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SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

For being the father of a baby-girl
born on Jubilee Day, a lawyer
practising at the Kishanganj Court
was awarded a silver medal by

the local Jubilee Celebrations
Committee.

Engquiries go to show that no one
else brought off the double event !

* * *
Reuter announces that in honout
of the Jubilee, a council of peers and
Moslems has been formed in London,
to promote permanent, friendly
relations between Britain and the
Moslem world.

We are unable to say which of the
parties has been on probation till now.

* * *

H. E. the Governor of Bombay
has made a discretionary grant of
Rs. 5,000 to be distributed among the
families of the victims who fell in the
Karachi firing.

There is, of course, no connection
between this and the formation of
the council mentioned above.

* * *

Reviewing the work of the new
' Assembly, Mr. F. E. James referred
to the coming constitution, and
described it as a ‘skeleton to be
clothed by the people of this country’.

This only confirms our fear that
the country will be denuded more
than ever.

* * *

Even if we clothe it, it certainly
will not live,

It will remain a skeleton—in the
Imperial cup-board !

* * *

He further described Mr. Jinnah
as the Greta Garbo of Indian politics.

In that case, Mr. James must be
its King Kong. ’

* * *

He further charged the congress
with a ruthless determination to
Indianise the services.

The adjective, not the fear, is
misplaced !

* * *

Commenting on the new definition
of the term ‘AngloIndian’, Mr.
Bower, President of the Anglo-Indian
Association of South India, confesses
that it would be impossible to prove
‘descent ’ in some cases.

Can they by any chance be treated
as cases of ‘ ascent’?

* * *

A well-known aviator's plans for
the coming summer are stated to be
four record-breaking trips :—the first
to Cape Town and back, the second
to Canada and back, the third to the
East and back, and the fourth to a
destination unknown.

We trust that the pessimistic
anticipation of the last will be falsi-

fied.

* * +*

“The °Gestapo '—the German
Secret Police—is regarded as Hitler's
strongest weapon. It is as much
feared in Germany as the ‘Cheka ' in
Russia.”

Or the C.LD. in India !

* * *

Discussing the strike of transport

workers in Dublin, the Irish corres-
ondent of a contemporary says:
Dublin keeps on walking .

We shouldn’t wonder if one of
these days she walks out of the

Empire!

The election of Mr, Satyamurthy
as President of the Tamil Nad Pro
vincial Congress Committee has been
approved by the Madras Mail.

We hope Mr. Satyamurthy will
profit by the warning !

* * L]

Announcing new fashions in hats,
an expert says: ' It is one brim,
several crowns.”

Husbands' view of it is; Several
whims, one frown !

* * *

Herr Hitler is reported to have
said that in these days of revolution,
the motor car is the finest instrument
of peace.

But unfortunately, not painless!

* * *

On the eve of the conclusion of
the committee stage of the India Bill,
the Chairman expressed the opinion
that the House's prestige was en-

hanced by the way it dealt with the
Bill.

This is the first indication we’ve
had that it was so low as all that.

* * *

In the Commons, the Duchess of
Atholl pointed out that Muslims
were not money-lenders.

This is another point where they
score over their unfortunate Hindu
brethren—particularly in the
Punjab !

Madras, May 25, |935"
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THE EDITOR

‘ DEISVI’

This week commences the ‘Deisvi’
serial, The Misfortunes of Mecena.
Those of the readers who have read
*Deisvi's Rukku's Romantic Hour will
have found in him a past-master in
blending pathos and humour, producing
indeed a rare effect. This gift of the
author finds full play in the great story
which [ am privileged to present in
these pages, as even the first instal-
ment would indicate. Begin reading
it to-day and keep reading it on to its
culmination. Thereisa grand treat in
store for you.

HARINDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA

Over a century ago Lord Macaulay
wrote an infamous piece of composition,
embellished in pompous verbiage, sling-
ing mud at the manhood of Bengal.
He died without recanting that dam-
nable libel. Our concern is not for
Bengal but for Macaulay’s soul. Latterly
a high-placed official said something
equally libellous and unchivalrous about
the womanhood of Bengal. But he was
man enough to apologise for the slur
he cast on Bengal's fair name. The
reason why British jingoes single out
Bengal for their attention is not far to
seek, Bengal stands in the van of
Indian nationalism to-day; and she
stood there yesterday when the East
India Company began casting greedy
eyes around Fort William. In the
palladium of India's cultural grandeur,
not a few places are adorned by the
noble sons and daughters of Bengal—
Ram Mohan Roy, Vivekananda, Jaga-
dish Chandra Bose, Maharshi Tagore,
Prafulla Chandra Ray, Sarojini Devi,
Chittaranjan, Dwijendra Lal Roy and
a brilliant host of others.

From this great province comes
Harindranath Chattopadhyaya, patriot,
poet and philosopher. Harindranath
needs no introduction within the fron-
tiers of India. I am publishing in this
number his poem entitled The Wolf and
the Fox. He is a great admirer of
The Merry and has honoured me with
a promise to write in these pages every
week,

HIS PAGE

‘ Witb Harindranath Chattopadhyaya
Dglsw’, Joyfull, Mali and other talenteci
writers and artists adorning The Merry
every week-end will be a great Marr:;r
treat to the reader.

*MIE’

Of forms of literary treatment
sarcasm stands in the same rela.
tion to the unseasoned writer as an
orthodox pandit to a harijan. Exposing
b!atant wrongs against the community
via sarcasm presents great difficulties
to the literary neophyte, That ‘Mie’
employs this medium of treatment with
happy results will be admitted by those
who have read his essay on English
Historians. Starting from the opposite
epd of violent invective, he worked
hxmself into such ecstasies over these
Historians that even his pen caught
Fhe. infection and choked! This week

Mie ' has chosen railway travel for his
sally and the effect he producesis emi-
nently funny and incisive.

ANNOUNCEMENT

Commencing from June next, I am
awarding Rs. 50/- for the best short
story of the month published in this
Magazine. It is true that writing in
h.ghte'r vein is not a remunerative voca-
tion in this poor country. Still, it
seems to me, that is no reason why
people who could wield a vigorous and

imaginative pen should sulk behind the
purdha.

Contributors to The Merry in a given
month will form the panel of judges for
selecting the best short story published
in that particular month. The story
wlx'lc}} the most number of judges
adjudicate as the best (each barring his

own, of course) of th i
own, of ¢ e month will get

fP_ie_i'lsons in the various departments
of The Merry Magazine and its sister
publications would %ot be permitted to
compete .f'or this prize. As this is not
a competition in the usual sense, co

tantxons sent to me need ’t bn
specially marked. nor be

Poem by

HARINDRANATH
CHATTOPADHYAYA

Sketches by
‘MALI’

Wb
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HE WOLF AND THE FOX
By HARINDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA
PART ONE

Far from the madding haunts of men

They lived together in a den,

A fox grey-hued and somewhat thin,
And a strong wolf with tawny skin.

But then the wolf oppressed the fox

And gave him shivers, gave him shocks,
Subjecting him to toil and grief,—
The wolf exploited him, in brief.

One day it chanced that in a nice

Spirit of giving good advice
He spoke unto the wolf and said,

*“ Brother ! ’tis time for you to tread

The path of good, and leave, 1 guess,

The wandering ways of wickedness.

Give up old arrogance and pride,
Axnd in a simple joy abide;

For arrogance is truly worse

Than every evil, and—a curse
Destroying him whose real soul
Is caught in its uncouth control,

Alack! pride goes before a fall,

This maxim’s known to one and all.

And, further, know you not that Man,
The crafty Son of Adam, can

Trick us into his wily net

At any time? Do you forget
That God has given him a mind
Which sets him above creature-kind,

A powerful, superior shape,

From whom no creature may escape
When once his lesser life is lent
By God to him as punishment?

Beware of Man, old Adam’s Son,

There is no thing he leaves undone
When once decided to fulfil
‘Whatever purpose that he will.

Lo, just according to his wish

He finds the fiery-coloured fish
Glide into his thrice subtle mesh;
The birds that wander young and fresh

Athwart the bluesome beaming air

Fall eacily into his snare,—

And mountains which are strong and hard
Gold-washed by day, by midnight starred,
On whom a hoary silence sits
Are broken into little bits

6

By Man's uncalculated strength
Who conquers everything at length.
And that is why I am so keen,
O brother wolf ! that you should glean
The joy that comes into the soul
Qut of a life of self-control.”

Although the fox’s words were true
And with old wisdom dripping through
The wolf resented them and said:
“You creature with a little head!
How dare you offer me this thrice
Unwholesome piece of good advice ?
Why speak of things that don’t concern you ?
Remember they at best can earn you
That which you are now to know !—"

‘With this he dealt the fox a blow
To expiate him of his fault:
The fox, he turned a somersault
And all defeated and defenceless
Before the wolf he dropped down senseless,

But when recovered in a while
He gave the wolf a friendly smile,
And with some little effort spoke:
“Indeed, I did deserve that stroke ;—
I offer you on bended knees
A million apologies,
And yet that would not be enough
To compensate for all the stuff
And nonsense that I spoke to you.
Forgive my strange behaviour, do!
It is your clemency alone
That can my evil deed atone.”

The wolf was flattered,—sure he was,—
And made reply after some pause :

"I am delighted that you meant

No harm, and that you now repent.
Though you may deem it somewhat strange,
Let me advise you for a change.

Poke not your nose in my affairs,

For I shall slay the one who dares.
Fool! 1 have left you off this time
Because my nature is sublime,

Because this heart which knows to bless

Holds pity, love and tenderness.”

The fox assented with a nod.

" You are a veritable god
Who always rescues me in fateful
Moments, for which I am grateful.

By me you have so often stood

In hours of grief, and have been good ;
Indeed, it would be more than blind
To say that you have been unkind.

And with regard to what I did

A while ago, Allah forbid
That I should in a spirit vain
Offer you good advice again.

For who am I or what am [
Compared with you who are so high
And noble, and distinguish quite
Unerringly the wrong and right?
Besides, my friend ! a mighty sage
Who perished in some bygone age

Has left us precious words that ask
Each one to toil at his own task
And not concern himself with aught
That chances to concern him not.
Never to go out of the way
And say a thing he need not say,
Or do a thing he need not do
Unasked, for that would bring him rue.”

Smiling, the wolf agreed, *“ Quite true!”
But there behind that wolfish smile
He meditated all the while

On secret means whereby the fox

Might perish there among the rocks,
And it was joy beyond all speech .
To think of how the sun would bleach

His rotting bones until they lay

As relics of some bygone day.
Thought after thought in him came twinkling
Of which he gave the fox no inkling.

As to the fox,—he dared not breathe
One word of what he thought beneath
His mask of humble penitence,
Since well he knew that by pretence
And sycophancy, he could make
His way,—and ultimately take
The flattered tyrant unawares;
He also hoped a fox's prayers
‘Would reach the heavens and be heard
By God whose wrath may be deferred
But never cancelled,—He who keeps
Account of life, and never sleeps,
Who through the lonesome ages long
Has dealt deep anguish to the strong
That tyrannise over the weak;
Surely He would red vengeance wreak
On the proud wolf for all the kaocks
That he had given to a fox ! .

These things were thought but uttered not,»
(What wolf shall gauge a fox's thought ?)
While speaking out with perfect weight
He said: “O brother! God is great!
He never passes ruthless sentence
On any sinner with repentance.
And I, a thrice undisciplined
Creature of weakness who have sinned,
Against you, noble sir! regret
And am forgiven...yet,— yet,

The blow you gave me, though it hurt
And sent me rolling in the dirt,
Was yet a most instructive thing.
Wisdom comes out of suffering,
And real joy that can uplift.....-
The pain you gave me was a gift
As precious as the wise and prudent
Blow a master gives his student.”

The wolf was more than satisfied,
It warmed his blood and swelled his pride
When with exaggerated voice
He spoke unto the fox : * Rejoice !
Since I have cancelled quite your fault
And am so glad that my assault
Has brought you wisdom, such as I
Intended you should have or—die!
In future, Fox, you shall behave
Like to a good obedient slave,
For ever ready to fulfil
My smallest need, my slightest will.
I hate all show, I hate all sham !
You know how powerful I am,
For just a little while ago
I proved to you that I amso ™

The fox before him fell prostrate

And cried * O Master ! God is great !
May He who granteth life prolong
Your own and keep you ever strong

Enough to conquer him who dares

To poke his nose in your affairs,
And strong enough to fight and kill
The one who goes against your will.”

And ever more in fear since then

The fox lived in that forest-den
Beside the wolf whose word was law
Inspiring in his heart an awe

That never any subject thing

Had felt as yet towards a king.

One day when the warm afternoon

Was turning eve, and one white moon
Came. climbing slowly up the sky,
God's silent solitary eye,

And not one star was yet expressed

In heaven, Mr. Fox, depressed
And very gloomy, walked alone
Towards a vineyard that had grown

Mature with grapes. He saw its wall

Under the gradual evenfall



-

And noticed that it had a breach.
Through it he saw the perfect shapes

Of luscious fruit that he could reach
With utmost ease...... “ What lovely grapes!

Good God! the vineyard wears its robes

Of emerald and sapphire globes! ”

Such were the thoughls that went and came
Setting his foxy heart on flame.

But lo, his instinct ever sly

Whispered : “ Beware, or else you die!
Remember that a ditch or hole
Can bring destruction to your soul.

Beware, young Mr. Fox, beware !

That breach you notice is a snare,

Be wary how you enter there!”

He heard these words which seemed as plain
As meacured drops of wisdom’s rain ;

Then spalke the {ox in his own mind :

“ 1 will examine it to find
The real nature of this breach.”

Then, without farther thought or speech,
He carefully went round and round
The simple, clever trap, and found
A covering,—and under it
A deeply-dug and dangerous pit,
And knew at once that it was laid
To prison beasts that prowled and pteyed
Upon the vines, and <o despoiled
The vineyards on which Man had toiled.

Withdrawing cautiously from there
He offered up a heartfelt prayer
To Allah who had saved his breath
From stoppage by a sudden death,
And after that he prayed within,
That Allah who had saved his skin
May in 2 retribution fit
Cause Mr, Wolf to see the pit
And end by falling into it.
So that when Mr. Wolf was dead,
Sole master, he would safely tread
The glowing vineyards and be lord
Of all the luscious wealth they stored.

And something in him grew aware

That God would surely grant his prayer.
Thus, while returning to his den
He sang a song no poet’s pen

Might ever venture to essay;

The subject was, ** The dying day
Of Mr. Wolf in coming times.”

But who shall guess a fox’s rhymes,

Or learn the way in which his curse

Works out its venom through a verse ?
And when right through he sang his song,
Which didr’t take him very long,

He came before the Wolf and spoke:

I have performed a master-stroke
For you to-day, O lord I—your slave
Experienced a mighty wave

Of inspiration in his brain,—

Give me permission to explain.”
*“Go on,” the wolf cried out, “ T warm !
‘What miracle did you perform ?”

The fox, he bowed his tiny head

And in thrice humble accents said:
“ 1 walked this day at evenfall

Towards the vineyards rich with pelf,

Surrounded by a stony wall
That you have often seen yourself :
A wall that shuts the vineyards in
And seems to tell us it is sin
To enter there!—but we are not
Concerned with ethics, are we, sire?
So, in my heart I slowly wrought
At a most keen and burning thought
Which burned within me like a fire,
And through this little head of mine
Went flowing like to heady wine
Making me strong enough t¢ do
What I decided doing for you.”

“ And what was that? O beady-eyed 1"
The wolf enquired. The fox replied :
* My lord, I wondered how to make
An easy passage for your sake
Into the vineyards,—how to reach
The bloomed clusters bubble-blown :
It struck me then to make a breach
Within the staring wall of stone.”
The wolf broke in, * But how, weak one ?
Such things are easier said than done ! ”
To which the subtle fox replied,
With an assumed air of pride:
* Such things are easier done than said |
I started working with my head
Into the wall, and—bless my soul !
T did succeed to leave a hole
Within the wall. So, now you see,
My lord can enter merrily
Without anxiety or trouble,
To pluck grape-bubble on grape-bubble.
Besides, too, there is no more need
To entertain the slightest dread
Towards the owner—We are freed
Of that rude fellow !...he is dead ! ”
The wolf, delighted with the news
Began to feel a hundred hues
Of warm anticipation fload
The dim red rivers of his blood :
* All this is truly true without
The slightest shadow of a doubt ;
1 will go now, I cannot wait,

The vines are mine,—~and,—God is great ! *

So saying, through the forests dim
The wolf went forth with regal tread.
Sly Mr. Foxie followed him.,....

The stars kept smiling overhead |
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FUN FOR ALL THE FAMILY

Quite True!
It was Raman's first day as a servant. On answer-
ing the telephone he brought no message.
* Who was that, Raman?” asked the master.
“ *Twasn’t anybody, sir,’” replied he.” Just a gen'leman

. who said, ‘It's a long distance from Delhi’, and I said,

A1)

' Yes, sir, it certainly is',
Logical .
Boss: " What made you so late in leaving to-night?”’

Clerk: “1i wasn't doing anything, and I couldn’t tell
when I had finished.”

Safer.

“Ises you are leiting your little boy drive your
car.”

“Yes, he is still

Father “It's A Spreel” Mother o7

Obvious

“You ugly-looking mug! You fish-face! You Yly-
livered nit-wit! I could cut your throat! Just to look at
you makes me sick ! "

* You mean you don't like me?”

Any 0id Thing!
Diner: “Do you serve rabbits here ?”'
Waitress: * We serve anyone—sit down.”
Not Likely!

“Have you any objection to having a whisky-and-
soda, ‘Pat? "

** Well, I've never had one before in my life.”

* What, never had a whisky-and-soda ?”’

“No, an objection.”

Obeying Orders

too young to be

trusted to walk.” N o
Bad Luck G 4 JG o
. o 0: 3 _
* Doesn’t that Or- 7 Gl

chestra deafen you?”
* Unfortunately,
no!”

Treasure Trove !

Taxi-Driver: "1
found this salmon
inmy car. What'll

SRy

The Onlooker + * Yoﬁ
are a foolto plunge

e e b into that cold
;7‘1 (eibiiary Doy water just to rescue
‘p/’,‘.y/f_,/fﬁ;“?” your hat.”
A wias Wl

The Plunger: * But
the doctor said I
mustn’t go out
without a hat
whilst I have this
cold.”

/ yh: o MAE e

I do with-it? " - N | Too Drastic,
Constable: *‘ Leave '_ o~ . . ‘If' your b by
it at the police GOOD SAMARITAN: “I'm afraid it's no good; there's a short doesn’t thulys. on
station, If it is circuit here somewhere." lukewarm milk, - boil
not claimed in six FAIR MOTORIS’L‘: ‘ How annoying ! Can’t you lengthen it ? " it, - writes a . doctor.

month§' it will be
yours.

Not What He Msant |
A young man driving a sports car was forced to

. brake very suddenly in a subutb, with the result that the

car got out of control for a moment and stopped within
an inch of & lJamp-post on the other side of the road.

A policeman strolled‘up. ‘ . : g
“ Well,” he said to the driver, “you got a nice

" skid there, sir.”

“ Parddn me,” seid the young man haughtily, * but

.- gat delivered to him an English Dictionary |

His advice sg¢ems
rather drastic,
o Yo Be Exact. -
“ Strap-banging is a proverbial joke,” says a traveller,
A standing joke, in fact.

. Never The Twain.

Mark Twain once beard a sermon by a ‘ world-
renowned preacher. He afterwards congratulated the
preacher, but said that he had a book at home from
which every word of the sermon was taken, The
preacher. was .naturally highly indignant and challenged

Mark Twain te produce this book. Next day a messen-

0 | ;. 9
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MALE AND FEMALE

purpose. Who could have thought that Destiny

would use the South Indian Railway Company

as a means for bringing together Rangaswamy
Iver and Ramathilaka ammal? But, such was the truth,
stranger, certainly, to fiction.

D ESTINY chooses strange instruments to serve its

The South Indian Railway Company was justly
famous for its capacity to coin perfect howlers. One
such of its peerless coinage was the label 'the female
compartment”’. In other climes, in other times, the
coiners of such a vivid phrase might almost be accused
of being vulgar. But this was South India where a man
called his better-half as his ‘house’ and his dog-days
as ‘insufficient time' All of which is set forth merely
to show that the unconscious humour of the Railway
Company like all unconscious humour in this land,
remained unappreciated.

In such a‘ female compartment’ Ramathilakam was
travelling. It would be correct to say that she was more
busy weeping than whatever it is that a passenger
travelling in South Indian Railway is expected to do.
And what was worse and to the point, she was the only
occupant of the aforesaid ‘female compartment ',

There was a travelling ticket-examiner in the train—
an Eurasian. He had acquired, thanks to the peculiar
nature of his job, a flair for finding within three minutes
of any train's departure. the prettiest face on board. He
had developed this trait of his into a fine-art and his
indolent colleagues invariably turned to him with the
question: * Anything good going, Bob?”

Ramathilakam was pretty, though poor. It is not
necessary to probe into the mysteries of Mendelian laws
to enquire how it came to pass that a night-watchman’s
wife was as pretty as she. Suffice it was to the travelling
ticket-examiner and for the purposes of this story that
she was undeniably pretty. " Given a soap and bath, a
silk saree and a few trinkets, she might pass muster even
as a beauty,” ruminated the ticket-examiner. He noted
her at Egmore, but a tear-stained face and a nose
bloated with repeated blowings, marred what would
otherwise have been a feast to the ticket-examiner’s eyes.
At Tambaram the ticket-examiner hoped that smiles
would have coaxed themselves into the woman's faee.
But like all hopes, the ticket-examiner’s hope was
destined to meet with disappointment. When he went
to verify if his hopes were to any extent justified, he
lfag?nd Ramathilakam sheddix'ag tears more copiously than

ore. ‘

* A woman with such a pretty face as hers has no
business to weep ! I'll stop it!” said the ticket-examiner
to himself and suiting the action to the word, he
approached the compartment occupied by Ramathilakam
and rapped his ticket-punch thrice over the doos.

Prognosis

o —

" Where is your ticket?” asked he, as sternly as if
he knew that she was travelling without a ticket, which,
to be perfectly true, was the plain truth. Ramathilakam
was startled. She dried her eyes: blew her nose:
adjusted the folds of her saree over her shoulders and
brushed a few curls of hair which were interfering with
her range of vision. Anyone, leaving aside oty travell-
ing ticket-examiner, would naturally expect, aher these
restorations to feminine decorum, to be told thy tryth,
But Ramathilakam, to be perfectly true again, leg——g
bare-faced, brazen lie.

“It is with the males!” said she, unconsciousy
uttering the same coinage as the Company, which was
equally unconsciously transporting her free of charge.

“ Where ?"' thundered the ticket-examiner.
*There! Somewhere in the train!”

“Get it and keep it with you! I will ask for it at
Chinglepet | "’ said the ticket-examiner, content for the
time being at having effectively stopped, what he
mentally called the * water-works ’,

At Chinglepet junction, when the train slowed down
and came to a halt, the ticket-examiner kept a watchful
eye over the ‘female compartment’. He was curious
to see what kind of people the ‘males’ she referred to
were. But instead of seeking her ‘males’ whoever they
were, Ramathilakam furtively walked over to the other
edge of the platform and crossed the lines on the off-side.

) “Ho, ho!" said the ticket-examiner to himself.
“ That's the game, is it, my beauty ? Well, well!”

He made no attempt to follow her, until she had
crossed several sidings and then suddenly, he sprinted
towards her,

“You, you, you! Stop! What are you doing?
Where is your ticket ?"" shouted the ticket-examiner as
he ran towards Ramathilakam.

“Sir, don't be angry. I have no ticket. I have no
money either. Please, please, excuse me !”

“ Why did you lie to me at Tambaram ?”
“I was frightened. I didn’t know what to say ?”
(14 . ”
Where are you going ?
L3 "
To...to...

“Go on, lie again! I know your kind. Now then,
come with me!” ’

“ Sir, please, please, let me go!”

* Are you coming with me, or have I to take you ? "
“ Sir..."” ‘ '
“Come on or I'll have to handle you!”

Ramathilakam meekly followed the ticket-examiner
who tqok her to the Railway Police.
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her, 3 contemptyogs .

Ramathilakam was silent. But the silence was
immediately followed by a torrent of tears.

“Stop that!” ordered Rangaswamy Iyer, the
H. C. P., but there are certain things which H C. Ps
cannot stop and Ramathilakam's tears were certainly in

the list.

“If you will tell me the truth, I'll let you go. No,
I'll do more than that. 1'll see that you are sent wherever

‘it is that you want to go, provided it isn’t a bad place.”

“I'll tell you the truth, aiyah. You look so kind
and gentle. I came to Chinglepet really to die.”

“ Why to Chinglepet of all places?”

" The lake here is so big.”

* Ha.......And why do you want to die?”
“L..IL..can't tell you...””

“ Very well then : there is the lake, go and fall into it.”
“May I?"

“ Most certainly. Let me see you doing it.”

Ramathilakam clasped her hands and blessed him.
To be exact, she wished him to live like a Maharajah,

" Then, with beaming face and eager feet, she crossed the

rails and hurried towards the lake, while Head Constable
Rangaswamy Iyer followed her leisurely, sure in his mind

that the woman was bluffing.

As she neared the lake, her pace quickened.
Rangaswamy lyer could hardly believe his eys. With a
rush she plunged into the waters, now hip-deep, now
reck-deep and as she disappeared beneath the rippling

surface of the lake, a few yards from the shore, Head
Constable Rangaswamy Iyer ran and throwing off his
turban in haste plunged into the lake. He remembered
that merciful water gave threa chances to those who seek
oblivion beneath its surface. He looked this way and
that. At a little distance from him, he saw the woman's
body come up for a brief moment and go down again.
He dived and swam towards the place, notwithstanding
the handicap of the police uniform. He was just in
time to catch hold of her, but she struggled hard and it
looked as though Head Constable Rangaswamy Iyer
would find a watery grave along with the. fair one he
meant to rescue. Freeing himself with a mighty effort,
be caught her by the hair and dragged her beyind him,
his free hand paddling the water, and once he got a
foothold, he literally lifted her bodily and wading
towards the shore dropped her with a thud on dry
ground. She lay there inert,

Head Constable Rangaswamy Iyer scratched his
head trying to racollect the lessons in first-aid that he
-had read somewhere. Mercifully a string of goods wag-
gons screened him from the Railway platforms beyond,

He kneeled by her side and propped her up. She vomited
and moaned. He shook her, worked her arms to and fro
and was busy trying to bring her back to consciousness,

And Cupid, the chubby little rascal, took mean
advantage of the situation, and without regard to the
provisions of the Penal Code imposed on those who
prevent a public servant from the discharge of his duties,
hit Railway police head constable Rangasamy Iyer with
a bunch of his rusty arrows, And before the dazed eyes
of Ramathilakam, when she regained the first glimmerings
of consciousness there stood, not the awe-inspiring limb
of Law, but a mere male, in the familiar, yet age-long,
throes of reacting to the lure of entrancing Eve,

| A Strange Nemesis !

[ Was Railway Police Head Constable Rangaswamy Iyer able to overcome the emotions that were
surging in him? Did he charge her for the offences of travelling without a ticket and attempting
to commit suicide? What hatpened to Ramathilakam 2 Who is Meena? Read the long instal

ment next week.)

Next Week : | e o
‘Two Birds with One Stone’

| | | By -

| L \Alber,t A, vRoland R

Don’t miss it.




The Big Bad Wolf

PERHAPS the most loved performer on the screen is

little Mickey Mouse. His pictures are a real
education and cortain far more common sense and
originality than do many of the super-Hollywood pro-
ductions boasting numerous stars. There are revealed
before our eyes the adventures, trivial but pregnant
with comic pathes, of two little creatures who might be
human. We watch poor little Mickey overcoming
obstacles only to find move: we see him battling with
the cruel villain: we catch a glimpse of romance in his
amorous advances to Minnie—in brief, we see life, with
its disapprintments, heart breaks and joys and 1its
purpose. Mickey's appeal to so large a public lies in his
undaunted outlock, his rather pathetic humour—Charlie
Chaplin’s greatest asset—and his natural way of
dealing with a situation. Hats off to Walt Disney,
the creator of this great tiny darling.

Just like any other star on the film firmament,
Mickey Meuse too bas an year of birth, a father and a
mother. He was born in 1927, (the date is uncertain
for obvious reasons) in a train—vet another gift of
Mother Necessity. The father is Walter Elias Disney
and the mother, naturally, Lillian Bounds Disney. Walt
wanted to christen him Mortimer Mouvse but the Mrs. set
ber foot on it and made him ' Mickey ’ instead.

The story of Walt Disney—of Three Little Pigs—
starts with the birth of Mickey Mouse. Walt was
without a job or money. He had to relinquish his rights
to Oswald, the Lucky Rabbit, the animated cartoon. He
was on a train from New York to Hollywood. The
idea of the adventures of a mouse was born a i Lind-
bergh whose name was in the air just then.

Son of an Irish-Canadian, Walt was born in
Chicago in 1901.

With tar as paint and a stick as paint-brush, he
started drawing pictures of animals, mostly horses and
pigs on the walls of his Missouri home,
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The Romance

Mickey

A mail carrier at 16, he became a member of the Red
Cross at that ripe old age, but kicked it away disap-
pointed, and joined a commercial art firm in Kansas City,

With a garage as an experimental studio, he worked
during nights, on an animated newsreel, Local Happesn-
ings, poking fun at the personages in that city. These
he sold at eighteen pence a foot. Next he did a series of
fairy tales, Jack and the Beanstalk and Little Red
Riding Hood, which were shown before local club
and church gatherings. With spools of such films as
stock-in-trade, he rented a small shack in Hollywood—
which was subsequently remodelled into a studio. There,
Oswald, the Lucky Rabbit achieved some measure of
popularity though, according to a strange contract, the
Rabbit belonged to the man who was releasing the film,
He was taking the trip to New York to see if he could
retain possession of the Rabbit, but he could not, And
Mickey was born.

Three Little Pigs is one of Walt’s Silly Sympho.
nies, an outgrowth of Mickey Mouse. :

The ideas for the Mickey Mouses and Sillies origin-
ate with Walt. But he doesn’t draw a single line of these
animated cartoons. The big ‘ happy family’, of which
Walt is the head, doesthe whole thing —only the vdice
heard when Mickey Mouse speaks is always that of
Walt's,

The Three

of Making

Mouse

The ‘ family’ comprises the story department, ‘ gag’
men and musicians. The story department, just like the
other departments, numbers about ten men. There are,
besides, expert artists or chief animators. A story is
visualised more than it is written., In fact, the entire
script of the Three Little Pigs was oply one and a half
typewritten pages.

At the fortnightly studio luncheons, Walt presents
his idea for discussion. Then they go into action. The
extent of their co-ordination can be appreciated by the
following lines which form the end of every script taken
up for discussion:

[Everyone think this over and have some good
gags ready to hand in at the next meeting. |
expect a big turnout on this story. Wait.]

They all go into action. The director must draw
and be part actor. He has to act out the role the way
he wants the characters drawn. The story is visualised
in a series of key drawings. These number from thirty
to sixty. From these key drawings, the different artists
start to work. At the Disney Studio everything is syste-
matised and specialised. There are numbers of animators
who do nothing but provide backerounds. There are
special artists who draw only moustaches—just moust-
aches!

Preparing an animated cartoon, Three Litile Pigs

for instance, is a task of much detai! and takes months -

of actual labour. This particular picture consisted of
about 12,000 separate original drawings; many of the
drawings were duplicated, part of one drawing being
worked into the next one. Every drawing is timed and
when it is lashed on the screen, the audience sees twenty-

Walt Disney, the originator of Mickey,

four picture frames per second. If only one man were
sketching this picture, it would have meant a spell of
two years’ hard work.

The music is just as important as the drawings,
A certain movement of the wolf for example, must
synchronise with an exact beat of music.

The voices of the Three Little Pigs are those of
the Rhythmettes, three Los Angeles radio girls. Two
men supply the voice of the Big Bad Wolf.

These popular shorts don’t make so much money as
the public is given to imagine. Three Little Pigs, in
point of fact, gave Walt a net profit of £5,000 from the
world market, over a period of two vyears, Average
production cost of a Mickey Mouse picture is £ 3,600
while that of the Silly Symphony is about £4.000, the
extra being the cost of colour process. Walt invests
every penny of profit back in the studio. He is now
paying himself a weekly salary of £40,a £10 increase
on what he was paying himselt prior to the success of hig
famous Pigs.

. Five feet ten inches in height, Walt Disney
185 8 good looking fellow, another avatar of
Adolphe Menjou. He is a fine polo player and owns
three polo horses. He reads fairy stories only—he
knows them all. He takes the incidents that he remem-
berg from the stories and then builds his story with
their aid. "He and his staff fabricate the rest.
That is why his animated tales are so very diffe-
rent fr’om the originals. In his opinion, his best effort is
Santa’s Workshop. His big favourite, however, is his -
first love—Mickey Mouse, now in techniscolour,

Cv————
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Have You Heard
Getting married is like
getting drunk:
And the children are like the
‘Morning after’.
* * * *

Our Conundrum Corner :

Why is a baker the most indigent of fellows ?
Because he always kneads (needs) dough.
* * *

Answered :
“ What can be further from good social behaviour

than to pour your tea into the saucer ? ” asks M. ]
To pour it into your neighbour’s lap.
* * *

*

»*

Puzzle:

(13
- You are very clever at conundrums, aren’t you ?”
Iam. Try me.

* Why is a shepherd like a detective ? "

. “ T’h:’i’t's quite easy. Both of them ecatch hold of
crooks .
* * N *

From Hollywood :

A film star was flogged by her husband so severely

that it left marks on her skin, says a recent wire from
Hollywood.

STARS AND STRIPES!!
* % % *
Correct:
Teacher: Who invented the steam engine ?
Youngster: What?
Teacher: Correct. Sit down.
* * * %

Answers to Correspondent (with apologies to
Auntie Awful}: “Can a pin ever get drunk ? " asks Miss
Frida Faugh of Mhow.
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“ Well, I think it can. Have you never heard of a
Rolling pin?”

* * » *

Observations :
Insects not in the zoo;
No. 3. The book.-worm,
M * # »
Ezxactly :
In Wigan, recently, a man knocked his brother un.
conscious with a blow of a novel he had been reading.
This is what the reviewers call a stunning story.
* * * *

Tailoring Note:

A tailor’s shop in Hollywood is called
“The Meteorites ".

Porhaps because the work done there is of *suiting
stars ', .
. * *

Epitaph
Let’s 3ay a prayer
For Jimmy Horns;

He stepped upon
A boxer’s corns,

% * »
The Strange Girl :

Tom: Every time you kiss Fay she yells.
Ken: For her father ?

Tom: No, for more kisses,

ILM-GOERS have
J—‘ never had so wide
a choice of really
interestine films as at the
present time. The cinemas
are experiencing a rush of
good pictures. The other
day, I met a friend of mine
who, inthe ‘silent’ days,
used to teel that he had
seen every film worth seeing
if he went to the cinema
once or twice a week. He
told me that since the
coming of the talkies he
frequently found it neces-
sary to go to the cinemas
three and very often four
times a week to see the
best of the new films.

Certainly the value
offered by the Indian
cinemas to-day is greater
than it has ever -been. In
order to see a play, which
cost the producers about
Rs. 2,000 in a theatre, one
has to pay about Rs. 2
for a good seat. Whereas
in the cinema programmes
which have cost the
producers something like
Rs. 1,00,000 and more, one
can enjoy a picture in comfort for about As. 9. The
talking cinema is certainly the best bargain in entertan-
ment, and no member of the public who wants to see
acting at its best can afford to overlook it.

First-class Pictures—( Tamil)

There are showing at the moment, some first-rate
Indian pictures. Two of these stand head and shoulders
above the others. They are Markandeya and Rukman-
gadha. Chandrasens is running at the Broadway
Talkies.

All these pictures are based on mythological
stories: the emancipation of a Bhakta.

Markandeya -is a marvel and a miracle. Right
from the moment Markandeya steps into the scene,
the picture ceases to be a picture and seems as if it were
a leaf torn from the lives of some of us—I mean the
religious-minded ones. Master Sundaram’s rendering of
the soul-stirring devotional songs is a revelation. The
few but well.chosen songs are soulful. Apparently
Mr. Sivam had composed Markandeya’s songs while
Mr. Bhaskaradas had composed the other players’. There
is a plain contrast between the songs, and those of
Mr. Sivam’s are, as usual, beyond the pale of the average
Tamil-knowing man’s understanding.

Markandeya’s singing and acting are superb. I could
sing the praises of Master Sundaram till there are no more
adjectives left if he had remembered that the boys’
education during those Gurwkula days does not begin
at the age of about sixteen. Nor does the disciple, at
that age, begin his education with " Mooshika Vahana

3—25—5—35

.

Modaka Hasta " etc. This
is an anachrorism and
an absurdity. Otherwise,
Markandeya is the best
portrayal I have come
across in the playing of
Juvenile parts in Tamil
talkies.

Yama, too, acts his part
marvellously and with
great restraint. It is
almost perfect.

Miss Kannamani has
chosen to represent the
part of the divine Kurathi
with copies of Miss
Sivabhagyam’s  original
tunes. This is another
case of the original first
and the rest...well...Her
part is a brilliant exception
to the usual rigmarole.

There is one rishi among
the holy guests invited to
the hermitage of Mrigandu
who sings like an artiste
to the manner born and if
only to hear his songs,
it is well worth while to
see this picture.

W, The first half of Markan-

deya is not a patch on its
magnificent counter-part and I wish I could forget
that the devotees performing their sacred rounds in the
temple where Maruthvathi goes for worship are deing
their rounds in a freakish manner; that is monkey
business; that Maruthvathi is trying to sing while
she had better leave singing severely alone and try
the prose-order method and bring in more of steady
acting. Need parents be very fastidious about the
grammar of their Tamil when they address their kids?
The kids in Markandeya must have been puzzled
by their parents’ tongue-twisters! For god’s sake, why
not be natural in dialogues? Naradhar is poor.

Rukmangadha, is a moderately well-acted and
produced picture. All actors sing well and the public
seems to appreciate the comic scenes in this picture.

Chandrasena: It is very difficult to adjust a mytholo.-
gical story to suit the mordern taste, make out ot it a box-
office pull and at the same time satisfy the fastidious
critics. It is the case with Chandrasena a Prabhat
picture. The settings are very lavish and the dialogue
portions, tolerably good. A sort of cogency also is
maintained between the story and the songs, but acting
throughout is mediocre and where Chandrasena is not
gushing and hysterical, she is doing what Yankees say
‘emote’. The picture on the whole is a good pro-
duction. One cannot congratulate Miss Rajivi for her
portrayal, nor for her make-up which has spoiled her
looks, nor even for her singing for which she is otherwise
justly famous. And toddy-swilling is overdone in some
places. The dance ensemble has the Hollywood touch
in it and shows we are getting bstter andb etter.
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The Letters Of

Private Joyfull

50. The Verdict of the Court.

Madras, 25th May, 1935,
DEAR MOTHER,

OU can imagine how excited I was, when Lieutenant
~ Power rose to open the case for the defence of his
friend, Sergeant Allsopp.

“ The accused is charged with drunkenness,” said
Lieutenant Power. “ You have heard tha: he was found
asleep in the Colonel’s car on the afterroon of the 25th
March. You may consider it a
scandalous thing that he should
choose the car of his Commanding
Officer as a place for a post-pran-
dial nap. The element of lese
majeste is heightened by the fact
that the accused was not only
asleep, but snoring. However, I
will ask you to dismiss these
factors from your minds. The
charge is one of simple drunken-
ness. If I can show that the accu-
sed was pot drunk, the case against
him must be dismissed.

" The witnesses for the prosecu-
tion all agree on two points. They
all say that the Sergeant was drunk,
and that he used very bad language.

“ Private Ryan festifies as to
finding the accused, who walked
back to barracks—a distance of
half-a-mile—without assistance.
The accused is said to have march-
ed stiffly and correctly: but the
witness persists that the accused
was drunk and swearing.

* Sergeant-Major Quirt also says
that the accused was drunk. The
Sergeant-Major has, in addition,
supplied us with important infor-
mation. He says that the accused
was suffering from sore feet, and
had been on a ten-mile patrol each
night for five nights. 1 am going to
lead evidence to show that this
fact, and not drunkenness, was the
cause of the accused’s excitement,
and the woodenness of his gait.

“ Sergeant Brown tells us that he took the accused to
his room, under arrest. This sergeant, you will remember,
removed the accused's boots, and caused him to lie down.
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“Major Bolus has given some very damaging
evidence. The doctor rot only testifies that the accused’s
eyes were dilated, but that he smelt of alcohol. He
further states that the accused made three attempts to
rise to his feet, fell each time with brutal curses, and
finally collapsed to the flocr unconscious.”

I thought this was very clever of ILieutenant
Power. In speaking for the defence, he had pointed out
all the strong points in the case for the prosecution.

The sting of the Adjutant’s final speech would be lost,
because he would be only repeating what the defence had
already emphasised.

“ I have alluded to the damaging evidence of Major
Bolus,” continued the Prisoner’s Friend. “1 will now
produce evidence to show that the behaviour of the
accused, when examined by the doctor, did not arise
from drunkenness, but from an entirely different cause.
I call Corporal Simpleton!”

.o Yes, yes; all the classic symptoms,”
said the doctor

The Corporal was sworn, and Lieutenant Power
began to examine him.

*“ Did you visit the room of Sergeant Allsopp on the
afternoon of 25th March?” ‘

~ “Yes, Sir.” :
" Tell the Court what happaned.”

* Well, Sir, I wanted to get the duty-roster to warn
some men to go on patrol with Sergeant Allsopp.”

“ Did you find it ?”
“ Yes, Sir; it was on the Sergeant’s table.”
* Describe the table.”

“Well, Sir, it is like an office table, because' the
Sergeant is responsible for all sorts of clerical work.’

“Go on.”

“ While I was turning over the papers, I upset a box
of drawing-pins all over the floor.” -

“ Did you pick them up?”

“1 was just going to, when I heard footsteps
approaching. It was Sergeant Brown and Sergeant
Allsopp, 50 I hurried away.”

The President recalled Sergeant Brown. “Sergeant,”
he said, * when you accompanied the accused to his
room, did you see anyone leaving the room?

“ Yes, Sir. Corporal Simpleton came out, just
before we went in.”

“Did you notice some drawing-pins anywhere
about ?”

“No, Sir,” replied the Sergeant, “but I found a
drawing-pin in the sole of one of my boots, when I
changed my clothes later in the afternoon.”

* Very good,” said the President, dismissing him.

The cross-examination did not bring out anything of
importance, and presently [ieutenant Power rose to his
feet again.

‘It only remains,” he said, “to call the accused,
and hear his own story.”

“ Sure, Sir,” said Sergeant Allsopp, giving evidence
in his own behalf, “‘I was not drunk at all. [ had only
four glasses of beer at lunch, and I was no more drunk
that the Sergeant-Major himself, who had five.

“ My feet were hurting me cruelly., I went to the
Officers’ Mess, to get the orders for the patrol, and when
I came out, I thought I would rest my feet for a moment
by sitting in the Colonel's car. I must have fallen asleep.

“1 was upset on being awakened by Private Ryan,
and I saidit was a shame if a hard-working Sergeant
could not rest his feet a bit. I walked back to barracks
on my sore {eet, cursing evervone, and bewailing my own
bad luck.

“ Then the Sergeant-Major said I was drunk. This
made me more excited than ever ; but I realised that my
only chance was to obey orders quietly, so I let Sergeant
Brown take me to my room,

** Sergeant Brown treated me like a helpless drunkard.
This made me angrier than ever. I protested at first,
but realised I was doing no good, so I lay on the bed and
let Sergeant Brown remove my boots and undo my
braces. I thought I would vindicate my sobriety when
the doctor arrived.

** As soon as Major Bolus came in, I jumped up to
speak to him, but in my bare feet 1 trod, with all my
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force, on one of those accursed drawing-pins. I fel,l‘
back, raving, and the doctor said, “ Drunk, poor fellow !

“] jumped up, to assert that I was not drunk, and
trod on another drawing-pin. I fell to the floor, swear-
ing. I scrambled to my feet, and began t.o shout and
curse at the indignities that I was suffering, a’1'1d the
doctor said, ** Yes, ves; all the classic symptoms.

* My braces and trousers were undoue, and owing 'to
my struggles, my trousers had fallen down, and wcre_m
a tangle round my legs. 1 grabbed at the trousers with
one hand, and tried to support myself with the othe.r, ax;.d
all the while I was hopping about, trying to avoid the
drawing-pins. The result was that I overbalanced,
staggered, hit my head against the edge of the table, and
fell to the floor unconscious. I was no.t drunk at all,
Sir. I wasonly in a fearful state, owing to my sore
feet, and the drawing-pins, and my trousers: Ho'w wou'ld
you like to dance about ona lot of drawmg-pms,' Sir,
ﬁith your clothes all undone, and your trousers falling to
the ground?”

“ vou must not ask the Court questions,” said the
President, with the greatest calmness.

“Well, Sir, I was not drunk, When I fell for the

last time, I was stunned.

Everyone listened to this remarkable story with
open mouths. The Adjutant cross-examineq Se‘rgeant
Allsopp at great length, but cou?d not shake hfs evidence.
Everybody outside was whispering, and arguing a'mong
themselves about the Sergeant's story. Some said it wgs
true, and the Sergeant was an ill-used man. Others said
it was not true, but it was good enough to be true. A
third opinion was that it was too good to be true. Half-
a-dozen reliable and sensible witnesses had said that the
prisoner was drunk, and such a weight of evidence could

mistaken excitement and sore feet for drunkenness. On
the other hand, there was nothing to rebut the Sergeant’s
explanation, and there was even some corroboration
of it from the final witness, who was the medical orderly.
He said that, when the accused was brought to hospital
on a stretcher, there was a big bruise on his head.

The Court was cleared while the judges considered
their verdict. We all stood outside in the greatest
excitement and suspense. Then the doors were thrown
open, and everybody marched back into the room, with
the same pomp and dignity that had characterised the
opening of the proceedings.

In a solemn hush, the judges rose to their feet, and
put on their caps.

“ The verdict of this Court,” said the President, “is
that the accused is Not Guilty. We therefore honourably
acquit him of the charge.”

We all stood with ill-concealed impatience through
the formalities of dissolving the court, and then we
marched out, feeling very pleased. The Sergeant was
ceremoniously handed back his cap and accoutrements,
and his friends crowded round and congratulated him.,

“ Hard luck !” they said. * Gtill, it all came right
in the end. But the charge should never have been
brought.” ) |

“1 don't know,” replied Allsopp, = The prosecution

”
witnesses told the truth, as far as they knew,

“ What ! "’ exclaimed someone. * You don’t mean
to say that you were drunk? "

(1}

“Oh, Idon't say that,” replied Alisopp, = ButI

might have been. Your Loving Son,

OBEAH JOYFULL.

not be swept aside by a cock-
and-bull story about scatter-
ed drawing-pins and unbrac-
ed trousers.

For my own part, 1
could not make up my mind.
1 thought that there might
be some truth in the Ser-
geant's story, and he could
have been drunk as well.
Although he had taken only
a moderate amount of beer
in the Sergeants’ Mess, he
might have had some more
elsewhere. There was no
evidence on the point. It
was certainly curious that so

DO YOU

IRRTE
See answers on page 22.

KNOW?

1. Who was the first woman to
swim the English Channel ?

2. How do we get the term ‘ Blue
Ribboa’, as a term meaning a
high award in sport?

3. When did the only bachelor
King reign over England ?

4, When were side saddles first
used by lady riders in England ?

5. When were pins introduced in
England ?

many witnesses should have
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Neo - Munchausen

RIDAY, for the past sixty years of

my life, has always been my un- B)’

lucky day, and the railway carriage
was stuffy. The white-bearded man who
had just got in was perspiring profusely.
I bad had the carriage to myself for three
hundred miles, and was glad of an opportunity to con-
verse with somebody. And when two old men get
together, there are sure to be some stories flying about.

J. H.

“Terrible summer!” I said pleasantly, wiping the
perspiration from my beard, which was looking like a
bit of wet flannel on washing day.

“ Horrible,” he answered, evidently pleased with my
attempt at friendliness. “ India in this weather makes
you feel like a stomach-ache without the stomach. You
know the feeling? "

“Yes,” I replied. “ I've often had it in the ring.”

* The ring ?" his voice sounded interested.

*Yes. About forty years ago I used to fight for
a living.”

“ Ah 1" he settled back in his seat and looked at me
with expectancy in his eyes, his beard twitching. “.Those
were the days! Boxers nowadays are hopelessly out of
itall. Poor fish, in fact. No guts.”

“You're right!” I said with firmness. “Now, in
tbe old days, there used to be some terrific battles, slash
and bang to the last 1ound or the K. O.”

“ It would give me great pleasure to hear about some
of your scraps,” he said, and I swelled with satisfaction.

Searching my brain for one of my most thrilling lies,
I began.

* Perhaps the most exciting encounfer I've ever had
was when I fought Pie-face Dooley.”
My companion nodded reminiscently.

“Yes,” said he. “I remember old Pie-face.
Regular thunderstorm, he was. Unbeatable in his day.”

“ Yes, but, although I don’t like to boast, Pie-face
met his match when he came up against me.”

“You don't say ? * The other's tone was slightly
sarcastic, and I felt like pulling his beard.

“Ido.” Ifelt ruffled. I was born in July, and more
fortune-tellers than one have told me on more occasions
than one that Iam a liar from my birth, that I like prevari-

cation. I am a liar, but to have 3 stranger
suspecting me of a lie was a bit thick.

He hastened to smooth me down.

Acott

“Oh, don’t worry about 'me, old
man. Just carry on as if I was not here,”

He paused for a moment, Then:
* But Pie-face was good ! ” he said firmly.

“Well,” I continued, slightly mollified, “1 was
pretty well unknown at the time. Used to knock up
a few dollars in preliminary fights.”

“In America? " .asked my companion eagerly.
“Yes,” I said, and he smiled.

“ Nice place, America. Wish I was back there now.”

“I was telling you about this scrap,” I said rather
haughtily.

“ Yes, yes, go on, old man. Don't worry about me."

* Anyway,” I continued, “to cut a long story short,
the fellow who was supposed to have met Pie-face for
the World's Championship fell ill. He had been training
too hard and got an attack of drospy !”

“ What was his name ? " asked my companion.

“ Jimmy the Cannon Ball,” I replied, and the other
nodded,

*“Yes, pretty good boy, old Jimmy. The best fight
heever put up was when he bit the left ear off the
Chicago Hustler's face.”

“That’s right,” I broke in on him impatiently,
* Look here, who's telling this yarn ? Well. my manager
suggested that here was a chance for me to come to the
fore. ‘ What about looks?’ 1 asked him, ‘ Everybody
knows Jimmy by sight” But his answer soon satisfied
me. ‘I'll get your face lifted, son,’ he told me. And so
things turned out. When [ stepped into the ring with
Pie-face, nobody could have said I wasn't Jimmy the
Cannon Ball. W& were working in conjunction with
Jimmy and his manager too, you see?”

My companion drew in his breath suddenly.

“Goon!” he said slily.

“Well,” I'said, *“ I can tell you, that was some fight !
Poor old Pie-face was overwhelmed from the very
beginning. He dida't stand an earthly chance from the
moment he stepped into the ring! He caught me rather

a nasty crack on the chin in the first round, but I was
soon up and at him!”
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*I suppose you bit his nose off 2" politely put in my
companion.

I ignored him completely.

* That knock-down was the only show old Pie-face
made. With every spectator roaring for Jimmy the
Cannon Ball, I pursued Pie-face round the ring, ham-
mering him with lefts and rights!”

“You didn't have to put salt on his tail to catch
him ? " asked my companion sarcastically.

Again | ignored him.

“ Witk a terrific right swing I knocked him through
the ropes!"”

“ And, I suppose, he fell right into the lap of his
wife, who promptly got up and said ‘Boo!' to you
in revenge:”’

“No, he came back!” I was hoping to make the
whole thing sound more truthful. % But he’d just about
shot his twelve bore. At last, with a bellow like a—l:ke
a mad rhinoceros, I charged and floored him with one of
my terrific lightning lefis.  He didn’t get up again—not
in that fight, anyway ! And after the referee had declared
the winner, my manager, who had the plastic surgeon
ready—the chap who had altered my face in the
beginning I mean—made him operate on me then and
there in the ring and restore my normal features.”

* Just like a horse’s,” murmured my companion,
“ What did you say ? " I asked.

" 1said, go on!”

everyone was astounded. According to the critics, you
see, Jimmy was better than Pie-face, and should have
easily beaten him!”

ks

I began to feel rather uncomfortable as he paused
for a moment. ‘

“ And, strangely enough,” he went on, * Pie-face’s
terrific wallop to Jimmy's features had undone the work
of the plastic surgeon! In short, it was found out, there
in the ring, that Jimmy wasn’t Jimmy, but was—you |
Your name, in those days, I think, was ‘ The Toyland

Tornado’? 1 think that’s right?”
“Well," I laughed nervously, feeling a fool, “you're
right. I've always been a lad for a lie! But how the

devil did you find out?” I thought with regret that the
world was indeed small. A fellow couldn’t even tell g
lie without being proved a liar!

He smiled as he lit a cigar. Then he said:

“ You see, I'm Pie-face Dooley !"

“ Good God !"" T was feeling more of a fool than ever,
The world was indeed small! Not only had I told a lie,
but I had told it to the very fellow I was lying about !
My beard felt pretty limp, I can tell you!

“Is that a fact?” I mumbled.

“No,” he laughed. “I've never ssen an actual
boxing ring! But what's in a lie between two old
fiars?”

-

“Well, and then my
manager told the whole
story to the crowd. You
should have heard the way
in which I was welcomed !

"
I suppose they threw
rotten turnips at you ?” said
the other with a smile.

“ What ?” 1 said.

“I said, you are a
liar! " said my companion.
“Now, I'll tell you that
story as it actually occurred.
When Jimmy the Cannon
Ball was knocked out in the
first round by Piefacs,

These are the answers to
questions on page 20.

KNOW!

Misg Gertrude Ederle, in 1926,

The chief part of the Insignia of the
Garter—the highest in English Knight-
hoodj-is a garter of blue velvet. Hence
to win the ‘Blue Ribbon’ of sport, for
example, is an achievement of 5 high
order.

King Edward the Sixth, 15471553,
In the reign of Richard II, in 1399,

They were first brought from

in 1540, and first ysed by Cafhr:rrilrc::
Howard, the fifth wife of Henry VIII
Before that the ladies used hooks anci
eyes, clasps, ribands, laces with loops

and tags, and skewers of bra .
and gold. s, silver
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XXI

Y wide experience as a passenger on

railways has prompted me to write

a few hints for the b nefit of the

ignorant people whom [ find suttering

all sorts of hardships and indiguities whben

travellivg. My hints can be accepted and fol-

lowed blindly. They are the resuit of keen
observation and profourd thinking.

1. If you want to catch the 11-30 passerger,
be in the station at 7, or preterably the pre-
vious day. If you come exactly at 11’-29, you
might see a train steaming M. Dor’t catch
this, for it will be yesterday’s 4-15. ’ If'you
travel by this you will reach your destmau‘on a
day before you started. This must be avoided.

(s) Take a camp cot, a bottle of
aspirin pills and a volume of Henry
James with you. You will ﬁpd
them useful on the platform while
waiting.

N.B—I don’t insist on Henry
James. The traveller can choose
tor himself.

N.B.2:—A gallon of Eau-de-
Cologne also will be : ound useful
by the possessor of the most
hardened sense of smell.

() On no account whatever should
you ask a porter (if you find one)
or the station master (if you can
distinguish him from the ground-
nut bags on the platform) any
question whatsoever.

A departure from this hint is apt to bring unhappy
results. The porters are not meant to satisfy your thirst
for general knowledge. For example you may want to
know when the 9-30 train will arrive. Yog might find it
useful for the competitive exams. But if you ask a
porter he will snarl at you.

“The 930? Gosh darnit! It is only one o'clock
and you—"" He will be too much moved to complete the
sentence.

But, fortunately, you won't find any porters on tt_xe
platform. One will be sleeping somewh{zre; another will
have gone to the tea-shop to get the statiQn masier a cup
of tea ; you will find a third in the distance, washing the
station-master’s clothes in his house. Their motto is
‘all for one', and the station-master's motto is ~one
from all’.

2. 1If you find baskets of putrefying fish or bundles

of raw hide (as no doubt you will) don’t, for heaven's:

sake, sit on these even if these are the only sitting
accommodation provided. (I told you to bring a camp
cot.) ,

3. If you want to ease youself, walk up and down

./ . the platform and look out for the lavatory. You will

- recognize it by the following signs. The lavatory will be

% a roofless building, surrounded by walls painted Wi‘h‘t‘“&
" Itis usually divided into two compartments, not First an

.

Second classes, but ‘ Male ’ and ‘ Female '.
what the inscription on the wall reads.

there has been an amendment,
stickler for detail, saw the above division.
it didn’t explain whether the ‘male’ and ‘female’ were
human, canine, feline, asivine, bovine or quinine. He

Yes, that is
But recently
An inspector who was a
He said that

bad it immediately altered. It now reads ' Indian
Males’ and *‘Indian Females ', which everybody knows
is a great improvement. He didn't stop at that. He
had two coloured pictures also painted on the walls, one
in a dhofs and the other in a saree, representing the
Indian Male and the Indian Female. This does away
with all obscurity and the most sceptical are thus
skilfully and amply directed.

So when confronted by the above direction, examine
yourself thoroughly and see whether you are a Male or a
Female, and further whether you are an Indian Male or
an Indian Female. That, you know, makes all the
difference. Having decided this, go back to your camp
cot. It is better to do so.

You might find another lavatory, painted white,
The inscription on the wall will be * European Gentle.
men’. You can never bope to enter thus, for it is guard-
ed jealously. If you are wearing a pair of khaki shorts
and a topee and if your complexion is a dirty yellow,
you have perhaps a chance; but I shouldn't enter it even
in such a case if I were you.
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Don't ask yourself or others, questions like “ What
about Etiropean Females?”  You ought to know better
than to suppose that there are many males or females in
Europe. They are all European gentlemen wheiher one
is an ambassador at the Court of King George and another
a Maltese Jew living on other people’s pockets. (Note: A
parallel case is * Native . An Atrican is a native; or a
Chinese or a Jap or yourself, but no European is a native.
Remember this when you pay a visit to a man in Salop.
Don’t ask your host about the favouriie game or
drink of the "Natives’. It you do you will be lynched.)

The best advice 1 can give you 15 to get over such
annoying things as the calls <f Nature when you are
going on a railway. You can overhaul yourself before
you start, and when you reach your destination if you
must. The railways are not made 10 satisfy these petty
whims of yours.

4, Allot two hours for buying the ticket.  First of
all search for the booking-clerk. He will probably be at
the neighbouring fair ; but, if tortunately he is near at hand
and only needs awakenmng, go to it with patience and
perseverence. He will snap at you, he- will call you
names, he will describe your {am:ly tree, tell you what
your ultimate destination will be ; but stick to it. Follow
him everywhere. Don't let him dodge you. You might
get a ticket if you are keen enough.

5. Never have any luggage with you. If you have,
God help you! Iadvise you to chuck it away immedi-
ately y-u arrive at the station.

6. When a train arrives and you know it is going
in the right direction, get 1n and don’t heed the porter’s
protests, He will tell you it is the wrong train and ask
you to get down. Tell him that you have no quarrel
against that train, that you are sausfied with the train,
that the train looks good enough for you, quiet and well-

. mannered, that as far as you are concerned it is the right
train all right. Be firm with the porter.  (This is more
easily said than done.)

7. If you have any luggage God help you! (I said
that once.) The coolie will be waiting on the platform.
Hide yourself under the seat till the train starts or get
into the lavatory in the carviage. Avoid the coolie. If
ycu have cotton wool, plug it in your ears. You will
only notice the coolie’s lips moving and the others in the
compartment turning the colour of a beet root.

8. About getting into the train itself : Do not wait
until the passengers alight. Use your head asa battering
ram and batter your way in. Better still, jump on tothe
foot-board before the train stops and wrench open the
door. Those waiting to get down and leaning on the
door will lose their balance and tumble down. Don't
mind them but get in.

9, On no account must you follow the guard about.
You will be tempted to, but you are likely to miss your
train if you do. The guard, as you know, is a bit of a
swank. He has got a nice uniform and he struts about
winning the admiration and envy of people. He has no
particular business in the train except to wave two’ flags
which anybody can do; but he has a fine compartment at
the end of the train. Here he sits in the evening breeze,
smoking and glancing through Hooey. He never gets
into his compartment till the train has gathered speed.
Then he lithely and gracefully steps on to the foot-board
and stands there for everybody to see till there is no one to
see him at all, 4. e. till the thetrain is far away from the
station. Hence never be lost in admiration of the guard,
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There is another reason why I advise you against
following or talking to the guard.

A chap once, while the train was in the station, went
up and timidly asked the guard when the train would
arrive at a certain station. He was a very bold chap.
The guard said, **3-47. Go ou, get into the train. It is
time."”

The chap returned to his compartment blushing with
pleasure, To be actually spoken to by a guard! He
was never the same fellow since. Conceit and swollen-
headedness and side have spoilt him. It is positively
sickening to watch him now.

10. At the important junctions there will be time
for your meal. There is the European Reireshment
Room. Avoidit. Give it the cold shoulder, the pip,
the raspberry. If you enter it, an ebony coloured
gentleman in white will approach you and just look at
you. Heis the chiel waiter there. If you survive his look
I shall admire you. If you give an order he will shrug
Ris shoulders and wander away. He will say to another,

Fancy! A nigger coming to this place ! " ** Shocking,”
the other waiter wiil concur. If you are in trousers it is
different. If you can damn boldly and loudly that is
anqther advantagg. If your complexion (see 3 before) is
a sickly white or jaundiced, it is a different natter alto-

gether. You will bz served by the above-said waiters.
They will even lick your shoes.

_There is tue Hindu Reflreshment Room. Eanter this

warily for 1h?re are traps insi'e. ‘ For Brahmins only’
isone. Dun’t go in here. The room will be filthy.
' In anv case you will suffer. You might get nothing
if you pay or you might get what you don't want, Most
likely you will lose the train. (N.B.: Beware of over.
feeding, 1 told you what the lavatory is like, It is the
same in the train.)

11. Ticket Examiners:
hint. When one of these e
pretend you are dead or start
will do you good. They won’
of these than sit staring at hi

This is a very important
nters your compartment,
praying. Not that these
t; but it is better to do one
T m. This provokes him.

e will want you to show him your ticket.
have a _ ch_lld with you God (agaiulg help yout! El‘,fit};:‘:
your child is too old to travel free or to travel at half-rate
It is futile to arkue with him that your child is not yeé
2 yearsor 10 years. He won't believe you. You might
try their birth certificates on him. But I warn you
these are also useless. Your luggage (I warned you

:}Wic,t: before) will get you into trouble if your chiudren
on't.

It you are fortunately without luggage and children
you can sit back and enjoy the fun. You can watch
otbers trying to escape this official. They will offer a
rupee furtively,

“Don't try to bribe me with a rupee.”

It is true. This official cannot be bribed—with a
rupee. He will want more.

He won’t spare the women. Oh no, he won’t be
led away by sentiment. He does his duty. He will
abpse men and women alike. Moreover where is this
Clealfy to come inat all? No woman travels in the
Indian Railways; the authorities have decided this once

for all. Only Indian females do and ’
: you cant ex
anyone to be chivalrous towards females, pect

e ——

But he will say aloud contemptuyously, .

The Bag Snatcher

By Albert A. Roland

I don't know, really, what India isI cot:xing (;c:; Sw;;l;
i d taxes. In these days,
all these fines and licences an n these oy,
i to look cross-eyed at a no '
l:;z;;aﬁ;so for fear of a prosecution for outraging her
1

i ket, I brought my

ning, at Crawford Market,

NEC:.a(:vteO ags’tandstill exactly twenty-three and a ha
inches from the pavement edge.

Exactly twenty-three and a half inches......

. desty. . .
cket MO . i ection with my
[ got out and checked 1the£ mefﬁure‘rlr:;r;ts :“‘h apo However, all this 111ast :?ﬁ;ff;ﬁ?; naral disgust
i or the p ’ 1 mention it only
tape which I carry expressly story.

I was still writhing under the fine imposed on me by e on the occasion of which I write.

; ing their limit of two feet. . of my immunity from the
' B?mbaﬂtp?li;ztf foﬁt?gffyfias like gall and w??‘ Eav}r}gthm?::vs‘;r;‘:hﬁ:c’k intoythe driving seat and
The thought © ide of the clutches ot tne ) : ith the latest thriller,

If on the wrong St ile away the time with the lates
wood, for I had found mysell on ¢ inch. And proceeded to while away LA dy entered the
: f three-eights of an inc . ife, si d mother-in-law had already en
law by a mere matter o loding the My wife, sister an . ar’ F that
ess to exploding nsive tailor’s shop. From
then only because of my aversenb bandicoots ! nearest and most expe d to several others,
- of two very dead and very obese ¢ they would in due course proceed 1C

bOdle\sNZ]l & woulds’ ppen_again, bandicoots or no ‘fv}f,?pex;,eﬂence of these shopping excursions assured me
bandicoots !

— e T n
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He then made off at 3

very respectable speed.
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that I would have ample time in which to finish my
boaok,

1 am very partial to a good blood-curdling thriller.
It helps one to forget one's troubles. And hesides, al
such times, deep concentration on reading is an effective
remedy against beggars and hawkers, But on this
occasion I was not destined to read very far.

By some extraordinary oversight, my wife had left
her hand-bag in the rear seat of the car. The tailor was
evidently proving interesting, and she had not returned
for the bag when the incident happened......

I had not noticed the bag myself, and wouldn't have
known of its impending fate, had I not chanced to glance
round at the very moment that a thief snmatched it up.
He then made off with it at a very respectable speed. I
can put up a pretty good sprint myself (one of my
forbears having been a prominent welsher), and so, with
the co-operation of several enthusiastic citizens, the bag-
snatcher was soon apprehended.

We ran him down in a side street. And in a few
moments the usual crowd had collected and surrounded
the principal actors in the drama. It was a cosmopolitan
crowd. Everyone loves to see a bag-snatcher being
snatched,

It was a'sympathetic crowd, too, with its sympathies
divided between captor and captive. One quick glance
round assured me that the would-be thief, no less than
his intended victim, had his supporters. There was no
mistaking the compassionate expressions which looked
out from the thin faces of several half-starved out-of-
works : out-of-works, moreover, whose sense of public
duty had not prevented their joining in the chase.

And then suddenly came inspiration......

1 bad noticed that so far no policeman had put in
an appearance.

A brace of zealous schoolboys hung on to one arm
of the delinquent, whilst I firmly gripped the other. The
bag was clenched, pirate-wise, between my false teeth.
Removing the impediment from my mouth (the bag, of
course, not the teeth), I began an address to the thief,

obligipgly pitching my voice so that it carried to the
outskirts of the crowd. .

) * How ml;l'ch money have you in your possession at
this moment ?

He looked at me sullenly, and remained silent. A
gleam of puzzlement came into his bloodshot eye. His
er_nacmted face stirred my pity. 1 released my grip on
his arm. The boys did likewise.

“ Don't be afraid to answer,” I told him. “If you
speak straightforwardly, I might be able to help you.
How much money have you got? What is your name

and age? Ang how long have you been carrying on this
kind of thing?

First amazement and then distrust showed in hi
face. But he answered sulkily : N

“Iam Narayen Krishna, thirty-five years of age
My people are all dead, and I am starving. Money "
his lips twisted into a cynical smile, * —I have none—
not one pie. 1 have not eaten a crust since yesterday
I have tried to get work, for weeks and weeks——ever
since a six months' stretch for stealing food when I was ill
and hungry. But there’s nothing—always nothing!
Sahib——" (Suddenly his demeanour changed and he
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began pleading.) * Sahib, let me go! I saw the bag and
I was tempted. The temptation was too strong for my
weak, starving body. 1f you have mercy, I shall go on
trying to get work, or descend, if I must, to begging. 1
swear it 1"

A murmur of compassion went round our audience.

“ Listen, Narayven,” Isaid. “It may surprise you
to know that though there are forty rupees in this bag
you are actually better off than 1.” '

A ripple of surprise stirred the crowd. They
pressed closer. I opened the bag and extracted the four
notes it contained. .

“This is the money,” Isaid, “which my wife
intends to pay towards a tailor’s bill. There is going to
be a wedding in my family, and money will soon be
flowing like water. Everyone knows how money goes
when there are weddings.”

Murmurs of agreement from the audience. Among.

them, praobably, were many who had hopelessly indebted
themselves for life, because of the unfortunate Indian
custom which demands that a wedding should be a
tremendous affair: one to bescelebrated far beyond the
available means. . | oo

“1 cannot afford a funeral,” I went on, ““let alone
a wedding. But who am I to make new customs? Such
things are decreed by convention, and one is swept along
with the tide. * But sometimes the unexpected happens,
and it will hZppen in my case. There shall be no
wedding!”’

o wedding! A surge of astonishment, almost
approaching panic, went through the crowd, which by
now had reached gigantic proportions. But heaven be
prais:e‘d it still included no policeman !

At least, no wedding which I shall attend! To-

"morrow, Narayen, I am choosing one of two alter-

nativ‘t‘es.” I paused impressively, then added:
Bankruptcy——or death.”

Nature has endowed me with a sense of humour, but
there was no joke about that statement. Despite an
incurable tendency to make light of my woes, it was
only too true that a crisis faced me. I went on speaking :

“For years and years I have been crushed with
debts, debts which have not all been of my own choosing,
For years and years I have fought against insolvency—
and in doing so have only entangled myself further. I
have paid my debts a dozen times over. Still they
remain debts. Money-lenders! Whatever troubles
you have, Narayen, thank God the money-lender is not
one of them! It is better to be starving than live a
living-death, It is better to be humble than to try and
maintain a position that can’t be maintained, It is better
to have rags on your back, and those rags your own, than
to know that everything you work for goes to fill others,

"I don’t know why I'm telling you all this. Perhaps
it lifts a burden from my heart. To-morrow I choosa
my fate. One alternative is as bad as the other, But it
is almost a foregone conclusion what the choice will be.
My life is insured......

“ Now Narayen, this is no fairy story. It is as true
as I believe your ownstory to be. And since a few
rupees one way or the other will make no difference to

me, take this money. I make you a present of it. Spend

it carefully and wisely.”
(Continued on page 32)

was about seven,
when 1 first met the
queen of my heart,
a little angel, frisking

mates, none of whom
were much older than
herself. She was three
months my junior, as 1

heard my mother say )
often. She wore a dainty rose on the back of her

head, over the knot of hair beautifully made up in Hindu
fashion. To be short, I fell in love with the child

beauty.

She was a near relative of mine and as we lived a
few miles apart, I could not meet her often. Yet, when
I was taken along to her home and left there for a few
days to enjoy the sights in and around her home, I
discerned in all of them a charm, presumably because my

* angel lived amidst them! ,

One day, during this visit of mine, I found her in
the midst of an admiring group of children. At last, a
mock-marriage was pitched upon by an ingenious youth.
Apd what a miracle! The lot of playing her hpsband
fell to me! I was delighted at the pleasant surprise, yet
kept an outward composure.

A few minutes later, the leader declared—Oh, what
a shame I felt then even though it was Greek to me—
that the brides had conceived. Evidently the boy knew
a great deal about such matters.

* » *

But the rare beauty of her face kept me.,

Juvenile

about with some of her . : By

‘BIJOY’

L One day I had agaitt
Love an occasion to behold
her, after about two

years.

1 was just about to
complete my vernacular
course of studies and
she, more highly placed
by circumstances, was
just beginning her higher musical course in violin.
Meanwhile, I too had learnt to play on the harmonium
through the kind help of a music tutor.

T was again taken to her village—in fact it was my
village too, since I was born in it—and spent a day or
two with her, during which time I had an opportunity
to hear her play a few songs on her violin. Those tunes
impressed me greatly and I could not forget the sound-
picture I saw then.

* * * *

A few years passed by. One day, when I went to
the Post Office, I saw to my anguish her name ona
marriage invitation.

: * * * *

A few months later, my father sent me on an errand
to her place—1I mean ber father's. My thoughts of her
revived afresh as 1 neared her abode and [ hoped I could
at last see her now.

My errand over, I was, to my delight, asked to
remain with ber, to improve my music with the help of

(Continued on page 29)




HE handkerchief
came into my SR
possession

under rather unusual
circumstances. A
large yellow envelope,
prodigiously perfum-
ed, covered with a
sprawly, unfamiliar,
feminine superscrip-
tion, came by the
morning post. The
envelope literally
exuded mystery,
romance, intrigue,
glamour, passion and
what not. It is very
seldom I receive
letters with unfami-
liar feminine hand-
writing on them and,
therefore, on this
occasion, after mentally running over all my female
acquaintances, I gingerly tore open the letter. A green
silk handkerchief fluttered into my hands. Enclosed
along with it was a small note, the contents of which
left me gasping like a newly-caught cod. Judge for
yourself whether I was not justified in likening my beha-
viour to the afore-mentioned marine denizen. The letter
ran;:—

Prince of my heart,

Hardly had these orbs of mine glanced on you when I
suddenly felt my heart-strings being tugged by a powerful
force, which I first mistook for dyspepsia. It was not that, I
have now come to realize with a supreme happiness that it
must be love—love at first sight, if I may say so. Having
never before experienced the divine passion, this curious
pain in my pectoral anatomy is day by day getting more and
more acute. I have never believed in love at first sight;
but now I must own that I have absolutely grown dippy
over you.

I am young, fair and intellectual. People are not tired
of telling me that Iam pretty. Certainly, my mirror has
not till now flattered me and the number of admirers I have
on the string, for whom I have the . veriest cohtempt,
inclines me to the opinion that I am pretty. But you, my
enslaver, have stormed the citadel of my heart. Darling,
you came, I saw, you conquered. I would like to find out
whether .you feel as passionately towards me as 1 feel
towards you. God of my idolatry, if you set any store upon
my happiness, accept this handkerchief as a token of my
deep, burning love. If my happiness means anything to you
~—surely it mus? mean something to my charmer—meet
me to-morrow evening at 5-30 p. m. at Gopichand & Co.,
that well-known jewellers. Would it be asking you tog
much—T hope you won't think me too forward—if I request
you for a small token of your love, say a rolled-gold brooch
in the shape of a horse-shoe ? It will bring us luck.

Yours ever,
SULOCHANA.,

Sulochana! Well, the name sounded film-starrish 1
On second thoughts, I began to associate the name
Sulochana with the demi-monde of our place, but, as the
poet said, what's in a name (except in relation to a
cheque)? As for the contents of the letter, they were
couched in a degagee manner and were enough to give
any young bachelor the fireworks. I naturally felt flattered,
I put it squarely to you—-wouldn’t you feel flattered if
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BY A. T. Macnaughton Thomas.

you find yourselt
_suddenly enmeshed
In an romance like
this? I suppose I
ought not to have
gone; but, dash it,
would you stay at
home when the soft
pulses of love had
been awakened in
your starved heart?
Thanks for giving an
emphatic ‘No !

Next day I duly
presented myself
at5 p. m. at Gopi.
chand’s. It was just
not the place where
you can expect to
keep tryst, much less
was it conducive to

s
ones amorousness. The proptietor, a suave rascal,

anchored himself to me and in less ¢t i

duck to shake its tail, made me tsshetlli?z;;;!a:v:;e: E:)l;etsha
covqted r_olled-gold brooch, not forgetting to explain ie
the interim tha‘t the Queen of Sheba would have scoureg
the three continents to secyre the brooch, had such
lovely pattern existed then. I appreciatively, examined thg

trinket and conjured y isi
: P pleasant visions
encounter with Sulochana would lead to. of what my

Just then who should Pop in but Nj

i:]hap I wtantted (tioﬁsee iln that pFace! E\Iil;ll:;ﬁ?tgro;hﬁn})a;t

as no tact—definitely no. When :
nob_bmg with a g‘irl, he is sure to demar}:g aie?ztr}:t;l;ct?b.
which, in the Circumstances, will upset the girl ao:ci
eventually‘your fomance. He could give points to the
B. B. C. in the matter of broadcasting a thing. If he
sees you with a girl, be assured, you become the talk of
the town in two hours, I wanted to avoid him at all
costs. Before I could do that, he found me out.

“Hullo!”

) Hullo!” 1 said, trying to be as cheerful as possible,
What brought you here ?”

* Business.”
I then heard him

they had any rolled-go
shoe. I found o

asking of the proprietor whether
" }1}(1 b;odotczlhes patterned after a horse-
¢ oul, what I didn't before, that the show-
lc)ase c}?ntalned literally thousands of horse-shoe shaped
hfo%c es. I wondered whether Gopichand was running
15 business soley for the sake of lovers. After having

‘made his purchase, Nilkant ambled towards me and

whispered into my ears, “ Look h

_ , ere, old horse, the
whole.thlng should be done on the strict q.t. 1 am
expecplriig a girl. You must pretend that you do not know
me. aving eyes, they see not ; having ears the,
not'—that should be your motto.” § ears, they hear
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As a matter of fact, I am also expecting a girl,

You must leave us undisturbed. No i :
” . introdu
all that sort of rot. ctions and

“That’s O. K. with me.”
“Thanks,” I said, distinetly relieved,

T'o anhoy me further, Deshmukh stepped in. Des}}-
mukh is a nice chap, taking him all round, bgt he is
not the cove you would like to meet at 5-30 p. m. Bombay
Time, at Gopichand’s. Nilkant shot a painful glance at
me and I could quite understand that his internal wprks

b
were gummed up at the sight of Deshmukh’s entrance.
Our embarrassment changed into one of astonishment,
when we saw him purchasing an identical brooch.

“ \What are you two scoundrels doing here ?” he
asked, when he had made his purchase. Before we could
reply, he at once adopted a confidential tone.

“ If both of you have finished your business, please
leave this place immediately. Won't you oblige an old
friend?" -

“ Why?” I managed to ask.

“You see, I am expecting a girl-friend of mine. She
will feel distinctly embarrassed if she finds me with
two—"

“\What a happy coincidence!” Nilkant cut in;
“ we both are waiting for our sweethearts !

“Tip us your fins, boys. We shall have a nice

little party. We shall celebrate it in a right royal

manner,” said Deshmukh.

“ Agreed1”
It was now past 5-30 p.m. Still there was no sign
of any of the three girls, The minutes wearily ticked by,

Six o'clock.

Seven o'clock!

We began to grow impatient. We were watching
for our respective girls as men waiting in antech.ambers
watch for the dentist. 1 think, the only consolatlo'n vs{as
that each felt that the other was kept waiting by his girl.
We three made for the pavement outside the' doors.tep.
Nilkant, whose vocabulary was always volcanically rich,
had now arrived at a stage, when he began to erupt
adequate terms of contempt anfl ha..tred at the
inconstancy of women, To relieve his feelings, he pul‘led
out a silk handkerchief from his breast pocket, which

happened to be gteen, tore it into shreds, threw them ont
the road and spat upon them. He handed me a letter.
It began: ‘ Prince of my heart’, ended with an appoint-
ment at Gopichand’s and was signed ‘ Sulochana ’!

I took out my silk hanky as if in a dream and passed
it on to Nilkant, who examined it with growing astonish-
ment and fury.

“Is Sulochana a Marmon? Dash it, she can’tbe
in love with three of us. It’s incredible!” Deshmukh
sputtered, as he removed from his pocket a green hanky
and a letter. A pregnant silence ensued for the space of
a few minutes. We started at one another helplessly.

“Somebody has played a practical joke upon us,”
ventured to suggest.

“I think, 1 can explain,” said a man, who was
close by.

He produced from his pocket a green silk hand-
kerchief. This was becoming black magic in excelcis.
“ 1 have tracked her down,” the man continued.

“How?" from Deshmukh.

“1 made a few inquiries. I have now scented her

"

out.
“ Who is she?”

“She is the daughter of the proprietor of Gopi-
chand & Co., and is happily married. Sulochana is only
a fictitious name. I might tell you she has sent dozens
of silk handkerchiefs enclosed along with love-letters.’”’

* Do her people know ?

“Oh yes. She does it with the encouragement of
her husband and with the approval of her father. You
see, it helps their business tremendously.”

“ But the silk hanky ?”’ ~
The stranger uncorked a knowing smile.

“What is a six-anna worth of silk rag when
compared to an eight-rupee worth of rolled-gold brooch,
which is not worth four rupees?”

[

JUVENILE LOVE—(Continued from page 27)

her richer experience of the art. She would. take deligh:
in my renderings, encourage me, and at times sugges
and help at a difficult or doubtful phese.

* * * *

One evening, my friend asked me to wake her up

" early so that she might practise on the violin, and I

agreed,

i d with a

I gotup at an early hour ne:gt morning, an t
lantern in my band went to wake her up. I saw herin a
restful sleep with her radiant face made more so by a long

and refreshing sleep. It appeared to me then more
divinely lovely than ever. I feltat first inclined not to
disturb her calm repose, and thought of turning back.

_ But the rare beauty of her face kept me screwed, as it

were, to the spot for a few moments and I was, for once
in my life, filled with a strong desire to imprint a kiss on
her wide, smooth, forehead !

1 stooped, but drew back. In a flash I remembered
that she belonged to another !

1 thanked God for giving me strength. I retraced
my steps, wiser and chastened by the incident.
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Blick Hits The Trail
By ¢ Jason’

N the face of things, Phineas Blick, retired
O farmer, certainly seemed justified in blam.
ing ~Mr. Meredith Pyne, for it was on his
advice that he had . acquired ° Palia
Nuggets ' for fifty thousand pounds, shares which
had failed to soar to the heights predicted and
proved to be worth a mere fraction of the price
paid. Moreover, Pyne, ostensibly on a visit to the
gold mines, apparently found the climate agreeable
there and was in no hurry to return; neither did he
write.

Phineas was exceedingly riled and equally
bitter. Of legal remedy there was none. Very well,

and then he took a solemn vow to break dire
vengeance and set out in search of Pyne, making
the mines his first objective. Of course he drew 2
blank there, had expected to; Pyne had left— gone

trail.
* * * *

At the end of three years the quest of Phineas
Blick had proved unsuccessful. His hatred of
Meredith Pyne had, however, increased in intensity
and his determination was unabated.

“In Paris last summer!” * Opium joint in
China!” These were typical replies to his
enquiries.

And, on the strength of such meagre
information, away went Phineas, careering
irom one corner of the globe to another, egged
on by his hatred, inspired by the hope of
revenge.

At long last, patience was
rewarded. The prey was in

eager anticipation.
Meredith Pyne, immacu-

debonair as of yore, was

eereeen he took hold of the
body, and flung it contemptu,
ously over the parapet......
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he would himself deal with Meredith Pyne. There - - descended upon the left shoulder

to Calcutta. Phineas Blick followed, hot on the .

sight ! Blick thrilled with

lately attiretl, as gay and -

3

standing on the pavement, chatting gaily with some
friends. Only a few yards separated them !

There followed several nights spent in trailing his
victim. Phineas waited for a fayourable opportunity to
get to grips. It came one dark night at about one
o’clock as Pyne was crossing a bridge.

Pitilessly, Blick struck.

“ Quits at last! Phineas Blick, that’s me!”

The words, hissed out, drifted to Pyne’s ears as he
sank unconscious to the ground. .

man who flouls man-made statutes with impunity and
who is a law unto himself,”

“ Well, well!” murmured Phineas, who was slowly
recovering from the shock of Apex’s revelation.

“ You, Blick,” continued Apex suavely, * handled
poor Pyne very roughly. Under my guidance you shall
learn more artistic methods. To-night you shall kill a
lady for me.”

“T'l do nothing qf the kind,” snorted Phineas, un-
mindful of his companion’s reputation. ‘Do you take
me for a professional assagsin?”

“You will doas I tell you,”

“Got him good!” muttered
Phineas, as, stooping, he took

hold of the body, straightened HARINDRANATH
“up and flung it contemptuously

over the parapet. He spat down (C]H[AT']FO’PAD]H{YAYA

into the waters—a final gesture
of his scorn !

Out of the darkness a hand

will write every week.

replied Apex quietly.

“Do your own dirty work, you
scoundrel | "

‘“ Ah ! Blick,” Apex remarked,
rather sadly it seemed. *‘ I loved
this lady, I shrink from taking
her life with my own hands. So
I am appointing you as my

of Phineas Blick. A second
hand hovered over the other shoulder.

Phineas tried to spin round. The spare hand clos.d
viciously.

“If you value your life, Phineas Blick, do not
move ! " The words came ina sibilant whisper. Blick,
trembling with fear, obeyed the injunction.

* Who are you? " he managed to utter gaspingly.

“ Youshall see,” was the reply. “ Here it is too dark.
I shall release you, walk slowly ahead until I say stop.

" Try to escape and I shall shoot you—not with a gun but

with a blow-pipe. Poisoned darts. Just a graze is enough
to kill. Going quietly ?”

“ Yes,” came a whisper from Phineas. ,
“Gtop, Blick, turn and face me.” They had come

near a street lamp. Phineas turned to glimpse his captor.
He stood agape, appalled at what he saw.

In the dim light he viewed a ghastly countenance, as
white as the driven snow, unearthly, diabolical. He

peered forward. Pink eyts! The truth suddenly dawn- -

ed upon him.
“ An albino ?" he queried haltingly.

“ For to-night an albino, to-morrow maybe an Eski-
mo. Now, Blick, we will go home.”""

In response to a low whistle a car came purring
quietly alongside,

It was a saloon car with drawn blinds. Phineas
glanced at his companion, fearful of his immense strength,
mors so of the poisoned darts.

I shall now,” commented the albino, after they

. were seated, “ satisfy your curiosity as to my identity.

I AM APEX!"
*“ Apex ! " faltered Phineas, in dismay.
“Exactly! The Apex! The world's master-criminal,

) ‘feared and respected by the police of all nations. The

deputy.”

“I'm not accepting ! stated Phineas emphatically.
** You have no choice in the matter.”

The car swung through a pair of gates, traversed a
winding drive and stopped under a portico. The bland
manner of Apex changed abruptly.

" Get out, Blick,” he ordered peremptorily. The
fears of Phineas again asserted themselves as he meekly
obeyed. The hall door opened, a butler and two other
man-servants came down the steps.

* Got delayed, Trube,”” commented Apex, addressing
the butler. He jerked a thumb towards Phineas. “ Came
across this man, name of Phineas Blick. Just commit-
ted a rather crude murder. Roped him in. He'll do
that cat, Anne, in for me.” :

““ Never,” Phineas jerked out somewhat feebly.

Trube promptly struck him across the mouth. * Keep
quiet you,” he hissed truculently.

“Take him away, Trube,” Apex instructed, ‘feed
him and—tutor him.” .
+*

[

* ’ *
By evening the attentions of Trube had wrought a

marked change in the demeanour of Phineas Blick. He
was taken before the master-criminal.

* Had enough, Blick?” Apex blandly enquired.

Apex laid a hand on his shoulder. “A nasty busi-
ness, Blick, nasty and distasteful, I'm referring to the
disposal of Anne. Can't be helped. She shouldn’t butt
into my affairs.”

The telephone buzzed ; Apex picked up the receiver
and listened acutely.

‘“ Agreed!” was his laconic reply. He turned to
Blick. ‘

*Gad1” he observed. “That’s lucky for you. Anne
has called a truce, so you're excused after all.” Heglanc-
€d at his watch. “‘ I'll drop you home now, Blick. I'll
just be in time-to pick up the wife from the theatre.”

“"You—~married ?” ejaculated Phineas,
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“ Certainly, and why not ?  You shall meet the lady
some day.”

“1'd prefer,” opined Blick, “ not to cultivate your
company any more,”

““Ah! that may be, but my wife is different. A
charming, vivacious lady, Blick. You'll like her, I'm sure.
1f you don’t get locked up for that Pyne business, we'll
certainly drop in for tea first opportunity we find.”

“God! I'd forgotten Pyne.”

“ You’ll probably find the police waiting to jog your
memory. Anyway, good luck!”

Phineas, dropped outside his flat, watched the car
vanish in the distance.

* Queer cuss,” he muttered.

Phineas {ound everything quiet and still as he mount-
ed the staircase. He reached his rcoms, was fumbling
for the light switch. A torch suddenly flashed out in the
darkness.

“Hands up! Phineas Blick,” came a command,
“I've got you covered.”

Phineas jerked round, his hands mechanically shot
up in the air. He glimpsed a shadowy figure holding the
torch in one hand, an automatic glinting in the other.
His courage totally deserted him, for, this it seemed to
him was the end.

“T'll come quiet,” he murmured.

*“You'd better! Sit down, lower your hands, but
mind you, no tricks or I'll shoot.”

“You're not going to handcuff me ?”

“ Not vet,” was the grim reply. “I'll let you talk
first. Anything to say about Pyne?"

“I'm saying nothing at present,”

“'Um. Wise probably. Perhaps you never knew
he was looking for you a long time or that your ‘ Nuggets’
are to-day worth a quarter of a million.”

“Good God!” said Phineas. ‘‘ Makes no difference:

the information is too late. Pyne's dead, and I gave the
shares to my butler.”

4

*“ Get up, Blick, switch on the light.”

As if in a dream Phineas obeyed, then turned round
and stood like one transfixed.

“ Pyne!” he cried hoarsely.
“Yes! Alive and well, no thanks to you!”

““God Almighty ! What a relief ! " Pyne gave Phin-
eas time to recover from the shock.

“You're a lucky man, Blick.” he then observed.
* Anyway, we'll not discuss the past now. Spiets, your
old butler, came to me a time ago. He's got the shares
intact, hasa scheme for splitting them amongst us.
We'll see him later and fix things up.”

“There’s one thing puzzling me,” commented Phineas
after pondering awhile.

6 YeS ? "

““Why don't you have me arrested for attempted
murder ?”

“Ah!I expected you to ask that. You see I'd
married your daughter, Marie, we—""

“ Marie! Heavens! Her existence seems to have
slipped my memory. God! Fancy a father forgetting his
own daughter. I must see her to-morrow.”

“ That,” observed Pyne, ‘' is not an easy thing."”

“YWhat do you mean?” demanded Phineas
anxiously.

“TIl explain. She'sa bit headstrong; that you
probably know.”

** Yes, yes!"”

* We were divorced a year ago; she took a fancy to
another man and I released her. They married. They’re
in London, but I'm hanged if I can tell you how to find
them.”

*Who's the man she’s married to? T’ll soon find
him,” said Phineas.

“In the Registry office, ” replied Pyne slowly, “he
gave the name of Baron Quarles, but,” he added, “he’s
much better known as Apex.”

The Bag Snatcher—(Continued from page 26)

Then that aggravating sense of humour possessed
me again.

“Only leave me the bag. Itis an expensive birth-
day present, and has some sentimental value. And
now go quickly. My wife must be looking for me

already. I shall tell her a story of a thief and a bag that
was found empty.”

The thin, tall Parsee gentleman, with the strikingly
irregular features, who had been an interested spectator
of the little scene, left the fringe of the crowd and fell in
beside me as I wended my way back to the main street,

Most of the crowd had dispersed, but some loyally
followed us all the way to my car. I heard several
congratulatory remarks, and even a few mild cheers. I
was unaccountably putin mind of a Salvation Army
procession, With myself as the triumphant Captain at
its head——or should I have said Colonel?

Before we reached the car, the thin gentleman
handed me his card and made a remark which was
destined to alter the whole fabric of my life.
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*“Come and see me at my office to-morrow mor-
ning,” he said. * And keep smiling—1I think it suits you.”

The thin, tall Parsee gentleman was a well-known
millionaire with a reputation for eccentricity, His
hobbies were psychology and philanthropy.

In addition to some very valuable advice, he gave
me a fresh start in life. He arranged my affairs capably
and put everything on a sound business footing. The
repayments I make him are not beyond my means, And
as my insurance has been raised and partly assigned to
him, the idea of suicide is now furthest from my
thoughts.

Fate, Narayen and the Philanthropist ! I thank you
all for doing this to me |

) Fate, for making the opportunity ; Narayén for
being a little slower in the wind than myself and, the
phi)anthropist, apart from what he did fo’r me, for
possessing such a remarkably ugly face—one I couldn’t
help recognising in that cosmopolitant crowd at Crawford

.Market,

. By Adam'’s Apple ™ theserpent swore, plotting the first man’s fall,
. 3—25—5—3 | |




The Order of The Czar

By ‘EMBUSQUE’

HE Czar of All the Russias was the father of his
people: a father in the sternest and most
comprehensive sense. From the foam-flecked

shores of the Baltic to the iron-bound mountains of
Kamskatcha, nothing was done but in the name of the
Great White Father, From the frozen wastes of the
Tundras to the burning deserts of Turkestan, neither the
humblest peasant nor the greatest lord could be born, or
married, or buried, save by the approval of the Czar,
Should a subject of Holy Russia engage in these matters
without the Imperial sanction, the Secret Police saw to
it. The Secret Police had two resources : the dungeons
of the Peterhof, and the long tramp to Siberia. If some
contumacious and ungrateful wretch was ineligible for
either destination, owing to his previous demise, his
family went in his stead. Many exiled families were
disloyal enough to die on the way, but sufficient numbers
always reached Siberia to replace the earlier arrivals.
After a mere two years in the saltmines of the Holy
Irather, the bones of the exiles rotted away.

At one time, there lived in St. Peters-

burg an English merchant with the [~ = ==~

A NEW
FREE COMPETITION

homely name of Robinson. Being a
foreigner, he was particularly observ-
ed by the Secret Police. The door-
keeper of his house, however, was
unable to report anything suspicious.
The merchant Robinson appeared to

be solely interested in hides and
tallow.

Mr. Robinson occasionally went to
the soirees of his Russian business

See page 41

Mr. Robinson was completely bowled.over at first
sight of the Countess. Here at last was something good
for the files of the Secret Police. The Countess Katinka
had a cousin who had once written a pamphlet about
philosophic socialism, so she was a suspect.

The file at the Peterhof began to grow rapidly. The
merchant Robinson was observed taking the Countess to
the opera. He dined with her in a public restaurant.
He was seen driving with her along the Tsarkoe Selo
road. He spent two hours with her in the garden of a
friend’s residence. He was reported to have given her a
pearl necklace. It was believed that he had proposed
marriage. “The merchant Robinson is infatuated,”
wrote the door-keeper of the house, on the green paper
provided for the Daily Intelligence Report.

In such an atmosphere of universal surveillance, it
was not surprising that reports reached ears others than
those of the Peterhof. It happened that Robinson had
a friend who was an attache at the British Embassy.

“Isay, old chap,” remarked this
worthy one day, “aren’t you
rather going the pace with the Coun-
tess Katinka?"

Robinson flushed.
marry her,” he said.

“Iwant to

“ave you asked the lady ? ”

“Yes, and she wants to marry me.
But she is always talking of all kinds
of difficulties and formalities. I've a

acquaintances. Here he indulged in

endless cups of tea, and the interminable mystical

conversation that characterised Russian middie-class
hospitality. They sat round the samovar and talked
about their souls, and the sorrowfulness of human
destiny. Although servants and agents paid particular
attention to the utterances of Mr, Robinson on these
occasions, he was never reported ag making remarks of
a political nature. Cabmen and attendants were unable
to discover any association between him and dangerous
persons. Nevertheless, the methodical German-trained civil
servants at Police Headquarters, carefully filed all the
reports in a cross-indexed portfolio bearing Mr. Robin.
son's name.

It was at a party, that Mr. Robinson met the Coun-
tess Katinka. In old Russia, Countesses grew on every
gooseberry-bush. The title indicated that the person
was of good family, and did not derive from the shop-
keeping or serf classes. In this, Holy Russia was more
exclusive than her neighbours, where an upstart could
buy an impoverished Count, and all his ancestors, for a
nominal sum, and have the deed of sale legally registered,
You could be assufed that a Russian countess had never
actually swept the gutters for a living.
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good mind to run away with her.”

“You can’t do that sort of thing here in Russial”
cried the young man, in alarm. ‘“ Do you un‘derstand
the position in which you are placing yourself?"

“ What position?” demanded Robinson, bellige-
rently.

“Firstly, a foreigner may not marry a Russian
without the permission of the Czar. Secondly, a Protes-
tant may not marry a member of the Orthodox Church
without a dispensation from the Czar. Thirdly, a
comimoner may not marry one of the lesser nobility
without a wkase by the Czar. And lastly, the lady belongs
to a suspect family, whase alliances are subject to the
scrutiny of the Extraordinary Commission of the Czar.”

“Good heavens!” cried Robinson, “ Mayn't I
even breathe without the permission of the Czar ? *

“No,” replied the attache soberly ; “and, let me
tell you, if you try any tricks, vou'll have the Secret
Police koocking at your door one of thes: fine nights,
and that is the last we'll hear of you. I warn you,
they’ll whisk you away on the mere suspicion of your
harbouring dangerous thoughts,” .

“Suppose 1 got Katinka
to England, and married her
tgere 7

“ That is a very dangerous
thought. A Russian may
not leave the dominions ©
the Holy Father, except
with a special passport
signed by the Czar.”

“Curse it! What is a

fellow todo?”

* Be very careful. Mean-
while, I will make enquiries
for you.”

* * *

The Ambassador was in
a cheerful mood that eve-
ning: he was to dine with
the Czar. He listened good-
humouredly while the atia-
che told him the story of
the merchant Robinson.

“Poor fellow!” agreed
the Ambassador. Well,
if there’s an opportunity, I:}l
mention it to the Emperor.

r of All the Russias was a kindly, ineffec-
tiv’?rlr?ai?a He was as much in the 'cthhesl'o-ftert123
system as his most down-trodden sub]e'ct. Hle 1;{ ned
sympathetically to the Ambassador’s l;aet o
love.lorn English merchant, and was abou PN
for the Imperial Secretary, when he su y

paused.
“I must ask Popoff,” said the Czar, weakly.

i i With

s the Chief of the Secret Police. ’
ﬂntr;l%g/?ggwafeatures he heard his Royal master’s
account of the love-affair of the merchant Robinson.

i investigated,” said
“1 will cause the matter to be investiga
Po offI vy"and I will set the machmery in motion accord(i
ingpto the best interests of Holy Russia and your Sacre
and Imperial Majesty.”
The Czar sighed, and the Arpbassador looked
nsively at the departing Chief of ‘the Secret

?%iir:: heHe wondered whether Robinson would be in a

dungeon within the hour.
% * * *

i he dcor of the
here was a great battgrmq at the !
merc’ia;t Robinson. “Open!” cried a voice. ~ Open,

?
in the name of the Czar.” ; e
i i is ni i ked out o
Robinson, in his nightshirt, loo
window, and saw the green uniforms of the Secre:
Police. While he was still dressing, th_en:ehcaxmeme
thundering at his bedroom door, Open, in the na
of the Czar!” - —
‘ side,
. Robinson opened the door. An officer stood ou
. accompanied by four soldiers with fixed bayonets.
“The order of the Czar::' announced the officer.
** T be.executed immediately.

A soldier clapped
a hand over his
mouth,

“ But what have I done? Why drag me away in the
middle of the night?”’

“ The Czar’s order must be obeyed.”

“To be executed immediately!” cried R.obinsor};
“ Do you mean that I am to be executed immediately?

er motioned to the soldiers. They grab]:ged
Robi;;slg:l,o ilrid hauled him down the stairs, dxsreg{;ydxgg
all protests. When they reached the street, R% llnsn It
saw that it was indeed to be an execu'_uon.h on tgh
bearded priest in funereal robes was standing there witk

two soldiers.
“ vou cannot treat me like this!” §,110uted Robinson,
* I demand to see the British Consul!
i th. * The
soldier clapped 2 hand over his mou
orderA of the Czar must be obeyed!” repeated the officer.
“ Forward!”

. : d through‘ the

The melancholy procession trampe
dark streets. Presently they halted before = hc?use.
Robinson recognised the abode of the Countess Katinka,
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13 EAR Auntie,” writes a Merry niece, * why do you call yourtself
‘ Awful’? We all love you in our house. Although you are
always making us laugh, we think you are very good as well

as clever.” Auntie is getting herself an album in which to paste these

unsolicited testimonials, along with the photographs and little me:mentoes
sent by nephews and nieces.

I suppose Auntie originally called herself * Awful’ in the quaint
tradition of English humour. English people are fundamental]
conceited, so they think it excruciatingly funny to show themselves inz
ridiculous light. All the most comical English stories are about Bishops
tumbling into pails of whitewash, and about similar reverend persong
being humiliated by the remarks and sallies of the lower orders.
schoolmaster treasures a fund of ridiculous stories about schoolm
Civil servants run magazines filled with anecdotes about the cr
and ineptitude of civil servants, The inhabitants of A
time inventing stories about mean Scotchmen.

The English only care for ancient things,
crusted jokes. They consider their institutions so
can afford to laugh at them. They like their sac
to stand the test of ridicule, as long as the ridicu
the family. It isnot a bad test. If a belief
pernicious, the acid test of ridicule soon sweeps it

Auntie will tell you a true story to illustrate the poi

. ooy point,
1899 s, the ng-Emgeror was a humble Lieutenant ip the o the
serving as a watchkeeping-officer on an exceedingly small and y

fortable torpedo-boat. Auntie's grandfather was the Engineer.
in the same ship,

A horny-handed old boatswain was one da ved
- . Y engaged ici
howser. He had been doing things like mpe-splicingg%or ?}lxirstphcmg y
The watchkeeping-officer saw the old man at work, and ¥ Yyears.
better method of doing the job. ! Suggested a

“You can’t tell me anything about seamanship, s
t, anshi " ;
crusty old salt.  Go and teach your grandmother tops,usu-, replied the

ck eggs.”
The awfulness of the remark will be appreci )
N preciated whe .
that the officer’s Grandmoth 1 you consider
world. andmother was the Ruler of ope third of the

Every
asters,
assnesg
berdeen pass their

familiar scenes, and
unassa_ilable that they
red things to be abla

or custom is really
out of existence,

Navy,
d uncom.
Lieutenant

le comes from inside -

This is His Majesty’s favourite story, and he still
laughs when he tells it. ,

Manager (Madras). “ We have taken the agency
for a patent hammock, and we have erected one in the
shade outside our shop, as an advertisement. All kinds
of loafers come and sit in the hammock, which is gettiog
soiled. As the hammock is only for show purposes, can
we prevent people from sitting init?” No, dear sir;
but you can leave one end of the hammock supported by
some thin twine.

Season Ticket (C. India). “‘ The local train is so
slow that it is quite unnecessary for it to have a cow-
catcher. The engine never goes fast enough to catcha
cow.” All the same, Auntie thinks it should have a
cow-catcher on the rear coach, dear boy. Otherwise,
what is to prevent a cow from overtaking the train,
climbing aboard. and biting the passengers ?

Physiognomy (Chidambaram). *1 bear a striking
resemblance to the Poet Tagore, and am often' flattered
by the homage paid to me when I travel’ Unc}e
Ghastly sometimes has similar experiences, dear Sir.
Yesterday he met the representative of a debt-collectxpg
agency in the street, and the gentileman went up to him
and 8aid, * Holy Moses! Is that you’?

Forensic (Trichy). ‘It is said that many a person
has been condemned purely on circumstantial evidence.
How does it differ from ordinary evidence?” Well, dear
sir, suppose a young lady said she was going' for an
evening stroll, and she came back with a walkmg-stx_ck
instead of an umbrella, that would be circumstantial
evidence.

Romantic (Periakulam). " T was looking at the stars
last night, and I wondered why part of the heavens was
called the ‘Milky Way’.” It is because the stars are
condensed there, my dear.

Drinter’s Pie (Tirupapuliyur). Auntie has solved
the problem, dear boy. Evidently, the author wrote,
*He bravely bore his wife’s demise,’ but the text has
been badly printed. Naturally, you were sorqew'txat
puzzled to read, ‘ He bravely wore his wife's chemise ’,

Bachelor (Pudukotah). “1 wouldn’t marry the
best woman in the world.” Quite so, dear bo’y; and if
you did, you would soon find out that you hadn't,

Artist (Bombay). Auntie is exceedingly sorry to
hear that your post-impressionist masterpiece, eppgled
‘Sunrise’, has been hung upside-dpwn at 'the exhibition.
Get the authorities to re-label it * Sunset’, and then no
one will notice the difference.

Etiquette (Vanbakkam). “ The head of my office
insists that all letters intended for him shall be addressed

“ Esquire . Why is ‘Esquire’ more honourable than

‘Mister '?” Itisn't, dear boy. ‘Mister’ comes from
monseignenr, or My Lord. ' Esquire’ comes from ecuyer
or stable-boy. If your chief insists that he is a stable-
boy, it is not for you to object.

Locked In (Salem). “1 was resting in the hotel,
when a lady came and knocked at the door of my room
by mistake. She thought it was her' hus})ands room.
She kept on crying, ‘ Honey ! Honey !" I did pot know
what to do.” You should have called out, dear sir, that
the place was a bedroom, not a bee-hive.

Power (Sargodha). The three ruling powers of the
day, dear boy, are said to be the Press, the Pulpit, and

the Petticoat, The first covers the field of knowledge,
the second covers the field of morals, and the third covers
a multitude of sins.

Heivess (Jamshedpur). *‘1 will eventually inherit
a lakh of rupees from my father. A young man has been
hanging round, but I did not encourage him. ILast night
he asked me to marry him, and when I refused, he said,
‘I knew you would turn me down’. In that case, why
did he ask?” Probably, my dear, he wanted to know
what it felt like to lose a lakh of rupees.

Nomenclature (Mylapore). ““It is said that one
Englishman out of every twenty is named Smith. Where
did all these Smiths come from?"” It used to be a myst-
ery to Auntie, dear boy, until one day she passed a large
factory bearing the sign. ‘Smith Manufacturing
Company .

Gramophone (Tanjore). “Can you please tell me
how to dance the Rumba?” Yes, dear boy. You must
first obtain a victim of the opposite sex. Holding her
firmly, you must imagine that you have a hole in your
trouser-pocket, and a rupee in that pocket. Now try and
shake the rupee down your trouser-leg, still firmly holding
the lady.

Gilette (Chalapuram). “ What is the origin of the
expression, ‘ He came off with flying colours’ ? ” Well,
dear boy, imagine a house-painter at work near the top
of a high building. Imagine that he is standing on a
plank supported by two ropes, Then imagine one of the
ropes giving way.

One of the Lads (Benares). ‘' We had such a good
joke the other day. Our professor had to go to a convo-
cation, so he left a notice on the blackboard, ‘ The Profes-
sor will be unable to meet his classes until this evening ’.
As the professor is fond of female society, some wicked
wag rubbed out one letter of the notice. Imagine the
Professor's embarrassment when he saw the announce-
ment, ‘ The Professor will be unable to meet his lgsses
until this evening’!™ It was quite amusing, no doubt,
dear boy. But supposing the Professor had rubbed out
one more letter ? Imagine your embarrassment if the
notice finally read, ' The Professor will be unable to meet
his asses until this evening'! ‘

Juvenile (Hospet). *I think the people next door
are going to have another baby. A man with a black
bag called there this afternoon.” You are wrong this
time, my pet. The man with the black bag was a piano-
tuner.

After Dinner (Namdad). 1 have been selected to
speak at a social gathering here. Should I write my
speech beforehand, or rely on the inspiration of the
moment?” On the whole, dear sir, Auntie thinks it is
better to be an extemporaneous bore than a premeditated
ass.

Jennerite (Mylapore). “I stood next toa pretiy
gitl in the tram this morning. She shrank away from me,
and at first [ imagined it was a slight. But she smiled
and said, ‘ I have been vaccinated, and have to be care-
ful not to be touched’. Both her arrs were bare, and
there were no vaccination-marks on them. Where had
she been vaccinated ?”" In the dispensary, dear sir.

————

39



THE best standing
joke, often called
a chestnut, about

statistics, usually

a very dry subject, is older

than the time when statis-

tics came into vogue as
an excuse for govern-
ments to create costly jobs
for a few persons, to com-
pile figures which can
never be of any earthly or
other use to any one—
except of course to them-

selves, It refers to a

mathematician who want-

ed to know the depth of

a river and was told that it was two feet across half the

breadth, five feet across one fourth and eight feet across

the other quarter. He therefore computed the average
to be four feet and a quarter and plunged into the river
to cross it. His body has not been found.

But humour in statistics is not confined only to such
fiction. It may perhaps require more than ordinary
talent to see it and to appreciate it. For example, when
Sir George Schuster, our ex-Finance Member, ‘who
found India a land of gold and silver and left it a mass of
slips of paper’, pulled the legs of the late usn-lamented
Assembly, they did not realise it. He told them that the
silver stocks of the Government had been sold at an ave-
rage rate of twenty pence and that if he wanted, he could
buy it all back at the current rate of 18 pence, and still
show a profit. There was none in the Assembly to see
the joke. If the average price was 20 pence, some of the
sales must have been well below 18 pence—in fact at 12
pence. Item number one! Then again if the Govern-
ment wanted to buy it back, the price would have jump.
ed up at once to far above 20 pence. Is it any wonder,
then, that most of the members of that ‘ August’ body
have joined the ‘March' regiment and have become
*May * have beens?

Let me give you another example. The average
family in India has three children, while in France it has
only 13. I suppose the half child is the offspring of divorc-
ed couples. Anyway it is a comfortable figure. But
few people have the average number. The father who has
only one son, bemoans tis fate that his wife obdurately
refuses to ‘present ' him with a daughter on whom he
could shower jewels and costly sarees. The mother with
only one daughter curses her fate and pines for a son
whom she could fondle and spoil.

Just to show how unreliable these statistics are, I will
mention that in Norway with an average of 2.8 children,
there recently died Madame Engeldine Janssen, at the
age of 91, leaving behind her fourteen children, a hundred
grand-children, many more great-grand-children, a host
of great-great-grand-children and an army of great-great
great-grand-children, totalling six hundred in all!

1, as a lean man, with a very limited appetite, have
a special complaint against statistic‘:s and averages, _By
the way, it is amazing thatin the "coffee hotel” which
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The Humour

of
Dry Stuffs

By ‘ENNES’

is a modern phenomenons
a scientific study of this
subject does not seem to
have been made. People
pay for what they eat and
no more. That reminds
me of the story of the
hotel-keeper who had a
roaring business and who
was not able to keep
proper note of the edibles
consumed by each custo-
mer. He decided to weigh
each of them before they
came in and again before
they left and charge them
accordingly, All went
well for some time. The Englishmen paid for what they
ate. The Scotchmen carried little stones in their pockets
which they unloaded under the tables and paid less than
what they should have. Then a Jew weighed ten pounds

less than when he went in and the hotel-keeper was asked

to pay for what he did ot eat!

To come back to my grouse (not the bird by any
means), it is all about the hotels. This is an insti-
tution more ancient than the science of statistics and
averages. And yet the price of a meal is the same for a
dyspeptic or a gourmand. Whoever it is, he must pay his
six annas per meal. The hotel-keeper probably got an idea
of the proportion of lean Lindberghs and fat Falstaffs or,
to make it more easily comprehensible, the Rajendra
Prasads and the Shaukat Alis and found that it would
cost him twenty annas to feed ten of them once, added ten
annas for his expenses and thirty annas for his profit and
dividing it by the number he had thought of, fixed the
price of a meal at six annas. Consequently I ama very
unwilling philanthropist every time I take a meal, feeding
not only myself, but paying for a good part of what is
eatzn by the Bhimas who give the hotel-keepers the bese-
fit of their patronage. Why should I, who swallow
barely six palams of food, pay for the tons and tons of rice
and succulent vegetables consumed by the Kumbhakar-
nas and the Kundodaras?

I have another complaint against this class. One of
them confessed to me that if he charged only four annas
per meal he could make a decent profit. When T asked
him why he did not do so, he smirked and said, “Because
sir, very few pay the dues at the end of the month an(i
some never.” *“So,” I asked him, * you want to penalise
me for the rascality of others who eat more than I and
try to pay less or even nothing for it? Is this fair or im
partial?” To which he replied whith another smirk, “ I
charge everyone six annas per meal, sir.,” The only
remedy for this state of things is to start a * Lean Men’s
Hotel Ltd.” with myself as Managing Director (with free
meals and a good salary, of course)
fatties to pay for what they eat,

oy
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Learn Photography with very little

initial outlay. Acquire the habit

of collecting snapshots. It requires

very little effort and capital.
; » THE GUARANTEED ’
:

is really useful as it takes both Time exposure '

pictares and snapshots to the size of 3 x 2/

It is fitted with the most powerful lens and contains

up-to-date mechanism. Two clear view-finders.
Working is very simple.

Sent with full instruction booklet.

Price Rs. 4—8—0 only. | Film (8 exposures) Rs. 1—2—0.
| (Postage Extra)
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