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was scamping through my evening paper (my neigh-

bour's, to be honest), yesterday, when, right in the

mididle of o page, 1 bumiped against the Maharajah

of Goidgarh. I stood up. \When one reads an

article written by a Maharajah, I suppose one has

got to remain standing,  ISspecially so, when the author

has a salute of 9 guns and hus olten, presumably, shaken
hands with the Viceroy.
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The English,” wiites the gallant prince, —are
indubitably the eveatest nation on carth. They consume
21 s, of soap
per  head  per
annum,  whereas
Giermiany u s e s
only 15, Crecho-
slovakia 11, and
India, a mere 1/4.
And yet (here, 1
belicve, the Maharajal's golden jacket shimmered with
emotion) there are Indian politicians who talk glibly of
severing the Lritish tie!”

Consuming 21 pounds of scap per annum is a
performance worthy of credit,and I take my hat off to
the Englishiwan. T hope he won't mind if it isn't really
a hat, but a turban. Anyway, | take it absolutely off to
him,

~= Now to return to the Maharajah of Goldgarh. The
remarks of the gallant prince (if I may use the term
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...sails out of the room with her nose in the air,
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again) might strike the average reader as a shade idi—
er~—incorrect, but, personally, I am inclined to think
that there is a soupcon of sense in them. A glance at
the advertisement pages of the Daily Mail or the
Morning Post is enough to convince one that dear Miss
Brittania rules the waves mainly because of the
excellence of her toilet soaps. “ Complexion,” as Julius
Caesar remarked so pithily to Cleopatra, ““is mightier
than the sword.”

In the Middle Ages, washing with soap was regarded
an unnecessary absurdity. The DBritish nobles didn't
call it “soap ' then, but Sapo fatis or something, as the
English language was thoroughly unfashionable in high
society, and Latin was all the rage. Flowever, the point
I want to drive home is that they didn't find much use
for it. For instancs, history says that the children of
Ed\_vard [ had baths only four times a year —onc at the
beginning of cach seacon—and were soaped only once in
twelve months—usually on Christmas Iive. And Iidward
the Confessor...... But why multiply examples > Tinough
has been said to show why Brittania couldnt rule the
waves in the Middle Ages. Tocr girl !

When an Englishman of the Middle Ages took a
bath and rubbed himself with soap, he probably expected
to receive a knighthood the next morning. One can
ve.rfy well imagine a prospective knight saying to his
wite :-—

“Darling, I want a bath. I am to be knighted

tomorrow, you know,”

“Abath? Whatever is it, dear ? "

“Well, a bath is-er-well, don't you remember we

h‘ad one on our wedding day—only ten years ago? No?
Scratch your head, lass, and try to recollect.”

*1 did pever 1"

" soap for politicians and

- heaps and heaps of soft

e

* Well, then, it is like this. You rub yourself with
er-er-soap until you are white, and then wash yourself

with hot water, until you are quite pink.”
“ Water and s-s.oap? ”
* Yes, water and soap.”
“Sez you?”

& SBZ I-”

“You are drunk, Arthur! I shan't stand any more

N i3]
nonsense from you. So there !

And she sails out of the room with her nose in the

air.
But things have changed
now, and DBritain as wel]

as the rest of the world has In The Next Issue

become more or less soap-
conscious. The markets
are flooded with soap and
the newspapers are full of
itt. Soaps aren’'t mere
present day. If you could KULTUR in 1940
believe the soap-makers,
their advertising agents,
and the kindly doctors
who give ‘unsolicited
testimonials’, there are
soaps to cure you of
pimples, adiposity, lassitude, -
inferiority-complex, super-
annuation, Khan Bahadur's
kidney, ef cetera. And,
they say, there is on the
market a special brand of

- d
tuft-hunters, who nee MY FACE IS
soap, of the right degree
of softness, to help them to
lubricate their way to
preferment.

Naturally, one of the
greatest problems of the
present day is to decide
what soap to buy. It is
not like buying biscuits, for

THIS MONKEY BUSINESS ~ P. P. Samuel

A scintillating skit on practical jokes.
cleansing agents at the -

A vision of Germany ten years hence under
a super dictator who out-Hitler’s Hitler.

WHAT A YOUNG WIFE
OUGHT TO KNOW

All about bringing up babies during the first
twelve months.

GUIDE TO MADRAS

Strange sidelights on Madrasis and their
ways of living. . _
_ ! Buy British-made Barclay

MY FORTUNE, SIR!

The adventures of a man with the face of a
greenhorn,

SEENU'S TORTOISE

On Seenu’s queer tastes in the choice of pets.

Joyltull, Auntie and other sparkling features.

A better procedure, perhaps, is to leave it to the shop
assistant as I do.

“A cake of soap, please.”

“One cake?”

“No, I mean a box.”

“Pears, sir?  Greta Garbo and the Prince of

“No, if you mean Pears’. 1 don't want Pears :
it reminds me of my schooldays.”

13 'Y . ‘

Brown’s, sir? Drown's

Best British Bath Balls
for Bright Bathing.” "
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[ No, please. That

' sounds too B-B-British by
half.”

|

’ “Sapo Carbonis?

| Wright's you know. Sir
‘Hun' }‘ Malcoln Campbell......"

|

113
| Do you mean...... 2"

“ And Mr. Lloyd George,
the royal physician...... "

“Haha! No marks.
Try again.”

“ Teddy Bear "

_ “ Ah,” says he, ‘brighten-
ing up, “I should have
recommended Barclay's at
the very outset.

V. B. Prasad

M. S. Kalyana-
sundaram

And Biff the fat away.””

(33
Look here, young man,
am I fat?”

“1t is not for me to
say, sir, but if I were you
1 should plump for Barclay's
right away.”

‘Rose '

“Thanks very much.

example. If you want to
purchase a pound of biscuits,

.you first enter a shop and ask for a few samples.

Having tasted the lot like a connoisseur, you wrinkle
your nose and purse your lips and say, ‘‘not
half nutty enough " or “no class and crispness to it,”
and walk off to the next shop, looking a trifle outraged.
And when you are too full to sample any more, you

.. could always give it up for the day, and go the whole

hog the next—in a different quarter, perhaps.

But séap is a more complex affair. If you try to go

- JJY the advertisements, you might take a couple of days

'to decide which fo buy, for each, according to the
advertiser, the chemical analyst and  the leaders of the
medical profession, is the last word in saponificasion.

i But I don't want Barclay’s.
- ’“" —  Let me have a cake of
Swadeshi stuff.,”
“ One cake, sir?”

“No, I mean a box.”
“ Gandhi soap?”

“No, I don't want Gandhi. Neither Nehru, if you
happen to have any such. Engenders inferiority complex,

you know...... Paradise? Notatall...... Dash it, let me
have-er-er-er-a packet of Gillette blades—and the bilis!”

Of course, you could always do it all over again the
next day.

[ T—



READER’S OPINION ON THE WINNING ENTRIES

IN THE ABOVE COMPETITION
Winner of Gold Medal: “ GINGER"

ndia Literary Ci m “ﬂO |

Dodu, the Money-Maker

Mr. Sampathkumaran’s adaptation of the idea deserves
warm praise.
Chi!d-l'ife is a]yvayS_(liﬂicu.lt to portray—not so mgch It would perhaps be an idea for more of our writers
perhaps in s elatonhiy o grova s It 5 O aampt s vy eeciv vy of handing o dons
. . ) N > . ment and if he has not done much, the writer had at
all_ S0 plea:smg.ly dlffgrentf yet re‘.ﬂ.ltl?s are £o terribly least shown us a way that is worth following,
grim. It is this duality in the child's experience that

requires the touch of a genius like Barrie or Lewis Carrol

HERE is the sting in the tail of Mr. Dorai-
swamy's tale? In his advance announce-
ment of the first published prize story, the
Editor asked us to look out for it, but I
have been searching in vain. DBut then, the

Editor of the Merry is a resourceful man, who, when he
falls down on his face, consoles himself with the reflec-
tion that his whiskers aren’t soiled.

The sting in Not with a Bang is not in poor
Kotiswara Iyer's dismissal or Pinto’s perfidy; the sting
seems to be specially directed against the Ilditor and the
moral of the story is apparently this. Mr. Iiditor, if you
want post-war fiction judged, do not entrust the job to
lawyers and school-masters of the Victorian era, who do

not know anything that was written after Shakespeare’s
death,

When I look at the story from this view-point, 1
cannot help admiring Mr. Doraiswamy for his courage
in bearding the lions in their own dens. His Editor and
his Judges are all so true to life and he has roasted them
ever so nicely. The wonder of it all is that the Judges

have been able to appreciate such a pungent joke against
themselves.

1 have all along felt that Indian writers of fiction
devote more atlention to descriptions of incidents, as
against persons in the story. Nof with a Bang is one of
the very few stories I have read so far that is faultless in
this respect. The characterisation is perfect and detailed

to a fault and gives you a pucca mental picture of the
persons concerned.

The way each character in the story is made to
expose the particular bee in his bonnet in his talk, is
admirable. Mr. Sarma’s old-world purita nism,
Mr. Raghavachari’s cry against modern youth and art,
Mr. Mudaliar’s comic attempt to dissect a. modern story
from the standards set up by Henry James and Coventry
Patmore and in the end the whole lot of them falling for
the fishy smell in Pinto’s lifted tale and each trying to
justify his choice from his own particular philosophy—
oh, the thing is so screamingly funny.

The sub-characters, if I may-use the term, in Rag
Bahadur Jeswantrao Pingle, the widow-dreaming Sagtri
the half-starved clerk, whose life-time of misery is com.
pensated by the pleasure of witnessing his bully Editor’s
discomfiture—these are all so cleverly portrayed' and
woven into the story that you do not at all get the: im-
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pression of crowding, which the presence of so many
persons i a story might otherwise create.

Mr. Doraiswamy’s style and  language, il o bit
laboured and pedantic, are, nevertheless, very effective and
forceful. The consistency he has managed to maintain
in his characters over the whole story is specially notice-
able.  This story deserves our very wholesome praise.

The Earthquake-Relief Charity Show

“What is the use of a book,” complained Alice of
Wonderland, ‘without any pictures or conversations?’
And Alice was a very good judge of fiction. Dialogue is
the great thing in a short story and Mr., Seshadsi has
handled this aspect of his story very effectively. The
conversation is so snappy and gives an insight into the
characters that a more laboured atiemwpt might not so
effectively portray.

As for the pictures, the theme of the story has offered
such a wonderful scope to the artist that the Tiditor has
been able to save up on the price of a front-cover joke
and palm off a bevy of beauties from the story on his
readers instead.

Personally T do not hold with a wife, even if she isa
‘graduate-wife,” saying to her hushand ‘Don’t be an
ass’, but whatever her [aults, Lalitha is right in one
thing. Her husband does write crisply.  Mr. Scshadri’s
style is very effective in its economy of words and you
notice what a lot he makes you understand with a
minimum of effort.

At first reading, the story interest in the mss, seems
to be rather obscure, but yet 1 cannot imagine a more
perfect denonement than the nice way in which the
writer leads up to the sale of Janaki's blazer and her
consequent discomfiture.  And then you remember what
the girl in green-blue said about Janaki not wanting to
part with a rag hersell, while trying to touch others for
their mite. All along you are thinking that the joke is
on the writer and then you end up by saying ‘Serve
Janaki right ~~which is just the effect the writer was
after.  Very clever, I am sure.

Like all good things, this story leaves you with a
feeling that you could do with nore of it. Personally I
wouldn't miud listening to the ‘music at home’ when
Lalitha started on her worse half about Janaki's blazer.

to handle effectively.

Mr. Narayan Swami seems to have caught the
happy knack of putting himself in the child’s place.
His handling of the process of thought in Dodu’s little
mind at once warms the reader’s heart to his little hero.
Dodu’s perplexities and little problems in life and the

infant philosophy which takes him through the stamp-
buyers’ perversity and his father’s harsh want of sympathy,
are all so vividly potrayed. The scene between the child
and Dr. Iyengar is so realistic in its simplicity of motives
and shows a master-touch in this particular type of writ-
ing.

The ending of the story is perhaps its greatest point.
Dodu’s money-making stunt and his entry into big busi-
ness are so appealing, but his forgetting the whole world
in three pies worth of fried ground-nuts, endears you all
the more to this little man who, unfortunately will one
day be big and imbue so much sophistry. You feel that
you could wish for Dodu eternal childhood like Peter
Pan.

A fine subject, finely handled and refreshing to read
in the midst of so much un-reality that is unfortunately
teal. Mr., Narayan Swami has indeed done his job
very well.

He Laughs Best

When I read HE LAUGHS BEST first, I couldn’t
help thinking that it stood in a class by itself. Asa
short story, its technique is so perfect and the denowue-
ment is so sudden and masterful that it takes your
breath away. Very few writers of short stories are able
to achieve this effect of climax in such a short space
and with so few words.

Perhaps the effect is so good on account of the
theme of the story. Confidence-men seem to be a result
of all social upheavals and both in Ametican and

. English literature the popularity of confidence tricksters

in fiction has been confined to a post-war period. It
was perhaps only natural therefore, that the revolution
which the civil disobedience movement brought about
in the life of Bombay, should also tesult in a few clever
men trying to live on their wit. The theme affords a
back-ground fit for the plot and if the building ‘of the
story offers some scope for comm®nt in that it is
copied from a greater master of short-story writing,

My Aunt.

It has been often remarked that Hindu domestic
life offers very little scope for the writer on account of
its drab simplicity and want of colourfulness. We have
no eternal triangles to dissect and romance of the
novelist's variety is practically taboo. The higher
aspects of existence, which seem to form such a

fundamental part of our lives, do not show well in
print.

Despite all this, I do not think our worst critics can
accuse us of want of emotion. There are complications
enough in our domestic life to make life attractive.
Mr. Jagannathan has chosen a difficult theme for his
skit and has managed to make it read so well. The
aunt motif is a predominant factor in our lives and this
portrayal of domestic politics gives such a vivid insight
into Hindu life that even strangers to it cannot but be

impressed by the essential human aspect of the
situation.

Mr. Jagannathan says he covets literary distinction,
I am sure his skit will earn it for him. Not everybody
can make such a thorough job of such a dry subject.
The writer’s style and diction are well suited to the
subject. Even in his youth the writer seems to have
been able to earn a tip of eight annas from Awful Aunt ;
no wonder he has been able to make more money by

writing about her in later life. I do not envy him his
BUCCESS

‘G. V. Writes

On the whole, the All India Literary Competition
has been a complete success, and the Merry Magasine
has every right to be proud of it. In fact, the prized
entries far exceed the expectations that one could form at
a normal reckoning. The offer made by the editor at
first appeared to be unnecessarily high, but now one

could say that the editor has struck rather a cheap
bargain.

I believe the editor,has decided to dig up the wells
of literary talent that either has not been discovered or
has been kept under cover. If only he makes repeat
offers, well, India will prove next to none in the literary
field. May we hope that the editor of the Merry
Magazine will be di?ectly instrumental in bringing about
this glorious evolution.

(3 G. \’. ’.’
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a city of dogs,” says Mr. =

Eugene O'Neill. We \‘\\\\\;\\\‘\\\:

\
" London siruck me as SIS

always said that ILondon
was going to the dogs.
x

* * ki

(14 P N
”Complalmng about corns or sore-fect won't cure
them,” says an _advertisement. It will at least prevent
people from stepping on them.
* x x *

€, N .
The “stan(lnrd domestic antidote,”
@emporary, for (flu) is hot whisky and le
Just cut the lemon out, and it's an ide

Savs w Con-
mon.” Now
al prescription.

,A Hindu has been placed bhefore a Presidency
Magistrate, for an attempt to cut off his wife's nose. The
defence, we believe, was that the nose was too long, and
used to poke in all his affairs.

* % ES *

“ There is in London a restaur
staffed by ex-convicts.”
feel more at home.

*

testaurant which is partly
This is just to make the patrons

* ”

‘ “Don't you ju§t love dainty underwear ? ' asks the
Daily Sketch, Not immediately, but may be after seeing
who is in it.

L 3

* @ %

gy oy . .
Britain’s heart may be soft, but her head is hard,”
says a London paper. Solid, my dear Watson, solid.
¥ ¥ #* *

* Mrs. Catherine Brickland, of Ireland, who died af
the age of 123, attributed hLer long life to work.” [f this is
the case, there is very little chance of ouy reaching even
half that age. -

* * * »

“You must take care of your teeth and gums,”
says a dentist. Especially if it is a gold set.

The revelation,” says astory, “‘came to Der
very slowly.” But isn’t Revelation the last book in the

Bible ?
g

e ptms

[T ) %) If

From the long table,” says an author, ¥ came
the familiar noises ol the Ranchmen, at their meals.”
We never thought that Ranchimen alvo took SOUD.

B ES £ ¥
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T'he story contains, says a review,  poignant
dramas, astounding experiences, and stirring  revelations,
told in a few words” Lor example: ' The Editor
presents bis complunents and regrets that etc., etc)

* * L *

An appeal to Dritain not o abandon India was
made at a dinner by Lord Carson. There are doubting
I'homases even to-day.

#. * * *

My, .]ones says that the Furopean in India is a
Conserx;ahve Animal. This is another distinct victory for
Darwin’s theory.

* * »

G, W Wilder says that reading of absorbing
d_ctech\'o stories 1s one of the best nerve tonics. Next
time we visit our doctor he should be prepared to tell us
a thrilling detective yarn.

* % ® *

The Total revenue from Tobacco i Ingland
for the year ending 31st March was £67,227,401, So,
you can't say it all ends in smoke.

1N v H
B s Lill, says amedical report, was given to ten
patients in doscs of 150 grains daily,  We should like to
know what the coroner’s verdict was,

HE nudist cult is rapidly gaining ground gnd
enlisting followers in the \Veste_m countries.
Everybody is mad alter wearing the new
clothes of the Lrmperor in the old story.
New clothes. The Doukhobors of Canada
must look to their laurels—1 was about to say

morals—since they are not the sole monarchs of all
they survey. Cut-throat competition, as my iriends tbe
financiers would say, is growing even in the nudist
field. - -

Oh, fie, that India has not fallen in line th!x h_er
Western sisters! It is just like her to lag behind in
everything. But, I suppose the cult will not catch on

in this continent. What is to happen to the pick-

pockets and therefore, the Honorary Magistrates, if
everyone turned nudist? Have a heart, folks.

That reminds me. Did you hear the story of the
nudely-weds,” who were arrested, on the day of days?
Well, here goes then. The honeymoon of a Chicago
couple, who wore nothing but a smile—oh, T am so
sorry, the bride also wore a gold hoop on her finger—in
the midst of a strictly nudist gathering was rudely
interrupted by the police. They were arrested and cha'rg'-
ed with participating in an indecent and obscene exhibi-
tion. The minister was the only person present at .the
wedding who broke the nudist rules, being rqbed in a
goat-skin. These policemen are so unsympathetic every-
where.

But Captain X of England, a film .producer, went
one better. When a ‘cutie’ came to him for a part in
a film, he said she must have a test in the .nude first,
Well, what do you think she did? No, she did not slap
him, but......... agreed! You never know our modegn
maidens, they will do anything for dougly, if you will
pardon my Americanese. DBut, like the Government of
India, she imposed one condition. The film was to be
returned to her, after it had been privately Vlewe(.i.
Mark the word ‘privately” We don't have a dog's
chance.

Well, to cut a long story short, th? ﬁlm_ was mad'e
and viewed. What the film producer's opinion on it
was, no one ever knew, for he did not express it, no, not
evento the girl. But one thinghe certainly did. He neither
delivered the film to her nor gave her any part in any
fim. Only the*incorruptible Robespierre would " have
done it, the first part, I mean. The girl dashed off to
court and the Captain had to shell out £ 500 as damages.
Bravo, girl, buck up. You would never have made that

By * KEBI’®

much, if you had got a part in a film. But, did you
make sure that the Captain did not keep a copy of the
film, for his ps i ate use ? . .

What is next to nudism in the news ? I'll give you
three round guesses. Right, first time. Nazi Germany,
There is no end or reason or rhyme to Hitler's laws.
But he seems set on the propagation of the race, Every
unmarried man, who has not seen twenty-five summers,
is to be dismissed from service. He must marry. DBut
‘My Leader —that's his latest title—is a real father‘of
the people. He does not intend to leave his unmarried
children in the lurch, but shows men the way to wedding-
bells. He has set down the following ‘ Ten Command-
meats for choosing a Mate’:—

1. Remember that thou art a German,

2. Thou shalt not, if hereditarily sound, remain

unmarried.

3. Keep thy body clean.

4. Keep soul and spirit clean.

5. As a German, only choose a mate of like or of
Nordic blood.

6. In choosing thy mate, ask after his (her)
ancestors.

7. Health is a first condition of outward beauty:

8. Marry only for love.

9. Seek not a playmate, but a comrade for
marriage.

10. Wish for as many children as possible.

Holy Moses ! Can you beat it? DBut one or two
‘ commandments’ are quite unnecessary. For instance
the sixth. Why ask after his (her) ancestors? Isn't
Darwin’s word good cnough, even for Nazis? And
again, the tenth ' commandment.” If to wish were to
achieve, I think some people would not be where they
are nOw.
* * * *

And talking about husbands and wives, I have an
interesting incident to relate.

“Is there a man in the audience with another man's
wife ?”” asked a revue comedian at an English theatre
Mrs. Emily Ibell, a member of the audience, turned
round, as she did so catching the eye of Mrs. Ivy
Cooper.

Mrs. Cooper waited...... outside the theatre and
smacked Mrs, Ibell's face. A fight followed. The
result :* both the women were bound over by the police
magistrate ** for usipg gestures calculated to lead to 3
breach of the peace.



THE EDITOR'S COLUMN

S T am publishing in this issue a short story by Miss
‘Devika Rani,) I leel T should correct a poesible
misconception.  She is not the star of ° ](I\.l‘l\]:l,'
as some of you are likely to take her to be: <he
is an Irish lady writing under an Indian nom-de-
plume. She has chosen this name because, for one thing,
it is a pretly name—to quote herself ; for another, she
is a great admirer of the famous aclress.  She is o riend
of the film-star's family and has much in common with (he
star herself-—such as a flair for acting.  DBut what the
Devika Rani of the films probably has not, and what our
‘ Devika Rani' certainly has, is a talent [or writing, Dut
then, I needn’t tell you more about it. I ileave it 1o you
to read the story and judge for yourself.

One word more. Tn our last issue, I prepared you
to listen to an account of Private Joylull's hair-cut.
But, on second thoughis I decided that the hair-cut aflair
should go in, in the last issue iteell. It seemed <o
good and after an interval of 20 days you were looking
forward to the quintessence of humour in the Merry,
weren't you? Not that this weel’s fare is by any
means inferior or even that * Military Matrimony’ is less

interesting than ‘ ITair Cut.’ I don’t think so. Do you?

Before I quite finish, T should like to draw your
attention to the fare provided for you in our next week's
issue. 1 have all the while been telling you that the
Merry marches on steadily, proudly, never hesitating,
never pausing or stumbling, never looking bacl or taking

a retrograde step.  If you are not convinced, you could

just glance at our pages week by week. This week we
are giving you a feast, next week a regular riot, DBesides
our regular scrumptious features like Topsy Turvy, Star
Dust, Private Joyfull, Story'of My Life, Auntie and
other items, we have also delicious dishes like * Kultur
In 1940,” by a “ Hun,” “A Doctor's Dilemma "—not
Shaw’s but ‘ Elmer Delville’s which i
“ Monkey Business” by Mr. P. P. Samuel (who ought to
know all about it); advice to young wives under the
caption of ‘ What A Young Wife Ought To Know' by
(the obviously bachelor-writer) ‘T eddy Bear' and many
others. I warn you to have a stock of aesthetic digestives
with you when you read the Merry next week,
is too rich, you know., ... Things may happen.

pleasanter ;

Our fare
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third on left.”
The Reason

Teacher: (To
class): “Everything
1 say to you goes in
through one ear and
comes out through
the other.”

Pupil : “‘Is that
why we have two
ears, sir 7’

Quick Results

“Is it dangerous
to drink out of ano-
ther person’s glass?”

““It certainly is
—I got a black eye
that way once.”’

The Secret

Manager: “To
what do you attri-
bute your success as
a house-to-house
salesman, Ramu, ¥’

Smith: Very
largely to six words,
sir. Is your mother
at home, miss ? "’

Experience

Mrs. B: Does
your husband try
to make you obey
him ?

Myr. W : No, dear.
He has experience.
You see I married
a widower.

Force of Habit

IR LIS A B TR "

Dentist : * Which is the sore tooth? ”
Patient : (who is a cinema attendant) : * Balcony,

- FUN

A Poser

Mother: ‘“ Look, dear. There's the church where

your father and I were married.”

Child: * Who minded me that day, mummie ?”

Good. Taste!

“ Do you like children ?”

" *“Yes, madam.

If they are well cooked.”

SHURII

His Precaution

Hubby: “‘Ihear a burglar downstairs.”

Wifey: * You're right, I do belicve.

you getting out of bed?”
Hubby : * Tc lock the bedroom door !

O—12=1—135,

But why are

I T T T TR AT LR LR T T

- Conclusive

HOTHSS TR i nnnatn

Rright & Wrong

Counsel —" The
new man says he
can prove he's
related to you.”

Accused :—"" The
man’s a fool.”

Counsel —" Oh,
but I wouldn’t
call that proof. It
may be just coinci-
dence.”’

A Wonder

H:What do you
think of the man who
continually deceives
his wife ?

D: My dear
chap, I don't think
he’s been born yet.

That Was Why

Rushing into a
police-station a
man cried out that
he wished to give
himself up as he
had assaulted his
wife with a rolling-
pin.

“Did you kill
her ? ™ inquired the
police-man at the
door.

“No,” was the
reply ; ** that’s why
I want to be locked-

[}

up.

Footle: But supposeone’s parachute doesn’t open

after one leaves the machine ?

Flying Instructor: Well, you might call that jump-

to a-conclusion, my lad,
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A THRILLING FANTASY

By “ RAJARAM "
PART THE TWO

THE RETURN HOME

The Fantasy so far:

Professor Thurkov of Modalkar
while taking his evening constitu-
tional meets his student Nargun,
Pedantic to the tips of his toes, he
lectures to Nargun on the correct
behaviour of students. To divert
the conversation, Nargun suggests
a visit to the Temple of Bhima.
The professor readily consents and
the pair climb up a zig-zag road on
the side of a hill to reach the temple.
It is drizzling when they set out.

In the presence of a colossal statue
of Bhima at the entrance of the
temple, the professor grows senti-
mental and regrets Iis lost youth.
If only he can be young again!

Nargun tries to soothe him and
says in reply that it is pleasant to be
old and respected. If only he can be
a professor, commanding reverence
Jrom the student world !

Thunder and lightning.

The sky clears and in the light
of the setting sun, Guru and Chelg
see a puny, ugly thing ascending
the platform and reaching Bhima's
outstretched arm. The witch of
Modalkar ! She grants their wishes
and Thurkov and Nargun find that
while they retain their physical
bodies, their personalities had inter-
changed.

10

...... he forgets himself and takes
up a comb to dress his hair.

HE way seemed endless, the wind was cold and the

’] drizzle was nasty. Night was quickly enveloping

the earth. The will-o-the-wisp-like electric lamps

in the distance were the lone lighthouses of direc-

tion and hope. Thurkov and Nargun jog-jog-jogged
along, tired and dispirited.

“What a mess! Isit possible? Do we wake or
sleep? What's to be done!” were the exclamations, in
varying permutations and intonations, that beguiled half
the weary way. The mind of the professor, like that of
the pupil, was pellucid, clear and worked in the same old
way; but the body impeded and obstructed clumsily.
Nargun would think of jumping across a little brook as
he was wont to do, but the 175 pound of suydden weight-
age would jerk him cruelly behind, daunting and defeat-
ing him. The body acted as a drag, as an unescapable
resistance and the youthful mind already felt the un-
paturalness of the situation. So it was with the professor.
Gone was the former assurance and sneer of cold and
pompous command, for no sooner did he adopt that
attitude, than he saw that it ill suited his nimble boyish
form, and somehow something restrained him and he
stopped talking.

In silence they walked, unobserved by the passers-by
in the welcome darkness, and had time to take stock of
the novel situation. It wasall a confounded nuisance!
Why should that thingummu of a boy goad him to
visit the Temple of .Bhima? Thurkov thought he had
been ungenerously tricked, made a preposterous ass 1 Of
course it was he, who had proposed a walk to Nargun.
That didn't matter though. What did it all mean? How

. was all that going to end? What was to be his imme-

diate objective? Was he to return home? What a
picture of idiocy he must cut before his wife and children?
Would his students discover the professor in the puny
garb of Nargun? Ah, here was the rub! ‘What's he to
do with Nargun? What must he do, if the students hail
him as their Professor of Chemistry or even if his own
wife rushed towards him or the children prattled in innocent
glee? What a mess, what a frightful, unimaginable
mess! That ill-fated, blasted, blooming Temple of Bhima
a}?d the Witch of Modalkar! Oh, had he never heard of
them !

Along paralle! lines Nargun's thoughts, too, rushed
and rebounded and jolted. He had never bargained for
such a change, by all heavens, no! Had he never pro-
posed that unlucky visit to the temple. How heavy his
body had become ; how he had to pant for fresh air, take

deer breaths! . What a protuberant belly, fat. thighs,—..

that bald head paining under the pressure of the wet

What a sight it will be for Thurkov's children!

cap! How could he play cricket, how play carrom with
those rigid fingers, how sing the tunes with that mounstr-
ous voice! Would his mother and father and brother
and sister and friends in College and Miss Adriane of the
Women's College recognise him! What if he had to
engage the chemistry classes! How could he expound
the physical and chemical properties of Phosphorous
Pentoxide and Bismuth Chloride! And above all how
could he face his master’s people?  Supposing he forgot
himself and took up a comb to dress his hair. What a
sight it would be for Thurkov's children! His head was in
a whirl; his thoughts spun like a well-wound top; he was
too tired even to keep abreast of his nimbly-altered
professor.

It must have been on the wrong side of seven-thirty
when the professor plucked up sufficient courage to ask
his companion: * Now pray, you portly pumpkin, what
are we to do? You have brought us both te this tragic
pass and it is up to you to suggest a remedy.” But
Nargun was not the same old Nargun, but one suffering
under an additional mass ot 90 pounds and an immense
amount of irritation ; he simply said in suppressed deti-
sion: “I s’pose we've changed places and so must
play the game. I go to your house and you go to my
house and for the resulting comedies and tragedies we
will have only otirselves to be thankful.”

Thurkov restrained his rage, for he knew that, how=
ever impudent, the advice pointed to the only practicable
course. To think of the endless confusion the changed
identities would entail ! And poor Thurkov didn't even
know where Nargun's house was located, nor the consti-
tution or configuration of his family—and how was he to
conduct himself in the alien atmosphere of Nargun's
household? The immediate future was bristling with
alarming uncertainties.

The dwindled professor tried to be practical.
“ Nargun,” he began ingratiatingly, * let us discuss our
affairs calmly and from a realist stand-point. Have you
any reason to hope that our changed states will be only
temporary, in other words that the Witch of Modalkar
can be duly propitiated to withdraw her curse?”
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Nargun instantly replied: " None whatsocver— that
Witch I have heard told, is the nastiest and vengefullest
being in the cosmos.  The horrid thing will never with-
draw Ler curse!”

Thurkov found the last shred of hope breaking into
atoms and Hell gaping from below and sulphuvous
vapours suffocating the future. Had but the Witch
changed the memory as well as the {orm: then would the
very change in bodily state have passed unnoticed. But
no, the mischiel had to be complete and deadly. Tlere
under the clear 60 candle-power electric-imuncipal light
could Thurkov see himsell and see Nargun lucider—and
oh, what appalling difference! Here is—what an un-
comfortable coincidence ! —Professor Modavalla of the
biology department, smilingly nodding to Nargun, and
condescendingly bowing to Thurkov. What a MIISS!
And the troubles were just beginning.

Nargun suddenly asked: * Haven't you tomorrow a
class for us-~Inorganic Chemistry, [ think? How in
Bhima’s name am I to engage that class? And of the
Nitrogen group I understand nothing!”

“ How you exaggerate your difficulties,” expostulat-
ed Thurkov. *“Take heart, rather, thinking of my own
immenser puzzlements. When I enter your house, how
can I answer the queries of your people, how can I sit
under the lamp and read Milford's Andalytical Conics,
Walson's Pliysics and Caven's Oualitative Analysis |
Think you, it will not pain me? How, again, am I to
sit in the class and listen to the exasperating stupid talk
of the students and the tall talk of the professors ! And
above all, how am I to sit snug in your house and leave
you in fuli possession of my house,—of Lila and Indu
and Mohan, and my most egregious, nevertheless charm-
ing wife? What sins did I commit in my previous
births, my God, that [ have to suffer even thus in my life!
Oh! this earthly life is sure a pitiful vale of tears and

scatteryed hopes and twisted ambitions and perverse afflic-
tions!”

Nargun’s heart was moved—as whose would not at
the palpable wretchedness on Thurkov's face ? They
were nearing ihe precincts of the city and it was impera-
tive that they should agree

capped in prison.  And it i doubtful whether any
explanation will satisly people as to the reality of the
change. People won't simply believe us, and we will be
fools and rogues at once. It is better therefore that [ go
to your house—but in the name of all that 1 hold
cacred, T promise to conduct mysell still as if I were
but a dutiful pupil. 1 shall keep alonf, talk little, touch
only your children, even sham an illness, il need be
and neanwhile we shall make discreet enquiries as to the
revocability of the curse that has {allen upon us.  There
must be something in the legends about the Temple and
the Witeh that must give us a clue.  Dut {or the present
there 1s nothing to do except acquiesce in what has
happened.”

“Well may you lecture to me thus!” put in
Thurkov, “ but you aren’t to blame.  \Well, then, 1 trust
you; aud I warn you that my children are very mischiev-
ous and that iy wife bas an imperious temper.  And for
tomorrow's lesson on the Nitrogen group, you will sce in
my right-hand drawer miy lecture-notes, which with some
application you can master. Fortunately, you have come
to my house olten, and 1 presume you know where
different things are kept. If possible, [ shall come that
way tomorrow at 10.30 and clear up "any difficulty that
might crop up. Don't funk in the class and spoil my
name —you know wy methods, pursue them, and overawe
the boys. You needn't perform any experiments in the
class --quite probably you'll bungle. Just lecture, that'll
do. Now give me some brief and pointed directions as to
how 1 should conduct myself in your parental home.”

Thurkov and Nargun had by now become thorough-
ly sober, discussing seriously, almost sombrely, ways and
means of circumventing the possible inconveniences of
the inverted identities. Thurkov learnt of the exact loca-
tion of Nargun's house, the rooms and windows therein,
of Nargun's study and bed, of Nargun’s sister Prema and
brother Madhu, of the father who had to be called ‘appr’
and the mother to be addressed ‘ayae’ with empasis on
the second syllable! He learnt too where Nargun kept
his pyjamas and dhoties and the one hundred minor
things one must have. They had, discussing their

{Continied on page 15)

to a common course of

ween sentences, and inspi-
ring confidence and trust in
his own motives: " Un-
happy sir, I beg you to listen
to me a while. No doubt,
we didn’t expect all this, but
what will be will be. [ pray
you, trust e with a whole
heart. It is impessible that
you should go home as you
are; vour wile will not
recognise you, and before
you can explain it all, she
will raise a shout and the
people of twenty flats will
be upon you, and off will
you go, and perhaps be

conduct. Nargun therefore -
insinuatingly remarked, stop- D> @ Y @ ‘U’ K N] @ W/ ?2
ping understandingly bet- \, - n

I, Which city is said to be
the oldest in existemce?

2. What is the ‘nebular
hypothesis ' ?

3. Who was Arabi Pasha?

4. Where is the Aswan Dam?

5. By whom and when were
logarithms invented ?

6. What is Zionism?
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XI

NE of the dear boys has written to Auntie, suggesting that
Madras is dull. ' The Merry Magazine has brought bright
journalism to our city,” he remarks, “ Can't you do some-

thing in the way of general public entertainment "

For a moment, dear chickabiddies, I admit I was a trifle
dashed. Auntie thought she was already a public entertainment.
There are Auntie's balloon, and Auntie’s hat, and Auntie’s cigarette-
cards, and Auntie’s purity campaign. But I quite see the point. These
are all one-man, or rather one-woman, shows. There has been
nothing to attract and divert the public as a whole. What is needed
is some sort of Auntie Awful Stadium, whither the populace can
resort regularly in anticipationuof an amusing evening. ° What we
want,”’ says my correspondent, is a place where Auntic always has
something on.”

Well, dear boys and girls, I need hardly say that Auntie always
has something on. In fact, since the inception of the Purity Cam-
paign, Auntie has had a back put into her backless bathing-costume.
The back is made of flesh-coloured gauze; still it is, as you might say,
a gesture.

Auntie thinks that her Stadium should be dedicated to some
particular branch of sport. I'or instance, it could be called the
Auntie Awful Dirt Track, and yet not be devoted exclusively to motor-
cycle racing.  There could be band-performances, and exhibitions by
teams of physical-culture young ladies, and so forth. As my corres-
pondent says, always something on. The physical culture is a parti-
cularly good idea, as physical-culture girls can bave hardly anything
on, and yet be Entirely Educational. But Auntie has reluctantly
decided against a Dirt Track. She feels that the name would give
unnecessary alarm to the Purity League.

So Auntie’s Stadium is going to be dedicated to Mouse Meetings
—or should one say Mice Meetings? The central item at each
performance will be mice-races. The mice will run in a specially-
prepared track, and will pursue a mechanical piece of cheese. The
mice will be classified in three divisions, and Auntie will be President
of the Mice-Breeders' Association, and keep the stud-books, Auntie
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will also run the tote, but book-makers will be licensed
for the course. The climax of the season will be a high-
weight handicap for a Golden Gorgonzola. For this
event all micerace-goers will have to wear evening
dress, and all the Big Cheeses will attend in State.

Lover of Beauty. (Pycroft Road) Why is it that
the Venus de Milo has no arms?” Perhaps, dear boy,
this famous sculpture is intended to be an awful warning,
to show what happens to a girl whe bites her finger-nails.

Necla. (Salem) Auntie is so glad to hear that you
are employirg your spare time in handicrafts. To make
a Venetian blind, my dear, throw pepper in his face.

Lottery Manager. (Osio) Auntie is sure that your
lottery is far superior to all others. There is a first
flrawing. for which participants must send ten rupees.
Then, if they want to retain their privileges in the
!ottery, they must send ten rupees for the second draw-
ing, and so on,‘and $0 on. And, as the printer says in
your circular, “ The decision of the Manager is venial.”
What could be fairer than that ?

thtery Manager. (Oslo) Why didn't you like
Auntie’s previous reply? You say, " This lottery is
perfectly conducted, on the word of a gentleman.” Well,

Auntie is always open to conviction. Produce the
gentleman.

Newlywed. (Coimbatore) * What should a wife do,
vsghen her I_iusband constantly insists on having his rela-
tives for dinner ?”” Leave the brute at once, my dear.

No se!f‘respecting girl should be expected to live with
a cannibal.

Romeo. (Sasn Thotie) You say that your fiancee is
a stenographer, and you have noticed that whenever you
take her on your knee, she reaches for a notebook and

pencil. Be firm with her, my dear Romeo. Evidently
she is used to being dictated to.

_ Dante. (Broadway) “1 am a poet, and 1 have
written some verses that are bound to be immortal. I
would like you to arrange an interview for me. How
will I find the Editor *" You will find him very ferocious
on the subject of spring poets, my dear Dante.

Bright Idea. (The Labo-

Billu. (Little Naicker Street) ** Why do Europeans
put little boxes outside their houses? And why do the
little boxes say * Not At Home,” when you can see
the whole family sitting on the verandah?” A Not-at-
Home box, dear boy, is equivalent to a notice, * Don't
Come Up or See Me Any Time.”

Thirsty. (Bombay) A good way to get a drink,
when funds are low, is as follows: Take your bath-
sponge, dry it thoroughly, and insert it into a large
black bottle. Then go round to the off-license, slap the
bottle carelessly on the counter, and say, “ Fill it up!”
When the bottle has been filled, search through your
pockets, and remark that you have forgotten to bring
any money. Grasp the bottle, and prepare to depart,
saying you will return shortly with the cash. At this,
the barman will detain you. “Very well!” you cry
indignantly.  “If you don’t trust me, take back your
liquor !" So the barman empties the bottle. All you
have to do now is to go round the corner, break the
bottle, and suck a refreshing draught from the sponge.

Irate. (Madras) “If I addressed a letter to the
biggest fool in Madras, would the post-office deliver it to
you?" No, dear boy. Consult the Post-Office Direc-
tory, and you will see that such letters are returned to
the sender.

Unbereaved. (Bangalore) Auntie is sorry to hear
that your wife disappeared, and was presumed to have
gone to a better world. It was very nice of you to put
up a marble memorial, bearing the inscription, * Gone,
but not Forgotten.” Evidently she was a talkative
spouse, and not easily forgotten. Imagine your surprise
when you discovered that she had not gone to a better
world, but only to her mother. No doubt she will soon
be back. In that case, you need not waste the memorial.
Get the mason to alter the last word. Then, suitably
hung with trappings of woe, the inscription will read,
“ Gone, but Not For Good.”

Adventurous. (Lalarpet) * May I come up in your
balloon one morning, dear Auntie?” You are most
welcome, my boy. Auntie always has to throw out

ratory, Belfreypore) So you

gave inverlxted a Universal 'l 1 < ‘
olvent. It is a liquid that Y E g l K N @ W/
will dissolve all metals, : \-) ™ J = /

greases, earths—infact every-
thing. This sounds splendid,
my dear chap, and I am sure
it will meet a long-felt want.
No doubt it will even dissolve
Parliamentary Committees,
I can only see one snag. As
the liquid is a Universal
Solvent, what will you keep
it in?

Miss Pritti-Deal.. (Lab-
uan) “1 have only one
trouble. What can I do for
bad hands?”’ Auntie can
only suggest that you give
up playing cards, Pritti-

3 o :Amwen to questions on Page 12

L}
I. Damascus.

2. A theory to explain the forma-
tion of the stars and planets

3. An  Egyptian revolutionary
leader. (1841—1911))

4. In the upper Egypt on the Nile.

5. By lohn Napier, the English
Mathematician in 16]4,

6. A movement to repatriate the
Jews in Palestine,
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ballast when she reaches five hundred feet, and the
contractor charges a rupee a load for brmgu}g sand from
the beach. It will be much more convenient to throw
you out, my dear.

Happy Mother. (Raniganj) You can weigh your
baby regularly if you take it to the colliery weigh-bridge.
Just put the little dear on a coal-tn}ck, shunt the truck
on to the weigh-bridge, take the readmg, and deduct the
weight of the vehicle. To bathe the mfar;t, fill a vessel
with hot water, and insert the child. I.f it shouts, the
water is too warm. When you have finished, be careful
not to throw out the baby with the bath-water.

Billy Bumpkin. (Jangalaram) What a pity that
the experiment conducted by the holy man was unsuc-
cessful. You buried the pot of rupees as directed, but
when you dug them up again, 'they had not doubled.
Instead, they had disappeared entu"ely. So had the holy
man. Still, you cannot complain. He warnefi you
that if you thought of the rupees even once during the

week that they were buried, the charm would not work,
and the rupees would turn into dust. Well, you did
think of the rupees, didn't you? And you found the pot
full of dust, didn't you? What more do you want for
money ?

Sportsman. (Karachi) Yes, fishing is an excellent
pastime. You first buy a fifty-rupee rod, and other
tackle in proportion. You next procure a large jar of
liquid refreshment, and hire a boy to carry your impedi-
menta to the scene of operations. Then you sit on the
jetty all day, and meditate about Life. When the
shades of night are approaching, you find a real fisher-
man, and give him a couple of rupzes, and he gives you
a few nice fish, and you take them home to the wife.
She could have bought the fish for twelve annas: but
they taste nicer when obtained in the above mauner.

Seela. (Ambala) Remember that your carpets are
your children’s play-ground. Have them regularly
beaten and shampooed by an expert.

TOPSY TURVY—(Continued from page 12)

problen; thus-wise, reached the central New Bazaar
Road, when simultaneously Nargun and Thurkov scream-
ed, as if stung by a scorpion, “Oh-hh, what about the
language!”

Thurkov was a stranger to Modalkar, and his mother-
tongue was Tamil. He had gone to Modalkar five years
ago from Coimbatore and all these years he _had n_ot plf:k'
ed up any knowledge of the local Mahratti. His wife,
Mondodhari, and himself, talked Tamil at ho.me, and the
children talked a polyglot that was 50% Tamil, and the
rest made up of Mabhratti, Telugu, English and what not.
Nargun's family talked pure Mahratti at home—though
the father and the children, Prema and Madhu, talked
bad English and misunderstood correct English.

At that forlorn moment, when they realiged the true
significance of these facts, so utterly don'e up did Fhey.feel
that they would have thought it a divine blessing if a
sinister destiny bad broken the hard earth underneath and
swallowed them there and then.

At length, the diminutive professor remarked:
“ Nargun, there's no use crying over spilt water. We
have a Sanskrit saying—Silence ensures success of every
kind. We will embody that very maxim in our un-
blemished conduct at home. Talk less, but think moxte;-
particularly at home. There are bound to be con'fusmns,
when we confabulate at home. We'll keep a grip over
the chatter-boxish instinct—and in the rgemtime pray
with folded hands to the Almighty for deliverance fror?
this extraordinary thrall. Cheerio, my dear boy; don't
give way to despair| ”

Thurkov's stimulated jubilation had some effect on
the jaded nerves and expanded figure of Nargun, They

formally shook hands, and wishing each other a peace-
ful night separated—each bound for the other's house,

(In part the third, Nargun, as Professor Thurkov
in face and from, roaches the Professor’s house and has
to face many tragi-comical perplexities.)

JANUARY LUCKY NUMBER
SCHEME

THE EDITOR OFFERS

Rs. 100

For the return of readers’ copies.

Rs. 50 will be paid for the first

Lucky Number. Rs. 10 each

for two Lucky Numbers and Rs.

5 each for six other Lucky
Numbers.

9 Numbers have been chosen at random

and kept in a scaled envelove which
will be opened after 1-2-'35

These Numbers will he published in February.

SO KEEP YOUR COPY
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How Hollyweod takes Nudism.

‘The Greeks started Nudism. Russians are observing
it, while going bathing. Germans have stuck to it just, for
health. Tt is making headway into Hollywood. DBut
how far Hollywood is taking to it can be gauged by the
answers given by some of the Stars who were asked
whether they would join a Nudist Colony.

These stars who reach fame through illusion and
mystery, will they risk it! It is true all stars go nude in
the privacy of their estates. But, doing it collectively is

something else. Garbo is one of the most faithful
devotees of Nudism.

“ Certainly not !” says Mae West, * clothes are the
women's best friends and they are the things that keep
up our allure 1"

“Tam all for it,” says Sidney Fox, the brunnette.

Claudette Colbert on the other hand thinks that,
even though she takes sun-baths in privacy, she wouldn't
like to go nude in public—this from the Empress of
‘ The sign of the Cross.’

Maureen O'Sullivan of ‘ Tarzan and His Mate,’ on
the other hand, approves of it in the right place with the
right people, but wouldn't join a nudist colony.

Fay Wray wouldn't think of it.

Carole Lombard is afraid of it.

Sylvia Sydpey believes it is good for the kids, but
her adult vanity is too strong for it.

Jean Arthur hope that she could enjoy going
without clothing. It will be healthy and comfortable,
And Jack Qakie is too timid.

* * * *

Remember Jackie Coogan, The Kid? And Toby

Wing, the Hollywood blonde-sensation ? They are
engaged !
* * * *
Mary  Pickford filed her divorce papers.

Douglas Fairbanks confirmed it. But, here they are
again, rebuilding a home for themselves. Douglas Fair-
banks is going back to Hollywood to make his own
pictures, terminating his contracts with the producers in
England.
% * * *

George O'Brians are heart-broken over the death

of their tiny son. He was nine days old.

“Svengali” Springs a Surprise

Wellington Talkies management received the sur-
prise of their lives when, in the middle of the second
week of “Roman Scandals™ they found the theatre
springing suddenly into autograph-hunting. 1t was the
famous star of “Svengali,” besieged by his fans for
autograpbs, John Barrymore and his secretary had bought
two tickets and gone into the Wellington Talkies to see
“Roman Scandals,” as the star later admitted, for the
first time. Nobody knew it was John but some tommies
were suspicious that it must be John Barrymore but
were not sure.  So, when John ventured out during the
interval, “ Mr. Barrymore, your autograph, please ” said
one of those around him. Smilingly, like a truant boy dis-
covered in his act, John signed one autograph after
another. The news spread quick, Caught unawares,
the management were apologetic for not having sent him
their invitation. But, would he honour them by taking his
money back? * No, don't worry, ™ said he, good-humored-
ly. “You see, this is the first time I see ‘Roman'
Scandals’ and I enjoyed the gorgeous settings and the
show immensely. Now let’s to'your operator’s room.”

He was taken round to inspect their apparatus,

John was greatly pleased with its working.
#* * * #

Warners think they can make a new star of Margaret
Lindsay and will start fby co-starring her with Jimmy
Cagney.

Baby Le Roy, got a new contract for his second
birth-day present. He's making good, too, getting twice
as much as a year ago,

* * * *

Barbara Stanwyck has built a three-quarter mile
bicycle course at her home for herself and Frank Fay to
work out on. '

* * ol A%

" Tarzan and his Mate’ made Maureen's fan mail
go up by several thousands. Rut what a surprise when
Maureen discovered that the fans were feeling hurt by her
appearing without the benefit of clothes or clergy. She
has nothing to do do with her role, it is true. Albeit this
role will hurt her career,

Ot ———

"Roman

Scandals”

6 1S, I am being tortured, Your Majesty.
ha ha!”

Ha, ha

v ancient Rome. The speaker
ie a halfwit, who has incurred
Two ovil-locking men, with - hitebol branding iror

hands, are standing before hint — poldins their sides witl

The scene is a torture-cham

, ha! Ha

the displeasure of the Iimperor.

18 in their
v laughter

His Lmperial Majesty is looking on with lines of vexation on his

face. e advances a few steps ~and then he too breaks

] -
[ER U SON AL QRN

walk away arnn i arm.

to violent

\ few minutes later the prisoner and the Emperor ]

ﬁ@'
No o bluck anagic need  be postulated to account for this)

The fumes of nitrous oxide, estuping from a leaking jar, convert

the «hamber of horrurs into a room of laughing maniacs.
The whole scene is tvpical of the wav in which Iid
The whole scene 9 A

ranages to  wring Jaughter cut of the very heart

diec Cantor
of tears.

Rean Scandals s boisterous fun cu the fare of it.  Scratch but
the surface, and you have ttagedy too deep for tears. The plot is

cimple and unimportant. A\ half-wit, expelled from ¢
‘ T
township of Weet Rome, {alls asleep and dreamrs. Wand

he modern
e1ing about

e Muscun of Roman Arts in the aity, he has acquired come know-
ledze  of colourful mcidents in the history of Imperial Rome.  And

his dream takes him on to the Etcrnal Citv m the
splendour. (Gorgeous scenes pass before his eves. There

davs of its
is the slave

market, where unfortunate women were stripped and sold. And there
15 the palace with its intrigues and scandals, its conspiracies and
stratagems. The Emperor hiniself, the sole monarch of the \WVestern

world, moves about in daily fear of the poisoner and tl

1€ assassin.

There are the beauty pariours of the ladies of 'the court and the
demimende, who dance away their vouth in giddy gaieties. And

crowning nightmare of all, there is a flight in a raci
b R .
closely pursued by the Emperor’s forces—a race, which

ng chariot,
ends in a

crash. Connecting all these, there is of course a story, in which the
half-wit passes from the slave-market into the torture-chamber and
thence to the palace, where he holds the risky post of food-taster to

His Majesty.

Set in relief against this imposing back-ground, we see the antics

of a half-wit. A bull in a china shop cannot be

half so de-

structive as [iddie Cantor gambolling amongst the conventions and

etiquettes of Roman court and society. It was a great,
civilisation. [t was built on the tortures of the slav
tears of the poor. It was adorned by the gay charms

but vicious
es and the
ot women,

who were by training or necessity blind to the higher values of life.

The rich and the mighty had the best of i, and they

sinned with

impunity and wantonness....... At times, it scems a caricature, vivid

and penetrating, of modern civil
in unexpected corners, Rddie Canter tears away the de

ration itself. At odd moments and

corated vetl

and exposes 1o our gaze the running sote, which ended the grandeur

BN . v b
that was Rome. The tears gather inour eves, but bel

fult, there s a queer twist and we Jaugh avwa in relief.

instance the scene at the siaveemarket, where Cantor i
No offers come at lust. The auctioneer coolly udor
that i he is not bousht, he will be thrown 1o the lons.
terrifying prospect before hin, Cantor pleads with th
custotners and enumerates bis qualifications.
cook a little: he can mind babies: and he can dance.

Te tney are
Take for
Leme cold.
ms Cantor,
With this

¢ crowd of

He can sing a iittle,

Then begin

some odd uncouth movements that tickle our risible faculties.  But

is it fit matter for laughter or for tears ?

The epilogue and the prologue have their own moral 1o tell.
Iar there is scandal in the mumcipal politics of the modern town-
ship of West Rome, as there was scandal in the imperial court of

the Eternal City.  And in the city of his dreans as of
life, Eddie Cantor lets loose an earthquake.
Two hours of splendid entertainment,
remembers Dyron’s lines:
If I laugh at any mortal thing,
It is that [ may net weep.

his waking

Dut ever and anon, one
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A MURDER
MYSTERY

From the note-book of Inspector Catfoot.

T 10.20 a.m. on the 11th October, I received a
telephone message, and proceeded to the Follies
Theatre. 1 found the manager dead in his
chair in the private office. ~ There was a
dagger in his heart. The position of the

dagger precluded suicide. I tested the dagger, the

bell-push, and the door-knob for finger-prints, but obtained
only smears. On other articles in the room I found the
finger-prints of the manager himself, and of his secretary,

Mr, File. There were no other prints nor clues of any

kind.

I examined the premises. The offices of the theaire
are above the stage, 80 feet from the ground. The out-
cide walls are unclimbable, and the

BY
“ EMBUSQUE"

; gn the tygist’s room there was an automatic per
orating machine, and a pile of about 200 3
forated cards. newly pet

The alcove at the head of the stairs contained hats
and coats and a stool. There was some tobacco-ash
on the foor. i

In the printing-room, the programme for the night's
performance was half set-up.

Ip the’ wardrobe-room  was an electric sewing-
machine, with a partly-made ballet-skirt on it.

I interrogated all persons i
_ : ) on the premises, and
qbtamed the following statements and admissions:

Mr. File

roof is inaccessible. All the win-

T
e R it A o e

L Ut

sl o PO Sk [T

dows are barred. The only access | akove.

to this floor is by a stairway {from

TOM

Typist . ]\Sc(méwrj l Manager.
Mi85 $ ’

MR, MK

T am the manager's private secre-

HATCHET, KEYS, FILE. ; ¥A

the stage-door. I ‘ I GRossir tary. Everyone in the office starts
There were some unopened letters b o L work promptly at 10 a.m. Mr.
on the manager’s desk. The desk Passage ‘—1 Grossly arrived at that hour this
was newly dusted and free of finger- N ——t i morning. He is very punctual. 1
prints. Printer. wa rd 1oie immediately took the correspondence
Tonn Miss in to him. He always opens the
From ’the appearance of_ the FounT NEEDLE. letters at once. Mr. Grossly found
secretary's room, Mr. File did not fault with my work, and =bused me.
ceem to have done any work up to I offered an explanation, kg’ .he was

the time of the murder, but I iound THE PLAN in a bad temper, and’ & h

nothing suspicious.

3—12—-1-35

get out.



T returped to my office, and satdoing nothing for
about ten minutes. 1 heard the murmur of voices in the
manager's room. [ do not know who was speaking to
the manager. I could not hear plainly, because ol the
noise of Migs Key's perforating-machine.

At 10.18, the bell rang in Mr. Grossly’s office. T
went straight in, and found him stone-dead in his chair.
[ ran back to Miss Keys, and told her to phone for the
police,

The dagger was Mr. Grossly's paper-knife. It was
always on his desk. Idid not like Mr. Grossly. He
constantly insulted and threatened me.

Miss Keys

I am the typist and general office-assistant. 1
arrived at the usual time this morning, and set up the
automatic perforator.  Once it is ready, I only have to
feed the cards into the machine, about 50 a minute.

I heard Mr. Grossly arrive and go down the passage,
A few minutes Jater 1 heard Mr. Grossly and Mr. Iile
talking angrily in the private office. Then I heard
Mr. Iile come back into his own room. Mr. Grossly
shouted something to Mr. File as the door closed.
Yes, that would be about 10.8 a.m.

; did not notice anything more until Mr. File came
running to me, and told me to phone for the police.

I am engaged to be married to John Fount, the
printer. For the last three weeks, Mr. Grossly has been
pestering me. Yesterday, Mr. Grossly sent John on an
errand out of town and during the lunch-hour got mne
into his private office and overpowered me. Afterwards
he said that if I did not submit to him whencver he
wished, he would tell Joln that I had become his
mistress. [ was very upset, and did not sleep all night

Tom Hatchet

I have been fireman at the Follies Theatre {or thirty
vears. L opened the stage-door at about 9.45 this morning,
and the office stafl arrived a few minutes later. [ stayed
at the door until Mr. Grossly arrived, and 1 followed
him up the stairs. 1 took his hat and hung it in the
alcove. Then 1 sat on the stool in the alcove and
smoked my pipe. Smoking is forbidden.

I was facing the stairs all the time, and no one
came up. [ could hear Miss Key's perforator at work,
and the noise of Miss Needle’s sewing-machine. [
noticed nothing unusual. I was not doing anything
between 10.8 and 10.18,

A few days ago, Mr. Grossly gave me notice, for no
proper reason. [ hated him. He was abully. Jama
married man with {our children.

John Fount
I am the staff-printer. I came to the office this

morning with Miss Keys. I went into my own room.
Mr. Grossly arrived, and gave me the evening’s
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programme. T started to set it up in type. About
fiftecn minutzs later T heard the bell ring in the
manager's room, and then [ was told that the manager
was dead.  That is all T know. 1 was alone from 10.8
to 1018, setting up the type.

[ disliked Mr. Grossly, because [ suspected him of
interfering with Miss Keys, my fiancee. 1 was watching
them. L am very jealous. Oun our way to the theatre
this morning, | saw that Miss Keys looked ill, and had
something cn her mind, 1 asked her if anything had
happened wlhile 1 was away yesterday. She refused to
answer, and we quarrelled.

Miss Needle

I am the wardrobe-mistress. [ got to my room
just before ten this morning. At 10 a.m. Mr. Grossly
brought me the material for a ballet-skirt which was
urgently required. 1 began to make up the material at
once. [ donot know anything else. 1 did not hear
anything, owing to the noise of my sewing-machine.

Until recently, I was Mr. Grossly's mistress. He
was unkind to me.  Lor the last few days he has heen
making advances to Miss Keys. 1 went to his house
last night and conironted him. He said he was finished
with me, and I had better find another job. I was very
unhappy. 1 am sorty he is dead.

* * *

DEAR READER,

Can you solve the mystery for Inspector Cat-
foot? The luspector is a very thorough and
experienced investigator. He cross-examined the
witnesses exhaustively, and tested each story. He
is satisfied that the statements of all the witnesses
are correct.  He has noted down all the relevant
facts. Nothing important is omitted or falsified.

But the Inspector, though admirable in investi-
gation, is weak in deduction. His notes contain
the solution to the murder. It is his custom to
hand them to a colleague, better able than himself
to unravel skeins of tangled testimony. I want you
to complete the Inspector's work.

It is agreed that Mr. I'ile lelt the manager alive
at 10.8 a.m,, and announced that he was dead at
10.18 a.m.

The murder must have been committed by one
or more of the five persons in the building. They
are telling the truth, but they have left out one
thing. During that ten minutes, someone went to the
manager's office, and stabbed him.

Who committed the murder? How was it
done? Who rang the bell?

I'or answer, please turn to page 23.

Yours faithfully,
THE EDITOR

AR e

scudding across the sky. Storm was in the air.

Through the misty haze, which had gathered over

the great undulating plains of Kathgodam, could be
discerned a speck in the dim distance. Gradually it
took the shape of a man on horseback. He seemed a
graceful and picturesque figure. But the bowed head
suggested utter weariness and dejection. His slim, well-
knit body, gave one the impression of hidden strength,
and on seeing his face, this impression was confirmed.
Though the face was that of a very young man, the thin
compressed lips and the piercing grey eyes, under well-
marked eye-brows, denoted character. But what was
noticeable most was the unmistakeable stamp of refine-

HT was a bleak winter's evening, and dark clouds were

“ment and good breeding. It was a handsome face,

though, perhaps a trifle too stern for one so young. For
Jim Le Fay was only twenty-three years of age. It
was the melancholy attitude though, which particularly
arrested the attention, and invoked the sympathy of
another horseman advancing towards him.

“Hallo, Jim! ” he shouted—"You don't seem
quite yourself today. I hope there is nothing wrong.

Jim had been so engrossed in his thoughts that bhe
had not heard the sound of the advancing horse. He
turned around half-startled
on hearing his friend’s
sympathetic query. He
quickly recovered himself
though, and with a smile SA‘ R
answered :  “I'm all right,
thank you, Tom, old man.

How are you?” BY

But Tom Smith was not
deceived by his friend’s
assumed cheerfulness. The
haggard face told quite a
different story. ‘' Look here,
Jim, old boy,” he said, “you
and [ are old pals. I don't .
want to pry into your affairs, but think I have a right
to know what’s troubling you. 1 can't bear to see you
in this state, and if I can help you—"

Jim understood, and the anxious gaze ‘of his liffelong
friend broke down his natural reserve. 'The{‘e is no
need to tell you, Tom, old man,” hesaid. = You've
doubtless known of the sorrow, which has been eating
away my very life for some time past, but out of regard
for me and respect for my {eelings, you've probably kept
silent. Well, Tom, it all happened, when I was at the
front. There, | received an anonymous letter warning
me about Carmen, but I treated it with contempt,
though perhaps it was well meant. I loved and trusted
Carmen too well to pay any heed to things of that kind ;
though, I did think her letters weren't quite what they
used to be. That was after I wrote and told her that
my uncle had cut me off and, that the titles and the
estates would go to my cousin.’

“ Yes, Jim, that's an old tale,” said his friend sym-
pathetically.

“Of course,” continued Jim, “I thought it quite
patural that Carmen should be disappointed, and though
slightly perturbed at the time, I thought no more of the
matter. But when my poor old father died and my

MISS DEVIKA RANI “as 1 was

brother was killed in action, and Carmen failed to drop
me even a few lines of sympathy, I was not only sur-
prised, but felt very hurt indeed. 1 didn't say anythiny,
but felt Carmen's indifference very much.”

Tom smiled and nodded his head in an understand-
ing way.

* As you know, my father was reputed to be a rich
man,” said Jim, “but it was found that he had lost
practically all his money shortly before he died, and the
only thing that came to me was the cld estate. 1 was
expecting to return home any day then, so I didn’t write
to Carmen at the time ; but immediately I returned from
the war, I told her exactly how matters stood. Carmen
expressed considerable surprise, and said that she always
thought that my father was a wealthy man. However,
I told her, I was moderately well off, and that I would
try and work up the old estate.”

* Quite like an honest lover, Jim,” said Tom.

* Listen, old man,” went on Jim. “‘just then dinner
was announced and nothing more was said about the
malter.

(Carmen seemed pleasant enough during dinner, but

1 didu’t fail to notice that her mother and father were
distinctly cold in their manner

towards me. Well, some time

later, I had occasion to visit

one of the bosses of the
I FI‘ E Haldwani Gold Iields on
business, and after the inter-

view 1 accidently overheard
a remark. Something within
me went snap.”

Tom Smith looked deeply
interested.

drinking,”

continued Jim, “1 heard a

merry group of miners chat-

ting.— Going to the concert
tonight? ' asked somebody. ‘ There will be a nice dance by
Carmen Housten and that new feller—Chmitoff, 1 thiuk
they call him—who’s opened up that new mine out
Lalkna way." ‘He's jolly handsome,’ said another.
* And quite a good actor, too.” ‘' Strikes me,’ broke in
a third, 'he's acting several parts here. A friend of
mine told me that, on one occasion, he met this fellow
and Carmen Housten in the Lalkna jungles. They
pretended that they were doing a bit of snipe-shooting,
but Jack Dyson isn't a fool, and he drew his own con-
clusions.’

My heart seemed like bursting, I determined to stay
the night on the Gold Fields and attend the concert.
The show began at 9 o'clock. Some two hours later
amidst hushed silence and tense expectation the curtain
rose for the last time, and revealed the stage, set as the
private apartments of an oriental prince. On a luxurious
divan, Chinitoff lav, dressed as a prince. The music
commenced, and suddenly, there appeared the figure of
a beautiful dancing girl. She was scantily clad in an
eastern costume, and her full sensuous lips and dark
dreamy eyes binted at a rature, at once voluptuous and
passionate. ' And as she swung her lithe body to and iro,
she sang in a deep contraito voice, It was a slave song
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which she sang. And, as she sang, she advanced with
eyes, glowing with passion, towards the prostrate prince,
who arose and joined her in the song and dance~-And,
as the last words of the song, " T am thine for cver more,’
died away on the mystical stillness of the might, he
stooped, and she kigsed him, with one last, long, passion-
ate embrace, And, as the curtain fell for the last event
of the evening, a dagger seemed to pierce my heart, my
senses seemed obscured, and my vision dimied. |
couldn't believe thay what T had just seen was only play
acting. Tt was the look in the eyes of the dancers that
made my heart stand stil, Then | thought that, per-
baps, Carmen had been carried away by the music and
the excitement.

Anyway, Tom, old man, I decided to sec Carmen
before the stars Krew pale, and so I waited for her at
the entrance, Soon I saw Carmen and Chinitoft emerge
' the concert hall, and encer o

out of the back-door of

waiting cay, | followed them in mine and throueh (he
dark Indjan nizht, the chase began.

I put out the lights of my car and followed at some
distance,  Afier travelling for a few mijes on the main
road, the car in front suddenly swerved. Carmenand her
Companion alighted, They proceeded on foot through
a dark jungly tract, the stillnegg of which was only
broken by the croaking of frogs and the occasional how]
of a hungry jackal.

I followed at 4 safe distance, angd after walking for
about two miles, I saw the two figures in front stop
before a huge rock; and, to My surprise a stone-door
opened and Carmen and her Companion entered. The
door'closed behind them, 7 soon recovered from my
surprise and proceeded cautiously tg investigate the
surroundings, Looking about, I caught a faint glimmer

of light through 4 Crevice in the rock, It no sooner
appeared than it had gone,

1 lay down near the crack angd waited for some time.
My eyes slowly greyw accustomed to the darkness
Dimly, I~ could see gome figures through the small
aperture in the rock, when somebody, evidently a servant,
entered with 3 lamp and lighted t1

1€ scene for me. Iirom
the darkness.outsidel could, unobserved, see distinctly
what wasg 8oing on inside, Supper wag being served, and
at the table sat Carmen and Chinitoff. After a little while

[ heard the latterf in excellent English, tel) the servant
that he could retire for the night. The servant then
thanked hig Mmaster, bowed and left.

Then I saw Carmen and Chinitoff talking earnestly
in subdged tones for some time. Then Chinitoff el
Carmen’s glass with wine, and they both qQuaffed a glasg
each. Not once or twice, but giy times in qujcl
succession.  Poor Carmen! It was a case of heredity,
pure and simple. apd agencies were at work over which
this poor girl had ne control. Have | tot heard from

Carmen’s own lips that her grandfather had died a
drunkard ?

Then I saw something, which hag left me nothing
more to live for. When Carmen had finished drinking
the wine, she threw herself on g beautiful divan covered
with gorgeous castern rugs and smoked ap Lgyptian
cigarette. Then she throw off her beautify] eastern

> ston,
stretched her shapely limbs. Through the SWt:et-e(;?c,cr?t];((]]
smoke of her cigarette, she smiled at her companioy,—
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The smile was one of invitation, and her attitude that of
utter abandonment, Chinitofr understood  and wallied
slowly to her and, on reaching the divan, he stooped gver
the prostrate fisnre of Carmen, and raising her unresist-
g lips to hig, he kissed hLer passicnately,”

Jim stooped here and recled forward on hig horse’s
neclk, However, with an etiort he recoverod himself and
continued,

“ And, now, Ton {he sunthine has gone onl 6f mv
life for ever, and tonight 1 mean to --And, gondbve, 1
pal.”

And, turning around quickly, he dug Dhis spurs
into his herse’s sides, ard before his friend coutd “ay
anything, he rode away in the dircetion of s planiation,
Darkness foll on (he Janel, Suddenly his horse trippad

Then | saw some- ) L
thing which has f
left me nothing '
more to live for

L

&

and he fell head-
long over the anmi
mal's neck—He
rolled over only
once and then lay
still |
d his friend at a distance, and
1iggo I:;pi?xdlfi?x?o}zclaid him tenderly upon his kneec.
con ]

Fortunately, the accident had o::cuyred }iear_‘z; \g{ﬂa{;heé
i sn't Jorg before Tom, with the ai g
apd . W?arried him to the house of one Mrs. rowr(:j.
v;llagers,l id on the couch in the flon.t pariour, ’{?hn'
T ay oured some brandy down his throat. 118
e Pcir(}:\i:lps,omewhat and it wasn't long before he
revive

ined consciousSBEss. . »
rega The Browns had lived many years in E'hoisebpar?;t.
el Drown, a distinguished spldmr, har ; ougl
oid Qolgn district many years before, and at first be
land in 1¢ ;} But unlucky husiness sprculations iiu.ad
had prosp_eret. comparative paverty a few years prior
reduged hlmh? ud, he and his wifz ana_i daugh ter had
;o glgs)r:;?éa{lyin ’his Governmeng pm:sxor(!} ‘ (i}un}t}xeg itﬁhf{:
e is N 2t when he died, 2
last few yeacres f f:fx:bé!lcfleixolﬁg jmd a lew acres of }gnd to
B ncxl) only daughter. Of course, Mrs. browg
bis Yndow"a mall pension from the qu'erxxment, an
rqcexveC} y Sd the little money which their smz_zu estate
glot}égthhtlinaghe and her daughter managed to live. But
¢ ')

.hie stooped over

the prostrate

figure of Carmen,
R and raising  her
urresisting lips to
his, he kissed her
passionately,

e e et .

e A e et g

e e .

they were very poor and Mrs. Brown and
her daughter, Iris, had to work' hard tg
keep their small estate from going under.

Such wete the mother and daughter,
in whose charge Tom Smith left hig
dearest friend, as ha rode away tg
Naini Tal, which was the nearest town-
ship, to bring a doctor.

When the doctor arrived he examinegl Jim and
stated that he was suffering from concussion of the
brain.

Iris Brown undertook to nurse Jim, as no one else
was available, and, in addition to nursing him as tenderly
as a mother, she poured forth prayers unceasingly to
Heaven for his recovery.

Slowly but surely, Jim recovered, and with. new
health and growing strength, a new hope grew in his
heart, He wanted to live and repay the sweet girl, who
had watched by his bed. In due course, he left the
Browns' place and went back to his own plantation,
which was not very far AWay.

But he felt like 2 broken reed, and knew that it
would take a long tims for him to work up the estate
which had gone practically to ruin during hls_ dlnejss.
And ke didn't think it fair to burden this noble gir! with
hirmself and his poverty. So he Waited,’ till he was
sufficiently strong to commence wotk again; and then
he tried to make up for lost time by working harder than
ever.  But things went from bad to worse.  There came
a dreadful drought, which all but ruined Jint's crops, and
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ieft him practicaliy penniless. But nothing could make
him forget Iris. The lower he went down in life, the
firmer was his resolve to have a home.

Jim and Iris would often meet, but they both kept
their secret well. They understood that they loved each
other, but they did not speak out.

One day as the evening shadows were falling and
Jim was returning from a long walk, he unexpectedly
came upon Iris.  There, in an open glade in the forest,
by the banks of a rivulet, sat little Iris Brown. He
went and sat beside her. There was silence, though one
might almost hear the beatings of one’s heart.

An owl screeched. Gently, Jim held the soft trembl-
ing hand of Iris, and the next moment their lips met.

“1 love”you, Jim,” said she, simply, “and poverty is
a joy to me.

A few days later, Jim wrote and asked his old pal,

Tom, to come and see him, as he had a happy surprise
in store for him.

And, Tom, though not surprised at the news which
he learnt from Jim's own lips, was pleased beyond words.

“And,” said Jim, “ though poor, we'll be happy.
And, I feel too happy now to say more, Tom, old man.”

But Tom Smith understood, and patted his old pal
on his back, and replied sympathetically: “I'm more
glad than I can say, Jim lad, and I rejoice with you in
your newly-found happiness, Your wedding day will be
the happiest day of my life, but if you want me to be
groomsman, Jim, old bean, you will have to wait till I
see this jolly little war through.”

“ What war?” asked Jim in surprise.

“Well,” replied Tom,
matter before, as I thought
wounds and painful memori
now, and as there won't be

“Ididn't tell you about the
it would be raking up old
es; but things are different

. any room for the painful
past in your newly-found house of happiness, I don't

mind telling you. You see, Jim lad, on that winter's
evening when you spoke about Carmen and Chinitoff in

the Lalkna jungles,—it set me thinking. Well, I decided
to do a bit of detective work on my own.”

“You, a detective, Tom ?”" queried Jim,

“Yes, I've been watching the movements of that
chap, Chinitoff, for some time past, Of course, it has
long since become common knowledge that he and
Carmen are leading a sinful life, though they still try to
bluff everybody with the fairy tale about having been
privately married. However, all their top-show didn't
go down with me. Strange things have been happening
in the jungles around here, and also in the Kumaon hills
for some time past. Any way, old man, some of my
planter friends and I kept a sharp look-out; and last
night, when we were hiding near the Lalkna caves, we
overheard an interesting little conversation, which took
place between Carmen and her supposed lawful husband,
They are evidently Bolshevist spies!”

“Spies! Did you say, Tom?” exclaimed Jim
excitedly,
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" Yes, spies! replied, Tom. “Bolshevist spies!  And
Jim, old bean, the Superintendent of Police has ordered
the mounted police to proceed immediately to the caves
which you discovered. And, tonight, they are going {o
make a surprise attack on the inmates.
special concession, the Superintendent |y
to take part in the aflray.”

And, as a
as allowed me

On Tom's return to Jim's house, the latter said: I
congratulate you, old man, and I'm glad-—more glad

than I can say-—that you got through the jolly little
war all right.”

"I thank you from my heart,” said Tom, “but
allow me to congratulate you!”

13 " . . . .
How do you mean?” said Jim in surprise.

In reply Tom handed his pal a cutting from one of
the leading Tinglish dailies, announcing the death of his
uncle Lord Le Fay. It was further stated there that, owing
to a letter received from liis nephew's friend, Mr. Tom
Smith, explaining the sad state to which his nephew,
Jim Le Fay, had been reduced, the late Earl had forgiven
and forgotten the differences which bad arisen between

them, and that, once again, he constituted Jim his sole
heir.

The two friends clasped hands and Jooked into one
another’s eyes. That look meant more than words, and
though Tom understood, Jim added with a shaking
voice: “Tom lad, my uncle had three separate titles
and four estates. In addition to his English Baronetey
and Earldom, he held the title of Seign.ur de Val
Plaisant. The title is as old as the hills, so to speak,
and the old Manor Iouse is a magnificent building.
The estate which comprises about 12,000 acres of rich
lands, would, roughly speaking, bring in an income of
£10,000/- per annum, if properly managed.”

o He could not say more, but bluntly blurted out:

It is yours, Tom, if you are not too proud to accept a
littlE present, as a small mark of gratitude, from an old
pal.

Tom turned away his face as ‘he shook Jim's hand,
or his eyes had grown suspiciously moist. . He only
managed to utter a mere, ** Thank you,” but the warm
clasp of his hand meant more to Jim than words.

“ We'll drive to Haldwan; now,” said Jim, *
fix up matters with the missionary there.”
was arranged that Iris and Jim should be
following day.

“and
And so it
wedded the

All that night Tom Smith sat in hi
heart wrung with anguish.
deeply, but knowing that she
he had remained silent.

s bed-room, his
He had loved Iris Brown
and Jim loved one anotler,

He might have tried to win Iris during

: 1 Jim's poverty,
for he was in good circumsta

nces at the time; but he

pleading the cause of his
nephew. And though Tom's face was as grey as the

dawn, which was breaking just then, he was h:
he had served—those he loved, as bappy, for

KILLED THE MANAGER

THE SOLUTION (to the above question, continued from page 18).

. v . t
evening's programme, ’?hls does no
N o ehOf lght'eldfiir\lrg feve. | Gpest }55"‘35"”1' Manager. allow for several minutes’ confidential
sons in the bui e o e phte w I ' .
I)anmitted the murder. . P FiLE GROSSLY. talk with the ma‘nager.
% ch of the five had The conversation might have been
: a M . . -‘
motives for slaying the bt e b—y ¥~~~ with Miss Needle, who had been on

despicable Mr. Grossly.

Mr. File, the secretary, had the ;j:::r.,. P ater

i ivate f--— . JoHA

est opportunity. He had privat - it
Eccess to the manager. There is 4% FounT.

corroboration that he left the —

intimate terms with the victim. But

vt eomemepesesed  b=—4  Miss Needle had partly made a

Wa, ril vo be ballet-skirt between 10 a.m. and

IS5 10.18—1it was already recognisable
NEEDLE. as such by the Inspector when he

manager alive at 10.8 am, but no

evidence of what he was doing bet- PLAN

ween 10.8 and 10.18, when he told

iss Keys that the manager was ] o
gil:; Hsé says he sat in his room doing nothing
presu'mably brooding over his quarrel with the manager.

anager always opened his letters ﬁrst. thing.
He “’/I;};elélfqt alfne at 10.8, yet the letters Werek'snuwliltn};
opened at 10.18. He must have b’een tal mgt ith
scl)meone. This agrees with Mr. F‘xle Cforsl’:atifl’rlnnire]diately

ere voices in the managers Ic . .

f)he?f;e‘ihe murder. Of course, Mr. File .hlmsellgfu:mgfglt‘
have gone back and held that conversation. t' “,,as r
reasons that will appear shortly, the conveﬁa 1§rixle 2
confidential one. These fac'ts exonerate : r. 10.8 I
was not Mr. File who occupied .the time ?m I;a i
10.18 in confidential conversation with the manager.

What were the others doing? Tom Hatcheg, thg
fireman, admits to doing nothing between .10. z;.n
16 18 ,He says he sat in the alcove, smoking a for-

bidden pipe.

It takes ten minutes to smoke a pxpr: S0 2.sn:)ot

produce an appreciable quatntxtydofh :jhzs.taui ‘v‘:’iih po
ent an ;

o gatcgl?otmw};\?oulvji not smoke his pipe in the

manager;s presence. He could only Sr_nolj:e it m'the

mlagsg From the alcove he had the stairs in ful! vxev»:i.

f}}fis c;)nﬁrms that no one from outside came mt asr;e
committed the murder. Tom, however, could no

along the passage.

le or outcry when
. Grossly made no strugg
t bbl\f(; %e was taken unawares by someone from
ivz;lom };e apprehended no danger. The murderler ;nr;;
f the staff rooms, gone alon
have come out qf one of the fooms, Bone along the
for a private interview with Mr. ,
S‘fliﬁegg him I1)1nder sudden provocation. The murderer
must have been within arm’s length, both of the paper-
knife and the victim.
Mr. Grossly was ° stone dead,’ when the secretary

have rung the bell
ered the bell. He could not
z?rizelf. The bell was rung by the murderer,

rderer was not John Fount. Between
10 a’.rrill.e ar:::il 10.18, the printer had set up half of the

arrived. So Miss Needle was not the
murderer, though she had good
reason to be.

What indicates that the conversa-
tion was confidential? The fact that the desk had
been newly-wiped free of finger-prints. In an ordinary
business interview, the caller sits at a little distance
from the desk. To leave finger-prints on the desk, the
caller must be sitting right up to it, looking into the face
of the manager. The only other possibility is, that the
caller sat on the desk, with hands resting on its surface.

This caller must have been Miss Keys, for we have
eliminated the others., Yet everyone agrees that her
perforating machine was running all the while between
10.8 and 10.18.

It was, however, an automatic perforating-machine,

It kept going of its own accord. Miss Keys only had to
feed cards into it, 50 a minute.

. Miss Keys started her machine at 10 a.m. Yet by
10.18, only 200 cards had been perforated She was
feeding cards into the machine for only four minutes.
From 10.4 to 10.18, the machine was stamping at nothing.

What was Miss Keys doing during this time ?

She said she heard the quarrel between Mr. File and
Mr. Grossly. She heard Mr. File return to his own
room. To do this, while her machine was running, she
must have been listening at the door between her office
and Mr. File’s.

Why was she listening ? Because she wanted to
have a private interview with Mr. Grossly as soon as
possible. She left her machine running, because she did
not want anyone to know she was interviewing the
manager.

The moment Mr. Grossly was left alone, she crept
along the passage and into his office. The manager
permitted her secretive entrance, because he regarded it
as a visit from his new paramour. He made her sit on
his desk, intimately.

No doubt she pleaded with him. Probably she
alluded to the suspicions of John Fount, and her own
unhappiness and fear. In all likelihood she begged the
manager not to ruin her prospects further. Possibly, she
delivered an ultimatum.

(Continued on next page)
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By MIE

" The child is father to the man’
(Tenny-—well never mind who it is)

was a very shy and modest baby. 1 was so diffident

@h'at' I wouldn't come to this world on my own

initiative. A doctor and a midwife were hastil
appointed hosts.  They cordially hut firmly invite‘(i mZ
to come. This joint invitation | could not re:,fuse and so
I came. But apparently they were not satisfied by my
mere coming. They expected me to make a speech
'Ijlke many a hero, I was lot] to blow my own tfum )et.
T'he doctor, however, was very keen on Learing lni;
speech,  When I hesitated, he gave me certain well-n:cun&t
but painful encouragements, He threw cold x;zate}(on
me, then threw me into hot water (not the last time |
fell into hot water) and slapped me on the back :l“hi
suasion I couldn’t very well reject and so I set u.p a bij
howl. The doctor beamed and said, “ You will write '1;
autqbiography some day, you youngster.” The olde‘:st
retainer wept for joy. The youngest retainer went about
with his best smile on his face and there was great joy

The astrologer was hastily mnvited. He came,

squatted down on a mat, deliberately chewed betel leaves

and arranged his small sea shells on a crossword-puzzle-
cion-chesshoard.  Then he pondered chanting (1iv‘e‘rqe
intonations from the shastras anmd muttering v:Lri(){lq
imprecations on the weather.  This lasted for about 1alf
an hour.  Kvervone crovided round to hear the verdict
At dast, aller an elaborate and mighty prelude, he qa(id.
that the stars had been very kind and that [ wag g(‘)ing
te be a great man  a ruler of men. He received an
unsatisfactory tip and under his breath remarking to
himsell that I was miore likely to become a ‘ruler’ of
wood, he left.

The village-priest was sent for.  He came in his
dirty silk, bringing seme flowers and sandal paste \\'hi(‘{l
he bestowed indiseriminately on everybody.  Then };e
stood before my father and gave him a very uneﬁsy half
hour by quoting Sanskrit hynms from the sacred texts
—quoting badly, wrongly, defiantly. My father tried to
silence him by offering the dakshine or {he money gift
but he wouldn’t stop. At last when he had run out of)
verses and breath, he stopped and blessed my father
Then he sent a telegraphic blessing to my mother an(i
me, who were in aunother room. ‘Then he blessed
himself, and everyhody, who unwarily ventured near him,.
Not satisfied, he inveked {he gods  to send usa few
supplementary  blessings and thus with blessings and
splutterings, the priest left. e was also thinking hard
thoughts of me on his way back, for he got only 4 ag
whereas he expected 8. .

.By nuw neople were trickling in to cee the ruler of
men in his lair. They took me in their arms, cuddled
me, squeezed me, showered me with kisses, pinched me
ﬁhook me, slapped me aml worst of all, began saying:f

Did ums,” etc.  Why didn’t people realise that I could
understand good English or Tamil ? Why weren't they
speaking intelligibly instead of jabbering in a lingo, which
[ didn't understand and they didn’t either ?

Then they dissected me. One said I had my father's
nose ; another that I had my mother’s eyes. Thus they
started apportioning me.  The cynic  of our family
remarked that I was a big plagiarist, to have borrowed
like that from so many; but what struck him most wag
that I had my grandfather’s hair and teeth ! At ‘whic};
they all laughed and {ell to kissing me again. Fven
little girls came and had (heir sharve, They kissed me
prettily, wonderingly, rather shyly, but enjoyably all the
same. Theyare all of them grown up now and maybe, some
of them have children of their own. I wonder wl’xether
they will care to repeat the caresses pow ! But if |
suggest s‘uch a thing now, they wil gather theméclves up
and say " How dare you ?' But [ tell you [ am far better-
looking now than I was then. But now I am a man and
then I was just a chunk of flesh, whom they used to call
an angel.  Angel indeed! T am no angel.  They done
me wrong.

WHO KILLED THE MANAGER?

It seems that the manager jeered at her,
10.16 he.said something which fjﬂled the girl &ﬁhim’d;f
-desperation. With one movement of her arm, she picked
up the paper-knife and plunged it into his heart, Iie
died without a sound. He was * stone dead ’ at 10.18, l

Why should not the killing have taken place before
10.16 2 Because of the ringing of the bell. Miss Keys
now realised that the stamping of her perforator was her
alibi. The murder must be discovered as 00N as
possible, and she must be discovered feeding cards into
her machine. She rang the bell as soen as possible after

~(Continued from previois page )

th.e murder. The things she had to do took about two
minutes,

She took her handkerchief, and wiped the hilt of
the dagger. She wiped 1the desk, where her fingers
might have rested. She wiped (he door-handle V\r;itﬁ
her handkerchief over her fingers, she pressed .the bell-
button, so that Mr. File would come and discover the
corpse at once.  The instant the hell had rung, she crept
down the passage into her own room. One mix’mte later
when Mr._ File told her to phone for the police shé
was steadily feeding cards into the automatic perfor,aior

31. MILITARY

Madras, 12th January, 1935.
DEAR MOTHER,

am quite terrified to hear that Mary Robinson has
II been visiting vou, and asking when 1 will leave

the Army. Of course, Mary is a very nice girl, but
1 think it would be better to tell her that, if ever
I leave the Army, I am going to become a monk.

Mind vou, I admit that Mary would make a good
farmer’s wife. She has a light hand with the butter, and
can make the cream rise, and is clever with poultry and
farm-stock and accounts. But I want you to have the land
for your lifetime, dear mother, and meanwhile T am going
to étay in the Army and make a career. Of course,
when I reached twenty-six years of age, the Army would
allow me to have a wife in the Married Quarters, but I
do not want to marry vet.

Some young fellows meet girls when they are abroad,
and marry them; but as a rule it is not very successful.
Even if they get on the Married Quarters Roll, the girls
abroad are not cut out to be soldiers’ wives. While, if
they are not accepted for the Roll, they are simply left
behind, when the Regiment leaves the country. The
band plays a tune when the troop-ship casts off from the
quay, and the tune is
called, “The Girl I
Left Behind Me.”

In places abroad,
girls seem to be
brought up differently
to what they are at
home. They do not
appear to know that
they are ordinary
females. A girl seems
to think that she is
very important and
valuable, and not just
another blonde. So
they are not much good
as wives, because they
will not soil their hands
with menial tasks.
They just want to be
ladies, and sit about
and give orders, as if
they were studded with
diamonds.

1 have et girls at
different places abroad,
but [ have never had

Whenever she saw me in the

distance, she blushed and much to do with them,
*hurried away. because of their airs.
4—12—~1-35

At one place, Boggins and I went to an Af Home.
It was given by a young women's club, and one of the
young women took charge of me. She was quite a
homely young woman, and her teeth stuck out. She
was dressed in very fashionable clothes, but the local
tailor had got the style wrong. The voung woman spoke
as if she were a reigning beauty, but actually she was
a stenographer. She said that really her people were
gazetted officers, and she was a stenographer only for a
pastime., I told her she need not be ashamed of her
parents’ means of livelihood, as long as she gained her
own living honestly.

She next said that it was very interesting to talk to
me, because hitherto she had never spoken to any one
below the rank of Captain. I replied that 1 was interest-
ed too, because I had never before spoken to a steno-
grapher of a lower class than a hundred and sixty words
a minute.

I think she was surprised, because she asked if I
knew many stenographers. I told her there were a
hundred thousand of them in London; all smart, clever,
and pretty. She asked if I were friendly with many, and
I said, “No”’; a fellow could not be bothered with people
like stenographers, when there were so many hetter girls
anxious to have a boy-friend.

The young woman seemed quite put out, and said,
“ Do you mean that a lady in an office is anxious to be
the friend of a soldier ?”

] :
l}‘” Uinee

Boggins winked at me......but | reproved him......

” 25



“You bet!” I replied. In fact, a husiness-girl is

only too glad to scrub floors and wash clothes for a man
for the rest of her days, if only she is lucky enough to
get one!

The soldiers’ wives had a corner of the barrack-
room curtained off for themselves, and they went every-
where that the Regiment did.  They looked after the
men, and tended the sick, and brought in the wounded.

. » "
Jut, of course I : :

but, ol e, o ot A goodsoldier’s wife could

added, an  English- (a7 ! rm\M roduce bread i tarving
L C e, e bread in a starv

woman never calls hercelf Wl t s S ) ]I 1. IR k
’ ) less Sho e . ' and, and make shoes out
a lady, unless she isn't o o A £ .
L ' . of the hide of a dead

. s YR horse, and mount guard

-

The young woman got
up and flounced about, and

said that she must be going 2piece......and made off with
now. were not

“Good-bye,” 1 replied politely.
wards, that whenever she saw me in the distance, she
blushed anq hurried away. Boggins winked at me- ’and
began towhistle to himself,  Fdie Was A Lady " but
I reproved him, and said | one should always be, kind
even to the most-misguided of God's Creatures, ,

Girls at home like to marry a soldjer
rises to a good rank, his wife can have a’
able home and a nice position, Most girls are willing to
Work hard and'to be poor at first, because a soldier gvho
1S given permission to marry is sure to be g good man,

who will get on. If he marries without permission, it is
another story, L

Things were not as comfortable in the earl

the Army. Many years ago, the rule was that e?g}(}? y;:i
out of every hundred could be married. The wives had
to do all the washing and mending for the troops, and in
this way they were able to support themselves an’d their
families.  Their husbands could not support
because a soldier’s pay was only a penny a day. An
agricultural labourer got only a penny a day also - l;ut he
was better off, because he could grow all his fc;od and
keep livestock. Our old nursery-rhymes always, talk
about a husband going out to earn his penny a day,
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I noticed after-

because, if he
very comfort-

them,

Mrs. Murphy and her friends scrounged a sack of flour

when her husband was ill,
and fight back-to-back
with him when surrounded
. . by the enemy. Many
times the wives saved a hattle by bringing up more am-
munition ; and many an exhausted soldier, left to die by
the roadside, owed his life to the women of the regiment.

The soldiers’ wives were very good scroungers.
Scrounging is really the same as stealing, with the
dlfferepce that scrounging is done under pressure of
necessity—the necessity that knows no law. Lven today,

scrounging is still a necessity of warfare ; but the soldiers
have to scrounge for themselves.

Some of. the soldiers’ wives in the old days kept a
record qf their experiences, and their memoirs make very
Interesting reading. One of the most amusing of these
temale warriors was a Mrs, Murphy, whose husband was
in Wellington’s army in Spain. Originally, she was the
wife of another soldier, but her first husband was killed
at the crossing of the Ebro. The rule was that, if a
sqldler was killed in battle, his wife must marry one of
his comrades the same day, as it would be impossible to
have unattached women following the Army. So when
the battle was over, Mrs. Murphy chose a fresh husband,
and buried the old one and married the new one. As a
rule, a soldier and his wife were very faithful, and they

agreed beforehand whom she wouid marry in case of
accidents,

them while the Frenchmen
looking,

-

At the battle of Vimera, the Colonel of the Regiment
was severely wounded, and left on the field. Mrs.
Murphy rescued him, and hid him in a farm-house, and
tore up her under-clothes to bind his wounds, and scroung-
ed a goat for food. At first, they lived on the goat’s milk,
but when some French soldiers came to live in the farm-
house, they had to kill the goat and hide themselves in
the attic. Mrs. Murphy used to creep out at night and
scrounge the Frenchmen's bread. At last, she and the
Colonel escaped through the French lines and rejoined

the Regiment.

Mrs. Murphy presented her husband with a baby,
which was born during the march from Salamanca. She
would have been left behind to fall into the hands of the
enemy ; but the Colonel fought a rear-guard action until the
baby was born, and then the mother and child continued
the march on the Colonel’s horse. In later years, this
baby became a famous cavalry leader, and put up 2
monument to his mother in his native town.

Mrs. Murphy was in the retreat to Torres Vedras.
Wellington had to reduce the country to a desert, and
the soldiers were starving. Mrs. Murphy, however,
noticed that the French still had some baggage-
waggons, so she and some of the other wives wandered
out to a French bivouac, and pretended to be country-
girls. The French soldiers began to entertain them, and
to drink wine, but while they were carousing, Mrs.
Murphy and her friends scrounged a sack of flour apiece
from the waggons, and made off with them while the
Frenchmen were not looking.

Near the end of the retreat, the baggage-mules
began to die of hunger, so Wellington had tuaem all
killed, and the soldiers ate them. Some of the mules
were carrying the military treasure, which consisted of
barrels of gold. Wellington always used to pay for
anything which his army took, and so the inhabitants
were friendly to him, and unfriendly to the French. As
the Army marched along, Wellington had the barrels
thrown down a cliff, so that they burst, and the gold was
scattered all over the country, so that it would not fall
intact into the hands of the French General.

Mrs. Murphy hung back until the Army had gone.
Then she climbed down the cliff, and collected as much
gold as she could carry. She fastened it insmall packets
underneath her clothes, and was so swollen and heavy

that she could scarcely walk.

A lot of brigands were following the army, and some
of them fell in with Mrs. Murphy, When she saw them
approaching, she smeared her face with dirt, and pre-
tended to be deaf and dumb. She seemed so poor and
old and fat and ugly that the brigands did her no harm,
but even gave her some bread, and advised her to make

herself scarce, because some of the other brigands would
not be as particular as they were.

After all sorts of terrible adventures, Mrs. Murphy
managed to stagger into Lisbon, just as the rearguard
was embarking. She must have felt very happy at her
success, because she had taken terrible risks and under-
gone fearful hardships; but now she was safe, and could
go on the troop-ship to England, and buy her husband
out of the Army, and be rich for the rest of her life.

Full of joy, Mrs. Murphy ran up the gang-plank
towards the ship. But the gang-plank was slippery.
Mrs. Murphy overbalanced, and fell into the sea. The
soldiers could not save her, because she was so heavily
loaded with gold that she sapnk like a stone. So, that
was the end of Mrs. Murphy.

Nowadays, of course, a soldier's wife is not
expected to be so hardy, but still, it is a good thing
if she Las some of the qualities of Mrs. Murphy. Even
today, soldiers’ wives have to live in wild places, and
show enterprice and resource, and cope with strange
conditions.

It is a great handicap if a soldier marries a girl
who is silly or vain or useless. She has to be a good
class of girl, who can work hard and manage well when
her husband is poor, and yet be fitted to take her
place in society when her husband has risen from the
ranks.

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULL.

aannnInIn tHn Himnsmnnnae

A Drunkard's Day-Dream

Water ! Water! Everywhere!
But not a drop to drink.



VARADU'S ZERO - WORSHIP

By “TIRUMALAI NALLAN"

HE news spread like wild fire. People avoided one
. ) ~

ar?other s eyes. They of course talked conventional

trifles and airy nothings ; but everybody knew what

all the rest were thinking. Varadu had obtained zero
for the third time in four days.

The boy had been gravitating not slowly, but very
surely, towards that circular point in his school-career.
Rumour had been very busy, and hints and whispers of
a deterioration had been in the atmosphere. Koma had
darkly insinuated at the real state of affairs, Sambagam
had observed an increase in the boy’s appetite and had
logically enough deduced that something was rotten in

the state of class marks, Neighbour Anantachari had
been unusually genial.

A very informal meeting of the members of the
household was called “to discuss the situation and
suggest remedies.” I have the honour to state that, with
reference to efcetera, and what not, 1 presided. In my
opening remarks I said that the situation was serious and
something ought to be done about -it. They agreed
enthusiastically.

Jana said that she was certain the teacher was
partial to other boys and that [ should speak to him
about it. [ ruled the suggestion out of order on the

ground that her reason was as old as the hills, and that,
even if the teacher was favouring other students at
Varadu's expense, the only remedy was to send the man g
bunch of bananas and some cocoanuts—a coyrse, I firmly
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pointed out, calculated to encourase unhealthy pedagogic
appetites, and incidentally to deplete our budget allot-
ment {or pansiupari.

Sambagam’s contribution to the fund of suggestions
was barbarous and consisted of a scheme of retribution
on an elaborate scale.  'With one voice we turned down
her proposal; and I appropriately remarked that I was
not going to spank my dear hoy every day, just because
some rouldy, measly teacher had given him zero; and
Sambagam might go and boil herself in sambhar, if she
liked. She walked out in protest.

Aunt Koma sprung the surprise of the evening.
“Varadu is a bright boy,” she began and we listened
with interest. ““IJut he is a shy and nervous sort of
child. T think the truth is that he fecls overwhelmed
in the presence of his teacher.”

“ You are quite right, Auntie,” I said. “ That i
what I think myself.”
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Yes, but what do you suggest now ?”" asked Jana.

“ . . -
I'am coming to that,” said Aunt Koma. “ We
ought to prepare him for the school. ™
(13 b . v
[ don’t quite understand, > I began.
“ . s . . . .
Wait.  The thing to do now is to give him lessons
at home in the cvenings, ™

] . . .
Or mornings, " I said, remcembering my grand-

mother’s dictum that the Drain is brilliant in the
mornings.

. But who is to teach him ?” asked Jana.

“"This person, ”’ said the malevolent Aunt Koma.
I was angry. [ was angry because she wanted to land
me into trouble. And I was angry because she referred
to me as ' this person’.

“ Engaging a teacher means expense. Besides, the
boy should be taught by a person, with whom he is
familiar,” concluded Koma.

“ I will vacate the chair,”” I said in anger and poetry.
For I was sitting on the floor and ~ chair” was a figure of
speech.

“You may, but you will occupy the tutor’'s chair
or bench or stool or whatever it is,  quoth Jana.

o * ¥
=

The next morning we began. 1 had made up my
mind to employ my own methods to edqcate the }?oy. I
would teach him philosophy anq religion and science.
I would teach him art and architecture. Even music.

But the Ramayana to begin with.

When Varadu came into the room, I asked him to
sit beside me. Sitting together inspires a feeling of
confidence in a boy.

“Look at that on the shelf,” I said. “What
isit?”

“ 1t is your turban,”

“ Bright fellow, "' I said, “ there is actually a turban

! here. It ought not
n that shelf. That doesn’t belong t :
?o be there. DBut never mind; I was referring to the

book on the shelf. ”’
“ But there are two books, ”’ said Varadu.

“ ’ the other one is the
Yes, but don't you see
Catalogue of All and Sundry Goods at the Flo.ts;.xm'Co,
That is a book which doesn't matter. In fact itisn't a
book. The book I meant is the one 1n red cover. Go

and bring it here.”

Varadu brought it.
“ Look here, my boy, this is the Ramayaia. Do
you know what it means " I acked.

“ Tt means something very long, " replied Varadu.

““No. it doesn't. It means the story of Rama, Sri
Rama or’ rather Sri Ramachandra. You have heard

the story of Rama, haven't you ?”’
% ves. Grandmother Koma tells me stories of Rama
b

when I go to bed.”

“1t is a good thing that she chooses that hour. F?r
Auntie's version of the Ramayana happens t? be ‘;]aS,F-y
different from that of Valm}lu, in Douxt‘ho emp ‘amst.
According to Valmiki, Rama is t.he hcr9 w o’ Carrlles ‘;9
his duty in the face of everything. For e:\a}inp %. 118

. to exile. For instance, well, 80 many other things.
gomgWill find all that in the Ramayaild. The substance
Y;OU oint is that Rama is the Karinayog?, par excell-
il pTha Ramayana is the expression into action,
zzile.the vindication, of the principles of the Bhagavad

Gita.”

Varadu was studying his ﬁngers and was obviously
finding out that they were not very clean.

I said, * Listen, my dear Varadu. Your thoughts,
of manicuring your fingers may be postponed for a time.
I have given you Valmiki's version of the Ramayana.
In a nutshell, of course. Well, now, what does Koma
say ?”’

“She says that Rama killed Ravana, " said Varadu,
gratuitously answering my question.

“ He did that. Aunt Koma is correct on that point.
But incidentally, let me tell you I was not addressing the
question to you. It is a rhetorical sort of question
addressed to myself- Well, what does Koma say? She
says that Rama performed many [eats of physical
prowess and daring ; that he fought against great odds
and won the fight; that he cut off some female monster's
nose, etc. Well, now, that is putting thc emiphasis at
the wrong place. Do you see ?”

Varadu nodded. He did not appear convinced
however. Probably he wanted to stand by Aunt Koma.
The best thing was to give him the story of the Rama.
yana over again and correct Koma's version.

“ Do you know who is Lakshmana ?" I began with
a question.

“Yes, he is Kuppu Rao's father,” said Varadu
promptly.

“You are thinking of Lakshmana Rao, my dear
chap. Knowing Lakshmana Rao as I do, I do not think
it is appropriate to recall him when we are engaged in a
study of the Ramayana. But, let that go. Lakshmana
is the brother of Rama.”

I began to tell him the story of Rama and Sita {rom
the beginning. When I reached the point at which
King Dasaratha gives a feast to celebrate the birth of
Rama, Varadu said he was {eeling hungry.

That evening Varadu returned from school. We
all made a rush at him and spatched his slate. The
zero-mark was perfect. Probably the drawing master
was asked to do it.

Spending only two hours on the study of the
Ramayana, 1 could not finish it before the tenth day,
In the meantime, Varadu had gone on acquiring zero
marks regularly., On the tenth day I sent a bunch of
bananas to Varadu's teacher. That evening Varadu's
slate displayed three marks, ten being the maximum.
The next morning Jana despatched two cocoanuts. The
slate showed an increase of three marks in the evening.
The next morning I sent some sugar-candy with a slip of
paper on which I had written: “Make it nine.” The
man at the other end was obviously elated. He made
it ten.
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UNEMPLOYMENT, 2.

H ERE we are!

We concluded the last discourse interrogatively,
rather a clever way of ending a discourse.

Well, how to make religion feed us?
This wise.

Two of you get together and constitute yoursell o
a firm, not necesearily incorporated under the Indian
Companies Act. Proceed (o a place about three hundred
miles from your town or village. Any place where you
are absolutely unknown. Time your
arrival at this place, wherever it is,
to midnight. Just before dawn, one
of you attain the ‘altogether’ 1.e.,
a state of complete nudity, except
for a length of stout cocoanut fibre
rope round the waist and a sacred
thread thrown across the shoulder
treble the prevalent size. Don’t ask
me, why the rope and why the
yagnopaveetham. They are part of the scheme. Of
course, the rope-fellow must have a growth of beard at
least sixty days old—the older the better, his hair all
askew and matty and his anatomy liberally covered with
primordial filth. If your beard s still a thingof the future,
don’t worry. Observe the other directions. Your disciple —
the other fellow, the other half of the firm—need not attain
the "altogether . However, his clothes must be pretty

rotten and that' ‘holey ’ an indigent beggar wouldn't look
at for love or money, and his

general condition humilio-hun- o -
gry doggish. Before the world
and his wife wake up, choose
a multiramous banyan tree on
the precincts of the town (there
are always multiramous ban-
yvan trees outside our towns)
and sit down under it like Bus-
ter Keatonin the nude. Your
disciple will sit just five feet
away from vyou, his whole
being radiating reverence.
Don't talk, don’t smile, look
as abysmally idiotic as you
can. The slightest spark of
intelligence in vour eyes would
be fatal. Ilies and other
vermin would want to dine off
your filth. Don’t flick them
away. The other fellow will
attend to that, aspiring as he
is, for initiation. If sitting
for hours on end is rather a
bit of a strain to your verte-
brae and the lower extremities,
lie down once in a while at
full length, in a way as if you
do not know what you are
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sit down like Buster Keaton in the nude,

domng. If you want to relieve your overwrought {eelings,
you may indulge in a bit of cursing, choosing as your
target the thing you most detest in life, but do the curs-
ing silently, moving the lips ever so slightly.

The fitst representative of the proletariat that passes
your way stops at sight of this scenario and gingerly
approaching the other fellow asks him in a hushed voice
what the matter is.  The other fellow doesn’t reply any-
thing.  He places his index finger on the tip of his own
nose, which, properly interpreted, means, “ Silence! You
inquisitive son of a cocoanut palm. You are in the

presence of Divinity ! Go to blazes!”

It is a commonplace of human
psychology that the less one’s curiosity
is satisfied the more it grows, gains a
firmer hold on one, gnaws and
tantalises one’s soul. So the son of
a cocoanut palm forgets why he
started from home, goes on staring
at Divinity and finally squats down.
Presently another «on of a cocoanut palm chances by and
receiving no other explanation except the index finger and
nose apex of the other fellow, sits down, too, expectantly,
reverently,

Before the world is two more hours old, Nude
Divinity and the other fellow will have been encircled by
a seething mass of about five-hundred specimens of silent,
prayerful humanity.

Now the other fellow shall
give up the index-finger- nose.
tip dodge. Dy driblets the
information should percolate
into the skull of the mob vig
the other fellow, that he is
following Divinity for the last
ten years; that not one word
paseed through Divinity’s lips
all this time; that Master
sometimes at dead of night
divides  Himself into three
parts, the head in one corner,
the trunk in another corner
and the legs in a third corner,
a strange celestial  nimbus
playing around the distmem-
bered parts of the body ; that
Divinity does not eat anything,
drink anything, except on very
rare occasions and that tooonly
out of the hands of the other
fellow.

The word goes round the
town, with the elemental
force of the south.west mon.
soon at its intensest, that a
Digambar Mahatima has

_ and relates to them,

blessed the town with his

august  presence. The
hundreds swell into thou-
sands.  Before another

hour is out, a beautiful
dream of a parnashala
(hermitage) springs up by
Divinity’s side, with green
boughs as props, greener
twigs as rafters, greenest
mangoe leaves and t}}e
flowers of the season In
riotous colours adorning
the entrance, and
cocoanut branches, fresh
cut, covering the sides,—a
thing of joy and beauty, fit
for Vyasa Maharshi 1o
live in, the whole structure
reared by the godly hands
of the godliest in the
congregation.

One elderly widow n The local Zamindar comes.

the mob relates to an

i of about :
Zﬁfy:d g&(zfnc:,idows that she dreamt of the advent

¥l Swami last dwadasi night. A
;fm;?;;'i gfiailéialgwer part of his ears elongated ‘(ninth
the wei(,fht of stone-studded gold klmdal(,ngls tglm ?‘
Kashme;’e shaw] thrown rakishly athwart his sal e thorax,
kes himself the centre of a hundred gaping lay sinners
e between liberal pmcfhes of snqu<T, ‘tlhat
, 7] Mount Kailas
w this Digambarji on the slopes © ‘ A ,
ﬁ:l?ahis body in an anthill, tvxer;g)é a}{earqss . }?r%c;,tizvhsir:i h};e
ilgrimage. , @ . 18,
Krf:rtlc&ﬁ;-'e a(.) nfalli)lugre, relates to another ring 1of rapt
auditors that, from certain signs which he a 1one Ca?
recognise on the body of the Digambar S'wannf,‘ he m‘usS
be att: the lowest, three-hundred and seventy-five year
old, or ‘ Gentlemen, lam a Hell-bent papr.

i 't77 with the kundalams

e elderly widow, the punditji Wi :
and I’{rilshmere shawl, and the asthmatic sad{m are looked
at by lesser mortals with heavenly envy. The stock of
these chosen three is rocketed up to unheard of heights.

The crowds go on swelling. At the wish of thfe
other fellow, the surging, swaying mob, is clea{ed by sel f
appointed, amateur traffic policemen to a distance é)
thirty feet all round the; parnashala. A strong, crude
fence springs up in no time. Devotees are let in, in ones

and twos. '

Bhajana parties by the score mv_ade the sacred spot,
one party getting black in the face in a connmenclablf:
endeavour to drown the frenzied yells of the other parties.
A devotee of the God of Sjmhachalam produces a .couple
of gigantic, ghee-fed, burning torches with small tinkling
bells attached to their iron spckets, angl dance§ a pre-
Aryan dance, woefully Singglng_the hair on his broad
chest, some twenty-five of his friends beating time with
brass cymbals, big as tennis bats. A platoon of pundits,
deeply learned in ancient lore, get tpgether,_ tie their
kandvas round their ample waists with a picturesque
knot over their navels, form themselves into a circle

clasping one another’s hands and looking their holiest,

repeat Rigvedic hymns in a yagnic chant.

Offerings to Nude
Divinity commence pour-
ing in—fruit offerings,
cash offerings. A great
temptation  seizes the
Master to grab the coins,
white and brown, and
to devour an assortment
of fruit. It simply shouldn’t
be done. Every devotee
touches Divinity's feet
with reverent hands, lifts
off a little dust from the
Divine soles and places
the sacred sripadarenuon
his or her forehead.

Sterile ladies who have
made a round of all the
Gods and Goddesses of
Hindustan  with  their
heart’s consuming desire
still in the womb of
doubtful future, rush to
Digambaiji’s presence
and in a fit of progeny-
desiring {renzy, bare their necks of all their gold
trappings and place them at the Feet of the Master.
The Master vouchsafes no answer to their mute appeal.
So the other fellow lifts the left hand of Swamiji, as
gingerly as if it were Sakyamuni’s tooth, and places it
on the childless ladies’ heads—a benediction by proxy.
The ladies kiss the sacred Feet and turn homeward to
their husbands.

Young unmarried ladies, whose immediate objective
is not babies, but hubands rich as Croesus, strong as
Hercules and beautiful as Adonis, flock to the Presence
in their hundreds, resplendant in their silks and sleeve-
less blouses, cheeks tingling with maidenly modesty, and
empty the contents of their home-savings boxes at the
Yogi’s feet.

The local zamindar comes along with a cart-load of
luscious fruit and tempting I3ombay and Bengal sweets
in silver trays. \With the cool authority his money bags
invest him with, he swaggers to the August DPresence in
that gait peculiar to the zamindars and wants to hold
high converse with the Mystic. The Mystic indeed has
eyes, but they do not take cognisance of the zamindar.
Sorry fool! He knows not that money bags are
anathema in Heaven, that Divinity makes no distinction
between szamindars and zingas. The zamindar looks
crestfallen and appeals mutely to the other fellow. The
other fellow negatively nods his head and says “tut, tut.”
The zamindar produces from somewhere a handful of
sovereigns, puts them on a neat pile of young betel leaves
with a ripe banana to keep the sovereigns company and
holding his right elbow with his left palm, he places the
yellow-green offering accompanied by a smile at the
Digambar Mahatma's feet. The Mahatma is busy
with quiescent, half-closed eyes, communing with the
Infinite. The other fellow takes pity, as who does not, at
sight of gold? He peels the banana, waits for an
opportunity and shoves it between the lips of the Master,
Divinity trembles with temptation. Banana so near, yet
so far. With a supreme effort He says to Himself
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“Devil, et thee behind me”  TTe recovers his balanze,
bites the banana and spits the bitlen picee, not earthward,
but up skyward.  The zamindar gathers the pieces hig
hands all a-tremible and goes home tinmphantly (o the
zanundarini.  The populace cheer him on,

The shades of eventide Jengthen, merming presently
into a gloricus, mystic night.  The othes fellow slands up
and raises his hand.  The incessant babble of a theousand
tongues melts into an awe-inspiring silence. * Bhaktas,
the Master will now retire into the Tarnashala. \We
will resume our bhajunas and pravers al Flis Feet
tomorrow.  Peace be on you” This anmouncement is
received with a deafening shout. Digambarii is conduct-
ed by the other fellow into the parnashale. The chela's
injunction notwithstanding, the bhajanas, the kalalshie-
pams, the vedic hymns and the torehes continue far into
the night.

Inside the parnashale, safe from prying eyes, far
from busy ears, the firm get a move on with the eatables,
piled up like hills, The residue, on which a few hundreds
could feast to repletion, is handed over to the imilation
policemen for distribution amongst the clamouring mob
as consecrated prasad.

Another day dawns, The crowds, with offerings
votive and non-votive, surge around dying for darsan.
The hours craw] by—six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven,
Noon! Lo! The Digambar Mahatma wallks out of the
barnashala and stands at the threshold, looking bl
at the eastern sky till two pm.  Then
supine.

ankly
He lies down

Before retiring for the second night, the other {ellow
will again hold up his hand command
silent attention of tlhe perspiring bliakte
hg will say, “ Bits of Universal Soul!  Tsaw a vision last
night in which the Master directs me 10 scatter to the
poor all the kanukas made to hin.” This bit of un-
expected news is greeted with howls of divine joy. An ad
hoc committee is {ormed on ¢ )

_ C he spot with power to
co-opt, the wealthier of the local  merchants consti-

tuting the committee. A lively discussion ensues about
the christening of the commitiee, Finally it is called the
Gomathpur Digambay Mahatma Annadanag Scrnegain
Cash and gold offerings, .
amounting to about one
third of the previous day’s
takings, are handed gver
by the other fellow {6 the
Samajam with due cere.
mony.

g the immediate,
[
s, Ho, Brotherg! ™

He lifts a basif

A third dav dawns.
The sun runs its diurnal
race almost to the ridge of
the Western horizon. Still
the parnashala holds the
Holy Body of the Digam-
bar Mahatma. The pil-
grims send up fervent
prayers for a sight of the
Mystic. An old lady, bent
with the weight of age,
too poor to rvide in g
bullock cart, tramps &
weary twenty miles {rom
her village with nothing
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Wonder of wonders !
leaf from the old fady's t

but a few hasil leaves 10 offer (o (he Swamitji.  The
crowds sive way hefore the ancient dame. She ervers
the enclosure, with the basil leaves held i
ber palms, and stinds a few et before the parnash .
mumbling a silent praver, A deathly silence falle on
the encireling macs of humanity., Hevalded by the cther
fellow, Mahatma Digambar comes out of the parna-
shala. The devout old lady advances with unstcady
steps. The Yogi looks at her with a baby stare.
Wonder of wonderst Tle 1ifts a Dasil leaf from the old
lady’s trembling palms and places it in hig mouth, The
crowds send up to the heavens an unearthly  yell, re-
sembling an ocean in labour,  The Mahatina goes back
mito samadhii.  The old lady now becomes the cynosure
of the eestatic mob,  The lady hersell is choking with
cmotion and wants (o give up her srhost there and then,
So the davs pass on. Distriet Judges whose slumbers
are disturbed Ly the fearfut thought of
possibly

he cup of

) their having
sent a few alleged miscreants wrongly 1o the
callows 5 prosperous lawyers wallowing in wealth built on
the shilting foundations of thumping lies and capitalists,
grown rich overnight, come to the Parnashala with cash
to wash their consciences at the divine ghat of the Master’s
IFeet.

Every three or four days, the other fellow makes
over to the Gomathpur Digambar Mahatia Annadana
Samajom o small portion of the loot. (This must be
done.  Don't be too greedy.)

On the 27t day, the other fellow unfolds another
vision of his, in which the Master evinces a desire to visit
the Vindhya forest.  Consternation among the Gomath-
puteans!  T.et a few days tick by, On the 371d day, at a
time when it is darkest before dawn, Maliwtma Digambar
and his partner pass into the Unknown, otherwise any
place outside a hundred mile limit, with the cold and cash.

Pieh your tent in another distant part of the
country and work up the same agenda. Within a couple
of years your firm will have made the biggest pile ever
made by a burra saiib of Clive Street. Wind up the
firm by voluntary liquidation. Go sixty-forty, sixty to
Divinity and forty to the other fellow. Live the rest of
your natural lives like the Sybarites of Ancient Greece.

Another  two of you......... (Say, put the lid on
vourself.  You can’t have
the whole Magazine for

r‘embling palms, voursell — 177 Oh, all

right. One word more, Mr.
Lditor, and I have done.
I have got a few more
corking ideas pregnant
with easy money inside
them. Just hold your
souls in  patience. We
shall meet anon.

Meanwhile, if any of
you want to have any
doubts cleared about the
modus ofcrandi or want
any other advice, please
write to me c¢/o 7The
Fditor, enclosing two one
anna - stamps to covel
postage etc. You  see,
am a poor, uncmployﬁd
devil myself,

BLE tear-drops, that fell
from Vijaya's eyes
came not in a gush;
for they did not accom-

pany any outburst of extreme
emotion. They came slowly
from the deep springs of her
thoughts, beginning in a Vvery
modest way, graduall'y ga.tber-
ing strength and falling like :(11
leaf in autumn, mellow an

igni hat
dignified. But,on t
sé%)re, do not regard
them as idle tears; for
they were not idle. On

the contrary, they were
full of import. \Vopld
you therefore mind
listening to t}}x)emt? l'f‘hls
is the story they tell:™ . -
= M Tave no feelings; that 1s wh_y 1I ?ghier\ii:};:}r.
fth o h ople's feelings ; especially the ves -
play W O e p?n point? ltis well nigh twenty Ty t}é
Am 1 not a (‘gsié tied the thali round my neck.. ] oaI:y
since my hus leectionr [ have not d.isplegseqh}_l{gx;rr:a 1y
e O'f o re'Ccular 1 have borne him six chit r n- bé
e s d u.hters——-and the eldest girl 151_ ¢
T n as'a Z rigext year. 1 have shared w1thtumt;1il—
e vioi rptm;ire;sgof fortune ; and you know Wh?)eactable
the ‘élctisasill 1ilt is from a petty clerk’s wmfle giowz; r:;.t cotable
el ‘ ing ¢ ears
officers Wife'. d]?xlilxrrlxngor‘: nrr:};eS:el):ﬁsh ,behalf to buy né:
B O rees r diamond ear-rings ot klavar nose—nr:)gr;) or
Cl?StKos\z:rfz Cz:.nd one minor vax;lities thzri(ti %\;e?; ;;vn man
hor i e rewa ?
hankers avter oergrghgéld‘ SO:I him than a bag;tltel}ll?;
Seﬁm tl(; ?g;}nee: to deciding an issue between me an S
when ¢

own people.

i dis-

Let it be first underStg)fOCI‘ }t‘hatp}n ktlg"ga\f‘:t:‘;l‘;g; hing,

i ay, and even 1 appe g it

parag‘lﬁg ttohisnlz, not less t_han twice bgfﬁ)cr‘e s::;(mfway

: V"]ost my sister-in-law, if only she ¢ o

i and mine. But, of one thing R
from me d that is, that together we cann

convinced, #° d trying to blink this cardinal fact. 1

and it is no g0
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have dinned this into my  hus-
band’s ears umpteen times and
he did not seem even once 1o
disagree with me. But, when
the time for action comes, all
his courage seems to ooze out,
God alone knows where.

1t is no doubt true that, in
theory, the man .WhO'lS res-
ponsible for my sister-i-law's

peace and good conduct

is my brother-in-law.
A TE A Against him no §peech.
’ He has been with us
since his boyhood; all
who know him willagree
that he is a very earnest
lad, who has worked
his way. We haq{a}l
ivi i till his marriage. His wile's
bee'n'lll\“}ﬁt}z)ar:)orm(f);ggyentirely changed the aspect of
a}:'mra‘ She never knew our early struggles and pri-
vation ‘Qhe was a pet, a spoiled child of }}er, part_mts‘,
'Vailloélsﬁle»to us with all sorts of high-falgtm notlo‘?si
flI‘r(]) tel‘l you fr.}ankly, she did not pull her ‘welght, I;(e)r q;]‘
she evince the least desire‘to do so. Ll that “;'f,tro;;isé
1 wouldn’t have minded. She even began I:l) t c§ ;quow
and boss over me. 1 could hardly be expecte SWi
this, -
We belong, as it were, to two dls.tmvct .01;1181153(:1(1111{:
I belong to the turmeric school of tO}l_ettzal ;S la Lo the
Pond's cream school. I wear my sari l‘rl! tlc;ns ataist
and sanctimonious madisari style; she lhair e
fangled mambazha-katt1 mode. I paEt giyarc (o the
middie of my head; sfhe att thﬁethsx:ﬁlﬁz ;teit c. L 18wly
ing z hing of art; s s a 0
gzgﬁ;zgﬁgi.a tVVogk is my pride; vanity 18 her pursuit. [
have six children; she has none. .
Is there any chance ﬁpr pts t% om}lllilm t%gistkt;;; - “i‘g
sband does not realise 1t. s br
?1?; i?lfiime young lad, whom his fathe‘r cgnsxir;dh;z
his charge just before closing his eyes aggs ;eg r.egards o
not dimmed that death-bed vision. An

(Continued on page 39)
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66 ULLO! Harry, did vou read Misg Aristicia
Stirup's  The Real Indig:” asked James
Durer, as he entered the smoking room of the
Travellers’ Clyh.

" Silly stuff1 replied Henry Stimeon, |
his Evcning News,

“ Sensational book, that,
frazzle. Horrible people these
not humans, [ {eel sick
abominations.”

aying down

Beats Mijgs Mayo to a
Hindus must he, Beasts,
» when I think of all those

“Chuck it, Jimmy,”
blasted rot, | know.
neither more, nor less,
up your elegant nose.”

“ S\}.)(?(lki‘l\g from experience,” began Cojonel 13
tpn, D.S'.(l)., I should class the H
SUperstltlous, filthy, addicted to tl

but cunning ang subtle. Their op
wealth that

nemorial

said  Stinison, Rot, d...d
Hindus are ag hum

an as ourselves,
There's no nec

d tor you to turn

atting-
indus very Jow indeed,
1€ most obscene rites,
€ 5aving virlue is the
”they have hoarded up from time im-
“ Now there, Colonel,"

. Interrupted Stimson,
are one of the vietimg

3
yYou

7 of the biggest frauds n the
world,

the circulation of all these lies.

“What do you mean, Stimson? " asked the Colonel,
with a touch of annovance,

[13 - . ”"
I'have also had some experience of Indja,” ex-
. L « ; X
plained Stimson, “ and 1 found the Hindus to be quite
different from what we were all led to suppose.  Very
decent fellows, in fact. And mark this, Colonel.  Your
knowledge of the people s confined  to Kipling and
cantonments and chaprassies. Dyt | have come into
touch with the real India.”

“Indeed ! said the Colonel with  restrained
scepticism,

“ Just 50,” went on Stimson, “ Cart-loads of lies are
spread about India down here.  There must be a reason
behind it, 1 thought. It couldn't alj be sheer stupidity
or ignorance.  We have known India for three hundred

years, and that is time enough to blow all the lies into
the stratosphere.”

“I have served in India for thirty years,” stated the
Colonel soleminly. "I know the country trom Peshawar
to Trichy, and [rom Quetta to Mandalay, You perhaps
“did’ India in six weeks, Yet vou go op making im-

possible assertions without the slightest attempt at prov-
ing them.”

“That's veatly put,” said Durer, © What do you
Sayv to this, Harry 2~

“You haven't listened to me fully,” complained
Stimson, “As | was saying, there must be a reason for
I am satisfied that
there is a racket behind it alf, a world-
wide busines thriving on these lies.”

[

Explain yourself,” said the Colonel
sharply.

“Miss Aristicia Stirup never stirred
out from her apartment-house in whatever
T.ondon suburh it 15, to write this book.
She's been paid bv the chaps, who run
this graft, to fill her book with lies of al}
kinds, from stories 1o statistics,”

“You haven't made yourself clear
at all,” said Durer. * You are making a
number of wild statements, one after
another.  What's this graft of which you
are speaking ?  'Why do you question the
integrity of Miss Stirup ? How do yoy—"

“Enough 1™ exclaimed  Stimson
smiling. * Your Cross-examination gives
me the headache, Jimmy. Remember, [
am not a witness in the boy. My theory
has a proof, but that's in the form of 3
story. Somewhat autobiographical”’

I

Let’s hear it,” said Durer,

P N

Huge idol standing,
fearful of face:
and form.

. . »
olonel, who was ﬁpgermg h‘1s' M‘ orni
p stEazllerthah:zh(i:le, laid’ it down to l.xsten to Stlfns,og; y
’ “It's like this,” hehbega.lhns:gng a long wrea
ircli cel : .
smole leuzg Iunpdit: t’foj the ﬁ:st time in 1920. B1'151‘-
X 'WentC (l)cutta I was then chockfull of these 1141%.
Lio m% ton aboa.rd ‘to the story about the Prmce;, f‘: 13
Ll'stene to ot a rupee mor a virgin would be Aevf .
ey th: hn rs after the British gave up control. 11e
;ndlg s an American millionaire chap on the voyagg.
i It n. Not yet quite forty.‘Loc_)ked'shre’w' ,
Name of N£0r Od -out later there was a kinkin his brj[_u.ré.
thoush 1 ?{l‘m a round-the-world trip for the fun o 1d.
He veor madl?g meet me at Calcutta, when we pafrtet
phat skt And sure enough, he called on me a 'orh -
aft Bombay. f showed him round the city, and one night
it _latetr. Fontanelli’s, the famous Italian res:taurant..
R fellow was watching us from a neighbouring
t bleA yX‘fltI:i a time—perhaps he was listening to our
able.

. c d .
vergal i()n he came {o us and qulte b[ azenly ln‘rrodu €
con &

i j alist.
imself to us as Grenville, the journa . |
o ‘ My profession makes me an outcast 1I}t':h§(1131;r££egaer;
iety here,’ he laughed. ‘But that has its advantages
P yll as, its disadvantages. I needn't stan on the
?srn‘;‘;elity of an introduction. You seem new to

i ing around etc,, if
lace, and I can help you in seeing ur
50?1 want me. And in return you may give me your
impressions of India, to be used as I think fit.

“Idon’t think he said all this at once, bfufc t}calz]tt
was the gist of his talk. We became quite ) rxer}il y
in a few minutes. A capital racontewr, that c d];').
The stories he told ! I soon found out Mo¥t0f1'x‘v 3'.5 3
romantic sort of chap, except where stqd\sT‘;r}t
shares were concerned. Absurdly romantic. bmt
was the kink in his brain. One day he spolfe abou
a novel that he had read-ﬁl’:“'yes of Kali or some
such stuff by Percival Pointer.

“Must be a ripping yarn,” said the Colonel.
“I have read Pointer’'s works, though not th_ls
story. I suppose it’s all abouf’ the wretched idolatry
éf your friends, the Hindus ?

“I too read it,” Stimson continuegl, “b_ut n1E{cl}~.
later. The usual rot about an ancxen‘t 1d}o‘l1 with
priceless gems for eyes. Adve.ntqrogs I:ngllsjmz;n
steals them and 1s pursged by vindictive [?X'IC?ES. 1i<?
between is thrown a spicy mor.sel aboutd‘n}t ]rj\g 1;%
damsel, who is about to be immolatec fit} ] Ez al
altar. Saved of course by the adventurous xt1}e o
the eleventh hour. And the novel ends with
sound of wedding-bells.

Morton liked that kind of stuff. And vyhatls
more, he wanted to live it too. Grenv_ﬂle c}za;uilolllxs y
admi’tted that he knew some things llkg t aF Ci.f)

ening in real life. Mor‘ton pressed him. - m: liy
ﬁe admitted that he could introduce us to a b'ean ,
who might lead_us on to adventure with a big A.

We met Chatterjee at Fontanelli's thrge daysi

A most impressive figure. Qldlsh_ a'n_(

fater. hal. Broad forehead, suggesting dignity

thrlarC d(ialm, collected eyes, that seemed to

and WIS'dom.'th a condescending interest.‘ Dressed' in

IOOk' on Jife Wll' obes. Spoke perfect but stilted Enghsl},

flowing Ber}gielrrfrom a mid-Victorian novel. With his

like a Ch,arlcllchis poly-syllabic pedantry, he appeared a

g t}folien to Morton, who would often provoke him by
Z:llctl’fessjing him as Tatterjee. |

' ny things, from ships to sealing-

Wei ftzgiegabobfagr:: t()), kings. Slowly but St?a:(éllgf
g?:ni?l(le tried to put on the agenda the main objec

our Illeeilllg. a ) nc an I arrie and td“\ed
3 (:h tteriee fel ed P d ¢ ;d alle,
Of ther thln‘ S. At 1a5t Morton COuld Cndure 1t no
(o] 5

longer. - )
ican,’ he burst out, and can
‘I am a blunt American, he burs and :
tand {h‘:;n nonsense. What's your price for showing us
sta : )
your Devil’s temple ? |
Chatterjee looked shocked. Like a father discover-
ing a child at his mischief.
| /1 ised eye-brow,
¢ sir,’ he protested with a raise eyet
! xvhatlz{/};rdggry?);,mean? And why do you set about
insulting my religion?” - b oo
tly. S
1 s spoke even more eloquen ’ (
to hiIn{tlst;};et apcivilised persan, like Chatterjee, could
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hardly converse with any one with such barharous
manners as Morton. T soothed him, and Grenville warn-
ed Morton not to spoil the affair by butting in rudely. So
the see-saw strugele went on. After an hour or s0, 1t was
understood on both sides - without anvthing definite
heing said actually ~-that Chatterjee would take us to a
Siva (emple in a forest on the banks of the DBrahma-
putra.  Morton mightitake away with him the wonderful
diamond which blaved in Siva's {orehead as his third
eve. Chatterjee’s remuneration as guide, Rs. 5,000.
Girenville to be genceral manager of the expedition, and
incidentally to assure us of our safety. Incidental
expenses [or arranging the trip Re. 1,000. Chatterjee
did not want any share in the spoils; he was afraid of hig
god. And Grenville would be satisfied with something
merely nominal for his trouble. He feared bad luck
from precious stones, and wanted to assigh to Morton
whatever curse the ancient sorcerers might have fixed.
Morton cared a damn for the curses ot the six or seven
thousand rupees that this adventure might cost us, And
there was the prospect of 2 tidy fortune from the stolen
gem. 5o the financial arrangements were easily made.

The expedition started within a week, Chatterjee
took us by devious routes into what we thought was the
heart of a jungle. Tall trees grew all around, and it
was dark there even in the tropical noon. Biyds
and insects sang and chirrupped and  trees
bushes rustled in the breeze, In the distance could
be heard the dim sound of a mighty river COUYSINg on its
way. Suddenly we came on a ruined temple in the last
stage of dilapidation and decay. Plants and shrubs grew
wild in the crevices in the walls, and the accumulated
dirt of centuries carpeted the floor, which was mter-grown
with jungle grass and rank under-growth. The interior
of the temple was darker still and we could find our way
only with the help of 2 couple of electric torch-lights,
And what a stink greeted us! Something dashed past

Morton’s fprcheud in that Cimmerian darkness, and Je
almost shricked.

and

) Only a bat; murmurred Chatterjee as he led the
way.

Past spacious halls and corridors, we marched into
the sanctum sanctorum. A small room, where darkness
took visibl.e shape before our eyes. Not a window, not
a crevice mn the wall through which light could peep in,
And the air was suffocating.

Through the torch-light we coul

. ! t d dimly see 3 huge
idol standing, fearful of face and form, A leering mouth,

serpents twining the body al around as ornaments, the
severed head of a demon in ahand. But we could see no
diamond, Chatterjee asked Morton to grab at the centre
of the forehead, where he said a plate must be hiding the
gem from view, Siva’s third eye of fire, it would seem
opened only on Doomsday, Ve had brought with s a,
camp-stool on Chatterjee's advice, and stahding on it
Morton could just touch the forehead of the idol, V\/ith'
the help of a pocket-knife he removed the dirt and thep
a tarnished silver plate, and suddenly the diamond blazed
in allits glory.  Looked another Kohinoor, [ took us

half an hour to extract the gem, We reached Calcutiq
safely next day.

Stimson paused and the Colonel hastily cut in,

‘ * How does it Prove-your point, Stimson ?°
It proves only that there are ynbelieving
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rogues in

" he asked, -

India as elsewhere. Judas Tscariots can be found all the
world over.”

“But vou haven't listened to the whole story yet,”
answered  Stimson.  * Grenville asked us (o keep t]}c
matter close, and actually hustled Morton out of India
within a week. A couple of months later, after 1 had
returned to ngland, 1 received a letter from hin. 'I‘h;tt
huge diamond was paste ! Chatterjee very wicely didn't
want & share in the loot, the clever rogue ! ﬂ

“ But how do you know,” questioned lﬁm:r, “hat
Chatterjee knew that the diamond was paste? e
might have believed it to be genuine.  And you are as far
away from proving your case as ever.”

“ Well done, Jimmy,” laughed Stimson,  * Com-
plainant under cross-fire, Barrister Durer in brilliant
from. DBut my story has a sequel. Last year | went
again to Caleutta and supped at Fontanelli's, Grenville,
as hefore, forced himself on me, though he didn’t recoy-
nise me. We talked on the phenomenal gold-exports from
India.  Tactfully Grenville referred to the old stories,
which pictured India as an k] Dorado, and spoke of
hidden wealth in ancient idols. Suddenly 1 asked :

* Where is Chatterjee?’

For a moment he was flabbergasted. Then he
recovered his poise.

) “Sorry, if we have met before,” he remarked blandly.
But you can’t do anything in the matter.’

I reminded him of Morton’s expedition and lie had the
cheek to laugh at it. Next day he actually called on me
with Chatteriee, who had grown wiser and more stately
still. ' The Bengali was very suave about the whole
affair,

‘You‘ believe in a lot of infernal lies about India,’ he
told me—" What is the harm of paying for the luxury
of your faith? Superiority complexes are expensive
things 1’

“This proves the existence of the racket, doesn’t it?”

“Tt proves only,” flared up the Colonel, * that a
credulous millionaire can be deceived by a pair of cut-
throat rascals.”

“ You haven't yet shown,” objected Durer, “ that
Miss Stirup’s book is full of lies, nor that it was written
for the Oriental Lies Racket.”

“"That’s easily done,” smiled Stimson, “ Did you
read what she says about the glorious sunset on the
Madras beach, Colonel ? "

“1did,” answered the Colonel. “ Dut what is there
wrong about it? Can't a sunset in  Madras be glorious ?
The finest beach in Asia !

. “That's al right, Colonel,” interrupted Stimson.

ut do you exactly remember what she says? She
describes the sun sinking slowly into the sen. But the
sea lies to the east of Madras ! ’ll bet a hundred pounds
that she never travelled outside England. And why
should she gather up all these ties, if not to give a handle
to men like Grenville and Chatterjee "

“Still,” objected Durer, “I can't see———-"

“ Shut up, Jimmy,” commanded Stimson, taking up

his. Paper again, ' You lawyer chaps can never be
satistied,

A cat crossed the way and somebody sneezed.

f' ; y inki icnic party
d myself were thinking of a picnic p.
K\iH?oI:‘IZIIXO?lg tim};. But whenever we seemed to

isi itch or other turned
to a decision, some hi
andcovrvn: had to postpone the pleasure to a more
up,
auspicious day. | )
But the auspicious day was always ajcomIltng asna
never :ctually came. Once I.almozt ﬁxe(}tltv.v L I:Zaoﬁ‘-
v everything was in order.
(?“m}ﬁf yrrallc? dMy friend, Mr. Gubby, t\;vassalilc:r cgg.eye.nigBhutt
e : it 1 d on the >a ,
t permit 1t, an

o fa(t“ esbgl;lvrs?lopwas to have formed thc;1 fdoutrthcc})]fag;;

ggsty .:;ddenly took ill, and Mr. Gubby had to

his mind. .
ht we were going,
ime, we almost thoug €
PO tsxerg the way which Shanta lntefpf3tedh as
but a cat cmesmd t0 make it worse, somebody so(rinew erse
a bad omen, loudly. In the face of these two ba om(:n :
sn;ezedu\igfzhink of going on with such a merry event a
who co
a picnic? i o
p Personally, I am ashamed to admit any belief in
ers )

; And yet from what
> hey are foolish. m w
iu}f)eiznhtfl:(;?csi. rz;lz;d gnd ceen of them, I am not inclined
a , Tea

to burn my fingers in testing them.

t,

AIld coming to talk Of it', I remenll‘ber I had an aurixl
ho was SllbjeCt to superstltlous be lefs. Onc y h

who e, while

d
t crossed her way an
ing to the temple, a2 ca tion
Sge }}WlitS gg 1:hge told us afterwards, a sudden premoniti
she 1elt,

devout lady and did
t as she was also a
of danger. Bu

not want to miss her visit to the temple, she returned
home, sat on the verandah for a while and then ptocegded
to her destination. So far everything went on all right,
and she reached the temple safely and performed the
worship.  On her return, however, she stepped unwatily
on a plantain peel and measured he_r length on the siony
road, spraining her ankle and bruising herself badly.

She got all right after a week, of course, and always
used to say that the gods in heaven took her piety into
consideration and saved her from a fatal accident. I
have got my own opinion on the matter, however, and
think it was not the gods but my rank misfortune that
saved her. Though I do not wish it, her death would
have left me about ten thousand rupees which I. need
very badly, and I am not yet certain when I am going to
get it.

To return to the picnic, however. As’I. have
already stated, though I am not exactly superstitious, I
am not also foolish enough to tempt misfortune, and s0
when we found a cat crossing our path, I thought it
wise to put off the picnic to a later date.

But that picnic turned out to be the plague for me.
Every day, when there was nothing else to talk _about,
Shanta made a habit of reverting to it, and as'kmg me
ominously whether there was going to be any picnic or
not.

This was truly maddening. There is nothing in a
picnic that you don't find at home. And the only
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altraction is, the fields and the open air or the sea. And
if you look at it reasonably, you might find all the
advantages on the lawn by vour house. One might have
a dip in the local cattle-pond with as much satisfaction
as one can derive from a sca-bath. Bug women, when
they get a notion into their blessed heads, will stick to it
with a disgusting pertinacity.  And though I had offered
a visit to the pictures, a new saree and many other
pleasing substitutes, Shanta was determined 1o see the
picnic through.  And so, at last, it had to be, and pre-
parations were started for it, as il it were
cercmony.

4 marriage

The venue for the event was fixed by Mr. Gubby.
He said i.t was a picturesque place on the outekirts of a
forest, with a stream passing by. The description which
he gave of it floated great poetic visions before my eyes
Shanta remarked, it was simply splendid.  But th(’x;c;
was the difficulty of reaching the place. By the shortést
route, it was fifty miles distant. o

“Why ot find a
nearcr place? 1
suggested.

" What's the good?”
said Mr. Gubby. * You
cannot find the same
scenic grandeur every-
where.”

o,

T'hen how are we
going there ?"

Mr. Gubby said
something of a car he
was gaing to buy. It
was a second-hand
seven-seater which he
had bargained for at a
cheap price.

* * *

The fateful day
dawned at last after
weeks of decisions, in-
decisions and altera.
tions.  Shanta was up
early. 1 don't think she ot 4 wi inki
how she was going to ha\::O; ‘;(:‘Vol(rlﬂ;in?i.ﬂeep thinking of

The previous evenip , I had i R
purchases of sweet-mcatsgand eatzﬁflifedlggtntjlﬁ\ eres ‘(;m?
thfa party thought it was against the picnic spirit ) 0d
said we should leave these matters to Natur;I 'L’l on
resourc_‘efuluess. Mr. Gubby, moregver was adhn( ing
enthusmst_ and had recently secured a "Tlin So ev'gntl?g
he was thinking of a brace of partri('l’ges. or 'w'lil eFt o
and perhaps of fresh fish, too, from the stream ZIh ngl
how hc_ was going to have the ]ntter“*whetherb‘ sh oo
or angling I had no idea. Y shooting

However, to come to the main i
Gubby came in their car by sun-risteciplgi‘hyr‘to anng}r)s.
car was covered with a collapsible tent, some c}?airs -t 3
a boxful of odds and ends, My wife, a thoughtful ‘ml
had aken a basketful of eges, and a brand new Px_sou y
stove, to speed up cooking. For myself, 1 thc;ught lrr)xrus
caution the better part of wisdom and provided myIse?f.
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Stepped unwarily on a plantain peel,

sgrreptitiously with a pocketful of sandwiches and some
blscm_ts. And by cight o’clock, all things and our;elve‘;
dg_posxted in the car, and . Gubby at the wheel, Y;/'f; ‘;ci
off.

l'mus;t here give crodit 1o My, Gubby for his expert
handling of the car for t least ten miles. And Atllxen
there was a sudden end o our progress.  \We could noé
ascerfain the reason at first, and there in the middle of
the road, far away {rom any where, we were str'u;del
with that load of a car on our hands, CoEeE

I\I{. Gubby, though inwardly shocked, put on a light
expression, took off his coat, rolled up his shirt slee:es
and like the expert mechanic you see in the pictures suz
to work on the machine. For nearly half an hou; he
did nothing but open the machine, put it shut {hen
reopen it, have a look at it from every possible ’:mgle
then squint at it and <o on. And he might hzlve;
gone on with that for ages, but a lorry meanwhile came
from Dehind, and the
driver, an uncouth
uian, began to greet us
with plently of vocal
explosives, which made
poor Mr. Gubby boil
with rage.  We might
have had some amateur
boxing, had not Shanta
stepped in and tackled
the driver in her own
inimitable way. This
not only cooled the
man, but he volunteer-
ed to put our car to
rights and having given
it a good look, said it
was suffering from
nothing more serious
than a thirst for petrol !

Poor Mr. Gubby !
He cursed himself for
not discovering thig
before and went to
look for the tin of
' vetrol ¢
his chagrin a can of water lyirlu,r in n;;ls fﬁ:é]ed tﬁ
was his own fault, of course. In his hurry, he had -:u.l)cri-
tuted water for the petrol and he went p;nk and‘bl'd‘l
with suppressed rage. Hex

The next petrol-station was two miles ¢ as
Mr. (xubby was mainly to blame for this mis?ofitggg }‘xl;
had to leg it to and fro with the can. And so, by ’the
time we got going lagain, it was mid-day with’ the hot
tropical sun blazing over-head. ’

_To cut a long story short, we reache 2 ple
two in the noon, teeling famished and exl?a:}ite(fldgﬁr?é
to our programme, we thought of pitching the tent, byt
the ladies, the more practical ones of the party, thou ;} tit
would be much wiser to have some fresh tea A,
So, the stove was taken out, but the dashed thing would
not I)Ufll mn the midst of a whirl of winds g’\ 0}‘1
Jur}gle-ﬁre was, therefore, clearly indicated arlxd Awas iu;
gomg’,rafter 2 couple of match boxes had been cmétiéfl

‘ hen, came the question of w: .

which Mr. Gubby had talked of ix:lV i}ue;.erl

tea and eggs.

The stream
ative poetry

ol -

turned out to be a muddy pool. The rearest village was
a mile off. So, we decided to filter the muddy water with
a thick layer of cloth. The colour of it could not be
filtered out, however, but the difference was not discernible
in the tea, and it passed off.

With the hot tea warming his inside, Mr. Gubby
waxed eloquent on out-door life, and we set up th.e tent
by four o’clock. Preparations for lunch took an inordi-
nately long time, and it was then that we appreciated the
difficulties of the culinary art and realised what a lot of
things was needed to make our meal. To get those
trifles that we had neglected to bring with us, we had to
purchase from the village grocer at prices bordering
on the fabulous.

Mr. Gubby, who had gone with his gun to shoot
wild fowl, found those creatures absent. Itching, however,
to shoot something, he shot a hen in a field, thinking it
was nobody’s property, but its owner happened to be
taking his afternoon nap under a tree. Awakened by the
report, he demanded an explanation. as well as damages,
from the perplexed hunter.

As there was very little of the day still at our disposa'l,
we had to give up angling, sight-seeing and other poetic

pastimes and hirry con with the prosaic lunch, which,
when served, consisted of eggs burnt to cinders, tea
without milk (the milk having trickled out of the bottle
on the journey), and a few pieces of biscuits, the major
portion of them having gore with Mr. Gubby, in his
pockets, when he went a-hunting; and as there was no
time or materials to cook the hen he had killed, we
decided to raise the tent and return home for a late
dinner with all possible despatch.

Meanwhile, the village folk having been apprised by
somebody of our presence, came to see what kind of
queer creatures we must be, and one of them must have
struck a nail or something in the back tyre of our flivver,
which fact, we discovered only when we started on our
return journey.

The result was that we had to spend half the night
fitting a new tyre in, and when we reached home, a new
day had dawned upon four hungry persons, who had
sallied forth the previous day in such high spirits and
expectations.

To tell the truth, I was not sorry for the experience.
It has cooled the ardour of Shanta for out-door life, and
she will not be forcing a picnic on me in a hutry next
time.

TALE OF A TEAR—(Continued from page 33)

sister-in-law as an inexperienced little thing, who should
not be taken too seriously. I am quite willing to admit
that all this is good philosophy, albeit somewhat cheap;
but my point is why should I be a jackass for ever and
brook her impertinences and contrariness ?

A happy chance offered itself, when my husband
was temporarily transferred to another station. He said
he would come back after a few months and went alone.
After his departure, I went to my mother’s house for a
change. On my return, I avoided my sxsteg-m-law, to_ok
another house and set up a separate estal')hshment with
my children and awaited my husband's return. My
brother-in-law came to me many a time gnd 1mplored me
to break off the establishment and live thh him and his
wife as before. I took courage and told him in so many
words that we seemed to keep better harmony apart and
that there was no need to disturb it.

" But yesterday my husband came on a brief _holiday
and told me that he would be posted bagk to this 1_)lace
in a few month’s time. T explained to him the merits of
ment and he nodded assent—with mental

1 am now led to suppose. He went away
ain today and I had reckoned that my
on without much of arms. But my
the station to see him off, has come

my arrange
reservations,
by the evening {r
Waterloo was W
brother, who went to

back with a different story. FHe is worth hearing again :

“Well, sister, Baby and I (Baby is the pet-name of
my brother-in-law) were with him. Baby looked very
miserable from the start and was continually imploring
him to live together on coming back. He, after a thought
or two, said:

“If you can settle the matter with your madhini, 1
have not the least objection.’

‘I have spoken to her many times, but che won't
listen to me,’ despaired Baby.

Then they kept on talking for some time, but so far
as I could see, no conclusion was reached. I thought
you had won. But, fancy my surprise, when just before
the train was to leave, he told me:

“Tell your sister that I want her to break off the
separate establishment and go and live in Baby’s
house.’

What am I to call my husband’s mind? Tsn't it
made of wool ?
* % % *

In the meantime, another pearl had grown into
shape and rolled down from Vijaya's eyes.
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MEETS

BONKS
PORTMAN

KS

TEAU

BY

H. N.

ONKS sat in my comfortable chair with his legs
resting on my desk, reading a magazine, when
my front-door bell rang.

"1t must be the postman™ | said hopefully.
Bonks shithered lower down into my chair, the soles of
his tremendous boots scraping against the edge of my
" The tall of Nerxes'.
“1t can’t be the postman,” he declared.

“1will find out azyway,” 1 said and went out of
the rocuu.

It was not the postman. In fact it was as far
removed from a postman as Devon is from Darjeeling.

4 .+ . .
"AN it said the moment I had opened the door,
“ah, vou are just the man [ was Iooking for, sir.”

My heurt missed a beat.  He did not look like my
tailor -nobody can-without letting a steam-roller ruu
over hiz face - or even like the man from the
income-tax oftice. And yer

The man who was looking for me, and who carried
a brilliant red portmanteau in his right hand, and a

cigar in bhis left hand, pushed me away from the door and
made for a chair.

oo e :
Now, sir, " said Portmanteau. “ Here | am and here
you are and here are my samples and there is my card,”

He whipped out of his breast-pocket a thin strip of
paste-board and  held 1t under my nose. | read :
YAV Bronx-Madinson, Representative, the Phoenix
Fire Lixtinguishers  Co.  the Alfa Blectrical In.
corporation - and the legend did not end there,

" Now, siv,” Portmanteau went on. “ [ will just pat
before you a few irrefutable facts. You are a human
being, you eat, you drink, you wear clothes, you read
Edgar Wallace 7

At this juncture, Bonks stumpeded in {rom the
neighbouring room. 1 heaved a sigh of relief. If there
was one man on (od's gocd earth to tackle this com-
pound-named fish, it was Bonks,

“Ah,” cried Portmanteau as soon as he spotted
Bonks. “ Ah, now, would you believe it, sir, but I have
been looking everywhere for you this last hour or so.”
And he produced another of his cards.

Bonks looked curiously at the print. Suddenly his
lips tightened.

“ Hmm,” he said. “So you represent the Phoenix Fire
Extinguishers Co "

" Ido,” returned Portmanteau promptly, * and the
Alfa Electrical Incorporation, not to mention—-"

“ Well, we don't need any fire-extinguishers at the
moment. Nor any dynamos. So you know where you

(1

are,” DBonks finished cryptically.
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“Now, now, siv " Portmantean waved a long  finger
deprecatingly “ aren't you being a little too hasty ? Let
us suppose vour house suddenly took fire -what would
you do?"

“1 know what [ will do, il you don't leave at oncs,”
Bonks returned darkly.

" And then, sir, © nwust show YOU my new cigaretie-
lighter.  No petrol, no flint "

“Ldon't want to see your new cigaretie-lighter,”
Bonks hissed. * So scoot.”

Portmanteau turned to me and shrugged his smart
shoulders wearily. Then once again his face lighted up.

Y AW he cried, T have something here you simply
can't resist. A new fountain-pen.  Our own patent.
Guaranteed to last a life-time,”

Bonhs ook the fountain-pen, and turned it lovingly
in and out of his fingers.

Then stooping, he placed it reverently on the floor
and proceeded to jump on it.

That ought to have daunted any mun.

But, if you think Portmanteau wus daunted ~~well,
think again.

" You've only spoilt the loor,” he declared with the
most disarming of smiles.

Bonks clenched his enormous fists and took a step
forward.

" IE you don't buzzoff this minute, 1 will wipe it with
you,” le threatened.

Portmanteau gave a wild who wp of joy.

“That reminds me, sir,” he velled “our vacuume- lean.
ers are the best on the market.”

I do not know what happened after thie. Tnstine -
tvely, T ran out of the room and pulled and bolted the
doorbehind me.  On the other side a cycloneraged.  No.
A cyclone plus an earthquake plus a tidal wave. Biffs,
thuds, wallops, smashes, crashes, more biffs, more thuds.
After what seemed an eternity someone knocked feebly
at my door.  With a wildly beating heart I opened it.
Bonks was facing me: that is, if you could still call it a
face. It wasmore like the Euclidean construction which
Smith Jr. got bis father to do.

" Where's Portmanteau 7 [ asked. “You've sent him
away ?”’

“Oh, I dunno.” Bonks rubbed his rapidly swelling
left eye and extracted a small bottle from his coat-packet,

“What's in that bottle ?"

I asked more curious
than ever.

Bonks let his jaw drop. ‘*‘You don't know 2" he
seemed surprised. " It's Pratt’s Vervifier.

. Guaranteed a
golden remedy for ‘ that depressed feeling’. Portmanteau's
just sold it to me.”
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NO ENTRANCE

First Prize Rs. 600

CLOSING DATE 13-2-1935

There are nine simple words given in
this puzzle, but each has either one letter
too many or gne letter missing—

“GIVE & TAKE”

.
COMPETITION

Second Prize Rs. 400

-~ Cut Here

* give " which LICHT
e you see ‘‘Give”, ADD one letter
Wge ! completes the word. { GLUIM
Where it says “‘Take’, TAKE away a letter to R A QUADRUPED
leave the right word. —
" A clue to each word is given. In th‘? THIS %ﬁé X ?LTH{
first line, for instance, the clue is ~ Light " 3 1Y
And you have to take away a letter from :’:EA
‘GLUIM® to get the right word. On L [ of o
removing (U) from the word, you get the “UNDULATIONS ) .
solution—* GLIM . Solve similarly the other 5 HUMPS o
eight, OVERCON £ 6: V;"'N .‘ -y
IMPORTANT - BET ] az
RULES AND CONDITIGNS. o G0 ABOIT ék?:i R
A. GENERAL. g v RMOVE _ ,r‘ﬁwg
(1) ‘This Competition comprises FOUR MONEY ésl:\é:o._ VED W -
sets of the *“ Give & Take” Puzzle appearing 8 3 -
in the consecutive weekly issues of the L oi ;iA a s
Merry Magazine. The Second Set appears - 9 Ll Y
in this issue (12-~1—35.) The third and O
fourth sets will appear in issues dated In entoring this contest, I agree to accept
19—1—35 and 26—1-—35 respectively. 1he Editor's decision as final and legally binding,
2) Competitors may send in any S TR s
numlger of complete attempts. A complete Signe
attempt is one which confains entries in AdAPeSSumensrareorensineaenns e rrreereraeran
all the four setS: Ito IV. llllllllllllllllllllll SCaeessaseseereiassutasbenarveralsenonn
(3) A competitor can usea bla\nf 11:or : e e B e ve. Roton) ‘
lv one solution; if there is a mistake, ' e
flﬁaycompetitor must cross out the word and . s o 1
i i G P T PR A A N W AN N K
(4) Each Entry Form must be filled in o Cut Here

and signed by the Competitor.
B. HOW T0 SUBMIT ENTRIES.

(1) Keep the Entry Forms until you have all the
four of the set. Let us assume that you wish to send in
20 entries, You must have exactly' Twenty Entry
Forms in each set making altogether eighty,

6——12—1—135

Entry Forms in each set must be consecx'xtively
numbered. There should not be any difference in th.e
number of entries between one set and another, ie., if
there are twenty entries in set I, there should be twenty
entries each in set I, IIL & IV,

41



Then fill in the solutions.

If a Competitor is unable to find twenty different
solutions in any one ¢et, he may fill in one or more of
the solutions he has already entered in the other coupons
of that set.  Send all the four sets together after
26135 and before 13—~2—35.

C. PRIZE AWARDS.

Each et of coupons will be checked separately,
The first prize of Rs. 600 will be awarded to an all.
correct complete set. An all-correct set means the
correct solution for all the four sets which agree In
all respects with the Tiditor's Key Solution set, kept in
safe custody in the Indian Dank Ltd, Tead Office,
Madras.

Only the correctness of the solution in cach set and
not the corresponding serial number will be taken into
consideration in judging the entries, For instance, an
all-correct solution may bear {le reader’s serial No. 5
inset I, No, 7 in set 11, No. 9 in set 11T and No., 11
set IV,

The Second Prize of Rs. 400 will be awarded to a
complete solution set with one error z.¢., All-Correct
solutions in three sets and one error in {1

in

e remaining set,

If no all-correct solution is received, the first prize
will be awarded to the complete solution set with one

error, and the second prize to the complete solution set
with three all-correct and two errors.

A reader who gets a first prize can get a share or
shares in the 2nd prize also.

Solutions must be written only on the coupon
portion.  All entries must be received by last post on
13--2—35. Any received after this date will be disquali-
fied. Tntries from local competitors can be delivered at
our office till 6 P. M. on that date. In case of ties, the
prize money will be equally divided,

No correspondence can be entered into nor can be
interviews grantod. Persons connected with the Merry
Magazine and its associated journals are not allowed to
compete.

No entry will be considered unless accompanied by
the coupon portion,

Coupons must be cut along the dotted lines, filled in
legibly and sent intact. This office will not be YeSponsi-
ble for entries lost or delayed in transit,

Intending competitors who are unable to s2cure copies of
this Magazine from the agents in their area can address our
Subscription Manager for the required number of copies
either by sending stamps or Money Order to cover the cost for
the copies or order them V. P. P,

The Editor of THE ODD MOMENT will
who correctly  forceasts the first
those competitors residing outside Mad
race. In the cvent of a tie or ties the prize will be divided ;
entered into and the Editor's decision wil) be final,
Moment, 160, Mount Road, Madras,
which will be {ound in The Meryy Magazi

COUPON...

¢ ODD MOMENT ' WEEKLY RACING COMPETITION

[Horeenst that the result of the 4t Race at Guindy on

19th January, 1935 will be as follows

1.
Tagree to accept the Editor’s decision as final,
NAM

NOTE :—Prizes will e despatched on the Monday after the
race and results will be annouaced ta this magazine and the
Odd Moment in later issues,

Rs. 200 FOR ONllﬁY EIGHT ANNAS!
“ THE ODD MOMENT * WEEKLY RACING COMPETITION

CAN YOU SPOT THE WINNER ?

) pay the above sum to the reader of the Merry Mag or The Odd Moment
horse in the 4th Race at Guindy on Saturday next

Tas entries will be accepted which are postmarked not
and will be in proportion to receipts,
Address your coupons: Weekly Racing Contest (Jan. 19th) The Qdd
Stamps or Money Orcers will be aceepted at the rate of As,

Moument representatives at Guindy right up to 10 minutes before the race,

ALL THAT YOU HAVE TO DO IS TO FORECAST THE WINNER
- Entries

January 19th, In order to assist
later than 2 p. m. on the day of the
No correspoadence will be

8. for each coupon, copies of
,» Yopular Race Guide and All-India Race Guide,

——Stamps

‘ ODD MOMENT® WEEKLY RACING COMPETITION
I forecast that the result of the 4th Race at Guindy on
19th January, 1935 will be as follows -

B S - .

Tagree to accept the Editor's decision as final,

NAME.

NOTE: Prizes will be despatched on the Monday after the
race and results will be announced in this magazine and the
Odd Moment in later issues,
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‘GIVE & TAKE' COMPETITION-2. —RESULTS

The Correct Solution isi—

I. GRIT 4. BAR 7. BATTEN
2. BOND 5. SAGE 8. CLENCH
3. LATER 6. MOUSE 9. PEER

NINE Readers Share the First Prize Of Rs. 150, Fach Getting Rs. 16-11-0

Mr. P. SUBBA RAO, Vizianagram Palace, Benares City, U. P,
Mr. G. S. VENKATARAMAN, 47, Shroff Building,

Parel, Bombay, 12.

Mr. B. SATHYANARAYANAMURTHY, Clo. Vysya Hostel,

Kilpauk, Madras.

Mr. B. L. GURU RAJA RAO B.Sc,, Organic Chemistry D tt.,
! Indian Institute of Science, Hebbal P.O,, Bangalo?g

Chief Auditor's Office, S, |, Ry. Trichinopoly.
Mr. S. SEETHARAMAN, Medical Shop, Srivaikuntam,
Mr. R- M. DHARESHWAR, C/o. D. Mangesh Rao, |
Near Playground, lsamia Bazaar, Hyderabad (Deccan).
Mr. M. S. MANI, 89, Royapettah High Road, Mylapore, Madras.
Sri. K. ALAMELU, Clo. The Poor Reljef Printing Service,

l.

2.

3.

4,

5. Mr. G. RADHAKRISHNAN, Clerk, Construction Audit,
6.

7.

8.

9.

/

Palace Road, Cochin.

The following 98 Readers Share The Second Prize of Rs. 100, Each Getting Rs, 1—0-—p
The prize amounts will be sent by M.0. on 15—1—35.

1.

S. R. Athmanathaiyyar, 3, Sydoji, Triplicane,

2-3. S. Balasubramaniam, 1/8, South Mada St.

4,

5.
6.
7.

Mylapore, Madras.

K. Kadirvelu Mudaliar, No. 2, Khana Bagh St.,
Triplicane, Madras,

M. A. John, 78, Pilliar Koil St., Triplicane,
N. Krishnan, 29, B. S.M.S, Hostel, Madras.
. 5. Rajagopalan, 303, Thambu Chetty St.,
P 5 Rajagop G. T. Madras,

89. S.M. G. Shankar, 5, S. N. Chetty St

10.

1L

12.
13.
14,

15.

Royvapuram, Madras.
. Somasundaram Aiyar, 82, Apparswami
R. Sor Koil St., Mylapore, Madras.
P. K. Sulochana Bai, ¢/o. G. T. Mudaliar,
24, Tiruppalli Street, Sowcarpet P. O., Madras.

K. Vazeer Ali, Old Town, Kudanad St., Anantapur,

C. S. Natarajan, 182, Sannadhi St., Sholinghur.
K. C. S. Muniswamy, .
Taluk Office, Tiruvannamalai. (N. A. Dt.)
B. Mohamed Kasim, ‘
49, Sonager St.,, Cuddalore, O. T,

16. S. Chidambaram Pillai, Kalakurichi (S, A. Dt.)
17. Visalakshi Ammal, ;
Main Road, Pudupatiam, Cuddalore Dy,
18. G. V Subba Rao,
Sri Anantha Medical Stores, Chingleput,
13, P, Lakshmiah, VI Form,
B. H. School, Kalabasti.
20-21. A, Arthanary Chetty, Anthiyyr,
2223, A, Arumuagam, .
Bookseller, Bhavani, Coimbatore Dt. *
4. V.S Venkateswaran,
123, Rajah St., Coimbatore.
25. S. N. Santhy Chetty,
Satyamangalam, (Via) Efqde.
26. Gadi Narayana, Murthy,
C/a G. Jagannatha Samy Pantalugary,
Gadivari St,, Berhampore, Ganjam, {B. N, Ry.)
27. R. Darmaraja Iyer, Clerk, Post Office, Madura,
28, Miss. C, Barboza,
¢/o The District Munsift, Paln;.
29. V.8 Nair, Teacher, Kalla} P, 0. Ramnad D,
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Conquer Ignorance! Overcome Shame!! .g%ﬁ? XJ A
- ' .‘ ey ﬁ‘:ﬁizﬂ’ .

. C O ]
Know the Amazing Truth About Sex & Love | )
Know how to hold Love--the Magnificent Ecstasy !! : 1 Engrave S and rubber-stam P make I'S,
These Books will tell you how ! .
- . f L]
Sex Knowledge is no loager a sin —Sex ignorance is the cause of Misery in your Wedded life ! - “ne and half-tone blOCk makers’
Price Pric A
Manual of Birth control 3rd Rda. 1A 1 0 0 i i N o etc., etc’
Sex Vice and how to avoid it. 9 ""J - How to train boys and girls 0 8 0
Ploastires of married&;,i(}; 15. 2nd Edn.Ild. i 8 8 How to Become Beautiful 1 0 0 ————
%%sqiglg i[nl\gheo_ry and practice 2 0 0 | Mystery of Dreams ard Dl‘(ig‘;?bl‘;utgiilf Lo o
HL;:? :oowo;;ffgd liGV“ 012 0 | orary Astrology (2nd HEdition) 1 00 A TRIAL ORDER IS SOLICITED
Don't Marry win 100 Guide to the ssudy of Hinduism 012 0
Complote hushand 1 00 | Short stories 0 8 0
Happy lovor i 8 8 ; IYA:Lughiug Gas 010 0
Marring 1 _ t Your future thro’ Astrology 2 80
Paa;lf'ztft‘;g:vilf):fom and aftor 10 0 Gov_l, Oue God, tho orlxly God (A mystic 50 Walajah Road, Mount Road
Hidden powers in Mon (4th Ldition) 3 § o pngorpost for the Iarnost Suckor) ’ ’
Young mothers, gunide and delight 0 6 0 i by 1" Bhankunuy, M A, 1. 2. R0 M A D RA S
Postage extra. ’
Apply to i— i
pply to Sri Dhanam & Co., P. B. 119, Madras. = m——
e | - B BOX CAMERA INDEED A WATCH IN A THOUSAND

e b -

) The Renowned ‘DAWSON’ LEVER Wrist Watch
A new import which beats all cameras

in the market. Good opportunity to learn Supplied with 5 Years’ GUARANTEE CERTIFICATE

hotography. Complete with one dozen ) .
I13’r1'11ting papers, 4 Filin exposures, strong The ‘ DAWSON

EST

Special : : .
P Reduction Price! Maximum Service at minimum Cost!!

lens and Developing chemicals. Iustruc- is the PRODUCT
tions free, Price Rs. 212/ best Rs. 3/12/- of the PREMIER
SWISS WATCH

FACTORY. 1t
is a remarkably
accurate  watch

extra, For three cameras postage free, which is DEPEN-

i Folding Camera Rs. 5/- Superior Rs,

A & 7/- Films extra 1/-per doz. Printing paper
=00 gt -/6/- per doz, Developer -[+4/- per phial

Fixing salt -/2/- per phial, Postage and packing in each case

Life Preserver at ; 1 BLE and LOW.
Life I at emergencies. \ PRINCELY INDIA WATCH CO. BLE 20l LOW-
Fires with a loud sound. Scare , ) Post Box No. I, - (Sec. 3), CALCUTTA. s shecially Strong
away the thicves and wild beasts y . : MONEY BACK GUARANTEE | ments, Sturdy

— If this watoh 18 not satisfaotory wearing qualities

e in any way, return it within 7 days| and elegan appe-
THE ROYAL 1 000 OOO and your money will be promptly | arance make ita
ASTROGLOGER , , ‘refunded. | really IDEAL

& more clients have had

our remarkable foretelling.
Family fame of 25 genera-
tions in Astrology. Medals
and Certificates from Maha-
rajahs and  Zamindars.
Annual life reading weekly
details Rs. 2. Aroodam for
5 questions Re.l. Stabe

with this handy Pistol, Six
repeated shots in six seconds
Cinema stars and dramatists yse
this. Travellers, watchmen and
Forest Officers need this Pjstol.
Why not YOU have one ?

Pistol with 50 free shots Rs. 4-0-0  Extra 50 shots Re. -0-0.

Postage Extra.

— Wrist watch for
Prices :— everyday use.
Bright Nickel Silver Case Rs. 7-0-0
High Class Gold Plated Case,, 7-8-0

Above with RADIUM hand and
figures As. 8 Extra.

Packing & Postage As. 7 extra,

Free Gift:—This useful and

nicely bound POCKET DIARY for
1935, baving one page for a day will
be sent FREE with each watch. pur-
chased before 15th Januvary, 1935,

birth details or writing time, : Apply sharp to the Sole Agents :—
V- P, extra. - ‘ THE UNION TRADING CO.,
Pandit NN AMIRTANANDA 2, Dayahatta Street, (C). . CALCUTTA,

S

. o M. 2/29, North Mada St, Mylapore, : : v MADRAS. |-
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| The “Fido® of all Times!
E TRUE The * Fido® for all Hands?! |
T s i The °Fido” you will love to possess, as

try to remain so and to retain manhood - 93 00 ¢

to the end of your life. Your honour T ! <’t © * °

- and sell-respect demand this. In case yaur Pelt Fnd@) o
/ anything has gone wrong, write to us ‘ |

. in all corfidence. We can help you. ‘ NOW AGAIN 15 YOUR OPPORTUNITY!

HUSTON BROS. CO, THE GOLD-PLATED «FIDO ™~ LEVER WRIST WATCH
Chicago, U. 5. A.) Sole Agency in the East, :
“ :ATAJ;..)A (P\‘:njab,) a

That stands unboeaten, 1= dureble and mwakes no

mistake in giving yeu the covreet tune.  Soosay the

prrchaserss Voo have dostomoney, i esehange for
Am@lﬁ@am AF@@W@ worcies, by pirchasing eyiinder watches. Bub, once

Just received a fresh stock of
Airguns, Birds can be shot at easily.
Aims can be taken very correctly.
No license is necessary. For self- goaaaiCiigiie
protection at nights and for pastime
games, this is the exact thing
required,

you posscss ¢ Fido™ vou never need to repair.

The Watch with a beautifu! tiold-plated wristlet coste vou Is. 5-14-0 oniy.
Postage free. '

Stockists :—

THE GENUINE WATCH C0. P.B. 119, MADRAS.

Price per gun with 130 shots free. Rs. ‘ 412 0
Postage extra Rs,. 1 4 @ 100 shots extra Rs. § 8 @

The Genuine Watch Co., Post Box 119, Madras.

Why bother with your Tailor and spend annas for nothing ?

SR AR T PR S F AN R AT SRS

. .
0Ln REBORDS MADE “Ew ‘ The Famous Hand-sewing Machine
- | | 5 WILL SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM
"?“s .
SR “ E w RE c 0 R n s M A n E N E w E R ' This handy Machine, working in the same
PR . . - way as thes B Tatloring Machine, dces
T e PR -+ You spend & lot of money on the purchase of Gramophone enitetiing for ol kindsof sidl s Jackets,
gy records. The records get worn out after sometime. You do Cerchicts, Gowns, Shirts ete. in tine Cloth.
N nob enjoy them as when you purchased them. But smear & S, A ladios nesd tlis, it
few drops of Zip gently on the record with a little piece of . Your childven and ladies vead this, il you
soft cotton. The record releases the voice at once rich wish to bave a lively Home.
and original. | |
.. T Trte Machine can be fitted to any stool
. Zip is necessary for the new records too. Frequent ab) ,
slight touches of Zip make the records last a life $ime. stand, or table.
& The voice is ever {resh, } I B - Sent with full iustiuctions and aceesgories
o in 1 H : W? St g R : )
‘. . Zip is soientifically made. | - \ | ‘§% Price, Postage paid Re. 3/10° only
o Price per Bottle Rs. 2-12-0 ( Postage esstra, ) W ' -
- | Directions sent with the Bottle. | ~{  THE KRISHNA AGENCY. (IMPORT D»EPT,) P.B. 119, MADRAS.
| THE “ZIP" STORES & AGEN ST | ' -
L ! - = ' 5 : e . itting | 1 of their subscriptions are requested to qucte thede
’ = &: AGENCY Sx.!hsc'ri;tig:ti‘ff golt];f(;;tl:ir;sm. 8??:5;1_:;1)2?;53;3”:;:;? id:)fczelx:i‘t‘:',ﬁSub;crip!inn Manager.

t

P.B.138 . | , MADRAS, -
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REGD. No. M. 2856.

[Price As, 2]

© e a B

MARCH FORWARD—
—with the latest Invention!

' The Novelty of 1934 —
- —— The “ Carpet Fairy "

(The Efficient Rug-Work Apparatus)

€et full Value for your Money !

This New Rug Work Apparatus enables ev
like Carpets, Rugs etc., very easily.
is astonishingly simple, so that beauti]
long practice :

ery boy or girl to make Smyrna-
The handling of this apparatus
ul work can be produced without

There is no simpler machine than the Carpet Fairy’!

Iadies and ChLil-

dren can work ] . D
with this_‘appara- R Y AT *“:;”'*‘“ g
tus  easily, and R

i a short time, ,

Al kinds  of
carpets and em-
broidered  cur- L
tains used on all
Important occa-
sions, such as
marriages, festj- .
vals, meetings,
public functions
etc, can be
made without
diffjculty  with
this apparatus.

above, you see the shape of the *“(

B A S

Hlustrated

of carpet worked out in different colours

ir. English, together with a sample picce cinbroidered with this apparalus,
will be supplied with each machine.

carpet Yairy " and a piece
with this apparatus. Instructions

This is a machine and my

_ st be possessed by every family. [adies and
Children will be greatly interested in their spare hours.

"Order to-day and be satisfied :—

: Cost of a machine Rs. 4—12—0 Postage extra,

For other particulars, please apply to :—

THE “ZIP” STORES, P.B. 1358, Madras.

Epfrep, PRINTED & PUBLISHED By S, S. VasaN, AT THE_Awanpa VIKATAN PrESs, MADRAS,




	136543_Page_01
	136543_Page_02
	136543_Page_03
	136543_Page_04
	136543_Page_05
	136543_Page_06
	136543_Page_07
	136543_Page_08
	136543_Page_09
	136543_Page_10
	136543_Page_11
	136543_Page_12
	136543_Page_13
	136543_Page_14
	136543_Page_15
	136543_Page_16
	136543_Page_17
	136543_Page_18
	136543_Page_19
	136543_Page_20
	136543_Page_21
	136543_Page_22
	136543_Page_23
	136543_Page_24
	136543_Page_25
	136543_Page_26

