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Believe it or Not ! 

And if you doubt it, drop a line to Robert L, Ripley in care of 

Collier's, 250 Park Avenue, IS'ew York City. These drawings were 

selected from hundreds which he has published. From now on 

his work will be a feature in Collier's 
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ALFRED MSGEE 04 Glenville, Ai*.. 
^ViX>-~ HE REQUESTED THAT HIS GRAVE 
BE OH THE ROAtiSipE - AND THAT THE PASSING 
FARMERS CALL OUT IK A LOUD VOICE, 
W. PRICE OF COTTON FOR 
THAT DAY. TMS K\S been done ôv 45 ^eb.{ s 
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u* "(rtt WILLOW TREE CROWING fRoM THE HEART OF A SUICIDE: ' 

- ORK^mAlLY WAS A .STAKE PRIVEN INTO THE HEART OF A 

SUICIDE BURIED AT THE CROSS-ROADS IN THE VILLAGE OF f lSHToF 
ThesLtKc LOOK COOL i n d 
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JoHM Z\5m-- Bohemian Hero 

ORDERED His OWM SKIM 
TO Bt MADE m r o A DRUM 
To uEftD HIS TROOPS 

;\GftlNST TME GERMANS 

The Girl He Left Behind Hirr 
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•STiLL BURNS A CANDLE 
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ALL THE PEOPLE ON EARTH 

COULD BE PLACED IN ACUBE ^2. MILE SQUARE 
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A 
Short 

Short Story 

(^Complete on this page) 

lUustrntcd h>j 
Hnrve Sffin 

'It'll cost you more than that!" 
blazed Beatrix. "I'll break my 
contract! And just try to put '*• 
this show over without me!" 

By 
Viola Paradise Revolt in the Zodiac 
A STROLOGY had struck The Show. 

/ \ Jim Carey, the astonished play-
/ ~ ^ Wright, stared first at the glow

ering producer, Dixon, then at 
Beatrix Ainsdreth, the enraged star. 
Until now—from the moment Beatrix 
had flung herself in ardent, though 
impersonal, embrace upon Dixon, de
claring The Show "the perfect medium 
for my genius"—rehearsals had gone 
without a snag. "Almost too well," 
Dixon confided. "I've got my fingers 
crossed. Beatrix hasn't broken out 
once." 

And now Dixon himself had thrown 
the monkey wrench. He consulted an 
astrologer, and was told his stars would 
be "unfavorably aspected till the ninth 
of next month." And today, with the 
opening scheduled for this coming Tues
day, he had blandly postponed The 
Show three whole weeks. 

"Not the ninth! I will not open on 
the ninth!" Thus Beatrix. "Nine is un
lucky for me. The original plan was 
right according to my stars. I won't 
have it changed." 

"This is a play, not a wagon," Jim 
had begun lightly, "you don't have to 
hitch it to a star. Besides you don't 
really believe that stuff!" 

"I believe it two thousand dollars' 
worth—that's what it cost me to post
pone it," growled Dixon. 

"It'll cost you more than that!" blazed 
Beatrix. "I'll break my contract! And 
just you try to put this play over with
out me!" 

"But use your reason!" Jim urged. 

Upon which they pooled their hostility 
in an angry glare. Then they ignored 
him and resumed recriminations. 

Jim slipped miserably away to tell the 
bad news to Helen. It looked as if the 
wedding he was hoping The Show would 
float might have to be postponed. 

"Absurd!" Helen laughed. "They'll 
cool off tomorrow. Don't worry." 

""VrOU wouldn't be such a bright little 
-*- Pollyanna if you'd heard them. 

They're actually religious about their 
astrologer. She used the same words 
on both of them, but different dates. 
'Don't start any important undertakings 
before the ninth,' she told Dixon. And 
she had warned Beatrix 'never to start 
any important undertaking on the ninth 
of October.' Dixon said The Show 
wasn't her undertaking, and she said it 
was nobody else's, that she had 'created 
the part, ' that producers were 'only a 
means to an end, a medium for his
trionic genius. It would have been funny 
—if it hadn't been otherwise." 

"I hope you told them it was yoiir 
undertaking. Who wrote that play?" 

"They'd have agreed on the negligibil
ity of playwrights. Don't, for heaven's 
sake, suggest that / go to an astrologer 
and get a pet date!" 

Instead, Helen suggested a picnic 
supper in a certain secluded spot they 
had discovered on Long Island. There 
was nothing they could do about Dixon 
and Beatrix. They might as well enjoy 
the evening. 

They did. Replete with sandwiches 

and fruit and coffee, they stretched 
themselves out on the beach and listened 
to the lapping of the waves, and looked 
up at the stars. 

"We ought to do this oftener," said 
Jim. "Somehow I never notice stars— 
the sky-ey kind—in the city." 

"Mmmm. Gorgeous," murmured Hel
en. "Which one do you suppose is Dix
on's and which one Beatrix's?" 

"Beatrix wouldn't be satisfied with 
any star smaller than Betelgeuse. But 
I can't point it out to you. I remember 
its name but just can't recall its face. 
However, if you want to meet the Big 
Dipper—" 

"Silly! I can go you one better. Mister 
Carey, shake hands with Orion—those 
three stars are his belt, see? But se
riously, isn't it flabbergasting that any
one can think himself important enough 
to be picked out for special attention by 
a star? Look—billions of them!" 

"And lots of them big enough to give 
the earth an inferiority complex." 

"As if they care whether a play goes 
on next Tuesday or three weeks later. 
Once I read, somewhere, that a woman 
sent her pup's birthdate to an astrolo
ger. You might send The Show's." 

"The very idea! Helen you're a whiz!" 
Jim sat up suddenly. "No, I'm not 
crazy. Come on, let's make for a phone 
—I'll explain on the way. We may be 
getting married after all." 

Jim contrived—no mean task!—to 
corral Beatrix and Dixon. At first they 
sulked and glowered, but presently they 
pricked up their ears, for Jim was say

ing: "a wide assortment of astrologi-
cally favorable days. A play is no one 
person's undertaking. Even your con
summate genius, Beatrix, couldn't reach 
the public without a producer. Even 
your producing genius, Dixon, needs a 
Beatrix to express it. And both of you 
would waste your sweetness on the des
ert air, without an occasional play
wright. 

"But our personal stars don't count. 
The play's the thing. Didn't Shake
speare say so? Now if you count The 
Show's birthdate the day I first got the 
idea for it, that brings the lucky open
ing the twenty-fourth of this month. 
If you count the day when you, Dixon, 
accepted it, and got Beatrix to create 
the part, that makes the lucky opening 
come on the twenty-seventh. If you 
count the day I completed the manu
script, the third of next month will be 
about right. . . ." 

"VT'OU may not remember that The 
-*- Show opened on the twenty-seventh, 

but you know it's still running to ca
pacity houses. 

One day, about three months after 
astrology had struck The Show, and 
shortly after Helen and Jim returned 
from their wedding journey, Dixon 
phoned. "I'm getting ready to put on 
a new comedy. What's the address of 
that astrologer of yours who doped out 
The Show?" 

"Oh, that!" Jim grinned at the mouth
piece. "That was just a little thins 
I tossed off myself." 
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