.

The high light of the whole affair was that two
coffins, black and sombrely draped, were curried be-
hind the bridal couple us they moved solemnly along
with the procession.

The Dead Past
Why was that? It would have been hard for the
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uninitinted to make out. Coffins don't seem like any
kind of a symbol for a wedding anniversary. Dut
Oom had explained it all to us. It was one of his
brilliant ideas.

“We'll make this wedding the funeral of the dead
past,” he had announced. “And the dead past can
bury its dead.”

I must confess, though, that I felt a little ereepy
and did not have a lot of appetite when the banquet
wns served later, for the coffin I had followed s
solemnly with the rest was used ns a banquet table,
black drapery and all

Plavs Up Hindu Beliefs

Pierre Bernard has made no mistake in earrying on
his cult affairs. He plays up to the Hindu beliefs—
strong. And, right or wrong, there is so much that is
beautiful in them. It is their beauty which “Oom,
the Omnipotent” principally teaches,




CHAPTER X11

HE Hindus I have talked about are
polygamous.
Is our modern trend in that direction?

“1 nm*rmmm‘kd,” thinking of the recent vogue of
“companionate marriage,” a term that has caught on
like mull mate"” once did.

Honestly, now, I want to ask vou. Ten't mv i
frank freedom of will and impulse a lot better t}hf':::nnvf
such juggling of the marringe vows as companionate
MAITIAge presupposes?

Memory harks back to when I first heard of soul
males,

frankly

Bundling

Long before these sophisticated dayva there appeared
on the American seene a man who profoundly shocked
the conventional with what they chose to call his
polygnmous ideas.

He shocked them as they had not Leen shocked since
the days some venturing goul brought over a sofa from
“decadent” France and suggested it replace “hundling.”

You kmow, of course, what “bundling” was in the
“good old days?"

No? I will explain, briefly.

It was the custom cur Puritan New England an-
cestors had of “bundling” a pair of cooing lovers into
the nice, big, fat feather bed that was the chiel nrticle
of furniture in the cold “parlor’” and leaving them to
their “sparking.” Or to

7l
Took a Soul Mate

'I'hl.en: was certainly a hubbub when he openly took
to himself his “soul mate” even before his divaree,
The press erupted with indignant protests and con-
demnation. There came demands from the people
that the man be suppiressed.

They were for any method at all, from choking him
to reviving the rack. Earle, who was a Nature student
and believed in no interference with it, had never
shaved or cut his hair. With his pale, saint-like coun-
tenanee, he resembled the pictures of the Christ on o

stained glass window. He would have looked well on
a rack.

Forerunner of Companionate Marriage

But he got away with what he started. Pinney
Earle, poet-idealist, pioneer in free love and trial mar-
riage, and forerunner in companionate marriage theo-
ries, wns ane of this country's aristocracy. He had
plenty of money. That always helps.

There are instances, however, where this idea of
sloughing off the old wife in favor of the new cannot so
readily be understood or condoned. There was Wil-
linm E. Corey, the fabulously wealthy steel man.

His wife had risen with him from poverty to afflu-
ence, hnd endured all life's worst hardships with him.
Of course she had not remnined either young or
beautiful. Nor had she kept step with his social

ambitions.

their fate. | —

! The Immoral Sofa

That was considered
highly moral, but when
that sofa wns brought
plong, what an uproar
about its  immorality!
What a sputter about
putting bad ideas into
yvoung folks' heads by let-
ting them sit so close to-

¥

‘‘companion.

youth.

ERE have been many ‘‘trial
marriages'' since that did not
acquire their more modern appella-
tion of “companionate marriage'’
until the daughter of a wealthy
western publisher, took to herself a
Her example has
been swiftly followed by our flaming

For a Beautiful Singer

S0 he gimply shed her
as he would a worn-out
garment and took to him-
goll the ravishingly beau-
tiful Mabelle Gillman,
comic opera singer.  One
would have thought, with
his soeial-climbing am-
bitions, he would have
chosen one of the socially

elect.

gether! The dominies
howled against it from
their pulpits each week.
In sueh & way did this man of whom I speak shock
the offspring of those Puritans. He dared to think it
immoral to live with one woman when he loved another.

Ferdinand Pinney Earle

The man was Ferdinand Pinney Earle. His name is
still known and his theories discussed where the names
of great scientists and other benefactors have been
forgotten or never known. And why not?

Pinney Earle, through his theories and his courage
to earry them out, opened up for discussion n subjeet
that is highly important. His iden was that for every
man or woman in the world there is a “soul mate.
There are two souls somewhere thoroughly attuned
and understanding each other—could they be brought
together. ‘That conventional marringe, nﬂilm inelsted,
does not always mate them, cannot be denied.

No sooner had the fair
Mabelle been enseonced in her beautiful Fifth Avenue
home than she, too, grew ambitions.  She high-hatted
her former {riends unmercifully, even her own middle
elass futher and sister,
She suceeeded, too, in reaching the highest social
plane, though not in this country. When she did,
then Willinm E, Corev himseH got sloughed by her in

turn and it was no more than what he deserved.

Trial Marriage

Still beautifu), though no longer so0 young, Mabelle
fu spending these days in lavishly entertaining European
nobility in the wonderful chatean in France which was
one of her husband's gifts. 1 was present ot one of
her receptions, and 1 felt rather like n fish out of water.
I eould hardly help wondering how I got in, for it cer-
tuinly appeared that I was about the only person pres-
ent who hadn't some faney handle or other to her name.
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Trial Marciage—Daddy Browning

There have been many “trial marringes™ since the
days of Ferdinand Pinney Earle. They {lid_nnl; pequire
their more modern appellation of “companionate mir-
ringe” until Josephine, the daughter of Haldemann-
Julius, wealthy western publisher, took to hersell a
“eompanion.” Her example has been swiltly followed
by our flaming youth.

But if you can tell me the actual difference llmr.wwn
“companionate marringe” and free love, 1 wish you
would,

Daddy Browning

Perianps, though, if I may digress a while, even trial
marriage is better than to have no trial at all. There
is the much-maligned Edwand West (“Daddy’’) Brown-
ing. At least to me he seems maligned.

Poor “Daddy'" Browning! He never even got a
chance to have a try at making his marriage a success.
His young wife, Frances Bell, “Peaches' of the tab-
loids, saw to that,

I must tell you of my expericnces with those two.

Garrish Publicity

I shiall tell you what actually happened during my
short acquuintances with the Brownings. You will
agreo, T think, that for once in my life at least, I was
pretty badly treated by another woman and by the
newspapers which printed her libels. What swerll not
publicity seckers do!

As human @5 thousands of others who read of the
Browning affairs, I was rather curious to see and talk
to “Daddy” Browning. 1 could not get away from
my feeling that he was n most misunderstood man.
You see, [ had 80 many of my own experiences from
which to judge. I hod a more open mind about his
impelling motives, 1 think, than had the majority.

An Expert Numerologist

It occurred to me [ might prove my theories about
him through a numerology reading, n science in which
I have always been interested and in which, I may
confidently say, I am expert,

When I was introduced to Mr. Browning one day by
o mutual friend in his Seventy-second Street office, |
suggested he let me do the reading.

Poor man! He has been go badgered he doesn't
Imow who to trust. Ho wns suspicious, even, of me,
despite my good intentions.

He Is Cagey

He was interested in the reading, but he was cautious.
His experiences with those who had had eagle eves out
for his pocket book have not 16t him with the highest
opinion of humanity,

He was apologetic, repeatedly nssuring me he knew
there was no reason for it in my case, but he had me
sigm a statement that my rending was voluntary and
that there would be no elaims on him, finaneial or
otherwise,

Perhaps you may get something out of it at that,
he laughed. “The newspapers might like to see what
the numbers say. Go ahead, if you like. By all
meany, sell it to them."

That, to me, was further evidence of his cournge, for
he had no idea whether the reading would be good o
bad. Cournge, I think, has been the secret of his
success. He hos not even been afraid of being mis
understood. That is because he is sincere and has the
cournge of his convictions. I know, because it has
been so with me.

His Father-Complex Misunderstood

As an evidence of how he is misunderstood, take his
“father complex.” He can no more help being drwn
ta young people than a magnetic needle to the north,

Never for a moment was I ever alone with Browning,
in spite of what an intoxicated tablowd reporter who
tnlked “Peaches’” into being his accomplice [or the
furtherance of her own publicity had to say about my
¢fforts to lure “Daddy” awny from her and into my
cult. It was all g0 ridiculous.

I met her when he called her down to his office to
hear the numerology reading I had given him. [
remember his exnct words:

“Peaches, T want you to come right down and meet
the youngest woman for her age | ever saw in my life.
She says she is fifty. See what you think."

“Peaches” No Fool

1 spent rather an interesting half hour with'
“Penches.” [ told her some of my mental and physical
aids to keeping young at fifty.

“Peaches” is nobody’s fool. Even then she realized
she would not always be young herself: already she
was too fat.  She was avid to hear what 1 had to say.

She invited me to dinner with them at Kew Gardens.
Afterwards we went to a flying field to carry out some
publicity stunt about “Penches’ poing to christen &
plane and be the first passenger,

That didn’t happen, because the plane had been
christened almost as long ago as “Peaches” hersell.
It was that good old standby, the familiar plane the =
United Cigar Stores are now using as an advertisement..

It was quite good enough to pose in. “Peuches”
and I accommodated.

I Am Forced to Sue

That brought us together in the public mind. _Thnt
reporter did the rest.  When he came to see me in My =
home I was foolish enough to show him some articles i
had written nbout love cults, He carried their ideas
awny with him in his head, and some of my most
cherished photographs in his pockets. He got thos
while I failed to watch him, for & moment,

That was all there was to all that hullabaloo abouk =
my weaning “Daddy’ away from his more or levas
blushing bride. . ,

I had to bring legal suit against “Peaches” and
against the tabloid to stop them. That was no
pleasant, but it had to be done.
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He 1s Honorable

One thing I am sure of. He may be as greedy for
publicity as they say he is, but 1 am sure 'Hmwmim;
had nothing to do with my unpleasant experience, He
15 too honorable a gentleman.

I have wandered far afield from love cults, but [
must not forget to tell you something of the Sinelair
and Garland experiments,

Upton Sinclair

Upton Sinclair, the famous socialist and novelist,
has gone a long way since the days he thought up his
Jerscy Utopia. In many ways, in spite of his being
the Nemesis of “the capitalists,’ he is, these days, one
of the most conventionnl of the conventionals,

He has been most happily and conventionally mur-
ried for several years. He algo objects now to being
termed o writer of obscene books. That, deepite the
famous “Fig Leal edition” of one of his recent novels
in which the parts of the book to which the Boston
police objected are covered with a fig leal. Which
reminds me—if I may digress for a moment. He bet
a reporter he could make one of the objecting police
buy a copy of his book. He won his bet—saold it to
him with a Bible cover on it,

Not Always Smug

Sinelair was not always so smug in his ideas. Many
will recall the colony he set

ideas of free will, or free love, or what have you, He
has changed so much that, when he was on the witness
stand a short time ago in defense of one of his books
(in which, incidentally, he condemned promiscuons

“petting,"” and with which 1 agree), he had this to
KAy :

Believes In Love

"l believe in love, but not in sex as that word is
understood on Broadway. 1do not believe in promig-
cuity or license. I do not teach or glorify it. My
ﬁfst wife, during our divoree trial, called me ‘an cssene
tial monognmist.” My socialist friends call me an
‘old fogy.' ™

Sinclair says many interesting things about sex and
mamage. I think he sums up the matter, as it stands
today, when he says:

“"Marriage used to be a sacrament ; now it’s a lottery.”

Charles Garland

_H you are looking for something more lurid, I am
going to give it to you now. There has been plenty
of it in the career of Charles Garland, another violent
socialist and radical, sinceé he first appeared on our
horizon. He was first heard of when he refused his
inheritance of millions,

_ !impuaa!hle, they said! There must be some eateh
in it,

There wasn't. Charles Garland positively, firmly

declined to aceept the money

up. acroes the river. To it
flocked many of the *in-
telligenzia” who were inter-
ested In Sinelair's theories
of (reedom and ecommunnl
living. Each person had to
do his or her share of work
to become worthy of being
a member. There wix no
fummery of ritual ;noluxury.

In fact, it was =aid that
at times there was =0 little
to eat on the communal
pine board that all the high-

tances with
ings.

SHALL tell vou what '1'
AL actually happened dur- |
ing my short acquain- |

You will agree, 1
think, that for once in my
life at least, I was pretty
badly treated by another
woman and by newspapers
which printed her libels.

— | because he had not earned
it, because it was the “fruit
of a greedy system,”

He Refuses Inheritance

If he had been looking
fer a way to get publicity
he could not have discov-
ered a better one.  Only one
other, at any rate. That
was the one he took. The
ilea of a man refusing a
million dollars may have
| been a nine days' wonder,
4 but they baven't quit talk-

the Brown-

e

brows were in  danger of —
ktarving to death.

Nature put an end to that experiment when the
whole pluce went up in flames one night and the
novelists and the artists and the philosophers and the
frenks barely escaped with their lives in their high-
necked night-gowns and thelr shirt tails,

Wife Runs O

He tried another experiment of setting up a single
tax colony in Arden, Delaware, A differént sort of
colony.  But, after getting himsell arresled far playing
basehall on Sunday, he had to face o real climax one
day when his wile, the former Meta Fuller, doughter
of n New York court attache, ran off with Harry KE:II]J,
the trump poet, declaring he wis b “soul ||m_,tv.' »

That Incident seemed to put o quictus on Sinclair's

ing about all of Guarland’s
startling activitiess. Wild tales have come from some
of the various colonies he has established ; some almost
unbelievable,

It took the young man f{our years to get rid of the
fortune which, In spite of all he could do, just would
keop piling up. In the end the socialists and the
radicals and the “working clnss' did get it.  What it
hias done for them hns not as yet been recarded,

Free Love Farms

But Garland was {ree to work ns hard and as con-
stantly as ever he pleased on the free love farms he
sob up. _ :

He followed his intention of giving awnsy his money
in spite of the fact that, once or twice, he showed signa
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of weakening. Those were the times when children
were born to his one legally wedded wife, the for-
mer Mary Wrenn, aristocratic Boston eociety girl,
For, as Lady Astor says: "“Women come and go, but
mothers go on forever.”

He finally did consent to aceept a third of his for-
tune.. He settled that on his wife.

A Love Cult Propagandist

His defection from the ranks of the love cullists did
not last long, and though he persuaded his wife to join
his colonies two or three times, the time came when,
what with this nnd that and the other soul mate calling
for attention, Mrs. Garland decided enough of Charles
wis “sufficiency.” She had been loyal, through a lot,
but she finally divorced him.

Strangely enough it was the teaching of his own
mother that made Garland a love cult propagandist.
She was Marie Tudor, of Boston, a lineal descendant
of King Henry 111 of England who had six wives, who
went by the axe route and who had an unrecorded
number of soul mates. Her son came by his propen-
sitics honestly,

When other little boys were playing duck-on-a-rock,
Charles Garland was listening to the Sapphic Odes
with their extreme ideas of love freedom.  His mother
also taught him that money was a curse and the root
of all evil, She never gave away any of her own
millions, though.

Freedom to Love

He was to be a great man, she said. He would lead
the multitude out of the money-worshiping wilderness
and into the promised land of freedom of mind, body
and soul,

Surely he has done his best—or worst. If o long
succession of soul mates who have followed him un-
camplainingly into poverty, content to labor in gar-
ments of sackeloth and live in hencoops, is any proof,
he has been successlul,

There has been nothing of the esoterie or acsthetie
in Garland’s love colonies. It has been work, work,
work, with heart, head and hands, and extreme denial
in all things—save in the perfect freedom to love who,
when and where one would. And as often as the un-

pulse came,

ni Y51

Was Lovely at First

His original ideas that attracted his first adherents
were more idealistic.  Of course there was to be work

A LOVE CULT

in his colony. But there were to be compensations,

Work would make vinle men who should wear littls
else than their own beautiful thoughts. Work wouyld
make lovely, healthy women who would milk the cowy
and feed the chickens, and cook and perhaps sit on the
bare floor and sew a more or less fine seam.

They could dance in the eventide to the musie of
lutes, in their bare feet and with garlands in their haje
They could make and live their own poems. It didn's
sound so bad.

Love Baby's Death

Except for the work part, it seems Lo have gone the
way of all dreams. Garland has discovered what other
love cultists have known, that if he would
out any original ideas, money—plenty of money—is
necessary.  And he gave all his away.

The high point in his carcer was reached recently
through the death of one of his “love children' [t
was the baby of Bettina Hovey, a former Massachusetts
newspaper woman und his latest soul mate. The child
died a natural death. But that did not stop inves-
tigation.

Oh, the pity of the story that was told!

The Fruit of Illicit Love

I can vision what happened. The dark, eerie night.
The father and mother, tears streaming from their
eyes, (for they loved the poor little mite) plodding
through wind and rain and darkness to the edge of 8
deserted cemetery. With his own hands Garland dug
the grave. He and the sobbing mother silently,
furtively, buried the fruit of their illicit love.

They were afraid of what might happen when the
death of the child became known. Only a broken
branch struck into the carth marked the spot where
Bettina Hovey's baby lay.

The drenm he had! Think of it!

The actuality?

April Farm

I wonder if there came over Garland and his soul
mate as they plodded sadly in the darkness and rain
any reminder of what he had once visioned of happy
little “love children” running around in the Eden be
had planned to be without money, without marmage.

That last episode likely writes “finis” to Charls =
Garland’s “April Farm,"” as he named the Pennsyi-
vania love colony.
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CHAPTER XIII

tion will, however—the [amous “personal’’ col-

umns that ran for many years in the old New York
Herald, They were legally squelched finally, the chief
objection to them being that they were media for com-
munieations between erooks, nbetting criminality
through the code letters they used.

“ E-’UU youngsters will not recall—an older genera-

The “*Herald™ Personals!

How amusing were some of those “nersonals!”
wiedd in the non-committal ads, but

[ was not intere i ;
had many o lough over such ns “Charming widow

wants to meet gent who yrinned when she tore her

petticoat at Forty-second Street,” or something of the
like.

Many and many an unconventional acquaintance
was acquired through those “personals.” [ imaging
that more than one dire misfortune to exploring youth
could have been traced to them. They still exist in
England, and are one of the lurid features of a famous
London daily.

There has recently sprung up in this country, in
gome of the tabloids and queer magnzines, a mushroom
growth somewhat resembling those columns, In
danger to unsuspecting, romantic youth, though, they
are ns & roaring lion fo the lnmb of the old *“personal.”
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Get Acqualnted Clubs

Even at their fist appearance, my curlosity was
aroused by certain of these "Get Acquainted,”” or
“Lonesome’ clubs,

Just what was behind them?

To what sort of people did they appeal? .

I knew there was many 4 young girl alone in 1119 city
g0 desperate she would seize almost any opportunity to
"wpt poequainted” with some of her own kind. .

Uid a girl like that answer those letters which ap-
pearcd daily?

Did she meet “her kind" through them, or—

To pet the answer, 1 knew I must find out for myzelf.

Leave Them Alone

1 began by picking out a few letters to answer. He-
fore I was through I had answered many. My experi-
ences were varied, in some cases innocuous; in some
rather interesting. I found out enough in the majority
of cases, though, to say to girls everywhere:

“Teave them alone, girls! Keep away! You had
better be lonely all your lives than to run afoul of some
people such as I ran across.  You are probably not as
able, as I certainly was, to look out for yourself.”
~ An instance or go will suffice, T think. Here is one.

[ One Incidence

I had picked out, for answering, a letter that rather
amused me, It seemed to have something out of the
ordinary, something back of what the words said.

In answering any of those letters [ tried to follow the
lead of the writer | was answering., 1 made my replies
as pecullnr as their letters,

I must say, though, that had I beenamanand received
[rom n woman some of those fearfully and wonderfully
concocted epistles I evolved, 1 should have thought
twice before taking the Indy at her own valuation.

My Letter to Him

Here is what 1 wrote to one man from a suburban
town who signed himsell “Union™ and who expressed a
desire to meet A lndy—object matrimony,”

Denr Editor, dear sir:

Would be interested to correspond with party who sijgna
himsall “'Union."

Am a cultured attractive young widow In reduced elr-
cumstances and long for & home and would ke to make some
man kappy.

Am a copable housewife and very congenlal and have
unusually pood disposition, ete.

Can give you best of relerences ns to my character aa I know
many prominent people.

Would be pleased i you would give “Unlon’ my address for
correspondence, -

We Become Engaged

I hal expected almost anything from such a begin-
ning, but I never could have imagined what actually did
cecur, I met the man. He came to my house often.
In the course of time we beécame engaged—oh, [ was
going to go through with all the fixin’s to find things cut.
We had an engngement party. I did not hesitate, at

his insistent request, to pose for him in & bathing suit,
during the party.

“You want the chap to know what he's getting, don't
yvou?" they nll agreed with my “fiance.”

Well, why not? What's wrong with o bathing syity
What's wrong with the human form?

I noticed he did not show much enthusiasm for
marrying though, even while being pleased at the fdeg
of being engaged.

Was a Pervert

Then I found out why. The man wns notorious in his
own town as a pervert. He had taken this means of
trying to pull the wool aver the eyes of his friends and
pssociates. He wanted to cover his true nature by be
coming engaged to some woman. Preferably to one
who knew nothing about him. He didn't want (o be
married. All he wanted was to be engaged!

He didn't like it a bit when I ealled the engagement
off. He wanted to sue me for breach of promise
Imagine! He did have the feminine complex!

Then there was a peculiar experience in Baltimore,

Another Experlence

I answered the letter in n “get-together” magasine
that read like this:

If you have any eligible ladies In your Get-Acquainted
club who would eare to write to a [orty-year-old bachelor,
plesse tell thom about me.

I am medium In helght and welght and have gray o

For eeveral years I have been a publie accountant |a
Baltimore, I have a very comfortable apartment and all
that I wish for except the genial companlonship of a sweet girl.

I am a graduate of Harvard o it is only natural | peeles
intelligent girls of the better class. Can you belp me out!

JOLLY OLD SProRT.

I “took my pen in hand" to see if I could mannge an
answer of the sort that might be expected [rom an
“intelligent girl of the better class" of the kind [ felt
sure Jolly Old Sport meant. Here is what 1 finally got
out of my system:

To Fill His Requirements

Dear Mr. Editor:

Noticed In your eolumn of “Get-Acqguainted” club a jettes
written to you who is anxious to find a woman of the betler
class. Well, that's me, all right, He signs kimsell Jelly
Uld Sport, Baltimore, Md.

I think you must know me by nameo as I have writtes (0
you quite often,

I am confident that Jolly Old Sport would like my com=
panionship as 1 nm a real indiriduclist very human, full of
pep and strikingly good looking. However, 1 do not sufler
Irom siperiority complex deapite my vivid deserlption ol

WIll you give the gentleman my addres to write mel

I'm afraid 1 suffer from n complez for your magasing &
am a very enthuslastic reader and recommend it to all 1 fome
In eontact with.

Now, dear Editor, will you tell thls gentleman fo write
me us he weema to be a type would Interest me.

Best wishes [or a big future.

I received a most remarkable series of letters [rom this
Jolly Old Sport in answer to that effusion. The¥
ranged from his first conventional answer—and he
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Get Acqualnted Clubs

Even at their fist appearance, my curlosity was
aroused by certain of these "Get Acquainted,” or
“Lonesome’” clubs,

Just what was behind them?

To what sort of people did they appeal? ;

I knew there was many a young girl alone in th city
g0 desperate she would seize almost any ﬂpmrtumt}' to

‘ot aequainted” with some of her own kind.

Did a girl like that answer those letters which ap-
pearsd daily?

1id she meet “her kind”’ through them, or——

To get the answer, I knew [ must find out for myself,

Leave Them Alone

T began by picking out a few letters to answer. Be-
fore 1 wns through I had answered many. My experi-
ences were varied, in some cases innocuous; in some
rather interesting. I found out enough in the majority
of cases, though, to say to girls everywhere:

“Leave them alone, girls! Keep away! You had
better be lonely all your lives than to run afoul of some
people such ns I ran across, You are probably not as
able, as I eertainly was, to look out for yourself."

An instance or go will suffice; I think. Here is one.

One Incidence

I had picked out, for answering, n letter that rather
amused me. It seemed to have something out of the
ordinary, something back of what the words said.

In answering any of those letters 1 tried to follow the
lead of the writer 1 was answering. I made my replies
as peculiar as thelr letters.

1 must say, though, that had 1 beenamanand received
{from a woman some of those fearfully and wonderfully
concocted epistles I evolved, I should bave thought
twice before taking the Indy at her own valuation.

i

My Letter to Him

Here is what I wrote to one man from a suburban
town who signed himself “Union" and who expressed o
desire to meet “A lady—object matrimony."”

Dear Editor, dear sir:

Would be Interested to correspond with party who signa
himeail “Union."

Am a cultored attractive young widow In redoced ecr-
cumatances and long for a home and would like to make some
man happy.

Am a ecapable housewife snd very congenlal and have
unusoally good dispesition, ele.

Can give you best of references pa to my character as 1 know
many prominent people,

Would be pleased if you would glve " Unlon' my address for
correspondence, -

We Become Engaged

I had expected almost anything from such a begin-
ning, but 1 never could have imagined what sctually did
cecur, I met the man, He came to my house often.

In the course of time we became engaged—oh, [ was
going to go through with all the fixin's to find things out.

We had an engagement party, I did not hesitate, at

his insistent request, to pose for him in a bathing sujs,
during the party.

“You want the chap to know what he's getting, don't
you?" they all agreed with my “finnce."

Well, why not? Whnat's wrong with a bathing suit?
What's wrong with the human form?

I noticed he did not show much enthusiasm [or
marrying though, even while being pleased at the ldeg
of being engngedl.

Was a Pervert

Then I found out why. The man was notorious in his
own town as a pervert. He had taken this means of
trying to pull the wool over the eyes of his friends and
associntes. He wanted to cover his true nature by be
coming engaged to some woman., Preferably to ong
who knew nothing about him. He didn’t want to Le
married. All he wanted was to be engaged/

He didn’t like it a bit when I called the engngement
off. He wanted to sue me for breach of promiss,
Imagine! He did have the feminine complex!

Then there was a peculiar experfence in Baltimore,

Another Experience .

‘ I answered the letter in a “get-together” magazine
that read like this;

If you have any cligible ladies In your Get-Aequainiel
club who would care to write to a forty-year-old bachelor,
please tell them about me.

I am modium In helght and welght and have gray eye

For several years I have Leen n public accountant ln
Baltimore. I have s very comfortable apartment and il
that I wish for except the genlal companfonship of a rweet girl

I am a graduste of Harvard so it [s only natural I peeler
intelligent girls of the better class, Can you help me out!

JoLLy OLb SpoRt.

I “took my pen in hand"” to see if I eould manage an
answer of the sort that might be expeeted from an
“intelligent girl of the better class' of the kind I felt
sure Jolly Old Sport meant., Here is what I finally got
oot of my system:

To Fill His Requirements

Dear Mr. Editor:

Noticed in your column of "Get-Acquainted” club a Jebter
written to you who Is anxious to find a woman of the betier
class, Well, that's me, all right., He signs himsell Joly
Old Sport, Baltimore, Md.,

I think you must know me hy name as ] have written 12
you quite often.

I am confident that Jolly Old Sport would like my com-
panfonship as 1 am a real dndielduclie! very human, full o
pep and strikingly good looking. However, I do nol suffer
[rom superiority complex dospita my vivid description of mysells

Will you give the gentleman my addrees to write me?

I'm afrald 1 suffer from o comples for your magadine w1
am a very enthusiastic reader and recommend it to all 1 eomd
In contact with, :

Now, dear Editor, will wou tell thls gentleman to Wride
me a8 he seems to be a type would interest me.

Best wishea for a blg [uture,

I received a most remarkable serfes of letters from this
Jolly Old Sport in answer to that effusion, They
ranged from his first conventional pnswer—and he
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;mt!r! write—to the most enthusinstic outpourings of
on.

They were the sort of letter that might well have
impressed an unsophisticated girl. 1, myself, confess
a curiosity to see the perpetrator of such purple epistles.

I decided to see the matter through. At last I told
him I would come to Baltimore, as he begged me to.
It got so that letters were too slow for him. Ha resorted
to long distance and to the telegraph

I went to Baltimore to meet him.

A Preyer On Women

My first sight of him should have been enough, for,
when 1 saw my letter-writing Romeo, behold! Hehada
fat neck, a paunch, puffy cheeks, and small rat eyes that
showed him to be what he was—a preyer on the souls
and bodies of young girls

i7

presson on the man who could write such dreamy
letters. Somehow I got out. d

I can see him now, as he sank back into his chalr, de-
feated, n miserable lump of [at humanity, o disap-
pointed leer on his face, hands twitehing, and breath
coming asthmatically. Angry? Furious!

Dungerous Dance Halls

In the course of my investigations 1 answered a good
many letters in the magnzine that sent me to Jolly Old
Sport. [ got many letters from the editor, always ns-
suring me his elub wns “just one big family." If they
were, their progenitors had eertainly been most curi-
ously mated. Hewasn't nearly s0 enthusiastic about me
when he learmned later on that my extmordinary interest
in his elub had been for the purpose of investigation.
I broke up several affnirs

and women,

[ don't know why 1
didn't get right back in the
train. I didn’t, though.

I went to dinner with
him. All through that meal
and in spite of the words
of ndorntion for me that
fell from his lips between
stuffed mouthfuls of food,
my mind kept reverting to
my childhood in the Swiss
mountains, and something
[ had learned as a child.

vert.

THEN I found out why.
£ The man was notorious
in his own town as a per-
He had taken this
means of trying to pull the
wool over the eves of his
friends and associates. He
wanted to cover his true
nature by becoming engaged
to some woman,

in which innocent young
girls were involved.

I believe that the dan-
ger from “get acquainted"
clubs is second to none,
except perbaps to those
danece halls with which
New York and other cities
are honeycombed, With
the interest of young girls
at heart, I have looked into
many of these, too.

Many of the wunfor-

tunnte dance hall “ined-

I could hardly forbear
opening my mouth and letting out a loud eall of:
“Ooooocece! Pig! Pig! Plagiel”

Why wasn't that enough? r

I cannot tell you. I do not know. Insatiable cuni-
osity, I suppose,

He Tries to Subdue Me

I wondered just how far he would go. I wondered

what his course of action would be if 1 accepted his
t invitation to look over his apartment.

I found out, and if T had been less able to look out
for myself, 1 would have regretted that to the last
day of my life. 1 draw a careful curtain over his ugly
efforts to subdue me.

Finally it was I who got the upper hand. B{.:fure I
got through 1 had him grovelling at my feet on his hfst
rug, tears streaming from his fat-lidded cyes, pouring
out his fat soul. If I would only stay Lherf.- with hilm!
Just this one night! Jewels, pold, fing mm:u:nt——]mr.
a8 soon as he conld get into his safety deposit box—he

would shower them on mel In the morning we should
be married—

1 Get Away

Tt wos his last stand. He had tried foree, had tried
the threats of an infuriated animal. He knew what it
was to got his face slapped when he tried to fondle me.

Somehow I got into my hat and coat, ﬂ':':l.hh‘.'ﬂ u-E: !.hu
new bag 1 had bought to help ereate & doll-up® im-

dents,” which happened in
spite of the splendid work of women police and social
workers, will only become known in that day of judg-
ment when oll is known. Many of the pitiful stories
are written in the morgue and in Potter’s Field. The
newspapers print stories of some disasters which 1
believe do good work in warning girls.

' Girls Never Believe

But youth is careless.  Girls never believe that
what has happened to others may happen to them.
They do not stop to ask what may be the outcomo
when, as so often does after they are exhilarated
from jazz and gin, some dance partner they bave never
met before whispers:

“Come on up to 80 and so's apartment, kid. We're
going to throw a real party. You needn’t be afraid.
Tell you what we'll do! We'll take along the hostess
here, All right, huh?"

They Are Seduced

How little do such girls know that in more cases than
[ like to think of the “hostess,’ il she were enlled by
her right name, would be “procuress.””  Naturally 1 am
not talking about any of the better known night elubs
or dance halls. They have dangers enough, gnqdnm
knows, but they draw the ling somewhere, It 18 the
gmaller, more obseure “olub" or dance Imll.‘ the h.'nl::m‘.
of the working girl, eager for plensure, of which 1 write.

Notes dropped from windows have sometimes told
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the end of such storles, They have told of girls kept
prisoners after all they valued in life had been foreed
from them.

More often there is silence.  Only another report to
the police of a girl “missing.” Only another reeruit for
samne palais d’joie in n far-off city or foreign land.

Victims of Gigolos

That the danger is not all for the poor girl who falls
vietim to such *gigolos” is well known. The dance halls,
the night clubs of every city, abound with “gigolos,”
as the patent-leather-haired men “‘with-no-visible-
means-of-support-but-dance-well’” have come to be
known.

The term of course, originated in Paris, It is likely
to end in Paris, too, if one can take geriously a clever
little jibe I heard the other day as true.

“They say the government ls going to class you
gigolos as working men,” an acquaintance told one of
them.

The “gig’’ as they are familiarly termed, groaned.

“Working man? Me? Then the jig is up!”

War Brought Them

“Gigolos" came into being after the war when Paria
swarmed with fallen nobility who found themselves
without o means of support save their nimble feet and
soclety manners.

They found their services readily in demand by an
nristocracy-worshiping feminine American public who
had not got over the habit. There were many such
wamen who loved to boast of having had Lord or Count
or Duke this or that ns her dancing partner,  Willing to
pay well for the privilege, too.

Naturally such a remunerative occupation to which so
little work was attuehed was hound to attrmet others.
“Gigolos"—"gigoletles,” oo, sprang up by the score.

She Loses All

The practice of paying for dancing partners greg,
beeame quite the thing.  So much so, 1 understand that
recently, in London, it has become the custom for even
the best restaurants and night elubs to furnish danee
partners, male or female, on order as they serve the
SOUp Or caviare.

I eall to mind one well known case in this country,
You may recall that wealthy woman who [ell in love
with her “gigolo.”” She came out of her experience a
sadder and wiser woman. A poarer one, too, for while
her own “mgolo’” wns not to blame for it, others whe ©
envied him laid elaborate plans and succeeded in robe
bing the woman of jewels worth a quarter of a million
dollars. This was in the papers about two years ago,

Which was not all she lost. She lost an adoring hus-
band: she lost her social prestige. In the end, she Jost
her “gigolo,” for she showed no better perspleacity than
to marry him.

She probably thought she would gain o great expen.
ence in love, Others have thought the same,

The Flower of Love

Especially have those thought so of whom I have
written—those who have thought to get love through
assoclation with love cults and other erotic organizations,

The women—oh, how often—have found that the
flower of 1nve so gought is at best a death flower,

The men—I can say best by quoting for you what
Gabriele d"Annunzio wrote about Mona Lisa in his pro-
logue to ‘‘La Gioconda.™

"Her kisx Is death; her love red flame
That scorches like a white-hot brand;
But luring lightning in her eyos
Heckons to that forbidden land
Whera blasted lives, like hollow gkulls,
Lie whitening on the sun-cut sands,"
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BELIEVE I have kept my promise to tell
e k . A1l you all
I my experiences in life; to withhold nn:nhhim:gfl

I wonder if I have not earmed the right -
polate a little sermon? It will not be a [ur‘:g, ;:*} :iln-::uE:-
and-dried sermon. It will be bits eulled from the best
of the philosophy which Life has taught me.

1 huv_ﬂ kpﬂum the bitter and the sweet. 1 told you in
the beginning there was nothing in this world—nothing
of good or bad—but had its compensations.

That repayment in my case has been Knowledge,

My Creed
This is my creed:
I believe we are all put on this matersial plane

for development. We cannot develop without
self-expression.  Isn't it better o expres almost

ﬂﬂt}ﬂ.‘lﬂ]}t a criterion of right or wrong to stand the test
of time,

:I‘_h::t only those who are guided by their honest in-
tuitions find a true standard.

All Is Good—All Is God

That there is no right or wrong in the Universal
Plan., All is good, for all is God.

That, since the purpose of all life or energy it greater
ﬁ:‘lr_linpment, we cannol stand still—we must not go

That it i3 never the thing itself, but our attitude
toward it, the use to which we put it, that brings us joy
or sorrow, happiness or misery, harmony or inhurmony.

=0 much for what Life has taught my mind and soul. [
believe that I, myself, have had most to do with teach-

any wuy than not at all? 3

I believe emotions should [— inb}.;r;?-,i léc:ln};lm commanded
never be stifled or sup- . X the
pressed. They should be I BELIEVE in experi- “'l:U!ll;ul:ﬂLm e
controlled. ment. All the great I have done something

1 believe in experiment,
All the great things of life
have come only as the result
of experiment. No great
maovement or discovery was
ever started that did not
carry with it the possibility
of failure or destruction.

I believe the big thing in
life is faith and courage to

things of life have come
only as the result of ex-
periment. No great move-
ment or discovery was
ever started that did not
carry withitthepossibility
of failure or destruction.

greater than driving bock
the sea. 1 have said to my
body: “Stay young!" It
has obeyed.

Body Still Young at Fifty

How I made my body, ut
fifty, behave ns it did at
twenty, I shall tell you.

No one may live forever,

go on, trusting in the ma- --

but it is my contention that

terinlization of the goal of
pur dreams and nmbitions, through inspiration and
belief,

Greatest Gifts

I believe the greatest gifts given to man carry with
them the responsibility for their proper use.

I believe in & great love for all humanity, because all
are strugeling for tle peace and serenity necessary for
development, growth, understanding.

I believe that soul-consciousness, sympathy, under-
standing and love for humanity are the greatest gifts of
a Universal God, though book knowledge and education
are of great necessity in this material world of ours,

[ beliave, 1 know, we are all vigtims of caprice. Each
wind that blows, blows us from our course. But there
is a broad highway strewn with flowers for all who
ohey the dictates of the soul.

Love Shall Point the Way

[ believe the inner voice of conselence should be our
only guide, and that love should point the way. .Il ar
when courange fails, as it often must, love is the sentingl.

With this credo, 1 have also come to know:

That when one adopts any certain standard of con-
duct and moral code, thereby deciding all others nt
fault, the result can only be Inharmonious and de-
stroetive,

That as all human judgment is but relative, we can-

no oné need be anything
but wyoung while living.

Years have a way of swiftly passing, and I urge even
you, o young you have not yet learned that Life will not
always be May, to heed what I have to say. The day
will come when you will not regret it.

I have written many articles on the care of the body
through exercise and a proper mental attitude, but here
I shall merely epitomize a few of the most impaortant
points. I shall not epitomize to a degree, however, that
any shade of meaning may be lost.

Knew Coueism Long Ago

¥ I never had cause to learn of Coue and his slogan:
“Every day in every way I'm growing better and
better.” I knew that long before the name of Coue
was flashed across two continents with what was called
his “discovery."”

I Enewo that all that reflects from without must come
from within, and have always procticed the proper
frame of mind. I have beéen optimistic, youthful,
happy, before nll else.

Think Youth

Thousands of women go daily to beauty specinlists
for face liftings and goodness knows what without know-
ing this vital fact. I have had no need of beauty treat-
ments because I have not feared age.  Age is, after ;:1!!.
only a delusion, if you can come to believe it. Thenk
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youth! That is the first law.

There 18 a sound physiological basis for this as well
s o psychological one, for it is known that emotions
effect those important ductless glands. Persist in the
right emotions. Have beautiful thoughts. You can
have them, ns casily as those deadly ones of hate,
envy or malice.

Important as it is, 1 do not consider mental hygicne
to be all in keeping young. For years I have followed a
strict regime of body building. 1 have no hesitancy in
recommending it. It has certainly been eflicacious with
me. I shall, vou will note, give you as many “dos”

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Bathe in warm water, following it with n shower of
cold water or by an alcohol rub, and waken the skin
fully with a good rubbing with a coarse towel,

Don’t loll around all morning in & bathrobe. Yoy
get lnzy, and lnziness is dendly to beauty.

Eat & tempting brenkfast, but not too heartily, A
long as I can recall 1 have always caten eparingly, |
have accustomed mysell to periodical fasts; too, which
I bélieve are greatly responsible for the slenderness of
my figure.

Wear Few Clothes

Now for a homely suggestion, but to my mind one of
the most important. By all means do your own house
work if you would keep young and beautiful. Fep
twenty-seven years I have kept house, and have done

How | mads my body, at
filty, behave a3 It did at
twwenty, I shall tell you.

a8 “don'ts,” something a little different from the nd-
vice of many specialists.

Learn to Streteh and Dreathe

Do not jump out of bed Immediately on wakening in
the mornings. Allow your body to wake gradually.
Stretch every muscle many tlmes before you rise,
Breathe deeply, too, as you streteh, and open your eyes
slowly that they may become gradually nccustomed to
the light of day.

& T
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all my own work, even to scrubbing floors, washing
windows, making beds, sweeping—all the spurned
homely duties. For real efficacious results I would not
change that exercise for all the golf, tennis or other
sports in the world.

There is another advantage in housework as exercise.
I can do almost all of it wearing no clothing at all and
let the sun and air get at my body and vitalize it. 1
do not believe such a costume would win entire approv
on any of our best regulated golf courses.
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Deep hn?u.hing with the chest and bust are essential
I always sing doing my housework and this has thf.:
double advantage of giving me deep breathing exercises
and putting me into the right frame of mind. Quite
uftun I slop i_n the midst of some duty and turn on the
victrola and improvise my own dances for a time.

Learn to Relax

Relu.:: Relax properly. Animals can teach you that
better than any human. My pet bulldog taught me the
art. The instinct of animals ean always be relied on.
Birds taught me how to sing and to Open my throat,

To have splendid eyesight, bathe the eyes frequently

in cold water and exercise them by elosing them tightly,
then opening them to stretch the muscles.
' But after all this, the greatest factors are not follow-
ing any physical regime of beauly culture, any plaster-
ing on of beauty clay to tighten the skin (though I am
a great belie::er in this Egyptian method and used it
long before it became popular), not face massage, or
face lifting or monkey glands, but living and thinking
thoughts of youth, Being without fear of age. At fifty
I have no signs of a menopause beeause I donot. fear it.
I am better sexed than I was years ago.

Naturalness, too, is vital, as I told you early in this
story, and a getting far away from stupid conventions,
prudery and hypocrisy.

Take a Lover

Because dignity and erippled joints go hand in hand,
throw dignity aside. If wives and mothers of middle
age could cast aside their cherished *‘respectability”
and become natural, there would be more youth and
contentment. In fact, I want to go so far as to adviee
all unmarried women to have lovers. The sex-starved
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are never those who hay
e e n:t::_ @ the white, rounded bodies,
I say this, knowing whereof 1 speak, for at
hm*a-_ the "body, romance, sentiment, nspirnt!unir t:né
ambitions of a young girl. | am filled with pep and
vigor and never have “that tired feeling.”
It is my contention that Life’s greatest triumphs are
saved for midde age, that if one erpresses and does not
repress, at fifty Life has just begun.

Have 1 o Laver Now?

You may ask if I have a lover now.

Have [ not said I am never without a romance? What
would life be without it? 1 cannot imagine. '

Madame De Stael was sixty when she had the world
of men at her feet. Sarah Bemhardt, Eleonora Duse,
George Eliot and many other famous women had love
affairs in the late days when they were far from being
young or beautiful.

Why not, though, be young and beautiful always?
It can be done,

My Present Romance

Of my present romance, however, I shall not tell you.
It is too sweet, too dear, Perhaps some day 1 shall tell
you of it. Not now. It is being lived now and being
inseribed on my heart, :

At fifty I am happy. Supremely happy. I have bul
one ambition in life,

The remarkable Ninon De I'Enclos was beautiful and
surrounded by handsome young lovers when she was
seventy. It is my ambition to surpass that famous
French beauty.

And o I hope to he able to write for you what is then
my latest love affair—at eighty!
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A Warning to All Young Girls

Marian Dackerill’s (Confidential eAdvice

OU have read of the interesting, adventuresome
life I have led. You, who have read this story
of my life and love experiences, can appreciate how
well 1 have learned about the pitfalls and trials of life.
It is the birthright of every girl to know real love—
that love which thrills us to the very core of our being.
Many of us, even as I have, find our true loves only
after the most disappointing experiences which at
first seem 20 real, but finally prove to be only poor
imitations, like tinsel instead of gold.

Do not be afraid of love! Do not be alraid to love!
When you feel that love has come to you, you must not
hesitate, beeause, as our wiseman said 50 many cen-
turies ngo, “he who hesitates is lost.” Lost shall be

that opportunity which comes but once in a life time.

Of course, you are thinking in your mind abegt
ways and means to make sure that it is a true loye
when you see it, How can you tell that it is safe 1o
forget all restraints and give yoursell over to that
irresistible flood of passion?

For years, I have been giving this sort of advice to
my multitudes of young girl friends all over the coun-
try. To guideé you I have published, below, Jetters
with their answers from me touching upon as diversi-
fied o group of cases a8 I could select in hopes that
these letters might prove valuable adviee to you
These letters are yours and my advice free for you to
take as guidance for your own problems.

—
r—

F you have some particular problem which has not been answered, and this might likely be the case
because all of our lives have unique difficultics, different from everyone else’s, write me a letter, telling
me just what your situation may be and I will answer you immedintely.

To caver the cost of postage,

I stationery and mailing, you may enclose ten cents in stumps with your letter and 1 will study your problem
and advise you immediately.

| You must be very careful (o tell me the full truth

and not hold back anything because it will not be

fair to the other girls to whom 1 would rather give time //i 6{& 7
than those who are not entirely frank with me and I do i / et MW
not think anyone should take up my time unfairly or abuse
my confidence. Write me care of Better Publishing Co.,

Dunellen, N. J.

~

==

Very Much in Love

Dean Miss DOCKERILL:

I am seventeen years old and very much in love
with a fellow who is o few years older than 1. After
going together several months, we became engaged. We
decided to get married when I'd be about 19 years old,
and as this is a long time to wait we thought we'd
break the engagement, with the undemstanding that
some day we would marry,

I have always been true to him, and told him eévery-
thing. He has promised to do the same, and I believe
he is pretty true 2o far. Other fellows have asked me
to go with them, but | refused because my thoughts go
back to the one 1 love. He does not go out with dif-
ferent grls. He has told me often that he loves me.
Da you think he loves me if he waits till I'm of age?
Everybody tells me that he is not worthy of my love,
and that I'd be foolish to mrv,r'r:.r him. But I Jove
him and no one else. BOBBIE.

Dear Bobbie, if you love the young man and no one
Mse, you should marry him no matter what your

friends think. Unless, of course, your parents object.
Your letter seems to indicate that he loves you.

In fact, your letter scems to describe a particulardy
beautiful and complete love an the part of both of you.
Good luck, Bobbie!

How to Win Him Back

DeAar Miss DOCKERILL:

I am a young gu'l of fourteen and I dearly love
a young man who is twenty. I have been out with
him once or twice, nnd talked with him a few times.
He seemed to care a lot for me then but now it seems
to me that he cares for another girl.

He treats me all right as far as I know. What ean
I do to win his love?

ELIZARETH.

Dear Elizabeth, perbups the young man thinks you
are too voung for him. At any rate, be as sweel and

gracious and considerate as you can be when you are




A WARNING TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS

$74 $87

FOUNTAIN PINS

ONLY

Tnbegragh bas fresem g petips
wie a5 han ellatied comeldegs
BEER [RPadelly FELEL B e Loes
Ird Demey oy T e T

Eorse e T J, Trew, Trasall
Chals Spest, Jopiin. Ma. -

T lukegrigh fally Sestifen ofl
Eimd Joa mmals, 1 i=n & Wlir=
Fl-' but lebaqvepli {0 for paetrvstia

Tl . Merpesd, Clailend, Cabl

Tow bavy ened of e beui wrizleg
Insitymemts 1 sver wesl ol
Price, [ por Ll Jowset grades olplloresy pead
thave L mwrrer g Bhdch of ol Tevsass
of 10e Pl el paded L) 0 8 et
Pl fersmtion  JL L Orier, ABate, Y

O by, 1 wm itheisd sk ta b
s lebsgragh IT's & carilng i e
ERls eprten pvples 1B Lebiag werdemn psd
=y erigieain b BEN w Testery pEatEad ol
A prEwibed el It peely Bows ier Lha
Py g4 IF 17 wad Fivies Lralead of e
rtls ol all mmd p wieg 1 cesld i
gisry i@ raee slralild Deea vy Sne o
TEen. ' e pwedr, pv ommea of amy kil jitg
el reasl. E A Rimms, Jarsy Cliy, N 2.

My lebewriph 5 Ui eomeed bl wrilieg 13-
Forpiaest wiih wkirn 1 bave roer wrlidems  That
L srtag o e L asi n Vowrten by profesdbon
I b n §7.00 pan ard arsthey ikal emal pevve
EhEn 156 Iebagrepie Bed Debearaph b berier tham
pister, 11 L0 ke greadesl lsprpeemasl la wriils
U runanis ilsew Lhe [l imiine reerded Lhalr
Themptisy en play faldela with & trengviar pairdad
el Jabn B Aresil Chadwlii . O

My Irkograph o (e B asd endy writing uiesad]
wupl gwgend] Ul [ rmm owps wilh plesrcre.  Tw b
e 1 fof af5F Liea ®ubl wpeal my Daslness Say
j PR Y WA Fy wprled perfe iy 1 Bava peswp byt (55 ]

of both pen and peneil, minus the wealk

bt
Ty

with 14-Kt. solid go

gquality and appearance it is the

“PENCIL POINTED PEN"

“heFerfect Writing Instrument

Comblines the Best Features ficknt to write thousands of words,

&3

ANSWEHS the 1purp~u:t of both
pen and pencil comhined!
Actually improves your |hand-
writing!

Writes freely and easily without a
miss, skip or blor!

Never blots, balks, dries up,
scralches, leaks or soils handsl
Writes equally well on rough or
smoath paper!

Wonderful for making ecarbon
copies with eriginal in ink!

Draws lines to a ruler without
smear or smudge!

That's what thousands of satis-
hed Inkograph users say. Many
tell us it is the best wriling in-
strument they bave ever wused
regardless of price. Unlike a
fountain pen, anyone ¢an pse your
Inkograph without fear of tErutﬁn
or_ i!ilill'.l'illl its 14-kt. selid :nls
poin

il e

s sallsd
writing fratrumen] pou Aese ﬂﬂrﬂ

Patent Automatic Feed

points of both, plus improvements pot  prevents clogging. No complicated mech-
fournd in either. anism to clean or get out of order.

A Pen of Refinement Makes 3 to & Carbon Coples

Made of finest quality, highly pole  at one time with original in ink Dear down 29

T at o ls hard an you like, witheut fear of beading, apresd.
fubed, black fountain 11:-::1 qru.nuli ing, Injuring er distertieg its J-EL solid gueld
d point and paink C pend
fecd, safety screw cap, scli-hllmg  1deal for Saleamen's Ordere, Private -

. - rorkrmanshin, ence, (Mher, Sales and Hilling Mecords or any
lever and  clip, In work P '-:url.; |'rq'.1.|1-'=t|:' exceptionslly l:ﬁ‘l

£ oearbon cogii,

cqual of pens selling for & great  §f Dhsatisfied With Your Fountaln Pen

Efody wiih (. Arther L. Fes, Cestsrilits, Mich deal more. ~try the :n:n-;::;.h,, I{.t'l all we uLhI:.d!t d::;
not prove entirely satlalsctory, L6 ool L2
t.!-.- "f"_-. ._Iu“:kzn':‘! ,.:"‘t:!rl lﬁTﬂtm Cil"ll'lﬂt LEEIIF paperior, amd deos Eet Wrie #.mu‘" thin am

ity peed. Gel ean  petera) ek pemel b bt Bolle
Fmilly viy fof g9 ol Ly Des ibs lakegresh s (3

1 pover Pnind 5 pom sm wrilen [Bhe (b julcl W
i el flraless e wrila redend gnd B orualbaw pee # T
s plad 11 B aEP srrme whal Il'.-! &f EelpT,

Eitnsd i amy pemiflom i 0l b Ess for shipptexr lagn

:m:- |rnmr=-'.r; =4 1” AL Jasestt, Harrianiils, W, Vi
iy ah) il W

B the mamn, Try sl @0 e Tehsgrasie I s U=

b omid gay bed pem M g hfp asarrimeed. s (B Beel

bobbes all sared Thal f§ Triisg lesrcsssd | bare eeer

Not the tintest drop of ink will ;;'."':'r”ff"::'::-: :t",;'n"’;::“’l:d&m ':‘mﬂ-
ppill, although ooe lling is puf- weasy, " -

INKOGRAPH CO., Ine., 131-150 Centre St., New York, N. Y.

lemary Druy  Sterrs,
DEALERS Bowimm s sl vnd v

P — — e —— - — —

bi Bawt Bow aor wes (L Wl IR le sers, sised gnd clesdl e e e e
F - st APEare pendf U W s ]
L Murley, ALsstem, Fa reiy wall ‘.u-:-: whk L 4 E

Mighdid 1 wpilay  Bamgean, Veesscie Flu

bulip T iy e I:"""" Tomgr Indi=graph Lo snwng=
el L L 1Y T e R ] 1

P Lo b et maidd o Gemdarfal  Pa

mr Be B faemialn ;_,..' gy

B Eikd you e
[ £ 18 i ‘I.hpl‘l”l: e oy i I -

Trar eios  shl sdirss g wfelesl. Tar m 1= pha
SEHD "n pedars an Gelleiry.  Wiees Frelilvsce  BEEEEn piter,  DntEaTugh
wil] ks ol peeiare prejalldl If =likia Dem cere (s llograch o
Eed e -u!t-rm'ﬂr petarn 1 snd we'll refgnd pead Eenry w il
MOHE? fanlsr Frpvrasdmei 1l Bage -Iﬁut yare e l.u.l-qnnﬂl wiil
Eirl  pad  Hgulpesendy 8 parteetlaE |
plirgsilve en ofer,

pmaked I jessiaie BoF e,

111180 Centre 81, New Youk, N. Y. |
MANIE  witl B setd (lenibemani Yes may send me pems Takegraph. T owill yay peetsun

= LE T [W1HE
L'-a., Ausers. 1 '.ﬁi::f; La NOTE: INKOGRAPH CO., Inc.
T s wory wall plasssd Wisn Fliisese  Sfrmse
Wik my Lakeagragh. 10 1 RIS, - M, KO-
- — eadhin poopsild  JF Wil B) 3A pie pertaew em deZivery,
18 dar t|l.| ﬂ-'I'IL:I-'
A Blp walis That Bard el Tall mea b b Gl W O
withety sals i e §4 bt gedd .i.i l_|_ s be—pwinrn QL l-!ﬂ'
ol st T wihieh mahas pousfile weils ws wi efumd PRI NEES secvrenscer
i II-\.I] rl:'l. ies i lak, weer . s R T P
1] T L1

L]
pagar, &l rﬂLl-lI

gamrgeat H
A foagm- T ere
Lute -, Filg g el b bR, B Wik with - "l'k I D AAIEEE sasunbane
Lerse i, pei ronpetll el elFl EE- ."“" if e pewied lattes® ]
L BEET B Batcd fo¢  Indognael  ped whb sy = '“1H L
Tk [ peeelve order el e R DVR survind b BSLGE SRS
Liha wrdens ai amea, o wrils fed FRER et or sen's Wikl chalm,

By s el et

LR
m-i--l-l'l"l-“""‘"”""" ey L L



84 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

with him—make yourself as ndorable as possible, and
perhaps he will come to adore you! :

It is perfectly proper for him to seo other girls, ns
at his age very {ew young men care to tie themselves
up definitely with one.

And as for you—do not moon about him, but go
about having as good a time as you can. Have many
friends and like them all. Don't let him make you

misernblel

Better Study

DeAr Mss DOCKERILL;

I am engaged to a young man who seems to be very
nice, and has always treated me with great respect. I
love him dearly, and he tells me that he loves me.
My love affair with him seems to be different from all
others I have ever had although 1 am only seventeen
years old. He is twenty-one, Do you suppose this
is a “puppy love affair’ or true love?

In the meantime I have planned to finish school and
go to college, but he objects to this, He says it will be
too long to wait,  Which do you think is best for me to
do, give him up and go to school, or do as he likes?
Will he wait for me if he loves me truly?

PEGGIE.

[ ] - L]

Dear Peggle, 1 think you should continue your
studies. At least finish school even if you do not go to
college. The young man will, I believe, wait for you
if he really loves you.

You will have many advantages if you continue
school and I am sure you can get the young man in
question to realize that. Show him how sincere your
desire for education is.

Explain to him that you feel you can be a better
wife and mother if blessed with the advantage of a good
general knowledge.

I'm sure if you reason with him, he will promize to
wait for you. Do not be defiunt about it, but hold your
ground as well as you can and he may come around

to your way of thinking.

A Tardy Correspondent

Deanr Miss DOCKERILL:

I am o boy in my senior year in high school. I like
n girl very much. Each time I write her she waits
three or four weeks to answer, giving some foolish
excuse,

What could you advise me to do? Do you think
she cares very much for me? I do not loye her enough
ever o marry her,

A. M.

L - L]

Dear A, M., you seem to be quite puzzled, but can't
you stop to realize that many people always delay an-

swering letters, and that this does not neceswurily
moan anything? Some people answer letters nx soon
ns they get them, others keep putting off answering,

There is nothing about her delay in writing that
should make you think she does not write because she
does not care for you; on the other hand, if you do not
love the girl encugh ever to marry her, and are positive
of this, why be 8o concerned?

As long as you and she are just good friends, there is
no reason why you cannot pardon a little tardiness
in answering your letters,

Two Brothers

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:

I have been going with a boy nlmost a year. Ho is
nincteen years old and 1 am only sixteen. He has a
brother, seventeen, whom I have gone out with several
times, but he does not want me to go out with his
brother. He is not jealous, but does not like me to go
out with other boys.

The older brother doesn’t like to go out in society,
but I do. The younger likes society and seems to be
more lively and to care more about pleasure than the
older.

My best girl friend's sweetheart chums with the
younger boy and she wants me to go with the younger.,

Please acvise me which one to go with, as they are
both nice boys, and both seem to want to go with me.

SALLY.

Dear Sally, if I were you I would continue to go
with the older boy. There seems to be little renson
why vou cannot be friendly with both, but since the
older brother objects to your seelng the younger, you
should hearken to his wishes put of deference to your
long acquaintance with him.

From your letter 1 gather the impression that the
older boy is much more settled and sensible than the
younger, who seems to be out only for plensure. The
older boy probably has a deep feeling for you.

It would be rather unfair to shift your attentions
um the nineteen-year-old boy to his brother just bee
cause the brother is more gny. If you loved the
brother, it would be a different matter.

I really think, Sally, that the older brother is a better
friend to you than the younger. Of course I say this
purely out of reading between the lines of your letter.

A Bashful Blonde

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:

Please tell me how 1 can overcome bashfulness, I
am ashamed before nearly evervbody. Before somo
persons my bashfulness has weakened but before others
it has increased.

My friends always tell me I will get over it, but I
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have little hope. Do you think I will? I do not know
Whether I am growing more bashlul or not.
[ am fourteen, four feet and ten inches tall, How

" " muich should 1 weigh?
L A BasiruL BLONDE.

& L] -

The only way to overcome bashfulness is to think
s of yoursell when in company and more of the people
you are with. Just forget yourself and you will over-
come your fault.

Of course you will get over it! It is only a tem-
porary manifestation of the period of life that you
ure in.

Do not fear: all will be well if you just try to toke a
great interest in the people around you and dismiss all
thoughts of self. The anly way to forget being bash{ul
it to exercise your will power—make up your mind
you simply will nof be bashful. And keep yourself
in as healthy & general condition as possible, for very
often poor health has a relation to mental conditions
such as bashfulness.

I think your weight should not exceed one hundred
pounds.

Sces Another Girl

Dear Miss DOCKERILL: _

I have gone out with a boy for six months, He is
nineteen years old and I am only seventeen. 1 love
him dearly and he tells me he loves me. Recently
he met another girl and he quit coming to see me as
often as before, He says he still loves me. Please
tell me how I ean gain his frendship again, for I am
worried all the time about him. The girl he goes with
doesn't seem to care anything about him.

BLUE EvEs.

Dear Blue Eyes, just try to forget the other girl
and incrense vour friend’s affection by being as swest
to him as you can be and displayving all your good
qualities to him. If the other girl does not care about
him, he will in time come back to you completely.
He has possibly just a temporary interest in the other
girl, and by being as sweet and interesting as you can
be, you may be able to prevent him from becoming
too interested in her.

But do not show him that you care about his seeing
the other girl. In my opinion, that would not be wise,
It would only flatter his self-esteem and do no good.

He says thut he still loves you. If he is a truthful
boy, you have little to be worried about.  He is certain
to come back to you if he loves you. If you were en-
gaged to him you might insist that he does not see the
other girl, but as you are not engnged Lo him—at
least your letter does not say you are—you have only

to wait and see what happens. Perbaps all will tom
out for the best,

Wants to be Popular

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:

I'm in my third year in high school, nearly eighteen,
and called pretty by some of my friends. I don't
powder and rouge as much as some girls.

What is troubling me is this: [ can't be popular,
For instance, there 18 a foreign girl 1 know. She is
aboul seventeen or eighteen, and she was born in the
United States, You see, she is more popular than some
of our real American girls. But maybe it is because

ghe has a baby doll face and figure. 1 know some girls
who are prettier than she is, though, and they are not
as popular as she.

She seems something of a mystery. She can speak
plainer and better English than we do, and she dresses
cutely too.

[ know right now that some of the boys would be
glad to marry her any time.  So please tell me how 1 can
become more popular, and what you think of this
forelgn grl.

UNPOPULAR,

Dear Unpopular, you tell me the girl is loreign,
but I don't know just what you mean when you say she
was born in the United Stutes, That makes her an
American girl. She could not be American-born and
vet foreign. She seems from your letter to be a very
nice, cultured girl.

‘The way to be popular is to be considerate and
pleasant whenever in company., Develop your per-
sonality. Become interested in liternture, plays and
current topics and talk about them in an intelligent
way. Do not envy others who are popular. Make
yoursell one of them by your sheer personality, clever-
ness and pleasantness, |

Three Girls

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

We are three girls, thirteen, fourtéen, and fifteen
years old, of black hair, blue and brown eyes, fair
complexion. We wear short dresses and wear knickers
to school. We use rouge and lipstick and have
bobbed hair,

Do you think we are old enough to make dates with
the boys? Should a girl invite her sweetheart to din-
ner? Should a girl go riding with a boy at night if she
loves him? And if not?

Should a girl fourteen or fifteen love a boy or write
to him? Should a boy come to sce a girl any day
in the week and should a boy love two girls? How
old should a girl be when she marries? Do you
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think the boy should be older than the girl? Do you
think n boy should be jealous? Should a boy of
{ourteen go with girls? Do you think a boy should give
agirl a birthday present, and should a girl give a boy

one? :
Brown AND BLUE EYES.

Dear girls, you certainly are curious about a lot of
things, but I am going to try to answer all your ques-
tione. Of course it ia proper for you to have friends,
both boy and girl friends, but you seem to be n HLtI-::
too young to think of the boys as sweethearis. It is
yery nice to invite a boy for dinner, It is proper to go
riding with a boy at night unless parents object.
Your parents should be asked before you make an
appointment with a boy whether or not they would
object to your being with him.

A person loves or does not love; there is no such thing
ns deciding whether or not to be in love!l It is quite
nice to correspond with a boy. A boy may come to see
a girl a8 often as he likes if she does not make known
to him that she would prefer him to limit his visits,
That is up to her. I don’t see how it is possible for a
boy to love two girls. If he can “love” more than one,
it is not love at all. Just a liking that he thinks is
love.

As o general rule, I think o girl should be at least
cighteen when she marries, and the boy ought to be
the same age or more—but there are many cases
of happy marringes where the boy was younger than
the girl. Jealousy is néver a good quality. A boy
of fourteen may have girl friends. Why not? An
exchange of gifts is always a sweet and thoughtful
thing.

But, dear girls, at your ages I think you should
regard your boy friends with the same emotions that

you regard your girl friends, rather than thinking of

such things ns love and marriage. These things will
come later,

Shall She Propose?

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

I am of a good, respectable family, but the boy
with whom I am in love is the son of a bootlegger, [
have been going with him for nearly a year and we love
each other very dearly. He has never spoken of mar-
rings to me. Please advise me whether or not you
think it proper for me to propose marriage to him.

SUNBHINE.

Dear Sunshine, the business of your sweetheart's
father should not influence you against him unless he
Is also mixed up in the business. If he has no con-
nection with the bootlegging activities of his father,

I cannot see how you can hold them against him. DBut
make sure of this. This belng Leap Year, you have a
traditional right to propose marriage to him—but look
before you leapl

Try to Mend Matters

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

When I was seventeen yeara old I was maorried,
1 have been murried three years and have one little
gon fifteen months old. For the last year or so my
husband has wanted me to leave him and let him
have the baby but I couldn't part with the baby.

Do you think it wise to leave him and go to work
and take care of Sonny mysell?

Dor.

Dear Dot, before leaving him you should try in
gvery possible way to make some other adjustment,
The old rule about marrying “for better or for worse"
still holds true. Perhaps the difficulties between your
husband and yourself can be adjusted and your marital
troubles smoothed over. As you have not confided in
me just what scems to be the trouble between your
husband and yourself, your letter is very hard to
ANSWer.

However, I would not advise you to leave—swith
or without the baby. Try to make the best of it
Some passage of time may mend everything.

It will be very difficult for you to make a living {or
your son and yourself, unless you have some special
training. Your letter gives me no Idea of what you
are fitted for or what you intend to do.

Do special things to please your husband; go out
of your way for him. Beé ns kind and good to your
husband as you can be, and as unselfish about every-
thing as you can be, and just see whether or not he
will appreciate it. I think he will.

Too Early for Presents

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

Is it considered proper for the girl to assist her
escort when he is putting on his coat in a lunch room
or any other publie place?

Is it ever considered proper for her to pay for the
“eats” or the entertainment?

Would it be proper to have him to her home for
dinner when they had not been “dating” a month and
were not engaged?

What would be a desirable birthday or Christmas
gilt for her to get him? What would be considered a
reasonable sum to pay for a gift under the above clr-
cumstances? Also, should the girl pay as much, or
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. for his gifts as he pays for hers?
e Miss N. B.

The answer to thoe first two questions is “No,"”
except under unusual circumstances in the case of the
gecond question. It is proper, 1 believe, and a very
nice courtesy, to invite a young man to dinner at home
even though the couple are not engaged and are new

[riends.
As to gifts, the matter of money docs not enter at

all into the question, as the gift should nlways be
judged by its thoughtfulness rather than its monetary
value. But I think in the case outlined above, it
would be out of place to exchange gifts so early in the
friendship. Get better acquainted before making an
exchange of gifts.

Better Wait

Dear M58 DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of sixteen in love with a man of nine-
teen and we want to get married but our parents ad-
vise us to wait. We know each other for about four
manths, What shall we dot

NANCY.

L L L
;

Dear Nancy, I think yvour parents know best.  Wait
perhaps a year or two before taking the step, and mean-
while become better aequainted with the young man.
You are both very young and may be mistaken in each
other, and only time can prove whether your love is a
true love. Meanwhile I think you can have a very
beautiful friendship with the young man, and it will be
wisest for both of you to know each other much better
belore thinking of becoming life-mates,

How to Win Him

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

I am twenty years old and [ really love a boy who
is twenty-one. I have only been with him two or
three times but know him about a year. What can
I do to win his love? I am very unhappy without
geeing him or being with him. He is the man of my
dreams. He is very charming. Please advise me how
I can win him.

M. E. B,

L L L]

Dear M. E. B, by no means run after him—he
more subtle, On those rare, sweet ocensions when you
gee this charning man, be 8o very, very nice to him
that he will want to see you agnin soon. Look your
best and act your best. Take a lively interest in his
conversation—be a good listener. Invite him to
parties whenever you get n chance. Do everything you

obtrusive about it. Just be as nice as you can be to
him—but don't give him the idea that you are pursuing
him. That would spoil everything, most likely,
Slowly and persistently, make him aware of all your
good qualities and show by your munner rather than
by your words that you care for him.

Desperately In Love

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen and am very desperately in
love with a man of twenty, whom I've been going
with for three yvenrs.  We have been engaged for nearly
a year and he seems to care less for me every day.

I am heartbroken and don't know what to do.
Please give me your advice,

M. R.

Dear M. R., perhaps you are mistaken. Perhaps
he cares as much for you ns ever. You have not told
me how he manifests his gradual loss of interest.

I am sure that if you are as charming as you can be
toward him, and constantly show him how much you
care for him, he will return your love. Perhaps un-
consciously you may be acting indifferently toward
him.

It may be that he is not as demonstrative in ex-
pressions of affection as formerly because he has be-
come rather accustomed to you. Make yoursell a
constant surprise; do things differently than he expects
vou to do them, and his interest may be quickened.

“Another Girl"

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

I have been going out with a young man whom I
love very dearly. He once seemed to care more for
me than for anyone else, but now he goes out with
another girl. Although he says he cares more for me
than L does {or her, I am heartbroken and don't
know what to do,

L. M.

Dear L. M., I don't know just what to advise you
ta do; in fact “doing” anything in particular might
not alter the situation, The young man suys he cares
more for you than for the other girl; perbaps he is in-
terested in her only for the moment,

Until you are engaged to the young man you would
not be exactly fair to insist that he see no other girl
Just be as nice as you can to the young man, and try
to hold your place in his affections by sheer charm.

Try not to show your concern about the other girl.

can to see him mare often, but do not be obvious or Muke the young man feel that vou are sure she s just



A WARNING TO

A Challenge
Made Me

Popular!

5 BOX of cigars says you don't
DARE dance with her—Wall-
That was the challenge

flower!"
they flung at me!

My sporting blood boiled!
right, I accept!"” 1 responded. And

1 started across the floor.

I NEVER was much of a dancer,

VEATS,

castic remark.
HShow them you can do itl

And I would!

ut halfway across the hall my courage died. 1

And the fact
is T had danced very little during the last few
But when our club gave this affair I
couldn't very well stay away. And now, at least
1 should have been sitting contentedly on the “side-
lines"—if only the fellows hadn't made that sar-

‘ show them you
can dance as well as they!” my pride whispered.

llAI]

wilk fright,
Suppose ahe 3

was nearly paralyzed with i right. There she was,

waiting expectantly—Marion Blake,
an exquisite dancer—graceful, poised,
at case. Suppose she should refuse?
Suppase she should leave me in the
center of the floor? Oh, wouldn't
the fellows chuckle then!

The Unexpected Happens

“I'm—I'm sorry”—1 stammered.
*1 gucss o

“Why, of course I'll be glad to
dance!” she interrupted.  And before
I realized it we were swallowed up in
the dancing throng,

What a terrible ordeal it was for
me!  And twice as bad for her, 1
stumbled through the steps. 1 trod
on her toes, 1 tried desperately to
keep in time with the music. Yes,
my dancing was inexcusable—hope-
lessly out-of-date.

Swiddenly she suggested that we
go into the drawing room and sit
out the rest of the number, I blushed
furiously, “"Now it's coming!" 1
thoupht, *“Now she is going to tell
me what ihe thinks of my nerve,”

tut T was in for the surprise of
my life.  “lim,” she began softly,
T e frank. You're not the best
dancer in the world, But you're
certainly not the worst. What you
need 15 ‘brushing up’ on the latest
steps. Why don't you get in touch
with Arthur Murray ™

“Arthar Murray! Arthur Murray!® 1
repeated. e teaches dapcing by mal
Yet can't learn that way I

“Nor* and Marion arched her eyebrows.
“The trutl, is, that's esactly the way 1
]‘r:t}_'imi—nn::l though no one does suspect
it

Naturally, I was astounded, but the next
evening I {ound one of Arthur !-![ﬂ:r::.;-"i
ads and clipped the coupon. Then 1 mailed
it, asking for his free booklet and five free
lessons. 1§ Marion could become a won-
derinl dancer that way it was certainly
worth  investigation—especially since 1
didn't risk a penny.

1 Find the Secret!

The booklet and the five frec lessons
caune promptly, What a revelation] They
showed me how many mistakes | had been
making in dancing—how many clumsy
blunders 1 had been guilty of. 1 had been
holding my partner wrong—leading wrong
—pivoting wrong—doing the simplest steps
incarrectly. And as for the modern siyle
of dancing—I was utterly ignorant of it

I started practicing the lessons In a
few evenings 1 had learned the modern
Waliz—the modern Fox Trot, and many
delightful variations of the very laledd
stepis,  And all without music, pariner, or
teacher |

I Turn the Tables

A week later 1 attended a dance. The
old crawd was there. “Why, bere he is
airain (® they chorused. “Give him the
cigarsl He earned them!™ Imagine how
surprised they were when 1 walked right
up to Marion for the first dancel And
they stood  opco-mouthed  as I glided
around the floor like an expertl

Dut he!f way gerass the hall my ioarage disd. | wai maarly
herd phe wui, wailing eupectanid y— M arjion

Jigew we im ki cenler of

ALL YOUNG GIRLS |

alyard ©
Walke, an
FIgRLCIE uuﬂ—iru#d. poired, af rair, Swppost ihe ihonld rifmaal

JFoorl

Now 1 never miss a party or a dance.
Girls are delighted to dance with me, 1
laugh when I think how scared I was that
terrible evening—{or everywhere I go 1 am
::-:]c-:med as a faultless and accomplished
=rer|

Will YOU Accept
These 5 FREE Lessons?

No matter how poorly you dance now
—no matter il you've never even been on
a dance floor in your life—Arthur Mapr-
ray's method makes you a Rnisheld
in 10 days, or you doa't have to pay a
penny. To prove it, be is willing to send
you five lessons from his remar
course absolutely free! Just mail coupon
(with 25¢ to cover cost of printing and
mailing) and these valmble lessomn will

be forwarded at once. Also a [ree copy of
kis new book, “The Short Cut to Popu-
I rity.™

Don't wait,

You owe it to ‘T'nurul! to
clip and mail this cou NOW ! Arthur
Murray, Studio 829, 7 East 4)rd Street,
New York City.

[—;l—r—l—-ﬂ—u—l — — — T — — — —

rihizr Murmay, Studls EFS,
| 7 East 43rd Street, Now York City,

I Ta s that | can learn to dance &t ham
in mt"u:. s you may send the FIVE I'%lj"'-?‘;
I l.l'..‘-‘n:;ru.‘i. enclowe ﬁl {-mvtn:a:. -;5 nﬂ.:l :u
| or 1 wilige, printing, oic. il Ete o
I i;éml: fres ‘"hl-l 5}:-:! Cut 1o Populatity™

x..mlu.“.“.,,. YT T ITI LIt LR L LR L

ﬁdﬁ[l‘l..... sk iR alpeadine et dnpRanpRaibhane

cl',---|.|+---p-l--||-||.------l+l-|n|-|---5'.“'-rl---lllill
See how saay 1t Is ta Jearn the Aribur
Muray way!
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n passing fancy, and that you know no one has a surer
place in his heurt than you.

Two Boys

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL: :

I am eighteen. I am corresponding and going with
two boys. One boy is in my home town, one :’.i.bm.lt.
150 miles away, inalarge city. With the boy in my
home town I have been going out for six months, and
he has found out that I correspond with the boy in
the big eity and wants me to stop. 1 feel that 1 like
the boy in the big city the best.  What shall 1 do?

JUST ANN.

* Denr “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right on writing to him no matter
what anyone has to say about it. Do not let the boy
in the home town influence you too much unless you
feel you would like to marry him. If you are not
gerious in your intentions toward him, let him know,
and tell him you are going to write the boy in the city
as often as you like. 1 know it will be hard for you to
tell this to your friend, but I am sure it is necessary
for you to do =o, if you really like the boy in the city
best,

~ Whom to Marry!

Dear Miss DoCKERILL:
We, like others, come to you for advice. We are

three girls ranging from the ages of twenty-one to

twenty-cight., We are good looking, good cooks, can
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; so you sce we are quite
popular with themen, and with both sexes [or that
matter, -

But we never seem to find a man we care to marry,
as we've had a lot of proposals from well-to-do fine
gentlemen.

We like these men quite well to go with, but not to
murry. That is, we do not love them. Do you think

we should marry them anyway, and take n chance,
or should we wait till the right one comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled with a
home of our own, as in later years we might not have
such good chances. But we want to be sure of our
happiness when we marry.,

IN DousT,

Dear girls, of course you should wul for the right
man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufficiently exnmined her emotions.

If this is not so, the right men are sure to come along,
if you have the eyes to see them. Analyze yourselves
and make sure just what you want.

By no means marry anyone that you are not in love
with—but don't make up your mind that you are
not in love when perhaps you may be and would find
it gut if not unconsciously determined to be indifferent,
Ponder on the good qualities of the men you meet,
think of them affectionately, find more and more
things to like about them and soon you may find
yourselves in love,

Invite Him to Your Home

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

I am o girl, fourteen, going with a hoy, seventeen, and
my parents object to my taking car rides and having
a nice time with the boy. Do you think my parents
are treating me wrongly? Plense answer this letter,

Brue EYes,

~ Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and go no
doubt that is why your parents object to your actions,
They teel you are too young to spend your time in the
way you mention. You should obey them, for they
Jnow what is best for you. I am sure you can have
very nice times with your friend if he calls on you and
spends the evening in your home rather than taking
you away from home and perhaps making your parents
WOITY.

Obey Your Parents
Dear Al1ss DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents cbject to my going with him. He siys
he loves me. Would it be proper to take my par-
ents” advice? I have brown eyes and fair complexion.

Macy.

Dear Macy, it certainly would be proper to take the
advice of your parents. They must have some good
reason why they do not want you to go out with the
particular boy. Have a long heart-to-heart talk (not
quarrel) with your parents and find out just what
their attitude is and why they hold such an attl
tude. Perhaps during the course of this talk, too,
you may convince your parents that they should
change their minds. However, I think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitude of your father
and mother.
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n passing faney, and that you know no one has a surer
place in his heart than you.

Two Boys

Dean Miss DOCKERILL: '
I am eighteen. 1 am corresponding and going with
two boye. One boy is in my home town, one Pbuut
150 miles away, inalarge city. With the boy in my
home town I have been going out for six months, nr!d
he has found out that I correspond with the boy in
the big city and wants me to stop. I feel that I like
the boy in the big city the best.  What shall 1 do?

JUST ANN.

* Dear “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right on writing to him no matter
what anyone has to say about it. Do not let the boy
in the home town influence you too much unless you
feel you would like to marry him. If you are not
serious in your intentions toward him, let him know,
and tell him you are going to write the boy in the city
15 often as you like, 1 know it will be hard for you to
tell this to your friend, but I am sure it is pecessary
for you to do so, if you really like the boy in the city
best.

~ Whom to Marry!

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

We, like others, come to you for advice. We are
three girls ranging from the ages of twenty-one to
twenty-eight. We are good looking, good cooks, can
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; so you see we are quite
popular with the men, and with both sexes for that
matter.

But we never seem to find a man we care to marry,
as we've had a lot of proposals from well-to-do fine
gentlemen. .

We like these men quite well to go with, but not to
marry. That is, we do not love them. Do you think
we should marry them anyway, and take n chance,
ar should we wait till the right one comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled with a
home of our own, as in later years we might not have
such pood chances. But we want to be sure of our
happiness when we marry,

IN DousT.

- L L]

Dear girls, of course you should wult for the right
man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufficlently exnmined her emotions.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

If this is not so, the right men are sure to come along,
if you have the eyes to see them. Analyze yourselvey
and make sure just what you want.

By no means marry anyone that you are not in love
with—but don't make up your mind that you are
not in love when perhaps you may be and would find
it out if not unconsciously determined to be indiflerent.
Ponder on the good qualities of the men you meet,
think of them affectionately, find more and mare
things to like about them and soon you may find
yourselves in love.

Invite Him to Your Home

DEAR Miss DoOCKERILL:

I am a girl, fourteen, going with a boy, seventeen, and
my parents object to my taking car rides and having
a niee time with the boy. Do you think my paremts
are treating me wrongly? Please answer this letter,

ELve EYEs,

" Dear Blue Eyes, you are o very young girl and so no
doubt that is why your parents object to your actions,
They 1eel you are too young to spend your time in the
way you mention. You should obey them, for they
know what is best for you. 1 am sure you can have
very nice times with your friend if he calls on you and
spends the evening in your home ruther than taking
you away from home and perhaps making your parents
WOITY.

Obey Your Parents

DEAR Mi1ss DOCKERILL:

1 am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents object to my going with him. He =y
he loves me. Would it be proper to take my pare
ents” advies? 1 have brown eves and fair compleéxion.

MAcy.

Dear Macy, it certainly would be proper to take the
advice of your parents. They must have some good
reason why they do not want you to go out with the
particular boy. Have a long heart-to-heart talk (pot
quarrel) with your parents and find out just what
their attitude is and why they hold such an atti-
tude. Perhaps during the course of thia talk, too,
you may convince your parents that they should
change their minds, However, I think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitude of your father
and mother,
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a passing fancy, and that you know no one has a gurer
place in his heart than you.

Two Boys

Dear Miss DOCKERILL: *
I am eighteen. 1 am corresponding and golng with
two boys. One boy is in my home town, one about
150 miles away, ina large city. With the boy in my
home town I have been going out for six months, and
he has found out that I correspond with the boy in
the big city and wants me to stop. I feel that I hike
the boy in the big city the best.  What shall I do?

JUST ANN.

* Dear “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right on writing to him no matter
what anvone has to say about it. Do not let the boy
in the home town influence you too much unless you
feel you would like to marry him. If you are not
gerious in your intentions toward him, let him Know,
and tell him you are going to write the boy in the city
as often s you like. I know it will be hard for you to
tell this to your friend, but 1 am sure it is necessary
for you to do =o, if you really like the boy in the city
best.

~ Whom to Marry!

DeArR Miss DOCKERILL:

We, like others, come to you for advice. We are
three girls ranging from the ages of twenty-one to
twenty-eight. We are good looking, good cooks, ean
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; 8o you se¢ we are quite
popular with the men, and with both sexes for that
matter,

But we never seem to find a man we care to marry,
as we've had a lot of proposals from well-to-do fine
gentlemen.

We like these men quite well to go with, but not to
murry. That is, we do not love them. Do you think

we should marry them anyway, and take a chance,
or should we wait till the right one comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled with a
home of our own, as in later years we might not have
such good chances, But we want to be sure of our
happiness when we marry.

In DounT,

L L L]

Dear girls, of course you should wull for the right
man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufficiently examined her emotions.

If this is not so, the right men are sure to come along,
if you hnve the eyes to see them. Analyze yourselves
and make sure just what you want,

By no means marry anyong that you are not in love
with—but don't make up vour mind that you are
not in love when perhaps you may be and would find
it out if not unconsciouzly determined to be indifTerent.,
Ponder on the good qualitics of the men you meet,
think of them affectionately, find more and more
things to like about them and soon you may find
yourselves in love.

Invite Him to Your Home

Deanr Mi=s DOCKERILL:

I am a girl, fourteen, going with a boy, seventeen, and
my parents object to my taking car rides and having
a nice time with the boy. Do you think my parents
are treating me wrongly? I'lease answer this letter,

BLue EYEs,

- Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and so no
doubt that is why your parents ohject to your actions,
They 1ecl you are too young to spend your time in the
way you mention. You should obey them, for they
know what is best for you. I am sure you ean have
very nice times with your friend if he calls on you and
gpends the evening in your home ruther than taking
you away from home and perhaps making your parents
WOITY.

Obey Your Parents

DeAr A1s3s DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents object to my going with him. He sys
he loves me. Would it be proper to take my par-
ents" zdvice? I have brown eyes and fair complexion.

Macy.

Dear Macy, it certainly would be proper to take the
advice of your parents., They must have some good
reason why they do not want you to go out with the
particular boy. Have a long heart-to-heart talk (not
quarrel) with your parents and find out just what
their attitude is and why they hold such an atti-
tude. Perhaps during the course of this talk, too,
you may convince your parents that they should
change their minds. However, 1 think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitude of your father
and mother.



A WARNING

TO ALL YOUNG GIRIS 03

It was a woman’s idea—of course

Now you
purchase this hygi
necessity without
barrassment-. . .

. . by mail!

by Ethel Watts Browcne
Direrter, Correspandences Drept.

"WHT hasn’t someone thought of

that before?™ my employers said,
when I first mentioned my plan. (They
are one of the largest makers of sanirary
products for women.)

I told chem that countless women have
2 natural distaste for purchasing sanitary
napkins of a rewil store clerk in person
by any plan—even over the telephone.
That these women would be grateful for
the chance to buy skrelutely =ithout

embarraument or disaarion . . by mail.

A better napkin . .
a nicer way of buying

S50 now I can offer you, by mail, the
Purette, an improved sanitary napkin—
8 napkin of many more and important
qualities than any of the most modern
you can buy in the stores
today, A napkin with 8
most essential features
PLUS this wrembarras-

g way of buying . . .
by mail,

.>

The 8 essential features PLUS a

new one— Mail Purchase

1l A new body-conforming
shape. (resnded endi)

Sent to you in plain parcel

Purettes are sent to you in a plain

o Edgesand comen arcrounded.

Tie Mail Purchase Plan will appeal ts refinea

women becsuse it removes all passibilizy of embarrasiment. Yo
Je¢ 10 ene—you speak to no one—you do your dealing through
the mails—with ansther woman,

may in the least disclose the contents. I
am sure you will wish to join the host
of other refined women who prefer to
buy this modest way.

package—nothing

on the label which

Send no money— pay the postman

Toda kil ] ie, T hen he dell th
'I"l Ilrl:m.zr'm a on i, T sug- ‘utfnruuj-fdf:rn urmrmm

i you mail the coupon below
fﬂ H‘II.I guantiy of Poreies.  Send (ree & single Purenie [or isspoction bes
lofe yoma peat J

. mnm—r—im..lr pay the poitmin

- --l-ll

R R -

2 Not merely deodorized —but
actually desdarizing.

3 Molded, not merely cut to
shape. (eliminater chafing)

4 No hard creases or folds,

0O Fatra sofiness of texture.
(atrmres proaier comfort)

7 Full, ample thickness.

8 Easlly duposed of It Scshes
away,

v

¢ Etbel Watts Brovny, Le g
g e THE HYGIENIC COMPANY OF AMERICA I
8 36 Westd3th Sc, New Youk, N. Y. |
¥ (edack wdich)

a 'D se mail me 2 dozen Paretins o plala package.

0 will pay the postean §1.00

H D Pesie =il me 8 dozen Purertes [n plala package

2 | will pay the postcaan §3 00,

v [] Pease send me free Purene for inspection.

L]

T HNAME = -

L}

1 ADDRESS — =

L]

] drTY ATt
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HOW TO WIN

WHAT YOU WANT IN LIFE

Within YOU, as within every other man and woman, lies a strange, mag.
netic er to bend other men and women to your will; to make them
actually WANT you ns a friend or as & partner in business or marriage
to make people go out of their way to do you favors; to overcome weak-
ness and disease and bad habits; to triumph over enmity and ill-will—
all through this curious power called ''Personal Magnetism,"

The magnetic person draws others to him, silently, secretly, irresistibly
(and often unconsciously) as the magnet attracts the iron. Whether
they will or not, they MUST yield to the magnetism, fascination and
charm which radiates from the strongly magnetic person.

GET WHAT YOU WANT!=YOU CAN!

Onece you know bhow to use this power, develop it and direct it, then you may also chtaly
your thousand and one derires.  Before you realize it, things will begin to come your
way—ithe things you had always longed lor come to your eager gras ple begin to
seck you cut— you become popular and muIL;hL after, socially and in business—all

through the use of this irresistible magnetism which liey
within you Lke a sleeping pant, ready 1o be called forth 19
life you up and push you through to any goal you wish—
be it Enandal independence, happiness, success, popularity,
bealth or fortunell

It Is So Simple!—And So Easy!

Thls power of yours can be exerelsed like any moxle,
Secret and boscen as UL Ix It can oevertheloss be des

veloped by the slmple, scicg-
ﬂ e system In this fsmaes
&3

course ou  “Perzomal Mg
4

Magnetic! i

With Magnetism alone, the most
erdinary n-dml ha.*::! riscn P:E
wealth & wWer and gras
the richest tiaes in life from the
smaricat, t educated and
maoat pilted men and women who
had neglected  thia most Im-
F:t_tmt . ri I.u:;? at Muso-
ini — Trotzky — Napoleon —
and look at tﬁu-e right aronnd
you! Ask yoursell if they are
really smarter than you.

What ir Successalter all? Merely
the mcasure of your influence on
others—the akilllul use of your
Personal M tiam!—quietly,

subtly, unno « but pevertheless felt by every person you
nieet.

rlsene practice, b0 el

petlam,™ 1t calls for no tire-
denlal, E bing is mo sic-
F Ty mm:ﬁmmm

mome . stody, Do oxpene, B

of B¢ pow denked youl.
ly you will sot d:::rr-rﬁt-
nem [or better things

Give Your Real
Self A Chance!

Hard, drinding work=
what did It bring you? A college
course=what good did it do? Now
give your REAL self a chancel=
the power within that isreall

YOU, and you will be astou

ut the rate you attain old

and new dealres!

Here Are Just A Few of the Many

AMAZING SECRETS —

_.-__'-_—'_""—'-_—'—‘lur_ﬂ‘
= jes just crammed
Bared In This Wonder Book: ﬁfﬁéﬁiﬂg secrets of

- (ence
How to Win Love, Affection, Trust and Friendahip, ern an d Aﬂ ﬂEﬂf 25
How to obtain meney, credit, success and capital.
How to overcome enmity and [ll-will.
Why lovers tire of each other.
Methods of cultivating charm and character.
How to become popular, admired and beloved.
Secret of ralse from $700 to $50,000 n year.
How to read the character and secrets of others,
How to overcame bashfulness and fear.
How to prevent and alleviate discases.
How to overcome weakness and bad habita.
How wives have made their husbands great.
Why magnetic people have more chances to marry,
How magnetism retaina the youthful powers
How to becorme a real power and a leader
Secrets of history’s famous charmers

,EE . N T S e e e e L hm B .
FREE=For 3 Daps” Exsmiilngilon

EDUCATOR PRE
19 Park How, Hew Yaork Cliy, Depi M-50

Fend e yoor boolk, ® Pervons] Mapurilim®™ for etamiznatiea, | will

pay your apscial price of $1.98 end (eetige oo delivery. L Dot salie
fied 1 will seturs i for refund |3 dayn,

a1 - e e MRS T

. a . e T
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HOW TO WIN

WHAT YOU WANT IN LIFE

Within YOU, as within every other man and woman, lies a strange, mag.
netic rer to bend other men and women to vour will; to make them
m:l:uﬂm'h'ﬂﬁ'l' you ns o friend or as a partner in business or marriage
to make people go out of their way to do you favors; to overcome weik-
ness and disense and bad habits; to triumph over enmity and ill-will—
all through this curious power called *'Personal Magnetism,"

The magnetic person draws others to him, silently, secretly, irresistibly
(and often unconsciously) as the magnet attracts the iron. Whether
they will or not, they MUST vyield to the magnetism, fascination and
charm which radiates from the strongly magnetic person.,

GET WHAT YOU WANT!=YOU CAN!

Once you know how to use this power, develop it and direct it, then you may also obtain
your thousand and one desires. Before you realize it, things will begin to come your
r.li—the things you bad always looged for come Lo your eager graap—people to
seck you out— you become popular and im:fht after, socally and in business —all

through the use of this irresistible magnetiem which Fey
within you like n sleeping giant, ready to be called forth to
lift you up and th you through to any geal you whh—
be it financial independence, happiness, success, populirity,
bealth or fortune 11

It Is So Simple!—And So Easy!

This power of yours can be exercised like any mukle,
£)  Secret and unseen as it h.hjt rutlj neverthelem be de-
veloped by the glmple, atlens
g ot s
course oo “"Persomal Mag-
A netlen.” Tt ealls for oo tire-

With Magnetism alone, the most
ordinary persons bave risen to

et Tnd d grasped Lite R
wealth and power and gms 1 80 i
the richest prizes in 1ife [rom the R ! ex] that
simartest, t coducated and ' - wnyuhe whummn rescd st all
most pilted men and wornen who ; can master {t3 ma jestic mes

had neglected this most im-

tant power. Look st Muaso-
Eﬁ — } rotaky — Napoleon —
and leok at t + right around
youl Ask yoursel lﬁ they are
really smarter than you.

What irSoccessafterall? Merely
the measure of ful.'rr influence on
others—the skillful use of your
Personul  Magnetisml—quistly,
subtly, unnoticed, bot neveribeless fell by every person you

of life now denled you. Gure
Iy you will oot dm}r;n.rﬁi-
nem for better thlogs

Give Your Real
Self A Chance!

Hard, grinding work=
what did it bring you? A college
course—what ¢ did it do? Now
give your REAL self a chancel=
the power within you thatjsreall
YOU, and you will be astound
at the rate you attain old

and new desirea!

Here Are Just A Few of the Many

AMAZING SECRETS
Bared In This Wonder Book:

How te Win Love, Affection, Trust and Friendship.
How to obtain money, eredit, success and capital.
How to overcome enmity and [ll-will.

Why lovers tire of each other.

Methods of cultivating charm and character.
How to become popular, admired and heloved.,
Secrot of ralse from $700 to $50,000 a year.

How to read the character and secrets of others.
How to overcome bashfulness and fear.

How to prevent and alleviate diseases.

How to overcome weakness and bad habits,
How wives have made their husbands great.

4 W W W F §F N N R 9 O N
FREE=Far 3 Daps' Esamlnatisn

EDUCATOIL PFRESS
19 Park Fuow, NMew Yerk Cliy, Dept M-30

Lend me your baek, "Penioral Magseilm™ [or raslnstlen 1 ol
pay yoer speciel prior ol §1.98 and powisge oa delivery. 1 ol satie
fad r'rlll: retars it for refund |a J days

Why magnetic people have more chances to ATy, Nace ST

How magnetism retains the youthful pawers e T I ot .
Ilﬂ L lmqm,- m real power I.H'd. a I“dll" s e I I ™M
Secrets of history's lamous charmers City.. . cesehiiadl gl MmN
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TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS

95

Is Success
Worth s1.98%

How Much Is Success
Worth?

Success to some may mean
leadership in the field of busi-
ness, to others 1t may mean so-
cial standing, to some a success-
ful home life, but in any case
the fundamental principles of
success remain the same. The
value which we place on it 15,
of course, governed by how
anxious we arc to succeed in
any particular path. There are
comparatively few that can
really be called successful. 1In
the most part we stumble on
blindly striving to reach our
goal. We worry and fret over
little things and, when con-
fronted with the hI-E.' things of
life we feel inclined to “throw
in the sponge” and admit our-
selves beaten. The truth of the
matter is that we have not pre-
pared ourselves to deal with
life—our steps to success are
stumbling at best. What we
need 15 a thorough training in
the basic principles governing
a successful career in any field
—a complete course on busi-
ness and personal efficiency.
How much would such a
course be worth? Would not
$1.98 scem cheapr Of course
it would, 1n fact this price 15 so
low that many doubt that there
can be any valuc at all to a
course at such a price. The
truth of the matter 1s, such a
course dods exist although it
was not originally intended to
sell at so low a price. It pre-
viously sold for $24.00, How-
ever, we have arranged to pro-
cure this remarkable course at
the phenomenally low price of
$1.98.

Your Future

Glance at the subjects listed on
the side of this page. How
many of these would help you
to success? Each lesson 1s an

individual discourse on the
subject in question. No mat-
ter what your station in life,
you are sure to bencfit by this
course. It will directly in-
fluence your future. You can
casily turn the knowledge that
it contains into praofit. Why
not be fair to yourself? You
can achicve success if you will
only exert the small effort that
it requires, Mail the coupon
and receive this valuable guide
—these stepping stones to suc-
cess,

What Is the National
Success Course?

The NATIONAL SUCCESS
COURSE is a complete course
in business and personal effi-
ciency. It is made up of twen-
ty-four individual lessons and
deals with each phase of a suc-
cessful career. A glance at the
side of this page shows clearly
the nature of the course. Every
topic 15 vwvitally important.
Each one goes to some length
to fully cxplain all angles of
the subject on which it dwells.
Surely success in any field of
endeavor 13 worth £1.98, To
pass this up is to miss one of the
biggest opportunities of your
life. Don't hesitate. Mail the
coupon NOW! Pay the post-
man $1.98 plus a few cents
postage on delivery.

" LEWIS BOOK CO.
56 West 45th Street, N, Y. City

— — — ———— — — ——

LEWIS BOOK CO,
56 West 45th Street, N. Y. City

Gentlemen ;= Kindly send me your valuable
guide to business and personal 'I!‘.ﬂ'!".']l'l'l.l:{
uw NATIONAL SUCCESS COURSIL
Am sending you herewith $1.98 I:i:ul'xI
Eh:}:k poital or express money order

o §

Hm:m: ................................. &
Addrest, . qessaasa s uhi : e KA nR b
E[r - Stale. aw



10A C, BAILLEY ALLEN

For the
Housewife

IDA BAILLEY ALLEN'S

COOK BOOK

$1.93

REGULAR PRICE, $2.25
THIE foremost expert

| of Domestic Science

| discusses freely on cooking

| and the menu, incorporat-
ing into this one volume all

| the knowledge and exper-

| icnce of many years' exper-
iment.

2500 Recipes

|
| 1001 Pages

This is a valuable book, and an
mmportant factor in the conduct

of a houschald,

You will find such topics as
these, by this international an-
thority, will lend a much needed
helping hand ;: Purchase of Foods,
Dieting, Feeding of Children,
Vegetarian  Menus, Seasoning,
Table Settings, Using Lelt-overs,
Feeding the Sick, Foreign Dishies,
Church and Club Suppers, Out-
door Meals, Canning, etc.

Send cash, money arder or check.

LEWIS BOOK CO.
5 W.45thSt.,,  New York City

—_——

|
; Special Price ||

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
L AA LA A A A KA

LEARN

All About
TELEVISION

Television is becoming
more and more popular
every day. Get in on the
ground floor. Remember
It was just a few years ago
that Radio was going
through the same stages of
development that Tele-
vision is today, ltis the ex-
perimenters of the old
“fan'" davs that are now
reaping the rewards of the
“successful” in the radio
field and, in Television
there is the same chance for
success—the same field for
experimentation that Radio
afforded. T'hose who come
out on top of this infant 1n-
dustry will be the oiies who,
realizing its possibilities,
grow with it. Teleyision
will undoubtedly attain the
proportions, as an industry,
that radio enioys today.
This is your opportunity—
it knocks but once—take
advantage of it. Send for
the book “Television' writ-
ten by accepted authorities
on the subject.

BUILD AN EXPERIMENTAL
TELEVISION SET

Buid yourseil an experimental
Television set. In “TELEVIS-
1CON" you will find complete in-
formation for the construction
of an expenmental outiit. Every
phase in the construction and de-
velopment of Television is fully
and comprehensively explained.
Mail this coupon today. Don't
waill Over 112 pages—fully
illustrated—large magazine size.

ONLY 50c¢

send’ cash, stamps, check or
money order.

LEWIS BOOK CO.

56 W. 45th Street, New York City

Solve
them if
you cane

IIERE are 116 pages
of extraordinary
puzzles.

Sam Loyd, the master
puzzler, has devised a new
set to try your mind.

Puzzles of all sorts, with a
special 26-page section of
scientific puzzles for the
mechanic, the engineer or
the man with a scientific
trend of mind.

It 1s fine fun and excellent
training for the mind.

Get the Book Now
Sam Loyd's Tricks and

Puzzles

Send 50 centa cash, stamps,
check or money order.

Lewis Book Co.

56 West 45th Street
New York City
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Dont Pay Me a Cent

If 1 Cant Give You

- aMagneticPersonality
~5 Days FREE Proof!

NU matter how lacking you are in
qualities of leadership, no mat.
ter how colorless, timid, unsuccess.
ful and discouraged you may be, 1
GUARANTEE to s0 magnetize vour

srsonality that your whole life will

completely transformed !

I can give you poise that ban-
ishes sell-consciousness, charm that
makes vou  irresisti-

yvoursell—your manner—your own
marvelous nal force, released
and mngn]ﬁlﬂl # hundredlold in an
amazingly clear-as-crystal, scientific
way! More necessary than good
looks. More valuable than money.
For without it a salesman is band-
cuffed! Without it a business man
is powerless to command! No actor,
no teacher, no orator,

bly popular, personal no statesman can
power that will in- long hold his au-
delibly influence the dience _ﬁp-l:llbuuﬁd
minds of others and without this supreme-
amaze your friends. ly influential magnetic
I'll make you a fas- force!
cinating force in so- _ Personal  Magmet-
e ealley R oy e
::::1 Jrfruu-:.-;r-: mi:"m::'cr:u; What h: Sex ful its results! No long
profession. You'll be- Magnetism? study or inconyveni-
come more popular, I T TR ence. Not the slight-

more prosapecrous,
more gloriously suc-
cessful than you ever
dreamed possible!
Let me send you

prrecie] cfvenge Lhat diows
e man 4 oo WOk
LorrYer, irrmulad iLdy 7 What
M thai strangs, Peevei-lalling
mmark  (hat  ewakess  Jove
tEl-,-u la i1, |a man o EPman
fhat s e drEw &b
(sacinatir—1ke hypactic poard

est self-denial. Just a
simple, clear, age-old
principle, that taps
the vast thought and
POWET TesouUrces with-

the fﬂﬂﬁf—'ﬂhwlulth‘
[ree! If within § days
vout do not experience

Y ou Lawve L

thit fed 0Nl TRl resist

.  Hsl dé yoa wae wl

in you, releases the full
sweep of your mag-
netic  potentialitics

EsriToes haa

a decided change in

vour personality, if you do not find
voursell making new [riends with
case, if you do not discover yourself
already on the way to social popu-
larity, business success and personal
It‘ﬂ.l.‘t'f.".hip‘—{-ﬂht gay 80, Tell me my
principle ol personal magnetism
can't do every single thing that 1
said it would do. And you won't owe
me one penny!

What Is Personal Magnetism?

What is this marvelous lorce that
ridses the sick to glowing, vibrant
Liealth, the timid to a new conhdent
persanality, the unsuccessful to posi-
tions of wealth and astonishing
power

You have it—everyone has it—
but not one person n o thousand
knows how to wse € 1t is not o fad
nor a theory, It is simply you,

and makes vou almost
anew person from what vou were be-
fore!

Personal Magnetism is not hypaotism.
Hypastism deadena. !‘.h{ntmm awakens,
inspires, uplifta. Personal Z '!::l.:tﬂi'lm 1 ot
eloctricity. 1t is loke electricity in one way—
while youl cannot see it, you can obeerve ila
startling effecte.  For the momeat you
release your Personal Magnetism you leel
a new surge of power within you. Yoo
lose all fear. You gain complete self-
confidence. You become almost overnight
the confident, dominant, succesaful per-
ponality you were intended to be—so
fnscinating that people are dmwn 1o
you as irresistibly as steel @ drawn to a
magnet |

The Facts Are Free

The lundamental principles of Personal
Mugnetism have been put into an exira
Lurge volute under the title of “Instans
taneots Personal Magnetism.” 1t is bound
in beautiful dark burgundy, with the title

old embossed. [ts scope s ax broad as
e itsell, "Filrea of Magnetivm," "Sex
Infuences,” ""The Maguetic Voice," "Phye

ical Magnetien,” “The _hhﬁ:ﬂ]: Eye,"
‘Oriental Secrets,” “Rapid M fm-c Ad-
vancement,” "The Magnetic Mind," and
“Magnetic Healing,” are coly a few of the
subijects covered in this amaring booke A
magnificent book that tells you jost how
to cultivate tha magnetic influence of your
nature.

You cam sway and control others, You

eon  comunand sucs
ces. You de:Eg'
noe mcrplu o
thl“; }%mﬁ m;ffhm
to do. Throug
wemns e e
you gain t o
o magnetic person- | A .ariaod dotl
ality in +$ days—or m; am t
you doaft, pay oon. | sty Tt o
ree offer to youl “All | have | owe
of udring Shahes
Send Coupon bare.”
Today  ,'dan.sit e
You must see this **The r"f::tl:

wonderful volume —
examine it — let it

influcnce  indelibly | ot _pesition,

your own rﬂml Mtﬁ b mothing

ity. You send no “f woeld ot part

money with the coo- :'u'ﬁ' J".’.L..'?' say

| o i b Ml S “(hns of ihe’

i:h. 0. l'}, \Pu-.a :ﬁ; mh-:_lﬁﬁm"

the book Gt R —Lke grea in
aren’t stired | TUNRET L .

o
and delighted in the | crm—imaeciisyy
Sday peniod, return 'l ”-'E?-

it and it costs you | oo waa b
nothing. Otherwise b:rr haa taughs s
h:f"p it as r own | far §100.000,
and remit in full
payment. You are
the sole jod You do not pay unless
}'..:i.t ;‘l;ﬂ a tely delighted. And thea
on !

"trnu eimply can't delay. Clip and mail

the coupon NOW. Ralston University
Preas, Dept. 200-M, Meriden, Cann,

RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS
Depr. 200.M, Meridan, Conn,

A rght—={T b il jelgr Veow wmar sl
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Carlton Representatives Doubled Their Incomes in 1927
- Companys Sales Showed 100 % Gain

-Carlton is Nationally

Make Big Money All Year

With The Cariton Line /

Ho Experience N a Investment Required—Every minate
right from the start, ls to be problable io you. Part time oF
Full tizo# . . » Day time or Night time . . . . An oppor-
tunity wherein success is only dependent
upon your “"Willi to Tryl" .50

TIE UP
WITH A
SUCCESSFUL
COMPANY

OUTFIT
FREE #

Belween s Twe sovers o » » the matlomally
haown Carlisn Custam-Quality Lise ol Men's
Drest, Wirk snd Speri Shirti, Neckwear,
Usderwser, Pajamas — tbs easlest to sl
Man's Wear Line ls America . . . . aod aguls
the recerds of 1UIT 1o prove ki,

Year Round Business
~Ever Active Market

All you have to da la show 1he sample besk,
gusie tha lew prices ssd take wrder allar
wrder withost efert

Carlien dufrays lull Uassportatlon charge,
gollavts balapess dos mnd guarasiesd s
Remaw saililseilon.

U1 you prafer, begln by devoting spare tme
2, yeur sarslagy will ssan juntily lell tme
Cailisn's blg mesag-sarniog propeshian.

Carlian sctsally puls you ia buslusw Ter
yeursall—gives your ambitloss [oll play, and
malas TRy miawta  wl
yoer sasalative prolitable,

Lrart your 1€
art your success at once-Sparvetime or full tim

Biggest Commissions
Bonuses in Addition

You are dally —ln eaah. Each sale
::1"*:-1 I:'Th: prupeition | !
L rilem [ ]
ll';:rlrp-—l- nal eaxy for you to .L—-'J.u
st and shew swrpolalog resalis,
Carlisn's Dawus FPlaa §s (s moul sussasalal
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et u:'.'nu u,lmmh- ol
Bewas Flin as wall s delalls ca Carlion’s
40% Prolt Sharing Plas (lurnldied with
entll.
r. i = : 1 ] 11 = l_--|.1-1"-1 I"‘F‘“ll’
tves b sddiion to all clher soorves of
Carlizn inivman

Complete Outfit FREE

Put It In Your Pecket and
Pat 2100 a Week in with L

Upean recelpt by wa ol spelal s the
right, you will be H-rﬂrlm-lﬂi
fussjplata sampla veifil—ike maa alabarste
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ONLY

FOR

BRILLIANT
NOVELS

in Book Form

”‘*‘Frre Br.r ade

r l-l'nli..nr o FLRlE

Lewis Book Co., Suite 1005
58 West 45th St., New York, N. Y.

WITHOUT
PRECEDENT

Such A Book Offer

BOOKS—8 for $1—t astounds vour sense of valye

Ya 1;-Thll.“!|'1n1.l thae oller posaihle

I ut that tremendoos

puppty s fast din l'l shing. How could it last!—= {or §1

Hrr.u.". I ik vantage ol I_I' s offer while there (s still £ e T
tur |T'- e hect af Lj. 8 ol the 15 ritles listed below and you will be assured
of promot de I VErY.

AR voul Cin ] ! |'I. i, these books are ﬂ:r lateat freatwns of rmmuwlerm

f*-'::--u. “! suoch merit ame they, thev were grasped by the mition
I

Clure industracs and transformed into pecture plays

"h nir re 1|: 17 ITHMTent 5| be hlled with much pleasure, and the
different 1tries in hl| ach plot is laid, will unfol] a knowlkdee
ol l! e ;I‘. 8 which, 1x r1|1 1. could not otherwise be obtained.

Each wyolome is I|.'.H'.1lll|].ﬂ|'|'_. baour] with -I.|lh|:. maalerial amd ilus
trated =ith "-.1|.|]|." frorm each peas -”'-:"_- will be an addition (o your
Liwary that will give that necessary touch of varety.

Lider now, by aumber, from the titles below

HERE ARE THE TITLES:

1. Mow York Te The Maule Flyar 13 The Head te Mandalay
2 Campus Flirt B. Ths New K'ﬂﬂdlil- l4. Tracthed by e Palice

1 Al & Lady 9. Farbidden Wale 16 Tell It tos the Marlnes

L. The Lease Thiafl 10, Sensalion Seske 1‘- What Happanad 1o Jones
g Les Missrables 11. The Rambling H amnger 1T, The King of ibhe duingls
#. Thai's 5y Baby 12 Dan’t Tell the Wile 18, The Cat and ihe Canary

Place Your Order While the Supply Lasts

[RE————————— R R

15 PBOHDE CO,, Suirs 1003
‘eat Alth St New York, M. ¥,

r
|

1 .

| Lienllemend 1 enCides
|

|

I

|

|

|

L

'-ll
Fﬂ

81 for besihn Swurmles

st i

S — T T — - — . | — T— - —— —



;_SOWhen go den ha1r L
begms to dar% S5y

MARCHAND S

R GOLDEN HAIRWASH e

d&;f restores
1t snatu ral charm
and beauty .

(Write for bunklei: “The Care a.nd
... [|'Treatment of the Hair Address
A ChaaMarchandCoDeptS |
- zan 42 ﬂSt NYC A




	Luv Cult p01 front cover
	Luv Cult p01b front cover
	Luv Cult p02 inside front cover
	Luv Cult p03 title page
	Luv Cult p03b title page
	Luv Cult p04 contents
	Luv Cult p05 contents 2
	Luv Cult p06
	Luv Cult p07
	Luv Cult p08
	Luv Cult p09
	Luv Cult p10
	Luv Cult p11
	Luv Cult p12
	Luv Cult p13
	Luv Cult p14
	Luv Cult p15
	Luv Cult p16
	Luv Cult p17
	Luv Cult p18
	Luv Cult p19
	Luv Cult p20
	Luv Cult p21
	Luv Cult p22
	Luv Cult p23
	Luv Cult p24
	Luv Cult p25
	Luv Cult p26
	Luv Cult p27
	Luv Cult p28
	Luv Cult p29
	Luv Cult p30
	Luv Cult p31
	Luv Cult p32
	Luv Cult p33
	Luv Cult p34
	Luv Cult p35
	Luv Cult p36
	Luv Cult p37
	Luv Cult p37b
	Luv Cult p38
	Luv Cult p39
	Luv Cult p40
	Luv Cult p41
	Luv Cult p42
	Luv Cult p43
	Luv Cult p44
	Luv Cult p45
	Luv Cult p46
	Luv Cult p47
	Luv Cult p48
	Luv Cult p49
	Luv Cult p50
	Luv Cult p51
	Luv Cult p52
	Luv Cult p53
	Luv Cult p54
	Luv Cult p55
	Luv Cult p56
	Luv Cult p57
	Luv Cult p58
	Luv Cult p59
	Luv Cult p60
	Luv Cult p61
	Luv Cult p62
	Luv Cult p63
	Luv Cult p64
	Luv Cult p64b
	Luv Cult p65
	Luv Cult p66
	Luv Cult p67
	Luv Cult p68
	Luv Cult p69
	Luv Cult p6b
	Luv Cult p70
	Luv Cult p71
	Luv Cult p72
	Luv Cult p73
	Luv Cult p74
	Luv Cult p75
	Luv Cult p76
	Luv Cult p76b
	Luv Cult p77
	Luv Cult p78
	Luv Cult p79
	Luv Cult p80
	Luv Cult p81
	Luv Cult p82
	Luv Cult p83
	Luv Cult p84
	Luv Cult p85
	Luv Cult p86
	Luv Cult p87
	Luv Cult p88
	Luv Cult p89
	Luv Cult p90
	Luv Cult p91
	Luv Cult p92
	Luv Cult p92b
	Luv Cult p92c
	Luv Cult p93
	Luv Cult p94
	Luv Cult p94b
	Luv Cult p95
	Luv Cult p96
	Luv Cult p97
	Luv Cult p98
	Luv Cult p99 inside rear cover
	Luv Cult rear cover

