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SPARKS FROM OUR ANVIL

Reuter reports that in the course
of a moving appeal to the League,
the Negus asked: ' Where is

Article 162"

We think that it may still be

found between 15 and 17!

Referring to the disorders caused
by certain Italian journalists at
Geneva when the Negus delivered
his speech, the president, Mr. Van
Zeeland is reported to have said:
* Anything that happened outside
the League deliberations had no
effect on the League itself.”

And what happens inside has
not the slightest effect outside!

It is said that Mr, Baldwin is
suffering from insomnia on account
of the recent heavy work he was

faced with,

f

| this whether he has or has not got

t Dr. Aldo Castellani, Inspector-
General of Health in East Africa,
says that Italians will find excel-
lent conditions to live in East
| Africa.

r‘ It remains to be seen whether
they can also live on it.

f * * *

An American historian claims

f to bave discovered the original of

Uncle Sam .

It still remains for the world to
! explode the myth of John Bull.

Replying to an address of con-
gratulation on his appointment to
the India Council, Mr. Rama-
swamy Mudaliar claimed that one
of his aims in life was* not to
command success but to deserve it.”

We are unable to infer from

In addition to it, he was ill- {}is deserts!

advised we think, in undertaking
to lift the Sanctions!

L J * #*

Answering criticisms of his
policy, he further declared: I am
willing to be called a coward...for
saving my people from a war,”

Pity that he was not in evidence
in 1914!

Referring to rumours of his

. impending retirement, he rernarked

that it was for him to decide, and
for nobody to dictate to him.

Except, of course, the electo-
rate !

A geological survey report of
the Government of India records
the discovery of a gold area in
Burma.

This is presumably one of the
direct consequences of its separa-
tion from India.

The Maharajkumar of Vizia-
nagaram opines that the Marquis
of Willingdon has been our great-
est Viceroy of all times.

It is doubtful however if the
Marquis of Willingdon thinks

‘ Vizzy ’ to be the greatest Indian
Captain of all times!

* * . %

Writing before the First Test
! }Y[atch, Mr, C. G. Macartney says:
. The performance of the Indian
' players in thé coming test matches
y will, 1 hope, also reveal the real

| strength of England.”

Independently of the test mat-
chgs, we may say that it lies
mainly in the English weather !

* »* *

Winning the Wimbledon Cham-
pionship for the third time, Perry
is reported to have said that he
bad never played better in his life.

It would have been more accu-
rate if he had said that his oppo-
nent had never played worse!

* * *

From an advertisement : ‘'‘—’s

Famous watches., Thousands sold

| yearly.”

The watches or the purchasers |?
* i * *

Opening his presidential cam-
paign, Mr. Roosevelt declared
that economic royalists must go.

They are no doubt willing—
with royalties !

* % *

Speaking at a farewell function,
Sir B. N. Mitra, is reported to
have said: “ My country wants
me back.”

It is so magnanimous of him to
oblige !

X hi

Madras, [lth luly, 1936




The Ordeal Of The League

The events which have happened in Geneva
during the last weck, do not seem to have
served any other purpose than to provide
copy for the diurnal mental pabulum of the
multitude.  The Negus made an effective and
atfecting speech. But its immediate efiect was
precisely nil ; it will go down in records as a
testimony to the cowardly wvacillation of
powers who held out promises to the ear and
broke them to the heart. They will no doubt
recall their sins in the day of reckoning
which awaits them. The tortuousness of
League policy 15 but a reflection of the confu-
sion, both moral and mental, which has over-
taken the big powers. The Negus has been
gratified a childish whim; but his specific
demands have been tured down.  His appeal
for a loan has been ‘elimmated . It would
have been so rude to give an Emperor, albeit
a fallen one, a blunt refusal. So the League
which is impotent for action discovers a sur-
prising fecundity for phrase with which to
soothe its jangled nerves. The Italian journa-
lists who misbehaved were at least in charac-
ter. Of the two offences, those against good
manners are not so heinous as those against
humanity. But that is a matter of detail.
What is more significant is that the League has
not yet discovered a formula for pronouncing
on the dismemberment of Abyssinia. The

poor Negus must have realised that there is
no scope for initiative to come from Geneva;
It is said that he is determined to go back and

continue the fight, and perhaps fall—a frail
victim to foreign levy or domestic treachery.
The First Test Match

It required no special or skilled correspond-
ents to point out the exciting turns of the First
Test Match.  Public interest in the doings of
our men had, from the beginning, been severe.
ly handicapped by the unedifying disclosures
of internecine broils; and, frankly speaking,
nobody expected any other result. It is
melax_)choly to compare the record of the tour-
Ing team up-to-date with that of the previous
tour for the same period. Our men theq gave
a much better account of themselves, and
proved more than equal to many first-class
counties. It cannot be seriously stated that
we have deteriorated in the interval, specially
if it is remembered that English Cricket was
itself in the doldrums during the last three
years.  We have thercfore no other expla-
nation to offer than to suppose that the team
as a whole has gone to pieces, with each part
indifferent, if not hostile, to the rest. We
dread to think what further developments are
in store.  We hope the lessons of this tour
will burn themselves into the consciousness
of the arm-chair cricketers who constitute the
high-command of Indian Cricket, and a self.
denying ordinance will be taken not to send
out any touring team for the next decade or
so.  As in politics, so in cricket ; it is not the
dearth of talent, but the lack of ‘a "unifying
principle that makes us so weak at home, such
a laughing-stock abroad. )
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The Aga Khan writing to the
Sunday Express sets out what he
would do if he were dictator of
the world. Among other things,
he would do the following :—

1. Redraw the map, particular-
ly that part of the map which
concerns Central Europe and the
Indian States.

2. Rebuild the world by bend-
ing the energies of mankind to
continual progress.

3. Drain and reclaim Africa,
Siberia and the deserts of Central
Asia; conquer the frozen North
and the hot places round the
Equator.

4, And a lot of things besides,

I am glad that the Aga would
redraw the map of Europe. Please,
sir, so redraw the map, that
Hitler and Mussolini might, on
waking up one fine day, find
themselves oufside the map,
They are making such a hell of a
noise, that most people, including
Honest Baldwin, are getting
insomnia. Regarding the Indian
States, please redraw them so
that all our beautiful princes may
be neighbours. I mean, put all
the Indian States in one part of
India. Now, in their scattered
condition, there is not much unity
antong them. As witness, the
recent row in the Chamber of
Princes.

But regarding the draining and
reclaiming of Africa, the Agais
a trifle too hard on the poor
deserts, don’t you think? If he is
going to convert all the arid
deserts into smiling fields, what
will Shelley’s ghost say? What
are we going to do with these
immortal lines?

6

Full many a flower is born to
blush wnscen

And wastc its swectness on the
desert atr,

It is obvious that if there are
no deserts, there won't be any
desert air either. And without
the desert air, where are the poor
flowers going to waste their sweet-
ness and blush unseen ?

Luckily for us, -the merciful
thought comes to mind that the

Aga is drawing the bow a bit too
blatantly. True, the Aga is
descended from the Holy Prophet
(peace be on him), but I don't
think that even his divine origin
would stand him in much stead in
this business of draining of Afri-
can deserts, The Aga would
want the help of a Jinn in this
herculean task. Jinns, you know,
are powerful blokes living in
sealed caskets thrown in the sea.
Which caskets are reclaimed by
poor fishermen, So if the Aga
really means to repaint the Sahara
with mud, he can go to the sea-

shore in the garb of a fisherman
and cast his pet into the sea. He
will land an old brass casket
hermetically sealed. He may bite
off ihelid, and lo! a Jinn pops
out dressed in smoke. You know
the rest of the story; if you don’t,
go to blazes, or if you object to hot
places, read the Alf Leila which
is popularly known as the
Arabian Nights,

Joking apart, I am mighty glad
that the Aga Khan has wandered
into the almost virgin fields of
speculative dictatorship. As a
matter of fact, 1 was also tickling
the old bean myself on' identical
lines, namely, what would I doif I
became the dictator of the world?
1 baven't thought of any bright
schemes, yet. Pending which I
think I would ask the treasurer to
the Government of India to hand

me over the keys and ask the rest
of the world to go jump in the
lake,

A

Addressing the League of
Nations ip person, the Negus

asked the members : “ Where is

article 167

What a question! Where is
Article 16 indeed ! It is precisely
after Article 15, or rather it is
between Articles 15 and 17. His
poor Ethiopian Majesty! T am
afraid he has gone all wonky over

his misfortune.

*

Quite a crowd of cats are coming
out of the bags. I am not saying
that Dr. Moonje is a cat, Fhough
Mark Twain says that if you
cross a man with a cat, the man
will improve but the cat will

deteriorate. Replying to Jawahar-
lal, Dr. Mconje said the other day

that he was a staunch Imperialist, -

that - he did not want to break
away from the Commonwealth

Empire.

But the weather these days is
rather squally, and the Doctor
may find himself one day
knocked apart from his Common-

wealth Empire in spite of himself,
by these contrary winds. Litile
inan, then what? Since Dr.
Maonje feels sostrongly about the
Empire, I would advise him, for
old times sake, to run to the post
office and exchange himself for a
postage stamp lick himeelf on the
back on the gummy side and stick
himself on to a bright red spot on
the map of the world. I am sure
he would add to the beauty and
lustre of the Empire.

x

At the Mahila Hitwadi Mandali
of Bellary, a startling resolution
was passed. Srimathi M. Shanta
Bai moved the following resolu-
tion: )

This meeting of the femi-
nists of Bellary is of opinion
that the marriage of a person
over 40 with a minor under
2l years of age should be
made an offence under the

Indian Penal Code.

I am myself a feminist, in that
[ am fond of the ladies, though,
unfortunately, the ladies are not
fond of me. All the same, I
cannot help feeling that the above
resolution is an unkind cut,
Jike cutting a young brinjal with a
battle axe. The young brinjal
here is, of course, the fellow over
40, and the battle axe the above
resolution. What is wrong with
a chap forty years old? Seems to

me forty is the correct age for a
husband, while a bride may be
anything between sixteenand sixty.
Broadly speaking, men over 40
have a nice bald circle on the top
of their heads. That would be a
lovely target whenever the wife
feels ke pulling some bodyline
ctuff. Do you have the same
advantage with a callow youth?
Echo begs the guestion contemptu-
ously. Take Major C. K. Nayudu,
for instance, who is about 40 years
oid. If 1 were a girl of sixteen,
1 would marry him offhand. Ab,
Mahilas! Whoever put this
nad idea inio your heads! And
listen, you girls are guilty of great
discourtety to the first Gentleman
of the Empire ! His Majesty King
Edward VIII celebrated his 42nd
birthday only ten days ago. Do
you mean to suggest that His
Britannic Majesty should go single
all his life > Perish the thought'!

x

Mae West is finished, says a
critic in the Daily Telegraph.
The Hearst Press of America
started this racket agaist Mae,
because Mae said (it is alleged)
something catty about Marion
Davies, one of the darlings whom

" Hearst have been consistently

boosting up.

Mae West is finished, my nose !
Mae West will never be finished
so long as me and Hannen Swaffer
and the majority of middle-aged

men in Madras are alive ; so long
as one man is alive in the world
who is fond of curves. Indeed, I
am so crazy after curves that I
always make myself into a_curve
while sleeping. Mae West Ki Jail

T
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In Confidence
(To Monsieur Blum)

I“A Bill for the prohibition of tips in hetels and
restaurants is a startling reform undertaken by
the Blum Government,”)

—Daily Paper.

Oh, Themis, what is this, T hear?

War on watters and restaurant girls |
Monsicur Blum t isn’t it rather queer?
To forbid tips to lackeys and “curls 7 |
Really, really, good ‘Monsicur Blum,

Your enrerprisc must strike one dumb!

Ever been to Fast, my good M. Blum 2
(Our Restauranes display * dhil-kush * dish !
Your Excellency | till © Kingdom Come’,
There, surely, will be Salaam, Bakshish !
You may change a country’s Constitution ;

But not this honoured institution |

From ¢ Chokrahs * up to stately clerks,

* Something "~~bless the word—is the rule!
Even a street dog scarcely barks

At the silly, silly, silly fool

Who could not make his ¢ over— income,’

That gilds his * post” such a coveted plum !

Can you spare time, M. Blum, I wonder ?
May I mtroduce some friends of mine ?
Lofty Law will often surrender

Before these gents (who perpetually dine )
Colleges have their Chapters and Deans ;

But will they compare with our august © Amins ‘|

-G, K. Diulai

i
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Fun For All

Cuthbert . 1If you look at me like that much longer,

I shall kiss you.

Carol: Well, you'll have to hurry. I can’t hold this

expression much longer.

#* * *

Judge: You say the officer arrested you while yo
were quietly minding your own business ?

Prisoner . Yes, your Honour.

u

Judge : You were quietly attending to your own
business, making no noise -or disturbance of any Teacher: Iow much does a twelve-pound turkey

kind ?
Prisoner : None whatever, your Honour,
Judge :  Just what 7s your business ?
Prisoner : I'm a burglar.

. * ¥

Wife : 1 have bought you some more of those cigars,
dear. The tobacconist caid you couldn’t get better.
Hubby: Quite right! I haven’t got over the last
lot yet !
* : * >
Bertie was an atdent lover, but his spelling left a
lot to be desired. However, he thought it best to
write to his girl’s father for her hand.
“ Dear Sir,” ran the note, “I wish for the hand of
your daughter, the flour of the family.”

Back came a note from her father.

It ran: “The flour of the family, you say. -Are
you sure it isn’t my dough you're after?”
* * M

Bandit: I'm going to search the pair of you.

Tommy: Gee, daddy! I'm glad you hid your wallet
under the seat, ain’t you ?
* * *

First Docfor : I had a very interesting case the other

day. The diagnosis was all right, but the course
of the disease was decidedly abnormal.

Second Doctor: What course did it take ?

First One: Tae patient recovered |

Q—11-7-36

weigh ?
Boy ; 1 dupno.

Teacher: Well, what time does the nine o’clock
train leave ?

Boy: Nine o'clock.

Teacher: That's right. Now, how much does a
*
twelve-pound turkey weigh ?

Boy: Oh, now I catch on—nine pounds |
* * [

He: But, darling, we arranged to keep our engage.
ment secret.

She: Yes, dear; but I could not help it. Yesterday
Elsie said no idiot could ever marry me and I had
to contradict her,

* * *
A concert in aid of one of the village charities had

been arranged, and all the local ‘stars’ were booked
to appear,

The baker’s daughter, a soprano, was announced.
Before she began, she apologised for her cold.

The piano started.

“T'Il hang my harp on a weeping willow tree.e—
ahem! On a weeping willow treee.e—Oh!” Her
voice cracked on the high notes each time. She tried
again, bnt was uncuccessful,”

Then a voice chiméd in from the back of the hall:
** Try "avging it on a lower branch, Miss !”

0



The
Comb

by
Jayalakshmi Varadachar

Reading Time
[ ]
About 7 Minutes

HE comb has always been a perennial source of
inspiration to poets, poetasters, and prose-
writers from time immemorial. It is one of

the most widely discussed subjects under the sun.

Prominent people in the public eye have thought it
fit to call the store-house of the bees a honey-comb—
where comb counts for more than the honey. From
this, discerning people might deduce the potentialities
of the comb, same as you can deduce the greatness of
Gandhi when you name your grandchild after hirm.

We have had the origin of the comb and its evolu.
tion traced out to us. It might first have seen the
dawn of day or felt the ‘crowning glory' of a
woman’s head as a bunch of bristles belonging to a
porcupine. But all great things have had humble
beginnings.

‘What we now see is a highly artistic finish in ivory,
ebony, or sandalwood, or sometimes of the less aristo.
cratic materials, nicely sawed into fine ‘tecth’ that
never suffer from gum-boils or pyorrhoea. Combs
are of various sizes and shapes, and my object here is

10

not so much to enter into an intricate discourse on
their form as to interpret their message to the world.

We might safely call the comb the Messiah of the
modern world. The modern world seems to have lost
faith in the weekly head-baths that our ancestors so
religiously believed in. But the modern world is a
great believer in lice and dandruff,. When you do
away with your head-bath, the dandruffi makes its
dehut, with the result that the lice start doing you in.
You would envy these little creatures, the way they go
about their work, cheerfully, fearlessly, sniffing their
little snouts at Unemployment Problem and Margaret
Sanget. For they have both ths work and the incen-
tive for it thereof. They are a diligent lot. They
work their way to the root of things—meaning your
hair, which is their Maternity Home. Butno knighted
Sir has assisted at the laying of the foundation stone
there. That is where they lay their pretty little nits,
and when these hatch, the mothers and the babies
industriously feed off your scalp, without having to
complain of hunger or starvation. Nor do you ever
hear them grousing about nothing to do. They can
always count upon the eggs that they can lay, and

- only to present it to

these added up would form 2 grand total of many
millions,

You would wonder what all this has to do with the
comb. This is exactly where the comb comes in—
between the hair and the lice, sifting them, as the
swan does the milk from water, or as you do, pure
honey from the heart of bee if you belong to the Rural
Reconstruction Scheme, or gold from ore if you want
to serve in the State Prison.

The comb is an effective cure for dandruff, but only
temporarily. Execution, or having your head severed
off, has been advocated as the most effective and
permanent remedy for dandruff. That is why CharlesI
cheerfully submitted his head to the executioner's axe,
saying : " Thank god! I am cured of my dandruff for

ever now!”

The comb shares with Darwin and the early
Spartans the theory of the Survival of the Fittest. It
just does not allow thin, anaemic hair to remain on
the head, even as the dentist does not suffer a decaying
tooth to stay and contaminate the whole herd. So, for
the general good, the good of the individual is sacrifi-
ced, and the comb
goes straight to the
root of all evil, and
draws these pootr
specimens out, That
is why we do no#
gay: A hair on
the head is worth
two on the comb.”
Yes, the comb
shares too, With
Jawaharlal, the
Socialistic cuit.

Love-propagand-
ists seem to advo-
cate the use of the
comb as the best
corrective in the
circumstances. I
was reading of the
matvels wrought by
a magical comb the
other day. You had

your best beloved,
the advertisements
said, and she would
fall for you like a

bag of down., Then, as the comb went on with its
work, smoothening out all the knots in the said
beloved’s hair, it would help, too, the course of your
love to run smooth, for once. The deeper the comb
penetrated into the roots, the more strongly you got
initiated into the lady’s favour, and if her hair got
disentangled eventually, why, by the time she had
finished her toilet, you were irrevocably tied down
to her!

Which reminds me of another. It was Chamanlal’s
advertisement this time, and it read : ** Has the girl] of
vour dreams given you up? Does her face fail to
light up whenever she sees yours ? Does she no Jonger
smile at you? Then what she needs is a Chamanlal's
Comb. {Not so much you! Poor man!) Win her
back by walking straight into our show.room. It is
the surest way to Hymen's altar.”

I know of a friend of mine who is not blessed with
much worldly wisdom. He treats the letter of adver-
tisements as he would the word of God, and without
further ado, he walked straight into Chamanlal's
show-room, determined to take the girl of his heart by
the band and lead her into the latest model of an Adler
that was waiting
without and thence
to Hymen's altar.

But what met his
eyes in Chamanlal’s
show.room was not
the girl he loved,
but several combs of
different signs, and
shapes, attistically
arranged in attract-
ive glass-cases. The
sight broke his
beart, audibly
enough, and Cha-
manlal and his staff
hurried to the spot,
thinking it was a
glass-case that had
crashed. When-they
were reassured that
their shop had not
suffered any damage,
Chamanlal turned
to my friend and
told him that he
had as good as won
the girl, and with
(Continyed cn page 14)
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The Scheming Vizier
by Embusque

Reading Time ® About 8 Minutes

[N times of old, in one of the kingdoms of Hindus-
tan, there was a worthy official whose name was
Kumar Rao. Kumar Rao was the Chamberlain
of the P’alace, and was greatly trusted by his Royal
master. Whenever there were grave and subtle
matters afoot, the King consualted with Kumar Rao,
whose advice was much valued, and whose faithful-
ness was rewarded with many favours.

"% The Vizier of the kingdom was one Nadin, Nadin
hated Kumar Rao. * Am not I the Chief Minister ?
muttered the Vizier. " Why should my Lord consult
with this dog, this head-scullion, this Chamberlain
Kumar Rao? While the fellow ,
enjoys the Royal favour, my

Next day, the hag put on tattered clothes, and
assumed the character of a beggar- woman. She went
to the house of Kumar Rao, and stood whining on
the parch.

The porter attempted to drive her away. Hereupon
the old woman threw herseif on the ground, scratched
herself, i
et covered herself w.nth dust, and screamed :

he door-keeper has killed me! My bones are
broken! Alas, my little ones will be orphans 1"

When the wife of the Chamberlain heard the
uproar, she sent a servant to enquire the cause. The
servant returned, saying that a beggar-woman was at

position can never be secure,
nor my heart rest for a moment
in peace. Therefore I must
scheme to deprive the Cham-
berlain of the King’s reward.”

In the city, ‘there lived a
deceitful old hag, who was well
skilled in all sorts of cunning
tricks. The Vizier sent for her,
and showed her a bag of silver.
“ Old crow,” he said," the silver
is yours, if you do my bidding.
If you fail, your scaly back
shall feel the whips of the
tormentors.”

“'What is the_ wish or your
Honour ?” whined the hag.

“Go to the house of Kumar
Rao, the Chamberlain, and seek
out his wife. For my’purpose,
I require you, by whatever
means you can, to bring me
some trinket ot garment person-
ally worn by her.”

"1 will do my best,” muttered
the old crone,
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the door, crying she had been unmercifully beaten by
the porter,

“ Bring the poor creature into the courtyard,” said
the kind-hearted lady. “1 will by all means enquire
into her complaint; for, to injure the weak and desti-
tute, is to anger the Gods.”

So the crone was brought into the courtyard, and
her imaginary hurts attended to. After awhile the
crafty hag opened her eyes, and began to praise the
lady of the house.” * Noble lady, may you obtain the
approbation of Heaven, and may your future be pros-
perous! Had not my weak limbs been strengthened
by the balm of your kidness, my life would surely
have departed, and the guilt of my blood be laid at
your door.”

Then she began to weep and lament, crying: “0
treacherous destiny! Once, madam, I was rich and
respected, even as you are: for I come of a noble
family. Once a thousand destitute but deserving
persons fed at my gate; but now, alas, misfortune
has brought me to this sorry state, in which I suffer

indignities at the hands of base persons, and have
scarcely a rag to hide my nakedness. On an ill-
omened day I sent a mendicant away from my house
empty-handed, and on that account, I have been reduced
to beggary. O respected and noble lady, may a like
fate never befall you!” ’

The wife of Kumar Rao was greatly moved. She
begged pardon for the violence of the porter, and offered
the poor woman a present of money.

1

* Nay, good lady,” answered the impostor. * Beg-
gar that I am, I have sworn never to take money from
the charitable, but only to be supplied with my urgent
needs, for the love of Heaven. If you would avoid
my fate, give me a mouthful of food, and something to
cover my nakedpess. As you see, my cloth is good
enough, but this wretched bodice is scarcely decent.”

* You shall have a niew badice, never worn,” exclaini-
ed the generous-hearted lady. * See, lhere is one of a
set that my husband brought from Masulipatam.”

“The Gods will reward you,” muttered the old
trout, seizing the intimate garment with talon-like
fingers, She hastened to the Vizier, and said; ** See, I
have obtained a very evident token from the wife of
Kumar Rao. Give me the bag of silver.”

But the Vizier drove her away. *‘ Hence, you
brothel-keeping, old hag!" he cried. ‘‘Itis reward
enough that I refrain from having you flogged.”

The Vizier sought an interview with the King,
O mighty potentate, the fountain of wisdom and
honour,” he began, “it is the duty of your humble
Vizier ever to protect the integrity of your household
and the honour of your person. With what regret,
then, must I reveal that the sacred precincts of the
palace are defiled by a person utterly unworthy of
your Royal favour, a man of low extraction, a criminal
notorious for his immorality, whose vile life daily
blackens the fair name of the Royal house. Your
Majesty, the Chamberlain is a traitor,, and his wife is
an adultress, who shamelessly furthers her husband’s
plots by granting her favours to persons of influence.”

As the King had many times tried the character of -
Kumar Rao, and knew him to be 2 man of the highest
integrity, he was amazed. ‘‘These are hard words,
Sir Vizier,” said His Majesty. * It it possible that I
would associate my Royal person with a profligate
criminal ?  You must establish your accusations, or it
will be the worse for you."”

“So vile and cunning is Kumar Rao, that he has
heodwinked even the perfection of Your Majesty’s
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wisdem,” replied the Vizier, smoothly. ‘' Even now,
he is plotting the assassination of your sacred person,
that he may usurp the thronme. I have letters in his
own hand that prove it.”

“1 am aware thal your [orgery-department is
thoroughly elficient,” said His Majesty, ominously.

“ I have better proof than that,” replied the Vizier.
" These wicked proposals are carried to the chiof
officers of the kingdom by the wife of Kumar Rao,
who shamelessly consorts with them to win them aver
to her husband’s treacherous plans. She has even
made advances to me, and that is how the documents
came into my possession.”

“I canrot believe it ! ”

“May the sun of prosperity ever shine on (he glory
of Your Highness,” persisted the Vizier. I have a
token of the guilt of the abandoned woman. Last
night she came to my house, with the plans of her
husband's treachery. For the purpose of obtaining
proof of her perfidy, I pretended to succumb to her
allurements, She stayed with me until morning ; and
here is the sign of her presence. Let this badice be

shown to Kumar Rao, and let him acknowledge
whose garment it is!”

The King was disturbed at last. He sent for the
Chamberlain, and the bodice was exhibited. * Last
night, the police met a gang of thieves,” said His
Majesty, *“ and took this garment from them. I wonder
how it can be identified ??

As soon as Kumat Rao’s eye lighted on the garment,
he trembled and became pale. * The bodice belongs
to my wife,” he said. *I pray that messengers be
sent to see that she is safe; for I was not at home
last night.”

“Vile wretch!” cried the King. “It is indeed
vour wife’s bodice. Your plots are known ; the adul-
teries of your wife are manifest. Cast him into the
dungeon! ™

Soon a servant carried the news to the house of
Kumar Rao. When the lady had heard the story,
she exclaimed: “I gave away the bodice in cbarity,
‘and the Gods will not aliow harm to come from such
a deed. The Most High will inspire the means by
which innocence shall be proved I”

The next day, when the King sat in durbar, a
woman came before him, and cried for the redress of
& great wrong.

“ What wrong has been done you? " enquired the
King.

“ Your Majesty, I am a courtesan of high price,”
said the woman. ' In that way I gain my livelihood,
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For the past five years the Vizier has been one of my
clients. He promised me a monthly stipend, but now
he presumes on his high station, and gives me nothing.
Last night, when I asked for what was due to me, he
threatened to have me imprisoned and strangled.”

The Vizier was amazed, and when questioned by the
King, said : “ This woman speaks falsely, I swear by
the head of your Majesty that I have never seen her,
nor do I know her.”

The woman cast aside her veil. “ False traitor, do

you ¢till swear that you do not know me ?
“Your Majesty, I swear it,” cried the Vizier. ‘I

swear by your sacred parson that | have never seen
this woman in all my days. If 1 speak falsely, may
my life be forfeit, and my body cast to the dogs.”

“ Who are you, woman ?” demaded the King,

“Your Majesty,” said the supplicant, ‘I am no
courtesan, but your faithful servant, the faithful wife
of Kumar Rao."”

THE END

THE COMB-—(Continued from page 11)

the true elegance of a businessman palmed off on
him an ebony comb with a silver rim, saying that
he had only to present it to the girl of his dreams and
all would be well. My friend was then presented
with an expensjve bill at the counter, and he departed,
feeling a happier and a wiser man. He lost no time
in packing up the ebony comb with the silver rim
in a dainty little box, and, without further delay,
despatched it to his beloved. When the postman
delivered the packet duly at the girl’s door and she
saw what it contained, she stamped her foot angrily
and made as if to fling it at the poor man’s face,
threatening to hit his eye. For, what she wanted
was not an ebony comb with a silver rim, but an
ivory one with a rim all done in gold, and she wrote
and told the gentleman so,

The gentleman thanked the pastal authorities kindly
for letting him know what an expensive fiancee he
bad had, and he was secretly glad that she had ended
with being just a fiancee,

And when again he repaired to Chamanlal's, a
broken man now, and demanded refund because the
advertisements had lied, Chamanlal calmly suggested
that he should bay an ivory comb with a gold rim this
time and send it on to the girl, now that everything
was over between them. That, he said, would make
the parting easier !

And that is all that I know about combs.

That is the message of this Messiah to this modern
world,

THE END

G. K. C. Passes

Reading Time @ About 4 Minutes

ILBERT Keith Chestertcn was 2 write;' t‘:’ihf)
G shared with George Beinard Shaw the’dis

tinction of being known by his initials.
) as
G. K. C. once wicte a book ahout G.B.S It wa

a typically Chestertonian
enterprise —a genial ana-
lysis of his arch-rival and
antithesis. The book was
received in frigid siience
by its subject: a typically
Shavian reaction.

George Beinard Shaw
represents the Celtic genius
in English literature. G.BS.
achieves his effects by
standing on his head and
making grimaces; and by
being rude to anyone who
expresses surprise. G.B.S.
is a witty and insolent
corner-boy who is very
touchy about his dignity.

G.K.C. might be labelled
Mediaeval English. He
had the upaffacted brother-
ly heart of an age wh'en
English beggars dined with
English lords, high-born
knights disputed  under
hedges with low-born scho-
lars, and hospitable m0nks
opened the doors of their
guest houses to every
stranger. G. K. C. aﬂ"ect.ed
no dignity. His dignity
shone forth in the goodness and gr

eatness of the man.

Most Englishmen did not'see eye ;odzgt;;n:x:
Chesterton; but they loved him. He1 a strong

. the tradition of the orthodox, culture .
o This tradition is permanently stamped on' t e
dass: haracter. On its better side it is a tradxt\.on
Enelist © tile solidity and stolidity, good-fellowship,
ginrir:z:;na touch of Puritanism, a love of common-

by Louisa Dyer

sense, and a passicn for individuality and individual
freedom. '

Chesterton was loved where Shaw is merely admired.
The cleverness and impudence of the Celt app'eals 'tc
the mind; the sincerity
and robust humour of the
Briton to the heart.

As a writer, G.K.C. was
so individual that it is
impossible to define his
charm or his method,
except to say that it is
English. He was unassum-
ingly brilliant in everything
he wrote: and bhe was
amazingly versatile. Prod-
ucing  essays, humour,
fiction, drama, dialectic,
mystery-stories, he touched
on almost every form of
literature. One of the
wanders of his friends was,
that a man leading so full
a social and public life
could find time to produce
so great a volume of
brilliant work.

A quaint mark of the
individual genius of Chest-
erton is that he was the
only English writer to
introduce God as a char-
acter in detective-stories,
and that without either
platitude or blasphemy.

He was anti-Jew, which most Englishmen are not;
but to him even the Jew was a bx.*other who had
regrettably allowed himself to be born into a deplora-
ble race, and who might be redeemed by good-

humoured reasoning.

Chesterton excelled in rationality, though ltxe was
no rationalist, but a mediaeval Catholic. His 'llghtest
essays carry an undercurrent of close reasoning, set
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down with persuasive charm. The wilder flights of
his adventure-stories are based on strictly logical
progression.  Chesterton achieved the feat of making
pigs fly, without violation of probabilities. Another
of his characters swore to eat his hat, and ate it.

As a propazandist, G. K. C, hit hard, but never
tost his temper. He could not hate psrsons; but he
hated loose thinking, second-hand ideas, and the
regimentation of life. Ile was at his bast in corrective
criticism; he set himself with gusto to unravel the
knots into which he induced his opponents 1o tie
themselves, He wrote and spoke in a spirit not
merely of comprehension of his adversary, but of
admiration for the good points of lis case. This
very winning characteristic appealed to friends and
foes alike. He never turned a conflict of ideas into a
battle of perscnalities.

The most strikingly mediaeval feature of the
philosophy of G. K. C. was his refusal to recognise
Law in the universe. He viewed events as a perpetual
series of miracles. Ile recognised a Divine Will, but
not a Divine Plan,

Chesterton was very ready to laugh at himself
particularly with reference to his enormous obesityt
Once, the vegetarian Shaw suggested that the animal
world should pay its respects at his (Shaw’s) funeral
by having the hearse drawn by a deputation of ‘' all
the grateful animals I have not eaten.” Chesterton
retorted,” I shall be very glad to attend your funeral—
as the representative of the mastadons.” The humour
of the last half-dozen words, and the manner in which
they remove the sting of the preceding sentence, are
characteristic of Chesterton.

On another occasion, Chesterton was asked to
support the Chelsea Arts Ball, a function representa-
tive of ultra-modern tendencies which he abhorred.
In reply, he offered to pose in the pageant as Epstein’s
Genesis, or any similar piece of monstrous modern
sculpture,

“People often wave me towards particular chairs
in their drawing-rooms,” he wrote, with reference to
his bulk, “generally towards any massive seat of
marble or granite, or to any cast-iron throne, firmly
clamped to the floor. And they always say, with a
beaming smile, that it will suit me better,”

G. K. C. perpetrated countless scintillating phrases.
Here are a few :

Journalism conststs lardely in saying ' Lord Joues
is dead’ to people who never knew that Lord Jones
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was alive. (In a treatise written for a school of
journalism.)
If a man cannot really make a fool of himself, we

may be cevlain that the effort is superfluous. (In a
controversial ariicle.) )

The only sure way of catching a train that I have
ever discovered, is to miss the train before. (In a light
es3ay.)

Huwmnanity  wnever produces optimists Hll it has

ceased to produce happy men. {In a socioclogical
novel.)

There arveonly three (hings in the world that
women do not understand, and ihey are, Liberty,
Equality, and Fraternity. (In a political essay.)

G. K. C. was a type only produced amang a people
with a long tradition of conservative culture. India
produces suah men—men representative of the ancient
genius of the race, rather than its modern surface
manifestations, G, K. C. appeals to the kindly
conservatism of the world. By contrast, G. B. S.
appeals to the slick, smart, unkindly knowingness of
youthful eollegians.

So has passed a loveable and much-loved master of
the English language.

Are ydu reading what

your fellow-readers

say ? Read the oppo-
site page—that is the
popular voice !

UVox “opuli !

[Ever since this Magazine started on its pilgrimage of
have been writing to me, sonie humorously, some se
pantly. Some of the letters I receive are so diverts
them with the readers.
prising readers wish to answer any
heartily welcome to do so.

published —Editor.]

Karma

Penang :—1 have just finished
reading a book on Karma by a
German. It is all blah. 1 did
not understand a bit of it. Hence
this letter. Could you tell me
how many times must I be born
(presuming that Tama Harijan)
before 1 could become a god, or at
Jeast a Brahmin?

Really, Mr. Editor, these
Hindus believe in a lot of red rubb-
ish. Whoever wishes to be born a
Hindu in India a second time? So
far how many Hindus in India
have become gods? If you know
them, give me their addresses. By
the way, will Auntie J. J. become
a goddess in any measurable dis-
tance of time? I have a sneaking
idea that Auntie is a Harijan.

—Jane
*

Another Dog?

Kumbakonam :—That was 2
great letter you published under the
title I Want To Be A Dog in Yox
Populi dated 27th June. The

. author of that letter started with

a sob and ended with a roar—of
Jaughter. Well, sit, I am another
unemployed, and I want to bgcqme
another dog, with youIr permission.
Sorry, young man, am nqt. a
Eiog-oncier—-—Ed. V. P.) Failing
‘that I want to become a porter. I
have read in last week’s papers
about an Italian porter named
Anastassios Charlambos who
married an Iragi princess by name
Princess Azzabh. She is said to
be the sister of King Gazi of Iraq.
Do you think there is any chance
for me to marry a girl like that if

§-—-11—7—3%

This feature

I migrate to the Riviera and do
portering ?
*l?admarzabhan

X
Where Are They?

Madras:—1 always like Mr.
Satyamurti’s pungent way of put-
ting things, It is a pity he has
not taken to pugilism as a career.
Ridiculing Mr. P. T. Rajan’s
boast that the Justice Party would
fight tooth and nail if the Congress
were to start its activities on the
twin ideals of Socialism and Com-
munism, Mr. Satyamurti asked
“ Where are its teeth and nails?”
What a funny question! If a pub-
licist of the calibre of Mt, Satya-
murti is so ignorant of the rudi-
ments of physiology, I am sorry
for him. Will you please ask him
to look into the mouth and at the
fingers of Mr. Rajan? I am sure
he will find the teeth and nails

there. _
“~Medical Student

*
The Pick of The Bunch

Patna ~—]1 believe I am reading
the Merry Magazine since Janu-
ary 1935, and I bave not missed
one issue of the Magazine. 1 call
your splendid efforts in producing
this Magazine, the challenge of
renascent India to British journa-
lism, Some of the articles and
stories which it has been our
pleasure to read in the pages of
the Merry Magazine, would adorn
any leading magazine of the West.
You did the right thing in throw-
ing open one page for us readers.

I have just laid down with a
sigh of pleasure the issue dated

fun, friends and admirers
riously, and not a few flip-
ng that I decided to share
is the result of that decision. Tf enter-
of the letters appearing below, they uare
If the replies are interesting enough, they will he

27th June, 1636. Leaving aside the
*Gnarks’ and ‘ March of Fvents’
which are probably of Editorial
origin, ‘The Hashish-Eater,” by
Embusque, * Woman—or The
Weed?' by Jayalakshmi Varada-
char. ‘The Ghost Goes West’
by Jyeshta are the best of the lot,
Reparding Auntie J. J. I think
her burlesque is a bit too bold. By
the way, is Auntie really a woman ?
1 have seen women reading
Auntie’s weekly fun on the sly.
Your weak point appears to be
your cover. Do change it often.
—Prem Kuinar Sohani

x
Attention, Bhaskar Rao!

Bangalore :—One of the readers
of the BMerry, figuring in this
feature on its debut in your issue
dated 20—6—36, seems to have
been bitten badly by that insect—
inquisitiveness. If you profess to
wield any influence over your
readers, will you please write and
tell this gentleman that curiosity
killed a cat? He may, of course,
argue that he isn't a cat, but you
will let him know what I mean,
won't you?

Now to his question. He wants
to know whether the two ladies in
question are the Editor’s aunts.
No, Mr. Bhaskar Rao. They are
the nieces of Auntie J.J. She seems
to be very tond of them, judging
from the way she has been
coaxing the Editor to publish
their trash week after week in his
magazine. But Mr. Editor, pray
who is the other niece ? 1 shall be
indebted to you for an answer.
Curiosity killed only cats.

— Belle of Bangalore
( One of the ' Aunts’)
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Reading Time @ About 6 Minutes

M[AI;IAN de 'Orme was a lady renowned for
er beauty, her immoralities, and her longe-

o of vity.  This celebrated courtesan lived to the
gh (J) or;e hundred and thirty-four years During th
who ife st tter: ;
mems ) dher lox)g life she wrote letters, diaries, and

randa that still afford entertainment to posterity

Like many of h .
er kind, s
observer. 1e was an acute and truthfu]

In the seventeenth and ein
lost an empire in the W
from sheer inattention.

hteenth centuries, I'rance
est, and another in the East,

Marian de 1’0
ten rme reveals
that her country also neglected a discovery, later seized

on by England, that would have given the French

commercial end maritime supremacy over the world
The Industrial Revolution could have started ir;

France, a hundred and fifty years before it started in
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by Diana Don

o In‘that case there would have been a rich
: ance ; no I'rench Revolution, no American Revola-
tion, no Napoleonic Wars, and none of the present-day

sequels to those events. The hij
. . istory of the
would have been changed, ¢ world

Eungland.

These staggering possibilities ure revealed in a light-
hearted }etter written by a courtesan, in the year 1641
At the tvlme, Marian de I'Orme was showing the sights‘
of Paris to an English nobleman, the Marquis of
Worcester. They visited Notre Dame, the Chatalet; the
Louvre, the catacombs, the markets, and all the sigh;s of
tbe day. Finally,‘they paid a visit to the state mad-ﬁouse.

VS,/',e crossed the courtyard of the dismal establish-
menf, relates the sprightly lady. “I was almost
petnﬁed. with terror, and clung to the arm of my
companion. The sights and sounds were lamentable.”

At this moment, the visitors heard a voice, calling
to them most earnestly, “ Madame, madame!”’

A frightful face was peering through the narrow
grille of the door of a dark cell. Overcoming a fecling
of disgust, the pretty lady approached the door.
“What do you want, my poor fellow? "

“you are a woman,” €aid the apparition. * The
male keepers: apd visitors will not listen .to me.
Hardly any women come here. Madame, listen to
me, for pity's sake! ”

“0f course I will listen,” said the tender-hearted
coquette. — What is your trouble 2”

“Madame,’ said the ghastly creatute, “1 want
your help. Iam not mad !”

The keeper laughed coarsely. ‘' Take no notice,
milady,” be advised, “ They all say that.”

« Nevertheless, I will hear the poor fellow,” insisted
Madame de 1'Ome.

“] am not mad,” repeated the prisoner, earnestly.

“ ] have made a discovery which will make France

{he leading nation of the world.”
“ And what might it be, my good man?” asked the

Marquis of Worcester.
“ Giy, have you ever observed a kettle boiling on the

fire?”

“ Well 2" said the Marquis, wonderingly.

* When the kettle boils, does not the lid constantly
rise, forced upwards by the escaping steam? ¥ demand-
ed the madman eagerly.

*No doubt, my dear fellow,” replied the Marquis,
whose knowledge of the behaviour of kettle-lids was
probably very limited. .

“gjr, I can prove that the power of steam is
With a very big kettle, and valves to
and a piston in place of a kettle-
hines that will drive carriages,

immense.
regulate the steam,
lid, I can make mac
navigate the oceans, an

power, With my machines, France will become the
greatest nation in the world.” )

* You would drive carriages with kettles?” asked
the Marquis,} indulgently. “ But tell me, would not
the fire set light to the carriage?”

« [ would have a fire-bex, and a chimney,” cried the
“It is -quite easy to arrange. I have
odel to His Majesty. It works,
The voice of the prjsoner

madman.
presented a working m

1 tell you, it works 1"
rose to a scream.
“ poor fellow! -Mad, quite mad,” murmured the

Marquiss turning away.

%and supply factories with motive- .

" One moment,” said Marian de 1'Orme. “Sir
prisoner, would you also have fire-boxes and kettles in
ships? What would be the advantage?”

** The ship would be able to go against the wind,
and maintain its speed in calms aad light airs, Tt
would go five leagues in an hour, and reach America
in ten days.”

* America in ten days! » scoffed the keeper. ““And
India in a month, I suppose ?”

“ A month, or a little longer,” agreed the madman.
“ Not two years, as at present.”

“ How would the big kettle drive the ship?” asked
Marian de 'Orme, curiously.

“ 1t is simple, simple " cried the madman. “The
steam works a piston, and the piston turns a crank,
and the crank moves two wheels in the water, one on
each side of the ship.”

““ A ship, running on wheels in the water? ” sneered
the keeper.

“But the wheels have bladss fixed to them, Jike
paddles,” screamed the prisoner. *“The paddles drive
the ship along. I have made a model, and given it to
the King. It works, it works! "

“My good man, supposing your kettle and wheels
counld drive the ship, where would you carry all the
wood required for the fire? ”

“gir, 1 would use coal. A hundred tons of coal
would drive a thousand-ton ship across the Atlantic

in ten days.’

" Oh, come along, my dear,” said the Marquis,
impatiently. * The poor fellow is raving.”

1" screamed the

“1 am not mad! Iam not mad
prisoner. I can drive carriages, and ships, and
mills, with steam. It is simple. All done by steam!
Madame, for the love of God, take a copy of my

pamphlet, and see if I am mad! ”

The pretty lady took the pamphlet, and retired to
the keeper's house to rest and recover from her
experiences.

“ How absurd!” remarked the elegant Marquis,
glad to be away from the stench and horror of the
mad-house. “ Suppose that fellow did have carriages
driven by fire and kettles, going twenty miles an hour.
The terrific speed would suffocate the passengers, and
the fumes from the chimney would destroy all animal
and vegetable life in the region through which the
carriage passed. Also the fearful velocity would cause
the carriage to fall to pieces.”

(Continued on page 27)
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The Psychology of

Reading Time ® About 6 Minutes

( ARLELESSNESS composes the one that com-
mits it and decomposes the one that suffers by
it.. The committer chuckles, clandestinely,

while the sufferer openly foams at his mouth and
flings fire about him. If, on the other hand, an act of
carelessness is likely to recoil ¢n its own doer, he or
she generally takes care enough (o leave it uncom-
mitted.

Indeed, there is not
another species  of
human lapse so univer-
sally indulged in and
so universally loathed,
S0 piquant and provo-
cative, so irresponsibly
perpetrated and so
gravely censured, as
carelessness, a word
SO uncanny - in it
encasement of sound
that if you merely
pronounce it, the thing
would be most likely to appear |

When the housewife spills the milk and produces a
¢up of black, unpalatable, evil-looking coffee before her
old man, what generally happens is a whacking tre-
.mendous shindy in which the man tries fo catch the
woman and the woman tries to elude him by jumping
into the well. It may be that the man in his blither-
ing rage strikes his head pretty sharply against the
lintel of the kitchen.door or even comes a cropper
from stubbing his toe against its sill ;" and then who
knows but that the hunted, hard-pressed creature
would be sure to look over her shoulder and drink in
the scene unrepentantly.

I will cite a recent example from my own experi.
ence.

My son lost a letter when he was coming with it
home from the post-office. And he took no end of
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Carelessness

by Yen Kay

care to break the news gently to me, the considerate
little man. At once, however, I pulled to pieces a
book I was reading and should have also damaged the
boy's head, had I not, with great presence of mind,
forthwith run to the post-office along the way he had
come, looking for the lost epistle. And it was well 1
did so, for I returned from the expedition something
of a philosopher in respect of the calamitous circum-
‘ tance brought about
by the carelessness of
the boy. But a few
days later 1 discovered
that he had lost not
one but three letters,
to say nothing of a
money-order receipt !
Angels and demigods !
I seized and threw the
chair I was sitting on
so violently that had
the child been standing
where in my blind fero-
city I imagined him to be, I should have been straight-
way bauled up before a District Magistrate for man-
slaughter. As it was, the agile chip of the old block
was half-way to school before I had wrought the
clumsy piece of furniture to the manner and momen-
tum of a catapult. For several weeks after this
incident, I had to do my reading and writing, squatted
stoically on the floor, as though I was not an educated
man but a yoga-practitioner.

I bave quoted so much * scripture and verse * only in
order to convince any likely incredulous reader that
errors, omissions and commissions emanating from
carelessness affect anybody but the men, women and
children who commit them so cavalierly and frequent-
ly. 1have even a suspicion that if you try to put down
carelessness it will only rear its héad with the greater
temerity and, perhaps too, with the greater reason.

Let me exemplify, once mote, since a single example
often speaks better than a shower of argument.

I had a servant, thank goodness 1 had, with a
remarkably deaf ear and an astigmatic eys, thank
goodness again. My -dear man,” I v:’ould say,
“don’t place the umbrella on the table. Anq he
would poise it on the chair. Next time he came l'nto
the room, he would be sure to knock his shanks against
that innocent article for sitting on and send tf'xe pOO’I"
umbrella futtering about the room. ' Fill thxs' pen,
1 would say, the ink having run out abruptly in the
middle of a sentence I was hurrying on with. Nex}her
pen or man would appear again for half an hmfr. Then
in his own good time he would come, ?tealt}nly, cu'n-
ningly, timidly, with a faint suggestion o,f" a smile
lurking in his looks. * What's the matter:? I would
shout at him. Well, it would be all very sxmple. He
had put the upper section of the instrument in some
place and could not remember where. One day I told
him to put my wrist-watch in my coat-pocket. He
placed it on the bench, before he put it in the pocket,
and of course forgot all about it. Then, natur:%lly, I
came along and sat on the bench, and on it too.
Nevertheless, I liked him, for he was very sound at

bottom.

In the beginning, every time he did anything Cafe'
lessly, 1 used to erupt like a volcano and envelop h}m
in flames. But he only grew worse. At last [ decid-
ed to let him be, and what a wonderfgl change came
ovet him then! Well, the point is this: if you try to

' suppress carelessness, carelessness will try and con-

quer you. Not until I had learnt this lesson l.xad the.
children in my house any freedom and not until the.y
had their due allowance of freedom to be care%ess 1§
they liked did any of them begin to show any sign o

wanting to be careful. My little .boy no longer <'itops
any letters on the public road just k')ecause.he is ng
longer unaware that he might do so 1f' he hkeq an

that if he did it wouldn’t make any difference in the
scheme of things. Know, then, all who are .interes_ted,
that the way to stop carelessness is to set it in motion!
And indeed, those who are careless .are better than
those who might be the wery embodiments of care,
in the sense that men and women are better than

machines.

I reckon that these propositions will cause keen |

{ ters,
annoyance in many quarters,
wondered at in this age when the all-po
science of matter has nearly snuffed the soul ou

quaint ancient organism of man. However t

’p# _‘nmys'

be, I strongly suspect that. the man or woman that
flies into a rage at sight or sound of carelessness and
who is never careless himself or herself is in desperate
case. Perhaps it would be easier for a camel to go
through the eye of a needle than for such a person to
enter the rich luscious kingdom of romance and joy.
I certainly like the elder who when he stubbed his
feet against an ewer in a wrong place in the house
demanded vehemently : “ Who the deuce placed it
there?”; but who when his youngster stubbed his
foot against the same vessel in the same place a little
later as vehemently interrogated: * There! There!
You lubber, have you no eyes in your head?” How
human, excellent and immaculately frank an admis.
sion this, that everybody has the right to be careless,
even though it includes a passionate and powerful
propaosition that onfy the superior folks may be careless

with impunity.
THE END

THE MADMAN—(Continued from page 19)
* Who is the poor man ?” asked Marian de 'Orae,
* How did he get here ?” :

“He comes from Normandy, and his name is
Solomon de Coste,” replied the keeper. * He made
some models of his machines, and brought them to
Paris to give to the King. As you know, His Majesty
is very interested in clocks and mechanical devices,
and receives hundreds of such toys every year, Na
doubt the foolish models of this man are lying with
thousands of similar articles in the palace armoury,
where His Majesty plays with his clocks. The impu-
dent fellow kept on insisting that special regard should
be given to his models. e said his kettles and wheels
would make France the strongest nation on earth.
Receiving no attention, he followed Cardinal Richeliey
everywhere, and wearied the Minister with his impor-
tunities. Finally, Richelieu had the fellow sent here
as a lunatic.”

“ And this pamphlet?” enquired the pretty courtesan,

“ De Coste passes his time making copies of it. It
is supposed to explain and give proofs of his insane
ideas. Of course, our good Cardinal was much too
busy to read it.”’

I will keep the pamphlet as a memento of my visit
to your establishment,” said the lady, brightly.
And so, among the papers of a seventeenth-century

courtesan, there is an uncut pamphlet entitled Motiva -

‘ ?oz'vé#}“i%on de Coste. It reveals, a hundred
but that is litle to bg, and fiftY Jesss Béfore its time, the revolutionary things

e ﬁi.ghe power of steam, N

Rgad, o T
) L THE END "



Goat

by John A. Henry

Reading Time @ About 6 Minutes

I[ want to explode., I mean, explode the mistaken

idea that only explorers, trans-Atlantic fliers,
romantic old spinsters etc., keep diaries. We goats
have our rotten pride too, and our lives, and we live
them-—the lives, I mean. Even a goat has romance
to brighten the dull moments of its existence. Even
a goat can bleat a song like some prima donnas and
operatic baritones. Even a goat knows something of
the follies of other goats with Parliamentary horns
and beards. And so, a few days ago, I began my
diary. It was rather a job scraping it with the points
of my horns, word by word, on the faces of rocks, but
I managed it at last, with true goat-like tenacity.
Here it is, and if you don’t believe nie, come and see
me sometime, up on my native heath, and I'll show
you the works.

April 1st, 1936, 8 a.m. Awoke feeling rather
drowsy due to warmth of weather. Bleated to Fanny
Goat over the way and then combed beard on thorns
of bramble bush. Heard, and totally agreed with, * the
Call of the Cloak Room ", after which much springier
and full to the uvula with beans, which springiness
and fullness somewhat detracted from when discovered
bald patch on left shoulder and two grey hairs on
right knee.

8-30 a.m, Leaped over several rocks and bushes
in well-known Kruschen style, just to feel, and show
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Fanny, that there was life in the old goat yet. Dis-
covered that Ifanny was taking no notice at all.
Discovery rather a punch in the solar plexus. Always
thought Fanny was absolutely gone on me and that
there was no other goat in the world for her. She
used to, last year, blissfully bleat that my beard was
the smartest in the whole countryside and that my
butting was a marvel of physical enterprise, strongly
resembling the skilful fencing of that famous expert,
D’Artagnan.  She used to go into raptures over the
Roman cut of my snout. In a huff, browsed for
fifteen minutes, watching Fanny from corner of eyes,

8-45 am. Suddenly saw Danny Goat appearing
from behind a bush. He js rather low-brow, belong-
ing to Ram Nath, the least important water-carrier of
the village. Danny approached Fanny, and the pos-
sessive angle of his horns got my dander up. Gave
two or three sharp leaps, or buck jumps, and lowered
my horns in his direction; coughed angrily and
charged. Danny side-stepped and I butted Fanny on
her rear light. Am now seriously in disgrace. Any-
way, 1 charged Danny into the middle of next week.
R.LP.—or almost.

10 a.m. After uneventful hour and a quarter,
hoping Fanny would chew the cud of peace, hummed to
myself, ** She was only a Butcher’s Daughter but oh!
How she could bleed!”—after which much more
settled in mind. Gave Fanny up as a bad job for the
day and decided to explore village.

10-15 a.m. Was approached, while helping myself
to a mouthful of maize from the corn merchant’s
stall, by several determined-looking urchins, carrying
tin cans and buckets. Eyed them warily, thoroughly
on my guard, Put up a good struggle when they laid
hands on me, but was eventually over-powered by

strength of numbers, Was soon released, however, -

g his confederates
cat.  They
victims.

leader of this lousy rabble téllin
that you couldn’t milk a darned h'e-g
departed, evidently in search of more suitable
Rather un-Christianlike in my hope that they w<'>uld
find Fanny—the ungratciul jade ! Have then nge,n
her gifts of delicious miint sto)en.ijo_m R;agrmath.s
back garden. Ah well! The feminivity of females is

a wondrous thing !

10-30 a.m. Found small table in back-yard. VOn
table piles of appetising-looking parer, almost hike
that rare delicacy, parchment. Had good heafty
meal, as no one looking. Hiccoughed oryxce or twice
in appreciation. While back turned to table, howe\'er‘,
suddenly felt blow on epive. Discovered blow causec
usebrick heaved at me by man on verandah
“you have eaten the book it took me
four years to write, you ass!” 'Can’t updfarstancf
these needlessly vicicus human bE}ngs. Ass mdeed'_
Me—the best goat in the vicinity ! Elevated my. tail
in dignified manner and took my de;?arture hastily—
hastily because the morning was getting on and I had

by large ho
who shouted:

lots ta do. -
1 a.m. Saw manl didn’t like the look of, walking

dowr road. Butted him in seat of' pants. Wait_ed
for him to get up and butted him again, knogkxng him
out for the count. Dido't know huutan beings 'had
their brains so Jow down. While he was unconscious,

ate his bea;d.
i-30 am. Passed Danny on roadside. Turned
nose up at him in disdainful manner, but felt rather

sorry for him as one of his horns was missing, appar-

ently knocked off by my earlier attack. His beard
looked faisly limp. When at safe distance,.however,
pberry, which made the welkin ring !

Terrible pains in digestive tracts. Most
gestion caused by first man’s book
ard. Am doubtful now whether
» contained in books or beards.
r to allow indigestion to

gave me ras

12 noon.
probably severe indi
and second man’s be
much Vitamin “ B
Collapsed for half an hou
disappeat in its own way.

12-30 p.m. Rose stiffly to feet and plodded along,

wishing Fanny hadn't been giving me the cold wither,

off and on, all the year. Couldn’t understand her
goat-like attitude. Suddenly realised that kiss from
her sweet lips would send thrills and shivers of
pleasure up and down my horns. Decided to find her
some nice grass as conciliatory offering.

12-55 p.m. We cleared patch of grass without
Fanny saying a word. DBee under her horns for some
reason. Walked off without even thanking me. Can't
understand this.

2 p.m. Butted tree to get a bit of practice for
next meeting with Danny. Felt sure he was at bottom
of Fanny’s coldness towards me. Butted tree again.
Saw stars. Decided tree not as soft as Danny.
Butted ground. Saw more stars. C(eased practice.
Saw bit of brown paper on ground. Ate it—paper,
not ground. Peculiar taste in mouth. Brown paper
not paper at all, but bit of leather. Don’t know why
these cows wander about so much,

4 p.m. Collapsed from pain caused by leather.
Grunted and groaned several times. No relief,
Feeling terribly ill, began to bleat ‘ Dead March in
Saul’. Sudden rush of hooves through bushes and
Fanny appeared. Came up to me where lying on
death-bed and bleated motherly messages, stroking my
fevered forehead, meanwhile, with her silky horns.
Seized oppertunity and asked why she had been
avoiding me. At last discovered secret! She said ;
“ Spring is here, my darling he-goat! And this is a
j.eap Year! Yowu should have proposed long ago
instead of bringing me silly grass and things!”

8 p.m. After four hours’ horn-holding, kissing, and
a modicum of necking and petting, proposed, and
thrilled to roots of beard when accepted, And so to
mossy marriage couch. Hey-ho!

THE END



Three sailors were spending their leave in the
country. Presently two of them got into a heated
argument over what kind of animal a heifer was,

“It's a sort of pig,” said one,

“ Not on your life,” replied the other. “It’s a kind
of sheep.”

Tinally, they called in the third party,

“ Bill,” said the first sailor, “ Wot's a heifer—is it
a pig or a sheep? "

Bill scratched his head, nonplussed.

“To tell you the truth, shipmates,” he said, “I
dunno much about poultry,”

—Star

* * %

He came upon her crying her heart out in a corner,
She was sobbing uncontrollably, so, like the true gentle-
man that he was, he sought to comfort her. Putting
his arms around her, and drawing her to him, he
gently soothed her and soon had her fairly calm. Then
thinking to clean up the matter if possible, he asked
her what the trouble was.

Grimly she managed to blurt out :

* My mother was married, yesterday,”

He was relieved. This would be easy to settle.

* Why cry about it ?” he asked. * Thereis nothing
terrible in a second marriage !

*1 know,"” came the reply, “ but this is her first 1"
—Penn Punch Bowl

* * *

Sherlock Holmes: Ah, Watcon, I see you have on
your winter underwear.

2%

Watson: Marvelous, Holmes, marvelous, How did
you ever deduce that ?

Sherlock:  Well, you have forgotten to put on your
trousera.
—Indian Inksense

* * *
Absent-minded Professor - Lady, what are you doing
in my bed? '

Lady: Well, I like this bed: 1 like thic neighbour-
" hood ; I like this house and I like this room. And

anyway I'm your wife !
— Pcun State Froth

* * . *

* But, mother, he treats me just like a father.”
(14 . .
What did you say his name was ?”'

f—N orthwestern Pimple Parvot

* . * -~

Head Clerk: 1'm very sorry to hear of your partner’s
death, Would you like me to take his place?

Manager: Very much, if you can get the undertaker -

to arrange it. .
—Pitt Panther

¥ * *

Modern DPhilosopher (teaching philosophy): Dear
boys! so there is no God ! It is a lie. But we are
the man, we are the God and we are for everything.

A Student: Then dear master, please bring back my
mother alijve from Heaven !

—Mickey Mouse

Written In

The Sands

by John A. Henry & Albert A. Roland

Decorations by Albert A, Roland

Reading Time @

IN THE SANDS OF FATE

ACT 1.

Scene I. [Drawing-room of Robert Jennings' house.
Seated in armchairs are Joings, tall and
saturnine, his wife Lorna, slin, blcnde
and beautiful, anld a short, stocky man,
Martin, a friend of the couple. In the
“background hovers Abdul Khan, the chief
servant of the howe. The glances that
Martin casts in Lorna’s divection indicate
that he takes more than a friendly interest
in her, while her attitude indicates the
same where he 1s concerned, but apparently
snot to her husband, who freats both of
them gensolly, almost playfully |

Martin. (Jokingly to Lorna): Mrs. Jennings, your
husband and I were arguing in office this morning.
1 wonder if you could help us settle the question ?

Lorna (smiling): It depends, of course, on the
question. If it has anything to do with anthro-

pology, well, I'm sorry !

Martin: No, no. We were discussing whether it is
possible for a woman to love two men equally
well at the same time. Bob says it is not pos-

sible.

Jennings (after lighting a cigarette and puffing
luxuriously): And I still think so. What do
you say, darling ?

Lorna (hesitantly, her eyes on her lrusband’s face,
which shows nothing but benignity): We~-1l, as

a woman, I say it is!

Martin ~ (jovially exultant): Two to one, old man!
There you are! From the lips of Eve......

Jennings (still smiling and benign): Rotl But of
course, in fiction......

4—11—7—36
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Martin:  Yes. I was reading a story only the other
day. Very touching and really absorbing from
the human nature point of view. The husband
nobly stepped out of the picture, giving place to
the other man his wife loved, so that she should
not be tortured by doubt and indecision,.

Jeanings {(laughing lightly): That was noble
indeed! I'm afraid, now, that, under the same
circumstances, I would have acted quite differ-
ently! I would have tried to trap them both and
shot them or something !

Martin: Rot! You haven't that amount of vicious-
ness in you! You're too darned good natured.
Most probably do the very same thing!

Jennings (speculatively): Well, perhaps so! But
it's wonderful what some men do when that sort
of thing crops up! Now, as an illustration, if
my wife learns to luve you, well, we!l, I'm afraid
I'l have to kill you outright, old man !

[They ail laugh heartily, but
Abdul'smiles knowsngly.)

{(cURTAIN)

Scene 2. [Laterihat night in the servants' quarters.
Abdul Khan holds the attention of his
listeners.]

Abdul:  Now it is written...... when a weman  thinks
she Joves two men, shadows of trouble appear in
the sky. I have watched the Mem Sahib grow
up from a child. I have seen much of the world.
Neither the Burra Sahib nor Martin Sahib are
worth either of the small toes on her feet. She
knoweth not the cunning smile. She knoweth
not that cunningly hidden jealousy is no sign of
love and proof of no love. She knoweth not that
men who pursue other men’s wives will always
pursue other men’s wives. 1 have seen much,
and I know, 1 say unto you all, trouble
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threatens! Now, if the Mem Sahib had been
wise, she would have seen long ago that Warren
Sahib—may the Captain Sahib’s shadow never
grow less !-—worships the very earth she treads
upon. Perhaps, some day, Allah may bring
them together...... Allah  and His instrument,
Kismet. The Sahib suspects something, but he
hides it well!

Zaidullah: Well <poken, oh Abdul! I, as lowly

Scene 3. [The drawing-

Jennings: Now, no

Lorna: You cave-man,

Jennings: Well, cheerio!

26

butler, could not have uttered more clearly the
thoughts of all of us!

(curTAIN)

roont again the next
night, Jennings
stands in  the dcor-
way, his hat on, just
about to leave the
house, Martin and
Lorna sit smiling as
e speaks jevially. |

romance between you
two! Otherwise......
(draws finger playful-
ly across throat, and
his wife and Martin
laugh).

Bob!

I won't be more than
an hour, These busi-
ness appointments are
always curt—especial-
ly when I have a wife
like Lorna to come
back to!

[He disappears
through the
door, pulling
it to behind
him. Fifteen
minules pass
msilence
and, then
HMartin sud.

denly rises and scats himself,
ot the arm of Lorna’s chair.
She Maces a hand 1n his.]

Martin: Darling ! T thought we were never going

to be alone again! I love you—terribly ! Want
you terribly too. (Leans down and places his
lips against hers. She returns the kiss half

'ufrai(l, half willingly.)

Lorna: And Ilove you! But Ilove Bob too, Oh,
what can we do?
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Martin (softly): Take all the happiness what we
can without his knowing it. In that way he will
be happy too, These servants won't come in
here, will they ? (This last doubtfully.)

Lorna (breathlessly): No. T've given Abdul his

orders.
|Martin kisscs her again, 1more
passionately, Her arms twine
round his neck, In the back.
ground the figure of Abdul

" Was it possible

flits away info the darkness
as the front door opens slight-
Iy and admits Jennings' head,
Jennings is smiling. He
watches for « second and
then disappears again, closing
the door noiselessly.]

(CURTAIN)

Scene 4. [The hall of Martin's home at mid-night.

Jennings, with the uid of a small torch,
finds the telephone and wires the bell so
that it cannot ring. Satisfics himself by
going into Martin’s room that Martin is
asleep, Creeps out of the house. He does
not know that he has been watched by a
shadowy figure since he left his own home.)

Scene 5. [The bedroom of Jens
nings and his wife. He is
standing by the bedside ; she
13 sitting up amongst the
bedclot hes, unspeakable
horror on her face ond in
her eyes.|

Lorna: My God! It can't be
true! You haven't...

Jennings (coldly and viciously):
Yes—I have ! (iolds up blood-
stained cloth bag containing
some object.) 1 saw you and
Martin making love to each
other last night. I didn’t go
anywhere. I have suspected
dirty play for a long time. I
told you I would be desperate
if anything like this ever
happened ! I killed him. This
is his head. You loved both
of us. Well, one is out of
the picture now !

Loena: Bob! For God’s sake|
Tell me you're only joking !

Jennings (even more coldiy): I'm
not joking. But I know you

to ‘ove two men
eqrally well at love me. That's all that
the same time?" matters. 1'm putting this

head into the cupboard till the |
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rmocaing, when [ am coing (o destioy it in my
own way, I beleve one can do a lot with Sul-
phur’ic Acid inits fullest strength, Now, darling
you just go to sleep and don't worry, i you can
prove your love for me, wetl, 1 can very easily

forgive that littie bit of love-making I saw !

WLorna sinks back in bed, over-
coe, while he  places  lirs
grisly-looking bundie in e
cupboard  after care fully
removing the clothes that were

Lorna, (frantically) . |s that the Police Station ¢
I'm speaking from 10, Alipore Road, 1 have
reason to believe my husband has killed a
Mr. Martin, [-~he told me he wag placin
Mr. Martin’s lead in—in the cupboard in ouf
bedroom, but even then I could not believe him
I~1 could not bear to uncover the object in that'
blaudstained cloth—buyt 've rung Mr. Martin’s
house x.epezxtedfy and can get no reply. Yes
yes—ihis is true! [ know my evidence is su ,
posed 1o count for nothing where my husband ?s

“ Oh l—hurry...1 can't bear it!”

there. Turns et the light
and  undresses, gelting into
bed.  All becomes silent. J

(cUrTAIN)
Scene 6. [The sume room ity hours later. A

slzado'wy. Sigure slips through the door
Jrom inside and patters away.]

(CurraL)
Scene 7. Lerna at the telephone irn the a’rawing»
100m @ Jew minutes latey. )
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concerned—but—oh l~hyrry t | can’t bear it!
(Hangs up recerver tremblingly and starts as

she sees Jennings standing in  the doorway
similing.) '

Jennings ; Well, well, my pretty wife [. What a

nice litile speech against the man you do love !
1 x‘vonder how long the Police will be? It’s so
satisfying to know at last that the woman I
married didn’t love me at al]! You've no idea
what‘tortures I've been through tately! Doubt

S o

oo .wondering ...... always wondering whether

you did love me’! '

Lorna: Bob! Aren't you going to do anything?
I......

Jennings (langhing shortly): Why should [? Let

We'll sit here and wait for them.

[It is not long before the sownd

of a car is heard outside.
Jennings obens the door to «
Police Inspector who is acconli-
panied by a Havildar and two
plain-clothes et

Jennings: Ah! There you are, Inspector ! You

know the story so far.....my wife tells a story
well, It but remains to see the damning evidence

them come !

—of my crime I mean !
Inspector {surpriscd at his genial tones): You're
either mad or there has been no murder !
Jennings : Exactly, Inspector. There has been o0
murder I—unless you call all sheep butchers
murderers !
[Lorna sinks into a chair, her
hands to lier mouth.|
Jennings (continuing after glanceing at her) : ' You
see, 1 just wanted to prove to my own satisfac-
tion whether my wife did really love me or no't.
A patural failing in any husband, I think., Don't
you? And I wanted to give her a scare to last
her a lifetime. So that she would never allow
her affections to wander again !
[The Inspector nods tit puszzled
way, and Jennings continucs.]
Well, first of all, I fixed Martin's phone so thaF it
could pot ring, knowing my wife w.ould fxot believe
my story at first and that she would nn’g h1'm up as
soon—or soon after—I had told her I'd killed him,
Next, after a little trouble due to the .Iateness :.)f thde
hour, 1 managed to buy a very nice shefep s hea
which had a convenient amount of blood cozing from
it, This, I told my wife, was Martin's head.

[The Inspector nods again as
Jennings pauses for breath
and then goes o)

Now, it is my theory that if a woman really lov_es
her husband, she will not betray him undes any cir-
My wife betrayed me, but she has been
f I would keep the head in a cup-
ve safely buried it at night!
come along

cumstances. :
disappointed. As i
board when I could ha
I think that's all, Inspector. And now, Hone
to the bedroom and I'll show you the head o
¢ Mr. Martin ' | (Laughs and leads the way confident-

Iy and calmly from the room.)
(CURTAIN)

Scene 8. [The bedroom again. Jennings goes to the
cupbaard and takes the bloodstained bag
Jrom it, lolding the bag by the neck and
handing it to the Inspector, Lorna, trem-
bling, covering her eyes.]
Jennings: There you are. Turn it out. And please
don’t laugh at my wife's discomfiture, You will
find Mr. Martin sleeping comfortably at home.

[The Inspector untics the neck
of the bag and turns its con-

) tents out onn to the Aoor, the
cxpression on lis face clhiang-
ing to onec of grim surprisc.
Lorna, uncovering her cyes,
screams wildly as, WEIRD-
LY PALE IN THE ELEC.
TRIC LIGHT, GLEAMS
THE DEAD FACE OF
MARTIN'S SEVERED
HEAD! Jennings staggers

back.]
Jennings: My God! How the devil...... 1 swear it
was only a sheep’s head......but no, it isn’t even

the same bag! And those bloodstains must be...
‘must be human blood! No sheep’s blood to
prave my statement! Didn’t even notice the
difference in weight! God! I......

laspector: I arrest you for this murder. Anything

YOU SaY+es e
) (CURTAIN)

Scene 9. The scrvants quarters again. Abdul

holds the attention of lis listeners,

Abdul Khan : I prophecied trouble. It has come. It was
written in the sands long ago. Kismet. Now, if
Captain Warren Sahib has sense, he will comfort
my Mem Sahib. And she will know at la<t the true
meaping of love! Neither of them was worthy
of her. . Her thinking she loved them both was
no sin, for she knew not the ways of men. But
I......ah......] have seen much and know much!
Many years ago I killed a man of low repute who
began to steal my wile from me. She was grate-
ful to me for my deed later. You are true sons
of Islam. You know the honour of thus being
the choserr instrument of Allah.

[He dismisscs them all with
¢ sudden wave of the hand,
and, whenr alone, extends
clenched fists upwards, his
liead bent sback, his lips move
ing in a short prayer. Then,
smiling, continues alotide.... ]

Yes, it was written in the sands that Abdul
Khan's Mem Sahib should be freed of two worths
less men—by the hand of Abdul Khan !

(FINAL CURTAIN)

THE END



Long, Sweet Name

by P. P.

Reading Time @

T ( ENTLEMEN,” said the Mayor, toying with

o I the mayoral chain, * we will now hear the
recommendaiions of the Committee of Six

appointed to choose a name for our new suburb.”

The silence that ensued was so profound that a
councillor who was snoring sat up, looking slightly
guilty.

Time passed.

“ Wil the convener of the Committee of Six,” said
the Mayor, glaring fiercely in the direction of asmall
councillor, * be pleased—""

The little man peeped over the elaborate China
Bazaar turban in front of him.- * Next week,” he

said simply.
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“Ha-ha ! laughed the oldest councillor, ‘' Ha.
ha-ha! A pretty name, sir.”

“I meant the committee would meet next week,”
the small councillor explained acidly.

The Mayor looked at the councillors ; the council-
lors looked at the Mayor; then they all looked at the
ceiling together. The silence was broken at last by a
very yourg councillor. *“ Shouldn't we appoint another
committee or something to help us in the choice of a
name for the new appendage or something?” he said
brightly. ‘ .

The Mayor tried on his pince-nez.

““No! No! * shouted an enthusiastic councillor ; so
the Mayor whicked off his modish spectacles from his
chiselled nose and smiled like a chocolate-box,

“ Gentlemen,” be beamed, I am here to do your
bidding.”

“ My lord,” cried a lean, anaemic, vociferous coun-

cillor.

Then he corrected himseif and, gesticulating like a
clock-work doll, pointed out with a wealth of chapter
aund verse that a committee once appointed could not
be superseded until it had fulfilled its function.

“ Hear, hear !~ came a’ husky voice from behind
the China Bazaar turban.

A ripple of disapproval weat round the chamber,
Most of the councillors felt that the committee had
{ailed to discharge its duty and somsthing should be
done about it. - Lawyers might talk their heads off,
but the Corporation of Madras expected every man to

do his duty.

The Mayor sensed the feeling of the house.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, * the matter of choosing a
name for the new subrub has been receiving our atten-
tion for about six months now. [ personally wish,
and I hope the house will agree with me, that it would
be—er—in—what’s the word I want—? i

* Judicious,” suggested the lawyer.

“ Er—injudicious to postpone it.any further. Has
anyone any proposal to make ? 7

The very young councillor proposed that thi name
of the new suburb be chosen “ here and mow . The
motion was put to the couucil and carried, the lawyer
entering a forlorn but throaty protest.

»“Now then,” said the Mayor, flicking off a speck
of dust from the mayoral robes with a bejewslled

finger.

The councillors took up the glove immedi'ately.
Kuitting their brows they gave themselves so funouﬁly
to thought that the friction of their thinkibg-machin-

ery was almost audible.
The clock ticked on. .
After about fifteen minutes the small councillor rose

to his feet. No one seemed to take any notice of him

until a chesty shout made the other councillors stare
in the general direction of the turban. The Mayor.
who had been toying with his mayoral chain, let it
drop with a rattle; the oldest councillor swallowed a
quid of tobacco he had stowed away in his cheek.

“ Does the Mayor,” boomed the small councillor, in
a voice out of proportion to his inches, '‘have an¥
suggestion for the name of the suburb?”

The Mayor put on his spectacles and ran through a
fat file. “ No,” he said at last. ““ And I would much
rather not suggest a name. But, if precedent is a
proper guide in such matters, I suppose it is my duty
to remind you that on a former occasion a new subiarch
was named after the President. Of course,” he
hastened to add, ' those were days when Presidents
were not Mayors.”

Five councillors rose simultaneously and spoks their
minds but, as each tried to shout down the rest, the
net.impression was that one of those intimate Justice
Party meetings was in progress,

The situation was saved by the Turban. With all
the dignity and hauteur that characterises a Nomina-
ted Councillor he cowed down the J. P. men and asked
the Mayor if the Government had been consulted in
regard to the choice of a name:

“No,” said'the Mayor firmly. “This House is
competent to deal with the matter.”” And he glanced
at the oldest councillor, who gave a seanile smile of
approval,

* Quite so, quite so,” agreed an ovate councillor.
" We are quite competent to deal with the matter.
But in what ward is the new suburb ?”’

The Mayor and the Commissioner sat fefe-a-tete for
a while. '

“Ward No. Twenty—"" said the Mayor,

* —Three,” prompted the Comnmissioner.

“Twenty-three,” said the Mayor, waving his
pince-nez.

The egg-shaped councillor rose to his feet again,
* What about naming the suburb after th2 councillor

for Ward 23" he said.

“ Who is the councillor for Ward 23 2"’ the lawyer
wanted to know.
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“\We are dealing with Principles—pot Personal-
ities,” snapped the egg-shaped councillor, with a

withering glance,
* Address the chair, please,” said the Mayor.

“What has the councillor for Ward 23 done to
deserve the honour of having a whole suburb named
after him?” inquired the lawyer. A 50-foot road
may perhaps be all right, but a suburb is different.”

The egg-shaped councillor rose up and walked off in
a pet, leaving considerable electricity behind him,

“Why not name the suburb after a lady councillor
or somelhing ? " said the very young councillor. “* Has
all our ancient chivalry gone west? Has—"

It was the lawyer who interrupted him, ‘* What
principle, if any, do they follow in Calcutta—?"

“1f I may interrupt in return,” said the very young
councillor, * what principle, if any, do they follow
in Uganda?"”

“ Now, now | "' said the Mayor,
THE
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The oldest councillor, who had been regarding the
proceedings for a long time with the cynicism of
rheumatic old age, suddenly came to life. “ May I
suggest a name ? " he asked,

“ Please,” said the Mayor.,

“The name I have thought of,” he announced
pompously, “ is * Willingdonpuram’."”

“Ah, toolate!” said the very young councillor,

“ Seven ‘ Willingdonpurams ’ already sprawl over the
map of India.”

* Make it eight,” snapped the oldest councillor.

* A long, sweet name, I assure you, sir,” said the
Mayor, putting on his pince-nez and flicking it off
with a flourish,

The motion was put to the vote and carried, the
oldest member chuckling'to himself that * Willingdon-
puram ' has exactly the came number of letters in it
as ' Thyagarayanagar ’, ‘
END

A Love Story

He: Every kiss of mine speaks a hundred

words.

She: How nice! Tell me a nice long story !

5~—11—7-36
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Post-Obit Melody

Reading Time ¢ About 6 Minutes

N spite of 'snow-white’ proofs coming from
persons of unimpeachable integrity, it is still a
fashion in certain quarters to laugh at spirits and the
phenomena surrounding them. Almost every day,
somewhere in the world, some strange happening is
reported. Science tries to bluff through to an explana-
tion, but leaves everybody cold.

Last year, I happened to be staying with an old
friend, in Narsipatam, for a few days. It was a
happy fanily—the husband, a retired tahsildar, his
wife, and an only child, a girl of fourteen years.
Music was a passion with that family. My friend
the tahsildar was an accomplished songster, his wife
was a great hand at Thyagaraya krifis, at least that
was her estimation of herself. The great gift was
handed down to the daughter, Kamala Lochani.

They started the girl on her career of music with a
harmonium, which at the age of ten, she learnt to
play like a professional.

The pedantic, fastidious ring in the world of music
in South India thinks that the harmonium is a plebeian.
Indeed the place allotted to the harmonium in the
community of musical instruments used in South
India may be properly compared to the place of those
unfortunates called Harijans in the hierarchy of
Hindu caste system. Cons.dcring that all over India
the harmonium is a very popular instrument, it is
rather difficult to understand why these music *toffs’
of South India are so hard on the poor harmonium,
Whatever the reason, the fact remains that the
harmonium is Jooked at askance in this part of India.

My friend, the tahsildar was one such ‘toff’. If
he agreed to let his daughter learn to play the
barmonium, it was not because his ideas about that
instrument underwent a change, but because his wife
vetoed most of his ideas, not only in music but also in
the wider life of the family.

As soon as the harmonium career of the gir! Kamala
Lochani was finished, the busband and wife went into
committee to think out a new music line for their
daughter. The husband voted for the veena. The
wife voted for the violin. They argued and argued
for a whole day at the end of which they were as far
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by Thirupathi

from agreement as they were at the beginning. The
poor man quoted the puranas and kavyams to prove
that the Veena was of heavenly origin, that the

.shouted.

gandharvas were extremely fond of it, that Goddess
Saraswati always carried a veena. " And look at
Veena Dhanam, woman!' said the Tahsildar, in a
nasty tone. ' The way she runs her fingers on the
veena-strings can only be described as divine,
Kamala shalil learn to play the veena. You mind your
cooking and don’t interfere in matters which are above

124 N

you.

“ Above me, are they?" retorted the old lady.
“Veena! Only fools will believe in all those fairy
stories about the veena. Not being a fool, 1 don’t
think much of it. Kamala shall learn to play the
violin, or nothing at all. Mind my cooking! I will
mind it. I will mind it so much that I will make your
stomach burn with chillies!”

The poor tabsildar lost his patience and temper.
“ghut up, you stout, ugly, country woman!” he
“ What do you know about music? Did
your father ever sing a song except braying 1i¥<ea
donkey the wrong mantrams at religious ceremonies ?
Why did 1 ever marry the daughter of that brute?
You . you ..you!” bhe spluttered and choked and

ended in a violent fit of coughing.

“My father is a brute, do you say?" screamed
Mrs. Tahsildar. ‘*‘And pray what was your father?
He used to beg rice from door to deor in Anakapalli,
ta educate you. There is a story in my father’s place
current to this day that your father used to carry
corpses, for a consideration, to the burning place.
And I am stout and ugly, am I? You...” She was
about to say something very vulgar and unwifely, but
checked herself and called upon alil the gods of the

Hindu Pantheon to ook at and enjoy the beauty of
her husband, The poor man was not exactly a hand-
some man. He was over fifty, three-fourths bald,
one-third of his teeth gone. He had a large nose
which was a standing joke in the local revenue
department circles.

The tahsildar wanted to whack his wife, but it
was a futile wish. She was double his weight. So,
he did the next best thing. He smote his nose and
left his wife in great dudgeon.

For three days, this unhappy Brahmic family was
a veritable armed camp., The husband and wife were
armed to the teeth, The daughter Kamala Lochani
assumed a benevolent neutrality. She applied sanc-
tions impartially on the two belligerents. The fortunes
of war were tantalisingly uncertain for three days.
At last, the wife hit below the belt. She used mustard
gas extensively, in the form of large doses of chilly
powder in the cooking. After the tahsildar partook
twice of this doctored meal, he capitulated. He went
into the kitchen, shut the door, and kissed his wife
who was past the kissing age. The olive branch was
graciously accepted and it was settled that Kamala
shall have lessons in violin.

Ramamurty Sastri was a great master of this
instrument and a noted scholar, He was an old
friend of the family and he readily acread to teacht he
girl. This old musician and scholar, who was a
lonely man, was invited to lodge and board in the
family, which invitation he gratefully accepted.

Thus one year went by. Kamala was a willing and
intelligent pupil and made rapid strides. The old man
loved her as if she were his own daughter. In
turn the girl loved and respected him as she
loved and respected her own father.

Often at pnight the old musician, whose one
surviving passion in life was his violin, would
retire to the back-yard and play his instrument
to himself,

One day, Ramamurty Sastry went to a neigh-
bouring village to collect the little rent on the
few acres of land which he owned. Before
leaving, he told his
friends, the tahsildar
and his family, that
he would be away a

N week.

o ———

\\"7 Five days later, at
’ about twelve in the

{Continued on page 37)
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The Lion in the Bath-room

OU remember, my doves, in a recent discourse,
\ I described my Atrican adventures. A
nephew hailing from Colombo who had
apparently read that article sends me a cutting from a
foreign journal. The cutting * covers' a story about
a young Spanish student who was all but eaten by a
lion in his own bath-room—the young man’s bath-
1oom, not the lion’s. * Was it ever your experience,
dear Auntie,” asks this nephew, “to have been
confronted with a male lion amidst civilised surround-
ings, such as bath-rooms ? "

On the other hand, we poor girls meet only geats in
street-cars and public squares, Goats are all right in
their sphere, namely feeding Mahatmas, but I don't
think any girl ever got a kick out of a goat. On an
average, 1 meet thre¢ goats a day; but as this dis-
course refers to lions, I shall leave the goats at that.
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Yes, my chicks, I-did have an adventure, I had
almost said an affair, with a lion once. (Steady
there, Aunie! Ed) One day last year I went
west, on a visit to a girl-friend ip Nagpur, It
was not a pledsure trip. I went there to co.npose a
domestic difference. My friend Indubala and her
husband fell out over a silly question, the circumstance
of which is a bit......but don't be inquisitive, you cats !
I reached Nagpur just before nightfall. Within the
hour I composed their differences and sent them to
bed with a benediction. Soon after | retired to my
room, eminently satisfied with myself.

It was a hot night. I lay on my bed, kicking the
warm air with my legs in a tutile attempt at sleep.
My skin itched as if a million ants were crawling over
mg..'.fI‘hat peculiar sensation may generally be taken,
my dears, as the dawn of love in a gitl's life. 1

decided to have a cold bath, which Mahatma GandhAx
s0 naively prescribes to people who are frequfantly
assailed by a cognate sensation. Of course, being a
brahmacharini (female bachelor), a cold bath was not
indicated in my case. But you never can tell, can
you? Armed with a large towel and a cake of s0ap,
I slipped noiselessly into the bfuh‘room. downstairs,
The bath-.room was dark, and being a maldet?, I hate
dark rooms. I lit a lamp. Modesty forbids me to
say what T did during the next minute..... [ sat uu(;ie;
the tap. As the cool tiny column of water cascade

on to my head, I felt so happy that I began to hum

one of Tagore’s immortal songs.

Outside the house, I heard people r'etur.ning ho'me
noisily from the circus which was showing mlthe Cltyt'
Just how long I sat blissfully under the tap, Ic:nnod
say. Maybe fifteen minutes, mayb.e mo’rlt‘al.] ea;
somebody descending the stairs heavily. e pergo ;
whoever it was, stopped right at the bath-room doo

and breathed heavily.

" “ Who is there ? " 1" demanded, turning .oﬁ” the tap.
There was no answer, except a snuffle, ‘lxke :;1 W(;n;at:
suppressing a sob. [ covered myself WI;h \ elt abit
towel and ran to the door. I’shot back the bolt, ot
did not open the door. IDon tk ask.nr:l: tix;ere:z;n!,] Z] ou

i ians! spoke 1 - :
El%;lh?dis v’:lzi::??' There was another snuffie. A
funny smell came through thﬁ key—hole.I ; (’l?c;de?ailé
was my friend Indubala. ) Real]y., nd u, N onomy
geverely into the key-hole, ~you girls do g

; back to
ds will be husbands. ‘Go
:frl;lve;y g::f.bar;'l? lzovok into the trouble in the morn-

ing. Dear me! What can that smell be?"”

Indubala didn't leave the place. She still snuffed.
In a Buff I opened the door with a wrench and~
screamed. Standing in the doorway was a huge lion.
I backed slowly into the room. The lion came in
sniffing my aura with a wicked glint in his eyes.

The initial horror and fright of this strange
encounter suddenly gave way to cosmic pity for the
poor beast. His inside was so empty that its stomach
and back touched each other. I remembered suddenly
that I was an enthusiastic member of the Society
For The Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. I felt
utterly ashamed at myself for wanting ta strangle the
lion when [ first saw him. Every man or woman
must justify his or her existence by doing at least one
good deed before he or she was called to final account,
I decided to do a kind deed. I spokein agentle voice:
“ Come, poor lion! Eat me, my dear.”

The lion opened his mouth and raised his paw to
strike me. A ghastly thought flit across my brain.
“ Stop, unfortunate lion!” Iscreamed. * If you éat
me along with the towel that envelops me, you will
get colic, which would be bad for your poor, starved
stomach., Wait till I discard this towel."”

I discarded the towel and stood like Lady Godiva
wight have stood if she had no horse to ride. The
towel had but reached the ground when the lion with
a howl of agony turned his rump on me and went
away with head bent and moaning in shame.,

And the moral of this true story, my dear canards,
is, Nudism is no joke.

THE END

[

Post.Obit Melody—-(Continucq_ Jrom page 35)

notes of Ramamurty Sastry’s
ahsildar’s backyard and w’I?kl]{e
t sleeping people in the house. e
r:hsti::arthv::ke upp first. Half reclining, he dl:;r
awhile drfnking in that mélody. Present1¥ h: ::uhfer
his wife. . And both of them woke up their daughter,
who was sleeping in the next room. _
“ Kamala] Kamala!” called th-e ;ldse;ozz:;
* Ramamurty Sastry has re’t'urned. Did he .
that he is returning today ? .
“ No, mother. I thought he was due to arrr

days hence.”’

All three approac
eut ‘into the backy

night, the soul-stirring
violin floated from the t

ve two

hed the open window anc'l looked
ard. Under his favourite tree,
| ‘ THE

leaning against its trunk, was the old musician
manipulating the bow,

“I will go and call him in. It is cold,” said the .
Tahsildar.

“Don’t, father!” demurred Kamala, *We may
not disturb him. When the mood is past, he will
come in himself.”’ '

They went back to their disturbed slumbers. With
the first streak of dawn, a messenger appeared at the
tahsildar’s house. He told the family that Rama-
murty Sastry died of heart failure at midnight the
previous day, as he was playing on his violin in the
village Rama Mandiram. ‘
END
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Merry'’s

Filmfolio

DEVDAS (Hindi)
Producers: New Theatres Ltd., Calcutta.

Showing At : Star Talkies, Triplicane, Madras.

Jamuna

Devdas is not just a picture; it is a work of art, a
New Theatres’ gift to Indian filmland. You will
see a picture which improves on every other
filmstory produced in Hindi. It is LIFE in
all its pathos and grim reality. Long after the
sugar-coated, westernised, sex-lladen, leg-shows have
gone into the realm of the forgotten past, Devdas
will live. I 'entertainment’ must enchant, thrill,
grip, divert, create thought, make you forget. weep,
laugh and renew yourself, then Devdas is entertain-
ment par excellence. Here is a serious, thought-
provoking piece of work—a daring, simple, honest
picture. A moving story, simply told; the plot is
fragile but unusual.

The chief characters are drawn from that strata of
society called the upper middle-class which has no
respect for the finer feelings of the ‘lower®, They
live on the surface, flit past the glare and make
their exit ‘ Nothing doing, nothing done!’ A few
young hearts broken or a few slender flowers crushed
in their trample have no concern for them.

This picture impresses without the decorative
brilliance of super-variety and there is originality in
the plot. Delicately treated and deftly handled, it is
made eminently human.
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Saigal

Devdas, the chief character, comes of a high
family and Parbati his feminine interest, is of
humble origin, Love is born but their birth stands
between them. They part, in despair. Parbati enters
her soulless life as the wife of a middle-aged landlord.
She is everything to Devdas but they realise this
truth too late.

To Devdas begins the days of travail and turmoil,
in the path of the bad. He is falling into evil ways ;
and on evil days fallen, drink, debauchery and disease
take their toll. Death lands him mercifully in the end
at Parbati’s door. ’

Jamuna, as Parbati, porlrays the tragedy behind
a disappointed girl’s life'with unusual grasp and
imaginativeness.  Saigal, as the plain Devdas, is
telling and you will rejoice in his acting.

Blind K. C. Dey has a singing voice at once charm-
ing, rich and touching, No wonder his songs find
echoes in every other Indian production.

Technically, Devdas is perfect. Highlighting the
picture, in addition to the landscapes and beautiful
natural sceneries, which the camera has recorded in
superb fashion, is the sound-recording.

NADIRA (Urdu)

Producers : Ranjit Movietone Co., Bombay.

Showing At: The Select Talkies, Madras.

Nadira and if you want
of the warring gypsies
The story centres

A welcome picture is
a glimpse of the days
here you have it a-plenty.

E. Billimoria

round three gypsy chiefs—Amir, the father of ;he
beautiful Nadira (Miss Madhuri), Pasha, the‘ h.aug 'ts;
one who wants his son Dilawar Khan (E. Billimoria
should make Nadira his wife, and Kalman t.he unscn.J-
pulous schemer who has designs upon Nadira for his
idiot son. There are rivalry, intrigue and treachery to

net in Nadira but Dilawar Kban wins. Luscious
Nadira is an untamed spoiled darling—almost a shrew.
Dilawar Khan tames her and his theme-.song is:

Tender-hearted stroke a nettle,

It stings you for your pains.

Hold it like a man of mettle,

Soft as silk it remains.

‘The most popular member of the cast is ‘ Charlie”
whose grand sense of comedy injects laughs into the
most commonplace remarks. He receives competent
support from Ghory and Dixit. It is a well-acted
romance with entertaining singing and dancing. A
bevy of beauty swing glittering stars around them and

dance and sing and keep you star-gazing.

The director has seen to it that the dialogue is crisp
and full of laughs and that the actual story has suffi-
cient interest to bridge the gaps between the high-
spots. But the synchronisation is poor in places,
partiéularly in reproducing the sound of horse's
galloping hooves.

The actors and actresses lend life and sparkle to a
rather tall story.

mErorat 1 000,000

ASTROLOGER

& more clients bave !md
oumr remarkable foretelling
Family fame of 25 genera
tions in Astrology. Medals
and Certificates from Mahu-
Rajahs and Zamindars.
Appual life reading weekly
details Rs. 2. Answers f.oy
5 questions about fut_unty
Re. 1, State birtb details or
writirg time. V. P. extra,

pandit N. AMIRTANANDA

M 26 North Mada St.. Mylapore, MADRAS,

T NOT

AN OPPORTUNITY WHL HMUST NO
The renowned ‘Dawson’ Lever Wrist Watch offered
at considerably reduced price for a short period only !
Gusranteed for 5 years. Can be ratumﬁdragdwil;lkl’sp;icee
i i orv even afte .
obtained if fund unsatisfact v even after 3 week's Joe
priced High Class Lever
Wrist Watch that you can
B choose with full confiidence
. to obtain Long and Continy-
ous service with perfect
reliability and accuracy.
Its wonderful design and
pretty small sitze, s;:iox:g
ction and elegant appearance make i1t ¢qual to
?l?::?:vatchec sold elsewhere at four times theG p;’;c;l tod
Bright Nickel Silver Case Rs. 6-8 0. Highly Go A ate
Case Rs. 6-12-0, Above with Radium dial As. s extra,
Sole Agents :— Packaving & postage As. 7 extra,

THE UNION TRADING Co, 2, Dayehatta St. {F). Caleutta
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HOT FROM HOLLYWOOD

How would you feel f your boss caine roumd evary
cvening when you started home from office, patted
you on the back andsaid * Go home and be happy, my
Jdear fellow! You needrest after your hard day's work
and here's to cheer you up! {Here a five-rupee note
comes into your pocket in spite of your mild protesta-
tions)? ' Well, what would you do? At any rate,
how would you feel? Your heart would go out for your
appreciative boss and make you work your hardest,
wouldn’t it? That is what exactly happens at Walter
Wanger's. After the completion of every picture
he writes every member of the cast a personal note
expressing high appreciation of their work and no
wonder he is a star producer.

* * * *

Slim Summerville is an inveterate practical joker
and the butt of his jokes is generally Walter Brennan,
But the tables were turned in a recent set. This
is how :

In one scene Slim was to say : ** How's my baby ? "
with all the affection pouring out of his parental eyes
and Walter Brennan was supposed to bawl like a
fussy child, The camera was fixed and all else ready.
Slim came on and uttered those lines in a most touch-
ing voice quavering with paternal concern, The
answer given has embittered Slim in a manner he
wouldn't forgive Walter for weeks, Do you know
what the ass did? He pulled a raucous donkey's
bray !

* * *

- Binnie Barnes’ recipe of her own luncheon :

Buttermilk—My vitamins; Spinach—my figure;
Salad—my pleasure; Chocolate Pie—my dissipation.
* * *

Fountains of ink have been spilt on deseribing
Modern Times. But here is one in something like a
nutshell, by a seven-year old who sat through the
show. On leaving the theatre, he remarked in disgust
* Charlie Chaplin can’t talk and I can't read ! I had
one heck of a time!” Now, can you beat that for a
description?

» | 4 #*

Like all dads, Chet Morris is a hero to Bjp
"Brooks. Brooks writes little notes and putg ’
Chet's pocket to be read only 1n the eveyfpRe#’
are usually just boyish confidences or sonf)
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the achool anecdote: und accurrencen.  One day Chet
found himeelf stymied - ** Dear Dad, (it read) I would
like very much to have ball-bearing Sally-Walker and
a ball-bearing spiker.” And started trouble for
Mr. Morris, which ended in the studio research depart-
ment coming to his rescue. They were a variety of
tops, two for ten cents spun with a string! And Ches-
ter Morris had spent nearly twenty dollars before he
got it correctly.

* * *

Another of those guys dodging the double tax is
Lionel Barrymore and his little scheme is a home
near Phoenix, Arizona where he lives for six months
and lives the other six months in Hollywood making

pictures.
* * »* *

Things To Know

Jean Harlow always cocks her bead to one side
when she greets you with that smile.

Bill Powell always bows stiff from the waist.

Frank Morgan always knits his eyebrows severely
and looks angry when he walks along in public.

Jan Kiepura loves to have his picture taken with
his moutl wide open.

Charlie Butterworth always looks tired out no
matter where he is or what time of the day.

Carole Lombard pulls down the corners of her
mouth and slides back her scalp when she gets
excited.

* *

If 1 said that a rat in Hollywood stopped a running
train, you would immediately say ' Mickey Mouse’
and go to sleep. But you are wrong. This rat,
christened Archibald, is the personal property pet of
Edith Fellows of She Married Her Boss fame.
Recently she took her companion rat and went on
location, via a train. On the train, ** Archie” sort of
felt like romping apd sneaked out of his box in his
usual rat fashion. When ** Archie” was out, some-
body smelt, well, a rat and immediately there was
pandemonium in the air and panic and havoc among

the passengers. The conductor had stopped -the train
£ mmm%pne to avert a riot,

T Yile %.'s box now bears the inscription in bold

A%

" THAT EVER STOPPED A TRAIN,
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Books on Sex, Health & Happiness, Etc.

itMls if you please, ARCHIBALD “THE

YOGA IN DAILY
LIFE

By
Sri Swami Sivananda Saraswatl.
* Apand Kutir” Rikhikesb.

This is a constant compauion for
all the students of Yoga—Useful for
every day Life—Specially desigaed for
the Spiritual advancement of those
who lead a busy life in the wordly
activities. Illustrated  wherever
necessary. Lxcellent get-up.

Price Rs. 1-10-0
(Pestage As 6 Extra)

How to Live 100 Years—
Explains an entirely New
Science of Living and Heal-
ing. Worth many times its
weight in gold .. 1 8§

Nature Cure Hints from Head
to Foot—Gives simple and
easy drugless methods for
preventirg and curing all
important ailments. Fully
indexed for 1eady reference.

3
o

Married Sex Life—A Guide
for the wife. A complete
manual of invaluable and
indispensable advice to
yecung brides .. 012

Contraception -— (INustrated)
A practical guide discussiog
why and how of Rirth
Control. The book has been
primarily wriiten for the
Jayman, .. 010

[ SEXUAL BEAUTY
| OF THE
FEMALE FORM

HHALE PRICE

Consultatory—

A sct of 3 volumes for the ambiti-
ous man. Gives detailed particulars
for all the Limperial, Proviucial, Sub-
ordinate and other services and all
the Technical, Industrial and Misce-

’ Naneous carecrs open to the Indian
. ) . . | youth. The best reference and Guide-
Don’t miss this opportunty OfI Book for the vnemployed. Complete
booking your order among | €t usual price Bs. 10 - Now for a
the first 500! limited time only. Re. B

Art  Studies by  French
Muasters—

Price Rs. 10 only.

For first 500 copies

B Actual Photographic reproductions
Rs. 5 each.

in a beautiful albums  Rs. 10

KS. 4, RS, A,
Male Sex Problems—vyguth

~and Manhaad.  (Necessary
for all senior students of
ot sociol 'gy.) In this won-
derful, practical new book,
the plain facts of life are
told clearly. e 012

The Hidden Powers in Man—
(3rd Edn.) Recognise Jt-—
Develop It—tse for Your
profit or Pleasure w 2 8
Palmistry and Allied Arts—
By an expeit Palmist .., 1 §
A Manual of Birth Control—
(Dlustrated) 2nd Edition ... 1 ¢
Sex Vice & 11 ro1d it—
book, being written exclu- ej;nd ;::dn o to Avoid it 1
sively in affirmative or - ' . o 0
constructive words ... 0 12| Pleasures of Married Life—
By M. N. Ganesa Aiyer ... 1 ¢

The Secrct of Sexual Blisg—
Illustrated 7th Edn. .. 10

A Guide to Conjugal Happi-

Sure Cure for Masturbation
and the resulting disorders
—A\ god-send for those
youths who are leading a
miserable life dve to past
misconduct. A real life
saver e 2 8

Female Sex Problems—3
book that modestlv reveals
fife’s secrets in the simplest
terms possible. The aim of
this bhook is to grouund
woman ia the facis of sex. 0 12

Secrets of Long Life—The
book is easily the most opti-
mistic  and  constructive

Married Sex Life—A Guide
for the husband, A valu-
able book of instruction,
syinpathy and kindly cond-

How to Keep Good health—
An exposition of the simple
and natural means to regain
Perfect Health . 110

ness—Or the Science of
Sexes. (lllustrated) .. 10

Kissing Theory in Practice— ' Control over Birth—
Dy a Lady Graduate ... 2 0 (lllustrated)

our for young husbands ... 0 8

o 012

e permngey

Sri Dhanam

& Co., P.B. 119, Madras.
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kepd, No, M. 28%.

A New Inte'rextmg '\/Iachme !

llw lluuw Lmemd 10 \musc :md to lnstruct

or — [, ———

! B e . -
‘ }; . - (Complete with flash lamp battery,
- Used in Quite cheap,

» every home and bulb, and circular film

| X within the
in and two lantern slides)

an reach of
3 Western
- Countries ! S SRR every family
| : .

™ze of machine Size of Clear Pictures

"ll "’ll da -
4 3“ ” bll

With good optical effect, suitable for all standard films, with
“Edison Perforation™. Can also be used as Magic lLantern.
You ¢an see and enjoy in your own home a real movie picture.

Price of Machine Rs. 5.8.0

(Reduced 10 k of its ariginal prioeg)

Extra film tape 0--3--0 per yard
5 vards 0--8--0 (Poltage Extm)

lhf‘ l\ushna \ﬂenry P. B. 119, \ladras

Siree, PRI1m1as & PusL1ensd BY & § Vasen A1 Tus Avanva VizaTas Pesed, Mibnas.
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