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My Message 1o the

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

Tt 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?

T have lived and loved; and, 1
loving, have learncd!

ng,

Most sincerely T believe T have had
revealed to me the glory and beauty of
Naturalness; have, in living life ac-
cording to Naturc'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. T want o tell of all
its blissful, palpitating moments,

T want to confess—and why not?—to
events and consequences which con-
ventional fools have tried to condemn
or hide.

Always, my passionate scarch has
been for Truth! Knowledge! T believe
I have gained both—and with them
Happiness! More, T 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 T may be met in some
quarters, to give to athers what benefit
there may be in this revelation.

Have you ever asked yourscl, as 1
hav

“What is carnal sin?"”

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

“Has onc individual, or a group of
individuals, the right 1o set itself up
in judgment of physical acts alone,
knowing nothing of motivating im-
pulses—to say to that one, or this-—
“This is right; that wrong?' "

“What is virtue?”
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Yourh of America

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

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

For you T 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 i

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
1 do, that this revelation is with the
fixed intent of teaching the youth of
today, as well as all the unsecing, un-
knowing multitudes for whom I have
ever felt pity for their blindness, what
joy may be found in truc, 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 onc
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

luxurious ache for a recurrence of
many of the exotic thrills I have

June 1, 1928

day her d eyes first
looked on a potential mate and found
him good.

Wi Dbt
T R
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Being the Strange
MARIAN

HIGH PRIESTESS

EW YORK has been the
setting for most of the
adventures I shall recall.

In New York the secker may

find ready to his or her bhand

adventures that make Life worth
the living. How few, though, have known this!

in its inner, deeper meanings.  Thave been one to
learn this In besutiful, provocative New
In “wicked” New York? I wonderl Obscuring
curtains have been drawn aside that I might sce.
8
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10 MY LIFE IN
Of what I have witnessed, experionced, T 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.

fearnd to tel the Truth!”
My Chitdhood

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

But I can recall that mountain home with no touch
of homesickness. 1 remember—my father; my mother;
my hurdl- of eating, drinking, muulhmn little hmlhm
and sis

o o el et prettiest mountain
passes imaginable. 1t was the pride of my middle-
class father’s heart; tolerated by my mother, for to her,
beingas she was of the aristocracy, there was no
our in being the chatelsine of a Swiss mountain inn.

Father +

1 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 judgss, diplomats,
wiclders of politieal destiny. And of his complacent
assurance they frequented the place solely to bene-
fit, not only from his hospitality, but from his own
great crudition and acumen and thervby solve great
problems.

Poor father! I sce him there on the shrub-sheltered

porch that looked out over the valley, but—too often,
cven now in memory, 1 sce his drink-blurred eyes that
often could ot even see across

A LOVE CULT

or rather, during those highly sex-sensitive momenta
follawing on the heels of an overindulgence in drink,
when the senses are keenest.
1 Learned Much

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

T shall not duwell on those early dags, though, for nt
most, they could only be the basis for & namative o
dawning conscioumes. My real education, in what
Life meant, began after my aristocratic mother was
at last compelled to leave my drumken father, He
went off to South America with my three brothers.
My mother brought me, with my five sisters, to New

As 1 grew older and matured, T began to look about
me and my eyes widmed and despened with the desire
for that one kind of knowledge T was determined to
have. , it seemed! T gr

1 Want to Know

Could it be passible T was condemned to learn only
from musty volumes, while the warm blocd 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 1 wanted to Enow!

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

and life problems of which 1

the valley.

“To put it bustly, m father's
convivial habits wero his ruin,
Without attempting to disguise
it, ho was a d; at the
last,  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
see their father in his besotted
condition.

Tt all scems 5o banal. Yet,
through all the misery of it,

RUE, 1
little,

books.

seemed to know far
less than I—a girl who
had learned only from
And—I meant
to know more!

read, -
ing, castle-building.

“She'll Be Seduced!”

My lips quiver with amuse-
ment as 1 the harror
with which some of my early
sallies were reecived 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 1 tell them or

knew but
but they

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,
somchow, 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.

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

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

1 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 secms to me,



now, one of the most
beneficent courses of
Nature.

What did—what
could these doleful shudderers kno
about Life, anyhow? 'True, I knew
but little, but they secmed to know
far less than I—a girl who had
leaned only from books.  And—
I mieant to know more!

Such frankness as mine was unmaidenly, unscemly, T
was told in shocked tones. But what cared I—the
romantic, fiery, impulsive sceker that I was; the
beautiful (they told me 1 was, but only too well I
knew it), attractive, magnetic secker after Life's
truths,

Futile Efforts

A, 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!

o aoine_up
those siairs on

1 sigh with a smiling, indulgent understanding of the
voluptuous, budding woman who was I in those days
and who, banned from the eraved maseuline proximity

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 finst-hand knowledge of Life's
secrets eame 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 seem to realize how much I
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wanted to find out. I couldn’t even learn much by
surreptitious observation.
A Nuked Man!
But onco—ah! Oncol I mw hlm A man—a nude
man! Even now a warm through mo at
the memory of the cestasy of Umt ltnlm Took.

Little T how soon the joy from feasting
my cyes on that particular mals figure would stagnate.
How s0on I was to wish nover to sea that white-skinned,
satinny-museled form agalnl For, as Fate would
have it, the first male nude I ever saw was the man who
became my husband.

And he was the man who never could understand!

Marriage? The thing farthest from my thoughts,
1 did not want to bo marrled. What I wanted was o
lover. Bome ona to Initiate ma Into the mysteries of
tho bliss of which I had so avidly read in all the
romances which had been my daily bread.

Slumbering Passions

More and more did I want a lover—after the first
sight of that masculino 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 R ceaits bring
about the much-desirad denouement, from a futile
lifting of skirts as men wall d me up the stairs
to all but flinging my throbbing body into astonished

arma.
As though it were yesterday T recall those stairs we
passed up and down. Thero had been disappointing

near-adventures with other visiting young men, but, .

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

1 Get Him

Wa wera golng up those stalrs ono day—ho and I—
o behind me. 1 pulled up my dress as far s T dared,
showing my logs, - Would he remaln stupid?

Ob, stupid! Asinine! 1 choked; I Ancio o kncw.
T heard him laugh, throatily, felt his fingers tingle
up the back of my’ lwg. heard choked words, felt his

tighten around m

Bliet ot fips against bot Ups. T would not,
could rot, let. go.

At s St T T 0] ok crm: theny it Torae
merely following those {mpulses which have been a
guiding force with mo through life—that Naturalness
tlat has mede me, n woman of fifty, still o girl

A8 Future Mother

What T have vanted, T havo taken.
prudery have had no part in my |

How could I know or oven fmaginc, a man could bo
of such cold blood that ho was not as anxious to give
full vent to his love as I was? How could I think
that, in recognizing the untouched passion of the

Hypocrisy and

woman in me, ho was only calmly considering me, not
a3 n mato for the fulfillment of desire, but aa the future
mother of his children, o healthy, well-trained young
animal who would b able to mnko n comfartable home
for him?

1 Know Now

T Jmow 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 l]wnp
denied me my gratification until after we were married.

1t was all 50 confusing, thn; not in the least like

storica of lovers of whom I had read, Now, in the
light of fuller and riper knowledge, I can only thank
this once lord and master of mine—he from whom 1
once thought I should drink all the nectar the gods
had provided for thoso athirst like me—for his coldness.

Becausa of that very coldness 1 have come to know
Life n ita fullness. Had he given me all I desired, there
is small doubt but that I should have subsided, |u.-

thousands of other women, into a prosalc, sal
wllc, no longer secking; never knowing all I h:u:l

Hls Coldness Drew Me
1 cannot find it in my heart to give him one word of
. Lcanonly thank him. 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
Parndlse I have never sinco allowed to close, or, if
closed, never with me in the outer darkness,
Lovel Love! I have known it, felt it, experienced
it in ita every keenest impulse. Truthfully, 1 can say

=

false counterfeits, with their forced simulations w
arc 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

T have said I would tell the whole truth in this
story; withhold nothing. Nuturally, that means [
shall tell you what happened to me in these cults
Quiteso, 1 I you of my fornya into the mystic
realms of the errotic thrill seckers, the self-termed love
cultists. For, to me their secrets are no seerets; their
mysteries not mysterious. I have searched them out,
secking, ever secking, to discover if by any chance
such disciples of the glamourous cmotion hud re
discovered unythu:g 1 had missed.

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

Nothing Else Gan Satisfy

Nothing In this wide, wide world can equal the
ecstasy that can come from the answered call of mate

g

mate,
Nothing is more cloying, more bitterly disillusioning |
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than the foreed search for thrills that lie dendened
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 is 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 thit the coliness of @ thoughtles
i1 o v o sife 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

NG TO ALL YO!
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waited for the attentions T had supposed o brides
groom would bestow.  They did not come.  While
1 hastily removed my bridal finery, I saw him
sitting idly, rather patronizingly contemplating me
while he smoked a cigar and with maddeningly
slow movements cccasionally flicked  the
aside.
1 Await His Embraces
My astonishment was too great for words. 1 wanted
all the thrills 1 believed o normal young girl bad the
right to desire. He scemed 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 et 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
na desire to know me better

wide wor

1 demanded.
He answered with that

NOTH ING in this widei infuriatingly slow smile, but

got up lazily, and with the

1d can equal
greatest deliberation I have

than he did during the days
af our shart courtship. But
1, always natural and truth-
ful, could not ascribe this
Iack of courage (as 1 saw it)
to anything more than ultra-
conventionality and, well—

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

Nothing is more cloying,
more bitterly disillusion-
ing than the forced search
for thrills that lie dead-

ever seen in & human, got

out of his clothing and—

turned out the light.

‘What a Disappointment!
1 shall not dwell on the

disappointments  of that

yes, T called it hypocrisy, for
1 could not beli he was
not quite as anxious to
revel in the delighta of love
and sex as 1.

After what scemed cons.

And Love,

ened through satiety.

above all else, is real!

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

true Love,

of time, so feverish with

desire was I, our wedding day a el 1 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
t0 excuse my nervousness, for as the day went on that
nervousness was more and more palpable. 1 tried to
tell them why 1 was nervous—they would not believe
me—put it down to further maidenly confusion. But
the fact was 1 could hardly wait for the distractingly
long ceremony and the necessary fol-de-roli to be over,
50 anxious was alone with my husband; so
eurious 1o know more of hin.

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

ideas of romance fell crash-
ing to carth—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 enly time I had to
beg my husband to love me. I was cheated. T knew
it; but knew no answer to my problem. Even the
advent of my three children within the shorfest pos-
sible periods of each other did not bring from him
the tenderness and thoughtful care 1 believed 1 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 wall to know as days puseed into months. So
little did he care that he almost brought about my
death at the birth of my second ehild through his
adherence to a fanaticism of which I shall have more
to say in later chapters.

D e S



" CHAPTER I

aditor of “Leaves of Healing” the weekly organ

of John Alexander Dowie, the famous “Elijah”
of Zion City. He was a firm belicver in the teachings
of the white-bearded, benign, sell-appointed “prophet.”
Naturally, ho was @ beliover in Dowic's theory of
“divine healing” which, as any one will recall, was the
one strict tenet of the Dowie faith.

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

Well, I'm hore! Perhaps there's something in
“divino_healing’—perhaps—; but no power on this
carth will ever make mo believo 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 hwsband was firmly of the opinion I was

I'r 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.

1 look back on some of that time with wide-eyed
wonder.  How could it be possible that a man be-
lll'vcd himself aught but cruel and unnatural when he

msistently starved his wife in her divine right to a
lull sex life? What were a good home, good food,
good clothing, an apparent refinement and culture in a
husband when T was being starved of all that made life
worth living? 1 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 conduct if he could
not bring himself to lead a mare normal existence.

It was all s0 soul-scaring. I shudder even now, to
recall those days, but some of it has been necessary to
explain what follows. Enough of my husband, how-
ever—for the time being. 1 have something more
joyous of which to tell.

sob, I could
m" For a
min: ot speak.
R




A WARNING

My First Lover

It came about, as do so many of the most astonishing
things of life, from the most prosac of beginnings—this
first real love of my life. In this case it was a tooth-
ache. [ 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, wns something different. I
had not the fear of phy
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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 dutles as a mother.
must interpolate right here, though, that this s
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

eal pain which the comic
artists s0 delight to depict,
nor any thought of running
away at the threshold for &
reasan of that sort.
Yet—as 1 stood there at
that dentist's door, waiting
for my ring to be answered,
there came over me the
most unaccountable feeling.
Call it premonition, pre-
centiment, what you will,

would.

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

But then s

1 knew he

The fact remains T 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!”
& though I were on the brink of an unseen danger.

He Thrills Me

T hiad 0o more than scen the dentist, though, before
all that vanished. 1 laughed at my timidity, my.
presentiments. How absurd! So gentle, yet withal
so masterful he was!

As 1 sat in the chair, the nearness of his body in-
stantly thilled 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 conventionallty of his,
to kniow for myself the male human beneath the surface.

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

1 Give Myself to Him

There came o day .

He kised me. 1 km'w hu would. T 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.

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

He became my lover. 1 was delirious with hap-
piness; lived only for those times we should be pas-
sfonately near together, and they were oftener and
oftencr,

From Distress to Peace
distrsed, unhappy, neglected wife, 1
good-tempered woman,

From
bluwxmwi inln a peaceful,

Suppose
“All i 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 bad the compen-
sation of knowing those other and greater loves which
havs come into my life, always to bless, never to ban.

T Confess

T was so young. T 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
manied life,

1 learned of a meeting to be held by a Dowie apostle
In New York. Nothing would do me but T must go.
And nothing would do the littlo 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 T sat
and listened.

And at the end T stumbled forward, and with tears,
whether of repentance or frazzled nerves it would be
hard to sy, 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 hushand and forsake my sin.

1 Am Not Ashamed

Not 0 good! My repentance flagged almost at the
beginning, though it hadn't been a very healthy re-
pentance at any time—more of o hysteria, you might
sy,

For T 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 mysalf or folt T was doing anything in tho
least wrong.
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Yet here T was!
your sin,” ho had

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

MY LIE

N
“Tell your husband, and forsake

An Adulteress

There seemed nothing to do but go through with the
matter, though, and I thought I might ns well do it
in the most approved dramatic manner, I was quite
In the mood far it, too, for after my experionce with the
Dowie adherent, I was worked up to most anything.

So, when T arrived home, I did not beat about the
bush. Quite as Mary Magdaleno hersell might have
doue, 1 tirew myel at my hushand's fest and con-
demned m

“Do with me what you willt" T moaned I have
sinned! I am an adulteress! Forgive mel Oh, for-
givel”

Eren aboro my sobs, I couldhear b it chuckde.
For a few minutes he dld not speak.

“Get up off the floar,” he sald. haten sew wiits
frock, It eont momey, What have sou 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 hereler tothe mattr tha day—as e was finishing
dinni
"How much do you owo this dentlst, fellow?” he
mused.

1 told him.

He was silent, considering, before he spoke.

“Hm-m!” he said, insinuntingly. “Here's a bit of
luck. 1 won't have to pay him. A little short now.
Has he got any money?  Perhaps T might look him up
In a day or two.”

A LOVE

CULT
1 Lose Him

He did, too, T discovered. And, though it was only

for an amicabl conversation, ending with an invitation
to our houso for my dentist, it was enough to spoil
things for me. In the vernacular of the day, friend
dentist got cold foct.

Alas for Romancel T had followed the apostle—but
lost my lover,
I Cannot Forget

Ab, welll As T look back on it, he wasn't such o
good lover after all. It was my

him one, more an;

part. So often that has been the case in my life. So
often have T 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 easlly forget. That romance had
meant 50 much to me. Its denouement was 5o gordid,
1t hurt,

I called on my pride, tried to tell myzelf 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 hushand (and mine was certainly
far from being that) could keep us apart.

Eating My Heart

There wamn'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 o
glorious, entircly sordid.

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




CHAPT

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
guudmg strings in the hand that manipulates them,
as it Fate, smiling, a
more ironically, who guided my footsteps to the door
of Dr. W. R. C, Latson. He is forgotten now, by all
but a few, but he was on the topmost rung of the ladder
of fame then in New York, a neurologist, author and
editor of 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

Lept back  nothing.
oy e o
g b 3 sagomns 10

e my soul, my inn
mott thou

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

My First Love Cult
Nor could T have any suspicion that through this

man with his wonderful magnetic pemsonality, his
great gift of understanding which, even on my first
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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

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

Had 1 known this truth, it would have, at the very
beginning, put a different construction on the perfect
undenstanding 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 shall 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 1 opened my heart to this great-souled,
understanding man who, but a few minutes hefore,
had been an utter stranger.

1 kept back nothing. Words tumbled over cach
other in my eagerness to bare my soul, my innermost
thoughts. 1 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 me cach 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 lifeand death overme. Icould notresist. Strangely,
1 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.

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

T bowed my head, content. T heard myself mur-
muring strange words that somehow came unbidden
to my lips.

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

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 a:
ant whos very air breathed efficlency and muperiorit;

n would treat me by suggestion? What sug.

na?

\ ml well may ask.

More Sex Secrets.

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

T was an eager listener as he recounted to me the
life stories of patients of his—people 1 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; nuUnng to injure the most delicate mental
organism. As though I had been u child in the kinder-
mrl.nn of |m he taught me to know sex and Nature

comparison with the blossomings of flowers,
Ihe mnllny of birds. M)‘ head swam as I listened. 1
was enthralled, I, wanted to know of all the
delights he p!chlrld as U!c right of all human beings.

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

were a little terrifying, in

Secret of Life
“There is no master; no
real master.  All of us are

out of my wider experience,
can help.. .alittle ant trail-
ing on the ground knows
more of Life and Death than
you or I, for he is sim-
pler; humblur That is the
secret of Life—humbleness; beautiful,
service.”

In such language, which
cxalted me 5o that I looked
up to him us u superior

standing.

E be an with me early,
was an avid pu-

groping, groping. . .but if I, il ,md patient. * ¢ ¢+ *
grw he told me, was the

grentest force in life.
pleasures should never be
prostituted, but should be
engaged in with the most
idealistic love,
abandonment and under-

that palace on Rivenside
Drive. I was to know
the mysteries concealed by
secret rooms barred_frum
prying eyes. But, as I fint
listened to the man who soon
gained supremacy over me,
soul und body, there cams
to meno premonition of that
fate.

It Seems Worth While
Al T knew, at the start,
was that Dr. Lateon had

pmined a fame that was
second to none for his mas-

Its

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

Ho had sid he would treat me and my life diffi-
culties through suggstion. 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

tery over the nervously dis-
tressed. If he could do such wonders s they told for the
famous nuthors, nctresses, musicians and society people
who flocked to him, then he was the man I wanted to
1ift me out of my own slough of despond. 1 wanted
help to make life worth living again. Alfter the de-
fection of my dentist lover, it bad come to seem s0
little worth while.



A WARNING TO ALL

1t was hard to persuade my husband I needed the
eerviees of such an expert as Dr. Latson. I count it as
oneof the triumphs of my life that 1 did. He never said
+o, but 1 have often thought my husband carly forgave
me for that initial expense I was to him. He had good
reasan 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 Jearned of so
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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 somen! Women of all
types of beauty, with all variations and nuances of
mind and soul. - Saints, rome; sinners, otherv.  But all
regarding the master of the house a5 a Superman from
whom they begged the boon of the nearnes of him
that they might sit at his fect and learn of the mysteries
f Life which they belicved he

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

She was, in fact, that |mul|lul

it im.
ww in the conventional vhyﬂ-

natural.
cian's office on my finst visit to inevitable.

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

|
| IF 1 have ever regretted
any of my experiences
in his home, that regret
has never reached out to
include my love lifc
That was pure and
It was a thing

alone knew.
Most of them had come o his
home a5 students of the esoteric
teachings in which he was deeply
Iearned, nnd mest of them were
tragically sincere. It did not
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.

i

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

Ay husband! Her lover! A fair exchange?

Al wel, s  hase pointed out, Lifehas its own way
of adjusting the balances.

‘The “Bee Harem"

In many ways, the rich and brilliant Dr. Latson's
lave 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

rish @s the green bay tree. 1 cannot, even now,
find it in my heart utterly to condemn the man who
founded it and brought it to its heights of fame. Or
of infamy, depending on the point of view.

1, who so intimately knew Dr. Latson, knew him for
the idcalist 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 ns 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.

Body and Soul His

1 had not made many visits to the mystic doctor
before 1 had fallen completely under his swoy. 1 was
pasionately, unreasoningly, in love with him. 1 did
not stop to rak whether or o he had fallen in love with
me. All 1 knew was 1 had glven my all to him. My
soul and body weroe his to do with ns he chose. - Whether
or ot e wanted them, T did not nsk,  Always there
was tho fnslstent fucling that he did.

1t was mot Jang before T learned that bis offices with

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 1 first began my visits to the house on
Riverside Drive.

~ Hindu Philosophy

T was just beginning to learmn samething of the true
state of affairs in the place when, one day, I was dis-
cussing with the dector the beautiful conception of
Macterlinek about bees. In his wonderful, compelling
voice he was telling me of  pasage 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 Bes Hive. "

1 Haven't Seen All

As he talked, I was recalling what I had already
seen. 1 had not been s backward and unobserving us
he had imagined. My ears are keen, too, and there had
been whispers. T had watched and taken part in the
‘Deautiful acsthetic dancing in which the members of
his household invited their souls. T had reveled in
the harmless Hindu rites.  But gradually it had been
borne in on me that what T had seen was far from being
all there was to sce. | guessed, and truly, that all
this was little more than camoutlage for tomething
deeper, more vital—sort of outer circle for a more
secret cult,

Now 1 knew.

He, himslf, had told me. I smiled
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as T recalled the women, women, everywhore. Tt was
50 like it had all been in my carlier days, Yet all s0
different. Now 1 had no fear of women, or of being
shoved into tho background. T was (00 confident of

v
1 Inuxh(‘l as I recalled all those cager
women, and heard him speak of his “Pee Hi

1 Become Queen Bee

“Wouldn't ‘Bee Harem' be just a bit more explicit?”
1 asked, lippantly.

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

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

‘Which, because T have said this shall be a true con-
fton ik 57 pesaret 4 st eaaelly whab
became.,

My Search for Truth

1 did not consider any of that experienco in the
light of vulgar license. Far from it. Too well had the
doctor imbued in mo his belief that to the pure all
things are pure—had patiently taught me from his
brimming store of Oriental lore and 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 1 had ever been about the relationship between
my husband and myself.

T have gone through fires fn my search for the Truth.
1f those fires bave not purified me in the usually ac-
cepted sense of the term, they have done one thing.
They have burned away dross and at lcast left ono
chining virtue—to me the greatest of them all—
Truthfulness, 1 mention this merely to impress that,
did T foel T hod done wrong in my relationship with

A LOVE

cuLT
Dr. Latson, T should, nevertheless, say so.
gloss o gild myslf,

Instead, 1 ean tell you, with all candor, that T did
not then and I do not now believo I did wrong.
Thero was no violation of the sacredncss of love. 1
was not tricked by him, o fooled. 1 went to his arms
with my eyes wide open.

1 would not

Love Pure and Natural

If T 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 a 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 pnmﬂlmle
effort to find expression than had ever cecurred to
possible in the small eircumseribed circle that e
my life's orbit.

Thrill Seckers

No longer was it to be circumseribed. I was to
issue forth, some months later, a thorough initiate
into the secrets of one love cult, at least. Though
sated, disillusioned by that secret band of thrill seekers,
1 was destined to go onward with an eager curiosity
to know what other errotics had done and wero doing.
It was o quest that took me eventually into the for
corners of the carth and into strange environments,
which opened my eyes to the wide-spread nctivity of
cult fanatics, ranging from misguided “helpers of
humanity,” through the gamut of scoundrels, black-
mailers and thieves to appalling degenerate fiends. 1
was to learn of eults that flourished under the name of
“religion”’; others conscerated to  diablerie. But,
all—under whatever name—pandering, in the end, to
the god of love—and to sex.

Nt R A—C
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VER 0 often there seeps out to an unbelieving
world amazing tales of some of those mysterious
bands, are awed whispers of pagan rites

and deil worship; of mystie shrines and practices of

diabolical magic; of free love; of all the eroticism that

warped minds can invent in offering up to their chosen.

gods of self indulgence an incense that ehall pander both

to the lowest and the highest of a worshiped sex desire.
Senses Swoon

It is the custom of the carcless, sccure 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 T 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
I shtll tell you, frankly, fearlessly.

Once more, before 1 tell you more in detail of my
first nd\'mlur!, T must repeat my warning: “Be not
deceived by love’s counterfeit!”

1 did mot siend ton
5.

Him,
[See page 22

Love Much; Love Often

Love much love often. That i the LAW. Bat
love, in pure Truf

1f one can find true love, a true mate in matrimeny,
=0 much the better. 1 am not deploring the monog
amous state. I uphold it. I insist it is the
oy state of true happince—where trva. mating

Bnb—lmﬂ is the only basis for the suﬂvd union of
individuals. Lore is the only lasting tie

You may go through all the enntmﬂoul.l and civil
ceremanies society may devise as necessity, but where
there is 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 “Bee
Harem.”

Dances Symbolize Love
T had been a patient of Dr. Latson's for six months
before he Im-mght me into his private classes to which
his resident “nurses” belonged. They were classes,
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EFORE me there had been

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

1 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 Jove 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 phllosoph) of humbleness. He was
sincere, 100, I think, in so far as he went. Wise man
that he was, he knew anly too well there do exist poar,
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 classés, interested
in belonging to them. But I must confess 1 held
toward the other members—women, of course—
& sort of patronizing attitude which 1did not try
to disguice.

Did I not have the right? Was I not alrcady the
chosen one of the Master and teacher they all adored
os 3 superman?

Inesperienced Though Married

T had gone to him willingly; cagerly. 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. T was like an untried girl at my first reali
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.
Tt had been keen delight to hear him, in that drowsy,
dreamy voice of his speak of my cyes, my lips, my hair.
But that had been at arm's length.

. 1 Disrobe Before Him

wer will I forget the first day he asked me to
disrobe. What & quick stab of unreasoning maiden-
liness there came over me!  Why should 1 feel like
that? Why fear anything he asked me to do? Did
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1 not love him? 1 knew [ did, though as yet no word
of love had come from his lips.

He was £ considerate.  His request to me
the cloak of his calling. It was necessry,
that he, as my physician, make a most ﬂlomln(h
phyzical 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-cyed, like  girl who has been
ushered m(o her hndnl chamber 10 await her bride-
groom. 1 did not under-
stand myscl{. Bt T 9 ot ol tht was in
store for me.

1 Am Sexually Starved

I did not stand long there, thinking. Slowly I
began to disrobe. I stood, o 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,
1 left him, with his assurance that his choicest vibra.
tions would follow me till we should meet again. 1
knew that what he had told me after that thorough
cxamination was right. 1 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
bad were worse than none. There would be no more
of that.

Society Leaders
And o, when I eagerly joined in the dancing I was
would make my body cven more desirable
than it was, I rejoiced. I felt pity of a sort for thase
‘who were not favored by the man of all their hearts

s 1 was,

At first T looked on those “students” with surprie.
What a wonder my Dr. Latson must be to have drawn
to him people such as I saw there. Society leaders (1
recognized many from having sen their pictures in the
‘papem); 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-
o e i

them, posed them, illustrated for them movements,
ideas, postures to develop grace, poise, co-ordination.

Nor was he baclward in his explanation of the uses
and meanings of his danecs. He was not chary of
wonds to express his meanings. His haunting voice,
seldom lifted above a monotone, urged them to ex-

expressian.
ing is the life of sex,” he wid. “One must

knuw dancing to know the best of life's gifts . . .
Idanced, 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 bave already spoken.  Meaningful words reached me;

suggestions were made. 1t was not hard for me to dis-

cover the true meaning of al the dancing and happiness.
Only Outer Circle

For that dancing class was, in fact, the outer elrele
of Dr. Latson's Oriental Love Cult. 1t was his tralning
school for those who should prove thelr right and
trustworthiness to go further,

There was need for culling. One who entered the
seeret portals must be allowed to enter only when it
ywas known she could keep to herself all that thercin
might be revealed.

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

Shall 1 ever forget that day? Or shall T ever, ns long
as life shall endure, or into the beyond, forget the
cagerly-uwaited night when 1 took my proud p!nrr
as the favorite of the head of the cult. That w
‘position to which not even the richest, most flaontal
or beautiful of the cultists had yet aspired.

Before me there bad been but cne other Queen,

i Dr. Latson had never been nlmrdly in the
distribution of his affections or sex at
Tatser had el heen very wel nnd 1 Jecpiog with ms
polygamous Brahmanist belief.

A Queen'at Last

But 2 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 throno
sinee the had been sixteen years of age. She was that
‘beautiful, raven-haired maid of efficiency w)lo posed o
secretary—gorgeous Alta Marhevks, Russian
‘mystery girl whom Dr. Latson called his “pﬁycho!oglm!

shudy.

What did she think of this usurpation? At finst I
had noiden. 1 did not know I was an usurper. Alta
had been trained as are few women in this world.
She knew what it wax to worship. But she knew what
it was to bow before the will
of her master—to utter no
word of complint or re-
»

AT do know i that she
was not present on the night
of ny own weenslon to the

“Bee Harem” throne. 1 knaw
she was not, for, even had
she been there, masked as
were the rest of us, 1 should
never have mistaken that
wonderful beauty of hers,
that proudly-held head,
weighted with ts heavy coils
of midalght halr,

My Coronation

There seemed to be a sort
of suspense In the very alr

when 1 entered the house that night. It was as if, in
closing the door on the bread Drive and on New York,
I was snatched up on a magic carpet to another land.
. Latson was waiting for me.

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

““All is ready for you,” he went on cagerly.
your robe of state. Dan'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 T turned to face & smiling young

woman whose subservience of attitude I could not
fal to note, e was gloryin fn the hemor of being
cliosen to rerve as 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. It wasa
part of the establishment into which I had never gone
before, T od not kaow where she was lnding me.

less. All T Jmew was that A had told me to go.
iyt nothing in all the world could
bave held meback. |+
The Secret Shrino

At the end of a basement hallway we stopped. It
Tooked to me like o blank wall, but the white-robed
girl who led me fumbled at the side.of it and a door <lid
back into the wall. A sceret door, such as I had not
belicved existed save in the romances I had read as a
girl. T had had small time for those romances in theso
Iater years, though. 1 had been too cccupied with
being wife and mother.

We entered. The door swung to. We were in
darkness anly for the flickering taper the girl bad
paused tolight.
Wo were in o
long, vaulted
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passageway of some fort, and the fickering of the
taper made its shadows cerie.

In we went under the surface of New York till we
reached another door—a great bronze affair with
grinning Buddhias and dragons and queer animals in
bas relief on its metaled surface. 1 had o time to
examine it, for at a signal it was thrown open. 1 could
only fall back and gasp my awe and surprise at the
nexpeeted seene before me.

£E

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! 1 had only dreamed the New
York part of it. This was a strange land, but—stranger
ﬁll" it seemed to me it was the land where I belonged.

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

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

Beyond All Expectation

One moment T 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 Indj
ranged about the broad floor, o cunningly that when
occupicd, those on one could not see persons on another,
were huge divans, piled high with pillows, swathed
with bright-hued silks and draperics.

1 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 scen from the high dais
which was reared at the far end of the great chamber.

My Throne

So that was the throne. T knew it without being
told. The throne! My throne! At least for tanight!
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 wero waiting my pleasure, T
could not follow them until T had looked long on this
throne I was to occupy with Dr. Latson. Steps lod
up to it, and it seemed, s I gazed, that the gildee
dragons that decornted the shining seat of gold writhed
and twisted themselves in an eestacy.

Two of the hugo gilt chairs there were, set in state
‘on an Oricntal rug, the like of whose beauty T had never
soen. It gleaming golds and ecarlets on the backe
ground of deep azure, too, ecemed alive, and the
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erimson velvet hangings that reached to the tesselated
marble floor were splashes of vivid
The Queen's Robe

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

Still in a daze, T allowed myself to be led through
the great hall into a luxurious dreseing room by still
another waiting woman, this one, it scemed, of more
exalted rank. As a matter of fact, I was informed
Iater, the woman who was chosen to put me into my
robes on the night I beeame Queen of the “Bee Harem™
was o woman of wealth whose status in New York
society was beyond eavil 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 she humbly led my humble
self for my arraying, and with her own hands placed
on me the robes which proclaimed me the queen
of all the women who sought the joys of love in Dr.
Latson's mystic cavern.

Its Sacred Meaning

Naturally, I was intensely interested in the roba
which had been provided for me. Feminine instinct
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
semblance of wings. A sash of gold, drawn over the
breasts, and erossed in the back to tle loosely over
the hips, fastened the gown, the ends of the long sash
falling almost to the floor in front. In my hand was
placed o golden scepter; a writhing serpent.  About
my neck my lmmlm..idm clasped another serpent of
ﬁlllhcry Rold.

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

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

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

The F!re That I’umu

 are no i
of ‘the fire that pum:v,' " she mn!‘dedA “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,
T night have sooner understood.

“The Fire that Purges."

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

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

My Soul
Thrilled

True to the

son was fond of
vividly gorgeous
mlnrl. of Sml-

gem of & gown 1
wore on one occasion.  Never have I seen that sur-
yassed even In the most gorgeous of stage costumes.
That was my peacock gown. I must admit my
!mxmxm wul was thrilled and sated at the thought
of the picture I must make on that gilded, velvet- -hung
throne in that sbbreviated garment which, even in its

abbreviation, managed to catch and hold all the tints
of the most gorgeous of that gloriously tinted bird,
the peacock.  And my head nodded under its headdress
of feathers from the rame strutting fowl, os T dly
waved my peacock-feather fan.

1t was shortly before midnight, and T was in a fever
of expectancy—having been ready in my “Fire that
Purgys” gown for some time—when Dr. Latson came
for me.

‘We Mask

He had with him a mask which he bade me don.
It was thelr custom, he rald. 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 identity were known. So
|hur4.- who participated in the reception and rites of the

bmm" were masked.
of course, another side to thls, for—
well, wlm ano does not know, one cannot tell, no

matter how peeved they may becone,

As we crossed the floor toward the throne, the doctor
stopped to introduce me to cevernl beautiful, masked
women s his Queen Bee. Their vari-colored costumes
lent an added air of gorgeousness to the scene I had be-
licved already as colorful o3 one might be. The
women, he explained to me, were those who had paseed

th

ciples of the great love ex-
pression of his cult.

Half Hypnotized

Wondering, half dizzy, half
bypnotized, 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, 1
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 weird music; cloyingly sweet; exotic music,
different from any I had ever heard.

As my eyes grew less blurred with diziness, T
placed the musicians, They were the doctor’s Hindu
servants, playing stringed instruments, softly thrume
ming muted drume. The music was like, yet unlike,
that with which I had become familiar in the classes
above stafrs.

The Hindu Dance

With one nccord the brilliantly mbcd women who
had been strolling about or posturing as though await-
lnglulm\n.l, swung into ane of the pa{ecttd rhythmic
dances they had been taught by the doctor when they
were .ml thelr apprenticeship In the outer circle.

At the other end of the roum a door silently swung
open. Men filed through it, their bodies, too, swaying
to themusle. 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 s0 much s 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, mancuvered herself o that, with the
dying awny of the last note, she could sink down on a
divan beside the man who awnited her.

But only for a moment. I was watching the master
ot my side. His nlnmhm\u l)l" swept over the room,
losing no detail of urren

He lifted his lm\\[ly Jjeweled hnnd in an imperious
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in started,  Softly at first,
s in the opening dance. Then, gradunlly—oh, so
insinuatingly changing—it swept to a maddening
lo. And with it were swept the occupants of
the div: a quickening emotional orgy of which T
had never imagined the possibility.
We Drink of Love

Abandonment! Abandonment raised to the nth
power! 1 heard a sigh of satisfaction from the man
beside me, as his hand groped for and found mine.
He bent his head, scarched out my lips and drank
deep.

.\lv. 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 1 may not write it, no
matter how great my desire to tell the truth of all T
have seen.

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

gosture, and the music

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. This is necessary for the cople; necessary to their
vital existence. They have here the abandonment
nesded to counteract the restrictions of their everyday
lives. That is a necessity for all people of imagination.
“These people you sce, love, are sociely women,
artiats, actors, musiians, writers —all who need and
cannot medium for elf

So matter-of-| hut was he that I could but believe
him, Though it would have taken a great deal mere
than anything [ then witnessed to keep me from
belioving anything, everything, he said, so great had
become his hold on me.

4 The King Is Mine

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

Surely it would have secmed that this reception
which was given in honor of my ascension {0 a throne
would have been the ultimate. But no! There was
far more to know, us I lcamed as time went on and
reception followed  reception and  ritual followed
ritual.

"The first reception 1 had attended was merely, the
doctor explained, the fimt step in the development of
i pupils of the inner circle, and though an important
phase in their education, the rites through which
they had gone as [ watched from my gold throne were
only, in reality, elemental or foundational steps.

Just the Beginning

" s Higher st of his wero tho undoing of the
man who had founded the order. His circle grew,
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His pupils got beyond his eontrol. Liquor tock o
hand, espeeially absinthe, of which the doctor wa in.
ordinately fond. ‘The insidious hydr of drugs reared
ita ugly head.

The glamour of being Queen lost ts glamour for
T may have loved Dr. Latson. 1 believed T did g

Jieve now that I did, at the time. But the tinse
wore off as it would have from the golden thrane ha
it been exposed to biting gales.

The time came when 1 retumned no more. The
high oftice of Queen Beo I resigned freely and fully,
Once more T breathed o sigh of relief, free from the
eloying incense of the Hindu room.

In extenuation of myself, if you think that necdful,
T can only sy 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 mlght possibly be in any creed that was
not monoy

i o], How corll yonl was tha buodes
of her moan.

“Attuned Soul and Body

It was with pride that T could answer her:

“I would rather havo a tithe of a great-souled man whose
soul and body are attuned to mine than all of a man I
do ot lore or wont!”

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

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

Poetic Justice

For never, in all my love life, have I ever been called
;m tn L\]kc a second place for anyone. Except by my
ehand

‘There may have been, 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. Latzn
was life itself.

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

Latson a Suicide

The time eame for payment. In all the times T have
watched the aetivitics of love cultists, that time has
Anlmm 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 murderess,
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and she was tried for it. T do not believe any greater:
justice was over done than when she was finally ac-
quitted, freed. All evidence had been so strongly for
uicide. She did not Jill the man she loyed.  That
I 'know. That she proved when she tried to end her
‘ovwn life when she knew he no longer lived.
She Loved Him

That is Jove! 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 “gurn.”

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

*He knows no stress

1s back to fts sacred heaves

Her Gad-th

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

und she sobbed to be allowed to go to him, it was this
her frenzied pencil told:

Is floating through the cerulean biue on

_ln..

“My
beautiful wings.

. We wero simply waiting.
master. 1 could not, 1 conslder his suicide a noble'end. I
did ot Jill hiem, as they try {0 say, but if he had lacked the
phyxical courage when the time came to free his soul, I would
My have dons it for him, had he 80 commanded. 1 glowy
u. tha couraga of my gurd. - Ha died ax bo lived, n matchless

yu. it was Alta Marhovkn who loved Dr. Latson.
For her be was all in all. There was not, could never
be, another.

Did 1, too, love him?

Well, there fiaze been others in my life. 1{ 1 loved
then, T have loved again.

s the gratest commentary of al o the mumy of
what had been his lfe, thers were
i L e R G
wrote,

1 Did My Best

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

“Mamma—

T 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-impulses.
—Dr. W. R. C. Latzon.

He who sought to teach control to others—who could
not himself control. He wus the man whose life
and death are proof of gome 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 T 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,

1 thought 1 loved tha
doctor. I knowe Alia did.
e had, in

her "'l Youth,

ver Life; her
e




CHAPTER V

HAVE been emphatic in my contention that there
I is but one excuse for the physical relations of sex
—that that is Love.

1 am wondering if 1 may not qualify that, snd still
e within the standards 1 have set for myself as these
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, end a sufficiently
unselfisk motive for the existence of intimate re-
lationship, the resultant intimacy can be pure?
And right?

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

Truth Prevails

New Experiences
They can be. They are. They exist. T, who have
seen them, have taken part in the most fantastic
rituals, 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 harrifying practices of those who
follow, in seeret, the grinning god Pan; of astounding
secret rites and fantastic religions; of the weird orgies
and brain-twisted habits of the spostles in colonies of
“free Jove.” When I have concluded, their sccrets
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-
Ybared bathers in blood in the name of worship. Itisa

story not so fantastic. But

1 sy, motive wieedly

any meaning if Truth alone
prevailed.

1 am going to tell you of o
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—

AY it not be that, given

Tove on the part of one of
the contracting persons,respect
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 righr?

it is ane far more buman.
It is o tale of everyday
happenings in my own life,
the same that may bave
come to you. May it not
be that this recounting, this
analysls of my own re
actions, will help you to
sclve ome such problem of

your own?
T have that hope.
A Reaction

For a long time after 1
had broken away from the
foverish life of the “Bee

1 was rlght.
Will you think so?
Will T be ble to make It
clear to

sou

‘Wil you not, after hearing me, search your own soul
for the answer tnd, discarding 6l the fotsam of con-
vention that so clutters up fssues, tell me: “Yes, you
were right?”

Can you do otherwisa?

1 can not think so.

Wilder, Weirder Orglel

1 hiad thought, after m:

M’ (g | had Jeneoed 1t v t b b
of life's eroticlsm. 1 had, 1 belicved, about reached
the raturation polnt. Ab, bud 1 Jnown! As mad
as had been those experiences, they were but mild
eplsodes In what was yet to come.

For, when T later delved Into the mysterics of other
cults a3 T had promised myzelf T would do, Lwas to
como to know of madder, wilder, wei
alatlng uoder 1he’ guise ol the bl of ave. tomn
even my own heetle, eublstic Imagination could em-
brace.

“Those experiences, though, were in the future. Of
them T shall tell you—tell you of things you may well
Bark to with bated breath and & hushed whisper fs
“Can such things be?" -

Harem,” it seemed to me
there was nothing on carth I wanted quite so much
as the quiet humdrum ife of my home. I wanted to
e where nothing was happening; where nathing was
likely to happen.

Everyday duties tock on n new intercst. Their
prosiness was restful; peaceful.
o indication on the past of my busband

treated, but 1 was willing to forego even that. At an;
rate, 1 was willing to forego it for the time being.
Home and all that went with it seemed so sort of—

swell, elean—after all T 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
tome. T enly knew I was quite ready to settle down
ly to the daily routine of vn(\l)‘ and motherly
duties, and let who would revel in velvet and marble
rplcndoru and heady Hindu music.

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

My Husband Unbearable

Daily my hushand grew more cruel and abnormal.
1t was not that he resented any of my experiences with
Dr. Latson. In fact, there was little he could really
Jmow, 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 ina fit of pique.

The nctions to which I refer were merely the true
self 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 cruelties
which made life with him an unbearable ache. His
was always o mental, rather than a physical cruelty,
and, as is always true in such instances, it was all th
more difficult to bear. Little pin-pricks of irony
little stabs intended to impress on one a sense of
inferiority. What ean equal those for mental anguish?

No Love Life

‘We went along, some sort of way. He was not at
home & 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
I had never known my husband to have
many men friends. Perhaps too many saw bencath
the enameled surface of him, or instinctively felt thoso
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.

I ho had wanted this partiealar man to go on
thinking s0, however, I will state right hero that ho
took the worst passible method of doing so. For
nothing would do him but that the man should come
to live with us, share our apartment, be o member of
our family.

T was opposed to the plan, as T had never met my
husband's friend. ~ As always, though, he had his woy.
The friend came (o live with us and—what was pro
ably in my husband’s mind more than anything else
all the time—to share our expense.
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I was attrcted to him from the start. Do not
misunderstand me, ‘That attraction was what I would
have clt for any man s handsome, gentle, kind and
good as he.

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

No Sex Attraction

1 could understand the attraction 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 ar ndmnllon for his excellent qualities.
no sex attmetion for me. I
mul(l Iwk hlm 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.
Twa Nl 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 ns a matter of course that we should become
rather more than friendly, spending our evenings to-
gether as we did, acquiring the sune 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 bave taken a man blind, deafl and a little
more than half paralyzed not to have sensed the real
conditions in our cross-purpose home,

1 Become 111

Matters did not reach anything that might be con-
sidered a climax, however, until T 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 as my husband was concerned.  Not the
slightest attention did he pay to me. Not once would
‘e excrt himsell, even to ask if n doctor were nmduL

Little did he care!

1 tried to chioke back my groans of pain.

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

Ie Decides to Help

ow long it was before the new member of our

family decided it was time for him to take a hand

do not know. Perhaps at fint he thought it was no

business of his. But I bave told you he was gentle
and kindly and good.

At last he came into my room to see what o could
do. 1 disliked to bother him, but never in my life
was I 50 grateful as then for much-nceded, soothing,
tender ministrations.

Al night, or at least until much of my pain had
subsided, he tended me, performing the most homely
offices, cagerly, sympathetically. When at last he
saw that, exhuusted, I was ready to drop off into o
drowse, He tucked me in and left me.

And my husband — snored!  And snored.
mored.

And



Doctor Advises Sanitarium

1 was o ill that, when the doctor did arive the
next day, he told my husband it was most necessary
for me ln be sent to n sanitarium.  He was emphatic
about

He h'ul scarcely gone through the door when I
slanced up to sce my husband towering over my sick
bed, his face glows

Where does (h:\l hvlluw 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. Th("m I be no fancy sanitariums.
for you—not with my m

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

Afraid

“A chance? For what? Next thing shell be want-
ing to take a trip somewhere or romething like that.
Say!" He tumned to my new-found friend with a
leer. “There's an idea! Why don't you take her on
atrip? I can do without her.”

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

1 was in terror of my husband A{mld' Afraid! [
wanted to go away.

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

—just away! It was joy

to go with him. For
CGannot Understand e heT an ithe
Being the character he | JOVE has always been too serious a only man’ who, with no

Ayt ‘matcer with me for me to trifle with sex lden_at all; with no

understand my huskand'’s :‘;g‘u“gm'“l“"{, o dipping 1ghtly bers suggestion of love be-

attitude. He was hesitant, ting froj | m -0'-love to that, all tween us, had ever shown

rather apologetic for hav- in v.he dnyl dulmu and the course of me true consideration,

ing anything to say, but sympathy and  under

‘Slathethab s o Sould Wherein lics the Dypocrisy? When 1 Mandlog,

i hoving over. || bave loved, I have loved freely, openls.

e e vt i, || 1 have not been ashamed. I hise been e Loviate

he felt he must put in o _We went on our trip.

a word of protest. It seashors

was my hushand’s duty,
he uryed, to do as the doctor advised.

My husband eneered. “All right,” he sald, with
that old, familiar, insinuating drawl of his, *if you
are o interested, if you think she ought to lay up in
luxury for a while, why don't you pay for it yoursel?”

“J willl" There was rot the slightest hesitation in
that amswer, My friend—my hushand’s no longer—
meant what he sald.

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

end Pays

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

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

Maore grumbling.

“What good Is she, I'd fike to know?” my husband
whined. “Can't cool; ean't attend to the children—

ean |

“But you ean give her  chance, can't you?” tx-
postulated his quondam friend, more and more sur-
prised and disgusted at the heartless attitude.

lnce and a nice litile
hotel. There wo remaincd for come time, but always
our conduct was above reproach. Not because my

had separate roams at the hotel.
tense at being man and wife.

This constant companionship and intimate daily
life, coupled with the knowledge he had of all through

T had passed and which had aroused his sym-
pathy (and there is nothing to urge love like sympathy),
had its effect.

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

He loved me. Wanted me.
e said—the love of his life,

We made no pre-

It was a great love,

1 Cannot Return His Love

How I wished that T might retumn ft! How gladly T
would have done o if 1 could!

Because of the very goodness of him, 1 disliked to
offer bim o counterfeit of what he craved, but—I
wonder i 1t Is really all counterfeit—that semblan
of the real passion ono sometimes perforce must offer
when there s a great desire to bestow the real thing,
but one cannot.

1 do not think he ever knew what T gave him was not
real. 150 much wanted it to be. T would have given
my soul to have felt for him ene single thrill that had
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paseed 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 carcd for any man.  He was
so true, s noble. T felt 5o secure, so peacefully
serene in his presence,

1 Love Him

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

1 was not in lore with him. 1 lored him.

Strange anomaly. You may figure it out for your-
gelf. 1 have 0 often tried to do so—unsuccessfully.

He gave me the courage to do what I should have
done Jong before. I told my husband T was through
with him. 1 had stood his cruelties for the lnst time.
Nomore! 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 casy for him. He was willing—quite. Pro-
vided my bencfactor, his one-time fricnd, would pay
all expenses.  And this, mind you, without any reason
for his doing 0.

On the day I fint held those divorce papers
fn my hand, I think T breathed the first deep breath
of satisfaction I had known since that time I had
fint seen my busband standing nude in our Long
Iiland home.

Free At Last
Free! Free! And free T would remain. Not even
arguments of the man who had paid for my divarce,
1, a5 soon as | had obtained it, eagerly urged me to
iy him, could move me to exchange that blissful
state of freedom for more mnrrim(c ties. The wounds
of my recent and only experience in matrimony were too
fresh and too mw. 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 ehildren.

My benefactor solved the problem. He put the
matter up to me calimly. He believed he was doing
right, for never did he have any idea I did not lu\e
him as deeply as T have cause o know he loved m
Would T be to him what he wished, then, m!houl
the marriage ceremony?

Free Love?

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

T believed then, as now, that true love, ph)‘\xcnl
love, is the anly excuse for 1 sex union—un|
ere is the *unloss,” 1t s the motive of which T epol.e
in_the beginning of the relation of this episode us
being an unselfish one.

There were my children. This man who loved me
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could give them a comfortable home. He could
give them education, all that they never would have
had from their own father,

What Shall 1 Do?

You may say, then, that 1 should have married
him. T answer you that to have done so would, I
belioved, and believe, have prostituted me far mors
than an acceptance of his attentions without benefit
of clergy. The marriage bond presupposes too much.
1 had to be honest with myself, 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 eared who knew. For them I was com-
pelled to think.

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

My Children
1 do ot regret one minute of the years T gave to him
n this, what some would call, illcit relation. To me he
was one of the finest men wlio ever came into my life.
He thought T loved him. Yes. Ina way, I did.
But not in the way I knew true love cauld function.

1 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 1 deliberately
broks up the relationship when my children bad grown
up and could fend for themselves? Is it not a bit to
my eredit that T refused, for myself alone, to further
awccopt his bounty—something 1 might have gone on
doing to the end of my life, just as 1 might have
married him at any time?

Conventions

It is 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 remained the slightest chance I
might rhnmze my mind and become his wife in fact
as he beli me to be in spirit.

In this wpmodu of my life which I have just con-
cluded, T can say, as truly as I have in other cases,
that T did nothing of which n ashamed. I broke
the laws of convention. But—1 can look convention
in the face—and laugh!

Love a Hypocrisy

Love has always been too seriaus a matter with me
for me o trifle with it s so many do, dipping lightly
here and there into forbidden delights, flitting from



this ight-o™love to that, all in the dny's dofngs and the
course of life. 1 have son much of that among
married women whose lives were considered con-
ventionally above reproach.

Whercin lies the hypocrisy? When T have loved, T
have loved, frecly, openly. 1 have not been ashamed.
1 have been no difletante.

It was after my children bad grown up and T was
once mare in the world alone, free to do as 1 chose,
that T made the nstonishing discovery tht T was not
old. Not In the least. 'The fires of youth bumcd ns
fcreely within me as they bad before I'had held o babe
fn my arms.

Could I Love Again?

1 thrilled at the thought of it. 1 Adventure thould
come againl 1 should not, of course, go in search of t,
tavo In the course of the lovo cult investigations 1 vay
determined to make some day.

But what if Lore came again! To me!

Somehow 1 felt confident it would. I was prepared
for it; ready an any young girl waiting for her mythical
Prince Charming. Who or what my Love would be
1 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. - Perbaps many times,

As has ever been the case in my life, my instinet
was truc.

or, when I later
delved ta0 the eysterics
promised myse] 1
romised mysel] T scould
ol eyl
howe of madder, witder,
weirder orgies.
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Ha quit his work ot
onea ar [ entered wnd
Said

From the moment
my eyes rested on him,
1 was convineed howas
one of the most in-

At
seen,
acquaintancewould not
fail to prove him quite
AM going to tell you of o still different kind of * the intercsting person-
Tove affair from any of those which preceded it. i ality his physical
In many ways it was the greatest of my life. attributes promised.
Perhaps It was most worth while becanse I was more
mature; beeause sulfering and disillusions had pro
m2 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 ance been held  as he sat, still and quict as a statue, beneath a soft
to my lips for a lang, sweet draught; the bitter dregs, light which outlined his profile, his chiscled features
t00, foreed down my unwilling throat. like those of  god.  But withal, it was the spirituality
At the home of o mutual friend T met HIM, of his countenance which most deeply impressed.

Rl
CHAPTER VI

Like a Statue
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So drawn was T by that first glance at him that my
breath eame rl|nr|-l\ with that well known waming of

e distinguishing character-
and dignity that emphiasized his
heEasndodn agnc It seemed o me, oo, that
hie face was made still more spiritual by marks of
sulfering 1 believed 1 could discem. There was a
Kindliness, too, that softened his expression.

?

1 Must Know Him

The query leaped to my mind.
mitke me think? Was this man sage, or boy?
both?

1t took me just five scconds of considering to know
that there was & man 1 wanted to know. Must know.
For me he held a tremendous attraction, one that I
had felt for no one in years.

Of what did he
Or

LOVE CULT
T Interest Him

Words Iwrm to flow. I listened spellbound. |
did not ¢ peak. 1 only wanted to hear. n..,\
was «)mnu. [nr more knowledge, and T was a seck

"To this day, after all our intimacy, I do not !uww
{hat man's real name. Nor does anyone else, 50 far
a5 1 know, gave himself,  But in the world of mystics
and clairvoyancy there is none better known than the
man called Alein De Lysle, the name he had takey
from a sixteenth century alchemist.

Tt was this man, elairvoyant, sensitive, 8 man of
quite enough supermormal powers to have become 5
real foree in the world of psychological researchens had
he been content with his real powers alone and not
turned to chicanery when money tempted him who way
to become my lover. He became the lover who meant
more to me than all those who had come before,

Still Honest

It was an urge that was not

be denied. 1 felt, ree- When 1 first met him, e
B e topcilerab ‘l O this day, after all had not as yet prostituted
work. 1 should not hesit our intimacy, I do not || his sifts. He would bave

To know him, though, know that man's real gone far in the scientifi

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 1 had
been introduced to him, but
with scant result. There
seemed nothing in which he
was particularly interested.
His attitude toward almost
everything was not anything
1o rude as bored. It was

name.

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.

world had he never done sa.
Even as it was, though, 1
can say this for my clairvoy-
antlover. Inhislongeanss
he did far more good than
, cven when it was
only his own self on whom
he depended, asking nothing
from mystic powers which da
not come to aid those wh
misuse a God-given gift.
When firit T knew him,

more of u lassitude, a don’t
cireness.

His Eyes Tell

But I must know him. T must! 1had felt the urge.

“There must be some ground on which 1, with my own

wide experience, could meet him; something 1 could
find in which he would take an interest. That he was
capable of interest I knew well. 1 could tell by his
eyes.

Hll face never lost its immobility, but his eyes!
1 eyes.

=3 \-uu,, moving; eyes that forever
seemed r«.kmg what they could not find. Surely
there wis, behind eyes like that, interest in something
and to spare.

It was not until our conversation at last drifted
toward psychic subjects that T got any response xmm
the man 1 o madly wanted to know. C lly
mentioned | experiences of my own which Ihnl
been myntil ing, and expressed my belief in the exist-
ence of pawens, in knowledge of which the world is so
far only beglnning to lift o corner of the veil.

1 saw his face light up. His body straightened.
His lussitude dropped from him. 1 had found the
subject near his heart.

oceultism, all that was mys
uc, clairvoyance, were his life, His eager discussions
(aecinated me. 1 wanted to know more from him.

Grmlunlly T drew from him that he had traveled all
over Wie world in his search for knowledge, and bal
given his clairvoyant readings to many celebritic.
One thing was certain. Even had he never possessed
any oceult gift whatever, his knowledge of human
nature was deep and profound.

Not the Usual

For what was worthy in all psychie phenomena be
professed great admimtion and interest.  For the usus!
medium he had nothing but the greatest contempt.

In that, of co agreed with him. For, with
Conan Doyle, 1 believe that if there is one kind of
contemptible criminal on earth worse than anothen
one who deserves 1o merey, it is the medium b
deliberately “fakes”; who preys on the most sicred
fecling that God has given to humanity.

e dabbled in such fakery, have lent
to it, say this. For this one thing
us the only thing 1 bave
done in my life of which 1 am ashamed.  But all thaty
s longs before T knew much of what !
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Science has gone a long way. The law helps.
Gradually, 1 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 seldom, they mid, that
ho was ever known to talk to any ane, even though
many destred and hoped he would.

1 was all the more clated beeause he had promised me
e would tell me more, if T so desired—much more of
the mystic lore he had sequired during his travels.

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

Impatient

It had been  long time since T had g0 1mpa-
tiently waited for the time to pass—when I might
once more see this man who had tremendowsly at-
tracted me. You may be sure I was prompt in my
appointment.

It was an interesting place, that studio of my clalr-
voyant friend. It eloquently expressed the pereonality
of the man who, though neither of us had guessed it,
was 80 800n to be my lover.

Why is it, I wonder, that the Oriental has always
dogged my footsteps? Always, whenever 1 have
entered Into an affair that has held particular verve,
there hias been o flavor of the East somewhere In the
offing. That was o now.

De Lysle's Studlo

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

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

should follow him, and T was taken into De Lysle's
private study.

Ho rat in front of n black-velvet-draped table, clad
In a richly embroldered robe of gorgeous hues. ~As I
entered, he was bending over a huge chart upon which
wero drawn the signs of the Zodiac. Engaged, no
doubt, it occurred to me, in drawing up the horoscope
of some client.  Far he had told me that, among other
things, he was & deep student of astrology.

Eastern Courtesles

Ho quit his work at once ua T entered and cameover
tome. With the most courtly of deep Eastern
aince he bowes over my hand, and fn hs deep, holing
voice eaid:

“So my little student kas come to me.”

He smiled as he spoke, o smile that spoke volumes,
T remembered then that it was the first time I had seen
his smile. Not once during the previous evening bad
his face lighted up so. 1 was to come to know, though,
that smiles with him were rare and infrequent, and
that T 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 sco what we can do for you.”  ;

1 Hear Silence

1 sank into the deep, comfortable chair he had drawn
up for me. Heo sat opposite. T did not fafl to notice
that he had not neglected his lighting in this room,
cither, for most of the light fell on me where T sat.
He was partially obscured by shadows.

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

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

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

He Knows Me

thadows there. They
brought tho center of the

wwy fnto midnight shades.

A line of Kipling fiashed
acroes my mind. Tt had
nothing whatever to do with
the studio, but it did so well
exprss the tmosphere. 1

er 1 way in u place where
the silence hung that ‘eavy
1w "arf afraid to speak,”
it was there.

I AW hisarms flung out tome,
Half choking, 1

stumble toward him, felt him
draw me to him in a wild em-
brace of discovery.
blinded my eyes as his kisses of
passion rained on my face.

. ..

1 heard, as from a distance,
his erly repes
“Mlﬁ Mrnel Al
You shall never leave me!"

For, as I sat there, awe-
struck, listening, that man
gave me the most remark-
able chamcter reading of
myself to which I had ever
listened, That settled the
matter in my mind. 1f
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. 1 knew Ihad found
him; knew, too, that it was

elt myself

Hot tears

ated whispers:
t last! At Inst!

is Private Study
"B did 5ot keep me walting long, and I was glad that
he did nob coma t0 1o In the awe-inspiring chamber,
lmlmd ' turbanned servant slently Indieated T

only a matter of time until

1 should find in him {ulﬂllmmL
How short n time that was to be T did not guess.
Onee Fate has made her decision, she does not wait,
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though. The helghts were reached by De Lyxle and
me with a suddenness that was deliriously cataclysmic.

One moment 1 stood with cutstretched hand, ready
to leavo him, though painfully reluctant. ‘The
mext . . .
For one long, understanding minute, eyes looked into
eyes, probing, questioning— wistfully longing, too.
Thenext .+ o

Mine At Last!

T saw hls arms flung out to me. Half choking, T
foll myelf stumble toward him, felt him drasw me to
Jim fn 8 wild embraco of discovery, Hot tears blinded
my eyea os his Kses of passion rained on my face,
drank tho tears that damped my fevered checks. T
would have swooned had he not upheld me. 1 heard,
us from o distance, hls cagerly repeated whispers:
“Minsl Minel At last! At lastl You ehall never
Jeave me!"”

T felt myselt balf lifted, hall carrled—shere, 1
did not eare. 1, too, had but ono thought. At last
Thad found himi At lastl At last!

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

1 Belonged

When the dawn, forcing lts way through Orlental
draperles, awoke me, I felt no wonder that I was not
at homo fn my own cretonned room. The Orfental
perfume 1 breathed did not seem stranga. It belonged.
Even as 1 belonged to the man who stll slumbered
beside me. 1 felt no senso of wrong-dolng. I felt
only cxaltation. I was right; not wrong. 1 had found
u true mate.

In the light of this eonfesslon, you may think that
what T may have to say about Do Lyslo fs binsed.
Not s0. As cold-bloodedly ns T havo set myself to
analyzo for you my own acts, emotions, reactions, T
analyze him. Ho was such a thorough exemplification
of that saying—jost how does it go?—about “some-
thing good in the worst of us; something bad In tho
best of us?”

Not a Faker

Thero are many reasons that glve me the right to
make the assertion that Alain Do Lysle was far from
being all fake. In the beglnning of his career, [

cupldity was 100 much for bim; the promises held out
by a questionable fame too lluring. i

But, whatever ho may have done later, T know that
he did possess somo mystlo pawers. That ter
reading which prefaced my giving myself to him was
nough for me to know that.

What & plty ho should not have devoted himselt to
selencel To which you may answer, when I havo
told you of all T dd during the time he was my lover:
“And what o pity you went along with him in
his perfldy."”
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Body and Soul

Perhaps you'ro right. Perhaps. Onea more T kavy
only the excuso of a love o compelling it would do
anything, anything, that was demanded of it by the
beloved. ‘That is what it is to love with body ang
soull o give all!

So much he told me was true. There was this, in
which ho was right. He told me my neglected edica.
tion had been balanced by a knowledge given me
through peyehie forces, A thousand times has thiy
been proven to me. I know it, and beeause of it,
I know of the protection those forces ean, have
and do give me. They have aided me 0o, in  has-
ing no fear.

L A Universal Mother

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

T am, he said, a “Universal Mother.”

Am1?

Is that what I am doing now?

“Mothering” humanity? Trying to guide to hap
piness all you who may read what I have to @y?
Trying to help you escape the pitfall I have, throu
wavall, Investigated for you?

To Tell All

1t may be. I know this; That T havo felt such
compulsion to offer, at whatever sacrifice, such
of knowledge I have gathered in these years that no
thought of condemnation ean have tho slightest effict
on my determination to tell all!

With other experiences as criterfons, this love affsir
with Do Lysle was comething quite new to me. As
great as was his physical attractiveness to me, some
times sex scemed o be overpowered by the spiritu.
1 exulted in the intimacy that grew closer day by day.

Love Born Anew

Once agaln T was desperately, violently, passlonal
tnlove. [ scemed to have been bom anew. Each day

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

The day he told me he was leaving New York [
thought my heart would €
is the end. How can 1
him gol For, In spite of all the love I had for D2
Lyxle, thero was my pride to consider—a matursd
pride. T could not, would not ask him to take me
with him.

.

To Leave New York
Tmagine my joy, then, when it was he who made the
suggestion. 1 might have spared myzelf some miserable
moments, for he had never given thought to leaving



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

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

“It will only be for the
shortest_time possible, dear
beart. T know wo cannot
live without each other. We
re necossary to each other's
completion. ~ Just as soon as
1 can find out how 1 stand,
and can make armangements
for you, I will send for you.
You will come?”

Could T Wait

Would 17 Would T be able
to wait?

What Jong, long, etemally
long days they were after
be Jeft me. Disconsolate, T
wandered here and there, but
could find no peace. N
where could I find any in-
umt_ Would the time never

And harrors! T clutehed
my breast to still the wild
beating of my beart at the
thought! Suppose, just Fup-
pose, he should change his
mind?  Suppose he thould
find he did not want me?
1 would not believe that.

con't sy execly how it
h»—o‘ 1 don't knove howe it

the he vcus lookin
Lover too lomg. 100
ofien. A1l her pessionstely ¢

wene. [Ses page 0]
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3
ONG ns the time seemed, though, in reality a
I fortnight had not passed when I received his
cagerly-longed-for letter telling me he was

ready for me. My hands trembled 5o 1 ml{ld hardly
fet x:Iy packing done. Someway [ 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 dizcovered
T was not to bo treated in any small way. He in-
tended that I should have eversthing of the best.
The first night after my arrival we spent in o 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,
Joyous, as excited as a bride. A home of my ownl
And with the man of my heart!

1 went along, my eyes on him, adoring, worshiping.
1 saw him instead of the town which, under ordinary
circumstances would have excited my curiosity, since
it was to be my home. What town, where, it did not.
matter. Just so long 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 perfumebearing 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 ke, 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 aver some perfumed new bud, its head heavy
with, the morning dew.

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

Hardships

Because of the very nature of our business, there
were difficultics and hardships to endure. The hard-
ships, however, were never of a financial nature. T
early leamed 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 VIT

lives in & sincero effort to aid humanity, in many cases
being barely abla to live and carry on their worl,
‘They are those whom scientists, Interested in furthering
2 knowledge that will have a greater bearing on the
world's store than all that has gone before, ere now
trying to aid. Tho sincere oncs. They deserve it
Of those who are not using thelr powers for materisl
gain 1 shall not, in this confession of mine, spea
further. Except o say that theirs is one of the greatest
missions of all times. I honor them.
He Loves Money

In so many ways Alain De Lysle was sincere. But
he loved money. He loved the luxury it would pur.
chase. He longed for life to run along smoothly,
casily, though none knew better than he, who had
delved into its mysterics, 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 o woman's
heart could desire in & material way that I did not
have. Clothes, jewels, servants, my own car—TI had
them all.

Happy!

How happy I was! Happier than T had ever beena
my life. _For, not only was I smothered in lurury, but
for the finst fime in my life, I was living in dally in-
timacy with n man who thoroughly understood me.
Instinctively he knew how to treat me.

No more starvation for me! 1 had all that heart and
body could desire. 1 blossomed like one of the volup-
tuously beautiful rows in our own garden.

It was not long before T begged to be allowed to
become his assistant. There was much 1 could do,
I pleaded.  He had taught me much. Surely there
was some way in which 1 could aid him. At firt 1
bad thought that T might, in some bumble capacit,
aid in his real occult work.

1 Aid Him

He considered the matter. At last he consented to
my suggestion. But it did come as a surprise to ma to
I then that all his activities were not confined to
legitimate clairvoyancy and its attendant studies of
which I knew him to be a master. Already he had
branched out, with a sort of harmless charlatanry o1
the side.  Which was, nevertheless, most lucrative.

Tt was in this that T could aid him. 1did. If it bad
been far worse and he had asked it of me, I do not
believe I would have hesitated. But thero
scemed so little harm in what I was asked, ss bis
assistant, to do; so little harm in what he did himsell.

Not His Fault

The people who were his clients were so much mare
to blame than he. Of that I became more and mort
assured cach day. 1 came to see and know a lot o
wvarious kinds of human nature during the time I worked
with De Lyde, and I must sy 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.

1f people really knew what temptations are thrown in
the paths of clairvoyants, even those who are utterly
sincere, 1 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
wants to be “'taken advantage of,” er, if not that, mrh
one certainly wants to take advantage of all the rest of
the public through the services of a clairvoyant.

Barnum Was Right

1 raw s0 many instances of that. De Lysle and 1
used to have a little joke between us. It was just the
humming of & bar or two of a popular ditty when some
particularly freaky client would appear. 1 wonder
i any of them over re-
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had came to bim with a terrible propasition 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 society, want with
Professor Alain De Lysle?

You could never guess; never imagine. Not unless
you have yoursell been & 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 so young. How could she be when she
had gone through all the years she had of helping to
make that man prospero e was no longer
slender, and he — liked them flat.
The girl? She was young.

cognized the ay il tune — She was slender and lithe
ummed. It bad, it

i ’l‘mrdcn of it namgnr HOW happy I was! Hap- :‘l’:i;[::{i]“:’m;?thﬁz

was right.” pier than I had ever versation was not tco un-

’l'ﬂlmlln"'mﬂ"cf been in my life. For, not gEmmstonl, ’;;,“ﬁ“"‘
or you. versation full of life, too,
s prosperous business || ODIY was I smothered in || JI° S0 0 T

man walked into our Ohio luxury, but for the first time was fascinated by the

bome one day and asked

in my life, I
to s the professor, as Y %
od. He

who
stood me.

od
o dras i ot o that
was my businese. 1t was
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daily intimacy with a man
thoroughly under-
Instinctively he
knew how to treat me.

boyancy and flippant care-
lessness she had acquired
working with other young
folks in a nearby factory.

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

A plodding, stodgy wife.

was living in

and, in any way possible—
by an interpolated remark here,  suggestion there, an
file query—gain from them, while they waited, any

and all information 1 could. I was always able, in
some way, to pass this on to De Lysle before he saw
the client,

1 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 exccedingly elever
assistant, That reputation once got me into deep
waters, and is responsible for me having done that
one thing in the world for which I have already pro-
fessed shame—helped shocking “fakery.” But of that
maore later,

1 have told you that from this particular client of
De Lysle's 1 could obtain nothing. His business was
excendingly important, it appeared; more than ex-
ceedingly private,

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

What Docs He Want

In this case, however, ho did. T think, perhaps, it
was beeause Ho was o nauscated with the man who

A dancing Carmen.

Would Pay Well

Couldn’t the professor do something about it?
He would pay well. He could. Perhaps the professor
knew something of his financial status?
named several big corporations 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 eaid. Wasn't ceccultion something Eastern,
like the Chinese, say, or something like that, ha! ha!
‘The professor would know what he meant.

That writer fcllow, Stevenson, wasn't it, bad said
something about the Chinese; something sbout “for
ways that are dark and tricks that are memem-m"—
and so forth. Hal Ha! That was it—what he
wanted. Something in the line of a dark trick, you
understand.

Youl Play

To come right down to it, the professor probubly

km:w what he was getting at, what?

his wife should get-
h)pnnl(ud ur mmvlhmy like that—some trick or
other, Suppose she wandered off and a truck rn
over her,  Nobody weuld be to blame, would they?

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

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

De Lysle Agrees

T can sce his piercing, restless eyes
baring into that man, can hear his deep
voice rumbling out of the semi-darkniess
after an impressive pause: )

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

A Suicide

A few days later the girl was  suicide.
‘Was that coincidence? was it, in

ality, an cxample 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
having straightened out s affairs,
saying he and his wife were once more
an the best of terms, there was no
gingle intimation in his manner that he
thought for an instant there had been
anything criminal in his request that De
Lysle lend himself to a 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

Do Lysle was no eriminal. 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
‘e had for good or evil, indiseriminately.
Provided money was forthcoming.

To my knowledge there are now in
this country many thousands of self-
constituted clairvoyants, mediums, for-
tune tellens so-called “psychics”
fooling or merely rtaining the public, though
in many cases doing things absolutely criminal, This,
in spite of all the law can do and the fight put up
agninst them by sincere Investigators of psychic
phenomena.

1 am going to tell you of some of those tricks, tell
you of what I learned of their methods when I was one
of them, show, in o few exposes, how simple are the
methods used in beguiling the public with tricks that
aro apparently o inexplicable that to the easily duped
they seem only possible through supernatural ageneies.

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
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Beware 2

Some of them are harmless charlatans, They &
little damage. Others are entertaining fools nnd i
¥ou your money's worth.

But there are others! Be warned! For of all the
ruthlessly dangerous criminals in all the world thert
are none worse than those who proy on the public
under the clouk of the supernatural.

It has been my lot—my misfortune, you may call ity
and rightly, in some cases—to know many of the
latter. If anything T can say will aid in their expos
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an expose In which 0 many earnest men and women
with selentific truths ot heart are Interested, then I
«hall count It time well spent.

Can't Be Too Carcful

Even the most profound {nvestigators of peychic
phenomena (and 1 have been closely nssoclated with
many of the foremost) first of all wam thelr new

Charlatan you may have called him, too, but cer-
tainly he was tho most harmless gort. I want to repeat,
to0, that 1 know of many, many Umes whero ho did
more good than harm. T know, too, he did have some
supernormal powers, and the pity of it waa that he was
not satisfled to go on developing them.

Ho could have become n great man. Instend, b
preferred to become a rich one.

membcs 5f the dangers to be encountered from
One cannot be too careful.

1 have in mind one case alone which ebould ecrve ns
« warning to all who would dabble Indiscriminately in
the supposed lore of thoe advertilng “peychic.” My
Imowledgo of that caso (s painfully pereonsl. You
will know that I know whereof T speak.

Life With De Lysle

First, though, T want to g0 on with the story of my
life with De Lyzle.

His Physical Attraction ...

There is no doubt that hed he cared to he could
bave becomo n far richer man than he did. That
was becauso of his wonderful physlcal sttractive-
pess, o quallty of which I have elrcady had much
to say, and of the havoo it wrought {n my own
heart.

It was but natural that what had bappened to mo
when first 1 eaw the magnetic man who became my
lover thould inevitably happen to many snother
Impresslonable woman. -
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It happened to many a woman of great wealth, too.
1 know of more than ane ease where De Lyale could
have had all the woman possessed for the lifting of &
finger. Just a5 1 know how often he could have had
a thousand women, body and sou), for the asking.

Sex Starved Women

He was in o position where women who came to
Yim were ready to throw themselves at his feet. In
most cases, the same women were ready to throw them-
selves ot the feet of most any man of physical attrac-
tion, even though the man should have none of the
magnetism which covered De Lysle as with a !nﬂnllc.

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 sume
ald trouble. They were sex-starved. Rarely knowing
what was really the matter with them, knowing only &
restlessness and dissatisfaction that gave no surcease,
it was natural that women, mystic and superstitious
as they are by nature, should tumn to one they be-
lieved had oceult powers to help them.

Their own diagnoses of their cases were sometimes
amusing. They were especially £0 to DeLysle 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 ehe
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 sarts 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, T am sure, he cast a spell
over women. They could not resist him.

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

They Hated Me

How they did hate me, those women who never
allowed our doorstep ta cool!

And what of me?
| Ab, T, too, am a woman, You shall hear, |+
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It was not as if I had gone to De Lyzle as I had to
Dr. Latson, knowing of a frankly polygamous nature,
No, I had gono 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

T never have, as I have told you, played second,
had no fntention of taking a back seat now, of effacing
myself as did Alta Marhevka, T would not sce any
woman revel in ffections 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 aff
that occurred between him and the women with whom
he was closeted in his private room, sometimes for
hours. 1 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 sce me.

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

fingers.

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

1 Must Know

The questions Insistently rang in my soul and tumed
tho honey of my happiness to gall. I could not stard
it. Twould not bear the suspense. I must know.

Dut they were my questions, my demands, If you
like, that caused the first rft between my love and &e.
1t grew and grew, s is cver true, until there was &
flssure beyond mending.

Ah, the hours T have spent leaning against the doors
of i* inner eanctum, my heart palpitating pitifull,
%0 loud it scemed ita very beating hid what sourds |
thought T might cateh of what was going on Lnside!
The bitterness of those hours!

an

Open Charlatanry

1 repeat that this state of affalrs did not come about
all at once. For a long time 1 lived joyously, lulled &2
peacelul security and happiness.

1t was during that time we carried on our busipes
which grew into an open charlatanry, As I look back
on it now, T do not know whether to laugh at or fesd
sorry for the dupes that could be so foolishly gullitls
45 o be taken in by many of the childish things we
offered them,

Life would have been most amusing and entertalning
1t bit uncthical, had it not been for that fly in wy
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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
apinian, was not  bit “nice” cither.

jow could she be when her mind was filled with
murder and sudden death? They scemed to be an
obsession with her. She didn't like this one. Off
with her hiead! That one interfered with her plans.
Shoot him at sunrise!

Such a young girl, 0o, and languorously beautiful,
with tloe cyes that looked out at the world £o in-
nocently one would not have belioved 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 wips
off the face of the earth u

hg r.ul up into little pieces and thrown bit by bit to the

h nnt t be too serious with me for humor, though,
There came a day when I was not invited into the
consultation room. Her interview, she said rather
freczingly, 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, T tricd to have it out with Do
Lyle. He would teil me nothing of what had gone
on; would give me no satisfaction.

Did He Give to Her?

T 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 1

few people she thought clut-
tered up its surface.
Her Murderous Thoughts

1 kmew 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 die-
cuss her latest ideas for
extermination.

Her particular bete noires
were the wife of a man with
whom he was in love and
her own fionce. 1 don't
Ynow why she had become

Marhevka.

mine alone.

I NEVER have, as I have

told you,played second.
I had no intention of tak-
ing a back scat now, of
effacing myself as did Alta

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 perfume of him, know
all those delirious thrills?

I would not Were
see any woman revel in
affections I considered

is placed
about her as they hmi been
about me 5o often—so orunl
—and did his warm lips
cling to hers with their ripe
red voluptuousness?

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

I De Lydle nover 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

Rold.

1 don't think he even liked the girl—at first. He
was interested in the peeuliarly warped soul she dis-
played. He rather enjoyed dissccting her mental
processes. As did

I can't say exnatly how it happened, T don't know
how it did. My finit 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

1 couldn't help wondering just what she had in mind
for me behind those long, sleepy eyes of hers. Was
shie considering boiling me in oil, or was I merely to

My Love Dies

1t was all unbearable. Day after day I had to
undergo the agony. Day after day they were closeted
alone. Human nature eould bear no more. There
must be a show-down.

+ 'To have one with De Lysle was more casily Mum
upon than accomplished. He would not quarrel.
could not work up ane bit of rage in’him. hich
to my mind was more proof positive that love was
tottering than anything clse he could have done.

Ifelt my own love was dead. T know I felt outraged.

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

1 Decide

But he felt T was acting like a petulant child. He
thought I 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.

1 had decided, T knew what I would do.  He would
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not tell mo of his exact relations with his Borgin?
Ho would ot tell me what went on botween them?

Vary 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
Jetter over which we had laughed.  When he bad read
it ho had been so boyishly pleased by what he con-
sidred the honar dono o ad bis cnching.

1t was n letter from a clairvoyant in Kansas City, a
pian whose: foas e Wgh ici 1ho" Erotbirbiand;
but of whose real activities wo knew nothing. The
“psychic” had heard, he wrote, of my cleverness and
my ability as an assistant. He was in need of just
such @ oneas I, If there should come a time when
T wanted to make a change he would be glad to have
me with him. He could assure me that . . .
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He ended up with a financial offer for my sorvices
that seemed to me fabulous, 1t was, for one who had
never carned a centon her own account in her life.

To Kansas City

We had laughed over the lotter beeause, well—it
had scemed ro ridiculous  thought, so impossible that
De Lyulo and I could cver bo apart. Now

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

1did 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, 1 was on a train, being whirled Kansas.
City-ward, away from the man 1 loved and heading
blindly into what I could never have gieseed.

Fer M iciny wore o, The
oeent, 1f fooli
Dinocent and pull
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HAT I was spared as much as T was T know to  whether his offer to me still held good or not. T was
be due to those farces which have watched over not in & mood to care. 1 felt that T could fend for
this heedless, passionate me through all my life. myself somehow if I did not go to work for Ugolino,

For I was headed straight for the den of as despicable a ey

criminal as the country has ever known—toward He Was Waiting

“Ugolino, the Great,” that Adolphe Matthicu Herge- I simply sent him a telegram that I was coming. He

the infemous
'B-de (Reses™ on which
men scil.

mann, the expose of whose activities as a “mystic” was waiting for me. Ab, if unly 1 had heeded that
shocked a nation, a man who left in his wake @ trail small voice that once more in my hfe lurm‘d me,
of despair and heart-break. “Go back! Go back!” when first 1 saw hi

When I started for Kansas City 1 did not know Not that he was repulsive. Far from lL “He would
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1ot have been the successful eriminal he was, would
nover have been able to gain his ascendency over
duped women had he not been handsome.

Tut his was a dinbolical attractivences, Ho waa s
different from my Alain, From the start he repelled
me. With good reason, as T shall tell you.

Blackmall and Thievery

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

1 hnd heen assistant to Ugolino but a ehort time when
his true u\llmu was revealod

1 his
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A Taste of Paradise

Having listened, lamed, to (as they supposed), all
that they could learn from verbal instruetion, the next
slep, of coune, was actual experience, What  the
my: had known and experienced, they, too, must
know and expericnce.

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

It was. pmslhle. he said, for true initiates to have
in this prosaic day and generation as astounding ex
periences as those ever vouchsafed the mysties of the
East from whence his own lore and power had come.
He was the chosen apostle of all that was deep and
‘mysterious, they were assured. Through his powers
he could arrange it £o they could float off into infinite
‘space, recalling past incarna.

<hij 'p
mind reading and the rest

tions, visioning the future,
gaining a taste of Pamdie

il o ; HOW eager some were! itself.

of his flummery were only .

Skt o Gty ol And how Ishuddered The Fateful Bed

tho most borilsng type. || as 1 saw each victim pre- I bis own hihsaunding
Blackmail, thievery an phrases, he was prepared to

reduction. ware hia reat || Pareherself. Tknew what || 35 00 ot

business.

The Horrible *Bed
Roses"

And here was I hired to
asedst him! 1 had to get out
of it. 1 must. I hope it
foes without saying that 1
did, and that sight hur-
Not,'however, bdm

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. How c:uzv:r

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 ih.\'p upon his
“Bed of R
some were!
And how T shuddered as 1
aw each victim prepare

w with my own eyes and
heard with my own cars things that are almost past
belief,

There was, for one thing, his {nfamous “Bed of
Roses," many of the details and descriptions of which
were made puhlu. en he ay ly 3 g

i ven a most i i

1 tell these things to accent my ming to women,
in particular, of what frightful rleks they run by
becoming Slients of o clairvoyant of whom they Jnow
nothing and who is, more likely than not, especially
if he is of the advertising order, a criminal of the most
appalling eort.

All Yearn for Something

ino was a suave talker, That was the principal
he had over women.
y © ever yeaming, longing; most of them
longing for what they do not know. The clever
charlatan knows this and this knowledge is his “meat.”
1 admit that his discourses on Hindu lore and the
mysticiam of the East did have an allure. 1t was not
hard to ece how many women, nervous and neurotic,
bored society women, disappointed women with no
object In life and with too much money, had como to
sit at his feet and learn,

. herself. T 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 I was acquiring a horror.

Lie Naked

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

Tt fhe knew nothing of what was behind the
tecncs, as 1 did,They knew not what really awaited
them.

It took bushels of roses, literally bushels, stems,
leaves, thorns and all, for the preparation of the bed
on which a woman was to lic and belieye that her soul
left {ts body and floated off into the cerulean. The
flowers were piled almost & 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
Iness, and around it were drawn curtains of thic,
heavy velvet of midnight blackness,

Diabolical Joy

1, who knew the mysteries of that couch, knew thert
was deep purpose in having that filmy drapery. |
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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. 1 had seen that couch In all its diabolical
nakedness.

metimes 1 have scen dainty women shiver as they
saw the thorns protruding through the green leaves
and heavy-odored roses, but their shudders turned to
sighs of eestatic 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 o littlo 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. Dehold! Observe this!”

‘The Pain Will Pass

Dramatically he would produce a photograph of 4
Hindu mystic, an expression of unutterable joy on his
bearded face, lying on a couch of iron spil

“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 thomns, but on their iron spikes, neither
knowing them to exist or fecling them.

“Be not afraid. The pain foon 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 Ugelino to drink with her a
glas of wine, & 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, e 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 nid in his further plan to
make his word good. With that drug like hasheesh
doing its drowsy deadly work, it was not likely sho
would for long feel pain from oms 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"

1 told you 1 knew the secret of that couch. It was

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

Cuan you imagine my horror when 1 learned what
really was in those atomizers? For the fimt of my
stay in the house I had thought, of course, that they
held only the frankincense, musk and other heavy
Onnnl.'d odors which permeated the room. 1 was
familiar with such aromas. t and
)nm:el of every such “cluirvoyunt's” ouLﬁL

Dreams!

But nol Nothing so fnnocuous. Ugolino had

promised his cllents “dreama” Ho bad armanged
Vet thrw werd T w0 Gohok o Lhes having them.

For, besides the perfumes, there was o mixture of
cther and chloroform in those sprays which, while it
would not stupefy th 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 dreama
do come.  Fantastic drcams. Of course, it goes with-
out saying that as she floated off into those dreams
she no longer felt the thorns.

When the would come out of her stupar, she would
be more 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 Basls

He was 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 unkmown. 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 {rom the horror of being assistant
to such a man, T leamed of still ather of his criminal
activities. Theso were finally the cause of his une
masking, and subsequent jail sentence for life,

Gullible Women

He was a blackmailer, Of the worst possible
deseription.

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 seerets of life that have puzzled poor groping
humanity since first it was able to think and want
to know.

It was a mean little trick he had.

of mind of those who became his clients fall
with him, Or imagine she had fallen in I
him, for the time being, at any rate.

Had Hypnotic Powers

Ho had hypnotic powers. Of that T am sure. He
never tried any of his Svengali tricks on me, but I
have often wondered if that were not use he
JYmew 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. T recall
that pn-munlunu of mine; that waming. I was on
my guard. I knew 1 had to be. Thero was that in
his eyes that told mo that.
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It was his hypnotic
he used in his
blackmailing _trick.
Though it was no trick
at all for him to put
awcross the first part of it.

The Badger Act

He would maneuvre
it #0 that the women he
had picked out as vie-
tims would, in a hall
hypnotized, half hysteri-
cal state, after a long
“conference 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 theamorous
scene as possible. The
lens of the camera was
fitted into a hole in the
wall, and, with all the
modern cquipment  of
the photographic trade,
no flashlight was neces-

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

 dozen women at ane time, and they feared i
him ns they would the Dark Angel himself. &
Pay-Pay-Pay!
1 hate to think of the disillusionment of
some of theso women when those photographs were
first shown them. Thero were tears, wails, pleadings.
Usually there were wild efforts to grab the tell-tale
reproductions of folly and destroy them In rage.
Ugolino only emiled 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

Ho went too far once, though, when he had forced
one woman to glve up all she had, When all her

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
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That would necer da,
1 ke my Hitle toier
could heve i

coud heme'no e of
oot 0 U et
TSee 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 bo worse than they were, ehe argued:
She had reached the point of despalr anyway. She o
longer cared what happened.

She told her husband, The arrest and consequent
-l(;;m!nﬂ of Ugolino Adolphe Matthieu Hergemand
followed.
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WAS not thers to sec it, though. 1 had flitted, 1
was gett 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

tricks when known, and explained 100 often for me to
hero), to fortune telling by crystal gazing
ind-reading.”” That was the easiest trick
of all, since all T had to do was conceal a small micro-
telephone in my ear under my holr and listen to what
my confederates had to say.

"Though a remunerative business, it was one of which
1 s0on sickened. It had no appeal, with me doing it
alone, cither. There was no fun in me fooling the public
all by myself as there had been when De Lysle and
wero together.

All Over
1 had had a good many appealing letters begging me

to como back to him. Once or twice T thought T mluhk.
On second and better consideration 1 realized th
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 ane knows better than T how deadly ean be that
pitiful attempt to revive romance, once it is dead.

Nothing makes Fate grin more broadly and iron-
ically than to have
two who have once

to revive
the thrills of  yes-
(r) car.

T would not
50 back. 1 had had
my romance, 1 had
my memories. I 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 o( my mind the

tim
wnndc:r the world and
investigate those cults
of which I had first
come to know in

Riverside Drive. The
more 1 heard of them
the more my eager-
ness increased. The
time was ripe for
my investigations,

1 had thought this
swis my own decision.
1 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 fint
new knowledge of cults that was to come my search-
ing way.

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

Alelster 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, Aleister
Crowley, stirred the world as no one else in his time.
Knowledge of him and his cult dropped like a plum-
met into my lap.

1 am going to (dl you the true story of that inter-
nationally infamous character who once, on a mountain-
climbing expedition, elaimed to have had a vision, and,
like a satanic Moses, came down from his mountain to
Jead his followers, not aright, but astray.

“The “*Anti-Christ"™

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

His teachings may have been discredited ulmugh the
notoriety that followed his exposure, and by the.
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 £0 often, there come weird tales from
this, that, or the other part of the country of startling
occurrences and appalling consequenices directly trace-
able to Aleister Crowley. 1 am going to tell you many
thi love cult activities that have not,
before, been brought to light.

‘ou ask how this may be?

THow is it that 1, who have been o busy with my own

life and loves, can know so much about that satanic
i ¢ho is e of 7

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 pricstess, his
“Scarlet Maiden of the Apocalypse,” the *“Dead Soul”
he revived, was none other than my own sister.

‘Why ¢hould 1 not ]muw nl all his devilish Bnu\msm
and practice of black magic

Often I have bmaly hlnmml 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 meet him.

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

‘Their Son

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

My discarded lover, the clairvoyant, bad written me
in New York that I must not fall to sce Crowley. A
most interesting character, he averred.  He was sure T
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would find amusement in drlvmx into such queer menta)
kinks as Crowley possessed.

Crowley's Functions

He enclosed introductions that would make it easy
for me to attend one of Crowley's functions in his
aLudln in Greenwich Village. Invitations for such

ere eagerly sought when Crowley was at the
lu:lﬁht ol his fame in this country.

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

Not Like Me

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

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

It is one of Life’s queer quirks that it is the man of
lurid reputation, the roue, the gambler, the man of

for romantic young girls. The more innocent the gi,
the more naive, fnsouciant, the greater her danger.

Sex Slave Complex

1t is the age-cld slave complex which makes Its -
pearance ot the first awakening of sex. To be m
ferent”” the man must, the girl argues, possess suj
qualities; mastery. ‘The skave complex bids her Tonts
one who is stronger.

1 am going to tell you, you young girls yearning for
such hectic romance, what bappened to my own sweet,
pure little sister. 1 have the hope it may serve as
“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 con-
scious of that shivery feeling one uncomfortably gets
when being stared at. 1 glanced curiously about. Thea
1 saw who ywas responsible.

Lea Attracts Him

it was Crowley. He stood In the center of the room,
arms folded, his thick brows drawn together as be
stared. It was not on me his gaze was bent, however.
1t was on my sister.

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

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

She Returns His Stare
Uncertainly, as though a bit reluctantly answeringa
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strange summons, T saw her glance up. T saw her gaze
wander about, wavering, searching. At last it came to
rest on the man whose basilisk stare had never wavered.

1 started to put out my hand in a little reassuring
sesture. She did not notice it. For all sho knew of
mo then I might have been a million miles away. All
she saw, knevw, 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 tous. [
tried to tell mysell it was nothing more than the frank
curiosity nhrppoellu that made those two forget all else
to continue thelr starcs—Lea, the quict littlo nun;

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

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

Crowley, “The Beast of the
Apocalypee,” whose very
countenance showed the
beast he was at heart. [
could not shake off the un-
canny feeling that gripped

He offered us wine, and
Oriental eakes he brought
1 barely sipped

shany, me would be terribly harm- Bymine itV s
She Is Dazed ful to her. She Remalns
The man shifted his 1 was amazed when she

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

1 spoke to hier. She did not hear me. Her eyes were
flmed), dazed, and her face, always spiritually pale, was
like a mask of wax or marble as her eyes shifted, follow-
ing, following every move of the man who scemed 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

‘Was Always Shielded

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

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

She turmed on me like a tigress when I suggested
foing. Her mouth was set in the stubborn lines I knew
s her chief characteristic.

1 Shall Not Go!

“I ghall not go!"" she declared. “I will not move one
etep until T have talked to Alelster Crowley.”

1 tried to argue with her. I had no idea we should
have an opportunity for conversation with the man who
was 50 eagerly surrounded by an admiring crowd. They
were interested in him, not alone for his peculiaritics,
but aleo for his culture and learning. There was noth-
ing he could not talk about with any of them. He was
as much at home discussing Whistler's “Eu:hing:” a8
he was in a debate about the poems of Araby

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

drank glass after glass of
blood red wine with Crowley. Again I siid we must
0. 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. 1f she got a good fright it would be
good enough for her.

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

1 Cannot Sleep

1 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
n studio filled with chattering people and— with
Aleister Crowley!

1 slept fitfully. T would not have slept at all had I
not been lulled into n false security. I was sure that,
shortly after midnight, 1 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,
1 had to admit, though 1 did not relish the thought,
that this innocent sister of mine would some day have a
lover. Even as I But I refused, most emphatically

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

1 was hurricdly flinging on my clothes when the
telephone rang. It was, as T had suspected, a call from

Crowley. Yes, my sister had spent the night in the
‘studio with some other women friends of his. ( cﬂnmly
she was all right. Did I want to spealk to h

“To His Studio

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

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

In spite of the warmth of the moming, of the cx-
atically scented heat waves that flowed out to meet me
when the black servant opened the door of the dimly
1it 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 o lifted
voice. I would not let such fear thoughts possess me.

And yet—

1 glanced around me. It was all as it had been the
night before. It was lttle different in the morning light,
what if it could find its way through the heavy, weirdly
colored dmpmu hung before the long windows of the
‘high-ceiled roor

Onthe wn.lL 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

« 1 wanted to occupy myself and reached

far a gold-tipped cigarette on an claborately carved
tabouret

Will, T hoped the lttle idiot had scen enough to sat
her. My little school-mar'm sister! Fancy her “act-
ing up" at ker finst studio party.

With a sort of grudging pride, annoyed with her as
1 was, I recalled her as she had sat there in her modest
little gown—no jesels, 10 bare, shining, white voluptu-
ous limbs like other women of the party. 1 pictured
her pale aloofness as she had scemed utterly unable to
keep her eyes off Crowley.

Keeps Me Waiting
T emiled a little wryly as T reealled his “strutting'” his
best sinister glare for her benefit. He bhad suceerded in
dazzling herall right. Tanxiously hoped not too greatly,
but1 would certainly see she had no other opportunity,
I puffed at my cigarette and waited impatiently.

IN A LOVE CULT

What could be keeping her? T began to be peevich
again. What did she take me for? A “Patience-on-a.
monument” chaperon? *

1 sat up as the heavy drapery at the rear of the
studio was drawn back and there glided in the reed-like,
halt-somnolent figure of & woman. She was nude, rave
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 T did not
recognize her at first. Not until, with noiseless, bare.
foot steps, she crossed the room and stood in frant of
me. 1 glanced up inquiringly.

A queer, half-mocking smile from eyes which but 3
few hours before seemed dead to all cmotion, greeted
me. No words.

) € rme, wumng, hands groping toward the blood.

red o

L0 T choked. "You! What—shat—"

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

“Not Lea,” she corrected softly, in the monotone of
one repeating a welldeamned lesson. “The ‘Searket
Maiden of the Apocalypee'—the ‘Dead Soul'—dead ro
longer, for he, the Master, has breathed into it Life!"

Are You Mad?

Ltellbackon tho cauch, too shocked tospeak. Twice
1 tried, before:

et T moaned faintly. “In Heaven's name what
does this mean? Answer me! Have you gone mad?”

e mleas crutables o away. Herwonds o

to coms from  distance.

Rt e repeated. “Were you? Did you all
yoursell mad when you lay in the arms of the fint
man to whom you gave yourself? Or did you ot
think Heaven had showered on you an cestasy be
yond belief?"”

She Knows My Love Life
o Shele ith emation, Teould notutera o She

“) o llwn!d know. Why did you never tell me what
n. rnmnl7 Who knows but that you and I were born to
Ighs pricatesses of a high cult of love—the chosen
Fec e, interpreters?  Oh, don't pro-
Marian! Have you thought your life n secret
from—me?”  She out one bare am in an

gesture.

My head dropped. A pang shot through my heart.
1 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 quict, repressed sister, satisfied for 20
long with being school teacher of the middleclast
children of the Bronx.

Her Virginal Body

1 could have understood the metamorphosis in my+
self, 1 was ever on the search for somethingnew. [
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could have understood it happening to me, gven
though Alcister Crowley, the infamous “Beast,”
pelled me. 1 had come o know how close the shade
between repulsion and love.

But Lea!

My voice was n husky whisper.

ne—far?" I asked,

he pulled herself up proudly before me, like a queen,
and throw aside the crimson robe that only partially
concealed the ence virginal white body I had known.

She Is Branded

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

“I—1 am his High Pricstess! 1 am his “Woman of
Babylon!”  Not the scarlet woman of the potrid-
minded, but the searlet

“Has—has this
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absorbed in a game of chess with n boon companion. At
his feet ln) my mlcr, sound asleep, campletely nude,
curled up in e e a droy
Poar little “goddess!” Neither “The Beast” nor his
cnmpnmvn paid the slightest heed lo her who had been
dubbed “Goddess” and “High Priestess,” but who
seemed, now, more like a pet animal or docile slave,

itten,

‘The Transformation
1 had been the unwelcome witness of one of the
“‘miracles” Crawley boasted he could, with the help of
his Satan, perform.  For that twenty-four-hour trans-
formatian of my innocent little sister was the strangest
thing 1 have ever witnessed—a miracle, truly diabolic!
The most striking thing about that man was his he-
lief in himself, that he was an nctual devil-god. The bur-
den of his chant, that which he taught his followers was:

“Loveis the law. Love under will.”

1 think in that neurotic

maiden of the Apocalypee,

mind of his he really be-

toerboundtotimby i, | 1 am his High Priest- ||l he vas soin o o
to him, my Beast, my lover, ess! I am his * humanity to a higher plane,
my Anti-Christ! Hero— s 5 Woman || {iE 008 e s

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 Ann-Chnst'

it in a most peculiar wa;
The Right of Wrong
Once, when I attended ane
of his public lectures, 1 saw
how his teachings were re-
ccived by people of normal
minds, So wild were his

could see o faint chalk-line
circle, “is where he made me
his own. Inside this circle
l lmcll adoring him. With

awn dagger, white-hot,

“With his own da

ideas, s0 warped, that the

ger, % b
md‘;‘hf'”m“‘;f{‘;ﬁf’e white-hot, he branded me [l "hich bl bern reacon-
agony! The joy!” his chattel forever. Ah,the (| than inlf empty before he

Had Taken Her Body

exquisite agony! The joy"’

had concluded.
He believed that what-

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

1 was too late. The curtalns were fung violently
aside. Theb d Crowle:
It was into his outstretched arms she fell. He lul«l lxu-
on a couch and stood over her ghnnghh definnce at me.

1 hate, even now, to glimpeein retrospect the scene
that followed. Never before, never'sines, had or have I
been 50 beside myself. I raged, I tore, I threatened, I
pleaded, 1 eajoled. All to no avail. They laughed at
my tears. In their love-crazed condition, all arguments
were uscless,

“To Ald My Sister

1 realized at length, as 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
th Crowley. 1 did my best to get a grip on mysclf.
‘That was my idea throughout the luncheon I had with
them, and at which sppeared another maseuling de-
votee of Crowley's Great God Pa.

When I left them, “The Beast" was seated at a table,

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

You may think there was scant difference between
this teaching of his which 1 condemn and my own ldeos
of following impulse, defying convention.

There was this great. difference:  Crowly believed
in tho "right of wrong." To him the woniping and
following of Satan and evil were the highest to which
one could attain. His idea was: “All is evil. Evil is
right. Let evil prevaill”

All 1s Good

And 17 My belief is that “all is good, for all is Ged.”
There is no right or wrong in the Universal Plan, but
there i 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
enke of deflance.

It would never occur to me to say that anyone could
suceessfully defy the laws of Nature.  Alcister Crowley.
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tred 0. That was where e went wrong—specially
in his notorious drug orgi
Not Harmful

He taught his students, in his strange “Holy Abbey
of Theleme,” in Cefalu, Sicily, where he established
most astounding colony after he left America, that, if
they trained their minds suficiently, there was no possi-
ble indulgenco in which they could not revel. Indul-
genee could do them no harm. - Drink and drugs that
would injure most people wauld ba to them, after they
hadl Jearned sufficient control, harmless as water. He
admittesd the danger of this to ordinary persons, but—
those who were disciples of Aloister Crowley, the “Anti-
it could ot e ondiazy, aecording to him.

They were not. Th extraordinarily extraor-
dinory i oy ways. Enpecially in the doclle way
they gave up all their worldly goods to Crowley when
they entered his order; in the way they went on their
knces to him, vowing to obey him, to be his slave in
all things.

Tiis Collegium Spiritum Sanctum

Ho Tad some queer ways of making his disciples
“master their souls.” 1 don't think anything was more
insane than that story related to me by the beautiful
American actress, Jse Wolf, who became a member of
his colony in Sicily, his “Collegium Spiritum Sanc-
“ of the Holy Ghost,” as he blas-
phemously called it. It was there he declared he was
maling o of supermen and supersomen from

mo

Wien I listencd to what Jane Wolf had to say, T
thought If there was ever o “weak mortal” on carth, it
was sho—to have obeyed Crowley's outlandish arders.
So thoroughly did he make her “contemplate her soul”
that she almost lost her life. He said she could not be
sulliciently disciplined until she had spent thirty days
and nights in the sunshine and rain on the top of a bure
rock on 0 mountain peak, elad in sack cloth, without
food orshelter. She did it, and almest died of exposure.

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

Tefors 1 finished with him, it was he who was afraid
of me. 1 glaried in making him fear me. 1 am sure it
wean due o fear of me that he hastened his departurs
from America and set up his Sicilian colany.

She Goes

In one thing he bested me. T was determined he
should not take my sister with him. He was determined
to take her. She went.

The family was all wrought up, us might be expected,
but, wanting no publicity, and realizing Lea was of
age, we never called in the autharities, 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. T can see him
now. How he grabbed up the broken stick and shook
it at me, his beast eyes spitting fire.

T'll Get You

“I told you I'"d get you,” he mged, “an
willl You'll come to me! You'll be my slan*'
borer-c-e-a-k you!'"

He was wrong in that propheey. 1 was never swayed
to the 0.'T. 0. I am no devil worshiper.

For the indignity of the stick he put a most violent
curse on me. 1 might add that it came uncomfortably
near being caried out, too.

Inspite of my indignation over the affair of my sister,
I attended one of Crowley's weird “religious”
‘monics 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 priestess of Satan.

1
m

His Ceremonies

Crowley did not “invoke the devil” or “arouse the
Great God Pan" at that ceremony. 1 saw him do that
later and of all the wild, frightful panderings to excite-
ment T ever saw, that was about the limit. Blue lights,
pulfsof smoke, hoarse leatings, s of goats,fram human

Not T
1t Crowley and his baleful b
my sister, though, he found there was one in e iy

who would do 1o knee bending. That was

Once, after listening to him lecture, T wld hlm:

“Your ideas are f: ere isn't one single thing
to recommend them—or you. And you needn't call
yourself a High Beast, either. I'm not blind.”

He laughed. He pretended not to care what I
thought, 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 T would.
You'll come to me, )'cL You'll be wonderful, after I
get through with you

Never!
Join himP Nover!
I never have been broken by anyone. 1 never in-

he had the whole works.
For. of all the people who have ever made whoopee
wich \ illage (and there have * mm ba
been one who, for 7
erotic imnmnnlmn run_ riot, eould touch Aleister
Crowley with the proverbial ten-foot pole.

As I entered the dim room the first thing that drew
my cyes was my sister’s face. 1t scemed purer, more
spiritual than ever us she sat on a high daislike

throne in front of long black velvet curtains, Except

for the scarlet robe, drawn aside o that her life sign of
the star and circle of the O. T. 0. could be sen,
she was nude.

Crowley, in a robe of black, wearing a strange head-
dress in which was one fiery eye, and carrying a tal
seepter, stood in front of the throne. ln Im hand he
held a silver cup flled with blood-red wi

Men and women, as devotionally kmlmg s though
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I cathedral, were ranged about in semi-circles, Their
cyes 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
Jast word In all that was desirable in life had been said.

The Chant

1 knew my sister had & good memory, but I had never
thought of her as an elocutionlst. 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 Nalt, lsdy of the starry heavens. Come forth, Oh
Children, under the stars and take your fill of love. Iam
My cotasy s yours. My joy s to

yve you and in you.
e your foy.

“Be yo xwdly, therefore; dress ye all In fioe spparel; cat
sich foods and drink sweet wines, and wines that foam. Al
take your fill and will of love, when, where, and with whom
ye will, but always unto me—that your every act may be n
ritua), an act of worship, & sacrament.

“Live 2s the kinga and princes, crowned and unerowned,
of this world have lived, as masters always live, but let not
this be sell-indulgence.

“Keep pure your highest

t ideal; strive ever toward It, vilhaul

“1s ot this better than the deatb-
slave-gods,
2 they g0 oppressed by the con-
lousneea of sin, wearlly lreeking or
simulating tedlous virtuel":
The Spectacle
‘There was more of their ritual
flummery; much more. 1 shall
not here put it down. It did not
differ greatly from that of other
secret societies. Not that “ser-
viee” anybow, for, as 1 told
you, Crowley forebore at the
time from setting off any of his
devil-invoking fireworlks.
1 was to have one shock I
would never forget. Before the
ritunl closed, with Crowley dip~
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ping his pointed scepter into the goblet of wine (an old
m::g{ml 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 ove her ams lng out Lo the man who bad
taken her, her body swaying as in answer to a
bypnotic spell as she intaned to her man-devi
“Sing the rapturous song unto me! Burn to me perfumes!
fear to me Jewels! Drink to me, for I love you! I love
youl I am the bluelidded daughter of sunset; I am the

akin, was
yrer iny u. .
double
e
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brillisnce of the voluptuous night sky. To me! To

You ask me a question?

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

Riversid
“devils.
e Was Convinced

Alcister Crowley was convineed, and was spendng
i lfe trying to convince others, of the actual possi-
bility of invoking and producing in some physical form
depns, i the Pan e adored, or Satan himself!

am like & dead soul como to life,” my sister had
o thet marging T kne e Belouged, body and
soul, to “The Beast of the Apocalypee.” Fatalistically
she added: “Whether for good or evil, 1 do not know.
It does not matter.”
| Leain evil sometimes flourishes like the green bay
seemod at first that Lea was not to suffer in a
terial way.  The first we heard af her after sho and
Crowley left America were extravagant tales of the
lusury 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.”" T
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 fumous beauty, which finally brought
about the downfall of the “abbey”” und Crowley and
sent him with his “scarlet bride” seurrying into the
Great Sahara Desert until the horror of the affair had
died down,

The Children

1 want to tell first, though, of what I considered the
worst horror of the whole abbey affair. The children.
There were & number of them among the “supermen
and superwomen” who were learning contempt for
“weak mortals.” The children ranged in age from two
to tyelvo or so. They, too, were ll avidly abeorbing
the bilgo about “true wills” and being “mastecs ol
their souls”

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

An instance will illustrate. Lea told me this gles-
fully, with much pride in the wisdom of her “man.”

Gives Child Brandy

Hunsie had been pestering to taste some brandy he
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 coursa he
‘beeame terribly sick.

Again He Indulges

He got aver it, though—poor little baby! As soon o
he was on his fect again, white-fuced and wide-cyed,
Crowley brought the brandy bottle to him and told hun
to take all he wanted nt any time.

“If it’s your true will, Hansle, to get drunk and sick
and burn your mouth, go toit! Don't let me stop you,”

So effeetive was the cure that Lea was sure Crowley
had solved the problem of child upbringing. She wa
not able to see far ahead where he was concerned.

‘The Qutcome

It never occurred to her, I am sure, what terribls
harm she was doing her child by allowing him such un.
bridled license at Crowley’s behest. So Hansie 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 fiva
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 s
if matters with the child were as bad as they had been
rumored. She found things even worze.

Beast Number Two
Crowley and Lea were away when she arrived at the
“abbey.”” Hansic was running wild. Ske badn't exe
pected him to be very human, with such a father, but
she was not preparcd to find what sho did.  She yas
horror-stricken at the way in which the poor youngster
beaved himself, following Crowley's precepts.
ou just Ieave me alonel” he shouted, brandishizg
astick at her. “Don't you know I am Beast Number
Two and can shatter you? I will, too! Il bust you
wide open and throw You into the occan, Den't you
dare touch me or try to get fresh with me! I'm getting
ready to bo the Great Beast of the Apocalypse when
Crowley dics, and I'm going to split the world wide
open!”

My elder sister, his aunt, good, noble, thoroughly
wuivitiunal and old-fashioned, was jolted. She could
do nothing whatever with the child.

She Kidnaps Him

But she could sco the end ahead for him; bow little
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 nothing in the
line of threats he did not try, though.
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The Letter
Here is o letter 1 received from Crowley soon after
flansie reached America and we started undoing all the
terrible barm of his early life. Tt is a reply to one of
mine, trying to pour some oil on the troubled waters:

Maiant
Tho what thou wilt ehadl bo the whole af the law,
Thank you for your frlendly letter. Philosophy an litera-
(are are [nteresting, but thelr study must be ruspended In th

Beware!

1a some states of the Unlon—snd those not the least worthy
f respect—Kidnapping ta punishable with death. Thera is no
{apital punisbment In Ttaly; also your slater, Mre, Dlles, may
comlder it the moet fortunate day of ber life when she in

The Uproar

Harrible! Gruesome!

Any wonder there was an uprcar? An outery agains
“The Beast” and all his practices? e

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

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

safey In fall n that country, Love i the law, love under will.
Yours,
ALEISTER CrowLEY.

The 0. T. 0.

Taming a Wild Beast I’l‘ was the connection e eounesiion of Grow

1t was ke taming a little of these two, Raoul :gu:n" ihﬂﬁ‘aﬁuv e
wild beast to bring Hansic Loveday, a brilliant young lisher was divoreed by his
1o the normal lfe that is the Oxford” student, and his wife who declared she could
dit of al anmin. The wife, Betty May Loveday, not live with him since ho
<ory of that struggle would a famous beauty, which had become & member of

mabeabookinitself. How-
e, by patient and un-
ceasing struggle, by appeals
to.a latent manhood which
we brought out, it was ac-

the 0, T\ O.

As his second wife he
married a red-hafred girl of
fiery disposition, who was
being instructed by him, un-

finally brought about the
downfall of the “abbey”
and Crowley and sent him
with his “scarlet bride”

«mplihed. Hois nowa | scurrying into the Grea der the name of “Bruce of
anly young chap of whom Sahaxz l%esert unti? thg the 0.T. 0.” (her name was
weare all proud. horror of the affaic had || Dertha Bruco) to becomea

Only a few months later . ar ha priestess of the cult.
Crowley had enough treubles || died down.

of bis own to last a while.

The Gruesome Details

Raul Loveday, the Ox-
ford student, died at the “abbey.” As was aftervard
peuven, his death was, however, from natural causes.

Loveday's Wife

Nothing could make his heart-broken young wife
Ielieve that. She raved. She raged. She accused
Crowley of everything under the sun. Crowley, with
his sbominable teachings, had killed her husband! She
Ynew ft!

There was no_stopping her. The worst of it for
Crowley was that'she went off and said what she thought
—in printed words {n a London daily. She
“The Beast" of practicing the most ugly, abnormal rites.

Her busband had died, she solemnly vowed, because
the “Anti-Christ” of the “Holy Abbey of Theleme”
had compelled her husband and ber to cut the throat
of & 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 cccurred during his third
marriage of twenty-nine days became known. The
bridetold. Shewas Mazie Mitchell, a beautiful artist’s
modcl. From her a shocked public leamned that the
principal thing she found to be the “will" of the man
of wealth and neuroses she had married was to beat
her with a snake whip till she could not stand, and
then work his will on her tortured body.

“He wanted me as his ‘mystic bride’,”" she haltingly
told. “I wasn't sure what that meant. I know now.
1t means horrible forture.”

'3——\41}5'&/—‘(-‘



CHAPTER X

QULDN'T you havo thought that all 1 leaned

‘N from 1 that Crowley crowd would have taught

Wouldn'e fou. s thought T had had just about
cnough devilworship and black magie to last me a
lifetime?

Could thero be any greater depths of Infamy to
plumb?

Why, my appetite had only been whetted!

Who and what were these rval devil-worshipers of
whom I was hearing s0 much, anyway?

1 wanted to know. More, I was going to find out.
And my knowledge was not going to be second hand.

1t was in Europe where I knew they flourished. The
time was propitious. 1 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 1 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,, forall its devastation, was but a mild variation
in worship of His Satanic Majesty.

1 am going to tell you what I saw and leamed of
devil-worshipers in all its nakedness. T am not going
tocaverup orslur. 1shall lay bareall the detailsof that
“Black Mass” T saw and in which I participated in

Germany.
Do not think I mean that the practice of worship-
tng the devil is confined to Germany. Far from it.

Devil-Worshipers.
T have attended “Black Masses” In America several

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 ar
filled with musty tomes d(xnblm( their rites which have
existed from the most pagan tis

But that is of the long-ago, )uu say? Ttisnot!

Those same rites, those same cults, exist todoy)
T have seen them. 1 know what I have seen isno secrvt
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" s the mos
horrible. When I have told what I have scen, you will
believe me.

The cult which practices it is fo strange one
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 be
vastly augmented.

That is the pity of it. But, as more than one famess
psychologist and eriminologist has pointed out, the lins
of demarcation between sane and insane is too cloe
for the layman to distinguish. Criminal insanity and

high culture and genius are often 5o 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

1 tell you this—many of our most famous pecyls
have been devil-worshipers. Many are today.
have b ‘accusations.

Fifth Avenue, under the shadow of
Arch and beneath the reflection of the benign Christian
cross which nightly flames abovo the square. Another
was in an apartment in Central Park West. Still
another was an outdoor ceremonial. T was taken to it
ina amotor| boat from Bar Harbor where Lwas spending
4 vaca
We, who liks to call a pade a spade, plainly eall
followers of such cults “Devil-Worshipers” in
country. In France they aro “Les Diaboliques;” in
England, “Satanists.”

times. One of them was In  fashionable home in lower
Square

In Germany

In Germany? Ab, T wish Twere free tosay. Itdsan
expressive name they have, and cerie, far more so than
& of the others. But, you sce, some time I hope to

k to Gormany. Perbaps same day 1 may want

0 koo taore about thels “BIack Ma

And s0 secret is the name by which the worshipers of

the Black inthat

that if I dared breathe it, even in  whisper, I shoul
neser dare show my face there again. They fake e
devil-worshiping seriously in Germany.

Then there is no further need for secrecy, That is
with the former Crown Prince of Germany, He w3
openly accused even in his own country of beinga desi-
worshiper.

Rasputin, the infamons Black Monk, can be mes-
tioned. Ho is dead. It can do him no harm. Wi
tmowes e is not still participating in rites he made =
carthly habit?

Orgiastic Peoples

And tho poor Czarina! She, too, fs past haminz:
Tt is only too well known how she was forced to atterd
“Black Masses” by that same Rasputin who was tke
evil genius of the Romanoffs.

The roster of others would fill volumes—blue bools:
However, they may not be told.

‘What I may tell you is of what Satanists really a7t
And of their “Black Masses” and orgiastic revels whic
saw with my own eyes. T am not bound to scerecs
It would not make any difference if I were. T should
tell. What I know others should know—for their 0%

protection,




A WARNING

Fundamentalism
In recent months there has been €0 much contro-
versy about fundamentalism, what with all the furore
about Ku-Kluxers, and trials of believers in evolution
for heresy or what not, that it is hardly possiblo there
is a person in this country who docs not know what a

TO ALL

YOU!
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fundamentalist is.

There are too many such—thorough believers in u
God who made heaven and earth in six da
fire and damnation, in 3 Jonah that was swallowed by
the whale, and in the iteral nceeptance of all the ancient
Hebrew and Chaldean lore with which the Old Testae

ment is filled.
‘Well—Satanists aro just the opposite!

Do Not Fear the Devil

Like fundamentalists, they, too, believe
in a personal Devil. But ho is not a Devil
to fear if he is worshiped.

He is a creaturs to be cxalted! Hels king
of the world and the regions beyond!

At his behest the angels of the funda-
mentalists turn on their wing batteries and
flap of to hide their heads belind clouds.

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

Has Great Power
Oh, he's a great old person—is the Devil
of the Diabolists! -
% He groans and the world shakes. He grins
and beautiful flowers and beautiful women
.
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spring up magically.

AUl that i, is his. The God of the fundamentalists
has nothing; is nothing. The Universe is Satan's to

eepfor bisownar Lo s o bis devolcs,
tanist

e or she
fall down nnd worship l|lm1 Who wouldn't sacrifice
o him?

Pure In Mind and Body

Tt has taken the mind of that all-powerful Devil him-
#elf to have thought up all the rites with which he is
worshipod. But then—there has been more than one
dovil in human form In this world. More than one op-
ypartunity 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—t things are essential.
‘There must be n 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 ls—the unclad body of the maiden
pure in soul and body.

One of the most impartant parts of the ceremonial is
the conseeration of that “altar.” It was in this that T
helped in that “Black Mass” in Berlin. As an added,
almost unbelievable detail, the maiden selected for
“consccration to the Devil was the daughter of two
af the worshipers!

The mass was “celebrated” in the studio of a wealthy
member of the cult. The room had been specially
decked for the oceasion, though, and black and erlmson
hangings were draped to give the effect of a chapel,

‘The Consecration

There were no glaring lxghtx, but blue and brimstone
yellow and crimson inked and blinked like
messengers from His Mnlmty's nether domain. Men
and women, the men robed in black, the women in
white, their heads hooded much as the familiar Amer-
fcan xu- lv.ul.-rn, sat on benches as though they were
in

/u lhc “meeting” progressed, they kndlt when oc-
casion demanded; they stood at the proper times as in
the rituals of . orlhndnx churches. Sometimes they pros-
muu themselves with froans am.! wailings.

d wails, I am h
of ullm»!undnmmu.ll!l sects sentla'ed Lhmughmxt Ulﬂ
more ignorant rural districts of this country.
The Hidden “Altur"

“Black Mass” celebrants, however, have not the ex-
cuse of ignorance,

Soft, insinuating music on muted instruments was
played as the ceremony was begun. At its start, tho
human “altar” was hidden behind a curtain of dull
cbony hue.

IN 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 thesame. Until—

‘When he turned around, there glared out from the
back of his surplice the most devilish, searlet 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
tister Len on a somewhat similar oceasion, this “high
priestess,” too, wore nothing but a silken saxlel robe
which swung loose and displayed her

She was the acolyte. One would have h:\d In 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 1 heard their “Litany.”
Curiceity or no curiosity, T wished then that T 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 e a child, but always “Satan” had been vsed
instead of “God;” “evil” replaced “'good."”

That was n 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 accentuuted
by the tali candles at the side, and the hugh erucifix of
gold, standing on {ts head.

‘The Human Altar
Slowly, as the chanting grew louder, to moaning and

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 erimsn,

She might have been & 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 mare 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 swine

isellsplashed redly on the white body of the girl
1t trickled over her like drops of living blood.

The “pricst’s” voice rose to a shrick

“Redeem us from virtue!” he cried.

“Black Mass™ Over

Tis ery was taken up and echoed through the roam,
The sounds died away in moans. The “maiden pure in
caul and mind and body” had been conseerated to Satan
and all his works. The “Black Mass'” was over.,

Over, did 1 say? A mere figure of speech, Over for
(hat one night, I meant. That consecration ceremony
was & preparation only for what was to follow the next
pight. They meant it to correspond to the rite of
saerament in the Christian church.

| Only Mildest Part

1 had yet scen only the mildest part of a “Black
Mase.” T was so0n (o see the orgies with which true
Devil worshipers pay their respects to the Great God
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There were former soldiers and famous lights-o'love;
politicians notorious for their cruelties, and many,
many members of a deeadent and dying aristocracy
and nobility.

There wer—but it would take a soclety column in n
newspaper to recount them all,

On the surface they looked s innocuous, ladies and
gentlemen in conventional evening dress, suave, cul-
tured, low-voiced and with brilliant msfs at tips of
tongaies.

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 o black.

Even in the dressing rooms, an alarming quantity of
liquors vided, including the choicest
and high-powered brandies. What was more alarming

toundi

Pan. With them, as with , 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
inall picturizations, has held a demoniac leer that well
might make him the Devil of the Middle Ages as ho is
of those who adhere to beliel

g—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
been striving for years to make impossible to obtain.
They were there, not in mi-

in him today.

Not long ago there ap-
peared in a popular weekly
‘magazinea story in which Pan
was pletured as materializing
i human form and raising @
ot of havoe among the re-
spectable members of o fach-
fonable house party.

Blood Thirsty Demons

People laughed and
thrugged their shoulders at
the fancy. What an imagina-
tion the author had!

been used

“good.”

HAT a terrible

thing it was!
most word for word it
sas the Litany of the
Christian church I had
been taught as a child,
but always “Satan” had

“God;” “evil” replaced

nute quantities, but in bulk.

of hypodermic needles.
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

Al-

instead of

T can tall you it was not all
imagination. 1 believe Pan
can and does come back to earth. T have reason to. T
have seen the tracks of his eloven hoofs. 1 have wit-
aessed humans being turned into blood-thirsty demons,

Hear what happencd the night following the “con=
secration”” 1 saw.

The “Best”" People

The affair took place in the ball room of the palaca
of 4 notorious beauty known throughout the world for
her dallying with love. 1 felt, as 1 first saw the guests
arive, that T might have been witnessing a brilliant
society funetion. There were representatives of all the
highest social lights and culture of Europe.

Thero were poets and painters; society women and
men whose names were high in the financial world,
but whose personal reputations were none 00 syory.

wild leapings and posings.
Savage animal dancing, growing madder and madder as
insane music waxed louder and the shivery “thum-thum-
thum” of a hidden tom-tom made its insistent way
into already drug-, liquor-, and emotion-erazed brains.
And all in a brlliant, glaring light, for there were
1o dim blue, red or yellow lights here. The grinning,
tocth-bared Pan-worshipens seemed to glory in the
baring of their bodies and souls.
The Symbol of Pan
On & raised platform in the center of the ball room
chained 50 ho could not escape the human fiends who
tortured him, was a poor, ugly goat—symbol of Pan.
‘He was all the more hideous beeause of his fear.
In the eloctric light, his eyes seened to emit sul-
phurous fires. In his terror, he would open his wide
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mouth with its shaggry beard, as the wildness about him,
and the monotonous thrum of the tom-tom increased his
frigh, aad bleat out his hoarse protests.

Were they noticed? Only by further ehouts. And
gibing attempts to utter laments like his.

In the midst of the hubbub  woman with tossed hair
and with a lopard skin thrown, Evelike, across
her shoulders, leaped to the platform beside the

d began to sing. She was a famous opera
singer, 1 was told.

To Revel Hersell

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

Ondinarily, I could not have got hold of 2 copy of
that song to pass on to you. But even the most wily
are not their cautious eelves under the stress of emo-
tion. Or filled with drugs and champagne.

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
ing, howling and baring their teeth like enraged

To Pan

*Give me the slin of the open ey,
And the word of madness and mystery.
ToPan! To Pan!

ToPan! ToPan! Pan! Pan! Pan!
The gods withdraw;

The great beasts come, To Pan!

Goat of thy fiock, T am gold, I am god.
And I rave and I rip and T rend,
Everlasting, world without end,

In the might of Pan.
IoPan! IoPan! Pan! Pan! Io P

As though the end of the song were a signal, the part
resolved itself into an orgy of unbridled fury and llc(n&e

Diabolical Orgy

Men dragged women about the floor by their hair till
they shrieked 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

A LOVE CULT

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 closed on his bare shoulder. She would not let
go till she had drunk deep of his blood.

Whipped to Unconsciousness

In one comer of the room a girl had had- herself
strung up by the thumbs. Nor would ehe 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 sereams:

“Io Pan! Pan! Pan! Pan!”

1 had to shut my eyes a moment on a scene too temi-
ble to describe. T 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 bods, dagger in hand,
made o bound to the platform on which the bleating,
stricken goat stampeded. With a blood-curdling,
long-drawn-out wail ehe 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-eagerness to wallow in the spurting blood
and to drink §* 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 mare.
‘Those argiastic 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. Tuse it here in its true, primary meaning—
horrible!

For participants in such Devil orgies there can be only
the exeuse of insani It is the only possible charity.
It isa 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 sl
sought death, or locked sccurely in the madhouse they
so richly merit.

— e —C



CHAPTE

HEN that first experience with the autrageous

cult was over T felt as did the famous French

novelist, J. K. Hays, ufter he had scen the
Nothing could purify im, he felt, save to retire to 1
monastery and spend months in petitionings for par-
don. Which he did.

1 would have liked for the gates of some pure, clean
cloister to have opened for me. I could gladly haye
Iain my shamed face on its cool stone floor till the mem-
aries of what T hiad seen had been Llotted out, and T had
been forgiven.

My Mission

That was not be be. Life called me. Though T did
not then know what it was, I had a mission. There was
much L must do to help save many a young girl in my

life through the seductive
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of God and an incarnation of the Divine Spirit that he
wins able to found a real City in Illinois, of believe
all sworn to his ereed of self-abnegation.

As far opposite as day from night was the creed of
Dowie from that of the Devil worshipers, To him all
yirtuca were summed up in that. big precept. of hi,

enial.

His Denials
No tobaceo, no drinks, no theatres. No music
cxeept that passing the censorship of the head. No
pork, no dainty gowns. Nothing that could be con-
strued as amusement; nothing that could be called
worldly. Even physicians were tabu. There was no
need of them among a people acknowledging the
complete power of God and Dow
Full of abnormal strictures

beckoning of secret cults or
other luring combinations of
circumstances.

This frank word of wam-
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, however,
consider those in this cow
try. 1 have already told you
of some of them. 1 know of
others, and, while in all in-
stances, what T know has not
come through personal ex-

awn country from ruining her
A

in their devi

L 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,

to wallow in the spurt-
ing blood and to drink it
from blood-smeared,
cupped hands.

as it

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 fanatic, Glenn
Voliva, who bobs up ever sa
often with some new fan-
tastic assertion or other to
match his long-protested ar-
gument that the world is flat.

Woman His Downfall

il-eagerness

perience, it has come from

unquestionably authoritative and intimate sourees.

Dowie—Oom—and Others

Thave known cults from Dowie to De Lysle. kno
much of the true story of the ultra-exclusive “Tantril
cult of Pierre Bernard, the famous “Oom, the Omnip-
otent" of his wealthy and aristocratic adherents, for
Twas his High priestess.

I can tell you secrets of the wealthy Charles Garland
who refused the millions he inherted because of his be-
iets, and of his widely heralded “April Farm.”

This is a book, but what T could tell you of sects and
cults and societies and elubs, had I the vould fill
many volumes. 1 can touch but lightly on some. Tonly
bope you may profit by what T have seen and known and
avold the pitfalls that lie in wait for unwary young girls
(and older women, t00) in more places and in more
insidious manner than you dream.

Allin the Name of Love

And all of them in the name of that greatest, most
illy-treated, but most truly beautiful of all emations
~Lave!

Twas, of course, too young to know what a cult really
meant when 1 knew John Alesander Dowie. He was
the “Elijuh” who was so confident he was o mouthpiece

For ull his religious fervor,
it was the world-old story with Dowie. A beautiful
woman caused his downfall.

I am in o position to say this more freely than
the public prints cver have, for 1 was in Ziom
City at the time, having been taken there as a
bride by my husband who was @ thoroughly con-
verted Dowicite.

Because I was so young and impressionable, T confess
1 was rather awed by the white-bearded old man. 1
rather thought it might be true that such n benevolent,
patriarchal person could heal or perform other miracles
by the laying on of hands.

Hand Healing

It was by tho 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 sy 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? i

There was polygamy. All the prophets and the kings
he read about bad at least a couple of dozen wives or
concubines.

He looked about him, Here he was, a prophet! And
ho had but one wife!
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Many Beautiful Women

She was—not £ young. Her eyes no longer sparkled
s 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.

Helooked again. There was one—

She was a beautiful Swiss girl. Her name was Ruth
Hofer, and she was wealthy. 1t was sid she was en-
yaged to Dowie's son, Gladstone, the famous *“unkissed
son" who beeame such a laughing target for New York
chorus girls who were determined to ruin his reputa-

ion.
Engaged to His Son

Perhaps Ruth may have been mwd to Gladstone,
tentatively. But to us who knew, Gl e was
merely a comouflage for his father’s affair with Ruth.

Ruth had taken her place among the women of the
0ld Testament who chosen by prophets.

That might have gone on indefinitely had not Mrs.
Dowie been so modernly matter-of-fact. It might be
true enough that she was far past farty, wore store
teeth and rpecs 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
Le 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, 50 much was he accustomed
m being obeyed when he passed out his ukase that God

led he do this or that, he could not at first get it
lhmugh his head it would not work this time. When
there was no longer any powbiluy of concealment,
came out boldly cne day with pronouncement:
“God has ordered me to divorce Jane, with all

7

spend.

Whercin 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."

' 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 clse, to go along with Jane till death
should them part. It did, not long after.

T am sure that, for all his faults, Dowie grieved him-
#elf 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 a
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

LOVE CULT

circus that ever entered the same Madison Squarg
Garden he made his headquarters. But New York ,,..,
want to be led out of any wildemess. Not 1y
John Alexander Dawie. New York mads thay

S

plain.
Dowic's campaign in “Babylon” ended in as abysmal
aalloroas has ever been kv fn e aticmptn at

redemption. He retreated withou r grace or
ity to end bis days in Zion City et they ap-
preciats

Rt Dowia ' thaloug ako:

Oom

1 do not know why writing of him should remind me
(hut it does) of another cult leader who has brought
religion—of another variety—to combine with the love
on which his cult is 5

Dowic has long since gone to be with the other

prophets. The man of whom 1 am thinking is very
mnch n.thnd not kicking. Th
son why , for he it is of whe
going to tell you, should kick at the way Fate and the
cult he founded has treated him.

1 bave known many a cult since those very young
and guileless days when 1 was among the Dowicites.
But 1 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

1t may b you do ot know of whom 1 spek when T
say Pierre Bermard. Well, then, let’s eall him “Oorm,
the Omnipotent.” That, probably, bas a more familisr
ring. 1t is by that resounding title he has chasen to
eall himeelf and by which he is addressed by his es-
thusiastie followers.

Some of the greatest names of New York society s
finance are connceted with the activities of Pierrs
Bernard these days. 1t was not always so.

In those early days, when I first knew Bemnard, |
would have been as surprised as any one to bave been
told that some day he would wield the inffuence he does
aver the highest in the land. Even then, though, 1 mor
than once had an inkling of the business ability of the
man—the cute sense of business values which [ am
sure tuat, more than anything else, is the reasan for bis
success.

Peerless Promoter

He s a teacher of Hindu lore and Hindu religion, and
heis good! Good at his teachingr, shall 1 add? 1 don't
presume o pass on any one's private worth, you know.
But before being teacher he is a man of business. As#
promoter, Pierre Bernard has no peer.

And from what humble beginnings may a great cult
leader come! From hall bedroom to marbled balls-
“That might be the story of Pierre Bernard. 4

1 am golng into detail to tell you what I know of bis
carly beginnings ns well as what 1 know of what ccurs
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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Many Beautiful Women

She was—not o 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 youns; 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.

Helooked again. There was one—

She was o beautiful Swiss girl. Her name was Ruth
Hofer, and she was wealthy. It was said she was en-
aged to Dowie's son, Gladstone, the famous *“unkissed
zon” who beeame such a laughing target for New York
chorus girls who were determined to ruin his reputa-
tion.

Engaged to His Son

Perhaps Ruth may have been engaged to Gladstane,
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
0ld Testament who had been chosen by prophets.

That might have gone on indefinitely had not Mrs.
Dowie been o modernly matter-of-fact. It might be
true enough that she was far past forty, wore store
teeth and spees 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
Le fireworks, even in the house of & prophet.

Ordered to Divorce Wife

So long had Dowie been complete master of Zion
City and his own household, 0 much was he accustomed
In being obeyed when he p:nss«] out his ukase that God

led bie do this or that, he could not at first get it
lhmugh his head it would not work this time. When
there was no longer any possibility of concealment, he
came out baldly one day with this pronouncement:
“God has ordered me to divorce Jane, with all

speed.
Wherein somebody erred. Apparently God had mis-
L.m His onder 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.”

' Grieved Himself to Death

“There was no argument. It was plainly up to Dawic,
if he wanted to continue being prophet in Zion City
or anywhere lse, to go along with Jane till death
hould them part. It did, not long after.

I am sure that, for all his faults, Dowie grieved him-
#elf to death. Fm' 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 o
Messiah,

New York Ignores Him

He came to New York to the secompaniment of as
great a blare of publicity and flourishing bands as any

A LOVE CULT
circus that ever entered the same Madison Squarg
Garden ke made his headquarters. But New York dig
not want to be led out of any wildemess. Not by
Elijah John Alexander Dowie. New York made Ilnl
plain.

Dawie's campaign in “Babylon" ended in as abyuna)
& failure as has ever been known in such attempts n(
redemption. He retreated without particular grace
dignity to end his days in Zion City where they .|;>
preciated him.

But Dowie is of the long ago.

Oom

1 do not know why writing of him should remind e
(but it dos) of another cult leader who has brought
religion—of another variety—to combine with the love
on which his cult is based.

Dowie has long since gone to be with the other
prophets. The man of whom I am lhmlnng is very
much alive—and not Iddong “There is no carthly rea-
son why e it is of m I am now
going to tell you, nhauld Imk u the way Fate and the
cult he founded

1 have known m:mya n.u since those very young
and guileless days when I was among the Dowieites.
But T do not know of any that has been 50 successful
or received such wide advertising as the “Tantrik” cult
of Bernard, and the exclusive colony he has set up.

Ias Greatest Society Followers

1t may be you do not know of whom T speak when T
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 Piere
Bernard these days. It was not always so.

In those carly days, when 1 first knew Remard, |
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,
than once had an inkling of the business ability
man—the acute sense of business values which I am
sure that, more than anything else, is the reason for his
success.

Peerless Promoter

Heisa teacher of Hindu Jore and Hindu religion, and
heis good! Good at his teachinge, shall I add? 1don't
presume to pass on any one's private worth, you know.
But before being teacher he is a man of business. As3
promoter, Pierre Bernard bas no peer.

And from what humble beginnings may a great cult
lader come! From hall bedroom to marbled halle
‘That might be the story of Pierre Bernard.

T am going into detail to tell you what 1 know of his
carly beginnings as well as what 1 know of what cocurs
in the privacy of his vast domain out near Nynck, New
York. And those are things that are seldom told. Fory
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her reast was a
bl Shatce tod with
wize of despest erimpon.
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unlike 50 many other cult leaders, Oom, the Om-
nipatent, has marvelously been able consistently to
maintain the secrecy which is the very backbone
of success in cults,

Just Pierre, Then

1t scems like such a long time ago that 1 first knew
Oom. He was just Pierre, then.

My acquaintance might, in a way, be said to lead
direetly from the sceret chambers of Dr. Latson.
Thers are so many ramifications in any cult—so many
times those who have been associated with one are
likely to run into a former fellow member most un-
Expectedly.

I have told you of the young women who were
#tudying aesthetic and Hindu dancing at Dr. Latson's.
They were not all society women, cither, though so
many of them were of that leisure, bored and sensa-
tion-seeking clnss,

Taught Hindu Dances
One day I ran tieross one of the young women who
had been a student ot Latson's while T was being
“Quesn Bee" of the “Bee Harem.” She greeted me

most enthusiastically and was cager to leam more of
the details of the doctor’s suicide which she thought T
must know.

She was, shu told me, on the stage—in vaudeville.
She was successful after a fashion, too, for her act then
was rather a novelty. She had capitalized what she had
learned from the doctor and was giving some Hindu
dances.

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

1 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 enthusiasm roused my curiosity.

met Pierre Bernard, for it was he of whom she

had nmkm

1 was ane of the first to know anything of
the ph\n (hu vaudeville dancer had in mind for Bernard
and herself—a plan which has grown to such propor-
tions today that the quict, unobtrusive, rather bald
young man I met that :hy 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
Nynck place, lolling luxuriously in ane of his oft-
cushic qml pnrrixvp. forcign autamobiles, driving through
his park, and the memory of that first
Tunch vullx lnm in that Jersey boarding house eame

back to me.
And 1 laughed. Laughed, as T recalled how utterly
he had forgoiten thowe carly days. Laughed as 1 con-
sidered how his blue-blood colony must have to bring
to their aid all the Eastern concentration he has taught
them to make them forget and ignore his humble be-
inning.
For—i the besinning, “Oom, the Omnipotent,” the
“loving, Tantrik guru” of New York and Nyack was—
a harber!

‘Was Broke

Not such a successful one, either, for when he first
met that lttle vaudesille dancer who was to tum his
life course into n stream of gald, he was frankly
“broke," a little bewildered 0 to what to do next,
not even good-looking hair-cutter come out of the
West. It was a lucky day for him when a pretty
dancer’s footsteps strayed to

LOVE CULT

“Oh, if I were only o man!” she declared dramatically,
a5 she outlined her plan. “I'd show them! Dut
s, horo—he's Jut the ene to do what I ean't,
Vateh us

I've leamned @ lot since you were Queen and T was

i T Ta o Tl e e Httun 8
surcly tell you o thing or two. Why, just think of it
W call ourselves civilized in this country! Look at our
divarces, our suicidcs, murders, other tragedies that
follow in the train of mismatin

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 loaked at me and smiled apologetically.

“Imean 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
Aano—Snmn

just what I intend to do—teach them,” she
went on, “—with Pierre's help.""
He Ts Willing
He said not a word; just grinned and nodded asent
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.
lowever, Pierre was willing. He was willing about
‘mast anything that promised steady meals, and he was
persunded there was a good deal to be said for the art
of Swami-ing,
t wasn't going to bo too easy, the actress sail.
They would have to learn, and Pierre would have to
study. They must leam all

his l»z\nllﬂp house.

o had idens, that girl.
Good on , too, for she had
Kept eyes and cars open while
1 been studying among
the Hindus and had leamed
mich of what is really good in

Tﬂnd *sold”
1 found out n;

she

HAT he was impressed

that Plerre Bernard had been

the Hindus could tell them
about the gentle art of love,
and then—

" on her idea
ot long after He Is Serious

“Then we ecan teach the

their teachings. At least, the
ideas of the Hindus, so dif-
ferent from thoso of the Anglo-
Sawn, have always scemed
good to n

That young Oriental dancer
tiad kad her ideas in mind for
some time. Oh, there was n

impressed by

teaching Hindu love at so
much per teach.

Tow Anglo-Saxon how to love!" she
much he believed himself, I sald engerly. “At least Piere
did not know then, and I do can. I'm only a woman. The
not know now, but he was Hindus don't think so much of

the idea of || women as teachers. Women
are only the receptive ones i
theloveline. Think,

do o lot of loving, Plere!”

Iot under that lo op of

blonde hair of hers! She explained ft all to me
as we three lisurdy ate the boarding house lunch
o in a lttle comer,

We Call OQurselyes Cisilized

She had not found any one lu hur taste to help carry
out her ideas, though, until . And he
was such malleable material, vmh 1o place to go but
out.

she teased,

He nodded solemaly, but
1 could see then, that if he went Into the matter,
he would go into it seriowsly.

Ho has.

That he was impressed and “sold” on her idea 1 found
out not long after; that Pierre Bernard study
ing most camestly. How much he believed himeelf, I
did not know then, and 1 do not know now, but he was
Impressed by the idea of teaching Hindu love at #0
much per teach,
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To Teach Love
He was not going to teach music;
Ing. He was going to teach love,
money in it, and be belioved her,
So he went.about steeping himself in Hindu lore, mys-
ticism and polygamous thearies with all the earneatnog
that is his most salient eharne

nor china paint-
The girl eaw

TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS @

are such nosy things. They had a lot to say about what
went on in the Sanskrit Callege, and really, what did
they know?
There was
dancing nude.
Pierre

lot of talk about young girls
Somebody or other had seen—and
Bernard was an awfal polygamist, they said,
And they said, and they said,

teristic.  So much so that [
doubt if today there is o
better exponent in this coun-
try of the Hindu cults than
that same Pierre Bernard 1
saw that day in the boarding
house solemnly nodding his
head over the prunes,

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

\
Wik

wrong in

He Becomes All Hindu kng
He studied—bard. 1 didn't

LLL, what of it?
! at’s
with pretty
dancing aw naturel if
they want toso express
themselves? Isn't the

only? Those were aes-
thetic dances. Don’t I
ow?

Not Wrong

Well, what of it? What's
wrong with pretty women
dancing au naturel if they want
100 express themselves? Ien't
the wrong i the mind, only?
Those were aesthetic dances.
Don't T know?

As for polygamy—well, after
all, it’s best to confine oneself

wrong
women

the mind,

him or his actress friend
for some time after that. When next T 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 strect, 1t was there,
at their invitation, that I next saw him. T wouldn't
bave known him.

‘The rather inconsequent, solemn-fuced barber bad let
bis hair grow and had put on a Hindu turban,  He had
ehed his pants and taken to flowing robes.

He bud forgotten the name of Berard, and was
“Oom, the Omnipatent.”

The Tantrik Cult

Hewas hear of the “Tantrik'” cult,its “loving guru,”
its “loving, Tantrik guru,”

Those were some of the first words T heard his first
pupils use toward him, pupils b 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 [
attended one of his Hindu meetings rather recently in
Lis exclusive colony in Nyack. For part of the ritual
ther s, chanted in unison:

e to me n loving gur,
Bo a loving Tanteik guru.’*

T 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 Nyaek estate.
Pierro hadn’t become such n great man in the Sanskrit
College days.

Almost a God

Why, they look on him almost as & god, these da
Tmaygine being loved by u god! He was then, well—
more natural, in i way, you might suy. ]
Tt was rather too bad that first experiment of bis had
be given up before it really got going well, Neighbors

o

concern me then—it never has
—what Oom or any one clse was doing that was not
right in front of my eyes.
How can T eay positively what clse than dancing and
some wonderful Hindu rites went on in the Hindu
College? Or what others than 1 did?

Into Court =

But they said, and they said, and they said s0 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 college, and the soft
musie and incense and Hindu teaching in the Oriental
environment with which Piorre 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 T
knew he was thinking. 1 could see it.

Was I there? Of course!

Something Pretty Splcy

‘The authoritics were looking for something pretty
spiey to come out of that armignment of the “loving
juru,” s they did not hold the hearing in open court,
but adjourned to one of the judge’s chambers, It was
#ood fun to see the long, disappointed faces when they
learned—exactly nothin,

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

Not one, did Tsay? Yes, one—they got her with a
subpoena before she could get all her clothes on. I
wonder if the rapacious reporters who sat with eagerly
poised pencils waiting for the sensation they believed
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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1 Don't Remember
No? Well, that was I For days after I kept repeat-
ing to mml( that monotanous: “I don't remember,”
“I forge
1 b\llmu it was the first and last attack of that kind
I ever had in my life. I've always been proud of my:

emory.
1 don't think you can call it at fault, ean you? I
k|mw my friends do not.
One of them reminded me, when [ said [ 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 Story

A chorus girl had just been married and three of her
companions were talking about it One of them said:
“She told me she made a complete eon!mslun 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 mmor} 1" eried the third.

Something Was Wrong

However, Oom's court experience did one thing. Tt
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 uflluence of today
is any criterion.

ere 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 serencly in the news as the
master of a d 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
Nyaek 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 Hateh Rutherford, “cured” of
nervous ills and the effects of o most disastrous matri-

monial venture through Tantrik teachings, is marricd ln
W. K. Nichols, one of Oom's assistants,

1t's Different

Esclusivencss and secrecy have done wonders for
Oom. It is go diffieult to join the Nyack colony! Al-
most impossible. O at least, it is much like joining one
of those exclusive clubs where one must be put up for
membership twenty yeam before he is born, It is just
as bard to know what actually gocs on in that house st
far back from the highway, most efficiently guarded
from vuligar public serutiny.

A LOVE CULT

Oom personally imparts his knowldge of Hindu lors
t0 those who sit at his feet. Besides hs lessons in k“ v,
others of his teachings have a sound and moral logi
basis. The body and the mind il

v, and ther s nothin i peyeholog or physioogy
e has negleeted toward that end

‘As n shrowd psychologist, ho is most successful. Ho
Knows human nature. Most of all, he knows women.

He Knows Women

He knows their complexes, uu.mspecl«l by them. He
knows the urge of a woman to be “Quee

Do I not myself know that fmm m) mk'n'mu: a8
“Queen Beo” in the * arem?”

He knows the insistent feminine urge to be a slave.

1 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.

$0 he dresses them up. And when he does, they be
ligve they are actually the figure they represent. Which
is the best reason for the success of his spect cos
tume balls of which so little has ever lmk«l out to the
public.

Gorgeous Balls

1 wes present at one of those balls during the winter,
and 8 more gorgeous spectacle cannot be imagined.
Earlier in the day there has been a Hindu “serviee”—
nathing, no matter what, would induce Oom to past
those by. They are attended not only by those wha
are at the time residents of the colony but by many
devotess 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
Eustern 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 lizht of
the tapestried and velvet-hung chamber, Oom repeats
his creed of love as the moving force of the world. And
ever and ever, in recurring litany, comes back that
monotonous chant:

“Bé to me a loving guru,
Be a loving Tantrik guru.”

And then, to swaying, nerve-easing dance measurs,
to the music of muted, hidden instruments, those who
havo literally sat at. the feet of Oom to learn, complets
their ceremony with  slow dance, and the lsson for the
day is over. Here and there, seated on the floar, with
downcast. eyes that never glance up, are a few who do
not join in the dance. They are elad in a single coars
garment and still as statues, save for the slight move:
ment of lips. They are thase who are serving a o
—are still contemplating their souls,
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The Time Draws Near

There ls something soothing in it all to restless,
tired nerves. Oom has not overlooked that, either.

There was excitement enough, though, us the time
for the dance drew near. The great house was filled
carly in the afternoon.  Socioty men and women from
New York and even from as far us 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 cxpress their desires for the moment.

You must give the man eredit.  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 iirrored 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:
ek, dark eiches of
o Hoad caking 01
u‘- 'l body « .'A’wao
ivind te he pirformc
‘tfee pase 21

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

Queens and Slayes

Certainly there were queens—one ean never escape
them—and plenty of elave 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 varicties that one queen was'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 ladics. Ob, o conglomernte host
of femininity of all degrees and states, and each woman
was subconseiously representative of just the person
she would like to be, but wasn't.

As were the men, from Remeos and pirates bald, to
Beau B s and di dmirals to spach
and Fast 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 cach wanted to be.
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My 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
v 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.

aws

But is it not brave?

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

Most sincerely T believe T 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. T want to tell of all
its blissful, palpitating moments.

I want to confess—and why not?—to
events and consequences which con-
ventional fools have tried to condemn
or hide.

Always, my passionate search has
been for Truth! Knowledge! I believe
I have gained both—and with them
Happiness! More, T 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 T
have:

“What is carnal sin?"

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

“Has onc individual, or a group of
individuals, the right to set itself up
in judgment of physical acts alone,
knowing nothing of motivating im-
pulses—to say to that one, or this—
“This is right; that wrong?'

“What is virtue?”
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And Oom smiled and smiled.  And —nothing.
I think it is the play, the make-believe, in which Oom

urges his followers to indulge that makes for « great
deal nt his success, Especially if the play is in any
sense bizurre.

I to mind one rather weird episode i the
of his followers. Not long ago a happily married §
who had first met at the Nyack colony celebrated o
wedding anniversary in Oom's houso set in the midst
of its forests and private golf courses. i

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 mon| We mn-iul
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 muplt' as they moved solemnly along
with the procession.,

The Dead Past

Why was that? It would have been hard for the

A LOVE CULT
uninitiated to make out.  Coffins don't seem like any
kind of o or o wedding nnniversary, Bup
Oom had explained it all to us, It was one of hiy
brilliant ideas.

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

1 must confess, llluugh that T felt o little ereepy
and did not have a lot of appetite when the banquet
was served later, for the coflin I had followed s
solemnly with the rest was used us 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 so much that i
beautiful in them. It is their beauty which “Ootm,
the Omnipotent” principally teaches.




CHAPTER X11

HE Hindus T have talked :
TP"" o about are frankly
Ts our modern trend in that direetio
“ i »” 3 Al
1 o reminded,” Whinkin o the rcent ogue cf
“cqmpanionnte marriage,” n term that |
Jike “soul mate” once did. e
Honestly, now, T want to nsk you. Isn't ids
2 . Ta fea of
frank freedtm of will ind impulee ot better 1pan ane
sach Jugeling of the marringe vows as companionate
marringe presupposes?
Memory harks back to when T first heard of soul
mates.

Bundling

Long before these sophisticated days there appearcd
on the American scene a man who pri)lwn([l)'nilmckm:
the conventional with what they chose to call his
polygamous ideas.

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

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

No? T will explain, briefly.

1t 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 “eparking” Or to

i
Took a Soul Mate

There was certainly o hubbub when he openly
to himself his “soul’ mate” oven before i (lg\'r‘x:‘:::
The press crupted with indignant protests and con-
demnation. There came demands from the people
that the man be suppressed.

They were for any method at all, from chaking 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-
tenance, he resembled the pictures of the Christ on o
stained glass window. He would have looked well on
a rack.

Forerunner of Companionate Marriage

But he got away with what he started. Pinney
Earle, poet-idealist, pioneer in free love and trial mar-
riage, and forerunner in companionate marriage theo-
ries, was one of this country’s aristocracy. He had
plenty of money. That always helps.

There are instances, however, where this idea of

readily be understood or condoned. Thers was Wil-
liam E. Corey, the fabulously wealthy steel man.

s wife had risen with him from poverty to afllu-
ence, had endured all life’s worst hardships with him.

Of course
‘beautiful.

ahe had ot remained cither young or
Nor had ehe kept step with his socal
ambitions.

their fate.

[ 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.

{ERE have been many ‘‘trial

marriages' since that did not
acquire their more modern appella-
tion of ‘“‘companionate marriage"
until the daughter of a wealthy
western publisher, took to herself a
% Her example has
been swiftly followed by our flaming

For a Beautiful Singer

So he simply shed her
as he would a worn-out
garment and took to him-
self the ravishingly beau-
tiful Mabelle Gillman,
comic opern singer. One
would have thought, with
his soefal-climbing am-
bitions, he would have
chosen one of the socially
cleet.

pether! The  dominics
bowled ngninst it from
their pulpits ench week.
In such & way did this man of whom I speak shock
the offspringt 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 sind his theories discussed where the names
al great scientists and other benefactors have been
forgotten or never known. And why not?

Pinney Earle, through his theories and his cournge
to earry them out, opened up for discussion n subjict
that is highly important. His iden was that for every
or woman in the world there is n “zoul ma
There are two souls somewhere thoroughly attuned
and undertanding each other—could they be brought
together, Thut conventlonal marringe, a4 he ineisted,
does not alwnys mate them, cannot be denied.

No sooner had the fair
Mabelle been ensconced 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,

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

Trinl Marriage

St beautiful, though no longer so young, Mabelle
i spending these days in lavishly entertaining European
nobility in the wonderful chatcau in France which was
ane of her husband's gifts. 1 was present at one of
her receptions, and 1 felt rather like o fish out of water.
1 could hardly help wondering how I got in, for it cer-
tainly appeared that 1 was about the only person pres-
ent who hadn't some fancy handle ar other to her name.
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Trial Marriage—Daddy Browning
There have been many “trial marriages” since the
days of Fendinand Pinney Earle. They did not acquire
\heir mare modern appellation of “companionate mar-
ringe” until Josephiine, the daughter of Haldemann-
Julius, wealthy western publisher, ook to_hersell @
Scompanion.” . Her example has been swiftly followed
by our flaming; youth.
‘Hut if you can tell me the actual difference between
“companionate mariage’ and free love, I wish you
would,

Daddy Browning

Perhaps, though, if 1 may digress a while, cven trial
marriage is better than to ha inl at all. There
is the much-maligned Edward West (“Daddy”) Brown-
ing. At least to me he scems maligned.

Poor “Daddy” Browning! He never even got a
chance to have a try at making his ma ¢ b SUCCESS.
His young wife, Frances Bell, “Peache of the tab-
loids, saw to that.

1 must tell you of my experiences with those two.

Garrish Publicity

1 shall tell you what actually happened during my
ehort acquuintances with the Brownings. You will
agree, 1 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 ot
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 fecling that he was o most misunderstood man.
You see, 1 had s0 many of my own experiences from
which to judge. I had u more open mind about his
impelling motives, 1 think, than had the majority.

An Expert Numerologist

1t occurred to me I might prove my theories about
him through a numerology reading, a science in which
1 have always been interested and in which, I may
confidently say, I am expert.

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

Poor man! He has been so badgered he doesn't
Jnow 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 eautious.
His experiences with those who had had eagle eyes out
for his pocket book have not 1éft him with the highest
opinion of humanit

He was apologetic, re odly assuring me he knew
thero 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, financial or
otherwise,

IN A LOVE CULT

Perhaps you may got something out of it at that,
ho lughed. “The newspapers might like to e what
the numbers sy, Go abead, if you like. By all
means, sell it to them.”

That, to me, was further ovidence of his courage, for
he had no idea whether the reading would be good or
bud. Cournge, | think, has been the sceret of iy
success. He hus not. even been afraid of being mis-
understood. That i because e is sincere and kas the
courage of his convictions. 1 know, because it b
been 50 with me.

His Father-Complex Misunderstood

As an evidence of how he is misunderstood, take his
“father complex.”  He can no more help being draws
to young people than a magnetic needle to the north,

Never for a moment. was 1 ever alone with Browning,
jite of what an intoxicated tabloid reporter who
peaches” into being his accomplice for the
furtherance of her own publicity had to say about my
efforts to lure “Daddy” awny from her and into my
cult. It was all so ridiculous.

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

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

“Peaches” No Fool

1 spent rather an interesting half hour with
“Peaches.”” T 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 cbe
was too fat. She was avid to hear what 1 had to <

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
christencd almost as long ago as “Peaches” henell
It was that good old standby, the familiar plane the
United Cigar Stores are now using us an advertisument.

It was quite good enough to pase in. “Peaches”
and 1 accommodated.

1 Am Forced to Sue

That brought us together in the public mind. Tha
reporter did the rest. When he eame to see me in ™S
home I was foolish enotigh to show him some articles |
had written about love eults. He carrie their idea
awny with him in his heal, and some of my
cherished photogmphs in his pockets. Ho ot thoe
while 1 failed to watch him, for & moment.

That was all there was to all that hullabaloo about
my weaning “Daddy” away from his more or k=t
blushing bride.

T had to bring legal suit ngainst “Peaches” and
ugainst the tabloid to stop them. That was not
pleasant, but it had to be done.

rost
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He Is Honorable

One thing T am sure of. He may be as greedsy for

city as they say he is, but 1 am sure Browning
had nothing to do with my unpleasant experience, Heo
ia toa honorable a gentleman.

1 have wandered far afield from love eults, but 1
must not forget. to tell you something of the Sinclair
and Garland experiments,

Upton Sinclair

Upton Sinclair, the famous socialist and novelist,
tias gone a long way sinee the days he thought up his
Jersey Utopia. In many in spite of his being
the Nemesis of “the eapitalists,” 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 a 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 n fig leaf. Which
reminds me—if I may digress for a moment. He bet
& reporter he could make one of the objreting police
buy @ copy of his book. He won his bet—sold it to
him with a Bible cover on it.

Not Always Smug
inclair was not always so smug in his idens. Many
will recall the colony he set

ideas of free will, or free love, or what have you. He
has changed so much that, when he was on the witness
stand a short time ago in defense of one of his books
incidentally, he condemned promiscuous
and with which I agree), he had this to

Believes In Love

“I believe in love, but not in sex as that word is
understood on Broadway, 1 do not believe i
cuity or license. 1 do not teach ar plorify it. )
fimt wife, during our divorce trial, called mo ‘an eseen-
tial monogamist.’ My socialist friends call me an
“old fogy.

Sinclair says many interesting things about sex and
marriage. I think be sums up the matter, as it stands
today, when he says:

“Marriage used to be a saerament; now its a lottery.”

Charles Garland

If you are looking for something more lurid, 1 am
£0ing to give it to you now. There has been plenty
of it in the career of Charles Garland, another violent
secialist and radical, since he first appearcd on our
horizon, He was first heard of when he refused his
inheritance of millions,
; l‘m|mlblc, they said! There must be some catch
n .

There wasn't. Charles Garland positively, firmly
ined to accept the money

up across the river. To it
flocked many of the “in-

—] txcause he had not caned
it, because it was the “fruit

ISHALL tell you what
actually happened dur-
ing my short acquain-
tances with the Brown-
ings. You will agree, 1
think, that for once in my

telligenzia” who were inter-
wsted in Sinclair's theories
of freedom and communal
living. Each person hud to
do his or her share of work
10 become worthy of being

of n greedy system.”

He Refuses Inheritance

I he had boen looking
for a way to get publicity
he could not have discov-

a member. There was no 5 ered a better one.  Only one
fummery of it 3 life at least, I was pretty | oher, at any rate. That
In fact, it was said that badly treated by another The

was the one he took,
idea of a man refusing a
million dollars may have

womanand by newspapers
which printed her libels.

at times there was so little
to et on the commu:

unal
pine board that all the high-
brows were in danger of Lo =

been a nine days’ wonder,
but they haven't quit talk-

sarving to death,

Nature put an end to that experiment when the
whole place went up in fames one night and the
novelists and the artists and the philosophers and the
freaks barcly cscaped with their lives in their high-
necked night-gowns and their shirt tai

Wife Runs Off
He tried another experiment of sctting up a single
tax colony in Arden, Delaware. A different sort of
colony.  But, after getting himself arrested for playing
baschall on Sunday, he had to face a real climax one
day when his ., the former Meta Fuller, doughter
of u New York eourt attache, ran off with Harry K
thie tramp poet, declaring he swiss her “soul mate.”
That Incident seemed to put o quictus an Sinchir's

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

It took the young man four years to gt rid of the
fortuno which, In spite of all he cauld do, just would
keep piling up. In the end the socialists nnd the
radicals and the “working class” did get it What it
s done for them b not as yet been recorded.

Free Love Farms

But Garland was free to work as hard and as con-

stantly a ever he pleased on the free love farms he
st up.

He followed his intention of giving away his money

in spite of the fact that, once or twice, he showed signs
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of weakening. Those were the times when children
were bomn to his one legally wedded wife, the for-
mer Mary Wrenn, aristocratic Boston society girl.
For, as Lady Astor says: “Wamen come and go, but
mothers go on forevt

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, Mrn. Garland decided enough of Charles
" She had been loyal, through a lot,
but she finally. dl\m\.\d him.

Strangely enough it was the taching of his own
mother that made Garland a love cult propagandist.
She was Marie Tudor, of Boston, a lincal descendant
of King Henry 111 of England who had six wives, who
went by the axe route and who had an unrecords
number of wul ‘mates. Her son came by his propen-
sities honest

When oLhur 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 toLove 17+

He was to be a great man, she said. He would lead
the multitude out of the money-worshiping wildemess
and into the promised land of frecdom of mind, body
an

soul.

Surely he has done his best—or worst. 1f a long
sucenssion 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 colonics. It has been work, work,
work, with heart, head and hands, and extreme denial
in all things—save in the perfect froedom to love who,
when and where one would. And as often as i uu-
pulse came.

Was Lovely at First

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

A LOVE CULT

in s colony. But there were ta be compensations,

Work would make virile men who should wear liife
clso than their own beautiful thoughts, Work wouly
make lovely, healthy women who would milk the cows
an foxd the hickens, ook and peiapssit o e
bare floor and sew a more or less fine

by, 680 ioge o ths eventide 13 (v et
lutes, in their bare fect and with garlands in their bair,
They could make and live their own poems. It did't
sound s0

Love Baby's Death

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

The high point in his carcer was reached recently
through the death of ane of his “love children.” It
was the baby of Bettina Hovey, a former Massachusetty

newspaper woman und his latest soul mate. The child
died u natural death. But that did not stop inves

igati
Oh, lhe pity of the story that was told!

The Fruit of Illicit Love

1 can vision what happened. The dark, cerie night.
The father and mother, tears strcaming from their
eyes, (for they loved the poor little mite) ploddiog
through wind and rain and darkness to the edge of &
deserted cemctery. 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 broke
branch struck into the earth the spot where
Bettina Hovey's baby lay.

‘The dream he had! Think of it!

The actunlity?

April Farm

T wonder if thero 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 by
little “love children” running around in the Ede be
had plnnncd to be without mnnn’)’ i i

t last episode likely writ

Garlants “April Farm," as ho named the Peanssh
vania love colony.
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E -70u youngsters will not recall—an older genera-

tion will, however—the famous “personal” col-
umns that ran for many years in the old New Yark
1. They were legally squelched finally, the chief
bjection to them being that they were media for com-
munications between  erooks, abetting - criminality
through the code lotters they used.
The “Herald" Personals!
How amusing were somo of those “personalst”
T was not interested in the non-committal ads, but
had many o lough over such as “Charming widow
wants to meet gent who grinned when she tore her

A WARNING TO ALL YO

petticoat at Forty-sccond Street,” or something of the
like.
Many and many an unconyentional nequaintance
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
ngland, 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 colummns, In
danger to unsuspecting, romantie youth, though, they
e ws & roaring lion to the lamb of the old “personal.”
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Get Acquainted Clubs
Even at their fint appearance, my curlosity was
aroused by certain of these “Get Acquainted,
“Lonczome” clubs.
Just what was behind them?
To what sart of peoplo did they appeal?
I kncaw there was many & young girl alone in the city
o desperate she would seize nlmost any. nppor(uml) to
‘et nequainted” with some of er own kind.
Did . gil ko that answer s s ap-
peared daily?
Did she meet “her kind” through them,
To et the answer, 1 knew [ must find out for myzelf.

Leave Them Alone

1 Degan 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. I found out enough in u|e ‘majority
of cases, though, to say to girls everywhe

“Leave them alone, girls! Keep away! You had
better be lonely all your lives than to run afoul of some
people such as [ ran across.  You are probably not as
able, as I certainly was, to look out for )numll.

An instance or 5o will suffice, I think. Here is one.

One Incidence

1 had picked out, for answering, a letter that rather
amuscd me. 1t scemed to have something out of the
ordinary, something back of what the words said.

In answering any of those letters T tried to follow the
lead of the writer I wns answering. 1 made my replies
as peculiar as their letters.

Tmust say, though, that had 1 beenamanandreeeived
from a woman some of those fearfully and wonderfully
cancocted epistles T evolved, 1 should have thought
tavice before taking the lady at her own valuation.

My Letter to Him

Here is what 1 wrote to one man from a suburban
town who signed himself “Union"” and who ezpressed a
desire to meet “A luly—object matrimony.”

tar, dear sir:
Would e interested to correspond with party who signa

Vimat “Union

Am a cultured attractive youny widow in reduced -
camstances and long for a home and would ik to make some
man bappy.

Am a capsble bouewife and very congenlal and have
wnusually good dispeaition, ete.

Can give you best of references s to my character 3s 1 know
‘many prominent peogle.

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 1 never could have imagined what actually did
cecur. 1 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 party. 1 did not hesitate, at

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
vou?” they all agreed with my “fian

Well, why not? What's wrong with a bathing suity
What's wrong with the human form?

1 noticed he did not show much enthusiaam for
marrying though, cven while being pleased at the idey
of heing engaged.

Was a Pervert
Then T found out why. The man was notorious in b
own town as a pervert. He had taken this means of
trying to pull the wool over the eyes of his friends and
associates. He wanted to cover his true nature h; h(~
coming engaged to rome woman. Preferably
e aathing sttt Fre L Mo
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 promie,
Imagine! He did have the feminine complex!

Then there was a peculiar experience in Baltimore.

Another Experience

" 1 answered the letter fn n “get-together” magasine
that read like this:

3 o ave oy aighie bt s s GatACmnl
elub who w 0 write to & forty-year-cld backelz,
Himee . thom Ao
T im maadhim In. helght and welght and have gray ow.
o

{otelligeat gl of the better clam. Can you belp me vert

Totar 0o Seonr,

I “took my pen in hand"” to see if T could managean
answer of the sort that might be expected from 3o
“intelligent girl of the better class” of the kind I fct
sure Jolly Old Sport meant. Here is what I finally gt
out of my system:

To Fill His Requirements
Dear Mr. Editor
oticed in ynu' column of “Get-Aequalnted” clob 3 letter
0 Is antlous to find a woman of the better
He signs bimsell Jeliy

1 think Jei i know mo by pame as I have writtes o
L SUT
T am confident. that Jolly O Sport would ik my coa-
panionshlp ax 1 am a real indiriduclist very human, fell o
pep and strikingly good looking. However, 1 do not wfet

'Will you give the gentleman my addres to write mel

Y atraid | sufler from a cwmple= for your magasine & 1
am a very enthuslastic reader and recommend it to all I o€
In contact with,

Now, dear Editor, will you tell thls gentleman o Wit
me s he seerns to be u type would Interest me.

Best wlahes for a big future.

I received a most
Jolly Old Sport in answer to that effusion.
ronged from his first conventional answer—

.
They
and o



Get Acquainted Clubs

Exen at thir frst sppearance, my eurlosiy, was
rtain of these “Get Acquainted,” or

Just what was behind them?
To what sort of people did they appeal?
1 ks there was many a YUK mrl alonein the my
would
p t mqu:nmul" with some of lu'r own k\ml
Did & girl like that answer those letters which ap-
peared daily?
Did she mect “her Kind”” through them,
To get the answer, I knew [ must find oll( for mysel(.

Leave Them Alone

"1 bogan by mr:kmg out a few letters to answer. Be-
fore T was through I had 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:

“Leave them alone, girls! Keep nvrn)' 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 cut for yourself.”

An instance or so will suffice, I think. Here is ane.

One Incidence

1 had picked out, for answering, o letter that rather
amused me. It seemed to have something out of the
ordinary, something back of what the words sai¢

In answering any of those letters I tried to [nllcm the
Iead of the writer I was answering. I made my replies
as peculiar ns their letters.

1 must say, though, that had I beenamanandreceived
from a woman some of those fearfully and wonderfully
cancoctid episties 1 evolved, T should bave thought
twice before taking the lady at her own valuation.

My Letter to Him

Here is what I wrote to one man from a suburban
town who signed himself “Union" and who a
desire to meet “A lady—object matrimony."

Dear Editor, dear o

Woukd e fabretid o corres ool pacty W s
bimsaf *Uni

A & celtored attrctive young ‘widow i reduced el
camstances and Tong for a home and would like to mako scme
man happy.

Am a capable housewife and very eongenial and have
unvsually good disposition, ete.

Can give you beat of references sa to my character 28 T know
‘many promizent people.

Would be pleased if you would give “Unlon™ my sddress for
correspondence.

We Become Engaged
I had expected almost anything from such n 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 enguged—oh, | was
guing to go through with all the fixin's to find things out.
We had an engagement party, I did not hesitate, at
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his insistent request, to pose for him in a bathing wit,
llunm: the party.
want the chap to know what ha's getting, don't
sout" they ollagreed with my “fance

Well, why not? What's wrang with  bathing euit?
What's wrong with the human form?

I noticed he did not show much enthusiaem for
marrying though, even while belng pleased at the idey
of heing engaged.

Was a Pervert

Then 1 found out why. The man was notarious in his
own town as a pervert. He en this means of
trying to pull the wool over the eyes of his friends ang
associates. 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  bit when I called the engagement
off. He wanted to sue me for breach of promie,
Imagine! He did have the feminine complex!

Then there was a peculiar experience in Baltimore,

Another Experience

I answered Lhn lcllu in a “get-together” magazine
that read like thi

Utyos e wny sljile lites in your Gﬂ-Am\uhud
club who would care to write to a forty-year-old backelr,
A Aot

1 am medlum In mm and weight -nd Bure pry
y le accountast iz

Bave m,- Comtrtable 1 -pmmm azd al
kTl fo iyt e gl companlonship of & rret gl
a graduate of Harvard 50 it Is caly natural L pecler

In\-l.llxenl girls of the better clam.  Can you
Jorur

1 “took my pen in hand” to sce if T could manage an
answer of the sort that might be expected from sa
‘intelligent girl of the better class” of the kind 1 fet
sure Jolly Old Sport meant. Here is what I finally g5t
out of my system:

To Fill His Requircments
Dur Mr. Editor:

Noticed i your column of “Get-Acquslnted” club 3 kttir
he bettr

=+itten te you who s anxious to find a woman of the
class. Well, that's me, all right. He signs himsel! Joly
Old Spart, Baltimore, Md.

X thiak you must Ko zme by oame a1 bave wten 4

you qulte ofte
T \m confident that Jolly Od Sport would lie my ceo-
panionship as 1 am & real indiriducliet very human, (ol of
pep and strikingly good looking. However, T do not safer
Irom superiority complez desplte my ¥ivid description of nr-“
Vill you give the gentleman my addrees to write me!

T'm alrald 1 sufler from a complez for your magazine
am a very enthusiastic reader azd recommend It to all L =t
fn contact with.

Now, dear Editor, will you tell this geatlanas to Wit
me aa e seems to be a type would Interest me.

Beat wishes for a big futore.

I reccived a most remarkable series of letters from this
Jolly Old Sport in answer to that effusion. They
ranged frum his first conventional answer—ond ¢




A WARNING TO ALL YOUNG GIRLS

could write—to the most enthusinsti ings
o instic outpourings of

They were the sort of letter that might well have
i'"p“,ﬂ‘."d nn unsophisticated girl. 1, myi"sel!. cnn(e:\
a curiosity to see the perpetrator of such purple episties.

1 decided to see the matter through. At last I told
him T would come to Baltimore, as he begged me to.
It got 50 that letters were too slow for him. He resorted
to long distance and to the telegraph

1 went to Baltimore to meet him.

A Preyer On Women

My first sight of him should have been enough, for,
when T saw my letter-swriting Romen, behald! He bad o
fat neck, a paunch, puify choeks, and small rat eyes that
showed him to be what he was—a preyer on the souls
and bodies of young girls
and women.

ks
pression on the man who could write such dreamy
letters. Somehow 1 got out. |

T can see him now, as he sank back into his chair, de-
feated, o miserable Tump of fat humanity, a disp-
pointed leer on his face, hands twitehing, 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 ns-
suring me his club was “just one big family.” If they
were, their progenitors had eertainly been most curie
ouslymated. Hewasn'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.
1 broke up several affairs

1 don't kmow why I
didn't get right back in the
train. 1 didn't, though.

I 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 1 found out why.
X 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-
tunate dance hall “inci-

I could hardly forbear
opening my mouth and letting out a loud call of:
“ ! Pig! Pig! Plzgiel”

Why wasn't that enough? |

1 cannot tell you. I do not know. Insatiable curi-
osity, 1 suppose.

He Tries to Subdue Me

1 wondered just how far he would go. T wondered
what his course of netion would be if 1 accepted his
persistent invitation to look over his apartment.

1 found out, and if T 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 1
ot through T had him grovelling at my feet on his best.
rug, teans streaming from his fat-lidded cyes, pouring
out his fat soul. If T would only stay there with him!
Just. this one night! Jewels, gold, fine raiment—just
25 s00n a8 he could get into his safety deposit bax—he
would shower them on me! In the momning we should
be married—

1 Get Away

1t was his last stand. He had tried force, had tried
the threats of an infuriated animal. He knew what it
was to got his face slapped when he tried ta fondle me.

Somehow 1 got into my hat and coat, grabbed up the
new bag 1 had bought to help create a “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 1
believe do good work in warning girls.
Girls Never Believe

But youth is careless.  Girls never believe that
what has happened to others may happen to them.
They do not stop to ask what may be the 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. Al right, huh?"

They Are Seduced

How little do such girls know that in more cases than
1 like to think of the “hostess,”" if she were called by
her right name, would be “procuress.”” Naturally I am
not talking about any of the better Jknown night clubs
or dance halls. They have dangers enough, goodness
Jnows, but they draw the line somewhere. It is the
emaller, more obscure “cluly” or dance hall, the haunt
of the working girl, eager for pleasure, of which | write.
Notes dropped from windows have sometimes told
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the end of such stories. They have told of girls kept
prisaners after all they valaed in life lad been foreed
from them.

More often m
the police of &
ot palais dofe in  ar-ll i

silence. Only another report to
ly another recruit for
or foreign land.

Victims of Gigolos

That the danger is not all for the poor girl who falls
vietimtosuich “gigolos” iswell known. The dance halls
the night clubs of every cly, abound with * “siolos,
as the
meansof-support- hmmcwnu" “ave. couie, to b

nown.

The term of course, originated in Paris, 1t s likely
to end in Paris, too, if ane can take seriously o clever
Jitthe jibe T heand the other day as true.

“They say the government Is going to clss you
yigolos s working men,” an acquaintance told one of
them.
 “gig” as they are fumiliarly termed, groancd.
‘orking 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
socicty manners.

They found their sorvices readily in demand by an
aristocracy-worshiping feminine American public who
bad not got over the babit. There wen: 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.
“Gigalos"—gigolettes,” too, sprang up by the score.

She Loses All

The pr'\rllc(' of paying for dancing partners
became quite the thing. So much so, | understand that
recently, in Lomlon, it has become the custom for even
the best restaurants and night clubs to fumish dance
partners, male or female, on order s they serve the
soup or caviare.

1 call 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 poarer one, 0o, for while

her awn “gigole” was not to blame for it, others who
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 lot
her “gigolo,” for she showed no better perspleacity than
to marry him.

She probably thought she would gain & great experi-
ence in love. Others have thought the same.

The Flower of Love
Especially have those thought so of whom 1 have
written—those who have thought to get love through

The women—oh, how often—have found that the
flower of Inve so sought is at best a death flower.

The men— can say best by quoting for you what
Gabriele d'Annunzio wrote about Mona Lisa in his pro-
logue to “La Gioconda.™

*Her ke Is death; ber love red flame
That scorches like a white-hot brand:
Dut luring ightning in ber eyt
Beckons to that forbldden land
Whern blasted lives, like bollow ekulls,
Lie whitening on the sun-cut sands,




my experiences in life; to withhold nothing,

T wonder if I have not eamed the right to inter-
polate a little sermon? It will nat be n long, or & cut-
and-dried sermon. 1t will be bits culled from the best
of the philosophy which Life has taught me.

1 have known the bitter and the sweet. 1 told you in
the beginning there was nothing in this world—nothing
of good or bad—but had its compensations.

That repayment in my case has been Knowledge,

My Creed

I BELIEVE I have kept my promise to tel] you all

This is my ereed:
1 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?
T believe emotions should

o
nat adopt o criterion of right or wrong to stand the test
of time.

That only those who are guided by their honest ine
tuitions find a true standard.

All 15 Good—All 1s God

That there is no right or wrong in the Universal

Plan. Allis good, for all is God.

hat, since the purpose of all life or energy is greater
development, we cannot stand still—we must ot go
back.

That it is never the thing itself, but our attitude
toward it, the use to which we put it, that brings us joy
‘or sorraw, happiness or misery, harmony or inharmony.

So much for what Life has taught my mind and soul, [
believe that I, myself, have had most to do with teuch-

never be stified 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.

T believe the big thing in
life is faith and courage to
g0 on, trusting in the ma-

I BELIEVE in experi-
ment. 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 withit the possibility
of failure or destruction.

ng C.
the sea to go back. It
would not.

I have done something

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,
but it is my contention that

terinlization of the goal of
our dreams and ambitions, through inspiration and
belief.

Greatest Gifts

1 believe the greatest gifts given to man carry with
them the responsibility for their proper use.

1 believe in a great love for all humanity, because all
are struggling for tl.e peace and serenity necessary for
development, growth, understanding.

1 believe that soul-consciousness, sympathy, under-
standing and love for humanity are the greatest kl{u. of
@ Universal God, though book knowledge and education
are of great necessity in this material world of ours.

1 beliove, 1 know, we are all vietims 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

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

With this credo, 1 have also come to know:

That when one adopts any certain standard of con-
duct and mornl code, thereby deciding all others at
fault, the result can only be inharmonious and de-
structive. N

“That as all human judgment is but relative, we can-

no ane need be anything
but young while living.

Years have a way of swiftly passing, and I urge even
you, s0 young you havenat yet Jearned that Life will not
always be May, to heed what [ have to say. The day
will come when you will not regret it.

1 have written many articles on the care of the body

2h exercise and a proper ttitude, but hens
1 shall merely epitomize a few of the most important.
points. 1 shall not epitomize to a degree, however, that
any shade of meaning may be lost.

Knew Coucism Long Ago
¥ I never had cause to learn of Couc and his slogan:
“Every day in overy way I'm growing better and
better.” I knew that long before the name of Coue
was flushed neross two continents with what was called
his “discovery.”

1 kiew 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. [ have had no need of beauty treat-
ments because T have not fearcd age.  Age is, after all,
only n delusion, if you can come to believe it. Think
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youth! That is the first Jaw.

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, ss easily ns those deadly ones of hate,
envy or malice.

Tmportant as it is, 1 do not consider mental hygicne
to be all in keeping young. For years I have followed a
strict regime. n! body buﬂdmy l h:ue no hesitancy in

me. I shall, yml wlll note, give )nu as many “dos™

ﬁll.rv behave

a8 “don'ts,” wmuhlnu @ little different from the ad-
o ]
Learn to Stretch and Breathe
D0 notjump aut of el Immeditely n wlkcaiog n
Allow your body to wake gradully.
by every musclo many times before you rise,
Breathe decply, too, as you streteh, and open your cyes
ually

MY LIFE'IN A LOVE

o, 1, mede my oy, ot
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Bathe in warm water, following it with a shawer of
cold water or by an alcohol rub, and waken the skin
fully with & good rubbing with a coarse tow.

Don't loll around all morning in a bathrobe. Youy
get lazy, and laziness is d

Eat o tempting breakfast, but not too heartily, Ay
long as 1 can recall I have always eaten sparingly, [
have aceustomed myself to periodical fasts, too, which
1 believe are gréatly responsible for the slenderncss 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 T have kept house, and have dops

all my own work, even to serubbing floors, washing
windows, making beds, sweeping—all the spurnel
homely dutics. For real efficacious results [ would ot
chango that exercise for all the golf, tennis or other
sports in the world.

There is another adv antage in housevork us exci
I can do almost all of it ing no clothing at all and
let the sun and air et pris body S vialio . L

slowly that they may becomo
the light of day. G o

do not beli win PP
on any of our best nwl ated golf courses,
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Decp hnsiLhm;( with the chest and bust are eseential.

always sing doing my housework and this has the
double nlJ\’unge of giving me deep breathing exercises
and putting me into the right frame of mind. Quite
often I stop in the midst of some duty and turn on the
victrols and improvise my own danees 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 streteh the muscles.

But after all this, the greatest factors are not follow-
ing any physical regime of bty culture, wny plaster-
ing on of beauty clay to tighten the skin (though T am

a great believer in this Egyptian method and used it
long before it beeame popular), not face massage, o
{ace lifting or mankey glands, but living and thinking
thoughts of youth. Being without fear of At fifty
1 have no signs of & menopause beeause I danot fear t.
1am better sexed than T was years ago.

Naturalness, too, is vital, as I told you early in this
story, and a getting far awny from stupid conventions,
prudery and hypocrisy.

‘Take a Lover

Because dignity and erippled joints go hand in hand,
throw dignity aside. 1f wives and mothers of middle
age could cust nside their cherished “respectability”
and become natural, there would be more youth and
contentment. In fact, 1 want to go so far as to advise
all unmarried women to have lovers, The sex-starved

8
are never those who have the white, rounded hodies,
who blossom as the rose.

I say this, knowing whereof T speak, for at fifty T
have the body, romance, sentiment, aspirations and
ambitions of a young girl. 1 am flled with pep and
vigor and never have “that tired feeling.”

It is my contention that Life’s greatest triumphs are
saved for midde age, that if one erpresses and does not.
repress, at fifty Life has just begun.

Have I n Lover Now?

You may ask if I have a lover now.

Have I not suid Tam never without a romance? What
would life be without it? 1 eannot imagine.

Madame De Stacl was sixty. when she had the world
of men at her feet. Sarah Bernbardt, Eleonora
George Eliot and many other famous women had love
affuins 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, [ shall not. tell you.
1t s too sweet, too dear. Perhaps some day T shall tell
you of it. Not now. It is being lived now and being
inscribed on my heart.

At fifty T am happy. Supremely happy.
one ambition in life.

The remarkable Ninon De I'Enclos was beautiful and
surrounded by handsome young lovers when she was
soventy. It is my ambition to surpass that famous
French beauty.

And z0 I hape to be able to write for you what is then
my latest love affair—at eighty!

T have but



82 MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT

A Warning to All Young Girls

Marian Dockerill’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 T 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 o 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 riot
hesitate, because, as our wis id 50 many cen-
turies nigo, “he who hesitates is lost.””  Lost shall be

that opportunity which comes but once in a life time,

course, you are thinking in your mind about
ways and means to make sure that it is a true Joye
when you see it. How can you tell that it is
forget all restraints and give yourself over to that
irresistible flood of passion?

For years, 1 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, Jotters
with their answers from me touching upon as diversi.
fied o group of cases as [ 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.

R v Tave Rosne articiiacypeobleca whihs las it Tega anemced sudl (bl saight Mocty be 0o ool
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,
stationery and mailing, you may enclose ten cents in stamps with your letter and 1 will study your problem
and advise you immediately. {

You must be very careful to tell me the full truth
1/ AL
Worio. Lkt

and not hold back anything beeau: will not be
fair to the other girls to whom 1 would rather give time

an these whe are not entirely frank with me and I do
not think anyone should take up my time unfairly or abuse

my confid
Dunellen,

ce.  Write me care of Better Publishing
J.

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
guing together several months, we became engaged. Wo
decided to et married when I'd be about 19 years old,
and as this is a long time to wait we thought we'd
break the engagement, with the understanding that
same day we would marry.

1 hase always been true to him, and told him ¢
thing. He has promised to do the same, and 1 belicve
hie is pretty true so far. Other follows have asked me
to g0 with them, but I refused because my thoughts go
back to the one T love. He docs not go out with dif-
ferent girls. He has told me often that he loves me.
Do you think e loves me if he waits till I'm of age?
Everybody tells me that he is not worthy of my love,
and that Id be foolish to marry him. But 1 love
him and no one clse. By

ar Dobbie, if you love the young man and ro one
alse, you should marry him no matter what your

friends think. Unless, of coune, sour parents object.
Your letter seems to indicate that he loves 30u.

In fact, your letter seems to describe a particularly
beautiful und complete love on the part of both of sou.
Good luck, Bobbie!

How to Win Him Back

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:
am & young girl of fourteen and 1 dearly love

@ young man who is twenty. | bave been out with
him once or twice, and talked with him o few times.
He seemed to care @ lot for me then but now if seems
to me that he cares for another girl.

He treats me all right as far as [ know. What can
1 do to win his love?

ELzarer.

Dear beth, mlmp« the young man thinks )m:
too young for a ho as sweet And
gracious and u)nmhmu' as you can N when you are
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with him—make yourself as adorable as possible, and
perhaps he will come to adore you!

1t is perfectly proper for him to see other girls, as
at his age very few young men care to tie themselves
up definitely with one.

And as for you—do not moan about him, but go
about having as good a time s you can.  Have many
friends and like them all. Don't let him make you
miserable]

Better Study

DEAR Mrss DOCKERILL:

T am engaged to a young man who seems to be very
nice, and has always treated me with great respect. T
love him dearly, and he tells me that he loves me.
My love affair with him seems to be different from all
others T have ever had although I am only seventeen
years old. He is twenty-one. Do you suppose this
is o “puppy love affair” or true love?

In the meantime I have planned {o finish school and
£0 to college, but he objects to this. He says it will be
00 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 Peggle, T think you should continue your
studies. At lenst finish school even if you do not go to
college.The young man will, T believe, wait for you
it he really loves you.

You will have many advantages if you continue
school and T am sure you can get the young man in
question to realize that. Show him how sincere your
desire for education is.

lain to him that you feel you can be a better
wife and mother if blessed with the advantage of a good
general knowledge.

P'm sure if you reason with him, he will promi.c (o
wait for you. Domot be defiant about it, but hold your
ground as well as you can and he may come around
t0 your way of thinking.

A Tardy Correspondent

Deanr Miss DOCKERIL
1 am a boy in my senior year in high school. T like

a girl very much. Each time I write her she waits
three or four weeks to answer, giving some foolish

excuse.
What eould you advise me to do? Do you think
she cares very much for me? I do not lave her enough
ever to marry ber.
AM.

Dear A. M, you seem to be quite puzled, but can't
you stop to realize that many people always delay an-
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swering letters, and that this docs not necessarily
us soon

others kevp 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 rot
love the girl enough ever to marry her, and are positive
of this, why be so concerned?

As long s you and she are just good friends, there is
no reason why you cannot pardon a little tardiness
in answering your letters.

mean anything? Some people answer lotter
c

Two Brothers

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

T have been going with a boy almost a year. He is
nineteen years old and I am only sixteen. He has a
brother, scventeen, 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 alder 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 advise me which one to go with, as they are
both nice boys, and both seem to want to go with me.

Sawy.

Dear Sally, if T 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 secing the younger, you
should hearken to his wishes out of deference to your
long acquaintance with him.

From your letter [ gather the impression that the
older boy is much more settled and sensible than the
younger, who seems to be out only for pleasure. The
older boy probably has a deep feeling for you.

It would be rather unfair to shift your attentions
nincteen-year-old boy to his brother just be-
cause 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

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

Please tell me how I can overcome bashfulness. T
am ashamed before nearly cverybody. Before some
persons my bashfulness has weakened but before others
it has incrvased.

My friends always tell me I will get over it, but T
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Dave little hape. Do you think T will? T do not know
whether T am growing more bashful or not.

1 am fourteen, four fect and ten inches tall.

much should 1 weigh?

How
A BasiruL BLope.

The only way to overcome bashfulness is (o think
s 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! Tt 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 anly way to forget being bashful
s to exercise your will power—make up your mind
you simply will ot be bashful. And kecp yourself
in as healthy a general condition as possible, for very
often poor health has a relation to mental conditions
such as bashfulness.

1 think your weight should not excced one hundred
pounds.

Sees Another Girl

DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:

1 have gone out with a boy for six months. He is
nineteen years old and 1 am only seventeen. 1 love
him dearly and he tells me he loves me. Recently
he met another girl and he quit coming to see me as
often as before, He says he still loves me. Please
tell me how I can gain his friendship again, for I am
wortied all the time about him. The girl he goes with
docsn't seem o 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 displaying all your good
qualities to him. 1f 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 thut he still loves you. If he is a truthful
boy, you have little to be worried about. He is certain
to come back to you if he loves you. 1f you were en-
#aged 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
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to wait and seo what happens, Perhaps all will tum
out for the best.

Wants to be Popular
DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

I'min my third year in high school, nearly cighteen,
and called pretty by some of my friends. 1 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 forcign 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
s popular s she.

She scema something of a mystery. She ean speak
plainer and better English than we do, and she dresses
cutely too.

1 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 T don't know just what you mean when you say she
was born in the United States, That makes her an
ican girl. She could not be American-born and
yet foreign. She seems from your letter to be a very
hice, 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_topics and talk about them in an intelligent
way. Do not envy others who are popular. Make
yoursell one of them by your sheer personality, clever-
ness and pleasantness. .

Three Girls

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

We are three girls, thirteen, fourteen, and fifteen
years old, of black hair, blue and brown cyes, fair
complexion. We wear short dresses and wear knickers
to school. We use rouge and lipstick and have
bobbed hair.

Do you think we are old enough to make dates with
the boys? Should a girl invite her sweetheart to din-
ner? Should a i go riding with & boy at nigh if she
loves him?  And if not?

Should a girl fourteen or fifteen love a boy or write
to him? Should & 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 mamies? Do you
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think the boy should bo 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 preeat, and should a girl give n boy
2

BrOwN AND BLUE EYES.

Dear girls, you eertainly are curious about a lot of
things, but T 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 us sweethearts. 1t is
very nica to Invite a boy for dinner, It is proper to go
riding with a boy at night unless parents nme
Your parents should be asked before you make
appointment with a boy whether or not they o
o!um to your being with him.
in loves or does not love; there is no such thing
as d\\:x ing whether or not to be in love! It is quite
nice to correspond with a boy. A boy may come to seo
agirl as often as he likes if she does not make known
to him that she would prefer him to limit his visitz.
‘That is up to her. 1 don't see how it is possible for a
boy to love two girls. 1f he can *love’” more than one,
it is not love at all. Just a liking that he thinks is
love.

As a general rule, I think a girl should be at least
cighteen when she marries, and the boy ought to be
the same nge or more—hut 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 sweat and thoughtful

thing.
But, dear girls, at your nges I think you should
your boy friends with the same emotions that
u regard your girl friends, rather than thinking of
auch things as love and marriage. These things will
come later,

Shall She Propose?

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

Tam of 4 good, mipeclnblu family, but the boy
with whom T am in love is the son of a bootlegger,
have been going with him for nearly a year and we love
cach other very dearly. He has never spoken of mar-
riago 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 swectheart's
father should uot influence you ngainst him unless he
mixed up in the business. If he has no con-
nection with the bootlegging activitics of his father,
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1 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 marringe to him—but look
before you leap!

Try to Mend Matters

DA Miss DOCKER(LL:

When I was seventeen years old T was married.
1 have been married three years and have one little
son fifteen montha old. For the last year or so my
husband has wanted me to leavo him and lot 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 mysel{?

Dor.

Dear Dot, before leaving him you should try in
every possible way to e 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 yoursell, your letter is very bard to
answer.

However, 1 would not advise you to leave—with
or without the baby, Try to make tho best of it.
Some passage of time may mend everything.

Tt will be very difficult for you to make a living for
your son and yourself, unless you have some spec
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 bim. Be as kind and good to your
hushand a5 you can be, and as unselfish about every-
thing ns you can be, and just sce whether or not he
will appreciate it. T think he will.

Too Early for Presents

DeaR Miss DOCKERILL:

I it considered proper for the girl to assist her
escort when e is putting on his coat in a lunch room
ar 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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more, for his gifts as he pays for hers?

Miss N. B.

The answer to the first two questions is “No,”
except under unusual cireumstances in the case of the
second question. 1t is proper, 1 believe, and a very
nice courtesy, to invite a young man to diner at home
even though the couple are not engaged and are new
friends.

As to gifts, the matter of money docs 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 ifts so early in the
friendship. Get better acquainted before making an
exchange of gifts.

Better Wait

DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:
Iam a girl of sixteen in love with a man of nine-
teen and we want to get married but our parents ad-
vise us towait. We know each other for about four
months. What shall we do?
Naxer.

‘Dear Nancy, I think your parents know best.  Wait
perhaps a year or two before taking the step, and mean-
while became better acquainted with the young man.
You are both very young and may be mistaken in cach
other, and only time can prove whether your love is o
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

DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

T am twenty years old and 1 really love a boy who
is twenty-one. 1 have only been with him twn or
three times but know him about a year. What can
Tdo to win hislove? 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,

Dear M. E. B, by no means run after him—be
more subtle. On those rare, sweet oceasions when you

#ee this charning man, be o 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 o good listener. Invite him to
‘parties whenever you get o chance. Do everything you
can to see him more often, but do not be obvious or
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obtrusive about it. Just be as nice as you ean be to
him—but don’t give him the idca 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 desperntely 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 us ever. You have not told
me how he manifests his gradual loss of interest.

Tam sure that if you are as charming 1 you can be
toward him, and constantly show him how much you
care for him, he will return your love. Perhaps un-
conseiously 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 to you. Make yourslf a
constant surprise; da things differently than he expects
you to do them, and his interest may be quickened.

“Another Girl"

DeR Mrss DOCKERILL:

T have been going out with a young man whom
love very dearly. He once secemed to care more for
me than for anyone clee, but now he goes out with
another girl. Although hie says he cares more for me
Uiun Lo does for her, 1 am heartbroken and don't
know what ta do.

LM

Dear L. M., I don't know just what to advise you
ta do; in fact “doing” anything in particular might
not alter the situation. The young man says he cares
more for you than for the other girl; perhaps he s 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 be see no other girl
Just be as nico as you can to the young man, and try
to hold your place in his alfections 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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« pasing fancy, and that you know 1o one has a surer

place in his heart than you.

Two Boys

Dear Miss DOCKERILL:

1 am eighteen. 1 am corresponding and going with
two boyz. One boy is in my home town, one about
150 miles away, in a large city. With the boy in my
Tome town I have been going out for six months, and
e has found out that I cormespond with the boy in
the big city and wants me to stop. I fecl that I like
the boy in the big city the best. What shall I do?

JusT ANN.

* Dear “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right on writing to him no matter
what 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. 1f you are not
serious in your intentions toward him, let him know,
and tell him you are guing to write the boy in the city
s 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 €0, if you really like the boy in the city
best.

~ Whom to Marry!
DeAR Miss DOCKERILL:

We, like others, come to you for advice. We are
three girls ranging from the ages of twenty-one to
twenty-eight, We are good looking, good cooks, can
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; s0 you sce we are quite
popular with themen, and with both sexcs fur that
matter.

But we never seem ta find a man we care to marry,
as we've had a lot of proposals from well- tordo 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  chance,
or should we wait till the right one comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled with a
home of our own, as in luter years we might not have
such good chances. But we want to be sure of our
happiness when we marry.

Ix Douwr.

Dear girls, of course you should wul for the right

man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufliciently examined her emotions.
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1f this is not s, 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
ot in Jove when perhaps you may be and would find
it out if not unconseiously determined to be indifferent.
Ponder on the good qualities of the men you mest,
think of them affectionately, find more and mare
things to like about them and soon you may find
yourselyes in love.

Invite Him to Your Home
DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

1 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 Eves,

Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and 5o no
doubt that is why your parents object to your actions.
They 1eel you are too young to spend your time in the
way you mention. You should obey them, for they
know what is best for you. 1 am sure you can
very nice times with your friend if he calls on you and
spends the evening in your home ruther than taking
you away from home and perhaps making your parents
worty.

Obey Your Parents
Dizaw Miss DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents object to my going with him.
he loves me.

He says
Would it be proper to take my par-
T have brown eyes and fair complesion.

Macy.

Dear Macy, it certainly would be proper o 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. Perbaps during the course of this talk, too,

You may convince your parents that they should
dmngn their minds. However, I think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitude of your father
and mother.
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« passing fancy, and that you know no ene has a surer
place in his heart than you.

Two Boys
Diar Miss DOCKERILL:

1 am eighteen. 1am correspanding and going with
two boye. One boy is in my home town, one about
150 miles away, in a large city. With the boy in my
home town I have been going out for six months, and
e has found out that I comespond with the boy in
the big city and wants me to stop. I feel that I like
the boy in the big city the best. What shall 1 do?

JusT ANN.

* Dear “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right an vwriting 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
s often as you like. I know it will be hard for you to
tell this to your friend, but 1 am sure it is necessary
for you to do so, if you really like the boy in the city
best.

Whom to Marry!
DeAr Miss DOCKERILL:

We, like others, come to you for advice. We are
three girls ranging from the ages of twenty-one to
twenty-eight. We are good looking, good cooks, can
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; 5o you sce we are quite
yopular 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 them anyway, and take a chance,
or should we wait till the right one comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled with a
home of our own, as in later years we might not have
such good chances. But we want to be sure of our
‘happiness when we marry,

In Dousr.

Dear girls, of course you should walt for the right

man—but. perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not suffciently examined ber emotions.
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1 this s mot 50, the right men are sure to come alang,
if you have the cyes to see them. Analyz yourselves
and make sure just what you want.

Dy 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 unconselously determined to be indifferent.
Ponder on the good qualities of the men you meet,
think of them affectionately, find more and mare
things to like about them and soon you may find
younselves in love.

Tovite Him to Your Home
DEAR Miss DOCKERILL:

1 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,

BrLue Eves.

Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and &0 no
doubt that is why your parents object to your actions.

ey 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 mther than taking
you away from bome and perhaps making your parents
worry.

Obey Your Parents
Diza Miss DOCKERILL:

I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents abject to my going with him. He sy
he loves me. Would it be proper to take my par-
ents? zilvics? T have brown eyes and fair complesion.

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 bold 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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a pacing fancy, and that you know no one has a surcr
place in his heart than you

Twvo Boys

Dear Miss DocKERILL:

1 am eighteen. Immmﬂmm‘lll' ul polng with
two bayx. One by is in my home town, one about
inalarge city. With the boy in my
Trome town 1 have been geing out for six months, and
e has found out that I com=pond with the boy in
the big city and wants me o stop. 1 feet that I like
the boy in the big city the best.  What shall T do?

‘ Dear “Just Ann,” if you like the boy in the big
city the best keep right on writing to him no matter
what anyene has to say nbout it. Do not let the boy
in the home town influence yeu too much unless you
feel you would like to marry him. 1f you are ot

serious in your intentions townrd him, let him know,
and tell him you are going to write the bey in the city
28 often as you like. I know it will be hard for you to
tell this te your friend, but 1 am sure it is necessary
for you te do so, if you really like the boy in the city
best.

Whem to Marry!
Dean Miss DocKERIL:

We, like others, come to you fer advice. We are
three girls mnging from the ages of twenty-one to
twenty-cight. We are good looking, gocel cooks, can
sew quite well, and neither smoke nor drink, and
have all the fellows we want; s you see we are quite
popular with themen, and with both sexcs fur it
‘matter.

But we never scem to find a man we care ta marry,
as we've had a lot of proposals frem well-te-do fine
gentlemen.

We like these men quite well (o go with, but net
‘That is, we de not love them. Do you think

should marry them anyway, and take o chance,
or should we wait till the right ene comes along?

Everybody tells us we are getting to the age to
marry, and that it is time for us to be settled wi
home of eur own, as in later years we might not have
such good chances. But we want te be sure of our
happiness when we marry.

Ix Dover.
Dear girks, of course you should wult for the right

man—but perhaps each of you knows the right man
already, but has not sufliciently examined her emotions.
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it out if not unconseionsly determined ta be indifferent.

Pander on the goord qualitics of the men You met,
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things to like about them and soon 3

yourselves in love.

Tavite Him to Your Home
DEAR Miss Dockinit
T am a giel, fourteen, going

4 nice time with the bo;
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Dear Blue Eyes, you are a very young girl and so na
doubt that is why your parents objcct to your action:
“They teel you are teo youny; to spend your time in the
way you mention. You shoull ohey them, for they
know what is best for you. | am sure you can have
very nice tmes with your friend if he calls on you and
spends the evening in your home ruther than taking
you away from bome and perhaps making your parents
worry.

Obey Your Parents
DeAk Miss DOCKERILL
I am a girl of seventeen in love with a boy, and
my parents object to my guing with him. He says
e loves me. Would it be proper to take my par-
1 have brosn eyes and fuir complexion.
Macr.

Dear Macy, it eertainly would be proper to take the
advice of your parnts. They must have seme good
reason why they do not wunt you to go out with the
particular boy.  Have n long heart-to-heart talk (not
quarrel) with your parents and find eut just what
their attitude is and why they hold such an atti-
tude.  Perhaps during the course of this talk, ¢
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change their minds. However, 1 think it would be
very, very wrong to defy the attitudo of your father
and mother.




