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We cannot, however, vouch fo'r thg “Mr. Macdorald relaxed for the
SPECIAL actCI.:iracy of the sequence above indi- first time in six years, sitting repose-
cated. . fully on the ‘Treasury Bench' with

¢
&

Futurist Art —ca,
S toon of the week :
The Angels Drawing Room—A Poem 5 CHATTOPADHYAYA hours. He had to stop because his
By Harindranath Chattopadhyaya 6 The Noses | Love voice left him.’ * ¥ *
The Ns\_l'sfl?rtunes of Meena—' Deisvi’ Serial Poets have immortalised We are glad to' note that he has Another conference of the Justice
Re 3026;: Inst:lmlznz_dufeanglu is Cornered 10 almost every part of the retained his name ; , Party leaders waschel dbin the Varicty
: ree to Kea —'Pi ‘ .. um — * . Hall Theatre at Coimbatore.
Results of “ Spot fheeEr:,- fl(czture Crossword * Competition ... &g cheeksa Zorlslolig! d?n?;}lgé, Hailing the appointment of Lord C;’V - I ever di inted t
or ompetition chine s i Zetland as India Secretary, the e were however disappointed to
50 Iin:;isé ag?:tﬁe:ho; Iders, Dewan of Mysore is reported to have find 1that the proceedings were, as
. T brawny id: 11 know how he found usual, monotonous.
= arms. B said:  We a o
FEATURES poetic [31t L? ZSZS’ ?o' hThe his way into the ‘ Heart of Arya- o . . * * *
Sparks f . invokad to that n bsl o varta'.” This is our own pr;vate view of | 1 )¢ Dail, an opposition speaker
Th [ rom our Anvil oble end. And after his first speech as|the safeguards provided for them in|i)ynted the Government of Mr. De
e Editor, His Page 3 ° Secretary of State, we also know how | the new constitution. Valera with not knowing a cow from
Fun For Al .. . e 4 he found his way into the heart of * * x a bullock.
The Letkef;s of Private Joyfull N ‘ 9 ‘RAM’ the Tories. The rumour of Sir R. K. Shanmu-
5. Rercruit Training, 17 gam Chetti's appointment as Deputy-
Do you know? ... Two master crooks I1n a Governor of the Reserve Bank is
Acatie Awful — XXXVIi . vee 23 ‘:;S::kgg \EvFlts.h dSwitches discounted in authoritative quarters.
Cos " ! I ort, shadows lurk. ;
S: mgpohtan Chutney 28 ing behind curtains, daggers | We are sorry to withdraw our
Ch‘” ust 33 ‘corpses and other pleasant felicitations to—Cochin.
ewing Gum 41 things *
By ‘Narak A. Nurek® ' * *
* LYY 46 Add . 4 .
, ressing a public meeting on the
o * sins of the Congress, he is reported
ORT STORIES AN ' to have said: ' The great galaxy of
D skiTs EMBUSQUE® stars of the first magnitude who were| f 5o, we think it must be due to
Ali's ‘Well with The World Greenwich, the chronome. shining in the political firmament Qf the excessive prevalence of Irish bulls.
The Mystery of Doo-Del.D By “Jan* _ ter of the wgrld, quides the ] _ the country went behmd' Mr. Jinnah’s % % %
A Queer D 00 By “Vierim world. Has it ever checke q Incidentally, it shows how mucb | coat-tails, like the rats in the ‘Pied . .
xueer Uocument , m - 20 up a courtezan's fa; more easily Office has found him | Piper of Hamelin ’ into the lobby.” From an account of the Kent
¢h8“m Gigolo By ‘Rejoram* | 59 and befriended a aadztory) out! We don’ der that hi Lennis champlonship: Mrs. Wil
e Bet That Stands By C.v.v, T It W * * * edont wonder that his meta- | Moody thereupon removed her coatee
The Knot in The Magk By " Naar A. Yapen ¢ 25 o Reuter says that Lord Carson Phorsare as mixed as his politics. for the first time since her arrival in
Monopolists at Work Y By s. Lakshminarasy ® who was seriously ill ‘has made an * % . England, and went ahead with a
Taken for a Rid or By ' Kamaks) - 30 astonishing recovery’, He i Gicular] . 01 lead of 4-2.) The Hindu.
3 Ride akshi ‘ e 34 C We don't wonder : for is he not e is particularly anxious to know | o1 che fared bett "
. By , . VENK . : . . hough she fared no better ulti-
~‘C_)hF These and Others By The *Shooy :( Embusque 36 o ATRAMANI the prince of Die-hards? if Congressmen will accept office. mately, we hope she at least felt
e Incubator and The Egg Pherd of the poy a7 00ls rush in where wise Cer a It is however certain that they will | better.
The Tough By John A. Henyy 39 men (not necessarily angels) . Imfhan I,nco]rane-tax Ifaw. nged not waive it in his favour! * * *
The Eterpal Controversy By “Chappie v 42 sar to tread. %); 1}: H YEX ert Si’n a\:hatn??-?:yiié Commenting on the.decision of the
By ‘Czering pe d 2 P Privy Council upholding the right of
e 45 g or eva ;ng £ % Dominions to abolish appeals to it,
the London correspondent of the

T

HARINDRANATH

A one-week Competition
Rs. 400 Free!

A BERLIN news-item says that Referring to the European com-
Herr Torgler who was in prison | munity in India, Mr. Bower says
in connection with the Reichstag|that they are living in a fool's para-
Fire trial has been released, and that | dise, and do not realise what i« coming

We are in a position to state that
Dewan Bahadur Ramaswamy Mnda-
liar has very nearly recoverel from
his Assembly defeat.

he has renounced Communism.

*

*
‘Senator Huey Long made a
speech in the Senate lasting 15%

to them,

¥ * *

eyes half-closed.”

We understand that he is trying
gradually to make them wide-open.

shot Tattoo :
like a gigantic billiards table...’

much in evidence.

From a description of the Alder-
‘Under the enormous

floodlights, Rushmore arena appeared

Cannon-play was however not

Manchester Guardian writes: ‘The
effect of it is that legally the British
Empire has ceased to exist.

This adds another to the distinc-
tions of the Jubilee year.
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MONTHLY PRIZE

Contributors to these pages, also
the readers, will remember that |
announced an offer of a fifty-rupee
prize on 25-5-'35 for the best contri-
bution published in this magazine
every month, The relevant portion
of the conditions governing this
offer is extracted below for the
benefit of those contributors who
may have missed the particular numb-
er contzining the announcement.

“ Commencing from June, | am award-
ing Rs. 50/- for the best short story
of the month published in this
Magazine. Contributors to The
Merry in a given month will form the
panel of judges for selecting the best
short story published in that particular
month. The story which the most
number of judges adjudicate as the
best (each barring his own, of course)
of the month will get the prize.

Persons in the various departments
of the Merry Magazine and its sister
publications are not permitted to
compete for this prize.”

This issue is the last one for this
month. 1 invite all contributors in
this month to co-operate with me by
sparing a little time from their other
engagements and send me a line
bofore 15-7.’35, voting for the best
story published in June.

My idea in requesting contributors
to adjudicate is to avoid any possible
misunderstanding and kezp my end of
the business above board. The task
Lam setting my friends is a bjt
unusual ; but to ensure a blameless

result, this appears to be the best
way out.

* * %

| notice that some contributors are
marking their manuscripts sent to me
as entries for “ monthly literary
competition’. | would repeat, this
prize-offer, thoush it holds good
for some months ahead, is not a
competition so called. |t js only a
little encouragement ioffered o
contributors, so that they may put
forth a little extra effort for thejr
favourite mag-sine, and incidentally

to induce shy literary talent to discard
its ‘ bushel’.

FUTURIST ART
Our ¢ Ramsay ' and his Cabinet

i Mudaliar, Avl,, wantsa ' national ' Government for us, This

ing i i itish namesake, Dn, Br, A. Ramaswami s . 1 us, i

Following in the }vak.e of his ?;‘itr;sself into a trance, peep into the womb of {uture anfi produce a p'lCtlll'e of our, I.{latsay bm-th f?ls

e B A;'“St at’x:r the‘Congress will ¢hen do, considering the very ‘large ' support the ‘ government ' will have behind it |
Cabinet. One wonders w t ‘
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€ is mu faith von skiy of gloom
Whieh poets fave, since ancient times,
@Deserived as boly in their rhymes,

s but a modern Arawing room.

ST drawing room where angels meet
SInd bave a social fime of if :

Ibe fox-trof of the Pnfinite

Ts daneed 6y them on nimble feet

HAngels, without a toueh of faint,

Gome walking in as though by stealth
Snd start €o Arink cach offer’s bealfh—
SIngels of powder, snow and paint !

O Love ! those lonely muriad sfars
Bearing whose weight all Heaven Bends,
Sre but the lif and fieru ends

Of bigh, superior eigars.

#Ind fo be Fonest, T Belicve

Ibat evening mists demurely earled
Hbove our liffle wondering world
HAre smoke they give off cvery eve,

P€ is my faifh that vonder sky

Ts just a merry Arawing room :
Jhe tower of silenee, pure or foms
Will lead s €o if, 6y and By

Harindranath

ChattoPathaya

All's Well with the World

by ‘Jan’

Drawing by

year of Grace, Nineteen

Hundred and Thirty-

Five, things have been
happening which but a few
months ago we might have
termed as little short of the
wildest speculations. For
cne thing, the weather has
been remarkably clement ard,
but for a couple of cold spells
and a few hundred heat
waves, we have so far had
nothing to complain about.
Moreover, there have been no
cyclones or land-slides. Only
one earthquake shock; and
that is some consolation.
(N.B. I'm speaking for and on
behalf of the ordinary man in
the street, not for Press Pho-
tographers, News Agencies
and International Newsreel
Companies.)

bINGE the break of this

Financially too our position
is secure. Our Budgqt is
balanced, and though we jour-
nalists are rather disappointed
over our still having to pay ,
eighteen pies to have an.MS retumed. to us, we don’t
grumble. We are prepared to sacrifice something for

" the public good. And let us not forget the Income Tax

”

cut and the reduction in the duties on Salt and Ravy
Hides—genuine proofs of the soundness of our country’s
finances, Then too, there is the establishment of the
Reserve Bank. If this is not a sure sign of prosperity
around the corner, I don't know what is.

Business in India has greatly improved during the
past few weeks, thanks to the Budget and the Reserve
Bank and a host of other favourable factors. The im-
portant thing to bear in mind is that business being now
definitely on the upswing, something must be.done to
keep it going up and up and up. The question is, vc_lha}t ?
I know. You agree that ti¢ present tr?de Tevivalisin a
great measure due to the confidence inspired into our
bus inessmen by our properly balanced Budget and our

C. Joachim

Reserve Bank. Well then,
listen: Suppose a fellow—
preferably a member of the
Legislative Assembly—was
commissioned to make a, com-
plete tour through India,
balancing on his bare head a
black-board on which were
chalked out all the details of
our balanced Budget. (N.B.
Reductions in Income Tax
and in duties on Salt, Raw
Hides etc., underlined in red.)
What then ? Why, this trade
revival which is now only
confined to the larger cities,
would soon spread to the
lesser ones and to the provin-
ces. How is that for a start ?
Something on similar lipes
could be done about the
Reserve Bank. A free distri-
bution of share-certificates by
a fleet of cross-countrying
aeroplanes would not be a bad
idea. It would undoubtedly
put both the Bank and the
country on a fundamentally
sound financial position.

Ah, I know what your objections are. You:say that
a mere improvement of trade in India will not carry us
far or last long, that trade revival must be universa} if it
has to be lasting. The very thing, I admit. In fact]
was just coming to it myself. The flaw in your very
intelligent argument, my good friend, is that you haven't
made sufficient allowance for my intelligence. You rush
to conclusions without waiting for me to conclude.
Patience, man, and I will unfold my plans.

What I am trying to drive at is that if a thing is
possible in India it is also possible in other countries. Of
course this business-boosting campaign need not every-
where take the shape of balanced budgets and scattered
share-certificates, it being true in international as ‘in
human affairs that one nation’s meat is another nation’s
poison. If Germany, for instance, went about exhibiting
to the populace her tragically top-heavy budget, Herr

7



Iitler}s life world not be worth two paper Reichmarks,
rat’s poz. The moral then to be drawn is that each
idividual nation must bolster up its businesss in its own
eculiar way

Talking about Germany, if thereis any one thing
1ore than another that this country can do to ensure a
aorough trade revival, it is {o go in headlong, for a policy
f complete re-armament, Once Germany re-arms, the
rorld will only have to watch the curves on the trade
harts. India’s raw cotten will find fresh fields of demand,
thile Germany’s textile mills will work six shifts a day,
roviding work for the unemployed at khaki wvniforms
> the boys. Then think of the boom in the Brass
Jutton business and the corresponding briskness in the
3rass Polish trade. Add to this what about the increased
emand for bombs and bayonets and beef ? You see
shat even one single country can do towards a world-
ride trade revival.

Moreover, a re-armed Germany would mean a re-arm-
d Eurcpe, which in turn would mean a renewed World
var. And we all know that the ten most prosperous
ears of the Twentieth Century—so far at least—were
hose-that succeeded the Peace that succeeded the World
Nar that succeeded the re-armament of Europs. So
here you are!

Of course, the rest of Europe could help. They
;ould easily precipitate matters by forming 2 tew more
~ittle Ententes and Eastern and Western Pacts. More-
wer, France could continue to build more fortresses
ilong her fronmtiers, and Italy in turn could give
Abyssinia another good dig in the ribs.

Russia, too, could do something more than merely
¢ill time with Five Year Plans. Situated as she is, with
‘he North Pole on one side and Siberia on the other, with
noreover, an unlimited supply of tall talk and vodka.
‘here’s no saying what she may not do. She could, if

she wanted, re-cstablish a monarchy. (N.B. This is only

1 piece of well-meant advice. Stalin may drop it into
the Volga if he doesn’t like it.)

As far as the United States are concerned, they
have only to recall Al Capone from his retire-
ment at Sing Sing to ensure a thorough trade revival.
Perhaps with the repeal of the Volstead Act, Al Capone
will be a little handicapped at the start, but such is the
ingenuity of the man that you can always depend on Al
(no relationship, mind, with the writer, either by blood
or by marriage) to create entirely new lines of business
and profitable trade. A good plan would be to imme-
diately instal Capone at the White House as President of
the United States. Well, I'm not saying that Al Capone
was not always President of the United States, but then
he has never yet been oficially stationed at the White
House.

The South American States, too, could hardly do
better than to take the cue from Bolivia and Paraguay
and carry on a non-stop war until Kingdom Come,
Something surely must be done to help American and
European Armament Factories and maintain their
nice arinual dividends on stocks.

Then there’s China. If China could only start a
civil war on a really grand scale, there's no saying but
she might even succeed in eliminating herself from the

8

face of the earth. And if this happened, japan would
have ample and unlimited scope for her policy of world
expansion and would find ‘{resh fields and pastures
new ’ for her surplus population.

With peace and prosperity reigning in Tapan, the
price of piecegoods and propelling-pencils would find new
low levels. Indian import duties on these articles would
{for the protection of home industries) find new high
levels. Our revenues would thus be doubled and our
income-tax consequently halved—possibly even abolished.
Perhaps Government would even see their way towards
declaring a dividend from their surplus revenues. And,
tell me, what more than this can even a hard-boiled
Utopian hope for? (None Brute—Ed.)

THE END

BACHELORS" PRAYER
®

As the wisdom of Japan
Has grown deeper,
Everything small or big
Has become cheaper.

By untiring work and labour
With skill and sanity

To produce cheap goods
Japan has helped humanity,

Every man, young or old

Is grateful to Japan,

But the baclelors of the day
Pray 1o God as best they can:

“ May that happy day come
In every bachelor’s life
When Japan willl produce
Many a cheap wife.”

—Reayat Khan

. [

e

A‘l L‘ ., A\l

OR ALL

U

L,

aylor, a Skidmore newsboy, was giving him-
self Ee;;lt'l;ny the back, every evening as he passed
the Post Office Clock: the hands of the Clock stood
exactly at 5-571 This went on regularly f_or six months.
He was grinning to himself, proud of his punctuality.
Now he doesn’t. A neighbour has informed him that the

Clock had *l_)een stoppeg for a year*! .

“T thi i o is to return
I think the best thing you can d :
home to your wife,” said the Magistrate to a distraught
little man. . §

“ And what is the second best thing? asked the
little man,* anxiously.*

The teacher was explaining to the class the mea:ning
of the word ‘recuperate’.

“ Now, Tommy,” she said to a small boy, * when
your father has worked hard all day, he is tired and
worn out, isn't he 7"

*Yes, ma’am.”

“Then, when night comes, and his work is over
for the day, what does he do?”
* That's what mother wants to know,” . Tommy
replied.
* * * *

Barman: " You can have a drink if you are a guest
of the hotel.”

Bob: * Who was that man
you just raised your hat

to?"”

Green: “ That? Oh, that
was my barber. He
sold me a bottle of hair
restorer a month ago,
and whenever I meet
him, I let him see what
a fraud he is.”

* £ 3 *

“This fowl is certainly
enough to tickle the palate,
the boarder told his land-
lady. The woman beamed.

“I'm very glad you like
my cooking,” she replied.

The boarder looked squa-
rely at her.

“1 didn’t say I liked your
cooking,” he replied quickly.
“YWhen I said that this fowl
is enough to ticklethe palate,

Jones: “I'm no guest, I
am paying 10 guineas a
week.” ‘

* * *

13 -
The only survivor of a
shipwreck! How were you

saved?”

“You see, Ididn't catch
the boat.”

* * %

1 During some Army mano-
euvres a parachutist drop-
ped through the roof of the
dining tent whilst a meal
‘ was in progress. After being

assisted to his feet he was
asked if he was hurt.

looking round, " but I seem

‘ “No,” he said ruefully,
to have landed myself in a

1 was referring to the fea-

mess
* * %
L Foreman (testing the wall

of new house): *‘ I'm speak-

thers you had left on it,”

ing quietly, Bill. Can you

* He. Holy smoke ! It is my sainted Mother-in- hear me? "
* * law ]
“ ' i : uess ? Bill (on the other side):
t's your idea of Ghost. How did you g
rigidVZC};anomyy? ” He. The touch of those beloved fingers. ““Ear you? Lumme, I can

see you in three places 1”

“ A dead Scotsman.”

2—29—6—35

9
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In the previous five instalments
Ramathilakam, a pretty young w :
alarmed at the depravity of her drunken
end to her life. She travels witho

oman of

the laboui
husband, determaer € Class,

determines to ut
ut a ticket to Ching] put an
intention of drowning herself in the b; Ingleput with the
R Station. e big lake that adjoins the Railway
A Ticket-examiner hands her over ¢ :
o .
Constable Rangaswamy lIyer, for the o encelgfa 11‘:;?111')011“- Head-
ticket. When she says that she came to Chingleput W'ethmg vt,.1thou't a
of drowning herself, the Head-Consta 'th the intention

b
She does so to thq amazement ot Head.c()nls‘ia lfl:relg her to do so,
who has to rush into the waters and rescye her Thear}lig::(‘iw éf:y tlygf’
’ -Lonstable

suspects that the woman must have comm;

to contemplate suicide. He hands her overrmttct)e?hes?un;e dreadf.ul Crime

pf the local Police-station, and sends a messenger to M pector-in-charge

if a woman of her description is wanted there, Ash adras to find oyt
news is brought to him about the removal of the w '

o X Police-station by the Inspector to his house with int oman from the

BB e e g, 1O be far from honourable. News is 4] entions suspected

. Woman of the description of Ramath; : 0 the effect that no
== Police. Head-Constable R athilakam is wanteq by the Madras

STORY BY wgeswamy Iyer aga

house.
restore her to her husband from whomlggeti];?f;lg ol;ftr gondyﬁgr: Stl:o
’ a e

husband had been locked-up for stabbing hic M :or”.
As Ramathilakam has no P Stabbing his Maistry in o drunken brawl,

where to po. .
Iyer, leaves her under the care of an gc;ld q?::f{i_ dCo ?‘I:Stable Rangaswamy
Eventually and so Stor at Saidapet,

metime later, Heag.
Iyer has t,o return to the doctor for tre:?rignonsmvtz}e' Ranga§wamy
the doctor’s house he falls in love with Ramathn;kam bile staying at

;@'HEI!H/‘\I!P\

Mayavaram, and tells her that the o takes her to his sister at
her fathe; and mother and that he il;ah; éi:?dg:x? h: n(,l havmg lost both
sister bellgv&s tlge story, receives the child Meena a:d tcusmdlan' T he
u}? the child as if it were her own, Ty, vears late Il;eats and brings
the course of certain negotiationg for the marria‘s t;r husband, in
conze];:. to Saidapet, and there learns the truth aboutglsl o s first son,
| I ;i o Movevscan sad e bt Ko 1o
| " Sudra kid on their Brahmin famify, 2"
. '0 ’ '

Kamakshi, Rangaswaihy's sistef, writes to .hx'm and he cormes to Mayavararit With a forged doctment
purporting to be the last will and testament ,of Meena s fictitious father. This document somewhat re-assures the
Dikshidar family about the origin of Meena’s birth. But rumour had gone round the Agraharam to the effect that
Meena was born to Brahmin Rangaswamy Iyer throu_gh a Sudra woman. As Meena grows up, she notices the
way in which the Agraharam people behave towards her, and one day a school-mate of hers tells her of the rumour

going round the Agraharam. She goes home and asks Kamakshi, whom she had been looking up to as a mother :

Aren’t you my mother? Am I a Sudra kid?”

Sixth Instalment

‘Rangu s

66 AM your own mother, darling!” assured
Kamakshi.

“ They say you tare not and that Iam a Sudra
kid,” sobbed Meena.

“They? Who?”
“ Everybody here!”

“ Nonsense! Someone has been frightening you;
who igit?”

Meena’s loyalty to Sokku prevented her from giving
the name of her informant. Nevertheless, sI}e told
Kamakshi of the many incidents, (notal?’ly her being for-
bidden to enter the kitchen in Gowri’s pouse and of
Subbu Patti’s treatment of vessels frorr; which she drank
water)—incidents that indicated the attitude of the people
in the Agraharam, towards her. These revelations came
to Kamakshi as a surprise. She recollect?d hpw prior
to Subbu’s marriage the origin of Meena's birth was
raked up. But, after the production of the document
by her brother Rangaswamy, she thought the matter was
given the quietus, once for all. She was unable to guess
how and by whom the rumour got round the Agraharam.
Meena was only three years old at the time V{hen t.he
Dikshidar returned post-haste from Madras bursting with
the sensational news. Meena was now eight and yet, all
these years, people had been gossiping’ about her birth,
Subbu was married to an advocate’s daughter from
Madras and was staying with his father-in-law and
pursuing his studies at Madras. Vembu, her gecond. son,
was now béing sought after by fathers with eligible
daughters. In a couple of years or so, Meena too wopld
have to be married, and if rumours of the kind which
Meena narrated persisted in going round, Kamakshi was
afraid it would be a tough job to get a bridegroom for
Meena. However, she decided to tell the truth, as she
knew it, to Meena.

“Meena dear, if all the women you know in this
Agraharam including me were to assemble together and
ask you to choose one among them to be your mether,
whom would you choose ?” asked Kamakshi.

“ Why, you mother !’ replied Meena and nestled

closer to-Kamakshi.

Cornered

Then it was that Kamakshi told Meena the story
of Meena’s birth ; the death of her mother and, later, of
of her father; how uncle Rangu became her guardian

and brought her to Mayavaram and all the rest of the
details.

“ That, my dear, is the truth. There isa document,
all signed and stamped, about it, with uncle Rangu.
Some busy-bodies, many years back, started a story
which caused anxiety for sometime even to your father.
Why, my dear, what worries you?" ,

“ What was she called ?" asked Meena with a far-
away look in her eyes.

“Who, my dear?”
“ My mother, who brought me into this world.”

“Ihave noidea. It is funny, but I never asked

your uncle Rangu about it. He must know. But does
it matter ?”

“I can't believe, mother, that you and appah whom
I have always thought were my mother and father,
aren’t really so. I can't believe it 1”

“I don’t want you to believe it, my dear! We are
happy as we are. I am already dreading to think of the
day when, after your marriage, you will have to leave us
to live with your husband.”

* Should I have to do that, mother?”

“ All of us have to, one day or other. Come, let me
comb your hair. I have some sweets also for you.”

* * * *

A distinet change was perceptible in Meena ever
since the day she came to know that the Dikshidar
couple were not her parents. She preferred to be alone
with her thoughts and her childish imagination
conjured up visions of the miother and father she had
never seen. She wrote a letter to uncle Rangu, all by
herself, under Kamakshi's instructions and enquired for
her mother’s name. The letter gave some anxious moments
to Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer. = So, even Meena
had come to know of the mystery surrounding her birth,
Soan, she will be getting married, thought he, and at the



thought, he sent a fervent prayer, entreating the Gods
above to keep her origin a secret. For,he had resolved
that, come what may, he would stick to the story fabri-
cated' in the spurious document created by him. And his
delusion was so great that he almost came to believe in it
himself. He was laying aside sufficient money to perform
Meena’s marriage in an impressive style and in this task
of accumulating money, he had to wander very far away
indeed from the straight path of rectitude which his
official duties involved.

It has already been said that the negotiations for
Subbu's marriage, five years before, unearthed certain
unsavoury details regarding Meena’s birth. The
marriage of Vembu, Kamakshi’s ‘second son, brought
another misfortune to Meena. Meena was ten years old
at the time of Vembu's marriage. Vembu's father-in-law
was a Circle Inspector of Police in the Tanjore District.
During the marriage festivities, his wife saw Meena and
was struck with the charm and quiet dignity of the girl.
She had an unmarried son aged sixteen and she thought
Meena would be an admirable bride for her son. She
made the suggestion to her husband and he pursued the
matter further. He was told that the guardian of
the child, Rangaswamy Iyer, should be consulted. He
was pleased to hear that the guardian too was of the
police force, though lower in rank.

He had a cousin at Madras, working in the office of
the Inspector General of Police, and to this cousin he
wrote, asking him to interview the guardian. Head-
Constable Rangaswamy Iyer, was therefore surprised to
be told one day—when, after a visit o the town, he return-
ed to the Railway Police Station—that a visitor from
the Inspector General’s Office had arrived and was ask-
ing for him. “Where is he ? "’ asked Rangaswamy Iyer,
puzzled.

* He said he was going to the Refreshment Room
for a cup of coffee,” said Police-Constable 526. Head-
Constable Rangaswamy Iyer proceeded to the Refresh-
ment room. There was a solitary patron and Head-
Constable Rangaswamy Iyer hazarded a question. * Are
you from the Inspector General’s Office, Sir ?” asked he.
The visitor nodded assent. Head-Constable Rangaswamy
Iyer, clicked his heels and saluted. The visitor smiled
and bade him sit down.

“'Have a cup of coffee,” said the stranger. “'I
haven't come here on official business. My name is
Jambu. You are, I assume, Rangaswamy Iyer. I am the
cousin of Vedachalam, Circle: Inspector, Tanjore. His
daughter was given to your sister’s second son. You
were at the marriage? 1 couldn't get leave. It seems
your sister has a girl and that you are the girl's guardian.
Vedachalam has a son aged sixteen. The boy is studying
in the sixth form. We want to know if you would be
inclined to consider a proposal of an alliance from us.”

Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer was silent for a
while. He never expected a proposal for the hand of
Meena so soon. He was not ready with all the details
that would be asked for, in the course of such a
negotiation.

“ The child is barely 10 years old,” he said half
apologetically.

“1 understand she is a very fairgirl. Vedachalam’s
wife has set her heart on your girl. If we could fix it
up now, we can celebrate the marriage later.”
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*{ saw Mr. Vedachalam at Vembu's marti '
I think Meena would be fortunate indeed if the afﬁia:ﬁ
is agreed to. I should consider myself fucky too1 "

“ How is the girl related to yoy ?”

“It is a long story !’ said Head-Constable Ranga.
swamy lyer, and sipping the coffee brought to him and
feeling cautiously the ground he had to traverse, slowl
and deliberately, he spun the yarn. The other’ listeneg
patiently to the end and remarked: “It is a pathetic
story. I dont know if your sister's husband told
Vedachalam these details. To be frank with you, a man
in Vedachalam’s position could get better offers t'han this
one for his son. By the way, what is her Gothram "

“Sri Vatsa," lied Head-Constable Ran

aswam
coolly. ¢ y Iyer

“Do you happen to have with you the will
father appointing you as her guardian ?" of her

“Yes: it is in my box.”
“Let us have a look at it.”

Head.Constable Rangaswamy Iyer had perforce ¢
show the visitor the spurious document. The visit ;
ran his eye casually over the contents and returned t}?r
document. He bade Head-Constable Rangaswamy :
a frigid good-bye and caught the next train to M};;dryer
But the letter he wrote to Tanjore, a week after his v'afs.
to Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer, brought ab “
crisis in the life of Meena. o

“ You sent me on a fool's err
Vedachalam,” wrote Jambu, *‘ang jui? (rll’ogyldfearl
like Sherlock Holmes minus ‘ my dear Watso’n ’ eeI
don't know what really is at the bottom of.th
whole thing, but our friend the Head-Constable :
Chingleput is no more the guardian of the ‘ai
than either you or the Grand Lama of Tibet gI:Ir
told me a tall stroy of a comrade in the‘police
force whose wife gave birth to a child and diede
This child, according to his story, is the girl yol;
have in view and now being brought up by your
Sammandhis. The father of the child is also
alleged to have died soon after, and our friend the
Head-Constable appointed guardian and custodian
Wh?n ‘he narrated the story to me, I felt that it
didn’t ring true. I noted mentally the details and
dates in the will and later checked them up. No
constable of the name of Ramachandra Iyer wag
posted to duty at Periapalayam on or about the
time and no one of that name died there No w'ﬁ
of the kind has ever been registered. :
tﬁereabouts. The whole thing ig
the surprise is that a man j i
should' have bad the audacity ?o :ihoeif Oh\cgh fog;e
he doit? 'Whom and what is he shielding ? "}I"h d
are questions beyond the provipce of our resese
purpose. 'Fror_n an academical and departlr)ne et
point of view, it would be worthwhile perh ntal
interrogate our friend the Head-ConstabI: ps’Bfff

, there or

like a h’Qt
ould afford
is business,
time I have

‘potato. I have spent more time

! th
over the self-imposed detection partagfltlg
and I hope you would think that tp,
spent has not been wasted,” ¢

M. ]ambu was surprised to receive, a week later, a
reply to his letter from Mr. Vedachala Iyer. The reply
ran thus:

My dear Jambu,

I have always said that your genius was being
wasted over a desk and that the proper place for you
is the broad open spaces of the Intelligence Depart-
ment, where the scent is strong and the trail hot.
You have made a thorough job of the work and
should you, owing to the communal G. O. or other
causes, find yourself without a job, you can confi-
dently open a Marriage Information Bureau and
make it a roaring success. There are certain blank
spaces in your picture without filling which, I find,
you are unable to visualise the picture asa v\{hqle.lt
is now my pleasure to supply these omissions.
About eight years back, my Sammandhi, the
Dikshidar, was at Saidapet and there learnt that his
brother-in-law, to wit, our Head-Constable, was
keeping a Sudra woman and had produced a girl
through her. A year previous to that, the Head-
Constable had dumped on the Dikshidar family a
girl-baby, saying that she was an orphan gnd ‘that
he was the child’s legal guardian. The kashld_ar,
when he heard the startling news at Saidapet, being
a clever man, put two and two together anfi rpade
it four. He accused his brother-in-law of foisting a
Sudra kid on a Brahmin family and I believe our
friend the Head-Constable must have fabricated the
document to corroborate his original story, And so
it is that Meena, as the girl is called, passes for one
of us. Thanks, dear sleuth, for the smart work and
for putting us wise about it. '

The detection part of it on this side was quite
simple. I sent for the Dikshidar and gave him the
gist of your letter. He had quite a fit, fprgot
himself and his manners, and called his wife a
string of really unprintable names. It seems the
lady wouldn’t listen to him when he originally
objected to the girl being brought up as one of the
family. When he left me, I could see he was
resolved to play the firm, no-nonsense-husband this

time.

I cannot close this letter without telling you
what my wife said when I communicated to her the
contents of your letter. If you are thinking of
collecting together all the wise pe.ar%s whlgh wifely
oysters spill before us unappreciative swine, you
can add this one to the collection. Said she:

“ We asked him to count the cakes, not the
holes in the cakes!”’

Poor Jambu ! What a reward for your labours !
* * * *

When Chidambara Dikshidar was told the gist of
Mr. Jambu’s communication by Mr. Vedachala Iyer, the
Dikshidar very nearly choked with rage. To be told
after a lapse of seven years that the juicy scraps of
news he gathered at Saidapet were true after all! To have
been made a fool of by a policeman who was his brother-
in-law! To have so tamely submitted all these years to

his wife, who lorded it over him! What a fatel But
now, that the truth was out and his original allegations
substantiated, he grit his teeth and resolved to act. But
he must bs wary. Once before, he was foiled of his set
purpose by a spurious document. His brother-in-law
was a policeman and goodness only knows what
subterfuges a policeman would resort to, when cornered.
He must meet craftiness with craftiness, guile with
guile. He must plan a course of action with meticulous
attention to details. He mustn’t be hasty or rash. He
should bide his time.

Thus resolved, he returned from Tanjore to Maya-
varam and never gave a hint to Kamakshi of what he had
learnt during his visit. He wrote to Madras urging the
celebration of Subbu’s nuptials. His aim was to bring
together, his brother-in-law Rangaswamy and Jamba in
the presence of his wife and throw a bombshell amidst
them by recounting the true story of Meena’s birth.
When Subbu’s father-in-law agreed to the celebration of
the nuptials, he started with his family from Mayavaram
and picked-up Rangaswamy, on the way at Chingleput.
He was extremely affable to Rangaswamy, so much so,
that the latter began to suspect if the Dikshidar had any-
thing up his sleeve. During the nuptials, the Dikshidar
took care to meet Mr. Jambu and casually invited him
for dinner the next night, Mr. Jambu was a little
surprised that the Dikshidar, who was himself a guest,
should attempt to play the host. Nevertheless, he agreed
to respond to the invitation and the Dikshidar chuckled
with delight at the way in which his well-laid plans
were panning out. ‘

The next night, after the dinner was over, the
Dikshidar took Mr. Jambu and Mr. Rangaswamy to
the open terrace, where a carpet was spread and
pansupari and drinking water laid out. Mr. Jambu
was growing fidgety. He knew that Vedachalam had
divulged the contents of his letter to the Dikshidar. He
had expected quite a crowd for the dinner, but there
were only just three of them. He didn't like the extreme
affableness of the Dikshidar which looked to him as if it
were purposely assumed. Seating himself and reaching
for the pansupari plate, he was wondering how soon he
could get away from the place, when the Dikshidar shouted
for his son Vembu and told the boy: ** Go and ask your
mother to come here for a minute.”

‘When Kamakshi came, she saw the stranger,
wondered where she had seen him before and stood a little
aloof. The Dikshidar introduced Mr. Jambu saying, * He
is the cousin of our Sammandhi, Vedachala Iyer. It
seems they are all interested id Meena. You know our
Sammandhi has a boy for marriage. Now that your
brother is also here, I thought we could discuss the
matter further. What do you say?"”

“It would be an ideal alliance,” said Kamakshi,
if it could be arranged.”

4"

* We have ‘disjcussed it once before,” interposed
Rangaswamy. Aiyaraval came to Chingleput for the
purpose.

The Dikshidar expressed surprise. “Indeed!” he
said, “I didn’t know that. At what stage did you leave
off the discussion ?”
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* You found out, Sir!" shouted

the Dikshidar addressing

Jambu, *that Meena was bora

to this man through a Sudra

woman, I found it seven yeats
before you,......"

* It is for him to say,” said Rangaswamy.

My, Jambu cleared his throat. '‘I have no voice in
the matter, as you can see. But I think Vedachalam
would like to get a bride whose parents are alive.”

“ We are more than that to Meena!"” gushed the
Dikshidar,

“ Everyone knows that,” said Mr. Jambu and
added, “ moreover, I think, Vedachalam has practically
fixed-up another girl for his boy.”

“That is a pity,” said the Dikshidar, sadly. ‘‘His
wife wanted, very much, Meena as her daughter-in-law.
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Well, aiyaraval, isn't there something else that stood ir
the way of this alliance ?”’

Mr. Jambu didn’t want to answer, He waved his

hand deprecatingly as if to suggest that the rest of the
reasons didn’t matter.

Then it was that the restraint under which the
Dikshidar was keeping all his anger and resentment
broke, letting loose a flood of vitriolic vituperation.
“ You found out, Sir!”’ shouted the Dikshidar address-
ing Jambu, “that Meena was born to this man through a
Sudra woman. I found it seven years before you, but
brother and sister joined together and beat me down,
producing documents and making me a fool! Go on
Sir, go on, tell this lar, this cheat, this despoiler of

Brahmin homes, this man who has polluted the sanctity
of my religion, who disports in the bed of low-class
women, tell him the truth to his face and let him deny
it, refute it, produce cart-loads of documents, if he

dares!”

A hush fell on those on the terrace. People
downstairs wondered why and at what the Dikshidar was
shouting. Mr. Jambu broke the silence by sayingin a
level undertone : **I am sorry, Dikshidarwal, that you

. should get so excited over this matter. Perhaps it is

natural, When I was at Chingleput, your brothpr-:'n-law
showed me a document purporting :to be the will of one

Ramachandra Iyer of the police force. He told me the
circumstances under which he came to be appointed as
guardian. I found that, at the time and place mention-
ed, no one of the name of Ramachandran was in the
police force, alive or dead. That's all I know. It was
no concern of mine to find cut who the child’s parents
were. I am sorry if I have been the cause of any
misunderstanding between you two gentlemen and I think
it is time 1 left you together.”” Mr. Jambu departed after
saluting his host, and again a silence fell on the three
persons assemibled on the terrace.

“Js it true, Rangu?” asked Kamakshi of her
brother.

Rangaswamy nodded assent, Y

“ Are you her father? " asked she again.
Rangaswamy again nodded assent.
*“ Was her mother a Sudra woman?”

* Sudra woman! She was divine!" cried Ranga-
swamy like one demented and rushed out of the terrace
and down the steps.

“Ah! Gods!” cried Kamakshi and smote her
forehead. The Dikshidar smiled—a grim smile.

(Where does Ranagaswamy go?
What happens to Meena ?)

(Another instalment next week)
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Madras, 29th June, 1935.
Dear Mother,

am surprised to hear that Harry Nolan is coming

][ oat to join the Battalion next trooping-séason. It
seems hardly a year ago that he was a mere urchin,
scaring the birds from Farmer Giles’ fields. Now

he is a full-fledged soldier, going abroad for his first tour
of foreign service, and with all his troubles before him.

It is quite interesting to stand at the gate of a
military depot in a rural district, to watch the chaps
who go in, and the chaps who come out. The in-going
traffic consists of wide-eyed clod-hoppers straight from
the plough-tail, shambling awkwardly but eagerly after
the recruiting-sergeant, fired by stories of martial
adventure, foreign travel, military advancement, and the
glory of the Xing’s service.

Those coming out are smart young fellows who have
increased three inches in height and twenty pounds in
weight. They march along cockily, looking at every-
thing with quick glances, counting themselves no longer
ignorant yokels, but men of the world.

It is very amusing to see the recruits receive their
clothing and equipment. They are bewildered by the
multiplicity of brushes, personal effects, garments, books,
and utensils.

“ Hey, Jarge, what be this for " says one budding
Field-Marshal, holding up a tooth-brush. *“I dunno,”
says Jarge, ** maybe ' tis for polishing our medals when
we be old soldiers.”

“ Plaze, Mister,” says another, * this yer pair
o’ boot-laces. Be he two things, or be he one thing ?”’

When told that a pair of boot-laces counts as one
article, he scratches his head mournfully, and says he
cannot make the total right. Most of his comrades are
in the same fix, anxiously sorting the ninety-eight separate
articles with which a recruit starts his career. The
whole day is spent in fitting things together, trying
things on, and wondering what might be the purpose of
various mysterious pieces of kit.

The motley collection of youths is shepherded to a
barrack-room that has been prepared for them. An old
soldier of exemplary character lives in the room, and he
becomes their ‘daddy’. Generally, the recruits are
dismayed to find they must look after themselves,

3—29—6—35

Recruit Training
®

* Plaze, Mister, ” says one, “1 dunno how to make
my bed.”

B “Don't call me Mister,” replies the old soldier.
Surely you can make your own bed ?  Didn’t you have
a bed at home? "

“ Sartinly I did, ” says the recruit indignantly. “ At
whoam I did have a girt four-poster bed, and the same
did belong to my great-great-grandfather., But ’twas my
mammy always made he.”

“ Well, we have to_get on without mammies in the
Army,” says the old ; soldier. “* Look: first you stretch
the under-blanket—" And he patiently details all the
processes of making a bed in'the approved manner.

. For a couple of days the recruits are left to their

daddy’, and during that period they learn an astonish-
ing variety of things. He makes them brush their teeth
wash behind the ears, fold their clothes, polish their boots'
change their undergarments, air their bedding, trim thei;
finger-nails, and perform the hundred-and-one personal
services that somehow get neglected under mammy's
care.

At this stage there is sometimes a recruit who is
incorrigibly lazy and dirty. When ‘daddy’ has
admonished him several times without effect, the old
soldier directs the other recruits to seize the culprit and
take him to the bath-house. Here the lazy one is
stripped to the skin, and scrubbed. thoroughly by his
comrades. After that, he takes good care not to neglect
himself, '

About the third day, ‘daddy’ gets his recruits pro-
perly attired, and they attend their first parade. To
their astonishment, it is a school-parade, with a Sergeant
as schoolmaster. Pens are thiust into the recruits’ ham.

!ike hands, and they are submitted to educational and
intelligence tests.

Great is their bewilderment when confronted with
the question-papers. ‘What be Hamlet?” mutters a
farmer.s boy. “ Whoi, he be surely the hinder part of a
baby pig.” And he writes this brilliant deduction with
clumsy fingers, wielding his pen like a potato-hoe.

The next question is just as bad. *If milk is five.
pence a quart, " says the paper, “ and a customer offered
ten shillings in payment for three gallons and seven half.
pints, what would you take ?” The yokel scratches his
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head, counts on his fingers, and scrawls laboriously, ** I
would take he for a dom fule.”

After‘ the test, the very dull-witted ones are weeded.-
out and discharged from the Army. The merely buckward
ones are ear-marked for extra primary instruction, while
the yvelLeducated ones begin to study for their Army
certificates of education. No recruit is passed out of the

depot until he has at least graduated from the primary
classes,

The recruits’ day is soon filled with all kinds of
;)aljades-fgynlnastics, squad-drill, education, musketry,
ce}.gmonlal', map-reading, gas, machine-gunnery, signalling,
mll{tary history, hygiene, tactics, and a dozen other
subjects, For each of these subjects there is a ‘test of
elementary training ’, which the recruit must pass before
he lea\{es the depot, as an assurance that he has a fair
grounding in the subject.

Thg examination in minor tactics is always {unny.

A recruit is asked, “ Suppose you were in charge of an

9utpost, Wltll orders to hold a bridge at all costs. There

is an artillery-barrage in front of you, and the enemy is

about to attack you from the rear with a

squadron" of armoured cars. What would

you do?™ The examinee considers the situa-

.tion for a while, and he writes, ‘T would

This is one of the most hated jobs at a depot. Tt is
very depressing to sit in front of about three h;;ndred-
weight of potatoes, and peel and peel, while the pil
never seems to get any smaller. pre

All such jobs come under a branch of train

Interior Economy. All soldiers are trainecc)l zttgall\gilri;irgzli?d
ﬂnfl are expert at scrubbing and polishing, scraping an?l,
pamtmg,_ preparing meals, washing dishes, lighting fir

and repairing clothes. Most old soldiers also pr. rt?S’
some domestic handicraft for amusement. Many gfail‘l .
learn to knit socks, weave rugs, and make fine emh f;;n
ery. It is quite comical to see a homy-handedmllci
veteran, hero of a hundred fights, sitting on his bed, d :

dehcat'e stitches with coloured silk on a piece of in,tr'omg
emb'roxdery. There are Clubs of discharged and diséﬁ?tg
soldiers who carry on the hand-crafts they learned\in tﬁe

resign from the war and go home to mother.” // I
1

The next question says, “ You are acting 2y
as scout for a unit that has no maps. The ;
unit 1s urgently required to reinforce the //
ﬁrmg-lme.. How would you leave directions
for the unit, to show which way they had to /
‘g‘c;?wo ﬁtertconsideration, the lad replies,

u u u . . ¢ .
o battlpe y up a notice-board, ‘This way \

Each su}?jegt isin charge of a Sergeant
who is a specialist. The Sergeants are more

like kind teachers than military men; but %
they_ are very strict. They have all kirids of /‘\‘
cor.mcal’wa‘ys of imparting instruction, and B
quickening the wits of their pupils, ’

Now, then,” says the drill-Sergeant

you are on sentry-go outside the Palace.
You see the King coming. What do you do >
Jones, act as sentry, and I will be the King.
.Are you ready? Here I come—no, that's:
all wrong. 1 will be the sentry, while you
play the part of the King. Now watch me.”

By this time, Jones has lost mos i
clod-hoppjng ways, and is getting cheet:k;zf a}rlllj
vet well-disciplined, like an old soldier. So
he walks towards the Sergeant in a .regal
manner, and the Sergeant calls out the guard
and gives a Royal salute,
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Very good, my man!” i
@ H H says the Kin
Tell your Sergeant g,
you can hav
the day asa holiday ! " e the rest of

[

Oh, yes?"” says the se

[ ? ntry, suddenl
becoming a Sergeant again, " certainly yox};
can h.ave thev rest of the day as a holiday
lz’lkndd just so the time won’t hang on your.
ands, you can peel the potat
to-morrow’s dinner,” potatoes for
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Army, and they support themselves by their products,
which are greatly prized.

Coal-carrying is a part of Interior Economy that all
recruits appreciate. Once a week the }‘CCYUItS put on
canvas overalls, and replenish the fuel-bins all over the
barracks. You would not think this a popular job; but
in the course of the work the recruits supply coal to the
Sergeants’ quarters. The Sergeants’ wives always feel
motherly towards the coal-carriers, because n:lOSt of them
have sons of their own. So after t_he ) coal is delivered,
the Sergeants’ wives take the recruits into their houses,
and talk to them in a motherly way, and fill them Wfth
tea and cakes. The Sergeants pretend never to notice
these goings-on, but-find something to engage theu;
attention right at the other end of the barracks. Hal
an hour later, the Sergeants come back, and affect to be
indignant, and ask each other where thg recruits have
gone. Then all the recruits come sneaking out of the
houses by the back way, wiping their mouths and

looking innocent.

Occasionally, a recruit is stubborn and has bad
ways. If the Sergeants cannot reform him, in the end
he is given severe military punishments to tpach him a
lesson, But however badly-behaved a recruit has been,

\wiping their mouths and looking innocent.

Mustrated by A. Schulz

his crime-sheet is torn up after the first six { months, to
give him a chance to start afresh.

With all these varied experiences, the young soldiers
are soon unrecognisable as the awkward rustics who
stumbled into the depot a few months earlier, They
have acquired knowledge of the gender of pronouns and
the declensions of the verb ‘to be’, so even their speech
has lost its rural crudity. Their education and general
knowledge have expanded enormously, their bearing is
upright and confident, and their physical dexterity and
adaptability have improved beyond measure. Although
they are disciplined to an extent unimaginable in their
former rustic existence, they are far more independent

and self-reliant.

1t is a pity that all this fine training is simply to
make a young man efficient for war. All young men
need collective training and discipline, especially in
India. Unfortunately, really efficient discipline is rare
outside the Army; there are few effective ways of
thoroughly disciplining young men for peaceful purposes.
However, if it ever becomes possible to give all the
young men of the nation this training, on a pacific basis,
the country will become truly great.

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULL.
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The

Mystery of Doo-Del-Doqg

by ‘Visrim’

Sketches

A short time ago I decided to buy a fountain-pen,

not because I needed one, but because I had

learned that Edgar Wallace always used one,

. and I hoped that this association might help me

tq ncrease my own literary output. Needless to say, I

did not buy the same make of pen as Mr. Wallace's,

since 1}dld not like people to think that I copy his style
of writing too slavishly,

The pen functioned properly only for four days, when
something went- wrong with its circulation. Acting on
1mpulse I_ took the thing to pieces and was surprised to
E?b(}n?at its organs consisted of little bits of limp rubber

BAMADUR/E
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by Bahadurje

I'looked at the entanglement for i
shook my head sadly, and started to r:;);:fetltrfrll: tatilbd th(?]
the outer barrel. Half an hour later I shook m 11;1g y
again and decided to leave the acomplishment of t}z' fea«
to the man from whom I had bought the pen W'tlli ?}
object in view I went to the shop and told t.he nan o
my trouble, showing him the *debris . To m r(lll.an Y
he would accept no responsibility. ¥ dlsmay

111 .
There is no guarantee with these pens,” he said

“ Four days ago,” I said, * i i
five annas and three pies for ’thii p;:ri). ycI)uh::;I;e ot vl
reached the stage in my profession when | can Conside
an over-head charge of 12 annag per rupee for peggnSlqeli
equanimity, and, to be fran‘ivflt]
doubt whether | ever shall, VVl;at
are you going to do about jt 7 ”

13
I'can do nothjpe ™
o ing,” he gaj
The manufacturerg of the pei]ds:
0 not guarantee them,”

At that mo
ment my cp
Chandry entered the shop, dres:slera1
as usual in tip-top fashion

(13
Iam glad I met i
1 you,” he gaj
to me. "I want to buy a’fountai;g

pen.  Which mak
advise me to buy ? 5 Would yoqu

With a glance

. Of . .
in the directiop of C(ﬁidlsﬁlaln
<eeper, I led him out. Shepr

[13

ellow in there He i pisving
. e i

}r]nerely 2 tool in the h::r’lgsb:;lfu’a’vE

ere Iglanced at the barrel of

my pen—"‘ Bo ;
Importers *, 8us & Co,, Direct

. \:anthout much ado I tolq him

quencS;SDu{?hase and its conge.

me I‘ want you to help

. get my money back,” |
€ must find a plap.”

“O . P 1Y .
“ h yes, let S, said Chandru,

US g0 somewhe
tea and hatch a plot,r‘? and have

I entered the palatial show-room of Bogus & Co.
I noticed that there was ouly one other customer in the
shop, a gentleman who was trying various nibs at one of
the tables.

I approached an assistant.

“I bought this pen from one of your branches four
days ago,” I began. ‘It will not function, but the people

at the branch refuse to change it.”

“1 am afraid—" commenced the assistant, when
the other customer interrupted him.

“ Good morning, Mr. Taker,” he said to me,
“I haven’t seen you since your new book was
published. I simply went crazy over it.

* T00 kind of you, Sir Devy,” I replied.

“Tam told,” he went on, “that it is having
an enormous Success. And such marvellous
reviews."

“1 have been very lucky,” I said modestly.

Out of the tail of my eyeIsaw that the
assistant was in earnest conversation with the
Big Boss. Occasional gestures in our direction
showed that we were the subject of their con-

versation.

“Try to look more like a successful author,
you idiot!” whispered Chandru in a fierce
undertone ; ““at this moment you look more like
an inspiration for a comic strip.”

The Big Boss was approaching us.

“You are kind, Sir Devy,” I said. “Too kind
of you, Sir Devy,” I repeated, loud enough to be
heard by the Big Boss.

“May I see the pen, tir ?” asked the Big
Boss. “Abh, yes, it is faulty. You will, I hope,
allow us to replace it entirely free of charge.”

*“Here, Das, a number ninety pen please, with
the special X. T. nib, for this gentleman. Pardon
me, sir, but I seem to know your face.”

. “But of course,” cried the other customer,
“this is Mr. Taker—THE MR. TAKER, the author
of The Mystery of Doo-Del-Doo, a wonderful piece
of work. Have you read it ? ”

) “Who,” exclaimed the Big Boss tactfully,
“has not? Ah! your pen, Mr. Taker. I hope that
you will find this one quite satisfactory. If so,
perhaps you will allow us to mention the matter in
our advertisement ?”

~ “With pleasure,” I said, putting the new pen
in my pocket.

“And you, my dear sir, do you wish to
purchase a pen ? ”

“Ido,” replied Chandru, “but I am afraid I
have no time to choose now. So I must come back
later, Are you coming my way, Mr. Taker?"

Together we left the show-room. When we were
safely out of the Big Boss’s hearmg—" Now,” said
Chan‘c‘lru, " treat me to a good lunch, because—"

Qf course I will,” I said, *“ but now I shall have
to write something called The Mystery of Doo-Del-Doo,
or the fellow would think you were exaggerating, I am
afraid I have no time now. So when [ happen to meet
you again, of course under similar circumstances
I shall certainly treat you to a nice cup of tea.” '

So saying T trotted off,

THE END

"1 simply went crazy over it,"
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A Queer Document—

by ‘Rajaram’

Sketches by Mali

T was the full-moon day. After taking
an unusuully heavy meal at night, 1 felt
definitely uncomfortable. I decided to

take a walk.

I wandered about the city
a¥ random till, purposelessly,
I camein front of the Burra,
Hostel. Lights were bur-
ning in several of the rooms

Andrea was in confusion; in fact, he
blinked at me and at the table in confusion.
What on earth was the matter with the
fellow? Ah, he had been at work, writing
something. I pounced upon the document
lying on the table.

Andrea pathetically shrieked: ¢ Sir,
don’t sir, don’t!” That was intriguing. I
determined to explore thething to its limit.
Might be interesting to talk about in the
Common Room to-
morrow !

What was I reading ?
Was it trae ? That little
pup of an Andrea’s face
was  contorted—t h e
venomous culprit! I

i, What does: the formula H2SOx

V. Which of the 19th century writers would
you wish to be?

And with such a really nice paper, [ can give free
rein to my imagination and write answers that would
entitle me to a first class first, IT.et me tentatively try
answering my Own paper :

Answers :—
I. * Abuse Wordsworth as much as possible.”

Was there ever occupation more delightful ?  That
collosal bore, that tremendous cheat, that voluminous
poetaster, that stupendously shameless preface-writer, that
arch-murderer of Lucy, that
low-down ILost Ieader in
Browning's poem, that selfish
would-live-for-ever Poet Lau-
T reate—Willy Wordsworth !

{
|
i

Why were you  born?
Once born, why did you live?
Once living, why did you
write? Once writing, why

. represent 7 did you essay verse? Once -
read on and on, anguish : versifying, why did you
and rage and temper 2. What is a camelopard ? | occasionally achieve noble

rising—the fellow sul-
lenly watching me the 3

idea ?
while — and of a sudden 1 idea ?

burst into 13’Ughter! 4, What was the last animal to

. Who started the Sunday-school

|’ poetry ? Thislast unforgivable
! crime has put you in our cur-
| ricula and has earned for you
r two thousand curses.

l

You were a big blunder-

immoderate laughter !

become extinctin Great Britain?

buss, grandpa Wordsworth !
II. “Who is the greatest

" Sir don't

though 1t was pasi tep. Evidently the gty- V

dents were taking the examinations serig

I tapped at the door of room numbe?ség}’:
There was a sullen Pause and the door opened.
My dear Andres of the J unior B.A. glagg
stood in front of me, apparently embarragged.

I just entereq the roo i
chais proered m and sat in the only

T liked. Ishall not take
it to the Principal and

Milton of course. Born
bore, bred bore, baked

5. Why do we say “Hear, Hear’ ) : .
I soon gOi_] Away frox;n to indicate agreementl with a bore in English Liter-
the room with Andrea’s speaker ? ature?
permission for my using As if there could
the document in any way Answers on page 27 be any doubt about it
i
i
1
[

have him fined some
Rs. 10 or so. Rather,
T shall publish that
remarkable document for my

million readers’
edification. Here it is in extenso

These examinations—there is no end to them.

i blot on civilization. I
They are a curse, a nuisance, a ivili '
thini of an Utopia that will not be examination-ridden,

at least not as we know them.

Cannot these silly examiners ask questions nzgri
appropriate to the’ students’ temper ?~Tqu\e)‘s]tlonsI :n
demand originality of the examinees! ere L
examiner faced with the task of setting a pape
“19th Century Literature’, I shall set a paper thus:

I. Abuse Wordsworth as much as possible.

II. Who is the greatest bore in English Litera-
ture ? Give reasons.

. 1 .
II. Mr. Nobody says: Shelley.wa’s a fool ;
H 'anfi a fool alone can expound him.” Discuss.

IV. Attempt a sketch of your best professor (or
the worst) veiling his real name under a

suitable nom-de-plume.

bore, buried bore !

Read his Paradise Lost and
] « you sleep like Rip Van
Winkle. “ Of man’s first disobedience etc., etc.,”"—was
ever snore more typical! Milton’s poetry is a congeries
of snores; his life, one long dull boring insipid thing.
Who but a fool and a bore to boot wijl marry three

wives? And everybody knows Milton had no sense of
humour.

Read his Areopagitica, even the title merely. You
will choke. But why multiply reasons to prove that
Milton was a bore? We all know it for a fact!

111. Mr. Nobody says: “ Shelley was a SJool: and g
Jool alone can expound him.” Discuss,

Mr. Nobody is quite right and a half ; that man
Shelley was a fool, and the fact that my professor
(who is a treble distilled nincompoop) has been able
to throw some light on Adonis and Epipsychi-
dion proves that fools are a select company, a
coterie, a secret society. And so on. To expound
this thesis further will be to convict myself a fool
also and to be consequently plucked in the exami.
nation. And I don't want to fail."
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Lv.  Attempt a sketch of your best brofessor (or the

) .l g ] ¥ - -
:al namnie Uu ld 201742 d(r
wor St vetitn 118 re an, naer a 10

Can I deal with my best
] professor? A tall order! By C
There is no best professor; it is a casea ofo rbzg ' Y

iv;or::,comc;r;; aagthnc;; of good, better, best. Still, ’]FHE other day Romen, my vou
the one-eyed is the r? Saying— Among the blind, brought a rerw dre youn
apology for the bestp mee —I might deal with some a second-hand bargain i, the Moore 1}
sketch the worst spgo' cssor. No, I would rather . twotails as 5 kipper has, Afe ore Market, with
species! Here goes | pecimen of the professorial 8Ot it, we both had to attend a Charjt g nights after he
‘ ! crowd a treat with jt, His wife wasi allf to give the
He is an ass, worse, a pig—and worst, he does not O way for the weel.

know it He learnt a bi
: t ten years i
all—and hasn’t touched a hook zr bi “fo and forgot it

8 married fy;
_ tien
SS suit, a real one, of coursg

A ) kWhenwegotthe
lays. His hobbu : o O print all these  jacket and Romen fe]t
s incomparab?Z; cg;r r:ihng hwnth his wife who has quite  strayed to a Kenne] show, so he f
nd orates—apg beo 1138 étlz e, He talke and lectures  dance. Seeing that, | ]eft’ him t Tetused tO. get up ang
nistake such performp g fe audiences, his students, alone and though I am 4 ne O enjoy hig misery a]]
ackals and whi fances or grunts of pigs, howls of something in a short-frock » YECTUit to the art found
Chear Whines of dogs. He rarely shaves, and looks rock that was to my liking,
augh;’his joi}ézsmzrlfe blood-shot ; when he rages, we In the meantime it appearg that i

. us weep. ;o:ivards the door, and just aq he f'otathr?gu fﬁlel?d walked
be mg’siiigml]iﬁf h’?‘}]ﬁ Worrieq their ,poor heads about haag geif:z(;gl:t?ﬁnloqked him up anq dow; a’sal t\l/]fz’ylarge

© T , : 1s, our ‘worst’ prof ; 1810 a remp

lissing Link ! Long live Herr Profp olessor, is the  0/4/0." After she had examj APt sale marlked 0/8/0 ang

toar . ; essor Sahib th ned m .
esing Link, Idiocy Incarnate, Sofidified Vanity, Sfi(?“g‘}"’?vﬁf’ dsae:tlﬁrflt'o s ol S o, P s
’ ce tnis

lumourless Curmudgeon and Bearish Hairy Husband!

V. “ Whi i
ish to be P’.’,Ch of the 19th century writers would you

re,b everybody elge was in 3 dinner
about ag conspicuous gg 4 pussy

My friend was so . ;
ehaviour that he did not k;t:vf/ttit ey
grabbed him and led him to the dane ha
him on the shins, stepped on ce hall
him to make him behave him

& Unmaidenly
tto do, byt ghe

I should rather wish to be Beddoes.
. She kicked

' was—
his corns, ang fi
Here the remarkable document abruptly self betger,

‘as8e8. A great pity ! Th
. . : ¥Y! Andrea hag tr o en when the dance w .
celled himself in thg tour de force | uly hat was rotten ; but I wi]] ﬁivgver, she said calmy,

If onl ; » anoth
' would show as much verve ip style in th{; s Waltz srone Letus

tual examination !

Capital feljow

My friend began to fe
] el that he had
P. 8. Andres has passed the annual  ba the attendants to rescue him, but jugp ol (0 one

amination. _ ; band struck up again, a just then the : -
ion. He wrote his angwers with backwards down the haﬁdlitl?: iarg: lady began to “172171":

aspicuous clay; iti )
s am ; .dty and Cl‘lﬁlc.a,l acumen, He alegn cat. She came round with Slll'elephant dragging
1 afraid), the makings of a Nobe] 2F2i™ spatred for an opening feinted o 89 her wing
ureafe in him. T ghy) (and the world with dug her left elbow into hig ribs %}? uieer right ang
Watch his future ith Lo Wi friend a lot, and he went through the . cied down m
oren; With considerable with her ip a sort of dage irough the rest of the motioni
THE END At the end of the 4. .
- Staminer out something. adb‘:,r;ie r:f;gfrfnd managed o
said “ alright,” apq gave him a rypee co?ng eed So she
Byron swam the |
ellespont As I explained to }
! . 1im
Bt ITO Sef'dhls love he was 5o keen ;— him for 4 dance-professiopa] in ?}ftetrwards, she Mmistogk
Twou SWim any " Big Pond’ Would go round and te]] her ah G and he said he
0 get the Merry Magazine he did.  He spent that oo it But dont believe

—A Merry fan, drinks for a girl whe knew hj d on Jces apq

or anything byt a rotten d
—_—

ancer,

THE ENp

ARINATH Soni has a modest four years of a

]H husband’s relation with Kishen Kumari. Ifthe
brass-plate let into the wood-work of the front-

door always showed “IN”, that may be excused

if the man is in the early stages of his wedded life. But
I will carry the day nem con when I say that full four
years is inconveniently long to be cglled early stages.
Excusable or not, that is not the point. The fact was
there—Hari was under strict orders to trot home
straight from office. Not for him tea and tennis ; not for
him the Club and company. So far as Hari was concerned,
the amenities of civilised social life did not exist. Penalty

for disobedience was dreadful,

Occasionally it did happen that this hom'e-returning
schedule was disturbed by Harinath wasting a _few
minutes over a street accident or spending a httl.e time
over a passing procession. And once on stopping to
cross the Mall, his eyes fell on a small crowd beneath
the bapyan tree on his side of the road. Harinath had
his share of the curious and approachmg.the crowd 'he
was completely taken over by the persuasive eloquence
of a cure-all medicine vendor. Worthy of a better
cause—his eloquence and enthusiasm,. Hari thought, as
he stood listening. If all these medigme vendors were as
eloquent as this representative of theirs was, and if their
services could be hired, well, Hari thought, he yvopld
write to Babu Rejendra Prasad about enlisting
their services to carry on propaganda for the Congress.

_ For, Hari had a soft spot in his heart for the Congress.

But while this practical 'scheme for our pplntica_\l
emancipation was thus being worked out in bhis
brain, the tower-clock of the Post Of_ﬁce opposite was
not idle. It told him from its cool heights that he was
standing on the spot for more than two quarters of an
hour. Harinath realised his mistake, turned round and
reached home in a score of stri_des. i When he _reach‘?d
home, the neighbours observed, it ralr:’(ad apologies. "1
stand accused, my darling, my honey, be said. = I plead
guilty and appeal for crown mercy.” He was severely
reprimanded: but the apology was accepted and crown
mercy extended.

Among Hari's own friends there were some who
were thick-skinned. They turned wifely abuses mtf)
compliments. Unfortunately Hari had not tha.t knqck.
Delicate of mind, he could not suffer domestic tribulation.
But the only alternatives were—he must play the truant
and suffer, or not play the truant at all. And practical

politics suggested the latter course.

Paulling legs is an enjoyable sport ?nd a cheap one.
But Harinath did not think so, when his friends _practlsed
this interesting sport on him. Frequently. Ha_n was t‘he
victim and he was strongly tempted to revise his opinion
about the collective sanity of his friends. That could be

4—29-6-35

Hlystrated by Varma

easily arranged; but what troubled his mind was the
curfew orders at home. A vague sense of the futility of
human existence oppressed him.

Harinath Soni in the course of his life had had many
ambitions. As a boy his ambition had been to become a
tramcar conductor. At college the most attractive career
the world held for him was that of a professional lawyer-
politician. Later on, his main idea was ‘to become a
superior officer of the Imperial Service. But now at
twenty-eight all these desires were cast aside and forgot-
ten and the only thing in life that seemed worth while
was to have freedom to go out and come in at will.

A break in his thrall happened one day. An old pal
of Hari stopped with him for a day, and was to leave by
the night train, Pals are pals, and it is but elementary
courtesy that one should accompany his pal to the station
to see him off. Hari was delighted at the prospect—as
delighted as a child when an obliging uncle promises to
take him to the Baisakhi Fair.

The train sped bearing his friend, and Harinath
trotted back gleefully and joined us making merry in
Sukh Bhuvan, our Club. I any event was worth
celebrating, this was one. If the Secretary said that once,
the members said that one hundred times. And so it
was done, and we dispersed to our homes much too late
for wife-abiding, peace-loving citizens.

Harirath walked with heavy haunted steps. as if he
had committed a murder and was about to be found out,
A practised physiognomist would have said, that it was
so with people who allowed themselves to be persuaded
against better judgment into keeping out late in spite of
their wives' rulings. Hari was to dare the tigress in her
den and the tigress Kishen Kumari did live up to her
reputation when he woke her up and gained admittance,

*“ Have you any idea what the time's like ?” asked
she in uncomfortably deliberate accents.

“ About 12,” put in Hari compromisingly.

“You incorrigible, senseless worm, it is past one-
thirty | and she pointed to the time-piece on the chelf
which was shamelessly persistent in announcing the hour
of the night. Harinath’s head reeled and in the process
of reeling, he got a sort of vague idea that he should
have put the darned thing, the time.piece, in disorder.
After-wit is dearly bought and so was this.

The first series of absuses registered a temporary
stop. Hari had by this time gathered enough presence
of mind, cleared his throat and delivered his explanation.
He had a ready-made tale solely manufactured for her
consumption. His friend, since he could not get a seat
in the 9 o’clock Bhatinda Express, had to take the 9-30
Frontier Mail, A convenient derailment a few mileg off
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was thrown in to make the Frontier Mail arrive late by
three hours. He could not press into service any traffic
hold-ups ; for in our cities there is little traffic congestion
in the early hours of the ante meridian. The chances of
her ringing vp the station and getting the departure hour
of last night’'s Frontier Mail, he ignored as impossible.
The time-scheme was perfect—no fault, no flaw.

The web was spun and the unsuspecting fly walked
in. It was a triumph for Harinath, and a bright moon
shining down a white sky seemed to mock 4t Kishen
Kumari.

Next evening saw Harinath, the obedient husband,
veturning home straight from the office. This husbandly
virtue, he hoped would be recognised and rewarded. As
this thought flew across his brain, he heard a cat mew
and the next moment saw it running across in front of
him. And the cat was black! Disturbed by the inci-
dent and wondering what it indicated, he was getting
along, when he felt a sensation he had stumbled on some-
thing hard. And the next thing he realised was he was

Then it was that Eve broke all
records of vitnperative eloquence......

20
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saying * ’scuse me, madam” to an old lady for treading
on her shoes, He walked home with leaden feet and
there, instead of darling Kumari greeting . him with a
loving kiss, he encountered a wounded angry tigress, all
frowns. A gifted bystander would have thought that in
meeting Kishen Kumari then, Harinath Soni was running
& risk which would have made his insurance company
purse its lips and look concerned. ‘

“'Well,” she said sternly, * there you are 1"’

“ Ah, Kumari dear, there is a good girl,” Hari said
tentatively. ** What’s the matter? Can’t quite get to the
bottom of it,” he supplemented, bright and beaming.
Harinath was not a successful beamer, yet he did his
best. Then it was that Eve broke all records of vity.

P

_arson, cheating, burglary, she

perative eloquence, which would have immediately
raised blisters on more sensitive skins than Hari's, It
was not the first time that she had the opportunity of
hearing a theory ventilated by her husband which she
found detestable. And amidst his suffering, Harinath
would have told you that in point of eloquence his Kishen
Kumari out-did the medicine-vendor under the banyan
tree.

“ And add a lie unto a fault—you creeping slinking
chump, you ruin of a man—you and a set of old bandi-
coots were making merry in that Club and you served up
a derailed Frontier Mail betore me. One of these days
1 will blow up your dirty Sukh
Bhuvan with half-a-ton of

gun-powder, You...... e
“Darling......"
“Shut up, you...... YOU..euse

Bha!” If she had been speak-
ing of a criminal charged for
the seventeeth time for theft,

Answers to questions on page 23

1. Sulphuric acid.

“If 1 do not come home in time hereafter,” he finished

off ’then, Kishen Kumari, you may be sure Harinath’s
dead.”

“You would keep the promise?” she questioned,
dominating the scene in her masterly way.,

"

Every syllable of it.”
“I can depend upon it?"
* Implicitly—absolutely——"

It helped to restore the status quo. Her agitation
had passed. She had been badly shaken: but her faith
in her Hari held good. A little breeze that brought with
it the scent of flowers seemed
to whisper that the cool of
the evening was on its way.

The incident was discussed
in the Sukh Bhuvan that
night. The members were
very much disturbed. Kishen
Kumari's threat to blow up
the club with exactly half.a-
ton of gun-powder did not

would have been scarcely less
complimentary. * Radha Bai
was just now telling me. She
has it on the authority of her
old boy. He, you and others
of the gang—I kno~ what you
were doing last night.”

Things moved fast. And
like most people who made a
defiant dramatic gesture, and
had the leisure to reflect Hari-
nath was oppressed by a feel-
ing that he had gone couosi-

. A Giraffe.
. Robert Raikes.

. The Wolf. It survived in Scot-

land untit 1680.

. ‘Hear, hear’, was originally
“Hear him /, which was a stock
phrase used in Parliament. It
was shortened to hear’ which
was then repeated to give it
more emphasis.

cause this uneasiness, They
were uneasy over Hari's fate,

What on earth does any
man want to get married
for?” cried a red-blooded,
he-man-member. ‘‘ For enjoy-
ment give me a gay bachelor's
life.”  “The man who said,”
E‘nterrupted another member,

it is better luck to get mar-
ried than it isto be kicked on
the head by a mute, was always
looking on the bright side.”
All the members deplored the

derably farther than was pru-
dent. There were certain
matters on which he consi-
dered silence best and this
was one on which, he knew,
he should not talk freely. ]
His silence, with a countenance with genuine
remorse and repentance writ large on it, helped to hast:en
Kishen Kumari to cool down. This tide in. the gffaxrs
was availed of and Harinath tendered a serious sincere
request from the bottom of his'hegrt to forget and forgive
and promised never again in his life to repeat the offence.

fate of Harinath; they could
.not get him out. One of his
friends went to the length of
betting his only pair of cuff
links., Another said one bet-
ter. It was a standing bet; he would chew his hat
down if they could get him inthe club for an evening.
And his was a seven size felt.

“ Will he lose the bet?" This question, I ask my
readers, at my typist’s request.
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i ”
J/*AUNT
XXXVI1

66 EAR Auntie,” says a breathless admirer, " how
do you manage to go on week after week,
Writing answers that make us laugh?”

) Come behind the scenes, dear boys and girls, and
:nspect the creaking machinery of Auntie’s hur;mur-
factory. I suppose you imagine Auntie as the life of
every party, with a ready quip for every situation, and a
fund of witty conversation that keeps the roomina roar?
Alas, no. Auntie is a Brave and studious person. who

sits like a skeleton at any feast i
pondering funny answer
for her nephews and nieces, d ®

Auntie keeps huge tomes in which she classifies and
rz?cords a}l the funny ideas that occur to her. Quaint
pieces 9f information are also noted down, Another tome
is an index to the subject and source of the world’s
humour. ~ So Auntie, instead of being a romantic Bohe.
mian gentus, is a worried business

count the different sub-beads of one central idea: and
they keep on being printed over and over again,” w’rtlh
different twists. When Auntie thinks of a new ,funl

story that makes her laugh, she turng up the subject ny
her infiex, and it is nearly always there! Generally tlllz
?wc;tsei r;n Htcl:; errn!.'zlrgm says that its earliest appearance

There are universal jokes, and Joca] jokes, H.
are some of the principal universal jokes in A ére
index, in the order of their world popularity : mOthuntxg S
law; henpecked husbands: lovers : smal| and e‘ils'm‘
motor-cars ; fishermen’s stories ; mild intoxication ; g eap
minded professors; children’s indiscreet remari«:a e
inadequacy of women’s dress ; schoolboy howlers . btbe
men; twins ; fat men ; the newly-rich ; olq ladies’ p‘:. lie
a man chasing his hat; husbands who stay ouatn) icsy
country yokels; women's alleged timidity ; the g ate;
forts of travel. » Hie discom.

executive, conducting a sort of

Those of you who are buq.

clearing-house of comedy. For
example, suppose a gentleman
writes to Auntie with a question
regarding meteorites. Auntie first
looks to see if she has thought of
any jokes regarding meteorites.
Then shesearches for any informa.
tion or stories about meteorites.
Failing these, she invents some-
thing to satisly the gentleman,
Finally, before writing the answer,
she turns up the index to make sure
‘hat no one else has thought of
he same joke about metearites,
\nd printed it in another magazine.

“ Don't stretch it, Auntie !
ries some sceptical nephew, * how
an you index all the millions of
inny stories that are printed ?”

The trouble is, dearies, that

( dmg authors, notice the significant
| position of mothers.in-law. They
| are the world's greatest universa]
! joke, Asga contrast, here is a list
i of the principal jokes peculiar tg
[ the British Isles, again in “order
1‘ of popularity : Scotchmen ; Irigh.
| men; Jews; boarding-house
| k_eepers;golfers; policemen with

big feet; the town of Wigan -
income-tax; clergymen ; suburban’
snobbery; the British weather :
charwomen;the old school tie:
sea-sxckngss; clothes at the laun:
dry ; Spring cleaning; overdrafts

at the bank; certain i
ot articles of

This gives you s i
ome ide
my deggs, what a sad ang cxacti:g'
thing it is tobe a humorist, Why
you wonder, does Auntie let the cat’

out of the bag in this disillusion.

iillions of funny stories do not {»-—-
tist to be printed. There are only

Auntie keeps huge tomes.

——1 ing manner ? Because Auntj
e loves
’ to let cats out of bags, dearies, Be.

few hundred stories, even if you | —

. T,

— sides, it may be of some assistance

to those of you who have literary aspirations. Schools of
Journalism charge a hundred and ﬁft}{ rupees for the
elementary information that Auntie gives away every

week,

* By the way, chickabiddies, when any of you desire
a prompt reply, or any serious advice not for publication,
don't forget to send Auntie a self addressed stamped
envelope. One-and-a-quarter annas, please, because
Auntie’s weighty advice can seldom be kept down to half
a tola, Bless you, my dears.

* * * *

Woman Lecturer (Mylapore). “1was invited to
attend a discussion at a debating society, and I was given
a seat between the two leading speakers. Bot}} of these
gentlemen spoke at great length, and both silly asses
referred to me as a rose between two thorns”” Auntie
thinks, my dear, that the trio would have been better

described as a tongue sandwich.

Interested (Madras). I am sure I saw you on the
Marina the other night. You were in a car wearing a
plum-coloured jockey’s coat.”” You must be mistaken,
my dear. Auntie does not know any p}um-coloured
jockey, and she would certainly not wrap his coat round

a wotor-car.

Anzious (Komaraswamipattr), ‘' Please tell me
what to do with my little bay, who hgs drunk a bottle of
ink.” Give him a good meal of blotting-paper, my dear.

Legal Problem (Komal). 1 was most interested in
the question of a definition of drunkenness, which was
raised at the court-martial described by Private Joyfv:zll.
Can you give some unmistakable evidence by which
intoxication may be determined ?”’ Auntie confesges, in
common with the Lord Chief Justice, an inability to
give a comprehensive ruling on the subject. 'Each case
has to be judged on its merits, For example, if a gentle-
man removes the circular iron cover from a manhole in
the street, and takes it home and tries to play it on the
gramophone, it is certainly very suspicious.

Rejected (Samatwadi). ** The Editor has returned
my long magnificent manuscript, and I am greatly
dejected. Why am I alive?” Probably, dear boy,
because you sent the manuscript by post, instead of

presenting it personally.

Furious (Triplicane). “1 went to a fellow who
advertised himself as a painless dentist. He dragged me
all round the room, broke one of my stumps, extracted
the wrong tooth, and charged me five rupees. pr. dare
he call bimself a painless dentist?” The description is
perfectly correct, dear boy. He didn't feel any pain,
did he ?

Graduate (Poona). 1 am starting a lending-
library, and it will be my policy to supply a lar’g:e number
of the best works, fit to be read by all classes.” Auntie
suggests that you also provide & department stoc?:ed W}th
books quite unfit for anyone to read. This will bring
you immense popularity.

Temperance (Nannilam). “Man is the only
creature that deliberately chooses alcohol as a beverage,
If you offered a donkey a pail of water and a pail of

rum, he would choose the former.” Yes, dear sir; but
he is a donkey, isn't he ?

Dionosysis (Darjeeling). ' Can you advise any cure
for a continual buzzing in the ears.)” Yes, dear sir;
send your mother-in-Jaw on a visit to her relations,

Quidnunc (Madras). “1 find that conversation in
coffee-houses enlarges my horizon.” Itis the constant
sitting-down that does it, dear sir. You should take

more exercise.

Sea-Food (Karachi). “1lsit true that the phosp-
horus contained in fish is a brain-tonic? How much
should I eat to produce this effect?” Auntie suggests
a whale on toast regularly every morning, dear boy.

Sociable (Hubli). “1 have just moved into a new
house. How can I get on calling terms with my neigh-
bour?” Easily, dear Madam. Wait until your neigh-
bour shows herself. Then just call her a so-and-so, and
she will call you another,

Humanity (Patna). “1 have conscientious scruples
against serving on a jury when the penalty is death.”
You are alarming yourself unnecessarily, dear sir. The
pcnalty is inflicted only on the prisoner.

Shecked (Palni). A number of big lazy fellows
stood by, and watched the man beating his wife, without
rendering any help,” Perhaps, my dear, the man did
not need any help.

South Indian English (Matunga). A cliche, dear
boy, is the metal plate employed for stereotype-printing.
In literature, therefore, a cliche is one of a stock of
adjectives and phrases which hack-writers use unre-
mittingly. For example, a place 1s always * tastefully’
decorated, and a sum of money is always generously ’
donated, as if ungenerous donations were the usual rule.
Similarly, a pot of teais ‘the cup that cheers’, and a
goal-keeper is a ‘custodian’. The use of clicles can
seldom be defended artistically. Slang, on the other
hand, is the use of metaphors not currently accepted as
part of the language, as for example, ' me was flopping
about in a flat spin’. Cliche is language in the ossified
stage, slang is language in embryo. Never combine
cliche and slang; it produces monstrosities like the
following: ‘ The hand that rocked the cradie has kicked

the bucket’.

Amused (Ahiedabdd.) ** The epitaph about a dentist
was too good to be true, Are such rhymes really put on
tombs?” Yes, dear boy; there are many quaint and
ancient examples in English grave-yards. In Indian
epitaphs, however, the humour is usually accidental,
The following will be found in a church near Poona :

Sacred to the Memory of
Captain John Smith, Indian Aruy,
Who was accidentally shot by his native orderly
the 13th. March, 7863.

“Well done, thou good and faithful servant.”

THE END
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The Knot in the Hanky

M[Y officer was staying Jate in the office and I was
in no mood to thank “him for it. If curses
could have any effect hie would be now writhing
among snakes and toads in the seventh under-
world, DBut their ineffectiveness was proved when after
fifteen minutes past five I saw him
leisurely walk past my room casting
a malicious glance at me. [ wai-
ted till he was out of sight, then in
a trice cleared the table, locked
the papers in, and was out by the
back-door regularly used by us sut-
ordinates for clandestine exit.

Ten minutes later I was dropped
bya bus at Lloyd's Road. The
afterncon was hot, and the sun
still blazing. A rapid canter to
Kanaka's home half a mile away
did not help to cool me. When I
reached her house perspiration had
gathered profusely on my forehead.
I stopped at the threshold and

pulled out my handkerchief to wipe
my face: whereupon I discovered a
knot in one of its corners.

The automatic query arose in
my mind, " Why had [ made
that?” I racked my  brain for
some moments but could not get
the ghost of an idea. Muttering
imprecations at my memory—or
rather the want of it—1I entered the
house.

My mother-in-law greeted me in
the hall. Not the usnal mother-in
-law she! A lady of broad parts
and warm camaraderie,—vyet diffi-
cult to penetrate, at times.

“Come, Narasu,” she cooed,
*how did you happen to disappoint
us this morning 2’

The blood rushed up my veins
and my face should have visibly
coloured had I less pigment on my

by S. Lakshminarasy

Mustrated by Varma

skin, I turned towards the near w
off my stocs.  After the pretence
dislodged them saying, “ Thege ne

Whih wasn’t exactly a pro
question.

all and began pulling

of a struggle I finally
w shces are a bother "

Der reply to the lady’s

Ll

“ Oh, what a pity ! Have you been bit ?” she enquired.

“No! nol-Only abit tight,” 1 assured her
honestly.

My mother-in-law beamed and went in, and I felt f;;.r
less tight though drops of perspiration had gathered again
on my forehead. I did not care to use that hanky again,
for, though I could not remember what the mornings
importance was, I felt sure it had something to do with
that knot in the ’kerchief. '

I heard someone moving about in the sitting room
and entered eagerly expecting to find Kanaka. )

My brother-in-law Sethu was lounging In an easy
chair reading What a boy of eighteen should know.

I thought of retracing my steps quietly, but was too
late. ““ Lo, Billaw!” he exclaimed suddenly jumping
from his seat. (* Billaw’ is his patented abbreviation for
brother-in-law,) * So you bave tu'r’ned up at last! Why
didn't you came in the morning ? ‘

“ Couldn’t get off from office, Sethu,” I lied.

“H.m! And have you brought me that safety razor
you promised yesterday ? ”’ he went on.

“ No, kid, I clean forgot all about it. Shall get you
one frst thing tomorrow, if you will tell me where
Kanaka is now.” .

“ You don't forget to ask that,” be taunted; = I saw
her in her room an hour ago sta.r.tixag on her toilet, and
shouldn’t wonder if she is still at it. .

I left the youngster to keep Wondering and hurried
upstairs. True enough Kanaka was stgll before the
mirror in her room. She heard me coming and turped
—she locked radiant, angelic, lovelier than everina
gorgeous new saree of biue and gold.

Her face lit up in welcome as she saw me, but as I
rushed forward to take her in my urms, her smile
vanished. She did not step forward towards me, and
received the kisses that I showered' on her rather coldly.
Slowly releasing her from my fervid clasp I roticed sm;s
of p.rturbation and disappointment on her face. She
almost seemed to be mortified by something.

She directed her gaze at my coat-pockets like some
domesticated old housewife focussing her looks on a

‘husband returning home for the day, intent to find out

what he has brought, and ready to pounce upon him
if he is empty-handed. I was deeply puzzled. )

“ Kapaka, darling, what is the matter? I asked
quietly, “bave I spoilt the folds of your new dress—
how beautiful you look in it, honey; it suits you so
perfectly. When did you get this, I_\anaka?

Kanaka's lips pouted exasperatingly, but she .made
a bold effort to hide her emotions and softly chldrped,
“Dad presented it to me, dear, I am so gla .y?rt;
like it. But why did you fail to come in tl}e morning ?
We waited for you, and mother began to imagine you
might not be well.”

'This morning affair again,—and an occasion f01;
presents to Kanaka ! Drat my memory, what could it be?

" T couldn’t think of a reply, and do not know what 1

i in j bhen
bave said had pot Sethu bustled in just t
:lr:)‘\‘xlgng?\“ Say, sis, mother has served tea and refresh-

ments and wants you to come down With B.illaw." -
All of us went down. I left my coat in the sitting
room, washed my feet and hands, -and sat down for a

sumptuous lunch which my mother-in-law personally
served, The extraordinary variety of dishes made me
feel inquisitive as to what the occasion was, but I stifled
my curiosity. Just' as coffee wasbeing handed a round, my
mother-in-law casually remarked, ** We eagerly expected
you for dinner in the forencon, and never thought you
would fail us on Kanaka's birthday.”

A mingled cry of shame and realisation escaped
my lips, as I heard this. Mumbling something about the
coffee being too hot and requesting it to be cooled and
sent to the sitting room, I left the others abruptly and
hastened to where I had left my coat. Withdrawing a
couple of ten-rupee notes and a small chit from my purse,
I called Sethu aside and whispered to him, * Look
here, kid, I am sorry I forgot all about to-day being your
sister’s birthday, in spite of tying a knot in my hanky
to remind myself of it. I hadin fact placed an order
with Dhumbidiar's a week ago for one of those silver
novelties they are advertising for ladies’ use, and here's
the chit bearing my order number. Take this money
and rush to their place, and bring the thing at once; you
will have to pay them eighteen rupees and odd and you
may keep the balance. When you return, slip the
package into this coat and give me a quiet indication
about it. Now get going,—there’s a good boy.”

Sethu wasted no time in getting off, and I went up
to the balcony to have a chat with Kanaka. The poor
girl was unmistakably hurt at my complete silence and
indifference about her birthday, and my failure even to
formally wish her happiness. But being proud and
sensitive she gallantly masked her feelings.

Twenty minutes dragged by, and then I heard some-
one thumbing up the steps as loudly as he could. Sethu
appeared, and though I eagerly watched him for a sign
that all was O. K., he did not even turn his head towards
where we were standing, but went straignt tor a line on
which some towels were drying, threw one of them on his
shoulder, and turned back. Just as he descended the
steps he winked at me slyly and disappeared.

Excusing myself [ went down to the sitting room
a mipute later. I found my coat-pocket bulging with a
neatly wrapped packet which I took out and carried up
to the balcony. :

Kanaka’s face brightened as she saw me bringing
her something.

* Here's to wish you many happy returns of tle day,
darling,” I announced proudly handing her the package,

* Oh, how sweet of you,—and I thought you had
forgotten,” she tittered, delicately unwrapping the parcel.

“Not at all, my dear, how could 1?" I affirmed
grandly, and turned away to admire the sunset.

I heard the paper wrappings ripped open, and then
suddenly a sharp cry, followed by a tinkling of metal on
the floor.

I wheeled round and saw Kanaka stamping on the
floor irately, tearing the paper in her hands to shreds, a
picture of fury; and scattered on the floor were a brown
leatherette covered box, the components of a safety-
razor, and some razor blades in their original packings.

My heart stopped beating for a moment and I cried
* What, what's this?

“ You know best what it is,” Kanaka retorted with
a freezing look. * I—I never thought you would tease me
in this manne%," and burst into tears.
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T'was inanawful hole, and didn’t know how to
explain. I was mentally trying to strangle that young-
ster Sethu, for the dirty trick he had played. * Now,
now, don't cry, Kanaka, I am really sorry about this;:
there is some mistake,” I tried to explain; but she tore
herself away from me and fled towards the steps.

Her passage was however barred at the top of the

itep; by Sethu, who appeared carrying something in hig
and.

“Isay, Billaw I he screamed, surveying the mesg
on the balcony floor with assumed noncholance, *“1I

as;{ed you for a sgff;ty razor set, but you've brought me
this tom-fool affair in silver I’ '

S —— A WIS E
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He handed me the new package and I transferred it
to Kanaka, declaring, “There, darling, didn’t I say
there was some mistake? When I bought you this
present to-day, I also purchased a safety-razor set for
Sethuy, and mixed up the packages when giving them to
you both. Awfully stupid of me, I admit!”’

1 shot. a murderous glance at Sethu who was
‘l.mrstmg. with laughter at the humour of the situation.

Oh! Billaw, imagine presenting a razot to a girl on
her .bxrthday! And serve her right, too! She won't say
again that her husband is the cleverest man alive,”

Kapaka demurely turned and and trotted away to
her room to admire her present, and I followed her

leaving Sethu to gather up the scattered parts of the
safty-razor set on all fours.
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telegram worded in Welsh was received at
A Buckingham Palace the other day. As nobody

in the Palace could read Welsh, (so the story

goes) the telegram was returned to its origin for
translation. It was a.message felicitating the King on
his 70th birth-day. The Carnarvonshire Baptist Asso-
ciation who sent the message discussed the maiter and
representations are sought to be made in the proper
quarter to install in the King's household a person know-
ing Welsh.

But the question is where was the need to return
that telegram all the way back to Wales? Surely there
is somebody in London who could have gladly translated
that message for his King. Mr. Lloyd George w}uose
“New Deal ’ was turned down by the Cabinet Committee
as “too vague and speculative” must be feeling rather
discouraged over this Welsh telegram.

* * *

Mr. Charles Trevor is an ‘‘ unbiassed writer, wit.h
an intimate knowledge of India” Tt is a pity India
doesn’t know him intimately. The Indian masses are
so gullible, according to this unbiassed gentleman, that
they believe a certain story in which the two characters
are Gandhi and Willingdon. It would appear .that
when Gandhi called upon the Viceroy, the latter.(’vhxsked
a revolver and levelling it against poor Gandhi’s head
pulled the trigger. Result—a shower of flowers
over Gandhi. Dismayed, the Viceroy produced a dagger
(wherefrom is not certain) and plunged it into Gandhi’s
heart. Result No. 2—It turned into milk. ' Mr. Trevor
does not say whether it is cnly ordinary rmu( or some-
thing special like goat’s milk. Poor, gullible Indian
masses !

¥* * * *

A prince who lives like a beggar! Who? His
Highnesg Maharajadhiraj Sir Bhupal Singhji Bahadur
G.C.S.1, K.C.LE, of Udaipur. He cooks his own
food, and (Great Scot 1) washes his own clothes. He
cannot afford (Gods above 1) more thap 12 pieces of loin-
cloth and two overcoats yearly. His daily allgwance
for cigarettes is five shillings. (Note: His Highness
doesn't smoke, but what about his friends?) His
possessions ate not colossal. Oh, no. .H‘S kingdom has
only an area of about 12,500 square miles. His annual
revenue does not go beyond £ 50,000. No wonder some
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of our Princes are so beloved of their subjects, Good
old Udaipur.

Our Priuces remind me, of all things in the world,
of lightning. Probably because, like lightning, they are
heaven.sent.  Talking of lightnings, Bo Shepard, a
farmer of Palestine (Jesu, what a parody !) of Texas, had
a delightful experience with lightning. He was sitting
in his cabin enjoying a quiet smoke idly gazing at the
rain falling around him. A run-away lightning came
peeping in and kissed his right sleeve, ripping it like a
Bond Street tailor. Then it peeped downward, neatly
tearing off his trousers and left shoe. Tinally it passed
down the wooden flooring and killed a hen roosting under
the Cabin. Some lightning!

* * * *

Two policemen saw a shed burnt down in Fort
Scott one night. Next morning they strolled down to the
butrnt shed and there among the ashesfound a human form.
The ‘corpse’, however, was breathing. It smiled apolozeti-
cally and said, “Good morning. Didn't mean no ‘arm
Jus’ crawled in ‘ere to get outa thé rain las’ night.”
It then took an idle look around and shot up:
“Say! When did this place burn down ?”

The policemen said, I think, “ Holy smoke ! ”

That yarn comes from America, any way.
* * * *

There is not a man-made law but has a loophole,
through which a determined fellow can drive an express
train. Gambling is prohibited by law in Manila. Also
there is another law in that place which prohibits the
police from entering a house in which a dead body is
lying, awaiting burial.  So whenever the bright young
fellows over there feel like having a little harmless go at
roulette they just hop around to the nearest undertaker.
For a little consideration the undertaker ‘hires’ out a
dead native for the night. The dead one, of course, is a
fresh one. ‘The corpse is taken over by the °lessees’
and spread out 'in state’ in the front hall. The revels
commence in the back part of the house. The police
know the game. But ‘orders is orders’ as the saying
goes,
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SIR,

The Mathematics
paper this year leaves
much to be desired.
Questions are badly
framed, symbols and
notations are introdu-
ced with seanty, and
sometimes no explana-
tion; the phraseology
is often dubious, wanting in precision and
rigour. ‘Take the VIT

Distressed Kadirvelu,

Monopolist

by
Sketches

study in labour-control ; (b) detaileq 1
of road-m.etaﬂing- I'may add, 1 would gfggﬂgé
happy to instruct these examinerg in the tech-
nical issues involved shoulqd they be wise
enough to correspond with me.

RA0 BAnIB Sonacmara MupALIAR,

Government Contractor.
IIT
SIR,

The two letters that have appeared in your

question, sub-division 2-.-
as an instance—wherein,
it is required to find out

‘sensibly ’, as the Examiner
puts it, the time taken to

".

,“é.!;

metal a road by 24,000 men, '§=§='

if one man could do it in '%E,!}.-;
400 hours. The question ) ;!EE“
involves, certainly—I am ::!2:‘;'
sure, dear Mr. Editor, you | = rsises

agree with me- problems
in Civil Engineering much
beyond the comprehension
of the young candidates
sitting for this examinution:

paper, regardin ‘ ques-
tion VI Sub-dgivisio(rll %S’
in the Mathematijcg Paper
make me wondor at the
colossal stupidity of your
correspondents. The ques-
b1on is one on ¢Time and
Work’. It does not require
any knowledge of road-
metalling or labour-control.

am surprised that the
Rao Sahib shoulq haveerred
S0 3gnominiously, ang J
may suggest that it ig not
OYen NOW 00 lute — the

as such tvre question may
be deleted : may I request
you to do the needful.

KADIRVELU,
A Candidate in Distress.

II
Sig,

Iteis with interest I perused your ¢ eandi-
date’s letter, and as I am g contractor, of
twenty years experience, I may tell you, the
question savours of fundamental ignorance of
road-metalling, labour-control and the idea
of time, as required by District Boards. I
should say, from my valued experience, it ig
decidedly more econcmical to engage one hand
to complete the job than to indulge in a waste
of money by engaging 24,000 men, May I sug-
gest that, before examiners set questions of this
type, they be required to undergo (a) extensive

Rao Sahib Mudaliar

Mudaliar coplq join some
teaching examiners.  Dight school and legrp the
fandamentals of Arithmetig

ere he commits himgelf
ments sans to these state-

sense, sans
brains, and
sans every-
thing.

KuuBa-
KONAM
RAMASUBBU
TYER,
B-A., B.Ed.,
Teacher,
D.D. M.
High School,

Kumbakonam.

Ramasubby Iyer draggin

0 8 Dight too. ogl Mudaliar

“high time these monopolists

at Work

‘ Kamakshi’

by Mali

v

SIR, .

The letter of the Kumbakonam Iyer is,
as T expected. It is a stunt of the monopolist
party—with that arrogance, characteristic of
all Iyers, and the letter is a veiled attack on
our Non-Brahmin party. It does not Jrequire
the Iyer's ¢ brains, sense and everything’ to
work out that sum. 7Jhe letter of the
Rao Sahib implies that it is impossible
to lay out the metalling

hitherto as to why the
percentage of passes in
one particular commu-
nity was excessively
overwhelming, when
compared to others.
Everything is now as
clear as daylight. The
examiners and the exa-
minees, hailing as they
do from the same com-
munity—=which I shall
not name—well, I shall
not pursue further. The
least said the better.

RoBERT BRUCE NAIDU.

Madayappa Naidu ordering
Iyers to recede to the
background,

VI

of the road in one
minute by 24,000 men.
The preliminaries would
take more than one
day, and the examiner (I
have my own doubt if hs
also 1is a Kumbakoua.mite'l)
ought to know that it 13
impossible to metal a road
in one minute, even if you
employ 240,000 men. It is

retired into the background
—leaving aside their acro-
batic stunts—to look after

S1r,

Robert Bruce Naidu has
aptly refrained from com-
mitting himeelf to any
statement on the vagaries
of the examiners. It is
time that communal rota-
tion wsas followed when
appointing examiners every
year—to avoid patronage.

Now that our party is
badly in need of artificial
respiration, the coming
elections at least may be
foughfi on this issue. We

their . ¢ Sanatana Dharma’
and ¢ Tharpanams’.

RAo BAHADUR MADAYAPPA NAg)U.

SiR,

Rao Baha-
dur Naidu
hss done a
great  ser-
vice to our
Motherland
by exposing
the hollow-
ness  and
conceit of
the ¢ Kum-
bakonam
Iyers’. I
bad my own
misgivings

Arumuga Nayanar telling candidate
Kumaravelu that it is all not to the point.

Bruce Naidu, reading correspoudence i ‘e at least to
ROb:;ctl fefeling—"fbe least said the better’, are sure t haVQ

the co-operation of the
‘plucked ’ candidates. =~ ARUMUGA NAYANAR.

VII
S1R,

Much heat has been thrown on the ques-
tion of Mathematics and as I happened to be
a candidate for the examination, may I point
out the discrepancy that has crept in your
correspondents’ letters.

Lhe question that was asked was :

“If one Englishman could eat a pig in
100 hours, find the time taken to eat the pig
by 24,000 men.”’—

Therefore, questions on road-metalling and
labour-control do not arise.

KuMARAVELD.

[The correspondence o this subject will now cease.
Whether it is a pig or a road that is involved in the
question, the Editor will not countenance any reply
from ' Pig’ and ' Anti-Pig’ societies.]



Taken for a Ride—

“ Who are you ?” he demanded of the
prisoner, ferociously,
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’]["‘HE platform was dark
and deserted. The

Night Passenger had
.. Steamed out, and the
Mail was not dye until the
early morning, Mr, Xavier
Da Souza, Assistant Station-
Master, paced the platform,.
He was enjoying the compara-
tive coolness of the South
!ndlan night, and admiring the
ncomparable blaze of the Soy-
thern  stars, Half-a-dozen
COO]I'ES crouched round the big
brazier of burning  coals
beyond the end of the platform
irom  which they seemeci
Inseparable even on the
Warmest night,

~Mr. Da Souza’s contempla-

tion of the heavens was
interrupted by a series of small
clankmg_ hoises.  Someone
Wwas trying to leave the plat-
fqrm by climbing over the
high metal fence,

i . Y

~ 0it ’ cried Mr. Da Soyza
In surprice and indignation’
He rushed forward, and con:
fronted .the individual, at the
fame time calling to the
coolies for assistance,

Evading payment of fare!”
panted Mr, Da Souza, * Bring
him to my office |

The miscreant offered ng
resistance. He stood blinking
in the dim light of the office
while the Assistant Station:
Master questioned him,

the \?V{]a:; were you doing on
¢ _Dlatform?”  demanded
r. Da Souza.

For answer, the ecaptj
searched his clothing,ap:x‘llg
5 sdently produced a ticket,
official was crestfallen tGrabbmg it the railway-
velid ‘0 note that the ticket was

113
A two-anna tick i
- et from the next station dow
line, bcommentgd Mr. Da Souza. “You must 111;5:
come by the Night Passenger. Why didn’t you le
the station by the proper way ? ave

by ‘ Embusque

Hustrated by Mali

The man made no answet.

Mr. Da Souza was nonplussed. For a moment,
he had visions of a law-suit for assault and false confine-
ment. The fellow appeared to have committed no
offence. Yet his attempted mode of exit was ‘highly
suspicious. That was it: highly suspicious. ‘Se‘r‘ld
for the Sub-Inspector,” said the railway official. " I
will have this man detained on suspicion.”

The man stood motionless and silent until the Sub-
Inspector arrived. “Ho!” said that worthy, *leaving
the station premises by stealth, eh? A suspicious
character. Let’s have a look at him!”

Roughly, he dragged the man closer to the light. As
the suspect moved, there was a clanking sound. The
Sub-Inspector started, and locked downwards.

. . . 13
“Why!"” cried the policeman in amazement,  he
is wearing fetters!”

So it proved to be. ‘The man’s legs were linked by
jail-chains, which were secured by a padlock.

“Hullo!” remarked the Sub-Inspector, * the
padlock is broken!” He removed it, and held it in his
hands.

“ What do you make of that?”” he asked the Assist.
ant Station-Master. ~ If the padlock was unfastened, why
didn’t the man remove his fetters?”

“ Perhaps he had only just succeeded in breaking it,
when [—apprehended him,” suggested Mr. Da Souza
importantly. " Of course, I shall claim the reward.”

The Sub-Inspector turned his back in disgust. He
had contemplated claiming the reward for himself.

“Who are you?” he demanded of the prisoner,
ferociously.

The man sheok his head.

“Oh, I'll soon make you talk!” shouted the Sub-
Inspector, and slapped the prisoner across the face.

“Please! Not in my office!” begged Mr. Da
Souza, and added, ‘‘I think the man is dumb.”

“ Who are you, and where do you come from? "
reiterated the Sub-Inspector.

The man clanked across the office to a list of long-
distance fares, and pointed to the name of a town.
““Rawalpindi!” cried the Assistant Station-Master,
following the pointing finger. " The fellow ¢s dumb.”

“That's a pity!” remarked the Sub-Inspector
malevolently. ‘‘ Anyhow, it is evident that he has
escaped from Rawalpindi Jail. I wonder how he
managed to come all this way in those fetters? Well;
I'll put him before the beak in the morning. Come on,
you!”

The dumb man meekly followed the policeman out
of the office.

* * X *

The magistrate remanded the dumb man for
enquiries, and the wires hummed between the little
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South Indian town and Rawalpindi Jail To the
bewilderment of everyone, the jail replied that no
prisoner of any description was missing.

1 wish I could make the blighter tatk!” fumed
the Sub-Inspector. He has escaped from somewhere,
all right. Let’s try the other jails in the Punjab.”

But the other jails in the Punjab returned equally
disappointing replies. ‘I have it!” cried the Sub-
Inspector, * Rawalpindi is only his home town. He was
confined in the jail of some other province. We'll have
to circularise all jails in the country.”

They circularised all jails in the country, but
although prisoners of varicus shapes and sizes were at
large, none of them was dumb, or answered in any way
to the description of the Sub-Inspector’s captive.

“Whata fool 1 am!” said the Sub-Inspector.
“The fellow need not have escaped from a jail at all.
He might have got away from a local lock-up.” So
messages were wired to all local authorities.

This at last produced something tangible.  Quite a
number of absconders frem local lock-ups were reported,
of whom one was an alleged dacoit, a native of
Rawalpindi City. Particulars were incomplete, but the
description tailied fairly clozely with that of the detained
man. Triumphantly, the Sub-Inspector appeared before
the magistrate, and arnplied for the transfer of the

prisoner into the custody of the Rawalpindi District
Police.

. “”Do you understand what the Sub-Inspector has
said ?”" enquired the magistrate.

The prisoner nodded,

“Havg you any objection to being taken to
Rawalpindi?”

The prisoner shook his head quite cheerfully.
* * * . *

Ten days later, the mysterious prisoner was
produced before a puzzled Justice of the Peace at
Rawalpindi.

“This is estraordinary!” muttered the judge,
easing his collar {rem about his perspiring neck. " You
were discovered by night, wearing fetters, ata railway.
station in the farthest Soutl, apparently an obsconder
from this neighbourbeod. Yet your description does not
tally with that of any man wanted by the police. You
are certainly not Ram Dace, the dacoit. 1am unable to

call on you to give an account of yourself, because you
are dumb.”

. THE

Then an astonishing thing happened. ** May it

please your Honour,” remarked the priscner, ‘1 am
not dumb.” : ‘

“Not dumb?” shouted the magistrate.

* No, your Honour. I was merely observing a vow
of silence. I have never claimed to be dumb. It was a
pig-headed policeman in the South who assumed that I
was dumb. My period of silence ended this morning at
ten o’clock. It is now, you will observe, five minutes
past ten.” :

* For what reason did yoa vow yourself to silence?” -

“As a means of spiritual self-discipline, your
Honour,” said the man unblushingly.

““ How do you explain your presence at a railway.
station by night, wearing fetters?

“ May it please vour Honour, T arrived at the station
as a lawful fare-paying passenger. I was wearing the
fetters for my own amusement.”

“ Wearing fetters for amusement !”

“ Yes, your Honour. Iaspired to become a hand-
cuff-king and escapologist in a circus.”

“ Good heavens!”’

“ And when the pig-headed Sub-Inspector took me
for an escaped criminal, I could not disillusion him, on
account of my vow ol silence.”

* Well,” ‘said the magistrate, at the end of a lengthy
questioning, * there appeat to be no grounds on which

I may detain you further: you are discharged. The
court is adjourned.”

* Just a minute,” he added, to the man he had
released. ‘‘ Come here.”

. “Now,” said the magistrate in a lower tone,
pethaps you will tell the frue story of this escapade.’”

“‘}’lease, your Honour,” said the man, with a sly
grin, ' I am a native of Rawalpindi, and I found myself
far from home, in the very South of India. I had lost
my employment. and had no means of returning to my

home. As you know, itis five days' jourmey by mail,
and the fare is prohibitive,

“1 induced a blacksmith to make me a set of
fetters, saying they were required for theatrical purposes.
I took a vow of silence, and a two.anna ticket on the
railway. While wearing my fetters, I fell into the hands
of the police.

“It is not my fault, your Honour, that the police
took me for a ride to my home town.”

END
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The Incubator & the Egg

by John A. Henry

Iustrated by Varma
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“AR1 My sweet charmer ! » murmured Jimmy, o

hand over his heart.
f

Rs. 200
he gold watch and ,

[IMhMY the Iiugt ﬂr;gneredotr ; Kré",gebeuy s pmt:é{lft a
e had ;;m © od looked at the dial of the watch. .

week before, a and quickened his

{“ “Spven oclock e r}r:ux:tergtlim’ouldn’t like to lose
 pace. “ Just time to meet 285

1
"

VAN
om

her! I hope this 200 is enough to give her a good time
and land her like the fish she is!”

He was immaculately dressed, as always, and the
prospect of again meeting the woman who called herself
the Countess of Digga, made him more excited than
wsual. For, besides picking pockets, Jimmy specialised
in ‘marrying’ fat ladies with plenty of money. He had,
in his young life, ‘married’ thirty of them. The last
one had been a bit of a Tartar, and had almost bitten
his left ear off in a fit of temper one day. But on thae
whole he had been fairly lucky.

The Countess was waiting for him in her
room in the Grand Hotel.

“ Ah! My sweet charmer !” murmured Jimmy, one’

hanfi over his heart. He took her hand as the servant
closed the door. * The world becomes more beautiful
than a well fried sausage when I see you!”
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She simpered and giggled, her fat figare quivering.

“ Your humour !” she gurgled, and led himto a sofa.
“Come and sit beside me.”

“1f you only knew how I’ve lived for this moment,
Countess ! ' exclaimed Jimmy. * You have been to me,
in spirit, like a banana to a ship-wrecked sailor, nuts
to a monkey, a fig-leaf to Adam!”

She laughed fatly, and they sat down together.

“ And you,” she said, her face suddenly serious, .
“ have been as Adam to me without the fig leaf ! ”

Jimmy began to feel uncomfortable. He hadn't
thought she would start getting passionate so soon. He
didn’t mind doing the love-making, but when the female
started carrying the battle into his own ground, he began
to get hot round the collar.

* Countess,” he said, ‘I am honoured.”

“Of course,” she went on slily, “ you're not too
good looking, but—"

“What!" said Jimmy, beginning to get annoyed,
but she continued as if she had not heard him, eyeing
him affectionately. With one hand she stroked his
raven locks.

*1 suppose you used to pass the time away, when
you were young, by sitting in front of a mirror and
throwing stones at yourself ? ™ she said.

“Good God!” said Jimmy. Then, “I take it,
Countess, that in our present state of affection you
woulda't mind if I did a bit of flattering too? ™

“ Not at all-—not at all, my sweet cucumber | her
. voice sounded as if she’d be only too glad. As he
started, she threw her arms round his neck and affec-
tionately slobbered over his chin,

“For one thing,” said Jimmy suavely, “you’ve
been eating onions.”

“ Good for slimming, Jimmy darling

“ For another, you’'ve a wart on the lobe of your
left ear. It's a very nice wart, but there are one or
two hairs round it. These spoil the effect.”

* Something for you to fondle when we are married,
my sweet Jimmy!~’ Her hands slid down from his
neck, and with passionate fondness, she patted his
stomach.

“ Who the hell said anything about marrying?”’
asked Jimmy, his moustache bristling. And then he
remembered how good it would be to get hold of some of
her money at least, before he left her. *‘ Well—well, do
you feel like getting married ? " he finished up lamely.

“T've never felt so like getting married in all my
life! 1 also feel like a cup of coffee.”

“You look like a mangel wurzel,” thought Jimmy as
she rang for her servant and ordered coffee.

Over the coffee : ’

“ How many children will we have, Jimmy darling?”
she asked gushingly.

Jimmy’s knees suddenly knocked together.

“ Good Lord above!” he ejaculated, knowing that
she loved him too much to mind his frankness, *the
woman'’s a veritable incubator 1”

She put her cup on the table and returned to the
attack, her fingers lovingly counting his ribs.

1
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“ One—two—fifteen-—good heavens !  Darling,
you'rs a few short!”

That doesn’t matter,” said Jimmy complacently,
the sound of a bogus priest’s voice marrying them in his
ears. Hisold pal, Henry 1. Bigam, would make an
excellent priest. * You'll soon be able to count the
the hairs on my right knee. I've got about six hundred,
I think.”

‘““Ah! They'll make a pretty good wig for me when
I'm old and ugly and moulting, eh, Jimmy darling?”

“You're that now,” thaught Jitnmy ungallantly.
Aloud he said, * You'll never be that, my sweet! I'd
kill you first !

““Would you really ? "’ she gushed, looking up from
his chest. “ You'd risk hanging to save me from old
age and ugliness ?”

** Undoubtedly !

*“My brave, honourable cock-a-doodle-doo!™ she
murmured, and turned back to her coffee, a sarcastic
smile‘on her painted lips.

* Do you feel like going to a show at the Theatre
Wiggle to-night?”” asked Jimmy, loath to spend too
much on her, but realising that it was the only way to
gain ‘}‘ﬁs ends.

No, my sweet turile-dove. I'm afraid these shows
always give me a bad attack of chicken-pox.”

:: Good ! " said Jimmy.

“What 7

I said hard luck,” said Jimmy, and she smiled
again. ‘‘ Bad thing, chicken-pox. Makes you drink a
lot of water.”

“Terrible!” she agreed, and Jimmy continued,
warming to his task.

“ Will you be married in the usual flowing white
dress and veil ?” he asked.

“ As God made me,” she said, a far- away look in
her eyes.

“What!” Jimmy was shocked. This was a bit too
thick !

“Sorry,” she said hastily. ““ I was thinking of these
awful chorus girls.”

“Oh ! What about your trousseau ?”

_ YVell, I've got a few beautiful cami-knickers and

things.

“Ah! The cami-knickers will save us buying
curtains,” said Jimmy. * And I could use them as bath.
robes. Very economical.”’ :

*Yes,” she gurgled.

) “Well," said Jimmy, alter they had kissed a few
times, and he looked at the clock on the mantel-piece

If you're not going to the show, I must be on my way'
See you to-morrow.” '

“1 hope s0!” she said sweetly, waving a fat hand
and Jimmy left. '

Back in his rooms, he felt for his watch.

Gone! And the Rs. 200!

When he eventually reached tihe
*Countess’ had left. Hotel, ~the

z‘xnd then Jimmy laughed good-humouredly.

“ I meant to spend it on her anyw i
And I'm the egg!” yway. An incubator |

END

. The Busiest Actors

) ERTON Churchill, character
) actor, retained for the third
time in succession, the title
of ‘the busiest actor in
Hollywood ', by playing more roles than any other
actor in 1934, This white-haired, veteran player
appeared in twenty-nine features in 1934, an average of
one production in every 13 days. Second honours go to
Hobart Cavanaugh, receiving credit in twenty-four
features. Henry O'Neil is the third with twenty.
Amongst the ladies, Shirley Grey and Sarah Padden
“share the first honours with 13 features each. Minna
Gombell is the next one with twelve.
* * * *
Wampas’ Waning Power

In past years, the press agents used to select
and prophecy the ‘“Baby Stars™ This prophecy,
every year, proved to be a failure and there ensued
frequent quarrels between the studios and the press.
These nominations were called Wampas Baby Stars’,
(Western Association of Motion Picture Advertis’ers).
Now the individual selection of six ‘proteges’ by
Paramount Studio, four ‘debutantes’ by I'ox and six
¢ starlets’ by Warner Bros. means organised opposition
to the Wampas tradition.

Paramount’s ‘ proteges’ have been elected by a vote
of two hundred and eighty executives, players, directors
and writers, The winners were Gertrude Michael of
Alabama (who once owned and operated a radio station);
Gail Patrick, also of Alabama (1932 ‘ Panther Woman

‘ contest winner), Wendy Barrie {born in Hongkong, an

English subject), Katherine de Mille (adopted daughter of
Cecil B.de Mille), Grace Badley (former New York night-
club entertainer), and Ann Sheridan (Clare Lou Sheridan
of the “ search for beauty " contest).

Fox films choose as their ‘ debutantes’ of 1935 this
quartette: Rita Cansino (sixteen year old daughter of the
Cansino dancing family), Frances Grant (New York
stage dancer, just twenty), Rosino Laurence (eighteen,
former stand-in for Sally Eilers), and Barbara Blane
nineteen, a singer.)

Warner ‘starlets’ are Olivia de Haviland (protege of
Max Reinhardt) Maxine Doyle (champion mistress of cer-
emonies), Dorothy Dare (singer and dancer), June Martel
(stage comedienne), Nan Gray (mgenug from Houston,
Texas), and June Grabiner (wealthy Chicago social star).

Here they are, sixteen of Hollywood's best,

6—29-6—35

Mae West Cut-Quts

Mae is pow a sad young lady.
The censors are ready with their
scissors and every idea she gets
in iIs ousted out. A press
agent suggested to Mae that she might save all her
forbidden ideas and make a film of them. They might
be called Mae West Cut Outs. But she immediately
flashed back: “Say, you got an idea ; come up and see
me sometime.”

* * * *
Mae Wants to be Ma!

A representative of the press asked Mae
West what her ambition was. Perhaps he too was
wondering, like any of us, what she should be
wishing for with all her name, fame and money. Quite
characteristically, she whispered to him, ‘I want to have
a boy and a girl and I want to call the boy Lochinvar!”
Well, Lochinvar, who isto be your father? I havea
hunch that the present lawyer-manager of the sex appeal
queen (Jim Timony, to wit) will lead this Lady of the
Boulevards to the altar.

* * * *

Bing .Crosby is. Japan's favourite screen star
according to a popularity poll conducted there. His
pictures draw the biggest crowds and his phonograph
records are the best sellers.

* * * *

For the first time in the history of pictures, three
companies of the same unit are working at once. Since
nearly every studio is making a Federal Agent picture,
Warners decided to scoop the scoop and get theirs out
first. G. Men is therefore being practically shot out of a
cannon—with one main and two co-directors, working
on three sets. And the actors meet themselves arriving
back !

* * *

Since coming to Hollywood, Freddie Bartholomew
has developed an craving for two things: American
slang and chewing-gum. Freddie’s aunt “ Sissy” is
greatly worried, for there never was a more precisely
beautiful English diction attached-to a youngster
than to Freddie. It would be a shame to corrupt it.
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The Tough -

by ' Chappie *

Ilustrated by Sekar

) UTCHER Higgins considered himself a  tough

l ) guy, especially when he was supported by his
gang of bullying confederates. Of unpre-
possessing appearance, he was easily re-
:ognised by his caulifiower ears, large flat nose and the
nward slant of his eyes. Winter or Summer, he wore a
oud check-suit of glaring draught-board design. His
-ap pulled low over his ugly face and a gaundy
neckerchief concealed his dirty face and neck from
public gaze. His coat-pockets concealed two ugly
knuckle-dusters, and a secret recess in the back of his
check trousers held a short length of solid rubber—

guaranteed to render any argumentative individual
gnconscious.

It was on such murderous weapons that Butcher's
power was maintained. He was the terror of law-abiding
citizens and the bogey of little children, old men and
maédens. He was the leader of a gang of roughs known
as The Silver Hatchet Gang’. Nobody knows why
Butcher was not conscripted during the War. Perhaps
it was due to his squint, The fact remains that prior to
the Armistice—all the able-bodied men were still at
the Front—Butcher held undisputed sway over all the
under-age and over-age inhabitants of East London.
Butcher bad ousted the equally disreputable ‘ Battling

Bosun’ from his position as leader in a knife-fight held
in a low-down dive, )

Butcher was considered, or he considered himself, the
roughest, toughest guy in Wincomlee. Wincomlee is
well over two miles long. The more one progresses down
this street, the tougher it gets, and Butcher lived at the
bottom house. He was so tough that tradition had
saddled him with the belief that bullets would glance off
his ckin if fired at close range. In his ‘cups’ he would

openly vilify the policz or anybody connected with law
and order.

Many a constable, determined to patrol his beat alone,
had bgzen mercilessly beaten and subjected to gross
b.rutahty. The Police realised that Butcher was the
ringleader, but they could never obtain just- the right
amount of evidence to warrant his arrest and conviction,
Would-be informers thought twice before paying a visit
to the nearest police-station. In all probability they
would have required an ambulance-stretcher to convey
their mangled bodies to the nearest mortoary, QOne
such informer did brave his conscience and fear, and laid
the facts of a recent affray before Sergeant Moresby of
the C, I. D. "Moresby, with the sure conviction and
kunowledge that the informer was in dire danger, person-
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ally paid the man’s fare to Scot
North, than a frozen mortuary ’.

Butcher's reign of terror was gradually coming to a
close. War-wounded soldiers were mow returning to
civil life. He found it a very hard task to subdue or
dominate men who had faced bullets and death at the
Front. The Armistice was declared and the vast

demobilization began. Sergeant Moresby looked forward
to the day when some of his former six-foot policemen
would return. That day was not { v distant.

Three weeks later, a strap ~ ,; youngster entered the

police-station and reported r duty. He was a red. -

haired Irishman—Patrick O welly by name—brave ag 5
bull and keen as a razor. Moresby briefly outlined
the feud existing between the Police and 'The Silver
Hatchet Gang’. Butcher Higgins' character was jm.
pressed on the young police-man. Next day O’Kelly
formed part of the police-patrol on duty in Wincom]ee
Moresby pointed out Butcher. O'Kelly gazed inter:
estedly at the bully. Butcher stared also, and drawing

?ack his repulsive lips in a sneer, he guflawed loud and
ong.

The patrol returned to the police-station
Sergeant Moresby sounded the new man ;egardﬂikgg

: > his only
v jterated bully,” was b
D nna(v%:as in future to be (gKf)lly(’:s

i { night, P. G
At eight o'clock that same .

[t{lrffef;?iformed gand alone—was calmly énatrrc:}al\gg'
; :IIZtted beat. Suddenly he heard ;;) 1t.errli}il(2 u:g weré
: i f a nearby public !
5 Swmg-dogrfl ; man was thrown out51deh ono:g
kngha(.)r%e;’avement. O’Kelly doubled across, '%N eh ; 2
:lraised the man into a sitting posture.
is?” demanded the constable.
nt for a minute, and then

zgins. )
nment. Wincomlee

The victim was s'ile. ,
hispered, ' Butcher Higgins.

“ \Where is he ? " growled the Irisbman.

“Inside the pub,” muttered the man. * But, for

God’s sake, be careful if you intend going in there. All
his gang are with him.”

O’Kelly made no reply but dashed impetuously into

ic house. Flinging open t_he swing-doors he
td}:a.eshf::ilbitho the bar. Butcher Higgins, surrounded Igy
his bullies, was standing in the centre qf the ﬂoor;K ne
was just raising a glass of beer to 1‘}}5 lips, when O e1 y
snapped, *1 want you, Higgins.” When the calm,

i ! he turned round
mined tones fell on Butcher's ears, ,

g.i?rthrew his glass of beer full into ﬁf? constable’s face.
“Want me d’jer?” he mouthed, * well, come and

fetch me.”

O’Kelly drew his truncheon and ac.cep}ed
the challenge. He made a grab at Higgins.
In turn, Higgins drew his mbbpr and
rained terrible blows on the Irishman.
Then the rest of the gang got busy.
With their boots and dusters Fhey went en
masse for the policeman—tore his helgnet .and
tunic off, kicked and hattered him into
insensibility.. The propretor and potmen
stood helplessly by, poweyless to help the
constable. With a final kick and an oath,
Butcher and his gang 1ef‘g the public house
and vanished into the night. The potmen
’phoned the station, an@ Sergeant Moresby
and a picked squad arrived qux_cl'd'y on the
scene. An ambulance was requisitioned and
the gore-covered man was taken to ‘the

hospital.

Gergeant Moresby could not obtain a
scrap of convincing evidence against Butche}:.
All became suddenly dumb when the Butcher 3
name Wwas mentioned. Next mormng the
Sergeant paid a visit to the hospital. When
Moresby arrived there the constable was
conscious. A broken
collar-bone, three broken
ribs and his body covered
in blue-black bruises was
the extent of his injuries.
“Did Higgins do this?”
questioned his superior.
“ Yes, Sergeant, he did.”
Moresby fumed when he
realised that his hands
were tied. If he arrested
Higgins on O'Kelly's
testimony alone, Butcher
would easily produce a
dozen alibis.

Biggins drew his rubber
and rained terrible blows
on the Irishman.



Six weeks later, P, C. O'Kelly left the hospital and
reported at the station. Sergeant Moresby was sitting
on the charge-table, looking glum and miserable. © Well,
O'Kelly, I am glad to see you around again. Ready to
start work?”

“ Thanks, Sergeant, I am ready.”

Sergeaut Moreshy looked glummier than ever and
eyed his subordinale doubtfully. Then he blurted out,
*“1 think that you should be transferred to an easier beat.
Or would you prefer a month’s sick leave?

The Policeman was silent for a few moments, then
said, “ Sgrgeant Moresby, thanks for your offer. But I
would like to remain on the Wincomlee beat until I have
arrested Higgins. I owe him something now, you know.”

The superior’s eyes glistened with pride, and his
voice broke as he said, * You know what you got the
last time you went after Higgins? ™

“ Yes, Sergeant, I do know, but Ishall go about the
matter differently this time. May I have one week's
leave. My plan is to get out of uniform, and to try and
zet a chance on Higgins when he least expects it.”’

* * * %

In plain old clothes and with a three days’ growth
of beard, O'Kelly was as unlike a policeman as could be
imagined. Hourly he haunted the vicinity of the
Butcher's dives, but he could not manageto get him
alone. He visited the bully’s lodgings but he was never
there, At length O'Kelly had a stroke of luck. One
night, on the last day of his leave, he was hovering near
the back of one of Butcher's favourite haunts. Butcher
came out irto the vard with a few of his friends.

He was conversing with them in low tones, but
O’Kelly managed to overhear the words, * Old Solomon’,
and ‘two o’clock’! Putting two and two together, the
policeman came to the conclusion that something was
afoot at Solomon’s, the pawnbrokers, at two o'clock in
the morning.

One o’clock found O'Kelly standing concealed in a
doorway opposite old Solomon’s shop. He heard the
chiming of the half-hour, but nothing suspicious had
occurred. Suddenly,, he stiffened and watched. A
man was running swiftly up the road. Halting at the
door of the shop, he inserted a key in the lock, and vanish-
ed inside. In a flash the policeman crossed the road and
tried the door. Hewaslucky. The door was only closed
and not locked. Quietly entering the corridor, O’Kells,r
heard someone moving about inside the shop
Silently turning the handle, he edged inside. Someone;
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with his back turned to the policeman, was trying to force
open a jewellery case. O'Kelly crept up behind the man.
The burglar either heard or sensed the policeman’s
presence. He turned, and P. C. O’Kelly found himself
face to face with Butcher Higgins.

With an oath the brute drew his rubber-tubing, and
lashed frenziedly at the constable. But O’Kelly was not
to be caught napping this time. He side-stepped and
crashed a straight left full into the Butcher's mouth and
followed this up with a stinging right and left to the
jaw. Higgins gasped and cursed and hurriedly spat
out a couple of teeth. He kicked and snarled, bit and
cursed. But O'Kelly was now the master of the situa-
tion. As Higgins kicked, the policeman caught hold of
his ankle and brought him to the floor.

Suddenly O’Kelly heard other sounds in the street,
It was the gang coming to their leader’s rescue. His
heart sank, and Butcher began to yell with all his might.
They were actually in the corridor when O'Kelly sprang
to the door and locked it. As he turned from the door
Butcher aimed a blow at his head with a brass vase'.
O'Kelly ducked but caught the full force of that murde.
rous blow on his shoulder.

His right arm was numbed and useless. With a
snarl of satisfaction Butcher rushed in to strike again,
Then the cry, *POLICE ’ rang out, and the bully
stopped dead in his tracks. Hurrying footsteps denoted
the retreat of the gang. Butcher looked wildly around
him and then made a spirited dash for the door. O'Kelly
again dived for Butcher's ankles in approved Rugger
style. Police whistles were now shrilling out their calls
for assistance. The gang had disappeared. The police-
man held grimly on in spite of the terrible pain in
his arm and shoulder. Butcher, time and again
crashed his fist into the constable’s face. But he could’
not free himsell.

“ Where are you?” bawled the voice of
Moresby. “* Here,” replied O’Kelly in a weal? ervg:i:::t;t
The door was crashed open and Sergeant Moresby anci
twenty constables surveyed the scene. They pounced on
Higgins. O'Kelly fell back unconscious.

Next morning, Butcher Higgins was charged befgre
the magistrates and later committed to the old Baile
At the trial he was found guilty and sentenced to sevey‘
years' penal servitude and fifteen strokes with the catEl

Thus ended the reign of Butcher Higpin
_ ggins,
and bully. The nelg_hbourhood of Wincomlge istor‘xlfx
peaceful and law-abiding. P. C. O'Kelly was promoted
to sergeant’s rank and is respected in the district,

END
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The Eternal Controversy

by ‘Czerina’

Hlustrated by Sekar

A gent down in old Vepery,

Said : ** Women mean nothing to me,
They’re mean sort of creatures
With horrible features.

Made up from an old recipe.

“They're awful, they're thoroughly bad,
Meddlesome creatures and mad.

There’s nothing they'll stop at

No man they won't pop at
And trap him, then scrap him—poor lad !

The ladies of Egmore said: * Ho!
1f you think you are gentlemen, no!
We deeply despise you,
You're all living lies ; you
Know just where we're hoping you'll go!

“ Men! We're all tired of your truck,
Delighted to give you the chuck.

How vain your tirade is !

If we were not ladies
We'd tell you we think you're just muck!”

Then up rose a meek little chap,
Who said: “I am sick of this scrap.
There’s one lady present
‘Who's not so unpleasant ;
I ask her to sit on my lap.”

The meeting looked shocked for a while;
The lady said ‘ yes” with a smile,
Then the * anti-men” wilted
And, not to be jilted,
All puton a ravishing smile,

So that was the end of the row,
A happy solution I vow,
Among the debators
’ You’ll find no men haters
And few ¢ anti-womenites”, now



Chewing Gum-

Oh ! your receiving set whines ? 1I'll tell you what

to do. Just tap your valves, not too hard. O.K.

now? I'mon a pur with Signor Marconi in the
adjustments of the gadgets of the wireless. I see, the
editor is grimacing at me for this bit of self-adulation.
“Get a move on. Pronto,” he says, like the traffic cop
who drove away the crowd that had gathered round him,
gaping at the huge pimple on his bulbous nose.

(G OOD evening everybody. Put your ear-phones on.
f

Kannappa, the traffic cop

Had a pimple on his nose.

It caused the people gape and stop,
To watch this growth, as red as rose.
This made the P. C. fret and fume,
He got his goat and said *“ move on.”
The crowd obeyed but did assume
The pimple was a red bon-bon.

Right oh, Mr. Ed,, I'll scram, Now listen folks.

Talking of the wireless, I naturally tune in on to the
subject of talkies. Iregret to say that our Indian pro-
ducers are much too dippy about mythological and
puranic themes. I for one, am sick of seeing and hearing
too much of this type of pictures. It’s time we hit a
new trail and have real interesting films depicting modern
life in modern India. Subjects like the struggles of the
unemployed, the life among educated middle-class and the
trials of the suffering poor could be tapped to excite soul-
stirring interest. Narak A. Nurak would surely have
taken to scenario writing and glutted the market with
spicy plots but for the fear that he may be spirited away
to Los Angeles or Hollywood to become the thirty.seventh
husband of a film-star. Now, ye producers, take this tip

and go ahead.

Have you ever killed two birds with one stone? I
have. The stone was aimed with a lot of check side on
it (ever played billiards?) and it hit one to cannon and
ricochet off its breast to the head of the other. Likewise
will the introduction of radios in all villages serve two
purposes—educating and entertaining the folk. Surely,
this will ultimately lead to' the amelioration of our
benighted villages. The idea should be a fait accompls

very soon.
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by ‘ Narak A. Nurak’
°

The other day there was a conference at the little
town of Pollingboothnagar. All the also-rans in the late
elections, to wit, the District Board, the Municipality,
the Council and the Assembly and all the rest of that
ilk, had foregathered to ' place on record their emphatic
protest ' against the practice of not giving consolation
prizes in the scramble for distinction.

*“ Boo-Hoo,” cried a baby,“I did not get even a
place.”

“ Ah ! me,” whined another, * My defeat has nearly
killed me.

« Gadzo’gksl" moaned a third. “I had hopes for
many things.
So the wailing and teeth-gnashing went on. There

was such a bally-hoo that the president had to use a big
megaphone to bring order out of chaos.

At last after much letting out of gas and
venting of spleen, the emphatic protest, referred to
hereinbefore, was recorded amidst deafening moans and
whines.

Poor me was there to watch the show. In order

to put them wise, Narak gallivanted up the dais and put
in a word edge-wise to the crowd.

“ Say, _gents, 1 guess that when you joined the
fray, you didn't figure out that all would come out
winners in the racket.”

At this they quailed. By gosh!

It was a whopper,
Dick and Tom and Harry too
Electioneering went about,

Their hard-earned cash away they blew
When Harry won, the rest did shout.

So that's that.

* * * *

Bicycles are not to be taxed. That is the cr
e ot { . y now.
The poor bike ! Will it ever be out of its worries. What
abr_mt the tvyenty-stoue man riding a 24 inch machipe !
Is it not taxing the poor thing?

* * * *

Ahem! I have a sore throat. So I ring down.

N

Of tl':ese and others

y ‘' The Shepherd of the Pot’

Drawing by C. Nadkarni

(< VHAT do you think of these modern girls of
e \“ the thirties ?*" That was the question my

friend asked me—abruptly, without giving

notice. My friend, I may as well tell you
is not an old man with a foot and a half in the grave
and the remaining half incapacitated by gout. Such a
question, you may think, would be more appropriate from
the lips of a retired gentleman of sixty and odd who has
a fully feathered nest to roost in, contemplating this
struggling, blundering world from a hill of superior

wisdom and experience, with
the detachment of a
Shankara; Curiously enough,
it came from my friend,
R—whoisstill on the brighter
side of thirty with the full
use of all his limbs, R—had
a peculiar knackfor springing
some bombshells on his
acquaintances. One could
never fully sound his hidden
depths. He would meet you
of an evening on the beach
for the first time in the
day, and would ask you
apropos of nothing in parti-
cular,  What is your opinion
about birth-control ? " as if he
were merely asking in a casual
sort of way the price of
lettuce.

It is mighty inconvenient
to answer such momentous
questions en passant. But
R—delighted only in asking
very knotty questions and
putting you in all sorts of odd
corners. He never spared you
these ordeals even if {you
were with your friends or
in your own family circle.
The other day when I was
just starting out by muyself to
the cinema, and my wife
in blissful ignorance was
minding her own busipess, in
comes R—and explodes one
of his shells. " Hullo, old
chap, what do you think of
those insufferable tyrants,
who refuse their wives some
slight entertainment and relax-
ation now ard then, say, a
picture, & stroll by the beach,
@ this or that?" A ripping

“What do you thipk of these modern girls? "

question that, to ask of a husband wh j
sneaking out, o Was Just

To give the old gentleman his due, all hi i
were no @oubt very profound and tho&ght-s?ilrsri(xlxgesc;f;?
tions which were engaging the attention f ,1
political and social agitators of the da 0B W phe
came on you like a scorpion or a Y ot they
wrong times and places. You tyrp rou

they butt on you from nowhere, nd a corner and

. Thivk of these modern
gxr_ls! Frankly, I do not
think much of them—rather
I do not want to think
of them at all have very
strong opinions on the subjédt
and they will be enough
to fill several volumes, Asg
a husband of more than a
score of years’ standing and
an author «of seven children
(two males and five females
of. the species) I rather
pride myself that I cap des-.
cant quite satisfactorily on all
such topics. But you cannot
expect a man, however
hgroxc he might be, to express
himself on a question of
Fh]S compromising  pature
In the presence of Mrs. B—
Secr'etary of the Thirty Fou;
Ladies’ Club, and Miss M—
Organiser of the Society for
the Uplift of Women, espe.
c1ally when he happens' to be
bas_kmg in the sunshipe of
their good opinions. Mrs, B—
rather considers me ‘an
olddear’ and Mijss M—
counts me in as a promoter of
her new agitation for equality
pf opportunities for women
in public services, Of course
It is one thing™mm—1,)4 a
brivate opinion and another
to move with the times and
!)e connected with such societ.
les. It is absurd, this about
public services and women,
I dread to imagine a state of
things with a Police Force of
women opening fire on an
Insurgent crowd and a bench
of fair judges in black solemn.
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ly pronouncing death sentence on half a dozen
young men implicated in a terrorist outrage. Miss M—
here points out that in some madcap place in America
there are Police-women. There might be; I do not
doubt a lady’s word; but that is in America, where any-
thing might happen. Personally I do not think much
of these Americans ; they seem to be either * lunatics’ or
millionaires, often both. A people who can think of
having women in the Police Force cannot be much else.

But a bachelor like R—cannot understand the
delicacies of a husband, Man to man, I would have told
him a lot of things on this and other questions, But in
the presence of ladies-——no. We have ever been noted
for chivalry. One of ourstock would never think of
expressing an unpalatable, anti-feminist opinion in the
presence of ladies ; he would rather be an infanticide on
a Herodian scale. This chivalry on my part was some-
times misunderstood and miscalled hypocrisy.

In my long and wedded life, I have had some experi-
ences. When my eldest daughter, Sukeshini—I am not
personally responsible for that Scandinavian name—

®asced her Certificate Examination, and asked me to send
her to Coilege, I remember I rashly committed myself to
a few statements of an offensive nature about women in
general. I did not see what advantage there could be by
a high Collegiatg education for our girls. Education we
must have, a healthy amount of it. Say, our wives and
daughters must learn to read more or less haltingly the
letters of their husbands—those they receive, not what
their husbands receive. They must write a bold round
hand, vot very fast or correct. They must know just
enough arithmetic to settle the dhobi's bill or the milk-
maid’s account. Of course she must have a tolerable
acquaintance with the culinary art. Beyond these neces-
sary accomplishments, everything is a waste, Of what
use are Shakespeare and Shelley to our women? Or
Shaw and Ibsen? Or Einstein's Theory of Relativity or
Mendeleeff’s Atomic Table? These would only make her
absent-minded and confused, resulting in an abominable
supper being served up for the husband when he returns
home. - These are things on which competent husbands
can have no two opinions.

I might have taken more than forty five minutes,
and very npearly exhausted my vocabulary in explaining
this to Sukh. But all that was produced was a storm in
the household. My wife and my seven children al}
turned on me; even the smallest baby, a girl in her
mother's arms, began to scowl at me and sob in her
mother’s lap. You can always depend upon a woman
to sacrifice her all in standing up for her own kind,

1 was ostracised as if I were a patricide. The hearth
became cold and forbidding. The war against me was
called off only when I lowered down my colours un-
conditionally and agreed to see Sukh through the
College. ‘

THE END

Post Box 1358
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You too can make
Beautiful Pictures!

In a short time, in your
own home, at very little
expense, you can learn
to make perfect snaps.

This handy CORONET
is strong, sturdy, smart,
and takes both time
exposure and snapshots
3t x 2t. Two clear
view finders, a very
powerful lens and
simple mechanism
with neat appearance
go to make the new
Coronet Box Camera.

Get a Coronet to-day.
It costs Rs. 48 and a
film costs only Rs. 1-2.
Postage extra.
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Make tailoring a fine art!

THE FAMOUS HAND

SEWING - MAGHINE

WILL SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM

ust imported, measurement over-

“all 67 x 6" x 3", made of sheet metal

throughout, black japanned with litho
decoration, with steel and nickel plated
parts and attachments anl so scientifi-
cally constructed as to make it do the
actual sewing, like big machines. Can
stitch bed-covers, cushions, window-
curtains, ¢ oths, flags, shirts, underwear,
jackets etc. Can be fastened anywhere.
Every machine tested and ready for use.
Simple -enough for a child to operate:
Each in a box, complete with one reel
thread, screw-driver and fixing clamp:
Your children and ladies need this, if

" You wish to have a lively home.

Sent with full instructions.
Price (Postage paid) Rs. 3-10-0 only
THE KRISHNA AGENCY,

( IMPORT DE?T )
P. B. 119, MADRAS.

X

THE POCKET

Six-in-one Combination

NOVELTY

A mysterious scientific illusion that has
NEVER been satisfactorily explained !

°
See -

The lead running through a pencil.

. °
See—

The Rubber Tube in a Fountain

Pen.

[ ]
See—

The Bones, joints etc. in your hands
and fingers and the interior of a

pipe stem, etc.

@
Includes —

Reading glass,
ophthalmoscope,

stencil cutter,

cutter, coin tester,
Excellent glass

cutter, etc.

(sENT WITH FULL DETAILS OF USE.)
Price per piece Fs. 2/- only without postage.

THE ZIP STORES & AGENCY,
- P. B. 1358, Madras.

Mirror, Paper pattern




e A

ice As.
KEGD, No. M. 2856, Price

MARCH FORWARD—

-
—with the latest Invention:

The Novelty of 1935 -
~——The * Carpet Fairy

(The Efficient Rug-Work #,: sratus) S
Get full Value for your Money!

This New Rug Work Apparatus enabl
like Carpets, Rugs etc,,
13 astonishingly simple, so
long practice :

5

e

¢s every boy or girl to m.uke Smyrrtl:;
very easily. The handling of this nppgr}aout
that beauuful work can be produced with

u ot !
There is no simpler machine than the ‘ Carpet Fairy " :

Ladies and Chil-
ren can work
with this appara-
tus easily, and
in a short time.
All kinds  of
carpets and om.
broidered  cur-
tains used on all
important occa-
sions, such as
marriages, f{esti
vals, meetings,
public lunctions
etc., can be
made witho ut
dithculty  with
‘ - this apparatus.
Hlustrated above, you see

. ” o 'ccc -
the shape of the Carpet Fau‘Y and a c‘:;ons :
Ol carpet worked out in different colours with this apparatus. Instru

- ! h ( . N . tus,
in English, together with a sample piece embroidered with this appara
will be supplied with each machine.,

Th}s 15 a machine and must be possessed by every family. Ladies and 4
Children will be greatly interested in their spare hours.
Order to-day and be satisfied :—

Cost of 2 machine Rs. 4—12—0. Postage extra.
For other particulars, pleqse apply to :— '

THE “ZIP” STORES, P.B, 1358, MadraA
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