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Are You Reading

If not, you are missing a delightful
weekly entertainment.

It provides interesting stories, chaste
humour, clean sarcasm, by some of
the finest writers in India and abroad.
Beautiful pictures and cartoons give
it a charm and distinction all its own.

It is a class magazine.
Each issue is being sold out.

BE SURE OF YOUR COPY.

Place a standing order with your
news-agent or send us a year's
subscription.

12 months
6 months
Single copy

SUBSCRIPTION RATES

Inland Re. 6 Foreign
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Subscriptions are payable in advance
either by M.O. or B.P.Os. and may
commence from any week.
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Broadway :

The ‘Merry’ Regularly ?

G E R}
Madras _

I'M TAKING THREE MONTHS'
LEAVE AND PUTTING YOU

IN CHARGE HERE. IT MEANS
PROMCTION IF YOU DO WELL

3

I'M LETTING THE
FIRM DOWN -

| FEELTOO TIRED
TO DO MY BEST

YOU QUGHT
TO SEE A
DOCTOR

YES, YOURE SUFFERING
FROM ENERVATION-~
YOURE NOT REPLACING
YOUR ENERGY QUICKLY

N

IN PERFECT ORDER.

HOW WOULD -
YOU UIKE THE Zaf B
\\ OisTrRICT- (7}
>N\ ManaGER's |8

>%\\JOB ?
&

You can't succeed if you're ALWAYS TIRED

OU can’t do your best when tired in the morning and with 1
you are constantly feeling ener@y to face the day, take 2
tired, which is so often just cupftll of Horlick’s at bedtime. It ’

the resule of ENERVATION--not guards against ENERVATION by @
replacing energy as quickly as you replacing energy quickly and surely «{@ '

If you wake up feeling whilst you sleep,

use 1it.

>
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The Satsuma Vases

There is an Indian saying,
that those who dig pits for
others are themselves apt
to fall in them. This
apophthegm has a particular
application to aunts and
wedding prasents.

John A. Henry

Keep These Resolutions

New Year ones, of course.

Taurus
The Missing Miss

Detective Sam (short for
Ramasamy ) loosens the
lever of his extraordinary
b.rain, and the working of
his cerebral machinery s
almost audible.

A. A. Roland
Best Laid Plans
If you are killing the fatted

calf for Uncle, keep th
kiddies out of the scenarioe.

iC. H. Thakore
For Better Or For Worse
A yarn out of an advertise.-
ment.  Shows how clever

fellows get even wit
Editors. with

—,
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Next Week: The River Demon—by Joyfull

SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

Expatiating upon the latest
peace proposals, Mr. Eden says
that they are suggestions which, it
was hoped, would make possible a
beginning of negotiations.

Ultimately, no doubt, they will
see the end of the Negus !

* * *

He further says that they mere-
ly provide for an exchange of
territory between Italy and Abys-
sinia.

And, as we all know, exchange
is no robbery !

* * *

Sir Herbert Samuel, the Liberal
leader, says that Sir Samuel Hoare
has committed the first grave error
of his career as Foreign Secretary.

We shan't be surprised if he is
out to excel his record as India
Secretary.

» * *

Reuter reports that while skat-
ing, Sir Samuel Hoare had a
slight accident, and broke his
nose,

It is hoped however that he will
save his face over the peace
proposals.

* * *

It is reported that Sgr. Musso.
lini is dissatisfied with the peace-
terms, but would accept them
with large reservations,

That would be accepting them
in the spirit in which they are

offered |

Commenting on the ill-success
of women who stood for Parlia-
ment, a writer says that they have
not proved themselves the equal
of men in dealing with the issues
to be settled in Parliament.

But they are as good as ever in
settling them elsewhere !

* * *

A writer of Beauty Notes from
Hollywood says that stars need
once every three months at least
a permanent wave.

An example of transferred epi-
thet;—the need, not the wave, is
permanent,

Says Mr. Macartney : * To-day
and in Indian cricket generally
there is too much pad-playing.”

And too little of bat-play.

* x *

Commenting on Pandit Jawa-
harlal’s challenge to the Bengal
Government, English papers urge
that the charge should either be
proved or withdrawn,

A third course is passible : it
may be explained away !

* * *

The B. B. C. announces a
broadcast by Lord Zetland to
school-children, giving a *simple
exposition of the Government of
Tandia Act inrelation tothe peoples
of India.’

It should read, we think, ‘Pupils
of Britain.'

Speaking of Moghul influence
on Indian culture, Lord Zetland

is reported to have said that Sik.
hism was born from the ideals JO
Hindus and the Moslems.

This does not throw light upon
the parentage of Schism from
which we are suffering,

* * »

A meeting of the Justice Party
held recently resolved to expunge
the proceedings of the meeting
held in Dacember 1934,

We now look forward to the
Party throwing up the sponge in
the near future.

* * *

Welcoming the rapprochement
between Bobbili and Chettinad,
the Mail exhorts the Party to
publish a confession of its politi.
cal faith.

We agree, specially as it would
be good for its soul,

* » »*

It was stated in the course of
the Party meeting that the Kuma-.
rarajah of Chettinad was a valu-
able member of the Party,

We knew that he was always
valued very highly !

* * *

A sports item says that ‘ Abys.
sinians’ from Bihar beat Calcutta
at Polo.

We are however more concern-
ed with Abyssinians in Abyssinia |

—

w
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‘ Perfide

his was one of the charges levelled against
r]r Britain during the last Great War, and
has a certain historical justification,

when it is considered in the light of the tradi.
tional rivalry between France and England.
Post-war Europe has seen the emergence of
an alliance between them which is not only
essentially incompatible, but which is directly
responsible for much of the present mal-
adjustment of political relations in Europe.
The French have always prided themselves
on being realists in politics; and French
diplomacy has always been marked by can-
dour, bordering almost on cynicism. Britain
on the other hand suffers from a fixation of
conscience which may be traced to thz
intensity of her religio-political struggles. She
has therefore excelled all other nations in thz
enunciation of political principles breathing
magnanimity of purpose and informed by
noble temper. But when it comes down to
brass-tacks, she has ever shown a capacity
for adjustment which while damaging her
high moral pretensions, leaves her in other
respects stronger than ever. It is this undepend-
ability in her character that has given her an
unenviable reputation abroad. The course of
diplomacy in relation to the Italo-Abyssinian
conflict brings out this truth with painful
vividness. It will be remembered that the
recent elections were fought ostensibly on the
jssue of support to the League, security for a
Jeague-member, and reprobation of the aggres-
sor. It was fondly hoped that the League
deriving its strength from the collaboration of
England and France would show Mussol}ni
his place, and vindicate those principles which
are essential to collective security. ~ But there
were many astute people who distrusted the
good intentions of the British Government ;
and Mr. Lloyd Gzorge gave pungent expres-
sion to that distrust when he declared that
Britain was involved in a conspiracy to ‘sell
Abyssinia to Italy on the cheap.” The sanc.
tions were a blind to gull the gullible ; for at
the psychological moment when they were to
have been extended and made effective, the
world is staggered by the publication of

8y H 1 s p A G £ — é‘
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Albion !’
‘peace-terms’ which give international
approval to one of the most shameless acts of
rapacity in modern times. Even Conservative
supporters are said to be horrified at these
proposals ; but they are nevertheless a clear
indication of which way the wind is blowing.
Britain once again stands before the world,
unmasked ; but her resources are still so great,
that she has no fear of being discredited or

disgraced ; for she is in excellent company.
Many theories are being put forward to
explain  this melancholy back-sliding  of
England. It is of course still possible that the
whole thing is disowned or withdrawn, by
the embarrassed authors. If however they
should form the “basis’ of a settlement, it can
only mean one thing. Mussolini’s bluff will
have carried the day! It is said that the
whole trouble arose over the proposed oil-
embargo. Mussolini is said to have declared
that he would construe it as an act of war
against the powers applying it. Incidentally,
it shows how thz embargo in regard to the
other commodities is a sham ; for apparently,
Italy is not inconvenienced by them. But
not so with oil. Hence the ultimatum. France
is not prepared to fight Italy ; England cannot
afford to fight anybody alone! In th2 cir.
cumstances, discretion was emphatically the
better part of valour. It is true that Abyssinia
is betrayed; butit is a minor detail. The
European caravan must pass on; and after all,
the lot of Abyssinia will not bz worse than
that of other hapless countries which have
fallen a prey to the benefits of civilisation.
Italy played her cards well and there is
nothing else to do but get out of this mess
with the best face possible. If there should
be any settlemer;t of this dispute on the lines
suggested, it will pave the way for other
%gglﬁ% enc?é Vlsuah%ed in the present situation.
and serns 1£h‘>c_>gs;1 of u}rlope will bide their time,
People will vlfe I?Y w e’ﬁ opportunity arises.
but the sta 4 r.ﬁlps over ik of the League,
ge will be feverishly prepared for

another conflagation in the n
ext tw '
A cheerful and th

o prospect for the idealist and the

The Reason!

[ [
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Boss: Why do you want an increment ?

: : . ives
Cashier: Because, sir, 1 have committed bigamy ; I have now two wives.




December sth:

Writing  on  the Allahabad
fixture between the Aussies and
the United Provinces, J. Ellis of
the visiting team says: * Today's
game took the form of a picnic.
match.”  Yes, it was a picnic,
anfia very pleasant one, tao. I
enjoyed it very much. They play-
ed the match with their pockets
stuffed with lunch, They ate as
they played. Poor fellows, the
batsmen with both hands clutching
the willow could not eat. So the
umpires fed them. In the heat of
the game Jack Ryder bowled a
bun instead of the ball. The
batsman missed it and the bun
landed on the nose of the wicket-
keeper. The wicket-keeper with
great presence of mind opened his
mouth. The bun disappeared. It
was acclaimed by the spectators
as & brilliant catch. We ought
to have a few more picnic matches
like that.

X

December gth: Poet Noguchi
of Japan let off a few bright say-
ings the other day at the Benares
Hindu University. It seems, as
a boy he asked the question
(presumably everybody he met):
* What is the sky?” Today at
the age of over sixty, his question
still remains unanswered ! Any
educated man would tell the Poet
that the sky is a void where good
people like Churchill, Kipling,
Hoare and their ilk live as angels

6

alter they die. Also the sky is a
useful place to practise parachute
Jumping and for Professor Picard
to go up in gondolas. If there were
no sky, what about the fireworks,
especially of the up-going kind ?
And finally where would all the

Seae i . -
Cigarette, cigar and beedi smoke
go? If it cannot go up, it will
go down—that is, to Hell. All
the poor devils there would be
choked, and Marie Corelli would
be forced to write anather volume

- of Sorrows of Satan,

Poet Noguchi says unblushingl
that all he learnt after heagv;,
€xperience through fifty years, ig
but one word—"* Silence '

What a dense old gentleman he
must be, I, who am not at all
a poet, know quite 4 few words
Even R‘as Gugsa  knows twc;
words—' Good Night’, I always
had a _suspicion that there wag
something fishy aboyt poets,

of Events

December Ioth : Some few years
4g0 an anonymous writer (a dis-
appointed girl probably) called the
British Parliament the charnel.
hous_e of all romance, Outraged
Cupid has come oyt with a wallop,
Pola Negri, the Polish Film Star,
once married to Prince Serge
Mdivani, says she is to marry an
ex-member of Parliament. He is
older than herself in vears, but
just ber age in spirit and outlook.
She doesn’t disclose the man's
name. But when she does disclose
the name, she says, it will be a
surprise,

That 'ex” is rather misleading,
becausq all “exs" are eligible for
re-election, unless they have gone
dotty.

‘ I wonder who the lucky chap
Is. It can’t be Baldwin—horrible
thought! Can it be Macdonald
by any chance? Not likely,
because he has not yet refused to
marry me. Anthony Eden is out
of the question, Lloyd George is
a he-man all right, but he is a bit
short on ‘inches. Whoever the
lucky man, I wish him polycolour-
gd_happiness. I know how hard
1t is to get a film-star look favour-.
ably on you. I tried desperately
to marry one, but not one would

ave me. I suppose I h !
a film-face, Avemt got

x

December mth: A i
writes to the Madras ME;? hdr:::)n
loring tbg Sorry state of his clan
thus; We (Brahming) should
Tetrace our steps, beg pardon of
our masters—I mean the Govern-
gain b
proud, the formidable,eca:.)r;:;e ttI};:

capab iti
ca :ja! le servants of the British

See thap mark of exclamation ?
€ man is lost in admiration at
the 'solution. he is prescribing for
the ills of his friends, T like the

Brahmins, their cute little ways.
Let them by all means become
once again the formidable servants
of the British Raj. Ttis of little
moment to me whether Willingdon
is the Viceroy, or Panchapagesa
Thirunarayana  Thirunakshatra
Ayer. All I want is that the faery
pageantry of the Viceregal Lodge
should be maintained unbroken in
a Brahmin setting, When they
become the formidable servants of
the British Raj, I would advise
them to introduce some long need-
od reforms inour scheme of things.

All people attending Viceregal
parties should be directed to wear
dhoti and turban in the Madras
manner, A Madrasi so dressed is
a thing of beauty. All Govern-
ment offices should be washed with
water every Friday morning and
every servant of the state should
be given a daily shave and a bi-
weekly oil-bath, free. Ganges
water should be supplied free to
all the formidable servants, so
that they may wash away the
pollution resulting from their
necessary contract with the un-
Brahminical cadre of the services.
Couw.dung should be used ex-
iensively for plastering the floors
of all Government offices, includ-
ing of course the Viceregal Lodge,
if the Viceroy bappens to be a
formidable servant. The cow-dung
is important, because it gives an
old-world touch to things, and
reminds us of our glorious culture.

¥

December 12th: * The Capita-
list and the Zamindar should dis-
appear.” Thatiswhat Mr. Dinkar
Mehta said at Ellore. But where
the hell are they to disappear ? 1
have an open mind on most
questions, Zamindars, Capitalists
and Companionate Marriage, for
instance. If and when the Socia-
lists become our bosses, the
Zamindars and Capitalists can
come to me as a last resort, as
storm-battered ships into a haven
of rest and refoge. But they must
bring their capital with them.
Qtherwise, how am I to know they
are Capitalists? Crooks may come
to me for help, passing themselves
off as persecuted Zamindars and

Capitalists. That won't do at
all, because crocks can look like
capitalists and vice versa.

*

December 13th: Today the
Italian Senate declared unshakable
confidence in Sgr. Mussolini,

Foreign correspondents were in
full strength in the press gallery.
One checky Yarkee correspondent
snorted—a sceptical snort. A
senator stood up, very much red
in the face, andsaid: * What's
that?”” The cheeky Yankee said:
“Idon’t believe that unshakable
dope, that's all.” The senator
ran his eyes over his brother
senators in an enquiring sort of

way. Fifty senators nodded their
heads. They rose in a body and
approached the Yankee. The
original senator said, '* We will
prove that our faith in Mussolini
is unshakable.”

“How?”

“Here we are, fifty senators.
Shaka each of us, and flasha da
result to da world like an honesta
pressman.”

*That's a swell idea ! ” said the
American. He shook the senators,
devoting ten seconds so each, At

the end of the test he looked shame-
faced and thoroughly licked. He
shook them pretty hard. The faith
of the senators clung like the very
duce to the lunches in their {um-
mies and couldn't be shaken off.
All that the irreverent Yankee
could produce by shaking the
senators was a loud ‘glug-glug’
sound, not at all musical, inside
them. He apolozised handsomely
and stood drinks all round.

*

December 14th: After a
twelvemonth of regrettable differ-
ences, the Rajah of Bobbili and
the Kumararajah of Chettinad
shook hands over a new bond of
friendship. Sir Mohammed Usman
hovered above them like a plump
angel, blessing the reunion. I
wanted to garland the Rajah and
Kumararajah; so I ran to the
flower bazar to buy a couple of
rose garlands. It is funny, all the
flower-girls of Madras are over
fifty years of age. It may be an
unreasonable prejudice, I don't
know, but I could never reconcile
flowers and fifty.year old girls. I
came away in disgust. But when
I came back to Fort St. George to
kiss my hand at least to the re-
conciled worthies, imagine my
astonishment at seeing a rain of
flowers over the two noblemen
falling from unceen clouds. That,
I am told, is the way gods behave
when they are pleased with
people down below. My heart
almost burst at the touching sight.
I sang a hallelujah, at which a
few flowers fell upon me!




“ After going through the latest
issue of the Merry Magasine, 1 came
to the conclusion that you are very
careless in replying to your nephews
and njeces. Some weeks ago I address-
ed a question to you.and duly receiv-
ed a typewritten reply. I named my-
self 'Unbearable’. 1In the last irsue I
found the reply under the name
* Umbrella’, s it the mistzke of the
compositor, or yours? If it is yours,
I think you ought to apologice to me.
If it is the compositer’s. T think he
shonld be dealt with severely. In
future T hope you will not commit
such mistakes, I await your reply in
this matter.,”"—(Comnoisseur, Madras).

Dear Nephew,

You should have seen Uncle
Ghastly’s face when he read vour
complaint! “ The big bully!™ he
muttered. “Go on, Auntie. give
it to him hot and strong! Think
up something really scathing, and
ask the Editor to print it in his
biggest type—Admiral's letter
size, if possible!”

Auntie smiled, and adjusted her
patent shock-absorber. T hisg
convenient gadget is what Auntie
wears when subecribers come
along offering kicks instead of
half-pence.

In some offices they have a
Complaints Editor to take the
shocks. Hsis a champion wrest-
ler, and wears a kind of military
uniform, covered with buttons.
Every time he takes a deep
breath, all the buttons fly off,
Anyone who has a grievance is
introduced to him, and he takes a
deep breath, and that is the end of
the matter.

Auntie and the compositor
share the guilt of having changed
your name to ‘Umbrella’. We
thought ‘ Unbearable’ too signifi-
cant a title. Never mind, dear
boy. If you insist that you are
Unbearable, it is all right with
Auntie,

I am cending you a gilt-edged
apology printed on the finest
vellum—but not this week., Ag
for the compositor, the wretched
fellow is heavily chaired, and
confined in the basement. We
are going to blow him from a gun
when we have time.

Thank you for ‘your other
interesting letters, dear boy; and
don't shoot the lady at the piano
—she is doing her best,

Yours sincerely,

AUNTIE,
x

"1 saw an advertisement recently,
‘Soldiers and sailors in uniform
admitted at ladies’ rates', What do
the words imply? Does it mean that
soldiers and sailors are ladies? If
not, why should they be privileged? '
—Enquirer.

Dear Nephew,

It is a custom in most countries,
all over the world, to admit
soldiers and sailors to theatres at
half-rates. The reason is that
these men, being homeless
strangers, are good patrons of
places of amusement. They are
In  units numbering  several
hundreds, and thus form a valu-
able block of regular patrons. They
are badly paid, and could not
attend regularly unless they were
given a concession, It is simply
good busiress for the proprietor.

Ladies’ rates are found no.
where but in India. Auntie fears
that the custom originated by a
process of reasoning not very
complimentary to her gex | Now-
a-days, however, it ig a useful
means of encouraging the educa-
tive influence of the cinema among
our shy womenfolk. Not that
the films always are educative |

Yours sincerely,

AUNTIE,

Fun For Al

Clerk: 1 bave received a letter from a firm asking
for a reference for that mau Brown who used to

work here. B

Manager: ‘Tell them that he is a rogue and a thief,
and that anything he knows he learnt from us.

* % * *
(2]
“ My matto is ¢ Think before you speak .
“You must find it very difﬁcu,l’t, well nigh
impossible, to carry on a conversation.
* %* * *

Member of Anti-Gambling League : 1 wi]l. not 'say
I have never gambled. I once bought a ticket in a
raffle for my wife.

Member of Audience: So, {hat's how you got her,

isit? *
* * *

. Diner-to-be: Do you serve crabs here ?

Waiter : We serve anyone, sir |
* * * *
(13

At a public dinner, the chairman hoped that, ** The
visitors will carry away with them. some vfry
interesting souvenirs of their presence this evening.

It may have been a coincidence, but simulatane-
ously the waiters went round and carefully collected
all the spoons of the coffee cups.

* * * *
An Italian, whose fruit-barrow stood in a cfowded
street, grew annoyed at the way people contmuzfa.lly
] X )
handled his wares, pinching and mauling themI. A (;er
i read:
a while, he put a notice upon a 1a‘rge card. It :

“If you must pincha da fruit, pincha da coco-nut.
* * * *

Dr. Swagger and Miss Simple were at dinner.
“ Qo you write poems, doctot ¥’ she asked.

- % A little, just to kill time,” he replied. )
“Why,” asked the fady, * have you no patients ?
* * * *

A notice outside the country inn said : = All cakes
our own make. Clubs supplied.

A man who was taking tea in the restaurz‘mt called
the waitress to him and asked if the notice were a

true one.

2—31—12—33

“ Certainly, sir,” replied the girl,

“Then,” said the man, as he struggled with a cake,
“you might bring me one of your clubs.”

* * % *
1 . v
A nice ale, please.
*“Pale?”
“No; a glass will do.”
* * ¥ *

Lady (to tramp): ' Did you notice that pile of
wood in the yard? "

* Yes’'m, I seen it.”

*You should mind your grammar. You mean you
saw it.”

“No'm. You saw me see it, but you ain't see me

. H
saw it.’ .
% * * *

Unwanted Caller . Can 1 see the manager, please ?
Office Boy: He's out.

U C: Can/ see the under-manager, then ?

O B: He's out.

U C: Very well, I'll just wait by the fire.

O B: 1It's out, too.

* * * *

“ What's the formula for water, Jones?” asked the
science master,

* H-I-J-K-L-M-N-0,"" spelt out the boy.

* What's that!" cried the master.

The boy looked at him in obvious surprise and
slowly repeated the letters.

“ What on earth are you driving at? Who gave
you that idea? ”

“You, sir,” was the reply ; “ you said yesterday it
was Hto O.”



M Double Number

By William

Reading Time ® About 3 Minutes

Christmas comes but once a ye—ar.
When it does they give us be—er.
Beer, beer, glorious bee—er.
Pour it in your mouth
And it comes out your ear—r,

"] HAT’s spoiling it by a Scotch
accent. Scotchmen don’t drink
beer unless it's free ; nor do they
celebrate Christmas; at least not offi-
cially. They do assist the Englichmen to
get over their festivities, however; and
before these dull English can recover,
the Scots have another celebration,
entirely their own, on the 1st January.

I hear they are going to make things
a bit more cheerful for soldiers (not the
Scotchmen—but the blokes and old
ladies who always look after soldiers)
at Christmas. There’s some stunt about
havinga Xmas Tree for Sergeant-Majors and Officers
and a possibility of Generals doing the Santa Clah;
stunt. Allsoldiers over seventyfive are going to beallow-
ed to hang up a kit bag instead of stocking. I suppose
the Generals will want the men to hang up their haver-
sacks so that they cansee who is carrying a Field
Marshal’s baton.

This is going to be a real Christmas, My old Pal
Herbert has promised not to sign upin the Charwallah’s
book as the ‘Prince of Wales’ again and I'm ex-
pecting an opportunity to get really thirsty,

Some soldiers do have a hard life during the year
and it's only fair that they should get something for
nothing at Christmas without pinching it.

Some even lose their food. For example :—

Two old black crows sat on a tree
As black as only crows can be.

Said one old crow unto his mate

Whit shall we do for things to ate,
They flew down on a soldier’s bed
And pakkaro-ed his daily bread.

And then to make*things worse

10

Two sparrows on a punkha chuckling
Plew down and pakkaro-ed his muckiong.
So you see it’s a hard life. Even the birds of the

air are against them. (The other kind of birds are
usually nice to soldiers).

I know this is supposed to be a double number—but
I haven’t had my double chota peg, and after ali
p'eople always pretend to give things away at holiday
tlm.es, when they are only really taking the oppor-
tunity of giving things to their superior§ with a hope
of a nice substantial increase of pay in the New
or getting rid of things they dare not
other time in the year.

1"m n.ot a Scot, but I'm careful. I do wonder if the
Editor is giving me anything for Christmas. Pe b
he’l] give me a bird—or the bird. aps

(A bird is right—Eqd,)
you get drunk it's your

it will he somebody’s

Year;
give away any

Anyway, Here's luck. If
fault, If I get half seas-over
else’s fault ; or their mistake,

THE END

-

" 9 I ere Dictator

By Dewan Bahadur K. S. Ramaswami Sastri

Reading Time @ About 7 Minutes

*4HERE are only three persons who are dictators
r]l in this world to-day. But many others wish
that they were dictators. Yet others tell us
what they would do if they were dictators. Today
I am fired by a similar ambition. It is after alla milk
and water ambition. I am my sole leader and my
sole follower. No danger will come to any one by
my dictatorship. No heads will be off. No thrones
will totter. No man’s sleep need be the less on
account of my dictatorship. Alnaschar dreamed
about being a king and kicked an imaginary princess
and broke the eggs in his basket. It is just in t%xat
way that I am going to be a dictator. If Julian
Huxley can dream that he is a dictator why
not 1? If H. G. Wells builds and smashes year atter
year one Utopia after another, why should notI doso?
If G. B. Shaw can stand on his head, why should not
I try that inverted bliss? If G. K. Chesterton can
laugh his world-shaking laughter, why should not [ try
to do likewise, though he is a man of mighty chest and
I am a man of narrow chest? Don't you think that
I am in a blustering mood to-day ? I am. It does no
one harm—Ileast of all to me.

Mr. Chesterton says in his Tremendous Trifles:
* 1 have only once in my life picked a pocket, and
then (perhaps through some absent-mindedness), 1
picked my own... In taking things out of my ?wp
pocket I had at least one of the more tense ar'xd quiver-
ing emotions of the thief; I had a complete ignorance
and a profound curiosity as to what I should find
there.” While I am playing the part of a dictator,
Hitler and Stalin and Mussolini need not be in any
dread of me. Iam not going to pick their pockets.
Have they got pockets, I wonder? It may be that
Black Shirts have no pockets at all. But whether
they have pockets or not, I am going to pick only my
own pocket.

Talking of pockets I travelled the other day with
three byragis. I wonder why they are called byrqgis.
That word means men without desires or pOSSessions.
It is true that they have no desire to possess a

Sketches by Mali

railway ticket and that they do not possess a railway
ticket. This is the only desire and the only possess-
ion eschewed by them. They have all other desires
and possessions. They have in particular abundance
of human possessions. I saw a byragi followed by a
byragini. Doth were followed by a brood of poten-
tial byragis and byraginis. The Ticket Examiner
examined them and demanded their tickets. They
then began a furious search in the various pockets
of their garments. Some of the pockets were sewn
pockets and some were unsewn pockets made by subtle
knots. Each bundle had innumerable chambers—a
lower, popular chamber filled with eatables, and an
upper aristocratic chamber filled with opium and
ganja. Their hands went in and came out of the
labyrinths—almost like Omar Khayyam who says that
he always came out by the way he went. The rail-
way tickets which were searched for were like meta-
physics. You know that metaphysics have been defined
as searching in a dark chamber for a black horse
which is not there. The Ticket Examiner turned
blue. He beat them black and blue. But they merely
smiled an enigmatic smile and went more deeply and
leisurely into other pockets. Then like Alexander he
cut the Gordian Knot. He took them out in a lump
and deposited them in the next station platform, leav-
ing them to carry their pocketward expeditions at
leisure.

Where was I? You left me picking my pocket.
Do you know what were its contents? I found the
strangest of assortments there. I found there bits from
the Vedas and the Bhagawad Gita, bits from Darwin's
Descent of Man and Drummond’s Ascent of Man,
etc. I found there biscuits and peppermints and
iddalis and jilebis, 1 found there Dhyani Buddha
and Venus Aphrodite. I found there a flute and a
pistol.

But I set out to write about my being a dictator
and not about pockets or byragis. 1 am, however, not
a magician. I cannot produce by white or black
magic things from the Land of Nowhere. I cannot pro-
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duce biscuits out of torn bits of paper or coffee out of
Cauvery water. Nor can I produce garlands out of
ropes. I can certainly not produce sunbeams out of
cucumber. I cannot produce snakes at will or make
a4 man go up a vertically thrown rope and disappear
in mid-air. Do you remember about the discussions
in the columns of The Hindu regarding the Indian
Jugglet’s rope trick? I wonder why there was so much
discussion about it when every day our political
leaders are TN 4
performing o :
Even more
wonderfuyl
rope-dances.
Was thereever ,
a more won-
derful rope
dance than
that relating
to prohibition
Propaganda
which ¢ on-
sumed six
lakhs of rupees
—almost a5
avidly as wine-
bibbers con- .
sume liquor? .
As Tam thys \’\\
not a magician, I
I cannot pro.
duce world-

saving schemes out of mere empty space. Byt
my pockets contain all sorts of things ag I told you
already. Let me see if they do not tell me or at least
suggest to me what I should do to save the world if I
were a dictator.

Whenever a tubthumper gets upon a tub we hear
much about the swing of the pendulum and aboyt the
impossibility of turning back the hands of the clock,
But the pendulum as surely swings backward as it
does forward, and you can put back the hands of the
clock as you like and when you like. 1 am sjck of
these platitudes and catch-phrases, Iam equally sick
of watchwords and party war-cries and shibboleths
and slogans. Chesterton says: “Man ought to march
somewhere. But modern man (in his sick reaction) ig

ready to march nowhere—so long as it is the Other
Eod of Nowhere” 1 hate his new-born passion to
march to the Other End of Nowhere after Nowhere.
That is why I prefer to pick my pocket rather than
anybody else’s pocket—even if that person be Hitler
or Stalin or Mussolini. [ dislike throwing about the
hallucinations of others when I have plenty of hally.
cinations of my own. The poet says: “ My mind to
me a kingdom is,”" | can say with equal justice and

. 33 propriety:
! “My pocket
to me a king-
dom is.”

SN S GRS A, S

Please do
not think that
I am not
aware of my
own littlenesy
or that I am
not cognizant
of my inade-
quacies and
shortcomings.
I almost hear
you say: “A
penny for your
thoughts”
Shall I expose
the contents
% of my pocket
to regale your
vision? I am
hesitant, T feel that the contents are ill-assorted and
unenlightening, Chesterton says about an umbrella :
“Shut up, an umbrella is an unmanageable walking-
stick ; open, it is an inadequate tent.” T feel that my
criticism of the world will not serve you as a walking
stick by supporting vou or ag a tent by keeping out
Sun and shower. I am thyg in a self-distrustful mood,
Further, just as I am gathering up my vanishing
courage and self-confidence and describe what I would
like to do ag a dictator, my friend Mr, Nesan hasg
brought Julian S, Huxley's book If I Were g Dictator.
I have just read it I feel floored, What shall I be
able to say to supplement what Jolian says? [ am in

no mood to play the dictator today, | shall make
my debut another day,

THE END
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™ Students’ Corner

Words’ Worth—X

OIL

E are all just now wondering whether the 0-1;
embargo will be applied against Italy, and i
applied, what the effect of it would be on the fortunes
or misfortunes of Abyssinia. But fe'w, we da1"e sag,
know the romantic history of this u:xﬁammaFnedsu -
stance. Wher we speak of oil, we think now-a- alys
of petioleum or kerosene only. Bl..lt 1ha.t wafs not t;z
original meaning of the word. It is derived ' Eloml. "
Latin word olewm, which is itself cog?ate wit 01-1;1 ,
the name of the olive tree. There 1sa'pretty lx'n:
story in the legends of ancient Greece whlch1 exp alo
how the olive came into existe‘nce. Long, long .adg X
it is said that there was keen rivalry between Posei or;
the sea-God, and Athene, or Pallas, .the goddess o
wisdom and the civic virtues, as to which of them vl:ast'.
greater. The one challenged th(? other to a com ak
of skill. Poseidon brandished his trident, a'md slt)nlxcfr
the earth, and lo! the Horse sprang into e:gf,.
Athene was not to be outdone; she maqe the O.lv;
spring up in the sunny plains and mf)untaln-slope§ 2
Greece. The high gods who qfﬁmated as ubmpltrhe_E
decided that both were valuable gifts to man, lLllt al;
the olive was superior to the‘ hotse. In' tol«:e}ri‘theret?Ii
they gave Athene overlordship of the <.:1ty w 1(1:l dst ;l
bears her name, and which has been rightly calle e
¢ 7 e’

E’;";izfisnt;;ofeason why the olive Frefz is most abUTl-
dant in sunny, southern Europe, 1It'is llke.th'e plfa?tam
tree in our own country—every.part of' 1t .1s ? ,c;)r;qe
use or other to man. The olive fIU}t ’1s a t?] :
delicacy: ils green berries are used as pxcl‘.le.sl, a‘nd ;
medicine; it can also be pressed for the 0} usel' Z
the Greeks and Romanps for all the purposes {or w nc't
we Indians use the ¢il-o0il. For these rfeazons, 113x
became the symbol of prosperity and husban rqy.d '
branch of it was a sign of truce, and was §o ;Le ‘;n
ancient days. Hence the phrase: the 'olwe. ‘r'anc 1.
The olive was also the symbol Of. domestic fehuty, as
it is used in the Bible to indicate the chxl.drenlgne
may have. It was commonly used for lanps :n O'l etn
times ;: andso we have the phra;es, .to lose. one ;hozérszz
smell of oil, and to burn the mid-night ozI.f tz o
indicates any vain effort, the second re Ie:rs tudie{
laboured composition, and the last, one who s 5

far into the night. “

But the other kind of oil, which is now such a
potent factor in high politics, petroleum, was not un-
known in ancient times. It is said that there was a
pitch-spring near ancient Babylon. In Sicily, near
Agrigentum, oil was not only extracted but also used
for illumination. Plutarch refers to petroleum as
being found nzar Ecbatana. In ancient China and
Japan, it was known as ‘burning water ' Marco
Polo, the indefatigable traveller, mentions the oil-
springs of Baku. Another oil-spring in Bavaria was
supposed to have had medicinal properties, and so
was called ‘St. Quirinus’s Oil . In Galicia it was
called ‘ earth balsam’.

America is associated with petroleum only from the
sixteenth century. Sir Walter Raleigh mentions the
‘ pitch-lake’ of Trinidad in 1595. England also had
its natural gas, discovered and manufactured in
Shropshire in the seventeenth century, The commer.
cial exploitation of the oil was frst begun by
Englishmen, and Rangoon oil was used in the early
XIX century. Burma came into prominence from
1890 as a result of the Scotchmen’s pioneering avork
in this direction. We thus now have Burma, Persia,
America, and Russia as the great rivals in the oil-
field. Persia and Burma are protected by the pacific
tail of Britain, America is a ‘trust’ in the hands of
Rockfeller, and the Russian Red Wolf is prying fur-
tively in many corners of the world, to dump her
enormous supply. We must thank Rusaian oil for the
boon we are just now enjoying of buying our petrol at
Re. 1/- a gallon. It is said that it can be sold for six
or even four annmas, if only Russia had an open
market. This is another reason why we should all be
Bolshevists !

The discovery of oil in America has given us an
expressive Americanism—¢o strike oil, which means -
to become prosperous. The phrase was first used in
a Punch article in 1866, To speak with an oily
tongue is to flatter. To o1l the palm is to gratify
another person—by means of presents which are
vulgarly called bribes. To pour oil on troubled waters
is to compose a quarrel. If the proposed embargo
promotes that end, it would be a very good thing
indeed. But unfortunately Mussolini seems bent
upon adding fuel to the flames !
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A Chronicle History

1917: This year's Congress was held in Calcutta,
and was marked by the enthronement on the gad: of
a woman. Mrs. Besant had done in two years for
the political education of the country more than all
other parties during the previous twenty. The War
years were specially favourable for the rapid germina-
tion of new ideas. As the then British Premier put
it, the world was moving at a giddy pace, and the
experiences of a hundred years were being compressed
into those of one. Unkind critics of Mrs. Besant
were not slow to suggest that she plunged into the
political field to recoup the losses sustained in the
‘religious’ as the result of certain developments in
the ‘esoteric’ life of the Theosophical Society. We
ourselves shall never look a gift horse in the mouth,
but give credit where it is due., And the debt we owe
to Mrs. Besant is enormous, and can never be repaid.
For what was her service? She infused courage into
the timid, and familiarised us with the technique of
‘agitation’ as practised in Western countries. She
showed us the value of discipline and leadership, and
gave us an exhilarating display of the Karma Yogin
in action. Her contribution to the national move-
ment has thus an intrinsic and historical value. She
paved the way for the Gandhian Era.

Her presidential speech is perhaps the longest on
record. The Ali Brothers had been interned; and the
Rowlatt Committee was forging the provisions
of a famous Act which was destined to transform the
character of Indian politics beyond recognition.
E. S. Montagu was coming to explore the prospects
of reforming the ‘wooden, antediluvian' system of
government, and expectations were high that a great
forward movement was about to be launched by the
British Government. The session was a personal
triumph for Mrs. Besant, as she succeeded in roping
into the Congress many who had kept aloof,

1918 : This was the year of falling thrones. It
may be compared to 1748, and 1848. The European
War was coming to a close. he Kaiser, and a host
of Kaiser-lings tumbled off their thrones. A trans-
Atlantic dreamer dreamed aloud a vision of the
millennium, of the lion fondling the lamb, of brother-
hood, and universal peace and good-will on earth.
The Montford proposals had meanwhile been
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published; and a special session of the Congress had
given guarded support to the scheme, but wanted tg
see the ‘picture’ completely filled in. The year’s
session held in Delhi under the presidency of Malaviya
saw tbe emergence in Indian politics of the phrase
* Self-Determination’ which was suid to be the guiding
principle of the visitors in making the peace, The
proposed reforms were pronounced unsatisfactory,
although Mr, Sastri pleaded for accepting them, A
resolution was passed demanding that India should be
represented at the Peace Conference by its own
delegates, and nominated Sir Ali Imam, Tilak and
Gaudhiji. The consideration of a resolution offering
a welcome to the Prince of Wales was postponed.

1919: The 24th Congress was held in Amritsar
under the presidency of Pandit Motilal Nehru. It
met under the shadow of one of the blackest clouds
that had ever settled down on the chequered history
of this country. The Rowlatt Act had been passed
in the teeth of opposition; a nation-wide protest
against it was organised, and a week called the
" National Week’ was set apart for it. The demon-
strations passed off peacefully, except in the Punjab
where Martial Law was proclaimed, and the harrow-
ing incidents connectedw ith Jullianwala Bagh took
place. The presidential address is an exhaustive
summary of these events of the yvear. The memo-
randum of the 19 members of the central legislatures
was rejected by the Government, and the Mont-ford
scheme was being rushed through Parliament, The
Congress also espoused the cause of the Khilafat
which was in danger of being destroyed as the result
of another war in which Turkey was involved. The
attitude of Britain seemed luke-warm, and so Muslim
leaders joined hands with Hindu in the national
struggle. The main resolution on the Reforms found
a supporter in Gandhiji who was not inclined to
characterise them ag * disappointing.’ Another reso.
llgtio.nbcondemned the martial law excesses in the

unjab, demande i
respi)nsible theredfo:he 2‘;‘;‘Shfr;;e;: of thl(l)se o were
demanded the recall, of Lord Ch );' ft " onaress
Vicoray - o elmsiord, the then
BN garma 1550235 fOpl;)osed by, among others,

< N . atter, that gentleman became a

member of the Viceroy’s Counci
ncil and syhe
became a Knight, bsequently

of the Congress -

1920: A special session of the Congress ?vas h)elfl
in Calcutta under the presidency of Lala Lajpat Rai,
which marks the beginning of the Gandh'ian era of
Non-co-operaticn. The reasons for launching it were
the Khilafat, the repressive legislation, the ‘lack of
redress for martial law excesses in the Punjab, and
the unsatisfactory nature of the new reforms. A
lengthy resolution records the reasons, and lays doyn
the steps by which this progressive non-co-operation
should be practised by the country. T‘Ele Congrc?ss
creed was amended so as to read thus: The attain-
ment of Swarajya by all legitirrixateb an‘d .pez.xceful
means,” the omission of the qualification w1t.hm the
British Empire’ being deliberate. These special reso-

" lutions were confirmed at the annual session held In

Nagpur, which further empowered the Congress t?
raise an adequate memorial to Tilak, who 'al'one.o
our front-rank politicians was denied t.he distinction
of presiding at any of the Congress Sesmo.ns. Instead,
he has had the posthumcus glory of having beeen the
magic means of raising more than a crore of r\fpe;:s
for the Tilak Memorial Swarajya 'Fund. The samt'y
beggar ‘was Gandhiji, and With\l'l one 'year Ix?dla
witnessed a great inter-provincial rivalry in contribu-
tions to that fund.

1921: The Congress met at Ahmedabad unfler
Hakim Ajmal Khan's presidency. Non-co—operat{on
was reiterated, ard Gandhiji stated that he was going
to try it in Bardoli. The Price of Wales was announc-
ed to visit the country. The Khadder progr:jlmme was
formulated, and the Tilak Fund was primarily used to
revive it. It henceforth became the badge of true-blue
naiionalism, and though white in colour, served and‘
still serves as the proverbial red-rag to John Bgll.
The year saw the out-break of tht? Moplah Rebel.hon
in Malabar, and the struggle in Gujarat. The Prince
of Wales arrived, and began a tour of the country. The
visit was ‘ boycotted® by the Congress; bu® peverthc?-
less the Prince had a well-arranged to.ur, and ff)und .1t
no doubt both enjoyable and instructive.”’ It is Sfl.ld
that the then Viceroy, Lord Reading, offered anything
that Gandhiji wanted if only he would call off the
boycott, and join in the welcome to 'our fu?re
sovereign. Why Gandbiji did not close with the o er,
and put an end to all our troubles mu'st remamh.a
mystery until later historians throw light on this

aspect of recent diplomacy.

1922: Das was the president of the year. Gandhiji
had been centenced to six years' imprisonment after
a famous trial which led to comparisons with another
held long ago at Jerusalem. C. R, Das came out
with a proposal to change tactics of the Congress.
The Swarajya Party was formed; its aim was to
wreck the constitution from the inside. The councils
were to be captured, and used as the means of
hastening the advent of Swaraj.

1923: Moulana Mohamed Ali was the president
of the year. He made an elaborate survey of the
non-co-operation idea, and showed its practicability
and necessity.

1924 : Saw Gandhiji a free man, afteran opera-
tion for appendicitis while in jail. e presided over
the annual session held at Belgaum, where a com-
promise was reached with the Swarajists. The two
wings agreed to go their own ways for the time being,
without calling one another names. The N. C. O,
activities were suspended, and Gandhiji went into
political silence. The elections to the councils saw
the return of effective Swarajist majorities in Bengal,
C. P. and Madras. But the ban on accepting office
destroyed their advantages, and the door was thrown
open for all those undesirable elements in the nation
which have shown neither courage, nor vision, nor
ability, to get into places of power, where they are
still entrenched, and from which it is now found no
easy job to dislodge them !

(To be concluded)
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Xmas Post—

Reading Time @ About 3 Minutes

][ alwasis think that by far the most thrilling part of
Christmas Day is the opening of one’s post in the

morning. It is so full of surpri :
are greetings from the most unexgecstisci p?cf:)elz theréz
Som,etlmes the writer even goss so far as to sa’ t?xn
you'll short_ly receive something so frightfully i?n .
tant that it will have to be brought to the house poz
handed to you personally by a policeman, o

The first letter I opened last Christ
remember, was from a prosperous Governntlrglst ?ﬁ?c’! {
v}qth a comfortable position and a job that is ne .
likely to be abolished. In spite of that, he actua\;?r
found time to write to me on Christmasg ’Day On .
he meets you, he never forgets. ILast yeal;'s lettfze
was all about money, and what could be a mare ¢ y
genial topic on Christmas Day? It was about u(??-
a large sum of money, too! He said that he W%I;Ig
very much like to give me a little gift and that I could
f}i)?:: it as soon as I liked—if I would give him one

I decided that there was no hurry. To get
receipt I should have to pay my income tax chEf’roung
the man I Fancy, sending out a demand to,reach ou
on Christras morning! It’s positively pagany 1
should inagine that any well-bred Christmas c;ard
would get a terrible shock to find itself in a pillar-bo
surrounded entirely by “ O. H. M. S.s.” *

Anyh.ow, it's a nice sort of letter to open when you
are toying feverishly to get that ‘Peace on Egrth’
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By Koi Hoi

feeling.  One does not ]
; . > does want to begi i 3
with a heart attack. g Christmas Day

My other letter bore a three-quarter anna sta

the (—E{welope, and“ I was referred toas® i{oimfrilo¥1
Esq.,” and not as “—Hoi, Esq.,” as I sometimes a(I;;'
There was even a printed card inside wishin m.
increased prosperity during the New Year ’Ipixe :
was alsg a letter containing the same pious .hope rtIa
am sure it was very nice of the writer to take so m.uch
trouble. I on]y meet him about once a year and he j

gggzley a busi?ess acquaintance and has never s;i

my salt or even below it—
under my dining-table, for the matterogfatr;]ya‘zhere else

In fact, I should hate to ! ai itti
undelf my table. He would ]gr‘;ebarg]}; t:::\?; se‘ttmg
Eupax_d-for trousers or even re-possess himself o? thl(;ﬂY
tgbzlgﬁgﬁr irI;Ife “stlllhha;ls a theory that they ouglrlr:

ull, which is ab i
value‘ha}s depreciated considerablj.u r?{'e lz:c::)ucs)%s .
lc)ﬁatt}?s llclf]a of his that every quarter he writes :iaseg.
y little note, starting: “ We ¢
why you've not paid our accountlépn%euﬁf:;ts tgnd
trtl‘an of very limited intelligence, because I should h o
thought that the reason was obvious, I haven't got
:v ii }:nox;ey. He' alwa:ys swells my Christmas Mg.::;i
with 2 pa(tlt}lxeftlc little appeal for something on
ac order’ :n eel SO conscience-stricken that I decid
> order another suit from him as a littl Chri nas
gift directly after the holidays. © Christmas

My landlord also se

[ : nds me a Chri

. ristmas 1 —

uh:tv s”nelther 'here nor there, As a matt:?erf fbut
Jolly soon in the waste-paper basket o fach

All my correspondents, in fact
' » 8
?giyth;ngrcenary at Christmas time t;;ttnlsgliqocgfto }md-
money_]eiyés when those dear, delightful, old-fashioong
fhoney.len ers used to send their cheery mj e
gh the post. They were invariably civil léls‘l}:;

had much more
of the spirit of gi
ve-and-
the present brood of Christmas lettegr-wr'riltxela?smke than

Ind i
dents i 1 e e 1ox gl Christmas carrespon
. their str isli .
younger generation. Even at égfiestr(rj::;lkfin?: ﬂt]he
ey

cannot bring themsely
owards g th es to feel generously-dispoged

THE END

T Letters of

‘Private

Reﬁding Time @ Abont 8 Minutes

Madras, 21st December, 1935.
DEAR MOTHER,
]I expect you are waiting to hear of our adventureson
the shooting-trip. Boggins and I sent our things
forward in a bullock-cart, and the next day we follow-
ed by rail and road, reaching Appu’s village in the
afternoon.
The village is at the foot of one of the many crags
in Southern India. There is an old fort on the top
of the crag. You find thess rock-forts everywhere,
ruined and empty. They are very interesting, being
like our mediaeval castles in England. They make
me feel a little sad, too, because they give an impres-
gion of wickedness and cruelty.
1 get the same feeling when I see an English castle.
I am always reminded of the last words written in

" the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle. For three hundred years,

.the pious monks put down the simple "annals of our
rude ancestors, and in bitter words the last scribe
recorded the end of England as he knew it. ‘The
Normans are building strong castles everywhere’, he
said. * They take away the people, and force them to
labour. The castles are filled with fiends who come
forth to burn and slay. The husbandmen are enslaved,

* and the women put.to shame. The castles echo with
the shrieks of tortured Englishmen. . Neither age nor
sex is any salvation. The gallows groan with the

Joyfull

At Appu’s Village
Sketches by Mali

bodies of martyred freemen. Every stone of the
castles is cemented with blood. There is no mercy
or justice or hope left in all England. God has desert.
edus. So ends this doleful chronicle of our race'’.

Who would have thought that such a crushed and
conquered people would rise again ? Yet in a hundred
years the English were wringing charters and conces-
sions from the cruel masters, andin two hundred years
there were no Norman masters left. They had sunk
into the mass of the people, leaving us a couple of
hundred words in the language, and a few refined
habits. . ‘

" The people who have always been on the land are
the real people of a country. There have been all
kinds of foreign lords in Oxford castle, but the lords
have gone, and the Joyfulls remain, On Appu's crag
there have been many strange lords and cruel masters,
but they have all passed away, and the villagers are
still there,

The first conquerors of Appu's people introduced
Hinduism, but the villagers still really follow their
ancient religion, which is the worship of a demonwho
lives in the river. We are just the same. No one
has ever succeeded in making us into orthodox
Christians. Under the name of Lollards, Anabap-
tists, Independents, and so forth, we have really kept

The urchins ran off...ve
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to a kind of natural agricultural religion, with puritan
ideas, and a great distrust of priests and lords.

There is a bus.stop about a mile from the village,
with a wayside shelter where a man sells refreshments.
Two urchins were loitering near by, taking charge of
a herd of buffaloes. These buffaloes are very powerful
and dangerous beasts, yet they get bullied by tiny
little scraps of humanity that fearlessly belabour
them with sticks. As we descended from the rural
bone-shaker, the urchins ran off towards the village,
crying, * The two soldiers are coming 1”

Long before we reached the village, it was like a
disturbed ant-heap. All the housewives were poking
their head out of the doors, announcing that Appu’s
friends were coming. These tidings were shouted
from field to field, until the farthest herd-boy knew that
we were on the way. Everybody ran about telling

everybody else, and no one seemed to mind how often
he heard the news.

Appu and the notables gathered in the village street,
grinning all over their faces, and saying their prayers
to us. We said our prayers to them, which is the
correct thing to do. Boggins improved on the oceasion

with a public prayer. Putting his hands together, he
recited :

Eena, meena, minag, mo:
Catch a goblin by his toe!

The villagers exclaimed at this, saying it was an ad.
mirablespell ; and hastened to plant chairs for us in
the middle of the street. Boggins got the iron throne :
I got the Poona Pact chair, '

Tht'} Poona Pact chair has quite a history, Origi.
n?.l'Iy it wa? an ordinary adult-size chair. On our last
visit, Boggins pointed out that the chair was rocky

’

one leg being slightly longer than the others. He got
a small hack-saw from his kit, and

trimmed the leg to the same length as
the others.

-

The villagers were very interested in
this operation, They thought the idea
of sawing the chair-leg was a stroke of
genius that solved an otherwise puzz-
ling problem. Also, they had never
seen a hack-saw before. * So small, and
yet so powerfull” they said. “The
soldiers have fine things,”

Appu begged to examine the saw,
and assoon as he got it into his hand,
he wanted to cut something with
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it This is a world-wide trait in human nature. If

_ you give even a small boy a knife, he is not happy

until he is using it to destroy something.

Meanwhile, a committee was testing Boggins' work
on the chair. They put it in various positions, and
when it stood firm each time, they were half-wondering
half-disappointed. At last, one of the legs got on tc;
a slight rise in the ground, and the chair rocked.

This created considerable excitement. Everybody
came and verified the fact that the chair was rocking,
Everybody eagerly pointed to the leg that was too
long. Appu was delighted. He made them all stand

back, while he boldly shortened the offending leg by a
full inch,

Further tests followed, and the examining commis.
sioners soon discovered that the chair rocked worse
thz?.n ever. This time there was a sharp difference of
opinion as to the remedy. Appu maintained that his
leg was the right length, and all the others were wrong,

I mued abml tﬂu"

Raju, who is Appu's chief opponent in viilage politics,
said that no one was going to cut a piece off the leg
he had adopted. Eventually, they were all struggling
for the saw, each determined to trim his own leg to the
length he thought proper.

In the course of the riot, the chair was dashed to
the ground, and one of the legs was broken. This re-
sulted in the calling of a peace-conference. Eventually,
a Poona Pact was evolved, under the terms of which
the broken leg was to be trimmed by a neutral person,
and the remaining legs cut to size by each faction
in turn. As at least ten persons had establish-
ed the right to use the saw, the result was extra-
ordinary. Boggins started on the broken leg, and
when all the contestants had had their turn, the chair
did not rock any more, because the front legs were
only six inches long, while the rest of the chair leaned
forward so perilously that no one could sit on it,

This brought matters to a stand-still. No one was
willing to re-open the conflict, but no one wished any

The villagers shrieked with mirth,

of the other parties to use the saw any further. Raju
and his party sat on one side offering satyagraha,
while Appu’s party stood and looked at the chair in
bewilderment. The case thus going by default,
Boggins calmly took the saw and trimmed all four
legs to his liking. The seat of the chair was now
almost down to earth, and Boggins called it the
ducks’-disease chair. I asked him what ducks’ disease
might be, and he said, having your hinder parts too
near the ground. '

However, I call it the Poona Pact chair, because
it shows what happens when too many people start
monkeying with the saw. After it was all over, Appu
said the best idea would be to have the legs the
original length, but Boggins pointed out that the
chair-legs were now in a hundred and fifty distinct
pieces, which was too great a problem even for a
legislature,

The two chairs sometimes become. palanquins.
This is when visitors come to see the fort on the crag.
Long poles are lashed to each chair, and the visitor
rides on the shoulders of four villagers. For twelve
anpas the most ghee-fed of tourists can be carried to
the topmost bastions, where they are entertained by a
lot of lies told by the Chowkidar, including the great
and final lie that he is a very poor man.

Tt was these two chairs that were produced for our
reception. The reception consisted of our sitting in
the chairs, while the villagers squatted in a circle and
looked at us. We must have made
quite a picture. Boggins was perched
up high in the iron chair of state,
which must once have belonged to a
coffee hotel, while I was almost at
ground-level, trying to appear at ease in
the Poona Pact contraption.

At intervals, someone asked a ques-
tion. Neither the question nor the
answer seemed to be of any importance,
We were asked the most extraordinary
things at random ; and whatever reply:
we gave, the_ villagers said, “Good!”
I think this was their way of showing
a friendly interest in us.

Presently, one of the villagers asked
if we had come to search for the trea-
sure. Practically every fort is supposed
to have treasure buried under its foun.
dations. The story is always the same.
A wicked lord is supposed to have
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buried people alive under the foundations, along with
a huge treasure, as an offering to the spirits.  This
wicked lord must have built as many forts as there
are beds that have been slept in by Queen Elizabeth,

It used to be a superstition in all part of the world,
to offer human sacrifice for a new building. Our ances-
tors did it ; so did most races ; and there are mentions
of the custom in the Bible. The early English used to
nail the skull of the victim to the gable-end of the
house, and to this day the gable-end of English houses
has a useless ornament in the shape of a skull. I think
it very likely that the wicked lords really did bury
victims in all those forts, but unlikely that they buried
any treasure as well,

I tried to explain my ideas about the treasure to
the villagers, but they did not understand very well.
Of course, though I write down our talk in plain
language, we really spoke to the villagers in broken
language, and signs, and even by acting little plays
that were often exceedingly funny. For instance,
when I wanted to remind them how Boggins shot the
goat, I acted it. I pretended to drink some of the
strong lemonade they call toddy, and I pointed ta
Boggins and lay down and snored. The villagers all
began to laugh and explain my actions to each other,
In a dramatic silence I began to imitate the ‘ wuff,
wuff’] noise of a panther, and all the villagers
waited breathlessly., I suddenly jumped up, pointed
an imaginery guu, and went “ Bang! Bang"'!

You could have heard a pin drop while they waited
for the climax of the story. I rolled about like an

animal that had been shot, and then paused on bands

and knees, looked at them sadly, and went * Maa,
Maa”! The villagers shricked with mirth.

When I was telling my notions about the treasure,
the villagers seemed to think I was talking about reli-
gion. They explained about the demon that lived in
the river. It seemed there was quite a problem about
this demon, and someone said that perhaps we could
suggest a solution. Anyhow, they decided to tell us

all about it, and the reception-committee turned itself
into a vestry-meeting.

I must tell you about our adventures with the river.
demon next week,

Your Loving Son,
OBEAH JOYFULL.

Song of the Wine-Bibbers

(From Abu Hassan)

We drink and make merry

With drinking we bury

All thought of depression and sorrow,
For life with its trouble

Is only a bubble

That's sure to blow over tomorrow.
Heigh ho! we are never in want

If we haven't got money we borrow,
Heigh ho! are we ever in want ?

O never O never O no!

The carpet, the table

As though in a fable

Around me are rolling and reeling!
There’s somebody drinking

And winking and blinking

And clinking a glass in the ceiling |
Heigh ho! in the floor and the wall
I can feel a pecnliar feeling !

Heig}; ho! am I sober at all?

O never O never O no!

My mouth is a cavern

It smells like a tavern, '

My heart is a piece of rotation,
And every minute

There’s music within it

That has a contempt for notation !
Heigh ho! from the poem of wine
I'm a learned and living quotation
Heigh ho! any other like me ?

O never O never Q no !

—Harindranath Chattopadhyaya

Nationality

By Old Soldier Jim

Reading Time ® About 3 Miputes

HE Great War affected the brai'n§ of many
people. There is a sect of individuals who
seem to be determined to give new names to old
nations, or divide them up giving them sevefal na}:nes
and calling them ancient peoples, and naming them
after. some obscure country. o
I can remember a time when the mhabxtant? of
Mesopotamia were Arabs. Now they are Iraqi or
Iragians. Persians were
Persians thousands of years
ago. Now they are Irans
or Iranians. Thousands of
people who were ?nce
Russians are now Latvianss
Letts, Lithuanians, etc.

‘ Bangalans’, ‘Calcuttans’,® Delhans’ and so on,
will lead to a lot of confusion.

The idea of this ‘n’ and ‘an’ business is to
make everything and everybody masculine plural.
They will have to modify this according to the
authorised Roman Urdu method. A young girl born
in Simla will be a Simle; a young boy born in
Lahore will be a Lahori ; a grown woman of the Sind
will be a Sindeon, and so on.

This will simplify matters
until it comes to twins,
triplets, quadruplets etc,

Then there will have to
be a repetition of the ‘i’
and ‘e’s.

Some who were once 1. What does it indicate when a | Care will be necessary in

Austrians are now Croats . d
and Slovenes. Avizandum ?

There may be no har‘m
in this, but it rather worries

Scottish Judge takes a case to

9. Where are the bee's ears ?

using the right vowels in
the right place.

.lf you can answer this
you have got a good grip of

me.  When and if I return 3. What is a rabbit's tail called? the system ;—

to England I shall have to

be careful where I land. If 4. Was November
eleventh month ?

I get off the boat on the
banks of the Thames I
might be taken for a Dane.
Further along the East
Coast they might call me
an Angle.

(1t won't be a right angle
in any case.)

At a south coast port
they might think I'm a ‘
Norman. (I shouldn’t mind that much a3 I am
a bit of a Congueror) Liverpool I daren’t risk.
They'd sure think I was an Irishman.

It will be disastrous if this craze comes to India.

 Particularly as they seem to want all names to end in

“n’ or‘an’. What a crime it will be to call a

humble Madrasi a ‘Madran’? And ‘ Bombans’, I do.

Answers on page 25

always the A Bomban marries a
Punjaban. They go and
live in Honolulu, Their
first increase in family is
sextuplicates—t w o boys,
three girls and—Each of
the girls grows up and
marries an American, The
boys grow up and marry
Maharratans, The first
daughter of the second son
of the original couple marries 2 Chinaman. ~She
presents her hushand with twins. One of these marries a
daughter of the third daughter of the Bomban. What
is the Nationality of her second son when he arrives?

Solve that and you know all there is to know about
Nationality, In fact you will know more than
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] DY nature, my friend
) Srikanth was one of

those persons who
always stick to the boundary
line. U on any question
be did not hold the most
conservative opinion, you can
bet your last collarstud that
he is among the staunchest
advocates of the ultra-radical
school. All the glib talk
about the principle of the
golden mean, the philosophy
of the sale middle course and
the theory of compromises
had absolutely no sense or
meaning for him.

No wonder, then, that Srikanth in his student days
practised an extreme form of bigoted orthodoxy. I
use the word ‘practised’ advisedly, because unlike
some modern champions of ancient Sanatana Dharma,
his enthusiasm for religion did not rest with mere
preaching. In other words, he did not swear by
Queen Victoria’s proclamation by day and dine off
mutton-chops at night.

If Srikanth was orthodox, he went the whole hog.
For instance, he would never miss his prayers at the
proper hours. He would not, for his life, touch any-
thing in a hotel, and what is more he would never eat
anything without first purifying himself by wearing a
silk cloth round his waist. I have seen him once
taking with him a rope and a silver pot while proceed-
ing to attend an examination, because forsooth, tap
water was considered a pollution. These habits of his,
as one might well expect, did invite a lot of ridicule
from his fashionable friends, but Srikanth was the very
last person to mind it, Verily, his faith in religion
was not, like beauty, just skin deep,

It is within the experience of most people that chaps
who hold very strong beliefs are more often prone to
change their creed than people having only luke-warm
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Reading Time @ About 6 Minutes

The ‘I hird “Ceg

By M. A. S.

Sketches by Mali

feelings on any vital matter. Even some of the
greatest spiritual teachers the world has ever produced
are said to have been, some time or other in their
lives, pronounced unbelievers. If one would excuse
these great personages for their change of front, one
may as well pardon lesser mortals for a similar lapse,
—or is it a virtue? When, therefore, one fine morn-
ing we found Srikanth quietly playing the rolz of a

confirmed athiest, we were surprised but not asto-
nished.

Srikanth did not allow the grass to grow under his
feet. He at once got set to adapt himselfto his new con
victions. He promptly removed his tuft and face mark,
the two outward emblems of orthodoxy ever at the
mercy of emotional young ;
men. He purchased a
whole set of the R. P.A.
publications and opened a
free library for the use of
the interested public. He
organised open meetings in
different parts of the city
and delivered inspired lec-
tures on subjects such ag—
‘ Commonsense about Reli.
gion’, * The Eternal Why ’ ,
and ‘ War wvs. Faith’, To
crown all, he celebrated his
conversion by giving a grand
dinner at a European restay-
rant to all his friends,

Talking about his friends,
you may naturally wonder
whether his friends approyed
his change of faith. No,
They were divided in their
verdict. But at thesame time,
infairnessto them, this much
must be said to their credit,
As one man they magnani-
mously conceded that the

idea behind the dinner referred to was very timely,
very appropriate and, last but not least, very welcome.

If Srikapth had continued in this strain, there
would have been no occasion for me to say anything
about it. Well, but one afternoon, I was amazed to
find him in an attitude, which unequivocally and
irretrievably compromised with his cherished tenefs.
I found him actually kneeling on the ground, and with
his hands clasped and eyes closed, he was unmistak-
ably praying to the Almighty. He was fur'ther
muttering some Sanskrit slokas. Lateronhe explained
to me why he did that. .

I put this strange conduct on the part of Srikanth
as a problem before my friends the next day at the
Club.

“1 have told you,” I said,
“ exactly how I found oqur friend
Srikanth yesterday. Now, just ex-
ercise your imagination and tell me
if any of you can furnish the true
explanation for his queer action.”

They all considered for a while.
Shanker was the one to break the ice.

“The explanation is simple,”
he said. * It is no doubt a feat to
execute a somersault. Bat if one is
capable of doing it once, he may
well be expected to do the trick a
second time. Srikanth has simply

“Your hypothesis is at least original, if not
correct,” I replied. And then turning to Prakash
I asked, * Have you nothing to say ?”

“Well, as a matter of fact,” he bzgan slowly, “ the
very explanations offered by all these chaps, of
course, occurred to me also. But I was only just
waiting to see, if any one else too could think of
them. And now that they have already told all I
had intended to say, I have nothing more to add.”

“So beit,” 1 concedéd.

“ We give it up,” said Shankar. “ Please unravel
the mystery.”

“Just think again. I give you
one more chance to explain our

7 friend’s conduct,” I persuaded.

-

g “No, we cannot,” said Prakash
decidedly. “ The case of In re
Srikanth is too intriguing for us.

Lift the curtain.”

“ Well, the thing happened this
way,” I explained at last.

The scene was laid at the Guindy
Race-course and Srikanth had pur-
chased a ticket for the Treble
Event. Curiously enough, his first
two selections had turned out win-
ners, and it was just before the

L~

gone back to his old orthodoxy.
That is all.”

“You are quité wrong,” 1 replied. *‘ And if you
wish to maintain the small reputation you have for

possessing @ little intelligence, you had better keep

quiet.”

“ Perhaps it is like this,” suggested Ramu.
* Grikanth might have committed some grave mlstak'e
in his office. He was probably praying to God that hfs
error may not be detected or discovered by his

superiors.”
- . 1]
* That is not correct,” 1 again said. " Moreover,

the reason you suggest is {00 slight for al’l’owing even
a temporary holiday to one's convictions. '

“ 1 have got it!” stepped in Purushotham at this
stage. ' Srikanth had written and posted in a temper

‘a letter, which immediately he regretted. He was

praying to God that the said letter may get lqst in
transit and not reach the addressee.

race forming the third leg of the

Treble Event was to be run.
Srikanth’s selected candidate therein was such a rank
and out and out outsider and the situation was so
critical, that unless God, in answer to his prayers, at
once intervened and took prompt steps on his behalf,
there was no earthly chance of his horse romping
home first. Under the circuwmstances, our friend had
paturally to take emergency measures !

“ But did that horse win?” eagerly asked Ramu,
who I knew was not interested in racing, but to whom
(I also knew) Srikanth long owed a decent sum of

money.

“ Well, that is another question,” I said side-track-
ing the issue. ‘‘ What I want you to appreciate is
our friend Srikanth’s unerring presence of mind.”

I shelved the question, as they do in legislatures,
becawe, you see, I had not the heart to disappoint
Rangeimmediately.

THE END
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&8 \“ HAT strikes me about your column,”

says a critical reader, *is your amusing

presence of mind. You must be a lady
of very varied experience.”

Sob-sistering sharpens the wits, my dears, Auntie
will tell you about the first staff-dance she attended
when she was a junior reporter on the London Lyrej
Newspapers hold their annual dances on the Thursday
before Easter, because Good Friday is a day when no
paper appears. Strangely, the news on Saturday is
not double the usual amount. The explanation is that
all the real news in the world would hardly fill a
f:olumn of the paper, All the rest is created by journal-
ists. Journalists are cunning people who go about
creating news where none exista.

At Auntie’s first staff-dance, she encountered a
frum;')y-looking dowager in one of the retiring-rooms
Aunt.le sat down to rest her feet, which had beex;
heavily stamped on by a massive master-printer who
was under the impression he could dance. She engag-
ed t'he dowager in conversation, and of course thge
topic was the London Lyre. With the usual frank-
ness of journalism, Auntie cheerfully remarked that

the papef was a filthy yellow rag, and the proprietor
a cheap imitation Napoleon.

“Indeed 1" said the dowager, freezing Auntie with
a basilisk glare, * Do you know who I am?”

“No,” said Auntie.

“1 am Lady Grandiose, wife of the proprietor. *

“ Oh, " said Auntie, “* and do you know who I am ?”
“No!" howled the dowager.

“
Thank God for that!” quoth Aunti i
ie
quick get-away. ¢ making 2

You see, my dears, presenc ind i

s eof mind is often a
matter of absence of body. Another time, Auntie was
sent to report a new circus-act, in which a famoys
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animal-trainer entered the cage of a ferocious lion
guaranteed to be an untamed man-eater. '

In the course of the performance, the doot of the
cage became unfastened by accident. The savage
animal leapt forth, and made a bee-line for the audi-
ence. The audience made a bee-line for the exits.

When the riot-squad arrived, armed with elepbant.
guns and red-hot pokers, the lion was roaming round
and round the circus-ring, growling. * Good

heavens[” cried the trainer, * i
er the lion h
Auntie Awful 1” ’ s e

(1} 1, 9 .
No he hasn’t * piped Auntie’s voice, from some-
where,

(1]
Where are you ?” cried the lion-tamer.

(13

Here I am!” said Auntie. Wi

: . th great presence
of mind she had locked herself in the lion’s cage, and
was writing an article on ‘Circus Lj
s wri s Life from the
. Vardha (Park Town). “What is the difference
etween stafutes and statues?” Statutes, dear boy
are cre:}ted by a lot of old birds for the public in:
convenience. Statues are subsequently erected to the

memory of these old birds. Thes
: . 3 tatues be
public convenience for birds of all ages. come &

Grammarian (N. Maistry Street). ** The potat
kno::ked loudly at the saucepan.lid, asking to b: ‘}”
?u't . What figure of speech is this? " Auntie thi ,
1t is personification with a touch of hyperbotl e
dear; but Uncle Ghastly says it is bad cool«:e\'yo o

Earnest Reader (Madras). * An astrologer. i
the course of his prediction regarding a newly-:u . '13
c?uplle, made the following amazing prophecy : a'r';l‘;
birth of offspring will occur during the year, ;)r wil?

be probable later’. Deat Auntie, how on earth did
he guess?”’ Auntie cannot imagine, my pet. Do you
think he might have been reading one of those terrible
sex-books?

Chatter (Kunavaram). “How can I deal with a
fellow who gossips behind my back all the time? ”
Patronise a barber who is deaf and dumb, dearie.

Jane (Penang). “] do not like policemen or

railway officials. They think the whole country

belong to them.” Well, my
dear, though the country
does not actually belong
to them, they could afford
to buy it any time, couldn’t
they ?

Advance (Tt'mvambadi.)
“ \Wireless will soon take
the place of the mnews-

paper.” Auntie does not 1. He reserves judgment.

think so, dear boy. You
canpot swat 2 fly with a
radio-set.

Sceptical (Cutch). “ How
long after even a love-
match do you find billing

3. Scut.

Well, my dear, the cooing
may not last long but the
billing goes on for ever.

Primary 11 (Straits
Settlement). " 1am send-
ing you some drawings
made by my little artists.
These little Indian girls work like a weather-chart.
To-day they try hard, tomorrow they g9 to §le?p.
1 think they inherited these unsteady characteristics
from their ancestors.’ The drawings show real talent,
my dear, and an innate artistic sense. The last they
certainly inherited from their ancestors. You mPst
pot think that little Indian girls are unique in woiking
by fits and starts | .

Transport (Coimbatore). “ Will you please inform
me how many persons a Corporation tram seats com:
fortably ?” None, dear sif.

Curious (Visweswarapuram). *Why do Scotch-
men lead such good lives 7" It is thought that they
do so, dear boy, in order to avoid paying for‘ ltheit sins,

Amply Proportioned (Kilachevalpatti). 1 amget;
ting too fat. What steps do you advise me to take ?
About ten thousand every morning before breakfast,

dear sit

4~21-12-38

Answers to Questions on page 21

2. Feelers (antennae).

5. No; originally it was the ninth

month (hence its name), but
and cooing gOIng on?” Numa added January and
February in 713 B.C.,, making
November the eleventh month.

Chain Smoker (Bezwada).
pages, but the real thing 1 wanted
if I did not leave off smoking cigareties,
become feeble-minded. ”  Auntie is sorry, dear boy,
that you did not heed the doctor’s advice.

Gay Freda (Allahabad). ‘' For our New Year's
ball we are going to wear fancy dresses to match our
boy-friends’ hair; so I am going in black.” That will
be very nmice, my dear. By the way, 1hope none of
you has a boy-friend who
is bald.

Statistics (Manchala),
* Seventeen thousand nine
\ hundred and fifty four per-
|  sons are suffering from
\ malaria, and another eleven
thousand six hundred and
twenty-two  are infected
with hook-worm.  Add
t hese figures together,
Auntie, and what do you
get 2 The wrong answer,
dear boy.

Troubled (Puthur). ' My
wife is threatening to run
away with a man. What
shall 1 do?” Tell her
there is no need to run,

Organiser (Calcutia).

“\We are arranging a pro-

cession depicting Woman

Through the Ages. There

are ladies in ancient and modern dresses, and then one

representing Beauty Unadorped, What should come
after her ?” A policeman with a summons, dear sir.

Swadeshi (Karachi). * You will be glad to heat
that in future imported Japanese razor-blades will
have to be marked.” Itis good news, deat sir.
Hitherto these blades have made marks of their own.

Cheated (Fyzabad). ** Recently 1 ordered a gramo.
phone, and it broke down while'it was playing a jazz
tune.” Yes, dear boy, but the makers connot guaran-
tee that it will always do this.

Promenader (Mplapore). ~ On the Marina the
other evening, a fellow in 2 two-seater nearly crashed
into a lamp-post. 1 said, ‘You got a nice skid there’,
and he glared at me.” Well, dear boy, perbaps the
lady was his wife.

| . %
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Reading Time ® About 9 Minutes

]B) OB looked out over the parade ground with an

) almost far-away light in his eyes. He flicked a
fly from his hindquarters, the slow whisk of

his chestnut tail indicative of his sense of tiredness,

“Number 55 been shod this month?” asked the
0. C. as he came round inspecting the Battery.

The Farrier Sergeant nodded, and Bob, Number 55
on the Battery’s books, pricked up his drooping ears
as the grizzled man went on.

“ Getting old, sir, is Number 55. He’s 21. There
was hardly any need to shoe him this month,”

The O.C. smiled somewhat sadly, spurring his
charger on.

“ Yes. We'll most probably have to destroy him
after this casting Board. Poor old fellow—"" his
voice tailed away towards the rear of the Battery as
he continued his inspection.

The familiar Gun Park and the jingle of harness
seemed unreal to Bob as he meditated, Something in
that conversation had sounded sinister, Bob had seen
someof his old compatriots filed out across the maidan
to the $pot where the vultures were~—a spot from where,
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at certain times of the year, came the " crack” of g
pistol—a sound that only old horses like Bob guess-
ed to be the sound of a firearm. And those that had

been filed away, the Farrier Sergeant at their head,
never came back. ~

* Keep your head up, Bob!” It was Mason’s voice
the Driver on Bob’s back. Bob jingled his bit and thc;
buckle of his white head rope as he snapped his head
into the proud position he was lately finding so difficult
to maintain for long. He liked Driver Mason. There
was something about Mason’s grooming that made Bob
feel placid and content. Most other men Bob knew
irritated his skin with the curry combor the brush
anq had a habit of rushing the job so that they coulci
while away a few minutes of the stable hour smoking

surreptitious cigarettes in the shelter of th
Srsepti e Harness

.Getting old, Bob? Your fetlocks swell a bit too
ea.sﬂy these days, eh?” It was the soft voice of
Lieutenant Danvers this time. A caressing hand

rubbed Bob’s nose and he i
: pushed against th .
thetic fingers gratefully, 0% Syimpa

Old? What was all this talk about his be;
: : ut his being o)
But no matter how he tried, awd how he h‘bidol:li:

head up, Bob couldn't get away from the fact that
his days as a Battery Riding Leader were over. There
was, as Danvers said, that swelling in his fetlocks.
And his hocks, after a long route march or a long
hour on the parade ground, felt none too well—stiff
—that's what they became—stiff through old age.

* Gunners!”

This was the O. C., out in front now. DBob's head,
which had begun to droop again, clicked up erectly
at the authoritative command. It was when they were
going through the various formations and movements
on the parade ground that Bob could show them that
there was fight in his old bones yet !

13 t ”
Gunners, prepare to mount.

A thud of pattering feet, and the Gunners were in
their places beside their respective vehicles, Bob look-

ed out to where the sun wWas just tising over the hori-

zon, red and gold, startlingly beautiful.

“ Mount !” -

Arattle of il
limber poles and
the clatter of
feet coming onto
the limber foot-
boards; the jerk
and jingle of
barness as horses
strained at their
traces, ready to
move forward.

“ Walk——"" pause—straining tracec—every man
and horse alert—" March ”

Whips over and vehicle brakes off; the °clip-clop’
of iron shoes on the sun baked earth of Fyzabad. The

Battery moved forward in a slowly rising cloud of

dust.

Bob found it easier to remember old days when he
was on the move. A trace of his old springiness came
back to his prancing, pawing hooves and. leg's. The

rrumble of the gun wheels was like music in his ears.

“ Good old Bob!” It was Driver Mason’s voice,
.accompanied by an appreciative pat on glossy neck.
" Keep it up old boy ! You'll yet kid them into think-
ing that you’re young again, You might dodge the
bullet, old pal!”

Bullet? Bob had heard that word before. Old?

. 'There was a subtle copnection between the two words
" ¢hat could not be overlooked. He had heard the O. C.
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say, many a time, when a horse had broken a leg,
cracked a joint, or become terribly lame through bone
spavin, “ Better put a bullet through him, Farrier
Sergeant. I'll get the permission from the Station
Commander.”

Yes, ‘old’ and ‘bullet’ where ominously con-
nected with the ‘crack!’ that echoed faintly over
the dusty maidan after a horse had been led away
from the stables—never to return,

As his nostrils distended with the growing labour
of his breathing, Bob's eyes rolled in an effort to
catch the glory of the sun and pink-tinged cirrus
clouds. Something told him, some age old sense, that
he would not look many more times at the sun as it
rose.

“ Keep your nose straight, Bob.”

Mason again, and the light flick of his whip, turn-
ing Bob's head away from the sun. These humans
were kind, but
they did not seem
to understand that
a horse had a soul
—that he had his
- sad moments and
those when the
sight of Nature's
beauty servedas a
slight emollient.

A signal from
the arm of the
O. C. trotting in front—"‘Form Battery Column!"”
The increased thunder of wheels and hooves,
punctuated by the musical tinkle of harness fittings
as the Battery Broke into a faster trot to get into
position.

“ Hold them! Hold them, you fools!”

The O. C’s voice. Sounded alarmed, high-pitched.
A sudden rush on the right flank—shouts—a thicker
cloud of dust—and a gun team flashed out of its place
—horses out of control.

The sight of them, galloping madly across the
maidan, made Bob's heart pound with excitement. If
only he could keep that mad pace in thesame manner
for an hour or two! Perhaps there wouldn't be so
much talk of bullets and old age.

“Halt!”
The Battery halted. Three Sergeants galloped out
after the runaway team, the O. C. following them up,
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their single horses, outriders of thebest, soon over-

taking the now slowing team, But not before it had

reached the old disused weil at the north end ol the
parade ground.

When the rest of the Battery approached, the well was
a scene of chaos—shattered harness, poles, wheels and
footboards. Bob whinnied as he saw the two horses
on the ground by the well, feebly waving legs that
seemed to flap horribly from between the knee and
fetlock, Three animals were unhurt and were rapidly

being soothed by their drivers, who had miraculously
escaped injury.

But the sixth horse ?
of it.
well.

Bob was puzzled. No sign
Only, the sergeants were looking down the

“He's dead, sit—or I think so, anyway,” called

one of them to the O. C. as he went towards the well.
* Not a movement from him.”

The Farrier Sergeant, who had his orders, went
swiftly up to the two horses on the ground, his revol-
ver gleaming in the sunlight.
afresh as the two sharp
agonised struggles,

Bob whinnied
‘cracks’ stilled their

So that was what a bullet meant! That was the
exact connection he had been hazy about. Bob shook
his head and pawed the ground. That was what he
would get when his time came to be led out over the
maidan, the Farrier Sergeant walking along in front,
revolver swinging from his hand. That was no way
for a horse to die—at the hands of men who loved
him. It caused needless heartache to all concerned.

. And they’d carry his bridle back to the stables—to be

worn by some young upstart of a remount—leaving
him out there under the sun with the vultures. Fifteen
years of hard work—and then—crack |

“ We'd better haul him up,” came the 0. C’s voice
again.

Drag ropes were linked together. Men descended
into the well. Forty horses were traced together, the
long line of pawing impatient animals being hooked
to one wagon, :

“Walk march! He’s coming up!”

The ropes tautened. Bob, out of respect for his
old age, no doubt, had been left out of this grim tug-
of-war, He whinnied with surprise as the sixth horse
emerged from the well, being hauled to the light of
the sun once more—motionless,
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“There’s no need for a bullet,” came the low voice

of the 0. C. * He's quite dead.”

Bob knew that the animal’'s stillness was as effect-
ive as that of the two horses which had ‘had a
bullet through them ',

* * * *

“47—cast, 49—cast,
gallant old fellow by Jove!
think —sorry—55-—cast.”

53—cast. 55—Ilooks a
Trying to bluff us all, I

The Veterinary Officer’s voice.
horses waiting to be filed past.
small group for ‘ casting .

A long line of
Bob belonged to the

Cast! Old—a bullet! Struck down as if he
couldn’t look after himself! Bob didn’t mind the
great, bare-necked vultures, but the thought of being,
in his opinion, almost ignobly blotted out by the hand
of one of these kind but misunderstanding humans—
that rankled. It was not fair to him, and it wasn't
fair to the man who had to shoot him.

Bob whinnied, pawing spurts of earth from the
ground beneath him. With a wrench he freed his
reins from the grip of Driver Mason,

“Get hold of that horse!™ Shouts and curt
orders—Mason leaping forward to grab the reins
again—Bob was “Just another horse cutting
up fresh.” His frenzy set other horses restlessly leap-
ing. The eyes of the Veterinary Officer and the
Officers of the Battery were on Bob, the veteran
whose springiness they admired with lumps in their
throats,

“Stop him!”

But Bob was off like the wind, off across the
maidan, his waving tail disappearing in a cloud of
dust, his eyes rolling towards the glory of the brazen
sun, the greenness of the fields beyond the parade
ground, the whiteness of the fleecy clouds in the sky.

Mason and a friend tracked him across the maidan
he had trod in pride. And his tracks brought them

to the old disused well at the north end of the parade
ground.

*“ Looks almost as if he didn’t like being cast and

having a bullet put through his brain,” murmured
Driver Mason to his friend, '

With misty eyes the two soldiers looked down the
well at the sleeping form of veteran Bob-~Number 55,

THE END
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a mind to return that very day~—should be expended
on the journey to Balampur.

Followed, therefore, a hectic period of packing,
swearing, unpacking and repacking. At last, I was
in the train, sitting opposite the prettiest girl in the
world, TRAVELLING ALONE.

Now, it is not generally ordained in the line of my

luck to be sitting opposite pretty young girls of the
Anna Sten type.

So I took a deep look at the girl every other minute
for the next hour and a half and found that it did my
system a world of good. My tongue began to water
and my heart, about whose functioning the doctor
had never been very san-
guine, began to beat fast.
As she was somewhat busy
with 2 yvellow-and-red book
and seemed unmindful of
my presence by her side, 1
waved my rewspaper 5o
that it brushed her elbow
and caused her to look
about her.

“Ah, I am sorry,” I said
readily. “May I know
the time, please?” I had
observed that che was

wearing a tiny gold wrist
watch.

“Yes, certainly,” she
replied sweetly, and then,
looking at her watch she
said :  Quarter past seven,
Do you live in Lucknow ?

1 was pleasantly surpris-
ed at her cute power of

observation, She had evidently seen me getting in at
Lucknow.

“Yes,” 1said. “ Have you ever been there? A
delightful city, I assure you.”

She dog-eared her Edgar Wallace thriller and flung
it aside, a keen light of .ntelligence dawning in
her eyes,

“Yes, I love Lucknow,” she said frankly.

I wondered if she also loved its inhabitants—es-

pecially those inhabitants who had such bright futures
before them like myself.

“ But it was not the historical mopuments that
interested me so much, " she continued, “ as the zoolo-
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gical gardens, I have never seen such a fine python
anywhere else. Have you?"”

I had half a mind to tell her that I had—one from
whom I borrowed tenners every month—but I said,
“No, I haven’t either. You a student?”

She nodded, whereupon I asked: * What are your
views on the problem of co-education? Do you think

it’s good that grown-up boys and girls should be allow-
ed to mix with each other?”

She regarded me for a moment amusedly. *Of
course, they must,” she said, “I cannot but feel
sorry for our old men who say it is bad form for boys
to look at girls and vice versa. Youth must serve

itself. We protest against
all parental interference.
Is ogling bad or immoral ?
What rubbish! Or even
kissing? "

I jumped in my seat.
“KISSING???" I echoed
incredulously.

“Yes,” she continued.
* 1 said kissing. And what
is the harm anyway? Two
pairs of clean lips come
together for a few seconds
and then separate, that’s
all. Where is the harm in

that? By the by, how oid
are you?”

“ Twenty-five,” 1 said,
reducing the actual figure
by 20 per cent.

“Good! I am eighteen.
Now, I ask you, aren’t
both of us old enough to be
able to take care of ourselves? Need we be lectured
at? Aren't we much different from what we were,
say, ten years ago?”

“We are,” 1 said, “ with one slight exception in
my case. And that is I still retain my old admiration
for pretty young girls.”

'S.he smiled shyly—meaning that she too had a
similar weakness to confess. Then she chimed :

“And we are debarred from having social inter-
course with one another. Now, isn't that too terribly
cruel? Not, of course, that they can restrain us any
longer. Why, if I think I should love an evening out
with you, and you think likewise-—" : ’

“e s perfectiy wounderful .the way you guess

. .
thlgis*,—-a:dsafc;u think likewise,” she. continued,
ignoring my remark, * we -jol}y we.ll will hm?e o?u:
way. Who can stop us from indulging our whlfns ?

I winced slightly under the challengc’a’. pon t you
think that * US’ is rather too general ? ” I said guiltily.
“1 mean it may be alright in your case. But, onu
know, I have my—er—tailors and th.e landlady. It
should be a mighty surprise if th.ey did not .stop mg
the first time they meet me——evest if 1 were with you.

She smiled ironically
and, as it seemed to me,
a trifle bitterly. “Oh,”
ghe said, ‘you mean
creditors? The curse of
civilization. This reminds
me that one of my own
met me at the Delhi
railway station and made
me part with my only
fiver. You see, I had
quite forgotten 1 was
owing anything to any-
body,” she hastened to
explain, as [ cast 2 dubi-
ous glance ather fashion-
able raiment and tried
to reconcile it o & fiver
surrendered to a creditor.
“ Or I should have wired
papa for more money.
As it is, however, I am
now penniless. ”’

A sympathetic cord

ibrated within me. - _
XlYou mean you have creditors, 00 2" 1 asked gently.

She hung her head sadly. Uniortunately,hyets.
But 1 am sure everyone has them, To you:l .ngt t, r:
our left, in the front, at the back, the world is :e v
ing with them. ‘Wherever you ’g'o, there they ar
blight your existence. Sharks | . .

“Very true,” 1 said solemnly in a kind t;ne,
“ By the way, how inconsi;lgrate of me not to have

destination

“I;ei?eyosum};fel:; “Do you know the modt:,,rn way ?
Gents first. Let us hear all about you first. .

“Oh, " I replied. “1 am going to Bala::purk;ave
applied for a situation in that State and they

galled me for an interview. ”

Ghe gave a dramatic start. * Don't tell me you ate
going to interview my father?”
“Your father ?” I asked, scratching my head.
“Yes, to be sure,” she said. “ My father is the Pri-
vate Secretary to H. H. of Balampur. A dearie, [ tell
you, He used to have black hair, my father I mean,
but it is now so long ago since I saw him that [
suppose he must have grey hair now. 1 can:t even
recollect what he looked like. Funny, isn'tit?”
But it wasn't the funny side that was striking me,
I was just wondering how beautiful even a private
2371 secretary's daughter
: could be. Judged by the
present sample, the ideal
world should be full of
private secretaries.

“But, of course, he
will be at the station to
receive me,” the girl
continued. “‘And I will
see that he appoints you,
1t will be a pleasure to
be of any service toyou.”

I was flattered. “ Iam
sure I am infinitely oblig-
ed to you,” I said
humbly.

“Not at all,” she said,
looking intently at my
purse which I had drawn
out to purchase a packet
of cigarettes (out of the
balance of the tenner
that had survived). “I
say, that’s a fine purse.
How much did you pay for it? Do you mind if I see
it? Nice thing, really.”

Overcoming my hesitation to show a purse which
hardly contained anything above a fiver and some
loose coppers, 1 handed her the thing and noted with
satisfaction the pleasure its handling gave her. Then,
after about five minutes, she gave it back to me and,
as I took it and replaced it in my pocket, I failed to

" potice that it was a bit heavier.

Presently she took out a note-hook from her sma.ll
attache case, Wrote hurriedly on a leaf with a penqltl,
tore it off, and thrust itin the breast packet of her
woollen jacket, In the meantime the train had steams.
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ed into Zalampur, the station preceding Balampur.
As the stoppage here was considerable, we both
sauntered out of the platform and made for the book-
stall where she selected half a dozen novels and
magazines and shoved them into her attache case
which she had brought out with her, Just as she
collected her change, the train whistled,

“ Get in," I said, drawing myself at the doo; of the
compartment to assist her.

“ You get in,” she shouted, as the train started and
moved slowly out of the platform. “ You are heavy.
I can jump in even at 10 m, p. h.”

I jumped in, receiving a minor bump on my head in
the act.

*“Come along,” 1 said turning back and extending
my ‘hand,

“Who? Me;” she said,
alongside the train.

“ Not I Thanks awfully. And here is a note for
you.” She drew a slip of a paper from her jacket and
flung it inside, and the next moment the train had

gathered speed apg she was left behind, waving the
daintiest handkerchief at me.

When she hagd disappeared from view and I had
collected enough of my wits to achieve coherence in

———

laughing and running

my thoughts, I took the piece ofpaper she had throwh.
It was the explanation,

“ Mr. Crackhead,” it read, “I am no blooming
Private Secretary’s daughter, and I think your appoint-
ment is as uncertain now as it was before, Altogether,
I thank you for letticg me see your purse, becayse
you will find that it ig not your purse at aj.

pow full of stones and some loose tin foi] to make the
weight. I hope you don’t mind,  After all, men
will pay anything for a good time. And do you think
a mere fiver and some coppers pay for even a fraction
of the enjoyment you derived from oyr short contact ?
Don't forget the tickle I 8ave you on the palm, So
long, then, Adios. Miss Private Secretary |7

And now (concluded Narendra, hanging his head)
you ask me to pay back your tenner when it is solely
responsible for my present unhappiness. Cap any-
thing be more heartless? I should have thought you

would try to make amends by paying me another,
especially as I couldn'’t land that job,

) “And that I will,” 1 said, pleased at his story,

‘Hereyou are. Come with another gripping anecdote
next month. Good bye,”

~w/'
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shining ends of his stethoscope are wmore eager than

himself and 1is therefore beeping out of the pocket.
The lawyers sit down waiting for the peroration.]

Adigrat :—"1 will,” ahem, (here the phlegm chokes
him a bit, but great as he is or rather he thinks
himself to be, he proceeds jumping over the diffi-
culty in a trice.) *if Mr. Adowa won’t be too hard
on me.” [Here Mr. Adowa assures him an un-
interrupted hearing.|

Adigrat (rubs bis hands importantly):  “ Gentlemen
of the jury, you and I is plain-fellows, and if we
don’t stick together, these ‘ere lawyers and doctors
will get advantage of us. I ain't no lawyer or
doctor, and I ain't no objections to them in their
proper place, but they ain't plain-fellows, gentlemen
of the jury. Now this man Addis Ababa was no
doctor, and I went for him to doctor my wife's
sore leg, and he came and put some salve on to it,
and some rags, but never did it a bit of good.
Gentlemen of the jury, I don’t believe he is a doctor
at all. There are doctors as is doctors sure enougl
but this man don’t earn his money, and
for him, as Mrs. Ethiopia did for a s

he just kills his patient,
for it.”

)1
if you send
ervant-boy,
and wants you to pay

Addis Ababa (thunders): “T don’t!™

Adigrat (with the slow accents of a judge with the
wig and gown on): “ Did you cure him ”

[The doctor is silent]

Adigrat —* As I was saying, gentlemen of the jury,

we plain-fellows, when we sell anything say betels,
we-got to give vally for the money we ask, and
doctors ain’t none too good to be put to the same

rule. And I don’t believe this ’ere Addis Ababa is
a doctor nohow.”

Addis Ababa: “ Look at my diploma, if you think I
am no doctor.”

Adigrat (in great contempt): —* His diploma! His
diploma! Gentlemen, that is a big word for a
printed sheepskin, and it don't make no doctor of
the first sheep as wore it ; nor does it of the man
as now carries it ; a good newspaper has more on

it, and I p'int out to ye, that he ain’t no doctor at
all."

™

Addis Ababa (in a fury, screams out) :

[13
Ask my
patients if T am not a dactor ? "

[This is the last straw that broke t
Sfor Adigrat replies,
utterable sadness.]

he camel’s back,
with a look gnd tone of un.

Adigrat: “ That is a hard saying, gentlemen of the

jury, and one that requires me {o die, or to have the
powers as I hear tell ceased to be exercised since the
apostles. Am I to go to the lonely graveyard and
rap on the silent tomb, and say to ‘em as is at last
at rest from physic and doctors’ bills, ‘Git up
here you, and state if you died a nat’ral death, or
was ‘urried up by Addis Ababa?’ He says, ‘Ask
his patients,” and, gentlemen of the jury, they are
all dead! Where is Mrs, Eritrea's man Wal Wal?
Go ask the worms in the graveyard where he lies,
Mr. Ogaden’s woman Abyssinia was attended by
'im, and her funeral was appointed. Where is
Mussolimi? Now in Glory, expressing his opinion
of Addis Ababa's doctoring at his fist-end. Where
is that baby-gal of Baron Alosee? She is where
doctors cease to trouble and infants are at rest,
Gentlemen, he has eaten tomato-soup enough at my
house to pay for his salve. I found the rays, and I

don't suppose he charges for making her worse.”
(Great Applause).

Scene I

[One judge wakes up and begins 10 evince an
interest in the proceedings.)

Judge:—" I agree with the jurys’ verdict and find for
the defendant. Plaintiff to pay costs.”

ACT ll—Scene |

(The * Assbestos’ curtain falls but gtves trouble in
the middle.)

ACT ll—Scene [}

(1t now falls smoothiy.]

NoTE :—Dearth of P!

ots, may tempt talkie producers to
select this,

But then royalties must be paid. If they can't
afford it, let them not be bothered. I am rich,

THE END
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s immediately overwhelmed by the superlatxvge ove
I i oun -
’ troduced as a ¥y
i of d'Eon, who was 1n : el
E:eeszf the Prince. The King paid great a'}cltenr:ondits-
t;Je beautiful girl, and was amazed at h:;rdct }z:; P,rince
cretion, and intelligence. He (:.ommz;l';:lhethe e
i ssignation W
de Conti to arrange an a
n
young noblewoma .
ti treated the situation as a marvellqus i
AT led the Chevalier ina
In due course the
d spent the evening
ho wore the

too good to miss. He instal'

tuxurious pavilion outside Iza.ns.
i ivately, an

royal lover arrived priva

in};he company of a handsome pz?rson w

garments of a young lady of fashion.

i lie
What passed between the King and tl};“ oih::i; .
can never be known. It is believed the d

ss with every prospect of a brilliant .
2

B 'y Conrad

tained the character of a young ladsf of unassailable
virtue, and confided to the royal suitor that she had
the ability to pass herself off as a man. Th(? shrewd
King quickly saw the advantages of such a gl'ft, when
allied to the mental abilities of one such as d'Eon. It
is certain that Louis XV never discovered whether
the Chevalier was a man or woman.

Madame de Pompadour was the king’s all-powterft'ﬂ
mistress. She would never have tolerated the ku.:tgs
constant association with a beautifu'l and acc’omphsh-
ed girl, yet she became the close frhxend of d Eo'n. hIt
appears that the diplomatic Chev?.ller told the king he
was really a woman, while confiding to the Pompadour
that he was really a man.

The Chevalier was soon deep in the confidence oi
Louis XV. He became the most tt:usted member'o
that corps of secret diplomats by which the Sun-King
dominated the councils of Europe. :

The Chevalier's first mission was to Russia. He
went in the guise of the niece of the French. Amba‘ssa-
dor. In his role of a girl, he insinuated himself into
the boudoir of the Empress Elizabetl?, and learm?d
the intimate secrets of her private life and public

policy.

The Ambassador’s errand was the effecting of an
alliance with Elizabeth. In this he was Pnsuccessful.
He returned to Paris, and bis beautiful niece departed
with him.,

Louis dispatched another ambassador'to St: Peter.s-
berg. This ambassador was the Chevalier dEon,t llln
male attire ! In the handsome young Frenchman the
Empress did not recognise the beautiful young woman
of the previous year, but she took to the latter das
much as she had done to the formef. Thf-! ambzfssa .or

hus had the advantage of a masculine friendship with

;Elizabeth. in addition to the femin.ine kqo.wledge t Ef
het secrets, gained during tht? prevxous. visit. -In. e
circumstances, he had no difficulty in negotiating a
very advantageous treaty.
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D’Eon managed to keep on intimate terms with the
royal lady, without being compelled to reveal his sex,
There is no doubt that the amorous Empress desired
to add him to her collection ot lovers. D’Eon, how-
ever, was recalled to Paris soon after the ratification
of the treaty,

The Chevalier now became an officer in the Royal
Dragoons ! He proved to be a fine soldier, of undoubt-
ed courage on the battlefield.

In the intervals of travelling en the King's business
as a beautiful woman, he fought many duels as an
officer of the royal army.

Eventually, he was sent to London as Military
Secretary to the French Embassy. He was really
Louis’ secret agent. In the course of his work he
frequented London society sometimes in military
uniform, sometimes as the Ambassador's beautiful
daughter.

His letters to Louis XV were written in the charac-
ter of a girl, and contained loving endearments, An
agent of Madame de Pompadour secured one of these
letters. Confronted with such evidence, the King’s
mistress was convinced that d’Eon was a woman.
Furious at having been deceived so thoroughly, and
burning at the thought of the boudoir confidences she
had given this person, she compelled the King to dis-
miss d'Eon in disgrace. Privately, however, Louis
gave the Chevalier a huge pension.

Owing to the jealousy of Madame de Pompadour,
the mystery of the duality of d’Eon's sex became
widely known, Young men of fashion made huge bets
on the question, and many artful tricks were played
to discover the truth, The Chevalier nevertheless
preserved the secret until the end of his life.

Throughout his career, d'Eon enjoyed the greatest
populatity with men and women, whether he presented
himself in his male or female character. His success
as a diplomat, a soldier, and a beautiful woman, was
probably due to the brilliant coolness of his character.
As a man he was unaffected by the lure of female
beauty, and as a woman he was proof against male
blandishments. He never aroused jealousy among
his contemporaries. As a man, he never seemed effe-
minate; as a woman he never seemed masculine. He
charmed everyone, and yet was unassailable.

- At the death of Louis XV, d'Eon returned to Paris,
and presented himself at the Court of the new Queen,
Marie Antoinette. This imperious woman refused to
receive him as an Officer of the Dragoons. Mindful of
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the anxiety he had caused Madame de Pompadour, she
caused on edict to be made, legally proclaiming the
Chevalier a woman, D’Eon was forbidden to wear
male attire in future, and was compelled to curtsey

before his new Queen in all the finery of hoops, petti-
coats, and patches, )

The new King, intrigued by the mystery, command.
ed an interview with this remarkable female. But the
compulsory stabilisation of his sex seems to have
annoyed the gallant Chevalier. In the King's
presence he created a ludicrous scene by stumbling
over his petticoats, uttering soldierlike oaths, and
altogether behaving quite unlike the exquisite and
dainty woman he had always been. With wig awry,
he made a clumsy curtsey to the King, and then stood
aside ridiculously fanning himself, like a burlesque
fishwife in pantomime.

He was forbidden to appear at Court any more.
For some years, he brought the royal edict into
contempt by striding about Paris in skirts, smoking
and swearing like a Dragoon.

However, people remained unconvinced, and im-.
mense wagers continued to be made regarding the sex
of the Chevalier; for in private company he was still
the embodiment of lovely womanhood, Beaumat-
chais was convinced that d’Eon was a woman, but
Voltaire caustically held the opposite  opinjon,
Ordinary people ventured their opinion with care, for
the charming lady fought desperate duels, still wear-

ing petticoats, with any man who ventured ap
unseemly remark in her presence.

D’Een lived for the better part of a century—born
in 1728, he died in 1810, Towards the end of his
life, he developed into a sweet old lady, loveable ang
grey-haired. At the time of hjg death, opinion was
almost universal that the Chevalier was a Woman,
charming even in her extreme old age,

When d'Eon’s death was reported to Napoleon, he
commanded an autopsy on the body. The result
was the following certificate, which may still be
consulted in the archives of France:

*“I certify, by these presents, that I have inspected the -

body of Chevalier d’Eon, in the
M. Wilson, and Father Elisee. I found aj] the male
organs perfectly formed. On dissection, there WaSs
complete evidence of undoubted male virility, despite

the advanced age of the suhject.-—Copela.nd. Imperial
Physician,”

Presence of M, Adair

THE END

by R. Jaganathan

Illustrated by Sekar

Reading Time @ About 7 Minutes

ING-PONG. Pretend to hear it for t}:e first
]P) time and tell me what you thinlg. Don't you

?
feel that it is rather a funny name? l?toesx; l:
your mind jump at once to Hong Kong? Aretxlx nzsal
admi it is, at all events, a sweetly
ready to admit that it is, a lle ?
pame, quite incapable of stirring you to the deeps

- Nothing in it to make you visualise any moving accl-

dents : just one of the minor sports of mzl:\lnkind. You
» : j ing it a sport at all.
nay even object to calling 1 ' -
3n the other hand, to my friend CS R., Ping pc:r}xg
spelt something profound and abld{ug. I.t w;:s he
only recreation he indulged, and one in vycklucih :t::er
Tennis, he said,
able'to excel all others. 5, 1 natover
rt, tende
its it had as a sport of social impo ;
ﬁzzetss:obsohhe weak-minded. Cricket he rejected

as the sport for idlers. Hockey and lath.i charge
ranked together ; and then too, there was an insensate
haste about it which was revolting. Foot!)all smacked
of schoolboyishness, Badminton was admittedly effete,
save when somebody aimed at your nose ox Spe<1:taclses.
Volley ball somehow savoured of the mob-corpp ex. 'o,
C.S.R. decided on indoor games; anq there is n9 gdam; ‘
saying the fact that Ping-pong ranks high among {xtlhoou
games. C.S.R.'s argument was that Br’ldge, wi y a
its vaunted merit as an intelligent man's recnlea ion,
was likely to bring one's sub-c_onst.:lou.s ax':gu ant.xes
prominently to the surface, culminating in dxsp.ut.atmn
and argument. Carrom was too feeble and femlnlne to
be reckoned at all. Chess was a notorious nerve.
racker. So, there remained only Ping-pong, and C.S.R.



took to it with great earnestness. Before a twelve-
month had passed he became a master of the game,
Year after year, in the Club tournaments, handicap or
no bandicap, he came out victorious and was mighty
proud of the fact that he was peerless and urapproach-
able. And it so bappened that everyone that went to
have a try at him returned scorched with a love set.
For six years, he thus reigned supreme. * O, spirit
of bliss!” he would have exclaimed if it was only put
to him that way, “if you have no name to be known
by, let me call you Ping-pong.”

Such was the man and his reputation : no wonder
that the whole Club foregathered to witness the finals
this year. As was expected, C. S. R. had an easy
walk-over in the earlier rounds. Those who were
matched against him were bachchas compared to him.
As was his tradition, he took love sets against them
all and came to the top. In the finals he had to meet
Chari, a very recent recruit to the Club, whose only
known qualification was that he was backed by all the
younger members of the Club. His ascent to the finals

Was no easy matter as it was fought every inch and
won.

The match began with C.S. R.'s setvice. There
was nothing remarkable about his play. He was a
careful hand, very steady and would never risk a
stroke even when it was tempting and sure. By the
sheer monotony of steady returns he would tire out
his opponent and win. He felt sure that he would be
able to make quick work of Chari. On the other hand,
Chari did not care a damn what happened so long as
the play wasgood. A younger player, all style and
no illusions; that was Chari.

The first game went against Chari. The second,
ditto, though Chari put up a good fight. The third
should have gone to him: he was S0 near taking it,
but happened to miss it by the narrowest margin, The
fourth and fifth went to C. S, R., thanks to his steady
returns.  One more game and the first set would be
over. C.S. R. was beaming with success and looked
at Chari with pitying eyes. * Another of those
bachchas,” he thought. And then a charitable thought
dawned in his mind. Why not give a game to the
poor fellow and take the next oneand the set? He
would thus show that he was not selfish or greedy.
The audience too, at any rate the younger members who
felt envious of him because he was an old bandicoot,
would realise that he was a real sportsman., Intrigued
by the idea, he gave a few high balls for Chari to

smash, and himself did a few deliberately erratic hits
and missed.

o8

The game went to Chari and the younger members

gave him a prolonged applause in which C. S. R. also
joined. But Chari was not elate

that game meant. It was no
thrown to bim out of pity.
“1 must show him that I ca
my own,” he thought,

d; he knew what
more than a crumb
He could not brook it.
n jolly well deserve it on

The next game was a long-drawn struggle. Both
matched their best against each other,
sions the game was pendulous at deuce and by the
merest chance Chari taok it. The applause he re.
ceived was deafening in which C. § R, weakly joined.
“Of course, the next game and the set will be mine,”
thought C. S. R., and played. Again, by the narrowest
margin Chari won the game. C. S. R. began to search
himself. “ What did it mean? Had the tide begun to
turn? Has anything happened to me!” he wondered,
and draok a glass of water to steady himself. But
Chari was slowly gaining ground. A few more

minutes, and the umpire announced the grand score,
five all.

On five occa-

C. S. R. became visibly alarmed. His reputed
steadiness was met with an equally stubborn steadi-
ness. It wasno use sticking to the old method. It
was tiresome and tedious and not as effective as of old,
So, he decided to change tactics and began to hit hard,
but being unaccustomed to hard strokes, missed every
time by a broad margin. The champion was looking
funny. “ He has taken leave of his senses,” murmur-
ed one in the audience as C. S. R. vehemently cut the
air, missing a ball. Chari again won the game with
a stroke in the grand manner which at once provoked

an ecstatic ovation. One onlooker could not contain
himself and burst out, “ Kil 1

C.S. R. was wroth, “ Umpire! I protest,” he
stoymed.

“ What's there to protest ?" retomed the onlooker,
“T only meant kill the ball.”

“I don't want your advice,” shouted C. S, R.

“ Surely, you aren’t the only one playing,”
reply.

The set went to Chari at last,
too, he was in excellent form, in
were, and determined to wrench vi
After another thirty minutes of dogged fighting, Chari
took the second set also. In the third set C, S. R.
made a desperate rally. ““My Teputation ! My repy.
tation!” he was constantly reminding himself\and put
forth his best. You could see the man melting into
sweat. It was a treat to Chari's supporters,

(Continued on page 40)

was the

In the second set,
a fine frenzy as it
ctory from C. S, R,

out Fat Women

Reading Time @ About5 Minutes

HY do fat women always wish (tihets;l wz;e

1 they preten ey do.

thin? At any rate he; -

W If they only realised it, and perhapsh S;:?n
of them do, they have many advantages over the

women.

. sion
When a man thinks of a woman he plctur}f?ta vgzlg ”
e flesh.

of curves and soft bulges, plenty of soft whi
Not a whisp of skin and bone.

1 remember the first time 1 r'loticed I?;Jv}::;
She was sitting opposite me in a T2 ey
iage : we were trying to carry on a conv
c'arrlzgo‘;e the roar of the train, In order to hear
tr:;n better, Isobel leant forvfrard. The gznerrc:is'
view of feminine cul:.ve; whgx;:ll: wl::it hr;ye f?ﬁed -
ing eyes was one whic ml' e e
alim flat-chested woman vs{xth envy. bie

s made me decide Isobel was wo
zluglltlfv:t}:;; and ended in my leading her to the

altar.

A slim girl may be very nice to da.ncfe w.it}tn,
she certainly has her points. A fat girl s points
are well covered, a fact that you soonf_ dlS‘(‘:;){VTr

itting in the seclusion of a  kala
when yoy are sitting 1n ' : kala
: ” ier to pick up a slim g
sagear”. It may be easier '
:a.angdg sit her on your knees; the fat girl rr’la.yfbel
a gl"eater weight, but your thighs won't fee

sore.

When you stroke the thin girl’s arfm: t:;};
seem all knobbles and joint, but the dad ﬂgeSh
arms are a dream of cool, smooth rounde neCk,
and when she twines them round your ,

Oh Boy!

‘Laugh and grow fat’ is a well-}llmo;vll
maxim. A smile sits naturally on t ; :.d
woman's pleasant face, but it I.las to be or; )
onto the sour visage of the thin woman. e;e
women are always laughing, and w? can‘ ]quo .
yet another maxim in this connec'txon, auf1
and the world laughs with you'. Yes, the
world really loves fat women.

By Mea

Sketch by Mali

When a man marries a skinny woman he ﬁnds- hes
been cheated out of half his birthright. In mmx‘yu’xg}'l a
fat woman a man naturally gets more v.alue for his
money. After all is said and done a skinny womag
is only half a woman.

A thin woman will wear out your chair (‘:overs. in go
time, but a woman with nicely rounded hips will do




them no harm, A thin woman may occupy less room
in the car but the fat woman prevents you from being
thrown about and she feels more comfortable beside
you.

It is remarkable that most women in India run to
fat, and it therefore follows that the majority of
women in India are pleasant to laok upon, charming
to meet, and delightful in every way.

Have you ever noticed a thin woman's legs? Two
sticks of bone and gristle, on which her stockings hang
in wrinkles. Take the fat woman's leg (not literally).

The ankles taper up to a beautiful calf which fills her
stocking to its capacity.

Poets and artists, who know what they are talking
about, rave about women’s curves. The slim girl
with the boyish figure hasn’t got any. She is un-
patural, unsatisfying, unpleasant and unsexed.

I believe the question as to whether shrimps make
good mothers has never been satisfactorily settled,
but there can be no doubt about fat women. They
are obviously born to be mothers, And see how the
infant rejoices in his fat mother! There is no more
pitiable sight than a scraggy mother nursing her
baby. The child of the fat mother wallows ‘in the
glorious play-ground with which she is able to provide
him.

A fat woman exudes good nature; a thin woman
looks on the world with jaundiced eyes. The fat
woman has contentment written on her face; the thin
woman has a forbidding countenance,

A woman should rejoice in her adipose tissue, for it
makes her comely in the eyes of men. The Greeks, the
greatest connoisseurs of physical beauty in the history
of the world, admired the fully developed woman, the
woman with rounded curves. They had no use for the
flat-chested, narrow-hipped and half-starved miser-
able creatures that sometimes masquerade under the
name of women.

Fancy trying to make love to a girl with a really
modern figure! Why, there’s nothing of her! Give
me a good buxom wench who looks as if she had been
poured into her clothes and they weren’t quite big
enough to hold all of her.

Finally let it be well noted that practically all the
famous beauties and the majority of great women
were, and are, fat. Therefore let not the fat woman
bant and diet, let her cease from worrying about her
waist measurement and her weight. May she continue
to smile her happy infectious smile and be content ‘in
the knowledge that flesh is a sign of prosperity,
(if not in monetary wealth), in health and
happiness. Gentlemen, let us raise our glasses and

drink to fat women! May their shadows never grow
less, (Amen—Ed)

THE END

PING-PONG—(Continued from page 38)

“If you have perspiration,” quoted one of them.

“ Prepare to shed it now,” concluded another.

At last, however, C. S. R. took the set and deserved
all the applause he got. The fourth set commenced.
It was Chari's now or never, and he was bent on win-
ping the match. C. 8. R. also fought desperately to
re-establish himself, but the younger man had more
stamina and greater success with his strokes; and,
above all, had the moral support of the audiencs.
Well, Chari won the match amidst the tumult and
shouting that shook the Club premises.

This unexpected reverse knocked the bottom from
under C. S. R.’s feet. His faith in Ping-pong was
rudely shaken. He never knew until then that it
would rouse him to such a pitch of excitement and
goad him to primeval depths. His nerves wers jagged
and his eyes grew dim. The irreverent young fellows
had yearned for his defeat and had theit day. He
could no longer lift up his forehead and his eyes as the
Ping-pong hero that he was. As he revolved over
these, he came to the conclusion that he had stuck to

Ping-pong rather too long. None of his generation,.
indulged the sport, at any rate, with his infatuation.”

It was meet only for the youngsters that wanted ex-
citement. “No more of it for me,” he said and
shunned the green table thenceforth, .
C.S. R. is still a member of the Club, but a very
silent member, His recreation is gardening ; breaking

the stubborn glebe, watering the plants and plucking
the weeds.

§tar CSnapS By Satellite

Bougquet For Rainer.

“ Cee Naples and die,” said one and,
rue to his words, died. Same wa.y, a
eteran journalist pays 2 glowing t'nbu‘te
o Miss Luise Rainer“for her acting in
gscapade. He says She was new 'to
ne, but I'll certainly g0 and see her again.
' was told she is a Jewess. I tha't be
he case, were 1 a German .of .stx'fxct'lz
Aryan descent, 1 would commit SUXC.lde.
That is about the handsomest thing a
man said of a woman.

Wanted: A Fire!
A huge conflagration was required to fflm_akﬁre
sequence in A Fire Had Been Arranged at Twic en;
ham Film Studios. They had to .arrange one, a
great cost, little dreaming they were 1in for a genmge
one not so long after! And, three days later, the
Twickenham Film Studios were actu'ally gutted by a
big blaze. Things choose strange times to hapﬁan,l
don't they? Had the Studio waited for just a while
But had they known—
Triple Taxes ’
Hollywood is worrying. The taxe:s_ on the sjca;ls
picture-salaries are telling. The position, espet}:;a_ ::
of the English stars like Herbert Marsh%.zll, r:;.
Aherne, George Arliss and Ronald Colman is tamo "
lous. They have topay 2 triple tax—an. ezlc r;rtn te};
unfair imposition—to England, to the Unite 'r: s
and to the state of California. Most of these s1 an s
will be obliged either to quit Hollywood for E:;:gI ail :
or stay there and make fewer pictures. To a Holly
wood producer, this is certainly a s‘ox'lrc.e
of danger, but to the picture-g0€r, this is
indeed a turn for better films.

A star making two or three pictures a
year is apt to give those pictures mor.e
thought and devotion than when he'ls
making hectic attempts to do about siX.
And there will be greater chances f?r
new personalities as the producets will
have to enlist new talent.

6—21—12—33

Luise Rainer

All In One

Stars, male and female, are divorcing
year after year. It may be all well for
the ex-s, provided they are not thrown
together to their mutual annoyance. But
imagine the situation when a divorced
husband finds himself suddenly in the
midst of his divorced wives. This is what
happened to the ex-wives of the Barry-
mores in Beverly Hills last month. Ina
fashionable restaurant were seated Lionel
and John Barrymore. There entered,
Dolores Costello, the very epitome of

beauty and dignity; Michael Strange, and Doris
Rankin—all wives of the Barrymores once. Only
one was not yet arrived but was on her way, and that
was Catherine Harris, John's first wife. Dolores and
John Barrymore have settled things reasonably for
themselves, . e, Wwithout going to court. And now
Dolores is coming back to the screen.

A Naughty Humorist

One of the most interesting films ever made,
and one which has the world’s greatest cast, has

never be shown to the public, and never will be!

It shows famous stars when they are cursing, having

forgotten their lines, or tearing their frocks on nails

during romantic scenes, oOf slipping on rugs and land-
ing in the most undignified manner on the floor of
the set.

A wealthy humorist has by devious means acquire o
hundreds of these conderoned little bits
of films and pieced them together for
his own delectation.

PiCkWiCk Gu C. M' Po C.

Mr. Micawber of David Copperfield is
going to play Mr. Pickwick in the Pick-
wick Papers. Micawber (w. C. Field§)
and G.C. M. P.C. Pickwick-to-be, is
convalescing in a nursing home just now,
but js making good progress,
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The Yule-Tide Spirit

Reading Time ® About 10 Minutes

HE members of the family, excluding the
children, were assembled round a table, to
discuss the momentous question—who should

be Father Christmas? Lots were cast. It fell to
Uncle John. He firmly declined the offer on the
ground that he was sorely afflicted with sciatica, and
for the mysterious appearances and exits for
which Father Christmas is noted, he felt,
sciatica would be as helpful as tooth-ache.
He added, as the weather was bitterly cold,
he would be secure in the fastness of his bed-
sheets as locust’s eggs are in a pod, and if
anybody was going to bother him on a night
like this, Christmas or no Christmas, he would
knock his head off,. We were thoroughly
ashamed of him. We cast lots again and
Uncle Sam was lucky enough to be Father
Christmas.

Now, Mary, a tall, lissom girl with roguish
eyes, brought in a Bill to the effect that
Father Christmas should undertake an aerial
journey this time, namely, he should be let
down from the top floor en route to the
Christmas Tree, alongside the staircase, with
the rapidity of lightning. Uncle Sam,
probably not being a member of the Madras
Flying Club, shuddered at the prospect of his
aerial transit., He said if he should have to
volplane like that, he was not their man., Of
course, he came round, when he was assured
that he would descend upon the floor beneath
like the gentle rain.

Then the agenda was gone through. Among other
things, it was decided that Father Christmas was to
be let down by ropes and he was to be intercepted by
the children, when, his lift was to be moored unseen
to one of the banisters of the staircase. After having
given the kiddies the greetings of the season and the
presents, to the accompaniment of animal noises from
above, Father Christmas was to be further lowered
on some unexplained mission to the cook and the
gardener. Very ingenious—whatever Mary schemes,
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By A. T. M. Thomas

Sketches by Mali

Christmas!

The Christmas tree stood ablaze with candle-lights
and loaded with presents, There were some dolls
with such hideous faces as would have destroyed the
mental peace of many a young lady below twelve.
But fortunately, the wits of the children as they stood

{
Y

tound the trée, were mercifully blunted by plum-
pudding, cakes and turky-roast, in which they had
grossly indulged just before. Whoops of delight broke
from the children as they gazed rapturously upwards,
for, they were seeing a pair of boots, monstrously
large for the legs of Father Christmas, wildly kicking
about, followed by a red gown, a snowy beard—some-
what like that of the late Mr. Robinson Crusce's—and
an unconvincing mask that rather sat oddly on him.

While he was being lowered, his beard got involved
with the crepe-paper decorations and by the time he
had extricated himself, his mask was violently dis-
lodged with the result, Uncle Sam’s eyes were look-
ing out of Father Christmas’s mouth and U.S.’s ears
sticking out of F,C’seyes. One young girl, who
seemed to have had a very good film-education, obser-
ved that Father Christmas could be an excellent
understudy to Boris Karloff. Meanwhile Jip—Mary's
dog—who was hitherto a silent spectator, began to
execute in lower register at the sight of the strange
apparition.

Hardly had Father Christmas acknowledged the
hail of the children when Jip made a dash at him
and fastened himself to hisleg. Father Christmas
swore himself hoarse and wasted in three minutes
such bad language that should have kepta decent
Christian going for a lifetime.

* I say, Mary, call that blasted dog of yours. I

hope he is a
vegetarian.”

But Jip stuck
on, despite
Mary's calling.
In al! his varied

experiénce, Jip had never seen men making

aerial descents and when you add a mask and a beard,
Jip was justified in thinking that he was showing the
good old buall-dog spirit of his ancestors in having him
by the leg. Added to this, was the strange noise
that came floating down the staircase, which distinctly
sounded like the grunting of bears. Jip thought he
was dealing with a dicksns of a rumpus.

“You scoundrels, pull'me up! Pull me up! The
dog is chewing my leg. Pull me up, dammit !’ bellow-
ed Father Christmas, addressing the bears parked on
the top-floor.

What with their own gruntings, the wild cheering
of the kiddies, Mary's remonstrances with Jip not to
make Uncle Sam’s calf an item on his supper menu
and Uncle Sam’s vociferous instructions for an upward
drag, the bears didn’t hear Father Christmas. On
the contrary, they joyously changed themselves into
tigers and sent down roar after roar. This all the
more infuriated Jip, who was not a hail-fellow-well-
met with anybody and who now transferred his atten-
tion to the other leg. When at length instructions for
pulling up Father Christmas reached the tigers
through a special messenger, they promptly pulled
him up, not before one tiger had remarked that Father
Christmas, on the contrary, ought to have been sent
dcwn (@) to the cook and (b) for first aid. This led
to Father Christmas plus Jip being suspended between
Heaven and Earth like Muhammed's
cofin. At this moment, Father
Christmas did a very wise thing in
pulling off his mask and beard and
bidding the dog to desist from giving
full play to his carnivorous instincts.
When Jip saw the facial features
of Uncle Sam, he, as if by magic,
immediately let go his leg and wagged
his tail for joy. Taking a poisonous
look at him, Uncle Sam sent the
animal, with the vigour of a penalty-
kick, flying through the air. As
soon as Jip touched the terra, somebody deftly threw
a cloth over him and Mary threw herself on the
mixture of cloth and dog. Jip, thus brought under
control, was removed by Mary from the scene of his
late conflict and was thrown into a room. Highly
chagrined at his mistress’s conduct, he began to
worry the bedsheet. One heard the unmistakable
sound of something falling over and something gurg-

ling out of it.
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The children, when they perceived that they hadn’t
yet received their Christmas presents, set up a howl.
And to their disappointment, no I'ather Christmas
was to be seen about, for, he had joined the company
of ci-devant tigers (who were cuckoos now) and was
swearing at them like blazes. The run of things im-
mediately demanded an emergent meeting. 1 was
asked to assume the evil-smelling mask and Father
Christmas’s role. 1 flatly refused the offer because
no man who valued his skin would staik about the
house where man-eating dogs were at large. After
Mary bhad assured me that Jip was in safe custody,
I was prevailed upon to impersonate IFather Christmas.
It was decided on a burst of inspiration from Mary
that the cackoos, alias tigers, on hearing the agreed
cue, “ See you again next year,” should pull me up.

When Father Christmas came down in a flowing
gown that was 15 sizes too large for him, the
children stopped crying. Cries of delight burst from
them and they vaulted round him for joy. The dis-
tribution of presents was going on smoothly. One
boy was extremely displeased with his toy engine.
He bellowed and nearly washed away the Tree, as he
wanted the real one. Father Christmas had to pacify
him by saying, “Never mind, sonny, you'll get the
real one next year.”

Instantly Father Christmas found himself hoisted
precipitately. e stood swaying dangerously and the
next moment, he fell, got his legs entangled in the
ropes and hung upside down, swinging like a kinkajou.
From below came the sound of toys crashing on the
floor and from above came seven voices spluttering
oaths,—and calling Father Christmas, “ You bung-

ling ass! You mutton-headed muff! That was the
cue, dammit ! "

Accepting the greetings of the season with a benig-
nant complacency and being deeply thankful that his
pendulous state would strengthen his varicose veins,
Father Christmas prayed, as he had never prayed
before, for a rescue.party. How long Father Christmas
would have stayed & la racoon, astrology itself
couldn’t have predicted, for, at this juncture, he was
treated tc the rare sight of seeing Uncle John—the
gaffer who was crumpled up with sciatica—chasing
Jip round and round the Christmas Tree,

It was a glorious sight. The pendant Father
Christmas, the cuckoos, Mary, the kiddies and others
simply drank it in. They saw Uncle John following
the dog, (which came of a long line of ancestors whose
instincts, both aggressive and self-preservative, had
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run on paralle! lines) with a string of oaths while the
quadruped was streaking for the open windows by a
clear lead of twelve lengths. A moment later we all
realised that Uncle John, as he ran limping was
trailing a canal in his wake. Before he could express
himself in a tangible manner— it was a pity he hadl
no line of wolf-hunters behind him—the animal
managed to escaps via the window.

* What's the matter, uncle?” Mary inquired.

“ Matter my foot! One can’t have a moment’s
peace in this house,” he wheezed out.

* What's up, old horse ? ”” from one of the cuckoos.

“ Who threw that blasted dog into my room ¢ He
has only got to say so and I'll knock his head off.”

Tense silence prevailed. Mary looked as if butter
wouldn’t melt in her mouth.

‘““ Tell me, who threw the dog? I’ll split his wind-
pipe. Had I known that the blighted dog was in the
room, I'd have sooner crept into a keyhole than be left
alone with him. What is the name of that sub-human
creature ?”

“You refer to the thrower or......the animal?”
from Mary.

* Thrower, dammit.”

“Oh! Sorry, uncle. You see, we were at the
Tree...... Did the dog bite you?” from oneof th
cuckoos, who evidently came of a long line of police.
inspectors,

“Bite? Qosh! That would have been better. I
just had a nub-down with liniment. As my hips were
paining like hell, I took aspirin and slid between the
sheets for a goodish stretch of sleep. I first thought
I was in the bye-bye land but,” here his voice choked
like a motor exhaust, “1 was—in a—pool of—icy
water...... too utterly too-too. Believe me, the dear
old frame was good as dead. Ifound the water trick-

ling, drip, drip, drip, drip, on to the bed. What do
you think it was?”

“ Rain-water ? * from Uncle Sam,

“ Fiddlestick! The bally dog had upset the goglet
that was on the teapoy. Finding that he was confin.
ed, he jumped and darted all over the shop, exploring
for an outlet. Oh, Heaven! Il die to-night. Now

tell me, who threw the dog? I'll knock his head if he
only says so.”

“ Cheer up, old fruit. Today is Christmas,” said
Father Christmas from the upper regions,

“ Christmas be blowed ! exclaimed Uncle John and
then wondering wherefrom the disembodied voice
came, he Jooked about him.

When he saw Father Christmas in a pendant state,
his eyes started out of their sockets. He stood
speechless for a while. When he regained his voice,
he inquired what monkey tricks I was up to. ‘When
the scenario was explained to him, he guffawed so
violently that he came within a toucher of apoplexy.
He had now forgotten his sciatica and his recent
encounter with Jip. In the meanwhile, Father
Christmas was disentangled from the ropes and was
safely lowered.

“ You've got to look at these things from every
angle,” soothed ex-Father Christmas, when I came
down.

“1 jolly well looked at the things from the correct
angle,” T said.

“ Don't pull a fiddle-face.”

“ 15 a girl who can deliberately allow her lover to
go through the horrors of an aerial descent worth
bothering about 2" T asked.

* Or a girl who could callously allow her blighted
dog to chew her uncle's calf ?”

“Or a girl, for that matter, who could unfeelingly
soak her sciatic uncle by throwing her dog into his
room ?"” I pursued.

*“ What do you mean?” choked Uncle John.

“ What I said. 1 had half an idea all along that
she had forgotten something when she threw the dog
into your room. You know how it is.”

* Where is the cold-blooded daughter of a Tartar? ”
thundered Uncle John.

The cold-blooded daughter of a Tartar was nowhere
to be seen. She had gone after Jip.

When we compared notes and swopped views,
we found our Yule-tide experiences had forged a new
Pond of sympathy. Undoubtedly, a confirmation of
it by a hearty booze was indicated.

s H . . »»
ow do you react to a drinking-bout?” from
Uncle Sam.

“I am all for it &>

.“_Let’s drink to the Yule-tide spirit in the right
spirit,” added Uncle John.

THE END
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eagerly learning English. There are not enough
teachers going, however. The reason for their love of
English literature is, of course, the films. Hollywood
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