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' SPARKS FROM OUR ANV&%Q”

_ Tt is announced-that by a new dec-
. ree Herr Hitler has granted himself
the prerogative of mercy.

It is however thought extremely un-
likely that he would uce it with retro-
spective effect!

* * *

In the course of another cable to
the Princes, Lord Rothermere says

- ‘that the mind of the British nation is
rapidly changing with regard to India.

Still, it must have been something
of a shock to his Lordship to find the
extent of the changs mauifested at
‘Wavertree,

* * *

The Hungarian Faculty of Law

has recommended Sgr. Mussolini for

. the Nobel Peace Prize for 1935,

It would, if given; enhance the
dignity of the art of sabre-rattling 1
* .
‘Mr. Churchill says that he is not

' . responsible for his son standing for
o~ Parliament as an Independent Con-

7 ervative.
¥ The electors" however took no
%7 chances |
g
. * R »

.. Charlie Chaplin's film ‘'The Gold
'z:~-Rush ’ hag been banned in' Germany.

"intérests of the ﬁnancml stability of
‘_‘the country. ,
‘ ' * *

- z-onthe importance of
‘lﬂ'ﬁahon in India} & retu'ed British

‘ehgineer - declared -’ that - Emg{neers
e not born, but' thade;’ .

’“ "This is thought to be in the-

Ve would go. one - staprfurther.-
adct-—.j otm Enghn¢abm. mdjraud.

Senator Huey Long of Louisiana
says that no man 'must ever own
mote than four miilions.

This has dashed ..the hopes of
many in America; whe had hoped to
become multi-millionaires.

* * *

The Rt. Hon'ble Mr. Sastri says
that if the League of Nations should
die, a more glorious idea will arise.

This of course:pre-supposes that it

is now living.

* R *
Addressing & meeting of students
on the eternal question of politics,
he is reported to have said: ‘ Youths
were likely. to be carried off by
immature reason into the region of
speculation.’

This adds one more to the causes
of youthful mortality |
* »*

*
‘The Finance Committee of the

Assembly has agreed toa grant of

Rs. 20,000 towards the cost of im.
proving the gardens of the Gavern-
ment Mouse i Delhi,

This is*hot genetous enough. Men
can after all-take-care of themselves,

while:plants cannot,
o . *
A couference of Madras Christians

has resolved to.aecept the J. P, C.
Report.

We understand that, asa result,
the new India Bill will go :through
Parliament unscathed )

* * %*
Opening the debate on the .Report

in'the Assembly, the.Law rMember_
‘Some .

ig reported to have.gaid:
charactensed the report: as a swindle .

v

-~

y

If lny responsible person has said
so, he was clearly guilty of—
redundancy |

* * *

A journalist has calculated that it
takes eight hours to read the new
India Bill,

And gives you a head-ache in
return |

* * *

Referring to the restoration-of the
5% cut in the salaries of All-India
services, it was revealed that the
Home Member had gone on wearing
the same coat for twenty years.

We suggest that steps should be
taken to celebrate the Silver Jubilee
of the coat.

* ¥* *

HH the Agha Khan exhorts the
Muslims to turn their attention to
rural reconstruction work.

His Highness will, it is understood,
watch the progress of it with anxious
interest—from afar |

* * *

There is 2 move to persuade Mr,
Lloyd George to enter the Cabinet,

Many think it istime; Mr, Mac.
donald is given an opportunity to
write his memoits.

* * *

“In answer to a question in the
Assembly, Sir ]. Bhore replied . that
~8Sir ' F. Noyce
‘interests of the immigrants . into.
: 'gurma at the ’Indo-Burman ‘negotia-
tions, ¢

Aud yet- we hwrd nothmg of :tl .

represented .. the .

-




II T would be rash to predict the

verdict of the historian on

the after-effects of the

avalanche of periodicals that
has descended over the land
these two years and more.
Literature of the light variety
has swamped the Tamil land
particularly and, if the historian
should assess impartially the
cause and effect of this pheno-
menon and apportion to it a
proper place in the pages of
history, he would find the making
of history an arduous task. But
we, luckily, areengaged in writing
a story and not history and we
shall therefore content our-
selves in gathering such ingredi-
ents asare required for the
putposes of. our story, leaving
the more arduous task to the
historian of the future.

If Kutty, sitting on the window-
sill, was idly turning over the
pages of a Tamil humorous
magazine, the historian wouldn’t
certainly notice her., But we
cannot ignore her, though she is
only eight and can neither read
nor write a whole sentence in
Tamil. The demand for more
light .literature, from a people inured to poverty and
suﬂ'epng, as a safety.valve for their misery, had made
publlshgrs of popular periodicals embellish the written
wor.d with pictures. And these, though crude, had yet
an irresistible appeal to Kutty and children of her age.

Down on the floor Kutty's brother,
little Balu, barely five years old, was busy
trying to set right the clock-work inside
his disabled toy-engine. As Kutty’s mother
Rukmini came into the room and opened
the almirah, Kutty looked up and knitted
her brows at what she saw. For, her
mother was standing before the open
almirah, doing nothing but holding its door
wide, open, with a vacant look on her face

“ Are you looking for this book,
amma?’ asked Kutty holding the book
aloft : but her mother heard her not and stood still
looking into the open almirah deeply thinking over
something. Kutty wondered what it was that so en-
grossed her mother’s attention. Leaping lightly from the
window-sill and beckoning her little brother to follow,
she joined her mother and peered into the almirah,
standing on her toes. Balu emulated her. As far as
Kutty could see, there was nothing strange inside the
almirah to engross so much her mother’s attention. The

2

Kutty looked 'up

1184 al clothes, empty bottles and
j#ck-knacks met Kutty's gaze.

‘ [

~% . "
What is it, mother ?” asked

.
v_‘?ur-soo 3‘"/ Kutty, tugging at her mother’s
, e saree.

“ Sh1” silenced her mother,
a little impatiently. “‘ You two
run away and play ! And then,
she saw the book in Kutty’s hand
and snatched it from the child.

Leaving the almirah open,
Rukmini sat on a chair near-by
and turned to page 48 of the
book.

The enterprising editor had
featured on page 48 a Ladies’
Page alleged to have been written
-up by a lady for the benefit of
ladies but in fact translated into
Tamil from an English periodical.
Rukmini was reading this page
for the 52nd time though one
would think from her concentra-
tion on the page that she was
reading it for the first time, in
all her thirty-two years of con-
tented life,

“You have left the almirah
open, mother !’ warned Kutty.

“Never mind! You two run upstairs and play
there. Don't disturb me when I am reading.”

“Idon’t want to play ! ” protested Balu and tried
to ¢limb into his mother’s lap.

‘ Baluy, if you want another motor-car
you must go and play upstairs with agkkg !
Run along now | ”

But Kutty, shrewd for her age, guessed
that something strange was afoot, Taking
her brother by hand, she pretended to take
him upstairs and as her mother was 80
intent on reading, she hid herself behind
the door and pushing Balu behind her and
cautioning him not to make any noise,
watched her mother.

*“ Wives in this part of our land,” said the
writer in the Ladies” Page, “ neglect their personal
appearance. When the husband returns home he
hates to find his wife and home untidy. The poor
man has been away and slaving all day, to enable
his wife and children to live in comfort, It is
deplorable that while elaborate care jg taken in
making oneself presentable when a lady goes out of
the house on a visit or shopping, scant regard

-

Her mother was standing
before the open glmirah doing nothing.

should be paid to the feelings of the man whom
one has married for better or worse. People
- who call all marriages as mistakes forget that, after
a time, romance is stripped of its glamour and dull
monotony usurps its place. The warmth of domes-
tic felicity must be kept glowing by daily attentions
to the creature-comforts of the husband, by looking
after the children and by making oneself pleasant in
speech and appearance. Women have only them.
selves to blame if they neglect these fur}damental
principles of happiness in the home, which, afte};
all that is said and done, is woman’s proper place.

Rukmini closed the book and heaved a sigh that

* denoted perfect agreement with the writer's views and

regrets at not having thought about the subject from
th?s angle. Rising from the chair she went and stood

again before the almirah debating 2 question in her mind,

From their hiding place, the children saw their
mother taking out the best of her sarees and choosing a
gay one from among the lot. Kutty thought that she
had guessed her mother’s intentions. Bending low, she

. whispered something in Balu's ears and while their mother
‘ wté'goifectin’g a petticoat to match the sarée, they burst on

her, dancing and shouting. ** We know what you
are going to do!”

“Didn’t I tell you to go upstairs and play?”
asked Rukmini, a little harshly. Tears gathered
in Kutty’s eyes. * Oh, mother, you are going
out and surely you won't leave us all alone here?

“Who told you I am going oul?”

N

“ Look, look, you are going to wear that
lovely sarce!”
“Yes, I am.”
“ And wearing it, you are not going out?”
g NO 2]
“Why?”

“Come here you silly,” called Rukmini
and gathering the children to her tpld them that
thence-forward they should wear their best apparel
even indoors. But to Kutty the idea didn’t appeal.
\What was the use of a lace pavadas and an em-
broidered frock if these couldn’t be paraded before
the neighbours. IHowever, for a change, she vyel-
comed with beaming face her mother’s suggestion,

Rukku set to work immediately. The chil-
dren’s faces were washed and their hair combgd
and plaited. After dressing them, she laid
thilakams on their foreheads ZHId kissed them.
“ Now,” admonished Rukku, "~ you two must
run upstairs and play while I get dressed. And
you must go to sleep early to-night for mother
has much to do.”

Rukku's toilet was elaborate and effective,
though to be perfectly true, the effective part ot
it was spoilt by the Accountant General. And
thereby hangs this tale.

Rukku's husband, Ramaswamy, was an unromantic
accountant in a Government Department. The Accour}-
tant General had picked many holes in Ramaswamy's
method of analysing items of techpt§ and gxpendlture
and had called for explanations which in official paglance
are called audit objections. And there was a particular
date before which these audit objections haq to be.elther
refuted or meekly agreed to. It was the irony in the
nature of things that the last date for replying to these
audit objections should coincide with the date on which
Rukku was turning a new leaf in the history of making

herself and the home brighter.

At seven in the evening the children were fed and
cautioned once again to goto sleep eatly. At seven-
thirty Rukku fried some pappadams as an extra‘chsh
for her lord and master. At eight, he arrived with a
bundle of papers tucked beneath his arm, and a face that
had grown as long as the audit objections obsessing

his mind.
idn’t notice that the children were dressed in
theirlg:sgl The Cerise sares with a wide black band of

' i Rukku's
border, the orange -low-neck petticoat and R
entran’cing welcome-my.lord-and-master-smile were all
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absolutely lost on him. He cut short Kutty’s ecstatic
outburst by shoving the child to one side and walking up
the stairs. Kutty was again on the verge of tears and
rushed to her mother and hugged her knees, Balu who
always emulated Kutty tugged at his mother’s saree.
Rukku soothed the children. ‘‘ Your father is worried
over something. Didn’t I tell you to go to sleep early?
Now, as soon as he comes down, I’ll take you upstairs
and put you to bed. He will be alright in the morning
and perhaps give you a bright copper coin.”

“ But, mother, we will be all alone upstairs and
Balu will cry.”

‘“ He won’t. He is a nice boy. Aren't you Balu?”

Balu shook his head which showed his deter-
mination not to be a nice boy at all. Kutty felt like
calling her father a Bootham (demon), a favourite
expression of hers, but since she heard his footsteps she
lapsed into silence,

Ramaswamy drifted towards the
kitchen, unmindful of the group who
were discussing him in the hall, Rukku

He was at his desk, bending over his oft

. ) g over his office papers,
his head held between his hands, like one in great SOI‘?.‘OW.
From thfa room beyond came muffled sobs, Rukku
hastened into the room and found Kutty sobbing as if

her heart would break.
“Sh! dear. Whatever is the matter?”

““ Appah was angry with her, explained Balu in
a hoarse whisper,

I wanted only a story, ™" sobbed Kutty,

“ Never mind. I will tell you a stoty., Now then
go to sleep. ‘Once upon a time there was a king who
had a wife who was as beautiful as the moon—"""

“Shut that door ! or stop your chatter !” bawled
Ramaswamy from his desk.

Rukku rose and shut the door like the obedient and
accommodating wife she had resolved to be.

Rukku’s story to the children lacked
the usual verve and vigour as Rukku’s

hustled the children upstairs, put them

mind wandered off and on to the husband

. | ¢ outside holding his head between his
to bed in haste and with a_final warning ILLUSTRATED hands and to the writer of the Ladies’
to them not to keep awake, hurried to B Page. The story instead of svothing the
her lord and master, who was waiting Y

for his night meal.

As Rukku served the food, she em-

‘ESVI’

children and making them sleep, made
them fidgetty. Kutty picked holes in her
mother’s story. Balu contradicted parts

ployed in vain all the known artifices to
draw the attention of her lord and master,
She had to ask finally ;

““Is anything the matter  ”
* Nothing.”

" Kutty is*so upset because you didn’t notice the
pretty clothes she had put on. ”

**Is that so ?—Bring a pinch of salt !”
** And she kept awake so long merely for—"
* Another tumbler of water—"

** After all, the children can see you only for a few
hours "daily and they resent it very much if you are
Ccross.

“ Oh, never mind; and stop your lecture. I have
other things on my mind, *

“ You could tell me what they are. I am supposed
to share your sorrows and joys,” Rukku beamed,

* You share the joys alright—and fat lot of good
you could do, ” snubbed Ramaswamy, and rose to wash
his hands.

But it was Rukku’s romantic hour. Snub or no
snub she had resolved to change the scheme of her-life, If
her husband snubbed her, if he was unappreciative - of
her elaborate toilet, it was because she had been neglect.

ful of the fundamental principles laid down by the writer,

in the Ladies’ Page. After a hasty meal and leaving
the kitchen in a state of disorder, she went seeking her
lord and master up the stairs.

of it and Rukku lost her temper and
scolded the children for being naughty.
They had to lapse into silence and shut
their eyes as ordered by their mother. ‘‘ Now sleep!”
commanded Rukku and the children pretended to sleep.

_. Rukku gently stroked Balu for a few minutes. She
laid another pillow by the side of Kutty and rising,
sought her lord and master., He was engaged in biting

the end of his pen, staring at a blank sheet of paper
before him.

.. Rukku noticed that the pansupari plate by his
side was left untouched. She reached for the nuts and
offered them to her lord with a winsome smile.

“Don’t want | ” snapped her lord.
““It helps digestion, ” pleaded Rukku,

“Shut up and leave me in peace!” commanded
her master,

But it was Rukku’s romantic hour. On other days,
on other occasions, such a reaction from her husband
would have started a first-class row to the delight of
neighbours, But, thanks to the writer of the Ladies’
Page, the calamity was averted. Rukku was not to be
defeated of her purpose or deflected from her plans. She
was made up of very stern stuff indeed.

"* You work in your office all day. Must you bring

-these nasty papers even into your home and'scold your

wife and children ? "’ asked Rukku.

““ These . papers keep you in food .and clothes,
woman ! We would be in the street but for these papers.

- Down, down an your knees and repent for the sacrilege

to Almighty Red-tape!”

“ Food and clothes are not the be-all and end-all ot
existence. ”’

 What else does one want?”

“ A little love—some affection—all that would
bring happiness. ”’

“ Happiness! Love! Affection! Try them all on
an empty stomach on a cold, wintry morning! You
women have funny notions ! ”’

1t is funny, isn't it? Ygu go iway eaély in tt}r)s

i all day, and come home and you
?;og:lgsétzot% Ynflz.n(i to }t’ixe children. What is it that
we get out of it all?”

‘A home, and. creature-comforts. I do the work
and shoulder the worries. I wish I were in your place,
just now and not compelled to ransack my brains to find
answers to these blasted audit objections. Well, well,
well, it is my funeral. Go away!”

**1 am not going away, ” said Rukku, and drawing
a chair, sat very determinedly on it.

Ramaswamy, for the first time during the evening,
looked intently at her. The Cerise saree caught him,
metaphorically speaking, squarely on the jaw.

““ What's the idea ? ” asked he.
“ What's the idea in what?” asked Rukku.

‘‘ The orange-pink-black-colour-scheme ? Been out
anywhere ? "’

Rukku’s smile was ravishing, It changed to pity at
the mere-male mentality.

“ Another of those funny ideas of you men! Why
do you think that we women put on our best to create
an effect on others? Can’t we do it to please ourselves
or those whom we love. ”

*1f 1 haven’t known you all these years I would
say that your are either drunk or that some screws are
loose in that thinking apparatus of yours. However,
I am not going to allow you. to prevent me from the
faithful discharge of my duties,”

“ Please let us talk., I want to talk to you a great
deal to-night. Throw away those papers and sit in
that easy-chair.”

* Throw away these papers ! You are mad ! I'll be
suspended. It will be the end of my career. Get out!

4 | would love

XTI

you to.”

-

'

¥ I have never asked anything of you—" Sab.

“Don’t lie! Only day before yesterday you asked
for five palams of asafoetida. ”

“ You would deny me—"

“ Get out and stay out—"

I haven’t married you—" Regular series of sobs,

“ 11l throw you out and lock that room!”

But at this dramatic moment, little Kutty emerged
from the aforementioned room and walking up to her
mother caught her by the hand and lead h‘gr inside, no’t,
before flinging the contemptuous word ° Bootham |
at her father. ‘

Kutty made her mother lie down and nestling cloge
to her whispered, ** He is a Bootham, amma, why did
you go and speak to him?”

“ Weren’'t you asleep dear ? ” asked Rukku brushing
away her tears and drawing her child closer to her.

* No, amma. Sleep would not come to my eyes. I
was listening and I thought he would bfaat you, I was
afraid amma. With this saree and jacket, you look
very beautiful. Will you wear every”day sarees and
jackets like this? I would love you to,

And thus in Rukku’s romantic hour, Nemesis put
into the mouth of her child what she expected out of
her husband. And Rukku gathered Kutty in her arms
and said, * When you grow old, Kutty dear, you will
be more beautiful than your mother and may the great
gods give you a darling-as precious as you.

More sob.
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scandalous statements and debasing propaganda

against India, is reported to be showing now in
America. Enquiries made of the Indian Press show
that scurrilous statements, which would shatter the
fair name of our country, built up through the ages,
have been picturized and are being passed off as a true
picture of the conditions existing in India. The follow-
ing extracts from an advertisement of the film, publish-
ed by the Bombay Sentinel, gives an idea of this
astounding bundle of lies.

ﬁ talking picture called “India Speaks,” full of

“Read its Amazing Revelations! Mysterious
Rites! Savage encounters! Episodes of barbaric luxury
and unbelievable mass misery! Tortures and sadistic
phenomena! Polyandrous Oriental Women! A
jealously guarded white girl captive of the Lamas! A

new and picturesque romance of regions seldom penetrat-
ed by CIVILISED MAN!I"

Oh Malignity ! Is your name America?

* ¥ * *

For the first time in the history of the cinema, two
persons have been sentenced to see a film. This was the
unique ruling of Judge Samuel D. Levy of the Domestic
Relations Court in Brooklyn (America), when he ordered
the parents of a nine-year-old girl to see the British film
“ Little Friend " to help them unravel the tangled skein
of their matrimonial mix-ups.

* * * #*

Long-winded speeches are the order of the day in
our Legislatures, both at the Centre and in the Provinces.
In dealing effectively with such orators, whose other
pame js “bores”, we have a lot to learn from the
Australian aboriginals. They consider rambling speeches
injurious both to the speaker and the spoken. So, to

6
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protect both, there is an unwritten law in that great land
that every public orator must stand on one leg when he
is addressing an audience. When he places the other leg
on the ground, his oration must come to a close. And
it will not be long, unless the speaker happens to be an
Indian Sadhu, who is noted for his marvels of
patience. '

From Poona comes a strange story of hidden
treasure, guarded zealously by a be-spectacled King
Cobra, with an ever vigilant eye for the prying man. A
game of marbles, in which several street urchins
participated, has helped to bring the legend to the spot-
light. In the courbe of the game, one of the marbles
rolled into a hole in the ground and when one of the
youngsters put his hand into it to retrieve it, there was a
sharp hiss and a huge cobra struck out. Luckily the
boy escaped the thrust and raised a hullo-bullo.
Volunteers were not lacking and the cobra was
despatched to his Maker. It was full seven feet long,
with a ‘' spectacle pattern” on its hood. No one is now
prepared to dig for the treasure, for who knows how
many more cobras are lurking under.ground to punish the
marauder !

* * * *

-Flashes from my brain pan :

Professor Einstein says that space is limited.
Editors said it first,

~“ An Air Mail pilot is always loyal {0 his employer,”
says a Postal official. Yet, isn't he always taking a new
post ?
When a woman says that it is a ‘ duck ' of a frock,
rest assured there is a large bill attachid to it.

Why I am not the Poet
Laureate .
We physicians are perhaps :
the hardest worked people in the -
world, said an eminent doctor, last week. I don't see
why you should complain, doctor; after all, yours isa
doc's life.
Moral-Conveying Ditties:
He lived for wine and song and whoopee ;
Soon he was without a rupee.
Which reminds me that everyone wants to make
whoopee ; only the question is make Who Pay for it

afterwards ?
* »* »

Sport Note :
A woman player tripped and fell
During a cricket match at Dover ;
Whereupon a wag remarked,
“ Just another maiden over.”
Epitadh
Toll the knell
For Mr. Gamp ;
He stood on the corns
Of a boxing champ,
Sour Bachelor's Advice :
Fall from the house-tops
Fall down a well;

Fall from anywhere
But don't fall for a gal.

Poor Beast:

Bore (velating alleged experiences) :—The lion made
straight for me but I didn't budge an inch. Instead I
looked straight into his face, and what do you think
he did ?

Victim :—Went and made a complaint to the
Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.

+

Have

A meeting of English hair-dressers recently declared
its intention to discourage too much curling of the hair,
Brittania rules out the waves.
Shady:
One —That man always spends freely, thoug}x he
hardly ever works. I wonder what he does for a living.
Two :— You mean whom he does.
Cheeky Chat . )
“If you dare to kiss me, young man,” she said,
“1 will give you a slap.”
“If that's how you feel about it, ” he said,
“Please get off my lap.”

Tack it From Me: )

“What does a tactful man do if he accidentally
swallows a box of nails?” asks an essayist. Our answer
is: he remains a tack-full man.

Crazy Answers Corner :

Why are salmons pink ?

Our tame oracle says they are pink because they
generally have their homes in the Red Sea.

On the up-and-ud : .

Walking up the stairs is a very healthy exercise,
says a doctor. .

Yes, and when hubby comes home late, it is a very
STEALTHY one.

Epitaph :
Let’s shed a tear
For Mr. Monde .
His wife was quite near -
‘When he kissed a blonde.
Difinitiofi : :
A good boxer is very much like the fellow who's
caught a cold. The latter blows his nose, and the former
knows his blows,

-
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THE EDITOR'S COLUMN CONTENTS

Sparks from Our Anvil ...
Rukku’s Romantic Hour—
A Short Story By ‘Deisvi”

One Thing and Another
By “Kebi”

Flashes In My Brain Pan
The Editor’s Column
A Feast of Fun

AST week I offered Rs. 2000 for solving ‘ Singles .
It has been very enthusiastically received and
consequently I have decided to offer another Rs. 2000
in prizes, this time for solving ‘ Chimers’. All you have to
do is to find out Eight words represented by as many
pictures——words which rhyme with a set of eight words
You will find all the details on Page 41. Ido
believe I have beaten hollow the previous record of
altruism set up by the magician in ‘ Aladdin’ when he
offered new lamps for old. As before, the set will be
repeated in our issue of the 23rd,

given.

Do you know?

The Legal Aspect—A Skit
By S. Nanjundiah

If I haven’t mentioned Auntie these many days, it

is because I don't wish to enter into a controversy with Yes! 1 know!
her. But the old woman hasn’t been leaving me alone. Star Dust
In addition to giving me hell in the office, I find that she Diaries .

is constantly referring to me in her weekly notes. I am
going to tell her that she is not to wash her dirty (or any
description of) linen in public. The chief reason for
the disagreement and the temper she showed is her
objection to my giving away big prizes like the above,
She thinks I am wholesale and she tries to show me
how competitions should be run. 1 believe she has
something up her sleeve and it is possible she may start a
competition herself next week. But you know you are
not to take Auntie seriously. Her advices are all right,

Advice, said somebody, is meant to be passed on. That’s
what Auntie does.

By ‘ Tirumalai Nallan’

The Letters of Private Joyfull
36. Joyfull Turns Reformer

The Story of My Life—VII
By ‘Mie’

‘Auntie Awful's
Correspondence Column—XV]

The Poison Girl—4 Short Story
By Ram Saran Sharma

By ‘Thea’
The Vicar and His Novel
By “Teddy Bear”

Say It With Flowers—4 Story
By A. T. MacNaughton Thomas

The Custom of Kissing the Bride
By ].S.
The Hermit's Hoard ...
—4 Short Story By “Dhalo”
Rs. 2,000 To Readers

‘ Chimers ' Competition

And she is by no means the only pest in my office.
There is the week-end poet (week-end because he appears
every Saturday regularly)—I mean the staff poet. He is
irrepressible, This week he is in the role of a tipster.

" Our very confidential tip to you:
When your father’s lost his temper,
Buy him our bumper hamper

~Of fun and frolic: What I mean
Is buy him the Merry Magazine.

Or buy him anything— . In the Next Issue
. A Bit Shaky—Illustrated Joke
Editor. R. Linton

Topsy Turvy—A Thrilling Fantasy
—Part the Seven—By ‘ Rajaram '

csese

veoe

“ The Admirable Ramu.” 4 Short Story
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“What was the result of that terrific fight the
Duchess had with her husband ?
“ Ghe retains the title.”

-

Both The Same
Grandma was
helping Peggy to
make out a list of
little guests for
her holiday party.
“How about
the Morton
twins?"' grandma
asked. ‘
“<Well, there's
no need to ask
them both,” Peggy
answered, ''they're
*zactly alike.”
ot Before
~ * Am dere any-
body in the con-
gregation what
wishes prayer for
deir failin's?”
asked the coloured
pinister.

“ Yassu%" res-
ponded Brother
Jones. ‘Ah's a
spen'thrif’, an’ Ah
throws mah
money round
veckless like.”

[1] v e'y w ell .
We wil{ join in

- prayer fo' Brotheh

jones—jes’ afteh

de collection’

plate have been
passe d." ‘ )

% . When I was young and in my prime
1 thought it great to have a dime.

. Now income tax bas Jeft me flat,

And once again I fesl like that.

B I

Quite Safe

Mrs. Deleigh (meeting politician at party): *I've heard
a great deal about you.

Politician (absently) :  Possibly, but you can’t prove it.”

A Bit Shaky

The Winner

Q

R lnroN B

i ‘
“ YWhat are you doing at this time of the pight? "
“Shay! ‘old dis housh while 1 inshert the key!”

As You Were
The pawnbroker
To his fellow creatures
Always possesses
¥ Redeeming ** features.

’

Full of Them!

Wasting Time
Visitor in
Museum : *‘ Say !
Don't start look-
ing at things or
we'll never get
round!”

Nudist Visitor

A small girl said
there was a new
baby at her house.

“ Has the baby
come to stay?’
she was asked.

“I think so,’
she said. “He's
taken all his
things off.”

One Floor-Watker to
~ Another
“Why am I

here? Well, it's

like. this. There
was a Flower

Carnival in our

town the other

day, and some-
one galled out to
me ~Throwmea
flower. We live
' on the third floor
and my wife's
name is Daisy,
and—well, you
know how these
things happen.”



A THRILLING FANTASY

PART THE SEVEN

THE FANTASY SO FAR:—

Professor Thurkov pf Modalkar and his student Nargun visit the
Temple of Bhima on a drizzling evening. In the presence of & colossal
statue of the Indiam Hercules, they both grow semtimental. Thurkov

this doubt, please! Is the word * resignation’ categore-
matic or syncategore-matic? I must know that, oh you
professor Sahiboo of Mental and Moral Science! ”

The Sahib forgot, naturally, the theme of his
original peroration and branched cff to an entirely new
track : “ Sir, I can't understand your covert insinuations
against the glory that's due to Logic—the formal
Logic of Aristotle! Mind you, Logic was, is and will
be the Science of Sciences, mother of Mathematics and
grandmother of Physics and brother-in-law of Grammar
and your subject, History was, is and will ever be no
worthier than, no whit worthier than, a puny phantasm,

a worthless microcasm of knowledge,—and this I can
demonstrate to you by either barfara or felation, and
you choose the figure as well as mood and yet cans’t thou
not daunt me! He that dares the Sun but scorches
himself—and he that tries to blacken the fair face of
Logic but blackens his own character, sit.”’

“1 perfectly agree,” “I concur,” I abet the state-
ment.,”"—many of those present said in ironic chorus:
and the Logical gentleman turned to the table and
his tea.

Another, who had finished his tea, remarked : It is
my desire that we go to our respective classes. This is

warnts to become young again like Nargun and Nargun expresses a desive to
become an old and respected professor. The Witch of Modalkar now enters
the scene and grants their wishes. A strange transformation takes place.
In Professor Thurkov's body dwells the personality of the Student Nargun
while Professor Thurkov's personality lies inside the Student’s physical
shell. Many difficulties stand in their way and not the least of these is the
problem of .anguage, as each is ignorant of the other’s mother-tongue. And
then follow the perplexities of college life. Nargun as Professor asks Thurkov
as sfudent to lqcture to the class. The latter not only acquits himself
creditably of this task, but also reports breaches of discipline committed

by fellow-students and thus tncurs their displeasure.

Now read on —

and tutors and fellows—tired after a morning's

strenuous work—were seated at the Round

Table. Banana biscuits and tea were served—
and the staff fell to eating and drinking,

PROFESSORS and assistant professors and lecturers

“ Hullo, Professor Thurkov! Why so late?” the
query from a dozen members greeted Nargun as he
pervously entered the Common Room. He faltered:
“ Nothing the matter; a little ’
business detained me.”

A spectacled member—he was
the Assistant Protessor of Botany
—asked Nargun: “ Have you

nically scribbled a rough forgery of Thurkov’s initials
and settled down to the repast.

One of the elderly professors complained: “ Mr.
Secretary of the Club, I ask you, why's the tea so weak
Are you using Cora dust or Lipton’s or Pennsylvaniap
boot-polish? 1 ought to 'resign my membership of this
useless club.”

The Secretary, an old hand in his line, coolly replied:
By all means, resign. The world
will go on very much as before™"

shall 1 give you pen and paper
Professor Saheb?"

The Professor of Logic and

signed the Principal's circular?”

Nargun answered: ~ What
circular? I saw pone.”

The circular was shown to Nargun whose face
changed as he read it: My God! The circular asks ys
to set a paper! How the deuce is one to go about it ?”

Few could understand the reason for Nargun's
dismay, and some whispered : ' It means setting papers

for exam.—for Selection Test, I s’pose.” Nargun mecha. *

10

Philosophy interposed; Collea
the S gues, listen to me, The utility ©
e Staff Common Room must not be judged in terms
of cut-and;dry maxims of good or bad tea. The red
remuneration for our monthly subscriptions ought t0 be
::ix‘l?ed }:p tpte shap«ii of the good feeling of sociable

ionship it engenders. in i ces
in the Advaitic un{izson it forg:}sl? ha.:;mony it prods :

sssaa

A mischicvous member—one of the younger Pro-

| fessars—seriously cut in: * Professor Sahiboo, oh, cleal

* Mind you, Logic was, Is and
will be the Science of
Sciences, mother of
Mathematics, and grand-
mother of Physics, and
brother.in-law of
GRAMMET, aacrarse™
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what Aristotle, the philosopher or philosophers calls the
SAP type of proposition! Mark, the mystic symbols—
s.a.p! But here comes a regular students’ deputatiou !
Whatever is wrong with them?”

It was Gorwali, the Cricket Captain, and two or
three of lLis team mates. “May I come in?” he
courteously asked, but without waiting for a reply,
entered the Staff Common Room.

He straightaway addressed himself to Nargun,
whom, hke“ everybody else he mistook for Professor
Thurkov: " Sir, we are in a dilemma—from which you

”

At the mention of the word ‘dilemma’, the Logic
Professor flared up: “ Who is speaking of a dilemma
here? Is it Complex constructive or Simple destructive ?
1 am at your service!”’

Gorwali bowed and proceeded: * This isa very
different kind of dilemma, I fear. One of our best players
in the Cricket XI has refused to play at the last moment
We dep(-':nded on Nargun entirely to make our runs anci
to dismiss our opponents’ batsmen...... and he has dis.
appointed us. Moreover, our opponents are playing a
District Superintendent of Police in their Eleven and
We are afraid that unless we too fielda responsible person
like a Professor, utter demoralisation will set in our camp.
That's why we have come here with a request that one
or two of you, our revered masters, would deign to
accept an honoured place in our College XI."

Nargun, in Professor Thurkov’s we
eds, was reall
amused ; but th‘e: other professors looked blue,. "1 can't,y’
snapped one; "I hatg Cricket,” observed another ;
Never bow‘l‘ed a ball in my life,” remarked a portly
gentleman; “ What is Cricket ?”” asked a fourth ;" What

a pity, my heart-weakness prohibits an »
y field- !
moaned a fifth ; and so on and so forth, games

Gorwali again tried Nargun: “ i
: gun:  Nargun said that
you are a thundering good player and that you could be

played. You will be a moral asset to our si
side !
accept a place in our XI1.” Fray do

Nargun chuckled in glee:

I shall be at the Gymkhana at 11. 30."

Gorwali did not hide his surprise and was stiﬁ‘
uncertain what sort of Cricketer his Professor Thurkov
would make. The chief thing was that the Cricket XI
was complete. What a shrinking, cowardly set O

profe?sors they all were! Jabberers and nothing
more !

There was a flutter in the Common Room when the
students’ deputation withdrew. The professors ask
themselves in stark incredulity : “ Professor Thurkov 8
century batsman and a demon bowler ! It was the joke
a {1fet1r_ne! When had they heard of Professor Thurkov 8
cricketing proclivities! What a surprise ! ”

I see Professor Thurkov's game! When he runs
up to the wicket, ball in hand, his elephantine form
w_ould put the batsman in a merry mood and he woul
himself hit his wicket—and lo! Professor Thurkov

will bag a wicket ata cost of zero runs!” said @
young member.

Another emulated cheap humour: * Have the

_ Gymkhana people ordered appropriately big and bulging

pflds and gloves to suit our esteemed friend, Professor
Thurkov ? ™

Still another joined the raillery : “ A new law must
come into force—fat.body-before-all-pitch—to get out

irremovable batsmen like our learned colleague! In
fielding too......"

Nar‘gun was in a fever-pitch of excitement. He
roared :  You thingummum good-for-nothings, come &
see me play; you puny feather-weight futilities, shut up:
will you, or do you want some body-line stuff to put you

in a?t')‘etter humour and under a competent surgeon
care .

It was as though a thunder-bolt had dropped from
Heaven. Bhima-like; Nargun faced ‘his erstwhile
tormentors, vowing mentally to pulverise the whole lof
and digsolve them in concentrated sulphuric acid. An¢
the various professorial nonentities shrank like a snail

of course his figure was un.
duly heavy, but his innate
ability with the bat and ball
cannot have left him; and
why should fatness curb his
batsmanship, anyway? He.
therefore cheerfully said :
‘ Captain Gorwali, I accept -
the honour. ’Tis true I
. was once a terrible cricketer,
but you see, my bulk is a
nuisance. I shall do my
best,—not very good, perhaps
quite worthless 1 should
think, as regards fielding, but
I promise you a 100 runs and
five at least of the opponents’
wickets. Let it not be said
that the renowned Professors’
Club could not send in even
one player to the Cricket field.

KNOW 7?7

What is the greatest ocean- .
depth known ?

What is a sphygmomano-
meter ? :

-What is meant by flotsam
and jetsam?

What are the four best ele-
gies in English literature?

Who was Cassandra? o
What does S.I.W. mean?

Please see answers on Page 16.
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%ﬁhin fhe shell of brazen silencg, gnd‘ there were even
some whispers of ‘‘Pardon ",” Didn't mean, really!
Y east said, soonest mended!

The aged and venerable P‘l"ofessor of Qerman got
up and delivered a harangue: Der Gott is Gutt: der
blodsinnigen—nou, I mean, dat is gutt delashung musht
bewail us: dat vish de brober bay or gunducting our
azzoziations | Det us redire to our batied glasses—de
bell ish jusht now gonne!”’

That did the job: the professors forgot their woes
and differences and petty quarrels, picked up the pieces
of chalk and volumes Shakespeare and Milton and
Carlyle and Gide and Vincent Smith—and filed past
Nargun, who had no work for the afternoon, and who
therefore stood there undecided what next to do.

He tended to philosophise a little: * What are these
professors ! They're prone more to qu_arrel than _we;
students ; no stature, no stamina, no sobnet;:. no .samty.
I shall never, never, be a professor! They're like the
proverbial frogs-in-the-well, which are ‘supposed to con-

"sider their narrow circle the very limits of the wprld!
But, at any rate, there are some notable ‘exceptions !
What a fine man is Thurkov ?......Thurkov and I, here
are we in changed identities these 20 hours nearly, aqd
none the wiser by one poor scruple. Are we to remain
thus for ever? Oh, the very thought is mpnstrous!
Shall we go to the Temple of Bhima this evening to0,—
and risk all on the chance that the Witch mlg}!t return
and recant the unfortunate curse! This world is a petty

i Y H : -
museum indeed—a tragi-comedy of utter essentm&
unimportance!”

As he looked out of the window he saw Thurkov
coming towards the Common Room. That was nice.
He could talk to Thurkcv in prwvacy in the Common
Room or in the professot’s own private room and explore
all likely possibilities of extricating themselves from the
nasty fix they had got themselves into.

Nargun and Thurkov, transformed as Thurkov and
Nargun, met and talked like thoroughly sobered folk:
each narrated his own multifarious experiences for the
day, half in merriment and half in disgust and visible
recoil. They decided to risk their all on another visit to
the Temple of Bhima.

Nargun promised to meet Thurkov at five or there-
abouts at the Government Gardens from which,
unobserved by the idly curious, they might wend their
way to the luckless Temple of Bhima of hallowed
memory and sinister legends. And when they parted,
Thurkov cast an imploring look at Nargun, and the
latter returned the compliment: already a fond attach-
ment was growing between them, defying heredity and
forged by the simple circumstance of a common misfor-
tune. Never father loved son or son father as Thurkov
and Nargun did each other.

(In part the cight of this fantasy, the surprising
climax is reached, and with it therc is an c¢nd to the’
difficulties of Thurkev and Nargun.)
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HE LEGAL ASPEC

By S. NANJUNDIAH

ON the morning of the twentieth day of October in
the year of doubtful grace nineteen hundred and
thirty-four, there came an accursed letter from an

equally accursed man called father-in-law. Its contents

ran thus :-—
Illegalur,
18th Oct., 1934,
SIR,

It pains me greatly to think that I have, after all
squandered my money on a good-for-nothing lout. Yod
have for the last ten years devoured lots and lots of my
hard-earned money. I stood you for full six years at the
college. Entertaining high hopes of you, 1 gave you a
graduate wife who cost me nearly as much as yourself.
Eveq after the completion of your education I have been
sending you huge monthly remittances, eagerly hoping
that you would soon stand on your own legs. But 1
learn that, far from making any attempts to secure a
flecent living, you are idling away your time, contribut-
ing to worthless magazines. In these circumstances, I
cqnsider that any further help from me would be’ a
cmpinal waste of money. And Ifeel it my duty to
desist from encouraging your loathsome idleness. You
may therefore take it for certain that you cannot get a
pie out of me hereafter,

Yours, etc.,
Kabardhar.

At first I was shocked. My own finances had long
ago disappeared. The only source that kept me running
all th‘e time was the purse of my father-in-law. Now
that it had also failed, I was suddenly left in the lurch.
Not knowing what to do, I sat for a while greatly
perplexed,

DBut soon I recovered. Whr.rr went my thinking
apparatus, and thatin the legal direction! Heaps and
heaps of ideas crowded my head. The whole legal aspect
of the matter flashed into my brain. Before long 1 was
quite satisfied with the strength of my cause. Well, I
would not wait for a minute more! The blightc’er’s
bare-faced effrontery dealt a blow at the very root of my
self-respect. As a first class self-respecter, therefore, 1
could not but decide to invoke the long arms of the faw
to wreak my vengeance against the bloke,

With the least possible delay, T drafted a notice.

Lawoor,
20th Oct., 1934,
SIR, -

Take notice by these presents that a suit will be
instituted against you in the High Court of Judicature
Maddington, on the non-fulfilment by you of the condi:
tions noted below. The time allowed for such per.
formance is one month from the receipt of this notice,

The sudden cessation of succour intimated to me in
your letter dated the 18th Oct, 1934, is improper and
illegal. As your daughter is alive, the legal relationship

14

of father-in-law and sqn-in—law has not terminated. You
a}rg, therefore, not entitled to set at nought the relation-
ship between us and the contract attaching thereto.

Your remarks about me and th i
. s al ¢ aspersions cast on
fhed magazines to Whlcla I contribute are, to say the least
and that legally, libellous ; and you may prepare yoursel

for a suit for d
amages as well as a criminal pr ion
for defamation. prosecutio

é‘ here are, however, two alternatives before you.
ou may either resume sending me your monthly

remittances, in which case th ;
e stat
restored; or, s quo will be

If you are desirous of terminati i i

. : inating the relationship
aforesaid, you may take back your daughter along with
{mr accretions on payment of the money value of the
happiness she has had at my expense. Such happinesé

is assessed by a competent authority at the modest sum
of a lakh of rupees. '

Failing to choose either of th i i
' iling S e alternatives, the suit
will be instituted as aforesaid. e

Pendente 1iti you cannot even gli
your daughter. This condition may %Ztcizlznglzpffttﬁ
when the case isdecided in my favour. If during
pendgncy you fulfil either of the aforesaid conditions, the
doctrine of acceleration will apply mutatis mutandis:

You are also hereby prohibited to communicate with
me or with my wife until and unless the dispute is
3m1cably settled. Communications, if any, must be
N}l:ﬁfggto: my counsel, Sir Voyadi Ooltasami,

Yours etc.,

] Son-of-law.
y "lhe:dfafl was ready in a jiffv. [ submitted it to
Kamala .iox approval. It was not only approved but also
countersigned. It was despatched immediately.

I knew {ull well that the obstin
. ate boor would not
care a fig for the notice. Litigation was inevitable and
I'set about the task forthwiih. As the case was an
Important one and the first of its kind, I decided to
t(a)ntlrtust its faktle t(; no less a lawyer than Sir Voyadi
oltasami—that -famous legal luminary of i
. on
and the undisputed leader of its Bar. ¢ Maddint

Again the pen went o i

. ver the paper like a locomo-
?fve[) Goodnleé;s knows where I got the enthusiasm from !
i .ned cgu however guess, I feel that I was solely
nspired by the righteousness of my cause, In five

minutes the letter of i i
despatch, instructions was also ready fof

Lawoor,

‘ , 1934,
Dear Sir Voyadi, 20th Oct., 19‘

A highly controversial diy i i ‘
my father-inlaw and xnyselff‘pute naving acisen betwoe?

- I am obliged to seek your
helpin the matter. In view of thelgimport:ze Yw 3

-happened ten years ago.

of my father-in-law ‘even

inherited from his ancestor.

povelty of the case I feel that it cannot be handled
sxcept by a man of your eminence. Your success, Sir
Voyadi, in the famous ‘ Thair Vadai Defamation’ case
amply justifies my confidence. Indeed I indulge in
no mean fattery when I say that the name you have
established for yourself in that case echoes and re-echoes
in all the coffee clubs of South India to whose Thair
Vadai trade you have given no small impetus. Iam
quite sanguine that the justness of my cause, chiselled as
it will be by your own talents, will bestow success on
your labours.

Now, Kabardhar is my father-in-law and I his son-
indaw. The indiscretion of marriage I became guilty of,
1 protested at that time that
“ Unless he agreed to support me until I stood on my
own legs,” I would not consent to take his daughter.
He solemnly undertook to do so. As will be seen from
his letter and my notice in reply thereto (both enclosed),
he has now abruptly repudiated that contract. I hold,
for the reasons given below, that this act on his part is

 contrary to law.

Firstly, according to the common acceptation of the
term—and it is superfluous for me to add that every
legal term should be understood in its etymological and
ordinary meaning,— father-in-law ' means legal father,
that is, father in the eye of the law. His status as such
is the deliberate creation of law and is obviously intended
for the benefit of the son-in-law. The moment, therefore,
one man thrusts his daughter on another man, the
relationship between the - two men becomes, for all legal
purposes, the same as that between a patural father and
his son—except with this obvious difference—that the

. patural father produces the son and the other, the son’s

wife. But in other respects, gnd particularly in respect
of the estate involved, there is nc difference whatever
according to law. So long as the two men continue to

_ be father-in-law and son-in-law (that is, until the linking

woman takes her departure to the divorce court or to
the next world) this relationship will be inferred by law,
even in spite of a contract to the contrary. The fact

" that the inflicter of daughters is dubbed °father-in-law’

There is absolutely no self-acquisition of his except a
huge ‘tummy’ and a few diseases. Well, I claim no
share in them. I need scarcely say that in these
circumstances I am not only entitled to be maintained
out of the ancestral estate but to claim a partition also,
We shall, however, postpone zssertion of the latter right
for the present. '

Secondly, the remedy lies on principles of equity,
justice and good conscience also. Itisa well recognised
canon of natural justice that when Jive.stock are entrusted
by one man to another they should be accompanied by
an estate to rear them on. The uvwanted girl was
thrust on me but she was not followed by anything like
an estate. And she has now, unwittingly though,
raultiplied herself fourfold. We can therefore invoke the
court’s equitable jurisdiction also.

Lastly, even if any breach on my part is alleged,
reasonable notice ought to have been given -before even
the contract could be repudiated. And in this case,
where no less than a human relationship is sought to be
severed and a poor young man sought to be thrown out
into the open world to starthis life afresh, the reasonable
notice cannot certainly be for less than five years. Itis
needless for me to tell you that if the Court orders at

* least this notice, I can, in the meanwhile, set my house in

order.

But you can take a firm stand on the first two
arguments themselves, as it is clear that the breach,
moral as well as legal, is wholly on the other side.
Kabardhar’s contention that I am idling away my time
and that I make no serious attempts at °job-hunting’
is entirely beside the point. The stipulation was that
he should support me until I could support myself. The
causes that lead to my 'still remaining a dependant are,
therefore, irrelevant.

I would also request you to try to obtain immediately
a temporary injunction restraining the defendant from
committing the breach; viz., the unlawful cessation of
remittances.

(Continued on page 22)

and nothing else is open
only to this interpretation.

In my case, however,
there is, in addition, an ex-
press contract also and that
contract rests solely on the
stipulation aforesaid.

YES

The natural father under
the Hindu Law is bound to
support his son so long as
any ancestral property
remains in his hands. It
logically follows from the
interpretation given above
that this wholesome rule
applies to the father-in-law
as well. Now, in the case

the tumbler with which he
daily drinks water has been

U

For questions see Page 12.

KNOW!

1. About 35400 feet,—i.e. nearly seven miles—
in the Pacific.

2. It is an ipstrument to measure the blood
pressure of the arteries.

3, In maritime law, floating goods cast into
the sea to lighten ships are called
flotsam ; when they sink without any trace,
they are jetsam. The words have come
to apply to all vulgar cast-off things.

4, Milton's Lycidas, Shelley's Adonais, Matthew
Arnold's Thyrsis, and Teunyson's In
Mcmoriam.,

5. Daughter of Priam, the King of Troy, who
made only evil prophecies, The name is now
applied to persons who foretell ominous
things. .

6. Itisanarmy term for ' self-inflicted-wound IR
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Film Cities and their Offerings.

) The world’s largest film output is, in the aggregate
denvpd from thrpe centres: Hollywood, Elstree an(i
Berlin. By considering their offerings one can obtain a

very accurate and interesting idea of the respective film
cities,

Hollywood is by far the largest of them all. Her
amb}tlon is to suit the world; not only the American
public, but the Hindus, the Chinese—any outpost that
possesses a screen and a projector. Her God is the box-
office. Art must go overboard if the public wants Mam-
mon! H they tire of Mammon, give them art!

Next, we have Berlin where the Germans make films
?o suit themselves. An international success, with them
is just a hz}ppy coincidence. The star syster,n such as’
they have in Hollywoced, does not obtain therer

Then London. Poor England, she is between two
fires. She has not produced great film personalities: such
of her actors thqre are, are drawn from the stage, with
their stage technique. As there are not many English
women wl}o can act just as well as their Hollywood a;:d
German sisters, she imports them {rom America and
Germany—a Lubitsch complex.

Her unending stream of musicals in w
believes to be the Viennese manner, is all dE: ttgl'EEef c::glgr
ence of the fanciful German and his Chevalier successes
London has the unexploited heritage of literature wortl;
filming. But the inspiration and energy necessary for
these are not there.
¥* % »

Bad Boy.

John Barrymore makes no secret of the fact
used to be a bold, bad boy. act that he

In a recent interview, he said:

*

“ Was I tough? I went in for theftas a kid. T ysed
to steal money from the other members of the family in
small amounts, and once 1 hoarded the stolen coins ynti]
1 had enough to buy a necklace for a symmetrical lady in
Philadelphia, many years my senior, with whom I was
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;:v:gl‘;e'an ét\rlxlc:shirh tir;ne I \?I%pfopriated my grandmother’s

' em. ile detectives were in the
house, asking questions, T laoked rather too innoce‘rgc and
my grar}dmother, yvho watched my face, drew her own
conclusions, got rid of the detectives and used the well-

known and well i
-worn slippe
I borrowed money, pper on me......As a young man,

and why the law ate in saloons andslept where I could ;

never caught i : 3
day, beyond my understanding.” U with me is, to this

* * 3

Mr. Queer Jobs.

One of the most versatile of minor jobs in filmdom

is that of Jim Freeman, a Manchester boy, who works at ;

the Paramount Studios, in H
) . ollywood,
other jobs, he stalks around with a vapour

insects which annoy players
and buz
phone ; he stands by w aros

stars burst into tears,
roll of cloth, a bag of
squeaks and echoes

and muffling unwanted reverberations.

Among many
gun, chasing
nd the micro-

and goes round with a lon,
, g pole, a
nails and a hammer and gets rid of

* * ™

Odds and Ends,

i Bing Ci;osby recently beca
wins—on Friday the 13th :
Bing Crosby!” thin

* ¥ . "

U_ntil recently,
Sometime ago her ha

and it was necessary f

y tor the head to i ‘
that her golden tresses should grow be shaved in ordff
able to wear her own hair.

* - . A
Marlene Dietrich, i .
lovely golden glow wh’icl:rlla order to give her hair thaf

° is o % ‘
her attractiveness, powders itn;i?tf; ﬂ;zl%r:l:tgt pgntq d

ith a towel when temperamental

by nailing down noisy floor boards, |

me the proud father Of:"
ow they call him “ Bing;

June Knight wore a bl wig-
ir was badly burnt by a }?ar.liégrw!g';

again, Now she 15

SOME people have a craze for writing diaries. They
may live in the same place year in and year out;
they may take the same route to catch the same

tram to go to the same office but they all keep a diary.

Nothiug may happen to them out of the ordinary;
sweepstakes may not bring them luck; even accidents

may not visit them; but they still write a diary; they
must chronicle the placid tenor of their lives. Sucha

man is my friend, Narayana Iyer. He is so great a
disciplinarian that he wouldn't alter the time of his
morning meal any day even by five minutes. He lives a
quiet and unexciting kind of life. 1If he wasn't such a
stickler for regularity, be might find something to put in

his diary by taking a new route to his office—" I went to

office today by the Rangayya Naicken Street and not by

Purshottam Street which is my usual route.”” But

unless he were told that a circus tent had been pitched

in Rangayyan street he would not dream of taking that
route to his office. Then what sort of things does he put

down in his diary ? In point of fact he does not write a

diary; he writes essays in

his diary. At the top of
the page he mentions some
casual incident and then
proceeds to point a moral.

An illustration will per-

haps explain clearly what

I mean. On the page

marked 4th December in

his diary of last year you
find this—" ' On my way
home from oftice I caught
sight of a dog one of whose
legs was injured—I sup-
pose by some reckless car.
Though it is admitted on
all hands that traffic regu:
lations should be stiffened,
there has not been the
slightest indication during
the past six months, of
any attempt on the part
of anybody to make an agitation and force the hand
of the authorities. Obvicusly nobody cares what happens
to a dog. If this kind of apathy towards the safety of

the dumb animals prevails in this country of Ahimsa, 1

do not know what it is like in other countries where

people openly pooh-pooh the doctrine of Non-violence!”

A friend of mine who * hails* from the banks of the

Kaveri (which is supposed to be congenial to
mathematical genius) fills his diary with accounts.

This entry is typical,

Tram to office .. 0—2—0
Post Card . 0—0—9
Tiffin . 0—1—6
Flower for wife ... 0—0—4
Pan (for self) . 0—0—3
Tram back ws 0—2—0

Total ... 0—6-10

3—16—2—35

T used to buy a diary every New Year's Day in the
past, but as nothing worth mentioning happened to
me or to any of my belongings (except that once
my bicycle almost ran over a pup) and also as I
was lazy, 1 left those diaries unfilled, They are now
being used by my nephew as * rough notebooks .

My brother writes a diary because he says
that bhis diaries will be invaluable when he becomes
famous. * You never know,” says he in reference
to the truth contained in the subordinate clause of the
previous sentence, beginning with ‘when’. The thought
that his diaries may prove to be the germs of future auto-
biographical literature makes him very careful in his
entries. 'The entries attempt to be literary pieces. The
other day for instance, I read what he had written on the
14th February. It was as follows :—* Climbed up the
roof of the house to watch thesunset. Golden and russet
clouds lay piled on one another; slowly: all the glory
departed ; the clouds lost their gold and began to wear
an ashen hue; the sun
sank slowly inch by
inch; the whole thing
was inexpressibly sad.”
That is just like my
brother. The sinking of
the sun below the hori-
zon takes place every
day and has taken place
every day since the world
began and I am sure
even my neighbour
Raghavendra Rao, who
is a clerk in the local
Co-operative Stores, has
seen the sun “sinking
slowly, inch by inch "—
but Raghavendra Rao

By ‘ has a sense of values;

‘TIRUMALAI

he knows it is not worth
while putting such
thoughts into a diary; in
fact, he knows that the drop of ink which has gone to
the writing of that passage may be more usefully shed in
writing the house-hold account.

NALLAN’

If Narayana Iyer and my brother belong to one
extreme, Ramakrishnan belongs to the other. Rama-
krishpan has travelled all over Europe except two or
three countries and of course he wrote a diary when he
was touring the places. I shall give here a few extracts
from his diary :—

July, 22.—Atrrived at Vienna. Hotel fairly comfort-
able; not at all costly. Vienna seems to be a nice
place.

July, 30—Prague. Baggage trouble again. Can't
understand a word of this infernal language, etc.

September, 2—Milan, Lost my guide-book in the
bus.

October, 4.—Lausanne. Rather chilly. Slept well
last pight, ‘ :
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Madyras, 16th February, 1935.
DEAR MOTHER,

IJ HAVE just been making a

drawing of something that,
in my opinion, is the means of
the future regeneration of India.
How I came to think of it is quite a story.

One afternoon, I heard a commotion on
the verandah outsi le our barrack-room. I went
out, and saw a man beating our bootboy. It
was a man wearing a fopr.

“Hil1" I shouted, and asked the man why
he was beating the boy.

it LY
I am an electrician employed by the
contractors,” explained the man with the topr.
* 1 was beating this fellow for being insolent.”

“ What did he do? "’ 1 enquired.

“He refused to carry my tools,” said the
man, bursting with indignation.

“There is some mistake,” I replied. * We
employ this boot-boy. You have no right to
make him carry your tools.” Several of my
comrades came out, and they growled in
agreement.

“What!" shouted the man. *‘ Won't youu
support me in dealing with this black fellow ?

* Which black fellow ?"” I said innocently,
looking at him, and looking at the boot-boy.

) The man flushed, and became very angry.
Bah! Low-class soldiers!” he said, and spat
and walked away very quickly.

He had only taken a few steps, however
when his manner completely changed. Hié
shoulders drooped and he began to raise his topi
repeatedly. A very large man, also wearing a
topr, hove into sight.

11 "
You scum!” howled the very large man.
“ Haven't you completed that wiring yet?”

The man began to stutter in a low voice
and seemed quite panic-stricken. The largé
man took no notice of his excuses. ‘“You are
fined half a day’s pay!” he shouted. ** You lazy
good-for-nothing black fellow ! ” ’

‘While this scene was in progress, a car drew

up silently on the road, and a European leaned

_out of the window. “De Souza!” cried the
European, sternly,

The very large man suddenly crin
towards the car. He took off his fopi, and be
speak to the European in a fawning manner.g al}[‘lﬁ:
European, however, scarcely listened, With an air of
disgust apd scorn he tqld De Souza to be more carefyl
in attending to his duties. The very large man began
to plead, but the European slammed his gears and drove
off, belching smoke into De Souza’s face,

I went back tomy bungalow and whe
of these incidents, I felt ashamed. The w
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ged, and hurried

n I thought
orkman had

The Letters of

36. Joyfull

shown contempt for our boot-boy. When we refused to
share his disdain, he showed contempt for us. The fore-
man showed contempt to the workman, and the overseer
showed contempt to the foreman. It worried me to
think that the whole system of precedence in India is
based on contempt for one’s fellow-man. The result of
these cogitations was my epoch-making drawing. )

A shocking thing which strikes a soldier on landing

in India, is to see Europeans treating Indfans Iike dirt.
At first,

the soldier wants to protest against such dis-

5 ¥ilek

Private Joyfull

Turns Reformer

“Hi!" | shout.
ed, and asked
the man why
he was beating -
the boy.

graceful conduct on the part of his countrymen, but
after a while he sees that it is part of the system. He
notices that Indians have the same custom. He_ notices
that one class of Indians treats 'another class like dirt.
In fact, this doing dirt to people is unnatural to a newly-
arrived Englishman.

There is a class of people in India called sweepers.
The respectable middle-class Indians regard these
sweepers with disdain. Indians are weli-bred, so they do

. not actively abuse the sweepers; they just ignore them.

A sweeper is thoughtto be a degrgded form of life,
whose humanity and personal feelings are beneath con-
sideration. He is thought to be fit only to handle filth.

As long as there are sweepers
in India, India will fail to achieve
greatness as a nation. There
are about sixty million sweepers
in the country, and a society
founded on the degradation of

one-sixth of its manhood can
never become-self-respecting.

I have talked to sweepers, water-carriers, farmers,
shop-keepers, soldiers, lawyers and ail kinds of Indians.
They are quite worthy men, certainly the equals of
similar men in other countries, and often very charming
too. Yet among themselves they are eaten by a canker
called the inferiority-complex. They show contempt
for one another and enforce degrading distinctions on
one another.

Thoughtful Indians often blame their inferiority-
complex on to the Iinglish. But in spite of the many
sins our nation has committed in India—usually with
the best of intentions—the cultivation of * the
inferiority-complex is not one of them. Rather, I would
blame the Indians for investing us with a superiority-
complex.

Although there are other great religions in India,
the system of thought which prevails in daily life is
derived from Hinduism. Hinduism has such a deeply-
rooted philosophy that it colours the life of the members
of any community that comes to India. No race can
entirely resist the infiltration of Hindu thought into its
life. The history of India is a history of successive
races which came, ruled for a time, but were slowly

absorbed, until they lost their identity under the all.
embracing Hindu umbrella.

Even a humble soldier, who has little contact with
the general population, finds his outlook acquiring a
Hindu tinge during his stay in the country;and an
Indian Army man, who serves in India for years, often
becomes completely Indianised. I admit that an
Indianised Englishman is sometimes an objectionable
creature, who is grossly insulting to Indians of all
classes. But I must say that the Indians themselves
taught him to be like that. They taught him uncons-
ciously, by the example of Indian ideas of inferiority and
superiority.

It seems obvious that if cultured Hindus desire to
hold up their heads in the world, they must first allow
their uncultured fellow-Hindus to hold up their heads,
The bigh-class man who despises and oppresses a low-
class man, is perpetuating a principle which recoils on
his own head; for no one is so high that there are not
people still higher, to despise and oppress him in their
turn,

Some people will say that this is a matter of caste,
which no one must interfere with, because Queen
Victoria said so. Yet it does not strike me that way.
Right at the very bottom, the great idea of Hinduism is
the essential sacredness and harmony of all forms of life.
Well, even a sweeper is a form of life, and it cannot be
beyond the wit of Hindu leaders to arrange for the
recognition of the human dignity of a sweeper. I believe
that even the essentials of caste observances could be
preserved intact, while granting this recognition, But

(Comtinued on page 22)
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“Oh God !"—Anybody.

l am not a Metropolitan by birth, It was only later
in my life—when I went up for my degree that I
received the': metropolitan touch. Till then I was a
mofusm.hte, an " up-country’ boor, an uninformed yokel
a bucolic booby; which is as much as to say that I ha(i
pot come across those wonderful modern inventions and
innovations so indispensable to life like Cocktail Shakers,
Safety Sock-$uspenders, Patent Cigarette lighters, Bath
(;ubes, Superior Bromo, guaranteed Hair Oils, Brillian-
tines, Face Waxes, Vanishing Creams, ‘Zip "’ shirts and
MacCull_urr}s. I ate, drank, slept and worshipped as
others did in the country and found life enjoyable too.

But the number of deities worshipped bewildered
me—the number and character. Temples dedicated to
Qods and Godde;‘ses were sprinkled about the country
in great profusion. Some were magnificent edifices,
others lonely cottages in deserted heaths. Likewise
some of the deitieg
were mild, noble
vegetarians who
were offered rice
puddings and fruits
in the course of the
Others were ferocious and blood-thirsty,

worship.

essentially non-vegetarians, I have an idea they secretly
used to scoff at the other set, calling them milk-sops and

weak-kneed paciﬁsts.. They themselves, on the other
hand, (apparently) relished sacrifices of goats and fow]
and an occasional pot of something strong.

The citizenry worshipped the patrician Gods gg
well as the plebeians with utter impartiality. Of course,
some of the deities were needed only on certain occasions,
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Each of them was a specialist in one thing : Mariamma
was in charge of the smallpox department. Whenever
an epidemic broke out, she was sent for; Karuppan
attended to cholera cases; Chotalai had specialised in
children’s diseases while Kali was a sort of general
practitioner. Some of them were assassins too, profes-
sionals who could be hired for a certain fee to despatch
one's enemies (it was said).

Now, in addition to the daily service, once a year
there was a grand festival when processions were taken
out and drums banged. The biggest event of the year in
the locality, however, was the celebration of the

anniversary of the reigning deity. To this event I was
taken one year.

There was a fair usually on such occasions. Besides,
it was also a big social event. Fashionable ladies came
to show off the latest things in sarees and jewels: the
not-so-fashionables came to copy them. Vermilion,
scarlet, deep blue and utter yellow were also greatly in

rominence. The elite came and said to one another:
‘ My dear, what a beautiful saree ! How too too thrill-
ing!” whereas they meant “ You cat and oh! What a
saree!” Young maidens came early and took up strategic
positions ; and young men, after having unlergone
regular spring cleaning with the help of the barber,
dhobi and toilet soaps, paraded grandly on the grounds
very self-consciously, imagining themselves the target of
a hundred pairs of beautiful eyes. There were also the
beaux from the colleges in the Metropolis who carried
with them a blase attitude, an air of insufferable tolerance,
a suffocating smell of pomade and a desire to appear
favourably before the feminine section of the crowd—
rustic tho' they were. Scandals were exchanged oftener
than pansupari. The usual sharpers, card-trick experts,
sweetmeat.sellers and toy-ven-
dors were present, adding the
necessary flavour to the whole
affair.

The programme began at
about 4 p. m.
with the letting
offof a thou-
sand monster
crackers and
the banging of
a hundred
drums. It must be
understood that the
drums were not banged indis- 5
criminately, casually, according to the
whim of each drummer. It wag thythmic
movement cqnsisting of periods and climaxes—a
composition in fact which the drummers knew by
heart. An elephant beautifully caparisoned with

its red umbrella and shining brass ornaments was
then taken out in a procession.

The hero of the day was the God-man, the man who
was supposed to be inspired by a visitation of the
Almighty within himself. There was such an institution
in the temples—especially the caste temples to which he
was an appendage. The honour of becoming one Was
much. coveted and the appointment being for life, the
selection was very strict. There was a painful initiation
to be undergone. The aspirant had to prove to the

&

multitude that he was a worthy vehicle of the .word of
God. He had to perform miracles. If he survived the
ordeal he was elected and the accoutrements awarded 10
him. They consisted of a piece of red cloth for the
waist, another to be used as a cross-belt, jingling anklets
and a sword with the shape of the figure 9. On
ceremonial occasions like this he put them on, gra_sped
the sword and exhibited various symptoms _of divine
inspiration like malarial shivers and whooping cough

paroxysms.

He was, as I said, the hero of the day. People yvith
grievances submitted them to him and hg granted reprieves
and dispensations generously——for a fée, of course. In
order to impress the multitude sufficiently, he generally
used to begin the show with a few hacks on the head
with the sword which affected his income not a_little.
Tho' under the spell of a non-earthly fervour, he was
human enough to cast appreciative glances in the
direction of the ladies’ pavilion.

Besides this official God-man, there were honorary
ones who just acted for the occasion. Their fervour—
like ‘Dutch-Courage'—owed itself to certain liquids
which they imbibed before the performance.' It was an
epidemic with them. One started the St. Vitus' Dance,
touched his colleagues who were waiting and they joined
him. They always strove to outshine the regular
professional but with little success. They never attracted
a clientele but carried on still, out of animal spirits—and
probably other spirits.

The procession returned after reaching another
shrine half a mile away, the drums, pipes, bugles and
conches still in attendance. The elephan.t ad.vanced
slowly and the mahout stood sometimes holding its tusk

" and sometimes putting his hand in its mouth to show off.

I felt envious of him and decided that I would become a
mahout myself when I grew up. The ancients in their
Balaclava caps and scarlet blankets were not impressed.
They started talking about the days when they were
young. The elephant experts declared how they were
able to distinguish the elephants by the mere smell.

After the return of the procession there was an
The

interval when the priest conducted the service.
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The hero of the day
" was the God-man—the
- man who was supposed
to be |nsp|red by the
visitation of the
Almighty within
himself,

priest was a powerful person indeed! One of his
predecessors it was averred, was so powerful, led such
a blameless life that he was said to have ordered about
the deity himself ! He used to make the God carry home
a bag of cakes every night for his wife. He would tie
them up and say, * Oh Deva ! Carry this for me.” And it
was done. The Deva grew tired of it, especially as he
had to walk soon after dinner. But he could not do
anything to this spotless man. He bided his time until
one day the priest, while bathing, left out a toe unwashed,
thus remaining unclean. That night he was killed !

After the service came the long expected fire-works.
That year they had got down a pyrotechnic expert from
afar and something big was expected. He began with a
sky explosive. With a thrill we saw tbe shell mounting
up—detected it by means of a spark. But having gone up
as far as it could, the shell started coming down, instead
of exploding. It gathered momentum and the horrified
spectators saw destruction facing them. There was a
stampede. The shell fell down—none knew where:
nobody was looking up. A search party went in quest
of this erring rocket. At last it was discovered in a field
a few hundred yards away. Not one was bold enough to
approach it. Like a wild animal in a cage, they contem-
plated it from a respectable distance. Old men declared
what they would have done had they been younger;
young men told one another what they might have done
had they not had an attack of malaria a week ago,
or had they not had a bad cold. Someone then suggested
water. So water was thrown at it. A grave was dug
and it was rolled into it with 2 bamboo pole. Then the
grave was filled in and everybody breathed a sigh of

relief., R

The expert when questioned by an angry manage-
ment, also got angry and said he had expected it because
they had not supplied him with enough materials. He
threatened to walk out but was pacified. Then he went
on to the next item.

This was a repeating rocket which was meant to
explode more than once—in fact 6 times—and shower
green, blue, silver, golden and pink stars. A wonderful
thing full of suspense, colour and exhilaration. " Our
friend’srocket started all right. But an unexpected change
in its direction slightly spoilt the effect.
Instead of climbing after each outburst
it started comingd o wn. The second
constellation was exuded about 25 yards
from the ground. Down...... the third
about 5 yards. Crash! it fell among
the busy and unconscious drummers who
were all the while pounding away. Once
it touched the earth it recoveted itself
and began to explode with conscientious
regularity. Some of the drummers got off
with a few burns ; the rest without a few
sq. ft. of their skins.

The expert showed uneasiness but
blustered 2 good deal. A deputation
waited on him which rather forcefully
urged on him the instant cessation of
activities and hinted at a desire to see
him in a well-known place. In fact, they
gave him hell and told him to go there.
He left hastily. And IL.........
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The Lett ival '
etters of Private Joyfull—(Continued from page 19)

such details are not for a forei i
\ gner to discuss.
like myself can only see the broad outlines.SS A fellow

Reformers have all sorts of ;
] : . grandiloquent sch
:gel?;lpgt;b?i; this recf:ognltion, but the d%fect o? rzrfrtljers
is that they are far more interested i .
i : n them
':)I'Ea:nxa ;fl?ftlr reftqrms. dI once listened on the outiili\::
meeting, and the only idea I got w
) b
s;gef;arl;er was a very great and noble man.g He liieara:itlhi
<})l ; Su%?:;ndnﬁ phrases, but nothing of the hard facts gf
. e was just being a noble refo
¢ St be rmer
g’ashnot ref'orml‘ng anyt_hmg in particular, except pe;hgut
is %a}'ers notion of his own importance. Well, I -
notIq importance to anyone but you, dear Mothér ancll
so I just have a simple practical idea in my head: aarrlld

the scheme does not i ;
Private Joyfull. ot even include a Rao Sahib for

My idea is that the onl
€a. 1S ] nly way to create -
f?rlth(; Indian intelligentsia, is to remove thg?iilgdl';gzl?d
0 In ian sweepers. As long as there is filth to be ¢ iod
in India, the filth-carriers will be disdained an?irriid
' e

principle of disdain will s t
e ey, ptead upwards, and poison

So my drawing does away with fil
] ) / th-carryi i
:i rcri)rpai:vlsr‘xlg ?f af sxmplg sanitary house-latr'ui:‘g;avit{lt 1:.
connectiopnp y ’?‘h ﬁushlng:Water, and a simple cesspool-
connect an.d a e whole 1pstallation would cost about a
hundred and fi ;cg r:é):ieli bin urban e:.ireas}; and much less
le around the house.
;gf:g;tus goulq be kept in order by the most fastid"1rhe
, and maintenance-charges would be negligible o

thou;;'?c ggft eﬁ'gct to this revolutionary concept, I have
thought asimple law, gompe]ling the landlord or
- ovmer a;av:ry urban dwelling and tenement to instal
this ¢ igpﬁ ni ui; If the owner ngglected to fit it withi "
certain tin e, he _would become " liable to a monthl (Iil o
at exceeding the cost of installation. The}iocl;el

authorities would i
ttself out of the ﬁne;I.lStal the apparatus, and recoup

1 P, &
carr Sglhﬁl man beings would no longer be reqmm&" v
SWeey th. Ah, you say, what is to become o the P
sweepers, when they have no more filth to carty Vit

;}rlsylwm thsase to be poor sweepers, and will "");
ployees of the All-India Development Corporatio™ <4

idea (’ﬁhe All-India Development Corporation js anot¥g
ey nlnne- It would finance itself by floating & 5%
Excont foan, and gradually become self-suppotHess
of capit Cl"' meeting interest-charges and the repaymes

ubl'p al, it would not make a profit, but work &%
P t‘c utility corporation. It would find employnéd
not only for an army of ex-sweepers, but also for 100l

numbers of the intelli A o
unemployed. lligentsia who are at P

The Development Corporation w in BE&
' ould take 10 Plg
t\li]ehgixe-thxrd o? Indi'a which at present lies derel¥l
of lan?ivelr }}:-0 1111 travel in India, you see enormous 1A%y
of land which are fnghtf_ul deserts because DO 0B %
the cnt rprise plus the capital to make them fruitful.
and thg;:en;vm these apparent deserts, I notice p
Fround Tlas water only twenty or thirly {eet undefuti
ground. 1 1_else huge areas could be brought into €%
minen;l v;mll arly, India abounds in sources of untap®
mineral X ea t.h: and everywhere there are POte,m‘”s
indust Ig&v_a\tmg the magic hand of capital and orgast
Gover;xment‘an' people have too long expected 22
Govetnment, v:}xlthl its heavy responsibilities and yimitt
- t,C e the ead in such enterprises, The Devd-v

nt Corporation would enable Indians to undert
their own rehabilitation. Ten million men atre ‘
enough for all the work that cries to be doné: .
present, the ten million men are simply emploY’
carrying other people's filth, The very existencé ot 8
a class keeps the whole of India in chains.
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But I don’t sup i i idd
C pose anyone will lis he 1C%
of a mere private soldier. ten. to %

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULI~

THE L
EGAL ASPECT—(Continued from page 15)

As my wife who is

i the cause of action i

h i actio :

the ::ﬁula-t subscriber to the Maddingtion Law %ns oy
se is within the jurisdiction of the Court eports,

I being” still ali o
limitation, alive, the suit is not barred by

Failing the civil“re

M. . . mede “ I i H
g;lgilmatl_ law in motion against the r;;tgnd HS: tting the
o %a ing Te-—me, whose interest he is bound t;s guilty
both by contract and by law, he being still the father.n-
4 is sonin-law. He is YLIeT-In.
liable under Section 418 of the India?%:florle Ccmmmuly
I shall consult you about this later al Code. But

1 may now - be permitted

) to ad :
behind the contemplated litigation ?chllmt:;t llthe aaly
A favourable decision in this case will be S bessonal.
the whole world of sons-in-law. So far as ‘i god-send o

po Court in the whole world has as yet adju di‘atxare.
on
N

this point. And for
i S want of such a precedent 3
i\l?gtermi sons-in-law ure tamely suffering g thousand i
breaking fr ds of their cruel, imposing and COVeifey
duty :ggb .athers‘-m.law‘ I have therefore deemed it & :
suing mo‘;lng this urgent problem before the Court. 188
motive is f:h“’f less in a representative capacity. A% g
and am c0nﬁ§ more philanthropic than personal. le ;
case gratuitot;sagf lt)O(t)’ thatgou will not oty Condutc;f
ut even be it ta™
out of your own pocket, ar the costs of the SU* ™"
Thanking you in antiCipation,
1 remaim
Sir Voyadii .

Faithfully your®

wo.  Son-0I* AW -

S , ped
result silmgh:;mms:?&der'. you will be informed

S———

ke Y parents
thing rel
But there is ano

determined to win me as he .
any correspondence 0T personal talk witht

beyond all {imit.

“1 told my parents I
choice. They were very

have arranged my marriage to a gir], and every-

ating to the wedding
ther girl, deeply
r husband.

did not want to
shocked, and ill-tre

They said that if I refused to marty the girl they had chosen,

be turned out of the house, and disinherited.

and am not able

“On thinking over
the first girl. Idid everything to o
was immovable. She forgives even the W

but her affection

“ 1 am sure

the girl selected

this.”

the long run, it
of reasons.

all of.them tive

hope of seeing me:

. many generations, my dea
" pest suited to the psychology

conventions i1 pursuit of

to support mysell.

that if I marry this girl,

and support me till T depart from this wretched world.
by my parents (who is richer than t

put to innumerable difficulties.
* 1 do not know what to do.

The customs of @ community are the
r boy. Generally,
and circumsiances of

seldom pays to defy the conventions,

This is particularly sO with regard
many countries, Auntie has known headsirong yout

what they supp
d to yepent thir rashness.

matters, 1 thought it
flend her a

and rascality. Her love is so stubborn that she is pini

now almost a bloodless leech. She is
on her school lessons, and is always loitering
When 1 think of all this,

unable to concen
outside her house,
1 cannot resist her love.

is almost ¢om
in love with me, who is
1 have never exchanged
his girl, but she loves me

pleted.

marry the girl of their
ated me beyond measure.

1 would

I have no employment,

wise to break it off with
nd make her hate me,
orst slights
ng away, and is
trate her mind
in the

she will be faithful to me,

But if I refuse
he other), I will be

Dear Auntie, give your opinion on

yesult of the experience~of

such customs are the ones
the community. In
except for the best

to marriage-conveniions. In

osed to be happiness.

hs who defied the

Nearly
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Among your people, it is the custom for parents to
arrange marriages, and your letter makes it obvious
that the custom is & wise one.

All over the world, young girls develop hysterical
passions, founded on fancy. Young men often succumb
to the glamour and drama of such a devotion. Your
letter shows that you do not love the girl. How can
you, when you do not really know her. You are merely
Jfascinated by thz extremity cf her passion.

You belong to a community who get married in
their teens, hence the wise provision that parents should
protect their children from wayward fancics. If you
wish to enjoy the privileges of other communities, who
Sfollow their own fancy in marriage, you must also
accebt the penalties of such arrangements. Members of
communities, who choose their own brides, cannot
usually afford to marry until they are thirty yearsof age.

Daisy (Coonoor). ‘It is very cold this time of the
year. When sitting in the house of an evening, my
knees always feel chilly. Please suggest a remedy for
this.” Find a young man, my dear, and get him to sit
on them.

Secret Society (Madras), So you want a recipe for
invisible ink, or suggestions for some other means of
communicating secretly with your companions? Auntie
thinks that the most secret way of coummunicating with
your friends would be by means of advertisements in the
personal column of a certain local periodical. No one
ever reads it.

Mother's Help (Rangoon). If you want to give your
mother a surprise for her birthday, why not present her
with a box of cheroots? Choose the sort that have fire-
works concealed in the middle. When the first one
goes off with a bang, it will be a lovely surprise.

Henry (Solon). To relieve the pain caused by
in-growing toe-nails, cut neat holes in all your shoes, so
that the toes will protrude. Then suspend the shoes
around your neck by means of the shoe-laces, and walk
in comfort,

A Lover (Ceylon). “‘ There is a relation of my
uncle’'s in Southern India, a girl fifteen years of age,
whom I love and want to marry. She isin a convent-
school, and this year will pass her I1II Form. I want
to stop her studies this year, as I have passed only the
IV Form. I am in touch with her brother, who is in
a college. She is in India, and I am in Ceylon, and I
want to know how to convince her of my love. 1 also
want to convince her brother, whom she will meet when
they both go home for their vacation. How can I make
her stop her studies?”

You set me a difficult problem, dear boy. Unless
you have a private wireless-station, it is not easy for
you, in Ceylon, to communicate convincingly with the
girl or her brother, who are in India. As your
messenger is not a Mercury, but a prosaic postal peon,
yowur best hope of carrying conviction is by equally
prosaic proposals. Write to the brother, and tell him
straightforwardly what material sacrifices you are
prepared to make, and what provision you can offer the
girl. If your proposals are attractive, and the girl is
Jfond of you, she may be willing to give up her edgtcation
and marry you. Unless you can prove your sincerity
by some such concrete offer, you can hardly expect the
girl to abandbn her studies. Whichever way the matter
turns out, Auntie wishes you every happiness,
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Curiosity (Penang). “1 did not think you would
be as smart as all that, in your previous answer. You
made one little slip, but it did not matter, for it made
me laugh. Now tell me what you understand by tong-
kangs, tong-kats, and Orang-Putehs”  Really, dear
boy, how could you be so cruel, not enly to Auntie, but
to all her readers in distant places who have never heard
of a kriss, a kompong, and all the other funny things
you have, way down in the Straits ? However, dear
Nephew, all the things you mention may be enccuntered
during a visit to Penang. Travellers land frem the

harbour in a tong-kang, refresh themselves after the h

fatigue of the journey in a tong-kat, and then go sight-
seeing. If they visit the Zoo, they are sure to see an
Orang-Puteh...... but on the same side of the bars as
themselves. And now it is Auntie’s turn. What do YOU
understand by a * Jabberwock', a‘ Pobble’, and a ‘ Slithy
Tove'? Tt is quite a fair question, because all these terms
appear in the works of a well-known English poet.

Bicycle (Jullundur). “1 bought a bicycle for my
little boy two years ago. I have extended the draw-bars
to their greatest length, but even so the bicycle is getting
too small for him. What should I do?” As you
cannot enlarge the bicycle to fit the boy, my dear sir,
why not cut down the boy to fit the bicycle?

Clerk (Circumlocution Office).
the piles of letters you receive every day are a dreadful
nuisance.
large basket, and throw all the letters into it, unopened.
Now and again, of course, people will send you indignant
requests for a reply, but if these also go into the basket
unopened, they will not cause any inconvenience. How-
ever, you must be careful to maintain a register of all
letters received, and this will convince inspecting officers
of the efficiency of the office. Every six months, empty
the basket, and deal with such letters as still seem to
require a reply. ‘The beauty of this system is that in six
months most letters bave answered themselves, The
circumstances under which they were written no longer
exist, or the sender is dead, or something.

Inexperienced (Rawalpindi). Auntie is sorry to
hear that your hushand did not give you any housekeep-
ing-money last week. Yes, my dear, soldiers are paid
weekly. It appears that it rained four days last week
and your husband told you that soldiers are not paid for

‘rainy days. Auntie does not think that rainy days are the

cause of the trouble: it is more likely to be wet nights.
Apprentice {Howrah). You send me the following
extract from railway regulations: *‘When trains
moving in opposite directions are approaching each other
on separate lines, drivers will be required - to bring their
respective trains to a halt before the point of meeting,
and be careful not to proceed till each train has passed
the other.” You want to know what you should do if
you are one of the drivers in question. Auntie thinks
that the only thing to do is to build a rest-house beside
the line, and settle down there until you have reached

" pensionable age. The passengers will be able to walk to

their destination.

Curiosity (Penang). What, are you still puzzling -

about the Pobble and the Slithy Toves? Let Auntie
quote you a line:
e, Everyone knows
That a Pobble is better without his toes,”
Now have you got it ?

e ———

Auntie agrees that -

The best thing you can do is to procure a .

- QNEENR

By Ram Saran Sharma

- S Indra bent before the big family safe she espied
a nicely wrapped package.

Indra’s grandfather haddied a few days before
and she was now the only living member of the family—
an heiress to a huge fortune. She was hardly out of her
teens and yet was beautiful with big Eastern eyes, a
creamy skin and the face of a Diapa. She had rushed
home on hearing of her grandpa’s death. .

Out of idle curiosity Indra unwrapped the package
and she saw a brass disc. Her curiosity was aroused.
She peeped into it as she saw some writing on it.

The writing ran:—

“The great sage Vogmitra told me that in
consequence of a sin of mine, a curse would run in
the family. The curse is that he whom my heirs
love will suffer. The curse will be most intense in
the seventh generation when the object of love will
die. The seventh descendant can redeem it by
doing a pious act, when the writing shall be effaced.

But alas she will be a lonely girl who will lose
her father and brothers when young. To her is left
the act of atonement.”

Indra stood still and thought. A lonely girl......
a lonely girl......the words seemed to hammer themselves
into her ears. Was she not lonely? Had she not lost
her. father and brothers when quite young?

She shuddered at the very idea of the curse, Her
fover to.die} God ! '

*. Indra called the old chowkidar whowas present at
her grandfather’s death. '
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She shuddered at the very idea of the curse,
Her fover to die! God! ;

“ Dhani Singh, did Grandpa say anything about me
when he died ?”" she asked with evident anxiety in her
voice.

* Nothing, Huzoor,"” replied Dhani Singh," absolu.
tely nothing.” :
" The chowkidar bowed bis head. He felt sorry for
er.
Indra was silent. Strange, that he had said nothing.
* Did he say nothing ? "’ she asked.
““No, nothirg particalar;” said the chowkidar,

“ only, master appeared to be in great grief and said, ‘ The
great family will end’.”

Alone, Indra sat thinking. She had no doubt now
that she was the seventh heir referred to. That was why
her grandpa had said that the family would end.

She owed a duty to the family. Could she not do
something to remove the curse ?

Suddenly she got up. She put the disc in her bag.
Her mind was made up.

II

Indra sat at her desk, a famous woman now. Her

name was ringing through the country as the most chari- -

table woman,

Hundreds of students owed their study to her
charity. Dispensaries were run at her expense. Widows
were fed by her bounty. She had done something,

A servant entered with a card. .

The visitor was Mr. Amar Nath. * There is abso-
lutely no arrangement for primary education of poor
children. Something ought to be done,” he said.

v
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“ Yes, what do you propose?” asked Indra.
“1 propose to start a fund.”
. ow much do you think you will require 2"
“ About fifty-thousand.”
“ Well, I shall give you that,” said Indra calmly,

Mr. Amar Nath-gasped. To give away such a big
sum! Good Heavens! She must be worth millions to be
giving away so much. However, it was a good day’s
work,

He said, “ You are noble. You will earn the lasting
gratitude of the poor by this act of genercsity......”

The moment Mr. Amar Nath left, she took out
the brass disc with trembling hands. Rubbing her
moist eyes she scanned the v
disc. The ominous script
was still there.

With a moan
buried her face

Indra
in her

hands and gave herself up -~ ?
to a burst of tears. l

Y
N
\QJ\\

What was she expected
todo?

I

Years passed. Indra was
living at Hardwar in a
hut. She had not married,
for, did she not know the
terrible curse? Proposals
for marriage had come by
the hundreds but she had
rejected them all. Her
looks were poisoned, she
was fated to suffer and be
an outcast from the king-
dom of love.

And here she was trying
to wash off her curse by
acts of piety.

Hundreds of sadhus were
fed at her place every day.

She bathed in the Ganges,
ate little and was all day
long worshipping the Gods.

It was evening. The

great mahant Jagan Nath
Giri had ccme to see Indra,

He was told that she was
praying and would come
out to see him after that,
He waited.

Indra bowed before him.

*God bless you,” said the
old Sanyasi, “why have
you taken to such a hard
life ‘at your age, my
child?”

%6
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Indra felt a surging pity for this poor
* forlorn child, :

“ Maharaj, ” said Indra, * one must wash away one §3
. "n
sins. o

“ Su‘gely your sins cannot be so great,.," said ':‘
Sanyasi © You have atoned by your prayers.

“Is it a pious act?”
¢ . . . . '.’
“Indeed it is, worship of God is the most pious..«;

Indra was not listening again. Ilope gleamed in
her heart.

Trembling, hesitant,

Indra took out the di’f";’iﬁ
And then gave a moan. '

[
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The writing was still there.
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Indra came out of
shop.

There were dark c1rcl&%
under her dreamy, meléﬂ*,‘fé

choly eyes.’ i

A child's cry attractedy
Indra. It wasa dirty look
ing underfed weakling
Indra_turned to go. Buts
something stopped her. Het?
heart melted within her. =

“Why do you cry, ™V

4.

child?” 7

7

Frag o

b

~“My dollie, he snatched
it away. ’ :

.4

i

4

- “Who?” asked Indr#?
tenderly. The child point:
ed in one direction. Indré:
took him up and wiped P‘Q‘F
tearsaway with her kerchwjf'ﬁg

4
(13

That was my only 0R&"
I can’t buy another. 1 hﬁ?’;;
no money. My, papa anc.
mama are dead. :

~ Indra felt a surging pity
for this poor forlorn ¢ i e(i
Her eyes filled. She pullec
out her purse. Lo

As she-put her pand in,
she felt the brass disc:
trembled as she remem T
the curse and took it 0ute

And as she lopked at Av
she saw thers was 10
writing on it ! ol

fit of ecstacy:jndsa
CO}:I:& the b“hldew’d“
child with kisses, ~FeF
tears fell, ‘Ber face.( '{‘«'

“ THE ADMIRABLE RAMU "

By ‘THEA’

66 ]RAMU! Isay, Ramu! Oh-h—! ‘Where the h—1
arz you? Ramu!"

* Coming, sir, coming.”

“ Ramu! I say, Ramu!l [ am d—d if I won't sack
‘him straightaway.”

“Coming, sir, coming,”

“1{ say, what do you mean by keeping me waiting
like this? Don’t you know I am dining out?”

“ Yes, sir, the dhobs has just come.”

% The dhobi just come? What has that gpt to do
with this?”

“Sorry, sir, but he was just telling me that he has
lost your dress shirt.”

. 'We, Iyengars, are a long suffering race. Suﬂ’eranqe
is our badge or something as somebody said. But this
nearly got my goat, set my teeth on edge, you know
what, Here was Gopal Iyengar, the last of an illustrious
race, with a date with the fairest lady in all Madras,
faced with a cataclysm. A bright idea flashed in my

mind. ‘ - _ -
* Oh, well, it doesn’t really matter. We have that
spare shirt.” ’

 “Tam afraid, sir, we have lost that too. You
know, sir, after the party with Miss—"—ahem—-—Mlster
Florence White—, yes sir, very well, sir.

“Now, don’t stand gaping there like an old aunt.
1 mist be. off .in five minutes, Ask the driver
to get the car ready; and, is the bath hot?”

“Yes, sir, but I presume Stencer’s are closed just
now, sir.” -

“What has Stencer’s got to do with my bath ?”

“1 presume it is too late, sir, to buy a new shirt.”

* Do you mean to say Ihaven't a shirt to put on
this evening? ™’ .

To put it mildly, I collapsed. At 7 P.M. no one
expects any reputable shop to be open, or fair dames to
sell dress-shirts. And without a dress-shirt I —I might as

well have thought of appearing in His Majesty’s Box at
Ascot without a top-hat, or shaking hands with—
 Mussolini with a top-haton. A-soft voice broke the

 silence.

&', '“If I may suggest, sir?”

*“' - Silence, dead silence,

/%1 believe 40 is your size, sir, and collar 17. I

iave a shirt ready for you, sir.” ‘

: fieh,Ramu. Pity you.were n?t an ambassador: or

-4 Hia ] That is something. You are a jewel among

“Not at all, sir,if I may take the liberty. My
uncle who was Ambassador at the Court of the Nawab
of Ohore used to tell me...... :

‘“ Never mind the Nawab, but where did you get
this shirt from ?”

“ From Mr. Sitaram, sir.”

* But he is not in town.”

*“No, sir, but his bearer is,”*

* Oh well, where’s the beastly thing ?”’

* In the dressing room, sir.”

Well, well, so far, honesty has been the sheet-anchor
of the Petupati Iyengars. But here was I, not in false
feathers, or false light, but actually in a borrowed shirt,

to say the:least, that is.
* * *

I must say, I was up rather early the next morning.
Only ten-ish, when Ramu rattled about with the tea
things and woke me up.

* Well, Ramu, what date is it ?”
“ Twenty-sixth, sir.”
* Oh, well, is it Sunday?”
* No, sir, Monday.”
 Well, well, where are the papers? Any letters ?"
“No letters, sir, but your aunt Kamala called, sir.”
“Oh hell! When?”
“ At 4 p. M. yesterday, sir.”
“Did she expect me to be at home at 4 p.m. on a
working day? Oh these women!”
" “Exactly, sir. I told her that you were out, sir.”
“Good man, Ramu. Did she say anything?”

* Nothing very much, but I géthered she was a little
annoyed, sir. There was a gentleman with her, tall,
oldish-looking, with diamonds in his ears. ” :

* Oh, Ramu, that is a parasite, a vampire, a veri-
table blood-sucker. Next time you meet him, shoot him
down Ramu, and earn.the gratitude of the Petupati
Iyengars, a rade that never forgets.”

. Very well, sir. But your aunt wanted to come in-
and wait but the old g”f,ntleman was rather in a hurry,
and took her away, sir. <« !

”

“ Gyeet are the uses Of......, Ofueevesy Ofvverns?
“ Adversity, sit.” o
*“ Right you are, Ramu.. Imagine my coming homs

on a working ddy and meeting his face, in' addition to
Aunt Kamala’s! You know he wants to ruin mpl” ..
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“Indeed, sir?" Slightly suggestive, slightly polite.
“He wants to kill me !”
“ Yes, sir.”
* He wants to massacre me.”
*Yes, sir.”
*1 shall tell you all about it in detail later ; but you
know he has a daughter. Susi—Susi—"
L] . [y}
Susila, sit.
* Oh, yes, Susila, Deon't seem to have seen her.”
“No, sit? A very pretty girl, sir.”
* Right ho Ramu!”

“Yes, sir. Lunch will be ready at one, sir.”

To say the least, I did not like the proposition. It is
all very well to speak of Petupati Iyengars, and all that,
even if we have to speak of such things in the midst of
Gopal'’s delicious dishes——Gopal, you know, hereditary
cook of aunt Kamala. But, dash it all, one is not going
to marry just to please other people.

I rang the bell. No response.
I rang again. Ramu appeared.

“I say, Ramu, this isn't decent of you at all. You
know your grandfather worked under my grandfather.”

“ Yes, sir.”

* And dash it all, can’t you switch some brains on
to the matter?”

4 - .

_ Itis arather difficult and complicated matter, sir,
calling for a very judicious and tactful judgment based
on immense and all-comprehending knowledge of human
nature—a matter, sir, which I, with all the hereditary
training received in your family cannot hope to solve in

a manner _lilff,ly to cause satisfaction in any measure or
quarter, sir.

“ Right ho Ramu!”
* Yes, sir, lunch will be ready at one-thirty, sir.”
Funny man, Ramu. Can’t understand him at all,

The next two days wore off vfairly lightly except for

an occasional telephone call from aunt Kamala, which,.

as usual, Ramu tackled to mutual satisfaction.

The third day when I was nibbling the crust of a
bread, Ramu came in with a letter,

“Well, well, we all have our calamities. Nothing
like courage. A smiling brow on a—a—well, well. If

aunt ‘Kamalaﬂ comes, you may tell her I have gone to
Pondicherry. y

* Yes, sir.”
“ And look up the trains, and keep my bags ready,”

As the bloke said, there is a divinity or something

which—er—well, well. I should have hated to marry old

Narayana Iyengar’s daughter. Never mind his one lakh
dowry.. Petupatis had always independence of character.
1t all happened thus.

28

After a week at Pondi, 1 foined the local club.

After a week of joining the club I met one Saraswathi, a
nice girl, pretty, one that paragoned description and
wild fame, one that excelled the quirk of blazing pens,
and all that. Well, you know, we were partners at
tennis, and being partners in a big tournament we got
pretty close together. And you know. After a fort-
night, I had to leave hurriedly for Madras as aunt
Kamala was very insistent on my coming back.

“Ramu! Is my grey suit ready?”
“ Yes, sir. Two gentlemen called sir.”

“Well, I can’t waste my time on subscription

hunters. I’m never at home to them.”

“They said they would call again, sir. Rather
insistent, this type of people, sir.”

“But I tell you I'm not at home.”

“ Ver‘y well, sir, but I gathered from their talk that
they belonged to the legal profession, sir.”

“ W-w-what do you mean ?”

“They were rather loud, sir, for gentlemen. And
they didn't seem to believe me, sir, when I told ’t’hem that
you were out. Regular Dodson and Fogg, sir,

“Oh, hell! The Shylock! The Barabbas!”
“ A lakh of rupees, I believe,sir. Avaricious people,
Sir."

“ Rack your nut, Ramu, There's a good old soul.”
“ Thank you, sir. If I may suggest?”
(13 Yw? 2
“ You might settle your matter for 80,000, sir."
“ But I haven't got a bean, and what I get, I get

after squeezing that Brahma Press of aunt Kamala.
Have you ever squeezed a Brahma Press ?”

* * No, sir.”
“Don’t.” ;
* No, sir, I haven't studied chemistry.”
“ Very well, very well.”

* 60,000 might do, sir, The learned gentlemen did -

not appear altogether unreasonable, sir.”

*Not a pie. Which is the nearest way to Adyar
Beach?”

“I shouldn't be so desperate, sir ?”’
“What else can a Petupati do?”
[ .

Marry her, sir, and save your money.”

/

_“Marry her? Marry her! Is it Ramu that is speak- -
ing? Marry an unknown girl? Marry her? 1 am.

disappointed in you.”

“ She is an Iyengar too, sir. Keeps a car. Very
beautiful, and wellbred. After ajl, sir, once. you gek
married, aupt Kamala cangot kebp your money any-’
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ionger, sir. 1f I may say so, the P.&O.s best shx;;u rlxi
sailing in a fortnight’s time, SIr. 1 am suref aunt
Kamala will be disappointed sir, if you do , not fa
with her wishes. A forceful personality, sir. .

Y etupati is con-
Forceful, yes. But not where a P

cerned. Never’ mind, I shall sacrifice old Narayzlxlnaé
Iyengar’s lakh. Justto spite %unt Kamala. See tha
you invite her for the wedding.

Wedding all over. My Tennis-partner bride gone
in to change. Comes Ramu with a letter:

Madras,
25'5‘34‘.
My dear Son-in-Law,

After all, God's will must be done. My desire
on earthe, to s’ee my daughter wedded to a Petupati
has been fulfilled.  Your mother-in-law and myself

etc., etc. etc.
Your affectionate

Father-in-law,

NARAYANA IYENGAR.

P. S. Herewith enclosed is a cheque for one lakh.
“Ramu!”
“Yes, sir.”’

“you double-dyed villain.”

“ Yes, sir.”

“vou knew it all the time.”

“1 had, indeed, my doubts, sir.”
“ Right! ho! Ramu.”

“ Very well, sir.”

“1 say, Ramu.”

“ Yes, sir.”

“Isay!”

“ Yes, sir.”

“When does ** Queen Mary " sail?”

“On the 28th, sir. A saloon has been reserved
for Mr. and Mrs. Petupati Iyengar. Here is the con-
firmation card, sir.”

“Can you make a 1,000 note when you see it Y
1 shall endeavour my best, sir.”

“Try this. Don't try to cash it at Narayana
Iyengar’s bank.”

“ Thank you, sir.”



The

Vicar and His Novel

]BY ¢ TEDDY BEAR’)

YOU,D better hurry up,” said Marion for the
fourth time. “"Mr.. Dooley must be waiting
three times fo?NiOL}c.d His man has already been Lere
you about?” at do you think he could have called

[
How can 1 tell you what's on a Vicar’s mind ? "

I put all the speed possible in chew
down the forty-five prawns put before
the Rev. J. Dooley’s bungalow.

ing and gulping
me, and repaired to

He was sprawling on a sof ir, i

a-chair, in hi i
room, and appeared to be in high s’pilritsh * Idralwmg-
thought he had perfected some invention for r.ea ot

hundred and twenty years wi i ching one
" ithout takin,
being born a hundred and twenty y. grsﬂ:; :lri:l:ble oi

greeted me in a very livel
> y mood, almost

ﬁg Iignd chﬂ" _my \v}vrxst, oﬁ}sred me a cigar and vggggg:g

achair. Visions of a fat fee, fo

e te r
thing or other, rose before my eyes ;’ quartzoérflevslilried
?:v;) ;\:;tz r?o;obré?des, shilling Coronas and a hollisdzf;
' oate ore my eyes, o i 1
sudden and rather unusual resa,mark.n ' to disappear by his

113
You see, Mr. W .
novel.” " alton, Tam going to write a

The devil you are,” I thought to myself, This

was most unexpected. . :

in his line. pe Snake-chapming would be more
“1 see. What T

I asked. at can Ido in this important affajr ;"

"

i Jwant you to go over t
wx{h 'me, and discuss it hien pli(t)st
entirety,” he explained. *Whe
you think a change should be maée
I shall be glad to arrange the texi
accord‘lngly. There is going to be
no fiction, no impossible and fantastic
ideas in this—ah—romarce; every-
thing is going to be true to life and
within possibility. After the work
15 over, you know, the usyal
remuneration will be awaiting you.”

“ All right, Mr. Dool )
the plot and the lot.’o' ¥, let’s hear

[13
The romance begins i
rom at
Lancg.shlre,’ he unfolded. Wigan,
“What a place for a romance!”

“Why' do ybu th' .
never start in Wigan rl}:k romances

- 80

*Not that they don’t
they shouldn’t.”y on't, but

“And wh .
they " y shouldn't

(1Y
Because Wigan is
enough to drive one to seek

a divorce; moreover, in - :

noyel-writing, France
Switzerland, the Alps, Italy,
and_ especially Austria ané
Spain are the chief places
or romance.”

[1]

And why Austria and
Sp‘a:m, especially ?”

Because that’s wh
have the Viennes;V :irgehz;e
and tl’xe Spanish Moons’
Haven’t you heard that ali
the loye songs are about
the Nights in Vienna, for
instance Good Night
Vzegma; and the Moon in
Spain, for instance ‘ Meet
me where the Spanish

Moon comes ‘g o
the elms '? Buf’_e_fgmg o'er

. A{l& you are wonderfyl,
R. alton,” sighed the
ev. ] Dooley, perhaps

thinki "
dal;lsl-(lng of his’old romantic

- nights are calling, calling you and me,

“But,” I continued, *'it would look very silly if one
sang ' Meet mie under the Madrasee Moon, or Bombay
when the dew 18
Falling,’ etc., etc., because there is no dew in Bombay ;
and one cannot be too chummy under " the Moon in
Madras—the cops there are very watchful. Then again
there would be no sense in_a song starting_ with Sh_e 18
dreaming of Lancashire, where her lover 18 left be{unt?.
‘because now-a-days every girl when getting ma;rxed is
very watchful and cautious, and the poor lover' or
husband has no chance whatsoever, of being ‘left behind,
or to remain behind, especially in a place hke‘ Lanca-
shire. All this goes to prove that romance has its home
on the Continent and your little mpdern romance _wxll
have very little chance of success if it starts in Wigan.
Nobody will ever read your book beyond the first page if
the fomance starts in Wigan. .

“ But I should like to keep the characters purely
English," he protested, greatly aggrieved.

“All right; then say that the romance starts at
Dinklesburg—you know the small village, ten miles from
here. Nobody knows where Dinklesburg is, so the
readers will not question your choice of place. Pray

proceed.”
“ Well, there is a rich farmer.”

““Rich farmer you said, Mr. Dooley 1A

“Yes.”

“ Cut it out, cut it out; you gr9531y forget the taxes;
“there is-no rich farmer now-a-days.’

“ All yight, we shall say there is a farmer, named

' “Whiteley, who has three daughters.”

“ Three daughters! Preposterous, Mr. Dooley,” 1
protested. ** In these days of depression, when prices of
whisky and baccy are so high, and that of farm-produce so
Jow, no man will ever have three daughters, especially
a farmer. Three bouncing boys will be of more use
about the farm. But three daughters ] 1! No-no-no, you'll
have to cut it out altogether.” .

“ Do you mean Mr. Walton, that a farmer never has
three daughters?”

“ Eggs—act—lee. Notonly he doesn’t, but he won't.”

“Won't what ?”
“ Have three daughters.” )
“ But you have three daughters, Mr. Walton?”

“But I am not a farmer,” 1 apologised, * moreover,
my daughters were born much before the price of whisky
went up, before we owed to America, before we apolxshed
the Gold Standard, and before Excise-duty was imposed
on steel, sugar and matches. Later on I would never

bave had three daughters.”
“go what do you suggest?”

]. Dooley. ] |
imit,”’ ted. “In a

% Two daughters ate the limit, I suggested.
; bsolutely essential, as
onally e raales bot f them fall in love

“oceasionally the author makes both 0
- with the same man.

[
+

g0

asked the Rev.

“ Byt how can two girls fall in love with the same
man now-a-days,” enquired the Rev. ]. Dooley, * there is
more likelihood of one girl falling in love with four men,”

“ You mean, on account of the present-dz,;.,y scarcity
of the members of the male sex in the world ? " T asked.

“No, not that,” he explained, “but because one
fellow may have a car, the other a motor-boat, the third
one may be handsome, and the fourth one may have a
large bank-balance.”

“I stand corrected, Mr. Dooley ; I never thought of
that. Pray proceed.”

“Well, so we shall let this man Whiteley have two
daughters, Now, in the same village where Whiteley

"lives there are two young men. Harry is rich, handsome,

well-educated, but a wastrel, a wrecker of homes, a girl-
enticer, a liar, a lady-killer, a complete moral-wreck and a
breaker of hearts. But he is so fascinating and can act
so well that he will disarm the most suspicious and
cautious girl in a minute. The other man, Tom, is
plain-looking, uneducated, works on his father's farm, is
honest, kind, generous, hard-working, frank and open as
the Sun, sympathetic, aman who sings at his work,~—but
poor. Now, both the Whiteley girls are very beautiful.”

“No—no, Mr. Dooley, this is very silly. A farmer
can never have two beautiful daughters. One alone
must be beautiful, and the other plain. Now if a count,
an earl, a Government Secretary, of a Member of Parlia-
ment were in question, it would be quite proper to say
;hat he had two beautiful daughters, but not so with a

armer.

“ Do you mean to say, Mr. Walton, that all lords,
counts, earls, Government Secretaries, or Members of
Parliament have beautiful daughters?”

“ Decidedly,” 1said; *have you ever read ‘The
plain daughter of the third Earl of Binkoo is on a visit
to Switzerland,’ or, ‘ the clever but ugly-looking-daughter
of Mr. Jayson, M. P. for Easom, is convalescing at the
Riviera,” or, ‘the youngest and cock-eyed daughter of
Mr. Boog-goo, the Finance Minister, has taken up
aviation"?" 4

“No, I have never,” agreed the Rev. J. Dooley.

“There you are,” I said, “and even when these
earls' or M.P.'s daughters are married, you will read in
the papers: ‘ The bride looked charming in a gown of
beige Crepe-de-Chine,’ or, ‘the beautiful bride was given
away by her uncle, the 365th Count of Dinklesburg,’
or, :the lovely bride was supported by her maiden-aunt,’
etc.”

“I see the point now.”

“Yes, but don't sit on it,” I almost said in a whisper;
“ pray continue.

~ “ Now this beautiful girl falls in love with the poor
but horiest young man, Tom.”

“No, impossible,” I said, “ now-a-days, beautiful
girls never fall in love with poor but honest men who sing
at their work. :

“ Why impossible; Mr. Walton? *
' I




“ What a question to put ! In the first place because
. hese poor people who sing at their work get the sack,
sooner or later.”

* Why is that so? "

“ Because they sing at their work. Moreover if a
beautiful girl marries a poor man how will she get her
hair bobbed, dyed, waved, shingled or Eton-cropped?
‘Where will she get money for paint, rouge, powder, and
scent? And how will she get her face ‘lifted " ?”

“Why get her face ‘lifted’?”

“ Qo as not to Jower her prestige. It is essential
that this beautiful girl should fall in love with the rich,
handsome breaker of hearts.

“ And why?" persisted the Rev. J. Dooley.

“There is no sense in a romance unless the girl
18
breaks her heart.

“ And pray why is that so?”

“Why ? Because, unless a girl breaks her heart, she

doesn't get any sense knocked into her head; besides

what's the good of having a heart unless it breaks?
According to modern ideals the girl should fall in
love with the rich fellow, and scorn the 'advances of the
poor but honest man. Proceed, please.’

“Then this rich fellow,” continued the Rev.
J. Dooley, * proposes to the girl that they should elope,
and get married, because his father would never hear of
his marrying a farmer’s daughter. He arfanges every-
thing one night, and instructs his chauffeur to keep the
car ready, under the evergreen tree, in the back-lawn,
at about eleven pm. At the time arranged, when her
parents are supposed to be fast asleep, the girl meets her
lover, and they start on their secret trip. Somehow, the
girl’s father wakes up, understands the whole situation
in a flash, takes his speed-roadster out, and follows the
eloping couple, after telephoning the police.”

“ No—no, this is absolutely absurd, Mr. Dooley.”
“ Absurd ? Absurd ? You don’t say so, Mr, Walton?”

“1do. Because modern fathers never chase elop-
ing daughters, nor do they communicate with the police.”

“Then the whole thing will have to be changed?”

“ Yes, you must write that while the girl is eloping
with her lover, she urges the driver to hurry up, and
drive fast, as there is a possibility of being chased by her
father. Hearing this, the driver turns round in his seat,
and stopping the car, informs her that she need not worry
about that, because her father has heavily tipped him to
see that the elopement is successful.

“Tut, tut, Mr. Walton, it's not going to be s<;
ridiculous as all that?

“ Nothing ridiculous about that,” T assured him;
“your’s is a moderx’x' romance; the modern reality, there-
fore, must be there.

“ Yes, but what about the mother?” asked the Rev.
j. Dooley; «“doesn’t she eat her heart out, when she hears
of this outrage, this—ah—elopement ?
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“Oh, no,no, NO; when she hears that her elder .

daughter has eloped successfully, she looks about her to
see if she can get hold of another goof, who will run
away with her younger daughter.”

* Now, this sounds very silly.” -
(13 . "
But such is modern romance,

* And the father?”

“Why, the next morning the chauffeur telephones
to say that the elopement has been successful, and the
pair have arrived salely at the destination. Hearing this
the father heaves a sigh of relief, decides to treat himself
to an extra quart of the finest whisky that evening, takes

up the morning-paper, and cuddles up on the sofa, like
one bereft of all cares.”

“Ah, you are wonderful, Mr. Walton,” sighed the
Rev. J. Dooley.

“Thank you, you may continue now,” I said. .

[

Well, they marry at the Registrar’s, and the
honeymoon starts, They stay at one of the finest hotels,
say, Hotel de Grenville. The young man gives a grand
dinner to all the hotel residents, and champagne flows

like water.”
“You can't say that, Mr. Dooley.”
* Can't say what?” . .
*That champagne flows like water.””
*And pray, why can’t 1"

“Because if you say that, the Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer will come to know that there are some people

who can still afford to make champagne flow like water,-

and then in the next budget we shall have some more
taxes.”

“ Ah, you are very clever, Mr. Walton,”

* And while you are about the dinner, don't forgef
to say something about the food, as well,” I suggested.

“Quite so, quite so,” agreed the Rev. J. Dooley, “to

start with, I can say ' Ye Olde Englise Roast Beef’ is -

served.”

“What? English roastbeef? Pre
posterous,
Mr.. Dooley ! Who has ever heard of English people
sitting down to a dinner of English roast-beef ?*

N t;‘Po you mean to say that English people never eat
a

“ No, never : besides there's no sense in English people
consuming English roast-beef. Now if there were a

German, French or a Swiss family, thi d
guite different.” mily, things would be

“Then what should I say?” asked the vicar.

"
You must show them eating Italian Gorgonzola,
German sausages, Swiss rolls, Brazilian corned-beef,
Canadian salmon, or Australian bacon.”

“ﬁ&h, wonderful, Mr. Walton, I like Australian
bacon.

“ Or Italian spaghetti, Madras chutney or ish
pickled onions,” 1 concluded, e Span

(Continued on page 36)

" Time.’

‘world as a show-case.

(14 AVE a cigarette, Sekar.”
T passed him the stationery.

“No, thanks. I've given up
smoking.” :

“ Now tell me about her.”

“ How did you guess it,old lad?"

“ pgychology.”

“ Kamala and I parted brass rags.”

“When?"

“ Yesterday 5.17 p.m. Madras

(14 Why ? ”

“ Because I had the courage to tell
her that her jewels exhibited her to the

“Then?"”

“‘That in her orange saree, she
reminded me of a blazing sun-set.”

“ Nothing wrong, so far as I can see.”

~“ Ghe took the first as a compliment

and the second as an insult. She told
me to wear smoked glasses and if I thought I would
insult her any further, I was jolly well mistaken.”

“ Then she gave you a piece of her mind?”
[13 . e ”
A sizable piece.

* You all the while behaved like a, miérOphone and
let her rip?

“ By the flute of Krishna, no! I gave it her hot.”
“ She then gave you the raspberry ?”

“She sizzled a bit, told me as long as she was a
student of Queen Mary's College, she would. have nothing
to do with me and went away in full sail.”

“ You've given up smoking and what else ? "%

“Don't be idiotic. Rally round your chum of boy-

. bood memories and pull me through this mess.’

* I can, provided you're economical with rhetoric.”
% % 3What do you mean?" -
* If you want to land Kamala home, forget that you

are.a simile-monger.”™ -

. “‘I‘ mmdo” o
Study her peychiologically. i
oo getm?k?ﬁﬁlly Sort out her likes and

A. T. MacNaughten Thomas

“I"get you but T'wonder how this is
going to get me Kamala,”

** Get hold of her younger brother
and her maid-servant and pump out of
them Kamala's favourites.

“Will T be helping you if T men-
tion that Maurice Chevalier is her
favourite film-star and mauve her
favourite colour?”

* Not by a long shot. Go about your
job t carefully, Collect data and
forward them to the Intelligence
Department.”

“ The problem is, how to get them
round.”

“ A mouth-organ and a saree will do
the trick.” ,

* Meanwhile, how am I to nurse tEx’e'

good old heart ? It has got the ‘pip .
By “Take a spot of Seneca.”
“92227 "

“ A Greek philosopher, ydu muff,
not a herbal drink.”

“ What else ?”
“ Breakfast on aspirin.”
* Thanks.”

_ Eleven days later Sekar rolled in to roll out
his report. Within five minutes I learnt from him that
thp task of Sisyphus was child’s play in comparison
with the job of hanging round the youngster and the

maid-servant for data. Sekar’s memorandum, when
submitted for circulation, can be analysed thus.

Miss J. P. KAMALA

- Favourite Abomination
Film-star .. Maurice Chevalier Mae West
Colour o Mauve ..’ Scarlet
Sweets ... Chocolate ver Jilebi
Vegetables ... Tomato ... Brimjal
Fruits ... Orange oo Jack-fruit
Science ... Botany ... Economics
Authors ... Marie Corielli ... Virginia Woolf -
Precious stones ... Emerald .. Nil
Pets ... Parrot ..o Cat
‘Ornament «. Slave-bangle ... Anklet
Perfumes ... Lavender v« Jasmine

Things Feminine Flowers
Hohbies ... Philately
Games s Tennis

(1) Hail‘-pins
... Painting

T e BGSket'ball



The list fairly enabled me to sum up Kamala,

[ S .
; ekar, old boy, your girl seems to me to be a lady
0 remarlfable tastes. In boiling down your report, it
resolves into one significant indication. You not’ice,

there are two of her favourite thi
C ings which come
one head—Things Botanical.” sader

[ 1Y
Tomatoes and oranges?”

(13
No, no, no! You're miles out in
prablem. In your chart, we find Kag:&rcig::zpnzfstgz
botany and flowers.  ‘ Science’ and ¢ Things Feminine’
are on a higher plane than fruits and vegetables, you’ll
agree. Further, botany and flowers are relative."'

113
Do you suggest that botan
! y books should be
showered on her ? Must | ever talk of petals, stamens
calyxes, sepals and such rubbish in my wooing ? *’ ’

4% .
Sho-0-0-0. Give me a chance, Botany will only

appeal t0 her mind. Whereas flower i
Kamala at many angles." s will touch

13 . .
Like isobar or cross-bar or whatever it is called,
The temperature-line, you know, that touches the good
old wor.d of curs at so many places. I take it flowers
will touch Kamala’s mind, her imagination, her termni.
nity, he_r ranity, her sense of smeil, her sense of sight
her instinct tor adornment and what not.” '

(11 ’ . .
.. You've put it all right. At the same time, you're
giving me a pain in the thorax. Cut out this simile

business, - )
dgis[:g?? You will undo ail the good work ['ve been

Sekar moaned ke a sick
moose, or a sick yak, or a
sick zebra or whate\;er that
fargely goesin |
for moaning

when sick.

e

“Righta, You want me to say it with flowers ?
113 "
Yes.

“How?"”

“ Arrange’with a florist to send flowers daily to
Kamala. Don’t give away your name, Kamala will’
wonder wherefrom she is getting the flowers. She will
compare and contrast you with this unknown admirer
Her complexes will shriekingly assert that this is the max;
for her. She will endeavour to find out his address.

4

)

Then you may reveal yourself as the sender, When she

discovers you are ke, she will fall o ;
i n your
You on six places,” | your neck and kiss

¢
“ Seven.”

[ 1)

I accept the amendment. Don’t send the same
ﬂower‘over and over again., She will be fed up. Jotit
down in your diary like this: Nov. 74: roses. 75 : violets.
16 : carnations. 77 : daisies, 78 : gilly flowers. 79: chrys.
anthemums. 20: jessamines, 27 : pansies and so on.”

"Friend of my college days, I don't know how to

thank you.”
emotioz. Sekar broke down under an engultment

* Wish yau success, old boy.

ed, if you fail to impress her even

stage.’ atter the magnolia

13 .
I know, Faint heart never won a feir lady,”

(13 .
Anyway, it can win a black beauty,”

143
You want
me to jettison
Kamala? Make
no mistake
about that.”

“ Oh, no, no
..... «+..Wish you
good luck.”

Eight dﬁys passed by, . .
Sekar at the Willingdon 'th.eatI focicentally ran into

re during the interval. I

opened the proceedings with a hearty slap on his back.

“Hullo!”
“Hullo!”
113 F .
ancy meeting you here |
Ditto from me.”

“How did you like the silly

Bad Wolf 2" symphony, The Big

Don't be dighearten-

“It was topping. Who's afraid of the Big Bad
Wolf ?” '

“Who indeed? Any progress so far ?"

“ I've come to the buttercup stage.”

“The what?”

“ Buttercup.”

I digested this. I meditatively examined my walk-
ing-stick to see whether it would be suitable to dust his
jacket. I fixed him with a steely eye.

“1 could sooner understand you sending a cheese-
cutter or a milk-jug or a claret-cup or even an egg-whisk.
But buttercup......... you take the cake as a champion
blunderer in A-1 class.”

“ Fancy a chap like you, advising me to say it with
flowers and not knowing what a buttercup is. You're a
satire on your university. Buttercup is a flower, you
simp. .Add it to your collection.”

I réeled off apologies.

Sekar glowed with pleasure at ths turn of things.

“What will you be sending to-morrow ?"”

*“ Rhododendrons.”

“Rhodo—what?”

“ Rhodo-dendrons. I say, the second bell has gone.
We shall meet again.”

We parted. And we met again by appointment at
the band-stand, after a week.

:: To-day I sent Mignonettes.”

“Tomorrow, Lilacs.”

“Good. ™

“ Day after to-morrow, Daffodils.”

* Afterwards? "

“ Dandelions.”

It was strange to hear this chap talk of flowers,
who two weeks ago knew as much of flowers as a
Chinaman knows about rotifera, talking as if he had been
running a flower-show.

“ All this is good, Sekar. How is the receptivity of
the receiving-set ? "

“ Excellent. Flowers are making good impressions.
This morning, I tapped the youngster., Kamala, it seems,
conducts researches on azaleas, decks her hair with
Champaks and what not. There are now in her room
more flower-vases than you can possibly count;"’

“ A good report. How is her mental state? "

““She is as happy as a caterpillar with its young
ones.
“Stop! You're giving me a pain in the medulla
oblongata. 1’ve proscribed similes for you and yet you—

“Sorry, old chdp. I quite forgot. Habit is second
nature, you know, just like a rattlesnake when it is—"

I legged it for the Aquarium. It pays you in the
long run to study fishes and girls rather than listen to
similes, however colourful. ' A

But the irrepressible Sekar duly materialized on the .

door-step a fortnight later. He flourished a letter before

my face. He wag oozing happiness. .
* What do you think this is? I:{ave a shot at it.
“ Letter from your sweetheart ?

Congrats. :
s I’veg;:ooked ber. A trout couldn't have risen to

a0 evening fly more surely than Kamala to my:bait.”

I looked pained. Simile-slinging had become &
disease with Sekar.

“Now onwards I walk the primrose path with
Kamala,” he continued. * We both will never forget you,
the lodestar of our destinies. I shall bring Kamala
round to present you with a tie-pin. Or do you want
cuff-links or a cigarette case? We shall name our eldest
son after you, what? "

* Sekar, your kindness is overpowering. All I want
is to see you happily married, living in a house
with roses round the door, kiddies on the floor and ail
that sort of thing, you know,  You haven’t told me yet
the gist of the letter.” '

“T1 quite forgot. Kamala says, let the dead past
burn its dead.”

“ Bury, you mean?"”

“No, no. She expressly uses the word ‘ burn’. By
burial. there is the possibility of exhuming past incidents.
Kamala, you know, is a sensible girl. Incineration—1
think, that’s the word—is what she wants, She wants
me to meet her to-morrow at 5 pm. at the War
Memorial. At 9 p.m. youshall have a verbatim report
of the proceedings. I now move for an adjournment.”

“Take a count out.”

Punctuality and promise do not count with young
lovers, except of course, in keeping trysts. Sekar, in the
delirium of his happiness forgot my existence, with the
result, he didn’t turn up at my residence for nearly a
fortnight ,

I was oiling the gramophone when who should walk
in but Sekar.

“Hullo!”

Sekar replied to my greeting with a colourless ditto.

“What's the matter ?”

“ After all, I've blown in like the South-West
Monsoon.”

1 flashed a reproachful glance.

* The whole scheme ended in a foozle, what?”

“1 fluffed my lines. Lend me your ears, old boy,
and bring out the good old balm.”

Sekar disburdened a heartful with tears in his voice.
When I was listening to him, I was reminded of great
noble endeavours in history which had come within an
ace ot success but had come off as absolute floaters for
want of proper handling.

* Sekar, you're a prize idiot.”

Sekar moaned like a sick moose, or a sick yak, or a
sick zebra or whatever that largely goes in for moaning
when sick,

“ 1 never thought Kamala would turn me down so
abruptly as an over-browned dosa:.”

** Any girl would do that when you’re not able to
distinguish between a flower and a vegetable.”

“It isn’t my fault. When the florist sent me a note
saying he had exhausted all the varieties in his stock and
that he would once again begin with rose, I asked him
40 send this flower. [ was deceived by the name.”

“ Did he send?” \ ©

“No. H- asked me to reconsider my order. Only
that morning I saw its name in the market report of the

L - Madyas Courier and so I insisied on it.”
“You've given the nail a correct hit. She found me -

out through the florist.”

“ You can't blame the florist. He thought you had
finished with flowers and were beginning with vegeta.
bles.” '

And no wonder, Kamala received cauliflowers.




THE VICAR AND HIS NOVEL—{Continued from page 32)

** Ah, wonderful, Mr. Walton, my wife likes Madras
chutney.”

“ You see the point now, Mr. Dooley 2"

“1 do, although I am surprised to learn that English
people never eat English things.”

“You should not be surprised. As a matter of fact,
it is never done, especially in fashionable circles. If the

above-mentione’q things do not suit you, you can say
fillets de beouf.

“\What is that now ?”

“Oh, you must not ask the names of these foreign
things. The best thing to do is to eat them quietly, pay
the bill and come away.”

“ And if you ask what it is?”

“Tt may mean something serious. For instance, I
remember the case of a famous maiden-aunt of mine,
who, while on the Continent, visited an Italian
restaurant in Germany, and was served with Rouff de
la Brandozee. She liked it so much that she called at
the back-door to see the hotel chef and get the recipe
from him. She learnt to her horror that Rouff de la
Brandozee was nothing but Chinese bandicoot, highly
spiced, and roasted in cod-oil and vinegar, with a
generous dash of ginger. She fainted on the spot, and
died before she reached the hospital. At the inquest the
jury returned a verdict of ‘Death due to curiosity.” The
Coroner changed the verdict to ‘Death from natural
causes, because it was the case of a woman.”

What a terr-ible, terr-ible fate, Mr. Walton!”
sighed the Rev. ]J. Dooley.

““So that's how things stand,” I said; *for instance,
have you ever heard of the French people drinking
French coffee, Indians consuming Indian chutney,
Madrasees eating Madras curry, or Italians eating Italian
macaroni?”’

“Yes, ah—no, I mean,” said the Rev. J. Dooley.

* Well, while you are describing the dinner, don't
forget to mention the Hotel Orchestra playing.”

“ Colonel Bogey's March ?” suggested the Rev.
J. Dooley. :

“No.” .

* Annie Laurie?”

“You see, Mr. Dooley,” Iexplained, * English music
is played only on the Continent, in America, and very
occasionally in Canada. You must mention a piece
from one of the Italiau Operas or a selection from the
American Jazz.”

“1 think it can be arranged accordingly,” nodded the
Rev. ]. Dooley. ** Now we come to the most important
part of the story. After their honeymoon they settle
downon ‘ DREAMLAND’, a big farm, purchased by the
ric(}; l}}lsband. They live happily there for five years,
and—

“Hold on, hold on,” I interrupted, * this is too long.
Whoever heard of a married couple living happily for
five years! It is absolutely impossible in these days,
and your readers will think you have created a 'King-

~Kong ' of the matrimonial world. The limit is one year,
but if the young man has a lot of money, and provided
"there is no other blue-eyed Johnny on the spot, the girl
may hang on to her husband for 2 year and a half.”

“ Otherwise ?” :

"
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Otherwise she snaps her fingers at him, sells hirf
a pup, jilts him, bluffs him wholesale and retail, gives
him the slip, does the bunk, lets him down, or in othef
words, she runs away with the other chap.”

“ Ah, wonderful, Mr. Walton,” si o
J. Dooley. alton,” sighed the R

* And then after one year, the tim h
_ e comes for the
gu'l's‘heart to break.” '

. Break, you said, Mr. Walton ? "
Yes, break, Mr. Dooley; crack, burst, fuse'oﬁz
tear-l‘l‘p, melt, get cut-up, burn, shatter into smithereens-'
.. Most peculiar, this.” '

It is. You se., this is the time wh 1 finds
herself divided between love and h‘ate,'. en a girl ‘

“"

Between love and hate? Wh

Me. \‘{Valton?" at does that mean,

I don't unde}'stand it myself; but that is what

g;:est of the dnovelnsis say, 50 you also must gay that;
your readers will think th i

abou‘t‘ jur rea at you know nothing
.. But why the heart-break, and how "

Because the girl falls in love with a
nother man
and asks him to elope with her—" '
" But?” :
., But he can't, he won't, he doesn’t want to.” '
. %ut, why doesn’t he ?” .
ecause he can't get a new. n r jaw in
the market.” Pee or & new yew o

1 don't understand you,” distressingl mplained
the Iiev. J. Dooley. rely complained
What I mean, Mr. Dooley, is this. If this fellow

elopes with this girl, her husband is bound to follow him

up, and when he finds him, he is sure to break his nose
and his jaw for him. .

*“1 see, I follow you now.”

e

“So, fearing this crude, but possible surgery to his

faﬁe, he doesn’t elope, and the girl breaks her heart over
it.

“1 see now,” said the Rev. ]. Dooley. * Dear me,
dea(’ me, this novel-writing seems to be a complicated
bu_smess. I never thought there were so many important
points to be observed, so many minor details to be

studied. I f_eel very much discouraged about the - whole
thing. I think for the present " '

“ WHAT?” I almost shouted, guessing what he
was about_ to say, and seeing all chances of a fat fee
disappear into the thin cigar smoke which pervaded the
room. '

“Yam going to drop the matter,” concluded the -
Rev.‘]. Dooley. ’ »

‘Yes. But not
Mr. Dooley.”

“ Witty as usual, eh—M¢. Walton? Good-night.”
__And so I went home. Marion is still bribing me
Wlth pancakes, pies and chicken-hash, (and some prepa-
ration which I seriously suspect is Rouff de la Brandoges,
but I dare not ask) to tell her about the conversation I
had with our Vicar, the Rev. James Dooley. I mean

on my head.

‘holding out, as long as it is humanly possible, or till >

Marion finds the way to my heart through my stomach,
when I shall break down and confess how .1 lost & fat .
fee and a valuable customer by trying to be too clever, ..

S———
s

Good night, .-

~ . kissing the bride.

F CUSTOM OF KISSING THE BRIDE

By J. S. ’

HIS custom is not a modetn one bu'c1 dates l;:cl:a]t;
“ e wou
ancient Rome, Where a coup -
certain pledges and then would cpr?ﬁrmda:ix:nlx) . ;v{xm
! i ient origin .
a Kiss.” Perhaps its most axjcxe . .
the fact in the Bible, of God's breath bem‘g blown 11;;2
Adam’s body, and the significance of the kiss was W

“ goul speed forth companion Soul to greet.

Formerly it was done in church, now it is dclm;o f}i
home. The York Missal and the Sarum Ma’nu: both
declare a kiss to be necessary aft'er the r}x:arrgio ore
mony and that it should be done 12t Churc .

| . play by Marston, where he says:

“ The kisse thou gavest meé in Church here take.

i ifferent customs as regards
.orent countries have diffe ' ]
D Kissing in the presence of others 1s

not considered strange among Western nnti_ons b‘ﬁt @he
Orientals do not think well of it; so there is mno 1ssu111g
of the bride after the marriage ceremony among the

Orientals.

i lifts up the veil of
ongst the Americans, the man :
his &Iinde gafter the marriage ceremony and_klsses hert;
The bride-groom must be the first to kiss the bride, thoug
after him the bride is kissed by her intimate friends.

i igni f a kiss
-« a bit strange that the sxgqxﬁcance o .
beingI ttht 2o-mingling of souls, the bride shoulg beb:é?:;:
i tom has

ons and her friends. The cus ‘
2%532:: now. In Yorkshire they st:lll tscrabznb‘lrzr 5011;1 ctkhya
bride’s first kiss as it is supposed to very lucy.
bublic opinion has chapged with time an v
g‘;lzllrlizge l;))arties are supposed to remember that kissing
should be done only in the vestry.

As regards Scotland, it was generally presumed that

i was over, the bride would
after the wedding ceremonykiss each’ e b malo

member in the assembly. It
is a strange paradox that the
modern generation (}emand-
ing so much freedom in every
respect, should have done
away with kissing when their
grand-mothers soon after
the ceremony were.kissed by
their husbands as we_all as
their old and new relatives.

In Brittany, it is said that
the bride must kiss the
bride-groom and each guest
after her health is drunk.

In the pre-Reformation
days in England, after the
bride and the bride-groom
were united. in holy matri
mony, the priest gave the
benedictional kiss 1o the

_ bride-groom, who thereupon
imparted it to the bride.

T, Sharper Knowlson says
that kissing is a Gancasian
habit. He attributes the
discovery of its origin to
Lombroso who says that it
must have hadits origin in the
maternal caresses developing
into feelings ‘of trust and
reverence. ’ ‘



air of wealth to surfeit, exuded from him.

Somehow, his face, specially those eyes, which

looked into mine, struck me as familiar. Sud-
denly it dawned vpon me that he was none other than my
old chum and classmate, Seshan. Recognition was mu-
tual and as 1 opened my mouth to
speak to him, he with his familiar
lisp greeted me warmly.

* Hallo, Chellum,” he said,
bolding out his hand. “We have
not met for donkey's years, How
are you, old man:”

M ¥ fellow traveller was reading a newspaper. An

“ How are you? Where have
you been all these years 77 I asked,
grasping bis hand.

“1 have been everywhere. In fact, after leaving
college I have been knocking about all over India tor
some time. Iam very ;»zlatfgt to meet you. This reminds
me of our old college days.’

‘:,You have changed and grown old before your
time,”’ I smiled. “ What dire calamity has greyed your
hair ?”

“ It is a long, long story. I have seen life these few
years, he told me.

I insisted upon his telling me about himself. He
began.

A year after 1 got married, 2 morbid stroke of fate
overtook me. My ears began to thicken and my face
showed discoloured patches. I consulted a doctor and
he said it was that fell disease,—leprosy, that had me by
the throat. The diagnosis struck me dumb and I realised
as 3f in a dream that I had become an outcast and
that my foture life was to be a mise-
rable nightmare. I tried different
injections and the latest treatment.
The effect was little or nothing. 1
was a doomed man. In course of
time the disease began to get a real
hold on me and my friends began
one after another to give me the cold
shoulder 1 could only take this trial
in my life with a philosophical shrug,

I.ying on my bed one day, perturbed and disconso-
late, I made up my mind to renounce the world and leave
my wife and relations for ever, so that they may not have
to see my sufferings, Thus determined, I steeled my
mind and donning the orange-tawny red garb of the
Hindu bikshu, 1 left Madras for Benares. There I joined
a set of bikshus. Begging all through the day, I kept
body and soul together with a single meal in the night.

I could feel that even my brother bikshus were avoiding

me ; and often in the anguish of my heart I thought of
throwing myself into the Ganges and putting an end to
my misery. But even then life looked so dear thatI
had not the strength of will to do it.

As | lay there panting

with anxiety half.a.

dozen Pathans with

rifles slung on their

shoulders came from
the hill.top,

HE HERMIT'S HOARD

Jid
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‘ have suffered. The disease that

_ to heal you. Be of comfort™ 1

- % At sunrise tomorrow morning

One day a sanyasi came,
a sombre figure whose
bright, intellectual face shone with
an inward glow. In my pitiable
condition I was drawn towards
him and I approached him with
reverence. 1 poted that unlike
others he did not try to avoid me.
1 went up to him and addressed
him in Hindi. He only looked
at me and would not speak at
.first. After a while he addressed
me in perfect English, in deep
sonorous tones.

“My son,” he said, “you

is eating into your vitals is not
incurable. God in His infinite
mercy has probably left it to me

was elated. I knew at once that
my redemption was at hand.
“Master,” 1 faltered, “I am a

sinner. Cure me and give -3 figure clad in
me life” I fell at his feet and White from ?\eadd 10 foo:s’
worshipped him. He just nodded -:---- approacnec me and

his head and said with a smile:
dip yourself in the holy Ganges
and come to me, my son.”

“So I shall,” I replied and withdrew, seeing that he
had closed his eyes in deep meditation.

With renewed hopes filling my heart, next day at

. dawn I plunged into the sacred waters and washed myself

with meticulous care. [ then hastened to my redeemer
and fell at his feet.

The sanyasi smiled at me and taking a handful of
green leaves he squeezed out the juice which he smeared
all over the affected parts of my body. Juice from ano-
ther handf{ul of leaves he made me drink.

“Go, my son,” he said, ‘“‘by tomorrow you will be
cured.” v

I fell at his feet once again but he looked away and
appeared to be lost in deep meditation. So I left,

Next morning when I got up I felt fresh and strong.

- 1 could feel I was my old self again My body had lost
. all discoloured patches. - My recovery was miraculous.”
My first thought was to run to my saviour and thank

him. I prostrated before kim and whispered with tears
of happiness in my eyes: " Thou hast indeed saved me.
My gratitude is boundless. Hereafter I am thy slave.’

"No, no,” he rejoined, “ the path of duty lies

" before you. Go, my son.

Finding me insistent on doing some service in return
for his benefaction, he thought awhile.

“My son, if it is your wish to be of some service to
me, listen. But your duty will be perilous.

“Nothing would be perilous if it is done in your ser-

" yice. I shall be honoured to do your behest, ” 1 replied,

[N

stared at me as if to find
out who ! was, .

“So be it,” he agreed. “Far away in Chitral, on
the border of India, on the fourth mile.stone on the great
Frontier road you will find a solitary peepul tree on a hil-
lock. Under that tree, on the eastern side of it, if you dig,
you will find a brass vessel which contains the ashes of
a great man. Take the pot and commniit the ashes to
the Ganges at Hardwar, Other things you find in the
vessel are yours; but you must keep apart half of. it for
dharma. Now, go and carry out my bidding. God will
bless you.”

Wt “Thank you, master. I shall do it,” I agreed and
ert.

My friend now lighted a cigarette and continued:

Next day, I found that my benefactor had
vanished. In a week I was trudging along the Frontier
Road on my perilous quest. I spotted the peepul
tree as described by him and retrieved the brass vessel
from its resting place. Its mouth was tied up with tough
fibrous bark of some tree. It was heavy. Before I could
examine the find, some instinct within me cautioned me
that I was being watched. So I immediately hid the pot
under a rock and walked away from it. I had not gone
a few steps when two bullets whistled past me. Ifell down
pretending to behit. As I lay there panting with anxiety
half-a-dozen Pathans with rifles slung on their
shoulders came down from the hill-top. After scanning
me all over with much mirth and carefree lavghter they
searched my body to see if I had any money on
me, My wretched plight made them laugh and one of
them, a blood-thirsty devil, prodded me on my side with
the butt-end of his rifle.

“Infidel," he said,
89



I was mute. 1 realised that silence only would save
my skin., They then led me through tortuous mountain
foot-paths to their village about a mile away and produ-

Hope gushed into my heart. _
“I am from South India,” I replied. “Wha
are you? "

ced me before their
chieftain, atall, stately

Pathan, blind in one
eye. He stared at me
and guffawed to the
ribald cross-grained
crowd that had gather-
ed round me and ex-
changed a few words
with them. I continued
my silence. I was then
made to stand near a
post in the porch of the
chieftain’s hut and tied
up to it with thick
thongs. Ifelt sick with
fright and hunger.
Before the ruffians

retired to their houses,

I was given a little
water to drink and a
bit of coarse wheaten
cake. Anxiety and
exhaustion drove me to
sleep even in my un-
comfortable position.
But I bad cnly fitful
snatches of sleep.

It was midnight. A
bright half-moon lit up
the quiet village. Far
away from the hill-tops
a jackal howled to its

mate. I was in pain.

In The Next [ssue

RAJAS, BAHADURS AND ME P. P. Samuel

(Mr. Samuel on the craze for writing Books of
Remi‘'non’senses which has spread to India)

et

THE NEW RELIGION “ Longwaiting
(Is a story in High Life : of Gods, and Goddesses

and Knights, Heaven, Hell and
Insurance Head-Offices)

VIVA VOCE Ajit Krishna Basu

(The Nightmare of all examinees. If only
“it were like Mr. Basu's story!)

P ]

JUST JANE ‘May Bird’
(Not quite enough of her though)

—

MUDALIAR MEETS HIS MATCH
Eimer Delville

(There is a match box; a matrimonial match
and a match of wits in this story and
there is a lot else besides......)

P

Along with
(Our regular features and the final Instalment of
Topsy Turvy, a thrilling fantasy)

“Iam an English
girl kidnapped from
my father's bungalow
at Mardan about a
year ago. My fatheris
Capt. Nitram of the

Sappers and Miners. 'T *

shall release you if you
will save me too,” she
whispered.

I assented.

To cut the story
short, both of us escaped
while the Pathans were

sleeping ard reached

the DBritish frontier
pickets by daybreak.
Before we started, 1 had
taken possession of the
brass vessel which I

had hidden by the rosd, -

The Officer Command-

ing Mardan heard our. =

stories. The girl who
was only about fourteen
was sent to her parents

" who had gone away to 2"

England in sotrow

when all hopes of find
ing their darling

daughter bad failed. I
was regarded as a hero

and received the con

“Oh God!” I cried in dismay and struggled to free
myself. After a while, a figure clad in white from head
to foot, in a bourka, evidently a woman, approached me
and stared at me. I kept silent.

“ Stranger, who are you?' asked the figure. “Are
you an Indian? Iheard you cry out in English.”

gratulations of the British Army officers at Mardan, A
week later I left the place.”

“ Pray, continue. What about the ashes?” I asked

I opened the brass pot only at Hardwar. Imagine

my surprise when I found the pot half full of precious
stoqes,-—diamonds, emeralds, rubies and other costly gems!.

Keep this copy of The Merry Magazine.

It may bring you a Prize.
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P 3rd PRIZER:400

Entrance Fee As. 8 only
HOW TO SOLVE « CHIMERS”

This is a simple contest in which each
picture represents a word to rhyme with
the word given. ILook at the picture No. 1,
for instance. It represents the word BALD.,
This word rhymes with the word CALLED.
This is the correct solution. "All the other
eight words are found similarly. When you
have found the eight words write them
against their number in the coupon.

RULES AND CONDITIONS
Solutions must be filled in on the coupon

printed in the next page. Any number of
solutions may be sent in but an eatrance fee
of annas eight must accompany every entry
submitted. Where copies of the Merry .
Magazine are not available, competitors can
send in their solutions on ordinary paper but
an entrance fee of annas ten is payable with-
each entry thus submitted. All entries must
be received by the last post on 13-3-35. Any
received after this date will be disqualified.
Entries from local competitors will be recei-
ved in person at our office till 6 P. M. on that
date. The first prize of Rs. 1000 will ba
awarded to an all-correct solution, the second
prize of Rs. 600 to the solution with one
‘ ] error and the third prize of Rs. 400 to the
: s gSolution with two errors. An all-correct’
oMATCH 4 , solution is one which agrees in all respects

= ' = with the Editor's key solution kept in safe
custody with the Indian Bank, Ltd., Head Office, Madras. Failing an all.correct solution, the first prize will be awarded
to thp nearest correct entry received. In case of ties, the prize money will be equally divided. The Editor reserves:
the right of-pooling- the first, second and third prize amounts and distributing them among the competitors according
to the number of all-correct solutions received. In this competition, a competitor who wins a prize amount of more’
than Rs. 100 will not be eligible for any other prize. No correspondence can be entered into nor can interviews be’
granted. Persons connected with the Merry Magazine and its associated journals are not allowed to compete. -

Coupons must be filled in legibly, numbered consecutively and sent intact along with the M. O. receipt issued! :
by thq Post Office. Entrance fee for more than one entry may be sent in one money order. M.O. coupons must; '
contain the details of the remittance. This office will not be responsible for entries lost or delayed in transit. .

All entries must be addressed to: THE EDITOR, + CHIMERS® COMPETITION,
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THE MERRY MAGAZINE OFFICE, BROADWAY, MADRAS. ;



ENTRY FORM

“CHIMERS” COMPETITION coUpoy | | KDOW Y___OUR Future.

CLOSING DATE 13-3-35 Consult your

Annual Directions F O R I 93 5'
. BALD Prepared in strict accordance with the Laws and scientific
2 e A T L e
x S -} for the whole of 1935 giving in detail Your :— ’ ®
S PROFESSION.
FINANCE,
5. ........................... H EALTH.
6 e HOME.
LOVE.
1o e MARRIAGE,
g LUCK.
s etereicescscceteiteresonnne FAVOURABLE dates
R I

Number, Day Etc,
(PLEASE WRITE LEGIBLY)

In_ en.tering this contest, 1 agree to accedt Eract days and dates are given.
the Editor's decision gs final and legally binding, PRICE Rs. 3 Only-

--------------------------------------------------- se”d your date Of Bl'fth when Or(]ef‘l'”g.

Prof. SEKHAR, B. A. (wash) M.1.B.M, (u.s.A)
AQAresScseauniueesunirecievesresisess The Great Mesmerist, ELLORE., (W, Godavary Dist,)

.......................................... A Veritable Daily Guide for a Whole Year!

FORTUNATE colour,

VISVA & CoO.,

. Engravers and rubber-stamp makers,
line and half-tone block makers,

etc., etc.
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A TRIAL ORDER JS§ SOLICITED

Se——r————

50, Walajah Road, Mount Road,
MADRAS

"THINK INSURANCE-WISE

1. The remarkable development of insurance throughout the
© world is of recent origin — practically a post - war —

¥ development. |

2. In Indli)a, in particular, the progress has been in marked . .

. I evidence only during the last ten years.

3. In this progress Indian Companies have come out very well

| indeed. . N .

N 4. The dJupiter General Insurance Company since its inception, has

| slowly but steadily developed all branches of insurance. .

5. If it is Fire insurance, the dJupiter General is ready to give
protection.

6. If loss of rent or loss of profits are to be covered as a
result of fire, a fully protected policy is available.

7. Whether it is Ocean Marine or Inland Marine, the Jupiter
General can take care of the carriage of goods.

8. If a motor car, small or big, with unlimited thirfi party
liability is to be covered, the dJupiter General will issue
comprehensive policy.

9. If workmen are to be protected there: is a policy to cover

~ the employer. \

10. If itis Life Insurance, a policy available for the man and

child — the man :for the protection of his old age and his
dependants ; the child for his education to make him a man.

N

Service is our watchword ;
k. L Courtesy is our creed;
o The support from the Indian Insuring public is our Birth-Right.

L THE JUPITER GENERAL
. INSURANCE CO., LTD,
| = Local Managers :—

| Narayandas Girdhardas

99, Armenian Street, MADRAS :

L 3
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Maximum Service at minimum Cost !’

"I Repeating Alarm Pistol

g Life Preserver at emergencies.
" Fires with a loud sound.  Scare
away the thieves and wild beasts
with this handy Pistol. Six
repeated shots in six seconds.
Cinema stars and dramatists use
this. Travellers, watchmen and
Forest Officers need this Pistol.

Special Reduction Price!

oL SCIENTIFIC GOLD JEWELLERY | ‘1 Why not YOU have one? N
(O (Substitute for real goig) . . 0.0. A 1.0
Highly appreciated by High Cours Pistol with 50 free shots Rs. 4-0-0. Extra 50 s‘hots Re. 1-0-9.
Do Judges, Ministers to Government Postage Paid (to Mofussil Customers only)

S and other Eminent Public Men, . |

o« v CATALOGUE e rishna Agency, P.B. 119, Madras
TS THE SCIENTIFIC GOLD BANGLES: The Krishna o g ‘y9~ Rt |

- Company Limited. - s ————— _ .

R Head Office :— —

43, Byragimatam Street,

Post Box No. 203, MADRAS,

1 o o ) Sold by thousands ! Book your order now!

— . ’ |
stoncesr, | VEVER WRIST WATCH ‘“‘Ladies Neck lace” |
Pitted with power- FIMEST & BEST | . ‘ at Rs. 2.10 . - T ’ v -
ful lens. Any new Indian  household g Guaranteed 5 Years. e s
beginners can take

]l Wonderful Lever Wrist
atch unique in design,
gd:1 cut and appearance, dura-

curtains, made of best
quality nettings, light

“with Special Gifts

excellent Photo of
anything on ocard

sise plate In a minite blue coloured or [f| bility, Mechanism agd Made of Rolled Gold with pendants bearing imitation
with this ocamera. white, Very lastj j(accuracy its specialiti : : A _ - A
) Unemployed can earn Lo . ) y ‘astmg. 1 complete with strap Pr{: stones 1n ?ea, Whlte etzc A ‘rare orna_ment with nice
= Rs. b daily, Plate,| %8 Wide.  High, Price, ‘| Rs. 210, Superior quality workmanship. looks like real Gold Necklace.
Paper, Developing Chemieal for 12 photos} o f,t- 34 it- 33 ft, Rs. 1-12-0 "} Rs, 3-4. Rolled Gold Rs, ' " . . . : . .
and simple direction are given free. L4 ft 4 ft, Rs, 1-14-0 4 4-8, Superior quality Ry T'wo chains at a time Posta,qe‘free. v
P gi ﬁt. 4% gt. 4% ft, Rs. 2- 6-0 {‘l 5-8. Radium Rqs 5. Rect. : ! g i

-0- . 1-4- t, 5 ft 5 ft. Rs. 2-14-0 b 8 T :

Price No. 2 Re. 1-0-0 No. 1 Rs. 1-4-0 FREE, Purchaser of THREESat a e i) angular Rs, 7-8, Postage

Note—Orders for 3 chains at a time entitle you to free

As, . Ty . !
s. 7 Extra. Free Pog. postage and one free rolled gold wrist-watch chain,

n\( tage to purchasers of 3
H Watches at a time,

P. O, Beaden Street, CALCUTTA.

Folding Rs. 3 Postage, Packlng extra | Will get one 6 x 33 x 33 ft, free,
Packing free Postage extra,

Apply to :—NATIONAL TRADING CO.,

"4 chains at a time entitle you to free postige and 2
-rolled gold wrist-watch chains. : . o

(Similar presents for larger .ofdé;s.)

THE ROYAL

AsTrROLOGER 1,000,000

& 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. Arocodam for
5 questions Re. 1. Stats
birth details or writing time.
V- P. extra.

it NN AMIRTANANDA

Pand
M. 2/29, North Mada St, Mylapore, : :

Fll-l.-DINﬁ AND BOX CAMERA |

MADRAS.

. A new import which beats all cameras
in the market, Good opportunity to learn
ph9to_graphy. Complete with one dozen
Printing papers, 4 Film exposures, strong .
lens and Developing chemicals, Instruc.

Folding Camera
N SAED 7/- Films extra Re.

i paper at -/6/. Triating
phial, Fixing salt -/2/- 16/- per doz. Developer -{4/- per

Rs. 5/- Superior Rs,
1j-per doz, PFrinti

tions free, Price Rs, 2f 12/- best Rs, 3(12f. -

per phial, Postage aud packing in
Case extra, For three camergs posmgg free, F & in each
Beware ¢

PRINCELY
Post Box No. |, lN-DlA WATCH Co.

¥

(Sec. 3), CALCUTT

Ml

f cheap toy cameras. e

a

_ _Px"ice Rs. 1—-8--0, 4Pb§‘t¢i‘gg extra.

'GENUINE WATCH Co,

]

MADRAS.
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MARCH FORWARD-—
—with the latest Invention!

The Novelty of 1934
——— The ¢ Carpet Fairy ™’

(The Efficient Rug-Work Apparatus)
Get full Value for your Money!

Thls New Rug Work Apparatus enables every boy or girl to make Smyrna- :-
like Carpets, Rugs etc., very easily. The handling of this apparatus E
is astonishingly simple, so that beautiful work can be produced without i
long practice:

TRELLE E e TS L A E R LS . g

AiAiunh|\hihlnnu|u‘i|h

el

it s el nivigdiie corindiinie =

Penilbahiiiice Gidiiniiddion

There is no simpler machine than the ¢ Carpet Fairy’

lLadies and Chil- ; o2 ' '"fi":%
dren can work R T : :

with this appara-
tus easily, and
in a short time. 7
All kinds of ¥
carpets and em-
broidered cur-
tains used on all |
important occa-
sions, such as
marriages, festi-
vals, meetings,
public - functions
etc., can be
made without .
difficulty  with
this apparatus.

e nieein b iy e

i i it

':IIilm"ilclIl&"l.iliiﬂi[iiihllllh:ii"!;lll‘lulu

St

pihasnnnbid

Gt

aniHbia i

FET DHItE

lilustrated above, you see ‘the shape of the ““ Carpet Fairy” and a piece N
of carpet worked out in different colours with this apparatus. Instructions
in English, together with a sample piece embroidered with this apparatus,

* will be supplied with each machine. '

T moy

I O

"

10 BRI LA LALS YR BRI LB i P L g

This is a machine and must be possessed by every family. Ladies and
Children will be greatly interested in their spare hours.

Order to-day and be satisfied —
Cost of a machine Rs. 4—12—0 .Postag'e extra,
For other particulars, please appIy to:— '

A

.o

sentsbhenii i BRGHLHTHTLLN NS
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