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THE

RED LINE:

By
‘EMBUSQUE’

HE sleeping man tossed feverishly.

His wispy grey hair was damp with

perspiration. His thin, aged limbs

thrashed weakly beneath the sheet.

He moaned in the terror of a
nightmare.

It was a nightmare that often
visited him. He saw an open book.
It stood on a shabby little table at the entrance to the
offices of Messrs. Apcar and Shusen, Importers and
General Dealers. Above the book, hanging on the wall,
was a cheap office clock. The hands pointed to 9 a.m.
The clock began to strike. A flashy-looking young
man, wearing a fiendish grin, picked up a heavy office
ruler, dipped a pen into the red ink, and prepared to
draw a line across the page.

"o The sl‘e,aeping man struggled to reach tbe book.

I’'m here! ™ he wanted to cry. *“‘Don’t draw the line
until I have signed! In forty years, I have never signed
below the line!”

*Old fool !” said the flashy young man, and began to
draw the line. The sleeper watched him with horrified
eyes. The pen seemed to hover interminably, a quarter
of the way across the page, while the old man begged
and wept, and made frantic efforts to reach the book.
But something held him back. | He could not move. If
only he could get to the table before the red line was
completed!

Someone was punching him furiously. His bewii-
dered mind reluctantly turned towards this new torment.
What was it? He could hear the voice of his wife.
Where was he? Why, he was in bed. Thank God! It
was a dream !

The voice of his wife kept on. Her mountainous
bulk made the bed creak as she raised herself on one
elbow, the better to reproach him.

" I was dreaming I ‘was late for the office, my dear,”
quavered Mr. Solomon Samuels.

(13 i3]

. Late for the ofﬁge! stormed the big woman.

If you had any good in you, you wouldn’t have to
worry what time you got to the office! You ought to be
ashamed of yourself! Forty years in the same office,
and still only a clerk! Oh, if you lose even that mise-
rable job, what will become of us?” And the great
creature suddenly dissolved in unlikely tears,

* I am one of th‘g bygone style, dear Rosa,” whim-
pered the old man. I cannot compete with these smart
young men from the colleges. They take all the best
positions. But the firm still values old Solomon. 'They
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The sleeping man struggled to

reach the book. *I'm here!” he

wanted to cry. * Don’t draw the

line untii | have signed! In

forty years, | have never signed
below the line!"

give me all the long, patient, careful jobs. Old Solomon
can still be trusted.”

* Trusted I” screamed the wife of his bosom, -

“ Was it not only last week that you made a mistake
which cost the firm good money ? Did they not say you
were too old? Did they not threaten to dismiss you?
And what then for your wife and family, left destitute "

“ It was only one mistake, Rosa dear. A regret.
table error. I still write the best hand in the office,
None of the young whipper-snappers can write so fine
2 hand.”

* Bah!” snorted his spouse. * Who wants hand.
writing, when all the offices use type-writers 2"

“ I am one of the old style,” protested the poor little
man. “ Never late in forty years. Attending every day
in the year, Christmas Day only excepted. Never taking
leave or making excuses. They cannot get clerks like
that nowadays. Yes, Rosa, the firm appreciates a faith.
ful servant,”

““Bah, who cares? You are too old. They will
dismiss you when they find an excuse. Yes, they will
dismiss you the next time you make a mistake. They
will dismiss you the day you sign below the red line;
Then what will become of us?”’ And once more she
gave way to grief.

The tirade gradually subsided, and Solomon sapk
once more into a troubled sleep. His slumbers were stil]
haunted with the fear of the red line. Suppose the
alarm-clock failed togo off. It was old and nearly
broken, like himself. Suppose there was an accident
Suppose the trams did not run. ’

Again he began to dream. This time he was panting’
after a tramcar. He was late. The alarm.clock had
failed t0 go off. He had rushed out of the house without
his clothes, in a despairing effort to reach the office in
time, How everyone laughed and pointed at the skinny
old man, running along the street without his clothes,
Some of the clerks from the office were there, jeering at
him. Ugh! It was cold without his clothes,

The unmusical rattle of the ancient alarm broke
into his dream. He was shivering, having kicked off the
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covers in his sleep. He étept out of bed, and with
trembling fingers begsn to dress himself. He compared
the alarm with the big public clock, just visible over the
roof-tops. It was all right. He was in time.

Little Rosa was boiling the kettle. A good girl, little
Rosa, the best of his daughters. Well, he must hurry.

What was that? Good God, little Rosa was
screaming. What had she done? Scalded herself.‘ Oh,
mama, come quickly! What does one do with a
scalded arm ? . . .

“ Don't stand there, you old jackanapes!” screeched
his wife. * Run and bring Dr. Menon!”

“ But, my dear, the office.....

“ Would you let your daughter be scalded to death,
so that you can attend the office? You only think of
the office! Quick! Fetch Dr. Menon !”

Old Solomon stumbled out of the house, and with
beating heart hurried to the doctor’s. Please, where
was Dr. Menon? Out on a confinement case? The
address, please. Oh, quickly!

He found the doctor, and brought him to the house.
Not a severe scald, thank God. A What was the time ?
There was still forty minutes in which to get to the
office. Plenty of time. Still, one had better not risk
being late. Better not to wait for breakfast.

He picked up his shabby cotton coat, and drew it
over his thin shoulders. There whs a rending sound.
The rotten cloth had torn. .

“ Rosa dear, quick " he gasped. “I have torn my
office coat!” .

“ Then wear another,” snapped Rosa.

* But, dear, I have po other,” wailed Solomon.
* you know the second one became unfit for wear."

““Then go with it torn,” snapped Rosa.

“1 dare not appear in the office with a torn coat!”
appealed the old man. ** Besides, thetear will get worse.”

“ Give it to me!” cried Rosa, viciously.

“Quick, dear 1" begged Solomon. “I shall be late
{or the office!”

“How can I be quick, when I have no more cotton ?"
replied Rosa. “Go to the shop, and get some.”

“Oh, dear, oh dear!” mumbled the old man, as
again he scrambled distressfully along the rutted street.

The little dealer had not yet opened for business,
and Solomon wasted precious minutes in finding him.
The dealer wanted an exorbitant price. Solomon paid,
desperately.

In ten minutes, he was back in his house with the
reel of cotton.. He waited on tenterhooks while Rosa
mended the cqat. Her movements were agonisingly
deliberate, and she grumbled all the time. He almost
snatched the mended garment from her hand.

He still had twenty-five minutes in which to reach
the office. It could just be done. For the third time,
the old man laboured along the uneven street.

Half-way to the tram, he thought of his tiffin-carrier.
He had no breakfast, There was only three annas in
his pocket, ‘There was the tram-fare, He could not go
without his tiffin as well. He might collapse in the office.
With trembling legs, he hurried back for the tiffin-carrier.

Twenty minutes to go. Even now, he might get to
the office before the fatal red line' was drawn. If he
were lucky, and caught a tram at once, and the tram had

* good fortune in the-traffic, he could- reach the office on
" the stroke of nins. ' TR

As he got to the tram-line, his heart bounded. An
Esplanade tram was just approaching. He was in luck,
after all.

The tram stopped, and the little waiting crowd
surged towards it. But the tram was already crammed
to the doors. Oh, surely there was room for just one!
Solomon Samuels pressed forward desperately.

*“ Get back, you old scarecrow ! ” said a rough voice ;
and a rough hand propelled him backwards towards the
kerb. Solomon leaned against a lamp.stand, fecling
empty and ill, while the tram clanged on its way.

Now it was no use. Old Solomon was defeated. He W

could not possibly get to the office by nine. He would
have to sign below the red line. The young whipper-
snappers sometimes signed below the lines, but they
%lways had a glib excuse, and it was different for them.
or himself, it meant disgrace and dismissal.
. “Hi, old man! Aren't you getting on ?”’

Heavens above! Someone was calling him. It was
the conductor of an Esplanade tram, and the tram was
almost empty!

“We had a block farther down the road,” chattered
the conductor. “ The trams are running close together,”

Old Solomon sat trembling in his seat; trembling
from the strain of the last half-hour. Would he yet be
in time? Yes, he might. The driver was putting on
speed, anxious to catch up to schedule. Pray that no
lumbering hand-carts hindered their passage. Pray that
there were no passengers waiting at the halts.

Old Solomon, sitting insignificant and silent, mentally
urged the tram along withall hisforce. Every stop brought
torture. Every application of the brake wrung his heart.

At last they were running into the business.section. -

A clock showed one minute to nine. Was it fast, slow,
or exactly right? Pray God it was fast!

Solomon could yet save anotherminute. By getting off
the tram before it took the turn, he could go along. a little
alley, and reach the office before the tram did. He might
just get there before the irrevocable red line was drawn.

With his old lungs gasping agonisingly, old Solomon
tottered through the alley. He felt very weak and il
With a last spurt, he staggered up the steps to the office,
and seized the pen on the shabby liitle table. The office
clock was hovering on the stroke of nine. With a final
effort, Solomon signed his name in the book, and
collapsed intg a chair.

The cheap office clock gave a preliminary wheezeg,
and chimed nine strokes.

Although his head was swimming, and all use seemed
to be gone from his limbs, Solomon Samuels gazed at the
flashy young man with an air of weak triumph.

* Never late!” panted old Solomon. “Forty years,
and never late. Not once have I signed below the red line I*

v The flashy young man grinned sardonically, )

“ What's the matter?” asked Solomon, “‘why don’t
you draw the red line?” - ,

““That kind of thing is out-of-date, old bean,” said

the flashy young man,  “Positively Victorian, my bay; -

date office.”

“ What do you mean?” stammered the poor: old
clerk. : ,

“ Didn’t you know " laughed the flashy young ‘mmm: -

“There is no more red line, The boss abolished 'it;
;Yastel'day."‘ 3 g Lo e
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| Mahamahopadhyaya

Dr. V. Swaminatha lyer

of admiration to Mahamahopadhyaya Dr.

V. Swaminatha Iyer is fitting in many ways.

I have to make this clear at the outset, as orators
generally say at the beginning of their oration. They
generally try to make things clear at the outset because
they generally get confused as they go along and make
their hearers’ confusion more confounded yet. Once
again they make things clear in their peroratlon or they
think that they do so. The peroration is so called
because orators are fervid in their oration and perfervid
in their peroration.

THAT the Merry Magazine should pay its tribute
‘b

I must ask my readers to forgive my inconsequence.
lam a man of no consequence. Where was 1? I was try-
ing to explain why M. M. (Merry Magazine) should make
its reverential bow te M. M. (Maka Mahopadhyaya). One
reason is that both are full of M. and both are full of vim.
Some may ask me if he is a merry man. I have known
him all my life and I am not a baby. I have not seen a
merrier man than he,

Heis not only a merry man but also an active
man. All merry men are active but the converse does
not hold good. I have seen some active men who are
funereal. The most active entity

padhyaya.
Cadjan manu-
scripts are his
nectar, his
shower of rain,
and his child.

All the same,

I may be asked
how he is a
merry man.
He was trained
at first for a
musician’s
career but
eventually
worshipped at
the shine of
Goddess
Manuscript in
preference to
the shrine of Goddess Music. A misician is certainly a
merry man though a manuscripter may be merry or
morose. But the learned Doctor carried his music into
his later career. I was pot his student in the Kumba.
konam College as I worshipped at

in the world is undoubtedly the

Whité Ant. It is more active than BY
DEWAN BAHADUR

even the occupant of the White
House. He may be an expert in the
New Deal, but it is an expert in the
Old Deal. It is the greatest of
book-lovers. There is no limit to its

the shrine of Sanskrit. But as I
used to flit in and out of the college
rooms, I used to hear,

Of linked sweetness long

omnivorous appetite for books. It is

an omniologist. It is almost fit to ascend the Sarvajna
Peeta. But I have never seen it smile. Its whiteness is
not in its smile but in its similarity to the bone which is

the symbol of Death.

Mahamahopadhayaya’s birth hour was an hour of
consternation for the White Ants. He was born to take
the ‘food from their mouths and give it in'a new form
to the starved human mouths. He is as merry as they
are morose. He is as constructive as they are des-
tructive. But in other respects they are alike. His
indefatigable mdustry is as unique as theirs. No village
and no house in Tamil Nad were safe from his all-seeing
eyes. His appetite for books is as omnivorous as that
of the White Company. He positively revels in palm.
‘leaves. You must see his eyes light up when he sees a
cadjan bundle. Valmiki says that Dasaratha’s eyes
lighted up with joy when he saw Visvamitra—just as a
man rejoices when he gets nectar and has a certamty of
deathlessness, just as the parched up soil in a famine-
stricken tract rejoices in ram, and just as a childless
man is overjoyed when a son is born to bim, All these
similes apply in an ample measure to our Mahamaho-

drawn out.”
issuing from Pandit Swaminathier’s Tamil class-room.
I used to linger with waiting footsteps that were
unwilling to move away. There was a sweet and
charming quality about the tone itself apart from the-
tune.

The learned Doctor was not only fond of music and .,
capable of combining music and poesy but he could also
evoke harmony out of scholarships. Ordinarily scholarship: |
is harsh and crabbed and scholars are a dreadful ot nf‘
men. They are not only musty but crusty as weli;"
Kalidasa introduces two scholars—albeit they wm;é“5
scholars in the arts of music and dance—in his dramb,
Malavikagnimitra and tells us with charming confidencé
that scholars are always jealous of one another. He':
makes them spar with each other, In fact most scho!aw
are human counterparts of the Kilkenny cats. They‘ ﬂ ”'ﬁ
for each other tooth and nail and eat each other ,up gk,
only the tails (scholars have tails, you know) are.

/

* Notes with many a winding

K. S. RAMASWAMI SASTRI bout

| ‘his weight of learning lightly as a flower, At the
1935 to do him honour on his eighty-first

‘man of all. He said that he did not know

behind. I once saw two scholars debating with each
other about the meaning of a passage in a Sanscrit book.
They began with compliments and wore charming smiles,
But it was a calm that preceded a storm. Soon there
was many a screech. Then came curses and impre-
cations. Then from words they came to blows.  Their
disciples—candidates for future scholarship with similar
scholarly amenities ahead of them—joined in the fray.
Very soon, the Riot Act had to be read and the police
had to shoot in the air and eventually had to resort
to tear-gas bombs and turn the wranglers into weepets.
But the learned Mahamahopadhayaya knew nothing

‘of such crabbed scholarship and never cared to be a

Senior Wrangler. He never had an enemy in his life
and somehow made all the other scholars his personal
friends and admirers. About his scholarship the poet

may well sing:

* How charming is divine scholarship !

Not harsh and crabbed as some dull fools
: o suppose,
But charming as is Apollo’s lute,

A perpetual feast of nectared sweets
Where no crude surfeit reigns.”

and was carrying on his searches and resedts
ches. But hislabour seemed to be in vain. In the mean-
while the head of the Mutt said that a large number of
loose manuscripts had been piled up in a chapram
(cbariot-like structure, made of cocoanut leaves etc.,) to be '
taken and flung into the Kaveri river on the eighteenth
freshes day (Pathinettamperukku day). The procession
had not started as it was suspected that it was probable
that some valuable Mutt accounts might have got mixed
up in that pile. Thus old accounts were of more
account than literary gems. Dr. Swaminatha Iyer
searched that heap and found there the missing poetic
gems, All his life he has been searching for such gems
and getting them by the thousands and decorating the
Goddess of Tamil Poesy from head to foot with jewels
which far outshide the wealth of Ormuz and of Ind!
May he live long and serve the Queen of his heart{

Dr. Swaminatha Iyer is not a merry man
because he is a tuneful and bland scholar. He isan
inveterate joker. It issaid of Englishmen that
they are a nation of humorists. The same cannot
be said of us to-day though I think that the
new Comic Muse may enliven us soon. I have
seen people in whose case jokes can pass into
their brains only by means of a cranial surgical
operation. But the learned Doctor is wearing

grand public gathering convened on 6th March
brith-day, he was the youngest and most jovial . '

that he had passed his eightieth year till they
reminded him of it. It was raining garlands of
roses and garlands of gold all that evening. He
said in jolly mood—wr¥’ Qurapsdear i.e;,

is this not the time of Malai (which means
both evening and garland)? With his Maha-
mahopadhyaya scarlet robe and his lace turban
and his lace garlands and his ‘smile-wreathed
face growing younger and more buoyant every
imnute, he was looking like a bridegroom,

‘The most merry ‘element of ‘all ‘was tke
mrry story narrated by him., Once he had
lo g0 from placb tp place. in mrch of somo e e

-DOCTOR'S DOCTOR
"ASKING FATHER
- EUREKA
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have some very good news for fat women this week.

With all the weight they carry, they have still a

chance to figure on the board in the race for romance

if only they have competent men to steer them, that
is to say, if they have the proper clothes on, which will
make them look much thinner than what they are.
And if what Henry C. Churchill, the famous American
sky-scraper architect says is true, they can look thin,
without painful  physical exercises. ““ Streamline
is the Open Sesame to female pulchritude,” says Henry
C.C. “TFolds of materials, colours and textures, if im-
properly used, will make a diabetic matron look like the
Woolworth building. We advise not too much colour
and very little in the form of * Flipsy-Flopsy " trinfmings.
Shiny surfaces and puffed sleeves should be taboo. She
should wear dresses that fit her without being too tight,
sober in colonr and as simple as possible. She should
bave the look of a well-designed sky-scraper.”

Try this recipe, Mrs. Bardell, and write to me if it
does not improve your appearance. [ think you will not
have a single evening free, it you follow the advice.

* * * *

Last week, I told you about Charlie Millar of Tor-
onto, who left £ 100,000 to the most prolific mother.
Besides this bequest, Millar's will contained some splen-
did satire. One of the biggest jokes in it was his bequest
of shares in a brewery, in which be had a controlling
interest, to the 25 Methodist Ministers of, the Toronto
Conference—the most zealous of prohibitionists, An-
other joke was to leave his shares in the Ontario Jockey
Club~-Canada’s oldest and most aristocratic racing insti-
tution—to the three rMost prominent

opponents of racing in the country.
* ¢ * * *

And Charlie Millar reminds one of other freak wills
of recent years. Here goes.
A request that her dog Punch should be “ painlessly
sput to sleep” and buried with her was made in her will
by Mrs. Henrietta Elizabeth Lascelles of Kent.

Mr. Francis Prater, of Cornwall, left £ 5,974. The
testator desired that the wedding-ring belonging to his
late wife should be placed on the little finger of his left
hand and buried with him, and that at his funeral bright
and cheerful tunes and hymns shoyld be played and sung
at the service and graveside. yod has blessed me

“ yplifters ™ and

with long life, health, strength and loving parents, sister
and brothers, homely homes and blessings innumerable
in this life.” He left two tresses of his wife’s hair to his
sons, trusting they would value them and ever revere
the memory of their mother.

Josip Mrashatch, of Marazhdin, who died recently
in America, left £ 300 in his will to *‘ those of my
school-fellows of the IIl ‘B’ Class in Varajdin Pri-
mary School in 1905, who did not beat me.” Of the 54
boys in the class, only 34 are still alive, and the authori-
ties have only succeeded in tracing ten of these. As not
one of the ten, who include a judge, a news-vendor, a
station-master and a beggar— a representative lot—
admits to having beaten Josip, the £ 300 will be divided
equally among them,

The palm, I think, must be handed over without a
murmur to M. Brunier of France who left the Touring
Club of France half his immense fortune on condition
that they could find a legatee for the other half. This
person had to be the wife of a guide in the French Alps,
living not less than 3,000 feet above sea level, and the
mother of seven children, all of them born more than
3,000 feet up.

* * * *

The following case of auction and subsequent barter

from Dwaraka looks like a page out of Oliver Goldsmith,

An unclaimed mare was recently auctioned by the
State Officials and was knocked down by a postal peon
for Rs1.8. Later the peon had to pay a rupee more,
being the customary local fee on such transactions. Thé
purchaser went home and made over the mare to his
father-in-law (motive unknown, because it was not the
mother-in-law) who sold it, in turn, to a third party for a
profit of one rupee. With the customary fee added on
the mare’s value mounted to Rs. 4-8. Somehow the new

owner too decided to get rid of the mare and discovered -

a barper who was prepared to take it, but would pay
only in kind. It was therefore agreed that the barber

should shave the seller, in return for the animal, for:

one year free. On the seller demanding a rupee, the
customary fee, the barber stoutly refused to part with it,
saying it was not part of the bargain. A deadlock has

arisen, but the free shaves have been going on for, some -

time. The one rupee, however, still remaijns unpai’l. co
But what a priceless mare? And who was it that . «

said something about truth and fiction ?

& i
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What a pun!

" A very persistent poet broke
into an editor’s office at break
of dawn, but got a sock on his
jaw for his pains.

The early BARD gets the WEHAM !
»

* * *
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Epitaph ;
Let's shed a tear
For Mr. Breel ;
He put his foot
On an orange peel.
* R * *
Chalk and cheese : ; ’
?Fan: Can you lead me to Miss Goodlooks, the film
star
Man : Sorry, sir, but I am not her leading man.
%* * *
Changed :

He used to love a girl
But now of her he's sick;
Since.he asked her father for her hand
And HE replied with, a—kick!

¥* * *

- We know ‘em:

. A scientist claims to have grown .a peach without

‘the usual stone.

' h'egrt !

We too, have cultivated a peach or two without a

* * * *

"We Reply: : .

T
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How should a serial end? asks one of our steadily
increasing number of readérs.. ' '

Well, it's altight so long as itdoes not end with * An.

. other thrilliog instalment next week °,

Our puzsle corner .

Why is the letter ‘ Y like an expert make-up man ?

Because it can easily make a lad a lady,
* %* '

True :

Taxi-drivers, says a writer, are very conservative

people.

Yes, they rarely have any change.
» * * #*

Obvious: . ]

Every living man, woman and child to-day knows

how to cross a busy street, says a writer. -

Those wlxo don't know are naturally not living,
. *

That's why : A
Newton, the scientist, according to a biographer, was
a very sad man., - ' E
Oh well, he was the first to discover the principle of
GRAVITY, wasn't he ? P
* » kX 4
Very frank :
Lady mine
I love you so;
Not for your looks
But for your dough.
* »
Yes, was there? : P :
Some girls are fond of reading, ’ v
- Some girls are fond of knitting; .
But ‘was there ever a girl S
Who was not fond of eating? =~ ' "
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THE EDITOR'S COLUMN

foreign correspondent while complimenting me on

the excellence of the bill of fare (which it is my

proud privilege to place before the readers of the
Merry), enquires if we have not amidst us wielders of the
brush as talented as our writers. I have more than once
expressed in this column the deplorable lack of artists in
this presidency,—artists trained to illustrate the letter.
press of Magazines like the Merry. The men available
locally can be counted on one’s fingers and here is scope
for at least a section of the great unemployed., Incident-
ally, the correspondent asks a pertinent question. “ For
what purpose was writing originally invented ?"" asks he.
Whatever the purpose, the invention of writing was one
of the most epoch-making advances in human history.
Like so many other sources of Western civilization, the
English alphabet can be traced back to ancient Egypt.
Hieroglyphic (picture-writing) was the first stage and

. this was later simplified. For instance, in the letter V,

with which we are familiar to-day, the original hiero-
glyphic outlined a two-haorned serpent and this glyph
underwent successive simplifications until at last nothing
remained but the two horns! The Egyptxans invented
the first - paper too, and the word Paper is derived from

*“ Papyrus”’—the vegetable material from which Egyp-
tians of yore made their parchment.

, Smﬁlarly, even in philology, it is amusing to trace
the origin of certain words. In the original Aryan

“home, a head of cattle was the unit of monetary value.

It was called ‘Pasu’. The word went to Greece and
became ‘Pecu’, meaning cattle. And from Greek
‘pecu’ we derive the term pecuniary. And so, when
some one calls me impecunious, it ought to mean really

that I Jack a herd of cattle.

- to strange fields of discussion to-day.

This reminds me of the article entitled ‘South
Country English’ publishedin Vol. III, No. 6 of the Merry.
I have received quite a number- of letters about this sub-
ject and some of then®I am publishing in the next issue,
incidentally introducing a new feature called * The Merry
Fans' Open Forum”. Letters from readers to this feature

. “are invited,

" 1 am sorry the correspondent should have drawn l';‘le
To turn back now
to the business on hand:

*

I have so far pliced before the readers eleven issues

of the Merry weekly. I am apxious to know what the

regular readers of the Merry Weekly think of the Maga-
zine, as a weekly. [ invite letters on the subject, and as
ususal, I offer a prize for the best letter. It needn’t be
long, not need it necessarily be sugar-coaied. Say what

you have to say in a thousand words and send - it before

, 15-4 1935. You may get Rs: 10/- for it: at least, ane of

‘request.

Fy =
WA

you shall. Notwithstanding the pecuniary considera-

tion offered above, I request everyone of you to write to

me on this subject and I await & generons response to my

Yom'sas over,,
‘ ‘EDITOR.L" '
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Mothey Uncle
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Most Peculiar!

“You must find that impediment in your speech
rather inconvenient at times, Mr. Brown.’
‘ Oh, n-no; everybody has his little p: pecuhantxes
What is y-yours?” Coor !t
* Well, really Mr. Brown, I am not aware that I

have any.
“D-do you stlr y-your tea with your right hand?”

* Why, vyes.

“ Well, well, thatis
p-peculiarity. Most"peo-
ple use a t-teaspoon.

putting It Gently

A clergyman had been
displeased for some time
with the quality of milk
served him. At length he
decided to remonstrate
with his milk-man.

“I’ve been wanting to
see you about the quality
of milk with which you

. L]
are serving me, he
began.

“Yes, sir,” uneasily

answered the milk-man,

“] only wanted to
say,”  continued the
minister, ~ that I use the
milk for drinking pur-
poses excluswely, and not
for christening.’

Just An Accident

An Irishman had been thrown over a fence by an
enraged bull. He had just recovered when he noticed the
bull Pawmg the ground and furiously tossing hxs head

If it wasn't for your bowing and scraping, ” said °
Mike, * I'd think you threw me over on purpase,

Short Story.

Once upon a time there was a cannibal chief whose
wife disagreed with him......

BRAINY TAILOR

Customer :—** This suit is ridiculous,

Tailor :—" Suit vurry good fit, sir,
by mistake but I made up for that in the pants.”

Holy Smoke!

If tiny ends of cigarettes
Could fire a mighty wood,
Or leave a mass of glowing ash
Where once a warehouse stood ;
Or if a puny candle flame
Could burn a building down ;
If once a cow did kick a lamp,
Razing a mighty town—
Then why the devil must
I blow,
Andfanmy fore-armlame,
To make the log upon my
hearth

Burst into feeble flame ?
A Dumas Impromptu.

Alexandre Dumas
dined one day with
Dr. Gistal, one of the
most eminent and popular
physicians of Marseilles.
After dinner the company
adjourned to the drawing-
room, where coffee was
served. Here, Gistal said
to his honoured guest:
“My dear Dumas, I
know you are a capital
hand at improvising ; pray.
oblige me with four lines
in this album.”

“With pleasure,” the
author replied. He took
his pencil and wrote :

ol s ‘ fesy

1t doesn’t fit at all.”’
The coat was made too small

“For the health and well-being of our dear old
town,
Dr. Gistal has always been anxious—very.

Result ; the hospital is now pulled down—

*yvou flatterer!” the Doctor interrupted, as he
looked over the writer's shoulder. But Dumas
continued :

“ And In its place we've a cemetery.”

»



R. Chiranjee Lal gazed admiringly around him.
The drab scenery was not the object of his
admiration. He was unconscious of the deep-

throated mutterings and curses of the swarthy Frontier
Pathans who inelegantly but, nevertheless, hastily gave
him the right of way., Mr. Chiranjee Lal was fabulously
rich, and many were the populace who had designs on his
money bags.

Short and stout, with jolly features
and a sunny disposition, Mr. Chiranjee
Lal gave generously to those really in
need. He realised that human ;
nature being what it is, he could
not hope to satisfy all comers.

Trotting at his heels, with
hanging tongue and jaws agape,
followed Susti, his faithful pa.
riah dog. From outward ap-
pearances Susti seemed almost
mild, except for his hideous
colouring. He was coloured
somewhat like a zebra, with
black and white stripes running
transversely across his body.
Even his tail was black and
white.

But appearances were ever
deceptive, as certain evil-minded
individuals had discovered to
their cost. Let as much as a
hand, not extended in friendship,
approach within a yard of Mr,
Chiranjee Lal and Susti grow-
.ed ominously. Extend the arm
still further, and two rows of

excellent teeth would immediately be buried into a calf or
an ankle.

“Thus was Mr. Chiranjee Lal able to view Peshawar
unaccompanied by guards., Susti was verily worth
ten .guards; his presence deterred even the fiercest and
daring evil-doer. Many attempts had been made to rid
Peshawar of Susti. His many and varied scars testified
to the battles he had fought, and the fact that he still
lived was a glowing testimonial to his courage. Can you

not then‘share with Mr. Chiranjee Lal his admiration
for Susti and his prowess ?

By ‘
JOHN. R. CHAPMAN

. B_ut Susti was at last near his Waterloo. Poor
misguided doggie! Near the palatial offices of his master
stood a pol.iceman, calmly directing the whirling traffic,
To reach his office, Mr. Chiranjee Lal had to cross the
road. As he neared the policeman on duty, a motor car
approachpd at a terrific speed. The policeman, grabbed
Mr. Chiranjee Lal by the arm and jerked him to a
standstill and safety. The damage was done!

With a deep bay of rage, Susti sank his teeth deep
into the policeman’s left calf and continued to hang on
there. The policeman screamed and tried to beat the dog
off with hisbatou. A crowd gathered. Immediately Mr.
Chiranjee Lal realised the policeman’s predicament, he
called Susti to let go. Susti obeyed and slunk to heel.

The policeman, still howling from the pain of his
wound, demanded the owner's name and address. He
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hinted that the dog would have to be destroyed, and so on.
At last he allowed Mr. Chiranjee Lal to proceed to his
office. The _seriousness of the situation was apparent
even to Sust;. He had signed his own death-warrant !
Reaching his private office, Mr. Chiranjee I.al wept
tears of genuine sorrow, and repeatedly fondled Swusts.

At noon, his secretary handed him an ominous, buff-
coloured envelope. After five m’inut&s
of mental and physical indecision, he
ripped open the hated cover and read its
contents. His head sank on to
his chest, and his face paled.

It was an order from a
magistrate that Susti must be
destroyed forthwith. In proof
of Susti’s death, two inches of
his tail was to be brought to the
magistrate’s  office. Susts
wagged his doomed tail,
and gazed helplessly into his
master’s eyes. Poor old Susti!
Why must you bite a policeman,
of all people ?

Mr. Chiranjee Lal could
not and would not reconcile
himself to Susti’'s execution.
He racked his brains for some
suitable scheme to evade the
order of the magistrate. Swusts
. continued to watch his beloved
W\ master, almost petitioning for a

;3 Teprieve.

Cudgelling his brains for
. hours, he eventually decided on
a suitable scheme. He would change Susti from black
and white to all black. Acting on the idea, he sent a
clerk for a bottle of black varnish, In the privacy of
his office, he carried out his plan. Soon Susti resem-
bled anything but Swusti. Susti did not relish black
varpxsh mixed with his coat, and protested by attempting
to lick off the sticky stuff. The taste proved a sufficient
deterrent, and he submitted to the ordeal.

In an hour, the varnish had dried, and Susti was
sufficiently faked to pass a short.sighted examiner on
a dark night. The next problem was the production
of a two.inch tail! This difficulty was overcome by,
generously bribing the cantonment dog-killer. He pro-
duced three inches of white tail but without the biack.
Another tin of black paint was found, and the tail
tolerably resembled that of Susts.

Surreptitiously leaving his office and taking care
not to pass any policeman, Mr. Chiranjee Lal arrived
ho'me and locked Susti in a godown. Wrapping the
evidence of Susti's supposed demise in a newspaper,
he wended his way to the office of the magistrate,
Agsum}ng a dejected and sorrowful air, he placed the
tail with a sepulchral sigh on the clerk’s table, and
announced the death of Susti—the faithful. '

The clerk gave the tail a cur

| ave sory glance and
cau'noned Mr. Chiranjee Lal against keeping dangerous
canine pets. He was then allowed to go.

Qutraged -

SRS

“on the roadside. A

justice had been appeased, and Mr. Chiranjee Lal was
jubilant over the success of his subterfuge.

All went well for a fortnight. The policeman was
back at point-duty, and Swusti remained secure in the
furniture godown. His master thought that matters
had blown over, and decided to take Susti for an airing.
The varnish was still intact, but stiff.

Keeping as far away as possible from the represent-
atives of the Law, Susti was allowed to romp to his
own likings. He rolled, jumped and barked from the
sheer joy of living. The varnish suffered somewhat
in consequence. All went well until they turned back.

A tall, well-dressed Bengali, apparently jealous of
Susti’s shining black coat, swiped at the dog’s head
with an umbrella, Susti saw red and again closed his
teeth over a juicy calf. The Bengali yelled, and the
inevitable crowd speedily assembled. There was no
escape.

Susti now sat quiet

policeman approach-
ed. Mr. Chiranjee
Lal was terrified but
was totally unable to
escape. It was the
policeman of the
previous bite! He
sparled when he
saw who the offender
was, and glared at the
cause of the distur-
bance. He did not
appear to recognise
the Susti of old.

Suddenly a light of
understanding came
into the policeman’s
eyes. With a quick
movement he brought
his baton down on the
flanks of Susti. Susti
got his calf, and the
policeman his ex-
pected reward. The

terrific blow had shattered a large patch of black varnish,
and Susti stood revealed in his true colours—black and
white ! With a howl, not unlike that of a Dervish, the
gallant policethan grabbed at the dog’s collar and missed.
Susti ran like a being possessed.

The policeman seized Mr. Chiranjee Lal, and
proceeded to propel him to the nearest police-station.
He was thereupon charged with possessing a dangerous
animal, and with not obeying a magistrate’s order to
destroy the same.

Mr. Chiranjee Lal remained silent. He knew he was
safe so long as the police could not produce Susti. When
taxed with disguising the dog he denied the offence. He
demanded that the police should produce Swsti, the
cause of the trouble. Unable to trace Swusti, and to prove

-their case, they had no option but to release Mr. Chiranjee

Lal with a caution.
For weeks afterwards the police searched high and
low for Swusti, but without avail, and Mr, Chiranjee
Lal was troubled no

further.
* * *

An observant eye
could have solved the
problem. Regularly
at midnight, a wraith-
like form might be
seen swiftly approa-
ching the abode of
Mr. Chiranjee Lal.
A muffled scratching
at the door—sud-
denly opened—and
Susti would swiftly
vanish from sight.
At 4 o'clock in
the morning, the door
would again open,
and regaled with a
huge doggie repast,
the ethereal four-
legged ghost would
disappear into the
night.

Such is a dog’s
devotion, and’ that of

a man!

Such Is a dog’s devo-
tion, and that of a
man !

The Ugly Old Man of Baroda

By B. M. Baliga

An ugly old man of Baroda
Thought after a whisky-and-sode,
“I'll have a divorce,
My wife is, of course,
Less fair than the girls of Yerroda!”

So he said to his wife in disdain,
“By Jove! You are devilish plain!

As thousands of girls
Have comelier curls,
I'll quit you, and choose again ! “

She just held a mirror, unseen,
In front of his terrible mien ;
On seeing his image,
He cried, losing courage ;
“I'll never desert you, my queen?”



can well imagine how all this talk about the
‘ Preservation Of Wild Life InIndia’ started. Some
colonel or baron ventures into the forest in search of
big game. In the gruelling sun he cuts hie way through
the prickly bushes of the jungle only to find that all the
‘wild life’ with the probable exception of guinea pigs,
musk-rats, and crickets, has given him the slip. Every
animal seems to have been warned about his visit. He
returns in the dusk of the evening to his camp, a tired,
hungry and angry man. He clouts the servants for
nothing and kicks the cook in the ‘tummy' for having
prepared bad tea. When in this frame of mind a mode
of revenge occurs to him. In feverish haste, under the
flickering light of the tent he dashes off a few lines to an
editor-friend of  his
about the necessity of
preserving the wild life
and how it has been
tacitly ignored in India.
He thus vents hisspleen
and  derives  satis-
faction.

The enterprising edi-
tor invites the opinions of his
‘learned readers’ on this topics
Every one varying from the
civilized Tarzan to the casual
visitor to the Zoo who has seen
a wild animal only within a
cage, writes about it to the
lucky paper. What is
more, the contributors do
not demand any remu-
neration for their articles.

The proverb about a
"small ripple in a tank
extending over the whole
surface applies to news-
papers. What affects the
editor is also bound to
affect the hard working
journalist. The reporter
who has had a lean time
“till then, jumps with joy
at the prospect of having
-a column to his credit
and fishes out an ex-forest
ranger and intends repor-
ting the interview.

In this instance I was
the reporter and the ex-
forest ranger, Mr. Subbu
Pillay.

Mr. Pillay took time
to understand the purpose
of my visit and was fairly
- surprised when I told him
that his views were sought
on the matter.

Mr. Pillay felt impor-
tant and smiled broadly
and invited me tosit on
a chair by his desk.
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By *Aryan’

Me. Piluix;'fuely agree with Colone] Pinkerton,” begatt

I noted the sentence down in my book.

“1’was the ranger of Lakkavalii
tvyenty five years and, during my longaitnizzesotfs i%;ve;
did my pest to preserve ‘wild life’. But in spite of r’ny
effort_s, wild life* gradually diminished, So much so
that in 1926 when a distinguished foreign visitor arrived,

there was hardly any game in any forest. And buat for me,

(Mr. Pillay’s voice sank into a whi
: whisper :
disgraced our guest.” ) we might have

*“ What did you do?”
Until now I had

never suspected that
Mr. Pillay was capable
of an act that could be

OF WILD LIFE IN INDIA

called brainy.

. “I wrote a confiden-
tial letter suggesting
the supply of wild game

to the forest from the
Zoo.

“A ?u .
nd? , 1 was interested in
Mr. Pillay’s story.

(1]

‘ And a tiger that measured ten
eet four, a couple of bisons and
a deer were added to the hitherto
modest bag of our guest.
Two  hundred rupees
flowed out of the royal
treasury into my pockets
In appreciation of my
idea.” Mr. Pillay grinned
with satisfaction,

thg topic. Firstly, I
object to this large-scale
massacre of wild life on
aesthetic grounds.”

On aesthetic
grounds ?’ ‘

Yes, on aesthetic
grounds. The f{orests
appear bare without these
beasts. The tiger, the
dger, the bear and the

1son, in fact all the ani-
mals are wonders of crea-
tion. Beautiful animals
ail of them, and they do
no harm to us. You who
live in the country have
- never seen a herd of elep-
han.ts in  their natural
environment wandering in

I.Bug I have and I tell you
it is one of the most
magnificent sights.”

LS

‘Now to come back to

search of food or drink. .

““But,” I objected," you -
fail to look at the . othet

i

side of the medal, Mr. Pillay. if we are rid of these
beasts, the forests might be easily cleared for human
habitation. And if people emigrate from the citiwg the
unemployment problem is reduced by an appreciable
extent. Iafact......... »

“ 1 was under the impression that you came here to
interview me.” Mr. Pillay looked offended.

“1 am sorry for my interruption,” I muttered.

“It doesn't matter...... Well, then, what was I
saying? ... herd of elephants...... Yes, thank you...... I
also object from the humanistic point of view......

Mr. Pillay’s face suddenly became the pictu’t;e of agony
and he shrieked, *“ Ay, Ayyo Rajam, Rajam !

A bright boy of twelve hurried in from nowhere.

““ Bring that insecticide, you idle scamp!” shouted
Mr. Pillay to the astonished boy.

Rajam returned with a small inflator which Mr.
Pillay seized immediately. With unusual swiftness he
violently pumped the contents on a spot on the wall and
a cockroach fell dead on the floor.

Mr. Pillay stared for a while at the dead"cockroach.
“You infernal insect! You eternal pest!’ and with
these final words he took up his lecture again.

“ 1t is inhuman and cowardly to shoot harmless...”

“ Papa, you always said charity begins at home,
didn’t you?” Rajam, who was standing by the desk,
queried.

* Yes, but what bas it to do here?

learn better manners than to disturb a talk between
elders?” Mr. Pillay grew purple with rage.

When will you

WISDOM

“ Won't you kiss me before I go, Tommy?"”

“ No blooming fear! I saw what you did to
Daddy when he lissed you in the hall. "
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REALLY there is not, but let us suppose there is, a

very very old poem entitled “ A MAGICIAN

AND HIS WAND”. A very very old poem it

is; suppose that is all we know about it. We don't know
exactly how old it really is; we can merely guess.

How would one like to know all about the writer of

the poem after going through it ? Whether he was young

or old, carnivorous or vegetarian, tall or short, thick or
thin, fair-complexioned or Ethio-
pian-skinned, and all that sort of

Thg poet then tells us :
And old man he was, an old man was he;
As old as he could possibly be,
He had, believe me, huge moustaches,
And a dress with bloody and yellow patches,
He ate and slept and sometimes drank,
But had no money reserved in a bank...”

So we know that the old man was as old as he could
possibly be. What could be

thing. That is, by the way, the
custom with the literary critics

and commentators of our times. By

Ajit Krishna Basu

They try to know everything
about the writer by merely look-
ing through the window of their
writings. They, like psycho-

mg  simpler than that? The bloody
and the yellow patches, of course,
present some difficulty. Why
were they bloody and yellow ?
They might as well be black,
blue, green, violet and so on.
Well, perhaps, the bloody and
yellow patches had some mystic

analysts, would thoroughly
psycho-analyse every  writer
whose writings they study, and the results of their
psycho-analyses give a lot of trouble and many a sleepless
night to unfortunate students preparing for examinations,

But let us turn to the very, very old poem now. We
are no literary critics nor are we commentators ; at least
we don’t call ourselves so. Still let us try to read through
the poem caretully, and ‘with a critical eye’, as the
learned critics say.

“ . . . .
‘There was a magician who practised magic :
Who knew he'd meet with an end so tragic?”

Thus our poem begins. The very opening lines
clearly point out that the poet tried to be as explicit as
he could be. He first said that there was a magician,
and then, lest we should think that the magician had
absolutely nothing to do with magic, he told us frankly
enough that he practised magic. See how wonderfully
explicit? Even a child can understand it. The poet
practically left nothing to be guessed. And then he tells
us that this good old man met with a tragic end, and
that rather unexpectedly, because ** Who knew he’d meet
with an end so tragic?"”

The poet has very poetically left us in a sort of
semi.suspense. We are told that the magician met with
an unexpected and tragic end, and at once we are eager
to know exactly how he met his end,
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powers in them which helped
the old man in his magical
He ate and slept and sometimes
poet tells us openly. But he (the
poet) h:;dl?o fbank account, Why?
1s an awtully foolish i .
What need can a real magician have to C]l(l;:;nr?:;ng ?;ka
b;:n(li{, when with the help of his magic wand he can
pro lkzgrr;%rézy vr;r:rrizlél:)usly whenever necessary ?
Wise man ! He took no wile,
And therefore led a happy life...”

The first line will certainly offend married men
beca}.lse, as they will imagine, they are indirectly called'
unwise for having married; but as for the second line
they will surely agree that the poet has uttered a 'realb;
great truth. Some may imagine that the poet himself
was a married man and the reason why he considered
ita folls: to marry is that he had suffered the various
t}t’ntter; of nllarried life. But no, I am still a bach...,

ere, 1 was almost giving th
ther the“poem then:g g the secret away. To go on
He had a magic wand perfectly good
Made of willow or ebony wood ; ’
. Or of some other wood "twas made :
v It canlwork miracles ’, the magician said...”
‘ery simple and outspoken lines, gici
had a ' wand which could work miracles, '52: o?zgf:::
unless' the magician was as big a liar as mysélf Coulti
anything be simpler than that ? And then ; ' '

performances.........
drank; so the

magician, not the
Well, it certainly

. cally, and goes on dancing, dancing. We

* Once with his wand he left his home,

Crossed the ocean and then went to Rome,

And shouted: ' O Romans, come to me,

If mystic miracles you'd like to see.

Come, man or woman, young or old,

Married or unmarried, coward or bold,

Fatty or skinny, wealthy or poor,

Miser or spend-thrift, cultured or boor ;

Come, bald or hairy, toothful or toothiess,

Well or unwell, bootful or bootless;

Living or dead, dwarfish or tall; .

Without exception I welcome you all’...

This hearty welcome to all the Romans without any
exception at once shows how liberal-minded this good
old magician was. He welcame all sorts of Romans
with equal warmth to come and see him work his
magical miracles.

Now, after these lines, the poet himself, like a
magician, performs a nice little trick. He explains quite
a lot by means of three stars only. He does not describe
the gathering, one after another, of the Romansaround the
magician; nor does he take any pains to describe the
noisy pandemonium they certainly created. All these
have been very poetically, and in a shorthand manner,
compressed into three stars. (Please note that three is a
mystic number.) And then we have :— :

“ Moving his wand he commenced dancing.

‘ He'll begin his magic,’ the Romans were fancying.
They waited and waited and waited and waited,
But the wizard’s dancomania never abated.

He went on dancing and dancing and dancing,
Now receding and now advancing.

Will he not finish his awful dance?

Vexedly thought the vexed Romans.

And still they waited and waited and waited ;
And still the dancomania not a bit abated...”

Here the poet has created a very funny situation.
The old magician has brought the Romans out into the
street, or some open place, by a tempting promise to
show them some miracles. And the Romans are there-
fore expecting to see at least one miracle, if not more.
This nonsensical dance of the old wizard dreadfully dis-
appoints and teases them, but they wait patiently in the
hope that after some time the monotonous dance
will end and the miracles begin. But how long can a
mob wait in lamb-like patience? Not very long. And
therefore:—

“ The Romans grew angry and shouted: ' Old man!

Thus wait and wait no longer we can;"

Begin your magic, or we begin to thrash you ;

We'll break your bones, we'll perfectly smash you'.”

Perfect, expressive poetry. In these few lines the
poet has portrayed almost cinematographically the va t
impatience and the murderous téndency of the agitated
and vexed - beyond - limit - by- the - stupid-dance-of-the-old-
magician Romans. This poet has done in
four lines what an ordinary poet would do,
or even fail to do, in twenty lines.

The old magician is so lost in his
dance that he does not hear or pay any
heed to the threats of the enraged Romans.
He moves his wand, perhaps very artisti-

gee in our mind’s eye the magician's

mystic robe with bloody and yellow patches dancing with

the magician. We also see his big moustaches joining in

the dance. The funny scene is amusing indeed, but it is

only serving to fill the cup of Roman impatience to the .

brim. Finally the cup can hold no more. So we see:—
“ As the dance stopped not, the Romans were teased ;

And without mystic blood they wouldn’t be appeased.”

By ‘mystic blood’ the poet of course means the
blood of the mystic magician. He says ‘ mystic blood’
because he wants to tell us the bloody truth as unbloodily
as possible. And then :—

“ Some began to throw stones at him, some kicks ;

Some spat at him, and some threw bricks;

Some poured on him some violent boxes ;

And all cursed and shouted like a swarm of foxes.”

The scene is perfectly exciting. Some may, how-
ever, ask whether a swarm of foxes ever curse together.
While not trying to defend or refute the poet’s idea, I
beg only to point out that a poet may take things for
granted without at all considering whether they are
possible or not. This liberty is, as you perbaps know,
called poetic license. And then, as there is ‘boxes’
—~—what does it mean, by the way ?-—at the end of the pre-
vious line, the Romans could not but resemble a swarm
of ‘foxes’ for the sake of rhyme. After that we have:

“ The old man went en with his dancing still.

The Romans cried : ‘ We'll kill you, we will...’

-‘And a little later, upon the ground,

A heap of flesh and bone was found,

With a big pair of fine moustaches,

And some pieces of cloth with patches.”

So we understand very clearly what has happened.
The enraged Romans in their mad fury...... But it is all so
simple and peeding-no-explanation. The poet has
expressed the fact very mildly and poetically.

. If the poem had its end here, we might very well ask,
‘ Well, what happened to the wand?” and call the poem
imperfect. But the poet has not ended the poem here.
He has given a fine poetic touch in the concluding lines:
* And the fate of the wand? Alas, how cruel!
A few days later it was burnt as fuel.”

16
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The Star With A Tail

THERE is a star in Hollywood who has not replied
his fan letters in the ten years of his acting career
on the stage and the pictures and yet continues to grow
more and more popular every day. He is a star with a
tail, rings round his eyes—natural ones, [ assure you—
and a lot of pep and spice in his acting. When he §huts
his right eye and squints with the left one, the audience
oes into hysterics. o
¢ He is Pete, the wonder-dog, another' Rx.n Tin Tin.

He was born in Pasadena, California, in 1224 ancfl
has a pedigree which not«many; stars can Dboast of.
His father was American and his mother, full-blooded
English. ) '

8 He receives thousands of letters frpm his fans like
the one below from Bobby Lewis, a nine year old boy :
(9

Dear Pete

You ar; my favorit actor...... Daddy says I am
pine years old and you are ten. So you are older than
me, daddy says. )

1 love you and your acting very mu_cl,a. Daddy says
the cirkle on your eye is a fake. 1 say it's not a fakg.
You oughter be with Charlie Champlin in a show—it
would be grate.

Have you any puppies of yours to sell. I got seven
dollars and sixty three cents saved in my bank......

Pete just sends them his aqtographed photograph. He
gets 500 dollars while his trainer, Mr. Harry Lucenay,
without Pete, will get only $50 a week asan extra !

Pete, like the other members of his species, loves to
eat but he too has tokeep his formand the beauty that are
his and has therefore to_diet. Beer, which he likes so
much, he gets only rarely. Generally,. water, meat and
eggs form his feed while in summer he is allowed milk and
eggs. And he might well gr9wl, . It's a dog's life, 1 tell

i ) i star.
you, bemg*a moom p;tcher £ X ]
Actresses Enjoy Bary Cooper’s Kisses the Most! _

1 know what kind of comment this statement ywll
provoke. Butit is the truth. Every screen actress likes
to select the leading man who is to kiss and 'embrace her
in a picture. Of all the leading men available, Gary
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Cooper seems to be the most favoured one. Greta
Ggrbg. Joan Crawford, Carole Lombard, Marlene
Dietrich, Katharine Hepburn and Anna Sten are some
of the most famous stars who have tried to get Gary
for their pictures. Carole Lombard believes that it is
because. Gary represents the virile, outdoor type of man
every girl likes. Marion Davies ranks him as the greatest
screen lover. And beyond all these, his pame has a

tremendous.box-oﬁice appeal to feminine fan.dom. No
wonder, he is doubly valuable.

Best and Worst acting in 1934: A critic’s cholce

“What Beverly Hills does not know about pictures,”

says a film-magnate, “is not news about pictures; it is
just tasteless gossip.”

g

First I thought it referred to the col
: i ony, where the
Hollywood giants live and very nearly gobbled it up as

the last word. But I recalled that Hill itic of
2 s tic o
the pictures and their actors, s & e

In his opinion Wallace Beery takes the palm for the
best z;sv well as the worst acting in pictures in 1934.
ally’s best performance, accordi i is
as Pancho Villa i Viva Vile and hic worst a8
Long John Silver in The Treasure Island. He
cpuld have mentioned here, without fear of any contradic-
tion whatsoever, Mr. Hugh Williams in All Men Are
Enemies. Anyway, here is the order in which he has

. placed the ten best performances,

Best Performahces

Wallace Beery in Viva Villa

Cla..l’lf Gable in It Happened One N ight,

William Powell in The Thin Man.

Anpa Sten and Fredric Match in We Live Again.
Elizabeth Bergner and Douglas Faitbanks, Jun., i

Catherine The Great.

Carole Lombar
Century,
Francis Lederer in The Py it .
grac; hlg[oore in One Night’(‘i# L‘lﬁf’ abbiness.
rank Morgan in The Affas ..
Will'Rogers in Judge Priest.r8 of Geltin.
",

d and John Barrymore in Twentieth

THE LETTERS OF

PRIVATE JOVFULL

40. KINDNESS TO VEGETABLES

Madras, 16th March, 1935.
Dear Mother,

N a recent letter I told you about Boggins' campaign
for kindness to vegetables. I happened to mention
the subject to a friend of mine, who is a Bengali
gentleman. Mr. Bose (that is the gentleman's name)

was highly amused, said he remembered something of the
kind many years ago, when he was a youth at college.

I said we still had youths at Oxford who went in
for vegetables, and such youths were called aesthetes.
Mr. Bose was surprised, and asked if I had been to an
Oxford college, and I said yes. I used to go to Balliol
every Saturday with a load of potatoes, My sister went
to Magdalen, where she had the contract for the eggs.
A lot of people in our village were connected with the
University. One of our friends had a young brother in
the Science Museum. This brother was a curiosity in a
bottle of alcohol.

You could always tell Oxford aesthetes, because
they were dressed in a sort of mediaeval way, and stood
about in attitudes like Hindu gods. They walked about
in a very languid manner, and usually had a lily or some-
thing in their hands, at which they looked rapturously.
‘There was always great enmity between the aesthetes and
the athletes. The aesthetes used to say that the athletes
were gladiators and galley-slaves, while the athletes used
to say that the aesthetes were sissies. The aesthetes used
to write l]ampoons about the athletes, and the athletes used
to debag the aesthetes. ‘When you debag anyone, you take

. off his trousers in public as a mark of contumely. If
time permits, you also decorate the exposed portion of
the victim with blue paint.

Mr. Bose laughed, and wanted to know why Boggins
was an aesthete. 1 replied that he was far from being
an aesthete. He only pretended to be kind to vegetables,
as a retort to people who pretended to be kind to
animals. Boggins was really a rough-necked soldier,
and so tough that he shaved with broken beer-bottles.

. Mr. Bose laughed like anything, and asked me to
bring Boggins to his house the next day, so that we could
 gee how Bengalis treated their vegetables. I said we
" would be very honoured, but I hoped Mr. Bose would
" excuse any mistakes we made ; especially Boggine, who
was so truthful as to be unfit for polite society. .

‘Mr. Bose wanied to know how_truthful-
- ness could make a man undesirable, and I
‘. told the story of what bappened at our last
+ ‘Regimental Sports. . The Colonel’s wife
i "went up to Boggins, and said, * Ah1 Here
“is that amusing Private’ Boggins! Good
fternoon, Boggins; what do you think of

Well, madam, I think it is too good."

S—tomtu

i . “ ‘ . | N B .
my new hat?” And Boggins replied, «Golly1" said Boggins, | feel like a Guardsman wearing his tightest corsets I

“Too good ? " said the great lady, not displeased.

“ Yes, madam,” said Boggins. It makes your face
look shabby.” ,

So you can see that being sociable with Boggins is
like being on familiar terms with a stick of dynamite.
Or, to put it another way, every time he opens his
mouth, he puts his foot in it,

Mr. Bose lived near the top of a big high building,
and I was surprised to notice how untidy the place was.
The residents appeared to throw their rubbish into the
passages and hall-ways ; and no one collected it up. You
would think that the people would agree to keep the-
public passages clean in turn, by daily or weekly roster.
I suggested this to Mr. Bose, but he said that the
residents in such buildings did not recognise each other's

existence, except 10 complain about each ather to the
landlord.

"Mr. Bose conducted us to an empty room.' It had
straw matting on the floor, and Mr. Bose asked us to sit
down. We looked round the room, and could. see
nothing to sit on; but we caught on to the idea.
Mr. Bose was doing us the honour of treating us as
friends, and expected us to sit down as he did. So we:
sat on the floor, trying to tuck our legs under our thighs,.
like English tailors do. It is a very difficult position to
adopt, especially in a stiff uniform. I heard a distinct
tearing-sound as we sat down.

“ Golly ! " said Boggins, “Ifeel like a Guardsman
wearing his tightest corsets!” '

.t
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The only rationalised exegesis so far as my brain cells
go is that this diabolical phenomenon has its ioundatxpn
in the unquestionably unavoidable fact that the English
Citizens who were chosen inthe Primordial Ark by
Patriarchal Moses to be the salt and ginger of the Earth
set the pace and blimey! we out here in the East, of
course, imitate in their lJawdable footsteps like amiable
ourang outrangs. However meloncholy this reflection
might be, let it pass by. I have disgressed far enough.
But I dont regret this disgress for nobody to my cock-
sure knowledge put such noble thoughts inside 'such

nobler raiment. That is simultaneously my consolation
and justifiability respectively,

Well the business was initiatived with a badinage of
urny ribald jokes because my male progenitor being
admittedly a Falstaffic roving gentleman earnestly wanted

to apply pepper and vinegar by way of enlivenment to
the proceedings by imparting camaradary and bong
homy (a gaelic expression equal to a slap on the back
and Howdedo my old horse ?) to the family atmosperics,
Myself 1 sate me down in a corner like the ill lucky
unfortunate great Philosophic Prince Aristotle just before
he was administered the virulent cup of hemlock leaves of

botanical poison. What 1 mean of course is | presumed
a blase deportment.

As a next step in the business of the domestic
Wittanagemot that enchantingly beauteous beveragious
liquid alias tea whose innovation into the affairs of Man
way back during the dawn of human reason was made
by that great race of yellowish stoics was served to the
€xpectant assemblage. I am referring no doubt to the
Celestial Mongolians who have the supreme and enviable

( Next week: The family palaver continues:

y s . PO | \ v
honout of inventing Pork according to the researches o§
Messrs Charles and Mary Lamb.

A deputy grandfather of self (I make the expression
advisedly)—a superannuated dotaged old reprehensible
rascal who is reported by tradition as having carried on
philanderal kissing and all sorts of unmentionably non
printable things on one of my dear grandmothers in his
youthful nonage beconed for me to his side, As in duty
bound 1 acquiescised. He pulled down my lower labium
viz. lips scanned on my molars felt the strength of my
gums, earnestly scrutinised my retina (pupil in human
science) peered into my ear and deeply communicated
with himself in a closed eyed inward contemplation and
finally smiled like a Wise Man of the East following the
Bethaleheimian star, Following thereafter he took hold

reof had unf 1
larg? naily growths with dark or - uniortunately

nigh over one sixth fraction see, yes, for well

. of one - hour.
auditors and spectators held their bre. ur. The other

athings cynosuri-

their gazes at the learned old pro):ligal in
Suddenly

minimum
of tea and

cally staring

I

Pandemonium reigneq like Infernal Dags | "

“a oad mlmglj. )

* Certainly,” said Mr. Bose; and they brought a

glass of water. It was not a glass really, but a meta]
vessel shaped like a drinking-glass, which was quite a
curiosity to me. There were some very interesting
designs engraved on the metal, and in other circumstances

1 would have liked to study them ; but for the moment all

my thoughts were directed to the problem of consuming
the bitter, burning vegetables.

Fortunately, my portion was not
soon managed {0 get to the end of it.
relief, like a champion who has run
when, to my hotror,
put-on my tray.

This was a kind of curry made with vegetables and
pieces of fish. Mr. Bose said the fish was a very famous
dish, called Zilsa. I attacked the curry with trepidation,
but discovered that it was delicious, although very much

hotter than that we were accustomed to. We are not very
fond of the curry made in barracks, and the men's
messing committee usually stipulate
served only once a fortnight. This Bengali curry
bowever, was exceedingly palatable. At the same time’
it was extremely filling, and as soon as I had cleared thé
dish, I was careful to spread my hands over it with the
utmost celerity. Mr. Bose smiled, and the dish was
taken away. '

%

very large, and I
I sat back with

a gruelling race:
another vegetable preparation was

THE LETTERS OF PRIVATE JOYFULL—(Continued Jrom pg

that curry shall be

g,
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I was now filleg a8 tight ns’

constricted attitude apgd tigh dmm' and owing to my
uncomfortable, T Ight Clothing, | her
windy, too, and m: %ol T had b ol

alen seemed rather .
Last this discomfony < Ecomfort steadily increaged. At
Me with ﬁenrg relieved by g dreadful .

be_lch, and | sat they, with e
with §.hame. But My, Bo
said, "' I am glag you ha o

red f

Good

he 1:?::3: e ought, mugt 1 eat more ?

. . n b . R
:;':lr(yaklll}::ihoféiv&re}at, in diﬂe:ent sgnbﬂ trays piled with
in my life, | gy dh‘“" Dever egtep E?tg’.’d °°L°‘l‘.“.' s
seemed more Joe)y o *Fal different o 5 80 delicion.
‘:n‘the last, w:ss&ui‘::d s?tf";

absolutely prohibi from
M. B gro ™. MORthfuly, TOCibited me from.

nd when we t to enjoy tpe entertainment very,j!

00k pyr ¢, inment very.,
Row our depart qgins
“Wen thoﬂﬂht of k'_“dnesg tou::.gl;teagii(;d BO ‘ \
ing, “if vegetables cAB"
tXme this afterncot:;
+ Bogging sajg de-b;g." emitting a nmb.;

. Your Loying Som, i
- OBEAH JO¥RULL, +¢

I

emed ace, oxl'erwhelmeg_ ,
: Quite pleased, and
only one more course,” ve enjoyed your me a? Th‘e re is_

. risers. Among the distinguished of this band of Kappy
. comrades was Rangan.

mﬁ”ﬂf

]

' Ah, my beloved, fill the cup that clears

t regrets and future fears. ’
Today of pes —Omar Khayyam.

N . . -
e society in ouf village _whxch, a/

“ H]t‘:lf{ofgl:v?: I?:d not gone thro’ the formality Qf draw-

ing up rules and electing office-holders, functioned

ieti bers of this society

an most societies. The mem i
gt::ﬁbthif you prefer it, never missed gx;]y ?}f tige :&::;Iﬁf:
which were held daily, were prompt with t! ’f‘his sbecrip-
tions and never tired of the proceedings. Tl s 50
&nsg than the Auti-Temperance ASSOClatIO_l:l. eir
g;lfbefations generally took the form of das?;.r:o:;shi gx
lication to the contents of certain pots an 1];h ik
lt)hec business manager of Stewmidb-supphedand :h[g’ ‘:hes:

was no luxurious club-room ’
Ef: %ghmthereme at any spot that ;?mu?pﬁ:d?ﬁe rl: wtitt‘;
the very palm-tress whic ) _
ill::iih;xﬁiments, these inconveax:l:mes dlld1 hﬁtoxtr sp;r;v:g;
i iviti advancing till the sma
ﬁ;ﬁgtwtl;l:;:r%?;comfort of late travellers and early
)

Rangan had been a rich caste-husbandman when he,

became & member, a loving husband and a considerate

9 las e un-
father. But noble causes deserve one's disinterested; u

ne ; ol
- divi ion and so he threw himself heart and. soul
‘ mde&i:n:enl?:p ointed gission of rwearcth_n k:i:};;l? d::ld
‘" communication of the result to the world. “ls 1 el
'f";fstshe had a-formula for the. cure of theevi 'dmulis~ N
", world, but unlike othess his formula centred rt:sunhﬂ?f ali
" manic commodity. In short by the time he Was h _

" are so sceptical.

' - [ . | vt \ |
through his tests, his finances failed him, ﬁe_ sw%ﬁowea
his pride and even went to the extent of begging ( orrow-
ing had long since ceased to be productive) and living en
tirely out of doors. In short a returnto ‘1'\Iature.

The next in order was Ve}an a harijan. He held a
small post in the village of which no one had the1 heaeré
to deprive him. This steady income was w; co%le "
eagerly by Velan as well as Rangan v_vho yvash his : 3:1
friend. The abolition of caste prejudices in their

ings with each other revealed the advanced views they
held. ‘

included the redoubtable Kaud_an who was
the cg;.l::so: and record-holder. He had his eye on the
presidentship but had not the ghost of a chance, bacause
of his decidedly low tastes. He had not the ona:llty to
this association which others possessed. He had even
been seen at a temperance meeting once

was sentimental and childish. When the
atmols%l:zg’ a‘vl:armesd up to fever-heat he would stgfrt
slobbering and vowing never to touch toddy_ in his life.
But he had his points. He had near‘ly‘.outw:tted an ex-
cise inspector who could not be convinced that e?i pgtt
dangling from the spathe in his palm-tree contained n
toddy but toddy-jaggery. He had climbed a.fs per l;nstruc
tion, and drunk the contents toa drop, before rpgxngt
the pot down for inspection. But he had counted wit a}‘:
the smell. He tried to convince the Inspector thg(i; i:l:
omission of chunam was an oversight but these offic

was another member whose memory they
cheri’sﬁ?eand whose great feat_s they narrated with t‘imesti
tinted praise and respect. This great-l;earted §oul,k 1Y
of smallness and pettiness, oneday got into a distillery at
dead of night. He contemplated the barrels inside };s
Ali Baba did the treasures in the thiaves’ cave. He
fondled the casks, gently patted the bottles and c?me to l:
standstill before a wondrously big batrel full of arrack.
There was a tap attached to it. In this great mom;tllt
of his life he didn’t want to be mean and ‘mgg'srdl&. °
kicked away the mugs and pewters and laid himse dowg
on his back just below the tap. A turn of the tap. mhe
down came the rich nectar. With nnconcea}qc} gustoH
gurgled it in. A beatific smile appeared on his face. et
wanted to bréak into song but an attempt resulted 1%
of the fiery liquid going the wrong way ancfl‘ he egm Ie
that part of the programme, The arrack flowed on, h\;
smacked his lips, thanked God for his bounties andP
i whgs the pot Wordeyorls el Wi F
SSI:itla?e:h?e a:?:ck f:ﬁe ‘Ol What a?all was there my

. countrymen!' ‘Nor Poppy nor Mandragosa nor all the

+
: Y. agosa’ >
syrups of the world® ‘equalled this in its “sweet.
g:z:iidyiigﬁ ’, he ruminated, perhaps ‘not in s0 many

. words.

f whisky (or for that matter agsack) -
The quality o 1sky o he nﬁt sl
th as the gentle rain from Heaven A
%g:":gz place beneath : Itis twice blest ; Lo
1t blesgeth him that.makes and bim that drmks”‘: .
It's mightiest when neatest. It overcomes . =
The throned monarch better than his clowns .-
His doctor talks himself hoarse.on Intemperance, -
Which contributes to agus and.chest pains. -
" ‘Wherein doth sit the dread andfelrdm :



“ Yes, you'll?” asked the barrel in a
Ol What a fall | nasty tone. .
was there my w Apologise, Forgot myself,” he wept.
countrymen ! Oh, please—ple-e-e-e-ase, won’'t you stop,g
Casky—Ca-a-a-a-sky, Cas-kyeeeeee.........
His funeral was attended by all the
members of the society, high and low who
stood bareheaded before the coffin and reverently contem-

plated the last of the hero. ‘ The Last Toast’ sounded
mournfully.

Rangan and Velan returned late that night weeping
like children. They walked on for some time in silence.
Then Rangan said, * This same moon yesterday (hic)
saw Kalappan (hic) but not today.”

~“Yesh,” replied Velan; “but old man, don’t you
think (hic) you are making a mishtake, This is the sun,
ycu know. Did you have a glass t00..e.eveeenee

“ Nonshense ; 'tis the moon awrigh. Do you think
I am blind?” :

1 tell you it is the Sun.”

“No, it ish the Moon.”
“Itsthe Sunyou = * % %
“No, you 4 Tsch %
“Well we'll ask thish fellow.”

A solitary traveller had loomed up. The question
was put to him.

'The traveller perceived their condition. He loved
his life dearly and did not want to commit himself one
way or the other. He thought for a moment,

'_‘ You.........you heard our queshtion ? Anshwer our
blinkin' question, you........." they insisted.

“1t's this way, my dear chaps, you see I am new to
this place and can't really tell you how it is.”

But whisky (or arrack) is above this doctor’s sway:
It is a tribute to man’s genius

I N L O O R N Y Y Y AN NN

Meditating in thisstrain and swallowing, Madhavan
reached the climax of contentment. He was satisfied

for the nonce, and not being greedy he spoke, *“ Oh, Barrel! Ra'nga').n and Velan were satisfied and left him.
I have had enough! I have said when!” The barrel (It's time you also left—Ed.)
thought it a poor performance and encouraged him to Oh, thanks for the hint: I shall say au revoir

go on and beat all previous records. But Madhavan was myself.
firm “No! not another

drop. ‘Man watts but httle ' b

here below "!” The barrel Y E S) ‘ Il K N @ W/ ‘
calied him a poltroon, a 1 L] "
gink, a simp, a goof, a 1. A curious coincidence in history is the code of

frymg-pan. a worm. But punishment being drawn up in two codntries
Madhavan wasnot offended. morse t?r less sdimultaneously‘ In China, Empe:i

ct ror Shun'’s code was enacted in 2281 B, C. an

(I;Ie e e;.fmg‘ﬁ e Odfzre in Babylon Hammurabi's Code  in 2250 B. C.
one to him. 1ié tnere Branding, mutilation, castration and death
tried the pleading style.

* Please. 1 assure you, I

is the order followed in both,
2. It is an instrument for recording thunder-
don’t want any more,
please” He wouldn't

storms.
3, Suicide by disembowelment as practised by
grumble. Oh, no, he was
pot an Oliver Twist to ask

the higher classes in Japan when in disgrace.
for more.

4, If stands for *the most favoured nation
clause’ and implies the grant of some conces-
sions and preferences in trade among the
parties to the agreement.

5. A traveller who expects to know all about &
country in & few months. It is derived
from a character of that name in Kipling.

6. It is an artificial international languagé inven~
ted about 1879 by J, M. Schieyer,

Then he got really angry.
“I tell you I have had
epough. By my finger

bones I swear. I you don’t . An .
stop this instant, Pll—" swers to questions on page 19.
22

XX

UCH a lot of you, dear boys and girls, have expressed a kind
S interest in Auntie's career, that she feels she must satisfy your
curiosity with a further small instalment of her adventures.
Auntie will tell you about the time when she was a professional
co-respondent.

All you well-informed boys and gitls know about the divorce-laws
in England. Briefly, if two wellmeaning but incompatible persons
find their married life mutually intolerable, one of them has to pretend
to be wicked. The dictates of chivalry require that the husband shall
volunteer to commit the necessary delinquencies. Naturally, my dears,
the poor man shrinks from having to perpetrate abandoned and
passionate behaviour in the company of a strange young woman, so the
lawyer helps him out. He calls in one of us professipnal co-respondents.

Of course, a professional co-respondent has to be a lady of
irreproachable character and high virtue. Her chief duty is to pass
the night in strange bedrooms with unknown gentlemen. Most of
Auntie's clients were quite nice gentlemen, although usually very bashful,
Auntie showed them what to do.

What we had to do was to go to a hotel, and introduce ourselves
as Mr. and Mrs. Smith, and ask for a room. While booking the room,
we hesitated about our names, and looked coyly at each other, and
altogether behaved quite unlike a much-married couple seeking a ‘mere
night’s lodging. The clerk would notice our demeanour and draw his
own conclusion, and laugh up his sleeve and point us out to the hall-
porter, ‘

When we reached our room and were left alone, there was the
problem of what to do in order to pass the long hours of night. Your
clever Auntie used to ‘bring a supply of packs of cards, crossword-
puzzles, snakes-and-ladders, miniature golf, and religious literature—
something, you see, to amuse all types of gentlemen. The gentlemen
used to be rather frightened at first, and would look rathet apprehen-
sively at Auntie, but she soon put them at their ease and taught them-
how to play Jack-and-the-beanstalk, fishing-in-the-fountain, and other
harmless parlour-games. Many a gentleman became quite: friendly
before morning, and would tell Auntie the story of his life. o

At last would come the the waiter, knocking at the door with the
early-motning tea. This Wwas the supreme moment, Auntie dnd the
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gentleman had to jump in to bed, fully dressed, and look
as sinful as possible. Then the gentleman cried, * Come
in!” In would come the waiter with the tea, and look
at Auntie and the gentleman. The gentleman would
speak to the waiter in a rude manner, as if he had
been disturbed at something, and tell him to leave,
and give him no tip. This ensured that the waiter
would not forget him.

After that, Auntie and the gentleman were free to
depart. In due course, the gentleman would be sued for
divorce, and the clerk, the hall-porter, and the waiter
would identify him, and testify to his profligate conduct,
the waiter giving his evidence with especial vindictive-
ness.

Auntie used to be employed by the eminent firm of
NARROWBOTTOM, NARROWBOTTOM, NARROWBOTTOM,
and NARROWBOTTOM. The managing partner, Mr.
Narrowbottom (the third one from the left), used to say
that Auntie was an ideal professional co-respondent. He
said that Auntie was such an old gargoyle that the
professional risk was almost zero. But that, of course,
was only his fun.

Auntie will tell you some more about her adventures
as a professional co-respondent, next week.

Actor (Tanjore). Auntie is sorry to hear that you
have been discharged. On examining your testimony, it
is obvious that the whole thing was a misunderstanding,
arising from your extraordinary acting ability. The
night they did “ Hamlet ", you died on the stage so
realisitically that the manager rushed out and engaged a
new actor.

Curious (Kumbakonam). * Which do you think is
the greatest scientific marvel of the age, Auntie—the
submarine, the aeraplane, or the radio?” Well, dear
boy, the one that beats Auntie is : How do they get the
marble into a soda-water bottle ?

Grievance (Bangalore). “ The landlord demanded
the rent in advance. The illiterate fellow said my
luggage was too emotional. What did he mean?” He
meant it was easily moved, dear boy.

Motorist (Bombay). Yes, dear sir, the traffic-cons-
table was wise in adwising you always to give half the
road to a lady-driver.
girls cannot make up our minds which half of the road
we want. *

Paterfamslias (K. Mamunaik Street). * Do you
think that a daughter should take after her mother ?”
The question does not arise, dear sir. After mama has
been through your pockets, there is nothing left for the
girl to take.

Woman Student (Karnatack College). Yes, my
dear, Auntie thinks it is all right for a girl to be interested
in sports. But don’t marry one.

Philosophy (Madras). * Happiness is the pursuit of
something, not its attainment.” Auntie is not so sure,
dear sir. Have you ever pursued the last tram ona
rainy night? )

Appearances (Allahabad). *I notice that a woman
always looks at her worst in the morning.” Quite true,
dear boy. . Many a swain who gazes at his beloved under
the moonlight, has no idea of what he will have to look
at over the breakfast-table. - But whatever ‘the deficien.
cies of a girl's matutinal countenance, she makes it up in
the evening.

- Asyonautics (Flying . Club). Yes, dear boy, the
first silent aevoplane has made its appearance in Germany.

m‘

Of course, the trouble is that we.

It is thought that it will be presented to Herr Hitler.
‘When the leader takes the air, nothing else is allowed to
make a noise,
 Pussyfoot (Malabar). ‘‘Drink is a curse. Wine
is a maker. It shortens a man's life by half.” Yes
dear boy, but he sees twice as much in the time. ’
_ Toddy Growers ' Association (Malabar). * Ours is
a natural, healthful product. It cleans out a man's
system.” And, of course, his purse.

 Worried Politician (Malabar). *“Every day 1 get
circulars from temperance organisations, demanding that
I shall support prohibition. By the same mail comes
comrpugxcations from the trade, asking me to support a
ﬂognshmg home industry. What reply can I make, to
sat'lsfy léc_)th lparties?" .hThe reply is brief and to the
point. Simply say to them, ‘‘ Down with t ink!”
They will both be delighted. ith the drink!

Secretary (United Provinces). * We call upon you
and all serious leaders of feminine thought, to suppor{
the Bill for the Preservation of Wild Life.” 'Really
madam, Auntie is disgusted to find that a bill for such
purpose is being promoted by the Government, and
sponsored by religious dignitaries and respectable matrons.
Auntie is horrified by this iniquitous attempt to foiat
wild pab:ts upon the young people of our cities. She will
certainly not support any proposal for the encourage.-
ment gf wild life. And she will tell Mr. Macdonald
about it the next time she sees him, so there !

Amateur Poultry-Farmer (Quilon). Auntie is glad
to hear that you are pleased with your new patent
incubator. It is a pity that you are still waiting for it to
startslmg c(eggs. )

y (A. B. Hostel). * We were having an argu-
ment about my old car (a Bonebreaker S!:gcial), ag:;i
agreed to submit the point to Auntie for decision. Which
of the controls of a car causes the mest accidents?”
The nut that holds the steering-wheel, my dear chap.

Despairing (Fysabad). Do not worry, dear boy
even if your girl does say that she is going to throw ym;
over. You know how a girl throws, don't you?

Modern Youth (Lyalipur). * 1like the modern girl's
short dresges. I tl’link they are attractive,” Well, dear
boy, 1 agree they are attractive as far as a man can see,

Problem (Rawalpindi). “What would you do if

-you were bitten by a mad dog, and were unable to obtain

Pasteur treatment?” 1 would make my wi
_ y will, d
and then a list of all the people I was going to bii:.r bov.
Joker (Colomb_o). “Here is one for you, Auntie.
When I'dxe. how will I be able to get my coat over my

- wings?!' Do not worry about that, dear joker. How

will you get your hat over your horns ?

Safety First (Bombay). " If caught in the traffic
at a busy crossing, the best thing to do is to stand still.”
And, of course, if time permits, you can scribble a last
message on the margin of your newspaper.

Marwari (Calcutta). ** Suppose you were sitting in
a taxi outside a shop, waiting for a friend to complete
his business. And suppose, in the absence of the driver,
the machine started to run away, What should a
careful man do?” The very first thing, of course, would
be.to turn off the fare-meter. Then, wherever you were
going, you would at least get a free ride,

Urbanite (Madras)- *“ Do they serve wet fish in

neo-style restaurants 2 I think th i '
o g ey will serve anyone,

OUR years of strenuous life in the wilds of Burma,
F prospecting. for a mining concern, had reacted
severely on my bealth. 1 had my contract
cancelled and shipped myself to Madras along with the
remains of what had once been a motor car. '

My old doctor overhauled me with a grave look on
his face.

“ Nothing much wrong just now, but that left lung
of yours wants & bit of care. 1 should suggest a quiet
life and complete rest, some healthy climate like Banga-
lore, plenty of open air, good food and pethaps latgr on
a nice, understanding type of wife—and my fee is ten
rupees.” »

I decided to follow the doctot's advice and give
myself a holiday. The old car that had served me so
well for the last four years had to go. Walking idly
along the Marina I gazed at all the new mgdels of cars
that had sprung up during my period of exile. I passed
the Alma Mater and wondered what had happenefi to all
my college-mates. The city had changed rr}uch in four
years and the jungle-life had brought about its metamor-
phosis in me too. But the events of my college life,
four years ago, wete fresh in my memory. I could still
remember vividly the last day of the term when——

The thumping whack on my back which accompa-
nied the shoutiof greeting, fairly shook me oﬁ' {ny_balance.
1 looked up and almost lost my mental equilibrium too.
Could this tailor’s dummy be the old slox{enly Subbu 1
had known? When [ had parted from him four years
ago, his lank, lean figure and his air of tx}'edness and
despair had moved everyone to pity. _Son of 4 lawyer who
was reputed to havea five-figure income, Subbu had
once been a very popular hero at college. Whgn his
father had died and the money-lenders and the mst.al-
ment people had helped themselves, Subbu was left with
a legacy of four unmarried sisters. That had started

As I was trying to collect my wits, a car drew up
alongside the pavement and 1 gaped at that next. It was
one of those latest streamlined giants that you do not
know the right end of from the wrong end. The shine
of the paint and the dazzle of the chromium-plating, the
trimness of the liveried chauffeur who stood respectfully
at the open door, were all ih keeping with this new

Subbu whom I saw before me. He dragged me into the
car and we were soon doing a smooth sixty along the
Beach Road to the tune of Subbu's autobiographical
recitation.

I leaned back on the air-cushions and learnt that
Subbu had taken to selling second-hand motor cars after
leaving college and had put himself on the map in four
years. It appeared that out of the six hundred thousand
residents of Madras, anyone who had any surplus cash
came right along to Subbu to be cheated into paying ten
times its value for a tin-pot car that a scrap-iron dealer
from Mannady would scorn to look at. You could give
Subbu anything on four wheels and he would find a
sucker to fall for it.

“ That is salesman-ship, kid,” concluded Subbi’ v g

“ All the muck they teach you at college is sheer piffie.
The Binomial theorem won't buy a viss of Brinjals and
Bain’s Rhetoric won't bring the rations home. There is
money and fame only in the selling profession. And
do you know what put me on to it? You remember
dad left me four sisters to get rid of ? The expcrience
showed me that life is largely a matter of efficient sales-
manship. Now, behold the result!”

The car stopped opposite a huge glass-fronted shop.
Myriads of powerful lights shed their radiance on a large
array of artistically displayed cars and a huge Neon
sign-board announced the name and calling of my host.
An obsequious duffadar inall his regimental glory, opened
the door of the car and saluted with great ostentation.

his downfall and his unpopularity. Itis one
of the unwritten laws of college life, that you
should never try to rope in your pals for an
“in-law ’ relationship. But a nagging motber's
taunts drove Subbu to extremes. 1 had been

By
‘JIPPY’

Subbu conducted me into a luxuriously fur-
nished private office and gave me the floor. I
told him of my four-years’ life in the wilds of
Burma, of my bad lung and the doctor’s verdict.

¥ Open-air life?” queried Subbu profession-

very fond of him but even I could not stand
his match-making advances.

Looking at him now, the change in his bearing and
demeanour, astounded me. His aggressive air of self-
confidence, the almost foppish flaunting ‘of wordly
possessions which he proudly displayed, revealed a new
Subbu.

“ Hey kid | ” shouted Subbu, ** what have you been
doing to yourself all these days ? Why, you look like the
ghost of what you were when I saw you last. Got
hitched up yet? No? What a shame! Come along

" . with me now; don't stand gaping at me as if 1 was 8

Dusscra procession.”

4em 16—3—38

ally, *1 will sell you a car that will take you
into all the open-air you want. Just the thing for you—
a deluxe coupe that will go anywhere. Last year’s

model, eight cylinders, free wheeling, synchro-mesh gears, -,

controlled ventilation—going for a song, a mere three-
thousands, absolutely off the bargain-counter~" ,

Subbu dragged me in front of the coupe and gave
me the glad eye. I fell for the car right away. I could
understand how he made his business a success.

The next day I drove my old battered tourer into
Subbu’s garage. He eyed it for a while with a puzzled
look on his face, . o A
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“A motor-car, is it?”’ he queried. * Takes some
believing, though. Anyway, what model is it ? Oh, yes,
1854-mutiny model, Which museum did you pinch it
from ? All right, you might leave it. I could perhaps
be able to get some date-fruit for the radiator brass.

In the end Subbu reluctantly consented to give me a
hundred rupees for the old car. I saw now how he made
his pile.

The telephone bell on his desk pealed an insistent
summons. Subbu answered it.

“Hulloa, yes, yes—Oh, good-day—vyes, yes—What,
to-day ? Three o'clock? But we are closing—oh, well
then [ suppose it can’t be helped —all right—ockay—good-
day.”

Subbu rang off and
cursed. I looked at him
enquiringly. Inspiration
seemed to dawn on his
face.

“Listen, kid,” he .
said, “ will you do mea
favour ? There's a party
calling at three to-day
for acar. Lhavegivenmy
staff the day off and have
to be away myself. The
party must have a car
to-day—going by road
to Bangalore to.night.
Can’t afford to miss the
business. Will you
deputise for me and sell
acar?”

“Oh, but I haven't
sold a car before and
don’t know what to do
and how todo it.”

Subbu patted me on
the back and chuckled.

“Don’t you worry
about that. You keep
mum and the cars sell
themselves. Let the suckers gas all they don’t know
about gaskets and prattle all they have perused
from the pamphlets about plugs and pinions. They
finally hypnotise themselves and fall for a parti-
cular vehicle. You jump in then and ask for three
times its value and you will have them falling on your
neck in gratitude. That is the art in salesmanship. Don’t
offer your wares with any display of enthusiasm. Give
the buyer the feeling that he is doing you in the eye.
But then this party has been here before and is half in
love with that limousine over there—worth two- thousand
any day but you should be able to wangle another
five hundred with your face and figure behind the deal.
Okay, I am off now. Get your best smile on, she will be
here any moment.”

*“She ?” I enquired with some trepidation.

Oh the party is a woman. What'’s the name, let
me see,” Subbu rummaged in 2 drawer and brought
forth a card “ Miss Saguna. B.A” That shoyld make
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it easier still for you. These college girls are so easy.
to tackle. Don’t worry about doing the down on a
female; as likely as not she is the daughter of a lawyer
who robs widows and orphans for a living. Well, I
must be off now, cheerio and good luck; keep the flag
flying.”

On the stroke of three, a trim roadster drew up in
front of the show-room and disgorged a vision of beauty
that might have stepped out of a Ravi Varma painting,
She had big datk eyes that were brimming over with the
joy of life and once you looked into those eyes, it was
hard to look away. The arch of her eye-biows, the
aquiline nose and the exquisite modelling of her mouth,
compelled your admiration at the first glance. 1 stared
in wonder and kept staring. The girl laughed outright
at my silent, stupefied compliment to her charms.

“ Mr. Subburaman ?”

she enquired in a clear,
musical voice. v

¢

I found my tongue with an effort and explainéd that
Subbu had been called away unavoidably.

* Oh, you are his new assistant ?

I accépted the position and tried to smile, The
girl strolled, in and out among the displayed cars and
talked all the while. I agreed with Subbu that motor
selling was largely a matter of silence,

|“

I am gaing to Bangalore by road to-night,” the
girl confrded ‘and wanted a car that would just take

.me without much bother. Mr. Subburamian suggested

that limousine over thers. Looks all right but a bit too
big. Still I suppose—Oh, what in Heaven's name is

| that? ”

The girl stopped in front of my battered old tourer and

looked at it with wondering eyes.” Then she laughed a

tppling laugh of pieasure, ran to her car in the road, and
came out hugging the ugliest bull-pup I have ever seen.
She put the brute on the seat of my old car, walked
back a few paces to survey the effect better and clapped
her small shapely hands in hilarious merriment.

“Oh, dear, aren’t they a pair of beauties! What a
glorious idea! The ugly car for the ugly dog. Qoohh—""

1o her merry frolic the girl danced about
the car and cooed to the dog and patted
the bonnet of my car in evident affection.
She then announced that she was buying
my old tin lizzie.

My sense of noblesse oblige triumphed
over the onerous dutfes that deputising for
Subbu entailed. I told her what the car
was. My trials and woes of the last four
years trying to get obedience out of a car

" that knew no rnaster, gave wings to my
speech. 1 declaimed on the demerits of the
demon in the shape of a four-wheeled con-
veyance and rose to great heights of elo-
quence in my effortto stem her enthusiasm,

The girl looked at me with smiling eyes.
* You talk well, you know,” she said.
I tried not to blush.

“ But you neend’t waste your breath, I
know you salesmen. You never like a buyer
making a good bargain. You may think
you mean well, but thatis my car. Don't
you see it matches my dog? Now teli me
what the damage is. Can you give mea
receipt and send the car to my house before
the evening ?

I sold the car to her for eight hundred
rupees and felt like a high-way robber on
his first outing. The girl went out hugging
the ugly bull-pup. I asked her at the doot
if she would want a driver for the journey.

' “Oh, no, I am driving myself. I know
the roads well. And Appu will take care

asked the lycky dog.

‘When Subbu came in later, and heard
about it all, he was mad with joy.

“Oh, you cheat, you champion swindler, you

despo:ler of innocent feminine trust,” he shouted at me,

‘ You have missed your vocation. What will you take

to join me as my chief assistant trader on the gullibility

of the guys who gwe us thelr gold and take a tonof
trouble in exchange?”

"That evening I parted from Subbu and drove my
new coupe home. My mind was a battleground of
emotions. I couldn't eat, I couldn’t rest and I couldn’t
sleep. The vision of that glorious girl stranded on the
highway with a dud car blurred my sight with persistent
recurrence. I could almost hear her wails and curses.
My blood boiled When I thought of those pretty handg§
toiling with the rusty bolts and nuts of my wteck of
a car.

of me on the way, won’t you darling?™ she

SN

At ten in the night, I packed a few things, ﬁlled my . -
coupe for a long drive dnd shot out into Poonamallo



High Road. With my watchful eyes glued to the road
in front, I raced against time and wind, along the
corrugated atrocity they call a high-road in
Chingleput District, round the sharp curves ot the palm-
lined streets of Sriperambuthur and out on the Arcot
Road.

I caught the old tourer at the side of the road about
seventy miles away from Madras. The girl was stand-
ing in front of it with a puzzled frown on her face. 1
brought my coupe to a screeching halt alongside and
trailtfed her. She looked up with wonder and obvious
reliel.

“Oh, I didn't know you were going along this road
to-night, ” she said.

*1 wasn't; at any rate, not to-night. But you see,
I knew the tourer and I thought I would just scoot
round and see if I could be of any help.”

“ Oh, but if you were sure it was such a rotten car,
\ﬁ'hy did you make me buy it ?"" cried the girl unreasonably.
You looked so nice and honest at the shop and I thought
I could trust you. Oh, you are all wicked. Just to give
yourself an opportunity for a ' knight and damsel-in-dis-
tress’ stunt, you spoil my trip. I have to be in
Bangalore early in the morning to attend a wedding.
Oh, you beast, I hate you, I loathe you, go away please.
1 do not want to see you ever again.”

The look of resentment and disgust in her eyes made
me feel strangely guilty. I knew it was no use trying to
persuade her that she had insisted on buying that car to
match her dog, in spite of my advice and protest. She
must have spent at least three hours trying to make the
tin lizzie go and in her present mood explanations would
only vex her more. It is ever a lovely woman's privilege
to blame others for her faults. It was not for me to
argue or question why. I took off my coat and got
under the tourer. In half-an-hour, I came out grimy and
perspiring and the tourer was ready for the road till she
took a fancy to stop again.

With the air of a princess accepting homage from a
slave, the girl got into the car and let in the clutch.

(13 .
And pext time you sell a car to anyone who trusts
you think of God, before you think of your profit,” was
her parting shot in return for my pains,

I gave her an hour’s start and then drove in pursuit
of Subbu’s sins and my folly. This time I caught the
trio at a wayside pool on the Chittoor road. The tourer
was steaming and emitting foul odours from the engine
and the exhaust. Appu was barking to the accompani-
ment of the screeching of an owl ona tree nearby,
Saguna was sobbing as if her heart would break. Asi
stepped out of my car, somewhere in the darkness, the
jackals cried out in a chorus of terrific howling. With
a wild sob of fright the girl threw herself into my arms,
My heart beat wildly as I tried to comfort her. I drew
her into the coupe, dragged Appu in between us, deserted
the old tourer on the roadside and stepped on the
accelerator. Saguna sobbed herself to sleep hugging the
dog for comfort.

On the Palmaner Ghats, the engine of my coupe
coughed, spluttered and stopped dead. I looked at the
petrol gauge. The tank was empty. In my initial hurry
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and my subsequent discomfiture, I had forgotten to lay
in a spare supply of petrol.

The girl awoke from her sleep, refreshed and calmed
after the night's experiences. The day was just dawning
and out in the east the first rays of the hidden sun were
lining the horizon in streaks of grey and white.

“ Ran out of gas, I suppose?” Saguna queried in
biting sarcasm. ‘* This is scene four, isn’t it? Rather
an old trick judging by the novels and the movies. And
what do we do now?”

The strain of the previous night was telling on me
too. I could forgive her, her impetuous outbursts of
vexation and anger against me, but this cool and
deliberate insult to my intentions was beyond my
endurance. I faced her in the dawning light of the
morning and told her the story as it had happened. [
told her of my college friendship with Subbu, of my
chance meeting with Subbu and the subsequent events.

Saguna listened with incredulity at first and then
the roses crept into her cheeks. The hate went out of her
eyes and gave place to a softness that enchanted her very
expression. Slowly the beautiful mouth drew out in a
smile of remorse strangely linked with happiness and her
carmine lips pouted in petulant penitence. She placed
a soft hand on my shoulder.

*Oh, dear, to think how I misjudged you! What
must you be':’ thinking of me ? And howcan I ever recom-
pense you?

As she spoke, she leaned slightly with her face to
me. I took my recompense from the sweet freshuness of
her lovely lips. .

Appu woke up, shook himself, looked at us and de.
cided, sensible animal that he was, that his place wasn't
between us. With a bound he leapt out and started
chasing a rabbit across the road. From out of
the green expanse of the valley below, the cool morning
breeze sang past the mountains. A mating bird chirruped
in the fulness of its joy somewhere in the near distance.

Saguna drew my face to hers and linked her arms round .

my neck. The sun burst out of the mountains in all his
glory and started the most glorious day of my life.

I walked up to the town and bought a supply of
petrol. We reached Bangalore in time for Saguna to
attend the wedding. At her request [ stayed at her house
which was unoccupied for the time. It was evening
when she returned from her party. The scent of the
flowers in her hair and the fragrance of the attars and
the rose-water she collected at the wedding-party, mad-
dened me. I gathered her in my arms, crushed the divine
form to me and told her the eternal tale.

We broke from the embrace as foot-steps sounded at
the door. I looked up and saw Subbu’s gaunt frame
towering over us,

*“What! you here, Subbu,——why——what—?" I
stammered.

“ Why not, my baby face villain from Hollywood?”
roared Subbu. ““ Not content with cheating my sister over
your dirty car, you want to cheat me of her too, you
snake in the grass! And to think that I have been think-
ing of taking you into my business, you——"" '

(Continued on page 30)

Appa’s benevolent in:
terference did not stop

DOMEDY OF SNEEZES '

By ‘E. M.’
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Without a warning,
appa sneezed.

ITHOUT a warning, appa sneezed. And amma
looked on.

The family'party was moving at the rate of thirty
miles an hour. The express glide} over the never-ending
rails smoothly. Then quite suddenly appa sneezed.

“1 told you so,” :said amma triumphantly.

Afpa gave her a look of unutterable scorn. He was
a fussy elderly man of over fifty and had been teasing
his stout but obstinate wife to coyer herself well in warm
clothing. This she had flatly refused to do. It wasa
second class compartment and the family had it all to
themselves.

“1t’s you who need your woollens about you, not
1,” pursued amma. *‘You can’t be too careful, and at
your age, too.” Now this was quite the wrong way of
dealing with appa, for nothing ever annoyed him so
much as being constantly reminded that he had turned
his half century. The memory of his late golden jubilee
was ever distasteful to this gentleman who asseverated
with unshakable pertinacity that a man is never so young
as at fifty. Sad though, his tired face belied him,

Susila and the self-consci-

ous Ratnam to draw their

sweaters on and to close
the windows against all intrusive draughts. Here at
least he was partly successful. But Susila plucked up
a little courage and protested. ‘‘ But why aren’t you
covering yourself, appa?”’

To an ordinary logical parent, this question would
have been highly disconcerting. But apfa was not
ordinary, nor was logicai thinking his strong point.
Thus he did not hesitate to reward his son’s first attempts
at logic with an ungentle cuff on the bead. From which
you will gather that he was not famous for his sense of
humour.

[13 . ”" - . 4
Saroja,” he said in stern reproof. “You are not
being Saroja atall. Ask no questions, but do as appa
tells you.”

Saroja obeyed, reflecting perhaps that our remedies
‘do oft in heaven lia’, which we presume to ascribe to
ourselves. In this she was wise.

Meanwhile, mother was viewing these autocratic
activities of her husband with interest. Quite abruptly
she got up and cautiously crossed the swaying compart-
ment, drew down the shutter of the last open window—
the one by appa’s side. Why she did this remains a
mystery. It was denying appa the indulgence of his
little vanity, and as such it was asking for trouble. Appa,
however, thought he could fathom the mystery.

“ Don't you worry about me, Ammu,” he assured
his wife. “Leave it open. I like the cool, fresh air.
Besides, it feels quite warm inside.

Mother smiled. It was the smile of the school-
master who has caught a boy napping, of a lawyer
pouncing upon an unwary witness, of a wife who has
led her husband into committing himself. *‘ But didn't
you say it was cold, and ask us to wrap ourselves?
Anyway, I can’t bear a draught, I tell you.”

She thought she had the best of the argument, and
sat down with a complacent smile. But she reckoned
without her husband’s ingenuity. The man seemed to
be inspired by the devil himself. He scrampled uvp to
an upper berth and switched on a fan. Now it was
appa’s turn to smile. He positively gloated over his
triumph.

But appa’s victory, too, was short-lived. The whir-
ligig of time seemed to bave caught the humour of the
situation. It turned ever so fast and revenged itself
successively upon both parties in this unusual contest.

If appa bhad pressed the electric fan into his service,
the armoury of his wife was not so easily exhausted as
all that. She had the Gandhian card of passive resistance
up her sleeve. Wherefore she forthwith discarded her
flannels and mufflers and rugs and started satyagraha.
Unless appa stopped that pestilential fan and climbed
down and made himself snug and warm, she too would
defy all the icy blasts and temperatures of heaven and
North India. . !

!
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Now here was a delicate situation. Appa fully

Yealised the delicacy of it. One false move would ruin
him. Already the seeds of insurrection had been sown in
his offspring.  The children were never much noted for
minding their own business, he reflected ruefully. Who
knew what the defiant attitude of their mother might not
set them up to?

Here it was that Providence stepped in to the rescue.
The finger of fate is plainly discernible in the next thing
that happened, but for which the connubial deadlock
might have gone on till the end of all creation. Amma
had the upper hand now. From the height of self-
congratulation she next fell.  All this revolutionary
transformation in the fortunes of war were brought
about most simply and naturally. Such a simple and
natural device as Providence 4lone could think of. Ina
word, amma sneezed.

It started, so to say, the fourth act of this comedy.
Amma sneezed. And what a sneeze it was! To have
brought peace and goodwill into an atmosphere that
might well have baffled a Sapru and a Jayakar,

But how did this wonder-working sneeze bring about
this miracle? A perfectly reasonable question. Its
effect, was psychological. (' Damn,” says the fed-up
modern reader. Sorry.) Now for the psychology of it.
It set amma's courage ebbing. She began
to get scared of the cold and would have
welcomed a truce. As for appa, his man-
hood and moral superiority were restored
in an instant by the magic of that heaven-
sent sneeze. Afpa will always continue
to bless the presiding deity of sneezes.

But all was not all right, yet. The ice
had thawed, but it had yet to be broken.
Who was to make the first move, was the
great problem. Prestige, aye, prestige, was
involved. Nay, their very self-esteem was
at stake. Here Heaven looked down and
repeated its successiul strategem. The
moral is, don't work a good thing too
often, but on occasions do it a sccond time,
A mischievous sprite tickled his nose. And
this time appa sneezed.

Now all difficulties vanished. Appa,
and amma alike threw pride to the cold
northern winds and made a record dash
for the fan switch. I forget who won. Nor
does it matter much. As far as the rest of

the story is concerned, the whole biessed family pafty
won.

' Like all good stories, the present one has an
epilogue. In other words, the last act of the comedy.

_ At Delhi, the family quartette stayed with a Madrasj
resident of their acquaintance. The host had been up
North for. over a decade and he was rather taken in by
the conspiracy of nonchalance displayed by the visitors
towards the Northern winter. .

_ Don't you find it too cold for you?* he asked, in
mild surprise. ' ’

_“ Not at a!l," replied appa airily. A hand went up
to stifle the untimely sneeze. In vain. “ We don't think
it very severe, I am sure.”

'“ How does it go with you, madam?” he turned
politely to amma.

“_Slightly "—(sneeze)—" cool, but not unbearable or
anything.”
The ‘old-timer* turned away to hide a smile. *I

needn,’.t ask the kids,” he remarked. ‘‘Their answer is
clear.

It was, and no mistake about it. Unambiguo
s . usly,
and both together, they sneezed. g ¥

Appa and Amma sneezed,

SUBBU, THE SPLENDID SALESMAN—(Continued from page 28)

I looked at Subbu and then at Saguna in stupefied
surprise.” There was a smile on her parted lips and a
ripple of mirth in her laughing eyes. Her cheeks were
crimson with blushes. She looked at me for a
little moment and then hung her head. But the memory
of the previous night was still fresh in my mind; I
decided to get my own back.

* You cheat!” I teased her. “If you were hard up
for a husband why not come out into the open and fight ?
Why the subterfuge? Why the pose of outraged
innocence ? God knows you are endowed with all the
weapons for man-killing. Why cheat your way to a
heart and a home ?”

The girl looked at me with an air of calm assurance
and with a deliberate smile playing about her lips.

(11 (1]

And yet,” she answered, * you would have cheated
me over your tin lizzie, wouldn’t you dear, even if yoy
were doing it for someone else? Remorse stung you
a_nd you tried to atone for your sins later. But I have
given you your recompense too, haven't 17"

There was only one answer to her question. I
bundled Subbu bodily out of the room. He shouted to
me as he went out. .

That is salesman-ship, kid; you wouldnt have her
when I asked you four years ago, and now I do not offer
my wares with any display of enthusiasm but just let you
lose your head by yourself and my last responsibility in
life is over. But say, boy, Saguna is worth the deception;

isn't she? Aren’t you thankful I kept her for yo N
four years? Boy, call out three cheers for Sugbt: tfl?; i

splendid salesman | ” ;

In this and
three more
articles, the
author reveals us
glimpses of
family-life
among the South
Indian  middle
classes. With an
observant eye
and a facile pen,
he makes his pic-
tures vivid, yet
familiar—Ed.)

BY R. JAGANNATHAN

very rarely that his course thereafter is smooth.
Even assuming that the rivals near the throne are
somehow vanquished, there are still other impedi-
ments of a dilatory kind. For, the woman will generally
make him feel that he has sprung a surprise on her and
.induce him to repeat his declaration as many times as
possible to enable her to collect her nerves and come to
a final decision.

lF a man declares to a woman that he loves her, it is

On the other hand, if a woman declares to a man
that she loves him, the declaration generally catches the

man like wildfire and he proceeds to marry her at the:

earliest possible moment, waiving proper notice.

The latter action' was precisely what my friend,
Ramamritam, took to the utter disapproval of his old
father. And it was precisely the reason why he said I
was not invited for the marriage. It was a question of
conscience, he pleaded, and not one of ceremonial. Still,
his father knows in his heart of hearts that Ramamritam
is a very dutiful son; and I, for my. part, am always
ready to vouch that he is a good friend.

Ramamritam’s version of his short-notice marriage
was lengthy and explanatory ; therefore, I am not tempted
to reproduce it verbatim. His father Chinnaswamy
Iyet’s version was short and incomplete in psychological
details ; so it is unhelpful. It has, therefore, fallen on
me to relate it as a third person to the fourth and sub-
sequent persons. _

Chinnaswamy Iyer was a clerk. A clerk by pro-

(" fession and not by birth, By birth he was a philosopher.

- As a philosopher he took his failures in school lightly
and became a clerk, As a philosopher he took his

s

marriage seriously and begot one child after ano-
ther. Mayurinathan was the first to arrive; Rama-
mritam came second; and Kunjidapadam was the third.

. Then there was a period of respite. Thereafter, tha

couple longed for a daughter, but got three before
they could cry halt. Swarpam, Nithya and Ruk-
mani were thus acquired and completed the family

statement.

Chinnaswamy lyer never complained, ‘except pre-
sumably in strictest confidence to his wife, that his
preferments were long deferred; that he
was not born under a better star; that
worse men than he got better luck in life.
He bore nobly and without 2 groan the
slings and arrows of outrageous fortune.
But, to his own flesh and blood he lay down
the law and did not brook any abrogation
or trespass.

He educated his sons and planned great careers for
them. They promised well and progressed hopefully.
Mayuri studied medicine and became a doctor., Rama-
mritam scored high in English Honours and got a place
as a lecturer in the Kumbakonam College. Kunju won

“his Blue in History and was reckoned a sure shot for the

I.C.S. So, Chinnaswamy Iyer was proud of his sons
and used to boast to his intimate friends (nearly all his
friends were intimate friends to him) that he was the
father of Medicine, father of English, and the father of a
prospective Civilian. :

But the immediate prospect before him was that he
would be the father-in-law of a girl called Saraswati if he
did not put his foot down in time. And he put his foot
down and called out for Mangalam.

Mangalam was the wife of his bosom and a meet
partner to him. After twenty-five years of constant
association with him, she had become merged with him,
imbibed his philosophy and shared his opinions. Except
for some small and trivial differences, the team worked
harmoniously.

As soon as she came to him, Chinnaswamy Iyer
showed her two letters which he held in his hand and
explained. :

“ I have just now received two letters.  This one is
from Chandrasekhara Iyer, a Vakil in Kumbakonam.
He desires to conclude a marriage alliance in our family
by giving his sister to Ramamritam. The other letter is
from Ramamritam himself. He has written to say that
he had been to their house and seen the girl, and has
added that so far as he is concerned he has no objection
to marrying the girl, but would leave the decision entirely
in our hands.” ,

Mangalam wanted details of the girl's family,
Chinnaswamy Iyer thereupon told her what he knew
about them. -

“They claim & very respectable lineage and belong
to Melakaveri. Chandrasekhara Iyer’s father was a rich
mirasdar in his time. His wife died-leaving two childrep,
a boy and a girl. But he had quite a good number of

 sisters who, I presume, sucked him dry. Moreover, the

old man was proud of his lineage and had a passion for

litigation. The net result was that when he closed his

eyes, Chdndr'asekha:a\ Iyer and his sister did not get
4 \ ! . 'l B
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much. It is not therefore likely that he would be able
to do much for his sister’s marriage, not to speak of
any dowry.”

Mangalam'’s interest visibly waned.

&4 .. " . 13

1 am not greedy or avaricious, she said, “butl
don’t see why we should rush into this alliance, especially
when Ramamritam, for his education and position, is
sure to get better offers.”’

“1 agree with you,” the old man chimed. “T have
great hopes of Ramamritam and don’t very much fancy
this alliance.”

“Y consider,” Mangalam continued, ‘‘that this is
definitely a third-rate match. 1 would desire that Rama-
mritam marries a girl who has both her parents alive
and in a Aourishing state. After all, why shouldn’t 1
hope for better things? We have had our years of stress
and struggle. Ramamritam should not have seen the
girl so soon. It would be like giving them some hope.”

*“1 think so, too,” said Chinnaswamy lyer, “and 1
ghall reply to Chandraselhara Iyer saying that we don't
contemplate celebrating Ramamritam's marriage this
year. That’s the easiest way of wriggling out.”

And the old man was as good as his word.
® * *

Saraswati bad heard from her nephews of Rama-
mritam's ability and popularity as a professor; of his
methodical ways and pleasant manners; of his quiet
assurance and refreshing smile. She thereupon concluded
that he would do even better as a husband.

What little she saw of him confirmed her opinion.
She had seen a few other bride-grooms before ; but they
did not leave any impression on her. Ramamritam
looked different. From the moment she saw him, she
felt fascinated. She feit no doubt ti:at he was the man
for her. But the question which tormented her was
whether he felt equally attracted towards her. Perhaps
not. Otherwise, he would not have so readily accepted
his father’s word. Was all ber love then unilateral and
untealisable ?

Ramamritam was divided in his mind.

There was no doubt that when he returned from
Chandrasekhara Iyer’s house after seeing Saraswati, he
experienced the seventh-heaven symptoms of delight and
exaltation. He had never seen any other girl so bride-
like? Why did his heart miss a beat when she ectered
the room? Why was he thrilled when their eyes met for
the briefest moment? Were all matriageable girls so
charming to bachelor eyes? Surely, the Sarda Act
introduced complications in an otherwise simple affair,
In the good old days when one bad to marry little things
of eleven ot twelve, there was no question of thrill or
suggestiveness or lasting and haunting impressions. It
didn’t very much matter which way you decided, for one
girl was as good as the other. But when you seea
girl of sixteen or seventeen, you are sure to be roused
to more positive emotions, whatever they are; atany
rate, it is no longer possible to remain indifferent.

Though he felt damped by his father's attitude he
did npot feel impelled to resist it. For, his brother
Mayuri’s marriage had proved a disappointment to his
parents. The corroding incompatibility between his
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mother and Mayuri's wife was ever present to his mind.
1t had alienated Mayuri and his wife from the family.
And he did not want a repetition of that story in his own
case. He also knew full well that when his parents
were opposed to a course, they would pursue their
opposition in their doggediy conservative way, admitting
no other point of view except their own. As for himself,
he had enough strength of will to stomach disappoint-
ment or failure. Moreover, he had already promised to
abide by his parents’ decision. So, he feit that there was
no course open to him but to accept it.

Soon after, he received a letter. It was in a girl’s
hand; big, bold letters leaning to the left. It read.

““ You may respect your father’s word.  As for my
part, I knew my feeling the moment Isaw you. I will
not therefore marry any other person. if it is not you,
it shall be no one else. Saraswati.”

The brevity of the note was telegraphic; its effect
on Ramamritam was electric. He was non-plussed. He
never gave much credence to the theory ot love at first
sight. But how could he ignore a practical instance like
this ?

He read the note over again. It goaded him.
Here was a girl who fell in love with him and had
the courage to say as much, ignoring propriety. Whereas
he himself was floating in antediluvian irrelevancies and
sopping his conscience saying, ‘I cannot transgress my
father's word.”

Then it was that Love took up the glass of time,
and the father and friend were thrown overboard.
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NARCHY and lawleseness stalked the land,
rebel hordes under petty leaders marched un-
zggcéeoci: Iootxng tg.m}dbuming police-stations

ernment buildings. i
the Kharafi rebellion axr"ega. All was chaqs "

But Abdullah, son of Abokker

youth and an ex-serviceman, kept h,i: Eeea(:ll.lcalt-;g %xlal a{izg
%%ucanon, brogdened by field service during the Ggreat

ar, helped hlm_ to remain loyal. He avoided the rebels
and took to the hills to bide his time till the Sirkar troope
suppressed the _insurrection and restored order I-II):
%ex{:.r hf}a?lte_red in his faith regarding the strerigth of
L ur;n tfur ag,t Three days had elapsed ; yet, but for vague
r s of troops advancing from different directions

ere was no sign of the quelling of the upheaval. '

Therefore, Abdullah faintly in-
trigued and shaking his head di]s)éuxslz-
edly at the slowness of the
authorities, betook himself to his
vﬂlage home and thence to Fatima,
the girl of his heart and his betrothed
bride, to see to her safety. But when
he met her, she was a veritable fury
baving been infused with the rebelliot;

'Z;;'l‘;:n :i?ﬁn rosl}; h‘ox;es of the coming
1um, when the Governme ‘
flow with milk and honey.. ‘She :::tzﬂlﬁg:ﬁh:g:f:

“Shame on you Abdullah bokke:
haven’t joined your brethren to ﬁéh:o:g:iié the F::in:e::

Inshallah |” i ; AROvag
of Lor bos reprimanded Fatima, with'a disdainful curl

Abdullah stared at the gi ied

' ar e girl, and i

fgetendmg a ﬁctxtzo_us calmness, He s:?g:dthm?g:s“gf
o house, and motioned to Fatima to sit by him,

No, by the Mosque of Mambaram, I do not parley;

~ with white-livered cowards, who should shave their

faces and talk with women in the kitchen. Am I not the

- great grand-daughter of Koyotti Haji, T
daug , ji, The Terror, who
sarved under the. Great Tippu Sultan?” pngt’-

3 edﬂm infuriated hoyden, throwing down ber needle-work

£ ~16~9-33

ith sneering contempt. Her lover lo |
* oked t
at the far-away mountains, houghtfuny

“Oh! Fatima, Light of my eyes
and then judge if I am r?ght,y” ' relrlrf:;st?;::
g‘d the youngster, impatiently waving his hand
I know the strength of the great Sirkar, for have I
not .served under them as a havildar in the’ 2/73rd
Regiment? Our Muslim brethren are fools and
{ahzincs; They kﬁow notf that they will be crushed and
carcasses will go to feed t i i
fheir carcasses mos;g;ue."- he dogs instead of resting

“* F. N
ie, Abdullah, fie on your ways! You are
weak; you are a woman. Here, wear you my

thattam and haste into the kitchen—Fi
thattam ie on you, you

Having delivered- herself of this
soul-stitring harangue, Fatima wic-
kedly stuck out her provocative chin.

* Patience, my houri of houries,
shaped from the moon-beams! Allah
knows best. Allah-ho-Akbar! I am
as dust under your feet, and if you so
will it, ] am ready to be drilled with
burning bullets from the machine-gun.
I tel} vou, that this rising as you and the rebels
callit, is a delusion and & snare. The jinn of mischief
Moloch, has entered your hearts. Bismillah!" ’

. Fatima arranged her veil and sat on the .
sill, She pushed her chain of glass bangles up her df%::.
arm, and puckered her face in silent contemplation
Then asked Fatima, in subdued tones: '

“ Think you that the Sirkay is strong e.nougﬁ to

‘beat the valiant men? Have not they the ‘blessings
‘Mambaram mosque to defy even cannon balls l;ﬁspgs of

Abdullah laughed. He knew his views were taking

‘the gitadel of her heart by storm.

' Oh, Fatima! I bad thought, you knew bette
The years you have spent.in: the Et;g!l,';gh ﬁ:ulb&

»

beem jn yain, Your head needs strewing tightey. oy, yeyr
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pretty shoulders, I bhave told you that charms have no
effect. British Raj is mighty. If they can win the Great
War,'this little show of our tribesmen is as naught to
them,”

“1 agree,” beamed Fatima, slanting her little
head with complete understanding. ‘‘ But when the
authorities come back to power, shall we not suffer also
though innocent ?”

“ That’s just what I am trying to think out. To
remain here means untold trouble. So, before the moon
shall touch wvonder hill-top tomorrow night, I
shall be here to lead you to Khargut. Now I go.
Salaam Aleikum.”

* Aleskum Salaam.”

Abdullah left for the hills again, and spent the
night there with serene thoughts of the future.
* * *

Padmini after passing her Intermediate Examination
in Arts, from Queen Anne’s at Pander was disappointed,
when her father told her that she could not continue her
studies. The drain on his pocket by the education of
her brother in the Medical College came in the way.
But Padmini would not be beaten. She went on a visit
to her uncle Vishnu Das to coax the old man help her
with money. So, one unusually bright morning in the
rainy month of August, she found herself in her uncle’s
place. Vishnu Das was a miser and a keen customer
where rupees, annas, pies were concerned.

* We shall think over the matter,” he said evasively,
with his usual procrastination.

Padmini was cute ; she let the matter soak into the
head of her miserly relation, and remained at the
place for the night. Towards evening, when the
shadows were beginning to lengthen, Vishnu Das and
his wife started out to the Bhagavathi temple, in
the neighbourhood, leaving Padmini alone in the
house. She waited
for them, sitting in
the wverandah up- she was startled
stairs, watching the to see another
hills dimming slowly figure.........oc.....
into a dusky red a few yards away.
with the setting of
the sun.

Night fell. Her hosts had not
returned. There was nothing to
keep themso long. The perplexed
girl, all alone in the house, began
to feel frightened.

Then came the nerve-racking
message. Kim, a chowkidar
attached to the household, came
running and called .his.master.
Finding none downstairs, he
bawled out hurriedly: -

“he Kharafis have risen in
rebellion. They -have begun to
loot houses. Flee fortyourtlives!”
Saying this, the chowkidar
tan away. .

8¢

Padml,m heard this alarming news with horror.
Her uncle’s house, reputed to be the richest in the
v1llage, would be sacked without delay. Flight was
unthinkable, as she was new to the place, and knew not
where safety lay. She thought rapidly, and decided to
hide herself in a bush in the compound., She knew
it was the only chance and took it with faint hopes.

I.n an instant, a desperate crowd, consisting mainly
of. misguided labourers under fanatic mullahs, armed
with torches and weapons of sorts, rough , swords
shaped out of saws, old muzzle-loaders, knives and
sticks, entered the compound, with hooting mixed with
cries of ' Allah-ho-Akbar”. A bearded rebel with a huge
turban and garbed in the manner of an Arab, was leading
t}xe crowd. He went up to the yard, and seeing no
light in the house, called out to his blood-thirsty
followers that the birds had flown. In answer, the mob
sent out a terrific yell of disappointment. ’

“ We shall loot the house, and make fire-dance on its
roofs. Now proceed,” ordered the rebel Chiefa} oot

Then at one rush, the seethin CTOW

house, and crazy confusion follo%ved. %vi?iverle:ilt tltl)?
g;t‘d? found in ‘the house was removed. The final

n&dxctxon to this vandalism was given by setting fire
to the house, to the accompaniment of vociferous hooting
an((ii gurgling sonorous chant of * Allgh-ho-Akbar !”
Pgthmm}, from her cover, saw all these, and closed her eyes
lt;v(:nOtadc?rvent prayer, that her hiding place might not
be e1 in the bnght light. But, after completing their

astardly act, the insurgents marched out to continue the
train of arson, loot and murder in other places. Padmini
was relieved, and her present security solaced her chilling
heart; but, the hideous nightmare she had gone through,

sent a spasm of terror-strick i
and she fainted. cken quiver all over her body

She woke up after a long time and looked dazedly

around her, trying to recollect all that had transpired.

Not seeing any one moving about, she walked gingerly

up to the now smouldering house to take shelter within

its bare walls for the day.

dous venture. She thought of her

All ‘through the day, she hid
herself in a small reom. In her
secluded misery, she planned to
start out that night in a westerly
direction, avoiding roads, lanes, and
beaten tracks, so that she could
teach a place of safety She decided
to take both her life and her honour
in her hands, and risk on the hazar-

uncle and aunt too, but she could
only hope that they had managed
somehow to escape danger. Atany
rate, there was no use waiting. for
them ; nor could she try to find them.
Her own safety was the primary
thing to her now, and she decided to
make a bid for it. Before starting
out in the night, she tore off about
a yard of her long white sari, and
wore it like a veil over her head in
order that if any evil-minded
Kharafi saw her, he might not take
her for an enemy. She proceeded westwards, crossed a
paddy field and went up a hill. On reaching the top she
heaved a sigh of relief and took the veil off herface. She
felt exhausted, and sat leaning on a tree to avoid falling
into a faint.

But she was startled to see another figure sitting
huddled up a few yards away, and thinking that it was
a rebel lying in wait for her, shrieked.

Abdullah, resting on the hill-top, was working out
in his mind how he should lead Fatima into the no-rebel
area that night. He heard the cry and rising suddenly
advanced towards Padmini, Padmini was panic-striken
at the sight of the approaching figure, and shrieked again
with the pang of frustrated hopes.

Before she could get up, Abdullah was near her,
He saw her pale and frightened look, and made an assur-
ing gesture,

“ Don't be frightened. I am not a rebel—who are
you?” he said in sympathetic tones.

“Oh! save me,” she gulped. ‘1 am a hélpless
girl seeking refuge from the rebels. My uncle’s house
was looted and burnt last night, and I am fleeing where
I know not.” :

““Who is your uncle? ”asked Abdullah.

Padmini was reassured by the friendly tones.

»”

“Vishnu Das, the landlord,” she answered, - and

began to weep.’

“Vishou Das? Then you are related to Iswara
Das, who was my class-mate in High School ?” °

Padmini gasped. A light of hope lit .up her face;
yet, the relief she felt made her sob all the more. -

“Jswara Das is' my brother. He isnow in the

© Medical College. Oh! Help me,” she wailed with a

supplicating gesture. ,

Shée whispered
in halting tones,
“1.. go to Allah,
Take that Hindu
woman...

4e-capsesasesence

“If you are Iswara Das’s sister, you are my
sister too. We were such good friends,” informed
Abdullah gallantly.

The words were as celestial music to the woe-begone
girl and she stood mute with a sense of safety that
warmed her heart, '

“ Take heart—tonight I am taking my betrothed
Fatima to Khargut,” continued Abdullah. “ You can
accompany us. With the help of God we shall be safe,
Now, follow me.” :

Padmini walked behind Abdullah as he led the way.

When they had gone about a mile, a Kharafi, garb-.
ed in kbaki shirt and shorts, and wearing a tasselled fez
at a rakish angle on his head, approached them, and
waved his torch to find out who they were. The
intruder with the pretence of an Arab Sheik, preened
himself with stilted importance, like a satisfied wood-
pecker which has had its daily fill of worms.

““ Oh | Abdullab, you naughty imp ; where are you
taking this enemy girl? Good. I shall be there with my
friends,” he said with a bopeful twinkle in his beady
eyes. _

Padmini groaned inwardly, and turned her face
away. '

“Get thee off Alavi, son of Ali Hassan. This is
no enemy girl; she is my sister.” N

 Anyway I shall be there, "’ laughed Alavi and left.

They reached Fatima's house. Fatima on
being informed of the details of Padmini’s sufferings and
of their meeting with Alavi, suggested that Padmini
should be hidden in the next house, and that she would
make the visitors believe that the girl found with Abdullah

- was no other than herself. :

" So, Padmini was again compelled to hide herself. |

_ Alavi and his men came as expected, and asked
Abdullah in mocking tones, where the Jezebel was,
Abdullah laughed with simulated gaiety. ‘



“It was Fatima, my man, and no unbelieving
wench,” he lied.

“ Oh! you infidel, unbelieving Kaffir and slave of
the Sirkar, don’t I know Fatima? We shall carry
away your girl now,” he threatened.

Then came Fatima out of the house venting her
spit-fire tongue on the unwelcome intrudets,

‘ Avaunt, Alavi, son of Ali Hassan, there is no infidel
girl here—you offspring of swine,” abused she and
pushed Alavi as he tried to get in.

Alavi, the ex-convict and a petty rebel leader, fresh
from bloody orgies he had wallowed in, felt greatly
insulted by this act of a woman, he whipped out his
knife, and stabbed Fatima through the heart. She
gurgled, coughed once, and fell in the yard gasping.

Abdullah was dazed at the unexpected event and in
the frenzy of all consuming fury, grabbed a spade, lying
in the yard, theiron end of which he crashed on
the head of Alavi. He sagged on his legs, emitted a
whine, tottered, and dropped. The other rebels seeing
this ran away from Abdullah, who had advanced towards
them with fire in his eyes, and a maniac’s lust for blood
playing on his features. Then on the swing of mental
reaction, Abdullah’s fury passed, and heart-breaking grief
followed. The spade dropped from his hands, and he
ran up tothe prostrate form of his chosen life-mate. He
lifted her head and placed it on his lap. Life was fast
ebbing out of the girl, and her eyes had begun to glaze.
Seeing dimly Abdullah’s sorrow-stricken face, she whis-
pered in halting tones,

“I......g0, to Allah. Take that Hindu woman...”

Before Abdullah could answer, comely Fatima’s
soul was gathered to her forefathers. Abduliah wept
like a child. He covered her face reverently with his own
turban, and sat moodily on the house-step, with his
head held in his hands, and elbows resting on his knees.

In the distracted confusion that raged in his agonised
mind, the thought of the imminent danger of Alavi’s
henchmen returning reinforced, glimmered through. He
had to keep his promise to Padmini, and his practical
mind, now resigned to the inevitable, urged him to
lead his new-found charge away from danger as soon as
possible. As for Fatima, he thought, that she would
get a Muslim burial, even without his help, when the
rebels returned for Alavi’s body. He called Padmini, and
led her away in the direction of the coast. He walked
in moody silence, and evaded Padmini’s constant queries.
To Padmini, trust, born of the declaration of the young

man at their first meeting that she was his sister, gave

ab¥olute confidence.

Towards dawn, as sunlight streaked the billowy
hillocks, lying between Wanselyn and Khargut, they
joined a set of refugees fleeing from their home-
steads to avoid the harrowing sufferings which the rebels
meted out to their enemies.

Khargut was reached in due course, and statements
of Padmini and Abdullah were recorded by a Magistrate.
It was only while Abdullah was narrating his experiences
that Padmini heard with a pang how Fatima had
given her life for her. An uncontrollable sympathy
towards Abdullah, without whose help she could not
bave reached safety, surged in her heart. She pictured
him as a hero, and enshrined his goodness in the niche
of her devoted heart.

Padmini, now a refugee at Khargut, had not to go
to a refugee camp. She had friends, her college mates
there; with them she lived, and during those anxious
days, she heard the heart-rending news that all her
kinsfolk, except her brother at Pander, had become
innocent victims of Kharafi fury. She was prostrate
with grief, and her only solace to soothe her anguish lay
in the occasional visits of Abdullah, who, by virtue of
his loyalty, got an appointment as Intelligence Officer
to the troops advancing to quell the rising.

Next year, Padmini now very rich, as all the
family estates and other properties had devolved on her
brother and herself, joined Queen Anne’s College, for
her B.A., Course. All through her life in the college,
she kept a continuous correspondence with Abdullah.
Impressionable Padmini, adored and cherished in her
heart .the sterling character of the Kharafi saviour.
The Kharafi youth, who had now become a probationary
Deputy-Tahsildar, on account of meritorious service
rendered as Intelligence Officer, was in his turn
enamoured of his Hindu friend. But decency and
patural modesty checked him from displaying his adora-
tion for the girl, whom his own Fatima had dedicated
to him in her death throes. '

When Abdullah. met Padmini on the day of her
Convocation at Pander the hitherto suppressed feelings
of adoration each had for the other, gushed out. The
barricade of religious difference came not in' their way.
A quiet wedding was celebrated without the necessity of
changing the religious belief of either.

After“the ceremony, Padmini whispered to her
husband, © Abdull, call me Fatima, for the spirit of
dear Fatima is with us to-day and ever more.”

“ Sure, Pathma, " said Abdull with tear.stained eyes.

Keep this copy of the Merry Magazine . i}

It may bring you a prize
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‘He has ranged himself with Amy

_ gramop*ione record.

HAT eminent
¢ stratosphero-
: logist’, Pro-

fessor Ricardo
is, if T understand the
press reports righuly,
to make yet another
binge into the Strato-
sphere—whatever
that is—next year. He
is planning to reach a
heighbt of twenty miles,
so the papers say, .
which will beat the existing Russian
record by seven miles. The Prof§s~
sor, I'm alraid, is being carried
away by the rising tide of Moder-
msm. He wants to break records.

Mollison . (nee Johnson) and Sir
Malcotm Campbell and little Jimmie
who last night sat oh my favourite

But if Professor Ricardo does really
want to enter upon a record-breaking
career, why doesn't he do it in style?
The Professor is going to do a new-
fashioned thing in an old-fashioned way.
Heis going up in a balloon. In an age
of aeroplanes and zeppelins, he picks out
the balloon !

Can it be possible that the Professor,
like the rest of his order, is subject to spells
of absent-mindedness, and has momentarily
forgotten the very existence of the more
modern methods of air ascent. Professors
as a class are reputed to be absent-minded,
and it is just possible that Professor Ricardo
is a real Prosessor. But then, can’t some-
body wake him up ?

The balloon forsooth! Until Professor
Ricardo came on the scientific horizon, the.
balloon had faded right out of our memories. It
was a back number, and a musty old back
number at that. Only its silly size and the
fact that it was too susceptible to pin-pricks and
mosquito bites prevented it from being exhibited
in our museums. Monoplanes and biplanes and
autogyros and zeppelins,—these crowded in and
put the balloon right off the map. And here
comes Professor Ricardo in the year of grace,
Nineteen Hundred and Thirty-Five with the
astounding announcement that he is going into
the Stratosphere in a balloon!

Even going up in an aeroplane would be old-- §
fashioned, if an aeroplane could be trusted to go
that high without the expert aid of a wind-storm.
The projectile method too, would be a bit out of
date. Jules Verne has knocked the novelty off it, No,
to be perfectly in keeping with the times, the Pro-
fessor will have to adopt a more modern method.
He might equip himself with a pair of wings, or
he might get himself hurled into space from the
mouth of a 14-inch field gun. Or, to be absolutely

modern, he could dis-
embody himself in the
night, take a spiritual
trip up, make his

stratospherological *
observations spiritu-
ally and come back
next morning to re-
unite himself to his
earthly clay. These
would be modern
methods. But a
balloon, bah!

The Russian record was made
in a balloon, so Professor
Ricardo will beat it with a bal-

loon. 'I:he Russian balloon was
called ° Osoaviakhim’ (d o n't
attempt to pronounce it, unless a
tooth-ache specific is ready at
hand); the Professor will very
probably ferret out a fifteen-sylla-
ble word, thus making a good start
by breaking the name record. His
ailoon, according to reports, will
be 60 metres in diameter, and that I
Suppose, smashes the size record.
Finally, it will go up 20 miles and beat
the Russian record by 7 miles, which

incidentally is a very lucky and auspici-
ous number.

The ascent, I understand, is to take
place some time next year from Lausanne,
a city celebrated for its prolific produc-
tion of post-war prattle. Poor Professor
Ricardo will not have the advantage that’
tl;)e Himalayan Climbers had, of having at
his disposal the expert services of men skill-
ed in almost every branch of Science. That
balloon will certainly not stand the strain -
of a hpavy-weight movie-camera operator,
a dentist, a bacteriologist, a . ‘ radiologist’
and a score of other-lists. Even if it could,
I wonder if these would volunteer their
services. You see, it is one thing to climb
Nanga Parbat even at the risk of resting
your remains there, and quite another to go
up into the unknown in a balloon, with an
absent-minded professor. .Balloons, I believe,
have sometimes got to be lightened by casting
out ballast, and professors are capable of any-
thing; even the most self-sacrificing scientist has
& wholesome fear of whizzing earthwards
through the stratosphere. o

_ So the P_rofessor will go solo, or maybe with
just one assistant for company. Few men like to
die alone, separated from the rest of mankind,
and the Professor is after alla man. He will,
however, before his ascent, take correspondencs

. courses in photography and radiology and all the

other ‘graphies ' and “.ologies ". And all the way
up he will keep in touch with our orb. He will
maintain a regular minute-to-minute bulletin
through the agency of his wireless. His message
will, in all probablity, be something like this:

(Continued on page 40} S



By ** Akthar Singh” ' ,_

the mist had lifted from the empty market streets,

a youth in tattered clothes, panted up the path

that led to the Bhawani temple of Bhuwaneswar.
Foot-sore and weary, he sank upon the granite slab thg\t
marked the entrance to the temple, and soon was lost in
exhausted sleep.

STRUGGLING through the grey of dawn, before

The morning worshippers found him so; but since
strolling pilgrims, vagrants and beggars thronged the
city streets, nobody took a second look at him.

Yet, within a month, bis individuality was pro-
claimed! Somebody found him a name. His status in
society was fixed. He was known as ‘Bappu the
Idiot’.

His was a face that defied description. Sometimes,
it looked almost cherubic, sometimes it was wan and
world-weary. His eyes at all times were vacant of any
expression, and he was never known to speak. Wrapped
up in his own gloom, he sat at the temple portals,
showing little interest in the life around. To the wanton
mischief of the street urchins and the well-meaning
kindness of the devotees, he seemed equally indifferent.

Twice a day, at noon and night, when the destitute
were fed by the temple priests, Bappu too got his share
of food. But on almost every alternate day, he renounced
his food in favour of some stray, hungry dog that raised

= its greedy, suppliant

eyes to him or threw it

3 to the doves that flocked
= to the temple tower. And

A on such occasions, he
pion e o 8RANN,

——————
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Blood gushed from his
nose and mouth......
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clapped his hands and danced with glee, while the
world around thought it was an idiot’s prank.

The Bhawani temple glowed with 2 million lights,
The Puja festival had begun and pilgrims from all parts
of India flocked to the City. Flags, flowers and festoons
decked the frontal gates. The whole town was en fete.

It was the ninth day of the Festival. The Golden
Chariot, glittering with gems and priceless pearls, was
set and ready. DBrass trumpets brayed, conch-shells
blew, and with a deafening roll of drums, the march
began. Suddenly through the market streets, an angry
shout was heard and through the seething crowd of
devotees, a dog with bristling yellow mane sneaked
beneath the chariot-wheels, with a bundle in its mouth.

Cursing aloud, a man ran after the dog. The dog
escaped the rolling wheels, dodged a dozen sticks and

made straight towards the temple gate, with the man in
hot pursuit,

With a violent oath the man sprang forward. His
arm described a wild circle in the air. A stone missile
dew...... and struck.

.......... Not the criminal cur that thieved and
thrived! But the motionless figure seated at the temple
gate! The stone struck full across the ‘Idiot’s’ mouth |
But for a dull thud of impact, no cry of pain was heard.
Blood gushed from his nose and mouth in tiny streams,
stained his clothes and fell on the ground.

Blind with fury, unfeeling,
raced ahead. Many saw the

Some pursed their lips in pity,
to offer help.

unseeing, the assailant
deed. Some laughed.
but none came forward

In the singing of the * dancing-girls’ infront of
the Chariot a discordant note was struck. The
music suddenly stepped. Sarla, the youngest of
the lot, had ceased to sing. With a wistful look,
she detached herself from the circle, and dis.
appeared into the temple. Carrying water in a

brass lota she soon came out and stood by
Bappu's side.

The words she said nobody heard, not even
Bappu, for the sound was stifled in her throat,
But the spirit of the action he apparently undet-
stood, for he took the water from her hands and
washing the clotted blood from his face,

and mouth, drank the rest at one gulp,
and handed back the vessel.

For a brief fraction of time, the vacant
stare left his face and his eyes, bright
with a strange lustre, searched her face.
Before she had time to blush, the gleam -
was gone, and once more, ‘Bappu the
Idiot ' brooded in silence with a seared
and swollen mouth,

The prgcession meved on.

of D

‘ her day. The

about to set on anot
ThefSun ‘IY'aS ers filled the temple gates. The scent
throng ot worshipp the temple Baien  elueive

ing i charge _ .
" {l:llt;x;mglgn:::ss etime for evening worship. At the
per .

inner shrine, the Mangalarthi was being performed.

i Sarla was
ional spell of dancing OVer, .
T'he tﬁﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁvﬁd, ?Nhen at the temple portals, v‘vlgh a
haStft!}!:!:)gf fresh forest flowers on a bed of leaves, r:‘ltd :n
w;;ealing anxious look on his face, Bappu walked up
a , ana

to her.

i itated. Her bashful eyes opened wide
with ah:ng:;l. heIsn the life of a pretty c?urtezti;x. ﬁ'f?:fg
of varying value and virtue pour {orté\ rom g
low. But that day, that floral o em:é
from an idiot boy perbIenty VG e the
about to refuse 1t, saw

i i es, she took it with
I;m;?n‘iilipe(zloltn tlil;sbzzvitching professional
one), and hurried home.

inci eat-
Day after day, the incident was rep
ed. Evséry evening, by the time of M anga};
larthi, Bappu would come le}den m;
flowers, to offer at the foot of his Idol, the

fallen Angel!

Was it gratitude? Was it his crude;
way of appreciating an act of kmdne;fss
Had he, having nothing else to © egé
pitched upon a floral t}'xbute? Was 1?
significant and symbolic of anythiog
But he was an idiot-boy !

ople were not idle about it.
The 'tl;}::n ‘::ng with the tale. It caughtl
their fancy. Bappu had fallen f?r Sarla!
The idiot-boy in love! { Ha! Ha!

lodrama
For three _months the me
prog‘&essed but lmhout any developrr;ents.

turday. At the foot of the huge sup°r-

annuittegag:;ﬁsai tree,y towering in front of tl;: t'erzplte(;
dozen people were performing the pradakshin

5 itiate Saturn, Sarla was in their midst. There vl:as
jges d as of falling leaves and a couple of btof en
! s'mmfell at the feet of the worshippers. Be or?1
fhey | d time to look, some animate object, like a re
pond ined itself round Sarla’s ankle. With 2

, fW1 I 1 )
:gz.; c::?l)amation- of pain, the girl fell down. Panic

spread and the devotees ran !

/ " i d with the 'urge of
“ gnake, snake!’ they .cned,.an '
self-prfslzrvgion foremost in theit minds, they ruShed_'

from the spot, leaving the girl to her fate !

From a safe distance the crowd looked on in suspense.

. ;. #~ ) * - ‘{ tel
Thay could do nothing.  Poor gitl { . What h;a !

Their impotent sympathy gave her no relief.
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Sarla, the youngest
of the dancing girls,
had ceased to sing.

/2 . b—-
er she lay crumpled up on t'he ged stone slab-
geagluio“;unckure widening every minute her slim
ight ankle. ' ] _ ,
o Somebody rushed through the crowd. - The crowd

‘made way. It was the ‘1diot !’ His eyes were no longer

ety | ith purpose.
dull. They were full of anxiety ; pregnant with 7
’ Down he knelt by the side of the dying girl, and

.butying his teeth round the poisoned spot, sucked out

e o with all his might.........The. pallor left the
:;?:1‘:“::%‘:&‘2 " Her eye-lide moved and out from the
Kingdom of Deathy the glory tf -fife onte uff:;e broke
upon her seuses. ”. 39



But the Hero ? The crisis over, catastrophe claimed
him for her own. The wound on his lips, had not been
completely healed; and the poison he sucked had done
the rest.

The crowd looked on in horror. What a sublime
end for the ‘Idiot boy!® Had some dark shroud
hid his life from them ?

The girl sat up and rubbed her eyes. For a time
she blinked. Then light dawned upon her benumbed
brain and her eves fell on the corpse of her rescuer.

Like a babe in sleep the dead face looked back at
her and seemed to smile in satisfaction. What an
unthinking fool she had been! Blinded by the glare of
gold, she had been unable to read through the riddle of
his floral wributes! How pure was his affection! How
noble his end! Oh! ill-fated boy! And why—why
bad he laid at her feet, the wealth of his pure Love?

In the middie of night, through the temple precincts,
bathed in a flood of moon.hight, a frail figure walked.

A Ntheﬁc voice, with a mournful note was heard
to call !\} diot’s’ name. It was aneerie, unearthly sound,
like the cty of a Soul calling for its mate. The sentry
on his midnight round both saw and heard. Stranger
things had happened at the Bhawani temple within his
own memory, so he merely closed his eyes and prayed.

The next day, Bhuwaneswar was treated to a new
surprise. Sarla, the dancing-girl, was missing! But there
was nothing wonderful about that. These creatures!
They go to the highest bidder !

Months later when the annual animal sacrifice was
offered at the Kali temple on the outskirts of the city, on
the sgcriﬁcial stone they found two skeletons locked in
a loving embrace. And when the gold ornaments still
¢ inging to the bleached bones of one of them was
identified to be those of the missing dancing-girl Sarla,

the mystery was solved She had found her lover
through Death!

BALLOONY BELLOWINGS—(Continued from page 37)

“Hello Earth, Stratosphere calling. Ricardo speak-
ing. Gosh! Y've forgotten my spectacles. Can't see a
thing without them. 'Wll someone down there kindly
arrange to send them up in an auxiliary balloon? It is
in the right-hand drawer—or is it the left >—of my study-
table, or maybe of the dressing-table or the bureau. Or
perhaps it is in—Oh, I've got it, got it on, I mean. It
had slid down to the extremity of my nasal organ; my
mistake, We are travelling at 4.63 kilometres per hour.
Can't give it to you in feet, because my instrument only
registers in kilometres and my ready-reckoner has unfor-
tunately dropped out of the gondola. Have just dodged
a biggish cloud and are now basking in the sunshiue.......
Are now ascending at 4.69 kilometres per hour which is
0. 027 kilometres better than the highest upward speed
ever attained by a gas bag, and is quite up to our expect-
ations....veeenanes

“ Have passed the cloudy regions and are nowout of
reach of rain. Location consequently well suited for
Cricket (Cricket Club of India please take note), Foot-
ball, Hockey and Hiking. Also ideal for Civil Aviation
and Kite-flying. Are now eleven and a half miles up—
speed 4.70 kilometres per bour. Have reached thinner

air belt. Atmospheric pressure considerably less than on
Earth’s surface. Instructions on tea-tins— put leaves
in alter water reaches boil —will consequently rot do.
Water will have to reach twice the boil over here..........

“Twelve and three-quarter miles; air very pure here.
Oxygen 19%; Nitrogen 74%; Soot 7%. Close: analysis
of soot reveals the following : From textile mills 1.43%;
cigareites, cigars, pipes and hookas 4.87% ; steam-rollers
0.33%: other sources 0. 37%

“ Have just touched thirteen miles....... Hello. speed
slackening rapidly—only 2.78 kilometres per hour now,
Look out there, we're throwing out ballast. ... Everything
gone, all but Jenkins and I. Am afraid Jenkins will have
to go too....Speed now 0.001 kilometres per hour—down.-
wards. What is that? A meteorite! Coming towards
us! In 823 seconds from now it will be here—it's
makm.g straight for our gas bag  Bound to strike us,
Out with the parachutes | Where are the 'chutes? Ohhh |
They are packed in my pyjama-pocket, and my pyjamas
are under my pillow at home. Only 2.31 seconds more,

Good-bye everybody. Jenkins, say your prayers.
Qoochhh!t Tho!ll™ prayers. Ohhh!
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How To Solve ‘“Bowlers"”

In “ Bowlers” you have an
over, as in Australia, of 8 balls
to be bowled at the middle
stump. Here the letter serves
for the ball. The stump will fall
if you bowl the correct letter.
A clue is also given. The first
letter of the objects illustrated
in the middle gives the
missing letter. For instance, the
clue to the word No. 1 is “To
Damage” The illustration
represents an " AXE”, This
gives you the letter “A”. This
letter, when inserted in the mid-
dle, gives you the correct solu-
tion ‘MAR”. Now solve the
other seven similarly.

CLUES :—(1) To Damage.
(2) State of body. (3) Done in
sport. (4) Place on a seat. (5)
Indicates ownership. (6) Strike
gently. (7) Treat fondly. (8) Female of the species.

RULES AND CONDITIONS

Solutions must be written only on the coupon elsewhere. All
entries must be received by last post on 3-4.35. Any recgived
after this date will be disqualified. Entries from local competitors
can be delivered at our office till 6 P. M. on that date.‘ The first
prize of Rs. 100 will be awarded to an all-correct solution and the
second prize of Rs. 50 to the SO]uthIl.Wlth one error. An all-
correct solution is one which agrees in all‘ respects with the
Editor's Key Solution kept in safe custody with the I.ndian Bank
Ltd., Head Office, Madras. Failing an all-correct sol‘utxon, the first
prize will be awarded to the nearest correct entry recexvgd. In case
of ties, the prize money will be equally d1v1glegi‘. The Editor reserves
the right of pooling the first anq second prizé-amounts and distribu-
ting them among the competitors according to the number of
all-correct solutions received. No correspondence can be entered
into mor -can interviews be granted. Persons connected with' the
Meyry Magaszine and its associated journals are not allowed to
1l be considered unless it i3 on the Entyy
Form. Intending competitors who are unable to secure copies of thig
“'Magazing ‘from the agents in ‘their area can address our Subscription
Manager for the required number of copies either by sending stampg
or Monsy Order to cover the cost of the copies or order them by V, p p_
COUPONS MUST BE I<‘ILL11>51‘,I‘)f IN LEGIIBLYda?d sent intact

is office will not. be responsible for entries lost or delayed in trapgit
U OUT THE COUPON-PORTION and post oo 1

petition, The Merry Magazine, 1-2/140, Broadway, Madrys,




_Results of Rs. 2000

Singles > Competition

List of Second and Third Prize Wianers

The following 54 Readers share the Second Prize amount of Rs. 600/- each getting Rs. 11-2-0.
SECOND PRIZE WINNERS

1. M. A. John, Triplicane.

2. R. Govindarajan, Madras.

3.5. R. Subramanian, Tirupapuliyur.

6-10. R. Meenakshisundaram Chettiar, Tirupapuliyur.
11. V. Muhammadali Maricair, Tiruvarur.
12. R. Rangarajan, Trichinopoly.

13-14. M. D. Nayagam, Srivilliputtur.

15. M. R. Ramanath, Aruppukottai.

16-17. P. Padmanaba Rao, Tirupur.

18. R. F. Conceicao, Cochin.

19. A. Kutty Krishna Menon, Chumangad.
20. Dr. Thomas Thomas, Kayangulam.

21. M. Kadiah, Sreerampur.

22. B. A. Ramasami chetty, Bangalore city.
23. K. Subba Rao, Basavangudi.

24. R.S. Jogalkar, Kirkee.

25. V. Rajagopala Iyengar, Kebbahalli.

26. P. Narasimha Rao, Hyderabad.

27. A.V. Narasimha Rao, Peddapur.

28. S. Ragavachari, Oddigudem.

29. A.L. Rishi, Basim.

30-31. M.N. Krishnamurthy, B. Sc., Calcutta

32. T.S. Venkatesan, Waltair.
33. S. Champabai, Nagpur.
34. Kanwar Kishan, Mhow.
35. G.V. Gupta, Mandvi.
36. D. Boovariwala, Bombay.
37. H. Henry, Moradabad.
38. XKatu Roy, Ichhra.
39. S. Nagaratnam, Lahore.
40. P, T. L. Gethings, Lahore Cantonment.
41. L. R. Gregory, Rangoon.
42-43. N. M. Pillai, Moulmein.
44, Miss Jane Henry, Penang.
45, S. Visweswaran, Champion lnstitute of Commer-e.
Broadway,
(Name of the town not clear. The prize winner is
kindly requested to furnish us with the same.)
46. M. Sundararajan, Triplicane.
47. M. K. Narayanaswami Ayyangar, Madras.
48-49. G. Namberumal, Mylapore.
£0. G. Narasimhachariar, Chittore.
51-53. Vishvanath Madan, Watan, Delhi.
54. J.S. Joseph, Colombo.

The following 147 Readers share the Third Prize amount of Rs. 400/- each getting Rs. 2-12-9.
THIRD PRIZE WINNERS

1. M. Ismail Khan, Madras.

2-3. M. K. Narayanaswami Iyengar, Madras.
4. C.V. Venkataraman, Madras.

5. Dakshinamurthy Mudaliar, Madras.

6. V. K. Balan, Old Washermanpet.

7. M. A. S. Iyengar, Triplicane,

8. A. Ahmad, Triplicane.

9. M. A. John, Triplicane.

10. S. Krishnaswami Iyengar, Mylapore.

11. C. G. Ratnasami, Mylapore.

12. T.C. Subramaniam, Mylapore.

13. B.IL Natarajam Pillai, Puraswalkam.
14. R. Govindaraj, Pudupet.

15. Miss M. Doraiswamy, Vepery.

16. E.G. Solomon, Vepery.

17. A.S. Rao, Perambur.

18. P. A. Sankaranarayan, Egmore.

19-20. K. Parthasarathy, Poonamalle.

21. V. P. Arumukham Mudaliar, Poonamalle.
22. V. Jagannatha Naidu, Alandur.

23. H. K. Rao, Chidambaram.

24.27. K. Ganesan, Villupuram.

28.29, S. W. ]. Rajaratnam, Tiruvannamalai.
30. S. V. Thathachri, Cuddalore N. T.

31-33. R, Meenakshisundaram Chettiar, Tiruppapuliyur.

.

34. S. Ramalinga Chetty, Cuddalore,

35-45. R. Subramaniam, Tirupapuliyur.

46. 8. Natesa Iyer, Pernambet.

47. A.P. Velmurughan, Srimushnam.

48. T. B. Seetharaman, Kumbakonam.

49, P. R. Vaidyanatha Iyer, Orathanad.
50-52. B. Mohamedally Maricair, Tiruvarur.
53. R. Rangarajan, Trichy.

54. S. Gopalasamy, Woriur.

55. T.N. Subramania Pillai, Trichy.

56. G, Radhakrishnan, Trichy.

57. K. E. S. Sambandamoorty, Naduvalur, Thuraiur.
58. V. Singararaman, Tirumangalam.
59-60. M. D. Naygam, Srivilliputtur.
61.62. B. S. Chelliah, Srivilliputtur.

63-64¢. M. R. Ramanath, Aruppukottai.
65-66. T, J. Muthiah, Palamcottah.

67. T. K. Rangasamy Iyer, Tenkasi.

68. V. Sankaralingam Pillai, Srivaikuntam.
69. A. Angamuthu Chetty, Anthiyur.

70-71. M. D. Prabhu, Tiruppur.

72-73. P. Padmanabha Row, Tiruppur,

74. T. M. Muthuswamy, Ootacamund.

75. C. N. Vital Rao, Coonoor.

76. M. N. Krishnaswamy, Salem,

49.79, Peer Mohamed, Metur Project.
80-82. K. Subba Rao, Basavangudi.
83. M. D. Narayan, Bangalore.

84.86. M. G. Muthukrishnan, Bangalore.
87. B. L. Gururaja Rao, Hebbal.

88. N. R. Nadkarni, Malleswram, Bangalore.
89. G. P. Gopalakrishna Chetty, Bangalore City.
90. B. Rajagopalaiengar, Huliyurdurga.

91. M. Parthasarathy, Shimoga.

92.93. R.N. Khan, Qorgum, K. G. F.
04.95. M. Ramachandra Iyer, Cochin.

97. Aiyadurai, Alleppy.

98. N. Sankaran, Calicut.

g99. Kanwarkishen, Mhow.

100. T.S. Vaidyanathan, Nagpur.

101-102. S. Champabai, Dhantoli, Nagpur..
103. P.S. Rangachar, Dhantoli, Nagpur.
104. N. T. Godbole, Poona—72.

105. P. Narasimha Rao, Hyderabad.

106. Miss ]J. S. Sawgar, Bombay.

107. G.V. Gupta, Manovi.

108-109. D. Boovariwala, Bombay.

110. L. A. Rao, Matunga.

111. Dhansikhlal C. Mistry, Bombay.

112. Baroda P. R. Chaterje, Khardah.

113, S. N. Pyati, Hubli.

127

M. N. Krishnamurthy, Calcutta.

H. A. Depaiva, Entally.

Govindaraj S. Singh, Rajapekar.

Dr. M. D. Pillai, Sandur.

S. V. Raghava Iyengar, Bezwada.

P. Subba Raoa, Benares City.

Nand Kishore Srivastava, Lucknow.
J. N. Creado, Andheri.

S. Nagarathnam, Lahore.

M. L. Bagga, Nowshera Cantt.

G. V. Panchapakesan, Neemuch (C. L;
Mrs. M. E. Roberts, Lonavla.

S. K. Chakrapani Rao, Addanki.
Eyunni Venkataseshaya, Kovvur.

128.129. S. Raghavachari, Oddigudam.

130.
131,
132.
133,
134,

135

B. N. Sharmi, Jaipur,

G. T. Kelly, Moradabad (U. P.).
R. K. Deshpande, Hungund.
Chota Bhy, Kemmendine.

N. G. Subramany, Rangoon.

A. J. Thomas, East Rangoon.

136:137. 1.. R. Gregory, Rangoon.

138.
139.

M. Sabarathnasinghe, Veddukoddai.
E. A. Dutton, Kualalumpur, F. M. S.

140. B. M. Hingorani, (Full Address required)

141.

A. 1. N. Iyer, Kaloor-village, Chandragiri

142-144. Vishvanath Madan Waan, Delhi.
145. B. D. Boovariwala, Bombay—7.

146. M. E. Ajmera, Ajmer.

147. M. D. Boovariwala, Bombay.

The Prize amounts will be remitted by M. 0. on 20—3—35.

j

ENTRY FORM

< BOWLERS " Competition
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In entering this Competition I agree to accept
the Editor's decision as final and legally binding.
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VISV

& CO.,

Engravers and rubber-stamp makers,

line and half-tone block makers,

etc., etc.

A TRIAL ORDER IS SOLICITED

50, Walajah Road,

Mount Road,
MADRAS

i1l

i

. o y Most essen-

S YOUTH IN 30 ™ NnUTES BRI
! . v restored. Gives
YITOGEM

high tension

and checks all

Sexual com-

laints resulting

from old ;geémd ignorance of youth, prmis TS
xtra Strong Tablets Rs, 3-8 onl

] . y.

GENETAL (Ointment—External) for local disorders.
Enpables rapid development of size and strength.
Rs. 2-8. Both together Rs. 5-8 only.

...... I owe everything to Vitogem and Genetal. Now I
find my#elf better than expected......” 1a Lreneta

Pf.oP. Raju, Kamatagari St. Mysare.
'IONEER DRUG Cco.,
29, General Muthia Mudali Street, George Town, Madras,

total or partial due 10
VlTOFl WITH old age, Excess, abuse
GOLD etc., etc., cured by

FOR IMPOTENCY

Vitofin Rs. 3.8,
VITOGAL

For smallness, deformity and all local defects,
lasting pleasures. Rs. 2 Both together Re, § only.

(External use),
Gives

s I tried your Vitofin and Vitogal armong my patients

with best results

...... Dr, P. S. MENON, M.B.B.S.

R Trivandrum.

—
t

TR AT ol Mr' M' R- Nara ana.

URODYNE Mariammen Koil S}t]., (Slat.)xinn}x,:
Roots out in 24 hours | batore writes, “...... I consulted
GONORRHOEA Rs. 5| Dr- M. S. Mani who advised

(gi_ng Urodyne,
pletely.icieenes "

me to use Urodyne. I am now
It has relieved my disease almost com-
usranteed Cure or Money Back,

P. D. SYNDICATE, 29, Byragimadam St, 6. 1. Madras,

THE RAINBOW

R FORTNIGHTLY MAGAZINE DEVOTED
! P(')l'l:)uktl. TOPICS OF GENERAL INTEREST.

Special Features:

1. Complete solutions and comments of
. almost all Puzzles published in

India.
9. Film News.
3. Photography.

4. Humorous short stories and Jokes.
Etc., Etc, Etc.

Single Copy—2 Annas. |
Those who enrol themselves as subscribers before
the 15th March, 1935 need send only Rs. 2/8/-

Wanted :—Contributors, and Agefzts to sell this
popular Magazine throughout India, Burma and

Ceylon.
For Particulars apply toi—

The Manager, THE RAINBOW,

Washermanpet, P. 0. - MADRAS,

Annual Subscription Rs. 3.

EVERY SPORTSMAN

SHOULD GET A COPY OF

THE FIELD-MADRAS

(AN ALL-SPORTS JOURNAL)

PATRON ¢

His Excellency
LORD ERSKINE, c.c.rE.

EDITOR :
C. V. NAGARAIJA SASTRI, B. A,
' (Oxon), M.A., (EDIN).
BARRISTER-AT-LAW.

Proprietor :
Mr. S. KANNAN,

Offices :
190, Mount Road, Madras.

Subscription :

Indiaa Rs. 5. Foreign 10s.

FOLDING AND BOX CAMERA

7 A new import which
NS beats all (gomeras in

s PR the market, Good
opportunity to learn
photography., Com-
plete with one dozen
Printing papers, 4
~ag Film exposures,
| } 1 strong lens and Deve-
oping chemicals, Instructions free, Price{l.o ide,
Rs, 2[12/-best Rs. 3{12(- Folding Cumeral 6 nf%. gl(fif

Rs. 5/- Superior Rs. 7/- Films extra Re. 1/-|6 . 4 ft.
per dozen, printing paper at -/6/-per dozen} 63 ft, 4% {t,
developer -/4/- per phial, Fixing salt -/2/-|7  ft. 5 ft.
per phial, Postage and packing in each case} . FREE : P archaser of THREE at a time

extra. Tor three cameras postage free. |will get one 6 x 3% x 3% ft. free,
Beware of cheap toy cameras,

STRONGEST,
FINEST & BEST

Indian  bousehold{
curtains, made of best| |

quality nettings, light

blue coloured or] |

' white, Very lasting.

High, Price,

3% ft.  Rs. 1-12-0
4 ft, Rs, 1-14-0
44 ft.  Rs. 2- 60
5 ft. Rs, 2-14-0

Apply to :—NATIONAL TRADING CO.,

Packi ng free Postage extra,

LEVER WRIST WATCH

‘ at Rs. 2.10
it. Guaranteed 5 Years.

8l Wonderful Lever Wrist
W Watch uniquein design,
Al cut and appearance, dura-
fli| bility, Mechanism and
iifkn accuracy its specialities,
Ji:\ complete with strap Price
Rs. 2-10, ' Superior quality
| Rs. 34, Rolled Gold Rs.
4-8. Superior quality Rs,
5-8, Radium Rs. 5. Rect-
angular Rs, 7-8. Postage
As, 7 Extra, Free Pos-
tage to purchasers of 3
Watches at a time.

P. O, Beaden Street, CALCUTTA.

SCIENTIFIC GOLD 'JEWELLERY

(Substitute for real gold)
Highly appreciated by High Court
Judges, Ministers to Government
and other Eminent Public Men.
NEW CATALOGUE FREE
THE SCIENTIFIC GOLD BANGLES
Company Limited.

Head Office:—
Post Box No. 203,

43, Byragimatam Street,
MADRAS.




THE RQYAI y Y78
AsTROLOGER 1,000 G4}
e

\ & ore clients have had

X our remarkable foretelling.
Family fame of 725 genera-
\tions in Astrology. Medzals
and Certificates from Maba-
rajahs and 4amindare,
Anunual life reading weekly

4/ details Rs. 2. Aroodam for
5 muesstions Re. 1. State

/7 @ hirth details or writing tume,
_‘%f V- P, extra.
Sandxt N AMIRTANANDA

. 2.29, Nerth Mada St, Mylapore, MADRAS

P VESITHUJA
§ SUCCESSFULLY
ROOTS OUT

GONORRHEA

Rz. 1-8 & As. 14, Rs. 3-8 & 1-14

WET DREAMS

AND SPERMATORRHOEA COMPLETELY CURED
BY SYRUP SALISAVANA Rs. 3.8 & 1-14

& Our GUIDE and Medical Advice FREE,
MONEY REIFUNDED 1IF NOT CURED

The Malariana Co., Mangalere (2) S. L

54 YEARS OLD 25 YEARS YOUNG
IN WEDNESDAY NIGHT ON THURSDAY MORNING
REJUVENATION

“COMALIN”

THE NATURAL ONE APPLICATION
ONE SOLUTION HAIR DYE.

Guaranteed Harmless.
“ COMALIN”

is the result of scientific research over a period of
many years. For the first time a Hair Dye has
been produced, which avoids the disadvantages of
all known preparations and has the qualities one
expects of the ideal Hair Dye.

Quick, natural dyeing of the hair ; no faulty colour-
ing ; genuine, no discolouration; permanent, ur-
affected by friction, light, air or water; absolutely
harmless, simple and clean to use; no colouration
of the scalp.

Price per packet Rs. 1-4-0.
{Postage Extra.)
Write to:—

Sri Dhanam & Co., P.B. 119, Madras.

The “Fido” of all Times!
The ° Fido” for all Hands!!

The “Fido” you will love to possess, as
your Pet °Fido* {1}
NOW AGAIN IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY!

THE GOLD-PLATED * FIDO” LEVER WRIST WATCH

That stands unbeaten, is durable and makes no
mistake in giving you the correct time.
purchasers. You have lost money, in exchange for '
worries, by purchasing cylinder watches.
you possess ¢ Fido” you never need to repair,

So say the AR

But, once

The Watch with a beautiful Gold-plated wristlet costs you Rs. 5-14-0 only,

Postage free.
Stockists :—

THE GENUINE WATCH CO0, P.B. 119, MADRAS.

Won’t you decorate Your Home
- in the fashion of the day ?

No need to worry about it !
Your ladies and children will do this
for you in their leisure hours !!

This tiny Hand-embroidery Machine  does
promote happiness in your family.

It 1s very easy to work with this Machine.

Detatled printed instructions are sent along with

the Machine.

sy i TN
You can produce { gﬂj);,\ ef}“"
ornamental pictures, :E ’ / ;
suitable to be hung on S ‘ ﬁ@
walls, with this W"_" U IR i
Machine. o i ‘/ @l :

Kinds of work done by this Machine :

Embroidery on Bed covers, Pillow covers, Table cloths, Window

curtains, Children’s gowns, Jackets, Caps etc. ' .
" This can also be used to prepare several kinds of flower designs

on walls with clay. ’
In several schools, this has been used with the greatest success.

Price, postage paid, Rs. 2-11-0 only.

Order to-day
WITH

The Genuine Watch Co., : P. B. 119, Madras.




Why bother with your Tailor and spend annas for nothing ?

The Famous ”Hand-seW1ng Machine

Lot g
W X} ",
: — Ty .\

N g; ., “WILL SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM

Tlgs: andy Machine, working in the same
wa,y? 4s the Big Tailoring Machine, does
Sbiﬁohmo [or all kinds of small Jackets,
Kerchiefs, Gowns, Shirts etc. in fine Cloth.
Your children and ladies need this, if you
wish t0 have a lively Home.

The Machine can be fitted to any stool,
stand, or table.

Sent with full instructions and accessories

Price, Postage paid Rs. 3/10/- only

THE KRISHNA AGENCY, (IMPORT DEPT) P. B. 119, MADRAS.

Overcome Shame!!

Know the Amazing Truth About Sex & Love

Know how to hold Love—the Magnificent Ecstasy!!

Conquer Ignorance!

These Books will tell you how !

Sex Knowledge is no longer a sin—Sex ignorance is the cause of Misery in your Wedded life !

Postage extra.

Sri Dhanam & Co., P. B:. 119, Madras.

Apply to :—

SRR

Price Price

Manual of Birth control 3rd Edn. Illd. 1 0 0 | ; ;
Sex Vice an;l how todavoid it.90d Edn.1lld. 1 0 0O | g?,: 22 %‘:;l;l:gyg:;iiﬂﬁls g (8) 8
Pleasures of married life 100
Kissing in theory and practice 2 0 0 Mystery of Dreams and Dr‘i‘;‘;l;nriagl?f L s o
grulbz of gf)&l‘zlgdwlioje 012 0 Horary Astrology (2nd Edition) 1 00

ow gdw A 100 Guide to the study of Hinduism 012 0
Don't Marry 1 00 Short stories 0 80
Complete husband 1 00 Loughing Gas: 010 o
Happy lover 1 0 0 | Your future thro' Ast

rology 2

%Ia?u;gellf):fore and after i 8 8 God, One God, the only God (A mystic ° 0

arfect w fin t
Hidden powers in Men (4th Edition) 2 80 by 8§r%<ﬁaankf3;n;h§1 EA:MI? o8t Seckor) 9
Young mothers, guide and delight 0 6 0 ! - o 100

Special Reduction Price!

e " copgver at tMPr» 522 Lo
T E I .zr_zud sound. *c are
Laotpieves & ad wild heasts
oot sy Pistol, o
; Gyeisoin sin o Reconds
e o0 ad dramatists ouse
TR ; watoor vt

TV, R

Fistol with 50 free shots Rs. 4-0-0

R v )
Tue ©shna Ader
aodae s D 1t

Maoximum Service ot mintmum Cost !

Re p@atmg Alarm Pistol

w C B el inis PNTC*Y

(O RN S P S

Extra 50 shots Re. 1-0-0.

Postage Paid (to Mofussil Customers only)

, P.B., 110, Madras

AT Gramophone Record Restorer
~caniy ued to make old records new
cnd now onos better.

“rgesess CZip | you can make

ALWAYS with @

the recorcs

me Lot of CZipT will renovate

4% records.

t hrections supplied.

Price per bottle Rs. 2-12.0 only. (Postaze extraj.

Two bottles at a time, Postage free.

Nothing wi!! restore worn-out sound waves, but every record plays with better

tone after treanment with “Zip .  Records are expensive—"Zip " is inexpensive.

THE “ZIP " STORES & AGENCY, P. B. 1358, MADRAS.




REGD. No. M. 28356. o Price As. 3

]

JUST FROM THE MANUFACTURERS! -

The Real, Perfect, Tiny, Film
Gaera, ever Manufactured!

IT NEVER FAILS (FULLY
GUARANTEED)

This tiny “ Coronet Midget ” Camera
is fitted with the most powerful Lens anzli
contains all up-to-date fittings for easy
working. Your family and friends, espe-

cially children will handle this Camera

Exact Size.

most enthusiastically and can pro- =

duce clear snapshots. Focussing
: You can tak
is made most easy and perfect. €

. and
We give you an oppor- nd enlarge

a _ beautiful
tunity that cannot be missed!
sceneries and e

Order immediately as we .
portraits t o

have only a limited stock. this size from

Price of Camera Rs. 4—12—0 this C A
,, Film (6 exposures) Rs. 0—8—0 amera. i
Postage extra, ‘ ’ P

(Sent with Full instruction _

=

booklet) A K
- fl—prry 7y T INNDECS ‘,“‘ \ CE N\ ‘
THE “ZIP" STORES & AGENCY
P B. 1358 MADRAS.
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