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Censorship No LongerD

This Thrill of Thrills-

Tales from THE GREAT DECAMERON...

OU'LL: never know lile untll ¥you've
read this greatest of all forbldden
books ! You'll never know | how utterly

stark snd vivid a pleture of human passions

cann be painted in words unill you've fensted

un the most fascinaling tales from the great

est of all trovito-life books—ihe Immartal

Decamerun of Boerapela!
Between  1ts ‘pages, the

thritl of & lifetime of rend-

Ing awaits you. Before n E

YOour vedy Fed lg unfalded

the gl ing pagesntry of

i den age now  vans

i —an ake swhen pas-
slon, intrigue and high-
rdding romanee held  rull stealth,
SWAY, Past you, in |a

bresth-taking parade, sweep
same of the most besutiful,

—how a certain moble
Indy slipped into her
husband’s chamber by
and
places with his
tress in order to win

so vigorous a style as to be actually start-
ling, It has long been a storm center of
Herve controversy and ren persecution.
Crities and the haute-monde Dbave ae-
clalmed it with unstinted praise fer its
sparkling vividoess and subject matter—
while prudish zealots and ty¥rannical re-

formers, aghast at the utter

=== frankness with which Boc-
caccio exposed human life

D and love In the raw, re-
sorted to  every possible

means Lo keep thizx master-
plece from general circula-
tion. Al one time they
actually went so far as to
changed gather all  the available
mis= coples snd have them pub-

o lely burned!
But all that was yester-

vet unprincipled, women of | Pack his love, day. To-day the thrill
all time—women whose in- —how 2 tiny mole that awaits the reader
tense fascination fired men's on n woman's breast, within the glowing pages
M.tml n’nd even nlte:mtulhr congemned ner Lo of Dﬂ':lmuron Tales is [{u
fated of empires . .5, ere mger denled yo ]
you will And tales of grur- death  and wrecked :‘hloh age l.l:fl riisxv:—a"r‘nislihlh;
let days;, when a  roylst three lives! peorless  word-artistry of
world drank of Jife  gud genial old Bocescelo has

love to fe very drogdl —how

Few writers have aver
dared to write so Enil-
mately of the frailtles to
which the fesh s belr
But the flaming pen of
Glovannl Bectacein Kne'g no
restraint. Sophisticaled and
fearless to the ultimetd’ de-
gree.  his stories are not
noly hritliant fictlon of; the

miliated

blood !

a princess of
highest rank was hu-
beyond all
toleration in her own
bed-chamber by a
cavalier whose “veins
ran fire instend of

come into lte own at last!
. . + Now, for u short time
only, you can inspeet these
grout examples of realistic
writing In your own home
for five days, without oblil-
gation!

A Literary
Treasure-House

most frinplnx varisdy—=hut

also the most illumina‘ing record of lifa in
fourteenth-ceptury Ttaly ever penred. Hardly
& detail of these stirring times edeaped his
ever-wutehiul  eve—and wint ho  saw, he
wrole, without hesitation ar fear!

Mystery No Longer Shrouds
This Brilliant Masterpiece

Perhaps no other book ever written has
bad cuch an amazing history. Written in

o gl o e e, oo itee

Rich in fascinating plot,
tense with sction and vibrant with human
asélon—the Decameron has furnizhed plots
ar the world’'s grest masiers of literature,
Longfellow, Keats, Dryden, Chaucer, and
even the greal Shakespeare himsell sought
these Immortal pages for Inspirstion. In no
other wolmme are the morsls &nd customs
of Ttaly wof (he fourteenth centory 80
graphically lald bofore you-——the way people
vi

&% the hovels and Duﬁ they dwell.".&

all are told with both wit and pathos tha$
are Indescribable, Thus the stories not
only amuse and enterisin, but constitute o
landmurk of liierature which must not be
passed over il you would brosden your
vislon—make yoursell truly cultured.

Five-Day Trial
Send No Money—

And now we are eonabled lo offer you
these great classles—thinty-0v¢ of the best
storles from the famous Decameron—ior the
amazingly Jow sum of only $1.98! Send
no mopey—Jjust Nl out and mail the coupon
below. When the package arrives pay the
postman $1.98, plus few cepts postage. In-
spect this great book for five days, then if
you are not delighted return it and your
money will be refunded. Mail the ocou
this Instant before this Jow price 1s
drawn! Franklin Publishing Company, 300

No. Clark St., Dept.B-290, Chicago, Ilinois

I Franklin Publishing Co.,

8 No. Clark St., Dept. B-290,
Chicago, Illinois. l
Please send me & copy of The Talet
from the immortal Decameron by Boeo-
cacclo. When package arrives 1 will
pay postman only §1.9%, plus few cents
postage.  If not delighted. 1 am &t
lberty tc sturn the velume within
[ five days snd my mones will be re=

tunded.
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If you may be out when the postman
calls, "enclose $2 with this coupen and

I we will pay all delivery charges. Cus- !
tomers  outside wust send cash
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Delicate piquancy and intrigue are the keynotes of this
camera study
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TWO DEVILS FOR
DEVLIN

By Robert Leslie Bellem

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

a copra lannuun, with a side-line

, on the tiny south sea

ﬂand of Tongalusa and the light-

hued native gicls who wore 2 string

of pearls and an amiable exptmion

could wiggle in a G-stm;g

bon'y’s business.

had become an old story.

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

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

=3
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#Listen, big boy. b
Your lady-killing

charms are being

wasted. You're just

anolher case to me,”

she told bim flatly,

L aknh BR g o 0 k&
— 7 T




m had run off. I misjudged bnmbn Mpb‘ﬂ of de- ot '
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time she came in he said, “Listen.
You've got to marry me.”

(!Why?]!

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

She laughed. “If I married every
man I've taken care of, I'd be a poly-
andrist a2 hundred times over.”

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

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

He blushed. *Oh, I know I've
got a name for that sort of thing.
But I'm a changed man now. Won't
you give me a chance to prove it to

b Y
GINGER STORIES

“Well,” she hesitated. “TIl tell
you what: if, after you leave to-
morrow, you can prove that you'd
be faithful for—a couple of months,
I mighe listen to you.”

“That’s easy! Just watch me!”

“That’s the trouble—1I can’t watch
you! But I tell you what I can do.
I'll let you take my house-boy,
Chong, back to Tengalusa with you.
He can report to me about you.
Would you be willing to do thar?”

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

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

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

“Oh, yes he can!  He’s a good
cook and he knows how to do house-
work!”
~ Loa-loa wig-
~gled sinuously.
In view of the
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“My bero!” she N
grinned at bim,

Loa-loa came closer. “Can China-  “No, Illybo repay. Wait and

man kiss like Loa-loa?” she whis- see!” the old man repeated myster-
pered. sously, as he left.

“l don’t know. Why don’t you Al Devlin went to bed early. He :
try him and see?” was tired after the first day back at 5 ol

The girl frowned and backed work. : , i
away. “Loa-loa no kiss Chinaman! ately, but soon awoke with the feel- .2
“Not any more you don’t! I'ma Al stared. T
good boy from w on! I'm sorry, pr

“heres 2 box of
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Y O-RFE By Prue Guinan ( m l
slipped
from the
bed and wrig- 3

gled her pink
and white body.
Her nightgown
dropped to the
floor: It wys
one p.n., early
morning for
Broadway.

The meager
handful of
clothing s h e
had been wear-




*Bea likea
you, dom't e,
Baby="

"W, why
else would he be
Pr;xpjiitimm'

me, Edde™ )
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onna do, and then go down in the
obby and pick somebody up. Say
you do it tonight.”

“Bur, look here. . . .”

"What's the matter? That's the
way they all do it, ain’c it? The
f.lul.y lets himself get caught, thats

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

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

“Yeah, 1 suppose so. All right.
Say you make it about eleven to-
night. I'll get somebody up here,
and everything'll be all set. But
don’t Jet the dick break in the door
cause they may put it on the bill.
Just rap loud. I'll open the door.”

“GINGER STORIES

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

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

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

“Came to papa, sweetness. by -decision.
: You can’t go by-by dressed wlm!ﬂ ‘:e t:lrl;
' that,” be said.

like

about?” Eddie
grinned.

- “You begin,”

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

e remarked

TSRS |

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

Her name
proved to -be
Edith, and she
was wearing 2
dress with a

plaited skirt, so it

didn’t take her
long to get that
off. She said she
wanted to pre-
serve the plaits.

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

“Where did
you get this lic-
ker?” she wanted
to know.

“Wanna smoke?” he asked the girl,
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She sna
out of

ot
dress in a flask

der to

—n Or

save the plails.



In The Swim

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

-

UH can’t see the half of it,
dearie!
This black eye ain't exactl
a royal bull decoration, and I'm mﬂ
limping some, but it's the colle g:
collection of bruises in Harvard Red,

Yale Blue and Princeton Orange and

Black, to say nothing of Dartmouth
Green, what I got parked cn them

pti:‘mof:n anatomy not on view to

yuhmmfmwoi’ﬁds‘w

Where at?
Why at a college PROM! Where

else at would yuh expect ﬂkb:dy to
come¢ home from lookin 5::
mrﬁvmdfmw x
or been run over by a coup
of cheer leaders?
When Mickey Marshall gives me
:bemhhher:upmm;mdemywlf
beermdpr:nelmsdm&m
was in for four I




SRR T

'EEJ ,'“'_‘ -

e g iy
N s

18

Yuh see, dearie; I'd made a New
Year’s resolution to lead the pure and
simple for a change, and I'm not one
of them low downs what make and
break their resolutions the same week.

So I thought I'd ward off my des-
tiny by running double, for awhile
anyway, long enough to grease the
skids of life with a little alimony.
What's that? Yuh say yuh think a
Prom would be a good place‘to pick
up the necessary article wearing pants
that show? Listen to me, dearie, col-
lege men make the grandest sugar
papas, but for an honest-to-Gawd-
bring-home-the-bacon-daddy oh, 1

~could laugh myself into a state of

semicolon.

A Prom, dearie, is a hifalutin’ title
for a Plumbers’ Ball. They've got
the same trimmings otherwise, Wine,
women, and song are the same old

ool of the devil since Eve invented
ferment and torment by the simple

act of sinking her upper set in 2
choice Ben Davis, whether you spell
*em that way, or call 'em Gin, Broads
‘ﬂd r :‘J, : :

g

y mﬂfﬁhﬁm’&am tter than a nail

hammered jiored i by a woman . T knew
well S were not

GINGER STORIES

the awful truth about this Prom.—
IYll paralyze you. Though it was
conducted under the divine influence
of Christianity, so to speak, it was
a wow! Their high tide was a Cos-
tume Ball, your gentleman friend
concocting said costume out of the
billboards of his imagination.

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

Of course T was flattered, any wo-
man would be, to have 2 man think

wear a brassiere size number 28
with a couple of tucks, when I really
have to wear a forty-fo—. Never
mind, that’s nobody’s business, not
even yours. ‘

When that mmr.d:m delivered
to my hﬁﬂﬁm{ - | o Deaconess”




Wiy turn the e she dragged berout, b
by turn Wﬁ%amﬂmj#@w ,



“How was the Prom,

dearie?” she asked.




e well, davlin’, I'm
still limpin' and
I've got a collegi-
ate collection of
bruises in Harvard
Red, Yale Blue
avid Princefon
Orange and

Black.”

21
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shockingly bright idears of his and
had had the swimming pool drained,
decorated up to the nines with the
orchestra hidden behind a clump of
bullrushes along the side, dim lights

GINGER STORIES

lock as’a peach of a place for 3 pie-
eyed intermission.

For after all, dearie, ™Prom with-
out liquidation is like going to a per-
ting party with a cracked lip. What'y

the use?

Well, the afore-
said intermission
was a bit long, I'll

- we came back our
L ¢ hilarity had in-
L treased in tempo
per ratio per bot-
tle. Thefirste
moonlight dance
was the next ¢
scheduled and
Mickey bad order-
ed all the lights
turned out except
for 2 huge golden

admit; and when
. '

1 wus, being full and
a bit wobbly on its

, The music com-
menced to order
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Judy: “You had no business to
kiss me!"”

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

SINCE ONE WHIFF OF THE
FORBIDDEN FRUIT MADE EVE
BLUSH AT HER IMMODEST EX-
POSURE, STRAIGHT - FROM -
THE-SHOULDER STEVE
THINKS IT'S TIME TO PASS THE
APPLE OUT TO A COUPLE OF

TL



oor
the

so thai

He closed the
femg womaen might
wof be disturbed,

softly

sdev

' Thc Madame -.Overéleeps

g

e,
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gtrolling toward the outskirts of
town, he came upon exactly what he
wanted, a neat, little cottage sitting
back from the road a bit; and leok-
ing very homelike and hospitable,
His rap at the door was answered by
a good-looking, middle-aged Madame
to whom he explained the circum-
stances of his plight, and of whom
hs begged the favor of shelter for
the night.

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

“But where is the Monsieur?"
ssked Hampron; gazing curiously
sbout the room.

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

"But what does it matter?” she
asked naively. “Monsieur, the Eng-

2¥

pass through my chamber without
fear of embarrassment.”

Hampton thanked her profusely
and retired. Being weary from his
long walk, he slept soundly and
awoke in the morning feeling much
refreshed. He wondered, while
dressing, if the Monsieur had re-
turned home during the night; but
assumed that he had. Then glanc-
ing at his wrist watch, he saw that
the time was many minutes past six.
Doubtless Monsieur and Madame
were up and waiting breakfast for
him. He opened the door of his
room and stepped boldly into the
adjoining chamber. 7

Mon Dieu! Surely; there was
some mistake! There was no Mon-
sieur to be seen, but the Madame was
very much in evidence. She had not
yet risen, much less left the room!
In fact, she was rec!i:x:go:pon the
bed in voluptuous a y appar=

- S — e W
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b oo, Al

MAD,

BAD,

BABY

By Eldon Lynch

The Story So Far:

Julie Rose, a little dancer known
as “Broadway Baby,” bitterly resents
it when Dad Kinney, her platonic

“sugar daddy™ pays attention to an-

otha'womn. Tomahhm;e:lom ‘

She believes he planned to meet her
on the boat.
Afmr]ulmhngmembedshen
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UDDENLY . the lights were
switched on' and the next mo-
ment the man beside her was

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

GINGER STORIES

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

: knew how to love,

door behind him.

“So he's got
u, tOB, m he-;"
asked of the be-
wildered girl
Then, as_she only
stared, puzzled, he

. saw this man be-

Fashiona in LOV'G

ADY in your underwear

I could kiss you half to death,
Fondle you and find you fair
As we mingle breath with breath.

4 other  WDimpled shoulders sigh for love;
;W.” friend, Through your frail brassiere I see]
 Dad? Wi delights you cannaé hide' 1

—By Jed Russ.

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

" _ Fashioned just for ccstasy. M believed in ir.
fore!” she exclaim® |IDon’t put on that evening gown |~ “His wife is on
ed, outraged. “T Wnough it makes the mhnr'f are,]| Poard, too” he
. pradly. 1 E: 3 \I Wfﬁl’ }"d“ as you t]'ﬁ,—- r&t’smii mnmclg.
Lim <aw JJLove.me in your underwear | fuln d‘_htu!f_sbewnaé'b_—
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chair,” she said, suddenly conscious
of her disheveled self, "I must get
some beauty sleep.”

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

29

She, too, closed her eyes.

The guttural, eerie sound of 2 fog
horn awakened her. She couldn’t
have slept long, because it was still
dark outside, but in the short time
she had slept a storm had blown up.
She could hear the patter and swish
of rain on the deck outside, and the
boat itself pitched and tossed fright-
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‘ “Until

ronfghf,"

: he said

[ . RN [z - 3 i

i *:v‘:‘o :‘ ‘ ¥ . | < parting.

VAP | |

RS * He cradled her slight form. in his  this?” she in wired acidly. How
' arms, his eyes fixed anxiously upon dared he act l&a that? The memory
i S imﬂ, are you, dm?“ he of those | s in his suitcase

m:ed her with lf their hateful i 1;:-
ations. persist in be-
ing so abmmy:l‘;, Pl take a deck

v S

“Wrong. You are to stay

i re with me where you
et »
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severed garment, but he held her arms
down, his eyes frankly feasting upon
the beauty thus uncovered. With 2n
incoherent, pagan cry he swept her
hungrily to his breast, bending her
head far back with the fierceness of
his kisses. When the torment within
him had been somewhat appeased, he
allowed her to sink back, exhausted,
on the pillow.

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

; For a long, long time, she lay mo-
tionless in the dark, living over and
over again those mad, passionate mo-

| ments when Philip’s lips had claimed

' and possessed hers. Useless to deny

‘ that his touch had thrilled her as she

| had never known a2 woman could be

(. Sbe lovid s sl seoditia Biller

written in a feminine band.

. N

=
5 ‘ 'r !

=

L} |

No second-hand love for her; thank
you! She regretted having allowed |
him a single kiss. 1
Sleep was impossible after thae for '1
her, though the deep, measured
breathing of her husband assured her |
that he, at least had fallen asleep. !
She lay and  watched dawn creep !
through the shuttered window. |
Stealthy footsteps in the corridor |
caused her to sit up, alert and listen- _:
ing. In the dimness she saw a2 white ,
square slide under the door. A let-
ter, apparently! She waited, while
the soft footfalls died away, then,
noiselessly she rose, stole across the |
room and took the envelope. It was ]
not sealed, and, regardless of the name
“Philip Eliot,” scrawled across the
message, she opened it, praying that
he would not awake. There was just

\J .‘i.h.’ :
Sy

4
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search for the paintings as soon as
they landed. There was no time to
waste. She hated her husband, so
she told herself very vehemently sev-.
eral times, but she couldn’t stand by
and see him murdered in cold blood.

GINGER STORIES

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

“We dock soon, better hurry,” she
said briefly and went out on deck.

u'[':_, be'’s painted a pict
it e o e

ure of : , Pl Rill bim,” lm
yelled. -
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Lester
Roberts
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A lovely girl was i
just getting out of -

the iub when in

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

Smell took the slip of paper.

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

A slatternly woman opened the
door. J. Tc;;;mgton dotfled his hat,
glanced at memorandum again,
and, clearing his voice, politely in-
quired “Is this where Miss Donna
Hissup lives?”

- .
K [
s T i A .

t
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woman!

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

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

The girl threw a bath-towel about
her, it covered her most incompletely,
and glared through her blushes.

“How dare you!” sne stormed.
“Didn’t you hear me singing?” she
demanded.

“Yes,” he repeaud. A heard you.
That's why I came in.’

"Wdl‘ when you live in a place

this, singing means to stay out.
t's why 1 was singing because
wasn’t any lock on the bath-

The woman WMmmap mﬁm

ptmmplc;on
want?”

%hwlmkmgférm
, , and—""

“What do yu!;e

He mana

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

There . came another shriek and
then something warm and wet, some-
thing that felc like a bath towel, was
flung over his uncovered head, mask-
ing his face and eyes. Something soft
and yielding bumped into him. He
reeled, and felt a perfumed presence
run past him with a little excited gig-
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“"Oh, Kelsey! She’s the most won-
derful, stunning, ravishing creature.”

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

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

“Where?"

“Here."

“Oh, hell!" That means I've gotta

]

“That _sounds
areal.” e said
SR Y,
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when you see one, and even if you
recognized it you'd be too dumb to
take advantage of it.”

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

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

Smell shook his head. “I've sent
her flowers and candy and raised her
pay and promised her the understudy
mf‘; in the show and she just smiles
at me and says ‘Thank you’ and that’s
all I get.”

“Listen; kid! You know that
dame’s got a voice and lots of It—she
could hold down the lead herself and
get away with it like a million bucks,
and you know it. What's the an-
swer?” :

“I don’t know.
What is the an-
swer?” ;
“You boob! Ar-

GINGER STORIERS

ment to go over certain interpola-
tions in the score of the show, and;
incidentally, for a snack of supper.

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

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

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

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

He nodded.

“But, you're jok-
ing?il

“I'm not! Here
is the contract, see?”
He showed her the
ready - prepared
form that represent-
ed everything she 1,
had dreamed of for
years.

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

ly.

“But it is!” he
said. And then he
did a curious thing.
He took the con-

tract and its dupli- e A

fm a-ndcz de!ibeni V- B .

y strode over tothe  © Ag the bath towel struck him, a per-
wall-safe ac one side - fumed presence swept past him with
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TROPICAL LURE!

By Malcolm MacGregor

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

the phonograph.
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given herself to
him as completely

anvone who

touches her

TR |
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Pepeia almost gasped

as  bis sirong arms

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

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

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

“Then you haven't met Pepeta,
have you?” asked the woman.

“I don’t think I ever heard of her,”
gdmitted Tuan Jim.

“Then you should know her be-
fore you pass judgment on half-caste

43

to admit he can never do anything
f:or her. You should meet her some-
time.”

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

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

- Tuan Jim thought it rather strange
conversation for the wife of a mis-
sionary, but he had seen before

emotions brought to the sur-
' face by the tropic moon. He made
no comment, and a short time later,
after a promise to take Betty Betti-

girl-. Pepeta is the mbodqnenl:of son for an inspection of his schooner

all life, love and passion, and wor-
sh’ s only pleasure.”
“Hasn’t your husband tried to
convert her?”
“I'm afraid

next day, retired to his room.

He had been in l:ismomonly'a
short time, W z several letters he
mtendudmmaﬂ nmday.wh?m

pafehsaband 'ﬁn Hie heard & fains- sattling ut the

 reached tbpmz_m&um hummﬁemdwh
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out into the garden. Looking up he
saw a dainty, tapering legy wits: a
small leis encircling the ankle, pro-
ject its way over the sill.

__ The leg was so pretty, with its gol-
den hue made all the more sensuous
in the moonlight, that he watched
eagerly as another leg came over the
window gl to join it. Dimpled
next into view, then well
highs. He expected to see
: rl enter the room from
behind the bamboo screen, but as
the body came further into view he
saw that a gaudy sash had been tied
about her hips, with a great knot in
front. 'Then, with a sudden bound,
the girl leaped into the room, and he
saw that the sash was her only article
of clothing, ' except leis about the
neck and wrists and lotus blossoms
in ber hair. '

~ For a moment Tuan Jim had
feared it was Mareea, for he knew
she would

for him. But instead it was a
stranger who faced him with a flash-
ing cmile of pealy teeth. The girl
stoed juct. il the winda', hee
mile becoming more sensuous as her

enize his schooner in.

the harbor and would come hunting
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take, girl. 1 don’t even know you."

"“Ah, no, but before morning Mis-
taire. Tuan Jeem will know Pepeta
very well and will want her ta come
back always to dance for him and
love him!"

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

- suited the girl.

For several tense moments she
stood with one hand on her hip and
her head thrown back as she listened
to the music, then slowly her body
started to sway as she began a dance
of her own conception. It was a
weird, sensuous thing that called 1o
all thar was wild in Tuwan Jim, and
he felt himself growing weak as he
watched her.

'As the Phallic gods put into dances
all their desires, so did the girl, and
Tuan Jim felt the blood pounding at
his temples with the same great de-
sires. Each move of the girl made
him %m crush hes z;"hu
so tightly it would hurt her, yet
3 kiss her

:

ever

e
lips

!

]
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Each kiss brought the blood
pounding more heavily at his s

and called to all thar his body had
hungered for 3o Jong. Whea he
could resist no longer, he forced her
back upon the bed where he let her
lay for several moments while he
feasted his eyes upon her enchanung

'.'ﬂ—u—w;
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ward the twin oil lamps that hung
suspended from the ceiling in the
middle of the room. Before he
reached them, however, a nattling of
the bamboo screen at the same win-
dow where she had entered attracted
his attention.

Looking up he saw Mareea glide
into the room. Her eyes swept past

He looked up to find Marecs before

bim.

"T've come back” she soid







The Cat’'s Meow!
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“This is
prad ness
but it’s
divine,”
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bk:nm chiffon. A | :
“Come!” She put out her dlmpTed A s' y m
hand and caught his large brown ene \
s canght his large brown ee | SR EachWee

and with a cojuettish l.mgh led him

from the room. AR j
In the hall; she stopped long 3 ﬁ)rmf 3

enough to brush his cheeks with her o Lt MB!GHONEY—-Span-Tmﬂ
long cyelashes—her ."Buttcrﬂy Kiss.” 7 Na %.Wﬂ'ﬁ“f%
Then she led him through the library - LR "'"'"‘ﬁc g,l,;-;}lf‘\' o
door, and into the booklined room, | ! N acera: or £45 12 §100 s wee

glowing and mellow in the waning NSy : “'Q"i""dll W,'
afternoon light.
Crossing to the table, she took a
cigarette from a silver box.
Quietly, Leland Hannum watched
her. Without a ‘word, he took a
match box from his pecket and held
a match for her. He was so tall and
she so petite that she almost had to
stand on tiptoe to light the cigarette
held in her full red lips. 1
| He smiled down at her—the rypi-.|
~ cal soldier, erect, bronzed, and silent | %
with keen observant eyes and 3 firm-
set mouth.
Leaning over, he mddenly took the
cigarette from her lips and km&d her. |
“Nan, dear,” he imd m’i& i |
pretty thing!” ‘
He squared his shonﬁim took m i
a cigarette and, as he tapped -ﬁm
his case, said quietly:

“Who is our fﬂmi tke a‘é,

When did she appear in our
ﬁwewwmnnﬁm

the . dek under th
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the animal. \\"onder where Jack

picked it up?” He laughed. “You
know, Nan, I think there's some-
thing strangely like Jack himself in
that cat!

“Yes,” Leland continued in a curi-
ously flat ominous tone. “T've seen
your husband look exactly like that,
especially when he’s been watching
you and me.’

He turned keen eyes on Nan’s
troubled face.

“Qh, Lee, what do you mean?
You can’t mean that Jack imagines
that—" She broke off abruptly.

“That you are seeing too much of

me?” Leland finished her sentence -

smoothly. “Well, I don’t know.
There have been times when I have
thought that he did suspect my feel-
ings.” He laughed ag:un a short
apologetic laugh. “Sﬂly, [ suppose.
But sometimes I gﬁnhun es. Used

to have them I was in the

trenches. 1 could dlways tell before-
hand when gas was going to drift
into our trench. Iguesalgata;ig_r;t 14

of supgm:ious f
those &ay&

His eyes m::g%
fully On the china cat
through the gathering “even

ng abmﬁ"_.’._' el
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1f functional Bladder Irritation disturbs
your sleep, causes Burning or Iliching
Sensation, Backache or Leg Pains, mak-
ing vou feel tired, depressed and dis-
cguraged. why not try the Cystex 48 Hour
Test? Don't give up. Get Cystex today
at any drug store. Put it to the test. See
how fast it works. Money back if it
doesn’t bring quick improvement, and
:j!lllst)’ vou completely. ‘I'ry Cystex today.

nly 60c.
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TRY THIS TEST AT ()lﬂ ﬁl?l?'

-fnll-uen‘thm
MWM¢
2 Packages for $3.00—also C. O..D.
RERES G'-.l-er-u.'ﬁlﬂli a.,mmw-.

N, : -
-t B



| 52 GINCGER SToORIES
i P -

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

Leland Hannum lhughed. With
a swift strong motion he caught her
up in his arms; he spoke passionately:

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

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

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

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

“ *Cared for you?” There was 2
fine scorn in her tone. “‘Cared for

ou? I thought I liked you but I
Lu you now, Leland Hannum—

hate you! Do you understand? I

. His protest was cut short.

~ “Go away,” she be ~ “Leave
me alone. 1 want to be alome. If

you don't go, I'll tell my husband

~ make love to me again and again.

o i e
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thing.”

Leland was gone. Nan sat in the
chair, near the huge center table,
staring with wide startled eyes at the
china cat. lts eyes seemed more sin-
ister, more questioning than ever.

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

“Home so soon?” she said slowly.
“l hadn't expected you for hours
yet.”

Jack Pierce smiled. He was
slightly inclined toward stoutness,| FiVE $100 o v si o0 for lonms
and his small eyes, which usually| 390 2i=) saiiet paizid 1
seemed to glitter, were quite passive | MARY TITUS
now. ~

“Rioshed: btk ™ he - snd. it 1s Pian b
thick peculiar tone. “Meeting went mum
Ea

{
5

along a litele faster than I had ex-
; pected. How about the "Follies” to-
' mighe?™
‘, “Splendid,” she replied. “A little
i music would be pleasant.”
’ He leaned over, kissed her upon
the forehead.
“I'll run along and phone for
tickets,” he said and left the room. |
Nan 'ﬂma_m:&msim—ah%
went up the stairs to his room.|
- Again her eyes rested upon &F grin-

" PR 1Y
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Tropical Lure

(Continued from page 46)

woman. 1 have been true to Tuan
Jim, but white woman has not been
true to her man. Look!”

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

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

“Don’t you know her, Tuan Jim?"
demanded Mareea. “It is the wife of
the missionary, who at night when
her husband is away stains her body

and becomes Pepeta. In the day she -
“has all men’s respect, and at night se- |
But Mareea has al-

lects her lovers.
ways remained true to Tuan j’nn.

As Tuan Jim stood looking
two women, one who had fought for
hhlovemdtkeoﬁieriuhhuw-
sion, the girl who

é:ar

at the |
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The Bird in the Jilted Cage
(Continued from page 39)

breakfast coffee and smiled sympa-
thetically. *"Well Donna tells me she
refused your proposal of marriage
last nighe, kid!™

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

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

Smell nodded gloomily.

“Well, kid, 'm him!”

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

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

Smell stared ac him. “Even, even

‘hoqving that she stayed all night

here with me to get the contract?”
he cried. :

 Kelsey Hammond roared with
laughter. "She told me all about that
i gasped be-
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Mad, Bad, Baby
(Continued from page 32)

her watchful eyes caught a glimpse | '

of snowy hair. Old Fascination was
waiting.

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

Old Fascination’s wife leaned
against the wall, weak and tremhlin_ s
her big black eyes darting fev
about as though seeking a place in

which to hide. Julie was feminine |

enough to feel no sympathy for her,
the woman whom her hmband loved!
“So! You would lie to me, would
you?" the old man exulted wﬂy
icking up_the l'olkli
ing it lovi l

“Expected me to believe that

nmrhadheenunr'j;’ tings ¢
‘ cruel

e
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*You are delaying us. May I ask
for what reason?” It was Philip's
caustic voice who ventured this ques-
tion. At a sign from the old man,
he was released and he faced OId
Fascination angrily.

“I—I was told you were carrying
some—opictures of my wife,” the old
man stammered, chagrined and at a
loss.

“But I told you that that rumor
about the pictures was not true!” his
wife said, triumphantly. She had
recovered her poise and looked very
completely the outraged grande
dame.

Irritably he seized her arm and
was about to walk away when sud-
denly his keen, white-lashed blue”
eyes encountered Julie’s uneasy gaze.
He stopped, glanced down at the
small suitcase she carried. A slow
smile crept over his face. He re-
leased his wife, walked deliberately
over to Julie.

The dreaded possibility of this had
occurred to her, however, and she
Wwas not un i. The grave fact
that her hus s life depended
upon whether or not she could suc-
cessfully manage tl?:: Fuci?::ln
gave her a courage | under 3
; - y - — *n I A
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was her only weapon, and she decided
to use it.

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

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

What is the outcome of Julie’s

game with Old Fascination? Find

the answer in March Ginger Stories.

The Madame Oversleeps
(Continued from page 26‘)

return. He has deserted me; the |
rogue, and I am M:mm

y it upon |
“accident” had
g
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In the Swim

(Continued from page 22)

hose to 2 seventy foot water tank
nearby. I and Mickey were the first
in, but the others followed with very
wet smacks before we had a chance
to lie about the water being fine.

The shrieks and yells would have

uickened 2 bunch of Censors, Then
33; lights went on again. One of
them vaunted superior intellects that
colleges are supposed to turn out by
the double gross actually lived up to
expectations. Mickey was just pull-
ing me out by the skin of my teeth, - °
the only thing he could get 2 hold on,
when the illuminations did their
stuff. Honest to Gawd, dearie, I al-
most plunged in again.

I had lost my costume!

It turned out later, dearie, that I
hadn’t lost it at all. It was merely a
case of guaranteed unshrinkable scuff
thumbing its nose at the guarantee! ]

“Merciful Heaven! What s
that?” shricks the old maiden aunt of
a Prexy who had to come at just that
z 5| point of a watery tale to cast 2 ben-

_| evolent eye around to see if

J :Q&n: niuer &

‘was L { b’u

e el i . E R
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water nymph when yuh see one?

That's what I am, a coy little water |

nymph!!”

!
And do yvh know what that eld

Beelzebub said? ““Then in the name
of all the Fathers of Abraham, get
into the warter!”

That’s a pr:nertul way of saying

“take a dive,” dearie. So I did, and |

that’s the first time I ever took le.l-
ingly to the H20. Bur instead of
sinking gracefully out of the vulgar
glare of the limelight, I floated
grandiloquently on the surface!
There’s a saying yuh know, dearie,
about people of generous proportions
being like Ivory Soap, pure and non-
sinkable. 1 reckon I'm purer than I
thought. I inhaled enough to sink
the Leviathan, but I remained wichin
sight of all concerned. And were
they concerned? A good time was
had by all but yours truly. A case

of stay on the surface and yuh stay |

all over.
Sethm:!waskkeaﬁrstcousmof

Lady Godiva, only my mannish hmr g

mdﬂn’ _besm
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THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR

Like peeps through private key-
holes is tima intimate story, se-
veaied in a yoeng z:rl'n secret
diary., It is the tale of ber love
life, from the early days of curi-
_ufmr and lllmnqh“. -
d;mmx‘ that -rm sd.r your

strangely. WE "“"
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DAM.ZINE |

FOR SICK GLANDS CAUSED i
PROM AGE, ABUSE, DISEASE, ete.

A uct of medical research prescribed by
hysicians il the treatment of starved glands.

Qou take no chances and waste 0o money. Sat-
Isfaction guaranteed or money refunded.
knvyite ence with physicians. Packed
25 Dam-Zines $1.00. 200 for $5.00, $.00 or-
der now means & order Iater. Special
physicians offer 1000 Dam-.Zines $21.25, Al
w gent in packages postpaid.

o C. O. D. Send cash or money-Grder and

expect Dam-Zines bf firat return mail. _No de-
Iay. Write now. All correspondence confidential,

DAM-ZINE LABORATORY
Box 101 Columbus, Ohie.

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

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

Two Devils for Devlin
(Continued from page 11)
The two girls were glaring at each
other now, and their voices were
gradually getting louder. Devlin
knew that Chong, who slept only a
couple of rooms down the hall,
would hear if they kept this up.
And if he heard, and reported to
Alice. .
Toa-lea and Tolu were closer to
him than ever, working every wile
they knew, and they knew a lot of
them. In spite of himself, Al felc
that he couldn’t stand this much
longer. He jumped out of the bed
and slipped into a robe.
- *We dance for you!” said Tolu.
And forthwith she and Toa-lea be-
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esting party. They worked on the
principle that, after all, a man was
only a man, but a good cigar was a
smoke! He breathed a sigh of re-
lief as they disappeared through the
window and sneaked quietly off, bare
of foo:, in the brilliant moonlight.

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

Thar afternoon Chong was out in
a proa in the lagoon, fishing for sup-
per. Devlin lay in 2 hammock, tak-
ing his siesta. There was a light
foocfall on the veranda, and Al
opened his eyes. Then he opened
them wider, and opened his mouth
too! :

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

- “Who are you?” he gasped.
Could this be a native girl? Her

attire suggested it, but otherwise she }|

seemed to belong more to Fifth
Avenue than to Tongalusa.

B mew  Mirgcls

sbd _enlerges sile

of Lhe br "
BRE

Are you Bat-chested? )

of your feminioe charm? Just & few mipsles & day at
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STRANGE BOOKS |1t Mommisee

WINTY NOVELETTES by French suthor tramlated in ‘ :
Eagiish exaclly as origizally writien and printed ln'l]pel: : f _AIIStarEd at }]El‘ inew, She was ]US['
small they musl De resd with & maguifying er readls hal‘ y -
glam. Te the usinitiated these bookiels appesr. (s n.‘;;,hf aint Y tan, nnd hCl‘ I was srr:ught

oy bt o sonfosion of printed maier tos bMall e B read. 'aad_ kinkless. The rest of her, well,
So Jrocared for a few cesis in uay movety stors, EVERY lhg just starcd_. Then he came out of
Besd the amaring story of Atile Lowiw Boges 3na we | DS, Stupefaction, He suddenly rea-
|Iized that there was Alice and that
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BEET DU I he bad given b 2 o,

AR e A L AT (e Bloeorn T dih e
Shma as nana,will accompany bosidris. THEY MUSE 58 . | girls back bec;;use I didn't lr;ke ’e(::le
READ WITH A MACGNIFYING GLASS \ 2

PRICS OF THE THEEE COMPLETE $1.00 OMLY.
PANKER AGENCY, APARTADD 570, HAVANA, CUBA

I sent them back because I didn’t
want 'em! [llybo’s crazy! I don’t
want any of his wives! I'm going
to get one of my own, soon. See?
Now you go back like a good girl
and put him straight, won't you?”

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

*Go away!” he said weakly.

S A b
i

g e AT

[4 *You would send me back to that
| : fat old man? Look, look at me! I
# = |am young. I am fair. 1 am as white
) as you. Am I not desirable?”

b !lE He groaned. *Of course you are,
J Mt |damn it. You know only too well
h[ s e e |how desirable you are. But, please

!II "

Her shoulders slumped.  She

ned away, and wandered off down
ath that led to the lagoon. -

ey

v

kept up, that two
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*You here?” v Murn Back
She came to him. “My hero!l™ she | - Back
mid, and grinned. “Great big strong
mans, to resist such temptation!™
His brain reeled. “You saw?™
She nodded. “And anyons whe
| could resist Peg Malone in such a get-
! up deserves ﬁmty of credit!™ she

A

stated. NOT TOO OLD
: “Peg Malone—?2" i TH Luvejoy's Discovery.

“\-es. .D‘“ B«lm'- ﬁ.l a Sllrrl Hie snew, “A mas
pal of mine. A nurse too. You | =<  gleads
see, afver you'd Jeft Port Wythka, I | fomaeei v’ 11000 mee st slody
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Sotlmd?"“m lmmrry o | Dvm'l:::‘::zvﬁhh'mnl Weald ham mes
have sent you away like that. So I | o o e e oy e Lo Toe Doy
got a launch, and Peg came along. | gr=r s seaialy wuh sies eeilly sics peur

It was a beautiful moonlight night
and we came here to Tongalusa to
see you."

“Lase, last nighe?™

“Yes. We got here late, and
Chong let us in and said you were
asleep bur that he'd get you up. He
went to your room, then came dash-
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*ould Know—

aiit to hola a husband
L5 e have perfect children
uj!th preserve youth
,.nihng “off ‘other women
ﬁ'ﬂs yoursélf attractive
| rushands tire of wives
ﬂm-hnt diseasds due to
nEsrance
piisses of women
control
ht sleep—eany childbirth
iimvabies are conceived
smses of children
i )y health guide
o 4 7e of life—hygiene
sid children die young
H fed traits and diseases
‘will you tell your grow-

Will You Tell
Growing Child ?

s let vour children grow up
me dangerous ignorance in
u yourself perhaps were
v will yon guide them

ugh puberty by the aid
helpful book?

Thiz volume abounds in truthfol
ever, finds outside
picture ix true to llI...

every woman pay the
ret? H':l‘-"
to the brin

48 men ar

waomen rema

life of ever;

facts of sex ns they are
bhuge pnew library of Sex Knowledge,

before you

The dangers of peiting
¥How 1o be » vamp

Becrets of the wedding n
Beauty diets and
De yon know——

How to

and feet
How to acquire charm
How to dress attractively
Intimate personal Lygiens
How 1o pick » husband

price of a moment's
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k of divorce—the sacred joys of sex relations'be denied?
v ignorant of the simple facts of life

The Greatest Sin of all*is total IGNORANCE of 1.he most important subject in the
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AWAY WITH FALSE MODESTY!

Let us face the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly,
of shamé and mystery from seéx and build the

laid bare {n plain, Jdaring but wholesome words,

Girls—Don't M
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How {0 msnage the honermoon
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= men
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How to beantlfy face, hands, balr, teeth
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sweethearts
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uture of the race

‘“MODERN EUGENICS?”

35 ( hapters—Starillag Illustrations.
Hestrations and pictures of sclentific interest that one seldom, If
of the highly huhnlual medical pooks which laymen fall to understand. Every

Secrets
for Men—

Mistakes of early marrikges
Secoets of fascination

Joys of perfect mating
How to make women love
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Nursing and wWeaning
Fevers and contagious disesses
Accldenta and emergencles
Hyglena In the homas

How to eare for invallds
Limitation of offspring

The sexual embruce
Warning to young wmen
Becrets of greater Jdelight
Dangerous discases

Becrets of sex attraction
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Edocation of the family
Bex health and preventlon
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