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i owned & riekshaw, and I was proud of it.
Tt was a lovely thing. It wasn't in the
least lovely when T purchased it. I got it
second-hand, and it was then nothing to lock
at. I purchased it because it was going chemp ;
and every one said it was ‘damn chea,p at
the prico. Strictly speaking, it wasn't cheap
at all.  Now I think of it, I paid very dearly
for it, becauso before it was an evening with
e, I was arrested for being in possession of
* stolon property > and everyone knows what
that means. What matters it whether money
was paid as the price of the rickshaw, or
incidentally to establish one’s ownership
of 1§, or for escaping out of a nasty hole it got
one into. A businessman would put it all on

the head of the rickshaw.

The rickshaw lay for a week under the

banyan tree of the B 2 Polico Station, enjoy-

ing the cool shade of the tree, and hstenmcr to
the music of the birds, while its new owner
lay tearing his hair dxstmcted whether, ulti-
mately, xt ‘would mean the pemtentlar)

N

L
4

T am glad to say that the rickshaw wa
# handed over to me by the order of the Pohoo
Magistrate, who gave me as a parting advice
‘Young man, don’t be foolish again, and
purchase things because they come cheap.
Before you buy things so cheap, find out that
there is no snag in it. You have bchaved
foolishly, but, I am convinoed, honestly. And
now you may go.’

When I went home, my mother wept
tears of joy, embraced me, and said sho was
so prayerful that I had come back; I belicve,
because, pcor, dear thing, she had all the
morning apprehended that she was not going
to see her son for another two months.

She would not on any terms allow me to
keep the rickshaw. Such an unlucky thing,
she said. She wouldn't even use it as fuel to

cook food, for it would poison the food, and
we would all be dead in onr beds,

an - 18l
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Superstition, Crass Superstition. Wasn't
it 7 What else?

I wouldn't part with the rickshaw. Ib
has always been my ambition to possess one.

i

My opinfon {s that people do not give the
rickshaw, its proper and legitimate place,
among tho modes of locomotion. You have,
in 8 rickshasy, no horss to kick the traces, to
fall down in the way, refusing to be ‘up and
doing’. You have no engine that would
either run mad or cough finally and stand

still, no gears to change, no starter to - bagk-

fire’, and ng.d
ECitieman, and emerging out of it like an
engine fireman. And above all there is no
bother about driving. The man between the
shafts does both the driving and the pulling.
You have nothing to do but to settle down on
the cushion, throw up you back, eross your
legs, and enjoy reading Bernard Shaw, or your
favourite magazine, or keep idly listening to
the pad, pad of the man between the shafts.
And T tell you when mechanical science
improves, you will also have collapsible

rickshaws that you ean put in your pocket -

when you are not actually riding in them,

‘ Most rickshaws accommodate only one,
. which is an advantage because you can avoid
¢ the hore by your side, that you often have in
a car. Some accommodate two. True, two
- can travel in it only if they agree to breathe
alternately. But if it is you, and your ‘girl’,
there is no trouble. There is real joy in it,
The rickshaw is an ideal carriage for a loving
couple. You may kiss her, but if she should

= frown at your doing it in publie, you may
2.+ tell her it wasn’t a kiss but a bump consequent

" on the jolting and the proximity.

LT S - DUNPL I .
QiVing tnaer vhoecar like a

black like Day and Martin, with shining brass
tips and brass bands round them, a nice cosy
cushion under you, a nice cosy cushion at the
back of you, and a lovely canopy overhanging
your head,

On the morning when my rick appeared
from the repairer, looking new and shining,
I stepped proudly into it. I lay slipping in

the seat as from a low sloping roof while’.

Kondia was adjusting his turban—tucking the
mateh box and the beedie inside it. He
girded up his cloth, and having finished his
preliminary preparations f{or starting, lifted
the shafts and commenced trotting.

Kondia was a willing and honest-to
goodness fellow, but he was-utterly new to
the job. Where pedestrian and vehiculur
traffic was thick and heavy, he rau like mad,

hitting the necks of some pedestriams, and

prodding the backs of others. We missed

M‘ZL;CQLideII%S/by hair breadths.

Not knowing the rule of the road, be
frequently took the wrong side, bringing the
whole traffic arrangements to a stand still.
My attempts at instracting Kondia, indifficult
situations proved futile, because he did not
know Tamil, and the Madrad Telugun I had
picked up was a language that Kondia could
not understand. As a vesult, Kondia, I and .
the Rickshaw were in every body’s way, or
rather, every man and every vehicle was m
our way. ’

In the crush of the traflic at the beginning
of Broadway I thought I would not be wise

to trust to Kondia, fo Igot down, directing
Kondia to follow.

After passing the Liaw College, 1 got into
the riekshaw, warning Kondia severely to keep

(Contthued on page %1,64)

The Greatest Cult

The Greatest Cult

(K. 8. BaryaswaM1 SasTri)

THE graatest desiro of every man and every
woman is to achieve universal fame.

'Tiie greatest desire of every country is to

achieve universal empire. The greatest desire
af every religion is to become the universa
religion.  But npone knows that there is
already a universal culy which has already
achieved univers:| fame and empire and is too
strong to be dislodged by any rebel or upstart.
It is entrenched in the most safe aud secret
citadel-—the human heart. It is defended by
the drawn swords of a million mercenaries—
the secret partialities and prejudices of egoism.
That cult is the worship of lies. Man wor-
ships Trath with his lips bub really worships
Lie with his heart. He i3 miserable if he is
denied his daily dose of lies and feels exactly
as Do Quincey felt when his beloved opium
was denied to him,

Whenever any sensible suggestion is
made to the public, it is always rejected as
idealistic and vnpractical. Man wants to be
fed on lies. Ie 1s even more happy when ho
is fed upon lies and praised at the same time
for his passion for truth. He is most pleased
when he is also complimented at the same
time for his rare power of discernment of
truth. Take for instance his wasting millions
of money on armaments of war. If vou tell
him that nations must live at peace and that
it 18 not proper to fight with the name of the
Prince of Peace upon the lips, he looks at you
as if you were a new and queer arrival from
Utopia. But tell him that peace is divine and
that the nation which owns the biggest and
most invincible armament is the divine
protecbor of peace, he is pleased beyond
measure. Inevery country there are thousands
of clever ruffianly agitators who are experts at
such clever national tickling.

The same is the case with doctors and
patients. If the doctor prescribes pure air
and sunbath and other such simple remedies,
the gorge of the patient rises high. He says:

“Have 1 paid such a high fec for such

twaddle ? My grandmother would have told

" me that. ” By the bye I wonder why men

-

and women hate their grandmothers. The
Bible szys that no man sheuld marry his
grandmother. Thero is not much ehance or
fear of that wedding happening, But why
should, for goodness’ sake, any man or woman
vent his spleen upon poer old grannie who had
probably pined the majmity long ago? Bus
that apart, the doctor must feed the patient
on lies if he is te prosper at all. That is the
one Jucky preseription.  Drugeing with lies is
the best kind of drugeing in the .interests of
both. It brings money to the doctor and
tickles the vanity of the patient. If the doctor
prescribes agus puin the patient feels glad.
But il he preseribes cold water the patient is
miserable.  If the doctor asks a paticnt to cat
and drink moderately and have regular work
and keep regular hours, the patient gets into a
fury. DBut if the doctor tells him to est and
drink when and where he likes and as much
as he ikes and have long holidays from work
and make a night of duy and a day of night
taking care to taste a costly drop of what he
calls the concentrated elixir of health, the
patient is in raptures and attains the seventh
heaven of joy. The real proof of the doctor
18 in the eating of the patient. Eating is the
whole duty of man and of woman as well,
to-day. The fact is that “ appetite grows with
what 1t feeds upon ”. The modern human
eats and drinks day and night and makes love
(or rather what he thinks to be love) for
twenty-four hours per diem. I have known
some tectotallers who are absolute gluttons
and some vegetarians who are sodden with
drink. Tf a man cats less, he must at least
drink more. If a man drinks less, ho must
eat more. If & man eats and drinks the less,
he must love all the more. By tho time he is
forty hLe transfers the appearance of hig
beloved eask to his own body! Peoplo talk
about pinjarapoles and 5. . C. A, and s¢ or.
But T wish to found a society for the Prove -
tion of Cruelty to Stomachs and intestines.
Tvery big city spends lacs of rupees on flush
Intrines and underground drainage but eovery
modernn man or woman contrives to be an
anflushed Jatrine and an undrained sewer,

163
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If such is the fate of doctors the fate of
lawyers is even worse. Hell a litigant that his
caso is goody-goody and he walks off with his
records in & huff to the next door. Suggest
to him that it is better to make it up with the

devil who has annoyed him, he suspects that

the devil had alrecady made you his sccret
agent. But tell him that his ease is the best of
all cases and that you will surely win it for
him, his face becomes wreathed in smiles. Ha
does not come to hear the truth but wants to
pay for being told pleasant lies in the brightest
ways. If he eventually loses you can always
abuse the stupid dull-headed judge and hint
that the appellate judge is a miracle of wisdomn
and that the case is sure to be won before
him. If he fails there is of course the etern-
ally and infinitely wise High Court. That is
just what Le wants and cries for, as a child
cries for the moon. '

The cult of lies and make-believes ‘i3 all
powerfal elsewhere also. The agreeable man
is defined as the man who agrees with all men
to-day and at all times and in all places. If one
proposes to broadcast the photos and paintings
of some popular hero or some¢ man in power,
all other men sing in chorus with him and do
likewise. If some art-critic (all art-critics are
a bumptious lot) or some nefvspaper with a
thundering circulation booms a poem or a
pieture or a song, all men wonder at it with
a foolish face of praise. No one has the
courage to bo himself. It isso easy and so
alluring to hug pleasant lies that few are the
devotees of truth.

Evon more noxious are the advertise-
ment lies and the lies of fashion. Pills to
make an old man youngare in actual operation
and pills to make a young man old. Every
mixture announces itself as the elixir of lifa
but is really a concecthion by the devil. There
are more patent medicines than men or
women to take them bub yeb diseases are
stalking abroad grinning and mocking ab the
medicines.

In the same way every new fashion is
announced to be non-pareil. -The collars of
overy age are of courso the most bsautiful of
all ages and climes. Long skirts were

absolutely beautiful. - €hort skirts are abso-

lutely beautiful to-day. Shorter skirts may
become absolutely beautifal to-morrow. I
shudder to work out and declare the logical
consequences. The attitude of men and

women to thoir hair is the greatest proof of.

their perspection. Iiong tresses wers  voted
beautiful yesterday. Bobbed and shingled
hair are voted beautiful to-day. Hers again
I shudder to work out and declare the logical
eonsequences. Gold ornaments were the

fagshion before. TFestoons of - pearls are.

announced to be beautiful to-day. The
falsehoods of fashions are the most abominable
of all falsehoods. Man will write sonnets - as

readily upon bobbed hair as upon tresses

“floating as wildly as mountain breezes.”
He will as readily praise the unsezxed woman
of to-day as he was praising the over-sexed
woman of yesterday. Ugh! I am sick of the
conventional lies of modern civilisation.

(Bontinued from page 162)

to the cxtreme left. Ho kept to the extrome

- left of course, poor fellow, but at a turning,
- he couldn’t decide which was the right and

which was the left, and while he was deciding
it by moving the rickshaw to the right and to
the left, a large car hooting from a distance
like all the blazes of the world, dashed edge
ways against the rickshaw, and Kondia missed

- _death, by what should only be said as a

I was separsted from my rickshaw by

nearly a furlong. I looked up. Thers was no
rickshaw there, but only debris.

‘“ Mother, I have disposed off my
rickshaw "’ 1 said. :

“ Have youmy son? You have taken

one dread off my mind ” She said.

- May it be that the rickshaw Was really
unlucky ? : :

‘The Manager, .
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Bala, the Bad Woman

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

BALA, THE BAD WOMAN

By DEisvr.

BALA’S DREAM GOM

ES TRUE

ke

“ Are you angry with me1” he asked me, while I lay nestling in his arms.

In the Preceding five instalments

[Bala 1s given in matriage to & man 0ld enough to be her
fathor. Bbe attalus ago and comes to live with her husbard.
He 1s an orthodox man and tells Bala that her horoscope is
bad and that the {ndicatlons ars that sho would lead a “ hus.
" bandless life."’

Looklng 1dly out of the, window, one day, Bala sesd a girl
(Radha) run over by a car in the street, She remders first aid
to the child. k

l was eager to hear the rest of the story. (l\\'

Manik}am to stop the car. e
“Radha, dear,” I told the child, "I must hear the

asked

- full story now. We will therefore go to my house, first.
-There, you can tell me the whole story. "I want to show

"“'you. sll the toysl h-.ve bought for the party. = You musb

_ also 508 my jewels. What do you say ?” .

Golng out n the ear anotner day, a strange roan smlior Bt
Bala. This man appears in Bala’s dreams and makes lovo to Ler,

Bala sees on tho Marina, hor droam.Jover aud Radha
walking hand in hand., She learns that he i3 Radha’s futher.
Paln takes Radha home in the car and on her way Rudlia telis
 story, The story is merely on exaggerated verslon of Dalw’s
married lifo. Bala is vastly iotrigued by the story nnd wants
to hear it to the end,] é

)

A,

.

‘“ Alright! 'Wo shall go to your house. 1 do want

 to see your jewels.”

“ To our house, Manikkam1” I commnanded and he
wheeled the car around. Arrivicg hors, I tool: Radhs to
my bed-room and made her sit in s cowmfortuble chair.
** Now, tell mo the rest of the story,” I pleadad.

“ Wkere did I isave off 2

N
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“Yousaid: ‘The lovely young girl did not like
the o}d ugly husbard and that thers was n nice young
man in the village who loved this girl’ '

“Oh, yes. But she was already married to the old
man and 50 the young man was very sad. The old man
was a ,wwked old man and kept his wife in a cage and
wouldn’t allow her to go out and Le happy. The young
man would go and stand outside the cage and say

Parrot ! Parrot! How are you feeling 2° and the
young .Wer would say, ‘ Young man, young man, I don’t
like 121113 cage, won't you pleasc open the door and leb me
oub? 'I_‘he young man would have gladly done s2, hut Lo
was afraid of what the old man might gay.”

*“ And then, what happened 9 ;

H "l‘hings wenb on like this for many days. The girl
was da’ll'y growing woaker end weaker and lLior beauty was
fading little by little.”

“IWhy?"

" She was in a eage, you seo !”

" Oh, yes: And then?”

' nge young man wus also getting wouker and
weaker,’

1" Why ?‘l

She paunsed 1.)o£ore answering. *'I think he was sorry
for her and that is why he also was not feeling well.”

*‘Probably : Go on, dear. It is a good story 1"

**One day they planned a way ount |”
"How?"

*“The old husband would daily come into the cage

to feed the young wife. He wonld bring her food, water
und a change of clothes. When he brough$ these thirgs
one day, he left the door open. The young wife suddenly
darted out of the cage and closed the door and locked the
old man inside the cage, " said Radha, her excitement
running high as she neared the denouement.

*“Is that all 2 T asked her.

“No. They put additional locks on the cago so that
the old man oould not escape, locked the house so that
no one should know, and then, they ran away and lived
happily ever afterwards,

" Poor old man! What happered to him ?"

*“He died inside the cage, because, there was' no one
. to take care pf him and give him food or water. And
<. serve him right too!” Radha added with righteous
;. indignation,

" Why Radha, what did the poor old man do ?”

o “He put such & nica girl inside a beastly cage!

Could he do that ?"*

.. -."" No: Hoe shouldn’t have done that {* I said absent-
.mindedly, a8 I was greatly agitated over the implications
-of ‘'the story. Nevertheless, I fulfilled my promise to
Radhﬂ. and showed her all my jewels while she steod
admiring them, wide-mouthed with wonder. I showed
her the toys also and gave her a big doll and putting her

<in the rickshaw bade Ermiya take her carefully "to her

St pel) yoﬁf grandmother, Radha, that I shall come
seo her some other day. I am not feeling well now.

:** ' Will you come tomorrow ?”

“Ishall try. If Icome in the evening, will you
come to the beach with me "

Radha nodded assent with joy, while her hands
caressed the doll on her lap. ' 'We will go to the sands
and play,” she said, as Erraiya moved on.

* * *

When anything greatly agitated my mind, I always
sought shelter in my bed-room and lying in my bed,
poudered over my problems. Lying in bed, I went over
Radha's story. There was no douht that when he was
askod to narrate a story, Radha’s {ather had spun one
oub of what was going on in his mind. Apd that meant
that s feelings towards me were inclined to be romantic.
I stopped there the train of my thoughts.

I hardly knew what my own feelings were. That I
wes amused, was true. But beneath the amusement
thore lurked something else which I was unable to define.

It was passing strangoe that I didn’t feel like going and -

asking Radha’s father, ‘‘Sir, what do you mean by telling
stories to your child about my being locked-up in a cage
like a parrot? How dare you, 8ir?" On the other hand,
I might frankly confess I was pleased at the way in which
tho story had been builh up. - I asked rayself if my vanity
was nob tickled bacause a man in his attempts at fiction
had made me his beloved heroine. Then I remembered
the dream. I remembered alsoc having read somewhere
that the very intensity of one’s thoughts is enough to
convey and impress them on others, If instead of being
merely a story—if the was really in love with me, that
dream would signify a great many things,

Love! I know not what Loveis. I have read about
it: heard about it. DBut the only great yearning I have
felt in my life was towards helpless babies. It is perhaps
the mother-instinet that is the heritage of all women.

* * *

I bave always watched with interest and amusement
a peculiar frait in my character. I have noticed two
different personalities in me and I wonder if this isa
common experience. While my thoughts were engrossed
with Radha's father and his sentiments towards me as
revealed by the story, I found myself at the same time,
watching the trend of my own thoughts with an aloofness
and a superior air and not without & sneer. There was
another Bala, soto speak, who looked down at the
romantically inclined Bala and was constantly telling her,
* Well, my girl, you are in afine mess| You are just
common clay efter all and there is no use pretending that
you are something different. © You are going to succumb
to the blandishments of a man whom you consider an
Apollo. You are agking for trouble, my lady, and soon
yvou will get it in full measurs. 'Then, not all the
hosts of heaven will be able to help you.”

* * *

I decided to break tke promise I made to Radha sbout
taking her to the beach next evening. I shall avoid
the girl as much as possible and if necessary drop
even the children’s party. I shall so behave as to indicate
very cloarly that I had no knowledge of the feelings of
Radba's father towards mo: nor shall he have any
encouragement at my hands. Having finally coms to

this decision, I wenk about searching for some work to do
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the noxt day, Thove was nothing to ha dore andso I
busied myself in cleaning and re-arranging the cont.ent:?' of
my wardrobo and also various knick-knacks ;anqd pieces of
jewellery. Whils so engaged f‘t}’N] about 4-20 in the
gvening, Radha came running inside the room.

““You, Radha ?” I greeted her.

“Of course, mo. Why didn't you comse to our
house? Grandmothor was so anxious to ses you.

“Tam sorry. Some work kept me here.”

“ Aren’t wa going to the Beach ?”

T shall send you to the beach.”

** Aren't you Coming ?”

_“Woll, I am not fealing well and I would rather not
go out to-day.” .

“But if you are not feeling well, if you go eut, you
will feel better. I can’t go to tho beach all alone.

**] shall send Nainu with you.”

*IVWho is Nainu ?” .

“ Don't you know Nainu? He is our boy.

“ Your boy ?”

“ Not my son, dear : but a boy who is boing brought
up by us I shall send for him "

" Teculel for Er.aiya, He cama. " Find Nainu and
bring him here, ** I said to the Doyes. Prezently he
brought Nainu, who was his usual grampy golf.

“ Naina, this is Radha, who you know had an
accident. I promised to take her to the Belc}'n to-day In
the cir. But I am not fesling well. I don't want to
break my promise. Will you keep her company and take
her to the Beach ?” :

“ On one condition,” he stipulated.

“*What is that ?”

“\We must go to the Aquarium.”

“ Alright : Tl ask Manikkam to take you both there.
Ts that fixed, Radha 2"

Radh: pouted her lips. “T am nob going to the

Beach,” sho said grimly.

“A\VWhy, dear?” .

“T shull go some other day with you.

“Tf T como to-duy ?7 ‘

Sho clasped her hands and jumped with joy. “Oh,
will you?  Will you ?” sha askol.

Why deny the child this small pleasure, I thoug.ht,
and agresd. Nainu frowned. I knew he was feeling
humilioated. “You can come with us, Nainu,” I assurod
him.

“I dou't think thers is any need’” he remarked,
feigning indifference.

“I want you to come and you must. "

“ What about my condition ?"

* You shall go to the Aquarium, and anywhere else
you like.”

1 have never seen LElliots Beach and I. should like
to sea it."” -

“Very good. I shall ask Manikkam to take you
there.” »

** And ms too ?* piped Radha.

* And you too!” Isaid and rummaged in the war-
drobe for a change of clothing.

The moment the car stopped by the side-walk on tho
Alarina, Radha was full of excitemant.  “ Come, lot us go
and play on tho sands,’” she called me. ‘

Wo hoth gob down, while Nainu sab moodily in the
front-seat. ; '

“* Aron’t you coming, Nainu?” T asked him.

*“7 don't like sand,” he said firmly.

“T know twhat vou like. Come along,” I callad him
and he ross and followed us leisurely.

Vory near the wator's edgo there was a boat. We
went and sat behind this boat facing the roaring surf. It
was a secluded spot and unless any one happened to look
for us here, we were to all intents and purposes completely
scresned from the crowd of pleasure-seckers. Rac'iha.
busied herself gathering sea-shells while Nainu sat staring
stonily ab the sea. Having gathered shells to he}: gatisfac-
tion, Radha began building sand-castles. Nainu never
evcﬁ looked at her, much less did he join her in her play.
He was a supericr sorb of person, uncmni_ly shrewsi and
frigid for his age, I was building castles in the air. I%
was Naiou who interrupted me.

“ What about that Ssh ? he asked mo all of asuddan.
T was taken ahack and asked him, “ What fish ?"

““T thought thero was some talk of sesing fishes, " he
said with unnecessary acidity.

T had forgotten my promise to take him to t'he
Aquarium : and what was worse, I had ro money with
me. Nainu was sure to mistako me if I told him I had
no monay. 1le would think T had deliberately come
without money to deny him. the pleasure of seeing the
specimens in the Aquarium. I asked him to go and qa,ll
Manikkam.  WWhen Manikkam came, I asked him,

“Aanikkam, I want a rupes. Will you go and geb ib
from the shop?”

“Amma, I have Ten Rupecs with me. Tt is your
money. You can have it.”

* My money ! What do you mean ?”

“Aaster always keops with mo Rupees Ten for
oo encies,  If T epend anything out of 16, I render an
ace. b to the shop and ve-couyp 187

“Very good. Take thwese two children to  the
L+l and show them arcund,  Then take then us far
» TBllicts Boach and brinyg them back.  Let me know
as s.on 28 you reburn. I will he here.  Radha, dear, you
ey now go and sce the fishes: bub come hero first. ™

I shook the sands oub of her skirt and frock and
smoothed her hair.

“ Aren't you coming ?”" she asked me.

“T am fecling like 1 fish myself and I den't want the
fishes to lauzh at me, " I told her: sho smiled ab the joke
and went, I bLesan rebuilding my castles in the air.

* * *

The sun had seb.  Stars began to appear ona by one,

Thao roar of the surf, the tooting of motor-horns on the

distant road, wade the twilizht uncanny.f T e elsctric

lights on tho Marina were switchod on.  But oekiid the

boat, whore I sat, it was quite dark. How Lice it would

be, I thought, if I could walk straight into f;h? sea and

" drown all my troubles and myself. A voico behind sfart-
led 'mo.
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“* Bxeuso me. but where is Radha ?”

Tt was her father. The very porson whom I had
decidol to avoid. T felt like running away from the place’
I gathered just enough courage o answer him back.

““Oh, she will be bazck soon. Shs has gone for a
drive,” I remarked quite casually.

“IWhy didn't you go with her? It is very dark
here. There may be crabg and nasty creatures sbout.”

“Thank you, I am quite safe and in my element.”

“Alay I stay i1l Radha comes back ?”

“I am not very particular about the eompany
T keep.” )

“But I am,” be said with a light laugh and eat
ab a distance.

*“Did Radha go alone?"*

**No. She has a young cavalier with her as an
escort.”

I don’t understand.”

*“It is a long story.”

“ Please tell me. I liko stories.”

**T expect you do. Shall I bagin the story?"

“ Pleasa do 1™

““QOnce upon a time thers was a village and in that -

village there lived an ugly, wicked old man who married
thirteen wives. In that village there was a lovely girl.
The old man wanted to marry her also. The beantiful
girt thought she would get a nice young husband. Buf
her parounts cheated her and gave her away to the old
man.”

*Good God! Did Radha tell you that story ?”

I looked at him, but it was dark and he was
sitting away from me and I couldn’t read his face. DBu
his voice was vibrant with emotion.

“Your story has many weak points,” I told him.
Hoe was silent. I continued: ‘'The parrot was put in
the cago so that stray cats may nob attack and devour it.
Cats of the Cheshire variety, you know, which keep
grinning at parrots.”

“ You needn’t rub it in as strongly as all that. I
was & story after all.”

“ Wag i6? Fiction or fact, whatever it is, it requires
correction. For instance, the Parrot was really grateful
" {or the protection and sustenance. ”

- ** Preferred impriscnment to freedom, I suppose,”” he
- 8aid sneeringly. “,Then, it was not & Parrot, but & very
~ domestic hen, who will one day be dished up. " »

- Ismiled st the comparison and at the vehemence
. with which he referred to the dishing-up.

7% I suppose most feathered friends know that their

. offspring a3 well as themselves will ono day be sacrificed, -

"to gratify the gastronomical predilectionsfof their masters,”

« T remarked. . : : B i

... " Tf that be 8o, I shall be going, ™ be said and rose.
-“But*. I thought you were staying till . Radha

eburns, 1D el : ‘

- 'He sab ‘down. and wussilent, I was in a teasing

=

“I em curious to know your nams.”

* Kumaraswamy : shortensd to Kumar.’

* Profession, ploase ?”

“ Consulting architect. Anything else you want to
know ?"

*Yes: one or two more things if youn don't mind.
I am rather famous for my impertinence, you know. "

* Indoed |I”

* Why didn't you marry again?”’

It was his turn to be impertinent.

“The answer i3 very simple. Everytime I ses a
nies girl, I find she is already married.”

“Indeed | The solution is very simple. Marry =
girl and then make her nica I”

**Idon’t knotw the arf., ™

_**You are good only at story-telling, I supposs?"

“I am glad you think I am good at least at some-
thing. -

** That i3 the least of what I think of youn.”

* Is—~that—s0 ? What else? Tell ms tha rest—all |

ALY '

“Yes:all. Tell mo what you think ef me. "

*You might come nearer. I ean’t keep on shouting

snd these waves make such a noise. What is more, I

might say uncomplimentary things and someone might
overhear.”

** There is nod a soul hersabouts,” he raid and moved
closer.

*You - are - a - bad-man-who-wants-to-steal-from-asn-
old-man-his young-innocent-wife,” I told him, sccenting
the words. :

For answer, he drew me into his arms and smothered

me with kisses. I did not repel: I did not respond. It

would bo false to pratend I was not pleased.

‘ Aro you angry with me’,” hs asked me whilo I lay
nestling in his arms.

“If I were, I would have pushed you in there!” and
I pointed to the sea. . 4
He hugged me hard and kissed me on the crown of

my head: ‘‘You are the most precious thing on earth,”
he told me. : ‘

* Please take an 6ye off your precious:thing and keep
it on the road and watch if that car of mine arrives.
{dread to think “where this foolishness of ours will
ead us.”

] ‘ Bala, my darling, leave everything to me and don's
worry. 1 shall take good care of you and no harm shall
befall you. But onse thing, dear, I want to hear from
you. ' You do care a liftle, don't you?"

I told him all about the dream. Ho listéned with
rapt attention and exelaimed, '‘Destiny] We are made

- for each other !”

“Yes: you said that even in my droam,” I said and
dfawing his head down, gave him, what T have never
given any man before, my first kiss. ‘

(Noxt instolmeont ; Bala crosses the Rublcon.)

e

| ~ The Wonders of Madras

The Wonders of Madras

3. The Guindy Races
(P. R. Knrsanaswamt M.A,)

WE cannot view the wonders of Madras
better than in the company of Rama-
nathan, the city beau. It is a marvel how he
manages to appear so smart in his clothes,
“considering the modest income he gets. He
plays a very elegant game at the tennis court
every evening before he ‘goes on the walk to
the beach. One would think that he was
unencumbered with a wife and children, his
ways and movements are so light. He thinks
he represents the culture of city-life. Heo is
polished in his manners to the tip of his
fingers. Tven in the smallest acts, like jump-
ing into a rickshaw or buying the newspaper
he puts to shame others by his own clegant
manner. And then we note the. mauny-sided-
ness of his interests, which in his opinion
marks his culture. When old Subbiah Sastri

turns over wearily the pages of the newspaper

printing Racing News, Ramanathan owns to
an inward chuckle over the feeling that to him
no page of the newspaper is without interest.

The Shadows

“Thank God, the last day is over, and
T may live in peace till December next, ” says
Ramanathan to himself on the evening of the
1Ith Mareh. Obviously, things were not as
smooth with him as they appeared to be.

- What was the - purpose of those sudden
errands which took Ramanathan to Mount
Road, late in the evening on many a Friday ?
What was the sa-red character of that boollet
covered with ‘_oloured paper which Rama-
nathan clutched nervously, and buried in the
inmost pocket of the coat, after arriving at
the shop of his quest ? Why did he sit up so
late those Friday nights, poring over the
booklet; when all the rest of the house had
gone to sleep? Why did he, who is a democrat
and denounces vehemently the accidents of
birth, study so minutely the pedigree of
racehorses 7 Why should the weights borne
by racehorses have scemed so important to
him, while he understands nothing of the

weights used in the bazaars where the provi-
sions of his house arc bought ?

What was the. mystery of the heavy
withdrawals in Ramanathan’s banking account
on Saturday mornings ? Why was it that on
some Saturday evenings, Ramanath:n. iustead
of going out on his usual walk to the beach,
kept at home, and was dead in earnest in

‘making himself useful to the household ? Was

it a fit of virtuous reaction coming on him
after he had lost heavily at theé races? flow
did it happen that on a few Saturday after-
noons, Ramanathan who never misscs an
engagement if he can help it, was content to
postpone his tasks to a latcr date? What was
the confusion on his face due to, when on o
Sunday morning, Thangavelu turned up ut
his house and requested time for the repay-
ment of the loan he had taken of him the
previous afternoon at the Guindy races ?

Who can chronicle the rapid train of
sensations and feclings which cccurred to
Ramanathan on the days of his visits to
Guindy ? He is keenly superstitions then
and looks for omens in everything he sces.
It is of account if he has just missed or caueht
a tram car, and the number of the carles o
significance. Everytime bLe has o deliberate
theory to follow in the choosing of horses,
only it is a pity, it needs to be changed on
every different day. He Lknows that the
horses with the top weights must fisure on
the board on new moon days, and those with
the lowest on full moon days, but the calcula-
tion between the two limits has been diflicult,
if not impossible. Then there are lucky
numbers for each day. The winning horse of
the first race yields the lucky number for the
day. Or Ramanathan decides to back the
horse least favoured by the punters, or he
takes the last but one, or working the o ner
way, the sccond of the - favourites. . Iis
ingenious caleulations are quite perplexing,
but we may remember that he never Lnows
his own mind till the end of the races each
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day, and then it is too late to profit by the
aequired wisdom,

of trust and misappropriation, Thangavelu
who tried his hand at half a dozen trades and

" failed in them all, Arumugam the contractor

If you areina bus, you look at tho
company around you and make your own
inferences, It is a group of Muhammadans
perhaps, and you feel happy, for there are no
sportsmen like the Muhammadans. There

whose property was auctioned last week to
pay his insistent creditors, Derozio, the
Anglo Indian, returned recently from Ran-
goon, who set up a barber’s shop and failed,
and Abdul the tailor whom fate has treated
cruelly,—all and thousands of others, are
regular in their attendance at the races. Think
of the increasing number of women who are
at the races too:

=

are others who are cantankerous in bargaining
about the bus fare to Guindy. They want to
bring it down to four annas, but the conductor
stands firm at six -

annas. When

Venkatarayalu, ! “g" 'U* 1 =‘f(‘.‘fﬁ

the  gray-haired M} { ’t“h' it
conductor remon- ‘

strates about this

hardness over a =

couple of annas fk

while they were 3
prepared to throw

G

away any number 45

of rupees at Guin- ‘,g -y

dy, every passeng- s/, ~ /
er in tho bus feels NS4

~a whipon his back, N
Think of the l Pk ¢
trepidation
in which Rama- ek G\ N
nathan does his LAY u‘* i

, T
A ﬁ ﬂﬂgﬁ. \ ¥

\ '.’V}H !lg ‘

“Savitri, who wears
spectacles and car-
vies a pretty bag
hanging on her
} wrist, and has a
man’s self-compa-

: ] ) sure in all she
does, the Brabmin
widows in white
saris on whose lips
words like “win”
and “place”
sound as of an
alien tongue, Tri-
purasundari, the
dancing girl from
the southern town

g

i &

journey every
timo, whether in
the bus or in the
clectric train, of
the visions that .
fill his mind and :

of Sarangapatnam
who insists on her
man following Ler
own tips, and
other wonien who
have heen brought

the foars that
invade it. He dreams of the time when,
having made an incredible pile of money, he
should rush home in a taxi, and the dream
has not been spoilt by fulfilment in reality.

- The New Colosscum

Think of the stream of men and women
you come across at the races. Itis a world
of persons who feed ravenously on hope. The

. more broken in fortune, the more readily onc
. catches at the imaginary chance of attaining
sudden riches. Venkobarao, who ran through
his patrimony years ago by running a
., profitless periodical, - Venu the vakil “who
- - visited the prison twice on charges of breach

'-\x

) i=A

~ . just tohave alook
once ab the wonders of Guindy-

Like Locker-Lampson, the English society
poet, Ramanathan thinks we must begin our
acquaintance with society at the top, for, if
we are tired there, we can come down ; but if
we begin below we may not go up at all.
KEvery season, Ramanathan appears at first
only in the First Enclosure. He and his
friends sit on the cane chairs in the Restanrant
and sip their coffee or eat an orange, and appear
to take only a mild interest in the excitement
of the races and of the totalisator. Rama-
nathan feels very wise as he notes in his
raccbook the names of the jecckeys at the
beginning of cach race. Or he stands before

0

by tieir Lusbinds
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" the funny methods adopted by them.

- date’.”

The Wonders of Dadras

the bookies leaning on his stick, amused by Rajagopal heaves in sight once again, and

offers a real tip this time to Ramanathan.

« Come on, Maharaja,” says the Parsi “You sce barrister Richardson standing
bookie with an uncanny look, “good luck there,” points out Rajagopal, ¢he s buying
smiles on “you today, three to onme ‘Man- fifty tickets struight win on number six. He
has stable information, you know, you 1uay

- T 3 »
‘ The ¢Maharaja’ who wears a turban rely on it.

ﬂdOI’HQd \‘.'ith silver lace smitles and walks Ramu, who ling orown prudent SInCe hLits

awvay. The man next to him walks up to the loss over 81X tigkets) buys this time in}' three.
bookie. Horse numnber six figures on the board, but
Ce 3 M . 3 b
£t 1 ‘A paving ; ‘ o ‘
“But you are offering ten to one not fora paying place. Once again Ramu

‘Colombo’. Why not I try that?” he asks liad felt like ¢standing on the top of golden
o ’ v "% lours.”
“Bah,” says the bookie, suifting in

, ; winconal hes . iy s
contempt, ¢ Colombo’ is no good.” Rajagopal heaves in sight again and says:

“ Hard lack, Ramu, the expcctation was right,
you know. It is a shame six came fourth.”
This emphatic verdict does not make Rama-
nathan feel better. He conceives a vague
dislike for Rajagopal that evening, but heis
converted later by Rajagopal's kindness in
taking Ramanathan home in his Baby Austin.

- TFive minutes later, Ramanathan sees that
‘ Colombo’ has won, paying a huge dividend.
What a pity he had not bought a ticket on
that horse! Yet he felt he had stood, like
France, ‘ on the top of golden hours.’

Young Rajagopal coming out from a
window of the electric totalisator looks at

Ramanathan and smiles. The Sea of the Proletariat

- t« How are you faring, my dear fellow ?”
asks Rajagopal. '

“ Fairly well,” says Ramanathan, for it
is a shame to own defeat.

“T,00k here,r Ramu, you scc the girl at
the second window there. She is a lucky
girl to buy your tickets from. T have just
made two hundreds,” says Rajagopal.

“ Congratulate you, old boy.”

Toitering about a park, Ramanathan
Lears Kanya Lal the banker talk about betting
at the races. «If you back all the horses,
you make som¢ money,” pronounces Kanya
T.al. Ramu’s own experience does not confirm
this proposition, but he thinks that a stcady
banker like Kanya Lal knows better. The
next time he goes to the races, he backs all
the fifteen horses in the Cup event. But the
favourite wins, and two to one is the dividend!

TRamanathan buys six tickets from the TRamu makes another experiment at the double
“lucky girl’ for the following race and loses tote. Onc day the dividend is Rs. 3000. By a
all. : simple coleulation he finds that only o

‘Hallo, Ramu, you have come hero!* lhundred combinations are possible iu buying

greets Rangaswami, the leather merchant who the thkCtS;' and so 2000 must be {:lcn .%“"f]
has stopped his business owing to adverse cven qfter investing on all the com )}nu?mm.
conditions in trade. “ How have vou fared ?”’ He tries all the hundred cox'nbumtlpn.s the
) next time,” but alas the divid ad s only
25, 400, Then Ramanathan resolves to deserb
the Tirst Enclosure in favour of the Sccond.

T am reaching the bottom of my purse,

and I propose going home,” replies Raina-
 nathan, sulkily. o
The sea of men is fascinating i1 the
Second Enclosure. 1t is a constant walk’ «g you
have to do from the totalisator to the paddock
and from the paddock to the ¢ pay-ous’ (?)
and you ascend as frequently the gallery that
you may view tho horscs as they are coming

“ But that is not sport. If you can’t take
these losses lightly, you shouldn't come here
ab all,” remarks Rangaswami.

Ramanathan is impressionable, he thinks
he may stay for another race.

- . .- 17 -
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up from o distance. It is an cxciting time
when thie horses are brought into the paddock
before the race.  Every person at the races 1s
an intuitive judge of horseflesh. Murugesan
the butler from Adyar, comments on the
. animals to Karuppan the cook. ‘ Tl.ook at
that gray-coloured thing with its pretentions
e, ¢ Mahalakshmi’ It is a veritable
donkev,” remarks Murugesan. Ramanathan
has bought Win tickets on the horse, and be
suppresses his pain when he hears the remark.
Tive minutes later, Mahalakshmi wins and
oives a dividend of twelve to one. That is a
deliehtiul day to Raunanathan, « Horse-racing
is a wholesome diversion,” he says to himself
.t t! e end of the day.

After the horses are viewed in the pad-
dock, the proletariat determines its favourites,
and there is a tremendous rush at the windows
¢f the totalisator. You cannot buy your

ticket at those windows without Herculean

exortion. Old women bescech your assistance
to buy them tickets. DBut you are unable to
serve yourself. The hour brings out the hero.
“"An adventurous man gets on to the ledge of
the window and buys the tickets for the
surging crowd below. The pickpocket finds his
opportune moment now. He subtly diverts
your mind to admire the hero above while he
gently filches your purse from your pocket.

Think lastly of the army of hawkers of
groundnuts, oranges, plantains, and sweets of
all kinds, who seem to be quite unheeded by

the absorbed punters; of the railway servants’

who view with amnusement the hopeful
countenances as the men arrive, and the great
change in them as they depart. If hawkers
with the finest oranges in their baskets cannot

tempt the punter, how can the beggar at the -

railway station or bus-stand win his heart ?

The Verdict

. ““What is this story of the goldsmith'’s
suicide, Ramu? How can 2 man lose all his
property in one day at the races, are we
_ getting back the Mahabharatam days ?” asks
Subbiah Sastri. -

~*No uncle, yesterday’s race was the last
_.straw that broke the camel’'s back. The gold-
- smith. must have lost successively at the
.~ races,” replics Ramanathan,

“But how do these fellows lose their
money ? Arc there cheats who relieve you of
your money ?”’ enquires Sastri.

“ No, it is like this, uncle, the horses are:
made to run the races, and we bet on them—

“PBut this goldsmith never owned a
horse, and knew nothing of the animal, ™' points
out Sastri.

“He needn’t know anything, to be able
to bet on the horses,” explains Ramanathan.

«Tf fellows come to grief like this, it is a
shame to continue the races, ” remarks Sastri.

« But it isa great sport, uncle, these
horse-races, and they stimulate - for one thing
the breeding of horses, ”.argues Ramanathan.

“ What is all this, Ramu, Tote paid........
Win........ Place........ 2 agks the uncle again.
Ramanathan begins his explanation at once
with & sense of his own superior knowledge.

“ My dear fellow, it is absurd that the
horse coming third should pay you so much

more than the one winning outright, ” remarks

the uncle.

“That can’t be helped, uncle. The sport
is keenest in guessing aright the most unlikely
horses, ” explains Ramanathan.

“ Tt is clear, Ramu, that the only people

who must profit by these races are the racing.

club. It is like the fable in which the
monkey eats up the cake when adjudging the
claims to it of two contending cats,” remarks
uncle Subbiah Sastri. : :

. It is interesting to hear Ramanathan
discourse .to his ignorant listeners on the
details of the racing organisation. He tells
them of the mysteries of the electric totali-
sator, the double totalisator, of the favourites
yielding poor dividends and the fluke horscs
sending up the dividend to four figures, and of
the need to follow the jockeys or horses
steadily. o

“ Anyway, racing is wrong, Ramu. The
money ecarned is viciously got, and the money
lost, ruins homes. Gambling'is a deadly sin,”
pronounces Sastri. '

“Bu all life is a gamble,” mutters Rama-
nathan as he walks away from the uncle.
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Green Eye

GREEN EYEK

(P. P. SAMUEL)

GGWHEN I depart I want to leave o few foot-
B prints on the sands of time,” said I.

Poet Nathan adjusted his spectacles and
regarded me with the searching stare of a
psycho-pathist. '

“Tut-tut,” he warned “you are too
young to be bothering yourself with such
nonsense. What has happened to you, my
young man ? The bride and the sunshine were
in your heart when I met you last weck.
Now why this bleak blast of Winter ?”’

“ Lifo is real, life is........

“ Cut the cackle,” he interrupted. “ Now
would you mind coming ‘to the point, child ?
I have to wade through the proof of “ More
Chickens ” and can’t waste a minute.”

“ Life is earnest, and the grave is not its
goal,” T continued.

““Now don’t try to teach your grand-
mother to suck eggs,” he snapped. *“I know
my Longfellow as well as the next man.”

“Tintend writing some poetry,” I blurted.
“‘ Perhaps you might give me a tip or two.”

The poet laughed until his spectacles—
which had a fractured limb—jumped off his
nose. That seemed to open his safety-valve,
for his chest ceased to heave violently. “ You
can’t produce poetry by rule,’ he advised,
with the air of a kindly celebrity who had
arrived. - “A poet is born, not made: the
chiet tool in his bag is inspiration. Anyway,
should you write a volume of poems I should
love to write a nice preface to it. But mind
you, these critics are hard-boiled fellows. The

better you write the more vitriolic is their
criticism.” o

“Thanks. I was born all right,” I said,

- “and I have my moments of inspiration,

Today, over my brealifast, I felt the maggot
moving and heard a still; small voice urging
me to write, write, write!”

* About what ?”° he asked.
“ Coffee.”’

Nathon adjusted his spectacles and
focussed an outraged cye on me.

“The trouble with you brats,” he
shouted, ‘“is that you are too shallow and
flippant ! T tell you again, I won’t waste any
more time on you.”

He cntrenched himself behind a formid-
able pile of printed matter, Jooking as cold
and immovable as the chimney of an old
factory.

“ May I suggest, sir,” I ventured, ¢ that
you are a trifle conservative ?”’

“Why the dickens do you want to writo
about that poisonous stuff? Did Shakespearce
do it? Did Milton ?........ ” '

“Neither Nathan,” I put in edgeways.
“ And therein lies the charm. Heaps of people
have written about the smell of the earth, the
fragrance of the flower and all that sort
of rot. But has not yebt occurred to any man
of genius to immortalize useful articles of diet.
I am the coming man! And I want tc do it
forthwith lest I be caught napping. .\ gramo-
phone record has alrcady been made of an
omelette and I fear they would very soon go
one better and give a poetical version of it.”
“All my eye!” said the sage.

“ And Betty Martin I I rejoined over my
shoulder. ,

That evening after dinner I 1it a cigarette,
kept the tin by me in ocase 1 ;needed more
inspiration, and took the bif” between my

teeth. In plain language, I began to chew my
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pencil. Ten minutes of vigorous work prc?d-
uced nothing more than the taste of graphite
in the mouth and the title which was printed
beautifully, in large letters, at the top. At
fizst T had written “ COFFEA ARABICA”,
thinking it would sound classical—something
like Arcopagitica; but on second thoughts
had changed it to plain COFFEE.

Tn sheer desperation I opened the tin and
lighted another inspirer. Suddenly the grey
colls were all agog, just as my I ord car starts,
all out, after half an hour of sheer pig-headed-
ness. And without wasting a split second
over © Eurekas” I wrote down the stuff ab
the rate of ever-so-many words & minute.

COFFEE

Let Wordsworth sing of nature’s charms—
0f flowers and lakes and sky;

Lot Omar ercon of women's charms,

And cheer that wine can buy.

My muse is free from sophistry, .
It sings o sincere song

Of Coffes free from chicory ¢

To boot it isn't long.

It was & glorious stanza. Metre? Yes,
Rhyme? Yes. Rhythm? Yes, by Shakes-
peare! I simply had to read it out aloud to
my wife and ask ber if she wouldn't withdraw

a certain statement she had made the previous

day.

% Oh, it's too sweeb—a dream, dear—1 did
never,” said the angel. .

; TFrom the kitchen I sailed back to my
desk. T had “arrived ”, at last. I could well
imagine Nathan writing to the papers about a
new literary star of the first magnitude. To
write down 9 more sbanzas was the work of
as many minutes, I read the poem and saw
that it was good. Here is stanza 2:—

Oh, have you seen the coffee tree
{Coffen Arsbica)-

With succulent fruits growing freo,
So red and green, so round?...... Ahl
Bo it *Mocha ' or ® Jamaica’,
*Java ' or ' BE. Indian’,

It's Coffea Arabica:

And so is ' Ethiopian .

And the last stanza —

Ab give me just a gluss, a glass

Oub of the coffes pot,

With heaps and heaps of caffein, lass—~
The doctor he talks rot. |

Is he better than coffes-bugs?

He prescribes chicory |

Oh, sure, he is cne of them Thugs,
To prescribe chicory { |

In a state of literary inebriation I sent it
on to Nathan, and waited for his panegyric
as eagerly as I had waited for my first

rejection slip, in January, 1930. In twenty

days or so the Editor had concluded that the
contribution didn’t quite suit him. But
Nathan was made of different stuff; he sent
it- back  the very next day. But it was
accompanied by a beastly stanza of six lines
which ran as follows i—

' Old Viswamitra said,
'T'll make & quadruped ’;
And he did creats one
Phat raised a lot of fun:
1t had to crawl, dear eir,
Its four legs in the air "

My first impulse was to resorb to John-

sonian tactics and ecrack him one on his
cranitm with a cane. The pig! He had him-
gelf volunteered to write a nice preface to my
volume of verse when it was completed.
Well, after all these critics are hard-boiled
fellows. The better you write the more
vitriolic is their criticism.” 'The green eye!
Eh?

God may forgive him, but T never will
Let ¢ More Chickens” come out. I will........

e g oo
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Musings on Maidens

MUSINGS

i

118 A French Girl i the sweatest thing on God's earth™,
: wrote Ruskin, wha knaw France and her psople
as faw Flnglishmen of his time can claim to have known
hor. In France, the typical home-life has a purity siweetness,
gontleness and affection, that you will not easily~ find
aqualled, much less axcelled any where else in Barope.
Thera are t®o countries inthe w.rld, especially, tho
women of which represent radiant types of ideal
swomanhood—Indis in Asia, and France in Lurope.

ON MAIDENS

{G. VENKATACTALANM)

(3) The French Girl

o Vv
e

Franch gixl is all modesty during her maidenbood. She
is {ree, but her freedom is restricted and 18 not allowed
to develop info license. She is not for instance fres to
have boy-friends, " iu the American saense, though she
may meob them socially often, and she seldom has her
own exclusive satz and clubs, like the British youths and
maidens. Promenade-walking may bo the fashion in Paris
boulevards, bub “petting parties”” ave nob regular fentures of
a French girl's life, as 16 is in tho case of young Ameriea.

* Turope is unthinkabls without
Franes'', said Stead.

women, 0 safve, charming, lovalle
and gentle as in that land of fashicn
and frivolities. The typieal Trench
Girl i3 o sweeb little lady, gentle,
dutifal and self-sacrifiving. She is \

\

With the )
excoption of India, mowhere als2, in \\\\\\\
\ \

this wide world, can you coma across \

\

impulsive, generous and warm-hearted;
and welcames aven a stranger with a
baby-liks innocent face.  The modam
BParisian flapper, who i generally
mistaken for the girl-hemanity of
Lo ble France, i3 something of an
anschronism. She iy the light-hearted
child of a flippant city civilisation.
She no more represents Franee than
a West-Tind Londonor  represents
Dngland, or a pleasure-mad  prince
reprosents the son of tha soil.

In Frince, a bypleal young un-
married girl is like a ripe peach—with
all tho bloom of the fruit. She hasu
tondernoss aboutb her ag pathetic "as an
ivy-craper, needing an oak by her
sids to cling to, and prow and bewnify
her surroundings, In this respect she The Be
resombles the Hindu girl the mosh.

]

\
\ 4.
z

ttow HMalf.

Tt “II you were fo address a young
WA \ French maiden, the probability is that
‘\ \\ her mother will angwer you, but if

you were to addresy an American

mother, the probabiliby is thal her

\ daughier would reply to you™, re-

marked a shrewd observer of human

o nature, contristing the matuve of

French and Amarican girls respective-

\ ly. A Franch girl i3 not wooed, much

tess courted, axcept with the consens

of her parents or guardians. Tiven a

betrothed hushand in France has to

converse with his bride in the presance

of a chaparon. "I% can’t bel Haw

frightful ", I hear ever Hinda girls

in the Quess Mary's, shout and
protest 1}

" Well, here's a little anecdoto about

a famous French womman, who subee-
quently beeame the Bditor-in-Chief
of » leading journal 1n Paris, which
well illusbrates a French girl's netion
of social  etiquetts and her own
maidenly modesty.  Ifso happoned
that when thislady, who afterwards
totacame world-famous, was betrothed
Yt to another world-famous man, she
! was ooce kissed by him in her

Thas Freoch girl does nob aga quickly s
she presorves her bloom and freshness into m lurib; aud
middle age. Sha is be:lthy, robuss, and strong with the
natural life of the open air, innoceenty gamesand simplo
play and laughtar, 1t istrue that things, nowadays,
aro somewhat changed and that we gel an Americanised
adition of the French girl, reckless, caro-free, and with
vagabond instinets, But sueh types are rare, though
universal, and ara to ba me$ with in every country, even
in India, and they do not represeut the ideil type of any
one uation or country.

Frax{ce. as the most cultured country in Europe,
puis her ideal of maidenly modesty ab a higher level than
others do in the West.~ It is nearly of the sama character

83 is fo bo found in this anclent land of India. The
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chaperon’s absence. The Frenchman
had visited England and had parbially assimilated the
English customns which permit betrothed persons to
indulge in such endearments. Av ebserved sbove, Mon,
Adan kissed his bride. Poor Iittle Mle. Iive burss
ioto tears. ““Monsienr, she eried with a senss of grief
and resentment, ‘Ah, Monsieur,” what have you done?
you have now made it impossible for me ta mwsry any
other man!”

‘A Prade! declares the modern girl; and howses s
much ona way be inclined to agree with her, yet  ne
eannot deny that theve is much to bo admired insish w
fine idea ag that povtrayed in the sbove  ancedote. One
may wdmire stz}lo »;zo«i"é;hwj;:biﬁfc'{c}gybody welcomes frosh
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Red Herrings Abroad

he Rt. Hon'ble Mr. Srinivasa Sastri has done a
public service by pleading for the inttoduction' of
agreeable levities in the conduct of public controversies.
He desorves the grateful thanks of all interested in the
preservation of the sanity of our slxgcies. His insp.iring
example will, if followed more universally, contribute
not a little to the gaiety of nations. Nothing is better
caleulated to assuage human passions than to draw
smotional red herrings across tho paths of human pre-
judices. Whoover could have thought that any connec-
tion lurked between ‘ Temple-Entry * and Inglish as she
is wrote? Itis as intriguing as the connecting link
between Gokulashtami and

Shaftesbury’s classio disquisition on the ‘Art of Trimming’.-
It is thought not unlikely that he may yet prepars for
the press an edition of that work with his own notes,
which are certain to be of eonsiderable autobiographical
significance,

Mr. Winston Churchill's much-advertised opposition
to Indian Reforms is, he declares in private, merely to
demonstrate his rare facility for talking through his
hat. ‘You know," he added, with twinkling eyes and
apparent inconsequence, ‘my hobby has been collecting—
hats {’ ' ’

Speaking on the prospects of

Ghulun Khadir  (This has been
communicated to me under the
seal of strictest seerecy, and uob
all the wild horses can drasw it oub
of me) What further delightiul
visi1a are nob opened up of sinilar
¢ »abinations and juxta-positicns ?
T:is magazine, dedicated to the.
s.cred ciwse of ‘heart-exsing
Mirth® has grent pleasure in
putlishing tho following exclusive
symypesium of the views of many
promirent men on the application
of Mr. Sastri’s idea to the hurning
topics of the day.

Mr. Woodlul refusod to discuss
the ethies of the ‘leg-theory’.
He was however characteristically
facetious on the deportment and
facial expression of the six or seven
fiellsmen on the leg-side. Being
8, szhioolmaster, he said that he
was nob likely to be Intimidated
by their forocious looks., What
with Jardine's harlequin eap, and
the asymmetric arrangement of

male

Ittt :—1 have now found out why the
Rt. Hon. Sastriis not in good health,
Usncle Subbax Rao:—You see, he has
over-agitated constitutionally. . Sir Mahomed Usman is as

Anglo-Irish peace, Mr. DeValera
is reported to have said: *‘The
English are welcome to collech
as much as they can through
import duties. I trust they will
not grudge me the satisfaction of
gathering, in revenge, the aitches
dropped by Mr. Thomas!”

The compelling charm of ‘C.P.’
is confessed even by his enemies,
But he was not to be drawn out
on the chances of an Indian
Federation. “As a matter of
aesthetics, how to integrate ths
infinite variety of tufts and
turbans in Native India, is the
more fascinating theme of my
lahours,” he declared in his
inimitable Front-Bench manner.

unconcerned about politics as

the feld, he felt nothing but com-

miseration for ILnglish taste or the lack of it! He
promises a big surprise in this line for the 1934 testst

be played in England. .

Baron Mosquito, the Premier of Japan merely smiled
when told that the League had endorsed the Lytton
Report on the Manchuko tangle. He was more con-
cerned, he said, with the international deterioration in the
art of speaking the soft word that turneth away wrath.
He solemnly assured our representative that he would
not give up the duily parayanam of the Sermon on the

Mount, whatever might happen—in Jehol.

Mr. MacDonald is seeking refuge from the acerbi-
ties of politics in philosophical retrospect. It is not per-
haps generally known that he is passionately fond of

3

Mr. Chesterton is about his bulk.
He however confessed, with a rapt expression on his face,
that his literary tastes have besn formed, and are still
being fed exclusively on two epics, viz. The CID and The
Viear of Bray.

Asked if he thought the idea was a sound one,
Mr. Bernard Shaw retorted briskly: **Both sound and
sense;” and added: “Don't you run away with the
impression that it's new to me, I've been doing nothing
elso 2ll my life. Look at the titles of my plays; and
it you've understood any of my prefaces, you'd have seen
what a mixed cargo mine has been, Sastri indeed !’,

hed snorted, his unsoaped complexion becoming emergent
red,

Our interviewer discreetly withdrew. ‘PAM.
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A man may be able to write a sensible
love-letter, but he never doos.

It is a fanny thing that when o man has
not anyshing on earth to worry about, he goes
off and gets marricd,

* * *

When a man and a woman marry they
become one; but the question is, which one ?
* * *

Certainly ladies’ dress is beeoming Jess
but the question is, is it less becoming,
¥ i # B
~ A yeecimist iv aoman who, when faced
vith two evils, chooses both,

2

* * *
Where there is a will there is o lawsuit,
b £ B

. Faskicy Note : There will be litt)e change
m men’s pockets this summer,
* * *
Y T - .
. There are Iots of people about nowadays
with a keen sense of rumour.
* s

A man should certainly love all mankind,
but il he gets busy loving all womankind, he
13 asking for tronble,

) . oy
 The world is full of willing people—sonice
willing to work, the rest willing to let them.
% % * .
Rva :
You can’t tell from a man’s clothes how
much money he’s making; look at his wife,

m v .
. Lact may be defined as handling truth
with delicacy.

The wisest man is he who has the sense

to say nothing at the richt time. .
% *

A jolly givl is one who will let you kiss
her, A sensible ¢iv) is one who won't let
anyone clse.

LS ES

The best thing about distant relations is
—the distanee.

* o *

Don’t foroet that a miss with a mission
may sometiines be looking for a man with a
mansion.

ES E3 *

Motor and the girl motors with you,

walk and you walk alone.
£ * *

ILAf the world is composed of people who
have something to say and ean’t say it, and
the other holf of folks who have nothing to
sy, and keep saving i,

* * *

Many women are fond of keeping queer
That is why some of them marry,

ES 5 *

Some one hes satd that no woman chould
suffer in silenee; but if she is silent, she must
suffer.

pets.

de
*®

Some folks only attend chureh three times
in their lives—when they are hatehed, when
they ave wntehed, and when they are drs--
patehed.

It was an optimist who nvented the
steam boilers bub it was a pessimist who added
the safetyv-valve, -
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{(NI1L A 'CANTEN)

or

OU, reader, have done it once at least during the las
twenty hours.  Nay, don't change eoleur. Lless
you, por lock so guilty over it.  You have not connuaitted
murder, Heaven forhid ; nor have yeu been delected wi
your hand in the jun-pet.  All that vwe mean 15 that yeu
have got up from your slecp once ab least during the lust
twenty hours; and that Is a thing, Heaven knuws, you
cannot help doing. You might forge$ to tike vour seascn
ticket, and ungrudgingly pay the excess fare uat the
terminus. You might even forget to have your dinner—
in fact many do, nwking a virtue of necessity—but you
simply cannot forget to get up. Barly or late is quitea
different matter. As Sir Toby says, "' To be up aller
midnight and to go to ked then is exrly; so that to go te
bed after midnight is to .

in the street that you can Iny vour hand upon—even the
telegraph end the trameposts, are full of liguor. e
man of wit, and that commodity in him comes ou

in the form of anecdotes when the wine is in.  His best

one is, that he was lying in the guifer one night, balf
unconscious, when a pig came and nestled closeup to him.
A passer-by obrerving the strange couple smiled, and said,
"Ivery oneis known by the company he keeps’.  And
just fancy, as Jee says, the heast strede out of the gutter
with an offended air. You are no doubt wondering,
gentle reader, what all this talk ahout Joe has to do with
getting up. Bat you forget that we got up on our wrong
side today, and hence our meod s note too pleasant and
our strain none tco relevant, for that {fuol of a boy of ours

made our shaving water

go to bed lbetimes;”
and that applics to
gettin g up too, nutatis
nratandis,” Where and
how you get up too,
does not concern us.
You might go to scleep
at Lrode and get up to
hear the * tap-tap™ of
a  ticket-collecter  at
Buasin Bridge.  You
might go to hed on the
thirty-first of Decemler
and get up on the Now
Year's morn io find
that a  vew  has
steulthily stepyed over
you, while vou slept.
If it were April and it
you were in Iinglund
as some poet sang, you

113

might geb up and ] My dear, it is very cold ta-day, sn't it 27

€ ) .
Bee—some morning
unaware,

"

to-day.

“Is 16?2 I really have not looked ab  the newspaper

too hot.

Talking of shaving,
there is Ilassan, the
barber in the Arabian
Nights Tales, He
wished to be the Caliph
for a day and his wish
was overheard by the
Caliph  bimself, who
fultilled it the next day
in such a wonderful
way, that it is not
found anywhere out
of the “Arabian
Nights”, So Hassen
bossed 1t over for a
whole duy, wnd when,
the mnext :norning, his
poor wife weke him up
in  his  own lowly
cottage, he Lclahoured
her with blows for
addressing him as
Hassan, mstexd of

That the Iowest boughs and the brushrrood chest
Rourd the elm-trec Inlo are in tiny leaf,

While the chaflinch sings on the crebard Eeugh

In Englind—now!”

) Agnin, you might go to bed in this world and geb up
in the next, Heigh-ho! we have pulled curselves up jush
in timo, for wo were drilting into redms ' where anecels
fear to tread. ™ )

You know my friend, Joe. Well. he sets up every
morning from the gutter, helped cut hy sowe olliging
policeman.  You know Lo is not quite for prahibition
and all that cant. * Iie jsn't sober except when hs cannat
geb n drink, and that seldom happens—ho s stmply
drowned. All that we ewm vouch for him is, that ho at
leash gots up from where he wevt to bed.,  Iis concantion
of Paradise’is that it s a pliwce where sl gag-pipes, vatet-
)ipes.‘pelroLpumps~—in fact, .every inch of meial-tubing

“Sultan  Harcun Al
Raschid—2Mest  Faithful, ete.” And o post chapple
woke up ene fne morning and found hinsell famous.
Your hunille servani, too, once teied the expeviment and
groped abotit to feel Fame.. Bub you know what a
slippery esl she s, He felt instead the bad yosts.

A constitutional indolence, a similarity of tempera-
ment, in fret, evervthing exscept a termagant wife, has
mzde Rip Van Winkle our {avourite character in fiotion.
Tor teenty yoars our hero defied the necessity of ;etting
up, and we have always imagined him as twnize round
on lis side once a yeur, and then qmffing off & flrgon of
that stufl which bewitehod him, with as mueh veiish ag
vou and T wonld sip a delicious cup of steaming bod-coffee.
And if we had our way, we would emulato cuv horo by
migrating to the Polar regions, and enjoying lialf the year
in deliciots slumber, £l a faint glimpse of the sun’'on the
hevizen fells us that the esrth las finlshed half her
revolubion, and that it is time to geb up. :
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Cn Cetting U"p

" There are herces and herces—some who defy tho
necessity of getting up by going into an eternal sleep,
others who do it by never going to sleepatall. **Sleep
says an  American Professor, ““ is a luxury, 2nd you can
cancel that off your routine, es easily as yoa can dvop
a week-end picnic.” And four Oxlord undergraduales
actually tried it on the eve of their exain. For ninety six
hours ab a stretelr they kept theiv eves open, but by the
end of that period, their thinking apparatus, which lay-
men prefer to call brains, was insuch a state that they
began to repeat the'r logarithm tubles. We would advise
our readers too to try it. Ii they can manage it before
they sit for a paper in mathematics, su much the better;
for then they can do without their Clarke's Tubles.

Lots of things have Leen written about goetting on in
the world, but precicus little zbout getting up. If we
remember aright, only Lamb seems to have attenyited
anything of the sort and he, poor chap, bungled the
whole affair. To get up with the lark | Ridiculous | That
would have been good encugh for our ancestors who went
to bed with the lamb, bub we, with our balls, our theatres

aud our exams, we nover think of retiring to bed till tho
first streaks of Aurora’s spears begin to gild the cast, Let
those who will, prate about the harvest of gold they garner
in the suniise.  Wo are content to bathe ourselves in the
argentine effulgzence of the midnight, That tallk of
dravwing inspivation fron: the lark is ol Losh, every word
of it. We draw ours {rom the smoke of the midnight oil
and also of a cigarette.  Give us a silent room, a rocking-
chair, a prcket of “fugs” and a time-picce indicating
two—it 1s hard if we do not start some gume on a
wild heath.  Ideas seem to dance and skip about your
head like mischievous elves, »s you complacently wateh
vith hdi-elosed eves the smole of your cigarette curling
up to the ceiling, like tho incense ut scme oriental shrine,
Ours vre the dinmonds that twinkle ugainst a foil of azure
Llve, curs that Kohinoor they eall the mwoon, the silence
of the midnight i3 ours, curs teo, the meclodies of tho
nightingales, owrs for keeps. We du not wunt that naughty
Lark to wuke us up fran our Led, just when we wresceking
it—that Big Ben on the muntelshiclf will seo to it.  We
arc rot children of the Dawn—we are children of the
twentieth century, and of the ten o clock,

From Ring to Business,

Even now one hears stories of the falmlous wealth
with which bookmakers have retived from the Turf, but
it will be found upon examination that the majority of the
men—there are not manv—reputed to have amowsed
money. in the bookmaking line huve nequired thelr wealth
by the skill, enorgy, and foresight with which they have
utilised what may bo called o nest-cgg token frem the
Ring in the development of businesses of one sorb or
another, as, for instunce, stecl and iron, bLreweries) and

{obaceo econcerns.

About the heaviest betting bookmaker cenecrning
whom fairly reliable records are available was Duvies,
known as The Leviathan. Tt is said that on several occa-
sions he laid bets of 100,000 to 1,000, and did by fur the
biggest business'in the Ring, but he does not secm to huve
been worth more than £50,000 at his death.

Then there was J. B. Morris, ready to lay to any
amount. He died a very poor man, but contemporary
writers stated that he would have Lecn worth well over
£100,000 had the money due to him from defoulting
punters been paid. Willlam Ridsdole, prominent even
in the heavy betting days in which he lived, was found
dead in a garret at Newmarket,

It was an open secret that Jack Valentine, hoxd of
the firm of Valentine and Wright, would have been in
distressed circunstances had it not been for the kindness
of a former partner, and John Jackson of Fairficld left
comparatively little behind him,

* * *

The vast transactions in which The Leviathon was
wont toindulge have already been alluded to. Gazing
out across the racceourse ab Ipsom one dey, he said to u
friend, ** All that is vow within view might huve Leen
mine had I never made a bet upen the Derby, until the
numbers went up. " %

In five eonsceutive years, 1813-1833, the losses of
Duvies over the Derhy were astounding.  He Inid 55,000

t0 1,000 in two  Lets against Dunicl O'Reurke; 30,000

to 2,000 in onc bet Teddington; 15, 00 to 1,000 West

Australian; and 100,000 to” 1,000 each, of threo horses”

to their owners, onc of which started at 6 to 1.

On onrs oceasion a punter with a heavy winning
vecound did net send in his elaim, It transpired that he
had died ulinost directly after the event had been decided.
On licuring of this Davies made it his business to find
ouf tho widow, who hoed been left badly off, und having
done so, hunded her over the money due to her deceased
husbund.,

Amonyg punters in the goed old days (not very long
ago) known as the Hastings cpoch, Capt. Machell, Turl
manegor to several racing magnates of the day, among
them Mr. Chaplin, owner of Ilermit, wus a prewninent
figure and a ready gambler into tho bargain.

B 32 3

In some ante-post Derby Betting at Long’s Hotel oto
night the cuptain backed Mr. Chaplin’s horse to win him
45,000 sovs, ending up with a beb ol 20,000 to 1000.
Just as this wuger had been booked the Duke of Hamiltou
came into the room, aud, on Leing told what had hap-
pened, remarked, ‘‘Hooh, you don’t ezll that betting!
Il lay 80,000 to 1000 Hermit, onee, twice, threo Limos,
five titnes, or six times.”

Capt. Machell wus not the sort of man to back out
from such a challenge, und premptly booked the colussal
beb {to the best of my knowledge tho biggest ever madc)
of £180,000 to ££000. B

e

A Lrge sum was subsequently offered to Capd, M chel)
to cancel the bet, bt [or sometime hostuek o hY pguns,
and, the wiger wis not, I believe, ealled off vntil shortly
before the tuceo. S, it had Leen made, snd there 1s no
doubt whalever that, haed it stocd, 16 would have been
duly paid. News of the World,
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1351 American politicians aro i a ¢luss by them-
golves.  There is mno kunowing  what  they
will door what they will not swhen power is put into
their hands. Inserntable ave their ways. And I do not
kunow swhat moved My, Josaph Cestre to do what ho s
done. This gentleman, the Mayor of Newtown , Kansas,
U. S A, has thrown open the municipal halls in his
jurisdiction, two evenings a week, fres, for the uso
of courting couyles.

I do nob know what Mr. Cestre 13 going to reccive
as a reward for his action. I do not know whas he
oxpects even.  And so I do not know if ho will get whed
he expects.

“A Nolel prize or some such thing” you may
suggest.  As for the fovmer, Siv Alfred has not insti-
tuted a prize to bo awarded annually to the reeord
breaking marriage maker.  Iiven if he had, 11 Duco of
Italy gransing {res railvay trips to honsymoon  eouples,
and Doamanatha Sastel of  am dbipuram managiog a
horoscope manufactory have gor greater cluims for the
award than the Mayor of Newtown. Asfor the ‘some
such thing’, well no such thing exists {o my knowledge.

“ A statue may be erected in his honour,” shall ba
the albernative suggestion. it me digrees. The pen,
- they say, is mightier thun the sword.  Yet tho wielder of
this mightier weapon is not ablo to grapple successfully
with the wolf at the door. DBub I may fondly ok
forward to a tims when India shall not fail to patromise
and honour her talented soms. (Yes, daughters too.)
If, and when, that time comes, and if the people of this
country scck to honour me by erecling astaive, I must
most certainly tako the strongest exception to it T do
not know if Mr. Cestre feels likewise. If he dues not I
may ask him to go carelully through what Mr. G. K. C.
writes of statuo worship s his * All Things Considered,
Then, T wn certain, he will see eye to eye with e and
docline to be dishonoured by a statue. The ercction of
statues is something akin to idolatry and surely there
cannot bo a worse memns of dishovsuring a true follower
of the Son of God thun sceking to thrust a Pagan honour
upon him,

Thero is a soul of goodness in things evil, And the
prosent economic depression has proved to be a blessing in
disguise to Mnerica.  Thore has Leen a remarkable fall
in the divorce rate of that country and surely, that is o
consumnation devoully to be wished for. I'or in the land
of stars and stripos, marrisges are mnade and unmude the
suno day and givls aronot ashined to eniness that they
find marriage monotonous: It is yeb to be scen what
effect Mr, Cesrtre’s action is going to have in this respect,
And one shudders to imagine what it would Le if one
were bo bike his stand on Lindsey. For if the figuves
Lindsey gives in his books bo correct, then in the New
World onv out of every three cases of matrimony becomes
before long o cass for alimony., And by the way., whab
has Judge Lindsey to say of Mr. Cestre's action ¢

LS

Courtship

. RAaMOXI)

And wo have canse for more fear.  The Dean of the
University of Washington says—anl he is an authority
in these mdters— that American youths fail in their
exarninations bacawse of their love utfaivs. Ie also adds
the following amusing aneedote.  “ Sometime ago one of
the students had that tvouble but after a timo he asked for
readmission. On the petision form the question was
asked : ““Ilus the causo for {ailure been romoved?”” The
student wrote ' Yos. I nuwrried her.” When we remem-
her that more often than not jilted lovers and plucked
students pay their debt to nature in order to escape from
the misfortuns dogging their footsteps, well, I very much
doubt if 2r. Cestre's action is really lauduble.

A swriter in an American weekly suggests that .Mr.
Cestre might have {elt * that the lack of eourting facilities
is a definite impediment to countless marriages.” If
that e so,-I am inclined to baliove that neither Mr, Cestre
nor the writer has  gob much of the commodity calle.d
commonsenszo,  For I am certain that lack of courting chl-
lities never makes & scrap of difference to a really loving
couple.

I may cite an instance in point and introduce f:o you
my good friend, Edwin., lIle has his own sweetie, an
angel in cream and gold, whose company he never leaves.
The astronomners say that the moen is never seen without
the company of Rohini.  And I have never seen Lidwin
unaceonpanied by his ‘ Princess Charming,” In fact heis
s0 madly in love with his hussy that he does not scruple
to woo her any where everywhere without heing alivq to
the presence of strangers around and about him. Travelling

in the tram along with his dear sweetheart, he would all

on a sudden, ery oub flinging his arm round the neck of
his faiv compunion, .

* From the Tlast to Western Ind,
There's no jewel like my Rosalind, ”

And then Bosaling, tlatiered by the couplet would
g1t a bit closer,

Now if anybody were to suggest to Ldwin and
Rosalind that they need a municipal hall to do their
courting in, they would simply laugh in contempt.

I really wonder what made Mr, Cestre feel that thero
were nob adequate facilities for courting couples.  In fact
my complaint is that there sro fur too many facilities
clready, the picturo paloces, parks, botanical gardens, and
tho like. Theso induce owr vouths to plunge headlong
inte love. Little do they realise the dangers ahead. The
vain girl——almost all girls are vain—may jil ber lover
when the propesal comes or treat himn worse by aceepting
it. The poor fellow then ends his life or lives to sufter.
Over there in America, I think Mr. Cestre himself must
haveo bitter experience of such things. If he has not, let
him but go through the matrimonjal history of some of
the 1lollyweed sburs. :
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I could never understand my friends indulsing the

in exchanging vulgaw jokes with one another ab
the expense of what [ Liad never birgiined for, or acquired
Strangely puradoxical asit might
soen, it is nevertheless true, thub thouglt my pavents sere

with a consclous effors.

lean'and lanky ereifures
{God Dbless their souls if
they had any ) T wms
born a fab and plumpy
baby and, unlike the
majoribty  of  mankind
who Dbelie the promises

of thelr earlier years,
I continued to develop
into a substantial speci-

men; and I confess, I sco
no rezson why I should
feel sorry for it. On the
other hund I am im-
mensely proud—and

justifiably  too—of my
sheer volume and
capacity, Wiile at col-
lego, my  sovvices were
continually in  demand

for eaptaining the tug-c!-
war teams:; and as the
college goulie, T simply
left no space . Lebween
the posts for the ball to
escape through!

The advantiges of
being faf, vre too nuwer-
ous to ke mentioned and
can only be appreciated
Ly personal experience.
I cannot afford to Le
bPeevish or short-
tempercd. A good-
hatured  bowlrcuiie is
always the concomitans
of corpulence, for, the
very sight of me eng-
enders levity and light-
Leartedness, My very
enormity begets a cortain
sense of security and
confidence which certain-
ly go a long way towards
the achievement of sue-
eoss in any walk of lifo.
Lum incapable of fulling
il as, with the minimum

exertion I ean eliminate the impuritics of my sysiem
through perspiration in prolusion, Ly just taking a fow
baces round my garden, or clinbing thoe
And luss
the most chivalrous gentlewan,
m the crowded tram or bus,

& dozen ladies in euse and comford |

down n couple ol timas.

“ SELF-HELP *
(Dr. CyyICUs)

nwselves

voeibuliry of suyperletives.

COHDITIES GF THD LITERATY

o COM T .

i.gx\: WITHORNE wonld have his hands weshed Lefore
o rerusing o letler  frown his beblee lmll. e
aly + T : : - N .

delighted in pering over the revespaper files, and the old

wdvertizeineuts  thug

royally,

him  right

{

R H et 'IJ - v
were theveln, pleased 3h
A petiy Little eat was the bod-fellow of LEdger Allin
Poo; he slent with ] b, and was

_ 1 Inordinately  proud
of his feat.

Oliver W. Holmes was wonb o toko a horse-chest-
nuf in one poeket and o potato  in another to guawrd
against rheumatism,

Neither veedl nor  instrumental

. _ . music  affor
Byron the slightest pleasuro.

3 o . s %% . .
R. L. Stevensnn's favourite paztime was playing the
luto, in order as ho said, to tune up his ilens.

Charles Dickens was possionately fond of

. i adorning
himeelf with jewellery.

A - {
A,\.lex;ms‘xer Pops profarved o street organ to Iandel's
orutorins,

Koeats wonld not neglect toast with

o . red peppsr on
15 16 delighted his palite wwlully well, '

Jozquin Miller had all his chairs nziled to the wall,
When fash asleep Daudet had his slasses on.

The younger Alexander Dumas bought o new

painting everytitue he had a now book published,

T - > i

The poct Rogers and Ldmund Burke felt sctual
1 I 2 3 N
ascornfort at the sounds of musie.

Walks abt sumtise and sunset
spocial enjoyment ; as he suid,
over him only on thess occasions.

were  Longlellow's
sublimest 1moods came

Bhould Bacen (I an not sure of tho many give oub his
lessons or ansver a question  put Ly 1
wust by wll menns twist and tumn
otherwise he could not answer him,

T -
Iy iroiessor, Lo

his  breast-button]

S, AvToxy.,

staircaso up awd
bub not loast, I om
for cn vaeuting 1y seut
I cun seconnuodate balf
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Coming to minor details,
with inpunity unless you nre prepaed to expend o wholo

Liggest; i1t s my givtdy, i5 s the Lreodost ;
cout or shivt or boots, thoy are the Logast size wi

!
l
i
|
l.

s whed §s known in cotmmnon paclancens the @ R
[ ean vever forgive tho ceuclty of i4 el 1 TN
I have always dospised the very idoa of b
2long the thoroughfve by o fellow humon e, for, o
Lickshavallah would duac risk his precions ¥ ’

W:?flf-Hclp

.. . N N
I oean defy doseription

046 s oy size, it i

ST

the
5ty
shich you
G vever obtiin reudy-
brales iUt is myv dholie-
it is the longe.
cunnot cusily

TH

with things sudl, runy
and  contomptillel T
abways altroet atfention
ardl can never Jose miyself
it & erovwd ! )

taultipliod
edvincs  of
civilisation, I preferred
the Railwey as tho safost
and least disastrons. Tho
Juska, ot ! T eould never
forget the incilent. I
wosduring the Tromnwa e
tuen’s siriko ond I oyweg
forecd to geb into one of
these, us thore

. h
with  the

Wis o
other conveyuucs avail-
able.  The  Juikawala

eved me up end down
suspicionsly and hub for
the terupting fure thaf
I offered. 1 dwe say, he
vould  have refused to
huve anything to Jo with
me. Loor fellow, Lo wog
quite right! 1 hug just
placed one  foot in<ido
and was about to {uliow
with tho  olher, swhen
tho  wholo  siructure
came down, lhorse and
man dangling in mid-nie
and poor me buried under
tho revoting !

One  of
ditbolic d
that disgrees ur premioe
cilies wnd desrewls naon
—inaas in the bonde of

God—to tho level ot R
veritiahle beost of barden,

i
Tey 1agosb

Coniiny ey

.

<h i
Jou,

wohagad

bones by

attewpting to haal e wlong in the e woresudd ! Of
the other means of choap locomotion, such as the traul or
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the motor bus, I have not much to say, except that they
are too small for my magnificent proportions.

Having had cceasion to undertake a distant journey
to the far south, T wes compelled one day to transport my
ponderous bulk to the Railway Station by means of the
latter mode of conveyance referred to above and, having
reachod the station safe, and in full possessicn of all my
limbs, (thenk (God, there were no accidents), I reserved
the lower berth of a second class compartment. Inspite
of the liberal ‘'tipping’”™ all round (which custom, by
the way, bas my warmest approbation, as it enables one
to secure undivided attention) some mistake arose in the
administrative machinery of the Railweay Oftice and to my
utter censternation, I found on arrival at the platform, that
an upper berth had heen et apart for my exclusive
occupation, instead of the lower that I had specially paid
for! Now, to an ordinary individual, such 1ninor events
may not be of any appreciable consequence, but, fo one of
my all round superiority, and accustomed as I was to be
looked up to with awe and reverence, it was very
provoking, But no amount of arguments could alter the
sitnation for the better and I had perforce to resign my-
sell to the inevitable.

As if to add insult to the injury I had already sus-
tained, I had to face, on attempting to enter the compart-
ment, a more serious problem thun the loss of ‘'my lower
berth, which now paled into insignificance. With an
absolute and eriminal disregard of the possibilitics of
human expansion, the Railway company had constructed
their carriages with the doocr-ways so narrow, that, asI
stood abreast, I found to my horror, one half of my persen
refused to be coaxedin! A crowd had by this time
collected in front of my carrizge and encouraged by thdir
sympathetic cheering, I succeeded ab last in storming the
citadel, by cffecting 2 lateral entrance!!

Having thus outwitted the stupidity of the Railway
by a simple stroke of ingenuity, I looked round and,
ignoring the presence of my fellow traveller (my rival for

the pleasures of the lower berth——a fellow of about quarter
my size) with a supreme contempt born of hatred engen-
dered by jealousy, 1 made arough mental calculation of

- the cubic pressure I would exert on the chains that

supported the berth. I counted the links, and tested
their capacity for endurance by suspending myself fora
while with my hands firmly clutching” them for support
during the precess. Iaving sapisfied myself that I would
be safe, I removed my coat and turban and prepared for
ascent. As ill-luck would have it, just at this moment,
my fellow passenger tock it into his head to purchuse
3 large quantity of oranges and, in the absence of eny
receptacle for thair storage, piled them in a heap on the
floor of the carriage.

In spite of the Darwinian theory of man's glorious
descent from the monkey which is commonly defined as an
animal well versed in the art of climbing and probably
due to the fact, that generations of more civilised ocecu-
pations had deadened my latent abilities in that direction,
I found the problem of climbing into the upper berth
well nigh tnsuperable! Still undaunted, I tock a firm

crip of the handle attached to the ceiling and, having’

inhaled a suflicient quantity of air to increase my buoy-
anecy, I attermpted to raise myself bodily into the upper
regions. The poor fragile structure conld nobt hear my

weight, and down I cune with a tremendous fores ¢n the

heap of oranges that luy on the floor, in utter ignorance
of the catostroplie that was  to overlake tlem! The
whole lot of them were annihilated beyond recognition
and, es I stood up, the juice that had been pressed out
from under my pressure had so deeply stained my clothes,
that I looked like a pMgrim bound for the TFirupathi Hills|

In sheer disgust I got out and having cancelled my
journey, returned home, a eaddor buf a wiser man. That
was the only occasion in all my life, I regretted my
enormous stature and from that day,T have always depended
on my own pair of stout legs for purpeses of locomotion |

Nothing like Self-help t

DO YOU WONDER?

There once was & hun of
Tolago,

Who stuck to a diet
of sago;

He became very rude,

When they brought other food,

And would snarlingly bid them:
* Away, gol”

For breakfast and dinner,
and lunchecn,

He had it served up in

- & puncheon;

It was all he could do,.

Now and then, to get through,

But he always continued -
To munch on.

He kept to this habit
For ages,
And then pined away
(in slow stoges)
Though just why he did so,
“I'm afraid T don't know :
It's & problem that’s baflled
All sages.
But if you insist on
the question,
T'll venture a humble
suggestion.
He had had quite enough
* Of the horrible stuff,
And “*succumbed * to acute
indigestion,

Panruti. K. Govindarajabu Naidu.
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Mr. John Aye tells the following amusing stories in
his book " Humour in Sport.”

When W. (. Graco, the famous erfcketer, came
to play azainst a local team the squire offered a silver
mounted bat to any one who could bowl, stunf or catch
him. To everyone's astonishment, to say nothing of
anger, ab the indignity, Jimmy, a hefty bricklayer, eloin
bawlied the champion first ball, and Gracereturned to the
pavilion amid a dexthly silence. Suddenly, Jimmy was
heard to say, contritely ' “ 1 diduns mean to die it sae
soon.”

F ES

A footbull fan went on shouting at the top of his
voies: " Well played, sir!l DPretty, Smith, preity!
Beautiful, Williams! Tovely, Brown!l’ A sapporter of
the rival tearn who had stood this for some time decided
he had enough of it. " Hi, vou in front!” he velled,
“Give 1t a restl Pub a seck init! Thisis a foothull
mateh, oot o bloomin’ beauty eompetition.” i

* * *

At an FEngland V. Seotland Rughby international 2
Southern supporter kept shouting to hisside: * Sit on
'em " At lash, one o'd Scob who could stand 1t no longer,
chimed in: ‘'Na, na, my guid man., You may sif on a
rose, you can sit on a shamrock, but I amn hanged if you
can sit on a thstle.”

A well-known jockey once received tho surprise of
his life. In a cerbain sbeeplechiso he and another rider
were leading the {icld when both {ell at tho same fence.

e jumped up quickly, remounted, and galloped home
the winner. But ou returning to the paddeck he found
the owner in a rage.

*“What’s the matter ?” he asked.
didn't 1?

“Of course you won,
on the wrong horse!”

% * %

“I won the race.
What more do you want?”

" spluttered the owner, *but

. Bob Bherwood, the famous clown tolls these intevest-
ing anecdotes in kis '* Hold Yer Hosses !, one of the best
books ever written about circus folk.

Dan Rice, the famons Shakespoirean clown always
poraded about the strects in a cowch-and-four with a
handsomely-bound copy of the great William's works
open before him when—~had his life depended upon it—he
could not have spelled out a singls word of the text!

Finally, drink took “him cub of “the 'show™ business.
He stumped round the country proaching and leeturing
on Temperance. He always had a waterbottle on his
yvostrum from which ho would drink a$ intervals, remark-
ing: “God's drink for mankind, friends, puro water.”
Actually it was pure gin ! .

Every cireus in old days ran a freak show. And Tom
Thamb was the greatest dwarf in one and he fell in love
with o giantess in the troupe. One day while the show
wuited at a junction, Tom and his Iofty lady-love wenb
for a stroll.  Just as they were nearing a wayside smithy
Tom asked for a kiss. The ludy agreed, and Tom just
managed to reiwch her lips by stunding on an anvil
mounted on a wooden block outside. Two hundred yards
further on he asked {or another kiss,

ey

No. Nomore. Oncisencugh,” insisted the tall

ong.
“dean 15?7 inquired Tom.
* Absolutely t”

“Well then,” said Tom, I suppose thero's no need
of my carrying this dunned anvil any farther |”

X *

Tiike moany other creative authors, Mr. I G, Wells
hates bieing interviewed when he is busy wriling a now

book.

Recently, while thinking out situations for his latest
novel, ‘ The Bulpington of Blup,” he was walking ina
country lane near his house, when he saw a strapger
hurryiog towards hin,

The man looked every inch a journalisé, and Mr.
Wells was firmly convinced that he would try to inter-
view him. So the famous author dodged aside duown a
convenient bridic-path.

Dut the stranger was nobt to bo shaken off and
dosuely followed his quarry down the path threugh a
broken hedge, aud acrossa mexdow. Liventually ho earuo
up to Wells, hehind & haystack. :

TResigning himself to his fute, the author twrnedr 4
faced his pursuer.

“Glad you've eame to anchor at last, old man ™ said
the stranger chrerfuily. I want you to tell me whare
I can £nda pubin this derned district. 1t dying for a
glass of beer.
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Who are the people whoss names are best known
throughout the worl1?

Sinolair Tewis, the great Ameviean nm‘elii: ilntt
fermer Nobel prize winncr jn his  new novelr  snn
Vichers gives the Dbllewing lisk.

“Uolonal Tindlergh, (+ . Shaw, ths Drirce of

’ - . \. . N . . " AT - . w.
Wales, the ex-Kniser, Freud, Tinslein, Hitler, Avu.c.x‘o’hm
Gandbi, Ilindenburg, Greta Guibo, Sialin, Homy Tord,
end niost of all, Al Capone.”

A Teading police

Ay, & Mis. A, BRennetd have been divorced but will
continue to reside in the same houze. Ileflore marrying
Iy, Dennett, Mrs. Dennstt had Leen his housekeeper, and

Ar. Bennctt told the diverce courk that while the lfldy
had disappeinte him as a wife, he still liked her cooking.
So Mra. llennett remains in his house as housekeeper
with alimeooy of 20 dollars a month while working for
Lier ex-hushand. Los Angeles.

* * *
A writer says thab only those who have suffered can
write meaern fietion, 1f ¢o, any one whs hiss read modern
{iction shonld ha

man recently sum-
monel himself
heeausa his chim-
ney was on five,
and was duly fineld
four shillings by
the magistrates

This shcews 2
high degreo of
conseienticusnes s,
but not more €0
than the ciseof 2
cortain judse in the
United States who
tried  bLinzell  {or

T gpeading o little
time ago, feund
himself guilty, and
fmposed  the maxi-
mum fine.

A sense of duty,
apparently, can
produce sowe re-
markable  results.

(Romne}.

Short-sighted Motorist : “T wonder how much longer he is going
to keep me waiting hefore he gives mo the signal to go.”'—II Travaso

able to write it.
—Thamaston
(Ga.) Tines.

ES ES

Mr.Wilbur
Glenn Voliva pre-
dicts that the end
of the world will
come in 1935.

It seces a long
time to wait,
—Life.

* *

An  Awerican
artish  has stated
that Miss Claudet-
te Colbert “comes
noarer to being a
really  beautiful
woman than any
other film star in
Hollywood. He
added that his

TEFE T,

Bat in neither of . »
thesze cases wos it earried so far asin that of a constable
who, in ordertsobiain evidenes amainst a man practising
as a dentist without the prescribed qualifications, called
on him and had cne of his teetl extracted. ~—Answers.

* ES £

Seven veurs' free shaves—and all Lecause he made
the barber luugh ! Tt sounds fantastie, buf it is true.

On his firsé day ot o now station a police officer dis-
covered he had forgotten to pack his shaving tackle, so he
visito] a barber.  While the lutter wus cperating he told
him a story so srnusing that the man with the razor suid
he would shuve him for nothing if he told a similar story
every dav.  And the oflicer kept it up for reven years.

Many of the Furopean statesmen in power to-day,
have ricen {rom very ~humble beginnings. Mr, Ramsay
MacDonaldl was onee o penniless addressqr of envelopes.

- Herr Iitlsr has heen o lance corporal and o house painter,
11 Duce of Ttaly was first 2 blacksmith and then a school-
master. A, Idourd Daladier slso was a schoolmaster.

M. Masaryk is the son of a eoachman. Mr. DeValera and

‘Horr Miklas-of Austria_were schoolmasters once.
L SR,

v perfect woman
could Le “constructed” from the shoulders of Miss
Miriam TI:pkins, the hands of Jiss Sylvia Svdney, the
legs of Miss Marlene Dietrich, the knees of 1liss Wynne
Gibzon, the figure of Miss Carole Lombard, the carriage
of BMiss Tllissa Landi. the walk of Miss Kay Francis. He
said nothing ahzut brains or cheracter,

Now that John Galsworthy is dead, there are only
sixtcen members of the Order of Merit. The statutes
of the Order lay down a maximum of twenty-four ordi-
nary members. ‘

The “lather 7 of the Order is Sir Edward Elgar, who
was made o member in 1911, He took the honour from
Admiral 8ir Edward Hobart Sevmour, who died in 1929,
Tho latter wag one of the tielve original mombers insti-
tuted by King Edward in 1902,

Mozt of the members to-day are writers and scien-
tists, though the Order was founded to honour those who
hod vendered eoxceptiomally meritorious services in the
Navy or Army, or to Arb, Literature and Science. Thero
are only three sailors who possess the Order-—Lord
Jellicoe, Lord Beatty, and Sir Charles Madden—and no
soldiers. ’
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The Hero

‘THE HERO’

(T. L. Epwin)

HE high opinion that o many women have of their
' husbands, is most touching, and sometimes very
useful’ too. Mrs. Ganpat Iyer belonged to this group,
and her belief in her husband’s brutally heroic qualities
remained unshaken. It all started two years ago, about
a week after their marriage, when Ganpat Iyer stepped
on a banana skin and performed one of those difficult
feats known to the oircus world as & somersanlt, Soms
men of milder stuff would have cauticusly looked around,
and seeing that no one had noticed the incident, would
have tried to forget it. But not so Ganpat Iyer. He
became purple with rage, and his countenance was terrible
to behold. Ha swore and raged, heaping curses in cart-
loads on the forefathers up )

militanb character. It was only after the incident in
which Karuppan was concerned, that he give up the
struggle.

Karuppan was a burglar and o disgrace to his
profession. He had a face that proclaimed aloud his
criminal tendency. Dogs would go two miles out of their
way to bite him. He knew nothing and could do nothing.
He was unskillod and unfortunate, besides being intemperate
and suffering from nerves. He had been to prison eight
times without having anything to show for it. The only
fime he got anything was when he broke into the houso
of a deaf cld man who was suffering from paralysis.
Lven there ke managed to

to umpteen generations, of
the child who had unwit-
tingly dropped the banana
skin on his door-step.

That settled it. From that
time forward, onward, and
upward, through twenty-four
months of married life, Mrs.
Iyer entertained an immu-

potential ferocity in direct
contradiction to the facts.
Even her sister Rajathi who
cneo ventured to suggest that
Athan was not 8o very
terrible was freated with
saperiority.

i

“You would naturally
think so, Rajathi. That
quiet manner of your Athan
I8 very deceptive, you see.
You have never seen him

When 1 told you I must leave you,

(Though I know to part would grieve you),

When you said *“ Oh! must you go ?”
And | merely answered ** Yes ',

table opinion of her husband’s |, Did you really think I meant it ?

Now, Confess |

Now you say that you adore me,
And | answer that you bore me,
Then you sigh “ Is this goodbye 7"
And [ coldly answer “Yes!"”
Do you really think I meant it ?
Now, Confess—

get only a copper tumbler,
for he was frightened out of

A ConfESSion his wits by a  black eat,

which tried to get friendly
with him,

Failuore and  ignominy
having driven him from
tougher quarters, he tried
to ransack houses in tho
agraharam. On the evening
of Pongal day, Karuppan
entered the toddy shop and
cmerged two hours later,
quite unsteady and unfit for
the jobhe had contemplated.
At twelve midnight, he
entered thoe rosidence of
Ganpat  Iyer, and after
leaving his foot and finger
prints all over the place,
succeeded in foreing the lock
and got inside the hall. By
this time the effect of twelve

Guwen Nisbet.

when he is roused. I have.

I remember one occasion, & week after my marriage
whea the storm broke. 1 assure you, I shall never, never
forget it. ™

Mrs. Iyer used her husband’s potential ferocity to
overaws her erring servants. This she did with singular
persistonce, perfect confidence, and with no success
whatever. “‘If,” she would say to Janaki, the servant
lass, **Iyer had seen the way the hall was sweeped—or,
rather, not sweeped—this morning, I tremble to think
what might have happened.” Janaki did not tromble.
She knew better. In fact, she trembled more at Mrs. Iyer
than at Mr. Iyer.

The fact was that in an international competition, Iyer
would have been awarded the champion gold cup for
sheer meckness. But still his wife's belief in him
Yemained unshaken. But one must do him justice. He
did protest strongly against any excessive estimate of his

. £ oo
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annas worth of toddy was
steadily increasing and Karuppan feeling tipsy and
unable to stand on his legs, sank on the sofa to steady
himself. A few minutes later he was fast asleep and
snoring.

Ganpat Iyer woke precisely at one-thirty cursing the
mosquito which had dared to puncture his nose,  After
rubbing the tonder spot, he realised that he was thirsty,
and cams to the kitchen. When he lit the lantern in the
hall, his heart sank within him for, on the sofa lay a
horrifying and repulsive man. Trembling, he decided
that the right course would be to Deat o hasty retreat
quietly and wake up the constable who usually slept or
his night-beat on the verandah of Sundaran Iyor, neas
door. DBut at this moment Karuppan suddenly wacke,
realised Iyer's presence, and staggered to his fect, Ho
was about to flee, when he grasped an important fact.
He saw that Iyer was much more frightened than ho
was,
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In two lurches he put himself between the door and
Iyer, “ Hist| one whisper, and I will sond you post-
haste to the next world. Hand me your cash and
jewellery, or I will rip your throat,”
said he trying to look as flerce as
possible. Iver’s kmees were shaking
frightfully and he wus perspiring.
Even specch failed him for a while.

SEND -1

“ There now, steady, vou are drunk; if
I will call for the police,” and so %
forth. This made Karuppan all the it
more brave, and brandishing his knife,
he overbalanced himself and fell, upset-
ting the table and its contents. The
hoavy new Singer-Sewing machine,
on which dyer had pazid only two
instalments, came crashing ontop of
Karuppan. His uninviting face was
cut considerably, and he lay likea
log senseless. The noise was such
that it sufficed to wake up the whols house including a
brown mongrel, which promptly joined the fray and
rendered considerable help by barking and biting the
fallen miscreant, Sekharan Nair, P. C. No. 310 awoke ab

£
H
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At length he managed to blurt out i ON A POST CARD. i
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this din, and camse rushing to the scene, and collared the

burglar. Mrs. fyer clung to her husband, and the mongrel

clung to the fallen barglar. At length they were all
separated and explanations followed.

PASeanee pnTeters netnent o et so
LN T S ton s e |
%

Mrs. Iyer's account of the affair,

N JOKES would have brought envy to even

the reporter of a big paper. She

flitted about from house to house and

explained in detail the whole affair,

which was partly based on the

account of Karuppan himself, who

3 with a view to a possible mitigation,

stoutly maintained that he was
grievously assaulted and mauled.

tor will pay

Turn to " Fortunately, ” said Mrs. Iyer to

§ her sister Rajathi *‘the policeman
ii came in time or my husband would

L1000 8 Db it S A

throwing the heavy sewing machine
af 2 burglar{” Iyer protested for a while, but after
sipping a little of fame, found that the halo of a hero
was pleasant, and was content to hide the exaet version
of the affair on Pongal night.

“ Myself ” ~

‘ SOME are born great, some achieve greatness and some

“have greatness thrust on them.’ Bub I was neither
Lorn groat nor have so far achieved any greatness worth
writing about. If I had either- been born great or
achieved any greatness, there would be no need for me
to write my own biography, That is fairly obvious, isn’t
it ?  The newspapers would have chronicled my arrival
and departuro at the Railway Station, my name would be
frequently found * prominent amongst those present ™ at
all publie functions, my ¥iews on all subjects from
“why I went morth” to *why Iintend going south ™,
would have been duly published by the International
Press Agoney aund even broadeasted. In my shorb life
1 have had several things thrust on me—old vests, torn
ghoes, faded caps—all duly used and enjoyed first by my
elder brothers. I have had people thrusting their elbows
into my sidss and umbrellas into my eyes. Dut as for
thrusting any greatness on me—well, I am still waiting
for that bensfactor. And if any body is bursting with
the noble impulse and cannot contain himself, why, he
can write to The Editor of The Merry Magazine and find
out my nams and addrsss, And then of course, the world
will know me—will know that I am that rarity in this
all-too-sophisticated world, just a simple, “‘common or
garden " men, an ordinary man—neither & saint nor a
ginner, that I have been just ‘' myself” and not some-
body else at second hand or “third hand. Just as ycu

rarely meet & person who has normal sight or normal
hear'mg, so you rarely meet a normal person; like myself,
for instance. Meanwhile, I intend writing my own
biography, if you will publish it Dear Lditor,—who
knows buf it may be treasured and kept in the archives of
the Public Library for future generations to read, mark
and digest. Somebhody has very justly remarked—"' Blow
your own trumpet ; if you cannot do that for yourself,
don’t expect other people to- do it for you”. Now that
is o bit of very sound advies, don you think? And
one that unfortunately many people, who ought to know
better, don't follow. For, look rcund you and see how
many people there aro who ought to be known far and
wids, but simply aren't; becausa they haven't done a
little judicious trumpetting. Now in this world nothing
is achieved without advertising., you can’t sell socks or
soaps or mixtures without advertisement. You can't be
anybody in particular without advertising yourself
in general.  You must create ‘* atmosphere about your-
self”. And let me tell you a little secret—whisper it in
your ears—I have obtained it by a simple brain wave—it
has cost me nothing and I part with it without any
regret—I give it to you simply in return for reading this
article. You can advertise your patent lotion to become
bald, most effectively, by writing to THE MIRRY
MAGAZINE.

—NERA
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have killed -him! Imagine a man

Mr. Patrick Braybrobke narrates  this an'zus’mg
anecdote in his provocative biography of * The Playboy of

the West End World”, ‘“The Amazing Mr. Noel
Coward " {Denis Archer 7s. 6d.)

I'll leave it to you enabled Mr. Coward o score
heavily off a well-known society lady who bad taken a
prominent park in a serious romantic film. She had seen
his play, and he had seen her film. _They met ab 2
reception, and the room had lapsed into one of the
unaccountable silences when every one quite suadenly
ceases from conversation and listens.

“Oh, Mr. Coward,” said the socieby lady, in &
beautifully well-bred loud voice, ‘I must eongratulate
you, e (

“*Really,’ replied Coward, ‘ bub why ¥ "

*‘Oh, was the reply, 'every onesays your play is
most amusing although, personally I could nob laugh at
all.’

“ I am sorry, ' reptied Coward, on the instant. ‘I
laughed all the time a$ your film 1

* * *

Dr. Johuson treated Mrs. Siddons, who called
upon him in Bolt Court, with the rnost marked politeness,
Frank, his servant, could not immediately bring her a
chair. “ You see, madam, ” said the Doctor, ** wherever
you go, there's not a-seat to be had. »

3 * *

Troee and Irving wera friendly rivals, and each would
sometimes make humorous comments on the other. There
is a story of a theatrical animal-decler exhibiting to
Irving a horse whick was to be used in a coming
production.

“ Aha " remarked Irving, surveying the steed with

critical eyes. ‘A very likely animall How does he

behave on the stage?”

“ Perfect, sir,”” replied the dealer. *Never
misconducts ‘issell the least bit, but once at His Majesty’s
(Tree’s theatrs), be yawned on the stage.”

Irving grinned.

“ A critic a8 well ss an actor, I perceive,” be said
quistly.

#

Qir Henry Irving was noted amongst other things for
the illegibility of bis handwriting  On ons oceasion be
wrote o lotter of tnstant dismissal to a suberdinate, who
with difficalty deciphered {6, and—used it as u free puss
to the Lyceusn for yéars.

# x* *

On one of tho nights when Mrs. Siddons first
performed at Drury Lane, a little Jew boy, in hiy
pagerness to geb to the first raw in the shilling gallery,
foll over into the pit, and was dangerously hurt. The
managers of the theatre ordered the lad to be conveyed to ..
a lodging, and he was attended by their own physician;
but. notwithstanding all their attention, he died. and was
decently buried at the expense of the thoatro, The
mother came o the theabre to thank bhe menagers, and
they gave her his clothes, together with five guineas, .for
which she returned =« curbsey, bub with some hesitation
added they had forgotten to returs her the shilling which
Abrahant had paid for coming i,

* * . *

Wenry Kemble, known to his friends as “Tho
Beetle, " hated canb and humbug of any kind, and a snob
boyond all power of exprossion. Once, when somwo
erpty-headed youth talked of nothing but titled non-
entities for about an hour, and at the end of his discourso
turned to Kemble lor corroboration as to the characteristics
of some noble duke, Kemble turned a cold eye on h{m,
and squashed him by saying : “ Ireally can't say anything
about the gentloman. The only member of the British
aristocracy I know is Lord Georgo Sanger.

¥ *® *

Thero 13 an amusing story of a melodrama in which
the *villain 7 had to pursue the heroino through four
acts, buraing to enjoy * just one kiss. ” _In_nha? third act,
the girl was supposed to falut, the “yillain®t however
fancying that she was dead. |

. In tragic toues, he turned his eyes upwards and
exclaimed. )
“ Merciful Heavens! The woman is dead ? What—
what shall T do 2"
Someone upstairs shouted.
“ Kiss "er whilst yer gob the bloomin’ chanst ™
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The Oxford University Union has resol-
ved that it will, in no circumstances, fight for
its King and Country. An attemnpt was made
at a subsequent meeting of the Union to
rescind that resolution; but it was defeated
by a six to one majority.

The ¢ Home of Lost Causes' must hence-
forth be deemed the ‘Lost Home of Lost
Causes.’

* * *

Talking of lost causes reminds me of
Mr. Winston Chuwrehill.  He has contributed
a self-revealing article to the March STRAND
~on ‘Great Fighters in Lost Causes.’ He
writes: “The winning cause is saddled with
the responsibilities of the future.”

Now we know why he is against Respons-
ible Government for India!
* * *

It is announced that the Independent
Party in the Assembly will henceforth function
on non-communal lines. The idea is to
preserve the solidarity of the party by giving
its members freedom of vote on all communal
questions.

* * *

Japan has announced that she will secede
from the League. The assurance is however
given that she will continue to co-operate in
maintaining League authority in the Western
hemisphere.

. * *

It is stated that the 57th Disarmament
plan isto be christened after Mr. Ramsay
MacDonald. It 1s generally expected that
Herr Hitler will be given the next chance. =

* ) L x
“‘Malaria for laymen’ (postage 0-4-0) price
0-4-0 7 says an advertiscment. We can give
a recipo which costs nothing.

=
- /
WL

Our quick-change artist, Mr. Shaukat Ali,
has just appeared in a new role—that of the
candid friend. The Mahatma, he says, is in-
capable of quick decision or prompt action.
Would the Maulana tell us of a more expedi-
tious method of fasting unto death?

* . &* *

There is no foundation for the report that
Sir M. Oosman was the first to sympathise
with Sir M. Krishnan Nair on the limited
extension of the latter’s tenure of office.

* * *

The Hon'ble Mr. P. T. Rajan, Devclop-
ment Minister, replying to the charge of
corruption in the Registration department is
reported to have said:—*“1It would take two
persons to bring about corruption. If there
was a man to receive money, there must be a
man to offer it.”

Much resentment is,, we understand,
being felt by the man who lends, and the man

who goes between, at this invidious omission

of any reference to them.
* . . * ’ *

“When a jobis available, there is mno
suitable Adi-Dravida; and when the Adi-
Dravida is available, there is no suitable job”
wailed Mr. Sivaraj in the Council; and
pressed for the aboliticn of the principle of
rotation.

We expect that the next step in the
political education of the Hon’ble but depres:
sed member will be signalised by a plea for
the abolition of the communal principle.

* * *

An A, P. L. message stated the other day
that Sir Ghulam Hidayatullah of Bombay has
been continuously in office during the last
thirteen  years. We wonder what Sir
Mohamnmed Usman proposes to do about if..
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The Merry Magazfne e
RULES.

There are a number of errors in the picture given in the previous page. For example, the man near the bottom
left hand corner smokes a pipe and ab the same timo holds a lighted clgarette in his hand. Thatis an error. Again, on

the top right hand corner, the clouds appear behind the sun; and that is another error. Thus if you look at -

the various objects, you will find & variety of errors. ILach error pertains to a particular object and does not bear
upon the general aspect of the picture as a whole.

The errors are clear and decisive and readers need not worry over unnecessary defails.

When you discover an error, mark it with nuber 1 in the picture with red ink on the spot where
the error is or quite near it. Number the next orror as 2 andso on serially. Thenin & list show the numbers and the
corresponding errors againt them as :—

1. Two smokes at the same time,
2. Clouds appear behind the sun, & ete.

In defining the errors, be as brief as possible. It is enough if you make us understand that you have
gpotted the error. ‘

As. 8 should bo remitted for each entry. Iivery entry should contain the following :—
(1) the picture with errors marked in red ink.
(2) A list showing the numbers and the corresponding errors as marked in the picture.
(3) The coupon for entry.
(4) Money Order receipt for entrance fee remitted.

A prize of Rs. 75 will be awarded to the reader who finds out the largest number of errors; and a prize
of Rs. 25 to the next in merit.

In the event of a tie, the prizes will be divided.

No responsibility can be undertaken for coupons lost or delayed.

The Editor's decision in all matters relating to this competition is final.

Persons connected with The Merry Magazine or its associated journals are nof allowed to compete.

Competitors must write on the envelopes the words, ‘Errors Competition.’

Competitors, indicating errors not noted in the list in the Editor's possessxon, will not bs penalised because
of such indication.
Readers, who defect more than thirty genuine errors, are advised to send in their entries.

‘ERRORS’ Competition Coupon

COMPETITOR’S NAME AND ADDRESS

D L Y Y TS Y Y TR T T PR

GBI RIEISINLINLIIIIIIINIRINITIANENIRETL

This coupon must be filled in, in ink and sent with the M, O. receipt to
the Bditor, The Merry Magazine before the 5th April 1933.
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De Competition

‘De’ Competition

The all-corruct solution (s

1. Decoration. 3. Dear. 5. Deride. 7. Descent.
2. Develop. 4, Decameron. 6. Defect. 8. Deportment.
- Only one reader, Mr. K. V. V. Sarma, has submitted an all-correct solution. He is also one of the six

who have tied for the second prize. A cheque for Rs. 216—10—8 has been forwarded to him and we have pleasurs,
in reproducing his letfer of acknowledgment, below.

Bix readers have submitted entries containing one error each. Money-orders for Ra. 16—11 as. have been
sent to each of these compe htors

. K.V.V, SABMA, 9. Perumal Mudah Street, Pudupakam, Royapebtah Madras,

M. B. Sunparesa Ivey, 8. M. S, High School, Karaikudi.

8. GNANAMBAL, Meena Lodge, Audiappa Mudaly Street, Vepery.

BIGNATURE ILLEGIBLE, cfo Agency Manager, New Mysore Sports Ltd, Coimbatore.

SAME As ABovE, (TL- above gentleman is requested to communicate with our Offico and on receipt
of satisfactory proof of his identity, a Money-order will be sent to himn.)

6, B, Rasacorarax, 7, Kakatope Street, Madura.

o D

‘ MADRAS.
To Dated 20th March 1933,

TrE Ebptrozx,
THE MERRY MAGAZINE,
MADRAS.

Dear Sir,

I acknowledge mth grateful thanks receipt of a
cheque from you for Rs. 516-10-8 being the amount of
the first prize in your * DE’ Competition. I may mention
that T have for a long period, been a regular entrant for
your Prize Competitions. So I need hardly tell you that
I am delighted with my present success.

In this connection, with your permission, I shonld
like to send a message to the readers of your paper i e.
o this -

- In this competition, as in all otber things m life,
I thlnk perseverance is the surest passport to success.
Though I myself have failed on many occasions to win a
prize, I have never felt pessimistic and have gone on

trying.
Once again, permit-me to thank you for the prompt-
ness with which you have despatched the Prize Award. \U’
I am \ f\ N
Yours faithfully, ¢

(Sd) K. V.V. SARMA.

SHORT STORY COMPETITION
Readers ars raminded that {he 25th April 1933 is tho last date for sending in entries for the above competition.
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two new features, which, I am certain, will prove of great interest to our readers.

readers. Readers aro hereby invited to send in Jokes, written on postcards.

made from among those received and the Jokes chosen will be printed on this page.

correspondence will be entered into, in this matter.

L, 192
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The Editor to his Readers

the Merry Magazine will be inereased by eight pages. 1 also intend to introduce one

(CONTAINING 130 ARTICLES.)
A beautiful TFouwntzin Pen

fitted with Gold Plated Nib,
- Gold plated ITmitation Diamond
Rings, Shirt Buttons, Brooches,

Dolls for Childven, Knives,
Key-rings & Chains, High ciass
Nibs, Money Purses, Ink Bot-
tles, Ink Pills, Scent DBottle,
Transfer Pictures and Safety
Pins. Altogether 130 Articles.

Get One Box by V. P. P.
Price Rs. 2-12-0.

s
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I have greut pleasure in anncuncing that from the 10th of April next, the éize of

or

One of the features, I was talking about above, will be a Page of Jokes from our -
A seléction will be
Ths

pame of the sender will be printed underneath each joke thus solected and a prize of Rs. 3
will be awarded to the sender of what, in the Editor’s opinion, is the best of the bunch. No

Ap announcement, on somewhat the saume lines will be made, in our next issus,

on the subiect of pictures from our readers. Meanwhile, there is no reason why readers should

not send in drawings for our consideration. The only condition, Imake, is of course, that

il

e j.r:w,i

S

L o
oy

A
SRS, P

e
C2y¢
-}

22

.
A

7

AT
W Epla

Ky

ee o
..-!.-

B )
S s ] mc

T L T

)

ovavse

e

P reE Y00 000s m0 neean s
o

REGD No. M. 2856

s,

= ‘:ﬁ@@u

i

" D

B, O

ae

G DA D

> @

D s 1

g

@ i O il N D

0 i i

o~ Gl

S

&

Gl DG, §

) G G, ) T I o G M 3 " £

B N R R R O s

OUR AGENTS.

Copies of “ MERRY_MAGAZINE” can be Ead from the following agents, and Higginbcthams Railway bockstalls,

MADLAS CITY AND SUBURDAN AciyT, B, KRISHNAMURTHI RAG, Madras.

Ambasamudram-—DP. Talshmana Pillal
Ambur—A. S. G. Cheugalvarayaiyer.
Arni—A. Panchakchura mudalier.
Arcot—E. Jaonskivun Madaline,
Ariyelur—A. . Mudhava Rao,
Bangalire—R. 5. Cooper & Co.
Beigzum—=Shree Datty Book Depot.
Bhavani—Sivalinga Vilas Book Depot.
Bodinayakanur—S. Véerabadran Chetty.
Bombay—S. R. Subramanian.
Calcutta—N. Santanam.

Calicut—D. 1. Bhat Bros.
Chidambaram—N. Dandapani Aiyer.
Coimbatore—C. N. Nurayanan.
Colombo—A. Balakrishnaswamy.
Conjecvaram—S. Srinivasan.
Coonoor—A. B. Ramamurthi.
Cuddappah—G. C. Movli.

Delhi—P. S. Aiyer.

Devakottai—DI. Kasi-Nathan.
Dharapuram—XK. Moideen Sahib,
Dharmapuri—D. M. Rajaratnam & Bros.
Dindigul—N. Venguswamy.
Ernakalum—P. B. Ganesh Iyer.
Erode—P. A. Sreenivasa Iyengar.
Ferozepore city:2:%he 2 National Book Deypot.
Go..lchethpah;y ta3-G. N. Venkatanarvasimhan,
Herur—T. VS Thatachari.

Hindupur—S. S, Jaya works & Gl A'fency.
Kalladaikurichi—X. S. Namesivayam Pillay
Karaikudi—2>. Chidambara Desigar.

Khar gpur—B. Guruswamiyer.

. Koduvayur—C. Vasu Nuir.

Koilpatti—:N. Palanichami.

. Krishpagiri—X. 3L Abdul Sathar Sahib,

Kuala Lumpur—38, Sivaguru,
Kulittalai—S. Ramaceshan.
Kumbakonam—S. Muthuswamy & son.
Lal¢udi—L. N, Chandrasekaran.
Lucknow~— Friends & Co.

Madura—T. Govindaswami Naida.

_ Madurantakam—R. S. Ramamurthiiyer,
M. ~galare—The Popular Stores.

Mannargudx-—-h V. Palaniappan.
Mayavaram—P. Ramanatha [yer.
Miraj—-S. A. Kulkarni & Sons,
Mysore=—N. Venkatappa,
Nagpui-—Sapre Bros.
Nanjangud—L. N. Raja Rao.

- Nannilam—S8. Sadagopa Iyengar.

Nellore—3L. 8. Narayanao.
Negapatam—S. Vembu Iyer.
Nidadavale—K. C. Chennakesavaiyar..

Oota:amuzéAPutn‘c}: & Co. .
Pallatur—A. 1‘ M.OAL L Subbish Cheitiar,
Bz 10 1at--N. 3 1[’ ehahon,

Pa‘mﬂl .\m nugun 1l
Palladam~—P. O. 8. Amweer
Papanasam—>L Govindaswary.
Pattekottai—N. Maruthanaahu
Perizkulam—K. T. Vedantao,

Point Pedro—XK. Kanapathi Pillay.
Poadicherry—Lak-limana Prasad & Co,
Pooma—G. B. Rajun.

Portonavo—V. Govindasauy Chetty.
Pudukottah—The Tudukostali Autormobiles,
Penang—A. A R, Medieel Hull .
Ralahmunary—)x Krishnamoorthy Bres.
Rangoon—Naveenu Kutha Book Depot.
Robertsonpet—1X. 8. G. Rao.

Rukadi— Muhrastra Book Depot.
Salem—=5. L. Sunjeevi Nairu.

Sattur—2. A. Muthuswemy Pillal.
Shermadevi—2. 1. Rajapalaniappa Mudaliar,
Shiyali—2. Aruaaclmlam.
Shelavandzn—\. N, Villav & Pon.
Singapore~—Tudiz Nuvel Devot,
Siviganga—2Alecuslshi & Co.
Snﬂlhpuuu*—"\l Rzm wndar.
Srivaikuntzm—S. Sankurarama Tyer.
Surat—1. V. Topiwala.
Tadepzlligedem—Suryanarayanamursy.
Tanjore—N. L. Iver.

Tenali—K. Kasiviswanatham. ;
Tenkasi—S. Ramuswany Nadu,
Tindivanam—DR. Panchajagesaiyer,
Tinnevelly—X. Gunapatlio Yillay.
Tirumangalem—S. S. Mani.

Ticupattur—D. K. Chandrun.

Tirupur—2> . Kanpayiram.
Tiruvannamalai—9S. Vapadeva Sastriar,
Tiruvarur—>unitham & Co.
Tr'chnopoly———L V. Naidu.

Trichur—S. Venkatrama Iyer.
Trivellore—Khadi & Swadeshi Stores,
Trivandrum—G. Ramasabbior,
Tuticorin—P. Qazmd

Umayalparam—7V, Lakshmonon Pillay.

Uth amap»!ayurr—\[ (ﬂ ndaram.
Varnarpsnnai—2>. S. Subrananiam,
Vellore—V. T. R\; amsanikka Mudaliar,
Villupuram—12. Bang: 'ch.m
Virudhunagar-—3L P, 8. 8. Sankualinga Nadar,
Vlzadapatnm——-lxnshna Tr wing Co.
Vizianagaram—I{e Runalingaen,

Wanted selling agents for “MERRY MAGAZINE” in unrepresented places
throughout India, Burma and Ceylon and Foreign countries.

Apply for terms and conditions ro:

THE. MERRY MAGAZINE OFFICE, 2/140, BROADWAY, MADRAS.
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RICKDOTMOL IR EhatL o e

E\QUED absolute protection to yourself,
{family, loved ones and valuables with this
Antomatic Alarm pistol that needs no license
63* X 3"in size and looks like a real onme.
The mere sight frightens Buarglars, Thisvey,
ote. TFiust 6 shotsin 6 seconds, sufficient
to scare away o whols gang. ]]\ew home
needs one. Instructions with every[ pistol.

Price Rs. 5-8.0 with 50 shots.
V.P. P, As. Sextra.  Extra shots Re. 1 for 50.

The Genuine Watch Co.,
P. B. 1?19 Madras
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il ) ROLLED GGLDEN NECKLACE o
i 1
Ej}z B £ These are made of pure-Rolled Gold £r
0 \n Album containine 12 Boauti- & 7 £ and set in with imitation diamonds and i
i o e S o o rubies etc., workmanship is unrivalled, ¥
& ful nature Studies of Sexes in Real {) Beautifully engraved and decorated as ii
0 life Most indispensable for deco- per  illustration. Very pleasing in pre- 2
. %'{3 reting Beirooms etc. [Q: senting a charming appearance to the eye. ii
i e . ,il Can be compared with real gold chains. ¥
0 Price Rs. 1-14-0 each @ May be used by all nationalities. Each in i
y 0 ~ 0 a Pad. Price Rs. 1-8 each. i}
r ] - : g’_:
Y THE KRISHNA AGENCY’ q GENUINE WATCH Co., i
% P. B. No. 119, MADRAS. i P. B. 119, Medras. )
wl J& B eombemoovest o baaiss, o e btEet 5y e 0wt gemsanpremeniy
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. YGOLD FLATED “FIDO” : Rs z-1s-o | Only Rs. 2-15-011

T B

g - : T
: —g ' LEVER WRIST WATCH. k8 A ROCK-BOTTOM PRICE S
= ‘Rs. 7-14:0 { § YOU CAN NEVER DREAM OF  §
‘: g@ g’ Here is an &
: %} - : w}j é offer of a famnous &
i CE and registered &
: % o : % é Fountain Pen, - __.
B 0 s plated Nib'g
/% %; % ‘ Parchases will é%
sl 5 . S also - ged Free«é
% Your loss i in- repa,xr of Oylmder watches mll Q % == a lever pocket 8
. be reconpe& and You wdl get rid of* Wornes if ‘you [ g watch, guaranteed. for ‘three years. This is the §
SN go in for otr L ever “wri st w a!tch No naed of - ) é’ ch&ncetlgo gob your d‘uly_ neceabmes a6 suchalow e&
% repa.irs No laver Watch sold up bo ‘nowrat sucb a g é Pme' n t miss. - 53
g P’l‘_‘f’e th f G fa % One Fountam Pen, Wlth , g :
y Fr ewx a me oldplated \\»nrust‘chra.m.;_BB Free ‘Pocket Watch Rs. 2-15- O. g
b %} ‘ S % § “" Purchasers of two Pens at a time will geba §
i no]F ree Gold plated Wrist-watch, -guaranteed for ﬁve ‘é
%_ IR yaa.rs‘ nshea.a of the Pocket wa.tch j &
% THE KRISHNA AGENCY : 3\
o 1‘9,';:@. P. 0. Madras. €
ESETE frivh mmrmamwrx




	196160_Page_01
	196160_Page_02
	196160_Page_03
	196160_Page_04
	196160_Page_05
	196160_Page_06
	196160_Page_07
	196160_Page_08
	196160_Page_09
	196160_Page_10
	196160_Page_11
	196160_Page_12
	196160_Page_13
	196160_Page_14
	196160_Page_15
	196160_Page_16
	196160_Page_17
	196160_Page_18
	196160_Page_19

