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“Watch him make a fool

Of hlIIlS le i’] heard someone whisper

~then [ started to play/

T WAS the first big party of the scason

and the fun was at its height he toom
fairly rocked with laughter as Jim finished
his side-splitting imitation of a ballet dancer,

Tom, who was giving the party, tumed
to me and said, “And now our young friend
here will give us his well.known imitation
of Paderewski!”

Instantly all attention centered upon me
Feigning reluctance, I made as if to beg off,
but was (mtlx-ulh dragged to the plano
Admonitions of “Come on, old timer, do
vour stufl!”—"Daon't be bashfull”—came
from all sides

They expected me to do my usual clown-
ing—but 1 had a surprise up

questions, “"How in the world did U ever
da it?"—"Where did you study ?""—"\Vhen
did von h arn to play?"'—"Who was yv
teacher 2" —"How long Il‘\n- you st

“Let uy in on the secret, will vou?'

How I Learned to Play

e at
aboat it
What!

You, too, can learn to play
this easy way

l'- el

my sleeve for them Just as
I was about to begin, |
heard some one whisper

“Watch him make a fool of
himsell—why, Ae can’t play
4 notel™

They thought | was going
ta give them my one-finger

rendition  of  chop-sticks

Hut instead | swung into
the opening bars of "“The
Road to Mandalay' —~that

" L L 1 - g Avtn
roliicking soldier-song o 4
Kipting's. You should have Hanje

seen the look of amazement
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that speead over their (aces
This was not the clowning
they had expected Then Tom
wing

began to

Oune by one they joined in, untyl soon
they were all crowding ind the piano
singing away at the top of their lungs

Once started, there was no sopping 1
Song after » y calles |1vv ant] us

loudly sung
plaving they'd beg for
i certa
ras almost an hour
me get up from the pano

prise was

IThen a delu
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Ny Message ro 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.

H

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 you ever asked yourself, as 1
have:

“What is carnal sin?"

“Does 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, '
“This is right; that wrong#"*
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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, arc the truc 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, 1928

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 i3 with the
fixed intent of teaching the youth of
today, as well as all the unsceing, un-
knowing multitudes for whom I have
cver 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.

Moo lll vl
/"’_\
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EW YORK has been the
N setting for most of the

adventures I ghall recall.
In New York the secker may
find ready to his or her hand
adventures that make Life worth
the living. How few, though, have known this!
For all that Romance goes begging, it has been for
the few to rise above the prosaic and learn Life
in its inner, deeper meanings. I have been one to
learn this in beautiful, provocative New York.
In *wicked” New York? I wonder! Obscuring
curtains have been drawn aside that I might see.
B
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10 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Of what I have witnessed, experienced, I shall tell
you. And if you withhold from me all other mead of
praise, 1 know you will say for me this—""She has not
fearsd 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 cry from this staccato City to the mountain mists
blanketing a Swiss valley, and the quaint, picturesque
inn where I was born,

But 1 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.

Our 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 a Swiss mountain inn.

Father

T distinetly recall how often I listened to my father's
boast that the hostelry of his heart was headquarters for
all the best in Switzerland; for judges, diplomats,
wielders 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
porch 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 across

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

I Learned Much

Having the run of a hotel as a child, I was not, even
at the start, exactly @ shrinking violet. I learned much.
But always I wanted to know more, More, and more,
as 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 aristocratic 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 I 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 father.
Nothing masculine. Only hateful, hateful femininity,
And I wanted to know!

Girls! Girls! Everywhere girls! What cared I for
them? I could only look on, 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

read, philosophizing, imagin-

the valley.

To put it bluntly, my father’'s
conyivial habits were his ruin,
Without attempting to disguise
it, he was a drunkard; at the
last, a sot. So much so, that
my gently bred mother was
compelled to leave the cloud-
tipped mountains and take
with her the six girls whom she

could no longer bear having
S5 thelr fathier tn Lz basottad books.
condition. to know more!

It all seems =0 banal. Yet,
through all the misery of it,

RUE, I knew but
little, but they
seemed to know far J
less than I—a girl who
had learned only from
And—I meant

ing, castle-building.

“She'll Be Seduced!"

My lips quiver with amuse-
ment as I recall the horror
with which some of my eurly
sallies 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

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 always somewhere,
somehow, 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 I 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
I hoped for. T could not, for the life of me, look on
what I considered a much-to-be-desired adventure
with the horror they professed. To me there was too
much that was alluring. 5

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,
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now, one of the most v
beneficent courses of
Nature,

What did—what o
could these doleful shudderers know?s
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 more!

Such frankness as mine was unmaidenly, unseemly, I

s told in shocked tones. But what cared I—the

romantic, fiery, impulsive seeker that I was; the
beautiful (they told me I was, but only too well I
knew it), attractive, magnetic seeker after Life's
truths,

Futile Efforts

Ah, those dim days and the futile efforts made to
keep me herded among the girls—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!

We were golng up
those stairs one o
end I—he behind me.
Would he remain stupid?
[See page 12)

s
‘i) il

I sigh with a smiling, indulgent understanding of the
voluptuous, budding woman who was I in those days
and who, banned from the craved masculine proximity
and society, hung out of her bed-room window on star-
hung, honeysuckle-breathed nights to yearn over pass-
ing lovers. And dream of—what?

First Glimpse at Sex Life

My first chance at first-hand knowledge of Life's
secrets came when a newly married sister came to 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



12 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

wanted to find out. I couldn't even learn much by
surreptitious observation.

A Naked Man!

But onco—ah! Oncel Isaw him. A man—anude
man! Even now a warm thrill pulses through me at
the memory of tho ecstasy of that stolen look.

Little I imagined how soon the joy from feasting
my ayes on that particular male figure would stagnate.
How soon I was to wish never to see that white-skinned,
B -musslpd form agalnl For, as Fate would
have it, the first male nude I ever saw was the 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 be married. What I wanted was a
lover. Some one to Initiate me into the mysteries of
the bliss of which I had so avidly read in all the
romances which had been my daily bread.

Slumbering Passlons

More and more did I want a lover—after the first
sight of that masculine vision had enamored me to o
blindness toward all else till even everyday duties
were blurred. Slumbering passions and sex had taken
the bit in teeth and run amuck to the point that I,
though carefully watched, did all I could to bring
about the much-desired denouement, from a futile
lifting of skirts as men walked behind mé up the stairs
to all but flinging my throbbing body into astonished
Arms.

As though {t were yesterday I recall those stairs we
passed up and down. There had been disappointing
near-adventures with other visiting young men, but,
after I had seen this oné man nude, I had singled him
out s my particular prey. There was samething vital
in him, 1t seemed to me, that must answer to the call of
Nature; I felt its aura about me.

1 Get Him

We were golng up those stairs 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, stupid! Asinine! I choked; I Anew he knew.
I heard 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 against 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 force with me through life—that Naturalness
that has made me, o woman of fifty, still a girl.

As n Future Mother

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

Hypocrisy and

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

as a mato for the fulfillment of desire, but as the future
mother of his children, a healthy, well-trained young

?nhlr:lal ;vho would be able to make a comfortable home
‘or him

I Know Now

I know 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
denied me my gratification until after we were married,

It was all 80 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 I
once thought I should drink all the nectar the gods
had provided for thosa athirst like me—for his coldness,

Because of that very coldnesa I have come to know
Life in its fullness. Had he given me all I desired, there
i3 small doubt but that I should have subsided, like
thousands of other women, into a prosaic, satisfied
m{;;d no longer seeking; never knowing all I had
m 3

His Coldness Drew Me

I cannot find it in my heart to give him one word of
blame, Icanonly thankhim. For it was his frigidity,
cruelty, if you like, that drove me to my first lover,
to that first real cestasy that opened the gates of a
Paradise I have never since allowed to close, or, if
closed, never with me in the outer darkness,

Love! Love! I have knoswn it, felt it, experienced
it in its every keenest impulse. Truthfully, I can say

. that while real love is the compelling force of life, its

false counterfeits, with their forced simulations which
are encountered in the many cults of love with which
New York is honeycombed and the whole country
abounds, 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 1
shall tell you what happened to me in these cults.
Quite s0. I shall tell you of my forays into the mystic
realms of the errotic thrill seekers, the self-termed love
cultists. For, to me their secrets are no secrets; their
mysteries not mysterious. I have searched them out,
secking, ever secking, to discover if by any chance
such disciples of the glamourous emotion had really
discovered anything I had missed.

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

Nothing Else Can Satisfy
Nothing in this wide, wide world can equal the
ecstasy that can come from the answered call of mate

to mate.
Nothing is more cloying, more bitterly disillusioning

-y

-
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than the foreed search 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 trade of the love-cultists.

It iz only that it does not, can not last! It is not
real.

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

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
rightful 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
sitting 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. I 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-
dressed and come to bed?"”

back to my wedding night.

1 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
I, always natural and truth-
ful, could not ascribe this
lack of courage (as I saw it)
to anything more than ultra-
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

I demanded.
He answered with that

N OTHING inthiswide infuriatingly slow smile, but
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!

got up lazily, and with the
greatest deliberation I have
ever seen in a human, got
out of his clothing and—
turned out the light.

What a Disappointment!

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

After what seemed cons

of time, so feverish with

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

My Nuptial Night

How the women petted me; fussed over me; tried
to excuse my nervousness, for as the day went on that
nervousness was more and more palpable. I tried to
tell them why I was nervous—they would not believe
me—put it down to further maidenly confusion. But
the fact was I could hardly wait for the distractingly
long ceremony and the necessary fol-de-rols to be over,
80 anxious was I to be alone with my husband; so
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. I

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

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

Begged Him to Love Me

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

What he cared 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 about 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.

5____’;.Q_7¢__92‘-=——(



14 CHAPTER II

aditor 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 husband
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
earth 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

IT was shortly after our marriage that he became

thoroughly compensated for any physical inconve-
nience when my daughter was consecrated by Dowie
himself, as 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 himself 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 was 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 conduet if he could
not bring himself to lead a more normal existence.

It was all 50 soul-searing. 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. I have something more
joyous of which to tell.

Even sbove my sobs, I could
hear his linla cLuIdo. For a
Jew minutes ha did not speak.
Then: [Sce pags 16)
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My First Lover

It came about, as do 50 many of the most astonishing
things of life, from the most prosaic of beginnings—this
first real love of my life. In this case it was a tooth-
ache. I was sent 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. I
had not the fear of physi-

more capable than ever in my life of being a good wife
and mother. But never, not even when the course of
passion has 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 or happy if she
is not well-mated—if her sex-life is neglected.

With life flowing along in

cal pain which the comic
artists so delight to depict,
nor any thought of running
would.
reason of that sort.
Yet—as I 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-
sentiment, 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 a little 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.

I knew he

The fact remains I was not
thinking of my aching molar
when the door did open, but was trying to still a small
voice that urged, urged me to “Go back! Go back!”
s 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 nearness of his body in-
stantly thrilled me. The faint body aroma that came
from his nearness as he bent over me was 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,
since when have words been necessary when sex calls
to sex? 1 was the aggressor, though, I grant you that
—but you may put it down to my starved condition,
that the proximity of a man so different from my
husband had awnkened me to the savageness of desire,

I Give Myself to Him

There came a day . . .

He 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

" romunce with him which I knew that one kiss would

begin to make real.
Does not that tell you the next part of the story?
He became my lover. I was delirious 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,

But then suppose . . .
“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 compéen-
sation of knowing those other and greater loves which
have come into my life, always to bless, never to ban.

I Confess

I was so 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 learned 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 interference
save that the sermon I heard should be about Mary
Magdalene,

Mary Magdalene! Marian Dockeril! Mary Mag...

The words insistently pounded themselves, a knell,
through my consciousness throughout the hour I sat
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.
Naturally, the man of holincss was aghast. There
was nothing, he said, for me to do, but to confess to
my husband and forsake my sin.

I Am Not Ashamed

Not 80 good! My repentance flagged almost at the
beginning, though it hadn’t been a very healthy re-
pentance at any time—more of a hysteria, you might
say.

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 was
ashamed of myself or felt I was doing anything in th
least wrong. X
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Yet here I was! ‘“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 wns 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
i{n 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 Magdaleno herself might have
done, I threw mysell at my husband's feet and con-
demned myself.

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

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

“Get up off the floor,” he said. “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 was 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 Romance! I had followed the apostle—but
lost my lover.

I Cannot Forget

Ah, well! 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 5o easily forget. That romance had
meant 50 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 as 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 so
glorious, entirely sordid.

As is always the case, though—a trite, true old say-
ing—it was the woman who paid. I paid. Not with
the dramatics and hysterin that might have been
expected, but through an eating at my heart at the
breaking up of romance 50 necessary to my life.
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CHAPTER IIL 17

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

For as surely as we puppets move in answer to 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 neurclogist, author and
editor of a health magazine that was widely read and
accepted as an authority.

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

1 kept back nothing.
Words tumbled over each
other in my eagerness to
bare my soul, my inner-
mast thoughts.

A love as far
different from anything I had ever experienced as day

love affair that should be real, carnest.

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

meeting with him, served to bring back a bit of my
normal spirits, I was to be initiated into my first
experience with a New York love cult. It would have
seemed absurdly wild to have intimated that this
suave, courtly, dignified gentleman, famed for his
erudition, his knowledge of the rather newly dis-
covered theory of psychiatry, was himself the head and
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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 different 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 ghall treat you by suggestion,'” he told me, after
quietly listening to the history of tribulation I poured
out. I do not believe I realized, even as I spoke, how
completely I opened 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 cach
other in my ecagerness 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 mé 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. Icould notresist. Strangely,
I did not want to,

My Master

For, from my very first meeting with Dr. Latson, I
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 all-compelling one of sex which paver
can be denied.

“ 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 somchow came unbidden
to my lips,

“Yes, M ol

Isaw his slow, sad, sweet smile; heard his soft-
voiced protest.

Secret of Life

“There is no master; no
real master. All of us are
groping, groping.. .but if I,
out of my wider experience,
can help. . .a little ant trail-
ing on the ground knows
more of Life and Death than
you or I, for he is sim-
pler; humbler. That is the
secret of Life—humbleness;
service."”

In such language, which
exalted me so that I looked
up to him as a superior
being as time went on, did
Dr. Latson gain possession of my soul. Gladly would I
have laid it at his feet had he asked it.

He had said he would treat me and my life diffi-
culties through suggestion. What those suggestions
were to be I 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

and

beautiful,

standing.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Riverside Drive. This was as staid and conventional
a room as may be provided for a dignified practitioner,
It was presided over by a beautiful, soft-volced assist-
ant whose very air breathed efficiency and superiority,
He would treat me by suggestion? What sug.
gestiona?
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 I had sought
to know a man through peeps through a keyhole.
Sex, he told me, was the greatest force in life. It
pleasures should never be prostituted, but should be
engaged in with the most beautiful, idealistic love,
abandonment and understanding.

I was an cager listener as 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 back
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-
garten 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. 1
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

HE began with me early,
was an avid pu-

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
Drive. I was to know
the mysteries concealed by
secret rooms barred from
prying eyes. But, as I 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,
was that Dr. Latson had
mined a fame that was
second to none for his mas-
tery over the nervously dis-
tressed. If he could do such wonders as they told for the
farnous nuthors, nctresses, musicians and society people
who flocked to him, then he wans the man I wanted to
lift me out of my own slough of despond. I wanted
help to make life worth living again. After the de-
feotion of my dentist lover, it had come to seem 50
little worth while.

Its
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It was hard to persuade my husband I needed the
services of such an expert as Dr. Latson. I count it as
one of the triumphs of my life that I did. He never said
0, but I 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
many mysteries and forbidden

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, some; 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 he
alone knew.

Most of them had come to his

delights. He did not need to.
For she who gave him a taste of
the joys of real love was not
hidden behind them.

She was, in fact, that beautiful,

} IF I have ever regretted

any of my experiences
in his home, that regret
has never reached out to
include my love lifc with

home as students of the esoterie
teachings in which he was deeply
lIearned, and most of them were
tragically sincere. It did not

wavy-hnired Russian secretary 1
saw in the conventional physi-
elan’s office on my first visit to
Dr. Latson—the Alta Marhevka
the public came later to know
when she was accused of the mur-
der of the doctar. 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 fair exchange?

Ah, well, as I have pointed out, Life has its own wa;
of adjusting the balances. .

The “Bee Harem''

In many ways, the rich and brilliant Dr. Latson’s
Jove cult, his “Bee Hive,” or “Bee Harem,” as it was
known to the initinted, was one of the most astounding
that ever flourished in New York, where its like do
flourish as the green bay tree. I 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 o intimately knew Dr, Latson, knew him for
the idealist he was. He was too great an idealist, for
far too literally did he take as his life motto: “To 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 a given course, with free will only to choose
the mate instead of gravitating to it. But mating,
inevitably—and often.

him.

Body and Soul His

I had not made many visits to the mystic doctor
bcf‘){c I had fallen completely under his sway. I was
passionately, unreasoningly, in Jove with him. 1 did
not stop to ask whether or no he had fallen in love with
me.  All'T knew was I had glven my all to him. My
soul and body were his to do with ns he chose.  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 learned that his offices with

That was pure and

natural. It was a thing
inevitable. _

take me long to leam that
the lives led by most of these
“nurses,” as they were known for
the benefit of prying neighbors,
were utterly beyond reproach.

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

- Hindu Philosophy

I was just beginning to leamn something of the true
state of affairs in the place when, one day, I was dis-
cussing with the doctor the beautiful conception of
Maeterlinck 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 a 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 circle of
his which flourished somewhere in the subterannean
caverns of his home, and asked me to become a member
of the cult. “That is why I 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
seen. I had not been so backward and unobserving ns
he had imagined. My ears are keen, too, and there had
been whispers. I had watched and taken part in the
beautiful aesthetic 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 heing
all there was to sce. I guessed, and truly, that all
this was little more than camouflage for something
deeper, mare vital—sort of outer circle for a more
secret cult,

Now I knew.

He, himself, had told me. I smiled



20 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

as I recalled the women, women, everywhere, It was
0 like it had all been in my ecarlier days, Yet all so
different. Now 1 had no fear of women, or of being
shoved into the background. I was too confident of
my “man.”

I laughed as I recalled all those cager dancing
women, and heard him speak of his “Bee Hive."

1 Become Queen Bee

“Wouldn't ‘Bee Harem' be just a bit more explicit?"”
I asked, 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 as he drew me to his breast.

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

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

My Search for Truth

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

I have gone through fires in my search for the Truth.
If those fires have not purified me in the usually 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. I mention this merely to impress that,
did I feel I had done wrong in my relationship with

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

Instead, I can tell you, with all candar, that I did
not then and I do not now believe I did wrong.
There was no violation of the sacredness of love. |
was not tricked by him, or fooled. I went to his arms
with my eyes wide open.

Love Pure and Natural

If I have ever regretted any of my experiences in
his home, that regret has never reached out to include
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 o 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 a passionate
effort to find expression than had ever occurred to me as
possible in the small circumseribed circle that had been
my life’s orbit.

Thrill Seekers

No longer was it to be circumscribed. I was to
jssue 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,
1 was destined to go onward with an eager curiosity
to know what other errotics had done and were doing.
It was a quest that took me eventually into the far
corners of the carth and into strange environments,
which opened my eyes to the wide-spread activity of
cult fanatics, ranging from misguided “helpers of
humanity,” through the gamut of scoundrels, black-
mailers and thieves to appalling degenerate fiends. I
was to learn of cults that flourished under the name of
“religion’’; others conscernted to diablerie. But,
all—under whatever name—pandering, in the end, to
the god of love—and to sex,
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world amazing tales of some of those mysterious

l [:VER s0 often there sceps out to an unbelieving
bands. There are awed whispers of pagan rites

" and devil worship; of mystic shrines and practices of

diabolical magie; 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 normalcy, to scoff at such reports, I say to
you—don't! Such reports are not exaggerated. They
are restricted. For there are few who really know
such secrets who dare expose them.

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

Once more, before I tell you more in detail of my
first adventure, I must repeat my warning: “Be not
deceived by love's counterfeit!”
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I did not stand long
there, thinking. Slowly 1
began to disrobe . ., . The
doctor crossed the thresh-
old, and the door swung
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,
so much the better. I am not deploring the monog-
amous state. I 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 tie.

You may go through all the conventional and civil
ceremonies society may devise as necessity, but where
there i3 no love, no marriage exists. Retroactive, no
civil or other ceremony is necessary for 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 at the time
I was initaled into the Riverside Drive “Beo
Harem."

Dances Symbolize Love

I had been 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,



H 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
I keeping with his polygamous
Brahmanist belief.

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

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

Half Sexless Humans

Dr. Latson was clever in teaching that philosophy,
and also his philosophy of humbleness. He was
sincere, 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 satisfaction from
mental exaltation.

Of course I was interested in these clusses, interested
in belonging to them. But I must confess 1 held
toward the other members—women, of course—
a sort of patronizing attitude which Idid not try
to disguise. |

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

s a superman?
Inexperienced Though Married

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

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

i I Disrobe Before Him

Never will I forget the first day he asked me to
disrobe. What a quick stab of unreagoning maiden-
liness there came over me! Why should I feel like
that? Why fear anything he asked me to do? Did
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I not love him? I knew I did, though as yet no word
of love had come from his lips.

He was 8o considerate.  His request to me was under
the cloak of his calling. It was necessary, he siid,
that he, as my physician, make a 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-eyved, like a girl who has been
ushered into her bridal chamber to await her bride
groom. I was hesitant; uncertain. 1 did not under-
stand myself. But I did not know all 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 Morn, when the door opened. The doctor
crossed 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. I
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. I 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 =o0, when I eagerly joined in the dancing I was
assured 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
as 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; a galaxy that would
have graced the most exclusive functions.

Life of Sex

How inspiring it was to watch those disciples of his,
clothed in their filmy veils, dancing, swaying 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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1 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 happiness.

Only Outer Circle

For that dancing class was, in fact, the outer circle
of Dr. Latson’s Oriental Love Cult. It was his training
school for those who should prove their right and
trustworthiness to go further,

There was need for culling. One who entered the
secret portals must be allowed to enter only 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
1 was asked 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 was a
position to which not even the richest, most influential
or beautiful of the cultists had yet aspired.

Before me there had been but one other Queen,
though Dr. Latson had never been niggardly in the
distribution of his affections or sex attractions. 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 as
secretary—gorgeous  Alta Marhevkn, the Russian
mystery girl whom Dr. Latson called his *‘psychological
study.”

What did she think of this usurpation? At first I
had noidea. I 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
of her master—to utter no
word of complaint or re-
proach.

All T do know is that she
was not present on the night
of my own ascension to the
“Bee Harem” throne. I know
she was 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 alr
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when I entered the house that night. It wasas if, in
closing the door on the bread Drive and on New York,
I was snatched up on a magic carpet to another land.

Dr. Latson was waiting for me.

“We've prepared a great reception for your initiation,
little one,” he whispered. As he helped me remove my
wraps his arm slid arcund me and he held me close 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 ecould not
fail to note. She was glorying in the honor of being
chosen to rerve ns hand-maiden. She told me to
follow her.

In a sort of dreamy daze I followed my guide down
the stairs and into the basement of the house. Itwasa
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 ke had told me to go.
And with that order nothing in all the world could
bave held me back. | ¢

The Secret Shrine

At the end of a 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 slid
back into the wall. A sccret door, such as I had not
believed existed save in the romances I had read as a
girl. I had had small time for those romances in these
later years, though. I had been too occupied with
being wife and mother.

We entered. The door swung to. We were in
darkness only for the flickering taper the girl had
paused to hght. e
We were in a <N R
long, vaulted oty
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passageway of some sort, and the flickering of the
taper made its shadows cerie.

In we went under the surface of New York till we
reached annother door—a great bronze affair with
grinning Buddhas and dragons and queer animals in
bas relief on its metaled surface. I had no time to
cxamine it, for at a signal it was thrown open. I 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 belonged.

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

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

Beyond All Expectation

One moment I 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 ravished from the East, and
they brought with them all the magic of Indin. Ar-
ranged about the broad floor, so cunningly that when
occupied, those on one could not see persons on another,
were huge divans, piled high with pillows, swathed
with bright-hued silks and draperies.

I did not fail to notice, though, that however much
the occupants of the couches might be hidden one from
the other, that all could be séen from the high dais
which was reared at 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 night 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, as I gazed, that the gilded
dragons that decorated 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
seen.  Its gleaming golds and scarlets on the back-
ground of deep nzure, too, scemed alive, and the

crimson velvet 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 a daze, I allowed myzell 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, I was informed
later, the woman who was chosen to put me into my
robes on the night I became Quéen of the “Bee Harem™
was n woman of wealth whose status in New York
society was beyond cavil or question.

I have often wondered what were the thoughts of
this woman, accustomed as she was to an attendant
on her every whim, as ghe 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

Naturally, I was intensely interested in the robe
which had been provided for me. Feminine instinet
saw to that, I could have imagined nothing more
beautiful. Of purest white, of the most marvelous
texture, it was truly more robe than gown, and its
folds draped clingingly 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
50 that, with arms extended, there was given the
samblance of wings. A sash of gold, drawn over the
breasts, and crossed 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
placed a golden scepter; a writhing serpent. About
my neck my handmaiden clasped another serpent of
slithery gold. I was ready.

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

*“You have been told the meaning of that robe?”" she
asked casually.

I bad not been, She was a 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 symbolism
was at first a little confusing. Had it been red, scarlet,
I might have sooner understood.

“The Fire thal Purges."”

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

On other occasions while I reigned as Queen Bee in
that room I wore other and far more gorgeous costumes
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than that fumished
for my initiation. But
none of them ever
afforded me the ec-
stasy of that, the first.

True to the
Orlentalism of his
adoption, Dr.Lat-
son was fond of
vividly gorgeous
colors, of jewel-
like gowns and
robes. I remem- ot B
ber there wus one
gem of & gown 1
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 abbreviated garment which, even in its
abbreviation, managed to catch and hold all the tints
of the most gorgeous of that gloriously tintéd bird,
the peacock. And my head nodded under its headdress
of feathers from the same strutting fowl, as I idly
waved my peacock-feather fan.

It was shortly before midnight, and I was in a fever
of expectancy—having been ready in my “Fire that
:’urges" gown for some time—when Dr. Latson came

or me,

We Mask

He had with him a mask which he bade me don.
It was their custom, he gald. 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 cult if thelr {dentity were known. So
those who participated in the reception and rites of the
“Bee Harem" were masked,

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

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 Queen Bee.  Their vari-colored costumes
lent an added air of gorgeousness to the scene I had be-
lieved already as colorful as one might be. The
women, he explained to me, were those who had passed
the experimental stage, and
were now full fledged dis-
ciples of the great love ex-
pression of his cult.

Half Hypnotized

Wondering, half dizzy, half
hypnotized, I docilely 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 music began to
play. At first I could not
place it. It was fairy music. This was a fairy court.
It was welrd music; cloyingly sweet; exotic music,
different from any I had ever heard.

As my cyes grew less blurred with dizziness, 1
placed the musieians. 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,

The Hindu Dance

With one accord the brilliantly robed women who
had been strolling about or posturing as though await-
ing a signal, swung Into one of the perfected rhythmic
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 a door silently swung
open. Men filed through it, their bodies, too, swaying
to the music. They were men in gorgeous-hued robes,
their faces masked, Sinuously they moved forward
until each had selected his divan and sunk into the
cushions,

The Significance

Not so much ns by a single movement, by a quiver of
mobile lips, did the dancing women show they were
aware of the entry of the men. They swayed on to
their dancing, gyrated to the sensuous rhythms till the
music ceased. As by a preconcerted arrangement or
understanding, each woman had, at the conclusion
of the dance, maneuvered herself =o that, with the
dying awny of the last note, she could sink down on a
divan beside the man who awaited her.

But only for a moment. I was watching the master
ot 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 again started. Softly at first,
as in the opening dance. Then, gradually—oh, so
insinuatingly changing — it swept to a maddening
crescendo.  And with it were swept the occupants of
the divans to a quickening emotional orgy of which I
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.

Ah, 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 beneath the lowered lids of my lover's eyes,
though, as he whispered some explanation to me.

Necessary to Existence

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

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

S5 matter-of-fact was he that I could but believe
him. Though it would have taken a great deal mere
than anything I 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.
I had my own king. I felt his warm breath on my
cheek, the tingle of his flesh against my flesh. I was
Queen!

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

The first reception I had attended was merely, the
doctor explained, the first step in the development of
his pupils of the inner ecircle, and though an important
phase in their education, the rites through which
they had gone as I watched from my gold throne were
only, in reality, elemental 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 control. Liquor took a
hand, especially absinthe, of which the doctor was in.
ordinately fond. The insidious hydra of drugs reared
its ugly head.

The glamour of being Queen lost its glamour for me,
I may haye loved Dr. Latson. 1 believed Idid. 1
believe now that I did, at the time. But the tinsel
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 1 resigned freely and fully,
Once more I 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 monogamous.

“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 reortld rather have a tithe of a great-souled man whose
soul and body are attuned to mine than all of a man I
do not lore or wantl”

1 do not believe that the realization that came to me
later of my usurpation of the rightful place of Alta
Marhevkn had anything to do with my gradual drop-
ping away from the “Bee Harem.” I 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 T have liked all that? I did not know. I do
not know now.

Poetic Justice

For never, in all my love life, have I ever been called
?n :o ta'kc a second place for anyone. Except by my
ushand.

There may have beéen, in the minds of some, some-
thing of poetic 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 Russian to whom Dr. Latson
was life itself,

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

Latson a Suicide

The time came for payment. In all the times I have
watched the activities of love cultists, that time has
always come. It came for Dr. Latson. In the
heyday of his popularity and fame, he was found
dead one day—a pistol beside him, a bullet through
his head.

Suspicion pointed to Alta Marhevka as his murderessy
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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 so strongly for
suicide. She did not kill the man she loved. That
I know. That she proved when she tried to end her
own life when she knew he no longer 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 stress or pain,
The spirit freed from its earthbound chaln

Has found its bright abode at last—
1s back to its sacred heaven again.”

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 blue on
beautiful wings. He spoke to me often of suicide. But what
is that? Simply ridding the imperishable soul of its base and
earthly habiliments, We had slways intended to go together
some day. We were simply waiting. I tried to join my
master. 1 could not. I consider his suicide a noble end. I
did not Xill him, as they try to say, but if he had lacked the
phyaical cournge when the time came to {ree his soul, I would
gladly have done it for him, had he so commanded. I glo.y
in the courage of my guru. He died as he lived, a matchless
man."” :

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

Did I, too, love him?

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

As the greatest 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.

1f I loved

I Did My Best

Neither to me, to Alta Marhevka, nor to
any other woman
who had contributed
to the joys of his acs-
thetic, polygamous
life, were those words
penned. Instead:

“Mamma—
1 did my best.”

In some respects a
great soul—an ideal-
ist; in others mis-
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guided through the indulgence of his own sex-impulées
—Dr. W. R. C. Latson.

He who sought to teach control to others—who could
not himself 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 moral
and are two of the great reasons for this story 1 tell
you. For it was first through him that I learned that
the sweetest fruits and most lasting joys of true love
cannot be forced through the unbridled license of a
love cult,

I thought I loved tha
doctor. I know Alia did.
Taking her, as he had, in
her ecarly youth, he hod
becoma her lifo; her very
soul. [See page 26)
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HAVE been emphatic in my contention that there
I is but one excuse for the phyzical relations of sex
—that that is Love.

1 am wondering if 1 may not qualify that, and still
be within the standards T have sct for myself as 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, and a sufficiently
unselfish 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 as a matter of expediency or self interest or some
other equally wrong motive?

CHAPTER V

New Experiences

They can be. They are. T hey exist. I, who have
geen them, have taken part in the most fantastie
rtuals, will tell you of them; tell you of things 1 believe
but few who have ever known of them have dared
whisper to an unbelieving world.

1 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
“free Jove.” When I 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 came to know of weird rites or the existence of teeth-
bared bathers in blood 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 mean soul
motive. That is the only
one that would ever have
any meaning if Truth alone
prevailed.

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

AY it not be that, given

Jove on the part of one of
the contracting persons,respect r
and admiration on the part of
the other, and a sufficiently
unselfish motive for the ex- ||
istence of intimate relation-
ship, the resultant intimacy
can be pure? And righe?

It is a tale of everyday
happenings in my own life,
the same that may have
j come to you. May it not
be that this recounting, this
analysis 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

Will you think so? =

-
—

feverish life of the *“Bee

Will I be able to make it
clear to you? i

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

Can you do otherwise?

I can not think so.

Wilder, Weirder Orgics A

I had thought, after my experiences in the “Bee
Harem” that I had learned all that was to be learned
of life's eroticlem. I had, I believed, about reached
the saturation point. Ah, had I Jmown! As mad
28 had been those experiences, they were but mild
episodes in what was yet to come.

For, when 1 later delved into the mysteries of other
cults as I had promised myself I would do, I was to
come to know of mndder, wilder, weirder orgies
exlsting under the guise of the worship of love than
even my own hectic, cubistic fmagination could em-
brace.

Those experiences, though, were in the future. Of
them 1 shall tell you—tell you of things you may well
hark to with bated breath and a hushed whisper of;
“Can such things be?” e oy

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

Everyday duties took on a new interest. Their
prosiness was restful; peaceful.

There was no indication on the part of my husband
that he ever Intended to treat me as a wife should be
treated, but I was willing to forego even that. At any
rate, 1 was willing to forego it for the time being.
Home and all that went with it seemed =0 sort of—
well, dlean—after all I had seen and experienced at the
Riverside Drive place.

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. T only knew I was quite ready to settle down
quictly to the daily routine of wifely and motherly
duties, and let who would revel in velvet and marble
splendors and hendy Hindu music.

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

My Husband Unbearable

Daily my husband grew more cruel and abnormal.
Tt 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 loyalty to the doctor was of that
high order that she would have been drawn and quar-
tered before she would have revealed any of his secrets
—even in a fit of pique,

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

He took out his meanness in bitter little crueltics
which made life with him an unbearable ache. His
was always a mental, rather than a physical cruelty,
and, as is 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 cannot but feel a 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 a man who had sublet the
apartment of a neighbor of ours. That friendship
grew into a real palship. I was glad. If I thought
of it at all. I had never known my husband to have
many men friends. Perhaps too many saw beneath
the enameled surface of him, or instinctively felt those
petty qualities he believed so well hidden.

Another Man

The time came when the man in question must 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,

If he had wanted this particular 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 was prob-
ubly in my husband’s mind more than anything else
all the time—to share our expense,
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I was attracted to him from the start. Do not
misunderstand me. That attraction was what I would
have felt for any man so handsome, gentle, kind and
good as he.

I could not understand the violent friendship between
him and my husband. In every way he was all my
husband was not.

No Sex Attraction

I could understand the attruction on my husband’s
part, though, for, as I have said, I, too, was drawn to
him. It was an attraction 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 instinct.

I was not well at the time—more reaction, possibly—
and went out little in the evenings. The new member
of our houschold was a homekeeping body and it
followed as 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 halfl pamalyzed not to have sensed the real
conditions in our cross-purpose home.

1 Become Il

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 far a8 my husband was concerned. Not the
slightest attention did he pay to me. Not once would
he exert himself, even to ask if a doctor were needed.

Little did he care! S

I tried to choke back my groans of pain.

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 at first he thought it was no
business of his. But I have told you he was gentle
and kindly and good. Al

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

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

And my husband — snored! And snored.  And
snored.
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Doctor Advises Sanitarium

1 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 sce my husband 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 maney!”

He started 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
gaid, “former friend.”

Afraid

“A chance? For what? Next thing she'll be want-
ing to take a trip somewhere or gomething like that.
Say!” He turned to my new-found friend with a
leor. “There’s an iden! Why don't you take her on
a trip? I can 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.

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

1f that kindly man had not so readily acquiesced 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

R

Cannot Understand

Being the character he
was, this man could not

LOVE has always been too serious a
matter with me for me to trifle with
it ns so many do, dipping lightly here

to go with him. For
remember, he was the
only man who, with no
sex idea at all, with no

understand my husband’s Antitherainto forbldden dell suggestion of love be-
% ¢ ghts, flit-

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 avoid having over- }ml:'e lovcd,g have 1zovec‘:ld (rﬂlcli'. openly.

P et entirs nattor =l ?l‘;ﬁe!::xtx tc‘ecn ashamed. inve been He Loves Me

he felt he must put in

We went on our trip.

a word of protest. It

—

|  Wefound a quiet seashore

was my husband’s duty,
he urged, to do as the doctor advised,

My husband sneered. “All right,” he said, with
that old, familiar, insinuating drawl of his, “if you
are so interested, if you think she ought to lay up in
Juxury for a while, why don't you pay for it yoursel{?”

] willl” There was not the slightest hesitation in
that answer. 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 was 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 frend
who had come into our home at his invitation.

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

More grumbling.

“What good s she, I'd like to know?” my husband
whined. “Can't cook; can't attend to the children—
mn't—"

‘But you can give her a chance, can’t you?” ex-
postulated his quondam friend, more 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 benefactor’s consideration for me, we
had 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
whtilch(l h‘;ululpussed néxld which had aroused his sym-
pathy (and thereis nothing to love like sympathy),
had its efTect. T S

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 t love,
he said—the love of his life. e

I Cannot Return His Love

How I wished that I might return it! How gladly I
would have done o if I could!

Bocnyse of the very goodness of him, I disliked to
offer him a counterfeit of what he craved, but—I
wander if it is really all counterfeit—that semblance
of the real passion one sometimes perforce must offer
when there is a great desire to bestow the real thing,
but one cannot. 4

I do not think he ever knew what I gave him was not
real. 150 much wanted it to be. I would have given
my 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 was
so true, so noble. I felt so secure, so peacefully
gerene in his presence. -

I Love Him

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

I 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 cruelties for the last time.
No more! I wanted a 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
for his doing so.

On the day I first held those divorce papers
fn my hand, I think I breathed the first deep breath
of satisfaction I had known since that time I had
first scen 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, as soon as I had obtained it, eagerly urged me to
marry him, could move me to exchange that blissful
state of freedom for more marriage ties. The wounds
of my recent and only experience in matrimony were too
fresh and too raw. No, I would not be married again.

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

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

Free Love?

I considered. A long time I gave the matter careful
thought. Hud there been only myself to consider, I
ghould not have hesitated, The answer would have
been an emphatic, “No!”

I believed then, as now, that true love, physical
love, is the only excuse for a 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 father,

What Shall I Do?

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

My children needed good surroundings, environment
and care. He could give it to them. He had come
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 no! 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 themselves? Is it not a bit to
my credit that I refused, for myself 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 s a problem, but I have felt that I have solved
it. I 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 remuined the slightest chance I
might change my mind and become his wife in fact
as he believed me to be in spirit.

In this epitode 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. I broke
the laws of convention. But—I can look convention
in the face—and laugh!

Love n 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, flitting from



32 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

this light-o"-love to that, all in the day’s doings and the
course of life. I have seen much of that among
married women whose lives were considered con-
ventionally above reproach.

Wherein lies the hypoerisy? When I have loved, 1
have loved, freely, openly. I have not been ashamed.
1 have been no dilletante.

It was after my children had grown up and I was
once more in the world alone, free to do as 1 chose,
that T made the astonishing discovery that T was not
old. Not in the least. The fires of youth burned as
fiercely within me as they had before I had held a babe
in my arms.

Could I Love Again?

I thrilled at the thought of it, If Adventure should
come againl I should not, of course, go in scarch of it,
save in the course of the love cult investigations I waa
determined to make some day.

But what if Lore came again! To me!

Somehow I felt confident it would. I was prepared

for it; ready as any young girl waiting for her mythical
Prince Charming. Who or what my Love would be
I did not know. I only knew that instinct told me
1 would once more experience the thrills that had al-
ways made life worth the living. Perhaps many times,

As has ever been the case in my life, my instinct
was true,

For, when I later
delved into the mysteries
of other cults gz 1 had
promised mysel] I would
do, I was to come to
knew of madder, wilder,
weeirder orgles.
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CHAPTER VI Sl
AM going to tell you of a still different kind of rhes o

love affair from any of those which preceded it. ~" I ML

In many ways it was the greatest of my life.
Perhaps it was most worth while because I was more
mature; because suffering and disillusions had prepared
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Ha quit his work nt
once a1 [ entered and
‘r;cmn over to me, Said

L2
“So my little studems
has come to me.”

[See page 33)

From the moment
my eyes rested on him,
1 was convinced he was
one of the most in-
teresting people I had
ever seen. I was sure
acquaintancewould not
fail to prove him quite
the interesting person-
ality his physical
attributes promised.

Like a Statue

me for a keener enjoyment of all love’s delights, the It was much they promised, too. I saw him first

brimming cup of which had more than once been held as he zat, still and quiet as a statue, beneath a soft

to my lips for a long, sweet draught; the bitter dregs, light which outlined his profile, his chiseled features

too, forced down my unwilling throat. like those of a god. But withal, it was the spirituality
At she home of a mutual friend I met HIM. of his countenance which most deeply impressed.
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So drawn was [ by that first glance at him thx.\l my
breath came sharply with that well known warning of
$ coming.
w‘gttxi:t'al‘md n:mg\'c were his distinguishing ch.amctc{-
istics, and a poise and dignity that emphasized his
tremendous magnetism. It scemesd fo me, too, that
his face was made still more spiritual by marks of
suffering 1 believed I could discern. .Thorc 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? L,

It took me just five seconds of considering to know
that there was a man 1 wanted to know. Must know.
For me he held a tremendous attraction, one that I

had felt for no one in yeurs.
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I Interest Him

Words began to flow. I listened spellbound, 1
did not care to speak. I only wanted to hear. Here
was a chance for mare knowledge, and I was a secker,

To this day, after all our intimacy, I do not know
that man’s real name. Nor docs anyone else, 5o fap
as I know, gave 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 eentury alchemist.

It was this man, clairvoyant, sensitive, a man of
quite enough supernormal powers to have become a
real 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 was
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 not
to be denied. T felt, rec-
ogmized, my impulics at
work. 1should not hesitate.

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

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 better
known than the man called
Alein De Lysle, the name
he had taken from a six-
teenth century alchemist.

When 1 first met him, be
had not as yet prostituted
his gifts. He would have
gone far in the scientific
world had he never done so,
Even as it was, though, I
can say this for my clairvoy-
ant lover. In his long caresr
he did far more good than
harm, even when it was
only his own sell on whom
he depended, asking nothing
from mystic powers which do
not come to aid those who
misuse a God-given gift.

man’s real

so rude as bored. It was

When first T knew him,

more of a lassitude, 2 don't
Care-Ticss.

His Eyes Tell

But I most know him. I must! I 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 1 knew well. 1 could tell by his
€YOS.

His face never lost its immobility, but his eyes!
Ah, his eyes! Restless, cager, searching eyes. Eyes
never still. Eyes roving, moving; eyes that forever
scemed  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 I got any response from
the man I so madly wanted to know. Casually 1
mentioned several experiences of my own which had
been mystifying, and expressed my belief in the exist-
ence of powers, in knowledge of which the world is so
fur only beginning to lift a corner of the veil.

.l saw his face light up. His body straightened.
His lnssitude dropped from him. I hud found the
subject near his heart.

occultism, all that was mys-
tic, clairvoyance, were his life. His eager discussions
fascinated me. I wanted to know more from him.
Gradually I drew from him that he had traveled all
over the world in his search for knowledge, and had
given his clairvoyant 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 phenomena he
professed great admiration and interest.  For the usual
medium he had nothing but the greatest contempt.

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

And 1, who have dabbled in such fakery, have lent
myself deliberately to it, say this. For this one thing
I can beg for forgiveness as the only thing I have
done in my life of which T am ashamed. But all thaty
of course, was long before T knew much of what
know today.
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Science has gone a long way. The law helps,
Gradually, I believe, the “fake’ medium will be driven
out of existence.

My Man

Before 1 left the home in which I had met my re-
markable man, it was mentioned to me that he had
especially honored me, It was scldom, they said, 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 acquired during his travels.

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

Impatient

It had been a long time since I had o 1mpa-
tiently walted 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.

It 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 80 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 seductive 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,

I particularly noticed the lighting which was most
artistie, the result of a cunningly arranged system
which made lights here, dim
thadows there. They
brought the center of the
room close as a focal point,
and] the comers faded
away {nto midnight shades.

A line of Kipling flashed
across my mind. It had
nothing whatever to do with
the studio, but it did so well
express the atmosphere. 1f
ever | was in a place where
“the silence hung that ‘eavy
! was "arf afraid to speak,"”
it was there,

- - »

his eagerl

His Private Study

He did ot keep me walting long, and I was glad that
he did not come to me In the awe-inspiring chamber,
Instead, a° turbanned servant silently Indicated I

ISA\\’ hisarms flung out tome.
Half choking, I

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 rained on my face.

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

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

He sat in front of a black-velvet-draped table, clad
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 Zodiae. Engaged, no
doubt, it occurred to me, in drawing up the horoscope
of some client. For he had told me that, among other
things, he was a deep student of astrology.

Eastern Courtesies

He quit his work at once as I entered and came 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 %as come to me.”

He smiled as he spoke, a smile that spoke volumes.
T remembered then that it was the first time I had seen
his smile. Not once during the previous evening had
his face lighted up so. 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 a chair, saying: “Well, now that
you're here, we'll see what we can do for you.” {

I Hear Sllence

I sank into the deep, comfortable chair he had drawn
up for me. He sat opposite. I did not fail to notice
that he had not neglected his lighting In this room,
either, 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,
and I again heard the sflence, as his eyes closed and
he seemed to drift away from me.

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

How was it possible he should know me so well?
What was there in this mysticism of his?

He Knows Mo

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

How short a time that was to be I did not guess.
Once Fate has made her decision, she does not wait,

elt myself

* o »

Al
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The helghts were reached by De Lysle and
g‘:u vglltl}‘) a suddcn?lms that was deliriously 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
eyes, probing, questioning — wistfully longing, too.
Thenext « « «

Mine At Last!

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

I felt mysell half lifted, hall carried—where, I
did not ecare. I, too, had but one thought. At last
1 had found him! Atlastl At last] .

We had not hesitated when the call came, Wae
had answered that most mystic, most, wonderful of
all summonses—tho call of flesh to flesh, the de-
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 In my own cretonned room. The Oriental
perfume I breathed did not seem strange. It belonged.,
Even as I belonged to the man who still slumbered
beside me. I felt no sense of wrong-doing. I felt
only exaltation. I was right; not wrong. I had found
# true mate.

In the light of this confesslon, you may think that
what I may have to say about De Lysle is binsed.
Not 0. As cold-bloodedly as I have set myself to
analyze for you my own acts, emotions, reactions, 1
analyze him. He was such a thorough exemplification
of that saying—just how does it go?—about “some-
thing good in the worst of us; something bad In the
best of us?”

Not a Faker

There are many reasons that give me the right to
make the assertion that Alain De Lysle was far from
being all fake. In the beginning of his carecr, I
believe, he wans honest. It was just that, later, his
cupidity was too much for him; the promises held out
by a questionable fame too alluring. {

Bu.t, whatever he may have done later, I know that
he did possess somo mystle powers. That charncter
reading which prefaced my giving myzelf to him was
enough for me to know that.

What a pity he should not have devoted himself to
eclencel To which you may answer, when I hava
told you of all I did during the time he was my lover:
“And 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, Once more I have
only the excuse of a love so compelling it would do
anything, anything, that was demanded of it by the
beloved. That is what it is to love with body and
soull To give all!

S0 much he told me was true. There was this, iy
which he was right. He told me my neglected educa.
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 ji,
I know of the protection those forces can, have
and do give me. They have aided me too, in hay.
ing no fear.

f A Universal Mother

One other thing he told me, the truth of which I
believe 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 hap-
piness all you who may read what I have to say?
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 crumbs
of knowledge I have gathered in these years that no
thought of condemnation can have tha slightest effect
on my determination to tell all!

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

t Love Born Anew

Once again I was desperately, violently, passionately,
Inlove. I seemed to have been born anew. Each day
wWos o new. birth.

1 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 myself,
is the end. How can I ever bear it! How can Il
him go! For, In spite of all the love I had for Do
Lysle, thero was my pride to consider—a matured
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. Imight have spared myself some miserablé
moments, for he had never given thought to leavins




New York for fresh activities
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 close:

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

Could I Wait

" Would 17 Would I be able
to wait?

What long, long, eternally
long days thgy 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! Suppose, just sup-
pose, he should change his
mind? Suppose he should
find he did not want me?
I weould not believe that.

I cen’t ey execily how it
heppened. 1 don't know how it
did. My first reclisation thet
things were different ceme
when my keen eyes discovered
the fect thet she wes looking et
my lover too long and too
often. All her passionately con-
[tssed interest in her married
inamoreta seemed 10 be on the
wane, [See page Ql
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ONG a4 the time seemed, though, in reality a
L fortnight had not passed when I received his
eagerly-longed-for letter telling me he was
ready for me. My hands trembled so I could hardly
got 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 I arrived in the Ohio town where ho had set
himself up in the clairvoyant business, I discovcr.od
I was not to be treated in any small way. He in-
tended that I should have everything of the l!mt.
The first night after my arrival we spent in a luxurious
suite in the best hotel the place afforded, which is
saying no little when one considers the up and coming
towns of the Middle West of today.

A Home of My Own

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

I went along, my eves on him, adoring, worshiping.
I 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 as I was with him.

In spite of this home hunting in a dream, we found
the most ideal sort of place in which to live. It wasa
bungalow, rather far out from the town proper, and
half 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 garden, too, musky with the
fragrance of old fashioned posies, and I exclaimed with
delight. 1 have always worshiped flowers. 1 think,
too, that those blossoms had much to do with my
lover’s final decision on the place, for he, too, was
passionately fond of flowers.

Often was I to have a 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 financial nature. I
carly learned that if a clairvoyant cares to, that it is
possible for him to get money more easily 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.”

I am not speaking, at 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
being barely abla to live and carry on their work,
They are those whom scientists, Interested in furthering
a knowledge that will have a greater bearing on the
world’s store than nll that has gone before, sre now
trying to aid. The sincere ones. They deserve it
Of those who are not using their powers for materia]
guin I shall not, in this confession of mine, speak
further. Except to say that theirs is one of the greatest
missions of all times. I honor them.

He Loves Money

In s0 many ways Alain De Lyale 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 flecting 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 was I smothered in luxury, 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 yolup-
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 I could do,
I plended. He had taught me much. Surely there
was some way in which I could aid him. At first I
had thought that I might, in some humble capacity,
aid in his real occult 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
learn then that all his activities were not confined to
legitimate clairvoyancy and its attendant studies of
which I knew him to be a master. Already he had
brunched out, with a sort of harmless charlatanry on
the side. Which was, nevertheless, most lucrative.

It was in this that I could aid him. Idid. Ifithad
been far worse and he had asked it of me, I do not
believe I would have hesitated. But there really
scemed so little harm in what I was asked, as 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 cach day. I 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
sincere, I wonder if there would be so much blame for
the man or woman who “takes advantage” of the un-
suspecting public. In my opinion, the public usually
weants 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

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

particularly freaky client would appear. I wonder
if any of them ever re-
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had come to him with a terrible proposition that he
just had to speak out his mind to some one.

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

You could never guess; never imagine. Not unless
you have yoursell been a clairvoyant’s assistant 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 0 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
slender, 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
was ﬁshtn"

1 will recall an instance
for you.

A prosperous business
man walked into our Ohio
home one day and asked
to sec the professor, as
De Lysle was called. He
would not tell me anything
of what he wanted. I tried
to draw him out, for that
was my business. It was
my duty to talk to clients
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. I was always able, in
fome way, to pass this on to De Lysle before he saw
the client.

who
stood me.

I Became Clever

1 got rather clever at that, In fact, I gained a
reputation that went over the grapevine telegraph
with which the clairvoyant and 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
more later.

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

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

What Does He Want

In this case, however, he did. I think, perhaps, it
was because he was g0 nauseated with the man who

—_—

HOW happy I was! Hap-
pier than I had ever
been in my life.
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, if she was not exactly
of his social world, her con-
versation was not too un-
grammatical. It was con-
versation full of life, too,
as was the girl herself. He
was fascinated by the flam-
boyaney and flippant eare-
lessness she had acquired
working with other young
folks in & nearby factory.

Really, said the man,
something ought to be done
about the matter,

A plodding, stodgy wife.
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 cccultism something Eastern,
like the Chinese, say, or something like that, ha! hal
The professor would know what he meant.

That writer fellow, Stevenson, wasn't it, had said
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.

For, not

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
over her. Nobody would be to blame, would they?

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

I did not hear De Lysle answer hm}.
1 did not need to picture nnfl hear it
all, though he told me of it himself.

De Lysle Agrees

1 can see his piercing, restless eyes
baring into that man, can hear his deep
voice rumbling out of the semi-darkness
after an impressive pause: :

“1 think you can safely leave it to
me sir. | can promise you this: I
will do all I can to bring about a right
state of affairs in your case according
to the ‘Higher Wisdom." "'

A Suicide

A few days 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
wondered.

When, some time later, that man came
back and thanked the professor for
baving straightened out his affairs,
saying he and his wife were once more
on the best of terms, there was no
single intimation in his manner that he
thought for an instant there had been
anything eriminal in his request that De
Lyslé lend himself to & woman's murder,

That is only an instance. It is illus-
trative. One sees so much of the
seamy side of human nature in the
clairvoyant business.

Many Fakers L

De Lysle was no criminnl. No one
knew that better than I. But it never
occurred to that “‘conventional” man
who came for his aid that he would
hesitate, for a minute, to use any powers
he had for good or evil, indiscriminately,
Provided money was forthcoming.

To my knowledge there are now in
this country many thousands of self-
constituted clairvoyants, mediums, for-
tune tellers and so-called “‘psychics”

fooling or merely entertaining the publie, though
in many cases doing things absolutely criminal. This,
in spite of all the law ecan do and the fight put up
against them by sincere investigators of psychic

phénomena.

I'am going to tell you of some of those tricks, tell ruthlessly dangerous criminals in all the world there
you of what I learned of their methods when I was one

of them, show, in n few exposes, how simple are the under the cloak of the SUperny

) e " 8 supernatural.
méthods used in beguiling the public with tricks that
are apparently so inexplicable that to the easily duped
they seem only possible through supernatural agencies.

LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
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Beware '
Some of them are harmless charlatans, They do
little damage. Others are entertaining fools and give
you your money's worth.
But there are others! Be warned! For of all the

are none worse than those who prey on the public
It has been my lot—my misfortune, you may call it

and rightly, in some cases—to know many of the
latter, If anything I can say will nid in their expose,
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an expose in which 50 many earnest men and women
with sclentific truths at heart are Interested, then I
shall count it time well spent.

Can't Be Too Careful

Even the most profound investigators of psychic
phenomena (and I have been closely associated with
many of the foremost) first of all warn their new

membess 9f the dangers to be encountered from
*fakes.” One cannot be too careful.

I have in mind one case alone which should eerve as
a warning to all who would dabble indiseriminately in
the supposed lore of the advertising “psychie.” My
knowledge of that case s painfully personal. 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 Lysle.

Charlatan you may have called him, too, but cer-
tainly he was tho most harmless sort. I want to repeat,
too, that I know of many, many times where he did
more good than harm. I know, too, he did have some

supernormal powers, and the pity of it was that he was
not satisfled to go on developing them.

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

His Physical Attraction

There is no doubt that had he cared to he could
have become n far richer man than he did. That
was because of his wonderful physical attractive-
ness, & 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 firet I saw the magnetic man who became my
lover should inevitably happen to many another
impressionable woman. v
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It happened to many &« woman of great wealth, too.
1 knnwpglc more than one case where De Lys!c could
have had all the woman possessed for the lifting of a
finger. Just as I know how often he could h:.we had
a thousand women, body and soul, for the asking.

Sex Starved Women

He was in a position where women who came to
him were ready to throw themselves at his feet. In
most cases, the same women were ready to throw them-
selves at 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 _mnntlc-.

From my own deplorable experiences, I realized that
that condition of affairs 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 turn to one they be-
lieved had occult powers to help them.

Their own diagnoses of their cases were sometimes
amusing. They were especially so to De.Lysle and me.

Usually 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. I have seen women, high and low, rich
ard poor, cultured and moronic, highly intelligent
and abysmally ignorant, alike fall beneath the spell of
Alain Dé 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?

| Ah, I, 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 to
Dr. Latson, knowing of a frankly polygamous nature,
No, I had gona to this man with a frankly monogamous
idea in my own heart, and I'had no intention of dividing,
He was my man.

Never Played Second

[ never have, as I have told you, played second, |
had no intention of taking a back seat now, of eflacing
myself as did Alta Marhevka. I would not see any
woman revel in affections I considered mine alone,

Jealousy was the serpent that entered our littls
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 refused to tell me all
that occurred between him and the women with whom
he was closeted in his private room, sometimes for
hours. I would see them come out and go away, often
with that unmistakable faraway expression of love-
exaltation on their faces. Ah, well, I knew that look!
Sometimes they would not even see me.

Harder to bear were other meaning smiles of patron-
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 ones
feet, 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?

I Must Know

The questions insistently rang in my soul and turned
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 you
like, that caused the first rift between my love and me.
It grew and grew, as is ever true, until there was a
fissure beyond mending.

Ah, the hours I have spent leaning agninst the doors
of his inner sanctum, my heart palpitating pitifully,
50 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 affairs did not come about
all at once. For a long time I lived joyously, lulled in
peaceful security 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 fed
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 0y

o
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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 a 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 capable 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
few people she thought clut-
tered up its surface,

Her Murderous Thoughts

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

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

Marhevka.

mine alone.

I 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

be cut 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
freezingly, 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, I 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 Borgia. He did not affirm. Neither did he
deny. He just looked at me and smiled—slowly.

With a stricken heart I
recalled that smile as it had
been bestowed on me the
day I first became his.

Was he giving it to an-
other?

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

Were his arms placed
about her as they had been
about me so often—so often!
—and did his warm lips
cling to hers with their ripe
red voluptuousness?

know why she had become

engaged at all, unless it was
for the beautiful diamond that had been gisen 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 gave him in the course of her murder dis-
cussions.
A Warped Soul

I' De Lysle never had any more idea of taking her
seriously 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 proffering
gold.

I don’t think he even liked the girl—at first. He
was interested in the peculiarly warped soul she dis-
played. He rather enjoyed dissecting her mental
processes.  As did I.

I can't eay exactly 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 at my lover too long and too
often. All her passionately confessed interest in her
married Inamorata scemed to be on the wane.

Wants Personal Interview
I couldn’t help wondering just what she had in mind

for me behind those long, sleepy eyes of hers. Was
ghe considering boiling me in oil, or was I merely to

My Love Dies

It was all unbearable. Day after day I had to

undergo the agony. Day after day they were closeted
alone. Human nature could bear no more. There
must be a show-down.
i To have one with De Lysle 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 I 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 I was in one of my tantrums and
whisper to me that 1 was and always would be the
only real woman in his life!

I Decide

But he felt I was acting like a petulant child. He
thought 1 should be disciplined. He knew he could
infuriate me more by refusing to tell me what I de-
manded to know of that woman's business with him
alone than he could in any other way.

Not one remotest idea had he that 1 would take the
matter seriously. He could not guess I would take a
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 Borgia?
He would not tell me what went on between them?
Very 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 a
letter over which we had laughed. When he had read
it he had been =0 boyishly pleased by what he con-
sidered the honor done me and his coaching.

It was a letter from a clairvoyant in Kansas City, a
man whose fame was high among the brotherhood,
but of whose real activities we knew nothing. The
“psychic" had heard, he wrote, of my cleverness and
my ability as an assistant. He was in need of just
such n oneas I. If there should come a time when

1 wanted to make a change he would be glad to have
He could assure me that . . .

me with him.

He ended up with a financial offer for my services
that seemed to me fabulous, It was, for one who had
never earned a cent.on her own account in her life.

To Kansas City

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

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

I did not wait even for a 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
1 was gone, I was on a train, being whirled Kansas.
City-ward, away from the man I loved and heading
blindly into what I could never have guessed.

Far his victims were women. They were
innocent, if foolish, women. They were sll
{anocent and gullible.
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HAT I was spared as much as 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 could fend for
this heedless, p:}sslonnlc me through all my life. myself samehow if I did not go to work for Ugolino
For I was headed straight for the den of as despicable a .
criminal as the country has ever known—toward He Was Waiting
“Ugolino, the Great,” that Adolphe Matthieu Herge- I simply sent him a telegram that I was coming. He
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Such wax the infamons W}
*“Bed of Roses™ on schich
a ed women will. W
ingly lay their ncked |
bodies with thorns stab- ,||AY
bing their tender flesh. || NN ]

mann, the expose of whose activities as a “mystic” was waiting for me. Ab, if only I had heeded that
shocked a nation, a man who left in his wake a trail &mall voice that once more in my life warned me,

of despair and heart-brealk. “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 successful criminal he was, would
nover have been able to gain his ascendency over
duped women had he not been handsome.

But his was a diabolical attractivencss. He was 80
different from my Alain. From the start he repelled
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 could not sleep. The warnings were
pleading with me—warnings that I, still inf uriated with
De Lysle, secretly longing for him—would not heed.

I had been assistant to Ugolino but a short time when
his true calling was revealed

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 actual experience. What the
mystics had known and experienced, they, too, must
know and experience.

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

It was possible, he said, for true initiates to have
in this prosaic day and generation as astounding ex-
periences as those ever vouchsafed the mystics of the
East from whenece 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 incarna-

—

tions, visioning the future,

to me. All his “medium-
Ehip," his “mnccs,” his
mind reading and the rest
of his flummery were only |
masks for a criminality of
the most horrifying type.
Blackmail, thievery and
geduction were  his  real
business.

The Horrible **Bed
of Roses'! I

And here was I hired to
assist him! I had to get cut
of it. I must. I hope it |
goes without saying that I
did, -and that right hur-
riedly. Not, however, before
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 descriptions of which
were made public when he was finally srrested, tried,
convicted and given a most richly deserved life sentence.

1 tell these things to accent my waming to women,
in particular, of what frightful risks they run by
becoming slients of a clairvoyant of whom they know
nothing and who is, more likely than not, especially
if he is of the advertising order, a eriminal of the most
appalling sort.

All Yearn for Something

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

Women are ever yearning, 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. It was not
hard to sce how many women, nervous and neurotic,
box.'od society women, disappointed women with no
object In Jife and with too much money, had come to
sit at his feet and learn.

HOW eager some were!
And how I shuddered
as I saw each victim pre-
pare herself. Iknew 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.

gaining a taste of Parndise
itsell.

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
was to submit to his will
All each knowledge-secker
need do was to admit will-
ingness to sleep upon his
“Bed of Roses.”

How ecager some were!
And how I shuddered as 1
———| saw each victim prepare

herself. 1 knew what was
in store, but did not then dare, for fear of what con-
sequences there might be to myself, to expose the man
for whom 1 was acquiring & 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 it—reckne
on it, and never again be the same,

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

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

Diabolical Joy
1, who knew the mysteries of that couch, knew ther®
was deep purpose in having that filmy drapery. !

r
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knew there was cunning in the idea of the fringe-
weighted black velvet canopy that could shut out light
and air. I had seen that couch in all its diabolical
nakedness.

Sometimes I have seen dainty women shiver as they
saw the thorns 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 a 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 photograph of a
Hindu mystic, an expression of unutterable joy on his
bearded face, lying on a couch of iron spikes.

“They,” he would urge, “they are those truly holy
ones 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 victim
eager, 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 itself, was criminal enough. What will you
think of what is to follow?

Secret of the “Bed”

I told you I 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 holés had been bored into it.  Beneath
them sprays were attached to a rubber tubing which
went through a hole in the floor to the room beneath
where it, in turn, was attached to a bellows.

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

Dreams!

But nol Nothing s0 innocuous. Ugolino had
promised his clients “dreams” He had arranged
that there would be no doubt of their having them.

For, besides the perfumes, there was a mixture of
cther 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 Ugolino was the greatest
man in the material world, a god, a superman who
could make dreams come true,

Had a Sex Basis

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

Such was the infamous “Bed of Roses.”” Such
was the couch on which a hundred women willingly
lay 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 scent! 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 une
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
and absolutely 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 was n 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 love
with him. Or imagine she had fallen in love with
him, for the time being, at any rate.

Had Hypnotic Powers

He had hypnotic powers. Of that I am sure. He
never tried any of his Svengali tricks on me, but I
have often wondered if that were not because he
knew 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 waming. I was on
my guard. I knew I had to be, There was that in
his eyes that told me that,
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It was his hypnotic
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
it s0 that the women he
had picked out as vic-
tims would, in a half
hypnotized, half hysteri-
cal state, after a long
“eonference” 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
scene as possible.  The
lens of the camera was
fitted into a hole in the
wall, and, with all the
modern  equipment of
the photographic trade,
no flashlight was neces-
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be the “assistant” at
this rite, was when I re-
belled. It was the 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 feared
him as they would the Dark Angel himself.

Pay-Pay-Pay!

I hate to think of the dislllusionment of
some of these women when those photographs were
first shown them. There 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 once, though, when he had forced
one woman to glve up all she had. When all her

That swould never do,
I knew my Uile slster
could heve no ldea of the

danger In & man Ik
Crowley, But I knew. .
[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, she argued.
She had reached the point of despalr anyway. Shepo
longer cared what happened.

She told her husband. The arrest and consequent
;l(;;ml:gl of Ugolino Adolphe Matthieu Hergemand

oliowed,




CHAPTER IX

WAS not there to see it, though. 1 had flitted. I
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 aid of French bridal-
veiling and luminous paint, juggling tambourines and
talking in the dark through trumpets with garden hose
attached, myself blindfolded and tied (simple enough
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tricks when known, and explained too often for me to
g0 into details here), to fortune telling by crystal gazing
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 hair and listen to what
my confederates had to say.

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 1
were together.,

All Over
1 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 I how deadly can be that
pitiful attempt to revive romance, onee 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 a yes-
teryear.
i1 No, I would not
go back. 1 had had
my romance. I had
my memories. [ would
keep them. Tender
memories  were  in-
finitely preferable to
trying again to
breathe life into the
little Eros when he
lay dead in a winding
sheet.

My Sister’s
Love Cult

There was in the
back of my mind the
LYY, 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 I heard of them
the more my eager-
ness increased. The
time was ripe for
my investigations.

I had thought this

/a8 my own decision,
I had not taken into
= 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 search-
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 as personally as some that have preceded, I 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 as
a deity, and the terrible pagan rites with which
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the brilliant English poet and explorer, 'Alvi‘stvr
Crowley, stirred the world as no one clse .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 lntf'r-
nationally infamous character who once, on a mountain-
climbing expedition, claimed to have had a \"Lsion,.and,
like a stanic Moses, came down from his mountain to
lead his followers, not aright, but astray.

The “Anti-Christ"

Proclaiming himself an *“Anti-Christ," naming him-
self *The Beast of the Apocalypse,” he sallied forth to
become the head of the most notoricus cult of his age,
the infamous O. T. O. Though every effort has been
made Lo 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
notoriety that followed his exposure, and by the shock
when there followed in his wake the trail of death and
despair that ever does, but not entirely. His teachings
have not been buried.

Weird Tales

Even now, ever £o often, there come welrd tales from
this, that, or the other part of the country of startling
occurrences and appalling consequences 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 outstanding
figures in all the secret cults of the world? And one of
the most devastating?

> My Own Sister

This is the reason: The woman who became known
all over the world as his favorite high priestess, 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 Satanism
and practice of black magic? '

Often I have bitterly blamed myself for the relations
between my sister and the man she followed to perdi-
tion. It was I who made it possible for her to meect 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 deliberate, and that
I have since done what I could to atone, at least by
helping to bring their son, precocious little Hansie, to
normaley and right living. He would never have been
normal had he continued to live with her and his father,
Aleister Crowley, that faithfal follower of the Devil, and
worshiper of evil.

My discarded lover, the clairvoyant, had written me
in New York that T must not fal to see Crowley. A
most interesting character, he averred. He was sure 1
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would find amusement in delving into such queer menta]
kinks as Crowley possessed.

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 eagerly sought when Crowley was at the
height of his fame in this country.

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

Not Like Me

She was not like me. A mouse-like little creature,
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. I
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.
i 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 romantic young girls. The more innocent the girl,
the more naive, insouciant, the greater her danger.

Sex Slave Complex

1t is the age-old slave complex which makes {ts ap-
pearance at the first awakening of sex. To be so “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. 1 have the hope it may serve as a
“stop, look, and listen" sign if you should meet some
suave devil in human form like Aleister Crowley.

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

Lea Attracts Him

1t was Crowley. He stood in the center of the room,
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 sheé
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 is so different.

And surcly 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 force its head up beé-
tween serried ranks of flaunting tiger lilies.

She Returns His Stare
Uncertainly, as though a bit reluctantly answeringa
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strange summons, I saw her glance up. I saw her gaze
wander about, wavering, searching. At last it came to
rest on the man whose basilisk stare had never wavered.
I started to put out my hand in a little reassuring
ture. She did not notice it. For all she knew of
me then I might have been a million miles away. All
she 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. I
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—Lea, the quict little nun;

Crowley, “The Beast of the

right then, were those com-
manding eyes 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 was
outrageous. It was un-
canny.

She Is Dazed ful to her.

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

Apocalypee,” whose very
countenance showed the
beast he was at heart. I
could not shake off the un-
canny feeling that gripped
me.

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

t lead,

She Remalins

The man shifted his

I was amazed when she

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

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

That would never do. I knew my little sister could
have no idea 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 circumscribed orbit.
Even I, advocate of following impulses 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 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 I knew
as her chief characteristic.

I Shall Not Go!

“I shall not go!"” she declared. “I will not move one
step until T 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 peculiarities,
but also for his culture and learning. There was noth-
ing he could not talk about with any of them. He was
a5 much at home discussing Whistler’s “Etchings” as
he was in a debate about the poems of Araby.

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

drank glass after glass of
blood red wine with Crowley. Again I said we must
go. Sheshook 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 so 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. 1
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, so close to my heart, in
a studio filled with chattering people and — with
Aleister Crowley!

I slept fitfully. T would not have slept at all had I
not been lulled into a false security. I was sure that,
shortly after midnight, I heard her close the hall door.
1 thought Lea was safe at home. Though my anger had
cooled when it had had time to switch to anxiety, I 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

1 lay awake with whirling thoughts. It was possible,
I had to admit, though I 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 was 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 night in the
studio with some other women friends of his. Certainly
she was all right. Did I want to speak to her?

To His Studio

“17]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 else but Lea.
1 was still more annoyed than alarmed when I arrived
at the studio.

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

Was that premonition touching me with its clammy
fingers? 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, I would not let such fear thoughts possess me,

And yot—

I glanced around me. It was all as it bad been the
night before. It was littls different in the morning light,
what if it could find its way through the heavy, weirdly
colored draperies 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. I wanted to occupy myself and reached
for a gold-tipped cigarette on an elaborately carved
tabourette.

Will, Thoped 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
T was, I recalled her as she had sat there in her modest
little gown—no jewels, no bare, shining, white voluptu-
ous limbs like other women of the party. I pictured
her pale aloofness as she had seemed utterly unable to
keep her eyes off Crowley.

Keeps Me Walting

I smiled a little wryly as I recalled his “strutting' his
best sinister glare for her benefit. He had suceceded in
dazzling her all right. T anxiously hoped not too greatly,
but-I 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 “Paticnce-on-a-
monument’’ chaperon? °

I sat up as the heavy drapery at the rear of the
studio was drawn back and there glided in the reed-like,
half-somnolent figure of a woman. She was nude, eave
for the blood-red robe of silk she held lightly about her
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. I glanced up inquiringly.

A queer, half-mocking smile from eyes which but a
few hours before scemed 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
Maiden of the Apocalypse’—the ‘Dead Soul'—dead no
longer, for he, the Muaster, 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
yourself mad when you lay in the arms of the first
man to whom you gave yourself? Or did you not
think Heaven had showered on you an ecstasy bee
yond belief?"

She Knows My Love Life

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

“You should know. Why did you never tell me what
itmeant? Who knows but that you and I were born to
b Uie high pricstesses 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 hearts
I had, indeed, thought my love life secret, especially
from my sister who, to me, was the embodiment
of all the conventional, homely virtues I privately
scorned; this quiet, repressed sister, satisfied for =0
long with being school teacher of the middle-class
children of the Bronx.

Her Virginal Body

I could have understood the metamorpliosis in my= '
self. I was ever on the scarch for something new.
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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. ‘“Has—has this
gone—far?” I asked.

She pulled herself up proudly before me, like a queen,
and threw aside the crimson robe that only partially
concealed 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.

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

—

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

Poor little “goddess!” 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 diabolic!

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,

forever bound to him by this, “I—I am his High Priest-
I am
of Babylon!” Not the scar-
let woman of the putrid-
minded, but the scarlet
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!”

to him, my Beast, my lover,
my Anti-Christ! Here—
right here,”” and her arm
dramatically deseribed an
arc toward the center of the
studio floor on which 1
could see a faint chalk-line
circle, “'is where he made me
his own. Inside this circle
1 knelt, adoring him. With
his own dagger, white-hot,
be branded me his chattel
forever! Ab, the exquisite
sgony! The joy!”

Had Taken Her Body

ess!

mind of his he really he-
lieved he was going to raise
| humanity to a higher plane,
but he certainly went about
it in a most peculiar way.

The Right of Wrong

Once, when I attended one
of his public lectures, I saw
how his teachings were re-
ceived by people of normal
minds. So wild were his
ideas, 50 warped, that the
hall which had been reason-
ably well filled, was more
than Imlf empty before he
had concluded,
| He believed that what-

his ‘Woman

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

1 was too late. The curtains were flung violently
aside. The beast-cyed Crowley leaped across the studio.
It was into his outstretched arms she fell. He laid her
on a couch and stood over her glaring his defiance at me.

I hate, even now, to glimpse’in retrospect the scene
that followed. Never before, neverlsines, had orhave I
been so beside myself. I raged, I tore, I threatened, 1
pleaded, I cajoled. All to no avail. They laughed at
my tears. In their love-crazed condition, all arguments
were useless,

To Aid My Sister

I realized at length, a5 my passion wore itself out,
that, if I were really to aid my sister, to bring her back to
sanity, I must try to remain on as good terms as possible
with Crowley. 1 did my best to get a grip on myself.
That was my idea throughout the luncheon I had with
them, and at which sppeared another masculine de-
votee of Crowley’s Great God Pan.

When I left them, ““The Benst” 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 I condemn and my own ideas
of following impulse, defving 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 iden was: “All is evil. Evil is
right. Let evil prevaill”

All Is Good

And 1?7 My belief is that “‘all is good, for all is God."
There is no right or wrong in the Universal Plan, but
there is free will to follow impulses and, what is more
important still, to control them.

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

1t would never occur 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

He taught his students, in his strange “Holy Abbey
of Theleme,” in Cefalu, Sicily, where he established a
most astounding colony after he left America, that, Ef
they trained their minds sufficiently, there was no possi-
ble indulgence in which they could not revel. Indul-
gence 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. He
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 Gollegium Spiritum Sanctum

He had some queer ways of making his disciples
“master their souls,” I don’t think anything was more
insane than that story related to me by the beautiful
American actress, Jane Wolf, who became a member of
his colony in Sicily, his “Collegium Spiritum Sanc-
tum,” or “College of the Holy Ghost,” as he blas-
phemously called it. It was there he declared he was
making & race of supermen and superwomen from
‘‘wenk mortals."

When I listened to what Jane Wolf had to say, I
thought if there was ever a “‘weak mortal” on earth, it
was she—to have obeyed Crowley's outlandish orders.
8o 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 a bare
rock on n mountain peak, clad in sack cloth, without
food or shelter. She did it, and almost died of exposure.

Not I

If Crowley and his baleful eyes succeeded 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 you needn't call
yourself a High Beast, either. 1'm not blind.”

He laughed. He pretended not to care what I
thaugl]t, but he was too vain for that, too eager for
encomiums.

“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 him? Never!
I never have been broken by anyone. I never in-

tend to be. The prospect of worshiping the Devil with
Crowley had no appeal for me.

Before I finished with him, it was he who was afmid
of me. I gloried in making him fear me. 1 am sure it
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. 1 was determined he
should not take my sister with him. He was determined
to take her. She went.

The family was all wrought up, as might be expectad,
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 raged, “and I
willl You'll come to me! You'll be my slave! 111
ber-r-e-e-a-k you!"

He was wrong in that prophecy. 1 was never swayed
to the O.T. O. 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 uncomfortably
near being canied out, too.

In spite of my indignation over the affair of my sister,
I attended one of Crowley’s weird “religious” cere
moniés 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 herself as a high pricstess of Satan.

His Ceremonies

Crowley did not “invoke the devil” or “arcuse the
Great God Pan' at that ceremony. I saw him do that
later and of all the wild, frightful panderings to excite
ment I ever saw, that was about the limit. Blue 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 Greenwich 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 I entered the dim room the first thing that drew
my eyes was my sister’s face. It seemed purer, more
spiritual than ever as she sat on a high dais-like
throne in front of long black velvet curtains. Except
for the searlet robe, drawn aside o that her life sign of
the star and circle of the O. T. O. could be scen,
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 kneeling as though
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in n cathedral, were ranged about in semi-cireles. Their
eyes 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-
pose. The burden of 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 so, throughout the ritual:

“Do 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 conviction that the
last word In all that was desirable in life had been said.

The Chant

I knew my sister had & 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 Nuit, lady of the starry heavens. Come forth, Oh
Children, under the stars and take your fill of love. I am
sbove you and in you. My ccstasy 1s yours. My joy Is to
pee your joy.

“Be yo goodly, therefore; dress yo all in fine apparel; eat
rich foods and drink sweet wines, and wines that foam. Also
take your fill and will of love, when, where, and with whom
yo will, but always unto me—that your every act may be
ritua), an act of worship, & sacrament.

“Live s the kings and princes, crowned and uncrowned,
of this world have lived, s masters slways live, but let not
this be sell-induligence.

“Keep pure your highest ideal; strive ever toward It, without
sllowing aught to stop you or turn you mside, even as a star
sweeps upon its Incalculable and infinite course of glory, and
all is love. The law of your being becomes light, life, love and
liberty. .

“Is not this better than the death-
in-1ife of the slaves of the slave-gods,
&5 they go oppressed by the con-
eelousness of sin, wearlly [seeking or
rimulating tedlous virtues?"

The Spectacle

There was more of their ritual
flummery; much more. I shall
not here put it down. Itdid not
differ greatly from that of other
secret socleties.  Not that “ser-
viee” anyhow, for, as I told
you, Crowley forebore at the
time from setting off any of his
devil-invoking fireworks.

1 was to have one shock I
would never forget. Before the
ritual closed, with Crowley dip~

ping his pointed scepter into the goblet of wine (an old
magicnl symbol as anyone knows who has delved into
ancient cults), I was treated to an 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 arms 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 me! Burn to me perfumes!

Wear to me fewels! Drink to me, for I love you! I love
you! I am the blue-lidded daughter of sunset; I am the

There, brended
deeply on the
m e of her

skin, was a grest

atar inside @

double circle.
[See page 53]
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naked brilliance of the voluptuous night sky. To mel To
mel*

You ask me a question?

Yes, there was much to remind me of a house on
Riverside Drive. But Dr. Latson did not believe in
“devils.” His was a worship of gods.

He Was Convinced

Aleister Crowley was convinced, and was spcndn'g
his life trying to convince others, of the ncu{nl possi-
bility of invoking and producing in some physical form
demons, imps, the Pan he adored, or Satan himself!

“T am like a dead soul come to life,”” my sister had
told me that morning I 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

Crowley's colony had attracted an odd and rather
interesting coterie, most of them with money they
gladly 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 Loveday, 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 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 a 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 “masters of
their souls.”

Chief among these children was my sister's child,
Hansie. He was only a little over two when the colony
was started, but, like a duck to water, he took to the
theory of no restrictions whatever, of absolute freedom.

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
hesitation, Crowley handed him the whole bottle.

' “Take all you want, youngster,” he said, and
turned his back as if the matter were of no conse-
quence, -
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Hansie did. He took a long, full drink. He howled
with rage at the burning of his mouth. Of course he
became terribly sick.

Again He Indulges

He got over it, though—poor little baby! As soon g
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, Hansie, to get drunk and siek
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 child upbringing. She was
not able to sce fur ahead where he was concerned.

The Outcome

It never occurred to her, I am sure, what terribla
harm she was doing her child by allowing him such un.
bridled license at Crowley’s behest. So Hansie ran
about naked, like a little savage, because 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
spite of all his outdoor life and primitive ways.

Another of my sisters, visiting in Europe, went to see
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 the
“abbey.” Hansie was running 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-stricken 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! I'll bust 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
mellcy dies, and I'm going to split the world wide
open "

My elder sister, his aunt, good, noble, thoroughly
conventional 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 could 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 Hansie's condition, they telegraphed back
for her to mind her own business.

Luckily for little Hansle, she thought his welfare
was 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 nothingin 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
je reached America and we started undoing all the

terrible harm of his early life. It is a reply to one of
mine, trying to pour some oil on the troubled waters:
Mesian:
Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law.

Thank you for your friendly letter. Philosophy and litera-
ture are interesting, but their study must be ruspended in the
 presence o'l erime.

In some states of the Unlon—and those not the least worthy
o respect—Xkidnappling ls punishable with death. Thers Is no
capital puniskment In Italy; also your aister, Mrs. Bllss, may
consider it the most fortunate day of her life when she s
saldly In jail in that country. Love is the law, love under will.

Yours,
ALEISTER CROWLEY,
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The Uproar

-Horrible! Gruesome!

Any wonder there was an uproar? An outery agninst
“The Beast” and all his practices?

Any wonder the “college” and all it stood for was
driven out of existence? Or that priest and priests
ess must flee to the desert to hide in its burn-
ing sands?

Little has come out publicly about Crowley’s 0. T. O.
cult in this country. Though I recall an instance. It
happened in Detroit not so long ago. It so profoundly
shocked the Middle West that all the branches of his
cults Crowley had been at so much pains to found,
personally, were disbanded by the police.

The 0. T. O.

Taming a Wild Beast

‘I' was the connection

The connection of Crowe
ley and his cult became

It was like taming a little of these two, Raoul known when a weal be
#ild beast to bring Hansie r Loveday, a brilliant young lisher was divomduxgym;ﬁs
to the normal Hfe that is the O).cford student, and his wife who declared she could
:g!; otf :ge *ﬁdﬁ‘wﬂg wife, Betty May Loveday, m live with him d;: h‘;
of that strugg s (s e
| mhabookiniteelf, How- | & famous beauty, which || {5 CRRE & mEmE €

ever, by patient and un-
ceasing struggle, by appeals
to a latent manhood which

finally brought about the
downfall of the “abbey”
and Crowley and sent him

As his second wife he
married a red-halred girl of
fiery disposition, who was

we brought out, it was ac- with his “scarlet bride” being instructed by him, une
complished. He is now a || scurrying into the Great der the name of “Bruce of
manly young chap of whom Sahara I§esert until the the O.T. O.” (her name was
we are all proud. horro f th ffair had Bertha Bruee) to become a

Only a few months later orror o é atrair: ha priestess of the cult
Crowley had enough troubles died down.

of his own to last a while.

The Gruesome Details

—

Raoul Loveday, the Ox-
{ord 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 wife
believe that. She raved. She raged, She accused
Crowley of everything under the sun. Crowley, with
his abominable teachings, had killed her husband! She
knew it!

There was no stopping her. The worst of it for
Crowley was that'she went off and said what she thought
—in printed words In a London daily. She accused
“The Beast” 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 a male black cat and drink its blood.

To “do what she wouldst”
was 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. The
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’,” ehe haltingly
told. “I wasn't sure what that meant, I know now.
It means horrible forture.” .

”)———\Mﬂ
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‘ N ] OULDNT you have thought that all I'learned
from that Crowley crowd would have taught

me sense?

Wouldn't you have thought I had had just about
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 was 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. I had learned 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 sanctums?

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 leamned of
devil-worshipers in all its nakedness. I am not going
to cover up orslur. 1shalllay 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 America several
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. Another
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
a vacation.

We, who like to call a spade a spade, plainly call tho
followers of such cults “Devil-Worshipers” in this
country. In France they are “Les Diaboliques;” in
England, “Satanists.”

In Germany

In Germany? Ah, I wish I were free to say. Itisan
expressive name they have, and eerie, far more so than
any of the others, But, you see, some time I hope to
80 back to Germany. Perhaps some day I may want
toAk:)gw more ab;ut their “Black Masses,”

1d 80 secret is the name by which the worshipers of
the Black Angel are known in that country, so nwlc:z;.nc,
that if I dared breathe it, even in a whisper, I should
never dare show my face there agnin. 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 Mass" is. Perhaps I had better
explain its meaning.

To begin with, the practice of devil-worshiping is ay
old as the history of the world itself. Libraries are
filled with musty tomes describing their rites which hava
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 foday)
I have seen them. I know what I have seen is no secret
society playing, no meaningless mummery.

People do worship the devil. Their horrible, sinister
cults do exist. '

Most Horrible

Of them all, the true “Black Mass" is the most
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 ranks of the in-
mates of asylums of this and other countries would ba
vastly augmented.

That is the pity of it. But, as more than one famou
psychologist and criminologist has pointed out, the line
of demareation between sane and insane is too clase
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
criminal tendencies, they would soon pass over the line.

Many 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 8
with the former Crown Prince of Germany, He was
openly accused even in his own country of beinga desils
worshiper.

Rasputin, the infamous Black Monk, can be mens
tioned. He is dead. It can do him no harm. Who
Imows he is not still participating in rites he made an
earthly habit?

Orgiastic Peoples . _

And the poor Czarina! She, too, Is past harming.
It is only too well known how she was forced to attend
“Black Masses” by that same Rasputin who was the
evil genius of the Romanoffs,

The roster of others would fill volumes—blue books.
However, they may not be told. '3
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 secrecys
It would not make any difference if T were. 1 should
tell. What I know others should know—for their owdt

protection,

o




A WARNING TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS 59
Fundamentalism fundamentalist is.

In recent months thmj: has been so much contro- There are {00 many such—thorough believers in a
versy about fundamentalism, what with all the furore God who made heaven and earth in six days, in hell
about Ku-Kluxers, and tri:lls- o.f believers in evolution fire and damnation, in a Jonah that was swallowed by
for heresy or whz.xt not, that it is hardly possible there the whale, and in the literal acceptance of all the ancient
is a person in this country who does not know what a  Hebrew and Chaldean lore with which the Old Testa-
ment is filled.

Well—Satanists are just the opposite!

Do Not Fear the Deyil

Like fundamentalists, they, too, believe
in a personal Devil. But he is 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 clouds.

He is ruler of this and all universes. He
has supreme power over all material things,
e\ over wealth and desire and love and all that
e is coveted,

Has Great Power

Oh, he's a great old person—is the Devil
¢ of the Diabolists!

¢ Hegroansand the world shakes. He grins
{ 3 and beautiful flowers and beautiful women

He had soma queer
ways of making his dis
ciples “master thelr
rouls™
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spring up magically. !

All that is, is his. The God of the fundamentalists
has nothing; is nothing. The Universe is Satan's to
keep for his own or to shower on his devotees.

So believing, who wouldn't, if he or she was a Satanist,
fall down and worship him? Who wouldn't sacrifice
to him?

Pure In Mind and Body

Tt has taken the mind of that all-powerful Devil him-
pelf 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 sacramental 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 important parts of the ceremonial is
the consecration 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 occasion, though, and black and érlmson
hangings were draped to give the effect of a chapel,

The Consecration

There were no glaring lights, but blus 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-

trated 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” eelebrants, 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
cbony hue.

A LOVE CULT

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 turned 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 came the “high priestess,” swinging her
censer of incense, her body swaying rythmically to the
Latin chant the priest intoned, her hair hanging locsely
over her bare shoulders. As I recalled in the case of my
sister Lea on a somewhat similar occasion, 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 pacan of
praise to Satan and the power of evil.

How my flesh crept when I heard their “Litany.”
Curicsity or no curiosity, I wished then that I was a
million miles away from any Devil worshipers.

The Reversed Litany

What a terrible thing it was! Almost word for word it
was the Litany of the Christian church I had been
taught a= a child, but always “Satan” had been used
instead of “God;"” “evil” replaced “good.”

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 crucifix of
gold, standing on its head.

The Human Altar

Slowly, as the chanting grew louder, to moaning and
groaning accompaniment, the curtains were drawn aside.

Like a person hypnotized (I have always been sure
she was) the chosen maiden lay on her back on a black-
velvet-covered catafalque, her body in such a position
a5 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 complete 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 a shrick.

. “Redeem us from virtue!” he eried.

““‘Black Mass' Over

His cry was taken up and echoed through the room.
The sounds died away in moans. The “maiden pure in
soul 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, I 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
and 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 belief
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Th?r_e were former soldiers and famous lights-o™love;
politicians notorious for their crueltics, and many,
many members of a decadent and dying aristocracy
and nobility.

There were—but it would take a society column in a
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 mots at tips of
tongues.

Drugs In Bulk

Not for long, though. As soon as the last guest had
arrived (and I noted that most particular care was taken
to tabulate them) they were taken to dressing rooms.
There, for their choice, were laid out costumes of tiger
and leopard skins, white loin cloths or long, monastic-
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 physician’s kit, completely fitted
with all the drugs that lawmakers of all countries have
heen 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
in human form and raising a
lot of havoe 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!

I can tell you it was not all

“g00d-”

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
been used instead of
“God;” ‘“evil” replaced

imagination. I believe Pan

can and does come back to earth. I have reason to. I

have seen the tracks of his cloven hoofs. 1 have wit-

aessed humans being turned into blood-thirsty demons,
Hear what happened the night following the “cone

secration” 1 saw.

The “Best’’ People

The affair took place in the ball room of the palace
of a notorious beauty known throughout the world for
her dallying with love. I felt, as I first saw the gu.mt.s
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 too savory.

nute quantities, but in bulk.
Heroin, morphine, cocaine—
even hasheesh. And plenty
of hypodermic necdles.

The Wild Dancing

The dancing had begun
when I 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 dancing together;
people dancing alone. No
rhythmic dancing, that, but
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 emation-crazed brains,

And all in a brilliant, glaring light, for there were
no dim blue, red or yvellow lights here. The grinning,
tooth-bared Pan-worshipers seemed to glory in the
baring of their bodies and souls.

The Symbol of Pan

On a raised platform in the center of the ball room
chained so0 he could not escape the human fiends who
tortured him, was a poor, ugly goat—symbol of Pan.
He was ull the more hideous because of his fear.

In the electric light, his eyes scemed to emit s:ul-
phurous fires. In his terror, he would open his wide

Al-
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mouth with its shaggy beard, as the wildness about him,
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, I was told.

To Revel Herself

She had not come to entertain the crowd, though,
but rather to revel in the orgies herself. 1 can see her
now as she sang with head thrown back. I can hear the
weird musie and weirder words that issued from her
golden throat.

Ordinarily, I could not have got hold of a copy of
that song to pass on to you. But even the most wily
are not their cautious selves under the stress of emo-
tion. Or filled with drugs and champagne.

So here is the song, the song 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 sign of the open eye,
And the word of madness and mystery.
Io Pan! Io Pan!
Io Pan! Io Pan! 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,
Io Pan! Io Pan! Pan! Pan! Io Pan!"

As though the end of the song were a signal, the party
resolved itself into an orgy of unbridled fury and license.

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 cracked, as male and female demons
leaped wildly at one another and slashed and cut at
naked skins,

Seraps of fur and cloth that had served as garments

were thrown aside. Naked men and women leaped and
howled in wild abandon.

A woman threw herself 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 corner 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 frothing-mouthed
man-devil.

From all came shrieks and wails and screams:

“Jo Pan! Pan! Pan! Pan!"

1 had to shut my eyes a moment on a scene too terri-
ble to describe. I opened them on the climactic 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-curdling,
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 and battered men and
women fought and tore at one another, cut and clawed,
in their devil-cagerness to wallow in the spurting blood
and to arink i* 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 emotion.
Heavy curtains had kept out that dawn which would
have fled in fright at the scene disclosed.

1, 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 charity:
It is & reality, too, for it has been seldom that a reveler in
the inner circle orgiastic rites of the Satanists has not
ended up by becoming a pitiful drug fiend, by self-
sought death, or locked securely in the madhouse they
20 richly merit.

— e ——C
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HEN that first experience with the outrageous

cult was over I felt as did the famous French

novelist, J. K. Hays, after he had seen 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
¢loister to have opened for me. I could gladly hayve
lain my shamed face on its cool stone floor till the mem-
ories of what I had seen had been blotted out, and I 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 I must do to help save many a young girl in my
own country from ruining her

of God and an incarnation of the Divine Spirit that he
was able to found a real City in Illinois, of believers,
all sworn to his creed of sell-abnegution.

As far opposite as day from night was the creed of
Dowie from that of the Devil worshipers. To him all

(\j’irt_u(l:; were summed up in that big precept of his,
enial.

His Denials

No tobacco, 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 could be ealled
worldly. Even physicians were tabu. There was 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 wamn-
ing was to be given to the
world. I was to guide the
world through this exposure,

For I was investigating
the facts of all these secret
cults. Let us now, howaver,
consider those in this coun-
try. I have already told you
of some of them. I know of
others, and, while in all in-
stances, what I know has not
come through personal ex-
perience, it has come from
unquestionably authoritative

Dowie—Oom-—and Others

I have known cults from Dowie to De Lyzle. I know
much of the true story of the ultra-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 because of his be-
liefs, and of his widely heralded “April Farm.”

This is a book, but what I could tell you of sects and
cults and societies and clubs, had I the space, would fill
many volumes. I can touch but lightly on some. Ionly

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.

and intimate sources.

All in the Name of Love

And all of them in the name of that greatest, rpost,
illy-treated, but most truly beautiful of all emotions
~Love!

I'was, of course, too voung to know what a cult really
meant when I knew John Alexander Dowie. He was
the “Elijah"” who was so confident he was a mouthpiece

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. i

as it was, Dowie'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 is
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

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. [
rather thought it might be true that such a benevolent,
patriarchal person could heal or perform other miracles
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

of old.
Was 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 about him. Here he was, & prophet! And

he had but one wife!
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Many Beautiful Women

She was—not so young. Her eyes 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 again. There was one—

She was a beautiful Swiss girl. Her name was Ruth
Hofer, and she was wealthy. It was said she was en-
gaged to Dowie's son, Gladstone, the famous *“‘unkissed
son"" who became 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
0Old Testament who had been chosen by prophets.

That might have gone on indefinitely had not Mrs.
Dowie been s0 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 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, 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:

“God has ordered me to divorce Jane, with all

Wherein somebody erred.  Apparently God had mis-
laid His order papers and Jane had neglected to get
hers. As a matter of fact, Jane just wouldn't do it.
She "didn’t want to be no Sarah.”

f 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 was
Messiah,

New York Ignores Him

He came to New York to the accompaniment of as
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 York did
not want to be led out of any wilderness. Not by
Elijuh John Alexander Dowie. New York made thas
plain.

Dowie’s campaign in “Babylon” ended in a8 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 bas 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 rea-
son why Pierre Bernard, for he it is of whom 1 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 since those very young
and guileless days when 1 was among the Dowicites,
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.

Has Greatest Soclety Followers

It may be you do not know of whom I speak whenT
say Pierre Bernard. Well, then, let’s call 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.

Some 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 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 I am
sure that, more than anything else, is the reason for his
SUCCESS. s

Peerless Promoter

He is a teacher of Hindu lore and Hindu religion, and
heis good! Good at his teachings, shall I add? Idon't
presume to pass on any one'’s private worth, you know.
But before being teacher he is a man of business. Asa
promoter, Pierre Bernard has no peer.

And from what humble beginnings may a great cult =
leader corne! From hall bedroom to marbled halls =
That might be the stary of Pierre Bernard. ;

I am going into detail to tell you what I know of his =
carly beginnings as well as what 1 know of what cccurs
in the privacy 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
wine 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. 4

My acquaintance might, in a way, be said to lead
directly from the secret chambers of Dr. Latson.
there are 50 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 aesthetic and Hindu dancing at Dr. Latson’s,

«y were not all society women, either, though so
many of them were of that leisure, bored and sensa-
tion-seeking class,
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Taught Hindu Dances

One day I ran across one of the young women who
had been a student at Latson’s while I was being
“Queen Bee” of the “Bee Harem.” She greeted me
most enthusiastically and was eager to learn 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 successful 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
dances.

She had become more than interested in everything
Hindu during her dance course at Latson's, and was
anxious to talk about it with me. -

I Meet Pierre

She had a plan in mind—wouldn’t I come over to
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 enthusinsm roused my curiosity. I went. I
met Pierre Bernard, for it was he of whom she
had spoken. ;

I believe I 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-
tians today that the quiet, unobtrusive, rather bald
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 I was retuming from a visit to his
Nyack place, lolling luxuriously in one of his soft-
cushioned, purring, foreign automobiles, driving through
his own private park, and the memory of that first
Junch with him in that Jersey boarding house came
back to me.

And I laughed. Laughed, as I recalled how utterly
he had forgotten those early days. Laughed as 1 con-
sidered how his blue-blood colony must have to bring
1o their aid all the Eastern concentration he has taught
them to make them forget and ignore his humble be-
ginnings.

For—in the beginning, “Oom, the Omnipotent,” the
“loving, Tantrik guru' of New York and Nynck was—
a barber!

Was Broke

Not such a 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
“broke,” a little bewildered as to what to do next, a
not ¢ven good-looking hair-cutter come out of the
West. It was a lucky day for him when a pretty
dancer’s footsteps strayed to

A

LOVE CULT

“Oh, if I were only a man!” she declared dramatically,
as she outlined her plan. “I'd show them! But
Pierre, here—he's just the one to do what I ean't.
Watch us!

“I've learned a lot since you were Queen and I was
a dancer at Latson’s, and 1I'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 our
divorees, 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 love!
Not the first thing!"

Her hand came down emphatically on the table, then
she looked at me and smiled apologetically.

“I mean most of them,'’ she amended. *“I was almost
forgetting our doctor—and you! But you're unusual,
You already know how much the Hindu can teach the
Anglo-Saxon.

“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
as it seemed that sometimes what she had to say about
Hindu ideas of love and marriage and about polygamy
and monogamy was quite over his head.

However, Pierre was willing,. He was willing about
maost anything that promised steady meals, and he was
persuaded there was a good deal to be said for the art
of Swami-ing.

It wasn't going to be too easy, the actress said.
They would have to learn, and Pierre would have to

study. They must leamn all

his boarding house.

She had ideas, that girl.
Good ones, too, for she had
kept eyes and ears open while
she had 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 always seemed
good to me.

That young Oriental dancer
had had her ideas in mind for

THAT he was impressed
and ‘‘sold” on her idea
I found out not long after
that Plerre Bernard had been
studyingmostearnestly. How
much he believed himself, I
did not know then, and I 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 can teach the
Anglo-Saxon how to love!” she
sald eagerly. “At least Piere
can. I'm only a woman. The
Hindus don't think so much of
women as teachers. Women =
are only the receptive ones in
theloveline. Think you could
do a lot of loving, Pierrel”

some time. Oh, there was a

she teased.

lot under that lovely mop of

blonde hair of hers! She explained it all to me
as we three leisurely ate the boarding house lunch
off in a little corner.

We Call Ourselves Civilized

She had not found any one to her taste to help carry
out her ideas, though, until she met Bernard. And he
wa: 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 I do not know now, but he was
impressed by the idea of teaching Hindu love at 50
much per teach. !
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To Teach Love
He was not going to teach music; nor china paint-
fng. He was going to teach love. The girl saw
money in it, and he believed her.
So he went about steeping himsslf in Hindu lore, mys-
ticism and polygamous theories with all the earnestness
that is his most salient charac-

are such nosy things. They had a lot to say about what
went on in the Sanskrit College, and really, what did
they know?

Tl}em wns a lot of talk about young girls
dancing nude. Somebody or other had seen—and
Pierre Bernard was an awful polygamist, they saxl.
And they said, and they said.

teristic. So much =0 that I

doubt if today there is a
better exponent in this coun-
try of the Hindu cults than
that same Pierre Bernard 1
saw tnat day in the boarding
house solemnly nodding his |
head over the prunes.

That's good business. And
didn't I say he is a busi-
ness man?

He Becomes All Hindu

He studied—hard. I 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 called a “Sanskrit
College” on West Eighty-second street. It was there,
at their invitation, that T next saw 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 had forgotten the name of Bernard, and was
*“Oom, the Omnipotent.”

The Tantrik Cult

wrong in

He was head of the “Tantrik” cult, its “loving guru,”

its “loving, Tantrik guru.”

Those were some of the first words I 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 I heard them again when I
attended one of his Hindu meetings rather recently in
his exclusive colony in Nyack. For part of the ritual
there is, chanted in unizon:

“Be to me a loving gury,
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 Nvack cstate.
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 say.

It was rather too bad that first experiment of !1'1»‘ had
to be given up before it really got going well. Neighbors

l‘] ELL, what of it?
¥ What’s wrong
with pretty women
dancing awu naturel if
they want toso express
themselves? Isn’t the

only? Those were aes-

thetic dances. Don’t 1
l know?

Not Wrong

Well, what of it? What’s
wrong with pretty women
dancing au naturel if they want
to 8o express themselves? Ten't
the wrong in the mind, only?
Those were aesthetic dances.
Don’t T know?

As for polygamy—well, after
all, it's best to confine oneself
to what one actunlly knows.
I've been rather busy with
my own love affairs—it didn’t
concern me then—it never has
—what Oom or any one else was doing that was not
right in front of my eyes.

How ecan I gay positively what else than dancing and
some wonderful Hindu rites went on in the Hindu
College? Or what others than T did?

the mind,

Into Court =

But they =aid, and they said, and they said so much
that finally all Oom'’s mystic lore didn't keep him out
of the West Side court. A sordid sort of thing—after
all the beautiful dancing in the collége, and the soft
music and incense and Hindu teaching 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 I
knew he was thinking. I could see it.

Was I there? Of course!

Something Pretty Spicy

The authorities were looking for something pretty
spicy to come out of that arrnignment 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
learned—exactly nothing!

Not one of those pretty young women who fre-
quented the Sanskrit College would appear against their
adored Oom. And he said—nothing.

Not one, did 1 say? Yes, one—they got her with a
subpoena before she could get all her clothes on. T
wonder if the rapacious reporters who sat with eagerly
poised pencils waiting for the sensation they believed
was to come ean recall that quiet, gray-clad figure on
the witness stand, and how she was stricken with loss

of memory.
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I Don't Remember

No? Well, that was I. For days after T kept repeat-
ing to myself that monotonous: “I don't remember,’'—
“I forget."” :

[ believe it was the first and last attack of that kind
I ever had in my life. I've alwaya been proud of my
MEmory.

I don't think you can call it at fault, can you? I
know my friends do not. -

One of them reminded me, when I said I 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 Sto;'y

A chorus girl had just been married and three of her
companions were talking about it. One of them said:
“Ihe told me she made 8 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!” cried 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 as 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
Nyack place and set up his exclusive colony. Perhaps.
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, “cured" of
nervous ills and the effects of a most disastrous matri-
monial venture through Tantrik teachings, is married to
W. K. Nichols, one of Oom's assistants. i

It's Different

Exclusiveness and secrecy have done wonders for
Oom. It is #o 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 efficiently 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 o 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. He
knows the urge of a woman to be “Queen.”

Do I not myself know that from my experience as
“Quecen Bee" in the “Bee Harem?"

He knows the insistent feminine urge to be a slave.

I had an example 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.

So 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
public.

Gorgeous Balls

I wes present at one of those balls during the winter,
and a more gorgeous spectacle cannot be imagined.
Earlier in the day there has been a Hindu “service”—
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
devotees 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 sit grouped on the floor at
his feet. Only he is attired in a gorgeous robe of
Fastern workmanship and he sits above them on a dais-
like seat as his calm voice 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 creed of love as the moving faree of the world. And
ever and ever, in recurring litany, comes back that
monotonous chant:

“Be to me a loving gury,
Be a loving Tantrik guru.'

And then, to swaying, nerve-easing dance 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, seated on the floor, with
downcast eyes that never glance up, are a few who do
not join in the dance. They are clad ina single coars®
garment and still as statues, save for the slight move=
ment of lips. They are those who are servinga novitinte
—are still contemplating their souls. 3
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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
early in the afternoon. Society men and women from
New York and even from as far as Chicago and Pitts-
burgh bad 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 mirrored floors and jeweled, faceted
lights would have been filled with more kinds of queens
and slave girls than history has ever known. In some

A woman, . . . blood-
Mrecked, dark patches of
ker own blood caking on
foce and body . . . made
¢ bound to the platform.

[See page 62]

69

way he maneuvered them until, when 1 finally entered
the room, I was dazzled by the variety and brilliance
of the costumes.

Queens and Slaves

Certainly there were queens—one can never escape
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 Zulus
and mincing Chinese ladies. Oh, a conglomerate host
of femininity 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.

Oom Smiles

And no one but Oom knew the secret. He
alone had drawn from each his soul’s desire.
They rioted and were happy in being for the
night what each wanted to be. :



{

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 a great
deal of his success. Especially if the play i8 in any
sense bizarre.

I eall 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 o
wedding anniversary in Oom’s house set in the midst
of its forests and private golf 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, glimpses 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 carried be-
hind the bridal couple as 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 n symbol for a wedding anniversary, But
Oom had explained it all to us, It was one of his
brilliant ideas.

“We'll make this wedding the funeral of the desd
past,” he had announced. “And the dead past can
bury its dead.” |

I must confess, though, that I felt a little creepy
and did not have a lot of appetite when the banquet
was served later, for the coffin I had followed so
solemnly with the rest was used as a banquet table,
black drapery and all.

Plays Up Hindu Beliefs

Pierre Bernard has made no mistake in carrying on
his cult affairs. He plays up to the Hindu beliefs—
strong. And, right or wrong, there is g0 much that is
beautiful in them. It is their beauty which “Oom,
the Omnipotent” principally teaches.




CHAPTER XII

;{oll-]y :gguu: I have talked about are frankly
Is our modern trend in that direction?

“1 am.rvmmded,” thinking of the recent vogue of
“companionate marriage,” a term that has caught on
like “zzoull mate"” once did.

Honestly, now, I want to ask you. Isn't myi
frank freedom of will and impuL:a alot bcrAlttt(’T gb:x(x’f?u?y[
such juggling of the marringe vows as companionate
marriage presupposes?

Memory harks back to when I first heard of soul
mates.

Bundling

Long before these sophisticated days there appeared
on the American scene a man who profoundly shocked
the conventional with what they chose to call his
polygamous ideas.

He shocked them as they had not Leen shocked sinee
the days some venturing soul brought over a ofa from
“decadent’’ France and suggested it replace “bundling.”

You know, of course, what “bundling” was in the
“good old days?”

No? I will explain, briefly.

It was the custom our Puritan New England an-
cestors had of “bundling” a pair of cooing lovers into
the nice, big, fat feather bed that was the chief article
of furniture in the cold “parlor” and leaving them to
their “sparking.” Or to
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Took a Soul Mate

There was certainly a hubbub when he openly
to himself his “zoul mate” even before h?:t:lisv;:)(‘:
The press erupted with indignant protests and eon-
demnation. There came demands from the people
that the man be suppressed.

'I’hc:y 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-
tt-n.xmco, he resembled the pictures of the Christ on a
su;x:;l glass window. He would have looked well on
a 3

Forerunner of Companionate Marringe

But he got awny with what he started. Pinney
Earle, poet-idealist, pioneer in free love and trial mar-
riage, and forerunner in companionate marriage theo-
ries, was one 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, had endured all life’s worst hardships with him.
Of course she had not remained either young or
beautiful. Nor had she kept step with his social

ambitions.

their {ate.

—_

§ The Immoral Sofa

That was considered
highly moral, but when |
that sofa was brought
along, what an uproar
about its immorality!
What a sputter about
putting bad ideas into
young folks' heads by let-
ting them sit so close to-

“‘companion.”’

youth.

RE 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

80 he simply shed her
as he would a worn-out
garment and took to him-
gelf 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 such a 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 a subject
that is highly important. His idea 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 marriage, na.hc insisted,
does not always mate them, cannot be denied.

No sooner had the fair
Mabelle been ensconeed in her beautiful Fifth Avenue
home than she, too, grew ambitious. She high-hatted
her former friends unmercifully, even her own middle-
class father and sister,

Qhe succeeded, too, in reaching the highest social
plane, though not in this country. When she did,
then William E. Corey himsel got sloughed by her in
turn and it was no more than what he deserved.

Trial Marriage

Still beautiful, though no longer so young, Mabelle
{s spending these days in lavishly entertaining European
nobility in the wonderful chateau in France which was
one of her husband’s gifts. 1 was present at one of
her receptions, and 1 felt rather like a fish out of water.
I could hardly help wondering how I got in, for it cer-
tainly appeared that T was about the only person pres-
ent who hadn't some fancy handle or other to her name.
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Trial Marriage—Daddy Browning

There have been many “trial marriages” since the
days of Ferdinand Pinney Earle. They did not acquire
their more modern appellation of “companionate mar-
riage’! until Josephine, the daughter of Haldemann-
Julius, wealthy western publisher, took to herself a
Ycompanion.” Her example has been swiftly followed
by our flaming youth.

But if you can tell me the actual difference between
“compunionate marringe” and free love, I wish you
would.

Daddy Browning

Perhaps, though, if I may digress a while, even trial
marriage is better than to have no trial at all, There
is the much-maligned Edward West (“Daddy”) Brown-
ing. At Jeast to me he seems maligned.

Poor “Daddy’” Browning! He never oven got a
chance to have a try at making his marriage a suceess,
His young wife, Frances Bell, “Peaches” of the tab-
loids, saw to that.

I must tell you of my experiences with those two.

Garrish Publicity

1 shall tell you what actually happened during my
short acquaintances with the Brownings. You will
agree, I 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 will not
publicity seekers do!

As human as thousands of others who read of the
Browning affairs, I was rather curious to see and talk
to “Daddy” Browning. I could not get away from
my feeling that he was a most misunderstood man.
You see, 1 had so many of my own experiences from
which to judge. I had a more open mind about his
impelling motives, I think, than had the majority,

An Expert Numerologist

It occurred to me I might prove my theories about
him through a numerology reading, a science in which
I have always been interested and in which, I may
confidently say, [ am expert.

‘When I was introduced to Mr. Browning one day by
a mutual friend in his Seventy-second Street office, 1
suggested he let me do the reading.

Poor man! He has been so badgered he doesn't
know who to trust. He was 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 eyes out
for his pocket book have not 16ft him with the highest
opinion of humanity.

He was apologetic, repeatedly assuring me he knew
there was no reason for it in my case, but he had me
siim o statement that my reading was voluntary and
that there would be no elaims on him, finuncial 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
means, sell it to them."

That, to me, was further evidence of his courage, for
he had no idea whether the reading would be good or
bad. Cournge, I think, has been the secret of hiy
success. He has 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 g0 with me,

His Father-Complex Misunderstood

As an evidence of how he is misunderstood, take his
“father complex.” He can no more help being drawn
to 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 tabloid reporter who
talked “Peaches” into being his accomplice for the
furtherance of her own publicity had to say about my
efforts to lure “Daddy” away from her and into my
cult. It was all so ridiculous.

I met her when he called her down to his office to
hear the numerology reading I had given him. 1
remember his exact words:

“Peaches, T want you to come right down and meet
the youngest woman for her age 1 ever saw in my life
She says she is fifty. See what you think."

“Peaches' No Fool

I spent rather an interesting half hour with
“Peaches.” 1 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 I 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 “Peaches’ going to christen &
plane and be the first passenger,

That didn't happen, because the plane had ben
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. ‘Peaches”
and I accommodated.

I Am Forced to Sue

That brought us together in the public mind, That
reporter did the rest.  When he came to see me in my
home I was foolish enough to show him some articles T
had written about love cults. He carried their ideas
awny with him in his head, and some of my most
cherished photographs in his pockets. He got those
while I failed to watch him, for a moment. b

That was all there was to all that hullabaloo about
my weaning “Daddy’ away from his more or less
blushing bride. !

I had to bring legal suit against “Peaches” and
against the tabloid to stop them. That was not
pleasant, but it had to be done.
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He Is Honorable

One thing I am sure of. He may be as greedy for
publicity as they say he is, but I am sure Browning
bad nothing to do with my unpleasant experience, He
is too honorable a gentleman.

I have wandered far afield from love cults, but I
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
Jersey Utopia. In many ways, in spite of his being
the Nemesis of ““the capitalists,” he is, these days, one
of the most conventional of the conventionals.

He has been most happily and conventionally mar-
ried for several years. He also objects now to being
termed o writer of obscene books. That, despite the
famous “Fig Leaf 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 leaf. 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 béet—sold it to
him with a Bible cover on it.

Not Always Smug

Sinclair was not always so smug in his ideas. Many
will recall the colony he set
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ideas of free will, or free love, or what have you. He
has changed so much that, when he was on the witness
s»}:xnd a short time ago in defense of one of his books
(in which, incidentally, he condemned promiscuous

“petting,” and with which I agree), he had this to
gay:

Believes In Love

“I believe in love, but not in sex as that word is
understood on Broadway. 1 do not believe in promis-
cuity or license. I do not teach or glorify it. My
first wife, during our divorce trial, called me ‘an essen-
tial monogamist.’ My socialist friends call me an
‘old fogy.” "

Sinclair says many interesting things about sex and
marriage. 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

If 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
sgocialist and radical, since he first appeared on our
horizon. He was first heard of when he refused his
inheritance of millions.

Impossible, they said! There must be some catch
in it. '

There wasn't. Charles Garland positively, firmly

declined to aceept the money

—_—

up across the river. To it
flocked many of the “in-
telligenzia” who were inter-
ested in Sinelair’s theories
of freedom and communal
living. Each person had to
do his or her share of work
{o become worthy of being
a member. There was no
flummery ofritual;noluxury.

In fact, it was said that
at times there was so little

tances with
ings.

pine board that all the high- l

SHALL tell yvou what.
actually happened dur-
ing my short acquain-

You will agree, |
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
for a way to get publicity
he could not have discov-
ered o better one.  Only one
other, at any rate. That
was the one he took. The
idea of a man refusing a
million dollars may have
been a nine days' wonder,

the Brown-

brows were in danger of Lo

but they haven't quit talk-

starving to death. :

Nature put an end to that experiment when the
whole place went up in flumes one night and the
novelists and the artists and the philosophers and .the
freaks barely escaped with their lives in their high-
necked night-gowns and their shirt tails.

Wife Runs Off

He tried another experiment of setting up a single
tax colony in Arden, Delaware, A different sort of
colony. But, after getting himself arrested fu_r playing
basehall on Sunday, he had to face a real climax one
day when his wife, the former Meta Fuller, daughter
of a New York court attache, ran off with Harry Kf,mp,
the tramp poet, declaring he was her “soul mﬁu‘. »

That incident seemed to put & quictus on Sinclair’s

ing about all of Garland’s
startling activities, Wild tales have come from some
of the various colonies he has established; some almost
unbelievable.

It took the young man four years to get rid of the
fortune which, in spite of all he could do, just would
keep piling up. In the end the socialists and the
radicals and the “working class’ did get it. What it
has done for them has not as yet been recorded.

Free Love Farms
But Garland was free to work as hard and as con-
stantly a8 ever he pleased on the free love farms he
set up. ’
He followed his intention of giving away his money
in spite of the fact that, once or twiee, he showed signs
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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, aristoeratic Boston society girl.
For, as Lady Astor says: ‘“‘Women come and go, but
mothers go on forever.”

He finally did consent to accept a third of his for-
tune. He settled that on his wife.

A Love Cult Propagandist

His defection from the ranks of the love cultists 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 and that and the other soul mate calling
for attention, Mrs. Garland decided enough of Charles
was “sufficiency.” She had been loyal, through a lot,
but she finally divorced him.,

Strangely encugh 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-
sities 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 4351

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 a long
succession of soul mates who have followed him un-
complainingly into poverty, content to labor in gar-
ments of sackeloth and live in hencoops, is any proof,
he has been successful.

There has been nothing of the esoteric or aesthetic
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.

Was Lovely at First

His original ideas that attracted his first adherents
were more idealistic.  Of course there was to be work

in his colony. But there were to be compensations,

Work would make virile men who should wear littls
else than their own beautiful thoughts. Work would
make lovely, healthy women who would milk the cows
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 music of
lutes, in their bare feet and with garlands in their hajr,
They could make and live their own poems, It didn't
sound so bad.

Love Baby's Death

Except for the work part, it scems to have gone the
way of all dreams. Garland has discovered what other
love cultists have known, that if he would carry
out any original ideas, money—plenty of money—is
necessary. And he gave all his away.

The high point in his career was reached recently
through the death of one of his “love children.” It
was the baby of Bettina Hovey, a former Massachusetts
newspaper woman and 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

1 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 &
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 earth marked the spot where
Bettina Hovey’s baby lay.

The dream he had! Think of it!

The actuality?

April Farm

T 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 he
had planned to be without money, without marriage

That last episode likely writes “finis” to Charles =
Garland’s “April Farm,"” as he named the Pennsyl
vania love colony. .

M o el
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CHAPTER X111

tion will, however—the famous “personal’’ col-

umns that ran for many years in the old New York
Herald. They were legally gquelched finally, the chief
objection to them being that they were media for com-
munications between crooks, abetting criminality
through the code letters they used.

“ .7()U youngsters will not recall—an older genera-

The *Herald” Personals!

How amusing were some of those “personals!”
I was not interested in the non-committal ads, but
had many a laugh over such as “Charming widow

wants to meet gent who grinned 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.”” 1 imagine
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
some of the tabloids and queer magazines, a mushroom
growth somewhat resembling those columns. In
danger to unsuspecting, romantic youth, though, they
are as a roaring lion to the lamb of the old “personal.”



Get Acquainted Clubs

Even at their first appearance, my curlosity was
aroused by certain of these “Get Acquainted,” or
“Loncsome’" clubs.

Just what was behind them?

To what sort of people did they appeal? ;s

I knew there was many a young girl alone in the city
0 desperate she would seize almost any opportunity to

‘wot pequainted” with some of her own kind.

Did a girl like that answer those letters which ap-
pearcd daily?

Did she meet “‘her kind” through them, or——

. To get the answer, I knew I must find out for myself.

Leave Them Alone

1 began by picking out a few letters to answer. Be-
fore 1 was through I had answered many. My experi-
ences were varied, in some cases innocuous; in some
rather interesting. 1 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 so will suffice, I think. Here is one.

i One Incidence

T had picked out, for answering, a letter that rather
amused me. It scemed to have something out of the
ordinary, something back of what the words said.

In answering any of those letters I tried to follow the
Jead of the writer I was answering. I made my replies
as peculiar as their letters.

1 must say, though, that had I beenamanandreceived
from a woman some of those fearfully and wonderfully
concocted epistles I evolyed, T should have thought
twice before taking the lady at her own valuation.

My Letter to Him

Here is what I wrote to one man {rom a suburban
town who signed himself “Union” and who ezpressed a
desire to meet “A lndy—object matrimony."

Dear Editor, dear sir:

Would be interested to correspond with party who signa
himsell *Union."

Am a cultured attractive young widow in reduced eir-
cumstances and long for a home and would like to make some
man happy. :

Am a capable housewife and very congenial and have
unusually good disposition, ete.

Can give you best of references as to my character as I know
many prominent people.

Would be pleased if you would give “Union" my address for
correspondence, -

We Become Engaged

~ 1 had expected almost anything from such a begin-
ning, but I never could have imagined what actually did
occur. 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 engngement purty, I did not hesitate, at
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his insistent request, to pose for him in a bathing suit,
during the party.

“You want the chap to know what he's getting, don't
you?” they all agreed with my “fiance.”

Well, why not? What's wrong with a bathing suit?
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 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 one
who knew nothing about him. He didn't want to be
married. All he wanted was to be engaged/

He didn't like it a bit when I called 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 Experience

T answered the letter in a “get-together’” magazine
that read like this:

If you have any eligible ladies In your Get-Acquaisted
club who would care to write to a forty-year-old bacheler,
please tell thom about me.

I am medium in helght and welght and have gray eyes.

For several years I have been a public accountant ia
Baltimore, I have a very comfortable apartment and afl
that I wish for execept the genial companionship of a sweet gitl

I am & graduate of Harvard so It is only natural I prefes
Intelligent girls of the better class. Can you help me out?

Jorry OLo Sront,

I “took my pen in hand" to =ee if I could manage an
answer of the sort that might be expected from an
“intelligent girl of the better class" of the kind I felt
sure Jolly Old Sport meant. Here is what I finally got
out of my system:

To Fill His Requirements

Dear Mr, Editor:

Noticed in your column of “Get-Acquainted” club a letter
written to you who is anxious to find a woman of the better
class. Well, that's me, all right. He asigns himsell Jolly
Old Sport, Baltimore, Md.

I think you must know me by name as I have written 0
you quite often,

I am confident that Jolly Old Sport would like my com=
panionship as I am a real fndiriduclist very human, full of
pep and strikingly good looking. However, I do not suffer
from supériority complez despite my vivid deseription of myselds

Will you give the gentleman my address to write me?

I'm afraid I suffer from a complez for your magasine a4
am a very enthuslastic reader and recommend it to all 1 come
in contact with. ’

Now, dear Editor, will you tell this gentleman to writ®
me us he soems to be a type would interest me.

Best wishes for a big future,

I received a most remarkable series of letters from this
Jolly Old Sport in answer to that effusion. They
ranged from his first conventional answer—and
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could write—to the most enthusinstic outpourings of
pnsaion.

They were the sort of letter that might well have
impr!':ss?d an unsophisticated girl. I, myself, confess
a curiosity to see the perpetrator of such purple episties.

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. He 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 I saw my letter-writing Romeo, behold! He had a
fat neck, a paunch, pufly cheeks, and small rat eyes that
showed him to be what he was—a preyer on the souls
and bodies of young girls

-
—

17

pression on the man who could write such dreamy
letters. Somehow I got out. i

I can see him now, as he sank back into his chair, de-
feated, a miserable lump of fat humanity, a disap-
pointed leer on his face, hands twitching, and breath
coming asthmatically. Angry? Furious!

Dangerous Dance Halls

In the course of my investigations I answered a good
many letters in the magazine that sent me to Jolly Old
Sport. I got many letters from the editor, always as-
suring me his club was “just one big family.” If they
were, their progenitors had certainly been most curi-
ously mated. He wasn't nearly so enthusiastic about me
when he learned later on that my extraordinary interest
in his club had been for the purpose of investigation.
I broke up several affairs

and women.

I don't know why I
didn’t get right back in the
train. I didn’t, though.

1 went to dinner with
him. All through that meal
and in spite of the words
of adoration 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
I 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 eyes of his
friends and associates.
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 perhaps to those
dance 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 unfor-

He

tunate dance hall “inci-

I could hardly forbear

opening my mouth and letting out a loud call of:

“Oooooccce!  Pig! Pig! Plagiel”
Why wasn't that enough? !
I cannot tell you. I do not know.

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 I accepted his
persistent invitation to look over his apartment.

I found out, and if I had been less able to look out
for myself, I would have regretted that to the last
day of my life. I draw a careful curtain over his ugly
efforts to subdue me.

Finally it was I who got the upper hand. Before I
got through I had him grovelling at my feet on his best
rug, tears streaming from his fat-lidded eyes, pouring
out his fat soul. If I would only stay there with him!
Just this one night! Jewels, gold, fine raiment—just
as soon as he could get into his safety deposit box—he
would shower them on me! In the morning we should
be married——

Insatiable curi-

1 Get Away

It was his last stand. He had tried force, had tried
the threats of an infuriated animal. He knew what it
was to get his face glapped when he tried to fondle me.

Somehow I got into my hat and coat, grabbed up !.hc
new bag I had bought to help create & “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 all 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 I
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 outcome
when, as so often does after they are exhilarated
from jazz and gin, some dance partner they have never
met before whispers:

“Come on up to so 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
I like to think of the “hostess," if she were called by
her right name, would be “procuress.’” Nuturally I am
not talking about any of the better known night clubs
or dance halls, They have dangers enough, goodness
knows, but they draw the line somewhere. It is the
amaller, more obscure “alub” or dance hall, the haunt
of the working girl, eager for pleasure, of whicp 1 write.
. Notes dropped from windows have sometimes told
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the end of such stories. They have told of girls kept
prisoners after all they valued in life had been forced
from them.

More often there is silence. Only another report to
the police of a girl “missing.”" Only another recruit for
some palais d’joie in a 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. 1t is likely
to end in Paris, too, if one can take seriously a clever
little jibe I heard the other day as true.

“They say the government s 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 Paris
swarmed with fallen nobility who found themselves
without & means of support save their nimble feet and
society manners.

They found their services readily in demand by an
aristocracy-worshiping feminine American public who
had not got over the habit. There were many such
women who loved to boast of having had Lord or Count
or Duke this or that as her dancing partner.  Willing to
pay well for the privilege, too.

Naturally such a remunerative occupation to which so
little work was attached was bound to attract others.
“Gigolos”—""gigolettes,” too, sprang up by the score.

She Loses All

The practice of paying for dancing partners grew,
became quite the thing. So much so, I understand that
recently, in London, it has become the eustom for even
the best restaurants and night clubs to furnish danee
partners, male or female, on order us they serve the
SOUp or caviare.

I eall to mind one well known case in this country,
You may recall that wealthy woman who fell in love
with her “gigolo.”” She came out of her experience 3
sadder and wiser woman. A poorer one, too, for while
her own “gigolo” was not to blame for it, others whe *
envied him lald elaborate plans and succeeded in rob-
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 lost
her “gigolo,” for she showed no better perspicacity than
to marry him.

She probably thought she would gain a great experi-
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
association with love cults and other erotic organizations,

The women—oh, how often—have found that the
flower of 19ve so sought 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 kiss is death; her love red flame
That scorches like a white-hot brand:
But luring lightning in her eyes
Beckons to that forbidden land
Where blasted lives, like hollow gkulls,
Lic whitening on the sun-cut sanda,”




CHAFPTER XIV

BELIEV!:] I have kept my promise to tell you all
my experiences in life; to withhold nothing,

I wonder if I have not earned the right to inter-
polate a little sermon? It will not be a long, or a cut-
and-dried sermon. It will be bits culled from the best
of the philosophy which Life has taught me.

I have known the bitter and the sweet. T 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 material plane
for development. We cannot develop without
self-expression.  Isn't it better to express almost
any way than not at all?
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nnt_ndopt a criterion of right or wrong to stand the test
of time.

jl'}mt 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 is greater
gcv;.:]opment, we cannot stand still—we must not go

ack.

That it is 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 inharmony.

S0 much for what Life has taught my mind and soul. [
believe that I, myself, have had most to do with teach~
ing my body.

I believe emotions should [f

never be stifled or sup-
pressed. They should be
controlled.

1 believe in experiment.
All the great things of life
have come only as the result
of experiment. No great
movement 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

ment.

BELIEVE in experi-
All the great
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.

King Canute commanded
the sea to go back. It
would not.

I have done something
greater than driving back
the sea. I have said to my
body: “Stay young!” It
has obeyed.

Body Still Young at Fifty

How I made my body, at
fifty, behave as 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

terialization of the goal of
our dreams and ambitions, 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 a great love for all humanity, because all
are struggling for tl.e 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.

I believe, I know, we are all victims of caprice. Each
wind that blows, blows us from our course. But there
is a broad highway strewn with flowers for all who
obey the dictates of the soul.

Love Shall Point the Way

I believe the inner voice of consclence should be our
only guide, and that love should point the way. .l-or
when courage fails, as it often must, love is the sentinel.

With this credo, I have also come to know:

That when one adopts any certain standard of con-
duct and moral code, thereby deciding nll others at
fault, the result can only be inharmonious and de-

structive. ;
That as all human judgment is but relative, we can-

no one need be anything
but young while living.

Years have a way of swiftly passing, and I urge even
¥you, £0 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 important
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 knew that all that reflects from without must come
from within, and have always practiced the proper
frame of mind. I have been optimistic, youthful,
happy, before all else.

Think Youth

Thousands of women go daily to beauty specialists
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.. alter a}ll.
only a delusion, if you can come to believe it. Think
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youth! That is the first law.

There is a sound physiological basis for this as well
as a 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, as casily as those deadly ones of hate,
envy or malice.

Important as it is, I do not consider mental hygiene
to be all in keeping young. For years I have followed a
strict regime of body building. I have no hesitancy in
recommending it, It has certainly been efficacious with
me. I shall, you will note, give you as many “dos"
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Bathe in warm water, following it with a 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 a bathrobe. You
get lazy, and laziness is deadly to beauty.

Eat a tempting breakfast, but not too heartily, Ay
long as I can recall 1 have always eaten sparingly, |
have accustomed mysell to periodical fasts; too, which
I believe 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. For
twenty-seven years I have kept house, and have done

How I mede my body, at
filty, behave es It did at
twenty, I shall tell you.

[See page 19)

as “don'ts,” something a little different from the ad-
vice of many specialists.

Learn to Stretch and Breathe

Do not jump out of bed immediately on wakening in
the mornings. Allow your body to wake gradually.
Stretch every muscle many times before you rise.
Breathe deeply, too, as you stretch, and open your eyes
slowly that they may become gradually accustomed to
the light of day.

all my own work, even to scrubbing floors, washing
windows, making beds, sweeping—all the spu
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,
do not believe such a costume would win entire approv
on any of our best regulated golf courses.
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A WARNING TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS

Deep breathing with the chest and bust are essential,
1 always sing doing my housework and this has the
double advantage of giving me deep breathing exercises
and putting me into the right frame of mind. Quite
often 1 stop in the midst of some duty and turn on the
victrola and improvise my own dances for a time.

Learn to Relax

Relax. Relax properly. Animals can teach you that
better than any human. My pet bulldog taught me the
art. The instinct of animals can 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 closing 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 believer in this Egyptian method and used it
long before it beeame 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 because I do not 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 advise
all unmarried women to have lovers. The sex-starved
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are never those who have the white, rounded bodies,
who blossom as the rose.

I say this, knowing whereof I speak, for at fifty I
have the body, romance, sentiment, aspirations and
ambitions of a young girl. I 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 expresses and does not
repress, at fifty Life has just begun.

Have I a Lover Now?

You may ask if I have a lover now.

Have I not said [ am never without a romance? What
would life be without it? I cannot imagine. '

Madame De Stael was sixty when she had the world
of men at her feet. Sarah Bernbardt, 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 I shall tell
you of it. Not now. It is being lived now and
inseribed on my heart. i

At fifty I am happy. Supremely happy. I'have but
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 so I hope to be able to write for you what is then
my latest love affair—at eighty!

. Ji-. vi‘ A i IS
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A Warning to All Young Girls

Marian Dackerill’s Confidential cAdvice

OU have read of the interesting, adventuresome
life T 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.
1t 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 scem so real, but finally prove to be only poor
imitations, like tinsel instead of gold.

Do not be afraid of love! Do not be afraid to love!
When you feel that love has come to you, you must not
hesitate, beeause, as our wiseman said so many cen-
turies ago, “he who hesitates is lost.” Lost shall be
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that opportunity which comes but once in a life time,

Of course, you are thinking in your mind about
ways and means to make sure that it is a true love
when you see it. How can you tell that it is safe to
forget all restraints and give yourself 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 guide you I have published, below, letters
with their answers from me touching upon as divers-
fied a group of cases as I could select in hopes that
these letters might prove valuable advice to you
These letters are yours and my advice free for you to
take as guidance for your own problems.

[——————

—

and advise you immediately.

Dunellen, N. J.

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 difficulties, different from everyone clse’s, write me a letter, telling
me just what your situation may be and I will answer you immediately. To cover the cost of postage,
L stationery and mailing, you may enclose ten cents in stamps with your letter and I will study your problem

You must be very careful to 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
f than those who are not entirely frank with me and I do
not think anyone should take up my time unfairly or abuse
my confidence. Write me care of Better Publishing Co.,

//// é/wa,u, fu/éw,%

—

——

Very Much in Love

Dear Miss DOCKERILL: :

1 am seventeen years old and very much in love
with a fellow who is a few years older than 1. After
going together several months, we became engaged. We
decided to get married when 1'd be about 19 years old,
and as this is a long time to wait we thought we'd
break the engagement, with the understanding that
some day we would marry.

1 have always been true to him, and told him évery-
thing. He has promised to do the same, and 1 believe
he is pretty true so far. Other fellows have asked me
to go with them, but I refused because my thoughts go
back to the one I love. He does not go out with dif-
ferent girls. 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 marry him. But I love
him and no one else. BOBBIE.

» - -

Dear Bobbie, if you love the young man and no one
alse, 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 seems to describe a particularly
beautiful and complete love on the part of both of you.
Good luck, Bobbie!

How to Win Him Back

DEAR MisS DOCKERILL:

I am a young girl of fourteen and I dearly love
a young man who is twenty. I have been out_mth
him once or twice, and talked with him a few times.
He seemed to care a lot for me then but now it scems
to me that he cares for another girl.

He treats me all right as far as I know. What can
I do to win his love?

EL1ZAPETH,

Dear Elizabeth, perhaps the young man thinks you

are too young for him. At any rate, be as sweet an
gracious and considerate as you can be when you are
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with him—make yourself as adorable as possible, and
perhaps he will come to adore you! ;

It is perfectly proper for him to see other girls, as
at his nge very few 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

miserable]

Better Study

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

I am engaged to a young man who scems to be very
nice, and has always treated me with great respect. I
Jove 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 I am only seventeen

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.

Dear Peggie, I 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.

‘T’'m sure if you reason with him, he will promise 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

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

I am a boy in my senior year in high school. I like
o 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 love her enough
ever Lo marry her.

A. M.

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 necessarily
mean anything? Some people answer letters a8 soon
us 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 enough ever to marry her, and are positive
of this, why be so 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 almost a year. He is
nineteen years old and I 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 reason
why you cannot be friendly with both, but since the
older brother objects to your seeing the younger, you
should hearken to his wishes out of deference to your
long acquaintance with him.

From your letter I 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
from the nineteen-year-old boy to his brother just be-
causeé the brother is more gay. 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

DgAr Miss DOCKERILL:

Please tell me how I can overcome bashfulness. [
am ashamed before nearly everybody. Before some
persons my bashfulness has weakened but before others
it has incrensed.

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 bashful or not.

I am fourteen, four feet and ten inches tall. How
A BASHFUL BLONDE.

The only way to overcome bashfulness is to think
lesss of yourself 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
are in.

Do not fear; all will be well if you just try to take a
great interest in the people around you and dismiss all
thoughts of self. The only way to forget being bashful
is to exercise your will power—make up your mind
you simply will no! 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.

Sees 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. I 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 can gain his friendship 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 increase your friend’s affection by being as sweet
to him as you can be and displaving 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 secing
the other girl.  In my opinion, that would not be wise,
It would only flatter his self-esteem and do no good.

He says that 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 engaged to him—at
least your letter does not say you are—you have only

A LOVE CULT

to wait and see what happens. Perhaps all will tumn
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: I can’t be popular,
For instance, there is a foreign girl I know. She is
about 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
she has a baby doll face and figure. I 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.

I know right now that some of the boys would be
glad to marry her any time. So please tell me how I can
become more popular, and what you think of this
foreign girl.

UNPOPULAR,

Dear Unpopular, you tell me the girl is foreign,
but I don’t know just what you mean when you say she
was born in the United States, 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 literature, plays and
current topies and talk about them in an intelligent
way. Do not envy others who are popular. Make
yourself one of them by your sheer personality, clever-
ness and pleasantness. |

Three Girls

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

We are three girls, thirteen, fourteen, and fifteen
years old, of black hair, blue and brown eyes, fair
complexion. We wear short dresses and wear knickers
to school. We wuse 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 see 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 a boy should be jealous? Should a boy of
fourteen go with girls? Do you think a boy should give
agirl a birthday present, and should a girl give a boy

one?
BRrowN 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-
tions. Of course it is proper for you to have friends,
both boy and girl friends, but you seem to be a little
too young to think of the boys as sweethearts. It is
very 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
a5 deciding whether or not to be in love! It is quite
nice to correspond with a boy. A boy may come to see
a girl as 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 a girl should be at least
eighteen 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 never 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 1 think you should
regard your boy friends with the same emotions that
you regard your girl friends, rather than thinking of
such things as 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, I
have been going with him for nearly a year and we love
each other very dearly. He has never spoken of mar-
riage to me. Please advise me whether or not you
think it proper for me to propose marriage to him.

SUNSHINE.

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. But
make sure of this. This being Leap Year, you have a
traditional right to propose marriage to him—but look
before you leap!

Try to Mend Matters

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

When I was seventeen years old I was married,
I have been married three years and have one little
son 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 myself?

Dor.

Dear Dot, before leaving him you should try in
every 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—with
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 for
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. Be as 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

DEeAR M1sS DOCKERILL:

Iz it considered proper for the girl to assist her
escort when he is putting on his coat in a lunch room
or any other public 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
gift for her to get him? What would be considered a
reasonable sum to pay for a gift under the above cir-
cumstances? Also, should the girl pay as much, or
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mare, for his gifts as he pays for hers?
Miss N. B.

The answer to the first two questions is ‘“No,”
except under unusual circumstances in the case of the
second 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
friends.

As to gifts, the matter of money does not enter at
all into the question, as the gift should always 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 carly in the
friendship. Get better acquainted before making an
exchange of gifts.

Better Wait

DEeAR MIsS 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
months, What shall we do?

NANCY.
- | L O

Dear Nancy, I think your parents know best. Wait
perhaps a year or two before taking the step, and mean-
while become better acquainted 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
before thinking of becoming life-mates,

How to Win Him

DEeAR Miss DOCKERILL: :

I am twenty years old and I 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
secing 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 - -

Dear M. E. B., by no means run after him—be
more subtle, On those rare, sweet occasions when you
see this charning man, be so very, very nice to him
that he will want to see you again 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 a chance, Do everything you
can to see him more often, but do not be obvious or
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ohtrusive 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 manner rather than
by your words that you care for him.

Desperately In Love

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

1 am a girl of seventeen and am very desperately in
love with a man of twenty, whom I've been going
with for three years. 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 as 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 yourself a
constant surprise; do things differently than he expects
you to do them, and This interest may be quickened.

“Another Girl"

DEeAR 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 hic does for 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
to do; in fact “doing” anything in particular might
not alter the situation. The young man says he cares
more for you than for the other girl; perhaps 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.
Make the young man feel that you are sure she is just
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A WARNING TO

A Challenge
Made Me
Popular!

4 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!” I responded. And

1 started across the floor.

I NEVER was much of a dancer.

years.

castic remark.,
“Show them you can do it!

And 1 would!

3ut haliway across the hall my courage died. 1
There she was,

was nearly paralyzed with fright.
waiting expectantly—Marion Blake,
an exquisite dancer—graceful, poised,
at case. Suppose she should refuse?
Suppose 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”—I stammered.
“I guess

“Why, of course I'll be glad to
dance!” she interrupted. And beiore
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. I trod
on her toes. 1 tried desperately to
keep in time with the music. Yes,
my dancing was inexcusable—hope-
lessly out-of-date.

Suddenly she suggested that we
go into the drawing room and sit
out the rest of the number. I blushed
furiously. “Now it's coming!” I
thought., “Now she is going to tell
e what she thinks of my nerve.”

But T was in for the surprise of
my life. *“Jim,” she began softly,
“Tll be frank. You're not the best
dancer in the world. Jut you're
certainly not the worst, What you
need is ‘brushing up' on the latest
steps.  Why don’t you get in touch
with Arthur Murray?"

And the fact
is I 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
I should have been sitting contentedly on the “side-
Jines"—if only the fellows hadn't made that sar-

Show them you
can dance as well as they!" my pride whispered.

“All

welk fright,
Ssppose she &

“Arthur Murray! Arthur Murmay!™ I
repeated.  He teaches dancing by mail
Yc't can't learn that way 1"

“No?" and Marion arched her eyebrows,
“The trutl. is, that's exactly the way I
!(;\'mcd—cvm though no one do¢s suspect
"

Naturally, I was astounded, but the next
evening 1 found one of Arthur Murray's
ads and clipped the coupon. Then I mailed
it, asking for his free booklet and five {ree
lessons. 1§ Marion could becotne a won-
derful dancer that way it was certainly
worth investigation—especially since I
didn't risk a penny.

I Find the Secret!

The booklet and the five free lessons
came promptly, What a revelationl They
showed me how many mistakes I had been
making in dancing—how man clumsy
blunders 1 had been guilty of. had been
holding my partner wrong—leading wrong
—pivoting wrong—doing the simplest steps
incorrectly. And as for the modern style
of dancing—I was utterly ignorant of it.

I started practicing the lessons. In a
few evenings 1 had learned the modern
Waltz—the modern Fox Trot, and many
delight{ul variations of the very latest
steps.  And all without music, partner, ot
teacher !

] Turn the Tables

A week later I attended a dance. The
old crowd was there. “Why, here he is
again!” they chorused. “Give him the
cigars! He eamed them!™ Imagine how
surprised they were when 1 walked right
up to Marion for the first dance!l And
they stood open-mouthed as glided
around the floor like an expert!
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Dt half way scrss the Aall my rowrsge died. 1 was mearl al. 2
: i ? e e

¢ 2he wai, waiting sxpectantl y—Marion
rrgwiiiie auwa«jd, poised, of sase. S-Lrnu she shouid refusel
leate me in ths cenler of the floor

1

Now I never miss a party or a dance.
Girls are delighted to dance with me. I
laugh when I think how scared I was that
terrible evening—f{or everywhere I go I am
n.*dccmlcd as a faultless and accomplished
arncer

Will YOU Accept
These 5 FREE Lessons?

No matter how poorly you dance now
—uo matter if you've never even been on
a dance floor in your life—Arthur Mur-
ray’s method makes you a finished dancer
in 10 days, or you don't have to pay a
penny. To prove it, be is willing to send
you five leasons from his remarkable
course absolutely free! Just mail coupon
(with 25¢ to cover cost of printing and
mailing) and these valuable lessons will
be forwarded at once. Also a free csicy of
:ﬁ)_ new book, “The Short Cut to Popu-

rity."”

Don't wait.
clip and mail this cou
Murray, Studio 829,
New York City.

You owe it to yourself to
NOW! Arthur
East 43rd Street,

r;nhw Murray, Studls 29,
| 7 East &3l Street, New York City,

|  To prove that 1 can learn to dance at homa
I in ten days may send the FIVE FREE
LESSONS, i enche 25¢ (stampa or "
l ay for the postage, printing, ete. You are to
Jude free “The Short Cut to Popularity.”

I A, tsrarnsssnssnasahassessstnssresnneananassesns

Addresticiacass saseta PP P PP
Gl essvarsnnransnanes FOPTTTTTTOTe 11 LSRR TS
See how sasy It s to learn the Arthur
Murray way!
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n passing fancy, and that you know no one has a surer
place in his heart than you.

Two Boys

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

I am eighteen. Iam corresponding and going with
{wo boys. One boy is in my home town, one about
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 city and wants me to stop. 1 feel that I like
the boy in the big city the best. What shall I do?

JUST ANN.

' DPear “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
as often as you like. I 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!

DEeAr 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; 80 you see we are quite
popular with themen, 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 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, asin later years we might not have
such good chances. But we want to be sure of our
happiness when we marry.

IN DouBT,

Dear girls, of course you should wuit for the right
man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufficiently examined 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 sce 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 out 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
yourselyes in love.

Invite Him to Your Home

DEAR MisS 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? Please answer this letter,

BLuE EYEs,

" Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and so 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
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 rather than taking
you away from home and perhaps making your parents
WOITY.

Obey Your Parents
DEAR MisS DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents object to my going with him. He says
he loves me. Would it be proper to take my par-
ents” advice? T 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, I think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitude of your father
and mother.
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It was a woman’s idea—of course

Now you
purchase this hygi
necessity without

barrassment-. . .

. « by mail!

by Ethel Watts Browne
Director, Correspondence Dept.

“\WH\' hasn't someone thought of
that before?'* my employers said,
when I first mentioned my plan. (They
are one of the largest makers of sanitary
products for women.)

I told them that countless women have
a natural distaste for purchasing sanitary
napkins of a reail store clerk in person
by any plan—even over the telephone.
That these women would be grateful for
the chance to buy absolutely withous

embarraument or discussion . . by mail, The Mail Purchase Plan will appeal ts refinea

A better napkin . . women because it removes all possibility of embarrasiment. You
see n0 ome—you speak 1o mo one—you do your dealing through
the mails—with another woman,

a nicer way of buying

So now 1 can offer you, &y mail, the

Purette, an improved sanitary napkin—

a napkin of many more and important Sent to you in plain parcel may in the least disclose the contents. I
qualities than any of the most modern | Purettes are sent to you in a plain | am sure you will wish to join the host
you can buy in the stores package—nothing of other refined women who prefer to
today. A napkin with 8 on the label which | buy this modest way.

most essential features *@
PLUS this snembarras- Send no money— pay the postman
l'ng tway cf [‘U)i’:& .o = Todsy, while your mind is on it, I sug- when he delivers the lﬁr

pac

s efer, 1 will send

by mail e outipan pal e nponteloy o Ul L wi) gls epd
po mooey=simply pay the poitman fore you purchase.)

- '
8 5 ' Etbel Watst Browne, A
The O essential features PLUS a { B ¥ buesto ey or summica :
I\I'lil Pul’chﬂGe )ﬁcu}{!:h&.ha Yook, N. Y. :
new one— - e (‘Dp:-:n):mmldouniwm iaplalo package. i
1 A new body-conforming 5 Edgesandcotnersarerounded. o H:’;‘::xf;m.‘:‘m"h plala package g
shape. (rownded ends) 6 Exira softness of textute, 1 will pay the postzaan §3 00. §
2 Not merely deodorized —but (astures preater comfort) [] Please send me free Purece for inspection. :
actually desderizing. 7 Fall. amole thi $  NAME S Sk
3 Molded, not merely cut to 7 Fall, ample thickness. P2 :
shape. (eliminares chafieg) 8 Easlly disposed of It flushes ADDRESS — §
4 No hard creases or folds. away, ary. STATE ]
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HOW TO WIN

WHAT YOU WANT IN LIFE

Within YOU, as within every other man and woman, lics a strange, mag.
netic ver to bend other men and women to your will; to nmilc them
ncmnm\'i\NT you as 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 yicld 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
way—the things you had always longed for come to your cager grasp—people begin to
mt you out—you become popular and sought after, socially and in business —all
through the use of this irresistible magnetism which Bey
within you [ike a sleeping giant, ready to be called forth to
lift you up and push you through to any goal you wish—
be it financial independence, happiness, success, popularity,
health or fortune!!

It Is So Simple!—And So Easy!

This power of youra can be exercised like any muwle,
Secret and unscen os it Is, it can pevertheloss be de-
veloped by the slmple, scien.
tific system Ia this famous
cotirse ot “Persomal Mag.
A nethan.”™ d!t calls for no tire
ome study, DO expense, 56
irksome practice, Do seli-
denlal. Everything is o size
ply and clearly explained that
anyone who can read at all
A can master ita ma jestic mer-
-Eml rise to the troe level
of life now denied you, Suzes
Iy you will not deny rv £t
necas {or better things

Give Your Real
Self A Chance!

Hard, grinding work=
what did it bring you? A college
ootj did

Be
Popular —
Beloved —
Magnetic!

With Magnetism alone, the most
on.liﬁ.ry n;:!cnom !unl:l risen ‘ég
wealth ‘and power and gras
the richest a in life from the
smartest, t educated and
most gifted men and women who
had neglected this most im-

rtant power. Look at Museo-
Ei — Trotzky — Napoleon —
and look at those right around
you! Ask yoursell if they are
really smarter than you.

What it Successalter all? Merely
the o(i?mur infl e o0
others—the skillful use of your

Personal mhm!—qukdy.

course—what g it do? Now
subtly, un , but pevertheless fel! by every person you give your REAL self a chance!~
meet,

the power within you that is really
YOU, and you will be astounded
at the rate you attain old

and new desirea!

Here Are Just A Few of the Many

AMAZING SECRETS :

—=220-0a ¢ ¢ crammed
Bared In This Wonder Book: %ﬁ:ﬁégﬂ}w secrets of
+ . ice
How to Win Love, Affection, Trust and Friendship. {xid aﬂd an Clent SC“’

e et i o er e el « FFAME,FORTUNE and LOVE
Moethods of cultivating charm and character. Personal Mﬁgﬂe

Why lovers tire of each other.
How to become popular, admired and beloved.
Secret of ralse from $700 to $50,000 a year. e 7t 3 Deat Ena lati e o

FREE~For 3 Days' Esamination
How to read the character and secrets of others,

| EDUCATOR FRESS,
How to overcome bashfulness and fear. 19 Park Row, New Yark City, Dept M50
How to prevent and alleviate discases. l Sesd me your book, "l'nl'.‘:.al )’lunnh:x" for l:ur.u.a]l!xn. l-:}ll
How to overcome weakness and bad habits, ] o ."d'..‘;\:f,l. ?:ll‘u‘lcl‘t‘tbd 1:3".:}:."“" SR Selivecyy Ll
How wives have made their husbands great.
Why magnetic people have more chances to marry. ' NANIC « o annssnsstarassansssarsnasssassssaststansnantnasssnned
How magnetism retains the youthful powers B Bt o o cvebesas e ortatarenseaarnts nuonnrae s ne s Sratahete s %
How to become a real power and a leader TV S L ) B i et
Secreta of history's famous charmers I ClFievsassiavsdassntonsabinstarabscanatsnssesss Gy danentehe o
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\ Is Success
Worth s1.98°%
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- 2 How Much Is Success individual discourse on the
= MIONAL - Worth? subject in question. No mat-
e 2| Success to some .may mean ter what your station in life,

you are sure to benefit by this
course. It will directly in-
fluence your future. You can

leadership in the ficld of busi-
ness, to others it may mean $o-
cial standing, to some a success-
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24 Individual Lessons

A Necessary Guide
to Business and

Personal Efficiency
Wea have arranged o umwh:

complete lessony, treating all
Decessary points required for
& suceesslul business

sicuets,
Toe following are tha subjects
treatedy
Part
1 How ta Get the Nest Resalts
First Steps in Dasivess Efie

tlency
How 13 do Business with

anks

The Principles of Business
Achievernent

How ta Write Duslocas Lets

wrs

How to Farlly Develop Your
Memory

How 1o Advertise Successe

full
The f"wn of Right 'n.-m1H
How to Make a Favorable
I pressian
10, How 1o Become & Successlal
Salesman
1L How 1o Prepare Sales Talks
2 How and Where o Fisd

BE NP e e N

Castomers

13, Your liealth and Jlow to
Improve 1t <

4 Yaye -(1"1 of Advertislng
and Salegmanidip

15 Him:m; Men for Mors

Toht

16 The Factors of Euwens la
Businesa Haollding

17. The Moasy Valie of System

18 ll"rrul) Close Sales Saccess-
ully

19, How ta Collect Money

20, How ta Make Yoursell In.
valuable in Your Iositien

2L Prembuta and Sales Plans 1o
Increase Busnesy

2L A Symtemm of Accounis for
Retail Merchants

2L Fusdsmentals of & Cost Sys-
tem (or Manalscturers

L M Points of lLaw Everyuse
Shwld Koow
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ful home life, but in any case
the fundamental principles of
success remain the same. The
value which we place on it is,
of course, governed by how
anxious we are to succeed in
any particular path. There are
comparatively few that can
really be called successful. In
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 big 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 is 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 cheap? Of course
it would, in fact this price is 5o
low that many doubt that there
can be any value at all to a
course at such a price. The
truth of the matter is, 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-
cver, 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 is an

casily turn the knowledge that
it contains into profit. Why
not be fair to yourself? You
can achieve success if vou 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. Itis 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 is vitally important.
Each one goes to some length
to fully explain all angles of
the subject on which it dwells.
Surely success in any field of
endeavor is worth $1.98. To
pass this up is to miss one of the
biggest opportunitics 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 Weat 45th Street, N. Y, City
Gentlemen :—Kindly send me your valuable
guide to business and personal efficlency,
the NATIONAL SUCCESS COURSE.
Am sending you herewith $198 (Cash,
lclh;gk. postal or express money order will
0).

Address, .. oouee vessssBsaRRsbonN cxiamere

ity nee sosronsrernn SO usass .



1DA C. DAILLEY ALLEN

For the
Housewife

IDA BAILLEY ALLEN'S

COOK BOOK
Special Price

$1 98

REGULAR PRICE, $2.25

THIS 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 houschold.

You will find such topics as
these, by this international au-
thority, will lend a much needed
helping hand : Purchase of Foods,
Dieting, Feeding of Children,
Vegetarian Menus, Seasoning,
Table Settings, Using Left-overs,
Feeding the Sick, Foreign Dishes,
Church and Club Suppers, Out-
door Meals, Canning, etc.

Send cash, money order or check.

LEWIS BOOK CO.
56 W. 45th St., New York City

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
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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 15 today. Itis the ex-
perimenters of the old

“fan” days 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. Those who come
out on top of this infant in-
dustry will be the oiies who,
realizing its possibilities,
grow with it. Television
will undoubtedly attain the
proportions, as an industry,
that radio enjoys taday.
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

Build yourscll an experimental
Television set. In “TELEVIS-
TON" you will find complete in-
formation for the construction
of an experimental outfit. Every
phase in the construction and de-
velopment of Television is fully
and comprehensively explained.
Mail this coupon today. Don't
wait! 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

HERE 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 is fine fun and excellent
training for the mind.

Get the Book Now
Sam Loyd's Tricks and
Puzzles

Send 50 cents 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 I Cant Give You

a Magnelic Personality
~5 Days FREE Proof!

O 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 so magnetize your
nality that your whole life will

s completely transformed!

I can give you poisc that ban-
ishes self-consciousness, charm that
makes you irresisti-
bly popular, personal
power that will in-
delibly influence the
minds of others and
amaze your [riends.

I'll make you a fas-
cinating force in so-
cial life, a powerful,

yourself~—your manner—your own
marvelous personal force, released
and magnified a hundredfold in an
amazingly clear-as-crystal, scientific
way! More necessary than good
looks. More valuable than money.
For without it a salesman is hand-
cuffed! Without it a business man
is powerless to command! No actor,
no teacher, no orator,
no statesman can
long hold his au-
‘dience spellbound
without this supreme-
ly influential magnetic
force!

Personal Magnet-
ism! How easy to re-
lease it! How wonder-

dynamic, command-

ing figure in vour What lf Sex ful its results! No long
profession. You'll be- Magnetism? study or inconyeni-
come more popular, s T e ence. Not the slight-

more Prosperous,
more gloriously suc-
cessful than you ever
dreamed possible!
Let me send you
the proof—absolutely
free! If within 5 days
vou do not experience

powerful influgnce that draws
ene mAA L0 ODE WODMAR—-
forvver, lrredstibly? What
is that strange, neverlalling
spark  that awakens love/
What s i1, Io man or woman,
that seemp to draw and
(ascinate—qhe hypaotic power
that 1o ope Can resist?

You bave it.  Everyoue has
. Dws do yom wae wl

est self-denial. Just a
simple, clear, age-old
principle, that taps
the vast thought and

wer resources with-
in you, releases the full
sweep of your mag-
netic  potentialities

a decided change in

vour personality, if you do not find
yourself making new friends with
case, if you do not discover yourself
already on the way to social popu-
larity, business success and personal
leadership—just say s0. Tell me my
principle 0{ 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 maryvelous force that
raises the sick to glowing, vibrant
health, the timid to a new confident
personality, the unsuccessful to posi-
tions of wealth and astonishing
pawer?

You have it—everyone has it—
bul not one person in a thousand
knows how to use ¢4/ It is not a fad
nor a theory. It is simply you,

and makes you almost
anew person from what you were be-
fore!

Personal Magnetism is not hypnotism.
Hypnotism deadens. Magoetiam awakens,
inspires, uplifts. Personal Magnetism is not
clectricity. 1t is like electricity in one way—
while yoii cannot sce it, you can observe its
startling effects.  For the moment }‘ou
release your Personal Magnetism you feel
a new surge within you. You
lose all fear. You gain complete self.
confidence. You become almost overnight
the confident, dominant, successful pers
sonality you were intended to be—so
fascinating that people are dmwn to
you as irresistibly as steel is drawn toa
magnet!

The Facts Are Free

The fundamental principles of Personal
Magoetism have been put into an extra
large volume under the title of *'lnstan.
taneous Persooal Magnetism.” It is bound
in beautiful dark burgundy, with the title
rold embomed. Ity sc is as broad as
e itsell, irea of Magnetism,'” “Sex
Influences,” *The Maguetic Voice,” "“Phys-

ical Ma

ical ism,"” “The Magoctic Eye,"
Orient.

Secrets,” “Rapid N ic Ad-
vancement,” “The Magnetic Mind,” and
“Magnetic Healing,” are caly a few of the
subjects covered in this amazing book. A
magnificent that tells you just how
to cultivate the magnetic influcace of your
nature.

You can sway and control others. You
¢can command suc-

ence to do the

T K B You want What Others
to do. h Say!

thie et Do | i e

you t to 2

o magnetic person- l.t;::\__nl dollars

ality ia 5§ days—or ~1 am ladebtad

you don't pay one | Shafteabury l-tn:é

pesay. That s my | tfLa=m la

ree offer to youl “All 1 tave 1 owe

ts my dally badbit

Send Coupon | i 2ivise Sahe

Today ! M:‘ud:r'r::

You must see this "f!t-l‘"hulnl
wonderful volume —
exaniing R — et 1t | poveriy ox vy v

influence  indelibly | et

your own persogale | pees ' Sotbiss
ity. You send no “I would Bot part
money with the cou- .-lu: Jlﬁl for_ any

Ex\o— D)'uu y no
. 3 . ou
the book 6rst, ”l;

you aren't stirred o

aud delighted in the M“"" Loy
v period, retum | il modally.

it and it costs you | oo ":g" i~ o

nothing. Otherwise | bary bas taught me
it as your own | for $100.000.
remit in full

payment. You are

the sole judge. You do not pay unless

yor ;se absolutely delighted. And then
only .

\*ou simply can't delay, Clip and mail
the cou NOW. Ralston University
Press, 200-M, Meriden, Conn,

RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS
Dept, 200-M, Meriden, Conn.

Al ratt—IT b b iedge. You mar send ne
the welgme 1 Persooal M.

tor 3 dayy' FPREE EXAMINATION ls sy bosse
Withie the 1 daye [ will eithar romil Use special low
price of ealy 33 or return Uhe DO0E withogl owet oo
lgatiom




08 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

Carlton Representatives Doubled Their Incomes in 1927
- Company’s Sales Showed 100 % Gain

-Carlton is Nationally

Make Big Money All Year

TIE UP With The Cariton Line /

oot No"'m,“’ the ) s to b:'pmﬁlz“ nbl- lo. R.q‘i;’d-_'zm %
] start, is to ‘st tine
Sggﬁf::;gl- ;%‘bl.~;mym«%!b:....:x::om =
3 vpayow"\’ﬁmnnlo'rnr' f‘.’.’:

OUTFIT
FREE

TED bere . . . o The fomess  Biggest Commissions 9 supply comples selling

Casrlton Sampla Outfis—ibe that s g
aling thls sntirs coustry » play-srownd BOMUSES in Addition

ol Big Money Farsing for Cavitea {p N~ and auepl your.
Y. Qally — in sash. sale (P " .
sestulives 1215 tha roeorde of 1837 cortelely O e Baptieyiod amébilion a.smt/'uc.:lp(m/a:'(’
’ n:--la&rhp':'mmylw o) 4 l
rrarp—and ear vu 1o start hlnb‘l
::.-c::«::. i ..‘tl..-dﬂnn '.""“h""'!““"“‘." Cé" Pres

Dress, Work and Spert Shirts, Neckwear, Carlton’s Benus Plan ls the most sucveslul
. 3 carnings boseter in the direct selling Seld—
Men's Wear Line la Amerien . o « o and sgale m\ﬂ;::goﬂd:l"m"m"":f el

the records of 1837 10 yrove U1, Bomus Plan as well as detalle on Carlton’
4o Proft Sharing Fian furmiohed with cafl*(on
Year Round Business =% = 1 - :
Sevoi i ' ta’ ol il AT i
-Ever Active Market i i sidue o & i S st MILLSE
Through you, we go dreet 1o the vast Americ 1'4 FIFTH AVENUE
ot ol 35 midien repossive proe: COmMplete Outfit FREE NEW YORK= N.Y.
pects—ever mew | o maver exbamtiblel, oS0 Put it In Your Pecket and
An,..‘:.::.;‘l..:::..:z.;:u, Put $100 a Week in with s,
guole - . v allex ot b of L)
order without offort :":‘-l- ';:":ril': w-’-’:’y lm‘“m
A ety debosnte 3 - —
Curlien defrays full trassportation charged,  sellie b I ake Eeld, cuntaloing. b |
acllacts hlnu- dee and guarsstess cws  of h:.a.n, mountad, large sised -:::t € £ MANDEL. Prea  Dept. M-34d
tomar satilaciica. of he -:i.-‘-l'd-::l:--‘.:. Order L.:J Cacirom Milia, 1'..,'“ Yok K'Y
opplice i Belpe 1i4 U Avenns, Naw Yoru, -
11 you prafer, begln by devotlng epare time  with cuthe. o = Dear Mo Mapdels
ﬁ.ya-?-nhn-ﬂlm-‘w’ldltho Yhere lo no time lhe “st snce™ when an Send wme e Proe Cortion Outll by ree
JeCuhed’s be-meser Dropeehs ‘oppertunity sueh as this cae presests S e Cartlon! Line 624 your | Big
c"“."' “_"-n’ pete you ' el for M-ll nl:‘:::"-‘: ::"-”.—1;': [ivaer Earning gosrsaten to & test)
S st ':\“ :""M.":'“';‘:“ m m“ 2 ‘h.l‘l:ho T el Plows
your ssscclation profitable. the cowpen. . ek wvere Addrest o
‘-’} / .. Siste
Gyt Your success at once-Sparetime or full tim®
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Lewis Book Co., Suite 1005
58 West 45th St., New York, N. Y.

WITHOUT
PRECEDENT

Such A Book Offer

BOOKS~—8 for $1-—it astounds your sense of value!

Vast production made this offer possible, But that tremendous
supply is fast diminishing. How could it last!—S8 for $1,

,\-n\ Take advantage of this offer while there is still the oppor
tunity! Select any 8 of the 18 titles listed below and you will be asetred
of prompt de h\u\

As you can readily see, these books are the latest creations of modern
fiction. Of such merit are they, they were grasped by the motion
picture industries and transformed into picture plays

Your reading moments will be Alled with much pleasure, and the
different countries in which each plot is laid, will unfold a knowledge
of these places which, perhaps, could not otherwise be obtained,

Each vo hm is h.\ndu-urh' bound with sturdy matecial and illus-
trated with “stills” from each play., They will l- an addition to your
liteary that will give that necessary touch of vars 1y,

Order now, by number, from the titles bele

HERE ARE THE TITLES:

« New York 7. The Dicie l1)cv 13. The Road to Mandalay
' Campus Flirt I The New Klondike 14, Tracked the Police
nost & Lady 9 Farbidden Waters 15, Tell 1t te the Marines
hief 10, Sensation Seekers 16, What Happened to Jones
l.. 1. The Rambling Ranger 17, The King of the Jungls
15, The Cat and the Canary

5. Les Mis

i
€. That's \\y Baby 12, Don't Tell the Wife

Place Your Order While the Supply Lasts

LEWIS BOOK €O, Sulte 1005
55 West 45th St., New York, N. Y.

entleme 1 encioon 1 for Books NUMMEL . ovincisssasssnsssonnsrne
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C\-th.en golden hair
‘begins to darkenz

-4 MARCHANDS

GOLDEN HAIR WASH
~iquickly restores
~.itsnatural charm:

“and beauty .

* .. || Treatment of the Hair'Address
. |(Chas. Marchand Co. Dept. S,

| uWrite for bodi(]et “The Care a.nd:”
220 W. 424 St, N.Y.C. |







