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Make tailoring a fine art!
Dear Merry Reader, e

TABLE CRICKET is an THE FAMOUS HAND

WON'T EVEN | - | HE CAN SUGGEST |
PLAY/ SOMETHING.

.l st1 . .t R [ ' I - e g L : - C G _ i
interesting game. We have i SEW|NG MABH'NE D oLy T ] P cs soLisTiess WA NOTHAVE A

. R ter 2 || AND EASILY WO \TH ‘
ready for you, Irec, provided - # BALL WITH US! ) | ggil 3 || TireE0 AND HE| | DOCTOR-PERHAPS £

you become our subscriber for WILL SOLVE YOUR PROBLEM

one year. The game box will

be delivered at your door Iree g;,

7
of cost. You can enrol nmj}
’ $

For others, each box costs As. 8.

} .
Iy
L

Postage extra. This offer is%
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DON'T WORRY ~HE'S
GROWING QUICKLY &
I USING UP. ENERGY

limited according to the number

. . Just imported, measurement over- | FASTER THAN HE CAN @
of boxes available with us. all 6" x5" x 2", made of shect metal REPLACE IT — SUFFER- |
throughout, black Japanned with litho ING FROM ENERVAT{,.
decoration, steel and nickel-plated pPUT HIMONTO {1

SUBSCRIPTION RATES parts and attachments and so scientifi- HORLICK'S s

cally constructed as to make it do the

12 months  Inland Rs. 6 Foreign Rs. 10 ectual sewing, like big machines. Can

6 months " 3, 5 stitch be;l-c}?vers, cushions, window
Single Co L As2 . ' curtains, cloths, flags, shirts, underwear,
& Py S As. 4 jackets etc. .Can be lastened anywhere.
A Every machine tested and ready for use. Do, K54
Q@ _— v S‘mple, enough for a child to operate. ~ ‘ e :
Subscriptions are payable in advance Each in a box, complete with one reel . Oft T
either by M.O. or B.P.Os. and may t&])feﬂd,l _sc]rew-drivcr and fixing clamp. Children
commence from any week. y:;lz-cis.}l.l(t;cga:: i {?v(tf; hr:)c:‘g this, if F a child is listless and tired it’s sO strain is” sometimes too much for them.
i‘ﬂ"; Ty Y ‘ N r,‘) v . Often because he’s OVertax’:ng hlS HOIHCI’C‘S given regularlx at mld_. .
L } re ' H T s . h ‘ l . . y S energy reservgs-—suffeting from morning, or at bed-rime prov1des Chlld‘
o . _ ent with full instructions. i ENERVATION. You see, in addition ren with just those vital noutishing |
N j e ’)» .} ) - to growing, children use up more energy  elements they need for growth ;n'd extra " &
, ' : . ust 1 tke 1ts taste, 1t gtves - -
Price (Postage paid) Rs. 3-10-0 only for their size than grown-ups, just in  encrgy. They hlzlei its tas ; and it g =2 |
Please write to : PlaYing and runhing aboutno wonder the them a pew sturdiness and’ Vigour. | ‘%l |
\‘_’_/,

The Subscription Department, THE KRISHNA AGENCY
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BROADWAY z MADRAS ( IMPORT DEPT.)
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ENJOYED BY CHILDREN AND YOUNGSTERS

IS THE

REPEATING ALARM PIST

No licence required.

'OL

See
how

the

detonating
discs
are

loaded
-

The
high-
tension
spring
helps
automatic
firing

To be shown agam at Madras!

Apply for bookings :

Sri Shunmugananda Talkie Co.,

THE SUPER SOCIAL TAMIL TALKIE
THAT HAS WON

THE MADRAS FILM BALLOT

MENAKA

Look out for opemng date!|

Now running to packed houses at

Bombay, Rangoon, Singapore, Coimbatore, Pondicherry,
Vellore, Quilon, Dharapuram & other places '

Tirupur.

This handy pistol fires with a loud sound, pro-
ducing flame and smoke, scares away wild
beasts and thieves and preserves life itself in
emergencies. You can fire six shots repeatedly
n six seconds. Cinema stars, Dramatists, Tra-
vellers, Watchmen, Forest officers use this Pistol.

You should also have one! :

Pistol with 50 free discs Rs. 4 only.

Postage Paid (to Mofussil Customers only)

Additional 50 discs Re. I.‘

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

astrorocer 1,000,000

our remarkzble [foretelling
Family fame of 25 geper:

 tions in Astrology. Medals
g and Cértificates from Maha-
B Rajahs and  Zamindars
Apnua) life reading weekly
details Rs. 2. Answers for
5 questions about futurity
Re. 1. State birth details or
writing time. V. P. extra

Pandit N. AMIRTANANDA

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

& niore 'chenis have bad

RESIHMI MALMAL

Quite a.rew thing. Very soft and decent. Hand
made, superior to foreign make in every respect.
Best for shirtings etc. 18 yds by 27", Sufficient
for making 6 shirts, Price Rs. 4—8—0. Post free.
Fancy Suiting Cloth in most attractive and fashion-
able designs. ¥ yds by 27" for one suit or 2 coats. |
Price Rs. 4. Post free. Money refunded if
unapproved. Please try once and be convinced,

JAGAN NATH CHANAN RAM
DEPT. 149 LUDHIANA, (Upper India.)

4 ever fortunate.

| Reward Rs. 100. Magic Ring

Most’ powerful and brilliant,
Even the most difficult object is
achieved by its virtue. She
whom you want, will love you
by it. It gives success in exami-
nation, litigations, service, sons,
riches, will recover you from
your disease and will make you
Proving it false, take that reward.
No labour, No obligation. Only keep it with you.
Price Rs. 2 Only. Three toéether ?4;:;(t;gleJ Igle;

ISM
EE&E?&AMESMER RGAL (.G

Nothing to Compete the Modern
Marvel of Chemistry |

OHIO <z

rzce per tube Rs. 1-8. Stecial rate for Three
Tubes Rs: 3-12, Postage free.

Stockists:—  SRI DHANAM & Co:

BROADWAY, MADRAS
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MARCH FORWARD—
—with the latest Inventiqn!

‘The Novelty of 1936
The «“Carpet Fairy™

(The Efficient Rug-Work Apparatus)
Get full Value for your Money!

This New Rug Work Apparatus enables every boy or girl to make Smyrna- !
like Carpets, Rugs etc., very easily. The handling of this apparatus
is astonishingly simple, so that beautiful work can be produced without
long practice :

There is no simpler machine than the ¢ Carpet Fairy’! )

i) Ladies and Chil-
J dren can work
with this appara-
tus easily, and
in a short time.
All  kinds of
carpets and em-
broidered  cur-
tains used on all
mmportant occa-
sions, such as
marriages, festi-
vals, meetings,
public functions
etc., can be
made witho ut
difficulty  with
.. - this apparatus.

. Ilustrated ahove, you see the shape of the

. of carpet worked'out in different colours with

. in English, together with a sample piece embr
are supplied with each machine.

- This machine must be possessed by every family. Ladies and Children
will be greatly interested in their spare hours. '

Order to-day and be satisfied :—

Cost' of a machine Rs. 4—12—0. Postage extra.
For other particulars, please apply to :~ ‘

“Carpet Fairy” and a piece y
Ehls apparatus. Instructions
oidered .with this apparatus,

|

THE “ZIP” STORES, P.B. 1358, Madras.
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OPEN LETTER TO PARENTS

Dear Sir or Madam,—When your children first arrived they brought with them a wonderful lot of sunshine.

Later, you became proud of the intelligence they displayed, l?ut, §tnll later, you became anxious as to what would
become of them in the future. Perhaps you were anxious when you vxsqahsed them as grown men and women,

Even with plenty of money it is not always easy ta select the right career, ax?d a parent is sometimes inclined ta
ask advice of some relative, and in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred that relative knows nothing at all about the

ibiliti ment.

p0551b111t$vshn;f r?gtlxileotyme relieve you of some of your anxieties ? 1In fact, why not let me be their Father ?

We do not profess to act as an employxéxeng agency, tl>]ut the nature of our business compels us to keep an eye upon

' hat are wanted and who wants them, .

the class,lg}f’g:na?: (:o\t?;n ;er:);l: who manufacture an article, and put it on the mgrket to sell. . We do not d_o that, we work
in exactly the opposite direction, We find out what employers want and we train our students to fill those jobs, We have
to be experts in the matter of employment, progress and prosperity. ] ' .

If you have any anxieties at all as to what your sons or daughters should be, write to me, or better still, let them
write to me personally—Fatherly Advice Department—and tell me their likes and dislikes, and I will give sound practica]
advice as to the possibilities of 2 vocation and how to succeed in it

YOU CAN HAVE A COLLEGE TRAINING IN ALMOST ANY CAREER FOR A FEW SHILLINGS MONTHLY
Accountancy Examinations Civil Engineering Ihsurance Road-Making & Maintenance ‘

Advertising and Sales All Commercial Subjects Mathematics Salesmanship
Management .| Commercial Art Matriculation Sanitation ‘
A.M. L Fire E. Examinatin Concrete and Structural Metallurgy Secretarial Examinations -
ﬁlr)g;egel:’dt?gl;:;fs Engeering bio. All Mining, Electrical Shorthand (Pitman's)
Aviation Engineering Dli)aughtkfgans ip. : Engmeex.'mg ) Structqral Engineering
Banking Boilers ranc Motor Engineering Surveying
Book-keeping, Accountancy & | Engineering. All branches, | Motor Trade Telephony and Telegraphy
Mofiern Bus_iness Methods subjects and examinations Pattern Making Transport Inst. Exams,
Building, Architecture and General Education Pumps and Pumping Wireless Telegraphy and

Ca(::rllg?;dt;ivéz;ki; School Heating and Ventilating Machinery Telephony

Certificate Industrial Chemistry Radio Service Engineering 'Works Managers
.Special Courses for Public Service Commission Examinations (For Appointments under the Government of India)

ecure immediately on enrolment, a good supply of lessons, and therefore start at once.
§1TU(11) Etlljz Sall:alrsII;Ir}) tllﬁaile:dfar and despatch direct to Sheffield for examination and correction. They are then sent back
‘v?t‘ix r?xore g:ogk and in this way a tontinuous stream of work is always in_traosit. Distance mskes no difference.

IT IS THE STUDY Dg‘ECT W'T“DAN WRITE DELHI TO.DAY
PERSONAL TOUCH ENGLISH COLLEGE AND SAVE FULL PARTICULARS

WHICH COUNTS BY RETURN.

o/. .
IN POSTAL 60 BEGIN  WORK

TUITION . o . AT ONCE.

K —— "

~Write to DEPT. 203, THE BENNETT COLLEGE LTD., SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
‘ or Dept. 203, Bennett College Agency, Alipore Road, Delhi. ‘




Vol. IV —
No. 17 R
(j‘g \)___
‘ Vo
.__‘_l:_lv No. 17
— THE MES
E MERRY MAGAZINE
Madr - T
adras, Apri SPA Mad
pr11 25. '3 RKS ras, 25th A
, 136 Writi FROM pril, 1936
R ng s
N st iy o e OUR g
1 . M
@ E STORIES ;ays - ? ilaz:%remier of og‘trfgg ) Replying t ANVIL
. revent th one all I e | His Ex o the Musli
o R bein the ,Stl’esa can to xcellenc slim add
tents AND g extinguished.” fame'"from | betmeen 0 hon the balanee ress, | And not be
. een . ac ca
: AR Now we k ' the various coalance. even commodate heruse she did n
TiC . now w e mmu lun ot
S FEAT LES posed to the oi why he wa . nities. ” ch!
parks from URES Italy ! oil sanction S 'Op- For extr .
Mr. M our Anvil b . s against munity mu:::lof course, the ) *
M erry, His Page e Y * ook to its wei 1COm. Says a Head-1i
al'ch °¥ E e * * ghtage. pose as S ad-line : ¢ Poli
vents : ‘ * * adhus.’ :  Policem
Fu - 3 Dian R : en
n For All . . . a Don taryeuter reports that I * No wond
Auntie s o B | christe f the Fascist It)he Secré- berst ] reported th caught. nder, they were easi
Laugh With " e b x Gorgorned the highest arty has | the 13? the In dependat many mem- easily
Do Y ith The World .. Point. a  peniosula l‘)eis[k in the | the ssembly have ene Party in * *
Do You Know ! = ; v ' wssoling | cesigned from | 1 -
e BOO . vee . pee . - 15 yasa C n the
Mo ¢ of Big Guns . Rao pose by i T This is i mani e ssembly, M
er . ritish ak . S ed r
ry's Fil foli oee 17 prius possessi e Teana i ma In acc that i whet! . . Satya-
ilmtoli if it i €ss10Dn ; . a 1n cree ord . in her it w a
o ase 1 * it is po m ) and it look . d of the with the Toki the World as a fact
aee _ 9 corpore Sano(;r'e likély to be s as party. ‘Dozgc;’ there is a Museum at
33 + . . L m * and Indi notice bo .
. SI_IO o A . " % and wheth ians Not A ard :
Hi - RT ST . 4| J A. . * Indi er the llowedv
T:tc;rAlcal Bunk! ORIES Ete, ROIand A ‘ * " c In the opé ia would look in?g‘;;mme'nt of
e Magi . . ' : gossi : Congr n sessi , . .the mat
. 0 . 'g|C Mac‘“ne V.V * not be 1p DOIntg out th ti ing gness, Mr. Saty:Slon . of the ‘Belng Heith ter-
n p'""apo‘es ‘ N"ﬂyangn Mr' Ed gﬂenefally knoa 1t may anse ’ the 15sue of ¢ Ornﬂgrtl Speak_ wllll er, we hope v
The Rhineland O Dewan Bahadur K. S. Diana Do e 1o called ‘e}x;] 15 thp: author Ozvn that “f ymlls rePOrted to ICe-A(;CeDt_ . they
Ad . ccupati . S. Rama . n T. A aces in the S 2 book | promi vote for th ave said: % .
monitory Tales (Th on swami Sastri 12 AR S. Th oun. m mi?e not to be resolution, 1 *
Next W s e B' d . . s € next on . ' yse. .“ ) e a P ShO .
eek ird and Th Mik 18 . Spots i e might be entitle minister | a p-assistant
T . e Buff e . N * IP Eden’ .entltled re on th Sy Says' . ;
| he Cousin-Cum-Neph alo) Embusque 20 more topical than’to;l:)gr:l ]}%ht be JUSYV e must hew W e whole a .“’Ortha; :‘;féter,
magiﬂation ephew T . 22 p. ical! ice Part wever wa We ou e,
C L AS, . - * ' | hope y that th m_the | of the rselves think
The Art of Walki ross S. Devasahayam 25 Artljl * * result i:;rt]?' return t:};)ogveed not m are just Wg:‘l; t'hat many
Publicity 09 ‘A K. R . 26 * t‘hf‘-’mmentiné on th 1s assurance er, as a * ¥ :
, KOwe v' e . . %
Stumping M Ye vea 28 hOpeSlCemy.ath a Longhange in ¥ .-
Odd Marri y Annabelle C.V.Na " Kay . Linlitghat it may be said on paper ' * Asked for a i *
. arriages rasimhan 31 A . that h go_w at the end f O.f Lord Comm L . eDVe of his da mesgage o ‘
Albort A Rolond . an nd ’ ling dq: did as well as L h(;s term Presidengzimg on the C Th Astodal D poare f© Et:nothe
. . o ' ) ord Wil | Post ob address ongress eosophical residen pe,
Omege % A few : tion observes. that * {the HMornin have repli cal Society, i t of the
(s} Y 8 eplled . 8 Y, 1 .
Song ofithe Li POETRY g 39 0 hints willll et us hope ho t’arx)loiie:the pe==15a11tx'yua1 the protec: age out of th MGSSageS! sé‘d to .
wche Liberated S . On Sori aim much hi wever that h real i 18, the Con gainst their e mess ! "’ et the
. choolboy S pring » igher | | Indi J‘f,StlﬁcatiOn ofgige§s' lies the |, And '
N G. K. Pillei t L . * . Q. fltish rule i in , May we
| P — G.KIPillsi .. g by one )tlehs " Am i * o e in | '8 the pot! add, don't put it
S—— wno ' Among those: is needl * ‘
— ‘ calls |1 ed to thi se-who w such justi ess to
R — himself ‘Sni . | Were he new_ Vicero ere present. truth justifications say that all * *
— nip-S e five y at Bo , but ns are
R — . ' < nap’ 1B peasa mba only i not th S .
ppam——— P ‘ » ombay distri nts from y es! e peaking at
— LAY | their ay, districtsy who gave i * portrait of Pr the unveiling of
L . and salaams. 1 * " S umbakonamo ’ sundararamo the
at His Excelle ) ' Miss L 'l‘ > :éma said th;toﬁe i?r. Nag:?a?t'
- : e . nc el . (<] s 15 a
N o‘viv’nthe fammarb" ;usg have miss- geyl‘)n to ta*;{eRao who went throughw“h. the P:s; acquaint-
countryme; umble of hi ournament part in the to | ago. a “contro essor  Was
. n | is | she , returne Tennis versy 18
. dat edW‘S not pr Opegya ruptly as| T . l.yeﬂl's
. . acce h . . .
ommo- manfsatf:eems to be thi Co
= acQuaintavlfurite way ofls'gentle. iR




Mrn M E R'R-Y -|NS
R — - !

Sl
n

, #, ' S. p A G E ‘>-—f§
"',"—< S —)

Reactions

The Congress Presidential address has
found more critics in India than in England.
English papers have not indulged in the usual
scarifying head-lines or alarmist predictions or
uneasy jeremiads, against the Indian extremist
and agitator, the bete noir of the English arm-
chair politician. In curious contrast to this
is the alarm felt in moderate Indian circles.

- This is a portent of some significance. For
the first time in the history of the Indian
National Congress, a President has stood forth
and presented the Indian case in terms which
‘are well understood in the West. It is now
some years since the whole world, minus
India, has been permeated by socialistic ideals.
All the countries of the West have adopted
socialistic principles either with the enthusiasm
of converts, or with the instinct of self-
preservation. The same thing goes under
different names. Nazism in Germany is
window-dressed for public. acceptance with
a double dose of Socialism ; Fascism has gone
. on, under the stress of a ruinous war, ruth-
lessly expropriating private capitalistic inter-
ests. Underlying all this isthe subordination of
the individual to the State. Interested people
are not slow to denouncz the suppression of
freedom or liberty in the socialistic countries.
But the proof of the pudding is in the eating.
If the people concerned agree to the privations,
or do not actively oppose them, it must be
presumed that they are in favour of the
regime under which they live. If we consider
thecase of Russia, for instance, we can show
that the removal of restrictions on individual
freedom has been effected with the gradual
strengthening of the new order of things. In
India, we are neither fish, nor flesh. Our
ancient polity is matter for research by the
antiquarian ; our new is an imposed one from

without. It is undeniable that it has benefited
certain sections of the community, who have
been brought into being by it. These people
have neither toots in the past of their own
land, nor yet fully absorbed by the culture
and outlook which have served them well.
The alarm against the fresh orientation of
policy outlined by Jawaharlal comes most
strongly from these sections. Jawaharlal him-
self has given a masterly analysis of this caste
in his address. They are the nearest equivalent
of the bourgeois class which is offering the
strongest opposition to Socialism in the West.

It is inevitable that the Liberal Party, as a

party, should be more definitely against Social-
ism than any other section of the country.
Its case was ably argued in the course of a
press statement by Mr. Venkatarama Sastri.
He made a lawyer’s point when he sought to
convict the President of inconsistency. He
says that we cannot fight on two fronts—the

. imperialistic and capitalistic. One is foreign,
the other is indigenous. But the distinction

is without difference. The time is coming, if
it has not already arrived, when these two

groups will join forces. The country has no

tenderness for indigenous capital, simply be-
cause it is indigenous, if it is insensible to its
obligations. It has no use for the large
number of idle, ignorant arnd reactionary

rentiers, called Zamindars, Rajahs, etc., the

caterpillars of the commonwealth, who, if they
had a mind, might have done a lot to alleviate
the misery of the peasant class. With these
are naturally ranged the class of which
Mr. Sastri is a distinguished example. It was
right political instinct that made Jawaharlal club
the explofters all together, whether they are
foreign or native to the soil.. It remainsto be
seen whether it is also sound political strategy.

Giving Place to New—

.o . '
So sang the poet—And may it be given to us to confirm it five years hence >




Moving that the Indian Com-
panies Act Amending Bill be
referred to a select committee, Sir
N.N. Sircar, the Law Member,
told the Assembly that provision
had been made in the measure to
prevent the formation of mush-
100 companies, -

That is a sad, undeserved blow
to Ehe mushroom companies. I
don’t see why the Government
should restrict the diet of people
by authority of statute. My
Oxford Dictionary (revised edition)
says that'a mushroom is an °‘edj-
ble kind of fungus’. I haven't
eaten a mushfoom, but friends
who have speak highly of it. They
are lovely in colour. -Some are
milk-white; some are pinkish ;
some are bluish. (I am) of course,
referring to the mushrooms) In
shape there is some undefinable,
elusive, extra-mundanendss about
them. They look exactly like
parasols which the smart wives of
the Lilliputs might have carried
when they went to the sea-shore to
have a look at Gulliver, These
‘little mushroogpns grow anywhere,
on ant-hills, in mouldy corners,
on dung-heaps, , proving the age-
old saying that good cometh out
of evil. ‘1 am sorry to see this
young industry, which is hardly
.out of its swaddling clothes, push-
ed to the wall in this heartless
fashion. °*

x

I bave a fascination (so far
unaccountable) for the Matri-
monial Ads Columns of my
country’s newspapers. I picked
up this one in a Dethi’ paper ;

Wanted: A Match, 25 to

30 vyears for a handsome,

The March

cultured and accomplished Bisa

Agarwal of respectable family
...... Preference will be given
to widower.

This ad has all the glamour
of a pioneering effort. Anyhow
I haven’t seen an ad like it before.
It is gratifying to know that the
girls are taking kindly to our poor
widowers. Lingering pleasurably
on this bold departure in the
activities of the bulls in our matri-
mopial market, I turned to another

" paper. Ilighted upon the Legis-

lative Assembly proceedings; and
as I read on, the enthusiasm with
which I started the day got a nasty
sock on the jaw. In that august

Assembly to whose colour and.

dignity my friend Satyamurthi is
contributing not a little, Mr. S. K.
Som moved introduction of a bill
to prohibit the marriage of Hindu
widowers with Hindu spinsters.
This proposition was happily
withdrawn amidst laughter, the
mover supplying about 15% of the
laughter himself. Satyamurthi

- called the bill furfhy.

I.call it silly. What is the idea
be?nn_d the Government of India
bringing out to this country, every
now and again, expert advisers to
h_elp us achieve things? This ques-
tion has the seeds of its own
answer within itself. I’ve pinched
the word ‘seeds’ from the preamble
to the India Act, for "which I beg
the preamble’s pardon, These
experts have graduated in the
school of ripe experience. And

.where the blazes.is the good of

bringing in a chap who is not
matured in the school of expe-
rience, to help you do things
properly ? ’

by The Man

Similarly, if a widower were

to marry a spinster, he would’

b.ring into the partnership a
ripe experience in -matri-
monial seamanship which would
stand him in good stead in
weathering the storms ahead, The
benefit surely is heavily listed to
the spinster’s side. I say therefore,
let there be no nonsense about this
matter, Let us foster the idea
and encourage our spinsters
marrying our widowers, I am
persuaded that our widowers will
co-Operate with us readily.

- ¥

And then there was another
unwise thing which the Assembly
did. It passed by 68 votes to 45
a resolution sponsored by the
Bihar member, Mr, M. Nauman,
levying an import duty of one
rupes per maund on unbroken rice
and eight annas per maund on
paddy. This hit is obviously
against Siam. Look, friends, how
this heartless commercial age is
sundering age-old cultural ties
between Siam and India in return
for the dubious gains of an insane
policy of economic nationalism,
We gave to Siam a great religion,

On The

_ gluices of

of Events

Move

and Siam in gratitude is giving
us cheap rice. She also gave us
and to the world the famous
Siamese Twins. Is this the way
to treat Siam ? There_ris another
momentous consideration which
should have weighed with our
legislators. South Indian iddlies
made from Siamese rice have a
lovely taste all their own. You
can never get that delectable tang
into your iddlies with swadeshi
rice. Quite apart from all high con-
siderations, therefore, this import
duty on rice is an idirect blow to
South Indian iddli-eaters. Dear
iddli-eaters, don’t take this blow
on your stomachs lying down.

»

The French reply to Herr
Hitler’'s proposals has been
published......This reply and
the progress of the ltalo-
Abyssinian War had no effect
on the markets ...

So says a * Finance Letter " to

" a Madras daily. This business of

diverting the roaring streanf of
world commerce through the
¢ dramatic ' world
events has always struck me as
funny. How isit that eventsin
India as shaped by the Indian

‘ National Congress don’t appear
-+ to have any bearing on the move

ment of international trade ? Why

don’t writers of Finance Letters

and Market Reports mention the

Congress in their letters and

reports 7 Seems to me there is.
something fishy in this conspiracy

of silence. I watched the proceed-

ings of the Lucknow "Congress

closely and then ran out and pur-

chased me a long-range telescope.

I scanned the horizon and looked

at the reaction of weprld com.

merce to the doings at Lucknow.

Dr. Khan Saheb invited the next

session of the Congress to his pro-

vince, the Frontier Province.

Scmebody objected to the climate
of the Afridi land as being too

cold in December. Dr. Khan

Saheb replied that he had thought

of that. He undertack to clothe

the delegates and visitors in sheep
skins as a protection against the
cold. Now what was the reaction
of world trade to Dr. Khan Saheb’s
momentous offer ? The price

of untanned sheep-skins registered
a spurt. It is still registering a
steady spurt. Then I turned my
powerful telescope in  other
directions, Unfortunately a fly got
into my eye and spoiled my line of
vision. So I can’t tell you about
furiher reactions.

¥

The League Committee of
Thirteen met on the afternoon of
the 17th and decided tbat their
efforts at conciliating -the bellige-
rents in Abyssinia have failed.
There was not one dissentient
voice. The decision was unani-
mous. Naturally there was great
jubilation in League oircles. This
decision having been taken, the
Committee of Thirteen must re-

turn its mandate to the League.
My eye | How beautifully they
returned it! The mandate was
soiled, necessarily, by the thirteen
members frequently handling it.
So they washed the mandate with
warm water and a strong .disin-
fectant soap. Then they placed
iton a golden salver and marched
in procession two abreast, with
the thirteenth member bearing the
salver in the van,

Meanwhile Abyssinia is plunged
in gloom over the uncompromi-
sing peace ptoposals of Italy.
Senor Madariaga and M. Avenol
interceded on Abyssinia's behalf.
So tremendous is their pull in
Furopean politics that Italy
climbed down precipitately and
agreed abjectly to allow the League
an observer to watch the peace
parleys. When later in the day
Mr. Wolfe Marian, the Ethig.
pian representative, saw Senor
Madariaga and M. Avenol they
greeted him with a triumphant
smile. " Hello! Old man,” said
M. Avenol. “Got Italy down a
couple of rungs on the ladder,
what ? They are allowigg us an
obserder. Congrats, old chap!”

‘When Mr, Marian heard this, -
he was wild with joy. He ran out
to the telegraph office (which is
just round the corner) and cabled
the news to Addis Ababa. The
news was relayed to every town in
Abyssinia. Everywhere it was
received with vells of joy. And
the multitudes gathered in the
market squares and they did send
up a prayer to Heaven for standing
by them in this their darkest
hour, through the frame.work of
the League. Amen.



Sonq 0,0 the Liberated Sc/zoo[éoz/

[ A recent debate in the House of Commons on the motion
that home-work—for schoolboys--be abolished, was carried

without a dissenticnt voice.] —Morning Paper

Hurray ! hurray ! “ homework  is gone ! .

. I quite approve their “law.”
Homework, and I, at daggers draun,
They fill and choke my draw.

That the school-mill grinds us, all of you know.
Must “ tasks ™ await us still ?

“Exams ” might stage a “ Tassud-Show,”

But, result : sum-total—Nil |

Teachers—dryly—help ” us to tackle

“ Subjects ™ that, tumble along !

“ Figures ", with me, threaten utter debacle ;
I would rather whistle my song !

And figures ! what fun, their 2ig-zag course !

To reach, heaven only knows, ‘

Whither ? you crawl, and crawl, on all fours ;
Add to this labour-throes ! '

. Enough! I am off to talkiepictures !
To assess to “ stars ™ their lights!
Teacher ! bundle your droning strictures !
I claim, by right, my—nights !

e T

—G. K. Pillas

——d

Fun For A

. . . = . 3 .
Certain Scots were invited to join a  surprise

party,’” with instructions that each should bring some-

thing.

An Edinburgh man brought short-bread ; a Glasgow
man whisky; a Dundee man marmalade; and an
Aberdeen man his brother.

* * *
" The General was very aﬁgry this morning.”

“ What about ?"
“‘He received a letter marked * Privaie'.”
* * *
A famous filmstar actually plans to have some of
his teeth extracted so as to get more realism into his
next film,

It should be interesting to know if the scenes are
being set in the great open spaces.

* * *
The author looked very down in the mouth,

# What's the trouble ? ¥ demanded his friend,

“ Why,” retorted the other, * the editor asked me
to write a long, flowing article on Milk, and now he
has condensed it ! ”

* N\ * -

“ My wife has a very difficult part in that new play.”
“ Difficult ? Why, she has pothing to say | ”
I know. That is what is so difficult for my wife.”
* 3 *
James: Did you hear about the fellow who invented
a device for looking through brick walls?
John: No; what does he call it?

James: A window.,
* *

Mother: Bobby, why are you going to school in
your best knickers this morning ?

* *

Bobby. 'Cos they'’re thicker !

2~ 25—4—36

Master (Teaching Grammar): ‘Take the cow out of
the field' What mood?

Pupil (Brightly): The cow, sir.

* * *

The game was fast and furious.

“ Never mind the ball!” cried an excited spectator, '
* get on with the game.”

* * *

0ld Gentleman: How many fish have you caught,
my boy?

Youthful Angler: When I catch another, I'll have
one,
* . * *

Scoutmaster (To Tommy qualifying for the Emer-
gency Test) : - Tommy, how would you disperse
amob?

Tenderfoot Tommy: Pass the ha't round sir.

* * *

Tommy said he came from a large family.

* There are ten boys in the family and each has a
sister.”

“Gracious ! Then there must be twenty of you!" *

* No,” said young Tommy, “we are only eleven,
Only one sister for all!”

-



Herr Hitler

]H ENRY Ford will go down in history as a
benefactor of the race. He gave us a cheap
yet extraordinarily serviceable car. His title
to fame which is going to survive into the distant
future is not merely' thé car which bears his magic
name. Years ago he said a startling thing. He said
that history was bunk. That saying will rank with
the cleverest sayings of the clever ones of the world,
This Fordian sally has been quoted oft and again on
either side of the Atlantic,

- When Mr. Jinnah said the other day that the new
India Act was a fraud, he just meant that the beauti-
ful words which its authors are bestowing on it was
all bunk. The recent presentation of Pundit Jawahar-
lal Nehru's name in a certain document in a
malodorous setting would have passed into history as
a fact had not the party concerned ‘debunked’ it
with a timely challenge.

. Indian History, as it is served to us in schools and
colleges, is in woeful need of debunking by a radical
treatment to the X-Rays of historical truth, The éx-
ploits of Clive, of Warren Hastings, of the noble band of
Empire Builders, are being placed before us, dressed in
a delectable sauce of imaginative imperial bunk. How
eminently true was H. G. Wells' saying—that rulers

. and militant organsations, political or religious, had
:tlways kept a tight hold on the supply of historical
information to the unfortunate people who came under

" their sway.
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istorica|

Reading Time
[ ]
About 5 Minutes

True it is that some hold spirits have donned the im-
pervious armour of historic truth and waded through
the lying pages of history, laying by the heels old propa-
gandist lies that travelled all these centuries, unasham-
edly, as sacred historic truths, In times past it was
easy enough to bunk up history, because there were

few agencies to check up-their veracity. Intercourse

between one country and another, or indeed between
one man and another in the same country, was
extremely difficult, except for a few pioneeting, bold
adventurers: But as these adventurers happened to

be the arch bunkers themsslves, nobody, in a historic

sense that is, derived any benefit from them. But it
is odd that in this century of grace, with time and
distance almost annihilated, the same old serving-up
of colourful fiction ae fact should merrily go on

Indian History is served to England and to the
world by our masters in beautiful trimmings. In this
selfless process of broadening men’s minds about India,
such great souls as Miss Mayo lend a ready, helping
hand. To quote Wells again : *“ Without bunk in the
place of history few existing political movements
could hope to carry on.” And that is a darned fact,
as our American friends would say.

The Fascist propaganda which is moulding the

minds of young Italy about the emergence of Rome’

as a mighty Phoenix from the dead ashes of its
glorious past and its place in the coming scheme of
things is—what ? Just bunk, Whena man with s

Bunk !

by V. V. Naréyahan

funny jaw enjoined young Italy in a mighty voice:
“ Jtalians, live a dangerous life ” or words to that
effect, what did that man mean ? Mere bunk.

And then eri'lerged a strange race in North Western
Europe in recent years, so recent that you can touch
it with your walking-stick if you happen to carrya
walking-stick. Hitler, the man with the decidedly
un-Nordic moustache, laughed at all the anthropolo-
gists from Darwin's fime and presented to us his

Comrade Jawatarlal Nehru

Benito Mussolini

Aryans. Shadesof Aryans who chanted Rig Vedi.c

ymns around ghee-fed fires, rest in peace | This
Germanic Aryan race whom German schoolboys are
made to wox:ship, where did they come from? Nog.
where. Everybody knows that. These Aryans are
no more a race than I am Mustapha Kemal Pashs.
So what is being dinned into the ears of the German
schoolboys with all the terrible power of suggestion
“ is a tissue of planned and deliberate lying, resting
on a fundamental, ethnological lie. ”

Yes, much that is passed off as history is bunk; -
* bunk with a purpose ’,

So the game goes on, this bunking of history to
despicable ends. 1Is there an end to all this? Of
course there is. But it i a little distance away. It is
ot going to end, however, with the mere debunking of
history wholesale. When one favourably placed nation
would hate to dirty its hands by the exploitation of
another nation less favourably placed, when greed for
colonial pessession -and narrow national insolences
would be looked upon as something unutterably vile,
the history of the world will automatically purge itself
of all its accumulated bunk,

And that is the ideal which Comrade Jawaharlal
has delivered from the Congress tx_'ibune at
Lucknow.

THE END ,

1



Reading Time ® About 8 Minutes

M AJOR FIREDAMP was the Acting Resident
attached to Cooch Panipur, a small and
backward Feudatory State. The Major's
official duties were inconsiderable, and he spent his
time hobnailing his liver. He pursued this occupa-
tion in the dignified seclusion of a large and ram-
shackle bungalow: The Major’s bearer was required
"to possess but one talent—an ability to produce
brandy-and-soda at whatever hour the master’s voice
proclaimed a craving for alcohol. .

There came a day when the Major completed
his self-imposed task. His liver, well and truly hob.
nailed, retired from the unequal contest. The Major
-was gathered to his fathers. All Cooch Panipur at-
tended the funeral.

When the obsequies were over, there came the ques.
tion of the disposal of the Major's worldly goods.
The affairs of the deceased were in some disorder,
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by Diana Don

and the contents of his bungalow in a state of disarray
and neglect. In the convenient Anglo-Indian manner,
the Committee of Adjustment put all the Major's
beloug.ings out into the compound, to be sold by pub-
lic auction, '

Balawala Brothers, the energetic firm of auctioneers,
erected a pandal for the convenience of the nobility
and gentry who might be attending the sale. Rows of
chairs stood to accommodate the higher-class patrons ;
the hoi polloi clustered in the background.

In the centre chair of the front row sat a resplen-

dent gentleman whose presence excited deferential

attention. He was the leading local landowner, and
his neighbours addressed him as Nawab Sahib,

The wily auctioneer began by commenting on the
distinguished nature of the gathering. Such an as-
sembly, he said, comprising the leading figures of a

prospérous and happy commuhity (here a ragged

coolie blew his nose on his fingers), would surely do
justice to the many splendid and costly articles spread
before them, lately the property of a gallant gentle-
man now, alas, torn from the bosom of a sorrowing
circle of admiring friends. ,
“What friends ? " \;vhispered an irreverent dealer, at
the back of the pandal’; but he was hushed down.

The first item was a collection of fine horse-rugs.
Unfortunately they had lay rottingin a godown for
the past fifteen years. Somebody bid four annas, and
by degrees the bidding rose to eight annas.

" “en annas, ” said the irreverent dealer.

The Nawab Sahib did not like the tone of the bid.
The landowner had been idly meditating that the rugs
might do as servauts’ blankets. The dealer sounded
like an impudent fellow. ** Oune rupee ! " cried the
Nawab Sahib ; and directed a quelling eye at the low
fellow. ;

The rugs were deferentially knocked down to - the
great man, and the next lot put up for sale. This was
described as a magnificent assortment of thirty-three
dozen brandy. boftles, empty, but in . excellent
condition. The biddihg -Tose to nine rupees, three
annas. .

“ Nine-eight !’ came the unpleasant voice of the
irreverent dealer, ]

The Nawab Sahib rose to his feet. * Ten rupees!”
he said, angrily and firmly. - The auctioneer hastily
wielded the hammer. It would be most regrettable if
someone committed the _social error of gainsaying
such an eminent bidder. ,

So the sale proceeded. In honour bound, the
Nawab Sahib gradually became the possessor of a

* huge beap of rubbish, indesctibable. in its variety.

Every article put up by the auctioneer eventually
fell to an imperious bid from the prominent land-

owner.

The weather was hot. Vendors of mineral water and
pan were doing a brisk trade. The Nawab Sahib was
drowsy. Presently the great man was snoring com-
fortably in his chair, unconscious of the impertinent
bids of low dealers. The sale continued.

At length, the dreams of the Nawab Sahib were in-
terrupted by a raising of the voice -of the auctioneer.

Some important item was under the hammer.

“ Five rupees !~ said the salesman. “ Am I bid no
more than five rupees for this remarkable and costly

machine ?”

“ Itisa common soda-water machine, ” said the
voice of the irreverent dealer, “and of an old pat-
tern. ” :

*“ A- common machine ! ” cried the auctioneer.
*“ Would the Major Bahadur possess a common
machine ? He drank only the finest soda-water, made
by this special contrivance, imported at enormous cost
direct from Europe, ”

“ Wah ! ” yawned the now-awakened Nawab Sahib.
He was much impressed by such an evidence of
luxury. ** Let me see the machine working. ”

The auctioneer seemed non-plussed for a moment ;
then he whispered to an assistant. The assistant
brought two bottles. Like a conjurer performing a
feat of ledgerdemain, the auctioneer placed the bottles
in the wire cages, and made some swift adjustments.
The cages revolved, and there stood Mr. Balawala
holding two bottles of soda-water, miraculously stop-
pered and labelled with beautiful but incomprehensi-
ble English characters!

“ Wah ! A magic machine ! ” cried the the Nawab,
thinking of the glory such a possession would bring
him.

The bottles were passed round, and everybody
agreed that they had never seen such splendid soda-
water, It was infinitely superior to the common bazaar
stuff.

“I will have the machine, " ahnounced the Nawab
Sahib.

* Five rupees, four annas!” came the sardonic
voice of the dealer at the back. He was still bidding.

** Fifty rupees | " howled the Nawab, crushingly.
He determined to speak to his friend, the Chief of
Police, after the auction. That dealer needed to be
taught a lesson,

So the magic machine was knocked down to the
Nawab Sahib, and presently removed, and set up in
the courtyard of that dignitary’s house. * WhenI
get an éngineer to work my machine, "’ said the
Nawab to the Chief of Police, “ Ishall hold a grand
soda-water party, and invite all the chief officers of
the State. Perhaps even the Ruler will come to see
my magic machine,”

But nobody in Cooch Panipur could work the magic
machine. The auctioneer had departed. The Nawab
Sahib sent for the maistry who made soda-water in
the bazaar, but tlrat- worthy declared the thing to be
of a pattern strange to him. :
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“1did not expect otherwise, you ignorant bump-
kin!” replied the Nawab Sahib. “ There is no
machine like this in the whole of India. ”

Nevertheless, it vwas annoying that the machine
should stand idle, and the grand soda-water party
remain uncelebrated. At last the Nawab sent to
Calcutta for a mechanic conversant with all types

of soda-water apparatus. The expense was enor-
mous.

“ Where is the gas-cylinder ?"’ enquired the expert,
when confronted with the antiquated mechanism.

“ Must there be a gas-cylinder ? " asked the Nawab,
in surprise. -

An urgent wire was
sent to Calcutta for a
supply of carbon dioxide,
and meanwhile the
mechanic took the con-
trivance to pieces.

“ You will never get
soda-water from that
heap of old iron, ” he
reported, after a couple
of days,

“ What do'you mean ?”
bawled the Nawab Sahib
“It is a unique and
magical machine, im-
ported at great expense
from Europe, ”

. Well, sir, it was imported 0 long ago, and has
lay unused so many years, that it has got too unique, "
replied the mechanic. “There are several vital parts

missing, and they cannot be replaced, because such
machines are no longer made, »

'" But the Acting Resident had all his soda-water
from this machine ; also the auctioneer, made soda-
water with it, in front of my eyes, ”

* Neither the Resident nor the auctioneer could have
used the machine, ” retorted the nechanic, ** Apart
from the defects in the apparatus, they had' no gas.
cylinder, ” '

In a furious rage, the Nawab Sahib sent for the
bearer of the late Major Firedamp. “ Where did your
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master's soda-water come from?” screamed the
landowner,

“From the bazaar, O Protector of the Poor, ”
quavered the menial.

* What do you know about this machine ? ™

" When the Major Bahadur came from England as
a youth, he brought this machine, O Nawab Sahib,
and many other sirange and bulky things. But for
many years it has been hidden in the godown.”

“ I saw the auctioneer fill two bottles from the
machine,” persisted the Nawab Sahib, after he had
kicked the luckless bearer down the steps.

“ Was he watched by anyone who understdod soda-
water manufacture ? " asked the mechanic.

The Nawab considered.
There was that beastly
dealer, who had bid so
impudent]y from the back
of the pandal. He was
in the police lock-up,
ayaiting ‘t'he investigation

= of some unspecified crime.

Timé fellow was quickly
brought! and questioned..

“I will tell you, pro-
vided I receive a free
pardon, and compensation

 for false imprisonment, *
smirked the dealer, as
impudent as ever. Impa-
‘tiently, the Nawab Sahib
.gave the necessary assurances. :

“ No soda-water was made in that machine on the
day of the auction, ", began the irreverent dealer.

v

“ But I saw, with my own eyes;”

* No, sir.  You demanded a demonstration, and the
auctioneer had to please you. He sent his assistant
toget a couple of bottles of soda-water from a
vendor.”

** A couple of empty bottles,

“ No, sit. The bottles were full, stoppered, and
labelled before they went into the machine. So, of
course, they were full, stoppered, and labelled when
they came out, "’ s

THE END

==
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' ERE is the good news at last, dear nieces and
]H ﬁephews. I have redeemed my promise, My
re-christening came off last week. From this

week you must call me Auntie J. J.

This colourful name-changing ceremony should
have been broadcast from Broadway. Unfortunately
the mictophone which was ordered from Germa'ny
didn’t arrive at Madras in time. The steamer which

.Garried the ‘mike’ was chased out of its course by

an enormous sea-serpent which popped up,off Brindisi.

The ship rah all the way to Tahiti where Clark Gable

.. and Franchot Tone had a good time with two Tahitian

beauties, eating bananas. At Tahiti the skipper of

of the ship had his ship painted 'to look likg a mon-

goose. That scared the serpent away.

»l There was a distinguished gathering of all-Ifxdia
celebrities jn the cool central hall of the spacious
gffice. - A cleverly concealed orchestra struck up 2

A

soft, soulful refrain. The proceedings commenced
with pan supari. Being a great admirer of the
communal policy of the Government of India, I saw
to it that every religion was represented at the.
céremony on the lines em_/isaged by the India Act,

Your Auntie wore a gold spangled, beautifully embroi.
dered, red sari, She chose red, because she wanted to
please Jawaharlal Nehru. She sat in a bright shami.
ana built by cJever artisans in a corner of the hall, |
blushing with pleasure. (Not the corner, but Auntie.)
The Editor stood at Auntie’s- back giving her an’
encouraging pat on the shoulder every little while.

The pundits, maulvis and padres chanted mantrams
in three languages, It was all very imposing.

Among the notable absentees wds Sankaracharya
Dr. Kurtkoti. However, he sent his greetings sayPog,
that -though he was absent at the ceremony in
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the flesh he was present in gpirit, which was a great
consolation to me. Good thing, spirit.

After the multi-lingual mantrans were over, every-
body hit Aurtie playfully with Siamese rice soaked in
Spanish saffron. The cry of Auntie J. J. Ki
Jai! from a thousand hefty throats rent the scent-
laden air. There was a rush to Auntie by people
who wanted to kiss her hand. Some unpleasant
* things happened in the melee, but all was well that

ended well.

Now a word about my appearance. You are all
no doubt wondering at my youthful looks.

A few days priotr to my re-christening, a dear niece
asked me to spend the week-end with her. I needed a
rest, so I spent a Sunday with her. When the niece
caw me she said, “ Why, Auntie dear, you are ageing !
This won't do. You ought to think of your looks.
I don't like those crows’ feet round your eyes. ”

1 shiled non-committally.

That night the dear niece brought me a cup of milk
and half a dozen round brownish things on a salver
which looked like chestnuts.

“ What are those things, darling ? " I asked her.

‘“ Monkey glands, dear,” she said. * Be a dear
and eat them. They'll do you heaps of good.”

To oblige her I ate all the six monkey glands. I
must say monkey glands bave a fine taste,. When I
woke up with the lark next morning I felt as if I had
innumerable springs everywhere inside me. I ran up
to the mirror. And what do you think Auntie saw!
She saw herself as she was fifteen years ago in her
first bloom.

) * * * *
Ramaswami (Teppakulam): .** My wife says she learnt

- to speak Bengali in fifteen days. I can’t under-

stand it.”

Don't let that worry you, dear Ramaswami.
The Bengalis wouldn't understand it either,

* T % * B
Sufferer (Nandigama): “I dont think there is any-

thing more vile than an aching tooth.”
Yes, there is—two aching teeth,

* * * *

Timid Chap (Berhampore): “If a faint heart never
, won a fair lady, what is a faint heart to da?”

It can always go after a dark lady,
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Binoculars (Nadiad): “Can you give an instance
when distance does not lend enchantment to the
view ? "

Certainly, dear sir. When you are motoring
in the countryside, and your petrol gave out and
there is no petrol bunk for miles around.

* * * *

Amateur Photo (Byculla): “How do I take my
wife's photograph indoors on a rainy day ?

Easy, dear chap. Just place your wife’s photo-
graph in your coat pocket, kick the door open
and walk in.

»* * *

Disgusted (Coimbatore): *‘Every blessed thing is
opened now-a-days with a prayer-song by girls.”

You appear to be a bit hasty, dear disgusted,
‘What about opening jam and condensed-milk tins ?
* * *

Father-of-Ten (Tenali): “I am of opinion that all
this talk of birth-control is idiotic. My wife is
the same.”

Hush! Don't say it in your wife's hearing.
She may not like to be called idiotic.
* E 3 * *

Puzzled (Rangoon): I came across an intriguing
sentence in a fine story 1 was reading the other
day. It read ‘In the fulness of time Loise bora
Bertram a baby. What exactly is meant by
* fulness of time " ?”

About nine and a half months after the wed-
ding of Lois and Bertram. ‘
* * * *

Joe Smith (Salisbury): “‘ This vile weather doesn’t
agree with me.”

Neither does it with the weather forecasts.

- * - * *,

Tram-fiend (Madras): “I often notice a funny chap
in the tram. 'Whenever the tram happens to be
full, he closes his eyes tight. What may be
the idea ? " '

Dear man, he can’t bear to see the ladies
standing,
* % * *

Silly Sam (Kumbakonam): “ The astronomical people
say that the distant universe around the earth is
rushing away from us at an incredible speed,”

I don’t blame the unjverse.

A celebrated white preacher had been engaged to
address the congregation of a little Negro church and

-was being introduced by the coloured pastor.

* Gistern and breddern,’” he began, ‘‘ it affcrds me
the extremest pleasub to introduce de speaker of de

“evenin’. I wants to explain dat while his skin ain't de

same colour as de oddess heah, I assuhs you his
heart is as black as any of yourn,”
— Argentine Magazine
* * *
Actor : What about the salary ?
Manager : Suppose we call it £ 50 a week.

Actor : All right,
Manager : Of course, you understand that £ 50
a week is merely what we call it—you will get

£ 5. ,
—Dublin Opinion

* *. *

A salesman was eloquent about the merits of a cer-
tain vacuum cleaner, but the village housewife wasn’t
impressed. She suggested that he talk less and show
her what the machine could do, )

He took off his coat, fitted up the cleaner, thrust his
arm into the chimney of the open fireplace and brought
out a big handful of soot, which he scattered over the
parlour carpet, .

He then shovelled some ashes from the grate and

sprinkled them over the rug, adding a big handful of
soil from the garden. Then he smiled and rubbed his

- hands.

“ Now, ” ke said, “ I'll show you what thisvacuum
.cleanser can do! “You'li be surprised, madam. Where

s the electric switch ?

“ Switch! "echoed the really s{:rprisgd woman,

* we use gas. ” :
. ~—Christiuan Science Monttor

3—25—-4—36

The lady with the supercilious glance descended
from her limousine and entered the small grocer's
shop.

(X4 .
What price are your plain  biscuits ?”  ghe
inquired. )

n Prye ” .
thllm‘g: a pound ! anaounced the little grocar,
eayerly. Broken ones three pence cheaper ! ”

£, A .
Then you'd batter give me a pound-of the broken
biscuits, my man!”

“Sorry, I ain't got none at present, ma’am !”
The lady looked haughtier than ever.

‘' In that case,” she said, ““ you'd better hurry
up and break me a pound before I go elsewhere |

—Everybody’s Weckly

* . * *

-~

Two Irish farmers both ran racing stables and a
keen rivalry existed between them. They each enter-
ed a horse in a local steeple-chase, and one of them,
thinking he would get the better of his friend, engaged
a crack jockey.

The two horses were leading at the last [ence which
proved to be too stiff for them. They fell, unseating
their riders, but the expert jockey rapidly remounted
and won the race. On returning triumphantly, to the
paddock, he found the farmer who had engaged him
fuming with rage,

" What's up ? " he asked. ‘I won, didn’t I 2 "

“ Yes!” roared the farmer, “ you won all right,
you idiot, but you were on the other horse ! '

—Answers
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injrapoles—

| by Dewan Bahadur K. S: Ramaswami Sastri

] have never been uble to under.
stand the word Pinjrapole or
the institdtion which it stands
for. In that respect I am in very
distinpuished company, e.g., Dar-
win, and the post Darwinians, I
have always wondered why ss
soon as a great man comes he is
followed up by those who come
post-haste after him and give him
praise and cancel all that brought
‘him praise. But that is another
story. Darwin taucht the survival
of the fittest. Pinjrapole--what-
over it is—teaches and practises
and effectuates the survival of the
unfittest. Darwin teaches his
great doctrine thus :

Who survive? Those who are .
the fittest,

Who are the fittest? Thoce
who survive,

It is all a Chinese puzzle though
it's a British doctrine. The Pinjra- -
pole enforces its doctrine with
equal power,

Who should survive? Those
who are the unfittest,

Who are the unfittest? Those
who survive.

Darwin preaches the doctrine

- of competition of organisms. But
Pinjrapole teaches the doctrine

of abolition of competition of orga.

nisms. Darwin teaches the doc. -

trine of Natural Selection. Pinjra-

pole teaches the doctrine of

A

The Pinjrapoler

Unnatural (no, no, Supernatural)
Precervation.  The real cause celebre is Darwin
versus Pinjrapole. Let us see who wins,
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Pinjrapole Club,
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I am not going to judge that
case, I have judged all sorts of

cases and am sick of the judicial -

function. Besides that, I have a
real element of unfitness to judge
this case. I am a Pinjrapoler
myself. My garden ran to seed
some years ago. All the flower-
plants, kitchen vegetables, and
even the weeds and the grass have
disappeared. I started for my
mouthful of grass and got it from
Mr. Pinjrapole and then I chose
the shade of a restful and umbra-
geous tree and there I began to
chew the cud. I cannot chew
anything else and I have nothing
else to chew, All through the day
I browse and drowse, and then
all through the night I drowse
and drowse. I make it a point to
avoid Darwin and the Post-Dar-
winians. The other day as I was
rounding a corner I met one of
the Post-Darwinians. He was
coming with mighty strides like a
I'cankenstein monster, He had a
sharp sword in his hand and his
eyes were keenly on the look-out
for Pinjrapolers like myself. I
slunk round a corner like a whip.
ped cur with the tail between its
legs and fled for my life and never
stopped till T had puyt at least
one latitude between him and me.

Last year I had been to Boma-
cutta and one of my Pinjrapole
brethren took me to Jara Bhag

which is a favourite haunt of
the local Pinjrapolers, I was .-

there introduced to the President

and Secretary and the other members of the
In its own way that Club is as

I was expected (o preseut

famous as the renowned Pickwick Club. Its
President was named Saravana Bhava and its

" Secretary was named Krishna. The members sat

on the lawn in a secluded nook of Jara Bhag. I won-
dered what they were doing because words issued but
seldom froni their mouths and there were few signs of
animation. Each was presenting for the benefit of
all, his budget of petty ailments. And as the gilm’ents
varied from day to day and as there was never a day
without them, each day was
a budget day and there
was never a deficit budget.

my budget, but I never had
an ailment in my life and
so I presented an absolu- 4
tely balanced budget which,

was presented. I saw the Doctor Pinjrapoler there
on three successive evenings and then he was not seen
there any more. Out of a sheer spirit of curiosity 1
ascertained what had bappened-to him. I learnt that
he developed symptoms of sudden insanity overnight
and presented all the budpets in a very mixed form
and was reeling off his prescriptions till at last he was
taken to the Mental Hospital where the cruel world
doth cease from troubling and Dinjrapolers are at
" rest.

The transformation of a
Panjandrum into a Pinjra-
pole has always been the
most baffling of mysteries
to me. I.can understand a
frog puffing and blowing
to swell like a bull—even

was also a nil budget. I 1. When was sugar first made froin t  like John Bull—but' it’s
had no income and no dis- I beet 7 i difficult to understand how
h in- y a frog could shrinlk into a
ease. 'They had mact 2. What is the longest mile in the € . e
come and more disease, I- world ? tadpole. One-of-the Pinjra-

was not set down as a pro-

polers at Bomacutta had

digy. but was regarded as a 3. Who was Lonesome Luke of f been « great Panjandrum

calamity — as a sort of
Bihar or Quetta earth-
quake in human form. The
conversation which was
rheumatic became coma-
tose. I suggested a dose
of Hitler's and Mussolini’s
Castor Oil all round and
made a dash for my life
before they had recovered
their breath.

When next year I went to Bomacutta I refused to
venture {nto the Pinjrapole Club but I stood behind the
tree beneath which was their favourite haunt and
watched the proceedings. They had become older and
had longer faces and longer budgets. There was an
addition in the person of a medical Pinjrapoler——]?r.
Dhanwant, He was only half a Pinjrapoler, being
a retired Civil Surgeon in active private practice. He
was scrutinising each budget and each budget-wallah
and prescribing appropriate remedies. Next da.y the
previous night's battle between the forces of Dlsea:se
and the forces of Doctor was described by a special
war correspondent viz, the Doctor Pinjrapoler
himself and then a corrected and consolidated budget

the silent films?
4. ln which city of ths U.S. Al

was it against the law to
take a bath in 18457

Answars on page 23

once upon a time. I have
seen him swelling like a
turkey-cock. When he
went West, the East would
tip up; and when he went
East, the same fate over-
took the West. And yet
alas! he was the most
Pinjrapolist of the Pinjra-
poles. 1le used to go.
about like a Jlovelorn
creature till he reached Jara Bagh. ‘

As I said already, 1 am myself a Pinjrapole. What
bloom of mind I had was but small and yet even that
is all gone! Even my- memory plays vexing tricks .
with me. When I cast the balance-sheet of. my life,
what is the specially fine thing that I can put on_the
credit side ? Very little, indeed. Though [ am thus a
Pinjrapole through and through, what would I like to
be? Like Bhishma who even on his bed of arrows
loved man and God and lived to set man on the road
leading to God. What if my rose-garden has ceased
to bloom ? Let me tend my young friends’ rose-gafde{’s
and prunc their rose bushes and see them blossom in
the Sunshine of Joy.




The

Rhineland Occupation

by Mike

[The militurisation of the Rhineland by Hitler hus, for the moment. over-

shadowed weightier doings elscwhere.

In this article, an “old soldier’ lifts

the curtain over the Rhineland that was—the Rhineland  immediately

Jollowing the Versailles “loot” —FEd.]

Reading Time " ® About 7 Misates

HI recent re-occupation of the Rhineland zone
in Germany by Nazi troops, in violation of the
Locarno Treaty, brings back to recollection the
period following the Armistice when an army of occu-
pation, composed of Dritish and French regiments
were cantoned in that territory, to ensurc the obset-
vance of the ‘clauses of the Treaty by the German
Government, Different areas of control were allotted
to the respective military authorities of the allied
forces, while the army that had been under the com.
mand of Hindenburg, Ludendorf, and ‘other I’russian
leaders on the western front, withdrew into the
interior of Gerimany, outside the corridor. In true
British fashion our soldiers, recently engaged in a
death struggle, adapted themselves to the new condi-
tions, and fraternised with the civil population, a large
proportion of whom were their former foes in the
field. Old animosities were forgotten, and there was
‘no outward indication that a conquering force was
settled in the midst of the people. The German
populace was not slow to respond to the friendly
attitude adopted by the pick of the British regiments,
specially selected for the difficult task, and the open
sore, engendered by four years-of bitter warfare, soon
began to beal. Our military authorities were careful
not to encourage any display which would have caused
resentment or heart-burning, and public parades,
marches through the streets and similar demonstrations
were conspicuous by their absence. A casual visitor,
to Cologne for instance, would have noticed no tension
or sign of an unusual state of affairs, and the sight of
British ‘ Tommies ' making purchases in the shops,
"or entering theatres and other places of amusement
tended to have a reassuring effect,

It was not so in the territory under French military
_occupation. There, at centres like Wiesbaden, the
Tricolot was much in evidence., Armed guards of
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Zonaves and Algerian troops——~the latter in long cloaks
and fex caps—were to” be encountered in many
logalities. ‘The ceremony of ‘changing the guard’
was performed twice daily to the accompaniment of
weird music played by Algerian pipers, the climax
being reached when the soldiers marked time for a
space before grounding arms in the Main Square near
the Kaiserstrasse, where the Imperial Emblems were
displayed in mosaic on the pavement, The assembled
crowd would view these proceedings with feelings of
irritability and disgust, judging from the countenances
of Lh’e anlockers, who did not appreciate their state of
subjection being ‘ rabbed in’ by such demonstrations !
The slumping of the Mark, tesulting in a very
favourable rate of exchange, brought many tourists
into the country from Arnerica and Britain, to the
extreme satisfaction of hotel proprietors and trades-
men, whose regular patrons were unable to give them
financial support, owing to the bankrupt state of the

“well-todo classes. And waonderful bargains were

available for visitors with spare cash! The shops
displaying fancy goods, artists’ materials, cameras,
binoculars, stationery and similar goods, in the manu.
facture of which Germany excels, were thronged all
day with foreigners, as there seemed to be no limit to
the quantity of such articles exportable to other lands.
Clothing and foodstuffs, however, were restricted, as
many purchasers discovered when they were on their
homeward journey at the frontier ! English-spéaking

visitors to Wiesbaden and other towns in the French *

military area received a warmer welcome than else.
where. The inhabitants contrasted their mild conduct
with that sometimes displayed by the invaders from
across the Rhine, and made no secret of their grie
vances with regard to the latter. Many of the
shop-keepers had lived in England in pre-war days, and
spoke our language fluently. They were ready to
accommodate customers to an unexpected degree

The day before leaving Wiesbaden, the present
writer strolled into an emporium where he was
persuaded to have his eyesight tested. The result
showed that he needed new lenses. He was
also shown a Reflex Camera and a fine pair of
binoculars, of which he did not seem to have special
need. The shopman was politely told that these

purchases would be considered in the event of another

visit to Germany, but this answer was not 1o be ac-
cepted. A further excuse that one's bank balance had
been now closed and remitted to Loondon proved no
obstacle to the closing of the transaction. The shop-
man was willing to take a cheque on & Lqndon Bank
from a total stranger, whom he declared had an
honest face ! The upshot was that the latter depart-
ed from the premises leaving a cheque for about £9
and taking with him a consignment worth about five
times that sum in England ! To anyoune inclined to
be a gourmet or sybarite, the best restaurants and
hotel lounges were open for entertainment at extra-

_ordinarily moderate prices, and, after withdrawing one

or two pounds from one’s bank, the happy depositor
went away feeling like a millionaire with local cur-
rency of all denominations, up to 10,000 marks, filling
his pockets ! The British Tommies in Cologne, who
were paid in sterling, had the time of their lives, and
spent their leisure moments treating the fair sex to
sweet Rhine Champagne and the choicest of choco-
lates and sweets. "Small wonder is it that many of
these lads were received as heaven-sent bridegrooms
into Saxon homes, where good English money was
used to retrieve the family fortunes! Only two un-
toward incidents occurred which might have marred
an ideal excursion into the Rhineland at that time,
but bappily did not. The ficst happened between
Aix-1a-Chapelle and Cologne. We were travelling in a
first-class Railway corhpartment, when a well-dressed
man in a sumptuous overcoat got into the corridor
carriage, with no luggage beyond a small suit-case,
which he placed on the rack containing our attache-
cases., He spoke in German to another young la}dy-
passenger who had been journeying from the previous
station. At the next halt, the conductor announced
dinger, and we followed him to the Restaurant C.ap
leaving the other two passengers in charge. Durm.g
the meal, the train halted once, at Dusseldorf. When 1t

was in motion again we returned in the direction of
our carriage, to find the youny woman in the corridor
in a state of suppressgd excite nent, She first spoke
to us in French ; then in Engiish. The burden of her
message was that the man who was in the compart-
ment, had, during her temporary absence at Dussel-
dorf station, grabbed our two attache cases, and
alighted on the platform, where she saw him trying
to sneak off, and only just in time. She intercepted
him, thredtening him with the Police, whereupon he
dropped our belongings, which she gathered into the
train. This fortuitous intervesition, on the part of a
young German war-widow, who was on the eve of
re-marriage with an Englishmanin Cologne, saved us
no end of trouble and anxiety, since the attache
cases contained our passports, cheque books and other
documents. The next contretemps tock place at
Wiesbaden, when we chartered a motor coach for a
day’s outing to Frankfort. The driver of the vehicle
was a typical junker, who blustered and threatened to
start off without our hotel party, because the ladies"
were a bit slow in putting on their bats! Although
payment in advance had been made, he tried to spoil
our trip by shouting and gesticulating at the wheel
when the char-a-banc got intp motion ; and continued
to do so as we approached Frankfort, which was not
in out military occupation. '

Here brass-hatted German Police were greatly in
evidence, and his indignant behaviour attracted their
attention. We drew up ata large hotel, the party
alighting for refreshments. The irate Jéhu then ap-
proached me and suggested my accompanying him to
the rear of the establishment, which I did, through
tortuous passages crowded with his countrymen,
However, at the end of the jaunt, he opened a side-
door into a bar where menials of all descriptions were
regaling themselves with beer. My excitable friend
then made a sign to indicate that he was thirsty after
the long drive, and on my responding with an order for
drinks, to which he did full justice, he seized my hand
and swore eternal devotion. ) o

At theend of the day, I gave him a 2000 mark tip,
(roughly 2 shillings), and he nearly fell to my feet
with gratitude !

.
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\dmonitory Tales

( The Bird and the Buffalo )
by Embusque -

Reading Time ® About 5 Minutes

NE day, the king of the buffaloes went down
to the rice-fields to enjoy a nice wallow in
the refreshing mud. His favourite resort

was a deep hole beside the farmer’s irrigation.
channel, o

Just before the buffalo arrived, the farmer opened
that channel, and drained the water from the rice-
field. A paddy-bird stood in the drying mud of the
water-course, searching for succulent worms.
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The king of buffaloes looked at the bird in a lordly
manner, and snorted loudly. The bird took no notice,-
but went on picking for worme.

*“ Ahem ! ” went the buffalo. ‘' Don’t you know
how to behave in the presence of royalty ?

. “ What royalty ? "’ asked the bird, indifferently.

I am the king of swamps ! *" bellowed the baffalo,
making the ground thunder. * Little birds should fly
away in terror when they hear me approaching.”

“ Indeed ?” said the-bird ; and chinued to look

for worms.

“ [ have never been so insulted in my I¥e ! ” storm-
ed the buffalo. “ Who has been meddling with my
bath-water ? What are you doing in that drain? 7

“ Dinking. " said the paddy-bird, mildly.
“ But there is no water there ! 7’

“ Quite so, my good friend. T have just drunk it
all up.”

** You are not my good
friend ! ” howled the buffalo.
“If you don't address me
properly, I will crush you
toa pulp. "

“ Can't a bird come snd
drink a little water?”
protested the impudent i
creature, in injured tones.

“Don't try and fool )

me ! " bellowed the buffalo. 2. The Swiss mile, which-measures
9,153 yards. *

“ This channel drains the
whole field. Before you
could drink it dry, you 3.
would have to consume all :

Answers fo Questions on bagev 79

i. In 1801, at Kunery, Silesia, by
Franz Karl Achard, a noted

German Chemist. ) said. “ I will drink the

Harold Lloyd, who made his
movie debut in 1913 and was
started by Hal Roach a year

“You insolent, undersized biped! When the field
is full of water to-morrow, I will come and drink the
lot, just to prove who I am.” :

“ Allright, ”” agreed the bird. “If you drink the,
field dry, I will acknowledge you as king of the
swamps.

“ And when I have proved it, I will pound you to
smithereens "’ howled the buffalo.

“ . ..Provided you can catch me, " chuckled the
bird, *° But supposing you cannot drink the field
dry?”

“ Don’t worry about
that.”

*“ 1f you are so sure of
success, make it a test of
our rival claims, " challen-
ged the paddy-bird.

The buffalo looked with
contempt at his puny anta.
gonist. * Very well, " he

swamp dry first thing in
the morning. After that,
you will have to acknow-
ledge my overlordship. "

“ And if you fail, you

thg water in the field, ” latgr in the Lonesome Luke will have to take your
“That is what I did,” series. orders from me,” retorted

enied the padighia || a b Boen Mo ) tebi

calmly. " to take a bath except when “ All right,” agreed the
At these words, the prescribed by a physician. baflalo.

baffalo trembled with rage. 1§ # e . .

“ As king of the swamps,

it is my duty to punish

such wicked untruths, " he roared. |
“you are talking nonsense, ” replied the bird. 1

am the king of the swamps.”

The buffalo pawed the earth, and rushed upon thg
impious little creature. But the bird merely hopped
to the other side of the channel, and resumed the con-

versation.

“ If you are king of the swamps, let me see you
drain the field dry, * he suggested,

* I could do it, if I liked, ”* boasted the buffalo.

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ sneered the paddy-bird.

In the®evening, the hus-
bandman came and opened
the sluices, and filled the field with water. Early.thé ’
next morning, the buffalo kept his appointment with
the paddy-bird. He looked at the great expanse of
water a little doubtfully.

*“ Goon, " jeered his rival. * Drink it all up.”

“ I shall, ” declared the buffalo, stoutly. He lower- -
ed his massive head, and began to drink steadily. He
drank and drank, and his enormous barrel-like body
began to swell visibly, till you could no longer see the
hollows above his haunches. His mighty sides glis-
tened. His eyes grew bloodshot.

At last he raised his head and looked at the swamp.
The level of the water was quite undisturbed,
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“" s

Drink it up. '

“ Nobody could drink so wmuch water, =’ growled
_the buffalo.

* Then I am the king of the swamps, " replied the
feathered biped.

“ I have been fooled ! ” cried the buffalo. *“ Even

if I cannot drink the field dry, I am still king of the

“Go on,” urged the paddy-bird, sarcastically.

Presently the man came, and at the right moment
the paddy-bird stepped into the channel, and began to
drink industriously.

»

Ten minutes later, the buffalo was g
field with awe-stricken eyes, All
gone,

azing at the
the water was

(3 " . 3 143
Now, " said the bird. “ Do you admit that I am

swamps,

“ But if I drink the field dry, will you ackowledge
that I am king of the swamps ? " insisted the bird, |

i G PO
. (10 on, try it, ' scoffed the buffalo.

* Stand aside, you lumbering great thing, " ordered
his diminutive rival., The bird perched on the bank
of the irrigation.channel, dropped his head on his
breast, and began to breathe deeply.

* What are you doing ? " demanded the buffalo,

* Please do-not disturb me while I am doing my
yoga exercises,” said the cunning creature, reproving-
ly. " WhenI have finished them, I will drink up all
- the water in no time, "

Actually, the paddy-bird was peeping behind the
buffalo. He was waiting for the farmer to appear and
open the drain.

king of the paddy.fields 3

“Yes, sir, " mumbled the buffalo, humbly,

“Iwill be a kind master, "' said the bird, comfort-
ingly. T will appoint you my second-in.command.
Undoubtedly you are the biggest thing in the swamp ;
but I am the cleverest. ™

* What are my duties, good sir ?" enquired the
buffalio.

* You shall take me wherever I wish to go, "’ said
the victor. ““In future, I shaliride round my fields
on your back, ”

So, whenever you see a buffalo in a swamp, you
will always see a paddy-bird riding on his back.

And the moral of this story is, it is surprising what
you can do with the aid of a little yoga,

THE END
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Next Week—

Being our Editorial announcement regarding the next

issue of our very popular magazine

Reading Time @ About 2 Minutes

(O)NE of the leading features in

by T. AS

Our next number, contrary to our
usual policy, will not contain a poem

the next issue of our magazine

from the pen of Narendranath

will not be the beginning of a

Bengali.

powerful dramatic serial of an Indian

woman's passionate devotion to her
career and the claims of her household
upon her. You cannot read this
thrilling encounter between a woman’s
age-long custom and modern ambition.
And the story is not entitled * The
Misfortunes of Mangalam .

Another novel feature of our next

1]
A rare artistic treat is in store for
our readers in our next issue, We
have eliminated all illustrations.

But the foregoing are not the only
good things we are promising., For
instance, next week we are not publish.
ing a story by a ‘ newly discovered

number will be the absence of an edi-
torial announcement, announcing for
the number after that, a story by an
author, who is not even the greatest
short story writer in India, '

Among the short fiction in our
number next week, which in many
ways will be the finest number we have
ever published, there will not be a stery of ‘ love and
adventure’, in which, "however, the hero and the
heroine are not students in Madras colleges, and in
which the hero does not say:* How wonderful a
dream, dear Lakshmi, just we two, and we two alone,
sitting on the sands of the Marina!”

Among the other good things that we will not print
next week will be the celebrated short story dealing
‘ with the greatest human problem of our days ',
and also the celebrated story about a ‘ new kind ‘of
detective ".

We do not- also announce the thrilling and baffling
mystery story, of a strange episode in the lives

* of two brothers who marvellously resembled each

other.

4—25~4—36

writer possessed of an unmistakable
genius for writing short short stories’,
fA statement that generally means
nothing more than that the magazine
" has cut down editorial expenses for
that number by buying a perfectly
unimportant story by an unknown
man for Rs. 5 and, though printing
the boost, seeks to delude its readers
into believing that the story is-better than it is.]
In addition we take pleasure in ifot announcing an
important article entitled: “ Tamil Actresses With
Whom I Have Spoken” by ' One Who Knows ’,

The announcement of the most important feature
of the next issue of our magazine we have reserved as
a climax. It is our honest belief that the publication
of this feature will prove to be the most sensational
and talked-of mdgazine achievement of the century,
And all our future issues will also be guided by this
feature: In All Bookstalls. o

+

[4s we go fo press, we learn that the author thinks
he is an accepted manuscript and draws blue pencil
marks all over his body, trying to edit himself—Ed.]

THE END
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HE interior of the Visitors' Hall of the Cosmo-
politan Ladies: Yostel was not an unfamiliar
sight to Bhaskaran. Yet, he looked about him

with some interest.

At the farther end of the hall were four inmates of
the Hostel having a pleasant argument, and from some
words that now *and then reached Bhaskaran's ears,
he gathered that the topic under the lively discussion
was not anything connected with cooking, crotchet-
work or the care of husbands, as one would have
supposed, but entirely about overhead-strokes, per.
pendicular smashes, back-hand drives 'nd what-not of
Tennis,

He breathed néiselessly lest he should draw the
girls’ attention to him, for his presence in that hall
at that latish part of the evening was highly objection-
able under the Hostel rules. He came there stealthily
only because of the fact that, while walking along the
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ousin-cum-Nephew

by Cross S.

Reading Time @

Devasahayam

About 5 Minutes

road in front of the Hostel he had found himself
caught in a sudden and unsuspected down-pour
and could not sight any building nearby other
than the Hostel, to which he could run for
shelter,

He tip-toed towards a chair in a corner of the
Hall and carefully let himself into it. But chairs in
Ladies’ Hostel, or anywhere else for that maltter,
never take in a sitter without a protest and this
particular chair that Bhaskaran selected, chose to
lodge its protest by emitting a loud groan. And
simultaneously four ‘pairs of beautiful eyes turned
towards Bhaskaran, in mild surprise and subtle
enquiry,

" Beg your pardon, ladies,” said Bhaskaran, rising
embarrassedly. "It is raining outside. "Hope you
would not mind my intrusion.”

“Not at all|”

It was the youngest of the four girls, who elected to
assure Bhaskaran of their indifference to his presence.
In a lightning glance at her face, Bhaskaran noticed
that she was the prettiest, too, of the lot.

But scarcely had she finished saying those three
words, when her companions heaved themselves to

their legs with a jerk.
“Hush ! " said a girl.

They listened with their ears almost flapping and
the majestic and rhythmical clatter of a pair of high-.
heeled shoes on a woaden staircase, that they heard
faintly at first, grew louder and louder every moment.

And suddenly Bhaskaran found himself all alone in
the hall. The girls evaporated like ghosts,

For any male the task of explaining away his
presence in the Ladies’ Hostel to the satisfaction of
its imperious warden, was not an easy one, even if he
happens to be her nephew. Baskaran knew that and
realised at once that in the circumstances, the sooner
he legged it away from the hall, the better he would
be by all counts.

He looked through the window hopefully, but to his
disappointment he saw that all Nature was dead
against him, for the rain was still pouring down in

torrents.

He stood, indecisive. It was only then the thing
happened. A voice spoke. With a start, he turned
round to see the speaker.

“ Excuse me,” said the voice which was, by the
way, silvery and pleasing. It sounded quite familiar
and Bhaskaran had no difficulty in recognizing it as
the very one in which a few seconds back were
uttered those three si&lple words of common courtesy :

“ Not at all.”

“ What for?” he asked, scarcely able to articulate
for surprise,

“My boldness,” answered the voice. * But let us
pretend that we know each other. For there at the
door is our warden!”

Presently a substantial figure in an impossible saree
darkened the doot-way. The first thing it did, after
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it stepped into the hall, was to make a heart-rending
cry, as it were.

“Is that. you, Sarasa?” it exclaimed, in a voice
resembling distant thunder. * Having a visitor ?

“Yes, Madam,” answered the girl, readily. * My
cousin, Madam.”

The warden came near them,

“ Really! But is it' not...” The distant thunder
rumbled off to a whisper and on the lips of the warden
the faint suggestion of a smile began to appear, instead.

The object at which she turned on her unusual
smile seemed to come to life only now.

“Er...well...” began Bhaskaran, but the situation
was-obviously beyond him.

The warden turned to the girl, Sarasa.
“I didn’t know tbat you knew him,” she observed.

The face of the girl became a study in expressions
It was registering amazement, perplexity and
discomfort all at once.

“He is my cousin,” she repeated, weakly but
loyally.

“Oh!” exclaimed the warden. '‘Then," she
proceeded, with a'funny gleam in her eyes, “you are
related to me.”

The girl gasped.

“ Beg your pardon, Madam?" she said, mystified.
* Related to you, Madam ? '

“ Of course!* A cousin of Bhaskaran ought to be
my relative too,” she explained. * Because,” she
added, * Baskaran happens to be my nephew! "

Satisfied with springing that bomb-shell on the poor
girl, she turned round and left the hall without another
word. ‘

END
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Imagination—

»

Reading Time @ About 8 Minutes

O begin with, imagination is a big hive of bees
in anybody's bonnet. Ingood sense, it is not
exactly what it professes to be. Ob, please,

don’t pooh-pooh ! Asyou all know, it is a stout sup-
port to dentists, doctors, and boxers, (phew, what a
lot 1—for, doctors and boxers, divested of imagination,
always see red and black, and dentists are mere tooth-
pecked hubbies. So, it can be easily imagined how,
or why, anoffice-clerk is shown his way home by his
she-boss ; and the explanation of why so many gentle.
meén, who race a lot, enter with spectacles on, and
etnerge out sans glasses, is as simple as one-times-one-
ieone, Now you can imagine, Now, or never !
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by A. K. Rowe

Every human has every reason to imagine, at least'
an hour a day. But the terrible side of it is one can-
not sow and reap it when one is badly in need of it,
For instance, I imagine I could write a little about

imagination, but, as you will judge it for yourself, itis

all bunkum. For vears I practised to imagine about
anything and everything, including grey mares, and
grass widows, and now I am seeing ghosts. When
you really want to be imaginative, what you get in
response is simple mumps. And for this reason, all
decent folk have now ceased to wax imaginative:
the more you begin to imagine, the sooner you get

cold fest. And wheezy lies the skull that oozes staring
imagination. What a junk ! :

True, it is the goods for human brain. They say
that unless you've .got imagination up your sleeve,

you're an eternal blink, For all your life you can’

never guess that book-keeping is a figurative subject,
and it is equally impossible to come to terms with

* algebra, for it starts with a dogmatic assumption that

two negativés make one positive. You ‘cannot be
persuaded to feel positive, unless you rise up to alge-
braical imagination bordering on insanity. For
heaven’s sake, don’t get the needle.

Now, have you ever heard of poetic imagination?
Especially of those bards who compose nursery or
poultry-yard rhygnes, as:

. The cack is crowing,
The crow is cawing,
Th;a small poets twitter,
And you all wonder,
Your heads never thinking,

Your brains never dreaming.

Dashed if I believe in poets. They imagine quite a
lot, and draw blank in the end—TF mean blank verse.

" Under imaginative inspitation they seldom call.a

spade a spade—mark you the word—and as such,
one can very well understand when people like Shakes.
peare explode : “ Who steals my brains steals trash !”
‘Anyway, poetry is bad for rerves. It is not at all

‘ to my taste.’

~ A lot may be said against imaginers. Often', a pro-
found speaker, full of extempore imagination, begins
with the League of Nations, and ends abruptly at

the alarming results of the latest boxing bout | And, if

you happen to be one 'qf the audience, you wish you'd
had the audacity to pocket a halter.

Again, when a pair of guaranteed spectacles adorn

* one's nose, they extend the sphere of Bis dreadful

imagination by doubling his sight. “Well, he goes all
groggy in the long run, and gets it in the neck.

. A doctor—particularly an imaginative one with a

- mathematical inclination. He multiplies imaginary

diseages, adds to patients’ misery, reducing them to
mere deduction, dividés their purse, and diagnoses

nothing, In several casés, pathological imaginatior
is at the root of so many black eyes, broken noses,
blood pressures, and the incredible strokes of Jhin- '
Jhinia. No more of that.

Apart from everything, there are some who pride
in their imagination, To denude, boxers, When you v
begin to imagine the pleasures underlying their pas-
time, you find yourself in a box. Their motto is
him-assassination (not imagination), and their figure
of speech is onomatopeia, for the sound of their blows
echoes their sense. A boxer in his imaginativeness
feels an urge to punch anybody’s nose, or to call any-
body anything. But theirs is only a nine days’ wonder,
for there are such pyrotechnical kids like Joe Louis
who get them by their short hairs, and instigate them
to question their sanity !

No wonder if in some cases imagination pans out
to be just a hornets’ nest ; it is to them what Italy is
to Abyssinia. I can recall 2 number of egs., where
imagination has not behaved itself, Cot

Once Mr, Murphy, a turality, happening to see a
good number of those ubiquitous * To-let” boards
hanging from thewall of a every good-sized building
in the metropolis, waxed gmaginative all of a sudden
and remarked disarmingly : * Bless my soul, how'
many buildings Mr. To Let owns!” Maybe it
was right, or maybe it was a bloomer, but there
it is.

As for dentists, theirs is a hard job. They have got
to imagine the shape of every mouth oﬁ'eted: and the
nature of the teeth, whether humorous for biting. An
unimaginative dentist is a spot of trouble ; apd the
memory of a dental tragedy still hangs on me.

One day Mr. Tooth Blank, an amateur dentist, shot
up from the depths of his chair like a rocket, and
bowed down slowly to a sweet peach of a girl who
tushed in floundering.

He : Anything I can do for you, madam, anything
. with your teeth ? '

She : Are you good at your blooming hobby ? (Het
words sounded like a gong.) Can you pull out
a big, inmost molar ?

He : Gladly, madam,

[Lulling her to artificial sleep, and
breaking open her mouth, he
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picked out unimaginatively two
of her molars, whercas he should
have picked only one, and as a
final touch, filled the dental
cavities with cotton. After a
few minutes, her eyes fluttered
ofcn, and she began to give
vent to sizzling tunes.)

She : Ssh, George, where am I ? Ssh, my God !

[(With Thorror she noticed the
hissing aspiratory 'sounds ci-
anating from her mouth, and
swung on him stormily.]

She: Hi, mon ami, where's the tooth you've picked
from my stomach ?

He (deserted by imagination) : Stomach ? Tooth in
your stomach ? Did you say stomach?

She (getting scarlet) :  Yes,

He (dripping  with perspiration) : But—but—two
have been picked.

She (of the colour of a tomato): What ! Two ! But
I swallowed only one,

He (infinitely dazed).: Swallowed ? What the dic-
kens do you mean ?

She : You fool, listen, While my auntie was taking
an egg of ice cream with unimaginable
dexterity, one of her pseudo-teeth, breaking
loose from its moorings, fell into my portion
of the jam; and I, lenseless at that time—for
you know one capnot imagine such a mishap
without one’s glass—swallowed it. Trouble
began before I realised what I had done. Since
then the cursedtooth is gnawing at my stomach,
and it is that I wanted you to pull out. Auntie
is hot stuff with a tooth missing from her
mouth.

He (unable to pull himself together): But—
She: What's wrong ?  'What have you done exactly?

He : But—

[He was staring his widest, and
the words stuck in his throat.)
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She (with a grimace of fury) : You haven’t got any
imagination in your damned head. Do you
understand ?

He: Yes, madam.

She : No, you don't. Do you
He : H'm—no-—no—er—yes.

She : Oh, you're a booby, Thatis why there isn’t a
single man in this city who has got a mouthful
of real teeth. Youfool, tell me what you've
done.

He (in a flurry of alarm): A thousand pities,
madam. I never knew you swallowed a tooth,
I’ve pulled out two of your molars,

She (reeling back faintingly): Do you mean—
Oh'!t

He (debating upon his chances with her) : Yes—but
~—don’t you see—

She : You drivelling, tooth-lesssucker, you anaesthetic

idiot | Pulled out two molars ! Confound you !
I thought of celebrating their jubilee some day
this year. You have humiliated me, you un-
imaginative ivory-puller. It's high time you’d
taken to growing - mushrooms. What am I to
do? How to chatter, how to grind ? Oh God,
I wish I hadn’t come here l....cc.c0

He (pleadingly) : Don't get huffy, madam. I can
refix the teeth.

She ; Cut it out, you moke. Have you ever tried
Straightening a dog’s tail ?

Without another word she toddled off, With the
face of a sand-bagged lout, he gi.bbered :

“Pooo! That’s the unkindest ' pick’ of all ! She's—
phew —"

Well, we}l, bolster up your imagination, folks, and
believe me when I tell you that this is a heartily
imagined skit, simple and sincere. Perhaps I should
feel glad. But I don’t. For the nonce, my imagi-
natiom is standing on its last legs. .

Au revoir |
THE ‘END
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by Yen Kay

Reading Time @ About 7 Minutes

ND it is not merely ﬁnique but glorious and
A wonderful, Consider walking if only on its

purely physical aspects. The fact' seems to
be upappreciated that we can do few things more
becomingly or beautifully than to walk on our two
legs. By merely observing how yf)u walk, I can tell
whether you have an ugly or beautiful soul, Whetl}er
you have superior serisibilities or whether the f:ngme
of your life is actuated by the internal combustion of
crude unkempt passions. Verily, do the tw? human
legs in action tell a thousand things to.the seeing e'ye :
pride, humility or wisdom, purity, goodness, foolish-
ness or wickedness, patience, fortitude, fear or anger,
courage, cunning or cowardice, and all..the rfest of the
strange assortment of qualities, qualifications and
disqualifications that go to the making of our wonder-
ful human naturé, It is on account of this almost
unlimited emotional range contained in our legs that
we can do few ’things more expressively than walk, or

*

more beautifully, when we walk with our better-selves
going before us and guiding us.

Suppose, a god should come, paying you a visit.
How do you think will the,shining one come? Will
he come riding a cycle, driving a motor-car, or
fiying in an aeroplane? It is believed by not'a few
millions of mankind that God created man in His
own image and it is certain that if that were so.we
cannot better requite God than by walking in God’s
steps and that as nearly as possible as we can imagine
He must be walking.

‘How do you think the gods have always a paradise
to live in? It is a wonderful secret that by living
rhythmically we all can always live in a paradise. If»
there is no measure in your life neither is there any
joy in it. And all measure hasits source in the grand
measure of waltking. When you walk beautifully and
gently what you do is not merely to walk but to set
your life humming a tune. Suppose you dance, which
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is walking purified and refined, engentled and sublimat-
ed, and then how would you feel? Of course, as if
you were the marching of a song, the speaking of a joy.
That is the reason why among the arts dancing lies
nearest to the heart and spirit of man. It all comes
to this, that, since dancing is only walking if with a

_difference, when we cease to walk, being up to the
eyes in love with the leg-saving devices of civilisation,
we nearly come to the pathetic point of casting out
grace and beauty from our lives and crawling on our
souls. '

It might be supposed that I am an enemy of
machinery in general and motor-cars in particular.
But it is a fact that.I agreed with Dictator Hitler

* when recently he insisted on the excellences of motor-
" cars by calling them the finest gift that mankind ever
received from any quarter. At the same time, I con.
fess that when some time ago I was living in a big
city I found much to my chagrin the enormous popu-
lation of it divided into two castes, those who
honoured, and those who insulted, their .legs, the
walkers and riders, and the latter bossing it over the
former and doing so very mischievously. However,
not a few out of the pure adventurous spirit of the
unpolluted human mind still continued to honour their
legs though their . strength constantly suffered either
through the defection of some or through the simple
disappearance of others. Whetber it was I could not

endure the scene or grew apprehensive of my own

safety, I hastily quitted the spot, betaking myself to
the bosom of a village, circled by green hills and cano-
pied by a greener sky. Here I feasted my eyes for
many days on rolling grasslands, on flying flocks of
birds, on men walking to their day’s labours in the
fields, maidens going and coming on lovely ‘legs
through shady lanes, old men walking abroad like
patriarchs and mellowed matrons going their rounds
for the proper dissemination of the latest happenings
and rumours of happenings. Had a motor-car
. suddenly manifested itself on this idyllic scene, the five
hundred unsophisticated souls that formed the popula-
tiod of this village should have lost their purity and
peace for the rest of their days.

Does not the sphinx’s riddle of the animal walking
on four legs in the morning, on two in the middle of
the day and orf three in the evening show that ancient
enigmatic lady’s fine perception of the fact that of all
buman felicities the chiefest, truest and best was
walking? .

Years and years ago when the rich odoriferous wine
of love was sparkling in my soul I decided thatI
should share the cup of my youth with a partner

possessing the luscious poetry of legs. I hadno doubt

in my mind that if a maiden walked coyly and artistic-
ally, her face apd eyes were bound to be equal to
one’s innermost desire. And what woman could have
good looks with a pair of higgledy-piggledy legs? By
the way, hence, what I have to say to all who are
about to marry is not what Punch once said,
namely, ** DON'T,” but * Find out the Possessor of a
Shapely Pair of Legs and a Lovely Gait and Bind her
forthwith to You with the Hoops of matrimonial
Steel.” That in sqoth is a long advice, but brevity oft
spoils the course of love. In my own case, however,
though after seeking far and wide I found a maiden
that matched my imagination in this supreme matter
of legs, my mother wedded me off to a girl,'whose only
qualification for housewifehood, as it soon transpired,
was an inborn capacity for being on her legs most of

the time and going for her good-man. We know that.

it is by luck and luck only that one profits by one’s
uncommon perception of truth. As a matter of fact,
I have seen hundreds of young men united to ideally-
walking wives, who have not spent a thought on, nor
are even aware of, the essentiality of artistic pedestri-
anism for the purity, excellence and honour of life,

But I am a cry in the wilderness, or, at best, a
whispered breath in a thundering exposition of sound,
Look where you will, you see Senator Speed. And
Herr Electricity is in residence everywhere, Uncle
Oil has become the heart and soul of things. - Such is
the “New Deal” of President Progress, and we are
naturally on the eve of excising Old Father Time and
Auntie Distance from the Arithmetic of the human
race. All this in plain language means that our legs
have got to be speedily discarded. ’

It is no use contending that walking is a wise tradi-
tion and should not so hastily be done away with, that
it is ninety per cent of the metabolism of our life and
that the circulation of our blood, the longevity of our
lives, the equilibrium of our emotions, the unfoldment
of our intellects, are all dependent on the preservation
and the putting into practice of our legs.

The future historian -of mankind will divide the
Fairy Story of the World into two Parts, namely, the
Old Leg-Age and the New Gil—Cum-Electricity-Age.l
instead of the Stone Age, the Bronze Age and so on,
as has been the fashion till'recently to do, and call the
people of the first division the Tadpole-Men-And-
Women, and those of the second the New-.Penguins-
Of-The-Sea-And-Sky. I am afraid that many of us
old fogeys and fossils tainted with the love of legs and
addicted to the using of them in all the ordinary occa-
sions of life and surviving into the New Era will have
to be content to be classified under the Tadpole-Stage
in the Evolution of Human Destiny.

THE END
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Mr. Ernest Brown, Labour Minister, has a
booming voice. Mr. Baldwin was sitting on the
Treasury Bench, when noises disturbed him. He
asked what was happening.

“Mr. Ernest Brown speaking to Fdinburgh,” he
was informed.

* Then why doesn’t he use a telephone? " asked the

Premier,
* * P *

' The King, when Prince of Wales, was present at a
certain banquet. Seated beside him was a church
dignitary who, “ while condescending to men of low
estate, yields to no proad prelate of mediaeval times
in an awareness of his own dignity.” When His
Grace had begged leave to withdraw, the Prince
exclaimed: “Phew! Now I know what it is to dine
with royalty.”
* ) * ¥ *

King Edward VIII was playing bridge one evening
with Mrs. George Keppel as partner, just after
‘auction’ came in. Mrs. Keppel dealt, and went a
dealer’s ‘ One no trump . Although both opponents
had called suits, the King raised her to "Four no
trumps’ on a very poor hand. When he put it down
che looked at it and remarked: * The King can do
no wrong, but God help Alice Keppel ! "

» .. * *

The Queen of Spain once thought of founding in
her country a society for the protection of animals,
and consulted a high official of the Court as to the
best means of raising funds. “ Well,” he answered,
*the first thing we must do is to organise a bull fight
for it.”

b5—35--4—36

The late Lord Balfour found
it difficult, when he was 'not
amused ’, to conceal the fact.
He was once staying at a
country house for an informal political gathering
where ‘several of the guests were of the chosen
people’. One evening in the smoke-room, feeling
bored with them all, he yawned, rose languidly, and
said: ' To your tents, O Israel!”

* * * *

A popular actress wanted to play lead in one of
Noel Coward’s plays and was furious when he told
her: “ Well, dear, if you must know, you are too
old for it.”" She told him exactly what she thought
of him, and when at last she stopped for breath he
said, quietly: “ Come, come, dear, don’t add insult
to insulin!”

* * * *

In managing his affairs, R, L. Stevenson had no
money-sense. With a cheque for £ 100/- and some
odd money, he and his wife went to Paris ona
pleasure trip and meant to have a thoroughly good
time and stay as long as their money held out. A
few days later they found their money running short;
they dida't know where it had all gone and decided to
return to England. On going home, they found their
£ 100/- cheque uncashed, mixed with the sundry
papers!

* .- * * *

Friends often asked Marie Corelli why she never
married. * There is no need,” she used to reply, “ for
1 have three pets at home which together answer the
same purpose as a husband. 1 have a dog which
growls all morning, a parrot which swears all after.
noon and a cat which comes home late at night.”
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Publicity—

by C. V. Narasimhan ~

Reading Time @ About 7 Minutes

OME are born to it, some achieve it, and somse
b have it thrust on them.

Consider for example the Dionne Quintuplets.
Consider, again, Jubilee—the offspring of Ko-Ko and
Bo-Bo, the first chimpanzee to be born in England.
Consider, 1 say, all those freaks who are born with
silver spoons in their mouths, They are all born to
fame and publicity,

When 1 speak of some as achieving it, T have in
mind the familiar class of persons who achieve repu-
tations mainly by the skilful use of publicity. This is
in no way a new phenomenon brought into existence
solely by the modern media of large-scale boosting.
Consider every one of the great ‘heroes’ of antiquity,
injuire closely into their credentials, examine the
bases of their reputation. You find in every case that
their fame rests entirely on their ability to boost them-
selves. It was Julius Caesar who conceived the
original idea of writing his own war-dispatches for the
consumption of Republican Rome; an example which
his successor the Sawdust Caesar of to-day is copying
so faithfully. Ever since self-advertisement has
been the stock-in-trade of every successful * hero’.

You know what Cromwell did in 1655. Puritan
England was then at war with Catholic Spain.
Cromwell sent some of ‘God’s Soldiers® across the
Atlantic to capture the Spanish possession of Hispa-
niola. The expedition was a thorough failure, and on
their way back the raiders put in at Jamaica. The
place was very thinly peopled by Spaniards, and
surrendered without resistance. When news of this
reached England, Cromwell pretended that the soldiers
had just won an immense Empire across the Atlantic
from the hated Spaniard. The fiasto of Hispaniola
was carefully kept back, and the ‘conquest’ of
Jamaica was celebrated in every church with thanks-
givings to the Almighty. * Providence.” declared the
Lord Protector, “has once again showered on the
faithful her choicest blessings.” This is the way of
all dictators,
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Consider again the ways of Napoleon. I am not
referring here to the later Bonapartist legend sedulous-
ly propagated by his nephew Louis-Napoleon
(‘ Napoleon the Little’ he was called in derision)
wherein Napoleon was presented to the world as a
social reformer distracted from his benefactions by a
purely fortuitoas connection with the Grand Armee.
I am referring to Napoleon's careful attention to
details which might serve as a subtle means of self-
advertisement. A familiar instance is his habit of
issuing so many decrees from the capitals of defeated
countries. Thus the edict organizing Thesére
Francais was purposely kept back for two months, so
that it could be finally published from Moscow.
Probably Napoleon did not know at the time what was
to come out of the Moscow adventure.

Let me make a last reference to another ‘hera’ of
history,~—Nelson. He achieved fame solely by his
ability to make catchy slogans and his consummate
skill of self-advertisement. Heis known as the author
of that famous signal he flew from the Victory at Trafal-
gar—*' Enzland expects every man to do his duty.” Even
there the first word would have been ‘ Nelson’, not
‘ England’, had the word ‘ Nelson ' been in the code of
signals. It is generally forgotten that this was tha
very man who most shamefully betrayed the Repub-
lican rebels of Naples in 1799, and sent them to their
doom without a qualm of conscience, after having
promised them an amuoesty on his word of honour. I
may also refer in passing to his liaison with the
patriotic Emma, Lady Hamilton, while the husband
was treated as part of the background. In fact I have
my own doubts about the accuracy “of that touching
final scene immortalized by Southey: * Kiss me,
Hardy!”™ I verily believe that Nelson was then
raving in his delirium about Emma, and saying : * Kiss
me, darling!" and that Hardy did not hear him aright.

It is time we came dowa, with Charlie Chaplin, to
Modern Times. 1f we consider the dictators of the
post-War era, it is perfectly plain how much reputa-
tions are built on slogans and self-boosting. I do nat

want to labour so obvious a thesis, But even in
* democracies’ we find that reputations are built on
sedulous propaganda. Mr. Baldwin, for example, is
known as Honest Stan. You remember his talk over
the radio last November at the time of the General
Election. “I think you know you can .trust me by
now,” he said. And what did the country getin
return for this trust? The Laval-Hoare peace pro-
posals! But perhaps Mr. Baldwin, in common with

‘ Garbo, has another asset besides publicity. Let me

explain this comparison. It is generally and, I think,
truly said that the British people distrust mep who
look bright and intelligent. Now, I ask, be fair.
Take a good look at Mr. Baldwin, and I wager all
your distrust and dubiety will vanish. “ Here at last
is a man I can trust,” you will say. “ He looks so
utterly incapable of mischief.” I think I have made
the point of the comparison abvious. In the case of
both, their face is their fortune.

I now come to my third category, to those who
have publicity thrust on them. This form of un-
wanted publicity seems to me the most odious of ail.
Here Mother India is the first person that comes to
my mind. Now with the possible exceptions of Soviet
Russia and Fascist Italy, there is no other country in
the world against whom so much has been said and
written. People who write about India after having
‘done’ the country in fifteen days are liable, I
suggest, to forget two things. First, that India is one
of those semi-civilized, barbarous countries where
most women still wear veils. Further, that Indian
women are terribly shy and self-conscious, and do not
like to be talked or written about, or photographed,
or generally exhibited. In both respects Mcther Ind.ia
is typical of her race. She wears a perpetual veil.

She wants to be left alone. She lifts the veil only for
her children, and for none else, not even for American
tourists. But these tourists, what do they do? They
mistake the veil for the face: they take photographs
of the Purdah and publish them in book form - The
Face of Mother India. If any one had seen this
particular book, and also read the previous master-
pieces by the same author, he would have been
reminded of what an Enpglish Soccer International
said after playing with an Italian touring team. *'I
thought,” e said, “ I knew every foul known to the
game. But I have picked up at least a dozen new
ones to-day.”

Let me end up with the sad story of poor deat
Peter. Last December the following advertisement
appeared in the Births and Deaths column of the
Morning Post. * Born Easter Sunday, 1923. Died
December 2nd, 1935. Lying at rest in a garden in
England. Peter......who combined the qualities of
constancy, nobility, straightforwardness, dignity and
courage to the full. Adoring and adored by his
Mistress, he devoted himself after her death and in
spite of his own grief to loving and comforting the
remaining four members of her family. Gallant and
unselﬁsi), and in later years in bad health, he carried
the responsibility of his loved ones on his small
shoulders sturdily to the end, Beautiful in form and
beautiful in spirit, we thank God for the great gift
He gave us, both for the example of his virtues and for
the comfort and pleasure of his dear presence. We
pray that when we, toe, enter the Great Beyond, his
loving welcome will greet us as it always has in life.
God bless PETER.” Now, fill in the dots. Who
was Peter? Three guesses! Wrong! Wrong again |
Peter was * a West Highland .white terrier,”

Photographer :~Try to look a little more cheerful, Mr, Bully,
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Stumping My Annabelle

Words & Pictures by Albert A. Roland

Reading Time ® About 8 Minutes

A H, me I~I've fallen in love with a school-
mistress, But oh ! how utterly different from

all the school-mistresses 1've ever seen or
heard of !

Sheisn’t old. She is only twenty-two.

She's neither as stout as a hippopotamus nor as
scraggy as a Javanese fighting-cock. Her figure is
the personification of beauty and grace, She radiates
5" " .

It" subtly but perceptibly.
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Her face neither resembles a modified plum-pudding
nor one of those things they dig up occasionally at
Luxor. She has the features of a film star. And by
that I don't mean a Polly Moran or a Zasu Pitts.

Her lovely brown eyes look undauntedly at you,

untrammelled by such monstrosities as horn-rimmed
spectacles.

‘ Her full, red lips are warm and kind and her smile
1s worth provoking......

She does not know as yet that I love her. Ishall
pluck up courage and tell her at the dance to-morrow.
Meanwhile, I must worship from afar.

* * - *

I've declared my lave to Annabelle. But she dec-
lared she couldn't marry me. She admitted she was
very fond of me. And that there was no one else.
Except, perhaps, Tubby Meekings, a schoolmaster, for
whom she entertains a kind of hero-worship.

*

“ Hero-worship!” I grunted miserably. “What is
there of the hero about Tubby to worship ?

She squeezed my hand compassionately.

“vou don't understand, Bill. He mayn't be much
to look at. But the man I marry must have a cer-
tain something—and Tubby’s certainly got a lot of
that, ” :

“Is that so, Annabelle ? ” I said suspiciously. * And
what has Tubby got that I haven't ? Not money,
anyway. He’s as poor as an Indian M. A.”

She looked at me as if I was something the cat had
brought in.

“ Material wealth means nothing to me, Bill, " she
snapped. “It's wealth of intellect I crave.”

“ Wealth of intellect 2" 1 gasped. “Of course I
know Tubby’s a schoolmaster and quite a brainy chap
and all that ; but I'm not. exactly a fool myself.” 1
was on my mettle now. “ Why, I won a cross-word
competition two years ago—with only three errors—
and in Technical College I was never lower than fifth
in my class.” .

She put me the kind of iquestion I should have ex-
pected from her.

“ How many were there in your class, Bill?"”

“gGix, " I had to admit. Her smile though attraci-
ive was hateful at that moment.

“ By wealth of intellect, » she went om, 1 do'n’t
mean solving fluky puzzles or excelling at specific
sciences. Imean Gensral Knowledge, Bill. General

thing that should be known by the well-
It means so much to me, that
honour and cherish a man

ing. Bovery
informed person.
you can't expect me to
who—"

She hesitated, and I muttered : “ Well 27

“ Who is so many grades beneath me in General
Knpowledge. The man 1 marry must be able to ask fne
a dozen pon-technical guestions at. random to which

M !
1 cannot immediately give the answer. '

Knowledge. Knowing everything that’s worth know- .

*And can Tubby do that ? " I demanded.

“Tubby can do that,” she said reversntly. * He
can stump me ona dozen at any timz. What was
that you said, Bill ?”

“ Nothin’, ” I mumbled, * only somathing about
his mother drowning him at birth. It would have
saved mea lot of heart-break—"

&

I'm really sorry, Bill, old dear. I do like you im-
mensely. But that’s the position. Stump me on a
dozen General Knowledge questions, and I'm
yours ”

* * * *

1 .
Stump me on a dozen questions, and I'm yours 1”

Those words, ever since she uttered them, have been
ringing in my ears. Ringing sometimes with the hint
of wedding bells. At others, like a knell—the death-
knell to all my dreams.

Oh Annabelle ! You'll never know how desperately
I’ve striven ! The midaight oil I've burnt ! The lexi-
cons and thesauruses and encyclopaedias I've waded
through !

And how near I’ve come to victory !

Once I got as far as stumping her on seovzn ques.
tions in an evening. My hopasran high, and I could
see that even she was trembling with excitement. But
alas!—all my other questions that evening she
answered with a facility that was positively re-
volting !

Defeat? Ishall never own defeat | Not so long as
my eyes and brain and memory coatinue to fanction,
anyway. The prize is too valuable. I've got as
far as seven. I must do better s00n........eursnee
Excelsior ! '

* * * *

A month has passed, and Anonabelle is still beyond
my reach.. I am in the depths of despair.

I reached the colossal totalof eleven one night......
Can you imagine my feelings, and hers, as I pro-
ceeded to put her the fateful twelfth question ?

Oh, what malignant, cynical, grinning Iate waé it
that put the following words into my mouth :—

* What language does an Arabian child speak
before it cuts its teeth 2" .

1 looked into ‘Annabelle’s eyes, in an agony of sus-
pense. Then in despair I saw the blank look in them
change to that bright intelligent gleam which I was
beginning to hate. She said kindly and sorrowfully :
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“Bill, T wish Icould say I don't ‘kno‘y. But I
shouldn't like to think I'd martried you on a lie. I
know the answer, dear. "

“You may be wrong,”” T said hopefully, * What
isit?”

But she was right.  She said ; ** Gum-Arabic,” And

then we both fainted
* % » o

The solution to my problem came to me inadream
last night. I would ask Annabelle twelve questions
to which there were NO answers! She hadn’t stipu-
lated that I should know the answers, though
hitherto I'd always supplied them when she’d confessed
defeat.

So now I'm hard at work compiling a list of un-
answerable queries. Will you assist me, dear
sympathetic reader ?

Annabelle is getting restless, and I fear a litile
fed-up with my repeated failures, She has given
me one week more, and then she says we must part
for ever,

Only one week more! I shall be eternally grateful
to any of you who send me posers in my hour of dire
need | I beg you torally round !

* * * #*
The lord be praised, sweet Annabelle is mine !

Last night, I stumped her well and truly on no less
than fifteen ! Tubby's out of the running com-
pletely. And we'll be married as soon as the home is
ready . , . .

Dear readers, [ thank you for your co-operation.
It is only fair that I should let you know how you
have helped me ; and which of your questions stumped
my Annabelle. Sohere is the complete list. Read it,
and take the credit where it’s due !

1. Although there
are 158 varieties of
ice-cream, why is it
only the chocolate
kinds that fall on our
. white clothes ?

2. In these days of
car bandits, why .
doesn't anyonme ever -y
pinch the local steam- :
roller or our neigh-
bour's lawn-mower?

o8

3. Which was the first one to popout: the
Chicken or the Egg?

4. Why doesa moth never feel the urge to attack
the upper part of a bathing suit ?

5. 'What happens when an irresistible body (like
Hitler) comes into contact with an immoveable body
(like Mussolini) ?

6. Why arethose boxes labelled ‘ Please Take
One ’ always empty ?

7. Taking it for granted that the moon is umpteen
miles from the earth, how long would it take a rocket
to go there and back in three days ?

8. “ Feed a cold and starve a fever, " the Doctors
say. Why does every girl that a fellow takes out to
dinner have a cold and not a fever ?

9, 1f a Irench-Canadian living in South America
married a Russian-Jewess from Honolulu, then settled
down in Roumania, why should the League of Nations
expect him to patronize a Chinese Laundry ?

10. Why, when we wake up in the night, and
listen for the clock to strike, does it always strike
once ?

11.  Why does the Stenographer who comes in an

easy first in the Station Sports turn up last at the
office?

12, Why does a man turn round with a snarl of
resentment when his bast friend thumps him heartily
on the back—and yet, when his barber fills his ears,
eyes and mouth full of soap, practically scrapes his
skin off, and is not satisfied till he has pulled his hair
out by the roots, wiy doss he not oaly give him a
substantial tip, but go to him again ?

13, What are the exact ingredients of a Scotch
Haggis ? ‘

14+, Supposing that
-a Belisha Beacon is
six feet high, how
many Beacons would
you be likely to get
out of the North Pole ?

15, Why do she.
cats make such a noise
when they're flirting
with their boys ?

THE END

' Copdemnatory res

RIEY

Reading Time ©. About 5 Minutes

ERE is news for everybody. A wom:'m of. 180
]H[ marries a young man of 20. Miss Violet

Melnotte (Mrs. Frank Wyatt) wealthy doyenne

i i< about to be married.
ctain famous theatre, 15 &
o degroom-to-be

She is in her 81st yeat. The happy bri o
is one Mr. Archibald Patrick Moore, the youthiu
ger (in the twenties but looks mu‘ch
younger). InIndia if an old man of 50 or 60 marries
a young girl of 18 or 20 there is such a hue and cry.
olutions are passed from every plat-

general mana

form and so much idle fussis made about the whole
thing. But in the West all sorts of odd marriages are

committed and not a word of protest is heard. T hope
Miss Melnotte and Mr. Moore have now been united
in wedlock and are busy on their honeymoon. Happy
young man and happier old woman ! I wish them a
long and delightful wnarried life.

There is no doubt this adventurous couple has made
history in matrimony. The general rule—a very
arbitrary one at that—is that the bride should be
younger than the bridegroom. But great men have
often broken this rule. In the sixteenth century Shakes-

- peare married Anne Hathaway who was eight years

older than her boy-husband, And how fruitful that
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marriage was | Within six months a child was born
and after about two years twins were born. Ina later
age Dr. Johnson married a moman who, if my memory
serves me right, was several years older than the
eccentric literary genius, So there are precedents to
such marital unions, and Mr. Moore is not without
strong support. But 20 martying 80 takes my
breath away. [ salute Mr, and Mrs. Moore once
more.

It is wrong to believe, as doctors tells us, that
women get old eatlier than men. I agree with the say-
" ing—" A man is as old as he feels and a woman is as
old as she looks.” There are some women who are
* extinguished’ at the age of 30, while I have seen
matrons of 60 who are keen on the performance of
their conjugal duties. Whosaid it that a woman ought
to be born at the age of 13 and should die at theage
af 301 1t is a wicked suggestion, But I have heard
that girls are always anxious to look as young as they
can. Nothing like ‘sweet seventeen’, 1 am told
that most English girls of considerably advanced age
describe themselves as ‘seventeen’. There issuch a
charm in that figure. The story goes that a woman
in her later twenties appeared in the witness box and
gave her age as 17. The learned judge recognised her
and said : “ Well, madam, how is that? When you
appeared in my court 10 years back you gave your age
as 17 and to-day you give the same age.” The lady
cleverly wriggled herself out by saying : “ Sir, I do not
belicve in saying one thing at one time and saying
another thing at another time.”

I'am told that money is at the root of most odd
marriages just as it is at the root of most evils. If you
are a moneyed man or woman, you can get anything.
There is such magic in that name. If you are an old
and ugly man of 70 with one foot in the grave but
with a lot of property, you could marry any fair dam.
sel of 20 in your land. Notin India. Here in some
communities, widows are not allowed to remarry and
so you will have some difficulty before you can hook
the girl that you want. But in the West su¢h things
often happen. When you die, as you are likely to do
shortly, your property goes to the wife and she is free

40

toset her cap on another. Similarly cld hags of ad-
vanced ages can rope in handsome young men through
their wealth, An advertisement recently appeared in
a newspaper from an old woman who wanted a hus-
band, “ handsome, young and of active habits " and
confessed to having ample means. Next day 700 let-
ters arrived from men who claimed to be all that the
lady required and the police were trying to control a
long queue of applicants outside the lady’s house. But
marrying money is seldom happy. Mr. Bumble
warried Mrs. Corney for “six teaspoons, a pair of
sugar tongs and a mitk pot,‘with a small quantity of
second-hand furniture and twenty pounds in money.”
In less than two months, however, he regretted his
bargain and admitted that he had gone °dirt
cheap’.

I don’t say that all misfit or odd marriages
are due to the lure of money. There are some
men who wish to be mothered and wived in the
same bargain. Such was R. L. Stevenson. When
asked by his astonished friends why he had fallen in
love with Mrs. Oshorne when the beautiful Miss
Osborne was there for him to love and marry, he re.
plied that while Miss Osborne could serve as a wife
and no more, Mrs, Osborne could serve as a wife and
mother him too. He said that he could do without a
wife but he could not get on without a mother. S
that is that. . N

I am ready to believe that real and genuine love is
the basis of some queer connections, There may be
young men who are interested in antiquarian researches
and old women can have a genuine fondness for well-
built men in the prime of life. That is all a matter of
fancy. Darby and Joan have now gone out of fashion,
They belong to an ancient age. From times immemo-
rial youth has attracted youth and people of approxi.
mately the same age have gone to the altar, Let there
be a chauge now. Everything in the world ie under.
going a metamorphosis. Where is then tke surprise
if youth has begun to attract old age or wvice versa ?

I am anxious to hear more of such marriages,

THE END

Merry’s  Filmfolio

Charlie & Shirley

" Mahatmaji and Modern Times

Vety queer are news values. Just now Charlie
Chaplin seems to be bigger news value than Hitler or
Mussolini. A world’s comedian more in the scheme
of things than the world dictators. Charlie Chaplin's
story Modern Times matured for over four years to
a ripeness too tich for the critics.

Launched by the most famous clown in the world,
a crusade against man’s subordination to the machine,
Modern Times proves how Chaplin can use laughter
as a lash, But that it is not all; the film has a
message far more subtle and .far-reaching. Not one
of the notices tells the real story back of it; nor do
they point any argument, They don’t tell the whole

truth.

This is Shirley’s Birthday Week !

This week the whole of America and the rest of the
film world i3 celebrating the Seventh Birthday of the
most famous child star in the film firmament today—
Shirley Temple.

No one could have dreamt that when a girl was
born to George (the American Banker) and Gertrude
Temple in Santa Monica, California, in April 23, 1929,
that this tiny spark who made her bow to the world
on the Anniversary of Shakespeare’s birth was destined
to carve for herself a leading place in the magic realm
of make-believe and that, before she was of school-
going age! [Her latest picture, shown last week,
Curly 'Top, attracted' bumper houses and

How did it originate? .

Chaplin, the real gentleman Chaplin,
when he has discarded his tramp make-up,
his little moustache, his baggy trousers and
the impossible hat in the makeup room,
is a thinker, a reader and, in his own way,
a scholar. Behind the mirthquake is ‘a
vgerious-minded little map with ideas and
quite a long time before he conceived the

idea of Modern Times he met a non-violent Shirley Temple

earthquake from the East in Mahatma &andhi. They
discussed, these two heroes, the ways and means - of
'ﬁéhting the inroads made by ‘ Machine * into our daily
life. Each was working, in his unique way, to avert
the menace of mechanization which is making robots
6f men. Standardisation has produced miracles in

. production, but it has also made martyrs and when
' Charlie Chaplin screws up a nut and loses it and

chases it over a vast platform of machirery, heis
seeking to tell by comedy, the tragedy of the ‘one man,
one job’. Chaplin proves that man is just a cog in
the machine and he has nothing of the joy of the old

. craftsman and he must not think. He says these

things, tiot in so many words, but by the pictu;e. No
wonder Chaplin is accused of being a Socialist, nay
a Communist, for this campaign of his rebels against

.+ the tyranoy of the machine -and has developed that
. revolf in this new comedy. y

"~ And I wonder if the idea for this Modern Times

‘, was not born from his talk with Mahatmaji!

6. 25436

it speaks not a little for her popularity
here too.

We join a grateful public, in wishing
America’s sweetheart every happiness and
all good things on her seventh birthday. «

Below is a poem from the pen of the
famous novelist, Faith Baldwin.

To Shirley, On Her Birthday

Blow out the candles, one by one; R
What shall I wish you?—Laughter, sun,

A time to learn and a time to play,

And sweet, sound sleep at the close of day.-

Blow out the candles, flame by flame,

What are the gifts life bids you claim ?
Courage and hope and truth’s clear pride,
And the watch-dog Love, to guard and guide,

Blow out the candles, red and gold

‘What shall I wish you, to have and hold ?
Wings, for adventure ; drenms, undefiled -
And the radiant heart of a hapyy child.

{Movie Mirror)
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THE IDEAL

FILM HERO

by Fanatic

\V\ HAT ate the attributes that would supply the
ideal hero of to-day ? There was that one
and only Valentino who captured the femi-
nine imagination as no other filmstar has done before
nor since. It is a case of Fclipse IMirst, Else Nowhere,
Was it his good manners, his grace, his suggestion of
good breeding, his looks, or the restraint of his love-
making technique which supplied the essence of his
charm? Opinions may differ but the truth remains
that no one has filled the niche he left vacant. To
me it appears that one would have to combine the
qualities of many stars to satisfy our imaginary ideal
whao would exert a gravitational pull on the girls.

Youthfulness is a desideratum in a man, o far as
women are concerned, In " Ramon
Novarro we find this atmosphere of
youth.

The well-developed sense of romance
and the spirit displayed by Ronald Col-
man is another indispensable trait for our
ideal. He could also make love with
restraint,

The hero must wear good clothes with
perfect ease and grace. We would there- -
fore borrow a dash of Adolphe Menjou in

.our composite hero.

Supposing our hero were to become a husband,
then he would be lost without a sense of humour,  So,
from who else can we purloin the wealth of good
spirits and debonair gaiety than from the ever-smiling
Maurice Chevalier ?

With all the foregoing
qualities our imaginray
ideal is only half-com-
plete.

Butanup-to-date hero
lacks something without
a dash of the cynic,
doesn’t he? For this
ingredient we must go to
William Powell, one of
the cleverest of actors,

Ramon Novarro

with the supreme art
of laughing at life and
himself while appear-
ing entirely serious.

Well, here is the
nearest approach to
screen id o l—lumber-
man, telephone-repair-
er, miner, screen-puller,
a seven dollar-a-day
extra in Jack Gilbert’s
Merry-Widow, Will-
iam Clark Gable has surpassed even John Gilbert in
fan popularity. He is now the hero, To land this

, amazing newcomer for their leading man
there had been a rush even among Metro's
woman-sfars.

Garbo, Shearer, Crawford, all wanted
him and got him—Joan oftenest, He is
the most popular star in Hollywood
to-day and it is rather difficalt to assegs
either the whys or the wherefores of his
record female fan mail. He is healthy,
and big and rough and tough. Butsoare
ictor McLaglan and Wallace Beery.
They don't have so many female fans.
Gable has guts, and isn’t afraid of God or
Garbo. One could see that in his challenging eye, his
mocking grain. One could feel it in the grip of his
walloping fist. Above all, Gable isa great actor. Charlie
Chaplin said, after seeing him act against Charles
Laughton in The Mutiny on the Bounty, that *Clark
Gable is the best actor in Hollywood." Sensational
fan-atics’ tales are told of this new hero. Every time
Clark comes out, there is a fan-riot. " He combines in
himself most of the qualities of our ideal and a few
more in addition, )

Clark Gable

This hero married twice, at intervals of seven years,
to equip himself for his career. So a scribe says by

naive implication. Ej e

to learn actin ﬂfé

: § and 450 BIET 1My
society. Now he e jo jot his (sl
Now girls, gef

: p o
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THE WEEK IN FILMS

The Wellington

The Big Broadcast of 1936

DProducers: The Paramount
Directed by Norman Taurog. Featuring Jack Oakie,
Burns and Allen, ‘Lyda Roberti, Wendy Barrie,
Henry Wadsworth, and specialities by Bing Crosby
Richard Tauber, Amos ‘n Andy, Bill ‘Robinson, Ethel
Merman, Ray Noble and his band, Mary Boland and
Charles Ruggles. Very good crazy musical extrava-

Ingenipus in idea and presentation, with excel-

ganza.
kie and Buras and Allen,

lent performances from Oa

" *The Paragon -
Anna Karenina
Producers: M.G. M.

Work of Leo Tolstoy. Directed by Clarence Brown.
Starring Greta Garbo, Tredric March and TFreddie
Bartholomew, lts production qualities are out-stand-

ing and Greta Garbo gives a superb performance. Also
in the cast are Basil Rathbone, Maureen O’Sullivan,
May Robson, Reginald Denny, Cora Sue Collins and

Regihald Owen.
The Roxy

The lnvisible Ray
Producers: The Universal

Directed by Lambert Hillyer and starring Boris
Karloff, Bela Lugosi, Frances Drake and Irank Law-
ton. An unusually thrilling human drama taking
place in 1937 and sensatjonal scientific developments.

" Elphinstone
Way Down East

Featuring Rochelle Hudson, Henry Fonda and
Slim Summerville. -

It is the story of a girl who has erred and her fight
to fove again!

A scene from Samsara

Nowka




A scene from the United Artists Production Bhaktha Kuchelg

The Marvel of the Age

A mysterious scientific illusion
—A Six-in-one X-ray which
makes you see :

The lead running
through a pencil:

The Rubber Tube in

a Fountain Pen.

The Bones, joints etc,
in your hands and
fingers and the interior
of a pipe stem, etc.

Includes—

Reading glass,
Ophthal moscope,
Stencil cutter,
Mirror, Paper
pattern cutter,
Cointester,
Excellent glass
cutter, etc.

An interesting novelty for children

Rs. 2/-

Per piece
Postage cxira

THE ZIP STORES & AGENCY
Post Box No. 1358 G. T. Madras

Take Photos Yourself!

THE PERFECT
BOX CAMERA

At a low Price!!

FRESH STOCK

JUST RECEIVED

It is fitted with a powerful lens
and a large viewfinder, which
shows clearly the object you
are taking. A a glance into
the viewfinder will make you
certain of the picture you are
photographing. ~ The person
or group you are photograph- |
ing should be seen through
the view-finder. Pictures to
the size of 3% x 21" can be

taken.

Supplied with all accessories
and chemicals and detailed
instru ctions for use.

Easy for every one.
Price Rs. 2—15—0 only.
(Postage extra.)

The Krishna Agency,
P.B. No. 119, <  Madras.
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YOUR LEISURE
novns

Turn them into Profil

This  tiny Hand-embroidery
Machine does promote happi-
uess in your family,

It is very easy to work with
this Machine.

Detailed printed instrictions

are  sent along  with  the
Machine,
You can produce ornamental

pictures, suitable 1o be hung
on walls, with thiz Maehine,

Kindas pf woik done by \his Machise -
Eabroidery on Bed covers, -
Pillow covers, Table clothes,
Window curtains, Childreu’s
sowns, Jackets, Caps ete,

This can also be used to pre-
pare several kinds of flower
decigns on walls with elay,

Rs. 2/11 :

B

This exquisite ornament has
pendants  set  with {mitation
stones in red, white ete,  Locke
Lke real Gold Necklace,

!
i
t
i
i
I
I
!

}

2 chains at a time, post free,
3 chaine at a time, post free and
a2 rolled-gold wrist watch chaia
is wncluded free, 4 chains at a
time, post free and 2 rolled-gold
wriat wateh chains included free,
Larger orders will be eatitled to
similar presents.

Rs. 1/8 Fach

Ne(gkla(qe} Four Reasons—

Why you should choose the
“KFIDO ™
Wrist

i

K.ever
Wateh

|

]

& 1t 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.

® [ is the cheapest fur its price of
s, 5 14-0 only (postage free)
with a gold-plated wrist chaio

free,

® No worry of repairs, as in eylinder
watrhes, when you poscess the

c Fida™ lever.

Buy one to-day

Rs. 5/

THE GENUINE WATCH Co.

P. B. 119,

. B . »

MADRAS.
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