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Long, long ago, a battle was fought
near the Boyne in Northern Ireland
between Catholics and Protestants,
in which, as history books tell us
exultingly, the Protestants came out
victorious. Since then, both Pro-
testants and Catholics (in Northern
Ireland) have vied with one another
in celebrating the event annually, and
with unfailing zest. Belfast is the
venue of these demonstrations which
commonly result in ‘miscellaneous
damage to life and property. A few
liouses are wrecked, some heads are
broken, and the streets littered with
brick-bats. And then business re-
sumes its normal course, and Pro-
testant and Catholic go back to the
monotonies of their daily existence—
with added memories !

Lahore is the capital of the Punijab,
and in addition to a river, is famed
for its Gurdwaras and mosques.
Two of these ha? got so mixed up
for more than a century that people
were doubtful whether the mosque
belonged to the Gurdwara, or the
Gurdwara to the mosque. The two
nestled together side by side in un-
disturbed amity as a unique symbol
of an aspiration, of a harmony that
might be evolved out of difference.
But, suddenly, the goddess of
mischief stirred from her uneasy
repose, and infected with fratricidal
rage the simple hearts of the simple
fotk of Lahore. The mosque was
demolished ; and Lahore became, in
the twinkling of an eye, an Eastern
Belfast with broken windows, broken
heads and littered streets.

Alas, that religion should broaden,
instead of bridging differences! Who
was it said that the’ Punjab was the
Ulster of India? Heavens forbid!

* * * *
The House of Lords has disposed of
the India Bill. The passage of this

measure through both houses reminds
me of the progress of the rake, who
seeks to undo the consequences of a
life-time of sinning, by an elaborately
contrived death-bed repentance, and
is allowed to die in the odour of
sanctity. The Lords have kicked it
down-stairs with a bewildering
shower of good intentions and pious
hopes for its future well-being. But
the under-current of pessimism runs
through all utterances, both of those
who support and of those who de-
nounce the Bill. Lord Zetland averr-
ed that it was not the contents of the
Bill that mattered so much as the
spirit behind them. If that were so,
he could have saved a lot of time,
trouble and money by giving us a
dummy bill, and cart-lcads of good
intentions with which to fill up the
blanks! Lord Snell spoke sancti.
moniously, and proved, to his own

satisfaction, that everything is for
the best in the best of all possible
worlds. Horny-handed labour seems
also to be getting woolly-headed ; but
then, it's more its affair than ours,
What should be of interest to us s
the psychology of British imperialism
that hopes to weaken national ener-
gies by providing us with scapegoats
of indigenous creation.  British im.
perialism is at the cross-ways. [t is

fighting against time ; and it knows -

that it is fighting a losing battle. If
the Bill has, as it is claimed, the
s.eeds ot automatic growth, the
liguidation of our political and eco.
nomic troubles will be gradual and
painless. If, on the'other hand, it is
a constitutional straight-jacket, the
operation may be successful, but the
patient will infallibly die. In either
case, nothing of immediate good is
to b? looked for from the Bill, And
the imperialist can also claim quite

correctly, that he too loges i
immediately, nothing
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The League-oF Nations has at last moved in the matter of the ltalo-Abyssinian dispute.




Accepted  With Thanks !

by ‘Jan’

TS conversation at the Club had turned on Journa-
lism and Treelancing anid the Divine Rights of
Editors.

* Talking about Journalism,” Sam Sniithers began--
Sam was ever on the look out for openings like this to
barge in with his everlasting reminiscences, * reminds me
of that last interview of mine with the editor of Spitfun.
1t is a long story—"’

“ Cheer up, boys ! ” Fred Feling interrupted, “ I'll be
moving along, [ think.”

“And 1 too—got an appointment to keep,” Joe
Brush muttered. Saying which he made a beeline for
the door.

'“ You'll do no such thing, young men !” Sam retorted
with heat. You will hear my story first.”

That about settled the matter for us, Sam was a
senior member of the Club, and when he said a thing he
meant it. Somehow, we could never make up our minds
to disregard his wishes. Our eagernes: to leave the
room was only natural. We had already heard over a
dozen times of Sam’s famous encounters with local
editors. 'We had hardly any appetite for more,

’I“he bare fact isthat Sam has somehow got the
notion that he has got the makings of a journalist in
h¥m. He has been making strenuous efforts to push
hlmsglf into print, and has by now quite a file-ful of
rejection slips and editors’ regrets. So, when he once
more came back to his pet subject of * Journalism ", we
knew it was going to be yet another of his many tales
of woe, vet we restrained our impatience and heroically
braced ourselves for the ordeal.

[ :
.. It happened just about a month ago,” Sam went on :
in fact it was on the 13th of last month—"’ ’

“ Unlucky number!” Fred snorted. “‘I hate Thirteen.”

Fred, you see, was in a state of frenzy bordering on
madness.

“ Keep your hates to yourself, Fred, darling,” Sam hit

back; “ and by the way, it’s my thirteen o
X : ; th contr
to the Public Press.” ibution

& .
Or, to be more exact,” Joe Brush corrected. *
13 N t
Waste Paper Basket of the Public Press, + fothe

“ Not this one Joe, not this one—but, but, but I am
anticipating. I had submitted an article to Spitfun, the
humorous monthly, you know, and as I had not rece’ived
a reply for over a fortnight, I decided to ring up the
editor. Up to that time all my dealings with editors
were through the medium of the post, and I had some-

6

how got the impression that they were furiously busy
men with no time even to refuel themselves or to have
a shave.  So then, this telephoning to the editor was a
decided plunge into the unknown, and you may well
imagine my feelings as I dialled the number,

Hello," I said, ‘ that the editor of Spitfun?"

£ ¢

¢ [ .
Yes,” came the answer, speaking ’.

[

Hello,” I went on, ‘I sent an article to your maga-
zine some little time ago, signed: J. SAMUE)L SuE-
THURST, and | have not yet got it back.’

“‘What's that ?' he asked. “Ah, ves, I see, I sce.
Nice article—that isif it is original,” he added asan
afterthought. *I suppose it is, though, and 1 am going
to use it.

“‘Thanks!’ 1 boomed,and the microphone, or what-
ever it is we speak into, almost cracked.

“* But Mr—?’

““Smethurst,” | helped. Since I had signed : SME-
TIHURST it would have to be Smethurst instead of
Smithers for Spitfun.

““Mr. Smethurst, 1 should like to have a little talk

-with you. How would this evening suit you ?’

i

Want to see me?’ I whined, flabbergasted. I was
suddenly aware of a curious weakness in the region of
the knees.

¢

That’s right,” he went on. ‘Or if this evening is

not convenient, make it to-morrow., Oh, alright, we'll -

fix it up for Monday~—six-thirty sharp.’

[ 14

But sir,” I remonstrated. You see [ was dreading the
interview and would have sacrificed even a 5000-word
article to avoid it, “is this talk so necessary ? 1 mean,
if there's anything to be discussed, can it not be done by
correspondence ?’

s

I would rather like to see you personally, Mr.
Smethurst,” he replied, and I gave up the ghost.

Right, I'll be there.” I had signed my own death
warrant. The mischief was done. I was now definitely
in the pickle.”

“Now boys,” Sam continued, ** you'll probably wondey
why I was not over-anxious to see the editor. For twg
reasons: one, because I had cigned a fake name, and
two, because I felt sure the editor would never be al;le to
reconcile me with the authorship of that article. You
see I'm not much of a figure—"

“ We see,” 1 agreed, voicing the sentiments of the rest,
As a matter .of f_act, Sam's personal appearance was g
sort of standing joke at the Clyb,

“A little less of that freshness,” Sam spat out, * and
Jan, if you could only manage to keep your mouth shut
a bit, some people may possibly be led to take you for a
philosopher. But to come back to what 1 was talking
about, you see I was afraid the editor would be badly
disillusioned, "’

“If you had taken my advice, Sam, ” Fred volunteered,
* you would have rigged yourself out in a couple of flannel
undies, six shirts, as many waist-coats and a thick tweed
suit. You'd be nearer G. XK. Chesterton in these than
any man I've yet seen or hope to see. I wouldp’t
recommend pillows though. They have a trick of butting
out at such unexpected places.”

“I hope you stuffed yourself-—I mean your pockets—
with propelling pencils and fountain-pens,” Fred piped.
“They give one the correct journalistic touch, you know.
A couple of high-brow magazines and a ponderous volume
on some philosophical subject would complete the outfit.”

“I wonder if you carried a pipe or a cigarette-case
with you,” Joe chimed in again; * you see, journalists
as a class are heavy smokers. And I suppose it never
struck you that a bit of a moustache would have added
greatly to your appearance.” Joe never knew when he
had reached the limit.

“Cut that out Joe,” Sam boomed, *‘I know what's
good for me. As it happened, the interview set me back
a round Twenty Rupees, what with having to buy a new
pair of shoes, a shirt, a couple of sock-suspenders, and,
well, a whole rigmarole of other rot. It was a safe
investment, I thought. You see, I was counting on the
editor’s cheque.

* When the fateful evening came, even Mrs. Smithers
would not have recognised her lord and master. I took
a {axi tothe office, sent in my card and waited in awe.

“‘Come in, Mr. Smethurst! How do you do Mr.
Smethurst ?’

“* Quite well, thanks !’ I replied, and realised too late
that I had made a faux pas. And to think that onlya
quarter of an hour before I had been studying as‘siduously
a hand-book on Etiquette. I should have said  How do
YOU do?’ as they do in the Talkies, but I didn't. Any-
way I was determined to keep a close watch on myself
after that.

“‘You have come about that article of yours ? Well,
as told you on the phone, it's very good if it is original.

*“' But it is original!’ I protested, wondering what
his game was.

“* Of course it is,’ he conceded. ‘I am going to use it,
and I want to thank you for it.

* That settled my doubts. And now, I thought to
myself, he would come to the subject of payment and
ask me to be a regular contributor. My anticipations
were fulfilled.

“ ' Mr. Suietﬁurst,' the editor went on,’ I would like you

to write oftener for our paper. You've got a very good

style with a lot of promise init. As regards payment,’
at last, I thought, at last, ‘though we don't pay our
contributors at present, we feel absolutely conﬁden'g we
shall be in a position to do so in a couple of years.’

bY

If you are in trouble

or in doubt write to

Auntie Awful. She will
help you.

Auntie Awful
¢/0 Merry Magazine
Madras
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For safeguards sfrong and many;
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{ ”9 Sdfq“uil"ga &ouldlwms Gifish Ramathilakam, a pretty young woman of the labouring class
f‘- dhey woald not feel nervous or 5 alarmed at the depravity of her drunken husband, determines to put an
il They ean frast gou. (We can't) e end to her life. She travels withcut a ticket to Chingleput and
il PPore 4Aritish vou are €han the Dritish attempts to drown herself in the big lake that adjoins the Railway
'l Fod €o hem eomplaisant. Station. Railway Police Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer rushes
; into the waters and rescues her.

i . ) ) He takes her over to Madras to restore her to her husband from
B Tf you were the ®arfy that matfered whom she has fled, but finds that the husband had been locked-up for
; With the (Goods on cvour hand fo deliver, stabging his MaisIt—;y dh(ll a ?r&nk%} brawl. AsI Rainathilikam }&as
: ot their bopes but ours would be shattered, nowhere to go, rlead-Lonstable Rangaswamy lyer leaves her under
¢ - - i the care of an old quack-doctor at Saidapet. Sometime later, d-
Plot they, baf ourselves, would €hen shiver ! e care ¢a dap ater, Hea

Constable Rangaswamy lyer has to return to the doctor for treatment.
While staying at the doctor’s house he falls in love with Ramathilakam.
A year later, Ramathilakam gives birth to a girl-baby and dies.
Head-Constable Rangaswamy Iyer takes the baby to his sister who is
married to a Dikshidar at Mayavaram, and tells her that the baby is
an orphan, having lost her parents and that he is her guardian and
custodian. The sister believes the story, receives the child Meena, and
treats and brings up the child as if it were her own.
.. - Meena grows up in the Brahmin household but when she is ten
S ﬂ (DIRV IE)\X vears old the Dikshidar family learns the truth about her parentage.
" N Rangaswamy had perforce to take away hisdaughter from the Brahmin
. HD I‘HE Imlﬂ\ym family. He takes Meena with him to Chingleput where she is trained
. by an old Brahmin widow to cook and learn other household duties.
But Ranvaswamy Iyer finds that peonle have somehow become aware
of Meena's parentage and are unwilling to entertain any proposais for
; her marriage. He finally agrees to give her away to Mr. Somayajuly,
ILLUFTRATED BY  ; Telupu Brahmin of a Native State. Meena’s letiers to her father
I E v AN JRA  written from her husband’s village reveal an amazing state of affairs.
R Meena is the fourth wife. The three previous wives are reported to
have come to grief owing to the monstrosity of the husband. He hag
been choosing and marrying wives from all corners of the country
mainly with a view to offer them to inspecting officers and thus
curry their favour to cover and condone his maladministration. of the
village. Alarmed at the news contained in Meena’s letters, Ranga-
swamy Iyer proceeds to the village where Meena resides,
His son-in-law waylays him and threatens to kill him if he should
v . - : L attempt to rescue Meena from the village. Rangaswamy has to return
to Madras. With the help of the Intelligence Department he arranges to have a notorious dacoit sent to the
- Nizam's State to rescue Meena, The dacoit under the guise of a tamer of bear conveys a message of hope to Meena,

2—3—8—35 9
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HE whole village ol Warkal was asiir.  The

"] Anjaneya festival was in full swing. A celobrat-

ed troupe of itinerant open-air performers had

been specially brought down to the village and

from the first day of the festival there was a nightly gala

performance in open air to which the entire village

thronged.  Their head-man, Somayajuly, took great

interest in the festival and in the drama. At his behest

the village streets were decorated with flags, festoons

and wreaths of verdure. The dramatic troupe had

scheduled to finish the Ramayana in ten nights (o

synchronise with the culmination of the ten days'
festival at the temple,

As the epic progressed from night {o night, two
people in the audience sensed that something strauge
was afoot. Ope was Ella and the other was Meena.
Special accommodation was provided for Meena and
Gujji among the audience. Ella was in the crowd and
most of the time he was engaged in watching Meena,
Wher: occasionally she glanced his way and gave him a
sad smile, his joy knew no bounds. On the night of the
sixth day of the festival, when for the first time [fanu-
man appeared on the stage, Ella and Meena recognised
in the actor, in spite of the elaborate make-up and the
inevitable tail, the man with the bear.

Hanuman became immensely popular with the
audience. The extreme humility which he displayed
when Rama was on the stage, contrasted with the
swaggering airs he assumed in the presence of others
(including his lord and master, Sugriva) endeared the
actor to the rustic audience. “ Who ishe? \Vhere-
from does he come? How well he sings!” were the
chorus of comment from the audience squattivg on the
ground.

After her father’s letter, Meena did not perceive signs
of anything being done to effect her rescue. The
inspecting Revenue Officer was expected in the village
on the eighth day of the festival. Mecna was closcly
watching her husband, taking care at the same time not
to reveal in herself signs of the terror that was
gnawing her heart. Except for a little more affable-
ness than usual, she found no change in her
husband. He did not take her to task for writing
letters surreptitiously to her father. Il he had been
angry, if he had boastea of the treatment Le gave to
her father, if he had gloated over the.humilation in
store for her, Meena felt that the tension of her nerves
waould have eased. But his calm, matter-of-fact move-
ments about the house foreboded the storm that was
gathering, He was busy looking after the arrangements
for the festival and for the reception of the Inspecting
Officer. Could it be, wondered Meena, that her fears

10

Eleventh Instalment

Burning of Lanka

were unfounded after all.  Fow could any man stoop so
low as to offer his wife to ancther?  She shuddered at
the thought.

On the evening of the seventh day of the festival,
Mecna saw the erection of a tent on a mound which wag
situated at a little distance from the village. Men were
at work clearing the under-growth, levelling the ground
and driving in pegs. PPeople from adjacent villages
continued to pour into the village to see the famasha,
[.ate in the evening, two visitors were introduced into
the house by her husband. Irom their conversation,
Meena guessed them to be clerks attached to the Inspect-
ing Officer who was expected to arrive early the next
morning.

On the morning of the eigth day of the festival, Meena
awoke with a sense of impending calamity. She was
late in rising from her bed. The house was strangely
silent. She went to the front-door and noticed more
bustle and excitement in the village than she had ever
seen there betore. She went to the kitchen and, not
finding Gujji there, proceeded to the back-yard. An old
woman was sitting there—a woman whom Meena had
never seen before. At sight of Meena, the old woman
stood-up and muttered, * Deliverance is athand | Mighty
Hanuman is at work ("’

Meena stiffened.  * What are the commands?”
asked she.

“ To-night something will happen to make you return
to this house before the play is over,” said the old
woman. © Alter you reach this house, find some excuyse
to come into the back-yard, all alone by yourself. What
you have to do, will be told to you then.  Now, bring
me a saree which you usually wear!”

Meena brought a saree and the old woman receiving it
turned and left her without a word.

“Stop | Come back!” Meena shouted. But the old
woman had vanished with 2 pace incredible in a person
as old as she looked. Wondering if really any deliver.
ance {from her calamitous positioit was near at hand,
Meena re-entered thz house and met Gujji who was jugt
then coming in by the front-door, with a vessel in her
hand.

“ Hes your ladyship had morning coffee ?” asked
Gujji with scathing sarcasm. She was in a temper. * If
you found no coflee for you, serve you right {or sleeping
half the day! Some fool came here and told me that
your husband wanted me to take over a tumble- of coffee
for one of his friends. 1 have to do all the dirty work
in this house. You are too pretty, I suppose, to go about
carrying coffee for his friends and guests. And what

teward do T get for going all the way? He tells me that
he never sent word for any coffee and that I am getting
looney.”

“Please don't bother to make anv coffee for me!”
said Meena and sought the bath-room.

* * *

Ella was grazing a herd of cattle in the fields
adjoining the village. He was eagerly looking forward
to the night's entertainment as he would then have a
chance of seeing Meena, even though from a distance.
And Maruti the magician, the man with a bear as he
knew him, would excel himself during the night, in the
famous act of setting fire to the city of Lanka. Ella
marvelled at Maruti’s power. How did he find out his
feelings towards Meena? It was true he adored her. The
very ground on which she walked was sacred to him.
That one who was so beautiful and so far above him
should have deigned to lock at him, speak to him and
treat him as if he was her equal, was enough for Ella
to throw him into ecstatic raptures over the kindness of
her heart. Dreamily he lingered over the sad smiles she
had bestowed on him while the play was in progress all
these seven nights. And it was the eighth day of the
festival and the Inspecting Officer had arrived at the
village! FElla gnashed his teeth. Impotent rage choked
him. Why not drive a knife through the heart of the
officer, asked Ella of himself. And while, oblivious to
bis surroundings, he was revolving in his mind details
of how such a task could be accomplished, a voice
behind him said :~—

* Deliverance is at hand! Mighty Hanuman is at
work!” Ella was startled and turned round. An old
woman whom he had never seen before was smiling
at him.

“Day-dreaming, my lad ?”’ asked the woman, smiling.
* Yes, mother. Do you bring good news?”

‘I don’t know. I have a message for you.”

“1 am all attention.”

* To-night, when you are among the audience, some
one will hand you a piece of rag soaked in kerosene,
When Hanuman sets fire to Lanka, you must, without
anyone noticing you, set the rag ablaze and leave it
among the audience. Several such rags will simult-
aneously begin blazing among the audience. Perhaps,
some of the huts in the village will blaze too! ”

*“ What is the idea?”

“Idon't know., Nor need you. We have merely to
act as we are asked to do. You are not to take notice of
the confusion that is likely to ensue or the many con-
flagrations that may be raging. You are to proceed
without anyone noticing you or following you to the
cross-roads on the 7th milestone of the Khammapeth road.
There, fresh instructions will be issued to you. If you
bungle, there will be the devil to pay. Have you under-
stood me aright ?”

“I have, mother.”
*“ Repeat the instructions.”

Ella repeated the instructions correctly and .the old
. woman turned to go.

66 o~

Stay, mother. Is to-night the night of rescue?”

“1 only know that Deliverance is at hand and that
Mighty Hanuman is at work!”

“May he live till eternity!” invoked Ella with
fervout.
* *
It was only on the eighth day of the festival that
Meena realised how true her definition of herself as a
Sacrificial Goat was.

During her stay at her husband’s house, Meena was
struck with the peculiar relationship that existed between
her husband and Gujji. They never spoke to one another
unless there was some necessity. Meena could see that
each one hated the other and yet they continued to live
under the same roof. And no one in the village knew
how Gujji was related to himn. But to-day, they whisper-
ed a great deal and were as thick as thieves. Meena
overheard her husband telling Gujji: * She knows what
she is in for. I don't expect any trouble from her.” In
the afternoon, when he was going out, he told her casu-
ally, “ Look your best to-night Meena! There will be
a record crowd to-night at the play and you are the
queen of this village!”

In the evening, for the first time after Meena’s atrival
at the village, Gujji insisted on combing Meena’s hair.
She combed and plaited her hair and went about grimly
adorning the hair with flowers and ornaments, The
night-meal was served early and partaken of by Meena,
all alone by herself. After the meal was over, Meena
was asked to robe herself with a dazzling saree and a
glamorous bodice to match. The jewels were taken out
and Meena was bedecked with them.

“No doubt you look like a queen!” said Gujji and
added, “it's a pity!”

Meena felt like rushing into the back-yard and throw.
ing hereself into the well. But there was a ray of hope.
Her tather's trust in Maruti as revealed in his letter
and the message which the old woman gave her in the
morning, made her hope against hope.

The idea of putting an end to her life had obsessed
Meena ever since the day she guessed the real purpose
for which she had been brought to the village, In her
mind, she had evolved many plans for achieving such a
task, when and if a situation should develop Where death
alone could save her from dishonour. Immolation in fire
drowning, hanging, poison, all had been taken into con-
sideration and abandoned. One day she found, among the
lumber in the house, a steel rod about the size of a big
fountain-pen and sharpened at one end. It was an ins-
trument used for writing on Cadjan leaves and evidently
a discarded one. Meena, in her leisure moments, had
sharpened the instrument and had tried it, when no one
was looking, among the trunks of the plantain trees in
the back-yard. She wasn't sure if it would be long and
sturdy enough to pierce a human heart. She had wrap-
ped it in a piece of paper and secreted it behind the raf-
ters. Stealthily, she took it out now and concealed it
in her hip.

At about 9 P.M. in the night Gunda came to escort
her to the place of entertainment. Earlier in the night,
her husband and the guests had taken their night-mea |

11



and before going out, her husband had just timz to have
a look at her and remark, “ Goad! You lonk ravishing!
't send Gunda later to brine you to the play.”
\When Meena was taken out tn witness the play, escorted
by Gunda and accomparied by Gujji, she couldn't help
thinking again of the Sacrificial Goat.

The play had not begun when Meena reached the
place. A platform was erected at one end of the street.
At the other end was the village temple. The rows of
habitations on either side of the street were miserable
thatched huts or cattle sheds. IDehind the platiorm,
the usual back-drop of cloth had been removed and in
its place a grotesque cet, made chiefly of bambhoo and
tissue paper, represenied the city of Lanka. A huge
noisy crowd was already squatting in front of the plat-
form.  To the left and to the right of the platform and
close to it, were some chairs. As Meena approached
the fringe of the squatting crowd, all eyes turned towards
her. The crowd was hushed to a man. To them it
looked as if some fair goddess had suddenly descended
on them to grace the occasion. They had never seen
such a saree and such jewellery. And Meena's natural
beauty, the pallor in her face, the timid grace with which
she almost hesitated to disturb the people who were
squatting in her way, all endeared her to the people. The
knowing ones sighed and unconsciously prayed to
Anjaneya to protect her from vile hands. The crowd
readily made way for her and Gunda conducted her to
the left side of the platform. Gujji protested against sitting
on chairs in the presence of so many people, but Gunda
insisted on their occupying the seats provided for them.
Snuffing and snorting, Gujji sat on the chair gingerly and
Meena, settling down in her chair, looked around.

It was a huge crowd. And as a full moon was
shedding its radiance, there weren’t many lights to
illumine the street. A gas-light lit the platform
on which the actors would eventually cut capers, dance
and sing. Already the orchestra was very much in
evidence on the platform and a man with a garland
round his neck was impatiently asking the members of
the orchestra if they were ready. Women chattered,
chewed betel and squirted red-saliva on the ground:
children cried, screamed and were either scolded or hushed
to sleep: men smoked beedies or cherrots and talked.
Everywhere, the talk was about the star-actor for whom
the stage was set for the night, A group of peopl»
squatting on the ground behind Meena were discussing
the actor Maruti. Meena strained her ears to listen to
what they were saying.

““The wonder is, he is new to the troupe !’ an old man
was saying. | know the man who runs this show and
he told me that their man who used to act the part of
Hanuman suddenly left them without any excuse. They
didn’t know what to do as they were fixed up to run the
show here. Then, one day, this man, Maruti, offered
himself. They tried him ina rebearsal and found he
could render the part well. And we all know how well
he can act. He is a genius !”

“To which village does he belong?” queried a
middle-aged man,.

“God only knows! He is a queer bird they say. It
seems, subsequent to his joining the troupe, he hasg intro-
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duced five or six pcople into the troupe to act the minor
characters. A fellow with a temper and thoroughly
unsociable *, the proprietor of the show tells me.”

The rest of the discussion was drownzd by the din of
the orchestra which suddenly blared into music accom-
panied by the {ull-throated song of the professional
cingers who were invoking the blessings of Ganesa And
alter the song was over, the prologue in the person of
the proprietor of the show himself ascended the plat-
form and saluted the audience.

There were crics of “Make way! Make way!” at
the fringe of the crowd and all heads turned away from
the stage and beheld the Inspecting Officer, a tall
Muslim gentleman, bemng lead in by a group of village-
menials and followed by Somayajulu, headman of the
village. Proceedings on the slage were suspended till
the distinguished visitor was salely ensconced in one of
the chairs to the right of the platform and the person on
the platform who was acting the prologue, produced a
pair of garlands and hung them round the visitor's neck,
The headrnan started applauding and the crowd emulated
him with gusto. The oflicer invited the headman to sit
near him, and motioned him to a chair. The chairs were
drawn nearer each other,

The prologue hushed the audience. It related briefly
what had gone before and indicated what would follow
for the night. The audience were promised a regular
treat and thanks were offered to the distinguished visitor.

Meena carefully avoided looking at the visitor or even
in the direction where he sat. Belore his arrival, she had
vainly looked for Ella in the sea of heads, but the crowd
was so huge that she wasn’t able to locate him. Subse.
quently, when she found from the commqtmn that the
distinguished visitor was arriving, she stiffened in her
seat and so adjusted her position that no one from the
right side of the platform could ever get a full view
of her.

Now Sita came on the stage wailing loudly over her
misfortunes. The orchestra wailed equally loudly in
unison. Sita obligingly got down from the platform and
a war-whoop arose from behind the set. The crowd
cheered. It was Maruti!

Meena saw her husband coming towards her. She
pulled the folds of her sarce closely around her and set
her teeth. He came and whispered something in Guiji's
ears. “Don't catch a cold!” he admonished Meena
and departed to resume his seat by theside of the officer,

Gujji pointed to something at the right side of (e
stage and asked Meena, “ Did you sec that?” Meena
turned to look and saw the Inspecting Officer for the
first time. He was staring at her. One look was
enough. Ier hand automatically went after the make.
shift dagger at her hip. “ What is it?” asked Meena,
turning her head away.

“ That turret there to the right is the one which
would be set fire at first,” said Gujji.

After a series of war-whoops, the last one reaching 3
crescendo, Maruti vaulted into the stage and burst into g
lusty song extolling the virtues of Ram-nam. The bal}
was set rolling. It gathered momentum and the play

went on moving the rustic audience now into tears, then
to virtuous indignation and anon to laughter and mirth.
Maruti was a born actor and he extemporised a great
deal. In his address to Sita, Meena found a message qf
hope that could have been meant only for her. His
lecture to Ravana on the punishment awaiting his ten
heads for coveting another man’s wife could well have
been a dissertation to the Inspecting Officer. FHe con-
stantly referred to Surpanaka who inflamed Ravana’s
heart with passion for Sita the beautiful.

As the act was nearing the end, Gujji left the place
saying that she had reasons for going home urgently.
Gunda, who was sitting on the ground near“by, was asked
to get-up and accompany Gujji home. I _$l1g11 also
come with you,” volunteered Meena, but Gujji Lnsisted
on Meena staying and seeing the play through. More-
over,” added Gujji, “ your husband will be angry if I take
you away now from here, I expect he jvil} pe taking
you away somewhere else,” said she very signiticantly.

1

Gunda was reluctant to go. He wanted very 'much to
see the play. But Gujii was relentless and insisted on
going home and Gunda had perforce to escort her.

The performance was reaching a climax. Ravana
had ordered his men to set fire to the monkey’s tail.
Maruti’s artificial tail-end was swathed in rags, soaked
in kerosene and set fire to. The incendiarists were
kicked down the platform by Maruti. Then clasping
his hands he sang the Ram.nam with fervour.
Exclaimed he :

“ The fire of thy chastity, Sitamma! has put into
shame the fire which Rakshasas have kindled on my
tail! How cool my tail feels! Praise be to Ram!
Praise be to chaste Sita Devi! Let me carry the fire
which the Rakshasas have kindled, eveninto their home;s
and hearths. Let fire destroy all the evils in men's
hearts and all the evil things that blot the; fair tace of
the earth! Hail, Fire! Hail, Lord Agni!’

And Maruti created an unrehearsed stage-effect by
dashing a round pellet against the hard boards of the
platform. It detonated with a bang that reverberated
all over the village. Vaulting over the nearest bea}m,
Maruti set fire to the paper city of Lanka crying lustily,
“Firel Fire!!”

Then strange things happened. Flame; began to
shoot mysteriously from the ground at various places
among the audience. A hay-rick in the dlstagce suddenly
burst into lames. Several thatched houses in thg street
emitted smoke and flames. And even in the distance
the dull glow of fire could be seen on house-tops.

For a second, the audience sat unmoved“spell-bpunq;
Then pandemonium reigned supreme. Dacoits |
someone shouted and there was a stampede of the first
magnitude.

And among all the din and confusion the, Revenue
Officer stamped his foot, fretted, fumed and raved.
“ We must get into the bottom of this! Send your men
and watch every avenue out of this village! Look!
your wife is being mobbed ! What cattle these men
and women are ! Come on!’

Meena was caught amidst a seething mass of scared men
and women who were too panic-stricken to do anything
Three men elbowed their way and hrought Meena out of
the crowd. “ Go home and stay there, We have work
to do!” said her husband and directed two men to escort
her home. “ Come and join us at the tent after leaving
her at the house,” said her husband to the men. * We
want every available man to-night! Hurry!"”

% * * %

Ella acted up to the instructions issued to him. When
the play was half-way through, some one whispered in
his ear, “ Deliverence is at hand! Mighty Hanumaa is
at work !” A ball of rag soaked in oil was thrust into
his hand together with a match-box. Ella saw the man
moving stealthily among the crowd flitting here and
there.  When the moment came, Ella was ready,
Under pretence of lighting a Beedi, he struck a match
and casually threw it over the oil-rag which he had laid
on the ground. Several such rags started flaring up and
Ella was overjoyed at the way in which the plan was
working. He saw the hay-rick bursting into flames and
several houses catching fire. But where was Meena?
He saw her in the midst of a whirling pool of humanity.
With a bound, he rushed to extricate her when some one
tripped him up. He fell and in the medley, several people
trampled on him. Kicking, using his fists and teeth, he
emerged only to ba told by a stranger, ** To the Cross-
Roads, you fool!” The stranger vanished. Ella hesi-
tated for a moment. He saw Meena being extricated
from the mob and going away escorted by two men.
With a sigh of relief, he fled towards the rendezvous.

Only once on his way was he challenged. A man
stepped from behind a tree and checked Ella's progress.
“Who are you ?” asked the man.

“TI am—"' Deliverance is at hand! Mighty Hanuman
is at work!' 7 muttered Ella.

“ Proceed, citizen of Kishkinda!" said the man
gravely and Ella sped on.

Nearing the cross-roads, Ella slowed down his pace
and stepped warily. There were two double bullock-carts
lined up ready for a journey. Ella wondered if the cart.
men were friends. Should he or should he not report
his presence ? Under cover of the thick undergrowth, he
approached the carts and listenzd to the conversation.
It was highly mystifying.

“ He treats them like shawls ! one of them was saying.
 What do you mean—shawls ?” asked another.

‘" A man gives me a nice warm shawl. I use it and if
a guest comes to my house and wants the shawl, I give
it to him too. See anything wrong in it?” '

“Phew! A wife isn't a shawl.”
“ Listen! Another cart! They are coming!”

In the distance, the faint jingling of a cart in motion
could be heard. The two men alighted and watched the
road. Soon the cart loomed across the white ribbon of
the road. Men were running alongside the approac hing
cart.

* Ematroi I”
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" Genapat”. Tulio! My, Peacemaker | be ambitious
Your fundamental trajt is yo ' .
You are endo.wed with magnetic power and you can
sway any .axv:dlen::c asyou wish, if you are g speaker YZ)
are ver‘satﬂn in your talents, You are cool and ;lct iy
mined in danger and sudden Crises, and $0 you ‘are h:rt
suited fo be a surgeon, Tte fault in yoﬁ is that you 1:
adfaptaole to the perscn: with whem you come in cont':cte
Why are vou leading a double life one for (th<:
eyes of the vorld and ore for yourself? ,You are ﬂa"inf;
toc? much value ¢n the opinions of the wor]d—;t“lé \:1
—-if ycu do 80, You ate an eaty prey to b Fmilere,
You are liable to heart and Kidney trouhles,

*

D. R. R You Lave subtle ard brilliant brains and you
a}re dual in mentality. You lack continuity of purpose
Yecu want to achieve sceial position. Don't change olnz
plans :m.d iceas so often.  Stick to one thing at a}t]i 1
and cee it threugh, Ycu are a passionate lover : but are
you censtant ! You are delightful as 4 compar.lion l’a)mt3
you charge yeur likes and dislikes so often. Corre t'th’u
Your nerveus system is weal, o e

®

S. Veerzppa Pilla;. Don't you have strange id
about love, dpty and position and on account of thj are
you not cons‘ldered a peculiar man? You have a sts‘ al’f
mental axvx‘:lnt but you are always misunderst;odlol?n
others. You would like to belp a mass or i‘nttit ti ;
;?]t;xer ]than individuals, Why do you espdu%u iﬁg

POpular caute and incur ihe dis as n
la};;;s is zlfour {;r?atest mistake. Don’t giedlizzzir(?xfff:iagzs
] selt con dence.  Your finest quality is v . ;
ilrnltt::gere with the aflairs of others (;nd yscl)u sc;sgotd:t:r?&

erence from others. You are liable to sacrifi
yourself to the interests of the home. You are ﬂencerrtill(l;;
¢ g L

h()n()‘.ﬂ 31)19- You are inc n tO 1gestio
11 ed SuﬁeK frOIn III(.I St 11,

ackmailers,

*

Hope. Did you not choose your own career?
i%%]:c;toa cause of worry and anxiety to your parents
‘00 were younger. You are too decisi
' sive and out-
spoken in your speech. You are extremely truthfu] andusto
eption.  You will not hesit
. ate
:(c)) unma'sk an?v attempt at deception even if it ig injurious
; }rlourdlntergsts. Why are you so suspicious of indjvi.
pluai:"bl reztidmga t&}’xat they will deceive you by some
10le story 7 You should alwa
ble s ys be allowed a fre
hand in elw)ery matter.  Your main fault js you do not se:
any way but your own, apd especially so, if there is any
Ofgoixtlgn tohyogr plan.s. Dor’t show your ambition too
plainly by being impulsive, thereby arousing opposition.
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u are intensely emotional.

V. K. Moorlkhy. You are governed hy your sensations.
You are affectionate rather than passionate. If you love
you are generous to a fault, if you hate you will fight to
df:ath. Yf)Ll hate sicknese, double-dealing and deceit.
\70u are liable to be influsnced by your surroundings.
You like much to entertain your friends. You can bear
any amount Qf strain and fatizus, Why are you jealous?
This disposition ig dangerous in your case ; it will lead
you to actsof viojence. Yau decide everything for yourself
and wh'eu you are alone, DNon’t consult oth}’;rs. This is
the aldvlco [give you.  You are very casily misled by
emotions and affections,  Take care of your throat
nasal cavities and Junes, o ' '

*

Sorr?s. Are you a good debator or sportsman? You
are suited for both. Can you assure me that you are not
selfish in your aims ? As you have your wits always with
you, you are a good debator with self-reliance. I’lease don’t
80 Lo extremes in whatever thing you do. How do you
IQOk In your new dress ¥ Do you say that what you think
right is right to everybody ? Don't think so, as on
account of this temperament you will be doing exactly
the opposite of what others would expect you to do. You
are a peculiar man. [ sce you to-day as an extremely
conventional man, but alas! I can only see you as a
nost unconventional man, living to-morrow. Why do
you imagine that you are ailing from something or other 3
You have an excellent constitution.  Don't spoil it by
taking unnecessary drugs and medicines,

x

Latchman. Mlullo! My devoted friend! [lave you
heard of President Ulysses Grant.  He was born on 27th
March. You can boast of your energy and perseverance,
Please do not act audaciously; care for {jje {ealines of
others. IPlease be reasonable and don't be dovrlirl(ge;jl]n
Which subject do you like, Geography, Botany or (}eolup‘;.?
Have you not in the past allowed others to take the
credit which was actually due to you? Are you noc
enthralled when you talk or hear about batiles and hun-
ting scenes? De careful of the inflammatioy of your
inner organs.

X

K. Kuppuswa.my. I would like to have
as you can inspire me in my work :
in you. Y.our imspiration is only on the materialistic
and praqtlcal side of life, Are You not superstitious ?
Nexver think for a moment that you can deceive ot;?us:
if you do so, you will deceive yourself in the end e/{_s '
you not fond of travelling and change ?  [ud .ou ":
oOccasion to get terribly deceived on .account };)f yggr

extreme IIOHCSW 1 re nery - ra-
y ! &) L 3-bili 5
. U a Of 15¢ Qus blllOUs tempe &

you with me,
you have that power

lerry Magus Replies

P. T. Ekambaram. Why are you so dogmatic in your
views? You do not ask the advice of others until it is too
late? D)o you not realise that by your obstinacy and
arrogance you bring about your own ruin? By being
impulsive and hasty you lack caution and self-control.
Do not think that you are not controllable in that mood.
1 can handle you easily and make you a pupvet in iny
hands by being kind, patient and aflectionate. Have
you not so far realised that by your exacting nature your

plans and ideas are not carried to a success{ul termination ?

Please do not overwork your brains; you will be afflicted
with ailments affecting the brain.

x

You are a very audacious man and you
succeed by your daring ways. Why do you refuse to
listen to reason or fail to understand the opposite
views ? Hear what others have got to say and con-
sider before pronouncing your judgment. [ am glad
you are magnanimous and have a tendency to help others
in their distress. You appeal more to emotions and
sentiments than to logic. 1 would like to have you as
my adviser, as your ideas arc clean and clear and you
have got the knack of making two bitter enemies shake
hands in no time. Take my advice, don’t put off any-
thing till to-morrow ; procrastination is a curse in you.
Be ambitious! Don't deny yourself any peleasure by
placing too much value on the opinion of the world.
Take care of your heart and kidneys.

x

C. P. Raman. 1 shouldbe very careful not to offend
you ; you will be up in arms against me in no time. You
are a born fighter. I T ask you to take my advice you
are not going to do it until it is too late : you are obsti-
nate and determined. I cannot interfere, as you resent it.
Then what are you going to do? If I insist and try to
dissuade you from your plans, you are going to turn on
me. All right carry on in your own way. Rest assured
that I can bring you rournd by my patience and tact but
1 have no time for all these things. However, 1 venture
to advise you one thing for your own good. Cultivate
self-control, avoid stimulants of all kinds towards which
You have a craving ; curb your pride and control your
temper. Here is another pleasant proposition. You
should endeavour to sleep more, of course after good
exercise.

x

Chamundi. Hullo, Mr. Dreamer! What are all the
,1‘“86 plans you have so far evolved in your dream-land?
0 you know that one of the great authors, Nanthaniel
Hawthorn was born on 4th July? Have you any idea
of becoming a writer or a composer? Then carry on.
You require encouragement, thatis all. I give you that

“ Gajar v,

free. Don't for God's sake gamble or speculate. This
tendency is in you for your ruin. Kill that tendency. I
cannot expect you to be bound by any rule or convention.
Your own imagination or rather inspiration is your
guiding rule. DBe careful with whom you associate as
you are extremely sensitive to the magnetism of others.
Be on your own! Don't enter into any binding contract
or partnership with anybody. Be careful of inflammatory
diseases.
X

Rosak. I am glad you discriminate about those you
happen to be brought in contact with and so it is not
possible to impose upon or deceive you. You cannot
boast of originality but you will be able to carry out
successiully what others have planned. I must congratu-
late you for your steadiness and persistence. Why do
you jump to extremes? It is no wonder that in this
mood you will even be cunning and crafty to acquire
money. Have you got a leaning towards drinks and
drugs? You require harmony in everything; inharmony
and annoyance will easily affect your nerves. Beware
of trouble with lungs and neuritis,

X

C.W.F. Axor. Mr. Independent! Do you know that
King George I of Greece was born on the eve of the
Xmas day? You are a child of fate. Does not mysti-
cism and occultism appeal to you much? I am glad you
are religious but don’t go to extremes and become a
fanatic. Are you not feeling lonely and isolated? This
is due to the fact that you do not want to be under the
restraint of others. You must tolerate the interference
of others even if it is not to your advantage. Try to have
as many friends as possible and don’t doubt others. Try
to believe them. Sadness on one side and extreme
prudence on the other are your main characteristics.
Take care of your feet and legs; they are liable to meet
with accidents.

*

P.R. Sundaram. I admit you are fearless and very

quick of brain but why are you so self-conceited as to
think and say that yours is the only solution to the ques-
tion we are solving! That is bad. You are fit for exe-
cutive work. You hate deception and any attempt to
deceive you will be severely chastised. If I were your
father I will allow you a fres hand in choosing your
vocation. It is bad of you to think that you should give
for charity where your name will be advertised or broad-
casted, while you pass by a beggar who will be saved
from starvation by a pie from your pocket. Are you not
devoted to music ? Be always active; inactivity will lead
you to despondency. Don’t judge hastily and alter your
decisions too quickly. Beware of rheumatism and take
care of your throat and lungs.
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V. R. Chari. Hullo, Mr. Pedagogue! Are you still
so, or have you changed your profession? I think you
have. Being conservative and suspicious by natare, I
hope you have invested your money in farm lands or in
some safe places where money cannot be lost easily.
You dislike to abey, but why do you incite others to riot
and be the 'under dog” in the fight? It is bad, but you
cannot help it nor can I. Cannot you shake off that
love of solitude and dislike of mankind and try 10 be in
the society of other people. In these days it is better ta
spend little and save all you can but don’t get into the
shoes of a miser. You are slow, but patient and tireless.
Why are you <o easily discouraged and lack self-confid-
ence? You should aim at some form of public life. Are
you not considerad somewhat peculiar by others? You
are liable to be afflicted with indigestion and rheumat-

1Sm.
X

B. Vittal Rao. Why do you mentally feel lonely when
you have so many friends arouad you? Probably you
do not realise that it is due to over-sencitiveness. Try to
overcome that. Are you not able to see through the
character of others instinctively? Woe unto the man
who injures you by thought word or deed! You will
stick at nothing to avenge an injury or injustice.
Vendetta is your key word. Don’t allow opportunities to
slip past you but make use of them as they come in your
way. At the same time do not lose the sense of honour
and priaciple and become unscrupulous. Take goad care
of your stomach and nerves connected therewith.

x

Duppy. Why did you not choose your nom-de-plume
as " lucky”? You crave not for "love of gold ’; but the
gold comes to you from unexpected source, whereas you
crave for ‘gold of love’ but you seldom get it. You
are so proud and sensitive you are easily wounded by an
unkind word. You light up every topic you touch. Wny
do you speak out your mind too quicklv and too trankly?
Do you know what is born of that temperament? A
horde of enemics and rivals. Try to be as secretive as
possible. Of course you are eloquent but youtravel only
on the surfacs, you cannot go deep. As a husband you
are not a success. Take care of your heart and the
regions about the neck,

*

T.5.S.Rao. Tamsorry I cannot rely onyou. You
are fickle selfish, cold, lazy and melancholy. Why aie
you so superstitious? 1 cannot keep you to one purpose.
You promise, but I do not know when you are going to
keep your word. Of course you are generous but only
in 1atk and not in action. Dou’t gamble; you will n~ver
succeed in trying to earn money so cheap. Never
marry young if you are not yet married, as your nature
will be coanging now and then, At 22 you may not
be what you were at 21. Try to carry on your plan to
the end without stoppiug or turning back at the critical
point. You are extremely sensitive to nervous impres-
sions and hence your associates should be carefully
selected. Be warned of watery ailments and inflam.
matory diseases,
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S. Krishna. You are a typical soldier, having plenty
of energy and perseverence, caring not for peril and
fatigue, going straight to the goal without mindiny the
pain to others in such a course and always succeeding by
darimg ways. You will be unhappy in domestic lfe, as
you canuot be easily understood by the opposite sex. Are
you not moving so quickly and unexpectedly as to break
the things arouad you often? Observe this. You are
ambitious but why do you go to extremes and create
opposition by being criminally frank and by want of tact?
Don’t overwork your brains.

X

Bhartwaj. Do you know Tijeld Marshall Foch
was born on 2nd Qctober. You are a successful specu-
lator and attach no value for money. Are you not ambi-
tious to spend your time in study or research work? You
would do better as a doctor in some special line. Having
been endowed with intuition, always act on your first
impressions. Your judgement is well balanced. You
crave for family happiness but why are you so exacting ?
This spoils all chances of happiness. Don't allow
that headache to become chronic; and tale care of your
kidneys,

*

Dhanaral. Mr. Aristocrat! 1 know I cannot deceive
you. Please dan’t jump at conclusions; you yourself
will regret your hasty actions alterwards. Are you not a
regular visttor to the temple, if not for youpsglf, at least
for setting it as an example for others? Did you not
independently choose your own career ? You are fond of
pompous ceremonies. You are easily pleased .and you
love peace and hate deccit, Do'n't you think your
contemnpt for meanness and miserlmess. is rather exag-
gerated? You are bilious and sanguine m temperament.

"

Gullibla. Dear Mr. Independent, are you not hitting
too straizht from your shoulders? Don't feel keenly the
responsibility as you know for yoursell that you are
worrying yourself into bad health and despondency.
Way are you su easily discouraged? Are you not
exciting bitterest opposititions by your frank speech ?
And so are you not feeling ‘ lonely-hearted ' and do not
believe of any affections that may be offered? You dis-
like to obey, but why do you drag others into trouble
while you yourself want to be behind the scenes? You
are patient and tireless. You are liable to suffer from
indigestion and rheumatic troubles.

X

Devakird. Hullo! Mr. Humanitarian | I would lik: to
know with whomyou are associated as you are adaptable
to the persons with whom you are thrown. Shake
them off if you are associated with evil-minded persons.
Are you pure and virtuous aad reuigious now? If so try
to keep it up at all costs.  You are likely to swing in the
wrong ditection at a single false step. IHow are you
using vour versatility—talking or wriung ? [ can challenge
you fora duel with weapons but not with words. Do
you want to know the reason? 1am safe in the former
on account of your hatred or fear of violence and physic
cal mjury, but in the latter | am sure of defeat. Do you
realise you have a mysterious magnetism in you which i8

used rather' unconsciously while you deal with others
Be careful in sex matters,

Love

by John A. Henry

ACT 1. Scene I.

The drawing room of Richard Casey's bachelo”
home in Delhi. Casey, scated in an arm-hair
looks almost worshipfully at the girl who has
Just entered.

Casey : I'm an Irishman, Miss—er—?
The Girl: Miss Danby. I like Irishmen, Mr. er—?
Casey : Casey, Miss Danby. Do sit down.

(The girl smiles bewitchingly and sits
down in the chair that Casey
indicates.)

Casey; And what, Miss Danby, canl do fc?r you? I
suppose you know that all Irishmen Lke doing things
for other people—especially—er—

(Miss Danby places a small suit-case
on the carpet beside her chair.)

Miss D.: 1 am the travelling agent for Muggleton's
Men's Corsets. If you'd really like to do something
for me you could order a few pairs. I can really
guarantes their genuine and hard-wearing texture,

Casey (embarrassed): B—but really, Miss Danby, I—I
never use such things. Never. I'm a keen physical
culturist in fact, and we physical culturists never agree
with any artificial brace tor the body,

(Miss D. looks disappointed and there

appears in her eyes the suspicion
of a tear.)

Casey (hurriedly) : 1—D'm really awfully sorry. But—

Miss D. (wiping the embryo tear from her eyes): Oh
that’s all right. Only—only, well, you see, my orders
have been distressingly few of late, and my employer,
Muggleton, that is, is a hard man.

(Casey wonders almost audibly how
any man could possibly be hard
with this charming and exquisite
girl before him.)

Casey (with an expression that clearly shows he thinks
Muggleton a human monster): Well, 1 think—yes,
I may very well be able to purchase a few pairs
of corsets. May I see them ?

(Riss D. brightens up considerably,
Opens the suit-case and exposes to
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vlew several hideously coloured
Men's Corsets. C shudders invo-
luniarily but takes one or two and
examines them closely.)

Casey : Aren't there any more subtle hues Miss Danby ?
I mean—well-—Muggleton doesn’t seem to have a
very cunning idea of colour schemes, does he?

Miss D. (a trifle frostily): But these are my designs.
They're famous all over India.

Casey (under his breath): She dowsnt know the
difference between famous and notorious, poor child!

Miss D.: Now, can I put you down for a few dozens?

Casey (firmly and with a cold eye on the dazzling

cersets):  I—I'm afraid not, Miss Danby. The
colours—

Miss D. (urgently): But nobody will see the colours.
Nobody but you. I mean to say, you won't go running
round in corsets so that everyone can see the colours,
surely ?

Casey © Well, that’s a good point to you. But honestly
I'm afraid the colours would worry me too much.
They'd most probably put me off—er—f{ood and all
sorts of other things.

(Miss D. bursts into tears and Casey
looks uncomfortable. He gets up
and pats her gently on the shoulder.)

Casey: There there, acushla! Don't take on like that !
I can't bear to see a pretty girl crying. But if you
only knew how I hate the very sight of corsets—well,
you'd bear with me, I'm sure,

(Miss D. goes on crying softly.)

Miss D. (at last, tearfully and with a pathetic catch
in her voice): B—but, I'll be dismissed if my sales
don’t improve !

Casey (visibly in love wiih the poor child already):
Well, put me down for a dozen. And while I'm
about it, I may as well enquire what your friends call
you. Just as a matter of curiosity, you know.

Miss D. (smiling gladly through her tears and pulling
out hcrj ordeg’-book}: Marjorie. You see, we are
competing with a firm that goes by the name of

Wierhiem’s, They are monopolising the corset
market,

Cascy (boldly but affectionatcly) : Then, Marjorie, er—
don’t you think you owe me something for making me
buy those aw-—er—beautiful corsets? Could you
manage supper with me at Danton's to-morrow night ?

(Miss D. nods brightly and fills in
the order form.)

Casey : Your address—so that I can call for you?
Miss D.: 192, Ranken Road.
(She looks at him with affection and

suddenly reaches up and kisses him
on the lips.)
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Miss D.: There! I feel much better now !
Casey (looking a bil dazed): Sodo . Much.

(She locks ler suil-casec and walks
out. ISager to follow her figure
out of sight, Casey walks to the
door and starts as he sees her talk-
ing animaledly to another girl just
outside.)

Miss D. (lightly) :  Well, Dora, you've lost ten rupees!
But I'm glad to say that you've gained more than that
in commission through your bet, Marjorie Danby not
sell corsets to men! Why, I could sell thousands of
them! You should really study more about sales-
womanship.

(The laughter of the two girls trills
out. Casey, a peculiar smile on his
lips, turns back into the room.)

(CURTAIN)

* * *

Scene 2.

Noon the next day. Marjorie’s dainty drawing-
room, Casey leans back in the chair she has offered
him and opens the suit-case on his knees.

. . A . . 1

Casey :  Marjorie, can I interest you in these fine ladies

corsets? Wierhiem's Women’s Corsets, known the
wide world over.

(T'akes several wierdly coloured corsets
from the suit-case.)
Marjorie: Why! I didn’t know—b—but, oh! I think
I see now. You must have overheard me outside your
door yesterday when I told Dora—

(Breaks off and looks embarrassed.)

Casey (sternly): Yes, 1did. And I thought your acting
superb if a little misplaced and rather cruel. I suppose
you revel in making fools of men?

(Marjorie smiles wistfully and shakes
her head.)

Marjorie: Not of you—er—what do your friends
call you?

Casey (hopefully) 1 John.

Marjorice (softly): 1 didn't mean to make a fool of you.
1 was merely doing Dora a good turnin an indirect
sort of way. And of course I didn’t take her ten
rupees.

Casey (sarcastically): But you did it all for g bet
nevertheless. [Funny way of doing a good turn. And
s all your gestures, all your looks of gratitude and
affection and all your tears were false,

Marjorie (quickly): No, John. Don’t be harsh. I—

Casey (impatiently): Well, look here, will you order a
dozen of these? My sales are goir;g down and I'm
threatened with the sack if they—

Marjorie (smiling knowingly):
needn’t rub it in| :
dozen. The colouri

Don’t improve? You
Well, John dear, I will order a

ng of them is worse than that of

the ones I sold you. But although I can sell corsets,
if you only knew how I hate the sight of them—

(Casey takes out an order-book and

fills in a form. She follou's Iftfn to

the door when he goes out, obvzou§ly

to see whether he has a companton

outside. But he talks to nobody,
walking off with a firm step.)

(curTAIN)
* * ¥

Scene 3.

Night. The supper room of D_ant'o.n's Restau-
rant. Casey looks deep into Marjoric’s eyes as he
reaches over the table and takes one of her hands in
his.

Casey: Marjorie dear—er—darling—sweetheart!

Marjoric (looking pleased but shy): Well, John?

Casey. Marjorie, I—I thought that maybe—if you
weren't annoyed over this morning, you would—er—
like to jolly well help me sell Wierhiem’s Women'’s
Corsets. I—1'm sure you'd buck my sales up no end!

Marjorie (laughing): Well?

Casey: 1love you!

Marjorie: And T've loved you ever since you did a
tearful girl a good turn by buying a dozen hateful
corsets !

Casey: Will you marry me?

Marjorie (nodding happily): Yes—John darling! But—
did you win your bet ?

Casey (slily): Which bet?

Marjorie (puzzled): Didn't you have one with some-
one over being able to sell those corsets you brought
round vyesterday? Or were you just satisfied with
getting your own back on me in that way?

Casey (squeezing her hand): Neither, darling! You
see, my trade name happens to be Wierhiem. I'm the
inventor aud proprietor of Wierkiem's ‘Women's
Corsets. I—and, well, that's why I hate them. Do you
still love me after that awful confession, darling?

Marjorie (leaning across the table to kiss him): Yes—
darling! Business will soon be looking up, won'tit?

(CURTAIN)
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" Don't turn round, Arnold, It’s that awful couple staying at our botel."—Humorist,



This Bridge Game

by ‘ Aloe’

4 YOHN,” said Jane over the breakfast coffee one
morning, I want you to teach me Bridge.”

“Oh!” I said uneasily. And then a little later, “ Ah1"
“ What did you say ? " snapped Jane,

“ suppose,” 1 asked despairingly, ‘1 suppose you
wouldn’t like me to teach you Ludo instead? Or buy
you a sewing machine or something ?”

* No,” she replied uncompromisingly. “I want to
learn Bridge. We'll start to-night after dinner.”

Now Jane, as I knew only too well, has absolutely no
card sense. They just mean nothing to her. Deal her
a hand, and all thirteen cards are of the same playing
value to her. Except trumps and court cards. Inthese
she takes a naive and unconcealed delight, and plays
them with a bland disregard of time or suitability, Out
they all come, one after another. She’ll trump her
partner's ace, and smile at him with disarming pride.
“Just take a look at it!" her smile seems to say.

And now Jane, whose only excesses previously had been
an occasional game of family whist, was determined to
play Bridge. And that was that.

The lessons started. Every night after dinner I
expounded upon the mysteries of valuing, of ruffing and
discarding and vulnerability. I explained and cajoled
and demonstrated. I dealt and played incredible numbers
of model hands. I hardly ever lost my temper.

And Jane would shake her head from time to time,
and smile knowingly, and say ‘Ah! and ‘Ooh!’ and
* Yes, I see . I began to think that Bridge, far from being
the disruptive element it was said to be, was really
admirably conducive to conjugal bliss.  Certainly, never
in two years of married life, had Jane hung on my
lightest word with such respect and sweet humility.

At last I almost began to believe, against ;ny better
judgement, that Jane might one day learn

to

play passable Bridge. 1 thought that practice
sheer usage and reiterated explanations, would in time
balance her inherent disabilities. I began to pride myself
on my patient and untiring tutorage.

Then dressing for dinner one night, Jane said with
elaborate carelessness, ‘‘ We're dining with the Jones
to-night. Playing Bridge afterwards.”

“Oh!” I'said. And then quickly, “Ah1™
Jane looked sharply at me.

* That's splendid,” I said.

* * * * *

Jane insisted on playing with me. ‘I know what he

means,” she said suggestively.
Happily, there was only time for one rubber,

“Why,” I acked her despondently on the way home,
“ why didn’t you lead me a spade in the second hand? I
had them all, but couldn’t get in to play them.”

“ And how,"” demanded Jane icily, * was I to know you
had any spades at all?”

“1 called them, you know,” I said. * Three times."
“ Well,” she conceded after a pause, “ may be you did.

But why were you so terribly rude when I put you up t0
Slam on your game call? I could have killed you.”

“ But, my dear good woman,” I exploded, * you had

nothing to put me upon! Not a trick, Not a single
lousy trick!”

“ Certainly not!"” she retorted sharply, * why should
1? It was a sacrificial bid,”

“A what?"”

“ A sacrificial bid,” repeated Jane with biting scorn.
“ You know nothing about psychological play, I suppose-
I've been reading Culbertson. He knows all about it.
That is what he would call a sacrificial bid.”

“ Well, he's right,” 1 yelled, slamming open the front
door. “SodoI!”
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“Do you call this soup?" ——

™ Letters of Private Joyfull

60. Some Regimental Characters

Madras, 3rd August, 1935,
DEAR MOTHER,

have been telling you about the scenes at the earth-
quake, but I will not harrow your feelings by
describing our work in getting out the dead. Our
party had only onespell at this work, because it
soon became humanly impossible for anyone to continue.
59 we were withdrawn, and we helped to erect a barbed
wire entanglement right round the city. Everything is
being left guarded and untouched until it is possible to
resume the work of salvage under civilian auspices,

4—3—8-35

Hlustrated by Bahadurje

You may wonder why civilian and volunteer arrange-
ments were not made at the start. The fact is that the
entire civil administration had disappeared in the
twinkling of an eye, and most of the officials were dead.
To import volunteer workers would have caused a famine,
We were already feeding the survivors out of our own
rations, and the great object was to remove as many
people as possible, and to get the preliminary measures
completed before we had to shut down the town altogether,
We had no hope of rehabilitating the town ourselves. We
simply did the emergency things that would make it possi-
ble for the civil authorities to re-commenceat a later date.
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We got out of the town as the escort to a refugee-
. train, and we managed to function as nurse-maids and
sick-attendants without getting any complaints. When
we got back to our starting-point, I was looking forward
to enjoying the remaining days of my leave: but it was
not to be. We were taken out of one train and put into
another, and sent to fight a great forest-fire in the neigh-
bouring hills. This fire nearly engulfed one of the big
§1ll-stati0ns, and the work of beating it out was, in a wa;
Just as bad as the work at the earthquake. One of thé
officers and one of the men were burned to death,

) Fo_r a third time I returned to the unlucky railway-
junction, and went to the barracks and replaced my
b.urn'ed boots and clothes. I also had to pay for a mess-
tin lid I had lost somewhere. When I was presentable
once more, and released from duty, it was time to return
from my leave. Asl sat in the train hurrying southwards
I thought how blessed was the sunny south, where there:
are no bad men and no great calamities, and where

eye;ythi_ng is quietly basking in the peace of an age-old
civilisation.

I also mused on the scenes I h i

ad witnessed, and
though‘t of the many men I had met in the last few days
belonging to all kinds of regiments. I thought of some:
of the quaint characters, and marvelled at the

inexhaustible variety of individuals who go to make an
army,

Assoon as anyone in our regi 1

\ giment begins to talk about

quaint characters, the conversation turns to old -Blunder-

bus, one of our former colonels. He was a fine old man
y

loved and feared by everyone; and th
stories about him. ’ ere are many

¢ Old Blgnderbus took a great interest in the soldiers’
oogi. Like Napolepn, he believed that an army marched
on its stomach. His great hero was Wellington, who

used to h:'a.ng.the Commissaries if the rations failed to
come up in time.

One day, old Blunderbus caught a couple of cooks

emerging from the kitchen, carrying a great steaming
cauldron,

“Halt!” shouted the Colonel. * Bring me a spoon.”

13 . y .
Please, Sir,” said one of the cooks, in a panic.
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w I don’t want any"excuses! roared old Blunderbus.
Bring me a spoon.

The cook presented a spoon, and the Colonel bent over
the cauldron, and tasted the liquid.

“So this is how my troops are fed!” shouted

Blunderbus. * Do you call that soup? Why, it is dirty
water!”

_ “Yes, Sir,” replied the cook, trembling, * we have
just been scrubbing the floor with it.”

The Colonel understood the way to handle the troops,
apd no old soldier was ever known to get the better of
him, The colonel was an old soldier himself,

One day, Private O’Hara asked for an interview wi
i . ) W with
the Great White Chief, which was one of our names for
the Colonel. The reason for the interview was urgent
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private affairs. As a matter of fact, Paddy O'Hara

wanted to wangle some leave, as St. Patrick’s Day was -

fast approaching, and Paddy would not be able to get

royall.y drunk if he had to be on parade early the next
morning.

“ Please, Sir,” said Paddy, * would you kindly grant

) .
me a week’s leave, on extreme compassionate grounds?

o a

I‘\'g just heard that my poor wife is very sick, and the
children are not well, and at a time like this a family
needs a husband’s tender care,”

The Great White Chief eyed Paddy for a few moments,
and then picked up a letter which was lying on his desk.

“O'Hara,” he said, " in the ordinary way 1 would

immediately grant such an urgent request, but as it ’

happens, I have just received a letter from your wife.
She says she doesn't want you at home. She says you
are a nuisance and a lying scoundrel, and you raise the
devil when you go on leave, especially at this time of
the year. She asks if you can be sent to an inaccessible
outpost where leave is unobtainable.”

“ Then, Sir, I suppose you cannot grant my request ?”'
““No, O'Hara; I am afraid I cannot.”

*“ Request declined 1 ”

. howled the Sergeant-Major.
About turn!

Quick march!"”

Paddy came marching out of the orderly-room using
language of the kind not intended for publication, but
only offered as a guarantee of good faith. * The cunning
old blood-sausage!” he muttered. *The lying old
musketeer ! The ruddy old futurist!”

* What's the matter, Paddy?” asked a sympathetic
friend.

“It's that flagellating old costermonger in there!”
stormed Paddy. ‘‘ He's just refused me leave on the
ground that he has bad reports about me from my wife.
And I'm not married at alll”

Paddy was once court-martialled for creating a distur-
bance in a bar at Shanghai. It appears that he beat up
two American marines, threw a Japanese sailor intq the
street, and tore the trousers off a couple of Italian police-
men who tried to arrest him. With the fearlessness of

.cons'cious guilt, Paddy volunteered to addtess the Court
in his own behalf,

“ You are the meanest-looking lot of lice I ever saw
outside a jail—" commenced Paddy.

““What!” cried the President of the court.

“ You are the meanest-looking lot of lice I ever saw
outside a jail,” Paddy repeated.

" Remove the prisoner,” ordered the President. ““This
will be the subject of a further charge.” In fact, Paddy

looked like spending the rest of his life in solitary
confinement.

“~—that was what the .American marine said to me,”
added Paddy. i

11} . . N
Let the prisoner remain,” ordered the President,

hiding a grin,

struck up the hymn, A

*Well, Sir, when I heard the Americans befouling the
good name of our regiment, I forgot my exemplary good
conduct,” continued Paddy, glancing doubtfully at the
sheaf of crime-sheets which recorded his previous career.
*1 may have done all I am accused of, though I deny
tearing the trousers off the policemen. They were so
frightened that the trousers just fell off them. But, Sir,
what I did was to vindicate the honour of the regiment.

In short, such was the power of }?addy's. blarney, that
he got off with twenty-eight days’ rigorous imprisonment.
Lieutenant Harold Hughes was Paddy’s defender in
that trial. Lieutenant

7

“No, Sir,” replied Hopeless Horace, ‘‘I'm too tired
to take a pace forward.”

Horace has a chum called Useless Eustace. He is
famous because he lost his clothes on the troopship com-
ing to India.

“Where are your clothes?” demanded the Platoon
Sergeant, when Horace paraded on deck tastefully attired
in nothing but a night-shirt.

1)

““ Please, Sergeant, 1 can't find them,” complained
Useless Eustace. ' When I went to bed last night, I
I folded my clothes care-

Hughes is a pink-faced
young man, and we call
him Rosy Hughes after
the famous hymn, The rosy
hues of early dawn. We
also call him Chil de
Harold, because of his
youthful appearance.

In The

Lieutenant Hughes once
took the Company on a
route-march, and some wag

little child shall lead them. tion ourselves
This tickled everyone so
much that they sang the
song for twenty miles, and
marched into barracks as
fresh as daisies, still roaring
the sarcastic ditty, Lieute-
nant Hughes marched at
our head making no sign.

Two Birds with

(Printed in No. 22)

(Printed in No. 24)

We reached the parade-
ground, and Rosy Hughes
cried, ‘* Company, halt.
N. C. O's, take detail
There will be another
toute-march for these men
to-morrow. Distance, thirty
miles. A little child shall

e e

Editor’s Announcement
Best Story of June 1935

The response from contributors i
the matter of selecting the best story
of June was not satisfactory.
my colleagues have made the selec-
and find the two
following stories of equal merit :

by Albert A. Roland

An International Incident
The prize offered is therefore divided

equally between these two contribu-
tors, each getting Rs. 25.

fully, and put them into a
little sound cupboard with
a glass door, that I found
in the ride of the ship. And
now they are gone.”

Useles Eustace once’
volunteered for the N.C.O’s
class. Sergeant-Major
Quirt was astonished. “So
you want to get your
stripes, do you, my lad?”
he remarked. ‘‘No doubt
you have visions of becom-
ing a Sergeant-Major ?”

Merry

I and

* Yes, Sir.”
One Stone

“Why do you want to
become a Sergeant-Major "

* Go that you can retire,
Sir,” replied Useless
Eustace.

by * Embusque’

Sergeant-Major Quirt is
a bit of a character him-
self. He loves to tell
stories of the days when he
was a private soldier. Once
he was on duty outside

Editor.

lead them-—on horseback.”

We staggered into barracks next day at n.ghtfall. No
one was singing, for we had done thirty miles with full
equipment over the roughest roads that Rosy Hughes
could find. * Company, halt,” cried the Lieutenant, still
sitting comfortably on his horse. Those who are
content that a little child shall lead them,” without
making a song about it, take one pace forward.

Everybody stepped forward except Hopeless Horace,
who is the company simpleton. o

“ \What, Horace," cried the Lieutenant, ~do you still
want to sing flippant songs about your Company
Commander?”

Headquarters at home, and
a dear old lady kept on
asking him all sorts of questions. * Hoxv did you get
your legs into those twisted trousers?’’ she enqmrpd,
indicating his puttees, After a lot more absurd queries,
she said, “ And tell me: why do you wear that strap
round your chin?”

“ Well, madam,” said old Mossy-Face, “all soldiers
have to wear chin-straps, so that tbey can rest their jaws
after answering a lot of silly questions.

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULL.

a



: ¢ i ] howed i ' lice officer.
‘ to be lost in Denton showed the news item to the police o
tend\fr the paper. He Gtill the Sub-Inspector was pr0vqklr}gly inert. Denton
fumed. He jettisoned another principle of his; he gave
false information. He was so much piqued.

bassenger emetged, Denton pre
his newspaper and watched the man 0 ]
dropped the paper on the letter and in picking up the
paper picked up the letter also. He slowly inserted the
letter into his pocket. “But,” he argued, “ihe man did try to foist "the
Denton then laid his plans. To encourage the revolver on me and I challenged bim to do bis worst.
criminal to start his extortion stuni, he took out

Opped by Jingo.
all the currency notes in his pocket and counted them.

by ° '
y Narak A. N urak But curiously enough the blackmailer did not do any-

Hlustrated by Nadkarn; thing. He was reading a magazine. While Denton was stating his case, the passenger, now

rni At Burati Junction, Denton was restless. He did not in the full rig-out 9f a police inspector, barged into the
wish to lose the chance of earning gloty asa thief- police station. The sub-inspector automatically rose
He walked to the railway police station to get up from his seat and saluted the man. The new-comer

cher. : :
:l?; criminal copped on his information. He parrated nodded and calmly pointed an accusing finger at Denton.

the details to the Sub-Inspector in charge. He grabbed him.
“Hm," said the Sub-Inspector, radiating scepticism. “ Gub-Inspector,” informed the man, his mouth curling

This bit of information enlivened the officer and he took
out a note-book to jot down Dention’s statement.

HE only other :
passenger in Denton's second cl D
compartment f : . ond classs Denton argued, was onl : .
He was a broigr.lce}(lie ?‘? self with his felt hat. for granted that his fel}ioovrvle of the aliases. He toolk it
stout and had a sort Sfe '1'man of about thirty, mailer and that he had got ; bassenger was the black-
vawned with the ennui of 10 military bea;mg- Denton  the scurvy trick on hi Into his compartment to do
of a long and weary journey. Till He made up his mindn?o‘ c iy Denton was no coward.

the previous sto in hi
p he was alone in h : ollar ‘ i
Denton ook ‘ IS compartment, by _ gettlpg police help. He satt}ilg }Tan at the next stop “But how are you sure that this particular person isnmot in a devastating sneer, “this man stole Rs. 105? in
The oth 0ok up his newspaper in a bored manner satisfaction and studied the polic is corner with smug a real Inspector ?” currency notes of Rs. 5 each from my pocket while I
other passenger got up and opened his trunk to fish interest, e news item with added ! was in the lavatory. He must be

out ; . v
a towel. Having nothing to do, Denton watched Denton booked sonin st e TS A RAIRE e st searched.”
a

his fellow traveller. S —— *
r. He found inside the trunk a police jettison th C E S ‘T&T N

gain a . 6
t the envelope and determined to What!” croaked Danton, amused

uniform, ared turban, a Sam B i
) rowne with i
holster and other articles of apparel, As tﬁe‘er‘r,:ilxzetinolg

out the towel, an envelo i
) e, W i
on it, fluttered out of the t?un O gon address scribbled

k. X
the lavatory with the towel. The stranger went into

grsl))%ré(tionhsisey:ss suddenly widened with animation. He
ewspaper i .
news item yvhich he gad zis?((iip;:;erlshly searched for a
over a while ago. The startling
bit of news now danced before
his dazed vision. It read :—

(13

A Muhammedan named
ngash . Khan, with many
aha}s.es, 1s wanted for black.
mailing passengers travelling in
the upper classes. The method
adoPted is novel. The black-
mailer gets into a compart-
ment where there is only one
passenger and pretending to be
an inspector of police on
special duty of checking illicit
possession of fire-arms, threa-
tens to foist a revolver on
his felloyv passenger and extorts
money 1n this manner. The
route of his activities is between

Bombay and Lah
Calcutta.” ahore  and

Denton took in a dee br

e
:de smoked_ thoughtfug)ly. ;tllel:
ﬁspected his fellow passenger
€ was undoubtedly a Muham:
medan, and the tell.tale police ins-

which m:ypnm;lples of a lee-timg and pocket the letter
document Bu? ove to be an incriminating bit of
envelope 1 as he stretched out his leg to draw tha

be nearer to him, the lavatory door opened and the

—

at the silly charge.

The sub-inspector glared at Denton.
Denton glared at the sub-inspector
and his fellow passenger. The latter
suppressed a smile.

“My name is Madar Khan,” con-
tinued the informant with a supercilous
air. “Iam an Inspector in the C.1D.
You will find a letter addressed to
me also with the currency notes. Now
search him please.”

Denton saw the trap. He suppressed
a groan and his eyes fairly popped out
of their sockets. He realised the dan-
ger he was in.

The sub-inspector saluted the intor-
mant again and searched Denton’s
pocket. The amount in currency notes
was exactlly as described by the man,
and the letter was also in the same
pocket.

“ Yet you dare to give information
against him!” snorted the sub-ins-
pector.

Denton could only gape vacantly
into space. His mouth was dry and
his tongue was paralysed. He breathed
like a second-hand cycle-pump. His.
mind was numbed.

“But, but,” he spluttered coming out
of the coma he had sunk in.

“Shut up!” ordered the sub-ins-

pector’s uniform was in the trunk
I?d a revolver too was there
fe saw the envelope on the ﬂoor'
ol the compartment and read
the address on it It was
addressed to “Madar Khan
Post restante’, Jubbulpore,” This:

98 o .

pector and directed a constable to lock

“Yet you dare to him up in a cell.

give information
against him!”

Denton was helpless before this
bone-headed muddler who was being
misled by a criminal. But he felt that

(Contimied on page 32)
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Three Dealers

][T was a handsome apartment in the International

Concession of Shanghai. Rich Chinese rugs cover-

ed the floor. Brocaded hangings adorned the high

wmdows. Objects of art and rarity were scattered

on a table of exquisite brassware. A few lovely minia-
tures hung on the walls,

The man look

¢ ing out of the window ill-matched these
luxurious surroundings.  He was undersized and
shabby. His paj

lid features quivered convulsively, He
had the repulsive

aspect of a snake, with the snake’s
threa!: of sudden venom, The hand that clutched the
curtain continually trembled,

Presently there came the s
drawing up outside.
and walked feverishl
opened, he turned tow

ound of a high-powered car

The watcher closed the curtains,
y about the room. As the door
ards it with an exclamation.

The man in the doorway was tall and massive, with
harsh, square features and a close-cropped skull, He
was faultlessly dressed in formal attire.

“ Have you got the snow, boss?  croaked the under-

sized man, from between parched lips

Von Sturm closed the door, * You little rat!™ he
:ephed’ , brutally.

“Itold you never to show yourself
here |

43 'Y . . .
. You fe not treating me right!” cried the shabby
visitor. "I must have my packet! Give me it, or—
His hand stole to the automatic slung beneath his arm.,

13
« Touch that gun, my friend,”
angl you are as good as dead. IHave you seen them
lopping off heads in

1 the Chinese City? That is what
they lIdo to you. Severa] of your crimes have been
committed under that jurisdiction, Remember, should
) u, the police will find, in my safe,
particulars of the

slaying of certain persons by a
wretched gunman known as Dap the Dope.”

€
No offence, boss,”
; )
Pete’s sake give me a sn

said Von Sturm,

whined Dan the Dope. “For
iff of snow 1"

Von Sturm drew a smal] white packet from his
Waistcoat pocket, and tossed it contemptuously to the
quivering criminal.

1 Dan the Dope tore the packet apart
with trembling fingers, o §

It contained a number of yet
smallgr packages. From one of these the gunman pour-
ed a }1tt_le powder on to the back of his hand, and began
to sniff it avidly,

In a few moments, his appearance underwent a
complete change. The S

¢ tooping shoulders straightened,
The feverish eyes grew c) embli

ear and bright.
features filled out, and became intelligent.

“ Sorry, boss,” he said,
come in, and I'll slip ot

30

The trembling

alertly. * No one saw me
again the same way.

““ Just bear in mind that I keep you to shoot other
people. Don't ever try to pullyour gun on me again. And
don’t come here in future, I am expecting Jules at any
m?me}}t, and I do not allow my employees to meet each
other.

At this moment there came a s
opened, and two persons bowed t

“Jules 1™
alone!”

oft rap on the door. It
heir way into the room.

cried Von Sturm. "I told you to come

£
Your pardon, master,” said Jules. “ Ah Foo en-
countered me, and assured m
employ, and must speak to yo
are running to-night.”

Jules was a plump little Frenchman, well-groomed and
with lady-like manrers, A

: i h Foo was a slim, bespectacled
Chinese, with the appearance of an educated member of
the mercantile clasges,

_ Von Sturm’s brow was as black as thunder.
18 strictly against orders, Ah Foo.
that Jules was in the business ?

“ Forgive the regrettable error of thig insigni
give ) r nsignificant
person,” said Ah Foo. “1 will efface the meﬁlory of

the undesired encounter from my unworthy mind.” ~ His
eyes, however, were

scanning the features
of Dan the Dope with
observant sharpness.

* This
How did you know

" Get out of here ! ”
shouted Von Sturm.
“Go and wait for me
in my down-town office,
as I ordered.”

Suavely uttering
further apologies, Ah
Foo backed out of the
room. Von Sturm
paced up and down
the apartment, breath-
ing heavily.

“Dan, go into the
next room,’ he ordered.
* I will want you again
presently.”

“Now, Jules,” he
continued, when they
were alone, “what is
the cargo like ?

Jules kissed the tipg

of his fingers, ™ Ah| " Have you got the snow, boss 7/,

In Infamy

i more than eigp’teen
i t collection! Not one
f"eg:%?(‘i.f;ceind several of them veritable beautie

“ Where did you pick them up ?

le of stranded
e plaé:es. nia:ttz;z:neﬁs (f:ro:xg Paris. %ome
i . Severa ; i
Engl{s?ldz‘élcmgﬁ-girls. An Itah?.n. ThreSe ringGrzgkn;
Spani)S Y Several Polish emigrants. oh e Greels
}'Tam uA%éxandria. A Javanese. A Fr{eg:;e-" .
fizfintwo sisters who had run away from home.

isters. Remember to
T, e Se%amte sit::mil;: for Buenos Aires.
i f them in the con! : los Aires
§Il‘1llxg g?t?e‘r) can go down the coast. Did you
trouble ? ”

*Oh, no, master,” said Jules reli(rog;hf;gy'mg?;ggsg

1 “ .

b daiz;ty lime' mousmc?e‘partizsogy t?le branch steamer,
They all came in separate

i i r. The dancers to take
with their papers in perfect orde S ahenga,

gements here.
The servants en-
route to posts in
the hotels. And
the superior
young ladies as
tourists.”

“Did they all
report to ,t'he ren-
dezvous ?

“A1l except
one O f the
dancers. She
altered her mind
at Singapol’e. We
must write he’f’
off as a dead Joss.

* 1 will charge
her against your
account,” said
Von Sturm,
heedless f of the
reproachful pro-
tests of ﬂile
dapper French-
m,fli “Well, 1
suppose the cargo
is aboard the San
Amoy, anCho,‘;ed
off the bund ?

“RYCS» master,
awaiting " {ran-
shipment,

by ‘Embusque’

Iustrated by Mali

“Then I will collect them in the launch, after dark.
“ Will you lodge them in Ah Foo’s hotel ?

- (13
Von Sturm's face darkened atga;x,rz.he de\x::d égld“yxg
ing arrangements ! € .
c})'“f m); v:?r:elllzlingse? That sneaking Chinese hhask b:;r;
. ofhegbusi'ness only six months,' and alreadj\ih I? '151 :
;r:;r too much. No, the girls wxﬂ not go to 00’s.
am making other arrangements.

i d Von Sturm opened the
Frenchman withdrew, an ened
doc;l;hgf th: pext room, and called Dan the Dops. The
gunman came forward.

" sai i “1 want you to
“ Listen, you rat,” said the big man. ‘
do ale:)%t for }r,ne to-night. You know %l}’ Foo, the man
who keeps the hotel in Scochoo Road?

. "
He was here just now.

* 'Well, listen. Just
muttered an oath. ' We ) ‘
fth? 3asrf<ur;frcl>u will find him sitting in s;] private Co;:'xx:xl]l)::
. ’ i there in a
i national Bar. Gp
OUt'SIiixctlhgurg;te}:’im off. Charlie will get you aw;y alé
:'?gilx,t Now then, no mistakes. ”Leave him dead, an
you'll get a good packet of snow.

6 X’ﬁs, bOSS~

* i3]
“ Right, boss. 1 never miss.

“ Now get out of here, and make sure nobody sees you.

When the gunman had gone, f}i’on Sturmt pfﬁeeggg
is his down-town office to mee
lerl)leugglg }fi(;:\vzl;?stki; spot—a spot outside the Interna-
a

tional Bar.

% * * *

itting in his
handsome a?éii”&ii‘_;{‘,‘“‘fnfﬁﬁgsi‘;mhi‘;’f‘icil)}ﬁ;"é.‘” The
latest cargo was going to show a splendid profit. .

The door burst open, and a visitor rushed in, wild-eyed
and dishevelled. o b e
tirr‘:elsu::xz!s: IcféfldyxozotSt’:lc: !:c;me hgre un’less you are
invited ?” ]

““ Master !"" panted Jules, ** we are betrayed !

i i i it at the
Twhipped out a pistol, and pointed i

Fanc::%ri:ir.m'yBe%aned?" he barked, ~what do you
mean?”’

11 § tO

YTt Foo!” panted Jules. ~ He belongs
o ti‘aglt’lj}r};\i’ﬁc Bure;;u. He took that hotel on t}.xe
tShoeocl:}rlrgcr)]oRoad, and wormed his way into the business, in

"
order to entrap us!

“ How do you know this?” demanded Von Sturm,
sternly.
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I guessed it, after receiving the message, | gota
message from the cletk whom you keep as a spy in the
Bureau. e listened-in on the telephone in the Bureau.
He heard someone---it must have been Ah Foo—making
arrangements for a police-car to be waiting. They were
to follow the ommibus to the bund. A motor-launch
would come, carrying women passengers. Then the
occupants of the launch were to be arrested. Master,
you and I would have been in that launch!”

Von Sturm gritted his teeth.

“ Master, there was no time to lose. I hurried to the
International Bar, to send the omnibus away. Justas I
turped the corner, I saw Charlie’s taxi draw up, with the
engine running. Dan the Dope was in the taxi, Ah Foo
was 1n the omnibus. Dan the Dope called to Ah Foo
Ah Foo got out of the omnibus. Then Dan the DOpt;
put his arm out of the window of the taxi, and there was
ashot. But Ah Foo fired the shot, and it killed Dan the
Dope. Some men came from the police-car, and took
away the body in Charlie’s taxi.,” ’

“ What about Ah Foo?”
* He went back to the omnibus, and waited.”

“ Then he will still be waiting. He will wait for at
least an hour, before discovering that we are not going to
run the cargo. I must get away! I have an hour in
which to get away. Did you come in your car? "’

[ .. .
Yes, master, it is outside.”

“T'll use it to get to the launch, In the launch I can

pick ug’the Empress down the river. She is outward-
bound.

“ Master, you'll take me with you?” said Jules
suddenly panic-stricken. '

My fpend," said Von Sturm, ‘it has always heen
my pﬂ{lClple to leave no witnesses behind me. Dan the
D_ope is dead. The evidence of Ah Foois valueless
without corroboration. The cargo is still aboard the
San Amoy. Only you know how the cargo got there.”
Cglmly, Von Sturm levelled his pistol, and pressed the
trigger. With a stifled shriek, the I'renchman collapsed,
a bullet in his heart.

Von Sturm methodically completed his arrangements.
He packed a handbag, opened the safe, and remaved a
bundle of notes and securities. The remaining docu-
ments he put into the big blue-tiled heating-furnace.
He looked around to make sure that everything was in
order. Finally, he looked at the body of Jjules. He
mntended to place that in the car, and drive it over the
edge of the quay into the harbour.

At this moment there came a thundering rap on the
door downstairs. Von Sturm went to the window, and
peered cautiously through the curtains into the street.
His heart froze, Two armed policemen stood there.

Ah Foo had been too quick for him, after all. Not
that it woul? have mattered, really, The Bureau would
not be able to prove anything, if Jules kept silent.

There came a repeated thundering at the outer door.

But now Jules was 00 silent. Von Stur
: . m was trapp-
ed with the body of the man he had just murdereg.
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Th.ere was no escape. He was not deceived by the two
solitary policemen at the door. In their fashion, they
would have a whole squad waiting out of sight—probably
under the leadership of Ah Foo.

Well, he would cheat Ah Foo. From an inner pocket
he took a small glass bottle, and carefully shook out
three tablets. Carefully, he placed them on his tongue.
Then, convulsively, he swallowed them. Thirty seconds
later, he fell upon the body of his victim, writhing.

* * *

The two Chinese policemen desisted in their bangings
on the door.

i ‘};The gentleman is up there,” said one, “ [ can see a
ight.”

“.Bah!" said the other. “‘ Beastly foreign devil! If
he is too proud to come down and give us a dollar, let us
summon him. After all, we are policemen.”

And he carefully stuck a notice on the windscreen of
Jules' car. It summoned the owner to appear in the
Traffic Court the next morning, for the offence of being
without a rear-light.

COPPED BY JINGO !-—(Continued from page 29)

circumstances were in conspiracy against him. He felt
like a dog whose tail asked for the tin can.

The inspector then thawed from red.eyed hostility to
smiling benevolence. He played the role of the benign
autocrat. He smiled at the sub-inspector and the
prisoner. He whistled softly as if in a brown study.

“ Sub-inspector, 1 am on special duty just now,” he
said with a bored air, ‘and cannot spare time to give
evidence in the local courts. This poor simp may have
been suddenly tempted. Ishall take my money and
you can let this worm go with a warning.”

Saying this, he pocketed the wad of notes and the letter
and walked out of the police station.

~ The Sublnspector abused Denton with choice express-
ions, without allowing the poor fellow even to put in a
word edge-wise. Buat after the stream of abusive
persiflage had dried up, Denton protested that the man
was a fake and a synthetic circle inspector, and that the
sqb-mspector was only helping a criminal to walk off
with anqther man’smoney. But the only answer he got
was a brisk push on the small of hisback which propelled
him out of the station room. Denton, therefore, had to

take his seat in his compartmet, planning vengeance
against his persecutors.

Before Denton’s train left Burati

tnspector got a telegram from his Superior Officer to
arrest Gubash Khan alias Madar Khan who was in the
train. But the pseudo-inspector was as much within
sight as a needle In the proverbial hay-stack. Denton
spent all hl; special abusive vocabulary learnt in a life-
time on the silly sub-inspector. He got his money back

from the police de
: partment after someti t ub~
nspector got the sack, ime, but the s

Junction, the sub-

The Decorative Art

fil. Embroideries Encountered

by ‘Kumudini’

Hamsalochan Banerjee, Zamindar ang Honaorary

Magistrate, Sjt. Parasuram writes :— The room

was sufficiently spacious and filled with mirrors,
prints, photos, glass-almirahs, and chairs of all sorts, As
soon as we enter, our eye is caught by a framed canvas-
picture worked in wool—a blue cat sitting on a l}lack-
ground. White worsted thread was not available in the
bazaar during the days of the war, Hence this unfortu-
nate predicament of the cat.”

That is all he sees in the picture, the bare fact of a
blue cat sitting on a black-ground. He misses the deep
strugele for artistic expression on the part of the lady
who trorked that pie:e, her undaunted courage in spite of
lack of proper materials, her final feeling of triuraph in
her creation that inddced ler to hang the work in the
drawing-room when it was finished.

]D)ESCRIBING the drawing-room of Rai Bahadur

But I, being of a highly sympathetic nature, can under-
stand all these, can even imagine the sort of conversation
that takes place when Mrs. Banerjee shows the picture
ta her country cousin.

“How lovely! Did you work it yourself?" asks the
country cousin admiringly.

“ Yes,” says Mrs. Banerjee, in a care_less tone,
modestly trying to hide her pride in her creation.

“ow clever you are ! Wherever did you learn to do
these kinds of stitches!”

“ Oh, nowhere. [ justsaw a similar cat in a friend's
house, only it was of a brown colour. My husband told
me to do a white cat, but I could not get white wool,
I thought I would try blue and black. It is not so bad,
is it? Of course I might have worked a black
cat on a blue ground, but my neighbour Suhasini has
done a black cat, and I did not want it to be said that I
imitated her.”

You see how it is? The true artistic nature, that
is always striving for originality.

It is only legitimate that an artist should put his
signature to his work. In a house I visited there hung
on the wall, a similar woolen-worked picture, which had
a very ambitious theme for its subject, namely the Marina,
All will agree that although lovers manage to depict
their emotion by putting crosses at the bottom of their
letters, it is rather difficult to depict through the medium
of cross-stitches, the scene of lovers sitting on the beach.
The lady of the house was not daunted. She had done

'it, and she had also put in cross-stitches of a rose and

qhocalate “hue the startling title to the picture and her
signature *Sea-Bank—Sarala.”
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A lesser artist might have been content to write the
title in the vernacular, but not she. The medium
through which she has worked belongs to the English,
perforce she must put the title also in English. The
fact that her knowledge of English was limited did not
at all trouble her. She knew that the Inglish for
Samudram is Sea, and'Kara7 is Bank. There you are,
Samudra-Karai--Sea-Bank.

This reminds me of a similar desire for expression in
English on the part of a child. Her father was a
zamindar, and had invited the Governor for a tea-party
in his house, which seems a trait peculiar to some
zamindars. The child was vary fair and plump, and
the proud father brought his six-year old girl and
showed her to the Governor, The Governor asked,
“How old are you?” The father translated and
told the child not to feel frightened but to reply.
The child somehow felt she would be letting down her
father if she replied in the vernacular to the Governor's
question in English. She knew only one English word,
but without hesitation, in a clear childish treble she said
it___“ Dwenty.”

But this is digressing, It seems that some manu-
facturers of embroidery materials, when supplying the
pattern, give along with it full instructions as to what
coloured thread should b2 used and where. My aunt was
embroidering a peacock on a velvet cushion,

“ Do you think this light brown thread will show well
in itsneck ? ' she asked me,

I was startled. I had never yet seen a peacock with
a light brown neck. “ But auntie, what does the instruc-
tion say?’ I parried.

*Oh, never mind the silly instructions, I have had
this brown thread for such a long time and I want to
use it. Also I am going to use this yellow and light
green for its tails, although it is in the instructions to
use green and blue.” And she did it too, and the
peacock is finished now and being shown to visitors.

In another house—well, if I go on describing the start-
ling pieces of embroidery I have seen, it will fill pages
and pages.

Genius is ever of an assimilating character. It is not
ashamed to take what is good in others and then trans.
form it by its own magical touch into an original and
beautiful piece. Shakespeare took the plots of others and
made them into marvels of literature. I think our
Indian women must be geniuses in their own way. They
see English women doing cross-stitches and embroidery ;
they learn it themselves, and then they produce wonder-
ful pieces, the like of which cannot be seen anywhere,
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Silence in

o b ILENCE in court I The usher rapped out hig
daily command, ang zlared balefully at Lhe
prisoner in the dock, The pol

to attention:; the presereporters held their pencils

poised for a moment: palf a dozen flappers ceased
their inave chatt:r iy the public gallery, and a mother

effectively stifled her baby’s sereams by simply stuling a

handkerchief into jte mouth.  An  occasional rough

broke the judicial quietness of the court,

tceren stiffencd

The prisoner continued to gaze around the crowded
court-room, Then he nonchalantly waved his hand to
a friend at the back of the court.  Slowly he turned and
faced the judge and allowed his eyes to rest on the pale,
ascetic features, No trace of mercy or understanding
was visible in the fuce of the red-robed administrator of
justice.

The judge adjudeed the moment to be a favourable
one, and gave a picliminary cough. From above his
Spectacles he gazed at the prisoner in the dock. * Julius
Goodenough, you have been found guilty of a serious
offence against society ; also with being a habitual

criminal. Have you anything to say before | pasa
sentence upon you 7"

Julius Goadenough dropped his head and gave himself
up to retrospection, Ile fully realised that in the eyes
of the law he was a * bad egg’, and that any punishment
awarded would be merited and justifiable. As a mere baby
his father had christened him, ‘the blackmailer ’, because
he had to be given something every day to keep him quiet.

More than once he had been given the strap. As he
grew older he was often given the sack. He was always
giving trouble, and he wasg given three to twelve months’'
imprisonment. Trouble and Julius were friends from
birth. He had heard that his father was a learned man.
Anybow, his father had once occupied the chair of
applied electricity at Sing Sing Prison-—for two minytes,

His body was buried within the precinets of the prison.

Regarding the history of his mother, Jul
what hazy. The neighbours had slig!
“her as the ‘occasional lady'.  She was a lady —greq.
sionally ! She wag occasionally at home, more occasich-
ally in jail. Twicea day she was an occasional lady ;

in the morning and evening when she powdered and
painted herself,

us was some-
itingly referred (o

Julius himself had inherited al] th
parents, physically and socially,
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€ worst traits of hig
He was so thin that

Court

§ o . .

The Invisible Mau' was considered obese when com-
pared to fnlius, As a child, he had cut his teeth on the
Cross ;s consequently he was cross-eyed and knock-kneed.

In certain feats of strength he was unsurpassed.
House-breakirg, shop-lifting and pushing-shares were his
forte. 1Yis hobbies were many and varied. I{e was an
adept at opening sealed envelopes, safes, his mouth, and
the door of the Black Maria (police-van).

He was familiar witly all the famous docks of England,
especially those forming part of the furniture of the Old
Bailey, Lecds Assizes and the County Courts. Ife
proudly referred to himself asa * family-man’, and boasted
that his nationality was Welsh.  Both of these state-
ments are indirectly correct, As a ‘family-man’ he
ought to have been justly proud—there were five
paternity orders outstanding against him in the courts.

A sarcastic Justice of the Peace once dubbed Julius a

* Welsher ', hence the adoption of Wales as a birth-right.
His birth, however, was shrouded in mystery. He stated
that he was ‘ born to misfortune’, e wasn’t ; he was

born to Miss Terry in Holloway Jail - his father being
absent on the occasion,

Julius prided himself o heing
bragged that e would not h
had he been college educated,
that a college education might |
inclined to brag. e had been
first wife was parm
asylum, the second

a ‘self-made-man’ and
ave been more successful
He glossed aver the [act
have made him a little less
married three times. His
anently domiciled in the focal lunatic
wile had gone off with a policeman—
to jail, for bigamy. [Ifs fhird wife was a porfly dame —
she just adored port, and gin. She ran the bearded lady
to a close shave, and mizht have earned her living in the
circus. She preferred, however, to love and let love.

In tastes and dress, Julius was a connoisseur. He was
fond of Scotah whisky, Fren-! flappers, German sausage
and Dutch cheese. He prided himself on his knowledge
of Spanish-onions. He spoke several languages fluently-—
English, fower standard English, and stil] Iower Enzlish.
He was always well-dressed, whether he was in  DBriton

blues, Broadmoor breeches, Pentonville pants or Dart-
moor dickies.

The police had a high regard for Julius's attainment-.
They had often clapped him-—in jail. He had sometimes
been a guest of Hijs Majesty—inprison. His one redeem-
ing feature in a long Jife of crime, was the fact that he
never used violence when out on a nefarious job. He

by * Chappie’

{Hustrated by Sekar
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had been known to crush a grape b;twien hfoiztgi; age
i t the slightest pro .

thumb, and once, withou : rovoc

had viéiously snapped a banana into two pieces

When defeated in an argument, -he 'would ‘r}::’n:a]:k

: as always open to conviction, and tha he
s he.?Vd tences to be short and crisp.  Wrong again,
lo'ved htl:nieet were long, and his convictions numerous.
l;-;sse?ecord at the polic_e-
courts supports al! of his
convictions.

Julius' trend of thought
snapped when a police-man

behind tapped him on 'the
shoulder. ‘I have nothing

to say, my lord, except that
when [ was born my father
put a corkscrew into my
mouth instead of a silver
spoon. 1 have thus been
crooked ever since.”

" Julius Goodenough, it
was not a corkscrew on
which  this  conviction
hangs. A safe-opener was
found in your possession.
The learned counsel for
the prosecution has proved
to my entire satisfacti'on
that corkscrews open {ins
of sardines, etc., and, er,
safe-openers—safes, na.tur-
ally. You will go to pns.on
for twelve months with
hard labour on the first
charge. [ reserve judge-
ment on the question qf
being an habitual crimi-
nal.”

“ Thank you, my lord.
I have one last request
to make. Will you alter
my sentence to one years
imprisonment instead of
twelve months. It doesn't
seem so long !”’

The gallery rose with one accord to witness the

extraordinary scene. A man asking {o have his sentence

lengthened ?

‘The police-inen groaned, the lappers chirped, the baby

screamed, and the usher ushed in loud tones:

* Silence in Court 1”
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Faith—

(O)NCE upon a time there was a boy named Narayan

who lived with his mother in a farm, He was

not an istelligent boy and had homely features.

Even his mother who was devoted to bim used

to get occasionally irritated at his mental sluggishness.

And when she scolded him on the few occasions she did,

Narayan was hurt because he valped his mother’s good
opinion more than anything else in the world.

The idea of school was dismissed by his mother.
Narayan took to agriculture and vegetable-growing.
These pursuits needing only incessant bodily toil which
Narayan was by nature capable of and never minded
performing, he was scon the possessor of the finest
vegetable garden in the neighbourhoed. 1lis pumpkins
especially were his pride and other people’s envy.

But in his secret way, Narayan had an ambition. He
didn't dseam of being the Kirg's winister nor to be a
brave warrior nor vet a poet or anything of that cort.
Trar from it. His talents in these lines being undeveloped
or possibly atrophied, his nature did not scek refuge
dreams, as any other man’s wouid. Narayan rarely gave a
thought to the pomp and circumstance of glorious war
or about the pageantry and colourfulness and honour in
a court life. All he waunted was to be an expert in
curing snake-bites, a poison-expert.

That was the refrain of his soul’s song. In the few
minutes and on the few occasions that he gave himself
up to imaginative speculations, to day-dreams, he pictured
himself as the greatest expert on snake-bites in the land.
He saw himsell being consulted by the greatest
authorities then living. He scented glory; he breathed
fame.

Gradually, as he grew up, his eagerness grew till one
day in an unwonted burst of eloquence, he confided to his
mother his soul's desire. He expected to be snubbed, to
be told to attend to his work. Bat the fond mother was
secretly glad that her son was not merely acquiescing in
the prosaic life he was leading, but had visions of his
own. And so she said that if he was really anxious to
study the thing, he was at liberty to do it, Only he
needn’t expect any monetary help from her and he
would have to do without the expensive training that
ordinarily a student received.

Now there was in the neighbourhood an expert on
poisons, by name Kurup. He was agreat man at his job,
and had not only a reputation for having effective
medicines and charms for snake-bites but also for being
the master of hundreds of students, who came from far
and npear to study under him. These students were
rich, or at least well-to-do, and they brought him costly
presents as fees, He was a Jaconic man, was Kurup,
and generally students hadn't to wait long for the
end of their cowrse. Some talismanic word, or the
name of a charm or some such thing was imparted to
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the student, who returned to his home to practise the
teaching.

Narayan in his eargerness had learnt everything
about Kurup and one day he resolved to approach
Kurup and learn a thing or two. But he had na money
to present to his gurn.  His voung heart for the first time
felt the sorrow of poverty, the misery caused by want.
But he would find a way out. An idea suddenly struck
him one mght‘. What about the pumpkins which he had
in plenty? _'1 he magnificent vegetables which everybody
praised ? His Guru would surely accept them.

LEarly in the morning he plucked the choicest of the
vegetszle§, big, swollen ones, and pulting them in a sack
he slmzq 1t to his back and started. When Le reached
Kurup's house it was just morning, The east was pale
and fresh. Dew glistened on leaves everywhere.
conl, pleasant breeze was blowing, bringing the smell of
the flowers. But Narayan’s attention was not on the
beauties of Naturg, noreven an the beauties of the village
V»{ho were proceeding to the temple after their morning
dip, gentle, dusky.eyed maidens as fresh and as cool as

the morning. Nara i \
X ayan ignored all thege, thers
and passed on to Kurup's Cottage, ¢ avoided o

He paused at the gate and looked in. He could see a
c;v:hyoungfmen talking to Kurup. Ile waijted until all
? ke:in left, _VVhen one by one they came out, Narayan
0;]3 eh a:lway in shame. He dared not face the others
v (t) ad probably received their Guru's blessing and
’I;Se ;uac(;‘z‘; ‘:heé having given the Guru costly presents.

A OStly present, no gol p s
precious stones, gold, no ornaments, no

He therefore waited at the i

S ’ gate until all of them left
and then hesitatingly he went in, carrying his sack.
})ige %f?}?roached Kurup and emptied the sack before
in a.voiceeo‘f,eg:tab'lﬁs fay in a heap before Iurup. Then
e oice umility and respect Narayan prayed for

Ku'ru;z‘looked at
he said, “ Pumpkins
house.

hxm for a moment in surprise ; then
» Bnoramus ! " and went inside the

* 2 * "

strRl‘li‘Jah ' V)kram, the great ruler of the country was
31 }ng in bis garden when king cobra rushed into the
E;ias i romt a bush, reared its head and struck. ‘The palace
One nart1 t}er tc onfusion when the incident was known.
Otheri wy t“-ls G?Ed to the garden to despatch the reptile,
opeeee ent in search of snake-cxperts. Most of those
Rasten (;Il xz;)lnsons an‘d living in the neighbourhood
the Ra'aho he palace in the hope of being able to cure
ame a:ld w len all the rest had failed and thus gaining
tried all thW_ea th. One by une they were admitted. They
talismans %ur medicinal herbs, all their charms, all theit
he 0S, but the Rajah never moved in the stupor that
8y 1. He was fast sinking, everyone could see.

Hgstﬁy mounted messengers were sent in all directions to
ing the various celebrities living in the country. The

% court physician, ignorant though he was about poisoas,

shook his head solemnly and ominously.

Kurup came and tried his skill.

With characteristic quickness Kurup had diagnosed
this case’as one of the worst that had ever come to him.
Conscientiously he exhausted all his resources, with little
success.

All the men who had come voluntarily or had been
invited, stood in groups, whispering to one another. The
Maharani meanwhile was running frantically in her room,
expecting someone to arrive and tell her that the king
was safe. Her daughter was sitting on a couch, tearful,
and more beautiful on that account. The anxious moments
slipped by and the queen at last made a decision.

She clapped her hands and a maid entered noiselessly.
“ Summon the minister instantly!” ordered the Queen.
The maid courtesied and departed. A few minutes later
the minister arrived.

*“ Well?"” asked the Queen.

* Your Highness, we cannot yet—"'

“The same answer., Have you tried all of them?”

“Yes, your Highness—all excepting a young man,
new to the profession. But what these people failed to
achieve, I don’t think a young man, however learned he
may be, will be able to accomplish.”

“You are wrong. Try him at once. One can’t say
who is most fortunate. And announce to all of them
that he who saves the life of the King will receive my
daughter in marriage and a suitable pension.”

The girl started up. To marry one of those
dreadfu] people who dealt in poison! And most of them
were old and ugly. She hoped that the new young man
would do it. He certainly ought to be better looking
than the rest. But the dismissed such thoughts from
her head as being disloyal to her father. She accused
herself of being selfish when her dear father was at
death’s door.

Messengers hurried with palanquins to bring the
young man who had done a bit in his own small way.
When they reached his place, he was surprised at Fhe
Royal invitation, butrelieved too, for he had been longing
to be at the palace to try his skill and had kept bac‘k
only because he didn’t want to be a gate-crasher. His
mother had specially warned him against it. Narayan
stepped into the palanquin and was borne along.

In the palace the celebrities were indignantly asking
one another who this new man was. They had never
heard of him. An upstart to step in where they
had failed! It was atrocious. Had the queen no §ense?
As for the announcement with regard to the princess,
well, they were too old now to contemplgte marriage
though the bride was a princess, and beautiful. If they
had been younger, they would,—well, they wouldn't

remain idle. They knew what was what.

Meanwhile Narayan arrived in the palanquin and
stepped out, the target of a thousand pairs of eyes, some
envious, some just curious. Straightaway he requested
to be shown fo the King who was by this time almost
lifeless. He had become unconscious. Breathing had
Stopped. Narayan looked at his patient and turning to

 the minister, he ordered some liquid food to be prepared

for the Royal sufferer to drink when he awoke. Food [
‘Was he crazy? The minister however did not hesitate.
He ordered it at once. Perhaps the chap had something
in him after all! -

But the others began sneering. Food indeed! The
fellow’s audacity ! What cheek ! Well, time would show.

Narayan took some sacred ash and sprinkled it on the
patient’s brow and his ankle where the tiny puncture
was visible. Then he bent down and whispered some-
thing in the patient’s ear. The King stirred! A murmur
of wonder and delight passed through those assembled.
People began to be excited. Narayan whispered again
in the King's ears, dashed a little cold water against his
face and shook him. The King opened his eyes and
moistened his lips. * Now for the food,” said Narayan.
The cup was put to the King’s lips. The King drank it
greedily and sighed contentedly. He sat up. He had
still the air of a man who had just had a good sleep and
dreams in numbers.

“What happened?” the King asked. There were
plenty of people, his loyal servants, to enlighten him.
Bewilderment, surprise, smile passed the King's face in
turn. But the Queen and the Princess rushed in at this
moment and there was a touching scene.

The famous snake-experts of the land had once again
occupied lost ground. They were well to the fore and
were telling the King and whoever were pleased to listen
to them, what they would have done, could do, and had
done ; why the King’s case proved difficult, how their
charms could be held to have been partially responsible
for the miraculous cure. All this while, Narayan stood
in a corner, neglected but not unhappy. His ambition
was realised ; his dreams had come true.

The King suddenly called for him. He approached
shyly and made obeisance. ‘' Narayan, you shall be my
friend from to-day. Ask what you will and it is yours.”

The Queen bent forward and whispered something in
the King's ears who looked at his daughter in alarm.
Then his eyes twinkled. a kindly look came into his eyes,’

“The Queen says she promised to give the Princess
away to whoever cured me. What say you, Narayan?”

The Princess blushed and looked down. Was it not
her duty to marry this young.and dull-looking lad? He
had brought back her father from death.

Nayayan paused and said :

“If you don’t mind, Sire, I would rather be the palace
vegetable supp’),lier than be the consort of Her Highness
the Princess.

The whole Court tittered. Was the fellow being inso-
lent. He ought to be punished.

* How now, thou varlet? Dare you be impertinent?”
thundered the King, The Princess was looking at this
fellow who had refused to marry her.

“I humbly represent to you Sire, that I am not worthy
of marrying Her Highness. She is for an Emperor, and
not for a poor ignorant vassal like myself, In serving
your Highness I have realised my ambition. That is
enough for me. I am now turning back to my vegetable
garden. My mother waits in our house!” The lad was
honest and humble. The King liked his speech. So did
the Princess : she had a good joke for Jai Singh, Prince
of Manpur, when he came again.
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Narayan entered the palanquin again and started back.
Behind him came a dozen bearers carrying ornaments,
sillk, money and other costly presents which the King had
given him. He was sitting as if in a dream,

At the gate he saw Kurup, standing in a group.
Narayan ordered the bearers to stop and got down from
the palanquin. He approached Kurup and made a deep
obeisance. Then calling up those who were carrying his
gifts, he placed all of them in front of Kurup and said,
" Master, this is for you from a student.””

“ My student ! " exclaimed Kurup. “But | never
taught you anything. [ remembor haviny msulted you,

Ilthc,a,ught you learnt your wonderful cure from someone
else.

“ But master, didn’t you give me the talismanic words ?
1 repeated them millions of times and they have served
me in the recent happenings.”

“Igave you a charm! What was it 2"

* Pumpkins, ignoramus,” replied Narayan.

Then Kurup saw in a flash that this man had mistaken
his words for a charm. He didn't laugh, He saw the
man’s purpose and sincerity.  Before the magnitude of
Narayan’s faith, Kurup felt himself small. Fle bent his
head in submission, and embraced Narayan,

THL END
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. AUNTI

Y dears, there is one infallible means by which a

h man may got the last word. The most down-

trodden of God's creatures, condemned for a

lifetime to cower before the voice of connubiality,

at last achieves a solitary but devastating rejoinder.

Mumchance during life, he answers back from the grave.

When the lawyer drones his last will and testament, h@s

loving wile is not merely compelled to listen; she is
gloriously debarred from all possibility of retort.

This method of securing the last word has been
resorted to throughout history. You may have heard of
the Roman sepator who left his wife the sum of_one
denarius, with which to buy abox of voice-pastn{les.
Even Mr. Shakespeare could not resist the temptation.
Too gentlemanly to fill his will with a lot of philosophic
observations about married life, he simply bequeathed
to Mrs. Shakespeare his second-best bed.

A whole volume of exegesis would not give us a bet.ter
picture of the lady, or vouchsafe a more revealgng
glimpse of the sacred intimacies of the poet’s horpe-lzfe.
One regrets, however, that Mr. Shakespeare exercised so
much restraint in his willmaking. A few pages c‘)f
" Shakespeare on Matrimony > would be one of the world's
most precious manuscripts.

These remarks, my chickabiddies, are prompted by the
recent publication of the last will and testament o_f a
gentleman who sulks behind the snom-de-plume of * Mie .
Of course, we miust all acknowledge the deceased's
brilliance as a writer; but a brilliant writer is tanta-
mount to a brilliant liar. Well, Anntie is a much better
liar than any mere man, '

Mr. Mie makes all sorts of rash assertions derogatory
to  Auntie's maidenly virtue and personal beauty.
Regarding the former, Auntie preserves a pround silence;
as to the latter, she is content to allow her appearance
to speak for itself. Mr. Mie should talk! My dears, he
has a face like the back of a bus. i

Mr. Mie alleges that he once proposed to Auntie on
Hammersmith Broadway. Yes, my loves, there is a
Broadway at Hammersmith, and it really is broad. Ttgrew
broad in the days when coaches constantly made new
tracks beside the highway, to avoid the dreadful ruts. In
those days it was infested by highway robbers. Now-a-
days the tradition persists in a multitude of cinemas,
cheapjack’s stalls, and Palais de danse.

Auntie has no recollection of the encounter with
Mrt. Mie, though she does faintly remember stepping on
4 slug one afternoon as she came out of the Man wilh
a Load of Mischief. This is a hostelry, my dears, and
its sign depicts a husband carrying his wife on his back.

Mr. Mie is swanking when he pretends that he wanted
to go from Hammersmith Broadway to Half Maoon
Street. The former is the resort of the proletariat, the
latter contains the private haunts of the aristocracy.
And everyone knows, should such an incredible journey
be contemplated, that one takesa number 256 bus, and
changes at the Goat and Compasses. This is another
hostelry, my dears, and the goat and compasses are a
corruption of the Arms of the City Guilds, ‘ God
Euncompasseth Us ',

Finally, Auntie must reveal that when she attended
the funeral of Mr, Mie, the Chief Mourner was a gentle-
man, wearing a theatrical beard and false eyebrows, who
seemed to enjoy the proceedings immensely. Auntie’s sus-
picions being aroused, she sent for her private resurrec-
tion-man. Yes, my dears, there are still honest trades-
men who follow the macabre occupation of Jerry
Cruncher. When Auntie's agent resurrected the coffin
at the dead of night, all he found inside was a great
bundle of rejected manuscripts, and a fishy smell.

So I don’t think Mr. Mie has had the last word: do
you, my pets?
* * * ¥*

Infatuated (Matunga). * Atlast I have persuaded the
lady to marry me. The conditions she imposed were
very severe, but I will put up with anything if only she
will be mine. I have promised to bring home the whole
of my salary every month, and never to squander it on
anything. Ihave promised to dress according to her ideas,
and let her select my clothes. I will never go out in the
evening, or be detained at the office, or belong to Clubs, or
smoke or drink. I have promised to obey her wishes in
everything. Now all this is settled, will you please tell
me how to obtain a marriage-license,” You don’t want a
marriage-license, dear sir., What you need is a dog-
license.

Sandboy (Vandipalayam). ‘‘Would you advise me
to get a tin trunk to keep my clothes in?” Why, dear
boy? Are you a nudist ?
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Flighty Boy (Madras). “ Dear Auntie, I have suc.
cumbed to the ample charms depicted in the new heading
to your page, and I will not be happy until | have made
your acquaintance. I want you (o come and talk with
me at the Zoo next Wednesday. [ shail be looking out
for you at half-past-five.””  Auntie will b delighted (o
come, dear boy. By the way, in which cage will T find
you?

Apropos (S. India). “1 was greatly mused at an
incident in the local court the other day, The room wasg
noisy and overcrowded, and the magistrate told tha
attendant to clear the court. Tle attendant turned to
the crowd and eaid, ' Now,

then, all you blackeuards v ho i

aren’t  lawgers, leave (he
court.” Yes, my dear, \untin
can picture the silyation, |
suppose  that owing lo the
absence of practically every-
body, the prosecution couid
not be continued?

{
f
Cocktail (Malund). The {
following is a highly amusing
pastime for a party : procure £
a pair of opera-glasses or | v .
binlc))colours, ar?d draw a white | Srpression
chalk line on the floor. Now
make your guests walk the
white line, looking at it
through the wrong end of the f
binaculars. ;
|
|
|
!
!

its song ?

Puesled (Tiruppapuliyur).
“1 was calling on my neigh.
bour yesterday, and suddenly
she remarked, ‘Ah, 1 gee
that little Subbu has got back
home from school.” There
was not a sign of the boy any-
where, so I wondered how she
knew that he was indoors. Do
you thinkshe is psychic ?” No,
my dear. There are many ways of knowing when the
young hapeful has arrived under the parental roof. Ior
example, if the cat suddenly jumps up, and scurrics
in terror 10 a place of refuge upder the bed, it is a sure
sign that little Subbu is about,

Monsoon Chorus (Bengal). * Now that the frogs are
croaking everywhere, I often lie awake at night, and
speculate about these strange creatures.” Yes, they are
Strange creatures, dear boy, Have you ever noticed that
when they stand up, they sit down, and when they walk,
they jump about ?

Proud Father (Naduvatam). ** The baby is a fine
little fellow, and a source of endless interest, e jabhers
away from morning to night, but of course there is no
sense in what he says.” An exceptionally interesting
child, dear sir. Have you noticed how much he is like
his mother ?

Honoured (N.W.F.P). “At the reception, the
Deputy Commissioner was most kind to me. Not content
with shaking one of my hands, he clasped both. [as
this some exceptional significance according to oglish
customs ?
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t. In what gome are ends changed
after each goal?

2, What is the meaning of the
14

To cast pearls
before swine "' ?

3. When does the nightingale lose

1. \What {5 "“Real Estate /7

(Answers on page 4.1)

Na, dear sit.  The gentleman only thought that his
watch and chain would be safer that way,

Batchelor (Itarsi). | have bsen mueh shaken in my
principles by an old friend, whn says thatif T were
married to a wife like his, I would be the happiest man
m the world.”  That’s all right, dear boy. Tell him you
will Jdefer your happiness  until the time when she
becomes a widasw,

Astrovomy  (Secumderabad), ¢ Please  decide the
fotlowina question for we - whielt is of the greatest service
to mankmd, the sun or the moon.” The moon, undoubt-
edly, dear byy.  The moon shines by night, when illu-
mination is most needed. The

cun only appears during the
e et

. ' _ Y daytime, when there is so
KNQW?/ much Light that even a2 one-
SN ”T eyet_l man can see without

"”':; assistance,

i Revenge (1 gmore). I you
want  to make the young
gentleman Jook ridiculoys, do

' not give himthe cold shoulder,

j but invite him to your birth-

: glay-party. During the proceed-

| Ings, suggest agame of ‘ farm-

’} yard chorus’.  Bxplain that
| theganeis screamingly funny,

’ provided that everyone follows

{ the instructions whole-heart-

!1 edly.  No one is to know
!{(‘:forehaud what the instryc-

‘ Lions are, as they are whisper.

|

ﬁ

{

!

ed privately to eacly individual,
Now go round the circle, and
whisp%r into each person's
ear, ~Stand still, and keep
completely silent, * Only your
victim gets other instructions,
Place him in the middle of
the room, and whisper, ‘You
are the leader. Beat time, amd
bray loudly, like a donkey,’
At a given signal, the young
man will connnence to wave his arms, and, amida death.
ly stillness and silence, will start bawling at the top of
his voice, * Hee haw! Hee haw!’ Now the rest of the
company must solennly guess what kind of an animal heis,

Miss Beatrice (Lalore). A gentleman friend has
told me that I remind him of a river. Don't you think
it 1s a pretty compliment?” Charming, my dear ; byt
have you considered that the mouth of a river is much
wider than its head ?

Executive (Secretariat). * When confronted with
such an ahstruse problem of administration, [ always
bring a fresh brain to bear on it.” Thank you, dear sir -
your explanation accounts for many things, Auntié
always wondered if the resuiling orders were the work of
a brain that had never been used before.

Controversy (Benares). * [ rejected the proposal with
scotn.  What kind of a fool does he think Tam?" |
don’t know, dear boy, What kind of a fool are you ?

Etiquette (Poong). * Would you please advise me ag
to the status of a prison governor, Can he be scorped
with impunity ?” Welt, dear boy, it depends on whether
You are on your way in, or on youy way ouf,

@

ALL -

A\

First Typist: The boss is taking interest in me.
2nd Do: How?
No.7. He's just asked me if I work here.
* * * *
Learned Professor (in his lecture on Water) : D<‘> not
forget, gentlemen, do not forget that if it weren't for
water we would pever learn to swim; then look what

a number of people would be drowned!
* * * *

“T'm terribly worried. I told Doss in my last I.etter to
forget that I had told him I didn't mean to reconsider my
decision not to change my mind, and he seems to have

misunderstood me!”’
x * * %
He had recently gone to a new job, anda friend found
him very chirpy about it.

. (4
“ I'm pretty well my own master,” he said. I can
get there at any time I like before eight and jleave any-

time I like after six.”
% * * *

“ Will you have a cup of tea ?”

* I don’t drink tea.”

“Coffee?”

““{ don't drink coffee! ”

* Cocoa?”

“ I don’t drink cocoa!”

* Whisky and soda ? "’

“ I don't drink soda!”

* * * *

Young Doctor: Anything unusual happened while

1 have been away?

Servant : . Yes,sit—aipatient called 1

G=3—8—35

“ Has he ever been on Government work before?” the
manager asked the friend of the job-secker.

“ Very nearly,” was the reply.
“ What do you mean by very nearly ? ”

“Well, you see there wasn't enough evidence to
convict him,”

* % * %

A complimentary dinner was being given in honour of
a certain self-made man by a company of sportsmen,
and he was responding to the toast of his health.
“Gentleman,” he said, * when I came to Madras I was
a poor boy without a pie in my pockst and nowhere to
lay my head. To-.day I don't mind confessing that I am
worth Rs. 1,00,000. My success I attribute entirely to
the fact that I have worked hard, that I have my share
of energy and efficiency, and that some years ago I
won Rs. 1,00,000 in Derby Sweep.”

* * ' * *

* \Was the professor absent-minded at his daughter’s
wedding ¥’

“ More than usual. He thanked his new son-in-law
for coming all the way from his provincial home to
attend the gathering.”

* # * *
Wife: Darling, I bave a lot of things I want to talk
to you about.
Hubby: Good, it's usually things you haven't got
that you want to talk about.
* * * *

“ Healthy-looking office-boy you have got.”

“ Yes, he's a good lad. Doesn't smoke, whistle,
gamble, or want to go to football matches.”

“ You're lucky.”
“ Qh, he's just one fault. He won't work.”
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The Mystery of the

][ am presentirg a short story for inspectior. My short
story is really an epitomised nove! and possesses all
the stock requisites of one. It fulfils the qualifications

demanded by the numerous schools of journalism and or

literature, whose opinions I had, in my callow youth,
solicited,
¥ * * *

Chapter I,

“Your coffee, miss” Rat-tat-tat! No answer.
Rat-tat-tat!  Still no answer.

The maid at the door looked surprised, She hesi-
tated, then bent down and peered through the keyhole
The room was empty!  She immediately called the
master of the house and he, with the aid of several
servants ferced the deor open.

They IUShed in. £ I\Iy daughter ( MiSSing !‘___n and
Mr. Hincks.Blue coilapsed in a heap on the floor.

Chapter II,

The maid however retained her presence of mind;
Mary was a very calm, almost cowlike girl, of country
stock, not easily upset. She took up the ’'phone with
the intention of calfing up the police, when her master
Who was being ministered to by the butler and a footman,
sat up, passed his hand over his face as in a dream— and
spoke haltingly,

“No, no, drop it, I tell you! Call up 1599. This is
no case for public interference. Oh, my daughter I—to
be murdered perhaps—is it ransom— 2" and he buried
his head in his hands,

He raised the receiver,
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The detective dropped to his knees

Chapter |iI.

Mr. Gorrell-Smith was having breakfast when his
"phone  buzzed annoyingly.  The apartment clearly
denoted his profession. On a table were littered in dis-
order various documents, a microscope and some hand.
cuffs.  On the mantel piece was a Persian slipper stuffed
with rank tobacco. Piles of newspaper cuttings pasted
in scrap-books filled the room,

He raised the receiver. “ Yes—who js that, please?
Oh...yes...missing ? I’li be over in a minute.” e rang
off. Not a muscle on his inscrutable face moved
although the news that Consuelo Hincks-Blue wag
missing had racked his heart angd shaken him to the very
depths of his being—for this saturnine man loved her
with all his soul.

He dresssed hurriedly, hailed a taxi and disappeared,
Chapter |V,

The'Hincks-Blue household was in a tumult, but
Consuelo’s room had been left untouched by her father’s

orders. The great detective whispered a word of com.
fort to the distraught parent, and entered the room—
her room.

“ The sheets have not be;en ruffied. She did not sleep
on this bed—Ah! cigar ash.”

And he whipped out a magnifying glass. “A
Trichinopoly cheeroot. The man whao smoked this was
a retired Colonial or Service Man, tall, dark, grim—"
Here the father timidly interrupted him, * I'm afraid
that’s my cigar-ash,” he said, *“ and they are not Trichi-
nopoly cheeroots, they’re Havanas.”

“ Nonsense I’ returned the detective. [t can’t be.
My psycho-analylic powers never fail,” and brushing
aside Hincks-Blue's protest, he strode to a Sorner of
the room.

“Blood! Heavens, it's been spilt here ! This looks
bad—~-"" he shook his head. “ A regular trail of drops!”
Again Mr. Hincks-Blue spoke—this time very diffidently,
**That’s red-ink she spilt yesterday correcting proofs.”

“Red ink? Impossible! My dear fellow, do you
seriously think I don’t know the difference betwe’a,en blood
and red ink? Really this passes tolerance! snorted

* Gorrell.Smith,

He nosed. about the room examining curtains,
windows and even the space under the bed as though he
expected a dead body to be crumpled inijt. “ You say
the door was locked from the inside ?” he asked turning
to Mary,

* Yes, sir,” and she related the episode of the morning
caffee.

by 'Ram’

Mustrations by Varma

Chapter V.

“Ah!” There was a wealth of suppressed infor-
Mation in this simple ejaculation. The detective dropped
to his kness beside the open window and examined the
sill with his magnifying glass screwed into one eye like
a watch-repairer.

What he found seemed to interest him, for without
another word he turned and rushed like a whirlwind out
of the room.

Chapter VI,

In No. 7, Crescents Grove, the members of the
house held high festival.

It harboured a gang of Italian anarchists, whose
leader, Pietro Concinni, was wanted by the police of

N

Tenderly he carried haer,

43



several countries. In France, in Spain, in Germany, he
bad left a trail of dismembered bodies and blown-up
men, victims of his self-appointed justice. He was
called the “ Spider”, because anyone unfortunate enough
to get into the toils of his organization was as securely
held as a fly in a web.

“Well, Anselmo? Is she giving trouble?” A fat
ungainly man was this “Spider ” with two utterly
brutal eyes blazing out of his head; pig’s eyes that
could turn into basilisk’s at will.

*“No, signor. She is still under the effects of the
ether we administered,”

Chapter VII. ‘
At this moment ‘an excited YE‘S’ '

youth entered and spoke rapid- ;
ly, clearly exhibiting both fear
and anxiety. ' Saneta Marie !
That unspeakable dog,
Gorrell-Smith, is on this case,
signor! I was hiding outside
the house and saw him enter.
All is up! We must leave l
immediately.”

. Polo.

“ Who made you leader of |l
this society?” It was the
“Spider” speaking. “Pig of all
pigs, vou have deserved
death!"” and plucking a stil-
letto from his waistband he
stabbed the unfortunate
Italian through the heart,

An involuntary exclamation
of horror burst from the man
addressed as Anselmo, ¥
*““What, you too!” and with
these words Concinni  buried
his stilletto to the hilt in his
assistant's throat. Two dead
bodies—and over them an
exaggerated caricature of a
man with the blood-lust in his eyes!

(Ahem ! They're dying too fast. 1f I'm not care-
Jul there'll be none left for the detective to kill when he
arrives.)

“Paulo! Dantel”

Two men, one old but yet hale, and the other young
and debased, came running at the summons.

“Cart away these carrion and get rid of them!”
They obeyed.

As the two men disappeared, a hatless, bootless
figure stole like a cat through the window !

“The Spider | I've gotyou at last, my friend!” It
was Gorrell-Smith ! “Put up your hands!”

But Concinni grunted, *“ The Spider dies fighting!”
and with one pantherish bound was on the detective,
before he had time to fire.

Gorrell-Smith was an experienced jujitsu wrestler.
With ease he disengaged himself and broke his lumbering
oppg‘nent's hold. Then—thud, thud! He hit twice, and
the * Spider " pitched forward on his face, and lay still.
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{Answers to questions on page 40)

2. To give good things to
people who are far ignorant
to appreciate them.

3. After mating.

4. Immoveable property, such
as' freehold land.

Chapter Vil

Stopping only to handcuff the anarchist, our friend
began a search thro’ the house. Finally, in a cellar, he
discovered the insensible body of Consuelo. Immediately
he applied restoratives (of which he carried a case in his
pocket) and soon she opened her eyes !

He bent over her.

“ Get back and keep vour hand from your pocket.”
The two accomplices had returned after completing their
fell task. But the detective was not a man to give in
tamely. e snatched a jug from a table and hurled it
at one man. Both fired but
in ducking to avoid the jug,
their aim was spoilt and
Gorrell-Smith was on them,
With hurricane blows he
, forced  both before him,
ceasing only when they cried
for mercy. “Having hand-
cutled them, he returned to
Consuelo.

Tenderly he carricd her
(although she had recovered
the use of her numbed limhs
to a great extent) and laid her
on a bed'in the parlour. Five
minutes later they left the
house in a taxi, while the
police discovered the anar-
chists handcuffed in the
deserted house when they
came in response to the detec.
tive’s "phone call.

Chapter IX,

It was a week later. Mr,
Hincks-Blue and his daughter
were dining with the detective
at the Ritz-Carlton.

Called on to explain how
he had solved the mystery,
Gorrell-Smith began to speak, crumbling bread in one
hand while the other played with Consuelo’s under the
table.

* The affair was simple as soon as I saw the impres.
sion of the Spider’s boot on the window sill. e wears
a curiously shaped left shoe, and this gave the whole
thing away at once. I ’phoned the Lunchouse Police
and found that he was lurking in the house where |
discovered him. Of course they knew him as an Italian
trader inolive oi}, not as the "“Spider™”; but [ had disvover-
ed this alias of his on a previous occasion when we
clashed and had kept my knowledge dark until it should
prove useful,

" The rest you know,"—turning to Consuelo. She
cast the light of her eyes on him—he blinked—she said
My hero!”

The conclusion is rather sad, Gortell-Smith wag
sued for breach of promise but discovered that Consuelo
was the leader of a gang of woman-criminals whose

]

occupation was the ‘lifting’ of hat-pins. She got

twenty-five years, and he is still disconsolate,

-

The Esrmer & the Feasters

by Harindranath Chattopadhyaya

A forest. Enter a Farmer with a hooked kuife with
which to pecl the bark of trees.

Farmer

So here I am. The day is fine,

The air is like a cup of wine.

Before the coming of the dark

I must peal off as much of bark

From these brown-branching forest-trees ;
I have my knife. With what swift ease
Its ever sharp and shining steel

Can cut and chop and chip and peal
The polished bark which I do use

To make for men their winter-shoes.

(Starts pecling the bark off
trees.)

The Farmer sings a song

I am a farmer

Ruddy and rough,
Though I am old

I have strength enough
To handle a knife:
And cut down trees

To feed my wife
And myself, if you please,

(He piles up the red bark into
a heap.)

1 am a farmer

Brave and bold,

I'll fight a tiger

Though I am old;

T'll break his jaws

And turn him pale,

I'ti cut off his claws

And peal off his tail.

(Just then ke notices @ Bear,

coming towards him, in the
distance.)

But I cannot bear the sight of a Bear

Which makes my heart jump up in prayer

1’ll h.de me under the bark’s red pile,

And am sure that the Bear will go by in a while.
And when he is gone I'll come out again

And go back home, as right as rain,

(The Farmer hides under the
bark‘h@“?n)
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The Bear eniers, smiling

Bear

What have we here? A crimson heap
Of new-peeled bark. I'll try and sleep
In its cool shadow, for this place

Is truly lovely, by God’s grace.

I wonder, though, who could have left
This pile behind? It looks like theft
Half-carried out. How very cool
This place is, and how beautiful!

(Sits down comfortably, whers
he spies o Wolf coming
towards that spot, but in an
attitude of great hurry, as
if he were in a dreadful
haste to reach some place
or other by a certain
time.)

Hallo, my friend! come here and rest
Beside me, You shall be my guest,

Wolf

I'm sorry I'm in dreadful haste,
I'm sorry I've no time to waste,
For I'm on business, sir! I am

. Going to fetch our Farmer's lamb.

Bear
What Farmer do you mean ?
Wolf

I mean
That fellow who is sometimes seen
Haunting this forest with a knife,
T'll steal his lambkin, on my life !

Bear

The very thought, I think is worth
More than the money found on earth :
But then, my friend ! you needn't worry,
Nor be in such a mortal hurry;

The Farmer's lamb won’t run away,
It’s tethered in his yard all day,

And he himself is out of docrs,

So you may safely say it’s yours,

So, rest a little while, and get

A little cool before you set

Off on your errand, I on mine,

Wolf

Your errand ?

Bear

Yea, and such a fine

And high-class errand.  For you see
Il rob the honey-combs that be
Upon the Farmer’s courtyard tree.
And therefore, Mister, let us strike
A happy bargain,

Wolf

As you like,
But what is it ?

Bear

I do suggest
That we become each other’s guest,

You bring the lamb and I the honey,
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And we will sit and chat and eat
A supper that will cost no money,
Honey with lamb will be a treat !
(Just at this moment & Hare
comes by, limping hurriedly.)
But there he goes, our creature fair !

Wolf
Good-day we bid you, Mr. Hare !

Bear
A fine good day to Mr. Rabbit !

Hare
Please do not think it is my habit
To walk so fast. If I seem formal
Forgive me, it is not my normal
Nature. But today I'm running
With all my “ hares”’ on end.

Wolf

He’s punning.

But whither bound ?

Bear

Yes, tell us where ?
Together Wolf and Bear

Do tell us, won't you, Mr. Hare?

Hare
This pink-eyed gentleman in white
Considers that he has no right
To waste a moment, for I guess
He’s going on urgent business.

Together Wolf and Bear

What business, we pray you tell ?

] Hare
What business you ask me ? Well |
I'm going to the Farmer's field
For I have heard that this time’s yield
Of cabbage is superfine,
A cabbage makes this heart of mine
Go pitapat and pitapat !

[

Wolf
Before you go, pray have a chat
With us,
Bear

For we have got a plan
Halched, up our sleeve.

Wolf
. Do, if you can,
Just stop a little while and hear
What we would say,
Bear
Now, there’s a dear!
Hare

Yes, I will from my moments spare
A friendly few.

Bear
Good Mr. Hare
We have a brilliant plan, at least
It seems that we could have a feast,
If three of us together wish us,
A feast both regal and delicious,

Wolf

I'll rob the Farmer of his lamb ;

Bear
T'll climb his tree—you know Tam
A splendid climber—and from there
Fetch down a honey-comb, and share
Both Jamb and hoaey-comb between us,
You bring us cabbage, Mr. Hare !

Hare
We three are lovers all, by Venus|

Together—Wolf, Bear and Hare

We are agreed, there is no doubt,

So let us each one go about

Our several business and come back

To this same spot by the same track

That we are now about to take;

We must return before the break
ening star.

Of evening Wolf

Agreed.
Bear

Agreed,
Hare
We are three charming friends, indeed !

(They go out severally, each by
a separate path.)

Slowly the Farmer who has been in hiding creeps out o/

the bark-heap.
Farmer

I'll take the shortest cut, I will

And make short work of stealers, too.
I will not let the Wolf fulfil

His part of it, I'll make him rue

The moment when he thought to steal
My pretty lambkin. He will feel
That stealing after all is base

And leads the thief into disgrace.

(He gocs out hurriedly with his

kuife, leaving
bundlie behind.)
SCENE TWO

The Farmer reached before they did,
Aund in a hurry called and bid -

L)

His wife go light the kitchen blaze
And boil a pot of water. Says
The wife, “ Why are you out of breath?”
The Farmer answers, ** Mister Death
Is coming as a guest to feed
Upon our lamb. But won't succeed.”
The wife, she thought that some one had
Poisoned her man whose words were mad,
Perhaps, she thought his brain had met
With some dark accident, and yet
She could not quite believe that he
Was touched with true insanity,
For on his face she saw the vision
Of a clear-headed firm decision.
Without more words, the woman went
Into the kitchen and soon bent
Over the oven, lit it, and
Obedient to her man’s command,
She set upon the fire the pot
Of water which was boiling hot
Within a little while.

The Man
Stood well-ensconced behind the gate
Through which the Wolf to work his plan
Would have to enter. Sure as fate
The Wolf towards it came, a thief,
But wait a bit, he’ll come to grief.

“ Wife! bring the water-pot at once |”’
She did. The Wolf, a stupid dunce,
Entered the gate, when in a trice

The Farmer poured the boiling hot
Water upon his hide, the price

Was paid, the water of the pot

Had done the trick, had crushed his pride
And scorched his shameless wolfish hide.
The Wolf went running back again

Mad with excruciating pain

Towards the spot where he had left

His merry comrades, “ Truly, theft

Is a most dangerous and unwise

Affair, I now do realise.”

SCENE THREE

The same as the First Scene. The Farmer has returned
by the short-cut before the Wolf, the Bear and the

Havre.
Farmer

The Wolf has learned a lesson, and
Will now begin to understand

That entering a Farmer's yard

To steal his lamb is rather hard!

He will think twice and more than twice
Before he thinks of paying the price
Which he has paid. Lord, how he reddened
I'm sure by now his skin has deadened.
But I must hide me here and see

I get the honey of my tree,

And claim the cabbages the Hare

Has gone to steal. I do declare

They are all three of them appearing

In the distance. They are nearing.

(He hides himself as in the
First Scene under the heap

of bark.)
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Enter Bear, Hare and Wolf
Bear
Well, here I am, true to my vow,
And brought the honey-comb, somehow,

A danger to all lesser folk,
And boiling-water's not a joke !

(Just then the Farmer’s voice
Jrom under the heap sounds

Pilfered from Mr. Farmer’s bough. clearly.)
Hare The Voice

And here I am, white-coated elf, Wife, bring the water.pot 1"

Returned with my delicious pelf, Hare

A cabbage larger than myself |

Wolf

And here I am, and here [ am

Without the proudly promised lamb,

Together Bear and Hare

You're trying to sham, you’re trying to sham !
Wolf

O no, my story is a strange

Story. I've undergone a change !

My heart is changed, through what befell me.

That cry
Again—Goodbye, my friends, goodbye,

({1urries away leaving the
cabbage behind.)
Wolf
Who'll linger here now? No, not I1
(Hurries away, leaving the
Bear alone)
Bear
O damn the blessed honey-comb,

Bear Honey ! goodbye, I'm going home.
I pray you tell me, (The Bear goes away in q
Hare great  hurry leaving the

Pray you, tell me.

honey-comb behind.)

FOR PAPERS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

Wolf The Faymer comes laughing out of the heap of bark,
Remembering it I grow pale, bundles 1t up, puts it on his shoulder,{akgs the cabbage
But I will try and tell the tale. and the honey-comb, and gocs away singing :
You see, I went towards the place,

A Farmer's Song:
The Farmer's yard, and seeing no face

At the yard-gate, I ventured in,
When suddenly I heard a thin
Persuasive voice, as clear as fate,
Call out from there, behind the gate,
“Wife, bring the water-pot at once!”
But I was such a damned dunce
That I could not explain them, and,

I could not even understand

Just at that moment, being bent
Upon a theft, just what they meant.
But when I entered, lo, there cracked
A boiling-water cataract

Over my hide, and that is why

You see my hide that's hardly dry,
Scorched redder than a sunset-sky !

I am an old Farmer

But never again

‘Will the world see a farmer
With such a sharp brain.
I've taught a good lesson
To brute and to beast

And swiftly frustrated
Their plan of a feast,

I am an old Farmer,

And whoever thought
That there was such value
In an old black pot,

And boiling water,

And a wife?

They are all three useful,

Upon my life!
Poor Mr., Wolf Fare I am an old Farmer,
oor Ar. Woll Bear When I go back

Poor Friend, I add,

Your story is extremely sad,

Wolf
So let me warn you, when you hear
Those words again, start up in fear
And rush away for very life,
For there is somewhere some one's wife
Who always has at hand a pot
Of water fierce and boiling-hot,

Before the night

Comes cold and black
After the day’s work,
Back to her arms,
Together we dream

Of faery farms.

Where all is a silence
Untroubled and dumb,
Where labours are over
And no beasts come,
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The Following 23 Readers
share the Yirst Prize of Rs. 200

each getting

Rs. 8/12

rao Naidu, Sub-Inspector of Excise, Peddapur Station. 10. S. B. Subba Rao,
Student, Government High School, Davangere. 11. S. Venkataramaiyer, Teacher,
C. M. S. H. School, Trichur. 12. V. K. Radhakrishnan, Vaman Anant Gorys
Building, Pundit Road, Mattanchery. 13. G. V. Gopalakrishnan, Door No. 25, A.
P. K. Street, Salem Town. 14. G. Radhakrishnan, Clerk, Construction Audit,

S. I. Ry., Trichinopoly.

I15. N. Ranganatha Rao, Kendiampet Agraharam,

Tiruvanaikeil P. O. 16. D. John, Vetermary Assistant Surgeon, Karur. 17. G.
Lakshman, B. A., Daranallur. 18. P. R. Vaidyanatha Iyer, Sub-Registrar, Oratta-
nad. 19. M. K. Aiyer, Komal. 20. R. T. Velu, Vandipalayam, Tirupapuliyur.
21. R. Subramanian Pillai, Subbaroya Chetty Street, Tirupapuliyur. 22. P. Rama-
sami, 1/128, T. H. Road, Tondiarpet, Madras., 23. C. S. Ramanathaun, S.B. D.

Department, G. P. O., Madras.

The following 156 readers
share the Second Prize of Rs, 100

each getting

As. 10/

(1.3) S. Nagaratnam, Lahore. (4) K. N. Prasad Vaid,
Agra. (5) Gauri Shanker, Fyzabad. (6) R.S. Srivasta-
va, Rishitola. (7) T.A. Veeriah, Hyderabad. (8) P.R.
Mudaliar, Secundrabad. (9) Abdul Hakim, Narayana-
ganj (10) B. L. Agrawal, Mandla. (11) R. S.” Rai,
Calcutta. (12) W. S. Samwyne, Benares Cantt. (13). D.
L. Narasimham, Benares. (14) K. M. lyer, Bombay,
(15) A. Swami, Matunga. (16-17) Miss A. Saroja,
Matunga. (18) E. N. Raghavendra Rao, Dadar. {19.
20) G. V. R. Iyer, Jatni. (21.26) Dr. M. D. Pillai,
Sandur, (27) T. V. Narayana Rao, Nallagutta. (28)
Mrs. T. Venkajee, Rajahmundry, (29-36) J. M. Alfred,
Chengalraopet. (37) M. Subba Rao, Anakapalli. (38-
44) A. V. Narasimha Rao Naidu, Peddapur Snt. (45)
Ma. Khasim Adeni, Chatrapore. (46-47) Mohamed Ndo-
ruddin, Ichchapur. (48) G. V. Ramizh, Kannali. (49)
M. S. Anantha Rao, Hunsur. (50) P. D. Chaugule,
Sherigalli.  (51) T. Nagabhushana Row, Anantapur.
(52) K. Venugopala Row, Nayudupet. (53) R.S. Maui,
Nellore. (54) D. V. Krishnayya, Ellore. (55) Y. Kana-
karaj, Ellore. (56) T. Rajagopala Row, Gudivada. (57)
R. Janaki, Chittoor. (58) A. Srinivasa Row, Chittoor.
(59) C. Dbanaraj, Bangalore Cantt. (60) M. Kesava-
moorthy, Malleswaram. (61) H.S. Venkatramanachar,
Malleswaram. (62) K. V. Chari, Ulsoor. (63) S. A.
Nathgn, Mysore City. (64) P. P. Mahim, Udma. (635)
G. Singamuthy, Pudukottah, (66) S. Periakaruppiah

Chettiar, Ramachandrapuram. (67-68) P. Kutti Krishna

Menon, Calicat. (69) P. H. Hariharan, Calicut. (70)
C. R. Viswanathan, Chalapuram. (71-72) S. Venkata-
rama lIyer, Trichur. (73) R. V. SriKantan, Salem.

(74-76) G. V. Gopala Krishnan, Salem Town. (77) Mrs.
A. Kumaran, Sankaridrug. (78) V. Krishnamoorthy
Row, Hosur. (79) N. Raghavan, Renganathapuram.
(80) N. A. Jaganathachari, Gobichettipalaym. (81)
Santhanam, Anthiyur. (82) V.G. Ramalingam, Kara-
madai. (83) B. A. Thimmaiah, Attakatti, (84) B.
Muniratnam, Karaikudi. (85) T. L. Gopal Rao, Madura.
(86) A. Venkatarama Iyer, Madura. (87) Prof,
T. P. Sarathy, Madura. (88) S. R. D. Panieupta,
Dindigul. (39) M. R. Kalyanakrishnan, Palni. (90-96)
G. Radhakrishnan, Trichy. (97) M. Venkataraman,
Teppakulam. (93-103) N. Ranganatha Rao, Tiruvanai-
koil. (104) R. S. Srinivaca Iyengar, Karur, (105-107)
D. John, Karur. (108-109) G. Lakshman, B.A., Trichy.
(110) V. Pichu Iyer, Palur. (111) P. V. Srinivasan, Tan-
jore. {112) V. D, Rajabushana, Kumbakonam, (113-120)
M. K. Aiyer, Komal. (121) M. Krishnamoorthy, Nagapa-
tam. (122-127) P. R. Vaidyanatha Iyer, Orattanad. (128)
S. G. Ebenezer, Pattukottai. (129) V. Md. Ali Maracair,
Tiruvarar. (130) B. T. Narayanaswamy, Cuddalore O.
T. (131-138) R. Subramaniam Pillai, Tirupapuliyuor.
(139-145) R. T. Velu, Vandipalayam. (146) V. Subbu-
ratnam, B. A. L. T, Melvisharam (N. A.). (147) P. S,
Krishnaswamy, Krishnapuram. {148) C. R Punyakoty
Raju, Madras. (149) T. S. Muthuswamy, Madras. (150)
M. V. Leelakrishnan, Madras. (151) K. J. Ramakrish-
nan, Madras. (152) K. Kuppuswamy, Mylapore. (153)
C. S. Ramachandran, Mylapore. (154) M. S. Loganatha
Mudaliar, Vepery. (155) D. Padmanaba Sarma, Peram-
bur Barracks. (156) M. C. Balasundaram, Perambur.

The Prize amounts will be remitted on 7—8—'35,

1. S. Nagaratnam, Government Telegraph Office, Lahore. 2. (. V. Gupta, Rama-
chandra Building, Golpitha, Bombay 4. 3-5. Dr. M. D. Pillai, Sandur. 6. M. Tam-
mayya Pant, Clerk, Ganjam-Collectorate, Chatrapur. 7. J. M, Alfred, Chengalrao- : 1
pet.” 8. Ch. V. Ramamurthy, Harichandrapuram, Priya P. 0., 9. A. V. Narcsimha
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A FULL-SIZED DOUBLE BED sr wemr

Construction
and
Guaranteed Against Breakage

Price Rs. 49.8-0

- CURZON & Co.,

Madras.
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Why gamble with alternatives ?

umummmmmuumunumuuitnn|1mwmummtmuwmm»mnwummmnmmmm

You can send any number of entries for Rs. 3 only.

Further, Competitors are assured that every winning competitor gets wmove than his or her

investment. Only one week mores Hurry Up!

~WIN Rs. 750

GUARANTEED.

Puzzle as easy as A BC! Sure Chances!!

means omission of one or iwo lelters at the end. Bracketted words are not used.

. case, P.O. receipts
pearest cotrect solations ;
first § correct solutions poste

. the alternatives alone are shown. '
counted as ereors. Alterations, Correctt
fees will have to be paid. Results in t

receipt of 2 annas stamps. Prizes wi i )
Oth;‘:trules as usual, Entries may be sent on plain paper 1n any readable form.

: I Address all entries and fees to:
; THE MANAGER,

‘ sr“uﬁmnww'mnmmwwwmmm
RY! s :

IN THE PARAMOUNT CROSSWORDS COMPETITION No. [59.

Just try and Seg!!!

ENTRANCE FEE: Annas Eight per entry or Rupees Three for any number of entries.

LAST POSTING DATE: 10th AUGUST 1935.
SEALED KEY SOLUTION DEPOSITED WITH THE CALICUT BANK LTD.,

. d Exact clues from Chambers XX Century Dictionary (pages 1 to 1150)‘and all
forms §;eB£reaalée:: 23&33 A, An, Any, To, The are omitted in the beginning of the clues, “Curt’

7 ¢ i < r<k) }l_-ﬁ CLUES ACROSS:
4
F L _ h o 1 G - ig.' 1. Run AWAY cerrersnes [TTTTTRTITon 3. Walk
4 | 1 R > R B s 4. Atmosphere. 7. Irishman (Curt)
=7 7] 3 - 9. Ere. 10. Mischief. (Curt) 11, Deadly.
! e T | E G U 14. Cottage. 16. Anxiety. 18. Small....
] Tl 1 .
3 ] (Pirst 4 letters only.)
R EII'_I- ‘9 O lra OB A
iz 3R
"R AL gl | b | cLUES DOWN:
: k|14 I5 '-,.EF' E 1. Specious (Curt) 2. Rest. 3. Lay
L*t_,._;ﬁtﬁ_ c — T ;7 5':'., hands on. 5. Pronoun. 6. Dark (Curt)
16 A i L iF 7. Footprint. 8. Series of...c.oewe.(Curt)
' ﬁ'“ﬁfgmk =1 9. Ere. 12. Passage (Reversed) 13. Look!
- | . .11"1:'#-’ Wi ! 15. Japanese bream., 17, Consonants.
. s 2% A

- . e sent by M.O's or crossed Indian Postal Orders. In the former
RULES: E;tﬁ?(;? fsfogllgsgfattacheg. Rs. 600 will be awarded to the senders of correct or
Rs. 100 for correct solutions posted on or before 5th August; _Rs. 25 fqr the
d and Rs. 25 for the sender of largest number of sets, It is enough lf all
No need to write each entry separately. Random alternatives will be
ons, or additions will have to be counted as separate sets and proper
he RAINBOW of the 20th August, which will be sent only on
1l not be reduced. Manager’s decision is final and legally binding.

| THE PARAMOUNT PUZZLES, Post, WASHERMANPET, MADRAS.
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Agents: Shiviam & Sawmy, Broadway, Madras.

and two erroy solutions.

Win Rs. 1,500. Model Puzzle No. 8.
Lust Posting date, 27th August, 1955,

Result to Ul cuivonts within 10 days.

Entrance Fee: -4 annas for esch entry.

Special Concession. Entrants in previous Model Puzz-
les can cend any number of frec entries along with an
equal number of paid entries. (Minimum 4 paid) En-
trants in this competition will similarly be allowed free
entries in Model Puzzle No. 6. etc,

PRIZES., Rs. 800 for all-correct solution. agreeing
with our sealed all-correct solution, thus:—First Prize,
Rs. 600. Extra Prizes, e 100 for a student or lady com-
petitor sending all-corvect solation and Rs. 100 for sen-
ders of 10 or more paid entries including one all-correct
solution. Sccond Drize, Rs. 400, for one error solution.
Third Prize, Rs. 200, [or two error solution. Special
Prize, s, 100, for largest no. of paid entries. Minimum 40.

. HOW TO WIN?
No.l Jumbled Units Rearrange the jumbled letters
: oot of each wnit to form a correct
1.1 NRU. English  word, proper nouns
21 EAY. being excluded. For example
3.1 DEAM. the correct word for No. 8 1S
4.1 ALEM. “ Prize.” Similarly obtain the

5.1 LERA. remaining 7 correct words.
6.1 DaRk. RULES, Ref. Chamber's XX
7.1 PERA. dic. Any rn. of entries may bé
8.1 LRPIZ, sent on plain paper with the re;

quisite fee. I'nll address. No. ©
paid entries and Name cf this Journal must he written 18
block capitals on entry paper. M. O. receipts & a selt
addressed stamped envelepe must accompany  entries:
Relatives and friends may send entries under one Cove;
and remil theiv entrance fees by one M. ()., stating €ac

entrant’s share distinclly.  Prizes will varv according to
entries received. In caseof ties they will be divided
Manager’s decision is final legally binding and an expres$
condition of entry. All commumications to—

Free Entrics and Handsome Prizes even for one ervor

. 't ,
The Manager, No. 5, MODEL PUZZLES, Sialkot GIAV-’

THE ROYAL
ASTROLOGER 1 ,000,060
e & more clients have had
our remarkable foretelling.
Family fame of 25 gepera-
tions in Astrology. Medals
angd Certificates from Maha-
}Raiahs and Zamindars,

Annual life reading weekly
details Rs. 2. Answers for
/ 5 questions about [uturity
4y Re. 1. State birth details or
7 writing time. V., P. extra.

Pandit N. AMIRTANAND A

M. 2.29, North Mada St., Myiapore, MADRAS

g

Nothing to Compete the Modern
Marvel of Chemistry !

° the Best
10__ Hair-removing
Cream.
(Refreshing, Scothing and Highly Perfumed)

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

‘ Special rate for Three Tubes Rs. 3.12
Stockists:—Sri Dhanam & Co., Broadway, Madras.

kn Opportunity Awaits you to send any Number of
Entries for Rs. 5/- and

WIN Bs. 1,000 GUARANTEED

Last Posting Date: 12th AUGUST, 1935.
Results: 20ih AUGUST, 1935.

Sealed Answers also lodged with “My Magazine of India-

1 12 3 4 i5 Clues Acress: '
G l‘ A @i ’ U, C Series.......(Curtml?d)t
o 3. Genus Of uvee (Firs

I 0 = . 6.
“E—S‘] \) ! \EE] \ ﬂ)u_rcc I.tc-m%';ml]}?l'cla-

4 '9 [@“0 ]” ‘ 2 ‘ Preposition. 7. 1%

_ D S l—)‘ (reversed). 10. Boneé

mation of...... 8. Noun
12 N3 =14 15 12, Interjection. .14'
’ L l@,‘ M| O 4 16. Strike.

‘ _ AR Grim:u:e.1 (Cur-
l,(f[‘ 1 Al 1 {ailod). 18, Toneoer

| |
0 | l@”&, \ T 1 ("' Clues Down:—1
e T e Lttle...... (Lrst three
“’@”18‘ 1 'E | L l Letters only). 2. Musts
> ‘ cal note. 4. VOWCLS'
5. Exchange. 9. Set...... 1. Beat, 13, Consonarll S.
15. Weight......16. Interjection (First three Letter,s on };
RULES :—Direct and cxact clues from Chamber’s XX o
Century-Dictionary pp. from (1-1150), All forms are treilo
ed as direct. Curtailed means omission of one of N{e
letters at the end. Dots at the end of clues den®
omission of ori¢ or more words. Bracketted words not takcﬂt'
A Guaranteed prize of Rs. 1,000 awarded for all correc
entrics. A competitor may submit any number of sets aﬂn
can win more than one share, Entries will be accepted gy
plain paper in any form. An entry fee of Its. 5 for ae
number of entries or Re. ONE per entry will be charget:
No unscrupulous disqualification as in other puzzles.

Address all entries and fees to :—THE MANAGER,

The Star of India Competitions. 1/149, Broadway, MADRlsf

' Unique in conception—~outstanding In production

RAJAMIEBAL

S
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Foremost of its kind—

The Popular gripping
Detective  Story  on
the Tamil screen
for the First time

By J. R. RANGARAJU

*

Some thrilling High lights in the picture:

The Astrologer’s yarns
A Mysterious murder
Minions of Law in action
A Flapper’s pranks
The Drunkard’s orgy
The Trial Scene
The Detective's pluck
The fulfilment of Love’s Dream

Wait for it with bated breath!

For particulars apply to:

—The Hit of the year!

M

COIMBATORE

Swamy Buildings, :

TALKIES

Coimbatore




(Substitute for real gold)

and other Eminent Public Men.
NEW CATALOGUE FREE

Company Limited.

Head Office1—
Post Box No. 203,

Highly appreciated by High Court
Judges, Ministers to Government }.

=999, THE SCIENTIFIC GOLD BANGLES |

43, Byragimatam Street '
rAORAS ]

{ESTD. 1933)

THE MODEL ENTERPRISE GF THE MODEL STATE—MYSORE OFFERS

A Minimum Prize of Rs, FIVE HUNDRED Guaranteed to Every Sender of an all.correct Solution.

Sole Reference:—Chambers XX Century Dictionary—Pages 1 to 1150 only.
(All forms ave treated as direct. Bracketed words and Hidden words arc not used.)
FIRST PRIZE

WiN RS, 10,000 [ |
Rs. 7,500 Rs. 2,000

FOR SLOVING
NAME THE ANIMALS COMPETITION
Rs. 100 EXTRA FOR THE FIRST ALL.CORRECT SOLUTION POSTED.
Rs. 250 and Rs, 150 for the senders of largest and next largest number of Entries,
[LAST DATE FOR POSTING ENTRIES: 16th AUGUST '35.] [RESULTS ON : 26th AUGUST '36-]

. n
HOW TO SOLVE:—Add a suitable letter and rearrange the letters toget thz name of an animal as found !
CHAMBERS DICTIONARY. For example, the solulion for No. 1 is—MULE. Similarly solve the others. Each 08

consists of four letters only and the same name is not repeated in the key-solution.
7. OFL
8. AER

2. ARH 4. ALM 6. EDE
RULES AND CONDITIONS :—An Entrance fee of Rupee ONE per entry is payable by M.O.or postal Ol'de.r:l;
M.O. receipts must be enclosed along with the entries. A siangle competitor may submit any number of entries Wl‘on
the requisite fee. The first prize will be awarded to the all-cprrect solution agreeing with the Sealed Key 591‘“;‘8
kept in safe custody with the Quiloa Bank I.td, Bangalore City, aad the secind prize to solution with one mistak>

Entries to be sent on plain paper together with two half anna stamps for the results. The decision of the Managef "}

all matters relating to the competition shall be absolutely final and legally binding and is an express conditio®
Eatry, No correspondence can be enterd into or interviews granted, Other rules as usual.
Address Entries and Fees to:—

THE EXCELSIOR COMPETITIONS, P. 0. Basavangudi, Bangaiore.

SECURE A

SPECIALIST'S

ADVICE IN CASES

OF LOSY OR IM.

PAIRED VITALITY

& DIABETES

Wreite State, Age, Marned
Single Ocewpatios and o ¥ 5y QN
Brief Histery, Strictly 4

Confidestial, i

Dr. JEAN F. STRANDGARD
{Late of Berlin & Visnna)
CORNER ULSOOR & AHAUDIN ROAD,
BANGALORE, 8. I,

.1935.

Special Redudlion:
:, upro s Auguslom

THE EXCELSIOR COMPETITIONS |
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Really Durable and Serviceable

® aR? g
Repeating Alarm Pistol

at Minimum Cost

See The
how : high-
the - tension :
detonating : % spring %
discs : - helps
are - automatic :
loaded firing

Vo license required.

This handy pistol fires with a loud seund,
scares away the wild beasts and thieves
and preserves life itself at emergencies.

You can fire six shots repeatedly in six
seconds. Cinema stars, Dramatists, Travellers,
Watchmen, Forest officers use this Pistol.
- You should also possess one! :

RS DD DT C ot e s nsins

Pistol with 50 free discs Rs. 4-0-0.  Extra 50 discs Re. 1-0-0.

Postage Paid (to Mofussil Customers only)

The Krishna Agency, P.B. 119, Madras.
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Regd. No. M. 2856,

A RARE TREAT TO MUSIC
LOVERS

Nadhaswaram is a difficult instrument to play and few possess mastery

over it; Vidwan RAJARATNAM PILLAT i an acknowledged  master in

this branch of music. Stray records of his, however good in themselves

leave you with a feeling of dissatisfaction.  To obviate this, a set of five

Records covering the range of an actual musical concert is now

released
for the first time.

Hear him at his hest at your leisure.

C. AL 916 10 920,

SARASWATHI STORES

Mount Road - Madras
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Edited, Printed & Published By 8. S, Vasan, At The Ananda Vikatan Press, Mudras,
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