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Reasons why you should choose the

“Fido” Lever Wrist Watch

® It is most durable and lasts longer
than any other similar watch.

® It keeps accurate time always and
in all climates and is suitable for
one aud all..

® It is the cheapest for its price of
Rs. 5-14-0 only (postage frec)
with a gold-plated wrist chain
free.

® No worry of repairs, as in cylinder
watches, when you possess the
“Iido ™ lever.

Buy one to-day.

THE GENUINE WATCH CO.,
"~ Madras

P.B.119 - -

1

. Make tailoring a fine art!

THE FAMOUS HAND

SEWING - MAGHINE

WlI.L SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM
4% ——

]ust 1mported measurement over-
all 67 x5" x 2", made of sheet metal

throughout, black Japanned with litho .

decoration, steel and nickel-plated
parts and attachments and so scientifi-
cally constructed as to make it do the
actual sewing, like big machines. Cen
stitch bed-covers, cushions, window
curtains, cloths, flags, shirts, underwear
jackets etc.
Every machine tested and ready for use.
Simple enough for a child to operate.
Fach in a box. complete with one reel
thread, screw-driver and lixing clamp.
Your children and ladies need this, if
you wish to bave a lively home.

Sent with {ull instructions.

Price (Postage paid) Rs. 3-10-0 only

THE KRBISHNA AGENCY

( IMPORT DEPT.)
P. B. 119, MADRAS.
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Can be fastened anywhere. -

ENJOYED BY CHILDREN AND YOUNGSTERS

IS THE

REPEATING ALARM PISTOL

No licence requirgd.

See
how
the
detonating
discs
are

loaded

The
high-
tension
spring
helps
automatic
firing

This handy pistol fires with
ducing flame and smoke,

a loud sound, pro-

wild
beasts and thieves and preserves life itself in
emergencies. You can fire six shots repeatedly

scares away

in six seconds. Cinema stars, Dramatists, Tra-
vellers, Watchmen, Forest officers use this Pistol.
You should also have one !

PlStOl with 50 free discs Rs. 4 only.

s

« Postage Paid (to Mofussil Customers only)

Additional 50 discs Re. I,

The Krishna Agency, P.B. 119, Madras.
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Joyfull

Here is an unexpected plea-
sure to all of you. A letter
to Mr. Merry from Joyfull.

K. S. R. Sastri

Arrivals & Departures

No, it is not what you are
thinking.

Taurus

The Cherub in Court

Mr. Mery Ffinds himself

poor chap, in hot water.
But he comes out with

laurels on his brow.

Diana Don

The Miracle of
The Hounds

A pack of murderous
hounds is unleashed on an
unfortunate fugitive. A
miracle happens.
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SPARKS FROM OUR ANYVIL
In an article in the Popolo | deliberately travelled without Writing on Tennis under the

d'Italia, said to be written by
Mussolini himself, a spirited appeal
is made to the youths of Europe
to revolt against the policies of
the Governments.

It is to be hoped that the Italian
Youth will make a.beginning !

* * *

It is stated that Mr. Bernard
Shaw will shortly go to Italy to
look after the production of his

plays. o

There is a move in many quar-
ters to make a permanent present
of him to the dictator.

* * *

* The appointment of a minister,
probably a whole-timer, to assist
the Premier in the co-ordination
of the defence services was ap-
nounced in the House of Com-
mons.— Reuter,

The name of the old-timer is
not yet announced !

* * *

" &ir Samuel Hoare has explained |

to his constituency that but for
his broken nose, he would have
prevemted the crisis that forced
him to resign.

Apparently it prevented him
from seeing beyond it !

* * *

In the Dail, Mr. De Valera said

' that an Independent Ireland would

never allow itself to be made a
base of attack on England.

It would only seek to attack the
basis of the Empire !
E * *

In the Assembly, the Commerce
Member complained that people

tickets with the intention of being
put into jail where they could get
food and shelter for the winter.

In fairness to these .wicked
people, we must point out that

they do not insist on shelter
during summer. :
% * *
In a press statement, Sir

Mobammed Yakub complains that
the attitude of the Congress Party
in the Assembly is' getting into-
lerable.

We should have thought the
demoralisation was confined to the
Treasury Benches alone !

* * *

Asked by the President to with-
draw an unparliamentary remark,
Sir James Grigg did so, saying:
‘I quite realisé thdt in this house
the abuse has to be 8ne-sided.’

So was the lathi-charge, outside
the House !

* ¥ *

The Law Member interjected :
‘ The Opposition say so many
things against us.’

Mr. Satyamurti: ‘But what
all we say is parliamentary.’

But not quite grammatical,
we're afraid!

* * *

Speaking on the final reading
of the City Municipal Act Amend-
ing Bill, Mr. Sivaraj said that if
they (the depressed classes) had
a separate electorate, ' they would
be able to return better men than
now.

It looks as if Mr. Sjvaraj has
made up his mind'not to contest
next time !

caption: ‘TFor Ladies Only’
Menzel says that they must learn
to chop, and slice.

It would malke of them certainly
good partners at home as well as
in the sports field !

* L 3 *
Sri Kamaladevi says that in

Russia the cook actually rules the
state.

If so, we wonder why the
modern Indian girl has no incli-
nation—to rule !

* *
*

A scientist claims that painting
is a cure for child delinquency.

In many cases however the
remedy may prove to be worse
than the disease !

* * *
In the local Council, the Chief
Minister said that the Oppaosition

could afford to indulge in idealism
because it had no responsibility,

This makes it pretty certain
that he will be as bad in Opposi-
tlon as in office.

—Iln Memoriam—

Mrs. Kamala Nehru

Freed at last from earthly pains,
Her matchless spirit alone remains
Translated to a shining star
With power to heal our mem'ry’s

scar!

+




Japanese

he happenings in Japan arc a
startling reminder of how

well Japan has learnt the worst
lessons of her contact with the
West. Though we don't pretend
to know all that is happening
there, and the rcasons therefor,
it is pretty clear that the war-
lords and the Jingoes have got
the upper hand. It is curious
that militarism s the same all
over, whether in Germany or in
Japan. It is true that there are
militarists in England also, but
there has always been some
saving grace in ‘the British char-
acter that has never allowed them
complete domination. It is partly
due no doubt to the interlocking
of literature with politics in

England. The liberal element in

English politics is the gift of
English men of letters. Other
countries have not benefited to
the same extent from such a

combination. Therefore it is

that the militarism of Germany in
the last war, and of the Japanese
since the Manchukuo adventure
has been sordid and repellent.
One fantastic theory has it that

Jingoism

the present disturbances in Japan
arc due to the machinations of
Britain and / or America, and are
inspired by the desire to see Japan
crippled at home so that she might
not to be s0 formidable abroad,
as a trader and as an Imperial
power. It is doubtful however
if the Japancse would commit
suicide to gratify her natural focs.
What is more likely is that this
is an attempt to force the hands
of the government to go ahead
with the conquest of China before
the rise of Scviet Russia to check-
mate her plans. The recent elec-
tions showed the preponderance
of a liberal outlook in the country.
It was clearly distasteful to the
young bloods, and the present
massacres may be merely a warn-
ing, ‘for the encouragement of
others’.  That the rebels are
pretty sure of their ground is
evident from the fact that the
government is betraying a spirit
of vacillation in dealing with
them. A too powerful Japan will
be as great a danger as a too
weak Japan will be a calamity—
to the East in general.

————————

An eg'Grig'eous Budget

“in for unenviable notoriety after their death.,
How do they succeed in accumulating huge
fortunes? By a very simple device. They starve
themselves, their families and dependen.ts, .out of‘ a
genuine fear of possible future destitution, The
Government of India manages its budgets on siome
such panicky principle. We have called it egregious,
out of compliment to the member in charge of the
portfolio. Almost any fool can gain credit for ﬁna'n-
cial acumen if he has recourse to a simple tip.
Under-estimate the revenue and ovet-estimate t}?e
expenditure. In panicky times, this dodge helps 19
imposing extra taxes on the people. The budget posi-
tion of India during the last three years reveals t'he
_anomalous state of surpluses during a so~called. perxf)d
of acute financialand trade depression. The disparity
between the actuals and the estimates is .so grea}t as to
suggest either that our financial pundits do.n.t know
the A. B. C.of their job, or that there was a smxs.ter or
at least an ulterior purpose in the manipulation of
figures so as to indicate a deficit. We alrefldyf .have
had but too many instances of the unreliability of
official records; if this lack of confidence is' to be. a
feature of our financial management or mismanage-
ment, the situation becomes intolerable. The whole
baéis of taxation, permanent and emex"gent, depends
upon the accuracy of the figures provided. If tk}ey
cannot be trusted, it becomes a case of the blind

\V\ E often hear of misers whose miserliness comes

" Yeading the blind, to what destination need not be

specified.

That apart, the budget has no interest for ?he
. country at large. It has been rightly called a rich
man’s budget. Quite a number of newspapers have
written indignantly at the retention of .tl?e surcharge
on higher incomes. When there are‘ millions on the
one hand without the chance of a single meal a day,
it is comic to be told that the plutoFrat who makes
his lgkhs a year is forced to pay a higher percentage
of his profits than the ordinary people. What these

people will do, when a dystem of graded taxation is

introduced on the analogy of weétern countrit.es,
" where s'uper-tak has come to stay can be .easxly
imagined.  In their view, no doubt, such an evil da}r
s very far-off indeed. In other respects, the budget is
sublimely unconscious of the poor man. The Salt

.

Tax remains where it was; there is no relief to the
agriculturist ; none for the third-class railway passen-
ger. But once more a crore of rupees is to be distri-
buted to the provinces for rural uplift schemes. In
the absence of a well-thought out, national plan of
reconstruction, these crores are really so much money
thrown away. But, from the point of view of the
outside world, it is impressive to flourish a surplus
budget, supported by three past and many future
surpluses. A sop to Cerberus now and then,
and the country can be handed down to future
masters as a going concern. All really worth-while
reforms, like the reduction of military expenditure,
relief of the agriculturist, scaling down of salaries,
etc., are uncongenial tasks reserved for the future
representatives of a national government. Federation
will have to face them, but it is so conceived as to
break the opposition or be broken by jt.

“Hi! Get up, a fire is on! "

“No, | have decided to commit suicide.”



Fresh

Reading Time

[ ]
About 6 Minutes

]H[AVING a .coup!e of passes on me [or a cinema
I took with me 2 hang-dog looking fellow, not

o a regular correspondent attached to any one
partlcular DPaper, but a free-lance, whose speciality is
mter-viewing people on things that matter actrei/sen
particularly, cinema actresses at that, on ’thinﬁs t¥ha‘;
do not at all matter to the public, but which ;ertain

newspapers think are really necessar
. ssary for the e .
tion of the country. foca

13 . 1y . (11
Listen,” I said, “I am using you.”

Go on,” he said, “ I have been ill-used before,”

£« S, T . . . y
our Da])er SpeCI(theS m lllteI VWS, VV hat S the
gan]e I

At the moment it is circulation,”
“ At any cogt ?”

".M y dear fellow, I
don’t own the paper.”

113 D
ecent remunera.
tion?”

“You don't know the

Editor, Extracting sun-
light out of cucumber is
comparatively easier.”

“Hum, actresses. Do
you write on their private
lives? " '

“ Have they any ?”

“But will your paper
stand for it ?”

“You don’t know the
Chief. The paper doesn’t
stand for sexual slobber.”

“I didn't suggest it
But I point a new line~at
least a comparatively new
one to Indian journalism.”

6

Jround—

by Dago

13 .
You said something about using me,"

114 -
Nothing mercenary, my dear feljow

nothing calculated to touch your pocket.” At et

113 . .
It is possible I didn’t know you before,”

So the13 and there we hatched 3 plan for filling th
free-.lance s pocket with mora money, if th ;s
possible. If it is a difficult thing to ﬁll’a jou a.tl'ws"s
pocket with money, it is stil] more difﬁcul: toria 15t_5
there. Tknow: I ama journalist myself P

The free-lance set to work and turned |
copy given helow which made hi
take notice,

n some such
s Editor sit up angd

(11
A wave of nationalism is Sweeping over our Indian

cinema actresses. This
is nothing new, because’
by the nature of their
profession  and calling
they belong to the public
and every one of the pre-
sent day Indian
cinema actresses, after the
manner of her sisters in «
the West, has ‘her own,
nice public’,

“Indian cinema act-
resses have now taken
another step forward, and.
to make known to the
public their tastes and
desires, likes and dislikes,

“Our representative
went round the city-intet.

up of which appears
below: .,

“ When out represent-
ative called upon Miss
A—in her bungalow at

viewing actresses, a write. -

Melpauk, she was just sitting down to her break-
fast of two home-made iddilies, chillie powder and
ghee, and coffee. (‘A correct Indian touch,” the
Editor remarked approvingly, as the free-ance told
me afterwards.) '

“*you have a partiality for sddilies?’ asked our
! interviewer.

“‘Yes,' replied Miss A—, ‘because it is Indian.
Swadeshi, I mean. I vary the menu with desai— rava-
. dosat and vadat, with sambar.’

~““ Oh, sambar, says our representative. ‘Nathing
tike it for improving the figure—on Mae West
proportions.’
‘1 am glad you agree with me,” says Miss A—
* giving him the benefit of one of her smiles. ‘I hate
bread.’ I think—I think—it is foreign. Likewise jam.
I leave it to people who like that stuff, but give me
sambar always.’

“ Our interviewer wished her success in her career .

and withdrew.

“Next he called on Miss B—~who was having a
*'yoice ‘training class with her
bka,ga'oathar: Our represent-
ative was for going away
when Hhe heard she was en-
gaged, but she would not hear
of it. “I have never as yet
.turned an offer away or a
reporter,” she said. ‘I have
my public to think of.’

“‘Miss A—votes for
tddilies and sambar,’ said the
free-lance, plunging' into the
subject straightaway. ' I'd
like to know what you think
about it.’

** Ole does she ? ° said Miss
B—, pursuing her own
thoughts, ‘Sambar, is it?
‘Well, you can put me down
for brinjals—tender brinjals—

'and drumgstickss. Do you
"think I’'m overdoing it
Mr. Reporter? Rule out
sambgr in wmy case. Put

*

me down for rasam—DMysore rasam—and plenty of
it. Sambar did she say, the cat!’ (* Of course we'll
cut out her references to Miss A—"" said the Editor.)

“Miss C—-led our interviewer into another line.
‘I am swadeshi and all that,” (she wore khaddar) she
said, ‘and I would like to make a reform in face
powder. Now I don’t use it. Iuse turmeric and
though vellow all over, I think it is more in keeping
with Indian sentiment than Lavender Talcum
powder.””’

The Editor, with an eye to circulation, caused this

to be re-written and properly edited, and printed the
stuff in his paper, which, needless to say, caused a

sensation. ‘

¢

More people brought his paper to find out what he

- was driving at.

The Editor was pleased. * Good work,” said he to
the free-lance, approvingly. ‘‘ Keep this always in
mind, ‘break fresh ground”.”

* Very well, sit,” said the free.lance happily, and

' : went to the manager to show
his contribution slip and draw
the money. ’

“It worked, man!” cried
he, highly satisfied, when
he met me later. “The
Editor is pleased. I am
pleased. A, B and C are
delighted beyond measure in -
having been brought a step
closer to the public, and the
public itself is advancing on
national lines by quaffing
more sambar and rasam and
eating more brinjals. DBut
what exactly is your game ?”

“It is nothing secret, I
am sending the story to a
magazine, 1 wanted some-
thing to work upon and I
used you. Gpod day!”

THE END



EO[[LS ga()cs

[News is to hand that Mrs. Kamala Nehru died
in Europe on Feb. 28, 1936, carly morning.]

Mourned by a Nation's welling tears ;
Her devoted liege lord by her side :
Confirming a daughter’s anxious fears;

Great ]awa har’s queen, KAMALA—died.

A bleeding feather from Fame’s brow falls.
From a young lion’s heart u Jibre is torn.

From a million homes, from a willion Halls,
A million hearts a loved-one mourn.

Europa’s eyes are red and wet ;
A Sister’s daughter is called away.

Their mingling sorrows will weld them yet,
And harbinger a better day

And you, great Sir, be comforted.
They needed a queen in realms above.
In homage bows a Nation’s head,
And offers you a Crown of Love.

;

un For All

Little Lenn: While Bob and 1 were playing in the
garden, mum, we knocked the ladder over.

Mum: Well, you'd better tell dad.

Little TLen: He knows already—he’s hanging on
the bedroom window-sill.
* * * *

“ What's that piece of string tied round your finger
for, man?”

“That's a knot. TForgat-me-not is a flower. With
flour you make bread and with bread you have cheese.
This is to remind me to buy some pickled onions.”

* . % * *

An Inspector made an unexpected raid in an Express,
One passenger hastily pulled bis ticket from his pocket
and placed it between his teeth, working his jaws rapid-
ly all the time. The Inspector stopped before him
and said: © You've got your ticket in your mouth!”

The man removed it with a grin and the Inspector
went away with it.

“ Poor memory | chuckled one passenger.

“ Memory be blowed! ” said he. *I was chewing the

old date.”
* * * *

A curious fellow passenger asked another: * Old
man, what's wrong with your nose?”

“ Nothing at all, It’s just blushing with pride it
doesn’t stick itself into others” affairs.”
* * * *
A man walked into the grocery store and demanded:
“1 want all the rotten eggs you have.”

“What do you want with the stale eggs?” the
clerk wondered. *‘ Are you going to-see the new come-
dian at the theatre to-night?” he asked as an after-
thought.

**Sh-sh-sh,” hissed the buyer nervously. * I am the
new comedian.”
* * * *
A psychologist says that some people, when walking
along the pavement, have a habit of touching every
lamp-post.

Less harmful than the ones trying to touch’every
friend they meet.

2=7-3-36

Bottles of ink were thrown during a stormy session
of a Balkan Parliament. The proceedings were
declared closed just as one would-be orator caught the
Speaker’s eye, which also closed shortly after.

* * * *

A young lawyer, taking his first case, had been
retained by a farmer to prosecute a railway company
for losing a shipment of twenty-four pigs.

He wanted to impress the jury with the magnitude
of the injury. * Twenty-four pigs, gentlemen, twenty-
four ; twice the number in the jury-box,”

* ¥ * *
Binks: 1 want a pair of shin-guards, please.
Shopman : Yes, sir. Anything in the way of football
boots at the same time?
Binks: Oh, nc, thanks., I'm only going to a bridge-
party with the missus. :
* ¥ L 3 *
Dasher :  How did your bees do last summer?
Henpeck Well, we didn’t get any honey; but they
drove my wife's mother away.
* * * : *

Fred: Wives are the salt of the earth.

Ted: Except when you come home with the milk,

then they’re inclined to be peppery.
* * * *

Housemaid: So you've been in service in France,
How do French and English dishes compare ?
Cook: They're much the same; they break just as
easily.
* . * * *
Doris: Do you think Martha will ever get married ?
Coris: Don’t know. She’s often been asked.
Doris: By whom?
Coris: By her father and mother,



The Murderer

From the village Bantunilli
When the night was full of peace
And the air was dark and chilly
And all noise of life did cease,
Journeyed forth, a perfect lily,
Suramma, the Kapu's niece.

Surama was just returning -
From a marriage, with her son :

Oyerhead the stars were burning

Like io eyes, one after one.

Night’s blue sea of hush was churning

Now that day was dimmed and done.

And it was her uncle driving
The_ old creaking squeaking cart
Which seemed heavily conniving

(A True

At the evil in his heart ;
Very soon they were arriving
At a forest-place apart,

And they reached it at the middle
Of the black and treacherous night,
There the sijence was a riddle

And the gloom was full of spite :
I,)(?ath was playing on his fiddle
Hid away from lite and light.

Now, the uncle's eyes grew shaden
Being fixed upon the gold

That was gleaming on the maiden
1}1:(1 was maddening to behold :
Soon his heart with greed was laden
And his blood was growing bold.

““1 will slay the maiden,” said he
) And although it sound amiss
Surely there is nothing shady
In « simple deed like this ;
'I will finish off the lady
That her gold may bring me bliss !

Suddenly the heavy creaking
ljullock cart did stop and lo!
Everywhere the sudden streaking
Of the myriad glow-worm's glow :
’l:hen the uncle withont speaking
Contemplated the death-blow.

“In another instant surely
The young Jady will be dead,
But since she has lived so purely

Story )

She will go to heaven,” he said:
See he drags her out demurely
And the girl is full of dread !

How she trembles, how she shivers
Suddenly her life's eclipse

Darkens all her veins like rivers,

And no word or murmur slips

For she quakes and shakes and quivers,
Blue with terror are her lips.

In a moment steps the bitter
Murderous uncle to her side,

“ All these jewels will seem fitter

On my wife,” the uncle cried,

“ You shall part with all this glitter,
Death shall claim you for his bride.

Saying this hishands he flung out

Towards a great stone lying there,

“ With this your life shall now be wrung out,
Sp, Suramma, you must prepare 1

Just then a cobra put his tongue out

And bit the uncle, to be fair !

“1 am bitten, I am bitten1”
Cried the would-be murderer,
“ With snake-poison I am smitten,
All the blood is in a stir! ?

All that is by Some One written
Down for beings must occur!

‘And The Snake

In another heavy hour

The accursed uncle died,
Somehow the all-seeing Power
Cannot always be defied :

Night hung like a dark-blue flower
VVith a serpent hush inside.

All night long, alone and tired,
Surama sat with her son,

All around the forest choired

* Master Power ! Thy will be done!”

" Slowly heaven with morn was fired,

Stars were sanken, one by one.

Suramma, the silent lily,

Was escorted safely then

In the morning, white and chilly,
Through unpeopled vale and glen,
Trom the skirts of Bantunilli
Back to living haunts of men.

—Harindranath Chattopadhyaya.




Loyalty—

Reading Time ® About ¢ Minufes

HANTI was at tea. Her hushand Nityananda
b was not in.  She sipped her tea listlessly and
glanced around with unsceing eves. [fer
thoughts were lar away ; she was thinking of her
married life. Tt was five years since she changed into
a wife. Today was the anniversary of her marriage:
Wedding anniversaries are not celebrated in un-
sophisticated Hindua homes. But Shanti celebrated
the occasion in  her
own way., On that day
she assessed the happen-
ings of the year, of her
reactions to her hus-
band’s words and. deeds.
Whether her husbaund
took stock of his mar-
ried life year after year
as his wife.did is prob-
lematical. Shanti, how-
ever, guessed af his re-
actions. Unfortunately
for her she happened
to have guessed wrong.

So Shanti sat on
reviewing the past year's
happenings in her home
. as they affected her,
giving values to inci-
dents, adding, up, sub-
tracting, and musing
sadly on the result.

She sighed as the
borrid unreality of her
position as Nityanan-
da's wife stared her in the face. She no longer cared
for her husband. What about him? Did he care
for her? Apparently he did. There was no reason
to suppose that his feelings towards her had changed.
He was the same old Nityananda. He attended
to het every little wish; he said or did nothing
‘to make her unhappy. There was all the rub.

She did not care for him. She found it out two
years. ago.  Why- should society and convention

12

«

by Thirupathi

{llustrated by Varma

condemn her to live with a man whom she neither
respected nor loved, It was hard. It was sheer loyalty
to the traditions of Hindu {amily life that kept her
anchored to her husband.  The unaccountable feeling
of aversion for her husband was quite involuntary.
She fought against it but with no success. She resigned
herself to her {ate.

However, the bleak prospect of years of
sexually repellent life
before her made her
very unhappy. If only
she had a child! The
thought drove her nearly
mad, It was indeed
hard for an upright
woman who wants to
keep the sacrament of
marriage inviolate to
stick to a man who
could not inspire in her
if not love, at least
respect.

She tried to get at
and analyse the origin
of her dislike for her
husband. It eluded her.
She could perceive no
reason why it should be
so. It was a mystery
which baffled her.

{t was not because
there was a man fto

angle. Still there was
a man. But he had
nothing to do with Shanti’s unaccountable aversion
for her husband. He came into her life much later,
long after the great disiliusionment of her life stared
her mercilessly in the face. )

Kumar was a friend of the family. He had the
run of the house ; no conventions governed his visits
‘and departures. He was held in high esteem by the
husband and the wife. At first Kumar dimly guessed
at the state of affairs, Later his guess became a cer-

“her. He started the

make up the third .

tainty. He cheeredher up and gave her all the sym.
pathy he was capable of. Presently he was surprised
to find that his sympathy for Shanti was not merely
sympathy but love. By stages he got near her. They
arrived at a stage on the road where the danger signal
was sighted.

Was Nityananda aware of this little drama? Not
likely. There was no change in him, His placidity
was exasperating.

Kumar asked her to leave her husband and go
away with him. She smiled wanly and shook her head.

“ How can 17" she asked. “ How can I leave aman
who is so good to me? He has stood by me loyally.
Don’t you think it calls for an answering loyalty
inme?”

He came again the next day,

“ Well, Shanti, what is your final answer 2" ha
asked. .

* However unhappy it might be, my place is by my
husband. ILet us be friends, Kumar. Forget that
you ever loved me, Think of me as a sister.”

“ Very well,” said Kumar, with a gleam in his eye.

“Iam a little old fashioned, I know. Bear with
me, Kumar. I amn unhappy; but that is no reason
why I should make my husband’s life unhappy too.”

“1 understand,” said Kumar. He left her. He
never came to her again.

A fortnight later Nityananda asked Shanti why
Kumar was not coming to their house.

“I don’t know !" said

“I don’t know,” p‘
Kumar said. "I only !
know that T want to l

make you happy.” : ‘

She shook her head.
She stood the test.

Arnd so with slight
variations this argu-
ment cropped up bet-
ween Shanti and Kumar
many times in the last
two months. He impor-
tuned. She stood her
ground.

Today, on the fifth
anniversary of her wed-
ded life, Kumar came to

argument anew.

“I am incapable of
it, Shanti dear. I am
not trying to seduce
you. Say but the word.
I will place the position
before Nityananda, I

his wife, smiling.

That evening Nitya-
nanda went out for a
stroll. He did not re-
turn. Another day dawn-
ed, and no Nityananda.
A second and a third
rassed and still Nitya-
nanda did not turn up.
On the fourth day
Shanti received a letter
from him. The post-
mark was from a place
far far away. A sixth
sense told her that the
letter would change the
whole tenor of her
life. She toyed with
the letter awhile and
gathering up sufficient
pluck, read it.

Dear Shanti,

| am committing a sip,
But'it is a sin which | am

will ask him to release
you. He is a gentleman.
His endeavour is to make you happy, as it is mine,
Yours was a marriage under civil law. There is no

dishonour involved.”

““Oh, leave me alone, Kumar. It will kill him. It
is not the dishonour that is troubling me, if there is
any. The shock of it would kill him. I can never
be happy again. He is so kind and considerate.”

“ Well, men are not made of cotton-wool.. I think
your husband is no exception to the rule. Very well.
I will come tomorrow. Think coolly over it, my girl.
Your future and mine are at stake.”’

committing after great
deliberation. ! am tired
of playing at what | am not. Honestly, you are getting on
my nerves. | don’t know why. | could not find a reason,
try as | might. You are so loving and good. Fortwo
years | triedto fight my aversion for you. | have been
floored. | have run away from home because | cannot
face youand say these horrid things to you. | have
provided for your future. My lawyers will be writing to

you, Good-bye and may you behappy.—Nityananda.

Shanti prepared to have a good cry. But she reined
in her tears and mumbled; ‘ Oh, the irony called

life!”
13



by E. L. Shipman

_Reading Time @ About 8 Minutes

"]FHE incideuts containcd in the folloving narra-
L tive are, to the best of my belief, perf.ctly

true to fact, or rather to two sepzirate
sequences of facts, which I have, by virtue of an
authors’ licence, taken the liberty of combining
together into one, I hope, homogenous whole. 1 have,
of course, altered the proper names.

The superstition with which this story deals is even
yet widely spread, at least in Southern Malabar.
Argument, however logical, is entirely powerless to
dispel the illusory belief, and, as a rule, merely serves,
in the minds of those holding the belief, to emphasise
the arguer’s difference, both mentally and spiritually,
and perhaps even his inferiority, to themselves. In
proof of the legitimacy of the opinions they hold, the
more illiterate of the natives of Malabar are often

quite prepared to name actual people who, they will

assert, are ' Odyanmar’, and even to point out those
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I'Tlustrated by Sekar

parts of the country over which the ‘Odyanmar’ in

question are supposed to prowl during the hours of
darkness,

Having prefaced the above, I think I may now
proceed with my relation of the events:

My servant, Achu, is an excellent henchman; one
to whom my words of command or of admoanishment
appear to constitute, as it were, nearly the whole of
his law. Nevertheless, being still a little lower than
the angels, he has a few faults, chief among which, or
at least so I am at times inclined to think, is an
inordinate belief in his master’s sagacity. Hence, from
the highways and from the byways he has a habit of
collecting sundry problems which he brings along to
me for solution.

Having one day done justice to an ample and well-
cooked meal, I was reclining in a long chair on my

N

verandah, feeling at peace with all the world, when
Achu softly materialised before me,

“ Some people would like to see you, sir,” he said.

“ Which means another of those unsolvable diffi-
culties of yours, [ suppose?” 1 enquired, but, in reply,
he merely grioned a little sheepishly.

“Well,”” I said, “I suppose I had better see these
pe,opie and get it over. Fetch them along.”

In a short space of time I was listening to as pretty
a puzzle as could have been devised for the bewilder-
ment of any would-be Solomon, One, moreover, in
which even the poiice, and later on the Law itself,

" had been asked to take a hand, though entirely with-
-out avail to the complainants, as will duly appear.

I must first explain that many of the people of
Malabar have a profound belief in a species of * Were-
wolf’, called, in this part of the world, * Odyanmar ",
Wolves and other wild animals not being prevalent in
the locality, the people who are reputed to possess the
power of assuming, for their own evil purposes, the
forms of animals—and this power is, as a rule,
credited chiefly to members of some of the lowest
castes, such as Cherumas and other Harijans—are
generally supposed to take on the appearance of some
common domestic animal, usually a cow.

This is the story as it was told to me:

The night was starry and faintly luminous under
the moon’s first quarter, and the hour was late enough
for most of the people of the country to be abed,
The two brothers Chellan and Kittan had, however,
been delayed in market transactions long beyond their
wsual hour, and
were only now,
at last, able to
make for their
home, a mile or
two distant from
the town. For
the most partt,
their way led
them through and
amongst cocoa-
put and areca
palms, planted
so closely to-
gether that the
moon's light was
hardly sufficient
to dispel the
gloom, and, in

fact, seemed but to cast fitful, flickering shadows of
the palm fronds upon the ground, Ever and anon,
the brothers cast fearful glances around them, and.
occasionally one or the other would break into quaver-
ing song in the hope of scaring away the multitudinous
spirits that ever lie in wait for men during the dreadful
hours of night.

On and on trudged Chellan and Kittan in single file,
with never a word exchanged between them. Of a
sudden, however, Chellan, who was a few yards in the
lead, came to a stop, at the same time giving vent to
a startled gasp. Kittan hurried up to his brother's
side and beheld, a few paces ahead, three cows glaring
at them out of eyes apparently as large as saucers.
With a howl of * Odyanmar, Odyanmar!”’ Kittan
fled into the night.

Heedless of direction, Kittan fled far and fast, until,
at Inst, his senses all but forsook him, and from sheer
weariness, both of mind and body, his knees gave way
and he collapsed in ar inert heap upon the ground,
there to spend the remainder of th& night, powerless to
move until rrorning should come to his relief. At the
earliest moment after dawn that he could ascertain
his whereabouts he arose and set out with all speéd
for his home.

Chellan and . Kittan, like many other Hindus in
Malabar, lived in what is known as a Tarwad or
joint-family house, in this case built around three sides
of a square, each wing being in the possession of a
separate member of the Tarwad, together with his
family. The fourth side enclosing the square was,
for part of its length, made up of a cowshed, and

: completed by a
wall with a large
stone gateway
having a low en-
trance. Tkough
the average
Indian farnilies
are of early rising
proclivities, it
was as yet too
early for anyone
in the house to
be astir when
Kittan burst
through the gate-
way into the
courtyard, to
pause in horror

~ just beyond the
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threshold. His brother’s inanimate form lay, face
upwards, just within the gate, with the mouth cram-
_med full of stones, leaves and mud,

Though Chellan had been brought almost to the
point of death, he eventually recovered, and, in the
course of time, a complaint was laid before the police.
Although pains were taken to point out (o the latter
that a family of three Cheruma brothers lived quite
close to the place where the cows had on that night
been met with, the police proved sceptical, and their
investigations, though encouraged with the liberal
administration of palm oil, were but haif-heartedly
carried out, and very soon dropped altogether. Not
content to let the matter rest here, more for the sake
of their future peace of mind than from any thoughts
of vengeance, the brothers instituted a case for
‘grievous assault’ against the suspected Cheruma
family in the local criminal court, and even found a
clever vakil to conduct their case. Like the police,
however, the court proved unsympathetic, and declar-
ing that no proof had been brought forward to show
that the Cheruma brethren had at any time acted as
*Odyanmar’, or had otherwise been guilty of any assault,
dismissed the case. Chellan and Kittan, on the advice
of some friends, thereupon consulted my servant Achu,
and thus was the matter eventually brought to me.

After considerable, and, for a time, rather futile,
cogitation over the matter, it at last occurred to me
that I had, as one of my business associates, one
Amnath Panniker. Now, the title of Panniker is
usually only given to those people who, by learning
or inheritance, are supposed to be versed in the lore
of Astrology and Mantrams and in the ways of spirits
in general. I therefore sent for Amnath Panniker,
and, first of all taking care to have the other people
removed well out of earshot, laid the whole matter
before him, insisting, if he were able to do so, on his
helping me out of this difficulty. Without the
slightest hesitation, this he agreed to do.

Late that night Amnath Panniker, carrying a thick
stick and a billhook, and accompanied by my servant
Achu and the brothers Chellan and Kittan, set out
along the way taken by the latter two on their previous
eventful journey. In practically the same locality as
before, they encountered three cows, which, on this
occasion also, seemed to glare balefully at them.
Amnath Panniker wasted no time, His first proceed-
ing was to admonish the cows:
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“1 know you,” he said, “ for the * Odyanmar ’ you
are. Let us have no more of your tricks, or I shail
recite a Mantram to destroy you, body and soul.”

He then proceeded to give emphasis to his words
by thoroughly beating the cows with his stick and
billhook for as long as hie was able to keep up with
them, which was, of course, not for very long, follow-
ing which the whole party returned to my house.

On making casual enquiries a few days later, [ was
informed that the three Cheruma brethren alleged to
have acted as ‘ Odyanmar ’ had not, since the night
of Amnath Panniker’s expedition, been to work, being
incapacitated therefrom by innumerable cuts and
bruises all over their bodies, asserted by them to have
been inflicted during a quarrel amongst themselves on
the night in question. I could not, however, learn of
any cows having recently been in any way injured,
though, of course, their owner might have kept the
matter quiet.

At any rate, the brothers Chellan and Kitlan,
whenever they have since had occasion to be abroad
after nightfall, however late the hour might be, claim
to have been left entirely unmolested.

THE END

THE REASON!

The teacher was telling the class about the con-
quests of Alexander The Great.

“ \When Alexander had conquered India,” he said,
** what do you think he did ? Do you think he gave a

great feast to celebrate his triumph ? No, he sat down
and wept.”

The pupils seemed disappointed at this childish dis.
play on the part of the hero, so the teacher hastened
to explain. ‘‘Now why do you think Alexander
wept ?”

Up shot a hand.

" Please, teacher,” said the bright one, he didn’t
know the way back,”

Reading Time ¢ About 5 Minutes

laid down my pen in despair. Hours of striving
ll and not a line to show for it.

For weeks, ] had not even attempted to write.
Now that the prosaic but urgent necessity of paying
the rent for my room and providing myself with food
impelled me to an effort at composition, my mind
refused to respond. My old facility was missing; the
knack of seizing the comic point of view, of perceiving
at a glance the humorous aspect of life, the power of
making the world laugh at its own sorrows—all this

-had left me. For the first time since, years ago, I was

compelled to leave a commercial position with a
comfortable salary to embark upon literary seas, my
pen had gone back on me.

"For though my improvident habits and complete
disregard for the future had always precluded a bank
account, there had never befare been a time when I
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“Everybody In His Humour-

by T. A. Subrahmanyam

could not satisfy the financial needs of the moment
by sitting down at my desk for a couple of hours.
But that time had come now, for the humorist’s
work is not done when he is sad,. and it is hard to be
funny when one’s heart is almost breaking.

For the greater p.art of the day I had struggled
hopelessly to get back into the vein ; it seemed to me
that there was no longer ary mirth left in the Universe.
So completely had this woe taken possession of me
that I could think of nothing else, and finished by
abandoning myself to a flood of painful memories.

All at once an idea came to me. Why not write
that of which my heart was full? True, it vas not
of my usual line, but like most professional humot-
ists, I had always felt thatin pathos lay my true
field, and that but for the accident which first revealed
my aptitude, for humour, I might have made my
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appeal to the deepest and most tragic sentiments of
humanity—an aim far nobler than to tickle the public
ribs. And Editors pay more handsomely to people
who cut one another’s throat than for those who ride
on banana skins.

It depth of feeling counted for anything, su'rely in
my present state, I could write that which would
wring the heart and bring tears to the eyes. Yet it
seemed a sacrilege to exploit my sorrow and market
my emotions for an editorial
cheque. On the other hand,
I had never regarded any
subject as sacred from my
pen, and had not scrupled
to treat the sorrows of
others in the most frivolous
manner. In this instance,
I had no such purpose,
only to tell as simply and
tenderly as I could the 2.
story of my romance, the
romance that had so recent-

is it?

ly gone out of my life leav- . 3. When was England ruled by a

ing it bare and desolate.

All that night I wrote 4. Geologically, how may rocks
be broadly classified ?

without stopping, and with
a spontaneity and ease to
which I was quite unaccus-
tomed, for as a rule, I
worked slowly and pain-
fully, with much cogita-
tion and constant striving
for humorous effect. Now,
instead of assuming forcibly :
an external and artificial point of view, 1 was merely
putting into words the emotions that consumed me.

Shortly before dawn I finished, and when I read
over what I had written, my eyes filled and a lump
arose in my throat. It was no new story that I had
told, this story of a woman’s unfaithfulness, for
women have loved and proved fickle ever since the
world began,

But at least heie was a page from Life, from my
own life, written at white-heat while my heart
was op fire and while my brain was tortured
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Where is the largest known
meteorite ?

Commoner ?

Answers on page 26

by a thousand memories as yet undimmed by

time. Tears blotted the pages as I read ; T was living
again my brief romance, every word a drop of heart’s
blood, every sentence a cry of anguish. 1i was Life
with a big ' L.°, a pulsating, quivering fragmeat, bitter,
despairing, but emphatically « fragment of Life.

The next day I took the manuscript to an Editor
who knew me. Something of the artist’s pride in my
work had come to the rescue, and it was in a calm,
almost cheerful mood that
I submitted the story for
consideration.

“If you'll wait a
minute,” said the Editor,
“I'll look it over just

1. What is lreland’s Eye and where : .

; Impelled by a peculiar
| feeling of delicacy, T left
my chair and went over to
look out of the window.
There was silence for a
time, then I heard a' sound
as of suppressed sobbing
behind me. My heart
beat fast as I gazed mecha-
nically down into the
crowded Broadway. I had
succeeded ! I had felt sure
that it would; for I had
laid bare my soul in its
agony. I thrilled with
exultation and artistic
pride. It was a new field
for me. I would show them that because I had done
humorous work in my life there was no reason—

The choking sounds grew louder and louder and
suddenly burst forth in a way that made me wheel
round. ‘The Edilor was roaring with laughter, his
whole. body one convulsion of mirth, and his eyes
protruding like a pair of Mickey Mouse eyes in a silly
symphony. . o

* Old chap,” he exclaimed at length, wiping the
tears from his eyes, ‘‘ this is great, simply great. The:
funniest thing by far that you have ever written!”

THE END

)

voice, collectively

x The Reverend

Man Proposes—

Reading Time @ About 9 Minutes

ed and flaunting a pair of exceedingly

A stalwart Punjabi F ortune-Teller, young, bronz-
’ luxuriant and exceedingly false moustaches,

was chatting to a stout elderly Pirate, whose efforts

to look bellicose
were marred by a
pelly of gigantic
proportions.

Both men wore -
small black masks.

Auy discerning
acquaintance could
‘gpot’ the local
padre under t he
Pirate’s disguise.
But the mas k,
moustaches, and 2
cleverly disguised

made it almost
impossible to say
whose identity the
Fortune-Teller's
was hiding.

John Merridale
(alias the Pirate)
had a pretty
shrewd suspicion,
however. And at
the Fortune-
Teller’s next words
that suspicion
became a certainty. ‘
" ¢ Agreed, Mr. Pirate ! She's by far the loveliest
creature in the ballroom! And as good and sweet as
she's beautiful. Miles too good for any of those thick-
Jecked blighters who're always hanging round her ! ”

* Jealous, eh, Frank?”

The Fortune-Teller started violently, then showed
attractive white teeth beneath the heavy moustaches
in a sheepish grin.

" 8o, you know

by Albert A. Roland

* So you knew n;e, padre? And I thought J was

perfect. Practised for hours before the mirror.”

“I wasn't certain, my boy, tillyou let that jealousy get

the better of you and spoke in your own voice again.”

T he Fortune-
Teller's grin
widened.

* Otherwise,” he
asked, “I was
0. K., padre?”

“A second
Arliss 1™ declared
the Reverend gen-
tleman. “ She'll
never know you!”

" “That’s what
I'm counting on.
It's part of my
plan, you know...”

Here the For-
tune-Teller lower-
‘ed his voice, and
for the next few
minutes they talk-
ed in whispers,
11 ke conspirators
and villains of the
déepest dye.

Presently, the
Pirate said: ““ The
dance has "ended,
Frank, and she’ll
be back in her seat
in a moment......
Here she comes! Wait till that Cavalier has left,
then seize your chance......Now off you go, and the
best of luck, my boy !™

Which proves that the Reverend’s shirt covered
not only a huge tummy, but a large heart.

me, padre ?”

* * * *

* Fortune-Teller, Miss ?
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Anne Collier looked up with a smile at the sturdy,
turbaned figure that had suddenly materialised belore
her. Then a tiny frown of puzzlement puckered her
brow. Obviously, she couldn’t ‘ place’ him. Krank
Railton patted himself on the back, figuratively, and
went less timorously and more light-hedrtedly about
his task.

Anne's brother, who had brought his sister to the
Fancy-Dress Ball, had temporarily deserted her in
favour of someone else’s sister. And Anne’s late
partner was away ‘
foraging for re-
freshments at the
packed buffet. So
Frank had the
field to himself.

“May I sit
down for a while,
Miss Collier?”
he asked, ‘' As
a matter of fact,
you know me
slightly. \We've
been introduced;
so the conven-
tions—"

** Please do sit down.”

““ Please do sit
down And
weren’t you say-
ing something
about telling my
fortune ? "’

As Frank de-
posited himself in
the chair next to
hers, she extend-
ed a shapely
hand. He took
it with that thrill
which the touch
of Anne’s soft fingers always gave him, and shook it
politely.

“ What a priceless idiot!” gasped the girl. *1I
didn’t ask you to shake hands. I want you to regd

my hand, please!”’

“Sorry ! 7’ bleated Frank, remembering just in time
to disguise his voice. And then he began, very

gravely :

“ Vou're going to meet a young man—"
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“ Quite a brilliant beginning ! " she interrupted him.
Seeing that 1've already met a few dozen of them,
and am likely—"

“ Oh, but t/iiis man’s different! He's deeply in love
with you, to begin with : though you don’t suspect it. .
He's loved you ever since he met you. Only he's
a backward sort of Johnny—"

“Is he in the room at present?” asked Amne

demurely. “ And when does this momentous meeting
take place?”’
“Yes, he's
here, and he'll
come up to you
just  before the
masks are remov-
ed—midnight.”

“ What's  he
dressed as?”

“ Ah, now per-
haps I shouldn't
tell you that!
But I can assure
you he's not a
Caliph, ora
Mephistopheles,
or a Pierrot,
or—or— He
glanced round
the room. “—or
any of those
blight-— those
men who've been
simply hanging
round you all the
evening !’

“Ymreally
glad of that!
Go on, please.”

“ As this young

man is going to

propose to you, you’ll naturally want to know some-
thing of his character ?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming mischievously through
the slits in her mask.

“I thought sol......Well, he’s quite an ordinary
sort of chap—at least ke thinks so; but some of his
friends say that’s just his modesty. A good point in a
man, modesty, don’t you think ? I’'m glad you agree...

“Now, as to his means, he hasn’t very much
money, but quite sufficient to support a wife and—

and a fairsized family in comfort. His intelligence
is of a fairly high order, or so his employers think.
And he's also possessed of an affectionate, equable and
understanding nature...... '

“ Ie's a healthy-looking specimen of manhood, and
not at all bad-looking. But, Miss Collier, he's darned
shy—"

“You seem to know him extremely well,” she put in.

“Ves, I've known him for years; grew up with
him, in fact. So I can vouch fer everything I say
about him. Well, he's terribly nervous where girls
are concerned. So it's up to you to help him out as
much as you can.”

“ But what if I don't want to help—to accept him?”

*“1 sincerely feel you'd be making the greatest
mistake in your life, Miss Collier, if you turned him
down. He'll really make you very happy.”

“ Oh well, I might think about it. I could give him
a trial, and if he doesn't suit, divorce him for crueity
or incompatibility or something, and marry someone
else.” ‘

The Fortune-Teller winced. )

“Oh, mever, Miss Collier ! Out of the question.
You'd #ever want to change.”

“All I can say, sir, is I wish I had a staunch
friend like ke has in you.”

“ Then marry him, Miss Collier, and he’ll be that
friend!” ‘

With which earnest entreaty, the I'ortune-Teller
rose rather hurriedly, and took leave of his fair friend.
Her late partner was approaching with sandwiches
and drinks. The Fortune-Teller said in a hoarse
parting whisper :

“ Remember, at midnight, Miss Collier! And good
luck !” .

Which proves that not only modesty, but a fair
share of optimism and vanity, too, characterised our
Fortune-Teller.

*

For the life of her, Anne Collier, despite a non-
chalant exterior, could not calm the wild fluttering of
her heart.

It was eleven fifty-three, and a tall dancer, clad in

* . * *

the habiliment of Mickey Mouse (detachable head held -

. under one arm), was approaching her across

pro ter . .
the dance floor. It was his first appearance in the

hall, and his costume, more suited to a less stalwart

figure, provoked amused smiles and comments from
sevefal quarters.

. But it brought joy to Anne’s heart, and she gasped
happily to herself: “ He's done it! I never thought
he would. And now, will that Fortune-Teller's words
come true?”

She was glad he; brother was playing truant again,
and that she had shaken off her adinirers by telling
them she was engaged for the next dance......

“Hullo, Anne ! " greeted the Mickey Mouse, shak-
ing bands, but remaining standing. Fe went on:
" Just managed to make it in time for the unmasking.
But before we follow that ritual, I've got something—
there’s a little matter—no, a very, very important
matter I want to—er—discuss with you. Shall wa
slip into the conservatory for a few moments, Anne ? "

““Hu-humm ! ” acquiesced Aune demurely, and rose-
As they turned to leave, she said impulsively
“Frank, vou're a darling, to wear that costume
for me!™ '

*“I'd do anything, Anne, for you,” declared Frank.
* Do we look a handsome pair?’’

And here we might mention that Anpe's costume
was that of a Minnie Mouse. And we also might
mention that, though not so tall of course as Railton,
she was by no means dimizutive. And finally, we
might state, that as they walked out of the room, each
with a papier mache head under the arm, and each
with a long stuffed tail curling out behind them, they
did look an uncommonly handsome pair. And so
thought all those who previously had smiled at the
over-size Mickey.

“TI'd do anything, Anne, for you,” he repeated, as -
they were entering the conservatory. * And now I’m ~
going to ask you to do something for me. Promise ? '

“ Wouldn'’t it be terribly rash to promise something
before knowing what it was going to be, Frank ?»
asked Anne.

“ I think you can guess, Anne.”

*“I’m afraid I haven’t the faintest idea.”

* Oh, Anne darling, you know it's that I want you
to—" He floundered and stopped, abashed. The
strong man was sorely stricken. Once again he tried :

“I want you to—"" Then relapsed into quivering
silence,
She said kindly .\ Feo what; Fsank?”’

“To ‘hel[) P e WO 'r‘ﬁe”in 4 desperate
rush. “‘Tg ' N, darling!”
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" I'd do anything for you, Frank dear,” she whis-
peted. And they unmasked not only happy faces,
but joyous hearts. '

* * * *

' Thank heavzn you accepted me ! he sighed later,
“1 was afraid—well, you didn’t really know very
much about me, did you, dear?”

“Oh yes; the Fortune-Teller sang your praises
most effectively, and dispelled any doubts I may have
had about your clevermess!” :

& Eh? ”

“ Don't look so surprised ! Big, bad wolves shouldn't
forget to remove their wrist-watches, especially when
their victims have already said they admired the
modern chromium desigp."

Said the Pirate, still striving to look bellicose; and
still failing miserably because of that benign belly:

“Congratulations, my children! And may I .ask
you to do something for me 2>

“ Anything you say, padre!” they chorussed.

* Then just give me a little professional work to do
soon. I'm almost getting out of practice.”

“ Certainly,” promised Anue.
wedding?”

“Oh,” put in the Mickey Mouse, with a boldness
that surprised himself, “I thought you meant a
christening !’

“You mean the

The Pirate rubbed his ‘ corporaticn ’ delightedly.
“ Actually,” he declared, ‘I was thinking of both,"

THE EXND

Have an acei-

Police-Mun :

dent, eh?

»

Drunkard (colliding with a
lamp-post): No thanksh.

Just had one.

1
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. ed that he was paying 2 visit to London.

Auntie
Awfulf

(G ABITHA Gumboil, and her Scotch husband
I who keeps homing-pigeons, appear to be a

source of much interest to nephews and nieces.
Auntie has received several requests for further
accounts of this diverting couple.

Mr. Gumboil once boasted to a neighbour that his
pigeons would come home from anywhere. Having
considered the matter, the neighbour casually remark-
He did not
think Mr. Gumboil's pigeons could return from there.

- “Hoots, man!” retorted Mr. Gumboil. “ Londonu is
a mere three hundred miles. My sparrow.marked cock
would think nothing of the distance.”

“Very well,” replied the neighbour. “‘I'll take thee
bird to London with me, and I bet ten shillings that

. it does not come back.”

“I must have a certificate showing that the pigeon
was released in London,” stipulated Mr. Gumboil.

* The school-

g

“PDone!” agreed the neighbour.
master will hold the stakes.”

“ And who will hold the schoolmaster ?” enquired

"the cautious Mr. Gumboil.

. The canny neighbour took the pigeon to London,
an8 on arrival clipped the bird's wings so that it
could not fly. It was then. released under strict

Racing Club supervision.

A fortnight later, the ingenious Scot returned to his

. home-town, and sought Mr. Gumboil.

“ Well, my friend, did your bird come back?”

he enquired, grinning.

KN Aye,” replied Mr. Gumboil. ‘‘Idrew the money

from the schoolmaster yesterday.”

“ What! The bird came back?”

“ Aye,” said Mr. Gumboil. “And, man, weren't
his feet sore !”

The local preacher always lodged at the Gumboils’
house. One of the incumbents was’ an extremely
bashful young fellow. ‘““He gets on my nerves,”
confided Gabitha to Auntie one day. ‘" He creeps
about like a mouse, and is always shut in his room.
He is soshy that he will never ask for anything.
Why, if [ didn't take food to him, he would die of
starvation.” .

One evening, Auntie was sitting at supper with the
Gumbuoils, when they were astonished to hear a timid
tap on the door. “It isthe preacher, poor boy,”
whispered Gabitha. ‘‘Come in!” she cried, in a
kindly voice.

The preacher stood hesitantly in the doorway,
looking pale and agitated. ‘‘I am sorry to intrude,”
he stuttered, * Would you very kindly just give me
a glass of water?”

“Surely ! " replied Gabitha; and complied with the
request. . '

Imagine our amazement when he was back a few
moments later, asking for another glass of water with
every sign of bashfulness. On being supplied with it,
he returned for a - third glass, and then a fourth, in
greater confusion every time !

When the pdor man came and asked for a fth
glass of water, Gabitha tould contain herself no
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longer. ‘" Minister!"” she cried, “ what on earth

do you want with all this water ?”

The young man wriggled in agonies of shyness.

“Forgive me!” he blurted, desperately. “I have
upset the lamp, and my room is on fire!” .

Beside the homing-pigeons, the Gumboils had a
little dog, a Scotch terrier. At Auntie’s first visit,
the little terrier was most f{riendly, aud kept on
rubbing up against Auntic’s leg.

1 L) . .
* Go away ! cried Auntie, nervously.

“Do not be aufraid of the wee dog,” protested
Gabitha. ““Did you think he was going to bite
you?”

* Oh, no,” replied Auntie. “ But he was lifting his
leg, and I thought he was going to kick me.”

* * * *

Astonishing (Singapore). My wife wanted a
new dress, and I could not afford the money, so we
came to an arrangement. We got a small money-hox
with a slit in the lid, and I promised that each time 1
kissed my wife [ would put a five-cent piece in the
box. My wife said I was very stingy, but she agreed
to wait for her dress until there was enough money in
the box. Yesterday she said it was time to open the
box, though I was sure there was not enough money
in it to buy a dress. Imagine my surprise when I
opened it, to find it contained a lot of twenty-cent and
fifty-cent pieces, as well as the five-cent pieces I had
put in. My wife says that some good spirits have
been helping her. Dear Auntie, what do you think ?”
© Well, dear sir, your wife is apparently acquainted
with some good spirits who are not so stingy as her
husband.

.

Affeciation (Haputala). A friend of mine is an
awful fop. He wears a monocle on the pretext that
he has a weak eye,”” Indeed, dear'boy; and does he
wear a glass bat, too?

Social Order (Wadhwan). * Do you believe in
clubs for women?” Yes, dear boy, if kindness
fails. '

Observant (Kasaragod). ‘I saw a man walking
along the street with his arm in” a sling. I followed
him everywhere, and I could not discover why he had
his arm in a sling.” He had his arm in a sling, dear
boy, because he had sprained it trying to pat
himself on the back because he minded his own
business.
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Duplicity (Sibsagar). * What is the penalty for
bigamy ? Two mothers-in-law, niy dear. ‘

Bham Blham (Bhivandi). “1 have furnished one
room of my house out of cigarette-coupons. How
can I furnish the remaining rooms?”

You cannot,
dear boy. They are full of cigarettes,

Sapicnt (Annigeri). * What is the use of such
talk ? A fellow can’t get egys without hens.” Try
keeping a few catterpillars, dear boy.

Disappointed (Banda). *1sent my son to Burma,
and now he has come back very fat and lazy.”” Well,
dear sir, you must expect travel to broaden a young
man.

Injured Feelings (Madras). ' You write as if all
us politicians were perfect fools.”” Oh, no, dear sir.
You capnot all be perfect.

Watchful Wifc (Bombay). ‘1 caught my husband
squandering an anna in one of those fortune-telling
machines, and he got a card which said he was going
to get a pretty and charming wife.” Console yout-
self, dear madam. It will not come to pass in your
lifetime.

Fair Play (Meerut). “In my opinion, no man
should be sent to prison for holding an honest belief.”
Well, dear bpy, Auntie once knew a man who was
sent to prison because he had an honest belief that he
would not get caught.

Subscriber (Bhatpara). " A man was hunting in a
wild and lonely jungle. A terrible storm broke. It
began to rain in torrents. The man crept into a
hollow log for shelter, Tt fitted snugly. The rain
continued for hours, and the log got soaked with rain.
By the time the storm ended, the wood of the log had
swollen. The man was imprisoned inside. He knew
that if he could not escape, he would starve to death.
In his extremity, he decided to write for advice to
Auntie Awful—Dear Auntie, please finish this story
for me, and publish it in your magazine.” By all
medns, dear boy. “—After writing to Auntie, the
imprisoned man suddenly remembered that he Had
failed to renew his subscription to the Merry, and
was seeking Auntie’s aid under false pretences. This
raade him feel so small that he was able to crawl out
of the log without any difficulty. He then went to a
post-office and sent a money-order for his overdue
subscription.’

o :
Reading Time ® About 7 Minutes

HAT is nothing ? You'll answer it is nothing.
W‘ But what 7s nothing ? It is very difficult
to say, or rather it is very disconcerting to
find that everything in the final degree of reasoning is
reduced to nothing. The fond ideals we are hugging
to ourselves, the body beautiful we are setting so much
store by, the hard, glittering gold and diamonds that
men (and women more so) toil night and day to
accumulate, are absolutely nothing!

You may call this gloomy pessimism, and take me
for a most unsociable wet-blanket. Certainly, it
throws some cold water on all our strivings to know
that we strive and live for nothing, that we ourselves,
in fact, are nothing. But I am a most thorough-
going optimist. I may almost say that it is only this
knowledge that the whole world {s absolutely nothing
that T have gained from our modern scieutists that is
keeping up my heart in this vale of tears, make.? me
put the best smile I can on all the rejection slips I
receive, for success is nothing ; money is nothing—
the money that others haveand exhibit so much in
diamonds and in cars. And if I borrow, it is absoh'ne-
ly nothing ; 1 borrow nothing, I need return nf)thmg.
(I wish our Civil Law would take the same view of

the matter.)

When you tell a story to a young child, you vs{il.l
find he has a most inconvenient but perfectly legiti-
mate way of asking: “YWhat then?” at each pause
you come to. You say in conclusion of the StOl:y:
“ Then the righteous and valiant prince who married
the beaatiful princess he had rescued from the fire-
breathing dragons and mannerless giants, came back
to the capital and reigned in his father’s steac? for
long, long years, happily with a dozen children. ’ You
would take a deep breath thinking that you had finish-
ed the story and could go to your nap with relief, but
no, the youngster would unhesitatingly pop the
question: * And afterwards?”

But, that is what many of the grown-ups do in life,
as the father of manis the child. Instead of the
prince and princess in the story, we ask endless
questions about the things we see about us and the
things we think about in our speculations. Men

4-7-3-36

by K. Gopalan

have kept on asking in every age, in every counfry,
at every stage of mental development, this extremely
inconvenient, yet inevitable question: ' What next?”
Human curiosity is‘ever at work, at the dinner table
or at the scientist’s research laboratory. This insati-
able curiosity in man is even considered the divinity
in man °the spark that disturbs the clod’, and now-
a-days no one except a few old fogeys and black-
clothed, unnatural, retrogressive cranky clerics
find fault with the perfectly natural curiosity of Eve
to pluck and eat the luscious fruit before her, which
is supposed to have eost us our happy existence in
ignorance in the Garden of Eden, which would have
been, without this spark of curiosity and the scintilla-
tion of knowledge, a veritable Lotus-land, where it
was always afternoon. It is this question that has
led men to the mighty mysteries of the vast Universa,

The primitive savage, as he sat in his rude rocky
cave, cutting into small pieces the flesh of his hunted
game, must have idly wondered what would have
happened to the nature of the flesh if he went on
cutting it into smaller and yet smaller pieces, how far
he could proceed. The savage grew, the question
still remained unanswered for centuries and it occurred
to the men again and again in some form or other.
What is the ultimate structure of matter? By
laborious division and argumoants, matter was reduced
to atoms by a Manchester schoolmaster. But this
proved to be the sowing of the dragon's teeth. All
that this seemed to 16ad to was that there were ninety-
two separate kinds of matter called the elements.
“.But what ts matter ?” stamped the impatient men
who were never satisfied with anything. And this
century of revolutions has answered it in a startling
way. ** Matter is nothing—absolutely nothing.” Rather
a very enlightening answer !

These men, the hungry scientists, found out that
there.existed particles much smaller than the smallest
hydrogen atom, that these particles, electrons, were
themselves revolving round a central nucleus, an
almost weightless proton, and that these electrons
and protons in themselves were nothing but mere
electric charges, negative and positive. Matter, then,
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is m

perf:if up;of .pure electric charges, something

perfect ys 111n|magmab1e, insubstantial and that could
isolated, and cettainly not worth all these

fighting 1
g g and wrangling, You are absolutely nothing

but a bundle of m :
ere electric char
ing - - ges; your girl is
nothing; your titles and pelf, dearer than ymfr gilsl
I

even, are all nothing. Just think of the fantastic

insubstantiality of it alll Our old Hindyg phil
HHOSQ-

phers juggling with abstra i

Do 8 BUdd:;ttr;C;li\{ﬁlhmgs and the Illusion
Silence under the sacred
Bo Tree, are a thousand
times better than these
scientists. These have
laboured through centuries
that all their labours might
lead to this glorious—
Nothing! The theories
and faith of old remained
mere theories and faiths;
but these scientists claim
to have proved by a piece
of elaborate test-tube

their final Dlissful
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atoms of your body of, say, some generous 14 stoaﬁ_!
be pressed down so as to leave no space unfilled, you
would become instead of the somebody you aré noWs .
a barely distinguishable speck! Surely, you are -
Nothing in his estimation!

And then, turn your eyes around you. The atmos-
Dhe.re which contains your favourite oxygen and 0
Wlinch you think you know so much, ends with 2 few
miles. The highest distance man has travelled into
the air is just a paltty i
or 15 miles. But what is
beyond ? asks the eternal -
child.  Space, says the
sclentist,  empty SP"c.e'
Many thousands of million8
of miles stretch between US-:

and the sun, and maay ;
d thaa‘:;:;
o

#e
W

more between us an
nearest star, and of this %
know something about ‘

| At Bacubirito, Mo i
sophistry that this vact t ch:obw;?éhfv}f}xxcr), estimat- paltry strip of 15 rmh?’v ,
: . . It : .
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stars and peopled planets, Between 1643 end 1658, when aught we know, aB 8% o
is an absolute nothing in g"ve’ Cromwell was Lord Nothing ! And the U"lmh"
'the last reduction. Matter rotector of England. is full of stars ‘eb?g(;'eé"‘
15 now a thin s i ol
o p'ectre‘, more Into thee groups:  igneous thousands of umeﬁ" oy
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existence, the globe we live 0% 4
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This does not end here,
These charges are revolving
round central nuclei. It
gow seems to be established

y the same sort of experim i

atom of matter is a m?croc::r:lainhi}tft;?isaﬂ tha:t vevery
solar system’, We are told that the solid S:;)mlﬁtu're
atf>m, .the perfectly tangible somethiné h§tant1;}1
V.xctonans believed in, is nearly all empt v oich the
diameter of an electron is said to be just S;bSDaCB- N
thousandth part of the diameter of the atoout. 2 f
all the rest of the intervening distance co tm , nearly
lutely nothing--pure space. And if the " a]ms a?)so-
of a cheerful scientist could be believedcaifc Ulations
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all the inter-stellar SP#
nothing—absolutely empt.Y .
All glory to science ¥ g
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day, from generatio®
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On The Look-out

by Charlie Cheese

Reading Time @ About 2 Minutes

like this day by day. (Now don't think that I'm
advertising for a new husband, because I'm not;
I have quite enough trouble with this one) Idon’t
know why men don't come home at the proper time.
They cannot think a great deal of their wives, other-
wise they would be home at the right hour. Mine goes
to work at 9 o'clock in the morning, and I know for
certain that he leaves office at
5 o'clock in the afterncon.
Where does he get to? Its a
mystery to me. There must be
somewhere, oOr somebody who
cater for our menfolk. Now
you married women, what do -
you think about it? Don't you
think it is a shame to treat
us, us what would be good and
loveable wives. %

‘ T really vexes me to keep waiting for my husband

Tt serves you right, say some
of these sympathetic old dames,
or widows, who have not had

. / =
ot who have lost their husbands. = _ b5

Now you married women, if B
your husbands are treating you
like this, you want to do something similar to them.
There's nobody to take pity on us ‘married
women, is there? 1 don’t think there is any wife does
as much for her husband as Ido. I know who's the
biggest fool. I am, for doing what I do for for him.

At 5-30 p.m. when he should be home, his dinner is
ready for him, his slippers on the mat, his water ready
for him to wash and even his spare pipe is filled, so that
he can have his usual smoke after dinner without any
trouble, he is never there. Now I'm going to put a
stop to it, that is to" say IF 1 can, and then if this
doesn’t stop his little game, I will try something else
far stronger.

THE

Well, this is the method 1 am going to adopt. 1
don't know if it will be of any use or not; anyhow
I'll try it out.

I am going out at 3 o'clock in the afternoon, and
arrive back at, well, say 10 o'clock. I am leaving him

"o pipe filled, no slippers on the mat, no dinner on the

table, and furthermore 1 am going to lock all the spare
food up as well as the drinks, so that when he arrives,
he will find nothing ready for
him, and me missing.

On me arriving back at 10
o'clock T will find him lying
on the bed orelsewhere, because
once he comes home, he is far
too lazy to venture out again,
till the morning. He will be
sure to ask me where I had
been. Then it will be my turn
to tell him the little old yarn,
or fairy tale. I think after a
day or so like this, he will
arrive home at the proper
hour, ot if not, I will carry on
with this until he does.

Now you married women, if
your husbands are treating the same on you, you want
to do something like this. 1f you want a few rules to
go by, here you are, as follows:

Put the mat on the doot-step, the slippers on the
garden path, lock all the food up (making sure that
you put the key in your pocket). Then when these
few rules are observed, put yourself under the bed, so
as to catch the lovely words he will say about his
dear beloved wife.

Then the next thing will be, to take him up to the
_High Court and punch his nose.

END
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Reading Time @ About 9 Minutes

T IRTH-Control is to be defined as the process
B of increasing or diminishing, or neither

increasing nor diminishing, population, accord-
ing as people want or please. It is a sort of sinking-
fund or else safety-valve intended to safeguard both
the eugenics and economics of mankind against
indiscriminate and unscientific piling of population
upon population.

Birth-Control may be implemented by mental or
material appliances. The first may befittingly be
pamed the Mahatma Gandhi Method. Like everything
that proceeds from this irradiant son of Ind, it is too
perfect and pure for the common impulses of men and
women in the country. So, relying on Mahatma
Gandhi's word that self-control is at once the royal
road and pilgrim’s path to Birth-Control, the people
of India have been multiplying famously in the firm
belief that as long as there is a mouth to feed so
long will there be food enough to feed it with, and
since every mouth also means two hands, the food
will be bound to get to the mouth sooner or later. It
is claimed that we increased to the extent of about
35 millions in ten years.

The material appliances by which Birth-Control
may be implemented may be called the Margaret
Sanger Method. Like everything proceeding from
Europe or America, it has the advantage of being
impersonal, sensational and scientific, and of un-
limited attraction to the man and the woman alike in
the street, and the masses at large in the country.
Agaih like everything coming from the West, it places
earthly paradise in the forefront of its programme,
regardless of the mystic question whether there is a
God or not, whether man bas a soul or not, and
whether when everything is said the God of the
universe is to be found in the soul of man. Once
more, like all Western things, it carries with it a price
and presupposes some, if only a little, knowledge to
use it. Owing to these factors, the people of India,
exceedingly interested as they are in the method, have
been at once eager and unwilling to take to it, arguing
in their heart of hearts that it will be time enough to
do so when India’s resources begin to show signs of
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irth-Control

by Yen Kay

insufficiency for her teeming and ever more teeming
millions, which is npot going to take place, as all of
us can tell, for many a long day. So from the side of
this method also, the tendency of our population to
multiply is unmistakable, sothat we may fairly be
certain that within T/e next ten years there should
be another 35 million mouths velling for the available
food. Thus, the readers of The Merry will see that

between Mahatma Gandhi’s hermit-mind and Mar--

garet Sanger’s evangelism of sex-life India is pushing
forward for all she is worth with her population
problem,

Eavesdropping from the mind’s listening-hole, I
have just overheard a conversation between Mahatma
Gandhi and Margaret Sanger,

The scene s an unadorned and peaceful room.
There is more window-space to it than wall and roof.
A cool breeze whispers about it. Green leaves hang
in clusters all around from wyoung trees, making
tingling music in the breeze. Mahatma Gandhi sits
on a khaddar bed, plying a takli, His face however
is speckled with the pale light of distant thoughts,
as if the yarn he is spinning will have something to

do with the fabric of society in the India of io-
morrow. Margaret Sanger enters. She has bright
eyes, while @ rather shy and ncrvous snitle flits un-
certainly about her mouth. A kind of missionary zeal
betrays itself now and then in one part or another
of her face. Gandhi looks up, smiling to her likea
child. Sanger responds with many bright wrinkles

- on her cheeks. She sits down, crossing her legs with

guaint effort.

Mahatma Gandhi: You are new to India?

Margaret Sanger: Yes and no, for I know the
women of India already, as if I have been long
with them.

Mahatma Gandhi: I am interested to see you, having
for some time heard of you. So you are preach-
ing the gospel of birth-control ? It is a some-
what ticklish subject, about which people feei and
think all sorts of things,

Margaret Sanger: We're, however, at one in our
aims 1 hope, and have heard.

Mahatma Gandhi: I do often feel that in our
prevailing circumstance of political subjection
the more we are, the worse off we should be.

Margaret Sanger: Iam delighted to hear it. We're
at one after all. My battle is more than half
won, since you agree that India ought not to go
on like this, multiplying her population, and that
it is time a halt was called.

Mahatma Gandhi: Well, most people are at one ip

most things. Only, they go different ways to
them, kicking up no end of dust in doing 50,

to find in the end that everybody is more or less
at the same point from which they started at
the beginning. (He pauses retrospectively .and
then picks up again.) We in India have been
an example to the rest of mankind. The greatest
of our kings abjured the sword and unrolled an
empire of the soul across a hemisphere. That
was nigh on 2,500 years ago. I only strive to
rub off the rust of ages from our heritage. We
are spiritual at the bottom of us. Our women-
folk honour purity before anything. They shan’t
buy an hour's comfert with an ounce of their
own crystal tradition. 1f they cannot have
children, neither will they consent to pleasure.
Knowing this underlying and irremovable inheri-
tance in their natures, I have asked them to try
self-control and achieve thereby the limitation of
their families in accordance with the economic
conditions governing their lives, and thus set an
example to their sisters abroad, of high morality
and of the excellence of soulforce in the daily
pre.occupations of mankind. I am frankly
against your contraceptives. 1, for one, cannot
consent to the flood-gates of indulgence being
opened in this country. We are a long-suffering
nation and I would much rather that we suffered
for ever so long than put an end to our sufferings
at the cost of our ideals.

Margaret Sanger: Let me bow to you many times.
You're a saint. Yoor word is like the word of
God to millions. But Nature is often stronger
than even God. Men and women are bound by
her together. Women cannot resist their hus-

bands any more than men

can resist their wives, I

have searched long and

minutely in the lawbooks of

Nature only to find there is

nothing at all like a statute

of continence included any-
where in them. I know the
women  of three continents
and through them their hus.
bands as well. I have often
seen the pure flower of love,
like the lily of the valley,
springing up from the- rela-
tions between husbands and
wives. I have seen, too, lust
at its apex of blind momen.
tum, and I have been forced
by the logic of human nature
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to tell myself once for all that the thing you call
self-control with such moving solicitude for the
pureness and wholeness of your people is imposs-
ible with women no less than witnh men, even
where the more physical elements of tlie relation
between the sexes are nearly sublimated to a
spiritual mood. Let us then agree at once that
continence is a dream beyond the sky-line of
average human conduct, which as you can tell
from your own experiences is about 99 per cent
of the sum-total of human conduct, that celibacy
contravenes the very institutes of life and is out
of the question for large numbers, that belated
marriages are three-quarters homicide, that once-
a-widow-then-ever-a-widow  besides being an
arbitrary infringement on individual freedom and
choice can hardly touch the fringe of the
problem. There you are! We're now fairly
thrown back on contraceptives as the only exit
out of the problem which, if we do not solve, is
sure to swallow us all. The Contraceptive
Method! Look atit. How handy and beauti-
ful it is! It breaks no law of the body or of the
heart, mind or soul. It unfolds the joy of life.
It obeys the injuctions of Nature and yet reads
them with a higher wisdom. It assures mankind
eternal and higher and higher life. It will stop
up this giddy, drunken cavalcade of nation-
states, economic nationalisms, tarifl.walls and
trade-rivalries, the struggle for exictence, the
race for colonies and outlets for surplus-popu-
lations, the strife between labourers and employ-
ers, between the rich and poor, war, famine and
pestilence. The Contraceptive Method is the
greatest thing yet invented for the welfare of
mankind. Come, let’s strike our hands on it.
Come, your continence can cut little ice, and I
quote the great Scripture of what is happening
in proof thereof. Why, look, they're multi-
plying even as we speak !

Mahatma Gandhi: (He does #ot seem to know what

80

ta do in the face of this torrent of zeal., He
smiles, more like a child than before. His face
is mellowly lit up, His mind appears plunged in
reflection. He now smiles so profusely that there
is a clear diffusion of yellow brightness in the
room. He slowly makes to speak.) There's a
difference between your point of view and mine.
I am content to wait for years before my method
begins to get hold of the realities you speak of.
It’s not as if you can turn a key and unlock a
heaven for us. Besides, you seem to apprehend

only the biological machanism of womenkind,
But it is from the fountain-head of the spirit
that the great excellences of mankind spring.
I'm interested in your work, now that I have
seen you, and 1 would say...

|An unexpected interruption occurs.
A middle-sized figurc, dressed in a
scrupulous dhott, a black long-coat and
a white gourd-like turban enters the
rooin i1 an evident feeling of offence,
which he 1s dotng his best to conceal,
makes @ low obeisance, sitting cross-

legged with practised skill, and begins -

to speak. It s Satyanuurli,|

Satyamurti: I resent this invasion of foreign ladies.
I resent this birth-control. I am a religious soul.
Marriage must increase the race. That is the Law
of God. This propaganda is blasphemous., If we
yield to it there will be no longer any great men
or women in India. Ours is the richest country in
the world. Let us merrily multiply and become a
great nation....

I Another person enters, dressed in a
long loose black gown, a black sash
winding round about the middle of it.
He wears tonsure and long beard, He
is obviously a man of Christ and holds
@ Bible in his hand. He does not
sit, but delivers himself standing,
briefly and pungently.)

Man of Christ: This is unholy, .an uttermost sin
against Nature. DBut the Old Dame may be
trusted to know her job. Look out, you birth-
controllers, she’ll presently arise, red in tooth
and claw, to take sharp revenge !

[The roomt grows hot. The breeze
hushes. The trees begin to stand stilly
as if obseroing. Mahatma Gandhi
quietly dismisses the company with a
quicksilver-like crescent of smile.]

As Margaret Sanger departs she is heard saying:
“ Birth-Control is the modern gospel for the spiritual
advancement of mankind. Do what you will, you
cannot push back the tide of the great new awaken-
ing"’

At which, Mr. Satyamurti and the Man of Christ
look at each other.

THE END

e Lure

Reading Time ¢ About35 inutes

N the village of Bopan there once lived an old
man, Hemandass by name, who was nearl.y
seventy years old. Hari, his son, k‘new that Incsl

father had no money to Jeave him after his death, an
therefore, the old man was nt?t cared for. 'He wa(.is
ill-treated by his daughter-in-law, a.nd hxs.gr;n -
children showed disrespect towards him. His dazs
passed in great misery and wretchedness, and he
Jonged for death. .

* One night Narain, his boyhood frie.nd, visited him.
He saw the miserable state of his ‘frlend. It .was ha
very cold night. Everyone wz}s indoors, while t s
poor old man Was given a place.s in thg verandah m;
no warm coveriag to protect his old bod.y .from t:'le
cgld, Merry voices were heard from within, while

f Lucre
by J. J. S.

the old man lay shivering and quaking outside. This
grieved Narain, who though was as old as his friend,
had a dutiful son who gave every possible comfort .
to his father. He asked his friend after the usual
salutations :

“ Friend Hemuy, it is very painful to see you in this
state at this time of your life. I wonder your son had
the heart to enjoy like this inside, while his old father
is dying in the-cold.”

Poor Hemandass said nothing; but two big tears
rolled down his cheeks. Narain observed this -and
was pained all the mare. For a time neither spoke,
Narain's brain was busy thinking of some plan by
which to make his friend comfortable. An idea oc-
curred to him, The two friends spoke in whispers.
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He took out two rupees from his pocket, dimmed the
oil lamp, and began to throw the rupees on a stone
as if testing them. He went on throwing the rupees
continuously, taking up one and throwing the other.

Hari heard the sound of rupees and was greatly
surprised. He asked his wife and children to be quiet,
and listened intently. He went to the door and opening
it slightly, again listened. He could not see anything
clearly because of the darkness outside. e could only
perceive hazily two figures, one of which he could dis-
cern to be his father; the second hecould not make out.

He opened the door ajar and a shaft of light fell
across the two old men.

As Narain saw the light he got up and said aloud:
“ My friend, at your request I take away this money,
Tomorrow I shall bring your two bags of rupses.”

“Iam not at all in a hurry: and moreover I do not
need the money at present. When I shall need it I
shall have it. You are my trusted friend,” said
Hemandass,

* You are right. But my conscience says I must
give your money back to you. We havegrown very old
now, and God knows when one of us may die. Ihave,
therefore, made up my'mind to return your money.”

* But—"

“ Now, no more of buts. I am bent upon returning
your money, and you know when I say so I mean
it.” So saying Narain went away.

Hari, who had besn listening to this conversation
with a mouth gaping with wonder, came near his
father and said: " What were you talking of, father,
you and uncle Narain?”’

*“Did you hear that, my son?”

* Yes, father, You were talking of some money
which you gave to uncle Narain some years back to
keep for you.” His tone was very loving.

*Yes, Igave him two bags of rupees for safe
custody some years back.”’

* But you never told of it to me.”

“ 1 wanted to surprise you, my boy, on my death-
bed.” And he laughed a hoarse laugh.

For a time neither spoke, and then Hari said:
* Father, I think you should not sleep here. It is very
cold here in the compound, ”

* No, ” said the father. * I rather like to sleep here.
1 don't feel any cold.”

* Anyway, I am not going to suffer you to remain
here any longer. Supposing somebody comes in and
gsees' you here in the open, What will he say?”

“ As you wish, my son,” replied Hemandass con-
descendingly. And so the cot of the old man was con-
veyed to a room, the best in the house.
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Next day-when Narain visited his friend he wag
more than satisfied on seeing his chum's changed con.
dition. In each hand he had a bag which he placed

very carefully on the floor under the cot of
Hemandass.

Hari was not at home at the time, and as soon is
he came in Narain asked him to procure a spade for
digging the ground and burrying the bags. Hari
at once got a spade and on uncle Narain’s bidding
began to dig the ground in a corner of the room of
Hemaudass. When the ground had been dug out four
or five feet deep, Narain got into the pit with the bags
and cautiously placed them down. The excavation
was filled up with earth again.

When the work was done Nurain called Hari to
him and said : * Hari, you must have known the fact
by now that these bags of rupees that we have just
burried in the ground are your father’'s, He gave
these to me for safe-keepiny in my iron safe some
twenty years back. Now, we both have grown very
old and goodness knows when cne of us may pass
away from this world. So I have returned this money.
It wilkof course go to your hands as soon my friend
takes his abode in heaven, where he is sure togo
becauce of the good deeds he had done in his life; he
has not harmed even an aut in all his seventy years.
“All I ask you is not to take the bags out whils
your father lives, as this will trouble your father’s
mind; for he has saved it at great self-denial.”

“Uncle,” said Hari solemnly, “ this money is as
sacred to me as a cow. [ will not touch it so long as
my father lives,” '

“ 1 have every faith in you, my boy. Youare a very

dutiful son. I always praise you for your goodness, "

The advent of the money bags had a magic effect '

on the whole family. Everyone began to respect
the old man and tried to do everything that might
please him,

And so the two bags remained buried in the grouad
till the death of Hemandass. When the various cere-
monies had b:en gone through and the bones of
Hemandass consigned to the holy waters, Hari
thought of taking out the bags of rupees bequeathed
to him by his father. He dug out the ground very
carefully and took out the bags. But, as he put them
on the ground, the sound produced by their contents
was not at all that of rupees—not even that of other
coins of smaller value. ..

They contained pieces of earthenware,

THE END

.

fo @owryls Door

[The tragic story of how three Bengali sisters committed suicide to)

relieve their father of the burden of finding heavy dowries for theirll
marriage.] —Morning Paper.'

Hymen's home may be a bower,

And Hymen’s knot a silken tie ;

But the path often lies through the “marriage dower ’,
And many, who walk it, walk—to die.

Jamuna, Ganga, Debi, girls,

Aged 17, 19, 21,

With souls like sparkling priceless pearls,

To.day, talked to Old Death of what they hawe dane !

To save their sire from Dowry’s frown,

. And heal his aged soul—in blisters.
Death smiled ; and gave, each, a star-set crown ;.
And greeted them : © Welcome ! Paragon-Sisters ! ”

Youth, and Beauty, danced within them
Each looked a Laxmi ; looked a Gowri ;
But, them a wicked world would condemn
To tread the bleeding track of ‘Dowry ™!

Unable, one day, their lot to bear,.

And their heart-broken, aged, father’s woe,

Each sister’s face began to wear

A grim, meaning smile ; they aid : * We will go.”

Each opened the door of a silver cage

And set free the bird of life—through Space !
And, reaching Heaven, in wedlock engage
With adoring angels, and live in Grace !

—@G. K. Pillai,

61-7-n'3—35
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The Other Side !

Reading Time @ About 4 Minutes , by V Vyasa Rao

NOW and always each country and nation has
and will have its own local troubles. Old

The conirast beiween our willingness to bring

troubles will be solved and docketed: about physical changes and our mulish obstinacy in Ty S
ones will b fved in the { jeled; rew maintaining the status quo as regards the man next FH.. « il T
will be solved in the fuliness of time. Each door i di M!ﬂ[liﬂmm‘ﬁ"”ﬁﬂ% '@Wﬂﬁ'm r A '
country’s and nation’s problems are phases of the oor is extraordinary. U W SR h‘mfﬂm)ﬂtﬂm
A thousand keen brains and minds immure them- R Automatic Piloted Plane

Loy

Splitting The Atom

The Wall of Power

larger problem of human endeavour, of progress.

But the greatest question that confronts our
generation is whether the giant stride of physical

change 'around us is not proving a little too fast for

our capacity for adaptation. We are being gorged
with innovations a few too many for our powers of
assimilation. Change there must be, for change is
the law of life. Stagnation spells disaster. It is the
rate at which things are moving that constitutes the
trouble. The danger is that science is sweeping us
on at a giddy pace.

This century has witnessed a great advance in
natural sciences—physics, chemistry, biology etec.
Hidden powers of nature have been dragged to light
and harnessed to our needs, Unhappily the new
power released, the new weapons forged, have not
touched the other side of man. Science is stifling the
soul of man., The opportunities afforded by this
spurt in scientific discovery have been prostituted.

Fundamentally man has remained the same old
irrational animal, bound by inane customs which can-
not see reason in the face, very little removed from
his paleolithic ancestor. While on the physical side
there has been an upheaval, the social sciences have
been almest static, The hiatus between the natural
and social sciences, between the ‘ empire of flesh ’ and
that of the spirit is alarmingly wide. Science has
placed in our hands a gorgeous power. Unfortunately
we have not developed the sense to use it honestly.

Unless we employ the same enthusiasm to the
study of economics, sociology and political science
as we do in the case of the physical sciences, and
apply the results bravely to man’s corporate life,
there appears to be little to sing about our future.
Unless we shed our stale customs and conventions
and begin straightening our relations between man
and man and nation and nation, there is little hope of
peace on earth,

selves in the laboratories. They produce startling
scientific truths. The world thrills to the results
obtained in the laboratory. We enjoy the resultant
benefits. We soar up into the air, we talk to a friend
thousands of miles away, even without a wire between
us. But let someone come out with a wholesome
truth about our eugenical life, with an irrefutable
argument showing up the follies of our economic life,
let someone ask us to share the fruits of industry
equitably. A howl of protest goes up to heaven, For
living and preaching this simple concept of life, they
murdered Christ. Why all this madness? We have .
not developed ‘multilaterally’.

This unreason has blocked man’s progress for
centuries, They burmed Bruno at the stake. They
terrorised Descartes and he suppressed his own books,
Galileo sorted out the solar system to suit the fancy
of his persecutors. The ills that assail the enduring
side of man are treated with nostrums long discredit-
ed. No real honest attempt is made to get to the
bottom of the trouble. Any attempt at a critical and
sympathetic analysis of human affairs is shouted
down. The same analysis in the scientific ;phere is

acclaimed with a fanfare,

Changes in our economic life and social institutions
scare us. The education that is imparted in our
schools is intended to preserve the old traditionalism’
that is stunting our growth. We call the man who
rises in revolt against' this traditionalism an enemy of
society: We call him a crank, a dangerous man, a
Red, a man tampering with the foundations of social

order. »

Science has made things easy for us. It has
annihilated distances. It has given us with a prodigal
hand deadly weapons of destruction. Science is leading
us by a few lengths too many. Unless we catch up
with it by developing our ethical side to match it,
there is not much for us to be optimistic about the

future of the race.
THE END

Baloons In The War



The Educated Tiger

Reading Time @ About 11 Minutes

]IN the days of the Moguls, there was a certain vizier

who was famed for the uprightness of his conduct.
His extortions were practised in a spirit of praise-
worthy magnanimity; and the moderation of his

official peculations was a matter of astonishment even
to himself.

It came to the ears of the vizier that the courts of
the Nawab were exceedingly corrupt. The conscien-
tious minister passed many
hours in meditating upon a
remedy. He was well aware
of the difficulties. His own
father had founded the family
fortune during a meteoric
career as Chief Judge. Just
before the executioner arrived,
this model parent bequeathed
to his heir a summary of the
devices by which the balance
of justice might be tilted,
observing that the information
would doubtless be of value at
a later date,

With this knowledge at his
command, the worthy vizier
felt it would be unwise to
demand a sudden and im-
possible rectitude in the
courts, It was absurd to
suppose that judges would
refuse bribes, or police.
officers tell the truth. It

 would be asking too much to
expect suitors to dispense
with forged documents; and
they could hardly be required
to approach the fountain of
justice in a purely altruistic
spirit. If the courts were to
be cleansed, it must be by subtle means.

a hungry-looking tiger.

The good vizier felt that the great need was a sense
of moral discrimination. In the taking of bribes,
judges should differentiate between the plaintiff’s good
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It was the marabout foilowed docilely by

by Embusque

IHlustrated by Sekar

money and his bad case. Let them commend the zeal
of the police in concocting false evidence, while not
forgetting the probable innocence of the penniless
prisoner. Superb forgeries might receive a meed of
judicial praise, and artistic perjuries enjoy the recog-
nition due to genius ; but in all these matters, let there
be perception and discrimination.

A spirit of mnoral detachment must also pervade the
litigants. In an ideal state of society, it should give

a perjured plaintiff an exquisite spiritual pleasure to
witness the deserved rejection of his suit. Similarly,

a prevaricating policeman should feel 2 glow orf1
honest satisfaction at hearing himself' desc.nbed as a
ingenious liar. Let there only be this universal sertxs;
of discrimination, and there ‘would be contente
judges, happy litigants, and efficient courts. .

In his search for a means to bring. .abm'lt' this
delightful state of affairs, the good vme'r v151te<‘1a
marabout who inhabited a conveniently n.exghb?u'rmg
jungle. Having stated his case, the wise mlfnstler
awaited the observations of the holy b}zt highly-
scented hermit. )

“ I his lower nature,” observed the recluse, = man
is merely an animal.”

The vizier agreed.

“ You wish to endow your people with a sense of
moral discrimination,” continued the ma.rabout.
“ Before making this hazardous experiment with the

human character, we should try its effect on an

animal.” .
“ No doubt,” said the vizier, uncertainly.
N “For the
| \f/\\%\\ purpose of this
= experiment, I

shall use my
neighbour, the
tiger,” observ-
ed the mara-
bout.

“Your neigh-
! bour, a tiger!”
“icried the
vizier, spring-
ing to his feet.

“Itlives
in the next
cave,” said

the hermit, calmly. ‘It used to share this one with
me, but moved next door, asit could not stand the
smell.”

“ Quite so,” said the vizier, fervently.

“ I will start educating the tiger at once,” continued
the holy man. '“As I am already friends with the
animal, and know soms good spells and devotional
exercises, you can expect quick results, Call back in
a month. Good day. ‘Place your offering in the
bowl as you go out.”

The vizier returned a month later, to the very day.
He found a tiger sitting outside the cave, listening
patiently to a harangue from the holy man.

“ Do not be alarmed,” said the hermit. “* My efforts
have been crowned with success. The tiger is now
completely endowed with a sense of moral discrimina-
tion. He will not attack a‘truthful person, such as
yourself.”

“Indeed?” said the vizier, hastily climbing up the
nearest tree.
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Come down,” urged the hermit. ' In any case,
the tiger will observe discrimination.”

“1 am staying where 1 am,” replied the vizier.
"i\/’Vhat do you propose to do, now you have educated
your tiger? ”

“I am going to demonstrate its power of discrimina-
‘tion to the people at large,” said the marabout.

The following morning, the crowd in the prezincts
of the Nawab's courts was alarmed by the approach
of a strong odour of sanctity. It was the marabaut,
followed docilely by a hungry-looking tiger. In the
subsequent scramble, eighteen expert witnesses were
crushed to death, nine lawyers had their pockets
picked, and three judges struggled for th.e pl.ace of.
pride on the top of a pinnacle of the hall of justice.

W1 2100 2 c'a had bi2aa restored
the marabout declared the object of his errand.
He suggested an immediate test of the animal’s
power of discrimination. Let a condemned
criminal be brought to the courtyard, and placed
beside a gentleman of known integrity; and the
tiger would unerringly choose between them.

Somebody proposed the_ Chief Judge for the
second of the two roles, but the learned cadi
sent down a message {rom his pinnacle, deputing
the honour to a leading advocate.

When the condemned malefactor had been
placed beside the lawyer, the educated tiger was
brought forward. The sagacious beast sniffed
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at each in turn, and without hesitation leapt upon
the lawyer and devoured him.

There was a great outcry, and the marabout and
his tiger were driven from the courtyard with stones
and contumely, delivered from a safe distance. But,
that very day, the judgemant of the tiger was vindi-
cated. Another person confessed to the crime for
which the prisoner had been condemued; while it was
discovered that the deceased lawyer had been embez-
zling the funds of the local Bar Association.

In the consequent revulsion of feeling, the educated
tiger was established outside the hall of justice as a
final court of appeal. When a case seemed insoluble,
and the litigants refused to compromise, they were
produced before the tiger. Sometimes it devoured
both the parties;
sometimes only
one of them,
Occasionally it re-
fused to touch
either of the
principals, and
contented itself
with their lawyers,

Owing to the
hazards of an
appeal to the
tiger, business in
the courts fell off
considerably, and
the legal profess-
ion grew dis-
contented. There
was one excéption;
an advocate who
enjoyed extra-
ordinary success in both civil and criminal appeais.
At the first sign of an adverse verdict, this shrewd

lawyer invariably appealed to the tiger; and neither
he nor his clients were ever eaten.

Very soon, the vizier found that the tiger wac a nuis-
ance. Rich citizens, wishing to avoid the payment of
taxes, got into the habit of hiring the shrewd lawyer,
However unfounded their case, they appealed to the
tiger, and got off scot free. Even the vizier's own
exactions were being evaded in this manner. More-
over, the marabout was giving trouble, Sitting in the
courtyard in rags and filth, he had amassed a huge
fortune in presents, and was openly saying that he
alone could influence the verdicts of the tiger. The
position of the worthy vizier was seriously undermined.
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With characteristic energy, the good minister éis—

patched a couple of executioners, with orders to bring'

the advocate before him,

[T . ” . ..
My friend,” said the vizier, “ I am renowned for

my mercy. You have some secret by which you
govern the verdicts of the tiger.

‘ Tell me your secret,
and [ will sparc your life.”

The advo-ate revealed his secret, and then the vizier
made a sign, and the executioners applied the bow-
“string. As the vizier remarked afterwards to a friend,
the mercy of even the most humane of viziers bhas its
limits,

The good minister then sent for the marabout.
“ Your executioners dare not touch me,” sncered the
malodorous ascetic, “Ilveryone knows that T am the
guardian of the
sacred tiger. If
you harm a hair
of my head, you
will be the next
to feel the bow-
string.”

“My dear
fellow !” protested
the  vizier, "I
would not dream
of harming you.
I have sent for you
to do you honour.
You must be
suitably apparelled
to fit your dignity
as the second
greatest maninthe
land. Ho, slaves,
bring silken rai-
ment, and perfumes and a bath—several baths |

The marabout, secretly flattered, suffered himself to
be transformed into a perfumed and silk-clad noble-
man, only feebly protesting that his sanctity required
no other adornment than its own odour. For a few
days, he enjoyed his new state; and then received a
rude shock., A minion of the vizier presented him
with a demand for a positively crushing sum as
income-tax !

“ You cannot make me pay | howled the holy man,
* Sue me if you dare!”

N g l’
N
i

“1 will,” replied the vizier, calmly.

“1 shall appeal to the tiger!” screamed the
marabout.

* Very well,” replied the vizier.

" tiger leapt upon the

On the day of the trial, it was :announced tdtiat t};?
vizier was appearing in person, evxdqently heedless
hazards of a possible appeal to the txger’.‘ .‘

* Forgive my dishevelled appeararnce, }}e ?vp?éo?_s;
ed to the judge. ~ 1n ™Y haste {0 get &ere in time,
er--fell into one of the palace drains.

The case commen-
“ced and ina short while
the courtissued a judge-
ment-summons, on the
marabout for the non-
payment of arrears of
taxes. The marabout
prdmpﬂy appealed to
the tiger.

Playing Fair

The rumour of the
cuit had spread far and
wide, and an immense
concourse gathered
outside  the hall of
justice, in anticipation
of an appeal to the
tiger. Presently the
litigants appeared.
Both seemed calm and
confident.

The judgement of
the court was read,
and the tiger released
from its chain. Though
grown obese from clase
confinement and  av
ample diet, it was still
agile. After the
merest preliminary
sniff, the educated

marabout, and com-
" menced to devour him.
The awe-struck crowd,
loudly applauded the
integrity of the tiger,

SERvANT: The boots

MasTER: He is too early.
boots yet.

epairer has come for his money, sif.

Teli him that I haven't paid for the

“ In that case, we had better feed her to the tiger
afterwards,” said the vizier. “The tiger must be
removed. The beast has given tco much trouble t.o
the government, On the whole, it would be better -if
the courts returned ta their time-hallowed system of

corruption,”’

“ Do what you like,
- old boy,” replied the
. Nawab. “ But tell me;
what was the mar-

about’'s secret, by
i which he controlled
the verdicts of the
tiger? "

*“ He had no secret,”
said the vizier. *‘ The
old fool imagined he
bad educated the tiger;
but he was mistake__n."

“And the lawyer
who always won his
appeals ? "

““Ah; that lawyer
discovered the real
secret. He noticed the
tiger always spared an
appellant who pos.~ss-
ed an odour of—er—
The tiger,
you see. had Jearned to

canctity,

areociate that odour
with its {riend and it
would not attack any-
one bearing a similar
aroma. The lawyer
«imply rendered him-
ce)f and his client
odorous before
coming into court.”

“ And the marabout
did not know this

an integrity that did
not exclude even its ‘f ity
3 rom a verdict of guilty:

o e ace and related the
“ By the way, bhe
11 be

The vizier returned to the pal
ing’ ‘the Nawab.

. morning’s events to th : :
concluded, ** do you think any of your wives Wi
poisoned today ?"

“ | rather think they are pu

tting arsenic in Fati,fna's
sherbet,” replied the Nawab, urbanely, * Why ?

fact?”

“ e did not. Had he been aware of the secret of
the tiger's verdicts, he would never have accepted the
perfumes and fine raiment I bestowed on him the

other day.”

TIIE END
.39

e



Bystander’s

This is the time for smart screen-shoppers {that is
us moviegoers 1), to look back over the film.year just
past and find out which Ten pictures and performances
we remember most vividly.

Let us first make outa list of the Ten pictures
we enjoyed seeing in 1935 and then swap notes, In
judging each one of these pictures let us leave out the
technical problems and concern ourselves mainly
with our ability to enjoy ourselves whole-heartedly,
reacting to it emotionally and to lose ourselves in
its scenes and its characters—in short,
the ten pictures we remember liking most
as innocent bystanders.

There are fourteen theatres in this city
and altogether 560 pictures were shown—
an average of about 11 pictures per week
or less than one picture per week per thea-
tre. In the usual course, each theatre has
two programmes a week,—and all the
theatres were working throughout the

Ba I lOt Byst[;)r'\der

(5) The Barretts of Wimpole Street: A pictures
poem,

(6) Bright Eyes: Shirley Temple— Shirley Tem-
ple—Shirley Temple.

(7) Treasure Island: R. L. Stevenson's story
precented  with such vividness, backed by fine
acting,

(8) Cleopatra: Specfacle, splendour and the usual
good work of Claudette Colbert and Henry Wilcoxon.

(9) Devdas: (Hindi) Wonder Indian Talkie,
engrossing drama, excellent characteris-
ation, ‘faultless direction, faultless every-
thing.

(10) Krishna Leela (Telugu): The
{ finest South-Indian talking picture of a
great, human story, Fine photography,
fine acting and fine work all round.

Each one of these two last is a never.to-
be-forgotten production which left no

year—and there must have been shown, Charles Laughton doubt in the Indian film fans’ minds as to

at this rate, over 1400 films for the year.

But this is not so : only two-fifths of this number have
been seen. The reason for this is that 360 films
wete in English, running for the ‘first run’ only,
and 200 in vernacular, (100 Tamil, 92 Hindi and
8 Telugu) ; most of the Vernacular pictures, Tamil
and Telugu films in particular, ran for weeks and
weeks. In the three of the theatres devoted almost
exclusively for foreign films, some pictures ran for the
second and third weeks.

On my own personal list, I find nearly thirty
pictures above the average. This would mean I had been
seeir g one picture worth remembering every alternate
week. Cutting out this one and slicing out the other,
I have whittled down the list to ten top personal
favourites. They are:

(1) Les Miserables: The screen franscription of
Victor Hugo's powerful indictment of the socio-legal
dispensation under which he lived.

(2) The Lives of A Bengal Lancer: A well-knit

i Rs. 10
and skilful melodrama, so well done that the absence (8) L R B 12 months  Inland Ra, : Forelgn 2
- . UISE RAINER in Escapade. 6 months - " : o
of a full-dress love-story was never felt. Single copy o As 2 . As. 4 .

(3) David Copperfield: - A wistful saga of life and
love in the England of a century ago.

(4) Anna Karenina: The masterpiece of the
Russian saint a woman's racked squl so beautifully
and faithfully portrayed,
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its excellence and leadership.
THE TEN FAVOURITE PERFORMANCES ?
(1) FREDRIC MARCH in Barretts of Wimpole
Street, Affairsl of Cellini, Anna Kavenina, Les
Miserables, Death Takes ¢ Holiday, and The Dark

Angel.

(2) CHARLES LAUGHTON in Ruggles of Red-ga;,
Les Miserables, and Barrctts of Wimpole Sireet.

(3) WALLACE BEERY in Treasure Island, Viva
Villa, and Mighty Barnum,

(4) FREDDIE BARTHOLOMEW in David Copperfield
and Anna Karenina.

(5) CLARK GABLE in It happened One Night and
Call of the Wild.

(6) CLAUDETTE COLBERT in Cleop atra, It
Hatpened One Night and Imitation of Life,

(7) SuirLEY TEMPLE Now and For Ever, Little
Colonel and Bright eyes.

"_;(9) VEMUR! GAGGIAH in Krishna Leela.
(10) Skt RANJINI in Krishna Leela.

1935 discovered such players as Josephine Hut-

chinson, Luise Rainer, Robert Taylor and Eleanor
Powell,
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