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The Editor, His Page

The Wolf and the Lamb

HE latest version of this ancient legend comes
’] from the House of Commons--the world’s
premier talkie; and the role of the wolf was
vicariously assumed by Sir Samuel IHoare.
There was a naive simplicity in his exposition of the
Italo-Abyssinian guarrel that must leave the legendary
wolf gasping. It appears that the Abyssinians are guilty
of many superstitious and some barbarous practices;
and of course Italy wants room for expansion. These
are excellent reasons for swallowing the Abyssinian lamb,
And came with peculiar appositeness from the mouth of
the man who has made India safe for England for all
time. The technique of Imperialism is the same all the
world over !

The position of Abyssinia seems hopeless. Japan has
blessed the Italian adventure. It is true she could not
have hindered it much. But hers was a significaut
gesture—of contempt aimed at the League! America
repeats her good intentions, but won't lift her little finger.
France has adopted a non-possumus attitude, on the
score that the corpse of the League of Nations must be
preserved at all costs. And Mussolini awaits the end
of the rainy season to launch his campaign.

The only hope for Abyssinia lies in the °collective
insecurity’ of Europe. Mussolini’s apple-cart may be
upset even by the threat of a move by Hitler in central
Europe. If that fails, a last forlorn hope les in the
changes and chances of the battle-field. The Abyssini-
ans, we are told, are tough fighters. Mussolini may yet
find that Adowa was not a stray exception, In any
case, Abyssinia has the sympathies of the down-trodden
peoples of the world.

Military Training for Indians

Mr. Satyamurti’s appetite for oratory grows on what
it feeds. During the last few weeks, he has covered an
amazing lot of ground, literally as well as figuratively.
Age cannot wither, nor custom stale the infinite variety
or his pronouncements. It must be gratifying fo him to
find himself so much in his true element. Recently he
spoke on the need for compulsory military training for
the young men of our colleges, to begin with. The idea is
so obvious, the urgency of it so patent that it is a matter
for surprise that it has never yet been treated as a live
issue. The reasons are not far to seek. Under the
Gandhian dispensation, the idea was taboo for its
incompatibility with that of Ahimsa, or Non-violence.
That a prominent congressman should thus have chal-
lenged the prevailing idea is, I think, portentous of a
definite, albeit still imperceptible, change in the ideology
of Congress itself. I shall not go so far as to say that
it marks the end of the Gandhian phase of thought. The
failure of it in its immediate political objective has been

a source of ill-concealed satisfaction to our enemies—
indigenous and foreign. Its positive contribution to the
building up of cur nationhood is far more likely to be
recognised in retrospect than now. 1 believe a genera-
tion is rising which, while atavistic in regard to the cult
of non-violence, will be formed altogether of finer grain,
with political courage, social conscience and public zeal
of a definitely higher order. The claim of the Congress .
to represent the nation as a whole will thus be proved
again, in as much as the reactions of Congress policy
and programme are more potent on non or anti-congress-
men than on the faithful. Saul kicked against pricks,
and became—St. Paul!

Mr. Satyamurti's reference to the subject is therefore
very seasonable. But it is commonly said that there is
no response to the call for recruits. The reason is quite
simple. When Indians clamour for military training
they mean one thing; and when the Government say
there is no response they mean another. Take the case
of England for instance. The Officers Training Corps is
a recognised, and in many cases, a compulsory feature
of education in schools and colleges. From these are
drawn the officers, as a second line reserve, in times of
national emergency. H. R.H. the Prince of Wales
characterised those who objected to this system of train-
ing students as cranks. If training is given to educated
young men there is scope for their absorption in a
national army for purely defensive and policing duties,
No attempt has heen made in this country to provide a
career for young men in the army. The reason is we are
suspect in our own land. And then there is the vicious,
system of encouraging the so-called martial classes to the
exclusion of the great bulk of the people of the
country. The economies that might be effected would
be sensational; and the spectre of growing unemploy-
ment will cease to stalk through the land. There
are a certain number of U.T, C’s vegetating in some of
our universities. If a prospect of some of those trained
in them being taken into the army is held out annually,
they would be galvanised into a new life, and we will
hear no more of any lack of response.

The Government have made a sort of beginning.
Meanwhile it is clearly the performance of a public duty
to draw attention to the need for the development among
our young men of a sturdier, manlier physique. Mr.
Satyamurti said that we needed not the Bhagavad Gita
for the present, but foothall fields. It is really not an
alternative ; but it is an arresting way of putting the need
for military training. The Gita deals with the finest
soldiers known to fact or fiction. Students of the Gita
are valiant fighters, I would therefore amend Mr.
Satyamurti’s epigram to read thus: What our young

men need is to practise the Gita as much in the playing
field as elsewhere.

 Dewan Babadur ‘ Ramsay’ :

[

The Public: It is easier for you to forget, Ramsay, than for us to forgive !

I am prepared to forget the past and work for
a united front...
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Diak Mz, MERRV,
HE great event of the fortpight has been the
FJ Canveiling ' of Bhakta Nandanar ta the asto-
pished gaze of an impatient public. Thanks to a
publicity campaign of unprecedented fgrocity, we
4 been jed to look forward to it as 1o an impending
I"‘*, 1e. Now that itis before us, it is possible, and
mirac: necessary, to estimate the performance in the
indeed D€ s earlier promise. With fyour permission,
ropose to pinch an idea from an American
Mr. M?gg'alng agpraise the values of the various parts
film Cnda;wr’ as examiners do the answers of candidates,
of Nat ‘gtar ' marks. Iam a plain man, speak

awarding s . .
?gr plain men, and am anxious to recard my impressions

in a plain manner.

s to give a resume of the story, since all of
The producers have given the flm the
subsidiary title of ‘ Opera’,
thus throwing the emphasis
on the singing part more
than on the acting. ILet
me therefore first deal with
the music in Ngndanar.

It is needles
us know if.

*&ak—Extraordinary
1 am emphatically of
opinion that pride of place
should be given to the
songs of the Vediar's wife.
The reader who has seen
the film might exclaim in
some bewilderment that
this character does not
sing a single song through-
out the opera. That is
exactly the reason that has
prompted me to give her
the palm; for, as the poet
has feelingly exclaimed ;

‘ Heard melodies may be
sweet, but those unheard
are sweeter!’ No other
character in the film gives
us quite such an excellent
opportunity for enjoying
unheard melodies,

Bhakta Nandanar

Y#*—PExccllent: Next to her the distinction goes
to the pariah woman who sings with abandon, and
dances as she sings. She is a buxom lass—to the manner
born—whose arch freedom and facile grace tickled my
fancy hugely. Discerning play-goers must vote her and
her part a mighty °hit".

Y Ordinary: Here T must with some trep.Jation,
place Mabharajapuram Viswanatha Iyer. His haudicaps
were many. His reputation as a Vidwan was great; he
was known to hold audiences spell-bound by his adroit
manipulation of the finer nuances of ragas‘ and he
possesses a voice which gains in consistency what it may
lack in sweetness. Yet, he forgot the weight of his
pedantic burden, and actually made a gallant attempt to
sing his songs naturally, and with evident enjoyment.
There were of course occasional lapses when he didn't
know where to stop. Nevertheless, he had some definite
idea that the songs were a means to an end,

His acting was even better. It was a chunk of realism
when we are given the morning darshan of the ‘ Vediyar’,
and he keeps it up in all his appearances, marked as they
are by an admirable sense of proportion. The ,only
awkward movement of his career was where he has to
fall headlong at the feet of the Bhakta ; and even that he
carries off with that shame.faced contrition which is
natural to a high caste, driven to the painful necessity of
recognising greatness in the lowly and downtrodden.

¥ __Poor: I have great admiration for Srimati
K. B. Sundarambal. She is facile princeps the queen of
music on the Tamil stage. She is an artiste who has
triumphantly demonstrated the possibility of combining
nationalist fervour with strains of music such as Orpheuns
had sung.

Well-known stars of the West have shown a commen.

dable distrust of their powers when called upon to repeat
their stage successes on the Screen. There have been

dazzling exceptions; but they only prove the sound. -
ness of the general rule. Srimati Sundarambal hag

certainly not shown herself to be one of such exceptians,

A lesser person might have got off with a much worse ‘

performance, but the very splendour of her previous
reputation made us look to nothing short of perfection.
To say that the over-dressed Nanda of the screen is a
failure is an under-statement. Several of the songs sung
by this erstwhile idol of our hearts fell far short of the
highest requirements of sruti and tkhala.

Her dialogue was no better. She mada the disastrous
mistake of walking, speaking and singing on STILTS,
1 have noticed that the up-country novice using

i

" excellently conceived and executed.

the telephone for the
first time unconsci-
ously raises hisvoice
in direct propartion
to the distance
that separates
him from his
auditor. Sundaram-
bal seems to have
been allowed to fall
into the same error ;
and this elementary
mistake is respon-
sible for rank gver-
acting, over-singing,
over-speaking which
give us a sense of
acute discamfort.
Her speeches were very often not in character; more
than once she appears to play the role of a public
speaker addressing a political meeting. As for the
musical setting of well-known songs, I don't know what
made her disturb them capriciously ; others better known
were left out altogether.

ikar acting was, on the other hand, as poor as it is on
the stage. Would that she had maintained her forfe for
soul-piercing strains as easily! When she slinks away
from the Vediyar, after being refused permission to go
to Chidambaram, her movements were a piece of unin-
tended burlesque! They were those of a pick-pocket
caught in the act, or a school-boy cavght in his truancy.

My private classification of Indian films has always
been, Bad, Worse and Worst. Bhakta Nandanar is

emphatically not BAD!

_O~—Disscreditable. Hereunder 1 propose to consider
such abstruse matters as photography, sound-recording
and directing. We were told that a gentleman
had come specially from Hollywood to attend to some of
them, Let me first state that the dodge to throw the
responsibility on Hollywood will not go down. We are
bound to admit however that the opening scenes were
They struck the
right atmoq,)here. ar.d provided the right setting. .But i
was for , minute only. A series of ghastly mistakes
neutraliser ;e first favourable impression. There was a
scene of toddy-drawers, for instance. I l}ave nowhere
seel in South Jndia such a crowd of them simultaneously
ascending a score or more of trees. The toddy con-

~tractor will tell you that it would be uneconomical for

him to conduct his business in that style, One man does
twenty or thirty irees a day, not twenty or thirty men all
" the trees in ten or iwenty minutes. But let it pass.
‘What Amazes me however is the jejuneness of the sound.
recording. There was no synchronising at all in mary
laces. It was painful to see the mouths of your
avourite actors warking convulsively while the sounds
"came from somewhere else, and always a little behind
time! Most of the actors failed to ‘connect’, and
were infaliibly bowled middle-stump; but the tragedy
was they didn’t know it! I hit upon a desperaie device
in the course of one of such ordeals; It answered,

-

reasonably well. I closed my
ears as the mangled music was
unbearable ; I then closed my
eyes in order to be saved
the sight of the agonising econ-
tortions of the speakers, The
result was entirely satisfactory,
for 1 had much needed relief
for my sight and hearing.

Now I come to the directing.
Nanda sees a vision of the
dancing Nataraja in one of
his traoces. The impersona-
tion of the god by a chap who
was skin and bone was passable
m the static pose. But he
had to dance in character,
The mystic danc »f Nataraja
is the cryr ipn in rhythmic movement of the

5

supreme m Life. What we witnessed was an
outrage, m aon our sense of piety, but on that of
decency. 1 | rzice in matters of high art, and high
ph!lo;ophy _j'most spectators the movement of
the hips, w ot of man or woman, suggests something

lascivious. It was a vision of orgies which might
have been indulged in by primitive or decadent peoples.
He popped up and down, he swayed backward and
forward, for all the world as if he was made of—rubber !

Miscellaneous: There were other minor episodes of
a humorous chatracter. For instance, there was the old
man—the pariah patriarch~~whose senility was variable
and uncertain. An appearance of rejuvenated strength
and vigour after he is initiated into the glories of Siva
bhakt{ is quite understandable, but the sight of the
person acting the role of the old man frequently forget-
ting to shake and tremble and suddenly remembering to
do so before the initiation is more humorous than
impressive,

(Continued next page bottom)




The Type—

persistent catarrh of the throat drove me, glad to
A be driven, though resenting the perpetual sensa-
tion of having a 'foreign body’ lodged in my
larynx, to Upper Egypt for the winter. Early in
December 1 was established .in the Villa Pagnon, a long
bungalow standing in the midst of an ass.embla'ge of tall
palm trees not three minutes from the Nile. ~ The mists
of the Swiss mountains had given place to the unclouded
blue, the apparently eternal sunshine, of the land 1 had
once known well but had half forgotten. I settled down
to enjoy an enchanted winter.

Through this enchanted winter passed a procession of
individualities. My experience of human nature was
enlarged almost daily. I met people of many nations—
English, Americans, French, German, Italian, Hungari-
ans., Albanians, Swedes, Swiss, Greeks. 1 even met
authentic Egyptians, who were groud of their country
and considered it a splendid thing to have l?een born
Egyptian. (And I wasn't going to disagree with them)

I met collectors, Egyplotogists, clergymen, doctors,
princes, pashas, wandering old ladies who hgd confropted
Persia with trembling limbs and floating veils, American
girls so thin that a straw could scarcely contend with
them, bhunters of big game, tennis players, creepers in
mummy pits. I met people who lived for Egyptology,
and people who hated Egyptology, surprising people who
had travelled thousands of miles to see Egypt, and' who
complained bitterly of the number of Egyptlan§ in the
land ; female tourists who got on donkeys clad in plus-
fours of black silk, with mauve stockings and zebra
¢ jumpers’, ladies of apparently easy virtue: who had to
be adroitly got out of hotels to the excited regret of
enterprising young gentlemen inflamed by the c_:limate of
Egypt; professors, professional dancers, an Indian wrest-
ler and a juggler. 1 met painters, musicians and
opera-singers.

And I met the ¢ writer .

He was an old Indian Army Officer, and as soon as I
was introduced to him my spirits naturally rose. Dut I
soon found out after a day that he was not the slightest
use for my purpose. The only remarkable thing about
him was that he was staying in a cheap boarding-house,
when he was obviously quite prosperous and rather
fastidious. Here was the possibility of a muystery.
Perhaps he had stayed here as a young man and had
come back for memory’s sake, or perhaps he was
secretly in love with a widow living in a nearby villa.

One fine morning I broached the subject with my usual
tact, and he laughed,

8

by Sheikh Iftekhar Rasool

Y As a matter of fact,” he said, I write for some of
the better-class magazines, and I have comehere to study
types.”

“So have L.”

Then, as always happens when two writers meet, we
tried to find out what papers the other wrote for, hoping
thus to steal some of his markets, and we took away the
characters of other writers, and boasted about long chats
we had with editors and how they had said that the only
reason they didn’t use more of our stuff was because it
was above the public’s head.

I asked him if he bad found any material during his
stay there, and he confessed that the people round about
seemed to be a very interesting crowd. He had made
one little sketch, he said, which he had sent to Good
Laughs. 1 wondered which one had provided him
with the material. The Colonel left the boarding-house
next day and I was able to make a little improvement in
my health., During my spare hours I also wrote a little

- and sent it to the English magazines. But I spent most

of the time looking after my health. Humour was
absolutely absent from Egypt.

About a month later I had copy a of the Good
Laughs sent to me. 1 opened it eagerly to find if the
Colonel’s article was in it. I found it, and read it
through carefully. ‘

It was an extremely distorted character-sketch of
myself.

THE END

Bhakta Nandanar—(Continued from previous page) |

If however it had been permitted to us to enjoy the
film as a screaming farce, I do not know if ‘I can singh
out anything more exquisite than the little vinette play
taining to the kitchen department of the Vedifur's houjlh
hold. The cook is absolutely first-rate; and I ratM
suspect that it was because he wanted to be not a
but a cook. And so he succeeds where his bettd
have failed lamentably.

At the premiere, Srimati Sundarambal made a spescl
appealing for constructive criticism of the film. If sh
really meant what she said, and is prepared to back he
words by deeds, I suggest in all seriousness,—for th
sake of her reputation, for the sake of the large numbg
of her disillusioned admirers, and for the sake of th
future of the film industry itself in our country, to mak
ANOTHER FILM OTF NANDANAR. We assure h¢
in advance that it cannot be so bad as this|

Picture-Goey,

The Decorative Art

PANELLING is a very old form of decoration used
in architecture, Many are the materials employ-

Il. Panels and Panels
‘by Kumudini’

beauty and possess it as his own. He buys it, and what
does he do then? He does not floor his bathroom

ed in panelling and various the designs used. But with the tiles. It looks like sacrilege to him. He
pone so startling as those one sees when walking puts them in the panels in the outer gate-posts, so

along any high road that boasts
of spacious bungalows of rich
merchants, such as the P— High
Roadin Madras.

There, without any warning,
the innccent traveller will find

himself suddenly confronted with .

panelled gate-posts, and what are
the panels?—not pieces of rare
artistic mosaic work, not imita-
ted Greek Corinthian columns;
neither marble slabs with the
name of the bungalow chiselled
nor brass plates with the owner’s
mame engraved; he will find
. ~nels of glazed tiles.

Simply that; glazed tiles, laid
one on top of the other, four on
each side.

«~ The smooth and the glossy
has ever had a peculiar fascina-
tion for the primitive mind.
Hence the phenomenal success
of bead merchants in savage
countries, and dealers of glazed
tiles in Madras,

< The industrious merchant has

~accumulated wealth, He can

buy land; he buys it. He can
build a bungalow; he builds it.
He can choose his own materials
for the building ; he chooses it.
And then, there in the tile market,
he sees the glazed tiles, He
sees, he looks at them with
interest, and alas, his doom is
sealed. He is tfascinated. He
cannot escape their lure, their
slithery smoothness, their strange
fantastic patterns. He can
actually buy this cold, proud

Q—27—7—35

THE SONG OF SADANAND,

“ Underneath the Damocles’ sword
Fate's ordained my bed and board :
. To seek my destruction is vain
For | only die to be born again!

that all may see and enjoy this
piece of art, and envy him
his possessicn of it.

Is his wife to lag behind her
husband in the mattter of taste-
fully decorating their home ?
Not she. Has she no artistic
taste? She has. So she claims
her share. * You have bought
eight tiles for your gate, have
you?” she asks. * Well then, I
want sixteen (or may be thirty-
two) to cover the altar front in the
puja room.” She gets her sixteen
{or may be thirty-two) tiles, and
in a most devoted and worship-
ful manner covers the altar front
of her deity with these slabs of
baked tiles.

It does not strike her that they
look gaudy and out of place, and
that to put them inthe altar front
where only the best, the most
beautiful that could be procured
by us, should be laid, is desccra-
tion,

* The Madras Chetty,” writes
Dr. Tagore, “spends Lukhs of
rupees in building a temple in
exact imitation of one that was
built hundreds of years ago.
Beyond that his tired mind
cannot go,”

But to my krowledge, one
person at least has gone further,
He has built a temple, and
in front of the Garbhagiiha,
where it 1s usual to buld a
mantapam of brautifully polish-
ed black marble, he has built a
square mantapam of glazed white
tiles. No doubt Dr. Tagore
would be glad to hear of this
improvement on our part.
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Tenth Instalment

R) “‘w///«///f/// ALD The Man with a Bear

——rrs /7

/)

,

Y

2, 4
Z,

i

'
qaeaean)
b iy
WY ",

. : convict No, 1783.  And you shall make noeflort to enter
- : S t WHA’I‘ is the nature and extent of my offence, 1. "ol o Lorenfior on Donalty of donthr
. AB¥ ’ ‘ h h may I ask, that you should have made all “l 1 ot
21K . . B these arrangements to bury me alive?” , - agree and swear to do so " .
asked Rangaswamy calmly. Bllqdfold him and throw him into the cart !” ordered
* Perhaps you would care to remember,” said his son- Somayajulu. '
in-law Somayajulu, equally calmly, *“a document which Four men got hold of Rangaswamy, tied a bandage

you signed prior to the marriage and wherein you said ©over his eyes, lif;ed{ him bodily and carrving him to the
that Meena was your legitimate daughter. I knew even cart, threw him in.i They tied up his hands and legs with

. s ropes. He lay there for half an hour speculating on
then it was a lie. . \ ; )

“J plead guilty. But the punishment which you what they would do to him. Suddenly with a jerk, the
propose to mete out is out of all proportion tothe Cart 'moved and rumbled fa.long .the road. . .
offence ! ” His feet and hands tied, his eyes blind-folded, his

“I haven't finished,” went on Somayajulu. “I hate whole body aching by t.he.Joltmg of the cart, Ranga-
your interference in ’my affairs. I know that your SWamy was taken at midnight to a lonely hut that was

In the Previous Nine Instalments.

Ramathilakam, a pretty young woman of the lal

. : - . situated in the middle of a field. He was dragged out of
! ouring  class recious girl has been writing to you some tall stories. I - 2E
alarmed at the depravity of her drunken husband, determincs to put an ?{new you would be coming over here. The Station- the cfart and lthlf'owg msu%el‘th% hu% }lil'e asked forfvs{ater
end to her life. She travels without a ticket to Chingleput and master also knows everything: he is my friend. Every- andf or a htile ref}. 0”(11 o m:j - But llls rfequestsd e ll on
attempts to drown herself in the big lake that adjoins the Railway one here is my friend. No one can afford the luxury of deal ears. He suffered untold agony all night an . when
Station. : being my foe, You, with your absurd ideasand silly he was again dragged out of the hut, he had no idea of
Railway Police Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer rushes into notions of your self-imposed parentage over a convict’s the hour. He was led like a captive on foot. The men
the waters and rescues her. daughter, stand in my way. I will use her as I think fit. who led him were silent and when.eventually they untied
He takes her over to Madras to restore her to her husband from To me yt:)u are a mere mosquito and I won't have you the ropes and the bandage over his eyes, - Rangaswamy
whom she has fled, but finds that the husband hag been locked-up f. interfering in my affairs,” saw that he was near a Railway Station. _ The day was
stabbing his Maistry in a drunken brawl, As Ramathilakam h:SID ngf 1 “ s that all? " dawning. Four of his captors were grinning at him.
where to go, Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer leaves her under the ;

“You a policeman ?”* asked one of them.
“Yes,” said Rangaswamy with a grimace.
* How much money have you? '

care of an old quack-doctor at Saidapet.
Sometime later, Head-Const
to the doctor for treatment. W

“No. There is the burial service—quite a simple

[
able Rangaswamy Iyer has ¢ affair. ‘
. .o o return Hado— . . .
hile staying at the doctor's house he : Rangaswamy smiled—a deprecatory smile and spread

1] 1)
falls in Jove with Ramathilakam, his hands. W About‘ 80 Rugeest o .
A year later, Ramathilakam gives birtl, to a girlbaby and dies ; % One’s life is after all sweet to oneself,” said he. |, Good! %hat, said Lhe nfxa.n pomtmgBto th;{ Sltatlm:i'
Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer takes the baby to his sister who is “ Believe me or not, I am mnot ready to die just now. 1s Garla. Buy two tickets for us to hODa- a lzlk allll
married to a Dikshidar at Mayavaram, and tells her that the bab o Apart from the Rs. 2000/- you gave me, I have saved fo.r yourself one to heil. Keep your mouth shut. Tt the
JIORY BY an orphan, having lost her parents and that he ig her guaid' o 13 another two-thousands and the whole amount is lying in slightest suspicion er‘ have orders to kill you. There-
. : custodian. The sister believes the story, receives the child M e and a bank. All my life, I have slaved and sweated and I fore, behave yourself!
g treats and brings up the child as if it were her own eena, an do not know what comfort, luxury, rest and all other * * * *
HD ImE lmlﬂ lm' Meena grows up in the Brahmin household l;ut h he i good things in life mean. Iam old. I love my life and When eventually Head-ConstabIe. Rangaswamy Iyer
years old the Dikshidar family learns the truth abou:v hen She s en should like to be spared what little of it is still left. I usrrived at Chingleput Rallwgy Station, to his cup qf
Rangaswamy had perforce to take away his daughter f or arentage. assure you that you have knocked all the nonsense out isery was added a startling communcation from his
- family. He takes Meena with him to Chinglepit Wherom ibe_Brah.mm . -of my head regarding her whom you have rightly called headquarters. He was directed to report himself to
ILLUSTRATED BY by an old Brahmin widow to cook and learn ort(;eS e}is tmmig ‘ a convict's daughter. I have carried my infatuation for headquarters (o sbow cause why he shogld not be
A EE WS A\ IR g duties. But Rangaswamy Iyer finds that people har ousenold ‘her mother too far even into the life of the daughter. I punished for absenting himself from the Station without
R Ml become aware of Meena’s parentage and are uawilling ¢ ve somehow assure you, nay, 1 swear, that from this moment I shall obtaining previous permission. Rangaswamy was inclin-
proposals for her marriage. He finally agrees to ivo e}? tertain any not interest myself in your affairs or in Meena. Give me ed to consign headquarters and all that it stood for, to
Mr. Somfayajulu, 2 Telugu Brahmin of a Nati‘,§ Setatee d g;ayﬂtlz my life. It is an old man who begs for it from youon  blazes. But Police anst}able 5%{6 took a serious view of
evening of the marriage, Mr, Somayajulu threaten ; bended knees.” the situation and insisted on Rangaswamy reporting
. . 4 S to take 1 P H H i -
, l;zun and insults Ra_ngaswamy. Hot words are EXChangIgc?CZ?u;wzg . “ Let him go, poor devil ! After all, what is it that h'e himself as directed. T}?‘ Pohfce 11'(‘.‘,OI;IStable 526 lﬁang;
be poaswamy s mortification Somayajulu says that he knows Meena t can do?” said one of themen, moved by Rangaswamy's swamy never gave a hint ol the happenings in the
e the daughter of Ramathilakam whose husband is serv; eenta o . appeal dominion of his Exaltedexghness. Police Consftable 526
i ; : serving a term ' . : is é .
. e . Lnu:{)l:ngemltv?:;;?yl tltVIeeI:a O}Zerhfears this and decides to fo?'low her “ Let him go ! We will keep the pit open and if ever :ﬁ:éﬁé :i‘;‘i’:‘ aware of the precise nature of Ranga
. . s letters : ; Lo : SR Sy ) .
village reveal an amazing state of affairs. Metna i the fonnth it T9he f}r‘ ather Written from her husband's .  he wags his tail, the px.t shall receive htm!. s'fud arfother . > Did she ei for me?”
have come to grief owing to the mons trosity of the husband.  He l;as o !?}: ogrt_awous wives are reported to ““ That will do!” said Somayajuly, motlonmgdhxs“rxll\gn ) {‘sg[el_ena ("fnsiablels ;&e bg;ze :ns},,i éx:l?gscignet 0 Tc; g
all corners of the country mainly with a view to offering t i i SNg and marrying wives from to be quiet. He turned to Rangaswamy and said, y asked Police Lo » but a .
i g them to inspecting offic i i ’ i hall from his ‘ head’ and the agony in his face made Police
to cover and condone his maladministration of the village. Alar °s and thus curry  their favour men plead for your life. I'll spare it to you. You sha ;
. med : . ; - , , et : : .
Rangaswamy Iyer proceeds to the village where Meena gresides, A g:rf " tohfe news contained in Meena's letters, give me a lutter confeSsing that Meena is the daughter of Constable 526 suspect that all was not well with Meena
in-law waylay him and take him into a men under instructions from his son-

grove at dusk. Rangaswamy is threatened

and he is told by his son-in-law that he will be buried alive, with death. A pit is ready 11



He was more worried over the orders from I}eadqgartgrs
and therefore bundled Rangaswamy Iyer against his will,
to that much-dreaded place.

“ What have you to say for vourself ?* asked Depu'ty
Superintendent Sivaswainy Iyer, who Was a stern dis-
ciplinarian, and a terror to the subordinate staff, o

““The truth is sir, I had to proceed to the‘ Nxzamls
State to rescue my daughter, I wpn't mind, Sir, even if
you were to order me to face a firing squad. I am sick
of life!” .

“ Very well, go on with your story,

Rangaswamy delivered an unvarnished ta@e beginning with
the birth of Meena right up to the reception ht?‘had from
his son-in-law. And as the story went on, Mr, Sx'vaswam‘y
Iyer’s mask of office was unconsciously put aside and jt
was a very human person who listened to the conclusion
of Rangaswamy’s tale of woe,. He bade Rangaswamy sit
down in the middle of the story and gave him a glags of
walter ta drink, noticing the pitch of his emotion, “ |t
is a phiful tale!” said Mr. Sivaswamy Iyer when Ranga-
swamy had concluded his story,” and I sympathise with
you. Did it never strike you to seek the help of the
Bezwada Railway Police? I shudder to think what
unspeakable horrors the poor child is enduring there. |
was very angry with you for having deserted yeur post of
duty. Now, [ feel as if I must do something to rescye
the poor girl. Let me thiok it aver. See me to-morrow
or the day after, Have you any plans?”

“I was thinking of seeking redress in a court of Law.”

“Pooh! You will gain nothing thereby. There is
such a thing as a writ for Habeas Corpus but the gir] is
in the dominion of an ally and the courts would reject
any application on the ground that they have no jurisdic.
tion. I have an idea which I shall develop during the
course of the night, Perhaps, I may visit the headquarters
of the intelligence department during the day, | hope
you have no objection to leaving the matter in my hands."

“I leave it entirely in your hands and Lam deeply
grateful, You have given e hopes and anew lease
of life.”

“That'll do. T'll see that you are relieved quickly,
See me now and then and if there is anything to be dope
1 shall send for you.”

“Thank you, Sir 1™

* * * *

Ella was very much worried, He had been warned
that if he went near Meena or talked to ber, he
would be hacked to pieces and thrown to the
wolves. He wondered why Meena never recejved
any replies to all the variogs letters to her fathep,
He went to the Post-Office and asked the post-
master if there were any letters for Meena, * Well, my
hero!™ said the post-master, ** you will be sent to jail ope
of these days. You have been posting letters here from
that Tamil.girl in your village without the knowledge of
her husband and I was about to Jose my job because I dig
not, forsooth, put a Stop to your pranks. If yoqu Come
near this Post-Office any more, I'll break every bone jp
your body !

Ella next expressed his fears to his mother but the old
dame was herself in disgrace, Gujji had asked hey not
to come near the house and hfid threatened her with dire
consequences if she did so. “ My boy | What can we
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poor people do! My heart goes out to that lovely girl
there, imprisoned may be, by those monsters. If we open
our mouth we would be murdered in our beds. Even
Gunda hag been warned not to mix with the vitlage- follk.
What can we do?” wailed Etchi, Ela’s mother. A
commotion was heard in the distance and Ella went out
to see what it was al| about. It was a man with a bear
followed by a crowd of village urchins,

“Ella! For one rupee this man says he will convert
the bear into a girl{” cried one of Ella’s friends.

The man with the bear looked at Ella closely and then
assumed a_serious ajr, inclining his head. “I am a
magician! ™ said the man,"and [ know everything. You
are Ella and your mother is Etchi.”

“That is true,” acquiesced Ejla,

*“And you are in great sorrow over a gir}!"

The crowd of urching tittered. The man with the bear
turned on them with a ferocious Jook and bade them go
away. They hesitated. He let loose the bear on them
and they flew helter-skelier. Ela too was about to run
away when the man caught hold of him,

“Stay! Isn't it true ?" asked the man with the bear.

“Isn't what trye ?” asked Ella.

“The beautiful girl who is in trouble.”

* How do you know ? "

“lam a magician, I know everything. You, you,
Ella, son of Etchi, you love this beautiful girl ? ”

“ How dare [ ?

“You adore her 7"

“ As I adore the village Goddess |V

“Very good, Supposing a demon plans to carry your
village Goddess and the demon could be stopped only by
a human sacrifice, would you offer yourself ? "'

* Willingly.”

“Would you do the same thing to yonder Tamil
ady ?”
“ Most cheerfully 1V

“ Ab, my lad, you must love her very much indeed! I

know it ! Remember, [ am 4 magician and there is-

nothing in this worlg which I do not know. I tell you
that the fair one whom you adore will not come to grief'.
Deltverance is at hand. Mighty Hanuman is at work !
There is Magic in these words, When you hear any one
uttering these words, do whatever they ask you to do,
even if it be the giving-up of your life. If you fail, if you
hesitate, I shaj convert you into a bear and put an iron
hoop through yoyr nose and lead you like this,” and the
man with the bear, to Ella' dismay, demonstrated what
he would do,

“Now, repeat the magic words!” commanded the
man with the bear,

“ D§Iiverance is at hand| Mighty Hanuman is at
work!” muttered Elja.

“Don't forget the words, Repeat them to yourself a
thousand times and don’t reveal them to anyone. If you
do, I'll turn you into a pig.”’

The man with the bear frowned at Ella, for, there was
a look of scepticism on Ella’s face,

"‘Give me 2 handful of sand1” commanded the man
with the bear. EJia Stooped down and scooped-up a
handful of sang from the road and gave it to him.

xS
It

* Stand up!
Walk on two legs!”
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* Open your eyes wide and watch me!” said the man
with the bear and covering the sand in his hand with a
piece of cloth, he made a few pasces, incanting certain
unintelligible words. When he removed the cloth and
showed his hand, it was full of brown sugar. He gave
it all to Ella who tasted it with relish and wonder. " My
name is Maruti, the Magician. This bear is Jambo.
Do you know the Ramayana?’ asiked the man with the
bear.

*“My mother has tcld me the story many times,” said
Ella.

* Remember Hanuman who set lire to Lanka ? "’

* And quite rightly too!” chirped Ella with enthu-
siasm.

“Why ? " queried Maruti the Magician.

“ How could the ten-headed monster kidnap Sita and
imprison her in his island? " flared up Ella.

““Too bad, isn't it ? Well, well. Even to-day we see
one-headed Ravanas: but, unfortunately there are no
Hanumans or Jambuvans to help. There are people
like you, worthless fellows, fit tor nothing. Hm!"”
sighed Maruti and looked significantly at Somayajulu’s
house in the distance.

In a flash, Ella realised the significance of what the
man with the bear was saying. He pondered for a
second and then lifting his head and looking Maruti
squarely in the face said: “I cannot cross oceans or
lift mountains on my shoulders. But if ever I can lay
down my life to help her to escape from this place, I
shall doso.”

“Good boy!” said the man with the bear and passed
on, cautioning Ella not to follow him. He approached
§omayajulu’s house chanting loudly in a sing-song voice,

Weep not, Kamu's daughter ! Fear not, Rangu's child !
Be brave, child of Ramathilakam! Deliverance is at
hand! Mighty Hanuman is at worki”

The front-door was half-closed. In spite of the noise
he made, no one came out to see him or his bear, e
squatted on the road in front of the house and began a
song. Gujji came out with a frown on her face.

“Go away you! There is no one here to see you and
your bear! Try the village!”

** Ah, mother, I am hungry and sois Jambo here. Look
mother, Jambo isa nice boy! Once before he lead a
whole battalion against the Rakshasas. He supervised
the erection of a bridge ! He wasan architect | Weren't
you Jambo? And now you fool, vou haven't even a full
meal! What afate! What afate! But Jambo my
lad, there are people worse off than you. Salute the
old dame, you rascal ! She is going to feed you!”

Meena came to see what it was all about and the man
with the bear hailed her.

“ Ah, here is Sita, Jambo ! Salute her too ! Stand up!
Walk on two legs! Grin! My! What teeth the old boy
has! Now, roll on the floor! Sit! Sing a song! See,
Sitamma how he sings!”

** Are you going or not?" asked Gujji angrily.

* Oh, mother, this son is hungry ! Don't be angry!
Give bim some food or a piece of cloth 1”
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_" You can't eat a piece of cloth for your hungeri;;
said Meena to the man, good humourediy.

“Can't 1? Try me! I am Maruti the Magician! ‘ Deli-
verance is at hand! Mighty Hanuman is at work !’ That
1s my message ! Iask only for a handful of food! If
food is denied to me, I will dic here!”

Gujji went in, apparently to bring some food for the
man. A change came over the man ; he looked around
cautiously and tossed a letter to Meena.,

“Sh! Hide it and read it when you are alone ! Don’t
get excited. I beseech you in the name of Kamu amia
and Uncle Rangu!™ whispered the man with the bear
_Meepa hastily thrust the letter into her hip and covere(i
it with her saree. Gujji came with a vessel in her hand
and on seeing her, the man made the bear dance with joy.

. “ Here is food, Jambo, my lad! The mother is kind !
Fall at her feet, you old sinner and pray to the Lokg.
matha ! May you live a hundred years, mother !

Receiving the food in a tin-can and invoking many
blessings on the bestowers thereof, the man departed
chanting and dancing, ‘ Deliverance is at hand ! Mighty
Hanuman is at work !’ K

As soon as Meena could find the time she shut herself
up i a room and with trembling hands opened the letter.
It was from her father.

My darling Meena,

If ever this letter reaches your hands I want you
to know that I am doing all that is humanly possible
to rescue you from your present position. Day and
night I am praying to God to show me the way, 1
have been a Godless man all these years and I dread
to think what would happen if my prayers were to
go unheeded.

I started for your village immediately after I
received your letter of the 29th August. T endured
untold agony when I read your letters and I had no
idea that your husband (the monster!) wouldn't
hegltate even to kill me. The Station-master
evidently sent word in advance about my arrival
and I was waylaid very near your village and your
husband with a gang of men threatened to bury me
alive. T had to beg my life and promise not to enter
the 'State’again nor take any interest in you. You
can imagine my agony and helplessness when even-
tually they agreed to let me go.

The Railway Superintendent of Police here to
whqm I had to narrate the whole story is taking an
active interest in our affairs and but for him I would
have committed suicide. Even now, I dread to think
what agonies you are made to endure there, If
by the grace of Providence nothing untoward has
happened to you, I want you to read this letter
lcaref_u]ly and act up to the instructions contained
herein.

The man who is arranging to have this letter
delivered to you is a notorioyg K. D. Among many
aliaseg lhe is known as Maruti the Magician, a name
of which he is very proud. He belongs to those
parts and knows the country and its inhabitants

(Continued oft page 16)

Madras

“alling

by P. P. Samuel

HE other day, on April Ist 1935, if you are
inclined to be inquisitive, 1 had the privilege of
taking a visitor round the city ot Madras. He
was a man from Sumatra, born of Indiau parents

there, and he was simmering with excitement when he
stepped on Indian concrete at the harbc:tlr.

“Visiting Madras for the first time?”" I asked.

“yah,” he replied, “ the very first; but I have heard a
lot about the city and should like to have a look round.”

“Righto,” Isaid. *Shall I buzz you round before I
drop you at the hotel? What wogld you like to sce
first? The zoo—or the council chamber of the
Corporation of Madras?” .

“’Does it make any difference to you? .

“Not at all,” I said thoughtfully. =~ To-day is All
Fools' Day. Even those people on the pavement there
seem to be aware of it.”

“YWho are those ragged people?”

“ Beggars, of course. Don't you allow your beggars
to camp on the pavements in Sum;xtra? ‘

“ No, we don't ; our municipalities provide workhouses
for them.” o

“ How inhuman your municipalities are to clap all the
indigent in virtual prisons! Our large-hearted, large-
souled city fathers should never dream of doing anything
so revolting. They recognize the right _of every citizen,
healthy or diseassed, to roam unrestrained about the
city. Give and take' is their motto. And the beggars
do give much more than they ,t’alce,

“"Hullo! What are these ? : .

“Why, dogs of course. Don’t you have dogs in
Padang ? ”Fhe friends of man, you know, from the dawn
Of"h\x:/'t;rl?. there are dogs in Sumatra, but not such
decayed ones. Have these poor brutes no owners?

“1 suppose they have. They all belong to the
Corporation of Madras, I shouldn’t wonder. You can
see them all the time on the h}gh roads. That bgauty
over there (yes, the one with little skin and less hair on
him) has been living under that lamp-post for about a

oW. w
yeﬁ;\‘tsr;ckening 1" said the Sumatran. ° In Palembang
and Padang such animals get sent to the lethal chamber

. the moment they are seen abroad.”

“Well,” said I, with a soupcon of civic pride, '“ our
municipality (Oh, I'm sorcy. I mean ‘Corporation. ) will
never descend to such depths of barbarity. They hve,
and let live, and never forget that ‘a dog is a dog for a

il
th?‘tﬁa, ha,” he laughed. “ Barbarity indeed! But do
you mean to say you have no lethal chamber in Madrag ?

“I don’t. You shouldn’t run away with the impression
that our councillors do not read municipal reports from
Palembang and Padang. As a matter of fact we do

have a well-appointed lethal chamber, though it is pet-
haps just decorative like old china on the mantelpiece or
buttons on your cratsleeve or ministers under the
present regime ot~ .

“ What—Oh, sorry. I shiouldn’t have interrupted.

“ Not at all. Children, income-tax people and visitors
have always the liberty to butt in."”

“Very well, then. What are these bottomless drums
strewn anyhow all over the city ?”

* Dustbins, sir, dustbins. And may I add that in the
matter of bins we lead—other cities follow. Calcutta,
they say, is the second city in the Empire ; very true in
regard to dustbins. OQur rigid, reliable, reversible
receptacles for rubbish refy rompetition. And they can
be emptied with incredible case like the top-hat of a
conjurer, All you need do is to give it a smart kick in
the solar plexus, as every urban cow in search of plantain
leaves or yesterday's Hindu knows. The bin rolls
right away, leaving all the dust behind. Isn't it too
cute?”’

“vah,” he agreed. But absent-mindedly, for his
attention had been distracted by a crowd watching some-
thing in the centre of Broadway. He turned to me
inquiringly.

*That again,” I said, “1s characteristic of Madras.
Your Madrasi is a born goggler. Give him a medium-
size hole in the road or a stalling motor car and he will
stand goggling at it till Tuesday week. Those lads over
there are just watching the road-menders at work,
Pelmanism is abroad, don't you see ?”

“Why on earth are they digging up that road? It
looks newly paved.”

* Well, as a matter of fact it was rolled according to
regulations only yesterday. But I suppose they have
suddenly discovered, as they often do, that they have
mislaid their theodolite or overseer or something. And
they are tearing up the road in case—"’

““What do you call this road : "

* Broadway.”

“Why?"

“Better ask the Mayor when you get to Ripon
Buildings. But I suppose they call it Broadway because
it is so narrow. There is oanly one other main street
which is as narrow as Broadway. Big Street. You
know, don’t you, that ‘ god-parents ' are among the most
contemptible practical jokers. Why, I know a man who
is ugly as a dyspeptic camel, and guess what they call
him. Alagasundaram!” -

* Your houses too seem to have funny names, if you
will allow me tosay so. Why is that one called
* Corporation View '?”

“ Obvious,” I said. ** It stands opposite to a sewage
pumping station. You may take it as a general rule that
if a building in Madras is not a ‘ Vilas’, ten to one it is a
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"View . Tank-View; Court-View; School-View; View-
View "

* What's in a name,”’ said the Sumatran.

“ Oh, only ahout so much,” I said. * People all over
the world have the knack of giving foolish names. I know
an Enelishman, otherwise quite respectable, labelled
Chersebug.  And j‘us:t imagine a genius like 1, (G, Wells
namirg his nevel * Blupington of Bulp .

‘ Dulpirton of Blup,” he corrected.

* As you please,” I rejoined.  “Now shall I take you
to one of the Lest roads in Madras ?”

(1] h A} L. ay

If you don't mind.

““Ihis,” T anvounced, with not a little pride, “is
Mouut Road—oue of the best motor highways in South
India.”

“Ab” said the visitor, “not half bad. Almost as
good as a cecond c¢lass road in Padang, 1 should say. It
musi have cost you quite a few guilders. But why this
. . . . t]
jagged, dusty margin on either side ?'

I could answer that one.

“These are days,” 1 enthused, "when the whole world is
crazy for ‘records’. Madras Tam told, holds the world
record for dust and the Empire record for smells, And our
vigilant city fathers do not fail to maintain the distinction
attained. If a foolish overseer, for instance, insists on
tarring the whole road, an indignant city father is likely to
totter up at the next meeting, cough slightly and ask the
Mayor, “Is the Mayor aware of the fact that Willingdon
Road has becn tarred from gutter to gutter, leaving not
even a square inch for dust? And il so what action has
been taken by the authorities to teach the erring over-
scer a bit of local patriotism?” I don’t personally
agree with the local Professors of Economics that those
dusty margins are a means of solvivg unemployment,
Do you?”

My friend was just opening his mouth to reply when
AR AMCZ. Emden Chettiar's Rhino Super Sixteen
roared past in a typhoon of dust. The Sumatran had to
scoop out the dust from his mouth with the crook of his
finger before he could speak.

“Thomas Cook, please,” he said.

THE MISFORTUNES OF MEENA—(Continued from page 14)

very well. Several years back he carried his
depredations into British Territory where he was
caught and sentenced. His term, in the usual course
would have expired in about six months’ time. It
was the Deputy Superintendent’s idea that we should
use this man to effect your rescue. 1 am told that
there is no legal remedy and that Courts here would
reject any application which we may put-in, on the
ground of lack of jurisdiction. Further, there is
the well-founded fear that if your husband were to
know our plans of rescuing you, he may ill-treat you
or otherwise harm you. We therefore interviewed
Maruti inside the jailand put the whole case before
him. He has promised to somehow rescue you and
bring you inta British Territory if he is allowed a
free-hand and if the British Police do not attempt
to shut him up once again inside a penitentiary.
The nian is clever at disguises and sleight of hand.
We have been able to arrange for hisrelease, writing-
off the unexpired portion of his term for good
conduct and we have put him in sole charge of this
work From now on I'll be staying at Bezwada

where Maruti's men would be able to get into touch
with me,

I want you toremember that whomsoever comes
toyou and says ‘Deliverance is at hand, Mighty
Hanuman is at work ” is a friend. You must impli-
citly act as direcled by persone who give you these
watch-words. We cannot anticipate when and in
what manrner we would be able to rescue you.
Therefore memorise these words and, without the
slightest besitation, act as instiructed.

Please do not worry, my dear, about the future.
To rescue you from your present position is the
immediate task helore me and I am stinting neither
energy nor expense in this task. May God preserve
you and bring you soon to my aching heart !

Your distracted father,
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Even as Meena was reading the concluding part of the
letter, there was some commotion outside the room.
Secreting the letter in her jacket, she opened the door.
Gunda was bahbling with excitement to Gujji. He had
left three days before with his master on a visit to the
Revenue Headquarters. On seeing Meena he asked her,
(1] "

Have you heard the news?

Gujji was looking strangely at Meena.

" What news can there be in this benighted place?”
asked Meena in disgust.

“Don't say so, thalli! Next full moon, on the final
day of the Anjaneya festival, you will see the finest
troupe of players enacting the Ramayana in open air,
This village has never seen such a show. And what is
more, the drama will be enacted in the presence of the
Revenue Officer. He has graciously consented to camp
here during the {estival. We are in for great things in
the village during the next fortnight.”

“ More work for me!” grumbled Gujji. “ For the last
three years, no officer has visited this village. Now that
one is coming, 1 am sure, there would be clerks and
visitors clamouring for food. What caste is the officer ?**
asked Gujji of Gunda as an after-thought.

* Mussalman ! ¥ replied Gunda.

“ Thank God! I wouldn't be asked to cook for him!”
said Gujji with a sigh of relief.

But Meena’s heart sank. Only a fortnight more!
And a Mussalman officer was expected to camp in the
village! She repeated to herself the words, ' Deliverance
is at hand! Mighty Hanuman is at work!’ and smiled
sadly, recollecting that she was in the 20th century and
not in mythic Lanka.

(In the next instalment read the exploits of Maruthi,
the Magician.)

| He: Shall we dance or talk?

“ What would you do if you married a rich woman ? "
m A "
Nothmg.* . .
The bad boy of the class kept asking silly questions.
The teacher kept his temper ‘un‘til the young rascal asked :
“How long can a donkey live

* Do you spend your time with puzzles?”’
* Yes, with the one I married. *
* * *
Actor : U'm always getting letters from ladies.

without brains, sir?"
The master’s chance had come,
“YWait and see,” be snapped.

* % *

The judge was disgusted with
the attempts of the accused to
defend himself.

“I've never seen such clumsy
lying,” he declared. " Why on
earth don’t you get a lawyer to
act for you?”

* * *
“ Darling, the new maid has
burnt the bacon and eggs. Would

you be satistied with a couple of
kisses?"”

" Certainly ! Bring her in.”
* »* *
First Actay: At that hotel
they'll ask you for the money

in advance, because your lug-
¢ - is emotional.

Second Ditto: Emotional ?
First Actor: Yes, easily moved,

% * *

She : . I'm so tired. Let’s dance.
* * *

7

Cynical Friend: Landladies?

o * * *
(o *Are you on speaking-terms
% with your wife?”
7 “ Well, I listen. "
* * %
EE Scot : Do you know the differ-
SEa Saananile, ence between a taxi-cab and
HH g a tram-car ?
: Girl: No.
i Scot : Goodl Then we'll take
a tram-car.
» * *
&34 kiﬁ Manager: We want a man who
1 i can answer all sorts of
questions.
Applicant :  I'm your man, I've
- got sevea children !
* * »
Tom: I seeyour wife has a new
a coat.
i Dick: No, she hasn't. !
R Tom: Well, there’s socmething
H] H different.
Efé Dick: Yes, it's 2 new wife.
] » » *
H Two men, who had been
bachelor friends, met for the
fii first time in five years. ' Tell
me,” said the one to the other,
AL “did you marry tha
you still darn your so

. ’
your own cooking ?

“What cured him of arguing
with his gir1?” .
“ Arguing with his girl.

“ Did you call me a stork?”
“ Er, po, your highnessi"

“ves," sadly aiiERENE

other, for both.
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The Letters of

Dear Mother, Madras, 27th July, 1935, “ But we orly want to

, " Well. i help,” protested the students,
T was morn; . ell, give your help in a discipli »o .
Chuggin?':g{o:/?:nlj aWOk?' and the relief train was 0l Sergeant. " Dou't rush aboutliik‘:-e: ]:taf;f ws:tl‘il the
; P a long incline, through getting in everybody else’ ) i ens,
country that looked like th ' SE Al ; Y oses way. Wait until
e gateway to Hell, ¢ 21otted a job, and then ith i you are
cruel V‘sz:;g(;?mry ?f ]tawn_v.co!oured barren rock, with 22 Plenty to do.” get on with it. You'll soon
: < nes of slate coloured hills in the di “D "
Th . : ¢ e distance. racula!” grumbled the g
€ train rumbled 10 a halt at a wayside station, At SENSe of the advice. They we:gie;;g, E}‘::;shey saw the

first everything lo
: 2 looked m T
Then I noticed the ;’[r normal, though rather desnlate, here was a Iot of

truth in the Sergeant's
beside the platform. lecture, We

ange appearance of the hnilding Doticed, a f
. g ed, a few days later, that for i
arches, but b hind th’]i;h?rrem::em ‘?ﬁ usual salid masenry  the area outside the earthquake the:}eu:(i:dlshd mllgs u;
offi o s age there were po ticket- DPeople anxi v ; bu iy
holsss'w}?::e waitirg-roomws, nor the myeterious cuhb;. indi[\)r‘dualslous’;‘Oh(ql?sir}:(?;p, bet they. o helorganised
: °ve assistant station-masters c T ovi o fvidoals wers unaib
;szbl ehne desistant stati ngt‘mn: ;;ﬂmiu;treﬁeg mesiE Kf]t;xted,] but uno?zamsed individuals were unabﬁ3 r?O :?5:
Sbble. ] g eap o value to thei /
o ' disciplined oreanil::;ioergor(vi.h et s peeded e
1 {r‘ ndian railway  official <at at a takle on the Under a leader ac d‘I 4 concened pran s I
Plattorm,  His turbar was ackew R € i iosity, e 10 @ concerted plaa, and
uniform was raked with d ¥ g s Dlue serce vy e -
wi vet. His ey
paorm \ 5 eves were red, ard There wer b
|y raked nich , ey { : e a number of proper orsanicat:
hurg limply down g Even his iron-grey whickers t‘}t“»Se did fine work, There were b?)y-s:ofus ls:tl(;ms, and
48 oty do . kind of grown.up toy-scouts.  The grown \;p Ir)]oy also a
Y v aKge 4 S T ‘ e
s OrBrien_’ a rest, old son ? suggested ;&ggceapecm]b; silendui. They were self»sacriﬁ?;tgs
s ; g men, who humbly obeyed i
There is no one else to keep the line o en,” rec leader. When there ways b, they stood et
the railwayman simply pen, " responded with folded hands. read ? pat}ise, ihey siood Jusetly
3 i . } s, y lor the next alloty ‘
- ﬁ’;a”y casualties here 7” acked (he Sergeant, z’)l‘here were al-o litile groups of Indian women :vdhotislfj'
ary. My family o doas een properly trained to render service, and these w;e

The Sergeant 1o splendid, too
; e oked at the haggard AR
: m 3 m
quietly cryipg, God Al ihty gabove ra,\?, who was

But there were not i
Sergeant, “ard soldiers g enough of these organiced helpers,

cried the More Indi

. et medals si : ore Indian people need to le , T

few bullets ! als simply for facing a2 national effort. pTo ilius?racizmt}t)];e tvrz;luflé)‘ dﬁcflme "
follow well-meaning but individual labo T must

The train or
awled onward, goir
o slow
culve ts and shaken sections’ff t}i ]]i?"é‘]y over cracked the cholera-scare.

stopped at another station like the last

railwaymen creep; .
n )
bad to wart Pioe about like gh sts.

urs, there w
Two or three da : hy
: ys afier the
P‘;?f;]nt;y fwe ?ugkei, rzfugeges were being sent away in train loadez;:f:];
ew train-load. Suddenly there i 1 ;
with came sickening reports
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own. cases of cholera on every trai i
rain. Imaginpe the additi
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“
Can we give ¢ :
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. H . . ¢ .
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from the tel. - Teet specialists to keep aw and sone fortunate suff g the
el -graphist He's got 2y ate suflerers had as many as ten
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Mister Hyde was a Mohtor Jelyll was a Hindu, and admirable spontaneous generosit g¥ ‘StendEd.- .The
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ed the students Y€y much, becauce they had all

ead R. L. Sievensg
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At every
refugees,
sumptu.-

However, these matters were still in the future when

we waited for the relief-tra;
i am to come down. It i
comprising aill kinds of vehicles—luggage-vang m?;giv?.%

with bogie-carriages, Ag j
oy . S 1t stopped . .
of sighing moan from the coachpei. ythere came 2 kind

Private Joyfull

The people packed inta the train were pale and terri-
fied. Nearly all werz bandaged, and nearly all had lost
everything they possessed. Some were wailing over lost
relatives ; others cried out as they remembered the
incidents of the calamity ; others sat in silent grief, facing
the sudden stunning fact of homelessness and destitution.
The engine backed the train a little way, and as the
couphings clashed, people cried in terror, ** Let me out P
Others only trembled ; others struggled lest the roof of
the carriage should fall on them.

As soon as the line was clear, we drew out past this
train-load of pity ; and the next stop was our destination.

The train ran in very slowly, and halied between two
lines of soldiers. The moment the train stopped, the
soldiers opened all the doors, and scrutinised all persons
on board. Presently there was a commotion in the
luggage-van behind us, and two Ghurkas pulled out a
man clutching a large camera. It was the man who had
offered a thousand rupees for a chance to get pictures of
the earthquake. He had actually paid someone two
hundred rupees to be smuggled into the van. The
Ghurkas tpok him to an officer, and then across the line
to another train almost loaded with refuzees, and put
him in the guard's van. I heard the officer say they
could not afford to have even one extra mouth to feed.

While the Sergeant was reporting our arrival and the
contents of the train, I went and sat on the edge of the
platform for a change. dangling my legs over the metals.
Suddenly 1 felt a big shock, as if a giant with a big
flanpel toot had given me a teriffic kick in the pants.

" While my heart was still leaping into my mouth, my

eyes were tascinated by the wheels of our train, on the
pext set of metals. The train was leaning over, and the
wheels nearest to me were three inches above the rails.
As | locked, tascinated, the wheels gently descended on
to the 1ails again, and the traip squeaked, and rocked
on its springs.

From the refugees came wails and howls of fear, and
those who could do so rushed out of their carriages,
while the injured begged not to be left to be crushed to

~ death.

“Come on, boys," said the Sergeant, “ we are the
relief-gang for Block D, Plot 18" The ruins had been
divided into sections and sub-sections, and each plot was
being methodically excavated.

Other gangs were alreasy unloading our train, with
lists to say where the supphes were to be sent. A line
of military losries had appeared like magic, ready to take
the stuff. Everyone seemed very tired, but everyone
knew what 1o do.

A little man irom Bengal was waiting to show us
where t0 go. He was a quaint chap wearing steel-rimmed
spectacles and carrying some papers. We immediately
christened him Mster At-Em-Boy, and he giggled and
gaid he understood soldiers’ jokes, having once worked

59. On the Job

in a military office. He started to tell us about the
comival soldlers he had known. His cheerfuliess was
unabated in all circunstances, and he chattered to the
Sergeant as we marched along, taking two steps to our
ope. Hesaid he knew the locality where we were going,
and it was his duty to try and identify the bodies in our
plot, and to make a record of the valuables.

The vicinity of the station was crowded with Jines of
injured, lying on the ground. Doctors and attendants
worked among them, assisted by some European ladies,
One of the platforms was a hospital, with operations and
first-aid going on amid the general bustle. [ noticed a
lady with blood up to her elbows, carrying away a
bucketful of amputated Jimbs.

The town was a great heap of piled-up refuse. Most
of the walls had fallen inwards, and the roofs had
descended on to the ruins lik= giant candle-exiinguishers.
Sometimes there were tottering walls re namning uprnight,
and military tanks were pushing these down, as they were
a danger to passers by.

Soldiers were controlling the trafic. The first one
we passed was eating a huge saadwich in one hand,
while signathing with the other.

“Hullo!” we zalled out, * baving an early dinner?”

“Go on!” he replied indigoantly, * this s yes.erday’s
breakfast!”

“ Why didn’t you shave this moraing ? " asked some-
one else.

* 1 haven't got a razor,” he replied cheerfully.

Tied to a fence near by were four Patnans. ** Caught
looting early this morning,” said the traffic-policeman,
“ I'm looking after them until the Provast-Marshall takes
them away.” At the feet of the miscreants were bundles
of jewellery. They moaned for water, and the traffic-
poiiceman promised to give them some When there was a
lull in the traffic.

At last we reached our plot. It was part of a district
called a. Mohalla. A party ot very weary-luoking soldiers
was working in the ruins, ' There are no more alive
here,” said their Scrgeant. " We got the last out
yesterday. Yesterday we went over the ruins, and dug
wherever we heard anything. 7This morning we started
methodically, wotking straight across in a line  Here
are the shovels aud crowbars. As you co.ue to the bodies
carry them out to the roadsile, and a jorry will collect
them every hour. Let Mister At-E.n-Boy ury to identify

them first. When you find valuables, the Babu wiil
make a note of them: then leave them ap they are. Well,
good luck ; here come a couple of lorries to 1ake us away
for a rest.” Th-se men had been working for over thirty
hours without rebet. ,
Our Sergeant distributed the chovels and crowbars, and
we started on our appalhing task.
Your Loving Son,
QBEAH JOYFULLA
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(O NCE upon a time all the Nations of Europe, and
many not of Europe, decided that they would
rather have peace than war, bacause war was

‘ much less profitable than peace, except to muni-
tion manufacturers, and they always faked their income-
tax return sheets, so the government never got much of
their profits, anyway. They finished deciding this after
a particularly great war which was more waste{ul than
usual, since it ended unexpectedly and large quantities of
material that had been prepared were sold at a loss to
South American Nations who added the price to their
National Debt instead of paying it. Well, they first of
all made a treaty with the conjuered countries, which
was worded so that no one could doubt they bad been
conquered. Then they met at a place called Geneva
be‘cause it had a nice climate and there were plenty of
winter sports for the delegates, and christened themselves
the League of Nations, and said they were going to
prevent war in future. And they went on talking ;uite
p}easamly for the next fifteen years or so, and ;o one
disturbed them because there was no money for war
anywhere. So peace prevailed, except in South America

and tbe Balkans, where they do things in a most unbusi-
ness-like way.

Aft.er a few years, when everything was getting on
beautifully and the delegates were really enjoying them-

selves, suddenly all the people began to discover th
no money. It’s funny they never realised it for ©y had
but possibly this was due to their happiness at bei i
of the last war. Well, there was a slump ( lfmg rid
that means) on Wall Street (where-ever that is)“; E:it-ever
of the Banks in America suspended payment-n r}r:‘OSt
means that they continued accepting deposits t,'IT oh
had enough and then bung out a notice saying thl e
suspended payment. Of course this was a ‘r tey ed
method of making money, so a lot of ﬁnanciefsettr);efiaisty
£}

gry and Seﬂt a few 1ai

so long,

.The whole world was passing through a critical i
said the Press, and a new game was invented :hlo%
everyone took up—trying to turn the corner of De, re o
And a few nations including England went off ti o
standard, but no one worried very much about thaet fold

Meanwhile one of the countries which had been
quered. got fed up with the restrictions imposed on t}clon-
and said they were not going to keep the treaty a oy
and what were the rest going to do about it? Th “327‘1"%3”
(who had won) were scandalised, and said: “ Thi ot ot
thing is simply not done, don't yoy know!’; But t;:c:)rtth:f

coun said: W » .
try said: = Well, we're going to do it, so there—"

and they did. The League of Nations was very disturb.

?d' Ny lectured. the other country so much, that they got
ed up and left it. Then everyone said: * There’s going to

be a war ”’ and all the Papers polished up their old blocks

of sinking ships and dying men in readiness for the first
Battle. By this time every nation had more or less turn-
ed the corner, so there was every possibility of war,
becauss money was nearly plentiful again, and Sit Basil

Zaharoff bought scrap iron on spec.

While the Nations were preparing for war they kept
on saying they did not want it, and no one had any clear
idea of why there should be a war at all. They gathered
at Geneva again and began talking of disarmament, only

breaking off to send telegrams home, like this:

" Germany ordered 50 new cruisers; imperative

we bhave more.”” OR " Russia's air force 5000 ; we

must have 5100."

Apd in each country some speakers said they’d like war
if it was forced on them, and others said they wouldn.’t,
and there were Conscientious Objectors and Impen?.-
lists Militant in England, and Nazis and Monarchists in
Germany, and a lot of all kinds in France. Well, eventu-
ally they decided that perhaps they had better not have
a war after all. So they had another conference and

Mussolini got there by waggling his magic wand, only it

was the joy-stickof an aero-
war?” And they all replied:
" Simon (alas, late

suggestin
than war, because think of the

tournaments you could have, an
eventually, for trade.
ber navies and introducing
got very nervous and increased the te

gservice and everything was more-or-less as it had been.

plane, and said: *“Who wants
“ We don't.” Then Sir John
of the Foreign Office) who was very
peaceable and Mr. Anthony Eden who was like him, went

from country to country having talks and meetings and

g that peace was a jolly sight more interesting
number of International

d how good they’d be,
And Germany went on building
conscription, and France
rm of military

they all began speaking together and then all stopped
together out of politeness, but the Russian representative
was asked to explain everything, He said: *“\We hear
that Germany wants to fight France, and one of them
might miss their way and stray into Russia like Napoleon

. . 1]
did, so we are preparing a reception.”

The English delegate asked: * Who told you this?”
and was told ; * We heard.” So he understood at once it

must have been a spy.

The German representative got up and said: “* There's
no truth in it,” and the Frenchman agreed cordially with
him, so the Russian said: “ Then everything’s alright,”
and they all clapped their hands. Afterwards they
had a big dinner ; when it was over, the Russian sent a
wire home,

# Spy'’s report false~—have him shot. But sus-

picious cordiality exists between France and
Germany, so increase armaments anyway."”

The Frenchman telegraphed :

" Germany denies all hostile intentions, there-
fore doubly dangerous. Redouble precautions
against surprise.”

The German representative wrote a D-O. to Hitler
saying he couldn’t understand the machinations going on
but to continue strengthening the air-force and Richtho-

fen's Circus.

Mussolini went home the next day and ordered a
review of his troops just toshow every one what they
might expect if any funny tricks were tried on ki,

But the Englishman said: *“ England is Caesar's wife
—or is it Cleopatra? Good old England !” They made
speeches about this Caesar who was murdered for saying
his wife must be above suspicion, and said that England
must be like that (not murdered I mean, but above
suspicion). So they went home and reduced the naval
grant by—"' Hey, boy, harry up with that beer, will you?”’

At last they bad one grand talk-over at Geneva. The

~ English delegate said; * What's all this fuss about?” And

al
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XXXIX
WHAT do you think, dear boys and girls : someone

has given Auntie a new fountain-pen. It is

one of those whackipg big ones, the size of a
. Burmese cheroot. *‘May you long flourish
it, says the donor. Well, dear boys and girls, when-
ever Auntle.wields that pen, her heart overﬂov:rs with
pride. It gives her a lovely expansive feeling, as if she
were the proprietor of a Rolls-Royce.

It reminds Auntie of the first fountain-pen she ever
pad. It was given her by a nice young man who lived
in the pext flat. Auntie often intercepted him on the
stairs, and mentioned that she happered to be going for
a walk ; but the young man was always too busy.

' At last th'ere came a day when the young man incau-
tiously admitted that he was going to a certain fefe in the
country ; and Auntie said she wag going, too. She took

her handbag and umbrella, and her Ii Fi
’ ttl
set off with the young man. ttile dog Fido, and

AF the fete, Auntie patronised the cock-shies, and won
a prize hen and a big decorated jar.  On the way back
the young man insisted on carrying Auntie's impediments,.
Presently the path led through a lenely wood.

[ 14
Oh, dear, it makes me nervous to i
P o th

wood, said Auntie. ¢ rough. this

[ ”
Why ? ” asked the young man in surprise.

" Well, you might overcom

Wel § e my resistance, and kis
me,” said Auntie. ’ °

. Howcan I kiss you ?” objected the young man,
when 1 am carrying an umbrella, a handbag, a prize
hen, a laige jar, and a dog?”

" Yes," said Auntie, “ but when we reach the mi

of the wood, I shall feel tired, and bave to s?t rﬁ?viflxlle.
Then you can stick the umbrella in the ground, tie the
dog to it, set down the hen, cover it with the latger jar
put the handbag in your pocket, and kiss me.” ’

(13 -
) Erj-w:;t’s it ye.sterday you said you wanted to be 3
journalist?”’ enquired the young man,

“ Yes,” said Auntie, wondering,
" And that you wanted a fountain.pen ? '

P

-

“Yes,” agreed Auntie, still puzzled.
' f‘ Well, catch hold of this lot,”
piling the umbrella, the handbag,
the dog into Auntie’s arms.
“ What for ?” cried Auntie.
“Because I'm going to buy i
‘ ' oing you that fountain-pen
lmn]lzdlately.” replle(; the young man. And before Au:tie
could say any more, he was rushing away down t
through the lonely wood., " the path

So that is how Auntie got her first fountain-pen.
* * *

said the young man,
the hen, the jar, and

*
Co;xscierzcc (Cawnpore). “Is it right for a girl to get
married to someone who is an infidel ? 1 have just had a
proposal from a man who is not too bad, except for his
dlsregarq of my beliefs. He does not beljeve in Hell,”
Marry him, deat girl. He will soon revise his ideas.

Chetty (Triplicane). I am sho i

/ . rtly voyaging t
Rangoon on bu,s’mess. Shall 1 be allowed to pre§ar§ m;
food on dec}{_? 'Don’t bother to take any food, dear sir
If you do. divide it into portions, and throw a portion.

overboard at each meal-time, This wi :
. will sa
and trouble, Ve you time

Unusual (Madras). “1 was fishing from the jetty
and I found a sweepstake-ticket in the gullet of a suckvr:
fish. I wonder how it got there?” Auntie imagin;s
dear boy, that the sucker bought the ticket from a shark

Suburbanite (Poona). “ My neighbour wants to
borrow my garden roller; but a little time ago he refused
to lend_mela book, saying he never allowed a volume to
leave his library. Y’Vould it be fair if I refused to let
lgxm usintn;‘ ;oller 2 Always return evil with good, dear

oy. €t him use your roller, on conditi it
not leave your lawn. ' ttion that it does

Master West (St. Thomas’ Mount), ** Now-
never invite people to come and see you s
Therefore I will extend the invitation,
come and see me some time—
crow flies.” Thank you,
crow,

Nipper (Tuticorin), *‘Iw i
i . antto be a . i
circus. How can I find Vion tamer in &

cus. an opportunity, and how do I
begin ?” Watch the newspapers carefully, and when yoy

a-days you
ome time,
vit Why don’t you
1t is only nine miles as the
dear boy; but Auntie isp't a

Ewe . ] .

read of a tragedy in a circus, go and apply for the vacant
post. You begin by removing the remains of your
predecessor from the lion's cage.

Romance (Bangalore). * This gft‘ernoon 1 passed a
bangalow where a gentleman was sitting en the verandah
with a pretty girl. They were talking earnestly, anq at
intervals he laid his hand on his heart. Do ycu think
he was proposing to her? " Auntie fears not, dear

l Madam. The young lady was one qf those ca}nvassers
who are determined to sell you the history of the world
in forty-eight parts, and the gentleman kept laying his
hand on his heart to make sure that his pocket-book was

still there.

Jockey (N. India). ** There
is a horse in our stables that
will not run unless it has an
injection of strychnine. But
when it is treated in this way,
it throws the jockey and

Amused (Lahore). *“ In the magistrate’s court here
they produced a pitiable little man, who staggered into
the room on a crutch, his arm in a sling, and his facein
bandages. He was charged with assaulting his wife.
The wifs was a very powerful woman, while her husband
was a physical wreck. It was absurd to imagine ke had
assaulted his wife.”” Yet perhaps he did assault her, dear
boy. She made him a physical wreck afterwards.

Hopeful (Valavanur). “1irtend to lead the life of a
roamer, and to live by my wits.” Auntie is afraid, dear
boy, that unless you also have other means of susten-
ance, you will be hungry a good deal of the time,

Damsel (Ellore). “Is it
wise for a girl to over-value
her sweetheart?"” It is posi-
tively essential, dear girl,
when she sues him for breach.
of-promise.

makes a dash for the winning-
post. That horse will never
win a race.”” Auntie can think
of a way, dear boy. Suppose
you gave the jockey an injec-
tion at the same time as the
horse ? Then the jockey would
run so fast that he would

|

2.

What is the difference between
chautfer and a chauffeur?

When was the first Atlentic
ceble laid between lrelend ard
Newfcundland ?

3. Who invented lawn tennis?

Who is the author of ‘I hed

rather have a fool to make me
merry than experience to make
4

catch the horse and re-mount 4

it before it reached the win-

ming-post: L me sad.'?
Careful (Godhra) “I 5

 Where did ‘It's Greek to me'

Temperance (Nannilam).
“1 notice you always print
my remarks, although your
replies are not always favou-
rable. Once again we see
the dire effects of liquor. An
intoxicated man from this
district was crossing a river
after a carouse, and he upset
the boat and was drowned.
You see the dangers of
excessive alcohol.” No doubt,
dear sir; vet the unfortunate

always have money sent to me originate ?
by Post, but someone has
warned me that experts can
smell currency-notes In an
envelope.”” Then have the
money forwarded in sirongly-
scented envelopes, dear sit.

reful to take the . '
let?ee;s Cfa;om the postman yourself, as it mrgh't 'be
awkward if your wife di>covered that you were receiving
scented stationery.

In.a-fix (Nasik). “In the hot weather I sleep on thg
roof of my house. This morning, gfter my husbandg}a
gone, a police-officer of our acquaintance came rxbmg

"by. He called to me and said he wished to speak a out
,'something. To my horror, I found that by mistake my
" husband had taken my drescing-gown when he w‘ent

downstairs. I was in my night-d'ress. and the pohce;
officer was saying. ' Slip on something, an.d come down.
I had nothing to slip on!” Weil, dearie, you could
have slipped on the top step and come down.

Pensioner (Nagalapatti). “ What must 2 man be,
for his relations to secure his burial with military
honours?” He must be dead, dear boy.

Wisdom (Powerpet). “ What are the names of the
last teeth a man geis?”’  Dentures, dearie.

Answers on page 25

person appears to have died
from excessive water.

In Doubt (Begumpet).
“ During an argument yester-
day, my neighbour said that
my teeth were like a lot of
French verbs. 1 have puzzled
over this, and cannot see
any sense in the remark, though I am sure it' was .mean,E
to be rude. What do you tnink she was implying?
Well, my dear, French verbs are mnotoriously irregular
and defective.

Idealist (Galle). ' Why did you say in a recent
answer that you were not in favour of love in a
cottage ?> Well, dear boy, no one serves caviare ona
tin plate.

Medical (Gobichettipalayam). ‘* Can you suggest any
remedy for the hoarseness experienced by my wile whe’n
she wakes up in the morning?” Yes, dear sir; don't
stay out so late at night.

Pious (Salem). “ O wanton woman, are you mnot
afraid to meet your Maker?” No, dear sir; it is the
interview with the other person that is going to bother
Auntie.
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had fallen asleep almost
][ touched the pillow. as soon as my head had

Mi.ne is a fagging, heart-breaking job. I'm a
traveller in 'non-alcoholic drinks. It's useless trving
to sell anything but whisky and liver pills in a city like

Calcutta. The place is simply chock-a-block with
Scotsmen,

I've sgoken to Winnie about it more than once. But
she won't hear of my travelling in any other line. She
says she fell in love with me because I adored Coco-Cola,
She, too, adores Coco-Cola. And another reason is
because her people were in America in the Prohibition
days. They were all ruined—by alcoholism,

A dreadful thought
struck me, I shook
‘Winnie's peacefully
slumbering (form
and......ee
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rrivals—

by Albert A. Roland

Mlustratad by the Auvthor

.

Well, I love Winnie, and t '
e A y € ry to please her, ’
been married a little under fonr months. er. Welve

To return to the night of i i
. which I write. 1
:;{s)eep in a few moments. How long I slepvtwisd(f)::ﬁz
Ar;o";/.rdeut ) ;.awokfa with a peculiar taste in my mouth
s i een inhaling gas. A dreadful thought struclé

me. I shook Winnie's peacefull eri
she stirred sleepily. p y slumbering form, and

“Winnie! " I i o
qas?” enquired, ** did you forget to turn off the

“ Goodness ! she cried, suddenly wi
i , y wide-awake, *
did!"” She glanced at her Jumincus wrist-watchl.

_ Cola to worry about—

% That was hours ago! Why, it's a 'wonder we're not
dead!"”

Then 1 noticed her looking round the room with a
bewildered expression. So I looked round the room, and
I was bewildered. There was no room there !

Instead, we seemed to be in the open air. All around
us was a vast nothingness. We were not lying on beds.
We were floating in mid-air! Then 1 found myself
gazing at moving stars, bright, gleaming stars, bigger
than any I'd ever seen before. Bigger, even, than
those 1 saw when a brick fell on me once.

We appeared tobe rushing swiftly through the heavens.
Winnie clung to me in terror, and almost before we realized
what was happening, we were
swept through a luminous sea
of clouds and deposited before
an imposing pair of brilliant
golden gates.

A venerable, bearded patri-
arch in flowing white robes
opened the gates with a large
golden key and beckoned to
us to enter.

It was only then that I rea-
lized our position.

‘We were quite dead—
* * * 2. ln 1858.
St. Peter (for it was he) was

jolly decent to us. 3. {t was patented in England in
1874 by Major Wingfield.

He made us feel at home at
once. In his pleasant, benign
presence, I couldn’t even find
it in my heart to feel annoyed

with Winnie for forge\t}t&neg It;) ' 5. Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar,

Act 1, Scene 2.

turn off that gas.
anyway, there wouldn’t be
any more travelling in Coco-

“This seems a very mice
place, St. Peter,” | remarked
conversationally,

% If heaven's not a nice place, I don't know what
could be,” re replied, with, 1 thought, the teeny-weeniest
trace of asperity.

“Of course,” I acquiesced, “ there’s really nothing

" picer than heaven. And now, St. Peter, where are our
12

quarters?

“ Fhere are thousands of halls and palaces about the
place,” he said. “Just take your pick and movein
whenever you like.”

I hesitated a moment, loth to leave him so soon, He
seemed such a jolly nice saint.

“ Do you get many people coming in here 2" 1 asked.

13

“Quite a good few,” he said, * considering—" He

paused.

“ Considering what, St. Peter?” Winnie enquired.
Women are always curious. Even in heaven, evidently.
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Auswers to questions on page 23

I. A chauffer is a kind of stove; a
chauffeur is one who operates
on an automobile for pay.

to. Butin

“Considering what the world\\=# 1\1§
ing golf, nudism

spite of all the night clubs, Sunda
cults, ‘spicy’ American magazineSRp
thousand other cancerous growths, peo

St B 1o -

way here. 1f you're in no burry to get Settled down, I =~

don't mind your waiting here at all and seeing some of
the interesting types that—er—blow in.”

“ Delighted, St. Peter!” we chorused.

“ Iisst!” he warned, ‘* here comes someone now-—"
* * * * '

The newcomer was an American. His horn-rimmed
spectacles and the thick cigar he was chewing blended
quaintly with the long white robes he wore (and which
incidentally we also wore),
and from the back of which
projected the dinkiest pair of
wings. (We had wings, too,
of course.)

“Wal, St. Peter,” drawled
the American, without remo-
ving his cigar, “ this all comes
along of that durned little ol’
country, England, marketing
a product that looks for all
the world like chewing gum!”

g “ Oh?" said St, Peter with
polite interest. * What hap-
pened ? "'

“ Happened ! Darn it, 'm
used to chewing gum. Can't
get along without 2 dozen bars

4. Shakespeare in As You Like It a day, the least. Wal, 1
Act 4, Scene L

chewed a dozen bars of this
heah stuff in England—"

“ Was it spurious?”

“Wal, I don't know what
that means, but it was cer-
tainly a hell-fire, high-powered
laxative!”

* * *

The next new arrival was a nudist lady. Which
effectively explodes the theory that there is anything
immoral in nudism.

There seemed to be nothing wrong with her, and I
was on the point of asking her what had brought her to
these parts. But Winnie objected. In fact she made
me turn my head. For the lady. unlike the average new
arrival, wore no robes at all,

But as it happened, St. Peter hin_lself put the same
question to her that I'd intended asking.

“1 caught my death of cold,” she informed him.

“What d'you expect,” Winnie chipped in, *if you
go about like that ? ”
“ T've been a nudist for months, with absolutely no ill

effects,” returned the lady. “It's really my own fault.
1 should never have taken my ear-rings off in that storm! »

25
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The next to enter‘the golden gates was a mild-Jooking
parson who gave us the impression of having heen
crushed ; flattened out,

On enquiry, he informed us that he had been crushed
to death in the lobby of a cinema theatre. He had had
no intention of seeing the picture, he took pains to
explain, but he had heen caught in the current of surging
humanity. He had gone down, and been trampled on.
What was the title of the picture?

Oh, just Paris Reviewr. Ie couldnt uandevstand
all that crowding !

* # * *

The next was a fady who had won the prize offered by
the Canadian Government for the laryest family produced
in a given period of time. She had had no twins or
triplets, let alone quintuplets.

Two men entered next, One was asking the other
iomethin;:, and we were justin time to catch the remark :
Well, it doesn’t matter nzow. It's too late. But what
T was trying to tell you was that her husband was coming
upstairs ! (N, B. How these two gentlemen found their
way into heaven was amazing to me )
* ¥ * *

w ’1th next arrival was the victim of a fire, he explained.

I jumped from the fourth story,” he said, “* a distance
of sixty feet, to the safety-shest they were holding for
me below.” .

“I'm sorry,” sympathised St. Peter. “ You missed it,
I suppose It was held too close?”

“No; it was rotten—old stock 1"’
* * sk 5%

The stout, elderly lady who arrived after this was at
humgmtarian. She had paid a visit to the 200 that
evening, and had been orating on the eriminal wickedness
that allowed animals to be imprisoned year after vear
when they should be roaming free. She had been 3o prﬂ-‘
occupied.With her theme, that she had not noticed that a
Bengal tiger had escaped. Bengal tigers, 1 understand,
are partial to stout, elderly ladies, provided they haven't
acquired the tobacco habit.

* x* * *

A welcome change from the rather morose individuals
who had recently heen trickling in through the neavenly
gates was the biufl and burly Irishman who arrived next.
Be 'exuded jollity, though his heavily bandaged features
1qd1ca:ted he had been involved in a serious fight. Even
his wings were droopy. But Jre wasn't. Far from it.

Thg first thin.;: he asked St. Peter was whether a
certain man of his acquaintance had arrived. And when
informed in the negative, he beamed :

” Well, St. Pater, sorr, it’s moighty plazed with
meself O1 am, indade!™

gy . . .
But vou've been fighting, my man!” cxclaimed S,
Peter, a trifle shocked,

“Yes, but ina good cause, an’ all! Taith, ;
e L Lause, all! atth, it w
beautiful fight!” as a

[
. Ah! bu_t you came ofl worse, apparently,” said
St Peter, winking at us slyly,

26

“Oh, no, your 'Onour! AsTI layin hospital, after
the ﬁg‘ht, me ould friend Patsy O’Connor comes in and he
sez:  Moike,” he sez, ‘Ive gr-rand news for yel
Murphy's mot expected to live eyther! Begorra, it
cheered me up no end, it did 1™ ' ’

“‘ How d'you reckon, Mike,” [ said politely, * that
you've come off better than Murphy? ™

“Well, O’'m in Hiven, aren’t Oi?  And ke died two
days ago!”

* ¥ ¥ sk

' As it was gelling rather late, and we were feeling a
littie worn out after being gassed, we bade St. Peter ‘ Au

Revoir ™ at this point, and went on into the grounds, or
rather clouds.

We hadn’t gove far, when 1 stopped suddenly, rooted
to the ground, or rather clouds, with astonishment,
“Ttisn't possible!™ 1 cried. “ Look!”

1

" My mother !

i

cried Winnie.

Your mother, my mother-in-law - in heaven ?
Why, T must have been dreaming!” )

7 * ¥ "
[You niust have been—1#2d. |

THE END
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Banishing a

ad Habit

y R. K. Narayan Swami

chewed tobacco, took snuff, ate at irregular intervals,

] shouted at servants, slept till nine in the morning,

and bit my nails in addition to drinking immense

quantities of coffee. But somehow when | thought

of giving up a bad habit, coffee first came to my mind.

It is just coffee’s luck. When we get into a fury of
reform, coffee is first singled out for conquest.

I drank and I still drink immense quantities of coffee.
I never leave bed till I am certain that coffee is ready. 1
lie in bed and wait for the milkman’s shout, and the
tinkling of coffee vessels, in my humble opinion, is the
most auspicious sound that one could wake to in the
morning. But [ suddenly realized what harm coffee was
doing me. It coated the walls of my stomach and
intestines with coffee powder, and the result was that the
digestive juices stayed on one side of the coffee barrier
and the food on the other. This led to such permanent
diseases that it cut a huge slice out of man's just
allowance of years. In addition to this, coffee sent
cunning essences through all the pores and cells available
and reached the heart and scooped flesh out of it and
lashed it into feverish activity. A heart thus emascu-
lated and speeded up came to a stand-still before its
appointed time. And then the nerves. Coffee sent
further evil essences to the nerves and browbeat and
bullied the nerves till the nerve cells and fibres melted
and a man was left with next to nothing in the matter of
nerves. Andso on and so forth. The total effect of
coffee was that it diluted a man’s make-up. And then
the moral and spiritual consequences of the coffee habit
were unmentionable. It made of a man a drunkard and
nothing less. I had heard stories of men who committed
arson, loot, and murder; uttered great lies; and snatched
the bread out of the mouths of their dependents, and so
on and so forth, all for coffec and through coffee habit.

I decided to give up coffee.

I told my people of the dawn of wisdom in me. 1
begged them to give up coffee and to banish it from the
kitchen. I explained all the havoc that it did to the
human body and mind. They lLinted that they were not
keen on having too perfect a body and mind, I expatiated
on the economic advantages of abolishing coffee. Milk,
spgar, and coffee seeds, alone took nearly fifty rupees out
of the family purse every month. A house could be built
with the money saved from coffee and put by every
month. However, all my arguments fell on deaf ears. I
was left alone. I had to fight coffee single-handed.

Next day I woke to my first coffee-less morning. The
rest of the family were sitting round and swilling the
poison. I looked at them half in disgust and half in pity.
1 demanded a glass of cold water and drank it. Nplhing
like it. A glass of cold water early in the morning 18
the greatest tonic on earth, It tones up the system and

" washes off all the poison. I went about, rather tried to

go about, my work. I was considerably toned-up and
poison-washed, no doubt, but all the same I could not

help feeling a little empty. Here I wish to indicate a
little moral. If a man is in educational service and is
also addicted to coffee he must not attempt to give up
the bad habit except during the long vacation. I say
this now, because of my educational activities that day.
I took my classes and found that 99 out of 100 among
the modern students are utterly worthless, irresponsible,
and undutiful. They prefer to remain almost illiterate.
This realisation led me on to a great educational reform
that day and I gave impositions to a dozen boys in the
sixth form, made five modern students in the Fifth form
stand on the bench for a whole hour, flung out of window
composition books belonging to some fourth form boys,
aimed chalk pieces at several boys, spoke sharply to my
colleagues, would not stand any nonsense from my Head-
master, returned home, ate my food alone and in silence,
and went to bed.

Next day I realised that cold water alone would not
do but that a warm substitute for coffee was necessary
for my system. I had a decoction brewed from coriander
seeds, and drank it with a little sugar. Its merit was
that it was warm and that it purified the blood. It was
certainly better than cold water, but at school 1t did not
change my view of the modern student. I awarded more
impositions, threw chalk pieces at boys, and detested all
the boys of all the classes. I returned home from school
and went o bed early, so early indeed that I lay awake
most part of the night and rose from bed even before the
cock crew. In due course the coriander decoction was
placed before me. The smell of it made me retch. I
poured the drink on the cat. I demanded some
other drink. Some porridge was prepared and given
to me. It tasted better than coriander, though it did
not purify the blood so well. My educational reform
went on at greater pace that day. Next day I drank agam
the porridge. And on the day pext to it the thought of
it made me lie in the bed a little longer, and when it was
brought to me I dashed the vessel on the floor. I returned
to that toner of the system—cold water. My zeal for
educational reform reached the zenith that day. I even
toyed with the idea of using the ruler to improve the
boys. The Head-master sent for me and said that he
was receiving numerous complaints of iny temper and
methods. Since I had got into the habit of not standing
any nonsense, I barked at him, He asked me to shut up
and asked if there was any trouble at home. He cajoled
me to speak. I told him, almost with tears in my eyes,
that ro one at home would give up that extravagant,
poisonous habit of drinking coffee.

“ Have you given it up?”’ he asked.
" Xyes 133
“Since when?”

** About four or five days past.”

(Continued on page 32)
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The Educated Donkey

(Concluded)

by Harindranath Chattopadhyaya

Afier that seven long yeats followed
And two long ears had been lost ; ’
The poor potter paid his donkey

For its education’s cost !

And the school went on as usual,
And the same schogl-master taught
Students, and the years went slowly,
When one day the potter thought

* 1t is seven years since Birju
Joined the school, and now I trust
He is nicely educated,—

1 must call on him,—I must !’

So he donned an emerald turban
And he walked the schoolward way,
Happy was the aged potter,

28

{}nd thrice happy seemed the day!

A good morning to the master,”
?endmg_ lovw( the potter said,
. How is Birju, how much learning
Surely, through these long grey years
1:{6 must have become a man, '
For you have a way of teaching
In a way you only can1”

(41
Why, alas! most worthy potter )
You have come two months too la‘te P
Is he dead ? "—" Ah no, friend pott;ar !
He has grown to man's estate
Just two months ago he ﬁnishe&l
Being educated, and

Went and joined the Taluq Office,

Potter, do you unc‘ierstand ?

“1 implored him, " Mr. Birju
Before you become 2 clerk

You should go inform your father,
And not leave him in the datk

For the potter is your father,

And has tended you with care’—
But alas, good friend, he did not
Care to listen to my prayet.

“ g, he went without a moment’s
Tarrying, without delay ‘
To the Office. You could meet him
In the Office any day. '

You will find him always holding

In his hand a busy pen,™

He's a man now among men.

1 congratulate you, potter !

Without any further question
Off the happy pottef went,
Very, very, very aged,

Too, too good and innocent.
In a little while the potter
Reached the Office and began
Without any hesitation

To address his donkey-man.

He had walked into the office

Right into the central hall,

And on entering discovered

Some one busy, fair and tall

Busy with accounts and busy

With a hundred other things.

“ Why,” the potter thought, my donkey
Has become a king of kings!

“ What a lovely handsome fellow,
And what hands and feet, and brain!
Magical is education,

its results are Very p'la.m!

O to think that is Birju

Our young donkey’s grown so tall,
Grown into a man and sitting

Now within an Office hall!

* Hallo, Birju: Hallo, sonny !

How are you, 0¥ gentle lad?

Has your father been forgotten ?
Have you lost the love you had
When you were a grey-brown donkey
And you lived with us b_efore

You were put to education ?

Love you ot your father more ?

“ell me, Birju! lovely Birju!
Have you quite forgotten me ?

I'm your father I'm the potter
Who once fed you, can’t you see ?’
But the figure took no notice

Of the potter, for his heart

Was engrossed in Office figures

At which he was rather smart.

But the potter still continued

“ Birju darling | leave your desk,

And come home with me, our dwelling
As you know, is picturesque;

Why should you be bothered, Birju
With accounts and stupid toil ?

Come with me, we will together

Go back to our native soil.

* and we'll work at pots together,

We will work at pots and feel

The delicious joy of working

At the spinning potter's wheel;

We will make sweet pots and pitchers,
Goblets, cups and pretty bowls :
Come, my Birju! we together

Will be very happy souls!”

Hearing this ecstatic lecture

The tall figure raised his head

And in angered tones he thundered,

:‘ What d'ye want with me ? " he said:
* Come, dear Birju! leave the Office,
Come away, do come away,

Let us both be back together

And make vessels out of clay!”

“ Get away " the figure answered,

“ Porter, drive this fellow off 1"

“ Birju! have you quite forgotten,”
Said the potter with a cough,

** Quite forgotten me, your father
Who once tended you with care? "
“Porter!” louder the voice thundered,
“ Kick this fellow off from there!®

In a trice the porter rushing
Caught the potter by the throat
And within a moment swiftly
Dragged him of like any goat.
Poor old potter ! he still wonders,
Though he may not evet know
Why his good devoted donkey
Birju, had him treated so!
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The Woman

HE story I have to tell you begius in the manner

'—J of nearly all magazine-stories and particularly

of the stories in those magazines of a light

and f{rivolous nature which are commonly read in

deck-chairs on sunny beaches in holiday-time. Despite

this, the story has a certain interest, which seems to
justify its repetition.

Keseb was a very quiet, shy young man. Like
all the quict and shy young heroes of the magazines
aforesaid, he had no use for women. Or rather he had
no use for such women as he had met in the daily round
of office life; they simply did not attract him. Further,
and this is where the story becomes so formal that I
blush to write it, Keseb was a bank-clerk, who travelled
to the City every morning, in unvarying monotony, by
the 8 35, and returned to suburbia evety evening, with
the same unflagging precision, by the 5-15.

One thing alone distinguished this otherwise distin-
guished young man, and that was a positive greed and
passion for literature—literature in the wider sense, books
in short. Books were the breath of life to him. e loved
them, not merely for the poetry that was in them—and
having a sensitive soul he saw poetry in most things—
but physically. He loved the very feel and touch of
theni, he was an artist in bindings, in type, illustrations.
All his meagre pocket-money went on books. Not
merely on the popular books of the day, nor even on those
books which were acclaimed by critics as the classics of
the future, but on all sorts of oid books which attracted
his fancy, queer little duodecimos which had served as
hand-books to the youth of a previous generation, curious
old folios with their double columns of print foxed and
water-stained, or sometimes a stray Victorian with its
fascinating engravings. He had never found any one in
his ordinary walk of life to whom he could communicate
the strange joy he felt in all these things. The people at
the office did not understand and, in the manner of all
average and commonsense people, had long ago decided
that he was mad (in a harmless sort of way, of course).
The custodian of the grubby old second-hand shop in
Chetty Lane was his best {riend, and Keseb spent many
hours in his company. But even with him there was no
spiritual upion, for he was a merchant in soul and bis
outlook was different from Keseb’s. So in the main this
quiet, shy young man perforce must take his delights in
glorious solitude. The beauty of books was nectar to
him, but he sipped alone.
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He was not igrorant of love. He had often read about
it.  But it always seemed to him that the only girl who
could give rise to passion within him must be one of his
own kin, a book-lover like himself, one who would come
like an angel to share his joys and dissolve his solitude.
And since he bad never met a girl like that, the thought
remained a dream. When it came to him, he would
dismiss it abruptly, and turn with a sigh to his book
again.

Now it follows from what has been said, that Keseb
was more or less oblivious of his fellow-passengers on his
daily journeyings to and from the City. VFor, with
his insatiable thirst for books, he naturally occupied
those journeyings with reading. Consequently it was
only after the young lady had been travelling about two
months that Keseb paid her any particular attention.
Indeed he would probably never have noticed her at all
but for the fact that one day looking up as the train
came to an unexpected standstill half way between two
stops, he noticed on her lap a book—not the usual kind of
six-penny novel that is generally read by young ladies in
trains, but a perfect gem of a little book, a small, square
octavo, in grey boards with an imitation vellum binding,
one edge gilt, the other apparently left untrimmed. It
was a book he coveted at once, and he lifted his gaze to
see what sort of person could be the possessor of such a
charming volume. The vision that met his eyes need not
be described at great length here. For in truth the young
lady was exactly like all the young ladies who travel in
trains in the magazines, that is to say, a rapturous vision
of beauty such as Keseb had never dreamed possible.
What particularly attracted him was her eyes, which he
saw as she also glanced up inquiringly to see why the
train bad stopped. They were bright eyes, mischievous

almost, good in life where most people saw only bad. At ‘

the same time Keseb fancied he saw in them a hint of
earnestness, a hint of something deeper, a hint of poetry,

something which appealed to his own soul. He felt at

once that here was the long-dreamed ideal of his life. He
gazed awe-stricken,

Keseb had suffered in those months. He was weary
and heart-sore. He was in love with her from the first,
for every man falls in love with what he conceives to be
his ideal. He found himself, whenever she chanced to
be in his carriage, gazing furtively at her throughout
the journey, from behind a book, which no longer served
any purpose, but to act as a screen. He even found
himself lingering on the platform till she should arrive
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to board the train, and sneaking into the carriage after
her. She was oblivious, or at least gave him a casual
glance. He wished he was like the chaps at the office.
They always seemed to be able to get to know girls. He
wondered how they did it. He could never even catch
her eye. She was still absorbed in reading. It was the
same book, the same little grey-backed octavo which had
first caught his wandering eye. He thought of the days
when he, too, had carried a pocket edition of the Inferno,
snatching odd moments for its perusal.

The strain was beginning to tell. He was becoming
pale and worried. He determined that, for better or
worse, he must put an end to an intolerable situation.
One morning, therefore, as he walked to the station, he
bore under his arm his greatest treacure. It was, needless
to say, a book, an eqxuisite copy of Donne’s Lyrics—not
a first edition, for Keseb could not afford first editions,
but still an early and valuable one. He had bought it,
however, not because of this, but because he thought it a
fascinating volume, and the purchase had been the result

of many a week's self-sacrifice. It wasnot without a pang,

therefore, that he made up his mind to part with it. On
his journey to town he was unlucky, for the girl was
nowhere to be seen. But on his return he was more
fortunate, for just as the train was about to leave, along
came his vision of glory and stepped into the carriage
beside him. The shock upset him so much that for a
time he was paralysed into inaction, and even when he
had recovered a little, he still waited nervously, unable
to pluck up courage in the presence of other people, to
claim acquaintance with a girl to whom he had never
spoken in his life. As for the girl, she was languid as
usual, and quite unconscious of his agitation. Had 1;2;ey
not got out at the same station, the presentation might
never have been made. But as they passed the barrier
together, Keseb brushed against her, and as she turneq o
see who was beside her, he pressed his little parcel into
her hands, and fled. He was thankful, now, that he had
put a note inside to explain everything,

We would we could draw a veil over the end of the
story, but since it is the end that is most instructive, we
must perforce tell it. However, we will be brief. On
the following morning Keseb, unable, from some strange
feeling of self-consciousness, to wait on the platform as
was his wont, flew at once to the friendly shelter of a
carriage. Venturing to peep out a few moments later,
he was at once overjoyed and alarmed to see the object
of his adoration hurrying along the train-side, surveying
with a quick glance the occupants of carriage after
carriage. Hastily he slid back into his seat, and waited,
in an agony of fear and trembling. Was she looking for
him? Then she must have accepted his gift, and was
wanting to tell him.

In a moment his agony was ended, for the girl herself
appeared at the window and, seeing him, stepped in.
Coolly she walked up to him, handed him a little parcel
very similar to his own, and seated herself opposite.
With trembling hands he opened the package. Could it
be that she was reciprocating his gift ?  What exquisite

little memento lay hidden in his hand?....... .. The note
inside was brief and io the point. It ran:
* Dear Sir,

Yours of thie 15th Nov. received with thanks. 1 beg
to intorm vou that I have no interest in second-
liand books and return same herewith.

Yours faithfully,
Sudha Row."”

With eyes that felt inclined to fill with tears of rage
and grief, Keseb looked up. She was watching him, but
as he looked, she turned away and raised her book to
shield her face. He stared, desperately. It was still
the same look, the same delight{ii] volume. Now for
the first time, he saw the title., The book she was
reading was Pitman’s ‘The Woman in Business’.

He sighed, and turned to his book again, to take up
the tale where he had left off so many, many weeks ago.
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BANISHING A BAD HABIT —(Continucd from page 27)

" Ah,” said the Head-masler and remained thoughtful
for sometime. He called the clerk and asked him to
bring a flask of coffee from the nearest coffee hotel. It
arrived. The Head-master filled a glass tumbler 'and
commanded, * Drink it.” There it stood in the glass
tumbler, the seductive brown liquid. But principle was
principle. I trembled at the sight of it. But principle
was principle. And then said the Head-master, "I can't
allow this kind of work any longer. You takethat coflee
or Ishall be obliged to write a note about you to the
D.E.O.”" Icould not aflord to lose my job. 1 drank the
coffee. The Head-master said, *Ilereaflter unless you
come and report to me that you have had coffee, | won't
allow you to go near the boys.”
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I stil] felt too proud to tell my people at home that [
wanted coffee in the morning.  So for the next few days
I went to a nearby hotel as soonas I got up in the
morning. But coffee-truths, like murder, will out. The
people at home came to know what I did in the mornings
and I had no other go but to face the fusillade of jokes
for the next few days. I defended myself by saying that
it was an official necessity, a bread-and-butter necessity.
They don't believe a word of this. They still treat me
as a big joke. I don’t mind anything. But what galls
me is the fact thateven on the days on which I was
drinking coriander and cold water and porridge, according
to them, { was visiting a hote! secretly.
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A Deal in Emeralds

) ALAJT Rastamwala sorveyed his new shop with

) pardrnsble pride. Tt was a shop with a front of

plate-glase, and the fittines were of chromium

steel. The shop glearmred brightly, yet austerely.

It Was an adornment even to the palatial thoroughfare in
which it stood.

The frontage was small, but the interior gave an
impressicn  of spacicus stateliness, A few handsome
glasa-topped coces displaved choice items of stock, A
few ornate chairs were dicprsed artistically for the con-
venience of rustomere. A single eentlerranly assistant,
of impeccable manners and education, added the final
touch of quiet richness.

How different it was, thought Balaii Rastamwala,
from hie grandfather’s grubby place in the bazaar. He
pictured his grardfather squatting on sniled cuchions, the
sca]es‘ #nd accrunt-horks by his cide.  He recollected the
hagrling with middle-clacs cuatomers over tawdiy sets of
crude eold ornaments  Ta the end of hiz davs, the old
man had stuck to that dirty litile place of busiress,
relusing to move with the times. Still, he was a shrewd
old man, He amaseed the capital which made the present

ﬁrm'of Rastamwala Brothers, dealers in jewellery and
precious stones,

'Eulaii Ractamwala, the second brother, had inherited
his grandfathe’s instincts ~ Eulaji ran the other side of
the present business. He sat on his grandfather’s
cushions, and haggled with the hrokers. Eulaji boueht
what Ralajii sold  There were alw.ys a hundred
the usand rupees in the big safe at the back of the dirty
old shop  Thar was the secret of the firm's suceess, Tt
was known to the trade that Eulaji Rastamwala paid
spot cash for fine and rare jewellery. And Eulaji bar-
gained merciles-ly with the brokers, asa man may do
wher he pays spot cash.

There was no hargaining in the beautiful, austere shop
conducted by the othet brother. To Balaji’s daor came
the great silent cars of the very rich. In the hushed
splendour of his premises, Balaji placed befcre his custo-
mers the miracles and treacures of lapidary art. He was
no sordid trafficker, but a high priest of luxury.

Even as Balaji was surveying tne mornmg glitter of
his beautiful shop, an Olympian entered the portals of
the temple. He arrived in a splentid hired car. Beside
the driver sat a gizantic Neero in rich lvery. The
Negro descended. opened the door, and gently assisted
his master to alight The master was irfirm. His cer-
vant led him irto the shop, and made him comfortable
in one of Balaji’s ornate chairs,

“ Good morning, sit, said Balaji, coming forward.
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' Permit me,” replied the stranger, and presented his
card. Below an imposing beraidic crown appeared the
legend : BARON ERNEST OFFENBACH-RUNESTIRIN,

* Pardon me, Baran,” said Balaji. “May I show you
something ?’

“ Perhaps you have a small ornament in emeralds,”
replied the Baron. Something suitable far my
daughter’s birthday,”

“Ah, your Highness has heard that I specialise
in fine emeralds,” said Balaji, smiling urbanely, ™ | may
have something to please the taste ot a nobleman such as
yourself.”

Balaji went tcwards the safe, and, unobtrusively, the
gentlemanly assistant moved within reach of the Jc;aded
rfavolver hidden behind a ledge, and stood with his shoa
lightly poised over the electric alarm-bell concealed
beneath the heavy carpet. Not that such precautions
were likely to be necessary in the present case. The
halt-paralysed Baron sat motioniess iu his chair, and the
Negro attendant stood motionless nehind him,

Balaji came forward with a tray of beautiful baubles,
and the Baron inspecied th m clasely. He picked out a:
fine, but small, emerald pendant,

* Good morning, sir,'

* Ak t” said Balayi, “I perceive that your Highness is
a connoisseur. Though not the largest, that is un-
doubtedly the best piece.”

“1 will take it,” said the Baron, and snapped his
fingers. The Negro leaned forward, drew the wallet from
his master’s breast-pocket, and placed it in his hands.

““The price, pirass ? " asked the Baran.

' Six hundred and fifty rupees.”

The Baron drew out a thousand-rupee note. The
practised eve of Balaji Rastamji perceived that the wallet
contained at least twenty thousand rupees. The jeweller
mationed to his assistant 1o bring change and a receipt,
and leaned confidentially towards his weallhy costomer.
*1f your Highness is interested in very Sne emeralgs—"
he began.

“1am,” replied the Baron,
* In exceptional emeralds? In a unique emerald ?”

“Have you a unique emerald?” cried the Baron
eagetly.
“ One worth a prince’s ransom, your Highness.”

“¥ it is really unique—" hesitated the Baron
suppressing his excitement,

“Iy is the Kabul emerald,” whispered Balaji.
“ The Kabul emerald ! It disappeared years ago!”

“ Yes, but I have it. If 1 show your Highness, a
virtuoso like yourself will at once rgcognise 1t as none
other than the great Kabu} emeralsd.’

“ I must gee it !

“ The price is eighty thousand rupees.”
““If it is the Kabal emerald, T will buy it.”

* Pardon me, your Highness,” said Balaji suavely.
He closed the plate glass, steel.grilled door, and svapped
the safety-lock. Then from the safe he brought a small
casel Holding it in front of the Baron, he slowly raised
the hd.

““ Tt is the Kabul emerald ! ” cried the nobleman, gazing
covetously at the blazing, living splendour of the gieat
jewel. "I willbuyit!™

* Very well, your Highness,” said Balaji, withoat
emotion. = A certified cheque~——""

“1 will pay cash,” replied the Baron. * Permit me to
explain. I am cruising in my steam yacht—the vessel
that anchored m the harbour this morning, We are
sailing at mid-day. In tue tiscumstances, perhaps you
will aliow me to send a messenger for the money
immediately,”

By all means,” agreed the jeweller.

* A piece ot notepaper-—"

Blaji brought a pad of the firm's superlative crested
notepaper. * Would you write for me?" continued the
Baron. ' This weetched arm of mine—"

Balaii invited the Baron to dictate. "' Dear E,” he
wrote, ' I have miade a wovnderful deal in emeralds, that
must be closed immediately., Please give the bearer,
Marcus who is to be tmplicitly trusted, eighty thousand
ropees in cash. Usgent and imperative.”

“i will sign it,” said the Baron. Borrawing the
jeweler's pen, he slowly wrote a signature, aod haoded
the paper to the Negro attendant.

“Go in the car, Marcus, and take this,” said the
nobleman. I will wait here. [ expect you back in
twenty minutes.”

Balaji cautiously replaced the emerald in the safe, and
re-opened the doar of the shop. The Negra departed
without a word.

A priceless ormulu clock ticked away the minutes
while the paralysed nobleman waited. When halt-an.
bour h1d gone by, the Baron began to display restlessuess,
“ Has that ebony-faced fool made some mistake?” he
muttered.,

“Merely a slight delay in the traffic,” said Balaji
soothingly.

Ten minutes later, the Baron could no longer restrain
his impatience. “Call a taxi!” he exctaimed. “{am
not an active man, but I will bring the money mysslf.
The Kabul emerald must be mine!”

Balaji and the assistant helped the infirm nobleman
out of the shop, and placed him cacelully in the taxi
“To the docks 1" cried the Baron,

When the vehicle had gone a little way down the
street, Balaji started. The infirn old geotleman was
standing up and tatkiog to the driver, gesticulating freely.

“That man isn’t paralysed " cried Buaji, and rushed
to his safe. When the heavy steel door swung open, he
heaved a sigh of relief. Tne Kabul emeraid was siill
there.

(Continued on page 48}
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Blind-

ENRY didn't like sympathetic old ladies, They

]H[ always made him iec) that he could n ake strange

lowees at them with his lips and not fes] any
Coa.punction at all for his act,

But in the bospital where he lay, he was doomed to
encounter one of the mest sympathetic old ladies tie had
ever seen or heard in alt his life.

She came prancing down the middle of the ward one
Visitor’s Evenmg,’ distrivuting apples and sweets and
words ol pay awougst the patients.  Henry had only
entered the hospual on the previous day aud was, there-
fore, not aware o; her notoriously guriulous reputation,

‘ “AB!” she said sadly as she reached Henry’s bed,
“poor man{”

“ Huh!” grunted Henry, his eyes staring vacantly at
the ceiling.

“Poor, poor man,” she said again, locking at the
bandages that swaihed Henry’s body. “ And what is the
matier with you? "  She did not appear to know that

she could glance at the board at the {oot of his bed to
find this out.

Henry thought he would soon stop her,

- “Tam,” he stated calmly, “ the Duke of Wellington,
and I was badly wcunded at the Battle of Waterlao
yesterday.”

The old lady’s eyes opened wide,

“Surely not?” ghe sad, and then laughed. Henry
likened the cound ot her laughter unto the neich of a
horse. “Some of you puor men will have your lii)e joke,
wou't you? Hal Ha) Poor nien, it you diun’y have
a joke now and thep, 1 suppose you'q go mad, But
really now, what s your conplamnt? ™

“I'm b]ind—-’.' bezan Henry and was interrupted by
loud clucking noices ol pity and comuniiseration,

“Oh, how ferrible! You poor man!” sajd the old
lady.

"You have,” said Henry wearily, " said that before.”
She seated herself on the edge of his bed. %

* Now who would think it !” she exclaimed, ™ Yon
are the only bliny mun i thys ward, and, | think, in the
whoit hospital. I wond: r that they haven’t put yoyu into
some hospital where blinuness is specially ireateq,”
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Brrrrhi” caid Henry, but the old lady evidently
thought he was suffering from ague,

€ :
«  Yes, it must make you thiver,” che said
to know ll};n you may never see again,
man, how did youy los your sight ? "

consolingly,
Now, my poor

Hemy thought he'd have another shot ag shooing her
away. So he began wearily,

(13 .
Uwas walking dawa the street one windy day when

a girl who wag walking aloug in front of me had her
skitts blown up into the air. Sg—"

L 31 . L .
You became blind ! " she finished for him, She was
appateniy used 1o these sarcastie retorts, for she became

€ven more sympathetic than ever,

* Being blind,” she went on, after gently patting Henry
on the stomach, “‘do you find that your other senses,

such as teeling and hearing, become keener ? I have
heard that this liappens,”

“Deidedly,” said Heury, “I hear 3 gty
somewhfzre and { feel that | am b
anual.

ange noise
eset by some strange

But she ignored his insult,

" Really 2” she sald. " How often do you feel and

hear,hke that?  There must be something wrong with
you.”

“I'm feeling it now,” said Henry, *And

of course
there's something wrong with me, I'm bling—" ’

“You’ve told me that before,” said the old lady. “How

sad it must be Dot 10 be able to ge
see the beaunty] 1
around us! . ul things

! L ¥ . . ”
It would be e blessing sometimes,” said Henry
suggestively, but she didu't Seem o see his poigt,

(X3 O\ h ”
4, how can you say that?”  she exclaimed,

4" :
Why, wouldn’t you like to see the gree, trees and the
flowers ana~—ang—"

“Sympathetic old ladies | snorted Henry, but alag |~
in vain!

“ Waat,” she went on s wdly, * do you intend to do for
a Living when you leave tpj, hospital ? ¥

W "I'll just carry on with my old job,"” said Henry,

which is writing novels

The old lady gasp=d. Henry's eyes were
still staring vacantly at the ceiling.

“But,” she said, = how ? How will you
be able to continue writing ?

. " ]
“ tell you,” said Henry impatiently, *' I'm

blind—"

y au
- her nght eye,

*Yes, yes, I know. Then how—"

i i d wield it over
“1 en in my right haqd an .
o tf ke)aa é)r with the occasional use of a bit of
g aIerp" said Henry in a heavily sarcastic tonz,
bl%ﬁ::: f)hft l’he old towl would take herselt hence an
wi

throw herself down a well. N
“ But you won't be able to see what you write,” said
the oid lady. ) '
i I won't
““ Oh, all right!" Henry began to g;xy'e up.
be able'to see. Now are you satisfied ?
# Are you married?’’ she asked pext.

“yes, and | have two ¢hildren,” answered Henry.
o P ther eats snails, one ol my aunts nas a cast in
My bro d my great-grand-motaer had triplets the

other day.

The old lady jumped.

5 1" she said. She was evidently at Iast
. }\;{g toG?:e conclusion that Henry was fed up with
com

H - i1
- -+ ive that you are beiug sarcastic.
. her. 1 perceive

“ Not at all,” said Henry, his vacant eyes still on the

' i ¢ metely anticipating some of your
* ceiling. | I was y

" questions.

.
’

[

¥
o

+

She seemed slightly mollified at this,

“ Does your wife come to see you regularly here ?”
she asked.
*“Yes, she’'ll be along in a few moments, I hope.

Only came in
ven't been here very long, you see. cam:
ilel.:::rexfay. So 1 don't knuw if she does cone regularly,

" It was only very recently that I got blind—

€

“ Oh!bow awiull” she interrupted him.  How

- terrible 1™

" Yes,” said Henry. He was tired of all this repitition.

' . 4 -
w \ ecstand,” she continued, “is
ut whut I can't und )
whyB iit you are blind, tnese loolish dactors go and
* ]

bandage the rest of your body.” -

T

“ But, I'm blind—" began Henty again impatiently,

* Yes, a soul-searing affliction,” sympathised the old
lady, and Henry groaned aloud in despair.

Just then Henry's wife came to his rescue with a baby
on her arm. As she came down the ward, Henry's eyes
left the ceiling and he said :

*“Ah! Here’s my wife at last !

“How did you know ? " asked the old lady curiously
as she rose. "’ Did you smell her scent ? "

“Oh, I saw her ! almost yelled Henry.

* But—but—" stammered the old lady. “ You said—"
"1 am! I'm blind—" began Henry.,

“ Then how on earth—""

" Because, you old hen,” said Heary rudely, able o
explode at last, “ there's nothing wrong witn my eyes!

Henry's wife came up to the bed.

" Hullo, darling,” she said as she kissed him, " How
are your—"'

“One minute,” snorted Henry. “] want to explain
something to that old turkey there.” He glared at the
old lady. “l've veen trying to tell her for the last
twenty minutes that I'm blind—"

“Iso’t it sad ?” interrupted the old lady turning te
Henry’s wite. “I teel so sorry for you, my dear !

* That I'm blind boils all over!” shouted Heary at
the top of his voice. ' In othere words, I've got blind
bous all over my body. BLIND BOILS! Do you
hear?”

The old lady heard, and faded away.

THE END
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B. B. A. Avoids

Collision
No. |

MEET.Mr._ Bhattacharya, B. A, of the Madras

University—B.B. A. to his friends, clean-shaven,

_ thinly built with a slight stoop, and the

proprietor of a long, pointed nose. B.B.A. is a young
man of about five and twenty.

He was travelling from Raichur to Bombay by the
Expre_ss which was scheduled to arrive at Victoria
g‘:;n;muls tat 11?-13 hours; and would you believe it,

ctual to the minute the traj i i
Do, rain slid alongside the

Immediately all became bustle and confusion.

No face wore a more distray i
23 ght expression than that
of Mr. Bhattacharya, B. A., as he alighted from a third

class compartment, forcibly propel .
stout Brahmin lady, y propelled from behind by a

When the train arrived at its destinati
descended to the platform with becoming dc;ghit};e
But Mrs.. Gangabai the stout lady who was following'
grew restive. She propelled him from behind; gently at
ﬁlfst, then more forcibly, using a small attache case
Fl_nally she jabbed the unconscious Mr. Bhattacharya;
fairly and squarely in the rear part of his anatomy !

With such motive power behind him, B. B
; . im, B. B, A, leapt
igrgzgii):;.:ashed into a cooly en route, and finally landed

To struggle to his feet, ¢l
‘ » clutch desperately at hig
braces, beckon wildly to the cooly with his luggage, and
theriI to race down theA platform was, with B. B. A., tne
v;lor of a moment. Ticket Collectors, A-sistant Station
hozttg;s,ost;anon Iygasterz, Station Superintendents, and a
' er uniformed railway offici
white blur flash past, Y offeizls saw only a
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It was B.B. A, !

The cooly was not m:

. any lengths behij i
cqttoned on to the idea with commendable ;l:gr’npﬁmng
th}lll the result that B. B. A. tound his luggage re OSie,
on hus toes in the taxi almost 4as s0on as he h'E()l -
them there. His toes I mean, “e put

“ The Hindu Hotel,” he said, a wild Liwht :
. . 4 » Wl]d 1 ht is
The taxi driver understood and the car w]l;giskég :;; e

“Collision No. 1! said B. B. A. to himself

At the hotel he stopped by the lift. The gates clicked .

a humming sound ensued and the cage began to ascend

B.B. A. turned round. Then his i
and his eyes formed themselves into va?o ds;ofcpec% .open
not a loot away from him, stood a prett oy
about eighteen or thereabouts.  And she was yr sl i of
him with a friendly sort ot smile. B.B. A, gas cﬁaxdmg
eyes blmkgd bard and he swung round o hispc b
postuiton with his back to her, original

* Collision No, 2! he muttered.

Entrenched in room 22 he sent t :
luggage? recovered his mental equlijﬁbg?x}r’nba:];d for bis
about him. [Inere were two single beds m’the ooked
the room with spotlessly clean nnen on them Xemre of
stood beside each. A dressing table, an a.lm htcapoy
two easy chaus completed tne rest of the 111' iy
But wnat struck B. B. A. most was the nutnberuzmmre.
the room possessed. Doors seemed 10 be on all s?delsl,oors

Ever of an inquiring turn o i
exploring, The first door leg iimrnn l?k?é Eithcommenced
second wmto the dining hail. He unboited th rot? o the
and kept 1t open tor exactly one-twentyhfth oet o oo
During that space of tume he had seen a lad ; seco_nd.
On an easy chair and reading a book. Sotti Vet g
he reboited the door and went away fron 1yt);et ey
Nor would he risk vpening any more doors Heun“p oy
to think what the next one way reveal. N;>. NoS l:-(il:et::g

had enough of tewmales tor one day. They seemed to be
-

all over the shop.

13 .
Collision No. 3 fortunatel ”
. y averted,” h
and proceeded to diess tor dinner, wh;ch ?hefn L‘,J rin ured,
had obligingly iniormed hin woyld be served at ca;,:htboy

Dinner over and afier sity;
: ting awhy]
overlooking the sueet, B, B, A. aecxdcdetoo;e:ge

The corridor was dark; s
numbers ot tne rooms puntedsgv@];e‘b?‘;‘:ifrlst see the
judged the position of his roow, cautiousiy u. " But he
the door and peeped.  Yes . there wero we :t:,@ cz open
dressing tabie and everytuing else as he 4 3" s, the
Lhus unwttingly B.B.A. enisred the wrop abe d;en it,
afnd commenced undressing with the aid of chg b room,
light which shone through the doorway ¢ Dathroom

balcony

Women —

He way standing barefooted and clad only in a dhott
when the door of the antechamber opened and— horror
of horrors! -~ a lady entered. And itdid not take more
than a flecting glance for B.B. A. to recognise his
erstwhile companion of the railway carriage: the one
who had helped him descend by the shortest possible
route to the platform, and who had caused him to leave
the railway station with such ungentlemanly haste.

Mrs, Gangabai was drawing the curtain across the
door. Soon she would turn and come into the bedroom !
B. B A became desperate. He felt certain she had mis-
taken the room for hers, but how was he to tell her so—
especially clad as he was? No, he decided he coulda’t
do that. He must get out himself. He looked about
him. Only the bathrcom door stood open, and he was
just about to makea bee-line for it when a fearful
thought struck him. Suppose she also came to the
bathroom still under the impression that it was hers?
What then? He could conceal himself, but what if she
undressed and commenced having a bath? Phew!
B. B. A s hair stood on end.

And he felt that to try opening other doors would be
simply asking for trouble; there might be a lady behind
each! Time pressed, so he decided to hide himself
under the bed until the lady discovered her own mistake
and took herself off. Safety First for this lad, thought

BBA.

He had just slid into position and drawn his legs
after him when Mrs. Gangabai crossed the threshold.
She switched on the light; then with a «igh of relief
threw her<elf on the bed under which B.B.A. crouched.
With difficulty he suppressed an exclamation;  and there
bewan for him a period of mental torture which can
better be imagined than described. Suffice it to say
that poor B. nearly snuffed it, as he himself confessed

later.

Presently the cause of his perturbation rose.
“ Now,” thought he, * she will realise her mistake and
fiy.” But Mrs. Gangabai appeared to be in no hurry
either_ to discover her mistake, if any, or attempt to fly.
In any case she would have found the latter proceeding
fairly difficult.

She pottered about for a while, opened the almirah,
looked at her reflection in the mirror on the dressing
table, yawned sleepily and stretched berself. B.B.A.
blushed furiously and covered his face with his hands,
because......well......I mean to say......What ho!

Then he heard a step. Looking up hesaw her go
and switch off the light. Leisurely she went and opened
a door which B.B.A. now devoutly thanked his stars he
had not ventured to open, since it evidently led into her

room.

‘“ Ah,” he muttered his satisfaction at seeing her
pass through the doorway and close the door behind her,

by ' Kismet '

{lustrated by Bljoy

Collision
No. 2.

‘“ at last she has found out her mistake. Well...well...
that's Collision No. 4. NO CASUALTIES!”

He crawled out from his hiding p’ﬁace, massaged his
limbs in order to restore lost circulation, and then
completed his preparartions for the night. He was soon
between the sheets and fast asleep.

Women haunted even his dreams. He dreamt that
he was once again under the bed and that Mrs. Gangabai
had discovered him there. She was pulling him out by
an end of his dhoti. Sweat broke out upon B.B.A's
brow while he slept, for, in his dream the dhoti
threatened to become undone and that was the only
garment he had on! Suddenly the determined lady
seemed to give the dhoti a fierce tug and—B. B. A awoke,

Now when one has had an unpleasant dream and
suddenly awakes at the crucial moment, one is always
relieved to find that it was only a dream. But B. B.A.'s
case proved entirely different.

When he opeved his eyes it was to fnd a soft arm
encircling his neck, and to feel the sheet being pulled
away from over him. The situation would have been
O. K. from the ordinary man's point of view, I mean to
say...I mean, it would not have been too dusty, what?
Don’t you agree?......] thought so. Atta Boy!

But Bhattacharya, B. A, was not ordinary in this
respect. Moreover matters were fairly complicated in
the present situation. In the first place, contact with
one of the opposite sex would have been sufficient
inducement for him to turn and runlike a hare. But
when, as it soon became apparent to him, Mrs. Gangabai
obviously mistook him for her husband, things assumed a
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new aspect. A menacing aspect. His sentes reeled
before the prospect. His tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth., Suppose...suppose...but B. B. A’s mind refused
to suppose any further.

“Yam very angry with you, Bapu.” Mrs. Gangabai
was murmuring in his ear.  Why didn’t you tell me
that you had come in? You knew I would be waiting
for you in the dressing room. Now I come in and find
you asleep I—and in my bed toa! Come, tell me is there
anything wrong? "

She waited for an answer, but none came. B.B. A,
was incapable of speech or movement. She sheok him.

“What's the matter, Bapu?

Suddenl){ B.B. A. raised bis head, probably to take
fresh _bearings or perhaps he scented danger, He
perceived the man in his path. Was B. B. A. delighted
to meet one of his own sex in his hour of need ? Did he

increase his speed on beholding this hrather in armg? 1.

can answar both questions with one word. No
thing in the other man’s prss warned the Bach
Arts that here was no friend in need: no champi
would put his arm sround vour shoulder. place his laft
ffmt forward, look the world straight in the eye and =ay:
) Love me, love my monkey,” or words to that effect.
The ominous set of the man's jaw. the peculiar gleam in
his eyes, and the dangerous clenching of his fists, were
signs with which B. B. A. wag

B0
eler of
on who

Answer me soon. If you don't
I shall think yon are seriously
i

Still no answer from ‘ Bapu’.
He was thinking :

" This No. 5 is a dreadful
collision. Dear me ! This emanci-
pation of women...they occupy
thesame railway carriage as men,
instead of going to the Ladies’
Compartment; they steal up
bebind vou in lifts and smile
when you turn round: they hide
behind doors pretending to read:
bounce upon beds under which
yvou happen to be; and finally
they get into bed with you!l
Where and when will this for-
ward movement end? " B.B.A.
peevishly asked himself. It makes
it dashed difficult for any decent
cbap to keep 10 his policy and
avoid women,

not totally unfamiliar, He had
had one or two previous expe.-
tiences of them. Nor had he
enjoyed the subsequent procee.
dings.

On this occasion he tork war.
ning in time.  Pulling himself up
with a jerk, he 1urned right about
and raced back up the corridor,
with Mr Gangabai in full pursyit,
The latter was fully convinced
that B. B. A. was a burslar,
Else why should he come darting
out of bed-rooms at ten n'clock

at night and charge down corri-
dors ?

In the race which engue
B.B. A, led easily, though t‘;g
husband of the lady strove his
hardest to draw level, or at least
within striking distance. BB.A's
cause of fright requires no further

Meanwhile Mrs. Gangabai be-
came convinced that something
was seriously amiss. She with-
drew her arm from round B. B. As neck, got out of
bed quickly and went to switch on the light,

Then B. B. A. came to life. His chance had come
and be seized it. Desperately he galvanised his limbs
inmo action shot out of bed, and in four leaps was in the
antechamber and heading {or the door.

Mrs. Gangabai heard the movements as she switched
on the light. What she then saw caused her to stand
rooted to the spot in sheer amazement. She caught a
momentary glimpse of the flying figure of her imagined
husband 25 he rounded the doorway. Had he gone mad?

At that moment her real husband happened to come
sut of the drawing room. He ¢wi'ched on the lights at
he far end of the corridor. To say that he was surprised
o see a young man shoot out of the bedroom like a
acing colt and tear down the passage towards him as if
. were the homestretch on a race course, would be to
esc ibe Mr. Gangabai's feelings very inadequately. He

ood stock-still while the runner bore down on him in a
\st sprint,
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was imagining all sorts of dreadfyl
things as ha-ing happened Begin-
g}ng Yvi‘(jh the murder of his wifs,

1$ mind ran over all t i
bilities and erded with the theft of his sliprgérs }}soznf}s]:
bathroom. And the fact that the burglar was returning
to‘wards the room added poignancy to the situation
Either, Mr. Gangabai thought, the rascal intends tc;

dispose of the dead body, or to collect more loot—the.

socks this time probably.

However, the distressed husband was soon afforded
some measure of relicf, if relief it could be termed; for
B_ B. A., instead of turning into the room whose ’door
still stood open, leapt past it. The terrified lady within
thus, bad ancther glimpse of flying legs, arms and a dhoh".

Her astonishment increased tenf.
two later when another: figure shot pa
her amazement she forgat her fright
%ust indtir?e hto see Bd B. A swe

ar end ot the corridor. Follow i

and'then‘a wothan’s piercing scr:gn:%]e gﬁgﬁ%f fBaé!oZr
again, with another man hard on his heels, The rew
runner apparently did not believe in reserving his breath
for thechase. He shouted as he rap : eat

st the doorway, In
; and ran to the door
Tve into a doorway at the

investigation; but the hushand

old a2 moment or

“Thief! Thief! Catch him! Police ! Help!”

Doors all along the main passage began to open.
ands popped out, heard afresh the sounds of the shout-
Ing and the chase, though B. B. A. had wisely chosen as
his route a corridor which intersected the main one,

- Nevertheless, soon all the third floor residents, attired in

costumes varying from dress-suit to a simple home-spun
dhoti, were in full chase. And all were giving tongue
like hounds on the scent.

B. B. A. who had been thrust into the role of fox,
gave them a good run for their money. Give him that
much credit. He ran for dear life. Availing himself of
every corridor on the third floor, he also passed through
nearly every room, shrill feminine screams renting the
air on all sides.

Finally the chase became too hot for him and he
was almost run to earth. Just then he came upon the
stairs leading down to the second floor. Straddling the
bannisters he slid down with alarming rapidity, until
brought up with a jerk near the landing of the second
floor.

Disregarding the bruise which his rear thus received
for the second time that evening, he was about to get
round the obstructing post and descend per bannisters
again to the first floor, when he observed coming up the
stairs a lady and a gentleman. And they were viewing
his antics with no small amount of curiosity. The lady
even exhibited signs of distress. She was alarmed,
convinced that B. B. A. was off his top—a lunatic,

The poor hunted fellow turned tail once more and
ran—this time along the corridors of the second floor.
The vanguard of the pursuing army were also arriving
and the noise of the chase brought out the guests of the
hotel occupying rooms on this floor. They added
considerably to the numerical strength of the pursuers
and to the awful din they were creating.

THE
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You might be inclined to think that B. B. Ajs
nurber was now up. But not a bit of it. He had got
his second wind and was moving in really fine style. So
much so that his pursuers were strung out in a long line,
like a field of unevenly handicapped horses. Of course
allowance must be made for the fact that the field was -
large, the corridor narrow, and the runnersall differ-
ently built. A few were in the bantam and light weight
classes, some in the middle and welter, while the more
ponderous members would easily have turned the scale
for the beavy weight—even before dinner. These latter
especially found the pace exceedingly hot.

B.B. A. led them on a topping rum, keeping them
on their toes all the while. In a canter he brought the
field round the bend and into the straight, and headed
once more for the staircase.

He won by lengths. A neck separated the second
and third, and a leg divided the third and fourth.

B. B. A mounted the bannisters and shot down-
wards, this time like an experienced bannister-rider;
and there being no obstruction at the first floor landing,
be flashed past that stage with a furious blinking of eyes.

The humming of the lift came down to him, telling
him that his hunters were coming down by as short a
route as he did. But he paid no attention ; for to make
a success of sliding down bannisters you must give the
matter your undivided attention. Unless of course you
don't mind breaking your neck ; in which case your mind
is free to admire the scenery.

B. B. A. however was taking no chances. He timed
his jump to a perfect nicety, his dhoti skimming the
bottom post of the staircase by just a millimetre. Not
more, I give you my word.

And so B. B. A, concluded his stay at the Hindu
Hotel. But his luggage is still there.

END

g o G O G
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T. B. Seetharaman. You are self-willed and have
obstinacy of purpose but you lack caution. You are a
capable organiser of big schemes. You resent all
criticisms and are independent. You do everything in
vour own way and will hopelessly muddle in your plan
and retire from the field of action if others interfere
Though you crave for affection and sympathy you will
be unhappy in your domestic life for want of proper
understanding. \Why are you carried away by flattery
and praise? Drop that weakness and you are safe. You
are making enemies for want of tact. Of course you
are good-hearted and generous but you are impulsive in
your actions. Do not over-work your brains, as you are
liable to suffer from all ailments affecting the head.

* * * *

S. N. Baradwaj. Iam glad you are decisive in your
thoughts and actions. Always act on your first impres-
sions. You have good presentiments and can make a
good spiritualist; but why do you spoil all these gifts by
your over-reasoning faculties ? Do not weigh and balance
matters too much, as by this nature you will be courting
disillusion and disappointment, even in your married
life. Do not be exacting, especially in home-life. I
should congratulate you if you have studied or are study-
ing for law or medicine. Take whatever opportunity is
thrown in your way. You are prone to suffer from
nerves, depression of spirits and skin diseases.

* * * *

D. V. Kameswara Row. Why are you over-sensitive
and feel lonely in your life in spite of the fact that you
love theatres, concerts and crowds of people. Itis good
you like to work for the public and give all you have to
help others in their distress. You are able to argue and
debate successfully. You are peculiar in that you can
make more money for others than for yourself. Do
not wait for a call to duty or a circumstance to
show your qualities. Push yourself forward and create
opportunities. There is another peculiarity in you ; you
can subdue excitable and insane persons by your
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compelling eves. Please take care of your stomach and
nerves connected therewith.

x % * %

K. Narayanamurthy. You have got the instinct to
speculate and gamble to make money. Crush that
instinct. You cannot get anything by gambling except
loss. Turn your brains to some good business. You
have a strong desire for travel and change. You will have
extraordinary and unexpected changes for good or evil,
You are romantic and of affectionate disposition, but as
you are not demonstrative, you are misunderstood as an
unemotional man. You do not shirk work but you
require encouragement and appreciation at every stage.
Why are you so sensitive? Do not dream of large
plans; but be within your sphere. You are libale to be
attacked by gastric troubles.

* * * *

“Providence.” Do you know providentially President
Carnot of France? IHe wasborn on 11th August. I
will bs happy to make your f{riendship as 1 can rely on
you to defend me in the face of all my enemies -put
together. You are very Sympathetic and generous
to a fault but are extremely” independent. You cunnot
bear dislcyalty 'and deceit as you are honest and
truthful. Be warned that by your extreme honesty
you are liahle to get terribly deceived. Why are
you so proud as not to ask others for any favour,
even a legitimate one? Don't you know that you
are making enemies by your frank speech, hatred of
under-hand dealings, impetuousness and quick temper ?
Always be engaged in active work, as without it you will
become morbid. Your heart is susceptible to all diseases
connected therewith and you will have pains in the head
and ears.

* * * *

S.S.T. Chari. You are mentally quick and keen.
Are you not ambitious for social position? 1 would like
to have you for my friend as you are a delightful compa-
nion, but the pity is I cannot expact you to be constant,
You change your plans and ideas about anything too
quickly. 'Why are you restless and want the thing that

Replies

The free offer of character-reading which I made on 671935, and am
continuing, proved very popular with readers. Commencing from this

issue Merry Magus free readings will be published each week. For announce-

ment and free character-reading coupon, turn L0 page 49.—Ed.

gwwyou have not got? Are you not able to see and judge
" the weak points in others and act suitably? You love

passionately; but are you able to be constant? Do one
thing at a time and be decisive and stick to it till you
finish it ; then only you will be successful. These are
lacking jn you. Be careful of your nervous system.

* * * *

Narasimhan. You cannot be easily imposed upon or
deceived. You have a wonderful memory. You'want
everything to be in good taste and elegant. You are very
conservative, resepcting rank, position and law. Are you
not selfish in trying to achieve your aims? You have a
good intellect and can be self-possessed and self-reliant ;
but why are you so sensitive to your surronndings? Do
not drug your system. Why doyou imagine that you
are afflicted with some illness or other? Peace and
harmony are better cures for your imagined ill health
than any of the medicines.

* * * *

“Viskay.” Almost always first impressions give you a
correct grip on things. Your greatest asset is your
decisiveness. Your weakness is, you are over-argument-
ative. Your strong points are a bit vitiated by a tendency
to weigh and size up matters. Your instincts are sound.
You have leanings towards extra-mundane things. In
home:life let your motto be ‘give and take’. Don't wait
for opportunities: create them. You are prone to suffer
from nervous disorders and skin diseases.

* * * *

Kishen Kumar. You are extremely independent. You
resent criticism. You are so sensitive in this respect
that if anybody interferes with your plans, you drop the
whole thing and walk away. Self-willed and obstinate,
you lack caution. You yearn for affection and sympathy.
You will be unbappy, my friend, if you don’t bringa

- proper sympathetic understanding into your domestic

life. Io short you have no tact. That means you are
making enemies. On the other hand you are good-

‘hearted and generous. A little more of tact and a little

less of impulsiveness will carry you very far. You are
liable to suffer from ailments affecting the head. Don't
do too much brain work.

“Thillai. You love travel and change. Be prepared
for extraordinary and unexpected changes in your life—
both good and evil, more good than otherwise, Steer
clear of speculation and gambling, for that way is
absolutely barren for you. You are affectionate and
romantic ; but not being demonstrative you are taken for
an unemotional man. You are too sensitive. You
dream of great things. My advice is, confine yourself to
vour sphere. You are prome to suffer from gastric
troubles.

* * *

“ Ghentaty.” Your presentiments point towards spiri-
tualism. You have a penchant for reasoning—too much
of it. Don't be too nice in weighing and sizing up
matters, for you will be disappointed ard disillusioned.
Your strong point is you are decisive. Your first impres-
sions are unerring. Be a sport in matters domestic.
You will have many opportunities. Don’t weigh them.
Take them as they come. You suffer from low spirits.
Shake it off. You are prone to suffer from nervous
disorders. '

* * *

Hunsurhuli. It is only a lucky few that have made
anything out of speculation. You are not destined to
make anything out of this, except disappointment. So
avoid speculation and get-rich-quick gambles, as you
would the Devil. You will have big changes in your life.
You are not demonstrative, but you have an affectionate
and romantic nature. Don’t be too sensitive. Your physi-
cal weakness lies in your stomach.

* * *

A. S. Narayana lyer. You are extremely generous
and sympathetic. You are independent—-very. You hate
disloyalty and deceit. Don't measurs others by your
code of honesty and probity. Your frankness is making
enemies for you. Your memory is great. You are
exacting in your tastes and prone to be a bit selfish in
achieving your aims. Yours isa complex character.
Your health is fairly good, but you imagine you are
suffering from some ailment or other, FEschew drugs.
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“De Profundis”—

QIR Julian Marsh was looked upon by Society as an
b eccentric person. That was because he neither

fed nor amuszed its members, He certainly shocked

them. But as the said members had succeeded in
shocking each other as much and as often as they possi.
bly could, Sir Julian's contributions were nothing really
outstanding after all. He was loathed for his niggardly
ways which affected no one but himself, and respected
for his wealth which affected everyone but himself, for
it aroused that most poisonous and most natural of a]l
human feelings, envy, and that is a terrible thing,
especially when the envious know that they can never
attain the position which they think belongs to them by
tight of doing absolutely nothing to attain it,

In his youth, Sir Julian had been very far from wel]
off. In fact there had beenatime when he had seriously,
(for him) thought about quitting this world for the next.
Not that he believed in an existence hereafter. With
him seeing was believing—a very sound, practical basis
upon which to build one’s life. But, faced with an entire
lack of the world’s goods upon the one side and with no
hope whatsoever of attaining them upon the other, he
had somewhat naturally given way to the resultant
feeling of hopelessness which followed. And then had
come the twening point, as it generally does come, at the
wrong moment. He conceived an idea and acted upon
it. He made money—how, it would not be too discreet
to inquire, and nobody did inquire. Money begets money.
In five years he was worth a smal! fortune; in ten avery
large one; and now at sixty two years of age, be was
considered by the world a person of consequence albeit
rather ‘queer’. What exactly Sir Julian was * queer’
in, no one ever traubled to find out. Some said it was
his manner which was cold, stiff and crude. Others,
that it was something to do with his way of entirely
ignoring his betters, or those who thought they were so.
In this matter he showed extreme good sense. To ignore
one’s equals, even one’s inferiors, is a tragedy. To do so
in the case of one's Superiors is a comedy, for there is
pothing your fine feathered friend hates so much as to be
completely ousted from what he looks upon as his, by
accident of birth. It had even been whispered at ope
time that Sir Julian showed a trait of cruelty in his
character, but this was never proved. True, once when
he was quite a child, he had torn .the wings off a butter-
fly and repeated the experiment upon a young bird.
Neither of these creatures protesting, but continuing to
wriggle in an ungainly manner about the floor, he had
lost his temper and put his foot upon them both, simu}.
taneously, with excellent results, They ceased absolutely
to exist. It kad given Timms, the boot-bay, a Dasty
quarter of an hour, cleaning the sole of his young master's
shoe. But boot-boys are used to that kind of thing; at
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least they should be, And so Sir Julian, seeing how very
simple it was to remove the presence of anything he
wished eliminated, proceeded with equal success to
metaphorically plant both his feet upon the less fortunate
persons who caused him annoyance by getting in the way
of his personal Progress.  The results were as excellent
as in the case of the butterfly and its companion in
distress.  They ceased tqo exist also; the only difference
being that, whereas the former departed from this life
instantly and probably without time for regret, the latter
lived on, somehow, broken, destitute, and with plenty of
time for reflection. Sir fulian possessed a vivid imagina-
tion, and he pictured to himself the reflections of these
people whose social ruin was due to him, for he was
what the upper orders and the Police and such useless
people calla ‘blackmailer ", and what the serving classes
calla “help", for he paid well and on ‘ on the nail ‘.

It was upon the night of the 24th of December,.

19—, Sir Julian was sitting in his favourite leather-
covered armchair near the log fire in his study. Behind
him, its green shade at such an anele as to throw
a circle of yellow light upon his pink, bald head with its
edging of fluffy white, and upon the evening paper in his
hands—an electric reading lamp was placed upon a
stand. In the corner of the room a tall, oaken-cased
clock ticked monotonously. It was a wet night out of
doors; the wind moaned and soughed around the building
and came sobbing down the chimney as if seeking
sanctuary from itself in that well-lighted and peaceful
apartment. The patter of rain against the window-panes

and the occasional splashing of cab-wheels or the

hurrying footfalls of some lone pedestrian added to the

feeling of warmth and security within. Sir Julian felt .

comfortable and he looked it. He wore his dressing
gown over his pyjamas, his bare feet thrust into red, heel-
less Turkish slippers. The door opened and Barrymore,
the butler, a large person with a soft voice, a pair of
side whiskers upon which his entire revenue -depended,
and a noiseless method ot progression—entered, - and

moved towards the centre of the room. He never
walked—he floated.

“Will you be requiring anything more to-night, -sir ? ™ :

he asked, deferentially,

_Sir Julian did not raise his eyes from the paper before N

him. “No!™ he snapped, “ get oyt |’ '

* Certainly, sir,” said Barrymore, and slid towards :

the door,

“Stay!”  Sir Julian " snapped again. He always ’

snapped. It was dne of his habits, amongst others.

“Sit?”  The butler turned obediently, one hand uponz

the knob of the half open door.

£ / y
i is knees and looked
i laid the paper across his <
at I};lexi m;%?t';ﬂ'tt’)uanever wished me good night, Barrymore,
Why?” he barked. .
* 1 did not think it necessary, sir,” replied the butler,
” - 13
Sir Julian frowned. “ Indeed ?” he said, ~"and pray
. r
what makes you think that? 1 o -
replie
“Iti e and twenty to twelve, sir,” .
Barg;r:ofgw f‘i‘vl considered it hafgﬂy worth while, sir,
as it will very shortly be morning. ‘
“ » caid his master. '‘In that case you will
Iins ift;tside that door and, wher} it strikes mid-night,
on the last stroke in fact, you will enter and wish me
upc:;y gooci morpning. You understand? A wvery good
av

”
aone.

* Perfectly, sir.” i "
“ Excellent! By the way, Christmas eve, Barrymore.

“ Quite so, sir.”
114
“ Rubbish, Barrymore !
“ pgactly, sir.” The butler glanced at the clock.

S \ 4 l i i tercepted
1 u 'a]l nte[cepted that glance, as he m

) S‘ th%n‘ gs land ]])ade use Of the lesults. “ VV hy are you
mo

looking at the time?”" he demanded. ‘
“ No special reason, sir,”" replied Barrymore.
¥ i with
% Then you're a fool. Everything shot}xlld be i(;nesecrﬂ
no matter how trivial it is. Thatist ot
afreszzx;;s Barrymore. It is the secret of my success.
0 5 ’ s 92
“ 1 can quite understand that:,sm
“ You see me as [ am now—
ir,” i ant, looking
“ ctly, sir, murmured his servant,
'ghti:;f?ncgés above the top of the bald head.
ei '
“Don't interrupt me, damn you! Asl] Wast hzagéﬁavg,
e as [ am now, healthy, prosperous, . nvy
ou see acquaintances—I don’t believe in friendships,
I m:: one in addition to making continual demands
's good nature—" Here Barrymore coughed

of all m:
they limi
ypon one

Sir Julian recoiled a step,
and his face became
ghastly.

soothingly and. elevated his eyes another thrge n_uches.
Sir Julian glared at him, but there was nothmg_m the
other’s appearance which Suggc'asted the shghtegt
impertinence. There was a shogt silence. The butler’s
eyes ascended another inch,

1 suppose,” said Sir Julian, leaning back in his chair
and looking at his servant thropgh half closed, amused
eyes, a sneer playing abc‘)ut‘ his absurdly well shape?
lips, *“ 1 suppose you’re thmkm‘g of your C_Ihrxstmas Box ?
1f so, you'd better cease to thmk. about it, and at once.
I'm not going to give you one,—neither you nor any _of’ |the
other over-fed, lazy swine of servants. So forget it.

*“I have already done so, sir,” said Barrymore; * and
thank you very much, sir,” he added.

“Do you know,’ said the baronet musingly, still
regarding the other with superciliou; eyes, 1 can never
be sure whether you're trying to be insufferably polite or
damnably insolent.”

The butler appeared to be struggli_ng”with his emotions.
* 1 endeavour to give satisfaction, sir,” he said.

“ You may go.”
“ With pleasure, sir.”” And Barrymore slimmed from
the room,

Sir Julian locked at the cl()sed floor and his expression
altered to one of cunning. “ Wait, my pompous friend,
be murmured, throwing the paper upon the carpet.
“ Awful servants one gets nowadays. And' one has to
pay through the nose, too. I suppose some idiots WOl(lil(}
call Barrymore a model butler. He's a picce of mode,
impertinence. What a night! 'Ijhanlf God I'm nﬁt out
in it. Too late for callers. Think I'll go to bed.” He
glanced at the clock. The hands pointed to seventeen
minutes to twelve. Suddenly the door bell rang, and he
cursed. “ Now who the devil can that be? What a
time to come! People have absolutely no c‘orJ_Slderatxon.
At any rate I shan't see the person, whoever it is. Barry-
more knows I never interview anyone af.ter balf past
ten.”” There was the sound of the chain being unlatched,
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the opening and closing of the front door. A murmur of
voices, and of footsteps ascending the stairs. The door
?f the study opened, and Sir Julian rose snarling to his
eet.

“What's this, Barrymore?” he shouted. “ What's
this? How dare you overlook my orders? Don't you
know—"" he broke off spluttering with rage.

13
A gentleman to sec you, sir,” said the butler. * He
wouldn’t give his name; says he knows you intimately,

sir.”
*“What the—"

A tall, thin young man pushed pust the servant and
entered. e appeared to be about thirty years of age,
_extremely pale, and walked with a slight stoop. He v:as
in full dinner dress, over which was an opera cloak. In
one hand he carried his hat, stick and white gloves; in
the fingers of the other a lighted cigarette.

_“ Sorry to trouble you at this hour, Sir Jullan,” he
said, advancing to the centre of the room. ‘' Circums.
tances you know. Awkward things, and they would
always appear to turn up at the right moment.” He
turned and addressed Barrymore. “ Take off my cloak,”
he ordered. The butler obeved. “ Put it on that chair.”
he said, motioning towards a small, high-backed cha’ir
near the window. * Also these "—handing the servant his
hat. stick and gloves, When Barrymore had obeyed:

You may go,” said the stranger. Barrymore went
closing the door gently after him. ’

Sir Julian's face was a study in baffled rage and
amazement. He commenced to splutter again. * How
flar'e you, sir! My butler informs me you told him I was
intimately known to you. I have never seen you before,
I do not wish to see you now. You will quit this room
the house, instantly! Do you hear? Instantly!” He’
fairly danced about in his anger.

The other paid not the slightest attention to him, but
going over to the chair facing the one in which Sir Juliar;
had been <o lately reclining, pulled it nearer the fire and
sat down, holding out his well shaped hands towards the
chfeerful blaze.

' Sit down, Sir Julian,” he said, without turning his
head. - The baronet foamed at the mouth.

“I will not sit down, sir! *’ he cried. “ How dare you
ask me t?l siht in rhny own chair ?  And you have occupied
—usurped the other, without m i
o Scandalous-"! 1 ¥y permission. Get up at

[}

are.” He threw the cigarette into the fire.

*1 was referring 10 ir!" i

I . your conduct, sir! " shrilled th

ba}f[?hnet. . You will instantly leave t,his house, or——"t °

The other turned and looked at h * A
inquired. “ Or?” e YesT™ he

Sir_ Julian did not reply. Something in the other’s
eyes froze the words upon his lips.

Sit down, Sir Julian.” The latter sat down. “ Thank
you. People like you should never stand up—not when
there's anyone _els.e present. You see, sitting, you produce
a false_ impression of a human being. By the way, do
you mind if I turn the light out ? It makes my eyes ache

That’s the worst of people like me. We can’
; » . cant b
strong light. ear any

[ . i3] .
{Juite,” said the young man, gently. “I agree. You

VVithqut waiting for permission he rose, went over to
the reading lamp, and switched off ths current. Sir Julian
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followed him with his eyes. He had rea

sion the man was a lunatic. And yet thec h?;chhebg?nclu-
signs of an unbalanced mind. The deep set thoy ;tfnol
eyes, the fine forehead, the firm chin, the’well f‘l ti y
dinner clothes, the gold-headed cane upon the chatirlig-

pot a t t
a“ ) Il[e(l to a man Of taste alld Iehne[nen a gen le'

The stranger re-seated himself and
thrust his face close to the other's.

13 D "
0 you know me ?” he acked.

Wi;lhhe bayo}netfshook 'his head. The other leaned back
a sigh of satisfaction. “No.” he 1 i
' 1gl . R epeated
to Qynseli_, how could you ? You never hadpthe chaize lj
S,lr Julian leaned forward in his turn, °* My dear si
you've mistaken the house, I feel sure. That’s what it i g
I]fileiy?OIIIrl’g man shook his head. “ No,” he saig “hlcsa.w
cou ! ve known it and ’
ot you, for the last twenty-
;léjr}i);dy?artsl.‘ 1}\10; twenty-seven to b= accurate, For &Zt
0 this house, and one year at
place in Berkshire—the (}ag]es . prior 1o that at your
.The‘.baronet Inoked hard at
him. " Well ?” he asked. ** A
you have to say and get out.”

(13 . b 13 . i
1l CIertamly.,‘ said the other. *‘ A little patience, that ig
B promise you that by mid-night, another eight
inmutes, you shail know everything. Now, [ want you
esegic; I}Z(;It\ twen;y}-}elg};’t years—to a certain Christmas
t, a night 15— i
o in fag gat the same as this—the night your
.The’baronet frowned.
wife?”” he rapped out.

[
That doesn’t matter—j ” i
' S . Just now,” replied the str
l’f;a?r;g outa ﬂaF silver case from his waist-coat pigﬁglt"
“x racted a.cngarette, lit it, and replaced the case. ’
. Have a drink ? ” sneered Sir Julian.
Thanks, but I never drink.”

Indeed? Perhaps you would like something to eat in

that case? T hough I m
! ust sa ! ;
you've ever had much.” Y you dont look as if

leaning forward,

the man sitting opposite
ad what then ? Say what

€«
Who are you to mention my

(13
Do you kno ’ i i
necessar};.” w, I don’t eat anything either? I'ts not
(13
I congratulate you,” said th
_ . , e baronet, leanin
comfortably in his chair. You must find hfeg clk)xaCk
enough I should imagine.” P
ThThej young man made no answer for a few moments
en: NQ, he said. ™ You see, I've really no life
worth speaking of.”
“Bad as all that, is it?” Th i
‘ , ? e sneer was very evident.
*“Bad as all that.”’

11 "
I see,” murmured Sir Julian.

You don’t, but you will. Now, without your

permission I'm goj . -
stranger. gomg 1o tell you a story,” said the

“ Charmed,” snapped the oth ili
o , aQer, smiling hideous]
_You would appear to be an adept at d?)ing thinzs.
without permission. Well, what is it?” °

“I must get to the point witho ’

R ut delay, I id,”

sald'hls unwelcome companion. “J had Sg:r’reatmtr:lfxi)?led;

gommi h:r;, an;l Iddon t want to leave without completn

ing what I've to do. Oh! no,” as he noti ‘
s | otic

spreading over the other’s un-},lealthy face, ‘?(I1 :nﬁmggf

yoing murder you. I'll leave that—to you. Now, what
sxactly was it your wife died of 2 I know it was put
jown 1o a fall, but—was that the only thing? ”

“T ook here!” cried Sir Julian, “I don’t know who
you are—"

“ There you go again. A little patience. Answer my
juestion.”

“Well, if you want to know, though I cannot see what
possible business it is of yours, my wife fell down
the stairs. Internal injuries. She died of them.”

“ Ah!” The stranger leant forward and gazed into the

embers,

“Peculiar! A fall down the stairs, internal injuries,
unable to move.” 4
“ 1 did not say so.” Sir Julian's voice was shaking.

“It's true, though, isn't it?”

* Well—ves.”

“ Yes. Unable to move, and yet they found her in the
billiard room, three rooms away from the hall, lying
writhing in agony upon the floor. Very strange.” There
was a deadly stillness in the room. The wind rnoaped
eerily about the house. A spatter of rain beat against
the closed windows. The hoot of a passing motor
sounded mournfully depressing. The fire had died down
to a few glowing pieces of wood.

“ Who gre you? "’ the question was breathed rather
than spoken by the now thoroughly {rightened baronet.

“ A little more patience.” '

“ Damn your patience!” Sir Julian was upon his
feet.

“Tut! Tut! Control yourself, do,” said the young man.
“By the way, you didn’t control yourself that night,
did you? The night your wife died, I mean?’ He

looked at the clock. ‘" Another five minutes. Must be’

hurrying. Sit down, Sir Julian.”  The other did so.
There was a power that compelled him to obey. .The
stranger rose and looked down upon the bloated. Eerrlﬁed
creature in the chair. " Youkilled your wife, didn't you.?
You might as well own up. You can always deny it
afterwards. Besides, there’s not another human being
present, only ourselves, and TI'm—" he checked himself.
* Nearly slipped out then! Now—"

Sir Julian cowered in his chair.

“ Are you in the Police ?”’ he inquired.

“ Nothing nearly so practicable,” replied the other.
“ Vou did kill her, didn't you? And your wife wasn't
alone, was she? I mean, she wasn't entirely by herself ?
I'm not counting you.”

Sir Julian rose to his feet, his face injected with blood,
the veins standing out upon his neck, the lips (_lraWn
back, the whole figure shaking with a devilish merriment.
“Yes!™ he cried, "‘1killed her. I'd doit again if 1
could. Do you know what I did to her ?”

The other nodded. * Yes,” he said, quietly.

The baronet screamed at him. ‘I gave her a damned
good kick, as hard as I could. Do you know w}?at I did
then?” Tle writhed with unsuppressed glee. ~ Do you
know what I did then?” His voice had risen to a shriek.

““Yes,” said the stranger. ‘“‘But I wantyou to tell
me yourself.” .

“ By God, T'will! Ikicked her again, several times.
Do you hear? Answer me, do you hear?” A thin
edging of foam appeared at his lips.

The young man nodded again, never taking his eyes off
the other. ‘I hear you. I also felt you—every single
one of those kicks. The first was the worst, the one that
really mattered—to you. The others were unnecessary.”
He looked at the mouthing man in silence. ‘Then:

“ You see, I am your son,” said he.

Sir Julian stared at him for some moments, and then
burst into a high-pitched, neighing laugh.

“ Brilliant! > he cried. “So that is what you have
been leading up to? Why, my dear young man, I never
had a son.”

“ No,” said the other, * but you were going to.”

Sir Julian recoiled a step, and his face became ghastly.
The perspiration appeard in little drops upon his high-
domed forehead. He felt blindly for support with his
right hand, his left clutching at his heart. As he fell
into his chair, one glowing ember suddenly leapt into
flame. By its light he caught a momentary glimpse of
the tall, thin, almost emaciated figure. It appeared to
him that the latter swelled out until it filled the room.
In the centre of everything were the two thoughtful,
deep-set eyes. They regarded him with pity. There was
not a trace of auger in their depths. The clock struck
the hour, each chime a hammer-blow in his brain. And
then on the last stroke the flame died down and the room
was in darkness. He tried to rise but something seemed
to be pressing him down. He threw up his hands. They
met nothing solid ; he tried to call out, to shout for
Barrymore. His tongue refused to function. It clove to
his palate. There was the soft sound of footsteps in the
room, the opening of the door, the glimpse of something
silhouetted against the greyness of the passage, the door
closed noislessly, and Sir Julian was alone. W ith a
tremendous effort he threw off the oppression and
staggered to his feet. He switched on the lamp. Nothing.
He looked towards rhe chair upon which the stranger
had placed his cloak and stick. Nothing. Finally, he
rushed to the bell and rang it furiously. After a tme,
during which Sir Julian paced about the room biting his
lips, the door opened and the butler entered, barely
concealing a yawn behind his fat hand.

His master looked hard at him. Barrymore concen-
trated his gaze at its usual height above the baronet's
head.

“ Barrymore !’

(1} Sir ? »”

“ WWho was that who came to see me? Where has he
gone? Where did he come from ?”

 Came to see you, sir 2 ”" The butler's crescent-shaped
eyebrows lifted themselves precisely half an inch.

Sir Julian stamped with annoyance. “You heard"what
I said,” he cried. ~ Who was it? You let him in—

“Pardon me, sir, I let no one in. Your orders, sir, are
that you will see nobody after half past ten.” He looked
reproachfully towards the clock, It is now five minutes
past twelve, sir. I wish youa happy Christmas, sir.
Will that be all, sir. Thank you, sir.” He bowed and
moved towards the door. Near it he turned. “ A very
good morning, sir,” he said, and twisted ‘himself out of
the room.

Sir Julian came over to the fire and kicked at the
dead embers. Suddenly he lifted his head and sniffed.

A faint, a very faint scent of white lilac assailed his
postrils. It had been his wife’s favourite flower. -
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A OEAL IN EMERALDS—(Continued from page 35)

“YWhy did he come here and make all that famasha ? "
wondered Balaji. " He is an impostor. He did not
intend to buy the emerald. Vet he has stolen nothing.”

“No doubt he wished to gain our confidence,” repli-

If you are in trouble

or in doubt write to

ed the assistaut, “but was thwarted by our precautions. . ] . .
Shall [ call the police 27 Auntic Awful. She will
“‘\Wait a while,”" replied the jeweller, and took down help you

the files of the Police Garette. After a long search, he
found the entry for which he was looking. ‘

“ Flash Harry, American forger and jewel thief.
Appears to be wealthy and uses large funds. Usually
poses as a continental nobleman. Travels in private yacht
with a Negro accomplice. Disarms suspicion by affecting
to be paralysed.”

“That is he!” cried the jeweller. “ Phone the harbour
police, and tell them I am coming.” .

Balaji leapt into a taxi, and directed the“driver to the
harbour. As he drove off, he fancied be heard someone
shouting behind him, but was too preoccupied to take
any notice.

The taxi was speeding along the sea-front, when from
behind came a car driven at a terriffic pace. The car
swerved in front of the taxi, and skidded to a standstill,
Balaji's driver jammed on the brakes, and drew up just

That is an injunction familiar to
every man and woman whatever
his or her religion. How many
know themselves ?  Very few !

Here is an opportu- pitfalls. These rea-

behind the offending vehicle.

“ What— 1" exclaimed the jeweller, and then saw his
brother getting out of the car in front.

“Fulaji! What are you doing here at this time of the
day?”

%1 have followed you all the way from your shop,”
panted Eulaji. “{ook here, how many times have I
told you to leave the buying to me?”’

“ But I haven't bought anything ! ” protested Balaji.

“ Then what have you done with the eighty thousand '

rupees?” 5

“Eighty thousand rupees!” screamed Balaji,  what
eighty thousand rupees?”

“ The eighty thousand rupees I gave to the Negro.”

“ My God ! You gave eighty thousand rupees to a
Negro? A Negro in a purple livery ? ”

“Of course I did. Your letter gave me no alternative.
But let me tellnyou,l will never comply with such a

nity to know your-
self PROVIDED
FREE by the Editor.
will read your cha-
racter, show you your
strong and weak
poinis, indicate your
susceptibilities and
advise you to avoid

dings will be publish-
ed in every issue of
the Merry Magazine
from 20-7-°35. Appli-
cations for free cha-
racter reading will be
dealt with in strict

rotation. All you have

to do is to fill in the
coupon printed below and
mail it,

message again.

“Show me this letter! " shouted Balaji.

“1t is on our own notepaper.” Look!” And Eulaji
produced a sheet of splendid cream-laid, headed with the
firm’s monogram. In his own handwriting, Balaji read .
the following : : . - .

“Dear E., I bave made a wonderful deal in L . N YrTrYors
emeralds, that must be closed immediately. Please
give the bearer, Marcus, who is to be implicitly

in The Merry Magazi i
gazine, It js understood t i
puts me under no obligation to yoti. bat this

Name (or Nom-de-plame)
Correct date of birth }

* especially in our business, where so much depends on
the immediate production of large sums in cash, But

what is wrong ? Where is the money ? ’ ‘ . , ‘
Balaji pointed to a little white vessel which had cleared A“ntle Aqul g e

the harbour, and was steaming rapidly towards the c/o Merry Magazine : 1:;‘,;}
horizon. ‘ L =
Madras

“ The money is on that yacht,” he said, and burst into

trusted, eighty thousand rupees in cash. Utrgent ; 3 R
and imperative.” o 3 Merry-Magus, |
And it was signed, in perfect imitation of his own ; %(0 'ﬁhe Merry Magazine, 4 £
handwriting, ‘ Balaji Rastamji’. - roadway, Madras. '
“1 couldn't hesitate with sucha message, said Eulaji, "y ® Dear Siri>l '
ease read my character and publish it $Qm!

........................
------------------

............................................ %,_._f;
tears. ' A | f? Address . o %
~ ST

48 | S
’ o 1—27—7—135 9

(Witl“l time of birth
if possible)
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This Competition js being repeated this week at the request of a large ¥
number of readers who complained that they could not obtain sufficient ‘ . ’ o« o
number of copiesmC()In{’)l?llllU.'l Fditor. - lee & I ake COI l |pet1t10n
| The Correct Solution :
1. MINE 4. BRACE 7. MOB
B p o . ’ y
- | 2. STAGE 5. INAPT 8. REPEL
e : : -
{ 3. SNAP 6. CHANGES 9. GRIM
FREE! e Following 16 Hosdr
o ' share the First Prize of Rs, 200
1st PRIZE Rs. 250 ,
2nd PRIZE Rs. 150 each getting
This Set Only. Closing Date 7-8-35 | R S 1 3 g
= - ¥y sgw
‘Linking Letters’ Competition . |
Eight words are represente& by the objects indicated A i .
in the illustrations. Each word is found by combining : 1. Kantilal S. Shah, .J- Popatlal & Co.,
the names of the two objects and joining them by Devkaran Mansions, Princess St., Bombay 2.
ONE LET’II‘ER wllx\ilch 1mu§t be supplied as a LINK, 9. P. K. Raha, Engh'sh Bazar, Malda. 3. A. -
For Example, in No. 1, there are two pictures; A N et I a3 Suh-I ctor of
CAT and 2 COMB. Connect these two words with V. Namsugﬁa RO\; ?‘aldu,[L lig Gnliﬁflu Oﬁao
letter A and you get the word CATACOMB. This is Excise, Pe apur ptation. %, b. 5 K,
the correct solution. In the same manner, find the Surveyor, Irwin anal Office, Man@ya. - B .
other seven words. S. Ramaswamy cfo K. Ramanuja Iyengar,
You can send in any number of entries. Only they must be Sanitary Inspector, Sampioe Road, Malles-
on the Coupon provided in page §2. . waram. 6. P. Madhavan Nayar, Clerk, ‘Dt.
RULES AND CONDITIONS ' Forest Oﬂiclz, i\lé'lam};)m‘l- 7. ttslallthuB joa‘!;,
i ; ‘ il St. alamcottah. 8. S. V.
Solutions must be written only on the coupon. All M. A¥nman‘ 01l Ot
entries must be received by the last post on 7.8-35, Y Duraiswamui, A_grlcultural College, Lawley <
Any received after this date will be disqualified. Road, P. O., Coimbatore. 9. G. Srinivasan, \
Entries from local competitors can be delivered at our Typist, 3, Iyengar St., Kumbakonam. 10. M.
office till 6 P.M. on that da’;le. The ﬁrslt prize of - ° K. Aiyar, Komal. 1L S. G. Ebenezer, 1I.
Rs. 250 will be awarded to an all-correct solution and _ . . . . :
the second prize of Rs. 150 to the solution with one G.A.C. Sub-Division Oﬁme’hPé ttusk Ot?;;- d 2.
erfor. An all-correct solution is one which agrees in = C. R. Degaleesan, 44, North Car St., Chida
all respects with the Editor’s Key Solution kept in safe baram. 13. V. T.Thatha Desikachari, West
custody with the Indian Bank Ltd, Head Office, . Street Tiruvendipuram- 14. K. Krishnama-
Madras. Failing an all-correct solution, the first prize . 6. Pichu Pillai Street Mylaporc. 15.
will be awarded to the nearest correct entry received, " .: chariar, ’, 1. R i than Street
In case of ties, the prize money will be equally divided., ! S. Swaminathan, 1, angana o M ’
The Editor reserves the right of pooling the first and “ Triplicane. 16. K. Sundaresan c/o Messrs.
second prizé®mounts and distributing them among the B . M. A. Meera Mohideen & Co., P.O., Box 54«,
competitors according to the number of all-correct - . . Colombo
solutions received. No correspondence can be entferqd Wl 0 . :
into nor can interviews be granted. Employees of the <l . W N e ——————————Cro
Merry Magazine and its associated journals. are not A — . T .
allowed to compete. No entry will be considered . '
unless it is on the Entry Form. lntending competitors, | o
who are unahle to secure copies of this Magazine from the - » o , -
agents in their area, can address our Subscription ‘
. Manager, for the required number of copies, sither by \

(Continued on page 52) Corl



The following 121 readers
share the Second Prize of Rs. 100

each getting

As. 13/~

(1) Vackhaney Newandram, Larkana. (2) Sachida-
nand Swarup, Agra. (3) Mohd. Ahmad, Golaganj. (+)
Bhasker Narayan Padwekar, Dhamangaon. (5) Amba-
lal. B. Trivedi, Kathiawar. (6) Quamariddin Klawaja,
Lahore. (7) Quamaruddin, Mokanela. (8) Tamixuddin,
Alwar. (9) G. V. Gupta, Bombay. (10) T. K. A.
Swami, Matunga. (11) ¥. M. F. Karasji, Bombay. (12)
Mrs. A. Roderick, Calcutta. (13) N.B. Doctor,Chakala.
(14) C. Babu, Adgimet (Deccan). (15) B. B. Sawant,
Bhandur. (16-17) T. G. Day, Bhamburda. (18) G. S.
joglekar, Poona. (19) Dinkar Vaidya, Poona. (20)
Channan Singh Uppal, Bhilad. (21) Sammer Bose,
Jubbulpore. (22) M. J. Dave, Baroda. (23) K.
Appa Row, Chatrapur. (24) R. V. Betgeri, Hubli.
(25) S. Venugopal, Hubli. (26) M. Hanumayanima,
Hubli. (27) V. Satyanarayana, Peddapuram. (28)
C. H. Venkatarao, Bhimavaram. (29} S. Satya-
vathi, Manchala. (30) T. Rangamohan Rao, Masuli-
patam. (31.38) A. V., Narasimha Rwo Naidu, Pedda-
pur Station. (39) N. Gangaramiah, Vizianagaram.
(40) M. Venkata Seshayya, Cuddapah. (41) R. Nara-
yana Rao, Koilapuram, (42) T. R. Kuppuswami Rao,
Chittor. (43) M. Raghavan, Chittoor. (44) P. Babu
Pillai, Robertsonpet. (45) V. Rajagopal, Guntur. (46)
D. V. Krishnayya, Ellore. (47) T.D. Viswanatha Iyer,
Ernakulam. (48-49) M. Ramachandra Iyer, Cochin.
(50) T. S. Harihara Iyer, Puthennadakavu. (51) P.
S. Sivaram, Porumbur. (52) A. N. Srinivasan, Mandya.
(53) S. Govinda Rao, Ittigegud. (54). K. B. M.
Meeran Sahib, Mangalore. (55) M. Rangappa Bhandary,
Mangalore. (56) H. Rasquinha, Mangalore. (57) Sri
Sathyan, Malleswaram. (58) M, A. Ranga Raja lyengar,
Chamrajpet. (59) P. Ganesh Row Chadaga, Bhasavan-
gudi. (60) Dr. M. D. Pillai, Sandur. (61) S. D. Yegnana-
rayanan, Salem. (62) V.S. Kanjamalai Chetty, Dharma-
puri. (63) T.L. Anantharaman, Dowlatabad, (6+) U.
Krishnamoorthi, Salem. (65) Mrs. Lalita, Karaimadal.
(66) Dr. M. Vittal Rao, Coimbatore. (67) C. Sankaran
Nair, Podanur, (68) S. V. Lakshmanan, Singanallur,
(69) V. Kunkan Nair, Coonoor. (70) C. S. Annaswami,
Batlagundu. (71) K, Venkata Rao, Srirangam. (72)
S. Narastmulu, Trichy. (73) M. Venguswami, Teppa-
kulam. (74) G. Radhakrishpan, Trichy. (73) T.S.
Venkatraman, Tiruvarur, (76) E.S. S. Aiyer, Nanni-
lam. (77) N. S. Sukumaran, Nannilam. (78) P. K.
Mohamed Ibrahim, Kumbakonam. (79) V. D. Raja-
booshana Iyer, Kumbakonam. (80-87) M. K. Aiyar,
Komal. (88) N. Sivaraman, Tiruvadi. (89) E.
Gopalakrishnan, Thiruvilanthoor. (90) K. R. Rajagopala
Iyer, Porto-Nove. (91) S. Ranganathan, Vaniyambadi.
(92) P. K. Subramanian, Madavalam. (93-102) C. R.
Degaleesan, Chidambaram. (103) R. T. Velu, Tirupa.
puliyur. (104) V. P. Arumukham, Poonamalle. (105)
J. Virakesam Pillai, Madras. (106) E. Balasubramanian,
Madras. (107) I K. Patel, Madras. (108) P. S. Sunda-
ram lyengar, Madras. (109) M. Ramadorai Iyer, Madras.

Prize amounts will be

(110) T. S. Parthasarathy, Triplicane. (111) C. s.
Murthy, Choolai. (112) R. Venkatasubramanian, Kosa.
pet. (113) K. N. Natarajan, Chintadripet. (114) T. s,
Sar}karanarayanan, Villiwakkam. (115) M. Janardhanan
Naidu, Egmore. (116) V. Srinivasan, Vepery. (117)
V. P. Raghavan, Mylapore. (118) H. S. Bhattachariee,
Rangoon. (119) K. Sitharavelu Pillai, Colombo. (120)
Thomas C. Kuriacose, Matara, Ceylon. (121) S. Ponu-
samy, Penang. S. S,
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(Continued from page 50)

sending stamps or Money Order to cover the cost of th i
or order them by V.P.P. COUPONS MUST BE F;[lezi‘ol;

nuntnniariimsn

IN LEGIBLY and sent intact. This office will not be :

respousible for entries lost or delayed in transit.

" I;;:fa;tc;nt A:ﬂ—p:gsgnt;vt:ill he considered unless it contains
e of the co itor i i
B e ss of the mpetitor in BLOGK CAPITALS in
THE EDITOR,

‘ LINKING LETTERS' Competition
The Merry Magazine, 1.2/140, Broadway, Ma’dras.

ADVICE IN CASES

0+ LOST OR M-

PAIRED VITALITY

& DIABETES

Write State. Age. Married

or Single Occupstion and 2
Brief History. Strictly

(onfidential
pr. JEAN F. STRANDGARD

(Late of Berlin & Vienna)
R ULSOOR & HAUDIN ROAD.

e e e——— “THE ROYAL
- — ASTROLOGER 1,000,060
:Egguigul;rs T & more clients have had

our remarkable foretelling.
Family fame of 25 genera-
\ tions in Astrology. Medals
+*\ and Certificates from Maha-
1 Rajahs and  Zamindars,
Annual life reading weekly
details Rs. 2. Aroodam for
5 questions Re. . S'tate
birth details or writing time.
V. P, extra.

.
~

CORNE ety

5 RE, 5. L .AMIRTANANDA

BANGALORL, l\l:a !2“.(21;.t Nln:]rth Mada St., Mylapore, MADRAS
e -

e —

ENTRY FORM

‘ Linking Letters ' Competition Coupon
CLOSING DATE 7-8 -35

CATACOMB

Evseavantesacssese

N

Setsseveastnrannen,,,,

o

------- AR A T L YT Y Y PP

M L T TP R PP PP

AR AL T Ty P osn

TesecEvatRetIttaseetrn0nrrenterertensana

R AL AL L R T P P R PP T PR P SO

® N oo ;e

MR L L L P,

In entering this Competition,
the Compebition Editor's decis
legally binding,

I agree to accept
on as final and

Stgned.cieiieriiiiiiiinnnnnnnnnn,

------- tssessvnraree

Namea.covranis

rese
®tresrenccerssenese 4sdasnarearc vsearee

Seaesnes
""""" Arrmertiresvatcnvsasnersasstrreres

(Each entry must e filled in legibly.)

. August 35

 Kupjimedu P- O
Kujim:

WIN Rs. 1,000 GUARANTEED

' tition  Very easy!!
| ‘““MARUTHYS'' Compe
fore uEpntrcmce Fee —Annas FDURgpersgntry
i . 10—8—35.
sing Date: ’
T PR‘?Zlg ngsoo SECONDOPRifrEor)Rs_ 300
' e
FIRS (All correct) e RS ’>(<)on
) THIRD PRIZE RS. 2
(Two errors) '
¢ letter for each dash to get the given clue.

Substitute of - - TS
o

Wwdh

1. - ( Weight

2| P—ISE Bird

3. | —ERN Animal

4. l }VI "B'_ E Stab

5. =

ers XXth‘ antury Dictionary.
e ted in_the beginning Of the clues.
A, An, and ar de not used. Plain paper entr: e
Bracketted Wo?t is enough if all the alternatives aljn
accepted and lsTAMPS NOT ACCEPTED. Prizes wi
merely shown. © of ties. M. O. receipt must accompany
be divided in cas€ r's discision on all matters

: jes. 'Manage ‘
with the ent'ljlzzmpetitim is absolutely final arlxd Ic.g:dl);
relating to this P ess condition of entry. The correc

binding and is a8 E¥RCELY e same Magazine of Zith

solution will bgdgg"less all entried and fees to:—

The Manager. \
LAYAM™
1] MARUTHY NI South Arcot.

T RULES:—Ref. Chamb

e

rect Solution
“FILL up " Comptn. held on 13-7-35.

Clear. 4. Smeb. §. Chai. 6. Clout.

For
1. Money. 2. Baby. 3.

EVERY SPORTSMAN

SHOULD GET A COPY OF

THE FIELD-MADRAS

(AN ALL-SPORTS JOURNAL)

PATRON:

His Excellency
LORD ERSKINE, c.crE.

. - EDITOR:
C. V. NAGARAJA SASTRI, B.A.,

(Oxon), M.A,, (EDIN).
BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Proprietor :
Mr. S. KANNAN,

Offices :

190, Mount Road, Madras.

Subscription : .
Indian Rs. 5. Foreign 10s.

remitted on 31.7-35. |

m :
LADIS &) SPECIAL/BISTAMDS g
5 SFIFCTEDE SSPECIALPS 3B

! POST-FREE




Drop a Line to
Dept. D
VENUS
RESEARCH
LABORATORY

P. O. BOX 8587
CALCUTTA

STOP

| thinking that you are
incurable. You should read this

FREE BOOK

which reveals the

SECRET

of how the Holy Men of
AncientJIndia
Cured Diabetes at Home

/_“

VISVA & CO.,

Engravers and rubber-stamp makers,
line and half-tone block makers, '

A TRIAL ORDER IS SOLICITED

50, Wallajah Road, Mount Road,
MADRAS.

etc0’ etc.

S ————

Y
, Entries & Prizes even for one & two error solutions!

"%WIN Rs. 600 GUARANTEED.

EASY PUZZLE No. 10.

Last posting date, 15th August 1935
Result to all entrants within 12 days.
Entrance Fee:—8 annas per entry by M. 0.
Special Concession. Entrants in previous Easy

Pnzzles can send any mno. of FREE ENTRIES along
with an equal no. of paid entries (minimum 4 paid),
Entrants ip this competition will similarly be allowed
FREE ENTRIES in subsequent Easy Puzzles.

Prizes. Rs. 400 for all-correct solution, agreeing
with sealed correct solution deposited with imperial Bank,
thus :—First Prize, Rs 250; Extra Prizes, Rs. 75 for a
student or lady competitor sending all-correct solution and
Rs. 75 for senders of 8 or more paid entries including one
all-correct solution. Second Prize, Rs 100, for one
error solutioa. Third Prize, Rs. 50, for 2 error
solution. Extra Prize, Rs, 50, for largest no of paid entries,
Substitute one letter for each dash to get the meanings.

™ les. Ref.

No. [ Words. |  Meanings. C;ﬁ;;;,'s XX ¢
i d.;bracketted

1| QU — — NI‘ Unusual. words not used;
2| FR——~ Wife, A, To, etc. omitt-
3| P—ISE Weight. ed in beginning of
4| PRIV — — Y| Secrecy. meanings. Any
5 ' FE — — — One of the..] number of entries
6 WH—P Beat. may be sent on

- 7] D—NT Blow. plain paper with
8 ] FL — — Run. requisite fee, Fall
address, No. of

paid entries and Name of this Journal must be written in
block capitals on entry paper. M. O. receipt and a self-
addressed $tamped envelope must accompany entries,
Prizes will not be reduced ; in case of ties they will be
divided. Chairman’s decision is final, legally binding and

- an express condition of entry. All Communications to:

The Chairman,  Easy Puzzles Syndlcate. Sialkof City.

The “Fido”™ Wrist Watch serves its
owner as the faithful pet “ Fido ™.

It keeps accurate time always and in
all climates and is suitable to one
and all.

With a gold- plated wrist chain as a free
present in addition to postage—
The Gold- plated “Fido " Lever Wrist

Watch is the cheapest and the
strongest for its price of Rs. 5-14-0,
You have lost money in exchange for
worries, by purchasing cylinder
watches. But once you possess
“Fido ” you never need to repair.

Stockists :

The Genuine Watch Co.,

Post Box 119, Madras.

Nothing to compete the Modern Marvel of Chemistry !

o

the Best Hair-Removing

Cream

(Refreshing, Soothing and Highly Perfumed)

Price per tube (with full directions for use enclosed) Rs. 1-8-0. Postage Free

Special rate for Three Tubes Rs. 3-12

'SRI DHANAM & CO., P. B. 119, Madras.

lll

FOR ALL ACHES & PAINS




Every
Saturday

Published
from Madras

The Editor of the Merry Magazine
will be glad to consider Mss. offered
for publication, but no Ms. will be
returned unless it fs ‘accompanied
by a stamped, addressed envelope.
The Editor will take no responsibility
for manuscripts lost. Payment for
accepted manuscripts will be made
at our ‘usual rates’. Letters should
be addressed to: Editor, The Merry
Magazine, 2-140, Broadway, Madras.

The Editor does not always share
the views expressed by contributors
to this Magazine. Characters depicted
herein are all imaginary and no
reflection is intended to be cast
on any persom.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES

12 months Inland Re. 6 Foreign Rs. 10
6 months “ 3 " 5
Single copy w A2 s As. 4

Subscriptions are payable in advance
either by M.O. or BP.Os. and may
commence from any week.

Subscribers are requested to inti-
mate to the Subscription Department
any change of address and to quote
in all communications the Subscrip-
tion Number found on the face
of the addressed packet.

You too can rrkn
Beautiful Pictures!

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

This handy CORONET
18 strong, sturdy, smart,
and takes both time
exposure and snapshots
3»’1; x 2. Two clear
view finders, a very
powerful lens and
simp le mechanism
with neat appearance

go to make the new
Coronet Box Camera.

Get a Coronet to-day.
It costs Rs. 4-8 and a
film costs only Rs. 1-2.
Postage extra.

THE ZIP STORES & AGENCY
Post Box 1358 G. T., Madras

Tekes

R pictures Ft;)l:n
TR

r

X ig
CF M

Y

-"Won’t you decorate Your Home

in the fashion of the day ?
No need to worry about it !

Your ladies and children will do this

for you in their leisure hours!!

This tiny Hand-embroidery Machine

promote happiness in your family.

It is very easy to work with this Machine.

does

Detailed printed instructions are sent along with

| the Machine.

You can produced
ornamental pictures,
suitable to be hung on
wells, with this
Machine.

K’ ' of work done by this Machine :

Embroidery on Bed covers, Pill ‘ ‘
. . , , Pillow covers, Tab .
qurtains, Children's gowns, Jackets, Caps etc. able cloths, Window

This can also b d : ,
ont walls with clay. e used to prepare several kinds of flower designs

In several schools, this has been used with the greatest success

The Genuine Watch Co., :

Price, postage p#id, Rs. 2-11-0 only.

Order to-day
WITH

P. B. 119, Madras.




Regd. No. M. 2856

Indispensable For Every Gramophone Home !
What 1s 1t ?

Every record plays
with better tone after
treatment with < ZIP.”
A few drops smeared
gently on the record
velease the voice at 1
once rich and original |
and make 1t last a |
life time.

Rccm‘ds are
expensnve . pr v
is inexmenrive
wne botile of " Zip”
renovates 48
records

THE GllAiVI(ll’ll()WF RECORD “EST()RER
Price per bottle Rs. 2—12—0, without postage. For two bottles, postage free .
THE “ZIP” STORES & AGENCY, P. B. 1358, MADRAS

Edited, Printed & Published By S, S, Vasan, At The Apanda Vikatan Press, Madras.
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