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SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

. A White Paper on the fature of Rurma has been
1s8uad,

The Durmans will be done, ag wo have been done
by 1
* *

Undor the propesed scheme, the e.xccuhve {)m\thém,ty
will vest with the Governor, who .WIH ILIS()' ,)f:{- f()ml-
mander-in-Chicf, and who will himself (hrlu‘l H_'A:r?f
conbrol thy wiininiskration of defenee, extornal a mus},
Eeclosiastionl affairs, monctary p?hcy, (:urro‘!w)‘/ ant
coinasin, and wlso the aflfairs of the Schedulod areas.

The Burmans may manage the rest, subject to the

usual safocuards.
% *
An articlo an Mrs. Ponny, the nov?hsb', .liit:::m'tled‘
ow her Anglo-Indian storics cama fo bo wr .
Wo should have preferred fo know why they wore
Wribton

i

%

* * *

Mr, V. T, Patel and Sir K. V. Reddy both advocate
the capture of the Jegislatures by Congressmen.

Poople who are equal to the same thing are not
niecessarily equnl to one auother. .

Tt is stated that Messrs. Jardine and Lzu'W({oq mlg?y
not ho able to play next scason: and th&t Australia
might after all send out a Tosb bonm in 1934,

Misfortunos nover come single.
* * *
Sir T. 13, Sapru has returned from Tngland ; he
8ays he is definitoly not going back. -
Wa aro not in a position to say as definitely that
the othors are not coming back !
* " *
He further said that he never was, and does ncf
intend to be, an active party-politician.
It is not yob genorally realised what a lot of

excitement is provided by wribing memorandums.
K
B *

Sir T. Vijayaraghavachari agsures us that the
White Paper proposals wounld go through.
This 1aerely confiring our fears.

The Joint Cominibted has..adjotrned’ Tt is com-
puted that Sir S, Hoaroe has answered ghiore than 20G0
questions, R

Most of them wers white unswers,

* * 1

The Rt Hon'ble Sastyi savs that, unless wo
olibain Dominion Stabus, the dissbilities of our nationals
abroad eannob be removed.

This is wnother reason why wenay not got it

Replying to a question of tho Ghairman of the Joint
Committoo as to whether shoe thought women had more
eomman-sense than wmen, Mrs. Mukhoriea roplied: ‘1
honestly think so.”

We are unable to deterinine who lot down our sou—
whethor  the Chairman by asking sneh a qrastion, or
Mr. Mukherjes by providing the waterial for the

answer.
* * ¥

In accordanco with a now decree approved by
Hibler, viviseetion of animals of any Eind, is to be
prohibited throughout Prussia,

We undevstand thak Communists in Govmany are
anxious to elaim probection under the ola-tic terms of
the deerce.

* *

My, Sami Venkatachalam Chetly  suys  that
My, Satyamurti is the leader of a parby comjoged of
himself.

Thank goodness! No one ean accuse him of desgrt-
ing his parby !

* * *

Lord Clydesdale explained that certain inhabitanty
in Himalayan districts had never soen an aeroplane
before. Alfter the first flight, one old man said, ‘I have
goen God.’

On the other hand, tho inhahitants of Kotkai, on
recciving notico of air-bombing, are said  to have
exclaimed : * We havo oiten seen God ; but do not wish
to go to him jush yet. ’

* * *

‘I have never passed an examination in my lifs,’
says Lord Irwin.

We always knew that Vieeroys must have some
sxesptional qualification or other.

% * *

Senor Machade, Prosident of the Cuban Republie,
has had to fles the country.

But he Tolb his name behind,
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HUMOUR UNDER DIFFICULTIES

(S, V. V)
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Aino-b every day Iowent o my uncls's house to
have @ chab with him on the day’s news in the pipers,
and to hewr his hwnoreus productions in the making,
My wunt would eome up toome, hoavily drop into a
chaiy,

“Why do I live? O
vou ouly Tnew i you..... '

and @nhy

Why 7 My dear nephow, if
.
Apd e shie would ehioke into wohe, pmg the end of
all tho Swo hundred and
soventy pounds Ina vislnt poorson of grlel. She
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1 woull comfort hor, and tell her that she didn't
look g0 bud a3 shat Aster a while, she would admit that
she might possibly live fora week, and again go off
aquatic,

“If you only knew hall my troubles, you would
wonder that [ have nob tumed mad, or killed some-
body.”

When my uncle cxme and sab by myv side, and wasg
going to vead  to me bis new arbicle, she never gave us
time to geb along with more than the first senbenco or
two.

“Do you know that four brass vesscls are awaiting
lead-conting for seven duys 2" ghe would stavk,

My uncle would stop in the middle of the third
sentence, and tell her thab he would look it up to-

morrow, but aunt would never b satistied,
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VERY MUCH INVOLVED, Il

(LEo.)

ITH o swish of her sares anda
sauey, backward glancs at me,
my visitor laft the room and
tripped daintily down the stairs.
1 leaned back in oy chair and
the chair tilbed back. I subup

A : and the chair-back came hack and
slapped me on the back. It was one ol the revolving
and tilking varieby, ghouch I was always forgetting that
fack. I turned half-left and the chair, (being a revolv-
ing chair) turned full left. Impatiently, I kicked the
chair back and clearing a space on my table, sat upon it
and pub my feet on the chair. Lnd of the first round
and the honours were with me.

1 sank into a brown study. The happenings of thab
morning had considerably shaken my already jangled
perves. In the course of one brief hour, I had managed
to arrive late ab the office, had had an altercabion with
the front door, had engaged in a verbsl duel with my
assisbaut, had dismissed him ineontinently, and had
onkerbained a visitor, whom 1t had taken alliny bach
to speed ca her way, withoub committing myseli to any-
thing definite aboub tho contribution she was trying to
{oist on me. Talk aboub one erowded hour of glorious
life. This was hustle with a vengeance. Were all
Rditors subject to these annoyances? When {Tohn
Thaddcus Delane sat in the Editorial chair of “ The
Thunderer "’ did pert young Misses force their way inbo
his sanctum with rolls of Ms. in their hands? Or did
choeky Assisbant or Sub-Editors, who had grown too
big for their boots, give him lip? Or even if they did,
would Delane have permitted them to geb away with it?
Why, Delane? W. T. Stead, for instance, would never
have allowed this sort of goings-on in his office.  Or, per-
baps, unable ta pub up with bhis persecution, Stead chose
tho easier way oub and bought a state-room reservabion
in the Titanic. It may be asked how the late W. T.
knew that that was going to be the Titanic’s last voy-
age. The answer is that W. T. Stead was an Editor and
next to God, who knows overything aboub all things.
Fditors koow everything about all things, except of
course, their own shortcomings and limitations. But,
why continue this idle speculation about men, who are
now inhabifing a region where climatic conditions are
presumed to be so startlingly different from ours. Leb the
dead be forgotben. I will model myself on
the g¢reab ones of the earth, who are sbil'l happily
with us. I, too, when my troubles and tribulations
grow L0o $evere, 1, too, will arise, cross the greab waber
apd arriving in & Western Isla-n_d. b@ko my seab ab the
Council table and frame a Constitution. What matber
if I have toleave my native land to itself for the space
of threc moons. Aye there not compensabions? _I
draly rmonotony of my daily work, [ come in
contach with tho greab ones of the earth and Gravel

And, mosé luportint of all the

broadens the mind. ] . )
factors governing the situation, sy journey does nob

bore a hole in my pank balance, into which you can
thrust an armful of overdraits. Enough! my mind was
rade up. I slid down from my table into my revolving

eseape the

chair and picked up the telephone from the hook. Of
course, the Diroctory was nob on my table. No matber.
1 dialled Fxchange.

* Foxchange.”

“ Spoaking.”

“Sorry to trouble you, bub I wanb Cooks'. "

“ Right.”

Brrr——v . Click! Click!

“ Hullo.”

“ Hullo.”

“Phis is Lico spoaking. Leo, of the Bditorial—"

“ Yes, Sir.”

“ 1 want Cooks".”

'

“ Yes, Sir, male or female, vegetarian or non-vege-
tarian, Hindu or Mussalman, plain or fancy, whak
variety would you want, Sir?  We have all types on
our hooks.”

“ 1,00k here,” I said, “ I wanted Cooks '.”

“Yeg, Sir, that's right and we are telling you
what varieties we have in stock. It 1s our boast,
Sir, our proud boast that, at less than three hours'
notice, we can supply any sort, toa customer with-
in a radius of twenby-one miles. There will be a small
chargo for delivery, just sufficient fo cover the cost of
transport of one adult cook by motor delivery van. Our
cooks have given universal satisfaction, as will he secn
{from the hundreds of unsolicited testimonials reccived
at our office. We have printed exbtracts in a 32-page
booklet. This booklet is illustrated with photographs ol
s faw of the cools we have supplied. These photographs
of our cooks have been taken in their respective kitchens
and the very pose and bearing of the subjects will go a
tong way to establish their mastery over the culinary
arb. We are instructing our office—as a matber of fact,
I have already done so— to send you one of these book-
lets by express delivery. There will, of course, be &
trifling charge to cover cost of conveyence a little over-
head, sinall matter of Rs. 2-4 as. In fuet......... ”

1 put the receiver back on tho hook.

1 took up the telephone again and dialled Exchange.
“ Hullo.”

* s that Exchange ?”

" 8peaking.”

“1 say, Exchange, who did you put me on to, just
now? I asked for Cooks'. ” T

“Yes, and you ware pub on to the Uniyersal
Domestic and Othier Servants Supply Agency.” mverss

it . P 1 . X
" Thanks, thanks, Exehange. Bub as a matter of
fach, i was not ¢ cook that L needed * but Cooks. "

14 s ) 3
Quite so and the Agency can supply any number
in a very shorb time.”

“Thanks, thanks."
(Continued on page 631 bottom)
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LETTERS FROM LALITA, IV.

{CONCLUDED)
Courtallum, 20th August, '33.

MY DEAR SARASA,

This s the very end. I pray you keep yoursel
roady to receive and pub me up for a few days. I ean’t
and T won't goto my parents. Bub I must ab any cosb
leave this place immediately, 1 can't bear to live with
this husband of mine for another moment. Oh, the
perfidy of men!

1 ran across Leela and she it was thab told me all.
She is down here with her husband and children and the
first question she asked me was, “ Whatover ig the
matter with you, Sarsi?” I had to tell her all. She wasg
so very sympathetic and so full of understanding and if
was a greab relisf to my overwrought nerves to have
some one to whom I could tell my troubles. You must
admire Leela. Within an hour, she had unearthed the
whole unsavoury plot and believe me, it is the most out-
rageous piece of story I have over come across.

The girl, whon we saw in the Railway platfor::: and
whom I later found in tho company of my hushand, is
none other than the daughbter of the old man—the
“agent ', as he is very properly called. It seems sho is a
widow, having lost her husband early afber her marriage.
1 could well understand that and the husband did well
to make his exit. My husband, as you know, fixed up a
Bungalow in this hole through the offices of this agent,
when the agent was at Madras on a visib to his daughbcr
who, it seems, is studying for medicine. Evidently, she
had started giving it to others. I cannot, however, help
feeling that my husband must have been aware that the
girl would be travelling in the same brain as the ons in
which wo travelled. I wonder if he arranged i6 also. I
am convinced he know her and yet pretended as if she
was a perfect stranger. Why, I ask you. Why again
did he warn me nob to have anything to do with the
father of the girl? And what were they doing, all three
of them, in the temple Mandapam ? Hayen’t 1 enough
reasons, my dear, to run away from the wretch ?

I haven’ seen him, I haven't spoken to him and
I am staying with Leela. Her children are a little
trying but Leela is such a dear. Her husband is a model
husband. His every movement is dictated by Leela.
She tells him what todo and what not to do, when to
gpeak and when not to speak and ib is & joy to see him
drilled and disciplined like that. But I digress,

Leela has promised to see me off and I will be
travelling all alone. I don't care and Iam not afraid.
My husband doesn’t know my plans and thinks I am
gtaying with Leela just for a change. He called here
but Leels very cleverly sent him away. I should like
to seo his {ace when he hears tuab I have left for Madras,
but, of course, I can't be ab two placos at the sane time.

1 am eagerly looking forward to meeting you, wmy
dear, when I shall tell you all the rest of the sordid

details. Whatever happens, 1 shan't forgive him bhis

time and 1 do hope you agroe.
Yours ever,

LALITA.
/

)
=
A0
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What were they daing ?




1. Ammotate :—

(@) Toswallow their gudgeons ere they're eabehed,

And count their chickens ere they're hatched.

() ‘HereT am, and here I shall remain.’
{¢) To know a thing is nothing unless obthers know it.
{(4) See the conquering hero comes!

9. Write short notes on :—

(a) The BErmpire Marketing Doard.
() The Caleutta Municipal Bill.
(¢} TheItalian Air Armada.

(@) The Blue-Shirts.

3. What do you know of :—

(a) The Hon'ble Mr. G. A. Natesan.
(») Lit.-Col. Dr. Suhrawady.

(¢) Begum Shah Nawaz,

(d) M.R.Jayakar.

ANSWERS

1. (@) There ismuch amusement in Olympian spheres

®

(c)

at the zenlous unanimity with which many of our
politicians advocate the capture of the Reformed
Couneils. The most optimistic extiinate of the
date of their inauguration dces not put it earlier
than 1086. We should not at all be swprised if
the lifc ol the present councils is extended sine die !
There is bound to be some provision in the cxisting
statutes to enable this being done strictly consti-
tutionally; and public opinion as represented
by the sitting councillors will almost unanimously
approve of such a step.

This secems to he the heroic determination of a
President of a District Board in one of the southern
districts of our Presidency. He has had many
* hairbreadth escapes by flood and field.”  An over-
whelming majority of elected members gave notice
of a motion of no-confidence in him; bhut on the
appointed day, they are reported to have absented
themselves from the meeting. Rumour has i that
his tenure of the office will ab last be as undis-
turbed asthat of one of our Ministers. This is as
funny as the story of the astrologer who, fearing
that he was to be put to death by tho king, saved
himself by foretelling the king that the latter
would die on the day following that of his death.
This episode in local self-government is a valnable
indication of how safeguards under the new
constitution are likely to work. Incidentslly, one
would like to know the part, if any, played in this
humiliation, of the party-in-power.

This scems o have heen the motto of Sir A, P
Patvo, when he was engaged in that edifying duel
with M. K. Acharya. ‘I have known you for
thirty years; vou will deny everything, " said the
gallant Knight. It is uot withoul significance
that the Joint Connnittee should have been
treated to an exhibition of bad manners, by the
only two people capable of ib.

(@)

2. (a)

(c)

(@)

630

TICKLERS —

(Tor-rUuT-TUT)

Mr. H. P. Mody, a mill-owner of Bombay, has just
returned from a trade mission to Lm‘lcashira
"Though he represonted none but himself, he spOke;
ina pontifical manner, and assured Lancashire of
India’s anxiety to help TLancashire trade. Ifthis
genfleman had his way, he would make a bri-
partite division of thisunhappy country, so that
the claims of England, Japan and of himself
might be harmonised. If there are more Indian
mill-owners of his type, heaven help the economic
self-sufficiency of this country! For our part, we
shall continue to wear Khaddar, whether it is
sood, had, or indifferent. Dear reader, ‘ Go and do
thou likewise. '

This was set up to facilitate the operation of the
Ottawa Pact. The Dominions, quick to seck an
advantage, began to dump their goods on the
mother-country. Things have now come to such
a pass that Britain wonders whether she should
not scck protection from her own Colonies! As a
first step, this Board has been serapped. ’I‘h.e r;?a.-
son advanced for its abolition is that the Board has
sorved 165 purpose—whatever that might mean.

An official bill, sponsored by an Indian Minisber
and having for ibsaim the stifling of public oI;ini-
on. The Calcubta Corporation has heen Sfactle
princeps among Indian civic corporations for plan-
ning m_nd carrying through a courageous and
many-sided programime of civic improvements. 1t
has heen {ortunate in its Mayors and Councilfors
who have generally been bigger men than bhz;
Ministers who were supposed to be in charge of
local self-government. The intention of the
present bill is to destroy municipal autonomy, and
gxbend the sway of the wooden bureaucmcy’over
it. On t'he eve of much greater changes promised
to us, it can only be taken as a sinister omen of
the evil potentialities of the new scheme

A harmless bib of kite-flying by Sg ini
A squadron of acroplanes und&er yl;hé> I;orlfrisa?r?gnc:f.
Gen. Balbo made a flight of the Atlantic to
and fro. The only mishap that happened was
that.one of the planes had to make a forced
landing. It was the 13th plane of the squadron
and must have, therefore, been anticipated before-’
hand. Italy, which is hemmed in both by land
and sea, has a natural desire to expand—in the air.

An organisation of the wilder elements in the
Irish Free State, inspired by the ph'enomenml
success of the Fa.gcisbs in Germany. The cololcll‘
blue was chosen just to show that the Irish can
be Orl,‘{lllﬂll, and secondly to symbolise the mental
outlook ol the memborg composing the DO‘W
orgamsation.  The Irishinan is onl ia py whien
ﬁ‘ghtm;: somebody or other. 'l‘illynowpl wa‘;’a‘s
Englund ; thd now that DeValera is wi, )illlg oub
the last vestiges of the English conneébiony ho

bids {air to become th .
Irish Free State. e best-hated man in the

3. (a) Has just completed gixty years: and we wish him
many, many happy reburns of the cycle ! With
all his failings, he has becn, and will, we hope,
continue to be, an unflagging journalist. Has been
a consistent moderate in his views and ambisions,
and achieved whatever he seb his hands to do.
Tdits a * high-class’ monthly periodical with as
mixed a bag of confributors as can be imagined.
He has many friends, and not one enemy.

(b)) Ono of the greatest of Bengal Indians. Is the
Vice-Chancellor of the Caleutba University,
Medical Officer of the T. 1. Ry., a gallant soldier,
and tho first Indian o receive the degree of

- Ticklers

D. C. L., of the London University. Was knigh-
ted for an act of heroism in saving the life of
. E. the Governor of Bengal. We do not mind
if he is a Muslim.

(c) One of the women delegatos to the Joint Com-
mittee. Is an ornament of her sex, and the pride
of her countryinen, whether Hindn or Muslim.

(d) The alterego of Sir T. B. Sapru. If clover
advocacy could have brought us Swaraj, we
chould have obtained it long ago. If non-
co-operators plough the sands, he and his ilk
plough the waves.

VERY MUCH INVOLVED—(Continued from page 628.)

"1t’s quite all
right. Sorry, you've
been troubled ™.

CPhankS...oveee "

1 pub the receiver
back. I picked 1t up
again, 1 put my
lips close to the
mouthpieceand
dialled  Exchange
onze again.

“Hullo"” trilled
the same madden-
ing voice again.

* I want Thomas
Cook & Son, Trovel
Agents. The people
who book berths m
passenger steamers.
1 don't want a culi-

BUILD A STORY ROUND THIS PICTURE

fares are always pay-
able in advanes, No
doubf, you will be
sending us your
cheque by messen-
ger ? The exact fare
is £ 93-10s."

} Cheque? What
do you want a che-
que for ?”

[
Your
course, Sir.”

" Look hers, I'm
going to Europe to
attend the Confe-
rence. The Govern-
ment bears all the
expenses,”

fare, of

“Gorry, sir, my

nary artist or a cook- mistake. One mi-
general or a garge- nute, Sir, I will
uar or chau j}'.eur. look into the list of
‘Whirr { Click! Government  invi-
“You sare on, tees for whom paga-
Sir.” ages have  been
* Hullo, hullo, booked with us by
oo 3o 1t | A
1 ?u . . . ey M : i ‘rv SN«
Th.?mas G.O Ok?. For details of this competition, gece Editorial Chat.} | manaswamy, and
Speaking. then Liagat
“{am Leo, Editor. I wanbt a state-room by the Hussein, then Lioganatha Mudal'}ar and t;he,n Lilavati
next boat to Burope.” Bai....... ,.Sorry, Sir, your name is not here.’

“Yeg, Sir. One minute, Sir. 11 find out if any are
availaple. Yes, Sir. We find we have a very ni(fe one.
We can give you on the Empressof the East, sailing in
three days. In fact, Sir, if I may say so, you are very
lucky to ba able to get it. All our state-rooms werc taken
months abead, but this morning, Mr. Pogathy Rayanna-
gwamy cancelled his passage by telephone. We can
give you his reservation.”

“ Thanks awfully.”

“ Don't mention it, Sir. May we register your name,
Sir

“ Please do.”

“ And, pardon my monbioning ib, Sir, bub steamer

“ There must be some mistake. "
“I'm afraid so, Sir. "
“ Very well, I'll phoue up later."
“Very good, Sir. And thank you.”
“Thank you."

* E 2 *

Woell, that was the last avenus of escape, now cloged
to me. There was a tap ab the door. The offica-boy
sidled into the room. “The printing-room forsman
gays, Sir, the machine is idle and unless he has one
and a half pages more of ten-point, he can't make up
the forme........ A

Once more unbothe breach, dear friends!

—————————



(8) Attention focussed

(11) What a Magaaine!

(3) Down, out and out

J

(12) What p sex

eamer {

oo s

— CULLED GEMS

‘When women go wrong, men go right after them.
* ® *
Only the brave deserve the fair, but only the rich

can support them.
* Ed *

Money talks——and never more than when you

marry it
¥ * £

A girl may love you from tha bottom of her heart,
but there's always room {or some other fellow at the top.

created out of chaos, that was the greatest of all feats
Pf enginegering.”  Then the financier said quietly
£

Yes, gentlemen, bub I ask you,~—who created the
chaos ?”

Will it do it?

. . ({1} . . .
Tnrentor (to Capitalist) - “ This, sir, is an epoch-
making machine.”

. . 3 . -
Capitalist==—"1s 1t ? Then, let me see it make an
epoch. ”

* Yo ¥

The fomabto is not a
vegebable, but a  fruib.
Actors don't care so long
a3 it isn't o missile.

* K *

Girls have discovered
that without the man in
it there can ba no
roM ANca.

Tariff !
Mike:~" And how much

do you charge for
funeral notices ?”
Newspaper Clerk:—
“ Thirty cents an inch.”
Mike —" Be gorra, it's
robbery. Me brother was
six feet tall.”

The Bet of the Better.half.

=

She :—Shell out the money !
talk to you for a week?
He :—You did and you have won. I can easily afford
to give you Rupees ten, for, during these seven
days,I must have saved seven times that amount. man.

Out of her Wuy!

road when she noticed a

couple  of  yepair men
ﬂlK\ climbing telephone poles.

“Tools! " she exelaimed
to her companion, “they
must think I never drove
before I”

X _A .

1/9\ A woman moborist was
/hﬁ SN driving along a counfry
& i

A Close Shave!

A young woman called
a policeman because a
man tried to flirt with
her. Lucky chap! She
might have called 2 clergy-

Did I not bet I won’t

Deserving of our Sympathy.

It was midnight. In the smoking-room of a club, a
young man sab huddled in a chair. A friend entered.

“Hello, Smith,” he asked cheerfully, “ not going
home yet ?”

“ No,” muttered the despairing one, “I dare not.”

“ Why, what's the matter ?”

“Mattor ? At eight o’clock I telephoned to my wife,
gave her a perfectly good excuse for not coming straight
home,” and his voice sank to a whisper,  I've forgotten

what I said.”

Finance First.

A doctor, an enginser and a financier were debating
as to which profession was the oldest. The doctor quoted
the case of Adam’s rib and said: “That was a major
operation.” The engineer said : * When the world was

Something Wrong—Up !
An expert in aviation was observed studying a bird
closely.
*“ What’s up, old top ?”

“ I think his steering gear infringes on one of my
patents. ” :

Notice !

“ Darling, " she said, “ when we are married, you'll
have a woman in the house who really knows .how to
cook.”

“ Well,” said darling, “that’s pleasant news. I
didn’t know that you were an expert in the cooking line, ”

“T’'m not, " she replied, “but when we are married,
mobher is coming to live with us.”
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FIRST SIGNS OF
HER ADVENT

(Didw»w %SJEM.

ROBARLY, in the post-glacial Palaeoli=
thic period, ceremonial dances were
tn fashion, if painiings on rock-cut
caves are any testimony to the Cap-
sian culture of the period. DPrimor-

dial man, before he could talk, probadbly saw very vividly,

mimicked very -cleverly, gestured, laughed, danced and
lived without speculating as to whence he came or
whither he was bent. Before man became * civilised, the

Familiar forms of stovy and sketch and homely dance

undoubtedly went on, 1l a time came when these periodic

commemorations were exalted lo the rites and rituals of
the worship of whalever Gods that be that appealed to the
religious sentiments of men and women of the respeclive

periods.

The main trank of the Aryan cultural tree shot

out many a splendid branch, laden with the choicest of
Sfruits full of Rasa.l Its Teutonic Sagas, its Greek
Epics and its Samskrit Vedantic verses, reveal o predo-
mination of recitals which must have been inevitably
accompanied by pomp and ceremony, and dance and
music! It would seem that even the prophels danced,
afier the fashion of Dervishes and wilered oracles.

1 Flavour. 2 Virtuous Woman

But. for purposes of marrating this story, a dissert-
alion on the listory of dancing is cerlainly unnecessary.
Swfiice it to stale that, in this ancient lond of temples and
tanks, many of the Gods themselres are conceived as dancers
and, in particular, there 15 no qrander conception of
the everlasting operation of Creation, Continuance and
Destruction, than that conveyed by the bronze master
pieces depicting the eternal dancer of Chidambaram }
while the little lotus feet that marked time on hydra-
headed Kalinga will always be held in revevent adoration
by saint and sinmer amd prostitule and pativrata, 2
alike.

But let Deisvi start the story—Editor.)

In such a land and under the instinctive
sway of such traditions lived Rajam in one of
the by-lanes of Devipatnam. The only grand
thing about Devipatnam—or Devi-
patam as the bureauecrats called it—
was ibs temple. The rest were hovels.
But the temple was an Imposing
edifico—the despair of Epigraphists
and the
delight of
Archaeolog-
ists and
globe~t v o §-
ters. The
Cheras
and Ch()]u,-‘i,
and the
Pandiyas
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and Pallavas, of a forgotten age, had lavished on this
temple all the hest which the art of their respective
periods was capable of and the result was a symphony
in mellow granite.

Devipatum was a place of pilgrimage.  Out of the
pilgrims that flocked bo its shrine, the residents eked out
a miserable living. And here, as elsewhere, it was the
Goddess who drew vast crowds, by her alleged readiness
to grant whatever hoon the votary at her shrine craved,
with infinite faith in Her.

Rajam of the hy-lane, as she was called to differen«
tinte her from the many Rajams of the Iocality, was a
Devadasi—a servant of the Gods. She was but one of
many and though she came of a traditional line of
Devadasis, she was just common clay and had neither
pretensions to beauty nor inherent gracein her limbs. In
her younger days, she had failed to hook-up any of the
rich Zamindars of the neighbourhood. Her incowe from
the temple was next-to-nothing and she was under the
protection of one of the poor priests of the temple whose
ugliness and poverty matched her own., Hers was a
drab, uncventful, life.

Rajam was getbing old. She was nearing forby,
bué was necither fab nor fair. And the Gods had not
given hor any children.  She longed to have a wee, tiny
child—a givl, to keep the tradition going. IHor longing
heeanze an intense obsession and duy and night she
worried hevself over her sterility. Quacks, old women
and obnoxious concoctions failing Rajam, she began to
turn her thoughts heavenwards and wondersd if really
thers was a God above and if His henign dispensation
included the gift of babies.

Panchakshara Gurukkel,3 Rajam’s  consort, was
detained at the temple late in the night to perform an
elaborate arthajoma puja.t  When he came to Rajam's
house, for bthe night's rest, she, much to his discomiort,
wouldn't allow him to sleep.

* Aiyak ! In Davi's shrine I sec ever so many toy-
cradles hanging. Is it true that childless women pray
to Har {for children and when thoy do get children offer
a toy-cradle and hang it in the shrine as a votive
offering ?”

- " Liook here! It is late. Some fool wanted to spend
fifteen varahans on Arithajama abhishekam 5 and 1 am,
therefore, dead tired. I inust sleep. Don’t worry me
with grandmother-tales.”

“ Please tell me if it is true.

* If what is true ?”

“That, if you pray sinccrely and with faith, the
great Gods will give vou all bhat you ask.”

“Tt is all rubbish. One gebs what one deserves:
nothing more, nothing less. What kind of Gods are
these, Rajee, when I have slaved and sweated all my
life in their serviee, that they take away my wife and
only child ?”

“ But did you pray ?”
‘I suppose I did, in a mannsr of speaking.”

“I don't think you did it with faith. Familiarity,
they‘sa,y, breeds contompt. I am going to try fthe
experiment.

“ What experiment 9"

1

A devadasi has definite daily duties to perform in
the‘temple. All of us have neglected to attend to these
dutxef {or the simple reason that it doesn't pay ug bo do
so. From to-morrow onwards, I shall attend the temple
regularty. I shall pray to the Devi sincerely, devoubly
and beg her to bless me with a child. Tt us see whakb
happens. ”

"I know what will happen. You will be the laugh-
ing stock of all Devipatam."

4% .
I don't care, so long as I get what I want. "

“I shall pray thab you don't get it
want a child for 2" get it, What do you

“Wait and see!”

“ I would rather sleep and see,” said Panchaksha-
ram and brue fo his word went to sloep and did not see
his Rajee prostrating hersslf, facing the temple Gopu-
ram, whose solifary light in the ninth vikara 7 twinkled
like one of the myriads of stars overhead,

Panch:}kshnmm was right. All Devipatam was
vastly intrigued at Rajam's behavioyy. Early one
morning, the t:er_nple watchman got the shock of his life
when he saw Rajam sweeping the corridors around the
Devi's shrine and drawing elaborate patterns on the floor
with white flour. During the Desparathanag 8 after the
Ucchikala puja,? the Murai Gurykkq) very nearly
swooned when he saw Rajam, spick ang span :nd with a
patch of Kumkumam about the sigze of a h;.lf,-ru ee coin
on her forehead, handing him the Kump, degz;al;ielo

In the evening, at the Devi's shy

worshippers were ab first mildly Sul};?;;eglewﬁgﬂi:;
saw Rajam arrayed in the paraphernalia of t’;he Temple-
Dancer—velvet pants and all—standing modestly a;)ide
and conversing with a very old man, who wore a rodi~
gious turban. Rajain witnessed the Deepamtlzan?l like
any obher devoub pilgrim and her handg “Smote her
cheeks atb least half-a-dozen timeg during éhe deepa-
rathana. Her dubty of handing to the G'wrwkk(;l }t)he
Kumba deepam over, she was seen adjustine the folds of
her saree over her shoulders, The (;t}uwar 11 had
delivered himsalf of the day's Theparam and the 1k-
kal was about to light the camphor for the final ;;Z%Zzi
whon, all of a sudden, the old man pulled out a pair oE
cymbals from out of his turban and standing b hind
Rajam began to shout: § behin

Thom jllhatha—-Thathikita*Thom ! Thatha— Thathikita

The crowd gaped. The tem
And Bajam went through her long
of Nritya, while the crowd,

Ple servants gaped.
forgotten first-steps
perbaps because of the

8 Temple-priast. 4 Midnight Worship. & Midright ancintment and bath to idols. & Temple spire, 7 Niche,
8 Ritual with lights. 9 Midday Worship.

10 Brass pot lamp. 11 Reciter of Hymns,
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§ﬂm(§tiby of the place, refrained with difficulty from
jeering.

Her antics over, Rajam sang the Mangalaom in a
voice that could only be compared to a tin-sheet in
trouble; and the camphor blazed, the temple pipers
blared and the crowd brokeinto loud comnents on the
evening's unexpected entertaininent.

For nine days, Rajam was the additional attraction
ab the temple. Bub the novelty of the attraction wore
off, as Devipatam found that Rajam had acquired a new
tenacity of purpose and Devipatam took Rajam as it
took its temple-pillars and Vahanams12-—a necossary
adjunct to the temple, its T»ikala Puja 13 and periodical
Utsavams. 14

But not so Rajun's compoers or her consort,
Panchaksharam. The former circulated lurid tales thab
sought to. explain Rajum’s behaviour, while the latter
threatened to desert her. Butb she stood firm as a rock
and dared them all to do their worst: “ My mother
Devi will take care of mo and very soon, make e a
mother,” said she, to all of them and they laughed in
her face.

The months rolled on and still there were no signs
heralding the blessed event. “ My prayer has not heen
heard. My service, perhaps, is nob sincere enough.
I must be more assiduous, ™ said Rajam to herself and
she redoublsd her cfforts. She scored and serubbed the
floor around the Devi's shrine, daubed vermilion and
saffron paste all over the entrance, hroke an occasional
cocoanub or two and as for circwnambulations, she
easily held the record. In the short space of eighteen
months, slow and immperceptible changes took place in
Rajam’s physical frame and mental equipment. Consbant
work, regular habits, a well-ordered and diseiplined life,
had all contrived to make a new Rajam of her. Her
face ncquired the serene contentment of service done
with sincerity and the soft glow of a patience that
awaited with pleasure, the fruits of action. She saw life
from a newer angle, realised how few and small were
human wants and was fast becoming a philosopher,
much to the disgust of Panchaksharam.

Panchu was worried. His friends advised him to
take her to a doctor. “These are the firsh signs of
lunacy,” one of them said. “ Later on, she will grow
wild and begin to throw stones at you. TLunacy grows
in stages. This is the soft stage. Oh, I have seen cases
like this. Take my advice and take her to Madras.
There are very good lunatic-doctors there. They will
cure het.”

Panchu reflacted over this piece of advies. A changs
would do her good, he thought. At least, it will take
her away from the shrine. He had a little money pub
by and that would come in handy for a trip to Madras
and for a short stay in the metropolis. He decided to
discuss the subject that night with his Rajee.

“ Next woek, Rajes, we must go to Madras,” said
Panchu to Rajam, as she was preparing cotton-wicks for
the lamps in the Devi's shrine.

“ What is the matter ?" asked Rajam.

13 Worship thrice a day. 14 Festivities.

12 Mounts.

Devi, The Dancer

“ 1 have some work ab Madras. ”

“ Why should I accompany you 2"

“1 want you to coms.”

“Ican't. Who is to do all my work here 2"

* What work ?”

“Why, my work in the temple 2"

“Pteha!  Asif the temple will go to picces if you
stop your wonderful work "

“ Y()u know I never meant anybhing of the kind.
Lat.e as ib may be in my life, I have set myself cortain
duties. I must discharge them serupulously. Neither

(Iiny pleasure nor yours should stand bebween me and my
uty.”

(14 .
You talk now-a-days like a pandaram.15 I hope
you will be weaving a kashaya 16 sarce very soon.”

" . L] -
Perhaps, if my prayers aven't answored, I might
do some such thing.”

“Listen to me, Rajec. It is now very nearly two
years since you starfed this foolishness. I have always
liked you. You and I have no one clse in this wide-
world to carc for us. Do you honestly believe, that, at
this age and after all these years, it would he possible
for you o hecome a mother 2 The days of miracles are
over. Come, be a good girl, let us go to Madras and
have a good time.”

“Iam sorry, aiyah, but I can't leave the temnple
and my dubies...... Haven't I been faithful to you all
these years ?"

" T have never douhted that.”

“Well, why should you be ashamed of me now ? I
am doing no wrong. Hundreds of women flock to the
Devi’s shrine craving for the boon of a baby. I have a
better right there in tho shrine, for, I am by birth a
Servant of the Gods. Why did destiny apportion to me
the life of a Devadasi? Destiny could have made me a
‘ family woiman.” Fate has decided otherwise, Who am
I to struggle against fate?'

“ These are wise words and beyond me. I wish you
could be disillusioned! How long are you going to
behave like this ?"’

“Till I atbain my heart's desire.”
* And if you don't ?”
“ Till death I" said Rajam determinedly.

A millionaire Mudaliar in the metropolis prayed at
the Devi's shrine for a son and heir. His prayer was
answered. He consulted many of his friends to 'decide
hlovy best he could show his gratitude to Devi and Her
shrine.

“ Illumine the ninth vikara of Her gopuram by the
brightest of lights. Let the light shed its lustre liks a
beacon on a hill-top over all the countryside around.
Weary pilgrims bound for the shrine will look at it
miles away from here and murmur fervently to them-
selves, “ There! There! That is Devipatam " Oreate

15 Ascetio. 16 Saffron coloured robe of an ascetic,
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an endowment and ensure that the light burns for ever
and ever ! «aid a sincere friend, and  Mudaliar imre-
diately made the necessary arrangements.

On Farthigai day the licht was lit with pomp and
splendour. It was a day of great h?lppv‘n‘ingg ab .tlm
teinple. And Panchaksharam, for once, missed Rajam
inside the precinets of the temple and wondered if <he
was ill. It was past midnight when he could leave the
temple and he hurried to Rajam’s house.

“Why ? What 7 =What s the matber 7" asked

Panchalsharam, mavvelling thak anyone in pain could
he so happy.

IS 4[., l-, /n \ 1 T{‘ - i .
. Aiyale I coond Rajam, Don’t you sce these
signs of her advent v
m ’ r ¢ > "
Who 22—=What ? You don't say s0? My God!”
[13 i
b T r N e .
tather, my Goddess,” corrected Rajam.  “She
never fails Iler devoters. In five months more you
v LNy
shall have a daughter on your Tap.”

- >
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* Why ? What ?—What is the matter 7"

In the centre of the court-yard of her house was
Rajam, squatting. She was holding her head between
her hands and was straining every ncrve to throw out
of her throat tbe contents of her stomnach. It wasa
futile attempt, ending only in a series of heart-rending
convulsions of her larynx. The stars twinkled overhead.
A korosine lamp in the hall fitfully illwninated the
court-yard and the verandahs. Panchaksharam grew
anxious and hastened to her side with a question on his
lips. “ Are you ill ?" he asked her.

Rajam twned a beatific face towards him. “Of

course, I am !" said she, beaming with ecstasy.

“ Don't be silly 1" retorted T
are suffering from indigestion.
Omum-water somewhere,
shall give you a dosc.
morning.”

Rajam’s peal of laughter, that oye i i
irritated him, o was gebbing fed-ulrr;?zid}glrs i'(;,w::s,
and fa,s‘Ls .’\nd. bhe fool believed thyt she waé iﬁg'
nanb. 'gherc 1s no doubt that ey nmind is 'elt?bing
deranged,” muttered Panchaksharam o hir 1[:f and
wenb to look for the Omum-water bottle e

(Was Rajam mistaken ? .
Read the next instalment.)n Could Panchu  be right?

anchaksharam. “ You
There miust he some
Look for the bottle and I
You will he alright in the

THE

(S. TEEKAY )

A little carelessness in inserting the
enclosures to the letters. My! Whatc6

a sequence ! X

_/y\.

ANAVALAN was  an  enbhusiastic

man, ever sure of his eluverness,
in gpite of his {friends’ coufirmed
opinion that he was a fool thyough-
oub the vear withoub any special
parbiality for the first of Apil,

Manavalan had two inhorm  weaknesses-——women
and photography. These two filled his horizon, leaving
little space for anything clse.  Tle was a frequent
conbributor of snapshots to the leading dailies, weeklies,
monthlies and annuals. There was no  photographie
competition which didn’s find in him a compebitor. All
his spare time was spent in the dawk voom, when not
wasted ab the Marina sbaring ab givls,  Being the only

son of u big Zwmnindar, he had plenty of leisure.

He had just finished his light breakfast of six iddlies
plus ghoe and chuiney, lour vadais and a hot kooja of
colfec-—(he called himsell a very poor eater)—when the
servant brought himn the newspaper.

Reclining in hiy casy-chair, Manavalan read the
paper. fond of the :
especially the inatrimonial. Ile had senb scores ol his
photos to advertisers asking for bridegrooms buf had
never received cvon an acknowledgment.

He was advoertisement columns,

As usual the .natrimonial column caught his eager
eye and he read it carefully.

WANTED

A handsone, young and rich bridegroom for a
beantiful and highly talented Naidu girl, aged 18,
belonging to a rich and respectable family. Send
photograph, to Box No. 4232 ¢/o ‘ The Mail.’

Manavalan smiled and immediately assumed the
inimitable pose of the proverbial hridegroom. His hand
stole-up to caress his moth-eaten growth of a moustache
and his cyes gavo the glad-eye to himself. He wa
worried over the dotails of fhe pose in the photograph to
be submitted to No. 4232 ¢/o ‘ The Mail.

He had three [avourite poses:

1. Sitting 1o a chaiv and reading a beok.

2. Standing ealn and serens, staring beyond the
Camern, with his hands clasped b hind, his brow raised
wrinkled  like that  of 2 greab

and  the forehoad

philosopher.

3. Resting on the edge of a table and playing with
his dog, Jo-Jo.

And thoese attibudes, lar [rom being imposing as the
perennial {ool thought, were ridiculous to the extreme
and mirth-provoking. He finally decided wupon a
particular pose seated expectantly with clasped hands.

Then he turned over the rest of the pages of the
newspapor and eame upon a second attractive advé.
It was a photosraphic eonpetition set by The Digby's
Dog Biseuits Co. (Tadia) T&1.  All one had to do was
to subinit the snapshob of a dog, with the wrapper of a
packes of Dighy's Doz Biscuits. A sum of Rs. 3000 was
offered for the hest photograph received.

Manavalan became very happy and he saw in
himseli in the near fubure a happy bridegroom as well
as the winner of Rs. 3000 and bogan to seriously recall
the fivst object that had met his eye that morning. Wasg
it & broom-stick ? No! His old pair of slippers! What
a lucky pair they were! IHe musb have them placed
above his bhed so as to catch his oye first every
morning.

The two photographs, one of himself and the other
of Jo-Jo, were taken thab very day and developed and
copies gobt ready within 24 hours.

Manavalan was very fond of eolour and romance.
He wroto bwo covering letters, one to No. 4232 ¢/o * The
Mail® and the other to The Digby's Dog Biscuits Co.
(India) Ltd., and they ran as follows :—
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(1) Madras, 20—8—33.
DEAR MADAYM,

Herewith bthe photograph of the humble appli-
cant for your charming hand,

To

Box No. 4232,
cfo ‘THE MAIL'

Enclosure to above letter

(Read next colummn.)

He addressed the envelopes and placed a letter and
a photograph in each, closed and stamped the letters and
posted them without delay.

* * *

He had not to wait long for the resulf, for, on the
fourth day he received two letters, one from Jagannathan,
B.A., B.L., High Court Vakil, Madras and the other from
The Digby's Dog Biscuits Co. (India) Ltd.

The letter from the High Court Vakil was penned
thus =

Madras, 24—8—33.
SIR,
My client, Mr. Vasudeva Naidu, complains
that you have grossly insulted his family by

sending the photograph.of a dog as applying for
his daughter's hand and has instructed me to inform

(2) Madras, 20—8—33.

GENTLEMEN,

Iam englosing herewith the phobograph of a
lucky dog, wibh the wrapper of your hiseuit packet
and hope to be tho winner of your contest.

Yours faithfully,
To i MANAVALAN:
THE DienY's Doa Biscurrs Co,
(INDIA) Laan.

Enclosure to above letter

T

T

T

B U —

l

.
(Read st column bottom,)

.

you that matters can be
can part with Rs. 3000, R
be launched against you
with costs.

amicably settled, if you
Ise, a suit for damages will
and the amount recovered

JAGANNATHAN, B.A.B.L.

The Letter from T

read as follows :— he Dighy's Dog Biscuits Co.

DEAR SIR, Madras, 24—8—33.
In returning your

photo, wo regrot to disqualify

you, as we want photographg 0}’ real doggalone,

You may certainly be a luck
. d '
look like one, hut your phoboyis ?)%,rfsoul;%h you don’

Yours faithiully,
G. 8. LAMFREY,
Per Pro.

m

— Mpr.

JANGL!I JUNGL

Saoirs)

ED —

[ V. B. PRASAD )

HE ss. “ Crocodile™ of the famous
Grab Line steamed alongside the
Ballard Pier and helched oubt a
motley cosmopolitan crowd, with
the usual hebdomadsl complement
of Empire Builders.  After a brief
spoll of the customary pandemoni-
um incidental to the West meeting

the East, the pier was deserted,but for a solitary European,
gripping » medium-sized portmantsau and looking hard
ab the sky, while a couple of coolies were skirmishing in
the foreground resdy for a dash either at the grip or
in the opposite direction.

The solitary Buropean was about forty, tall, mighty
strong in the upper half and mighty lean in the lower
regions; a face—the concentrated essence of all the
Buster Keatons of the here and the hereafler; a tooth-
brush affair adorning the upper labium-—a perfect
replica of the immortal part of Hitler's equipment. He
wes delightfully enclosed in shorts and its eternal
satellite, the half-arm, open joy-neck, shirt,—a strange
rigging for & new arrival. But then, India is & land of
half-naked fakirs, as witness the coolies. So it was

alright.

Presantly, a smart, young journalist in search of
* copy, ' much as & jackal ab night after the erabs, butted
in on the scene aud sensing a possibility, aceosted the
lone traveller and passed the time of day.

“ Are you, by any chance, one of the bugs ”
growlad the traveller.

“ One of the what ?"
81

Merely a matter of point of view. The inmate of a lunatic asylum is certainly
entitled to his opinion on others outside bis compound wall. It is passing
strange that such opinions should be startlingly true.——~FEditor.

“Bugs, sir, bugs. Ain't you a guide ”
“ Certainly not.”

“Or & toad ?"

“ A toad ?”

“Yes. A terrorist.”

“No," replied the jackal, his primeval assurance a
little shaken. “ I am a law-abiding citizen, & gentleman
ab large and a journalist of sorts. I do a bit for the
comic press, off and on. " )

“ Comic press, is it? Say Mr. Journalist, do you
live in Bombay ?”

“ Just at the moment, yes. But I am here, there
and everywhere. "

“ You know the country pretty well, I suppose ?"

“ Inside out. What ! don't know of if, can be
written on a postage stamp.”

“ Good ! Look here, Mr...... Or.u.... " \

“Jangliwalla. You may call me Jangli for short.”

“ What s queer name! Look here, Mr. Janghi, I'm
Mr. Hannibal of...... of...... well, what does it matter?
1 want to do this funny country inside of a fortnight.
How would you like & jolt aronnd with me ? I'll foot the
bill, of course.”

“0.K. Iam your man.”

“You must steer me clear of those damned
revolutionaries. And, mind, no leg-pulling yarns.”
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“Righto! T will be as truthful as Harischandra,
*\Who ig he ?"

“ Harischandra ? Oh! e was a contemporary of
Moses. Pulled a long stunt out of truth. ”

“ I see.
of the ones ?”

“Why, the Taj.

“Tho Taj! Dash me......... I'd no......... well, let's
he getbing along.”

Which hotel heveahouts, do vou say, 1s ona

"

Caters to all tasbes, you know.

“ What aboub your luggage 2"

“My what?"

“Your luggage : trunks, hoxes and things. ”
“Oh! Thats gone in advance, ”

They focted 16 for the Taj Mahal Flotcl, at the
request of My, Hannibal, who said there was no sense in
engaging costly taxis for short distances.

“ Are you Scotch, Mr. Hannibal ?°
“ What if T am ?”
* Oh, nothing "

The two expectant coalias looked at each other, spab
in loud contempt and went their several WAYS.

“ Here we are!"” beamed Jangli.

They stopped on the side-walk, facing the Taj Mahal
Hotel. Myr. Hannibal stared at it with a puzzled
expression and nudged Jangli good-humonredly,

“Tut, tut, Mr. Jangli. There was to be no leg-
puliing business, as I undeistood the contract. Now, if
this is the Taj, why isn’t 1 made of marble and
moonstone ?”

“ Ha, ha, baaaaaaa! This is nob the Taj: only its
namesake—a hotel. The real goods is in Agra. ™

“Then, why the devil do they go mixing up names
and call hotels alter romantic monmnents M

“ Dunno.  Maybe the Directors of this Taj ure
romantic gentlemen. ”

They entered the hotel. Mr. Hannibal had a
wash and a brush up. They sab to light refreshinents
and commenced with o b-and-s,

“ When is the next {ast train to Madras, My, Jangli?”
(43 ¥ - Al s

But don’t you want to have s look yound Bombay
“ Not now.

Later. Wa will work down to it f
the North. ™ e

[
The Madras Eixpress leaves here this evening at

”

SIX.
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We shall go by thabt. And..... or...... by the
way, old man, my letbers of credit are negotiabls in

Caleutta. And...... er...... would you......, "
“That's alvight. I shall be charmed to be your
banker. We can square up later.”

Saying which

Jangli handed him g bundle of currency notes from his

wallet.

" Thanks awfully,”
“ Don't mention it.”

Sbéa}fg\(lﬁleln eaﬁcﬁx bofitle, at the piteh of his voice. Correct o
Centmle’ Wle'l Tixprass steamed majestically into the
o . . e yet the train was slowing down, half &

zen co ee-daqoctmn-coloured coolies got into their
co‘mpartment with astonishing agility, A dozen lank
arms grabbed the modggt luggage of the tourist&; and an
ggﬁzal Ydozen unshod legs made ready to go. Mr. Hanni-
Thinvk\ia):ls‘" Egems the proceedings with greab disfavour.
o gf t}ey were dacoits @ la Chicago, he selectad the
o fl ! bhe I(_)t and sent him howling to the floor with

voll-placed right hook, hefore Jangli could intervene.

“ Whatever did you do that for 3"

“ Why, man where's

s , S your senss of properby rights ?

Tl_ws‘z ‘bl.lsl‘lter‘s were evaporating with oml‘J th)i,ngsig and
Tust sald ‘no.”  Where's the harm in that 9"

Jangli eyed his friend

momboring the Haigy bt a libtle Coubttully : hut re -

; hitened up ang winked,
He is & cooly, poor fellow |
They are like that here. Good

citigqns, only a bit hasty. They
anticipate you.”

" Cooly ? Wall, don’t bother;
it dosen’t signify.”

" .
But it doss. Don’t you ses
you have damagoed him g bit 9"

[13
Qh, damn! Shut up!
Don't lat me damage you."

[13 "y .
. Como', coms, My. Hannibal.
This won't »

"‘ Don’t inind me, old fellow.
It's only my fun.”

113 .
Fm‘}, indeed! I dou't want
a repetition of your fun, or we
rart company.”

IRl
i

“No, no, no. Don'k < !“T [i Am?yiﬁg ;
tha.t:;‘ [should be sorry to IZ:X “\mm‘l@{gﬁmm‘
you. SN

So, first aid was adiinisteyp-
ad to the damaged cooly,
effecblvely:, vie a fola of silver
with  Hig Majesty's  head.
After‘scein‘g Mr. Hannihal to the o
loft him, with a promise to ¢gl] g coupl

x *
Night had set in,
Mount Road.

“Say, My, Jangli,”
“Yes 9"

bol Fleecy, Jangli
8 of hours later.
iR

They were sauntoring along
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Mr., Jangli Jungled

* What street do you call this?”

“ Mount Road.”

“Why Mount Road ?"

“Lieads to a Mount.”

* Which Mount ?”

“ Don't know exactly. Mount Everest, probably.”
“Bay, what’s there on the other side of that wall 9"
“Oh! That? That's the Governor's place.”

*You don’t say he lives there, do you 7"

*Yes, he lives there, sometimes.”

“The devil take you, Indians! Why don't you
house your ruler in a secure palace-castle, befitting his
rank ? The trouble with you, natives, is you are getting
demoeraticor and demoeraticer.”

“There, there, Mr. Hannibal. Don’t be getting
funny again. The Govnor ig alright. Ha doesn’t com-
plain. How shall we commence the revels 7"

€« Eh ?"

“The revels. There are dances, with bars aftached,
There are the talkies............ "

" What else is there ?”

“Nobt much, I am afraid. The brothels are sups
pressed, thank God. There are & few which do business
on the sly. Buk that's risky. There is the Legislative
Council, sitting late—great fun. Ah, yes! There's a
play in the Victoria Hall. Bub you won't be inberested,
it is a Telugu affair. Moreover, it would be half through
by now.”

“Never mind. The
play’s the thing. I want
to ses how you, fsllows,
managse the job.”

As they neared the
lane leading from the
Park station, a fellow
shot out ab top-gear, with
8 policeman and a few
ragged gentlemen-aboub-
town in hot pursuit. M.
Hannibal braked up with
astart and caught Jangli’s
arm in a vice grip, a
strange scared look in his
face.

“Let go, Mr. Hannibal,
you are hurting me.”

“ That fellow,~running
away, isn't he a revolu-
tionary 7"

You sesm to smell
Likely as not,

“ Revolutionary be blowed!
p terrorist in every obhser man you gse.
he is s gent. with rimble fingers.”

“ A pickpocket! Drat them.
Say, what does a revolutionary gat ?”

* Get ?”
“Yes.

“Oh! As the law stands, they get anything from a
ten years fo {ree-boarding-and-lodging pass for life.
Oncein a while, the proceedings are enlivened by the
introduction of a litile hemp."”

“Too dashed soft. Much too dashed soft. Those
rascals oughb to be hanged till they are dead as Charles
I then shot to make sure; thon quartered; then
dried ; then f{ried with a seasoning and caten, skin and
all.  Damned rats!”

They are as bad,

How are they punished ?”

Jangli locked hard at the physiognomy of his friend.
A disquieting suspicion ook possession of hiui: but he
shaok 1t off as too {antastic,

* *® *

They enterad the theatre. Savitri was pleading
with Yama for her husband's life, in a fine crescendo of
mackhari.

“ What's that woman yelling lor at the buffalow
chap ?"

“ That lady is just widowed,” said the guide. ” She
Is an ideal wife. Praying to the God of Death to
restore to her, her loxd. ”

“Then, why don' she put somse bragic, sugp!ianb
expression into her bally face ¢ She ig grinning.

“ What you call expression is not necessary on the
Indian stage. What she lacks in expression, she is more
than making up in sound. This one is a great acbress.
Almost a Sarah Bernhardt,”

* Punny ! Quesr lob! Let's move on. "

They eame away. Mr. Hannibal indicating e strong
desire to taste a South Indian suppar, Jangli took him to
Hotel Neo Rot and ordered two specials with extra
sweebs, among which there was a rasagulla. Mr. Hanni-
bal committed a solecisin by making a beginning with
the rassgulla.

“Mr. Jangli, what dish ig this ?"
“Rasagulla. "

“What! Not the famous Bengali sweet ?”
“Yes, it is. "

“Oh! Depraved rouges! Infringement of copy
right, I eall it. This is no more a rasagulla than you ar
my wife. I tasted s rasagulla once. I was divine. Thi;
is..."”

At this stage, the servant brought » vesssl to spoos
oub the ghee.

“What's that ?” asked Mr. Hannibal.
“ Ghee, saagaar,” said the servant.
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Without more ado, Mr. Hannibal introduced his left
hand index into the vessel and scooping a goodly bit of
the white thing, applied it to his tongue.

“Why, you blasted scoundrel,” he roared. “ You
call this hell’'s decoction, ghee ? If this is not deocdorized
whale fat, I am a cannibal. Police!”

“ Stay, hold, Mr. Hannibal. You are wrong,” soothed
Jangli. “These gents, are Brahmins, which means in
Sanskrit, among other things, congenital vegetarians and
anti-whaleans. Now, fellows, who don't toueh a Harijan
even with a pair of tongs, won't go near a whale, let alone
its oil. What ?"

* Precious lot you know! Come along. I don't
want your whale dinners. Don't pay the pickpockets.”

The tourists came away, all the hotel staff peeping
at them from safe points of vantage. They dined on
two heer bottles. Mr. Hannibal saying that he had had
enough for a night, Jangli escorted him to the Fleecy
and left him.

* * PS

Next morning Jangli called at the Fleeey to fix up
the itinerary in consultation with Mr. Hannibal.

“Your friend has gone,” said the Fleecy Manager.
“ Gone ? Gone ? Whereto, may I ask ?”

“Caleutta. Immediately you left last night a
gimlet-gyed chap tickled in like a cabt and after a little
persuasion, took Mr. Hannibal away by the Mail.”

Jangli choked. He nearly had a fit. He found his
tongue at last.

“ And what about me 7"

“ You? I don’t know much about you. If you are
further interested in the matter, please call at the
Cocoanut Bazaar Police Station.”

* * %

“ Bo, you, two, were doing India?" laughed Ins
Burtle. “He did you at all events. Ha, hi, hal Iris(c})i?'z
say you lost your money. But it would be sometime
before you get it back. You are a fine journalist, you
are! Ha, ha!”

“ But, officer, you don't say Mr. Hannibal is a...

. No, he ain't a criminal, if I got you correct. What
he is or was, you will know pretty soon. Write to
Bunting a,pd Boggle, Solicitors, Calcutta. And send thig
note on with yours. It'll help youn. Morning.”

Jangli wrote that very day ¢ i

. ) y to Bunting and B

in a ruet:ul vein. In due season a big, square, resgféi?-,
{Lblel IiOklig e(rilvelope came along. He tore it open with
8 shaky hand, and read onm, his f i
B ek ace a fing study in

Dalhousie Square,

Caloutta, 25th August 1933.

F. L. Jangliwallah, Esqr.,

Journalist,
Hotel Neo Rot, MADRAS.
Deax Sir,

Acknowlcdging roceipt of yours of the 5th July.
The gentleman you picked u :
. ‘ Pon B
ﬁm}e Mr. Ha,nn}bnl than you are Mrs. Cleopatra. And
: e1s not a tourist either. Hg is Mr. Frank D(o' le, till
u?fztc]mtly a prosperous bgsinessman in Clive Streoty“’/ha.b
WIth provailing depression, what with the White. Paper
generosity, what with the terrorigts-
berrorlsts,—“bhou_gh they have never m

allard Pier is no

> ! shot down a res-
pected business connection of his, mistaking him in his

distorted imagination for g disguised revolutionary
B0, we put him in » mental home.

In spite of rigid vig
did two idiots, assumisy
history. He passed himself off
hurry, exactly as on the occagio

he got away twice and
Y altases from ancient
a8 a tourist in o mighty
n under refgrence.

You know the regt,

Our private datective trac i
¢ A aced him ¢
brought himn away with the help lof tk?eM;::)(lii!;:a: aﬁt;

would have seen
ou, b rasqi : "
Caleutta. you, bub for pressing business in

We haye great pleasure in ¢
your emerging unscathed out of
two idiots aforesaid had their
Doyla.

ongratulating you on
this adventure. The
heads broken by Mr.

We have the further
annexed, as trustees o Mr.
for Rs. 400.—~which would ¢l
to you.

pleasure in handin

A\l g ou
Doylt_a 8 esbate, our chegue
ear, 1n full, hig obligation

Plsase own receipt.
Always at your servica,

Yours faithfully,
BUNTING & BOGGLE,

allard Pier, don's jump to
Olf dow;x from the hoat.
ake their debut in India,

gxa conclusion that he just g
.Luropeans, as a rule, ¥
in shorts, don't m

——
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PRESCR

TO DOCTORS

A Collection for the Benefit of Gentlemen of the Medical Profession.

An Eye on Business.

A young country doctor, starting business, was
roken in upon by his maidservant, who said, “ Them
oys is a-stealing of your green apples, sir. Shall I drive
1em away ?" The doctor thought for a moment, and
nen, looking the girl straight in the eye, responded,
No."

An Eye on It.

Doctor (to patient) —"I don't want to make you
nduly anxious about your health, but you have a car-
uncle coming on the back of your neck, and I should
dvise you to keep your eye on it.”

.Taking it Easy.

Friend :—" By the way, doar, how do you like your
ew doetor ?”

Nurse —"Oh, he's a charming man: healways
vkes life so easily I”

Fifty—Fifty.

Patient (calling on doctor) :—" I wish, doctor, you
rould give me a thorough examination.”

Doctor :—* Certainly, I will examine you for Rs. 20.”

Paiient :—" That's right ; and if you find it, I'll give
ou half.”

Some Consolation.

A doctor doesn't get depressed when he loses a
atient, because he reslises that the man might have
ied even if he hadn’t been called in.

Not so Patent.

Doctor (addressing crowd) —“ Two years ago, my
jends, I was a physical wreck, 'orrible to behold.
‘'ow I'm a-goin’ to tell you whab wrought this wonder-
il change. ”

0ld Man (in crowd) :—" Wot change ?"

Steadying It.

Pretty Nurse (to Doctor) :—" Every time I take
\ab patient’s pulse, ib goes faster. What shall I do?”

Doctor =" Blindfold him. "

Preaching and Practice.

Strangely enough, both the doctor and the vicar
are named Brown, and, as the vicar was & doctor of
ivinity, it sometimes led to confusion. For instance, &
ranger to the village once aske‘r‘i one of the natives,
Where does Doctor Brown live ?” 'Which one?” asked
16 villager, " im what preaches or im what practises?”

- suddenly all his patierts left him.

Ending the Trouble.

Mrs. Jones :—" I'm feeling much better this morn-
ing, doctor. The only thing that troubles me now is my
breathing.”

Doctor —" Um—ves; We must sea if we can't geb
somsthing to stop that !”

HOPE!

An Irish doctor was examining a wounded man, and
pronounced judgment as follows: “There are three
wounds; ons may prove fatal, but I expect he will
recover from the other two.”

DOUBT!

A man was filling In his insurance form, and the
agent asked him, “Have you ever had appendicitis ?”
“Well,” the applicant answered, “ I was operated upon,
but - I have never felt quite sure whether it was
appendicitis or merely professional curiosity.”

Ris Mistake.

“The only bad mistake in a diagnosis I can
remember,” said an eminent doctor, * was when I
prescribed for indigestion, and afterwards learnt that
my patient could easily have afforded appendicitis. ”

A Matter of Size.

Little Snooke had taken a hospital course in
Chemistry, and having a sore throat decided to prescribe
for himself. With great pride he handed his maiden
effort to the chemist. The chemist read it doubtfully.
“ Well, " he said at last, “is it a very big dog ?"

A Matter of Coverage.

An old lady went to a doctor, and he paiuted her
back with ioding. She asked what the fes would be, and
was told 3s. 6d. “ It's an awful lot for that little hit,”
she said, “why, I had my kitchen white~washed all

over for 2s. 64.”
Absent-minded ?

He was building up a successful practics, and then
In filling up a death
cortificate, he had absent-mindedly signed his name in
the spece headed, * Cause of Death.

The Diet.

“ Did you follow the diet I prescribed, namely, to
eat only such food as a three-year-old could digest ?”
" Yes, doctor, I ate two handfuls of mud, a piecs of
orange peel, a boot button, and a couple of cigarette
ends.” '
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one, huge Iumps of almong halwa.

s

Thig is the third of the delightful series of s]‘mr(: skebehes from the pon of Nrcmw”waM
certainly agreec with Nera when he says, * When they meek, some peaple lil{e. to {} or my part,
or shake hands. For Myself, give me some almond halwa every time, — Ebdli(t)ut hallo
Y e oy,

IR

HE othor day I heard my little child
pottering aboub upstairs. Guessing
thaf, as ustal with her, she was up
to some nischief, I called her
down and asked her sternly why
she had gone upstairs. She smiled

Wi —and said with a knowing look—

AT " Sure, because I wanted to come

downstairs.”  The finality and irresistable logic of it

shut me up—absolutely. I have said my father was a

great disciplinarian. He ruled the house with an iron

hand—~—encased in a velvet glove, of cowrse. He might
lose his temper; hut he never lost his power of calm,
quieb speeeh and perfectly balanced action. His anger
was, therefore, all the more effective on account of this
restrainb. He was, indeed, affeetionate but always
clothed his affection in a dicnifed reserve and only
occasionally permitted himself to relax. He was
methodical and punctual to the minute in everything he

did. Tverybody was quite pleased with his systematic

way of doing things except perhaps only one person and

that was that unfortupate person who had to cone twice

& week at 5 o'clock in the early morning—even on the

coldest wintry days—to shave him.

What use was emotion without expression 7 Ang ith
herl, protjlucbed thundor-stormg and even my ht}?;fr}';;;zo
seer mstant shelter by yotirine upstairs t( hi
room. Very soon, howovey, th;sky wmll ‘Im'rl D- e
sun would shine all the moye bri ‘ht” Cand o 128
would bf; all the happier. Love, i’vibiy hi?‘d wcve‘r?bodz
ove.rﬂowmg and often took the shape of 3 e, 3 e Wa}t‘ ‘
hutmrsy of enormous quantitieg of eambloi nfg(]?‘xs dlstflla |
hrute,” was an article of faith with hey Y i s b |
come acrass ‘her anywhere withoyt hey m.{; e e
liko g magielan, somo wondm'fully t ;
other. She had o high dietetie and
of sugar apd ghee, wheat, eurdg .
ix:;c} er(x]evetr he.m;-d of vitaming Tho other day she
jourl()y gf :a ,I:L.l,lfm{ sta.bl(an after o long and tediou$
ey of veral days. She way 08 on tho platform
SIOWR~up sons and danchtoss o ' in
law and grand children,  Apg fri o and.daughters'ln
alighting from fhe frai w ( o 'fn's‘h thing she did o7
Dot I was fio distribute to everyon®
presont | dhigt«:;”pri(v)‘f ;leond halwa, My father sab
anything ulm‘muc;fl :L?S]il;g}u»tgl‘htmk o 1o lid ot motios
the halwa with a 'SO))JU.W})‘:LL' ghrl\g),Lich s ol :‘;wzd}owlgg
prosenco of il Lt Yesh expression in b
people like tg siln(t?urll;hy‘ o oy nect, sord
X snout hallo or shake 1 5. Hor
give me some almond halw e bands o myse“ ;

of taste surely—and pogsi
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asty sweetmeat of
diplomatic opinion
and milk. And she

My mother, on the other hand, belicved that habits
were made for men and nob men for habhits, And she

never made the slightest attempt o hide her emotions. 1]
y of heredity.

deverybime. It is nll 0 matbef ‘

once producings |

Myself

And now I must tell you of my great adventure

with the snake. TFor some days befora the incident, a
anake had been seen in different parts of the house, or
were there many snakes? But none had been caught.
My father always dined at 8 o'clock in the evening.
Bvorybody in the house was expected bo sit with him
£ {or dinner. Woe unto anybody who was late or missing
when he entered the dining room. Thab evening I had
heen out playing foothull and rebuwrning home late,
undressed in a hurry and wenb over to a little friend
living opposite for a chat. Wo kept on talking when
suddenly I noticed it was pifch dark outside und past
So I ran hard across the street and jumped
up the sbeps to the house. As I did so, I felb a damp,
crecpy thing going round and round my ankle, Terror
struck, I shouted “snake! snmakel!” Father, mother
and cverybody rushed out of the dining room.
Seeing the ugly, venomous thing coiling round my
ley, each sbarted beating it and my leg with towels,
sticks and umbrellas and  whabever else anybody
could lay their hands upon. But the wrebched thing
kept its hold. And there it rewained—sa thin light
thing, black and shiny, squirming, twining itself
round and round my ankle. At last my family doctor—

8 o'clock.

an ayurvedic-pandit—who happened to be there, as he
generally spent hisevenings with us, took great ecourage
and with a brave offort put his hand through the coils,
snapped the awful thing off my leg and threw it far
away. Oh, the relief of it! Comparable only to those
ecstatic moments in one’s life—when o splitting headache

or a corroding boothache leaves one of a sudden. But
my leg was badly bruised with all that heating. It was

painful and swollen. Every kind of oinbment and
medication was applied. Tverybody praised iny presence
of mind in keeping wy leg stiff and allowing it and the
snako to be beaten hard. FEncomiwms were showered
on the Pandit. He wag, indeed, the hero of the hour.
Then somebody suggested that we might see what sort
of a snake it was that had made such a murderous
attack on an innocent boy. There it was, lying where
it was thrown, hroken and inert—a long silky picce of
hlack boob-lace! I had used it earlier in the cvening to
keep my socks up in position and had forgotten to take
it off when I undressed in a hurry., When, later, I ran
across and jumped up the steps, it had slipped down and

went round and round my ankle. Thus happened my

great adventure with a snake.

PROVERBS ARE PROVERBS BU

(1) A Fool and his Money are Easily Parted (?)

PAARMTEENE

f ] . # ///

TAKE 1T
CAREFULLY Er
GIVE 1T TO THE

W

v

e g

e oy ki mamma,

The highway robber, lurking inside the Bank's premises, was waiting for such an opportunity. “ At last!”

sighed this gentleman of the road, as he overhoard the Sowear telling the Boyee, ** You fool, take it carefully
and give it to the Manager.” The Boyeo was duly shadowed and while traversing a by-lane, the attack began.
But the fool, with utter disregard to the proverb, started pounding his assailant into jelly whilo the bag of

money lay snug sand safe in his capacious pocket.



THE NEW

[ P. P. SAMUEL |

THERAPY .

The patient dabbles in a little
palmistry and forecasts the possi-
bility of the fat doctor’s demise,
It cures the doctor, at least of
superfluous flesh.

R. SRINIVASAN
stulked into yuy room
with the solid tramp
of an Ayrshire prize
bull and deposited his
half-ton of beef on a
small bedrooni-chair
built for a feather

weicsht,

“YWhat's up ?" he wheezed, when he had
stopped puffing like a steam-roller.

“ Acphyxia,” I groaned, turning my face
involuntarily towards the window. He
occupied so much of the available space
that I felt a sudden lack of oxygen.

He folt my pulse, stared at my tongue, |
dug into my liver, pounded my chesb, did !'
gsome Swedish jerks on my abdomen and !
asked me to recite, ' The Charge of the Light L
Brigade. f

He stopped me when I had done with
the first lot of guns.

“ Bnough, thanks,” said he. “ Look hers!
you are fundamentally O. K. All that you
need is a general tuning up. Well, here is the prescrip:
Kalzana for your bones, Haemoglobin for your red
corpuscles, and heaps and heaps of butter to give y
some padding.” e you

“ Cut out the butter, doe., " T suggested, “ and lend
me a bit of your generous padding, will you ?”

I wasn't surprised to see the doctor look

Now, if you ever happen to try to make a three-hsllllr(l)glr{gg;
pounder confess that he is a bit beefy, you will reali
that it takes a _bit of doing—something like convinciIS(i
a woman of thirty-five that she isn’t five years yo “15
than she really is. younger

“ Am I over-weight ?” he askéd . ]
m 3
huttery voice. 8 1 an Injured,

“Just a trifle,” said I. “ A wee hund i
) . I o« o
of superfluous tissues. But don't worry. gf(i\geéil;t“? \ -'{{Wo
off all right in a couple of months on Eng and exel:::[isel"z

“Don't rot,” laughed the medici
. ne o«
know I am not in Marathon form just at pr:*]:sréilb IY(Z(;

am rore bhan ﬁt/ DO you expe eve:
l. ] { . ch e ¥
(hmenslona.l llke you ‘_)’, p ryone to be tWO'

~my stethoscope and tongue

% 1\{
ay be, T min wrong, Aesenlapius, Ty

. [11'00 ching
wth of sixty-
.l)utbqn ol the wuistcoit
rty-six ub tho chest. But
ration and things of thab
I you what, old chap, Drop

are, perhaps, better than

o ) r than mere one and o o
four mch’es round the fourth wtion or®
more desirable than a paltry th
yot; hla.ve heard of fatty dcg.'cnc
sorb, haven't you? I'll te
butter * e

“ Th& ’ . "
chang pti;clece;a.l f]}m' 'ho bellowed. “ We soom to have
o oanged m“, -tl or .'Lught I know, you ars the doctor
18 patient. Would you like to borrow
-depressor, doctor 9"

ﬁinued:.éé;-;zltllg lﬁ?;a:g;fll?rn?gricef brother leech,” I con-
take Eno's or y 1Y 1gnoring his remar “ And
ek 1;;) ngéullér\llgclnens firat thing ngslynx?ngl.-ninéh;ﬂ
Preferably in yourl%vﬁog:)igrmmg[ ou an eight-anna i)ib.
don’t go ¢ Ny ce.  Now, {or Faletulf’ 8

go about messing with those 1mtlenéllfzf;izjlviﬁgz

.[Ih y lll.g iS oLV (¢] ’(L aw y onve
e 1 hb d S I (e} th t. t I ¢ 1 (3] our
l . . ] ] l ] ] a 3 but Would 1 L y

three nice, smooth, f grape. Noed I tell you thab
week-day) better th ull, shiny chins aro (even on

flaps behind themn ? f:done chin ‘:Nm‘ two unutbersble

............
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“If" he interrupbed, “If any other blighted ass had
the brass to preach me such a hoiwnily, I should cerbainly
‘have gob my back up. But, ab the same time, I should
like to correct a bechnical error and inform you that I
age not far above the average weight for 1y height.”

“ Not very,” I agreed. “ Bub in these days of econo-
miee, why don't you think of the tremendous lob of
. savings you can effech, if you listen to my advice? Two
‘yards less for a suit, nothing wasbed over bubbor, no
snapping belts to replace, loss money thrown away over
repair of furnibure and the hack axle of your muotor-car.
" And it is a simple axiom in arithmetic that three chins
| require threc times as many razor blades per week as
. one. ' Many o mickle makes a pickle—or something,

" as the Scots say.”

g

“ Look here, my boy,’
Bohemians. 1 live by rule. .
antiseptic and I live on an exquisibely

consisting of

He disappeared Hk
fats, carbo-hydrates and
ahsolutely out of my depths.

“mo make a clean breast of it,

the surface again, Ny :
the medical profession to keep my weight down.

you know,
shapes our ends.
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|

" gaid he, “ I am none of your
My house is entirely
balanced dieb

o o diving duck among proteins,
vitamins (A—G), leaving me

said he, coming bo
“ 1 have bried every moans known to

But,
there is a Force outside our conftrol tha

B
: e “ Don't rob,” he shouted.
xii!llli.“

RETERINS

‘lilu
i

e 'i.[ihe

“Not to mention the middle,” I rejoined, taking
hold of his righf wrist gently, and staring ab the lines
on his palm.

New Therapy

I cocked my oye to the right and then to the 1eft,
gcrewed up my face, pursed my lips and studied his
palm as carcfully -as Choiro himself would have dons,
And there he sat, like Joe, the fab boy, caught stealing
butter from the eupboard.

“Oh God I” eried I, suddenly dropping his hand.

“Now doc., what news?” I asked him, as it I

meant to pub him off the scent.
“Don't try to side-track me, you silly,” said he, in
his familiar way. * Out with the life reading, palmist.”
“Iam no palmist,” sald I. “Tam just
Qevrons just a...... dabbler.”

“I have heard
people say that you arc about tho best
palmist in S. India.”

“ Bubbish "

“Be a good boy for once and do he
gerious,” he pleaded.

“Mhere's nothing peculiar aboub your
palm except ...... P es) | TR O, nothing
at all”

1 could see anguish wring his brow.

“Toll me,” he gurgled.

“I wish I hadn't looked ab your pgﬂm,"
1 wailed, trying to look as sad as a jutkas
horse. )
“mell me, tell me the worst,” he cried,
with eagerness sitting in every curvo of his
face.

“1f you insist like that, I suppose, 1 have
to tell you. There is a large gap In your
life-line at thirby-soven. But....,..but..:...
}  but who knows you may not survive i6?
@6 Dy the by, what is your age ”

“ Thirby-six and o half.”

“fPhen rest casy. You liave six months
yeb.  And after all my reading may be

"
Wrong.

% £ *

Three months have passed by and he "15 now o
licht-weight. But thab cadaverous look has disappeared
frcc;m his face because 1 have 'told hlm_ that the hfg-
reading was just a biuff to’ frighten him oub of his

fat.

*You are o genius,” he applmvlde@. “ Your New
Therapy did it. And I het I won't give you another
chance to cure me. Il hurile off home, straightaway,
tgnd tell my wife that I have {forsworn butter and

potatoss. Cheerio!
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/ NOU

Kg\-r: CUR" —
Z ’:Dﬁ WAG YQLW‘ TA‘! 7
vou! CUT THROAT DYOIG/ iy,

AISER

(By The Hony. Sub-Assistant to the Associate Editor )

HE Editor was out.
When he isn't, he will b shoyt—

He always is.

of tomper—and cash. It was as
well.
As I turned, the office-hoy

handed me a note. I [rowned at
him. He was growing fat—in the head—and had read
too much about Northcliffe. The way this hoy cast
glances at the Editorial easy-chair wag positively
indecent. I twirled the note between my fingers and
hummed an air. “ Any idea, boy, where the chief is ?”
I asked him.

“Try two six naught, naught and ask for the enclo-
stire,” said the boy helpfully.

I picked up the directory,looked up 2600* and then
flung the bock at the hoy's head. He dived like a seal
and vanished.

Then, I remembered the noto given !0 me by the
boy and spread it out. I read:

(1) I want something funny
(2) Submit a peppy idea for a competition.
Look sharp!

That was that.
1 reversed the agenda.  Applying saud-paper to the
gye and u pencileshavpener to the nose, I looked sharply
around for an idea. I found a used envelope and on itsg

back indicated a lay-out.

I rang the bell : no response © shouted for the boy :
no response either: went out and found himn absorbed
in “ More Educated Evans” e was known to have

v

* Mental Hospital: eriminal enclosure.

. Law, . Anyway, with ears 1y
eyes liberally skinned, I wag toddling along Broadwsy |

picked many a winner with o vin.  The process is

simple.  You take the deeoptance-sheot, close your oyes -

and sba?b the sheet with a pin, On whichever name
your pin has made a hole, the “ Cept." is indicated

“Give this to the chiof when
said I, handing the hoy the envelo
the idea for a competition.

and if he returns,”

" Did the chief say anything in particular before he -

wenb ot ?” T asked the boy, hofore leaving the place.

“I think, he did,” said the boy g

describing some of my remote ancestors.”

“ I know them,

Tam also going
; ' out. Wi
office and your step " somg out atch the

i

E

My sacred aunt! Wh i
. . 80 ¢ ab with
Maga_zmes ;:&lo.re, and  writerg by the million, every
conceivahle subject and theme hag been ma.n-hlwndled
and knocked out of shape, (

Something Funny !

i“ . .
. \Xf,:ll, s%mcthlng 18 bound to happen, Tet us take to
18 road,” sald something with;
in me and I the
road. ook o
The late lamonted My,
}mbtdt LO .&dvme the youths whe sub ab his filaral
wi to o " I X i
cct to go 11.1L0 ‘L]m thronged thoroughfares of the metro
p'ohs to .dcrlv‘(i mspiration therefron. quote from his
obiter clict«‘c, If one were o keep one's ears and eyes
open, one is cure to geb something "—snuif o1 igaretbo
smoke > " VIVl "
¥ f)kl ;H} bi‘ P¥e or a vivid vulgar phryse flung into the
L LL}I( ulting the by mpunu with g never-forgettable
reverberating twang. It ig an experinient well worth a
trial ¢ o s / ’
rial and inay even land One veeasionally in g Courb of
whaphorically cocked and
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Iyelvet=vest veteran of the two.

o

pe bearing on its back °

rinning, “ He was

t .
..... « natural ® hwmorish ]

His Master’s Noise

when the conversation of bwo Muslims, who were prece-
:ding me, arrested mny aural attention.

“How delightfully he plays the Sithar!” said the

. “Pshasw I" gpat the burly onc.  * He started life as

% cotton-cleaner. You know the ‘twang-bwang' of the

twine with which they beab cotton! You give him the
Bithar and two bags of cotton. ITo will clean the lob in
i;wo hours! Music! Some people will sce music in a
road-roller levelling gravel I”

Cooum and found myself on the Island grounds. Pitying
Thomas Munro for.the stirrup he sadly lacked and
howing to His Lordship Boddam patiently serving his
torm inside a cage, I wondered, if inside ths carnival
grounds, one could secure something funny, when, to the
right, a lootball match very mueh impinged on the ear
and clamoured for the focus of the eye. Turning,
I wualked up to the crowd and high above the din
recognised a shrill eontralto which could not have issued
from any other throat except thab of our office-hoy.
There he was shouting and gesticulating and not o fifty

The Misgleading Dial
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Visitor from the Village — However do you find the time from this clock, my dear ?”

I was in the fringe of a crowd by now. 1 craned

fny neck to see what the row was about. There was tho
ot Brahmin hotel-proprietor I knew, outside his hotel
i houting himself hoarse and attempbing to kick the new
alayalee servant, who had put the salt inside the ice-
‘bream pail. It was another version of His Master's
oise, for the Malayalee took it all gently, with his tail
etween his legs—very docile he was and too close to
bis master : but perhaps he knew that too much adipose
ssues are & groab handicap for delivering an effective

ick.

And so passing the Burma-Shell pile and the exten-
ive Fort Railway Station, I crossed the jade-green
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yards away was the chief himself, singing the refrain :
“Man on you, Munuswamy!”

Two from the office at a match were bad encugh and
wo, Indians, do not fancy a trio: so I left the grounds
and ran into a slow procession—It was a funeral.

“@God! Here is Fun!” said I to myself and very
nearly collapsed.

* * *
“WHERLE ?" thunders the Editor.

Between
ask you, is

A
b
.

&

v



Suicide for All

even a * By your leave’, when I was enjoying my choiq. trapped me must be laughing at me in his sleeves as an
And to disturb me when I am sipping my morning easily gullible fool. But Time will turn the tables, Sir.
coffaa is to place your hand on a non-insulated fuge in I know the company has fo shell out the tin if the
an elsctric power-honse. I have a nebulous sort of iden  policy-holder commits suicide a vear alter the paviment
that long helore Satan invaded the Garden of Bden, of the first premium. Wait, my dear fellow, wait. You
the Insurance Agenk had disturbed tha peace of Paradise. will laugh to another tune hefore the gaine is finished,
He must have whispoered into the ears of Hive, that she when you will find my name in the obituary lisk. They
should be provided for the future in case Adam should laugh best who laugh last.

kick the bueket all too soon.  And this fellow had spoiled

the day for me with his talk of policies, premiums and Addison killed Sir Roger de Coverley that no one
bonuses. Shorf of a blank ‘No’, I had tried all the olse might take that liberty with that cminent Knight.
possible means to got vid of him. T pleaded thut I was I would like to put an end to my exisbence that no one
8 vietim bo all the diseases inthe pharmacopoein from  else might doit. I will not, if I can helpit, leave a
toothaclia to tuberculosis. And onee, I averved, my knife which posterity would proudly preserve in a
hoart had actually stopped heating for {ull ftwo minuteg. muscum as the weapon that took the Neilish life. No
I made him understand that thore was a strain of ove shall have a chance of boasting that he has worsted
insanity running in the family and I convinced him me. It shellbe said of me, as Mark Antony said of

SUIC

( Neil 4" ) that heredity connts. The fellow heard me out as cool gs  himself—a Roman by a Roman valiantly vanquished.

et Canteen ) § a cucunther and accepled me as a first class risk. A farcg And of late, Death and T have been running a  nock-tor

L of & medieal sxam. ab a neighbouring doctor’s, and Twas  neck race. Countless are the navrowshaves 1 had recent-

i richer by a Rs. 5000 policy domped on e, and poorer ly. When I was \\:n}kmg CIOSC‘ to a bm]&mg-the ther

Neil A’ Canteen handlos sbrango thomes. No i by a few cups of coffee to which the blighter had helped —day, 8 huge hlack inissed me by inches. Th? train Wh“{h 1
man has Yived his life if ho has not at some HMe i Wiwsall withoub an invitation. No wonder, T am feeling Would imve‘cwught, but for the ha,ppy U‘CCIdE"’}t_ of being
or obher bhought of committing suicido. 0% § _ late by a minute, had been wrecked in a collision. And
erowded 1 o tmitbing S e X 8 f:obra s fang, darted wwh.une_)rrmg precision, had Just
wded hour of glorious life is worth an age W™ ¢ niesed my ankle and emptied its venom in the hind
oub & name,” § tyre of my byke. And as for street-fights, where thereisa

liberal exchange of brickbats and soda-bottles, I am like
the Irishman, who, when he heard some comsnotion ab
the far end of his street, sent his daughter fo enquire,
“ Trad would like to know, if there is going to be o row ™
said the girl, " cos, if so, he would like to join in it
Yes, Death has been pursuing me like an avenging fury,
and I feel it up to me to beard him in his den, to rush
to death ag if to a bridal bed. And perhaps, when you
carry the war, into the enemy's camp, Death will fight
shy of you, as some worthy recently demonstrated. He
prepared himself for suicide, leaving nothing to chance.
Believe it or not, he took an over-dose of a mild " poison,
hanged himself from a tree on the sea~shore, and held a
Joaded revolver in his hand, ready to blow his brains out,
if the other strings in his bow should snap. Ths poison
was slow in its effect and finding his medulla oblongata
too tough to be snapped by the knof of a rope, he held
the revolver to his temple and pulled the trigger. Obvi-
ously, he was the sort of shot who aims ab a cathedral
tower and misses it by a hair's breadth. The bullet
snapped the rope into two and he fell into the sea. After
gulping down a gallon or so of sslt waber, he was washed
ashore, Meanwhile, the sea-water had neutralised the
effect of the poison !

) HE sudden and rather unexpé®t
appearance of a few grey ;
near my tomple, casually (16t6°

daring the morning toilette:
sot mo furiously thinking.
general rule, thought is a 10%%
which I seldom indulge i
have too much regard for %
tea-spoonful of grey wmatter to squander it in %
speculation. The sight of those offensive hajrs, M
ever, has seb the old onion a-spinning. Grey
might be the white-wushed ruilestones we leave heb¥g
in the Journey of lifs; they might be the visiting-cof
which old Father Tiine loaves upon our foreheads. %
they tell me that I have left those ‘ trailing cloud®®
glory.' far behind me~—in short, that I am getting ol ok

oo k=3
“!Ir;':.

And T don't like gotting old. When the limeld
ceases to be focussed on me, I have consad to exist.
not want to be relegated into the liinlo of oblivion
back-number. I do not want to Le pointed out ”‘.’ &
thing That Has Been rather than a thing That I8 i
at the height of your glory " was oue of Nelson's 83i¢
which he died to keep up. If Wellington hod 3%
immediately after the Battle of Waterloo, he would bs;
been deified as a hero. Instead, he lived to a rire 3
age, and the world today remembers him as a curf”
and hard-swearing Tory rather than as the victohy
Napoleon. When I find the visions of youth moo¥3
ab tl;e lmpotence of old ags, when I kuow that 1
beading fast to a sonile dotage, I know I will ring
curtain down on my existence—by suicide.

Can you, gentle reader, lay your hand upon your
heart and honestly tell me, that not onee in your life
have ‘you ever thought of o little bottle with & red-label
with *Poison' on it, at the chemist's ab the corner of
the street? No? Not even when with your heard
a-pit-a-pat and your fingers trembling, you break the
wrapper of the paper that bears your examination
results and find there every number in the numerology
oxcept your own ? Of course, thoughts of absconding to
Bombay or Singapore coms next—bub that little bottls
aa vindictive as * Ate today, and if I stir out, I am sure leads. And one need not f_eel 80 g'uilty over ik _Foz" in
thera would be at least half-a-dozen cosualties among the rough-and-tumble of existence in & world which is &
snsurence-agents ere the sun sets. The fellow that °deep vale of tears’, thers is scarcely & single individual
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voeeomissed me by a few inches......

.. The situation has in no wise Leen improved bY 4
visit to me this morning—visitation would be the Lo !
word—of one of that hateful fraternity that infest® 3
world and vitiates its abmosphere—I mean an insul® g
agont. The tfellow had barged into my room With%}
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The Merry Maga,zipg

wughts of suicide do nob ohtrude

upon whose mind £l ' :
If there is, my hat

themselves at some tine or other.
off to him!

Do Quincey might <ing the praises '()f'murder as &
fing urt, but ever sinco veading Dr. Swmile’s 'V(‘)luma on
Self-Help, T have been inclined to baclk up snicide. Wo,
as o generation, are getting moro setf-reliant thun ever,
and do not want to be obliged to another ; no, not even
for the butt-end of a cigarette. And oreover, itis a
dolicate task to put o vevolver into your friend’s hands,
and sk him to discharge an ounce of lead info your
brains. You do not pay a discount to his sentiment, for,
say what you like, wa ave still full of that stulf, in spite
of Bernard Shaw.

1 am all for suicide, but suicide in the mosh artistic
way possible. The deed should live after me, as the
statue of Vonus do Milo or tho portraif of Mona Lisa do,
Jong after the bones of their creators have crumbled into
dust. The idea of wmy body being fished out of a
filthy pond with pupil-less eyes and a wqter-lo_gged
tummy is preposterous. To be found 'osclllszmg like o
pendulum from the branch of o tree with & noose round
the neck, is worse. To bo anatonised inta chops by the
whaels of o train is erude. Such means of ejecting the soul
from its fleshy tenement jar on our sense qf art. Dress
my body up in its Sunday clothes and lay it on a clean
bed. Let thaere be on the lipsa smile and on the face a
gerenity, imprinted there by the Angel of Death. Lot
my body lis like a fair casket from which the’ precious
jewe! has been rifled. Verily, it must be said of e
that after ‘life’s fitful fover, he sleeps well.”

And to think of the obituary netices and the
epitaph on your tomb! It would 1'9ally make you come
mit suicide, for it is a sin to speak 1ill of the dead. And
my only wish is that I should be able to be conscious of
the fine things that ava said about e when I am gone.
I shall have a hearty laugh at the writer of that
obituary notice and wmy very bones shall rattle in their
coffin. To hear the plaints and laments und to see the
tears cf those near and dear o us, fo realise that by ouyr
exit we have created a void in the heart of some which
would take long to be filled up—really, it soothes our
vanity and lays the flattering unchion to our soul.

Moralista always reise my gorge, when, with an ajr
of infallible wisdom, they proclaim that it is cowardly to
commit suicide. Rot! There never was a greater
fallacy. They write a three-column editorial or make g
three-hour spesch on the courage of an Amundsen or g
General Nobile, who have after all only tried to explorg
the Arctic. And they have only a sneer for the herg
who, tucking up his slesves and girding up his Ioinq’
makes the fatal plunge—the leap into the dark to darz
the unknown. Travesty of logic! If you have praiseg
prepare to shower them on him who, without rudder m:
compass, launches his frail bark on to the unchartered

geas.

But still the coroner at an inqu : .
believing that suicide can be commiht(édesglg‘ ?:;Slzh?‘m 101}
insanity. The reason is obvious. Thanks to Finstein
we know that sanity and insanity are only relative
terms. Ask any inmate of a Mental Hospital and he
would tell you that his asylum is the only casis of saniby

v

in a sahara of lunacy. Bub he is kept under lock and

keywhcc_mwc “it is a mad, mad world
And the Irrefutable proof of Hamlet' insa:ity i

did not eommit suicide when he mwh‘t ’il },} B i ho
1{1 'IF]leEde of stalking on the sbugcn t'ant?u,}(uﬁ ('}(é;w
;h::; )tyt; f‘i’?of f‘ﬁési’»l‘l\ﬂt sel{-surrender, he gould h‘L\;(:)
! nbhe glonous galaxy of Othello and Br (
simply thrusting a poisoned vapier infg };iq l)ds:)\)ltug, by

s bosom.

One crowded 1 i
ed hour of glorious
ome ¢ ¢ s life, sans the poat, 1
:Z'(:fh(;x{n ago t\]nthout & name.  And hepe 130(>xnel)t:)vtt’:llg
h id %Y ‘
rus. 101;3 “131110.‘ Why nob  we  caltivate int)cn:'.g
ti )G:i,mc,« . (éxuy nf!: with ore, eondense all hy )
gﬁ%m({{;! e\m 0 one ' little sensation and thm»-cmnm'l;
“mny, to n.l great (fzeneml recently retived fromml;;l
army to make way for the py ion o
: romotion of ! [
B o ke w ol a Rierarehy
subordi att{; érﬁxks. Why not put an end to <me'~;ho}("o‘1
] g AL the younger generation mj tht he g o
chance to show their mettlg And t] ons o
orame ‘ Inetble ? e menae 2.
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ol it here ; ed {or us
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“KUNOS ™

«easSarade glared ot H.E......

A tale with a moral
in political life.”

e b i e st o e e

NCE upon a time, in a distant province
3 of India, thers lived a hoy ecalled
; Ram. Ram was a naughty boy.
Lying came nabural to him. He
lied to his brothers; and he lied fo
his mothor: he lied all over the
) place and he lied most of the time.
1f sver he was caught in a lie and if people puf him
inconveniant questions, ho said simply : “ You go to the
Devil, I shan't answer you" So, you can guess whal
s rude hoy he was. When he played in the streets, he
flung nud ab the passers-by and whon they turned
back, he triod ta look vory innocent. He was, as you
nay expect, the berror and despair of his teacher.  This
teacher, » mild, ald man, named Molundas, beeame
very unhappy aboub hine and wenb o his father and

sadd s ¥ What can we do aboub Bam ? Jle locks and

nebe Like w Rakehioga.  Whenever he opens his mouth to
speak, prople Lugih ab him, for hie sbutbers so. ﬂqa hg“s

boen ab school for years and yeb can barely sign his

name. Bab worse than all, heis a had Bar, flings mud

at poople, 1s rude in his manncrs, and can k‘cup qeither

his friends nor his pronises.  And if T question him, be

says, 'Goto the Dovil!” What is he good for, cxceph

the il 7" And so the old man rau on.

“ If you have money, you can always succeed in life, especiall
The trouble is with people who seek money and not su’cceé)s oy
in politicg] life, 'Thereby hangs the tale |

Bub Bam’s father was a very elever man and knew
a great deal more about life than this silly, old school-
master; and be sald with a proud smile all over hig
face: ~ Our Bam may not be good enough for any ons
of the huwmdrum professions. But he is not foolish
enough to go to jail. On the other hand, my dear sir
do you not ses that he has the makings of a successfui
polibician ?  If you can’t make a man of him, don't you
worry. Ican and will make a Minister of him I'*

So, he abt once book the boy in hand. He

him tosay “ Notice " instead of “ You go to ti?e D’;s:;ﬁlf
to stand up and smile whenever he saw an Englishmar’l
and to vepeab on all possible occasions, “ I am ngainsb’
the Congress. I am against bhe Congress.” And after
this training, he isade him s Mimster. For, Ram’s
father was a wealthy man and therve is nothing that
wealthy people cannct do in politics.

And in spite of his stony silence, Rant was a roaring
success as a Minister. At the Council mestings, when
they aimed questions at him, he uttered the magie nan-
pra, " Notice!” and won peace and safety. All hig
party-men said, * What o safe Minister beis! He is
never indisereet, for, he can't speak for sbuttering." Hig
subordinabes said, " What an ideal Minister he is, for, he
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has a lovely signature and he places it ab the hottom of
any paper that we put beforo him.” The Opposition
said, “ What a dangerous man he is!  Ile flings mud so
wnerringly. Anyhow, we must not quarrel with him
for any day he may forin a coalition and then he can

pub us into office.”

Bub poor Ram was a groab failure at home. His
wife was s termagant and not at all awed by his many
virtues and dignities. Sho was always nagging him and
would not give him a moment’s peace. She would not
allow him to come home late in the cvening: she would
not allow him to get up latein the morning; and she
would not allow him to spend a rupee without her con-
sent. Ram pleaded that it was not the Home Member,
who ought to have the power of the purse. Buf what-
ever he said, his wife only laughed at him and said,
“ Ave all the Members of Government as inept as you ("
And Ram always replied, ~* Notice!"—Ffrom force of
habit. But she could not be silenced,like the Legis-
lators. She went on shooting insulting remarks at him
and, when words failed, she shot at him whatever lay
handy. Ram could only shout, * Order! Order I"—which
he had learnt from his friend, the President,—or * Law
and Order must be maintained,—which he had learnt
from his friend, tho Home Member. But all this did
him no good.

So, Ram brooded and brooded on this problem until
at last ho had an idea. Hugging this idea to his bosom,
he went and bought a new jewel for his wife and gave
it to her. And when he saw that she was pleased, he
said, “ My dear, I have had a brain-wave.” But she
only stared at him and said, “ Don't be absurd. A bald
woman cannob have a hair-wave and you cannot have a
brain-wave.”” Bubt he persisted and said, “But, my
dear, do please listen to me and you will be convinced
that this is the genuine thing. Do you nob ses that
your genius is being wasted in the narrow circle of the
home? You have great powers: you can be virfuously
indignant over trifles and you can get into tantrums at
a moment’s nobico. You can make a non-stop speech
for three hours. You are just the person to be Leader of
the Opposition. The office is yours for the taking. Now,
will you tale it or leave it ?"

Aud so, she smiled and said, “ Well, I don't mind
taking if. And you had better get busy about wangling
it for me.”
Opposition. For, Ram was a wealthy man and there is
nothing that wealthy people cannot do in politics.

Sarada was even more of a success in the Opposition
than Ram was on the Treasury Bench. The President
dare not cry, * Order! Order[" to her; for he quailed ut
her glance. Whenever Sarada disliked a passago in the
Governor's speech, at the opening or closing of the
Council session, she just glared at him and His
Excellency usually put the rest of hisspeech in his pocket
and sprinted for the Government House. And never
once could his chauffewr overtake bim. Sarada flung
her questions and speeches at the poor dear Members of
Government and she did not spare her husband. Ryt
Ram was the lasb person to mind her harshness, for hé
had gob used to it all, ab home. At the close of each

Soon Sarada was made Leader of the.

;}?3«:1 EETl’[{m\‘ lh? crossed the floor of the Houso and
a0 > Licader of the Opposition. For, he said nobly

* POI][’;IG‘II differoncz S
d mees ougl b i
arsonal frien ¢ lp 2, 8 16 not to stand in the Wy of

But M .
(}ovcrnme:;l}goxve(;gverbnm and the other Membhers of
be comf{ortable so lno :&t all happy. None of them could
So thoy laid Lhéir f}m\‘? iLS Sarada was in the opposition.
hefore they dise s fogether and it was not long
through o & ovex_o.fl that the Province was passing
d gh a berrible erisis and ghat all the mrtiosl ((;ilglllg

ko join together and fop i i
i Jop togeth rm a National Cabinet for saving

And Ramsay MacDonald radio-

ing Street, “ Hear, Hear 1" phoned from Down-

or words to tho same offcct.
: Ram and § d it .
the - arada Ministers
bEe g}?it;(fmalz\(r;xgvt%nmqnt‘ and of course, Sm;ﬁ;ww:;
whmtever-pmrt oy lived happily ever afterwards, for
B tha,(f 3' lfj:ame to power, thoy promptly cha;]gpd
thom for ' barty.  And every party was gl'm.d gy /e
some time ab least, hec o Y
wealthy, ’ ause they wore so

MORAT, :—Anq

So, they mado hoth

. . 80, my dear hoys and o
E{;;:;fd Itfhe silly old morals taught br;, {ﬁﬁlsv r;cv?x_'

ooed i  your parents have money oy I schoo
succeed in life, especially in political 1if g’ U can always

TOO MANY LEAVES |

0 you think of the pictuye ?
Ou going to paint more leayes ?

.'{r'ti.st ~—What d
Visitor = Ayo y
A'r.tz:st =Why?
Visitor :—Tog many already |
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Mr. Jill happenod to notice a sign-
board in front of a Doctor’s house, “Dr.
Dill—Consultation free during Office
hours.” Finding that the moment was
most opportune, he boldly stepped inand
gaid to tbe Doctor: ‘ Good-morning,
Sir, what shall I do-if I were {112

Doctor (promptly and humorously
replied): * Well, r..Jill, if you aroill,
walk up the hill, cross the rill, get into
the mill, pay my bill, have the will to
take my pill with a gill of milk to the fill,
ti1l you!. wve nil to ki -

—V. Rajagopala Aiyar, Fernhill,
* * B

. The toscher was explaining to his
pupils the mezning of homigcide.

*'Quppose a motor-car going at top
speed ran over me in a street corner,
What would that be ?”

“ A three days’ holiday,” roplied the
boys. —K. Saraswathy, Trivandrum.
* * *

“ Well, Kittoo, I see your brother hag
& bandaged hand. Has he had an acei-
dent 7’
“ Yo, reckless driving.” ,
“ Ah, a motor-car, I presume
* Oh, no I~—a nail "
—A., V. R, Chandran, Podanur.
* *

1

*

“ T wanta pair of shoes of good quality,
for this little boy,” maid an Indian
gentleman, as he entered a boot-shop in
Lq‘nggrntainly, gir,” said the Manager.
“ English Kid ?” o

The parent got annoyed, and said :—
“ [,00k here, you must know, this boy
was born and bred in India "

—M. J. Swamikannu, Champion Reef.

In spite of clear instructions and repeab !
them on as original Jokes. The priz

from foreign periodicals and pass
an original joke and even

here it is possible that we err.
to send only original jokes >—Editor.
This fortnight the

In o village, there is a corpulont man
who holds the record for consuming ths
lIargest number of Idlics at a time. Ro-
contly he beat his own 1930 record. But
the traredy of it all was that he did it
almost to the point of death. The Doctor
arrived and pronounced “ no hope.” The
wailing wife of our hero brought the holy
Ganges water to administor to him, hop-
ing that something miragulous would
turn up. But the dying heromurmuring,
said: * Had there been space for those
drops of water, I fain would have stuffed
in some more Idlies 1" ;

—** Saragwat,” Sagar,
* * *

Teacher +—"Now, can you tell me a
liquid that doesn’t freeze ?’

Boy ;~—"' Hot water, sir.”

- —V. 8. Narayanan, The Mount,
% * *

A Vakil wag cross-examining a woman-
witnoss and wanted to make much of the
fact that her husband had been & burglar
from his youth up.

Vakil :—“And, why did you marry a
burglar ?”

Witness —* Well, you see, when I was
to be marricd, I had two suitors-—one
wag a lawyer and the other, no doubt,
a burglar; but I chose the better of the
two.” .

—8. Balakrishnan, Mylapore.
% * *

A dairyman was taken to task by a
customer for having rendered an account
for milk with the entries twice charged.

“ Well,” the dairyman replied, I have
agked several accountants lately, and
they say thab everything is now done by
the double entry method.”

M. Subramanian, Egmore.

Oneo o man complained to the Tolice-
Inspector that he lost -his pocket-watch
at China Bazuar.

Inspector - Can you furnish me with

details regarding it 2"’

Complainant :—"Yeg, sir"’
Inspector :—' What
Complainant :—'Only a few minutes

bofore I lost it, it was 4-45 p.m."”

—T. V. Rajegopalan, Madras.
* * L3

Boy:—On secing an Aeroplane flying,
he said to his father, “ Papa, when
will the passengors reach heaven, if
they go on flying like this 2’

Father :—'“ As soon a8 the pefrol is
exhausted,” was the prompt reply.

—M. Veukatachalam, Bellary,
* * *

He :~" What’s your husband ?
She +—"* An Snventor.”
He :—* What does he invent ?”
She :—" A new exouse every month for
not paying the house-rent.”
—R. A. Padmanabhan, Pollachi.
* * ¥

Fathey :—"' Do the questions, which the
teachers ask you, puzzle you?
Boy:—* No, the questions don’t, but the
answers do.”
—T. C. A. Ramanujam, Triplicane.
* S *

“Wr, Jones,” said the employer, * yes-
terday you went away in the afternoon,
gaying that you were ill, Yet, I saw you
at the Races and you were quite 0.X.

“ Ah,” said Jonos, ‘' You should have
geen me after three-thirty! Before that I
was i11.”

—Miss Chandravalli, Bangalore City.

ted eutreatics, we find thab contributors to this page copy jokes
¢ of Rs. 8/- is awarded to what we think ig

Onece again, may we request contributors to this page

Prize is awarded to Mr. R. A. PADMANABHAN, Pollachi.
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SUSILA TACKLES MY TEETH

(N, S. PILLIEUX)
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1s so touching.
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No one can doubt Susila’s good intentions. Her sélicit;udeﬂf;o—l:gév
While we are still left doubting if she cyreq
baldness, here she is, tackling his teoth.— fgiop

' husband’s welfare
her husband’s

“My teeth were the target of her attack.”

may, indeed, be & move in the vight direction for

educating the masses, and instilling in them the

elementary principles of Preventive Medicine,
Preventivn ay be, and perhaps is, (as the old
hackneyed adage goes) better than cure; but, one should
not, for that simple reason, he so far obsessed with ideas
of ways and means thereof, as to err on the sjdp of
excessive caution and be dubbed eccentric by the world
at large. I once read of a Yankee—u, brainy chap, that
one~—who, in his desire to-minimise tho risk of ill healt],
and indirectly, therefore, of death, underwent g series of
prophylactic inoculations against ull known and unknown
diseases on the face of earth ] but, would you believe it
the poor chap kicked the bucket under a bug! '

THE annual Health and Baby Week Celehrations

The oft~quoted, w
“Woman...oio

Whu:n' pain and anguish wring.

mnisbering angel ¢

does l%ttlo justice, so

She,' 1n fact, transce

species ; sho ig

Piin nor an

any other

Well, well!

Weelfbl;:z happened  this way. The ITealth gnd Bab¥
1t wasg r;() yenr Came—and went as ugygl To mé&
e fifto. nore  important  than any ‘ot,her 0

y-one woeeks of the year; bub curiously enoughs

ell-known lines,

..............

uish ”wring tho brow
hou 1",

;Iu' ag it appl,ies to 1y wifo Busils
a Jnixx?s'(l;irib:}:'?«po?ts foncopkion of her
ey uisturing angel, when there is neither
gu > WrIng my brow, or for that nabber
Darb of my anatomy. Yoy envy ne
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Susila took an oxceptional interest in bhe year's
celebrations. She was, in fact, a co-opted membher,
or something of the Advisory Committee, or may
be Sub-Commnittec; and, if I remewmber avight, she
never missed a single lecture, or a demonstration, during
the week. My house proved the dumping ground for a
number of health pamphlots, hand-bills, health-slogan
bearing placards, and so on and so forth. It was no
wonder, therefore, that, when the weck came to a clc_)so
-—ag, indeed, any week must, sooncr or laker—Susila
began to utilise her newly acquired ideas of corvect and
hygienie living, like chariby beginning at home, to seb
her house in order.

A supplementary hudget
for mosquito nets, a drum of
phenyle, fly-proof fittings, vat-
traps, and so on, had to be
sanctioned. Carpenters got
hugy fixing up ventilators to
the living and bhed rooms,
and generally remodelling
the house along wltra-modern
hygienic lines, under the
personal supervision of Susila
herself.

The house problem having
been tackled sabisfactorily,
Susils, directed her energies
towards the betterment of
her ‘domestic colleague.’
My teeth were the firsh target
of attack and came in for a
large share of hostile cribi-
cism, 1 listened, in awed
silence, to a masterly exposi-
tion of the dangers and far-
reaching sequelee of Pyorr-
hoea—1I hope I spell ib right.
Almost all diseases that
* human flesh is heir to”
appeared to owe their origin
directly or indirectly to this
infernal disease. An appoint-
moent with a denbist was,
therefore, fixed up ; and, when
I ‘kept’ it, I was ‘chaired’
(dentist's vocabulary), three
of my offcnding teeth were
pulled out, two  were
‘plugged’ and with »
general ' scaling " of the inbach
ones, the day's sitting came to a close. _Bub, not so my
troubles ; for, every morning and every night (s the last
thing beforo going fo bed) thereaiter, undcr the persor}:ll,l
supervision and in the immediate presence of §}1'5196
herself, an intensive and organised campaign agans
“the bacterial flora and fauna ™ of my mouth was
launched, aided by an inch or two of & foul smellmgpﬂ'Stef
on a hard-ag-nail bristled toobh-brush and o lobion ©
revolting taste a8 & final mouth-wash. '

While my bocth were receiving such me@;;u‘l'ous
attention, my general health was nob neSlGCt@,d ‘f‘t wer.

“ Dear, you are growing fat,” Susily confided to me,
_one afternoon, as I returned from my office.

Drilled under the direct

Susila Tackles My Teeth

“Tat, eh?' I bearned upon her, quite pleased at
recviving, what I thoughb, was o compliment, * that
means, I look more heulbhy.”

* No, you are not,” she said, with an air of infinite
coneern; ' don't vou know, dear, obesity is a terrible
state for any person to be in? It may predispose to
many serious ailments ; and, what is more,” she paused,
to drive home the dangers of obesity, “ it may even
produce—sudden death.”

* But you know, dear, that I am heavily insured,”
I ventured to suggest,

“Shut up!” was all I gok
for whabt she considered as
“1ny cheek.”

The next few days saw
Susila  busy looking up all
sorfs of referenco books on
“ Obesity Cures,” “ Dietetics "
and so on. As a result,
drastic cuts were made in the
fat-producing and carbo-
hydrate contents of my diet,
as also in the quantity of
A intake allowed. Side by side
with the above dietetic rest-
‘rictions, physical exercises,
‘under the direct supervision
of Susila “to wash away my
. fat,” were also 8o incor-
porated into my daily roubine,
as to eat-up the major portion
of my leisure hours at home.

Without going into minute
details, I may say that this
changed state of affairs left
me, a8 hungry as the wolf,
throughout the day; while
the exhausting “fat re-
* duecing " exercises on a pracki-
cally empty stomach reduced
me to the ghost of my former
gelf. Continued inanition and
exertion brought in their
wake, the usual, character-
istie, nnequivocal syraptoms—
dark rings around sunken
syes, hollow cheeks, a wild
and hungry look on the face
and a death-like pallor over the whole body.

After the ‘cure’ was ‘on’ for a month or so
my boss at the office, no doubt, struck with my changed
appearance, one day called me aside, and said, * Why,
man ! you seem tobe aging and going downhill rapidly.
I should think, there is something seriously the matter
with you. Take my advice, before it is too late; avail
vourself of sick leave for a month or two and recoup
your health. But mind,” his words fell like a bomb-ghell,
“if you don’t pull up soon, I-may have to seriously con-
sider the question of " invalidating * you.”

The Sack! After all these ‘cures’! Is Busila to be

told ?

supervision of Susila.

—————



T HE study of mob payehology has been
| the passion and problem of ages
ever since Adam  was creabed.
(Laughter). To deal with, to under-
stand, to overlook, to rouse, to
apvease, to incens?, (o pacily
mobs, you must havea mob. If
every person were bo reimain in-
doors or to attend to his own proper work, then, there can
be no mobs. (A voice: Isn't Mobhile oil of any use?)
Gentlemen, so far as my researches go, I have been
unable to trace any connection or influence. It might
probably be, as a friend suggests, that being a foreign
product, it has no application here.

The Art of Mob colleeting, Mobilising i you will or
crowd-gathering, naturally claims the first attention in
the subject of Mobs, The summum bonum of a politi-
cian was, has been, i3, and will be, the possession of a
following—1I use the word ‘ possession ' advisedly in its
juristic sense—somewhat like the Centurion in St. Mat-
hew, who had many servants who ‘Would coms when he
says ' Come’ and go when hesays " Go" The secret of
success of the official in service—for I well know that not
some but many among you will shortly be knocking,
with full faith in the Gospel which says ‘knock and it
shall be opened,’ at the doors of the Services Commis-
sions, public or private—was, has been, is and will ever
continue to be, the foundation of a Popular Opinion. I
pass over the religious teacher, tho street preucher, tho
street juggler and performer ete, who are intent on
mob-collecting. Practical advice, then, on the art of
crowd gathering is a sine qua non. There are several
guiding prineciples—laws and regnlations of nature—alas!
unfortunately known to but a few, I mean in the scien-
tific or systematic sense—which 1t shall be my endea-
vour to seb oub analytically as well as synbhetically,

Belore, however, considering the subject in its hig-
torical aspect alter the orthodox manner and laying
bare before you the methods pursued by cannibals ang
savages in prehistoric days—you have an instance in
the method of Polvphemus the Cyclops in Homer—hy

-
%
Smsmt—

- THE ART OF -
MOB.COLLECTING

A LECTURE

(REPORTED BY Tiiiax Sum)

[In this age of Democracy, the
goodwill of the mob is an absolute
neeessiby for the successfuyl politician.
But how to gathey together a mob ?
Felix  Sum's report tonches the
fringe of the problem — i di0r.)

S

t:,{m peo}plc of bhe‘ ancient, medieval and modern thimes™—
the mob of the French Revoluion for instance -1 shall

give you bwo striking experiment, ; . .
; ’ S made 1 . country
in recent years. n this co

Filby years ago nearl , gontler in the .
Cuwnbangle in the Souh, ghofo 1i\}2i1nzcx.“1,ne‘;1r- ““)‘L.foy\l'l)la::f
IP-U)-, who was notorious for his wit and 1\; Ywh jokes.
Greab preparablons were at ong time l)einpr : 1'0 ]'Lq it
was announced  that His Excellency the éouf‘ '“wfbs
visibing the bown to receive caskets garland N }l.nlolr-cqses
ete. ab fhe Camer. Town Hall. The wag a S’. "L(]( Ld‘the
Tohsildar, the willy-nilly Master of Cererl)rI:w(‘L c o ilO
hy the way, was making a decent collecbionor}lb.st] \Y'ngl
his own nest in the bargain too—nng our wa, v IOI.Lcd
bhe Tahsildar to arrange for a faw minubeg’ inz'[? rodues ith
Uis Ixcellency. The Tahsildar laughed at g, v o
buous demand and dismissed the vy« and “0 py‘esurrflt
Desu Iyer's pride was hurt and he b\;owod i)e f“.:q“;'?lé
Tahsildar that he would invite ang ent Ot-o'm Tlis
xeellency at his own house and muoke th Gr’_[‘.“n‘ ‘
gerve him that day. ¢ Tahsildar

The great day arrived. Hig Excelloncy arriveq ;
State and was taken in procession with musie pl‘ayh;(«f n
front, 2 train a furlong deep hefore and hehind m]lbnlg
while similing in whispers to the Distyict C()ll(ac(;(;r' ]' lc
as the procession came up half-way, it had to éin l :vus
held up hy a huge crowd, whose oy stop,
about, backs bent and stooping in 4 g
something. Some ffty yards high
pa,rtupeh \;'?ull of the third storey, i
publing both his hands into money havs an i
I{Itfo thebpﬁblic strset, coins, quarter-Xm};:: ?uilni .lutllf"iﬁlfff
A dew tadl moembers were skilful j ing ‘ '
stoppage in transit, like crows bh:xlh L‘}:nbg?‘r‘n}jg“uboubb;
of an edible projectile in alr into theiy 1p Moy pah
greater number crawled, s, Bug the

ramblo to pick up
ahove, from the

The District Collector was furi
‘ . a5 turtous af the ery-halt to
‘thf1 brocession and looked forociously ak b}ﬁ;(:l{d}::illdﬂ't
>e] ind, ‘who looked nervously at tlg Su})-thisbrﬂbe'
Whose piteous eyes were teansfixod to the starting poinf’
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men wero yunning |

owr friend, Iyer, was husy

of the paraholas of coins evidently in their glare, cursing
the folly of the wastage in costly dynamical experiments.
The District Collector demanded an explanation and the
ubiquitous Poliee Inspector hurried up with a posse of
what looked like Lucifer matches, and soon brought
Mr. Desa Iyer hefore the Collector. Mr. Iyer, not deign-
ing to look at the Collector, made a low bow to His
Excelleney and began: “ My Royal Lord! 16 is the
custom among the Hindus, the most loyal citizens on the
face of the globe, as learned men and books will show,
that, when Kings pass, the bownsinen should sfrew flowers
and shower money. I have bub oheyed the injunchions of
God in thus rendering my homags and my bretiusn’s to
His Majesty's visible representabive ete. ebe. ™ He then
wound up with an audacions Invibation o His Txcell-
ency to step into his house and the Governor, a humour
loving man, did so, cheerfully. The drathi was a ploas
sing sight. Afber camphor, garlands cie. Mr. Iyer made
His Bxcelleney drink an wérirand {ull of holy water and
munch & few pioces of fruits. In the presence of His
Excollency, Mr. Iyor called ou the Tahsildar 6o serve
the fruits and the Tahsildar did so. What lader followed
is heside our purpose and Ishall not weary you with the
tale.

The second is a little experiment, perfornied,
gentlemsn, by my hwnble sell. When I was a sbudaeng
in the Humane Collegs, our History Professor, Mr. Mae-
Pass lectured to us one day on the characteristics of
mobs. That evening, somehow in a wrangle, hetween
myself and a class-nata, I said that I could collect a

’i‘he_Art of Mob Ooilecﬁng

crowd of nob less than fifby persons ina public high-
way, without opening my mouth-—that was made
essenbial boeause, even in those days, I am proud bo look
back upon them now, my humble self had made some
noise in the College Began Society ebe. Well, thab
evening ab ahout five o'clock, iy friend and myself went
to the Central Station bridge and there stationed our-
sclves on the pedestiian pavement, and looked inbently
into tho pure fragrant water flowing hetween the Moore
Market and the Railway Station. I pointed with a finger
(;{) a spob on the watoer below and began tracing curves in
air. My companion was shifting his head up and down,
{rom side to side in several loops, gazing hard at the
waber holow. In less than a minube, three or four others
of the passers-by halbed, watched us, and finally watched
the waber. In anobher minute, ten move joined. Tha
third minute saw more than twenby-five gathered about,
holding bhe roils and peering deep below. The fourth
winube men, wowmen, urching, pedlars, officers oub of
their carringes, even people from the tram-cars—bthen
the Triplicane and Mylapore passengers reached homs
only doubling the Chintadripet fish market—all erowded
behind, though they could see nothing but the backs of
other persons. If I had liked, I could have, like the
Pied Piper of Hamelin, led the whole lot to s ducking
in the gacved canal. Bub the fifth minute I walkeg
away from my place, my companion following 1ne,
leaving o evowd of nearly a hundred on the pavement
to wabch some fancied curiosity, I won the wager |
(applause).

(To be Conptinued.)

i

She took me into the bedroom
We bath went to bed

“ O, that is quile alright ! ”
Was all that her mother said.

Now though tis morning
I am holding her still tight
You know I'm the Sarce—
She draped me on last night.
T L E

p— = o= X
——
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Enamoured of My Wite

(EMDEN)

. s .
%, F jumping to conclusions is deemed

in which I found myself most natural
. - . !
was In jumping to conclusions. T th

: an
art, I will take my rightful place in the

world of artists. I might even he haileq
as a genius. For, if there wag anybhing
o

it
is

artistic talent of mine add my idiotic
yellow heart and green eyes for my kid of a,"fenuix
newly-wed brand-new bride. And when a map liié bhal.g
has to live in box-like contiguous dwellings of g
infernally elamorous city as this, he is bound tooa,“ree bh( r;,
jumping to conclusions is most uncommonly tru:. ’

The one advantage of marrying a modern giy] with
no end of a tongue and no sign of a hoart is that sh
does not tax your conversational powers nor bar you?
path when you honestly attempt to commit suicide; 1[
you let fall an oceasional ‘ Yes ', she ig perfectly haI') :
This tender representative of the feminine world hadp'y.
‘addibion to the aforesaid qualifications of asenbimenba.lin
mert;' heart and a figuratively unending tongue all obhez
physlc‘al abbractions that any lazy languorous post might
make it worth while to weave around his chosen heroi;e
To ﬁ.nd such a girl as that in my parlour was Iiks;
coming across a lobus blooming in mire.

Our home had not made any history before the da
ﬁhe cooed to me like the blithiest bird on a bra.n(;hy
Why don't you ever go out?" It never oceurred fo me'
why nymphs should say such things. Now I know

I debated swiftly whether it would be wise to tell
her I had no job, that bhat infernal roéue ofe'
marriage broker Med most maliciously when he S] k&
to hfar parents of my resources and rasourcefuilllo ;
and it was idle to expect me to 80 anywhere but s'tesst'
home and devour her endless charms with g hu1 -
eyes. But she returnedto the parlour bef. s
stammer a word. e 1 eould

“1 liltaned "

dear]” I was g

tr .
the green-e ruck to bho qujgp

ol yefl maonsbors tog) sole
f Y obherwige auricular heart
or the poor heart tq gob stun v
ca -' . b

me the dialogue in quick pe

and thg greoncst of
and faxclusivu charge
},Uy(mdlied]d' not take long
Dailr, {or

sbraig
Partees | » Sbraight

I made up my mind to go out, at 1g
please her and I did. Scarcely had I erogged
shold, when I heard the silver
jingling like golden bells, Now she ]

‘ . aughed. I
Now she whispered. I listened. Again she sighfgu‘sed.
laughed. I felt o weakening in my kneeg nd

ast just to

. the thye-
¥ voice of bhe siven withiy

) He hag Just loft
) Won't he como hg
Not 50 so0n "

What 'y you hayg do 7"

{bhis {y, ioyous g

Sbus
ck " hasy)

the door-wa,y‘ I sank op w“ WOH’L‘
My 1 "Iwm"you ko mo th happiest iy 7
ibtl ife’ 5 : . girl
remotey comei \:;fetsh eshubl‘l)xvl?;(ce twas heard in g, “g
. “lKe  ten Lre
evident she called out ement, It yaq my atbire You come, I shall dppgg m

fo somebody. For, the

Y hair, voapr
very same moment, I heard e bags vo; e
, S Voice respong “ Yes,

¢, by
’0 tu'?h up the mirrors,
ut like g spoed arrow or

& beaminy 1;
8 lightnin
. .
Inute ypg make ne—"'
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Enamoured of My Wife

e e = e i e

My unfortunate ailinent aboub the region of the
It disturbed my bile and senb up a

knees mounted up.
My face

current of hlood into the region of the skull.
swelled up like the things you see in a vegetable stall
and the hue and form of my eyes bade me not to look
e humble heart was being squeezed.
I summoned all courage that

into a mirror,
I perspired all over.
rightfully acerued to mny credit in God's creation and

made one supreme effort not to break any limb nor

weep.

Resolutely I gob up, took off my coatb, undid my
collar, tucked up iy silk-shirt-sleeves and gasping like
; a harnessed bull, lay

behind
tho street-door peep-
ing for hor socret
second
hushand, her intri-
auer, to step in, there
and then to deal him
doles of Death and
wreak my righteous
vengeance. 1t did nob
then ocenr to me to
¢o In and demand

in  ambush

lover, her

an explanation rc-
garding the amorous
monologue on her
part. It was pre-
posterous! for, how
could I, an un-
employed husband, a
permanent guest of
the super-furnished
house that she got
as a dowry from
her fond  parents,
demand expla-

nabions!

I had not to waib
long. I expected to
see him pass in Plus
Fours, or Cow-boy
Nothing

Suzana of the next house
Bond Street Blazer Suibs.

Iat or ab least in
He never appeared !

of the sorb did happen.

d, slender-looking, soft:-foot.ed
arried, of the only Mushim
n-Muhammadan Urban
in gontle and

Instoud, the sleel-haive
Suzana (socond daughter, unm

elecbed momber of the No et
Constitueney) of tho next house walked in,

sbately strides, the tiny bells of her silver anklets and
chains tingling like the soft music of a tombrone.

“Tallo, dear!” she called oub as she almost ran in.
And to my painful surprise and disillusionmen$, my
little wife received her with rapture and hilarious mirth.
The dialogue that ensued sent me into convulsionsof
silent laughter, as I recalled my own priggishness and
pugnaciby.
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Wanted Agents.
To Sell Copiet of the Merry Magazine in
the following places :—
Agra Chilakalapudi  Miraj
Alwaye Chirala Nandalur
Ahmadnagar Chitaldroog Nundiyal
Allahabad Cuttack Narasapur
Anakapalli Dharmavaram Nidadavolu
Auwrangabad Dhond Nuazvid
Alir Dornakal Naupada
Allur Road Dronachalam  Ongole
Amritsar Dwarapudi Pakala
Ajmir Dehradun Pallikona
Amalner Dharwar Palghat
Ambur Ellore Penukonda
Anaparti TI'rench Rocks  Powerpet
Annavaram Godavari Pithapuram
Arsikere Gooty Puri
Attili Gudiwada Puttur
Bapatla Gudiyatam Raichur
Begampet Gudur Rajamundry
Benares Guntakal Ramnad
Bezwada Gwalior Repalli
Bhopal Hagsan Rukadi
Beejapur Hole Narsipur Samalkot
Baobhiki Hospet Seringapatam
Badwapudi Hotgi Shimoga
Balasore Horihar Sidlagatba
Baroda Hindupur Surat
Bhadrak Jalna Sholavandan
Bhadrachelam Jhansi Sholapur
Bhimavaram  Kadur Simla
Bhimadol Kalahasti Sivakasi
Biccavol Kasimkota Tellicherry
Birur Kazipet Tadepelligudum
Bitragunta Kurnool Tandu
Calcutta Kolar Tenali
Calicut Kosgi Tuni
Cannanore Krishnarsja- Taikal
Chingelput puram Vasco-de gama
Coramandel Kurduwadi Venkatbagiri
Cutback Lucknow Vikarabad
Castle Rock ~ Manmad Wadi
Chamaraje- Madurantha-  Walbair
nagar kam Warangal
Chebyol Mettur Whitefield
Chikballapur ~ Mettupalayam Zangalapalli
W




“FUNNIEST INCIDENT?” COMPETITION

WOOING THE BRIDE

(R. R.)
First Prize

When, after five years of weary expectancy, I
was after all a bridegroom, the hero of four days, my
soul was floating in an ocean of rapbure and bliss. I
enjoyed every item of the marriage ceremony. I took care
o sit as near my young wife as possible, prolonged the
duration of the nalangu sport, induced the young girls
to tie up the end of mny cloth to the bride’s sarec,
and at the time of conjal nudged my sweetheart many
times. But my voung wife, Radha, was very shv.
Fxcept oceasionally stealing a glaneas abt me, she did
nothing to show that she cured for e,

I had, however, one hig ambition. T was nct
satisfied with mere nudgings and sittings close by, I
wanted to meet Radha in solitude. You will, of course,
wonder why I was so impetuous. If you wonder like
that, I can only say you are very prosale. Are not
stolen pleasures sweeter ? Nob caring, thervefore, for
what others might think of me, I watched for an
opportuniby. On the eovening of the third day of my
marriage, the opportunity came. I knew only too well
all the rooms in our bungalow, and on the third evening
manv of the wedding guests had gone on a visit to the
local temple and a few remained at home. Putting on a
very innocent look, I went fromr room to room.
Peeping into a roor, I found Radha sitting alone, evi-
dently deeply thinking of me. She was superbly beautiful.
She did not nobtice my approach, because her back was
turned to me. I knew it was a golden opportunity,
I slowly went in.  The carnal, (or the romantie, if you
prefer) in me was up. I neared Radhs and without
allowing hor to remonstiabe, hugged her and showered
kisses on her. Smothered by my attentions, Radha
could neither speak nor shriek. Two minutes of kissing
were over, and then it seemcd to me that, after alj,
women are not so tender as poets portray them to be.

T had fancied that Radha's linbs would he solt as down,

that her checks would be tender as a rose-petal, that
her waist would be slim and thin, that her body would
be light as a feather. But I now saw that her hody was
hard. There was not much of softness of touch and
delicacy of feeling on her person. However, I kept on
paying attentions and suddenly as I was stroking her
dishevelled hair, it came away in a lump in my
hands. I saw that Radha's head was cropped.
Radha laughed and from her laughter I knew she was
not Radha, but my twelve-year old cousin, Kittu.

“T had a pain in my body " eaid Kittu, ““but now

it is all over.”

1 stood transfixed to the ground. The electric lights
suddenly lit up. And I saw the real Radha at a shorb
distance coming from the latrine with a chombu in her
hand.

The explanation is simple. It isthe custom with us
to take the bride in procession on the third evening
of the marriage. The procession is called ‘the procos-
sion of the girl-mates.” And it is also usual to dress up
a boy like a girl and take him in the procession. Kittu
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A CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS

(Mzs. B A, Wootroy, Luckxow)
Second Prizq

Thr% funnicst day in
'of my life happened
in a shorthand ang ty

oy i . :
onelydl;[;f or '}the funniest incidents
poweiti When I was s spudent
Altor onr _ nling school gf Allahabad.
and Tk € 1eal‘)figih§f for the day was oy my friend
round the he o e .SChOOl o our ¢ 1‘, Gt
rotne : }el end of the drive, we had ncur)lle o Coming
;::\-\? z\),‘nn({:‘;z]nlpebdy Otl}bf’lbo tho public road, Whex \:’Z‘L;}“I"]l “Im
Wbt fn our iy é«{é,em‘ hzmdc:xrb. Dushed hy I;\\l'(()(rer(]‘ ,
wore inst s Su”;ri%d ‘tffm% owr eyels hellg hut tt o
en k sed bo see yg as wa 1  the moen
having the thge g move We were bhen, and not

N oub quie X
the thela standing seosgy f;LShi]()lliptrllS(,l‘ Ifhl(éy lﬂll‘nply Left
¢ olbed,

My friend had the pres
and 50" xound the. thels. g)‘llzsins:l Oft mind tq SWorve
anything, and consequently 1 “S 00 flusbered to 4o
the thela and came down  the v:}? up one side of
evele on to the road : both my fr'o er, fallin
of langhter, including i fond and 1

to whom the thelg belongel(i&ssers-lry, but ¢

g off my

V\;ere in fits

. 8 bw:

T hoot » Were milegy away 0 mon,
ine waeels of my ceyelg )

y were hg
but we managed to gof bhom straighge Delessly buckled,
could scarcely mount oy cyel shtened oub g b

R 03, & N +» WO
with lauchter. % 80 convulsed Were we

m r aa 3
. They say that mistortung ne
in shoals and that " it neyer rain
ever we proved thoese sayings frye

vor comeg single, but
8 but'w bours™ gnq i
Going al i e et .

6 along still talking ahout i v
}mxy comieal I imust have looked tq 1l aty Ccidont and
noticrd g gharry in front of ug; ¢ e round, we
ard I both banged into the bacii queq1lent1
our cycles on to the rogq again at
to collect around and laugh a
joining in the laughter.

Y my fyg
t, and shot cleurlloggc

,ucaismg &nother crowq
8~—of course, wg also

Oncs again, we

R v6a1n, 806 up ang
leaving aﬂ]loermg crowd beling, bl‘:;OHnl;ed our cyelos,
gone another few hundyeg yards Scarcely hud we
chasing after our cycleg, » When 4 dog came

I tried to kick out but ;
: ; _Out but ingtegq :
(t)‘l?f leeig‘éfvgsfglgrf’%gged lfn to my froril; v?ngletbll{ng tho dog
g my f{rj !
us on the road. v riend and we gok mixggcllf;d x'rbllo
with

We thought this wag aho

accide gai Ut the limij ;
which by g 20 We worg g0 e in & day for
Fen, Y Whis time, yyg tnded Y & erowd
runk ag all the accidenty ¢ 8 thought us bé
road. So, we decided ok placo ;

: _ to w on th
accidents huppemng to ug tlfa,lé{ d:;l avoid uny (;u::ll:lez

had been dressed um

had asked ki, ) Unctjg
from the bexr?plgo ;ema‘ln closeteq I:;;lland the Indies
disguise wag Dérfe b o Start ghe Proc thoy roturned
was, perhaps, no wcfn 1a‘nd In the da.rkng;;sslon. . Kittu's
by infatuation, wag d(e or that g Jg of bwilight, it

. o~
celved by ghe gliaduizgubh' blinded

g

’

THE MERRY MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS

KIND eritie, with whom 1 wag
discussing bthe last jssue of the
Marry Magazine comarked in tho
course of the conversation : “Your
Magazine is gebting brighber and

¢ brighter evory fortnight.” T was

oLl rominded of the satellite that
gets bright every albernate forbnight and most of the
readers musé be familinr with the sixteon Kalas whiely
thig satellite in {ull splendour is said bo possoss. Well,

this is the sixbeonth number of my Merry Moon and I

do hopo, now that all the sixteon Kalas are in {ull

effulgonce, the radiavco would make all of you ag
romantic and pleased as the man in the noon.

Kalas or no Kalas, T should like to assure vyou that
my parbicular moon will, on no aceount, wane. It shall
be my oarnest ondeavour to make it evor cffulgent like
the sun.

To start with, I hope you aren't startled ab the
colonr of the wrapper to  this issue. Any byvo in
astrolosy will toll yon that orange is tho Sun’s eolour.
Do vou Like the change of colour 2 If vou have the time,
doswrite and bell e what vou think of it.

A qepards thie conbents, yon have here all the
bright ones ab their host, including 8. V. V. who, owing
to a slizht physieal nabiliby, has not been conb_rihubin;;‘
to fhose pages. Quite a gulaxy, T should think, and
gbars of every magnitude o theic apporlioned  places,
sparkling and eeintillabing.  Tocus your telescopes and

feast vour cyos!

“Imaginary Concoctions

Da you Jnow bhat, vesently, there has been many
o jolt and jerk in bhe vital slafisbics of )pmrnuhsm?
New venfures haye seen the Tirht of day, while 01(‘] ones
have wont wesh. Seven days” wonders, fortnightly

R . N . T o r
- flourishes, meonthly manifestations come flubtering down,

> . . i 3 ironking
thick like lonves in Autwn, To all these, my FU'Ltm%S
; . . o
and good wishes. There s voom for all and more to

Spare—uatb the fop !

A eonfernporary, fanous for its socond-hand jokes
and fifth-rate lebbor-1ress, which is not above lifting an
mlti(.e}e solidly 1rom our pages and parading it ;L; in
original eanbribution 6o its own pages, which is so barren
n idens that it at mpts Matantly fo copy  us, whose
alleged civeulabion is equadly woll alleged to have mount-
ed up and obviously affected its head, has chosen to
eomment, apropos our  Lettor to the Tditor compobi-
tion, thatb the results published by us are "imaginary
concoctions.” This bave-fneed terminological inexactie
tude, issuing from a green-covered, green-eyed journal,
ig uailed to tho countor by bhe extracts on pags 668,

Ordinarily, I would ignovo such cheap jibes ag
bencath confempt. A Magazine, like the onc undor refer«
enc?, having been in tha fisld, camparatively speaking,
for a longer period than those of recent origin, ought to
e able o set an example for others to omulate aud
follow, ab least in rectitude. But, apparently, it is foo
much bo expect anything so healthy or helpful from thig
quarter. T do not expect this green one either ko have
heard  or understood tho saying, ‘Let the c¢obhlep
stick fo his last.” For, the particular manwnitind seribe,
who hag this cheap fling, i3 80 lost in double negatives in
his effusion, that, with relroshing candour, he promises
his readers that he “ will leave no oxpensos wnspared to
make (his) magazine brighter,” Bub, why stress the

obvious ?

Our Artists

I have beon liberally bombarded with questions,
asking me who ib is that illumines tho written word in
this Magazine. When bhis magazine was started cight
months back, Mr, C. V. Morgan, our staff-artist, wag
doing most of the illustrations. Mr Morgan is well-
known bo readers of ** Ananda Vikatan,” {our elder
hrothor, who has done pioneer work in the field of Tamil
journalisin, more particularly in its lighter and sunnier
gide). Mr. Morgan’s entire time being required for the
Tamil journal, & major portion of the illustrative side
of tho work is now heing dono, by Mr. Sekar of the
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The Merry Mgggzine

Yeiontific Advertisivg Sorvice. Ie is the  vonnger
brothor of the late My Chetby, o genins which South
Indin produced and, like Wl Qonth Vi geninses, los
in the privo of his verith, woboncnyed as wsuals My
Selear 1 maodust—ton foclemanl very rarely atfives
hig initials bo his h Lepehes,  Tiwas he who
illustrated so story, tra Bad
Woman.” D co oo eotabinetion and
readors ywoulid , ; ospead,
feaburing  our now sovinl P Daovi, fhe R £
requived o great deal of povsiasion fo maln :
consent fo pubbing doven his poane me bhie ) wibro oy of
the story and anyway —the end B now onbof

a4 doniblos

P N ;
Lo bod,

Mali is anobher artist who occasionnlly c(mtr'\lmfje's
o eavtoon or bwo to these peges. He s a clever cari-
eattirist and draws his inepivetion from Low, of whom
mention is recently being made prominently inoa
contemporary journal.  In the present jssue wonld he
found three stovies illustreted by Mali Theso are
Mr. Jangli Tungled, The New Therany and Swuceess.

Sekar and Muli are profescional artists. So i
My, Sarma, an allround popular ertist. Anony tho
amaterrs, Dial sasily tops the Heh He has developed a
magnificent perspective and teehnique, all his own, and
so ravely meb with among Indian artists, The purity
of his lines, the points he chooses to emphasise, mark
him as an artist full of promisa.

Meagazine illusteation, caricature, carboon-writing
are all of them =till in the infant stage in Indian
journalis.  Avtists are rave in South India, who have
the wptitude to work in this field of arh. The woader is
that we are able to command =2t least this much of
talont at present.  TE may be thal there nre nien and
women engaged in other walks of life, who have such
an apfitude, but might, possibly, leck eneonragement
and propor guidance.  This Magnzine always welcores
sketches {romn amateurs aud many such have hoen pub-
lished in its pages. T propose indicating in tho future
issues of this Magazine such of the sketehos as sre senb
in by amatcemrs, so that readers may look upon them

with a kindly cye.

Devi, the Dancer

Stovy-writers ave, as a class, clover ab tricks, It is
part and parcel of fheir business. They are like
magicians who fool the audience: but ibis fui to he
fooled. The audience knows that there I no more
mazic in the performer than ina haid-boiled potato.
To grip the atbention of the reader, some wribers juny
into the middle of a story: while others open-uyp
with a vivid well-phirased senfence or a piquant situas
tion. But Deisvi it staid, orthodox aund begins ab the
beginning in the old, old way. His “DBala™ began at
about the 14th year of her age.  His Devi is still in the
lap of Gods.

I have already mentioned about the doublo-page

spread which inaugmates the story. You have belore
you bhis picture, which, T almost suspect, is symbolic, and

the first instalment of the story. If, after looking at
¢ je IS d roadi ) . . T
ths‘ pickure and reading tho lobber-pross, vou do Wb feol
ns 1‘f Yo are omerging oub of one of o faninns Sorith
Ludian tomples atber o Dharsan ab o Deeparatliana with
t)wo_;u)'rc.smlfcm on yorr hands and g Devndasi on youy
brain, you mey wisely spend tho Hoe eprentabine ;'f
Panchi did yenilv saf et A
1:.‘1_1\,'1;1,:,@1‘«‘1 really J,&t'hold of the Ot —wnter lei’-!ﬁh)
and if Rajam consorded o buke n dovs of the ebaly o
PR TP .
Finish the Story Cosnatitisn
Twonder 3 ol of vou &
der 1f o on keep a tack
voried compebitions s onre L & frek of the nany and
S compebitions wi annonnen in ghis \ )

tine Lo time. o the g ader, who Jias

agazine from
altberary air an
b s At . . LYY e al (1
wha can  oRpross himsel{ 1n correct Finglish 1,( ,‘
rner g N . Sd ey y -, 11 " ¢ N ! ’
opportunitios ave thus provided, He oy she (Sm w 1‘“’ )).\
S e e sho en iy
%11\, N‘”-\’ which appeared on page 534 Hnsh
date it §--0—-"33 ODe NV
i ot ’ . } 1 ts 3. Tdo Bope many of you are tuckling
s story and thab, before the closin e date, I would hay
on my hands a good nuher of enbrie ! s o

The closing

* Letter to the Editor " Competitjon - Result

The best Litte, ang the vk et

prde 667 The aubjoet is, e pvintd on

" A ' of cowre, they sy
Merey Magazine, dated 95, July, 33 u‘It‘ per e
leflers arnd seo haw far you s Yo 950 Read these fwo

¢ S0 0r dicgrnmn .t
writors. gree or disagree with the

Funny Incident Competition : Result

1 N .
.The nest enbry received gy well as the ne {
prblished on page 664, I regrel T4 xi
AN 3 -1 s . N '1
aaan bhab ot of the compotitops |
1deas of wha is. . '
\\fl"':\ Qn\.\.ll:\t ,I]fm, h; A T subpose T should,, 't svinnhle
s Gy ssEstant abbempts to son Ty e 2
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“LETTER TO THE EDITOR®*

First Prize.
Dnan Siv,

The 25th Ty nusher of the * Merry Magazine * is
indecd a better and brightor one in all respeets than thoe
provious oncs. AWl the stories are spicy and conbain
pop and humour.  They are ag heautifully variegated as
a ralnbow. The entire issue is one gleaming necklace
of chosen pearls. The sbyle is beilliantly chaste and
humorous. The wnirth they ecause s nabural and
spontancous.

Bparks ave sparkes, Dieo™s very el involved con-
tains w funny punny dialozue. Talita's lebber roveals
the delieste shade of o suspiclous wonan's uneasiness in
regarid to every movo of her hushand,  T6 15 all dealt in
such & way as to appear quite nabural aod such (hings
are nob uncommon In overy day life.

Delgvi's unfinished story is like the embryo of o
divine  offspring. The sbyle is peculiarly  Deisvik
~—inimitable. It serves as an impetus  to other
literary dilettantes fo  make a serions  effort to
string Ulysses’” bhow. Dynawmite Dan's storv of an
“Anti-Humbug Superstition  Society ’ dealing with a
catalogue of fino accidents arising {rom an fndizereet act
of flouting suporstibion, east in a semi-serions style, iy a
good hil.  Gopalratnam's " Pat-Tat-Pat ™ is o Dit of
aromatbic vomanece finely blended with a bit of mystery
exquisibely unvolled—a story well-concelved and  well-
narrated,

Inkslinger’s fonie is & corminative mixbure so very
‘l‘nuch poc_dcd.to koop or’m.in. porfect ]\0‘&1“1. S&tymnu‘rti's

Declined with thanks™ is indeed a mighty scerof, divul-
ged grafbis to literary aspirants and holds out « real hope
of success. Weo come to a rich mine of gold when we go
through  Mr. Edwin's chronicling of the exploits of
Rowdy, a canine hero. 16 reminds me of the unique his-
tory of Tony, Tom Mix’s famous horse of the screen.
*To he shot agnin’ is well shot by DPillieux. It keeps
one in dramabic suspense—a cinema swrprise—very

. ‘ . . . L)

charming and humorous.  Dago’s Carnival Fantasia ' is
worth more than two rupsces in the word= of the author
himself. Satya Kanba's “Weleome to Hig Excellency
is a good yarn. It is a good and humorous essay on
the work of city fathers—exposing sham, It is a sure
hit.  Matt Do Carlo's story is a good burlesque. The
idea of recovering a gramophone through a supernatural
agency is a novel and original one which effectively
taught a loszon to the borrower, never to borrow it again.
It put a stop to the nuisance of lending while it
enhanced domestic {oliciby. The style smacks of real
English. Ganapabhi's “ [iocus Standi’ shows thab the
shoe of petticoat Government pinches all round. "It is
nothing, if it is nob so very realistic.

Coming to prize competitions, one cannot but foel
the hounteous naturs of tho Editor, who sclflessly offers
an additional tip to the purchasers and contributors of
the magazine. This deserves special thanks. On tho whole,
the enfire issuc is a model of wit, wisdom and unsur-
passing hwnowr. Would to God that the Editor con-
binuos bo exercise the sume judicious selection of articles!

Wishing a brighter futuro for the * Mervy Magazine.’

Yours truly,
K. GUNNAYYA SASTRY.

COMPETITION

Second Prize,
MY DEAR Eopiw,

I hear thab yon intend torun a book-stall ab
‘I\I:L\vn‘l:witiyn. If yon do so, I would recommend to you
The Mervy Magazine ' priced Az 2 bubt worth far
more thun ibs cost. It is just the Magazine that is
necded by a Nawalapitinn who spends most part of the
day in the facbory and finds litble or practically no
reerenbion whetseever, Asa matber of faet, this Magazine
15 o fine tonic to any avernge porson.

Among o dozen of Hbevary pleees tn the latest issus
ol tho Movry Magazine, Ithoroughiy enjoyed the story of
how o certain gont used a ghost to recover Wiy gramo-
phong, which was horrowed very much against his wish.
The ' Letber from Twlita” iz cqually inberesting. The
obher arbiclos that appeal to me most are — Pab-Pat-
Put”, “To be shol again’, *Welcome to THs Execllency '
“ My Locus Standi” and the * Rowdy .

Apart from these beautiful, shorb stories, there are
hmorows sareasis eatled “the Sparks homonr Apvil ™
probably edited by a learacd Iditor.  “ Jokes from our
Readers ™ and “ Other Peoples’ Huwmour " aro equally so
tnberesting thab youw witl urst into a roaring lnughter once
yourcad thom., The ong-minute-storics are short and
sweel,  The Fditor’s page is business-like, as it ought to
be, and iy very instruebive to the competitors and
contributors.

The various Competitions rouse the highest pitch of
excitement in the reader. There arc as many as five
competitions open to readors, freo of entrance fees! Ono
is ‘ Finish tho Story’ competition where the story tells usg
of how Daraisamy is left excited as a rvesult of a beam-
ing smile from an unknown lady., Another competi-
tion is the ‘ Joke ' competition, whore readers are invited
to send in original jokes and the one who sends the best
wins, of oourso. The two liberary compebitions are
*The Letter to the Tditor’ and the  Funniest Inecident
in your life” A novel competition by name of the
‘Ding * competition, is published bemptbing cvory reader
for a sensalional prize of Rs. 500, Particulars and
coupons for enbrance will he sent in the next issue of
the Merry Magazine,

What creates the mirth and jollity, as the name of
the Magazine suggests, 1s not only the jokes, humour
and one-minute stories but alwo the illustrated jokes or
carboons. The local artiztic Shakespeare discovers bhat,
to run away from the Dentist, is noblor in mind than
sufler agonies long hefore the tooth is oxtracted! I am
afraid, I shall only be spoiling the soup, if I goto
explain every one of thom to you. The best cartoon,
in my opinion, that ereates humour and laughter is the
one by name of ' Rules That Restrict.” Among the rest,
my  favourites ave ' Why not?’  Whose Will?" ‘The
Thoughtlul Son ' ‘ Closed or open ?' and * An old Punner™.

It is indeed hinpossible for me to treal, in the com-
pass of a few hundred words, all the hwmour, mirth and
jollity found in this issue of the Merry Magazine,
without reducing individual arbicles to unintoresting
brevity. Therelfore, nothing bub a trial peep at the
Morry Mag. will make yow to appreciabe ib.

Yours, GEORaLE, (MR, V, G. WHITEFIELD)



WHAT THEY SAY OF THE “ MERRY MAGAZINE *

T AR Y

The peizs toci s aee dood i fhelr way hat for the
Life of me, Temnol fad aoything e coplionally brillinnt

in either of them, Tdonar oxpeed Hoaibher, for, ib woutd
Le indoed Tl npon one propiising wiibers fo expech
then to rise up o those helghis to which oven t1:e best
writers seldom yenel,

Ons of the resular features of the Wlagnzine—and a
very good one tohool--comes frem the  hand of that
mvsborions person - Tig Tus Tub ™ and there is no
article T would fike fo rewd so much as Wis “Dielders”
—provided ihe future articles sEnd on o par \‘yil,h the
present one.  Aud the swme tling about the & Bpavks
from our Anvil.”

The nunerous sketehes and eartoons area delight-
ful feature of the ‘Merry Magazine.

(. SRINIVASA RAO, Medico.
94, Dovaraja Mudili 8¢, P T Madras.

* * *

Only uow it has Justified its nwme Morry Magne
zinge.

Thug, in every way, this Issue has shown rapid pro-
grosg, very fur from the place it has stbod in bhe road
of efficiviicy.

. BAMANUTAM,
Mugavai Strect, Ranmmad.
& % *

By the way, who illustrates your magazine or
sabher o muagazine?  The artist, whoever he is, 1s v
in advance of those employed by other journaly (I could
name & fow 1) whose pletures ave invariably in wrong
prospective, with lines suspiciously askew.

R. NORONIHA.

Room 311, Loyola Hosbel, Madras.
* * *

1 should like to know the name of that veteran artist,
who has drawn the pickure on the front page of the
wrapper. Is he not the same person who has illustrated
‘ Bala, the had woman 2 The neat get-up of the journal
atber the western fashion is largely due to the ereditable
work of the artist. Other artists fare equally well—I
do not forget Mali, the fun creating artist in fhis place,

M. KRISTHNASWAMI.
Novbh Main Street, Pudukottah,

* * £ 3

The Letters from Lalita promise to be interesting,
It is to be hoped bhat they will hold a candle to the
once famous Kamala's letters.

The onology of My. and Mis. Saptarishi, coming
from the pen of “Deisvi, T whose fuumour is always
pathetically serious, is superh with its plquancy and
point,

C. . LRISHNAMURTHI,

55, Trunk Road, Walajapet.
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You really seem to caber to all &
variehy of conbribubors  aud contei]
ane another in these pages!

}m_tns! And what a
mbions jostle agninst

And lask - - e

A\nd I.L.s: bhut nn'L loast, there is the Fditor
{you look simply delightiul in
praes ol honour belors
removed in the rear) pers

oo th hinmsel
e plebure with your

You and owr ancestor e
) uasve, and clever ag ovor
Bub for a corbaln sbylistic charn, o lpep _—
and a restrained and mellow hy ity T vour

] ) uuour in this g
should not have had this letbey. 15 1ssue, you

1‘{. ]L}MA(JH/\NDAR:\N M. A
Clo. Sunskrig Pandit, Bhavi

i, Dhavani
* . y bhavani,

b
113 .
Your — Merry Magazine” g .

cople.  Merry Magazine” PrCsupposes juiseyuhle

prople. = Merry Magazine ™= velicf for the e
Our Philosophers suy thab happiness follows niserables.
misery  lollows happiness. Do merry “‘ll‘llll.sm'y and
« h . 4 ‘Nile yveading
Merry Mazazine” and be misey: reading
y ane f be miseralile alter finishing i 1
s 16!

Toria J'SIICTIY:\N{\NJ) Moorciann
Joria Dazaar, Khill, : .
. . ) \lulLu:' St, Karachi.

The artist ab your disposal deserves to ho
ted for the vivid and appropriate i
sentiients of your contributors.
true to life in cvery respecs,

congratula-
Sbortrayal of gle
'1‘1“0?0 Diclures aro
SeRuTATOR 7,

*
I have heen a regular reador of the “ M,
zine” for the last few months. T I’(’
Pudding is in the eating of it Yes, | oo O the
you, Mr. ]:]dltor. I have no hofsituLi(')n in C?ngur. wibth
your fortnightly dishes cught to syijt th‘o ) f‘?m;; that
nwmerous readers “and I appreciate I)u§';;tin ;\ of your
Sparks ” and the " Ticklers.”  As oy thy cu arly tho
aro simply splendid and free from “yylgg, ’H’L,’ t‘“l}:S, they
characterise some of the fortnightlics bl;u} 1.]‘]‘”5’9 _which
city. The illustrations arc well drawn ’115 ied in tho
aet-up of the Mag. leaves nothiing and the general

> to b .
present s'tandzu-d is kept up, I have, no ‘zigl?;ltl L;ll 7\Ir[ tho
Mag. will  occupy a  promineng I’lchU‘ lifl)lx c:}n,o
4 3]

fortnightlies published in  the
; ety is ]
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See next page for details




WHAT YOU HAVE TO BOG.

On tha previens page, yor will find one of themod

poputar picture comprtitions we Jievo g0 fei v
are cighit linos of pictures amd eecl Tine poprsoits a
word, after the letters “ Ding ™ are aeldnd. o el
take the first line. The st pictae i the fied Te 13
rat. Starting with ibs first letter ‘10, we have in the
next square Flephant which gives us RE. Wonmn
gives us RETV and Ave and Rose glve us RETVALL
Add C DING ' to this and you get the word I Wi
ING. The rest of the lines of pictures can be solved
similarly.

RULES AND CONDITIGNS

Selutions must be filled 1y e conpon print - in the
next column. Any number of solutions may bosent bub an
entrance fee of annas eight must accompany every enfry
submitted. Where copies of The Meyry Magazine are nob
available, competitors can send in their solubions oo ordi-
nary paper bub an entrance fee of annas few s payuble
with cach entry thus submitbed. All entries must be yreect-
ved by last posb on 2—9—33. Any reeeived Inber will ho
disqualificd.  Entries from local competitors will e
reeeived in pereon at our office B 6 P.M. on that dale.
The first prize ol Rs. 350 will be awarded o an all-
correct solution and fhe second prize of Re 130 to tho
one which the Dditor considers the next best and
similarly the third prize. An all-correct solution s
one which agrees in all vesprots with the one in the
Editor’s possession. Failing an all-corect solubion, the
first prize will be awarded to tho nearest correct enbry
received. In case of ties, the prize noney will he cqually
divided. In case there are three or more than thiee
all-correct answers, the total piize of Rs. 500 will e
divided equally amongst them. A winning competitor
can receive only one share in @ prize ond the winner
who ties for the first prize shall not Le elivible {or a
share in the second.  No correspondence can he enterad
inio or interviews granted.  Persons connocbed with the
Merry Magazine and its associnted Journals are nob
allowed to compete.

Coupons must be filled in Tocibly and sont intact

along with the M. O. recelpb 1ssued by the Yot Offico,
All entrics must be addressed to—

THE EDITOR, ¢DING ' COMPETITION,

The Merry Magazine Oifice,
2/140, Broadway, Madras.

el AT,

Ist Prize Rs. 350
2nd Prize Rs. 100
Srd Prize Rs. 59
In case of bies, prize amownt wil
be equally divided.
Enirance fee as. 8 only.

iosing Date 2-9-33.
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Do you feel Tired of Ruzors aud an ever inuroasing
froothof Heir?
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Liaproved Washukhle Puraton Shenths.
For MEN. Single and Reinforecd Double Top.
Price 1zt Quaily .. Rs. 2
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= . Y 1 L] h v
L excels, owing fo plasant cooliess d o the ducation of &
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Y topies avaibihle in the mavkeb, there wilh ofien ansae some a it
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& TR lnow the mind of the lady v
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If correctly npplied, hair  onco ramoved  within i 2

3 minutes do not prow for sover:l days lowving the skin
cloan and fresh all the while. Wvery applieation of 010
mukes the hair grow finer. Froguend use of it reduces
aud shhchens tho growth of hair so thad they are finally
turned into soft down. Unlike Razors, Ohie does not darken
tho skin nor causes irritation.
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Here s the way., A crystall hall,

. scerebs. Try bhis immediately
Directions for uss enclosed in oach tube B y : lately.
A Tube Costs Rs. 1-8, Three at a Tirze Rs. 3-12.
When crdering please meniion *“ Merry Mageazine.”
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L ! Theso are made ol pure Rolled Gold i ; 2 E EASUR &
t and seb in with imitation diamonds and i E FREE INSURANCE COUFPON
& ! rubios ete., workmanship is unrivalled. # E Dated 25—8—33
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THE MERRY MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS

60 YEARS OLD

ON WEDNESDAY NIGHT.

REJUVENATION.
“ COMALIN”

THE NATURAL ONE APPLICATION ONE SOLUTION HAIR DYE.
GUARANTEED HARMLESS.

25 YEARS YOUNG

ON THURSDAY MORNING

*“COMALIN”

& periad of many years. For the first

avoids the disadvantages of all known
preparations and which one expects of R ban SO
the ideal Hair-Dye.

Quick, natnral dyeing of the hair; no
faulty colouring; genuine, no discoloura-
tion ; permanent, unafleccted by friction,
light, air or water; absolutely harmless,
simple and clean touse; no colouration ;
of the soalp.

“COMALIN *»*

KING OF HAIR-OYES
. .. is free from metallic substances, from
ig the result of scientific research over poisonous matter or acids, nnd from

timea Hair Dye bas been produced, which ”ﬂTURﬂL BLack H&'R DYE { 2sbeingabsolutely harmless and conform-

o OC r.ulnAw)

“COMALIN”

irritating or caustic compononts, as well

TRy ing in preparation and composition with
Se the demands of the Law.

*“ COMALIN?”»

makes the hair fragrant and ag gsoft as
silk, and removes any discolouration
which may previously have been present.

“COMALIN”

The deep and natural black colouring

tree. and is a liquid hairdye,

&
0 '
. o - o
. achieved with “ Comalin’’ isof s beah:hy
usly unk: B ts who have
containg the extract of a South American @‘RMTHD HhRMLE SS g;‘if,"’u:eﬁ réox;;):;& » ﬁfﬁfu all other

premarations,

¢ Apply to :—The Manager,

Price per packet Rs 1-4-0 Postage Extra

SRI DHANAM & Go, P.B. 119, Madras.

DL ZEREERNES e SiSi=ia s = e = e ’

GOLD PLATED “FIDO”

LEVER WRIST WATCH.
Rs. 7-.14-0

U

L]
Your loss in repair of Cylinder watches will

you go in for our Lever wrist v}atch. "Ne neéd of

ropairs. No lever wa.tch sold up to now atb such &

price. -

Rs. 7-14-0 only.
(Postage As.._]. E.rluoﬁe ‘

¥ Sole Agents :—

CANADIAN WATCH PEOPLE

: Rs. 2. 15-0 Only Rs. 2-15-0!

be recouped and you will get rid of worries if

Free with a fine Goldphted wrist cham

Georxc Tcwn, Madras

SDLYPELIEES

A ROCK-BOTTOM PRICE
YOU CAN NEVER DREAM OF

Here is an
offer of =&
famous and
registered
Founbmn Pen,
with a  gold
plated Nib
Purchasers will

‘ : ‘ also get Ffreeg

a lever pocket Wa.hoh guarantesd for-three years. i
.

&«

L e e

" This is the chance.to get your daily necessities af
such L low pnce Don't miss.

: One Fountam Pen. With

3 Free Pocket ‘Watch Rs. 2.1 5-0.

Purchasers of two Pens ata time will get a,
Free Gold plated Wrist watch, guaranteed for five
years. instead of the Pockst walbich.

‘The Krishna Agoncy,
o . P B 119 G P. 0. Madras.



REGD. No. M 2856.

__ THE TRAGEDY OF LIFE — |
" AND THE DAWN OF A NEW ERA » '

] form the themes of two songs (i ————
/% sung by
Nt fi§ S- S. VISWANATHA DOSS,

Released by us under
'Record No. C. A. 610.

This record stands in
a class by itself both for €3
matter and music. =
Priced low to suit all
pockets.

ﬁ‘w@m o
%/ /\\\\W//
‘// 'f'- ,, .__,' '

@m@aa@us L6t TR WINT T

SARASWATHISTORES

noum ROAD, o mm:.
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