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SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

Siam has had two revolutions within one
year. She must try much harder to become
the Mexico of the East.

* x *

The Madras Mail objects to adult suffrage

on the ground that it would merely lower the
cash value of the vote.

We should like to see a statutory provi-
sion safe-guarding the interest of the voters,
* . * *
Addressing the students of the Law
College at Poona, Mr. Sastri is reported to
have said that he was firmly convinced that
the connection - between Brltaln and India
has been divinely-ordained. :

If so, we are equally convmced that he
has been divinely ordained to expound it.

* * *

The Police Service memorandum to the
Joint Parliamentary Committee says, “........ it
might be best to wind up the Tudian Police
immediately.”

We couldn’t have summarised the in-
compatibility between Swaraj and Police Raj
more neatly.

Ingcidentally, it would be the only re-

paration for their Past.

* * ' *

 Manchuko has chosen for its national

emblem the Kaoliang, a species of maize plant,
growing to a height of five or six feet.

The appropriateness of the choice will be
evident. when it is remembered that the plant
is familiarly  known in Manchuko as “the
bandit’s friend.”

A family-tree of the World Economic
Conference with its pumerous sub-committees
hag been issued for the benefit of the delegates.

This makes it certain that the delegates
will not return with empty ha,nds
* * %
Sir Samuel Hoare says that 99 out of 100
charges against the police ¢ have been gross-
and unserupulous fabrications. ’

It looks as if Pandit Malaviya has ca,u,ghﬁ 2
hold of the 100th charge!

* * S

Mr. Macdonald stresses the fact that
mternahonal conferenoes are necessarily slow
in their work.

But not necessa.rily sure.

K * : %*

Mr Sastri says that lawyers should not
take up the advocacy of 4 case in which they
do not believe.

~ We agree that it is a politicia.n’s privilege.

' * R *

Addressing a Welsh gathering, Mr. Lloyd
George declared that they would blunder
through eventually,

He didn't say. Whether with or wn;hout
his help.

* ‘ * %

A gossip-writer says that Mr. Churchill

has formed a cabinet with himself a8 premier.

1t only remains for him to find a parlm-
menta.ry m.:.]onty

The Ra.]ah of Bobblh depreca.tes the
movement for a separate province for the
Andhras. -

Then it is high bime for the Tamils to
take it up.



L

L Wi%BAYD

—

¥-the ‘average ' Englishman in
India I mean the smooth-
chinned, sleek-haired, well-
tailored, well-kept British
businessman who looks forty-
five, but may really be fifty-
five years old. He is not as
well-educated as the Clivilian or so unlettered
as Tommy Atkins. He is a2 member of an
exelusive European club, subseribes to an
Arglo-Indian Daily and a couple of British
mngazines, and has credit in a wine shop.
Nothing worries him if golf is followed by &
whisky-and-soda or a bottle of beer, and
dinner by a cigarette and Edgar Wallace.
e “takes life in both hands and eats it.”
And he occasionally goes to church to bless
fthe Lord, for there are benefits to be thankful
or,

He hasn't completely forgotten the
lessons he had learned at Sunday schools and
on his mother’s knee: they do come back to
him like the catch of an old song. “ Love thy
neighbour as thyselfI”  But he has no neigh-
bour worth the name—all the people round

-hig bungalow are vegetarians. And Giod knows

he'does love his neighbour when he has one.
He is God’s own child and he agrees with the
Nazaréne that “childven’s bread is not to be
cast 60 dogs.” The English are the children
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ys& THE AVERAGE
ENGLISHMAN

INDIA.

R (NotTan Over-serious Sketch)
'4 (P.'P. SAMUEL.)

IN

of Jehovah and Mr. Rudyard Kipling is the
High Priest. Hear him sing :

* For the Lord our God most high
He hath made the deep as dry,
He hath smote for us a pathway to the ends of
all the earth.”

India is the land promised to hig proge-
nitors when Britain ‘“arose from out the
azurce main ”.  Andas long ag he hag “g4 hand
to grasp the world with, and a foos to stamp
it flat ” he 1s not going %o lecave Indig, He
fails to understand his more idealistic countyv-
men who assert that they are here*“to deliver
the land from errors’ chains” and may be to
turn the hearts of the people from wood and
stone to the cult of the machine gun and the
top-hast.

He does not dislike India though the
climate is ‘beastly’ and ho is ‘ stewing’ 41
the time. Why get the hump? Beef ig
cheap, eggs cheaper, and if beer is costly.
money is not hard to come by. Butlers, boys'
and peons are at his beck and call, all da,y:
and every day, with a never-failing ¢ S(L-:L-{L-a,f
ar” And they arc such nice lads. Even if
one kicks them in theseat of the brousers, they
groan and vanish, only to return with g grin
and a salaam. And it does his white heart
good.
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i’fne Credo of tixe"‘j‘ﬁverqge Engiishman in India

But he is sure he does not love the peo-
ple. They are mostly mystics, sentimenta-
lists, water-drinkers and vegetarians. He can
understand a man who drinks whisky, beer or
even windy soda, but plain water and toddy
are just sub-human. And how can a fellow
who goes wbout hall-naked and plays no
cricket or golf have a son)? 1f by any chance
he has one, it must also be “ overdone’ like his
body. Oh!their fanaticism. Everything to
their Gods; none to (‘aesar! Not so the
Maharajuhs.  'They are robust, upstanding,
two-fisted, large-hearted sportsmen. And they
own diamonds as big as golf balls and rubies
as large as cricket balls. One can very well
shake hands with them and even address them
“Sir,” if it comes to that.

Why, O why should the Indian cackle
when he has been given peace, railways, tele-
graphs, an eflicient postal system, Inglish
education, safety razors and sunlight soap?
That is not cricket! Neither golf, I should
say ! When fellows do not play the game you
must talk to them in the rat-tat-tat of the
machine-gun. India must be ruled justly,
beneficially, and firmly. DBut that Irwin has
made a mess of the whole thing, and that
wily Scot at home is certainly not a Robert
Bruce.

Should men who call themselves ¢ ENG-
LISH’ fear Gandhism ? Blood—not Satya-
graha—is the “ price of adiniralty, and ILord
God, we ha’ paid in full.” O, they make a lot
of that Gandhi. Perhaps he is not a bad man,
but it is time he went to his dentist and his
tailor—that is, if he has any. It willalso do
him good to go to Chicago and sec for him-
self the terrors of a sans-beer atmosphere. An
anna off the bottle, please! These dunder-
headed wind-bags! They do not see that 1b
is the level-headedness ot the English that has
made Tingland, ¢ The Island Queen that sways
the floods and lands from Ind to Ind.”

The world is but a greater England desig-
ned by a Celestial John Bull for the comfort

~of His Chosen People. What are the Indians

that they should have grievances? Why
should the heathen talk of self-respect ?  Self-
respect is a virtue in an Anglo-Saxon and
perbaps even in a Frenchman, but in a tur-

baned biped it is just d....... d presumption.
Lord' God, I thank thee, for I am an English-
man !

Has this average Englishman in India
any philosophy of life ? Yes, high living—
e. e thinking to the dickens. All the mental
sustenance he desires is an occasional lidgar
Wallace, with perhaps a Wodehouse by way of
change. Surfeit and high thinking seldom go
hand in hand. High living engenders nothing
higher than a dinner-nood—a cramped charity
which extends no farther than the protrusion
of the tummy.

By the by, let us formulate his creed.
Pass the Book of Common Prayer. Thanks.
Here goes :

“T belicve in lingland, the almighty, the

ruler of the waves and in........ er...o.. er........ Yes,
and in the FEnglish, the only sons of our
Liord.cecciiiie e e, I belicve
11 VORI God Gun who paints maps red, and

dominion everlasting. Amen.”

Wanted—An Excuse.

Boy :—Tell me ,doctor, in plain language what I am suffering
from.

“Doctor :—Li-A-Z-1-N-E.8-8,

Boy:—Tell me now the medical term for 1t. I have %o-
report my absence to the school.
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LETTERS
FROM LALITA

Clourtadlam,
ot July, 1933,
My Drak Sanasy,

I arrived here alright, but oh, my dear,
I am in a frightful temper, and sore of heart.
You know how hard T had to plead, before the
beast would agree to take me on a holiday.
Well, there we were in the coupe compartment ;
the first bell was over: friends who had come
to see us off had left, and as [ noticed that he
was leaning back with closed eyes, I thought
he wus resting and so opened a six-penny
shocker which I had picked up at the hook-
stall. I had not read twenty lines wheu, my
dear, I'sensed a lack of light aud looking up,
saw him completely blocking the window.

Do you remember, Sarasa, that old sinner
who used to teach us Physics at the Queen
Anne’s? T am sure you remember, dear, all
about Newton and his first law of motion.
“HKvery body continues in its state of rest....
except in so far as it is compelled by external
force to change that state,” and all that sort
of bunkum.

Ife, my hubby I mean, was in a state
of rest.  What was it that impelled him to
motion? He had risen and walked to the
window and was occupying all there was of it.
I threw the book aside and stepped gingerly to
his side and what do you think Isaw! It

was a brazen young slut, all chintz and voiles
and she was walking up and down the plat-
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What was it that impelled him to motion ?
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Occupying all there was ¢f the windcw,
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for with demure downcast eyes, like
one of those coy young things over which
some of our heroes rave. I nudged him aside
to have a better look and he shot out like a
stone out of a catapult and landed at the other
ond of the seat. I had a good look at the girl
and then turned to confront him. He grinned
sheepishly, shifted in his scat, and would you
believe it, he tried one of his similes on me—-
on me, please note. That was the limit.
I went and sat by lLis side, determined to give
him a piece of my mind and to enquire what
sort of a holiday it would be 1if he was going
to trail everything that worc a chintz sarce.

“Well,” | asked him, ‘“aren’t you as-
hamed of yourself ?”

“ Look, look! What a pretty savee !” said
he. I turned and saw, framed in the window,
the vixen looking at us from the corner of her
eyes.

“You will look topping in such a sarce as
that and that is why 1 looked so long at 1if,
so that I may not forget the pattern,”
said he.

Men, my dear, are deceivers ever. And 1
am so sore at heart and feel like competing
with the falls and shed a bigger torrent of
tears.

Yours ever in love,
LALITA.
P. S.
I hear the falls, my dear, but I haven’t

seen them yet. 1 am so disappointed. This
place looks like one of those villages from

which our aunts arrive in the city. I have |

had no time to go out, what with unpacking
and keeping an eye on him, and ‘more in

my next’ as they usually say. ‘
‘L.”

Letters from Lalita
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Turned to confront him,




BUILDING THE STORY ROUND THE PICTURE

Title: The Bone of Coniention.

O begin with T am going to
be disappointine. 1 cannot
nsine that what is happen-
ing is really a quarie] between
o onan and  a woman, It
looks rather as if the an

- has swallowed o tish bone

and his loving spouse is trying to pat it down

into his nether regions. Just look at the
picture again. Could they possibly be quarrel-
ing ? Very nnprobable. The man is young

and hefty auvd yet he tlings his arms  help-
lessly to the side, allowing his wile to do ju-
How macaro-
sarec 1s a little
sweetly restful

jutsust unts with his gullet !
nic !! True, the end of her
dishevelled, but her lips arce
and her poise 18 un-
doubtedly dispassion-
ate.

Now to the story. 1t
was & warm evening.
On his return trom the
city Velusamy diseng-
aged himsell from hijs
stiff collar and tie and
found himself in a
twill shirt and dhotie.
Some kindly neigh-
bours had during the
day given bis wifc a
piece of fried fish left
over from the famly
dinner the previous
day. It proved sosavouryithat Kamala tasted
its merits by gnawing off the fleshy part. All
that remained of the tempting morsel when
she had finished, was the sides with the bones
sticking out.

Kamala knew how to domesticate her
husband. In fact, Velusamny had been made so
tame that he was known to take food out of her
very hands. So then the problem that pre-
sented itself now was no difficult watter, She
put betore Rim a complete course of dinner
and between serving and cuddling she worked
him up to such high pitch of romance that he
forgot he was doing such a prosy thing as
eating. He cared not if he ate .bhe vegetable
curry or the very leaf on which it was placed.
Coming from her swect lips, the lubest pieces
of scandal sounded like the lyrics of the

Prize Winner: Mrs. Rose M. Ariyaratne.

angels and the way she dissected her neigh-
bours was a rare treab.

Absorbed as he was, he did not watch
which end of the fish he was tackling,
when, lo!a stubborn ass of a bone stuck him
where all the singing come from. He jumped
up and raved. Hestood on his hands. He stood
on his head. Al to no purpose. He swallowed
balls of rice and drank copions draughts of
waber, Still ghe bone stuck. Sadly he remem-
bered the warning given in his horoscope.
There it was plainly said be would meet his end
stabbed by a fish bone. Had the time cowme ?
His facc was a pathetic stndy.

Kamala was visibly alarmed.  Tf only she
had not munched off
the rich part ot the fish.
If only she had curbed
her greediness. It was
her watering mouth
that had now brought
disaster to her husband.
She prayed to all the
known gods. Then to
the unknown gods. Still
the bone would not
come  out. Nothing
happened. The bone
stuck home and would
need more [orceful mea-
sures  than peaceful
persuasion.

At school, Namala recollected, they used
to tickle each other's meck, She had once
swallowed a four anna piece and when it stuck
in her palate, it was some form of ingenious
tickling that brought it out of the deep
caverns of her throat, only to drop again into
her stomach.  Some such manipulation could
work wonders now. Tor the first time in her
married life, she must handle her husband
roughly but with a tenderness all the same.
She must scem 6o pounce at this throat. But
never mind, the end justified the means. She
tapped his throat, squeezed, pulled and
stretched.  Twisted  Velusamy’s head this
way and that. At last the bone did give way
its securc perch aud everything ended happily.

Now both Velusamy and Kamala are
strict vegetarians.

TICKLERS
(Tur-Tor-Tur)
1, Annotate :—

(@) His honour rooted in dishonour stood,
And faith unfaithfal kept him falsely true.
(b)) Who is this that darkeneth counsel by words
without knowledge ? )
(c) " But what good came of it at last ?**
Quoth little Peterkin.
“ Why that I cannot tell,” said he;
But ‘twas a famous vietory.’

2. Write short notes on :—

(@) Quid Pro Quo. (Lb) Bombing as a police measure.
(¢} The Kipling Society. (¢) The Statutory
Railway Board.

8. What do you know of :—

(z) Dolfus.

(b) Sir Vepa Ramesam,

(c) Mr. B. G. Horniman,

(d) Mr. T. M. Krishnaswami Aiyar.

ANSWERS

1. {«) Sir M. O'Dwyer repeated his libel that Indian
Officors were often guilty of bribery and corrup-
ticn, although three former viceroys contradicted
him.  We knew that he was ever in the wrong,
but we had hoped the stiffness of his opinions
would wear off in the obscurity of rebirement.

(b) Gandhiji's plaintive cry on the eve of the fateful
decision re: Congress policy. Advice comes to
him from all and sundry, from his natural enemies
a8 well as erstwhile supporters. The fleshpots of
Egypt are again reasserting their sway over the
minds of our weaker brethren, May God give
them courage!

(c) British trade with Russia is to be resumed. It is
announced that the British prisoners, Macdonald
and Thornton have been roleased and the trade
embargo lifted. We do not vouch for the eorrect-
ness of the sequence of thess events—which
precedes which. In England it will be in one
order, in Russia in another. But the main question
is who has gained or lost by the childish events of
the last two or thres months ?

2. (a) This isa Latin phrase which means somothing given
for something received. This iz, of course, the
foundation of all sound business. We may cite as
an interesting illustration of the truth of it, the
presentation by the Kumararajah of Chettinad of a
mayoral chair to the Corporation of Madras, It
will be generally agreed that this precious addition

. tothe glories of civic life in Madras would not
have been possible but for the self-sacrificing
devotion of the Kumararajah in agreeing to be
elected, though a nominated councillor, to that
exalted office last year,

(c)

(d)

3. (@)

(0)

(0

(@)
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o VIickl ers

One of the cruxes of the Disarmament Conferencs,
now adjourned. All the nations of the world
were for banning aorial bombing, but Britain alone
objected to it, on the grourd that the far-flung
empire could not be policed more cheaply, and
humanely. The ulternative of giving up the
empire has heon suggested, as a way out of the
deadlock. It has been pointed out, per contra, that
future disarmament conferences would be rendered
impossible, if there were to be no subjects for
consideration by them.

An association (formed in 1927) of retired Indian
Army officers and other persons of detective
intelligence, distinguished by admiration and
affection for Kipling who has done so much to
make them more important in fietion than they
are in fact. The society has now joined the other
crusading parties in England with a view to save
India and its barrack-rooms for the British tommy
in perpetuity. There are only two conditions for
its mombership. You must believe that India does
not change, and does not want to change.

Nchody knows anything about this yet. It is
likely to be an extension of ‘eity’ influsnce on
Indian Finance. The Indian Railways are to be
saved from the political influences of the White
Paper constitution, and brought under the safe-
guards. The British investor will thus be
suaranteed his dividends.

He is the Chancellor of Austria; and plays the part
of David to the Goliath in Germany : is the one
man in liurope who is engaged in the gallant, and
seemingly unavailing, fight against Hitlerism.
Wa can only say Godspeed |

The acting Chief Justice of the Madras High
Court. Is a great authority on dietetics and birth-
control. But if rumour is to be believed his
motto in regard to both seems to be: ' Doag Isay,
and not as I do {°

The talented editor of the Bombay Chronicle. An
Englishman with the proverbial love of liberty, and
a journalist with a resharkable flair for sensational
head-lines. As editor, published a photograph of
Gandhiji breaking his historic fast, which was
entirely synthetic, and which landed him in g
controversy with Mr. Desai. He has promised to
give us in the fullness of time a fitting answer to
the query which has remained unanswered for two
thousand years, viz.,, What is Truth ?

A flourishing advocate of the Madras Bar, who
found that the more he was indifferent to hig
practice, the more it grew! While clients came
to him with their cases, he would be found stump-
ing the streets of Mylapore leading bhajana pro-
cessions. Has done much to popularise community-
singing. Is a pillar of orthodoxy and Varnac' rama.,
He will not touch a panchama or allow him to
enter the temple. But he would appear for him
in court, and take his fees, after washing the
pollution off it. In short, he is—an anachronism



The Prineipal was tiking the distingui-
shed visitor round the 'ollego. Ill(:hl’gl]"r:
Ly hubit, in contraction=, the ]‘.mn-xpx],
before the Mabhomating Ui, enlightened
the visitor, “Thia is Maths, ifons”

Then to thie Physival Vulnrubary was
the visitor takon and v told, lhis i
the Tt

Befora the PBotuny eclas: the [ Principal
said, ¥ Inter. Bot.”

And batore the Zoolour
with the studeuts assembled, he said
" This is the Z00.”

=V, Canabathi, 70l e,
* * *

Man:—(to a boy) Why are von wWeep-
ing?

Boy:—T1had an attacl: of small-pox and
go T hive not attended school foru
mouth.

Man:—Now you are cured, Then why
are you weeping ?

Boy —Because I have to «0 to scheal

—Hyed Dastugiv, Vellore.
* * *

Putient: -~ As  we have known each
othcr 80 long, doetar, [ do not  intend
to insult you by paying your Lill. But I
have loft @ handsome legacy in my
will.”

Physician:—Very kind of you, 1 am
sure. AHow me to Took at thut preserip-
tion again, There ig g slight alteration
1 should like to make in it.”

---K. Venkateswaran, Mylapore.

* * *

o had bought a boat and had taken
her out to show how well he could handle
it. “ What a nice boul,"” she remarked.
“Put thers is one great shortcoming,
doar,” ho said “ Tf yvou try to kiss a girl in
this smatl boat, there’s & great danger of
upsebting it."”

Yor » long tima the givl «ut meditating,
Then o brillinut idea struck her. " Rut
dnrling,” she said swectly ©You ought
to know I can swim."”

—M. R, Khan. 8. A, Madras.

[oetura Hall

“T am finished. Tt is all over with me.”

“What on carth has happened to
you?”’

“Thave just had a warning of ap-
proaching death.” ‘

“finndness mracious! What do you
mean ?”’

“The other day I bought a * Lije time
Pen’ and now it is broken.”

Chandrakanut, Madr as.
* * *

Old Stulent —Sir, Pleasc §ive me a
character cortificate.
Tewcher - Why? Ara  you
for any job anywhers?
Old Student :—No, 8ir, Tam answering
a matrimonial advertisement.
—-V, Subburathnam, Melvisharam.
* * *

applying

It was a big Ilarijan mecbing. The

“lecturer was in the middle of his eloquent

denunciation of untouchability as being
a relic of barbarism, when a well-aimed
and very toiten banuna struck him fnll
in the face. “This,” he suid calmly as
he prodnced his handkerchief and wiped
his face, “isa striling evidence of what 1
have told you so far, that pro-untouchu-
bility arguments are always rotten,”

-~P. Shanmugham, Cuddulore.
* * *

A little girl who disliked small boys
declared that sho would never marry, A
few days lator roferring to the same sub-
ject, she said. “ Mother, I have changod
my mind. I think I will marry after all
because if 1 don’t, my childron won't
have a mother.”

—A. R. Srinivagan, Triplicane.

Send only original jokes. We pay
Rs. 3/- for the best joke received
from our readers.

This fortnight, the prize for
the best joke is awarded to-—

P. SRUNMUGAM, Cuddalore.

—enally
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. Gone!” shouted the wildly excited
individual, waving his arms in the middle
of the street.

A crowd gathered quickly.

"'Gono! Cone! (lone!" he sghrisked
again and again.

_" What is the matter? Cashior sloped
with your monoy 2’ asked an iutorasted
spectator.

“ Wife runaway 9" sugeasted another.

“No,no,no! Dutit’s gone !

Fiftv-seven people held their breath
and asked as one: “ What's gone

Sudd?‘u]_y the oxeited individus! beeamo
calm.  Yestorday has gone' he said
with ~ smile, " and to-duy isgoing, You
may die tomorrow. Now, without loss
?‘f‘tlpm. vou should take out u policy of
23 msvrance with my company, the -

y . .
Strong men soizel him and bore him to
the nearest pand,

- " B
(. Ramachandran, Triflicane.
. * )

g
*

A doetor who was motoering & i
hospital at 4 high aneced, was si}J;t]?ndlll:;
a sa‘rgu:mt on dntyin place of )1;"L“Y
traffic. Ywo minutes later he was 'xll"ow-
ed to  go. While passing :l,long' ’the
50}1%;]11«?1{1t the Ivexed doctor said angrily

or you T i ital
by e Tou would be. in the hospital

Tho sergeant calml i
almly repliod wit

gontle and prond smile, "%{es sir: l]o:
tainly you would !” '

—T. R. Krishnan, Tiruvadamaruduy

* * * )

John :—Well, Dick, T nov
that honesty is the bostopvoliuc?rf]emtand

Dick :—How iz it ?

Johwn :—1stolea dog yesterday ¢ ;
T took it to the market, noyol:cdof‘f‘cliog
mo ¢ven cight annas, The very sm:
evening 1 saW in tha papers tha ow :
had advertised, “ The person ;v} n‘or
turns the dog would he awarded ;o 5’0-
of five rupens”. I diq tho sﬁmep“‘g
got fiva rupees, If 1 hag sold it inntrl]
market I would have gob scarcely elg}iz

annas, —-8. Q. Bastry, Mysore,

PRIZE STORY No. 1.

«wsrs.this high and mighty sauce-box put on his big looks and tipped her s wink.......

SO, THAT'S HOW AND-WHY!

(FL.MER DELVILLE.)

4

B OME inquisitive guy bas lately been

™) poking his bally nose in the musbard
N about my affairs. He is wondering, I
‘ am told, how, where and why I
acquired my better half. It is nobody
else’s business of course, but in case it
strikes this babbler to sniff about my
T drains again, I give the whole story
here and now for ,his benefit and for those of his ilk.

I can ussure all at the outset that I did not find her

; mislaid after use and forgotten ; nor did anybody throw
her at my head ; nor was she bequeathed to me in a will
or did I win her in a raffle. I admitshe is no master-
iece of creation, but she serves her purpose just as well
a comelier yokemate. In the days of her youth—now,
a8, 48 extinet a3 the dodo—she must have been a credit
%o any looking-glass, What with a generous consumption
;‘a;wf dhall, ghee, vitamins A, B, ¢ and D, and the worry of

*

i,
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ohildren she did not have, no wonder she beoame kneuded
into an unweildy mass.

Friends do hint sometimes that she is rough and
oross-grained as a nutmeg grater and therefore only fit for
the dust-hole, but I am too romantie to think of con-
signing her to such unofficial places. True, she is thick-
got and stubby as a rope and cannot twist herself and
wriggle about; she is really all horse-power and no
tenderness ; she often bristles with quills as the frebful
poroupine ; but from her very cubical contents one should
be convinced that her heart too must be large and downy
a8 a pillow. Besides—that is the gist of my story—she
came into my posseasion in the most quixotic manner and
I attach to her therefore a sentimental valus. Now to
the how and why.

Caokling like a fool-hen may be a quaint way of
discharging hot air about oneself, but 1 have promised to
tell you the whole story. It is your duty now to fold

]
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your ears above vour head and te listen with patience.
I must begin at the zero bour of my own nativity, for
without nmio, I could not have married her.  Well, as soon
as I was born, my puarents decided I wus something of &
pockeb genius and in this—bhetweon you and me and the
gatepost—they made no mistake ahout it.

Before I could cut my wisdom-tooth and look thingy
up, the hand that rocked my cradle kicked the bucket and
my father, the dear old bean, popped off soon after.
Thinking I was just & rattle-brained, squealing child, they
Iaid me on the shelf, for the time heing, One cannot,
however, light a candle and cover it with a bushel. My
genius began to assert itself, even then. I could, for
instance, cut blocks with arazor and tell easily a cucumber
from a sausage. I could pesp into our neighbour's
bedroom through the key-hole and distinctly remember
everything I saw. I tried onee to prove how convenient
it was to sit on a boiling pot to keep the steam in, but
the foolish people in the house would not let me.

An uncle, who, people unkindly said, was oceasionally
troubled by rats in his upper story, noticed the unusual
size of my headpiece—~no doubb a sign of the stuff that
was within—and decided to educate me. From his very
first look at me, he knew I was hatched purposely for the
medical profession. Ile gwore I was born with a
stethoscope in my mouth—(the old fossil must have meant
the ears presumably). Anyway, he had me ground
through the university, cajoled a diploma and a licence
and set me up in practice in......... Road. ’

Members of my glorious profession were at the time
making fortunes out of patent decoctions and pills, than
from legitimate prescriptions, and I joined the merry
game. My pills for all ills were simple but effective.
I first soaked dried blackberries in a thin solution
of gum arabic, rolled them in powdered white lime
and filled pill boxes with forty in each. They sold
like hot ¢ddlies, and as far as I know, nobody went off
the hooks because of my course of treatment.

My neighbour at my business premises, I gathered
from his elaborate fog-up, was another doctor—Dr.
Govindaraj by name. He wag an elderly man, but from
the little eccentricities of behaviour I suspected he must
be one of those who longed for perpetual youth. One
day there was a lull in business. We were hoth standing
outside, each in his own province, of course. He was
chewing his moustache with a relish, which proprietors
of snch rigging alone can appreciate, and I was picking
my teeth in the most orthodox manner. A youngish-
looking lady decked up in all her finery alighted fromn a
shaky jutka and looked intently at both our signboards as
if trying to make up her mind where to go. There is all
this nonsense about professional etiquette, I know, but
when this high and mighty sauce-box put on his big looks
and tipped her & wink, I could stand it no longer.

* You dirhy carpet-knight,” I roared as I pounced on
him, *'take this for your insolence,”” and suiting the
action to the word, treated him to a lion-brand krock-
out.

Asg he fell, I noted that his starboard toplicht was in
mourning and his other optic was shut., A repeat dose

Y

and he would have been a casualty,

1 .
but he should not have offered an affroé:lzoszrﬁd;or him,

‘ O, horrors ! the lady goes down on her ;
this fa'llen sport of {ortune, rapping out the ml;r;za;ht;??g:
upendmg assortment of loving terms, one of which
dxsclosqd that &he was no other than the doctor’s
ownvwﬁsl What could I do? Lighting a cigarette and
pm.*klng it at a jaunty angle, I tried to lock unconcerned.
With a stare that was caleulated to wither me completely,
she had her stupefied husband removed home. That is
what comes of trying to ba gallant !

Witl_l my rival temporarily out of the way, business
con;paratwely improved. Two days after the foregoing
incident, a pretty, buxom girl of sweet soventeen came to
my dispensary for some castor oil and requested that it bhe
mixed with something that would disguise the nasty taste
and odour. If I were not a medica) practitioner, I might
have immediately bloomed into & poot, if only to sing her
praises. But that is neither here nor thoro, As [ wag
fiddling about with bottles and mensuring glagses, [
asked, ““Do you like soda-water 9" '

She replied coyly that she 4id and T handed hor o
glass. After drinking it she still lingered. Perhapg-—
perhaps I had kindled a spark in her heart | I was not
ugly to look at, you must know, and many have tumbled
over each other to snare this lady-killer. |

“Can I do anything else for you?" I

pleasantly. asked

* Where is the castor oil I asked for o

*“Why ? You've just tuken i,

I seasoned i i
goda-water and lemon. od it with

* What have you done!” she moaned in such an
agonised fone that it nearly broke my heart. ] \vunt;ed
it for my father, who is sick,” she ndded by way of :
explanation. y ot an

To say I was flabbergasted is to e
pram. Tbe bravest girl we know can perhaps fuce
cannon with her eyes open, bhut will she willinuf ‘a
about the town on a morning aiter 4 dose of cust:ry %(‘))
Here was a cage for tact and diplomacy. o

a steam-rollpr »

" Where—er~—who is your father "
blustered. » may I ask?” [

" Dr. Govindaraj, " was the reply.

If there was yet a single thread of herve still hangin
somewhere in me, it gave way at thag momens, J san]g(
speechless in & chair, a8 if I had gone the way of all A
only resting in the hope of a glorious resurrectior
blessed consciousness returned, my very much /<
fairy was not in sight. /30%1

o, v

I was destined, however, to come across this;'xo !
wench before long. A few days later, I was wa
along Broadway,
constable for a paltry eight annas, when I saw Amy
—for that was the name of my butterfly, Hep

was stilted and jerky, like the evolutions of ap N .
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wondering where I eoylq outt ‘.‘z‘

.

that tries to climb a hill on second‘ gear with a choked

carburettor. One comprehensive look was enough to tell
me the cause of the trouble—she and her high-heeled
shoes were new acquaintances.

As a chip of the haughty old block, she was blowing
the gaff alright and was holding her nose in the air. She
did not even deign to notice me. My eyes followed her
every movement and drank in every detail of her form
and figure. A sickly banana peel on the pavement looked
inviting and when she put her right foot oa i, I knew
she was heading for disaster. As I {eared, shesat down
suddenly without calling for a chair and measured her
whole length across the pathway.

Gone were her splash and swagger, for she had
unceremoniously come down to earth with a rude shock.
She and her upholstery were compromisingly mixed up
aud she looked the pathetic picture of a moon-calf. She
beckoned to me. I went tamely to her tike a dhoby's
ass towards a peck of oats and, at her request, I held her
in my arms as she struggled into the intricate folds of her
sari. In the meanwhile the eight-anna piece I had
borrowed, found an outlet in my trousers pocket and to

o, That's How And—Why !

rotrieve it, I had to shake it down my leg. While the

combined kinematics were thus going on, who should
come on the scene but my friend Dr. Govindaraj! It
was his move against my two checks. He owed me
gomething, no doubt.

“Hah! a fitting spectacle for the market-place, eh |"
he sniggered like a hear with a sore head, his false teeth
clicking in chorus, *' Now that you've proclaimed your
idiocy to the world, you will be good enough to crown it
and have the marriage registered forthwith.”

" Marriage!” I echoed. If there was a thought that
kept me awake at nights, it was that of being spliced to a
wife for a lifetime.

“ Yes, marriage to Annapurni of course, " went on
the old Joker, ** You don't expect any other man to marry
her after this seandalous exposure of—of—. Hurry up.
I can’t stand any argument. Come straight away.”’

There was no mistaking the tune, nor denying the
truth of what he said. And so I went with theuw.

Thut was how and why.

TOO LATE!
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Motor Salestan :~You have secn that car. You kpow our gralantees and the price.  What do you think ?
Prospective Buyer i—1f only I had seen it 25 yenrs back, I might have thought it roomy,
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It is said that coming events cast their shadows before.

He is a wise person who

guesses from a study of the shadows the nature and extent of the approaching event. Though
Mr. Saptarishi sniffs and suspects, yet, even he finds himself not infallible —#ilif0;-

o Plgce i~-Verandah adjoining an open-terrace on the second-tflaor of a house in Th
It is & spacious verandah carpeted and elaborately furnished.

A stair-case to tho right leads on to the verandah

while a door-way to the left opens into the bed-room and other roous beyond.
At one corner of the open terrace is a water-closet. Oun the parapet wails are poted-crobon plants.

open {errace,

In the verandah, on a table, is a plate containing luscious apples, oranges wnd hunwnas,

another containing nut, betel leaves and flowers.

bewildered
at i6 and lavs it down,

A silvor-stand in which is struck uwmerous incense-sti
on the table and the smoke issuing therefrom flls the verandah with a pleasunt aromn.
Somewhere below a switch clicks and suddenly the veraudabh is abluze with light
footsteps is heard ab rvight, over the stair-cise, and presently Mr. Saptarishi enters. il
He goes to the table and expresses surprise at the sight of fruits and tlowers.
He tukes an orangs, sniffs again and replaces it ulse on the plate.
stick-stand and finally with a shrug, pieks up a newspapor and drops iitto 4 chair.
out his glasses, wipes them, puts them on, spreads out the newspaper, leuns back and begins to read

A solitary electric light dimly lights the verandah. A pale moon of the first-quarter faintiy illwinines the

Noar this plate is
cks is also

Sound of asconding
Ha sniffs the air and looks
He takes an apple, sniffa

He sniffs at the incense
Fambling in his pockets, he takes
A child starts

crying somewhere in the adjacent house and keeps on erying. Mr. Saptarishi throws down the paper in disgust

Mni. S.:—~Boyes! (Voice somewhere down below,

‘ , ** Corning, master ")
(Enter Boyes)

Mzu. S :—Shut thay window!
BOYLE :(—But, master.......
Mr. 5 :—SHUT—THAT—WINDOW !

BOYBE :—Amma said all windows must be kept open
hereafter.

MR. S :—I say that all windows- no~-that window must
he shut, now !

BOYLE L :—As inaster pleases | {(Boyee shuts the window
and is about to leave.)

MR. 5 :—Boyee!

BOYRE :—Aiyah]

Mn. S :—Ilas amma come ?

BOYEW --No, master.

Mit. 8:—Where hus she gone?

BOYLEIL :—She wenf in a car,

M. §:—I asked where.

BOYEELE :—I don’t know.
M. 5:~-You know vothing! Go away ! (Lxit Boyee)
(Mr. S. again attempts to read, but the child’s cries
have grown louder. He threws the paper away and goes
oub on the terruce and looks over the wall into the
adjucent house-top. linter Mrs. Saradha Saptarishi., She
is dressed elaborately and her face is flushed
with pleasure.
frowns )

; and heaming
She looks arcund the verandah snd

MRs. ._5':——-(’1’urning bowards the stair-case) Boyee! You
sald your master was here !

Mi. &5 —(From the terrace) Yes, I am here.

Mnis. S:—Oh! How silly of me! Whaut are you doing
there in the open terrace ? You will cateh a cold.

Mg. S:——Where have you been? 1 couldn’t read g line
because of that child’s howling in the next house. I
asked the Boyee to ghut the window but that brat
could how! through mfort-wall._ I wonder what
will put an end to ...

MRs. 8:—8h ! Don't say harsh things about babies,
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MR. S :—(Coming into the verandah and dropping into
a chair) Why indeed ?

Mnrs. S:—There are reasons.

M=R. S :—Let me hear them—one by one, or all together.

MRs. S:—All in good time. Had you your meal ?

MRi. 8 :—TLook here! What is all this fuss abput ?
Instead of a cold meal, the cook spreads outb a feast.
I ask him why and he says it was you who orde;ed the
revel. Fruits here, smoke all round, you In gz\lz‘b
drass—wliab is the idea? And where have you heen ?

Mzs. S.:—To mother’s place.

MR. S.:—Anything special over there ?

Mzs., S.:—No.

MR. 8. :—Why then the glad rags?

Mns. S.:—Don't you like them ?

Mi. 8.:—Sure I do and you too, of coyrse.
so grand a dress just to see your wothr ?

Mrs. 8. :—I wanted o tell her somathiﬁ; special. It is
great news.

Mnu. 8. :—Is it a greab secreb also ?

Mgs. 8.:—Yes—in & way.

Mz, S.:—There used to be a saying that women can
never keep secrets.

But why

Mgs. S.:—You ought not to say anything uncompli-
mentary sbout women. From now on, you nust be
careful in your thought, action and speech,~—I must
be kept in a pleasant frame of mind.

MRr 8 :—Must?

MRS. S. :=—Yes. Must. Sorupulously. Eise, things will
misearry.

MR. S.:—Miscarriage! Let mesee! Are you by any
chance saying that you hope to present me with a
son and heir in the near future ?

Ins. 8,:—Yes: but it will be a daughber.
MR. S.:—How do you know ?

Mgs. S.:—I feel that way. Cellit intuition, sixth

gense, whatever you like.

MR. S.:—Absard! I suppose I can also feel, intuit and
own a sixteenth sense. If there is going to be a
child in the house, let us make it a boy.

MRS. S.:~—A boy cries lustily. A daughter pipgs
delightfully. That child there, in the next house, 18
a boy and see how he cries and tries your temper.

MR. S.:—Stop! Don’t you compare my boy with that
nuisance! My boy, if heredity is going to have any
say in the mafter, will be a strong, silent chap.
Years of married life has made me forget the use of
my larynx. He will inherit the tendency. Make no
mistake about it !

MRS. 8 :—~Are you iusiﬁuating that I do all the talking
in this house ?

Mg. 8 :~You said & mouthful,

Coming Evenié

Mns. S:—I told you just now that I must always be

kept in a pleasant frame of mind. And you are in-

sulting me and making me cry. It is bad for my
girl-baby.

MR. S:—Don’t be absurd ! It will bs a boy !
Mus. 8 :—Certainly not! I would love to have a girl.

M. 5:—You are not the betting kind. OQtherwise, I
would lay you 10 t¢ - it will be a boy.

Mus. §: —...And when 1" 1 going in the car, I thought
of all the names by w we could call the baby., I
have hit upon a great .. | We will call the baby,
Saroja-Kantha.

Mi. S:—Don’t ! Parents have a great responsibility in
naming their progeny. Look at me! Every minute
of my life, I am regretting my name. In my school-
days when the Monitor used to call-out from the
attendance register ‘* Saptarishi!”, invariably a wag
would answer, “ Only one here and he too not a
rishi ” or ' Six absent "’ or things to that effect. In
the club, they pun on ‘*Saptha’ and call me Mr.
Sound and Shadow-—and the inference, of course, is

o ihat I signify nothing.  Sakuntha-Roja indeed !

Mgs. 8 :—Saroja-IKantha, not Sakuntha-Roja! Don’t
you see, I have coined a great name in which
you can find Barojini and Kanthi, two of the greatest
patriots of the mother-land.

Mi. 8:—Shout tor that cook |
raked up a mighby thirst.

The heavy meal has

Mgs. 8:—I have some iced sherbet inside. Liet me ge$
you a glassful. " (Exit into the room at lelt)
MR. 8 :—Iced Sherbet | What élse ?

(Enter Mrs. S. with gléb..\?ll of amber-coloured liquid
which she hands-over to Mr. S. “The glass falls down and
breaks, scattering the contents all over the carpet.)

Mrs. S :—That is ominous !

Mgr. 8:—8illy! I suppose tumblers will fall and glagses
will break,

Mgs, §:—1I shall get you another glaes,

MR. S:—No. Don’t worry. I will go inside and draw
from the source.

(Bxit into the room at left. Mrs. 8. proceeds to the
watber-closet on the terrace, opens the door and shuts
herself in.)

Mz, S.:—(Enters and looks round for his wife) Where
has she gone ?

{Mrs. S. opens the door of the closet, puts her head
out and says.]
MRS, S.:—Call the Boyee |
MR. S.:—Why?
MRS, S.:—Call him-—please.

MR, 8. :—Alright! Boyea!—BOYEE {
{Enter Boyee)

(Continued on boitom of page 496)
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ETTING drunk olten reninds me of
that worthy, Jee, for what be dees
nob know ahout that art can Lo writ-
ten on a finger-nail.  The popping of
corks is music to his ears and he can
tell you the brand by the flavour.
Joe belicves that (iod created overy-

Py

thing in the first six days and rested on the seveuth to
oo if there was anything else that Joo might want.  And
then He remembered tie brewery!

“How is your . : — —
cough ?” asked a Scots 7 o i— 0 e%
professov of one of his P77~ o ~
pupils. "It i3 getting k
worse, sir,” was the
reply. ‘‘Ah” gloated
the professor, ‘‘let it
get worse and worse,
and at last let it die”
The effect of drink on
Joe at least, has gotb
worse and worse until
it is completely dead.
Joe will tell you thab
he arrived at such a
gtate through an inter-
minably long probation,
of which he has only &
faint remembrance of
policemen, lamp-posts,
gutters and asphalt roads
the tail-light of a dis-
appearing  car which
wanted to occupy the
game space a8 Joe did,
and a bed in a hospital.
The strongest liquor is as harmless as lemonade inside
his stomach, and he can address a Temperance meeting
after a dozen glasses of Johnnie Walker. No anaesthetist
can drug bim with chloroform and if a cobra were to
bite Joe, my anxiety would be entirely for the cobra.
Poor thing ! 1t would spread its hood and begin to dance
on its tail. ‘Thesnuke it was that died,” and the
verdict—death due to alcoholic poisoning. I remember
an evening when a friend of Joe who had backed a winner’
took Joe for a booze. Poor fellow! He naver knew
that to stand Joe a drink was like inviting the Mikado
into your house. Joe's friend poured out a modest two
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...... a faint remembrance of policemen, lamp-posts, asphalt roads,
the tail-light of a car......

CANTEN)

pogs into each of the tumblers. Joe got furious, leaned
back in his chair and folding up his eyelids with his
fingers, asked his friond to pour a peg each into his eyes |
The poor fellow was wise enough to take the hint and by
the time he had called the night off with

Joe, he
regretted he had backed « winner,

‘ On another oceasion,
, ‘0 1ot ins
Joe und 1 were returning frow o week-ond picnic ab

] Tev v 5 o .
Pondicherry.  Joe was a rogular reservoir of liquor and

was carrying bwo hottles us stepney. At the frontier the

oxciso official was asking for trouble and got it. Joo coolly
broke the bottles on
the rack. To your
health I he says to the
S excise official, "I am
N thesis on
"French Possessions in
India’ " and Joe's inside
. received the contents of
; the two bottles, and
signalled an acknow-
ledgement in the form
of a hiccup, The face
of the customg official
was a study. That ig
Joe. He cun easily put
himself half 4 dozen
glasses down in any
drinking  boyt. The
fellow who can coolly
gﬁore up a dozen glagses
in his inside, and like
Oliver Twist stil] ask
for mores, ig my hero.

N N writing g

The first time I got
anything like tight, was

during » oricket match
I had mercilessly flogged the bowling all the morning and.

piling up a decent total had remained ‘not out’' duriny
lunch. When I had pushed off the last plate and lighbeg
my cigarette after lunch, the wily fast bowler, whose
averages I had spoilt that moraing, walked up to e,

‘ ** Congrats, old chap,” he said ingratiating himself
into my favour, *“ what about a glass of shandy ?”

A nice invitation as it was, { smelt a challenge in it.
If there is onething the Neilish blood cannot brook, it ig
a challenge. And it was 00 late to begin scattering
blots on the Neilish eseutcheon,
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- a8 I was walking back to the pavilion

" Game!”’ said I to the bowler.
sport,” he smiled and drawing me fo another roam
ordered a shandy.

I do not know how many glasses I was the worse
for, when my skipper ferretted me oubt. Some of the
oaths he gave expression to, when he saw me in that
state, were quite new and inspiring, I remember. “ And
if you happen to see three balls at a time,”’ the skipper
sent out the parting shot when I was leaving the pavilion
*mind, you hit the middle one.” I took up my position
at the crease, and looked round to survey the field. The
umpires looked like two stout Jchnnie Walkers in gowns,
the bowler was twisting himself till ho resembled a cork-
screw. The bat in my hand looked like a besr bottle
and the ball was a live mutton chop.
I faced the first over after lunch. The
fast bowler sent down an express; and
now that I come to think of it, the
skipper was right. For I saw three
balls breaking from the bowler's arm
as pigeons {from cover. One broke to
the off, the other to the leg and the
third was flying straight at my wicket.
1 swung my bat for all that T was
worth and hada go at the middle ball.
But it was not with wmy middle batl
There was a curious sensation near
my shins under the pads, cloven
stentorian voices shouted something
like * Houzat,” and ths Johnnie in the
gown at the bowler's end had raised
his finger at me. Out 1 b w; and

the bowler bloke grinned from ear to
ear and eaid something to the effect
that everything was fair in love and
in war. If that is the blighter's view
on war and love, and if that is how he
wins a match, let him give me his girl's
address, and he shall rue it the livelong
day. Yes, that was my first experience
of getting drunk, and faney—on shandyl
But no one can make me shed my
wicket by getting me ‘tight’ now.
William Tell, sober, can cleave an apple
with a shaft at a hundred yards'
range, I admit. But he cannot, when
he is drunk, drive a cricket ball to the off, for a clean
four, when it is perched on the mouth of a beer bottle
without spilling the contents. I can!

To be friends with Joe and not drink is as impossible
as that a powder-magazine should remain safe with a fuss
in it. One evening, I had accompanied Joe to a bar and
Joe had ordered for his ‘thimbleful’. When about four
glasses of strong whisky had changed places, Joe began to
wear down my defences,

“ Come on, laddie, don't be a spoil-sport. Just have
a glass. TFancy your going to heaven or the other place
and being chucked out for a further lease of life by St.
Peter. Or is it that bloke Chitragupta, the chartered
agcountant, who audits our vices and virtues? And all

...... carrying two bottles as
stepney.

——

On Getting pg-gnk

Noy AL I have already booked my
berth Tint e . I have climbed the heigbhts and
fathotsed the dopths, and if life is a series of experiences,
Lord God, I have lived it in full.” Joe was waxing
sloquent but finding me adumant, changed his tactios.

““ Liaddie,” he whined, * we ware at school together.
Besides I saved your life once.”

“ No " I protested, * you didn't.”?

*“ Doesn’t matter, ’ Joe convinced himsell. *‘ It must
be somebody else’s then. Obliga a friend  Noblesse
oblige, the motto, you know. Would you let a pal down ?”

Now if T hate anything, it is letbing
a pal down My barriers were down in
a trice and Joe shouted for another
hottle. The cork popped. the hlood-
red juice foamed into the tumbler and
with a fiintly-whispered ‘ For Friend-
ship’s Sake’ was I baptised at the font
of Baechus.

“Don't drain the glass at one gulp,”
advised Jos. ' One would think you are
a kiddie gulpicg down castor oil; Sip it
gently ‘as if appetite had grown by
what it fed on,’ punctuating every
meuthiul with a mutton chop cr an
omelette. The fellow that quaffs the
whole stuff at one gulp is no artist.
He is like the boor who finishes a whole
cigarette at one ravenous whirlwind
puff. He hag missed the subtler points
of the art.”

I followed Joe's advice and by the
time I bad finished my first glass, I
could feel the juice coursing down my
veins. [ seemed to be shut up in a
house on fire with no exits. Buft I was
far from irebriated and I got up to leave
when Joe shouted for another bottle.

“Count me oub,™ I said. “I have
had enough.”

“ Don't be silly, ** said Joe, ** the fellow that stops with
the first glass is a fool. Why, good whisky was never
intended as a lubricant for the throat. If you had
wanted only a gargle, there are better things that would
have served the purposo than good whisky. No, laddie,
that talk about the cup that cheers but does not inebriate
is all bunkuin, take it from me. If you taste a drop, get
drunk like a man ; that is the opinion of yours obediently.”

That was only reasonable, I admitted. Joe can
talk sense ; and so I shared the next bottle with him. I
knew that every glass I emptied raised me in Joe's
estimate, and when the contents of the third glass had
gone the way of the rest, Joe could not conceal his
admiration. * Laddie,” he exclaimed, “ I am proud of you.
T would put my last pie on you. You are the sort that
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wins your Blue in the first match., Now say * The steam
boiler burst " he wided with o twinkle in hig eya. *" No,
Joe, " I protested, ' I am not drunk, voully, " and lighting
our cigarettes, we sailed forth into the streebs. I was
feoling really great and brave. I would have wop the
Battle of Waterlos then, challenged Carnera for a fifteen
round contest, or assayed fo stop an X I3, locoinotive when
it was dashing down ap incline.

The gentle breeze in the streets fanned us into the
geventh heaven. Talk of the opium-eater’'s dreams !
They are but flimsy webs beside the semsation you
experience when you get drunk. Taxis and trams were
playing hide and seek and missed us by the proverbial
coat of paint. The lights dispersed themselves into
various beams. The lamp-posts looked like policemen and
the asphalt roads seemed to be dancing to the tune of a
slow-moving orchestra. The fellow that said that the
earth was spinning like a top, must have mude that
discovery when he was one over the eighth. My feet
seemed to ba execubing an unconscious foxtrot. The floor
looked like the ceiling, and like Cortez’s men I stared in
wild surmise at some stars that are heyond even
astronomy’s ken. I grew oratorical and began to orate.
But the funniest part of the whole experience was thak
I know that I was drunk, that T wag talking rot, and that
my agents of locomotion were none too steady. I
know all this and still I could not help it. All the
while Mr. Hyde was behaving like a drunkard,
Dr. Jekyll was having the laugh at him. Aristotle was
considered the wisest of maen, because he was the only man
who knew he was ignorant, [ was soher hecause I knew

that I was drunk. It was prefty late in the night when
1 tell usleep ana lost ull interest in the proceedings.

Two beings [ envy and no third, TFirst, the rat that
was drowned in a pot of toddy and next, the Yankee
who was drowned i the New York gutters that day
America went ‘ wet’. T don’t mind confessing it, I like ta
get royally drunk once in a way. He that meets me on
such an occasion will see no confounded ‘ tot', I assure
you, but one who cannot vouch for what he does and says.
T am dead drunk, I speak parrof, squabble, swagger, swear
and discourse fustian with my own shadow.

You, reader, are perhaps one of those who say ' geb
thee behind me, Satan' to a beaker of the warm South
* with beaded bubbles winking at the briin and purple-
stained mouth,” or perhups vyou belong to the rival
camp of my friend Joe, who considers a dozen glasses
of strong whisky as ‘a thimbleful of diluted water” In
either case, you have missed the joy of Ijfe.
no prude; I flatter myself that [ am an
matbter of living, and T i}

Now I am
picurean in the
i @ to get royally drunk once in &
way. I admire my Spartan courage to stop it at that.

shun temptation is cowardic .
To shun temptation is cowardice. There are temptations

which need Ilerculean courage to succummy to. The true
hero allows himself to be tempted, .
and masters the temnptation,
greatness.

lalls and then fights
That way lies courage and

‘ Bo—oyl Get me a whishy-and-soda, and don’t be
too liberal with the soda.” Tt iy Joe culling, and the
Noilish throat is thirsting § ) '

Jor a dr 1
stronger than a lemonyde ! ° rop of something

(Continued from page 493)

MR, S.:—(Pointing out the broken glass) Clear this
mess !

MRs. S.:—(From the closet) No. No. Boyee! Get ready
the front-rocom. Sweep the floor and take a bed-
gpread and pillow there. Ask the cook to keep inside
the room my silver cup and chombu full of water.

BOYEE :—Anty, amma 7
Mgn. 8. :—Say-—are you—
Mns. S.:—Yes.

MR, S.:—But how the devil-I mean
business......

Mms. 8. :—It was 45 days. I thought...

MR S.:—The devil you did. Iced Sherbet, fruits and
flowers! What a waste of money |

MRS. S.;—(Petulantly) You have always been s miser!

this Saroja

MR. 8.:—May be : yot mated to a {ool,
MRS. 8.:~You are calling me

the closot crying and pmcea fool. (She comes out of

eds towards the stair-case)-

Mr. 8. :—Cry or?l It is another frawme of mind
(Baby in the ne
of crying.)

MR. S.:—...and there is accompaniment

M“S'W ;Sge ;T(I\V\ivtil:;hmt]g ftoothql()(ixvn the steps) The (ods are

. ab chld would ery ol p a

lustier than ever. You hate Cllildrzn a 1mg,ht ur}u
never have any ! and you wi

MR. 8.:—Thanks for the prophecy |

Xt house starts another bout

to your music !

(And as he moves forward, j
sharp 'piece'of glass and exec,uc; St:DsZ b;uefooted on a
Mrs. S. vanishes down the stair-cage b o dance.

with a titter).
CURTAIN,
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5] TIT earliest local post next morning
brought me a decent sized invita-
tion card issued by the Comumittes
of Hosts. By a look at the
crammed list of names printed on
XN the back of the card, I believe
¥ there were about filty hosts. There

were many well-known names of public men of Madras
and I rejoiced to learn about the extreme popularity of my
friend Damodaram. The Committee of Hosts }?ad greatb
pleasure in requesting my presence at the function to be
held in honour of Rao Sahib Damodaram at GGoschen

Gardens on the 25th June at 5-15 pm. There way
printed ‘'R.8.V.P.”" to Mr. K. K. Chettiar at the left
corner, the meaning of these mystic letters puzzled my
rural brains not o little. I consulted a dictionary, took a
posteard and was writing on it:

To
K. K. Chettiar Avl,
Dum-Dum House,
Adyar, Madras,

Madras. dated 23rd June, 1933
Dear Sir,

I thank you very much for the kind invitation
you have been good enough to senc.l me_and I will
not certainly deny the good Committee Ot Hosts
that share of pleasure, however small, which they
hope to derive by my presence.

Yours sincerely,

I signed the messnge and was blotting the card on,
n I felt somebody patting on my back gently. On
}ing round, whom should I eee but my dear friend,

| DAMODARAM ON GARDEN PARTIES

i B4

(N. SUBRATIMANYAM)

In this delightful article the author continues to describe

Damu’s views on certain social amemties.

Damodatam  “ Don’t be frightened, mny dear chap,” said
he, “ 1 just dropped in to see if you had your invitation.
T phoned up the secretary yesterday, but I wasn't sure he
would rememberit.” ‘It is quite all right, Damu,” I
replied, I have also written a postcard aecepting the
invitation " and T tossed the postcard on to him.

“This is quite funny, coming {rom a headmaster. Hal
ha!lha!!!” laughed Damu. ‘‘I would not ba surprised
if you interpreted ' R S.V.P.” into ** Refreshments served
very punctually.” Anyway, confined in a country school
so long, your ignorance is excusable. The correct style
of accepting an invitation should be: *'Mr. Shankar
thanks the Committes of Hosts for their kind invitation
and has much pleasure in accepting the same.'
Mind you, thare is no signature.”™ ““In what grammar
do you find these directions ?.”" I asked somewhat surpri-
ged. " In the grammar of social functions,” said Damu
jokingly ' Formn and etymology conform to conventions—
well, take it from me, that is the approved way of doing
things.” I succumbed to his superior knowledge in these
matters and uncomplainingly incurred an additional
expenditure of nine pies for ré-writing a reply on a fresh
posteard.

“*What ig this Committee of Hosts?” I asgked
Damodaram as ignorantly and innocently as a echoolboy.
* Do they all subscribe for the expenses of this function ?”

“ Look here, Shankar, ** spoke Damodaram in a school-
master-like manner. ‘' There are some secrets which
public men will not even whisper into a hole dug into
the earth, lest some reed may grow therefrom and
broadeast the buried words. You are my bosom pal and
there is no harm in telling you, provided you inter it in
your memory and seal it with a sacred vow not to let it
out.”
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“If you do not trust me so much, ” I said tauniingly,
““lef your secrets observe gosha in your political mind .’

“Be not offended, old chap, [ am only usking for
gowo sufeguards lest there may he ocuasions, when whispors
travel too far and suspicion inay hound the source of
betrayal. You muy take it thut in my case, which is
exceptional, the move for feting me is spontaneous. I wus
spoken to, phoned up and persuaded by persons, whose
request to refuse [ always feel ussinful. Kveryone in
this committes is quite sincere wnd vie with one anofher
to huag liveral as possible. 1 suggostod to them that
instead of wasting a few thousand rupees on cikes, fruit
salads, variety entertainments and fire-works, it would be
far more acceptable to me, if a few beggars were fed or the
aggregate sum donated to a philanthropie or aducational
institution. No. They would not hear me. They are
infatuated. Fetes and fire-works seem to be the safety-
valves of pent-up admiration. * From what you say,”
I interrupted, ** there appears to he an implication which
is not quite savoury.”

“Yes, I am coming to that. In many cases, the
chiel guest himself suggests to his admiring {riends to get
up a congratulatory function in his honour and if he is
rich enough, may even debit tha whole expenditure to his
aecount. Probably in very rare cases he may even induce
his friends to get interssted in the projected function by
offering them small accommodations by way of handsome
cheques to enable them to free themselves from accidental
dowmestic embarrassments and to devote their whole
attention to the proper conduct of the function. If your
chief guest i3 poor or miserly, he will sesk some obliging
rich friend or one hound to him for some past obligation
or looking for some future help, to spend for the enter-
tainment in his honour. Generally about half a dozen
hosts in that august committes beur the financial burden.
In an epidemic of social functions, their contributions may
not be quite liberal and, if any deficit should arise, the
chief guest may supply ib. Subscription-collecting is an
art. A friend of some status and integrity to whom ib
would be impossible to say “no”, would bring in better
collections than an amiable drudge circtlating by suffer-
ance on the surface of society. Whether the subscription
collector is agresable to meet or not, his {requent visits
could not be decently prevented otherwise than by a

- cheque-leaf torn {rom the book, Some may pay their
donations at once and avoid further visits of the subserip-
tion collector, but many prefer the instalment system in
the pious hope that if the resources on hand bulance the
budget, they may be absolved from further liabilities.
The rest of the hosts serve as ballast to infuse respecta-
bility to the function and they are put in for their titles
or big purses or oflicial or social positions. Tbey may be
first pub in and their consent afterwuards obsained on the
'phone.  Dut thore aro some who will erave t be put in
for it pride and pleasure of beiny in the company of
illustrious hosts.

“The Commiltes of Iosts generally do not take much
effort to make the fuuction a succesy. This is delegated
to a few habitual drudges, and by adroitly exploiting
on their obliging nature, things get on 31noot§ly.
Of course, there are usually velunteers, whose aspiration

to be in lime-light i3 intense, and who are seen over-
acbive in these fuunchions, looking busier than they really
are. 'They give as much help 6o the hosty as the clown
in the circus gives bu the servants rolling up mats and
carpots.

The mabter of issuing invitabions requires skill and
exparience and also o knowledge of the correct form of
addrossing guests, especiully the wirried Furopean guests.
The elite of Madras ave to be found in diaries, directories
and club-rolls, commencing from Iis Iixcellency the
Governor to tho latest ** Rao Salith ' still in the kinder-
garton of the University of lune. ISach host, nostly
non-paying hosts, would like to “invite his friends,
flatterers, admirers, sycophants and panderers. One or
two may go even to the extent of getting invitations
jssued to Mr. & Mrg. N—Decause Mr. X is fortunate
enough to have a good-looking wife. There are uninvited
guests also, who willynilly haunt thess functions like flies.
They would beat their legs and wings and buzz
incessantly until they get an invitation. They are
daunbless toa marvellous degres. They refuse to he pub
down. liven if they are flatly refused an invitation they
would nevertheless comply with R. S V. P. and wr'ito to
the secretary thanking him for the kind invitation
gent to them and would with pleasure attend the
function. And they would turn up, sure, a little before
time in tweed suits and suave swmiles and might even
have the elfruntery to receive the distinguished guests ab
the gate and mamnoeuvre to wedge in betwesn illustrious
guests facing the press camera.

“ By the bye,” T interrupted, “ is there
DY b , .
regulation in these functions ?” any dres

“ Certainly not. There are proscribed strappings for
Government {unctions, buf in these entertainiaents it is
left to your taste and good manners. You may come in
your dhotie and your incontrovertible turban. The
porpetual guest in all {unctions always keeps a good tweed
suit, well-brushed and neat, ready for such oeccasions and
he would alight gracefully from the car of an obliging
friend and saunter along with his blund emiles and
complacent looks. He may desive to rub his shoulders
with some h1gh.d1gnit;ary, who goes abont strutting like &
peacock. scattering smiles o right and left, front and
back, with a divino condescension natural only to such
eminent souls. He would wait patiently and be on the
alert to ‘be by the side or at the fset of the august person
at the time the photograph is taken, and if by chance he
is far away, Lie would run as if for life and panting thrust
his face in $he group, that a portion of his upper anatomy
may be immortalised. So did amber in prehistoric days
preserve hoth the hutterflies and flies !

“T am ovorpowered with these revelations.” I
exclaied, *“ why then do you desire to drag me bo wit-
ness this refined fow-foolery of huwman vanity and
basenegs 2"’

* Because headmasters must have knowledge of Man,
fully. The proper study of man is Man. What you heard
frox_n me will only prepare you for the Entrance Exami-
mtion, but you must undergo direct course for your

degree. )
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“Well, Damu, your description has dulled my
appetite.” ‘‘ But it will return after the first course.
This leads me on to talk of the programmes. In my
function you will have both Indian and European caber-
ing of refreshments though it is considered mora digni-
fying to leave the whole catering to Messrs. Swallow and
Suffer, whose pastries and cakes do not bring stomach-
aches and whose salads and creams are beyond a glutton's
dreams. They charge imoderately even for immoderate
eaters and service is prompt and liberal, in sunshine or
rain, Many guests bring a good appetite with them and
after fruit-salads and ice-creams they may start encore
with seed cakes and sponge cakes. It is only the ulbra-
fashionable dyspeptics of vhe centre table, who sit admiring
the flower vases and table napkins pretending o bite a
cake or gip the tea-cup.

* Shankar, do come and see all this fainasha, this
merry-go-round. You will have an opportunity of
meeting forgotten or forgetting acquaintances and friends,
who may even there be kind enough to wish you cordially
* Hullo! Shankar—glad to meet you,” but wondering all
the time who the devil invited a rustic to high society.
Well, if you are tired of greetings, siuiles, simpers and

such refinements, you can go alone and unochserved to the
various entertainments and entertain yourself. You huvea
fat buffoon performing stale tricks to an audience of
servers and chauffeurs; there is an orchestra of Indian
musical instruments admired only by the performers:
there is a girl-guide dance where at last you see a
respectable audience punctuating the performances with
applause. Thore is a fancy dress parade of satanic
beggars, rickshaw-coolies and such other edifying exhibits
not usually seen in this part of the world. If all these
do not please you, wait for the rockets and fire-works
dissipating money in coloured flume and smoke. And if
even these tamashas do not stir vou, why, you are carved
of granite stone and nothing will animate you in this
world.”

“I am very thankful o you, Damu, for your des-
cription but it is getting late for my breakfast. Shall we
part now to meet again ab your function 7

“Yeq, I am sorry, but I believe I have given you a
full course to obtain your degree."”

"Thank you., I will attend the Convocation on
Saturday.”
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HIS 19 vob a reproduction or uinitation
of Liumnb’s essay, be agsured, gentle
reador. The comparison is as much
as betwoen a lionand a lamb. 1
am the latub and he is Lamb.
There ends my clalin to have any-
thing to do with a subject-mafbter

which he has treated.

I shall not prolong my introduction or discussion of
relative merits. “* Comparisons are odious.” Bpic poets
and great writers have successfully adopted the prescribed
method of * In niedias res,” and 1 shall follow their lead.

So, to bake you then right into the middle of things,
1 s a bachelor. Why do you sneer? It is not a sin to
be a bachelor, nor a shame.  Hvery one of us was at one
time or snother, a hachelor.

Mep marry young, they marry when they become
men, and some marry when old. Youths long to marry,
men have to marry, and the good old souls (if widowaers,
of course) like to marry. Theo lob that makes the matri-
monial game an oasy aifairis the lust-mentioned; for
thero are no financial considerations bubting ininto the
bargain.

T had friends, not a few. We were a happy 'Bache-
lors Union’. That was fpur vears back. ‘But now,
every ong of them is marriei, except me. I's 16 a matter
of dolight for me to vealise that I am free while they have
all become eucumbored ? Or am It;o't:eql gorry that I
have not heen blessol with $hat mated life ? ‘ I have not
been able all these duys, tu come %o any definite conclu-

gion. Yet this iz sure, thut [ feel quite contented and

happy.

. .
One's friends should all he bachelors. Tilse, mortifi-
cabions are many that one may have to encounter.

The display of married happiness etmighb bqfore your
eyes is nothing but a {lagrant and unqualified 1nsu§t;. I
know I am a bachelor; I know [ have nob bqen 1 purhwu.lar
choice ; I know I am not like them, happy in that conju-
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A BACHELOR'S COMPLAINT

(V. GaNaAPATIIL) ”

gal sphere ; but it is enough that I know I am not. Ido
not want this perpetual reminding.

What joy boams on the faces of n new married
couple! Ta them life is nothing but a bed of roses, To
them each is all the world to the other. ‘* Lord they
know not what they do.” '

You are a friend, a particular friend, having moved
on greab terms of intimacy with some individual and he
hag married. If you still continue to visit him,' I warn
you, you are treading on dangerous ground. You stand
a fair chance of being simply stared out of the houge,

“* Look, this is my fivst-born. Isn't he a darling ?
Hasn't he the marks of his parent’s likeness "' asked my
married friend, and extended the little, blinking brab
towards me. Now, this was too much. I did not feel
the least inclined for physiognomical study ; at least the
place and the context forbade any such venture, Maybe,
a father has got his own pride and satisfuction at having
made an addition to the population of our country—and
that he may consider a * national service ' Bat why on
earth I should shave init, I do not sea. On the other
hand, I see oxcellent reason and opportunity to open up &
decent outlet for my store of sympathetic feelings.

After all, what pride is thare for a father over a
child? How often do children turn out vicious, defeating
the fond hopes of the parents ? A rare object l’nay excite
in us a feeling of cariosity or longing to see it ; but child-
ren are not uncommon. Every houge Swarms with them.

What kind of grown-up men and women are they

going to be, who can tell? Nuwerous are the ways for
men fo take. Where is tho guarantee that thoy will
choose .tha straight but narrow path ? Without their
being either privy or party to the transaction, they have
been ushered into this world of sin, '

All children do not evoke feelings of admiration.
For my part, I do uot feel bappy to see thain. TInstead of
gnleloyecl piby, why should I fee] happy at their sight ?
It is they that bring home to our realisation, the bitter
bruth that man is no more than a ** piece of valiant dust.”
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Frankly, my sincere opinion is that children, as a
whole, are a nuisance. A sweet baby is indeed the
sweetest thing on the face of the earth, absorbing all our
cares and anxieties in it own ignorant manner. Bgt
there are occasions when that sweetest thing creates in
you, feelings that would normally have had no place in
your mind, and almost tempts you o exhibit the splenetic
part of your being. If you have not, I have, on many
occagions, felt my hands itching impatiently to sbra}ght-
away fling them up into the open air. I am exceedingly
fond of sweet little babies, I may remark incidentally.

You can fondle a child, you can play with .it, you
can enjoy its pretty prattle ; but I must observe, it is most

, unfair, to say the least, to be called upon to love a child

because it is so engaging. I love a child or hate it uccor-
ding as I find cause for either.

If you do not fondle a child, you are set down for a
cynic or a morose hater of children. If, on the other
hand, you are by nature, lovingly disposed towards them,
and so you fondle a child, either the mother wants to
give it her aftention, or some occasion is snabched to
remove the child—for you spoil the child.

You marry—and your lot has besn disposed of in
this world. You have no more choice, You may have
had a partiality towards your cousin and a keen desire to
marry her—or Sarojini, your neighbour’s dwughter. But
now, they must vanish entirely from your mind. No
more hopes. Traly " wiving and hanging go by Destiny.”
What a happy pair of ideas, these two !

Most thoughtlessly, I called in one day, rather early
in the morning, at my friend Kittu's. He greeted ms,
offered me a seat and went in. Near the Lkitchen-door
could be seen his appealing face, in a plaintive pose, like a
wanbon school-boy awaiting admonition: and I could
guess it was a humble enguiry whether it would be
convenient for his wife to prepare a cup of coffee.

* * *

The insult to Bachelors offered by those, who are
just about to get into that holy state, is very sharp
indeed. In their marriage invitations, they request the
pleasure of the company of Mr. & Mrs. So-and-So, but the
invitations that I,receive always have the " Mrs. ™ scored.
Why put in and then score off ? Is this nob a mischievous
hit ? I construe it as one such, anyway.

A young man walks along the Marina in the company
of a young lady (presumably his wife) with extreme
complacency and head seb ab an angle of elevation, and the
wife participates—as if all the world belonged to them.
They smile at the poor “singles” that walk along.
They consider it a trespass, if a third person shares the
“lovers’ path.” Hand in hand, they march ahead and
feol that that enjoyment is the he-all and end-all of
human existence.

I do mot complain that married people are happy.
Let them, by all means, be, if they can. I do not com-

| plain that they are too self-important. I do not complain

!
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that they deny the social fresdom to Bachelors. But I
do complain fhat they are far boo insolent and derisive,
They carry their self-sufficiency too far. I have chosen
a phase of life. Whether wise or otherwise, it is for me
to judge. Why poke their unwanted noses? Like the
fed-up prophetess of old, I cry, "' leave me, leave me, to
repose.

Wide advertisement do I see of “Glaxo"™ and
* Horlicks ” for babies. What is it to me? And of
* ‘Peluna' for the Fair,” and * Lodhra for Ladies ';
what is it to me either ? I don’t bother in the leasst.

A girl or a lady may be fair, yet I am well. She
may be beautiful, charming and lovely, yet I am well,
She may be rich and virtuous, and yet I am well. For I
am a confirmed Bachelor. I do not.in the least, feel un-
eagy. Till this moment I am sane. May God preserve
me in thab excellent, happy condition.

Sometimes, I do deviate and muse on marriage. My
face is not so bard as a necessary conclusion may appear to
suggest. My looking-glass presents to me a decent pair of
oeyes, an aguiline noss and normal features, but of course,
not that married expression. I am none the worse for
lack of it, however.

Have you seen or heard of the most philanthropic set
of people that offer their services to bring together two
gtraying souls ? If you have not, I tell you, there are
some such. And the newspapers are also rendering unto
humanity this most laudable service, and insert calls for
"¢ fair, beautiful, aceomplished and educated virgin of rich
and respectable family.” How far these requirements
can be fulfilled passes one’s comprehension. Conditions
are indeed too many to expect to be satisfied.

I may get an offer through these agencies, marketing .
for lawful disposal a poor, orphan virgin or & widow (it §

otherwise, there would be no need for their kind oﬁices).§ o

But I hate second-hand goods of any description.
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To bs a Bachelor is a glory indeed. No WOrry, no )
doctor’s bills, no market-going, no Birth Control ; and © ,
abova all no interference with your froe-will. X2
There is a dignity in the term * Bachelor . That & %

is why we say ““ Bachelor of Arts ", ** Bachelor of Laws ™ Q:,@

etc. Otherwise, {{ there is a dignity in being a husband
or a wife, these degress would have been ** Husband of
Laws ", " Wife of Arts " ete.

This is my firm conclusion.  You may beg to differ.
But I must warn you beforehand, you may go on begging,
I will never ba moved. I will not budge an inch.

Anyhow, will you plesse door cause to be done,
something either in the Council or in the Assembly (thig
is not less important or useful a subject than any they
deliberate upon or achieve) or thrdugh the Press or in
any manner whatsoever, to make- _peopla
behave themselves? Let MM%MJ@% We
Bachelors, have as much ri enioy Gort~world-a;
His gifts as they have. - § f‘& . Wdtﬂ@d‘
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“A ALL it childish or what you will, but I

}  must confess to a long-standing thirst
to get into oue of those flying won-
ders—the aeroplanes they call them
-—and bave a look at the world be-
weath me. My imagination staggered
when I tried to form a picture of
what I shall probably see from the
dizzy heights-—for like most men, who venture opinions
on subjects they ure innocent of, I too, failed in my en-
deavour to hazard an ides of what the world will look
from on high, having never been up higher than the
balcony of the lighthouse in the High Court. Joy rides
1 could not undertake, for want of filthy lucre; and
kings and patrons of today do not easily clutch at the
opportunity to finance an explorer into the ethereal
regions, Gone are the duys when expeditions were fitted
oub for the discovery of new lands and the originator
contributed nothing bub his braine while moneyed people
found the wherewithal for it. Bub alas for the days that
are not | * Let the dead past bury its dead.”

But really, can I blame the well-to-do aflter all ? So
soon after the R101, isit kindness on bheir parb to con-
sent to my martyrising myself for nothing? Yes, but
ahout themselves, their wives and children who are every-
day tantalizing me by flying over my head ? Well, they
know best, the owners of aeroplanes and the wealthy, who
can, but will nob give we 2 joy ride.

At 10 p.m. yesterday, I lay in my bed, the desire to
fly oppressing me more intensely than ever and after half

e,
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A FLIGHT

Of Imagination.

(8. G. IvER)

People dream and as soon as
they wake-up, sit down and
write their dreams on reams and
reams of paper using jars and
jars of ink.  The number of
dream-narratives we receive per

But this one
15 different.—Editor.

day is countless.

an hqur’s process of cogitation, at the end of which I was
uo wiser than before, I gave up the problemn as unsolvable.
My good {riend, Mr. Sesha—Anna—Achar; of the Madras
Flying Club, had the kindness to invite mo to a seat in his
plapo ‘to keep himn ecompany on world-tour he was
projecting that duy. I consented—-nof without a sense of
genuine satisfaction, which however, I kept to myself. All
my friend saw of ine was the well-feigned look of relu(;tanﬁ
acquiescence tn a proposal which to g] appeuarances, was

undertaken on my part, more f i )
myself. 0 oblige him than

a lift had already piqued me,

We ran on the ground for 4 [ew ardg— the
‘plane—and then shot up and the eu.r}t,;h d:ndlitgl?is;{!:uf“
grew sma,ll(‘n' and smaller. The eogl breeze of the heights
coupled with a sense of g datisfied desire made me feel
pgrfectly a§ peace with myself and the world and filled me
with a feglmg of self-complacence and superiority over the
poor antlike mortals we saw dotted in the leaden prosaic
earth below, wending their weary way. 1 was iI,l ecstasy

and my picture was certainl 1den- o
whole world over and I g ¥ golden-hued, We flew tb

went along,

“The old order chan
said the immortal Poet Laureate of Jipglapd. LoF
Tennyson. His words are true for gl tim;nfn{:]nnéver 80
much as now. The whole world ig passing through the
bhroes of & revolution in thought, word and deed. Bebold !

%‘ac:r E?un that hath eyes to see, whole panorama is laé

Really, wy friend's delay in obliging me with

poke to my friend thus as We

geth yielding place to new, "

. Th_e discoveries of modern gcience have beet.
impressed into man's service to minister to his wanbe—"
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A Flight of Imagination

physical, montal, intellectual and spiritual. Tine and
spce are almost ignored. Distance does not count, nor
do differences of race, languago or coantry. Thore is an
attemnpt at unification of the whole world, Men are bived
of their dilferences, and warring nations have laid their
arng at rest, and are busy spinning silken cords of love
which shall bind them in unity for ever, and hanish fell
war from the globs. Violonce as a means of sebtling
differences has run its race and wg are in the era of loved
peacs. It is the peculiar privilege of our sacred land that
the two apostles of Ahimsa—the Religion of Love—
Buddha and Gandhiji, are its sons. Students of the world’s
population are alarmed at the pace at which the human
race progresses in numbers and are busy forging means to
keep it in check. '

The so-called lower classes, whether by caste as in

India, or by calling as everywhere, are coming
into their own. That labour is dignified, and no
class of it, wrongly called low or mean, is really

sush, has been amply demonstrated by the power
which labour could wield for the welfare or otherwise of
8 nafion,—nay, of the whole world. Who could have
contemplated a decade or two ago, the prospects of the
destinies of the mighty British Empire being entrusted in
the hands of the representative of the working eclasses?
Nay, that a half-naked fakir could parley on equal terms
with His Majesty himself, not to speak of his representa-
tive, is a fait accompli and the fakir strides the whole
world like a Colossus not of strength or stature, but of
love and truth, winning hearts wherever he goes and
making converts of those, whose lower nature however
:vould not yield without an unavailing attempt at resis-
ance.

That Hast and Waest shall never mest seems to be
a thing of the past. The Oriental belief in the perma-
nance of souls, that they exist alter death under condi-

“tions other than ours, and that ‘the grave is not its
‘goal ” is being realisad and acted upon in England,

Prance, America, and a host of other countries of the
West.

** Religion and Science have meb.” One hears the
thing said very often and naturally arises the question,
** Were they ever apart?” They were all along there and
have been striding thy world like the twins of Siam, hand
in hand~—only men have like the proverbial <ix blind men
of Hindustan, beon ab loggerheads with one another,

Lastly, woman is taking her proper place in the
world. She is no more a slave to the physically stronger
gex, She is, on the other hand, a much superior person
with a broader heart and an equal, if not greater, power
of the intellect than the male: she knows her rights but
would fain sacrifice them for the benefit of man—he he
husband, brother, son or father. The Queen of the
home, the symbol of the Motherhood of God, she is
extending her activities far beyond the limits of the four
walls she has been believing to be her home. Today her
home is the whole world and for it, work she shall.
No picture nobler or grander than a woman with the true
ideal of motherhood rendering service to humanity. In
timps of emergency, woman issues from inside her home,
radiant and cheerful, a symbol of self-sacrifice, Hearth

. was all a dream.

or home, and domestic duties within the four walls are
nought fc her and she often wins where man fails.
Alongside of a wave of materialism and Mammon wor-
ship sweeps anothor, stronger, intenser and nobler, which
threatens, at any tine to engulf the lesser and selfish one.

Peace and content appear to he what the world ig
out for, and the duty of the wise and the good is not to
swim across the surrent, but along and he drafted to the
“ Heaven of Freedom ™ in which Dr. Tagore prays his
country might awake, May we with the Rishisof old
pray, ‘‘Lead me {rom the non-existent to the existent,
from darkness unto light and from death to immortality.”

My friend, who listened with rapt attention and
astonishment, said 1 "I have flown so often over this world
and never had I occasion to note all these things nor
deemed you ¢o wise. My friend, you are wise as a book,
I wish we had some more rides when we could deal
at length upon the various eryptic remarks of yours.
Tach is worthy of a volume running into hundreds of
pages.” ““Gladly "’ said I, “that is what I call the
triumph of insight over indifference "’ and with a look of
triumph—I cannot vouchsafe for my friend's feelings—
we landed. After a hurried expression of thanks to my
friend, I got down from the ’'plane and reached
home, when lo! I awoke with a jump to the ecall
of my faithful Big Ben at 5-30 am, to find that it
There was no asroplane, nor my
friend of the aeronautic club. I found myself in my old
familiar room on the third floor of the * Scientific
Pharmacy " where I was staying.

I can only claim the privilege of faithf{ulness to my
dream as chronicler, and if there is not logical sequencs,
or paragraph arrangement or any such details, well, the
only answer is that the routine red-tapism, which the
grammarians and rhetoricians tuke pride in, is not
“the stuff that dreams are made of.”

He:—* Darling, I have made-up my mind to stay aé
home.”’

Shei—"Too late! T have made-up my face to go out, ™

503 | \

TR \



7%

/%
K¢/,

"’{/4

1st Villager —Why is that driver showing his hand up? Where could he he going, so f%”,;«
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......... walked out like another John the Baptist.

THE GHOST IN THE BATH TUB

(V.B. PRASAD.)

RACTICAL jokes are good, enjoyable
things—in a way. But when a joke
gets & bit too practical, as this one
did, well, there is a call for the lid.
Firmness and all that, you know.

This is how it happened. We
_ will introduce the subject in the
Land of Liberty style,

The virgin moon peeping bashfully {rom over the
eastern horizon of Madras. The much-too benevolent
monarch of the tropics (honest Phoebus insimple English)
very much red in the face, bestowing a jolly parting wink
jointly on the coy satellite opposite and on the Fastern
Hemisphere, from behind an ethereal glory of sable and
gold, low down in the Western horizon. . Feathered
creation retiring for the day, rather poisily, as if
they had too much illagal beer at some bootleg
speakeasy. The hoarse yells of evil-smelling vendors of
spurious wares in the yard of the Moore Market, filtered
to a surging hum, by the distance. The last batch of
play-intoxioated youngsters, homeward blithely bound.
Villainous-looking rickshawwallahs persuasively poking
the shafts of their crazy vehicles into the middle anatomy
of unwary pedestrians,

. ]

Such the time, when myself fresh from the country,
and my old friend, & city-bird with a flair for practical
jokes, found ourselves at the edge of the water in the
Park. The latter was my self-appointed guide in sight.
seeing, and, as he called himself, master of the revels. The
revels consisted of & series of bus and tram-rides, dodging
that wonderful brotherhood with which Madras is
gpecially blessed—the beggars—Iletting out as perspiration,
enormous quantities of iced drinks and the master of the
revels ogling second and third-hand ladies as ococasion
arose. That appears to be the sity-meaning of revels.

“I vote for a laze-out on the water,” my friend
suggested through the nose.

“ Splendid 1" T agreed.

With an air of aristooratic boredom he fixed up a
bilgy-tarry apology for a pleasure dinghy. We gob in, I
paddled some thirty yards in, and then leb the tub ride,
not at anchor, because there was none, bat as it chose.

The confinence of two heavenly lights struggling
againsk the gathering shadows, cast a romantic charm over
the enciroling vegetation. The time, the setting, were
guch, why, even the Senate House or Mr. Shaw would be
cast into the sentimental mould. My friend, a ligneous
buster, or if you don’t know Greek, & prosaic chap, imme-
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The Merry Magq;ine

diately sof o entertain himself, hanging monkeywise over
the dirby wator and blowins bubbles therson with a reed.
I, heing composed of the aesthetic grain, to wit, the stuff
that poots and philosophers are made of, was soon away
in fhe stratosphere, in tune with the infinite.

A choking gurgle close at hand. I came toppling
down to mundane vanities. My eye! A garganbuan
waterfowl was foreing down its capacious gullet a
prodigions fish, as fat as the hoy of Dingley Dell, probably
tho first cour:e of its belated lunch. The monster must
be a tame atrocity of the Park, for it was making its
horrid menl under my very nose, literally, as if nobody
lived in the world exespt itself.

"Hi! Look! What a greedy devill” I called the
bubble-blower's attention. He was not interested. I
turned round to see if he was still blowing away his
absurd bubbles.

Spirit of my Great Grandma! What do I see!
bally boat was empty, but for me!

I did the open-mouthed business for {full five minutes
before I lat out a yell, probably the loudest heard in that
part of the solar system, and gave the world the first
indication of the tragedy.

Awful thought ! My poor friend gone into the water |
I, 80 near, yet so far! To think of it was a physical
pain—a sledge-hammer blow.,

* What's the matter, sir?” yelled back the constable
on duty at the water’s edge.

" My friend slipped into the water,” I whimpered.
“ Have you searched the boat thoroughly ?”

I am considered a star-swimmer down in my place.
Impulsively, I dived down. It was not desp anywhere
around. Just enough fAuid for a elumsy idiot to drown
himself in. Surely, my friend could not have kicked the
bucket in such shallow water, without letting out at least
half a whistle for help. Bub gone he was. I found no
bloated body there, except the horrid scaly legs of the
monster fowl aforesaid, and queer somethings bolting
hither and thither in panic at my pressure amongst
them. A few powerful strokes, and I gained the shore,

“What's to be done, Constable? HKven an asg
couldn’t diein 6 feet of water, without & struggle at least.”

The

" Aha! You don's know anything. It is in shallow
water that people get drowned easily.

“But what's fo be done? Something must be done,
don’t you agree?”

* Certainly, something must be done and will be
done, depend on me. Wall, then  notify the
police, wire to the deceased’s ma or pa or somebody,
follow that with a confirmatory, explanatory, condolatory
yarn, trot home, have a nica bath, go to bed with (pre-
ferably) an empty inside and a baby conscience. There
you are! You are nob to blame.”

A very brisk way of tendering advice, this! These
ciby cops, and chaps are the limit, superlatively smart |
Hats and caps and tarbooshes and if you can manage it,
turbans off to them.

" Where is the nearest police thana ?"*

7 —

“Don't you bother yoursell about thanas,

lopments,”

actor thersof,
“ Can I do nothing beyond this, then 9"

I gave him the particulars of the tragedy ?iﬁm} of the

“ Nothing that T can ges. / did you éa&

that s By the way, 7
ab your friend was » hubby of the h. /( ; I
that he had something on his............ . 3 - variety &

He didn’t finish. He saw the omj
ayes, and bottled up, T clearly told
earlier in the proceedings that the
revels was in bachelor-blessedness. [~

“No, T didn't " 1 barked, ** A 4 less of it, my funyy

. 1
Limb of the Law, or you will fesl 5} little wator pf.%sum

yourself. "

i ) utherin X

o No offencs, sir, I am suro. mayg : Iy informa-
tion is part of a policeman’s joby,  Yolgay so yend upon
me. Iwilldoall Tean. If I might ¥ ! Llhore is no
use dragging theold pond. J am surdwEhat canniba
of a waterfow! has him in hiy gizzard, " .

“ Has what ?”
* Elaten and digosted your {riend. '

Tbﬂ;t'a the limit. The fellow's gardonioc humoufl
was getting on my nrerves which were hangding yards and
yards out, I wanted an urgent outlet for iy emotion.
I was mentaily weighing the consequences to mysell it
I soaked the blighter one on his bullet nub, rather moré
seriously than was exactly healthy for him. Ho mus
have sensed my thoughts. 1ie wisely began to edge
away. Being a law-abiding citizen, I thought better of ib.

The telegraph office.

oug gpark in my
e blamed fellow
ate master of the

. I had & quee: feeling of some-
thing loose somewhere. [ cou]dn'tqimmeé?:telg place it
My other self, the psychology fellows call it your sub-
conscious self, registered a plump ? Ah | that's it. Whom
bo wire? That's the riddle. The poor devil—no, #be
poor angel.(let us speak respectfully of the dopnrtcd)"hud
not a ftagtlon of a relation this side of the grave, 1 mean
the burt;mg ghat. But wire I nust, to somehody. Thab
18 cerfain a3 hell to Anti-Harijans. A death implies 8%
loast one telographic message. That is respectabilitys
post obit. You don’t say a fellow hopped off into the
lmmensity of ever expanding space decently, if somebody
was not wired to, do you ? Of sour:o not. N

So, I set the wires buzzing with the tragic new®:
I wired to my grandmother,

Tho old lady wants to know to this blossed day WhY
I wired to her at all and aggravated her dyspepsi:
Where is the senss of it, who was that fellow to her, 8
says. Ahl| she doesn’t know the proprieties science
ushered in, since her flapper days, the old deur.

Sore in foot, heavy at heart. I reached home—th®
homa_that was but recently ringing with the poor angel 8
catching laughter. That police chap was right. I W88
I need of a bath. Casting off my soiled garmenté:
walked into the bath-room. Threw the towel ab the W

abstractedly and switched on the light, |
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the Police. Limb of the Law, you know. Jus ;',ufi s
the story. And.........and.........that's all. Re orh deve-

Stars of Heaven and Hollywood! The bath is
tenanted !

“ Bha !

Softly, softly, my friends.
you saw a ghost in your bath.

What if it i8?” Some of you will say.
You won't say that if

1 saw a ghost I—the first in my life.

The ghost of my dear master of the revels was—
what do you think it was doing ? Sprawling indecently in
the bath, grinning at me as of old and rubbing its nose
very hard, like a live thing for all the world !

My jaws gob fixed up at an angle of approximately
146 degress. There must have been a lot of sinovial
fluid in my what-do-you-call-them, they i.e. the knees
got wohbling and immediately attained a 300-a-minute
knocking against each other, Uncanny change to
top-gear !

I was stark naked as Adam, you know, and must
have looked quite a Paris picture aven to an immaterial
thing as a ghost, for, presently the thing in the bath re-
leased a diabolie scream of refrigerated laughter that shot
me up like a...... like a...... shuttle-cock. I achieved the
sacond Zulu yell of my life and heat a naked and disorder-
ly retreat into the disused closet opposite. I placed my-
self against tha latehless door, which was not precisely a
gbrong room door of the Bank of England.

Hoarse whispering, smothered- giggles and laughter.
Apparently a ghostly eabal going on the other side.
Fallen Angels! This is not a place for peaceful populace
to live in. This is a ghost club.

" 0.K., my Grecian Statue, come out.” That is my
ghost i.e. the ghost of my poor angel cooing through the
door.

1 wring my hands in agony.
and murmur :—

“Heaven's peace he on you, dear, dear soul in
purgatory.”

Another satanic bray of a laugh from the other side.
Evidently the ghosts were having a capital treat out of
me. These city ghosts are the very devil for pulling a
simple fellow’s leg.

But the ghosts overdid it a little,

I just remernbered a spiritualist gent telling me in
the Railway train that brought me to thig pandemonium,
that ghosts don’t go beyond a very broad grin even if
they were in the {unniest of situations. No cent-per-cent
ghost ever laughs outright, much less boisterously as
these did. This brainwave soothed me a little, though
my courage was oozing oub in perspiration as fa.st. a8 the
Niagara Falls. T managed to gather a little of it...... 1
mean tho courage, not the Fall, and peeped out through
one of the many serviceable chinks in the door.

My body stiffened. I drew myseli up. Chin very
much in the air...... Indicates digaoity, disdain eto., you
know. The effect was a little marred by the fact of my
not being exactly dressed for the Governor's reception. I
was just 88 God or Evolution made me. I cast my eyes
around a bit. . Thera was in that hole of a closet nothing

I swallow something

- oxcept a pisoe of a sack whieh, » decade back, must have

Tize éhof_tir_l __tlzf Bath Tub

sheltered some edible flour. Wrapping it round my waist
or as far round it u8 it would go, I walked out like
another John the Baptiss, when he was in the locusts-and-
wild-honey sbage.

I pause on the threshold sweeping the scene before
me with the witheringest -glance on record since Lord
Siva annihilated that blighter, Manmadha.

. The ghost was doubled up on the floor in a paroxysm
of indecent mirth. The other humorist, the constable of

the park was remonstrating with the ghost, rather shame-
facedly. '

I pass on like an emperor, {(with the limitation
imposed by the eack) to my room, with thonghts a
million miles away.

* * *

Later in the night, I sat in grim silence as the
whilom ghost unfolded the little plot with the cop, to
give me a scare par excellence.

- While my something was in tune with the infinite—
call it idiotic coma, if you like—this heartless brigand
quistly slipped into the water, and beat it for the shove,
with the Limb of the Law treating the whole affair as o
free entertainment.

" Well, what do you think of that for an originalest
joke, Old Green ?” the fellow asks with the air of a fat
broker who did a day's good business on the *Change.

“Go to old blazes with your jokes, you...... you
brother-in-law of Satan. And don't you ‘old green’ me.
May you become a ghost very soon. And mind, my fine
practical joker, if ever you try this brand on me again,
I will old green you. Get that fixed up in your sinful
soul as an eternal verity. "

He :—On what grounds does your father 'object $o me?
She :—On all grounds within » mile of the housc,

.



The South Indian Stage - ——

I11. The Art of Play-Writing.
(DR. CYNICUS)

DRAMA may be defined as “‘a
complete and unified story of
human life acted on the stage, in
a series of motived incidents so
arranged as to excite the greatest
smount of interest and pleasure

: ‘ S in the spectator, by means of
novelty, variety, contrast, suspense, surprise, climax,
humour and pathos. "  The basis of all play-writing is or
should be inspiration, but no hard and fast injunctions
can be given for kindling this elusive element. It ia
something akin to what we call “ genius " and can only
be felt and experienced from within. But even genius
has got to conform to eertain elementury principles |

The fundamental basis of any play is a thoroughly
dramatic ides. Most of the plays that are now being
produced are sither entirely devoid of any sort of regl
dramatic idea, or else they contain so wmaay ideas, all gg
confused and distorted one with the other, that th;y sel-
dom succeed in making any coherent impression op the
reader. It may be laid down as a general rule that if g
play fails to impress in the reading, the chances of its
holding an audience in the theatre are indesq remote
Drama is again essentially of the nature of contliol.
It need not necessarily be confined to the physical conflict
of man with wan or with the elements of natyre - " mxc
be the mental conflict of the wind with other r'ninds ay
with circumstances, or again, it may be the g iritumi
conflict of thg human being with hig inner self—pcan ?t
soul or conscience,~ or with the particular manifestation
pf his individual conception of God-haod. Whatever (;)e
its natiure or ohatacper, bhe conceptiow of conflict is always
there in the dramatic idea and, the more vital, real z;nd

fundamental the conflict, the gre. C
the resultant drama. greater and more appealing

A play, like everything else, that
. f n1ng ) seeks to create an
effect, must have 2 beginning, a middle and ag end. Even
when the underlying theme is a psycho-analytical treatise
ora phﬂOf{ophxc exposition of a particular virtue, it ig

primarily of the nature of a story and has to be shaped 88
such. It is not enough if it be merely u sbory—however
well-conceived—it must be capable of being acted.
must find natural expression in those simple or compli®
cateq movergents of the human body, which, either W"lt
or without the accompaniment of speech, denote pageiod:
emobion and resolve. It must be capuble of being inter”
preted indagger-thrusts, kisses, frowns, sighs, lnughters
caresses, oating, drinking, fighting and dying. The ©0p”
struction of the plot need not follow any rigid pattern of
inflexible model ; it may start anywhere and way develop
0 any manner the author's inspiration dictates. Only 18
one respect can u general principle be laid down so {ar a8
the construction or the evolution of the story 18
concerned, and that is, the interest must be sustained an
cumulative. The author must so adjust his various evel}ﬁﬂ
and details that the story rises and keeps on rising to 18
climax or catastrophe through s well-regulated sequence
of increasing suspense. Once it has achieved this, it mflﬂt
end and that quickly. A tedious and tiresome conclusion
tends to rob the play of much of its value. The play
must be pointed, crisp and cohesive and, it should develop
definitely and irresistably to its natural conclusion, if it 18
to arrest and capture tho attention of the audience. Theré
i8 hardly any time on the atage for digressions, diseus
sions or lengthy expositions of partioflar ideas or themes:

It is very often argued that without what is know?
a8 the '"'sense of the theatre” it is difficult to produce &
really gripping play and, that it is impossible to obtaif
this sense of the theatre without a prolonged period 0
apprenticeship behind the foot-lights. It is difficult, how*
ever, to defend this proposition, as there are innumerable
ins?ancee o_f admirable dramas, most eminently suited for
acking, being produced by people who cannot tell the
side-screen {rom the foot-light. This theatre-sense i¥
principally a gift, partly the result of practiosl experience
on the stage, but to a very large extent, a matter of mere
commonsense. It is again, largely bound up with a senseé
of character, and a just und proper appreciation of what
constitutes effective dislogue. For, without churacters,
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the drama cannot exist. Philosophically considered, the
great march of the stars and the clash of
oivilisations are exciting—even gripping : they are hardly
of the nature of drama as we understand the word. Thqy
lack the personal element that counts for so much in
enlivening the story.

No other art is so full of life or exercises so universal
an appeal as the drama, because no other art is_ concerned
so much with the interplay of buman passions. Th_e
peculiar fascination of the drama lies in_t;he fact that it
deals with people like ourselves, caught in circumstances
that might one day bs our own lot to experience or suffer,

either as an entertainment or as an educative medijum.
Turning now to the South Indian Stage, it must be
confessed that, there is very little encouragement in the
direction of dramatic literature; the educative value of
the theatre ag a national institution is just beginning to
be appreciated. Of dramabic criticism, the less said
about it the better, for, there is but little material to
criticise. Leading journals and newspapers have a duty
to perform in bhis respect: & glance at any British
newspaper or Inagazine will convince one of the
enormous interest taken by the people in the drama.
Almost every piece put on boards is subjected to an

and reacbing to those agencies in &
mannper that instinctively awakens
our personal sympathies. The

An Earthquake
At Stratford-on-Avon?

elaborate criticism by well-informed
writers and, pages are regularly set
apart for such dramatic criticism.

more we understand, follow and
appreciate the motives which
actuate the people in the play, the
more they strike us as being frue
to human nature, the greater is
the pleasure we derive from wit-
nessing the activities of the various
characters on the stage.

little beyond the creation of the
abstract character : he is perforce
compelled to seek the co-operation
of the actor to infuse life into his
creations, If the  character
iteelf is 50 wooden and lacks the
vital spark of life, the greatest actor
can do nothing with it. Whatever
the character personified, i musb
be true to human nature and
consistent with itself and that in
a fashion that could be identified
and recognised without difficulty.
Judged from this critical standard,

i

But, by Q
himself, gyhe author can do very \ o

In our country, however, news-
papers find no use for
such subjects and, the re-
sult is that the dissemination of
ideas becomes increasingly difficult.
Newspapers would do well, there-
fore, to devote a separate page a
week, for reviewing the activities
of our theatres both professional
and amateur, and guiding public
opinion along the right channels.

It is true, of course, that the
literature of India extends over
millenia and has produced in the
realm of dramatic art, works which
can compare favourably with the
master-pieces of a Shakespesre, but
almost all these works are in a lan-
guage which is practically forgotten.
Vernacular literature is almost bar.
ren of enterprise in the dramatic
field and, with the exception of that
veteran  actor-playwright, Rao

DreL” ]

most of our plays could hardly hope
to come out of the ordeal un-
scathed, as their characters very
often say and do things which
they could not possibly do or say
in real life, if they were really the
gort of people their authors would
have us to believe.

Dialogue is one of the with him.”

Little Rama :—" I don’t want to go to that
damn school any mmore —’

Father :—" Why, Rama, wherever did
you learn such a word as that ?”’

Rama:—" Why Wm. Shakespeare uses
worda like that—"’

Father :—" Well, quit running around

Bahadur P. Sambandam, there are
few dramatists of repute. His pro-
ductions are very popular both with
the amateurs and the profeesionals,
and a8 almost the pioneer in the
fiald, he deserves the sincere thanks
of all lovers of the South Indian
Stage, although, jodged from a too
eritical standard, some of his plays

most essential requirements of
the drama. DBetween the long and dreary harangues
thab we are sometimes treated to, and the bright, twink-
ling, half-line utterances, there is room of course for
every variety of conversation; but whatever the type, if
ghould not only be forceful and dramatically crisp and
pointed, but also rhythmic and flowing; and,.&bove all,
it musb bear the closest relation to the progressive unfold-
ing of the plob. Lengthy conversations inspire very
little effect and have the further disadvantage of un-
necessarily prolonging the duration of the performance to
an unduly late hour, ruch to the disgust of the audience.
A pluy must never tuke too long to be acted ; modern
convention requires that a play ghould not take mote t_ha.n
two and a balf or three hours at the utmost and, if it
runs beyond that period, there is the very heavy risk of its
tiring the audience and, consequently, losing 168 value

may not stand the test.

Again and again, our dramatists are falling back
upon the Puranas and Puranss alone for their themes,
Indian History and Indian contemporary life are yet
almost virgin fields from which & very rich harvest could
be reaped, but the labourers are yet so few. Popular
appreciation and applause are the requisite spurs to
literary ambition everywhere and particularly so in India,
where literature is a poorly paid profession and where
those who work in other fields have ko take up literature
in an amateurish spirit—albeil with a genuine passion
for it. Amateur associations have indeed a very great
part to play in this direction, namely of harnessing that
popular approval and kindling the latent fires of dramatie
authorship smouldering within the heart of many s
young and ambitious writer.
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Susila Wins the First Prize -

(N. 8. Prr.uigux)

N educated wife i3, indeed, an expen-
sive luxury, if it be a luxury at all.
In thesa days of economic depression
and financial stringency, salary cuts
and retrenchments, when one hag
to atrain every mnerve, (sinew and
muscle), to procure even the bare
necessities of life, to find the additional wherewitbal to
humour her axpeneive tastes, is certainly a problem.

To me, Susiln bas always been a white elephan,
figuratively speaking. What with getting down all sorts of
beard-of and unheard-of dailies, weelklies, fortnightlies,
monthlies, quarterlies, and annuals, and what with
meeting her ‘' Club™ dues and footing her jewseller's and
dress-maker’s bills, year in and year out, I have always
more than enough troubles to contend with. Added to
all these, came the revelation that she had of late turned
a cerosaword-maniac.

The first discernible symptom of this accursed malady
was brought home to me, one afternoon, when my servant
came bo my office bearing a chit with the names of the
following books written thereon :

1. Chambers XXth Century Dictionary.

9. QOxlord Concise English Dictionary.

3. Penrs Encyclopaedia.

4. Crossword Puzzle Solver’s Vade-mecum. Would
{ kindly fotob the books, Wwhea 1 returned home in the
gvening?

Experionce had taught me, that to drgue or remons-
trate with Susila on any madtter, whatsoever, was not only
tutile effort, bub also a costly yenbura, in as much 28 to
get over the slight consequential unpleasantness, a visit
to the theatre or to the jeweller's ‘would have bo be
eventuaily planned. o, to make a virbue of necessity, I
gracefully allow her to do it all in ber own capricious
way, mysel steering the course of least resistance.

The books ware accordingly brought home 'in the
evening, and for three days and three nighta, Susxla.. Was
at it—the puzzle, I mean. Al the characteristis,
unequivocal symptoms of crossword-mania were on her,
to wit, loss of appotite, sleeplessness, an aNX10U8 BXPres-
sion on the face, shorb bemper and a gengra} d{smchngmon
to detract the mind to the ordinary duties in life. I'w1sely
kept myself aloof, for any attempt on my p&rh to intrude
into her presence then, would have heen just like ham-
mering on & detonating cap. '

The fourth day, however, the sympboms sungdefi.
and, on my return from office, I found Susila shandmg i
the hall with one of her sweetest and gontlest of smiles
on her lips.

1 have solved the puzzle, dear,” she exclaimed,
with an air of triumph.

“ Susila, dear, I always have a high opinion of your
intellectual—,” I began, just to humour her.

~ “Tust Tut!"” She cut in with impatience, * None
of your flattery now. 1 want you to send up these soln-
j rrow-morning,’ she added,

" Certainly, dear,” I acquiesced.

“ You know the entrance foe is Rs. 2 per golution
and I am sending all the possible alternatives— twelve i1

number—so that we bave to remit Rs. 94 us entrancé
" .
fees,” she continued.

“liock here, dear, you know Rs. 24 is & small

fortune nowadays,” I forgot myeelf and ventured 0
remonstrate.

"I have oxhaueted all the possible alternatives and
T am quite sure of winning the first prize of Rs. 600, a0

what i8 & paltry sum of Rs. 24 against 600?" was her
query.

_Oi course, I was silenced and the solutions and
remititance were sent accordingly,

’ Awegk later, Susila came running to me one eve
nlng,'an}ng'asheet of newspaper. ' Denr, one of my
golutions is an sil-correct one. The correct solution fof
the puzzle is published here and I am sending #e claim
forgn tomorrow. Won't you congratulate me?’ she ex-
olaimed with fevorish excitement.

** Certainly, dear, I do with all my henrt,”” [ said, 88

I caught her up in my arms and imprinted a kiss on ber
up-turned lips.

Sure enough, four days later, the postman broughs
a latter addressed to ‘' Mra. Susila Devi Pillieux B.A.”
Susita ran down to get the letter and as she tore it open
in haste and held it up in her trembling hands, I peered
over her shoulder and committed the indiscretion of
reading the following :-

* Dear Madam,” the typescript ran, ** We hasten to
congrabulate you most heartily for having sent the corract
solution for the puzzle.

* {Jnfortunately, the amount raalised fell far short of
our expectations, so that instead of the first prize of
Rs. 600 and the second prize of Rs 200, we are constrai-
ned to do away with the sscond prize altogether and also
to diminish the first prize to Rs. 200.

“ There were in all 102 correct entries for the puzzle,
and henca 102 claimants for the first prize amongst whom
the prize amount has to be divided equally. For the
sake of convenience, we contributed something from our
pockets so a8 o make it a round sum of Rs. 2 for each
claimant, which we shall send to your address, lass M. O.
commission, as soon as we hear from you,

* Should you, however, desire to reserve the gune in
your account towards the entrance fes for the  E.C. X
word, Puzzle No. 2—~"" (the leaflats for which we herawith
enclose)—we shall only be 0o glad to arrange accordingly-
Hoping fo reoceive, for ever, your kind patronage~—"

‘ Before I could finish the letter. Susila had orushed
it up, and thrown it withssuch fury on the ground thab
I quietly ‘aded away from the place, lest her fury should
be vieariously directed at me eventually. -
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Shock Therap)l

SHOCK THERAPY

(FELIX SUM)

MHE gift of the gab is nob averybody’s.
Some talk and talk, like Launcelot
Gobbo. Some again struggle pain-
fully to talk bub could hardly say
two words together without their
Adam’s apple, working up and
down like a piston-head. Either lof

amuse and are indulged in; but when
it comes to sudden transformations it must result in
violent comedy or violent tragedy.

The case of Mchanakrishnan i to the point. Rescued
from an obsoure corner of & profession, which essentially

demanded the gift of

o~

timo ag she got up in a tram outside the college: he fel}
in love with her at first sight and forgetting his own
destination, near the Moore Market, found himself in
San Thome, Miss Grace David was a shrewd girl. She
was aware of her conquest and was in no mood to slip the
hour into & limbo of pleasant thoughts. She was by no
means comely bub the ways of Cupid are inscrutable.
In an oval, elongated face sef on a giraffe neck, there
gleamed a puir of powerfully penetrating black or blue-
black eyes, an impossible combination of a gimlet and a
searchlight.

Ths trouble bagan wheu she encouraged his sosieby—
he was drawing s decent salary to afford chocolates and

cinema—and seemed

the gab for its sue-
cess, thanks to the
gudden love for parti-
cular communities—
be was puf to some
lecturing work. A
quiet, essy-going
chappie, nervous at
the sight of agsemb-
1od men, still more so
—in the presence of
a single member of
the sex, Mohan found
to his great dismay,
that he could no
longer have his forty
winks in the spacious
chairs his profession
gave him to. But
still with a determin-
ation not to abandon e oG

that air of neglige or =D QT&/IW‘U(\‘V/A)\\‘ ,

to long to hear him
talk, Hear him talk
—aye, there's the
rub. Onoe, when
she called him on
the telephone, his
performance wWas
almost exasperating.
Anyone who had nob
the pleasure of listen-
ing to a stammerer
on the phone, has
simply missed one of
the finest bits of
humour in life.

That night Mohan
felt his defect. ‘I
must talk’ said he
to himself. It was
a big problem. He
rolled about in his
bed, taxing his brains

laisses faire caressed

by him, he entered ... ...the advisability of méuthx‘ng bits of mountain rock lying around il there was a tax
on his life as a Pallavaram. on brains like in-
lecturer. He dictated i ' ) come-tax, he need
the notes of a predecessor and when it came to nct have hothered himself a6 all about it. But he did

ing, he would with every phrase and clause
gggikupgto the ceiling for inspiration for some five fo ten
minutes, and then emit some moro sparks of w'xsdom.
“What is wrong ?" said he ones toa stud?‘nt. who delicately
and artfully touched on the defect, ' My old science
professor ab college—groat man——very great man—namo
Muff something—looks ab ceiling twenty minutes per
gentenoe spoken. ”

Well, toaching alone would not have disturbed this
delightful state of affaira. Women always bring trouble
and in Mohan's life came a womsn. Mohan was an
extremely handsome person, DO disgrace to the name.

Many a girl had cast longing eyes at him, but Mohan wasé

dreadfully shy of the softer sex. It was r.eaerved for an
Anglo-Indian girl, a medical student to thrill Moban into
gostagies of love. jie happened to 8ee her for the first

tax his brains to devise means of remedying. Medicine
or surgery cannob cure; if it conld, would not Miss
David have advised him ? Reading: no good can come of
that, only headache and defect in vision. The thought
came to him of Demosthenss and the pebbles of the sea.
For a whole hour he pondered over the advisabiliby of
mouthing bits of rhountain roek lying around
Palluvaram.

The next morning he confided his difficulty to Rama-
gwami, & wily Komati friond, with a turn for practioal
jokes. ‘ To gazo on Christian fools with varnished faces ’
muttered Ramaswami to himself and set about thinking.
“Try a correspondence course in Elocution,” said he. .
At first Mohan was a little sceptic, but was soon convineced
that there could be no harm at least in trying. He hun-
ted up advertisements and a} last determined on & Paelman
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course and another styled, “How to become a fluent
talker.”

Nearly a month later, Ramaswami received a note
from Mohan, * The thing's dashed marvellous. Awfully
thankful to you, old boy. It is a gift of tongues. Lite-
rature, History, Science, Economics, all spurt and come
plaving like a fountain......" The note was fully serib-
bled, every bit of available space used economically.

When Ramagwami visited Mohan, he found a differ-
ent person altogether, bubbling and effervescing in talk,
¥ Aggociation of ideas, you know,” started Mohan
“ig the grandest platform.” Ramaswami saw that the
course had worked like magic, that the floodgates of
apesch bad burst. * Well, it was this wise,” drawled
Mohan, “ for a fortnight I paid the closest attention fo
the instractions and I discovered only yesterday what a
rapid change had been wrought in me. The fact iq,
gecluded as 1 was, I had no opportunity to know my own
advancement. But yesterday as I started taing the
class, I looked mno longer into Lakshman's notes but
started right away. You should have heard my . lacture
on the Rule agamst Perpetuities. I talked the full hour
and the students clapped and cheered all the time. Sure
they mever had a lecture like that before, And then

1 know I was made.”

Y can imagine. I have heard of Parasuraman who
could never say conundrum without rhyming it to 'Lrivan-
drum. Now, your difficulty in respect of Merey— "

“Np, Grace, that ia over. I have hesn accepted by
hor yesberday. I'm only concerned as to the form of
marriage 1 should adopt. Brahmo or some such thing.
She'll take to any faith for me. Again—good things
nover come single; she is in luck, has fallen into
property.” :

“In faith, she will. I shonld advocate the Self
Respect mode.”

Ramaswami fled from his friend and his torrential
eloquence a few minutes later, after learning diverse bits
of instructive information, thp length and importance of
Hitler's moustachs, communism, .the futility of the
Harijan movement, the habits of wild beasts with special
reference to the Madras Zoo and so forth.

In the club people actually shunned Mohan's sooiety
and planned to escape him as he entered. His friends
would not stand his incessant flow of talk. One by one
they dropped until the only person he could find to re-
main with him was old Krishnaswami Chetty,
whose hearing completely petered out twenty five
years ago. At the billiard table—he would go on talking
and talking, on every conceivable subject under the sun,
without the slightest detriment to his game. In fact, it has
often been ohserved that he played an exceptionally good
gtroke when he was talking.

One evening after this transformation, Miss. Grace,
who had been bored by Moh.an a little too much now,
chanced to meet Ramsswami and pubt it to him how
intolerable his friend had become of late.

“Oh! I can't bear his tongue,”’ said she.

* Qarves womankind right,” thought Ramaswami, but

did not say it aloud. *‘ He is chatty no doubt,” observed

he, ** Has he given you his views on the Qold Standard ?

“More than & dozen times: and his views on

" Disarmament oftener than that.”
- !

“When he proposed, you might hav
change—that he had become a trifla t{:)o eloqu?mlt:?&ed the
“Qh ! then it wag g0 enchanting. Grand eloquence.
He spoke for an hour without stopping. He said I wase
the essence of every hope, the flower which held the fruit
of his life: his Present, his Future and all that sort of
thing. If he would only confine his conversation to
remarks of a like nature, I could listen to him all day
long. Bub he doesn't. Inthe cinema he talks in such
a way that he's all the talkies, cent per cent, and every
one sbares at me so. He talks politios, philosophy, religion
stah'st;ws——eve'rythmg. I am afraid that when we are
%;t:;gt."marned he will deliver an. address on * Self
Ramaswami then comforted her wi
f:pa,t he would'bit upon some means of rlet;};og;:sgdug;l;:
I have an ides,” said he, ‘‘that this malady is only &
fleeting one: fog the very suddenness with which the
germ of loquascity has multiplied gives me hope. You

might remember that before this sej
noted for reticence and lack of speec;?'l‘zure e was rather

That night an incident in the billiar 0
Bama,s?vaml the cue. The marker wag ekingdouttmilll &%'
tional incowne as & watch and clock repairer— there's &
whisper that from clocks and watches, he is now come to
the_hu‘man body also—and many club members have had
their timekeepers ruined by his kindness. As Ramaswami
epteregl bhq club, he saw a gentloman in % towering pas-
sion fling his watch, which made a low and graceful arch
over the table like g well-volleyed tennis ball going just
over the net. Some one picked it up and it was found
strange to behold, in excellent working condition. ** The
shock set l"lght what Muniswami set wrong,"” o.bserVGd
Ramaswami and suddenly grew wige his eyes beamin
and becoming bigger. ' Y wming

The next da
Grace. ' What

correspoudsnce course has shuffled or deranged his brain-

cells. A rearrangement m w "

ay show hetter, " They discussed
for an hour forms of shook- m roin

to hlows with a elub. BOc fhoreny fro protein shock

. 6
accidents are the best. ub after all they concluded that

A few evenings later Mohan wi iends
attended a mltsic eutertainment at Mlizg. graf:g fl‘r(:g;i'
In the midst of his lecture on the superiority of
Sri Tyagaraya to Handel and Beethoven, the lute
sud@enly descended on his head. Both the lu’te and the
music broke. At the end of nearly half an hour, ashe
regmnpd consclousness and recejved apologies of .Ram&'
i:amx 1x:.Ind Mlss. Grace, he started talking in a different
ka.{.'d 0, 1t was not due to the brandy, A different
: o ogcoplc arrangement revealed a still grander picture
ga &noo er%n?t eloquence._ He was the Nizam of Hyders-
bad, wag.l Or the King of England by any chance?
ather diffioult to decide. Thers wag arift in the lute.

The shock treatment was excellont in its way, fOF
;he patient was three fourths ‘made.' But szimgently
© must have had another shook and another rearrange-
rl\rllfenﬁ of the brain-cells now,~Mr. Ramaswami 8P
Brs. Grace Ramaswami having left in great hurry for
Oml?ay-*ior Mohan is now grave and sober and adorns
the billiard hall or the cannon, dieposed more b0 retioono®
5 of old.  Garrulity—musical but for the rifs in the lube:

y Ramaswami gave his advice to Miss

———————

Mohan wants is shook therapy. The -

PRIZE STORY No. 2

HARD LUCK

(A, GOPALARATNAM,)

~~ AM the pin-cushion of Fate. Whenever
3 that old dame finds nothing else to do, she
sticks a pin into me. Failure is the one
thing that has marked like milestones, my
whole career. Each step I took has been
a false one, and when you take a false step,
you either stumble or fall—I invariably
fell, No wonder I felt at war with the
whole world. It was impossible to believe that there
existed any reason for the grotesque freak of fact that the
wealthy went on amassing wealth, while the poor were
ever poor. It isall trash to say that poor people have be-
coms rich by honaest means, “From log cabin to White
House ” is a very special case, with special circumstances,
special environments, special opportunities, Opportunity
knocked at Lincoln’s door a dozen times,—the hag was
fond of him. She perhaps knocks at my door while I am
fash asleep, but while awake I hear only the knocks of my

creditors. You can no more dream of leading a Lincoln’s

life than you can think of ruling tho seas, or riding the

moon |

Who said beg, borrow or steal ? Whoever it was, he

ought to have been sailing in the same blooming boat as

mine. I had hegged my creditors and borrowed from them

and now I should steal, I suppose, to repay them. Leaste

ways, that was the only word that remained
in the adage. I had tried lotteries, cards, races and prize-

competitions—fool that I was mnot to have tried
this sure method of stealing ! The life of a thief ought fo
be easy. Work in the night in the right places; and for
weeks afterwards you can sleep on the spoils. You have
only to avoid mistakes, foot-prints, finger-prints, dogs,
accidents and light ; success will be yours ! So I purchased
the necessary implements for house-breaking: a great
bunch of skeleton keys, a small crowbar, & pair of pliers,
a flat bent iron rod sharp at one end, a metal saw)
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diamond glass-cutter, a pair of rubber shoes, a pair of
gloves, a false moustache and g pair of eye-glasses, I
purchased the whole accoutrement at different places,
#0 that the police, if they came nosing round my trail,
should have the dovil of & lot to do.

A little aside, please: there are things in this world
that require much grit to take. And one of them is
advice from one's wife. Many husbands take it meekly
enough when it coincides with their own thoughts, but I
would like to see & hushand decently taking an advice
from his wife, with which he is not in perfect agreement,
Anyhow, I have always felt g strong desire to heave the
drinking vessel at the head of my beloved when she
crosses point-blank or sideways my projeets. I have never
done it yet, bubone of these days the inevitable will
happen. So it was with almost an unbecoming salacrity
that I consented to her departure to her father's

house, a month previous to that particular event, which
I am about to relate,

I bave pever known where her father's house was,
except that it was Bomewhere in the ciby, None caring
about me, I cared for none. If she had told me that she
was going to the moon, I should have taken itag a
matter of fact, 8o long as the fact remained that she was
leaving me for a while.

* * *

To ,resume the story: that night as my legs wan-
dered aimlessly through streets and lanes, my brain kept
pace in the beautiful city it was building up. I had
already become the richest man in the district and my
wife was dazzling in blue jaggers, when suddenly I came
to myself. The sound of a distant clock struck the hour
of one. It was the right time to get busy.

I dived into the nearest bye-street, » little darker
than the main road, and slowly walked dow

n noting
the houses on sither side.

They were ull bungalows with
compounds and a8 I walked on, I couldn't hear a sound
except the bresze playing among the thick foliage of the
gigantic trees within the compounds. As perhaps somg
poor lortune-maimed devil had already stolen the moon,
it was a '* New-moon " day. '

At last I selected a bungalow. It looked rich,
* Appearances are often deceitful * they say, bus, you see,
that was the only bungalow nesr which there was no
municipal lamp. The one that stood s few yards off, had
said ‘ good-night * long ago and was fast asleep.

It was child's play to climb-up the gate and gently
drop inside. Hastily I took the morsel of sweeb-smelling
* mysore-pak ' out of my pocket, It wus intended for any
canine friend that shounld greet me, and as, even after
five minutes, none did so, I was about to eat the delicacy
myself, when I remembered that it contained a good doge

514

of prussic acid. T hastily threw it away, which aotion
I heard luter on, resulted in about filtesn crows lying
dead the next day with their feet up in the air, and ten
times their number making such a hubbub overhead thab

the inmates of the house hud to keep all the doors and
windows shut to keep the noige out,

. I went round the house looking for the hest means of
ingress, Three of the windows on one side of the base-
ment were clean open, which gave me the strango ides
that the house was winking at me. Cautiously I
?,pproached one of the ground-ficor windows and peeped
in. Hearing no sound, I flashed an electric torch and
fopnd that there was not a soul within. One foot on the
window-sill, another on the window-door, one hand oB

the parapet and the next minute, I was standing on the
first-floor verandah,

With g pounding heart, T approached the open doo¥
and standing against the wall listoned intently. People
were sleeping in the hall and two were snoring calmly
and vogularly. T slipped in wnd muflling the lights I

\Ptessed the button. In the hall there were three beds:
in which I supposed people were sleeping. The beds were
~nosquito-curtained. They looked 80 cosy, so comfortable:
that in my ire I ground my teeth.

There were two doorways to this hall in addition.

to the one by which I haq entered. [ approached 009
and gently opened it. It openod on a flight of stair®
leading down and to another flight leading up. 1 shut
that door and approached the other. Qn opening ibs I
found myself in a room. I closed the door upon the hall
and flashed my light, There were a big wooden box and
s little tin trunk and in a glass almirah stood silver vessols
plates and cups. I turned o the big box. It was an old-
fashioned one, single locked, massive looking. With 88
iron will and a steel saw I set to work and began sawiné
off the tongue of the lock, as some of tho skeloton key®
refused to enter and the one that entered relused to 0Pe"
the box ar come off. [ might have been two fuil bour®
before tha thing gave way. Throwing open the latoh:
looked in. Oh, my eyes! What a galaxy of wealth did
look upon! The torchlight shed its radiance in, and blu®
green, red and vyellow gleamed the wicked fires of
diamonds, pearls, rubies and gold. The box was half full
of ornaments. Rings, waist-belts, bangles, brooches, 6ar”
rings, and head-jewels—thrown in pell-mell.

It was nearly four when I safoly reached my housé
with the precious bundle concealed under my dress. With
trembling hands I dug « pit in the backyard and pub the
vessel full of ornaments in, olosed its mouth with 8
wooden plank, filled it up with earth and planted a branoB

of a nearby rose tres over it. I then slept the sleep
the innogent, . : ’

/
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i{ard Luci&

«“ A CLEVER AND DARING ROBBERY !”
Thief gets away with jewels worth about
Rs. 5000/-

Proudly I looked upon the big block letiers staring
out of the newspaper next day. This was a vengeance I
wag taking upon society and to be the object of such at-
tributes as ‘clever®, ‘daring’ etc., even if you are un-
known to your admirer, is a thing to make one's head
reel. With a self-complacent air, my brain slapped my
back and cried, * Hooray!” as I sipped the tea and con-
tinued to read what the paper thought of me. And here
18 what I read :—

A daring robbery was committed last night at
No. 35, Rangaswami Street. The inwmates are utterly
ignorant of the time the thief came, he had been so
silent and swift. The theft was found only this
morning and so late as 10 a m., when the daughter of
the house went to take out one of her jewels. The
jewels are usually locked up in the strong box every
night and worn again next morning, But to-day
when she opened the door of the strong room, she
was amazed to find the lock hanging like a dead cab
to the latch. The lock’s tongue had been sawn open.
All the jewels except some trinkets had been stolen.
Not a trace was left behind. No finger-prints, no
tools, no clue, nothing. Inspector Kalyanam, who is
in charge of the case, says that it isa difficult nut to
crack, but he has hopes. The owner of the proper-
ties, Mr. Jayarama Iyer, Dubash, Messrs. West
and Hattons

Oh, why, what's this? There was a sudden grip ab
my heart. Something went snap inside me. The letters
were swimming before my eyes, things went round and
round—don’t be alarmed, reader, it was nothing—Only
the old hag thrusting in another of her infamous pins in-
to me. Who could Jayarama Iyer be but my own
father-in-law ? There could not be two Jayarama Iyers,
Dubash, West and Hattons. Sons-in-law can rob fathers-
in-law publiely in daylight at the time of marriage, but
could you imagine a son-in-law robbing o fabther-
in-law, sisters-in-law and wife at midnight ?
It was not a pleasant reflection to think of the sweet
things my beloved would say, when I should show her
the riches under the rose-tree. Alas! I had no sleep.

It is now months since the event happened, and I am
still the same old, poor, fate-crossed man, who will be glad

_ %o acospt a dinner at your house as often as you like.

But it you ever invite me, please invite my wife also, for
she ingists that she should share all my plegsures. She

has never said anything about my sorrows, but that is
woman—all over. Women, like crows, always look with
one eye on things. I, however, never share in her plea-
sures. Kor she selects pleasures, which are inherently
contraceptive to my inclinations. To take an example on
hand, that day when she returned from her father’s house,
she was literally overflowing with news.

“Have you heard ?” she cried.
“ Heard what 9"

She was evidently excesdingly disappointed. She
could not imagine how & man could be such an absolute—
well, ignoramus | Whoover has not heard of the robbery ?

"It was even in the papers I" she pouted, and when
a wife pouts, the matter becomes serious.

" Oh, the robbery ? Do you mean it ?” I asked.

“What ELSE should I mean?’ she countered,
“ You seem to think it as common as drinking water 1"’

1 thought it prudent to affect some interest. ‘' It
wag a very clever theft I’ I ventured dubiously.

“Clever indeed 1" she said, curling her lips in a
crushing sneer, * It was exceedingly foolish 1"

I raised my eyebrows questioningly, and at the same
time I remembered the words ‘‘Things One’s Own™ I had
read somewhere,

* What kind of cleverness is it,”” continued my wife,
addressing me, ** that robs you one day and reburns the
jewels the next day ? We had all the jewels there! He
took the lot away and left behind not a single clue! You
should have seen the Inspector's face, as my father worried
him with guestions as to the possibility of finding the
thief and the jewels. He blinked and blinked, then looked
knowing, but his face told plainly that it would be like
searching for a needle in a bay-stack! And yet what
does your clever thief do but steals in again the next
night and replaces all the jewels intact in the same place
and walks away! Fooll Imbecile, who had the courage
to steal but not the courage to kecp what he had stolen,
Rank coward, idiot, "

Do not ask me o rapeat all that she said. One
would have thought that she actually wished she had lost
all her jewels. She went on in the same strain and then
changed to a worse refrain in her eulogy on the coward.
ly thief, until I put a stop to her opprobrious epithets
by the only safe way I knew—I locked her lips with a
four-lever kiss and kept it locked. Try this on your wife
next time and see ghab happens. It is & genuine tip
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ON STAYING AT A HOTEL

(Praxnrr)

ZLITT, the great Ionglish
essayist, has written about
the attractions of staying at
a hotel. 1t is a delight to
cut yourself away from your
(xlji’iiafl?;ori'ngs and remain
' incog

hotel in a new place, for evgl?%rllll(:}gghat ox&'
name is known, you are a stranger toyt};l
people around you. T.et me tell you, deui

reader, of some of
[ my recent experience
at  Chingalore. “rpenenoes

“Who is that ?”

( “Dr. Swellhecad Rao from Dullasses
College, Duncepoor,” says the landlord with
guite a triumph in his voice.

“ (,),, but we are of different worlds alto-
gether,” 1 say, and conceal my irritation, bY
walking away. '

When 1 went to the dining-hall, the beat
was sitting at a leaf, ready to eat his meal.

First you must
learn how T was
scarcd away
from one hotel
and next how I
enjoyed my stay
at another. I
first chose a
hotel for mno
other reason
than that I had
never gone there
before, and I
believe I was
rightly punished .
for thig. The ma_é"
landlord, revers-
ing the situation
in Goldsmith's

Monetary Complications.

The Man behind :—The '
. l 3 . .
had swallomod a Dickeieéo!in lWorrymg the kid because he

walked thought*
lessly, as 1

proved later, 1o
take my seab in
the cormnefl
beyond him. Bub
he stopped me
rudely and said
the place was fof
his son. I beab
a hasty retreab
with Dbitterness
in my heart
though putting
on the broadest
smile on 1y
face.  Sitbing 1D
another seat,

play, behaved as if he was the squire, :
poor relation of his. auire, and La

The Northern Bear

But what drove me away from

was an insufferable bear. 'Tt;y was & ?E)?‘tllll(:;ﬂ
bear, coarse and thickset, and yet pretendin
to refinecment. He was no other than D;g
Swellhead Rao, Professor of Aesthetics at the
Dullasses College, Duncepoor. The landlorg
asked for my card when I entered the hotel
and he read
Professor of
Rasdam.”

b

aloud, ““ Mr. Chandrasek}
Aesthetics, Royal Coli:;,

T bave another Professor of‘ Aesthetics
icsmgmg at the hotel already,” says the land-
ord.

wont through

worst m ' the wmeal in Yy
00d. The bear’s son did not turn up

gzgltgégmg the meal. Tho rudeness to me
bear be wgngard(?na’blﬁ What was worse, the
lémdingg{he g discourse on culinary tastes
knew to b Sbandnr_ds of his own race which
sbandards af?’”.*mn, and condemning the
algo 3 mo E?EV‘H!”’:‘% at Chingalore. It was
cial dish rw1 cation to me, when I saw a spe-
fessor. of a8 served to the barbarian pro-
, of which T had no share. The end of

the meal .
from the hgéﬁ, the signal to my departurc

The Bombay Spark

Arrived at the hotel of i
| my old acquaint-
:Iz\ﬁ)ceé% the ma:nage'r directed me toqRoom
- 83.  Mr. Chunilal of Bombay, as I found
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‘leaving Room

- Chetti, who

e 2T

on the board, was already in occupation of 16,
but as it was intended for two, I cquld be the
second occupant. Mr. Lial was evidently an
ultra-fashionable man. The room was hardly

sufficient for his requirements. Two cup-
boards, two tables, and a hat-rack ever & large
mirror, with a ledge to hold toilet requisites,
gl were filled with his pelongings. There
was just a chair left in the room next b0 the
door of the bath-room. Mr. Chunilal shouted
out vociferously every five minutes for the

hotel boys for some service or other.
« Boy, hot water for shaving.”

The boy brings lukewarm water, and
Chunilal is indignant. He dashes the water
on the boy’s face and asks for real hot water.
Half an hour later, tea is prought in.  There
is 5 minute break in the edge of the cup.
The boy must fetch another. So on and 8o on.
Mr. Chunilal is obviously a great authoriby
on the subject of hatels, for he gave & detaaleg
account of hotels ab Bombay, Calcutta alkll
other large North Indian cities. He said he
was a landlord and capitalists and he proved
this by spending all his time 0B the require-
ments of his body- His family are prominent
business men, but that their ﬁng.ncml p931t10n
is not solvent is explained by Chunilal's pro-
pOBition———borrowed from the family—thab
buginess men are paturally greab punters lati
the races. [ ghared the room wish Chuniia
gill Chunilal pub away the two

thi hich I kept on the only spare beapoy
inlr:;%ﬁawroom. He said he was going t0 have
his ¢ Khana,” and implied that my rights to

give use of a table did not exist.
%?tl?i? lflilve minutes I had cleared oub of the
room with my scanty belongings. fter
No. 33, I began t0 enjoy my
gtay at the hotel. I made a number of friends,
and some of them were Very pleasant people.

The Jackal

.~ nothing to do all day, our great
pasti}rizvg;;s to sitg on _benches facing the
portico of the hotel building and look at every
new arrival. Squint-eyed old Ramanujam
described himself as 3 jeweller, sab
amidst us and told us gtories in endless pro-

fusion. He knew every, temple within fifty

BT |

~ On Staying at a Hotel

miles of Madras, or rather he knew every

dancing girl attached to the temples round

about Madras. He was obviously the jackal .
that followed the kill by the greater animals of

the forest. He knew about the detailed succes-

gion of each woman’s lovers. It had been

casy for him as jeweller to get ab the women.

One night he led a group of hotel friends to &

house where, he said, a dancer of repute, of

bewitching beauty, was living. The friends -
found easy excuses to follow the old man.
One loved the night-walk for its own sake,
especially when the night was moon-lit.
Another said it would be a big joke to follow
the old jackal. When Chetti knocked ab a
door, the others stood yards away, for the
weak-sighted old man would blunder about
the house and rouse the wrath of some
respectable householder. When they arrived
at the dancer’s house, they found the old man’s
description had far exceeded reality. Nor did
the girl comply with the old man’s request to
sing and dance : it was not the hour, she said.
The party returned to the hotel with some
fresh merriment at the expense of the old
man.

A Financier’s Loves

Mr. Venugopala Naicker was the gecond
member of the portico group. His acquain-
tance with the men and women of an earlier
generation was very wide. Having started
life as the office peon, blotting the  master’s
writing, he rose to keep the ledgers at the big
European firm of Thompson Brothers, doing
importing business on the largest scale. M.
Naicker was retired on a pension five years
ago, but he is very particular to describe him-
solf in his visiting card as follows:

Mr. A. Venugopala Nai;ker
of Messrs. Thompson Brothers.

People who see his card rush to him
gometimes to make enquiries about some
recent development of the firm’s busiuess, and
the Naicker answers gently that his connec-
tion with the firm was of the past. He has
been a great success in life and has made piles
of money to sustain the long evening of his
life. He enjoys a great repute for understand-
ing financial matters, and is a favourite with
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moneyed women, in spite of his negro com-
plexion and features. He was guilty of nume-
rous lapses in sexual conduct, and has paid [or
1t in silent suffering and in his wife and son
taking over the tutelage of Lis morals.

Tennis of kinds

Subbarayadu was the third member of the
group. He was past sixty in age but lithe ag
a snake. Tenuis was his great passion. o
had once been a ' b

e e e e e e e e e

after some more polite talk. I was horrified
bo reccive ab the end of the day, a bill from
the hotel manager for a special dinner served
to four guests. T sat no more at the hotel

portico to greet the friends that dropped there
by chance.

R} M o

Staying at hotel involves chiefly two
occupations, eating and talking, Men some-
times escape from the depressing frugality of
the fare at home,

lawyer of some
note, and he is
fond of stating
that he has now
retired from all
courts except
the tennis one.
A joke which
pleased him
greatly was the
remark of a
friend that the
Chetti and the
Naicker in their
nocturnal pere-
grinations knew .
tennis of quite a
different kind
from the whole-
gome game
practised by
Subbarayadu.

The End

The pastime
of sitting on the

The Demon-stration.

Prospective Purchaser :—You said th;
Owner :—1I did,

Purchaser :—But the windows are b

to eat plentifully
at the hotel,
though they
offten run into
indigestion by
over-eating. My
friend Nagasami
sastri made the
best bargaim
when he resolved
to stay at the
hotel a whole
month and
thereby savod
the charges by &
third part of the
daily rate. T'he
hotel catered
both north and
south Indian
food, and Naga-
sami wisely
combined both

8 i§ a new house,

roken—why ?

Owner -—Y. i . . !
o357 S i s k| el On'” Bk
, m the tram-1j )
boy ran up to the line ang demonstrated, Hicline and my dasi days and
New Moon

portico bench
came to an end at last, when it involved
me in unexpected expense. Vedachalam, the
dunce of the class, had sat on the same f’orm
as I, when we were at school years ago. He
appeared at the hotel portico one mornipe
with three of his friends. T greeted him witp,
the heartiness of an old acquaintance, |
learnt he was a_clerk attached to the Chief of
the Seal and Wax Office. After some talk
with me he went in with his friends and 5
had a sumptuous meal at the hotel. Veds-
chalam came out and asgured me that the
hotel gave excellent food, and weng away

nights, he would

eat a variety of things instead of the

regular rice.

As for the COnvivi
: convivial talk, we begin b
g:ttt;ggkon bhe stiffest mﬂauners.’ %Ve lfgcl)rxlv oyr
il Whnow casily all the details about the
0 come to the hotel and yet we

Egzzeai zli,bso}ute ignorance. Then it happens
¢e 1s broken and mutual confidences

g-ow rapidly.  Acquaintanceship formed in

g}:lihlz;tel lfnay lead to lasting attachments, and
18 Ol romances may remember this in
weaving stories,

e ——————

48"

v..r..wash clothes,

NEWSPAPER MATRIMO

(Av INcocNITO M.A))

nemployed graduates and to un-
0 rga.rriel()l yla,ssgs, the ‘ Wanted
columns of & newspaper have &
{ascination. The one turns to the
columns offering employgnent and
the other to the matrimonial adver-
‘ tisements. And mord often than
not, both drop down the paper in d'gsuppomtment. l\ii
man ever got a good job by responding to 3 newsp;.p f
advertisement, and no girl ever gov & good husban
through the medium of the newspaper.
king. I had gradua?ed
odern oducated glr_l.
b and played tenni8

I flattered myself I was good-loo
in music and was in all reslplecgg & 111‘11
I wus a member of the local ladies C:
off and on, I attended women's conferences fang] emst;\; od
high-sounding resolutions on the equalnt;yh Omanly oy
and the superiority of the womanly over the :

i i ried, and an unInArH
But at eighteen 1 was still unmar Hindu society—t0

gitl at that age is well on the way—in .

social disgrace. My father was & rich o??tt: ﬁaﬁz
mother had high connections. Th"}v :.:;?n?ndar. but
me to & handsome youth, the son O & HE Ty oy

refused to listen fo any balk of matrimooy !
of coliage. 18Aml 50 Iy pasced the (arriageable age quite

uneventiully.

But Mrs. Grundy did pot fail to pa)zi _l;z; s;ll;‘:;z ;)gf
attention to me. My neighbours began to di S
themselves the causes of my remaining & }erf‘nbses i
lised that, they bad no business to que t lel e the
my affairs, but then they were evxdentt ysoeiety they
impression that, as members of 8 c_:qrporﬁ 0 v (;f ooy
had every right to approve and crisioisa the ? Hone Cingly
other member of that body. One wom%n % iiont 59
good intentions opined that I wasa 2%

cook and

o/
Q /!’(
3
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suggested that I was suffering from an inherited abdomi-
nal disease and that doctors had warned me against
marriage. And so, as days passed, the imaginary charges
against my physical well-being and my mental alertness
and even my moral soundness, grew in vigour and fre-
quency. The result was that all intending wooers were
scared away from me. There arcse a gentle fear in me
that my virginity might be perpetual. And so I deter-
mined to resort to the newspaper to help me to find a
lord and hushand.

Onse day the following advertisement aftracted my
attention.

Wanted a bride between sixleen and twenty to
marry @& youth of thirty in All-India Service; no
objection to wvirgin-widows; youth desires «

 marriage of true minds. Agpply Box No. 17215 ¢lo
Postmaster, Pushpapuri,

Hers, alter all, was my man, I thought. I too was
an aspirant after a marriage of true minds. I had
witnessed only too often the sickening drama of a girl of
twelve bound in wedlock to a playful boy of eighteen, of
the wedded pair spending their honeymoon in the smoky
chambers of a tiny dwelling in the metropolis, of the poor
wile hecoming a mother to an unwanted child, of wedded
life turning into & long-drawn-out agony of small
earnings and annual child-births. I wanted to spend my
wifely years in greater freedom and mirth. I never
wanted to specialise in cooking or in tending babes. My
vision of my wedded life was cast in a more poetic mould,
I wanted to spend my -mornings in strolls along grassy
garden-lawns, my afternoons in reading light literature
and my evenings in pleasure drives in the company of wy
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hushand. A gentleman in All-India Service was just the
gort of husband I was longing for. My inner voice told
mo that the author of the particular advertisement was
destined to be my life-Jong companion. I answared the
advertisement immediately, prophesying that I would
prove a boon to the gentleman in every way. Anpdl
built castles in the air of how I would learn to drive my
cwn car, of how I would dress in the most modern
fashion, of how I would receive visitors to the bungalow
and 80 on. I made myself ready for the wedding day. I
renewed my spectacles, cropped the hair above the fore-
bead to bave a few curls in front, wasted half a dozen
soaps in washing myself, consulted a friend ag to the
colour of the dross I could wear with advantage
and was practising smiles and movements of eyes for the
coming tryst. I got an answer from Ramana Rso—that
was the gentlerman™s name—accepling me as hig wifs,
But he wanted me to give an assurance in writing that
I would nof rejsct him a6 the last moment, He $-1d ms
he had had disappointments in the matter of matrimonial
fixtures and hence wanted the sssurance. The other
things were easy. We wore married before a registrar
I was well impressed by the majestic demeanour and the
tweed suit of my husband,

Immediately after the marriage Ileft for my hus-
band's home. He fold ma that he would first take me to
Berhampore and then to Rajahmundry where he had
heen posted on special dubty. With all my modern
manners, 1 could not get rid of the native shyness of
Indian maidenhood, and though very eager to know what
offics my hushand was holding, my fongue failed me
when I attempted to inferroga¥e him in the matter. I
did not want to prejudics bim against me by exhibiting
much inquisitiveness. Everything would become clear
in a day or two, I thought, and contented mysell with
making my hushand cheerful by womanly arts and
maidenly contrivances.

At Berhampore I was taken to a tiny house, where
an old widow was preparing cakes of cowdung. I thought
ghe was the servant-maid and resolved that after T hecame
the real mistress, I sould change her for a mors efficient
gervant-woman. The smallness of the house was dis-
appointing to me, but I knew that officers, who have to be
perpetually on the move, could not always geb a very
comfortable home, I therefore put up with the initial
difficulties and determined to effect a radical fransfor-
mation in the household within a few weaks,

Nexb morning, when my husband was leaving for his
office, 1 gathered courage to ask him why, unlike other
Al-Indis officers, he was not getting his papers sent home
for signature.

" T am nob of that sort,” answered Ramana Rao.
“ What are you then 2" I queried.

“T am & clerk in the Postal Department,” came the
reply, like a bolt from the blue.

“ Why did you utter lies in your advertisement ?”

T agked.

SEPENINY

“1 said no lies” he answered. *The Postal
Deparbment is not provincial, but All-India,”

I demanded.
*“ Forty-five rupees,” came the answer.

“ And your pay ?”

“How do you manage to keep a servant-womsan
then ' I asked.

“I keep no servant. The old woman is my mother,”
said my husband.

“Your tweed suit deceived ma.” I spoke more in
sorrow than in anger. :

* Suits are mere economis facts. They are in the end

cheaper than our dhoties and loose clothes,” said Ramana
Rao, and left for office.

I shed tears. 'We women are only capable of tears.

I thought of the irrevocable nature of Hindu marriages
and kept guiet.

And now, instead of gardenwork and evening drives,

I keep at home, wash  elothes, eook and wallow in &
haap of cowdung, think of fate and destiny and pray for a
better lot in my next birth.

Enough to Go Round.

b am

Muslim Tailor -~Please hold
I will be back in a second,

Our Thick Friend

Muslim Tailor ~Round vou —w;
the tape | S TOBTWR She other end of

this end of the tape, sami t

i~Why, whkere are you going?
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™ ODEST as I am, I feel like’ blowing
a little on my frumpeb in this issuf_a.
I genorally sit down to write this
chat after the entire issue is printed
and that is why you always find me
somewhere in the lash eight pages.
Isn't that modest of me?

Now, looking over this issue, I feel that I am com-
ing nearer and nearer to the goal I have kept before me
for an ideal fortnightly magazine. In the wide range of
articles, in introducing new writers, in suitably illustrating
toxt as well as jokes, I feel this issue easily eclipses all
previous issues. Bub, while I am modest, I am equally a
very difficult person to please (as contributors will testify)
and I promise you that you will find the next issuea
still better one. 1 have another ghost there for you from
a different writer, a regular carnival, a cab and dog affair,
and ap examipation in Mars, along with the usual
dentist 's vagaries and the absolute necessity for a second
shob. Don’t wonder what i6 all meana!

As we generally print just enough copies to meet the
demand, perhaps you will do well fo order your copy in
advance with your news agent.

Contributors To This Magazine.
One of my correspondents concludes his letber thus:

"I don't know who that 'Deisvi’ is. Have t'he
kindness to tell me his true name. I bf'ing‘ to your nohm'e‘
that my friends and I want a serial by * Deisvi “~please.

I have had similar letters asking me who the other
writers who contribute under a pseudonym fo this
magazing are,

+The contributors to this Magazine are al} really well-
known men oceapying high positions in various walks qf
life. Even when they don’t adopt a pseudonym I make ib
a point to omit their academical distinetions, becauee, I
want the articles to speak for bhemselvesand I do not

wans to be accused of trying to impress my readers with
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the weight of the alphabets, which, had I the mind, I
could add to the names of many of my confributors.

Leo is an advocate: So is Felix Sum: Pam is
really a College Principal: Prakrit is a professor of
Pnglish: T you reverse Nera, you x_mli ‘catc_h the
initials of a brilliant barrister. Dr. Cynicus ig neither a
doctor nor a cynic and Deisvi is no lady ! Is that enough ?

Short Story Competition.

Tn the last two issues of this bMaga;ziiue I _fam;
expressed mysel{—frankly of course—a out the merits o
tbg entries to this competition. The ;udges have selected
three stories and have divided the prize-money between
the three writers. They are: )
Mr. Elmer Delville—Author qf “ That's How and Why.

., “Hard Lack.”
%\)E;';m%[t!:lg:?m. ., “ Apother Blacksheep "

It should be understood thab in'setbing down the
names as above, no order of merit i8 indicated or n}eat.xt;.

I am publishing two of the stories in this issue
(Ploase seo pages 489 and 518) and the third one
* Another Black-sheep " will be published in the next
iseue of the Magazine. Meanwhile, will Dynamite Dam
kindly write to me and tell me his name am} address a8 [
don't find anywhere in his Mass this information? To each
of the other two successful competitors & cheque for
Rs, 33/5/4 is being forwarded.

Competition Regarding Bala.

In the next page you will find the name of the
winner as well as his raview of our Serial Story. Though
the story has ended, the readers’ interest in Bala has not
abated. I am giving you therefore extracts from the
entries of other compebitors and I am suve it will interest
all of 1you.

In my note in the page 522 you will ulso see thab
1 mention the receipt of a lebter from *‘Kumar” If this
is the genuine Kumar we all know, you may expact &
sequel to the Bala Serial.

{Continued on page 524, 2nd Column)
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A letter has been rpceive@ in the office of this Magazine si
It bears no address.  Mr. Kwar is requested to get into touch with the Editor
assured that his real nawe and address will be kept contidential-— [ lit |

B i

WHAT THE READER

y L I'This competition has attracted many entries.
B - interest taken by the readers in Balas story,
the script of the winner but also selections from other entries.

THINK
OF BALA

A Symposium by the Winner and other Competitors

In view of the great
below is printed not only

gued by one Mr. Kumur.
and is hereby

“Bala the Bad Woman—A Survey.”
winyNer Mr. M. K, SRINVASAN, COIMBATORE.

T is nob the sweebt privilege of a critic
to indulge in wholesale praises or cyni-
cal assaults while surveying any lite-
rary piece of work. Hence it is that a
jast review of Bala, the bad woman,
must needs consist of both appreciation
and comment.

Style etc:—As a nparrative, the style ahd language
jrak abtract attention and one is pleused to pay a few
words of compliment to the talented author. The
language is simple and the style elegant and breezy
and free from pompous, polysyllubic, profundities. The
author has displayed $wo more features which go to
enhance the literary value still further. The first is the
auto-biographic form of narration which saves for him
many a “boring ” aside and unnecessary description. ‘The
other ig the introduction of the direct form of speech,
wherever possible. The possibilities of the direct form are
yet to be fully understood by many of our Indian writers.
But fortunately the author happens {o be one of the
blessed few.

The plot of the story is taken from Hindu Life and is
highly original. It is all about a Hindu girl married
against her will to a rich old man " who is more fit to be
her futher than her busband.” Alove affair develops
between ber and unother young man and culminates in an
elopement. The girl’s futher scents it and restores the
girl to her hushand. A blackinailer reveals the secret to
the old man ; the girl decides upon suicide. DBut through
the intervention of a lady-doctor the girl in persuaded to
take to the culling of a nurse, in which capacity she
works wonders, {or the rost of her life und dies of typhoidal
infection. Told in such brevity, the story appeals as
highly original and true to life.

Coming to the Title, and characterisation, one feels
that Bala need not be stigmatised & Bad Woman. She is

a vickim of chance. Her coming into contact with her
lover is too sudd‘eu. She feels sorry und thinks of doing
away with her ‘silly romance.’”  Kven in the elopement
it is her Io'vexf who takes the lead. Tili the e[nd sbé
remains a virgin, What ig more, she devotes her lagt years

in the cause of ailing human:
o e o aili § numanity. Is she then a bad

f_[‘he old' man i3 sentimenta).
Bala is an offspring of sentiment,
and f:a,therly affection for Bala
how 1s it, one wonders, that he (
fs) does not suspect Bal
mto play.

'His marriage with

His god-fearing nature
arg very touching. Bat
¢ (the Shrewd man thab he
a until the blackmailer is called

What happens to Bala's lover in the end? One

oxpects a hetter disposal of hi
done at present. posal of im than how the author has

There is a touch of orient i
i al colouring lent
le}))o!e story by tl}fa mtroduction of elementsg superut;zut;:f
y t!l;:anl) i{ovxng though uncommon gutside the regioné
classics, 18 purely un Indian phenonien Agai
: ' on,
the breaking of the Puja Plate through the vibr:‘t‘gax’]n
caused by the presence of “ Bag Bala™ smaeks of ‘M‘;)ri:

Carolie.  Miracle working by Baly ig nothing if not

eastern. Perhaps this is onle 4 i
! F.an  exaggerat ’
devotion to work. gt fon of Bala’s

On the whole, the treatmeant has
and the logic and continuity kept b::grggln
nearly gleven long instalments. The touch of tragedy
conc}umon tends greatly to enhance the beauty of }Zie ty lm
Bala’s death due to typhoidul infection is just th ‘thing
one wants to justify her, © thing

managed
through

My congratulations to Me,

) 4 > Deisvi ;—~desp; ;
misleading epilogue on his success, Vii—~despite his
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Whai 1_'_l:£ 3@:}3; Think Of Bala

» . e e e E

C. M. . Rao, Triplicane.

“ Bala, the bad 7" I mentally q‘yerie'c} ag }:he last_; line
ad before my moist eyes, No smq an inoer
“ Bala the gad. ” She was neltbel}'] sa;mf{i
iust o child of bumanity with her shuare o
{:izrsiigz: ::113 ;Lofc passions. A legitimate outlet fqr their
;xpression was denied her.  And they found their own
course. Who dares cast a stone at her for .t;hls? *Not
gociety surely, which brought her to her tragic end. ,
“ Phere can be no two opinions as to the clear narrative
interest of it~ says the editor, and Iugree.. Bust i;hp
artistic merit of the serial dem;mds more no_tnqe. It 18
easy to overdo narrations. Flamboyant descriptions lenfli
an aiv of unreality even fo truth and mar tho effect, i
not nauseate actually. Balu's feslings .and experiences,
oven ab their highest are put forth .restgmnm.ily, bgn with
telling etfect and vigour. A oh:JdAhke_ mmphcxb}{ and
innocence, candour and freshn‘ess chzu-acterxsq each ep%sodo.
Nothing is hidden, and npothing need be h}dde?. hxer;
is nothing to he ashammed of.  We are carrl'ed along eac
current and eross-current and mnde to‘smk :Im_d Ewlmb
with everyone who had 2 band b We e:fo u_unl%wln
¢ime ' Ah, trus, that is exactly bow .m happens 'l])nL ;.o
¥ ¢ % Ghe sbands amidst all her trials zm.d. tri fuhd fons
only as an examplo of the waakr;ess and frmrll‘xkt;yto ! ui‘r;}s:;
pature rather than as a gu_llty 0“51-. h ’r& A
sympathy for her ig the predommanb feo E)ui, n o t}; ono
of her readers, though h‘.’r own .mo?hefr bezsitgaiygpassing
letter-of-the-law geneénblonl, wh1c::) rxs orbyua o P o
. could not condone her error.
:azgyﬁowel; She blossomed in & deae?rt‘.. And she (}lric;gfgg
and finally faded out of a life of service to those ¢

whom she loved so well.

vanish
voice, she was

M. Rrishnaswami, Pudukottah.

* Well begun is half-done. " This is the oldbsayln?s.
But Mr. Deisvi has belied the saying. Well‘ egwunr;ch
well developed and well finished. The one thing Wwhioh
I most enjoyed in the story i the chaste languago g N b
the talented author has maintained from starb t? et
The expression are vivid and picturesque. For msr-ance(i
when the author describes Sornam as Sﬁone'deﬁlrh 8i1n
seventy " we get a mental picture ol the woman with ber
wrinkled face and a broom stick in her hand and I wonder
why the Editer of the Merry Mag. should have t:oubled
himself about illustrating the story atall. * * ‘Whan
I first read the elopement I got a little offended W!ﬁ} t;he
author. Elopement, in any event, will not be moralising
to the reading public, especially, to the readers of the fair
sex. That was my ides. I thought that Bala would be
defiled by Kumar and she would have been charged with
infidelity sud she would have died a miserable dea'h
suicide or otherwire—an unnatural premature death.
Anybody will not believe that & young woman was pure
after ehe had remained with a young man for & night in a
far-off place like Bangalore. But the author is not to be
found fault with, so easily. * * * Tpg catastrophe of the
story is equally interesting. It may geemi to be too tragic.
But to me it does not seem to be 20 tragic as it would
ha.ve_ been if Bala had committed suicide or if she bad led
an n:nmorz.l *axid wagteful life and died of gruesome
diseases. * * * The only complaint I can put forward is

that the clement of humour has been uniformly ahsent
and the author has been very serious and sedate through-
out. Butin view of the facts stated by the anthor in hig
epilogue, it will be like asking for a pint of milk when the
owner says his quadraped is a bull, if we should expect
humour ia the story.

V. Anantakrishnan, B. A. Srivaibunian.

Bala's character is a jumble of grit which she svinees
ab the time of fucing tense situations and frailty in that
she i3 not capable of keeping her spirit sustained. But
she is ewsentially feminine -* © ° Apart from this story,
I have mset actual gpezimensof the type of Bala's hushand,
“* % One cannot, by the way, atford to forget his {funny
bousehold—Sornam, Irrayya aud Narasiuh, so lively is
their portraiture. * * “ The style which the authar
commands is eminently fitted to narratives of this kind
and wherever it 18 difficult to conmand a lucid style i. e.
at times of great commotion he writes superbly, us for
instanco, the scene behind the boat in the Marina. The
epilogue which the author says, was appeuded at the
request of the editor of this Magazing, is a master-siroke.

P, T. Ekawmbarain, Madras.

The Title given to the autobiography, styling
“Bala * as the “ Bad women " is inappropriate in that
Bala repented for her misdeeds and more than atoned for
them. The world may call her a bad woman, but in the
eyes of the All forgiving All-merciful God she will
remain a pure and innogent girl.

ARVEY, Madras.

I own the soft impsachment along with numerous
other Merry Mag. fans of having besn on the qui vive ay
to the turn the story may take or as ta the working out
of the denouement. * * Bala is only a flighty girl whose
head is turned by silly romances.

S. V. Rao, B. A. Madura.

The life history of Bala is a standing example of the
ovils of unequal marriages, so common in Hindu seciety
ag a result of whimsical and quizotical fancies of many a
parent. The conflict between conscience and the ecall of
the flesh, resultant of such unfortunate connections,
pulsates throughout the story ab every stage.

K. Gopalan, N atcharkoil.

Bala’s mother is a typical type of an orthodox brah-
min woman stupig in ignorance and _having a great dread
of public opinion, which in small villages still rules the

conduct of $he community.

K. Gopal Rao B. A. Nellora. - t

1a could be ranked with those ipnocents such as
Cotdgf;.a‘ Ophelia and Lucy Ashton, the Bride of Lamm?r_
moor and ber lot was in no way better. Like Cordelia,
Ophelia, Lucy Ashton, Bala died a cbxldl'?ss mother.
‘' Bala loves life, but not life dishonoured,” hence she
leaves her parents, and husband and dedicates herself for
serving the innocents and moves among them a3 g

* LIVING MADONNA."
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M. K. Rumeen, B A Mudora.

(Bali) She belongs to o type of Hindu girls who as a
result of exrly iarringe with old and decrepit men elope
with o younger man, commit suicide or finally lead a life
of shame and infuny. Here it is that the skill of the
author isnt its best. In Talstoy's Anna Karernia, the
Heroine Anua and hor lover Duke Verriski placed under
tho wne situntion as Dala and Kumar, commit suicide,
unable to bear their separation. Mr. Deisvi on the other
hand has given Bala o long lease of life after her attempt
at suicide, by rovealing %o hor a better source of conso-
lation in her grief-stricken days.

Y CEARCI” Beswada.

The description of Bala as vendered by Deisvi in hig
narrative and as drawn by your artist has infused a desire
in many of the resders to meeb this Beauty-Queen wmerely
with tho sincore wish of looking on one of God's gifted
crostion in bhe flesh ¥ Inrailway trains and club-
corners there has always been a talk about Bala and
Deisvi and suggestions were going round to the effect that
Doisvi was cither Bala or Bala’s husband, the reason
being that the narrutive was so perfect thab ib could not
havo been anything else but incidents from real life.

G. K. Pillai, Tuticorin.

AMrs. Vaughan is a woman of flesh and blood for me;
and when she says: "I am a devout Christian: buf
when [ hear stories like yours, I begin to doubt if there is
justice in the divine scheme of things,” *‘there is many
anobher who thinks like that.” That's the marginal
note | have made on page 3906.

JIPPY, Madras.

Can you imagine for a moment what all could have
happened if Deisvi had not been fettered by fact and had
let his fancy soar to fiction? The old gent could have
taken a course of monkey-gland treatinent, developed
Vi, Vigour and Vitality and one fine evening, instead of
pabting Bala paternally on the back, crushed her in his
arms and made sheik-love to her. Hollywood tells us
that this cave-man stuff is the right cure for un-responsive
dares. Why, if you had only 1nanaged to give publicity
to some brand of the V. V. V. Touie, a grateful manufac-
turer might have given you a paying advertisement. * * *
To me and to most of your readers, ala was a dream
girl who was going to solve a hig social problem o some
big purpose. Showing up a social evil in glowing eolours
does nothing to cureit. It is not that nobody is alive to
the evil. The trouble is finding a cure in the face of
Mrs. Grundy's opposition and shis is where fiction helps a
lot. Creztors of gre:b characters in fiction have a greater
responsibility than is popularly supposed and tragedies are
ethically taboo unies they are eonstructive. And so, you
will understund my wail, dear Editor, that when we wero
all looking forivard to something big and are asked to bo
gabisficd with w series of iunerals beneiitting only a Hos-
pital, we feel badly let down. [Shades of Shakespeare
and Hamleb I—FEditor.]

{(Continued from page 521)
Build a Story Competition

I am delighted to award the prize to a Iady. The
winning entry (no pun intended) is printed on page 486
together with the picture. You will admit after reading
the page that the winner has treated the subject in a very
original manner and I wish the prize-money was more.

Almost all the other competitors have interpreted the
picture as the usual difference of opinion between a man
and a maid, ending in the man getting one on his adam's
apple.

New Competition

T will award a prize of Rs. 15/- to the best letter sent
to me. It ought not to exceed 00 words. You ecan
write in any style you like, take any attitude you like
but you must confine yourseli to the subject I have choser;
—and that is, this issue, dated 10th July 1933,

Mss may be sent by Book-post and this costs
hat{-an-anna. Mark on top while you address “O?f:ttg;l lts(()
Editor ", All entries to reach this office hofore 3-8-33

The Funniest Incident in Your Life

f&no‘ther fifteen rupees for this. Do not let your
imagination run riot but write about actual experiences
No ent_rancq fee, no coupons, no restrictions to the numbel"
of entries, either to this or the above letter competition :
not to exceed 600 words and entries to reach this otﬁcf;
before 3—8—1033, mark on the envelopes

Incident.” Funny

Lucky Numbers,

Hero are the June Lucky Numbers. 395 5
26479, 29951, 33478, 35890, 39648, RET)O% R:ziéf?.
If you have any of these numbers with you send them

on and receive the prize-money. Al i
before 3-8-33. v L claims to be made

In my last editorial chat I told
lucky number copies have not beego&(ﬁ?&lfgezomei‘%f-;:;
we have on hand Rs. 80 unclaimad and we a‘re adding
thig sum on to the July Lucky Number Scheme. And
that really means Rs. 155 given away for tho Juls; issues
of the merry Magazine. Isn't that anothor reason ;th

you should not only order in
Sit tight on it ? your copy in advince bub also

This Copy of The Merry Magazine may be
Worth Rs. 100,

]ogve;gl ;ox;s; dof ;glbehMc;rr[y Magazine issued on the
. ‘and 25 July bears
number. 12 ditferent numbers ba.vealr)leelllln;l:lgclzlb;dc'ltidt
re.qdom 1&13(1 kept in a sealed envelops with the
E41t01-. lhe.se are the winning numbers and they
}.Vl.“ be p-:xbhshed .in the issue of the 10th August,
33. The Editor will buy hagk the copy bearing the
flrst winning number for Rs. 100 in cush. To eleven
other copies _bezu'ing the obher eelected numbers &
sum Rs. 5 will bo given, The copy you now have
with you may contain the winoing number. So,

Keep Your Copy.
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Results of ¢ Periodicals’ Competition

The correct golution is

1. Railway Times
2. Sanatanist

3. Indian India

4, Free Press

5, Student

6. € & M Gazette

all-correct
gecond prize of Rs 50 have been €O
gentlemen who have senb 12

them.

MAGAD1 TATACHARYA: Kattampatsi B. O.

1. (Via) Trulappatti, (Salem)

sA Rao, 5/9, Srinivasapuram,

. SBINIVA
2. L.N Jail Road, Coimbatore.

' oot i an entry to this competition, the firet prize of Rs 150 and the
No one having s nsolidated and the amount divided equally among the following six
entrieS'tha'ﬁ contain & single error. A sum of Rs 33-5-4 is being sent to each of

7. Muslim Progress
8. The Critic

9, The Advocate
10. Picture Show
I1. Appeal

12. Hindu Herald

4, S.N. ISWARANANDAM,
c/o 8. P. NAGASAMT IYER, Pleader,
Ramnad.

5 M, S. Namg, Clerk, D. T, S. T. Office,
M. 8. M, Ry Bezwada.

6. K. Rayau IveRr, 84, Liloyd Road,
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WIN Rs. 150
IN SIMPLE WORD COMPETITION.
“Key solution kept sealed in our office.”
Closing Date 31-7-1933. Result in one week.
1. —I—FE acoin ] 4. 0——P focub.....
9. —— R K wanting light | 5, D~ - — ablow
8. — I~ — a heap. b 6. —UDNP o swell.
Rules :—Entrance feo as, 8 per entry to be sout only
by M. O. An all-correet solution is one that agrecs letter
for letter with the key solutjon. First prize Rs. 100 for
8 correct solution ; sccond prize Rs. 50 for a noarest one.
In case of ties prizes will be divided. Our decision 1n all
matters is final,
Manager — ANDERSON & Co.,
COIMBATORE.
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3. A S Ra0, Loco works Manager's Office,
L » M. & 8. M. Ry. Perambur. . Royapettah,
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HYGIENIC RUBBER GOODS C;
H

Improved Washable Paragon Sheaths. :‘

For MEN. BSingle and Reinforced Double Top. ¥
Price 1st Quality Rs. 2 0 O each. .‘:
w 2nd . 5 1 8 0 A

. 3rd " . wes —ee s 1 0 0 .E

s 4th 4 e 0w 012 0, :',;

’" 5th " aee vee . 0O 8 0 ”» .§
solid Rim Improved Check Pessary. .&

FORr WOMEN. Seamless with Solid Rubber Rim. f
Price 1st Quality Rs.3 0 0 :
(13 2nd ” e s ” 2 00 ” ;

" 3rd . . “es w 1 8 0 ,2
SRI DHANAM & Co, T B:11% 4

’ Madras. "

-

"'ﬂ"’“"h‘”'“ﬁ"‘"‘{\‘“"‘ﬂ"“"ﬁ'“"‘ﬁ‘“"'ﬂ"'::‘n:_""‘i_‘_\""”x_"z'“”'g‘_}':g'

,....,.
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08,

V. DORAISWAMY MUDALIAR,
JRON SAFE
MANUFACTURER,
58, Broadway,
MADRAS.

Warkshop : No. 98,
Ammens Cavil Street,
Peddu Naickenpet, Madras

A TRIAL ORDER
IS SOLICITED.
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THE MERRY MAGAZINE
FREE INSURANCE COUPON
Dated 25—6—33,
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Latest Ivention !

HAND SEWING MACHINES.

THE KRISHNA AGENCY, - - P. B. 119, Madras.

Lettest Novelty 11

(Mude in Gernaiy)

These are just imported, measuromnent overall height
J inches, length 5 inches, width ¢ inches, tnade of sheet
webal throughous, black Japanned with litho, decora-
tion; steel and nickel plated parls and abtachments,
and so scientifically eonstructed as to make it do the
actual sewing, like big machines. Cuan Stitch I3ed cover,
Cushions,  window-curtains,  Clothe, TFlag, shirts,
Underwear. Juckets, Iite. Can lie fastened anywhere.
Lvery ninchine tested and ready for use. Simple enough
for a child to opercte. Ivery home should Possess one.

Bach in v box comploeto with | Reel Thrend and 1
Screw-driver,

Price Rs. 2-14-0. Packing & Postage etc.

———

ORI R A R T R R R BRI U

THE KASER-HHIND

60 YEARS OLD REJUVENATION. 25 YEARS YOUNG

ON WEDNESDAY NIGHT.

THE NATURAL ONE APPLICATION ONE SOLUTION HAIR DYE.

*“ COMALIN?”

ia the result of scientific rescarch over
a period of many years. For tho first
timea Hair Dye has been produced, which
avoids the disadvantages of all known
preparations and which one expects of
t be ideal Hair-Dye.

Quick, natural dyeing of the.hnir; 1o
faulty eolouring; genuine, no (hsco}ot_lm-
tion ; permanent, unaffected by friction,
light, air or water; absolutely harmless,
simple and clean touse; no colouration ;
of the scalp

“COMALIN?”

contains the extract of a South American
tree. and is a liquid hairdye.

Price per packet RS. 1-4.0 Postage Extra

Apply to :—The Managér,

ON THURSDAY MORNING.

“COMALIN”

GUARANTEED HARMLESS.

KING OF HAIR-OYES “COMALIN”

COMALIN is free from metallio substincos, from

poisonous matter or acids, and from
- irritating or caustie compone’nta ag
”BTURBL BLACK H;,'R,Dyﬁ a8 being absolutely harmless ang E:nf::ftlll-

oot monAmane) _ep ing in preparation and com osition wi
CIISECN the demands of the Law. P with

‘“ COMALIN

u}ukes the hair fragrant and as soft as
gilk, and removes any discolouration
which may previously have been present,

“COMALIN”

The deep and natural black e

» and olouri
achieved with “Comalin” is of a bem‘;;g

previously unknown. Experts who have
once used “Comalin” tefuge all other
preparations.

ras.
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QOLLEN, GOTTON
SILK MILLS LTD,

BANGALORE.
THE MOST DEPENDABLE MILL FOR SILK SAREES IN INDIA.

NOT the Best because the largest * But the largest because
the Best.” Best quality-Moderate Prices-Guaranteed Col-

ours and Prompt service are the outstanding features that
have enabled our business to grow to its present proportions
within such a short period of our starting the Silk
Department. é
WE number, among our accounts leading wholesale and re-
' tail houses, reputed firms in this line, Swadeshi Stores and %
Co-operative Stores throughout the country. »
LET us prove to you that we are thoroughly equipped and
organised to meet your every requirement in Silk Sarees 2
of Mysore Filature and Spun Silk, shirtings and switings.
o B

Call on our agents and stockists for your requirements. .. . -~'

Allleading houses of repute stock and sell these lovely sarées :

and now on show at the General Swadeshi’s Ltd., China Bazaar, Madras,

Sole Selling Agents :—-b

‘MCSSI'S. T. R N SAWMY’ 2/ 74’&2‘3’&”}: SS.treet,
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Safeguard Your Property : i Th

United India Life Assurance
1 Company Limited.

Head Office : MADRAS. Established in 1906.

NSURDE absolute protection to younself

family, loved ones sud veluablos woith this
Automatic Alarin pistol that needs no liconse
1 64" X 3"in size and lovks like a real one
¥ The mere sight frightens Burglars, Thieves,
{f ote. First 6 shotsin 6 seconds, sufficient
to scare away a whole gang. livery home
noeds one. Instructions with every pistol.

&  Price Rs. 5-8-0 with 50 shots.

f; V.P.P.As. 8extra.  Lixtra shcts Re. 1 jor 50.
1t
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Trustee: OFFICIAL TRUSTEE OF MADRAS.

Policies in force exceed Rupees Two Crores.

. Total Assets exceed »  Fiftyfive Lakhs.
::: » ;
g Engravers, rubber stamp makers, line % [ Annual Income exceeds »  Twelve Lalkhs.
2 and half-tone block makers, etc, etc., § 0O R z
2 50, Wallaish Road. Mount Road : 7 Among the distinguishing features of. the Company are :— I
% - 9% Yyallaan Road, ount Road, g; Complete and absolute safety of Investments.
' MADRAS. $ Prompt and equitable settlement of claims.
- b4 L . -
A TRIAL ORDER IS SOLICITED. $ = Economical Management. 0
SEETEELOLETLELACLTILTTLET SELRLLETIELTLAGEIRTLAITEALULEELRTCTLe0200QUN

-—

‘Moderate premiums, combined with substantial bonuses.
Efficient, sympathetic and prompt service to Policyholders.

Books By S. V. V.

Soap Bubbles. Re. 1
More Soap Bubbles. Re., 1

Full information readily .furnished on application to the
‘Head Offices or the representatives of the Company at the
various places jin owr country.

Books By K. S. Venkataramani Just Published

Se——|IC | [

On the Sand Dunes (Second Iidition : Revised Kandan The Patriot (In Tamil) Re. 1 8 | ‘
and enlarged) Re 1 0 Paper Boats (3rd Bdition) ... Re. 1 0 “United India Assurance Buildings,” ) M. K. Srini ‘
A Day with Sambhu (Talks to a hoy) Second Murugan, The Tiller (211(1 Edii.iou) Rs. 2 @ Sembudon Stteet, : S }_ b o rlnlv“‘n’
Edition... ds. 0 8  Highways in Astrology By Kumbha Re. 1 8 Ji Managing Director.

Madras, 17th June 1933,
Apply to Manager, The Merry Megezine Office, 2/140, Broadway, Madras. '
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o o A NEW STAR

IN THE

(GRAMOPHONE
Horizon

HEAR HER IN

P " | Record No. C A 603

@ K .4 Aswathamma,
7& Rangalore.

s ‘ JUST RELEASED

¢ A happy blend of Northern and Southery
; style of music enriched by an

enchanting voice.

; Saraswathi Stores,
Mount Road, Madras.

#GCQQC‘CC‘Q‘GOCQ‘CCQ‘.‘C‘ _
Fdited, Printed & Published by 5. 8. Vasan at the Ananda Vikatan Press, Madrs
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