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In Volume One of Tattooing: The Life and Times of Crazy Philadelphia Eddie, My Vida Loca, Mr.
Eddie Funk quickly established his place among the tattooers at Coney Island, extensively
traveled the United States meeting many characters, and tattooed in several cities. Through
those adventures, Eddie became a seasoned tattoo man and earned the nickname, Crazy
Eddie.In his second volume, after opening a few tattoo shops in Philadelphia, Eddie developed
friendships with several tattooers, and he started personal wars with a few tattooers. Wrapped
up in tumultuous love affairs, and tattooing in a neglected part of the city—Chinatown—Eddie
claimed this neighborhood as his territory. He quickly became, Crazy Philadelphia Eddie.As he
continues his stories in this third volume, Eddie finds himself traveling between California and
Pennsylvania and again visiting foreign shores. Opening more tattoo shops, dealing with turf
wars and fierce competitors, and coping with the loss of loved ones, Crazy Philadelphia Eddie
finds himself at a pivotal time where he begins to heavily influence, shape and equip the tattoo
industry.
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City Supreme Court, owned many tattoo shops, and become a prominent person in the
international tattoo community. He and his cohorts are important facets of America’s traditional
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October 8th, 2018, and it exactly two years since Crazy Philadelphia Eddie passed away. When
he passed, there was an outpouring of love and gratitude on social media. The tattoo
community around the world expressed their loss of the man who helped shape, organize,
equip, and protect his tattoo family. Eddie's contributions are irrefutable.I went to Philadelphia in
February of 2017 to see the exhibit honoring Eddie at the Independence Seaport Museum,
which Erich Weiss and Troy Timple curated. It was collection of tattoo designs, some of his
clothing, notes used for the books, the awning of his store front, the rail that separated the
customers from the tattooers, and many other items. The story of Eddie’s life as a tattooer in
Philadelphia is communicated by the many pictures. These are the touch stones he left
behind. In addition to visiting the exhibit, I was able to make a quick visit to the Philadelphia
tattoo convention. It was in full swing with over 900 booths. I visited Eddie's shops on Fourth
Street and in Chinatown, which were walking distance from the convention. It seemed as if I
could still feel Crazy Philadelphia Eddie’s presence there. Everyone I encountered from the taxi
drivers, tattooers, and people in the neighborhood had sensational stories about Eddie.That 36
hours in Philly reinforced something that has been very clear to me. Eddie was always crazy,
and he will always be Philadelphia.Table Of ContentsContentsTattooing: The Life and Times of
Crazy Philadelphia Eddie, My Vida Loca; Vol. 3About The
AuthorsAcknowledgmentsIntroductionTable Of ContentsBack to NormalMissed
OpportunitiesCatalina IslandPigmentsDominick ReturnsNational Tattoo AssociationThe Best
Pineapple JuiceCorby’s WhiskeyNewport BeachGoing Back EastThe First Tattoo Convention in
AmericaChecking InJerry RedsAnything for SandyTwo Spiders in the WebMargueritteCocktail
TimeAmsterdam ConventionPaint the Pretty LadyCover UpsBack to NormalMe and Mugsy are
going back to LA, and Big Walter decides he wants to come with us. He wants to see a little of
California before he heads back to Philadelphia. When we get back to LA, the first shop we go to
is the LA shop. Tommy Yoeman is in there. I asked him for my receipts and for the money he
made while I was gone, and he don’t have any. He spent all the money—he’s strung out worse
than ever on these drugs. So that night, we put him in the bed, we tie him down—he’s hollering
and ranting and raving, “Please, I got to have some drugs!”Finally I say, “I’ve had enough of this
shit!” I take him down to the drug neighborhood where he buys this shit, and I tell him, “You’re on
your own. Good luck to you. I’m sorry that you had to get all fucked up like this, but I can’t help
you.”The next day I settle up with Mark Reynolds and Larry Shultz, and then that evening we
take a ride out to the Van Nuys shop to see them guys to settle up, and we all end up in the
Oasis Bar for drinks and to exchange stories. While were in the Oasis Bar, Larry Shultz gets
pretty drunk. He goes behind the bar—he starts making drinks. The next thing you know, he
opens the cash register, and he cleans it out—sticks the money in his pocket. I said, “What the



fuck? We’re going to get killed here!”He takes the money, and we leave, and we get the hell out
of there. We go back to LA, and I’m thinking, Jesus Christ, that old man that owns that place is
going to call the cops. We’re going to go to jail for this shit! I said, “Give me that money! I’m
taking it back in the morning.”The next day, who walks in the LA shop but Howie Steinhart, Sailor
Barney’s oldest son. He said, “Hey, Eddie! How ya doing?”I said, “Jesus, Howie, good to see
you! You looking for a spot to work, I hope.”He said, “Yeah, I am. I got a new girlfriend. Let me
bring her in,” and he brings in this tall, tall girl—very pretty—and everybody‘s looking at her.Then
they go out to get something to eat, and Asa Lee Crow says, “I think that girl is a guy.”Everybody
says, “Yeah.”I said, ”She looked pretty to me.”But, it turned out she was a guy. She was a female
impersonator. It seems Howie was a little strange. Oh, well.In the next few days, I make
arrangements with my sister for my daughter, Yvonne, and my sister’s oldest daughter, Donna,
to come out to LA and spend a week for vacation, and I would show them California. I also made
arrangements with Sharon—wife number two—for the boys, Billy and Joey, to come out about a
week after the girls come out so that they’d have a few days together—the kids. The girls would
go home, and the boys would stay and finish out their week. So, everything was going pretty
smooth.Sandy and I went out and bought some cots so we’d have enough sleeping room. She
had a couch in the living room that opened to a bed, and we got a couple of cots so that the few
days they were all there together everybody would have a place to sleep.In the meantime, I bring
the money back to the Oasis Bar to the little old guy that owned the place. I apologize for Larry
Shultz being drunk and taking the money, and he didn’t mean it. The old guy said he don’t want
him in the bar anymore—the rest of the guys were all right, so I just said, “OK.”Now Sandy
manages to get the next couple of weeks off of work, and the kids start coming, and for the next
two weeks we do a little sightseeing and touring. We went to the amusement park called Magic
Mountain, we went to Disneyland, we went to Universal Studios where they make the movies.
They have a great little tour—very interesting, the kids loved it. The girls had a great time, the
boys came, everybody was happy. It was time for the girls to go home, and they said goodbye,
and off they went.So one night with the boys still here, we go to the Van Nuys shop, and we’re
hanging out, and we all go to the bar—the Oasis Bar, again—that’s where we’d use to go settle
up and talk, and the kids were in there. They had a few pinball machines. They were drinking
sodas and playing the pinball machines—not bothering anybody—and some drunk cocksucker
down at the end of the bar starts complaining, “Kids ain’t supposed to be in here,” and he’s going
to call the police, and he’s going to do this, that, and the other fucking thing.Meanwhile, the two
twins, they go over and talk to him—Jamesy and Joey. They talk to this old drunken fuck. They
tell him, “Why don’t you mind your own business? Sit down, the kids ain’t bothering you.”The guy
keeps mouthing off, and one of the twins sticks a knife in this guy’s ribs—Jesus Christ—and they
take him to a booth and sit him down and just leave him there. The guy finally manages to get
out of there on his own steam, so we all clear out of the place—all except Doc Dog. He hung
around just to see what was going to happen.The guy calls the police, and the police come in
and they want to know what happened. The bartender said he don’t know what happened—he



didn’t see nothing. In the next few days, the police keep coming around the Van Nuys shop.
Finally, they question the twins, but they can’t arrest them because they don’t have no evidence,
no proof or nothing. So everything seems to be going all right, but the guy that got stabbed—
he’s making a complaint. He’s going to testify, he wants something done about this because he
got stabbed—ended up in the hospital.The guy is in the hospital, so Doc Dog says he’s going to
go see the guy and see if he can straighten it out—maybe give the guy some money, or
something, and no testifying. Doc Dog says he’s going to see what he can do. The guy in the
hospital says, “No, I’m going to testify.When this guy got out of the hospital, it seems like when
he stepped off the curb and into the street, he got hit by a car that sent him flying into the air—so
the story goes—and when he hit the ground, you could hear somebody say, “Now testify,
motherfucker!”Asa Lee Crow, he used to play the saxophone, and he used to get little gigs
playing here and there at night. And one night he had a gig, and we closed up the shops and we
went to watch Asa Lee Crow play. Crow could really play that saxophone. He was quite a
talented guy. He was a good looking man—like I said, he looked like Colonel Sanders. He was a
Southern gentleman. He had all the girls chasing him in these clubs. He was quite a guy—he
was a character.When we came out of the club that night, we all had a great time. We’re walking
outside, and there’s some poor bum sitting there on the sidewalk begging, and Crow says,
“Here,” and he takes his saxophone, and he sticks it on the guy’s lap, and we go walking down
the street.I said, “What did you do that for, Crow?”He said, “Oh, he needed it more than I do.”I
went back, took the saxophone out of the guy’s lap and gave him twenty dollars. I said, “He’ll
appreciate that twenty dollars more than the saxophone, Crow. You need this saxophone.”I used
to like talking with Crow—he was a character. He used to like to discuss many different things.
One day he asked me, “Are you afraid of dying?” and we discussed death.I said, “Crow, when I
die, I hope to be sitting under a palm tree, with a drink in one hand, a girl on my lap, and a
cigarette in my mouth.”Crow liked that. He said, “That’s how I want to die as well.”As a little time
passed, Crow had a pretty girlfriend. One night, I’m laying in bed with Sandy, and the phone
rings. It’s the LA Police Department. Sergeant “so-and-so” wants to know if I have a man named
Asa Lee Crow working for me. I said, “Yes, I do.”He said, “Do you want to come down and bail
him out?”I said, “ What did he do?”He said, “Well, he shot down the weather helicopter. He shot
it down out of the sky.”What a guy, Asa Lee Crow! I’ll be back to talk more about Asa Lee Crow,
but back to the boys, Billy and Joey. Their week is up. They go back home—they had a great
time in California. Everything goes back to normal.Missed OpportunitiesNow, one day Doc Dog
comes and says he’s getting ready and getting anxious to go to Las Vegas and try his luck there
with opening the first tattoo shop in Vegas. But, he says, ”Would you like to go to the racetrack
with me tonight? Me and the twins are going, and we got a tip on this horse.”It was quarter horse
racing—I’d never seen quarter horse racing. That’s horses that just race, oh, short distances—a
quarter of a mile—and they do it in seconds. Wow, speed! By the time they say, “There they go,”
the race is fucking over already. I said, “Sure, Doc’s got a tip on a horse in the first race.”Doc
said, “It looks really good. I’m going to play that horse with every horse in the second race for the



daily double.”I said, “Great!”I go get a six-pack of beer like I used to do back in Philly when we
went to the track, and we’d drink the beer on the way to the track and laugh and have fun. So I’m
sitting in the backseat drinking a beer with one of the twins, Dog, is driving with the other twin up
front, and the next thing you know a cop pulls us over. You’re not allowed to have an open can of
beer in the car in California—I didn’t know this. I get a ticket for drunk driving in the backseat of
the car! I laughed, and I said, “Jesus Christ, I never heard this shit. What the fuck?”Anyway, with
the cop pulling us over and delaying us, we get to the racetrack a little late. The first race goes
off. We don’t make a bet yet—we didn’t get there quite in time—and the damn horse wins the
race. Jesus Christ, we lost out on a good fucking thing.I got to go to a night school with this
damn drunken driving ticket otherwise I’d lose my license. So I have to attend school a couple
nights a week—pain in the ass—but you got to do what you got to do.I almost forgot this story.
Before Walter went back to Philadelphia, I had this idea. They were advertising on television—
everywhere you looked—the number one business in the United States then was a parking lot,
and I remember seeing them all over Philadelphia. You could buy vacant lots pretty reasonable.
All you had to do was put up a little shack on it, and put a little heater in it in the winter—a little
electric heater—and you get some guy to run it. It pays for itself! The number one business in the
United States.I now have between fifteen and twenty guys working for me in the California and
Philly shops, and I still got that shop over in New Jersey, so I figured if you got fifteen guys, say,
at ten dollars a week, comes to a hundred and fifty dollars a week, six hundred a month, seven
thousand five hundred a year. If youse all did that, and we had seven thousand five hundred at
the end of the year, you would have enough to go to the bank and make a down payment on a
vacant lot. If you that did that again for the second year, the vacant lot that you just purchased to
put up the car lot would pay for itself and pay the bank mortgage off, and if you did that for a
second year, you’d now have two of them paying themselves off, and if you did it for a third year,
it’d be a chain reaction.Even though there are that many guys in the deal, you would start to
make a lot of money. It would pyramid, but the guys didn’t go for the idea. The guys in Philly
didn’t know the guys in California, and vice versa, and nobody trusted nobody. I said, “Look, you
fucking assholes! I’ll be responsible for holding the money. Let’s do this thing! We can do this,
and we can make some money! Think of the future!”But, everybody was for now and today, to
hell with the future. That idea didn’t work, and it’s probably just as well.Catalina IslandNow,
working in the LA shop there used to be a lot of Mexicans—the poorer people, mostly farm
workers—they would come in and they would want portraits. I’d never seen portraits before, but,
Jesus, they all had them. It seemed that there was some Mexican guy in prison out there putting
on some gorgeous tattooing. Jesus Christ, the Mexican guys would come in and say they’d like
this picture of their girlfriend, and they don’t want twelve eyelashes, they want thirteen eyelashes
—not fourteen, but thirteen. I’d just look at them and say, “Jesus, they’re talking to the wrong
guy.”I would say to all the other tattooers, “Man, whoever this guy is in prison, he’s good. When
he gets out, let’s find out who he is. When he gets out, let’s get him and put him to work
here.”Now, that was 1974. It’s now some thirty-five years later, and there are a lot of Mexican-



American tattooers today doing this great portrait work—gorgeous. I met two guys this year in
2010 at a tattoo convention in Milwaukee. Jesus, they took all the prizes. What great stuff!I was
just out at Mario Barth’s grand opening in his new tattoo shop in the Mirage, and Jesus Christ
there was a guy, his name was Gonzales—it takes me meeting a person three, four times before
I can remember their name—but this guy, Jesus, how they raved about what he was doing. He
had a couple friends there that he had tattooed. I’ve never seen such gorgeous stuff! Excellent,
my friends, excellent!Meanwhile, back in the LA shop, one day, Earl Holliman, the movie actor
comes in, and he’s looking around at the walls. I go up to him and say, “If you’re thinking about
getting tattooed, would you mind if I called the newspaper and got a little publicity?”He said,
“You know who I am?”I said, “I’m sorry. I know you’re a movie actor, but I don’t know your
name.”He looked at me and smiled, and said, “My name is Earl Holliman. What are you doing
later? Would you like to go a party with me on Catalina Island? Wrigley, the chewing gum king, is
sending a private plane to pick me and a few friends up, and we’re going to a great, big party on
Catalina Island. What time do you get done?”I said, “I get done anytime. When do you want to
go?”Earl Holliman said, “We’ll go have a drink now, and we’ll go down to the airport.”I said, “OK,
I’m ready.”For those of you who don’t know who Earl Holliman was the costar with Angie
Dickenson in a TV series called, Police Woman. Before that he was the costar for many stars in a
western called Wagon Train. So, anyway, me and him go out and we have a drink, and we get in
this private plane, and Lucille Ball was in the plane. What a great night I had! Unforgettable
memories! So, anyway, we’re flying into Catalina Island, and you see the search lights in the air
and this big castle, and you land, and…what a party!Earl Holliman said, “I’m going to show you a
nice time, so you’ll never forget my name.” But, Jesus, you know the next time I was telling this
story, I forgot his name. But, now I got it. I met so many celebrities there that night. I met Red
Skelton—many, many celebrities.I started a walking tour of the Island. It was nothing but yachts—
lots of money there. Down at the one end of the island, there was a big pavilion—guys serving
drinks—so I went in there and had a few drinks. There was a ferry boat, and I was asking
questions. Seemed the ferry boat left every hour or so, back to the mainland, and I said, “OK, I’m
going to take the next ferry back.”I didn’t know how long this party would last. I couldn’t find Earl
Holliman anymore, so I just said, “I’ll just get this ferry and go back over to the mainland.”Now,
back in LA one day, Asa Lee Crow’s lawyer comes in, says he has some bad news. They’re
going to make an example out of this case, and they’re going to give him some time. He said,
“But, if you leave California, leave LA, they won’t come looking for you. You just can’t ever come
back to California.”I say to Crow, “What do you want to do?”He said, “I’d like to go home to Texas,
me and my girl.”I said, “Yeah, sure.”He said, “But, I ain’t got too much money.”I said, “Not to
worry. I’ll get your plane ticket to Texas, you and your girl.” He was going to go back to Texas and
raise pit bulls and fighting cocks. I wished him luck, and packed him up, and off he
went.PigmentsNow, one day the phone rings, it’s my friend from New Jersey, Tony the Pirate. He
said, “Hey Eddie, did you hear that Huck Spaulding is buying up anything and everything to do
with tattooing. He’s supposed to be buying out Fezandie & Sperrle, the ink company in New



York. If you want, give them a call and order a lifetime supply of ink before Spaulding gets it and
raises the prices sky-high.”I thanked Tony, and I called Fezandie & Sperrle. The phone rings and
makes a couple of funny clicking noises, and Huck Spaulding answers the phone. I said, “Wow, I
see I’m too late. Congratulations on buying the ink company.”He says, “Thanks, who is this?”I
said, “It’s Crazy Philadelphia Eddie, Huck. I just heard that you were buying out Fezandie &
Sperrle, and I called up to see if I could get a lot of ink. I would like to get a lifetime’s supply. I’d
like to maybe get fifty pounds of red, twenty pounds of green.”Spaulding says, “No problem, but
the price has gone up a little.”Now, I used to pay eight dollars a pound for the red ink of Fezandie
& Sperrle. I said, “Yeah, what’s the price?”He says, “It’s now going to be sixty dollars a pound.”I
said, “You fucking thief! Fezandie & Sperrle were making good money at eight dollars a pound.
Even if you doubled it, you would do great. But, sixty dollars a pound? You’re a fucking thief!” and
I hung up the phone!Howie was working there that day, so I tell Howie what just happened, and
the phone rings, and I said to Howie, “If that’s fucking Spaulding, hang up on the son of a
bitch.”Howie answers the phone, then I hear him talking to Spaulding, and I went over and took
the phone out of his hand and slammed it down. I said, “I told you to hang up on that prick
bastard! That motherfucker, he’s made an enemy!” So, I said to Howie, “Come on, I’ll buy you a
drink.” His girl was there, that female impersonator, her name was Bernice. I said, “Come on,
Bernice, let’s go have a drink next door.”We go over there, and who’s in there but Mark Reynolds,
and I tell Mark what just happened with Spaulding. I said, “Tomorrow, I’m taking some of this ink,
and I’m going to find a color company, and I’m going to have it analyzed, find out what the hell it
is, and I’m going to go into business making my own fucking ink!”While I’m telling this story, a
guy sitting a few seats away, leans over, takes a card out of his pocket, and says, “Excuse me, I
couldn’t help but overhearing your story. I’m a chemist. Here’s my business card. Give me a call.
Bring your color over tomorrow, and I’ll analyze it for you, and I’ll find out what it is.”Like I said
before, there were only a few colors. We had two shades of red. I already knew what the
chemical name for them was from Fezandie & Sperrle. That was a mercuric oxide. The health
department told us that in New York when they analyzed it. Then there was the brown, which
was an iron oxide. That was safe. There was this green. It was a very dull pale—like a pea-soup
color—very hard to put into the skin.The next day off I go with my little bag of colors to see this
fella I just met—I can’t think of his name right now, it’ll come to me—anyway, he says, “To
analyze this stuff—this is all pigment—it can be quite expensive, but by doing a series of little
tests, I can tell what it is, and I can point you in the right direction for more color.”Walking through
this large warehouse—talk about a kid being in a candy store—by God, there was just barrels
and barrels of color after color. My God, I’d never seen such a rainbow of color. The guy was
saying, “Do you have a yellow?”I said, “No, but I’m looking for a yellow. There are a few tattooers
using yellow.”At that time there was Sailor Eddie had this golden yellow, Paul Rogers had it, now
Stanley and Walter had it, and Phil Sparrow in Chicago had a dull, drab sort of a lemon, a faded
out lemon-looking yellow. I said, “I’d like to get a yellow.”He said, “Well, try some of this,” and he
gives me a little bag full of this yellow—a couple different shades he gave me. He said, “This is a



very safe pigment. You should have no problem with this.”He gave me an orange. When we got
to the greens, he said, “This green you have,” and he took a tiny teaspoon. Oh, it was a little
spoon. About eight of them would fit in a teaspoon, I would say. These spoons looked like
something a kid might play with in a doll house. Anyway, he took a little spoon of this, put it onto
a scale, and then he divided that up, and started putting a little liquid into each one that he had.
He called them surfactants. He didn’t say what they were, he said, “These are called surfactants.
These will tell me what’s in the pigment.”As he was doing that, he says, “This is a safe green
pigment, but it’s very coarse. I can’t see you using this in tattooing. It would be very hard to
penetrate into the skin with a needle.”I said, “Well, it is.”He said, “Here, try some of this,” and he
gave me a blue-green color, and it was deep and dark and rich—it was almost black. He said,
“This pigment comes in a nice blue shade, as well,” and he gave me some of that. He said, “The
best way, I would suggest that you mix that with some white.” He said, “Now, the white, that’s
called”—well, I better not reveal that. I’m still old school and although there’s just, I don’t know, a
hundred supply companies now, and many people know what the pigments are called, I still ain’t
going to divulge that information.Anyway, he gives me some of this white, and he said, “This
comes in different grades. Now, if you mix this with the blue and the green I just gave you, you
can make many different shades of blue and green. Also, this white, if you buy the best grade,
you can almost tattoo it into the skin where you can see it being white.”I said, “Oh, that sounds
wonderful. Give me some of that, as well, if you would.”He just kept giving me color after color.
He says, “What about purple?”I says, “I heard of one fella, Sailor Jerry in Hawaii, using a purple,
but I’ve never seen it myself.” He said, “Here, this is a very safe pigment, but it’s very
expensive. It’s almost sixty dollars a pound from the leading chemical companies.”Now, this
purple was so deep and rich it was black. He says, “However, being that expensive,” he says, “it
takes maybe one part purple to seven, eight parts white to actually see that it’s purple and not
black.”When I mixed seven parts white with one part purple, and the white pigment was less
than a dollar a pound—it was, I don’t know, fifty-nine cents a pound, whatever it was, very
inexpensive—when I added it all together and divided it up, hell, I was getting it for eight, ten
dollars a pound or whatever it came to. Now I could sell it at a decent price.I was very happy with
this purple. I couldn’t wait to get back and try all of these, and then he gave me, he says, “This is
in the purple-violet family. It’s called magenta.” It was like a maroon. Sailor Eddie had a color
similar to this. It was a cross between a red and a purple—beautiful, beautiful color—and you
mix that with the white and you get all shades of pink and it was endless, endless. I couldn’t wait
to get back and show all of the guys this new stuff I had and try it. I was very, very
excited.However, this guy, he couldn’t figure out—I had a little bag of Spaulding’s red—he
couldn’t figure out what that was. He said it had to be a cross, he said, “This is a mixture of some
kind,” and he gave me a couple of little reds to try. I’d seen a red in a barrel, I said, “How about
this?”He said, “Oh, no. That’s no good. That’s used for plastic, dyeing plastic and making tiles for
floors. That wouldn’t be good in the skin. That would be harmful.”But, he gave me a couple of
reds to try, so off I went happy and satisfied, back to show all the guys my new color. I headed to



Long Beach, California, to visit with my old friend, Bob Shaw. I had worked three times for Bob
Shaw as I had said earlier. I told you about the first one, never got to the second one. Not that I
forgot, it’s just that I’m such a busy guy. It seems that my life wasn’t boring at all. I was always
doing something. I’ll get back to them two stories pretty soon.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “A lot of good stories. A lot of good stories. Nothing too deep, just old
school tattoo drama from a tattoo icon. I'd recomend it in a heartbeat.”
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Tattooing: The Life and Times of Crazy Philadelphia Eddie, My Vida Loca; Vol. 3 About The
Authors Acknowledgments Introduction Table Of Contents Back to Normal Missed Opportunities
Catalina Island Pigments Dominick Returns National Tattoo Association The Best Pineapple
Juice Corby’s Whiskey Newport Beach Going Back East The First Tattoo Convention in America
Checking In Jerry Reds Anything for Sandy Two Spiders in the Web Margueritte Cocktail Time
Amsterdam Convention Paint the Pretty Lady Cover Ups



Language: English
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Not Enabled
Lending: Enabled
File size: 980 KB
Screen Reader: Supported
Print length: 125 pages
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

