.....

’ [ -
HUSBAND (to wife) : ¢ So you, too, accuse me of being a {Roadside
Romeo, dear? 1 only gazed at the girl’s sari and thought how nice you R
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PAKISTANI DESIGNS

THE nation is perturbed by the increasing nugﬁgra
of border incidents. It is crystal clear that Pakistan.
is engineering them with sinister ulterior motives. tha: )

has had an accession of strength through the re

flow of arms supply from the United States. Since’ the-
Karachi meeting of the Council of South East Asia-
Treaty Organization, the Pakistan Government has been-
displaying a more aggressive attitude. Having egged on.
the Council to pass a resolution on Kashmir, it is now.
accusing India of violating Pakistani territory.

What exactly is our neighbour’s motive? Are these
incidents just rehearsals of a full-scale attack on India
at some opportune moment ?

Shortly after she proclaimed herself an Islamic Re-
public, her President, Gen. Iskander Mirza, blew hot and

"cold at the same time. He said that war between the two

countries was suicidal for both and asserted that India was
responsible for the border incidents. The whole world knows
that India stands for peace on all fronts; s}1e has refused to
employ force even against Goa. Does Pakistan expect
other nations to take her propaganda at its face value?

In the early stages of the Second World War, Hitler
adopted such tactics. While invading Czechoslovakia apd .
Poland he shouted that Germany was in danger and must be =
saved at all costs. Are we to believe that Pakistan wants a
no-war declaration and that India does not, because “this .-
nation, according to her, is aggressive ? I is a funny move, *
t6 say the least. Two years ago, our Prime Minister called |
upon his counter-part in Karachi to sign a no-war -
declaration.. Pakistan scoffed at it then. Why ? What we -
want noy is not 2 mere declaration. A change of heart on -
_our peighbour’s part is called for.  But we see 1o signs of i
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RAILWAY TRAVEL

In New Delhi, last woeek,
Shri Lal Bahadur Shastri talked
big about the abolition of class
barriers in trains. In his earlier
budget speech he had indicated
that +the third class would
go-rather, it would be upgraded to
second class. The questionis
whether third.class passen-
gers will be given second-class
amenities and whether the fares
will come down to lessen the
strain on the common man’s
purse. Unfortunately, weo have
bitter experience of what this
upgrading implies. What is
described as the first class in the
suburban electric train was once
styled inter class and later on
as second class. There has not
been a single alteration for the
better to merit the new label of
““ Pirst Clags.”

Such socialistic fervour as the
Railway Minister displays seems
What the traveller
wants is speedy and comfortable
travel. Why should we scoff at
those who are prepared to pay
more for amenities ?

There is no harm in oalling a
5pa.de a spade and let third class

' remain third. But the aufhomtles

may turn their attention to '‘the
problem of overcrowding and try
to solve it forthwith. More

trains can be run with advantage..
If fans cannot. be provided for

each compartment, at least water

: for drinking purpose must be
.aade available as also that for
;use, 1n tho clowbs Oprriages

must be cleaned with water ane
disinfectant once a week at leas
and the bugs residing since. thi
advent of the railways. must ba
dislodged. The beggar nuisanoe,
t(ilo must be ended once a.nd fo‘x
o :

The Minister's puritanie md;
for a ban on the sale of sex publ%o‘
ations on railway platforms ‘{
however, understandable. . We.
hope the ban will apply to, ﬁ‘r
magazines in English and™
gional languages, that caYey
misleading sex advertisements.

MADRAS BUSES =

Inthe Madras State Assembly
dissatisfaction was voiced. by
Members with the bus service in
the City. The Ministex .for
Transport promised more speed
and efficiency in another six
months when more vehioles :;'11‘
have been put on the roads,
Meanwhile, he said, Governmen$
intended to run students’ and
officers’ specials durlngthe peak
hours and reduce public incona
venence. As it is, several vehiclag
are far from road-worthy and ag
many are on the sick list. And
those buses that are sent out. of
the depot do not render a full
day’s account. On every
there are two or three }n'.m ]
downs on an average. '

Since the stoppage &f° ‘t ’
trams, citizens of Madras hav
been experiencing considerab
hardships and Government Tran
sport is yet  to rise to the oco
sion. The fleet has heen spreme



over a wide area and new routes

. have been opened but the num-

' ber of vehicles on each route
is far less. There are irritating
and vexatious delays because
conductors take an unconsciona-
bly long time issuing tickets,
and more often than not trips are
cancelled on some ground or
other. The best way to solve the
difficulty would be to hand over
some of the routes to private
operators and withdraw Govern-
ment buses from the mofussil
routes. Clearly, the expectations
raised by nationalisation have
not been fulfilled even after
eight years.

PRESIDENT’S RULE

The fall of the Panampilli
Ministry in Travancore-Cochin
State bas been followed by the

" proclamation of President’s
Rule. A columnist has aptly
described the southernmost State
as ‘‘the France of India. ‘' The
-State Legislative Assembly has
been dissolved.

. The Panampilli Ministry
~¢ame into power in February,
1955 after ousting the Praja-
“Bobialist Party Government,
headed by Sri Pattom Thanu
. Pillai, The latter was a minority
. Ministry, bolstered up by the
+Oongress Legislature Party.
~ Last month six dissident Mem-
- bers walked out of the Congress
_Paity, precipitating its fall.

. This was an unwise move.

"The cause of democracy was-

il :served when these Congress-
o 168 allowed petty issues to
tefoud major considerations. If
iely had grievances against the

Ministry, they had ,0;1
lasddxess
resident and ask for g setle.
ment of  theirp differences.
Thanks to their short-gighted-
ness, the party system in

T.-C. isin a state of suspended
animation,

For a time, however, th e
.Lgf-txst groups  were highly
jubilant at the turn of events
and there was vigorous canva.
ssing. High hopes were entertain.
ed of a L.eftist coalition, But the
Communist Party found itself

unable to form the Government .

when the requisite strength ’
not forthcoming., The lgt Sw%!

was hesitant and undecided for -

a time but on his return fr

Delhi Sri Pattom Thanu Piﬁﬁ
expressed his willingness and
ablht.y to form the Government,
Despite his strenuous efforts
Sri Pillai discovered that he
could command the support

of only 61 members i
of 118, ™8 1n & House

Stability of the party system
is essential for the growth of
democracy. Although it is true
that the people get what they
deserve, a few irresponsible ele-
ments have led to this political
stalemate and stagnation, Group
politics inevitably leads to facti-
on and these must be avoided by
the electorate at all costs, 111
must choose its representatives
with care and forethought. It ig
up to the responsible leaders in
the State to educate public opini.
on and pave the way for the
General Elections coming off
early next year.

themselves to the

"THE NEW STATES

The States Reorganisation
Bill unfolds a new map of India
with fifteen States and seven
. Union - territories. The States
consist of Andhra-Telengana,
Assam, Bihar, Gujerat, Kerala,
Madhya Pradesh, Madras,
Maharashtra, Mysore, Orissa,
Punjab, Rajasthzn, Uttar Pra-
desh, West Bengal, and Jammu
and Kashmir. The Centrally
administered areas are: Bombay,
Delhi, Himachal Pradesh, Mani-
pur, Tripura, Andaman and
Nicobar and Laccadives, Minicoy
‘and Amindive Islands.

w

Government have not altered
their original decision in respect
of Bombay though they have
announced their readiness to
constitute the City into a sepa-
rate State if Maharashtrais ag-
reeable: The Andhra-Telengana
merger was not dictated by the
Union. It is significant that the
leaders of the two areas reached
complete understanding, of their
own accord, and deserve congra-
;tulation by the rest of the
nation. The new Punjab is to
include PEPSU but Himachal
‘Pradesh goes to the Centre, as
suggested by Mr. Fazl Ali,

" There is no reference in the
Bill to the West Bengal-Bihar
merger but the way foritis left
open and an amendement will be
incorporated when the interga-
tion takes place. The idea of
. Dakshina Pradesh has been put
in cold storage. Apparently it
Ahas not caught the imagination of
the public. Zonal Councils and
_‘Regional Committees are to be set
‘4p to protect the interests of
' linguistio minorities. The Prime
‘Minister has already promised

to appoint boundary dornpaissions
to enquire into border .disputes
between States. . This: must
satisfy even those who agitate
for complete and separate ling-
uistic units. s

TO CONTRIBUTORS

The Editor invites short stories,
skits, travel articles and cartoe;
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‘;'NINE months ago, the ‘‘Times
#¥: of India '’ coined a phrase
""Roadside Romeos,” and it has
“#faok on ever since. This tribe
Hag - increased since Independ-
ence. Individual freedom has
degenerated into licence. The
sight of a pretty face unscrews
tha, head of many a male, and
there is mot only girl-gazing but
gir}-chasing as well.

{9 T Bomibay; Delhi, Madras and
v %a;ry other .cities and towns,
- Romeos roam about to feast their
.b¥es on'female limbs and curves
. and have a good time if possible.

- Where there are trams, they will
»teavel from one destination to
i anothéf to” follow a face that
t oatches their fancy. They usually
‘have seasonal passes to enable
them to pursue their hobby. It
!gmwa to be an obsession with
jthem and they find it hard to cure
; themselves of it. Lack of disci.
; pling in the home and self-control
{aco8unt” for this disease of the
tmind. t

In Western countries, they
have:n different name for this
‘kind’ of Don Juan. He is called
'wolf’ and rightly so. His eyes
burn with desire and the whistle
‘he gives for the woman he pur.
‘sue&iak’gown a8 the wolf-call,
Theve is another kind, dubbed as
:the Peeping Tom. He stations

%@_s_g};gggg windows and tries to

I o

Rocdside _Romeos

BY “VISWA”
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have a close loo
their privacy,

_ In Madras and Bo

instance, Romeos entl'ezgéjﬁsgiletx‘gr'
selves on beaches ang parks a.nci
watch the parade of girls decked
in all their finery, ang don't be tv.
an eyelid—rather, even ap ey:
lash. They instinctively seem tq
know where an unprotected
unescorted female goes and‘
how they can pounce upop
the prey. Where Pavements are
over-crowded like thoge on th
Esplanade, some Romeos g o
content with brushing pag:
women, shoulder hitting against
shoulder or foot treading upop
foot.' They derive peculiar gatis
faction from thig ‘assault’ a.nti
walk on without looking back,

k at women in

N

The “Ramayana’ t 3
Lak_shmana never sa.v:ntilgs ;‘:Eat
Of S1§a and whenever he spoke (tm
his sister-in.law he would onl0
look at her feet. In the atom g .
of today things are far differel%te
and equality of the sexes ig dra.w'
Ing more and more girls out f
:l?eu seclusion, o of

ese go fo sch
and take to a cag:l o
livelihood of
parents in distresg, i
tending them for }gﬁzu: ef ma
mothers so that the h oy

must live, has made :;lman face
But they shoulq a,uul:leli soft,.

the danger of looking toq gainst;:

soft

"and theraby inviting unwelcome

attention. To say that several
of them are immodest in dress is
hardly an exaggeration. They
wear the flimsiest of saris, and
jackets that help more to reveal
than conceal their curves. As
jewels usually  enhance the
feminine charm, they are best
avoided by those girls who go
out. The first culprit in giving
them wrong ideas about dress
and sex appeal is the cinema.

There is yet another craze that
gives indirect encouragement to
Romeos and whets the edge of
their appetite. Parents who have

“money to throw away engage
tutors to teach dancing lessons
to their daughters. Nobody would
quarrel with them if girls were

taught to dance and: bedom
strong and supple. .But® the
parents don’t stop there. They
take them to the stage’ and
arrange for public performanced™
It is a new mania . that; hag,
taken hold of the rich and the*
upper middle classes—thé: ged -
appeal that their daughters: g e
use through scanty clothy,
ing, flashing diamonds. &
emphasis on their curves; -«fg
the name of art, they become_
the focus of hungry male ey%
Where is the sense in Bquealix
when things get out of contzd] }

Let us nip the trouble in the ‘
The Romeo nuisance can'.ibe
minimised if our girls learn tade

modest and less provocative'.{(n '

dress and manners. .

vy
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WIEE (to husband) : * What mon
business is this ! You wanted soup

five minutes ago and now you
don’t?” .
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“BEAUTY AND BRAINS!

BY RAM KUMAR

IN these days, actresses who
play minor roles and even
extra girls sometimes pass them-
gelves off as stars. But the

" gtudio, which featured Akash

Vadhani in important roles in
two pictures, tried to put her on
the shelf and wouldn't recognise
her merits. You would say she
wes short, but are there nof
ghort women who are lovely ?
Her beauty and grace haunted
you for days.. She had the most
Wwinsome smile capable of stop-
ing your heart.

She was as sensitive as she
was independent, and having
studied in college, she was care-
ful about accepting the parts
assigned to her. Director More-
shji was very enthusiastic
about this new find and
gave her all the encourage-
ment. He wasa Very shrewd
and far-sighted man and saw in
his protege possibilities of
gtardom and big box-office
returns. So whenever he talked
to her his eyes would sparkle
and his right hand would go to

"his handle-bar moustache.

But Sojjima Devi, the perma-
‘pent star of the Studio, saw in

this move a threat to her own
“geourity and future. She had

the ear of the Producer who pra-
mised to look into the matter. -
He called in Director Moreshji .
and had a heated argument with.
him. The result was that Sojjima
Devi carried the day and the -
starring honours. The Producer
gave Akash Vadhani a stern
look, lectured her on the impor-
tance of going up the ladder step
by step and in his view that
education had nothing much. to
do with success in the film litte.

So the Director threw away all
the stills of Akash Vadhani that
he had intended for publicity,
and did not even mention her -
name in the press hand-out. But®
he was helpless and when he-
tried to explain it to the young'
hopeful she flew into a rage. Shei’
repressed her tears and wentx
straight to the bus stand. And"
there she met Narang who was’
smiling his welcome. L

IT would be impossible to ima.;

gine a more uncouth creature.’:
than Narang. He had a bald:t
patch on the head and a sligh$:
stoop in the back. He was well:
past thirty-five and perhaps::
looked older. But he was charm-"
ing in his manners and drew out "
others intofree and easy con-
versation. He had ths knack of
making women talk te him with.
out any shyness or inhibition,



Akash Vadhani and Narang
sat together but restricted their
convergation to mere inanities.
There were passengers who knew
her by her very appearance to be
an actress and were not only all
eyes but all ears as well.

Back in her little flat, Akash
Vadhani asked her guest to take
his seat i1. the outer room and
chat with her mother overa cup
of tea. The young woman shut
herself up in her bedroom and
g~ve free vent to tears of rage.
She told herself that she wouldn't
set foot in a studio where merit
was not recognised, She cooled
down after a while and collected
her thoughts. She washed her
face in ice-cold water and emer-
ged from her room after a dab of
talcum powder and scent.

¢V 0OU look very lovely and
radiant today,”” said Narang
with undisguised admiration.

*“1 wish, Narang, that my
daughter married and settled
down,” remarked her mother.
* When her father was in the
death-bed I gave him a promise
" that she would be married off
before she was twenty-two. You
know, she is twentyfour now.”

“Your daughter is only twenty.
She doesn't look a day older,”
observed Narang. ‘““And then
what happens to her career?”

‘* Ask her yourself."” shouted
the mother. “I shall go into
the kitchen and bring you
.. refreshments.” '

- Narang turned to Akash

Vadhani. ““Now that your mother
bas expressed her wish, you may
_tell me who is the lucky man,
* Moreshji, or that handsome actor
;. friend of yours . , ."

The young woman waved her
hand to silence him. *Now
Narang, you will be surprised at
what I am going to say. Itwill
be a straight and plain question
and there will be no sentimental
nonsense. Will you marry me 9

Narang was stunned. He
passed his right palm over his
bald head as if his brain was
u.nable to ‘comprehend the full
significance of his question.

“You aren’t joking, Vadhani 9"
P,e demanded in a husky voice.
Iam your silent admirer all
right. :
that I would be worthy of yoy,

If you really mean what you say,

I shall consider myself the
happiest of men, dear, and your
most devoted servant.’’

“1 mean it, Narang,” said
Vadhani, smiling, “and I shall
ask Mother to fix the wedding
this week ?

Narang wiped his eyes; h
gouldn't hold back the tear’s oi"
joy.

ND, true to her word, Nar

and Akash Vadhani v:elig
married. Of course, love must
have_crept into their life after
marriage. Whether
bl}nd or no, Vadhani was not
blind. She was grooming her.
self for a life of glory and publi-
city when she gave her hand to
Na.ra.ng. In brief, he was the
chief publicity officer of the
Muck and Stink Soap Company
and from the day of her marriage
her photo appeared in all their

advertisements in newspapers,

HeL: stunt had its desired effect,
A rival studio grabbed her up for

all its pictures and entered into
& contract,

But I never even dreamt -

love was.

(See page 16)
B INDIA MAGAZINE -

O it had comé

to this. The
small orphanage
of which Brinda
was in charge
. was to close
down. The twen-
ty thousand

Story

ORPHANS
TOGETHER!

children from
other towns and
hospitals, expend-
iture outstripped
income.

The donations,
too, became less

rupees, which frequen?; _and
she had inherited 1151310-1?1 dlmllr)nshed.
h aunt, rinda ecame
f)]ir(;.rgora.t?;i in no BY MUKTESHWAR desperate, She -
time The orphan- confined her

age started with five children and
expanded to fifty in  three
years. Brinda lavished her care
and affection on each little kid,
and the little ones loved her
;a8 their own mother.

But running an orphanage was
no joke especially when there
was no state or public aid.
Brinda, being an orphan, had
made up her mind to spend her
aunt’s money on the care of un-
olaimed children. Soon after she
left college her aunt died, and
with rare courage and initiative
she opened the '‘ Shisu Mandir.”
Nurses were engaged, half a
dozen cows were bought to
gnsure a regular supply of milk
for the children, and there were
gervants, of course, to look after
them. Hospitals in the town
banded over thechildren that

. were left by mothers who died
. after confinement or who were

too poor to look after them,

People in the town slowly
began to appreciate the splepdld
humanitarian service that Brinda
was doing. Anonymous doqa-
ions and gifts were pouring 1n,
E.nd on anniversaries and impor-
tant days Brinda ci;:cularlsed
printed lists of receiptse and

expendifure. But_when the in.
stigution opened. its door ta
© rDLA. MAGAZIN ™

worry to Dev, the young doctor,
who came every day to give a
free check-up to the children.

“I knew, Brinda, that you were
getting beyond your depth but
you have committed yourself to
this kind of service. And you
couldn’t retreat.”

“ At the most,” said the young
woman, ‘‘ the institution can run
on fora month. It would be
foolish to ask for more credit
when you are aware you have no
means of meeting further obliga-
tions.”

* That is indeed a sad state of
affairs,”” agreed the doctor,

“I am discharging two servants
today and one of the five nurses.
I shall have to make do with the
rest.”

““And then?” queried the
doctor ashe finished his examina-
tion of Kishan, the one-year.old
infant. ** This fellow, Brinda,
needs extra attention if he is to
become strong. Feed him on
glucose, and give him this powder
in honey. See, he is treating
me to an inimitable smile and .
doesn't care whether his tempera-
ture is high or normal.” )

Brinda bent low over the baby
and cooced. ‘‘He isa darling,



doctor, and my latest heart.
throb. I am glad you like him,
too. When the hospital superin-
tendent brought him in, he
said his mother had abandoned

- him one night and all efforts to
trace her were futile. I don't
know how she had the heart to
leave this little angel, I think
Kishan will be mine evenif I
have to close down the orpha-
nage,”

“80 you have decided, after
&ll? " asked the doctor, raising
hig head.

For a time their faces were dis.
turbingly close and each looked
into the other's eyes.

“What else can a woman in
my positiondo? I have been
trying not to think aboutit. Am
I not like the ostrich that buries
its head in the sand?” She
laughed but could hardly hide
the tears that welled up in her
eyes.

Dev patted her
on the shoulder as
if to comfort her,
then withdrew his
hand suddenly
when he knew
that it was an un-
warranted liberty
- he was taking.

But she ignored
it and hastened
into the office
room to answer
a telephone call,
The doctor took
his suit-case and
hurried out.

Next week came
Sarvodhaya Day
Brinda was gar-
landing the por-
" traits of Mahatma

Gandhi and other national
leaders. 1t was a day gacred
to her in more senses than
one. Her father had been ar-
rested during the Quit India
Moyement and  contracted a
serious illness in jail, which con-
fined him to bed even after hig
release. And he breathed hig

last on Sarvodhaya Day six years
ago.

Since Brinda’s mother had pre-
deceased her father, her old aunt
who was a rich widow took care
of the young girl and sent her to
college. Her own plight as an
orphan had often caused Brinda
to think of the miserable 1ot of
young ones who had neither
mother nor father. Therein lag
the origin of the orphanage. She
had thrown herself heart and
soul into this noble work,

But now the young woman was
fighting against overwhelming
odds. Bitter was her realisation

tj hat between.
ideals and reali-

vast unbridge-
able gulf. She
sat down ati
her table to
work on a plan

orphanage step
by step. How
was she going

to part with the

selves to her?
She couldn't
bear the very”
idea and burst
into a flood of .
tears, A
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ties there was a -

for closing the -

precious little .
ones who had"
endeared them. '

She composed herselt aiter a
while and began to work out her
ideas. First she would drafta
circular which she would send
round to other orphanages,
enquiring whether they would be
prepared to absorb the children
of ‘ Sishu Mandir.” Of course,
little Kishan would be hers and
not all the power on earth
could separate them. She was
positive about it. The next stage
would consist in disposing of the
cows, discharging the nurses and
the boys and selling the furniture.

These thoughts were so oppres-

- sive that she wanted to escape.

Oh, she had almost forgotten!
She had promiscd to attend a
dance recital given by Malathi,
sister of Dr. Dev. She was a
popular artiste. She was a beauti-
ful girl whose body was as supple
as it was graceful. To see her
move on the stage, reflected
Brinda, wasitself a pleasure,

* The public simply raved about

her beauty of form, expressive
gestures and wonderful rhythin.
And thousands attended her per-
formances every time.

She threaded her way with
great difficulty to the front row.
Malathi, seeing Brinda, stopped
for a moment and bowed to her
with a smile while Dr. Dev
received her and showed her to a

vacant chair.

But Brinda found to her morti-
fication that she had come at the
fag-end of the performance. How
stupid and thoughtless of her to
sneak in when it was oo late !
The District and Sessions Judge,

Mr. Bhargava, who presided on

the occasion, rose fram his cl}‘aix
and addressed a few words. ' It

would be impertinent of me,.

TAINTA MANAZINE,

brothers and sisters, td #peak in ™
praise of Miss Malathi, thé great
danseuse of all-India fame. At
her specific request, I have
pleasure in announcing that the
entire proceeds of this evening's
performance will be handed over
to the ** Sishu Mandir *’ of which
Srimathi Brinda is the Superin.
tendent. The collections amount
to Rs. 22,000, and here is the
cheque which I have the honoyy
to present to Srimathi Brinda.”’

Brinda looked dazed on hearing -
these words but the doctor whis:
pered to her to go on the stage
and accept the cheque. Mechani.
cally she went up and took the:
slip of paper, held out by the
Judge, to the accompaniment ‘of
thunderous applause. .

That night when the docter
called at the orphanage, Brinda
was radiant and smiled grate.
fully at Dev. “ You and your
sister have saved the orphanage
and the children,” she gushed,
" But why didn't you tell me

beforehand, Dev 2"’ lf ba

The young man smiled, * You -
forget, Brinda, that there iss
string attached to this aid. Don's’
you know, I, too, am an orpbah
and my sister’s wish is that yon -
and I should pull together.

Perhaps it is too sudden 2", . '~

Brinda threw her arms i&ﬁﬁ&“f
his shoulders, “'I fell in fova’
with you when I met you for the
first time. These orphans need;
foster parents to look after them, .
don't you think ? ” she smiled, .

He kissed heron the lips‘by‘-ﬁ
way of answer, | D 3
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'PICKPOCKETS,

BEWARE!

In Madras City the Police will soon be exhibiting slides to show

the various tricks and stratagems adopted by pickpockets. The

Sfullowing article illustrates some of the methods of the light-
fingered gentry in America.

BEWARE of dips, shills, hooks

and stalls, Or, translated
from the language of the light-
fingered folk, beware of pick-
pockets.

Take New York City, for
example. In 1950, when 901 pick-
pockets were arrested, the
average stolen wallet contained
between %5 and ¥25. Today it
holds from $50 to $700. Arrests
hdve dropped about 75 per cent in
the last five years, but many of
the oldtimers with long records
have leftto work out-of-town
‘where local policedon't know
them.

The exodus of these citizens
~ can be ascribed in part to a drive
by the 20 men and seven women
"’6f the New York Police Depart-
thent’s’ Pickpocket Squad who
know all their haunts and have
mastered all their tricks, So pro-
ficient have they become, that the
squad has been called on for help
by police of other cities whenever
mass meetings are under way.

. 'When the Chief of the Squad
describes the activities of the
light-fingered citizenry, he is apt
to fall into the swing of their
. argot.

' “here are fewer dips in the
- racket today, partly because our
) men are ore experienced, and

partly because the judges are
handing out stiffer raps. Most of
the oldtimers are playing the
hayseed towns, and we've got the
rest pedalling backwards,”

When a pickpocket mob goes
into action, it works with all the
co-grdination of a football back-
field.

“Sometimes a stall (a shill,
setup, or girl) stands in front of
the mark (victim, or sucker)
while the hook (the wire, or
pocketpicker) goes in under the
coat, He shades his duke (cover
his hand) with his newspaper
and spreads his coat for a,r;
umbrella, unbuttons the pocket
and his forefinger slips in. ’

“If the oakus (poke, pig, or
wallqt) is lying on the side, he
tops it (turhs it on end). Thumb
and forefinger then grab the pig.
The mark doesn’t feel a thing.”

Pickpockets never take more
chances than necessary, The
moment the wallet is out it is
slipped into the folded news.
paper. The pickpocket's assis.
tant comes from behind, takes the
paper, tucks it under his arm and
walks away. The girl gets out
of the victim’s way and the pick-
ppc]get does a reverse. If the
victim should get suspicious, it’s

INDIA MAGAZINE

too late—he can only grab the
‘wrong man.

The inside coat pocket is a
safer place to keep your wallet
than the hip pocket. If it’s in the
inside pocket the pickpocket has
to work “ kissing the dog,” or
facing the victim. But they even
manage that.

The first step is unbuttoning the
coat. Here another mob member,
known as a ‘‘stall” helps by
bumping into the victim to
attract his attention. The pick-
pocket holds his newspaper so as

"to cover the unbuttoning. In this
play, the man who did the bump-
ing takes the wallet and walks
away, leaving the pickpocket
clear.

A good pickpocket can robyou
without even touching you with
hig hands. Suppose you are in a
subway or trolley car wearing a
stickpin. You start reading the
car ads. The pickpocket slips his
his newspaper under the stickpin
and lifts it out. The pin slides
down the center crease of the
paper right into his partner’s
hand.

There are five kinds of pick-
pockets and it's not often one
will switch from one branch of
the work to another. It takes at
least a year of hard work to be-
come a good ‘‘hook,” while it
requires little more than nerve to
be a first-rate assistant.

The cleverest pickpocket, is

: the pantspocket worker. Usually

b he talks arenas and subway
stations,

“The most pathetic type is the
fob-pocket worker. Invariably
he's an old-timer with a long

record. Wheénever there «i¢:.a
window demonstration Qﬁd
crowds collect to watch, the 14
timer standing at the - c:},‘i
sl_ngles out his mark, pulls ‘¢ é
his handkerchief and pretendso
blovs_7 his nose. Ashe steps next
to his victim, he covers his hand
with the handkerchief while his
fingers slip into the change
pocket of the victim’s jacket. At
most all he can steal ‘s énoﬁ’é’ﬁ
for a night’s flop on the Bowery.

“The most dangerous type, of
pickpocket is the lush workey,
He usually operates at night ..om
trains, on subways and on side
streets where the saloons are.
Lush workers usually go in pairs.
They carry sharp knives or razog
blades to cut the victim’s pocket
if they can't get the wallet easily,
and in this way lots of throats
get cut.” o

The last two types are the bag
opener, usually a woman operat-
ing in crowded department storés,
and the patch-pocket worker,
usually a young-lad dipping into
women's pockets when they are
busy shopping. '

IRRELEVANT!

A young lad was up befors
the judge on a stolen car charge,
and the prosecuting attorney had
just solemnly read the charge
in the indictment to him. .

The prosecutor theén ques-
tioned : ““ Are you guilty or not
guilty 2 L

Shifting nervously, the lﬁ
demanded, ‘‘ Well, S8ir, isn’t
that exactly what we're about %o -
find out? ”’ o CoT



THE THOUGHTLESS HEN!

THIS is a very amusing tale
- which teaches its own lesson.
A "hen trod on a duck’s foot.
8he:did not mean to do it, and
it:did mot hurt th> duck much.
Bat the duck said, “I'll pay
you for that!”

8o the duck flew at the old
hen, but as she did so her wings
struck an old goose, who stood
by. The goose got angry and
flew at the duck. While doing
go, her foot tore at the fur of
a cat dozing nearby. The cat
lost her temper and started for
the " goose but her foot was
caught in the woolly coat of
a sheep.

"The sheep jumped at the cat
- but her foot hit the foot of
a dog who was basking ona
garbage heap. But Doggie woul-
dn’t keep quiet. He bounded
forward with a loud bark and
his leg struck an old cow who
stood chewing the cud by the
foniee. The cow danced about in
‘anger - and she happened to
graze the skin of a horse.

" Thers was a lot of noise and
confusion with the horse flying
at the cow, the cow at the dog,
etc. etc.

L Hi, hil What's all this?”
.oried the old man who was

fn charge of that big farm,
‘You may stay there,” he cried
to the ‘hen. He drove the duck
to the pond, the googe to the

field, the cat to the bush, the .-

sheep to her fold, the dog to the
house, the cow to the shed and;;
the horse to the stable. And go
all their good times were over
because the duck would
not overlook a little hurt which
was not intended.

A little explained
A little endured,
A little forgiven,
The quatrel is cured, v

BEAUTY AND BRAINS |

—From page 10

You may say it wag mean of
that woman to use her husband
for such ends but I don't agree
Narang is the happiest among.
husbands today and very proud‘
of his wife. He runs a different"
publicity campaign now. Hig
own photo is appearing in adver.
tisements for a hair restorer! yr .

SOME MODERN MISERS!

AN old, wily woman shuffled
along the line of battered
garbage cans in a New York's
Hell’s Kitchen street. A dingy
black dress, caught at the waist
line with a length of rope, hung
loosely about her gaunt body.

A tattered shawl covered her
head. Her feet showed, blue
and knotty, through manifold
breaks in a pair of shoes de-
signed for male wear. She halted
before an overflowing can and
poked at its contents with a
short stick. Her bony hands
lifted a loaf of mildewed bread
from the garbage can and tucked
it into her frayed reticule. Other

stops added to her gleaning. She
lifted the hem of her a’ncient
skirt and such prizes as were

- crowded out of the reticule she
~ dropped into this improvised

knapsack, - clucking a monoto-

nous comment on the virtues of
" each one, writes Dugal O’liam
+ in Man's World,

Satisfied that her morning's
marketing was complete, she
tottered off, cackling to herself,
her eyes darting back and forth
in narrow slits. Often she had
found coins by keeping her eyes
on the sidewalk. .

Into a stairway off Ninth Ave-
nue on 38th Street she turned:
and made her way grumbling up”
three flights. On the third land-
ing she proceeded to the rear of’
the building, opened a rough,
moisture-eroded door with &
huge, iron key and shuffled in. °

Found Dead

The following morning some-
one heard groaning in her flat, |
Neighbours broke in and found:':
her in & comatose state. Unevita-"
ble policeman arrived and she was;"
dispatched to Manhattan's Belle~
vue Hospital, a city institution
across town. There she wag
placed in a charity ward. B

Twenty-foar hours later
Johanna Meyer was dead, of"
malnutrition. What she had’



managed to gather from the gar-
bage cans to add to the few pen.
nies’ worth of cheap vegetables
and second grade meats purcha-
sed at Paddy's Market, that
odoriferous and noisy cluster of
pughcart emporia beneath the
Ninth Avenue elevated, had not
been suff ‘snt to preserve life in
her wactc ' body.

Big Fortunc

Shiwasis not yet ready for
~ decent nterment before New
. York’s police began the inevi-
" table checking of her life. Some-

one prowling through her rat-in-
fested flat graced by an almost
bare bed and an antique wood.
burning stove, came upon a tin
box. He pried it open and found,
in addition to several thousand
dollars in cash, more than two
hundred thousand dollars worth
of government bonds and $3,100
in matured coupons in addition
to a bank book showing deposits
in a checking account of approxi-
‘mately % 10,000.

Not only this, there were deeds
and leases for properties in her
Hell's Kitchen environs amount-
ing to many thousands of dollars
more so that the total wealth of
this doddering creature who died
rather than touch her hoardings,

~even for food, amounted to
somewhere around ¥300,000—
more than a quarter of million
in gilt-edged property, bonds,
coupons and actual cash.

A Will Too!

- There was & will, too. It pro-
vided $10,000 each for two
nieces and stipulated that the
remainder of the estate be devid-
‘sd among a number of a chari-
i#ies, the names of which were

listed in & flowing legal h
among the will's codi(ﬁls. and,

They are a clan and breed
strangely apart in this comp-
lex world, these modern migers
About such idiosyncrasies aé
theirs, a Dickens might weave a
fantasy infinitely more arresting
than the tale of the miserable
Scrooge. Because of the Ameri.
can social structure, where g
man has the privilege of going
about his own business (and a
woman too) without actual con.
tact with his fellow man, their
existence is made simple ang
their deceptions tremendously
encouraged.,

Incredible
The number and habitats of

- these astounding persons are in.

credible. They have g

existed, but since the lvggg
depression they seem to have
grown in number and avidity
Even the government relief agen:
cies have been duped into extend.
ing a helping hand to many of

"them and the help thus acquired

hasdbeen added to the hoard al.
ready reposing in some

hut or darkened flat Waitigéogxrﬂy
that inevitable day when itz
owner must depart this mundane
life and leave it, amid wretched
lamentations, to the mercies of
those who will merely spend it,

It is not peculiar to New York
or Toronto, or Londo n,
Chicago, or San Francisco, 0:’
any of the other great centres of
po?ulatxon. this vice of accumu.
lating dormant monae y. It

reaches even to the plains and -

the serrated mountains i i

. . . 1n h
slightly pixilated pxosp::t;i};
sta:b the rocks for hidden gold
veins. It comes to light in the

lowly hovels of the South’s
tobacco roads and in the stern
forests of Maine and Wisconsin
and Canada.

Hidden Treasurs

Nor is the art entirely forgot-
ten in Europe and England,
where it appears to have origi-
nated. Even so recently as
November of 1937 a spinster
named Jennie Oxley was found
dead in @ one-room flat in
Hutchinson Street, Manchester,
a squalid stench-bound hole fit
only for swine. When the place
was duly searched preparatory
to fumigating, the searchers
came upon ¥400,000, hidden
away in cracks beneath the rot-
ting floors. Fifteen relatives
with whom the ancient spinster
would have absolutely nothing
to do, divided it gleefully among
them.

Again, in Cleveland, Ohio, in
the same year, William C,
Martin, a roustabout day labou-
rer in a steel mill, whose gross in-
come never exceeded 2,000 an-
pually, departed this vale of
tears when his oppressed physi-
cal being refused to go farther
on the meagre sustenance he
allowed it. When the usual f}:isk-
ing of his lodgings ensued, sixty-
two thousand dollars was un-
earthed, a discovery which led
his superior at the steel mill to
observe ‘' Bill was the savin'est
man I ever saw.”

There is the case of Mrs.
Bertha de Meyer of Chicago,
who is not to be confused with
Mrs. Johanna Meyer of Hell's
Kitchen. Mrs. de Meyer lived
in Chicago where violence seems
always to be a stride or so ahead
of the rest of the country.

Two man crept into Mrs. de-
Meyer's room while she slept,
arranged a picture wire around
her neck and then told her that
at any minute it might tighten
up and seriously cripple her
respiratory functions if she didn's
tell them where to find hexr
money. When she refused, the
wire fulfilled all their gloomy
prophecies and Mrs. de Meyer
expired, croaking defiance. They.
picked up considerable of her.
hoarded wealth, but in their-
haste overlooked %2,500 which’
she had judiciously spread be--
neath her kitchcn linoleum to
reduce the wear and tear on that
property. .
Violent Ends

Again in 1927, a year which
seemed singularly productive of
violent ends for -misers, Benja.
min Buchlazer, 57, was stabbed
to death in his combined ice and
coal emporium and studio in a
New York basement by persons
who knew him to be a hoarder.
To their great dismay they dig..
covered that he kept his $30,000
savings in a bank, an unusual
weakness among his kind, and
since embarrassing questionsg
might have been asked if they
presented claims for %he sum at"
the teller's window, they de..
parted the community. '

Out in Towa a number of years
ago lived three brothers. Their
names were William, John and’
Henry Iwers. The frugality of
their lives was noted even in a'.~‘1
state which places a high px_-e.“f4
mium on financial conservatism, -
Like all farmers, they kept 5
number of cows, chickens andég
pigs.
The brothers worked hud‘~§'§§
they carted much produce o
market; they got money for i,



but tney spent notning ana otten,
.. when winter came, the brisk
~ lowa breezes found ready ingress
to the Iwers anatomies by means
of increasing clefts in venerable
pantaloons handed down by
preceding generations of Iwers
males.

Ultimately a pneumonia-laden
breeze of the severe winter of
1930 found its way through such
an orifice in the raiment of
William Iwers and he went to
his reward. Five years later a
similar mishap overtook John,
who was said to have been
wearing still the selfsame pan-
taloons that led to William’s
demise at the time, and he died.
A year later Henry passed on so

. that by May of 1936 the Iwerses

were all gone and and the weary
_wardrobe rested.

Farm Dug Up!

. Bankers, merchants, neighbours
and others, burning with the
urge to know what had become
of the money these brothers had
taken out of Tipton tills, began
faverishly to spade up the Iwers
“property. Within a week they had
"unearthed ¥200,000 in silver and
good certieficates, uncashed che-
quas on Iowa Municipal bonds

- and various other forms of nego-
tiable pulp products.

The Iwers farm thus turned
‘out to be one of the most

roductive in the history of
-Jowa, a state renowned for its
‘agrarian miracles.

;. Ten years ago John R. Keys,
» one-time resident of Philadel.
‘phia, where he boasted to friends
“that he lived on $1.27 a week
“(you could have a helluva time
in Philadelphia on one twenty-
seven & week if they didn't

il i

charge twentyfive cents t

into the Zoo) died in HOI?OhglfItl
whenpe he had made hig way by
working as Supercargo of some
sort on a freighter,

When hig Honoluly ; i
which he had lived ?)‘Illalfrr:ailn
c%xeese, milk and an occa.sionai
pineapple, were searched, bank
notes and other inanimate autho.
rities were discovered to prove
that he had ¥800,000 in bonds

‘and other securities |

In Old Newspaper

There is reason to believe that
a person does not have to spend
a great deal of money to live in
Vancouever, B.C., but when the
facts became known, after her
death, there was a feeling that
Mrs, Katherine Pike of that
solid settlement rather overdid
it. I}: was the year 1934 when
she died and mourners, browsing
among her effects, uncovered
bank credits of $217,000 in hep
name. They also found ¥23,000
in cash, wrapped in olq news.
papers and di%tributed about the
premises, probably a pre i
taken by.Mrs. Pike, w%o%aucfrlng
been active in Eagtern society
against someone dropping iI{
unexpectedly after the banks
had been closed and finding her

without the price of
chop or two. 1 extra

Grondma, Henrietts

lived on Fulton Street in Bcl:'goﬂ}:
lyn and there probably isn’t apn
area in America where the
known possession of as little as
twenty-five centg can get you a
fractured gkul] quicker. Aj]
about her cellar abode We.re the
meanest of flop hougeg and smoke
Joints and her neighbourg were
in the main, the most vicioys
and depraved to b
where,

ious
e fou nd a,ny.

of a once tremendously wealthy
merchant, kept $200,000 in cash,
gecurities, diamonds, rubies ar}d
all manner of precious stones in

kan old crockery pot ip a trap
¢ door safe in her squalid apart-

ment for twenty years. Natu-
rally the sum accumulated to a
certain extent during the time
because she picked the garbage
cans ag Johanna Meyer did and
when she died it was from
exposure from shovelling snow
from the sidewalk in front of
her place, attired chiefly in a
tattered black cape with a string

“around it and a ragged turkish
)éowel which served for a shawl,

ELEPHANT'S REVENGE

ONE of nature’s most interest-

ing riddles is being investi-
gated by members of an
animal-loving organization in
Berlin. They're trying to find the
answer to the question: ‘'How
long do birds and beasts remem-
ber ?”

. Research has revealed that
lephants and monkeys often
Possess astonishingly good
memories. But to say that an
elephant never forgets is inaccu-
rate, An expert recently

‘produced evidence proving that

the elephant often quickly
forgets a harm or & wrong done
to him,

Here's a true story of an

‘elephant that did nof forget. A

%;Jolish boy gave the elephant a
"Coconut shell half filled with

lime. The animal swallowed it,
suffered agonies as a result—but

‘survived,

After Five Yeart

Five years passed. Then it
chanced that the elephant was
brought by its Indian owner into
the same village where it had
been given the lime. The boy,
although now a grown-up lad,
was spotted in the crowd by the
elephant which ran amok and
picked him up by its trunk, The
elephant then killed him by
dashing him to the ground,

Many dogs have pretty good
memories, but a dog can loge its
memory. In 1948, a Johannes-
burg woman’'s Scottish terrier
was run over by a car near
Roodepoort and afterwards did
not respond to her commands or
even seem to know her, says a
British weekly.

Horses also remember. Van
drivers have commented upon
the alacrity with which a horse
accomplishes its return journey
after a day’s work. It seems to
know it is going to its stable.

A man who served in the
R.A.8.C. (tHiorse Transport) du-
ring the first world war recalls
that his unit was encamped in a
field outside a small French
village early in 1915. Nearly a
year later, while trekking from
the Somme to Belgium, they
passed the old field and every
pair of horses in the convoy,
remembering the place, attemp.
ted to turn into the gate.

PUPPY'S PRANK |

Into the kitchan of the Essex
house which is his home trotted .
three-months-old Peter, an Alsa-
tian puppy. Washing up was in
full swing and Peter felt boged.



Poet’s Corner

SUCH IS LIFE!

I HAVE lived and I have loved;
I have waked and I have sleept ;

I have sung and T have danced ;
I have smiled and I have wept;
I have won and wasted treasure;
I have had my fill of pleasure ;
And all these things were weariness
And some of them were dreariness.
And all these things but two things,
Were emptiness aud pain;
And Love—it was the best of them;
And Sleep—worth all the rest

of them.

—From the Edifor’s Scrapbook.

Then the puppy saw some-
thing sparkle. It was a £320
diamond engagement ring belon-
ging to a guest of Peter’s
mistress. She had taken it off
and laid it on a kitchen table
before helping with the washing
up.

Petoer pawed it, liked the look
of it and swallowed it. When the
ring’s owner discovered her loss,
Peter was at once suspected. He
was taken to an animal clinic,
where the ring was recovered
with a long pair of stomach
forceps. Peter emerged from
his ansmsthetic without ill effects,

WHEN EAGLE ATTACKS

The terrific power in an
eagle’s talons was grimly
demonstrated recently when a
Highland shepherd, bending to
look at an eagle which had been
shot and wounded, was attacked
by the bird. It fixed one set of
its talons in the shephard's neck
and would not releaso its grip

‘until its foot was shorn off,
[ Y "

-8® N

Hares, wild cats and rabbite
die quickly from the constriction
of the eagle’s talons alone. The
grip is a locking one, When the
bird bends its legs to take a hold,
a ribbon-like muscle at its kne
locks its grip, which can only be
relaxed by the bird’s limbs.

It is unusual for eagles to
attack humans unless they are
provoked, but in 1937 a farmer in
Sassari, Sardinia, was horrified
to see an eagle swoop down on
his fourteen-month-old son and
carry the child away in its
talons. oy

Fortunately the farmer had his
rifle and managed to hit tigd
eagle. It fiuttered to earth,
still holding the child, and a
second shot killed the bird,

The talons were embedded in
the thick woollen coat the child

was wearing, and he was unhar-
med.

Carried Boy!

In 1924 a boy of fourteen,
playing golf at Chatham, Ont
rio, wasg lifted six feet in th#
air when an eagle pounced on
him.

The boy’s clothing gave way
and he dropped to the grass. The
bird attacked him again but
became enmeshed in a barbed
wire fence and was killed,

. One of the traits of the eagle
is its habit of carrying to its nest
odds and ends to decorate -it. An

nest, a cable in another.

electric bulb was found in ora

Shells, stones, a picture-frame,

a gold watch, an old tyre, have .

all been found, and almost every
nest contains a plant or flower, -

 Pilots have seen eagles flying. factory in Deptford, London.
at 9,750 feet above the earth. With one assistant he rolled the

Their marvellous

?",{they were soaring.

Some  eagles  attain
tremendous wing-spread

soven or eight feet, their main
or primary feathers being

twenty inches long.

NEW PEAK
Every year United Kingdom
tobacco consumption touches a
new peak—thanks to the popula-
rity of the cigarette.
... Yet it is only just a hundred
ears ago that the idea of popu-
larizing the cigarette was born.
Some historians date them
back to 1799 when Napoleon was
besieging Acre and ome of
Suleiman Bey’s artlllerymgn,
with the communal tobacco pipe
destroyed, had the idea of r.ollmg
gome tobacco in the ﬁne India
paper used for making gun-
powder spills.
. Others say that an Egyptiap
ﬁldier adopted the same exped'l-
ent during Ibrahim Pasha's
campaign against the Turks in
1832. Certainly in the f_irst half
of the century the habit spread
throughout Europe and the
Russian and Turkish dominions.
Englishmen, however, stuck to
their pipes a'r}d c_1ga1:.s——the
* cigarette was foreign and
therefore. faintly suspect. But
* all that began to be changed
after 1854 when a young Scot,
sapobert Peacok Gloag, acting as
mmporary paymaster to. the
Turkish forces in the Crimea,
: gaw soldiers rolling cigarettes.
| Returning from the war,
" wnung Gloag opened a one-room

eyes have
been known to detect a rabbit them locally,
. three miles from the spot where

first cigarettes by hand. selling
He had shrewd

commercial instincta,
He noted how Englishmen

the Were used to biting their pipe
of stemsand gripping their cigars

with their teeth. He, therefore,
put hard cane tips on the end of
his thick, stumpy ‘‘gaspers,”
advertising them as ‘‘the ciga-
rette you can bite on "’

LATEST ADDITION!

It is on record that a man can:

Live without sleep for 155 hours ;
live without water for 22 days; -
live without food for 75 days;
hold his breath for 20 minutes, 5
seconds; stay under water for 6
minutes, 29 seconds; live inaheat
of 120 degrees centigrade (248
degrees Fahrenheit); glide for
465% miles ; climb without oxygen
to 74,000 feet ; dive below water
to 500 feet ; run (in 59 days) 5,625
miles; walk on his hands 16
miles a day for 55 days; hike on
stilts 31 miles a day; squat on
for 58 days, 14 hours, 34
minutes ; parachute jump from
30,800 feet,.

And cominit suicide at the rate
of 100,000 per bomb !

DANGER THERE!

Snoring is now considered
jusification for = divorce in
some parts of America, and
doctors consider that it ig
certiinly capable of ruining the
hap .iest marriage.

Bicausc it is regarded as some.
thing comic, the snorers
themselves have difficnity in
having their complaint taken
seriously, and the sufferers from
the snoring have even lesg
chance.



' HIMALAYAN MYSTERY:

[Even the successful Everest Expedition has not been able
to scotch rumours about the Abominable Snowman.

This article about the great Himalayan mystery will
be read with considerable interest.]

THE mystery originated very
fittingly with the first Mount
Everest expedition, the recon-
naissance of 1921. The leader,
Col. Howard Bury, came across
foot prints on 1 21,000-ft. pass
north.east of the mountain.

In an article telegraphed to
London, he referred to this and
to the assertion of the Tibetan
porters that they were-tracks of
the “Wild Men of the Snows.”
In order to disown such a ridicul-
ous belief Col. Howard Bury
added several exclamation marks
but such marks are not trans-
mitted by teclegraph and the
statement was received at its
face value by the Press.

Thus the prodigy became
widely known and it soon
. acquired a more appropriate
* label. Oe returning to Darjeeling
the porters were questioned by
& Mr. Henry Newman. They
gave him the Tibetan name for
the Wild Men—*‘ metch kangmi "
—"“kangmi” meaning snow-
men and the word “‘metch” filthy,
disgusting, or abominable. They
described how they preyed on
men or yaks according to their
size—for there are two kinds,
how their feet were turned back-
wards to enable them to climb
easily—just as a car climbs best
in reverse and how their hair
‘was long.

Mr. Newman thought thes
creatures must be outlaw_
huhng from justice, but
it is not necessery to go to 21,000
ft. for that. Even Tibetan

justice is not likely to follow one ..

so far above the snow-line,

In 1930 on the summit of ¢,
17,000-ft. pass in Ladakh, @'
British officer met a man com-
pletely naked except for a loin
cloth. It was bitterly cold and
snowing gently. When he
expressed some natural asto.
nishment he met with the reply
given in perfect English: *“ Good
morning, sir, and a hag
Christmas to  you’ The halx)‘gg
traveller was an M.A. of an
English university and was on a
pilgrimage. He explained tha.ﬂ
one soon got used to the cold

and that many Hindus did the
same thing.

Nevertheless, these ascetics
will not be found far from the
beaten track or from human
habitation. and most of the
strange tracks reported have
becn seen in extremely remote
places. Between the two wars
when travellers were active ir;
the Himalayas, many such were
seen and sometimes photograph,
ed over a wide area, from the
upper Salween in the east
through Sikkim and Garhwal:

(See page 73)
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Story

~ ENDLESS

BY JASMINE HARPER
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BLOSSOM!
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TOM married when he was
twenty-five, and Jack, who
was about the same age, acted as
best man—an office which he ful-
filled with the unruffled efficiency
that characterised him. He kis-
sed the new Mrs. Tom at the
. correct moment, told himself
that she was certainly a peach,
but that Tom was an ass, and
consumed precisely the amount
of inexpensive champagne that
could be relied upon not to result
distressingly next morning.

Whersupon the couple went to
Eastbourne, and Jack departed

Tom was of his youngsters, now
with the addition of the latest
arrival, four in number.

In writing to announce the
happy event, Tom voiced an invi.
tation.

“WHY,” he wrote, ‘‘don’t you

take a holiday soon, you
beastly Yankee millionaire,
come over and stay with us ?
What we call English summer
will have rained itself into office
in about four months, and by
that time Kitty will have brought
the new arrival, and the house,

family happiness.

secretly, of course!

Jack and Tom were the best of pals and worked in
the same firm. Soon, however, they were engaged in a
scramble: Jack went to America to earn dollars and
the other remained in England to have a home and
When they met again they were
gushing with pity and sympathy for one another—

for America. For Jack saved care-
fully, had distinct ideas about a
Big Future. He could afford to
be enterprising; he was single.

The emigrant prospered. He
.lived  interestingly, happily,
and at high pressure for the next
ten years, and built up a profit-
able contracting business. He
was proud of this child of his
brains and energy—as proud as
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back to some kind of discipline,
Come over and see what an ass
you've been in thinking that
scrambling for dollars is more
fun than building up happiness
onthe shoulders of a bunch of
kids. I'd like to see your ugly,
plutocratic mug again and show
you the new gang, who are

deeply interested in their rich
but fat-headed Uncle Jack away
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in the vviid. and Vvoolly West,
Tom Junior, by the way, is
firmly convinced that you wear
hairy trousers and an expression
of Celd Purpose. He read that
expression on a movie sub-title,
and as I don't know what it
means, you might come to the
asgistance of a harassed and
untravelled father.”

JACK thought: ‘“ Dear ol1d
— simple-minded Tom. Marvell-
ous how.a dominating woman can
make a simpleton out of a bright,
keen chap in a few years. If he's
as satisfied as he sounds, he

can’t have made any money— -

bragging about his happiness too
much,”

With which comforting conclu-
sion Jack gave his mind once
..more to the care of his own
healthy business concerns, but
pin four months' time he set
" about handing them over to com-
‘petent assistants. Tom’s sugges-
. tion had set a seed in his mind,
which had grown and flowered
a8 the days passed. It would be
rather nice to see the old coun-
try again—dear, slow old Eng-
land, as simple and gentle ags
Tom himself,

The business was doing
. solidly well, the private bank.
Jaccount had grown and multip-
lied; and a month or two out of
harness could not be counted
extravagant — especially as it
‘'would be the first “‘let up” of any
extent in ten years.

So In the end, Jack sent a
cable, booked a first-class cabin,
and shook hands with Tom a
fortnight later, feeling thorough-
ly and warmly contented with
himself. And the contentment
increased from the first moment
of that reunion,

Tom's suit was quite a goo&

one, but it hadn't the style

cut of Jack’s. And thoughy Toxa‘r?(:
grin was the same ag ever, hig
blue éyes were a shade lighter
and his voice quite alarmingly
hearty. Tom, indeed, reminded
one qf a lovable dog somewhat
conscious of an unusual brushing
—but there was no getting away
from it, Tom was still the same
good fellow of ten years ago.

Thus pondered Jack as the
pledged their meeting at the stay-
tion buffet, arranged matters of
luggage, and took the Unde;-
ground train to Norbury,

The small house half a mile
up thq long, unmade road was
only distinguished from the other
small houses around it by the
trgmendously-new]y-washed cur-
tains at the windows, The six-
months’ old front garden was as
bright as a police-sergeant’s bhyt.
tons, and the little hall within
the newly-painted door had the
vaguely surprised air which any
well-inhabited place has after an
intensive tidying.

WHEN Tom and Jack arrived
it was early evening, but g
total stranger would have known
that ’ghe children were asleep
upstairs. Tom’s Kitty welcomed
the distinguished guest in the
little front dining.room and
blushed when he kissed he’x and
made the obvious kind of hearty
ioke that seemed to fit the occa.-
sion and surroundings. She was
exactly as he hag imagined sh;a
would be—her prettiness washed
and remodelled by the years as
her frock had been by the hapqy
which she held behind her,

They gave him dinner,

remely well-cooked ang v

daintily

.served dinner, which Kitty ma-

naged to bring from the kitchen
without any sort of awkward-
ness. Then Kitty cleared away,
disdaining offers of help, and
returned to sip an unaccusglomed
glass of port before saying gqod
night” and leaving Tom with in.
junctions regarding the guest’'s
comfort when he should choose
to retire.

“YOU two,” she told them,
~ ““will have tons to talk
about, so I'll leave you to it.”
And with a final smile to Jack,
she departed,

‘“Has to get up about six,”
thought Jack ax the door shut
behind her, ‘‘with fourkids and
no proper maid. Yet I'll bet
she’s happy. Women always
are, if only the man is unenter-
prising and homely. But I won-

“der if Tom really is? ”

" He swung his chair closer to
the fire and accepted the glass of
whisky Tom held out to him.

“Bet he’ll lie about it, any-
how,” he told himself, and set.
tled down to be interested. He
was, Tom, having heard all his
friend’s adventures, launched up-
on his own with obvious willing-
ness. He was stillin the same
exporting firm in which they
had both been clerks, but now he
was departmental manager.

“Pay good? "’ asked Jack,
coming to the point that really
interested hin,

Tom smiled a little self-cons.
ciously.

*“ 8ix hundred a year, '’ he an-
nounced, and leant back in his

_ chair, plainly pleased that Ame-

rica was not the only place
where money was to be made.

e

W

“I've been taking up interest
in the firm gradually,” he went
on, “and next year there's going
to be a reorganization. Blythin
has told me that I'm going to
get the outside people put under
my control, and hinted at £ 800.
In fact—""he leant forward and
knocked his pipe out against the
grate, “‘in fact, Jack, my lad, I'll
be making a thousand in five
years' time, and I've a good idea
there’'s a chance of a junior

‘partnership.”

Jack said all that should be:
said, but mentally he was doing
arithmetic. Clothes for six peo-
ple and education for four, to be
squeezed out of £600 a year
now. with a prospect of £ 1000
later on. And he himself was’
clearing the equivalent of £10,000
at the moment—and knew that
it wasn't enough for a fellow
who really liked to live decently
and didn’t want to stay at the
grindstone all his life,

HY, even now that he was

going carefully and consolid-
ating his business, he spent more
than £1000 on his apartment,
club fees, and clothes batk in
New York. And Tom was living
like this—chucking his persona.’
lity, his life, away in a cheap,
economy-hounded scramble for.
what he called family happiness
with a lot of howling kids and a
woman who had definitely faded.

“Whilst I,” Jack told himself,
~'I may be all kinds of a fool, but
I have built something out of my-,
self. And I'm going to build i$
bigger yet." :

_Tom shook hands with him aﬁ-
his bedroom door, then crept into
his own room and slipped

‘ --(Can;inued on page 35)
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g fd‘i and The Blackmailer
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JASON THORNDYKE bentand who never caught cold, had

HEHIN A (IS

kissed his wife, Lily, tender-
ly. *“ Why don’t you stay in bed
today and have a good rest?”’ he
suggested. '* Get rid of that cold.
I'll be tied up straight threugh
the day. Dinner, probably, too.
But I'll get back as soon as I
can.”

Lily stirred sleepily, and ran
her fingers lightly down his
freshly shaven cheek. It was

managed to pluck one from the
train on the journey from New
York. The hotel had mixed up
their reservations, and could
only give them one room instead
of the promised two. Lily and
Jason were not accustomed to
sharing a bedroom. It made

Lily nervous. Furthermore, no -
sooner had she composed herself

for elumber then she began to

Young, beautiful Lily came to Chicago with
her husband. When alone in her room, things began to
happen. A big ape of a man entered her room, gulped
her tea and modified his costume ! Gone were coat, shirt
and tie. Two rough arms clutched Lily in a fervid

resourceful...

embrace while a cameraman at the door took a snapshot
of the scene. But Lily was as courageous as she was

disappointing that he mightn't
have dinner with her, but this
was the first business trip on
which she had ever accompanied
him and she was bound to be a
good sport or bust.

“Don’t give me a thought,
" darling,” she said cheerily.
. “ Pl just take a peek at Chicago
" But I'll have a good rest, too.”

This trip, in fact, had not
_ progressed auspiciously. Lily,

BY ELLEN GATTI
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cough.

NOW, at the hideous hour of

8-15 Jason was off to an
ea;ly appointment, and Lily was
vgxde awake, She was also, she
discovered, ravenous. She rai-
sed herself on an elbow, lifted

the r_eceiver and asked for room
service,.

“I'm sorry,” the girl on room
service said apologetically, when
she had taken Lily’s order. *‘it'll

be over an hour. We're terribly |
rushed this morning. ¢

ILY gave a philosophic snort.
L One thing she liked, the

. moment she opened hereyes was

her breakfast. The morning sun-
shine streaming in through a
window made her think perhaps
a sunbath might be good for her
cold. So she rose, dutifully

Fshowered, and adopted a tésolu.
‘ tely festive air. _
B The breakfast table, when it
was finally borne in, looked
attractive, Lily settled herself,
sipped her orange juice slowly
and read the newspaper
headlines. She poured a eup of
coffee, and reached for the
buttered toast. Absently she




fumbled with the cover—then
gave a sharp exclamation of
impatience.

It was a round metal cover
with a hole in the middle, and
it fitted over an ordinary china
plate. It fitted, alas, too well,
‘having apparently riveted itself
to the plate with a death grip;
no amount of tugging, twisting
or prying would budge it.

‘“But this is simply idiotic,”
Lily said to herself. " It'll
take ages to get a waiter here.
And T'll not have my breakfast
without toast.”

Perhaps she might catch a
‘waiter in the corridor, or a maid
who'd know how to grapple.
80, extending the plate of toast
- belligerently before her, she
flung open the door and peered
out. As if it had been waiting
there in ambush, a hand snatched
the plate, a large form blocked
the doorway, and  Lily
instinctively stepped back.

WITH incredible swiftness the
man was in the room, and
had closéd the door behind him.

“ What's the trouble, Lady ?”
.he asked.

“I can’t get the cover off.
It's stuck.”

The ma’n looked vaguely at the
plate in his hand.

“Who are you, anyway?”
Lily asked sharply.

“House detective,” he
answered succinctly.

Lily looked at him curiously.
He hadn't the manners of any
house detective siie’d ever seen.
*“ Take it easy, lidy,” the man
. sdmonished her. ‘‘ 8it down.”

Lily was annoyed.
remove the top and le
room instantly,’

“ Ploase
, ave this
she said icily.

THE man advanced to the table
,and but down the plate 4

Take it -easy, lady,” he
repeated.  Carefully he tilted
the pitcher of cream above the
coffee cup, ' added g heaping
teaspoon of sugar, and with his
eyes fixed on Lily raised the
cup to his lips and noisily
gulpgd. There was something
studied about hig behaviour, ag

if he were deliberatel 'vi
to goad her. €y tying

It did not occur to Li}
be frightened. She was mire%p‘

furious. Haughtily, she marched ™

across the room and opened the
door. :

On the threshold stood a
stocky young man who, like
his predecessor, taking advan.
tage of Lily's surprise, instantly

insinuated himself into the
room.

Lily whirled, and her
amber eyes widened. Inh:lgl
few seconds when hey back hay-
been turned, the big man’:
costume had been modified |
Gone were coat, shirt and tie
Instead, his powerful torso Waé

draped in a rumpled i
jacket. pled ryiama

Then several things happeneq.

all at once. Two rou
clutched Lily in Oagh f:lzl:\rrrilg‘
embrace, Lily herself tried

frantically to
and an atomic bomb 8
fall on Room 1042,

scream—
semed to

Lily didn’t exactly faj
when she opened ha;: t'ely)g:
she found herself seated in 4
chair without remembering how,’

-

“"ghe got thers. The room was

intact—and deserted. She drew
o ‘deep breath. The sudden
struggle, the unexpected glare,
had confused her. Now courage
‘cleared her head.

It was the corniest old gamse
in the . world—the photograph in
a cheap, sordid hotel room.
But this wasn’t a cheap, sordid
hotel. It was an excellent hotel.
There was something queer
going on, Lily frowned. They
must want the picture for some
kind of blackmail.

. But why me? thought Lily
indignantly. It just didn’t make
@ense.

LILY became awars that she

was tense, her hands tightly
clenched. ‘' Relax,” she advised
herself, and opened them. On

one palm lay a small china
button and a short straight
hair,

With a grimace of distaste,
she dropped the object in a
wastebasket, locked her door,

ﬁ'&?d scrubbed her hands vigo-

R usly.

* She closed her eyes and tried
“to recall just how the man
"looked. He was Dbig, with a
large, squarish white face. His
, nose had a hump on it, as if it
“had been broken. She couldn’t
.remember the colour of his eyes,
but ‘his hair was very black.
But—wait—there had been
something odd about him; she’d
noticed, as he stood by the
<breakfast table and a ray of sun
janted in on him, a curious
“stiffness about his face.

‘'‘Make-up?’ she hazarded.
. Then “Oh!” and a sharp, trium
. phant breath.
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“I'll teach that big ape to try
to blackmail me,”  she gaid
fiercely and aloud. Gingerly
she fished the button and the
hair from the basket and sealed
them in an envelope.

“Fingerprints,” she muttered."
There'd be the handle of the cup
and the cream pitcher—but the
toast plate would be best. .
There’d be a clear thumb-print
on the side of the cover, and the
fingers on- the bottom of the
china plate. Carefully she
wrapped the unwieldy object in -
a napkin and, selecting her
largest handbag, forced it in.
Lily was on the war-path., 8he
began to dress quickly.

When she reached the lobby,
she found a crowd of irate room-
seekers three deep around the
desk. Lily hesitated.

The harassed, hysterical voice
of one of the clerks pierced her
consciousness: “‘I'm sorry, sir. .
But we haven’'t had one check-
cut today. Notonel”

The little breeze of a hunch
blew upon Lily. Of course this
might be just the clerk’s stock
excuse, but it could be literally
true. It was still early.

And wouldn’t the big ape have -
had to have a room in the hotel ¢
She didn't believe he could get
in, together with his partner and

a camera, without being question- . .

ed. 'Ijhis was 8 strict hotel.
And if no guest had left so far,
then the ape might still be there.

LOOKING around, she selected

a  chair, inconspicuously
crouched behind a drooping palm
but commanding a view of eleva-
tors and desk, and began her vigil.



The hours seeped slowy by.
The-mob around the desk seemed
always the same, but none
reinotely resembled the big ape.

Betwaen the hours of 12 and 2,
when everybody flocked into the
dining-rooms, Lily felt she had
reached the bottom of the pit.
At 3 she decided she was so stiff
she’e never be able to move
again, She might have tried a
short walk to ease her aching
muscles, but if she did so she’d
risk losing her perch. So, when
the Dbig hands of the clock
reached 4. 30, Lily gave up.

Stiffly she rose and entered an
elevator. Dumbly she fished in
her bag for the key outside the
door of 1042. *' Why in heaven's
name do they keep a hotel lobby
go hot?”’ she wondered, and
tootered across the sill. There
she froze, her eyes blinking.

“It can’t be done even with
mirrors,” she cried wildly.
“Bven with mirrors T wouldn’t
wear a magenta dress!”’

The woman seated by the

~ window took this statement in

her stride. She raised her head,
and huge eyes regarded Lily.

AT first look, the resemblance

between them was striking.
At second, one saw the subtle
differences. The woman’s golden
hair was not the pale, fresh,
untouched gold of Lily’s. The
woman's face, though beautiful,
was drawn by a blunter crayon
than Lily’s exquisitely chiselled
features. And the woman’s huge
amber eyes held a hardness that
did not lurk in Lily’s gaze.

“What are you doing in my
room?” Lily demanded, when
she had caught her breath,

b IR

"It isn't your room,” the
woman answered. ‘‘You've
made a mistake, I always have
1042. Have for twent............ It's

& superstition,” she added
good-humouredly.
“But it is mine. See, I have

the key. And where are all oyr
things 9"

“I don’t know, honey You'd
better ask the manager. ”

““I'll ask him all right, * said
Lily grimly. Her temper was at
the cracking point, She snatched
up the phone and said heatedly:

This is room 1042. I want the
manager up here immediately, *

SHE slammed down the receiver ¥

with a satisfying bang and
looked.around. The woman's
possesions were all over the
place. Lily's eye was caught by
a vase of gorgeous red Toses,

“Pretty, aren't they 2 " said
the woman.

Lily nodded. A sad little pain
tugged at her heart. Jason was
alwa_ys 80 thoughtful about
sending her flowers. And this
was the first business trip she’d
ever come on with him, She
wished he had thought to send
her red roses. Red roses from a
husba.nd were s0--sort of re.
assuring.

Presenfdy came a tap at the
doo;. Lily opened it prudently
ha.vmg.had her fill of that door,
But this time it was the manager
whp stepped in, figuratively
wringing his hands., There had
een a deplorable mix-up in the
reservations--a new clerk--he
had tried his best to contact
r. or Mrs. Thorndyke and
failed--he had never, but never
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in his career taken such a libar-
ty, and he regretted a thousand
times that he'd been obliged to
move them--tbough he had given

' them two wonderful rooms over-

LT

looking the lake. * You see, " he
concluded, and his voice dropped
to a hushed reverence as he
named a name well known _in
Hollywood circles, ““Miss Clavice
Farraday always has this room.”

" That’s right,”” Miss Farrady
agreed. ‘‘Been stopping here
for twent....”

The manager turned to her,

"" looked back at Lily and his jaw

_dropped. ““We do look alike,
‘don’t we, honey ?” Miss Farra-
day opined.

“ Wait & minute, ' said Lily.
She was busily adding two and
two.

“'Were you supposed to be in
this roeom this morning?

“1 was due last night.
plane was held up. "

“THEN it was you--not me--
? that big ape was after. Is
'there anybody,”” Lily inquired
politely, ‘ who might want to
blackmail you?"”

My

The woman laughed. “Is
there anybody who wouldn’t, you

~mean?"”

“Are you married?” Lily

persisted.

The woman gave a gusty sigh.
“ Sure, " she said.” Worse luck.
Say, what is this?"”

Lily said, ““ I've got something
to explain to you both. "

The manager had left the door
ajar. Lily, with a conspiratorial
air, went to close it. Sauntering

down the corridor came a big
man, his hat in hand. The over-
head light drew gleams from his
sleek red hair,

Lily stared at him with all
her power of concentration.
Then she plunged. She had to
be right. If she weren't.-don’t
think about it.

SHE darted out, seized the man
by the arm, whirled him
around and pushed him inside be-
fore he knew what was happen. -
ing. Once again the fatal door
wag closed, and this time Lily, .
prudently, turned the key.

““It's the blackmailer!” she
announced triumphantly. ‘ Only
he wore a black wig and had e
false hump on his nose. I saw
that stiff, pastel-looking line
when the sun hit it- And then
of course, I found the red hair. ”

She paused for breath, *' Only
you got the wrong woman, my
lad, ' she cried with pardonable
relieh. ‘“ That’s the one you
were after--over there. "

The big man turned, and for
an instant a startled look crossed
his face. It was not very obvi-
ous, but obvious enough for the
manager to observe it. ‘‘ Sup.
pose you tell us the whole story,
Madame,” he said to Lily.
““Perhaps a bit more--er-.co.
herently. "

Lily was coherent. At the and,
the big man began to bluster. '

““But I have proof,” said Lily
eagerly. She searched her hand-
bag, extracted an envelope and
handed it to the manager.

' There's the button from his
pyjamas, and there’s the hair.



I found them in my hand when I
came to, as I just told you."

The man laughed. It was not
an amusing sound. ' This
dame’s dopey,” he said. I
never even saw her before. As
for those things--he indicated
the hair and the button, ‘‘they
ain't evidence. She could have
got them anywhere. And why,
if I'd done what she claims,
would I be sticking around here ?
Brother, I'd be miles away by
this time. "

11 YOU thought you were safe,”

Lily interposed. ‘‘ You
thought I wouldn't recognize you
without your disguise—that
hump on your nose."”

The manager looked doubtfnl.
False arrest was just not a hotel
manager's favourite dish.

““Oh, but I have other proof !"
Lily tugged the bag open and
flourished the plate of butter-
ed toast. ‘‘ Fingerprints!” she
cried. “ That's the plate I told
you about,

This time the big man did not
laugh. He moved swiftly towards
the door.

But the manager was too quick
for him. And, astonishingly,
the indolent-looking Miss Farra-
day was across the room and
had grabbed him by a wrist. She
twisted it viciously.

“Did a neat little job for my
l}usband, didn't you?" she
jibed,

Lily tapped happily across to

the phone and rang for a house
detective.

In minutes, the manager had
expressed a million regrets, pro-
.4

mised to get the ineriminating
film and was gone with his pri-
soner.

“'Wait ’til H, T. hears about
this, " said Miss Farraday gloat.
ingly. “That’s my husband, "
she explained, *'the dirty swine."

Lily felt weak with relief,
She had not doubted that the big
ape, once he discovered hig
Iqlstake, would try to put the
p1cture tosome use. And even
if he hadn’t, the mere thought of
a picture of herself like that in

anyone's possession was unen.
durable.

She picked up her handbag,
All the weariness she had
sloughed off during the excite-
ment returned with interest.
“I'll be running along,” she
said lamely and inaccurately,

“Look, honey,” said Miss
Farraday generously. ‘' You
take these. You've been looking
at them ever since you came in.”
She pressed the vase of roses
into Lily’s hands.

“No........ NO0........ " Lily protes-1
ted. !

“Glad for you to have them.
Anyway, I've got the notion
they're bad for my sinuses,”
Miss Farraday added graciously.

Lily didn’t want to get on the
elevator with a large vase of
roses grasped in her hands, But
she was too tired to protest
further. She wanted food...tons
of food.

T was afger 11 when Jason re-
turned. ““How is yourcold ?**

he asked, as he kissed her
fondly,

“Oh 1" Lily had quit f
the oold. y quite forgotten

- ed and glanced at the

an offhand way.

‘1T can seé
you've had a good

Lily choked. That’

woman | Giving her

quiet day. You look
rested.” Jason turn-

roses. ' Flowers all

her own roses with
a grand air! And
after all she, Lily,

had done to trap

right 2" he asked in

LILY had been

semi.recumbent
in a large overstuf-
fed chair, her little
feet propped on a
hassock. She sat
bolt upright. ‘Do
you mean you sent

me those roses?” Irate ’\(Nife (to jli)ggler Pt}sbart\tcll)
“ Your son has stolen the . TR N
mango which I bought this cried, "it's nlml?ly
morning in the bazaar. You heavenly to be with
had  better . . "
produce one now before you you in Chicago |

leave for your shows!”

gshe exclaimed.

" Well, who else
would be sending
my girl red roses,
I'd like to know ?”
Jason responded.

the woman's own
blackmailer !”

THEN a second

thought, hard
on the heels of the
first, smote her—a
warm, lovely thou-
ght. Jason had sent
her red roses.

a“ Darling," s h e

juggle and
—(Copyright)
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ENDLESS BLOSSOM !—(Continued from page 27)

into bed. Kitty stirred slightly
and blinked up into the dark, but
said nothing as Tom set.tled
down with a contented little
grunt. She was not asleep, but
had been lying thinking while
the two men had talked down.

SHE was thinking that Jack
bhad not improved. He was
clever—you could see that—but
he lacked balance, somehow. The
balance of—well, of Tom, who
saw life as a garden that grew
under one’s hands and blos§omgd,
to blossom again and give its
fresh blooming in an endless
chain to the long years of the

future.

She thought of her four child-
ren, four new, fresh characters
that had grown out ‘of the
‘atrange miracle of their love,

four creatures who would 8o in.
to the world with something of
the sweetness of Tom's eyes
blooming in their own, who
would — she prayed — find lqve
and plant fresh seeds in that in.
finite garden that she and Tom
had started.

She sighed a little and turned
over. ‘'Poor Jack,” she mused,
“he'll find all the success and
money he ever wants, but he's
blind to the greatest beauty of
all in the world. He'll never
know what real happiness is.”

BUT Jack, turning into bed
less than ten feet away
beyond the wall, grinned to him.
gelf in the darkness. ‘' Poor
Tom!" he muttered. ‘‘Poor old
Tom! 8till, I suppose he’s
happy.” —(Copyright)
az
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HOT nights in New York when

the wir is limp and all fresh-
ness gone out of it, the door of
the Mohawk hotel stands open
like a mouth of stone—a soiled,
gasping mouth sucking in air off
Sixth Ave.

This night is hot,it’'s August,
and the girl coming down the
avenue is walking slowly. She
turns through the doorway and
moves down a long corridor that
is like a subterranean passage

DREAMING OVER THE YEARS!

BY DAVIS FITZHUGH

*

except for the night clerk, out of
sight somewhere behind the
desk, tapping on his typewriter.
She stops, listens for a moment
to the sound. Keys echoing ir
an empty lobby. Someone peck
ing in a tomb. Pecking anc
pecking, trying to get out.

. When she steps across th
tlle_ﬂoor towards the counter th
typing stops abruptly. The heas
of the clerk is thrust up. Itisq
young face and his hair is darl

Life in New York is exciting to many but to Boots
the young woman, it is rather drab and dull. Shé
compares her hotel roomto a rat trap ; her sleep is
disturbed by dreams of a giant who lifts the roof and
laughs at her. The young hotel clerk stops pounding |
his typewriter to listen to her story of a gay and glittering A
past. When he reveals his plans for a brighter future
elsewhere, the woman begins to admire him. ...

with its tile walls and bright
lights burning in the ceiling.
Her high heels echo and the
sound races ahead through the
corridor.

Entering the lobby, she pauses

a moment face to face with a
familiar sign. It is a placard
drawn into squares listing the

- pames of doctors, dentists, bar.
ber shops, an all-night movie.
The narrow lobby is deserted

3.

and close-cut. Hia coll i

oren and the knot of h?g ti:

swings limply on his shirt frong,

. "Hello, Boots,
What's up? You're back early,’
HE gi

T couflltrelr fsta.nds before the

umblin '
of her head for the gr?l:btgl; 2?12]:

owered i
place. She tosses the li:atlcl)?tllxg
f

ed up, Eddie,
INDIA MAGAZINE .

he says.

1 took a mght off, When I got
to 47th Street I dln”t even turn,
I just kept walking. ”

SHE runs the fingers of both
hands through her long blonde
hair, lifting it up from the back
of her neck and letting it fall.
With lip extended she blowsa
jet of air upward at a strand that
sags over one eye.

*Know what I've been doing,
Eddie ? I been all the way up to
Central park sitting on a bench.
Maybe two hours in the dark
just sitting and looking up at the
lights on the KEssex House.
Sitting in the quiet........ ”

“That's good for you,” the
boy says. ‘Everybody ought to
sit on a bench once in a while.”

She watches him as he tilts
his chair back and sits there
looking up at her. “‘Joey glalled,"
the boy informs her. °" Three
times while you were out. He
said if you didn't show up to-
night he was going to get a new
girl.”

“Let him!” she says with
gudden irritation. ““Let him

- get two. 1 hope I never see that

tavern again. I'm fed up, Eddie.
I tell you, I'm through.

She shifts her eyes and gazes
abstractly at the large clock over
the mail rack. Her mouth,
which a moment before was
round and full, is now a thin
slash of red as she bites
one lip between her
teeth.

“Give me my key,
will you?’ she says.
“QGuess 1 might as
well turn In.”

* Qure,. Boots,” He
places the key on the

counter, "ake 1 sasy,"
says. ‘‘I'll tell Joey you're uue
feeling so good.”

The girl looks at the clock
without replying. ‘ One.
twenty,” she says. Her voice
is low and has a throaty quality.
“ One-twenty a. m, What's
today, Eddie? Thursday or
Friday ? "

“ Right now it's Friday mor
ning, to be exact?”

“One-twenty,” the girl
repeats. “Friday morning,
1955. Yes, sir. The year of Our
Lord, 1955.” :

“That's right! " Eddie says.
“ What about it?" ' Nothing.
Just keeping track of time,
that's all, You know, Eddie,
was just thinking. @ What -
am I doing in thisgyp hotel on
Sixth Ave. in New York City at
1-20 a.m., Friday, August some-
thing—or—other, 19557 I got no
idea why I'm standing here, Do
you ever do that, Eddie? Stop
dead in your tracke and wonder
what happened ? "

“ONCE in a while,” the boy
says. ‘I guess everybody

stops to wonder once in a while.
It’s circumstance, Boots., You're
all tangled up in a long chain of
circumstance., If things had
been different — even little
things—you wouldn’t be here,
Maybe you'd be in some joint
in Memphis, Tennessee,
Or, sound asleep in
Kansas, Or, stretched
out on a slab of the
morgue in Los Angeles,
California. But you're
not. You're right here
in the lobby of the:
Mohawk talking to a
guy. Suddenly you look
n

s



tip and it's 1-20 2. m. No need
to get excited about it. It bap-
pens to everyone,”

" No, it doesn’t. Not like this.
This ain’'t what I ordered.
Not a bit of it. Something’s
gone wrong, Eddie. I don't
know what, but it's like being
caught in a trap?”

" How do you mean, & trap ?”

“OH, I don’t know the words,

but all the time I feel it.
Maybe it's the hotel. Don't you
ever notice it, Eddie? You're
caught the same as me. We're
both in it, like living in a rat
trep. Look—I got key in my
hand. You know what’s going
to happen next? I'll tell you.
I walk up to the third floor. I
unlock my door. I walk into
that little room that ain’t
much bigger than a grave and
atroetch out on the bed. I listen,
Nothing—I don’t hear a thing.
‘Okay, 80 I turn out the light.
‘Pretty soon I hear him moving
sround.”

‘' Who 2’ the clerk says.

*“Him. The big guy. He's
like a giant or something, only
bigger. He's outside my
window. If I lie still long
enough I can hear him
chuckling to himself. Next thing
I hear his hand on the roof. I
hear his fingers reaching around
the chimney and under the
eaves. Then, little, by little,
ht edges the roof up and looks
in. I can see his head against
the night sky. He tips the roof
up and peeps in. Then he laughs.
Look how many.’ he says.
" All kinds. Look at ':m! Big
onés, little ones, fut ones
dkihity ones.’ )

“1 quit breathing, Tddie.
don't move a muscle, After.a
while he sets the roof down and
starts laughing again.-loud this
time, and slapping his hand on

his thigh, T hear him when he -

moves off, stepping over cars
parked in the dark. Going to
some other trap to look in. Eddie,
it's awfull I got to get out of
here. 'Way away. I can't stand
it any more, this trap and the big
guy who peeks in on you.”

She hesitates a moment, glanc-
ing instinctively around the
empty lobby to make sure she
is not being overheard. She
turns back to the boy: *‘ Eddie,
what's the matter with me9
What's wrong?”

" There’s nothing, " the clerk
says. ~‘You're all in, that's the
trouble. Here--sit down. "’

He pushes a high stool around
to the end of the counter. The
gitl climbs up. She kicks off her
high-heel shoes and begins rub-
bing her insteps against the
rounds of the stool. Eddie sits

down once more by the type-~

writer, tilting his chair back on
two legs. Heis looking up at
the girl critically, one eyebrow

cocked a little higher than the
other.

“BOOTS and herdreams,” he
says slowly, “ Boots
McCarthy and her bad dreams.”

“That was silly, wasn'tit?"
the girl says. Thereis a slight
tic at the corner of her lip as
she forces a red smile. ‘' don's
know why I think of things like
that. Some years ago it was
different, I say. I used te
be somebody then. Know whalf
Imean? The town was different
too. Jam' full of soldiers, Every.

body going overseas. Remember
bow it was, Eddie?”

“1 remember all right,” thﬁ
boy says. 1 sailed from here,

“Well, then, you Kknow.
Those big buses used to gnload
on 41st, pull up to a parking lot
and all those big-footed chaps

would come  piling out,
stumbling  all over each
other. There wag one

fellow I remember. Freckle-
faced kid. When he jumped off
the bus he yelled, ‘Hey, you
mugs, this is our nighs, to _howl.
And he stood right there In the

_ middle of 41st and howled like
" coyote or a wolfor someth-

ng. Gee, he Was & crazy
id. "

*“ Tots of them were like that,”
iddie says, ' when they hit
Jew York and saw the boats.

I‘HE girl leans backon the gtool,

stiff-armed, and continues
ser story. ~Well,” she says,
“this guy took me out. No
slace was 100 good. I even been
1 the Waldorf. you know that,
Eddie? I used to go everywhere
and feel proud to be walking
with a soldier good as anybody
in New York. I was strong for
the army, see? .And the army,
well, there were pretty strong for
Boots, too. We had good times,
Eddie, really good. I figured I
was helping out. You_know,
helping the boys._A.w,"I don't
know how to explain it.

1 know what you mean,,"' the
boy says. I understand.

“No, you don’t. I know Wha’.t
you are thinking. Butit wasn’t
like that. I don’t know how to tell
you. Maybe I loved 'em. I
guess that's it.The whole bunch—

" all those guys waiting for boats.”

Eddie stands up and shifts his
chair restlessly. ' You miss it,
don't you, Boots? The soldiers
and the excitement 2"

“T can’t help it, Eddie. I had
a job to do then. Something tha{
made me feel important to some-
one besides myself. It's awful
to wake up some morning and
realize, well, you're nothing but
a nothing—Ilike kids in school
used to say."”

Fidie is watching her carefully.
“You're a strange omne,” he
says. ‘Sometimes I try to
figure you out, nights when I'm
sitting around with nothing
much to do. ”

““ What's so strange ?”’

“Oh~—things you say. The way
you think. Lots of little things.
Take your eyelashes, for ins.
tance; almost like blonde bris-
tles. Why do they always stand
up so straight ? Are you suprised
at every thing you see?”

““’Course not. Not any more.”

“What's your first name,
Boots? Did you ever tell me
that "'

“No, I didn't. It's such s
silly name. It really is, don’t
you think?”

“ What is it anyway ? I'd like
to hzarit.” :

‘* Sara Lee, if you must know.
Sara Lee McCarthy. You see 2"

“WHY, that's not silly. That's
a fine name. Sounds real
American—Like R. F. D., Route
2, U.S. A"

The girl laughs. ‘' Route 1,”
she says. ' That's what it used
to be, Outof Preston. Iows.”



own it. We're going to be
married. "’

Boots sits a moment immo-
bile. She turns her eyes to the
small flowered hat thatlies on
the counter and picks it up. She
sits quickly running her dark
red nails under the artificial
petals.

" She moistens her lips before
she speaks.

“It gounds like a good deal,
Rddie. Best of luck.”

She slips from the stool, pigka
up her shoes and stands holding
them in her hand. She looks
much smaller in her stocking
feet, scarcely up to to the boy s
shoulder. She reaches for the
key on the counter and glances
at the clock.

** One-forty. ’Well-I guess I
better turn in. Good-night,

Eddie. ”

THE boy speaks to her impul-
sively. " Boots, I'll split the

cheque with you. Maybe that

would be the fair thing to do.”

““ No, thanks, " she says. "It
was your story, I'll get along. "

She crosses the lobby sound-
lessly in her stocking feet,
walking towards the worn red
carpet on the stairway. The
boy follows her to the railing.

. “Boots,” he says, ‘I hate to
run out on you. Maybe it's like
you say, this place is a trap. I

. don’t want to leave you here,

but what can Ido? "

“ Nothing, Not & thing,
Eddie.”

She starts up the stairway in
her stocking feet carrying a
flowered hat in one hand and a
pair of high-heel shoes in the
other. At the landing she turns
to look down at Eddie.

14 SOME day,” she says, “I'm

going to get out of here.
Some day I'm going to pack my
old beat-up suitcase and catch the
train for Iowa. And when I get
off at Preston I'm going to start
walking down a road I know,
And through lane. And across a
wide open field. And I'm never
going to speak to another man
as long as I live.”

She turns and climbs slowly up
the darkened stairway towards
the third floor.

Eddie goes back to his desk.
He sits & long time watching
the empty stairway where the
girl had stood who hated men
and the things they did to her.
Finally he inserts a sheet of
paper in the typewriter and
begins to type, slowly at first,
then rapidly. The keys echo
through the empty lobby.

Hot nights in New York, he
writes, when the air is limp and
all the freshness gone out of it,
the door of the Mohawk hotel
stands open like a mouth of
stone—a soiled, gasping mouth
sucking air in off Sixth Ave. To-,
night is hot—it's August—and
the girl coming down the avenue
is walking slowly. She turns
through the doorway. ..,

—{Copyright)

£, feller.”

OFT-MARRIED John Barry-

more found it difficult to
keep track of his countless
female admirers. Once, in a

_ restaurant, as he was making

his way to a' table, he was stop-
ped by a young woman.

““Hello, ‘John,” she purred,
placing her hand on his arm.

Barrymore, not recognizing
her, did not acknowledge the
greeting. ‘‘ That's a fine way to
behave,” she snapped; ‘‘and to
think that you once asked me to
marry you!l"”

‘“ Really ?”" murmured Barry-

i more. ‘“And did you?”’

" N

SAGE ADVICE!

Teen-aged Jean asked her
grandfather for some advice.
“Tell me, grandpa,” she said,
“ what kind of husband should

T marry ?

‘*“Take my advice,” answered
grandpa, ‘leave the husbands
alone and find yourself a single

B B

ROCKING HORSE
Worry is like a rocking horse :
it keeps on going, but it gets
nowhere !

AT long last a noterious and *

dangerous burglar had been *
caught while on one of his jobs,
His captor was a middle-aged .
woeman, alone at the time, who
felled him with a dining-room
chair as he crept through the
house. Her comment on the in:
cident was printed in the follow-
ing day’s paper:

‘“It was 2 o'clock in the morn.
ing when I saw this sneaky
creature make his way through -
the back garden. I had locked
all the doors so I knew just what
he was going to do, come through
the kitchen window which had a
broken lock. I was all prepared
for him. I hid in the dining- i
room and waited until he went
by me, then I picked up a chair -
and hit him with all my might.
Naturally, of course, I thought
it was my husband.”

* b B3

WRONG SHIPMENT

 Mise Jones,” said the office
manager to his secretary, ‘%
would suggest that you do not
write letters to your young man
during office hours. Harris and
Jones report that you have seni
them a shipment of love and
kisses instead of the tar and axle
grease they ordered.” ‘
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APRETTY young girl re-
turned from a date one
evening in & state of delirious
excitement. '* Mother,” she ex-
claimed, ‘I know that Ben is
the man for me ! Every time he
takes me in his arms, I can hear
his heart pounding. "’

The mother gave her daughter
e long, searching look. “ You'd
better be careful,” she warned.
*Your father fooled me that
way for almost a year with a
pocket watch!”

* * *

NICE PROCLAMATION!

In a small country town in
America the man who was the
general storekeeper was also
postmaster,

The loss of a sale was a heart-
rending calamity to him. He
had no helper, and when he had
to go to meet the mall train he
was tormented by thoughts of
tourists stopping for supplies,

. soft drinks, etc., and finding him

gone.

Finally he hit upon a solution,
He hand-lettered a sign which
proclaimed, during his absen-
ces: ‘“Back in 15 minutes—
elready been gone 10.”

* * *

NOTHING LIKE IT!

The boss had just returned
from his annual two weeks’ holi-

- day with pay. He looked wun-

usually gay.

“How was your holiday?”

. asked one of his office workers,

. "“Fine, just fine,” the boss
replied, “but there's nothing
like the feel of of a good desk
under your heels again,”

ASERGEANT took his recruits
out en a twenty-five mile
march, After ten miles some of
the men protested that they
were too weary to carry on.

“Three paces forward any
man who thinks he can’t march
any farther,” roared the N.C.O,
The whole platoon stepped for-
ward, except one little man. The
sergeant looked at him.

‘“Well, Brown, you're a credit
to the company—the only man
ready to march on.”

“March on!"” cried Brown,
1 hadn’t the strength to take
the three paces forward 1"

x H *

MADE IT WORSE!

A sportsman’'s wife strongly
objected to her husband gamb-
ling on horses, but he continued
to back them secretly.

One evening an old friend,
unaware of the prohibition,

dropped in and said to the "
did you have

punter: ‘‘ Well,
any luck with Sue the Second

yesterday ?"

Instantly the wife shot her
hnsband an ugly look and went
out of the room.

“ You've torn it,” groaned the
husband. ‘“My wife thinks I

don’t bhet now. You'll haveto’

square with her.” ;

In a few moments, when the

wife returned, the friend said,™
Brown,

breezily: ‘1 say,” Mrs. DBr¢
I'm awfully somy if I misied
you just now. Sue the Sgc?: ]
isn't a horse. you know, 8 o8 8
barmaid,”

£ room for

" out at the post-mortem.

AFTER a group of specialists
who had been called in fo
examine a wealthy patient fini-
shed, they retired to another
consultation. The
- patient was curious and sent his
small son to listen at the door.

‘When he returned, he said; ‘T
listened awfully hard, Daddy,
but I couldn’t get the big
words.”

<

“But didn't your hear any-
thing ?”

““Only ‘Oh, well, we'll find

v
* * *

EXPLAINED

“I don’t understand how a
good-looking girl like Mary <an
marry that fat old man.”

“ When you want currency
notes, you don't care how old
they are!l”

* %

© BIRD & BLOOM

‘“Has the new florist any
children?” asked one woman
of another in a queue.

“Yes,” was the reply. “ She
has a girl who is a budding
genius, and a. boy who is a
blooming nuisance.”

* bxe *

BEGINNING!

. “How is‘your son getting on
“with his medical studies?”

““Very well, thank you,”
replied the proud mother. “He
can . already cure very small
~children.”

THE following dialogue is said

to have occurred during a Bible
lesson. A c¢lergyman, who
wanted to impress his pupils
and bring to them a feeling of
repentance. told them the story
of the prophet Elijah.

" Elijah, " he said '’ before go-
ing into the desert. crossed a
village—and there the children
mocked him! A shameful thing.*’

Tis young audience having
listaned in silence, the clergy-
man continued: ““VYes, the
children mocked him...At the
same instant two bears came
out of the desert. They rushed
upon the children and devoured
42 of them! "

There was a long silence,
finally broken by the pastor,
who asked: ‘“And what does
that prove 2"

Another spell of silence—even
meditation—then a little girl
volunteered ; ** This proves how
many children the stomachs of
two bears can hold. ”

* * *
GOOD HEAVENS!

A young man whose know-
ledge of cards was very vague
was roped in to complete a
bridge four, He committed his
first mistake by throwing away
a king on a trick already taken
by his opponent’s ace,

"*Good Heavens!” bellowed
the young man’s partner. sarcas-’
tically, “a king doesn’t usually
beat an ace.”

“Iknow,” stammered the be.
ginner, ““but I thought I'd let
him have a try.”



reporter, frequently repri-

manded for relating too many
details and warned to be brief,
turned in the following :—

“There was a shooting last
night. Sir Reginald Dumpling,
a guest at Lady Smallchild’'s
ball, complained of feeling ill,
took a cocktail, his hat, his coat,
his pistol from his pocket, and

finally his life. Nice chap.
Regrets, otc.”
* *
HIGH OPES!

“ Has any la - or gentleman
in the bus dropr 'd a bundle of
five-pound note: with a rubber
band round them ?” called out a
conductor,

“Yesl”
voices.
“Well,' I've found the rubber
band!”
* , ES *
NOT TO BLAME
“1 was a fool when I married
you,”"'grumbled a wife.

Her: husband flushed with
anger: ‘' Well, don’t blame me.
1 didn't know at the time!"

* * *

SLIGHT OFFENCE

. The officer in'charge asked the

the: Navy to] recruit whether or
not he had been in service prior to
his present enlistment.

" ““Yes, sir,” replied the man,

shouted a dozen

- 1 was on submarine duty
until they kicked me out. ”

*“ Kicked you out! What for?"”

‘“Well, yousee, sir, I was
used to sleeping with the win-
.dows open!”

man had a violin with .one

string and used to play on it
for hours on end, always holding
his finger in the same place.
For months and months hisy
wife had to listen to his ex.’
cruciating noises. Finally, in
desperation she said: “You know
I've noticed that other ’cellos'
have four strings, and the

players move their fingers
all the time.” Bers about

The man stopped his playing
for a moment and said, im-.

patiently: “ Of course the others »

have four strings and move their
fingers ahout all the time. They
are looking for the place. I've®
found it!"”

* * *

CLEVER PRIEST

A priest was addressing a Sun.
day school class. After severa]
minutes he asked: '*And now
is there any boy or girl whe.
would like to ask me a ques.
tion? "’

‘ Please, sir,” piped one littlek
voice, ““why did the angels walk"
up and down Jacob’s ladder
when they had wings?”

‘““Ah, T see,” said the priest

“Now would anyone like to-
answer that question?”
* * *

LITTLE PROTEST

_ After his bath a seven-year-
old boy was being dried by his‘
mother rather . vigorously. ;

“Don’t rub so hard, please,™ ;
said the sufferer. ‘'Just hlo
me.”

was, to put it mildly, a

trifle conceited. “‘I'll bet you

have been out with fellows who

were worse looking than me,”
.+he suggested to his girl friend.

% There was no reply.

“1 said,” he repeated, “T'll
bet you've been out with worse
looking fellows than me.”

““All right—I heard you the
first time,” she snapped. “I'm
just trying to remember!”

PLUS THE CENT' !

., One of Milton Berle’s chief
rassets as a night club comedian
was the artful way he could
pounce on a heckler. One night
a drunk threw a penny on the
stage. Berle picked it up, bowed
low to the man who threw it and
said, “ Thank you. This week
I'will make exactly $ 10,000 and
one cent,”

*

UNTIL THAT MOMENT!

4 British statesman David Lloyd
George had little difficulty in
squelching hecklers who dared to
oross verbal swords with him.

One night, when he was deli-

' vering a speech at a political

rally, one of the listeners jumped
up and cried:

** Who are you to be lecturing
us? Your grandfather was no-
thing but a peddler who hawked

; his wares from a donkey cart.”

& **That is quite true,” calmly

replied Lloyd George. ““Asa
. matter of fact, I still have the
“cart. But until this moment. I
% hever knew what became of the

© mma 1
»

THE owner of a chéap watch

brought it to a jeweller to see
what could be done with it. ““The
mistake I made,” he admited,
* was dropping it.”

“1 don’t suppose you could
help that,” replied the jeweller.
“The mistake you made was
picking it up 1"

s % *

BOASTING

It was at a dinner party and

the subject of discussion was the
way that the women have taken
a much larger place in the affairs
of the world than they used to,
Finally one man spoke up.

“1 agree with letting women
do as they please,” he said. “ In
fact, I maintain that man and
woman are equal in every way.”

““Oh,” smiled a woman sitting
next to him, ‘' now you're boast.
ing!"”

RUDE BUT...

Soldier: “Going my way,
Babe ?”

Girl: ‘‘Listen, my dear sir,
I'll have you know that a public
street is noe place to speak to a
strange girl who lives at 215
Central Park, phone 34009 *’,

e % %

WHAT SHELLS!

The army cook had just whip.
ped up orders of scrambled eggs
for a hungry mob of soldiers,
Wearied by his herculean efforts,
he sat in a shady spot under a
nearby elm tree, yawned, lit a
black cigar, and wrote a note to
hls sweetheart. * Darling”, he
began, ‘‘for the past three hours
shells have been bursting all
around

et A e L



FRENCH playwright Luis
*  Verneuil wrote one of Sarah
Bernhardt's earliest plays. At
hig first meeting with The Divine
Sarah (who had lost aleg) she
suggested a walk in the garden.
Verneuil offered the limping
woman his arm and asked:
‘“Can I help you?”

“Don't be silly,” she giggled.

“Playwrights don't help
Bernhardt. Bernhardt helps
playwrights !”

RELIEVED!
Mrs. Murphy: ' What did

you hear from your boy, Mike,
in Australia, Mrs. Clancy ?”

Mrs. Clancy : ** Faith and it's
bad naws. He writes that be’s
running around with a jeep.”

Mrs. Murphy : ‘‘ Don't worry,
Mrs. Clancy, that’'s what they
call those little army automo-
biles.”’

Mrs. Clancy: ‘' Saints be
praised. I thought a Jeep wasa
female Jap.”

MINORITY'!

Stepping out between the acts
at the first production of one of
his plays, Bernard Shaw said to
the audience:

““What do you think of it? "

This startled everybody for the
time being, but presently a man
in the pit assembled his scatte-
red wits and cried :

“Rotten "

Shaw made a courtesy and
melted the house with one of his
Irish smiles. '

“ My friend,” he said, shrugg-
ing his shoulders and indicating
the crowd in front, "I quite
agree with you but whit are-we

o

two against so many

A Wonian once took Dr. John.
: son to task for putting
improper words in his dictionary.

“ Madam,” said the distingui-
shed lexicographer, “You have,
been looking for them.”

EVIDENCE

*“ You say you met the defen-
dant on a street car, and that he
had been drinking and
gambling 2’ said the attorney
for the defence during the cross.
examination.

“Yes,” replied the witness.

“ Did you see him gambling ¥
“ No.”

“Then how did you know,
demanded the attorney, *‘that
the defendant had been drinking
and gambling ?"

) " Well,” explained the witness,
“"He gave the conductor a red
chip for his carfare and told him
to keep the change! ™

SUCH A LONG TIME !

A man had worked eight
years for the same firm and was
a model loyal employee, He was
never absent, never late—until
one morning when he came in an
hour and a half late. His clothes
were torn, his face and hands
scratched and bloody.

Asked the boss, “ Why are
you late ?”

“I leaned out of the window?
and fell three storeys!” ‘ é

“ And that took you an hoy
and a half ?” Ce

P
u{.&(“

_tify. They pointed

a
i
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INSURANCE BILL e
While initiating discussion
on the Life Insurance

(Emergency Provisions) Bill in
the Lok Sabha Mr. Chintaman
Deshmukh ably defended the
Government’s prompt action in
taking over life insurance

business by means
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Mr. Deshmukh

studiously
refrained from  stating the
advantages of nationalisation in
the context of financing the
Second Five-Year Plan. Now
that the arguments for and
against nationalisation have
been debated sufficiently long,

it appears that any

of a presidential fiat.
Critics of the Go-
vernment's hasty’
action argued that
if the Government’'s
intention was to set
a wrong right, they
could have dons so
by punishing the
wrongdoers, includ-
ing auditors who
unscrupulously cer-

public.

out that the idea of
insurance national-
isation originated

feature.

Newspapers can well
be described as the
eyes and ears of the
The average
reader is often eager| of  the
to know what they
say. Many have writ-
ten to us, welcomling
this unique ‘digest’
—Fd. . M.

further debate would
be futile as it is
proved beyond doubt
that any delay in
nationalisation wo-,
uld only have meant

holders.

policy-holders now
expect is a smooth
change-over, with
the minimum of
dislocation.

from the statistical )

laboratory of the Mahalanobian

~lanners who were on a treasure-
unt.

They charged the Government
ith trying to find scapegoats to
1stify  their  ‘undemocratic’
otion. It is significant that

—Deccan Herald,
OFFICIAL LANGUAGES

Many Indian languages, with .
their numerous characters in the .-
indigenous scripts, may be
likened to trees with rich foliage
or forests. Yet it cannot be

further exploitation

policy.
What the
public and  the



expected that like a tree or
forest, say casuarina or cashew,
a language will reach maturity
in 10 or 15 years. But the
Parliamentary Secretary to the
Union Education Ministry, Dr.
D. K. Shrimali, seems to think
that Hindi is such a quick-gro-
wing plant. In the Lok Sabha
he said that by 1960 the Ministry
weuld be able to introduce Hindi
for administrative purposes
along with English so that with.
in five years thereafter Hindi
might be sufficiently developed
to serve as the official language.
His remark sounds like specula.
tien as the Official Language
Commigsion{is yet to .complete
its inquiries and make its recom.
mendations about Hindi,

It is extremely doubtful
whether, within the next nine
years as Dr. Shrimali forecasts,
Hindi equivalents can be coined
for English terms now employed
in the proceedings of courts and
public offizes, and in official
correspondence. After sguch
equivalents are compiled, further
time will be needed for people
to be familiar with them.

A linguistic State may, of
eourse, avoid duplication of the
medium of official corresponden-
ce. If the Union Government
is to employ Hindi and English
at the same time at least for five
years as Dr Shrimali suggests,
the cost of stationery will inevi.
tably be very high, It will be
more economical and more

useful, to continue to employ

English as the official language
until Hindi grows and spreads,
is understood by people in
non-Hindi speaking areas, and,
attains majority, linguistically,
te take over. ~The Mail,
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Although,
Nehru * wag
capitalist liong i

TEAR |
in g Sense, My,

bearding the
n their own den,

it w'ras. & very bersuasive plea for
socialism which he made in hig

address to the 29th annual

session of

the Federation of

Indian Chamberg of Commerce

and Indust

ry.

_Socialism, as Mr. Nehru con.
ceives it, has nothing bookish or

doctrinaire

about it. The pro-

gress of science and technology

has made
theories of

nonsense of the
capitalism, socialism

and communism, which were
current fifty years ago.

Not class struggle, which ig

the favourite

dialectician
the motive
His accents

theme of
s, but humanism ig
spring of Mr. Nehru,
ave different, byt hig

approach to social and economie
changes 1s essentially Gandhiap,
He believes in synthesis, not

liquidation,
That is w

hy he hag no patience

with text-bonk revolutionaries,

They, too,

often become static‘

and even reactionary because
they . are genecrally wedded to
certain dogmas, which have litt]e
relevance in the modern world,

The age

qualitatively differen

past,
has brought

the atom hag intrody

element not

po_litlcs but

n which we Jiye is
t from the

The progress of science

us to a stage where
ced a new
only in internatione,l
In our very way of
t has verily created g

new dimension in social philogo.

phy.

Peace ig
only betwee
the various

imperative now not
n nations but among
strata of a nation, -

Jswitch Ceylon on.

ts not only a political bu
ggo:lsbmic necessity. It is a qoni
dition precedent to' thg surviva
of the race. Glaring inequality
or lack of opportunity always

acts as a threat to peace.
—Sunday Standard.

THE TWO.PENNY IDEA

ies left

* If you have two pennies ,

with grne buy a bread, with tk}e

other a flower; the bread will

give you life, the flower a reason
for living."

It was the Chinese, not Dr.

Keskar, who gave the world that
priceless Dbit of two-penny

r.wisdom. But in more pedest.ri.an
“ phrases, the Information Minis.

ter subscribed to the same 1‘<‘iea.
during a Bombay speecf} . I'f,
life is worth living,

he said, “it is because of the
joy and pleasure one derlvles
from aesthetic sense, from music,
art and drama.” And so, as we
all want life to be worth living,
Dr. Keskar wants the people of
India to derive joy and pleasure,
from as many radios as will nof

—DBharat Jyoti,

THOSE GIRL-CHASERS

No country is free from hood-
lums. Stray ‘‘wolves’ are to
be found the world over
whisfling or “what“ is
known as making a ' pass’ at
unchaperoned girls. There are
recognised methods f’?r curbing
such ‘‘exuberances” In any
case, the shameful bebaviour of
a few indisciplined young men

.should not be avidly seized as a

alacious topic for pillorying the
;outh of the country. But wk}en
complaints about the molestation
of girls become common the
authorities and the student

community would do well to take

stock of the task of stamping out
the evil. Reports have been
received of late from more than
one State  spotlighting a
distressing situation. In Raipur
in Madhya Pradesh, girl students
had to take out a procession
protesting against the indignities
to which they were being sub.
jected by wolf packs. To call
them ‘" Roadside Romeos ™ is to
invest them with glamour. They
are plain hoodlums and lecherous
bullies who ought to be denoqn.
ced as such and treated not with
amused tolerance but with
open contempt. As far as pos-
sible, rough justice should be
meted out to them, for very few
girls would care to go to a court
of law to testify against these
so-called gallants of the road.
Maybe it is_ immunt from
punishment, cogpevel san,,.0 r-
wise, that §@ B eneou;a.gf&’;:\hls L
tribe tp exfenid the sphere offos \

activifie —The Ptoneé’ﬁ' '

EMPLOYMENT &

The draft¥, Plan propo s.*zx.
Youth  Employmeat0 S8rviee
whose functions would be (1] to
advise young persons out of
sohool regarding posmb}e em.
ployment openings to suit their
education and abilities, (2) to
advise on the selection of sub.
jects for future study in th_e
light of employment oppoxtu_m-
ties, (3) to provide information
regarding facilities for further
education in the vocation chosen
by the young people, (4) to
place them iin suitable employ.
ment where -necessary and
possible and (5) to give personal
advice generally regarding pro.
blems of young persons as
related to employment and
training. - ' -



s

These tasks may suitably be
taken in hand by Employment
Ezxchanges which would have to
be considerably expanded. To

start with, every important
district headquarters should
have such an institution,

Industrial centres should have
as many employment exchanges
as possible. Even for the
purpose of adjusting the supply
to the demand it is necessary
that there should be collection of
various types of information
covering the employment mar-
ket. At present the Employ-
ment Exchanges are provided
with no such facilities. As we
have suggested, the matter can-
not be left to the discretion of
employers in private and public
sectors. Both legislative and
executive actions are necessary
to give effect to the various
schemes for the expansion of
employment service activities as
contemplated in the draft plan.
There is no doubt that employ-
ment opportunities will have to

be created.
—A, B. Patrika,

MIDDLE CLASSES

A fair deal for the middle
classes would be for the good of
the nation. Many of the Govern-
ment’s so-called reforms in the
various fields have been tending
to exterminate the middle classes
by robbing them of economic
competence, appropriating their
property and passing it on to
diverse categories of pampered
citizens so appropriately des.
cribed by C. R. as “‘coddled

.voters.” And all this is being

done in the name of equality ! We
.do mot expect any increase of

“'wealth to accrue when the tradi-

.tional guidance of intellectual

leadors with asocial conscience

o
A

18 sought to be replaced by a
rabble ever bent on extracting for
themselves as much as they can,
giving in return effort and labour
as litte as possible. The drift is
towards an inexorable necessity’
to make up for impending laxi-
ties with new rigours and im-
posed commands. India is tend-
ing to be a paradise for bureau-
crats, with patriots imbued with
the spirit of freedom ousted.

—Swatantra,
BUDGET LEAKAGE

Public opinion in the country
has been concerned to know that
the budget proposals announced
by the Union Finance Minister
in the Lok Sabha on February 29
had leaked out. The matter was
raised in Parliament by two
Opposilion members who tabled
adjournment motions on the
subject on March 3. Both of them
alleged that cyclostyled copies
of the proposals were on sale in
Bombay before the budget
speech had been in the ILok
Sabha. It is evident that the
leakage occurred since the actual
proposals are reported to have
been the same, word for word,
as those made by the Finance
Minister. The Primie Minister
admitted that the matter was

serious, although he sought
to reduce the severity of the
lapse on the part of the

offender or offenders by pointing
out that the leakage of the pro-
posals could not have benefited
anyone this year. With all res-
pect to the Prime Minister, we

.should like to point out that the

tubmission is hardly relevant,
even though one can safely infer
that those who betrayed the
trust reposed in them must have
done it for a consideration. ‘

What is serious is that there
is_present a very weak‘lmk in the
Finance Ministry chain and, un-
unless it is spotted out and 1e(i
moved, it may sgap & $eCON
time, asit has very nearly done

once. — Tribune,

SERIOUS AFFAIR e
- gensible person Wi _
ve};:;;e?(r)rry for thg.lgukagetgt
the Budget for 19"0()~b'7 otl ‘ktf
Government of India. l‘h‘e 9§us
age is undoubtedly @ sgmad-
i atfair. The Government l?ts od
mitted the fact and has ms.l uWe
~ inquiries into the mattelL. v
.are confident that t.he cu. pl]di or
i‘::ﬁ\llpl‘its W}Gﬂ lfboﬁltve?hewlstri‘t
pgéll;??;n gtl'] the Yinance Nf[lﬁlstﬁi
ehore is not the ghost of a (zu b
even among the ()ppf)s_é‘ﬁ
members. 1t seemis plo}? e
that the leakage must tave;
occurred in the J)epeu'tma'lll1 ge
the Press. 7Those who Wi b
found responsible for the (rima-
chief-—miscireats of a ffelé
dye—those who secured ‘cheh s
opy of the Budget and t osef;
ho sold cyclqstyled coples‘o
it afterwards of course deserve
the severes? censure.

e is more to this‘also.
Thlzufl:lvclresrpapers that published
& summary of the ABnget previ-
ous to its submission to 'the
Parliament, . are equally guilty
from the moral point of v1ew‘_
It would have been more tlor}ou'L.
_able on their part ;md more in
keeping with the etiquette of the
fFPress not to hav% T?dehi Vs:o&p
w publishing it but to h: ]
*ynl)):d the gcopy bp..ck to the
. Minister himself for
There are at least two
s in the -British Press

]

i

where it behaved with high and
true journalistic good manners
and in accord with a rigid code
of moral conduct. The Press at
least should know better.

~-Mahratta.

GANDHIJT'S PHILOSOPHY

The political developments in
India in the crucial years 1944-
1947 are the least part of Mr,
Pyarelal’'s Maihatma  Gandhi—
the last Phase, though they are
recorded elaborately with all the
inside knowledge at his com-
mand and a meticulous study of
all available sources. If his dec-
lared purpose in writing the
book was to dwell on Gandhiji’s
great experiment to discover
and apply the law of love, itis
to the chapters dealing with it
that the reader Will devote parti-
cular attention. Satyagraha as
a way of life may be traced to
the ancient scriptures, but if it
was (andhiji who came to prac.
tise it in inodern times not only
as an individual experiment but
as a mass movement the lesson
has a continuing validity for us
today, Satyagraha, under
Gandhiji's direction, was mark-
ed by changes in method and
procedure from time to time to
suit special circumstances, be it
the issues he tackled or the hu-
man material he had to employ.
But if it was a flexible course he
adopted, the fundamental princi-
ple remained unchanged, and in
winning over opponents by
Abimsa and Truth the victory of.
satyagraha left no rancour be-
hind. The Champaran satyagraha
was a telling illustration of it, -
In the Quit India movement °
Gandhiji was still experimenting
with satyagraha. The supreme
test of satyagraha came in the



Noakhali and Bihar missions of
Gandhiji which Mr. Pyarelal
records with vivid grare.

Readers of Pyarelal’s book
will find in it a detailed and
fascinating exposition of the
Gandhian philiosophy of life
with its perennial message to
all mankind.

—Hindustan Times.

INDIA ENCIRCLED

India’s apprehension that she
is being encircled, which was
first given expression to by
Mr, Krishna Menon from the
floor of the United Nations a
couple of months ago, has been
reinforced and confirmed by the
recent statements of Mr. Dulles.
No wonder, therefore, that peo-
ple in this country are once
again preoccupied with the
problem of India’s military de-
fence. It is this national concern
that was reflected in the many
references to the subject during
the general dicussion of the bud-
get in the Rajya Saaba and that
prompted the Defence Minister,
Dr. Katju, to intervene so early
in the debate,

A thorough re-examination of
the Government of India's plans
. for the defence of the country is
called for in the contextof the
latest political and military deve-
lopments across the border.
Such a review might impel a
shift in priorities in the coun-
try’s defence plans. Indeed, the
requirements of long-term deve.
lopment projects may have to
give way to short-term, immedi-
. ate defence needs. Since the
: accent in Pakistan's military
plans is on land fo. es, this
‘'oountry may have to daovote a
commensurate attention and

money to equipping auu moaer-
nising the Indian Army. .

— Times of India,
CENTRAL BUDGET

Mr. Deshmukh has rightly
emphasised that the building up
of the nation’s economy calls for
sacrifices. “The burdens that
the Plan imposes wupon the
people ”’, he said, ““are by no
means light nor can their weight
be mitigated by any assurance
that they are temporary’”. Bug
if burdens have to be borne over
a long period, the people must
have the assurance that they
will be spread equitably. The

danger in inflationary finance is*i

that it may impose burdens on
those least able to bear them
and operate insidiously  but
nonetheless  effectively. M,
Deshmukh is not unaware of
these hazards. ' The road to
inflation is easy enough but it
would later be impossible to
close. We are, in fact, taking
a messure of risk with deficit
financing proposed in 1956-57
and we shall have to watch its
effects carefully
subsequent programmes in the
light of these etfects .

A great responsibillity rests on
the Government and the Planning
Commission to see that the
heavy deficit financing which
1s envisaged for the coming
year does not start a runaway
inflation and undermine the
public’s  confidence in the
currency. The Government
should be ready to take res-
trictive action long before the
danger point is reached. Not
only should a constant vigil
be kept on how public moneys.
are spent—at a time of heavy,
expenditure, there is a greal

and adjust |

[ O .

temptation to indulge in ex-
travagance—but on the con-
sequences of large-scale pyb-
lic spending unaccorppamed
by a commensurate increase

i tional wealth.
in the natl — The Hindu.

REWRITING HISTORY ’
The lack of a fascinating,
“ really balanced and interpre-
tative history ' of India has
repeatedly been de_plo_red before,
and Dr. K. G. Saiyidain, Eduf:a.-
tional Adviser to the Union
Government, told a recent meet-
ing of the Indian Historial Re.
_cords Commission tha.t_such a
shistory had yet to be written.

This is extremely odd and
depressing in view of the consi-
derable progress made in col-
lecting, tabulating and preserv-
ing historical records in the last
few years.

The main obstacles to the
writing of an unbiased and
objective history in pre-indepen-
dence days were the absence of

ecessary facilities and lack of
Eccess to many historical
records.

But now things have changed
markedly, and Mr. R.R. Diwakar,
Governor of Bihar, referd to the
Commission’s ‘ immense valua-
ble work of various kin@s_" in
general and to its gctiwty, in
particular, in salvaging manus-
cripts from private custody to

. make them available for study.

Mr. Saiyidain® “also refers to
4he work of 4 the National
rchives and + the Govern-
ment's ability to implement or
initiate the implementation of

-~ most of the Commission’s recom-
" mendations.

Even if it is suggestad that

available historical records in
India are insufficient and scho-
lars should have access to those
abroad, the realisation of even
such an object is not altogether
impossible because of the pro-
gress in modern techniques.

It will certainly seem extra.
ordinary if, in a country where
all kinds of skill and craftsman-

ship are found for different jobs, .

the capacity for writing history,
consistent with new standards,

-is lacking.

The difficulties inherent in
such an undertaking are scarce-
ly denied, because new histori-
cal writing means more than a
dry, insipid collection of facts
and dates, or a register of the
crimes, follies and misfortunes
of mankind.

The new intereptative history,-

Mr. Saiyidain says, should
eschew both the old sense of
national inferiority and the new,
rather dangerous, tendency to be
either parochial or too compla-
cently nationalist in approach,
and though compliance with
such standards involves consum-
mate ability it is not entirely in-
capable of being achieved.

—Bombay Chronicle,

THE SUDAN TRAGEDY

The horrible tragedy enacted
at Kosti in the Sudan which
claimed the lives of about 190
farm workers has naturally
aroused country-wide indigna-

tion. The facts of the case as -
reported strike one with horror.-

About 300 farm workers were
arrested after an agrarian dis.
turbance, not involving any
violence on the part of the peo-

RR
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ple, and were thrown into a tiny
lock-up in stifling heat. By the
next morning, 194 of them had
been suffocated to death. Itis
also reported that when the in-
mates of the black hole tcied to
break a window to letin fresh
air they were shot at py the
guard outside.

A political storm of severe in-
tensity has been sweeping
through the country since people
came to know of the tragedy.
Some people have been so shaken

by this mass murder as to think"

that nothing short of the Minis-
try's resignation will expiate for
it. The barbari~ cruelty and in-
human violence of which a sec-
tion of the Sudan police has
shown itself to be capable is no
asset for the newlyborn Repub.
lic.

—The Pakistan Times,

DULLES IN DELHI

The diplomati: cold shoulder
received by thie Secretary of
State, Mr. John Foster Dulles,
in New Delhi was in sharp con-
trast with the wild welcome
given the Soviet leaders on their
visit last year. But that was to
have been expected. Hix visit
need not be fruitless,

““But the frigid greetings he
received stems from something
even more serious than My,
Dulles’s past indiscretions and
American policy which seems to
favour Pakistan in its dispute
with India over Kashmir. India
now regards the activities of the
 ‘non-Asian Powers in the Orient
as the Americans of a century
-and quarter ago looked on the
operations of the European na-
tions in the Western hemisphere.

That is something for Americans - d

VBB

W consider. We cannot

put & successfy] foreign pcoaifg
}f we allow ourselves to fall
into the assumption that a]] wh
are not for ug are against ug °

—Boston Globe,

FREE FROM TAX
AL present it
w1]tt1f"ism in busin

ask ""What have the i
e _ he Y national.
ized today 97 o which Iem:i‘lk
?ﬁay stoon;)e added “What have

Ney taxed now?” Prelims:
dmr;u§sion of ﬁnanci?lhr;;:gary
sals iy demoeratic, it alos
needs vesbraint lest people’s will
to worll, save and invegt b
We]akened. Some ver ¥

ughts on the private «

brivate sector have
gone beyond  the bounds of
pludepce. There is often talk
(?f.c.urmg the country’s ills b
%ﬁ}smg & voluntary army foi
is or tl\aj; PUrpose or in othep
}vay§ putting things “‘opn 4 war
ogltmg. One_ of the greatest
EVLs 1n war is carelesg talk
]

Passes for g
€ss centreg to

and some of the talk on the .

Com‘p_anies Bill and other far
reaching projects has been np 3
merely  caveless but has als
suggested alarmin
8erous practical consequences

In coming weeks there will
be much economic controvei‘sy
not all, it may be hoped, too
solemn. A had proposal’ can

usually he shown to have absur.
dity as well as disincentives and.
ther ponderosities. No one
00k arnis against g sea of taxes -
more effectively than witty

Sydney Smith in 1820 !

“The szhoolboy whips his taxdiﬂ
top; the beardless youth manac;

ges his taxed horse with a taxed
bridle on a taxed road: and ‘th
ying Englishman, pou:iﬂm

bal onslay

(s) Ny

N
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HOLLYWOOD'S TOUGH GIRLS!

Calling June Allyson “‘tough”
unds slightly crazy. “‘In Tiger
In the'Sky,” she'is about as tough
as the rose sentimentally kept
from yesteryear—bringing a tear
to the eye by sweetness and

From previous page

medicine, which has paid seven
per cent, into a spoon that l}‘as
spa,id fifteen per cent, flings him-
gelf back upon his chintz bed
which has paid twenty-two per
cent, and expires in the arms of
an apothecary who has paid a
license of a hundred pounds for
the privilege of putting him to
death.”

People in many countries
could bring that quotation up to
date. Even ceilings on income,
annual taxes on wealth and the

. rest of it are susceptible to
. caustic treatment—especially at
ki, . ggason when the heart nor-

nally rises above heavy
shoughts, After all, ‘‘they”
:annot nationalize or tax Spring,
bird’s song and colour in trees.

: —~—Statesman.

tenderness. . . . Butf onions bring
tears to the eye, too. And June
Allyson is really as tough as
onion skin. I'd rate her as one
of Hollywood’s Eight Toughest
Girls.

In fact, I give her priority in
toughness over Joan Crawford,
Judy Garland, Susan Hayward,
Betty Hutton, Debbie Reynolds,
Lana Turner and Shelley
Winters—my other choices. For
there are all kinds of toughnesg
in Hollywood—and I'm not talk-
ing about film roles, says
Michael Sheridan in “‘Picture.
goer.” :

The definition of the toughness
I'm working on ranges from the
sheer physical grit that enables a
pint-sized youngster to lose fif-
teen pounds through sweating
over a dance routine to the detag-
mination that survives all
turndowns and heartaches.

Haunted By Spectre

June Allyson has shown a
tenacity that’'s the tops. The
theme of her life has baeen terror .



—a, fear of being alone, of doing
the wrong thing. She has been
haunted by the spectre of a
childhood without money oOT
love,

With a background of poverty-
stricken tenements, it would have
been easy to become a fighter, a
hard-boiled showgirl. But June
licked her odds by developing a
gsweet and innocent personality.

““Qhe may not have known
which fork to use,” comments a
producer, ‘‘ but she knows exac-
tly how to use people. When June
wants something, she ig so cutely
persistent in a little-girl way
that you can’t turn her down—
not even when she’s wrong.”

Joan's Motto

Now let's examine the case of
Joan Crawford. ** Joan's tough-
ness,”’ saysa friend, " lies in her
ability to sacrifice a private hap-
piness in order to attaina profes-

gional contentment.”

1t isn’t easy to reach the
top.” Joan told a s?lage-struck
girl not 80 long ago- You have
to be willing to give up every-
thing for your career. Andyou
have to spend all your time
learning things ... and that
needs more stamina than sweet-
ness.”

Both Shelley Winters.and Susan
Hayward are devastatingly hon-
est—with themselves, as well as

‘the outside world. Two little
.girls from Brooklyn, both Shelley

4

and Susan favour the direct
approach to life and its prob-
lems.

Says Shelley; “Even as a
young girl I realized you can’t
just let life happen to you. There
is some planning you have t6 do.

A

Some people,” she goes on, ‘‘say
it’s not ladylike to pursue your
man. But I think that if you
like someone, you should plan
and even fight to get his interest
and attention.”

Susan’s Honesty

'Both Shelley and Susan were
discouraged by their early film
roles. Susan didn't leave Holly-
wood, but Shelley did. “ But 1,
2ays Sus‘g,n, setting her ja'w
ﬁrmly, am TENACIOUS.”
That's a good word for Susan
Hayward. Unhappy about her
slow progress starwards, her
Fough honesty led her to ask s
inconvenient public question o%
the subject. 3

_ A.t a film convention, she was
invited to say a few words. “‘I've
been asked why I'm not in more
Paramount pictures,” Susan told
the audience, ‘ and I have never
besn .asked a more interesting
question. 1 wish to pass it on
however, to the gentlemen Wh(;
run Paramount. Why haven't I
been in more of this studio’g
pictures ? " '

Susan was loaned out to
stu(.iios, but her toughnessoggg
off in the end. She got bigger
and better roles while on loan-
out, until Paramount was only
too glad to bring her home again
and make her a star.

Shelley Winters, on the other
hand, has quit—or mnearly quit
—Hollywood several times. She
was so sure she was a flop in **
Double Life” that she simply
packed up and went home—""1
decided I'd get some more eX-
perience on the stage and come
back againlater. "’ o

N

FAMOUS STAR Vyjayantimala, posing by the side of Shri
Nataraja, the Lord of Dance,



’I(i"l rigant

One mistake she made was to
cover her toughness with a
glamour routine. She almost
over-reached herself. When she
wanted the role of Alicein “ A
Place In The Sun,” she had to
fight twice as hard to get it

Shelley didn’t give up when
director George Stevens would-
n't talk on the telephone, would-
n't make appointments,
wouldn't answer letters and
wires. She finally cornered the
director in & restaurant and con-
vinced him that she could do a
good job.

A different kindiof toughness
lies behind Judy Garland’s suc-
cessful comeback. 8he, too, has
learned to use yesterday's heart-
aches to develop Dbetter to-
morrows, Toughness brought
her to the top once and has done
it again. Judy’s winning fight
against unhappiness and sickness
is an old story now.

And do you think it was easy
for Judy to face live audiences in
different parts of the country on
opening nights ? But....

“I'M HAPPIER THAN I'VE
EVER BEEN.” SHE SAYS
TODAY... “JUST BEING MY-
SELF."

Debbie Reynolds too knows the
price she must pay for stardom.
You don’t think Debbie is tough?
Listen. “Ilose fifteen peunds
in every new movie I make,”

- she confesses. ‘“How? Learn-
ing—and doing my best. "

Not content with what she has
already achieved, she spends
- the major share of her precious
~ free time in lessons, endeavour.

ing constantly to improve her
technique as an actress, -

_D.ebbilg is her own sternest
critic. © My ambition is to learn
to dance very well, which might
take_ years. When I'm not
_maklng' a picture, I take lessons
in da’ncmg, singing and drama-
tics.” She adds: - Someday I'll
do good musical comedies, "

Broken Marriages

A different kind of toughness
exists in Betty Hutton and Lana
Turner. Both have endured un-
happy broken marriages. Both
desperately want successful
marriages, not only for them.
selves, but for their children, ¢

" What Ididn't have, I want
for my children,” says Betty,
who has been fighting her own
battles since she was fourteen,

“I want them to have roots and-
traditions.

One night I sat in Lucy's
restaurant in Hollywood with
Lana’s ex-husband, Steve Crane.
“No one will ever know the
real Lana as I know her," hed
said. “ihe is; girl who can't
use & make-up kit sparingly a
dabs the stuff on thli)ckly.g y and

Clear Fact
““She does it professionally

and she does it privately, Lana

thinks that a veneer in Holly.

wood is like armour—that it's v

fully protective and that any
softness that lies underneath
will go unscathed. " :

He went on: ‘* All that Lansy
has to learn is to recognise which
is the veneer and which is her
true self. When that happens,
she will find happiness. " o

Woell, there you have 'Hoily-
wood’s Eight Toughest Girls and
what made them that way. And
studying their stories reveals'
one very clear fact:

* toughness doesn't mean shallow-

ness or cattiness.

FILM ON BUDDHA

The 2500th birthday of Lord
Buddha is to be celebrated
on a grand scale. Apart f;gm
the many religious activities
being arranged by the autho-
rities concerned, the _bnghter
gide of the celebrations i1s rather
interesting. Bimal Roy 1s mak-
ing & documentary based on the
life story of Buddbha. His docu(i
mentary unit having 'complete
work in Calcutta is on tour
through  important 'Buddhlst
centres for picturisation. The
other arrangements are 1in the
making. The preliminary work
on the project will have to be
shot with locations in Ceylon

and Burma.

Nimmi To Act

' In Bombay is Dr. Madbusudan

nju, Indian Press attache in
g:nlgkok, Thailand, who has
come here to make arrange-
ments for filming a movie on
Buddha. Thailand is a place
where the people are a deeply
religious lot. Because of Dr.
‘Ganju’s extensive ~ study of
Buddha’s history, his servic:s
have been loaned for the filming
of Buddha’s episode. The pic-
ture will be directed by Hemen
Gupta and the chief female
¢ haracter is Nimmi. Mangala, a

‘mew find from Bengal, is also

& major role, writes the
K% ., correspondent of
Lindustan Standard."”

Bl L e

"fhe film which will be made
by Thai Information Services
will be in Hindi and dubbed in
Siamese, Ceylonese, Burmese,
Cantonese, Japanese and Eng.
lish. Every country in South.
East Asia wherever Buddhism
has spread will be depicted in
it. It will be in celour, made
for the international market and
through this picture Dr. Ganju
proposes to show the cultural
affinity between the various
South-East Asian countries and:
the part India has played -in
bringing about that culturel
unity. Che

With this, two shorts en
Buddha are to be seen during
the celebrations, The birthd
celebrations  will come o
on the Baisakhi Purnima day in,
May this year at Bodh Gaya
where Lord Buddha attained’ e’
lightenment. The celebrations
will continue till November o
December, o

SNAKES STEAL SHOW!

Right ‘now the South Indian’
film industry seems to be'
gripped with the ‘‘snake cult.,'
Snakes keep on running,’ reel’
after reel, sometimes ferociously”
and sometimes fascinatingly,:
Even in the''socials” they
sneak around! R

The tremendous success of"
“ Nagin " which ran in Madzas:
to jubilee weeks seems to have:
induced the producers to realize’
the potentialities of charm tha:
snakes are capable of. Soon
after “ Nagin'' tame ‘‘ Kanavane
Kankanda Deivam " with enakes:
linking up the diverse ends -@f-~
the mythical story. . It was . one
of the great box.office smashexs
of the year, writes the Madzes:



cortespondent of the ** Hindustan
Times."”

Currently another snake
picture is being screened. It
seems to be heading for great
popularity. The picture is “"Nag
Devatai which has been produ-
ced by A.V.M. The story has
been adapted from a Hindi
mythological. Earlier, this
picture was produced in Kanna-
da under the title of ‘‘Adarsha
Sathi,”” which is said to be
having a successful run in
Kannada region. Its Telugu
version, ‘Nagul Chavathi,” is
also scheduled for an early
release. It has a dazzling cast.
For the first time Jamuna and
Jenaki have been teamed toge-
ther, but the snakes steal
the show.

SHANTARAM TO ACT!

In the wake of all the laurels
that he has earned both at home
and abroad for making ‘* Jhanak
Jhanak Payal Baaje,” Producer-
Director V. Shantaram is wor.
king on his next picture in which
he will stage a come-back as an
actor by playing the male lead
five years after his last appea-
rance in ‘‘Parchhain.”

The story of this new Shanta-
tam film is written by the noted
Maharashtrian author G. D. Mad-
gulkar and it deals with some of
the facts of life which are sel.
dom, if ever, tackled in Indian
films, reports ‘' Bharat Jyoti.”

With the script slmost com.
plete, Shantaram is expected to
commence the shooting of this
‘‘ experimental ”’ picturs, to be
shot mostly outdoors, in the very
neaz future,

Meanwhile, Prabhat Kumar
Shantaram’s son, who makes hié
directorial debut in Rajkamal’s
next social “Toofan Aur Diya,”
Is said to be giving ﬁnishiﬁg
touches to his maiden venture,

A STAR IS BORN!

Fame ina night! Unknown
actress steps  into leading
part. A new star is born]

It still happens. But
: ; . usual
there 1s a difference betWegl
the discoveries of to-day and
those of twenty years ago.

. To-day, a girl may be
spottec.l” by & director or
scout in the most unlikely
place—serving as a waitress in
a restaurant, at a gociety
party—but before she faces the
public she's put through a
concentrated course of training
Unless, of course, she ha.é
already studied acting, as many
of them have when * disco
vered.” )

Turning Point.

Turning point in the ca
Jill Ireland was a h;.?::u(::f
Shopping one day in London'
she noticed her reflection in a'.
shop window and suddenly
thought how dull and ordinary
her blonde bob looked. Into the
next barber’s shop she went and
had_ it all cut off, except a sleek
boyish cap of gleaming gold,

A few weeks later, in thel

same barber's shop, agent Bj

Watts happened to lookgup atlta;;xlel:
blonde boy sitting next to him
waiting his turn—and realized
that it wasn't a boy at all
despite black slacks, sweatex’*
and short cropped hair. He
talked to her and learned ghe
was an acrobatic dancer,
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‘Rave’ Notices

As a resultof that meeting,
Jill got a solo dancing spot in
“Oh, Rosalinda!,” a part in
“Simon and Laura' and now,
at nineteen, has a contract with
the Rank Organization, writes
Alison Barnes in Tit-Bits.

Betsy Palmer, who can be
seen in a tragic role in  “ Queen
Bee,” and a gay one in “* Mr.
Roberts,”’ graduated with
honours from her university—
and only took up acting bacause
an aptitude test pointed clearly
to drama as the career for her.

Then consider the exciting

.~case of Anna Massey, seven-

teen.year-old daughter of
Adrienne Allan and Raymond
Massey, whose very first appea-
rance on any stage was in the
West End production of “The
Reluctant Debutante” in which
she got rave notices.

Instant Hit

Anna had had no formal
theatrical training at all when
she went with her mother to the

.annual matinee of R.A.D. A,

which playwright William
Douglas Home was attending in
the hope of finding a girl to star
in his play. When the perform-
ance was over, Anna was
talking to Robert Morley. ** Who
is the redhaired girl talking to
Morley ? " asked Douglas Home
and so began a career on the
West End stage which has led
to a contract with London Films.

Twenty-two-year-old Mary
Ure, another London Films

- contract actress, had, on the

other hand, put in two years’
stage training before she won a
contract with Tennents. She was
touring in Scotland in a tiny
part in the stage play of “Simon

and Laura,” when she was
recalled to London and auditio-
ned for the role of Amanda in
“Time Remembered,” in which
she made an instant hit. So
followed the film contract, the
lead in “‘Storm Over The Nile,”
and her recent appearance in
Moscow as Ophelia. -

Secret of Success

The secret of success, said
gsomeone, is being in the right
place at the right moment. That
certainly applies to show
business, where gsomeone—
producer, director, playwright
or talent scout—is invariably
looking for some particular
kind of person. The great thing
is to be on hand when it's your
sort of person they're looking for.

The exciting new Italian
actress with dark hair and eyes
and beautiful figure, twenty-
year-old Anna Maria Sandri,
had that sort of "luck. She
happened to be in a group of
thirty Italian actresses seen by
Brian Desmond Hurst when he
flew out to Rome in search of a
girl to play a Bedouinin ‘‘The
Black Tent.”” She looked just
right and was brought back to
co-star with Anthony Steel- and
Donald Sinden.

" In ** Count Three and Pray”
there is a dynamic newcomer
Joanne Woodward, who has
a pixie personality, a voice like
a foghorn and charms you
completely despite untidy urchin
hair, a total absence of make-up
and old jeans. Specifications for
the actress needed were exact;
they stated, ‘great physical
beauty plus an inner spiritual
appeal.’”” Joanne Woodward
wag found doing TV and
Broadway stage work.
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ABOUT 400 miles from

Calcutta, stands Banaras
the most ancient city of India
snd  the centre of Hinduism
It stands on the banks of thé
Qanga, the holy river to which
millions of pilgrimages are made
yea.r‘ly, and where, in the shadow
of innumerable temples live
more than 30,000 mendicants
for dospx?e differences of croed
a.hd manifold misdeeds, those
Y]Elo pass beyond this life in the

THIS IS HOLY BANARAS

wirs

compass of what is known ag the

Panch Khosi, go ot
Heaven, go straight to

From dawn till dusk the b
of the temples prociaim thatet]li"

priests are busy ; funeral pyres

burn day and night and the agh

7]
of the dead are brought from al]
over India to be thrown intg the
waters cf the Ganga.

The origins of the cit
) ori; y are lost
In antiquity, butitis known to

A View of Manikarnika Ghat.
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have been a centre of religious

activity {in days before records
were kept, and it is to Banaras
that Buddha® journeyed from
Gaya to preach his first sermon
in what was then a deer park.

After the decline of Buddhism
in India the religious heart of
Banaras moved from its old site
in the deer park to the place it
now occupies, along a crescent
sweep of the sacred life-giving
Ganga,

Of the many temples in the
City, perhaps:the most famous
is the one dedicated to Siva, Lord
of the Universe. Owing to the
closeness of the narrow streets
around it, the full magnificence
of this Temple, with its three
towers two of which are covered
with intricate designs of copper
and gold, cannot be fully appre-
ciated. In the Temple quadran.
gle stands the celebrated Well
of Knowledge, the Gyan Kup, a
draught of water from whose
depths is said to induce the very

highest spiritual enlightenment."

An Englihwoman, whose name
was Margaret Noble, and who
sdoped the mnams of Sister
Nivedita when she became a
Hindu nun,has left this picture
of Banaras:

‘“ Benares is an epitome of the
whole Indian synthesis of
Nationality... we can buy in
Benares besides her own delicate
webs, the saris of Madras and
the Deccan alike. Or we may
go to the Viswanath bazaar for
the carpentry of the Punjab.
We may find in the same city the
brass work of Nasik, of Trichino-
poly and of the Nepalese fron.
tier. It is there, better than
anywhere else in India. that we
may buy the stone vessels of
Gaya, of Jubbulpore, and of
Agra or the Shivas of the
Nerbudda and the Salagrams of
the Gumti and Nepal. And
the food of every province may
be bought in these streets, the
language of every race in India
heard within these walls.”
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i GOOD REASONS i
: 5 WHY YOU SHOULD

i BUY OUR TYPES A
§ LASTS LONGER THAN OTHERS

H CONTAINS MORE TIN & ANTIMONY

2 % %t

DEEP CUT, LEGIBLE AND PERFECT
NO CLOGGING OR SMEARING OF INK
GIVES SATISFACTION AND PROFIT

§ UNIVERSAL TYPE FOUNDRY

19, THACKERS STREET
PURASAWALKAM < MADRAS -7
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VITAMINS BUILD YOUR HEALTH

VITAMINS are; substances

present in fresh, natural
foodstuffs, which are essential
for health and well-being, They
are present in food materials in
very minute quantities, and the
body also needs them only in
very minute quantities. For ex-
ample, cod liver oil, although
one of the richest natural sources
of Vitamin D, contains only one
part in 4,00,000 of that vitamin.
But the body cannot afford to go
without vitamins in spite of the
fact that it only needs infinitesi-
mal quantities of them.

The discovery of vitamins is a
story of international co-opera-
tion in medical research. By the
middle of the 19th century,
scientists had proved the pre-
sence of three principles, pro-
teins, fats, and carbohydrates,
in food. But there was a mis-
sing link, the nature and com-
position of which had eluded re-
search workers for a considera-
ble period of time. In 1847,
James Lind, a ship’s doctor,
proved experimentally that the
disease known as scurvy could
be cured by giving lemon juice
or juice of other citrus fruits
to the sufferers. In the early
eighties, Admiral Takaki of
the Japanese Navy had prov-
od the effectiveness of unmilled
legumes in the prevention of

§6

quiberi. In 1897, Eijkman, a
prison doctor in Java, discov-
ered that fowls which had been
fed on milled rice developed
symptoms resembling Beriberi
Later. on, a Polish bio:
chemist, produced in 1911 4

extract of rice polishings supr.lﬁ
posed to be preventive against
Beriberi. To Sir Frederic Gow-
land Hopkins goes the credit ef
establlghing the separate identi.
ty of vitamins and of their need
for the proper functioning of the
human organism.

Most Essential

fl‘he number of different vita,.-
mins recently proved to be
essential to growth is so grea
that ox}ly doctors can rememﬁ
pel: their names. But the mos;
Important of them are vitaming

A; Cp D, a.nd the B 1o .
a medical man, group, writes

Vitamin A deficiency i
of the factors responzibl: (;‘g:
a la:rge number of cases of
t.ieﬁcmncy diseases in India, It
is present in butter and ghee
whole milk, curds, egg yolk'
liver, fish etc. Prolonged heat.
ing of ghes in an open pan
destroys the vitamin. Vanaspati
and vegetable oils do not contain
it. The richest known natural
source of vitamin A is the liver
oil of certain fish like cod, hali-
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but, shark and some inman
fish. Animal foods rich in
vitamin A are, however, expen-
sive. The easiest and cheapest

. way of ensuring a gufficiency

of vitamin A is to increase the
intake of green leaf vegetables.
Three ounces a day of the
common leafy vegetables will
furnish an adult’s requirements.
Mango, papaya, tomato, carrots,
green and yellow fruits and
vegetables are rich sources of

carotene which is transformed

into vitamin A in the body.
Take Groundnuts

The B group includes several
vitamins. The lack of one of
them, called thiamina, causes
Beriberi, in which there is par-
tial or complete paralysis of the
limbs due to degeneration of the
nerves, often accompanied by
weakness of the heart. 'ljhe
richest sources of thiamine
among ordinary foods are un-
milled cereals, pulses and nuts,
particularly groundnut. Diets
based on whole wheat, any of
the millets, raw home-pounded

,rice, usually supply to thiamine

in sufficient amount. Hven if
the diet is based on highly milled
rice, the danger of Beriberi can
be removed if two ounces of
pulses are taken daily. The lack
of the other vitamins of B group
causes such diseases asg soreness
of the angles of the mouth and
the tongue, eyediseases, ete. In
general, whole cereals, pulses
and nuts are fairly good sources
of most vitamins in this
group, while the richest sources
are yeast, milk products, liver

and eggs. _
Leafy Vegetables’

Vitamin C'deficiency leads to
bleeding gums and retarded

wouna neaung, while prolonged
deficiency ends up in the disease
known as scurvy, the symptoms
of which are sore gums, painful
joints and haemorrhages. The
vitamin is wusually found in
fresh fruits and vegetables,
particularly the green leafy
varieties which contain this
vitamin in abundance. But
stale vegetables rapidly lose
their vitamin C content. Pulses
and cereals in the dry state de
not contain the vitamin, but it:
ig formed when they are allow-
ed to sprout. Sprouting is a
simple process where the grains
after a preliminary soaking in
water for about 24 hours, are
spread out on damp earth or
a damp blanket and covered
over with a moist cloth. The
grains will have germinated in
two or three days and should
be consumed either raw or after
cooking for a minimum period.
Sprouted mung or green gram
is a very good source of
vitamin C.

So Cheap

There is one very cheap and
common fruit, namely amla or
Nellikai which is one of the
richest natural sources of
vitamin C. The fresh juice con-
tains nearly twenty times as
much vitamin C as orange juice
and a single fruit is equivaleut
in vitamin C content to one or
two oranges. Though the
heating  or drying of fresh
fruits or vegetables usually
leads to the destrugtion of their
vitamin C content, Amla is
exceptional in that it has cer-
tain substances which protect
vitamin, Hence, it is possible
to have amla preparations with
a high vitamin C content. Guava

)



{s another rich source. Mangoes
are fairly rich in it.

Vitamin D deficiency causes
rickets and deformities of the
bones, It is found in liver
and liver oils, egg yolk
and in milk and ghee obtained
from animals fed on green
pastures and exposed to sun-
light.

* * *

VICIOUS MOUTH
HABITS

Most people grind their teeth
while sleeping. Many others
olench them, rock them or have
one or more of 36 “ vicious”
mouth habits that can damage
gums, other mouth tissues and

the teeth themselves.

The tooth grinding during
sleep chips and loosens teeth and
{causes considerable erosion and
sensitiveness of the gums.

The 36 ‘' vicious'’ mouth habits
were listed by Dr. John 8. Me-
Kenzie of Miami at a meeting
of the American Dental Associa-
tion. Among them are: Lip-bit-
ing, toothpick-Liting, fingernail-
biting, biting on straws or mat-
‘ghes or hairpins or pencils or
pens or the ear part of eyeglass-
.es, biting on thread, holding
nails or pins between the teeth,
.thumb-sucking, smoking, chew-
ing of cigars or tobacco, crack-
ing nuts with teeth, clenching
& cigarette holder, opening
bottles of drinks with the teeth
and pressure on the teeth that
results from resting the chin on
- the hand,

NERVES AND GOLDEN
RULES

Do you want to prevent a
nervous 'breakdown? Dr,Louis ;
Bisch in “ Your Nerves” gives q
us these golden rules:

1. Don't repress your emotions.
Let off emotional steam. Laugh
sing, shout, !

2. Remove all feelings of gui

guilt
that you may have over past and
present happenings,

3. Don’t punish yourself need.
lessly.

4, Reduce your degree of overin:
sengitiveness by gettin g
tough. Be outspoken, stick to
your opinions, ask questions,

5. Add variety to your routine
regularly.

6. Try to get eight hours of
sleep every night.

7. Conserve your ener
Learn how to work to make gt}?e
most of your time. Don't wastq
time in wishful thinking and idle
gossip. ‘

K *

DON'T HOARD !

Make your medicine-chest
safe for everyone—including the
absent-minded ones—by mark.
Ing every bottle with the name
of its contents. Don't keep any
bottle or box of pills of which
the contents are uncertain. Don't
hoard old drugs, throw the
away. Don't forget that wha
Was originally a life-saving drug
may have deteriorated into &

deadly peison th i
too long, n through standing

e

INJURY WITHOUT PAIN

It's a mistaken notion that
people always have pain when
they're injured, says Dr. Robert
Elman in a book, ‘ Surgical
Care.” Detailed examination
and interviews with 225 gseverely
wounded soldiers showed that
only one-fourth complained of
pain, which is a very small per-
centage compared to their
wounds,

TO LIVE TO 100

One of America’s best known
doctors, who has studied life
histories of 20 persons who lived
to be 100, is convinced that
longevity depends on:

1. Berenity and a sense of
humour.

2. Temperate habits in eating
and drinking.

3. Proper weight and adequate
rest.

4. Economic security.

y 5. Keeping active.

The doctor, Seal Harris of
Birmingham, Alabama, himself
80, believes anyone given a fair
break on heredity can live to
this age if he observes good
rules of health.

*

PSYCHOLOGY—&
RHEUMATISM!!

There is no easy road with

» rheumatic diseases, for th'e sam?
» symptom may have different
causes in different people. There
is a definite psychological varie-
ty. A persistent backache may

defy X-ray, physiotherapy, sur-

geons, aspirin, and prove te b
due to a repressed resentmenta
having to work hard while a lazy
husband malingers, A stiff neck
may be due to nothing more than
an inferiority complex,

Drugs are still the great stand-
by. They are not injurious te
the heart, but may cause
dyspepsia, so tablets should al.
ways be crushed.

Things to rub in are legion,
many containing oil of winter.
green or mustard. A recent in.
troduction is an ointment con.
taining 5 per cent. adrenalim,
which appears to have pain-
relieving properties.

Physical treatment really
boils down to some form of heat
and some form of rubbing,
though there is, of course, consi-
derable know-how in applying
these successfully. In rheu-
matic fever and the acute
stages of rheumatoid arthritie
rest is essential, but otherwise
rest generally causes stiffness,
and it is better to exercise stiff
muscles freely, even though
they creak protestingly.

* * *

GO TO SLEEP!

“T can’'t get a good night’s
sleep,” a young lady said to me
the other day. ‘I keep waking :
up,” she added.

A good many people are like
Miss X—don't get proper sleep
bs:ause they keep waking up.
F.om this, insomnia is only
a step. ‘

Most of the so-called cures for
insomnia are curesin namae only,
Counting sheep is an example,

: o



Sheep move about so much that
you wear yourself out. Also,
you have to stay awake to count
sheep, according to a British
writer.

A hot bath will put you to
sleep. But who wants to sleep
in the bath?- The last time I
tried that, I nearly drowned.

One of the secrets of good
sound sleep may be learned from
infants. It's a shame they can’t
talk.

Plain Truth

Another secret, according to
psychologists, is not to care a
hang. If you can’t go to sleep,
just snap your fingers, say
“Pooh!” and getup and doa
bit of work. We stay awake,
they say, because we worry, I
presume, abcut not being able
to go to sleep.

Peculiar positions sometimes
induce rest.ul slumber. When
1 find mys:If awake thinking
about Schedule E, I move the
bed over towards the window
and sleep with my head and
shoulders outdoors. This gives
me a keen sense of being one
with Nature and enables me fo
'know ingtantly when it staits
to rain.

However, the truth about
sleep is this: you don't really
need as much as you think you
do. As the years go by, you
need less. By the time you're a
hundred and ten, you won't need
any. Take my word for it.
Stop worrying and go to sleep !

*l SEVEN RAGES OB MAN | |4-
14 NOW where the thundering

gong? "’

“Haug il all, can’'t a married
man look at another woman
without his wife going into
hystevics 2”7

““Who the blazes has been

messing about with this news.
paper?”’

“But good heavens above,
you had a new hat only a couple
of months ago."”

“If he’s all you make out,
why didn't you marry him"
instead of me?”

“Who's going bald ?”

"“Have you been peeling the
potatoes with my razor again?"

—Christopher Brett,

COCTOR’S BILL COLLECTOR:
*“Noi one bill was paid t0~day.
But the bill-book printer sent in l'us
bill to-day!” i

heck has  that stud

-

In India’'s Lok Sabha there
was peal upon peal of laughter
when an indignant Member agked
- Government why in respect of a
Particular issue no action
was taken on 30th February

and why it chose to
mark time until Ist March. When
he realised that February had
only 29 days and not,30 he him-
self joined in the chorus of
laughter !

% ® ®

When the temperature shot up
to 116 degrees in an Indian zoo

3 . X
¥ four years ago, six animals weve

overcome by the intense heat and
died. So worried officials decid-
ed to take prompt action. The
zZoo was equipped with electric
fans which ran night and day
directly the weather began to get
really hot. And animals such as
monkeys, lions, tigers and pan-
thers could keep cool by making
use of continuous supplies of
cold water.
* * *

When Maxrshall Walter Baker

of Tempe, Arizona, was bitten -

by two dogs, he hastened to have
the bites cauterized.. Baker is

fine, but both the dogs died
promptly thereafter.

* ®

Peter Wishnitz of New York
city won a ten-dollar bet by
swimming—fully clothed—in the
ocean. He was arrested for dis-
orderly conduct—and fined ten
dollars |

B * *

An Amer ican recently
drank three bottles of brandy in
thirty minutes for a bet, but
within another thirty minutes he
was dead !

* * *

Back in the 1920s Bill Willams,
of Hindo, Texas, pushed a peanut
up a mountain, 14,110 feet high,
with his nose, It took him a
month to do, and he won £100,

* * *

A tightrope walker balanced
for ten minutes on a piece of
rope stretched between two sky.
scrapers. A Canadian stood on
his head at the top of a hundred.

n



foot flagpole. Then there was
the man who climbed to the top
of a church steeple and remained
perched there for three days. A
month later he fell downstairs
at home and broke his neck |

%k X3 B3

A few years ago & man rowed
across the Thames on a butcher’s
tray. About the same time a
starnge competition was held in
Kent. Fifteen women and twenty
men started rolling down a hill
to see who could roll farthest.
The winner was a girl, who
rolled just over half a mile.

* * *

In 1938 six Australians entered
a Billiards ball contest for a
£10 prize. The test course was
a three and a half mile stretch of
road just outside Sydney, and
the billiards balls had to be cued
along this distance. Two drop-
ped out with cramp.

The winner covered the course
in forty minutes, but he frequen-
tly had to crawl on hands and
knees to drive his ball from ben-
eath parked cars. And all for
£10!

R * *

One of the craziest contests of
all time took place a couple of
years ago. It was surely one of
the queerest hare and tortoise
‘races ever invented. Larry
~ Hughes, of America, was attem-

“pting to fly round the world in

five days, using only the coms
mercial air lines. He hoped to
reach Los Angeles City Hall be.
fore his opponent, Carol Field-

“house, who was hopping along

the road from Santa Monica on a
pongo-stick. The prize was a
thousand dollars, And still i
goes on!

* * *

It has been reported recently
that an Egyptian is trying to
walk up the whole length of the
Nile on his hands, and a French-

man is to make a second attomp‘
&

to reach the North Pole on

bicycle equipped with special
tyres |

MOTHER (to piper son): * You})
lay aside your pipe for a moment,
and buy your little son a toy-
whistle for which he has been -
howling since moraing ! *

: 'HIMALAYAN MYSTERY \—(Continued from page 24 )

to the Karakoram in the west—a
range of more than 1,500 miles.

The late F. S. Smythe took
careful photographs of fracks
seen on a snow-covered glacier
(c. 16,500 ft.) in Garhwal, which
his Sherpa porters declared were
those of a “‘mirka” or ‘‘yeti,”
two sherpa names for the
‘Abominable Snowman. Experts
diagnosed these photographs as
those of bear tracks, whereupon
it was generally assumed that
the same explanation held good,
hitherto and thereafter, for all

. tracks seen in the Himalayan

snows.

~““As pointed out at the time,
this was, of course, a complete
non sequitur, for in the same
year (1937) I myself had seen
tracks at 19,000 ft. on the Snow
Lake at the head of the Biafo
Glacier in the Karakoram which
were roughly circular and about
a foot in diameter. They were
certainly not bear tracks, for we
had the opportunity to study
.plenty of these a few days later
at a much lower altitude. My
sherpas said they were tra.cks of
the smaller men-eating variety
of ‘“ yeti” and were accordingly
frightened. Nor were they much
comforted by my, remarking that
he must be devilish hungry since
no man had been in those parts
for thirty years.”

It is perhaps significant that it
was not far from the Zemu Gap,
but in lower and easier country,
=that Mr. A. N. Tombazi claims
.to have seen an Abomi‘nable
Snowman. Such important evi.
dence denrvos to be quoted ver-
batim.

- Having been oallbd fxom his

tent by his porters, Mr. Tombazi
says: “‘Intense glare prevented
me seeing anything for the first
few seconds, but I soon spotted
the object referred to two or
three hundred yards away down
the valley. Unquestionably the
figure in outline was exactly like
a human being, walking uprighs
and stooping occasionally to up-
root gome dwarf rhododendrons,
It showed dark against the snow
and wore no clothing. Within'
the next minute or so it had mo.
ved into some thick scrub and-
disappeared. I examined the
footprints, which were similar
in shape to those of a man, but
only six or seven inches long.
Marks of five toes and instep
were clear, but trace of heel
indistinct,

““ The prints were undoubted.-
ly those of a biped. From in.
quiries I gathered that no man
had gone in this direction since
the beginning of the year. The
coolies naturally trotted out fan.
tastic legends of demons, snow-
men. Without in the least beli-
eving these delicious fairytales,
notwithstanding the plausible
yarns told by the people, I am
at a loss to express any definite
opinion. I can only reiterate
with certainty that the silhouet.
te of the mysterious being was
identical with the outline of a
human figure.”

Mr. Tomazi, with his ‘'fantas-
tic legends’’ and ‘* delicious
fairytales,” is evidently a hostile
witness and his testimony is all
the more valuable. One canneot
but regret that these tracks wexe
not followed up. Perhaps the
rhododendron scrub was too trhmk

or the porters too scared.—E.



THE earth is warming up again,
and that, an American scien.
~ tist says, could mean:

_A ““dark ages ™ decline for the
United States and Europe.

.A chance for Russia to become
the leading nation, with tempera-
tures that favour bustling, ener-
getic life.

8maller adults in the United
States,

i The opening of Antarctica's
- storehouse of resources.

. The now-frozen reaches of

. northern Siberia and Canada sup-
porting the earth’s most energe-
tic populations.

These possibilities are discus-
sed in the magazine Science by
{Dr. Clarence A. Mills, of the
‘laboratory for experimental
‘medicine, University of Cincin-
nati, U.S. A.

Changes In Growth

The reason they may come is
the tremendous effect that tem.-
‘perature has on human life, Dr
Mills explains. The human body
in burning food-stuffs for energy,
produces a lot of waste heat, and

%\llt get rid of it,

EARTH IS WARMING UP!

Ease of heat loss ‘“means a
fast-growing, early maturing,
highly fertile individual, with a
keen mentality, and good ability
to fight infectious disease.”

If climate makes it hard to
lose heat, people slow down.
There are changes in growth,
rate of development, resistance
to disease, and thought capacity,
he said.

“Physical and mental charac.
teristics thus change, from the
dynamic and pushing, to a mors
passive type. Personal initiative
gives way to a desire for secu.
rity."”

North Turned Cold
In the last 10,000 years there

have been five cycles of relative

warmth and cold each lasting

about 2,000 years, Dr. Mills ssys, ‘

_We are now in a period of
rising temperatures, and ‘‘ tem-

peratures in 1930 reached about

the levels of 1,000 years earlier.

 All records available indicate

that earth temperatures have
bepn rising for a full century,
bringing definitely mildex win.
ters and the long summers of
depressive heat that sap human

[ 3

energy and change the course of
\mtions.

¢ Fhe next-to-last cold millen-
niun'lr fell in the days of early
Greek and Roman glory, and
was followed by the 1,000 years
of dark ages warmth, when
cereal grains could be ripened in
Iceland,”

th
The peak of dark ages walm
came about 850 A.D., he writes.

Greater warmth in Scandinavia
brought temperatures f-fwourmg
human activity, and stlmul.ated
the Vikings in their explorations.

Then, he says. a cool millen-

* nium came, the north turned

cold, and Europe entered the
Renaissance.

Lethargy Creeping !

Now, ‘‘-the same semi-tropical
lethargy which earlier engulfed
the Mediterranean copntrles of
Europe is today creeping north-
ward over the United States and
central Europe.”*

Already, Dr Mills said, _the;e

i i a trend for later maturity in
girls and smaller adult stature in
American college youth, revers-
ing ‘‘the trend of recent cen-
turies towards earlier maturity
and ever-better physiques. In
the Carolinas the revgrsal came
with children born in 1918, at
Cincinnati (Ohio) }atltud_es a little
later, and in Wisconsin 1t_st11’1,
remains only an indefinite hint.

ia was retarded by cen-
tuﬁ‘:s:; cold, Dr Mills says, but
« much of Russia today en]cgs
" temperatures which are nem;1 e
optimal (best) for human en eia.-
your . . - hers is now the ear S:f
American frontier rea.ctgon. oh
bubbling mthusiasm and nig

irresistible impetuosity. In the
warm centuries ahead she may
gain the sought-for place in the
sun, along with the lesser north-
ern nations of Scandinavia and
Canada,”

Man, says Dr Mills, “ig in -
reality a pawn of the environmen-
tal forces encompassing him, be-
ing pushed forward to a van-
tage point at one time, or held
in lethargic bondage at another.
Here is a challenge of the, first .
magnitude—~can human intelli-
gonce find an effective answer?”

Possible Defences

He mentions tw o possible
defences against being unduly
affected by temperature changes.

Animal studies show that'
some depressive effects of heat
can be overcome by extra
amounts of B vitamins and foods
richer in protein. Air-conditio-
ning could maintain tfempera-
tures best suited for human
activity. :

A study by Ellsworth Hun-

tington showed that 64deg
seemed best for physical
performance, with the mingd

working best at 38deg to 40deg.

The cool, energising climates
aren't free from hazards, Dr.
Mills adds.

“Evidences of mental and:
physical breakdown are today
most alarming in those regions
of the earth where temperatures
are most energising. Hardening
of the arteries, heart failure,
diabetes, cancer, and many other
breakdown diseases claim more "
victims in those climates than in-
tropical warmth, where infec- "
tious diseases run rampant.”



domplaining that he had been
debited 300 dollars against a che-
que he had never made out he
would have been surprised to
know the remarkable develop-
.ments.

He had detected an unfortun-
ate loophole in the arrangements
not only of his own bank but of
many thousands of others : once
cancelled cheques had been re-
turned to the client who drew
them there was little further
proof of payment,

It was this that set thinking a
thirty-six-year-old clerk, George
MoCarthy, whose inspiration was
not only to solve a very serious
banking problem but to aid
thousands of other commercial
concerns.

After weeks of unsuccessful
pondering, McCarthy’s inspira-
tion came to him in a cinema
where a slow-motion picture of
& baseball pitcher appeared on
the screen. Why not, he suddenly
thought, a cinematic camera
which operated fast enough to
photograph cheques passing con-
tinuously in front of it on
& conveyor belt?

Fraction Of Space

To-day this is what thousands
of banks all over Britain use for
keeping a record of cheques
before they return them to the
client who made them out, but
now camera and conveyor belt

"are all in one machine. The
most modern of these are so fast
that they can ‘“snap ' up to 500
cheques a minute and photograph
both  sides  simultaneously,
writes a London weekly.

' Once microfilm cameras had
been developed on these lines so

78

successfully. they were uged far
hppdreds of other purposes,
Filing firms suddenly realized
that with their aid copies of
thousands of all sortg of docu-
ments could be stored away in
only a fraction of the space it
took to file the genuine article,

Recently a firm built a strong.
room 109 feet underground v(:rlllgh
hundreds of special fire-resistant
logker safes designed to take
microfilm. This, it ig claimed
18 proof even against an a,ton;
})omb, and firms of al) sorts are
1nvited to hire the lockers to keep
microfilm records of important
and valuable documents,

TEST YOURSELF !

This test is designed to give
you some idea of the amount of
control you have over Yourself,

Ansv&"er 'fmch question with g
definite “yes” or o "

1.—Are you habituall
¥ pune-
tual for work and appointmgn;ls ?

2.—Do you restrain yourgelf
from making hasty remarks
which you regret afterwards 9

1
3.—Do you often read books
which need concentration ?

4.—Have you ever deliberately
gone without luxuries to save
money for something worth.
while ?

}.15.~Do you avoid panicking
wihen you meet obstacles
difficulties 9 or

fi.—-Can you force yourself to
stick at things unti] they are
finished ?

'_7.-:-Do you stick firmly 4o
principles  you believe in,
even when it means making
yourself a little unpopular?

¥

"less than thirty is fair.

" near-by church he

8 —Can you take responsibi-
li\ty in your stride ?

9.—Can you bring yourself t‘o
apologise openly when you are

" wrong?

10.—In a puzzle or intelligence
test do you refuse to look at th(e1
answers until you have worke
right through yourself ? asks
The Psychologist.

Total Marks

ey:—Score ten marks for
ea.fhy" yes” answer. A total ofl'
over seventy shows exceptlm'nft
will.power and sglf-contro o
suggests reliabihf%u ta?l?eze :E:e

as a citizen.

:l,:g;eers in Dbeing too strol?g-
willed and stern with yoursell.

gixty to seventy ig good.
ItF:l?;estsya fair capacity ‘for
leadership and a balanced perso-
nality.” But it is worth reﬂectm.gf
on your ‘‘no’’ answers to see i
you can find a fault which itis
worthwhile to try and correct.

; ixty is
A score of forty to siX s
air. The person who SC(’)II‘:Ee
than
erson who scores less
:)hirty may have plenty of charm
but he lacks character.

'SHAKY TOWER'!

ighten the Leaning Tower
ofsggf? The folk of Pisa 1r;
Northern Italy are outraged at
such a suggestion! They're n}i)
even put off by the engineers wbo
forecast the towers _collapsg dy
»2255. ' Think what it would do

o the tourist trade,” they say.

When Bonnanus built the

. belfry for the
. tower in 1174 as a intonded it to

stand like any normal tower. 1t
was only when the fourth gallery
was added and the weight of
stone proved too much for the
marshy ground in which the
foundations were laid that the
structure began to tilt.

Architectural engineers who
recently measured the incline of
the tower with high-precision
instruments discovered that the
tower had moved 1.2 mm. in the
last twelve months and just over
one and a half inches in the past
thirty-five years, This means
that the top of the tower now
overhangs,the base by nearly
fourteen feet, states a British

press report.

Stone By Stone

And, say the engineers, if the
tower continues to subside at its
present rate then in the year 2255
it will collapse. Even now thers
is the danger that a violent
explosion or a severe earthquake
shock in the neighbourhood of
Pisa would bring the fower topp-
ling down.

The only solution is to dis-
mantle the tower stone by sto_ne
and rebuild it on the same site
after the ground has been ma:de
secure with a platform of rein-
forced concrete. And that would

cost a lot of money,

Besides, as the mayor
and towns-people point out,
thousands of TEuropean and
American tourists come every
year to Pisa especially to see
the famous tower. And vs.rho
would come to see the leaning

tower if it no longer leans ?
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For the first time she is
amiling broadly.  One stocking-
clad foot is swinging gaily as
she sits atop the high stool.
“ Aw, Eddie, it's fun to talk to
you. You're a good tonic for
me, you know that? You're
friendly and so....s0 casual like.”

*You like being casual with
aguy?"”

“For a change, it's pretty
nice. But I don’t see how you
keep in such good humour all
the time. You like being night
clerk in a dump like this?”

“Well,” says Eddie, ' the
work’s not too hard. Plenty of
time on my hands and a free
typewriter.”

“You and that typewriter.
Is that what keeps you going ?"

-“THIS is just a temporary job.

I've got some news for you,
Boots. I was <ot of waiting
for you to coms in.”

“ What 2"

+"Tm leaving, Boots.
Tomor.ow.”

 Quit it, Eddie. You're kidding
me. You're stuck here the same
ag me.”

The swinging foot suddenly
comes to rest on the stool

““You're fooling, aren't you,
Eddie?”

“I'm leaving, Boots,” he
repeats. “I've found a way

out of this trap you're talking
about.”

- Bhe watches his face, trying
to read the answer in the steady
eyes and set chin,

“Tomorrow,” he says,

SHE feels a sudden panie.

How ?’ she says, but the
word hardly comes out. There
is a quick rush of terror like
something racing inside her,
“Tell me, Eddie.”

The boy turns to the drawer
of the desk and brings out a
slip of paper, a cheque printed
on green paper. ‘Here,” he
says. ‘ take a look at this.”

.. She glances at it quickly.
Three hundred dollars!’ she
exclaims. “ Edward L, Mallory.”

Is that you, Eddie ? "
“That’s me. "

“ Oh, Eddie, what happened ?
Where'd it come from ? '

. Eddie points to the typewriter.
Nearly a year now I've been
sitting here pounding the key.
board and beating my brains
out. About a month ago I took
an armload of stuff around to a
fqllow Tknow, an agent, He
picked out three or four stories.”

“You mean he bought them ? "'

“No, but he sold a story for
me. Only one so far. It's to be
published in a few weeks.”

“ Eddie........ Oh, that's s
Th_at's fine | Hey-——you";‘:aeua!.
writer, you know that? It's
wonderful, Fddie. What's the
story about ?"

“That's the part I wanted
to explain. I thought maybe I'd
better talk to you about it. You
remember how you used to sit
around here and tell me about
your grandfather’'s place in
Towa? And the big red barn?"

* Yea.h, I remember.”

" And you told me about the
fat boy on the next farm—the
fat boy with the sweaty
hands ?”’

“What about him?”

“The one who used to tell
everything he knew—sitting in
the back of the school bu's,
whispering to the other boys?

/"1 know. Get to the point.”

“Well, I wrote a story about
you and him. It's called The
First stone.”

I don't get it."”

“It's a quotation, Boots.
From the Bible. ' Let him
among you who is without—?

1 know, skip it.

THE girl on the stool looks out
across the empty lobby, her
eyes following the worn red car-
pet that leads,up the stairway to
the first landing. Her eyes are
unblinking and the blonde lashes
stand up as straight as ever.

*“ Are you mad ?” the boy asks.

**No,” she says turning back
to him. “Why should I be mad ?"’

“Well, for one thing, you
might think I had exploited
you, "

“How do you mean, eXp-
loited ? "’

“ Used you.”
Oh, well, what's the dif ?”

Suddenly she leans forward
with ber elbows on her knees.
“ Geo, Eddie, I can't get over
it. Me in a story. Boots
McCarthy. Do you t_hink peo-
ple will want to read it?"

“Why not? It's & humsd
sort of drama. ™'

“Isit?”

“Of course. It happens to
everyone. Maybe net that way,
Maybe it turns out different,
but it happens.”

“Yeah, it happens all right,
But who'd ever figure I'd end up
in print. That's the part I can't
get over. It's wonderful, Eddie.
Say, what are you going fo do
now, write some more ?”

“Yes. But first I'm going to
get out of here.”

‘“Where you going ? "'

“To a place in Maryiand. It's
sort of a cottage on a river where
a few fellows can write and mess
around in the garden. ”

‘“Eddie—that sounds like
heaven! A house on a river
and a place to dig. That's per.
fect! That's the way to live. I
bet you could write plenty of
stories in a place like that.
Couldn’'t you, Eddie, if you had
someone willing to help?”

‘““There's always plenty to
write about, Boots, for a fellow
who looks around. People you
run into here and there. *’

“Listen, Eddie. I got a swell
idea- You know what 1 was
thinking? Maybe we could
gort of team up. I'd tell you
about things that happened and
then you could, you know, write
em up." a

EDDIE interrupts her.  Wait

minute, Boots. You haven't
heard all about this place yet.
It's on the Severn river. There’s

~agirl in Baltimore whese folks



own it. We're going to be
married. ”’

Boots sits a moment immo-
bile. S8he turns her eyes to the
small flowered hat that lies on
the counter and picks it up. She
sits quickly running her dark
red nails under the artificial
petals.

She moistens her lips before
she speaks.

“It sounds like a good deal,
Eddie. Best of luck.”

She slips from the stool, picks
up her shoes and stands holding
them in her hand. She looks
much smaller in her stocking
faet, scarcely up to to the boy's

ulder. She reaches for the
on the counter and glances
rhe clock.

* “ One-forty. Woell-1 guess I
better turn in.  Good.night,
Eddie. ”

THE boy speaks to her impul-
sively. " Boots, I'll split the

cheque with you. Maybe that

would be the fair thing to do.”

“ No, thanks, ” she says. It
was your story, I'll get along.”

She crosses the lobby sound-
lessly in her stocking feet,
walking towards the worn red
carpet on the stairway. The

boy follows her to the railing.

. ‘““Boots,” he says, ‘I hate to
run out on you. Maybe it's like
you say, this place is a trap., I
don’t want to leave you here,
Dbut what can Ido?"”

" Nothing, Not i
Bddie." © ¢ thing,
She starts up the stairway i
her stocking feet carryinsélg
ﬂoyvered hat in one hand and a
pair of high-heel shoes in the
other. At the landing she turns

to look down at Eddie.

13 SOME day,” she says, “I'm

going to get out of here
Some day I'm going to pack ms;
old beat-up suitcase and catch the
train for Iowa. And when I get
off at Preston I'm going to start
walking down a road I know
And through lane. And across a..
wide open field. And I'm never
going to speak to another map
as long as I live.”

She turns and climbs slowly up

the darkened stairway t
the third floor, v towards

_Eddie goes back to his desk
He sits a long time watchiné
t}}e empty stairway where the
girl had stood who hated men
a1_1d the things they did to her
Finally he inserts a sheet of
paper in the typewriter and
begins to type, slowly at first
then rapidly., The keys echc;
through the empty lobby.

Hot nights in New York he
writes, when the air is limp'and
all the freshness gone out of it
the door of the Mohawk hotei
stands open like g mouth of
stone—a soiled, gasping mouth
mzmking air in off Sixth Ave.. To.
night is hot—it's August.—and‘
?,he gitl coming down the avenue
is walking slowly, She tunni:
through the doorway..., ~ -

OFT-MARRIED John Barry-

more found it difficult to
keep track of his countless
female admirers. Once, in a
restaurant, as he was making
his way to a' table, he was stop-
ped by a young woman,

‘“Hello, fJohn,”” she purred,
placing her hand on his arm.

Barrymore, not recognizing
her, did not acknowledge the
greeting., ‘* That'’s a fine way to
behave,” she snapped; “and to
think that you once asked me to
marry youl"”

“ Really 2" murmured Barry-
more. ‘‘And did you?”

3% kS

SAGE ADVICE!

Teen-aged Jean asked her
grandfather for some advice.
““"Tell me, grandpa,” she said,

. “what kind of husband should

,feller.”

I marry ?

**Take my advice,”” answered
grandpa, ‘‘leave the husbands
alone and find yourself a single

* w

ROCKING HORSE
Worry is like a rocking horse :
it keeps on going, but it gets

nowhere !

AT long last a noterious and-

dangerous burglar had been
caught while on one of his jobs,
His captor was a middle-aged
woeman, alone at the time, who
felled him with a dining-room
chair as he crept through the
house. Her comment on the in-
cident was printed in the follow-
ing day’s paper:

‘1t was 2 o’clock in the morn-
ing when I saw this sneaky
creature make his way through
the back garden. I had locked
all the doors so I knew just what
he was going to do, come through
the kitchen window which had a
broken lock. I was all prepared
for him. I hid in the dining- :
room and waited until he went.
by me, then I picked up a chair
and hit him with all my might.
Naturally, of course, I thought
it was my husband.”

* * E

WRONG SHII'MENT

* Miss Jones,” said the office
manager to his secretary, ‘1
would suggest that you do not
write letters to your young man.
during office hours. Harris and
Jones report that you have sent
them a shipment of love and’
kisses instead of the tar and axle
groase they ordered.” ’
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