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The story of an ambitious
amateur necker who crashes
into the movies---and out

ILLTAM PERKINS timid

knock on the door of the bunga-

low, just off }"l\"_\'ht‘t\j boule-

vard in Yes Man's Land, was

answered by a pretty young wo-
man whose perfectly-arched evebrows arched
ingqul nng'\ a trifle higher as their possessor gazed
on |'m stalwart and iundmme ﬁgurf.

“Your sign intrigued me," awkwardly con-
fessed Mr. Perking, epjing 'UIItIt“i}' over
the threshold.

“It was placed there just this morning,”™ the
smiled, Her teeth were perfect, Her azure eves
were perfect. Her sable, bobbed hatr was per-
fect. Her perfect apparel gave hints of hidden
gﬂ!t\:mm “1 hope,” she added engagingly,

'vou will be the first student of Melvini's School
of Amatory Expression. Are you considering

ukmx " cmme in pecking ?
*1 might be persuaded,” weakened Mr. Per-

'|I,

“‘Accept this chair.” she invited, touching a
light wl:iﬂ thing. Mademoiselle Melvini then
installed & graceful form in close proumity,
turning a battery of brilliant eyes on the prospec-
tive student.

“My dear sir,” she dissertated camnently,
*“lave s what makes the world go “round, ter-
restrial magnetssm and Columbus to the contrary.
And should we hide, starve or suffocate this
fine emotion in our hearts and souls? Noi 1
must have phyiical outlet. The most eloquent
expressions of love come through glance ol the
eye, clasp of the hand, pressure of the waist,
and osculatory rite. W/ mz]l:i vou be popular mlh
the opposite sex? Learn how to pet properly:
the crude lover is the unsuccessful lmu Would
you I ul'"midl?r murm? Cul u— -

wou. eager murruyud T
pethnl. Jeaning forward, "{may say that is
the underlying reason why [ came in.™

6 A H!™ articulated the Iuwlr mademoiselle

y. understandingly, “Yes, correct and

superior lechnique in  pefting often

proves to be the sesame 1o fame and fortune in

the movier. Well, here is a student’s contract;
what sized dots do you like to sign on?™

Cannily Mr, Perkins wanted to know first
a1 to the various courses and their prices.

“Our 10-dsy preparatory course includes
two divisions, plain and fancy petting. Plain
petting instructs the ambitious novice in the art
of holding hands, kissing hands, making gentle
union of the lips and minor convolutions about
the clawicle. Accompanymng ths tutelage of
material methods 1s given oral instructions in de-
livering effcaciowsly such simple terms as “My
dear!” and ranging 'o such complicated ones
as "My own dearest dear!”

*"The other branch of the preparatory course,
fancy petting, includes thorough instruction by
competeat coaches and trainers in grabbing
hands, seizing waists, terrorizing, subsidizing and
mesmerizing hearts—also labial justapositions
in relations varving from cblique to parallelism,
from wertical to borizontal, with artistic mes-
cegenations ~t n:h or all. Really, sir, love
making is an II'I.

hew * breathed Mr. Perkins can-

dld.ly. decpl;r aspire to cultivate such
art. I'll uk: the preparatory coutse, plaia and
fanc Can we start,at once?’

f\-nl to say in adumr. Mr. Perkins,”
the cautioned, “that all acts, minar and major.
committed or perpetuated in this berein and
aforesaid lintle mmrm. are stnctly to be cop-
strued as casual, | wnal and also profes-
sicnal; and the is hereby requested and
wamed to regard them a3 such and no other.
Do=s this this codicil penetrate?™

It does,” responded Mr. Perkins with sim-

ple dignity.

15 first lesson was not especially difficult,
albeit somewhat embarrassing in certain
moments and positioms, He found that
professional contact with his teacher provided
some sensations about 75 degrees above what is
termed tepid. The teacher hersell commended
her first pupil on his aptoess, said he made up
in sincerity what he lacked in finesee, and told
him to call the next night for his second lesson.
As young | Mr. Petkins strolled back to the
men's clothing store wherein he eamned his mod-
et mﬂenanct he meditated rosily that it would
be pleasant indeed soon to be receiving $1000
a week from some movie mogul for osculating
various fascinating female profiles and other
appurtenances thereof. Since Rudolph Valen-
tino had passed away there had been a great
woud. It was not altogether lese majesty, whim-
weally be mused, to think be in time could fll
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*I f\opr." she odded engag-

ingly, “you will be the firast

student of Melvini's School of

Amatory Expression . .

: ml'f'l! be per ulJJ:d
weakened Mr. Perhima,

the role of America’s
Perfect Lover: Lin-
coln had once split
raily and Mencken in-
Bnitives, probably:
why should not Wil-
ham Perkins too scale
the hemghis?

Mademoiselle Mel-
vini averred within a
week of 3o that he was
making marvelous
progress. “You came
to me, & dud” she
affirmed, “and now you are almost
a dilettante. Now let us try this
scene again and get it down letter-
perfect.

She relaxed back onto the setiee in
ber charming negligee, & costume
necessary for the lesson, put her
shapely head on a cushion and dreamily closed
her eyes Hu pu;ul stepped bach a few paces
and then ¢

Mademoiselle \ie!\:m opmtd her eyes in
happy surprise, stretched forth two white seduc-
tive arms and yeamed: “Whittington! Whit-
tington! My true lover! How [ have longed
for you! Come, dearest, to me!”

"THITTINGTON needed no second bid-
ding. Madly he stumbled toward the
seltee, !ell on his knees, passionately ran

one arm under ber waist, the other under the
wowy uthmus between ht.td and shouldess, and
bent his handsome brows in circumjacence ol
her wistful visage.

My beloved,” he erooned, “oh, my beloved,
hew— Say, do | put my right hand on that
second neghgree button in bafT: or the third 2™

“The third.” almost snapped his beloved, the
look of rapt expectancy leaving her eager eyes.
*Proceed !

Somewhat chastened, Mr. Perkins proceeded
ith fs lesson.  His hold tightened nn the allur-
ing form and he softly sugared: . my dear-
et darling. though the cruel v\mld may keep
us apart in bedy, in spint [ am with you.

“Whittington 1" she mghed blissfully, " What-

tington, do not wait! Press me to your heant.”

Whittington did not wait; he placed his head
lower, pulled her head ki gh'r. and pressed ber
to his heart, Simultaneously he also pressed hu
mouth 1o hers in one long impastioned lass;
which he terminated suddenly 1o inquire, *'Do

you think 1 need &

shave?”

Mademoiselle Mel-
vini's countenance be-
haved as though some icy
water had been dashed
on it. "“No, you do not
need a shave, ML Per-
kins,” she said. 1 will,
however, so far as to
say | Ihmsku you need to
put more zeal and fire
into your physical mani-
festation o love, and that
it is pot um-mc al times to
forget the minor subleties
of technmique. Well, Mr.
Petkins, [ will see you 1o
morrow evening. Good-

W hittington!

1o mel™ she yearned.

WORRTR A

Whittington! My true lover! Come, dearest

ye.

Prob!b]r. or probably
not, pursuant to the reali-
zation of this theorctical
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Plain and Fancy Petting

surpiise, the editor of a newspaper in Los Ap.
geles received a note the next day, which he
read rather skeptically and then tossed to a re
poiter, “'I've heard," he grunted, "of a lot of
new stunts but this one s a hore on me—a
commercial school of amatory expression. Go
out and see if it's worth a stk or a kick.™

Ihe teposter, young and romantic, fared
forth and 1-1-1] well at the fair hands and
loquacious lips of Mademotselle Melvini, whe
seemed tremendously astonished to see a teal re-
potter on her humble bungalow steps,

HE then elucidated how millions of young
) people did not know how to pet, and
lhu1 flim Iulﬂi omance, lhal. redq-
wisite factor for happiness, from their lives;
hew a Kiss in time saved nive, or g™ nine more,
just as the kisser wished ; how, finally, she had
el scores of romance-starved male and fe-
ma ’tH.I“'!.I to attain that essential amatory
poise and petlection, comequently making bright
their drab careers and procuring ior all sweets
hearts or beaux. wives or husba
“"Here,” she glowingly nmwndtd exhibiting
same phntnguph “are pctures of my star
pupil m some uxorious poses with bis mentor,
mysell. This lad is truly amazing. a real genius,
ot the ant of love making. Gaze again on these
ru;iulrs and note how artistically and thoroughly
v agglomerates with his visa-vis, making of
two a compact mass of erotic ecstasy.”
The teporter was impressed and 10 was the
public when it perused his piece—three columna
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“And please don't forget me while you are
scaling.  Remember that in my humble but
meticulous way, | have done my Inl o con
tnbute to your phenomenal succes.

“All T am, all 1 ever hope 10 be," enunciated
Mr. Petkime  fervently, I owe to  you,
Mademoiselle Melvin.  Wrll, goodbye."”

“Coodbye, My, Perking,” she sad, “and
whateser happems | hope your patic I|.-ln won't
graduate from the Imrlnplmnr in shnll soprane.”

It wasn't the new star’s voice, however, that
caused Jake Ginsberg, et al., to throw up fat
hands i gultural despair: it was something
elie. Willlam Perkine diopped by a week laier
to tell his fnlwhlle necking trainer all almui i,

“They say."" be declared miserably, **| don't
squeere and pet in the nght manner to please
the [astiious and romantic public. Clarabelle
Dixon, the female lead, sayy she would rather
have s cow lick her than me kiss her. She says
I am clumsy in my counting, and alwo automatic,
She says further that | am no good, and Mr.
Ginaberg i willing 1o let me for $10,000
if 1 go quietly and with no back talk.”

"They are all saturated,™ calmly denounced
Mademoiselle Melvini, “and 1 don't mean with
windom. Mr. Peiking, here i what's wiong:
you have pever necked with anyone except me
and mnm]wnlly you are off your stande and
stricde with Miss Dixon, 1 know you and your
amatory whims as po one ele does, and kindly
tell Mr. Gimberg that if be doesn’t want 1o
throw away that £50,000 15 write me a letter,”

M1, Ginsberg, however, did not wiite her a

wide, a page deep.
with four illustrations
~—the next day, Here,
aseeverated the article,
in this modest, unassuming store cletk, William
Perkine, is the real or potential Perfect Lover,
Hiv hugging, kisung, fondling, necking—en
toto, wooing—were the height of artistic inde-
feetibality,

F ALL those big words about him are
] true,” said Jake Ginsberg's yes man 1o
Jake himselt at Jake's Monolith Studio
in He |' rwood, after :radmg a marked clipping,
“the { {nw must be gun-l
The boss grunted. **Well, we got 1o get a
star for that new story before the public forgets
it he sad. “Ain't | nght?™
“Sure, you're right,” said his official okayer.
“If he screens Bood and his voice is good,
we could use him, eh?™ innisted Jake.
“*Sure, we could use him,” eonceded his cor-

roborator,

“Then write him a letter,” ordered Jake
triumphantly,

William Perking, in blanched excitement,
ook the minsive to his imstructor i ln matiers u'lrv
tive. "'l have waorked and w-u! ' rny th
has come, and I am ready.” he said. “T y
want me 1o take the leading part in The Greap
Neeker,”

The Grear Necker, it should be chronicled,
was the book of the hour, and also the month
and the year. Its young hero had a yen for
participating in lnllmn!- weial contact with fair
ones of the meeker sex. When introduced 1o &
girl he always quaintly saluted her with a three-
minute embrace and a two-minute kiss, there-
after remarking he was sure theirs would be a
beautiful friendship. He never knew what a
handshake or verbal greeting wan, and he never
bothered to discuss the tanif or foatball ; he said
everything with kisses, and when he petied a
girl she stayed petted.

I am 1o get $50.000 for my work in the
picture,” rharmiuzd Mr. Perkim, *1 will
scile the heig

“I bet you le " agreed his monitor enig-
matically.

They made }m‘m Cilbert
and Greta Garbo look like
a pair of middle-aged college
prafessors plaving partefhee. . . .
“Could 1 :u.t any more?” moaned
Jake Ginaberg to his verbal assistani.

letter; he telephoned, in last desperate hope, for
her to come nght up. The beautiful Mademe-
sells Melvin: eame right up—she came right up

to his aesthenie expectations, and more.  Sull
more, she was nigned to play opposite the pew
star, receiving & sum commensurale with her
rare talents, both of which were plenty and
the former $25,000,

“We will be famous,” Mademoiselle Mel-
sini said.  ‘““We shall be examples to all men
and wamen of the unlimitable power of those
who know the science of osculanon. They
shall see us, and go out to make romance blos-
som in other hearts. DBut we had better rebearse
again, that it may become second nature to us,”
Forthwith they were immediately locked in each
other's embrace, although there wan no elicking
camera on hand 1o record the intenuty of the
huddle into which they went.

any sound-recording instrument would
hn'rp sworn that it had found an interesting
satic,

“We shall be Romeo and Juliette come
back,” the imstructress stated,  “'Beatrice, and
Dante, Cleopatra and Antony . . . all thos
who loved in ages past shall live again, And
we lh.llernu that love is the greatest thing in

"b)ve? the apt Mr. Perking said ques-
tioningly.

“Certainly,” she answered. although the
color deepened in her cheeks. “'For what other
purpose have we been met together for lo, these
many evenings, if not to practice those ancient
rites which every man from Adam to Adam’s
youngest grandson has used when he would
make the ?ﬂdy of his heart understand that he
feels an all-contumi
have been prachicing
|ove shall put the wul

pumon for her? We
mechanism into which
We shall teach men

how to love.”
“That last act needs polishing. 1 think 1
should be firmer . . . like thin."" The devolre!

of petting in ita most lnlrnme state began again.
?' When one has work one likes it 1 casy 1o

(Copyright, «830, By EveryWeek Magazine—Printed in U, 8. A)
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put unr s heart into i, M. |'P|Llrll aaid

“Lhat s the wecret of success,” Madamaoi-
selle Melvini amswered,  “One must love what
(L Lo dl‘(‘,l.

rI'\IIl‘, ditector, however, eventunlly and as-

tonishingly, advised lis boss that that wdi-
*widual had sgned up s paie of chomps, and
if lie wanted any adjectives he could supply
them 1n gross lots, and be meant two kinds ™
grows Jots. Here, gloomed he bitterly, was a
wraduate of the new hisol ol neckers wha had
bis ant down supreme and supeniors here, oo,
was the lad's comely and competent teacher,
Their act, nhn--ml)‘ should be a wow, but it
Wat a wai
He Hld that they held hands, embraced and
Llurli not only v«urlg but toa well and lar oo
[uuum“h andd, Tusther, too |r:lul|u[1- He des
clared that whenever ihey were a dozen [eet
apart they sighed like furnaces to get together
again, and when they were together again
took a erowbar 10 pry them apart, Fle Mated
ﬁul no matter how much bhe begged and thieat:
ned they seemed to think they were at a privale
mhu' patty and pot acting in a studio. He
deposed, also, that every now and anon he was
mottibed . and angeied when their  dignified
vowels gnd consonants degener Ilf'l comscrounly
or otherwise, into mese babies” pratile, That
they made John Cilhert and Carta Garbo look
Like a pair of mddle aped college professnn
playing postofhice. He sobbed, m sad conclu
sion, that the Lotd only knew how the picture
would get by the censors, and he hoped lis bow
would break even on his investment in The Gireat
Nr. ker—certainly he ".»uT{I mk no moe,
*Could | ask any mare 2" moaned Jake Gins-
lrfll' o ha verbal assistant
“Sure, you couldn’t mk any more,” agreed
his echo: and, perloree, & few days later Wil
liam Perkine was handed a check for $50,000
and told never 1o return ta the Monolith Studw
and his lemale lead was given a check for hall
that amount and the same rour advice.

reticent Mademaselle Melvini to ber
home. “'1'm gomng down to buy out the
store,” he shsd as he lefr
“Alter all, 1 know gent's
furmithings, 'l call to-
maht if | may”
He found ber, st right,
: an the setter, i charming
\ neihier,
\ Duscomsolately  he , st
1 down i a chair. “He
i was night,” he sud finally,
.'
\

\‘7]1.!-':\‘! PERKINS silently escotted a

and desperately, “at leant
about me. | oever tealived
i ol then, 1 mever could
neck anybody but you and
wet a real kick out of 0.

Mademonelle  Melvim
l|ll-1'il’il het book and her
gace. 'l may a1 well cut
down the cherry tree,” the
franked a conlession "1'se
st on the veranda there
and walched you go by to wok
for several years; a chag i your
store whom [ know told me of your
mavie  aspiratioens, That sgn was
put there lor your beneht ooly: I
Vg had no pecking pugl but you. |

got that reporter theie; 1 sent IJL"

Cansberg a marked copy ol the ar

ticle. | prayed t!r\nu!‘!\- you wonl 1]
fail with Clarabelle Dixon, and you did:
1 ;u.yﬂ] devoutly we would last thiough at
least one picture, and we did. You see, | war
aflter a flrnluul wtake for material happiness—
and y

“ ||Iun1 Perking stared at her, his [ace frozen
with astonished joy.

Gradually i features relaxed and his eyes
grew bnghter,  Joy dawned slowly, evenly, un-
tl o seemed that the sun kad come up 1 ther
utual l!oady dfpdl.-_

His mouth opened. and stayed that way, in-
sead of rounding msell into tl\r usual perlect
oval which proclumed imminent esculation, Hu
slare was concentiated,

Mademowelle Melving wgled. "f\!y real
name,” she said, “» Doris Brown, and I'm &
ttenographer, Abo, this pegligee hasn't buttons
and you don't need a shave.” She stretched
‘I:'Irlh two white seductive anms and yearned:

Whittington!  Whittington! My true loves]
Come, dearest, to me!™
Whittington needed no second hidding.

Whittington needed no second bidding,
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