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SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

!
In the course of a speech at, In the Assembly, Sir N. N Sir-
Birmingham, Sir Austen Chamber- | car srnatched the Gandhli(,ap of
lain bhas approved the Govern- i Mz, Anantba:;a_.yanam Alyangar,
ment’s new Defence proposals. - and put it on lis head,

It must be gratilying to We arenot however told if it
Mr. Baldwin that he has not been \ fitted him'!

reproved again! . " ¥

'S . * N
Commenting upon the DBritish
. defence estimates, the Air Minis-

~ [ 1
Marshal Badoglio hanno:ir;;:tséi ter says that the world knew that
for the third time, the com ! Britain would never use her

conquest of Tembien. ' power for aggression.

1ine |
We arfe‘ umble‘ to Y,:l;iée,m i Tt would be more correct to say
whom he is out to convince : | thar the world knew that there

* * * ' was no scope for it}

\ [ * *
Mussolini has ordered the open- |
ing of a museum for collecting Replying to the criticisms on
War-lies in connection with the[ the budget, Sir James Grigg re~}
present campaign. | marked that his job was to cee
| that Provincial Autonomy was
His own should easily take | given an wndisturbed start.
pride of place. '
Which is a clear indication that

‘

* * [ we wiil be where we are!
. ‘{ * * *
In addition to the discovery of?
a substitute for petrol, Hltfler& Mr. Parker of the Bombay Euro-
announces the manufacture o a pean Chamber of Commerqe says
substitute for rubber. | that India is fortunate in her
. et | financial situation on account of
We doubt however if he is ye | her attachment to the sterling,

inclined to provide a substitute for i and allegiance to the Crown.
i
|

himself.
This has naturally enabled the

i
i

* * * British Government to take ex-
. clusive care of the pound!
In Germany last year, more: , ‘
M |
births but fewer marriages were «
recorded. ! The High Commissioner of

| Malaya says that he doss not
| know of any country in which
lors! ifo:eigners were appointed to ad-
o | ministrative posts.

At this rate, Germany might
become the paradise of-—bache-

* * * .
India is the exception that con-

A Mecca man is said to have a clusively proves the rule!
remarkable nose which enables him . y "

e — = N
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said that they were both grown-up
school-boys.

And so had to leave schoal
prematurely !

* * *

Said Sir Mahomed VYakub: ‘I
warn the Government: Streng-
then your defences,’

The Government, we hope, will
be warned betimes, and not look
to him for help,

* * *

Referring to the Tobacco Bill,
the Revenue Member announced
in the local Council that it would
be dropped for the present.

The public may chew it for
what it is worth,—for the present!

* * *

Speaking at Lahore, Mr. Jinnah
caid: ' India’s interests are sacred
to me and nothing would induce
me to budge an inch from them.'

Still, we are watching his move-
ments with much interest.

* « *

A correspondent complains
about the gaps in the B. B,C.
programme,

Perhaps he would like them to
be filled up with gags!

* * &

Sir James Grigg denied the sug-
gestion of a mermber in the Council
of State that distress gold was
being exported:

uy
We agree that if it had a

to judge the character of others. ' '
o Mr. Shaukat Al compared him-

Apparently, it pokes for itself ! self to the Finance Member, and | wouldn't go out of it !

feeling at all for the country, it




Abyssinia

THE recent developments in the war

between Italy and Ethiopia have been
startling in their suddenness. Italy claims a
big victory. Mussolini cries exultingly :
“Facts speak for themselves,” but quite
naturally embroiders them for the special
consumption of the sorely tried and bewilder-
ed country with which he is monkeying
about.  This victory has curiously enough
synchronised with the attempts of England
and France to flourish the olive branch once
more. M. Flandin has appealed to the Dicta.
tor not to aggravate the situation. The Negus
has promptly accepted the offer, as he has
always shown his inclination to do so. What
is the inwardness of it all? We may indulge
in aguess. The rainy season is about to
commence. A long period of inactivity and
all the dangers implied in it are facing Mus-
solini. A supreme effort was made to manu.
facture a victory, and propaganda was put on
to make it as spectacular as possible in the
estimation of world-opinion. This saves the
face of the Dictator, and enables him to
agree to hear counsels of peace once again, in
the manner of one conferring a favour instead
of having to receive it. The motive of
prestige, so important where Europe and its
colour are ranged against the blacks is some-
thing which suits England and France even
more vitally than it does Italy. It is almost
impossible for the Negus to hope for better
terms than those which were decided upon by
the Hoare-Laval combine, at a time when Italy
was, in a military sense, nowhere in the
picture. Psychologically therefore, the present
is a favourable moment—perhaps the most
favourable moment--for a dictated peace to
Ethiopia. We may be almost sure that the
pathetic request of the Negus for it to be
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and After

within the framework of the League will be
complied with literally. No shock will be
given the puritan conscience in England or
elsewhere, and the dismemberment of Abys.
sinia may be expected to be accomplished
to the time-honoured accompaniment of sancti-
Monious expressions of peace on earth, honour
among free-booters, and goodwill among
men inwardly snarling like wolves at one
another.

Germany has taken another step forward.

She has denounced Locarno ; and is marching
her troops into the de-militarised Rhineland.

The British defence estimates are published,
and provide for an era of armaments activity
which is most certainly the beginning of a new
ominous chapter. Mr. Wells in his screen
version of the Shape of Things to Come
predicts the next world-war for 1940. Britain
hopes by then to be the strongest power to
prevent it by fighting any combination of
powers with a view to prevent future wars,
exactly as the last war was fought to prevent
the next war. Armament shares, we are told,
are booming ; so will the guns, not merely in
the battle-fields but over our towns and the
whole country-side. We in this country are
as likely to be the victims as the citizens of
London or of Berlin or of Paris. All this
could have been avoided if the rise of Hitler
had been seized by the European powers for
a revision of the Versailles Treaty. It would
have taken the wind out of that sinister move-
ment which has cast a shadow that has now
covered, like a pall, the whole aspect of
European and hence world diplomacy. But,
Governments all the world over, have a
double dose of original sin, and never show
signs of grace in time. It is a poor outlook for
Everyman ; heat least might learn something.




That the silly incident about the
Simla YMC.A, and Professor
Ranga is still  exercising the
minds  of people in Madras ic
evidenced by the fact that it is
still being discussed in the public
conveyances,

“ What do you thisk of that
Himalayan cheek 2™ a Mohamme-
dan gentleman asked me in the bus
the other day.

" Himalayan is right,” I said,

“ But don’t you think we need
putting our own house in order ?”
he asked,

* Meaning......?"

“ The other day I went into a
nea-coffee hotel,”

* What for 2™

“ Tor a cup of coffee, of course.
And I sat at a table. The waiter,
or secrver, or whatever you
Hindus call kim, with hair all awry
like a tipsy jatkawallah, came up
to me and directed wy attention to
a placard in a corner of the room,
with the legend : ' Recerved 1'or
Mohammedans .’

. “ Quite interesting,” I said.
What did you say ? "

“Isaid, ‘Look here, my dear
fellow, I care a couple of shakes
for your filthy communal coffee.
You serve me right here, or out 1
go, and you with me to hear what
I have got to say’.”

* And then?”

" And then he said, ‘ Very well,
sir, but please remove vyour
Turkish cap, and I'll get you a
nice cup of coffee '”

“Did you?” 1 asked breath-
lessly.

6

The

“ Not on your life. I just looked
at bim as ex-king  Amanulla look-
ed at the Afghan mullahs. The
coflee was forthcoming in a trice.
What do you think of it?”

(1} v . .
Himalavan,” T said.

But T doubt if thrs Mohamme-
dan friend is a student of compa-
rative religion. If he was, he'd
have appreciated the objection of
that chap in the neo-coffee hotel.
In the second appendix (o the
Adharva Veda, Indra says that
Mohammedans, in or outside a
Turkish IFez, may not enter a neo-
restaurant and demand coffee. The
same tenet was elaborated by
Manu in his own beautiful, lucid
way in his monumental work. In
the fifth cliapter, under the head-
ing, ‘ Neo-Coffee Hotels, Conduct
Of ’ be says: ‘' No Mohammedan
shall, as a matter o! right, demand
to be served coffee in a Neo-
Coffee Hotel outside the room
reserved for them. Provided always
that the server (who shall he treat.
ed with great respect) may, at his
discretion, serve the said coflee to
a .Mohummedan in the general
Hindu hall, if the said Mohamme.
dan removes his Tuwkish Fey
gracefully.”

Bhishma, too.on his bed of arrows
tguched this subject in his great
discources with Yudhishtara.

I am not defending the cheek of
the waiter under discussion. It is
a matter between the waiter and
his wife. What I am trying to
show is that that chap was only
upholding the traditions of his
religion. I don’t see why any man
should get huffy about it,

X

Thg lgtest addition to our
constitutional theory and practice

March

By The Man

is the idea of an * off-season’ in
Grovernment.  Our Chief Minister
has to go to Europe on private
affairs.  Like many others, big
aud small, he has a very human
fondness, T suppose, for having
his cake and eating it too! Un.
fortunately, our very elastic
covstitution  with  its wonderful
capacity for accommodating
persons more than principles for-
got to provide for 'ministers on
leave’. The theory is : either they
are inoffice or out. They can't
be in and out at the same time,
So we owe the idea of an *off-
season’ to some constitutional
puniit who chooses to remain
anonymous. If there is an off-
seasonm, there is tremendous scope
for retrencliment. But presumably,
the off-season is only for work,
not for the pay, power and other
plums associated with office.
Dyarchy was at birth a freak:
its progress has heen marked by
freaks ; and if the present proposal
comes to pass, it may end in a
frealk.

x*

A South Indian paper says that
a scheme has been submitted to
the Madras Corporation for the
improvement of the sewage of the
City.

I wassurprised. Madras, I think,
is ranked fourth in importance in

of Events

On The Move

Indian urban vatues. Whoever i_s
responsible for this ranking busi-
ness, had not obviously taken mto
consideration the sewages of the
major cities of India. If he had, he
would bave placed Madras at the
top, because the sewage of Madras
is something exceptional. Nowhere
in India do you find or smell such
nice sewage as you do in Madras.
I have seen and smelt representa-
tive sewages of India, in Rangoon,
Calcutta, Bombay, Karachi ;.md
so forth: but they are really miles
behind what Madras has to offer
in this line. The sewage in other
cities is struggling bravely for an
expression with a powerful com-
bine of tarmac and petrol smells.
Here in Madras its sewage has
led and is leading all the smells of
civilisation by about a couple of
lengths, if the Madras Turf Clu_b
will pardon my poaching on their
preserves. I maintain, therefore,
that the Madras sewage needs no
improving. We are the prqud
heritors of a fine sewage, whlch
welcomes us like a dear friend
every few yards in the streets. 'If
we monkey with it, surely we will
sink down into a third class power,
as they say at the Naval

Conference.

»

In his valedictory add'ress to t'h‘e
members of the Rawmakrishna Mis-
sion Students Home, D_r.
Parameswaran of the Presidency
College, Madras, said some mce
thipgs. He said there was quite a

mouthful of tatk around us of the
importance of Sanskrit culture.
The ordinary man found that
Sanskrit culture did not pay.
Whatever Sanskrit might have
done to India what time John
The Baptist was living on locusts
and wild honey in Juda, it was
hardly the gouds today. Where was
the fun, asked Dr. Parameswarn
in effect, in shoving Sanskrit down
20th century throats, which needed
the shoving of well-cooked rice and
dhal.

Where, indeed! Sanskrit
has fallen on evii days,
and there is not an earthly for
its come-back. 1'll tell you a story
which is a true-life story. In fact
the character which dominates the
dramatis personac is myself.

A decade ago I fell a prey toa
strange malady. My aunt bargain-
ed with Venkatachalapathi, the
God of the Seven Hills of Thiru-
pathi, on my behalf, to set me
right. In return for which boon,
she offered Him (without consult-
ing me) the hair of my head, to be
shaved clean in His Presence on
the hills. I got better through
divine interveption. My aunt put
twenty-five rupees in my pocket.
kissed me and sent me to Thiru-
pathi to redeem the hirsute mort-

gage.
I arrived at Thirupathi.

It is astonishing what & lot of
chaps there offer ycu advice aud
help. Their urbanity _and kindness
bear a direct proportion to your
idiotic looks. I was mug enough
to accept the advice and help
of a dozen godly people who
mobbed me as I set foot on
Thirupathi platform, My young
limbs trembled at the prospect of
ascending seven lhills to arrive

before the Divine WMortgagee.
Half-a-dozen kind-hearted advisers
advised me (three of themn actually
simpered and shed surreptitious
tears) to go up in a dolf, a cradle-
like contraption dangling from the
middle of a stout bamboo pole
borne by two lean chaps. With
almost unhuman kindness they
settled the fare for six rupees
(which 1 learnt later was 600%
above the legitimate limit). I was
carried to the hill-top. I got my
head beautifully shaved and went
to the tank for the dip befoie
darshan. The colour of sin is
believed to be black; but really
it is green. All the sins washed
away in that tank get mixed in
that water and turn it into a
beautiful opalescent green. As I
inserted my head into those grcen
waters, a priest popped up and
asked me if my papa was living.
I asked what the blazes had he got
to do with it. ** Because,” said the
holy man, *if your papa is dead,
you have got to offer tharpanam to
his soul. Otherwise...... " He
shook his head sadly.

“ Otherwise ? "

* Otherwise it will be uncom-
fortable for his soul.”

* Oh, and what is tharpanam ?”

* Nothing. Just stare at me
and I will do the rest.”

So I stared at him, I must say
offering tharpanam is a compli-
cated affair ; it calls for extraordi-
nary mental alertness in the priest
who officiates at the function. He
kept up an incessant mumble,
scratched various parts of his
body, exchanged jokes with ano-
ther priest down a few steps in the
tank, bargained with another clean
tonsured party from Mysore,
ordered me at appropriate mo-
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ments to insert my head into the
waler, all at the same time, bever
losing the thread of his mumbling
chant. After this homage to my
father’s soul by proxy was donre, [
held out an anna-piece to the priest
which I considered a fair wage for
the services rendered. ‘The priest
shook his head with an expression
more of sorrow than anger. ' Re-
member, young man,” he said,
*that the soul of your dear papa
is Jooking at you this moment,
Anything you give me is not for
me, but for vour papa. Don't
make him sad. One rupee is the
migimum,”

To cut down two chapters from
this story, I descended the hills
with my pockets innocent of cash.
For two days Istarved. I had
not even the price of a post-card
to apprise my aunt of the situa-
tion. I wandered in the streets,
In my wanderings, I came upon
party of seven gentlemen who
looked like minor editions of God
Venkatachalapathi. They were
sitting on a pial. One edition was
reading aloud out of a Sanskrit
book and another edition was
" translating it into Telugu for
the benefit of the other editions.
I approached them humbly and
praved them to help me. I spoke
in Telugu. “ Goaway 1" said seven
tongues. [ noted their rapt, reve-
rent looks as the chap read the
Sanskrit book. So I thought 1
would enlist their sympathy if
said my say in Sanscrit. I re-
membered odd bits of Kalidasa's
Kumara Sambliavam. | cleared
my throat and b=gan:

wEgaEt (Fia IJaear
featadt ara anfaoa: )
qatact dafeft @

fexa: giuear ga qragoe:

aew ar Afzfgsanar
TISTG ATE T IS |
ST ATTAT
FTAET SqTatHT Sy |

The first sloka means that
Himalaya, the Emperor of Mount-

8

ains, is in the North, his two termint
projecting one into the Western
sea, and the other into the Eastern
sea like a yard stick to measure
the world.

The second sloka¢ means that
the waistline of Parvathi is not
there at all; you need a telescope
to Jocate it. And she has three
lovely folds above her navel, darling
steps on which young Cupid would
run to reach for nameless pleasures.

The great poet’s imagery herein
indicaled is very nearly sublime.
It would melt the heart of a stone.
But the seven blighters to whom [
recited these slokas just shooed me
away, which shows that Dr. IPara-
meswaran is perfectly right wien
he said that Sanskrit culture
doesn’t pay in these days.

Alter this Sanckrit fiasco 1 got
a piece of paper and wrote on it.

o P s S P

To whom it May Ccncern.
This boy is an orphan. He
is suffering from loss of
memory. He belongs to
Vizagapatam. Please, kind
people, restore him to his
place.

I pul the paper in my pocket
and boarded 2 hone-bound train.
I was stopped at various places en
route by the railway officials. [
assumed throughout the best idiotic
look 1 was capable of. [hey
searched me and found the bit of
paper. Everybody patted my head
kindly, from the guard down to the
pointsman.  1%ellow  passengers
raived subscriptions for me. And
so 1 reached home with twenty
rupees in my pocket and a
thousand benedictions following

me.

Wife (reading aloud): ' Matrimony, said the poet, is the haven

where two ships of lite meet, ’

Husband: Then | have met a warship.

Laugh With The World

Electrician ; Bill, catch hold of two of these wires,
Rill: All right.
Electrician : Feel anything?
Bill: No.
Electrician: All right, don’t catch bold of the other
two—there’s 5,000 volts in them.
—Pearsou’s Weekly,
¥ ¥ % *
An Admiral was examining candidates for the Navy.

“Tell me,” he asked one young spark, “what must
an Officer be before he can have a funeral with full

Naval honours?”

“ Nead,” was the prompt reply !
% %

—Bverybody’s.
» %

“1y this scene, Miss Trimm, the young man rushes
into the room, grabs you, binds you with a rope from
head to foot, and then smothers you with kisses,”
explained the film director.

“1{g the young man tall, fair and handsome?” the
actress asked.

“ Yes. Why?” he asked.

“Then he wouldn't need any rope,” she replied.

—Answers.
* ¥ ¥ *

The determined-looking man was trying to fill in
an M. O. form with a postoffice pen. He made
several attempts but all in vain. Finally he turned to
the girl behind the counter and gave a grunt of disgust,

“1s this pen by any chance the one King John
signed Magna Carta with?” he asked.

“ Ipformation and inguiries last window on the left,”
she replied, withoot looking up. ~—Famorist.

* * * *

The theatre was in an uproar,

¥ They're calling for the author,” said the manager.

“ But I can’t make a speech!” replied the man
responsible for the play.

The manager grabbed the playwright and impelled
him alovg the passage. As he shoved him towards
the curtain he said, curtly:

“ Well, just go in front and tell them you're sorry.
- —Answers.

’

Be14—3—36

Rex: 1 suppose you think I'm a perfect idiot?
Roherta:  Ob, none of us is perfect.  ~—Answers.
* * * *

Judge: Have you anything to say ?

Defendant: No, Your Honour. Those beautiful
women on the jury, however~1I mear, the wonderful,
youthful, graceful—

Counsel; 1 obiject, Your Honour.

Defendant: They are beautiful women, and [~

Judge: It is no use—we may as well dismiss the
case right now, ~~Tit Bits.

¥ * * *
Looker-on: 1 ean’t understand anyone missing a
putt as short as that,

Golfer: Let me remiind you that the hole is only
four and a quarter inches across and there is the
whole world outside it. —College Humor.

% ¥* * *
“1 haven't much time for meals,” said the bus

driver, and added shymingly: * So I have generally a
bite at the wheels.”

"That's a bit tough, I should think” caid the
listener. —-Irishmart.

* * # *

“I'ma clever magician. 1 can turn a glass of
water into a glass of wine in no time.”

“Then you're the chap we want at our party this
eveninz.”
* To entertain the guests?”
“ Noj; to supply the wine.” ~Tit Bils.
¥* * * *
*Have you any complaint to make ?” asked the
prison governor.

* Yes,” replied the prisoner ; *“ the prison walls are
not built to scale.” —Tory Times-Record.

* * * *

" Why did you stop singing in the choir 1 *
" Because one day [ didn’t sing and somebndy asked
if the organ had beer: repaired.” —~Tit Bits,
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HE park was deserted. It was the rainy season
and the people for whose brick-and-mortar
soul the park was intended as a =alve, preferred

to stay indoors with a warm skin rather than enjoy crib-
bed and cabinned nature and get soaked by a probable
downpour. On a bench in that deserted park on a
certain evening sat a young man with a bright eye.
He was passing his time by counting the hairs on his
left fore-arm. A man who sits in a lonely park urder
a lowering sky counting hirsute entities must be an
optimist. IRamlal was an optimist, Presently he
senced a disturbance by his side. He looked up. He
saw a man of about the same age as himself in the
act of sitting by his side. Ramlal took in the man
with an appreciative eye. He noted however that
the other man had something weighing on his mind ;
his gloomy face proclaimed it.

“Sit down, lots of rorm,” said Ramlal. “It
is nice to have the whole park to ourselves,
what?"

The newcomer gat down, muttering his thanks in
an undertone. Ramlal gave up his hair-counting and
said: “This causation of rain which they teach at
school has always struck me as funny, I—"

“I care too hoots for rain and its origin,”’ said the
other. “I am inno mood to talk. Mind your own
business.”

“1 won’t. Have a heart, old man, We are only
two here. The rain might come down any moment,

10

The Big Idea

By Jyeshta

Reading Time @ About 6 Minutes

though like you I have no great respect for it. Come,
let me share your sorrows., What is biting you ?”

It is impossible to be angry with a man who talked
like that. The stranger smiled in spite of himself.

“ My sotrows ?  Oh, nothing much—I mean to say
—but who the devil are you to share my sorrows?
They are not sharable,”

“ Hear him ! ”’ Ramlal apostrophised the surround-
ing trees. “Whnoam I? Here you are! My rame is
Ramlal, age 26, was surprised last year when I found
my name in Maths Honours pass list, rever cared
much for girls, am an orphan, got a sister of sorts,
unemployed, can beat Gandhi in optimism by a few
lengths, and don't care a damn what happens to me.
Now, tell me one like that.”

The other man laughed. He related his biography
in turn. It appeared his name was Naundalal, and he
was let down by his girl badly., Hesaid he hated all
women. I am now a misanthropist,” he concluded,
“ and I want to get far far away from all this mess.”

* Unemployed ? "

“Yes. But [ don't care. Father left me a little
pile to sit on.”’

“ Fine! And where are you going?”

“Don't know, yet. Know of any place where one
could live alone far away from the haunts of man, and
particularly woman?”’

Ramlal considered for a moment. “I have heard
that the Gavernment are throwing open large tracts
of jungle for :ultivation in the Vizagapatam Agency.
All hills, dales and brooks, you know. You ought to
find there a poultice for that bump on your soul. They
are selling the land for next to nothing, too. Pioneer-
ing business.”

Nandalal regarded Ramlal critically.

“Look here, my dear chap,” said Nandalal, ‘how
about we two going there.”

“ But yousaid you were a misanthropist. And
then, my father did not leave me little pile to sit on,”

“Re the first, 1 am a misanthropist where only
women are concerned, As for the second, I will find
the outlay; you be my working partner.”

" Then, you have my vote.”

A month later, after the preliminaries were settled,
the two friends moved to the Agency. They occupied
a fine plot of land which included two small hills and
a brook in it. The Government encouraged pioneers to
settle there, and they handed out huge tracts of land
for nominal prices.

With the help of the primitive folk who lived in
hamlets all over the place, the two friends built a log
house on the estate. They cleared a corner of the land
and started pine-apple farming on a small scale,

One year passed. Their pioneering effort was a
great success. They planted pine-apple all over the
estate ; they prospered, and they were happy.

Complete happiness is vouchsafed to few, Nandalal
fell ill. It was malaria. Ramlal did his best, loyal
friend that he was, to alleviate his friend's suffering.
He was just able to guard his friend from complica-
tions. No doctor was available within a radius of
75 miles. In his half-conscious moments, the patient
muttered the name of Leela.

So Leela was the girl who sent this chap to the
Agency, thought Ramlal. He had a big idea. If only
he could get this girl here to nurse his friend, all
would be well. Orhe might get morbid and die. He
ran to Nandalal's room and ransacked his boxes. He
gathered all the papers and letters he found in them
and read each one of them patiently. At last he came
upon an old letter written {rom Vizagapatam by one
Banoji. In that letter the name Leela occurred thrice,
Ramlal noted the address of the man who wrote that
letter. He sent a farm-hand to the small railway
station five miles away with a telegram to Banoji. The
telegram said:

Nandalal delirious raving about Leela rush her
here to nurse him that is the only hope left

reply express.

That evening Ramlal got a reply from Banoji saying
that Leela was on the way to the estate. Early next
morning Leela, more a dream than a girl, appeared at
the log-house with all the paraphernalia necessary for
attending on a sick man. Immediately she came she
changed into a nurse’s uniform and got the patient in

hand.

In a few days the fever left Nandalal., Withina
fortnight he was convalescing. One morning Leela

went on a hike over the estate with a farm servant as
escort, Nandalal sat on the verandah of the log-house
with a smile on his lips, looking dreamily at the
hills in the distance. Ramlal returned from his
morning ride and seeing his friend smiling happily, he
came up and greeted him jovially.

“ Getting on famously, aren’t we ?”'

Nandalal grasped his friend's hand gratefully,

** That was a big idea of mine, getting Leela here,
what ?” said Ramlal,

*“ Big is not the word, Ram. You have brought me
happiness which I never hoped would be mine,”

“Tut, tut. I am awfully glad, old chap, that you
and Leela are reconciled at last. Great thing reconci-
liation, what ?

A puzzled look came inte Nandalal's eyes. “ Re.
conciliation ? How do you mean?”

* Leela is the girl who kicksd you somewhere some
time ago, isn't she ? "

“ Right. Bat thisis not that Leela, This one is a
nurse in King George’s hospital, Vizagapatam. This
is the sister of Banoji whom you wired for help.”

* Then what the blazes did you mean when you
said that I brought you happiness and all that rot ? "

‘I asked Leela to marry me, and she said—"'
“ What? " howled Ramlal.

* And she said ' yes "

THE END
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Sher Afghan

Lteading Time @

"] HE Sixteenth century was drawing to its weary

close. In far off Turkomania an impoverish- 3 frightened at the intrusion, unceiled itsel{ and glided

ed but well-read young man, Aiyas, loved a 3 away. Alyas bore the haby to his wailing wife

girl, and eventually married her. The country was
poor; opportunities were few. DBut Aiyas putupa
brave fight to earn enough to keep his wile in
comfort. All his yreat diligence notwithstanding,
Aiyas barely made -enough to keep the home fires
burning. Aiyas, encouraged by his

About 9 Minutes

distracted fathet rushed &l the snake which

Providentially a merchant caravan came on the
scene. With the kind help rendered by the merchants,
Aiyas and his fammly reached Lalore where Akbar was
holding Court. The distant relative on whose help
Aiyas counted did not fail him. 1le gave Aiyas

a jub under him.

wife, decided to leave the land of
his birth ‘and seek his fortune else-
where. India was famed for her
riches. Fact and fable helped to
spread prodigal stories of ihe
wealth of Ind. In those days
Afghan and Turkomanian adven-
turers found in India the consum-
mation of their ambitions.

So Aivas, who had a rela-
tive at the Court of Alkbar,
started on the long journey to
India. His wife was with child.
He placed her on a horse which
was as starved as the couple
were, and lead the way on foot.
Their progress to the land of

Nyas was an able man and
diligent. Ilis abilities came under
the notice of the Itmperor. He
rose from honour to honour at
Court, and finally Akbar IPadusha
made him the Treasurer of his
Empire.

Meanwhile Aiyas’s daughter who
played with crawling death i the
desert, grew up as Mecher Unnissa
—literally, Sun of Women. Her
title to that name was no hyper-
bole. She was one of the loveliest
beauties of the Moghul Empire,
Now that money was his to com-
maad, Alyas gave his daughter an

promise was painfully slow. On
the way Aiyas’s wife was delivered
of a baby, a girl, in the inhospitable desert,

The woman was too weak to nurse or carry her
baby. So was the poor horse which tottered under her
puny burden; so was Aiyas. To stop in the
desert for a few days meant certain death. There
was no food around | and wild beasts prowled at large
in the nights. After a heart-rending debate they
decided to abandon the baby. They laid 1t under a
scrargy tree aud turned Indiaward. Barely had the
cavalcade covered a mile when the woman began to
wail loudly for her forsaken baby. She refused to
proceed further unless Aiyas restored her baby to her,

Aiyas returned to the ttee. As he neared the tree
a terrible sight met his eyes. A huge black snake
encircl-d the tiny body of the baby, and spreading its
hood swayed murderously over the baby’s head. The

id

—l education that few women in those

days aspired for. She excelled in
the fine arts, singing, dancing and painting. Her wit
was peerless, ag her beauty was matchless.

One day Aiyas gave a feast in honour of the Heir
Apparent, Salim. According to the custom of the
times, the ladies of the household were introduced, in
their veils, to the principal guests. Meher Unnissa
was only too conscious of her beauty and accomplish-
ments. Should she not let her roysl guest, Salim, the
future Emperor, have a glimpse of her beauty and
accomplishments ?

She danced, and sang as she danced. Her supple
swaying body draped in dream clothes and the enthral.
ling melody of her voice made Selim her slave. The
Prince kept his seat by a superhuman effort  As if by
accident, in one of her movements, Meher Unnissa
dropped her veil for a fleeting moment and stood

The Noble

revealed, shy and demure, in all her radiant beauty
before the Prince. In the flow of wit that followed
the entertainment, Meher Uanissa struck brilliant
form. Her conquest of Salim was complete.

Meher Unnissa was betrothed to a luminary at Court,
Sher Afghan, a nobleman of Turkomanian origin,
renowned all over the Empire for his superhuman
bravery and integrity. Love-maddened Salim prayed

V. Vyasa Rao

were to atrive any neirer the object of his heart there
was only one way—death to Sher Afghan,

Jehangir recalled Sher Afghan to Court and accord-
ed him a kind reception. Sher Afghan was flattered,
He thouzht that his King forgot his boyish love,
One day the Emperor accompanied by Sher Afghan,
cavaliers of his Court and a large party of huntsmen
set out to hunt atiger which was terrorising the country-

side. They traced the -beast to its

his father to cancel the engage-

ment of Meher Unnissa and Sher
Afghan, that he might marry the
girl himself. But Akbar was not
called The Great for nothing. He
dismissed his son from his presence
with a curt admonition. He refused
to insult so good and brave a man
as Sher Afghan,

Salim nursed his love but dared
not do anything while his father
was on the throne, Presently Sher
Afghan, and Meher Unnissa were
made man and wife.

The state of Salim's heart, how-
ever, was no secret in the imperial
capital and beyond. The toadies

lair, The hunters hemmed it on
all sides. Jehangir, so the story
goes, asked which of his officers
was prepared to fight the tiger
single-handed. Two officers ad.
vanced and begged the Emperor to
let them try conclusions with the
beast. At this moment Sher
Afghan stepped out and volunteer-
ed to fight the tiger with bare
hands. The Ewmperor, after a show
of great reluctance, agreed. This
would seem to suggest that there
was a strain of Braggadocio in the
make-up of Sher Afghan. Buat
there is nothing on record to indi-
cate that he ever bragged of his
prowess. It was bardly likely there-

and sycophants at Court {awned

on their future King and made

red eyes at Sher Afghan who dared to annoy the
Prince by marrying Meher Unnissa, Sher Afghan left
the royal court in disgust and moved to Bengal as
the superintendent of Burdwan.

By and by Selim ascended the throne under the
title Jehangir. Undamped by paternal check, his
gmouldering love for Meher Unnissa leapt into flame.
True, Jehangir was absolute in his public and private
affairs.  Nobody could question his doinzs. He could
wrest Meher Unnissa from Sher Afghan, if he liked.
But he did not dare to do so. Outside the narrow
circle of despicable sycophants at Court, Sher Afghan
enjoyed a great popularity in the land not o?l'y on
account of his noble origin, his distinguished military
service under the late emperor and his superhuma'n
bravery, but also for his integrity. So if Jehangir

fore that he should have volunteer-
ed to fight the beast unarmed. He got his name by
killing a lion, Sher Afghan meaning Anmhiator of
the Lion. It is more likely that someone, if not the
Emperor him:elf, twitted Sher Afghan on his lion.
killing exploit and ridiculed him. With a gesture of
contempt Sher Afghan must have offered to fight the
tiger in this suicidal fashion. Whatever the truth of
of the matter, Sher Afghan stepped out unarmed and
thrilled a thousand spectators by a fight never witnessed
by mortal man. He killed the tiger, though he was
badly mauled in the encounter. This second kill of
Sher Afghan redoubled his fame, and his popularity in
the realm touched its apogee.

The Emperor hid his discomfiture behind a grin
and praised Sher Afghan to the skies.

(Continued on page 16)
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A Guide to Song-Birds

Ly A. T. MacNaughton Thomas

Reading Time @ About 9 Minutes

S 1 happen to know ornithology backwards,
diagonally and cross-wise, a correspondent has
asked me what he should doto treat his missel-thrush,
which was afllicted with rheumatism of the left ven-
tricie. Incidentally, he has asked me to throw light
of a few candle-power on song-birds, for the benefit
of the readers of tins magazine, among whom, a fairly
good lot might be bird-fanciers. Acting on his
suggestion, I now glady pass my knowledge on to the
readers,

Well, then, docket this inlo
your head. The so-called song-
birds DON'T sing. On the con-
trary, they sing out. To call them
! songsters °, 15 not only a misnomer
but a gross insult to the birds.
Song-birds triil, chirp, peep, coo,
twitter, warble, whistle and what
not, but sing they don't, any more
than some of our [anil film-stars!
Let's get going.

Blackbird. This [amiliar bird
has ebeny feathers (not wocden,

Note: Tilack wher inixed with red, results in purple ; it
therefore follows that if you cross a Llackcap with a Redstart,
you get a purple Lark,

Bulbul.  Smaller than giraffes and bigger than lice,
these birds are either brownish black or blackish
brown. Nature has so ordained that should your
taste in bulbul’s colours change, you can have it either
way. They are noted for laying eggs-shaped eggs.
Give them birdsced, hempseed and worms. When
they don’t have anything to eat, they peck your fingers
—-surely a depraved taste !

N. B.. Don’t give them book-worms,

Cowfinch. The cowfinch lays,
on an average, four greenish blue
eggs. It doesn't give milk,

Canary. All'those who say that
canary is a kind of wine or it is a
creeper or it is the name of a
group of islands, are adjectivally
wrong., Take it from me, canary
is a song-bird, Psychologists are
unable to explain why everyone
who starts bird-fancying, is afflicted

you muff} and a yellow beak. Why
it lays pale bluish green eggs
instead of dark greenish blue, is
still a mystery unsolved by
Ornithologists,  The blackbirds
know a bit of astrology too. The young birds are
hatcbed about April, when Jupiter is in the ascendant,
so that, when they take wing, they ascend higher
than other birds. In their gay moments, they sing.
Their music is a cross between the creaking of a pen
and the gurgling of a bath-tub. Feed them on hemp-
seed, rape and slugs that are specially bred on your
cabbages. A blackbird is such a connoisseur that it
won't touch anybody else's slugs!

Blackcap. This is the bird, which the judge places
on his head, when he sentences some of us to the
Great Beyond. The fellow who called it Blackcap
must have been colour-blind, for, the bird is brown in
the general colour.scheme, They affect partiality for
slugs and worms.
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with canary-fixation. Perhaps,
because canaries are deadly averse
to birth-control. With them (cana-
ries, of course}, miscegenation is a
religion. (Give them plenty of
water to drink and bathe. They sing in their bath,
like men. Give them rape, canary seed, groundsel and
boiled egg.

Cuckoo. A rum customer! Has the chassis of a
jackdaw, and is darkish grey in the general colour-
scheme. In the British bird, the travel-complex is
highly developed, whereas in the Indian ditto, it is ten
degrees short of zero-point. Will easily take the cake
(figuratively and literally) for sheer laziness, as it
takes no trouble at all to build nests. Being a firm
believer in the labour-saving methods, it deposits eggs
in the nests of other birds, leaving to them the hatch-
ing and the mothering,

Goldfinch. A love of a bird! It is about the pret-
tiest and sweetest singing of cage-birds but it is neithet

golden in colour not
eats gold nor lays
golden eggs. Make
no mistake about
that. Lays from
four to six greenish
white eggs, the yolk
of which, when
mised with the
Ganges river-mud,
the

cures epilepsy, siriasis, and St. Antheny's Iire s
glair, when mixed with Himalayan snow, is an infalli
ble remedy for scrofula, anthrax, housemaid’s knee
and the motorist’s elbow. (Vide: Indian Pharmo-
copoeia, Vol III, page 346) When you cross a
goldfinch with a sigkin, you get a wren in a lovely
magenta,

Greenfinch., See under Redfinch,

Jay. We have to give this little darling the go-by
as is doesn’t sing but chatters, Horrible!

Lark. “It’s a lark to have a lark.” as Wordsworth
didn't say. Known alsn as a laverock, it has a sandy
brown plumage. The only claim to merit it possesses
is, that it somehow manaced to get 2 gond press from
Shelley. To look at this bird. you would imagine
that it was a siren. sent amidst us. for come reason
withheld from mankind, in the shape of a lark. It
flies spirally upwards, singing, and, when in cage, it
flies diagonally, without singing. This bird is not
worth keeping, as it sings only at heaven’s gates,
(Vide: CyMBELINE : Act II, Sc. IIT), and not at our
ditto. Why it tunes itself in the ethereal region and not
in our homes, is still a mystery, unexplained by peets,
bakers and aeronauts! Larks are distinguished for
not laying rhomboid egegs. Will be more useful and
ornamental if you keep them stuffed.

Linnet. You catch a linnet by putting salt on its

tail. It all depends on what sort of salt you put.
Try attic salt. Is

brownish grey in the
ensemble. Is not
allied to ostrich, as
you have been
wrongly informed,
nor does it eat
candle-drips and
used razor-blades, as
you have been mis-
takenly thinking.

N. B.: Tor the love

of Mile, don’t mate o 1 3 ;
Linnets with ladybirds! . AR !

... Jmagination simply R /"‘
boggles at it. - g

Magpie An .
affliction with a
capital A,

Nightingale. A
superb-superb bird!
Like Charlie *‘Chap-
lin, it thrives on its
formidable reputa-
tion, without giving
us the benefit of its
vocal melody.
When free, it sings
on a permanent wavelength, eapecially if it happens
to be out of the earshot of any human being: and
when caged, it pretends laryngitis. Fence, mankind
knows that nightingale warbles sweetly though it has
never heard the bird executing in the lower register !
There is a sort of oh-what-a-rotten-world-this.is-and-
how-I-could-do something-to-make-it-more music-mingd-
ed expression in its wisttul eyes that has been known
to bring tears into the eyes of opera sinzers and talkie
stars. Why the poets called it Philomel and why the
phyeicians refused to call it Calomel, was a riddle
given to Oedipus to solve and, as you doubtless kuow,
he couldn’t do it. Nightingales are made into fans for
the elderly dames of New York to tap gigolos on the
shoulder.

Oriole. A prettily marked bird with the fuselage
of a blackbird. Does not believe in laying more than
five eggs. in fact, a firm believer in egg-control.  Sings
in C major-contralto, Orioles are made into feather-
dusters for mopping up milk-stains on the dance floor,
for cleaning daguerreotypes and for pelishing gold-
plate and goldfish !

Owl. Sorry! I didn't mean it.

Redfinch. See
under Greenfinch.

Redstart. A red-
tailed bird, built on
the lines of a hedge-
sparrow. It is frem
this bird, the rail-
way trains and
motor cars have
Shamelessly copied
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the method of having red tail-lamap attached (o their
rear. What do you =ay to this deliberate infringe.
ment of this poor bird's patent? Warbles in B flat.
Hezzoseprano.

Siskin. ‘This lively olive.green bird is made up of
spare parts fromt bulifinches, greenfinches and chiff-
chaffs. If you want it to b: vamped up further into
a cockatoo. you cross it with a bunting and the
offshoot with a cuckeo. There! Their {ood issimilar
to that of the goldfinches. Whenever you request the
siskin to sing, it always begs to be excused, as it
happens to be afflicted with a sore throat. What
a pity !

Thrush. There are two well kuown varieties among
them—the missel-thrush and the song-ditto. They
claim fir<t cousinship with starlings. They are so
fond of light that you will be really doing them a
service, if you illuminate their cages with glow-worms
The misael-thrush leys five greemsh hine eops and the

THE
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song-thrush, for the benefit of the naturalist that he
might not make an ass of himself, lays five bluish
green ditto. Very thoughtful of them, I should say.
The songthrush has paid greater attention to voice-
preduction than the mussel-ditto, with the result, like
a certain Gramophone, it has a sweet voice with
with phono-reflex action. Whenever you feel as a
worm, dov't stand before a thrush, as it may peck at
you.

Wren. Smallest of the song-birds going at present
—or, should we say, flying? Buat golly! it lays
ten eags, which is quite a record, as well a proud
achievement for such a tiny tit. Sir Chrstopher
Wren, the great architect, was named after this bird,
We owe St. Paul’'s cathedral to a wren. Thanks,
Itz music is comething hetween a kitten mewing for
its mother and a {lute played on a higher octave,

N.B.- ior Teaven's sake, dop’t moate a wrun with an

astyich |

END

SHER AFGHAN THE NOBLE—(Continued from page 13)

A few months later another plot to kill this man
was hatched. He was to be trampled under an
elephant. The plot was cleverly engineered but in the
end it was not Sher Afghan that died but the elephant,
When in a narrow lane of the capital his palanquin
bearers threw their burden down and fled as a
mountainous elephant blocked their progress, Sher
Afghan coolly stepped out of his palanquin and severed
the trunk of the elephant with his sword. Jebangir
was watching this drama from a window of the palace.
As the elephant aropped down, kicking its limbs in the
throes of death, he turned away from the window
with a weary sigh.

Sher Afghan once more left the Imperial capital
for Bergal. The Subedar of Bengal, Qutub Uddin,
was a foster brother of the Emperor. He knew the
designs of the Emperor on Meher Unnissa. Ie was
one of those estimable gentlemen of which history has
a generous supply. In this affair he saw a preferment
for himeelf at the hands of his master. He hired
assassins to murder Sher Afghan.  Sher Afghan heard
of it and was prepared.

Ostensibly on a tour of inspection, Qutub Uddin
arrived at Burdwan. Sher Afghan met him on the
purlicus of the town and did the honours due to a
satrap. He led the procession into the town on horse-
back., Qutub Uddin went on an elephant. A flunkey of

the Subedar struck Sher Afghan’s horse, to entangle it
under the elephant, and so end him The
persecuted man lost his native poise  at
this indiginity. He drew his sword and caut
the flunkey in two. He turned on Qutub Uddin and

dragging him down from the howdah hacked him

limb after limb, A few others who offered fight fared
no better. He challenged his would-be murderers to
fight him like gentlemen; but they were not gentle-
men. Qutub Uddin’s party surrounded him. A rain
of bullets swept him and his horse. Thus passed
away one of the noblest men of Moghul India. Meher
Unnissa took her loss coolly.

\Vhen the Emperor took stock of the blood that
was spilt in the pursuit of a beauty he turued away in
disgust at his folly. However, love triumphed all too
soon. e married Meher Unnissa and ruled his
Empire with her by his side, guiding him, He called
her Nur Jehan—Light of the World.

Meher Unnissa translated into an Empress found an
abiding niche in the walls of time. And Sher Afghan?
A pname which ought to have marched down posterity
triumphanty, while the names of Jehangir and Nur-
Jehan were to be but diminishing specks in men’s
memory, 1s consigned to an unmerited oblivion.

This is one of the ironies of history.

THE END
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Fun For All

Prison Visitor: So you're here for seven years;
what’s the charge ?

Convict : Lumimie guv'nor, there hin’t no charfe—
everythink’s free ' ere.
* * * *

Two countrymen in London for the first time were
put up at a big hotel. ’

* After they had changed for dinner they set out
in_ search of the staircase and came upon a dark
lift-shaft, the gate of which had been left open.
Seeing lights below him, the first man took a step for-
ward., A second or so later, there was a dull thud.

' “ Are ye all right, Jarge?” called down his com-
panion. _
~ "“Ay,” came the feeble reply, “but mind the first
step ; it'sva steep 'un!”

* . * * -

.

Bére: Yes, 'm a bom enthu iast. - Whatever I un-
dertake I throw myself into it whole heartedly.

Victim: 1 wish you'd undertake to dig a very deep
. hole. . .
. * - *® * *
A Judge was trying a case in Ireland -concerning
the division of a stream. He had just returned to
court after a godd lunch, and Counsel for the defence

was speaking when he noticed that the Judge was

taking a nap. To rouse him, he shouted, *We now
‘come to the water, my lord—the water.”

The Judge, partly opening. one eye and putting his
hand on the ink-pot, said: “Very. little, thank you.”
% % * *

B f’l";’m down-and-outs found a couple of botfles of
wine, and retired to a secluded spot to make ihe most
of their good fortune. By the time the bottles were
empty, Bill and his companion were fit for anything.

“Bill,” said his friend, “'m going to buy all the
gold fields in Western Australia.”

. .'t But, my dear fellow,” replied Bill, with a patroni-
,zing wave of his arm, * I don’t care to sell.”
S * * N
+. A doctgr and a dentist were,rivals for the hand of
“the village beauty.

s

<
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.One day the dentist received an urgent message re-
questing his presence in London. Realising* that he
would be away'for a week, he called on the girl, told
ber he was going away, and left her a basket contain-
ing seven apples. Af apple & day—I

" ¥ * *
Lil: Little Footle’s always boasting that his wife
has the brains of two.
Jill:  Yes, isn't it providential ?
* * * *
Joan: What did Barbara say when yoli pfoposed ?
John: ‘No.' v
Joan: You should have begun by explaining that you
were not worthy of her.
John: 1 was coming to that, but she told me so
first, ' :

. . o,
A Doctor at an ?.s'ylum was going his rounds when
he was hailed by a patient. . : v

““Is that clock right, doctor?”

“Yes,” said the doctor, “it is.”
. *Then why on earth is it in here ?” demanded

the patient. . ‘
LI * * ] * *
“ Don't you like this duck-shooting?” * *

“ No, every time I aim at a duck, another one gets
in the way and spoils my shot.”

) * * * *
[ .
Actor: 1 can't possibly take the three parts you've
s+ given me, . PR

.

Stage-Manager : Why not ?

v Actor: Well, in the first scene, I have to fight with

myself and then dash in and separate the two
of us!
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ArrivaE ¢ Departures

Resding Time ¢ avowt smmutes - By Dewan Bahadur K. S. R. Sastri

HIS essay does not relate to distinguished
arrivals and departures as noted in the daily
newspapers. I wonder which is more import-

_?.nt—-arrivals or departures. In western literature a
wife’s arrival and a mother-in-law's departure are
described as being equally and supremely desirable.
If both depart, a man ‘has an auspicious and a
dropping eye’. If both remain, the same eyes continues
But if the mother-in-law departs and the wife arrives,
he has auspicious eyes. But if the vice versz happens
he has dropping eyes. But all this is relative to a'
home. If he.lives in a hotel, he himself is in a state
of perpetual arrival and departure. His mother-in-
law may leave his room and take up the next room.
Thus arrivals and departures are the most relative of
things in this world of relativity. We seldom realise
that an arrival here is a departure from elsewhere and
that a departure from here is an arrival elsewhere,
‘When Madras records a departure Madura records an
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arrival. But Madras rejoices in the Hindu and notes
the departure. Madura, however, has no widely-read
daily newspaper and is dumb and can only view the
great man’s arrival with silent and overflowing joy.

But this is not what I set out to write about. Iam
not in a jourpalistic mood to-day. Nor am I in a
philosophic mood to-day. If I were, I would feel
overwhelmed by the significance, or rather the in-
significance, of the arrivals and departures in relation
to this planet of ours. Is there a terrestrial corres-
pondent watching the incoming and outgoing routes
and as?ettaining and recording and publishing the
terrestrial arrivals and departures ? Man has a curious

‘mental habit of thinking only in terms of himself.

When he talks of arrivals and departures, he thinks
only of human arrivals and departures.

What al?out our cdusins many degrees "removed ?
Even as regards ourselves, where do we'arrive from,

.

and whither do we depart ? The terrestrial puzzle is
much worse and more enigmatic than a Chinese
puzzle. By the bye, what is there insoluble in, a
Chinese puzzle? That itself is a puzzle, is it not?
Further, do we arrive at all, and do we depart any-
where ? If manis but a freak dance of atoms, he
does not come from anywhere or go anywhere at all.

No. Iam notina philosophic mood at all to-day.
I am in a whirl. I had been witnessing cinema
performances so frequently of late that my mind is
reeling. In the technical
language of movies and
talkies the pictures are
shot 'and the result is a
reel. I do not know if they
are shot and leave a reel,
but I know that I feel like ,
one shot and am' reeling. I. Members of
The films are fall of revol- Commons
ver shots and pushing people
from the edge of precipices
into raging torrents below,
By way of variation—for
variety is the spice of life— ! . snails 7
we have dagger thrusts
and chloroformed hand-
kerchiefs and other ancient thing in
and modern methods of s it?
facilitation of departure
from the world. It is a
note-worthy phenomenon
that people nowadays pick
up- their knowledge from
newspapers and their
morals from cinemas. That
is certainly to the’ advant-
age of newspapers and cinemas whether it is to the
advantage of citizens or not. But there is one funda-
mental difference between newspapers 'and cinemas.
News-papers present sometimes complementary points
of view and most often contradictory points of view
and neutralise each other. But cinemas combine to
push us farther and farther away from the realities of
life.. They are the champagne of the soul—the opium-
den of the spirit. '

), &
Sl g porie

But I bave not yet come to write down what 1
wished to indite. 1 wished to ascertain whether &
movie is an arrival or a departure. Ten years 2g0 it
was hailed as an arrival. Its word stood against the
world yesterday. But to-day there is none so poor as
to do it reverence. Is it already become a departure ?
If so, where does it depart? It began to depart tQ

each a year. How much
do the members of the
House of Lords receive ?

What dye is made from sea

Sheep, cows, deer, giraffes,
goats and camels have one

How is steam used asa dis.
infectant ?

Answers on page 24
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small towns, but was soon tracked there by its dir®
descendant—the dreaded Demogorgon Talkie. Then
fled into villages and even hamlets, but the Demogorgon
pursued it there as well. 1t is almost like the story
of Frankenstein and its maker. By the bye, the talkie
genius has produced a Mrs, Frankenstein 'as well. 1
went the other day to condole with Mr. Movie, He
was just then packing up his kit to quit the village
of I(odambalfam. I read my epitaph in such a moving
way that it touched an eloquent spot in Mr. Movie
and converted him into a
Talkie. He said : * You are
my only friend. I am going
to Professor Picard so
that I may be shot into the
Stratosphere. Eventually
I propose to go to Saturn
< where the inhabitants are
said to be unlike the terres-
trial chatterers. Wait a
mirute ! I shall introduce
you to Charlie Chaplin.”
By the time Charlie Chaplin
came out of the village
restaurant* with his funny
looks and his funnier boots
What 'fmd }}is still funnier walk-
ing stick, I asked him why
he took bis City Lights into
such petty villages. By
way of answer he pointed
his walking stick at Saturn
and indicated that he wés
sick of the earth and was
on his way to the super-
urban silences of Saturn,

I waved adieu and took the expreés train to Madras
where I found the city en fete to celebrate the corpo-
ration of King Talkie. He sits high on a throne of
royal state which far outshines the wealth of Ormuz
and Ind (as these were and not as these are to-day).
Thousands at his bidding wait. Unnumbered stars
are in the hollow of his hand. India has owned his
sway and is converting its Aranyas into Hollywoods.
Will he also become a departure? I dare not even
whisper lest I be shot for high treason.

the House of
are paid £400

common.

1 wish to tell you about other arrivals and departures
such as Democracy and Dictatorship, Dyarchy ard
Dominion Status etc,, etc., etc. Buti there is no time
today.

THE END
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The Cherub

Rending Time @ About 7 Minutes

In The Higl'; Court of Judicature
Justice Muddiman presidinq.

Plaintiffs: The Tobacco Manufacturing Co.
The Film Producers’ Ltd.
The Liquor Trades’ Association,
The Amalgamated Clubs,

Case for the Plaintiffs:

That the defendant is responsible for certain acts
which constitute the most dangerous menace to
society and more dangerous than that to the plaintiffs,

That these acts constitute the most unfair competi-
tion to all the trade$ and associations before the
Hon’ble Court. '

That the defendant’s methods are illegal, highhand-

. . 3 : hd
ed inasmuch as he is neither in the open market nor -

out of it but adopts methods unknown and unheard of
in our land.

That the Tobacco trade has been badly hit owing to
the defendant having taken over the functions of sup.
plying the necessary titillation to the nose and the
needed soothing to the adenoids till now the proud
monopoly of the snuff and the weed trade.

That the Film Producers’ Ltd,, have as good as
lost their business as the defendant has in a most
harmful and irres-
ponsible manner-
made people stay
at home in the
evenings.,

- That the Liquor
trades are out of
business on ac-
count of the
defendant having
displaced them by
supplying the
necessary  vim,
vigour and ginger
through his de-
clared and admit-
ted avocation.

20

That consequent on the mischievous activities of
the defendant, clubs have become depleted of strength
and their financial reserves fallen owing to liquors
having lost their demand,

That the cause the world over economists are seek-
ing as at the bottom of the trade depression is present
in the shape of the defendant, Mr. Tahyir Vadai
Iyengar : "I rise for the plaintiffs, my lord. This snake
in the serpent and grass in the bosom—1I fail to follow
the titter of my learned friend—I was saying, my
lord, that this bosom in the snake who sits there with
a cherubic smile on his......with a cherubic smile, my
lord, to all the world innocence itself, has stifled busi-
ness, killed trade ahd has commitied the most heinous
offences man’s imagination can conceive. I move
your lordship in the circumstances for a permanent
injunction dn the defendant against bis committing
the acts complained of. Unless the respondent, my
lord, is permanently restrained from pursuing his
nefarious vocation there will be a standstill to progress
and I sit down, my lord, meantime.”

Dejendimt.: Mr. Merry.
Case for the Respondent :

That the petitioners are out of Court in as much as
they have carefully abstained from specifying what
- . acts the respon-

dent is guilty of
to deserve this
hedvy indictment.
That the defen-

only one lawful
and most peaceful
avocafion: to wit,
publishing "a hu-
morous weekly.

That the defen-
dant never enter-
tained nor enter-
tainsanyintention
of stifling trade
and killing busi-
ness,

dant practises

In Court

That if the sparkling jokes of The' Mer:ry
have given the titillation complained of, if .1ts' stor}es
have inspired the vim and pep adverted to, .1f its grip-
ping articles have kept people off from the cmer}m and
the club, these are incidental effects for which the
respondent is not and cannot be held resppnsible.

*

That the defendant most emphatically refutes the
accugation that he is the cause of the depression in

trade.

That the defendant submits that on the other hand
the increase in health, well-being and vigour of the
people have enhanced efficiency and made for greater

and better business.

That the defendant consequently is really the
inspiration and the cause of the present tendencies of
boom shown by trade.

That the plaintiffs have libellously and maliciously
brought this application.
That the respondent most humbly prays that neces-

sary compensation and other damages may be
awarded to him for this ill-conceived and mischle\_lous

prosecution,

This Court has bestowed the most careful thought

over the case on hand and appreciates the points of
view pressed by both parties, It admlts the plea of
the .respondent that the acts complained of are only

incidental to his own discharge of business. At the

same time this Court is not prepared to hold that the
bandicaps alleged are not real, -

The foilowing order is made:
That the Tobacco and Liquor trades do
supply its patrons with hot copies of The
' Merry as and when it is issued as gifts ac-
companying purchase.

That the Film Producers’ do screen only
the stories which appear in.The»Mer.ry.

| That the Amalgamated Clubs do place an
order for perpetual supply of The Merry.

By Taurus

The Court belives that this order alone
will relieve the situation and enable the
plaintiffs to rehabilitate themselves and even
to improve their position,

In order to help this end the Court orders
that The Merry do appear as bi-weekly, if
not as a daily from the date of issue of this
order.

Il

Plaintiff : Mrs., Varada Raja Iyengar,
Case for the Plaintiff

That the plaintiff, the legally wedded wife of the
respondent, prays for the dissolution of the marriage
and such other reliefs as she in law is' entitled to on
account of the gross and unspeakably vile conduct, or
lack of it, on the part of the defendant.

That the plaintiff has during the last four years had

to suffer untold indignities at the hands of the respon-
dent and has been subjected to excruciating mental
cruelty. ‘ -

That the said indignities @nd cruelty consisted in
the defendant laughing and grinning at the plaint!ff at
all'odd hours of the day and night and in his treating
her questions with irreverent levity.

That the respondent has ceased to take interes’c’ in”

household affairs and has not even taken the plaintiff
to task for the way she maintains accounts and
spends money. ‘ ‘

That the plaintiff consequently finds life most stale,
bereft of the periodical brushes she was accustomed
to and had been led to expect.

That the defendant has unnecessarily and without
ia.saused the plaintiff to engage a



That his further gross conduct in not even having
a sweetheart has rendered the expenditure on the detec-
tive a sheer waste and at the same tiine shattered the
high hopes plaintiff entertained of a most delicious
brawl.

That repeated warnings have had no effect and are
simply met with the customary bland smile.

That the Hon'ble Court may be pleased to take
cognisance of the behaviour or want of it on the part
of the respondent and grant the dissolution and other
reliefs prayed for.

Respondent: Mr, Varada Raja Iyengar.

That the acts complained of are in general admitted
by the respondent.

That they are done by him in spite of himself and
notwithstanding his most earnest efforts to overcome
them in so far as they deserve to.

That they do not mean and should not be taken to
indicate apy lack of interest in marital life and could
not and should not be construed as any falling off in
his love and affection for the plaintiff.

That the perpetual smile alleged against bim has
contributed to or should contribute to domestic
happiness.

That he has made the most earnest endeavours to
keep the smile to himself and the laughter down in
the throat unavailingly.

That his happy frame of mind has enhanced effici.
ency and brought about an increment in his earnings.

That the ab-
sence of interest
in household mat-
ters with which
he is charged is
only proof of his
added trust in his
wife.

That the bru.
shes referred to
are really unseem-
ly brawls the
avoidance of
which itself s |
guarantee of
respondent’s good
conduct.
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That the acts alleged, the acts of laughter, smile
and so forth are merely due to the respondent’s having
contracted the habit of reading The Merry.

That the defendant finds himself totally unable to
resist the habit and submits that The Merry is really a
great force towards the happiness at home and out,

That the defendant humbly prays that this Hon'ble
Court may order the plaintiff to deport herself in a
manner becoming the wife of a devoted and true
husband and refrain from breaking his happy home.

Judgment :

This Court sympathasises with the peti-
tioner in her grievance and at the same time
realises the force of the respondent’s plea
that The Merry habit cannot be resisted.
This Court admits without hesitation that
ititself is a most ardent Merry fan and

" appreciates the fact that the appetite for
The Merry is one which grows upon what it

feeds. In the circumstances this Court is
not prepared to apportion blame to either

party. ‘The only order which this Court
finds it equitable and meet to make, keeping
in mind the need for the home of the parties
being maintained intact and the sufferings
of the plaintiff and with a view to enabling
her to appreciate this habit of the respon-
dent in proper light is to direct the plaintiff
who pleads ignorance of the English tongue
to retaliate by resorting to the Ananda
. Vikatan. The plaintiff is accordingly order-
ed to read the Ananda Vikatan, all pages
of it, on the very
day of its issue on
pain  of heavy
penalties.  This
Court further
adds that the
defendant is
perpetually estop-
ped from institu-
ting any suit simi-
lar to the present
when be finds the |
petitioner reflect-
ing in herself, as
she is bound to,
the behaviour now
epculiar only to
the counter-peti- .
tioner.

THE END

-Awtul

untie

The tracing of names to their origin, boys ‘and
girls, (not the names you call people you dislik.e, l?ut
the names you sign on the dotted line) is a fascinating
study. Not unoften the® results obtained by the
diligent student are startling.

The evolution of the name * Barbers Bridge ” in
Madras is a case in point. The original name of the
bridge was Hamilton Bridge. This Bridge, either

.because of its proximity to toddy-yielding coconut

palms or on account of the emeraldy, slimy, smelly
canal which it spans, attracted in the pre-shaving-
saloon days, all the neighbouring barbers, who would
sit near the bridge carrying their trade under ideal

al fresco conditiops.

Now the Tamil word for ‘barber’ is ‘ambattan’,
which is, phonetically, not miles away {rom
‘Hamilton '. Thus in the fulness of time ‘ Hamilton’
got mellowed into ‘ Ambattan,” and the bridge came
to be called Ambattan Bridge. And as Madrassis are
rather tall chaps at English, they called it Barbers
Bridge. :

A valued niece from Bangalore writes: “ Why
don't you call yourself by a more attractive na'me?
Auntie Awful indeed! What an awful name!” A
long line of ancestors, my chickabiddies, bore that
name honourably. 1 traced the name as far back as
the time of King Knut the Dane. The nethermost
ancestor of mine whom I could trace was a Teutonic
ruffian called Cohison Kuhner Aohfuhl. Kuhner
begat Cohlnihd, Cohlnihd begat Ethelbert (not the
Unready) and so on down the centuries, till they

begat my papa (peace be on him 1) and called him.

Kohnrad Aohfhl. During the World War, papa,
who is a pacifist, quarrelled with the War Office and
came to India, via the Cape of Good Hope. I was
borp at sea while our ship was rounding Madagascar.
When Herr Hitler was shot up in the Teutonic sky
as the tribune of the German nation, papa didn’t

like it either. As there was nobody to quarrel with
aboyt it, except the poor German Consul at Bombay,
papa modified his name Eohfuhl, which has un-
doubtedly a Nordic ring about it, to the honest
English one Awful. So you see, my dears, there is
nothing awful about it after all. Papa gave me a
nice name. I have so far curbed the unholy curiosity
of my dear Merry nieces and nephews. But I am
afraid I cannot hold out much longer, if I am to avoid
a riot in Broadway. My full name, then, if know
you must, is Jayalakshmi Roshanara Awful.

“ Tell me, dear auntie,”’ asks the same dear niece
from Bangalore, ** are you really as stout as you are
made out in the picture on your page, and does that
took of incipient horror come into your eyes often?”
I am certainly not stout; just gloriously plump, what
Bernard Shaw would call a fine armful of a woman.
I am really a lovely woman. That picture of mine is
only an artful dodge of mine and the staff artist to
scare away ardent chaps from falling in love with me.
Whenever elderly married men see me in the public
conveyances, they lick their lips piteously, a world of
warm desire in that gesture. It makes me very sad
indeed to realise that I am unconsciously breaking so
many mellow hearts by engendering in them a one-
sided romance,

* * * *
Luckless (Ballygani): “Is it a fact that kissing a
horse-shoe brings luck ? .
Yes, dear chap, it does. But don't kiss a
horse-shoe if there is a horse attached to it.
* * % *
Puzzled (New Delhi): No, dear boy; brassiers are nof
made of brass. They are made of a soft pliant
material, like silk or cotton—but you will
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know all about it when you are married to a
nice girl.

Worried (Vizagapatam): “1 am in great financial
pain, What shall I do?”

If you mean, dear sir, that you have inadvart-
ently swallowed an eight-anna silver coin, call
in the doctor at once, or sit on a slow fire.

* * ® *

Miss Horticulture (Teynampet): ‘' PPoet Noguchi of
Japan says  that
Madras is a City of
Gardens. Where
are the gardens ?”

Perhaps, dear girl,
the word ‘garden’
in Japanese means,

*bad smell’.
* »* ! *
Esoteric Lad (Singapore): Nothing.
“What do they mean ) _
when they say,’ That . Tyrian blue.
was a rare soul? All chew their cuds.
A dead one.

Suffregette (Cochin):
* Miss Linat Nabi
of Lucknow speak-
ing in the Inter-
University Debate 2 to burst.
at Allahabad said, " '
*1 do not know who
put into man’s head
the idea that he was
superior to woman?’
Who was it, Auntie?”

Woman dearie,
* ‘ * *
Sixth Form (Coconada) “In the Moral Science

class the teacher spoxe for an hour about
Compulsion and Volition’. 1 didn’t under-
stand a bit of it.”

Don't worry, dear boy. I will give you a
homely illustration. If somebody hangs you, -

it is compulsion. If you hang yourself, it is
volition.

College Girl (Madras): “ Yesterday a man sitting
next me in the tram took out his petrol-lighter,
put a cigarette between his lips and asked me,
* Have you got such a thing as a match on

2

Answers to Questions on fage 79

Steam causes certain spores and
organisms to swell tremend-
ously ; when the pressure is
suddenly reduced, the drop
in temperature causes them

you?' The beast! I don’t think it is at all
funny.”

It is not at all funny, dear girl. I don't
think heisa beast eithar, e probably wanted
a match to light his petrol lighter.

* * *

Inpatieat (Rangoon): “ What is the ideal way of
spending two weeks in bed with influenza 7

Having influe nza.
: . . .

Commercial Young India
(Benares) : “‘I want
to float a'company.
What are the statu-
tory preliminary
obligations ? "

None whatsoever,
dead lad. Invite the
directors and share-
holders of the Im.
perial Bank for a
boating  excursion
on the Ganges, and
eing to them in
mid stream,

* * *
Doubtful * (Nasik): “ Do
you believe in Hell,
- dear Auntie:”

Certdinly not. No
human constitution,
however sturdy, can

stand that heat.
* * *

Newlywed (Royapuram): '‘Have I the right to
open my wife's letters, Madam, or have I not ?”
You mean, dear sir, you have the courage,
don’t you ?
* * *
Cynthia (Mysore): “Two weeks ago I was all
‘wopsy-popsy about Dennis. And now? I don't
care a darned stocking for him. Do you know

why ?”
Yes, dearie. Men are so fickle and changeable}
* * B *

Constant Punter (Guindy): *I was told a race horse
is a delicate animal and very susceptible to
cold. Isita fact?” ’

Yes, dear punter, That is why many kind.
hearted punters put their shirts on them.

ean Times—

Reading Time @ About 6 Minutes

Attention Ladies!
HIS article is. written specially for you. 1 forbid
'] all men to read any further. (That will make
you read it with more care, I know you mep.)
A good figure, girls, isa woman’s most precious
possession in our day when everything from sugar

cubes to steam turbines is stream-lined. If you have

a - figure like a couple of pumpkins piled one on top of
the other with a coconut balanced topmost, you mu.st
begin getting it into shape as soon as you read this.
1 will show you how. Co . -
Now please understand that this is not an advertise-
ment to sell some fool reducing drug or other, Reduc-
ing drugs are not merely useless; often they are
dangerous. And the only thing they succeed in reducing
is your bank balance. My intention in writing this

=3
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By Mariann

article, is to teach you how to reduce without fasting,
without drugs, and without trouble, I do not expect
any reward. If my system receives the recognition
it deserves, I shall consider myself well-rewarded.
(This does not mean, Mr. Editor, that you needn't
send me remuyneration for this article.)

My system which I have called ‘Safer Saner
Simpler Salubriouser Slimming System® is based
upon an ancient Yogic formula which was disclosed
to me in a dream very recently. It consists in a series
of jerks and twists of the body first in a reclining
position. This. I have called Initial Movements.
There are three distinct Initial Movements:

1. Throw your arms out and grab the chandelier.
Jerk up your legs from the floor and try to
grip the back of your neck between your two
great toes. This movement is to loosen your
neck from the shoulder and also to loosen a
stream of unprintable language. But remember
that you are a lady and do not use anything
more pungent than ‘Drat’. ,

2. Lie flat on your back and stire into the ceiling

till a small chunk of plaster is dislodged and

falls info your eyes. Then write a letter of
protest to the landlord.

The value of this movement is not at once.
apparent, 'but you can take it from me, this is

a most important movement. In fact, it is the

centre and the kernel of my whole system,

(You may say ‘ Aw nuts’ here, but do it out of

the corner of your mouth, as all screen chorus

gitls do.)
3. The third movement is a composite of the
" first two and the Hulahula dance. But it is
something more than just that. Follow direc-

tions carefully : .

Procure a length of rope, (iwo yards will be

enough) and tie a lumber-jack’s love-knot with

your hands behind the back.  Fasten it to the
chandelier (see Movement 1.) and drawing up

a stool, stand on it. Take a deep breath and

give a long strong pull. After about the sixth

_ attempt, you should bring down the chandelier,

The value of this movement is immense—to

chandelier-makers. Also to bone-setters. But
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do not be discouraged if a few of your bones
do get smashed. The movement, if it does not
reduce your figure, is bound to alter your
physiognomy a little. And if not even that,
you shall have done a good turn to the chande-
lier-maker, The faster chandeliers are broken,
the greater the manufacturer’s sales, New
chandelier factories may spring-up all over the
country and thousands of men may find
employment. And all because of your altruism.

The three exercises given above, must be persisted in
for a considerable length of time.’ Immediate and
startling results, must, of course, not be expected.” If
my directions are carefully followed, and the exercises
taken every morning immediately on rising, till either
the chandelier is broken or your neck or both, satis-
factory results may ensue after a couple of years.
If not, you can call me any names you like. You

will do that in any case, before you have finished this
article.

The exercises given above are bound to prove
efficacious, but you must also observe a few siiople
rules pertaining to diet. Fattening foods like the
flesh of the Alpine Marmot, Marigold and Jerboa
jam, spotted hyena soup, Sassafras tea, and Salma-
gundi of every sort, whether made of the Common
scup’ entrails, or of Douglas spruce, should be avoided,
These diet rules, unlike most others adumbrated by
beauticians, can be very easily observed. Also take
a glass of warm water first thing on rising every
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morning, and pour it out of the window. You are
bound to drench a passer-by some day and he is bound
to come up and demand explanations., The exertions
involved in arguing with him and in subsequently
being maphandled by him, will do much to melt the
ugly and disfiguring adipose tissue. If the passer-by in
spite of being drenched, does not come up to demand
explanations, you will have to employ some other
artifice to rouse him, The following hints may or

may not be useful, but I give therh for whatever they
are worth :

1. Draw the fellow’s attention by ejecting wind

forcibly through the teeth, and when he turns
his head, pour a glass of very hot water right
into his face.

2. If he still retains his calm, call his ancestry
into question, but do this in as ladylike a way
as possible, Politely ask him il his mother
went up the river after spawning him. This is
more genteel than calling him a fish outright.

If yet the man remains unmoved, you must at once
send him an offer of marriage, a man with such an
angelic tempet ought to make a very good husband.
But as often as not, the fellow will be found to be
already married.

There are other ways of reducing besides exercise
and dieti:ig. A mechanical contraption consisting of

-~

(Continued on page 29)

A Letter from

Private Joyfull

[Here is an unexpected pleasure t0 readers of this M’ag.azine. I' have been inundated
with enquiries about ] oyfull. Further to the indt'wducfl veghes I sent,..l have the
pleasure to announce that Joyfull will not be forgetting his friends in India. I hope
to publish in future an occasional letter from Joyfull—Editor]

Binsey, Oxen, 27th February, 1930.

DEeEAR MR. MERRy, . .
pale, watery sum, low in the sky, is shedding
A its gentle radiance on the ftOZGI} marshes. 1
have just helped mother to get in the b“rush-
wood for the big old fireplace in .
the sitting-room; and now, smil-
ing, she has told me to rpake
myself comfortable and write a

letter to my old friends.

It is difficult to believe that
such a short while ago [ was
treading Wwith Boggins the dear
old streets of sunny Mad'ras.
From far away, I can apprecm..te
the good points of the Eastern c}ty
we sometimes cursed so heart'lly. .
You can sum up the good points
in the word ‘atmosphere. Madras
is a city whose people learned to
live thousands of years ago, and
they have never forgotten t1.1e art.
Even the coolie-people liVIng on
the pavement, were the heritors
of an age-old  civilisation. They
used to laugh a lot. ’;hey took

s it came. ey were v
::2::2?1 l?aving a recognised ®olace in society, how(i
ever humble. Hinduism is like a.hu'ge umbrella, ?‘rfl
everybody who shelters under it 1is settled for life.
There is no hurry. |

This inner quietude is what makes the atmospbere
of Madras. Of course, Madras .is ‘a modern town,
with much of the outward machinery of latter-day
bustle and soul-lessness; but the hearts of the people
are unchanged. Madras is like a cultured old gentle-
man playing with six telephones.at once and. .pretenlc:-
ing to be horribly efficient, but inwardly he i chuck-

ling, and thinking about some delightfully obscure
text in the Vedas, And in the afternoon he discon+
nects all sixtelephones and snores unashamedly.

How very different is London, where nobody is any-
body, and everyone tries to be somebody. When I was
standing in the tube, trying to find
my way in the maze of tunnels
and escalators,] paused to con-
template the hurrying tide of
people that rushed by. There
were thousands and thousands, in
unending precession; and there
were more women than men. To
my Indian accustomed eyes, it
seemed I was watching a pageant
of some staggering super-civili-
sation of monkeys. All the men
were dull-looking, with set faces,
hurrying gait, and drab, tidy
clothes. They all carried umbrel.
las and little bags, and a news.
paper, which they scanned fever.
ishly duripg the moments they
were stationary on a moving stair-
case, or clinging to a strap in the
roaring, swaying trains. At each
station everybody was changing ta
go to somewhere else, and nobody
seemed to be arriving anywhere. Clash! went the
automatic doors; and the human tide poured out.
Hurry along pléase ! boomed the inhuman tones of the
loud-speaker, Clash! went the automatic doors,
closing ; and in fifteen seconds the train was hurtling
on through the dark tunnels in the bowels of the earth.

Yet all those people were. human. They all had
their little homes in the suburbs, where they loved and
hoped and feared, and lived a private life of their
own, just like the people in Madras. All those
battalions of girls, serious and preoccupied, clutching

1.



their little bags, had another existence in which they
were as GGod meant young women to be—thinking of
young men, and trinkets, and how to look ptetty, and
helping mother to cook the dinner ; while father,
divested of his black coat, is digging the garden ard
talking to his neighbour about the next crop of
cabbages. ‘

I did not stand long in the tube, because every few
seconds I was neatly jabbed in the back by some
hurrying office-slave, who threw back an automatic
apology and was gone before I could see who had
bundled into me. After being hastily misdirected by
no less than four polite but over-busy officials, I went
outside and asked a
policeman, and safe-
ly arrived at Pad-
dington and the cor-
rect platform for .
Oxford.

The English
trains seem very
small, and they go
with incredible
speed and smooth-
ness. They are
going at full speed
almost before they
have left the plat-
form. The third-
class carriages are
far more comfort- !
able than first-class "
in India. Even long-
distance trains stop
only one minute at
the big stations. The
day I went to Ox- .
ford, there was trouble on the line owing to the
points beirg frozen. * You’ll be a little late to-day,”
said the ticket-collector, very apologetically, '
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* Oh, dear!” T replied. * My mother is expecting
me for tea. How lateswill we be ? "

““Three minutes,” said the ticket-collector, as if
confessing to a dreadful crime. And be went on to
explain how the train would lose fifteen seconds at
such-and-such a junction, and be beld up for half a
minute at so-and-so, and in consequence have to wait
forty seconds at the next station to let the express
through, and in all the delay would amount to three
minutes. ““It can’t be helped,” he admitted, mourn-
fully, and pointed to a large printed notice in which the
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railway company explained the facts and apologised
for them,

Even the long-distance buses, covering a route of
two hundred miles, are punctual to the second, and
run at exact intervals to a time-table. It seems mira-
culous that a bus leaving London in the morning, can
be certain to stop for thirty seconds at a tiny village
in Yorkshire, at an exact moment the same evening,
If it doesn’t, there are scare headlines in the news-
papers.

I suppose all this is possible because our monkey-
like civilisation is so well-disciplined. When a
booming loud-spea-
ker, like the voice
of God, tells the

along please’, they
obediently hurry
along. They keep
to the left, and
they smoke or don't
smoke, and they
mind the moving
doors, and they step
off right foot first,
and they don’t spit,
and they adjust their
dress before leaving,
all according to
orders. The glo-
riously inconsequent
pedestrian of Mad-
ras, who wanders
in the roadway con-
templating the In
» finite, would dis.
locate the entire traffic of London during the course
of his somewhat brief existence.

English people are even greater individualists than
Indian people, and so the quick-moving orderliness of
their public life is all the more surprising. They
make up for it by being completely individual in
private. It is nothing to meet a rajlway porter who
is an authority on prehistoric Minoan pottery in

- private life.

Coming through Port Said is like passing from one
world to another.  All the great writers, from Kipling
onwards, have emphasised the difference between East
and West; but I like to think of the similarities
between East and West, People are human all over

people to ‘hurry

{

N

- all over,

the world, and the ordinary human Indizin is'a chap
very much like the ordinary human -Enghshm.an.
They are both bullied by the state of society mlwhxch
they live; but the bullying is directed at different
magters.

In the Suez Canal we met sgme Italian transports.
Each one was decorated with huge slogans and
pictures of Mussolini. I must say the ships seemed
miserably ill-found, and were in great contrast o our
big, smart, white-painted trooper. Our chaps crowd-
ed to the side, and gave the [talians a good-natured
cheer. ** Hi, Mister Dago, you are going the wrong
way!” cried one wag. ‘' Keep your topeeson!
shouted another, while the rest of us offered all kinds
of satirical advice. . .

The poor Italians could not crowd to the side,
because they were already so crammed together th?.t
they had no room to move. They just stood t‘lze_re in
a gloomy mass, gazing at us without a worc‘i‘. Coge
on, Antonio,” ctied one of our feIl:)WS. Where is
your patriotism? Viva Mussolini!” o

A few Italians raised a weak reply of ‘Viva
Mussolini I’, but the majority seemed too dispirited
to make a sound of any kind. “ Poor devils,” said
one of my mess-mates, “let's give them a song.”
And he struck up an Italian air, ' Goodbye to Naples’,
and a low groan arose from the crowd packed on the

deck sliding slowly past. .
As the Italian vessel slipped astern, the vainglorious

“slogans and the giant pictures of Il Duce assumed an

air of tragic irony. The sunny-natured I:ialians are
not a martial race, and it was sad to see them driven
to the slaughter by the imperious will of their great
leader. Yet the sight of the Italian transports made
me think that Mussolinl will yet succeed in the
imperial ambitions he has_prescribed for his people.
It was the overwhelming energy of one man that was
driving the ships southwards. He may not be able to
conquer Ethiopia by force of arms; but he may be
able to hold on long enough for the ill-assorted

Abyssinian empire to fall to pieces by internal dissen-
sion. I think Il Duce will be able to hold Italy
together, longer than the Emperor will be able to hold
Abyssinia together. Abyssinia consists of a conglo-
meration of mutually-hostile peoples who, if united by
any sentiment, are united only in distrust and dislike
of the Amharic domination, And the Emperor has
not been able to pay anybody for several months.

All this seemed very far away when I got into the
carrier’s bus for Binsey. It was a jay to hear the
slow, rich bucolic accents of the driver, who recognis-
ed me, and called me ‘boy —only he pronounced it
‘bo—or’. * You've been in foreign parts, no doubt ?”
he asked: and when I agreed, he remarked he had
heard about such places on the wireless. Country
people, and country life, do not change much.

So now I am spending my month’s leave at home
with my mother, living the good old village life; the
same sort of life as the simple people live all over the
world. When my sister turns the cows out to pasture
in the morning, I tell her I bave seen Indian girls
doing just the same thing hundreds of times. )

At first my mother was afraid I would be different
when I got home, with strange foreign ways and
disturbing habits. To her surprise, Ido notseem any
different ; and she says India cannot be a bad place,
as it has sent home her son unchanged and unharmed.
She asks lots of questions about India, but I find it
very hard to explain. My uncles are always asking
about Indian political questions that are mentioned in
the newspapers; but when I try to explain anything,
they always show by their remarks that they do not
really understand. So I have got into the habit of not
trying to explain about Indian things, unless the
listener is very patient.

I miss my comrades out there, particularly Boggins
and -the Human Bean. ‘Give my regards to all the
people we know. C

. Yours Sincerely, ..
' OBEAH JOYFULL,

LEAN TIMES —(Continued from page 26)

1)

two cylinders and a small bakelite handle is on the
market. This is technically called a Obesity Rollt‘ar,
but you may call it Mathilda or Noel, or even Poobsie-
Woobsie, When you roll the rollers up and down
your Body, minute particles of your anatomy are .rul‘a-
bed off, which helps to trim your ﬁgure: This is
indeed, a very amazing inventiqn (:jmd its manu-
facturer’s claims are no less amazing mventxons) but
the defect is that when you operate it, you are tickled
and peals upon peals of ‘maniacal laughter

issue from the bathroom.

Obesity, though in many respects a curse, isin
some ways a boon. Ample proportioned girls find it
less uncomfortable to ride on uncushioned . pillion
seats than their skinny rivals. Their avoirdupois
comes in very handy when a very crowded trunk is
to be made fast. They helpto wear out cinema, tram
and bus seats quicker than would otherwise be the
case, and thus in a .very real way add to the income
of carpentets and upholsterers. And when it comes
to arugument, needless to say, their words carty .
more weight.

THE END ' -
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M ASRUR SHAH, the ruler of Kallistan, was a

cruel tyrant. The confines of his kingdom

had been marked out in blood; and within
its boundaries, men walked in terror of the caprices
of their lord.

Masrur Shah was a great hunter. He loved the
sport of hawking ; but his chiefest delight was the
pursuit of mountain lions. He possessed a pack of
savage Turki hounds, and hunted with them twice or
thrice a week. '

Mountain lions must be hunted on foot. The Amir’

would set out with a score of followers, led by Wazir
Ali, the chief huntsman. Soon the pack was in full
cay after a lithe, slinking, tawny shadow, that moved

almost imperceptibly along the barren rocky slopes of
the Kallistan hills.

At this juncture, Masrur Shah was all amination,
He urged the hounds with shrill cries, while the hunts-
men anxiously performed the duties of the chase,
leashing or unleashing the dogs in obedience to the
excited shrieks of their master, Any bungling was
visited by storms of abuse, and a merciless lashing
with the hunting-whip that the Amir always carried.
A really bad day might find a luckless huntsman in
the hands of the executioner, suffering the Death of a
Thousand Cuts under. the eyes of the vengeful
Amir.
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Only Woazir Ali, the chief
bhuntsman, was safe from the
royal displeasure, Wazir Ali
was a marvellous man with
hounds, and the chief purveyor
of his master’s sport. Besides,
Wazir Ali was afflicted of
God—he was.not quite all there,
Among the many quaint fancies
of the chief huntsman, was a
belief that he was the blood-
’ brother of the hounds. He
regarded them as the real arbiters of the fate of
wallistan. '

* The hounds know the Will of God,” said Wazir
Alj, " and I am their brother, Tkhe ruler of Kallistan

is he whom the hounds acknowledge. The Amir is our .

master ; but all others we tear to pieces.”

There was some truth in the madman’s assertion,
The savage dogs fawned on Masrur Shah, and tolera-
ted the attendants ; but when unleashed would fly at
the throats of all the rest of mankind.

Masrur Shah delighted in the savagery of his
hounds. The supreme moment of the chase came
when a lion was hemmed in by a dozen of the fero-
cious dogs. With gleaming eyes and slavering lips,
the Amir watched his beloved hounds tearing the
King of Beasts to pieces.

The Amir’s hounds were sacred in Kallistan, The
most terrible death awaited any man who harmed
one. In fact, every circumstance of the Amir's sport
was governed by the most stringent edicts. Woe
betide the harassed shepherd who killed a lion that
had ravaged his flock. Lions were a reserved subject.

One day, the royal hunting-party was passing a
lonely crag, scarcely an hour's ride from the palace.
Fatima, the Amit’s most treasured bitch, was strug-
gling at the leash. The throng broke, and Fatima
leapt away up the slope, baying in full cry.

i
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of the Hounds

ig!” Amir, striking
“ Careless son of 2 pig! howled the

“1f my Fatima is
_holder across the face. :
;::tlila;: will suffer the Death of Protracted Tor

ments!”

“he hound has scente
Wazir Ali. * Master, give me |
s here, retorted the Amir,
with you. Bring four guards,
here with the hounds.”

d something,” interrupted
leave to follow her.

“ There are no lion
“ However, I will come
and let the rest remain

Masrur Shah and his huntsman breastedht.hed r;;ky
& ; . ey
ily- d guards panting behin

ope, the heavily-arme i hind ey
f:la.:xe to a narrow ravine, almost hidden in the hill

At the end of the ravine was a cave. In front

e a dagger in his hand.

of the cave stood a man,
Facing the man was Fatima.

13 O my P
“God is good. Guards, se

Mohammed Usker 1

ize that man. It is

Mobammed Usker constituted the
sole surviving menace to the tyranny O
Masrur Shah. On usurping the t‘htonf,
Masrur Shah bad murdered .al.l hxs ma Z
relatives, and every mlmsterAat;r
supporter of his uncle, the late ; moé
Only Mohammed Usker, the leader
the army,' had escaped.

Mohammed Usker enjoyed the affection lc;f
his soldiers, and the confidence of the peopHé
was brave and of noble charac‘fer. 1
g:lght his way through thg ranks of hn}j ;gu it,l
assins, and since then had been hiding "
:ealills Now he was cornered by the hound,

Fatima.

de her spring. The weight of the
fugitive to the ground, and

ank into his arm, upflung to
As he fell, Mohammed

rds repeatedly and despera®
Before the guards could

ed Usker lay senseless,

Fatima ma
huge dog bore the
her tearing jaws s
protect his throat.
Usker slashed upwa
tely with his dagger.
iptervene, Mohamm
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rincess of hunting-dogs 1" cried the Amir.

By Diana Don

drenched with the blood of the hound, which was
stretched upon him, dead and disembowelled.

“ o not kill the man!”’ Shriéked the Amir to  his
guards. * He shall die slowly, in full view of all
Kallistan. Take him to the arena, and summon the
populace by beat of drum !

The arena was an ampitheatre attached' to tbe
palace, built in former times for elephant-fighting d‘xs.
plays. By high noon, the place was packed with
people, wondering what new vagary of the tyrant had
brought them from their daily work.

When the guards fetched in Mohammed- Usker, a
murmur of pity and sympathy arose, ins_tantly hushed.
The captured General was ina sorry phght’. weapon-
less and with one arm torn and mangled. His tattered
clothing was caked with blood and dirt.

Masrur Shah took his seat. ““ Let it be proclaimed,”
he said, “ that this day the people shall see how I




deal with traitors, and those who touch my beautiful

hounds. Mohammed Usker shall be torn to pieces by

the dogs.”

Again there was a low murmur from the people. A
dozen hounds, baying and straining at the leash, were
brought into the arena below.

“{Unleash one dog only,” ordered the Amir. “I
will not have the
fellow go to Hell
too easily. And
if we can get him
running round
the arena, it will
be better sport.”

Mohammed
Usker stood up-
right in the
middle of the
enclosure, await-
ing his fate with
dignified ¢ alm-
ness. He wias
determined to
give the tyrantno
sport.  Perhaps
the hound would
tear out his throat at the flrst leap, and end mattets
at once, *

The awed and pitying populace saw the hound
spring forward. The softer-hearted closed their eyes.
But, within a stride of its victim, the ravening hound
drew back. It seemed disconcerted ; then, timidly, it
stepped forward, and'began to cringe before the
captive, whimpering, and licking his feet.

“What is this ?” shrieked the Amir. * Drag away
that white-livered cur, and give it a whipping.
Release another hound !”

This time, the murmur of the populace held a note
of protest; but the second hound was released. It
rushed forward with dripping jaws: and then checked,
like its predecessor. Finally it leapt up at the pri-
soner, but on‘ly to demonstrate affection. The excla-
mations of the spectators grew louder.

“ Loose the whole pack!” howled the Amir, with
ungovernable rage. At this command the assembly
rose to its feet, openly protesting, The tumult grew.
.The guards were using the butts of their lances. The
noise was hushed, not by the brutality of the guards,
but by the events in the arena. A hush spread over
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the crowd as realisation spread that the brave General
still stood there, untouched. The dreaded hounds
were fawning on him.

* A miracle! A miracle! Release the noble Gene.
ral!” cried the crowd.

" Drive everybody away!" screeched the Amir.
* Guards, drive them out! Use cold steel! Kill the
turbulent swine!”

“Stop ! ” shout-
ed Wazir Alj,
the huntsman, in
a voice of thun.
der. The milling
concourse w a s
stilled, All faces
were turned to
the madman, in
his place beside
the Amir,

“Stop! " re.
peated the fana-
tic. “God has
spoken! The
hounds guide the
destiny of Kallis.
tan! The hounds
have chosen! Mohammed Usker is your fated ruler |
Death to the usurper!” And before a guard could
lift a finger, the dagger of the huntsman plunged into
the evil heart of his master,

) o * * *

A wonth later, the Amir Mohammed Usker, the new
ruler of Kallistan, was receiving the grateful chief-
tains of his realm. From all sides came expressions
of the loyalty of the people, and their gratification at
the removal of the cruel Masrur Shah, *“Sire, the
blessjpgs of your rule, and the miracle by which it
came to us, will ever remain in our memory,” conclu-
ded the spokesman, .

“ Under God, is there any learned doctor among us
who can explaia the earthly workings of that miracle?”
enquired the new Amir.

A benevolent patriarch arose. “‘Sire, I have long
meditated on the event,” he said, “:and God has given
me an insight to the riddle.”

*“ Speak on,” ordered the Amir.

" Sire, when you stood in the arena, you were
covered with the blood of the hound, Fatima, The
dogs would not harm you. They scented in you the
leader of the pack.”” - :

THE END
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“ You will be discovered soon by a film producer and soar up as a famous star.’

i« But ygu predicted the same to Miss Moody and Miss Cocky!"

" Yes, memsahib. You girls are satisfied with nothing less.”
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Readers’

Auntie

\

Dear Tester, Strict Censor and Connoisseur,

You must pardon me for neglecting you all these
days. The fact was, a man fell in love with me and
kept annoying me with his silly attentions. So I ran
away ; and he ran after me! 1 gave him the slip at
last. I ran all over India for two months, Here I am
at last, safe and sound !

There is a superior tone about your correspc;ndence
which has always puzzled me. 1 thought there must
be a reason. So, clever woman that I am, I set my
sleuths after you. 1 have lifted the curtain behind
which you are sulking! You are a prince! The
mystery of your enormous cheek is explained at last.
But, Your Highness, however high a highness you may
be, don’t you think Your Highness should observe the
ordinary decencies of polite correspondence ?

So you want to know :

(1) What two great works, the original Mss. of
which were inadvertently destroyed, had to
be rewritten.

(2) If the wisecrack on beauty attributed to
Macaulay by Trevelyan applies to' women
also,

(3) Whether the author of the feature N.E.W.S.
was not wrong in crediting Tennyson with
the poem Fidelity,

Here you are.

1 will dispose of the points raised by you seriatim.

(1) The first is, of course, the one about Carlyle.
The other one is mine. I produced a staggering
history of the Salt Satyagraha Movement. One of
the goats in Gandhiji's Ashram ate it up. So I am
writing another,

(2) 1don't know if Macaulay’s aphorism applies
to beautiful women also. However, a fonny thing
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"happened once. A man who apparently read Trevel-

yan was in the same doubt as yourself. So he switched
on to me, because I am second to none in physical
charms. Uncle Ghastly ran to the nearest boot-shop

_and bought a pair of regulation hob-nailed boots. He

got into them with some difficulty and kicked that
doubt-racked chap in the pants. I don’t know if his
doubt was resolved. But there it is for you, to draw
your own conclusions.

(3) I have instituted a special tribunal composed
of myself, the Editar, the Head-Compositor and the
senior Office-boy to try the man who writes the
N. E. W.S. page. It transpired at the solemn trial
that he was as enthusiastic a student of the English
poets as, for instance, yourself and myself ; that due toa
difference with his wife on that fateful day, he drown-
ed his sorrows in a dozen cups of coffee, which got
into his head ; that in that muddied mental state he
wrote that page; that he got his Tennyson and
Wordsworth mixed up and couldn’t sort them out,
He pleaded that he was the father of two little

children, that he had not insured his life, and finally,

he grovelled at the Special Tribunal’s feet and prayed
for clemency.

The Editor who is a kind-hearted man ruled that
the culprit be let off with a warning. But I vetoed
his ruling and condemned the wretch to death.

; At dawn next day I stood him against the wall in
the compositors’ room and ordered my private firing
squad to have a shot at him. Just ds the guns went
off I closed my eyes, because a mosquitoe got into my
eyes. When I opened my eyes, the firing squad was
turned into stone, and the condemned man had a rose-
garland round his neck |

So 1 kissed him a general amnesty, and sent him
away with a benediction and a cigarette.

With all kind: wishes,

Yours sincerely,

AUNTIE, .

Homo
Sapiens

ARWIN writes a famous sentence in his
]D) ' famoué book which gives a crumb of comfort

to the world that he was accus.ed.of h.aving
humiliated by tracing the ancestry of its inhabitants
to monkeys :— -

“ for my own part I would as soon be descende.d
from that heroic little monkey who bp'elved h{s
dreaded enemy in order to save the life 0'[;1 -hlS
keeper, or from that old baboon wh.o, dfascenh :.g
from the mountains, carried away in t'nun(;pd is
young comrade from a-crowd of astonishe OE-S’
as from a .savage who delights' to torture his
enemies, offers up bloody sacnﬁc.es, Pract1§£s
infanticide without remorse, trea?;s his wives like
“slaves, knows 1o decency, and is haunted by the

grossest superstitions.”

Here, surely, is an appeal t? tl.le imag‘ination at{d
the emotions, unusual in a scientific treatise. Hefoli
monkeys and affectionate baboons set agims
blood-thirsty and superstitious savages, open & °ng
line of * nature’ 5t°tie.s en'dmg with Mowgli an
Tarzan and other fine reversions to type. Our ;Clzn'
tist talks as if he were permitted to chosse W ;t er
he would be descended from a savage or a baboon,
whereas the plain truth, which even a literary mﬁ“
may see, is that he is descended .ftom . both. * ;
cannot get rid of the savages by a.llymg himself “”td
the baboons ; he must take the disgrace of the head-

Myrs.
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By
Kamala

hunter and the cannibal along with the glory of the
chimpanzee.

Another man, less poetical, postulates: * That man,
far from being once the equal of the angels, has
developed painfully and slowly from the sea-worm
which one finpe morning was daring enough to leave
the ocean for the land......How can we be hero-wor-
shippers when we think of the sea-worm 2" We are
thunderstruck. * There is some relief in being assured
we were angels or at least our first parents were
demi-angels in Adam and Eve. But a sea-worm |

Ah ! here is a new note—humility. Instead of taking
pride in the heroic little monkey of Darwin, I am

-humbly to recall the sea-worm and, along with it, all

the vast line that stretches from the amoeba up
through sea-worm and lemur and aboriginal man.
And having confronted myself with this vast cloud of
witnesses, I am to remember my extraction from the
mud, and be humble. But if Darwin could be proud
remembering the monkey and the baboon, why may
not I be proud remembering the adventurous sea-
worm, and all the plucky little vermin from whom I
come and whom I so obviously resemble ?

In answering this somewhat rhetorical question—
‘for it can be answered—we must notice that it is much
hatder to visualise a sea-worm than a monkey. Every
child delights in monkeys, but (I suppose) only the
children of biologists have a speaking acquaintance
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with cea-worms. Darwin, moreover, however senti-
mental he may have been, did what all ancestor-
worshippers do; he selected his forbears. Whether
he was conzcious of it or not, he fixed his atiention
on an individual monkey and an individual baboon, as
proper heroes to be descended from. If you wish to
love an animal, you must separate it {rom its kind,
even if it be a lamb. Restore your creature to the
pack and out goes the affection between you. You
cannot love a swarm of bees even if you are an idiot.

When I was young I was greatly interested in ants
and, in pursuance of a holy precept, spent mauy
hours in their contemplation. I grew very fond of
ants and came to know something of them, but once
it was my misfortune to be with a whole army of
ants. From that time on my whole attitude toward

that industrious race
suffered a change. Ants—
thousands and thousands
of them—swarmed about
me, and I was both morti-
fied and afraid. There
were ants on my hands and
on my face; in my shoes
ants were concealed ; they
appeared in every part of
my clothing, while hordes
of reinforcements | came
from nowhere.

It is not safe to think in this wise. But there is
nothing unpleasant, as any child _or -any savage will
tell you, about conceiving of yourself as blood brother
to animals; it has never been deemed a disgrace to
call a man a lion, or a girl a gazelle. It has become
commonplace for men and women alike to say that

they prefer the society of their dog to that of most

human beings.

Pass to the less noble animals and still the relation-
ship is so close that it cannot be denied. To visit
the Zoo is, I find, to renew my acquaintance with my
friends and associates. I look into my, heart, and
there Ifind the pig and the peacock struggling for
pre-eminence, ,

When the biologists have completed their re-
searches, and the whole history of life is known from
the first bubble of consciousness in the mud down to

the full emergence of Homo Sapiens, the explanation'

of it all will still elude us.

Suppose that the whole history of man could be
compressed into a moving picture, and that in some
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dreadful ‘educational ilm’ you could watch the
development of man from sea.worm to Socrates, just
zs now we hope to see on the screen the development
of a plant, would the mystery be less of a mystery ?

In other ages the problem of man's relation to
animals was stated in a different and perhaps a more
philosophical way. Man, it was argued, is an animal,
a biped without feathers. He was taken out of the
dust. This is certain because wesee that he'returns to,

dust. He is dust, then, and he is an animal-— but he
is more. He is an animal that wears clothes, or some
sort of extraneous addition to his person, for ornament
if not for warmth ; he plainly is not satisfied with the
skin and hair which Nature provided, but tries to
fashion himself according to another pattern.

Again, man is an animal

the famous assaults on the
dignity of man in the
eighteenth century consist-
ed in an attempt to show
that the orang-outang used
a stick as a weapoun, and
-engravings were published,
notably by Goldsmith in
his History of Animated
Nature, showing the orang-
outang thus armed and
standing in front of rude houses which he had built
for his shelter. Again man is the animal that writes,
draws, and records his invisible thoughts in tangible
form, thus initiating civilisation as we know it.

And so they continued. He isthe animal that speaks.
He is the animal that laughs. In particular were
thinkers impressed with the fact that man was the
animal that aspired. Unlike a dog, a bee, or an ape,
he was either fretting about himself or dreaming about
himself, always vexed by the desire to get something
that he did not have,

It is well not to fix too gteat an attention upon our

‘ancestors i this world, for to do so is to obscure the

problem which is man. You,are yourself a problem ;
you are the theatre of a struggle between two natures
for the possession of you, apd it is the issue of the
struggle, not its origin, that would seem to be of
importance. All that we know of the absorption of
interest in one's genealogy enforces the same truth.
If a man is largely interested in the social position of
his grandmother, it usually militates against his

that .uses tools. One of

-

i:uman{ty and ci:arity, Tt is a terrible thing to beflxke
a king—the victim of your ancestors ; nevef to e'scape
from the iton cage in which your descent bas imprisoned
you. If you find yourself in bonds, like a Duke or a
Drunkard, you may, I domot doubt, take a dubious
satisfaction in tracing your character to your forbears.

But for the vast multitude of my own—dear h.qum
souls, unknown to me even by name—I will dismiss

THE

them all with a flourish of salutation as did Charles
Surface, after he had sold his ancestors to the highest
bidder : *“ Ladies and gentlemen, your most obedient
and very grateful servant.”” 1 wish them well and,
for that matter, rest eternal. And in this gesture of
farewell T should like to include, in the wide sweep of
my ceremonious bow, the ape, the lemur, and—well,
yes—even the sea-worm.

1

END

“Qur host seems to |
second-hand stuff.

ried a widow.”
" Yes, he even mafried a Widow.

have furnished the whole house with

Preserving the Unities




The Camsen Will
7y Narak A. Nurak

Reading Time @ About 9 Minutes

\“ ILLIAM Camsen was one of my best clients.
He and I were classmates. Therefore when
he amassed a huge fortune through railway
contracts, he made me his legal advisor. He wasa
queer guy, with queerer ways. He had jibbed at the
mysteries of married life and remained a bachelor all
through. Having kept his nose close to the grind-
stone for many years, hg had retired from active life
and was enjoying the fruits of his labour. IHe loved
life he was keen on a good menu and had the choi-
cest wines in his side-board. He was in fact enjoying
life:with the satisfaction of 2 man who had put his
shoulder to the wheel. He had as his housekeeper Rita,
an orphaned neice, whom he had brought up after her
parents died of some epidemic. He doted on the girl
and I realised that all the dough that the old crank had
garnered in would go to this pretty gitl one day. As
a friend of the family and a constant visitor at the
Camsen home, I grew to like the girl too.

The only other blood relation which
Camsen had, was a cousin of bis, a
young man called Banter. He was.
a never-do-well, with dissipation
written all over his face. Camsen
abhorred him ard whenever this
shaver tainted the atmosphere of the
Camsen menage, old Camsen used to
shoo him away with his frowns. I had
gathered that young Banter had more
than once made advances to Rita,
who having been infected with her
uncle’s hatred of the lad, had repulsed
‘him each time, '

It was not for me to interfere
in the private affairs of my friend
and client, but as I was much interest-
ed in him and Rita, T had cautioned
the old man to draw up his will. But
~ he had, with his usual light-hearted
chatter, waved me off and spiffed me
for being a pessimist,
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*“I know I shan’t peg out so soon,” he would say,’

with a whimsical smile. “I shall write out a will
myself and send it on to you when I feel that .my end
is near. Meanwhile let us not think of death,”

Two or three years rolled by, One morning I was
intrigued to get a sealed blue envelope from my friend
with a covering letter, asking me to keep the cover
intact and to open it only after his death. I guessed
it was his will and wondered if he had drawn it up
with all the necessary formalities. [ keﬁt the cover
safe in-my box and soon forgot all about it.

A few months after this, I had gone out ona
fishing tour, trying to get a short respite from my
professional work, On coming back, I was shocked
to hear that old Camsen had died suddenly of heart
failure and that his nephew had taken charge of all
his estate. 1 was also informed that he had made
one final offer of marriage to Rita, and on her defiant

Y
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rafusal, he had asked her to feave the ho;ze.'hfuosc;r
Rita had to take refuge in a convent bo{arltl Sgo ho fo;
where the kind nuns had taken her. Tle sorey r
the girl; but ‘knowing that I had. the prz;cthought ;
envelope‘ in my possession, 1 smqed, as I .
could put a spoke in Banter’s wheel very soon.

As I walked into my study after'a hasty bre?kfi.;t;
I was surprised to see Rita waiting for mg in She
anteroom. She looked pale. anc.i hagg;\r . Jer
usual cheerful appearance 1}ad given p ac; A ;ing
morose, desperate look. I smiled at her, noth n ing
what words of gympathy I should offer her.
rose aé che saw me and
in her eyes. ‘

“gGit down, Rita dear,” T said.
to hear the news.”

Rita bravely gulped :%own t
plumped back on the chair.

“1 was grieved

he rising sobs and

*“I've com
b .
¥ You know I,am penniless

and helpless.”

¥

1 noticed that tears welled up’

e to seek your advice,” she whisper'ed.

In answet, 1 patted her back, soothingly.
“ Take heart, dear,” I consoled. “All is not so

black as you think. Thavea blue envelope with -me,
It contains your uncle’s will.” -

B A will?” she asked, wistfully, not realisi‘ng the
import of my message.

“yes. A will, surely in your favour,” Isaid, as

I fished out the blue envelope from my despatch box
with a hopeful smile.

She watched me break the seal and slit the envelope

open with cold, listless eyes.

At this juncture another visitor barged in. [t was

none other than Banter. He came in with a sneer on
his lips, and after greeting me with a superior air,
inserted himself into a chair before being asked. I
kept my temper and nodded back, hoping that I could
immediately make him eat dust. Rita shivered at the
sight of the ‘man as if a gust of pestilential wind
had blown into the room.

Bantet looked at me and Rita and
cleared his throat.

“ I have come to enquire if there is any
will executed by my late cousin,” he
drawled. ‘"Igottwo responsible men
to look into all the papers at home and
they have found none.”

I gasped ‘at his coolness,

“This blue envelope,” I said, with
cutting precision, * was entrusted to my
care by the late Mr. Camsen. I do not
| see any reason why it should not contain
his will. T was just opening it when you
| came in.”

C*% A will!” he exclaimed. His face
‘displayed concern and anxiety.

“ Yes. A will,” I repfied briefly and
proceeded to draw the paper out of
the envelope.

But as I unfolded it my jaw dropped,
and I believe ms'r eyes popped. Banter
half rose from his chair while Rita
continued to sit as listlessly as before.

I glared at the paper as if it contained
my death warrant, I scanned both the
sides of it. I took the envelope and
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peered in to see if it contained any other bit of paper.
It was as empty as-an air balloon. I did all this
because the paper which I extracted from the cover
was as innocent of writing as a fresh sheet from the
mills. .

Banter got up with a look of triumph. He emit-
ted a gurgle of derisive laughter.

“ You were pulling my leg. So there is no will,
and I take all the effects ! " he gushed.

He left the room after giving me a bow with mock
courtesy.

I am not given to swearing and I certainly do not
indulge in it in'the presence of ladies; But on this
occasion I swore vimfully, .I was bowled, as there
was no leg to stand on legally. I grieved for Rita for
having roused hopes in her when there were none.
I looked vacantly at her.

“Rita dear,” 1 said dolefully, *there is some
catch somewhere. You may continue to be at the
convent while I look into the matter.”

She rose as if in daze and shuffled out.

4 The affair intriguned me. I turned it over in'my
- mind, Could it be that Camsen had really written a
will and that after it was put in-the cover, the paper
was changed by some one ? I-examined the seals, They
were genuine. None could have interfered after the
cover was sealed, and knowing Camsen’s methodlcal
ways, [ was sure he must have sealed, the cover 1mme-
diately after he put the enclosure in. I was too
confusegl to formulate any theory. I was upset.at the
turn of affairs.

That evening I met Snapper at the club. He is a
brainy guy and 1 often unload my woes on him.
I told him about the Camsen will affair, He was
intereted in the problem from the outset. He dropped
in at my house that night and examined the sheet of"
paper. He looked at it through a magnifying /glass
which he kept for detecting forgeries. He grunted
thoughtfully. ' -

*

“I tell you what,” he advised, with a cautioning
fingér on his lips. “Arrange to get the girl and Banter
- here your office to tomorrow. Iavite two of.your
friends also. We shall settle the matter out of
court,” .

. . THE
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" solve the pgoblem he had set for me. .

I smiled at his hopefulne...

" You do not know Banter,” I said dubiogsly. “ F
will not give up a pie.” L §
1

In answer Snapper smiled, -

“ We shall make him agree,” he said crypticallf‘E

and took leave of me.
I arranged as suggested.- Next morning Banter and
Rita came over. The former enquired with ~gpn
msolent air what was afoot while the latter sat in
dumb depression. Snapper and the other friends also
arrived. ’

‘Snapper took charge of the matter. He looked. ;s

serious as a judge about to sentence a man to death. :

“You agree this is the paper which was'in th
blue envelbpe ? " he asked Banter as he toyed w:tl?
the paper he took out of the cover.

I do,” said Banter with coolness.

Snapper appeared to be lost ih thoﬁght. He
lit lamp on my table and the his cigar off it. '

He took the paper and stroked it playfully.

£l

“1 shall prove that this bit of paper is not as inné-.
cent as it pretends to be,"” he informed us pompously.

v

He uafglded it and held it carefully over the ﬁame, ; ‘

making it caress the whole surface.

“"Don’t burn it,” I protested. T

“Don't spurn it,” heeretorted as he placsd it
before me, . ' e
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I blinked -at it. It was all written up in sgpia"-

letters in the bold handwriting of Camsen. A glancg

at it showed that he had left his all to. Rita, The"‘l‘l

will was duly attested by two thnesSes known to us,

The Camsen will was out. The tranky old bi
writtea it with invisible -ink expectlng thlt‘f wo(ﬂd

"’”s

[y

Banter swore at us and left us in a huf, Rita i'M
pow rolling in wealth, 41 am her guardiap
adviser. -

END o LAy

Merry’s Film Section

REVIEWS
Mahatma Kabirdas (Tamil)

Producers : Sundaram Talkies

Showing At The West

This is the story of a Rama-bhakta.

Kabir is an impoverished weaver, living in Denares
on the banks of the Ganges with his wife Sundarbi
and his son Kamal. With three mouths to feed,
Kubir is unable to make both ends meet. And, he
burns the candle at both the ends, playmﬂ ths Hoqt
to every devetee of Rama who sets foot in his house.
One day when the kitchen cupboard is empty, arrive

*three’ holies, with equally empty stomachs. Kabir
needs must feed them. He decides to steal the
needed provision from a neighbouring prov;sxq
merchants’. Like father, like son, Kamal fz%l]s in
with Kabir ic his burglarious quest. DBoring a
hole in the wall, Kamal procures the edible grain.
When making away, Kamal is ‘conscience’ stricken.
The hole in the wall might attract others more
rapacious! He re-enters the room and raises an
alarm but before he could make good his escape
the Komattis catch hold of his legs. 'lhere ensues
a tug-of-war, Kabir hugging to his son’s head
and the Komattis lugging at his legs. This is too
much for Kamal who begs : * Father, leave my body to
the Komatiis and take my head away! They wen't
find out!”......

With his son’s head tucked under his arm, Kabir
goes hame to his anxious wife and hungry ‘holies’
and retails the incident. They consign Kamal's head
to the Ganges and go to the bathing ghat.

Meanwhile a tragi-comedy is being enacted at the
scene of the burglary. The policeman asks:

“ Who committed this burglary ?

“This man, sir,” say the Komattis, pointing at the
head-less body.

“ But even a thief must have a head? Where is
it 2 persists the policeman.

“No, sir, he didn’t bring it here ! "’ they wail.

“ YWhat could have happened to it ? " he thunders.

“Wse don't know, sir. He must have left it at his
house!”

The puzzled policeman is relieved at this answer.
He removes the body and hangs it on a tree near the
bathing-ghat for all would-be burglars to see. As
soon as the Sadhus and Kabir reach the ghat, Mother
Ganges restorcs the head to the bcdy and Kamal
walks into the arms of his parents.......

6—14—3—36

find Talkies, Madras

Three * Jolly brothers " of Benares, of whom Sowcar
Kamalakara is one, are casting their nets about
Sundarbi, Finding seduction impossible, Nayava-
chana, one of the ‘three ', launches a more elaborate
scheme. He sends out invitations to all Sadhus in
Benares, to visit Kabir's house, for a grand bhajana
and feast. They all oblige. Kabir is in a quandary.
It would take him at least a thousand pagodas to feed
the crowd and he hasn’ta copper ! At this juncture,
naive Nayavachana, comes to the rescue and takes
Kabir to Kamalakara for the money, The Sowcar
agrees to lend the money but wants ‘something’ in
exchange as earnest uniil Kabir returns the money.
Kabir confesses he has nothing. Nothing, that is,
except himself, lis son and his wife—his only belong-
ings. Cunningly, Kamalakara eliminates one by one,
both the father and son and clinches the contract on
Sundarbi. Kabir has no other alternative. To him,
this is another of Sri Rama's tests, a divice ordinance
to be obuyed.

(Continued on next page bottom)
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Dhoop Chhaon @i

Producers: New Theatres

As I stepped out of the Star Talkices, Madras, after
seeing this picture, one thouceht was uppermost in my
mind. It dogged me all the way home,

Political considerations aside, (and they are heavy
and urgent enough in all conscience) every South
Indian ought to know Ilindustani, if ouly to (loat for
a fleeting moment in that sreat emotion, painful yet
happy, which a view of Dhoop Chiliaon and its lite
produce,

Once again New Theatres have adventured into the
rarified atmosphere of cine-art. Vet ance again they
have smashed their own record U It Chandidas,
next Devdas, and now Dhocs Clihiaon, this studio i3 a
triumphal procession of sucenssive successes! The
word suceess is too drah and untidy {o serve a master-
piece that D/iorp Chiliqon is.

The story opens in a somewhat commonplace
atmosphere; but from the advent of Surdas (IX. C. Dey,
the blind sinver——and what a singer he was !) on the
scene, the story moves on with a compelling interest,
cruel in its pathes, unrelieved in its tragedy right up
to the denowement, where tragedy is knocked on the
head and a sigh of relief is provided.

Each actor does credit to his or her part,

Sparkling as Uma (as Rup Kumari) is in her arbit,
her performance in this picture is somewhat dis.
appointing, when compared to her achievement in
Chandidas. But then the story is not so much Lers,
as it is of Surdas. Her great love for the hero
Dipak (played by Sanyal) is but a side jesue to
Surdas’s inconsolable arief at Dipal’s exit out of
his life.

MAHATMA KABIRDAS

(Contirnued Jrom previous page)

At home, Kabir contemplates a ravishing Sundarbi,
bedecked in fineries beeoming a princess, But for
whom ?

Thieving, murder and then--!

In thunder, lightning and rain, Sundarbi wends her
way to Kamalakara’s place. Meanwhile father and
son are busy with the grand Bhajana.......

Kamalakara makes overtures to Sundathi but is
thwarted by the maya guarding ber.

Lord Sri Rama is satisfied with his devotee’s
supreme sacrifice. A pagoda bag reaches Kamalakara
who awakens to the realitics of the situation. Al 70 to
Kabir's Bhajana Ghoshti. The show ends with a
glorious vision of  Rama-Sita, reconciliations and
rejoicings all round.
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In this age when romantic love is variously jeered
at, ridiculed and discredited, opinion may be divided
over the “human value’ of the love between Rup
knmari and Dipak. But as regards the genuineness
of the hlind man's doting attachment for the waif he
chert-hed, there can be no two opinions. Lor a hlind
man to portray his emotions as Surdas did, when his
aldopted child left him, and later when he calls out
for his hoy on the slage, is perhaps the highest express-
ion of dramatic art. One felt Surdas was not ‘just
acting a part. It was the wail of a pain-swollen
heart, Te lived it.  Such realistic acting has ravely
been attained on the Indian Screen. Ilere was a
human emotion exploited by New Theatres in their
own materly wayv.

One expeeled the detectives in the story 10 7o about
their business in line with the tragic uuities preserved
all round.  Their earlier antics mar, ever so slightly
it is true, an otherwise fool-proof, perfect piece. If
it wus the desire of the dircetor to soften the hard
strain of tragedy rubning through the story, by
introducing a bit of ill-timed {lippancy, the resultant
effect was not quite happy. This comic interlude
might well have been left alone.

‘Taken as a whole, Dhioop Chhaon is a great achiceve.
ment. The singing is splendid, acting brilliant, the
photography fine, though not so spectacular as that
one saw in Devdas.

This is the story of the two phases of a common
human emotion, converging painlully to their
common objective and a haven of peace. This is a
picture which everyone ouzht to see, nnt once but
twice,

P. D. V. Krishnan’s portrayal of Kabirdas is very
sincere and telling. T. S. Velammal as Sundarbi gives
her best performance on the screen.  The other roles,
barring Navavachana and Sarasangi, are of very
indiffcrent interest,

The photography is good, the scenic effects excel-
lent, and the sound recording splendid. Also, the
absence of the usual song numbers is a noteworthy
feature, but the songs arc set in Hindustani style and
some are in Hindustani itself. Net all the Tamil
audience can understand the jmport of the songs.
Avother deplorable feature is the scene of girls bathing
in the Ganges—and this is shown at lrast half a
dozen times  with the girls stripped and the lurking
men casting lusty glances at them! 1 wonder if this
is at all nscestary in a devotional theme,

Considered as a whole, Kabirdas is worth seeing,
far the degree of success achieved.

Thackeray on the Screen
By P. R. Krishnaswami

Reading Time @

HARLES Lamb uttered the classic rema.lrk
( that Shakespeare’s great tragedy, King
Lear, should not be acted, because, to the
lover of the sublimities suggested in t.he plgy,.the
actualities of the stage are bound to be dlszxpp0111t{ng.
What would Charles Lamb have said about il
versions of books and novels produced at the present
day? The flm version of a book can be very
different from the book. The Bengal-Lan‘cer by
Yeats-Brown is a readable and in parts very pleasant
book about India. DBut the Lives ('Jf a Bengal
Lancer is almost an atrocious production calculated
to wound sentiment in India. Meifaka as a nov;l
is real and convincirg. Its film version tends to De
melodramatic in parts.

There are of course disabilities which the film
picture shares with the stage as “.’hen out Subtle
imagination is shocked by the very finite c?ncretex?_eas
of an actor or actress. To swallo'w a raklsh-%ookmg
young man for the Lord Sri Krishna or a frxvol;aus
woman for his divine spouse is not agreeablle to Fhea. re-
goers. By leaving everything to the 1magmation,
the word-picture succeeds better than stage 1.'e_prescnt-
ation with all its limitations. But therzxsha ggiat
divergence of ideals as between 2 dlt?ma :n t smisz
picture. The drama selects from lite an ;c?ox; ises
its material. The film on the ot%xer hamh 1sf Zr;tail
reproducing the entire background in trut.f 1o ; Of.
We who have often experienced the' thri t'e}.jsr:iest °
the vernacular stage in this country, in which de altS
of realism would be brought up, without referehnctetho
the requirements of the story, must feel tha “2
standards of the film should make a ready appea
the tastes of this country.

The other day I was attracted to the picture

of Becky Sharp shown at the Wellington. I

went there with great expectations. I was sure thte}rle
would be one exciting scene at least, w'he(;e e:
Marquis of Steyne is handled roughly by th.e in 1gnar:i
Colonel Rawdon Crawley. But‘ I was disappointed.
To quote the words of the novelist :

“ Byt Rawdon Crawley sprang out, seized him by

the neckcloth, until Steyne, almost strangled, writhed,

About 5 Minutes

and bent under his arm. °You lie, you dog!’ said
Rawdon, ‘You lie, you coward and villain!’ And
he struck the peer twice over the face with his open
hand, and flung him bleeding to the ground......”

The scene in the picture was a tame affair. Sir
Cedric Hardwicke who personated the Marguis of
Steyne did show considerable dignity, but the Rawdon
Crawley was not equal to the scene at all. Rawdon
Crawley is perhaps one of the surprises of Thackeray’s
creations, He starts by being a good animal, he is a
good ‘sportsman and adds gambling to the list of his
accomplishments. He learns a trick or two at the
gaming table and utilises his skill to support his
household expenses. But he is essentially a simple-
hearted fellow and falls an easy victim to the wiles of
Becky Sharp. Disreputable as Becky s, it is only
marriage with her which helps the evolution of
Rawdon’s character which rises at last almost to the
noblest height of manhood. Rebecca is Rawdon's
idol and he bestows on her his unstinted devotion,
The birth of 2 son is the next great influence on
Rawdon’s moral growth, Fatherhood draws out the
best and most unselfish qualities in him. He sees
easily that Mrs, Jane Crawley is adorable as a mother,
and his own wife is a very different type, but it takes
him time to realise what villainy lies concealed in the
smiles of Rebecca. The simplicity and essential
innocence of Rawdon are demonstrated when he
refuses to hearken to the warnings of his friends and
relations about the growing scandals of his wife's
conduct. A brief word of explanation from his dear
Becky is always sufficient to turn Rawdon away from
all suspicions. The crucial test however comes when
Rawdon is put into prison for debts, Becky sleeps
over the appeal from her husband for urgent relief,
but Mrs, Jane Pitt not only offers relief but also calls
in person to give him her sisterly sympathy, Freed
from prison Rawden hurries home, only to behold a
scene which destroys finally his married life thereafter,
The Rawdon who appeared in the pictare was a poor
thing. He hardly showed the anguish which was his
‘at the time. We should shudder to think what a
crude show Othello would make on the screen,
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The film version attains a tair moaswe of success
in depicting Joueoh Scdicy, the Calle tor of Bogley-
wallah.  The Nabob is of course quite wauring i hiy
appearances at Drorsels, copoeindly inthe {inghe wihioh
overtakes him in the end, e io voi accomupanied
there by a black servant ia the novel 2+ he is shown
to be in the picture.  DBut the story of the Wahob is
hardly continucd to ils logical evd.  We chould be
interested to witness the Dechy-Jos alliance in its
decadence especially as Thackeray hineoil has drawn
a striking picture of it in Clylemmnestra Again.

Amelia is another subtle creatinn, too subtle for film
represcntation. At any raic Thackeray meant Amelia
to be distinctiy pretticr than Decly thouch the Iatter
has sufficient aris in her power to captlivate men by.
The Amelia in the pitture was quite poor.  Corres-
pondingly the picture succeeded tn making Siv Pitt

Crawley (Junior) very real, true to Thackeray's
creation. e is a man of pompous words not very
diftirent from the man of centiments, the Joseph
Sutface of Sheridan's comedy.,

The obvious advantage of the film version lay in
tha representation of the historic cannonading in the
neigibourhood of Waterlvo, and the break-up of a
dancimyy party al Drussels from which the warriors
hurried to mount their horses to go to battle. Simi-
larly the scene of the court of the Lnglish King,
(reorge 1V, at which Becky is presented, is another
sight for the audience.

The work of adaptiny literary masterpicces for film
purposes needs to be carried out with great care, and
it will he a gencral happiness when a film picture
succeeds in being worlhy of the literary masterpiece
on which it is based.
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WET DREAMS

Conipletely stopped & Youth regained by
Syrup Salisavana. Rs. 3-8. & 1/14.

Guide Free. Money refunded if not cured

THE MALARIANA COMPARY,
MANGALORE (1) §- 1.

s the
American Airgun

!
f
|
\

§

P. B. 119, . )

(No Licence Necessary)

This gun puts you in the
way to take correct aims.
Birds can be shot.

The exact gun for self-
protection at nights and
for pastime games.

Very strong Barrel made
of steel, with wooden‘handle
highly polished and springs
very durable and powerful.

Frice per gun Rs. 4-12-0
(with 100 lead shots free)

Extra 100 shots As. 0-8-0

(Postage Rs. 1-4-0 excluded)
The Genuine Watch Co,

Madras
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Every kind mother fecls proud
of her darling baby with

;\“%\ ihis Neck-chain on

1;) .
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The cheapest A fashionable
and the prettiest J ornament
ornament !! ‘k) for all ladies 1

e

The °Rolled Cold > Necklace

within the reach of rich and poor alike.

This exquisite ornament
has pendants set with
imitation stones in red,
white, etc. Looks like

recal Gold-Necklace.

Rs. ]_ 1/8

/

— 3 chains at a time —
Postage free and one rolled gold wrist chain free.

Postage free for
2 chains ordered
at a time

Special gifts
for bigger
orders

only

— 4 chains at a time —
Postage free and an additional neck chain free.

Similar presents for more orders.

i
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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 and all.

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

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

el (i
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THE GENUINE WATE{E€0.
P.B.119 - . “Madm
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Buy one ?péc%ay.\@;b% |

h Everybody wishes for the
Home Beautiful

. THE
HHANSA-RECORD 4

Embroidery Machine
) is indispensable for every family

Machine, round frame,
woollen thread in diffe-
rent colours, designs,
half-drawn cloth, scis-
sors and other accesso-
ries with full instruc-
tions, all in a strong
combination box,
| Rs. 5/- only. Postage
| extra. Machine alone
| Rupees Two only.

® « Hansa Record” has more advantages
than any other similar machine now
being sold.

® Threading of the wool and embroidering
over designs is surprisingly easy.

® You can work beautiful pictures in

different colours both for decoration in
- your Home and for sale. The machine
‘13 contains the needle within itself.

* This is the machine that provides you
the « Joy of Home ”. .

§&" (Please note reduction in prices)

THE KRISHNA AGENCY,
P. B. 119, Broadway, Madras.

R SRR 2 R



Regd. No. M, 2856.
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%J The dependable Radiogram of the day—

*“ His Master’s Voice” For Tone & Quality Performanc

Model 475 with Automatic Record Changer Rs. 790
474 without " v Rs. 610
1471 Radio Receiver - Rso 300

(All for A, C. Mains 95-230 Volts 50-60 Cyeles)

Don’t buy a radio without a demonstration of these

s e e et

EDITED, PRINTED & PUBLISHED By $. S, VAsAN, AT THE ANANDA YIKATAN PrEss, MADRAS,
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