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~ The Fashionable Ornament

‘““Ladies’ Necklace”
with Special Gifts

. . "’
Made of Rolled Gold with pendants bearing imitation
stones in red, white etc. A rare ornament with nice
workmanship. T.ooks like real Gold Necklace. '
Two chains at a time, Postage free.
Note— Orders for 3 chains at a time entitle you to free
postage and one free rolled gold wrist-wateh chain.

4 chaing at a time entitle you to free postage and 2
rolled gold wrist-wateh chains, '
(Similar presents for larger orders.) y

Price Rs. 1—8—-0, Postage extra. ‘

GENUINE WATCH CO.
P. B. 119, . :  MADRAS.

=
&
-
-
-
-~
-
]
ot

(R SERsE
1!‘*?2""%
S,
R
SR,

RES

FA

xSl

TR AR TR,
“““’&%{? s
{ LA

v & [ 3 ity

Stricken Baluchistan::
Lo(%k”s to YOU?gP?r help.
S .

at

Nature laid her low !
But YOU can pull her up.

A}

Have you contributed to

relieve that suffering?

\ If not |
| -~ Do It Now

s
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S MADRAS, JUNE 22, 1935 | SPARKS FROM OUR ANYVIL
. e Referring to the anti-British
- CONTENTS speeches of Sgr. Mussolini, Capt.
‘ Eden is reported to have said that
rumours of Britain secretly support-
ing Abyssinia were as fantastic as
i ’ SPECIA . that Colonial feot-ball fields were
aerodromes in disguise.
HARINDRANATH This is due, we think, to the other
The Vegetable Lover—A Poem CHATTOPADHYAYA fantastic claim that Waterloo was
By Harindranath Chattopadhys won on the playing fields of England.
A Bold Front yeya The Angels’ Drawing Room. THE Chinese Governmer;t has * x x
By Albert A. Roland A POEM acceded to all the lourteeh| —gpeaking elsewhere, be said:| Opposing it, his lordship said that
The Misfortunes of Meena—* Deisri’ Sort " demands made by Japan. " Friendship with the United States | the wires to India must almost be
Eileh IﬂSfalment——s:::the,I ;l’:w' Serial e e 1O O LOV?L Those Lovely . We gather that, in military circles, | 15 of the first importance to-day, and | tired of carrying messages of pressure
On Tea-Part; * Who is my Mother ? myriad stars, it has created acute disappointment, | everything we can do to promote it | on the Princes.
N -Parties By “Kaiser * 8 Are but Fiery er}lds of S will be readily and eagerly done.’ Being however in Government
Rs. 300 Frze to Readers—! Give and Take ' Competition 49 supetior cigars. Iy * * * service, they are unfortunately pre-
esults of Singing-Circle " Competition . P . f(i . f’" From an account of the ‘shooting” cluded .){rom vmcxgg their grievances.
¢ "\ of Bhakta Nandanar: *In another Addressi )
I ressing another meeting of the
FEATURES RAJARAM | scene she (Sundarambal) was tied to Europeans, Mr. F. E. James began
S a tree and beaten. Lash agter lasg by saying that his previous speech
parks from our Anvil Who has probed into the . was rained down upon her face an had rece: . 1S 5]
The Editor, His Pagel .ee ces vee 3 soul oF an under-graduate ? o body, which left actual marks. ;But p:.essl'ecelved a ﬂattermg notice in the
e I Shades of Milton, Shell the only effect upon her was a stlent : .
g“" For A" . and Wordsworth  rest iz , prayer fo God, and we who stood . ;Illgg 0311 u)tuslt}}'l fhe press was not
Tt‘ar ['_JUSt " ,Z peace | around behind the camera recoiled peaking the truth : N
. e o ces ) ! s
e ::.teé:t:tf,.,vateh JOY;}‘" . e as each below fell.” Replying to an address presented to
ining the Visitor. ® We are eagerly looking forward to Except, perhaps, pay the debts due | him at Salem, the Hon'ble Mr
Do you know ? . her | ; .
. ‘ gea this part of the film. to her P. T. Rajan confessed that the
é:ntie Awful—X XXV . ' i‘; EMBUSQUE * * * Ministry owed their present position
ewing Gum ", Tak . ' * * * The rumour has again been reviv- | to the solid support the party received
By 'Narak A. Nurak' e 37 aken For A Ride The false report of the death of |ed that Sir R. K. Shanmugham |in the country.
Not by Dillinger or Baby- ‘ Md. Nissar, the fast bowler, is|Chettiis to be appointed a Deputy-| This is in accord with the general
SHORT!STORlES AND S face Nelson, but by the explained as due to mistaken | Governor of the Reserve Bank. impression that it is not due to the
KITS € ) >4 p . . .
Indian Police. A “great identity of names. We think it would be lucky for | ministers themselves !
Exeunt Doctors ! vow and a great ride ! o : : Cochin! * * *
) y By M.S. A : But no one has thought of divert- N % « ) . )

- The Tail-Men of Kinchingunga ,M"H’a Row e 17 ing the condolences to the members .. . In his last message as premier,
Lunch Homes By ‘ Embusque ! . 22 L : £ the farmily concerned Among the recipients of Birth-day | Mr. Macdonald declared that he was
The Wheel of By A.V.V. 27 ' o y ) honours are the Rajah of Bobbili and | femporarily relinquishing his high

Whesl of Fortune By K. . Natoroj ... KAMAKSH]I * * * Sir A. P. Patro, both of whom get | office.
Au?ha‘Rephes , - Mataraj e 28 A q ) ; , aK.C.1.E, Fortunately, Mr. Baldwin has #nof
Originality e 29 scandal discussed. - || : .Md. Nisear himself got into touch said that he was accepting the pre-
By*sS Questions M : S oech & P
A Tangle For Two By econd-hand ¢ e 3 met II" :ﬂn at hs, \ with the A, P. L. at Lahore, and is miership temporarily.

In Defence of Tuf By Sheikh Iftekhar Rasool ., 32 alling roads leading to " |said to have declared that far from M % .
s of Tufts By *Rajoram * our Jjolly < ommunal 3 being dead, be is alive and kicking. He added. as reported in the
ong-Nose Catches a Murderer : e 33 dispensation. - : T i i
The Blotter By JH. Acort ... as Itis to be hoped that he is nof éVlud: atshMml " lam se;:k\pg re;‘?‘t}‘:

By ¢ > . | Ri3 pec _ rom the continuous strain whic
The Post-Master of Kanjirapally BY JSwithm, w. 4o o kicking “‘;,7‘0’% person. the critical conditions of the last six
Back to Nature vB. f’l’;rini e B2 A free one.week : % * . % years h:}ve reposed in me as Prime
Y ‘ Ram * e 4 - E . minister.

‘competition h ; “In conqection with the Garp ‘Ch?xco What he ¢mposed on the country

war, it is stated that Polivia has| g, 4o wondering why it was |is a more controversial point.

| agreed to the terms of an armistice | i 0 14 the other ! * * *
| f;);$ui:;\;zd by South American * * * In the cabfinet re-shuffle, Sir John
o . . —— : 1atots. . The India Bill has gone up to the | Simon goes from the Foreign Office

N ext W ee I( . S o I d ters I n Th M I( ] : It is satisfactory to note that the | House of Lords. to the Home Office.
e aKkin g ® *" 'League of Nations was not responsi- We are assured that, despite Lord 1t is hoped that he will be more at
é ST : .| ble for this, Salisbury, it will go down. home there.
e e e I Bl ~
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THE EDITOR
HIS PAGE

MACDONALD

A momentous Cabinet re-shuffle
took place in Britain. Macdonald,
who has out-Baldwined Baldwin in
his ‘National’ fervour, has changed
places with the latter. The reason
for this is not so much a respite for
him as the condition of Europe.

Europe is sitting on dynamite.

At any moment now, man might do
to Europe what Nature didto
Baluchistan. With her unique posi-
tion in the chess-board of European
politics, England wants just ‘now
at its head a man of the blyest
imperial breed, and not a chameleon.

Macdonald - has surrendered his
reins of office (if he ever held them),
borrowed Baldwin’s briar and is
taking it easy. Searching the pages
of recent English history, one fajls
to find a single instance where a

man has left so muych bitterness in

the wake of his political ambitions as
Macdonald did. His contribution to
the British Labour Party was great:
but the blow he dealt it was
greater still. His impassioned ora.
tions from the Labour platform sound
horribly empty beside the insuffer-

able nonsense of his latter-day
utterances. Having nothing substan-
tial to offer in his Conservative
avatar, he tried to bluster his way
through by pompous balderdash. A
scribe once called him a mystic.
From his sacialist ideology of
the ecighteen eighties to the
lurid econmic nationalism of this
century is an impossible cry. But
Macdonald achieved it. Therein ljes
his mysticism. As a quick-change
artist he has few equals in history.

Abhorred by his first love, made a
cats-paw and treated with cool
contempt by the cave-men of the

onservative jungle, floundering in
political waters beyond his depth,
Macdonald passes out of the front
page of British politics. His contri-
bution to the solution of the
European cross.word puzzle is
nothing. His contribution to the
settlement of the Indjan question is
less than nothing. It was a betrayal.
Sometime ago there was a talk of
translating him as the Burra Sahib
of New Delhi. We are happily saved
from that humiliation by new names

which have choved him to the heap
of discards.

THE GREAT CHANGE-OVER

[ f
iti i -shuffle is more thorough than mere exchange o
The British Cabg]ﬁglt:erebetween Macdonald and Baldwin.

~
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T met her first in Onty,
My perfect future queen,
My vepetable beauty,
Myv cauliflower, my bean!

I met her at the shandy
Tn the days when T was young
And famous as a dandy
Wha spoke the lover's tongue.

Twrote a sonnet strajghtway
For I bhad the poet’s art,
And a sonnet is the gateway
To any woman's heart !

My love for her seemed growing
With a very rapid growth
And soon there was no knowing

Where that love would land us both,

For ah, it was the green time
‘When youth is full of stir!

We loved, and in the meantime
I wrote my songs to her,

My metaphors were taken
From vegetables al},

For I had bravely shaken
The metaphors that pall.

Of lilies and of roses,

The sanie old stuff that each
Poet, when he composes,
Must bring into his speech.
1 wanted to be greater
Than poets of all times;

1 was the proud creator

Of vegetable rhymes

My similes were vested
With vegetable yields,
And happily suggested
By vegetable fields,

And I compared her beauty
To vegetable fresh,

It pleased that girl of Ooty
With vegetable flesh.

Poem by -
Harindrsnath Chattopadhyaya

<yl
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** About thy beauty lingers
A vegetable grace :
Sweet ! thou hast lady’s fingers
And a quiet cabbage face ;

“Thy lips, so warm and gaudy,
Are chillies, red as fire,
They waken in my body
A chilly-field's desive.

“ How terribly suggestive
Of ripening things thou art!
Thev make my being restive
And irrigate the heart !

“How long am I to wait, O!
Waiting is not a joke,
My lovely sweet potato!
My hearty artichoke ?

* This heart with passions throngiang
Is thy vegetable dish,
O beet-root of my longing !
Young olive of my wish.

"My dreams are many,—some stick
Right in the throbbing throat !
O dreamy female drum-stick
You'strike love's perfect note |

“ One thought of you can tinge all
The bload that in me runs,
O ripe and purple brinjal
Who have known many'suns!

" Come, let my arms caress you,
And hold you close in pride,
And whisper low, * God bless you
My vegetable bride | ' "

She took my song demurely
“Your vegetable art

Is most un-meat—and surely

The time has come to part,”

So saying, (angels save me 1)
That greenest queen of queens,
My vegetable, gave,—

Well,~ gave me double-beans !
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“ 1 want a brassiere
for my wife, but I've
forgotten the size!

Prologue

\

O you see, gentlemen,” gloomily concluded the

i Limited,
ident of Lusty-Bust Brassieres ]
¢« S El;)es; noble and uplifting industry is in serious

danger. Our fate, in fact, hang}s] by a ;:;Sez;ié

I cannot sufficiently impress 1t upon yoult atw:nemploy
breast our difficulties with ﬁrmnesgs,f ur; es:;, re employ

the mpst vigorous methods of satisfactorily
ourdfves, we will be brought low.....,' emen
“ 1 have listened with the kﬁez‘llzst ;E:e}'gi;,’ ffé) iIe1 1his:
' i i ou ha

- tﬁzcw:?;:usss:‘igr:sltlz?s t{lese strike me as noth otnh;
;g:cticable but distinctly ingenious. And I trust t ?e :10
t Annual Meeting we shall‘ have the pleasu Lo
:gzo?'gxthe brightest boost, the biggest l')oorn in Lusty:
Bust shares our business has ever known! »
“That is all, gentlemen. And may fortune smile

on all our efforts!”
The Story

Violet Bannister raised troubled blue eyes to her
fiance, Robert Locke the artist.

- A Bold Front-———- o

by Albert A. Roland

Hlustrated by the Author

“I mean exactly what I say, Bobbie,” she declared.
* Six months ago, you were my absolute ideal of a man
all a girl could possibly wish for, ‘all she could
look up to and admire. But now, what's come over
you? - What has happened to al} your fine ideals?
Once upon a- fime, nothing would induce you to read
anything but the best literature. Now your greference
seems to be for the sexy type of mugky American and
Continental magazine that is flooding the bookstalls,
Once .

* But, Violet

“ Let me have my say. And then we'll have this
out in earnest! Once you scorned vulga:r cartoons and
obscene jokes. Now you actually contribute shgmeless
drawings to the many periodicals .that plaster their pages
with such filth. Some of your illustrated jokes make
Mae West sallies look like sermons! The women you
draw, too, are mostly grossly obese, th}} monstrous
bosoms generally encased in absurd brassieres markgd
‘ Lusty-Bust: Guaranteed!’ I see no humour in
such "

"




“ But listen, darling, I'll explain-———"

“I will not listen, vet! You can have your say
fater, In this life, there 15 50 much that is beautiful and
perfect” “why, then, is it necessary to poke fun
at others’ imperfections? Oh, Bobbie! You have
acquired the La Parisienne’ complex in carnest!
Only you're more gross. Take that last joke of yours,
where a gentleman—a gentleman——is saying to one of
your voluptuous creatures ‘ There's something about you
that reminds me of Mae West, but I can't quite put my
finger on it !’ Don't laugh, or I'll give you back your ring
tight now ! It’s not as if 'm a prig or a goody-goody.
But Bob, the line must be drawn somewhere !
Now, listen, this is my ultimatum : Either you promise

to chuck all this depravity, for good, or you and I part
company for good !”

“ Please hear my side of the question first, Vi! Six
months ago, [ was struggling and poor. Now I'm well
on my way to affluence. This work is just as distasteful
to me, as it is to you, darling. But there's a reason—-—
a substantial, monetary reason! I have signed a twelve-
months’ contract with Lusty-Bust Brassieres Limited to
do everything in my power to boost their sales. Only
another six months, dear, and then I'll return to the
straight and narrow path of higher art 1

They were married six months later. QOne of
Bobbée’s intimate presents to his bride was a beautifu!
brassiere made of cloth of gold. It formed a significant,
but totally unnecessary, adjunct to her trousseau,

» * * *

_ “Yes, sir?” said the Advertisement Manager to the
Editor and Proprietor of one of the most important

newspapers in the land, “Vou wanted to speak to me
on an urgent matter ?”

“Sit down, Mullins. It's. about our advettisement
pages. I notice an alarming increase in the number of
ads, de?.ling with—er—er—bust improvers. ] can’t pick
up an issue, not only of our major publication, but of
any of our sister journals, but several of these advertise-

ments hit’ me in the eye. Aren't we rather overdoing it,
Mautlins ?

“You see......]

“T'll allow, Mullins,
dignified ads. won't do us
columns are positively b
brassieres! What the
Mullins ?”

““Wel), it’s like this, Chief.
contract with the Lusty-Bust Bra
can’t get out of it, They’ve bough
and, short of obscenity, we've no excuse for refusing to

accept the matter they send, And the i
t y take partic
care to word their advertisements—"' particular

* Look here, Mullins, in future 1 OK. all such ads
Something must be done about it . Why, yesterday yoti
admitted an ad. which was headed, ‘ Bust your way into
the best circles by putting up a big front!” Scandaloys !
By the way, what rates are they paying us?" .

. “ Four times the usual rates,
positions.”

8

I

that one or two of the mare
any harm, but hang it all, our
ristling with bust-culture and
hell are you thinking about,

We've signed a year’s
ssiere concern, and we
t the space in advance,

Chief, for next-to-news

" Well, in that case, [ suppose we'd better stick out
the contract......”

The sub-manager (undies section) of the largest
departimental stores in town smiled a welcome as Johns.
tone, one of the directors of Lusty-Bust Brassieres
Limited entered his domain.

“ Come right in, Mr. Johnstone! "™ he invited, *and
take this seat beside me. Then you can see at first
hand how tremendously brisk our brassiere business has
becoine since you started intensive advertising, Excuse
me one momnent, while I attend to this customer myself
...... Yes, sir? "’

“ 1 want a brassiere for my wife, but I’ve forgotten
the size!”

*“45 and a half inches?”

“That's it! [ remember now; but how did you
know ?"

“ Well, sir, wives who get their husbands to buy
their brassieres are usually about that size. Here you
are, sir, Thank you, sir. Pay at that counter, please.
Ah, Mr. Johnstone, that was a good guess, but what I
said doesn't always apply, as witness the mountainous
lady waddling towards me now...... Yes, madam?”

"1 should like to see an L-B Brassiere my size!”
“So should I!” said Johnstone to himself,

As, alittle while later, he rose to depart, the sub-
manager informed him apologetically : “I trust you
don’t mind, Mr. Johnstone, but we altered the wording
on those coloured show-cards you had put up. Some of
our customers found them a source of amusement. The
ones that amnnounced: ‘L-B Brassieres, 1st quality :
1/31d off. Cheaper quality: 2/3rds off*.”

* * * *

The oldest inhabitant of the nudist colony snorted
his disdain.

“ Things are not what they used to be!” he told
the latest recruit, a very {at young man of twenty.
“When 1 first joined this colony, I was made to cut off
my beard. Now they permit brassieres. Made of sheer
silk, of course, but brassieres for all that. Everyone seems
to be wearing them ! Then where does the principle of
nudism come in? Oh, I beg your pardon, sir I-~I didn’t
notice you were wearing one!”

* * * *

The curtain of a well. known music hall was rung
down to the accompaniment of vociferous cheering from
the almost exclusively male audience.

The curtain was raised again for a few moments
while the chorus and the stars took a further bow,
Then the only male member of the troupe, and
incidentally the only one who could lay claim to being

clothed, stepped forward to make a short announcement,
He concluded ;

* And don't forget, folks: next week an entirely
new programme, with brand zew costumes !’

The ‘almost exclusively
theatre with feelings of regret.

(Continued on bage 20)

male audience left the

‘maid, * you should stand at the

N FOR AL

“ Will you still love me when my hair is grey? ”
“ Well, darling, I've stuck to you through brown,
black, red, gold and platinum, haven't I?"
* * * *
“ That's a good little boy,” said the visitor, as
i i . “I suppose your
ohnny picked up his scattered toys
gnother has promised you something if you clean up the
room.”’
““If T don't,” he corrected her.
* * * %*
A man offered his seat in the tramcar to a woman
passenger. As the car started it gave a sudden jolt and

ed forward, clutching wildly for a strap. He
Igl:abl;:g at the nearest one, which was already held by

young woman. .

Looking up, she said,  Evidently we must hang
together.”

The man, looking down at the pretty owner of the

hand, replied, * Capital punishment !”
* * * * :

“I want a shave,” said the disgruntled customer
as he climbed into the barber’s chair, “No hair-cut, no
shampoo, no rum, witch hazel, hair tonic, hot towels or
face massage. I don’t want the manicurist to hold my
hand nor the boot-black to handle my feet. I don't want
to be brushed off and I'll put on the coat myself. I just
want a plain shave with no trimmings. Understand

that ?
“Yes, sir,” said the barber quietly and added
“lather, sir?"
* * * *

Instructor: “Well, do you understand the car
now ?"”

Beginner: “ Perfectly. By the way, .do ‘you put
the water and the petrol in the same hole ? '

* * *
*

Milkman: * Yes ma'am, I had my milk analysed
last week.”

Old Lady : “ Good! And did they find any ?”
Milkman : “Find any! Find any

“ It seems to me I've seen your
face somewhere before.”
“How odd!
“ It certainty is.”
x* * * *
First Girl: *' I never worry about
my fiance paying attention to other
Women—he’s crazy about me.
Second Girl : ** That may be so, dear,
but he may have sane intervals.”
* * * *

Mrs. Diamonds was making .the
final arrangements for a reception.
‘“Betty,” she said to her hand-

drawing-room door and "call the
guest’s names as they enter.

 Betty's face lit up.

what 2 "
Old Lady : “Milk "
* * » *
“ When is the next train out of
this town, mister ; ”’
: Twelve o'clock, sir.”
What? Isn’t there one before
that? ™
*“No, sir; we never run one before
the next,” e
* L 3 * *N i
Foreman (o new hand): “We
start work here at eight o'clock.”
New Hand: * Righto, sir, if I'm
not here by then, don’t wait

for me.”
* * K *»

*“1 hear your cashier has abscond-

“ Very well, Ma'am,” she replied.

ed—did he take anything with

*1'll do my best. I suppose the first

him?”

. (13 'fe."

' i i head about ' My Lady Takes The Car Out ‘ Yes, my wi _

ey :Egg vsi'llﬁl:?"’ms o my s * Anything of value I mean.”
Qem22—g—38 9
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In the previous four instalments

Ramathilakam, a pretty young woman of the ] i

: abo s
alarmed at the depravity of her drunken husband, determin:snt[;g (&ltass,
end to her illfe. She trave)sf without a ticket to Chingleput w;lzh tﬁ:
intention of drowning herself in the big lake that adioj :
Station. Jotns the Railway

A ticket-examiner hands her over to Railway Polic .
Rangaswamy Iyer, for the offence of travelling };vxthoui ?iiacc}“ion\s{’z;lble
she says that she came to Chingleput with the intention of d. o
herself, the Head-Constable dares her to go and do so. Sh rg
to the amazement of Head-Constable Rangaswamy I.yer ; hoeshso
to rush into the waters and rescue her. The Head-Consta.b’lew et
th:_it‘ the woman must have committed some dreadful crime to contseusptlacts
suqude. He hands her over to the Inspector in charge of thmF al
Police-station, and sends a messenger to Madras to find out if ol
of ber description is wanted there. As he awaits the re la i
brought to him about the removalof the woman from the Porl)' y,.ISleW=: -
by the Inspector, to his house, with intentions suspected to belC?art??oo;

honourable. News is also brought to the effect th
ﬂ DIRV By description of Ramathilakam 15 wanted by the M:dtraﬁson?cn;an ?-Ife:}:ie

Constable Rangswamy Iyer again rescues Ramath;
athilakam—this t;
WIME Iml W m the lnspector’s house. He takes her over to Madras t;hlrz;?:efmm

wning

to her husband from whom she has fled, but finds th re, et

. " " ] t th S

SR Sieassas been 1oc_ked up for stabbing his maistry in a d:unk:n hll;:::/l}d had
Ramathilakam has nowhere to go, Head-Constable Rangaswamy. Iyﬁ}s

leaves her in chatge of an old quack-doctor at Saidapet
Zventually and sometime later, Head.C '

. ] W)

R Iyer, h’as to return to the doctor for treatment, {ﬁtable Rax

| doctor’s house he falls in love with Ramathilakam

A year later Ramathilakam gives bjrth i

to . :
Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer is hard put to i?tgl:tla:: E}i, ?)nd dies,
when the baby is ten months old, he takes her to 'hi ¢ baby and
Mayavaram, and tells her that the b h IS Sister at
her fagx;ler and mother, and that he i ci‘;ltncgl‘IOSt both
sister believes the story, receives the child M odian. The

arria is first son, comes to Said ! usban
;bout Meena. He returns post-haste to Mayavaram and tells his wife I’{amaksl?'l iﬁet, and there learns the truth
as ggmed a2 Sudra ™ kid on their Brahmin family. " that her brother Rangaswamy
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Fifth Instalment

“ Mother !

- Who Is My Mother?”

HE Dikshidar could hardly believe his eyes. His
wife was deserting him and his five sons, for the
sake of a bastard kid! She must be stark staring
mad to do such a rash thing as that! But there

she was, going away without so much as a look-back at
all that she was leaving behind! Where could she go?
What could she do? Would she come back at all?

If an attempt were to be made to analyse the marital
life of the Dikshidar, the outstanding feature would be
found to be the success of Kamakshi all along the line,
over a period extending over 18 years. Early in their
married life, the Dikshidar had to yield to her wishes,
because he was made painfully conscious of the fact that
she was too good for him, backed as she was by a decent
dowry and good looks. Later on, as the children began
to arrive one by one, he had to subordinate his predilec-
tions in the interests of the children and to ensure
domestic peace. Even her latest craze of rearing a
daughter was harmless enough so long as money was
found by someone else for the child’s maintenance. But
to stick to the kid even when she was told the truth
about its parentage, and forsake her home, children, and
husband, was too much for flesh and blood to bear.

His first thought was to run after and remonstrate
with her. 'But a public exhibition of their domestic
bickerings in the middle of the road would give to the
real nature of Meena’s parentage wide publicity which he
was anxious to avoid. If it were to become known that
he was rearing a Sudra kid, he certainly would not be
in demand at the many religious functions in the city and
suburbs—functions from which he netted not an
inconsiderable annual income. Curbing the rage that
was choking him, be followed Kamakshi, his wife, at a
respectable distance. But she, howewer, never once
turned back to see if she was being followed.

He saw ber engaging a sutka and driving towards
the railway station. It was sometime before he could
engage another and follow her. On reaching the station,
he searched for her high and low and finally found her
sitting in a secluded corner, with baby Meena on her
lap. She was counting some change and handing it
over to a porter,

“Where are you going?” asked the Dikshidar.

- But Kamakshi merely turned her head away without
~ replying to his question.

“Jf it is a ticket she wants, I'll buy it for her ; you
can go!” said the Dikshidar to the porter, and the
latter handed over the change reluctantly and w_ithdrew.v

““Come home: we will talk it over there! Be
sensible |  pleaded the Dikshidar.

Kamakshi was silent,

“You can't do this to me—after all these years,
Have you no heart? Would you forsake five of your
own children for the sake of an out.caste orphan?'—
and the Dikshidar was about to wax eloquent, when his
wife cut short the peroration. '

“I am going to my brother,” said she. “I don't
believe your story. Look at this child! Does she look
like a low-born one ? " asked Kamakshi.

“ But you ‘f,orget your brother is her father and that
accounts for it, argued the Dikshidar.

“1 neither remember nor forget anything. I'li go
to my brother and find out if your story is true? "

“Very well : if it is true, what you are going to do
about it? "

1 don't expect it to be true.”

‘“ Alright : have your own way. There is no need to
go all the way to him, We will write to him and ask
him to come down here. I’ll confront him with the story
as you call it. Let him deny it, if he can.”

*“ If he is able to prove that you are wrong, that your
story is false, what are you going to do about it?"
asked Kamakshi.

“Very well: if he is able to prove that, I tell you
what, I shall treat this child as my own daughter.”

“That settles it then. I have not the slightest
doubt that some one has been telling you stories. I know
my brother. He is not the sort of man who would foist
on me a Sudra child. Have you no eyes? Could you
look at this lovely child and yet say she is of lowly
origin. Go and get a jutka! We are going home and
you shall straightaway write to Rangu.” :

The letter which the Dikshidar had to write to his
brother-in-law was dictated mostly by Kamakshi, It
was more, or less her letter to her brother. Beginning
with an elaborate description of Meena’s latest pranks,
the letter went on to describe the visit of the Dikshidar
to Madras and the proposals for Subbu’s marriage. The
negotiations at Saidapet were set down in detail and the
reasons for their sudden termination, as narrated by the
marriage-broker, were adumbrated. The Dikshidar’s
second visit to Saidapet and the result of his enquiries
were then touched upon. And finally Kamakshi dicta-
ted, ‘I refuse to believe all that has been said to me.



Y feel that he (the  Vikshidar) would have done well if he
had met you befoi2 returning to Mayavaram. There
has been an acute misunderstanding between us over this
matter. Please couie here on receipt of this letter and
set all our anxieties at rest by refuting the allegations
made against you,”

Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer, on receipt of the
letter promptly took the cue, and refuted the allegations
tn foto. He regretted his inability to secure leave of
absence and promised to visit his sister as soon as he
could. Meanwhile he was writine by retarn post, said
he, to express his horror at the calumny that was being
sought to be attached to his fair name. He had never
lived at Saidapet: had not seen the face of any woman
after his wife’s death: could produce evidence to prove
Meena’s unblemished origin, he wrote, and so on and so
forth. And he concluded it all by appealing to his sister
not to listen to such infamous stories, not to love Meena
a whit less because of such stories, and to be always a
mother to the child,

Though the Head-Constable bluffed it off in the
letter, he was greatly worried over the trend of events,
After sending the letter to the post, he set about thinking
of ways and means of meeting further complications
which the situation was capable of developing. How
much did his brother-in.law, the Dikshidar, find out ?
What effect would his reply have on him ? Would he
be satisfied with its contents or would he pursue further
the mystery surrounding Meena's birth? In the latter
event, what steps should he, the Head-Constable, take
to thwart the attempts of his brother-in-law ?

Years of service in the police department gave
Rangaswamy Iyer the facility to build-up mentally his
opponent’s case and seek to smash it. The old quack-
doctor who knew all about Meena's mother, was dead.
There remained only the wet-nurse who had reared the
baby from its birth, right-up to the time when Meena
was taken down to Mayavaram. The wet-nurse could
be squared. Perhaps some of the neighbours knew a
thm_g or two. He must find out if and how they could
be.sxlenced. Side by side, he must also ity to create
evidence, spurious though it may be, to prove that
Meena was born, as he made it appear to “his sister, to

_ Brahmin parents at Bezwada. A visit to Mayavaram
was also.necessary to allay any suspicions which his
sister might develop. The situation bristled with
mischievous potentialities and Head-Constable Ranga.
swamy lyer bestirred himself into action.

Meanwhile, at Ma

s yavaram, Kamakshi was e
awaiting her brother. : agerly

) ; Her husband went about the
glou:ese with an air of confidence about the result of the
impending investigations, When the post-man delivered
the letter at Kamakshi’s house, the Dikshidar was out
Kamakshi, though she could neither read nor write.
knew that the letter was from her brother. She tore i{
open and called in her second sop. “ Read this! Itis
rom your unc,:le! " said she. The boy was only thirteen
and his .uncle s hand.writing was none too clear, Egged
on by his mother, he waddled through the four pages of
his uncle’s script, slowly and painfully,

“Hm !‘:’ said Kamakshi whe
was over, Now, don't tell a
Appah* ar to anyone else,”

n the ordeal of reading
word of this to your

* Father, T

* What is it all about mother ? " asked the boy.
“ You read it, didn’t you?”

“1 think somebody has been calling uncle names,”
guessed the boy.

“Never mind, You run along now and keep your
mouth shut.”

The Dikshidar noticed at the mid-day mea), a quiet
cheerfulness in his wife’s manner and an unusual light-
ness in her gait. He was not aware of the receipt of the
letter from his brother-in-law. After the meal was over
and while he was chewing betel and leaves leisurely, his
wife placed before him a kooja of drinking water and a
tumbler and casually remarked, “ Have you fixed an
auspicious day ? "

“ For what?" asked the Dikshidar.
* Why, of course, for adopting Meena.”

“ Let your brother come ! " said he grimly.

“There is no need,” smiled Kamakshi. * He has
written,”

“When? What has he written? Where is the
letter " asked the Dikshidar. Kamakshi went in and
brought the Jetter. The Dikshidar snatched it from her.
He read the letter with amazement, his eyes growing
wider every second. Kamakshi looked on with an air of
Ltold-you-so. The Dikshidar, after reading the letter,

threw it down in disgust, saying: I don't believe a
word of it 1"

“Pray, why not ? » asked Kamakshi.
*1 never expected him to confess the truth g

“I am reminded,” sneered Kamakshi, “ of the story

of the man who said he had caught a hare and persisted
in maintaining it had three legs. A lot of people whom
you don’t know tell you seme tall stories which you
think is Veda vak® and you refuse to beliave the words of
my own brother whom you have known all these years.”

“Look here!™ flared the Dikshidar, *that man,
the Deputy Tahsildar started this story.  If the story is
not true, ask your brother to go to the Deputy Tahsildar

and secure the Tahsildar's daughter for our Subbu.

Then I will be satisfied.”

“My brother is coming here anyway. We will
speak to him about it then. Meanwhile, I do hope you

- will fix up an auspicious day for the adoption ceremony.

I want to have a big function, invite my friends and have
a good party.”

¢ ’}‘ut, Tut_! ” _said the Dikshidar, damping her
enthusiasm ‘and indicating his opinion that the chances
of an adoption were as remote as ever.

But Kamakshi was not a woman who would keep
quiet once she had set her heart on doing a thing, She
wrote to her brother. Thig time, it was her second
fth ‘_vro;e down wh?t she dictated.
aith n the integrity of her brother, she conv i
the opinion of her husband. * Would it bee};;zgstiglg ltlg
see the Deputy Tahsildar and secure the hand'of his
daughter for Subbu?” asked sister Kamakshi of her
brother, Rangu, in the letter, and this time the letter
brought brother Rangu himself to Mayavaram,

N

. son
Re-iterating her

He came with the usual presents for the chlldlr_en};
He affected an air of nonchalance and tbe gaiety whic
he assumed, off and on, was forced. Ne{ther Kagqu nor
her husband started to discuss the topic whlcf Wﬁs
uppermost in their minds, till late in the pxg}}t, a;lter the
children had been put to sleep. Squatting in the oper:
courtyard, staring at the starry sky _ovethead, it was
Rangaswamy who started the ball rolling.

“Well Kamu, here I am and here is your husband,
You can start proceedings, as we say in the Police Court.
Ask any questions you like.

“ Have you seen the Deputy Tahsildar? "' asked
the Dikshidar sternly.

“ Oh, yes,” Jaughed Rangaswamy. ‘_‘ And I have
convinced him that he has done us a grievous wrong.
Unfortunately his daughter is hooked up already. But,
don’t you. worry about that! I'l fiix up a Deputy Col-
lector's daughter, if you like, for Subbu. Boys are scarce

2= t] N
now-a-days, you know.’ . .
The Dikshidar took up the role of the cross-examiner.

“ Isn't there a street in Saidapet called Vinayagar
Street ? "

“ Why, yes, of course?”

“ YWas not there in the street, a native doctor, called
Ponnuswamy Naicker.” '

“I knew him. The poor man died sometime last
year.

“ Had he a grand-daughter ?”

“ No. He was not married at all. But, look here,
I may as well tell you that aboqt fgur years back [ ha;g
symptoms of diabetes and a bruise in my leg that wou
not heal. I couldn't work, Itook leave and went to
this Naicker for treatment He was under an obligation
to me. Once, he was involved in a riot case and I. did
something to pull him out of the mess he had got .into.
He was naturally grateful and he asked me to stay with
him for treatment and I stayed there for a couple of
months. He cured me. I was in bed most of the time
and food and coffee for me were served from a
Brahmin hotel. While I was there, in bed, a young
woman, some distant relative of the old man, stayed
there also for sometime. I was in bed, unable to move
about. This girl used to attend on me. And you know
people can talk. The moment we heard that some
ramour was going round in the nelghbog’rhood, the old
doctor had the young woman sent away.

“And she came back, I suppose, a year later, to
deliver a child,” scoffed the Dikshidar.

« 't you believe me, Iyah? You could be
charit;g{}el.y d\?gryywell, look at this document!” said
Rangaswamy and produced a sheet of paper. Kamakshi
brought 2 lantern. The Dikshidar ur}folded the paper
and began to read. It was the last will and testament,
written in Tamil, of one Mr. Ramachandra Aiyer,
employed in the police force, appointing Rallway' Police
Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer as sole guardian and
custodian of his mother-less daughter, Meena, and
administrator of certain sundry eﬂfects he possessed.
The document was duly stamped, signed and attested,
and was quite imposing,

The Dikshidar read the document silently and laid
it down. Rangaswamy took it up and read it aloud for
the benefit of his sister., She beamed on him. Tle
Dikshidar coughed, cleared his throat and went out. A
soft moan from inside made Kamakshi hurry towards the
cradle. She presently came back with a precious bundle
in ker arms,

“\Why, Rangu, even Meena wants to hear lha’t’
document read. Lok, she is awake and looking at you.

“Poor kid! ' said Rangaswamy with a lump in his
throat. * No sooner had she found a mother in you,
people are trying to throw her out. She is unlucky.

“Don't say that, Rangu. She is a darling. When
she grows up, she will be very beautiful. Look at her
hands. How tiny, how soft they are! Look at her
eyelashes! have never seen such long eye-lashes in a
baby. And her hair, and the dimples in her cheek! Oh,
she is sweet, and my only regret is that I have no milk
in me to give her.”

The Dikshidar returned suddenly and flung at his
brother-in-law a question, “ Did that young woman
return to the old doctor later and deliver a child?”
asked he,

Rangaswamy Iyer hesitated for a second. ‘I don't
think she did,” he said. *‘ For one thing, her husband
was in jail and for another, she and the old doctor
never hit off well. But honestly, doyou still suspect
that I am not telling you the truth ? "’ asked Rangaswamy,

“No, not at all,” mumbled the Dikshidar and
again went out.

* What is the matter with him?” asked Ranga-
swamy of his sister, jerking his thumb towards the
direction where the Dikshidar vanished.

“He is always like that. Never will admit that he
is in the wrong. It’s my fate!" sighed Kamakshi and
added :.“ Do you know that he has promised to adopt
Meena if it is proved that his suspicions were un-
founded? I think he is sore about it just now.”

“I wish you wouldn’t press him about the adoption
ceremony. Meena has a mother. That is enough for
’
me.

*I have a friend next door, called Sarada. Her
husband is an authority on Sasfras. 1 will find out
through Sarada if we can adopt a daughter. I know
sons could be adopted, but I am not so sure of daughters.
Anyway, if we do have a function, I'll let you know and
you must come without fail.”

“1 wish you would abandon all these ideas of a
function, ceremony and adoption.”

& \/Vhy? "
"“Your husband doesn’t apparently like it. I don’t

wish that Meena should be the cause o,f, any misunder-
standing between you and your husband.

“I am sorry to tell you, brother, that from the
beginning he hasn’t taken to the child kindly : not that
he is harsh or cruel. It is his nature. If by' some
method I could make him openly accept the darling as

13



%L::rrizug}ﬁer, I thought the future would be free from
- However, as vou desire it
mattor any oD, it, I shall not press the

catedcolralit;r;te lfforfr(t)he time bsing at having cleverly extri-
M a complicated position, Head-

S:;ltstable _Rangaswgr.rly Iyer. bade his sister farewel] the
Samﬁorvrvl::giltg ;163']013 his duty. Kamakshi’s naeighbour
$ . ched him depart with quizzical eves ;
already been said that S was an et
2 g - Darada was an unintentional
eavesdropper when the Dikshidar taunted Kamakshi anld
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was not of the scandal-mongermg variety
ur _wi » and when Rangas
z;sg:gc; hxts}.1 snstg..ks}}llqdwondered if there wgas vz:xt;]ytngl:
e Dikshidar's allegation Sh
I . e ¢
ifdarm'z:]kshl after Rangaswamy Iyer’s depart?.ll\!:d ag:ll
ad oi i;tu'rned the conversation to hig visit. * Now
}vs,' e 1s coming here often, I suppose it is M o
Who is the attraction,” said Sarada. s e

[1}

Ygs. He is her guardian,”
added ; “ only yester-night, he wa
document appointing him as the gu
You know, it is a sad story—1I mean

said hamakshi and

ardian of the child,
Meena'’s parentage,”
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I know,” said Sj igni
the subject, arada significantly and changed

Sarada was vastly intri
as. gued. Who were M !
parents? Was it true, as the Dikshidar orig‘ig:n?ls
alleged, that Meena was born to a Sudra woman ? i

Why should Kamakshi’s brother
ment ?' What was in the document ? VI{;:SI:E:: ?)dl?chu
dar satisfied with the document ? Unable t6 decidl any
of these questions or bear the burden of the see Tot,
:,?:l r}:lentloned 1the dmatter to her husband one ng}f:'

¢ was pleased at the welcom iation i .
theme of her curtain lectures. ;Ieva;;gfggzg Zitt::le
t}ve]y till the end, ruminated s;
htt.le. anfi‘ finally expressed an
opinion. ~ These men in the police
ha_ve 1o morals. I think what the
Dikshidar said to his wife must
be true. Good Godl What a
humbug the Dikshidar isl And
what piety he assumes, with a

Sudra kid in his 1
next time—" house!  The

“ Aren't you my
mother, ammg 7

s reading to us the °

“hat'll do!” said Sarada with an air of finality.
**1 am sorry I told you. Kamu is my friei'nd. And, after
all, the child may be of Brahmin origin!

But the mischief was done. Sarada's husband told
the story to his friend. The friend passed it on to another.
And thus the stery spread all over the agraharant. But
none had the courage nor were there opportunities to
confront either the Dikshidar or Kamakshi with the

story.

The stigma that there was something shady about
her birth struck to Meena from her third year. As she
grew up and went to school, even her school-matgs
assumed a superior air of tolerance towards her. Txl!
her seventh year, she grew with the belief that Kggnakshx
and Dikshidar were her parents. Kamakshi's sons
treated Meena as their own sister and the boys were
really fond of her. But as Meena grew, she begar} to
notice certain peculiarities in the attitude and behavxqur
of people in the agraharam _towards her. VYhep wl.t,h
a girl-friend, Gowri, she went nto the kitchen in (zown s
house, ber triend’s mother bade her get out, almost in a
harsh and outraged manner. Then, there was the
incident of Subbu Patti who used to throw the vessel
from which Meena drank water ina corner wheneyer
Meena sought a drink from the Patti's house, \ZV}leh
adjoined the school. Mesena had also noticed that Subbu
Patti never threw into a corner vessels from Whl'Ch other
children drank water. A hundred little things like tl}ese
worried Meena and to crown it all, she was dragged into
a quarrel, one day, after the school hour.

was bullying a young child who had bought
sometv?gés. The ybully demanded half-share and the
younger one refused. A tussle ensued. Meena and some
of her class-mates who were Jooking on, but afraid to
interfere, called the bully a choice string qf names. The
bully retorted. He found vivid appellations for every
one of his traducing girl-friends. An‘c} when he came to
Meena, he roundly called her as one Who didn’t know
who her father and mother were.” As he threatened
them with bodily violence, they ran helter-sl::e}ter, and
Meena found herself breathless, after an exciting run.

* Ghe rested in the Pillayar Mantapam and only Sokku

who was three years her senior was with her.

“ Gokku dear,” said Meena,  did you hear what that
brute said about me?” ,

“7did. Ihave also heard people say that you are
not your mother’s daughter.”

“ Not my mother’s daughter! What do you mean 2"

“ They say that youf mother only adopted you when

you were a baby.
“Who then was my mother? Who was my

father ?” ’
“1 don't think 1 should tell you all that?”

“ Why not?”
“1 once heard my mother telling something to my

nt, and when I questioned my mother further, she
:I‘:Ogéd me off. This much’,,I think, is certain. Kamakshi

amma is not your mother. \
“Could it be that my parents died when I was

young ? 9"

:I heard that your mother died after giving birth to
you.

“And my father?”

“—is living.”

“Who is he?”

“They say your uncle Rangu is your father.”

“Iam glad. I like bim very much. But—"

* But, what?”

* Why is he uncle to me and not father ?”

“Listen Meena. I might as well tell you the whole
story, Your mother was a Sudra woman.”

“ What!"”

“That is what everybody says. Some don’t believe
it.”

“Isee!™ caid Meena with understanding. * That
accounts for a great many things which were puzzling
me. Subbu I’atti throwing away the vessel from which
I drank water; Gowri’s mother warning me off the
kitchen. But—"

“Goon!”

"
If my mother was a Sudra, why do you say uncle
Rangu was my father. He couldn’t have married her.”

“He couldn't, even if he tried—and that is the
trouble.”

“1 don’t understand.”

“You will, when you grow-up. If I were you, I
wouldn't worry over all these things. No one seems to
know for certain who your parents are.”

“But I must know. I can’t bear to think that the
appah and amwnah 1 have been calling all these years
aren't mine. Assoon as I go home I am going to ask
ammah about this. Oh, dear, to think she isn't my
ammah, Why, my heart would brezk. Come, let us go.”

“Don’t tell her that I told you all these things,”
wa;ned Sokku.

Kamakshi was waiting for the return of Meena
from schocl. She had gathered together comb, oil and
flowers for doing Meena’s hair, and in the almirah was a
little sweet, set apart for Meena. Cooking for the night
was over and her boys had gone out to play. The
Dikshidar had left the day before for an adjacent village
and Kamakshi was alone.

There was a patter of little feet, school-books were
flung away and Meena came rushing in and hugged her
mother.

* Aren't you my mother?” sobbed Meena.

“There, there, there! Whatever is the matter?”
asked Kamakshi alarmed at the child’s pitch of emotion,

“ Aren't you my mother, amma?”

* What a funny question! I am your own mother,
darling!”

“And I am not a Sudra kid?”

“Good lord! Whoever put the idea into your
head !” And Kamakshi hugged Meena closer to herself,

[What is in store for unfortunate Meena ?]
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Is it Hollywood Cricket?

HERE have been plenty of

’] excellent films this balf year—
possibly a better average than

ever before for any first half.
year—but each of the outstanding hits bas been of a
distinct mould. Musicals, adventure films and even those
items called society plays have been spaced with a nice
regard for one another; and the picture-houses have

not been cluttered with too many imitations of the big
successes.

From the stand-point of courage and awareness of
new and vital fields for dramatisation, Walter Wanger's
Private Worlds and Warners’ censor-mangled Black

Fury mark Hollywood's highest attainments for the
half-year.

With the Lives of @ Bengal Lancer and Clive of
India leading the way, the studios are doing everything
possible to show colonial Englishmen as the brave and
honourable gentlemen as they no doubt were. But
‘there has never been shown the ' natives’ side at all.
That will never happen until we in India come to our
own. So, for sometime to come, world-audiences will
be fed on this propagandist muck and make them say
Ehat it is a fine thing for imperialistic nations to exploit

uncivilised : people’, and that it is something less than -

cricket for ‘ the natives to defend their homes by any
possible means’,

A Midsummer Night’s Dream

A Midsummer Night's Dream, now almost ready

for the cash customers, seems likely to break all the
records for length,

The release version of this drama will probably
run to 13,009 feet. A midsummer night's session ! David
Copperfield is a mere 11,700.

It was originally intended to show the Warner film
at a length of 18,000 feet. By trimming the speeches,
however, they removed another 5000 feet before the
picture was shown in Will Hayes’ office for his blessing.
A Midsummer Night's Dream is a film of impressive
figures in another direction. Totalling up the accounts to
date, the enterprising “ Bros.” estimate that the picture
has cost them 1,800,000 dollars to make. They think

something ought to be done about it—and they hope we
are going to do it,
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What's Good For Kiddies!

A League of Nations Committee,
examining the effects, of cinema on
children, reached a strange con-
clusion that screen pictures are not
doing any harm to youngsters. This, I must say, should
be accepted with a qualification, Only the sex pictures
seem to have concerned them !

The things that do mattter however are the knives
and guns shown in action. This is not only unwhole-
some entertainment but a dangerous example to the
easily susceptible minds of the imaginative and imitative
kids! What have they done about this ?

Vina Delmar

Miss Vina Delmar is a novelist of the best-seller

variety and is in a position to reject many offers for
her work.

~ One day she accepted an offer to go to Hollywood
immediately and write an original for Joan Crawford.

On her way, Miss Delmar outlined the Crawford

story. A few days later she reported that she was
working on the script.

The authorities changed their mind about her work

and wished her to adapt a property they had. Miss
Delmar agreed, finished the job and left M. G. M.

Now Miss Delmar had, left with herself, a very
original story. She made it into a novel and sold it to an
American magazine for 20,000 dollars. M.G.M. bought
the story for another 20,000 dollars ! The picture they
made from it was Sadie McKee, starring Joan Craw-

ford )
: Mae West

Mae West, as a connoissieur of masculine charms,
has bravely chosen the screen’s most romantic men,
who can do the most damage to feminine hearts,

Her list is:

James Cagney, Paul Cavanau

gh, Gary Cooper, Bi
Crosby, Clark Gable and George Ra'ft. pen, Bing

It is interesting to note that Mae West i
admirer of Clark Gable. ’ v

All her other nominees, with the e i
, xception of
Cagney, work on her home lot. P °

Will Paramount and Metro enable
West and Clark Gable as a team?

us ‘to see Mag

Exeunt Doctors!

by M. S. Anantha Row

Sketches by Mali

i I am
my words and take notlcgl ;
M Al?rﬁpxgd b; Dhanvanthri and the Chinese sage

Shen Nung.

hy, Sabhapathy
Your Homeopathy, Allopat .
and Venkatapathy will dwindle into tommy-rot before

my simple tips.

i i hich means
re in the grip of depression, Wi
therevizen?)t much money about. And money is on a}llong
holiday. That being so why spend the little you have

on costly doctors ?

iptions hereinafter
If you make use of my prescrip
appearinS;, it will mean to you mote than an apple a day
to keep the doctor away!

A word more. I'm in Samadhi in t‘he I—Iimalayas1é
communing with the Infinite, so don't try toI tgg.:;,t
me, because there is no post-man here. Anyway A
want thanks. * *

Cold : There are no filthy
inhalants to sniff at; no
bandages. The patien t
should adjust three be_ed}es
side by side between his lips
and puff away right to the
end. As a diet, three spoon-
fuls of chillies’ powder and
three spoonfuls of pepper
thrice a day will a}ld a
rapld cure. If no relief is
obtained, brand the
nose.

: hat part of the head where the

i I-{ead-cltfc ;tlfu; v%gz;’: l:ead i: affected, deal accordingly.
pain lies over-ripe brinjals and two rotten oranges.
Take Ho into a thick paste and season with an ounce
Make therr 3 il. Rub the mixture on the affected part
of kerass® tox éressure as you can. You' may also make
ient smell the above-said mixture in lieu of smell-

the pation Two applications will suffice. If the pain
o Saltsilang him (the sufferer, I mean) to the ceiling.

persists disgrace to humapity and beyond the purview of

Heisa
e barb d pig-bile are
-, .—Calomel, Rhubarb, ox and pig-b!
Jal’:n::ziéolutely ! ’Grive the victim a piece of blug
o hew. If it turns red, it is jaundice pure anf
ey w0 ant 'the body with a concentrated solution od
s}mplex'zitrate expose him to the sun for t_xalf an hou:hartl
SI'IVH' ina five per cent solution of rodium thiosulphate.
%}ﬁl? lg;c:cess gives him a fine blue-black colour, effacing

. the hateful yellow.

S 22—6—35
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Tooth-ache :—There is prachf:ally _mo_use in
inisteri i tholic acid. Fomenta-
administering oil of cloves or ca B .| Pogage
2 the patient in politics,

2 which should make
him forget his pain. If
this method fails, give
him a jigsaw or cross-
word puzzle. As a last
resource you may pro-
pose a riddle to him.
Before he proceeds to
anewer it, give him a
sharp slap onthe

affeited part. That will fix him up.

— <

—

X his is no disease at all, being buta
pluracl:?)lfaﬁ:z;t }')I;anch of mat_hematics callecll{ calculuse.
If anybody wishes to contradict me and see'tsh toRpSroz_’;0
that I'm wrong, he may apply. to me Wi » f.a 3
contradiction-fee, liable to forfeit in dca‘s‘ec 1cu1us—-'
Lettets should be registered and marke 2l
Calculi” P. B. 78, Hunsur.

Pleurisy : 1t was believed that the disease was hdue
to an inflammation of the lungs. That is exac.tly w ere.
my system differs. It diagnosesblthe corr;plaxgt i ;ahu;ts;

i i it si
is in possession of a terrible secret an
ﬁe::;illr; ls<‘)n his chest. He wants to dsay it b\gt clz:.nnofx.
1 i s back.

is breath comes up to the hps and goes b
glrirli)sing number of to-and-fro Journeysl o_f tl’tls %r?i?;
) 0 3 - an

:nos about this disease. Buy him a clarione
Eﬁﬁgﬁve hours’ practice per day for a week. A'tllthe end
of that period, either the disease will go or he will,

Fever: The time-
honoured and empirical
quinine  bisulphate s
no good—a perfect
wash-out. Instead, ask
the patient to sit in the
sun all day long with a
huge fire burning before
him. If the fever doesn’t
{ade off by evening,
plant his wife or aunt
before him with a broom-
stick in her hand.

Ear-ache: Release a mating hornet in the affected
ear. By evening, there will be no more trouble.

(Continusd on page 21)
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The Letters of Private

54. Entertaining the Visitor

Madras, 22nd June 1935
Dear Mother,

O you remember Jacques, the French sajlor ?
]D) After showing him some of the sights of the

town, Boggins and 1 took him towards the
Fort,

“Hey, Jacques,” said Boggins, as we made for
St. George's Gate, * Mongey >

Mongey is a wonderful word, It is pidgin-Trench,
and in almost every country the peopl‘e‘z seem to know
that it stands for food. If you say ~ Mongey?” to a

Hottentot or an Eskimo, he immediately looks hungry,
and rubs his stomach,

There is no universal word for drink,
hardly necessary. You simply have to crook your elbow
and cock your head on one side, and your guest shows
marked animation, unless he isa Scotsman. If heis a
Scotsman, he betrays no outward emotion, but instantly
produces a corkscrew, Many a Scot has travelled all

th only a corkscrew. He regards it
as the one indispensable article of luggage, and it ig
always labelled in large letters, ‘ Wanted On Voyage’,

In reply to Boggins’ query, the Frenchman gesti-
culated with pleasure, and said he was most agreeable.
This is one of the secrets of talking French: any word
ending with ‘able’ is a French word; only you pro-
nounce it as if there were no ‘e’ on the end. This ryle
gives you a large number of useful terms, such as formi.
dable, terrible, comfortable, and admirable. Yoy are
thus supplied with a stock of adjectives, For your verbs,
you keep to the longer English ones that come from
Latin, and put an ‘e’ on the end. For your nouns, you
employ gesture, and a system of trial and error, The
resulting jargon is atrocious, but it is understood.
Exchanging compliments and polite observations mn this
language, Jacques accompanied us into the Fort,

After proceeding for some
a halt. “ Tiens!" he cried, “ B
building! Your Government

but one is

“ That isn't a ruin,” I protested, “ it is our barracks,”
“ But how it is antique! " marvelled Jacques.

I'll show you something,” said Boggins, and 1eq
him to the upper storey. *“Look at that flooring,” he

continued, counting the date on his fingers, “it is good
French oak, 14id down in 1782.”

He described how it got there. In 1787

A Z, the soldiers
went out in small boats, and captured b

French war-ship called Lg Gloire, The f
barracks were rotten, so the soldiers used
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Y surprise a
oors of their
the decks of

bgerformance was

the French ship in replacement. They similarly re-
floored the Officers’ Mess. Finally, they erected the ship’s

main-mast as a flagstaff ; the one that still stands by the
South Sea Gate,

Jacques expressed polite interest, and hoped that
Soon a war-ship of some other nation would pass by and

expose itself to capture, as it was time for the barracks
to be repaired again,

We led our friend across to the Regimental Institute.

Tt is surprising to think that this building was originally
part of an Armenjan

monastery. The monkg
were turned out ip
1702. They moved
their church stone by
stone, and re-built it in
Armenian Street, where
it still stands,

“Sammy 1 cried
Boggins, leading the
way into the erstwhije
monkish refectory.

“Sir!”replied
Sammy  the waiter,
with a broad grip,

“ Recite the meng! »
ordered Boggins.

Sammy’s grin grew
wider. He put his
hands behind him, }ike.
a little'boy at a concert,
and rapidly chanted 2
long list of dishes, stay-
ting with mutton.cut.
lets, and ending with
haricot-beans, Boggins
beat time as if conduct-
ing an orchestra,

“ There 1" said
Boggins to Jacques,
when this rapid-fire
I over,

what will you haye y*

“Please? ™ said

Jacques feebly,

“ Repeat 1 " Crieq
Boggins. Sammy chap,.
ted his bill-of-fare
again, and aJi the sgl-
diers joined in aq if it
were an anthem, whijle
Boggins conducted,

Joyfull

" .
id
“ Excuse me, I do not comprehend,” sa

Jacques. § o
“ Well, have the same as we do,  Sugg

Boggins.
“ With pleasure,” assented Jacques.

. [y
“Right you are!” replieddBogg%l\?é’u l\ll](;vgé
shipping-order.
gafcllng.’iloiszndacofﬁn-nails, babies’ heads, and
e n
three lots of T. N. T. .
‘ alarmed at the ganmba
of the menu. When the first dish i\;vtz;s
natufilt he examined it wnh sor?g gnx aid.
i h laughed. *‘Dead sailors!™ he ngl,,’
Th'elt]'ngeto some fish-cutlets. An‘z‘i coﬁin-x:;;ld L
l’i?ligs; were fried potato-fingers. Very g !
he added, highly amused.

le-
The babies’ heads turned out to be app

Jacques seemed

the I- II- T- IS it n°t a DOWe!fUI eXDlOSlve?

he asked. “ Make you burst, bang?”

1)
i it is,” agreed
“ s right; and here it s,
Boggix;ls;ha;foduging three bottles of aerated
]
lemonade. - . -
When the banquet was over, Tiny qukmst sx(x)gfgzsl,ltr
impromptu concert for the el}tertamminble Dur
e ma‘pOrder 1" cried Tiny, tapping orlx a “aI > with
%I?esrtr.lallet used for broaching beer-barrels,
e

Freddy Moore!”

i f

d, because Freddy Moore is one 0

E‘_’efyi:;’ %’h%r?iz?se' the will of God that they S?:clildlg

those sm%emselves to sawing wood. Howev%r, reddy

confine £¢ ushed forward, and another chap lled

P w%:/h{)te sat at the pianp to accqmpatﬂz plo.

gg:ﬁg White is no relationhto nggv:; OV\}’lZ;te;n > loot

ite 1 e one

ballqr. blihiillzy\zgg?orishtis ears were constructed for

music,

brushing flies off the top of his head.

: i llad about &
e sang a lugubnous. ba 1
.Fredc_ly l\ggm;he battle-field. 'Soldxers alvgg;i;l:f
Soml}?'ggstnsgongs when they are feeling merry. ,
lugubri

the chorus was quite lively.
And when I'm dead......" piped Freddy Moore
“And w
in a high voice. |
“ And when I'mdead..:.." we repeated, ih out
"
lowest bass.
i dy ; and
% Dow’'t bury me at all......” continued Freddy

“ Just pickle my bones.eu.s

In alcohol......”" sang Freddy.

“ I, alcohol I " we chanted, at the bottom of out

boots.

i i lusion, after
ught his song to its conc :
'Freddljl’ ‘3:: ;gurprising last requests oil tdhe cs:lcilxxlegr
rel.atmg ¥ he battle-field,. We all applaude » cry t,
gyéx;lg cﬁnhitm out!’ Tiny Hopkins chucked him out,
u 1

but he sneaked in again by the back way.

“ Order!” cried Tiny. * In honour of our distin-
rder !

d visitor, we will now present that favourite item,
Vi 3

guishe Gentlemen,

“The King Was In The Counting-House "
stand ! "'

i ose
The pianist struck a _rmghty chord, and we all r
to our feet and began to sing :

“ The King was in the counting-house

] ut his money.

(Il‘%néz:‘i: was in the parlonr

Eating bread aud honey.

The maid was in the garden

Hanging out the clothes, vird

When down came G ,lzlack- 1y

And bit off her nose,
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This song is performed with an elaborate ritual. At
mention of the King, we salaam with the utmost venera-
tion. Then we indicate a dignified counting-house, and
start counting coins. When we come to the money, we
gesticulate like micers, and sing the word in a smug way.
After showing the Queen wearing her crown and sitting
in a regal parlour, we eat the bread-and-honey with every
mark of greed. Then we impersonate the buxom maid
tripping into the garden and methodically pegging the
King’s underpants on the line, Now comes the
climax, We spread our arms like hawks, swoop
down on the unfortunate
girl, bite her nose off, and
collapse on the floor in
confusion,

“Please, Sergeant,” we pleaded. “ Can't we escott
Jacques to the gate ? ”

‘ “ You'll have to get a move on,” said the Sergeant.
You must all be in by tattoo.”

“ Right you are, Sergeant!’ we promised, and we
lgd Jacques in procession to the South Sea Gate,
singing that cryptic ditty,

* Soime say, * Good Old Sergeant !’
Others say ”

What the others say is never ascertained, be-
cause everybody coughs.

Jacques delivered a
stirring farewell speech,

Jacques shrieked with
laughter at this absurd
exhibition. We invited
him to join us in an
encore, which he did with
alacrity, though almost
helpless with mirth, We
laughed all the more
because he was not perfect
in the ritual. He pegged

2. What is the official signat
the Queen on to the of the Archibishop oFIngrll:r?’

clothes-line, and when he
should have been counting

l. In which country doec the racks.
Thames have

his coins, he was flapping 3. Which island

his arms like a black-bird.

‘ “Hurrah ! we shouted,
Now Jacques must give
us a song!”’

Jacques announced that !
he would sing a French
song that we could all J
understand.  First he
strutted up and down
with his hands stuck out
behind him like a tail,
and sang some words
ending with ‘Cock-a-
doodle-doo I" Then he ran

round in fussy’circles, singing a line which ended, ‘Cluck,
cluck, cluc;k! And so he went on, imitating a cock and
2 hen, until at the conclusion of the song the two birds
were roosting on the same branch, crowing together.

This comical song greatly took our fancy, and we
all begr'an. to practise it, We perched on chairs and
tables, imitating cocks and hens, until the place was like
a lunatic farm-yard. Tiny Hopkins, crowing strongly,
pursued Boggins round the room, while the latter fled,
clucking in alarm. In the midst of the pandemonium,
there came the sound of a stick thundering on the door.

“Time, gentlemen, please!”
duty.

At this, balf-a-dozen fellows joined hands, and
danced round the Sergeant, singing. Chalky White

danced outside the ring, pretending to be a fairy scatter.
Ing rose petals on the Sergeant,

* That's all right boys,” said the Sergeant good.

hllmouredly “ Come Vi y
. on now-
] N ] Hl ent you any

20

cried the Sergeant on

Ireland or Iceland ?
« 4 What is a schipperke ?

Answers on bage 24

and wept a few tears,
and started to kiss us all
good-bye.  Fortunately,
before it was my turn,
the bugler began to sound
* First Post ', and we had
to hurry back to bar-

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULL.

THE END

e e e pa——

A BOLD FRONT
(Continued from page 8)

And afterwards, the

manager sent through

the following order to the
costumiers: “We're
changing the pink bras

k sieres next week. Send
us a similar number of

vellow ones. The gitls
l&s)u'e ’Eloing a Chinese num-
er. ‘

its  source ?

is larger —

Epilogue.

“So you see, gentle-

. men,” brightly concluded
the President of Lusty-Bust Brassieres Limited, * fortune

has smiled on us and

§ on our works, and we can confi-

dentlx %ook forward to a long period of prosperity.
needehtardtly remind you, gentlemen, that at one
: atest anxiety was the nudism movement
gg:;cahali gatherec! such strength throughout the country.
model :Jlasset\?olt hedm‘];engm of our Mr. Jones, a sheer silk

; ved whic

mOSt‘fastl dious nudists. proved acceptable to all but the
solved Il}nothel: of our serious problems was successfully
to the ag qurl;f genious Mr. Smith. I refer, of course,
for the 1 mlrabe air-filled brassiere he especially designed
°% robustly built of the fair sex. Now that this

model haS been ma d ; g
have‘f"mfmous Sales,e thoraughly leak proof, it should

urs is now one o i i
world, gentlen: §.the greatest industries of the

. 0. And I think we may be excused for
Patting ourselves op th
substantial part e back when we reflect on the

- we have i i ¢
and ideals of thy w0r¥d lg}ayed in remodelling the tastes

THE END

Exeunt Doctors I—(Continued from page 17)

Insoimnia :—The medical guys of olden days thought

i ally accompanied by dyspepsia.
it was a nerve trouble, usually ed by dyspepsia.

hand, it is due
to a staggering
increase of
members in the
family and an
ever-ebbing pay.
The wusual
mustard  foot-
bath andalcohol,
only breed
trouble. Chase
the patient round and round the room,_armed with
a revolver. Dart murderous glances at hlrp. _Repea;'f
“I'll hang you if you don't trot off to sleep this minute,

two hundred times. This is the best course.

Hysteria: This disease is the tradg-mark of young
and beautiful women. The wn@er-chapples make use of
this petticoat psychology in their tosh and ma_ke mongy;
If a gir] goes into hysterics, the best method is to bring
another girl on to the scene and a'sk hgr to make horrible
faces at the patient. The hysterics will stop at once.

Ipitaiion —It is true that this disease pertains to
the hf;ﬁ'tl? Whether everybody has got a heart in .hxs
tummy is a question that has perplexgd many patho]oglits.
When the editor refused my Al sk;ts, I doubted whether
he had a heart, and wrote tc an eminent pathologist 11ln
Andamans. Mr. John Crab (that was his name) thoug t
he had one in his carcass bpt was surprised to hear g at
others too had it, i.e,, had it not. At any rate, I have
come to the conclusion that everybody possesses a pga;-
shaped organ yclept the heart—except editors and t exlr
subs. Only those who have a heart can sqﬁ”ex: frogn pal-
pitation or heart-burn. The cause of palpitation is_ no;
over-work or fatigue but the result of being badly ]ilte
by the idol of one’s heart. My system is equal. tg
the occasion and gives you the following remedy. C m;l
to the tallest tower in the market-square and call.tlde
passers-by below all names you know of. As a shield,
you may use a deal-board or an umbrella. This amuse-
ment will drive off your palmtatlon. Or possxbly. some-
body might come stealthx_ly at your back and trip you
over. This will do the trick completely.

Plague :—1f it s bubonic, cut off the bubo with one
tney to the

heffield scalpels and apply mango chuiney
of :tl.le ?\]ext give him large doses of brandy. You'll have
Slz) worries from the patient afterwards except a few
grdans‘. In case it is sceptic, give him a drink comprising

sixteen ounces of sulphuric acid and four ounces of
milk. In a couple of hours, all that you need will be an
undertaker.

Sleeping-sickness: A very pardonable complaint.
The day following a night of reckless roving or attend-
ing a drama is very auspicious for this disease. ’Some-
times you'll get this complaint and snore off precisely at
the hour you had to keep an appointment or catch a
train. The best preventive is to keep a fifty-pound
weight on your belly before you retire.

Rheumatism :—Whether chronic or sub-acute, it
does not much matter.
You will not find any-
good through Turkish
baths or massage.
The best remedy is
to engage a prize-
fighter and cajole the
patient into fighting
with him. At the end
of the day, give a
coating of tar to the body and stick white feathers
liberally over him.

Sea-sickness: Some gossamer guys will catch this
disease for a lark immediately they board a ship, Stealing
others’ possessions is a tried remedy. In some stubqu
cases, the suffering guys will have fo pick up qparrels w1§h
the Captain of the liner. This done, the sickness ywll
vanish into the ambient air. Or drink as much bilge
water as you can. The skipper will supply it gratis.

Pthisis: This beautiful scourge
has chosen young litereti for its
prey. The chief cause of pthisis 1s
the rebuffs the cribbed scribblers
get from Editors. The victims
will have no peace of mind. Johnny
Keats died of this complaint. ;t
appears John Bunyan sold his
banian and hat with a view Fo
purchase that peace of mind in
Bedford market. At last he found
it gratis in Bedford gaol. The
best cure is to send the rejection-slips back with
regrets and take to snake-charming.

* * * *

My donkey-gland treatment will be the wonder of
the age. Anybody undergoing this treatment lives a
charmed life, immune from all disease. A guarantee of
two-hundred years’ life is also offered to those who get
treated. But wait till I secure patents in all countries

THE END

il S
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Being o baper vead before  the Geographical

Society by {)octor Bogus, the intrepid explorer ; and
set down by Embusque °,

]LEGENDS have long been current of the existence
0

fa race_of men with tails, inhabiting the hinter.

land of chhingunga, but any confirmation of the

story has been hitherto impossible, It is only by

the accident of fortune that T am now able to throw light

on the matter, following my experiences with the recent
ill-fated expedition,

I will not harrow your feelings,
description of the final catastrophe th
venture. The gad story is but too
Isa general impression that I was d
at the time, charged with the important duty of keeping
the donkeys out of the rain, This, however, is not the
case. Now that I am the sole survivor of the expedition,
I can reveal that I was one of the devoted little band
that made the final assault on the impregnable mountain,

When the blizzard descended upon ys,
& short distance from the top. Like my
tompanions, 1 was soon

Gentlemen, with a
at overwhelmed oyr
well-known.  There
own at the base-camp

we were but

top.. unfortunate
burled. 1n the snow, However,

» and packing it beneath my body. After a
ew _hours, the sun appeared again, and I found that, by

8ving raised myself with the snow as it piled up, I wag
now level with the top of the mountain, With beating
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e Tail-men

heart I stepped forward, fired by the ambition to plant
the British flag on the topmost peak. But Fate inter-
vened. My iron-shod foot slipped on the rocky outcrop

that marked the absolute summit, and I fell~dows the
other side of the mountain,

I descended a distance -of three or four miles,
fortunately accompanied by an avalanche of snow that
broke my fall. I came to rest in a sheltered valley,
hitherto untrodden by civilised man. I took a long pull
at the keg of brandy with which I was provided. After
a copious drink, I lapsed into unconsciousness,

Some time later, I became aware of a figure bending
over me. I sat up in surprise.

What I beheld wasg something like a gorilla. It
walked on two legs, but with the body bent somewhat
forward. It had long arms, clawlike fingers—and a
tail,. Not unnaturally, my apprehensions were aroused

at this sight. I had not thought the brandy to be S0
strong,

I was agreeably relieved to hear the being addresg
me in human language, though I could not follow the

purport of his témarks, 1 gathered, however, that his
name was Bo.

When I was fully recovered, Bo led me to the
settlement of the Tail-Men. The valley was entirely
inhabited by this race, Though cut off from the rest of
mankind many ages ago, it enjoyed a highly-organised
civilisation. I was introduced to Po, the chief magistra-
te, and to Lo, the principal of the university.

Lo had a wonderful system of teaching languages
by the direct method, a system almost as magical ag
some of those advertised in the periodicals of oyr tail-
less countries. Suffice it to say that within a fortnight
I was talking Caudalese with the greatest fluency, though
handicapped by the absence of a tail with which to make
the appropriate gesticulations,

The Caudalese believe that they are the only people
in the world who have tails, and that consequently they
are superior to all others. They consider the tail to be
the most sacred and important part of the body. Ag
their bodies are well-covered with hair, they wear no

clothing, but deck their tails with the most costly and
elaborate finery.

The tail forms such an important adjunct to their
language, that my taillessness amounted to an impedi.
ment of speech., On meeting, the Caudalese shake tails ;
and they use them to convey every kind of emotion,
Pleasure is indicated by wagging the tail, anger by
lashing it to and fro, When the tai] ig elevated, it
signifies complacency, and when it is depressed between
the legs, it registers fear. But all kinds of delicate
inflexions of meaning are also conveyed b
Lovers have a language of the tail, and the most sublime
Caudalese poetry depends for itg effect upon the
emotional tail-movements of the reader,

of Kinchingunga

The Caudalian theologians hold that at one tmzel :sli
mankind had tails; but all except their oXnC ;::;1 > lost
them, as a punishment for sitting on thenlll. ) ucaliad
never sits on his tail. A Cauc.ialese c ha'lrh (ionsu o
elbow and knee-rests, and a cushion on whic (t:kne;;;l)ing
o siomach, They mey dhs be sei 0 o wneclin
forward, and not sitting ba o ivhen taking their

ders fasten feathers to their tails, and,
:l?:et’ati?zsclar their heads, fan themselves and keep-off the

flies.

Ths inhabitants have many garqeslof skllkl ::g? ::1)?
battledore-and-shuttlecock, played entirely Dy )
the tail. Championship-matches
attract a larger concourse,
and arouse keener enthu§1asm,
than even our own at mebl.e-
don. The virtuost play certain
musical instruments with their
tails, and give concerts by per-
forming on sets of bells. Others
apply rosin to the tail, apd'pl‘ay
on it with a bow, like a violinist.
The children fasten two reeds
to the tip of the tail, and, py
whirling it around in t}xe air,
produce aeolian harmonies. A
mass-performance by school
children, with thogsands of
tails gyrating in unison, pro-
duces a sublime musical eﬂ'e:ct,
and provides a staggering
spectacle.

There is no trafﬁc-prgblem
in Caudalia, as the practice of
walking arm.in-arm is un-
known. The people move about
in single file, each holding the
tail of the next ahead. I once
saw no less than 5,000 persons
in such a processi_on, winding
across the valley like a huge
serpent. They were on their
way to a tail-beauty contest.

The coloutr, size, shape, anq
general appearance of the tail
are matters that constantly
engage the thoughts of all
Caudalians. A stumpy taxl'ls
considered vulgar, as is a hairy
tail or a bony tail. The best
tail is of smooth contour and
pink texture, tapering evenly to
a point. It is a _common
practice for young ladies to put
their tails into curlers at night,
so that they may acquire the

by ‘Embusque’

Hllustrated by Mali
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most-admired proportions. A young lady's tail is
carried with a slight modish droop, while a gentleman of
fashion wears his tail judiciously elevzted.

Even the poorest classes pay mucl: attention to the
adornment of their tails, They use flowers, feathers,
lace, and jewellery, arranged in the most fantastic modes.
The fashions are constantly changing. One fashion
consists in puffing-out the tail with feathers into the

form of a brush, with a bladder at the end. Another
consists of coloured rings

fixed at equal distances
along the tail, with a thim-
ble-like jewel at the end.
Another greatly in favour
among the ladies is a
series of bows in multi-
coloured ribbons, finished
off with a nosegay of
flowers,

The barbers do a great
business in Caudalia, and
are considered the ruling
class. Every Caudalian
has his tail shaved,
washed, shampooed, and
perfumed each morning,

. Ebor.

before it is adorned for Iap'dog'
the day. The barbers

annoint and tattoo tails, -

and make sheaths to ®

protect tails, from be-
coming roughened or
chapped in cold weather.
They also make false
tails, for those who have
been unfortunate enough
to lose or be deprived of their tails.

The greatest punishment known to the Caudalian
penal code is the total amputation of the tail, Thig
is only applied in cases of murder, or where the lex
tatlonis is invoked—the law of a tail for a tail, He
who deprives another of his tail, shall lose his own tail.

There are no prisons in Caudalia. When a man is
arrested by the police, his tail is tied to a post outside
the court, and there he remains until brought to trial.
Owing to the sacred nature of one'’s tail, the criminal
hever presumes to release himself, Similarly, a felon

Answers to questions on page 20

. Gloucestershire.

2
3. lceland.
4

. It is a kind of

sentenced to close confinement simply has a string tied
to his tail, and the other end his held by a warder.

In the university, there is a strong Faculty of
Tailology, which deals with the philosophy and
physiology of the tail.

The valley swarms with Tailomancers, who profess
to tell fortunes, solve problems, and predict events, by
studying the peculiarities of individual tails. The
Tailomancers also pretend to supply remedies to make
the tail beautiful, and to
brew philtres by which a
maiden with a common-
place tail may win the
love of the most hand.
somely-tailed man in the
valley.

It was my intention to
bring back many curious
evidences of this wonder.
ful people, but unfortu.
nately the mode of my
departure precluded the
taking of any luggage.
When I signified my
wish to return to the
other side of the mountain
towering over our heads,

my good friend Po pro-
{ cured four of the strongest
tail-wrestlers in the valley.
These remarkable men
had so cultivated their
tail-muscles, that they
exceeded the strength of
the strongest steel springs.

Coiling their tails beneath
me, they suddenly exerted the full force of their strength.

I was shot high into the air, just skimmed the summit
of the mountain, and descended in an avalanche to
within a short distance of the base camp on the other
side. Here I found the donkeys still unharmed. Much
shaken by my perilous passage through the stratosphere,
I resorted to a deep draught from my brandy-keg, and
sank to the ground completely overcome,

It was thus I was found by the rescue-party, still
clasping the brandy-keg which had accompanied me
throughout my adventyres,
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& EAR Auntie,” writes ; spr}ilghtly youetha,
you are always preten 1{1g that you ar
terrible old gargoyle who is scorned by.men,
and endures all sorts of ridiculous slights.
Actually, T wouldn't mind betting that, you are one of the
smart young women-writers who are springing up now-a-
days. Iknow you are a woman, because" your replies
have.a feminine, as well as a feline touch.

't that sweet of the dear boy? Though I'm not
sure {ilzla.tt Ihlike the word ‘feline’. To settle the ques-
tion, Auntie will hold a referendum of hgr regdcr-s, on
Nazi lines. You all have to vote on the ‘question: Is
Auntie feline? > The papers of those who answer in the
affirmative will be destroyed, and then a count will be
taken. Auntie is sure that the result will be overwhelm-
ingly in her favour.

Regarding the other point, Auntie can remember a
time when she was hailed as a beauty:queen. It was at
a big party, and we were playing forfeits. The mistress
of the revels was Auntie's dear old
friend, Gabitha Gumboil. Auntie

end she had to pay Joe twenty rupees, as well as the
doctor’s bill. You see, all the other young men waylaid
him after the party. They were jealous, my dears,
because Joe had not chosen any of their sweethearts:
though, really, Auntie did not think much of the cham}s
of the hussies. Anyhow, chickabiddies, your Auntie
was the undisputed queen of beauty on at least that
occasion. . . . |

Toper (Manovi). As far as Auntie remembers, the
‘Qld Toper's Litany ' starts somewhat as follows :
“ From a wife that doesn't love us, from slow horses and
fast women, from over-lubrication and tight boots, and
from folks who won't laugh, Good Lord, deliver us!”
All good Topers believe that outbursts of merriment
stimulate the system, tone up the arteries, and improve
the circulation. In fact, one good jest does more good
than twenty asses Jaden with medicine. So continue to -
take the Merry regularly, my good sir.

D. B. (Bombay). ** Although Quo Vadis? is quite
an old film, I was greatly affected by it. I felt so sorry
during the scene when the Chris-
tians were thrown to the lions.”

privately asked her that, when it
was Joe Smith’s turn to pay a
forfeit, Gabitha should .ordt.er him
to kiss the prettiest girl in the
room. .

Then your clever Auntie got
Joe Smith into a corner, and pro-
mised him ten rupees, on t_he
understanding that he would kiss
Auntie when the time came.

Gabitha played her part like
a true friend, and Joe Smith kept
his bargain.” Kiss the prettiest girl
in the room!” ordered Gabitha;
and you can imagine the hush
while Joe’s eyes travelled round

Yes, dear girl; and Auntie confes.
ses to having been similarly moved
to pity. She distinctly remembers
that there was one poor little lion
that didn’t get any Christian at all.

Insomnia (Qorgam). T he
following is an excellent method of
pacifying a squalling baby: smear
its fingers with treacle, and give it
some feathers to hold. [t will spend
hours peacefully transferring the
feathers from one sticky finger to
another,

Freddy (Park Street). 1 see
in to.day's paper that the word

‘Buss ' is Shakespearean English
for ‘Kiss’. Are there any deriva-

last he stepped forward and dealt
Auntie a resounding buss on the
cheek, and the silence could be
felt.

At last he stepped forward and dealt
Auntie a

tives still in use?” There are, \
dear boy. Rebus: kiss the girl
again, Omnibus: kiss all the girls,

4—22—6-35
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him without betraying
time when there
ask him if he ¢

p-country. How can I encourage
myself 2™ Go into the shop at a
are no other customers, my dear, and
an give you * One Kiss Before We Part ",

Precaution (Alieppey),
? special preparation which

ortnight. Itisan invaluable
or breach-of-promise.

Love-letter ink,
fades completely away in a4
prophylactic against actions

dear boy, ig

Not 8o Wely (Robertson[)et).
he doctor's for some time, and
giving me a new prescription. T}
of Ram Cats. Surely there is no n
able lady such g thing ?
apprehension, dear Madam. * Syrup Ram. Cats’ is an
abbreviation for Svrup Ramus Catharticus—that is to
=y, sy1up of hartshorn, It ig on account of such mis-
conceptions that doctors iny

v

once; : ariably write their prescrip-
tions in mysterjouyg smybols.

“I have been attend-
lately he has started
1e chief item is Syrup
eed to give a respect-
There is a glight mis-

ing t
Ducky (Dhantoli), My daughter wants a duck.
here canIget one, and what will it cost?” It all
ends, dear sir, whether ghe wants a duck of g hat, a
duck of a motor-car, or a duck of husband,

Unnumbered (Khardah) The number of ha;
’ _ . airs
& woman's head is 5 e lakh, dear boy. r'I‘cl)lg

ad depends op the length

bout on
D 2 man's he
D married.

Dorothy (Poona). “I hav

modern ideas, A husband and
bout the mystery of  husband, apd my hust
oda-water bottle. What ot

‘ ther felicitations, my dear
dam unsolved 7’ Well, dear boy,
_ _ ered why a man, when he undresses
sta:irts V'th}fhlhls Ehoes, while a womay starts at the oth(;r'
end, with her air-pins, (I have - eopl

. . : e kee
bits to the last—/2, ) Prople feep the best

€ no sympathy with these
wife are one; I am my
and is me.”  Auntie offers her
. . By the way, do you know that
You were in the Clul

> late the other night, singing that
you were the Old May, of the Mountains ?

Fender (Hebiul), “I laughed 4
the marble and the g t
scientific mysteries rem
RO one has dig.gy

.

hpaternal (Part Town),
motor-garage. a
says that if

X3 .
‘ My son.in-law owns a
nd he is a great

| ' admirer of yours. He
Sahib (Calczttta). o ey Drivg him o,

: To stop your ser
stealing your hair-oil, de i’ yant from

will put it int i d 1y kind of old thing, he
ar b [0 working-order as a me:or. for vou.
& boys ‘ ie i car for yo
fll it with liquid glye. DY, empty the bottle, and  Auntic is deeply touched, dear sir, As it }‘?‘«Dpens,y she
dBoeS ?W}n y ridiamr'ca”' which she picked up on Elljott’s
. eacn the other evening. )
Student (Hulzyurdurga). “ ening. Do you

What does  Shakes-
he phrage, ‘ G, to'?”
d reproach

could build
beare mean by hLig frequent use of t

think the dear boy
'It Was a common expression of mil

2 motor-car round jt for his Auntie ?

. . . » dear boy’ - .
But o3 tha.y'aS we stil] 5aY, ~ Go along with yoy 1° day gjf)t?c)lsfez (Efgtally). Hov'v’ can I tell the time of
the bard z:l];l 1o}r1tt1is thmi{dmherwme' They believe that with you deararrymg n atch 7
ought it would not be rnl: : ,
sentence. polite to finjsh the

KR l;;.rry a cat about
yo y. e time may be ascertained b
exarmmng the pupils of the cat's eyes, When you wan};
to know the hour, hewever, do bot pull your watch out
of your pocket by the tail,

Neglecteq (Kumbakouam). ot might serateh you

: To cure your
ol coming home ]at to the goor

the key-hole

husband
when he Raj?p.ekar'). “1 was formerly employed
:worias in Il{);rkee. One day, owing to a
S1on, 1 was blown intg a million fragments
My relativeg W(_‘tl'e in despair, They tried all kli’nds of -
Lavail. Thep at last someop

! e recommend-
Doctor Sadhy’ '

S Miraculoug Ointment.
one box, I was pra

ed them tq use

After using only
Rural Reconstruction

k Bengal). *
the meeting regar ( gal)

. ) ctically re-united...”
uite so, :
ding the g f o After addressing Quite so dear sir, Try the advertzsement departinent.
g rgency of the campaio

the great need Paign, and

cameg back zmpf[o; fun{if\s/,hl tpz:issed the hat around. It S V.R (S(mdur). “I have retired. and iving

Auntie thinks yor <, s you think of thap;” in an ideal SPot - What is your fayouris s P (IVing

dear boy, ore fucky to get the hat back, dear Auntie?” Auntie has 5 pre},c;)rli;‘cz nlegh oo
in the neighbourhogd of a lakh of rupees, dearr ss;:netmng

Interesteq (S/zimoga). “

h
fllm-star settle al] his money uS Ph the usba
1t would be better, dear boy.

ad of 5 Ennui ( Benareg City),
girl’s next husband might be quite

¢ the ht e I'have beep reading the
pon his wife ? Perhaps deba;es:m the Assembly with astonishment, The only

"Or instance, the pogy CORC »8ton Tean come 1o g that politicians are queer
Without meaps, birds. Uutie does not think it j th

d L is very respectful to
. ) Eirgfare] our legislatorg with birds, dear sir.p Besides,
Lily (Calcutta), have fallen in Jove wig | only feather their nest in the Spring,
8 young man in 5 music-shop, but he is very shy, and ;
THE END
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award of a car did no

heel of

Fortune

by K. G

)

heel
j f a motor car W
rusted rim © a5 cel
?t' th?n the corner of my room. 1 igr:lpﬁ;ck
yollrllgare one of those Whg believe
/ h?
such as horse shoes efc. e boing  super
emblims » 1 replied, I am far from eing a super-
o DO;I Well, that wheel is not a luc
stitious person. .

3]
but a remnant of a fortune.

fortun
“ Remnant of a h
unilluminating, commen;e:n;yfue e ot hink
i ind 1t. 0
“ There is a story De fygu do
will bo’fe you, I shall give you the Ya”
¢ 1 shall be delighted to hear it.

: icate,”
. A certain syndicate,
“Very well, then. Here goes d of a car for the
“ a'nnounced the awar us SketCh on the
113 behgt?s‘t, and most snappy and hun;;;?v Ope Could Be
g A . lest Mannel' on H eti-
: this comp!
theme ' The Simplest The organisers of ]
cated . : the adver
HarmleSSIX nce};tber money not pains to mal;es attractive
on spatre d literature on this competition
tisement anc
le. » 3 ed
as was possib ition,” 1 continued,
“ all along been my amb‘tlot?f re my neigh-
It has that I can parade Detor tion of my
o
ho do not show a propet i’%%frc;:l With this
bours, Wi not only parade but gloa d all myavailable
cag?b\lﬁ;e‘:l had systematically dxre;:vtl?at the organisers
end in . in solving ;
d time, 1n t somehow my
resources apd uzzles. Bu ) ;
P icture D . e. This
call ‘simple IS) adopted a negative attmids e
luck had alway t at all strike me‘at firs ?; writing
oo for three sound reasons. Flrsflﬁ’; dn:;ever been
my hg-?iti:s are limited; seconczl}l', hutmr?:i*ther was I ever
capabi i last but not least, ‘ve
t and las anybody to gl
my strong su! ractised that art on an cisive
cheéated nor ha? Icgurage to go ahead despltte thelji:te ¢ on
me the gecisls]a; nydic:'ip on the first 'twohcom;i tse.rary calent,
and distinc 4 out that many others whose lebly trying
when Ifoun oowhere in evidence were slnes io Yo 1AW,
if any, was 1;“ d my vanity was toug rinate. there Was
for the aw fry, 1 argued, could particip lly in view o
If these lesser og’for my abstention, espeilably e
o efa ﬂlglfh;e: sl had achieved some rematkaple sy
the tac

e tales).
the three *T's’ (telling tall " induced my listener,
" Yery intriguing, pray proceed, induced

e 8 ,

Y HAT is that for?"" asked my guest, pointing
« W

e >—rather interesting; but

“to win something

. Nataraj

(14

" o
ilati s story,” I resumed, =~ gav
¢ ompilation of the story, ’ ve
1;1(')1: cof I:roub)e. Reams and reagns t}?;ea‘z::ed
ore sed in the process, and my servant-boy weajenes
welre v me if the W.P. B. continued tobe over-
to leave .

e-cart-
the manner it was overloaded. Even the refus

. - d
wallas of the Municipality took up arebellious attitudean

1 t way.

they had to be cajoled and bribed to Cleaé‘ctlheosttlﬁtir rr?;

4 les and many other hurdles did n cter me
o O'bs‘?c my task to a successful cqnclusnon. ‘_,gml
ho’m bl"1ng~m§1xxcl discretionary scissoring from S:v eral
. Jud1C10\l>d blending the extracts in a manner aIs wourd
autho,ist actiion I was far from being s?hsﬁed.’ . zway
oy evised,and ultimately had my .eﬂ”ort sedn av 0;
an;lr;igeﬁnish with the bother than with any de
m
hope for the award.

“ of waiting made me give up
Monthst}?en g::iggit::l announcement that the J(;lctigz
hope E;/t.%n hard to adjudge the winning story an hat
he 1 WO1r {m‘gvht be expected any moment, was not retasined
Fhe resAlittlrar;‘tnthe result was’ pu?lis?led ham?c rllt Scl;)(i :gsful
o stories of all the te ces
- na%r_rtle; wiie t}awl.e:ljudged to be of equa%l mex:Ilf(; :1\;
condic 1‘codecided to divide the award eqdally. Lo my
A ishment and to the equally great en\iy of my
B aStOS my name was one of the ten. I w s the
nelgh.boun,f several congratulatory m_essage.:s.h lch
P ation roceeded as to the manner 1n wh(ic  the cac
B e pally divided, but every one agreed as if the
N o ‘equs of any count, the best course Was , ;e el
RN g?jivide the proceeds equally among e ten
th'enr(i::san Some optimistic estimattgs “ﬁlreu :aflnv;n:f hat
I to k xtent of a thous ; :
}I%:gc}iﬁsttorg?segg o:ftzti' ttkllfia ':esults gradually subsided and
all was quiet on our front.

* the kernel of the story.

\Velli“;eege?ye;ozler:ﬁway receipt cov~<t311;xengcrtahtz‘s3

e dag f a crate by the syndicate. What ) prate

deemes dOI did not know. I guessed that thp sfy ate

c"_nt,flf‘r;,eave exchanged the big car for ten })al:lxeio ;reecéeu‘
lcrlli;gt[rl'\i)ution and the crate pmbably contameq ¢
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cate parts sent in advance of the main consignment.
I got the crate home and very carefully unpacked it.
What do you think it contained?”

“I suppose the rim of this wheel, eh?”' replied my
guest,

“ Right! Well, anyway it was there, and it can very
easily be imagined what my feelings were then. It
cowpletely bowled me aver. 1 was wild. Because [
would appear ridiculous before my neighbours, I decided
then and there that I should at least take legal action
against the syndicate for cheating, as the other remedy of
personal vengeance was out of the question. The next
day’s mail knocked this proposition on its head. There
a letter from the syndicate saying that as the ten stories
were considered of equal merit, it was agreed to dismantle
the car and send a tenth share of the weight of all the
dismantled parts, to each of the successful competitors,
As the condition of the award gave them only power to
divide the prize, but not to sell the same and distribute
the proceeds, the syndicate hoped that we would have
received our share of the due weight in a safe manner.
That is all, and there you have the reason why that
wheel came to me and why [ am preserving it. That, in
short, represents a part of a fortune.”

“ Well, well,”" drawled my guést with a sort of
superior air which I did not at all relish.

* Have you not missed the real point? "

“What real point?” I enquired.

“Look here, can't you see that the plot specified
for the story has something to do with the results ? You
were asked to write on the simplest way of cheating, and
what do you reap as a reward? You were cheated.”

Put like that it did occur to me that there was a
catch in the scheme. “But no one likes being told that he
was the victim of cheating,” 1 demurred,

*As you do not apparently agree with me, | am
afraid I must reveal to you that I had a large share in
the organisation of this competition. As the whole thing
has gone off as I foresaw and planned, I don’t mind
exchanging confidences with you. Now, you shall hear
the other side of the story.”

I was taken aback, and wajted breathlessly for
what was coming.
“ A friend of mine,” continued my friend, ' who is
in the publishing line hada worn-out tin-lizzie of a motor-
car, and all his efforts 10 dispose of it even at a
bottom price were all of no avail,
offered me the damn thing for a song,

28

rock-
Out of disgust he
50 to say. While

I was thinking as to what best use the car could be put,
I had a brainy idea. I took up a bet with him that I
would make the people hanker after that car. He took
it all as a huge joke and was sure of winning the bet
from me. But when I unfolded my plan of action, he
was a different man. He went raving mad over the
scheme. Then and there we drafted hand-bills and
advertisement matter, all of which, as you yourself just
now admitted, had a great pull. Over three hundred
entries were received, and at least a third of these were
real good stuff, worth money to any publisher, After
selecting all the useful stories, we decided to announce
only ten names to keep up appearances and give the
competition an air of reality. We decided, as already
arranged, to dismantle the car.and send the parts to
various successful competitors, as we cleverly inserted
the condition that the prize was divisible but not the
sale proceeds of the prize.”

“ You are all nothing but low down cheats!” I burst
out. “You have not at -all dealt fairly with us, whose
honest and laborious efforts deserved a square deal.
What did you gain after all? Perhaps some cheap
notoriety and the curses of many.”

“Gently, not so harsh,” said my guest. ‘* Hard
words break no bones. It is not our fault if people are
so gullible. “We only put through a business deal, of
course taking advantage of the present-day tendencies,
the chief among them being a desire to amass fortunes
by simple methods, such as solving puzzles etc. QOur
calculations to attract a sufficient number to our scheme
bore fruitful results and you can’t call that cheating. We
had to sacrifice an old car in the process, and I admit
that we came out successful. By the way, we have
brought forth the best seller of the season: * How to
Cheat Innocently—In Lighter Vein ” by the kindness and
help of all our constituents and I would advise you not
to miss the opportunity of reading this book, for that will
be the talk of the day. It is priced very moderately,
basing our calculations on the large-scale demand —""

“ Oh, stop that! [ don’t want to hear anything more
about it.”

I was furious that in spite of the presence so near
me of one of the perpetrators of the fraud, I could not

take as drastic a step as I would have liked to. I had a
respect for the Penal Code,

“ By the way,” remarked my guest, ' if you won't
take any offence, may I point out that what was a
remnant of fortune to you, was a wheel of fortune to us."

I looked at him in a certain manner. He left me
hurriedly.

THE END

Lunch

by A.

' believe that, like most other city-dwellers, 1 have speit
[ a good part of my life in Lunch Homes
either in eating my lunch or, rathqr more frequently,
in waiting for it. Not that I consider this any waste
of time ; for, I have learnt somewhat of men and manners
in these idle moments.

“

ne thing, there is the same mood prevallxgg
amonI;o;llothe eatgrs. 1t is difficult for a man to r_e{nang
morose and melancholy witi} a plate of Basandf_n_ an
another of fruit-salad right in frqnt of hx_m, waiting tg
be tasted and enjoyed. Everyone is convivial and thou§
there is no wine, coffee ﬂpws as frgely: People who
have never made a good joke in their lives, under the
double stimulus of nice gatables and an expectant ct%m£
pany, indulge in witticisms. My own view is mb:r
Swaraj can be more easily attained by starting a nu] :
of Lunch Homes throughout the country, supp zgng
eatables at very cheap pricgs. The mutpal undﬁri’;an m%
that arises after a really nice teg-party is fmuc ulrongz
and more lasting than that arrxvegl gt a ;_er pro on%‘eh’
laborious discussions in All-Parties’ Conierences. e
shortest way to the heart is through the stomach.

ople resent the presence ip most Lun_ch
Homlfsangf p: 2eparate room labelled For Brahznns
Oply’. 1 for one don’t agree with this. Infthese ayﬁ
when everybody is anxious to proclaim himself a hsta'unc.
Anti-Untouchabilist, the room reserved for_ Brahmins 13
avoided as carefully as thg NQn-Brahmms Roan use
to be avoided by Brahmmg in qlden flairls. : nyway
that specially labelled room 1is as dirty as the others,

eal difficulty comes in yvh_en you decide, on
enter;It;:earLunch Home, to keep within your me;ns when
ordering. Naturally when the waiter as ; you,
*“What will you have? ", you reply ina louc vo;ce{i
“ What have you got?” Off starts the waltsr ?h
steam ahead with a long hs_t—jall uttered in one vrf:ta h.
(What a tremendous exercise it must be f_or the W?]I' er's
Jungs). You lower your voice to a discreet W 1%)e{
and suggest, * One puri and a cup of butter.-milk. ” fu
the impudence of the- rogue! Hea repeats az if for
himself, but really for benefit of those around ycu-
your order in a loud voice. Everyone stares at you in

an uncomfortable manner. There is unutterable contempt

. (3
i i Is that
i aiter’s quiet gaze. e goes out saying,
:ﬁlt?h’? wand kegps you waiting half-an-hour fpr that
single puri. It is this looking down upon indigent

THE

Homes

V. V.

customers that I have always strongly protested against.
Instead of fulfilling their avowed purpose of making a
man feel at home, these Lunch Homes add insult to
injury in the case of the poor customer, for they not only
touch his pocket, but also himiliate him,

The Military Lunch Home—as opposed to the
*Civil’, I suppose, has better manners but not better
customers or better dishes. I remember thc'a days when I
ased to think that ‘ Military Lunch Homes' were exclu-
sivély for soldiers and that civilians could not even enter
their precincts, Disillusion came upon me wnt_h a
vengeance. I once had the lll-luck. to live in a
room just above a Military Hote_:l. Being a vegetarian
myself, I couldn’t take any food in ’ thq hotel, bqt before
long I found that I couldn’t even live in the neighbour-
hood of that awful stench of meat prepared under the
most insanitary conditions imaginable.

1 have never yet been able to understand the craze
for gramophone-music which has taken hold of most
Lunch Home managements. If anything, it appears to
me to be both crude and vulgar. The man who loves

- music gets irritated when he sees good music spoiled by

the babel of voices in the restaurant, while the man who
does not care at all for music protests against the un-
welcome intrusion of the loud gramophone. There
ought to be a separate room in every Lunch Home,
away from the noise and the crowd, where those who
like music can eat to the accompaniment of good (or
bad) music.

If Indian 'Lunch Homes' touch one's pocket
rather too much, European ‘cafes'f seem to be bent
on emptying it. I remember vividly the awkward
situation I was once placed in when I determnined, in a
foolish and unguarded moment, to try one of those
attractive ‘cafes' in the Madras Esplanade.. Finding
that I had twelve annas in my pocket and a fairly smart
suit on me, I entered the ‘cafe’ with a bold step and a
commanding look. Cautioning myself, I ordered a cup
of Ovaltine and nothing else. The service was prompt,
the surroundings spotlessly clean and the manners tip-
top, but the bill was for twelve annas! I shelled out the

. money and silently walked home to Mylapore, four

miles away. .

But~not a word about this to anybody !
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Auntie
Replizs

DEar * Touring Guy’,

A= f;mr as Auntie's information goes
the-e is no large cyclists’ ()rganisatiori
In Tadia, that would provide facilities
and  encou-agement for a persofl
undertaking au Ali-India cycle tour.

) Even the very large organisations in
l«rtxglzmd, such as the Cyclists’ Touring
Club, do not offer a0y special imduccr:
men*s to 'ndividual members under-
taking “stuat’ toars. Such indivi-
duals may simply avail themselves of
the fciliries and atfliations open to all
members of the Club.

The touring cyclists that Auntie has
met in India, invariably rely on their
owa resources, plus such lacal hospi-

alcty and en 148 y
tal enthus asm as the are able
i 1 b

In this respect, the Press is very help.
ful. 1)( a tourist can make himself inrrz)
news’, the Press will help him on his
way. Lncal leaders may alsy be
mduged into taking an in-erest in the,:
wayiarer. Anvhow, the toarist must

b2 provided with s
2 7ith some means of i
his way. paying

The lgst touring cyclist encountered
b.y Auntie  was manfully pedalling his
way up the Khyber Pass, and selling
picture-postcards to the Afridis who
had hoped to rob him |

wl’ublica‘ion of your query in the
A[ erey M«(gazx'nc, mav elicit some
urther information. It will not get

into print, however, unti
L s s il the se
week in July. ¢ second

‘With all good wishes,
AUNTIE AWFUL,

This page is placed at the disposal of the readers

They can, within the bounds of decorum,

* . d.
thing of interest under the sun. 1scuss any-

This is a repetiti
‘ petition of
our announcement made a few weeks ago —~Lditor

Originality-

F some smart young journalist were ask'ed to turn out
an article on the above-mentioned subject, he wogld
in all probability begin in some ‘such way as this :
* Originality is not a very original topic to write

ON.....e * and then, of course, he would brilliantly go on,
with a subconscious feeling that he has after.all struck
up a very original note. Look at the way he introduces

his subject !

As T am, however, not in a mood to be. brilliant or
original, I will modestly begin by remarking that few
words have been so constantly abused as the word un.der
discussion. It has been stretched to deaote all possible
quips and crauks, every conceivable o.ddl'ty of tempera-
ment and perversity of demeanonr till it has come to
acquire its present annoying lonseness as of an 111-u§ed
hand-glove. 1f my Lady Fitful behaves mna peculiar
manner, for example, titters when she should kee‘p
silence, or remains a solemn mug when every one else is
roaring with laughter, her grace is _compllmented on
possessing a very original bent of_ mxnd. When fsome
Hollywood queen offers, for the .sp1r1t'u:311 benefit of the
benighted public, a perfectly stupid opinion on a perfectly
silly topic, all the namby-pamby Hollywood newspapers.
come out with a chorus of amazed approval such as:
“ Miss Jumpy Maudlin, when interviewed by the corres-
pondent of * Beelzebub ’ was by no means reticent, and
gave a strikingly original opinion on 'the vexed
question whether it is more thrilling to be kissed by a
man with a moustache than by a c!ean shaven fellow.
Again, if some political mugwump picksupa ter{xb)yfold
idea from the dust-bin, dresses it up and danglgs it be ore
our nose with a whack of rhetoric and a ﬂou'rxsh. of his
hand, we feel ashamed of our own mediocrity and
acclaim the intellectual vigour of the man—the

originality of his thought.

Truth to say, I am sick of this so-called
originality. Whenever 1 see it coming up»f the
street, I slink into a side-alley.  This rpq.ltn orm
hag has come to0 dominate much human activity and
haunt. almost every walk of life; she springs at you
from alluring shop-windows and sh‘nekmg cinema-
posters ; from the button-holes of gent's coats and the
chic parasols of ladies; from the obliquity of Assembly
talks and the garrulity of the radioset. Every man
who is worth his salt tries to be original—to be unlike

others.

s—to be unlike others —is summed

In these four word .
up the gospel of originality. Tobe unmistakably different

by ‘Second-Hand'

from others in cur views, our manners, our conduct is
the short-cut to the shrine of the goddess. This is the
first lesson in journalismand the first tenet ol the political
aspirant. It is also the beacon-light of your prospective
social reformer. By the way, talking of social reformers
reminds me. The other day a friend of mine in a public
speech before an audience of elegant ladies and gentle-
men, made some infuriatingly witty and smartly hetero-
dox remarks on the very fresh topic of marriage, and was
warmly appluaded for his bold and advanced views. He
came back home in a mental state verging on ecstasy;
and on being complimented by his wife (a rare occasion
dear) for his very original attitude towards the ‘unfair
sex ', he almost promised to buy her (a rare occasion,
still) a pair of pendants. But for my cold-blooded
intervention, he would have, for aught we know, carried
out his promise. After a hot discussion, in which the
combmed batteries of a piqued man of ideas and a dis-
gruntled lover of pendants were levelled against me for
full one hour, I contrived to convince my friend that
what he took to be an original attitude was but a pose of
perversity. I left him a wiser, though a less ‘original’,
being.

The truth is that in our frenzied quest of mere
novelty we overlook the fact that originality is not a
mannerism but a quality of the mind. It is not some-
thing which can be bought in the market and worn on
the sleeve for daws to peck at. Those who consciously
try to be original end only by being peculiar. Men of
original genius never take up perverse attitudes or odd
angles of vision; they do not assume the trick of singu-
larity or indulge in mental pirouettings ; they never ‘ wear
motely in their brain’. The originality of Christ lay
in his boundless sympathy with the common run of men.
The originality of Gandhi does not comsist in the
peculiarity of his loin-cloth. Shakespeare is original,
because with unflinching fidelity to his vision and to his
true self, he enshrined in his works all thoughts, all
delights that stir this mortal frame. Mr. Shaw is
original not because of the clown’s cap and bells which
he affects, but bzcause of his moral earnestness to carry
out what he thinks to be his mission. Originality does
not consist in glaring ingenuities any more than the
freshness of the dawn lies in the crowing of the cock. It
is the result of self-realisation, not of self-sophistication.
*Know thyself'—is the best counsel to the wandering
pilgrims after originality. To acquire a clear and
sincere apprehension of what is most real to oneself, to
express faithfully one’s thoughts and feelings, is the true
way to be useful and fresh—and original, if you will,

A Y

THE END
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A Tangle for Two-

] ) AMESHWAR saw me exactly four seconds after
I saw him. It takes six seconds to creep from

the Club library to the passage that leads to the
sitting-room, and I was just two seconds too

late, for Rameshwar cornered me at the very gates of
sanctuary, as it were,.

“Just the very fellow I want to see,”’ he ecaid,

. [ .
slapping me on the shoulder. | want some advice, old
man.”

“ Tr}LSoames, the lawyer, over there,” I murmured
kastily. “He’s the {ellow who sells advice.”

(2]

I don’t want that sort of advice,” snorted Rarhes-

war, 1 want the benefit of your-—what d'you call it ¥—
your literary mind. You see I am writing a book.”
“Really?”

“Yes. A thriller. And it's going to be a
corker, old boy, a real corker.”

I could see there was no escape, so I sat down, and
Rameshwar drew up a chair.

* The plot, briefly, is this,” he said brickly. **Sir
Adambhoy, ,a Parsi land-owner, is found brutally
murdered— ’

by Sheikh Iftekhar Rasool

“1is dead body being discovered hy the scrvant ir
the bed-room,” 1 cut in.

“ Why, ves, that’s how 1've written it ! " exclaimed
. . m a-
Rameshwar in surprise.  How on earth did you guess?”

“1t is part of a scrvant’'s duty to discover brutally
murdered masters in bed-rooms.  But carty on. Which
member of the house-party is suspected ?”

“1 haven't told you that Sir Adambhoy was holding
a house-party,” said Rameshwar suspiciously.

“1 know you haven’t,” I sighed. * But T'll bet ten
to one he was.”

**As a matter of fact, there was a house-party in
progress at the time of the murder. A handkerchief
belonging to a muysterious guest, called Annabelle, is
discovered near the body. A foreign diplomat by the
name of Jules Carnac placed it there.”

*“Aha! A touch of Oppenheim, eh? But why give
the game away so early, Rameshwar? Is Carnac the
murderer ?”

*“No. Carnac is so insanely jealous, because Anna-
belle has transferred her attentions from himself to
Sir Adambhoy that he has employed the ruse as a

revenge. But a further
search reveals Carnac’s
own revolver, with one
chamber empty, in the
heart of a clump of
rhododendrons immed;-

atgly below his bed-room
window.”

(13
Looks pretty black
against Carnac” I
yawned.

“Yes, it's a neat
complication, isn’t it?
But you haven't heard
half yet. It is discovered
later on that finger

" Create another problem,"

I said distinctly, * Sheot
the author.”

(Continued (n page 34)

In Defence of Tufts

" e ety g

received the
following  letter
. from her ‘chum’,

Mrs, Kalyani Ramdoss.

h ISS Leela Karanjia

My dearest, darling Leela,

Your letter gave me-a
surprise, a real surprise!
You are going to get
married? O you naughty
little gir}, my little bonny
bird, you too trying to get
entangled in matrimony 11
wish you the best of luck,
of course, and every connu-
bial bliss squared and cubed
and quadrupled!

You are, my darling
Leela, a close girl; you
don't care to tell me any:
thing about your catch
beyond the casual informa-
tion that it is a Mr. (_Ihan.
Who is he? What 1s he?
How big is he, how t'all,
how coloured, how rich,
how idiotic, and above all,
what about his head?

My dear, the last bit_ is
the really important point,
you know. W'hat about
his head ? T don't mean the

thing snside his head, but outside—not his brains (men

A h - te to
! but his hair! Darling, do please write t
}r;aev:%;uinyygur future husband’s head—the hair on his

head. f
i ite to me if your man
To be precise I ask you to write |
has a tuft oti’ has ‘simply cropped hair. I know tuf;(si
not the fashion now and, tragically, the whole wor
?xfs gone cropping. But, dearest, you should insist that
your man has his tuft long and fine.

' w what happened in my house 1§1st
Tl)ux}s{g::.ly‘.ionAt lhr:lc; storm in a tea-kettle and nothﬁng
less. Formerly I cared a tuppence w&xetheﬁ: meln kid
crop or tuft—I had a notion that teyR ood ,
foolish any way. And when Mr. Ramsey Ramdos

Bem22—6—35

by ‘ Rajaram °

married me, I thought his
tuft rather made a fool of
him, but didn't mind it all
the same. And then came
the sad awakening. I shall
tell you the whole story
now.

God knows what mis-
chief makers have set him:
on, but like a bolt from the
blue he came upon me the
other day, last Thursday I
mean. Oh, my dear Leela,
would you believe it,
Ramsey came to me with
a cropped head, the hair
blinking like stubble and
the head looking like a
sphere of cow dung. (Oh,
pardon me my language—
but how could he outrage
my sensibilities like that?)

1 scarcely knew my
husband; I thought the
piece-goods merchant
Maulana Achcha Saheb
had cqme with his quarter-
ly bill. " And hubby stood
there in front of the mirror,
self-satisfied I  suppose,
beaming in his own unique-
ly mongoosish way. How
he felt his head and stroked
his chin and furrowed his pointed hai; with his fingers!
Darling, it was a sight utterly hideous, unaesthetic,
awful, indescribably ugly.

The whole day I kept within the kitchep. 1 was
deeply wounded in my heart. Tears wellefi in my eyes
and I thought that beauty (what little of it there had
been) in my Ramdoss had gone for ever. I was whimper-
ing and sighing the livelong day. True, my dear, every
word true!

And then that night | How can I ever describe that
night, dearest Leela! He came to my bed (\veepl_ng as
1 still was, in fact more openly so) and took me in his
arms in spite of all my tearful pgotests, and kissed me
again and again, as though nothing had happened. Oh
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dear me, how I felt then! The world seemed to spin
round me, | seemed to dissolve away, vanish into thin air.
In short, I actually felt I was with a strange man; sure,
I did not feel at home with a cropped Ramdoss.

As the minutes passed, that strange feeling only
deepened. Thereis no charm or fun init, my dear
Leela, when your husband has cropped his hair. When
he stoops to kiss you, how tame it is; the long tuft of
Ramdoss’s used, in days of yore, to cover my face over in
an eqchanting sort of way, tickling my face, invoking
love in every nerve celland chamber of the heart. And
on those exquisite occasions I used to unloosen my tresses
too and, in frolicsome profusion. the pleasurably chaotic
things used to intersect as it were in a million points—
and oh, what Elysium was there !

Leela dear, I am not joking, I am dead serious now.
I have contrasted tuft and crop crucially—and found
?he latter woefully wanting. The man with a mere crop
i1s no man—he is a sophisticated, globular, unmanly
goose. But that other, the tufted? He isa regular he-
man, full of the luscious poignancy of masculine charm
and grit. To be embraced and kissed and fondled by

such a one is great! There is beauty in it and thrill and
romance,

But this cropped jackass of a Ramdoss—he was a
baby, .he wasa boor, he was a pig, in turns. When
occasionally his cropped head came in contact with my
shoulder—as doubtless it must now and then—TI felt th at
a thousand pins were pricking me and that I was on the
rack. I felt like that in sober truth. Aund when your
husband deals with you like that, what on earth could
youdo? You just feel tongue-tied in despair—that’s all,

'Oh, my dear Leela! How could I continue this
terrible story? A nerve racking ordeal it was—to cut a

long story short—throughout that night. Hell, in a
syllable.

Next morning I made up my mind. I told
husband: * Ramdoss darling, we've been married thr:s}é
three vears and have never had a misunderstanding
between us. I had considered our match among the happy
ones. Is there character similarity? There is. Is there
similar slimness in figure ? There is. Is there equability in
temper ? Therc} is,” Is there passional, emotional and
intellectual equilibrium? There is. And yet like a great
fool you have had your hair cropped and outraged my
feelings. Inow abhor you. Either you promise here
and now to grow a tuft again and implement the promise
or I go this very day to my mother.”

I did not mince matters; why should I, after the
way he had treated me? It was nothing short of an
ultimatum. Poor Ramsey was annihilated, visibly
disintegrated. He managed to say: “Oh darling
Kalyani, am I so bad as that? But, if you feel so why
I shall grow my tuft right away, I promise my' dea;
girl, I sincerely and religiously promise.” I'-Ie said so
and again kissed me, the wretched nut-headed hubby ; this
time somehow I thought the kiss more exhilarating ’than
the night before. The promise stands, however. ’

There you are, Leela dearest. Iam quite convinced
now that a husband’s tuft is almost ag qnecessarv;nfzr
happy wedlock as his brains or bank balance. Look
before it be too late. I know a thing or two and
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have had (as T have taken pains to describe) recent pain-
ful experience of the undeniable absurdity and ugliness of
a cropped husband wooing your affections. 1 ask you
therefore, as befits your chum, to keep a sharp eye on
your future husband’s head !

I must now finish. Do write to me as soon as you
receive this letter and please, naughty girl that you are,
do not forget to furnish me with all available information
about your ‘man’.

Ever yours in Affection, Love and Esteem,

KALYANIL
THE END

P VS S S

Tangle for Two—{Continued from page 32)

prints on the weapon are identical with those of
young Satyapal. Satyapal has an alibi, however, and
confesses that he tried to frame Carnac for the murder
because the diplomat holds his I. O. U.'s for a consi-
derable sum of money."”

* This yarn of yours seems certainly very involved,
Rameshwar.”

“That's the idea of a mystery thriller, isn't it ?” said
Rameshwar, ‘‘But the trail is confused more by the
finding of the broken half of Sir Adambhoy's cuff-links
in the bedroom of another chap named Keki Bharucha.
Keki is suspected of the murder, because two servants

swear that they saw him groping about the house past

midnight.”

A look of creative pride flashed across Ramesh-
war's stupid face.

*That's where I introduced a spot of romance.
Keki is in love with beautiful Sheila Ray, but he has to
meet her secretly because her mother wishes her to
marry a man of title. Keki and Sheila had walked in
the grounds on the night of the murder, so the boy
obviously cannot explain his actions. Sheila’s mother,
however, was in no mood to worry about her daughter’s
actions, for she herself was being blackmailed by Sir
Adambhoy.”

:: And is Mrs. Ray suspected too? ”

Mrs. Ray is questioned, but she proves beyond
doubt that she was innocent of the crime. A perusal of
papers in Sir Adambhoy’s safe reveals that he and
Muncherji, another self-invited member of the house-
party, were partners in a tea plantation in Ceylon many
years before, and Muncherji admits there was bad blood
between them. But he was playing cards in another
guest’s room right up to the time of the discovery of the
body, so that, of course, rules him out.”

“ You seem to have fixed up an alibi for every sus-
pected person, Rameshwar,” I murmured.

* Not only that, but I've given every character in
the yarn a water-tight alibi. That’s what I wanted to
see you about old man, The way I've written it not one
of the persons I've introduced could have committed the

murd?(;‘:'r. What would you suggest doing in this case
now ?

I rose, and looked him straight in the eye,

“Create another problem,” I said distinctly.

* Shoot the author!”

“
. 3

= like a frightened sheep.

his shoulder he carried

Long-nose Catches

tional Trunk Murder Case, Adolphus Long-nose

soon realised that sweeping cross-roads (which

pastime he had taken up after that awful failure),
was not all honey. It was, he thought, even worse than
a dose of castor oil. While combing his moustache in
front of his mirror one morning, he came to the conclu-
sion that he would become a man of the woods. In other
words, a sort of hermit.

A FTER he had made a fool of himself in his sensa-

So, taking a few belongings with him, such asa
cracked looking-glass, a moustache cup, a few bits of

_ string, his magnifying glass and handcuffs and a spare

button or two, he repaired to Dead Man’s Forest, which,
as the name implies, was a gloomy and sinister spot.

While cooking his
breakfast of fried
tomatoes one morning
under the dark .shadow
of the forbidding trees,
Adolphus was startled
by the loud repors of a
gun, a long, wailing
scream, and, a few
moments later, the
sound of a voice just
behind him. Being
possessed of wonderful
self-control, Adolphus
dropped his f{rying pan
and tomatoes into the
fire and made 2 noise

. “Good morning,” said
the voice, and it sound-
ed, to Adolphus, like the
groan of a dying man.

Adolphus swung
round and beheld a long,
gloomy-looking man
who appeared to be a
slice of Death warmed
up sufficiently to enable
him to walk about. On

a double-batrelled gun.

“N-.not-not at all,”
said Adolphus, but,

Peering round a tree-trunk Adolphus saw......

A  Murderer

by J. H. Acott

Hlustrated by *Esyi’

seeing that bis visitor was no spook, he rapidly overcame
his nervousness.

“ Thank you,” said the man in a sepulchral tone.
Adolphus didn’t like the look of his eyes. He thought
that this blighter could quite easily commit a murder
without even batting an eye-lid. The visitor sat down.

“ Are you camping here long?” he asked, and
Adolphus who was slipping a few more tomatoes into
the frying pan, jumped.

“ Why ?” he asked.

* I'd like to borrow something from you for a little
while,” mournfully intoned the gloomy man. “ You see,
I’ve got some burying to do. I felt sorry for him. I
always do. It's only murder, after all.”

“Ah‘! ” thought Adol-
phus. ** There’s murder
in the offing.” Aloud he
said, * Burying?”

“Yes,” grunted the
other, “burying. I've
got to dig a grave. You
know, a hole in the
ground to receive the
body......”

“My God!™ ejaculat-
ed Adolphus. This
blatant talk about
murder surprised and
sickened him. ‘' Did you
shoot him or stab him
in the heart?”

The long man looked
at him keenly for a
second. Then:

“I shot him,” he said,
and looked in an appa.
rently suspicious manner
at the magnifying glass
that was sticking out of
{\dolphus’ breast-pocket.
* You've nothing to do
with the Police, have
you?”

[1} " -

No, answered
Adolphus. *“ Nothing at
all. Oh, no. Far from
it. So you shot him?"
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“ Yes, right in the stomach,"’ answered his visitor.

“Good God 1" Adolphus profaned again. This was
awful!

“ And I cut his ears off,” went on this gloomy ghoul.
Adolphus almost dropped the frying pan again.
“ His......” he began.

* Ears,” finished the long man. “ Cut ’em off.”
* Where are they?” demanded Adolphus.

“In my pocket. But it's got nothing to do with
you” Adolphus thought he detected an insane gleam in
the other’s eyes. The follow was mad. There was no
doubt about that. You couldn’t go about shooting people

in the stomach and cutting their ears ofl without being
mad.

“ You couldn't lend me a spade,” went on the visitor,
“to dig...”

“Yes,” said Adolphus, “I can.” Hijs detective
instincts were rapidly coming to the fore, He'd lend this
murderer and madman 2 spade, creep up on him, and
catch him red-handed while he was burying his victim,

“ Mave

you ever been in a lunatic asylum?”
the ne

was
xt surprising question his visitor put to Adolp

hus.
“No,” said our hero. “ But why...

W * Then you should have been,” was the blunt answer.
You have a mad look about you.”

“A mad..!

" Adolphus was speechless with indig-
nation.

’ “Look,” finished the long man. “You look as if
youre not quite all there. A screw loose, in fact, In
plain words, you appear to me to be half-witted.”

“ Well, I'm damned! " said Adolphus.

* Quite,” said the murderer,
- Well, lend me that spade,

body lying on the ground too 1

and he almost smiled,
Idon’t want to leave the
ong.”

* Y-yes,” said Adolphus.
his life, people he had met had assessed his character in
a second. And, in his heart of hearts, Adolphus knew
that he was half-witted. Byt he’q get his own back on
this rotten blighter in a little while when he clamped the

handcuffs over his wrists anq laughed at him while he
was doing so.

Somehow, all through

The visitor took the spade and departed. Adolphus
gave him a few seconds’ start anq then followed him
silently, using his magnifying glass to help him in his
tracking.

It was not Jong before he came to the edge of a small
clearing, Peering round a tiee trunk, Adolphus saw the
murderer’s back towards him. The man was stooping
and laying something,—what, Adolphus couldn’t see,~—
into the grave he had already dug. The body ! The fellow

was indeed a quick worker, for Adolphus had not been
far behind on his trail,

Just as the murderer finished
earth back into the grave,
swiftly forward,

shovelling the loose
Adolphus darted silently and

“ Caught you red-handed ! "’ he crowed triumphant-
ly, and clapped the handcuffs on the man’s wrists before
the latter could say  Jack Johnson’', -

The doleful man looked at Adolphus with a sad
smile.

“So you were a detective after alll All right, I'll
8o quietly,” he said, stll smiling. .

Surprised, Adolphus gaped.

“ Aren't you ashamed of going round and shooting
people in the stomach ?” he asked, *° And does hanging
by the neck hold no terrors for you ? ”

:: Not at all, not at al]! replied this callous murder-

er. I suppose you’ll be taking me to the nearest police
station ? "’

"I will,” said Adolphus emphatically.
“ What about the body?”

“That can be viewed by the Detective Sergeant
later,” said Adolphus, and proudly led his captive from
the woods—Dead Man's F orest—ugh |

Arrived at the local police-station, Adolphus

feverishly told his story, The Sergeant at the desk
smiled at him benignly,

“So'e 'as the ears of the murdered party in ‘i
pocket ?” he enquired,

" Yes,” said Adolphus.

“ Produce them—murderer said the Sergeant to
the long man, and Adolphus was

annoyed to see the
Sergeant and the handcuffed man wink solemnly at egch’
other.

As the murderer awkwardly fumbled in his pockets,
encumbered by the hand

cuffs, the Sergeant turned to
Adolphus.

“In future, young man,” he said, “leave the work
of the police to the police. You've gone and captured
our......

The murderer pulled two dog’s ears from hig pocket.

o local dog-shooter | finished the Sergeant,

THE END
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Chewing Gumb——

“ Ihe time has come,” the Wa..lrus said,
“ To talk of many things:

Qf shoes and ships and sgalln’g; wax,
And cabbages and kings.

i istling fungoid
lrus! With the bris . e
lt)l;)?); tgiltiey\s]iade, he could not but be rr;t;dg%e ll?:a(.iret d
g:a'(f):’re pretty Alice and the lf)retgler ttgmu;ied i Hearts
ea
o Dia:g;g;g > B?x?atlw:rsnwngt Walrus and my talk,
many .

i i ddled.
though of miny things, will *not be a .

i um? I know you have.
e llzeargo(;fs c:rexgn;)gabgies, the Yankeeg, arethsac;
iy hUSt"mgl with quick machine-gun actions {hat
much Obse:s;elp doing something, even when t}tle_yd ve
they -cam;o do - and so they chew gum. Evgr rie Shali
o 1? do try and you'll know what it is. Shall
N'b? Wetl’m stuff in proper shape, juicy andY tas y Jot
gw: 3;? chew and masticate every week. Yep. A
yo

pronto too. . % *
i ou
Ye. educated unemployed | What about ‘tir?\?e{vet
i1 hor to get billets in towns 'to keep youth hunch
stil s years? Haven't you yet got D e't dope
in coqlmgwoul dn’t pan out as you hop_e? ' 011I stead
that things lls with hopes in that direction. nb o
your b_l'all’l Cir back to the land will you please go :0
of turning yoVast country there are acres and acriee of
toit;m 9urf r proper cultivation and with prom Sent
land calling %Virt)h your education and mental equ‘p.t:; to
good retum-ke agriculture pay and add your ']IinflollOW
Yo n;aour waning resources. Industries I:TVI Teay
,vfjreconstrucl the millenium will be at handi{ (t)l‘;’ ot
and presto ur back to the land, go back to k-bone to
dont turn ?:ulture and industries and get a ba(t: .lease
back up agrd to your country. No backing out please.
yourself an . % * *

i 1
During the Moplah rebellion, a It)otl'lc: }fx:?c:l :v?lr;s;:btg
oF ’ o
i waiting at a police stati s to
oy anx19usiy of the rebels. Just then 1a. cosnsiz e
e red & tyelegram. The head constable wa e
gehvereddabefore opening the cover asked the con
utter an

what the telegram was about.

"
i irecti nted
in our direction, pa
“The rebels are advancing

the man, .
o YOIL}(?OtVZ)l-d me.”
* raphis .
“3:’1; ::ellaeugsi?;ss has he to open a message addressed
tome?” ftmed the Head Constable in anierl; -
ion I switch on
i the Moplah rebelhqn i he
l'lraldkils?:gus‘;id topic of music beéorl;: ﬁi?;qu s
?ﬁc Hindu-Muslim rupture engendered by ,
e

y ‘Narak A Nurak ’
°

e fair escutcheon of modern India.
%Neblgf'e or:mlt;l giving a handle for other na'.u?lns
to talk of disunion amongst ourselves. After all, vx_utt a
bit of toleration and the feeling that each rehgllg%ls d'lss
only a counter part of I:ihi otherl,1 the th::gllefl igc:;; 4t 1?01;1&
entangled and all would be well. o
e religious tenets of the others and others
éii)p;lfit ctllt; likegise. Bravo! Hindus and Musllms:] of
Dehra Dun! There, on_the lagt Rama Navami day,
which this year synchronised with the. Mu}}urram iayr;
the Hindus helped the Muhammadans in ths:lr l;;.rtigesstﬁe
and the Muslims helped the Hmdus._ Th.at's itting he
bull'seye. Now let others take this brilliant example.
Here is what a poet says:

* Now jarring sectaries may learn

al power to discern
%%Ztrirotrl)]er should not war with brother
And worry and devour each other;
But sing and shine by sweet c?nsent
Till life's poor transient gight is spent
Respecting in each other’s case,

The gifts of nature and of grace.” ,
* * *

Now to sport. A big jump on to cnckgt. The All-
England lady 1:’:ricketers who toured Austrajia h?ee got
back with a good record. _Thexr glgry is great hf:aulse
there is no talk of body-line bowling or even shingle,

ingle or bob-line bowling.
° gThe menfolk are probably wishing' that they _ha@
an equally good record. The South Afrllcan Team isin
England and this reminds me of the qulan Test Team,
the youngest of the Test Match family which hadl’g
tough time sparring with the big brother', Englangi. I'd.
suggest that we should put on gloYes with the junior
brothers first and then meet t}}e big brothers. Lext/ 11115
get South Africa or West Indies to come over. 'V c;
knows if the young kid is sturdy enough, in course l(1)
time, even the big brothers may flop under a poshy
under-cut and take the full count. ’
Apropos this topic, it is a pity the usual ijesnd‘er}cy

match was off the map last season. Without dxscussn;lg
the merits of the differences I've only to say that the
persons in charge have made a hash of things. Let l1115
hope that the coming season would straighten out the
dispute.

All is fair in love and war

Often have I heard it said;

But is it fair in sport to bar

* Give and take ’ and fight ahead?
* * * *

* * * * .
So long, Cheerio, till next week.

37



ea-parties

by ‘Kaiser*

][ like tea-parties,

imbibe tea and sahasranamam together.
pehople can fill themselves with tea and van
€ amorous people can take tea and Ja

The patriotic
de mataram.
vali together,
dhmusic. The
sh talk.

ecia party is worthy of note and of w:an;“lf
It is given to such semi-divine b
s and Ministers and Hig
it is blazoned forth
ubiquitous and om
known as newspaper corres
whenever the elite

The great men gracious]
etas. A few lucky men
th them in every such

to the main part of

reat men who deign to
re not in evidence,

d cannot live in suc
But no one
l_ace is taken by the human
ping and admiring

Not that I have any fondness for tea,
Johnson liked tea and he
ell says. I do not like tea, So I
That is a perfect syllogism, is it not?
g, you know. They
Beelzebub and Co,
' he worse reason.
1s the one commodity which
It is the one artj-
hed has taken its
but one noble kind
and feel that some
e would have been
r gift of tea,
d never have been
1 dp not take any pride in regard to
ection to cut out the C :
brought us drink we gave
All is fair in Jove
ur true divineness,
So at least
the gaiety of
ary way—by

men like tea.
Wwas a good man. So Boswel
am not a good man.
But syllogisms are
have been the favourites of Belial a
gnd can make the better appear as t
like tea parties because tea
makes the West dote upon
cle of commerce by which the vanquis
China and India have
of revenge open to them. They know
of the finest works of Western literatur
lost_to the world but for them and thei
fc_:r it Dr. Johnson’s cbiter dicta woul
given to the world,

e philistines can gulp down tea and bas,

ter-lovers can imbibe tea and clowni

xtra speci -
mostly bumbu P Shven

eings as Gover-
h Court Judges,
in the pages of
niccient set of

nors and Member
Whenever it is gi
the dailies by that

camera men flock
such parties.
fore the cam

victor captive. gather to attend

¥ stand and pose
always flank them
photograph. Tea
the function viz,,
take the tea. The
because gramophones
h a rarefied patrician
gramophones,
; gramophones,
audience later on, what .

locking at the g
gramophones a

atmosphere,
because their D
These tell ga

them drugs. That is fair, is it

But our gift of tea shows 0
man counterpart of ambr
We have thus added to

hations in a unique Way~perhaps in a solijt

pations in 2 selves or those great men, Ag f

selves they are too great to spea

Everybody else look
h. At the end of it,
mpliment one another

There are four kinds
extra-gpecial and super,
wherein very ordinary pe

s scared and speaks with

of tea-rarties— ordinary, special, 1l th
all the great men stand

The ordinary tea party is that
ogle take ordinary tea in ‘ordi-
uninteresting. It is concerned
vy plebian surroundings.
The camera
The tea at such parties

with mere plebians in th
The newspaper correspo i

men do not deign to look at it, doned g away
lical(the newspape
parties are {00 mg
majestic for deser
cryptic descriptions as;
House.” Once I
letter day in my jife,

was for me, 1'am far too plebian f§

1s call it divine)

Jestic even for contemplation—far too

hem we get only such
o hgd tea at the Govern.
ription~—~that was a red.
that that tea

tea-party is at the various hote
come ard ‘the came
this element of su

sweetening the tea,

There, all and sundry
But these is
ne is perpetu.
us people can

Ta men do po
The gramopho

* 55 and 5o had tea at—" I dare not even think of it.
But the poet’s eye in a fine frenzy rolling dotl} glar_xce
from earth to heaven and heaven to earth. He isa kind
of voluntary and unpaid newspaper correspondent from
Heaven to Earth. He said once. ([ believe he said once
only and he was the only one who said that.)

“ Here thou great Anna! Whom three real,t}as obey.
Dost sometimes counsel take and sometimes tea.

I know nothing about the tea. But I know whgt is
the kind of counsel taken and how it is taken by kings.
It is taken in mineral dozes. It is unpleasant to take.
- It is generally emptied into the waste-paper basket. I
hope that the tea has a better flavour and a better fate,

A few days ago I attended an extra special tea:party.
I see that you are becoming jealous of me. Iam in fact
jealous of myself. I get such chances but seldom. I
generally take part only in ordinary tea-parties. But. on
that day I had greatness thrust upon me. I rather ‘ghmk
that my good genius, taking pity on the \{nrglxeved
dullnes; of my life, possessed the D.T. P.1L. (Distributor
of Tea-Party Invitations) and made him send to me an
invitation which should have gone to my next-door neigh-
bour. When I received the cover, I felt elated. I reward-
ed the postman suitably and rushed into my _hou_se,
pursued by his grin and his thanks. I read the invitation
letter but felt puzzled by the mystical letters R. S V. P.
Did they form any degree conferred on me? Did they
form & new title? Or did they represent any mystical
- formula ? I had no option but to go to my neighbour
and ask for illumination. He turned green on seeing the
invitation letter, because I got it, rather than because
he did not getit. He turned blue and then turned green
again. All the same I saw him at thq tea-party., He
had somehow managed to get an invitation. I hope that
some day, before I quit the world, I shall be able to know
the supreme secret—the secret of ang}mg for and landing
invitations for all such unique occasions. When I went
to that party, my neighbour had arrived. The great men
arrived punctually late as usual. I stoqd within the
camera focus, but at the last moment, and just before the
click, my neighbour shoved himself into the chus and
shot me out of it. So I lost my only chance of.xmmorta-
lity. My walking stick (which Mali has made immortal)
was more lucky than myself. Itgot into the focus and
came out; but I went out altogether.

I found at that extra special tea.party that music
and magic always accompany the tea. The poet says
that things seen are mightier than things heard. But as
a matter of fact things tasted are mightier than things
seen and things heard. It may be that the pen is mightier
than the sword but the tongue is mightier than the pen.
The invitees flock only to look at the great man and to
note one aunother’s garments and to chatter. Hence in all
the extra special tea-parties, music and magic take a
back seat. The musician and the magician were, of
course, outside the elite and had only the pleasure of
hearing the music and of other peaple’s tongues and seeing
the magic of other peoples looks. When the diners trooped
in following the great man, they longed for the music
when they saw the magic, and longed for the magic when
they heard the music. The musician had the opportunity
of his life, because such a great man and such a set of
men {called elite and intelligentsia, whatever these
mystical words might mean) might not hear him again.

* Never the time and the place
And the great ones all together.

He galloped on as if he was taking the news to
Ghent. He compressed seven of Tyagayya's songs into
seven minutes. He began anywhere, went on everywhere,
ended nowhere. Suddenly the necromantic genius super-
seded the romantic genius. By the bye, why do magici-
ans call themselves ‘the Necromantic Fraternity? Is it
because they are romantics, or because of their antics?
The magician came in the garb of the Elizabethan age.
The Indian necromancers of a former age used to do
wonderful tricks, but they are now dead as the Dodo,
The Western necromancer has now, like the Western
textiles and books, driven out the Indian necromancer.
I shall tell you about that another day. On that great
day the magician desired to show off muach. He had
brought the material needed for many wonderful tricks,
But he made a speech when the essence of necromancy
is action. The result was that the great man was about
to rise. Then the necromancer stopped being a
romancer. ‘ Nec Romancer’ really means ‘"No Romance’,
isit? He had time for only two tricks. He converted
bits of paper into tea and converted necromancy into a
supplementary tea-party. He then converted further
bits of paper into a gold-thread garland. The great man
was duly garlanded. After he dsparted, we went home
and I noted that day in my diary in red letters,
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The Blotter

A second later Bearel] was
between two Patrolmen,
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by ‘Swithin’

Hlustrated by Sekar

A I}IFE-TIME had been spent by Richley in

ormulating plans of revenge he had pro.

mised himself years ago, that one day

, Bearell would pay and pay in full. His
datred of Beal_'ell dated far back to university
tl?:? , The beginning of the hatred was so distant,
o ¢ had even forgotten how it originated,
He remembered, however, that it had gained in
i_r;tensny and depth, when sweet little Gwendoline
answorth had chosen Bearell instead of himself,

and he had been so confident that he would win
Gwendoline, and score over his rival. With her chog-
sing of Bearell, the hate had mounted until it filled his
harizon, and he just lived for the day of revenge. In

. the intervening years he had nursed his hatred, and

kept it burning at a white heat, an all-consuming fire
that ate into his vitals with vitriolic fingers.

In the three decades that had vanished into the
maw of the past, he had brooded and planned, discard-
ing scheme after scheme as too impracticable, too
dangerous. He had wanted a way in which to have
revenge and gloat over it at the same time. Anything
with a spice of danger for himself would not do.

For hours he would sit in his study with his
thoughts, planning and planning for the great revenge,
seeing in imagination the agonies Bearell would suffer.
Under the stress of emotions, conjured up by the malignant
visions in his deformed brain, his fingers would curl into
talons, like some bird of prey, and his face would twist
with fiendish glee.

In the begioning, through secret channels, he
had tried to break Bearell in business, but his specu-
lations to that end among the bulls and bears had only
left him the poorer, with victory after victory for
Bearell. With each set-back, his hatred had mounted,
until it became an uncontrollable obsession. Unable to
hit Bearell through the Stock Exchange, he let his
thoughts stray to other and more effective means. These
defeats only acted as a spur, an added incentive to his
urge for revenge,

With a cunning born of the hatred in his warped
brain, he had gone out of his way to cultivate the
friendship of Bearell and his wife. He had reasoned
that this seeming friendship would give him opportunities,
and pave the way to the fulfilment of his desire, and
would be the prime factor to turn aside the finger of
possible suspicion from his vicinity.

He had never married. In those far off days when he
had paid court to Gwendoline Hansworth, it was

just to get his own back on Bearell, to take what the

other man wanted. When he had failed, frustrated
desire developed into a longing for the thing he could
not have. Then gradully with the passing of the years,
this yearning for Gwendoline had merged with his hatred
for Bearell, until his hate encompassed and drew her
within its clutching tentacles.

This hate which had two beings for its focus, had
no room for other feelings. It stunted and eliminated any
other love that might have entered his life, so he had not
married. Just calculated and bided his time and waited
for the chance he felt sure would come some day.

Now at the sunset of his life, he thought he saw a
way to even matters with Bearell. It was a way he
would not have chosen, if he could have helped it, but it
was the only way. If heletit go, it would mean that all
these long years had all been wasted. Fate had placed a
way of retaliation in his hands, though a way that
was not to his liking, as it eliminated the gloating that
was to be the aftermath of his revenge.

. But he was at life’s end, he thought, and it would be
worth the loss of a month ot so, to know that his death

would bring all that he wanted. World:famous specia-
lists had given him a bare six months to live, out of which

6~—22—6—35

four had sped before the great idea had dawned, In two
months he would die, in two months he would pass with-
out revenge—a despicable failure. Or if he chose death
now, he would have revenge at the cost of a few short
weeks of life. His hatred was too intense to let a few
weeks sway him from his purpose. His mind made up,
he perfected his plan. .

Methodically he went about his plans, fitting piece
by piece, giving concentrated thought to each step,
arranging the setting of each move with painstaking
care. This was to be his last eflort, his swan-song
of revenge. A life-time of baulked malevolent hatred, and
an accumulation of years of unsated: desire, went into the
completion and perfection of his diabotical plot.

He shook with silent laughter at the thought of
what lay in store for Bearell, chuckles of glee left his
twisted lips as he visioned how it would all end. His
revenge would be complete. Even Gwendoline would
be drawn into the vortex of his hatred. Even she would
feel the stigma, after Bearell had paid. His only
regret was that he would not be there to see the result
of it all, to view the successful consummation of his
project, to see the curtain ring down on the grand finale.
But he was satisfied to die with the knowledge, that his
death would spell the fulfilment of his heart’s desire.

Thestage set, he fixed that evening for the execution
of his plan. There was no time to lose, his days were
numbered.” Any moment he might fall to the grim
reaper, with his scheme unfulfilled: he shivered at the
thought. Phoning Bearell, he requested him to call that
evening on urgent business. Receiving an assurance that
his victim would be at his place at the specified time, he
heaved a sigh of relief and set about his preparations,

His first move was ta write three letters, one to hig
lawyer asking him to call two days ahead. The second
to his Club, remitting his subscription for another month,
the third to a friend, accepting an invitation for a yacht
cruise a week from that day. This settled, he drew out a
small automatic that nestled in the top drawer of his
desk. After making certain that it was functioning
properly, he put it back, and laid the clip besids it.

Next he picked up a sharp stiletto, that served as
a paper-knife. A moment of hesitation, then with
grim purpose he lightly drew the blade across the
index finger of his right hand. As the blood gushed out
he rang for his butler and asked for a bandage. An
unfortunate accident, he explained. Under his direction
the finger was soon bandaged, he smiled as he surveyed
his hand. A thin layer of gauze now covered the fore.
finger, the swathing strands of the bandage criss-crossed
his palm and covered a good bit of it.

When his butler left the room, he again took out the
automatic and held it in his right hand. A smile of
satisfaction spread over his face, as he found that the
little weapon nestled easily in the palm of his hand in a
firing position, just held in place by the pressure of the
lower part of his palm, the last joints of his three
unbandaged fingers, and his forefinger on the trigger.
In this position, though the weapon could be used,
his thumb and exposed fingers were clear of the gun.
Pleased at this demonstration, though he had satisfied
himself of its possibility many times before, he laid the
automatic away.

(Continued on page 48)
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T Post-master
of Kanijirapally

( )NE fine morning, some ten years ago, | was
standing on the heights of Kanjirapally, waiting
to meet the girl who was destined to become my
wife. The morning sun, as it poured forth ils

wealth of golden rays through the thick foliage of the

mountatn trees, seemed to have wakened up a gentle brecze
drifting sweetness from thousands of flowers from the
valley below. Though wonderful was nature around me
that day, there was something finer still within ne,
which made me feel as young and as pure as that glorious
morning on the mountain-top. 1 was in love with the
sweetest girl in the world. She lived just a mile away
from where I was standing, in a fine wooden house, with
her father who owned a small tea-estate of fifty or sixty
acres. A very hard-working man from his boyhood, lie
had not hud the advantages of higher education or enjoyed
the amenities of civilization ; but he was careful to give

a decent education to his only daughter. It was as though

he wanted her to compensate all that he had missed

in life.

I met her one day in Trivandrum going to school in
company with several girls. It was not an easy job to
trace her home to this mountain village, but she was
worth all the trouble 1 took. Was she beautiful ? Tall
and full-figured, with a complexion which would put the
colour and softness of a rose petal to shame, she could
stand the most exacting test of any beauty hunter. But
what attracted me most to her was the beauty of simpli.
city and innocence in her. My Leela did not care to
have the artifizial charms of the modern powdered
sirens.  She respogyded to my love !

1 did not carry on a secret romance with her. [
went to her house and told her father that I was the
eldest son of well-to-do parents, that [ was then at
College in Trivandrum, that 1 had fallen in love
with his daughter and had come there to his house to
ask his permission to continue loving her and, if she
returned my love, to marry her. Being a plain and

straightforward man he viewed my proposal with
sympathy. He had no objections at all,

It was one day noon that I arrived ;
1 stayed there till evening when [ w
to walk a distance of seven miles
town, from where I could take ab
was very difficult to get any conve
a bullock-cart, Kanjirapally was in those days only a
small village and had none of the comforts and conve.
niences that she boasts of to-day.

It was only a month
be;ffore I went there that they had got even their first post-
othce. ) ' o o

n Leela’s house,
anted to leave. I had
to get to the nearest
us to Trivandrum, [t
yance except perhaps
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by J. Narini

Hlustrated by Varma

I met the post-master of this tiny post office in
Leela's house. He was introduced to me in the evening
by her futher who did not mind doing all that he could
for the fellow who was quite a stranger to the place.
But somehow I did not quite like him. He was a middle-
aged man with a short, bulging frame and incredibly
small eyes, which had a trick of winking at you all the
time he talked to you as though they were telling you
that you were not to believe a single word that came out
of his mouth. He told me during our conversation that
he was a widower, that he had an only son, whom he
called ‘sonny’, reading in some school in Trivandrum, and
asked me if by any chance I knew him. He bored me with
the praise of his ‘sonny’ till he got a promise from me
that as soon as I returned to Trivandrum I would get
acquainted with that enviable young mortal. When he
left, T too got up to go. But Leela’s father wouldn't
allow me as, he said, I could cover hardly three miles
before it grew dark. So I stayed there the night, but
next day before dawn I departed. I walked for a mile,
and then waited at the top of the hill, not so much to

enjoy the sun-rise, but really to meet my Leela once

again before I left the village. The previous night we
had made a little arrangement that she should come
there early in the morning and that we should spend
together at least half an hour. She did not fail to meet
me. We sat and talked till the sun rose pretty high,
We heard the sound of a man’s cough near us, We
turned round, and there stood that post-master hardly
five yards from us.

“Good morning,” he said, “I thought you had
left last night.”

“Good morning,” Isaid, *I was allowed to go
only in the morniag—but where are you (A

“Oh! just for a stroll. The air here is so very
bracing—don't you findits0?” $o saying he walked
away. Leela did not like the fellow to have seen us
together. Neither did I, especially after I had taken
leave of her father ang departed. But he was a human
being and would understand that a lover was after all a
lover! Oh how very hard we found it to take leave of
each other! But Leela brightened up and was greatly

consoled when I promigsed her that I would write to her
every other day.

I received the reply to my first letter all right. It
Wwas an nnocent love-letter written in that big child-like
hand that has come to mean so much tome. But I
found there was 10 re
I wrote a few more letters to her expecting every day to
get a reply from her, But when two weeks passed ang

ply to my second letter. However, .

& -
1 did not get any, I decided that there wasd sgpsmeg:;zg
iously wrong ; perhaps her father change }t d‘one
Sex;;of rbade her writing to me. However I waite on
o (:veek and then, unable to bear the sustense heg
r!;lg:: 1 s:at out to Kanjirapally. Whten wa:ei(;vay.
Leela;'s house it was evening, l}pt her fat 1:.:3 as avay,
Leela came running to me. Ha., yhm.l o
thought you...” There were tears in e? I el
“Why did you not reply my letters: e e
“That is what I should ask you,” wa

retort. put did
oot Do you mean to say that you wrote to me,

letters ? .
ot g:?th;yafe:er your first one I bad no letters from you
4 . ”»
ly wrote again?
> yguY:'a Ierote six letters in all. You seem dtczoh:}\::
ot only tile first one ; what coulq have happene
gest! And how many did you write ?

(1] " ‘ .
lge};;e: to think. “Ts it possible,” I asked her,

3 id ive them
“ that your father got the letters and did not give

0 yo"‘l(?)’l; no. father is not like that, he"even asked me
4

ore letters from you. _
whethelr sleg o :N!;ler,n are you sure that the post-man 1s not

iving our letters to someone else'? . You know, these
glost-men can be easily made to do it.

We turned Yound and
there stood the post-
master.
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“ Who could be interested in our letters?" asked
Leela. “ Besides, once 1 made enquiries at the post office
mysell.

“ And then?”

“ The post-master said that if any letter came I was
sure to get it; and he smilingly asked me from where I
expected the letter.”

“ Did he ask that?” A disturbing thought flashed
through my mind. So that's the game!

“Do you know Leela,” I said, “it is this fellow
who has been stealing our letters ? ”

" The post-master | Ile steals the letters, you say ?
But whky should he ?”

“ Why should he! Can’t you understand that he is
in—"  Why tell that pure girl all the ugly passions of
man; why disturb that innocent mind with the knowledge
of all the dark corners of the human soul. But I was
certain about the fellow having done it, and I was
already thinking out the most effective method of
revenge.

When Leela's father came, we talked over the matter,
and I told him my suspicions. At first he would not
believe, and thought that the post-master, for whom he
had done so much, would not do suzh a mean thing.
Then slowly he began to understand—he recalled how
the fellow had been paying some attention to his daughter
before I went there, how he had so often mentioned the
desirability of his getting re-married, and also how he
had suggested so very cunningly one or two things
against me. Yes, the fellow was jealous, Why did he
not understand it all before! And when once he under-
stood, he got so enraged that he was quite prepared to
go and knock the fellow down. * Ugly devil ! Ungrateful
wretch!” he cried. But 1 told him that we had as yet
no positive proof against the man, and that even if we
had it, the punishment the man deserved was a little
different from what he intended.

“Do you then want the rascal to go free?’ he
cried with some anger.

“No, not at all,” I said, “but if you give him a
few kicks, it may not mean much toa man of his
mentality ; what he deserves is 'tit for tat’, and I am going
to give that to him.”

I then told him my plan. He listened to me, and
then congratulated me on inventing such a brilliant plan
of revenge. :

“ But you must not let out the secret by any means;
it is absolutely necessary that you should get on with
him for a few days as if you had no suspicions about
him. He agreed, and I immediately departed to
Trivandrum.

The first thing I did after getting to my hostel in
Trivandrum was to write a letter to Leela. What was

the use of it? Would it ever reach her hands? Perhaps
not. Baut it was necessary.

_ Two days passed. On the third night, at about
Dhine, the servant of the post-master found that his
master was bitterly weeping. The news spread, and
the neighbourhood rushed to his house. Even Leela’s
tather went. And when they all reached his house they
foupd the post-master beating his breast and loudly
crying.  Poor man, his only son—'his dear sonny’ —was
run ovet by a car in Trivandrum! What a misfortune !
How could the villagers comfort a man in that situation.
Some of them began to weep in sympathy., What made
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the situation more tragic was that the poor man was
unable to reach Trivandrum quick enough to see his
son. No conveyance could be had to cover the seven
miles to the next town except perhaps, a bullock-cart.
Poor man, there was his son lying bleeding to death in
Trivandrum, and here was his dear father unable to reach
the place. Oh, why had he come to that miserable little
village!

One of the men assembled asked another ina
whisper, “ But is the child dead ?"" Ha, who knows?
How to ask that question to a dear father weeping so
bitterly. At last Leela’s father ventured.

“But, Mr. post-master, is the child seriously
injured ?

“Oh, he must be—it is a car that ran over him—I
think my child is already dead —my sonny-sonny-so-n-y.”

“ But how did you know ?” asked Leela's father,
“who came to tell you?” Then all the men thought
how strange it was that they all forgot that question
first.

“Oh! I know— —I know—" cried the post-master,
“ please get me a cart.”

This appeared very strange to the villagers. Why -

would he not tell them how he came to know it all! So
some of the men called his servant, and asked him how
his master got the news first. The servant told them
that after dinner he found the post-master reading some-
thing when suddenly he began to cry that * Sonny” was
dead. One young fellow put the question to him: * Are
you sure, sir, that you had not had a bad dream "

“Dream ? I never slept to have a dream—it is no
dream. Oh, will I ever see my poor boy—my poor boy!"”

* But how did you know?”. Now all the villagers
asked together.

"I know—1I am certain my boy is run over by a car.”

“ But how did you know?” asked the men again,
* did any one come from Trivandrum ?"

* No, no: but I know, I know—""

This strange behaviour of the post-master and his
unwillingness to disclose the source of his information
robbed the villagers of much of their sympathy. How-
ever, they got him a bullock-cart and sent him as quickly
as possible to see his ‘sonny’. But when the man had
left the place they began to discuss the matter, and
their conclusion was that the man had suddenly become
insane! And all of them had strange stories to tell of
man who suddenly lost his reason.

In the meantime, the poor post-master was suffering
terrible agonies. After reaching the next town, he hired
a car and reached Trivandrum next morning. He had
suffered so much mental pain that his mind really became
a little unbalanced. He ran into the boarding-house
where his son lived, and was so glad to find him reading
at his desk, as though nothing had happened to him. He
embraced and hugged his son, crying " Oh my sonny, my
sonny—TI thought you were dead—oh my sonny—"
Tears trickled down his cheeks. But they were tears

of joy, of gratitude to he mercy of Providence that
spared his son to him.

But 'soqny’ could not understand this strange
behaviour of his father. He felt confused and ashamed.

All his friends came running round him and some of them :

began to laugh, “Sonny's father is gone mad,” the
whispered among themselves. They found the man ask-
ing his son about the car that ran over him, all the

[ ]
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while kissing and Bugging him. And the poolr boy
really wondered what made his father go so mad!

After enjoying all this comedy at Trivandrum, I
started to Kanjirapally. Leela and her father were
expecting me impatiently. ’

‘It was a stroke of genius,” ‘It succeeded so well,

“The fellow is rightly served,” were their expressions
on meeting me.

““But did you get the letter 2” T asked.

“Oh yes, we got it!"” X

Meantime his friends soon arrived, and wanted the
letter read out. So Leela's father brought out the letter
and read it to them:

" & ’

“« My dear Leela,

Why are you so very indifferent to me? I have
very sad news. Your post-master’s son was run
over by a car—it happened only just an hour ago.
Everybody says he is.such a nice boy. Perhaps
this letter will reach you before he gets the news,
and in that case, tell your father about it. He will
know the best way of breaking the news gently to
the poor man. How very tragic! I am so sorry
for the man—"

The whole crowd laughed outright. And all of them
congratulated me on my brilliant plan.

THE END
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Back to

Nature

by ‘Ram’

ustrated by Sekar

] ) AMAN was slim, wiry and clean-shaven. Sam
was broad, hirsute and muscular. They were
contrasts in practically everything, from
Raman’s wife who bossed him, to Sam who had

no wile. Possibly because of the contrast, they were

great {riends, and used to meet frequently to drown their
troubles in Pennants.

. On Tuesday as usual they dropped into the Garri-
sons and grunted with simple emphasis—'" Beer.”
Troubles having been duly sunk, Sam lit a cigarette and
spoke :—

I am tired of tears and laughter
And men that laugh and weep ;
Of what may come hereafter
For men that sow to reap,”

* Have some more beer ”, said Raman solicitously.
It Zad been very hot that day.

. “Iwill not have some more beer”, snapped Sam,

‘at least not in the spirit in wich you want me to
drink it. Swinburne was quite right. I’m sick of my
environment,” waving a hand vaguely and comprehensive-
ly at a slice of Madras which included the High Court,
Pachayappas and the other towering buildings. “Ma-
chine-made atoms—' Men that sow to reap.’ Give me
Nature, raw and sincere... . primitive simplicity—""

* And toddy instead of this,” interrupted Raman,
emptying his glass.

* Shut up ! I've taken a forest licence for the Agency
and am off to-morrow...back to Nature. Just a gun,
ammunition, a blanket and myself. Unspotled scenery,
blue skies...Will you come ? "

“ Will I what? Hang ona sec, I'll find out the
resuits of the second race this evening, and then 'l tell

you what I think of your hair-brained schemes. I've got
fifty on Son of Tin and he's a cert.”

Considerably less than two minutes later Raman
oozed dejectedly back into the room. * Lost,” he said
with remarkable feeling, “I'll come with you. That
makes seventy 1've dropped, and meeting my wife's an
impossibility now.”

A week later they were in Chintapaili, not at the

Forest Bungalow where all self-respecting shikaris stay,
but in the jungle, the * wide, open spaces’’, as Sam
poetically put it. They may have been wide and there
was certainly space, but it was not open. They rolled
themselves in blankets and sought sleep after a futile

attempt at obtaining dinner via Sam’s gun. About
midnight Raman woke up to hear

apostrophising a snake in terms more ve
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his companion
nomous than a

cobra. ““Brother snake—nature’s child,” he said sleepily,
and was cursed into waketulness. An hour later a
centipede injected half a pint of poison into his arm,
and he bade farewell to slumber. At four o’clock a
cloud of mosquitoes—the pure, jungle breed, a kind you
can't swat, and which never say die till you're dgad
either from lack of blood, or malaria, came to give
warning of dawn.

Sam succeeded in shooting a brace of doves for the
pot and they had a meal at last. A very pitiful apology
for a meal, cooked—if it could be called cooking—
without salt, and deplorably insutficient. The hill-
people plainly considered they were mad, but good-
naturedly imparted scraps of information (wholly un-
reliable) about the game. Sam went tracking with
high hopes ; Raman with an eye to safety climbed a

. comfortable peepul tree and drowsed till he was awaken-

ed by the shikari's return. It appeared that Sam had
fired at a bison, which later turned out to be a village
buffalo, and missed at forty yards. The buffalo, being
naturally irritated, did not miss at approximately two
vards. That night Sam slept on his stomach—the rest
of him was too sore to bear contact with anything.
However, they fed full on a mess of rice supplied by the
villagers near-by.

The next day Raman complained of pains in his
inside, a listless feeling, fever and what-not. He
suggested it might be sleeping-sickness—a suggestion
which was vetoed by his partner. Despite this, he

insisted on returning and secured a lift back to Waltair ,

on a charitable estate-agent’s car. He was going, he
said, to recuperate from too much nature, and would do
so in hospital. “ A nice clean hospital, with beds and
pillows, and no centipedes.”

Sam on his own, hired a tracker to guide him and
to look after his cuisine. This resolved itself simply into
rice, more rice and yet more rice. Wistful thoughts of
Melbourne bitters tormented him, but he cast them
aside as unworthy, and concentrated on his shooting.
So far of course he had shot nothing, a defect which he
proposed to remedy that night'by tying a buffalo calf up

for bait and awaiting whatever might betide with a
405 Winchester and faith in Providence.

His first visitor was a hyena which departed after a
little persuasion from broken twigs. The buffalo calf
meanwhile, instead of registering anxiety by its blah’ing,
went to sleep. At ten-forty, the red-ants found Sam’s
tree; at ten-forty-two he found another tree, Then the
mosquitoes, like loyal friends came to share his wvigil,

And the breeze stopped entirely ; he mopped his face and

scratched it, where the mosquitces had put 1n some good
work, by turns, v

" co

A jackal loped along ina friepdly manner to mve}sln;

te and went back ina hurry, informing its pals t a
Y e‘b ffalo calf was most unwholesomely alive, a_nd also
t‘l;et :lhere was a strong smell of man in the air. dAn
by isitive porcupine ambling to a water-bole stopped to
e hat with the bait, but the bait rejected his
have a:s with scorn. The interview terminated ab;upt!y
adw‘nfhe visitor continued his trek, leaving two quills in
sher If's side as a souvenir of their meeting. After that
the 2 loquacious enough. Every panther, tiger, or
he Wasrrxembelf of the greater carnivora must have be-
other ware of the presence of free food in the jungle,
bu?lfhzy all generously left it for someone else to find.

! : .10 the calf
o'clock, Sam fell asl:aep rat 1

keﬁt)g:: and departed: at two o'clock a panther caﬁae

bro b itself against the stake, carelessly, and Sam awoke.

?I; ljlerked his rifle up and by an ux}afccointall“;ler ﬂ:r}fg

i ‘nanther neatly behind its left s oulde

drlned}tlhtehgirzza)rt. Then he came down .a.nd, a tn‘ﬂe

tl;;?rfturely lifted his heart in thanksgiving, as the
p ’

Y

./'-\-“Wy

Bible has it. The female of the species {which Kipling
rightly tells us is deadlier than the male) struck hard.
The goddess of Fortune, however, kept on smiling, Half-
dazed by a glancing blow on the head, Sam managed to
get his rifle muzzle into the brute’s mouth and pull the
trigger ; after which he fainted.

They brought him back to Waltair in the lorry
which had been chartered for the trip, rather more dead
than alive, accompanied by two magnificent panther
skins.

He expected to find Raman in hospital, but he was
not there. The next day he came—as a visitor, looking
sleek and happy.

“ What happened to you?" asked Sam.

‘ Oh, the pains passed off, so I thought I'd wait for
you here. There's a comfortable hotel near the beach,
and heaps of beer. Nature’s present in an unobtrusive

" manner—that’s the way I like it served up.”

A pregnant silence.........the
invalid’s thoughts were not
expressible in front of nurses.

Sam's recovery took a month,
during which Raman visited him
daily, and talked almost like a
poet, not of flora and fauna,
but of airy bedrooms, convenient
baths with water, h.c., ande. 1.
They returned together to Madras,

If you go to Sam's flat and look
interrogatively at the skins on the
wall, he will allude off hand to
‘“a most enjoyable little trip of
mine into the wilds. Back to
Nature, as it were. A splendid
holiday, my dear fellow. It
happened like this....." And
there are two artistic scars across
his face 10 bear him out.

THE END



THE BLOTTER—(Continued Jrom page 471)

It now wanted a good four hours before Bearel| was
due. He had a late lunch, then sat down to while away

the hours, by conjuring up all that was scheduled to hap-

pen, all that should occur according to his calculations,

He came out of his mental soliloquy of hatred,
when the chimes of the big clock in the room,
warned him that a bare hour was left for his victim’s
arrival. For & moment a cold sweat stood out on his
brow, as he thought of what lay before him, of the step

he contemplated. Then slowly the smouldering hate of
a lifetime re-asserted itself,

His momentary revulsion  subdued, he sat down at
his writing table and drew the big blotting pad towards
him.  On its wide expance, in an almost mdecipherable
scrawl, he wrote six inch letters, * Bearell Shot Me ",
The last letter was just g jumble of lines, ending in a
diagonal streak running  across the pad, as if he had
written it with a faltering hand and failing senses. This

done, he covered the pad with a sheet of paper
and rang for the butler.

His butler glided into the r
summons. He stared at the bytler
the impression that he was undecid
something, Then he curtly infor
would be there soon, an
required.

00m in answer to his
for a moment, giving
ed whether to tell him
med hitn that Bearel]
d to be within call in case he was

A little later, Rearell was ushered in.
closed behind the retreating form of the butler, Richley
went forward and greeted his visitor effusively., Beareil
had barely settled himself in a chair, when Richley
plunged into business discussions. After some time he
adroitly steered the conversation around to general
matters, lightly touching on a variety of subjects,
Gradually the conversation veered around tofire-arms,

As the door

Deep in discussion as to the
of fire-arms, he drew the automatic out from his table
drawer and asked Bearell's opinion, on the new gun
he had acquired. Beare}l, something of an expert on fre-
arms, all unsuspecting, took the weapaq
closely. Receiving it back, Richley passed a few jocular
remarks, and under co

into place, taking care not to touch the butt of the
Weapon.

Casually he laid the
continued the conversation.

merits of various kinds

automatic on the table ang

So far everything had gone according to schedule,
He bad Bearell's finger-prints on the gun, a necessary
brecaution fitting into his scheme of things, The cracial
part now lay ahead, Gradually he let the conversation

flag until the visit drifted 1o a close. At Jength, Bearelt
picked up his hat, wished him good-bye and turned to the
door.

His visitor had scarcely take
ley acted. His left hand flew to
phone on his table, sweepin

n two steps, when Rich.
the receiver of the tele.
g off on the way the sheet of

Bearell was four strides from the g
twisted his right hand around hisown b
zle of the gun was in position, to send
through his back at g cajculated

oor, when Richley
ack, until the muyz.
its leaden message
angle—an angle that
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would bring death, a matter of seconds after the gun sang
its song of violence. These few seconds of life to give
credence to the scraw! on the blotting- pad now exposed
before Lim. This achieved, he yelled ** Police ", into the

mouth of the phone, at the same instant knocking the
instrument over.

Bearell turning in surprise at the unexpected shout,
in amazinent heard Richley yell, “ Bearell, don’t shoot
me.”  Satisfied that his words bad carried over the over-
turned phone, Richley jabbed with his free hand at the
electric button summoning his butler, Then with a leer
of indescribable hatred, he leant forward over his desk,
and compressed his bandaged finger on the trigger. Flis
body sagged forward.  The antomatic slipped from his
listless fingers, vebounded {rom the chair and skidded

across the polished foor, untif it came to rest, a gleaming
omen of death.
* *

+* *

His eyes wide open in astonishment, Bearell gaped at
this amazing turn of events. As he stood rooted to the
spot, the door swung open, and the butler appeared on
the threshold. Hig questioning gaze took in the crumpled
silent figure of Richley, and the automatic on the floor,
He jumped back, slammed the door, and raced for the
lobby phone. The next instant he was pouring out his
tale, to the police two streets away. He was told that
the police car wag already on the way.

The screaming wail of a siren tote down the street
and died to a stop outside.
the sidewalk, and burst into the house, The lobby was
filled with plain clothes detectives und uniformed patrol-
men. The butler pointing towards the study, gabbled
out his tale. .

A second later Beare
while a lieutenent of dete
of Richley. He tyrned
surprise. With a perpl
pulse.  As his eyes aligh

 was between two patrolmen,
ctives was examining the body
the body over with a look of
exed frown he felt the heart and

into the mouth of the automatic, he picked it up and
smelt the end of the weapon, his face set in hard lines,
Picking up the phone, be put in a cal) for the police

surgeon, then turned hig attention to Beare]],

In short staccato sentences he questioned Bearell.
His eyes held a glimmer of enlightenment, incredulous
enlightenment at the replies he received,

The ‘door Swung open and the police surgeon
stamped in. Swiftly he examined the body., After a
W'hlle he stepped back ang turned to the detective at
his elbow. “"Heart failure,” he said, ** Looks like he
died of fright.” '

The detective nodded, *'I guess so.”
stared at the blotter and the

lisutenant pi’gked up the weapon and Opened it
the breech a shelt threw back scintillating ra

on the camp was 5 deep indentation, He extracted the
cartridge, the brags ¢

ase still held its load,
The two stareq at the body and the blue scrawl on

the blotter. Even ip death, the motionless
to exude the hatred, that ha body seemed

at had been its obsesgion in life,
The Surgeon stirred, a whistle of 8Mazement left hig
puckered lips, at a frame up!™ pe said, “ but thig

They both
shining automatic, The

shell misfired, just a dud.”
END
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How to do * Give & Take'

There are nire simple words given in this puzzle,
but each has either one letter too many or one
letter missing— .
Where you see ‘‘Give’, ADD one letter which

completes the word,

Where it says ‘‘Take”, TAKE away a lotter fo
leave the right word.

A clue to each word is given. In the first
line, for instance, the clue is “ 4 Rich, Source™,
And you have to take away a letter from ‘' MINET
to get the right word. On remoying (T)’from the
word, you get the solution—‘' MINE’. Solve
similarly the other eight.

RULES AND CONDITIONS

Solutions must be written only on the coupon.
All entries must be received by the last post
on 10-7-35. Any received after this date will
be disqualified. Entries from local competitors
can be delivered at our office till .6 P. M. on that
date. The first prize of Rs. 200 will be aWarfied to
an all-correct isolution and the second prize of
Rs. 100 to the solution with one error. An all-
correct solution is one which agrees in all respects
with the Editor’s Key Solution kept in safe custody
with the Indian Bank Ltd.! Head Office, Madrqs.
Failing an all-correct solution, the first prlze_wxll
be awarded to the nearest correct entry received. v
In case of ties, the prize money will be equaflly
divided. The Editor reserves the right of pooling
the first and second prize-amounts and distributing

(Continued on next page)
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“Singing-Circle” Competition
-  RESULTS —

The Correct Solution is:

1. PLEASING 4. ENCASING 7. ARISING
2. CEASING 5. DECREASING 8. INCLOSING
3. HISSING 6. ABUSING 9. DIFFUSING

The following 13 readers, having submitted all-correct solution, share the
first prize amount of Rs. 125, each getting Rs. 9-10-0

First Prize Winners:

() K Swaminathan, 1409, Varahappier Lane,

South Main Street, Tanjore.
(2) V.Varadha Ramanathan, 57, Third Street, Mannargudi.
(3) N. Sadasivan, Nannilam.
(4) G. Radhakrishnan, Clerk, Construction Audit, SI.Ry. Trichy,
(5) S. Gopalasamy, New Road, Woriur, Trichy.
(6) P.R. Subramanian, 274, West Masi Street, Madura.

(7) K.S. Singari Ammal, c/o S. Padmanabhachari,
Addl Public Prosecutor of Ramnad,
: West Veli Road, Madura.

(8) C.G Panduranga Vittal, Police Station Road, Basavangudi.
(9) P. Gopala Menon, Vadavanur-.

(10) A. V. Narasimha Row Naidu, Sub Inspector of Excise,
Peddapur Station.

(11) K. Venugopala Rao, Nayudupet.
(12) Miss K. Jeremiah, Chengalraopet.
(13) V. Rajagopala Iyengar, Kebbahalli.

(Continued on next page)

them among the competitors according to the number of all-correct solutions received. No correspondence can
be entered into nor can interviews be granted. Employees of the Merry Magazine and its associated journals
are not allowed to compete. No entry will be considered unless it 18 on the Entry Form. Intending competitors
who are unable to secure copies of this Magazine from the agents in their area can address our Subscription Manager
for the required number of eopies, sither by sending stamps or Money Order to cover the cost of the copies or order them
by V. P. ‘l'. COUPONS M UST BE FILLED IN LEGIBLY and sent intact. This office will not be responsible
for entries lost or delayed in transit. CUT OQUT THE COUPON-PORTION and post to :—

EDITOR,

*GIVE & TAKE' Competition, The Merry Magazine, 1-2/140, Broadway, Madras,

The following 89 readers, solutions with one-error, share the Second Prize of Rs.
' each getting Rs. 0-14-0, |

Second Prize Winners:

1-2. Qamaruddin Kbawaja, Lahore, 37. M. S. Row, Salyamangalam.
3. S.D. Shenwai, Basine. 38, A. Arthanari Chetty, Anthiyur.
4, K. Muthukrishniah Naidu, Itkial. 39-46. K. S. Singari Ammal, Madura.
5. L. A. Rao, Matunga. 47. E. R. Kuppanna Rao, Karur,
6-7. K. A. Ramiah, Bombay. .+ 4854, S, Gopalasamy, Woriur.
8. V. Venkataram, Jamshedpur. 55-59. G. Radhakrishnan, Trichy.
9.15. A.V. Narasimha Row Naidu, Peddapur. 60-61. P. R. Vaidyanatha Ayyar, Orattanad
16. S. V. Raghava Iyengar, Bezwada. 62. V.Mahammadali Maricair, Tiruvaru;.
17. C. Janardhan Rao, Vizag. 63.69. N. Sadasivan, Nannilam,
18. J. M. Alfred, Chengalraopet. 70-76. V. Varadharamanathan, Mannargudi
19-24. Miss K. Jeremiah, Chengalraopet. 77. V. D. Rajabooshna, Kurmbakonam, .
25. R. Krishnamoorthy, Cocanada. 78:79. P. Rajagopal Pillai, Velappadi.
26. M. D. Ameenuddin, Nellore. 80. S.Ramanathan, Tirupattur.
27.  A. V. Jayaraman, Chandanahalli, 81-82. A. D. Sundaramoorthy, West Mambalan
28. M.S. S. Mani, Kurnool. 83. M. V. Muthulakshmi, Mylapore A
29, M. N. Husain, Mandi Mohalla, Mysore. 84, V. Mahalinga Aiyer, MYIapom'.
30, U.S. Seetharama Rao, Bangalore City. 85. V.C.V. Chari, Madras.
. 31, B. A, Ramaswamy Setty, Bangalore City. 86. C.G. Baldevdas, Madras.
32. N. Sankaran, Calicut. 87. P.S. Rajagopalan, Madras.
33.34. S, Subbaraya Naidu, Salem, 88. K.S. Rajan, Madras.
35.36, G. W. Gozmao, Naduvatam, : 89. E. A. Dutton, Kuala Lumpur,

The prize amounts will be sent on 25-8.35
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The - “Fido” Wrist Watch serves ils own
faithful pet “Fido". er as the

It keeps accurate time always and in all climates and
is suitable to one and all. -

With a gold-plated wrist-chain as a free present in addj-
tion to postage—

The gold-plated “Fido” Lever Wrist Watch is the cheapest
and the strongest for its price of Rs. 5-14-0.

You have lost money in exchange for 2
worries, by purchasing cylinder watches.
But once you possess ‘“‘Fido” you never

need to repair.

Stockists :—

| THE GENUINE WATCH C0, PB 119, MADRAS
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= F =
- Free to 500 :
= DIAB =
ETICS |
é A YALUABLE BOOK  which reveals the secret of how =
= Ancient Indian Holy Men cured Diabetics in Patients® home, g
___EE Apply for o copy BEFORE he simple scratch from 5 thorn g
= or the seemingly trivial finger-cut =
= proves f{atal. =
E BEFORE painful] never-ending INJEC. E
= T Sap your life-blood and =
..§. €mpty your purse and DIETING =
= reduces you to g mere bag of =
= ones and makes you tired of life. =
= WRITE IN =
= NOW! ONLY E
= aumtep  VENUS RESEARCH LABORATORY =
§ SUPPLY AVAILABLE P. O. BOX 587, CALCUTTA =
=1 £
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VISVA & Co..

Engravers and rubber-stamp makers,
line and half-tone block makers,

etc,, etc,

Sct——

A TRIAL ORDER IS SOLICITED

50, Wallajah Road, Mouynt Road,
MADRAS.

- . ! !
ONLY ONE WEEK MORE ! HURRY UP ! }

WIN Rs. 2,000 Guaranteed

IN THE PARAMOUNT “SPECIAL” MISSING LETTERS No. 155.

Last Date for Posting Entries: 29th JUNE, 1935.
FIRST PRIZE: Rs. 1000 SECOND PRIZE Rs. 400

Rs. 50 for the first 5 correct solutions posted and Rs. 50 for the sender
> of fargest number of entries.

(Sealed Key Solution deposited with *“ TATLER of India’)

ENTRANCE FEE: ANNAS EIGHT PER ENTRY.

NIMUM AWARD OF Rs. 200 GUARANTEED TO EVERY SENDER
. OF CORRECT SOLUTION.

Substitute one letter for each dash to get the given meanings.

]
T MEANINGS. No. | WORDS. MEANINGS.
WORDS.
No.
[
] ; i R A — — | Place...(7st 5 letters
118°P R— NG Come into existence || 6 6 o
CE S E Put an end to T PRIV——Y| Secrecy
2 App——
6 A —— Series of...(7st 3
3D ES — R T | Barren place 8 letters only)
F E — — One Of tlxc ----- i 9 T R"" e Beam
4 - ,
FF | Buffet ' 100 QU—INT Unusual
58— ,
m——

Dictionary and all forms are treated as direct, A, An,
.B.—Ref. qz:;n?:ishexb}e(gig:ggz the clues. Bracketted words are not use.d. Words No. 6
Any, The, To, are :::; 5 and 3 letters, but oply the first 5 in word No'. 6 and the first 3 in word No. 8 are
and 8 are of more n plain paper. Feesby M. O. or Crossed Indian Postal Orfiers. Results will 'be
s be given: E;qu‘le; ZINBOW of the 9th July, which will be sent to those sending 2 As. stamps with

D“blisbedl\i{n Tager's decision is final. Prizes will not be reduced. Address all your entries and fees to :
. an
entrics:

N

. T"e Manager’

THE PARAMOUNT PUZZLES, P. 0., WASHERMANPET, MADRAS 18.




THE ROYAL

asTrorLocer 1,000,000

& more clients have had
our remarkable foretelling.
Family fame of 25 genera-
tions in Astrology, Medals
and Certificates from Maha.-
Rajahs and  Zamindars,
%) Annual life reading weekly

Y details Rs, 2. Aroodam for
5 questions Re.1. State
birth details ar writing time,
V. P, extra.

l~l’lanch Ne AMIRTANANDA

. 2,239, North Mada St., Mylapore, MADRAS

® or Stagle Ouosation and s ¥ Y ¢

® BANGALORE, §. 1,

&2t

SECURE A"
SPECIALIST'S
ADVICE IN CASES
QF LOST OR M-
PAJRED VITALITY

& BIABETES

Weits State, Age, Marriad -

Brief History, Stricely
Confidestial, .~ AR .
Dr. JEAN F. STRANDGARD

(Lats of Berlia & Visana)
CORKER ULSOOR & BAUDIN ROAD,

MONTHLY MAGAZINE — CONTAINING ABOUT 100 PAGES
—— &

INTELLIGENT COMPETITION BUREAU
PUZZILE No. 7

Rs. 1000 Guaranteed in prizes,

Rs. 800 (all.correct), Rs, 200 between competitors
posting their entries before 2—7—-35

Closing Date 15-—7-—35, Result 22—7—36

Entrance fee As, 8 (eight annas) per entry or Rs. 10 for
any number of entries by M.Q, or postal order.

Rs. 25 (minimum) guaranteed for each correct solution.

What vou have to do is to complete the words by
substituting letters in blank places to fit with the given clues,

RS. 70,000/- IN OUR COMPETITIONS,

Photographers™ competitions. /
Rs.100 for fhe Zest Story
RS. 250/- IN__LUCKY NUMBERS.
SALES WINOOW COMPETITIONS
Advertisement Display (ampetitions
Cunongny’ Free

l

Comperitions etc.

i A PP L Y
P.O:. BOX. NO. 285. KARACHL

P Atso_Likely Solutlons o 7ma
@ LAUSTRATED  WEEKLY COMPETITIONS » B

No. Words. Clues.
1| S—~IRTS A dress usnally worp.
2] —AY When everything seems bright
and fine,
3! SHO-—S You cannot do without them,
41 —ARK It means take care,
51 —ICE Insect (Plural)

Sealed solution with the Peoples Bank ILtd,
of the first prize will be senta booklet co
names of all the prize-winners
together with other details ag
or M.O.

The names of the competitors taking part in three
consecntive puzzles are being registered. Manager's
dec)§:on is final and legally binding. Address all your
entries and M. O.'s or postal orders to :

The Manager,
INTELLIGENT COMPETITION BUREAU,

Winner
) ntaining the
1 in all our puzrles
ainst eight annas in stamps

LL
VIRAMGAM : (B.B. C. L. Ry.)

: A ———— ———
g
P —— \ -
=

FOR ALL ACHES & PAINS

Read :—
Soap Bubbles Re. 1 0 0

Kettle Drums
If you wish to have a happy time.

More Soap Bubbles Re. | 0 0

Re. 1 0 0

The Merry Magazine Office, Madras.

.

WIN Re. 1,000 GUARANTEED

" meanings. Bracketted wor
- accompany with the entries.

" sent to those enc
| The Prizes will not be reduced.

Kunjimedu P. O.

No Extension! ‘‘FILL UP'" Competition Very easy fl
Entrance Fec :—Annas FOUR per Entry
Closing Date: 13—7-—35.

FIRST PRIZE Rs: 600 SECOND FRIZE I)!s: 400
(All correct) (One error

Substitute one letter for each dash.

No. WORDS. MEANINGS.
1] MONE— Coin
2] BAB— Infant
v 3 CLE—— Pure
4! SN—B Check
5| CHA— Fellov.v
6] CLO—— Covering

P ambers XXth Century pictxonary.

A Al:ql‘APx;Sr -‘Trlnzeef"rg :r:] omitted in the beginning of the
eani 3 e ds not used. M. O. receipt should
Prize will be divideddm case
i ; i cepted. Manager’s decision

?i ftil: sl‘ iéa;:gg;;;e;iixgi:;s a".:l‘hg correct solution will be
o 'ah d in the same Magazine of 27th July issue. Results
D b losing 1 anna stamp, within a week.

Address all entries and M, O's to 1
‘ The Manager,

¢« MARUTHY NILAYAM”
' South Arcot.

. K
<

s F

“*H90, Mount Road, Madras.

| ladina Ra. 5,
' <y

EVERY SPORTSMAN

SHOULD GET A COPY OF

THE FIELD-MADRAS

(AN ALL-SPORTS JOURNAL)

PATRON
His Excellency
LORD ERSKINE, G.ClLE.

EDITOR !

C. V. NAGARAJA SASTRI, B.A.,
" (Oxon), M.A., (EDIN).
BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Proprietor :
Mr. S. KANNAN,

Offices :

Subsoription : ‘Foreign 10s.

THE UNITED INDIA
LIFE ASSURANCE

COMPANY, Ltd.

Head Office : Madras. Estd. 1806.

JRET NN

Trustee f”w’ :
OFFICIAL TRUSTEE OF MADRAS.

T T——————

Policies in force nearly Rs. Three Crores.
Total Assets exceed ,  Sixtyeight Lakhs.

Annual Income exceeds ,  Seventeen Lakhs.

Among the distinguishing features of

the Company are :—

Complete and absolute salety of
Investments.

Prompt and equitable settlement
of claims.

Economical Management.

Moderate premiums combined
with substantial bonuses.

Efficient, sympathetic and prompt
service to Policyholders.

Full information readily furnish- .

ed on application to the Head

Office or the representatives of

the Company at various places in
our Country.

* United India
Assuranoz Buildings,”
Sembudoss Street,
MADRAS.

M. K. SRINIVASAN,

Managing Director.

Yoo
&' e o

|
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A Valuable Possession!

Make tailoring a fine art! THE POCKET KETTLE D RUMS
THE FAMOUS HAND |

Six-in-one Combination

A rare collection of short stories and miscellany
By N. ]KA\M[AB]H[A]D)]RANf B.A.

SEWING - MAGHINE

: A specimen para.
Some of the stories. P .
“Krishna returned ho;mlelafterd t{s walk on -
i he beach, which usually followed his strenu-
WILL SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM krishna's. Plan. ‘ . which usually followed his stresu
i .'/"'7i How the pay was earied. %%fhni:;ec{xas(;o::gry art, began to.catalogue her
"";/, :]he H_eln;o of t:ﬁoz;):,;ster grievances. She wanted a diamond nose-screw
Wi ur age§t t ' and a brooch for the moment. He gently
;:: g|2;:n(:;n e remonstrated V\l;ith he(xl‘ ;hhe told her thz(xit :Llu:
: f di d already exhausted his resources, and tha
i s e et R i o e o ot
Ar?ri: to the race course. This exasperated.........
Highly appreciated by many Papers, both Indian and Foreign.
| | Postage Extra.
NOVELTY Price Re. 1—0~0 ool Y A PLEASANT TIME
BUY A COPY AND ENJO .
A mysterious scientific illusion that has : (B
i : : Y ooks Dept
NEVER been satisfactorily explained ! THIE MERRY MAGAZHN]E ( P o)
: | - 140, BROADWAY, MADRAS.
i See—
The lead running through a pencil.
°
See— P Overcome Shame!
. . uer Ignorance.
The Rubber Tube in a Fountain Cong g T h Ab S & L .
Pen: i t out Sex & Lov
Just imported, measurement over- ° KnOW the AmaZ|ng ru
all 6” x6” x 3”, made of sheet metal See— ; E K]
’ ith i ve —the Magnificent Ecstasy ::
throughout, black Japanned with litho The Bones, joints etc. in your hands Know how to hold Lo g
decoration, with steel and nickel plated and fingers and the interior of & These Books will tell you how!
parts and attachments and so scientifi- pipe stem, et . . ' Wedded Lo
cally constructed as to make it do the P » et . sin—Sex ignorance is the cause of Misery in your Wedded life !
actual sewing, like big machines. Can ° : Sex Knowledge is no longer a
. ’ . ', — . Pri
stitch bed-covers, cushions, window- Includes Price e and gt Omge .
curtains, cloths, flags, shirts, underwear _ _ 4 1 0 0 | How totrainbo .
i " . ’ ; M 1 of Birth control 3rd Edn. llid. D < and Dream reading
]E?Ckets etc'h'can " iimecll1 > 3nnyhere. Reading glass, Sex Vice and how to avoid it Zod Bidn. 14 70 0 e D ( Pagtl &I 1 8 0
very machine tested and ready tor use. ophthalm - Pleasures of married life Horary Astrologv 2nd (Edition 1 00
Simple enough for a child to operate. P . oscope, - Kissing in theory and practice (2) 12 8 Ggide to the study of Hinduism 8 1§ 8
Each in a bo:é. complete with one reel stencil cutter, gg‘:i;)f‘}vl\élgr;;%d;?ge 1 00 Shorthgtori(e}s 010 o
thread, screw-driver and fixing clamp Mir Don’ : 1 0 0 | Laughing Gas: |
hi 1 ¢ ror on't M thro' Astrology 2 80
Your (}hlldren and ladies need this, if » Paper Pattern Complet:r}:zsband b 8 g(())‘ér f(l)lfll;rg}o:il:othe only God (A mystic
you wish to bave a lively home. Cutter, coin tester, Happy lover ) 8 0 finger post for the Earnest Seekar) 210 0
Sent with full instructi Excellent gl ‘ ll\fa’{ lage bff“e and after } 0 0 | Soap Bubbles (Short Stories) i 8 8
nstructions. elien ass ertect wife Bubbles
cutt ¢ & Hidden powers in Men (4th Edition) g 2 8 | More Soap Bu
Price (Postage pald) Rs. 3-10-0 only er, etc. 5 Young mothers, guide and delight '
(SENT WITH FULL DETAILS OF USE.) ‘ Postage extra. Mad
i ' ‘ . Madras
THE Kl}EMSPENA AGENCY, Price per piece Rs. 2/- only without postage. Apply to :— Sri Dhanam & CO., P. B. 119 .
RT DEPT.) THE o ,
P.B. 1, MADAAS, ZIP STORES & AGENCY,
- P. B. 13568, Madras.
AR

M



REGD. No. M. 2850,

o | 0
Indispensable for every Gramophone Home !
WHAT IS IT ? ’

QT

Every record plays
with better tone
after treatment with ;
“Zip A few drops |
smeared gently on
the record release !
the voice at once rich :
. and original and |
| make it last a life-
time.

Records ‘?re. "
expensive. * Zip
is inexpensive.
¢ hottle of "Zip
renovates
records.

THE GRAMOPHONE. RECORD RESTORER

Price per bottle Rs. 2—12—0, without postage. For two bottles, postage free.

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

o
=

3 “ | : o » . AS.
EDITED, PRINTED & PubLIsHED By S, S, VASAN, AT Tug ANANDA VIKATAN DPRESS, MADR
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